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It was nice to finally meet everyone, in person. We'd all known one another for years, but time and distance had made it virtually impossible to actually meet other than through the internet, and the occasional 'web-cam' chats.
"What the hell is that anyway?" Dawn asked curiously.
I'd been working on an idea, finally taking it from off the drawing board and actually putting the weird looking contraption together. She was looking at a schematic of the blueprint I had used in the original design.
"You'll see soon enough," I explained. "But not until Ran gets here," I told Dawn as well as Sybil who'd arrived shortly after Dawn had, where Cindy and I had anxiously, and happily greeted them both upon their arrival. I'd had to laugh, as those were nearly the exact same words Sybil had spoken upon her arrival.
Sybil and Cindy had hit it off almost immediately, already sitting down in the kitchen area sharing a cup of coffee as Dawn and I quickly joined them.
"It sort of looks like a vacuum cleaner," Sybil commented.
"More like a mechanical octopus," Cindy replied.
"Have you seen it work?" Dawn turned accepting a fresh cup of coffee from Cindy, sitting down at the table joining everyone.
"Believe it or not, no. Rick hasn't even let me see it, keeping it under wraps until everyone got here," she said.
"So when do we get to find out what it does?" Sybil pressed.
I laughed. "I told you, not until Ran gets here, which should be any time now. Her plane landed about twenty minutes ago, and the limousine I sent for her should be here shortly."
"Speak of the devil," Cindy laughed wickedly upon hearing the doorbell. "That MUST be her!"
Excitedly, everyone stood up from the table, heading towards the door. Ran had barely managed to step inside when she was half-mauled by everyone, including me. It was after all our first time ever meeting in person, so once again, hugs, kisses and the warmest affections were met with equal excitement and anticipation all around.
"Ok, now that she's here..." Sybil began once the chatter of welcome had finally died down, "when do we get naked?"
Everyone laughed. "Good old Sybil," I stated..."as always, straight and to the point!"
"Hey! "Who's calling who old here?" she shot back at me. "I might be retired, but I sure as hell ain't old! And I'll have you know...I can stay up with the best of them!" she added, cupping her large breasts as though to emphasize that very point.
"You'll get no argument from me," I said apologetically, blushing. But Syb knew I'd not meant it that way, and let me off the hook.
"And speaking of getting naked, that does include you as well yes?" she asked wickedly.
"Well of course!" Cindy answered before I could, already reaching down to unzip my fly, worming her hand inside my pants where she found me already hardening, eager to show the gals my new invention. "Shall we?" Cindy stated, leading me like a pull-toy down the hallway towards the specially designed 'fun-room' as I now called it.
"By the way Dawn...how's Lee doing anyway?" I asked. I knew he was involved in a big case, representing a woman who had seven husbands claiming that it was her right under her religious beliefs to have one for each day of the week.
"Oh you know Lee, he gets buried in his work...especially in a case like this one. I'm just glad there aren't eight days to a week," Dawn added. "Lee said she had already offered to make him a Sunday. But I told him, the only Sunday's he'd better become, are the one's where I bathe him in whipped cream and chocolate syrup!"
"Don't forget the banana's," I added.
Dawn grinned, "And the Maraschino Cherries!" she paused, then added, "But he said if he could get away, he'd fly in either tomorrow or the day after," Dawn said happily. "But until he does..." she said licking her lips suggestively.
"Would you like a taste?" Cindy offered, drawing out my now very erect cock, offering it to her like a hors d'oeuvre before the main course was served.
"Don't mind if I do!" Dawn beamed lustfully, dropping to her knees in front of me just short of the door to the 'fun-room'.
"I think..." Ran began as she stood near-by watching, along with everyone else, "that, that's...how he should have greeted all of us at the door!"
"Well actually," Cindy mused blushing profusely..."he did. Well, me anyway!"
"Ah huh...just as I thought," Syb stated. "No wonder you looked like you'd just been royally fucked when I arrived."
Cindy blushed even a deeper crimson, nodding her head happily. "Arriving three days earlier than each of you does have its advantages," she quipped.
"Ok Dawn," Syb said kneeling down beside her, "Don't be greedy..." she laughed joining her as the two girls proceeded to give my aching cock a very nice welcoming suck.
"Oh yeah...far better than Lee's 'welcoming blow-jobs'" I somehow managed to say, weak-kneed, legs quivering. "Nothing like getting it in person," I added even more strenuously as Dawn and Sybil's talented tongues continued to do the happy-dance up and down my shaft.
"If someone doesn't either go down on me, or finger my pussy soon, I'm going to explode!" Ran said already unbuttoning her blouse as emphasis that she was extremely aroused.
"Speaking of exploding," I finally managed, reluctantly forcing the two gobbling women away from me, "maybe it's time we went inside!" I held the door, turning as each one passed me by entering my specially equipped 'fun-room'. Cindy was the last to pass, her blue denim shirt already unbuttoned as well, giving me a tantalizing peek at 'the girls' as she lovingly referred to them.
"Oh no you don't," I said grabbing her as she attempted to slip by me, slipping my hand inside her shirt, feeling the already hard nubbin of flesh pressing against the palm of my hand. "You don't flash the girls at me like that, and then attempt to sneak by with out my telling them hello," I reminded her, pressing her against the wall now, the firmness of my still exposed erection pressing against her thigh.
"Keep that up...and you'd better fuck me right here...right now," Cindy warned.
I laughed. "In front of everyone?" I teased now rolling her even harder nipple between my fingers. She faltered, caught her breath as I pinched.
"Keep that up you bastard, and yes...right here...right now!"
"Ok you two, either get it on, or get it in here," Ran reminded us a little impatiently. "We're waiting to see what it is you've created. And by the way...what the hell is that anyway?"
That caused everyone to laugh as I finally released Cindy's breast, following her into the room. Four 'examination-like' tables circled the contraption I'd designed, though I had modified the stirrups for a little more flexibility and comfort.
"Well now, those certainly look familiar!" Dawn stated claiming one of the four tables, jumping up on to it. "Just like being at the office, though I'd have to say, this looks a hell of a lot more interesting!"
"Interesting isn't quite the word I'd be using," Ran added, slipping onto one of the others.
"Now do we get naked?" Sybil questioned, though she'd already begun undressing without my telling her to do so.
"I think so...Cindy added, now joining her. "And like all of you, I'm rather curious as to what this little invention of Rick's does too. By the way honey, what exactly do you call this thing anyway?"
I grinned, stepping over towards what looked like a cross between the old robot as first seen in the series 'Lost in Space' and a heavy-duty version of some kind of built-in vacuum cleaner, though this one had eight pairs of arms unlike the robot, and did look a little like a mechanical octopus as it sat there silently waiting instructions.
"I call it...'Fuck-O-Matic!'"
"Fuck-O-What?" Dawn asked now sexily naked, squirming excitedly as she allowed the soft downy-filled padding beneath her to mold to her body. "And I rather like this mattress pad, or whatever the hell you want to call it too!" she added. "Sort of like one of those heating bags you throw in the microwave to warm your feet up with at night."
"You might could say that," I agreed. "In fact...in a few seconds here, you will feel them warm up just a little bit. They have miniature heating pads between them and the tables for your comfort. Don't want anyone getting too cold. I want to make sure those hard nipples everyone is sporting is due to excitement, and not to climatic conditions!"
"So is this like something we'll see eventually appear on one of those 'info-commercials?" Ran giggled "Couldn't you just see that?" she continued laughing.
"Not unless it was really late at night, and on one of the naughty cable channels," I told her. "Cause ladies? You're about to experience the penultimate in orgasmic delights!"
"I'm waiting for the drum-roll," Sybil stated expectantly sliding her feet into the stirrups.
"Yeah, we're ready Mr. Music," Cindy added. "Now what do you want us to do?"
I stood there grinning, unable to speak at the moment as I took in the four delectable totally nude women who had answered my excited summons, each uniquely different in their own way. Large breasts to smaller sized ones, tall or short, a virtual feast of differing shapes and sizes to enjoy looking at.
"Well? You gonna just stand there with your cock sticking out? Or you going to show us how this fucking thing works?" Ran pressed. "What'd you call it? Fuck-O-me?" she grinned anxiously.
"Something like that," I said almost evilly, using my best Dr. Frankenstein tone of voice. "And now then...please be so kind as to lock one of your arms inside the arm-rests beside you," I said still grinning like the mad-doctor as one by one, I then encircled the room ensuring each and everyone of the women was completely and totally under my control.
"Just remember, paybacks a bitch!" Cindy reminded me warningly as I checked to ensure that she was as secure as possible, unable to do anything to free herself as I then began fastening each one of their feet inside the softly padded stirrups. I turned in a slow pivoting circle, enjoying the four differing 'winks' of pussy flesh that met my wandering gaze.
"Ok you fucking bastard!" Ran said breaking my revelry. "I already told you, if someone doesn't start doing something to my cunt...and soon, I really AM going to explode!"
I laughed...still in character as the mad-doctor I really was feeling like, "Soon enough my pretties, but first, a little mild teasing is in order to ensure you are all properly prepared to meet the 'Zin-Miester'."
"Zin-Miester?" Dawn asked anxiously, though obviously aroused as a glistening drop of cunt-honey dew cum dribbled down the soft pouty folds of her slit.
"Yeah, that's what I actually named it. Because you're all about to be fucked royally!"
Several groans accompanied my last comment, and not the bad kind either. Only when I produced several sets of blindfolds did the worried kind of groans and moans come out.
"Why those?" Dawn asked, though more out of curiosity than any concern.
"Don't worry, you won't be wearing them all the time. Just in the beginning, something to really fire up your sensory intake. I am going to get all of you at the peak of excitement, then...when I am sure you're all there, I'll remove the blind-folds so you can see everyone else, see what's happening to them, and allow each one of them, enjoy what's happening to you!"
"Fuck!" Cindy moaned pleasurably. I smiled, I'd heard that particular tone of 'fuck' before come out of her, and knew she was already smoldering.
"What the hell are those?" Sybil joined in, in asking as I suddenly began to pull from my own version of 'Robbie the robot', several extensions with suction cups attached to each one of them. "That in case one of us has a cardiac arrest or something? You actually going to be monitoring us?"
One again I laughed. "No, not exactly. Although I do happen to have one of those portable units on hand in case someone actually does go into cardiac arrest. But no, you'll see what the purpose of these is for soon enough as well."
I proceeded to attach one of the wired little devices to the left nipple of each woman, along with another that I then lubed, and applied to the upper right temporal lobe.
"Ah Cindy?" Ran asked. "You sure Rick really isn't some kind of insane lunatic with a sadomasochistic streak in him we don't know about?"
"Sorry," she said sheepishly. "I'm sort of learning more and more about him as we go along too," she offered.
"In for a penny..." Sybil laughed.
"Fuck!" Cindy said once again.
"And now...the blindfolds," I reminded them as I leaned over to put one of them over Dawn's eyes."
"Don't we at least get to see you naked first?" she asked.
"Oh you will...in a uniquely special way, something you could never begin to imagine or dream about. But yes...sure, and then we'll really let the fun and games begin."
I quickly undressed, and then stood there massaging my rock-hard cock while the girls lay immobilized, unable to do anything but lay there watching me.
"Listen you prick, I already told you twice, if you don't do something soon here, I am really going to explode. And watching you standing there pulling on your pud isn't helping any!"
"Very well Ran, I guess it really is time we got things started here," I told her.
One by one, I made sure each of their blindfolds was securely on, and then walked over to the small little control panel sitting next to "Zinny" my own devilish device. A soft murmuring hum filled the room as he came to life, awaiting my commands expectantly, as though having a mind of its own as it purred almost like a cat with eager anticipation.
"You'll begin to feel your feet being raised up a little," I stated. "That's the hydraulics in the stirrups, just relax and go with it. I promise you this will be...um, shall we say titillating?"
"Fuck!" Cindy said once again.
Satisfied with my new 'eye-candied' view, I did a quick pirouette surveying the delectable asses now raised, though still comfortably so, pussies all presented and expectant for only "I" knew what.
Next, I adjusted the pressure in 'Zinny', drawing the first of several pre-selected items from my 'ecstasy' drawer. Zinny's arms were so flexible, that as the pressure and suction increased, they could collapse far enough down to hold on to the end of a toothpick, and virtually impossible to dislodge without extreme effort.
I inserted the first of several items into each one of four functioning arms. Next, I picked up the simple to use 'joy-stick' which would allow me to perform the same exact function on each of my four captives simultaneously.
With asses raised so beautifully, I guided Zinny's arms simultaneously towards their intended targets. Carefully, and with absolute precision, I began to caress each of their beatific asses with the tips of several soft feathers.
"Is this why they call you fucking Many Feathers?" Ran asked once she realized what it was that was tickling the opening of her ass, as well as the outer folds of her pussy.
"Actually, it's 'Seeking Many Feathers'", I quipped back. "I don't think they'd much like it if I went by 'Fucking Many Feathers'. "Smart Ass!" Ran groaned pleasurably as I slowly increased the teasing titillation of the probing feathers against each one of them. One by one, soft mewling moans of pleasure began reaching my ears.
"Oh Fuck!" Cindy now added, causing a brief laugh all around until I pushed a small tiny button on my control panel, sending off a quick brief surge of electricity into the suctioned cup attached to each one of their nipples.
"Holy fucking shit!" Sybil cried out squirming uncontrollably against the bonds that held her. Within moments, each of them was doing pretty much the same thing, gyrating, rolling back and forth sensually in near perfect unison.
"Like that?" I asked teasingly.
Once again, Cindy answered for each of them.
"Fuck!"
I put the joystick on auto-pilot, allowing a pre-set program to continue on by itself, knowing full-well the girls would reap the benefit of my floating feathers as they paved criss-crossing paths across their respective bodies, ensuring that a touch here, and a tickle there, was having the desired affect. Meanwhile, I busily prepared the extra four arms with another naughty surprise.
"You really are a prick! You know that?" Ran said squirming around even more so than many of the others. "You're fucking driving me nuts here!"
Laughing, I pushed the little button sending a slightly longer, slightly more intense stream of electrical pulses through to her nipple, along with everyone else's.
"Oh you bastard!" Cindy wailed unexpectedly. But she was giggling too.
"Now here's where it gets really interesting," I informed them all.
"Like this isn't?" Dawn managed to state breathlessly.
I had attached one of the electrodes to my own forehead as well now. Closing my eyes, I visualized myself, and what I was about to do. Flipping a tiny switch, I immediately heard audible, surprised gasps erupt from each and every one of them.
"How the fuck did you do that?" Sybil asked obviously amazed, surprised...if not as bewildered as everyone else suddenly seemed to be. "I can see you! I mean I know I'm blindfolded, but I can fucking see you! And I'm not attached to anything...I mean, I am, but what I'm seeing, shit, I don't know what I mean.
I laughed, and each of them saw and heard me laugh. But as I stood there, eyes closed, envisioning what I wanted each of them to see, I projected my thoughts into their own, allowing them to basically read my mind, see what I was seeing, or rather thinking.
I stepped up between each one of their openly displayed legs, taking my cock in hand, using it to now begin rubbing, patting it against their exposed swollen hard-throbbing clits.
"Holy fucking shit!" Ran exclaimed just seconds before Cindy could utter nearly the same sentiment.
I didn't want to give it too much time though, it was taxing, trying to hold the thought and keep it as real as possible. Any waver, and the image would dissipate as easily as falling snow on a hot sidewalk.
In my minds eye, I thrust, shoving my hard erect cock fully, deeply inside each and every one of their lusciously displayed cunts simultaneously. And...simultaneously, I was rewarded with four distinct grunts as the 'virtual' impact of our minds coupling played through each and every one of them together.
"Oh yeah baby yeah!" Cindy was crying out now. "Fuck me baby, fuck me!"
I walked towards Cindy, reaching down to add a bit of reality to the image I was barely managing to hold on to now, as my own excitement threatened to pop the bubble. I gave her still exposed nipple a tender rolling twist of fingers and thumb, then leaned down to suck it deeply inside my mouth, using that moment to project the very same around to each and every one of them. All thus felt their nipples surrounded by my lips, felt the flickering flutter of tongue upon their super-sensitized nubbins, while I simultaneously once again thrust my now aching cock back into the wet glistening grooves of every woman there.
Knowing I was beginning to lose my own concentration, I knew it was time to surprise them even further. The cock, which now thrust into each of their pussies, was in fact of course an exact molded replica of my own cock, though with one added advantage that I didn't possess. Zinny was happily fucking each of them with his second pair of arms, flipping another switch, the very real prick that each of them saw within their mind suddenly began vibrating now as well. But what they saw, and felt was me...fucking them with a vibrating penis that not only looked and felt real, but was doing things that no real penis anywhere on earth was capable of doing.



"Ok you fuck!" Ran cried out, I don't know how the hell you're doing that...but I am almost............THERE!" she screamed out joyously. And that was when I got my own delicious surprise, along with everyone else. As Ran's orgasm, became mine...then Cindy's, then Dawns as well as Sybil's. Like tumbling domino's, one by one the orgasm Ran had begun, began to circulate through the others like wild-fire, triggering in each of them an orgasm of their own, quickly felt by everyone else as everyone began experiencing, and feeling everyone else's orgasm . It became too much for me to even hold on to for long, and I collapsed down onto my stool, delighted now to merely sit and watch all four women still deep within the throes of their respective climaxes.
Not wanting the super-sensitivity of stimulation to become too overbearing, I quickly ended the program, ordering Zinny to withdraw his/my fucking pricks from their pussies, letting them all bask momentarily in the afterglow of so erotic a moment as we'd just now shared.
I quickly circulated amongst them, removing their blindfolds, allowing them to collect themselves and eyes to adjust to the now dimly lit room to make the transition easier.
"Can any of us do what you just did?" Dawn asked.
"Yeah, I think so. As long as we're all linked like this...yes. You just need to really focus, concentrate, make it as real inside your mind as possible...then 'project'! That's the hardest part, you have to see yourself actually doing it, actually touching the other person you're thinking about."
"Oh my!" Ran giggled. "Dawn?"
Dawn laughed, "Shit! It works!"
"I'll say!" Ran moaned pleasurably.
"Fuck!" Cindy cried out suddenly, blushing, giggling all at once. "Hi Sybil!" she moaned breathlessly, oh damn that feels good!" she cooed pleasurably.
I allowed the women to virtually pleasure one another for several moments, each of them taking turns with one another until the excitement level was once again reaching a new peak. It was time for another of my naughty little surprises.
I replaced the dancing feathers with something uniquely special, and certainly wicked, at least in my mind anyway. Once again it was time to assault them with my surprise, and I wanted the added bonus of them being able to watch and see one another's expressions, and pleasures as they did.
"Sorry ladies...I know you're all enjoying one another's tongues and all...but now it's time for some 'nana' play!"
Sybil burst out laughing. "Why doesn't that surprise me?"
"Oh yeah...bring it on you bastard!" Cindy piggybacked.
I adjusted the pressure. Zinny held tightly, yet carefully, four peeled banana's that I now began teasing and caressing each one of their very liquid glistening slits with. I ran the tip of the banana's, using my 'joy-stick' which was appropriately named, up their slits, not quite entering, but caressing the outer folds of each one of their cunts until it nestled momentarily, nudging the re-awakened clit-nubbins of each. I then allowed it to rock back and forth as though burrowing in the folds of all that sweet pussy flesh. The immediate response from each was like music to my ears as Sybil launched into a tirade of unintelligible words, accompanied by Dawn's quick husky intake of deep, then shallow breaths.
Ran, was all but holding her breath, her face grimacing, screwed up in pure unadulterated delight, while Cindy lay rocking sensually back and forth against the table, uttering "Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" over and over and over.
Once again I put the joystick on 'cruise-control' and began making my rounds. I'd given 'Zinny' another set of pre-programmed instructions, and allowed him to do most of the work while I wandered over to amuse myself, and take a few needed liberties as I was just as aroused as the women were. If not even more so!
As the 'nana' assault continued, I leaned over, letting the tip of my tongue dance gingerly for a moment against Ran's hard little clit. Anticipating momentarily Zinny's next move as he carefully began to inch the tip of each banana into the now funneled opening of each woman's pussy. As slippery, and as obscenely displayed as each of them now was, I worried very little for any of the bananas's to accidentally break off. I'd carefully selected the best banana's I could find, checking each for firmness, and ensuring that enough lubrication existed to continue using them, and enjoying the decadent spectacle of seeing four liquid cunts being so expertly fucked by a nice hard banana.
I pleasured Ran's clit with my tongue for several long moments before moving over towards Dawn, who watched my approach with eager anticipation, smiling wickedly as well as delightedly as I leaned down to suck her clit between my lips.
"At least get close enough so I can feel you!" she near begged me. Only too happy to oblige her, I stood next to her letting her hand easily fondle my cock as I bent over, spearing her cunt with my tongue, enjoying both the taste of banana, as well as the sweet-succulent fluids of her pussy juice that continued to cascade in little rivulets between her legs, and into my open greedily sucking mouth.
"This is so fucking hot!" Sybil moaned, looking back and forth between her friends, as each one in turn looked towards her as well as one another. The display of being bound as they were, banana fucked for all to see, and additionally teased and fondled as I continued to move about amongst the four of them was erotic beyond words. Not to mention the added view which I soon pointed out to them of the mirrored ceiling above, which provided an even more interesting display as each lay, bound, legs spread obscenely wide, with ripe hard banana's fucking in and out of them expertly.
"Oh Rick...a few more minutes of this, and I'm gonna cum again baby!" Cindy warned.
I grinned.
"I only wish you could come in each one of us at the same time," she added. "I'd like to feel the sensation of your hot cum pouring out inside me as I cum for you...with you," she near begged.
"Actually, I can...in a way," I told her along with everyone else.
"Oh? And how are you going to manage to do that?" Ran asked slyly.
"Well obviously, I can't supply enough of my own cum-cream to manage that. But I can do the next best thing, and that's to at least give you the sensation that I am. Zinny has a special reservoir of a concoction I prepared earlier, so he has plenty of cum to spray in you, or on you...wherever you wish. It's a mixture of vanilla yogurt cut with a little skim milk for appearance and texture. Warmed to just the right temperature, so you won't even know the difference! Additionally, you're all aware of course that Zinny has two arms for each of you. Therefore, I can program for each of you individually, just about whatever it is that you'd like, including one additional little device that none of you have even seen yet. In addition to the vibrating pricks, I also have a nice vibrating tongue, that is capable of varying flicks, flutters, and tingly little stabs accompanied by a smaller little electrode attached to it that each of you can manipulate on your own with the remote controls I will now give to each of you."
Everyone selected their preferred choices, and I had additionally unfastened them all so they were no longer bound, and free to move about and do pretty much whatever they wanted to do.
"What about you?" Cindy asked concernedly. I merely grinned.
"All I want to do for now...is just watch, and enjoy watching each of you. So have at it...you have the controls!"
"Does that include any place I want stimulation?" Sybil asked.
"Just name it!" I told her. "It will only take me a few seconds to program whatever it is that you want...along with how you want it!"
Sybil gave me a devilishly wicked looking grin. "Well in that case...I want one cock in my pussy, and the other one in my ass."
"Fuck!"
I looked over towards Cindy and winked.
"What about you Ran?" I asked her.
"Oh yeah...one in my pussy for sure, but I'd like to feel the other one rubbing, then squirting all over my tits!"
"Ohhh, nice one Ran honey!" Dawn concurred. "But I think I'd like one to suck on, and that fluttery tongue thingy you just showed us," she told me.
I nodded, already programming Zinny her request.
"And you my darling?" I asked Cindy.
"You sure you don't have another set of spare arms you could attach to that thing?"
Everyone burst out laughing. "Why Cindy you horny slut you!" Sybil exclaimed.
"Ok, I admit it...I am. I want it all!" she confessed greedily.
"Well, sorry honey, I don't. But I can offer you the next best thing to that I guess. Me!"
Cindy beamed. "Well then, in that case, one for my mouth to suck on, one to fill and fuck my pussy, and you...and you baby, deep inside my ass!"
"With your permission, I'd like to film this for later," I asked everyone. "Since I'm going to be more of an active participant this time, I'd still like to enjoy viewing all of you later on."
"I think we'd all enjoy doing that," Ran quipped suggestively. And perhaps, we can sort of lay around and play together while we do!"
"I like that idea!" Dawn added. "And maybe...Lee will be here then so he can enjoy doing that with us!"
"Sounds good by me!" Sybil agreed. Cindy merely blushed, but nodded her head in agreement.
"Fuck," she finally allowed herself to say just under her breath. But we all heard it anyway.
Everyone got themselves comfortable again, this time taking whatever position best suited their purposes. I enjoyed the view as Sybil presented herself on all fours as Zinny began to carefully and smoothly introduce the two well-lubricated cocks into her, though it was obvious she needed little if any help in that department. The erotic naughty dangle of her full breasts merely accentuated the vulnerability of her wanton openness as both cocks slowly began to penetrate her openings.
"If you'd like, I can also rig this so it feels like you're sitting on someone's face while they eat you Dawn."
"I'd like that!" she smiled broadly. "Then I can pretend Lee's here eating me, while I'm sucking you off!" she said winking at me.
Ran preferred to once again simply lay back, making herself all nice and cozy-comfortable as Zinny began inserting one cock into her slick cunt, the other already beginning to rub itself casually across the tips of her rock-hard nipples.
"Oh yeah! I'm gonna enjoy this a lot!" she said happily.
Like Sybil, Cindy chose to place herself on all fours as well, presenting her beautiful ass towards me as she lowered herself fully over the cock that my 'Fuck-O-Matic' was about to live up to it's name too. Additionally of course, the Zin-Miester held a second cock in front of her face, allowing Cindy to either hold it or not, dependant upon her mood, and whatever was going on at the time. Lubricating myself up really well, I waited until she was ready, then pressed carefully against the opening of her ass, feeling the tip of my well-oiled cock slide even more easily in than either one of us expected.
"Well...enjoy everyone!" I told them. "I know I'm sure as hell going too!"
Not only was it the sight of what was taking place such a turn on, but the sounds that each and every one of us was making as well. So much moaning and groaning was taking place, that it was difficult to know who was doing what, or saying what as every erotic word or sound imaginable was either uttered or expressed.
Ran lay eyes closed, licking her lips as my almost too real cock doppelganger played back and forth across her breasts, it's evil twin brother, happily strumming the insides of her cunt, alternating with long smooth slow strokes, to quick rapid ones as Ran deliriously programmed the controls through her remote.
Dawn was enjoying the feel of the fluttering tongue-fuck she was receiving, all the while working the cock she held in her hand, milking it for the essence that would soon pour forth as when she'd managed to provide enough stimulation to the sensory chips contained within the molded penis, it would automatically discharge the fluids contained there just like any other cock would once sufficient stimulation had been achieved.
Syb was giving herself a good thorough fucking, one cock plunging deeply inside her near-gushing pussy, the other expertly slipping in and out of her ass in near perfect harmony with the other. I watched, enjoying the spectacle, as well as the sensual sway of her breasts as they moved back and forth, two and froe with the rhythm of her simultaneous fucking, listening to her pant as she strove anxiously towards release.
"You like watching her titties don't you sweetheart?" Cindy asked me.
"Oh yeah...and yours too!" I added lustfully, but you already know that!" I said reaching around to cup one of them within my hand, enjoying the feel of those incredible nipples pressing against my flesh.
"Oh baby! Fill my ass with that cock of yours mother-fucker!" she added wickedly. I had felt her quickly accustom herself to my shaft so that soon I was near-matching the tempo of the cock she so easily rode, feeling it pressed against my own cock through the thin membrane separating both passages. Additionally, seeing Cindy sucking the replica of my prick, sent a shiver of fond memory coursing through my inflamed shaft as though she were actually sucking AND fucking it at the same time!
"Oh Sin! Sin! I said using the pet name I had given her. "Oh fuck honey...that feels so...damned...good!"
The combination of so many sights and sounds occurring all at once heightened the pleasure, as well as the urgency, so that soon everyone seemed to be on the precipice of ecstasy, it was Ran's release that seemed to once again trigger a domino affect as one by one, everyone began to scream or cry out in their own unique climax, mingling, then adding to one another's.
"Oh yeah! Oh yeah! Oh fuck yeah!" I heard her calling out, looking over, seeing copious amounts of my special formula beginning to spray all over her beautiful breasts, and knowing, that she was also feeling the discharge of the same warm pearly spray inside the confines of her slick gushing cunt.
I could see that Dawn had achieved her goal as well. She had taken a great deal of the gushing prick, but I had known that the special reservoir held far more of the 'special' cum than any man might...no matter how prolific. But as hoped for and expected, Dawn seemed to be enjoying the additional spray of warm cream against her face as well, laughing contentedly as she rubbed the soft flexible cock lovingly against her face as it continued squirting in a near obscene fashion.
The wet squishy sound of both cocks shooting off their loads inside Sybil quickly drew my attention towards her. Her cunt had been filled to overflowing, so that now a fine misty spray of some of the extra that she was unable to contain deep within her pussy had begun to backwash through the folds of her delectable looking cunt. Her lips had turned a milky white, the pearly cum-cream clinging to them as the cock continued to expel itself in over abundance. Likewise, the one filling her ass was accomplishing the same thing. The dual sensation of which had tossed Sybil over the edge so that she was now crying out, tossing her head back and forth in delirious delight as wave after wave of ecstasy consumed her.
"Come on baby, give me the good stuff!" Cindy wailed. "Cum in my ass! Let me feel you shooting off inside my ass!" she cried out wantonly.
I was only too happy to oblige.
Holding her remotes, I waited until the first shuddering expulsion of my cream soared through my shaft, only then pressing the remote, discharging the additional "secret special sauce" I'd created so that it too began to fill her luscious pussy, and begin spraying it's warm nectar against her swaying tits, which I watched in abject fascination and raw overwhelming pleasure as though sensing myself cumming in her, and on her in three differing places.
Cindy literally melted into a pool of orgasmic bliss. I felt the tightness of her ass capture me, milking the last vestiges of my spunk deep inside her exquisitely slick passage. She was moaning deliriously, her cunt quivering, her ass still throbbing, still milking...quietly moaning the word "fuck" over and over and over again.
#
"Hey Lee! Glad you could finally make it!" I told him as I along with everyone else met him at the door. Dawn was already down on her knees before him, before he'd even managed to get a word in, in greeting to anyone else.
"Now see? THAT'S the way one should be welcomed around here!" Ran stated arms crossed against her chest, tapping her foot upon the floor.
"By the way honey," she asked. "Did you win?"
Lee grinned, merely nodding his head, slightly surprised by Dawn's lusty need as she all but devoured him in front of everyone. Though Cindy as well as Sybil seemed to be enjoying this nearly as much as he was. And I was delighted when I saw the two of them playfully reaching over to begin fondling one another's breasts. "Good...then you made a lot of money on this one yes?"
Perplexed, Lee looked towards her. "I guess...why do you ask? Especially now?" he said blushing slightly.
"Cause...I said if you did win, I wanted to be the first one to own this 'Fuck-O-Matic' thingy that Rick created.
"Fuck-O-What"? Lee asked even more bewildered.
"Never mind, you'll have to see it to believe it," Ran told him. "Which reminds me...maybe we should all go in and watch the video together, then I think Lee might have a better idea of what it is his wife just bought."
"Sounds like a good idea to me!" Cindy said reaching over to grab hold of her favorite pull-toy. Though I was also happy to see that she kept one arm around Sybil, still toying with one of her breasts as she led the way down the hall back towards the 'fun-room'.
"Tickle your ass with a feather Lee?" I asked him.
"Excuse me?" He said looking up, helping Dawn to stand as he did.
"I said, particularly nice weather? Good flight?"
"Oh...yeah," he said sounding somewhat confused. "It was."
Dawn giggled. "Shhh, don't tell him anything," she whispered to me. "Just make sure you get it all on video though ok?"
I smiled. "Already rolling I assured her."



        A is for Anal

        She always thought she was open minded.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/a-is-for-anal-3

Title: A is for Anal

Author: Many Feathers

Category: Anal

Description: She always thought she was open minded.

Tags: brian jackie, heard rachel, jerry rachel, ass simultaneously, jackie found, ass rachel, feel jerry, felt rachel, honey rachel




Jackie had always considered herself an open-minded fairly uninhibited woman. At five foot nine, she could have easily gone into modeling, with both a face as well as a shape for doing just that. Long auburn hair falling well past her shoulders, aqua blue eyes that looked sometimes green if she happened to wear that particular color, and full sensual lips that more than one person had actually commented on.
Jackie felt her long shapely legs and ass her best features however, though her small perky breasts held enough allure that whenever she'd worn one of her more revealing bikinis, she'd received enough appreciative glances at them to make her smile, though demurely so, whenever she passed by anyone blatantly looking at them.
She worked in a small boutique close to her apartment. Something she shared with Rachel, her 'very' wild and sometimes almost too promiscuous roommate. As she headed home from having just finished her shift, she was already wondering if Rachel would have one of her many boyfriends over at the house when she arrived there. She hoped not. She was tired, wanted to take a nice hot bath, preferably a bubble bath, sit and relax and let the "Calgon moment" sweep her away. The last thing she wanted, was to sequester herself inside her bedroom, trying to muffle out the sounds of Rachel's ardor, which she was prone to vocalizing at the top of lungs whenever she really got carried away.
Once again, Jackie reflected on the fact she really wasn't a prude, was certainly open-minded for the most part, and usually wasn't all that bothered by most of Rachel's wild shenanigans. But...there was a time a place for anything, and sometimes the timing and place were more convenient for Rachel than it was for her.
She thought she was home free. Entering her apartment, Jackie stood just inside the doorway listening. All was quiet. She smiled inwardly already beginning to unbutton her blouse as she stepped into the hallway headed towards her bedroom. That's when she heard it, or rather heard Rachel, and knew she wasn't alone. Her fantasy of scented candles, plenty of bubbles, and a nice hot steamy bath suddenly being replaced by secluding herself beneath a pair of headphones listening to music instead.
"Oh yeah fuck me! Fuck my ass!" Rachel cried out in that near ear-piercing scream that had become her trademark.
"Damn!" Jackie thought silently to herself. Though annoyed she wouldn't be able to do what she'd been hoping to do, it was Rachel's words that froze her dead in her tracks just outside the not fully closed door of Rachel's bedroom.
"Fuck my ass?" Jackie repeated silently.
That was one of the few 'lines-in-the-sand' Jackie had drawn and never crossed for herself. Though up until a month ago, she'd also thought she'd never touch another woman either. But Rachel had teased her sufficiently into dangling her toes over that particular line anyway. They'd gotten a little tipsy over a good bottle of wine, had been watching a rather racy movie together where two women, close friends not unlike themselves, had fallen into bed together. From there, Rachel had begun teasing Jackie unmercifully about being horny, (which she was) and finally convincing her to let Rachel get her off using one of her many toys. The fact that Jackie had finally relented had been surprise enough. That she'd then masturbated Rachel with a vibrator had been another.
But this, well this was something else entirely! This was a line she would NEVER cross, this was a line she would never even dangle her toes over unlike the touching another woman thing. Even her ex-boyfriend had found that out in a hurry. He'd been going down on her, something Jackie admittedly did love. And just as she was nearing the sweet throes of orgasm, Darren had placed the tip of his finger at the opening of her ass as some sort of surprised enhancement to her pleasures. Well he had been the one to be surprised as not only had Jackie slapped his hand away from her, but she'd also bolted out of the bed as though being struck with a branding iron. She hadn't seen him since!
"Oh baby, that cute little ass of yours feels so fucking good! So tight around my big, hard, cock!"
Jackie grimaced. She recognized that voice. Brian. She'd had, or rather still had a bit of a crush on him. And though Rachel had told her repeatedly to "go for it!" the thought of letting Brian bed her while still sleeping with Rachel wasn't something she was sure she could handle.
"Tight little ass-fuck isn't she?"
That was Jerry, Rachel's 'main-squeeze' as she referred to him. But where Brian was, usually so was Jerry as they were best friends. Another reason why Rachel was always trying to hook the two of them up together so that they could perhaps "party" one evening. And though tempted, Jackie wasn't sure she could get into a group thing either. Though that at least was something he actually might consider doing under the right circumstances.
She found she was actually holding her breath. She stood just outside the door to Rachel's room, the door having been left ajar, which she wasn't all that suspicious of in Rachel's leaving it that way on purpose. And though Rachel couldn't have known Jackie had gotten off work earlier than usual, she still wouldn't put it past her to leave such a temptation waiting for her either. If Jackie had one real weakness, one real Achilles' heel, it was her voyeuristic fascination with watching other people having sex. And as such, the 'invitation' whether it really was one or not, was too much of a temptation to pass up.
"At least for a minute or so anyway," Jackie mused, trying to justify her pushing softly and quietly against the door so as to offer herself a naughty little peek into the room. She literally had to catch her breath, as what greeted her was something far beyond anything she was prepared for, or even anticipated seeing.
Nearly exact opposites of one another, Jackie caught her breath at the sight of Rachel's slightly plumper five-foot four inch frame sitting upright on Jerry's prick. With short blonde hair that was almost too short, as she'd sometimes actually been mistaken for some kind of a lesbian lover whenever the two of them had gone out somewhere together. Something Rachel always found amusing, especially as she didn't have any hang-ups about girl-girl sex, and was in fact probably considered more 'bi' than heterosexual. Still, it wasn't seeing that so much, as it was seeing Brian kneeling behind her as she sat, 'his' cock obviously sliding in and out of Rachel's ass as she was simultaneously fucking and being fucked from Jerry below her.
"Oh yeah, fuck me baby, fuck my sweet tight little ass!" Rachel moaned deliriously.
Before she realized she'd even done it, Jackie felt her own hand gingerly teasing the hard taut nubbin of her left breast through the blouse she had partially unbuttoned earlier. Standing in the doorway, but with the hallway darkened, she felt fairly secure in her ability to continue watching them all without anyone actually being aware of her presence. Especially as involved as they were at the moment, with Jerry content to continue to lie there prone, his hands joyfully kneading, sometimes squeezing Rachel's much larger breasts. But it was Brian who knelt behind her friend that both repulsed her, yet at the same time fascinated her so. It was impossible for her to tear her eyes away from the decadent, degrading scene as it continued to unfold. Holding onto Rachel's twin spheres, Brian was thrusting in and out of her ass with a rapidity that seemed impossible to achieve, especially as it was her ass he was actually fucking! She couldn't imagine, nor even begin to imagine having anyone, or anything thrusting in and out of her ass the way Brian was doing to Rachel's.
"Harder you fucking bastards!" Rachel cried out once again, fuck me harder! I'm almost there!"
Mesmerized, Jackie stood secretly behind the door, peeking through the slightly wider crack that she had carefully created. Continuing to stand there caressing her breast, she had now added the additional stimulation of slipping her hand down between both hems of her skirt as well as her panties. Finding her well-oiled pussy eagerly awaiting the touch of her probing fingers, which she had now begun to gingerly stroke, allowing the excitement and pleasure of her curiosity to replace the initial revulsion of seeing Brian's cock sliding in and out of her girlfriends vulnerably exposed ass.
Rachel had already begun to do "The Tasmanian" as Jackie had teasingly referred to it. Suddenly whipping her head back and forth, side to side, all the while gyrating her entire torso almost spasmodically, arms flailing about her, breasts swinging wildly to and froe as she came. She'd seen Rachel come like this before, and knew that when she did, she was letting out all the stops, totally and completely letting herself go, no matter how weird or bizarre it might seem to anyone else seeing her climax like this. She could care less how she looked, and said so. All that mattered to her was how it felt. And it felt..."fucking fantastic!" she would always exclaim afterwards.
Jackie felt her own 'mini' climax spread in a less than satisfactory wave of pleasure. More a pleasing tingle of sweetness than any kind of earth-shattering explosion, certainly nowhere close to what she was seeing Rachel enjoying at the moment. But it was the fact that Rachel was having such a tremendously powerful climax, obviously so...with one cock in her pussy, and the other in her ass that held Jackie spellbound to the spectacle before her, far longer than she should have stayed, precariously so, lost in thought for a moment, wondering.
"Well? You just going to stand there playing with yourself? Or are you finally going to come in and join us for a change?" she heard Rachel asking, stunning her back to the present with no where to run...or hide the fact that she'd been caught, especially as the door suddenly flew open with Brian standing before her, his cock still rock-hard rigid, the smile on his face wickedly pleased to see her standing there.
Only then did Jackie realize that she still held one hand on her breast, and the other unashamedly down between her legs.
She felt her face burn crimson, even more so when she found herself lustfully gazing down at Brian's condom-covered prick. Just the sight of the condom itself suddenly seeming wicked, "naughty" she thought silently to herself, realizing where it had been, where 'it' had been. Brian's cock, Brian's hard stiff condom-covered cock so brazenly sticking out between his legs, bobbing up and down with eager anticipation.
Jackie couldn't even speak, suddenly feeling herself being pulled into the room, though it was more like she was floating rather than being half-dragged, half-carried towards the bed. She caught a momentary glimpse of that line below her, saw herself floating above it, crossing it, then the feel of many hands upon her as the last shreds of her clothing were removed.
"She ok?" she heard Brian asking as though his voice had come from thin-air. "She looks like she's stoned or something."
Jackie heard Rachel laugh. "No, not stoned, not quite. Just buzzing, she got that way the first time I fucked her with my vibrator," Rachel explained.
"Damn, I'd love to have seen that!" Jerry countered.
"I'll bet you would," Rachel snickered, turning then to address her roommate as Jackie only then began to shake herself from the fugue she'd suddenly found herself in. "So Jackie honey, which one of them would you like to take that virgin ass of yours? Jerry? Or Brian?"
Jackie found herself glancing back and forth between the two men. Both of them with rigid hard cocks, though Jerry's obviously the larger. She could feel and sense herself smiling, wondering briefly how she looked with what must have been an almost idiotic expression on her face. Though the choice was still an easy one, even if Brian had had the large of the two cocks.
"Brian," she near whispered. "I want it to be Brian."
"Shit! Well, at least I get to finally fuck your roomies cunt!" Jerry spoke to Rachel.
"Yeah? Well you'd best be gentle with her Jerry, it might be the one and ONLY time that you do, especially if you get too rough with her. And that goes for you too Brian, especially you!"
Jackie heard a rustle as Brian fished out a new condom, too embarrassed to look over to confirm it however, still dream-like as she felt Rachel leading her over to the edge of the bed.
"Climb on up honey," Rachel told her. Put that sweet-slick pussy of yours over my Jerry's cock. That's it baby, that's it...just like that."
Rachel had held onto Jerry's cock, fitting it, then removing her hand just as Jackie allowed herself to slide fully down the length and girth of him until fully, yet comfortably impaling herself.
"Why don't the two of you do a little pre-emptive fucking for a moment while Brian lubes himself up, and while I make sure you're all nice and ready," Rachel told her.
It had been well over two month's since Jackie had been with anyone, so the feel of Jerry's cock, even if it was Jerry, still felt good to her. She felt a tentative tickle near the opening of her ass, in reflex, clenching herself tightly.
"Relax baby," Rachel said soothingly, "I'm not going to hurt you. If anything, I just want to make sure that Brian here doesn't hurt you either. So relax, let Jerry's cock stroke you a little, excite you some while I do this."
Jackie did. She found herself grinding against him, enjoyed the feel of his massive member filling her too long forgotten pussy. This time, when she felt Rachel's delicately probing finger, she did relax, relaxed well enough anyway that she didn't flinch as the tip of her friend's finger actually penetrated, the lubrication she was using already coating most comfortably the insides of her virginal fuck-tunnel.
"Feel good?" Rachel asked softly. "I'm not hurting you in any way now am I?" she asked.
"Nnnn, No," Jackie stuttered for a moment finally finding her voice. "No, doesn't hurt...feels good," she stammered still, the feel of Jerry's thick hard cock continuing to slow-stroke into her as Rachel's much thinner, even more delicate finger continued to probe, massaging the tiny puckered opening of her ass.
"Ready Brian?" Jackie heard Rachel asking. "And remember, easy...slow and easy. You let her tell you when it's ok to go any deeper ok?"
"Will do," Brian replied. And Jackie could hear the etched excitement in Brian's tone of voice, easing her tension somewhat, realizing as she heard him speak that he was just as anxious, just as excited as she was. That, and the caring tone he had used, giving her some measure of assurance that he wasn't just going to spear her ass and wait for the pain to finally subside before fucking her even more enthusiastically without any care for her pleasure or discomfort, whatever the case might be.
"Don't worry honey," Rachel continued assuring her. "I'm not going to let Brian put any more of this inside you than either one of us are comfortable with ok? And he knows, should he even try without our say so, I'll break the mother-fucker in half too!"
Jackie laughed in spite of her nervousness. "Anything you say sis," she said affectionately. "I am trusting you..." she left off saying.
"And as for you Jerry," Rachel cautioned, "You can hold still now until I say so. Go ahead and let your cock do the happy dance inside her if you want, but nothing else. Not until I tell you it's ok got it? Oh...and one another thing, when you're ready, when you can't hold out any longer, I'm the one who has dibs on all that stuff floating around inside your ball-sack got it?"
Jerry merely nodded his head. He knew better than to argue with Rachel, especially over his "pearly-prize" as she called it.
Jackie felt the tip of Brian's prick pressing against the sensitive opening of her ass. Simultaneously, she also felt Rachel's fist as it too rested against her, ensuring as she did that Rachel was indeed in control of any sudden movements by Brian.
"Easy does it now," Rachel instructed, "slow and easy, just say when," Rachel stated turning towards Jackie. "You let both of us know how it feels honey."
It felt good. But Jackie couldn't speak the words at the moment, too focused, too concentrated as she felt the bare-ended tip of his prick suddenly press through the virginal opening of her sphincter.
"Nice baby, nice...you handled that really well. He's got the head in you now, and I must say baby...it looks wonderfully wicked!"
Jackie was surprised. It did take a moment or two to become accustomed to the sudden intrusion, and though there had been a momentary stab of discomfort, it hadn't been like anything she'd expected, or anticipated feeling.
"Rest easy there sport, we're in no hurry here!" Rachel continued her warning towards Brian. "Jackie will let us both know when she's ready for any more of that prick of yours!"
By way of an answer, Jackie felt the muscles in her ass loosen, taking that moment and opportunity to push back against him, forcing a good inch to slide in behind the head of his now comfortably enclosed prick.
"Ohhh," Jackie moaned, but it was a pleasurable moan, and one that Rachel well knew and took satisfaction in hearing her utter.
Jackie took her time, gradually, slowly, she felt Brian's long hard prick eventually enter her fully until she felt the base of his cock-stem nuzzle comfortably against the firmness of her ass. By now of course, Rachel had removed her hand, placing them on her roomies breasts where she now tweaked and pleasured her nipples, intensifying the sweetness and pleasure of her virginal ass now thoroughly filled, and wonderfully pleasured.
Jackie was swimming in a sea of unanticipated ecstasy. Even the feel of her roommate's hands upon her twin spheres was an unexpected, but certainly delicious welcome. As the two men began to rock in harmonic rhythm within her, Jackie felt both her pussy, and for the first time her ass, begin to quiver in tingling surges of erotic, sensual delight. She could not have imagined, nor ever begun to comprehend that that particular opening could harbor such sensitivity, the kind of which was not only pleasurable, but becoming more and more so by the second.
"Oh yes, yes! Fuck me! Fuck my ass! Fuck my cunt! But whatever you two do...FUCK ME!"
Rachel burst out laughing. It was so out of character for Jackie to speak so coarsely, and hearing her do so while the sweet, stinging slap of flesh on flesh resounded within the room, that Jackie could only laugh with her, understanding as she did, why Rachel perhaps was so vocal herself whenever she was being so wondrously violated as she was now.
"Shut up you fucking cunt," Jackie cried out wantonly, knowing full well that her verbiage would only please as well as amuse her friend.
As though to confirm that, Rachel laughed again, even louder. "That's my horny little bitch!" she called, crawling up onto the bed suddenly straddling Jerry's torso. Jackie wondered for a moment if Rachel would merely sit down on Jerry's face so he could tongue her needful pussy. But no...as she quickly discovered, that hadn't been Rachel's intention at all! Rachel moved towards her, her long fingers reaching down to spread a part the lips of her liquefied quim, exposing the pearl-sized clit that stood out all shiny and expectant with needful desire.
"Kiss it you bitch! Go on! Kiss it! Suck it! You know you've always wanted to! So do it!"
She'd already crossed one line, so why not another. As a matter of fact, she'd already crossed two lines, now participating in what could only be considered a 'group-sex' type of encounter.
With Brian's cock almost magically transporting her to another level of pleasure never before experienced, as well as Jerry's thick massive cock, filling her cunt even more fully than it had ever been before, Jackie allowed the tip of her tongue to slither out, making contact with Rachel's obscenely displayed clitoris. An electrical surge of additional lust exploded somewhere deep inside her mind, she felt her ass tighten, clenching the shaft that so boldly and freely slid in and out of her now, wanting it harder, even deeper if that was possible. Throwing caution to the wind, she wrapped her sensual lips around the tiny organ of Rachel's rapture, drawing it deeply within her mouth, sucking it, and then much to her delight, hearing Rachel's cry of surrender.



"Oh you beautiful cunt sucking slut you! Yes eat me baby...eat me, eat my cum-fucking pussy!"
It was too much for all of them to bare any more. As Jerry had promised, he quickly warned of his impending orgasm.
"I don't fucking care!" Rachel screamed out. "Come in her fucking cunt if you want to, I'm cumming now too!"
The sudden flow of additional moisture bathing Jackie's face triggered her own volcanic eruption. Feeling the jettison of Jerry's spunk now bathing her womb, she felt Brian's cock suddenly lurch, spewing deep within the confines of her ass as he thrust deeply into her one last time, holding it there, his balls discharging copious amounts of his semen into the barely manageable condom protecting her.
There were no words to adequately describe the intensity of the orgasmic release she now experienced for herself. The sudden presence of a thousand tiny white stars suddenly filling her head the last thing she briefly remembered before collapsing in a heap upon Jerry's body, Brian tumbling upon her from behind.
She awoke, though how long she had been like this she honestly didn't know. Rachel lay off to one side, spooning her from behind, Jerry spooning Rachel in a like-wise fashion. Brian, lying upon his back Jackie's head comfortably cradled against his chest, her hand even now absentmindedly playing with his flaccid member.
She closed her eyes, smiling within her self. A brief vision of hundreds of miles of sand stretching out in all directions, and not a single line appearing anywhere, in any of it.
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Amy crossed the parking lot towards her car. As usual, it was nearly vacant. Though the offer of escort by security was available, Amy had been doing this for the better part of two years, and no one had ever had, or been given reason to really be concerned.
She hated closing late, but the thought of having the next two days off work was a small little bonus for whenever she had to. Working at a quaint leather goods clothing store, she juggled the package she carried under one arm as she crossed the parking lot towards her car, already fishing for her keys inside her purse. She smiled, the leather jacket she had had her eyes on for her husband Dave had been something he'd been wanting for quite some time now. Amy had finally managed to stash away just enough, including her employee discount to get it for him as a surprise.
She grinned once again remembering the last surprise she had gotten for him, though it was an outfit she had purchased for herself. Along with the regular type of leather clothing most stores carried, her store also carried a line of rather provocative, extremely sexy and very revealing leather outfits as well. Wearing the tight fitting vest with criss-crossing leather stitching had barely contained, let alone kept from being revealed, her rather large and ample chest.
Average height, with shoulder length auburn hair, green eyes and a pixyish face, she wasn't considered drop-dead gorgeous, but certainly attractive. Though most men she encountered tended to stare at her breasts long before noticing her face, something she had learned to live with and accept in life though at times it had actually annoyed her.
She had safely reached her car, opening the door when she decided to throw the package into the trunk, taking it inside the house later so that Dave wouldn't see it. Tossing her purse into the passenger seat, she walked back around her car opening the trunk. Amy leaned over setting the package securely inside when she felt a presence behind her. Too late!
"Don't move! Don't turn around or I'll blow your fucking head off!"
She felt the hard press of steel within the small of her back, fear gripping her immediately as she briefly considered her options. In the span of a millisecond, Amy couldn't think of any as suddenly some sort of cloth bag was yanked down over her head. She cried out in surprise, but it wasn't loud enough to elicit any real concern by her assailant.
"I told you, shut the fuck up if you want to see the sunrise again," he warned.
"Please! I have a daughter," she began, hoping that by revealing this tid-bit of information, he might ease up on her, if not actually spare her life if that was something he was even considering.
He didn't reply, as she felt her arms roughly yanked back around herself where he proceeded to tie them together with what appeared and felt like a piece of rope.
"Get in!" he ordered.
For a moment Amy was confused, unsure by what he meant, taking a step back towards the front of the car.
"No you stupid bitch! Get in the fucking trunk!"
"Please!" she whimpered uselessly once again. But it was of no use. She felt herself bodily grabbed, then actually lifted up and into the trunk itself.
"Remember what I told you, one word. One fucking word, and no one will ever find you, let alone recognize you when they do!"
Fear seized her like nothing ever had before. Though unable to see, as the trunk closed the darkness became even more so, and though she wasn't normally claustrophobic, the mere thought of being locked inside her own trunk in such a confined space caused her to panic. She cried out anyway, even though she had been warned against doing so.
"Please, whatever you want, I'll do whatever you want, just don't hurt me!" she pleaded.
But her plea went unheeded as she heard the start up of her car, then movement as her assailant pulled out of the parking lot, and then soon out onto the highway.
There were too many twists and turns for her to have any clue as to where it was they were headed, only when it seemed they were heading up hill did Amy begin to guess where it was they might be. A short time later, she heard as well as felt the crunch of gravel, then dirt beneath the tires as the car left the road. They were headed up into the mountains!
Once again a new wave of fear and panic filled her. She had no doubt in her mind she was going to be raped, she'd already accepted that very real possibility. But now with them traveling into such a remote area, she began to wonder if she really would survive this ordeal at all. Her only real hope was to play along, buy some time perhaps, and then hope for some kind of opportunity to present itself so that she could fight back, or have some sort of chance to escape. Amy felt the car slowing, then stop. She heard the door open, close...footsteps as they approached, then the popping of the trunk as it opened.
"Please, don't hurt me," Amy cried, feeling the tears as they began rolling down her cheeks, stinging her eyes.
"Then do what your told, and you won't be," she heard. The voice not exactly soft, but less threatening, giving her some small measure of hope.
"Whatever you want,"
"Shut the fuck up." Harsh again. Perhaps she had pressed it too much. To her surprise, Amy felt a wave of anger, desperation overtaking her, replacing the fear and panic, which had seized her earlier.
"Bastard!" she spat, surprising herself as well as her abductor. He laughed. He actually laughed at her sudden courage.
"That's better. I hate whinny weak women. Get tough bitch, show me you got some fucking pride beneath that girly exterior. Prove to me your worth letting go after this is over. Otherwise, I'll just fucking leave you here for the coyotes to eat after I'm done with you."
He was strong. She knew that by the firmness of his grasp, and the way he so easily lifted her from the trunk, replacing her to stand back upon the ground.
"Walk!" he commanded, pushing her in the small of her back causing her to trip. She couldn't run, she knew that, not with her hands tied as they were, nor with her head covered, unable to see where she was, or where she was going. She could only rely on him for direction, and hope.
A moment later she felt his powerful hand seizing her arm, yanking her sideways, once again nearly causing her to fall.
"This way," he told her, sounding angry once again, irritated. He'd liked it earlier when she had gotten forceful with him. Maybe doing so once again would cause him to lighten up a little.
"Mother Fucker!" she spat at him, "I don't know who the hell you think you are, or what you're doing, but I won't go easy," she declared. "I'll cooperate, but only as long as you treat me with some kind of respect."
He laughed, harshly and long, but once again he laughed. "Good for you cunt, I like a woman with some balls, though I admit, I do prefer a nice set of tits on a woman. And I can see that you do. I'm looking forward to sucking on them!" he told her.
Amy felt herself backed into what felt like a tree. She felt her hands being untied and thought briefly that this might be her one and only chance to run if given any kind of opportunity. If she was quick enough, perhaps she could yank the covering from off her head, give her a chance to run, escape. But Amy realized just as quickly that plan was too flawed, in the time it would take for her eyes to adjust, he would have her again. No, she'd have to be patient, patient, wait and continue to hope...and pray.
Her arms once again were secured behind her, the bindings tightly wrapped about the tree she was leaning against, pinning her there.
"Ah yes, much better!" she heard him say with a great deal of eagerness and satisfaction in his tone of voice.
"Would you at least lift this hood away from my mouth and nose?" Amy ventured. "It's hard to breathe with this thing on," she explained. She was hoping he would remove it entirely, but realized that if he did, it might very well lessen any real chance at survival in doing so.
He was silent, though she heard, then felt his approach. A second later she heard a ripping of material, felt the coolness of the night air suddenly blanketing her bra-covered breasts as he tore her blouse open. The press of bare steel against her flesh, then her bra too was cut, falling away from her breasts. She shivered, wondering, but feared not that he would use the knife on her to gut her, not yet anyway. Almost grateful as he began slicing away her blouse, cutting it from her as though skinning a deer hanging from a tree, which is almost what she felt like.
He stepped away briefly, and Amy heard the tear of material once again. Walking around behind her, he heard his cautionary demand.
"Close your fucking eyes and don't open them if you know what's good for you."
She did, keeping them tightly shut as she felt the hood that had been covering her head lifted away, quickly replaced by a blindfold, far more comfortable, but just as functional as had been the hood as once again darkness filled her eyes even as she opened them.
She knew she now stood before him half naked. He'd cut away both blouse and bra, her skirt at least, she hoped he'd simply remove. She almost laughed at the thought of hitchhiking down the road with her boobs hanging out, but better that than to at least not still have a skirt to wear, if in fact, she was still alive in the morning.
That thought was short-lived however as Amy felt the hem of her skirt being lifted. Rather than simply releasing the catch, allowing her skirt to then fall down around her ankles, she felt the pressure, then the sensation of her skirt opening, being cut away. Slicing through it all the way up, he yanked it from her, the flesh of her nearly bare ass now brushing the rough bark against the tree. Her only protection now against his continued violation of her, the tiny pair of black satin panties that she wore. She expected him to slice through these just as easily as well, surprised when he didn't. Though not too surprised when she felt the sudden press of his fingers against the still covered furrow of her slit. He rubbed her there, briefly, his fingers working their way up and down, pressing the material inside the folds of her pussy, locating her clit, awakening it even against her will.
"You like that cunt?" he asked her, his breath raspy, coming in quick excited gasps. "You like the way I'm stroking that clit of yours?" he continued to press.
"Fucking bastard!" she responded, struggling against her bonds, though she knew her actions to be futile even as she did.
He laughed, only then the press of steel against her upper thigh, causing her to freeze in place as he slowly sliced through, then tore away the last little bit with his powerful hands. She stood before him completely naked now, no covering upon her except for her pride. Which is all she had left, and which as she realized might be her only hope still.
She nearly faltered in that however, as she then felt the press of the flat side of the knife he obviously held within his hands against the tip of her nipple, pressing against it, flattening it against her breast even though it stiffened, resisting in its own unique way.
Because of that, Amy was unprepared when she felt the pull of her right nipple between his lips, actually gasping, both angry with herself as well as the betrayal of her own flesh as shivers of panicked excitement streaked through its surface. Signals of pleasure raced down her torso between her legs where once again his fingers began to dance, only this time, slipping inside her, violating her sex, her femininity, and herself.
Amy felt his thick middle finger delve within the rapidly moistening folds of her betraying cunt. Bad enough that she was displayed the way she was, violated, no doubt about to be raped, yet her own body was finding pleasure in his touch, no matter how repulsed and yet still afraid she found herself to be.
He slid his finger into her even deeper causing her breath to catch. Simultaneously, he all but bit her extended nipple, a pain-pleasure coursing through her, she struggled, trying to somehow escape this onslaught of her soul, but there was no way out of it, no way but to succumb, and hope that in doing so he would find his satisfactions, and possibly take pity on her and eventually free her. Amy quit struggling, literally collapsing against the tree in near total surrender. It was...the wrong thing to do.
"Fuck!" He bellowed disappointedly. "That's it? That's all you got? I thought I had me a fiery hot cunt here! All I see is some weak-assed good for nothing pussy that ain't worth the time and effort I've gone through to do all this!"
His tone was menacing, and Amy knew that if he truly was now disappointed in her, disappointed in whatever mindless fuck-fantasy this beast had, she could very well have just handed her life to him on a plate, to be discarded with no more thought than the sorry-assed whimp she was turning out to be.
She felt her chances slipping away, regardless of the outcome, regardless of whatever happened to her from this point forward, she was going to fight. Fight for all she was worth, fight with every shred of her being, and if she went down and out...then at least she'd know she went down trying.
"I haven't given up shit yet fuck-face!" she told him, the bravado clearly echoing in her own head as she spoke the words. "You're man enough to bind me, finger me, even suck my tits, but I noticed you ain't done shit with your puny-assed cock yet, IF...IF...you've even got one that is!"
Amy was surprised by her own words, but there was a momentary pause, silence, then the sound of her attacker backing off, stepping away. Once again, she wondered if she had gone too far in the other direction. She could just as easily anger him to kill her now as wait. But it had seemed earlier that he had preferred it when she had gotten tough with him, just as tough, smart-mouthed as he had been with her. With some momentary fear and a great deal of uncertainty, she waited for his next move, his next words...or worse.
"That's better," he whispered, his mouth right next to her ear. "For a moment there, I didn't think you were worth doing," he stated. "You may have bought yourself a little time, maybe...even saved your own life," his mouth suddenly nipping at the tender portion of her earlobe, his fingers once again taking, then pulling harshly on her nippled breasts, stretching them outwards, twisting painfully, still pulling as he continued to nuzzle her ear, then her neck, finally lowering his lips to recapture the tit he'd ravished earlier.
Amy felt his hand slide down her belly, felt it pause at the apex of her sex, palming her briefly, then a resounding 'slap' as he cupped her quim, spanking it, cupping it again in a firm hard slap upon her mound. Over and over again he did this to her, the sting becoming less than, more erotically welcomed, again her bodies betrayal as pain became pleasure, revulsion becoming lust, fear becoming need.
"Fucking Bastard!" she exclaimed through pussy slaps. "That all YOU got?" she dared challenge. "That's it? A few fucking cunt-slaps and your king of the hill?"
"Shut up!" he told her.
"I'll bet your still a fucking virgin aren't you? I'll bet you've never even had your cock inside a woman's cunt before. I'll even bet it's so fucking small, so fucking puny that no woman on earth would want to fuck you. That's why you feel you have to do it like this isn't it? And even then...you still can't stick your dick in me cause it's not hard enough, and even if it got hard enough, you wouldn't know what to fucking do with it. Get yourself off maybe, but you aint got the balls, or the power, or the ability to make me feel good do you?"
"BITCH!" he bellowed, "I'll fucking show you, you cock-sucking whore!"
"Yeah, show me baby, show me you've got a cock worth dying for, prove to me you've got the ability to make me cum, and not just yourself...go ahead, show me, show me if you've got balls enough to actually do it!"
Amy was surprised when she heard the sound of his zipper, then the jingle of his belt and pants as he obviously stepped out of them. She heard him moving back towards her. What he didn't know, what he couldn't know, was that she had used the time to secretly work the rope back and forth against the rough-edged bark of the tree. With a little more effort, and a whole lot of luck, she just might be able to free herself. And then...with him in a vulnerable position, she might even be able to strike out, strike out sufficiently to actually hurt him, put him down long enough at least for her to run, hide, and even possibly get away. It was her only hope, her only chance. But she had to keep him occupied; busy...busy fucking her while she taunted him to continue as she continued working the rope until it hopefully broke free. Then, maybe...
She felt him place the bulbous thick head of his penis near the opening of her cunt. Felt him using his hand to slide it up and down her furrow, lubricating it in her juices, her pussy-betraying cunt juice.
"You'll think fucked!" he told her, pressing now, the head of his enormous prick pushing past the first defensive barrier of her sex, then suddenly entering, then lunging, plunging deep, hard into the very depths of her entire being.
"Fuck!" she screamed as his prick hilted her, deeper than any she had ever known, perhaps even more fully than any she had ever known.
He moaned, and as he did, she knew. She knew she would be ok, that she would indeed survive her ordeal. And...she began to fuck him, fucking him back as he skewered her there against the tree. He pummeled her pussy with a fierceness the likes of which she had never known before. And in return, she squeezed, contracted her cunt-muscles with every straining, thrusting stroke, grabbing his cock, milking it, caressing it, fucking it, and crying out. Crying out, urging him on, coaxing him to continue, praising him now, and only now surrendering, for in her surrender, she knew her victory and knew that she had in fact won.
"Oh yeah, fuck me baby! Fuck my cunt! That's it! Oh yeah baby, that's it! Oh yeah honey that feels good! Give it to me you bastard! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck my pussy you bastard! Come on, give it to me, give me your cream! Make me cum with you!" she cried out at the top of her lungs, "Oh yeah...yeah! That's it! That's it! Make...me...cum!"
And so...she did.
She felt the explosion, felt the jettison of his spunk filling her, and as she did, she felt her own pussy liquefy in passionate response, felt her female cream suddenly boil, release, and gush from her cunt in rapturous climatic bliss. And as she came, as she felt him cumming, she pulled, and felt the rope finally break away releasing her.
#
"What the fuck?" he said in surprise as she used her hands to push him, catching him off guard, tumbling him back, reaching up only then to grab at the blindfold still covering her eyes, removing it.
"Hi honey!" she said. "That was pretty fucking hot! I always knew it was in you to get a little rough with me if you really wanted to!"
Dave sat on his bare-ass dumb-founded, gazing up at his lovely wife.
"You knew?" he said, no longer using the disguise in his voice that he was so good at. Part of his life's work doing impressions, the ability to change tone, even pitch of his voice for use in commercials as well as several well-known animated series.
"Of course I did!"
"Since when?" he asked still bewildered, somewhat disappointed.
"When you told me to get into the trunk of the car," she lied.
"Shit! I thought I really had you fooled there," he told her. "You're a pretty damn good little actress," he added still sounding a bit sullen.
Amy glanced over away from the tree and noticed that Dave had set up their tent along with two of their favorite lounge chairs and had already prepared the makings of a nice warm fire for later.



"Dannie?" she asked
"She's with your mom," Dave told her. "Told your mother we were going camping for the next two days, said it would be fun to get away, spend some time by ourselves."
"I hope you brought along some extra clothing for me," Amy said walking over towards him, holding out her hand as he took it, finally standing, brushing himself off. "I don't mind so much you ruined my blouse, but I really did like that particular skirt!" she scolded him. "You owe me for that one. In fact, you owe me two skirts for that one just because it was one of my favorites. And I happen to know that there are two particular leather skirts I've been keeping my eye on...so,"
Dave merely stood there shaking his head. "But you enjoyed it anyway?" he asked. "Even though you knew?" he questioned again, feeling somewhat let down. "You once told me you'd had fantasies like this, though of course in reality, it was something you hoped would never really happen to you. But I figured, this wasn't actually reality, but fantasy, your fantasy. And then it became mine...so I planned it, and then got up courage enough to actually try and convince you it was really happening."
"Oh yeah baby, I enjoyed it alright. Especially the last part, with you fucking me so beautifully against the tree there," she said looking over towards it, seeing the last shreds of the broken parted rope lying at the base of it. "I'll tell you one thing though, you don't know how to moan in character. You really should practice doing that. The moment you moaned in my ear, you gave the fantasy away."
Amy lowered her hand, grasping him once again, already his prick beginning to stiffen with renewed interest.
"So, we have two whole days to ourselves up here yes?" she asked falling down to her knees, her mouth already beginning to explore the super-sensitive head of his cock.
"Ah huh," he moaned pleasurably.
Amy smiled, she loved hearing that moan, allowing herself a tiny relaxing breath.
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Her friends called her "Cat", though at the moment she didn't have any friends. Cathy had run away from home when she was sixteen, hooking up with a group of kids who'd decided to travel across country, see the sights and party, party, party.
That was three long years ago now.
One by one their little band had dwindled as funds ran out, or as many eventually became home sick for family and friends. Cat was the last, now on her own, hitchhiking cross-country, finding work when she could before moving on. She had no one to go home to. An abusive stepfather, drug addicted mother who'd never really even been a mother, and no siblings to look to for help.
She hadn't eaten anything substantial for two days, aside from a bag of chips she'd lucked out in causing to fall from a vending machine, and scrounging just enough change to buy herself a cup of coffee at a nearby truck-stop where she hoped to hitch a ride to wherever she could get one.
She'd spent considerable time in the bathroom grooming herself, using the soap from the dispenser to wash her hair with. Tempted to cut it off as to make things easier, Cat refrained from actually doing so. In doing so, she felt it would be a way of surrendering to her situation, circumstances, and she wasn't about to give in just yet.
Brushing her long auburn hair as best she could, wincing at the tangles she encountered, she received a very dirty look from a woman who'd entered to use the facilities. Cat stood in front of the mirror, topless, her small pointed breasts very much in appearance as she stood fighting with her hair.
"This IS a public restroom you know," the woman said glaring at her.
"Go fuck yourself!" Cat spat at her, hissing. "Mind your own fucking business!"
Almost immediately the woman turned and left, Cat figured she had at best another two or three minutes before the manager of the truck stop came looking for her. It was time to leave.
"Shit!" she thought to herself as she pulled on one of the few remaining tank tops she still had. She'd spent every last dime she had on the coffee, and still hadn't scored another ride as yet. All she could do now was go outside, stand around and wait for one of the truckers to head for their rigs where she'd intercept them, and hopefully beg herself a ride.
Almost as important as finding a ride, Cat needed a smoke too. She had slunk to the lowest of levels, finding a prick-assed guy who offered to give her one for a hand-job. She'd been desperate then, stepping out behind the 7-11 where he worked, quickly getting him off where he then had tossed her a whole pack. She wouldn't be quite that stupid again next time. Hand-jobs were definitely worth a whole pack, and if she liked the guy, maybe a blowjob for an entire carton. Right now, she could use a single smoke, but couldn't help but wonder what she'd be willing to do for that right about now.
"Mr.? Can I bum one of those off you?" she asked as a tall lanky-looking like cowboy complete with a large black Stetson on his head, and a pair of well worn pointy-toed boots left the café, lighting up one for himself the moment he stepped outside. He stood, eyeing her briefly as though curious as to her age before fishing another one out of the pack he was holding. "Thanks," she said as he handed one to her, then cupped the same match he had used to light his with as she leaned in taking the welcomed flame.
"You wouldn't happen to have an extra pack on you," she dared asking.
'Tex', as she now thought of him, stood there looking at her as he took a drag on his smoke. Cat did the same, enjoying the sudden heady rush from having gone so long without one. She could tell a lot from a person's eyes, almost reading their minds. Something you learned to do if you were going to live out on the streets. Sometimes it could save your life. He didn't have an evil look about him, wasn't all that unattractive either, but she had seen that look before. And the price of cigarettes was about to go up.
"Don't have one I'll just give ya," he drawled. "But if'n you want it, you can earn it," he leered at her knowingly.
"Where's your rig?" she asked without haggling further.
That surprised him a little, but he smiled. "He must chew too," she thought silently to herself as the bright yellow stain of his smile greeted her. "Beggars can't be choosers," she thought to herself once again, and then followed him across the lot towards his eighteen-wheeler.
"Climb aboard," he told her opening the door, then taking the liberty to place his hand on the cheeks of her ass, pushing her up and in, nearly tossing her as he did.
"Gee, thanks," she replied somewhat indignantly. But Cat couldn't afford to piss this guy off either, she didn't have her smokes yet.
Where she had all but climbed, he merely seemed to step, swinging into his seat, then sat there facing her with that same yellow grin.
"What do you want?" she asked figuring this guy for a blowjob. "At least he smells clean," she considered thinking to herself.
"A blowjob," he answered a bit nervously. Cat almost smiled. She had seen it in his eyes.
"That'll cost you more than just a pack," she ventured.
He shook his head no.
"For a pack, you can feel my tits."
"You don't have any."
Cat ignored his comment. She was rather proud of her tits, even if they were small. "Two packs will get you a handjob," she said stiffly, letting him know there wasn't any room for bartering on this one.
Tex sat there considering the price of his need. "How much for a blowjob then?" he said giving in. Cat almost told him two cartons, but then figured that might be pressing it, and she wasn't sure he had two cartons on him anyway, perhaps the one. Which she'd demand to see before doing anything.
"A carton," she answered simply, quickly adding, "But I want to see it first!"
Tex laughed. "Shit baby, how much for a fuck then? A case?"
"I don't fuck for smokes," she told him. "That really would cost you."
Truth was, Cat had never fucked anyone for anything. In the back of her mind, that's what kept her this side of being a prostitute. Exchanging smokes for sexual favors was one thing, actually exchanging money for them was something else. And regardless of who she was, or what she'd become, her pussy still belonged to her, or whoever she chose to share it with. As Tex sat looking at her, she had a brief worry he might actually take her up on the offer. Breathing a sigh of relief when he reached into a cooler behind him handing her a carton of Camels. Having payment in hand, Cat reached over and began unzipping his fly.
"Take your shirt off," he told her. She frowned. "Come on, give me something to look at, otherwise it will take a lot longer that way."
They were sandwiched between two other rigs, so the likelihood of being seen was remote. And should anyone approach, she was reasonably certain she would hear them long before they could climb up inside their own rigs and see anything. Cat reached down pulling the tank top she was wearing up and over her head. As she did, she felt one of his beefy hands roughly mall her small breast. She was about to comment, then let it go. Fishing his rapidly hardening erection out of his pants, she squeezed it, looking for any kind of tell-tale sign of disease, even smelling it briefly before judging him to be ok, slipping him inside her mouth. "Don't fucking cum in my mouth, or I'll bite it off!" she warned as she continued mouthing him. Tex merely grunted an acknowledgment, his hand still roughly kneading and squeezing her breast. She shifted as though uncomfortable, hoping to dislodge his hand, but he simply followed her movement, if anything digging even deeper, more painfully into her flesh. As she continued sucking, she could only wonder where it was he might be heading, and then...wondered what it might cost her in getting a lift for a ways. Normally, just sitting next to the driver with her shirt off was the way to do it. Most got a kick out of having a female passenger sitting next to them flashing tits down the highway. But as Tex was obviously into bigger breasts than hers were, she wasn't sure that would be enough of an incentive to give her a lift. She might, "might" she considered thinking to herself as she continued sucking his half-erect prick, that she might have to resort to the promise of yet another blowjob in order to achieve that. If that was the case, then she'd best make this a good one, otherwise he might just kick her ass out the moment he'd climaxed.
Cat began to concentrate on what she was doing.
"Oh yeah baby, yeah! That's it! Suck it! Suck my fucking cock!" he moaned pleasurably.
Cat sat there sucking him, trying to gage how close he was getting, not wanting any surprises, and not trusting him to tell her when he was about to pop his load.
"Almost there," he actually mewled in a half-whisper, surprising her that he had warned her ahead of time. She sat up, now taking over more fully with her hand as she fisted him, pulling and stroking his cock with a continual up and down motion, watching his face as he sat there grimacing, eyes closed on the brink of orgasm. He came suddenly, thrusting his hips upwards, his prick loosing a jettison of cream that shot upwards hitting the dash, though most of his spunk merely flowed from the tip of his prick bathing her fist afterwards. When he had finished, Cat let go, sitting back, her hands sticky, covered in semen.
"You have something I can use to wipe this off with?" she asked.
He tucked his prick back inside his pants, shook his head no, and then answered. "Sorry...no, use your shirt or something," he sneered once again taking control.
She had no intention of doing that, and did the next best thing. She wiped his funky spunk into her breasts, massaging it in like lotion. It might not have been her preferred choice, but it was a hell of a lot better than ruining one of her only tees. She could always wash up later, but the opportunity to do any laundry was a definite uncertainty.
"Where you headed?" she asked finally as he sat there with a somewhat surprised expression on his face as she finished massaging the last vestiges of his cream into her breasts.
"Reno."
"Mind if I catch a lift with you there?" She saw the look in his eyes, knew he was about to tell her to get out. "I'll give you another blowjob when we get there," she told him.
He closed his mouth, about to speak, then didn't, thinking. Unfortunately, the look was still there.
"I'll give you another when we're halfway too," she offered. That one seemed to close the deal.
"Ok, but keep your shirt off...I like seeing your tits!" he told her.
"Thought you didn't like my little tits," she told him.
"Well, they're better than nothing!" he retorted.
They drove for several hours, most of it in silence. By the road signs, Cat figured they'd reach Reno sometime early evening, which meant she was due to give him another blowjob sometime the next morning. As such, she had enough time to perhaps catch a few winks before then.
"Mind if I get some sleep?" she asked looking back into the cab where his sleeper was.
"Go ahead," he told her.
Cat climbed into the back, pushed away some of his discards, junk and some minor trash. "You got anything to eat back here?" she questioned hopefully. Once again he lifted the top of the cooler.
"Help yourself."
Cat quickly located the second half of a cold sandwich, along with an almost too ripe banana and some stale Twinkies. But to her, it was a feast, which she consumed quickly before laying out on the small bed falling asleep almost immediately.
She woke just as the sun was coming up. "I need to pee," she stated, sitting up hating the feel of her crust-covered breasts as she scratched them.
"Rest-stop three miles," he told her. "Was gonna wake you up anyway," he leered. "We're about half-way," he added with his yellow-faced grin.
Cat nodded her head in understanding and smiled. "A deal is a deal," she thought to herself. Knowing she'd have to live up to her end, especially as they were pretty much out in the middle of nowhere. Even traffic was light, she'd only seen one another car pass them shortly before reaching the turnoff to the rest area. There were no other rigs in the lot either, and just one lone RV, no doubt some family that had driven as far as they dared without falling asleep.
Grabbing her shirt, Cat decided it was safe enough to risk exposing herself rather than putting it back on before washing herself up. She jumped down out of the cab and began heading towards the restroom.
"Where the fuck you going?" Tex said stopping her dead in her tracks.
"I told you, I gotta pee!"
"Not until you take care of this first," he leered once again. Cat noticed his very erect cock sticking out of his un-zippered Levi's as he stood there waving it at her. "Don't worry, it won't take long," he added. "Been playing with it the last few miles waiting for you to wake up."
Resigned, Cat approached him. "Where?" she asked looking around for some reasonable place for privacy.
"Behind the bathroom," Tex stated already beginning to walk in that direction, his prick now leading the way. All Cat could do was follow.
He was right about one thing though, it really didn't take long. As urgently as she still needed to pee, obviously his urgency to cum was even greater. She stood holding his discharging prick in hand as he got a sick delight out of spraying the back side of the building with his cock-juice.
"Don't take long," he told her. "I'm on a schedule."
Cat headed into the restroom, finally emptying her overfull bladder. When she had finished, she wet a wad of paper towels, filled them with some of the dispensered soap, and finally began washing her breasts.
She couldn't have been in there more than ten minutes when the sound of the truck's tires throwing gravel up in an obvious hurry reached her ears. Racing out of the bathroom, she saw Tex already reaching the end of the parking area. Running as fast as she could, cutting across the picnic area, she nearly reached him as he again turned, increasing speed now as he prepared to enter back out on to the highway.
"Hey mother fucker!" Cat screamed. "You've got my stuff!"
Her satchel, containing all her worldly possessions was still inside his rig. And...he knew it. She saw him stick his hand out the window waving good-bye, then blowing his horn in some sort of sadistic satisfaction at leaving her stranded there with nothing but the proverbial shirt on her back, which ironically, she was still merely holding in her hand.
All Cat could do was wave back, though she used both middle fingers in doing so.
She stood there briefly watching the taillights of his rig disappear down the road in the rapidly growing light. Once again she turned towards the RV, wondering if she dare approach them and ask for a ride. She knew however through experience, the likelihood of that happening was remote. Most would merely chose to ignore her completely, no matter how loudly she might pound on the door. A few actually carried guns for seeming protection, and would no doubt chase her away. Cat decided her best bet was to head out onto the highway itself. At least the chances of hitching a ride would be far greater rather than hanging around the rest area waiting for someone to show up, and then if she was even lucky enough, convincing whoever did in giving her a ride. No, her best bet by far was making it out onto the highway itself and hopefully catching a ride.
Cat finally put her tank top back on, reaching the highway, and began to walk. The odds of catching a ride eventually weren't all that bad. Families traveling together would pass her by, ninety nine percent of them anyway. She had gotten a ride once from one such family, but then had had to endure a lecture about women hitchhiking alone until she'd asked to get out. Most of the time it was single guys, mostly salesmen traveling alone that picked her up. Usually they were pretty safe. Though most of these seemed to get off becoming suggestive if not downright vulgar. At least that she could put up with, even flirting back, as usually they were harmless with a wife and kids at home, and no intention of sticking their dicks into some strange pussy they weren't familiar with. Cat always got a kick out of seeing them act, like naughty little boys with "I fucked this hitchhiker out on the road looks," that Cat knew most would love telling their friends and buddies about. Without it really ever happening. No...the scary one's were the single guys who seemed normal. She'd heard the stories, and had passed up more than one such offer for a lift.
Cat had been walking for at least twenty minutes without so much as a single car passing her by. The sun was just reaching the top of the mountain now, finally throwing some light down onto the highway. She hoped with the arrival of morning, traffic would increase, as would her chances. She saw a pair of headlights crest the ridge a head of her, sadly however, going in the opposite direction.
"Just my fucking luck," she spoke to herself, watching the pickup truck as it sped on by. She continued to walk, surprised moments later when the glare of lights behind her appeared. Cat stepped off the shoulder slightly, not wanting to endanger herself in the event the driver failed to notice her, sticking her arm out thumb up with hopeful anticipation. To her surprise, she saw the vehicle slow, then pass pulling over just up ahead of her. It was the same truck she'd seen pass by heading the other way only moments ago.
"You in trouble? Need a lift?"
Cat stood peering in through the open window of the passenger side of the truck. At first, she wasn't sure if it was a man or a woman who had spoken to her. It had sounded like a woman's voice, albeit a deep one. But if it was in fact a woman who had spoken, she was a big one. And not big as in fat either, just big, husky big with a bit of a masculine look about her.
"I'm headed this way," Cat stated, giving the driver a chance to beg off from her offer. "Some trucker just ripped me off, stole my stuff," she added though why she felt she needed to explain all that escaped her at the moment.
"Name's Betty, jump in." the woman told her.
"Thanks," Cat said climbing inside.
"Think I might know where we'll find him," Betty assured her. "There's a truck stop about forty miles from here. They serve a great breakfast, so I'm willing to bet that's where we'll find him. Think you can remember what his rig looks like?" Betty asked.
"No problem," Cat responded. "A big yellow one, just like his fucking teeth," she said grinning.
Thirty minutes later they had reached the truck stop. Betty pulled her pick-up into the lot circling around. "See it?"
"Yeah! That one! Over there!" Cat pointed. "See it?"
Betty laughed. "Yeah, kind of hard to miss," she admitted. Betty pulled her pickup directly in front of the big eighteen-wheeler.
"Now what?" Cat asked her.
"We wait."
Tex had already been there nearing an hour, so the odds were he'd be coming out soon if he really was on any kind of a schedule. Sure enough, Cat soon saw him approaching. "That's him! That's him!"
"Stay behind me," Betty said getting out of her truck. She walked towards him, at first, Tex failed to take any notice of her until he saw Cat standing just behind her off to one side.
"Well, well...look at what the 'cat' dragged in!" enjoying his own joke. "She as good at eating pussy as she is sucking cock?" he said grinning.
"Don't know whether she is, or she isn't. That'll be her decision," Betty said staring him down. "Right now, all she'd like is her stuff back." "Don't have it, threw it out," he said reaching up towards the door of his truck. Betty stepped in the way keeping him from doing so.



"Oh yeah? Well if you did, then you can take us back and show us where you tossed it," she told him.
Tex laughed, "I suppose you think you're tough enough to make me?" he actually threatened.
"I really don't think you want to find out," Betty assured him. "Just give the girl back her stuff, and we'll be on our way."
"You want it?" he questioned once again. "Ok fine, I'll be glad to give it to you!" he stated. And as he did, he reared back, what was obviously coming as a roundhouse right.
He swung, and as he did, Betty ducked under the punch bringing her left hand in sharp, and full into his groin. He began to fold over almost immediately, and as he did, she met his chin coming down with her right shoulder, slamming into him hard, then stepping almost nonchalantly out of the way as he hit the pavement, out cold.
"Holy shit!" Cat exclaimed wondrously. "Let's get my stuff and get the fuck out of here!"
"What?" You just want to leave? Wouldn't you like a little retribution for this pile of shit?" Betty asked her.
Cat looked towards Betty with even more appreciation. "What do you have in mind?" she asked.
"First, grab your stuff out of the truck, then get his feet," Betty told her.
By the time Cat had retrieved her satchel containing all her earthly possessions, Betty had secured his hands behind his back with duct-tape as well as stripping off two rather large pieces, placing those over his mouth.
"Grab his feet," she said again. Together, they carried Tex over to the back of Betty's pickup where they unceremoniously through him in. Betty then secured his feet together as well.
"What if he wakes up?" Cat questioned.
"You keep an eye on him, if he even looks like he's about to wake up, you let me know," she told her.
Betty looked down, saw Tex's hat lying on the asphalt. She smiled. "What's so funny?" Cat asked. "Oh nothing, just a thought really. Grab his hat, bring it up front with you."
Cat did so, climbing into the passenger seat, she'd expected Betty to do the same, surprised when she looked back through the window to see her heading back towards the diner.
"Betty?"
"Be right back, keep an eye on dick-head!"
Cat was a little nervous. Even if "Dick-head" woke up as Betty had called him, she was confidant enough that about all he could do was thrash around some. Trussed as he was around the ankles, knees, with his hands behind his back and mouth taped shut, he wasn't going anywhere. At the moment, he continued to simply lie there, though he did show signs of stirring. Looking back towards the diner, she noticed that a Sheriff's unit had pulled in to one of the stalls. Cat felt a momentary surge of panic, then confusion as she saw Betty approach the car, standing there momentarily talking to the officer. She wondered briefly if Cat had simply decided to turn the guy in or something.
"But for what?" she wondered out loud.
Seconds later Betty returned.
"What was that all about?"
"Oh, Steve's a friend of mine. I was on the Sheriff's department for a number of years," she said with a mischievous wink. "We go 'way' back!"
"And?"
"And...I told him that he might be getting a call a couple of hours from now about some guy wandering the highway. Asked if he might sort of pass it along to sit tight, let the guy make his way back here without any interference."
"You're kidding! Why?"
Betty laughed. "Later, you'll know why later," she said snickering.
They pulled out of the parking lot, heading back the way they had come. After about twenty minutes Betty took what looked to be like a service road heading out into the middle of the desert.
"Betty?" Cat asked starting to worry. And not just about where they were going, but with all the sudden bumps in the road, 'Dick-Head' was starting to come around. He'd already discovered he was bound hand and foot, lying there with a wild-eyed expression having no clue as to where he was, or honestly what the hell had happened to him.
"Almost there," Betty said grinning. Moments later she pulled off the dirt road. "Bring his hat," she stated.
Wild-eyed Tex lay staring at them as Betty lowered the tailgate. "I gave you your chance to avoid all this," she said simply. Only then did Cat realize Betty was holding a rather wicked looking hunting knife in her hand.
"Betty?" Cat did whisper, but Betty ignored her. As for Tex, his eyes got even wider as well as wilder as he began thrashing crazily about in the back of the truck in some effort to get away, though it was of course totally hopeless.
"Oh for shit's sake, stop that!" Betty told him. "I'm not going to kill you if that's what you're worried about. But if you keep doing that, I will rap you on the head with the butt of this knife and knock your ass out again!" Betty warned him. Tex quit struggling.
"Now what?" Cat asked still holding onto the man's hat.
"Grab his feet again," Betty instructed. "And as for you, you even make any move to do anything, I will cut your nuts off. It won't kill you, but it will certainly curtail any more blowjobs from ever being enjoyed again," she informed him.
Tex held about as still as he possibly could as the two women lifted him out of the truck, placing him on the ground next to it.
"Hand me that canteen behind the seat," Betty told Cat. When Cat returned, she had to stifle a laugh. Tex was wild-eyed once again, laying there as still as possible as Betty cut the man's pants away from him, along with his shirt. Betty whistled the entire time as though plucking a chicken for dinner.
At last, he lay there naked with nothing but his boots on. "You sucked on that?" Betty asked staring down at the man's 'turtled' prick. "Hardly worth the effort I'd say," she added snickering.
"Believe me, it wasn't," Cat assured her.
"Help me sit him up." Cat did. "Now...go ahead and put his hat back on his head." Cat did, and then laughed. It really was funny. Tex sat there in his birthday suit with nothing on but a pair of boots and his oversized Stetson that now looked even more ridiculous than before.
Betty walked around behind his back, lowered the knife briefly causing Tex to wince and cry out a muffled response beneath the tape.
"Wimp!" Betty scolded. "I cut through the tape on your hands just enough that you should be able to work yourself free...after a while. I'm leaving you a canteen full of water, not exactly the heartless bitch you might think me to be. Though I'm sure 'Dyke' is probably more to your liking. The truck stop is about twenty miles that way," she pointed over her back into the hot sun. The highway's about two miles from here, with luck, you should make it well before sundown. And don't worry about the cops, I happen to know that they're all busy with other things right now rather than worrying about some naked guy walking down the highway. So if you do manage to catch a ride, more power to you, but I seriously doubt any of your trucker friends will stop for you either. I also know that it's now been broadcast to keep an eye out for a naked guy wearing cowboy boots and a Stetson hat. And that if they know what's good for them, they're to pass you on by."
Tex sat there with a very defeated expression on his face.
"Oh, and one more thing. I'd suggest you get yourself another route, that...or repaint your truck. Because if I ever see you, or catch you around here again, you'll be taking this very same walk. Got it?"
Tex shook his head in acknowledgement.
Seconds later Betty and Cat were heading back out onto the highway.
"You sure he'll be alright?" Cat asked. Tex might have this coming to him, but she didn't want to be responsible in case anything happened to him either.
"Not to worry, Jerry? That cop you saw? I told him exactly where we were going, what we were doing. Said he'd park his unit up on that bluff over there. You can see the entire valley from that vantage point, so he'll be keeping an eye out on Tex for us and see to it no harm actually comes to him. Don't mind saying I'd love to see it when he finally does arrive back at the diner however, wearing nothing but those boots and hat. Apt to have one hell of a sunburn too, not to mention some damn sore blisters on his feet from walking that far.
"Thank you Betty," Cat told her. "Seriously, thank you for everything."
"No problem. Now, you hungry?"
"Famished!"
"My place isn't far from here," Betty informed her. "Have a small little ranch, a few cows, some horses. You're more than welcome to stay with me as long as you like. I'll even put you to work, let you earn a little money. But again, you're welcome to stay with me if you want to. Even have an old bunk-house we can fix up for you if you'd like."
"Really? You'd do that for me? Let me stay with you?"
"Long as you want," Betty assured her. Cat sat quietly thinking. She really did have nowhere else to go. Perhaps this would be her chance at a fresh start, a new life.
"Cat?"
"Yeah?"
"Yes...I am a lesbian if that's what you're wondering," she informed her. "But I don't want you thinking I'm expecting any favors. Ok? I'm sure you've never even been with another woman before, so don't worry about it. No expectations, and certainly no demands."
Cat grinned. "Never said I haven't been," she admitted. "Been a while is all. But I'll admit, I am sitting here thinking about it," she informed her.
Betty began to whistle. "Well, first things first. We get you fed, then a nice hot bath. Then lets see what we can do about that hair."
Cat smiled, settling back comfortably in her seat.
"Oh, just one more thing," she stated. Cat looked at her expectantly.
"Don't ever call me a Dyke," she said. "Pisses me off when people call me a Dyke."
"I'll remember that," Cat laughed. "I'll certainly remember that!"
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As Bree approached her 25th birthday, she looked towards it as just another day. Another day of being a "loner" as she'd been labeled, though in truth it was a self-imposed sentence. She was certainly attractive enough, not a beauty queen no, but certainly considered cute under any circumstances. Bree wore her long dishwater blonde hair in a ponytail most of the time, and though some considered her a tomboy, as she was certainly athletic, Bree was definitely all woman. Her breasts were on the large side, though not overly so. Like twin small-sized grapefruits that she was in fact rather proud of, few in fact had ever seen them, male or female.
Bree was a loner for one simple reason. It had been a hardship for her most of her adult life, and one in which she had not reconciled herself to, both ashamed as well as embarrassed that she should be cursed with such an abnormality as she considered it. Bree had an enormous sized clit.
It wasn't just 'big' or bigger than average in comparison, it truly was enormous. Like any young girl, she'd explored that curiosity with others growing up, learning through simple look-see, that she was certainly different. By the time she had reached puberty, been to see a doctor for normal womanly exams, she had seen and learned through that experience, and certainly by the doctor's startled expression that she wasn't normal, far from it. Bree's clit was the size of a thumb from the knuckle up whenever she became aroused.
And Bree was aroused a lot. Because the other curse she had to learn to deal with as well, was the fact that it was extremely sensitive too. She'd had to learn to be very careful. Even walking after a certain fashion could cause stimulation, crossing and re-crossing her legs. Her doctor had told her 'it' as he'd so delicately referred to her clit, could be surgically repaired, altered. But he'd also warned her, in doing so, she was apt to lose all sensitivity, no guarantees that the nerve endings wouldn't be permanently damaged. Bree might have to learn and accept she would not be capable of a clitoral climax, but at least she would look 'normal'.
She'd thought about that. For a day. But then came to the conclusion that she couldn't accept that, wouldn't accept that, and therefore would simply have to learn to deal with her peculiar abnormality. One thing Bree enjoyed doing, was climaxing, though she'd go to her grave before ever admitting that to anyone. Never admitting that she masturbated daily, sometimes twice if she was particularly aroused, which occurred frequently as she practiced running track. Therefore, she was resigned to her situation, even if it meant never being with anyone because of it.
Which is what she had already discovered earlier on. Bree had managed to hold on to her virginity until she was eighteen, or rather, that had been the plan anyway. She had met Dan, popular in school, a real jock. And being a bit of one herself, they had taking a liking to one another, running early in the morning side by side before school, as they were both members of the track team. As she'd hoped, anticipated, they had grown closer, eventually dating and took advantage of his parents being gone for the weekend to further explore the possibilities.
All had gone well in the beginning. Infatuated with her breasts, which Dan had paid a great deal of attention to, had aroused Bree to fever pitch. Touching his prick, a man's prick, for the first time another first for her, as well as a very exciting one. Bree allowed her guard down, trusting in this man-boy, who seemed attentive and appreciative towards her needs as much as his own. Until he had screwed up enough courage to slip his hand down between her legs, toying with her there briefly before snatching his hand back, switching on the end-table light, sitting there with a freaked out look upon his face. She still remembered the stinging words he had spoken to her even now.
"What the fuck are you? One of those hermaphrodites or something?"
She'd never even heard that word before, had no idea of its meaning. But the way he looked at her, and the way he'd even spoken the word assured her it had been less than complimentary. Bree had gathered herself without saying so much as a single word, fleeing from his home, and walking the two miles back to her own place. She had run crying up the stairs, remaining there for the better part of the next two days until her mother threatened to take her into see another doctor as she was becoming worried that Bree was even more sick than she had claimed to be.
The real reason of course, and what was confirmed upon her return to school, was that "Dan the Man" as his friends called him, had already circulated the news that Bree had a penis, instead of a pussy. He'd never gotten close enough to discover otherwise, automatically assuming that 'she' was really a 'he' with tits.
It took a long time for Bree to come to terms with that experience, realizing only after a great deal of soul-searching, that "Dan the Man" had been, probably was a virgin himself by all accounts. That, and struggling with his own male-prowess, 'bragging rites' which had obviously not come to fruition, caused him to lash out at her in some effort to reclaim his own manliness.
Bree never returned to school after that, already enough credits to graduate, which she did, but without going through the ceremony with everyone else. Thus, Bree had become the true 'loner' she now was. Staying away from most everyone, too afraid to allow herself to really get close to anyone again, male or female, and contenting herself with self-pleasures, which is how she truly lost her virginity with the aid of a non-judgmental vibrator.
It had been another three years before she'd allowed herself to become close with anyone. Finally, she'd met another young woman whom she befriended. A bit "frumpy" perhaps as some might use the term, but Alice was real, down to earth, and had enough self-doubts about herself. Allowing a friendship to develop with her seemed safe, especially as they worked together, and it was nice to finally have someone to go to lunch with, or the occasional movie together. And though she certainly didn't confide in Alice as normal girlfriends might, neither did Alice seem so inclined to do either, which was just fine with her too.
Like Bree, Alice usually rode the bus into work, though on many occasions, her older brother Jack usually brought her, or picked her up, dependant upon his own work schedule. Whenever he had, Alice had always offered to give Bree a lift home as well, something she had always declined, however politely without giving reason.
And the reason was, she found Jack very attractive. Knew he wasn't seeing anyone (at the moment anyway) according to Alice who spoke of her brother fondly, and the hard times that the two of them had been through losing both their parents early on in a tragic traffic accident. Bree knew they shared an apartment together, had been invited over there as well, also declining. Until finally Alice had verbally pinned her to the matt about her being "unsociable" if not out-right rude to Jack, who had made several attempts himself to talk to her whenever the opportunity rose.
Fearing that she might actually lose her one true friend, she'd invited Alice over to her place one weekend, where she finally confided in her, confessing all...and even more surprisingly, agreeing to show Alice exactly what she'd found courage enough to tell her, after much coaxing and assurance of course on Alice's behalf.
Alice had her own private demon's to deal with as Bree quickly learned. Her left breast being considerably larger than her right, though certainly correctable through surgery, she had neither the insurance to cover it, nor the funds to do so, though she had been putting a little away every payday just for that very reason.
"So you see? We both have our little imperfections if you want to call them that," Alice had stated. "Though to be honest with you Bree, I think I'd rather have your problem than mine. You see...I'm not sure I've even had an orgasm yet. I mean I've, well...you know, touched myself plenty of times. And it sort of feels nice, but that's about all it ever feels like."
They had spent a goodly portion of the evening drinking wine, eating lots and lots of chocolate, having, as neither one of them had really ever had before, their first pajama party, even if it was only the two of them. After the laughter and giggling had died away, is when things had gotten serious, when the conversation had led to Alice's questioning of Bree, why she didn't like Jack's attention towards her, especially as he'd mentioned to his sister that he did in fact like Bree, wondering if she might in fact go out with him some time. If it hadn't been for the wine, and the fact Bree felt more comfortable with Alice than she ever had with anyone, she might not have confessed all to her, let alone allowed Alice to eventually convince her to show her just exactly what it was she was talking about.
"What do you mean it's really big?" she'd asked. "I mean, not that I really know what is or isn't. For all I know, mine's big in comparison to everyone else's. The only thing I do know for sure, is that my tits are two different sizes completely. Obviously that isn't something you've had to deal with the way that I have."
They had laughed, albeit a little uncomfortably, with Alice first showing Bree her lop-sided boobs.
"Ok, I showed you mine, your turn to show me yours!" Alice had challenged.
"Just promise you won't laugh ok?"
"Did you laugh when you saw my breasts?" Alice countered.
"No."
"Well then, I won't laugh at your 'enormous' clit as you called it either," Alice assured her. Then adding, "at least not at first."
Alice's candor and joking behavior had put Bree at ease. Feeling her face still burning with embarrassment along with shyness, she finally lowered her pajama bottoms, and after a few moments hesitation, her panties as well. As promised, Alice didn't laugh. But as she sat looking at her friend, she couldn't help but smile, then glancing up into the worried expression of her friends face, she grinned, wickedly.
"It's almost like a little penis isn't it?"
If her face had been red before, it was now scarlet. She reached down beginning to hike her panties back up when Alice leaned over grabbing hold of her hand, stopping her.
"No, please don't," she said in a near whisper. "I didn't mean anything by that, and you of all people should know that Bree. I really am fascinated, and curious. I want to look at it closer, if you'd let me," she asked.
Slightly stunned at hearing her friend's comment, Bree acquiesced to her request, leaving her panties bunched around one ankle as she actually lifted one knee, more fully exposing herself.
"Damn Bree, ok...you win. It really is big!"
One again Bree nearly closed her legs together, and would have done so had Alice not suddenly, and quite unexpectedly reached out with her index finger, placing it directly, carefully, upon the swollen exposed shaft.
"Fuck!" Bree lurched, nearly coming up off the bed entirely.
"Sorry," Alice had said almost immediately removing her hand. Then she looked up into her friends face. "I didn't mean to startle you Bree, I just wanted to see what it felt like."
Bree allowed her legs to remain open, watching as Alice once again leaned over towards her, her finger again stretching out in curious exploration. She had never had any inclination towards a member of her own sex beyond the every-day normal curiosities. She didn't see Alice's advance as any attempt on her part to seduce her, but as Alice's fingered lingered, stroking her sensitive clit, she again flinched, allowing herself to moan audibly as the surprised pleasure seized her, catching her by surprise.
"Fuck!" she exclaimed once again, causing Alice to actually giggle. Bree had never said the word 'fuck' before, not out loud anyway, and now she had already said it twice.
"Is it supposed to be that sensitive?" Alice questioned, now strolling two fingers in a loose, let vice-like grip along the sensitive shaft.
Bree could barely manage a response, beginning to shake, her eyes suddenly glued shut as the exquisite torture of her clitoris continued. "Ye...ye...yes!" she finally managed to state. "Always, oh fuck...always has been, but never...oh fuck, but never quite like this!" she exclaimed suddenly setting new records for the number of times she'd said the word 'fuck' let alone thought saying it.
"Want me to stop?" Alice asked her.
If given any real time to consider it, she might have said yes. But as Alice began to stroke Bree's clit up and down with the tips of her fingers, all resolve, all and any inhibitions flew right out the window.
"No!" she said simply. "No..."
Bree knew that a few more precious moments of this heavenly torture would cause her to climax. And at the moment, as delicious as this felt, even IF Alice was her best friend, and another woman at that, all she wanted was for the pleasure to continue, followed by what she knew was going to be one rip-roaring orgasm.
She wasn't prepared, certainly didn't expect it, as Alice replaced her soft stroking fingers with the loving caress of her lips. So awash in a sea of ecstasy as it was, what Alice then did, didn't fully register for several moments, until the sweetness suddenly enveloped her, surrounded her, and became her. She couldn't have pulled away, or stopped her friend from what she was now doing if she'd wanted to. Which, she didn't.
"Oh fuck!" she screamed louder than she ever had before. "I'm cumming!"
Bree thrashed wildly upon the bed, her hands automatically reaching up to pull, pinch and stretch her equally aroused nipples as she came. Alice continuing to suck her, lips nibbling, tongue lashing with a rapidity unlike anything she had ever felt before. Bree came, then came again, then came again. Over and over she climaxed, one orgasm becoming another, then yet another until she had lost count, lost track, though not purposely keeping score, or even trying too. Eventually they became just one long drawn out climax until she simply wasn't any more.
She didn't know how long she had been lying there. It couldn't have been that long, she knew that. But she had in fact blacked out, at least momentarily. Alice still lay between her legs, her lips no longer urgently sucking or nipping at her sex. But planting rows of soft caressing kisses along the folds of her flesh, gentle tongue-licks that plucked the moist dew from the petals of her exposed flower.
Bree finally managed to lean up on her elbows, vulnerable, slightly embarrassed, but comfortable enough to continue to sit as she was without making any effort to dislodge Alice away from her. Before she realized what she said, or even how it might sound having said it, she did.
"Alice? Are you gay?"
Alice planted one tiny soft kiss on the very tip of Bree's clit before looking upwards into her friends face. Even then, the tingle of that kiss lingered as Bree shuddered in response.
"I've never even thought of being with another woman before, until now," she said pausing. Turning shy now, sitting up, as she faced away from her friend, feeling more than a bit vulnerable herself, as well as suddenly self-conscious.
"Alice?"
"Yeah?" she responded without turning.
"I liked it," Bree spoke in a near whisper. "I liked it...a lot! And no, I'm not gay either!" she laughed. "But damn, makes me wonder!"
Her comment eased the sudden tension between them, with Alice finally turning back looking towards her.
"Really? You did?"
"Fuck yes!" Bree answered, suddenly liking the sound of that particular word. "I have to ask you though, where the hell did you learn to do that anyway?"
Once again Alice blushed. "I'm not sure you'd want to hear it," she said seriously.
"Tell me," Bree said gathering her knees against her breasts, wrapping her arms around herself although very much aware her sex was no doubt winking at Alice as she caught her glancing briefly down in that general direction before lifting her head to face her.
"It's a long story, but I'll give you the short version," she began. "I knew with lop-sided boobs, being fat..."
"You're NOT fat!" Bree interrupted.
Alice smiled, continuing, "that I would have to make myself popular one way or the other. And since I knew I wasn't attractive either,"
"You are too!" Bree said interrupting her again.
Alice didn't smile this time however, ignoring the comment going on, "I figured that if I was to ever get to go to any of the dances, or attend any of the parties, that I'd have to do something, something special, and be good at it. And I knew pretty much what it would take for me to do that." Alice swallowed, pausing. Obviously she was having difficulty telling Bree all this. Though Bree remained silent herself now, knowing how hard this was for her friend, and pretty much aware of where all this was headed.
"Well the short version is, lets just say, I give a mean blowjob." Once again she paused, looking up towards Bree for any sign of shock, disgust, revulsion. Instead, Bree released her arms, which had been locked around her knees, reaching over towards Alice, drawing her to her.
"Go on," she gently coaxed holding her friend. "Before long, I had a reputation, although not the best kind as I look back on it now. But back then, I was suddenly popular, very popular. And as long as the guys where getting what they wanted, I was happy, as I was invited out on several dates," Alice said emphasizing the word, giving it a whole new meaning. "Occasionally, I'd actually see the same guy more than once. But usually, that was it. I was being passed around by word of mouth, so I had a lot of guys calling me, but it was really rare that I ever heard from any of them more than once."
Bree didn't know how to respond, she knew how difficult this was for Alice to sit here telling her.
"You know what my nick-name was?" she asked rhetorically. "Alice the Phallus," she admitted almost apologetically, explaining, "Because I loved sucking cock so much, and really was good at doing it too!" she half boasted. "Now it's been so long since I've even seen a guys dick, I'm not sure I'd even know what to do with it if I did!"
That made Bree laugh. "Well honey, you and me both." Which is when Bree told her story about her one and only encounter with a man's cock.
"You serious? You've never done, or been with a guy since then?"
"Nope, never have. And probably never will either!" she said semi-seriously.
"So technically, you're still a virgin then."
"Technically speaking yes. Never had one inside me. "Don't even know what that would feel like. A little like my vibrator I guess, oh hell Alice...I don't know. How about you?"
Alice confessed that though she had indeed had intercourse with a boy before, it had only been twice, and both with the same guy, so she wasn't sure if that counted for one time, or two really.
They talked for a while afterwards, eventually becoming even more comfortable with one another, not to mention closer. In time, Bree felt giddy from the consumption of more wine perhaps, but also because she honestly wanted to return the favor to her friend.
"Alice?"
"Yuh?
"Would you let me see if I can make you cum?"
"You don't have to do that Bree. I didn't do what I did just so you'd feel obligated to return the favor."
"I know that. I want to. I really do."
"Really?"
"Yes, really."
It took a while. A long while. But eventually, Alice came. Bree was patient with her, periodically even stopping to ask Alice if she liked how she was doing it, or if she should be doing anything differently. Occasionally Alice told her things to do, but for the most part, simply panted as pleasures she'd never known with such intensity before, swam through her, rocked her, and had her floating in a sea of ecstasy unlike any before.



When she came, she was shocked, surprised, and immediately burst out crying. At first Bree wondered if she'd inadvertently hurt her or something. But when she saw the tears of joy, and the beaming smile upon her face, then she knew, Alice had discovered a whole new wonderland.
#
They had grown very close after that. Even closer than before. But it wasn't a sexual relationship, it had been a moment of shared tenderness and need yes. But that's all it was, all it ever would be. For the most part they had gone back to living their every day normal lives much as they had been. Though they did tend to call one another more frequently, along with spending time going out or watching a romantic movie on the TV at Bree's place. Eventually however, Alice once again brought up the issue of her brother Jack, and she did so in such a way that Bree knew she'd have no choice but to honor her friend's request. That, or risk rejection of Alice in rejecting getting to know Alice's brother a little better.
"You're not spending your birthday alone!" Alice informed her with conviction. "And...you're coming over to our place to celebrate it! Nothing fancy, so don't worry. I'm baking you a cake yes, but figured we'd just order in some pizza, pop in a movie, and relax. Honestly Bree, you really will like Jack if you give him just half a chance!"
Bree had eventually given in, though she stood nervously at the door as it opened. She'd expected Alice to greet her, standing there uncertainly as Jack opened the door waving her in.
"Hi Bree!" he said excitedly. "And by the way, Happy Birthday!"
She smiled, blushing as she stepped past him into their cozy little apartment. "Thank you," was all she offered, looking worriedly around for Alice who didn't seem to be anywhere nearby.
"Alice will be back any moment, she said she needed to get something else from the store. I offered to go get it for her, but she said she wanted it to be a surprise and didn't trust me to get the right stuff or something like that. So anyway, she should be back any minute, told me to make sure I told you to come in and make yourself at home. So Bree, make yourself at home!" he stood grinning.
Bree turned her head, feeling her face beginning to change color. Admittedly, she really was attracted to him, but she didn't trust herself, or her feelings. And worse, she didn't want to become involved with someone that might react to her abnormality in the same way that 'Dan-the-man' had done either.
"Would you care for something to drink?" he asked.
"No, I'm fine thanks," she said finally taking a seat about as far away from where Jack was now sitting as it was possible for her to do.
Nervously they both sat, waiting. Bree even briefly considered coming up with some sort of excuse to leave, deciding against doing that however as she knew that in doing so, she would hurt her friends feelings, something she had no intention of ever doing if she could help it. To her relief, Alice arrived a short time later carrying a gift-wrapped package under her arm.
"Happy Birthday Bree!" she grinned handing Bree the package. "It's from Jack and I!" she stated turning towards her brother. "Go ahead, open it!"
"Before cake? And Happy Birthday and all that stuff?" Jack laughed.
"No singing," Bree pleaded. "Please."
"Well, then open up your present, then we'll have us a piece of cake, no singing," Alice promised.
Eagerly, Alice waited as Bree began to delicately remove the gift-wrap. "Just tear it off!" Alice blurted in exasperation. Bree laughed, as did Jack. And she did so, taking a moment to stare at the box.
"You told me you'd been considering getting a tattoo. Well, these are temporary tattoos. But they look real. You can make your own designs, or use one of the patterns, but it will give you a chance to see what one might look like, or where it would look the best!'
"Well thank you, you guys," she added nodding towards Jack. "That's really nice, but admittedly, I'm not a very good artist, and even with some of these patterns, not sure it would look all that well. And besides, the one I've been considering I want to put on my back," she stopped suddenly blushing for no real good reason.
"Not to worry!" Alice interjected. "That's why I got it! You know what Jack does for a living? He's a commercial artist, and a damn good one too! I thought it might be fun to do a few of these tonight on your birthday, I've been wanting to get one myself, so thought this might be a hoot to try it out!"
Bree himmed and hawed over the suggestion, but Alice wasn't having any of it.
"Cake first, then some wine, then we'll see about doing some tattoo's!" she said excitedly.
Bree was still hesitant, but decided to go along with Alice's suggestion. She didn't want to hurt her friends feelings for one thing, but for another, she was curious to see how one of the butterfly patterns might actually look like on her shoulder.
"You go first," Bree told her. "Let me see how it turns out on you."
"Ok," Alice accepted, then to Bree's surprise, reached down pulling her tank top up and over her head. With Jack still sitting there, Bree shot a quick glance in his direction, but he'd made no indication that he was uncomfortable, or that this wasn't all that unexpected either.
"Alice!" Bree stated blinking her eyes.
Alice laughed. "Not like Jack hasn't seen me in my bra before," she told her. "Nor my miss-shaped boobies either. But where I've always wanted one is right here," she said pulling the left side of her bra down from her "good boob" as she called it. Revealing most of it save for the actual nipple itself, though part of her areola sat peeking from beneath the material like a sun just about to set.
"This one!" Alice said handing her brother one of the patterns.
"Don't need it," he told her. "I can do that free-hand, and make it look even better," he assured her.
At first Bree was a little uncomfortable, slightly embarrassed as she watched Jack oft times leaning his hand against his sister's breast as he drew the design on her, then colored it in.
"How's that sis?" he'd asked when he was finished. "Way cool!" she exclaimed, and even Bree had to admit it looked good, actually looked real.
"Ok kiddo, your turn!" Alice prompted.
"I'll just do one on my arm," Bree offered.
"Oh come on Bree," Alice coaxed. "You said you wanted to see what one looked like on the back of your shoulder, so come on...let Jack put one on for you there."
The bra she was wearing certainly wasn't a revealing one, her bikini showing more flesh that her bra did. Even so, she felt a tiny bit uncomfortable even as she removed her tee shirt, still folding it over her head and neck without removing it. Alice laughed.
"Chicken!"
Bree didn't respond to her however, content to sit as she was as Jack began to draw the intricate looking design upon her back. It took quite a while as Jack was a bit of a perfectionist, and wanted it to look as good, if not better than the real thing.
As he did, they continued to chat, loosening up somewhat, with the help of several glasses of wine. Except for a small piece of cake, Bree hadn't eaten anything, and though the "warnings" seemed to be going off inside her head, she continued to take small sips of wine feeling a little light-headed and giddy as the time wore on. Eventually Jack finished and they spent time admiring his work.
"I really like that!" Bree admitted, and she did. Liking the way it looked on her shoulder as she stood in front of the mirror, not realizing she'd removed her tee shirt so that she stood there in her bra looking back over her shoulder in the mirror to see the design. Jack stood in front of her, his reflection appreciative as well, but not at his own work so much, but at the obvious fullness of Bree's semi-exposed breasts.
Jack noted her sudden discomfort and turned away heading back into the sitting room. "Ok you two, now it's my turn!" he told them.
As the evening wore on, they found themselves really enjoying the turns each one took as more and more tattoo's appeared, with Alice going so far as to strip down to her panties, revealing her lop-sided breasts entirely as Jack then showed his real true talent, taking some water-based paints that he had, turning each into the face of a puppy-dog, and the more miss-shappen breast into that of a cute, but much smaller cat. By then Bree had gotten used to the goings-on, marveling at Jack's true talent and work, though funny as it was to look at, you really couldn't tell that Alice's breasts were actually exposed, so reformed were they now into something else entirely.
"Ok Bree, let Jack do you now!" Alice suggested.
Bree felt her face explode with color. "Oh fuck, I don't know about that," she stammered, not even realizing she'd cursed until Alice pointed it out to her.
"That's really becoming one of your favorite words isn't it?" she teased. "Come on Bree, we're having fun here. Don't spoil it. And I promise, if Jack does so much as to give you a naughty look, I'll box his ears for him and he knows that I'll do it too!"
Bolstering her courage, with the help of several glasses of wine, Bree found herself removing her bra, though she continued to rest her folded arms across her breasts for several long moments as Jack rummaged through his paints until he'd finally located all the various colors he intended on using.
"Ah Bree? I think you have to lower your arms now," Alice finally stated as Jack sat patiently waiting. Eventually she did. What she didn't dare reveal, finding it even hard to admit to herself, was the feel of the brush upon her breasts as Jack began to paint, the slow sensual strokes as he began to cover her breasts, the brush itself teasing her nipples almost sensually, erotically. Over time, he had transformed them into a beautiful set of emerald green eyes as he broadened his work out even more until her entire chest had become those of a Bengal Tiger, beautiful to look at, eerily three dimensional. And though she felt covered now, even though still fully exposed, her nipples tingled hungrily, sending signals of desire, lust and need down to her anxiously waiting clit.
Exhausted after such a long evening, even Bree knew it was too late for her to even attempt to go home. And Jack was in no condition to drive her there after having consumed so much of the wine as well. They collapsed together in a heap upon the floor, Alice passing out pillows and several quilts to wrap up in. Feeling good for the first time in years, Bree allowed the safeness and security of being sandwiched between the two of them, Alice on one side near spooning her as she slept, and Jack lying upon his back, Bree's pillow nestling comfortably in the firm crook of his arm. Content, she soon drifted off to sleep. And in her sleep, Bree began to dream.
In her dream, she saw Jack, lying pretty much as he had been as they'd all laid down, falling asleep together. But somehow Bree knew that she very much wanted to kiss him, and being a dream and all, that it would be perfectly ok, as she could do so without reservation without worry. Though she also decided that as much as she loved her very dear friend, she really didn't want to be kissing her brother with her there and so close by. So being a dream, she woke Alice, asking her if she wouldn't mind leaving the two of them alone together, surprised on hearing Alice's knowing giggle as she stood wrapping herself partially in one of the comforters, then padding softly down the hallway towards her bedroom. Now finally alone, Bree turned back towards Jack, slithering up against him, the feel of her bare breasts pressing against his chest, one again the tiny electrical charges of desire igniting the flame so long smoldering between her legs.
She kissed him, softly, feeling the press of her lips upon his, surprised when he responded in kind, kissing her back. The dream seemed so real, "almost too real" she thought to herself, but found herself enjoying their kiss, embracing it, yearning for more. And being the dream that it was, Bree decided to indulge her fantasy.
Taking one of Jack's hands, she placed it gingerly upon her breast, coaxing his movements, though at first he seemed to caress her with some measure of uncertainty, until the rapidity of her breathing convinced him that she was indeed enjoying this super-sensitive heavenly touch.
Aroused now, as she floated through higher and higher levels of desire, she traced the fingers of her hand down towards the hem of his briefs which she remembered seeing as he'd removed all but for them prior to slipping beneath one of the comforters. Suddenly, she felt his hand upon hers, stopping her advance.
"Bree? Before you go any further," he began. "As much as I would enjoy this, you need to know something, I'm not exactly well endowed. I don't want to disappoint you, just so you know."
His words seemed as though in a dream, "but were they"? She wondered. Bree allowed her hand to continue moving, seeking him out. And as she did, as her hands finally touched his aroused flesh, she realized it wasn't a dream. The fugue she had found herself in partially due to the wine, but due by in large to her subconscious need and desire to be held, touched and loved by a man. The barriers of doubt, inhibition, fear, all came tumbling down in one fell swoop as she gathered his small erect organ, palming it, covering it completely within the tiny grasp of her hand.
"I told you," he said worriedly as she caressed his small but rigidly hard member.
"I think we'll both have one or two surprises," she told him, kissing him once again as she took his hand, slipping it down between her legs where he began to explore her, discovering her secret, moaning as he did, caressing it, loving it as tenderly as she had ever done for her self. Bree moaned with the same lustful desire, fondling, toying and teasing the nearly same sized organ as she herself had. They lay together sharing similar techniques of pleasuring passions, finally rolling head to toe, side by side, engulfing one another in total, sucking kissing and licking one another towards orgasmic bliss.
Long afterwards as they once again lay side by side, still holding, still caressing marveling at the irony and twist of fate that had brought them together, Bree moved up to mount him, his erection barely entering the folds of her flesh, but it was enough. His prick small as it was, a perfect match, a perfect tool for the hard shaft of joy that rose to meet him, pressing there together as they began to fuck slowly, sensually together.
"Sometimes, size really doesn't matter," she purred into the crook of his neck. "Now, fuck me. Fuck my clit! Fuck my big giant clit!"
Jack smiled breathing heavily into her ear as they moved harmoniously together. "Oh baby, where've you been all my life anyway?"
"Waiting for you Jack, just waiting for you."
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Steve and Chris had been married for ten years. Or would be on the upcoming weekend. Steve sat reading the morning paper, as was his want, the aroma of freshly brewed coffee his other companion, as Chris hadn't made her way downstairs yet.
They owned and operated their own floral shop. One of the advantages being that Steve was always bringing home beautiful arrays for his wife. Most would think that working day in and day out in a floral shop would lose its allure, but the fact of the matter was, Chris loved flowers, and loved the fact that Steve was always creating new arrangements just for her.
Steve smiled. He heard the padding of her bare feet as she descended the stairs from their bedroom heading towards the kitchen. As was usually the case, the aroma of the coffee had finally made its way upstairs where Chris's super-sensitive nose had been alerted to it, waking it up. And as was usually the case, Chris appeared wearing her shorty powder-blue bathrobe with nothing on underneath. He stood, pouring her coffee setting the cup down on the counter, turning just as she entered the room.
"Morning gorgeous," he told her as she automatically came towards him as he folded her within his arms. It was something he told her nearly every morning, even though at times she came down stairs still half asleep, her short neck length reddish brown hair mussed, no makeup, and often still sleepy-eyed.
"You're just horny," she teased as she allowed him to hug her even more tightly, his hand slipping down her back, lifting briefly the hem of her short robe to give one of her bare cheeks a loving tender caress.
"Aren't I always?"
Even after ten years the briefest touch of his wife's body excited him. As though to confirm that, Chris lowered her hand also briefly, feeling the rapidly growing bulge throw his Levi's.
"Yep!" she confirmed giggling, then changed direction on him, "Coffee?"
It was a game they sometimes played. Steve stood between his wife and the coffee he had poured for her waiting on the counter. She stepped to one side to retrieve it, as did he affectively cutting her off. The game was on. They'd played it often enough that Chris knew it was better to give in, not that she minded giving in, she didn't. She was just always surprised that Steve would get and receive such satisfaction in looking at her. Even so, she rolled her eyes feigning exasperation even as she reached, undoing the sash holding it together. Chris stepped back, pulling open her robe as though a flasher in a public park.
The view of her cute little nude body never failed to please him.
Chris certainly wasn't tall. At barely over five feet, her fairly large sized breasts tended to make her look "top-heavy" as she'd often referred to herself. But she knew that just the sight of the "girls" as she lovingly called her boobs, never failed to please her husband.
Steve stood admiring the view as he did each and every time. Unlike the trend or style of the day, Chris had a fuller bush, though she did keep it closely cropped, preferring that rather than the thin narrow strip of pubic hair, as was the fashion.
"Happy now?" she asked. They were still playing the game of course as she allowed her robe to fall, closing. Steve stepped aside, allowing Chris to reach the counter as well as her coffee, which she now sipped, her back towards him.
Steve stepped in behind her, his arms coming around to re-part her robe, which she had failed to re-tie of course. She felt the touch of his fingers as he gently encircled her nipples, already hard, already expectant. Holding on to the coffee cup with both hands, balancing it precariously only inches away from her face as she leaned into the counter for support, eyes closed now, not trusting her weak-knees as she continued to feign indifference, though her pussy felt otherwise. Steve toyed with the "girls" tweaking her erect nipples more fully now, palming the softness of her breasts within his hands, now pressing his fullness against her ass, letting her know as he did his desire, his ever growing need for her.
Chris was too horny this morning to allow their game to continue much longer, giving in to his teasing caress far earlier than usual. "Fuck me!" she breathed. "Oh God Steve, fuck me!" Chris sat the cup of coffee back onto the counter before spilling it, feeling her husbands hands as he fully hiked up the back of her robe, the sound of his belt being unfastened, then the sound of his zipper lowering. It seemed to take an eternity though it was only moments until the press of his firmness against the twin cheeks of her ass told her he was ready.
"Just rub it there for a moment," she purred, loving the feel of his hard prick as it slid up and down the crevice of her ass. Steve leaned into her even closer, his lips now taking soft tiny bites from her neck, his hands once again busy at her breasts, kneading her flesh, toying with her nipples.
"God I love you," he sang into her neck, feeling his desire slip easily as though guided by some unseen hand into her liquid passage. Chris moaned pleasurably, feeling his entire length slip inside, her knee's already buckling though Steve held her easily pinning her there against the counter as he began thrusting his needful prick in and out of her wanton fiery-hot cunt. They came together in a fiery embrace, which they quite often did. Heated, perhaps too short for some, but never-the-less as sweet as it ever was, whenever, or wherever the mood struck or took them.
Chris loved the feel of Steve's hard prick spurting his semen into her. She felt each and very powerful ejaculation as it bathed the inside of her cunt, the sensation of which most often triggered her own release, where she then joined him, milking his cock with the involuntary contractions of her pussy as she climaxed with him.
Steve stumbled back towards his chair, Jell-O legged himself now, collapsing unceremoniously down as he did, smiling boyishly, satisfied.
Her face still flushed, Chris reached for her coffee, sipping it, her robe semi parted, her full breasts peeking out beneath the material. She looked over the rim of her cup towards her husband, his bare prick not quite as full or hard as it had been, but just as enticing to look at, even as the last tremors of pleasure continued to course through her still quivering sex.
"I think, I need some cream to go along with this coffee," she stated replacing her cup once again on the counter. She quickly crossed the short distance between them, now down on her knees where he sat, his semi-flaccid prick in hand now as she devoured him, tasting both his essence as well as her own. "You're going to be late this morning," she advised, his cock even then inside her mouth as she spoke.
He laughed. "It's ok, I don't think the boss will mind much," he told her. "Oh no...he's not going to mind much at all!"
#
Finally collected and composed once again, Steve hurried about gathering keys, his schedule book and a myriad of other things he used in his work. In was now Chris's turn to sit and relax, as she wouldn't appear at the store until ten, working slightly later, then closing as Steve attended to last minute deliveries himself, or came home to call on the status of expected incoming shipments.
It was a life they both loved, and loved that they were able to work it and do it together.
"What are the plans for this weekend anyway?" Chris had to ask. Steve had been taunting her with some sort of surprise he'd been working on. But so far, it was about all she'd been able to get out of him. Even one of her 'world-class' blowjobs had failed in forcing him to reveal what it was he'd been up to. Steve merely gave her the same evil grin that he had given her before.
"Oh come on Steve!" she pleaded earnestly. "I need to know something! I need to know what to plan to wear if nothing else!" He did pause at that, thinking.
"To be honest with you honey, it really doesn't matter what you wear!"
"Oh that's a big fucking help!" she said exasperatedly. "So if I wear nothing but shorts and a tee-shirt it would be ok?"
"Works for me!" he teased.
"Prick!"
"Cunt!"
They both laughed, the vulgarity of their words affectionate, taunting with promises of even more passion and delight expected.
"Remember what I told you ten years ago?" he asked.
"Oh sure, I remember everything you told me ten years ago," she replied sarcastically.
Steve laughed finally locating his keys. "I told you then, that when we'd been married ten years, that I wanted you to experience anything, everything you've ever dreamed of," he told her.
"I already do," she replied demurely. "I have everything, everything I've ever wanted or needed. I have you!"
Her words made him smile, but she saw by the look in his eyes that he was being quite serious too.
"Not quite everything," he told her. "There is much we've discussed, spoken about before. Things we've wondered about, curious to see, curious to try. Let's just say that this weekend will give you that opportunity. The opportunity to experience anything and everything you've ever imagined, or ever been curious about," he said cryptically.
"Could you be just a little more clear?" she asked hopefully. There was a LOT they had spoken of, talked about over the years. Their dreams, their goals, their "curiosities" as they'd called them.
"I'm already late enough as it is," he informed her heading towards the door. Turning just in time to see the very real look of frustration on her face. "Wear that sexy black little cock-tail dress I got you last year," he said grinning. Waited long enough to catch her smile, and then left for work.
#
Even at the shop Chris tried pressing Steve for details. But he was as closed mouth about whatever it was he had planned as he had ever been. Even when their extra counter help Janice had left for lunch, leaving the two of them alone briefly, as Chris slowly, teasingly, tantalizingly sucked Steve off in the cooler, even then he stood firm without giving in to her inquiries.
"You really are a prick you know that?" she scolded.
"Cunt!" he fired back.
"Yes, your cunt. Now...come and eat me for lunch," she demanded. "Before Janice returns and finds us like this."
"I don't think she'd mind," Steve said parting his wife's legs as she sat on one of the counters leaning back. "I think she knows when we're horny, and why she takes sudden unexpected breaks or lunches. I've seen her giggling a time or two after she's caught me grabbing one of your breasts, or when you've slipped your hands down the front of my pants when you thought no one was looking."
Chris was blushing with the thought of discovery, and the knowledge that Janice wasn't as naive as she often appeared. Her blush soon turned to a flush of excitement however as Steve hungrily sat down for lunch.
#
She looked sexy as hell and she knew it. Her black dress was just short enough without being obscene. Short as she was herself, it was one of the few dresses she owned that gave her the appearance of even longer legs than she really had. And then as though to compliment that, the deep 'V' of her neckline gave just enough hint of cleavage showing off the soft rounded slopes of her breasts. To finish off the simple, yet elegant look, Chris had chosen to wear the simple tiny gold chain that her husband had given her shortly after they had been married. Attached to it, a tiny gold key, a bit of nothingness really, as it was neither expensive nor extravagant in its design. But it was more precious to her than any other piece of jewelry that she owned. Steve had once told her that it would forever remain the key to his heart.
"Ready?" she heard him calling up to her from just down the stairs. She stood on the landing looking down towards him, letting the affect of how good she looked play within his mind as he stood there staring up to her.
"Ready, willing, and able!" she said grinning. Then crewed her brow up curiously as she saw Steve standing below, wearing a pair of his favorite, though pressed Levi's, a plain black tee shirt, though he had chosen to also where a beige sports-coat. "You sure I'm not 'over-dressed'?" she emphasized worriedly.
"Trust me," he told her, beckoning for her to come downstairs and join him.
She hated it whenever he said that. She did trust him yes, always had, always would. But whenever he'd used that particular term, it meant he was up to something, and those something's usually surprised the hell out of her.
The surprise began the moment they stepped out of the door of their home.
"A limo?" she asked honestly surprised. "We're going out in a limousine? Just where are we going?" she asked now somewhat worriedly. "What are you really up to this time Steven?" she said using his more formal name, which Chris tended to do whenever she was being serious.
"Just trust me ok? Like I told you, I want you to have the opportunity to experience anything and everything you've ever wanted to. So this night is all about that. But I also want you to know, that it will be entirely up to you what you do, or don't do...ok?"
He was still being too cryptic, far too cryptic for her taste, and that made her nervous.
"Honey? Would I ever do anything that would hurt you?" he asked.
"No," she admitted answering simply.
"Then trust me," he said once again, though the words continued to hold no real assurance for her still. She'd never quite seen Steve like this before, excited yes, but there was an obvious anxiousness about his demeanor too, that told her even he wasn't as dead-on sure about whatever it was he was up to this time either.
The chauffer stood at the side of the enormous black car holding the door for them as they got in. It was plush inside with a bottle of wine already uncorked, waiting for them. Even before the limousine pulled out of the driveway, Steve poured each of them a glass.
"Happy Anniversary baby!" he said in toast to her. "And to what I hope will be a very, very memorable evening."
Once again, his sincere but nervous toast made her continue to worry and wonder. Chris drank nearly the entire glass of wine down in one gulp.
They traveled along for some twenty minutes before beginning to head up the canyon. Chris was familiar with the area, she and Steve had quite often driven up this road themselves on their way to picnic, or simply hike and enjoy the mountain scenery. Once again she asked him.
"Where are we going? I don't recall there being much of anything up here aside from a few remote cabins," she'd said, stopping suddenly. "Ah, I get it! You rented us a cabin or something for the weekend didn't you?" Then she frowned. "But all I have is what I'm wearing!" she added thoughtfully, still perplexed and perhaps even more confused than she had been before.
"Nope!" came the simple answer, then the words she was beginning to hate. "Trust me!"
They traveled up the canyon road for a short ways before reaching one of the few private gates that Chris had seen on their drive up the canyon before. She watched as the gate slowly opened electronically, obviously their chauffer had some kind of pre-arranged access control. They then drove up a steep winding road amidst the tall spruce and pine trees, until the appearance of lights cut through the gathering darkness ahead. Chris looked towards her husband without speaking.
"Yes, it is a cabin," he told her. "We're going to a party, a very special party," he finally offered, but it was all he offered, and said no more.
Once again their chauffer opened the door for them as they stepped out in front of a mid-sized, but very expensive looking cabin. Even before reaching the door Chris could hear the sound of laughter coming from inside.
"You're throwing me a dinner party? Up here?" she asked.
"Not exactly," he explained as he drew his arm around her waist, stepping up to the door then knocking.
Several long moments passed before the door finally opened, when it did, a rather amply endowed blonde-headed woman met them. It wasn't anyone that Chris had ever seen before.
"You must be Steve, and you must be Chris!" she smiled openly. "Please, come in. Make yourself at home, there's a bar where you can have Jerald fix you anything you'd like to drink. Nearly everyone's here, so we should be starting things in less than another thirty minutes or so."
"Thank you," Steve had said shaking her hand as had Chris. Though Chris had done so with a confused expression on her face.
"Just why are we here anyway?" she couldn't help saying, then answered before he could. "Yes I know," not being able to speak the words that now had become so damn irritating.
The place looked bigger on the inside than it did on the outside. An upper floor revealed what appeared to be several additional rooms, as well as an overhang that covered nearly half of the extended ceiling into the enormous sitting room where they now stood. Steve immediately spotted the bar that their hostess "Sybil" as she'd introduced herself had told them about. Almost immediately he steered his wife towards it, half-dragging her along however, as she happened to glance over to one of the many couches where she saw another couple sitting together. Once again, no one she knew or had seen before, but it wasn't that so much, as the fact that the woman's breasts were bare, and the guy who was sitting next to her was happily caressing and playing with them openly in front of every one.
"Ok Steven," Chris said sternly stopping him dead in their tracks before covering even half the distance towards the bar. "I've gone along with your little surprise as far as I am going to without answers. But now...either tell me what's going on, why we're here, or we turn around and go right back home!"
By her tone of voice, Steve knew she wasn't kidding. He had pressed her as far as he dared too, and so far she had gone along with it. But now, they had entered new territory and he knew that her defenses had gone up.
"There's no one here I even recognize!" she said scanning the room, finding even as she did another couple standing near one of the enormous bay windows overlooking a beautiful moon-lit valley below them. But it wasn't the beauty of the near perfectly full moon that caught her eye, but the woman who stood playfully stroking the very hard, very exposed member of the guy she was with. "Steven?"
"Ok, ok," he relented. "To begin with, I discovered about this little club quite by accident," he'd begun explaining. Which is when an all too familiar voice calling out their names, interrupted Steve's explanation.
"Chris! Steve! Glad the two of you could make it!"
Astonished, Chris turned just in time to see Janice their employee approaching them. And...she was naked as was the man she was leading as she drew him by her side, her hand firmly wrapped around his thick massive looking cock.
"Janice?" Chris gasped in shock.
Janice gave Steve a bit of a stern look. "You promised to tell her about all this before bringing her up here," she chastised him, though half-jokingly. Then turned back towards Chris before Steve could respond. "Why don't you come with me over to the bar where we'll fix you a drink, then before things really begin to start, I'll explain it all to you since Steve obviously hasn't."
"Obviously," Chris said with an irritated tone of voice.
"But let me assure you Chris, you're not expected, or required to participate or do anything you don't want to do ok? That's one of the major rules here we all go by. If all you want to do is sit and watch, then feel free to do just that. No worries, no pressures. That's what this is all about. We all get together once every couple of month's have fun, let our hair down so to speak, then go back to our very normal every day lives. But whenever the full moon is up...we let out the beast in all of us!"



Chris soon learned that Steve had overheard one of Janice's conversations while on the phone at work. He hated admitting to her that he'd stood off to one side listening in, but when the topic had obviously become sexual in nature, his curiosity had gotten the best of him. Bolstering his courage to ask, Janice had quite comfortably told him about their little group, their little club. And how all of them had gone in together on this cabin, eight couples in all, a tight little group of sixteen, all married, which was one of the requirements. She further explained how they got together nearly every full moon, where the first main rule was to openly have fun, without reservation, hang-ups, or inhibitions. The second rule being "No meant no"...though usually expressed politely, and rarely. Anyone breaking that rule would be immediately asked to leave with all rights and privileges revoked, including as had been legally drawn up by attorneys, any further use or ownership of the property. So far, that hadn't happened. And as Janice further explained, she didn't feel it ever would either.
"So you mean to tell me you all get together and have...group sex?" she paused swallowing hard.
Janice laughed. "Only if you want too. Some do, some don't. Another rule...no one goes anywhere alone. Anything that happens is here in front of everyone else, or at minimum with another couple. There's not even any threesomes allowed. Most of the time we all remain here in the main room, which as you can see is plenty big enough, especially when we begin tossing out the 'party-cushions' as we call them. But there are several other rooms upstairs with beds, as well as a very large bathroom for those that like to include showers as part of the fun. Not to mention a very nice, very cozy area outside. But again...only in minimum of groups of four or more are allowed. Though you can chose to sit and merely watch, not even participate if that's your choice. It's entirely up to you. Now, since Steve here obviously failed to tell you about all this, I'll leave the two of you alone to discuss it. If you decide to leave, just let me know and I'll see to it that your chauffer brings the limo back around front. But I would ask that you decide soon if you're going to stay or not. As soon as Rick and Cindy arrive, the party will get started."
Janice disappeared shortly after that leaving them alone. "Well? You want to stay or go home?" Steve asked worriedly.
"I'm going to need another glass of wine," Chris said handing him her empty one. "After that, we'd probably best go introduce ourselves."
Steve was grinning from ear to ear as he made his way back towards the bar.
#
Chris was surprised at just how relaxed she had actually become, though the wine had probably had something to do with that. In the beginning, it was just like any other party she had ever attended or been too. Small talk, laughter, small groups of people getting together to catch up, talk about work, the weather, or whatever else was happening in the news. The only difference being, which took Chris some time adjusting to, was that little by little, most everyone began removing their clothes. And periodically, others began getting intimate as others stood watching, sometimes participating, which Chris finally had to admit to herself, had become extremely arousing to see.
With all the sexual energy in the room, as both Chris and Steve wandered about watching, introducing themselves, though not yet participating in anything, she found herself becoming more and more aroused, and slowly yet surely, more comfortable with what was going on. Spotting Janice, she and Steve began making their way towards her not quite reaching her as she suddenly dropped down on her knees, two men standing to either side of her as she began alternating between the two, sucking their cocks, enjoying the back and forth blowjobs she'd begun administering. Chris watched in fascination, feeling her sex begin to liquefy with desire.
"Hi, names Lee!"
Startled, Chris turned to the guy she was standing next to even as Janice continued sucking his enormously hard prick. He extended his hand offering it to her, which she accepted, feeling slightly embarrassed as she shook it, Janice kneeling just below them both as she hungrily gobbled down his throbbing cock.
"That's my wife Dawn...over there," he pointed proudly. Steve as well as Chris turned to spot another equally attractive woman who lay between the outstretched legs of the blonde-haired woman they'd first met on their arrival. "And that's Sybil," he explained unnecessarily.
"Yes, we met briefly," Steve told him now taking his hand to shake as well.
Steve found it amusing that Chris seemed more absorbed in the cunnilingual delights taking place across the room. "Maybe we should make our way over there," he suggested as he began leading her. She didn't resist, and if anything, felt as though floating as in the next instant she found herself gazing down at the two beautiful women.
Steve had known, as they had discussed it a few times in the past, of Chris's latent curiosity. Watching Lee's wife as she happily, excitedly tickled the juicy wet split of the woman they'd met earlier, had Chris mesmerized, not even realizing it as Steve stood behind her, reaching out, beginning to fondle her already aroused breasts.
"Play with my tits!" Sybil asked.
For a moment, Chris didn't realize that Sybil had been addressing her. "Chris wasn't it?" she questioned, continuing. "It feel's so much better when someone else is doing this don't you think?"
"Go ahead honey," Steve leaned over whispering, still toying with his own wife's hard nubbins of desire. "You know you've always wanted to," he said coaxingly.
To his delight as well as Sybil's, she did. Chris stood massaging, caressing and eventually teasing Sybil's exquisitely hard nipples, rolling them gently though firmly between her fingers as Dawn continued the soft slow stroking of the woman's clit with her tongue.
"Wait one, be right back!" Chris stated suddenly. "Steve? Help me off with this will you?"
Now he really was surprised! As he reached for the zipper on her dress to undo it, he felt more than saw another presence moving in. "Here, let me help her with that."
Steve had seen her earlier, the tall leggy one with the short feathery brown hair. She'd been conversing with Sybil and Dawn near the bar shortly after they'd arrived, and long before everyone had started to become intimate. Later, he'd seen her with the guy who had introduced himself as Lee, and one another gentleman who he'd later learned to be her husband.
"Hi Ran!" Sybil said smiling. "Wondered where you'd taken off to," she said.
Ran giggled even as she began undoing the zipper on Chris's dress. "Oh you know me, had to re-acquaint myself with everyone's cock before things got too busy. All except this one," she added with a devilish wink looking towards Steve.
Ran finished helping Chris remove her dress as well as her pantyhose. Steve had assumed that it would end there, pleasantly surprised when it didn't. There was just enough room for her to sit on the floor between Chris and the couch where Sybil was lying, still continuing to enjoy the slightly more rapid tongue flicks of Dawn's talented tongue. Steve wondered by the obvious suggestion in Ran's positioning if Chris was aware of what was in fact being suggested. To his complete and utter delight, he watched as his wife moved closer, once again filling her hands with Sybil's breasts as Ran happily began dancing her tongue around Chris's aroused clit.
Ran took but a moment to speak before returning to the task at hand. "Seems like you're the only one still dressed Steve. Care to join the party?"
He realized upon quickly glancing about, that he was in deed the last one dressed. Almost shame-facedly, he began shucking off his clothing. He soon stood there naked, sporting a very aching erection. Unfortunately, everyone seemed to be very much involved with someone else, leaving him feeling more than just a little uncomfortable.
"Excuse me, hi...my name's Cindy, mind if I suck your cock?"
Steve tossed a very quick glance towards his wife, the expression on her face was one of pure bliss, she nodded her head lustfully. "You know what they say baby...when in Rome!" In the next instant, he was standing there with his cock being sucked so beautifully, watching his wife as she too stood shaking, quivering, her pussy obviously being pleasured beyond her wildest dreams.
"This is fucking great!" he said before realizing he'd spoken breaking the sudden near silence of the entire room. Everyone laughed upon hearing him speak.
"Yes it is...isn't it? Cindy's husband Rick said coming over to stand behind Chris. "Mind if I fuck your wife?" he questioned. In answer, Chris reached behind, grasping the man's cock, rubbing it against her ass sensually, she turned briefly back towards Steve seeking his response.
"Like I said in the beginning honey, tonight...anything and everything you've ever wanted or dreamed about is ok with me!"
#
The ride back home nearing morning left them both exhausted, but satisfied beyond words. "Well?"
"Well what?" Chris answered evasively.
"Did you have a good time?" he pressed curiously.
"Did you?"
"I asked you first!"
Chris smiled, closing her eyes recalling the feel of two cocks within her hands, first sucking Lee's then that of her husbands until both had showered her face, breasts with their hot cream. "Oh yeah, yeah...admittedly I did honey," she said half dreamily. "I have to admit, at first, I was a little hesitant, but damn honey...there's something about watching another couple, or I guess I should say couples, fucking, sucking playing with one another that really got to me!"
Steve sat grinning, surprised to feel his cock actually beginning to stand. "Oh yeah, and then when you went down on Ran? While Sybil was eating you?"
"And while Dawn was busily sucking your cock while Rick was fucking her from behind, yeah...that was hot! Way fucking hot!" Chris answered thickly, feeling her pussy once again begin to lubricate.
"How long before we get home?" she asked. Steve glanced at his watch, "I don't know, another 30, 40 minutes I suppose why?"
"Because I haven't quite done 'everything' I've ever wanted to do yet."
"Oh?"
Chris grinned.
"You've got to be kidding!" Steve stated looking at her incredulously.
"Don't think you can get it up huh?"
"Oh yeah...I can get it up alright!" Steve said, proving to her that it already was.
"Then come fuck me baby, come fuck me nice long and hard!"
#
Steve stood at the counter putting the final touches on the new arrangement he'd designed. Earlier in the day he had seen Chris and Janice standing in the back quietly talking. He couldn't help but wonder what had been discussed, but he knew better than to ask, figuring if Chris wanted him to know what they'd talked about, eventually she'd tell him.
"How's it going honey?" She asked stepping up behind him, both hands slipping down the front of his pants, caressing his flaccid prick. What was interesting about that however, was that Janice was just a short distance away pruning some roses for display as she did.
Finally his curiosity got the better of him, especially as it was obvious Chris had no intention of saying anything to him other than to stand there playing with his cock. "Saw you talking to Janice earlier. She have anything to say about the other night?"
Janice had already spoken to Steve about it briefly, telling him that everyone there had unanimously decided to include them in their gathering, if...he and Chris wanted to join them. If they didn't, then Steve also needed to understand, they wouldn't and couldn't be invited back. It was a sort of 'introductory' offer, and as everyone wanted to keep the group small, there was only room for one additional couple. Janice told him that the group would need to know before their next get-together, as there was one other couple they'd been thinking about.
Chris remained evasive however. "A little yes," was all she offered. She flipped the scheduling calendar over to the next page as she stood there. "Well, would you look at that?"
"Look at what?" he said glancing at the work schedule, seeing nothing of particular interest.
"Remember what I told you ten years ago?"
"Very funny," Steve replied. "Yeah sure I do."
"What I told you, was that every once in a blue moon I could be full of surprises!"
Truth was, Steve did remember her saying that.
"And?"
"And...you notice that there are two full moons next month?"
Chris gave his cock another playful stroke, then turned heading back to work even as Janice stood grinning at the two of them. And as she did, he heard her begin whistling an old familiar tune.
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The Key
By: Thesandman/Many Feathers
Miranda Jones, a shorthaired brunette with a pixie-like face has searched all her life for the right, special someone. Little does she know that the key to that very happiness exists within a small corner shop, catering to those who collect odd items, or who enjoy browsing through antiques, most of which seemingly have no purpose.
The discovery of a tiny tarnished key barely clinging to an old worn out silver chain is about to change her life forever.
#
As she'd been doing nearly every Friday for the past three years, Miranda stood waiting patiently in front of the small, cozy little sidewalk café waiting for her two friends. She had known Silvia and Darlene for several years, though she considered Darlene as truly her very best friend having known one another in high school. Now at just over forty years of age, though looking much younger than that herself much to the chagrin of her two companions, Miranda spotted them on the sidewalk heading her way. She waved, watching as they spotted her waving back.
Moments later they reached her side giving one another a kiss on the cheek in greeting. "Morning M.J.!" Darlene called out smiling. She had called her that ever since high school, only then her last name had been Jenkins, not Jones. Miranda smiled to herself, wondering if Darlene would have continued calling her "M.J.", even if she hadn't gotten married to a man with the same last initial in his name.
"Hey Darlene, Sil!" Miranda answered back, abbreviating Silvia's name just as Darlene always had, something she had herself picked up on shortly after being introduced to her. Silvia and Darlene worked at the same law office, which is where they had met, soon after introducing her to Miranda where they began their weekly get-togethers at the café.
Like Salt and Pepper shakers, Miranda had often thought of her two friends in just such a way. Darlene, with a fair almost alabaster complexion, though her hair was dark, worn long and nearly coal black. Silvia on the other hand, her skin a deep rich creamy looking chocolate color, hair short, though bleached nearly a platinum blonde standing well near six feet and looking every bit the model she once had been during her teenage years.
"Shall we?" Silvia asked leading the way without waiting to be shown to a table.
Though it was mid-June, the early morning air was crisp, cool, though the sun was already promising to chase away the cold morning air with a hint of warmth already peeking through the treetops. Miranda drew the button down sweater she had worn closer about her neck though refusing to button it in an effort to ward off the chill as she followed her two companions toward their seats.
Miranda had already secured their favorite table for them upon arriving with a simple nod towards the waiter. The same pimply-faced kid that had been serving them for month's now receiving a more than generous tip for ensuring that their favorite table was 'unofficially' reserved each Friday morning whether they arrived for their morning coffee and pastries or not.
As was customary, they held off sharing any recent news or on-goings about their respective lives until after having first given their orders. When 'Chuck' finally ambled away to get their coffee's, Darlene leaned over closer towards Miranda, whispering just low enough that no one beyond Silvia sitting across from her could over hear.
"You might want to do something about dousing those head-lights M.J.," she began. "Otherwise, old Chucky-baby is apt to hang around our table all morning long!"
Miranda took a quick, very brief glance down at her chest, already knowing what to expect. She'd felt her nipples harden considerably just moments before her friend's arrival. And it hadn't been due to the chill of the morning air, though no doubt that had contributed to keeping them firm and erect afterwards. What she hadn't mentioned, and doubted that she even would, was the young handsome dark haired man that had stood to leave just as she herself had arrived. He'd done nothing more than to smile briefly, nodding towards her. But the penetrating look he had given her had been deliciously received. She'd felt her body respond of its own accord, without rhyme, without reason for it. "A simple look", she'd mused moments after he'd passed her by, not even giving her a second look until reaching the corner of the street before crossing. Only then had he looked back, caught her looking towards him and smiled once again. Miranda had felt her face flush in confused, unjustified excitement. But for the briefest of moments, time had stood still and she had found herself standing there being kissed by this strangely attractive looking man.
Miranda tugged the sweater she was wearing more firmly around herself actually doing up three of the five buttons, just enough to place enough material over her blouse and adequately hide the aroused state that her nipples were in.
Darlene was smiling. "I didn't think it was that cold!" she said with a mischievous grin. "Or do you actually have some secret fantasy you've been harboring over Chucky baby," she finished with a suggestive tease.
One of the things Miranda loved most about her dear sweet friend was her uninhibited openness, something of which she herself possessed, but usually reserved for the bedroom. Darlene on the other hand, had a suggestive charm about her nature that bordered on the extreme. She had the talent and the ability to call another woman a 'slut' to her face, and have it come off sounding like the most heartfelt compliment ever given. Most often Miranda would see her sit back, or stand there with a 'Mona Lisa' smile upon her face, as though only she knew the secret behind the comment just given. But after years of coming to know her friend as well as she had, Miranda more often than not heard the true meanings behind the words whenever Darlene delivered one of her deliciously wicked diatribes without her unsuspecting victim being any the wiser.
And not that she herself hadn't fallen victim to one or two of Darlene's naughtily wicked assaults upon her either! More than anyone, Miranda knew that she could trust Darlene implicitly with whatever secrets or thoughts she might share. No matter how decadent, or innocent they might be. It had been over two years ago that she had first confided in her friend that her sex-life had all but disappeared. She and her husband had not been intimate in all that time, a situation that had gradually gotten worse though she'd made every effort imaginable to correct it. Eventually, with frustration setting in, and the worry that she had perhaps failed somehow in their marriage, or worse...that perhaps her husband was off having an affair with another woman, Miranda had found herself pouring her heart out to her friend in hopes of receiving some kind of advise that would help her towards making some sort of decision.
And though Darlene had in fact counseled her, giving Miranda a wide variety of options and choices to think about, she'd added one more little option in the manner that Miranda should have known better, and been on guard about.
They had met for lunch at a posh restaurant, it had been Miranda's turn to treat, and as it was also a special occasion of sorts, the day that she and Darlene had first become friends, it was a date they yearly celebrated with a fancy dinner or lunch together. This year, it was Miranda's turn to buy.
She'd gotten up a short time previous, excusing herself to use the restroom. Unlike a lot of women, she'd not taken her purse with her into the bathroom leaving it comfortably parked on the chair between them where Darlene could stand guard over it for her, though not as though she had too. Upon her return, and in preparation of retrieving her wallet, she'd fished inside her purse, discovering a long slim object that she knew full well hadn't previously been there before. Without thinking, she withdrew the devise holding it up within her hand for closer inspection, totally unaware of its true purpose or nature gazing at it curiously much to the sudden delight and laughter of her friend.
"Ah Miranda? You might want to put that back inside your purse," she suggested. "I wanted to surprise you with a little something to help you with that problem we were discussing a few days ago."
Miranda gave Darlene a questioning look, then as realization began to dawn on her, she found herself blushing furiously, dropping the thin silver object onto the table where it began to hum, buzz, and bounce upon the table as though having a mind of its own. Darlene shrieked with peels of laughter, watching Miranda desperately reaching out to recapture what must have looked to many within the restaurant as a writhing snake somehow having been smuggled in and set free.
A few nearby giggles from other patrons as those who knew and were obviously well aware of what the thing was, began snickering as well. There were however a few astonished voices rising with abject indignation at the bizarre spectacle taking place.
Ever since then, Miranda had learned to be a lot more careful in the future against any more of Darlene's hidden naughty little surprises.
After receiving their coffee's and fresh pastries, the three of them had finally gotten down to business, catching one another up on the weeks events, their lives, and for desert, the latest naughty gossip, though lately, Miranda had found herself having very little to share by way of amusing antidote, most often content to add a thought here or there only in passing. She considered briefly mentioning the good looking dark haired man that had been the real cause behind her hardened nipples, deciding at the last moment not to, suddenly feeling silly about it, if not somewhat embarrassed that she could find herself so overwhelmingly aroused over hardly nothing.
"Hey! We've still got a half hour before we have to head to the office this morning," Silvia began. "There's this really neat antique shop I want to show the two of you."
Darlene balked at the thought initially; she really wasn't into collecting or browsing around through antiques. Silvia on the other hand had by in large, decorated her entire apartment in antique furniture, much of which Miranda found extremely interesting to look at and wonder about. Though she herself appreciated some of the pieces, also shying away from buying anything really antique herself.
"It's not just an antique furniture store either Darlene!" Silvia said seeing the rolled-eyed look on her friends face at the mention of it. "They've got all sorts of neat, weird looking stuff in there. Everything from books to gadgets, even toys I haven't seen anyplace else in years!"
At the mere mention of the word "books", Miranda knew Darlene was hooked. She collected first editions of anything she could get her hands on.
Miranda soon discovered that the store was less than a block away from the café. She had passed it a hundred times without once giving it a second thought, or even a second look. So often she'd gazed at the store briefly in passing, surmising it to be more, one of those palm-reader, or novelty shops rather than what the sign said as she found herself really reading it for the first time.
"Vickie's treasure chest".
Miranda followed Silvia through the small door into the shop, noticing when she did that it needed a fresh coat of paint, chipped, weather worn just as the dimly lit interior of the shop suggested upon entering. The faint sound of bells jingling to announce the arrival of customers greeting them familiarly as it took a moment or more for Miranda's eyes to adjust to the much dimmer light even at this hour of the morning.
Even with the announcement of the bells, Miranda noticed that no one stood behind the cluttered, semi-dirty counter to greet or wait on them. Silvia immediately directing Darlene over to a pile of dusty, worn looking books that rather than shelved and put on display in any semblance of order, stood stacked in haphazard piles, some toppling over onto others, many dusty with titles and covers obscured. Even so, Darlene approached them with the enthusiasm of a child discovering gifts beneath the tree on Christmas morning.
"Over here!" Silvia said leading Miranda over to one of the very few glass displays that appeared to contain the perhaps more valuable bobbles and novelties of the store. She ran her hands atop the glass, discovering the case to be unlocked, easily accessible. Almost immediately, her curiosity and interest drawn towards an antique looking hairbrush. The handle of which was either ivory or bone, many of the bristles now missing, but of note, a single strand of what appeared to be long reddish-blonde hair clinging to what remained of the bristles as though desperately willing to remain as the only surviving member to what had once been its owners gently caring hair brush.
Miranda could almost picture the image of a young woman, sitting before her vanity mirror, gently combing out her long tresses just before retiring to bed. A smile upon the woman's face as she sat brushing her hair, the thought of a young suitor perhaps, still fresh upon her mind, or perhaps the romance story she'd just finished reading, leaving her breathless with images of a romantic interlude, or some knight in shining armor sweeping her off her feet and riding off towards the sunset with her.
Next to the brush, what appeared to be a hand held mirror, though no mirror now existed within the exquisitely carved frame. The palest of tiny pink roses dancing about the framework, interleafed with what appeared to be tiny elves, or perhaps fairies of some sort. An interesting contrast as though someone had had trouble deciding which of the two was the more intricate of design.
"Wow! Look at this!" Silvia exclaimed reaching into the glass case, retrieving what appeared to be a tiny silver key attached to an old, well worn and tarnished chain. "It looks hand made!" she added after a moments fondling of the almost too tiny, too delicate key no bigger than the size of her thumbnail. Yet, molded so perfectly, so intricately with tiny carvings actually embedded within the design of the key itself.
"It is!" both Miranda and Silvia heard turning to face the strange voice that had startled them both, Silvia, nearly dropping the tiny key onto the floor, fumbling briefly with it for a moment before securing it tightly within the palm of her hand.
Miranda felt herself blushing self-consciously, wondering if they should have even been pawing around at the items within the glass enclosed display, even though it hadn't been locked.
"Beautiful little thing isn't it?" the woman asked without a hint of anger in her tone of voice, though she held out her hand towards Silvia, who promptly allowed the tiny silver key to fall from her hand into that of the proprietors.
"Sorry, ah Mrs.," Miranda stated for the both of them, even though she herself hadn't been the one holding the key.
"Cravenstance," the older looking woman replied with an awkward smile as though her name even made her grimace whenever saying it. Silvia almost laughed in spite of herself, quickly covering her mouth will the ball of her fist.
Not only did the woman have an odd sounding name, but even her features reminded them both of a stork. Nearly as thin as the bird with the same name, Mrs. Cravenstance's hair was thin, wispy and combed straight back atop of her head and slicked down with god knows what, giving her a just gotten out of the shower look.
Her nose was just as equally big, long though narrow, and pointed at the tip almost as though it had been purposely sculpted that way.
"Do you like it?" the old woman asked once again holding up the key so they could both see it.
"It is interesting," Miranda had to admit, examining the tiny charm as it hung almost dangerously from its precarious little chain swinging back and forth as though the old woman were making some attempt at hypnotizing her into buying it.
Spotting an even smaller tiny white tag attached to the chain itself, Miranda reached out towards it without thinking, as though drawn to it having actually been lulled into a hypnotic trance.
The old woman let the tiny chain and key drop into Miranda's outstretched hand. She immediately fished for the tag, turning it over and examining the simple numbers showing on the other side. She let out a surprised breath of air upon seeing the price tag.
"Wow!" Miranda stated already beginning to hand back the tiny trinket before she damaged it in anyway, having then to actually buy the piece though she found herself actually considering it. "Two hundred and fifty dollars?" she blurted out before realizing how insensitive that must have sounded to Mrs. Cravenstance. "I mean it's certainly worth it!" she amended quickly, "But my husband would kill me if he were to learn I'd spent that kind of money on something like this without first discussing it with him!"
Even that was a lie, and she knew it. She had her own personal budget that she kept for just such kind of things, though in truth, it would mean she'd have to cut back on her more expensive lunches for a couple of weeks.
By now, Silvia had managed to disengage herself from the awkwardness of the situation by pretending to browse through a selection of paintings that were again haphazardly standing along one wall.
"What would you offer for it?" the old woman asked suddenly, catching Miranda off guard.
Miranda laughed, she'd noticed the sign out front posted by the door when they first came in. "No Checks, No Credit...Cash only!"
"I'm not sure I even have fifty dollars on me at the moment anyway," she stated offhandedly, sure that the mention of whatever real cash she did have on herself would end any bartering over the piece.
"Done!" the old lady said dropping the key and chain back into the tiny box it had sat in previously before handing it over to Miranda, smiling.
Surprised, unable to even speak, Miranda quickly opened her purse fishing out the two twenties she knew she had, along with a handful of ones. "Ah...Darlene? You have a couple of dollars I can borrow?" she asked.
Darlene was already rummaging around in her own purse as she approached her friend. "Sure sweetie! What'd you buy anyway?" she asked curiously. Miranda handed her the tiny box accepting the five Darlene gave her.
Moments later, Mrs. Cravenstance came back with a few coins as her change, pressing the meager tokens into Miranda's hand. "Some believe that there is Magic in this shop. Perhaps there is. There is a little bit of everyone, of past lives, past loves that remain and continue to exist within the memories of those things we all cherished or once held dear. Perhaps you my dear, will find the happiness you seek. Let the key be your guide to unlock the secrets towards that which you have long sought after."

Before Miranda could as much as utter a single word, the old woman turned disappearing into the back room as though knowing whatever business there had been was completed. There would be no more sales from this group of women today at least.
Almost as quietly as they had all entered, they left. Miranda already fingering the tiny silver key as they hurriedly exited the store.
"Kinda spooky isn't she?" Silvia stated the moment they were out of earshot of being over heard. "It really is a neat store though, I've purchased a number of things that I've found interesting for one reason or another. I guess, they buy out old estates and such, then sell whatever they can to make a profit from what they're able to bargain the family's down for who don't have the time or patience to try and sell everything off themselves."



Miranda wasn't really listening to her friend however, but she was wondering what the old woman had meant by telling her to let the key be the guide to unlocking the secrets of her own heart. And though those might not have been the exact words, Miranda somehow felt that that was the very meaning behind what the old woman had told her.
They soon after said good-bye to one another, departing off to work and another busy day. Shortly after arriving at her own office, Miranda quickly attached the tiny silver key to the much newer, much nicer chain she was already wearing around her neck. Not too surprisingly, she caught herself gently fingering the dainty ornament several times during the day, the words turning over and over within her mind each and every time she touched it. Almost like a mantra being stated as she attempted to make sense out of the words spoken to her by the crazy, weird looking old lady.
"Let the key be your guide to unlocking the secrets of your heart!"
Over and over she repeated it to herself, surprised when she looked up to realize it was already well past quitting time. She was to meet her husband Bill at one of their favorite restaurants for dinner prior to going home. Easier that way as it was closer for each of them to do so rather than driving all the way home and then returning. Dinner reservations were for six, so she still had plenty of time as it was a reasonably short drive over. And if nothing else, she'd probably have a few minutes to spare to have a quick glass of wine at the bar while waiting for Bill to arrive. Time enough to think, wondering if she would even share the days adventure with her husband, deciding against it as she retrieved her purse heading out the door of her office.
#
Miranda arrived at the restaurant twenty minutes to six, plenty of time to enjoy a glass of wine while waiting for her husband to arrive. She ordered a glass of Chardonnay, reaching into her purse only then realizing she didn't have a damn dime to her name! She'd spent every cent of cash she'd had on herself for the key, which even now she reached up to finger without thinking. She could certainly put the drink on her credit card, but she felt foolish in having to do so. Bill would no doubt question the minor charge when they worked through the bills together. And though he would care less if she'd spent her money on the tiny silver key, he would in fact raise some objection to her being so frivolous with their credit card.
The bartender stood waiting patiently. Miranda felt her face flush with embarrassment, as the indecision of what to do seemed to take on a life of its own. She started to push the untouched wine glass back towards the bartender when she heard the sound of a man's voice just behind her, simultaneously catching movement just out of the corner of her eye as he began to seat himself down next to her.
"Let me get that," he'd said. "And I'll have one of the same," he added immediately.
Miranda was now even more confused than she'd been a moment earlier. She didn't know whether to thank this strange man profusely, or to act indignant and decline the already purchased drink as she'd seen a twenty dollar bill thrown down onto the counter top, the bartender immediately swiping it up as though knowing Miranda might very well decline the man's offer. She turned to face towards him, still undecided as to what her reaction would be, when she all but swallowed her tongue.
"Hello again!" The dark handsome looking guy sitting next to her said smiling. It was the same man Miranda had briefly shared a look with earlier that morning.
"Brad Edwards," he stated still smiling, extending his hand out towards her in a more official greeting. "Thought I recognized you from earlier this morning, wanted to at least introduce myself, and offer to buy you a drink as it was obvious you'd either misplaced your wallet, or something else had happened to it," he continued now showing a look of real concern on his face for the loss of whatever money she might indeed once had with her.
He pointed back over his shoulder near the door. "I'd just come in, thought I'd recognized you like I said, when I realized by your look as you fished through your purse that something was wrong. Thought I'd put on my suit of armor and come over and rescue the damsel in distress."
Miranda grinned in spite of herself. "Thank you," she said demurely. "I really appreciate that."
"Would you care to join me for dinner?" he questioned next.
For the briefest of moments, she actually entertained the idea. "Actually, my..."
Her cell phone rang interrupting what she was just about to tell him.
"Excuse me," she said feeling herself blushing all over again as she reached for her purse, feeling extremely awkward. To her surprise, she saw Brad stand pointing towards the restrooms with a boyish grin on his face. She answered, saying hello before covering the mouthpiece with her hand, nodding in understanding towards him before turning her attention back to the call.
"Miranda?" she heard Bill asking in what was an obvious exasperated tone of voice. Obviously, he'd already questioned if she was there.
"I'm here!" she said just a bit too cheerfully.
"Listen, I'm sorry but the meetings still going on, looks like I'll be stuck here at least another hour, perhaps even two. Why don't you go ahead and have dinner without me? If I can, I'll try and make it for desert. But if I'm not there in say an hour and a half, I'll just meet you at home ok?"
Miranda heard herself sigh into the phone. She really had been looking forward to dinner, her appetite ravenous, as she'd been considering one of her favorite dishes all day. "Well ok, but I doubt I'll stick around for desert," she stated letting him know in so doing that she wasn't real happy with being stood up.
"Probably a good idea if we just meet up at home then," he told her simply. "I'll grab something to eat on my way home. See you later." And with that, Bill clicked off without waiting for any kind of a response from his wife. Miranda sat staring at her phone momentarily, irritated though she couldn't quite put her finger on why she was as upset as she was. Bill was after all a very good provider and had given her just about everything she could ever want. Financial security, a nice home...everything but intimacy and romance. In that department, Bill had failed miserably.
Miranda had no sooner finished putting her cell phone back inside her purse when she saw Brad's approach, still smiling at her with that boyish grin. She couldn't help but smile back at him.
"So? Interested in getting something to eat?" he asked her once again.
This time, she barely hesitated. "Sure...why not?"
Gathering fresh drinks, they were soon seated to a cozy little corner booth, semi-circular facing out towards the rest of the diners, yet far enough away to provide them some measure of intimate privacy as well as being sufficiently secluded from the nearest seated table to ensure their conversation wouldn't be overheard either.
"You know, I still don't know your name yet," he began repositioning himself slightly a tad-bit closer to her without closing the distance too much between them to make her feel crowded or uncomfortable.
She laughed, "Miranda..." Miranda caught herself, she'd decided against giving him her last name, leaving it with giving Brad only her first for the moment. He sensed her uneasiness picking up one of the menus that lay on the table in front of them.
"What's good here anyway? First time I've ever decided to stay here for dinner," Brad told her.
"Guess it depends on what you want to spend," she said casually eyeing her own menu now, glad for the awkward reprieve she'd been given. Glancing over the menu herself, she once again realized that this time she would have to put the expense on her credit card, but under the circumstances, Bill wouldn't dare question her on it as he'd basically stood her up for their planned dinner.
"I rarely concern myself with the prices," he said simply without even glancing up towards her. "Feel free to chose whatever it is you'd like to eat," he added only then looking up towards her expectantly.
"Dutch!" Miranda smiled back.
Brad shook his head no. "I asked you to have dinner with me, you accepted, so it's my treat. So...order whatever it is that you'd like. How's the Salmon here anyway?" once again glancing back down towards the menu.
"It's good, matter of fact, I was thinking about ordering that myself."
Their waiter appeared as though on cue, filling their water glasses. "Are we ready to order yet?" he asked them.
They spent the next twenty minutes while eating their salads, enjoying small talk, discussing the freakish windstorm that had blown through the city days earlier, and very little about themselves. As they spoke, Miranda noticed Brad politely toying with his miniature tomatoes, pushing them nonchalantly off to one side of his plate.
"I take it you don't care for tomatoes?" she asked having already consumed both of her own.
"Not really, no." he said surprising her as he then forked one of the small morsels holding his fork up towards her. Miranda surprised herself, opening her mouth just wide enough to accept the proffered enticement allowing Brad to slip it easily inside her mouth where she took it, feeling the fork withdraw slowly as Brad pulled it away. It was a simple act, but a personal one especially under the circumstances. Miranda felt the heat rise to her face almost guiltily as she politely began chewing the succulent fruit.
She noticed that Brad had somehow managed to scoot even closer to her having performed this particular feat without her really knowing it. She felt only the briefest of contact between their legs, hardly noticeable, and so inconsequential that she felt neither alarmed nor uncomfortable by the sudden sharing of her space. If anything, that physical touch between them sent signals that suddenly made her glad she'd worn pantyhose beneath her skirt though that was all she was wearing.
Miranda lifted her napkin in order to wipe the corner of her mouth, feeling as she did the slightest additional touch of Brad's fingernail against her neck as he caught, then lifted the tiny silver key.
"That's an interesting little piece," he told her. "Very delicate, very beautiful, just as it's wearer is."
Once again, that barest of touches sent an electrical shock coursing through her entire being. She was surprised at the intensity of it, feeling her nipples actually harden with announced anticipation, additionally thankful that she'd worn her business jacket though she knew the slightest move one way or the other would most likely reveal the presence of one or the other of her large extended nubbins.
"Thank you, I just purchased it today," she stated.
Though Miranda leaned back ever so slightly, breaking the contact with his fingertip, she did not however scoot away from him on the seat. She knew that to do so would send him a message, and one she wasn't sure she wanted to send him, though cautious enough in having leaned slightly away to let him know that her intent was to be cautious, and move slowly here.
Their waiter arrived with the main course, already beginning to clear away their salad dishes. As he began, Miranda felt Brad shift once again, only this time, instead of closer to her if that were even possible, he moved away slightly. She found herself suddenly disappointed, amazed she would feel so even though the distance between them was still a lot closer than most anyone else seated around the establishment. Nevertheless, Miranda felt a pang of loss, silly that she would feel such a thing over so simple of a movement.
As the waiter retrieved Brad's salad dish, Miranda spotted the lone single tomato as it threatened to roll off the plate and onto the table. On impulse, she gathered up her fork. "Wait!" she actually exclaimed, spearing the tiny red ball retrieving it, noticing as she did the approved, playful expression spreading across Brad's face.
"I was going to ask if you'd like the other one, but I didn't want to push things," he told her, telling her in a unique way that this wasn't really all about the tomato.
She could only smile, nodding to the waiter that he could finish as she drew the tasty delicacy off the fork with her lips, doing so a lot slower than she might do otherwise, enjoying the amused expression on Brad's face as he watched her. Even the waiter paused, suddenly as caught up in this sensual moment as Brad had been. Only when it became too obvious that the waiter was actually staring at her did he suddenly turn, nearly tumbling their empty plates onto the tray, recovering just enough to smoothly begin serving them their main course.
After their waiter had left, Brad laughed.
"What?" Miranda asked knowing full well what had just happened here between them.
Brad shook his head slightly from side to side already beginning to sever a small morsel of his Salmon with a knife. Miranda began doing the same, shifting her position slightly as she prepared to attack her dinner, and found herself closing the gap between them as once again the contact between her thigh and his was accomplished. She felt a subtle movement from him, though rather than shifting away, he seemed to press gingerly against her in eager welcome, just enough to signal her that he liked the now more permanent contact, as did she.
Unlike before, they now sat eating in near silence more formally enjoying their dinner though occasionally smiling at one another with their eyes. The periodic shifts of their bodies while they ate a constant reminder of one another's presence, an ongoing form of semi-innocent foreplay that was still having every bit as much the same affect as had he been intimately touching or caressing her.
Miranda reached towards her wine glass, feeling her napkin suddenly slide from her lap onto the floor. She made an attempt to retrieve it, too late.
"Allow me," Brad said hunching over slightly as he extended his arm beneath the table. But rather than giving it back to her, he wadded the discarded item into a ball setting it down on the far corner, catching the eye of a passing waiter as he did. "Would you get a fresh napkin for the lady?" he asked, "and two more glasses of wine too please."
This bit of chivalry not only pleased, but flattered Miranda immensely. She felt her cheeks redden once again, returning to her dinner, forgetting momentarily she no longer had a napkin within her lap automatically reaching to find it, and finding instead the hard firm muscle of Brad's thigh as her hand briefly came into contact with it. He neither reacted one way or the other, and to her own surprise, Miranda allowed her hand to linger a moment longer actually giving him an affectionate squeeze.
"Thank you," she told him, only then retrieving her hand as though it had been her intent to have touched, while thanking him in this way all along.
To her immediate surprise, she found her mind wandering, time suddenly standing still as she imagined, wondering the distance where her hand had so briefly rested, and to where his maleness obviously sat. As aroused, as wet as she found herself, she wondered too if he was as aroused as she, and upon closing that small distance, would she have indeed discovered his excitement? "Was he?" she found herself actually thinking.
Miranda felt a small droplet of perspiration gather between her breasts. "Whew! It's a little hot in here don't you think?" she questioned suddenly. Miranda wasn't exactly sweating profusely here, but she knew that if she continued to sit there even wearing her lightweight jacket, she would be.
"I was about to mention the same thing myself," Brad responded. "Would you like me to help you with your jacket?" he asked, already reaching over towards her where she again shifted, this time facing away slightly as he helped her in its removal. "Better?"
"Oh yes, much!" she grinned settling back into her seat as Brad reached around her shoulders gently placing her jacket over the head rest of their booth safely out of the way, yet leaning so close to her that she could almost taste him, let alone finding her head swimming dizzily in the subtle fragrance of his cologne.
Once again she felt the heat spread between her legs, the additional flow of wanton excitement, knowing full well that her now exposed nipples were no doubt pressing anxiously against the thin material of her blouse.
No one but perhaps her best friend Darlene knew of the Sultry, Wanton, Vixen that hid herself just below the surface. Whenever she was in public, Miranda was for the most part shy and somewhat reserved, certainly never a hint of the hot, erotic sensual woman that enjoyed being set free once in a while to explore and so openly enjoy herself. Even her friend Silvia was unaware of some of the things Miranda allowed her imagination to periodically explore.
But she could just hear Darlene leaning over to whisper to her, "M.J., you're high beams are on honey!" she'd state with a giggle and a reassuring approval enjoying Miranda's embarrassed discomfort.
They continued on with their dinner, Miranda grateful that she'd eaten as the third and final glass of wine she'd consumed already alerting her to a giddiness that though not bordering on being really drunk in anyway, was telling her that her guard was down slightly as her normal reserved persona was being threatened by the needful emergence of the sensual woman she truly knew herself to be.
Miranda glanced at her watch. They'd been there well over an hour. And though the likelihood of her husband now arriving to join her was remote, the thought of that mere possibility sent a slight panic through her mind, chasing away that light-headedness and reminding her that she was treading on very dangerous thin ice here.
"I really should be going," she announced abruptly. "My husband will be waiting for me." Miranda turned retrieving her jacket. "There, I said it," she told herself. "Now he knows for certain I am married," though she'd made no movement nor attempt to hide the wedding rings she'd been wearing all night either.
Brad had already received the check having passed on dessert. She'd watched as he'd almost secretly folded a number of bills inside the black leather folder he'd been given with an itemized display of their dinner and drinks. Brad had only briefly glanced at it before inserting their payment, obviously having included a sizeable tip from which he neither expected nor wanted a return of change.
"Where's your car?" he asked helping her back on with her jacket.
"Oh, it's just around the corner," she announced. "Not far, so there's no need to worry about me."
He gave her a puzzled look. "You really don't expect me not to escort you do you?" he stated incredulously. "Even though this is a nice neighborhood and all, there's still one or two creeps that could be lurking about out there you know. I'll see you safely to your car!" It wasn't a request. Miranda actually smiled at his offer, silently accepting it as they walked from the restaurant out onto the sidewalk heading off towards her car. When he took hold of her hand, she allowed it, accepting the warmth and firmness of him as her own fingers interlocked deliciously with his.
It really was a short walk as they arrived at the parking lot where her car was. "Over here," she announced now leading the way. Using her key to unlock the door electronically, the familiar 'beep' reached both their ears several steps away from actually arriving by its side. "Well, this is me," Miranda stated opening the car door, feeling a bit more awkward now and unsure of herself, or the situation.
"Listen, I won't ask you for your number," he began. But she watched as he fished a piece of paper from his pocket that he'd obviously already written his own number down on. It was apparent he'd done so while she'd excused herself to use the restroom shortly after finishing dinner. "I hope...you really will call me. Perhaps we can have lunch, or maybe share a cup of coffee together at the café," he said reminding her of their first meeting.



Miranda accepted the tiny slip of paper, placing it inside her jacket pocket. Once again she turned towards him prepared to slide down into the seat of her car. Brad looked towards her intently, hopefully. The smoldering heated passion that had been with her all evening long suddenly emerged. Before she knew it, she was kissing him, urgently, needfully. The kiss seemed to have lasted an eternity, and it was she who was surprised when it was he that actually, finally broke it. He held the door open a bit wider so that she could sit down, closing it when she did. Miranda inserted her key, rolling down the window.
"I hope you really will call," he told her.
"I hope that I will too," she thought to herself, only smiling back towards him with a hint of a suggestion that she might.
She drove the rest of the way home in a euphoric mood, aroused more than she'd been or had found herself feeling in months. She laughed outwardly, wondering to herself if she dared share this interesting piece of "dessert-gossip" with her friends when next they joined one another at the café.
"Well, Darlene maybe," she reconsidered, not quite sure that she as yet share such an intimate encounter as this with Silvia, though she trusted both of them sufficiently enough, she wasn't as confident that Silvia might not mention something to someone else where this might eventually find its way back to her husband. Though the likelihood of that ever happening was a near impossibility.
"Still..." she considered. "Perhaps Darlene," who she would indeed get a kick out of surprising, if not down right shocking her friend that she'd been as bold as she'd actually been with a man whom she'd only really just met.
Miranda arrived home to discover that her husband still wasn't home as yet. She hurriedly prepared for bed, safe in the certain knowledge that she'd hear the garage door opening upon her husband's arrival. Miranda quickly reached into the secreted compartment where she now kept that same sweet silver colored toy that Darlene had long ago given her. She felt the device come alive in her hand, purring contentedly as she closed her eyes, allowing the sensation of pleasure to finally release as she fixed the image of Brad firmly within her mind.
#
Miranda doubted she could wait clear until the following Friday to mention anything to Darlene. And besides, she still hadn't made up her mind as to what she might say regarding anything to Silvia as yet. Excitedly, she called Darlene inviting her over to "brunch" as she called it on Sunday morning. Bill would be off with the 'guys' for their weekly golf round as he was every Sunday morning, leaving the time for she and Darlene to sit and visit for nearly as long as they desired without fear of being overheard. For the first time in a long time, she found herself anxiously peering out between the blinds for the sound of her dear friends car and arrival. When she finally did, Miranda met her at the door long before she'd had time to even ring the doorbell.
"Well, so what's so exciting that you just had to get me over here to tell me about?" Darlene asked brushing past Miranda heading towards the kitchen where she knew Miranda would already have a cup of coffee waiting for her.
"What makes you think that?" Miranda asked trying to mask her excitement.
Darlene shot her a knowing look. "Well for one, you waited until today to invite me over, which tells me that you didn't want Bill hovering around for one thing. And for another, you have that same look on your face as the night you told me you'd lost your virginity!"
Miranda blushed turning away to freshen up her own cup of coffee buying some time to compose herself and turn the tables on her friend to some extent. This was part of the game they had enjoyed with one another throughout the years, anxious to tell, but even more excited to see if they could get the other to plead or beg for whatever news there really was.
Darlene seated herself at the kitchen table snatching a banana from the fruit bowl, quietly peeling it. Miranda was too excited to play the game any longer, so she caved.
"You're not going to believe this!" she began, only then watching as Darlene sat the half peeled banana back down giving her, her full undivided attention.
For the first time in recent memory, Darlene neither interrupted nor commented on anything Miranda told her until she'd finally recounted their entire evening together. Occasionally, Darlene's eyebrows did lift in abject surprise, but beyond that, she waited patiently for her friend to actually finish relating her story. Only then did she lean back in her chair once again retrieving the half-peeled banana while she sat silently peeling it before taking a bite.
"Well?"
"Well what?" Darlene said with a mouth half full of the squishy fruit.
"You know damn well what I mean Darlene, tell me...what do you think?"
"What I think is girl friend, that it's been a while since you've had sex is all, and basically, you're simply horny. It sounds to me like all this guy really wants to do is get inside your pants."
Exasperated, Miranda twirled heading back over to the kitchen counter to pour herself yet another cup of coffee, already her forth one for the morning. "It wasn't like that, not like that at all!" she countered indignantly.
"Oh no? Didn't you just finish telling me a few minutes ago that if he'd even suggested getting a room, that you might have actually considered it?"
Miranda set her coffee cup back down on the counter before she dropped it. "The point is, he didn't do that even if I might have entertained the idea. He was a perfect gentleman Darlene."
"And my point is kiddo, that he sounds just a little bit too perfect. It's those kind of men that would have me running off screaming into the night. I'd rather one be up front and honest with me about his feelings or desires, perhaps trying to seduce me subtly yes, but still giving me the chance and opportunity to tell him to fuck off or not."
Miranda sighed. One of the things she'd always loved about her friend was Darlene's sometimes twisted sense of humor. This however was not one of those times.
"Don't you see Darlene? Don't you find it kind of interesting on the very day that I buy this key," she'd already reached up to finger it, "that I see him that very morning in the café? Then later, after that crazy old lady tells me that it will be my guide to unlocking the desires of my heart? I run into him at the restaurant?"
"I think you're reading too much into that Miranda," Darlene stated cautiously. The fact that he ran into you actually, seems a lot more like simple coincidence rather than any kind of cosmic fate."
"You really think it's mere coincidence?" Miranda pressed.
"After one chance meeting, yes I do."
"It wasn't just the one, you forget I saw him that very morning."
"That one doesn't count, you just saw one another, you really didn't meet. Now, if you happen to bump into one another again without telling him where you'll be or what your schedule is, I might start to consider the possibility, though I'd be more inclined to believe he was actually stalking you as opposed to being some kind of 'love destiny' or something."
Frustrated, Miranda returned to the sink and began rinsing out her cup. "I thought you'd be excited to hear all this," she said with her back still facing her friend.
"Trust me kiddo, I am excited. Though to be honest, it would have been a lot more exciting to have actually heard you'd gone and gotten a room with him."
Miranda actually spun away from the sink facing Darlene. "It's not just about sex Darlene, you know damn good and well I don't need a man in order to get off!" she exclaimed indignantly.
"I know that M.J.," Darlene responded attempting to put things back on a more friendly level. "I probably know that a lot more than you are even fully aware of. None of us need a man to have a really nice orgasm necessarily, but it is nice after having had one to feel a pair of arms holding you close afterwards. And until someone invents some sort of vibrating robot, then the likelihood of ever having that without a man isn't very damn likely. All I'm saying is this, be careful with your emotions. You're feeling pretty vulnerable at the moment. You know I told you a long time ago that you should perhaps consider leaving Bill, moving out on your own. Then see what happens. If all you want is sexual gratification, there's enough nice guys out there who are willing to share that with you without all the emotional entanglements that go along with it. At least then you get a few sweet kisses, some cuddling, and maybe a real good orgasm or two along the way without suffering the possibility of heartbreak before you actually get to really know the person you're interested in."
Miranda slumped down onto one of the kitchen chairs beside her friend.
"Just don't go rushing into anything," Darlene warned her. "At least, don't go leading with your heart anyway. Keep an open mind to the possibilities yes, but don't be so taken in by his charismatic charm or boyish grin. You want to simply fuck him, then go for it. You want to fall in love again, then that's something else entirely."
Once again, this was not one of her better days that she'd ever spent with Darlene.
"So...you going to call him?"
"I don't know," Miranda answered honestly. "Maybe."
#
Miranda had agreed with Darlene on one point. If she did decide to ever call him, she'd at least give it a week. It would give her time to actually think about it before jumping into something she wasn't sure she was really prepared for. And she was also curious about the other thing. "Was it fate?" she asked herself. Wondering if she would indeed 'bump' into him again. Perhaps he really was stalking her like Darlene suggested.
Miranda shook her head as though clearing away cobwebs. "Don't be ridiculous!" she chided herself aloud. "The only place I might actually bump into him again is at the café. He knows I've been there, and I don't have any intentions of going back to the restaurant anytime soon either. So if we see one another before then, it either really is fate, or Darlene's right."
Miranda frowned; either choice wasn't necessarily a good one. If she allowed herself to pursue this particular path, it would mean a life-changing decision.
It hadn't been Miranda's initial intent to not meet her friends the following Friday. As it turned out, she was required to attend an early morning meeting at work and had to pass. She did however make arrangements to meet both Silvia and Darlene for an early dinner, especially as Bill would be out of town on business for the weekend. She really wasn't looking forward to spending the night alone, and as neither of her friends had dates either, it was a welcome relief to know she would still be spending some time with them. Perhaps after dinner, a movie, or if nothing else, window shopping which they always enjoyed doing together.
Oddly, she found herself curiously torn, wondering if Brad might indeed be at the café on Friday, something that Darlene assured her she would tell her if he did happen to be there. On the other hand, by her not showing up even if he was there, she would at least not seem too eager, willing or for that matter, available.
"Available," she thought. "Was she?" Or was she just needy? Or as Darlene would so aptly put it, "simply horny." Maybe she was, but she also knew she wasn't happy either. She hadn't been happy for a very long time. Miranda found herself fingering the tiny silver key around her neck. "Would it indeed unlock the pathway to her happiness? Was it indeed the actual key to her heart? Was Brad?"
She actually found herself questioning. Only time would tell.
#
She was to meet her friends at another one of their favorite hangouts, not too far away from the café though in the opposite direction. As she drove slowly down the main street preparing to turn at the next intersection, Miranda glanced over towards the strange little antique store as she began to pass by. Just as she did, she saw Brad emerge from the store walking up the street back towards the café. She nearly rear-ended the car in front of her barely glancing back in front long enough to lock up the brakes of her car, barely avoiding the collision. Even the near miss of that happening didn't fully register, as the thought of having just seen Brad emerge from "Vickie's Treasure Chest" really did seem more than simply coincidental this time.
"What the hell was he doing in there anyway?" she found herself asking until the sound of a blaring horn behind her told her the light had once again turned green. Glancing into her rear-view, she smiled waving, feeling a bit idiotic that she'd allowed her thoughts to cause her to totally forget what she was doing, nearly getting herself killed in the process.
By the time she'd parked the car and joined her two friends, she was visibly shaken and wondering all kinds of things.
"You look like you've just seen a ghost!" Darlene told her the moment she sat down at the table. Miranda threw her a look, whispering just low enough that so that even Silvia couldn't over hear her.
"I just may have...sort of," she told her. Then mouthed the words, "Meet me in the bathroom!"
Miranda sat her menu down on the table. "Silvia honey? Would you do me a big favor? I need to use the restroom really bad, would you mind ordering for me when the waitress comes over?"
"Sure honey, what do you want?"
"A glass of their best Merlot for starters, then the Ravioli, only with white sauce, oh...and Thousand Island dressing on my salad."
Miranda quickly stood at that point, heading off towards the restrooms.
"You know, I gotta go too," Darlene said standing. Order me the same, only I'll take Ranch dressing ok?"
Silvia shot her a curious semi-knowing look. "You know, one of these days the two of you might actually invite me into some of these little secrets you two have been sharing," she announced with a semi-hurtful smile.
Darlene laughed, shook her off. "It's not like that Sil, I really do need to pee." With that, Darlene headed off towards the bathrooms in search of her friend.
Darlene found Miranda inside the restroom nervously waiting for her. "Well? You want to explain to me what it is that you meant by that?"
"You're not going to believe this," Miranda excitedly began.
"Ok, even I have to admit that's a little weird," Darlene told her once Miranda had actually convinced her that it had been Brad she'd seen leaving the shop. "So, what do you want to do now?"
Miranda grinned, I have an idea, and I don't think it will be too terribly difficult convincing Silva to go along with it," she told Darlene. "After we finish eating, we're going to go back to that antique store!"
As she'd expected, convincing Silvia to go back to the antique store once they were finished eating proved easier than she had hoped for.
"Cool! I've been wanting to go back there anyway. One of the paintings I spotted last time would go perfectly in my bedroom, and I want to see if its still available!" she announced excitedly. It was the fastest in recent memory that Miranda recalled any of them ever rushing through dinner. They didn't even order a second glass of wine as they normally would have, paying the check and heading out the door in less than a half an hour.
"I'll drive," Miranda volunteered, and though the store was well within reasonable walking distance, both Silvia as well as Darlene seemed elated to drive there as opposed to taking their time walking there instead.
They soon after entered the store, Silvia already making her way over towards the far wall where she'd spotted the particular painting she'd been interested in. Surprisingly, there were three other customers in the shop, two of which stood conversing with the strange old lady.
"What are you going to ask her?" Darlene questioned.
"I don't know yet, something," Miranda responded winging this as it was. She stepped over to a book shelf filled with a variety of knickknacks and began rummaging through them as though appearing interested until she could think up what it was she was going to say and do. While she did, she actually spotted something that caught her attention. A collection of small loaf-sized cedar keepsake boxes stood within the shelving. Miranda had always enjoyed intricate wooden collectables, especially hand-carved boxes like these. She picked one of them up and began toying with it, discovering while she did that it was locked. She briefly attempted to force the lid open wondering if it was just stuck, then gingerly replaced the box once she'd determined that it really was locked and didn't want to end up breaking it.
"Pretty isn't it?"
Miranda was startled, turning to see Mrs. Cravenstance standing beside her. She hadn't heard her come over, nor had been aware that she'd finished talking to the two customers she'd been with moments ago. Miranda looked briefly for Darlene, noticing that Silvia had come over to claim her upon finding the painting she'd come back to purchase.
"Yes, it is pretty," she told the woman reaching in to pick up another one, only this time when she lifted the lid, it opened. The smell of cedar still just as strong as it had probably been when new. "How much?" she asked, noticing that there were no visible price tags attached to the box she was holding.
Mrs. Cravenstance held out her hand, Miranda then giving the box to the old woman to look at. Perhaps there was some secret identifying mark indicating the cost. But rather than do anything like that, the old lady placed the box back onto the shelf, taking instead the first box that Miranda had chosen in the beginning.
"This one's much nicer looking," she said with a grin. "Look's more like something you'd be interested in anyway," she added.
"But it's still locked!"
"Many things are," the old woman told her. "Like I said before, we buy up a lot of estates, many things coming to us 'as is', and we pretty much sell everything 'as is' too. Which is one of the reasons I named this place the 'Treasure Chest'. Sometimes, you might actually find a treasure in one or two of these things. It's a part of what keeps people coming back here. I even had one woman that discovered a very valuable diamond ring in an old antique dresser she purchased. She's been a regular buying customer ever since!"
"This lady really is crazy!" Miranda thought to herself. To give away such a valuable item as a diamond ring without even giving any thought to it, or having remorse at not discovering the piece herself seemed oddly insane.
"Make me an offer," the old woman told her. Miranda laughed.
"Here we go again," she thought to herself, "Forty? Fifty?" she asked before allowing the old woman to even consider the first offer.
"Done! Here let me wrap that for you," she said taking back the box, heading back behind the counter. Silvia and Darlene were already headed that way as well with the two of them carrying the semi-large painting between them. Darlene looked towards her questioningly, reminding Miranda she still hadn't asked the old woman what she'd come here to ask her about in the first place.
"Ah by the way," she began as she stood next to the counter, "I think there may have been a gentleman that came in here earlier, perhaps a little more than an hour or so ago." Miranda described him briefly to the old lady who stood considering Miranda's description.
The old woman thought for a moment. "I don't know, maybe. But the shop's been pretty busy this past little while. I don't recall speaking to anyone that fits that description, but its not to say he wasn't here either. I just didn't speak to anyone that looked like that."
"Well ok, thank you for your time then, and for the box," she added accepting her package.



Miranda waited patiently while Silvia completed her transaction for the painting, heading shortly there afterwards back towards the restaurant where they had parked their other vehicles. Saying their good-byes, Darlene held back until after Silvia had left.
"So? Find out anything?"
"Not much, she wasn't even sure she remembered him being there. Obviously whatever the reason he was there for, he didn't approach her about."
"Now what?"
"Now...I call him," Miranda stated with finality.
Darlene grinned. "Well, when you do, you know I'll be expecting details girl-friend! Lots and lots of details!"
#
Miranda didn't even bother to wait until arriving home. As she drove, she fished out the slip of paper that Brad had given her from the secret little compartment in her purse. She dialed the number listening to it ring only twice before he answered.
"Hello?"
For a moment, Miranda didn't even speak, suddenly afraid and about to hang up.
"Miranda?"
That stunned her. Hearing him say her name, not even sure that it was, or could be her, she answered.
"Hi Brad," she said nervously, trying to control the excitement in her voice. She felt her pulse-rate suddenly escalate, her breathing becoming quicker, shallow as she fought to take charge of her emotions.
"Nice to hear from you, I was hoping I would."
Again, Miranda fumbled with the words to say. Hearing her voice, Brad hadn't seemed even the least bit surprised to hear from her. Something she wasn't sure that she found either flattering, or annoying. That he was perhaps actually expecting her to call, anticipating it painted her as too eager, too available. And she didn't want him thinking that about her either. Yet, that he'd been pleased to hear that she'd called, "hoping" she would as he'd said it, made her feel all warm and fuzzy inside too. Something she hadn't felt in a very, very long time.
She decided to play coy, taking back control to some extent.
"Well actually, I was cleaning out my purse and stumbled across your number, I nearly tossed it away but then decided I wanted to at least call and thank you once again for dinner the other night."
There was only momentary silence. "Well, you're very welcome. But I was hoping we might have dinner again some evening, or just drinks if you'd prefer. Someplace where you'd feel more comfortable perhaps?"
Now it was her turn to be silent as she considered the invitation. She could end it here, or she could take the next step, see where it went. She was still in control, and knew that she could end things at any moment anywhere along the way if she needed to. And besides...Bill was out of town. There might not be a better opportunity for her to find out more about who and what this man really was. And more importantly, did he have anything to do with the key to opening her heart, or was this simply some fantasy that she was dangerously entertaining?
"Perhaps we could meet for a couple of drinks somewhere," she said hesitatingly, letting him know in saying that, that she had no intention of meeting him anywhere else but wherever it was they were to meet for drinks. She would remain in control, and if things got out of hand, or if she felt uncomfortable being with him, she could leave whenever she damn well felt like it.
Brad didn't push it, hearing precisely what she'd implied by agreeing to 'meet' him someplace.
"How about Jared's? Say around nine-ish? You know the place?"
She did. It was one of the more exclusive nightclubs in town. She'd been there once with her husband when he'd been entertaining some clients. But that had been well over a year ago. She'd even asked her husband to take her back there again, just the two of them since the firm had a membership. But he never had.
"Sounds good," she said demurely.
"I'll leave your name at the door," he assured her. "Ask for Michael when you come in, he'll know where I'll be waiting for you."
With that Brad rang off before allowing Miranda to say anything else. Not that she would have, or even balked out in changing her mind in agreement to meet him. But he'd effectively kept her from having that option. Still, she smiled feeling much like the high school girl she'd once been about to go on her first ever prom date.
"Shit!" she exclaimed pulling down the rear-view mirror, checking her appearance, running her fingers briefly through her hair. "What the hell am I going to wear?" she asked herself now glancing at her watch. It was already nearing seven-thirty. She barely had enough time to get home, shower, change and meet him there by nine.
Miranda calmed. "Well, if I'm a little late, so be it. If he really wants to see me, then he'll be there," she mused to herself. She slowed the car back down to just under the speed limit of forty-five. Miranda contemplated what outfit she really would wear, something not too sexy or provocative for sure. But something that would at least hint at the smoldering sensuality just below the surface.
She inched her speed back up to just over fifty arriving home just a short time later.
#
Miranda found herself hurrying through her preparations even though she'd already told herself she wouldn't. Putting on a fresh coat of lipstick, brushing out her hair one last time, she slipped into something that she felt would be comfortable and unrestrictive yet hinting at the femininity of a woman who was confident in herself. She slipped into one of her sexiest black lace bras.
"Not that he'll ever see it!" she said aloud to herself. But it made her feel sexy just wearing it. And if she felt sexy, she knew she would be. She chose a loose fitting black silk shirt allowing one button more than she might otherwise allow to remain undone. Just enough cleavage showing to hint at the gentle well rounded slope of her breasts. She dabbed a small amount of Obsession between them, "Not that he'll get close enough to that either," she teased herself. "But perhaps the subtlety of the perfumes fragrance might further disarm and entice him in some way," she further considered.
Miranda slipped into a short, but not too short black matching skirt. Though she wore pantyhose, she wore nothing else, putting on a pair of her favorite open-toed heels, though these too were comfortable enough to dance in if they should do that.
She wondered if they would dance. And found herself once again looking forward to the prospect of being held within his arms while they did. Miranda took one last final check of herself, smiled, and glanced at her watch. She'd be there exactly on time.

#
The place was packed and there was a small line of people who stood outside waiting to get in. Not sure what she was supposed to do, feeling slightly uncomfortable, Miranda walked to the head of the line where one of the bouncers stood slowly letting people in as others left. About to ask for Michael, the bouncer took a closer look at her.
"Would you be Miranda?" he asked. Startled, she nodded her head yes as he undid the rope-chain baring entry, allowing her to pass. "Just inside the door there will be another bouncer," he told her. "He'll point out Michael for you."
"Thank you," she told him and entered inside.
The place hadn't changed much since the last time she'd been here. The atmosphere the same, dimly lit with small candles burning on each of the tables as the only real light source except for on the dance floor, where even there the lights continued changing colors making it difficult to see much or even know for sure who it was you were dancing with. She turned, spotting the bouncer she'd been told to expect sitting on a nearby barstool keeping a watchful eye on the crowd.
"Excuse me, I was told you could point Michael out for me," she told him. He smiled, looking through the throng of people for a moment.
"Over there," he said pointing. "She's wearing the light blue jacket and bow-tie."
Miranda was surprised. She'd assumed that Michael was a man. Heading over towards the longhaired brunette beauty, she felt a pang of jealousy confusing her briefly as there was no reason she should be feeling this way. Brad hadn't indicated that Michael was a girl of course, but there really hadn't been a real reason to unless he thought that her discovery of that might be found to be amusing. It wasn't. Still, she smiled as she approached introducing herself.
"Michael? My name's Miranda. Brad Edwards told me to ask for you."
She was surprised when Michael gave her a warm and friendly smile. "Nice to meet you. Brad's waiting for you, follow me."
Michael crossed over to an upper-stairway, this too security guarded by another tall burley looking man. Seeing their approach, he didn't even hesitate immediately undoing the rope-chain that secured anyone's passing without authorization to the upper level.
Michael led Miranda up a short flight of stairs, pausing at the top extending her hand into the room beyond. Miranda followed the movement spotting Brad as he became aware of them, standing. He smiled. The hint of black light in the ceiling above gave his teeth an almost too white appearance, as was the simple white tee shirt he wore beneath a dark brown suede jacket. He wore Levi's, semi-faded but crisply pressed, penny loafers, no socks. As simply dressed as he was, he looked better than most wearing a tuxedo.
Miranda felt her heart skip a beat even as he waved a 'thank-you' to Michael who was already turning to head back down the stairs.
"Hey!" he told her as she reached him, surprised as he leaned over kissing her lightly on the cheek. "You're beautiful!" he commented, stepping around her, holding her seat.
"Thank you," she said blushing having gotten a quick whiff of Brad's cologne making her head spin with the intoxicating aroma. She spotted what appeared to be a large pitcher of Margaritas along with two large over-sized glasses sitting upside down. Brad picked one up, dipping it quickly in a small bowl before placing it upon another plate full of salt where he then poured her a nice-sized glass.
"How'd you know?"
"Know what?" he responded fixing another drink for himself.
"That I like Margaritas!"
He grinned at her with that same boyish grin she'd seen him give to her before, and again, her heart seemed to flutter inside her chest.
"Ve have vour vays!" he replied in a mock imitation of a poorly done German accent.
"No really? How'd you know?" she asked once again with a nagging thought that had no real basis for making her nervous or leery that he should know, could know something like that.
"Good guess?" he said teasingly. "You just looked like a Margarita person. I like them myself actually. But if you'd prefer something else, I'll be glad to call down and order whatever you'd like!" Only then did Miranda realize there was a small phone placed upon the wall next to them, which he'd begun to reach for. She also noticed that they were also the only people sitting on the balcony overlooking the dance floor below.
"No, that's fine. I do like these," she said taking a sip. "Hmm, good too. Just the way I like them!"
Even as she took another sip of her drink, she noted the appreciative scrutiny Brad gave her with his eyes though careful not to linger too long in any one area.
"So, how'd you manage this?" she asked looking about the small balcony area that had seating perhaps for a dozen or so couples.
"V.I.P. area," he announced casually. "That and a few extra bucks to ensure we had some privacy for a little while at least," he said winking at her.
Miranda felt her cheeks redden slightly.
"Would you like to dance?" he asked suddenly catching her by surprise. The music from one of her favorite artists was playing, slow...sensual.
"Ok!" she responded without even thinking about it. Once again Brad stood coming around from behind to take her chair as she scooted herself out. Miranda began to head towards the stairs.
"Where you going?" Miranda turned, saw Brad as he stepped up onto a small platform, which was obviously a private, intimate dance floor. The primary source of black-lighting now bathing him in its effervescent glow as he stood there beckoning to her like a ghostly apparition as strobes began to slowly pulsate to the melodic beat of the sensual, passionate music. She all but floated across the floor towards him finally accepting his hand as he pulled her into his arms. She felt one strong firm arm securely wrap itself about her waist, the other pressed lightly against the small of her back already beginning to caress her as they began swaying together slowly, magically.
"This is nice, really nice," she whispered, though there was of course no need for her to have done so.
Placing her own arms up and about his neck, she leaned in towards him, her head resting comfortably against his neck, the smell of his cologne once again assailing her senses, causing her a headiness as she drew the scent of his maleness, and the spicy fragrance acting as a perfect balance to his refreshing smell. Miranda felt the press of her firm breasts against his chest, felt each of her tender nipples respond of their own accord as she stood there slowly moving against him. The occasional brush of his leg, his thigh against her, a teasing reminder of just how close they held one another, surprised that she felt no guilt, no remorse at dancing this close, this intimately with a man she had just barely met, never even knew really. And yet, she felt as though she had known him for a life-time, picturing herself lying next to him intimately, romantically in front of a toasty warm fire, glasses of wine sitting near by, and the sound of music, this song perhaps, playing subtly in the background.
"I enjoy the way you dance," she again whispered.
"I enjoy the way you feel," he answered huskily.
Miranda didn't even realize the song had quit playing until the sound of yet another song reached her ears. This one had more of an up-beat tempo to it though, making it awkwardly impossible to continue dancing together the way that they had been. Brad however had seemingly taken no notice of it either, continuing to hold her, still lightly, softly caressing the small of her back. She felt his fingers still tracing intricate patterns through the material of her blouse, causing a sea of goose bumps to crash in waves against her.
"Ah, the songs ended," she announced as though waking from a dream. Only then did he release her stepping back slightly away from her. She took that as a sign that they were to head back towards their table, especially as he reached out once again taking her hand in his. She began to step off the platform, suddenly drawn back towards him as the extension of his arm ran out. With surprising strength, he pulled her back in towards him, where she met him suddenly. His lips coming down upon hers, she...greeting and accepting his when they did. Her mind reeled, swimming in a sea of ecstasy as their tongues suddenly began to dance playfully against one another. The taste of his lips upon hers, drawing in her lower lip to gently suckle, chew before again fencing with her tongue. Likewise, she gave in to the erotic little game they were playing. Locating his upper lip with hers, licking him, kissing, then chewing on his lip softly and tenderly.
"Whew! Oh my God!" Miranda finally exclaimed coming back somewhat to her senses. "I think...I could use another drink," she stated purposely withdrawing her hand from his before he could pull her back, heading almost too quickly back towards their table where he followed. Arriving just in time to help her back into her seat, he bent over planting the softest of kisses upon her neck. She felt every square inch of her body respond to that, especially her femininity that responded in ways she'd not felt now in years.
"I'll be right back," he informed her. "There's something I want to give to you," he stated giving her hand an affectionate squeeze before slipping away heading back down the stairs and out of view.
Miranda quickly poured herself a second Margarita having finished the first without the elaborate process of adding any salt. She took a long healthy pull on it until her thirst was momentarily quenched, though the thirst for something else had only begun with the raging fires of desire making her all to aware of her predicament. She caught herself fingering a button on her blouse, felt as it came undone, wondering as it did why she had done so and contemplated briefly redoing it. Only then did she brush the tiny chain holding the miniature key about her neck. She reached for it instead and held it between her fingers, smiling, wondering.
Miranda looked quickly about. She could see no restrooms on this floor and knew she would have to head downstairs in order to find one. A bit of soft tissue strategically placed would prevent any embarrassing moments as the desire between her legs continue to escalate and present itself. "Worse comes to worse," she mused. "I think there were also some hygiene products in the women's room last time I was here," she considered.
The sound of Brad's return quickly reached her ears. She turned within her seat to face him as he approached, his hands behind his back, the boyish grin upon his face telling her that he did indeed have a surprise for her.
"Pick one," he said giving her what appeared to be some sort of a choice.
Miranda giggled, thought for a moment then pointed towards his left hand. "That one!"
Brad frowned as though she'd picked incorrectly, then allowed his face to explode in excited anxiousness as he brought his hand back around in front of himself, there enclosed a beautiful pure white perfect budded rose. "For you," he said extending it to her to smell. Miranda accepted it, doing so. Delighted at the soft perfumed aroma that came from the tiny perfect white bud.
"Pick another one," he said again, one hand still held behind his back giving her no other options.
Again she grinned, "Ok, the right one!"
Once again Brad held out his hand. This time she saw what appeared to be a tiny light blue box with a bit of delicate lace ribbon wrapped around it. Curiously, she accepted the gift without even acknowledging to him that she was grateful.
"Go ahead, open it!" he urged excitedly. She did. Inside, a tiny intricately fashioned box greeted her. She fished it out, opening the lid. A velveteen pad inside the tiny box. "It's for your key, someplace to keep it safe whenever you're not wearing it," he explained. "I thought you might like something like that," he added.
"Yes, thank you, I do!" she said happily, still surprised that he would think of such a thing to give her, but answering her unasked question simultaneously. The box certainly wasn't antique, newly made though exquisitely designed. Obviously Brad had stepped into that store in search for something, found nothing, and had simply left.
"You really like it?"
By way of an answer, Miranda stood once again coming into his arms. This time she kissed him even more deeply, more passionately if that was possible. They held their kiss for a long time, once again their tongues exploring, caressing one another until each was left breathless, panting from the erotic foreplay of their lips and mouths so hungrily needful of one another.
This time when Brad began to pull away, she held him close to her unwilling to let him go. Surprised by the sudden show of continued affection, he nuzzled her neck kissing her there, feeling the tiny bumps spring forth as he lightly licked and tickled each one with the tip of his tongue.
Miranda felt Brad's hand as it slowly circled, caressing the small of her back. She felt his fingers gently weave intricate patterns as they began working their way further down until they began to dance on the floor of her ass. Miranda allowed his adventure, reveling in the sensation of so intimate a contact. His continued explorations of her throat with his lips sending shivers of pleasure coursing through her entire being.



Boldly now and without thought, Miranda placed her hand upon his. She knew the movement would initially send him the wrong signal as she took his hand that had been seductively running small circles upon her ass, placing his hand within hers. She felt him flinch, suddenly aware that he was perhaps being told he'd gone too far, and once again began to draw away. Before Brad could realize it however. Miranda then lifted his hand within hers and rested it gently upon the fullness of her breast.
"Touch me," she breathed into the flesh of his neck as she again pressed herself next to him, trapping his hand between them, securing it. She felt the lightest of touches as with trembling hands he began to run his fingers, then the palm of his hand ever so gently upon the fullness of her breast. Miranda allowed a small moan, escaping from deep within her being as the sensation of such ecstasy exploded deep within the forgotten recess of her mind.
"Oh God, Brad!" she moaned once more as his fingers dug into the softness of her flesh more urgently, more expectantly. She felt him fumble with another button, then another and another. The sudden coolness of the air enveloping her flesh, telling her that he'd undone her blouse completely as she herself then pulled it from the confines of her skirt, revealing the sexy black lace bra that she'd had no intention of allowing him to see.
"It unclasps in front," she heard herself telling him. He giggled, she loved the sound. She felt his deft fingers easily release the catch, then the warmth of his firm, yet soft hands as he claimed each of her twin perfect orbs.
Brad began to move her away from their seats ensuring as he did that no one from below might inadvertently look up from the dance floor and see them. Guiding her back towards the intimate dance stage, she felt the back of one wall suddenly halt his advance. She saw the lights dim even more than they had been as Brad located a nearby dimmer switch, all but throwing them into total darkness with only the barest of light to see by. Even the single burning candle upon their table gave out more light as she glanced over in that direction, nervously assuring herself that they could not be seen, and were still very much alone.
Brad continued to caress the softness of her breasts, his kisses more urgent now, more passionate than even before as they embraced. The warmth of his breath as he trailed a string of kisses down her neck, the touch of his lips upon the upper swell of one breast. Miranda felt herself breathing in deeply, holding it in anticipation as moments later, though they seemed like an eternity, the first contact as he drew in the hard extended excitement that she offered between his soft lips.
"Oh God, Oh God!" she moaned with abandonment.
His kiss, his tickle, and then the slow teasing assault of her nipple sent a thousand tiny prickles of lustful desire through her entire body. Once again she felt a surge of renewed moisture gather between her legs, uncaring now that she did, or that she'd not had time to do anything about it earlier.
He released her aroused nipple, his hand quickly reclaiming it before it had a chance to feel alone or neglected. His lips once again seeking hers in a renewed urgency, pressing against her now, her back supported by the wall as he leaned into her, and she...now boldly into him.
In doing so, she could feel his own arousal as it briefly brushed against her upper thigh. He began to move away, aware of the incidental contact. But Miranda moved with him, surprised and giddy with her own unadulterated boldness, keeping the contact, though brief still, light as a feathery touch as her hand now trickled down the side of his chest.
"Oh God, Miranda!" Brad allowed his own yearning moan inform her of his rapidly escalating desires. She felt the lightest pinch of her nipples as his fingers claimed each, gently pulling, softly caressing, his mouth once again upon hers as they danced slowly against the wall, their undulations gradually increasing as they moved against one another.
She was almost to the point of no return. Not wanting him to stop, but needing him to. Almost as though having read her mind, she felt a last final touch upon her breasts, then Brad stepped away, releasing her.
"Miranda, you need to know I want you, I want to be with you so very much. But you need to think and consider this before it goes much farther. The last thing I want to do is take advantage of the moment, no matter how perfect it might be...or is. You need to think about this for yourself and decide if seeing me is something you want to do, need to do, as much as I want to do."
She was surprised, slightly disappointed, yet relieved. Almost embarrassedly, she turned reattaching the clasp on her brassier, then buttoning her blouse, tucking it in before turning back towards him. He had given her this moment to recoup having returned to the table where he began fixing them each another drink, waiting patiently for her to rejoin him.
#
"Well?"
"Well what?"
"Don't even go there Miranda! You know damn good and well what I mean!"
Miranda laughed. Darlene had given her a direct order to call her the moment she got home no matter how late it might be.
"Tell me everything!"
Miranda could almost picture her friend settling back in her chair comfortably waiting for her to describe in deliciously naughty detail everything that had happened.
"And I mean everything, from the beginning Miranda!"
"From the beginning?"
"Yes. So, what did you wear?"
Miranda did tell her everything. From the very beginning. She fingered the white petals of the rose that now stood in a crystal vase upon her vanity. Next to it, the small ornamental box that he'd given her. As she spoke, she fingered the tiny silver key about her neck briefly before releasing the catch, depositing the key and neck chain safely inside the box before closing it. She looked as well at the other box she'd purchased earlier, once again thumbing the lid as though it had perhaps found someway to open itself. It was still locked.
"Holy shit girlfriend!" Darlene exclaimed when Miranda had at last finished telling her about their evening together. As she'd retold it, Miranda had herself relived each and every moment vividly, describing as Darlene had so aptly put it, "Every naughty detail!" When she'd at last hung up the phone and finally began to prepare for bed, she slipped between the cool crisp sheets, her body once again aflame with desire.
It had been a while since she had actually touched herself. Now, with the urgent need, the unfulfilled desires again burning through her like a raging fire, Miranda succumbed to the sensations of her aroused flesh. She began at the beginning, again. She saw herself as though watching a movie, being escorted up the stairs by Michael where she stood gazing at the boyishly handsome man who stood waiting for her. She could even taste the pungently sweet-salty flavor of the Margarita as she recalled sipping it while secretly glancing towards him over the rim of her glass. Every detail just as crisp and as clear as though she were experiencing it all over again. She felt, remembering the touch of his hands and fingers upon her breasts, touching them in exactly the same way, recalling the sensation, recreating it as closely as possible.
Only this time, unlike before, Miranda continued the fantasy, this time he didn't stop, and this time, she smiled in the sweet ecstasy that claimed her as she envisioned what could have happened, and what...might yet still happen.
#
By the time she'd awoke, it was nearing almost nine-thirty. She'd had one of the soundest sleeps that she'd had in a very, very long time. Rare enough that she hardly if ever slept past eight, even on a weekend. "But nine-thirty?" she questioned aloud, surprised indeed that she had slept as long as she had.
Miranda headed downstairs to make coffee, then showered, her skin still tingling with arousal and excitement. She thought briefly of once again allowing herself pleasure, going so far as to capture momentarily those same exquisite sensations as she soaped and washed her breasts. Finding the willpower however, she hurriedly rinsed, soon after drying off and heading downstairs for that first morning cup of coffee. Silvia as well as Darlene would be there by eleven for an early morning brunch. She began scrambling the eggs in preparation for the omelets they'd be having, and began dicing up the vegetables, all the while imagining and remembering the feel of Brads strong arms, and aroused body as he held her so closely next to him.
"Knock, knock!" she heard Silvia yell out through the back door upon entering without an invitation to do so.
"Morning Sil!" Miranda greeted her friend, noticing a mischievous expression on her friends face when she did.
"What?" Miranda asked watching Silvia as she crossed the kitchen taking a seat at the table and began pouring herself a cup of coffee from a nearby carafe.
"Tell me everything, from the beginning, but I want to hear your version of it," she added.
Miranda couldn't help but laugh. "As soon as Darlene arrives, I'm going to kill her!"
"Oh come on now Miranda! Surely you didn't think that Darlene would keep me out of the loop forever, especially with as tasty a morsel as this one is!" she retorted back. "Now come on, tell me...I want to hear you tell it!"
And once again Miranda did, just getting started when Darlene in fact arrived.
"Oh goody! I'm not too late then!" she exclaimed excitedly taking another seat.
"What the hell are you so excited for?" Miranda asked her. "I already told you everything that happened!"
"I know! But I want to hear it again, just in case!"
"Just in case what?"
"Just in case you left any of the really good parts out!"
"Darlene!" Miranda said with a frozen expression. "I did tell you everything...including the 'good parts!'" she said.
"Oh? Really? And what about after you hung up the phone with me?" she asked pointedly. Miranda blushed.
"Darlene!"
Darlene laughed. "I knew you would, hell girlfriend, I was while you were telling me!" she admitted openly.
"Darlene!" Miranda exclaimed once again. "You're really are incorrigible you know that?"
"I know. By the way, you don't happen to have any fresh batteries do you? I brought a friend a long just in case!"
Even Silvia's eyes widened at that remark.
"Darlene!"
#
Silvia stood at the stove finishing up their omelets. Miranda had once again related the entire experience to her two friends. Only when she'd finished telling them the story once again did Darlene finally ask to see both the rose, as well as the cute little ornamental box she'd described.
"Be right back!" she stated bounding up the stairs. She opened the little box removing her tiny silver key placing it about her neck. She then took the box along with the white rose, and as an afterthought, the loaf-sized cedar box she had also purchased from 'Vickie's Treasure Chest'. Heading back down stairs to join her girlfriends, Silvia was just setting their omelets on the table in preparation for them to be eaten.
"Wow...beautiful rose!" Silvia stated. "You do know the significance of what a white rose means don't you Miranda?"
"I think so yes. Purity? Singularity? "Honesty?"
"All those yes," Silvia stated in agreement. "Virginal too," she added "not that you are of course," she said with a wink. "But it means that he was giving it to you without thought or intention of having any other designs or motives in mind. In other words, he was coming to you openly, honestly with but one thought on his mind, to get to know you."
Miranda smiled, lifting the rose, inhaling, enjoying the sweet fresh aroma of it's almost perfumed scent.
"Let's see the box!" Darlene asked taking it from Miranda. "It really is cute!" she commented, passing it over to Silvia. "Hey, isn't that the box you purchased from the crazy lady?"
"She's not crazy. Well maybe not entirely anyway," Miranda amended handing that box over to Darlene to examine. She too fingered the lid briefly trying to pry it open.
"Be careful with that Darlene. I don't want to break it for one thing. And for another, I thought about taking it to a jeweler or something, perhaps even a locksmith."
Darlene continued to examine the box, turning it over and over within her hands, gently shaking it and even listening when she did. "You know M.J., I think there's something actually still inside here!" she exclaimed.
"No! Really? You think so?" Miranda asked.
Darlene continued to shake it for a moment, still listening. "I really do M.J.! I swear, it sounds like there's something inside anyway. Sort of shuffles back and forth, not too heavy though. Maybe there's something wrapped up inside it with a big wad of tissue paper or something!"
"Let me see that!" Silvia all but demanded. Darlene passed the box over to her. Miranda once again sat fearfully as Silvia toyed with the box as well, giving it a shake, listening just as Darlene had done. "I think she's right Miranda! There really is something inside here. Now...if only we had the key!"
Nervous, Miranda extended her hands out in order to retrieve the box from Silvia before she actually did anything to help force the delicate lid open. As she did, the tiny silver key resting upon the chain between her breasts swung forward catching Silvia's eye.
"You know, wouldn't it be funny if the key you're wearing actually opened it?" she suggested lamely.
Darlene's expression suddenly turned somber. Then wonder filled her eyes. "Miranda? You don't think do you?" she began.
Miranda placed the cedar box down onto the table, immediately removing the chain from around her neck. "This is silly," she began. "There's no way that this key is going to open that box!" Miranda attempted to insert the key. It didn't seem to fit. "See?" she said not daring to force it to fit any more than she had. The key was simply too delicate as it was to risk breaking it inside the lock.
"Try it the other way," Darlene suggested. "Slowly, don't force anything!" she cautioned unnecessarily.
One again Miranda attempted to insert the key. This time is appeared to slide in easily, though that was still no real assurance that it would work. She glanced up at her two friends, holding it, though refusing to make the attempt to turn it.
"What if it does break?" she asked worriedly. "Maybe we should just wait!"
"Turn the key!" both women stated in coincidental unison. Miranda did. The locked turned, the lid opened. Carefully, Miranda turned the key back removing it, she briefly examined it to ensure that it was ok.
"What's inside the box?" They both said in total unison once again. Miranda gently lifted the lid peering inside.
"Oh my God! Look at this!" she exclaimed in complete and total surprise.
#
Inside the antique cedar box sat a stack of carefully refolded letters, all bound together with a faded piece of satin ribbon, once white, now horribly yellowed with age. Miranda carefully withdrew the stack of letters, half expecting them to fall a part, turning to dust. She tugged gingerly on the ribbon, surprised when it pulled open just as easily as it might have the first time it had been tied together.
"Who are they all from?" Silvia asked.
"I don't know." Miranda began to separate the still neatly folded letters, noticing as she did that none were inside envelopes, so there was no address, no last names that she could immediately see. Carefully unfolding the first letter, she immediately noticed the delicate handwriting as well as the date. March 16th, 1939. "Wow! These are pretty old!" she exclaimed excitedly.
Miranda noticed too that each folded letter appeared to have a matching piece of correspondence folded inside. Each of these written in what obviously appeared to be a man's printed response, all dated within a short period of time of the original outgoing correspondence.
"Read one!" Darlene urged now becoming just as excited as Miranda herself was.
Miranda picked the first letter and began. "Dear Wil, It still seems like only yesterday, and not two weeks since you took me to the church dance and held me in your arms. Then later, when you rowed me out onto the lake, and we sat there inside the boat, again with you just holding me gazing at the stars. I thought then it was the most perfect night of my life. That first kiss, the feel of your lips when they first touched mine sent shivers racing up and down my spine. I wanted more, even as I knew you did. But you were a perfect gentleman, so unlike all the other boys I have dated who wanted more. But you weren't like them. You didn't even press me for a second kiss though I wanted one so desperately! Now, you are away from me for three month's while away in boot-camp. I'm not sure how I will survive waiting here to see you again until your return. But I will have that night beneath the stars to remember you by until you come back to me. Affectionately, Grace."
"Now I'll read his response," Miranda told them both. His letter was much shorter, written on what appeared to be some sort of special armed forces stationary that was relatively small, half sheeted with barely enough room to write any kind of a message let alone a decent letter.
"My dearest Grace," it began. Miranda sighed taking a moment to read it again. "I too think of that night often. Nearly every night before I retire to bed. Always exhausted, but thinking of you, and looking forward when I can return to you so that we can share another night beneath the stars together. Yours Truly, Wil."
As Miranda continued to read, each letter seemed to become more personal, more intimate. And though neither Grace nor Wil came right out and said anything that might have been too amorous in nature, it was obvious they were both thinking it, hinting at and eluding to the time when they would soon be together again. There was excitement as Wil wrote an extra letter home to her that said he'd graduated and would soon be there, would soon be holding her in his arms again, and promised to do so, never letting her go the entire time he was home on leave.
After that, there was another series of letters dated a month later, with again matching correspondence, only this time Wil's responses seemed to take longer and longer. It was obvious by the cryptic replies written back to Grace, that he was somewhere over seas that he could not tell her about, nor what he was doing, nor where he was at. Even so, their letters spoke of love and devotion for one another, and finally, a longing and commitment to share their lives together forever when next Wil returned home on leave. Miranda soon discovered that Grace had finally written to tell Wil that she was pregnant. That she wanted the baby even though her family was horribly upset and disappointed in her. They'd counseled her to give the baby up for adoption, secretly, quietly. But that she had refused. She longed for his return, wanting to share the rest of her life with him.
There was no return correspondence to that letter. And there were no other letters that continued on beyond that one either.
"What do you suppose happened?" Darlene asked.
"I don't know. Maybe upon hearing that Grace was pregnant, he got scared or angry that she was foolish enough to have done so. Who knows? Whatever the case, or whatever happened, it appears their relationship ended there," Miranda guessed.
Silvia had sat quietly listening to her two friends refraining from saying much of anything. "I think you're both wrong. They were too much in love, cared about one another too deeply to let something like her pregnancy destroy how they felt about one another. I think something else must have happened."
"Like what?" Darlene questioned.



"I don't know, but something. It just seems odd to me that things just suddenly ended the way they did, unless there are more letters, more correspondence between them that's either been lost, or tucked away in another box some place."
Miranda shook her head in agreement. "I think you're right Sil. There has to be more to this story than what we've discovered here. Too bad there's really no way to find out what did happen, or for that matter, if either Grace or Wil is still even alive. If either or both of them are, I'd be willing to bet they'd give just about anything to get these letters back."
"There must be some way," Darlene mused. "I know! Maybe that old lady at the antique store will give us a lead. Surely they must keep some kind of records for whenever they buy up these old estates. For tax purposes or something anyway!"
"You might be right Darlene. It's a place to start anyway. And besides, it might be fun trying to discover who these two lovers were..."
"Are!" Silvia interjected once again. "Maybe they really are still alive! Wouldn't it be exciting as hell to see the expression on their faces if we were able to return these letters back to them?"
"Yes it would!" Miranda said smiling as she carefully placed all the letters back inside the box, once again retying the old faded ribbon carefully about them. "Hey...you guys want to go back there with me this afternoon? See what we can find out?"
Sheepishly, Darlene turned her head away though she was smiling. "Can't. Have a date this evening."
"Oh?" Miranda asked in surprise. "Anyone we know? And when did you start seeing someone anyway Darlene? You keeping secrets from us again?"
Darlene laughed. "Actually, this will be our first night out together, so I didn't want to say anything until I saw how things went. And besides, I needed something juicy to share next Friday. If there was anything juicy to share by then," she added with a devilish grin.
"So where'd you meet this guy anyway?" Silvia asked.
"Met him at the gym." Darlene paused realizing she wasn't going to get away with just leaving it there. "He's my personal trainer," she finally admitted. Miranda laughed. "It figures. That good looking guy you told me about who's been working with you these past few weeks. So he's already hitting on you is he?"
"More like me hitting on him," Darlene shot back. "But I do feel better about myself, and hey, I figured why not?"
"Sure...why not?" Silvia said smiling.
"What about you Sil? You want to come with me then?" She too smiled with a blush spreading across her cheeks. "I have a date too," she announced. "Sorry Miranda. Guess if you're going to start looking into this, you'll have to start things on your own."
"Damn! I was really hoping we could get a bite to eat, perhaps see a movie together later or something," she stated disappointedly. Miranda really wasn't looking forward to spending a night all alone, especially now.
"Why don't you call up good old Brad and see what he's up to this evening?" Darlene teased. "I'm sure he's available, and probably dying to see you again. As I believe you are as well!"
"Don't go there Darlene!" Miranda warned her friend. "I seriously doubt I will ever call him, or see him again anyway. True, he was good for my ego and all. But I'm not sure I'm ready to get involved with another man under the circumstances."
"Well, suit yourself M.J., but if it were me. And if he's even half as good-looking as you say he is. I'd be on the phone with him before someone else decides to give him a call. And probably in his bed an hour after that!" she said suggestively.
"You would Darlene. Which reminds me. After your date tonight. I think you owe Silvia and I a phone call to let us know how your evening went!"
Soon after the girls departed leaving Miranda alone with her thoughts. She considered briefly driving down town to see if she could find out anything about where the box had indeed come from, though the odds of ever really finding either Grace or Wil was remote the more she thought about it. Miranda attempted to keep herself busy the rest of the day doing a few much needed chores and some light house keeping. But by four in the afternoon, she'd finished with everything she could think of and found herself looking towards a long lonely evening by herself.
Miranda gave herself an excuse to browse through her purse momentarily, fingered the small piece of paper that Brad had given her with his number on it. Before she knew it, she was dialing his phone number.
She listened to the phone ring three times before nearly hanging it up. Just about to do so, she heard Brad answer. "Hello?"
He sounded out of breath. For a moment, Miranda felt a twinge of unreasonable jealousy run through her. She could just picture him rolling away from some gorgeous female he was with, out of breath, all excited from just climaxing.
"It's Miranda," she replied a bit too frostily. Now mad at herself that she'd sounded so unjustifiably angry with him for no apparent reason. "You sound out of breath. You been running?"
Brad laughed. "Actually, I was getting out of the shower when I heard the phone ring. I was hoping it might be you," he told her with an obvious smile to his tone of voice.
Suddenly, Miranda had a whole different picture bouncing around inside her head as she imagined Brad standing there, wet...with nothing but a towel wrapped bout himself as he stood talking to her.
"Listen, I have an errand I want to run a bit later, but I thought that perhaps afterwards, we could meet for drinks later. Just a couple though as I do have to get up and go to work tomorrow. But I thought just in case you weren't doing anything, or didn't have any plans, that you might be interested."
"Sure! What time and where?" he asked.
Brad allowed Miranda to set the time and place, assuring her that we wouldn't keep her out too late. But recommending and suggesting a couple of different places that she might consider that were quaint, out of the way...and obviously a bit more private than most. She'd finally relented, choosing one he'd suggested and agreed to meet him there by seven-thirty. That would give her just enough time to go to the antique store a half hour before closing. With luck, it wouldn't be busy at that time, and perhaps the old woman wouldn't mind looking through whatever records she might have kept. "Hopefully anyway," Miranda told herself.
As she showered and began to dress for her evening, she found herself once again very aroused, not sure as she changed and applied her make-up, that she wouldn't...if it were even suggested, agree to spending the night with Brad someplace.
"God! If Darlene could hear and see me now!" she said aloud to herself. "She'd just die!" Miranda said with a giggle, feeling much like that lovesick schoolgirl she'd once been and the first crush she'd ever had and felt over her very first boyfriend.
Putting on one of her prettiest sweaters and a nice tight fitting pair of jeans, she'd purposely neglected to include a bra. And though her breasts were certainly full, they were firm enough to not look too noticeably in her not wearing one. "As long as I don't do a lot of jumping up and down of course," she reminded herself with a laugh.
She soon headed out towards the antique store though with very little hope of really discovering anything. And had it not been for the fact she would soon be meeting Brad for drinks, she might have given up on the idea and simply turned around and gone home. But the thought of him standing there all wet wearing nothing but a towel had her smiling with eager anticipation as she drove along.
#
As Miranda entered the dimly lit shop, she heard the familiar jiggle of bells announcing her arrival. Looking quickly about, she learned that there was no one else there at the moment.
"Good!" she thought to herself. "Just as I'd hoped!"
Crossing over towards the counter, she stood waiting patiently. A moment later a very young, very attractive looking woman came from the back area. "We'll be closing soon," she said politely. "But is there something I can help you with?" she asked.
Dejectedly, Miranda answered. "Actually, is Mrs. Cravenstance available? There is something I really needed to see her, and ask her about."
"No, sorry. My Aunt's away for a few days visiting her sister, my other aunt. She's recently become very ill, so she's gone to take care of her. I'm watching the shop for her while she's away."
Miranda thought for a moment. "I guess not. I was hoping to see her about a couple of items I've recently purchased from her, and if there were any more items in the collection that might still be available."
Miranda noticed the young dark-haired woman staring at the tiny silver key about her neck. "Hey, wait a minute!" she said suddenly. "I was told that a woman that meets your description just might return here," she said enthusiastically. My Aunt told me you might be wearing a tiny silver key around your neck. And she also said that if you did come back wanting to purchase anything else, that I was to help you in whatever way that I could!"
Miranda was curiously surprised. "She did?"
"Yes, and it just so happens, she gave me the inventory list of the few things we did keep for resale that we haven't already given away to a few other antique dealers. It looks like most everything we did keep we've already sold, all except for a few old photograph albums. But it's highly unlikely anyone will purchase those any time soon. Beyond that, it looks like you purchased the only real valuable items we had left."
"I don't suppose you could tell me who the collection came from could you?" Miranda asked.
"Sorry no. We do respect the privacy of the individuals we do business with. You understand of course."
"Of course," Miranda said feeling whatever hope she had slowly slipping away.
"I can tell you this much however, I do have the address where this stuff all came from. And though there are new owners of course who now live there, perhaps they will be willing to tell you who they bought the place from. Perhaps that will be of some help to you. But beyond that, that's about the best I can do."
Miranda felt a surge of renewed hope and excitement. "Please yes!" she said a little too enthusiastically. "That would be most helpful to me if you could do that!"
The young woman soon disappeared into the back room, returning a few minutes later with a written down address and name on a slip of paper. "This is the best I can do, I hope it helps," she said smiling.
"I hope so too!" Miranda grinned turning to leave.
"By the way? You interested in those photo albums?"
"Oh, no...but thank you. I think I have everything I was interested in," Miranda told her. She soon exited the store, glanced at her watch. She had plenty of time before she was to meet Brad at the intimate little place he'd suggested. Now excited for several reasons, Miranda once again turned her thoughts back to Brad and how attractive looking he really was. That image of him speaking to her on the phone, wet head and all was one she simply couldn't shake her mind off of. She even pictured herself, joining him there in the shower. "God Miranda! Get hold of yourself!" she thought silently. "You keep acting like a horny teenager, you'll not only scare him away, but probably everyone else too!"
Twenty minutes later she pulled up in front of the cozy, semi-out-of-the-way bar that Brad had recommended to her. She entered. It certainly wasn't an elegant establishment, but it was clean and neat looking. Very few couples were even there, most of which scattered about the establishment with more than enough distance between them to ensure whatever privacy, for whatever reasons, they might want it. Miranda spotted Brad sitting at the far end of the bar as he stood waving her over. He'd somehow managed to snag them a private little booth well away from everyone else.
"You know, we keep meeting like this, people are going to start to wonder," she said jokingly as she approached.
"Let them," Brad replied. He'd already ordered her a glass of white wine, which sat waiting for her. He then ordered another for himself as he'd obviously been there long enough to have had a glass of wine before her arrival.
"You been here very long?" Miranda asked as a way of making small talk. She was nervous, the feeling of butterfly's swarming around inside her chest.
"Only long enough to have one of these," holding up his fresh wine. "Salute!" he added clinking his glass to hers. "To another very special evening."
Miranda took a sip of her wine, peering over the edge of her glass at him as she did. "God he really is handsome!" she thought to herself.
As they had a booth, Brad scooted over a little closer to her. Situated as they were, it was easy for the two of them to spot anyone heading their way. The closest couple even near them was seated several tables away, well distant to ensure private conversation.
"I've been thinking about you ever since you called," he said leaning over even closer to her.
Miranda glanced briefly towards the other couple, their backs towards them. No one else could even see them let alone hear anything.
"I've been thinking about you too," she whispered back huskily.
She felt his mouth brush against hers. Miranda accepted the kiss, feeling his tongue as it began to tickle the tip of her own. She kissed back, forcefully as they now licked, sucked and continued the erotic dance with their lips. It was Brad who finally broke away.
"Have you been thinking about what I asked you?"
Miranda took a moment to collect herself, gathering her thoughts as she took another sip of her wine. "I have been thinking about what you said, yes. I'm just not sure about certain things yet. There's a lot that I need to consider, and come to some sort of a decision on," she said candidly.
"No rush Miranda. You need to know that. You won't feel any pressure from me to decide one way or the other. Whatever you're comfortable with now, is ok with me too. I'm here for you. And if being here for you helps you discover what it is you're looking for, then I will be satisfied in whatever decision that is."
Miranda looked at him curiously. She wanted him, she couldn't deny that feeling. And she felt like he wanted her just as much, if not more so. But it truly was refreshing to meet a man who could be patient, undemanding, and allow her to discover for herself in her own time, what it was she needed and was looking for.
She leaned over and kissed him again. As she did, she unconsciously placed her hand upon his thigh for support. He groaned pleasurably. And though she was no where near his manhood, she once again pictured in her mind, and wondered if he was indeed as aroused as she was rapidly becoming. Miranda allowed her hand to remain where it was, even as she leaned away from him, breaking their kiss. She continued to caress his thigh in gentle circular motions, all the while gazing into his crystal blue eyes. It was then that Miranda felt his hand slide across beneath the table, placing it in near exactly the same position on her leg that hers was upon him. They sat there, simply caressing, teasing one another in a fashion all the while continuing to look at one another, smiling...then grinning.
It became a kind of a game. Miranda felt her cheeks flush with excitement and arousal. The continued slow teasings of her hand and fingers upon his thigh, gradually circling, inching up ever closer towards his groin. She knew that if she continued this much longer, that she would no doubt come into contact with him.
Likewise, as she moved, so did Brad. He allowed her to set the pace, the tone, and the thrill of their rapidly escalating discoveries. She was fully aware that should she continue on, that he too would no doubt do the same. "And where do we go from there?" she wondered.
A moment later, he leaned over to kiss her again. The movement just enough that as her hand traveled upwards on its natural course, she knew in the next pass that she would find him. She had but to remove her hand now, accept the kiss perhaps, yet let him know that she intended to go no farther with this. But even as these thoughts played inside her head, as their lips again met with even more urgency than before, Miranda realized she'd located the firmness of his being. She heard as well as felt Brad's soft mewling groan against her lips. Her fingers now gently tracing the outline of his firmness, the sensation racing through her mind like a bolt of electricity. She couldn't stop herself. Didn't want to. She pressed, her hand seeking him out spreading itself, the palm of her hand resting now, gently squeezing as again Brad groaned deliciously against her neck as his lips began to gently bite, kiss and nip their way across her sensitized flesh.
Though his own hand had ceased moving at the first touch of her own upon him, she now felt him began to move again. Still circling, very much aware now that he too had begun to move upwards towards the fire that had suddenly blossomed into a full rich blaze, she could again stop it now before it truly got out of hand. Especially here, in the bar. Instead, she found herself spreading her legs a part slightly. And though the Levi's she wore certainly dulled the sensation to some degree, it was the thought of how he touched her, and where as his own hand now pressed, eagerly yet slowly letting her know that he too was just as aroused and needful as she was.
"Miranda?"
He whispered her name as though it were a prayer.
"Yes?" she barely managed to say, her breath heated, shallow.
"What do you say we finish our drinks and get out of here? There's a place I'd really like to show you."
Brad sat back up effectively removing his own hand, forcing her to relinquish her own too. She was somewhat glad for the reprieve, a moment to collect herself, Brad surprising her with making the decision to allow them both a momentary 'time-out'.
"Ok," she said simply, downing the remainder of her wine in one easy swallow. Brad stood, tossing an exorbitant tip upon the table for whoever came to clear away their two simple wine glasses.
Leading her out of the bar, he soon steered her over to where his car was parked. "Don't worry, we won't be gone that long, and I'll bring you back here to pick up your car," he assured her. "It's not that far away."
They were less than a mile from the canyon road that slowly wound itself up to several picnic and lookout areas. It had been years since Miranda had been here. Not since High School when the surrounding property was undeveloped. Where houses now stood on the spot that had once been known as lovers lane. She'd been there once, after a game. It had been the first time that she and Bill had ever kissed, the first time she'd allowed him to touch her breasts, though he'd only done so on the outside of her sweater back then.
Miranda shook the thought away. The last thing she wanted to be thinking about right now was her husband.
"Where are we going?" she asked curiously as Brad continued to following the winding road that climbed ever steadily up the mountain.
"There's a piece of property I want you to see. My family owns it. There's nothing built on it as yet, but perhaps one day..." he said smiling towards her.
Although it was nighttime, a full moon hovered high above them throwing off enough light that it was still relatively easy to see by. A small dirt road appeared off to the right from the main road. Brad took it, easing the car along the narrow path. "It's just up a head now," he explained.
They drove through a thick copse of evergreens lining the dirt road on either side, the full moon now partially blocked from the canopy of branches that reached out from either side, intertwining as though having built a natural tunnel as they drove through it. Then, just up a head, Miranda once again saw the fullness of light as the trees thinned. Brad pulled the car into an open meadow. The stars above twinkling majestically all around them. Brad turned off the ignition, opening his door.



"Come on," he urged her stepping out. She did so, watching him as he stepped back around the car opening the trunk. Moments later, he closed it, a large quilted blanket held within his arms. He extended his hand towards her. Miranda quickly closed the distance between them, taking his hand, allowing herself to be pulled a short distance away from the car where Brad soon after spread the large-sized blanket on the ground overlooking a gentle sloping hillside that presented them both with an even more spectacular view of the forested valley below them.
"Oh Brad! This is absolutely beautiful!" she exclaimed in surprised wonder. "I never knew this place was even up here!" she added. She heard him laugh.
"That's because like I said, my family owns much of this. Since it is private property, there have been very few who've even been allowed over into this area. But I thought it might be something you'd enjoy seeing, sharing with me. I love it up here, and often find myself coming up here merely to sit and think."
"I can see why," she stated once again glancing towards the moon, scanning the horizon as the soft light cast interesting shadows upon the landscape below them.
"Come...sit." Brad told her, almost as though he were commanding a pet dog. The thought of which struck her funny, making him realize when she laughed that it had indeed sounded exactly like that.
"Lay down? Roll over?" she now teased back.
Brad grinned, his boyishly handsome features once again causing her heart to skip several beats. "Well, perhaps lay down with me at least. We'll see about the roll over part later," he added lustfully.
Now it was Miranda's turn to surprise him. Before settling herself down onto the blanket next to him, she reached down, easily pulling the sweater she had been wearing up and over her head. Though the night air was cool, it was nowhere near chilly enough to make her uncomfortable. That, and added to the heat of her excitement, having removed that particular garment made her even more comfortable than she had been. But it was the look of delighted surprise etched within Brad's eyes that she'd hoped to see there.
"You really are beautiful!" he commented, reaching up, once again taking her hand, drawing her down next to him there on the blanket. This time, Miranda allowed him to gently ease her over onto her back, his lips urgently seeking hers out as they came together in a fiery embrace. The short time they'd allowed themselves to recoup from their earlier fondling and caressing had left their heated passions smoldering just beneath the surface. As though they had never even left off touching and kissing one another, Miranda felt herself engulfed in a frenzy of desire. She felt her bare breasts pressed delicately against his chest as they kissed. His hand now cupping her left breast, gently kneading it, finding the taut nipple that greeted his welcoming caress.
Miranda reached around pulling on his shirt, easing it up and over the waistband of his pants. She allowed her fingers to run beneath it once she had, feeling the touch of bare flesh as she dug into him, fingernails lightly scratching the firmness of him as his lips began to trace an intricate pattern down her throat towards the upper swell of her breasts.
He paused momentarily, leaving her hanging, expectant, as she had already prepared herself for the sensation of his mouth capturing one of her hard swollen buds.
"Miranda?"
This time she couldn't respond, her breath already stolen, but he continued on sparing her the effort.
"If ever you need me, or can't find me. Chances are this is where I will be. Remember that," he told her simply, then his mouth claimed what she'd already prepared herself for. Her taken breath was claimed even more greedily as she sucked for air, the pleasure and excitement of his gentle lips kissing the softness of her breasts overwhelmed her senses completely.
"Make love to me," she whispered softly, finally finding just enough air to allow the words to float upon the stillness of the night, echoing her unspoken, long unfulfilled desires to explode deep within the depths of her soul.
Brad released her, repositioning himself beside her on his knees as he quickly unbuttoned his shirt removing it. She watched as he then stood, the sound of his belt being removed. The moon sat behind him, silhouetting his form, his features now darkened, unrecognizable. Yet he stood above and before her like an Adonis rising up out of the ash. Miranda struggled out of her jeans, tossing them aside even as he bent to finish removing his own before casting them away to fall upon her own. Only then did he kneel down by her side once again, taking her into his arms kissing her face, her forehead, each eye and even her nose before sucking the fullness of her lips within his own.
He continued to kiss nearly every square inch of her body, slowly, methodically making his way down her torso, lingering a while paying homage to her breasts before pressing on. Her flesh tingled, alive as never before. She felt his tongue lightly spear her naval, planting sweet sucking kisses upon her flesh that sprang in waves of tiny bumps just ahead of him. When he moved, his hands already parting her legs though she were hardly aware of it, she again sucked in her breath holding it as the warmth of his breath came into contact with the now exposed vulnerability of her femininity.
For Miranda, time stood still. The exquisite sensations she now felt as Brad's tongue lovingly caressed her, robbed her of the ability to even think. Awash in a sea of ecstasy, Miranda felt herself floating upwards amongst the stars that twinkled as though knowing the secret of her pleasure. She fell into the depths of them, allowing each one to become a tiny kiss upon her flesh. She spiraled into the depth of the night, the moon her companion as it bathed her flesh in unbridled passion, warming her soul like a pair of soft hands as her body responded in ways it hadn't known or done in years. Even the cry of delight sounded foreign to her as she listened to it pierce the silence of the night, only then realizing it to be her own voice, her own joyous sound of release as she exploded there amongst the stars, becoming one of them.
Afterwards, they had made love, gently, slowly, perfectly. The initial urgency now gone, replaced with an almost too gentle kindness that was yet just as perfect, just as needed as the lust-filled wanton urgency of that first shattering climax.
How long they had pleasured one another no longer mattered. Miranda had lost count of the number of times she'd succumbed to the rapture of bliss. Amazed, that Brad too had successfully joined her there more times than she'd thought possible for a man.
When exhaustion finally claimed them both, they lay quietly entwined, hearts beating as one until the coolness of the night air finally caused them to stir. Now realizing the time, and reluctantly agreeing to finally get dressed and make there way back down the mountain to where Miranda's car sat waiting for her, Miranda settled back into the seat, eyes closed, reliving each and every precious moment she'd just experienced.
Brad saw her safely to her car in the now deserted parking lot. Going so far as to even follow her until reaching the primary highway where they then parted, she heading for home, he, heading back towards the city. By the time she arrived home, the sun was just beginning to peak its head above the horizon. She knew she was in no shape to attempt to work, already having decided to call in sick, catch a few winks, then perhaps spend the afternoon driving over to the address she'd been given in hopes of finding out more about Grace and or Wil, and whatever if anything had happened to them.
#
It was the sound of her phone ringing that actually woke her. Though initially she thought it to be her alarm, and that she'd allowed herself to oversleep. Reaching over to shut it off, the ring continued. Still half asleep, Miranda realized her mistake, snatching up the receiver, irritated, and answered.
"Yes?"
"Hey! You ok Miranda? I called your office earlier. They said you'd called in sick today. Everything all right?" she heard Darlene worriedly asking.
"Oh yes, everything's wonderful actually," she said now dreamily, the irritation now gone as she settled back into her bed, the soft pillow supporting her head as she closed her eyes, the image of Brad standing above her silhouetted by the moon now a permanent fixture within her minds eye. "What time is it anyway?" she asked leaning over to glance at the clock on her dresser.
"Nearly one," Darlene answered for her. "You sure you're ok? You sound a little strange."
"Not strange, just exhausted," Miranda teased back, knowing full well that would spark additional curiosity.
"Don't you dare leave me hanging there!" Darlene warned her. "I take it you saw Brad last night after all?" she continued to question.
"I didn't just see him," Miranda hinted, then giggled unashamedly. "I'll tell you all about it later. Right now, I really need to get up and get dressed. I have things to do, especially before Bill gets home this evening. I'll call you later kiddo."
And before Darlene could even attempt to pry anything more out of her, Miranda hung up the phone, laughing at the image she was sure must have been expressed in Darlene's face as she sat there in stunned disbelief at what she'd just heard.
"No doubt, she's calling Silvia at this very moment!" she mused to herself as she stepped into the shower.
As tired as she still was, Miranda felt better than she had felt in years. She showered quickly, dressed, applied the briefest of makeup and was out the door in less than an hour. The address she'd been given barely a thirty minute drive away. She was in hopes of discovering a lot more than what she knew now, though she figured the likelihood of really learning anything more than she already knew as extremely remote.
The address was an easy one to locate. Pulling up in front of the hundred year old home that was itself an antique, though beautifully maintained, she noticed a variety of children's toys scattered about the front yard. Obviously whoever had moved in to the old place was a much younger couple with children. Miranda shut off the car, stepped out, and immediately noticed a young woman kneeling over a small flower garden weeding it.
"Excuse me, but do you live here?" she asked knowing full well the young woman probably did. But at least it was a way to break the ice before introducing herself, or attempting to try and explain the reason she really was here after all.
At the sound of Miranda's voice, the young woman stood wiping away a bit of unseen dirt from the side of her nose. Her strawberry-blonde hair neatly piled beneath the bandana she wore.
"Yes I do. Can I help you?" she asked with a friendly smile.
"I sure hope so. I'm actually trying to locate the family that used to live here," Miranda began, hoping that by the sound of her voice the young woman wouldn't find that too odd or concerning a question to be asked. "Have you lived here long?" she added, hoping the additional question would keep the young naive looking woman off guard.
"Actually, we just moved in a couple of weeks ago," the woman stated now crossing the yard over towards the fence where Miranda continued standing, not wishing to step into the yard through the gate without being invited. "I think my husbands got some papers with the previous owners name on them. Not sure how much that will help you though, I don't recall seeing an address or anything like that. About all I do know, the people we purchased this place from sold it because one of them died."
"Do you remember any names?" Miranda asked feeling a bubble of excitement swell within her stomach.
"Not sure, but I think one of their names was Grace or something like that anyway. Not sure about the other one who was living with her."
As excited as she now was, she was disappointed to hear that it was Grace who apparently had died. "Do you recall hearing the name Wil? William perhaps?"
"No, wasn't a man's name. Kind of an odd one actually. Can't recall what her name was, funny looking old lady that's for sure. I guess she was living here with her sister, but it was Grace who actually owned the place, though the family took over the property and sold everything. We kept some of the stuff, things they didn't want. But they pretty much took everything else. A lot of old neat looking stuff as I remember."
Miranda really was disappointed now. "Would you mind? I really would like to see whatever documents you might have. It's really very important to me," Miranda near pleaded.
"I guess so, wait here. I'll see if I can locate them for you."
Miranda wasn't sure the young woman would even return. She was half sure she was in calling her husband at this very moment and would no doubt be told to mind her own business, and be on her way. To her relief however, a short time later the woman returned holding a hand full of documents as she once again crossed the yard, this time inviting Miranda to come in.
"This is all I could find," she began handing them over to Miranda.
Miranda quickly thumbed through the documents. There was indeed no address, just the name of the attorney who was obviously handling things, his address, but she did see the name of the party he was representing.
"Grace Richards," she said aloud. That at least confirmed that it was indeed Grace who had once lived here, but she still had no idea what had happened to Wil, if anything.
"Like I said, not sure that really helps much, but I hope you're able to find whoever it is you're looking for."
"Thank you. Actually, it helped a lot. At least now I know I'm on the right track," Miranda said thanking her again, handing the young woman the stack of papers. She turned waving good-bye and walked to her car.
"Oh miss?"
Miranda stopped.
"I think I just remembered the other woman's name. Like I said, odd sounding just the way she looked. Dotti Craven something or other as I remember. Not sure of the last name. But I do remember her first name was Dotti!"
"Craven? Cravenstance maybe?"
"Yes! That's it! Cravenstance! Weird looking old woman, sort of looked like a stork!"
#
Miranda made it back to the antique shop in record breaking time. With the jingle of the bells announcing her arrival, she was somewhat disappointed to see the young girl she'd spoken to earlier waiting on a customer. Impatient, she stood off to one side making it obvious that she wished to speak to the young woman, who though acknowledging her presence, continued to speak to the customer she'd been with.
Anxious, growing more and more impatient by the moment, Miranda did something she rarely if ever did...or was. And though she normally wasn't rude, the circumstances demanded that she get some answers, and now.
"I'm sorry, but I really need to speak with you. It's a matter of some urgency!" she explained trying to apologize for the interruption, but making everyone aware that she couldn't afford to sit waiting any longer.
The young girl smiled politely, then apologized to her customer as well. "I'm sorry, but if you'll excuse me one moment, I'll be right back," she said directing Miranda off to one side.
"Is there something else I can help you with?" she asked.
"Yes, I need to speak to Dotti, Mrs. Cravenstance," she amended.
"She's still not back, and won't be for the remainder of the week."
"Is there anyway I can contact her?"
"Sorry, no. My Aunt is rather old fashioned and doesn't even have a phone. Dotti has to drive into town just in order to call me and see how things are going. About the best I can do is relay any messages to her if and when she calls me again."
Miranda thought for a few minutes. "Maybe there is something you can tell me. Tell me more about Grace."
"Well, I really didn't know most of mother's sisters all that well. That side of the family never really was very close. Especially Grace for some reason as about all I do know, she was virtually disowned by my grand-parents, though I never really knew the reason why. Dotti's really the only Aunt I've ever been close to. I'm not even very close to Aunt May, who she's visiting and staying with now."
Miranda was even more frustrated. She was getting nowhere fast. If anything, she had far more unanswered questions than she'd had in the beginning. She stood there thinking for a moment.
"You mentioned something about some photo albums? Do you mind if I have a look at those?"
"Not at all, like I said, Dotti thought you might eventually want to look at them, so I kept them out for you."
"She did? That's odd. I wonder why?" she asked not really expecting an answer.
"No idea, only that she said you'd eventually get around to asking about them once things started happening."
Things were getting stranger and stranger by the moment. The young girl soon stepped behind the counter and pulled two large old volumes from off one of the shelves setting them down on the counter.
"Feel free to browse through them. I'll be back in a few minutes after I've finished helping that other customer."
"Thank you," Miranda replied, feeling a little sheepish at having been so demanding with her. "I wonder why she thought I'd want to look through these?" she asked herself once again.
She began flipping through one of the books. She soon came across some old black and white photo's that had to be pictures of all five girls together when they were fairly young. Miranda almost smiled. Even then 'Dotti' appeared to be the more homely looking of all the girls. Though her hair was dark and long, it was still stringy, and if anything made her long pointed nose appear even more prominent than it did now.
She continued to browse, noticeably the girls began to grow, change and develop. As they did, she began to notice something else as well. One of the girls looked vaguely familiar, but Miranda couldn't quite put her finger on why, or what significance that might make. It was when she began leafing through the second book that an eerie thought struck her. One of the women looked amazingly like herself. There were certainly enough differences between them, but anyone seeing this younger picture of one of the women, and a similar picture of herself when her own hair had been a little longer as a young girl. And anyone comparing the two would swear they were truly related in some way!
She was halfway through the second album when she found herself staring at a particular photograph. Stunned, she actually extracted the photo in an attempt to see it more clearly. The image was small, smaller than most. It appeared to be the type taken at a school dance, one of those typical 'sweetheart' photo's. The woman in the photo was the same one that now reminded her of herself, and even more so than any of the others. But what had caused her to nearly faint dead away was the man standing beside her. If Miranda didn't know better, she could have sworn it was the spitting image of Brad, perhaps considerably younger, but Brad none-the-less.
On a hunch, Miranda flipped the photo over and discovered writing that was barely even still legible. It took her a moment to make out the words.
"William and Grace, Valentines dance 1938."
Now she was getting somewhere. But the images she stood looking at haunted her. She felt goose bumps suddenly spread up and down her arms as she continued to stare at the images that still appeared to look more and more like Brad the longer she stared at them. But even Grace's photo reminded her strongly of her own self when she was that age.
"How much?" Miranda asked when the young woman had finished with the other customer and returned to her.



"I was told that if you asked, to ask you what you felt it was worth to you," she said curiously.
"I'll pay whatever price you're asking for it," Miranda responded seriously.
The young girl grinned. "In that case, take it. Dotti said it was priceless, and wasn't to be sold at any price. But...if it was important enough to you, I'd know it. And then I was just supposed to give it to you."
Miranda thanked the young woman, telling her that she still needed and wanted to speak with Dotti as soon as she was available. With that, she left the store with the intention of returning home. As she drove, she once again thought of Brad and the eeriness behind the near identical features of he and 'William'. On impulse, she dialed Brad's number. If anything, he might get a kick out of hearing he had a much older doppelganger that looked a lot like him. Miranda listened to the sound of the phone begin to ring, then suddenly what was obviously an intercept.
"We're sorry...but the number you have reached is no longer in service. If you feel you've reached this number in error, please hang up and dial again."
Miranda stared at her cell-phone rechecking the number, then did dial it. Once again she heard the same intercept, hanging up, rechecking the number, and for a third time dialing it again. Again, with the same result.
"What the fuck's going on here?" Now she was frightened. Whatever was happening made absolutely no sense to her. The weirdness of the entire situation seemed to be spiraling out of control. Shaking uncontrollably, she decided to return home. She knew that Bill would no doubt be already there waiting for her. But more than anything, she wanted to get a hold of Darlene, tell her everything, and see if she could figure anything out. Tonight was Darlene's gym night however, so she knew she wouldn't be there. That call would have to wait until later.
Miranda soon pulled into the driveway of her home. She was surprised to find that Bill's car wasn't there. She'd expected him to be there, but obviously something else had come up. Dashing into the house, she immediately spotted a note he'd left for her on the stationary by the phone.
"I'm home..." the note began. "But I received an urgent message from one of the firm's attorneys. Ray Johnson asked me to come in and see him the moment I got back in. Said that it was very, very important and I was to meet him back at the office as soon as possible. I'll call you later when I have time. Love, Bill."
"Oh great!" she thought, "Now what?"
Miranda actually jumped when the phone rang. For a moment she stood there staring at it.
"Hello?"
"Miranda?"
"Bill?"
"Yes, listen. There's something we need to discuss. Something I've just found out about, and I want you to meet me someplace."
His tone of voice seemed anxious, worried. It wasn't like her husband to sound like this. If anything, there was something bothering him that he obviously didn't wish to discuss with her over the phone.
"Ok," she said softly. "Where? When?"
"In about an hour. I'll give you directions on where to meet me, it shouldn't be that hard to find."
He didn't exactly sound angry, but Bill wasn't normally one to get angry either. Even so, he certainly didn't sound anything like himself.
"Are you ok?" she found herself asking.
There was a momentary pause. "I don't know Miranda, there's a lot I've just learned about, and like I said, some things we need to discuss."
She found herself shaking. "Ok," she said again. "Where is it you want me to meet you?"
She began writing down the addresses that Bill gave her. When he began giving her additional directions beyond that point, Miranda felt herself staring at the note pad, her hand shaking uncontrollably.
"Think you can find it from there?" he asked her.
"Ah sure, I think so yes." Truth was, she knew exactly where it was. The additional directions Bill had just given her where the exact same one's that would take her to the very spot where she'd spent the previous night with Brad!
She hung up the phone visibly shaken, wishing that Darlene was available to talk to. Glancing at her watch, she knew she'd just have enough time to make it up the canyon and meet her husband.
As she drove, she began to worry, talking to herself. She remembered that although Ray Johnson was the firm's corporate attorney, he had also handled one or two of the partner's divorces having specialized in family law years prior to his venturing off into corporate law. Panicked, Miranda wondered if he'd discovered something, which had now led him to this very spot where she had spent most of the night making love to Brad. Then she wondered if somehow Bill had found out that's where he might be, or in fact was. And had gone there to confront him. As images of the two men standing there together either arguing or worse, Miranda felt herself increasing her speed as though arriving there sooner might somehow prevent a disaster from happening.
She glanced into the mirror, the image of her face looking almost pale and ghostly. She caught the image of the tiny silver key still hanging about her neck. Reaching up, she grabbed the chain with her hand and yanked. She felt it give way, tossing it out the window of her car as she reached the canyon road and began the short, yet worried drive towards destiny.
Soon after she reached the turn off heading up the tree-covered road. It looked slightly different, though even now the sun was just beginning to set. Ahead, she saw the opening, and then beyond the clearing. Bill's car was in view, parked approximately where Brad's had been parked the evening before. She pulled along side it. Glancing quickly about, she could see neither man. Relieved to some degree that Brad's car wasn't there. Which either meant he'd already left, or that Bill was perhaps waiting for him just as he was now here waiting for her. Either thought leaving her even more apprehensive and worried.
"Bill?" she called out walking towards the edge of the hilltop where she and Brad had spent the night together. "Bill?" she called out again, this time considerably louder.
"Down here," she finally heard him reply just as she reached the edge, looking down and over towards a rock that appeared to be perched dangerously suspended over a sheer drop of some three hundred feet below him.
"Bill?" she questioned once again, feeling the fear rise within her throat threatening to choke her. "What are you doing down there anyway?" she asked, now concerned that Bill was perhaps contemplating something else. "Please Bill, would you come back up here? That doesn't look all that safe. I'd really feel better if you would!"
She watched as her husband stood, brushing himself off, still wearing a suit and tie that he for obvious reasons cared nothing about having gotten them dirty. For a brief moment, he teetered and Miranda thought him about to jump.
"Bill! For God's sakes Bill! Don't!"
"Don't what?" he said looking back up the hill towards her as he began to climb.
Miranda said nothing, watching his approach, now wondering as he did if Brad was in fact the one lying somewhere down in the canyon below.
"Why...why am I here?" she stuttered, her teeth suddenly beginning to chatter even though it was far from being cold.
Bill drew closer towards her, removing his jacket, throwing it around her shoulders. "I didn't think it was that cold up here," he commented, half-smiling as he spoke.
Miranda was now more confused than ever. "What exactly is going on here Bill? Why did you bring me up here for anyway?"
"Remember I told you that Ray Johnson called me with something important that he needed to talk to me about?"
"Yes."
"Well, as it turns out, apparently I was mentioned in someone's will. But not only that, I was given a sealed letter to read. The instructions very specific that I was to be given the sealed envelope in the presence of my attorney, which just happened to be Ray, which is why it was delivered to his office. Anyway, I read it. And I learned an awful lot about myself. Things you need to hear. Things I needed to hear, which I think has finally helped me come to understand more about myself."
"You're still not making any sense Bill," Miranda interrupted. "What's that got to do with being here? What is it you've learned?" she asked fearfully, assuming that Bill had been given some sort of dossier on her and Brad perhaps, amongst other things. By bringing her all the way up here, he could confront her, forcibly proving to her that he knew all about her romantic evening with Brad. Something she would be unable to deny by actually being here.
And now with Brad's seeming disappearance, she couldn't help but wonder if something hadn't in fact actually happened to him.
"Where's Brad?" she found the courage to ask.
"Brad who?"
Once again she simply stared at him. "Never mind, but...why are we here anyway?" she asked back avoiding his question.
Bill turned sweeping both arms out wide turning around in a complete circle. "You see all this?" he asked.
She looked, and didn't look, focusing her complete attention towards her husband. "Yes...why?"
"Because...we now own it!" he told her. "As far as the eye can see in every direction, it's mine...ours," he added sheepishly, grinning.
Now Miranda was stunned. "What do you mean...it's ours?" she asked.
"Apparently, I had a relative I wasn't even aware of. Until today that is. And she left all this to me, in her will."
"What will? Who left all this to you?"
"My mother."
"But your mother died years ago, just a couple of years after you were born!"
"She wasn't my mother."
"What do you mean she wasn't your mother?"
"Well, not my real mother anyway. You see Miranda, I also discovered that I was adopted."
"Adopted?"
"Yes, apparently so. Which also means, my father...or at least the man I thought was my father, really wasn't. Which explains why he didn't seem to care for me, or love me. Something I have always struggled with. I always wondered as a child why he seemed to feel like I was a burden to him. I figured that having to raise me alone for those first years until he remarried caused him to resent me. But even after he and my stepmother had children, I still felt excluded, alone, unloved. I've never really understood why, until now."
Miranda was speechless, feeling dizzy, light-headed finally sitting down nearly on top of the spot where she and Brad had made love together, though even those thoughts seemed more like a bad dream at the moment.
"Who, who was your mother?" Miranda found herself asking.
"As I found out, her name was Grace. Grace Richards. Apparently she never married, so she was the only one of five daughters who kept her maiden name."
"Do you know who your real father was then?"
Bill nodded his head. "Yes I do. I learned everything. Everything about myself, who I really am, and where I came from Miranda. My father, my real father was killed shortly after going overseas during the war. He never even knew my mother was pregnant. She was forced into giving me up for adoption by her family who refused to help her otherwise unless she did."
"What was his name?"
"William Bradly Edwards," Bill stated. "I guess, I was named after him. Though I always assumed the middle initial in my name 'B' was after my adopted father Robert, or Bob. My stepmother once told me that I'd been named after my father. I merely assumed that that's what the middle initial actually stood for...Bob, though I never really had a middle name. Just the initial. Apparently, they kept the secret of my real middle name away from me so that I wouldn't become suspicious and start asking questions."
Miranda felt sick. Her head was swimming in a sea of confusion and disbelief.
"So your real name is..."
"William Bradly Edwards-Richards-Jones I guess. Though under the circumstances, maybe I should change my last name to just Edwards, or perhaps Richards after my mother. I don't know. I still have a lot to think about and consider. So much has happened to me today. I'm still not sure of who I am, or what I am. But I do know this Miranda. I do love you. I know I haven't shown it to you very much, or been the kind of husband you've expected and hoped for me to be. I think that growing up the way I did had something to do with that. I've been afraid to be loved, to love back in return. I know that we've grown distant and a part from one another these past few years Miranda. And admittedly, it's been all my fault. I've been afraid to allow myself to let go, to let myself feel the emotions that have been so long bottled up inside me. But if you'll forgive me, give me...give us another chance. I promise you, you won't regret it either Miranda. I'll make you the happiest woman alive!"
#
Darlene and Silvia both sat mesmerized as they listened to Miranda's story. The past few days had been a whirlwind of activity. Papers had been finalized leaving nearly ten thousand acres in she and her husband's name. They'd already begun discussing the possibility of building a summer home soon.
"And Bradly? You're other Bradly? Just up and disappeared?" Darlene asked incredulously. "As though he didn't even exist?"
"Maybe he did, maybe he didn't. I honestly don't know Darlene. What I had with him was real, very real. But no one, aside from myself even remembers seeing him. I even went so far as to return to the restaurant as well as the bar. But no one remembers either one of us. It's as though it never even happened, or as though neither of us was even really there. I know it sounds strange, but that's the truth. Even when I finally was able to confront Dotti, Mrs. Cravenstance about it, she only smiled at me. She never spoke another word about him to me beyond the fact that he was indeed Bill's true father. Something she had known about for years of course. But as far as there being another Brad, or Bradly...or even someone who looked a lot like him. Of that she has no knowledge. Only insinuating that he'd truly loved Grace, with all his heart, mind and soul."
"The woman who looks a lot like you," Silvia added once again lifting the old worn photograph that Miranda had brought along with her to show them. "And this then is Brad. Your Brad. The one you claim to have been meeting, and actually made love with up there on the mountain."
"Yes. I know it all sounds so strange. But it's true Silvia. Every word I've spoken to you is true."
"I believe you M.J.," Darlene spoke reaching over to clasp Miranda's hand in hers. "Whatever it was that you were meant to find, I think you finally found it. Even you said that Bill has changed, that he's suddenly far more loving and affectionate than he ever was before."
"We still have some problems and issues to work through. But yes, he has changed, is changing. And I honestly believe there is still hope for us yet."
"And all because of a simple little silver key!" Darlene added.
"And that's another thing!" Miranda exclaimed. "I was sure I had thrown it out the window, but apparently when I pulled the chain from around my neck, the key fell down inside my blouse. Later that evening when I was preparing to go to bed, I'd removed my brassier and found it literally stuck between my breasts. For a moment I wasn't even sure what it was and attempted to flick it off with my finger. And then as I stood in front of the mirror, there it was clinging to my skin directly over my heart!"
"Well then...there you have it! Just like the old woman said, the key truly was the way to unlocking the secrets and happiness of your heart Miranda. Maybe there really was a bit of magic in that place after all!"
"Who knows, maybe there really was," Miranda smiled back, fingering the tiny silver key that hung on a brand new chain about her neck.
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The Sandman, "Dream-Walker"
Long ago when I was very young, my Grandfather once told me about "Dream-walkers". I didn't fully understand then the meaning of that, or what it meant until much later in my life. But he told me that being able to Dream Walk wasn't a generational ability, though it had manifested itself down the family line from time to time. It had been a long time since a Dream-Walker had been borne, but as I had been having dreams, which were more like out of body experiences, he had told me this was a good sign that perhaps I might in fact be one, and eventually learn the secrets of Dream Walking and what that would eventually mean.
Sometimes when I dreamed, I would see what I could only describe as a thin blue colored shimmering curtain. When I parted that curtain, walking through it, I entered a realm of sparkling lights surrounded by total darkness, a void that was infinite. Over time I learned that I could go to any one of those lights in the blink of an eye, no matter how far or distant it seemed. The twinkling lights became bubbles, not unlike those we have all created at one time or another with a mixture of soapy water and a cheap plastic dipper that we blew on to form the type of bubble's that existed in this world of dreams. I learned that small bubbles were simple dreams of children, and that the larger the bubbles, the older the person was who might be found there dreaming. As I learned, explored, and eventually came to know, color's signified the types of dreams a person was having or experiencing. Through trial and error, exploration and experience gained in my occasional nocturnal excursions, I found that bubble's, which had a purplish tinted color to them, were usually those of people who were having some sort of sexual dream. The deeper the color, the more erotic, and so on. I also discovered that once I had visited a particular individual, I could return to them anytime I liked, instantaneously, regardless of the thousands, tens of thousands of sparkling bubble lights that seemed to hover nearby any one of them I had visited previously. The first time I had made this particular discovery was quite by accident, but it was the springboard for what I can only say became a near constant obsession for me afterwards whenever I found myself in the "void", and dream walking.
As I had learned, I could slip inside someone's bubble, someone's dream. In that instant, I took on shape, became apart of whatever it was the person was dreaming about, including their surroundings. I became then apart of their dream experience.
We all know how disjointed dreams can sometimes be. People, places, even situations can suddenly change in the blink of an eye without rhyme or reason. And being apart of someone else's dream, when you haven't learned how to control that, can be a little eerie.
I had just slipped inside a young woman's bubble dream. At the time I had not yet fully learned the various shades and colors that implied what type of dream a person or individual was having. I had picked this particular bubble as it seemed closest to me, and the color was a light shade of violet, which I was attracted to for his alluring beauty more than anything else. I eased through the outer wall of the bubble, and suddenly found myself standing in a young woman's bedroom. She was sitting at some sort of vanity desk preening her self and brushing her long blonde flowing hair. She was wearing a sheer white nightgown that did little if anything to conceal her womanly charms, and I judged her to be in her late teens by all appearances. I had not moved after just entering her dream, but realized if she turned in the slightest, she would see me, or at least in my mind, I felt somehow that she would. Spotting an area of concealment next to her canopied bed, I envisioned myself hidden away behind it, and suddenly I was. There was a brief moment however when the young woman perhaps sensed my presence and turned to face and look in the direction where I had first been standing. In that moment, her hair changed from the long golden blonde it had been to a much shorter dirty blonde coloring. Additionally the white night gown had also disappeared, and she as sitting now in a well-worn, ill-fitting pair of baggy pajamas instead. Spotting herself in the mirror this way, once again the image shimmered and returned to the way she had obviously first imagined herself to have been when I first entered her room. She quickly finished brushing her long blonde hair, then stood. A mirror suddenly appeared behind the door where it had not been previously. She walked towards it, and as she did so the white nightgown suddenly dissolved so that she as now standing in front of it totally nude. I watched her turn, studying herself in her reflection.
I inwardly smiled to myself. As the young woman turned, I noticed her breasts suddenly enlarge, they grew to enormous proportions initially, but then as she continued to turn studying herself in the mirror, they seemed to go through a wide myriad of changes and shapes. She finally settled on breasts not too far differently than what I had first seen nestled beneath the confines of that sheer white gown. They were perhaps a bit more perky, nipple's which were now slightly upturned at an angle, than as they'd originally been and perhaps a bit fuller in shape as well. Satisfied with this new image, she looked at herself and suddenly a much tighter firmer tummy appeared, she didn't do anything that I could see or notice to change the appearance of her neatly trimmed pubic patch, except perhaps to lighten the coloring to more closely resemble the hair on her head. Once again, she turned to view her new self at all angles within the floor length mirror. Satisfied she smiled, and then I watched as she slipped a hand slowly and gently down between her legs.
I was totally unprepared for what happened next. Still too new to understanding what Dream Walking was all about, or of the possible dangers or side effects to having invaded someone else's dream, I became disoriented momentarily as the girl suddenly disappeared and the room and surroundings changed. I was no longer hidden, or standing beside her bed, but found myself standing out in the open once again. Thankfully however, my presence remained undiscovered.
Glancing around me, the room had turned into a magnificent field of brightly colored flowers. Bright sunshine, warm and delightful fell upon me. The young woman was still only a few feet away, but thankfully now engaged with a young man as they lay atop a blanket spread atop the wild grass and flowers of the meadow I now found myself standing in. I quickly dropped down, envisioned the grass high enough to conceal me, and thankfully it did. I was learning, and quickly. But it was obvious I still had much to learn yet about Dream Walking and all that it entailed.
In my newfound concealment, I continued to watch her now as she lay beneath the man who had suddenly joined us both. There was something vaguely familiar about him, though I could not initially place who he was, or where I had seen him before. It was only when she was obviously in the throes of ecstasy, close to achieving orgasm did she call out his name, which I only then recognized as being a young actor of recent rise to stardom and fame amongst the younger set.
I watched him make love to her, watched him kissing her and caressing her with wild unabandoned passion, watched as his extremely thick long erect penis filled her, moving in and out of her so smoothly and so slowly, obviously pleasing her in exactly the way she had wanted him to do, or in this case, was without specific words, having him do.
Once again, as he kissed and suckled her breasts, they seemed to grow to even slightly larger proportions. Even her nipples grew fatter, more elongated, and he cupped them in his hands and told her how beautiful her breasts were, and how he enjoyed touching them and playing with them.
It was when things had seemed to go past that wild climatic ending I had watched and observed, that I realized how precarious my situation actually was. Once again the meadow seemed to be shimmering as though fading away. The famous young actor dissolved away into nothingness, and the young woman once again resting comfortably atop her own bed, hair back to the short dish-water blonde color I had seen it, and wearing the same faded worn pajama's I had startled her back into wearing once previously.
Worse, where I had been only moments ago half kneeling, half lying in a tall patch of grass, I suddenly found myself in that same position, but now fully exposed in the middle of her bedroom floor with no place to hide. I worriedly glanced about for an exit way, and immediately spotted her bedroom door, only now it wasn't the door really, but that shimmering blue vale of light from this dream back into the void from which I'd come. Having no choice, I stood and bolted for the door, heard a shrill scream arise from her as I rose and departed, though not looking back as I did, and managed within seconds to literally dive through the opening. That scream, her scream was cut off abruptly the moment I reentered the void. I saw the path in which I had come; somehow it lingered in a shimmering effervescence of its own, guiding me back through the void, back to my own dream sphere, my own bubble. I soon pushed against the thin layer and slipped through and immediately awoke.
It was morning, and as the new days sunlight peeked through the half parted curtains of my window, I wondered how the young woman would think upon, or possibly explain away the strange encounter, the strange dream she had experienced. What had started out, or been for her an erotic fantasy of making love to someone she obviously admired, even had a romantic crush on perhaps, had turned into an unexplainable nightmare at the end. For that I felt a little guilty, as it had not been my intention for that to happen. But I am sure that she no doubt would remember when she awoke, the strange memory of some strange man she had never seen before, running from the middle of her bedroom through her bedroom door. Perhaps it would be at best a fragmented thought, something she would discard as easily as she first recalled it upon awakening. But I had learned much in this Dream-Walk, and that was, that I still had much more to learn. I could manipulate a person's dream to some extent, obviously become apart of it myself. Something I would have to be careful with in doing, if in fact I ever did. Secondly, I had no control of another person's dreams; I could just as easily be swept away or encompassed into whatever situation that person might fantasize or dream about. And I still had no idea as yet how that might actually impact upon a person's waking thoughts or memories of their past nights dreaming. Was that significant? Or not?
Dream Walking was for me not an automatic thing either. I wasn't able to control it, or do it every night. But when I did sleep, and when I did see that blue shimmering vale of light, I was very much aware of the void on the other side, and new that I could enter it then and venture out into the world of dreams. I was careful after that, sometimes peeking in, just inside a person's dream bubble, like a hazy thought just on the edge of someone's sub consciousness, lingering in the shadows like a forgotten memory or a thought...I was, "it's just on the tip of my tongue" in a sense, Knowing it was there...that I was there, but not quite grasping what it was exactly.
As I continued with my nightly excursions, I gained knowledge. One of the most important aspects of which was that I could control who I was or how I actually did appear to the person's dreams I invaded. It was a simple process really. Once I had discovered whom the person was that was actually dreaming, if there were more than one person within the dream, it was easy for me to "assume" the identity of the other whoever that may be. I simply saw myself as that person, and immediately took on their looks; mannerism's and speech even, though I had found in several dreams to my surprise, that there wasn't as much vocal communication actually taking place as one might actually imagine. It was a world of thoughts as much as anything else. Thoughts that were directed, picked up, acted upon as though having actually been spoken. And that was something else that took some getting used to. But with those projected thoughts, I learned much from them as well. I learned very quickly what was hoped for, or expected of me as though prearranged, choreographed ahead of time. Almost like walking into a scripted play, or an ongoing movie reel that could be played over and over again if the dreamer so desired it to be. I knew my lines then, almost ahead of time, and if I stayed within that context, went along exactly as I was supposed to, the dreamer, never felt or sensed anything differently, or out of the ordinary. Occasionally, when I strayed from that, or interjected anything differently, I noticed then that the dreamer seemed to pause as though struggling with the sudden unexpected change, and was not quite aware of how to respond to it. In these instances, natural normal everyday surroundings suddenly took shape, appearances became more closely associated to the persons real world and real self.
I had ventured out into the void, found a particularly interesting shaded bubble off in the distance and immediately headed for it. I took the time needed to acquaint myself with as much information as possible before joining the dream. I had learned previously that by throwing out simple 'thought-questions' I could in moments worth of time learn enough to know about the person of whom the dreamer was imagining. It was a necessary step and process in order to become that person, to be able to interact and go along with the flow of the dreamers' desires without upsetting the expected and natural flow of events.
And so it was that I came to know a very few special women, many of which I would visit with frequently and often. The first of which was Barbara.
She was, even in her dreams, her real natural looking self. And I liked that. She didn't try to pretend or be anyone other than the person she was in the waking world. But she was a different "acting" person in the dream world as opposed to the erotic world she sometimes found herself visiting. I had been drawn quite by chance; quite by random curiosity to her dream sphere that first night. Entering through her bubble, I had watched and observed her, saw as well as felt a long hidden longing for a particular individual. A man she had desired sought after for quite sometime without ever having told him that she felt the way she did about him. Only in her dreams of course.
When I first encountered Barbara, she was standing in what appeared to be an elegant sitting room of an elaborate hotel suite. She was pacing around the room somewhat nervously, anxiously as though waiting for someone to finally arrive. I shared her thoughts then, preparing myself for the part I would play in the scripted scenario of her dream. I quickly learned that she was awaiting the arrival of a man with whom she had had a very brief one time only encounter; it had not even culminated in their being together, a few very brief stolen kisses, passionate frantic embraces and caresses which had brought them both to the brink of finally consummating their encounter together. She had at the last moment pushed him away however and terminated afterwards any possibility of their ever being together after that. He was, her sisters' husband.
I waited until within the dream, he finally knocked. She had expected it of course, knowing exactly where it was she would be when he did knock. Barbara had in fact picked up the glass of wine that suddenly appeared on the table. She'd sipped it, and looked towards the door just a fraction of a second before the knock even came. She bid him to come in then, and he did. I took a moment to scrutinize him, place the physical of him firmly in my own mind, and then waited out the opportunity when I would step in and take over his part.
"You shouldn't have come." Barbara told him. "I told you we should never meet, never could ever take that risk. I shouldn't have told you I'd even be here visiting. That was my mistake and one in which I regret now having done."
I saw her turn slightly her back towards him as she ventured off towards the balcony, and in that moment, I became Andrew. I waited my next move, my next line as it suddenly came to me. Knowing now exactly how it was that I was to respond, what I was to say and do. I smiled inwardly, anxiously. I was excited.
She was a self-made woman of means. By her looks, she was in her mid fifty's perhaps even early sixty's though she certainly didn't look it. Even her dark colored hair, had only the faintest traces of gray etched in it, and not enough to detract from her still young looking face to belie her true age.
I knew I was to approach her from behind and throw my arms around her as she stepped out into the night onto the balcony. I knew then as well, I was to kiss and nuzzle her neck and be prepared then for her breakaway from me.
"Andrew. No. We can't you know that."
I was no more than fifty years of age, perhaps less even. I knew suddenly that I was married to her sister and had been for several years now. And I also knew as the memory of a night perhaps a year or so ago entered my mind, that she had wanted me, loved me even from the first time she'd ever seen me.
"No one but you and I will ever know." I retorted, once again going towards her. She had of course broken away from me, as I knew that she would. I had already seen all that and more in my minds eye. And I was expected, as well as directed to approach her again, which of course I did.
When I had first placed my arms around her and attempted to hug her to me, I had discovered in that simple act that she was obviously wearing nothing at all beneath the elegant silk gown that she was wearing. It was intended that I would of course, and I did.
The cool night air had hardened her nipples and as she turned around once again to face me, I saw them pressing against the tight smooth material of her elegantly designed garment. She knew I was gazing at her, looking at them hardening even more so, and she crossed her arms across her breasts.
"I agreed to see you. But only long enough to tell you to your face that we cannot ever again place ourselves in such a compromising position. I love my sister....and you, too much to ever want to do anything that would hurt or even possibly destroy either of you."
The sensation of actually leaving then came to me. I knew she was expecting, it was scripted, that I would stand there silently for a moment longer, would turn finally, and that I would then leave. She would go to her bed sometime afterwards, and fantasize about "Andrew" making love to her while she masturbated. So even in her dream, could she only do so about him, not even allowing herself the joy of making love to Andrew even in this realm, even in this so near innocent way.
And I wasn't about to do that. No way, no how.
I did stand there for a moment; she was after all expecting that. But I had in fact entirely removed all my clothing. Now the nice thing about a dream is, you can of course do whatever you want to do in an instant. So there I now stood, nude, sporting a magnificent erection. Andrew had a fairly nice sized cock in fact, and I was pleased that he did. It might help if this seduction was to actually work.. And I still didn't have any clue that it would yet; I was branching off into some pretty unchartered territory here. When the sound of Andrew walking away never came, Barbara turned, a somewhat puzzled, slightly curious expression already etched into her face. Seeing me standing there nude was as much as a shock as it was a surprise to her. Neither one of which had been planned for or prepared for of course.



"What?" The only word spoken, but it spoke volumes.
Barbara had, with one simply spoken word interjected a hundred unanswered questions.
"Don't fight it Barbara. I am here for you, right here, right now. And I want you, and I'm not going away until I have you." I gathered her in my arms then, carried her into the bedroom where the sheets were already turned down, awaiting her? Us? There was no real answer to that one. Perhaps it was a side eventuality, a possibility that actually did exist even more deeply down inside her subconscious level that she was hoping we would in fact end up in her bed together, and that I hadn't actually turned and walked away.
She started to protest, even as I lay her softly down on the bed, but I kissed her, effectively shutting off her protests, fears, and confusion. A new script was being written here now, and I knew next what it was I was to do, and enjoyed the new version of this screenplay much better. Reaching up, I pulled one of the thin straps from off her shoulder, pulling it down far enough to expose one of her beautifully well-rounded breasts. I lay beside her now, my tongue gingerly flicking her hard erect nipple, my free hand, caressing and toying with her other through the material of her gown.
"I....I....I don't understand..........."
"Shhhhhhhh" I whispered erotically into her ear, "Don't question it....just enjoy it, enjoy the feel of my hand upon your breast, the feel of my lips as I kiss and suck your sweet breast. You know you want me to, have always wanted me to, and now that I am, just let yourself feel it, enjoy it."
I felt her melt beneath me then, giving into her self as much as having given her self over to me.
"It just seems so strange." She tried to begin again. "I know I've always wanted this, needed this in fact, but can't quite believe its actually happening. I just never thought......"
Once again I cut her off before she could continue that line of thought any further. She was after all, still very much in control of this dream, and could at any moment, terminate it completely. And I still wasn't sure of what might happen to me if she did that. All I could do was try and guide it, manipulate it, and maintain her desire and interest towards letting it continue. Failing that, and I had no idea what might actually happen afterwards.
Kissing her deeply once again, I now slipped a hand up, bunching her gown up and around her midsection, exposing her pussy, and the soft tuft of hair that awaited me there. I ran my fingers through it, teasing her and petting her without going any further. Only when the soft breathless urgings of her moans and the next anticipated, now desperately wanted actions enter my mind did I go forward.
Only when the thought finally came of my cock easing into her, when she was already experiencing the delicious sensations of how it would feel as I did, long before I actually began to do so, did I press on. I placed her hand about my cock then so she could feel it, would guide it then of her own accord to the very wet opening of her cunt. She had already felt it slip inside herself, knew how it would feel, so now I let her do it, experience it and give her that which she had been yearning for so long all these years. My cock slid inside, filling her, and she gasped. I knew to hold it there, unmoving, and I did. I let her take the measure of it, feel it as I had become apart of her for the first time, even perhaps if it would only be this way, and only now, never really. But as she briefly considered that thought, began to contemplate and worry about it, I began to fuck into her.
All pretense of worry, fear, and concern fled away then. Only the sweet exquisite sensation of our coupling filled her mind, bringing her joy and pleasure beyond measure. She was now with Andrew, and though for her this would be the only way she would or could ever be with him, it was at least far more than what she would have otherwise allowed.
Barbara climaxed soon afterwards, her pussy exploding in such sweet sensations as to begin the process of actual awakening. I took that moment to join her, and as my own orgasm met hers, drenching her in an even deeper emotional display of rapture, I spoke softly to her mind, coaxing her with the promise of thoughts to hers.
"Anytime you want me...need me, I will be here for you." I said.
As though dreaming within the dream now, she answered, almost sleepily, which was a sure sign she was on the verge of waking.
"Like the Sandman in my dreams?" She questioned, asking.
"Yes...like that." I whispered softly back to her. "Like The Sandman, whenever you need me, want me, I will be here for you. Just call me, and I will come."
I began to fade away then, and knew I must leave now. I saw the shimmering of the door, which awaited me back into the void, but I whispered to her one more time, and watched the smile spreading across her face.
"Just remember.......I am, and will always be, The Sandman"
And so it was that I officially became, The Sandman, Dream-Walker. And I returned to Barbara, frequently afterwards, for it was easy to hear her voice when she called out to me in her sleep, in her dreams. And I would join her there, and be all that she needed and wanted me to be, and more.
And eventually as I prowled at night amongst the dreams, watched for the erotic shades of pleasure to beckon me, I soon after found and met Ginger.
I had been prowling amidst the world of dreams, and had slipped into one of Ginger's. Though her dream bubble wasn't glowing, with the colors of sexual excitement that I generally looked around for, I had been known from time to time to drop in occasionally on people's dreams to see what it was they were thinking about.
Ginger was an attractive woman, a housewife with a loving husband and a son. She was happy, content, and seemed to be enjoying whatever pleasures she had both in the real world as well as in the world of dreams. I was in fact about ready to turn and disappear when the image of a man shimmered into her dream, she reacted towards him with more than a little fear and fright, and I found this both fascinating as well as interesting. Why on earth would anyone with such an easygoing pleasant nature suddenly dream about something that was bordering on the sinister? As she turned as though to run into the next room, I immediately took on the form of this man who was chasing her. I prepared myself to act in whatever way she was envisioning until I at least had a clearer picture of the what and the why behind it all. But what immediately came to mind was unexpected and erotically thrilling.
The man was not a stranger at all. It was someone Ginger knew, and knew well. She had lusted secretly after him for a very long time, something she kept not only to herself, but had never shared with anyone, not even a close neighbor or girlfriend. The man was, a good friend of theirs as well, and as I quickly surmised, would never in a million years do the kind of thing, or act in the way that Ginger was purposely fantasizing about having him do now.
"Greg! I told you to stay away from me!" She screamed at him. Now screaming at me.
"You slut!" He...now I yelled back at her. "Constantly flirting, constantly teasing me. Now your telling me that you really don't want to have anything to do with me?"
In an instant I had the visual images of countless times when Ginger and her husband had invited over Greg and his wife. Of so many sexual innuendoes that had passed back and
forth between them. Oh, there was no denying she loved her husband, very much in fact, but Ginger was also attracted to Greg, and had struggled with that attraction with deep guilt felt feelings. So much so, that the only way she had been able to come to cope with her fantasies of him, was by turning them into being forced to do things with him against her will. This was simply one more little scenario that she had played out several times within her own mind. It would end as it always had ended for her previously, ravished, pleasured, tormented in away, all against her will. But left wanton, panting, and desiring more from him long afterwards, even in her dreams.
Once again I knew the path this particular little play was to run. I knew my lines by heart, what I was expected to do and say. In this situation I would chase her down the hall, she would reach, or nearly reach the door to their den. But here, I would finally catch her, pinning her to the wall and rip away her blouse as she struggled with renewed efforts to flee. Tackling her, we would roll around on the floor together and I would finally force up her skirt, ripping away her panties and bury my cock inside her fucking her into submission. Only then would she relent, allowing me to do this to her, succumbing to it because it was the only thing she could do, taking secret pleasure in it as she really had wanted it, but could not allow it to have happened any other way.
I didn't chase her though. I watched her run down the hallway, she made the door, turning around fully expecting me to block her from closing and locking the door. That's what was supposed to happen. Ginger stood there looking at me, a wild-eyed, very confused expression on her face. She did close the door then. I even heard the metallic click of the door as she engaged the lock. Silence then, followed moments later by a very confused still frightened call of my new name.
"Greg? Greg? Are you still there?"
I didn't answer. I simply stood there silently, watching and waiting for her to reappear. Somehow I knew she would, this wasn't supposed to be the way it happened, because it had always been this way, each and every time Greg had chased her down the hall, fought with her, and fucked her on the floor of the den. Until now.
Once again the sound of the door clicking, but this time opening, not locking, and Ginger peered out from around the door, looking down the hallway. But I had moved away, I was lying on the couch, my clothing gone, I was fully nude, waiting for her.
I could hear her approaching, tentatively, pausing to stand in the entry way of the front room, half expecting me to leap out at her from some place of concealment. A minor deviation perhaps, but one in which she could easily accept perhaps before the expected and anticipated continuation of the near-rape was once again completed.
"Greg? Are you still here?" Her tone sounded more than confused, it also had an edge of disappointment to it as well. I listened to her footfalls, heard her approaching the front room where I continued to lay upon the couch waiting for her.
"I'm on the couch Ginger. Waiting for you."
Once again I heard her turn to run, but she stopped midway down the hall. I still wasn't chasing her, wasn't coming after her at all. I heard her returning afterwards, this time with determination, if not a little resolution as to find out just what exactly was really going on. I looked up, one hand behind my head, one hand softly stroking my cock up and down.
She peered over the top of the couch, still looking like she would spring and run like a rabbit if I made any move whatsoever towards her.
"You're.....you're........"
"Jacking off?" I finished for her.
Her face blushed crimson, but she neither turned to run away, nor attempt to avert her eyes either.
"Don't deny it Ginger. Ever since our camping trip together last year, when you got up in the middle of the night to take a pee, and stumbled across me jerking off, I was thinking about you then, and you knew it too. That skimpy little top you'd been wearing all day long, your tits half falling out of it? What did you expect? I was mad with lust for you, but couldn't say or do anything about that, and you knew it too. But still you teased, and flirted with me anyway. And so...you caught me masturbating. And have been wanting me ever since. But only with my forcing you to actually do it will admit it, and even then only afterwards to yourself, as long as all the blames on me."
I knew it all of course, in the fraction of an instant I had known and felt everything.
"How? How could you possibly know all that?" She asked. Fear rose above all else now, fear of discovery, fear that her secret was widely known, perhaps even by her husband.
"It doesn't matter." I answered simply.
"Perhaps you'd better go." She stated matter of factly.
"If that's what you really want." I said, sitting up and reaching for my pants.
"No....wait!" She stammered out, once again, confusion and uncertainty at the forefront of her exclamation.
"Take off your clothes Ginger." I said simply and succinctly, leaving no room for argument in the tone I had used. It was a moment of decision for her. And I knew that. Ginger would either force herself to awaken now, or she would go on with the dream, curious now as to how it would finally end. I hoped for the latter.
She came around to the front of the couch. Already the button's on her blouse undone, her skirt, that same skirt she now unzipped herself and allowed it to drop to the floor around her feet. She stepped out of the pile, and began to slide down her pink untorn panties as well.
"Now the blouse and the bra." I ordered. I was still in control here. Perhaps she still needed that, being told to do it was at least easing her conscious. She wasn't being forced to do anything, but she also knew this moment would somehow end if she didn't go along with it either, so in a way, she was still being forced against her will, and that thought won out. I sensed it, felt it, and knew I'd been given the leeway to write the new dialogue here.
Ginger was nude now. Still standing above me looking down. I continued stroking my cock, looking at her, watching her.
"Touch yourself." I told her.
"I can't!" She half moaned aloud.
Once again I rose up as though to leave. I projected the thought towards her that I would too. It seemed to work; at least that thought went against what it was that she really wanted away.
"Ok. Ok!" She managed to say. Her hand dipped between her legs, but hardly moved.
"You know what I mean, you know what I told you to do Ginger. You've seen me do it, now it's my turn to watch you do it. Now!"
Only then did her fingers truly begin to pleasure herself. I watched as she began to slide them easily, quite easily actually, inside her very wet slit. She even cupped one of her own breasts without being asked or directed to. I watched as she thumbed her fat stiff nipple. Watched as it hardened and puckered up the dark area of her areola.
"That's it. That looks good Ginger, keep playing with yourself for me. Tease yourself the way you've teased me, pleasure yourself to orgasm, or nearly, and tell me before you do though!"
She did as I'd asked her. She twirled her clitoris, actually bending slightly at the knee in order to gain better access to herself, resting one hand on the arm of the couch, she inserted first one, and then eventually two fingers, I watched her sliding them in and out of her pussy, stopping occasionally to softly thumb and stroke her clitoris in-between times.
"I'm gonna cum." She announced after a time.
"Stop then!" I commanded her.
"What? No....please." She begged me. She was so close to orgasm, close enough that even I could feel her teetering on the edge of it.
"Come here!" I demanded of her once again. And she opened her eyes, almost floating over to me, and if she'd realized it, she had.
"Suck it. Ginger. Kneel down by the couch and suck my cock!"
I proffered it up to her, and she took it in her hand, and then guided it into her mouth. I reached down between her legs, felt her wetness, and impaled her with my finger.
"Don't you dare cum!" I warned her, but continued to finger fuck her pussy as though I had every intention of making her cum regardless of what I had said.
She began sucking my cock with an urgency borne of need, and not my need, but hers.
Her lips sucked, her mouth suctioned and drew me inside her, she languished the feel of my prick inside her mouth, tickled and licked the head of my cock with her tongue, swirling it around and over it. The memory of my prick, now more firmly encompassed in her thoughts.
"You'd like to cum fucking it wouldn't you?" I asked.
"Oh god yes!" She breathed around my cock saying.
"Then come up here and sit on it then."
She moved without being asked to. I felt her slip her cunt over the top of my cock, it slid into her easily and so smoothly that even she didn't realize that it had until I was inside her, fully and deeply so.
Reaching up, I captured both breasts in my hands, thumbed and toyed with her nipples while she began a nice slow arithmetic rocking motion against me. I felt her cunt nearly reach the point where my cock might actually slip out, and then she would slam herself back down once again until our flesh slapped together, until she felt my prick filling her entirely and banging against the entrance to her womb. Over and over we fucked in this way, in this fashion until the juices were streaming down between her legs soaking us both.
"Oh Greg...fill me please with your cum, fill me until its pouring out of me as well!"
One thing about dreams I really liked too, was you could cum in them as much as you wanted to, as much as you could handle anyway. And the amount of juice, cream, spunk, squirt...whatever you wanted to call it was entirely up to the mood of the individual. She wanted to feel a river of cum filling her, and a river she got. The spurts I ejaculated were hard felt, they filled her completely and with such force that it triggered a series of multiple orgasms for her. She continued fucking me, but now the creamy white nectar was being forced from within the depths of her cunt. There was no longer any room for both it as well as my cock, so that with each continued lunge inside her even more cum was being forced to evacuate itself from her pussy. The frothy, swish-sloppy sounds that emanated from inside her cunt were heightening the sounds of her orgasm in ever widening expanse of her senses. I watched her eyelids fluttering then, and by experience knew she was on the edge of her bubble, knew that it was about to pop, and that in seconds from now she would no doubt awaken to a very wet sloppy cum-soaked pussy.
"Next time....." I whispered. Think of The Sandman, think of me, and whatever you want to do, or have done to you, and I will be here.......just call my name, I am......"
"The Sandman".......she finished. The last word spoken still vibrating off the tip of her tongue having spoken it as Ginger opened her eyes; alert now and aware that it was indeed morning. Her husband lying beside her still asleep, she reached down, her panties soaked, her cunt still quivering from the fresh orgasm she'd just experienced.
"Honey? You awake?" She asked her husband. And she reached over towards him then.
Shelly. Now that was (and is) an interesting experience. Again, though I had certainly learned much in my Dream-Walking, I had only really explored the tip of the proverbial ice-burg. I was drifting around in the void, having already popped in on a few erotic little dreams. One or two young men having their first true-wet dreams, it was always interesting to see what it was that inspired those. People would be surprised I suppose, a lot of misconceptions for some, certainly a lot of very naughty thoughts about people that young boys would never ever admit to having had impure thoughts about, that's for sure. But anyway, it was during this particular trip that I ventured into one of Shelly's dreams. And I was glad long afterwards that I had, as it gave me insight into areas that I would have never thought possible or ever really considered before.
I had by now been able to easily distinguish between the dreams of men or women. When men dreamt, especially erotic dreams, the color of their translucent little bubbles took on a sheen of deep rich, nearly blood red purple. When a woman had a particularly erotic dream, it was more of a dark violet color, each one having an obvious difference, with variations on the color in-between, entirely dependant of course as to the extent or the eroticism of the dream.



So it was, when I first encountered Shelly, that this was amongst the darkest deepest colorations of violet purple that I'd ever seen. She was just lighting a single candle, which had been placed in the middle of an intimately set dinner table. By the furnishings, which decorated, the room, I immediately knew this was a cabin. There was a chill in the air near the window caused by an obvious draft, snow was blowing outside though it wasn't a blizzard blowing outside by any means, just a constant light snowfall. Even this was interesting to me, because in my time, when I awoke it was a hundred plus degrees in the middle of August. So thus I learned, time as well as seasons didn't matter here either.
A nice warm fire had been set in the hearth along one wall, which nearly filled it. Open as it was, meant for cooking as well as for warmth, it was an older styled cabin, and had obviously been around for years. Or perhaps, in Shelly's mind it had been anyway, there was really know way of knowing for sure.
I stood quietly in a small alcove just a short distance away from where I'd been when I first stuck my head inside her dream. Again, just an abstract thought perhaps at first, certainly nothing to dwell on or think about too seriously. I was able to easily slip over out of sight, out of mind as it were, and await the arrival of the man I expected to walk inside the cabin at any moment.
Whatever it was that was brewing here was anticipated as something hopefully special and very sensual indeed. I got a strong sense of expectancy, a little bit if nervousness and trepidation, and a lot of lust-filled hope that seemed to permeate my senses. This might be one of the few that I would merely watch as opposed to taking over and joining in. Quite often that's all I really did. Only rarely did I actively participate, unless I saw or felt something that seemed uniquely different or somehow abstract to me. In those cases, I did enjoy a more personal involvement, especially if I could learn or experience something I had never done before. But I felt nothing of that here, and determined that it was simply going to be a very erotic evening spent together between a man and a woman. By the intense coloration of the dream, Shelly's desires were already at a peak level, which promised if nothing else to be very erotic to watch.
She glanced up expectantly, already I had a sense of someone approaching, and I watched her as she peered out the window watching the snowfall. Shelly was a mature older woman, who certainly looked years younger than her actual age. Her breasts were well rounded and full, and I was already anticipating with a great deal of delight, the moment when I would soon be able to see them for myself.
The door began to open then, and along with it a cold rush of air sweeping in a flurry of snow behind the guy as he came into the room. He stamped his feet down on a mat near the door, shaking off the excess snow from his boots in the process, and removed his hooded parka shaking it off as well.
Imagine my surprise. He was a she. And stood their smiling at the older woman with a lusty expression of her own.
"Shelly, I'm so sorry for being late. I should have left home sooner, but trying to convince my husband that I would be perfectly safe out here in this weather wasn't easy. He almost insisted on driving me up here, but I finally managed to convince him to let me come."
I stood listening, almost making up my mind to leave, as this was not at all what I had expected to find, and then just as quickly changed my mind completely. Was it even possible? I'd never even thought about doing "this". But this was Shelly's dream after all, so though she was the one controlling it, and though the other woman was no more real a thought to her than I was, I decided to see what involving myself in this one would be like. I studied the younger woman; she was perhaps twenty years, though no more than that younger than Shelly. Whatever relationship was going on, or perhaps had at one time gone on, seemed to be what Shelly was trying to recapture here in this moment of time, in this dream. And I was fascinated.
I waited until the opportunity presented itself, and as Shelly turned to begin pouring the wine, I immediately moved in and became....Debra. Almost immediately, I got a feeling that there had been a moment many years ago perhaps, when intimacy had nearly, though not quite happened between them. For whatever reason, it hadn't occurred. I got a feeling of mutual long felt desire between the two of them, but also a feeling or circumstance which had not quite allowed it to actually happen. Shelly then was dreaming about that lost possibility, that moment that had never come, but one in which she had obviously considered, though never actually going through with it herself. I sensed as well that Debra had no idea. Though the mutual attraction had been there, it was now becoming clear to me that neither one had explored that possibility, had never even discussed it with any degree of clarity, sometimes joking around, hinting, but for the most part, glossing over their mutual desires for one another.
And then the next thing that hit me of course, was that I was now a woman. And that was the strangest experience ever. I was suddenly filled with a whole different set of emotions, thoughts, feelings as well as a deeper understanding towards other women, any woman for that matter, that I'd ever had before.
"Are you ok?" Shelly asked me. "You seem distant, perhaps different somehow."
Perhaps being a man in a woman's body wasn't going to be half as easy as I'd hoped it might be. Worse in fact. I mean I felt like a woman in some ways, even had a distinct impression of the more obvious differences, but mentally, I was still thinking as me, as a man...or was I?
"Oh I'm fine." I responded. "I guess it was just a long day for me, longer drive in the snow of course." And then I felt and knew my next several lines as they too had been scripted out for me ahead of time.
"I wasn't even sure you'd still come. Especially when the snow started falling."
"Well when I talked to you on the phone yesterday, you told me then that you needed to see me, that there was something important you felt like you needed to discuss with me. We've been friends far too long to let a little snow stop me you know." All this I said knowing it was apart of wherever it was this was all going. But I was curious now, growing a little excited in the process as well. But not excited in the way that I would expect to be getting by now, and that was interesting too. My breasts hurt, specifically my nipples. And whether or not that was from the cold or the excitement of what I was beginning to feel, I still wasn't sure about one way or the other.
We sat down across from one another then, finished the light perfect dinner that Shelly had prepared, and enjoyed several glasses of wine in the process. We chatted about special moments we'd both shared and experienced together, relieving each one, laughing about those times, and sharing the intimate moments we'd experienced with one another. And there had been moments of intimacy, or near intimacy anyway. Rubbing one another at the beach with lotion, watching the men passing by gawking at us, as we lay topless, completely uncaring that our breasts were in full view. I was reminded how Shelly's touch upon my breasts had felt like when she had applied sun block on them. How my nipples had hardened at her touch, and how I had almost told her then how I wanted her to do more than that to me...later. But then never did, lacking the courage to have done so.
Interesting.........
This was the scene that Shelly was wondering if I'd be able, willing actually to play. Little did she know of course.
"Actually......." I began. This part was unscripted so far, and I knew wasn't exactly the way that Shelly might have envisioned things to go. But I was way past curious now, and wanted to be with her as much as she wanted to be with me, even if I wasn't entirely the woman she thought I was. ".....There is something I have been wanting to talk to you about too!" I said.
I knew it wasn't exactly following along the same lines, same dialogue as she had imagined it would go, but it was still running off in the same general direction, so her response wasn't too different than the one she'd already prepared in her own mind several times already, in any eventuality as the fantasy progressed, or didn't progress. I'd already gathered that much up as well.
Shelly looked at me then with urgently beckoning eyes. "Yes? What is it Debra. Tell me?"
"Do you remember that time when we'd gone on that trip together, the four of us, to Napa Valley to go wine tasting?"
"How can I forget?" Shelly laughed. "I think we drank more wine over those few days than I'd ever had before in my entire life."
I laughed too, remembering. "Yes, we did, didn't we?" I answered. "And how you and I had gotten so drunk, we'd collapsed down in the bed together, and how our husbands couldn't rouse us enough, actually me enough to even go over to my own room?"
Shelly was shaking her head in agreement now, remembering. Surprised perhaps that she was remembering because this recollection hadn't been one of the primary memories she'd anticipated bringing up again. And of course, I was winging a few things now, simply drawing off of her thoughts, of her past recollections, and gleaned from that what I considered to be a fairly accurate guess as to what could have, perhaps should have happened and never really did.
"I remember your waking up in the middle of the night, but instead of your husband laying next to you in bed, I was. But you didn't really know it then of course, you figured that I had gone back to my own room with David, but in fact, I was actually laying in bed, next to you."
"Yes...." Shelly remembered. And she was now remembering that too, and I drew from that, recalling her thoughts and memories just before she did so that I could use them to construct and repaint the picture in the direction I was now heading.
"And you remember, I always sleep in the nude, so had at one point removed my clothes,
even drunk as I was, or may have been, I have still never been able to sleep in anything, so having taken them off........."
"And that is when I leaned over, thinking you were Jim, and put my hand on your crotch, expecting to find him...."
"Yes." I added laughing. "And put your hand on my pussy instead."
"You told me later how surprised you were of course, feeling around there in the dark, and realizing it was me, and not Jim that was lying there in bed next to you."
"Yes...I remember all that, but what's the point?" Shelly said, still going along, still sharing the past with me, but wondering where all this was leading too nevertheless.
"What you never did share with me, is how your hand stayed where it was for a very long time........"
"How could you know that? You were asleep!"
"No. I woke the moment you first touched me. I just lay there, hoping, waiting for you to do more. But you never did."
"I didn't dare."
"I wasn't sure either." I responded then. "But I am now. Isn't that why you asked me here? To tell me you wanted to be with me as badly as I had wanted to be with you? We've both been curious about it, admit it. We've even joked around about it; we even masturbated while sharing a room on another trip, and then told one another we had. We've been sending each other signals for years that there was a desire there, but we never acted on it. Until now anyway."
I stood up from the table then, moved towards Shelly and kissed her. At the same time I lovingly caressed those magnificent breasts of hers, fondled them and felt her nipples harden and begin to press against the palms of my hands. Shelly then reached up, lightly cupped mine as well and gave them an affectionate loving squeeze.
"Make love to me." I urged her, and led her over to the small single bed in the room. We undressed one another then, slowly delighting in every square inch of flesh that we revealed to one another. When at last we were both undressed, lying naked in one another's arms, I felt her lips begin to kiss me with feathery soft kisses that tickled and pleasured me simultaneously. When she finally reached my breasts, and licked, kissed and sucked them, I felt a thousand tiny pinpricks of pure sensual delight race up and down my spine.
"Hmmm now this really is interesting." I thought quietly to myself, outside myself. I had certainly enjoyed having my own nipples played with, but it was never anything like this. A woman's nipples were far more sensitive, the nerve endings somehow directly 'tuned-in' to the highly aroused area between my legs. It was certainly a far different sensation than anything I had ever experienced before... that was for sure!
I selfishly allowed her to enjoy herself on my breasts. The sensation was pure eroticism, having breasts in the first place was one thing anyway, having them licked, sucked and kissed was something else.
I moved atop her then, suckled at her own magnificent tits, I wasn't about to pass that up either. But it was the sensation of my extremely wet cunt, pressed against hers that caught me by surprise; it was so smooth, so slippery, so incredibly delicious feeling. My own labia were dripping with dew that had coated and covered the outer lips of my cunt. It intermingled with Shelly's as we pressed up against one another. In a way that I could not fully comprehend, it was like kissing her. It wasn't cunt to cunt now, or even pussy-to-pussy, it was in the purest form of the word, lips to lips, kissing, sucking at one another hungrily, kissing. And we kissed then with our mouths as well, and I kissed her as a woman, as well as a man perhaps, but as a woman mostly. Because I was kissing her as a woman in another way then too, and in a way that only a woman could kiss, or be kissed.
"I need to taste you." Shelly whispered to me after a time. "I've wanted to do that to you, with you, for you for years."
I was so excited I nearly bent over double in order to accommodate her as quickly as possible. "Oh god yes. Hurry please hurry!" I lay beneath her then, spreading myself opening myself to her, exposing my clitoris....
Interesting..........Damn that was nice. Really nice. As I felt Shelly's tongue glide up and down my wet glistening slit, I felt sensations not too unlike having my own shaft licked and tickled, but perhaps a little more intensely felt. Maybe it was having a cock that was mostly exposed that had desensitized it a little bit, I loved the way a woman's tongue felt slithering up and down my shaft of course, but it felt nothing like it was feeling now, it was like my lips, my pussy lips were my balls or something, it was sort of weird putting things in that kind of perspective, but it was the only way I could even begin to associate the similarities with.
I had positioned myself then so that I could also enjoy Shelly's sweet tasting pussy too. We languidly lay together, hands continually caressing, touching, exploring. Tongues twirling, lapping, licking, mouths that kissed, sucked. We explored one another in everyway possible, I marveled at the size of her clitoris, took delight in the way it looked, in the way it felt to me, the near pearl dropped shape, the shiny pink surface of her nubbin which I lapped at, tickle-licked and softly caressed with my finger tip. As likewise she did to me.
Maybe this never would happen. But it was happening now. And I was determined to pleasure her in everyway possible so that even in the morning when she awoke, she would wonder, for a time maybe, for a very long time perhaps, that it had happened, in someway, somehow.
I felt her juices flow, I lapped at them strove for them in fact, delirious with the precious nectar of her femininity as I devoured her fully. And felt my own sweet juices flowing too. I reveled in it, for it was like a tidal wave of pure unexplained ecstasy. It wasn't the near harsh too quickly felt, too quickly gone powerful explosions I felt as a man, but an on-rolling, all encompassing quivering all consuming sweet scented expulsion. My own pussy contracting, and taking with it immeasurable pleasures that swept me away into places I had not known existed.
So sweet was this....that I felt myself shimmering away into nothingness. And knew in that second of time that I was returning back to my male form. A form that Shelly would soon find laying beside her, atop her instead of the woman she'd though, imagined, and fantasized her self to be with. In a near panic, I looked down, but she too was shimmering away, out of the world of dreams, gone long before I would be in fact. And I breathed with a simple sigh of relief as her bubble popped then, and as I once again found myself standing out in the infinite blackness of the void.
How fascinating had that been, how incredibly erotic. It would not soon be something I would be able to forget. And I would visit Shelly again too. And hope that she would have other dreams of Debra, or other women even. And looked forward to those, and more. But I found myself hoping too, to love her as a man would as well. Yes. I'd definitely make a point of visiting with her often. As often as it was possible to do so.
Perhaps it was that experience as a woman that opened up the possibilities to me. Things I had not considered, certainly hadn't contemplated up until now anyway. But as I Dream-Walked, shared both women, and now sometimes men's dreams as well, I began to enjoy the wide variety of pleasures that awaited me there. I opened up myself to learning and experiencing the joy in others, and wherever I could, enhancing that joy, or turning around someone's fallen-short dream desires, to escalate them beyond the level that they were allowing themselves to experience or to enjoy.
I was Dream Walking one evening, when I came across a man who as I mentioned earlier, had an incredibly deep rich looking hue to his particular bubble. Whatever was going on had to be incredibly erotic, and I was definitely in one of those moods as well. I entered his dream, and things already seemed to be well under way with him, and so I decided to position myself somewhere as an afterthought away in a corner.
He had two women with him. A first for me, for I had not as yet encountered someone's dream where there was actually more than one other individual involved. "No wonder his sphere was so dark." I mused to myself quietly.
All three were in bed, and had been touching and preliminarily playing with one another so far, so nothing much as yet had happened. I was glad for that, as it would have been like entering in the middle of a movie, with no way to see it again from the beginning.
The women were as different as night and day. I quickly learned as I watched and enjoyed, that the younger of the two was named Leslie, with short cropped blonde colored hair, and a body that oozed sensuality and delight. The other woman with her, I soon learned was named Cindy, and was a voluptuously built woman, and the wife of the man they were both in bed with. Cindy had dark auburn colored hair that was long, thick and full. She had full rich breasts as well, and dark chocolate colored areolas. Leslie's were a light tan, near pinkish color, and they contrasted well together as both women lay kissing and occasionally teasing one another as well as the man.
I had not intended to do anything but watch, but it clearly became evident that the "wife" was not as enthusiastic about mixing it up with the other two, and this then would become a less than perfect situation to simply sit back and enjoy watching. I am sure that a part of it was the man's feelings or senses about his own wife, that she might naturally react in this way, but I also felt it would detract from pure pleasured possibilities. And...as I had already had some limited experience, albeit very limited experience as a woman, I quickly enjoined myself to the woman named Cindy.



Almost immediately Brad, the man's who's name I now knew, had the desire to see his wife, and Leslie enjoy a little sixty-nine with one another while he watched. I was certainly all for that, looking forward in fact to licking and tasting Leslie's sweet bare-shaven pussy. We soon positioned ourselves in such a fashion that I was on the bottom, and she on top. I licked, tickled and kissed her sweet smelling cunt, and felt her doing the same to mine. Once again, those delicious sensations of even having a pussy, let alone having it licked was soon driving me into unimaginable heights of ecstasy and delight. I was in fact so engrossed in this erotic pleasure, licking her, being licked by her, that I had not felt nor seen Brad get off the bed and move around towards the end. He easily managed to walk up and stand behind Leslie, slipping his cock suddenly inside her.
I was tonguing her, lapping at her tender little clitty when I felt the pressure, and substance of his prick sliding inside her. It stunned me momentarily; I had not actually counted on this, my head swimming with mixed emotions, but thoroughly enjoying the way that Leslie's tongue was pleasuring me, I wasn't about to jump up and vacate my spot either.
"Ahhh. That feels so good." Brad moaned as he slid in and out of Leslie's hot dripping pussy.
"Hmmm. Why don't you try licking his cock Cindy while he's fucking me with it?" Leslie moaned into my cunt.
How could I say no?
Tentatively I felt his organ as it slipped in, and then out of her. It was covered with her juices, and I liked that. I used my tongue then to tickle him as he fucked slowly inside her, then licked and nipped specifically at her clit as he held himself there, pulsating and enjoying the feel of her as I was.
With one hand, I reached down to cup one of her wonderfully free-swaying breasts. I fingered the nipple, delighted with the texture of it, the hard protruding nub rolling around between my fingers. My other hand, now reaching up and cupping Brad's ball-sack, I gently explored it, compared it to some extent with my own, though I no longer felt them of course, so for me this was an added and new adventure as well.
We soon after exchanged places then, and to my delight, surprise, and wonder, felt Brad place the tip of his blood engorged cock at the entrance of my cunt, and felt him slowly fill me with his hardness and strength. Leslie was now licking my clit from below, just as I had been doing to them, and licked and sucked Brad's prick as he skewered me from behind with long forceful strokes that filled me with his stiff powerful cock. I was in heaven, and enjoying this multitude of never experienced before sensations.
"Suck me...both of you, suck me off now."
"Come on Cindy...." Leslie coaxed me. "Lets lick some dick."
Ok...it was a little stranger for me than I had anticipated. But Leslie and I were soon sharing Brad's cock together, tonguing it, and licking up and down his purple-veined penis. His spongy-like cock head was mushroom shaped and seemed to pulsate as we licked, nipped and sucked him. It certainly helped that Leslie continued to finger-fuck my own dripping pussy as well from beneath, and I took what ever opportunity between us I had to play with Leslie's pussy as well, taking turns to suck-jack Brad off, as well as finger-fuck Leslie's extremely slippery cunt.
Brad soon groaned, and a great gushing geyser of his spunk was soon spilling out the head of his dick, it flew from the tip of his prick in long ribbons of white creamy nectar,
Leslie grabbed for it, sucking it, and devouring a goodly portion of her spunk before handing it back over to me. Likewise, I took him in, sucked, swallowed, and pleasured him as best I could as well, after all this was his dream, and he had every right to enjoy it to the fullest.
Unfortunately, it was his dream. Not mine...not even Leslies. And I realized in moments that all would shimmer away into nothingness.
But I also knew now that I would find Leslie, the real Leslie. And I would come to visit her in the middle of the night, next time of course as the Sandman.
And so it was that I became a Dream Walker, The Sandman. So as you lie dreaming in the night, and as erotica becomes pleasure, know that I am with you, watching perhaps even joining you in someway. And anytime you need me, or want me, I will come to you, I will be there. Just call me out, and wait for me.
For I shall always be, and forever will remain.
The Sandman
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We'd only been married a short time, though we'd each been married before. And we'd made a promise to one another, both having suffered through the pains of rejection. Simply put, life was too short not to explore and enjoy our hearts desires.
I had told Carol early on that regardless of whatever fantasies she might have, I would do my level best to see that each and every one of them was fulfilled. Similarly, she had made that same promise to me.
It had started out as nothing more than a suggestion, but we both thought it might be fun to see where it led, see how it went. And if we held to our promises, then we both felt it would keep that fire, that passion we'd so missed knowing and having alive.
"So baby, what do you think?" she'd asked.
"I like it," I told her. "But it will only work if we both commit to doing it," I explained.
"I will if you will," she purred suggestively. I was already becoming aroused at just the thought of doing this before we'd even begun.
"Ok, the blue slips are for you, the pink one's for me."
"Naturally', I laughed taking the five neatly cut squares of paper Carol had made for me as she took five of the pink one's for herself.
"Ron?"
"Yeah?"
"Not that you need any help doing this, but maybe we should fill them out naked, if we're even more aroused, excited as we do this, then perhaps we'll be more open and honest about what we put down."
I liked her idea.
There were few rules, though there were some. We'd discussed these before hand, agreeing to honor them, otherwise we both knew this would fail. There would always be five slips of paper in the jar from each of us. If one was drawn, another must be written to replace it. Another being that we must both draw at least once a month, though frequency wasn't an issue, something which had both made us smile and laugh wickedly.
Like kids anxious for presents, we pondered the concept of secret pleasures being shared. But the biggest rule perhaps, was in agreeing sometimes a fantasy was just that. A fantasy.
We agreed to be open enough, if indeed we were bold enough, to put our most secret desires on paper. It didn't mean they would ever be realized. It was a built-in failsafe perhaps, just because Carol or I had a desire or wish, didn't mean it would be the others. Nor that it would ever be fulfilled. It might in fact remain forever within the realm of our "fantasy jar" as we now called it. But it was also to be understood, don't put in the jar what you don't want to happen either.
Seeing her write, watching her nipples harden with obvious excitement as she did was a bit of a 'mini' fantasy itself. I enjoyed it whenever I could convince her to simply stay naked, even doing mundane chores around the house, and though she looked upon herself with imperfections, I saw none of those. Seeing only the beauty and allure that had caused me to offer her my heart and soul in the first place.
"What are you doing?" she asked taking notice of me as I sat staring at her. "I thought you'd have all of yours written by now," she said with a flush growing within her cheeks.
I laughed. She was obviously aroused, whatever she had written, regardless of how simple, or perhaps how detailed her desires might be. The fact she was so willing to write them, in order to share them was a luxury I was enjoying and seeing.
"I'm still thinking," I offered lamely, as though I didn't already have a head filled with naughty little desires.
"Yeah right," she grinned back. "Come on," she coaxed anxiously, "We agreed Ron, we'd give this a try."
I wasn't having a problem with that, I had already made a promise to myself, no matter what she had written, no matter her desires, how silly, how 'out-there' or even how decadent they might be. I had vowed to myself, and silently to her, I would indeed fulfill each and every one.
Having said that to myself, I finally put pen to paper and began to share with her, even if it wasn't to be known immediately my hearts most wicked thoughts.
#
We'd drawn cards to see who would go first, a precautionary measure from springing any planned surprises simultaneously, though the odds of that remote. Remaining flexible as well, swapping turns as it were should the circumstance or opportunity to do something thus taking precedence.
I had drawn her first slip, enjoying the curious look, which came into her eyes as I read it silently to myself. And though she knew it to be one of five that she had written, the secret of which remained with me as I digested her desire, already formulating its completion within my mind. I was grinning too. "This is going to be fun," was all I said, as she grinned back, reaching into the jar.
Her first had been simple, perhaps a way of easing into the game. But it was never-the-less a fantasy, and I had every intention of ensuring it lived up to her every desire.
#
It couldn't have been more perfect as it turned out, both unexpected, as well as perfectly timed. Carol had come home from work, an unusually busy day where she'd spent the better part of it on her feet. And, it had been a longer day than usual as well. I'd arrived home well before hand, the brief call she had made telling me she'd be home later than usual giving me the time and opportunity I needed to put things into motion.
Her first "fantasy" written into few words simply indicated, she wished to be pampered, taken care of, and pleasured. Sure...perhaps it left a lot of wiggle-room. I could have taken license with it perhaps as well, but written as simply as it had been, so did I believe a simple response to be the correct one as well.
She looked tired upon arriving home, and though giving me an affectionate greeting and kiss, headed upstairs almost immediately after to change. I followed. Slipping off her shoes, she turned seeing me standing beside her even as she reached to begin unbuttoning her blouse.
"Let me," I said simply replacing her hands with my own.
"I need to shower," she responded. It was a polite way of letting me know if I wanted to...she would. But also that she needed some time, some time to gather herself. Time to relax if indeed there was to be any intimacy between us.
I said nothing, only smiling as I continued to unbutton her blouse, slipping it off her as she then automatically reached behind to remove her brassiere. "No," I said softly. "Let me."
Again she acquiesced to my request, finally smiling, though again more politely than annoyed. She was never annoyed with my attentions, never that. But tired was tired, and that she told me in her simple look as she gave into my request.
I removed her bra. Then lowered my hand to unzip her skirt, turning it, then watching it fall around her feet as she stepped from it, once again her hands automatically reaching for the black satin panties she wore. My hands again replaced hers, wordlessly this time as she allowed me to pull them down, once again stepping out of them as she placed her hand upon my back for support. "Just give me a few," she spoke softly. That need to relax so clearly etched within her face, the tone of her words, though the promise of 'coming around' when she had spoken being given within the same phrase.
Carol headed for the bathroom, and once again I followed. This time she shot me a brief though annoyed look. "I have to pee," I explained giving reason.
Carol's hand reached the door opening it, as she stepped into a whole new world.
It was already lit with at least two-dozen softly burning candles. The bath still exquisitely hot as I'd gauged her arrival perfectly. She turned smiling even as I crossed the room to press play on the CD player, filling the room suddenly with the sounds of soothing soft music. Beside her, the bath steamed with pyramids of bubbles still waiting. Gingerly, she slipped one foot into the near scalding hot water, allowing herself to adjust to it, beaming now as she turned, grinning.
"God I love you!" she stated, her look now not quite so tired, certainly far from annoyed.
Easing herself into the hot tub, she pulled the bubbles towards her like a comforting blanket, leaning back to relax as I joined her there, sitting casually on the toilet seat as I poured her a glass of wine.
I saw the exhaustion slowly vaporize away. The smile still spread across her face as she soaked, the bubbles playing peek-a-boob with her breasts. We sat for a time unspeaking, her eyes closed as the weariness finally soaked away. After a time, she sat up her hand reaching for the washcloth.
"Uh, uh," I told her. "That's my job." I began to wash her back, soaping her first, massaging her neck and shoulders, rinsing, and then washing again. She leaned back, once again eyes closing as I began washing her feet, her legs, repeating the process over and over again though the effort certainly not needed for she was already squeaky clean merely from her soak. I ran the bar of soap now up between her legs, still watching her face, her eyes still closed in rapturous repose. Felt her spreading them slightly beneath the layer of snow-like white that yet hid her womanly treasures.
Though it was the bar of soap itself that first caressed, teased, sliding smoothly and easily up the openly displayed folds of her slit, it was my finger delicately probing as the soap now floated away which caused her to moan expectantly.
I now teased the tip of her clit with my finger, feeling her squirm. As she did, I watched the now rapidly flattening bubbles separate like breaking glaciers upon the high-seas as the furrow of her luscious femininity now came into view, the sight of my hand moments ago hidden beneath the surface, now erotically revealed as I continued to probe, stroking, even allowing my finger to trace an intricate pattern further downwards until coaxing, easing, and then sliding in... nearly as easily into the opening of her more than relaxed ass. "Oh fuck," she purred soothingly. It wasn't an urgent statement, but a very 'caught by surprised' relaxed one. I allowed my finger to wiggle in even further before introducing still yet another into her more than liquid quim.
There was no urgency to any of that either. Sitting on the edge of the tub though balancing somewhat precariously, I leaned over kissing her, the heat from her lips permeating the slightly cooler temperature of my own. It created an interesting sensation as cool met hot, her tongue flicking out to dance with my own as my fingers continued their slow agonizing assault of both pussy and ass. Though her body urged, coaxing if not imploring me to quicken my stroke, I refrained from doing so. Maintaining the same slow torturous caress that I'd begun with. As hoped and expected, I soon after felt her begin to tense, but not in of course in a bad way, but tense with hovering expectation as she lingered breathlessly on the precipice of orgasmic bliss. And still I continued to slow finger-fuck her, even as she began raising her pelvis upwards, the water now churning, beginning to slap playfully against the sides of the tub.
"Fuck...oh fuck Ron harder! Harder!" she begged. And still I did not. Still I continued that slow in and out motion of fingers, 'twiddling' them briefly as I probed before withdrawing, just as slowly, yet just as caressingly as when entering.
"Oh baby...oh baby!" she wailed suddenly, then came in a shuddering convulsion of such pleasure that the water appeared to be boiling.
Though the water had cooled considerably, and the once mountainous array of bubbles had now turned into spent remnants of wispy feather-like streamers floating atop the water, Carol remained soaking, still recovering from what had turned out to be one of the most powerful climaxes I'd ever seen her have.
"Be right back," I half-whispered barely shaking her from her revelry. "Don't go anywhere." It was a compliment as I hurriedly left that she didn't even bother to answer.
A precious few minutes later I returned, the terry cloth robe that I held still warm from the dryer. "Ready to get out?" I asked helping her up onto still as yet unsteady feet as she stood, slipping into the luxuriously warm robe. "And dinner is ready, whenever you are. I hope you're hungry," I said pridefully having made one of her favorite dinners.
I felt the exploratory caress of her hand as it slipped almost casually down the front of my shorts. "I hope it's something that can be reheated," she said nipping at my chest, her hands now busily engaged with my rapidly hardening cock. "Because right now baby, I'm hungry for something else!"
The reward of giving Carol the first of her fantasies went well beyond my own expectations. Soon after I lay in the twilight of unimaginable pleasure as her tongue, lips and mouth drove me to, and then beyond heights I had ever previously known.
# It had been a day of errands and shopping. Not that I minded doing that, because I didn't. I enjoyed spending time, just being with Carol. And, she had a way of turning the mundane into something very, very special.
We'd nearly completed getting and doing everything we'd planned. The last stop, picking up a new DVD release for a movie we'd both been wanting to see. I was looking forward to an evening of entertainment, and popcorn. Although busy as was the case most weekends, I spotted someone pulling out just up a head much closer to the doors.
"No! Pull in over there!" Carol pointed all but grabbing the wheel. Half startled, I immediately cranked on the wheel parking the Jeep where she'd indicated. I thought perhaps she had spotted someone she didn't want seeing her by the way she'd reacted. That was...until she grinned, reaching down already beginning to lift the tee shirt she'd been wearing over her head. "Surprise!" she smiled wickedly as the twin spheres of my own lusty desires spilled into view. And though my prick almost immediately took notice and began to grow, I couldn't help but look around a bit nervously.
"Right here?"
"Right now!" she said matter of factly with absolute determination.
"Fuck!" I grinned glancing about me like weather radar suddenly gone wild.
Like a Banshee in heat, Carol tore at my belt, unzipping my fly. I would have been content to merely allow my cock to come free. But no, she wanted, needed more than that. As had I when I had first shared with her this very thought.
"Take them off!" she ordered, which I did. Now sitting with nothing on but a tank top, Carol leaned over a bit awkwardly perhaps, as her large magnificent breasts fought briefly with the gearshift as she sought for my straining cock with her mouth. I was looking everywhere at once, like some sort of cock-eyed Helia Monster.
Somewhat relieved, I noticed that there were several open spots between the Jeep and any other vehicle. As Carol drew my cock deeply within her talented mouth, I allowed my hands to roam freely cross the surface of those wonderfully smooth soft breasts. The hardness of her nipples pressing against the palm of my hand, my fingers soon rolling her right one as she bent, enjoying the thrill of doing so while she slowly gobbled the length of my shaft up and down.
I'd fought to keep my eyes open, somewhat startled to see another car pull in, though not directly adjacent to ours, only one parking spot away. I quickly glanced to ensure the top of Carol's head wasn't making a brief but frequent appearance over the edge of the doorframe, glancing back towards the new arrivals as a young mother and daughter stepped from their car. Sheepishly I sat staring at her, which she noticed. Unsure of what to do if anything, the grin I new that appeared on my face had to have looked bizarre to say the least. All I could think of to do was wave as though I knew them. I was a bit surprised when the young daughter waved back, smiling, even as her mother quickly took her arm jerking her in the opposite direction heading towards the store, though not before throwing me a less than friendly smile.
All I could do was sit there and grin. Carol was driving me insane with this exquisitely torturous blowjob, not to mention the feel of those luscious full breasts filling my hand.
I came thunderously. And by that, I mean I groaned loudly, windows down, pleasure coursing through my ejaculating prick into Carol's greedily sucking mouth. Even so, there was almost too much for her to take, near choking as she fought to swallow a great deal of it, finally sitting up knowing full well my decadent naughty side of wanting to see that white frothy cum filling her mouth. She smiled, and as she did two twin rivers of semen cascaded like summer falls from the corners of her mouth. It was the most erotic sight I had ever seen. I wanted to ball my fists, pound my chest, and in my best Cave-Man like voice, yell out "See cum! Me cum! See cum inside her mouth! Woo Woo me cum lots!"
Yeah, the beastly side had been released for a moment, and it took a good few seconds to reel the idiot back in.
Once I had done so, recollected myself, I watched somewhat disappointedly as Carol once again tucked away her luscious ta-ta's. "Hey honey?" I questioned then continued. "Ah...as much as I love the look of a pearl necklace on you, you might want to fix that before we go inside."
Carol pulled down the mirror on the visor above her for a quick 'look-see' then laughed. It wasn't exactly a 'pearl necklace' per-say, more like a single pearl solitaire, albeit a rather large one however. Pooled perfectly between the gentle slopes of her breasts stood a droplet of semen, happily clinging to her breasts as though in some attempt to hide its purpose and reason for being there. I expected Carol to wipe the remnants of my orgasm away, perhaps even lick it off her finger in doing so. Instead, she merely grinned stepping out of the Jeep.
"Coming? Oh...that's right, you already did!" she giggled, then stood waiting for me to join her.
"You're kidding me!" I said slightly stunned. "You're really going in there with that cum stuck between your breasts?"
"Ah huh!"
"What if someone sees it?" I asked her.
"So?"
"So!" "So, so what? What are they going to do? Come up to me? Hey lady, did you know you have cum stuck between your tits? Why yes, yes I do thank you. Doesn't it look nice?"
I had to admit, she had me there. "You're really going to do this," I stammered as we merged hand in hand, heading inside the store.
"Could be worse, could be leading you by the cock you know," she told me.
She had a point there.
#
As I had hoped for, over time, and not very much time at all, Carol's fantasies became bolder and bolder, more daring. I had been careful as well, not writing anything down that I thought might be a little too much for her to handle, let alone ever consider. So as such, whenever she had drawn one of my little blue slips of paper, she would read it and always smile afterwards as she considered my thoughts, already processing the possibilities in her mind. So far, she had yet to return one, always keeping the one she had drawn for completing during the allotted time frame.
As I tossed through the papers, finally picking out one of hers, I almost had to turn away to keep her from seeing the surprised expression on my face. This was obviously a newer one by now, and by the boldness she had demonstrated, though she'd left some of it up to me for further interpretation, it was obvious that Carol had finally turned things up a notch.
"My fantasy is this," I began reading, careful not to give away the farm in my obvious excitement to this higher level of trust and shared fantasy. "I want to submit myself to you, for whatever you would have me do. Regardless of what it might be. You know my limitations, (for now)" she had parenthesized, "but know that I am willing to push the envelope...for you, only for you. Do what you will. I trust you."



She had opened the door, perhaps only a crack, but she'd opened it. My dilemma then was this, what could I do in order to meet/satisfy this particular fantasy, without going too far, too quickly? How could I make it something that 'pushed' the envelope so to speak, and still keep her comfortable, safe and secure in such a setting, as well as aroused.
It was one I would need to think a great deal about before implementing. But my previous vow to myself, as well as to her, held true in both cases.
As it turned out, the answer presented itself quite unexpectedly. A dear friend of mine who lived out of state had called to say he was coming into town over the weekend to visit his parents. And though it was only to be a very short visit, he was in hopes we could at least have one evening together. Carol had never met Larry. Though she had heard me speak of him. I smiled inwardly. To begin with, I would first call Larry and inform him I would do him one better, and that I'd promise him an evening worthwhile as long as he was willing to go along with whatever I told him. I knew Larry, and I knew that he would. Secondly, I told him that his visit would be our secret, I wouldn't tell Carol he was coming, and then proceeded to tell him just exactly what it was I wanted him to do.
Friday then was the planned evening. And as such, I did prepare Carol for it so far as this was one of 'her' fantasy nights, though I didn't elaborate as to which fantasy it was, or what for that matter was all involved. I had purchased for her a very tight form-fitting black satin gown that clung to her tits like paint, her erect nipples along with every delicious little bump that there was, pressing excitedly against the thin shinny material. It was short, with a pair of matching black panties that peeked invitingly just beneath the hem. She looked beautiful wearing it.
"Now what?" she giggled excitedly as she did a cute pirouette for me in front of the mirror after having put it on.
"Now comes the trust part," I told her. "Get up onto the bed."
Somewhat nervously, she did. But I could see by those rock-hard nipples, she was also excited as hell. "Now what?" she asked once again.
"Now, I blindfold you my love. I don't want you to see what is going on, only to know and feel it. I am not tying your arms or legs up or anything like that, only the blindfold. But I am asking you, to trust me too, and in doing so, keeping it on though tempted you might be to remove it. Agreed?'
"Yes," she stammered, "agreed."
Having put the blindfold on her, I told her then that I would do things, and sometimes ask her to do things herself. Whatever I did or said, I wanted her to do without question. "Are you willing to do that for me?" I asked.
This time she merely nodded her head, I could see she was excited though extremely nervous too. But the fact she had already agreed to everything so far told me that she was at least willing to let this play out and see where it went.
"Good! Now then, I want you to begin by rubbing your hands all over your body, caressing it, feeling it...feeling the softness of the material pressing against it. I want you to continue doing this until I return, which won't be long."
Though curious, she began doing what I had asked of her. Even as I stood briefly in the doorway watching as Carol gently ran her hands up and down her gown, softly passing them over her breasts, as well as down near her mound, I found myself becoming highly aroused as well. I turned then, heading downstairs where I met Larry at the sliding glass door where I'd asked him to be expecting me. Quietly, we made our way back upstairs to the bedroom where Carol continued to caress herself, her breaths coming a bit more rapidly now. I signaled to Larry to quietly take a seat, which he did as I returned to the side of the bed.
"Ok baby," I told her, now it is my turn to caress you," I began. "But there is something you need to know as I begin to do that." It was the point of no return here. I would know in a second if that envelope had indeed been pushed too far, or if as she'd 'hinted' at least, she was willing to allow herself to 'explore'.
I began to caress her breasts, running the tips of my fingers over her hard extended nipples, still pressing sensually through the material. I had done so, in the hopes that the sudden additional stimulation would be the deciding factor...in my favor. She moaned.
"As I stand here, caressing you, touching you, exploring you, which I will continue to do, and then have you do sometimes yourself for me, you need to know that we, meaning you and I, are not alone here."
She did tense up slightly. I saw her hands suddenly grip the covers of the sheet beneath her, just as grateful when they relaxed. But more importantly, she spoke not a word, which in this case, I took as a very good sign. I quickly gave Larry a silent 'thumbs up' meaning that most likely his drive over wouldn't be a wasted one after all.
More relaxed now myself, I became bolder in both my own actions, as well as my words.
"Thank you for trusting me honey," I soothed. "And just so you know, I will continue to be honest with you, I will tell you what is going on, and what if anything else is to happen." I let that thought sink in a little before continuing, just in case there was any added hesitation or concern on her part from my comment. Again she continued to lie there suddenly, giving me the affirmation I had hoped for.
I reached up, pulling the tiny straps off her shoulders, slowly peeling her like a banana as the slinky black gown came away revealing first one magnificent breast, and then the other. Larry moaned, which was ok, as the secret of his being there had been revealed. The sound of another man's voice, even if it wasn't words however still seemed to startle her, and for a moment I thought she might sit up, removing the blindfold, but she didn't.
I began to suckle one of her extended nipples, still running the tip of my finger in gentle circles upon the other. I heard the catch in her breath, which I was most familiar with, and smiled. She was becoming even more excited than she had been!
"Just so you know honey," I began describing. "He is now stroking his hard erect cock while watching us, watching you." I had given Larry permission to do whatever he wanted to pleasure himself, ensuring him that once we were both sure that Carol wouldn't bolt from the bed, he was welcome to then do whatever he pleased...to himself. Anything else would have to be carefully approved before hand, and that unless it was, under NO circumstances was he to attempt to do anything else. But I also knew Larry, and new that Larry was currently having the time of his life as well.
"Now, suck me baby. Suck my cock, and show your secret voyeur just how much you love doing it."
Much to my delight and pleasure, she did so.
I could tell by the way Carol enthusiastically went about doing it that she as hot...very, very hot! Had she been the least little bit intimidated, even shy, which without the help of the blindfold I am sure she would have been, she wouldn't be so expertly sucking me as the way she was now. If anything, it was to show our 'friend' just how good she really was, and just how good she enjoyed sucking me.
"Oh fuck baby," I moaned pleasurably, fighting hard to control my own wits as I glanced over briefly towards Larry who sat smiling like a Cheshire cat. And interestingly enough, I was now getting off on his getting off watching us.
I am also relatively sure it was the sound of Larry masturbating that had something to do with Carol's rapid rise in sexual desire. The sound of him as he sat there jerking off had had a noticeable affect as Carol began pawing me, almost hungrily.
"Ok baby...now I want you to touch yourself. I want you to open your legs as far a part as you can and begin finger-fucking your cunt!"
She hesitated only briefly, and then did as I had asked her to do. Had she not been as aroused as she was, there would have been NO FUCKING WAY I could have convinced her to do this, not with someone else in the room anyway.
Larry stood, approaching the bed. For a brief second, Carol began to close her legs until I placed my hands upon them, though gently, keeping them a part. "No baby, it's ok. We're just enjoying, please...continue while we both watch."
Carol spoke, surprising us both then. "Only if you play with yourselves as well," she told us. "I want to hear it, I want to hear you doing it!" she asked.
Now we were BOTH grinning like Cheshire cats!
Leaking like sieves, the sounds as Larry played with his prick, and I with mine, only further helped to escalate Carol's wanton horniness! Now touching herself with abandon, striving for what I knew would be the first of several orgasms, I reached down and once again began fingering her breast. Her nipple miraculously growing even harder if that was possible.
"Keep playing with yourself, both of you!" she added quickly. "I like hearing it," she admittedly wantonly. One hand on my prick, the other still on her breast, I teased us both, enjoying the sensation, enjoying the openly uninhibited show that Carol was now vulnerably putting on for us both.
"Can he...can he play with your other breast?" I dared ask, surprising Larry as well as myself. But I figured "why not?" as Carol knew part of this trust issue was that she as in full and total control. She did think for a moment or so before answering, and then did so with a tentative yes, but it had been a 'yes'!
Larry now played with one lovely breast, while I played with the other. This continued on for some time until it became obvious that Carol was rapidly approaching orgasm. "I want to see you," she spoke suddenly. "I want to be watching you...both, while I cum!"
"Then take it off baby," I told her. "But no questions, not until after at least," I asked of her.
Now shyly, she finally removed the blindfold, taking a moment to make this still somewhat bit of fantasy a bit more real as she looked for the first time into the face of a man she had never met. Not wanting to lose the "edge" I placed the tip of my prick against her clit and began rubbing it. Almost immediately she sighed, ecstasy and excitement taking over again. There would be time for questions, and answers later.
"Oh fuck!" she purred. But I noticed that she hadn't taken her eyes of my friends hard erect cock as he continued to stand there beside her, his balls swinging happily, his love-muscle being stroked by it's owner, expertly, and pleasurably with that wet slippery sound of his precum that Carol so loved hearing.
"Fuck me! But don't cum in me!" she admonished, when you're ready...let it shoot on me so I can watch it! Stand over me, above me...spray me with your cream!"
Carol's first orgasm was quick and intense, but she was far from finished. I felt the semen begin to rise up the length of my shaft, pulling out then to stand above her on the bed just as she had asked me to do. As I stood there watching her, watching me, watching Larry, she went back to strumming her clit, that same pleasured look still lingering on the surface, the second of her orgasms already beginning to seize her even as I felt the first powerful spurt of my jisim explode from the tip of my cock and begin to rain down on her in thick streamers of flying rich spunk.
As I came, I could hear Larry, hear the sound of his pained voice as he hovered on the brink. Carol glanced in his direction, the throes of her own climax already beginning to wash over her. "Yes!" she said simply, "Yes!"
Surprised, I grinned as the first spray of his cock juice bathed her magnificent breasts, just as I had so openly and honestly told her in one of my own, though rather more major fantasies.
#
As we sat sharing coffee together the following morning, I found myself still grinning, though felt it was only fair to ask. The rest of the evening had come to a close shortly after both Larry and I had spurted fountains of cream all over Carol's breasts, and much of my own against her pussy while she continued masturbating until reaching a third thunderous orgasm. Once redressed and collected, I finally introduced her to my friend Larry, making her even more at ease with the certain knowledge I hadn't merely picked up some stranger from in off the street.
"That counts then?" I said laughing.
"Of course it does!" she stated. "Just because it started out as my fantasy, and ended up as one of yours, doesn't mean it doesn't count!"
"Damn!" I retorted, trying to come up with some sort of reasoning, but truth was, there really wasn't any. Just because I wasn't prepared for it when it happened, didn't mean that wasn't a part of circumstance or one of those rare perfect moments that come along.
This one had, though it had taken me...taken us both by surprise. To be honest, I thought that perhaps it might remain one of those that remained a fantasy, nothing more than that, and would never be removed from the jar. Just goes to show, anything and everything is possible.
#
We've continued to enjoy our fantasy jar. Sometimes they are simple things, much like that initial bubble bath. Sometimes they are complex and take a great deal of preparation or planning. It doesn't matter which type they are, they are always enjoyable and exciting beyond words.
The jar is never empty, though we continue to fulfill one another's desires continually. Oh sure, there are some now that reside within the jar, that might just remain there. Who knows, maybe...maybe not. What's interesting, is that both Carol and I feel comfortable enough to express our hearts desires, regardless. Without judgment, without recrimination or reproach. Even if something remains nothing more than fantasy, to have shared those thoughts and feelings with someone you care about, is a fantasy in and of itself.
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Recently I posted a story, 'F is for Fantasy' one in a series of what I am calling my 'alphabet stories'. I was both pleased as well as surprised by the number of comments received with regards to it. Not so much for any praise in the writing, but more pleased for how many have commented on what a great idea that it was...is.
I've long held that the key to any relationship is honest, open, truthful communication. Too many of us hold back from our partners how we often feel, what we need, want, or even desire out of fear of retribution. There really is a simple answer for that.
A fantasy jar.
Personally, I think it is something that should be in every bedroom. A jar, an erotically decorated box perhaps, hell...use your own imagination! Be creative, but make it something that stands as a reminder. More importantly, keep it accessible and available!
Sometimes it's hard to express one's most intimate desires and thoughts to our partners verbally. That fear of expression, sharing something that for us is an honest true desire, no matter how silly, (or how decadent) it might be. Verbally, it might be harder to express a certain feeling or desire and not have it come off sounding like you've just escaped from prison.
"Honey? You know what I'd like to do tonight? I'd like to fuck your armpit."
Doing it that way might every well cause your partner to pack her bags and head over to her mothers (or worse) her lovers for the evening.
The thing about writing down a thought, an idea, a fantasy if you will...allows our partners to read and digest those hearts desires in a non-threatening way. Often what might initially be received as a "no-fucking way" reaction to a verbal communication, could (and often is) more slowly digested, considered and given thought too without an immediate knee-jerking reaction.
And quite often, what we write is read by someone else in an entirely different way than the way we say it, or hear it. If it's truly a fantasy to feel the sensation of sliding your cock into your partners armpit, then writing it allows them to 'hear it' in a much different way. We all tend to 'hear' what is easier to accept through the written word. It's a fact of life!
Of course, forcing one's self to actually give thought to writing what we want/need/desire helps too. It forces us to temper our words and desires, yet still expressing them. Thus, my folded note on the subject might appear more like this: "Honey, my fantasy of you, something I would at least like to try and experience, would be the feel of my cock being caressed, held within the crook of your armpit. I know it sounds a little crazy perhaps, but I would really like to see what it might feel like."
Better than "I'd like to fuck your armpit," which is what we're still thinking without writing it quite that way.
Point being, we've now allowed our partner a moment to digest, reflect and yes...consider the possibility. But we've managed to do so in a non-threatening, non-confrontational way. We can draw our blue, or pink slips of paper from our jars or boxes in private. (Or whatever color format you prefer) We are now given the time to reflect, consider and come to a more rational conclusion without being forced into decision making on the spot. How many of us have changed our minds given time to think about something without being pressured into doing so in the now?
The thing about fantasies we must all remember is this. We all have them. They can range from the idiotically simple (but hey, even idiotic, it's MY fantasy!) to the more complicated, even weird desires we might have. But for two consenting adults, 'weird' might just turn out to be 'wild' and certainly well worth exploring.
And yes there are (and should be) rules. Don't make them so complicated that you need to have a handbook. But again simple communication is the key. You first need to establish which lines you will cross, and which lines you won't. That needs to be discussed and set up right in the beginning. But again, the more barriers you place, the less you'll have to work with too! Keep an open mind. Just because something might not be a 'turn-on' for you right now, doesn't mean it won't be given the circumstance. Whatever rules, limitations you set down, ensure they are one's that for whatever personal reasons, are simply those that you would not do or experience under any circumstances. And then leave it at that!
And remember, even a simple fantasy for one, is still a fantasy. Don't get all upset if you open one of your partner's fantasy notes only to discover what they really would like is to have their feet rubbed and nothing more. It's 'their' fantasy. Not yours! Indulge it! I can assure you, in doing so, and in making every effort to see to it that they get the best damn foot-rub of their entire life, chances are you'll get the best blowjob of your entire life later on in the evening. (Ok...maybe). But at the very least, when it comes your turn for your partner to perform one of your fantasies, (and maybe it's one of those kinky weird ones), you might be surprised when it is given with just as much enthusiasm and care as yours was for her. Simply because you have proven in the doing, you are willing to give them their fantasy, make it come true just the way they so vulnerably expressed it.
Agree to commitment. That's another important key, or your fantasies might lay doing nothing more than gathering dust. Make the commitment to at least explore one or two during the month. More importantly, take turns and ensure that time is set aside, planned for, especially if there are any other additional preparations that need to occur. Even the planning of a fantasy for someone else can be a very erotic and enjoyable experience. The pleasure of seeing the surprise on a persons face that you have gone to the effort to see to it they experience something, is a gift we should all be giving one another daily!
And finally, don't be afraid to share your deepest darkest secrets. Trust. It's a rule everyone should have, and the one rule that should never be broken! Trust that what you've written down you feel comfortable and trusting enough to share with your partner without comment or recrimination for having shared it. Neither should be judgmental over one another's needs or desires. The "failsafe" as I mentioned in the story, is the simple fact that sometimes a fantasy is just a fantasy. It may very well remain so. So what if one, even two of our personal fantasies remains in the jar? Sometimes just expressing our desires, our fantasies can be fantasy enough. The fact that we can do so, share with our partners what we think about, wonder about, or would (maybe) one day like to experience is better than keeping it to ourselves without ever sharing it. Who knows, maybe after a few months of digestion, that dusty old fantasy might make its way into the bedroom!
I'm certainly no expert. But if life has taught me anything, it's to dare to be bold, take a few risks once in a while, and then sit back and see what happens. Usually, I am blessed with pleasures or experiences I might not have otherwise known, simply because I didn't keep my thoughts to myself.
So grab yourself a jar, a box, whatever you prefer. And start sharing those fantasies!
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Jack was an avid golfer, loved playing the game though he was far from being a pro. Even his lovely wife Jill loved playing the game, though not nearly as frequently as he did. Though Jack played nearly every Sunday with his buddies, and whenever else he could sneak away from work to get in nine wholes, once a month he and Jill went out onto the links together.
He'd become well known around the clubhouse, a private course where he and Jill were members. As such, they had a standing early morning tee-time, first out which they both loved. And since it was only the two of them, they could play without worry of having to wait on anyone, as well as playing fast enough that no one else stood behind pushing them either.
They stood on the practice putting green waiting for their names to be called.
"Care to make any wagers today honey?" she asked.
It was something they usually did just to keep the game interesting and competitive between them. Besides keeping track of the number of strokes different between them playing their handicaps, they'd included their own little variation of awarding points based on number of fairways safely reached, closest to the pin on greens, as well as the number of putts taken to put the ball in the hole.
"Of course!" Jack grinned feeling pretty good this morning. He'd been putting really well on the practice green, something his wife wasn't nearly as good at doing. Even with the number of strokes/points he'd have to spot her, he was confident he'd certainly win today, as he had done ninety percent of the time. "So, what do you want to wager today? A back rub? Foot massage?"
"I was thinking something a little more valuable this time."
"Oh yeah? What?"
"Like that tennis bracelet I've had my eye on."
"Shit Jill, that's a little steep don't you think?'
"What? You actually worried I just might beat you this time? Chicken!"
"I don't know honey, it's just that..."
Jill interrupted him. "I'll even make it a little more interesting for you as a little side game. However many strokes or points I'm behind, I'll give you the same number of strokes with my hand. How's that sound?"
"Right here? On the course?"
"Why not? We're the first one's out, we should have plenty of privacy between holes with all the trees and such. Still chicken?"
Jack thought for a moment. "Ok, but if I win, then I want that new set of clubs I've been looking at," he threw at her, figuring upon hearing that Jill would back down.
"Deal!" she said holding out her hand just as their names were called.
"Meoff?" Mr. And Mrs. Jack Meoff to the first tee please!"
"That's us!" Jill grinned heading over to the women's tee-box.
#
Playing from the blue tees was a bit of an additional handicap for Jack. Jill really was an excellent golfer in her own right. She hadn't exactly "crunched" the ball as Jack called it, but she'd hit it reasonably straight out into the middle of the fairway. Jack tee'd off driving his ball far with just the perfect fade, landing it a good forty yards further than where his wife's ball lay.
"Nice drive," she told him as he caught up to her.
"You sure you want to keep this wager?" he questioned haughtily.
"A bets a bet," she told him simply as she began to address her ball.
Once again Jill hit a fairly decent shot, though still well short of the green. Jack hit straight and true nearly reaching it in two, leaving himself an easy chip-shot on, and more than likely a very possible birdie attempt. Unless Jill got lucky, Jack was going to score several points on their very first hole!
"You're going to take a bath on this one baby!" he told her as he had indeed put it close enough for a simple tap-in for his bird. Jill made bogie, or one over par putting her behind the eight-ball. As they strode over towards the second hole, Jill spotted a small copse of trees overhanging the 'on-deck' bench.
"This seems private enough," she stated. "Let's see, three points, three strokes." Fishing inside his pants, Jill gave her husbands prick three nice, but almost too short strokes of the hand before removing it.
"Seems hardly worth the effort," Jack commented tucking himself away once again.
"Oh did I forget to mention? I'll make them cumulative," she stated.
"Cumulative?"
"Yeah, three for the first hole added to any more you might score on me as well."
Jack was beginning to like the idea of that. Getting a nice little 'reward' between holes for what was turning out to look like a very good day for him was as good as it gets. "Oh yeah, golf and a hand job!" he laughed pridefully. "It can't get any better than this. Oh wait! Yes it can! That...and a brand new set of clubs!"
Jill smiled. "You're up."
It was a short part three. And though they both reached the green, Jack had easily placed his ball inside his wife's effectively giving him yet another point. "That's four," he told her smiling.
"You still have to put it in," she told him gamely.
He gave her a wicked look, "I'd like to," he leered placing his hand over the obvious bulge in his crotch giving it a quick caress.
"Tell you what honey, remember how you once told me you'd love to actually fuck me on a golf course?"
"Yeah," he said grinning even bigger now.
"Well, if you reach ten points on me before we finish the front nine, I'll let you do just that on that secluded little par 3 on the back nine. Though you can only use whatever number of points/strokes your up on me by then. How's that sound?"
To Jack, it sounded like heaven!
Jill led him off to one side, once again giving him four longer, though slower strokes with her hand. His prick was hard, stiff and aching. "Oh fuck!" he moaned pleasurably, then groaned sadly as she finally released him stepping away.
"Sorry honey, that's only four!" she reminded him.
He didn't mind though. He was four up now, with seven holes yet to play. The odds of him reaching his ten before making the turn were well within his favor. In fact, he had been a bit surprised Jill hadn't asked for twelve, even fifteen points by then as he'd beaten her by ten or more on several occasions.
The next hole was a long par five. Forth hardest hole on the course, and though he'd be giving up a stroke to her on this one because of their handicaps, he was still confident he'd take the hole anyway with his edge on distance. This was definitely a driving hole.
Jack hit it hard, long and straight right down the middle of the fairway, just as he was confident he would do, even though he had done so with a bit of an erection.
"You're up," he said leaning over somewhat awkwardly to retrieve his tee.
"Little uncomfortable are we?" Jill asked snickering.
He merely grinned. "Not as uncomfortable as you might be with that sweet little ass of yours pressed against the short green on number eleven," he reminded her.
She laughed. "Fairly certain you're going to fuck me are we?" she challenged. "Guess we'll see!"
Jill addressed the ball, driving it. It wasn't one of her better attempts. They both stood watching as it began to fade slightly, and though hitting the fairway, it rolled at an angle once doing so into the second cut.
"I do believe that's another point," he whistled happily grabbing his cart and began heading down the fairway towards his ball.
By the time they had finished the hole, he'd picked up another two points. He was already leaning against the backside of a nearby tree, cock out all nice hard and stiff, waiting for her as she strolled up next to him. "I believe that's now six...with six still to play," he said victoriously. "Sure you'd just not rather give in now? Might save you the embarrassment of losing, not to mention getting fucked on a golf course," he teased her.
Jill didn't respond, as she stood beside him giving Jack's hard aching cock six very firm, though pleasurably soft slow strokes.
They tied the next hole, which wasn't too much of a surprise however as it was an easy par 3. Thus Jack remained up only six points as he headed for the small outdoor bathroom adjacent to the next tee box.
"Don't you dare do anything but pee!" she informed him. "Anything more than that will be considered a violation of rules, and automatic forfeit," she threatened. Admittedly, the thought had crossed his mind. He returned several minutes later having found it very difficult to even pee as Jill caught up to him on the backside of the restroom. Immediately she unzipped him, fishing his semi-erect member out of his pants.
"We tied that last one," he stated.
"I know...but zero's still a number. And like I said, cumulative!" So once again Jack stood as Jill lovingly gave his now reawakened prick another six slow strokes.
He gained yet another point on the next hole but was now growing a bit nervous. With three holes left to play, he still needed three points for his ten. He grew even more nervous when his drive, not nearly as straight and as true as he'd been doing all day rolled into the high grass off the fairway. He had noticed the ever-growing wet spot on the front of his beige slacks, distracting him as he'd addressed the ball. Had it not been for the fact that Jill failed to stay in the fairway herself, he'd have actually lost a point instead of staying even with her. He gained one of his three by landing his ball once again inside of hers on the green. Then stood expectantly holding on to the 'on-deck' bench as Jill approached him, the smile on her face looking almost determined.
"What's say we forgo the hand jobs?" she asked him.
He laughed. "What? You giving in? Figured out there's no way you're going to keep me from reaching my ten on this side?"
"No...just thought I'd make it a little more interesting," she responded as she dropped down on her knees.
Though he picked up another point on the following hole, he was still in need of one more with one hole to go as he stood leaning on his putter as Jill once again knelt before him sucking his cock gingerly, one slow mouthing suck at a time, counting each, as she drew her lips along the length of his shaft. "Seven...Eight...Nine!" she finished finally standing.
Jack's prick stood out from his pants, swollen, red and angry looking. "I know what you're up to," he told her suddenly.
"Oh? And what's that?" she smiled coquettishly.
"You're figuring you'll get me right on the edge, too excited, too close so that when I finally do get to fuck you on eleven, I'll come soon. So that you won't have to worry about it taking too long!" he informed her.
She feigned a surprised pouty look. "What ever makes you think I would do something like that?" She asked, turning away. "By the way...you're still up," she giggled suggestively.
He looked down, and realized he still was too.
He'd gotten his tenth point on the drive as Jill once again missed the fairway. But he'd lost it back to her when she'd managed for the first time to place her ball inside his on the green, though they were close enough in distance to force him to actually measure, which he had done twice until relenting, giving in that Jill's was easily a good three inches closer to the hole than his was. His only hope now was to make his put, and hope that Jill missed hers. It was a relatively easy looking put however, up hill and reasonably straight. Less than five feet away, there was a damn good chance she would make it, thus foiling his fantasy of finally getting to fuck someone on a golf course.
And worse, he had to go first as he was out, and worse still, he had to approach the hole from above, which meant that he'd have to have just the right speed on the ball, or it would no doubt trail off to the right and well beyond it. Jack was finally nervous and really worried for the first time all day.
He studied the line of the ball from all sides, finally standing to practice swinging, trying to gage the exact amount of impact he would need. He took an interminable amount of time as Jill stood beside him patiently waiting. She seemed to be fidgeting slightly as she did.
"Do you mind?" he asked irritated. But noticed that Jill quit moving. He addressed his ball, held his breath and stroked. Much to his delight, he watched it slip perfectly towards the hole, and in!
"Nice putt!" Jill responded sounding a little disappointed. "Guess I have to make this or you get your ten don't I?" she stated with a little more assuredness in her voice.
Jack walked up slope slightly though off to one side, his shadow crossing the green along the path of her ball. Jill took no notice of it however, took one or two looks towards the hole and stroked. To his delight, it stopped short a good two inches and off to the left.
"That's ten!" he screamed excitedly.
"Yes, it is! You did it!" Jill said in agreement. "Now...come here, I owe you ten," she reminded him as Jack happily retrieved his firm hard erection.
#
With his mind on the next hole, it didn't come to him as any major surprise that Jill actually won it with an even par as to Jack's lone bogey of the day. And though he'd lost a point, the fact that he was still up nine, but more importantly, about to enjoy his own little hole-in-one, it hardly even fazed him.
It was a particularly nasty little par 3. From the women's tees, it certainly favored Jill however as she at least could see it. Back from the blue tees, Jack couldn't even see the flag let alone the green. But at least he knew the yardage even if he'd be hitting blind down into it.
From the hill, the green sat below them a good fifty or sixty feet. It was surrounded on one side by a copse of tall fir trees, sand traps in front. The rather small green had a slight slope facing towards where a creek ran by on the exposed side. All in all, it really was a nasty little hole.
"Looks like you're it!" Jack called over to his wife. It had been the first time she had hit first ever since they'd teed off this morning. She did so safely reaching the green though she would have at least an eighteen-foot putt for birdie.
"On?" he called over to her asking. She grinned in the affirmative. "Shit!" Jack thought to himself as he prepared to hit, once again taking note of his rather uncomfortable stance as his prick pressed hard and full against his pants. Even though it was awkward, he still managed a weak smile as he envisioned fucking his lovely wife down on the green.
"Ooops!" Jill called out a moment later. "Sorry baby, you're in the sand!"
"Shit!"
By the time Jack caught up to his wife she was already standing on the edge of the green waiting for him. He pulled his sand-wedge from his bag and walked over to where his ball sat half-buried within the soft sand. He didn't have a lot of green to work with either, but it didn't appear to be that difficult a shot. He figured he'd still be able to salvage par with a little luck and some determined concentration. He stepped down into the sand, positioned his feet, looked up to take note of where the flag was and saw his wife standing there with her breasts fully exposed.
"What the fuck?" he asked. As he did, he lowered his club.
"Ah honey? I believe that's a two-stroke penalty there. You just grounded your club!"
Almost immediately he realized his mistake. Even so, he glanced back up towards her. "Just what the hell are you doing?" he questioned.
"What? I thought I'd get ready for you! I don't want to waste a lot of time here you know, somebody might come!"
He looked at her curiously, but the way she stood there, her magnificent breasts exposed, her half-worried look, he couldn't help but wonder if she'd been right.
"Fuck!" he said chastising himself. "Two fucking strokes!" Then calmed remembering that though he'd already lost the hole, he had another one waiting for him, and one in which he hoped would be his 'finishing' hole.
It was a major swing in more ways than one. Where he'd been up nine just prior, he now found himself up by only five having lost four full points. But still, the thought of finally fucking his wife in the middle of the day, in the middle of the golf course was something he had dreamed of for a very, very long time.
Jill had in fact by now removed her clothing all together. Seeing her naked as the day she was born, spread out like a picnic on the perfectly manicured grass had his heart racing and his cock aching like there was no tomorrow!
He scrambled over towards her, thrust his cock deep inside her in one massive plunge and heard, "One!"
"What?"
"I said one!"
"I know what you said, but why did you say that?"
"Two!" she now said.
"Two?"
"Yeah two. You moved, that counts as another ONE!"
"What the fuck are you talking about? He said rising up.
"And I believe that's three," she stated again.
Then it dawned on him. "NO WAY! NO FUCKING WAY! That doesn't count!"
"Sure it does," she replied easily. I told you...you get the same strokes here as you've won...cumulative. And I believe at the moment, you're down to five. So you get two more strokes. I'd suggest you make them count."
"To hell with that!" he threatened. "I'm gonna fuck you with as many strokes as it takes!"
"You do...and you forfeit the match. Rules are rules."
"What rules?"
"Well, having one too many balls in play for one!" she giggled wickedly. "Now, hurry up, take your two awarded strokes, and let's move on to number twelve!"
By the time they had teed off Jack was fuming. Frustrated, horny as hell, and more than just a little bit angry with his wife. She had teased him unmercifully, and then held on to the damn fucking rules of their match play. Which is what he was thinking when he sliced his ball horribly out of bounds.
"I think that's two more," she half whispered.
Gathering himself together, they played the next two holes even, but he was now up only three with four holes remaining to play. It had gotten a bit too close for his comfort, but he was beginning to feel like he'd regained enough of his confidence and skill, to hold off this sudden charge.
They were still even coming into the next hole. He'd gained back a point on the drive, but Jill had negated that by dropping her ball inside of his on the green. He sat, eyeing the hole for about a ten footer, certainly make-able with hardly any break in it. The only real danger was in over shooting the hole where the green began to slant down towards water hazard surrounding it. He'd have to really hit it hard for that to happen, and with only ten feet to worry about, he was fairly confident that really wasn't a factor.
As he stood, lining up his putt, he could see a tell-tail sign of movement just out of the corner of his eye. He realized that Jill was swinging her own putter, though just barely, as though she was trying to gage the critical speed and distance of her own upcoming putt.
"Do you mind?" he asked glancing up towards her quickly as the putter ceased moving, then lowered his head, pulled the club back and began his follow-through. Which is when he realized, Jill wasn't holding it within her hands! He jerked, but it was too late, the ball shot across the green as though he'd decided to use his driver. He watched helplessly as it careened down the side of the hill, and with a swift "plop" jumped into the water.
"Lost ball?" she asked. She was holding her putter in her hands, so maybe he hadn't seen what he thought he'd seen. Though to be perfectly honest now, he still wasn't sure.
"Two strokes with three holes to go," she said grinning at him.
By the time Jack and Jill had begun walking up the hill towards the final hole, they were dead even. Where Jill still looked calm and collected, Jack looked as though he'd recently gone through a meat-grinder.
He'd had a decent drive, though not one of his best, still it was at least in the fairway as unfortunately was Jill's. But to make things worse, she'd out driven him on this last hole by a few yards. Not much, but it was enough to further irritate him more than he was already.



Being a long par five however, he was confident he could make up the loss in distance in his second shot and take back his advantage. Standing off to the side Jill waited patiently. The thought of her standing there of course very much on his mind. It had gotten to the point where he'd even brushed her off, no longer allowing her to even give him is "single" stroke. It was no longer arousing. Though his balls continued to ache with unsatisfied need.
He went into his backswing, and as he did, saw her move, saw her breasts as they once more came into view...and shanked the ball off to the right.
"Ok Jill, that's not fucking fair and you know it!" he said throwing down his fairway wood in disgust.
"Oh? And why isn't it?" she questioned.
"How'd you like it if I was to stand here and show you my ass while you tried hitting the ball!" he exclaimed.
"Go ahead, try it!" she suggested. Because the way I see it, if I put this anywhere's near up close to the green, you're in a lot of trouble. You just gave me a stroke!"
Jack indeed lowered his pants, mooning his wife, wiggling his ass. But he wasn't quiet about it either, yelling, screaming and carrying on though Jill made no effort to stop him. She went into her swing.
Jack turned watching the ball arch gracefully towards the hole. "Fuck!" he said pulling his pants up.
Neither reached the green in regulation, though both lay just off it with Jack's ball having the better lie though Jill's was closer, though hers too was difficult as she was above the hole, and the green sloped steeply away from her.
They were dead even.
As they'd approached the green, Jack had noticed a small gathering of fellow golfers watching their approach, some actually taking seats within the championship bleachers. Cupping his eyes against the bright sun, he saw who appeared to be two of his golfing buddies standing there watching. It was confirmed a moment later when Derrick, one of the guys he played with most frequently, waved. Jack waved back, but not all that enthusiastically. And the fact that some even had begun clapping as they approached made him all the more irritable and confused. Jill on the other hand actually acknowledged their presence with thanks, as though she was some fucking pro-assed golfer heading for the last green of the championship as she nodded her head and waved back.
Jack was grateful for the sudden silence as he lined up his chip shot. Taking his time, he swung perfectly, lifting the ball onto just the right line where it bounced once, then rolled in a perfect line towards the pin. It hit the pin, ran halfway around the hole on the backside, and stopped, just hovering inches away from the hole. It was of course an easy tap in for par. But he was upset that it hadn't gone in. Still confident as Jill would need this to tie him, Jack was reasonably certain that with her less than perfect putting skills, the likelihood of her putting the ball in the hole as remote.
She barely tapped it, watching the ball initially appear as though it would hardly go much further, then suddenly, unexpectedly picking up speed as it inched it's way towards the hole. When hers hit the flagstick, it stopped, then as though in slow motion, hovered there momentarily before actually dropping in.
"Sudden Death! Sudden Death!" Jack started yelling towards her, jumping up and down.
"Ah honey?" she spoke. "You're forgetting something," she said.
"Oh? Such as?"
"Such as...this is the number one handicap hole yes?"
Jack had forgotten all about that. As such, she had taken the hole, and their match. Jack owed his wife the expensive tennis bracelet she'd bet him for.
#
As they walked back to the club house amongst a few taunting jeers as well as a little laughter, Jack felt the hair on the back of his neck raise in alarm. Especially when he saw the club Pro approaching, though "Eddie" as he was known, was also a very good friend of Jacks.
"Tough day?" Eddie asked tossing Jill a friendly smile as she walked by.
"I'll be in the woman's bathroom," she told her husband. "Be back in a few."
Jack glared at her as she disappeared inside. "You might could say that," he stated still frustrated, now in more ways than one.
"Ah Jack?" Eddie began. "There's probably something you should know."
"Oh? What's that?"
"Well...you see," he began, trying very hard to control what was obviously a snicker, "for security purposes," he tried saying, now having even more difficulty trying to contain himself, "several closed circuit camera's around the course. You know, so we can monitor play, send the marshals out if its too slow, or if people are doing things they shouldn't be doing..." he was still grinning as Jack's eyes suddenly turned into saucers.
"You mean..."
"Oh fuck yeah Jack!" Eddie finally guffawed, no longer capable of holding back. "And to be honest with you, that was probably the most exciting round of play I've seen since Tiger won the Masters!"
Eddie handed him a black video cassette. "Not to worry, it's the only copy. But I'll be the first to admit, I was tempted, damn fucking tempted. The sight of you, pants down, wiggling your ass like that trying to distract your wife? Fuck Jack...that was classic, fucking classic!"
Eddie walked off leaving Jack to his own musings. He stared down at the videotape he held in his hand as his friend Derrick approached.
"Have to tell you buddy," he began. "By the time the two of you made the turn, you had the entire clubhouse glued to the edge of their seats! Best fucking round of golf I've ever seen!" he said slapping Jack on the back. "By the way, any tips on playing the course today?" he said laughing.
"Yeah, just one. Don't make any bets with your wife if it's for something expensive. No matter how good a golfer you are, or how good you might think you are, you'll lose."
And with that, Jack stuck the cassette into his bag, and smiled.
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Janice had nearly finished packing her suitcase. She had left one item for last. Turning to her dresser, she quietly pulled the bottom drawer, which contained her jogging suits and sweats. Reaching deep into the bottom of the drawer where she'd hidden it, she retrieved the black satin form-fitting nightgown that she'd bought nearly two weeks ago.
As though it might burn her fingers, she all but raced back to her suitcase stuffing the dainty piece of nothingness inside one of her zippered pouches. She was just closing the case when her husband popped his head inside the door of their bedroom.
"Miss me?" he asked.
"Of course I will!" Janice said stepping into her husband's arms.
"I'm sorry I can't go with you," he said softly as he ran his fingers through her long auburn colored hair. "Make sure you tell your sister hello for me."
"I will," Janice answered accepting a kiss from him. "I'd better go, you know what it's like trying to get through the lines at the airports these days."
He did. Brian traveled two or three times a month. A successful District Manager, part of his responsibility was overseeing the production facilities in six states. As such, he traveled to three differing ones at least once monthly.
Brian carried his wife's suitcase down the stairs, throwing it in the back of her trunk.
"What time does your flight leave?" she asked already slipping inside her car.
"Not until two-thirty," he responded still glancing at his watch. "It will give me just enough time to go over the production figures so I don't have to do it on the plane. Maybe I can actually catch up on some sleep this time on the way there."
Janice soon after backed out of the drive, her thoughts already on San Diego. But not on the visit with her sister though she was looking forward to seeing her too. She smiled, feeling just as she always did every time they met, like a young silly schoolgirl about to lose her virginity all over again.
#
As expected, Janice's sister Grace met her in the baggage claim area. They had embraced joyously, laughing together. After all, it had been nearly a year now since they had last seen one another. "Another year," Janice mused silently to herself as they began the picturesque drive across the bay bridge and the 'Hotel' that would soon come into view. She'd been coming here for the past ten years, and always the same time of year.
They had met in the bar of the hotel where as a young very naive woman she had gone with a group of friends to spend the weekend, celebrating her twenty-first birthday. She could remember it as though it was yesterday. Sitting at the bar, her older sister sitting beside her, Cindy her best friend and confident sitting on the other side until being asked to dance, doing so, surprising everyone. But as she'd left her seat, a handsome though rather brash young man slid in beside her. Startled, she had just ordered another drink as the bartender brought it.
"Here...allow me," he'd said slapping a twenty down on the counter, the bartender accepting it even before Janice had the opportunity to comment or refuse. "You know what?" he'd asked.
His question had taken her by surprise, and she answered without thinking. "What?"
"You're very beautiful, you're the most beautiful woman here in fact."
"Oh my God!" Grace had snickered just loud enough to be heard. Janice reached over digging her long sharp nails into her sister's thigh effectively silencing her. Admittedly she was flustered, but his attention towards her was very much needed at the moment. Janice had just broken up with her long time boyfriend just days ago. Days before her 21st birthday where she'd been anticipating an elegant night out with him to celebrate, a night where she might actually give herself to him, the first time she would have done so with any man.
The sound of her sister's voice broke her revelry, drawing her back to the present even as the sight of the Hotel Del Coronado came into view. Janice felt the catch of excitement in her own voice as she answered, trying to appear and remain calm. "Two days from now," she thought silently, when she would again meet him there, just as they had been doing for the past ten years.
Janice spent the next two days with her sister catching up on one another's lives, shopping, sightseeing. And it helped, it helped to pass the time until Saturday arrived.
"You sure he's coming?" Grace asked.
Grace knew about everything of course. She and Janice kept no secrets from one another, never had, and never would.
"He said he'd be here," she answered. "He promised."
Janice had spent most of the afternoon getting ready, though why she primped herself so made Grace chuckle. At thirty-one, Janice still had the figure of a twenty-year old, much to her sister's chagrin who had by now three half-grown kids to worry about, unlike her sister.
She finished packing her small overnight bag, looking more like a purse where she included her wallet, along with an extra set of keys to her sister's car. But more importantly, the black satin gown that she had purchased especially just for this occasion.
"You look beautiful!" Grace had assured her as she stood checking her hair and makeup in the mirror one last time. "Now go! Go and have a good time!" Grace giggled knowingly.
As she drove, her sister's words echoed within her mind, except they had the tone and feel of her lover, words spoken so many years ago now, but words that had changed her life for ever.
"You're very beautiful," came those soft sounding words. And once again, Janice began to feel that same sense of excitement that she always had. Once a year for the past ten years, she became a virgin again. And like the virgin she had been that night, the same wonder, even fears as well as the excitement coursed through her entire being as she pulled into the parking lot and soon began making her way inside the hotel.
#
As expected, it was busy for a Saturday night. Just as it had been that first time, that first night. Surprised, she managed to snare herself a seat at the bar though it wasn't the same seat. "Close enough," she smiled inwardly, ordering a gin and tonic.
Janice glanced at her watch. It was early yet. She had planned it that way, giving herself time to compose herself, relax. She had never been much of a drinker, perhaps the reason why she had made the decision she had, spur of the moment, much to her sister's shock if not horror when after a while spent chatting, he had passed her the key. "1301" it had marked on it. She had shown it to Grace who once again had done everything possible short of dragging her out by her hair to keep her from going. Had it not been that she'd had a couple of drinks, perhaps caution would have ruled, instead, she stood up from the bar and headed towards the elevators...and destiny.
Janice had just ordered her second gin and tonic, watching as the bartender approached with it in hand. She turned reaching into her purse.
"Allow me."
The words sent a chill racing up and down her spine even as she turned back around facing the bemused bartender as he accepted the bill.
"You made it!" she breathed thankfully.
"I told you I would," he said soothingly. She felt the briefest of touch as his lips grazed the back of her neck. "Nothing would keep me from being here," he added. "Nothing!" He kissed her again sending shock waves of lust and desire racing towards her sex like a tidal wave unleashed. Unsteady, even as she sat, she sipped her drink. He laughed.
"Take your time, you know where I'll be," he told her. She looked down even as he slipped her the room-key. "1301" she noted, grinning stupidly she knew. But she couldn't help herself. The twenty-one year old virgin needed to compose herself, bolster her courage all over again. She didn't even turn to watch him go. Taking another sip, just as she'd done so long ago, hearing the voice of her sister echoing in her mind.
"Are you fucking crazy?"
#
Janice finished her drink without gulping it down, sliding the empty glass away from her as she reached for the room-key picking it up. As she did, she caught a knowing look from the bartender as he took the empty glass away, felt the flush as it burned through her cheeks.
"Are you fucking crazy?"
She laughed, she laughed out loud much to his surprise as he now looked at her as though she was crazy, laughing for no apparent reason. Clutching the key in hand, she hurried towards the elevators. Moments later she stood before the door "1301", slipping the old-fashioned style key into the lock, turning it.
She knew where he'd be. The door to the bathroom was just to the right. She opened it stepping inside even before turning on the light. No lights were on in the room, just as there hadn't been then. The sudden glare of light as she flipped the switch almost annoying as Janice quickly removed her dress, slipping into the sexy form-fitting gown she had purchased. Once again she checked her hair, makeup. Giggling after she had, realizing in the near darkness he'd be unable to see any smudge, any out of place hair, nor caring really even if there had been. Once again she turned off the light, opened the door and waited for her eyes to make the adjustment.
Padding on bare feet now, she made her way through the large spacious room, a suite really. She glanced towards the bed, noticed the sheets already turned down, peeled away, expectant. Just ahead the slight billowing of the curtains as the night breeze caressed them, as though welcoming, beckoning her to continue. She did. Silently though she knew as he must know she'd arrived. The moon only half did little to brighten the balcony where he stood. Yet she felt as much as saw him as she parted the curtains stepping outside into the cool night air. Only then did he turn, smiling, gathering her into his strong powerful arms.
"It's been too long," he whispered his hand already seeking for and finding one of her full firm breasts. "Too fucking long," he added emphasizing the want and need of his desire for her.
"Yes, yes it has," she confirmed now kissing him as his lips pressed against hers, tongues dancing, the feel of his hand ever so gentle as it played teasingly with her aroused nipple through the thinness of her gown.
They stood there for what seemed like an eternity, oblivious to the sounds below, to the noise of passing cars as they entered or left the parking lot. Only the sound of their breathing could be heard, the escalation of excitement as his hands began to trace imaginary lines up and down her body. The way his fingers ran along her sides following the shape of her curves towards her ass where he lingered, feeling the firmness of her twin cheeks as he cupped them briefly pressing them firmly within his hands as he held her even closer against him. When he did, she felt his desire waiting for her there.
Shakily, giddy, the heady sensation of desire and need already beginning to seize her, she allowed her hand to drop, parting the robe he stood wearing. She sought him out, found his smooth hardness hearing him groan when she did.
"Make love to me," she whispered. "Please...make love to me, now!"
Effortlessly, he picked her up carrying her back into the bedroom setting her down on to the bed. Featureless there in the darkness, only the outline of his form as he stood above and beside her, the movement of his robe as he took it off, the sound of it falling, lazily hitting the floor.
She was glad for it. Hoping the cover of darkness would hide the brief fear and momentary panic held within her eyes. "I've never been with anyone," she told him whispering, almost wishing her words to be too soft to be heard.
He paused as though thinking, considering. Again panic washing through her for a moment more.
"I'll be gentle," he promised, and then slid onto the bed beside her.
He lay touching, kissing her, though not urgently. Soft, gentle, until she felt the moisture that had already gathered between her legs suddenly increase, as her need became lust, as the panic she had once felt evaporating away, becoming want...desire.
Even then, she expected him to enter her, soon. As his hands slowly lowered in exploration, his fingers just brushing the silky smooth folds of her femininity, she anticipated the eventual arrival of his male-self. She prepared herself for it, unknowing of the sensation, having little if any real knowledge of what was to occur, what it might feel like though she had masturbated often while imagining it in the past.
Even as he rolled, placing her beneath him, she found herself holding her breath, her legs automatically coming a part so that he could lie between them comfortably, surrendering.
The feel of his lips as they discovered her breasts sent additional chills, additional goose bumps racing up and down her entire body. Like a meadow of wildflowers waving in the breeze, she felt each and every bump come alive, beckoning to him, imploring him to enter her fully and completely. She lay beneath him, anticipating the knock of his penis to the door of her now liquid quim, somewhat confused, bewildered as he slithered down the length of her torso instead.
Janice felt the press of his lips upon her naval as he kissed it, realizing as he did, she was holding her breath. She exhaled slowly as his tongue darted inside, causing her to inhale sharply, unexpectedly, once again holding her breath. As his lips continued to kiss, almost, but not quite tickling, only then did she realize his intent as he began moving downward even further.
She had petted before, heavily, though only recently with her ex. But even then it had never gone beyond hands and fingers, though pleasant that it was. He had once tried to coax her, convince her into letting him do "this" as she though it. But she had squirmed out from beneath him literally kicking him away. Not this time, no. Certainly not this time as tiny electrical thrills paralyzed her body. She lay motionless as though dead, wondering briefly if he would sense some sort of panic, fear, and hesitation on her part. Yet his lips and tongue continued their slow torturous journey until finding the secret hidden treasure of her pleasures. There, he again kissed, simultaneously drawing in the tender sensitive nubbin of her being, the fires now raging wildly both within her mind as well as between her legs, suddenly consuming all thought, all sense of sensibility and inhibition as each evaporated like falling rain upon steaming asphalt.
She didn't even realize her hands now fingered through his thick hair until she felt it tangle, pulling between her fingers. His sigh of pleasure as he gave pleasure as well as approval, thus...she continued, pulling on his hair, interlocking it as his lips interlocked once again with her so sensitized clitoris, exploring its wonders, as it in turn became a wonder of indescribable pleasure and profound joy such as none that she had ever previously experienced before.
She was again glad for the darkness, for her eyes and face would have embarrassed herself, for she swam in a sea of luxury, giving herself over to it, accepting compromise as her voice betrayed her soul, gasping out in wanton lust, heated desire, ever escalating passion.
"Oh Steve! Steve!" she cried out finally, forgetting herself, allowing herself to feel and in doing so, allowing him to know the intensity of her pleasure. Over and over again she called out his name as his lips kissed, sucked and nibbled at her. She moaned audibly, loudly, surrendering, as his tongue finally skewered the folds of her sensitive honey-dripping flesh, seeking out the nectar that had pooled there waiting to be found.
She felt the beginnings of her climax, teetering on the edge, and there is where he kept her. Not once, nor twice, but three times he pushed her there, hovering...waiting, keeping her on the cliff of bliss, drawing her back just as she was about to fall.
"Oh fuck!" she heard herself crying out, giving in to the madness and desire that so ravished her from within.
She was only vaguely aware when his breath whispered into her ear, when his rigid rock-hard need lay within the satin folds of her pussy. She felt the tentative, yet urgent introduction, a brief albeit sharp pain, then suddenly a fullness enveloping her, a sudden grasping as her sex took hold, caressing his entry sucking him in, then holding him there within her. She cried out, but not in pain, though there had been some, briefly. But in total surprised wonder as she became one with him, one within herself, now complete now whole as never before.
They lay along time like that, unmoving. Eventually, her need for more had coaxed movement. Gradual, tantalizingly slow torturous movement as penis became cock, as pussy became cunt, as flesh became fire.
Together they explored the universe they'd created. Mindlessly, effortlessly as they exploded together in rapturous bliss, colors of every hue imaginable painting the canvas that they now shared together.
#
The play of sunlight streaming in through the windows as it danced upon her face caused her to stir, wakening gradually as though from dream. She had lost track of the number of climaxes she'd had. The number of times they had made love. The feel of his magnificent prick as she had taken it deep within her lips, coaxing from it his pearly substance one last time before he too collapsed, spent and exhausted as never before.
Sadness came to her then upon waking, reaching over for brief minor comfort at the touch of his still sleeping flesh.
"Baby? We need to get going," she stated, now rousing him from his own joyous slumber.
"What time is it?" he asked groggily, sitting up.
"Time to get going," her simple reply. Grace will be waiting for me.
"What are your plans for today anyway?" he asked reaching over to pull her back to him, where she did, falling into a heap against him, half-heartedly making some attempt to pull away.
"Shopping." "Again?"
"For my birthday," she answered. "You know Grace, she wants me to pick out something special, something I will wear or could use. Doesn't want to get me something that she fears will simply sit in my closet doing nothing."
"I wish you'd let me buy you something for your birthday," he told her seriously.
"You do. This. This is all I ever want, ever need. Only this," she said finally pushing away before he could convince her to do otherwise.
"By the way, why do you do that?" he questioned now standing to dress.
"Do what?"
"Call me Steve for?"
"Because that's who you are," she explained as though it made all the sense in the world.
"Want to run that one by me again?"
Exasperated, she shot him a rueful look as she slipped hurriedly back into her clothing. "Because that night when we met, that's what you told me your name was," she reminded him.
"I know that. But I also told you my real name."
"Sure...later, after we'd already done it!"
"So?"
"So! That's who you are when we come here, that's how I remember it!" she explained once again becoming exasperated with his inability to understand. "You just don't know women the way you think you do," she said finally smiling.
"Well...I certainly knew well enough to finally land you!" he told her making a grab for her one last time as she darted playfully away.
"Well that's true," she giggled. "But you're still Steve, and always will be. So don't ruin it ok?"
"Ok."
"By the way, how'd the big meeting go?"
"Went well, just sorry I couldn't fly down with you. We could have had two more days together."
"Actually honey, I'm kind of glad you didn't, it sort of turned out even better this way," she said wistfully.
They had both soon dressed, packed and headed out the door. At the last moment Janice retrieved the key from off the dresser, sticking it inside her pocket instead.



"You leave the key?" Brian asked.
Janice nodded her head smiling as she closed the door behind her.
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Authors note:
As a rule I don't normally write the so-called "This is a true story" type of stories. Which is not to say that much of what I have written does have some sprinkling of truth, based on personal experiences with a lot of fictional fantasy.
This isn't one of those. The names of course have been changed, but the experience as told is true. Just to let you know that I really can be a bit of a wild Indian given the opportunity. I hope you enjoy.
*
Many 'feather' years ago now, and I do mean 'many', I had begun attending one of the local Universities. As such, I'd also taken an apartment close by so I could bike so classes rather than driving as parking was at a premium. The apartment had been converted from an older home, and as such there was one small apartment downstairs, (mine) and two larger apartments upstairs. Of interest, there was ONE large, very large kitchen area that was common to all three. So in a sense, it was like living with roommates, though the only time you ever saw one another beyond visiting, was in the kitchen where it seemed someone was always coming or going having grabbed a snack or fixed something to eat.
This is how I came to know the twins, Sharon and Karen.
Like twins sometimes love to do, the girls enjoyed trying to confuse you into knowing who was really who. Ironically, I would discover that once again upon being blessed (cursed) with twin sons of my own.
Sharon and Karen were as they say identical twins, literal mirror images of one another. Unlike some twins, the girls preferred to keep their hairstyles identical making it nearly impossible to have any other way in telling them a part. And though they didn't always dress exactly alike, what one twin would wear one day, might be worn by the other a while later. So there was no for sure way of knowing who was who from the way they dressed unless they told you. Which for some bizarre reason, they seemed to enjoy not doing, leaving you to wonder.
Within a reasonably short period of time, and because of the uniqueness of sharing a common kitchen area, I soon became very good friends with both of them, as well as Roger who lived in the other apartment across the hall from the twins. I was often jealous of his close proximity to them, hearing the patter of feet going back and forth to their apartment very late at night.
Living in this part of the country with the close proximity of the mountains as they are, if you're any kind of an outdoorsy type person, that's usually where you spend whatever free time you might have. Something I did, and still do as it tends to run in my blood!
I'd gone into the kitchen area to fix myself a P B & J. Sharon and Karen were busily unloading groceries, but what was odd, was that many of them were the canned-goods variety. Even though they were women, neither Karen nor Sharon were known for their culinary abilities. So I found it curious that they seemed to be stocking enough canned meals that they'd be actually cooking dinners every night for a week!
"Stocking up for the winter?" I'd asked. And being that it was the middle of June they were getting off to a really early start.
"Camping," came the short reply, though I had absolutely no idea who'd spoken in saying that.
"Camping?"
"Yeah, you know where you actually go and sleep outside beneath the stars? Only that we're trying to locate someone with a nice-sized tent so we don't have to sleep separately in a bunch of those pup-tents, or beneath the stars in the event it gets too cold, or decides to rain!"
Karen I decided. She was certainly the more sarcastic of the two, though Sharon certainly had her moments.
"I have a tent!" I ventured, not sure if my suggestion would procure the hoped-for invitation or not. Then upon saying that, I realized all I'd really done is offer it to them in borrowing it.
"Really? How big?" One of them asked, though I now decided based on their dress that it was Sharon who'd asked me, less sarcastic, and genuinely friendly.
"Pretty big!" I said evasively, still hoping for an invite, then smiled. "It's a little complicated to put up though unless you know what you're doing."
Sharon looked towards Karen briefly, and then back towards me. "Wanna cum?"
I thought I'd just died and gone to heaven.
"Just us?" I stood grinning.
"Yeah right!" It was definitely Karen speaking. "Actually Rogers coming with us, as well as some other friends we know," she stated.
I was a big tent, but it wasn't that big. "Jeez, I don't think it's big enough for everyone to sleep in," I stated seeing my invitation slowly melting away.
Sharon laughed. "Only the four of us will be sleeping in your tent, the other four have one of their own."
Suddenly life seemed good once again, even though Roger would be included. Though I happened to like Roger, even if I was a little jealous of his much closer relationship with the girls.
"When?"
"Friday," Sharon stated. "We leave first thing in the morning!"
I had a lot to do. Buying new underwear on the top of my "things to do list" for one.
#
We had reached the campsite in a little over an hours drive. It was both beautiful as well as secluded. The other couples had already arrived and set up their tent. With so many additional pairs of hands, we soon had my even larger tent set up in no time. Within a short period of time, lawn chairs had been spread, the cold beer in the coolers opened, and everyone settled in for a nice easy relaxing day. I had no clue as to what was meant by "The freedom to just be" as Karen so cryptically spoke once we'd gotten set up. I soon found that out much to my delight.
I'd unrolled my sleeping bag on one end of the tent, the girls placed in the middle with theirs, and Roger taking the other end. With the sleeping arrangements set, I strung the clothesline inside the tent, which both of the girls loved seeing. In addition to that, the tent was tall enough to stand in without having to stoop over, something else they loved being able to do, as I would also discover much later.
I'd already been introduced to the other couples. Kent and Stacy were a couple, married though attending school together. David and Diane though also a couple weren't married but seriously a 'unit' and were considering engagement. Both women were extremely attractive, as were the twins. So having four very nice, yet differing sets of (still covered) boobs to look at on the sly made the whole experience that much more enjoyable for me.
What I didn't expect nor anticipate was that I would soon be able to view and enjoy all that eye-candy without hindrance.
Like I said, whether it was Karen or Sharon would have made no difference. But one of them emerged from the tent a short time later. She was wearing nothing more than a short pair of faded blue cut-offs and nothing else. Once again I reached over and checked for a pulse.
Nope. I was still alive.
Her twin spheres were sculpted perfection. Softly rounded with a nice gentle slope, a fullness that made the palms of my hands ache. I was glad I'd not taken a sip of my beer as in all likelihood, it would have been coming out of my nose had I been drinking it when she emerged.
Not wanting to wear out my welcome as I stoically glanced appreciating the sudden view now filling my eye balls, I demurely turned my head in some attempt to appear suave and sophisticated, though I already felt my cock beginning to stir in preparation for performing the happy dance.
The twins had what I would have to describe as shoulder length, though it fell slightly below the shoulders, strawberry-blonde hair. Sharon (or Karen) stood just outside the door of the tent beneath the canvas awning. Flipping her hair, she leaned forward and began brushing it out. I sat staring, as her beautiful pink-tipped breasts seemed to hang there in suspended animation. Which just so happened to be (and still is) one of my favorite viewing poses.
"Ah Rick?" I heard as Roger spoke as he sat across from me. "You ready for another beer?"
Which is when I realized I'd just taken a sip from an empty bottle.
"Ah yeah...sure," I stammered feeling a bit guilty at having been caught in so decadent a thought as Karen (or Sharon) continued to stand there brushing her hair out.
"Kinda nice huh?" he laughed passing me a fresh beer. I couldn't have agreed more.
I was still watching when suddenly she stood, flipping her hair back behind her head, her eyes locked with mine, a knowing smile on her face. I decided right then and there it had been Karen who'd stood brushing her hair, and who had caught me with my proverbial hands in the cookie jar, only in this case, it was my eyes on her luscious-looking breasts.
"Enjoy the show?" she asked walking over to sit in one of the lawn chairs. In response all I could do was lift my beer in salute to her, thankful when Roger did the same.
Diane soon joined her sitting down between Karen and Roger. As she sat, she reached down pulling the tight form-fitting tank top she'd been wearing up and over her head. She had what I affectionately referred to as the three P's. As her breasts came quickly into view, I noticed they were Perky-Pointed and Pretty!
I've always considered myself a true connoisseur of the female breast. Like fine wines, each are uniquely different. Some are dark, rich and full-bodied, others a nice mixtured blend, while still others a light pink sparkling variety. Diane was definitely the latter.
We sat talking enjoying our beer. I was hoping of course while struggling to keep my prick from performing the happy dance, that Sharon would soon join us as well. I was curious as to just how 'twinsy' they really were. When she finally did emerge from the tent however, she'd chosen to remain in what was still a provocative looking outfit. Wearing a sleeveless button down shirt, she'd taken the shirttails tying them into a nice tight knot beneath her breasts. Still, even with this tit-bit of information, I had nothing to honestly compare the two of them with yet.
Kent and Stacy strolled over towards us soon after. Stacy was smiling, but Kent had what could only be described as a 'Cat that caught the canary ' kind of look on his face.
"Where the two of you off too?" Sharon asked as they stopped only long enough to grab a few beers from the cooler before heading away towards the trees.
"We're going for a little hike," Stacy said winking back over her shoulder as Kent all but half dragged her ahead.
"Oh I see! A little nookie with the Wookie huh?"
Truth was, Kent did look a little like him. Tall, easily well over six feet. He had a full beard, though it was neatly trimmed, but his hair was long, even longer than either of the twins which he wore unencumbered rather than in a ponytail.
And yes, Star Wars was still big. I'd already been to see it three times myself. Funny how time passes, yet still has a way of catching up to you once again.
Karen laughed waving towards them with her arm raised back over her head. I could only sit there sipping my once again empty bottle of beer, suddenly reminded of a tune, as my eyes began following the bouncing ball.
A few minutes later, I decided to go for a little walk myself. A very necessary walk as if I didn't, I'd be trapped in my chair for the duration. I also had to pee, giving me even further reason and excuse to make my own way into the trees for a little needed relief.
As I passed the tent, I quickly grabbed my binoculars as I'd seen some deer earlier. It was also rumored that there were bears in the area, and I thought that I might as well find myself a nice little ridge someplace overlooking a few of the meadows and see if I'd luck out in spotting anything. It would also give me a chance to calm down some, collect myself before heading back to camp where I figured as evening came on and the night cooled, the girls would cover up some and allow me to behave a little more normally, as drooling from the side of the mouth seemed just a bit abnormal for most.
Once into the trees and well away from camp, I found myself a nice tall tree to pee on, relieving myself of all the beer I'd not realized I'd actually consumed. Soon after I spotted a deer-trail, deciding to take it in the event I might stumble upon something worth watching. And I did, but it wasn't exactly what I'd expected to find. I had followed the path up through the thick tall standing furs until it crested at the top of a little ridge overlooking one of the small meadows below. Sitting down on what was a rather smooth comfortable looking rock, I picked up my binoculars and began scanning the tree-line for any signs of life. Catching movement out of the corner of my eye, I swung back in that direction, off to the right, almost directly below me though about two hundred yards away, I spotted Kent and Stacy. They were naked, having spread a blanket beneath them where Kent lay on his back, Stacy at the moment straddling him, and going at it like crazy.
I did another quick look-see about to ensure that I was in fact alone, then returned the binoculars to my eyes, focusing for even better clarity and began watching as they soon after changed positions, getting into one of my personal favorites as it were, a '69' position. And though the distance was great, with the aid of my very powerful 'nocks', it was in a way just like being there!
This was without a doubt far better than watching any mule deer, or even bears wandering about for that matter.
"Hi Tom!"
The sound of her voice startled me, nearly dropping the binoculars I spun staring up and into the face, or rather tits of Karen who'd somehow managed to sneak up directly behind me without being heard.
"Shit! You scared the fuck out of me!" I said, suddenly fearing the carry of my voice might be heard down below as I suddenly lowered it. "What are you doing here anyway? And what did you call me Tom for?" which I then realized the answer to before she had need to explain it. "Very funny," I answered for her.
She laughed, sitting down beside me taking the binoculars from my hand raising them as she spoke. "And I thought you were the Indian," she said teasingly. "I could have scalped you, and you'd never even known it. Oh..." she suddenly paused, then giggling. "And I can see why!"
"Give me those!"
Like two kids fighting over the last cookie, she pulled away from me swinging her arms as well as her breasts in the process. I gave up.
She continued looking for a moment or two longer before much to my disbelief, she stood, slipping one hand down the front of her loosely fitting Levi shorts. It didn't take a whole hell of a lot of deduction to know what she was doing. Mesmerized, all thought of Stacy and Kent down in the meadow below disappeared like a long lost friend. All I could look and think of now was the subtle, yet very obvious motion of her hand as she stood there fingering herself in front of me.
"Fucking hot isn't it?" she said as though describing the weather.
Which to me was an understatement, more like "un-fucking believable!" I as sat there continuing to watch her while she stood pleasuring herself without thought to being self-conscious about it, nor the fact I was no longer interested in what was taking place down in the valley below.
She finally lowered the glasses, once again handing them to me, which I accepted half automatically, curious now...and wondering as to what might happen next.
"Would you like a hand-job?" she asked.
"Excuse me?" I said wondering if I had indeed heard her right. Which she confirmed a second later.
"You heard me, a hand-job! Would you like one?"
"Ah, well yeah sure!" I said honestly, excitedly.
"Well ok, but here's the thing. You keep watching those two, tell me what you see, what he's doing to her while I do that. No talky...no strokie, get it?"
"Got it!" I answered a little unsurely.
"Strip!" she ordered, which I did. Watching her do the same, once again to my surprise as she unbuttoned her jeans letting them fall down around her ankles where she stepped out of them before sitting down next to me there on the rock.
"Well?" she asked waiting, nodding her head in the direction of the meadow. I put the glasses to my face and began giving her a 'blow-by-blow' description of what was taking place. Literally.
I felt her hand clasp my firm hard erection, finding it very difficult to continue talking, until she reminded me sternly with the sudden release of my cock with her hand.
"Ok, ok!" I stated, beginning to describe things one again, though I found it very difficult for me to actually do so. I also realized as she sat beside me, she was one again fingering herself while continuing to masturbate me. She was obviously ambidextrous, and damn good at it! At some point, I made an effort to reach over towards her where I got a firm, polite, but pointed warning.
"I can handle it myself," she stated warningly. "And unless you want to handle it yourself...keep talking!"
So I did.
To be honest, once Kent got between Stacy's legs while on top and began fucking her, he sort of lost all creativity from my point of view anyway. I mean there's only so much you can do except to say, "he's fucking her, in and out, in and out," and so on. So...I began making things up. Which Karen seemed to like especially when I told her how he was playing with her breasts, sucking on them, or kissing her neck. Shit like that. When I did, she began really caressing my cock with a great deal of excitement, not to mention herself as the sounds of her liquid pussy suddenly enhanced my own pleasure as I sat doing my imaginary commentary, listening to the sweet slippery sounds of her fingers as she sat beside me finger-fucking her cunt. That and of course, jerking me off quite wonderfully.
"Make sure you tell me when you're about to come!" she stated.
"Oh, ok."
"I mean it! You tell me before you do, I don't want to get any of that shit on me!"
(Yeah, she really did say that.)
I continued describing what was not really taking place until the pleasure had simply gotten to be too much to ignore any more. So I warned her. She bent my cock forward as though aiming it towards the meadow, and I had to half lean over in the same direction to keep her from breaking it off when I came, which I soon did.
Afterwards, as we both dressed, she looked at me and laughed. Which made me feel a little uneasy.
"What?"
"You should become a writer," she told me.
"Oh? And why's that?"
"I do have eyes you know. And they weren't doing any of that shit."
"Then why'd you let me continue?" I asked.
"Because you made me believe that they were," she said walking away.
(Ok, so maybe those weren't her exact words, but she did say something about me having a great imagination. So I'll leave it at that.)
By the time I made it back to camp, the place was deserted. Though the sounds coming from within the other tent told me David and Diane were having a little fun of their own.
We'd left Kent and Stacy taking an 'afterglow' snooze in the meadow. Karen had wandered off towards the creek where I was reasonably sure she'd be cooling off. Which left Sharon and Roger's whereabouts unaccounted for.
I began making my way around the side of my tent with the intention of putting away my 'Peeping-Tom's' as Karen had called them when I heard them, or rather heard Roger as he groaned. As quiet as an Indian having taken a recent lesson on that, I approached the tent peeking in through one of the back screened windows. They were standing in the middle of the tent. Although Roger was naked, Sharon was still wearing a pair of shorts although her breasts were finally exposed. Unfortunately, without having a side-by side comparison, I still couldn't determine if their breasts were as identical as they were. But at the moment, that thought really hadn't crossed much of my mind. What I quickly realized was that Sharon was jerking him off as they stood, Roger happily fondling her breasts as she did. I nearly spoke calling out to them through the window.



"Hey! Don't be getting any of that shit on my tent!" though the thought as I thought it, sounded a hell of a lot like Karen's voice. As I remained silent, watching them.
Weak in the knees, I could tell Roger was getting close. Sensing it herself obviously, Sharon stepped into him as though holding him up. Relinquishing her breasts as now forced to do, he merely stood hugging her off to one side as his cock now rested against her thigh, her hand nearly straight down as she stood, jerking him off as though yanking on a hose. Which to one degree or another, she was.
Once again the thought of Roger squirting his spunk all over the inside of my tent didn't sit right with me. I really was half tempted to speak up and say something to them before he did.
"Almost there?" Sharon giggled questioning.
"Yeah! Can't ya tell?" Roger answered shakily.
I actually opened my mouth to say something when Sharon released him reached into her back pocket producing a large white handkerchief, which she suddenly folded over the head of his cock, then proceeded to start jerking him again. I shut my mouth smiling. Content now to watch. Seconds later he was fucking her fist, the white hanky suddenly filling as it moistened becoming wet as she gathered his semen within it. Wiping him off, she handed him the remnants with two fingers and began getting redressed as Roger collapsed down onto his sleeping bag, spent.
#
The balance of the early evening was spent in preparation for dinner. It remained unusually warm for the season, even though it was summer. Nights up in the high Uinta Mountains can still be quite cool. Regardless, camping just isn't camping without a fire. And as the sun finally set, we lit ours and soon had a toasty warm fire going even though it was barely if hardly even needed. The necessity for lanterns wasn't required however as we had more than ample light from the fire to see by.
By now we'd all begun in on the hard-stuff, my head was already a little woozy, grateful at least that I'd eaten or I'd no doubt be passed out long before midnight arrived. Sharon emerged with a CD player, battery operated, and soon began dancing sensually to the beat of the music as the flames from the fire flickered up high into the air silhouetting her rather erotic dance. As hoped for, one by one the other girls joined her, dancing in a continuous circle around the fire. Kent who was rather boisterous anyway, began urging the girls to "Take it off! Take it off!" as they danced. Sharon was the first to do so, sliding up next to him as she peeled off that same sleeveless halter she'd been wearing all day, draping it over his head then darting out of his reach before he could grab her.
"More, More!" was urged again.
"Not until you guys give us something in return!" Diane challenged. Dave of course was the first to stand removing the shorts he'd been wearing, which like me, was all he had on save for his briefs underneath. Having done that, we all got brief stares before the girls would start dancing again as one by one the guys stripped down to briefs, though I of course hadn't been wearing any. I tried begging off, saying that was all I had on, but the girls weren't having it, saying I still had to take something off, regardless of whatever else I did, or didn't have on. Needless to say, I was the first there to find themselves totally naked.
As the girls stripped, finally so did then the rest of the guys until we were all naked, watching the girls dancing now more provocatively, boldly, if not downright vulgarly around the fire as the guys sat watching, or in Kent's case, uninhibitedly stroking and playing with his cock while they did.
Stacy seemed to get a kick out of that, periodically making her way over to him where she'd wiggle down into his lap, and though hard to tell for sure, I was fairly certain along with everyone else that they'd enjoyed several quick little cunt-fucks together. It was the beginning of several interesting lap type dances.
(Author's note: L IS for Lap Dance!)
As expected with the obvious and normal pairings, Diane began doing pretty much the same thing with Dave. Climbing up into his lap where it became very obvious as to what they were doing as Stacy continued teasing Kent in much the same way. Karen and Sharon had for the most part remained elusive, watching them, watching us while they continued to dance holding hands together. Finally they broke, Sharon coming my way, and Karen towards Roger. I was shocked as I felt the soft fur of Sharon's pussy slide wickedly up my exposed thigh. Simultaneously, she reached down with her hand, stroking me briefly, slapping my hands away as I reached for her breasts, then teasingly going back to dance, rejoining her friends. Over and over the girls continued doing this until I thought poor Dave was going to tackle Diane and fuck her there on the ground. He did manage to convince her to mount him once again however, and we all watched as they truly began fucking in earnest. Sharon rejoined me soon after, as Karen did with Roger. Kneeling beside me, she began jerking me off finally allowing me to fondle and play with her breasts, which by now I had finally determined to be just as 'twinsy' as she and her sister was.
At one point Sharon finally crawled up into my lap, though facing away, her round firm ass slowly lowering. I thought briefly we were actually going to fuck, but she quickly grabbed my prick, moving it out of the way as she sat down now straddling me. And though we were obviously NOT going to do any fucking, she did perhaps the next best thing. I felt as she began using my cock to masturbate herself with. Felt her hands guiding my hard prick back and forth against the opening of her pussy without putting it in, obviously stimulating herself in the process, as well as me.
Had it been Karen, I'm not sure I'd have enjoyed even this much as I noticed poor Roger still merely being stroked as she sat by his side content on watching everyone else...including her sister.
Once again I was given "warning" and complied to her wishes. Feeling the climax eventually reach the point of no return, I told her I was almost there, to which she pointed my prick away from herself, still Jacking. Eerily, I sat looking around her as my spunk flew from the tip of my prick, arching high into the light of the fire before disappearing as though somehow consumed by it. Perhaps during those first one or two, they actually had been. Regardless, I was very happy, and very much content, as the eroticism of their dance had taken me beyond fevered pitch.
Eventually, we all retired to our respective tents, where somewhat disappointedly, I slept alone in my own bag, as did Roger in his, without any further excitement.
#
I've never been one to sleep in, especially while camping. First up, I did so right along with the sunrise, enjoyed a much needed pee, then proceeded to get some coffee going before I became too irritable.
It was nearly finished, the aroma of freshly ground beans filling the air when Roger emerged sleepy-eyed from the tent, looking like something the cat had dragged in from the night before.
"Coffee?" I asked having already poured myself one. He responded in some sort of unintelligible language, which I took for a yes, and poured him a cup as well, which he gratefully took from me.
"Some night huh?" I'd asked. By now Roger had had enough coffee to begin speaking fluently once again.
"Pretty wild!"
"They always like that?" I asked again.
"Like what?"
"You know...such fucking cock-teasers." Which in my estimation, they really were. Even though they were also pretty good, and pretty free with giving out hand-jobs.
Roger laughed. "You might could say that," he said snickering. "But I have to admit I am surprised."
"About what?"
"You got a hell of a lot further with Sharon than I ever have!"
I stared at him incredulously. "I just assumed," I began. Once again making him laugh.
"Assumed what? That I was fucking them?"
"Yes!"
"Trust me Rick, not that I haven't tried, because I have. But the only thing they'll ever do is give hand-jobs, though they're pretty good at doing that, and will gladly give you one any time you ask. And I ask them both...a lot!"
I sat shaking my head. "What? They're saving it for marriage or something?"
One again he burst out laughing. "Don't you know?"
"Know what?"
"Haven't you ever wondered why they never go out, never bring any guys home with them?"
I had, but I hadn't. Once again, I'd pretty much assumed that Roger was banging one or both of them.
"You mean they're gay? Les?" I corrected myself.
"After a fashion I guess," he snickered once more. Just then, we both heard moaning coming from inside the tent. At first I thought one of the twins was snoring, but then it became blatantly obvious it wasn't that. I stood, curious.
"I wouldn't do that if I were you," he told me.
"Oh? Why not?"
Roger sat shaking his head. "See for yourself then, just don't let them see you looking at them. Really pisses them off if you do. Trust me!"
Heeding his warning, I performed my newfound Indian trick and tiptoed up to the tent without stepping on so much as a twig.
I peeked in through the screened opening of the window...
But that's a whole different story, and an entirely different letter of the alphabet. But I will say this much, I discovered much to my surprise, there's a little wild Indian in all of us!
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Paul bit the cornered portion of his toast after having first dipped it into the runny yoke of the egg. He preferred his eggs 'sunny-side-up' as opposed to anything else. He had smiled at the waitress as she freshened his coffee, grinning politely, managing the words "Thank you" as she did.
Penny, his wife of barely a year sat beside him. She preferred pancakes smothered in rich thick syrup, perhaps overdoing it, but she'd explained that it reminded her of the way his cum sometimes slithered down the side of his shaft when he climaxed. Penny was always comparing things like that, finding eroticism in nearly everything. Just as she was doing now as her hand slowly, quietly, secretly continued stroking his hard erect shaft beneath the table.
They hadn't wanted the honeymoon to end. And as such, went on a monthly retreat, usually within a few hours drive, just someplace to get away for the weekend, be together, and explore their secret little fetish.
Paul as well as Penny were true 'Masturbationists', it was how they met, it was how they lived. They would pleasure themselves as well as one another, frequently, usually in settings such as this, where the risk of discovery added to the thrill, enhancing the excitement of their play.
"Would you like some cream?" The waitress had asked them. Paul had nearly choked on his second bite as Penny answered.
"I'm hoping for some anytime now," she said smiling, causing their waitress to look at her oddly, as though Penny had spoken an insult for some imaginary delay.
"I'll be right back with it!" she'd responded almost haughtily, turning with a flourish heading back behind the counter.
"You'd best leave her a nice tip," Penny said almost apologetically. Paul laughed.
"Guess I better!"
With cream now delivered, though not the kind Penny expectantly hoped for, she slowed her ministrations of his throbbing cock, so in tune with his pleasures were they both, that no words needed speaking for her sudden change in technique.
Paul felt the first tingle of orgasms approach though still yet far away. They had done this enough to prolong it, string out the pleasures until nothing short of an earthquake could keep either from coming. Penny turned facing him as though in deep conversation, he in turn doing the same as well as he could.
They loved watching one another orgasm. Shared it as often as they could, regardless of where they were, or what they were doing.
"Feel nice baby?" she whispered softly still stroking his prick up and down, though slowly now, ever so slowly. Paul preferred it that way. His orgasms seemingly more intense, longer lasting as Penny skillfully sat stroking his prick, her hand now barely moving, yet moving with just the right pressure, just the right grip as she sat looking into his eyes.
They were seated well away from anyone else, another irritant to their waitress upon their arrival. Asking specifically for the booth they had chosen. With the high-backed bench seat, no one could see them from where they were sitting. The service counter itself not in direct line of sight, so their only worries their now infrequent returning waitress, and any patrons passing by on their way to the restrooms.
As such, they could speak in low tones without being overheard.
"Oh baby, the head of your dick is so swollen! So hard!" she added squeezing it, feeling a fat thick pearly drop of his lubrication drool from the tip of his prick. Quickly, she gathered it, smearing the enormous head of his penis with it, slicking his fat bulbous head, listening to the subtle sounds of his slipperiness as she stroked. "The next one is mine," she added wickedly, once again squeezing the head.
They were an average looking couple, in an average little town. Neither one attractive enough to turn heads, and should anyone take note of their passing, would find it hard in remembering what they had even looked like. They enjoyed their little game, sometimes traveling hours just to find the right place, the right town, never returning so as not to run the risk of being remembered. Penny wore her hair short, though still fashionable with very little if any makeup. Though her breasts were on the larger side, she always wore clothing befitting a typical mid-westerner, nothing suggestive, nothing ever revealing.
Likewise, Paul was as average as they came. Five foot eight and exactly one-half inches tall. Hazel eyes to go with a bit of a crooked nose he'd broken in high school. Though a full head of hair, he kept it short without being too neat, neither stocky nor fat, though certainly not muscular either. Being average had its advantages, allowed them to slip into the world of their mutual pleasures, slipping away again quickly if necessary should the need ever arise.
Even the plain ordinary clothes they were wearing had purpose by design.
Paul wore no underwear of course. The outer shorts he did wear, rather than zippered, Velcro in front, for ease of speed and access, one of Penny's marvelous little inventions.
Penny's outfit chosen similarly for ease, always wearing a skirt, neither too long nor too short, zippered, though with an expensive nylon zipper that, she'd purposely replaced.
Silent, fast and easy.
"You're so fucking hard!" she continued softly, "You must be particularly horny today," tenderly easing the sensitive skin up and over the head of his prick before releasing it, hearing again the 'squishy' liquid sounds she created. "Was it our waitress?" she asked rhetorically, continuing without answer.
She had noticed upon seating that the woman's uniform tended to show a great deal of cleavage, not so much by design, but simply because the woman was obviously well endowed. And not that Paul took notice, or commented, for he had really done neither. It had been Penny's observation, using words now to stroke his mind with wicked delicious thoughts, just as her hand continued stroking his hot throbbing member.
"Wouldn't you love to rub your cock between her titties?" she asked. "Fucking those boobs, spilling your hot juicy spunk all over them?"
"How about I shoot my warm sticky fuck-juice all over your tits instead!" he countered. "I'd bet you'd like that, watching me squirting all over you right here in the restaurant!"
"You bastard!" she giggled. "You know I would! I love nothing more than seeing that big red juicy prick of yours swell up just before it shoots, then how your head expands, the white creamy nectar suddenly exploding from the tip of your prick. Oh fuck yes baby...you can come on my tits any time, any where, any place!"
Penny was really enjoying the feel of Paul's prick. Moving it from side to side, tapping it with her hand, patting it with the other, and then giving him three, four quick hard strokes of her hand before several excruciatingly slow ones.
"Oh I do so love the feel of you in my hand," she continued. "Make it dance for me Paul, make it throb hot and needfully in my hand!"
Opening her fist now, though still touching without holding, Paul made his cock dance for her as she so delightfully enjoyed. Feeling it as it wiggled, moving side to side as it slapped ever so softly against the palm of her outstretched hand.
He reached for his coffee, turning slightly as he did, Penny readjusting in the blink of an eye, though her hand remained firmly clasped upon his erection, now taking a sip of water from her glass.
"Everything ok?"
"It's delicious! Thank you!" Penny told her.
"Yes it is!" Paul said in agreement, "Very nice, one of the best we've eaten at, and we should know as we travel quite a bit. We prefer these smaller café's as the people here are always generally warmer, more friendly."
Her demeanor changed almost immediately. Whatever irritation she'd shown previously melting as though butter on the grill. Going even so far as to smile, offer coffee and a quick promised return.
"I assume that you're interested in seeing if she'll play," Paul ventured, the hand upon his prick stroking firmer, yet slow. "I'm not sure honey," he added. "She was rather irritated with us when we first came in. Perhaps we should pass on this one," he suggested, though interested as well.
"We'll play it by ear," she agreed. "When it's time, when you're closer, we'll see if we can find out if she might go along with it or not."
"Show me your breast," Paul groaned softly as his wife's hand once again squeezed the rock-hard tip of his cock. Always prepared, always aware, Penny reached down lifting the hem of one side of her shirt, still more than adequately concealed behind the bench seat. Her breast soon came into view, full round and soft as Paul reached out, his arm well below view from any curious eyes. Her nipples were dark, long and hard. He fingered her briefly, enjoying the feel of her flesh. The tightness of her tiny erection, the sudden gasp of expected pleasure as she moaned ever so discretely, his hand now pinching, rolling it between thumb and forefinger. "Are you nice and wet for me as well?" he now asked.
"You know that I am," she answered, withdrawing her hand momentarily from his pick, watching then, as she placed it briefly between her legs, withdrawing it to show the glistening moisture on the surface of one extended finger.
"Give it to me," he pleaded, momentarily feigning hurt as she slipped that single digit into her own mouth, tasting her juices.
"When you feed yours to me," she countered wickedly, once again reaching down between her legs for yet another slick-silky portion.
Paul squeezed his own penis, felt the droplet of rolling precum ooze from it's tip, gathering, then extending his finger towards her as though feeding her by spoon, his own mouth open as though feeding a child.
"Hmmm', she moaned happily, cleansing his digit, her hand busily between her legs where as promised, so to did she then reply in kind.
Another squeeze, another pearl, as Paul placed it lovingly upon the surface of her still exposed tit, smearing the face of her nubbin with torturous pleasure as his thumbnail then pressed, not quite scratching against the prick-coated nipple.
"Fuck," she mewled softly, her fingers busily frigging her clit now, her motions not quite as subtle as had been her own upon him. But she had an advantage, for she could cum quickly and often, doing so in sometimes record-breaking speed, taking minor breathers between before climaxing, cumming almost as quickly, often harder the next.
"Yes baby yes!" he urged her, his fingers again pulling, twisting her sensitive breast, the added stimulation driving her, helping her reach ecstasy as she now opened her eyes, rather than closing them looking deep into his face.
"I'm cumming!" Penny said mouthing the words, but he'd known that, it wasn't necessary saying it. But they always did anyway. Saying it, hearing it, besides seeing it, sharing with one another their vulnerability, their passion, and their souls. He felt her hand taking his. Felt his fingers quickly replacing hers as he slid into her. The wetness, the unbelievable wetness that was already filling her quim, soaking her lips, as he slipped one, then two fingers inside, hardly moving. Not really needing to as her pussy contracted, tightening about him like a vise holding him in place.
Paul looked deep into her orgasmic eyes. He saw her pupils dilate as though in surprise, straining against the impossible, wanting to close. Even so, her bold, wanton determination in keeping them open for him as she came, took on superhuman effort as she sat staring at him, and he...at her.
Paul looked up just in time to see their waitress heading in their direction. He reached for the coffee cup, though any item on the table would have sufficed as a signal. He began to pull his hand away, surprised when Penny placed her own over his, keeping it there. She managed to lower her shirt again, covering her breast, then leaned forward at an angle, effectively ensuring that there was nothing the waitress could possibly see. It would appear odd though, for her back would be turned awkwardly towards her.
"How is everything?" she asked. Paul noticed she had cast a quick curious look towards Penny, but then smiled even though Penny sat cock-eyed on the seat, her head turned slightly as though in some effort to take note of her presence, but without turning about in order to really do so. Their waitress returned her smile and questions back to Paul, for the moment no longer curious about Penny. "More coffee? Juice?"
"Yes, Juice!" Paul grinned broadly. "I really do love the juice here. It's delicious, very sweet, and lots of it!"
"Oh...k," their waitress answered pausing briefly between the two words. "Two juices?"
"No, just the one for now thank you," Penny finally commented. "I'll probably have my juice a little later."
She turned with that, heading back towards the service area.
"Well?" Penny said still holding Paul's fingers between her legs, her orgasm finally diminishing, the sweet tiny after-shocks she always felt after having one finally dying away. She sat up allowing Paul to retrieve his hand, which he quickly licked clean.
"I don't know, maybe," he thought considering.
"Did she seem worried, or curious as to what I might be doing?"
"I doubt it, she might have thought the way you were sitting a little weird perhaps, but I doubt seriously she gave it much thought. Though when she spoke to me again, her smile was different, and unless I'm mistaken, she might have winked!"
"Winked? As in flirting winked?" Penny giggled.
"Well, not really a wink maybe, more like a blink wink...with two eyes when I smiled at her talking to her about the Juice."
"Not surprised," Penny laughed once again reaching over to begin fondling her husband's still very erect aching penis. "She probably thought that you were the odd one, carrying on about 'juice' so."
"Well I really do love your juice, and there was a lot of it too!"
"Still is!" she replied. I'm nearly ready for my second one now. How'd you like it, want to watch? Or do?"
"Why don't you start while we wait for her to return with my juice," he said grinning. "But if you manage to reach another one, that will be fine too."
Penny had already inserted her fingers back inside her pussy, one hand caressing her right breast through the material of her blouse. "Let's see that cock of yours!" she asked him. "Make it juice for me a little," she laughed as they waited for their waitress to return.
Only too happy to oblige, Paul kept one eye on the restaurant, the other on his lovely wife as she boldly placed one foot flat upon the bench seat. Having un-zippered her skirt, it parted like the curtains at an old-fashioned movie, the main feature just then beginning as Penny's lips, once aroused became all puffy as well as frothy slick with her honeyed nectar.
"Oh fuck baby...pat it for me!" he told her. "Slap your cunt a little, make that sweet little clit of yours tingle!"
As she did, Paul turned to face her, his hard rigid prick near purple. So long now had he hovered on the brink, that the free-flowing lubrication from his cock seemed as thick as the syrup on her pancakes.
"Shit! Here she comes!" Paul warned swinging back beneath the table as Penny slid her foot back down to the floor, her zipper already up long before their waitress arrived.
"Here's your juice," she said placing the tall-sized glass down in front of him. "Gave you the large...no extra charge!" she said, and winked!
"Thank you," Paul stated "That was very nice of you," he added. She gave Penny a quick look, "Nothing more for you...yet?"
"Not yet! But I'm sure I'll be wanting something in a little while," she half-purred. This time the waitress did give her an inquisitive look, opened her mouth to speak, but said nothing.
"Thank you again," Paul told her, drawing her attention back to him and away from his wife.
"Well...just let me know if you need anything," she added. "I'll check back in a while, I'm going on break at the moment."
"We'll be sure and do that," Penny stated, watching their somewhat flustered waitress walk away.
"Now then...where were we?" he asked. "Oh yeah, you were slapping your pussy for me!"
"And you...were jerking yours off for me!" she giggled almost a little too loudly, which Penny quite often became when she was extremely aroused. Which she was now! "What would you like me to do for you? How would you like for me to touch myself?"
Paul loved it when they did this. Another one of their amorous games that never failed to heighten his own pleasures. "I want you to 'twinkle' it he told her."
He saw the smile stretch widely across her face, they had once gotten silly in bed together, doing that often enough as it were. But that particular night he had become so aroused, he'd meant to ask her to 'twiddle' her clit for him, but for some reason said 'twinkle' instead. She had laughed knowing full-well what he'd really meant, but in a silly, though highly aroused mood herself, she placed the tips of two fingers over the tiny little shaft, stroking it, jerking her mini-penis off, all the while singing,
"Twinkle, twinkle little clit, how I love to play with it. Up above my thigh I sigh, Like a cum drop in my eye, twinkle, twinkle, little clit, won't you come and suck on it!"
They had rolled in laughter together afterwards, Paul begging her then to sing it again, all the while stroking her tiny clit with the tips of two fingers. Ever since, that particular pleasuring stroke had become the 'twinkle'.
She began to 'twinkle' all the while humming that silly tune, the tips of her fingers pinching, pulling upwards, the flesh of her small clit actually stretching as Paul sat, his hand wrapped firmly around his more than average sized cock. His own strokes remained slow, methodical, as though in slow-motion rather than normal speed.
"Oh fuck yeah baby," he told her. "Twinkle it! Twinkle it!"
It didn't take long. Once she had reached and had the first orgasm, the second, third and sometimes a forth came in rather rapid succession, each becoming even more intense, more mind-blowing. And there would not be three, certainly not four in here, though perhaps later out in the car. Penny screamed, always screamed crying out in rapturous pleasure when she came the third time, yelling obscenities, vulgar lewd lusty fuck-words when she came the forth. No...now would not be a good time for that to happen.
"Hmm, it's going to be a squirter baby," she told him happily. She didn't always, sometimes either she, or he would hit the right spot, or have been aroused for such the right time that she did. She could always tell when she was going to, it was "different" feeling, as she'd told him. Though she couldn't quite explain it, nor even how or why that she knew...or did.
Quickly she went from 'twinkling' to fingering her slit. She probed, touching the 'sweet-spot' triggering the explosion as well as the jettison of fluid that suddenly erupted in a tiny arch of female cum-cream. Perfectly positioned, Paul glanced up once cautiously ensuring that no one was either looking, nor heading their way. He leaned, just a little and caught the first streamer of her essence as it spewed in a tiny burst, quickly followed by another, and another. So intense was her ecstasy that briefly she cried out, a soft mewling whimper of unbridled joy, causing one other couple two booths away from them to finally look over as to what had caused such an interesting sound. Luckily for them both, Paul sat as though startled by the same sound his self, looking their way as though it had come from over there. He nearly laughed as they readjusted their own search, scanning the room in a differing direction.
"Sorry!" she said shyly, feeling a little embarrassed. "I think I had two and three together," she told him. "Fuck that was good!"



Paul grinned, "And it tasted good too!" his face still slick with her cream which he'd not yet felt like wiping away.
"Well? Should we?" Penny asked, now more properly positioned once again, her skirt re-zippered, her hand once again stroking his prick.
"Let's give it a shot. But slowly, let's not tip our hand too quickly as to what's going on, lets see her reaction first. I'll know it by the look in her eyes." Truth was, Paul was very good at doing that. And...they had always been careful, being obvious as to what was going on, yet somehow creating the illusion that they weren't. Dependent upon their waitress's initial reaction, Penny would either continue, or suddenly sit as demurely as a woman just come from church. Inevitably, their somewhat flustered and unsure waitress would merely bring them the bill now asked for, and leave without so much as saying a single word.
"Ready?" Paul asked a few minutes later as he spotted their waitress as she began heading their way.
Penny sat beside him, her hand beneath the table. Though at first notice, it would indeed be hard to tell if she was simply resting it on his knee, or her own. The trick being the subtle, ever so subtle movement of her hand as though caressing his thigh perhaps, boldly, uninhibitedly, and let their waitress see her doing that, and gage her response.
"So? How are you two doing?" she asked even more friendly than she'd been before. The movement immediately catching her eye, drawn to it momentarily before forcing herself to look away before she had time to think, wonder at the possibilities.
"At the moment, we're doing fine, having a wonderful time, feeling pretty good actually!" Paul cryptically informed her, now seriously gauging her look, her response, her over all reaction.
She continued to stand there, which by experience was a good sign. At least she wasn't one to so easily frighten off. But now came the dangerous, sometimes risky part. Paul slid a hundred dollar bill across the table, letting their waitress see it.
"For doing nothing more than to stand there," he spoke quietly, softly, assuredly. If he moved, moved at all, Penny was to immediately remove her hand and feign immediate shock, revulsion at so ugly an accusation should she say or do anything in alarm. It had happened twice, and twice they had stormed out as though insulted, once even being told their dinner was taken care of with their waitress's being immediately chastised for causing an embarrassing scene. Paul had always sent flowers anonymously later.
"Nothing more?" she answered in an equally low whisper, her hand already reaching down to accept the bill. Paul smiled, letting go as she quickly retrieved it, pocketing the hundred in a flash. As she'd done, Paul now swiveled slightly towards them both, his bare prick suddenly coming into view as Penny's small-sized hand wrapped around it, fisting it in the same gentle up and down motions she'd been performing on him earlier.
"Do you like the way it looks?" she asked. "Doesn't he have a beautiful cock? Isn't it naughty, so very fucking naughty for you to stand here watching me as I Jerk his rock-hard cock off for you?"
They heard her swallow, a catch in her breath, then answer. "Oh my god...yes!"
"Would you like to see him cum for you?" Penny asked. "He's really close now, I can tell. His prick gets all purple like this about the head, just before his pleasure comes."
This time she said nothing, but Penny saw her head shaking yes, though as subtly as her hand had been rubbing him in the beginning.
"Are you ready to cum for her baby? Ready to shoot that hot white cream in the air for us?"
"Fuck yes," Paul moaned, but now his eyes were focused on hers. The waitress, nothing more than a stimulant, albeit a very erotic one, but his orgasm was hers and no others.
Penny almost chuckled, just catching herself as she saw their waitress suddenly place her hand down on the edge of the table to steady herself. She continued to pump his prick in agonizingly slow motion, certainly milking him, but the pressure now building was sure to cause an eruption of glorious proportion.
Penny watched her husbands face, knew by the look in his half-glazed eyes that he now stood on the edge of the precipice. She felt the throb, the all-knowing throb, the sudden tightening of his length, the expansion to even bigger proportions of his glands as the milky-white fluid leapt from his prick with surprising force and with even greater copious amount. She allowed it to cascade, falling upon the dark coloring of the blouse she was wearing, the decadence of his semen revealed. Jettison after hard-felt jettison of his spunk filled the air as her hand, still slowly...ever so slowly, continued to move up and down, up and down, milking him, squeezing him, and urging out every last drop of his spunk.
"Fuck," their waitress said moments later as they all sat in eerily serene silence. "Ah...should I, would you, I mean...can I get you a cloth or anything? Anything at all?"
"Yes...the check please," Paul said grinning as he finally tucked himself away.
Paul watched carefully as their waitress went back towards her station. This was the other risky part, for although she had now willingly participated, if she had pangs of guilt, remorse, especially after having taken the money, then now was usually the moment she would say or do something. They watched as she scribbled on their check, walking swiftly back towards them. She handed it over to Paul. "It's on the house," she said beaming. "No charge!"
Paul still glanced at the check anyway, and grinned. For she had hand-written across the face of it, "You are always welcome here. Please, "cum" back any time," she'd spelled.
#
As they left the café getting into their car, Penny was already reaching into what they affectionately called the glove-box as their 'toy-box' producing a rather wicked looking vibrator.
Paul laughed aloud as he put the car into gear backing out.
"Well shit! I am still fucking horny! And more importantly, I need number four! If not five!" she exclaimed.
They kissed then, and laughed once again. Speaking perhaps of how either their waitress's husband or lover would no doubt be reaping the benefits of her own now aroused needs and desires.
"Where too?" he asked.
"Someplace secluded...so I can fuck you," she told him as he put the car into gear heading out onto the highway, whistling a very familiar tune as they did.
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Craig had been working out in the yard, just having finished mowing the grass as he now began paying attention to a few stubborn weeds coming up in his flower garden. He knelt, his trowel already loosening the dirt beneath such one as he glanced up. Directly across from him stood a six-foot wooden fence separating his yard from the neighbors. As he glanced, he caught sudden movement through a fairly large knothole in the wood. Like a naughty little boy, he leaned in closer towards it.
Across the yard into which he was peering, he saw her. He remembered his wife Sandy mentioning her name, "Becky," he mused to himself. They had met out near the mailboxes where Sandy had learned just a few days after her moving in that she was recently divorced. Becky had been there less than a full week, and as yet Craig hadn't even seen her as yet, let alone met her. Until now. His unobserved introduction was one he'd not expected nor anticipated either. He continued to kneel, grinning like that same naughty little boy.
Hearing the back door open, he turned his head watching his wife emerge carrying a tall glass of ice-cold lemonade. He smiled. She faltered in her step just slightly spotting him, shaking her head almost unnoticeably from side to side continuing her approach.
Craig adored his wife. He and Sandy hadn't been married all that long either, each coming from bad marriages into this one. As such, there wasn't anything they couldn't or wouldn't share with one another. Something they had vowed, promised, and committed to one another in always being honest with regards to their feelings, not matter what they might be. Because of that, Sandy knew every one of Craig's deepest darkest desires and secrets. As he knew hers.
At just barely five feet, Craig affectionately called her his little "Tasmanian Devil". He'd never known a woman who could become as wild in bed as she could once she was aroused. To see her, you'd never know it or believe it even if you did. Sandy wore her reddish-brown hair in a feathery short, easy to care for manner. She had large breasts, which tended to be accentuated because of her height, often given appreciative stares from men as well as women. Though some of which weren't always welcome if someone became too obvious about it, or worse, actually made a suggestive comment, especially if she didn't know them.
"Naughty boy!" Sandy whispered actually crouching as she approached the fence. "Just what are you looking at anyway?" she asked with an "I know what you're doing" look on her face.
"Just meeting our neighbor," he whispered back in low tones only loud enough for Sandy to hear. "And boy am I!"
She handed him his lemonade, taking his place before the hole in the fence glancing in briefly. "Wow!" Sandy exclaimed almost a little too loudly, quickly pulling away however in the event she might have been heard, even at this distance. She peeked briefly once again a moment or two later, then stepped away. "She is pretty isn't she?"
Sandy wasn't jealous. Craig knew her better than that, and she him. But he could hear the envy in her tone of voice when she spoke. Becky really did have "long assed legs" as Craig referred to them just moments before giving up his spot for his wife's quick little 'look-see'. Sandy had always wished that she had long legs, a natural desire by anyone who wasn't. Just like some women wished to be larger breasted, something Sandy found to be more of a handicap than a blessing.
Becky had come out to take in some sun. She'd obviously been busy the better part of the week unpacking, getting things settled in. Now, in the supposed seclusion of her own backyard, she had thrown down a beach towel on one of her patio lounge chairs. Wearing nothing but a pair of dark sunglasses, she lay on her back, freshly oiled, gleaming against the brilliant sunlight now caressing her nude form.
Even laying down as she was, it was evident she was tall for a woman, perhaps even a model for she certainly looked it, though neither Sandy nor Craig knew or had any idea what she actually did for a living. Her breasts were certainly smaller than Sandy's, but beautifully proportioned with dollar-sized, pink tipped nipples that even at this distance, could be seen standing firm and erect off her chest.
"Fuck me," Sandy spoke still standing off to one side. "Right here...right now!"
Craig was grinning. Watching his wife begin turning into the sometimes wild little Tasmanian 'she-devil' that she was, he leered towards her lustfully as she stood, already peeling away the sleeveless blouse she was wearing. "Keep your shirt on," she warned him. "Cause you're taking bottom, and I know how bad you hate the itchy's!"
Craig hurriedly unfastened his belt, stepping out of his Levi shorts, tossing them off to one side where they were soon joined by both Sandy's top, as well as her own pair of shorts, along with her panties. Though his bare ass now melted into the grass, even if he got a case of the "itchy's" as Sandy'd called them, he wasn't about to complain. He was still grinning as she stepped over him, lowering, and then stole his breath away.
She was wet. Sopping was perhaps a better word for it. That mere thought alone never failing to make him hungry, "cock-hungry" for her he'd called it. Sandy's pussy was always so deliciously warm, slick and wet whenever he came to her. Just as it was now. Just as his prick acknowledged, sending back the sensory information to his brain as the feel of her engulfing him so easily, so smoothly until he felt the lips of her pussy actually kissing at the now tight sack of his balls.
"Hold still," she purred milking him. He loved it when she contracted her muscles around him, felt her cunt literally stroking his prick with tiny little contractions that slithered up and down his shaft as though her own lips were busily sucking him instead. "Play with my tits, pinch my nipples," she added, her head half-tossed back as she leaned that way, his hands already coming up to fill his palms with.
Sandy could get as deliciously wicked as he himself was when she became aroused, if not more so. Though most of their friends wouldn't know it, believe it because of her almost Jekell & Hide change that took place when she became not just aroused, but decadently aroused as she obviously was now.
"Oh yeah baby, that's perfect! I love it when you play with my nipples like that!"
She was fucking him now, hard. He met her downwards thrusts, impaling her with his own fierce piercing, as cock became pussy, pussy became cock. Rapid, frantic, their coupling now taking on a mind of it's own without worry or fear for the pleasure of the other for so in-tune where they, that as one began climax, the other soon joined.
Sometimes it was quick. Like this one. Barely a minute had even elapsed since they'd begun the furious assault upon one another's flesh. Yet they sang out in near-perfect unison only moments later, Craig's cock spewing torrents of fresh hot cream into his wife's spasming pussy as she swallowed it, swallowed him deep near the opening of her womb.
She laughed, leaving him to lay there still breathless as he tried unsuccessfully at first to regain his senses. "Hurry up and shower," she told him retrieving her clothes. "I'm famished!"
They'd planned dinner around a nice tossed salad and barbequed chicken. Suddenly he was equally as hungry as she'd announced her self in being. "Ok, just let me finish this last patch of the garden," he stated, turning to watch, once again smiling as his cute sexy nude little wife sashayed back inside the house, carrying her clothes as well as his which he only then realized.
"Fuck!" he laughed, dragging his bare-ass over towards the garden retrieving his trowel once again. Spotting the knot-hole that had started all this in the first place, he stole another quick peek into it, somewhat disappointed, then curious as their new neighbor was now no where in sight. He tossed the trowel down onto the ground leaving the small strip of garden area as yet un-weeded. "Fuck it, leave it for the nightshift!" he told himself, then headed back inside, swishing his naked little ass in much the same way he'd seen his wife doing, wondering if she stood even now watching him through the dark recess of their kitchen window.
#
Once again clean, Craig had slipped into a pair of brightly colored briefs, which is about all he ever wore when lounging around inside the house, though usually careful to keep another pair of casual shorts handy and available in the event unexpected company arrived.
He'd just stepped out back onto their patio, firing up the barbeque in preparation for the chicken, turning to not only see his wife standing there, but their new, never formally before met neighbor Becky standing beside her.
It took everything she had to keep from laughing as Sandy turned introducing him to their neighbor. He noticed as she did, that Becky didn't obviously appear to be too uncomfortable by his appearance, perhaps thinking in fact that we was actually wearing some sort of swim-wear. That was, until she spoke.
"Nice to meet you too," she said extending her hand. "And don't worry, chances are you'll discover me running inside and out of my house in my underwear half the time too!"
Before he could answer, or inquire as to why she was even there in the first place, Sandy answered for her.
"Becky told me her new oven hasn't been delivered yet. She was going to throw some hot-dogs on her barbeque, but can't seem to get it lit for some reason, so she came over to see if you'd be willing to look at it for her."
Craig opened his mouth to speak.
"I've already told her you would. But not today. Told her she'd be staying for dinner since we're already planning on barbequing, and something a hell of a lot better than hot-dogs."
Once again Craig started to speak.
"I asked your wife what I should bring, or wear in the event you were having other company. She told me to come as I am."
Becky was wearing a skimpy bikini, no doubt what she'd been wearing prior to taking it off to sunbathe. She was looking at Craig expectantly, but then spoke once again before he could utter a single word.
"So, is this still ok? Or should I perhaps switch to panties and bra?"
Sandy burst out laughing, as did Becky. They stood there the two of them laughing and hugging one another as though having known one another for years.
"See? I told you that'd get him!" Sandy told her. "Now, come on, you can help me finish making the salad!"
Craig stood for a moment totally speechless, then turned back around to light the barbeque, which he'd already lit.
"Fuck!" he said silently, then smiled.
#
They'd enjoyed their dinner getting to know one another better. Though for the most part, Craig merely sat back content to listen to the women talking as though they had known one another for years.
"So what is it you do anyway?" Sandy had asked her. "You look like a model!"
It was the first time she had actually blushed. "Me? A model? No!" she laughed. "I am an interior designer, though in a way I guess you could say I do modeling. Or rather remodeling of homes. After doing it for so long for everyone else, I decided after my divorce to find a nice little place I could fix up myself. And now that I have enough money put aside to do that, I've taken some time off to remodel myself, as well as my home."
"More wine?" Craig asked as he finished pouring what remained of the bottle into Becky's glass, attempting to do the same to Becky's. But she hurriedly placed her hand over it to keep him from pouring.
"Don't care for wine?" Becky asked.
"Actually, I love it! But any more than two glasses, and I...well, lets just say I get a little frisky feeling. So I usually stop there."
Becky frowned. "Oh come on Sandy, you can't get that bad. Hell, I'm the same way after a few drinks. I've been known to really let my hair down and surprise a few people. So come on, if I'm having another, you sure as hell can!"
Craig was grinning from ear to ear. He knew his wife, and seriously knew that more than two drinks, anything and everything was possible.
"Well, ok...but just one more. Anything after that and I'm no longer responsible for anything I might say or do!"
"Speaking of do. I noticed you guys have a hot-tub," she said looking over to where it sat in a secluded little corner of their yard. "I could really use a nice soak. My back and shoulders are killing me from all this lifting I've been doing."
"Well you're more than welcome to come over and use it any time you'd like to!" Craig began. "Just one thing though, if you decide to, you either have to do so in the buff, or wear something that's never been washed with detergent. Perhaps a new swimsuit you don't mind seeing fade in a hurry because of the chemicals in the tub. But the detergents play hell with the chemicals I use, so...either naked or something brand new."
"Well thanks!" she smiled. "But to be honest, I wouldn't feel comfortable tubbing alone, or using it that way. But if you two were comfortable enough, I could sure use it now!"
Craig's head spun towards Sandy like a top. She sat smiling at him with a knowing look.
"Craig honey? Why don't you go open another bottle of wine after you pop the lid on the tub. I'll show Becky to the guest room where she and I can change. We'll meet you out here in say...fifteen minutes? Give her a chance to relax without you ogling her, and give us a chance to chat. How's that sound?"
To Craig, it sounded like heaven.
#
He was mildly surprised with his wife. Not only had she agreed to have a third glass of wine, but suggested he open another. Though as he considered that, chances were she still wouldn't have any more, so the offer was more for Becky's benefit as well as his own. "Still," he thought silently. It had allowed the wine time enough to breathe when he finally stepped outside with nothing on but his robe, carrying the wine along with three unbreakable glasses. The girls were happily engaged in conversation, hardly taking note of him at all as he sat the tray down on the convenient little bar next to the tub, and removed his robe hanging it up next to theirs.
"Wine?" he asked expecting Sandy to decline, even more surprised when she accepted.
"Yes please," they'd both indicated.
For a time, Craig was content to just sit there in his opposite little corner of the tub watching the two of them continue to jabber on. In a way, it was like watching dolphins at play as their breasts occasionally broke the surface of the water, giving him tantalizing peeks at the two of them. So completely different, yet "tits!" he thought quietly as he continued to watch them. Of course, he became aroused. Thankfully, with the surface swirling, bubbling, the prospect of discovery wasn't very likely. That was, until as if on cue, Sandy and Becky suddenly moved to either side of him.
"Think he's hard?" Sandy asked, reaching over. "Yep! He is!" she giggled.
Craig was flustered, bewildered yet totally enjoying this unexpected turn of events. As his wife toyed with his cock, he sat grinning as the Tasmanian devil took shape. "Go ahead Becky, see for yourself!" In the next instant, a second pair of hands joined those of his wife, so he now felt two pairs of hands gliding over and around his steel-hard shaft, as well as gingerly toying with his now very firm balls.
"Hmm, it has been a while," Becky admitted. "Feels nice just being able to play with one again."
"Fuck!" Craig moaned no longer able to control his feelings. "Feels fucking nice just having it played with!"
He truly thought he had seen it all until Becky reached over and began caressing one of his wife's breasts. He looked towards her apprehensively. She'd never been with a woman before. And though they'd discussed it, the 'curiosity' of it and all, she'd admitted that the prospects of that ever really happening weren't likely. For one thing, she didn't know anyone she'd be comfortable with enough to even attempt it. By the look in his wife's eyes however, he could see that it was having some effect on her as she closed her eyes smiling, letting the sensuality of another woman's touch wash over her entire being.
As much as he was enjoying having his prick stroked, he needed to calm the inevitable in a hurry, or he'd be adding an entirely different chemical to the water within moments.
"Ah, I think I need some more wine," Craig stated reluctantly detaching himself from the two women. To his surprise and relief, they didn't seem to mind however. Suddenly Sandy was caressing Becky's breasts as she in turn caressed his wife's, which is also about the time they kissed. "Holy shit!" Craig stammered spilling the wine as he over-poured the glass.
"Ever gotten off in a hot-tub?" Sandy asked. Becky giggled.
"Once! It was great, but haven't ever been able to do it again since!"
"Want to?"
"Hmmm, yeah. I'd like that," she admitted.
"Come here," Sandy cooed as Craig half stood, half knelt with the bottle still in hand not wanting to put it down, nor his over-filled wine glass in fear that he might miss something in doing so. "Try this one," Sandy indicated. "Just wiggle up next to it on your knees, you'll see that it's in the perfect position!"
"Shit! I'll say!" Becky exclaimed delightedly.
Craig watched as his wife slid in behind Becky, her hands tenderly reaching around cupping her hard firm breasts. The press of her own magnificent orbs against Becky's back as she sat hugging her from behind, her hands slithering down along her sides, the softness of her ass, then back up towards her breasts as the two women knelt, moving as though in a slow sensual dance together.
"Baby?"
"Yeah?" Craig answered as though hypnotized.
"Come over here and fuck me while Becky gets off against the jets!"
Craig downed his wine in one gulp, moving in behind his beautiful wife. Cupping her breasts just as she continued cupping Becky's as Becky braced herself against the edge of the tub, gyrating her pussy against the pulsating jet.
"Feel nice?" Sandy asked her.
"Oh fuck yes...damn nice. I'd almost forgotten what this feels like!" she moaned breathlessly.
"Oh baby!" Sandy moaned as Craig slid easily inside her moist channel.
"Ooooh. I like the sound of that. He in you?" Becky asked.
"Oh yeah...fuck yeah! Perfect!" Sandy groaned. "More than perfect."
Craig couldn't believe this was happening. Watching his wife caressing another woman while fucking her was one thing. But Becky unashamedly getting herself off on one of the jets while they were doing it was unbelievable!
"Shit Sandy...can I ask you something?" Becky asked.
"Sure," she barely managed as Craig slowly thrust in and out of her from behind. "Ask anything you'd like."
"You...have you ever made love to another woman before?"
Craig halted mid-stride. Sandy laughed. "Well that certainly got your attention didn't it my love?" she asked reaching around to pat the firmness of his ass. Turning back towards Becky, she kissed her on the neck, passionately. "No...I never have. You?"
"No. But I'll be the first to admit, I've often wondered about it."
"Yeah...me too."
Craig didn't know what to do. He didn't know whether to cum or shine shoes. He could only stand there with his cock buried to the hilt inside his wife's cunt and wait to see where this was headed...if anywhere. "So you have wondered about it then?" Becky asked turning. "Wondered enough to want to actually find out?"
"Fuck me!" Craig thought, easing himself out of his wife's pussy, more curious than ever to see what her response might be. Most likely, nothing more than what she'd already done which was considerable. But to take it further...he could only wonder.
He might as well have been invisible. At least at first. Watching them kiss for the first time was one of the most sensual, erotic, things he'd ever seen. Considered a pretty damn good kisser himself, or so at least his wife told him, he continued to stand there watching in awe as their lips pressed ever-so-softly together. He could only imagine the dance of their tongues upon one another, seeing inside his own mind as he did, not as tongues...but extensions of their hard little clits happily lapping, skimming, slipping and sliding back and forth, up and down one another.



Once again hands seemed to be everywhere at once. He watched as Becky thumbed the hard thick nubbins of Sandy's incredible nipples. Knowing full well what it felt like to touch them, watching someone else doing it, especially another woman, seemed surreal, almost magical as though he were having an out of body experience just in watching.
"Lets take this into the bedroom," Sandy groaned softly. "Where we can all get a little more comfortable," she said smiling at her husband.
"Coming honey?" she snickered looking down at his very hard, very erect prick. "Not too soon I hope," she laughed at her own intended pun.
They were just settling down onto the bed, the heat of the moment temporarily cooled.
"I do have a tiny-winy confession to make," Becky announced drawing their attention to her. "Earlier today while I was laying out? I noticed that there was movement near the fence, spotting a rather large knothole I walked over and peeked through it as Craig was mowing the lawn. The more I thought about it, I began to fantasize until I was rather 'horny' shall we say? Anyway...I decided to sunbathe in the nude, half hoping that Craig would in fact see me. Admittedly, I am a bit of an exhibitionist. And the thought of being looked at, knowing I was, without letting someone know that I knew it...was very, very exciting."
Craig as well as Sandy looked towards one another a bit sheepishly. "Well, since we're on the subject, I actually did peek at you through the fence while you were laying out."
"As did I," Sandy admitted openly. "And seeing you, well...it got us both rather hot, so we ended up fucking out on the back lawn."
Becky giggled, blushing. "I know...I watched," she said smiling. "Which is when I came up with the idea of seeing if I could somehow invite myself over for dinner. I also knew you had the hot-tub, so I was trying to figure out a way to see if getting together might cause something to happen. Obviously, it did. But I wanted you to know all that, before we really go any further here. I don't want any hard feelings, or guilt trips for anyone because of this."
"You feel bad looking at her through the hole in the fence honey?" Sandy asked.
"Nope!"
"Well...then I guess no harm's done. Now then...you want to eat me first? Or would you like me to eat you?"
Becky laughed. "How about letting Craig fuck me from behind while you lay beneath me. How's that sound?"
"Sounds wonderful!" Craig interjected before his wife could say anything one way or the other. She did laugh however, easing his sudden concern.
"Wouldn't you know it?" she laughed. "But to tell the truth, I really wouldn't mind seeing that myself."
Moments later, Becky was kneeling over Sandy's face, her tongue already twirling, licking delicately, almost tentatively against the woman's hard exposed clitoris. Though excited, and certainly wanting to fuck this woman's delicious looking pussy, Craig found it equally exciting to initially just stand there and watch. Especially when Becky leaned over, now kissing, and then licking his own wife's beautiful full split.
"hmmm," both women moaned simultaneously into one another's cunts. Unable to take it any longer, Craig stood walking around the bed until he could position himself perfectly, placing his cock at the opening of Becky's slit, then grinning as he looked down into his wife's face as she watched from one very interesting angle as his prick slowly eased in the tight wet glove that awaited him. He moved slowly, thrusting all the way in...then easing all the way out. Sandy continued her clit-tickling torture with her tongue as he did, occasionally reaching up with her hands to grab his slow-fucking prick, giving it a soft suck before replacing it so he could once again slide his prick deep within the recess of that liquid quim.
Both girls were mewling, moaning, undulating sensually like writhing snakes upon the floor. The sounds of so much liquid so freely flowing now became an aphrodisiac of unimaginable design. He was drunk from it, intoxicated, euphoric as his prick continued sliding in and out of that slippery soft tunnel. The feel of his wife's mouth periodically stealing it away, licking off the essence of what was Becky's nectar, as well as her own husband's pearly pre-cum fuck juice, soon had her on the edge, teetering above a chasm of pure unadulterated bliss.
"OH fuck her! Fuck her hard until she cums...until you cum, cum in her pussy baby so I can eat it...eat her...eat you!" Sandy cried wickedly. The Tasmanian 'she-devil' had come out to play.
#
They had played for hours, fucking in every combination imaginable. Craig had finally collapsed, spent...exhausted, watching the two women once again pleasuring one another with their lips until somehow, miraculously coaxing yet one more deliciously naughty little orgasm from one another's now spent pussies.
Sandwiched between them, they lay basking in the afterglow of it all. Hands still caressing, touching, but non-arousingly so. "Comforting," Craig thought as his fingers traced tiny imagined lines on the soft flesh of both women as he continued lying between them.
"Well baby, I guess that one should count shouldn't it?" Sandy stated after a time. Craig laughed.
"Yeah, guess it should at that," he answered happily.
"Count for what? What are you two talking about?" Becky asked sounding as though she'd just woken up from a dream.
"Well," Sandy said sitting up, her full breasts still looking as though in need of attention, which Craig was only too happy to accommodate by rolling her nipples as she spoke.
"We have this fantasy jar you see. And in it...well this just happened to be one of Craig's little fantasies. So though we hadn't exactly planned it, it still counts."
"A fantasy jar huh? Wow...wherever did you come up with that idea?" she asked curiously.
"Actually, we like to go to this web-site from time to time and read stories. Craig's discovered this one guy who wrote a story about it. Anyway, after reading it, we decided to do it ourselves. So once a month or so at the least, we take turns drawing out fantasies for one another, then fulfilling them. So...like I said, this just happened to be one of his."
Sandy turned back towards her husband. "So honey, did you enjoy it as much as you've fantasized about actually doing it?"
"Even better baby...even better," he said kissing her as they fell back onto the bed and began the fantasy all over again.
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"Damn honey, you look beautiful!"
Sometimes hearing it, you still don't feel or believe it, though the compliment is well received. In this case however, Renee' did believe it as she stood looking at herself in the mirror.
Tall, or at least tall for a woman, Renee' stood admiring her long shapely legs. The black skirt she was wearing short, short without being obscene, but definitely sexy. She had worn no panties, nor panty hose.
She ran her fingers briefly through her short brown feathered hair, giving herself a stylish 'mussed' look, without appearing as though she'd just gotten out of bed. She allowed her hands to roam down her sides caressing the soft silky material of her matching blouse, seeing her perky nipples responding to her own touch, giving each a brief, very brief self-caress, giggling inwardly as they responded.
She looked good. Damn good, smiling at her self in the mirror one last time before hurrying to catch up with her husband who had now gone downstairs and was waiting for her.
Renee' was excited, and nervous. They were headed to a nightclub, a favorite though she had never been to this particular one before. It had been highly recommended, mostly because the women who danced there were a cut above the rest. But she was nervous for another reason, they were going so that she could experience a Lap Dance.
#
Though still busy, the club was far from being packed. A beautiful fair-skinned woman with a mane of fiery red hair stood on stage, sensually gyrating in a slow-motion dance as many of the patron's sat watching her as though hypnotized. Renee's husband Robert guided her towards a secluded back booth. And though well away from the stage itself, still allowing a perfectly unobstructed view of the dancers. Several dancers mingled amongst the members, some sitting with them, others appearing to float from table to table, warm friendly, like Mermaids seductive in their allure.
They had ordered their drinks from one of the scantily clad waitress's, though not a dancer. For the dancers though free to mingle, did not serve in that capacity. Their job was to keep the customers drinking, engage in seductive naughty talk if they felt like it, and offer Lap Dances to those who they aroused enough to want one.
"Hi, my name's Danielle," she had said. "First time here?"
She was as tall, if not taller than Renee'. With long flowing dark hair, that perfectly framed her oval shaped face, eyes that appeared as burnt almonds, sensually penetrating as she looked first briefly towards Renee's husband, before returning, then staying on her.
Danielle's skin was coppery-colored, a faint sheen of perspiration giving a glow to her near flawless skin. She had just finished her set moments ago, somewhat breathless, though sounding more like she'd just crawled between Renee's legs and was kissing her there. Which at the moment, Renee' found herself thinking and wondering about.
"Yes," Robert had answered for them. Which Renee' was glad for as she'd not as yet found her own voice. She was still staring at this incredibly beautiful creature, surprised that she could feel lust, desire towards another woman, something she had never experienced to quite this degree before. "Would you care to join us?" he added.
Renee' caught the quick signal as Danielle summoned a waitress over to them. It was after all part of the job. Even if she was unable to convince someone into having a Lap Dance, then drinks were at the very least required before any of the dancers could join one of the patron's at their table.
Renee' expected Danielle to swing around the booth, sitting down next to her husband. Surprised, thrilled, curiously confused when she chose instead to slide in next to her. And when she did, Renee' felt a tickling wave of excitement race through her.
Danielle didn't just sit, nor keep any kind of respectable distance between them either. Almost from the start, as they talked became friendly, laughing enjoying their drinks together, Danielle's long slender leg remained in constant contact with Renee's. Moving, subtly perhaps, but moving, caressing without being too obvious. Occasionally over a shared comment or joke that made them laugh, Danielle would allow her hand to drop, allowing it to linger briefly, all too briefly upon Renee's exposed thigh. Sometimes a simple touch, fleeting as though it had never occurred. But then others, when her hand lingered, a slight upward stroke, gentle, teasing, then just as quickly disappearing as though she'd nearly burned her hand.
Which by Renee's way of thinking, she nearly had, she was aflame.
They had spent the better part of an hour merely sitting there together. Renee' surprised that time had passed so quickly, stunned when Danielle announced it was time for another set.
"Will you..." Renee' caught herself beginning to say, "Come back when you're done?"
Danielle smiled, leaning over giving Renee' a soft lingering kiss. "If you'd like, yes!" She whispered quietly into Renee's ear. At that same moment, she felt the teasing press of Danielle's hand just graze the side of her breast. Once again, a tease...nothing so bold or so obvious as to be called a grope, or even "copping a feel" as some might say. Danielle had, but she hadn't, her hand once again dancing away just as she now did herself towards the stage.
Mesmerized, both Robert as well as she sat staring at Danielle as she began the first of three sensual numbers on stage. To her, it was as though she was witnessing the private moments of a woman who'd just been with her lover, though not having made love, yet excited, yearning and still wishing for more. As she danced, her hands gliding up and down her lithe form, Renee' could picture her own hands doing the same.
She hadn't even realized until her husband mentioned it, that her own hand had unconsciously slipped between her legs.
"Exciting isn't she?" he'd said, grinning, then looking down as Renee' openly felt her wetness, surprised at her own boldness even though the likelihood of anyone having seen her do that was remote.
"God yes...she is!"
"So? Do you?" He left the actual question unspoken.
She barely hesitated, and then answered breathlessly. "Yes...yes I would."
The costume she wore could be called nothing else, for it was. But in appearance, it seemed as though an elegant evening dress that you would easily find someone wearing at a cocktail party. Covered in hundreds of tiny sparkling chaff, the lights flickered upon it, giving her the look of a universe suddenly exploding into existence as the lights on stage died, then abruptly coming up again, though more focused, more directed upon her as she moved in and out of the light. And as she did, as she seemed to disappear into nothingness momentarily, suddenly reappearing, Renee found herself holding her breath for as the lights came up yet a third time, now bathing her in an erotic red glow, she was nude.
"Oh God!" Renee' actually exclaimed, her hand immediately covering her mouth in surprise as though the next words might sound orgasmic in nature, which in truth...might very well have been. She heard Robert's chuckle, his eyes smiling their approval as she glanced towards him, feeling somewhat embarrassed, guilty that her inner emotions and desires had forced their way to the surface before she could have acted in controlling them.
"You want her don't you?" Robert pressed, only then slipping up beside his wife closing the abnormal distance that had existed between them most of the night. Renee took his hand, guiding it downwards between her legs where he openly probed the recess of her fully exposed, fully available sex, finding it liquid, heated, and in need.
By the time Danielle had finished, Robert had nearly brought her to the point of orgasm twice. Stopping just short, so fully in tune with his wife's pleasures, letting them linger on the edge, before easing back before she could boil over into climatic bliss.
For a brief moment Renee' feared that Danielle might not return. She had disappeared off stage without immediately reappearing. She sat scanning the area in search for her, worried, nervous that perhaps she'd moved on, knowing that others were feeling the same intensity of emotion that she was. She felt a flood of relief wash over her when several minutes later Danielle approached, though no longer wearing the outfit she'd been wearing. Instead, she wore what appeared to be a simple, yet form-fitting tank top with a skirt that was definitely too short to be seen in public. Danielle approached their table, but rather than sitting down, she merely extended her hand towards Renee'.
"Come," she said simply. And Renee' stood. The mere touch of her hand as their fingers entwined like serpents caressing sent a shiver of bumps flooding her flesh to prickle in tingly anticipation.
#
There was another area set aside specifically for Lap Dancing. Danielle led her to it, finding a large comfortable chair that was at least two chairs away from their currently involved neighbors. The woman whom Renee' had seen dancing upon stage when they'd first entered now sat sensually moving within the lap of an older silver-haird man who looked in many ways like some well known movie-star though at the moment, Renee' couldn't have named him. Nor, did she dwell on it further as Danielle eased her down into the seat.
Renee' had no idea what to do with her hands. Funny as she sat there thinking about it, until Danielle slithered up into her lap. As though having a mind of their own, Renee reached, drawing Danielle towards her. She came willingly, just as expectant perhaps, certainly as excited as she was. This was no act, this was no 'on-stage' performance. And though there were a few on-lookers yes, Renee' somehow managed to block each and every one of them out of her mind including Robert who she sensed rather than actually saw was standing somewhere nearby.
Danielle sat facing her at first. Renee' felt Daniel's soft breasts even through the material of what each were wearing as she pressed herself fully, then arching her back ensuring that her nipples grazed those of Renee's before slithering back, then up doing so again.
The skirt she wore had a slit along one side, as she sat, it naturally parted revealing even more of her upper thigh. Danielle now began running her hands in exploration along her exposed flesh. A new wave of tingles coursing up and down her spine, goose bumps exploding like a thousand tiny bombs of energy, searing her flesh, intensifying Danielle's wandering touch as first one, then two fingers brushed casually, almost too casually against the outer folds of her delicate wet lips.
"Oh God," Renee' heard herself speaking, though in a voice that hadn't sounded like her own, as though belonging to someone else entirely until she heard herself moaning once again as another, then another finger probed as though searching for secrets, secrets that Renee' was now only too willing to share.
Danielle had leaned into her once again, so smooth in her routines, as she did, Renee' felt the hard tips of Danielle's breasts actually brush her cheek as she realized her breasts had somehow been bared as they kissed daintily, quickly, moving away before Renee could even think to seek either of them out with lips or tongue.
"Fuck!" Renee' moaned audibly, not caring now who heard her, or what they may have thought had they.
As Danielle leaned once more, her intent to again nipple-tease Renee's face in passing, Renee' reached up with her hands, taking Danielle's breasts fully within each, surprising her briefly, then completely as she all but sank her teeth into the woman's exposed neck, nipping at her, hearing Danielle moan in uninhibited surprise.
Thinking she now had the upper hand for a moment as she caressed the hard taut nubbins of her twin eraser sized nips, rolling each between thumb and fingers, Danielle eased the tip of her finger up Renee's split, locating swiftly the like-sized pearl that lay swollen, exposed, inviting. She allowed the sharp edge of her finger-nail to lightly nick it, neither causing pleasure, nor pain...just an intense sensation of sensitivity that rushed through Renee's being like wild-fire, escalating the ever-growing passion and want that now freely-flowed from between her legs.
"You want to get serious about playing?" Danielle asked. "We do have 'private' rooms, but they cost...and only the two of us may go in," she explained hotly.
"I don't..." Renee' began, but Robert stepped in beside them.
"Will this cover it?" he asked grinning. Danielle nodded, accepting the cash, once again standing where she took Renee's hand back into hers leading her over to what appeared to be a small flight of stairs where a big burley looking bouncer stood baring entry. As Danielle approached, he stepped aside unclasping a rope that served only as a reminder against unwanted entry, allowing them both to pass before securing it behind them.
"Have fun baby," Renee' heard Robert comment, turning back briefly to look into his smiling face as he stood below grinning from ear to ear.
The room was spacious, soft lights bathing it in a surreal glow matching the slow sensuous beat of music that seemed to be emanating from everywhere. A single large chair, that was actually more bench than mere seat, sat as the primary focus of the stylishly decorated room.
"Go ahead, get as comfortable as you'd like," Danielle told her. Renee' crossed to the bench sitting down. The extra padded cushions comfortable as well as interestingly warm. "They're heated," Danielle informed her watching as Renee' seemed to search the length of cushion in curious repose.
Danielle slipped the form-fitting top she was wearing up and over her head. Her long dark tresses falling sensually across her firm full breasts. As Renee' sat, Danielle straddled her and began to unbutton her blouse, quickly revealing Renee's sweet breasts, her nipples stiff, swollen with desire which Danielle immediately kissed. A fresh wave of electrical excitement coursed through each of her aroused buds sending jolts of pleasure from her breasts to her more than aroused pussy.
Taking her hands within her own, Danielle placed Renee's upon her own silken covered breasts. Swaying sensually to the soft beat of the music, Renee had the vision of a cobra dancing before her, the dangerous excitement of being struck, and the very real possibility that she would be. She caressed Danielle's breasts with the tapestry of her long dark hair that hid, tantalized and teased every sensory imaginable. She found herself smiling, as Danielle's nipples would appear, then disappear as she continued massaging them with her incredibly soft hair.
And like the cobra writhing so sensually before her, she struck, unexpectedly, yet delightfully as her teeth sank into the tenderness of her neck, nipping her, then kissing, sucking, nipping again. Danielle's hands now busily caressing Renee as she in turn ran her hands up and down Danielle's back, her fingernails digging, leaving tracings of the incredible pleasure she was feeling.
So good at what she did, Renee' didn't even know until she felt the cooler air upon her exposed flesh that Danielle had completely undone her skirt. Entranced, she lifted slightly, her tight firm ass giving way as Danielle next slipped it off and away from her completely. She stood, the garment within her hands, Renee now fully nude, leaning back to more lay rather than sit on the bench-like seat as Danielle swayed hypnotically before her. She danced, her moves sensual, provocative, running Renee's short skirt down between her legs, see-sawing it back and forth, caressing her coppery-colored pussy, then bringing the garment up to her face, smelling it, smiling before tossing it off to one side.
"You'll smell like my pussy," she somewhat apologized with an evil-wicked look upon her face. "I hope you won't mind."
Danielle didn't give Renee' a chance to answer or comment however, coming back to her now, slithering against her, flesh to flesh, turning, presenting her more than perfect heart-shaped ass towards Renee', which she reached towards, gliding her own hands over the incredibly firm flesh.
The fact she was even touching another woman was intoxicating enough, but as beautiful, near perfect as she was, her skin glowing with the same sheen of excitement that she had seen before. All Renee' wanted to do was devour her, to lick her from head to toe, beginning with Danielle's sweet ass as she leaned forward nipping her.
Giggling like a young girl, Danielle spun. In doing so, she slipped one of her long tapered legs between Renee's outstretched ones, forcing them a part as she eased herself downwards. Renee' automatically spreading herself with no thought to it, one knee now bent, the other braced upon the floor as Danielle came to her, effectively scissoring her in a tight, shocking embrace. Their nether-lips now kissed, and then kissed again. Danielle began to dance, dancing just with her pussy however, somehow undulating her pelvis in slow rotating circles, the contact wet...slippery and so powerfully erotic!
"Oh god!" Renee' moaned, letting the pleasure escape her lips as she now found herself beginning to press, rotating her own hips just as sensually in perfect beat to the music as Danielle was doing to her.
Danielle's beautiful pear-shaped breasts lay within easy reach of her hand. Touching it, wonder filling her mind as the taut nipple seemed to respond to her contact, Danielle's hiss as she did, her head thrown back in ecstasy, eyes closed as she mashed herself even more deeply, more fully against the dampened folds of her femininity.
Renee' felt as though the floodgates to a damn had been opened. She felt the liquid treasure of her quim suddenly gush, the flood of pearly essence bathing Danielle's lips as the unexpected, unanticipated rush of climax paralyzed her momentarily.
Evaporating like a Ghoul, Renee' was at first not even aware that Danielle had moved, that was until the tingling sensation of the woman's tongue captured the essence of her soul. She felt the first sweet stabbing pang of rapturous pleasure, adding to those of her still sweet spilling climax. Danielle now a maddened she-devil between her legs, her lips, tongue, fingers everywhere upon her at once. The climax she thought she was having suddenly intensified, becoming more. Then another, and another as her pussy erupted, exploding... her mind racing with images of the woman between her legs though her eyes closed.
The scream she heard as though another's, somehow eventually registering as her own. The laughter bellowing from her own quivering self, the giggles so soft and sweet as Danielle coaxed from her the last remaining vestiges of her nectar.
"Fuck!" she allowed an eternity later. "Fuck!"
Still basking in her afterglow, still tingling with a thousand pricks of sensations never before felt, she sensed movement, opening her eyes, and stared into the beautiful sweet sex of her ravisher.
She had never been with a woman, before now. She had never really thought of it, before now. And she'd certainly never kissed another woman there, before now. And then she was!
Danielle's lips came to her hungrily, wanting, with urgent need and desire. Renee tentatively allowed the first feathery touch of her tongue upon the surface of her swollen exposed clit. Heard the clear audible sign of pleasure escape from Danielle's lips as she did. Smiling inside her own mind as she now suckled it gently between her lips, rolling the tiny nubbin with the tip of her tongue, flicking at it as though shoeing away a speck of dust. But in this case, returning for more, and more and more. Renee' soon found herself in her own maddened revelry, all thought of anything else sucked into a void. The only sights, sounds, feelings now those of Danielle as she continued to rape her pussy, fucking it with her tongue, sucking the sweet tender folds of flesh that greeted her as once again, Danielle began to dance.



Even the sight that greeted her eyes went well beyond expectation, the decadence of it so erotically obscene. Her tongue so rapidly at work, all the while peering above the sweet smelling folds she now held within her fingers, spreading. Above, she could see the grimace of pain-pleasured torture upon Danielle's face. Her eyes closed, her tongue furiously working her lips as though Renee's. Her hands upon her breasts, tweaking, pulling and pinching her nipples in wild abandon. And the dance, the slow, gyrating dance of her quivering pussy as she moved it ever so slowly, ever so methodically back and forth against Renee's maddened tongue.
When she came, she did so with an anguished cry of relief, collapsing forward near smothering Renee'. And still she held on, still licking though careful now in the caress of lips and tongue upon the spent, super-sensitive floor of her clit.
"Holy shit!" Danielle finally exclaimed, rolling now to spoon Renee' from behind. Her hand once again cupping one of Renee's breasts, a soft lingering caress no longer urgent, no longer desperate, but still requiring and demanding the need of continued contact. "Was it good for you?" she asked laughing. "Because it sure as hell was for me!"
Renee merely sighed, content with the reawakened softness of afterglow, the comfort of caress, the lightest of touch now soothing, reassuring. "Unlike anything I could have ever imagined," she finally expressed, sighing contentedly once more.
#
They had finally dressed, Renee once again preening herself in a nearby mirror, not wanting to look too disheveled upon her return, though inwardly she felt as though Jell-O, her knees still weak, her mind still awash with the sensuality of their encounter.
"Here, give this back to your husband," Danielle suddenly said holding out a hand-full of bills towards Renee'.
"Why?" she asked initially refusing.
"Because being with you, was payment enough," she said smiling. "And I don't want this to mar that, cheapen it," she demanded now forcing the bills into Renee's hand. "Oh, and tell him thanks for me too. I wasn't sure what he expected when he approached me with this the last time he was here."
"He's been here before?" Renee questioned, not upset, but mildly amused.
Danielle laughed, "Oh, I thought perhaps you already knew that. Guess not," she said sheepishly. "But never-the-less, you give it to him with my thanks. Seducing you was my pleasure as well as yours hopefully," she'd added with a pause.
"Seems 'husband' has some explaining to do," Renee' laughed.
"I bet!" Danielle smiled, then laughing.
A moment of silence came between them as they prepared to head back downstairs.
"So tell me Danielle, how often are you here?" Renee questioned curiously. "I'm thinking I'd very much like to do this again."
Danielle stopped. "Well for one thing, I'm here every weekend, though I am off every third, which I will be next week. But for another, what happened here between us tonight isn't the usual. To be honest with you, I could probably get fired for allowing it to go as far as it did. I allowed myself to cross over a few lines, break a few rules...another reason why I also wanted to return the money," she left off without additional explanation.
"So you're off next weekend then huh?"
"Yes, matter of fact I am."
"Plans?"
Danielle looked into Renee's eyes as Renee drew her towards her, their lips once again meeting, though briefly, affectionately.
"Not until now," Danielle stated as they stepped out into the hallway hand in hand.
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"Hey buddy, how'd you like to have a chance to win a million dollars, and have fun doing it?"
Jack attempted to give the guy a wide birth. He wasn't that he looked creepy or anything, but he was sure it was some kind of a scam. "Ah no thanks," he said nearly stepping down into the gutter.
"You enjoy masturbating?"
"Ok, now it's gotten creepy," Jack thought as the guy handed him a flyer.
He made it around the guy not daring to even look back, half tempted to just wad up the paper he'd been given and throw it away, but with his luck, some cop would site him for littering.
"Read it, don't just toss it," he heard from behind as though the guy was somehow able to read his mind.
Jack made it to the corner without incident. He'd been on his way to pick up his early morning coffee from a nearby Starbucks. Spotting a trash container just outside the door before entering he made his way towards it. At the last second he glanced at the wrinkled flyer and stopped dead in his tracks.
"Enjoy masturbating? Win a million dollars for doing it!"
The problem was, Jack did. Especially as he was currently between girlfriends at the moment so had been doing so frequently. A young attractive looking woman came up to him at that moment however and spoke. Embarrassed, Jack crunched the paper he was holding before she could see what it said, still about to throw it away. Which is when he realized, she was holding one too!
"Thinking about it?" she asked.
Flustered, Jack felt his face grow crimson. "No, not really. This guy just handed it to me, didn't even know what it said," Jack responded lamely.
"Oh, too bad," she smiled reaching behind him, forcing Jack to step out of the way so she could enter through the door he was still blocking.
"Sorry," Jack apologized once again allowing her to enter, which she did. He stood there for a moment longer, staring back at the crumpled paper, then towards the door where he could see her placing her order inside. Jack entered.
He'd stood in line waiting for his "Mocha Latte' Grande, skinny" spotting the girl he'd briefly spoken with sitting over in a secluded corner of the shop. Jack approached, uncertainty written in his face.
"Excuse me, but would you mind it if I joined you?"
She smiled, "Not at all, feel free."
She was attractive, but not overly so. Not the kind of woman that would turn heads more than once. But having a disarming smile and way about her that just made her average ordinary features suddenly appealing. She wore her hair long, pulled back into a ponytail, medium sized breasts that neither jumped out at you, nor caused you not to notice them either.
"Thanks," Jack said sitting down.
"So. You thinking about it?" she asked pointedly.
"About what?" Jack answered evasively, answering a question with a question. She laughed.
"Maybe you wouldn't make it through the auditions," she said flatly. "You're too shy for one thing, and certainly inhibited."
Jack was truly at a loss for words.
"Did you even look at it? The flyer," she reminded him not accepting his 'act'. Maybe you should."
Jack took the crumpled paper from his pocket where he'd stashed it, spreading it out on the small round table between them.
"Enjoy masturbating? Win a million dollars for doing it!" Jack read again, then continued.
The flyer went on to say that there would be ten teams made up of men and women, all carefully selected through auditions, which would continue throughout the rest of the week. Various times were included as well as the location which happened to be an old movie theatre now turned into a 'Comedy Club' that he was very familiar with. It mentioned only briefly that there would be challenges, and as those were either met or failed, teams would be eliminated until there was only one final pairing. At that time the final pairing would be given the final challenge against one another for the million dollars.
"This is for real?" Jack said finally looking up. She was grinning.
"Yep, it is! I've already called the number to verify it. By the way, my name's Kate, though my friends call me Kay," she said extending her hand. Jack took it.
"Ok...Kay...Kate," he amended quickly feeling awkward, then silly at the double sound of her name.
"Call me Kay," she said easily. "And yours?"
Jack felt like a fool, like some teen-age pimply kid about to feel his first tit. Though why he felt that way sitting here as he was, he had no idea.
"Ah Jack," he said simply.
"Ok...Ah Jack," she responded with that same disarming look, and then burst out laughing.
"What's so funny?"
"Was just thinking."
"About?"
"Well, if somehow we do both manage to make it through the auditions, and dependant upon what kind of challenges we're given..."
"Yeah?" he interrupted briefly.
She laughed again, and then continued. "Well, it will be the first time I've ever jacked a Jack off!" she said giggling.
"Oh yeah...guess it would," and then he laughed, though his head was now filled with the image of her doing just that.
#
The reason Kay was even there having coffee was because it was her intention to be amongst the first to audition, figuring it would give her a better than average chance. The first time was less than an hour from now, just a short walk further on down the street.
"I'll be right back," he told her. "Don't go anywhere...I need to make a phone call!"
Jack called into work informing his boss who he got along with very well that something important had come up, but not only that, he might also have to re-schedule his upcoming vacation a little earlier than he'd originally intended.
"Well?" she asked upon his return. "Everything 'cum' out all right?" she asked emphasizing the word. Once again Jack felt his face flush.
"No really, I really did need to make a call. So now...I can go with you," he finally smiled excitedly. "I just hope this isn't some kind of race to see who comes first or something, or last for that matter. I wouldn't win either."
"That's nice to know," Kay responded with a flirtatious look. Which then caused Jack to wonder about something else.
"You know, if that is the case, if this is some sort of a kinky race or some kind of endurance test, wouldn't a woman have a distinct advantage over a man?"
Kay spun the paper back towards him. "You didn't finish reading it, check out the footnotes at the bottom of the page." He did, his eyes suddenly growing wide.
"Only women with the ability to ejaculate need apply."
"Oh!" Jack exclaimed suddenly, looking up into Kay's grinning face. "OH!"
#
Although Jack knew about it, having downloaded a few movies off the Internet, he'd never actually known, or seen a woman who could. As he and Kay made their way towards the old theatre, visions of Kay doing that filled his mind now too. In fact, he had all kinds of wonderful thoughts racing around inside his head, and an erection to match.
"Nice!" Kay said looking down towards him. "Glad to see you getting excited about this!"
Jack nearly stumbled, taking a quick glance down at himself as he'd tripped over the curb.
"It's ok Jack," she leaned in whispering. "I'm horny too!"
As they turned the corner, they both stopped short. A line with at least thirty or forty people standing in it stood waiting to get in. "Ah oh, maybe we should have come earlier!" Kay said in surprise. "Come on!" she said grabbing his hand, forcing him to keep up as she all but ran towards the end of the line. Which for Jack wasn't an easy thing to do with a full-blown erection.
Interestingly as he and Kay stood there, Jack noticed that for the most part these were all everyday average looking people. Sure, there were one or two that stood out in the crowd as appearing a little "creepy" as he was fond of saying. But beyond a small handful, these were people you would pass along the street, even see in an office similar to one he worked in himself, "Or..." he considered. "Meet going in to order a coffee."
Ten minutes before the scheduled time, several people came out with clipboards and pencils with questionnaires. They began handing them out to everyone.
A very professional looking woman in a three-piece business suit spoke, "Please fill out these forms prior to leaving today after the auditions, provided you're still interested in participating afterwards."
After that, they were invited in taking various seats within the cozy audience area while another professional looking guy, also in a business suit stood on stage with a microphone in hand waiting for everyone to be seated. After several minutes the back doors were closed and the lights came down with a soft spotlight now on stage.
"Ok, everyone...listen up! I know most of you are wondering if this is for real. I can assure you that it is!"
Jack along with everyone else listened as they were told of a somewhat eccentric, to remain anonymous, billionaire who had come up with the idea while at a party. The more he'd thought about it, the more he liked the idea, finally approaching some contacts he had in the entertainment business who were willing to go out on a limb, all underground of course, and create their own little reality show around the theme of 'masturbation.' He'd gone on to say that the money was already in an account on deposit with the access codes even then held in the envelope, which he held up for everyone to see. It was of course sealed and only to be opened upon awarding the eventual winner.
"Damn," Jack leaned over whispering to Kay. "This really is for real!" he exclaimed in abject surprise. Kay giggled. "I certainly hope so, I have every intention of winning it!" she whispered back.
"Ok, here's how it works," their host began. "We will select ten women, and ten men who will then be randomly paired. No one is allowed to be partnered with someone they know, or someone they are currently in any sort of a relationship with. Should that happen, both participants will be immediately disqualified."
That brought a nervous chitterling along with a few giggles from the audience.
"Over the course of a week, each team will be given two challenges to accomplish in one twenty-four hour period. One of which will be relatively easy, the other fairly difficult. As teams complete these challenges, they will return here and clock in. Any team failing to complete their combined, or separate challenges will be immediately eliminated. In addition, the last team arriving to check in will also of course be immediately eliminated. When the last team is finally determined, there will then be a final challenge against the two for the ultimate winner of 'One Million Dollars!'" he exclaimed enthusiastically amidst a sudden roar excitement.
A number of questioning hands had already shot up into the air as well.
"Before I open it to any questions, let me make one or two additional comments and see if I can't answer some of those before we begin the preliminary auditions themselves. First, you will be escorted with a cameraman at all times who will videotape your challenges. The equipment they will be using will be the type often found in security surveillance, so it will not be obvious to anyone except perhaps for yourselves that you will be on camera, nor that any of this is actually being filmed for verification and accomplishment of your challenges. Secondly, as there is some potential risk involved here, you are to be advised that should anything happen, should you be arrested, or otherwise discovered, that will be at your own risk!"
A few groans and worried murmurings could be heard amongst the audience.
"However," their host began once again. "Any legal fees, posting of bail or things of that nature will also be provided by our benefactor in the event this should happen to any of you."
That seemed to pacify everyone for the most part, though a very small handful of people actually stood and began making their way out of the theatre.
"Well, that increases our chances a little bit!" Kay said happily as they watched the others soon leave the establishment.
"And now for the hard part," their host informed everyone. "For each of you who are willing to stay, you must first go through a rigorous challenge right here to determine if you're to be selected. Anyone not wishing to face this challenge will also be invited to leave the premises immediately!"
"Here we go!" Kay said sitting up even further in her seat. "This is where I'm sure it gets interesting!"
#
"You will notice a stack of baskets," their host stated holding one up for everyone to see. "As your name is called, you will be invited to come up on stage, take one of these with you as you come by them. Each has an envelope containing a hundred dollar bill, which is yours to keep once you have finished undressing whether you continue on or not from there. You will then be invited to take one of the seats at random until we have the first group of ten on stage with us. After that, each of you will be asked to openly masturbate in front of everyone else, both those in our audience as well as those on stage. A selected panel of judges will observe, make notes and comments, perhaps even ask you personal selected questions as you do, gauging your response, as well as your enthusiasm. So be mindful of that, it's important enough to go along way with the judges in making their final decisions."
Jack was nervously grateful that his name was not called amongst the first ten participants. While Kay on the other hand was wickedly delighted when hers was.
"Good luck," Jack told her as she excitedly stood.
"Thanks, you too!" she beamed. "Just remember Jack, " she giggled turning back towards him briefly for a moment. "You're jacking off for a million bucks...keep that in mind!" she offered.
Jack allowed a small cleansing breath to escape his lips. He'd try and remember that while jerking himself off in front of a bunch of total strangers.
#
Most if not all appeared nervous, apprehensive save for one or two, including Kay who unabashedly sat nude upon her chair listening to some last minute instructions. Many, especially the women didn't seem to know what to even do with their hands. Some crossed breasts as though it were cold, which it wasn't. Others sat with crossed legs effectively and demurely positioning themselves against prying eyes from the audience.
Most of the men Jack also noticed with the exception of one guy were still as limp and flaccid as they'd ever been. And one of the "creep" guys hiding his dick entirely by bending over so far you'd have thought he was waiting for a prostrate exam.
When at last they were told to begin, Jack sat watching along with everyone else as the six men and four women began, or rather mostly began masturbating. Three guys sat there like zombies, eyes closed even though they were jerking themselves off. "Creepoid" just continued to look until first invited, then escorted off stage. One of the guys, like Kay, seemed to be looking and watching everyone else, obviously enjoying not only what they were doing, but seeing. One of the women finally stood and began to dress. She was quickly ushered off the stage as well. Finally, the guy who Jack termed as "Mr. Happy Dick" finally ejaculated, sitting back seemingly enjoying it as his spunk flew from the head of his dick actually hitting the floor. Jack was happy to see the sticky messed cleaned up shortly after the stage area was vacated before anyone else was called up.
And then there was Kay.
Jack had watched as the judges mingled between the contestants, for the most part merely observing, occasionally asking questions. He watched as they stood before Kay, talking to her, but more importantly, he watched as she 'continued' to play with herself even as they did! Her fingers flicking at her exposed clit as she sat there spreading her luscious lips a part. He was amazed she could do that, and noticed too...the judges seemed to pay particular attention to that.
Never once did Kay appear uncomfortable, awkward. If anything, she seemed to grow and become more and more excited, animated by the minute. As it became evident that her orgasm approached, even many of the others on stage began to notice, eyes focused, some smiling, others appearing surprised, even embarrassed as Kay cried out, giggling, laughing and then...squirting!
She all but melted into her chair, a tiny little fountain of female cream arching into a long streamer of bliss. She cried out in delirious pleasure, another, and then another of the pearly little streams leaping from within the delicate folds of her pussy, several judges stopping to watch, many making notes, nodding.
Jack knew then, she was a shoe-in.
Perhaps it was a blessing in disguise, but watching Kay had 'lifted' his spirits, he felt his erection hard, strong and needful. When his name was called...he was ready.
#
They had walked out together, holding hands as they did. "So? What did you think?"
"I think...watching you cum was one of the most incredible things I've ever seen!" he told her.
"You too!" she answered. "Though I was worried about you at first, but when you starting slapping your dick the way you did...well that got the judges attention. None of the other guys did that!" she giggled. "And fuck, when you came! Boy! Did you!"
Jack felt himself blushing. "Well I owe that all to you," he admitted. "Seeing you cum? Fuck! That was one of the hottest things I've ever seen before in my entire life! I think you're going to be picked as a finalist for sure!"
"Well if I were to make any predictions myself, I think you and that model guy will probably make it. None of the judges paid as much attention to anyone else."
"So what did they ask you while you were sitting there?" he wondered.
Kay giggled. "Asked me if I preferred watching, or being watched while masturbating."
"Yeah, me too," he said.
"What'd you say?"
"I told them both."
"Good answer!" Kay smiled as they reached the corner where the Starbucks stood.
"Well, this is where I need to catch my bus," she informed him as he finally released her hand.
"Yeah, should probably head back into work anyway myself," Jack said suddenly feeling a bit dejected.
"Do you have too?" she asked.
Jack looked at her curiously, smiled. "Well no...not really. Why?"
"I think maybe we should practice!"
"Practice?"
"Yeah...here comes my bus!"
Once again Jack looked at her inquisitively.
"Come on, come with me," she urged. "We'll go back to my place, I'll fix us something to eat. After," she added.
"After?"
Kay reached down unzipping his fly, "Leave it," she admonished him just as the bus pulled along side. "Lets go find us a nice seat!"
She led him towards the back, though the very back seat had a couple already sitting on it. Locating another two rows up from them, and two rows behind anyone else, Kay had Jack slide in first.
"Keep a look-out," she cautioned him, her hand already fishing his semi-erect prick from inside his pants.
"Shit!" Jack exclaimed a bit nervously, but allowed her to remove his prick, which she immediately began, stroking and playing with even before the bus finished pulling back out into traffic.
"If you cum before we get to my stop, I promise I'll fix you a really nice lunch. If you don't...then you can fix yourself a P.B. & J. or something. How's that for incentive?"
Her hand on his prick, stroking it, which had been a while since anyone had, was incentive enough.
#
Jack had just stepped out of the shower when the phone rang.
"Hello?"
"Jack Keaton?"
"Yes?"
"Good morning and congratulations!"
"Excuse me?" he wondered thinking this was one of those sales pitches for some sort of weekend get-away.
"You're one of the finalists for the million dollars!"



"No shit?" Jack exclaimed excitedly, though stunned, as he'd honestly not expected it. "I am?"
He listened while given instructions, told where and when the actual contest would begin, and reminded that he'd need to schedule the time if he was still planning on participating.
"Oh trust me! I've already got things arranged just in case I was selected!" he assured the woman who he remembered in the three-piece suit. He'd no sooner hung up when his phone rang once again.
"Hello?"
"Jack?"
"Kay!"
"Guess what? I'm in!"
"Me too!" he responded happily. He heard Kay sigh a breath of relief.
"That's so fucking cool!" she told him. "By the way, did they tell you who you've been partnered with?"
"Yeah, someone named Stacy?" he said still trying to remember anyone by that name.
"Oh, I think I know who she is. Wasn't she that tall blonde with the big tits? You should be happy about that, might help," she paused. "I got stuck with the fucking model!"
For some strange reason, Jack felt a twinge of jealousy. "Damn...sorry," he told her not really feeling so.
"You excited? I sure as hell am. Fuck Jack! A chance at a million bucks! And all we have to do is masturbate!"
"Maybe so Kay, but it's the where and what we have to do while doing it that worries me!"
Kay laughed. "Don't be so worried. It'll be both fun AND exciting. You just need to keep things in focus, keep alert, and enjoy yourself. Even with Mr. Model, I'm planning on doing just that. And more importantly, I'm going to win this fucking contest!"
"You know Kay...if anyone can. I think you probably will too!"
#
They'd been given a set of instructions, told to "dress appropriately" suggesting clothing that wouldn't hamper activities. No belts, underwear, or things that would prove difficult should the situation arise. As agreed, he met Kay at the Starbucks for coffee, something that had become personal now for them, looking at it as a good-luck omen, and a good way to start things off.
"Nervous?"
"Hell yes! Aren't you?"
Kay giggled. "A little, but damn fucking excited too!"
They soon made their way over to the Comedy Club and joined all the finalists anxiously waiting for last minute instructions along with their first set of 'challenges'.
"Good luck!" Kay said honestly. "Remember Jack...stay focused!"
"Before we begin," their host said gathering everyone's attention. "Unfortunately there have been a couple of last minute changes. Kay Dalton? Are you here?" he asked.
Kay nervously, apprehensively raised her hand. "Here!"
"I'm sorry to inform you Kay," he began. Jack suddenly seizing her hand in his expecting some horrible turn of events. "But your partner, Jerry Williams has backed out of the competition. Apparently his manager felt this would ruin rather than help his career."
A smattering of boo's quickly followed. Their host laughed, settling the crowd. "But, we do have some alternates who are thrilled they will now be joining us. Jack Keaton?" he now asked.
Jack felt his stomach roll. "Yes?" he almost squeaked.
"Stacy Burkhoff has also been disqualified. Seems that her husband had no idea she had entered the competition. Apparently she forged her husband's signature stating that he was aware of his wife's participation in the contest. So as such, you'll now be pared with Ms. Dalton."
Jack turned towards Kay with a grin a mile wide, that was, until he saw her face. She was actually frowning.
"What's wrong?" he asked suddenly.
"Competing against you...at the end," she stated. "That's what!"
Jack laughed. "Kay? We've got a long way to go before we ever make it to that point. Why don't we first just play the game, work together, and then deal with that if and when we actually make it that far ok?"
She smiled. "Deal. But Jack? You need to realize something. Regardless of how I'm beginning to feel about you, and yes...excited we're now paired up together. I AM going to win this million dollars!"
"Guess we'll see won't we?" Jack said, and then surprised her as he slipped his hand down between her legs, giving her an affectionate caress.
#
Interestingly, they soon learned that of the ten teams selected, two teams were made up of two guys together, as well as another two teams with two women together. For some reason, Jack hadn't considered that possibility. The remaining six teams were male and female. They were then introduced to their "glued to their sides" cameramen as they were told, for as long as they were actively pursuing their challenges. Handed out the first of their "challenge" envelopes, that would send all ten groups out in differing directions to differing areas. Though everyone would eventually perform or do the same assigned tasks, provided they were of course not eliminated.
"Ok everyone," their host readied them. "You will have exactly eight hours from now to complete your challenges and clock back in here. As you do, you will be informed as to what position you arrived in so that you may return to your homes for some rest prior to returning here tomorrow at this exact same time for your next set of challenges. Ok everyone...get ready? Get set! GO!"
Like bee's, all ten teams tore into their envelopes, then in a near perfect swarm, headed out of the theatre on a dead run.
#
"Where are we going to?" Jack asked, as it had been Kay who had opened, and then read their first challenge.
"The amusement park!" she said laughing. "Oh and Jack? This one say's it's 'YOUR' challenge, and unfortunately for me, the easy one."
He felt slightly relieved as they ran down the street heading towards his car. "So what do I have to do?" he asked her as they headed to their own sides jumping in.
"You get to jerk off while riding the rollercoaster...you know, the one they call Monster?"
"FUCK!" Jack groaned as they headed out onto the highway.
"What?" she asked.
"Well for one...I fucking HATE rollercoaster's. And two...if that's the easy one, can you even begin to imagine what yours is going to be like. And then mine? Tomorrow?"
Kay laughed. "We have to make it through today first Jack," she reminded him. "And don't worry...a rollercoaster's not that bad. They heard the snicker of the cameraman who just like they'd been told would be literally glued to their side. He'd gotten in the back seat and was still filming.
"What are you laughing about?" Jack asked. "I really do hate rollercoaster's. I'm apt to throw up if anything!"
"I hope you do," he told them. "It will make for some interesting entertainment for our closed-circuit audience."
"Fuck me!" Jack groaned once again while Kay laughed.
#
The amusement park was a half hours drive. Kay read carefully through this particular challenges rules and requirements several times. She wanted to make sure they didn't do anything that might cause them to be eliminated.
"It says here, that if you climax before the rides over, then we get an extra hour bonus time knocked off whatever time we check back in!" Kay said excitedly.
"Little good that will do us for this one," Jack responded. "It's a long ride...but not that long for one thing. And for another...I already told you how much I hate rollercoaster's! It'll be tough enough just trying to jack-off while I'm riding the damn thing!"
Kay giggled. "It doesn't say anything anywhere in the rules that we can't get you ready to 'pop' before hand!" she said wickedly. "Nor does it say you have to be the one doing it. So the way I see it, we'll get you nearly there to begin with, then see if we can keep you excited until we get on. With luck, maybe it won't take too much effort, and I'll be the one playing with you the whole time. How's that sound?"
Suddenly, it didn't sound half-bad. "OK," he grinned. "That just might work!"
They hurriedly made their way to the 'Monster', David, their cameraman following closely behind them. As there was a restroom facility close by, Kay had Jack check it. There was only one other guy using the urinal. "Haven't got time to wait," she told him. "Lets go!"
They ran in, ducking into one of the stalls before the lone guy inside was even aware that a woman had entered. As quietly as she could, Kay drew Jack's prick out, surprisingly hard already...and began sucking it.
"Holy shit!" Jack moaned a bit too loudly. "You never said anything about..."
"Shhh!" Kay warned still sucking him. "There's no rules about this either, except for on the rollercoaster."
It didn't take long, Kay apparently was good at nearly everything she did. "OK...I'm pretty fucking close!" he warned gritting his teeth.
"Then lets get to the ride!"
Once again they dashed out of the restroom just as a group of teenage kids entered. "Hot damn!" one of them spoke as Jack and Kay came flying out. Jack didn't dare look down at himself, he knew the front of his pants were tightly stretched over his bulging cock.
"Just stay behind me as close as you can while we stand in line, don't worry...I'll take care of everything!" Kay said excitedly.
And she did. Luckily it wasn't busy, so the line wasn't very long at all. They stood waiting to get into the next car, Jack standing pressed closely behind Kay who nonchalantly stood in front of him, hand down and behind her as she continued petting and stroking his dick keeping it hard and excited beneath his short pants.
When at last it came their turn to board, David climbed into the seat in front of them grinning evilly as he continued filming their adventure. Even before the car began moving, once the attendant had walked by checking that their harnesses were secure, Kay released Jack's prick, immediately stroking it. "You getting all this?" she asked directly into the camera.
All David did was nod his head and smile.
They began the long upward climb towards the first hair-raising drop that would send them racing downwards in a sidewards dive before spinning in the opposite direction through two quick loops, and then what was affectionately known as the 'cork-screw'.
"Oh fuck!" Jack said as they climbed.
"Just relax! Concentrate on what I'm doing, how it feels," Kay said stroking Jack's prick smoothly up and down, up and down. "Just close your eyes...don't even think about the ride, just think about this...think about how good it feels, how nice it feels to have me stroking you, hand-fucking this gorgeous hard cock!"
Jack was barely even aware they'd already toppled over the crest rapidly gaining speed as they tilted sideways into the first of several torturous dives. Keeping his eyes closed just as she'd told him, it was easier. And...the sensation of the cool air rushing past, the feel of it on his exposed cock had an interestingly erotic affect as Kay continued stroking him, pumping his cock furiously now up and down.
"Come for me baby...let this fucker squirt for me. Shoot all that marvelous juice right into my fucking face!" she was literally screaming.
Even David groaned pleasurably hearing that one.
They had made it through nearly three quarters of the ride without Jack's sicking up. And to his surprise, he felt the first bubbly tingle of his orgasm's approach. "Oh fuck! Yeah baby! Now! Now!" he cried out in complete surprise.
Kay was laughing hysterically as the cream from Jack's prick exploded, disappearing almost immediately as they went into a series of vicious twists followed by a complete roll going into the last dive. "You are getting all this yes?" she asked once again.
"Yes!" came the simple reply. "I am!"
Their section of cars came screaming into the station. Jack hurriedly fumbled with his prick putting it away just in the nick of time as the operator's began unlocking the doors allowing their exit. Jack laughed, almost speaking, then closed his mouth as one of the attendants stood, opened their door and froze while looking at Kay as she stood up.
"Enjoy the ride?" he asked suddenly grinning.
"Yes, very much...thank you!" Kay answered, then all but pulled Jack in a hard run down the exit ramp.
"Ah...you'd better take five to go into the women's restroom he told her."
"Why?"
Jack burst out laughing, as did David. "Cause honey...you got a natural cum-part sitting on top of your hair!"
Kay turned towards the cameraman. "I suppose you got that too yes?" And again, he nodded.
#
"Ok, open the second envelope!" Jack pressed, now feeling giddy as well as excited. "What do we do next?"
"Bumper cars!"
"Bumper cars? Fuck Kay...how the hell does this one work?"
"Easy...you drive, I play. Just try not to hit anyone if you can, and stay away from everyone as much as possible!"
The camera guy had already scouted out a location where he could stand and follow their antics inside the ride. "Just make sure you come by me several times so I can film you," he warned. "I need at minimum ten seconds of pussy touching, or you fail this particular challenge."
"Shit...ten seconds in a ride like this is an eternity!" Jack stated.
"Like I said Jack...you got the easy one today!" Kay reminded. "Ok, let's do it!"
She had worn a simple short skirt zippered along one side. Just before climbing into the bumper car they'd been given, she twisted it, bringing the zipper around to in front, unzipping as she did. She looked carefully over towards the ride attendant who at the moment was busily helping someone else climb inside their own car. Close enough, without too much risk, Kay bared her pussy facing towards were David stood filming them. She gave herself several quick strokes through the passage of her quim until Jack spoke forcing her to close her skirt, sitting down.
"He's coming!"
"I should have gotten at least two or three seconds for that bit of pussy play," she said hopefully. "Now...just make sure you drive this fucker as often and as quickly as you can towards David, I'll make sure he gets what he needs as you do!"
When the ride actually began, it was a lot tougher than Jack thought it actually might be. With so many bumper cars slamming into one another, chasing one another around, Jack was forced into taking a series of time-consuming detours before freeing himself from the pack, making a mad long dash along the side.
"We're gonna have to risk it some!" Kay realized, needing to accumulate some time. She'd already prepared herself, flipping her skirt completely open as they ran down along side one stretch of the arena, right past the rides operator. Luckily for them, the girl manning the station took no notice of them as they passed, content to be looking ahead of them where most of the action was taking place. Jack even slowed their car, trying to squeeze as much time in as he could as Kay played, spreading her pussy, fingers furiously working her slit as David stood at the far end in the corner filming, with a welcomed relief 'thumbs up' as they passed.
"You need three more seconds!" he shouted out at them as they screamed by. It wasn't a lot, but they soon found themselves being battered by a group of driver's intent on hitting anyone and everyone.
"Ok, hang on Kay," Jack told her. "I'm putting this fucker into a spin if I can, and when we come out of it...we should be right in front of him, so be ready!"
Jack braked, then yanked hard on the steering wheel just missing another of the cars intent on ramming into them. Sure enough, as they came out of the move they were in front of David's camera once again. Kay had anticipated the move, her skirt once again fully open, pussy clearly displayed as she inserted not one, but two fingers inside herself as they swung by. The feel of power suddenly leaving the vehicles left them coasting a short distance away. Kay quickly re-zipped her skirt, stepping out moments later.
"God...did we do it?" she asked.
Hurriedly they made their way out of the ride over to where David was standing.
"Well?"
He grinned. "Congratulations, you two met both of your challenges. Time to head back!"
#
"Jack and Kay? You're team number three!" Their host said in greeting upon their return. "I'm assuming you'd like to bank the hour you earned for getting Jack to climax during the ride yes?"
"Yes!" they said in unison. "Ok, you two will go out third tomorrow exactly at this time. Congratulations to you both...now go home and get some rest because tomorrow I am sure will prove to be another very interesting day!"
#
They of course arrived well ahead of their appointed time to leave. Watching as the first group, Kit and Preston two of the gay guys headed out first with a little over an hours lead over the second group, and just a bit more times lead over Jack and Kay. They had come in only minutes behind the second group, so they'd be leaving shortly after them.
"Whew...wonder what's in store for us today?" Jack asked nervously. Now down to eight teams with one team failing to accomplish their challenges, and the last one to arrive still being eliminated.
They were soon given their envelope, though unable to open it until their time actually began. The second group quickly headed out, Kay and Jack anxiously counting down the seconds until they could.
"Ok, open it!" Jack yelled. "What's it say?"
"Oh God!" Kay moaned.
"What? What?"
"Baskin Robins!"
"Ice cream?"
"Yeah...ice cream. But wait until you hear what it is we have to do!"
#
With David once again riding along in the backseat, they drove towards the closest Baskin Robins they could find. Kay had read, and then re-read the challenge carefully, making sure she understood exactly what was required of them.
"Shit...and this is the easy one?" he whistled. "God...can you imagine what mines gonna be like then?" he added worriedly.
"Yeah...and this one could really kill us on time too. A lot depends on how busy they are, how much privacy we may or may not have in order to pull this one off. And besides...it's gonna be cold too!" she said already feeling a shiver just thinking about it.
"So...it really does say we have to make you into a banana split huh?"
"Yep! Complete with a cherry on top!" she added. "And then...and then...I have to play with myself using all the ice-cream, whipped cream and toppings for five full seconds!"
"Not to mention the banana," David spoke from the back seat.
"You would have to mention the banana!" Kay said shooting him a look.
Jack laughed..."Focus Kay, focus. Remember? We'll just need to time it, hope for a little luck, and turn you into a deliciously sweet desert as quickly as we can, and move on to mine."
"Focus Jack, focus," Kay said as Jack's thoughts suddenly turned to horror.
#
They had placed their order noticing the puzzled look on the clerk's face who stood there serving them.
"We like to make it ourselves," Jack lamely told her. "And we're happy to pay extra for it that way," he added. "A scoop of vanilla, a scoop of chocolate, a cup of whipped cream, and a cherry."
"Don't forget the banana," Kay giggled actually blushing, which in turn made the clerk behind the counter stare even harder at the two of them.
"Yes, one firm hard banana," he added as Kay reached over to pinch him.
Minutes later they walked outside taking one of the available tables. And though it wasn't all that busy, it was just busy enough that there was no way possible they could turn Kay's pussy into a banana split without being seen.
"Fuck! The ice creams beginning to melt too!" Jack said nervously. "If and when..."
"Not IF Jack...but when yes," Kay interjected.
"Ok, when we finally manage to do this, you're gonna be a mess!"
They sat for the better part of an hour, several times just about to attempt their decadent little desert when someone would either come, or leave, keeping them from doing it. "You sure it says that?"
"I'm sure. I read the rules a number of times already," Kay informed him. "It specifically says we have to make me into a banana split at one of the establishments table areas."



Jack thought. "Doesn't say anything else huh?"
"Nope...just that."
"I have an idea," Jack said suddenly standing up. "Here, grab your end and come with me." They stood as she and Jack walked the table around to the side of the building. "Nothing in the rules say we can't do this," he told her.
David stood filming the entire time.
"Ok, now hurry!" Jack exclaimed as Kay removed her skirt, lying crossways along the table as Jack hurriedly turned her pussy into a banana split. "Go baby go!" he almost yelled as Kay began rubbing, smearing, and using the banana to masturbate with.
"Time!" David called out informing them of their success.
Kay jumped off the table just seconds before anyone came outside. Sitting down, still unable to dress, she sat as though waiting as Jack stood in front of her, blocking the view of the driver who then slipped behind the wheel of his car, finally driving away.
"Whew! That was close!"
"No shit!" Kay said throwing her skirt back on without even bothering to clean up until she had.
"Now what?" They opened the second envelope. Kay laughed.
"Fuck!" Jack said before hearing it.
"We go horseback riding, bare back!" Kay stated. "This should be interesting!"
They quickly drove to the stables where they had a standing reservation waiting for them.
"You an experienced rider Jack?" Kay asked.
"Ridden some...but never...naked," he said re-reading the rules. "You sure this is what they meant by bare-back huh?"
"Yep...says right here, you have to ride naked...and masturbate as you do for a minimum of ten minutes, or until you cum at least."
"What about you?" he asked.
"Doesn't say anything about me," she said reading once again. "You think they'd let us ride the same horse together?" he asked hopefully.
"Hmmm, I don't know...maybe. Why?"
"It might help," Jack grinned. "You sitting behind me?"
"Naked too? You know it doesn't say anything about me having to do that."
"I know."
"Ok," she grinned. "Least we can do is ask!"
It took some convincing, but eventually the owner agreed to let the two of them go out together on the same horse, especially as they wouldn't be going for very long, or for very far. In addition, Jack had paid the guy an extra hundred, the one he'd gotten for just taking his clothes off during additions for allowing them to even do that.
David followed along on his own horse, camera in hand filming everything.
As soon as they'd ridden out of sight of the ranch, he and Kay quickly stripped off the few clothes they were wearing, handing them to David for safekeeping. Remounting their horse, Jack sat in front holding the reins with Kay sitting behind, holding onto him.
She began stroking his hard thick cock slowly up and down in perfect tempo with the slow easy gate of their horse.
"Damn...this ain't half bad," he stated as Kay continued stroking, playing and working his penis. "Not bad at all!" he said smiling.
"Ah Jack? Before you get too lost in this, we're on a time clock, remember?"
"Oh...yeah," he said sheepishly. "Ok baby, giddy up!"
They went about a mile further before turning their horses around heading back, Jack was beginning to feel the "tingly" as he called it, Kay's hands expertly milking him as they rode, though the press of her nice firm tits against his back was certainly helping.
"Shit...you know what?" Kay said.
"What?" Jack just managed teetering on the edge now.
"I think I'm gonna cum too!" she said in surprise. "Think you can make this horse bounce just a little more for me?"
Jack put the horse onto an even brisker gallop, just as he felt the semen fly from the head of his prick as David rode along side, smiling filming giving each of them a congratulatory thumbs up.
#
"Jack and Kay? You're team number six!" They were informed.
"Shit!" Jack exclaimed. "The damn ice cream really hurt us!"
"Yeah, but we're still in it honey, and tomorrows another day. We'll do better, now come on, lets go back to my place. There's another horse I'd like to ride."
#
It was now down to just three teams. Jack and Kay had made up considerable time with yesterdays challenge, one that was easier for both of them. They'd had to drive thirty miles in a rented pickup. Jack drove on the way down, with Kay sitting in the open back of the truck itself masturbating. Disallowed from going over the speed limit, a number of cars passed, many of which had no clue as to what she was doing, though curious perhaps as to why she was sitting back there instead of up front with Jack. It was the eighteen-wheelers that passed that provided her the most difficulty, though she continued masturbating as David sat in the back with her filming the entire thing. On this one, she not only had to climax, but she had to show she was able, and could squirt when doing it. To Jack's delight, she managed to do just that.
"Ok baby...my turn to drive," she informed him. "And your turn to jerk off for the camera."
Though Jack had found it difficult, having to cover up repeatedly as one car after another passed them, eventually he managed to climax before reaching the turn-off as well as the deadline for successfully achieving their challenge.
#
"Just one more day," Kay told him that night as they snuggled up in bed together.
"And just two other teams to worry about now too!" he added.
Though both of the gay teams had been eliminated, they were still up against one of the women's teams, and another young couple who'd pretty well dominated the last couple of days, arriving in first both times.
"We're going to have to find a way to beat them!" Kay said. "No matter what challenges we face tomorrow Jack, it has to be balls out! Literally!" she added. "I've no intention of losing this thing, not now. Not when we're this close!"
"All we can do is give it every thing we've got baby. And I promise you...for you, I will!"
#
"Sky diving?" Jack stammered. "You've got to be kidding me! Skydiving? And these guys who'll be taking us tandem with them are in on it? Seriously?"
"Money goes along way Jack," Kay told him. "And the fact that all three teams are doing this one together as the final challenge makes it all the more difficult. Bottom line is this, we jump out naked from an airplane for one. Two, we masturbate during a free-fall for another...third, anyone climaxing before hitting the ground receives bonus time. And right now, we need all the extra time we can get jack!" Kay said worriedly. "We're still behind almost an hour! So...unless one, or both of us manages to cum before landing, chances are, we'll lose. Like I said yesterday sweetie, this one really is balls out this time!"
"Fuck...you can say that again," he told her.
#
Wearing their own head-cameras this time, it was up to each of them to record their activities, especially if able to reach and achieve orgasm before landing. Jack was at least grateful for the fact that his 'buddy' was a female, who'd be in charge of the free-fall, opening the chute, and the emergency chute if necessary, which Jack didn't even want to think about. But the thought of being able to so openly masturbate while doing so truly had him bothered. Rollercoaster's had been bad enough. But now this!
All three teams took off in the same plane together. All naked, all seemingly anxious as they waited their respective turns to jump. Thankfully, Jack discovered this was everyone's first time jumping, so no one had an edge there. But whether they would somehow pull off this final stunt and emerge victorious was a whole different matter altogether!
"Jack?" Kay said gathering his attention towards her and off his very limp flaccid looking cock.
"Yeah?"
"Do what you did on the rollercoaster, just don't think about it, don't even look if you don't want to. But make sure...whatever you do, that camera has to film you jerking off...and more importantly, cumming too if you can manage it. It's important Jack, you need to climax, it might be our only chance!"
"You actually think you'll be able to do it in that amount of time?" he asked seriously.
Kay smiled. "Honey...that may be the only advantage on this one that we do have. I'm so fucking wet now just thinking about jumping like this!"
Jack actually laughed. "Only you could get turned on thinking about jumping out of an airplane, and squirting your pussy juice all over the ground somewhere below you while doing it," he told her.
"That and for a million dollars! Remember?"
He was surprised when the thought of that actually started to make his dick hard.
Jack stood in the door of the airplane with dick in hand already stroking it. According to the rules, as soon as they were allowed to stand there just prior to jumping, they could begin. As odd as it felt to be attached to a fully clothed woman while he himself was naked, sporting an erection, it was nothing in comparison to the overwhelming fear he had as he stood looking at the ground below that seemed to be absurdly far away for one. And for another, that he was going to somehow have to find a way to actually climax before landing if they were to have any chance of winning this thing at all. All he wanted to do at the moment was throw up, and that was a long ways from cumming.
Kay and her instructor stood behind, she too already fingering her pussy, though unlike Jack, seemingly enjoying it as she furiously worked her clit much to the delight of the onboard camera crew.
Jack heard the warning buzzer. "Five seconds!" his diving companion warned. "Four...Three...Two...GO!"
Jack leapt into nothingness, and for a moment thought he was going to throw up, that or black out. Fear seized him momentarily, panic taking over. Then he heard Kay's words inside his head. "Focus Jack...focus. Remember, you're jerking off for a million bucks!"
And so he did.
Amazingly, after the reasonably short free-fall, as soon as he felt the chute finally open, and their horrifyingly quick descent finally slow, he found himself actually enjoying the sensation. And with it, his erection suddenly growing stiffer, harder in his hands as he began masturbating with renewed determination. He was also very careful to ensure his head-camera was indeed filming himself as he did, which he could see through the tiny monitor that half-wrapped around the side of his helmet so he could see what the camera was seeing.
He took a quick brief look around, spotting Kay just above and off to the right. It was a deliciously amazing sight when he did. There she was, suspended mid-air, legs spread, hands busily working between her legs.
"Focus Jack, Focus," he told himself as he looked towards her, smiling. And felt the first delicious tingle of orgasms approach.
#
Stepping up to their host after landing, they stood waiting patiently to hear if they'd succeeded or not.
"Kay and Jack?" I regret to inform you, you've finished second," he announced.
Jack felt himself go limp, knew without even turning to look at her what Kay must be feeling.
"However..." their host added, now suddenly smiling. "Both you as well as Kay managed to climax before landing. Neither of the other two teams were able to accomplish that. And because of that...with the added bonus time allowed, that places the two of you into first place! Congratulations! You will now go against one another for the million dollar prize!"
#
He and Kay stood hugging one another joyously. "When?" Jack finally asked after a few moments of congratulating one another.
"Two hours from now," their host informed them. "Back on stage where this all began. Just the two of you in front of a jam-packed audience! How's that sound?"
"Fuck!" Jack moaned as he heard Kay burst out giggling.
#
Two hours later they were sitting on stage though upon a very large, very comfortable couch...nude.
The theatre was packed. They'd both been given a set of instructions with very specific details regarding their final challenge. They were to sit side by side, masturbating one another. The first one to climax would be of course...the loser. At no time could either one remove a hand from the other. As long as a hand was on the other persons body at all times, it didn't matter where it was. As long as at least one hand was on at all times. A tricky condition to be sure, but even more problematic for Jack, though certainly not a premature ejaculator, he seriously doubted he had the same kind of willpower and determination that Kay had. Especially when what it all boiled down to was a million dollars!
"Ok...regardless how long it takes, the two of you will remain here until one of you reaches orgasm? Understood?"
"Yes!" Both Jack and Kay answered.
"Good luck to you both then. And so...for a million dollars Jack and Kay...start masturbating!"
At least they weren't total strangers, or Jack would have been at an even bigger disadvantage than he felt he already was. He at least knew a few of Kay's 'sweet-spots' things she liked, how she liked being touched. And so he began to use those. But likewise, Kay also knew him pretty well too. Unlike as many might expect, she didn't just simply start jerking his cock up and down rapidly. That...he could take. For some reason, too much of that and he could be come numb, losing sensation. No...Kay knew him well enough to know that he liked it, preferred it actually when she stroked him softly...slowly at first.
And so she did.
But just as she knew his weaknesses, wants...he too knew a few of hers as well. He knew Kay loved having her nipples toyed with, especially as he merely petted, stroked her fur-lined pussy rather than assaulting it, or even making any attempt to directly touch her clit. No...like he, she found the pathway to orgasms approach far sweeter, far more intense, and actually quicker when Jack aroused her beyond the point of being able to withstand it any more.
"You fucker," she moaned half seriously. "You know how much I like that," she hissed as Jack twiddled her hard extended nipple, his fingers spreading into a 'V' as he continued strumming her passage without quite entering, enclosing his fingers briefly though frequently around her blood engorged clit.
But though Jack felt some encouragement at her audible sigh of pleasure, she too was driving his arousal constantly upwards. Capturing the head of his prick between her index and middle finger, she used her thumb to gently circle the tip, all the while holding him, this way, softly squeezing, until finally coaxing the first pearly drop of arousal from the head of his penis.
From overhead, camera's panned in for close-ups, providing the audience with an even greater view than what they were seeing. Audible gasps, groans and even whispered murmurings could be heard as the excitement began to build throughout the entire theatre, and not just on stage.
"You like the way I stroke your cock don't you baby?" she suddenly spoke. "You like the way I play with it...making it feel good, making it all slippery, wanting to cum for me, to spurt all that hot delicious juice all over me, all over my face, my tits and especially my pussy!"
Groans and moans could be heard all over the audience. Obviously the words now being spoken were just as easily heard as the decadent close-ups now revealed as they continued torturing one another with their hands.
"Yeah I do," Jack said catching her off guard momentarily. "But you also like the way I'm petting your pussy, that precious little clit just begging for me to suck it, to lick it...to hold it between my lips while my fingers stroke inside you, fingering you just like this!"
A deep groan escaped Kay's lips, her head momentarily tossed back as Jack's fingers finally entered her for the first time, his middle finger now crooked inside her, the pleasure spot now directly stroked, the palm of his hand riding up high enough to gently graze her clitoris simultaneously as his fingers worked their magic on her aroused flesh.
He felt her thumb suddenly increase tempo, the ridge of his prick just beneath the head suddenly being strummed like the strings of a guitar.
"Oh fuck," he allowed without thinking. Somehow gathering the willpower as she continued to tease the supersensitive head of his prick. "Oh you beautiful cunt you, yeah that feels good...your hand on my cock feels damn good, but so does my finger inside you pussy...and now, inside your ass!"
Kay was as liquid as it was possible for her to be. Rivulets of her female cum-cream ran in tiny streams from her pussy lips, soaking his fingers which he now began using to encircle the tiny bud of her ass, coating it, lubricating it before easing just the tip of one finger inside.
Jack felt her free hand suddenly cup his tight balls, kneading them like bread, stroking them gently, now urging the desire that began to tingle deep within the depths of his soul.
"Cum for me baby," she purred, cum hard for me. Splash all that hot sticky cum all over my face!"
Jack spotted more than one couple in the audience who where now openly masturbating themselves, or in many cases one another. Even that vision hurt rather than helped as he quickly averted his eyes partially closing them. He could feel his climax approach, knew the warning signs that would soon have him arriving at the point of no return. He had one last card to play, or all was lost, and he knew it. It might surprise some...probably most, but it was something he'd inadvertently discovered during one of their nights together.
Still keeping one hand upon her breast, her nipple gingerly caressed as he continued to lightly thumb it, encircling it, he removed his finger from her pussy, lifting it upwards and then placing it upon her own lips. There he began smearing the fragrance of her femininity, her own want, need and desire. She sucked his finger in as though attempting to keep it there, disallowing him from doing that again. But he did. Again, his hand down between her legs, now directly stroking her clit in deliciously slow circles, a quick slip of his finger inside her, then up again once more to spread the coating of her lubrications around and upon her lips. He felt her body shake uncontrollably, felt it tense, felt as well as heard her as she reached nearer and nearer the edge of ecstasy and bliss that she fought so hard now to keep from reaching.
Just as he was.
Too little too late perhaps, as the first sign of his surrender began to manifest itself. Trying to stave off the explosion, no longer possible. Grimacing in near pain as he felt his cock suddenly strain, suddenly expand...the first jettison of his spunk already building to explode from the tip of his cock.
Kay, removed her hand and then came. Jack spun towards her in shocked surprise, even as his prick lurched, the first hard-felt jettison of his cream skyrocketing into the air. Kay's hand once again upon him, now jacking him softly, slowly...purposefully just as he liked, just as he loved and enjoyed. Kay, her hand now holding his against her, gyrating obscenely as her pussy exploded, the fine misty spray of her joy covering his hand, coating it as she cried out deliriously, her eyes now locked with his as she came, came looking at him, came as he continued looking at her.
Nothing else mattered, nothing else existed. For a moment, all that was, was them.
"Congratulations Jack, you're the winner of one million dollars!" he heard moments later after both of them were given time to recover their senses, slowly gradually as had many within the audience also needed to do.
"Why Kay why?" he asked. "You had me! You KNOW you had me!" he questioned her.
"Because I realized...I wanted, needed you more than I needed a million dollars," she told him. "I wanted you to know, just how much you mean to me."
#
"Kay? Jack?" A voice suddenly came from somewhere over a nearby loud speaker. "This is Robert K. Preston speaking. I want to thank you both for your erotically powerful efforts. You have certainly fulfilled my wildest expectations and enjoyment during this competition. And just to prove how much I do appreciate it, I am happy to inform you, that you are 'both' winners of the grand prize of One Million Dollars!"



They sat staring into one another's eyes. As exciting as it was to learn they had both won, in that moment it hardly mattered. They smiled, seeing in one another something that hadn't been there until now.
"So what are the two of you going to do now?" came their host's question as he walked up beside them.
"We're going to Disney Land!" Kay said giggling.
"The hell we are!" Jack said drawing her back into his arms. "We're going home...and fuck!"
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Nick had just finished mowing the lawn. Sweaty, sticky he came through the kitchen stopping just long enough to give his wife Darlene an affectionate kiss, along with a playful pat on her ass.
"Going up to shower."
"Good, you need too!" she said holding her nose.
"Very funny." He might be sweaty, but he knew he didn't stink.
"As soon as I finish this last batch of cookies, I might just come join you," she said with a flirtatious wink. "So take a long one," she added with a smile.
At forty-four, Darlene still didn't look a day over thirty. Sure, she had a few extra pounds, but who didn't? Her breasts were still full firm and heavenly. Though she kept her light brown hair short, she always looked as though she'd just been to the beauty parlor. Nick laughed thinking to himself, though she complained about her ass, claiming it was "A little too broad in the beam" as she put it, Nick had a hard time keeping his hands off it whenever he passed by, just as he'd done in the kitchen moments ago.
He stopped briefly at the mirror of her vanity. His hair was still mostly dark, but had a lot more silver in it now. Still, he didn't look his fifty years either. A few extra wrinkles here and there, a semi-crooked nose from his time in the service. He'd never have a flat stomach again, but he didn't have a beer-belly either. All in all, Nick was still a reasonably good-looking guy.
Nick pulled his dirty tee shirt over his head, walking towards the clothes hamper. He glanced out their bedroom window, and froze.
Carol Abbot, their next door neighbor and one of Darlene's very good friends lay outside in her backyard on one of her lawn chairs. Though ten years younger than Darlene, the two of them had taken to one another almost immediately the day Carol and her husband Greg had moved in. That was a little over a year ago now. What caused Nick to stop dead in his tracks wasn't the fact that she was laying out, she did that often. He'd gotten used to seeing her running around half the time in shorts, halter and even a bikini.
No, what caused him to forget to finish even pulling off his tee shirt was the fact she had just rolled over onto her back, sunning topless. They often visited, had barbeques together, played cards, went out to dinner, and sometimes...flirted with one another. Just as Darlene and Greg had. But even through all that, he'd never once even seen a flash of nipple, let alone anything else, even though he'd naturally wondered about it. And now...here she was.
Nick finished pulling off his tee, tossed it somewhere towards the hamper, reaching up inside his closet. Seconds later he returned to the window, pulling the curtains closed a little more, and focused his high-powered binoculars.
"Damn!" he said to himself as he stood looking at her. Her breasts weren't quite as large as Darlene's were, but were certainly more than a handful. Her areolas were a light brown the size of his fist, covering a goodly portion of her firm breasts as she continued to lay there unaware she was being "spied on" Nick thought half guiltily.
He stood looking at her a few seconds longer, decided he'd seen enough to satisfy his curiosity and that it was perhaps time to take that shower, when she moved. It wasn't sitting up, rolling over, or anything like that which caused him to forget all about his shower for a moment, but the fact she had reached up one hand and had begun toying with one of her nipples.
Damn became fuck. "Fuck!" Nick exclaimed audibly. He actually felt his cock twitch as his brain sent signals down to it letting it know that it was becoming interested. "Hold your horses!" Nick said talking to his dick, reaching down to give it an affectionate adjustment. "Just give me a second, then we'll see about that shower."
The fact that Carol was touching herself like this was interesting enough, but the fact that he was watching her do it suddenly seized him with that 'Naughty boy' feeling he'd had growing up whenever he'd stumbled into, or onto something he shouldn't be witnessing, just as he was now. He watched as she switched hands, now toying with her other nipple. Through the binoculars, she was as close as though he were standing right there beside her. Her nipples were rock-hard now as she continued to thumb them, teasing them gently. Suddenly she sat up looking about. Like a thief standing outside her balcony, Nick yanked the binoculars down stepping away from the window. His heart was beating a hundred miles an hour, and his cock was growing longer and thicker by the second. He counted to ten, and then cautiously approached the window, once again parting the curtains.
"Fuck!" he exclaimed once again. "Fuck!"
It was obvious that she was in a rather amorous mood. Though whatever had set her off was curious, he was just happy to be seeing the cause and affect from it. Once again she was lying down, but now she'd pulled aside her bikini bottoms. It was obvious what she was doing, even without the binoculars as Nick brought them once again back up to his face.
She had gone from toying with her nipples, to now obviously fingering her cunt, or more appropriately perhaps as he stared even closer with the binoculars, rubbing the tip of her now exposed clitoris.
"Honey? What are you doing?"
Nick spun from the window, the binoculars in hand, his cock sticking a mile out as he'd absentmindedly un-zippered himself, drawing it out to stroke it as he'd stood their watching their neighbor.
He was had and he knew it. There was no point in denying it, the reality was...he'd gotten caught. His best defense under the circumstances was an open offence. He and Darlene had always been open with one another, sharing pillow talk, which sometimes bordered on being fairly kinky in nature.
"Carol's lying in her backyard masturbating," he said simply. "I just sort of stumbled on to her doing it, and wasn't sure that she was...so I decided to use these."
"Ah huh," Darlene said crossing their bedroom towards him. "Let me see."
Her comment took him by surprise. At the very least he'd expected some small form of chastisement. That he'd been honest about what he was doing had probably defused the situation somewhat, but that he'd also been playing with himself should have gotten a bit stronger of a response than that.
Darlene stood at the window, slightly back and away from the parted curtains adjusting the binoculars until she could see more clearly. She laughed. "She told me she was going to do that some time," Darlene suddenly shared. "Told me over coffee a few weeks ago she's had this little fantasy about playing with herself sometime when Greg wasn't home, but not just doing it inside either, but outside in her backyard. I guess today was the day!"
Hearing his wife share this tid-bit of naughty information surprised him a little, but he was smiling when she turned handing back the binoculars. "Oh for heavens sake, go ahead and look," she told him. "If Carol's crazy enough to actually do it, then she also must be willing to run some risk she might be seen. The fact it just happens to be you shouldn't come as any surprise."
"You're...you're going to tell her?" Nick stammered worriedly.
"I don't know...maybe. I'll think about it," she answered confusing him entirely. Darlene parted the window a little more, peeking out once again, though this time without the binoculars. "Oh, you should enjoy this," she said stepping away inviting him over.
Like a kid being told he could choose any toy he wanted off the shelf, Nick stepped back towards the window, the binoculars already coming up to his eyes as he did.
"Damn!" he said though his mind was saying, "fuck!"
"I thought you might enjoy that," Darlene said now standing behind him.
Below, Carol had removed her bottoms entirely. She now lay, her legs bent at the knee, spreading herself obscenely as she lay there, one hand actually patting her mound rapidly. Nick couldn't believe what his eyes were seeing, nor could he suddenly believe it when he felt Darlene's hands suddenly coming around grasping his cock.
"You're hard as hell!" she said unnecessarily, now stroking him softly, slowly while he continued watching their neighbor. "You're going to owe me BIG time for this one you know," she informed him with a small giggle, now milking his prick until capturing a small drop of lubrication that oozed from the tip which she now used to further stimulate him with.
"Anything you want..." Nick barely managed to say. The feel of his wife's hands playing with him, all the while watching as Carol continued to lay there hand-slapping her own pussy was beyond anything he could ever hope to imagine.
"Well?"
"Well what?" Nick said shakily.
"What's she doing now?"
"She's still...no, wait! Damn!" He exclaimed excitedly. "She's got a fucking vibrator!"
"Now this I've gotta see!" Darlene said stepping around him taking the binoculars away almost forcibly.
And then to Nick's surprise, Darlene reached up with one hand and began caressing her breast. "Ok, this is making me pretty horny too!" she admitted. Nick was grinning from ear to ear though she couldn't see him. Stepping up behind his wife, he replaced her hand with both of his, now caressing her smooth breasts, lifting the top she was wearing up and over them, undoing the catch on her brassier. His cock hard as it had ever been, now pressing against her still covered ass in wanton expectation.
"Fuck me!" she said.
Nick laughed. "That's what I said," he informed her.
"No, I mean it. Fuck me...now Nick, now!"
Unable to believe his good fortune, Nick unbuttoned his wife's shorts slipping them down her legs along with her panties, which she helped by stepping out of. Once he had, he took the few seconds it took to remove his own shorts, once again coming up from behind his wife.
"Put it in!" she demanded. "Hurry!" He did.
"Damn!" he moaned pleasurably. Darlene was wet. Really wet. Sopping wet! His cock slid in and out of her pussy effortlessly, delirious with the thrill of fucking her from behind, as they stood there nearly falling out of their own bedroom window. Darlene handed the binoculars back to him.
"Here, now see what she's doing."
Darlene leaned even further forward, her hands now resting on the window seal for support. In doing this, she provided the means for Nick to remain inside her, happily fucking away, all the while staring at their naughty little neighbor through the 'nocks' as he called them. Below, Carol had rolled over onto her front, though now kneeling on all fours, reaching behind herself as she inserted the long thick vibrating toy, fucking herself with it as though being fucked doggy-style from behind.
"Good god!" Nick moaned. "I can't fucking believe she's actually doing this!" he stated.
"I can't fucking believe that we are either!" his wife reminded him.
Nick tossed the binoculars he'd been looking through onto the bed. Picking his wife up, still impaled on his hard erect cock, he walked them over towards the bed, placing her down on it, still deeply inside. "Well believe this," he told her. "Because I'm about to fuck you silly!"
#
They'd had plans to get together the next day for a barbeque and a swim. Having now seen Carol in an altogether different light, Nick wasn't exactly sure how he'd react around her. Though he knew he'd be secretly grinning and imagining her as she'd masturbated, the entire evening. After their fast and furious lovemaking session, Nick still thought Darlene would wish to discuss it further, but she didn't. Not wanting to push it, since he'd gotten off damn lucky, Nick decided not to even mention it again. More importantly, he was still hoping that Darlene had been kidding about telling Carol about it, as he wasn't sure he'd be able to look her directly in the face if she ever found out.
The barbeque went just as any other had done that they'd shared and enjoyed together. Small talk, a few laughs, and even the occasional flirting, though Nick had to admit, doing that with Carol had suddenly heightened his aroused awareness of her. When it had finally gotten dark, they'd decided to head outside for a dip in the pool. Nick quickly joined Greg as they sat dangling their feet in the water waiting for the girls to emerge. Minutes later they did. Carol was wearing the same bikini she'd had on the day before, though only briefly. Nick quickly jumped into the water as he felt the first stirrings of excitement, triggered by the damn suit she was wearing!
As they also usually did, they bobbed up and down in the water together still talking, sometimes splashing water back and forth. It was also a near moonless night, so it was reasonably dark as well. Darlene was her usually frisky self, which was one of the things Nick truly loved about her. He felt Darlene grope him beneath the water several times, and he had of course done the same thing back to her as well. No doubt, Greg and Carol had been playing their own similar games as he'd heard her squeal in laughter several times, then swimming out of reach of her husband. It was during one of these, that Greg suddenly held up Carol's bikini top waving it around his head in an effort to keep it away from his wife.
"Nick! Here! Catch!"
In the next instant, Nick found himself holding onto Carol's top as she began swimming towards him yelling over to Darlene for help.
Darlene began making her way towards him then, so he tossed the top back over towards Greg, watching as Carol abruptly changed directions heading back towards her husband. Darlene however continued moving towards him as though to hover close enough nearby to keep Greg from tossing Carol's top back over to him.
Greg didn't. Seeing that particular avenue now blocked, he flung her bikini top out of the pool altogether. "You want it? Now you have to get it," her husband challenged. Carol was cursing him, but in a playful way.
"Fine! You boys want to see tits, I'll show you tits!" she said, then pulled herself out of the water, sitting down along the side with no intention of retrieving her top. "Come on Darlene, come sit by me. We'll torture them by letting them look...but no touching, and then see how they feel not being able to come OUT of the water!" she laughed.
Nick was surprised when Darlene giggled, immediately undoing the clasp in front of her own suit, tossing her top as well. She quickly joined Carol on the side of the pool as they now sat together side by side, topless.
Greg made his way over towards Nick. "Damn! Isn't this great?" he asked. "I've always wondered if Carol would ever be gutsy enough to do something like that!"
"Oh if you only knew," Nick thought quietly. "Yeah...pretty wild," he answered instead.
In time they rejoined the girls who'd eventually gone back inside to change. All in all, even with Carol and Darlene flashing tit, the evening had ended in a bit of a let down. The way it had started out, Nick had actually found himself hoping for just a little bit more than that.
Soon after they called it a night. Nick finished locking up the house, turning off the lights. Making his way upstairs, he was surprised when he entered the bedroom and found Darlene lying in the middle of the bed playing with herself.
"Horny?" she asked. "Cause I sure as hell am!"
"I can see that," Nick said grinning, thinking the night wasn't going to be a total loss after all.
A cool night breeze blew into the room, but it was obvious to him that Darlene's hard erect nipples had nothing to do with being cold. He reached for the light switch.
"Leave it on," Darlene purred. "I want to see you tonight."
Nick quickly stripped off his clothing, surprised that Darlene continued to lie there playing with herself so unabashedly. She didn't do things like that very often. As he finished undressing, he prepared to crawl into bed with his wife.
"No...stay like that for a minute," she asked him. "In fact, what I'd like you to do is play with yourself for me while I watch. It's been a while."
Truth was, it had been. And it had been a long time since he'd seen Darlene play with herself, something he loved seeing, all too infrequently.
"Oh yeah, stroke it for me baby, slap it around a little while I watch," she cooed slipping a finger inside herself as Nick stood there watching her.
Nick was really starting to get into it now. He frequently jerked off, even though he and Darlene had a reasonably active sex-life. So he enjoyed it, especially watching her while she did. "Damn honey...you look fucking good doing that!"
"So do you baby," she giggled. "Do that twisty thing you do for me," she asked him. "I love seeing you do that."
He knew what she meant, reversing his hand into a backward stroke, rather than a normal fisting stroke, he twisted, releasing his prick before grabbing it again, twisting, stroking, releasing. Twisting, stroking, releasing.
"Oh fuck perfect!" Darlene moaned, now patting her own mound playfully, one hand gingerly rubbing her nipple. "Now slap it baby! Spank that monkey!" she almost begged.
Nick was delighted to see Darlene getting this animated. Not that she was normally inhibited, just usually far more reserved. To see her getting this excited, using vulgar obscene words was really rare, and usually meant she was extremely horny. So there was no doubt in Nick's mind, this night was just barely getting started!
As she'd asked, he stood there at the foot of the bed gazing down towards his wife, slapping his prick as he sometimes did when he was in the mood for a little pain-pleasure while jerking off. Darlene seemed mesmerized as he did, slowing her own masturbatory techniques, enthralled with watching him as he continued to stand there pummeling his cock back and forth with the palm of his hands.
"Baby?"
"Yeah honey," Nick questioned.
"Do me one more tiny little favor?" she asked.
"Sure...name it."
"Would you mind going over to the window now?" she asked.
"Oh sure," he said realizing she must be getting cold, though for himself, the night breeze actually felt good. He crossed to the window reaching up to close it.
"No! Don't close it!" she told him.
Nick turned to look at her curiously. "Then what is it you want me to do?" he asked.
"Turn around, smile and wave," she stated.
Suddenly Nick knew. He spun back towards the window just as the lights from across the way came on. There stood Carol and Greg in their window looking his way, Carol with a pair of binoculars up to her eyes. She waved. Nick had no choice but to stand there with his erection still sticking out a mile long, and wave back.
"I should have figured," he said turning back around towards his wife. He wasn't mad, it was after all a pretty good "fairs-fair" he'd just had pulled on him. "So you told her anyway," he said.
Darlene giggled. "Honey, you KNOW Carol and I don't keep secrets from one another. You should have known better than that!"
"But you're just as guilty!" he said suddenly feeling like he had an honest point to make. "You enjoyed watching her too!"
"You're right," she said finally standing up out of bed. "Which is why..." she left off as she made her way towards him.
"Which is why what?" he pressed.
Darlene made her way over to the window now standing in front of it beside him. "Fuck me!" she told him.
"What?"
"You heard me...fuck me. Right here...right now!"
The though of doing that made Nick's blood boil, and his cock suddenly grow three sizes. "Really? You want me to fuck you in front of the window while they watch?"
"Ah huh," was all she said as she turned sideways, leaning over presenting Greg and Carol with what had to be a very interesting side view.
"Fuck!" Nick said, all thoughts of their friends suddenly washed from his mind as he held on to his wife's "broad" ass, cupping her firm cheeks, feeling the head of his dick knocking against the wet velvety softness of her opening. He slid inside, groaning as she did, now fucking her, slowly at first, loving the sensation, as well as the realization they were now doing so in front of their friends.



"Look baby! Look!" she told him a few seconds later.
Nick glanced out the window, nearly pulling himself all the way out of his wife's pussy when he did. Across the way, he was stunned to see Carol and Greg in the exact same position they were now in. Watching even without the aid of binoculars, which weren't really needed, Greg was pumping into Carol from behind just as he was. He watched, enjoying the view as her luscious tits hung suspended below her, knowing upon seeing that how even more erotic his own wife's tits must have looked doing the same, especially since they were considerably larger.
"Whoa fuck this is hot!" he admitted.
"I'll say," Darlene admitted. "When I told Carol about what happened, told her I'd do this to sort of play a joke on you, I had no idea how horny it would make me!" she admitted openly.
"Well obviously, it made those two pretty horny as well. Or did you two plan this too?" he asked.
"No...not this part!" she said giggling. "I just figured you were right, I was just as guilty as you were, so figured I owed it to Greg to give him some kind of a show."
"Helluva show baby!" Nick said beginning to thrust harder, deeper into his wife's cunt all the while taking periodic looks across the way as Greg and Carol continued doing the same thing.
"Oh fuck...now look!" Darlene indicated drawing Nick's attention back towards the window.
Greg stood in front of the window, Carol down on her knees before him busily sucking his hard firm prick.
"Would you like me to do that for you?" she asked.
"Oh fuck yes!" he groaned excitedly as almost immediately, Darlene began doing just that.
Nick couldn't believe the sensations he was feeling. Not only did his wife love sucking his prick, which she was damn good at doing, but that 'naughty-boy' sensation was in full force at the moment, as he stood staring over towards his neighbors as Carol knelt in front of her husband doing the exact same thing! It was the first time he could ever remember this 'naughty' feeling as being ok. Which made it even more delightfully wicked.
"Ok baby...your turn," he told his wife suddenly feeling even more naughty now than he ever had.
Darlene squealed. "Are you serious? You want to eat me while Greg watches?"
"And Carol," Nick reminded her. "Yes. I want her to see just how good you feel when I do it!"
"Oh you bastard!" Darlene moaned. "Yeah baby...yeah. Let em see how good, how hard you can make me cum doing that!"
Normally, not quite so exhibitionistic as this, Darlene stood placing one heel on top of the window seal, effectively, and provocatively displaying herself for their neighbors. Even before Nick prepared to kneel down in front of her, she began playing with her pussy like this. "Before you eat me...come stand around behind me and play with my tits," she asked him. "I really should masturbate myself a little...then things really will be even!"
He stood kissing her neck, caressing her breasts just as she'd asked. Taking occasional glimpses across the way at their friends as Darlene continued pleasuring herself. Interestingly, they now too began doing the same. Almost as though playing 'follow the leader' Carol now stood in their window, her legs decadently spread a part as she stood fingering herself. Greg, like Nick, now standing behind playing with her tits, almost as though he was purposely showing them off by holding them up, or in the way he teased and stroked her hard little nipples.
"Oh fuck! Eat me baby! Eat me!" Darlene begged him.
He wasn't too surprised when he glanced over to see that Greg had already beaten them to the punch on that one. Kneeling before his wife, she literally sat on his face though standing, her own hands now caressing and playing with her breasts as Nick watched.
"If you don't get down here and eat me...and I mean right now, I'm going to scream!" Darlene told him.
Nick laughed loudly. "Do that, and you'll have ALL the neighbors coming to their windows to see what's going on. Now wouldn't that be interesting!" he said though he quickly knelt, running the tip of his tongue lovingly up the furrow of his wife's soaking sex.
"This is interesting enough," she admitted a bit more quietly. "God...standing here watching my best friend having her pussy eaten while you're eating mine. I would have never guessed in a million years how fucking erotic this is!"
"Me neither, but you can thank your best friend for starting this!" Nick reminded, his tongue happily lapping at the hard little nub of her clit. "By the way, you have any more surprises you'd like to share with me?" he asked.
"Just one...but I won't tell you until after I've cum," she stated.
"Not until after?"
"Nope!"
"You sure?" he said suddenly slowing the teasing stroke of his tongue. "I can do this for ever you know," he said seriously.
"Oh fuck...ok, ok."
"Well?"
"Well...after I told Carol that you'd..."
"You mean 'we'" he said interrupting her.
"Yes well, we...after we stood there spying on her as she masturbated, she confessed."
"Confessed? Confessed what?"
Darlene smiled. "She saw the glare from your binoculars in the reflection of her sunglasses. Figured out you were standing there in the bedroom window watching her. The more she thought about it, the hornier it made her. So..."
"So you mean she knew we were watching, and did that?"
"Well...figured it was just you until I told her otherwise, but yes."
"Fuck!"
Darlene laughed. "That's what I said! Now, eat me and make me cum honey. Because after you do, they're coming over here."
"Tonight?"
"Ah huh!"
"Damn!" Nick said burying his face back inside his wife's lovely pussy.
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Paul Peters. It was a hell of a name for kid growing up. He'd been teased unmercifully because of it. "P.P." followed by jeers, laughter and a lot of finger pointing. Not to mention bullies who shoved him into school lockers or knocked his books out of his hands. He'd fought back of course, several times, but all the good it did him was to land him in detention more often than not.
And because of it, he learned to draw. With nothing better to do than just sit there, he drew, sketched, and sometimes painted. Paul's natural raw talent was appreciated and respected by his peers, teachers. But not by anyone that could give him the break he needed. Getting discovered by someone that had connections was harder than anyone might imagine. Though perhaps having a name like Paul Peters, or "Pee-Pee" as he remembered being called, probably didn't help much. He'd even considered changing it, but out of respect for his mother who had died so many years ago while he was still young, he didn't. She had truly loved him and he her though he never known his father.
"One day," she had told him. "Paul Peters will be known for something. Always remember that!"
"Yeah," Paul thought as he stood in the tiny loft of his apartment. "It's stands for nobody."
Paul stood just under six feet. He wore his dark brown hair long though keeping it in a ponytail much of the time. He was neither handsome nor plain. If anything his boyish features gave him a look that accentuated the natural creative talent he had. Provided he smiled, which he didn't do much of as late. Brown eyes that saw color in rich unique blends as he painted, almost unnaturally long fingers from a man, slender but strong from working part-time as a landscaper, but giving him a touch upon the canvas that allowed quick smooth strokes of his brush.
His entire world existed within the confines of his tiny studio. Much of which he'd ever painted sat in domino looking stacks along the walls, even the floor. Portraits, landscapes, even a few characters, and cartoons he had done, though these primarily as a way of expressing his thoughts and emotions more than anything else. Paul could basically sketch or paint anything. It really didn't matter what it was. All that did matter was that he wasn't selling any of it.
Paul opened his tiny refrigerator for the third time. And for the third time, there wasn't much in it that sounded appetizing to eat, let alone still being edible even if it did.
"I really need to do some shopping," he thought dejectedly. "But not now. Now, I think I'll treat myself to a burger."
Grabbing his sketch pad as he never went anywhere with out it, Paul headed down the street to a local diner that was one of his favorite places to 'hang' when he wasn't busy hanging in his studio apartment. Even Gladys, the owner of the café' looked forward to his visits. She was the first, and so far the only one to ever buy one of his sketches, and she displayed it proudly behind the counter where it hung prominently. He'd sat sketching her as she'd worked behind the counter, capturing the smile on her face that she had for each and every customer that came in. She'd noticed it while he was too occupied to realize she was standing there, putting on the finishing touches.
"How much?" she'd asked.
She'd startled him. "What?"
"For the sketch."
"Oh, not for sale," he'd said not meaning to make it sound like he was being rude. "But I will give it to you," he smiled handing her the finished work.
Just before leaving, Gladys had brought him his check. He reached into his pocket for what little cash he had left, picked up his check and smiled.
"One free dinner per week for life," she'd written. "Not negotiable!"
So ok, maybe it wasn't like someone had purchased his work, paying him a lot of money for it. But in a way Gladys had. A free dinner once a week for life wasn't something to shake your head at. In the long run, it could end up being the most valuable piece of work he'd ever done.
#
"Hey Paul!" Gladys said in greeting when he entered. "The usual?"
Paul waved, nodding his head. He always got her garlic burgers. They were the best he'd ever had or found anywhere. Taking a seat at his favorite back booth that was thankfully available, he sat facing towards the door where he could sit and sketch, often drawing a myriad of interesting customers that came into Gladys place. Sometimes he gave them away to them. Sometimes they actually paid him a few bucks for his efforts. Others looked at him as though he was some kind of creep out to make a buck, which he was...but he never asked for money, not for any of them. And any he didn't sell or simply give away, he just left. What Gladys did with them, he never knew, and she never told him.
He'd just started sketching an old guy that had come in off the streets. Not exactly homeless perhaps, he had enough at least to pay for his dinner. But it was obvious the man lived a hard and tough life. And so he began to sketch. Like always, when he really got into his drawings, paintings, he tended to shut everyone, and everything else out.
"That's pretty good!" he heard someone interrupting.
"Thanks," he responded not even bothering to look up. He'd heard the compliment before, appreciated them when he did. But it didn't buy his dinner or help make the rent.
"No I mean it, you really are good!"
Unfortunately, two compliments meant he actually had to look up. It wasn't within his nature to be rude, or at least that rude anyway. The sight of her nearly took his breath away, and for a moment he forgot all about what he was doing, let alone what he might have said.
Tall, dark shoulder length hair, piercing blue eyes with a smile that showed off her flawless perfect white teeth. She wore a women's business suit, obviously some sort of professional. And though it conservatively hid her femininity, there was no denying she had a body to match hidden beneath the suit she was wearing.
"You do this for a living?" she asked still standing there, obviously deciding he wasn't about to comment on her last.
"If I did, think I'd be eating here?" he answered, immediately feeling guilty for having said that, glancing up in Gladys direction though she was currently busy with customers paying no attention to him. And worse, he saw that beautiful smile on the vision standing before him fade.
"Sorry," she said. "I rather like eating here, they happen to have the best garlic burgers I've ever eaten." She turned beginning to walk away.
"Yes, they do," he answered feebly, apologetically by the tone of voice he now used.
She stopped, turning to face him once more.
"Can I ask you another question?"
"Sure," he said meekly.
She slid into the booth opposite him without being invited to do so. He was glad that she did however, actually smiling for the first time, though he quickly closed his mouth. His teeth weren't nearly as pearly white as hers were.
"By the way, my names Cathy Johnson," she said extending her hand across the table towards him. "But people call me C.J."
"Paul Peters," he said taking it. "But people used to call me Pee-Pee," he thought silently to himself. Thankfully, 'CJ' didn't seem to think his name odd.
"Nice to meet you," she said taking her soft warm hand back. "So...do you just do sketches? Or are you really an artist?"
Paul didn't take offense at her comment, he knew what she meant by that. "I paint too, mostly in fact. Landscapes, people, just about anything, you name it."
She nodded her head, not at all surprised by his revelation. "You ever considered getting into advertising? That's what I do for a living," she offered. "You know, billboards, campaigns, magazines, that sort of thing."
"No, not much call for what I paint or do," he said honestly. "Or if there is, plenty of others already available who are being used. Not much need for one more guy doing the same things everyone else is."
"May I?" she asked.
"It's not finished." Paul allowed her to take the sketch he'd been working on anyway as she slid it across the table towards herself.
"You have a really unique style. Not just capturing how a person looks, but capturing the emotion as well," she added. "You really are good!"
"Thanks."
"Would you be willing to consider something?"
Paul looked at her questioningly, without answering. She continued taking that as a yes.
"I'm working on an idea. Nothing concrete yet, but I need to come up with something new for an advertising campaign I'm working on. So far, I haven't had much luck coming up with anything that hasn't already been done. I need something special, something eye-catching that will not only work, but will capture the attention of a prospective client I'm trying to win over to the agency I work for."
"Like I said," Paul began. "I mostly do landscapes, a few people, but nothing like products, cars..."
CJ laughed stopping him. "Would you be willing to give it a try? I'd like you to paint someone for me," she told him. "Actually, what I'd like you to do, is paint ON someone for me!"
"On someone?" he asked. "What do you mean exactly?"
"The idea I've been kicking around is this. A beautiful woman, most likely a model of course. One who is willing to allow herself to be painted in the nude."
"In the nude? Well that settles that then. Believe it or not, I don't do nudes either."
"Hear me out," CJ said sounding a little exasperated. "She'll be nude yes, but no one will know that for absolute sure when your done. The idea is, you paint a landscape over her entire body, or at least portions of it that we can then use. An enticement for a tropical island get away. Paradise as both represented by the beautiful woman lying there on her side, seductively of course, but more dramatically, by the depiction of the island itself as portrayed in the painting over her entire body, using her natural curves to hide the obvious, using aspects of the island topography itself.
"Sounds complicated."
"It probably would be yes. But just think about it Paul, you'd have hundreds of photographs to work from, you could paint whatever you wanted to paint. The challenge to you would be, painting it so that everyone knows what's really there, what they're actually looking at, but not being able to see it. Only able to see the obvious, the resort, the paradise that awaits them!"
"I don't know CJ, it sounds interesting, even fun maybe. But it's seriously not quite what I had in mind when becoming an artist."
Paul had taken back his sketch still abstractly working on it while they talked. Now finished, he glanced up quickly, his intention in giving it to the old man. He was gone. As he usually did, he slid the completed work between the salt and peppershakers.
"What are you doing with that?" she asked curiously.
"Leaving it. I usually do. Gladys takes them. Don't know what she does with them afterwards, don't care really."
"Can I have it?" CJ asked.
"Sure, be my guest," he said handing it back to her.
"Listen, at least think about what I said. Give me your number and I'll call you sometime tomorrow."
"I don't have a phone," he responded. "Why don't you give me your number, I'll call you from a payphone."
She glared at him dubiously. "Because you'll probably never call me," she said reasonably. "Where is it you live?"
"Not far. Just down the street from here actually. Why?"
"You have any plans for tomorrow around this time?"
"No...not really. I have some landscaping work to do sometime tomorrow. That's partially how I manage to get by. Working part-time on occasion for this guy I know who sometimes has work for me. Other than that, doing whatever I can."
"So if I show up at your door? You'll be there?"
"Yeah, probably. And don't worry about knocking, too hard to hear anyone do that anyway since my studios upstairs. Just come in. I never lock it, nothing worth stealing anyway."
"I'll see you tomorrow then" she told him standing. "Think about what I said," she added, then turned and walked away. Paul watched as she stood talking with Gladys momentarily, taking what appeared to be an order to go. She stopped briefly, the white sack with her lunch in it in one hand, the sketch he had done of the old man in the other. She waved. Paul waved back watching her leave.
"Well she's not all bad," Paul considered. "She did say she liked the garlic burgers."
#
Paul stood at one of his paintings, something he'd been working on for several days now when he heard the creek of footsteps on the stairs. "Paul? You here?"
He smiled, she'd actually come. Putting down the brush, grabbing a soiled rag, he began wiping his hands as he crossed the small room over towards the landing. "Up here," he said now looking at her as she took the last remaining steps before joining him. "Excuse the mess," he apologized, though in truth, he had tried to make the place halfway presentable wondering if she really would show or not.
He was expecting "Nice place!" After all, he liked it, and it wasn't half bad once it was cleaned.
"You actually live here?" she said instead. "It's so damn small!"
"It's all I can afford," he replied less than friendly now. "Anyway..."
"Anyway," she interrupted. "Did you think about what I asked?"
"Yeah...just don't see it," he said, only then actually coming to his decision.
CJ stood thinking. "Paul? Do this for me. At least paint a model so I can get an idea if this will work or not. Just something for me to see and review. I'll of course pay you."
"How much?" he asked curiously.
"A thousand."
Paul's eyes widened at that. A thousand dollars was more money than he'd seen altogether at one time in a long time.
"You're willing to pay me a thousand dollars for something that no one except you will ever see?" he asked incredulously.
"Yes. I can authorize it under research. So what do you say now?"
Now it was Paul's turn to think. He smiled. "Tell you what. I'll do it under one condition."
"Ok, name it."
He laughed. "You might decide it isn't worth it once I tell you."
"Shoot."
"You have to be the one I paint."
This time she was speechless, staring at him with eyes as wide as saucers. "You're not serious!" she managed finally. "I'm no model."
"Maybe not, but if you're the only one I'm willing to let see it, then it makes perfect sense that you're the one I paint. So...take it or leave it," he told her figuring that even though it was a thousand bucks, CJ would throw in the towel and forget this crazy idea. At least find someone else willing to do it if nothing else.
"Deal!" she said instead surprising him. "When?"
"How about now?"
"Now? Right now?"
"Yes! There's a bookstore down on the corner. Go purchase whatever book you want with whatever landscape you choose to see painted on you. I'll get things set up here in the meantime. When you return, we paint. Oh...and you'd better call in to your office, because I intend on taking my time while doing this." He wasn't exactly grinning, but it was the next closest thing to it.
CJ cast him a sly look, then smiled in return. "I've never posed in the nude before," she said openly. "This will certainly be a first."
"For me too," he thought as she turned heading back down the stairs.
#
He'd straightened his bed earlier. Now however he hurriedly stripped it of its sheets placing the only other pair of fresh clean ones that he had on it. He set the book she's returned with off to one side along with his paints. And then, Paul opened the one and only bottle of really good wine that he had, letting it breathe.
"Ready?" he asked.
CJ had used his tiny little bathroom to undress. Wrapped in one of his towels, she emerged a short time later, an obvious flush to her cheeks as she crossed the room sitting down on his bed, now makeshift couch where he would proceed to paint her.
"Won't this ruin your sheets?" she asked nervously.
"For a thousand dollars, I can buy new ones," he responded pouring them both a glass of wine. "Here, this will help steady your nerves. There will be times you'll need to hold still. Very, very still," he admonished her.
CJ took a sip of her wine. "This is good!" she said looking up towards him. Reaching, the towel she was wearing came away in his hand.
"You're pretty good too," he said softly tossing the towel to the side, sitting down in front of her. Her face turned crimson, her free arm coming up to automatically shield her exposed breasts. "CJ? If you're that uncomfortable around me, maybe this isn't such a good idea after all."
"No! No! I'll be ok, it's just going to take me a minute or two to get used to this," she offered lowering her arm, once again revealing her full exquisitely shaped breasts to him entirely. "How do you want me?" she said, blushing even more profusely at the implication of her words. Paul couldn't help but laugh at that one, seeing her, her look of anguish, feeling his own face grow warm as well.
"How about you just relax? Lie down length-ways on the bed, prop your head up with your hand, get yourself comfortable, then try and stay that way. I'll let you know when you can move, stretch. But eventually, you're going to have to stay in one position for a long, long time while I do this."
CJ polished off her wine, setting the glass down on the small nightstand. Forced to now lie lengthwise, she did more than merely expose her breasts. Now the secrets of her femininity appeared as well. She couldn't help but see Paul's brief, but certain look at her as she stretched. He picked up the photo she had chosen, looking at it, then under the pretense perhaps of trying to envision it, looking towards her once again, as though studying her. "You really are beautiful," he said catching her off guard. "You make a very beautiful canvas," he added.
She felt lightheaded, dizzy, "Perhaps it's just the wine," she thought, answering, "Thank you."
She hadn't known what to expect of course, but as Paul began applying the first coat of paint upon her bared flesh, she shivered, the light soft stroking not unlike the tender caress of a lover. She closed her eyes in an effort to hide her sudden embarrassment of thought, as though wondering if Paul could in fact read her mind, know what she was thinking let alone now feeling. It had been a long time since she'd been with a man, and the long forgotten need and desire came rushing upon her like wildfire.
"Cold?" he questioned.
"Huh? What?" she said almost dreamily, opening her eyes. He was smiling at her, teasingly. "No, why?" she followed, then realized why he'd asked. As the tip of his soft brush neared her breast, she felt her nipple crinkle in even greater hardness, excitement and anticipation for the actual stroke of the brush itself when it came.
"Don't be embarrassed or ashamed," he said soothingly. The brush is like the touch of a lovers caress. But that's how it should be. I paint as though caressing what I see with my eyes, making my hands and fingers extend that to the image that appears. To become aroused while touching you, while transforming you're outer beauty into an even greater inner beauty is to be expected, hoped for. So just go with it CJ, relax, let yourself feel and enjoy the experience as much as I am. Then maybe laying here for so long won't be nearly as bad."
She giggled, but surprisingly did relax. Though the touch of his brush upon her was beginning to have unexpected, certainly unanticipated results. When the tip of a small fine brush actually brushed her nipple directly for the first time, she found herself holding her breath, sucking her lower lip nearly biting it. "Oh," she moaned quietly without even realizing it. Paul chuckled, making her realize then that she had. "Whew, I have to admit Paul, this is...well it is having an unexpected affect on me." Now he did laugh.



"Me too," he admitted. "Hard enough doing this..."
CJ's eyes popped open, she'd glanced towards his groin almost immediately without really meaning to, seeing when she did the obvious excitement as he sat, continuing to stroke her breasts and nipple with the fine soft tip of his brush.
"What I meant to say..." he started over, catching himself, catching her brief direct look. "Difficult enough doing this anyway, but you really and truly are beautiful. You've got the most perfectly shaped breasts I've ever seen on a woman. Your nipples are sensational, though it's going to be very difficult hiding them the way they are now without some real three-dimensional camouflage as it were." CJ blushed once again, but laughed feeling comfortable, but highly aroused now as well. Her thought suddenly turning her smile into a worried concerned frown.
"What's the matter?" Paul asked pulling the brush away.
"She couldn't tell him!" she thought, to do so would to be to die of embarrassment and shame. She had felt the first flow of lubrication wetting her nether lips. If there was one thing CJ knew, it was her own body. When aroused, really, really aroused, she did that. She knew her pearly essence would soon gather in even greater amount, that it would eventually flow from her sex, droplets of excitement, desire escaping from the confines of her now quivering, tingling betraying desire between her legs.
"Oh nothing, just a cramp," she explained away.
"You need to stretch while you still can?" he asked. "But if you do, you need to move slowly, you can stand if you wish, walk for a moment, but don't move your arms or upper chest yet, or we'll have to start all over again if you do."
The thought of that made her groan. "No, I'll be fine," she said, then thinking "I just need some way to collect myself!" Paul gave her several more minutes.
"You ok now?" he asked. The flow of her excitement had ceased temporarily, giving her a reprieve.
"Yes, lets do this," now thinking "and get it over with!"
It was inevitable of course, as he began to extend the portrait along her tummy then downwards towards the apex of her soaking wet vagina, she knew that the most difficult part of all was still yet to come.
"You need a break?" he questioned. "Though if you do, you can't move now, not even an inch. But if you need a moment..." he left off without saying.
CJ felt a tiny trickle of pleasure escape the opening of her furrow. Like a bead of perspiration upon the brow, she felt it roll from within her lips, gathering speed as though an escaped convict from prison as it dashed suddenly, hurriedly across her upper thigh. Mortified, CJ closed her eyes in hopes that even if he did see it, he wouldn't comment. Though her wish was that the glistening trail of desire wouldn't pave the way for any more droplets of her betrayed pleasures into escaping as well.
That hope was short-lived as Paul picked up his brush and began caressing the nether region of her well-trimmed pussy.
#
Involuntarily she shivered, and when she did, she felt an even greater trickle of moisture gather, then pour from her quim as though the floodgates to a damn had been opened. Though her eyes already shut, she shut them even tighter as though glued. There was no hope for it now, no way to hide her discomforted excitement. She could only hope and pray that Paul would not say anything to cause her even greater distress. She was wrong.
"Would you like me to paint your clit?"
CJ jerked at his question, unable to speak though her eyes had magically unglued themselves. He was grinning at her.
"Please...don't move CJ!" then adding, "Relax!" He now smiled a little less wickedly. "Listen to me." Paul set the brush down on the table removing the threat. CJ took a deep breath, still watchful however in the event he hadn't been joking with her. "I know you're aroused. So am I. There's nothing wrong with that, nor anything wrong with the fact you're enjoying it, because frankly, I am too. The reality is this, we're both experiencing something very pleasurable, more importantly...creative. Creation, the art if you will of discovery, of bringing something already beautiful to life, and making it even more beautiful is an arousing act in and of itself. So...the fact that you are 'obviously' aroused by this," he said emphasizing the word, "doesn't shock or surprise me. I'd have been disappointed in you if you weren't. Now then, that having been said, I hope my little comment will lighten you up some. Quit being afraid of what you're feeling. Accept it CJ, and if you can...enjoy it. It's ok."
In saying what he had, Paul had forced her to confront her emotions. Like a master restorer of paintings, he had stripped away the top level of a covered masterpiece, revealing the true image, the true painting hidden beneath. He had made her vulnerable, a delicate thing that could easily be damaged, but like the canvas, she could only trust in the hand of the master as he peeled away the layers of doubt, uncertainty, and discomfort until what and who she truly was could be revealed. Finding herself, she bolstered her courage for the first time and answered.
"Only if you have a really, really tiny brush and can find a way to paint a butterfly on it," she somehow managed to say. Paul grinned, picking up the brush once again.
"Just one thing CJ, if you do cum, please try and hold still while you are."
She honestly didn't know if he was joking or being serious with her. The thought seemed absurd on the one hand, but not quite so on the other as she felt the first tickle of his brush as he began the slow teasing strokes that gently began caressing through the fine downy hair of her sex.
"How much longer?" she half-groaned through clenched teeth. It had become torture for her, serious, serious torture. Like a skilled lover, Paul had taken her through the penultimate depths of foreplay; he'd made love to her mind, her body and her soul now for the better part of four hours without once binging her to climax. How many times she had literally hung on the edge as his strokes had playfully, ever so skillfully brought her to that point, suddenly leaving her there, now taking up someplace else where the journey towards madness began all over again.
"We're almost there," he told her. Giddy, as though drunk, her senses overwhelmed now with heated want, she spoke, surprising herself when she did.
"Shit Paul, I've been 'almost there' for over a fucking hour now!" she told him openly. Her words both pleased and surprised him.
Once again forced to put his brush down, his own hands both tired, yet excited now quivering. He stood, flexing them, re-limbering, working the circulation back into them while he could. And laughed, laughed until she laughed.
"Oh god CJ, please! Don't move! Not yet!"
"Sorry," she replied. "I couldn't help it," she confessed, not pointing, but certainly redirecting his gaze with her eyes. Paul glanced down at himself, a dark wet spot clearly formed around the now massive bulge of the pants he was wearing. He began to sit, bolting upwards spinning as he did.
"Fuck!" he exclaimed, his hand obviously down the front of his pants making adjustments.
"Want me to kiss and make it better?"
Now it was Paul's turn to be shocked, surprised at CJ's sudden boldness. "Be careful what you say," he warned. "I'm half tempted to take you up on it."
She lay unmoving, looking at him curiously however. If there ever was one, at the moment CJ held the most perfect Mona Lisa smile he'd ever seen anyone attempt.
"We'd better finish this before we're both in more trouble by our words than we already are," he told her.
#
It was finished. And, it was breathtaking! CJ had giggled as Paul had begun painting his own sheets leading up to her. He'd turned them into a crystal blue ocean, white sand beaches with breakers of white water crashing against the brilliant green cliffs that magically, powerfully, became her.
On her body, scenes of men and women lying out on the beach together. Palm tree's gently blowing in the cool breeze of the trade winds. Cabana's, palm covered bungalows, then further, a trail of hot molten lava seen cascading from the mouth of a very active, very sensual, very provocative looking volcano.
"I need to see it!" she exclaimed as Paul finally stepped away admiring his work. It had been nearly six hours now of grueling, pain-staking work, but every brush stroke had been worth it.
"Stay there! Don't move a muscle!" he warned her. Paul sprinted into the bathroom. CJ heard him, heard the sound of him tearing something away from the wall. She nearly died laughing when he emerged moments later carrying the full length mirror once fastened to the back of the bathroom door. He positioned it lengthwise just as she was, then held it, held it while he watched as it became her turn to sit mesmerized, stunned by the incredible image she had been turned into.
"Oh my god Paul! It's incredible! I mean you can tell it's me...rather a woman lying there, and you know...you just know that she's, I mean that I'm nude...but its subtle, so perfectly, wonderfully subtle. And the landscape, fuck Paul! The landscape! It's as though you've taken the photo and somehow superimposed it over my body!"
Excited beyond words, without thinking, she stood. For the briefest of moments, Paul actually experienced vertigo! She came into his arms, suddenly and without thought. What he'd created, what they had shared and created together became something more. As the still wet paint became a blur, obscuring the landscape that had stood only moments ago, they began to paint an entirely different picture altogether.
"Make love to me Paul," she said pulling him down onto the bed as she fell. "Finish the portrait you began."
#
Almost over night Paul had more money than he knew what to do with. Resigned, he eventually agreed to do the advertising campaign once CJ had shown her clients what she'd envisioned, and what Paul had himself made real. And though he'd been unable to convince her to pose for him again, even Paul had to admit the second time he'd done it, this time painting a model, the affect was just as startling.
Inseparable now, he'd moved into a new place with CJ. There, they made love, created, made love, and created again. And though Paul was happy, happier than he'd ever been in his entire life, he still missed those times where he'd sat sketching, missing the interesting people he'd watched come in sometimes simply for coffee in that tiny little café' where Gladys still worked.
But worse, Paul rarely if ever painted now. Even though the place they had gotten, CJ had ensured would include an area where he could set up and freely express himself to his hearts content.
Most of his works had gone into storage upon his moving. Aside from a few pieces that CJ demanded be hung in their new home, Paul had begun to feel himself a failure again, even though he wasn't, even though he was truly blessed with a beautiful woman by his side, and luxuries he never thought he'd ever see as being his.
He'd even gone back to that tiny little café, sketchbook in hand, but for some reason couldn't find the same fire, the same desire he'd once had. And though Gladys had been thrilled to see him, still refusing to accept his money for his 'life-time' free dinner, which he could now easily afford in buying the place from her if she'd wanted to sell, Paul had gone home, sketch-less for the first time in memory, and never returned.
"Come on Paul, hurry up and finish dressing. This little gathering is important to me, it could mean some new and very big clients," she said excitedly, hurrying him along as he stood while she finished tying his bow tie.
"I still don't know why I have to go," he told her. "You've been to these things before with out me," he continued trying to beg off lamely without success.
"You know why," she said. "I want to show off my new husband!"
They'd been married less than a month, finally deciding to make it official. And though the fire hadn't gone out of their relationship, the fire had indeed died out of any desire Paul had to continue the line of work he'd suddenly found himself in.
Even the limousine that sat out in front of their building dampened his mood even more. He'd be schmoozing with money tonight that was for sure. And lots of it. "Can't we just stay home and make love?" he'd tried one last desperate time.
"Come on Paul," she said half dragging him into the car as the Chauffer stood holding the door open for them. "Do it for me."
Paul never could refuse her requests, even if he wasn't in the mood. Somehow, she always found a way to make him smile, just as she now did as her hand lovingly caressed him, arousing him in the backseat of the limo as they drove towards their destination.
#
A short time later their limo pulled up in front of a small building. As they stepped out, Paul groaned. A throng of people stood milling around both inside and out. "Come on Paul, I promise, we won't stay too long if you really don't want to."
That lifted his spirits slightly, taking her hand as he followed her inside.
Paul stopped. As they'd entered a smattering of applause had begun until everyone there was clapping as CJ continued leading him now down through a line of people that had begun to gather. Only then did Paul realize, seeing his paintings, every single one of them that had been in storage, now hanging everywhere upon the walls.
"What the..." he never finished as CJ turned kissing him.
"Surprise!" she beamed.
"Surprised isn't the word I'd use," Paul told her, feeling ill. "How'd you do this? How in the world..."
Once again she interrupted him. "Being in advertising, I have friends in high places," she said grinning. "Now come on...there's more!"
CJ led him by the hand into an entirely different wing of the gallery. Upon arriving Paul was even more stunned than before. All around him hung every sketch he had ever done, every sketch that he'd not either given away or actually sold. And amongst them hung one of his very favorites. A small sign hung just below it.
"Temporarily on loan from Gladys Mayport - Not for Sale"
"Where?" Paul started, tears already flooding his eyes as he slowly turned, and there spotting Gladys herself dressed to the nines.
"Where do you think Paul?" She said coming up, hugging, and then kissing him. "I always knew one day you'd be famous, and well...I kept saving these knowing that one day, you just might want them back."
An older gentleman approached them as they stood below Gladys's picture. "I know it say's not for sale, but I'd be willing to offer a substantial amount for it if you'd consider it," he asked hopefully.
Taking Gladys hand in his, Paul spoke. "I'm sorry, no. Of all the works I've ever done, this one perhaps is the most important of all. It is simply not for sale, because it is priceless."
"Honey? There's one more surprise I want to give you," CJ spoke, now leading Paul as well as Gladys over to a small table. Almost immediately Paul saw a bottle of wine sitting on it along with two glasses. Between them a small gift-wrapped box. He picked up the wine, laughed.
"This is the same wine we had that day!" he exclaimed excitedly.
"Yes it is, now let me open that while you open your present," she told him.
Paul tore into the small box setting aside the tiny card that had come with it. Finally removing the lid, he scrimmaged around inside the packing material. Finding nothing.
"Ok, I give up...what's the joke?"
"No joke honey...that's your contract inside. I shredded it. You no longer work in advertising. You are as they say baby...on your own now!"
Still holding the small card in his hand, he opened it. In her hand writing CJ had written:
"For my favorite PP, love...CJ."
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It was nearing six o'clock. Jason glanced at his watch for the third time. "Honey? You about ready?" he called up to her from the stairs. He chuckled to himself. Denise had been primping herself for well over an hour. Not that that was a bad thing, she was just a little nervous. And it wasn't that she'd been worried about choosing the right outfit to wear for the evening, she wouldn't be wearing one.
"Hold your horses!" Denise called down. "We don't need to even be there until seven!" she reminded him.
Brian, Jason's best friend for the past thirty years was about to have the best surprise birthday party of his life. It had started out as nothing more than a lark, an idea that seemed silly, albeit more than just interesting when Brian's wife Jackie first mentioned it as a joke in passing. She had come over for coffee one Saturday as she often did. Sitting at the breakfast table with Denise, the two women had been laughing hysterically over something when Jason came down stairs to grab a cup of coffee before heading out to play around of golf with Brian.
"What's so funny?" he'd asked.
They were as different as night and day. Denise stood just a fraction over five feet, her hair short, reddish brown, green eyes. Jackie on the other hand stood easily six feet, perhaps an inch shorter than Jason stood himself. The typical blue-eyed blonde, her hair falling well past her shoulders.
Jason stood grinning as he sipped his coffee pretending not to be too interested in their conversation until Denise had laughed once again. He loved watching her laugh, it made her boobs bounce, and if anyone had boobs big enough to bounce when she laughed, his wife did. Another obvious difference between the two as Jackie's were much smaller, and as such, she hardly if ever wore a bra whenever she was over. Just as she wasn't wearing now.
"Oh nothing really," Jackie had said. "Brian told me over a week ago he didn't want one of those typical surprise parties. You know how he hates those. He'd said that the only kind of surprise party he'd enjoy having is if everyone jumped up wearing nothing but their own birthday suits!"
Once again the girls sat laughing, chuckling over the thought of that.
"What would really be funny, is if we actually did it!" Jason stated.
"Oh yeah right, I could just see Carol and Bob doing something like that." "Well you never know honey," Jason turned grabbing one of the fresh pastries off the plate sitting between them. "You know Carol, if ever there was an exhibitionist, she'd be the first one to agree to do it."
"That maybe true, but Bob certainly wouldn't. You know how prim and proper he is all the time."
Jason laughed thinking. "Oh, but if you only knew."
Bob was the third member of their little golfing foursome. Jason knew he had a girlfriend on the side, but then according to Bob, Carol had a girlfriend on the side as well.
"You know, it really would be funny though," Jackie said half-seriously.
"You can't be serious?" Denise asked incredulously.
Standing there, Jason couldn't help but toss in his own two-cents. The conversation had suddenly gotten very interesting. He'd never seen Jackie in the altogether, though he'd seen enough of her in some of the skimpy outfits she often wore to wet his appetite.
"I know if it was me, and if it was my fiftieth birthday, I'd think it was the best damn surprise AND gift anyone could give me!"
"I agree!" Jackie said standing, much to Denise's surprise. "Jason? When you get a chance, mention it to Bob, see what he thinks. I'll be seeing Carol and Amy later on this afternoon, I'll talk to them and see if they'd be willing to go along with it for that very reason. It really would be the best present I could give Brian under the circumstances. Hell, he has everything else!"
Denise still couldn't believe what she was hearing. "You two really are incorrigible you know that?"
Jason could only grin as he took a bite of his pastry. The fact Denise was even considering going along with it spoke volumes.
#
It was only a little ways down a short block towards Brian and Jackie's house. So they walked. Denise of course had a set of keys, so she'd be letting everyone in while Brian and Jackie supposedly enjoyed a nice quiet dinner together at one of Brian's favorite restaurants.
"Bob and Carol are picking up Amy and her husband," Jason told his wife. "That way there won't be so many cars parked around the neighborhood, and he'll park theirs down the street in the opposite direction so Brian won't accidentally spot it when they arrive home."
"Good," Denise said. "I told everyone if they got there before we did to just sit out back on the patio and wait for us there." Now Denise glanced at her watch. "Plenty of time still for all of us to have a few drinks to work up our courage to actually go through with this," she added nervously. "I still can't believe I let the two of you talk me into this."
Jason wasn't about to answer her. He still couldn't believe it either.
A few minutes later they arrived at the dark house heading around back where sure enough everyone sat waiting for them.
"About time the two of you showed up!" Bob stated. "We're thirsty!"
Bob was shorter than Jason was by several inches, but he was far stockier without appearing overweight. But the most striking thing about the man, his hair was a natural almost too perfect white. And though he kept it reasonably short, you could easily pick him out from any crowd. Likewise, Carol was an interesting character as well. Her breasts though larger than even Denise's were an obvious product of expensive enhancements. And Jason had not only been invited to see them shortly after her surgery, but had also been invited to feel them, simply for the sake of her being able to show everyone just how good a job her physician had done. And Jason had to admit...they were nice.
If ever there was to be an award for the oddest couple however, that one would have to go to Amy and her husband Greg. Greg had played football in college, even going on to play in the pros until he'd gotten in a car accident and ended up losing a leg. Though you wouldn't know it to see him, nor by the way he walked. At six and a half feet, Greg was still a big muscular individual. Amy on the other hand was nothing short of a pixie. Shorter even than Denise, she looked almost boyish in her slim almost too skinny small frame, near if not truly flat-chested with bright red, closely cropped hair, an equally slim oval face. But Amy had eyes that were the biggest, brightest most incredible shade of blue Jason had ever seen on a woman. And...they were naturally so.
Denise fumbled with the patio lock briefly, and then led everyone inside. "We need to keep the lights off," she reminded everyone. But with a full moon, the reflection inside gave off just enough light to actually see by as the girls quickly got busy sitting out the party favors that Jackie had stashed away earlier. Jason was in charge of raiding the liquor cabinet which he did almost immediately much to Greg and Bob's delight.
"You know," Greg began. "This is going to be just as much of a present for us as it will be for Brian!" Greg was smiling from ear to ear as he turned glancing back in the women's direction as they hurriedly began setting out the cake, plates, silverware as well as a couple of novelty items that Jackie had purchased for later on that evening. The girls spoke in hushed tones, then giggling.
"You think they're as excited about this as we are?" Bob questioned actually reaching down inside hi pants to readjust himself. "By the way they're carrying on, you'd think they actually might be."
Jason had to admit, Denise did seem to be less nervous than she'd appeared on the walk over, even laughing as the girls took a quick peek at one of the party games Jackie had picked up at the last moment. An adult version of 'pin the tail on the donkey' though this one having two life-sized stand-ups of a naked man, and woman, san's intimate body parts which is what people would attempt to place in the closest appropriate area.
"Hey...it's almost time!" Denise cautioned everyone. "They should be here within ten, fifteen minutes."
"Guess it's time we all got naked then," Greg snickered lustfully.
Jason found it funny when the girls disappeared into the back bedroom to remove their clothing while the guys merely stripped down in the front room. But not only did Greg strip down to his birthday suit, he also removed his artificial leg entirely so that he now stood perfectly balanced on one leg, though using the back of the couch for support.
"Hey! The leg counts," he'd said to Jason looking at him as he'd caught him staring at the vacant appendage. "A birthday suit doesn't come with accessories."
"Unless you happen to have a dick the size of yours!" Bob joked. "Seems to me, they took off the wrong leg! The one between your legs could be used to replace the one you lost!" Bob continued teasing him.
"Very funny," Greg said actually blushing. "You're just jealous."
"Hell yes I'm jealous! And you'd best be careful where you point that thing, or for that matter, having it anywhere's near Carol. She sees that, there's no telling what she'll do!"
"Maybe so, but even though Amy's tiny, she's feisty as hell. Carol would have her hands full of that one unless Amy went along with it."
"Would she?" Jason asked curiously. Greg was still grinning.
"Guess we'll find out won't we?"
About then the three girls emerged into the living room, Denise and Amy walking with hands covering as much area as possible while Carol merely strolled into the room as though she was walking down the red carpet at a premier opening.
"So, where should we hide?" Bob asked.
The obvious choice was the enormous 'L' shaped couch acting as a room divider from the main living room towards a small step-up into the formal dining area. "There's enough space, we can all get behind that, then jump up and yell surprise when they walk into the room," Denise suggested.
It was a good plan, as both the entry from the front door, as well as the entry from the garage area converged towards the living room. Regardless of which way they came in, hiding behind the couch was the only possible choice. Seconds later they heard the garage door opening.
"Ok everyone, they're here!" Denise stated unnecessarily. "So quiet!" she also cautioned.
Denise half knelt on one side of Greg with Carol on the other side. Glancing over, as she had caught herself staring earlier at the monster dangling between Greg's legs, she caught her breath as even in the dim light, she could see just well enough to realize that Carol was intimately fondling his semi-flaccid penis. At first, she was shocked, but then as she continued watching, the knowledge that what she was seeing was a bit of naughty play which Greg was obviously enjoying, and the fact that she was witnessing something like this was extremely erotic to her. So lost in thought, it took a second for her to realize that the lights had come on in the room.
"Surprise!" everyone yelled seconds later.
The expression on Brian's face was perfect. The sudden flash telling Jason that someone managed to get it as well.
"Going out to dinner to your favorite restaurant, coming home where your friends are waiting for you. Seeing them yell 'surprise' buck-naked. Priceless!" Jason quipped much to everyone's delight. Which is also when he saw that Brian was still staring, almost in a state of shock, but not at the group as a whole, but at something. Jason swiveled, his head automatically turning to follow the pointed direction of Brian's gaze. There stood Greg on one leg, his massive, very erect, very hard and firm, prick sticking straight out in front of him.
"Well, at this point one would normally say something like, 'is that a banana in your pocket? Or are you just glad to see me? Except in this case...I'd almost prefer that it were the banana," Brian said grinning at their friend.
Greg was blushing profusely, the tension suddenly thick until Amy of all people actually laughed. "I knew this was going to happen," she said giggling. "I warned Greg with all this female flesh he was apt to get an erection and embarrass himself!"
Denise stood thinking, "Except honey, I know exactly what caused it to get like that in the first place!"
"Hey! Where do you think you're going?" Bob caught Jackie as she started to head into the kitchen.
"What?"
"All of us..." Bob said raising his hands, even as his own penis suddenly began to grow, indicating everyone else, "is in our birthday suits. And under the circumstances, I think it's only right that the two of you join the party as well," he finished just as his cock stood nodding it's swollen purple head in agreement.
"They're right honey!" Brian said beginning to undress. "Obviously you had something to do with this, so it's only right...and fair that since I get to see all these women, and you get to see all this...well shall we say, rapidly growing cocks here, that we too join them?"
Jackie blushed, but agreed, quickly removing her own clothing until everyone stood naked before one another.
"Now I think the party can really begin!" Bob declared heading back towards the bar with his prick leading the way.
#
And indeed it had. Jason knew Denise. After three glasses of wine her inhibitions and self consciousness about an extra pound here and there went right out the window. Seeing her, along with Amy, Carol and especially Jackie running around in the nude as though it were the most natural thing in the world to be doing was really something. And he found himself wishing they'd done something like this a hell of a lot sooner than now since everyone seemed to be in the same frame of mind that he was. Horny! Flirtatious, naked, sexy and horny. He loved it!
They'd begun playing the 'pin the prick on the donkey', or rather pin the prick on the guy as the girls giggled and squealed in delight at the sometimes very obscene, even bizarre results. But for Jason along with everyone else, it was watching the girls getting blindfolded, then spun around and around prior to being directed towards the life-size picture. It was like watching a very naked, very delicious looking top spinning as the girls careened into furniture, one another and finally the wall. All that female flesh exposed, breasts sometimes swinging, certainly bouncing as they made their best attempt at placing the very real, very stiff looking plastic cock's in their hands somewhere on the picture.
Finally it was the guys turn, the results of which were just as hilarious, if not even more so as breasts appeared upside down, sometimes on the head, the face, with Jason managing to place his almost perfectly though slightly lop-sided.
"Ok Brian, it's the birthday boys turn now!" His wife told him as she began to blind-fold him.
It had of course been planned ahead of time. As Brian's wife fixed the blindfold firmly about his head, Carol quietly made her way over to stand directly in front of the life-sized female cutout. Having Brian grope her briefly until discovery became apparent, Carol had of course been the obvious choice, and she had been more than willing to go along with the additional birthday surprise.
Once again, the moment of realization became apparent as Brian stood foolishly trying to affix the life-sized boobs over bigger than life-sized reality. When he discovered the joke however, he went on pretending, though everyone knew by now of course as he openly stood there fondling Carol's breasts, much to her delight as well as his.
Jason cast a quick glance over in Jackie's direction for some kind of response as to whether she was having second thoughts about her idea, surprised when he saw her absentmindedly cupping her breast, fingering her nipple quickly, briefly before realizing that Jason was looking at her. He smiled, winked, felt his own prick suddenly stiffening which immediately caught Jackie's eye. Surprised, he watched as she strolled over towards him while everyone else was still laughing and egging Brian to continue on with his out and out groping of Carol's tits.
"I don't know about you," she admitted as she spoke, though Jason could tell by her less than perfect speech that the alcohol was certainly playing a part in her sudden lack of shyness. "But this is making me fucking horny!" she whispered into his ear, leaning almost a little too closely as her hand reached down giving Jason's cock a quick teasing caress. "Oh...maybe you are too!" she giggled only then taking her hand away before anyone saw what she'd done.
Denise appeared from the kitchen carrying Brian's cake. There were only two lit candles, a five and a zero. After everyone had sung 'happy birthday' to him Jackie walked up surprising Brian along with everyone else. "Ok birthday boy, time to blow out the candles and make a wish," she said reaching down giving his erect prick a loving teasing stroke. Brian blushed at his wife's newfound boldness, but grinned.
"You have no idea what I'd like to wish for right about now," he leered suggestively, making everyone laugh.
"Oh I bet I know what you'd wish for," Jackie replied just as suggestively, still giving his erection a slow pleasured caress. "Something you once confessed to me in the bedroom isn't it?" she pressed.
"Yep! That's the one!" he admitted.
"Tell us!" Bob stated saddling up behind his wife, his hands automatically reaching around to fondle her breasts as he stood with his now equally hard cock pressing against the cheeks of her ass.
"He can't!" Jackie laughed finally releasing him. "If he does...it might not come true!"
With that Brian lifted an eyebrow towards her curiously, started to follow when Denise came up behind him giving his ass a quick affectionate slap. "Isn't this the part where we're supposed to give you fifty spanks?"
"Ouch!" Brian feigned. "I think at fifty, you get something a lot better than spankings!"
"Oh? And what might that be?" Carol questioned now reaching behind to fondle Bob's prick as he continued standing behind her, though subtly rubbing himself against her bare ass.
It was obvious that Brian was wondering if he should answer her or not. The sexual tension suddenly escalated, of that there was no doubt, so throwing caution to the wind, he spoke.
"I think...instead of fifty slaps on the ass, that this calls for something a bit more special, more like...fifty sucks of the cock!"
Jackie burst out laughing. "He's always had this fantasy about having me suck him off while someone watched," Jackie admitted.
"And? So why don't you?" Greg finally interjected. Jackie looked at him directly.
"You know? You're right...why not?" she giggled. "He's always wanted me to do that, and this would be the perfect opportunity, provided no one would take offense at that," she added quickly turning towards Denise.
"Don't look at me honey!" Denise began. "If you want to blow out your man's candle in front of everyone, you go right ahead. Personally, I don't think Brian would last the full fifty!" she quipped, surprising Jason as she spoke.
"Wanna bet?" he asked. "I'd be willing to bet that he does."
"You're on. Shall we say one night where the winner gets to tell the loser they have to do whatever they're told to do?"
Jason threw back his head laughing. "Oh baby! You don't know what you're getting yourself into. But...you're on!"
Jackie had already positioned herself down on her knees before her husband. "Damn! You're really going to do this?" he asked incredulously.
"Baby, tonight I'm in the mood to do just about anything," she answered wickedly. "So enjoy it honey, cause tomorrow I might have regrets, but right now I sure as hell don't!"
With that, she drew her husband's hard stiff cock between her lips and sucked. "That's one!" Greg counted to everyone's immediate laughter. "Oh yeah...and that one's two!" he continued counting as everyone stood mesmerized, more than a little surprised as Jackie followed through with her daring adventure, slowly almost torturously sucking Brian's prick.



"Fuck!" Bob exclaimed. "I don't think he'll make fifty either, I know I sure as hell wouldn't!"
"Shall we find out?" Carol grinned turning more fully towards her husband, suddenly down on her knees before him almost side by side with Jackie.
"Shit!" Greg moaned audibly. Without a word however, Amy climbed onto the couch where Greg stood leaning against it for support. In seconds she was sucking him as well.
Jason looked curiously towards Denise. She shook her head in disbelief, not only that this was actually happening, but that she had already made up her mind. "As they say...when in Rome!"
"Ah...so's anyone counting?" Jason snickered as he felt Denise's lips suddenly surround him. "Or should we start all over again?" Brian's moan told him that the poor man wouldn't last a restart.
"Eight...nine...ten!" Jackie mouthed around her husbands prick. And then stopped. "Ok, that's ten from me. Who's ready to do the next ten?" she asked giddily.
"What?" Brian moaned both at the sudden loss of her affections on him, but also in surprise at her comment.
"If you're serious...I will!" Carol said crawling over towards Brian. "But if I do...you need to take care of Bob for me since it seems we started something here."
"Hey! Not that I mind this, but I'm not sure this is very fair with regards to the bet we made. No one mentioned sending in a designated hitter here you know!"
"What's the matter Jason, worried you guys will lose now?" Denise asked him.
"What do you mean 'guys'?" Greg stood groaning. "I don't remember getting in on any bet here."
"Ok, 'guys'", Jackie said challengingly. "This is the bet then...for everyone. If ANY of you come before fifty...then we win. If all of you manage to last, then you win. And as Denise stated, then tonight...the winners get to tell the losers whatever they want them to do, and they have to do it. How's that sound?"
Silently Jason, Greg, Bob as well as Brian stood grinning from ear to ear. "How the hell can we possibly pass that up?" Brian questioned everyone. "Guys?" "Oh hell, why not?" Bob said.
"Well if we're going to do this fairly, that means you and I need to switch too!" Amy spoke to Denise.
And once again Jason was blown away as Denise looked up, smiled, licked her lips. "Enjoy it honey..." she winked, then moved over to trade places with Amy.
Jason couldn't believe that he now stood with Amy, someone he'd only briefly really wondered about, was actually sucking his cock, while his own wife was attempting to do the same with the pole sticking out a mile long from between Greg's legs.
"Nine...ten!" Bob had continued counting, though he appeared to be gritting his teeth as he did. "Switch?" he asked hopefully, not so much for a change, but a brief chance to regain his composure.
"Well I guess so," Jackie agreed. "Seems like that's the only fair way to continue."
Once again partners switched to new partners, Carol now hungrily crawling over towards Jason like a hungry panther. Jackie now taking over for Denise, almost wild-eyed as she did. Knowing how good his wife was, and how Bob seemed to be the weakest link in the bet, Jason warned him. "Hang in there buddy, we're all counting on you, you know!"
Denise smiled at her husband, grasping Bob's hard prick in preparation for the next set of ten torturous sucks. "Ready girls?" she asked.
"One...oh fuck! Two!" Greg began in unison. "Oh shit...shit! Three!"
"Hey...count silently, you're making this worse for me damn it!" Brian pleaded. "It feels good enough without hearing you remind me of that!" he added.
They had made it through forty sucks, though weak in the knees, it was obvious the girls were starting to get a little worried. Now switching back to each of their own spouses, the women were determined that someone was going to loose.
"Ok girls," Denise cautioned them. "It's now or never for us. You know how the boys are...especially now, so if one of us doesn't succeed here, we're all apt to pay for it!"
There was general laughter all around, but of everyone, Bob looked seriously worried. "Shit guys...I don't know, I just don't know. I'm right there!" he admitted openly.
"Fuck Bob!" Brian admonished him. "Try not to think about it then...think about something else if you can."
"Who the fuck wants to do that?" Greg also confessed. Once again there was laughter, then Jackie counted. "One!"
#
They stood huddling in the kitchen. "Well, we won. Now what?"
"First off, it's time to find out if they'll live up to the bet or not, so we might as well find out now. And...if they don't, then nothing gained or lost really. But hell, this might be a once in a life-time shot, so we might as well take it don't you think?"
Moments later they converged back into the living room. It was evident by the look on their faces they were nervously worried. "Listen, if you guys don't want to own up to the bet, we won't make you. We've all agreed on that."
"A bets a bet, bring it on!"
"Well...in that case," Jason said acting as spokesman, his smile already beginning to spread from ear to ear as he told the 'losers' what it was the guys had decided on.
"I told you!" Jackie said almost immediately. "I knew...and I'd have bet money on that one too!" she added not at all surprised.
"So?" Brian questioned with more than a little doubt even then after Jason had informed the women what they'd decided on.
Then like four excited little boys on Christmas, the girls began to lie down on the living room floor together forming a perfect continuous circle.
"Damn! Never in a million fucking years!" Brian exclaimed in total wonder.
"You can say that again," Jason added sitting down to watch, as had Bob, though Greg continued to stand supported on the arm of the couch were he began to unabashedly stroke himself in front of everyone.
"Can't say's I blame him," Brian whispered over to Jason. "This is almost too good to be true!"
#
The fact they were actually doing it would have been exciting enough. But hearing all four women actually moaning, seemingly, honestly enjoying the experience, which Jason knew for Denise at least, was a first. And he wasn't at all surprised that it was Denise who was tasting her first pussy ever, at least as far as he knew anyway, and that it happened to be Jackie's.
Jason couldn't help but be aroused, understanding Greg's total submission towards his own desires as he stood there fisting his mammoth prick, all the while watching the four women as they hungrily tongued one another. Just as he was now. Seeing Denise as she lay between Jackie's outstretched legs sliding her tongue almost gingerly, certainly tentatively in wondered exploration. Denise all but sitting on Amy's face, Amy's tongue probing the depths of what Jason knew to be her honey flavored slit, Amy...likewise being teased by Carol's hungrily lapping mouth as Jackie both fingered as well as tickled Carol's wide-spread completely shaved quim.
It short order it became too much to merely be content to witness. Dropping down beside Denise, Jason began caressing her, hands gently gliding up and down her back, fingers toying with Amy's hard erect nipples, then back to fondle his own wife's as well.
One by one they joined. Brian soon kissing, licking sucking his wife's tender breasts as Denise continued the now frenzied assault upon her pussy. Greg slithering towards the floor like a serpent, moments later sharing the heated delicacy of his wife's vulnerability with Carol, each happily, almost giddily content to take turns doing so, driving Amy towards an even greater height of pleasured joy than even moments before.
Bob had dropped down beside Jackie, her hand now seeking out his shaft as she continued the almost too soft purr of her tongue upon his wife's sex. Hearing that all too familiar moan of pleasure escaping Carol's lips as Jackie continued to caress her in some unknown magical way with her lips.
Jason was drunk with the aroma of so much heat, so much wanton desire. But he wasn't the only one. Even before he knew what was happening, or even how it happened, he saw Jackie as she approached him, he...rolling over onto his back as though in a dream. The feel of her silky soft tightness engulfing, enveloping him entirely. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Denise as she knelt, Brian now mounting her from behind, the erotic image of her freely swinging breasts as she began meeting him lunge for lunge, rocking back impaling herself crying out in pleasured grunts with each searing plunge of his cock.
To his left, Carol now all but stood hovering over Greg's almost obscene looking prick. He held it, two handed as she teased herself upon the fat thick head, lowering, rubbing then rocking back and forth as though working up the courage to finally drive the essence of her being downwards and onto what awaited her.
Amy had spun into a side-by-side oral coupling with Bob. Close enough that as Jackie would lean forward against Jason, she would reach over allowing her hands to slide lovingly against the exposed crevice of Amy's ass, toying uncontrollably with the cute puckered opening of her ass.
And then as though choreographed, the writhing sea of flesh would evolve, moving on. It became pointless to know who was who, or what was going on with anyone else. Jason felt someone's lips suddenly surround his aching penis, caring not who's it was, only that his senses seemed to be on overload as he too licked, sucked and tickled one pussy after another that would descend temporarily, seeking pleasures, giving them in return before disappearing once again.
Without looking, without any need too, Jason knew it was his wife as her pussy slowly slid down his already slippery shaft. The moment he filled her entirely, she groaned confirming it. He continued lapping at Amy's cunt as she sat happily atop his face grinding herself against him in a circular gyration.
"Oh baby, your cunt feels good!" he moaned his pleasure.
"Thank you!" Denise and Amy said simultaneously, laughing.
Lying right beside him, almost within reach, Carol had finally managed to accommodate most of Greg's enormous dick inside her. Sitting astride him, leaning forward, Bob had taken advantage of the situation sliding up and in his wife's ass so that she was now being double-fucked by both men simultaneously. Jason wondered briefly where their hosts were, the answer coming far sooner than imagined. Jackie stepped over him and between where Amy sat on his face, and where Denise happily sat astride him slowly rocking against him. To his utter amazement, with an almost glazed look in her eyes, Jackie spread her pussy lips a part with her fingers, holding herself like that so that the tiny nubbin of her clitoris was even more fully exposed. In doing so, she provided the perfect means for Amy to lovingly caress it with her tongue.
Brian stood beside Denise. Where only a few short hours ago the confidential admission between friends of wondering what one another's wives might be like had suddenly come true beyond either one of their wildest imaginations. So good with her lips and tongue as she sucked, Jason could almost feel it himself as he occasionally glanced, taking peeks at his wife as she sat upon him, still fucking, now sucking his best friends prick.
Bob was grunting like a Banshee after it's prey. Hearing that, Jason knew without any doubt the man was only moments away from orgasm.
"Oh yeah, cum baby! Cum! Cum inside my fucking ass!" Carol cried out unexpectedly. Seconds later, he was.
Hearing that had intensified, then triggered Amy's climax, and to Jason's delight and surprise, she did so in a totally unprepared for way. In the next instant, Jason almost thought she was peeing, but the nectar that suddenly cascaded onto his face was not only warm, sweet smelling, but tastefully delicious. As he swallowed more in defiance of actually drowning, Amy shook spasmodically above him, screaming at the top of her lungs, then falling over and away from his face as though dead.
"Holy shit!" Jackie actually exclaimed. "Fuck! I wish I could do that," she added giddily.
It wasn't more than a few seconds after Amy's collapse that Greg began shouting. "Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Here it comes! Here it comes!"
Quick as a bunny Carol jumped off his still thrusting prick taking it in hand. Jackie too made her way over towards him, now joining Carol as the two of them jacked, sucked and caressed his straining dick. Jason noticed that Jackie had positioned herself over his leg now bent at the knee, holding onto it for support, sliding herself back and forth. Her female cream making his muscular upper thigh slippery as she sat humping herself, her hands still busily stroking his cock while feeding it to Carol as she more licked rather than made much of an attempt to suck his massively swollen angry looking crown.
"Here...it...comes!" Greg actually bellowed, groaning a deep-throated cry of release that sounded more like a thunderclap than anything else.
In all the years, in all the movies Jason had ever watched, he'd never seen anything like this. If it were even possible, he couldn't have explained it. Greg's prick seemed to balloon into even larger proportions, the head of his prick suddenly swelling, then a white thick rope of semen suddenly erupting, squirting from the head of his penis in a massive thick white rope. For the briefest of seconds, Jason lay there unaware that everyone seemed to stop whatever they were doing, merely watching, just as he was now.
That first cascade of spunk seemed to soar towards impossible heights, still connected, still somehow attached in one continuous streamer of cum as it reached the apex of it's trajectory, then falling with a noticeable splash across half of Carol's breasts then upwards along her neck and one half of her face. Jumping up, grabbing his prick like a runaway fire-hose, she stood before him directing his spending against herself, unabashedly now frigging her clit with his still squirting cock. Jackie was in the throes of orgasm herself now, self-induced against his thigh as she rode him like a bronco rider, humping wildly, deliriously, still watching the incredible magnitude of Greg's jettison, one right after another in what Jason began to believe as an never-ending climax.
Carol too was like a madwoman, pounding her pussy with Greg's still spurting cock until the pink coloration of her swollen pussy lips became so coated with his juice that it couldn't even be seen any more.
Jason groaned, felt his own prick loose his ecstasy. As he did, he felt the very well known constriction of his wife's tight pussy milking him, her orgasm now joining his simultaneously. Triggering as they did, Brian's sudden bellow of pleasure as he began filling Denise's mouth with his seed.
He seemed to climax forever, perhaps not as much, but certainly for as long as Greg had, or so it seemed. Eventually, Denise collapsed beside him in his arms where they lay in spent exhaustion, overloaded sensory beyond anything he or she had ever experienced before in their entire life.
#
In time, the sounds of climatic ecstasy, orgasmic oblivion, died away to a soothing slow recovery. The silence that followed became surreal bordering on being uncomfortable, especially after the uninhibited display that everyone had shown. It was finally Jackie who spoke, breaking the silence once again putting things back into perspective.
"Would anyone like cake?"
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Matt was going to be late for work. But there was no help for it now.
As he usually did, he woke before the alarm even went off, 5:45 reaching for the clock, shutting it off before it was to sound at 6:00. He gave his still sleeping wife Julie an affectionate smile, though she'd never know it of course, crawling out of bed. Showered, shaved, dressed and ready for work, Matt headed down to the kitchen where coffee was already made and waiting for him. He sat reading the paper, enjoying his first cup, taking a few glances at his watch. Nearing 7:00 he would soon have to wake his wife allowing her plenty of time to get up and dress and off to work herself.
Matt was ruggedly handsome with salt and peppered hair, hazel eyes more blue than green, and for his fifty years, still in pretty good shape. An avid outdoorsman, he and Julie spent as much time camping, hiking enjoying nature as they could on most weekends. Having to wear a suit and tie everyday to work drove him nuts. When the weekends came, it was all Julie could do to keep him clothed, not that she actually minded as she enjoyed their naked nature hikes every bit as much as he did.
A professional herself, Julie hated having to dress up for work as much as he did. Reddish-blonde neck length hair, a more than ample chest that Matt was always copping a feel of whenever he could. And though shorter than he was by nearly seven inches, at just over five feet, Matt had teased her about her feistiness, which she claimed she had to be in order to make up for her shorter than average size.
It was now 7:00, time to wake her and then head off for work. He had a light morning, but a heavy afternoon schedule which would no doubt keep him from getting home at a reasonable time this evening. It was going to be a long day.
Matt reached the top of the stairs and could hear the shower running. She was already up. He decided to at least peek his head in the door, give her a good-bye kiss, hopefully without getting wet, then head off to work. The door wasn't fully closed, the steam from her hot shower already escaping into their bedroom. "I'm off..." he began saying as he stepped inside the bathroom, then froze. Julie wasn't in the shower yet. She stood, one leg straight, the other resting bent at the knee atop of the toilet seat. She had what she affectionately called "her bathroom toy" which Julie kept in one of the drawers. As Matt had stumbled into the room, he saw her standing as she was, the majority of her dark blue humming little vibrator buried fully inside her as she stood, one hand caressing one of her full breasts, her nipples rock-hard. Eyes closed, she wasn't even aware of his presence so lost in her pleasures that he'd actually had to speak again before she even knew he'd been standing there watching her for several moments.
"Well, that certainly looks fun," he stood grinning, Julie only then realizing he was there as she looked towards him smiling, still stroking herself almost lazily with the toy.
"Oh yes...it is," she moaned pleasurably. "Want to join me?"
"I'm already going to be late now," he halfway hesitated.
"So? Be a little later then!" she urged him only then picking up the tempo so he could see her sliding the slim toy in and out of her quim with even greater purpose. "Or doesn't this interest you?" she challenged.
"Fuck...you know better than that," Matt said already reaching up to undo his tie.
Hurriedly he undressed hanging up his clothes, all the while continuing to watch his wife as she unabashedly stood there playing with herself. When finished, he walked towards her reaching out.
"No!" she said defiantly, stunning him into immobility. "I want you to watch me, while I watch you," she teased. "I want you to be a horny little boy for me all day...I have a surprise for you when you get home this evening," she added increasing the teased torture.
"You remember? I will be working late?" he reminded. Julie merely smiled, nodding her head, then groaned as she thrust the vibrating toy about as deeply as it could go inside of herself.
"Play with it," she coaxed. "Let me see you jerk it Matt, I want to watch your face when you cum, I want to see your big beautiful cock squirting as you stroke it for me. As you watch me when I do."
"Fuck," Matt moaned, already beginning to do just that. "So what is the surprise?" he tried.
"You'll see...tonight," she teased sliding over to stand beside him as they both now stood in front of the mirror.
They'd videoed themselves before. It was erotic to actually watch as they made love. It never failed to turn them both on, succumbing to the needs long before the tape they had made was even halfway through. But standing here side by side, watching one another in the mirror as they both stood, touching, pleasuring themselves was like an out of body experience. Looking up at one another, as well as themselves as they unashamedly touched, pleasured, and played for one another was without a doubt one of the most erotic things they had done together in a very long time.
"Shit baby...I'm going to cum already," Matt admitted, unable to control the urge and desire for much longer.
"Me too," she grinned, already beginning to shake, "Watch me, while I watch you," she said in a near whisper. "Cum with me."
It was a totally unique experience. As Matt stood, the sudden appearance of the first white ribbon of spunk arching across towards the mirror, hitting his mirrored self in the chest, Julie's sudden deep-throated groan as she broke her self-imposed rule, reaching over to grab him, forcing his hands away as she continued pumping out his semen as they continued standing side by side. Her orgasm ricocheting throughout her body like a pin-ball machine going tilt, shaking, quivering still jacking her husbands cock just as wildly as they stood together watching one another climax in the mirror.
#
Julie had certainly been right about one thing, he'd felt like a horny teenage boy all day. Even during the long boring meeting that had been scheduled, he found himself sitting there wondering what the hell her surprise was. The mere thought of which soon caused him to sit, squirming uncomfortably as his erection grew.
"Matt? We need to take a break?" His boss had even questioned at one point. "Maybe we should take five or ten minutes," he'd suggested. Panic had set in then for him momentarily. There was NO way he was going to be able to stand and not reveal the predicament he'd found himself in.
"Ed? If we can actually wrap this up sooner, I'd rather do that. I can wait," he finished though noting several expressions of frustration at his having said that. But he saw Ed smile and nod his head in approval. Ed hated wasting any more time than what was absolutely necessary.
"If we don't get bogged down in discussion here," he charged giving everyone a quick glance, we should be through in another thirty minutes, unless someone can't wait that long of course."
To Matt's delight, no one said anything to the contrary.
Forty-five minutes later he was back in his office. He quickly called home to tell Julie he was on his way and would be there within the hour. All he got was their answering machine however, though he still left a message. Before his already renewed erection could cause him even further embarrassment, he grabbed his briefcase and headed out the door.
"Have a nice weekend Betty!" he told the receptionist as he passed her desk, careful to walk briskly by her without turning as he was already beginning to feel the noticeable press against his slacks.
"You too Mr. Morris!" she called back smiling. #
Matt made it home in record time. Surprised that most if not all of the house lights were off. Julie's car was in the drive however, so he knew she was home unless she'd gone out with friends. Though he couldn't imagine her doing that if she truly had a surprise waiting for him, unless the surprise was leftovers waiting in the microwave. And though she sometimes had a twisted sense of humor...that wasn't something that would keep him feeling like a horny little boy once he'd entered the house.
His fears were soon calmed however upon opening the door. A long string of single solitary candles had been lit, paving the way down the hall, up the stairs towards the bedroom. Matt grinned, his tie already tossed to lay crumpled carelessly at the foot of the stairs as he just managed to remove his suit jacket, leaving it to hang on the post of the banister as he began to half-quietly make his way up the stairs towards the bedroom.
Once he arrived, he'd expected to find Julie lying in bed waiting for him. Surprised, he saw the trail of candles continuing on towards the now closed bathroom door. "What the hells she up to?" he wondered to himself.
As he was now in the bedroom, he finished removing his clothing before approaching the closed door finally naked, anticipating that she would be too. "Julie?" he called out, not quite knocking, but giving her a moment to respond before turning the doorknob.
"Who else?" came her unexpected reply, followed by "You coming in or you just going to stand there talking to me through the door?"
Matt turned the knob, opened it, and stood there in wild-eyed surprise. He wasn't sure what to expect, his imagination seeing her soaking in a hot tub perhaps, filled with bubbles, wine poured waiting for them both. But no, instead, he saw her lying in the middle of the bathroom floor though she had placed their oversized fluffy bath Matt beneath her along with a couple of extra pillows, one she rested her head on, the other her ass.
She looked erotic as hell lying there like that, but it still threw him as to why she was. "What's up?" he questioned, only then noticing several items she'd set off to one side, each of them a curiosity in and of themselves.
"Remember me telling you that tonight is Steve and Darlene's anniversary?" she began.
"Yeah. Aren't we supposed to be going over there tomorrow night to help them celebrate it?" he asked.
"Yes. But something I didn't tell you, was that Darlene asked me to do her a little favor for their special night tonight."
"Oh? And that was?" Matt asked curiously. "Well, she wanted to do something a little special, a little naughty for Steve. But she needed my help because it was something she's never done before."
Even more curious, Matt pressed now taking a seat on the toilet as Julie seemed content to continue laying where she was, and made no overtures that he was to do anything more than he already was either.
"So what happened?" he asked feeling his cock rapidly stiffening as he sat gazing at his wife's luscious nude body.
"She wanted to shave her quim," Julie stated. "But she's never done that before, and she was a little nervous about doing it, so she asked me."
"She asked you to shave her pussy?" Matt blurted in disbelief.
It was a funny thing between them. Shortly after they had gotten married, Julie had told her husband that she never called her pussy...a pussy. For her, she always felt the term to be "little girlish" for some reason. And saying "pussy" just made her feel funny whenever referring to her femininity that way. She would never call it a "cunt" either, though oddly enough, she enjoyed it whenever Matt did. But that too was a word she would never use to describe herself. No...Julie's little affectionate word for her female self was "quim". She liked saying it, said it often, and after a time, Matt found himself saying it more often than not.
"You actually shaved her 'quim'?" Matt repeated now correcting himself. "When?"
"This afternoon," Julie told him. "I never went into work. We've had this planned, so I took the day off to give her a hand," Julie informed him. "I thought as part of your surprise tonight, you'd enjoy knowing and hearing about that."
Truth was, he was. He had admitted that he found Darlene attractive, and they had flirted just as Julie and Steve had on occasion. But it had never been anything more than that between any of them. Even the thought of ever seeing one of Darlene's breasts even by accident often caused arousal.
"You shaved her...'quim'," he again stated catching himself, now even more aroused than before. "I can't believe she actually asked you if you would do it!"
Julie laughed. "Yeah, sort of surprised me too, but there's more. Though just shaving her, telling you about it, and what I have planned was pretty much the entire surprise. There is a tiny bit more, but I'll save that for a little later."
"Later?"
"Yeah," she grinned reaching over to grab the container of cool-whip. "I thought that maybe you'd enjoy shaving me." "That's what the cool-whips for?" Matt asked.
"Ah huh...well that, and perhaps a bit more than that," she said grinning. "So...you interested in shaving your cute little wife's quim? Or not?"
Julie had always trimmed herself, especially for when summer came and she began wearing her bikinis again. But in all the years they'd been married, he'd never once seen her or known her without having fur. He'd once asked her about it, even hinted he'd like to see her shave her 'quim' he thought to himself, but she never had or never would for whatever reason.
"What made you decide to do this now?" he questioned excitedly, taking the razor she offered as well as the cool whip, which he now began dobbing on her in abundance.
"Well, you've always wanted me to do it for one thing, but for another, the more I thought about shaving Darlene's pussy," she said surprising Matt with the use of the term. "The more it began to excite and arouse me as well. So I thought...what the hell? Why not do it once and just see what it was like for the fun of it. So...you ready? Or would you just rather I do it?" she asked.
Matt didn't bother answering, spreading the cool whip a bit more evenly before taking the first tentative stroke with the new razor.
"So what else?" he asked as he began shaving her in ernst, though carefully as he did.
Julie laughed. "Well, that's sort of the really interesting part, but before I tell you, you have to promise to concentrate on what you're doing, or I'll stop you and finish doing it myself," she warned him.
"Ok," Matt calmly, though excitedly replied.
"Anyway, after I'd finished cutting off as much of her pubic hair with the scissors as I could, we decided it would be a lot easier for both of us if we just stood in the shower together while I actually shaved her."
"Oh god!" Matt moaned.
"Careful baby," she cautioned him once again. "Remember now...concentrate or I'll wait and tell you the rest of it after we're done here."
"Sorry."
Julie laughed, and then took up where she'd left off. "Naturally it was easier for me to undress as well."
"Naturally," Matt swallowed. "As I began shaving her, I could feel her tremble,"
"Ah huh," Matt swallowed once again, feeling himself tremble though he somehow managed to continuing shaving the fine mound of fur between his wife's legs without alarming her any.
"Looking up, I noticed that her eyes were closed. She was of course holding on to the balance bar inside the shower for support, but her free hand was actually cupping her breast!"
"Oh fuck!" Matt said forcing himself to stop shaving. "She was?"
Again Julie laughed. "That's what I said...though to myself," she told him. "Looking up at her as she stood there with her eyes closed, obviously aroused by what I was doing, soon had me feeling very aroused too!" she admitted.
"Then what?" Matt asked anxiously feeling his hard-throbbing prick nod it's own little head in eager anticipation for her to continue.
"Well that's when she sort of opened her eyes, looked down at me, and noticed me kneeling there looking up at her."
"Fuck!" Matt said once again, though he continued to slide the razor easily through the evenly smeared whipping cream. "Go on!" But Julie already had before he'd even said that.
"So there I was looking at her, she...looking down at me, obviously aroused,"
"Fuck!" Matt said interrupting her once again as she continued.
"Then, I surprised myself...and her,"
"How?"
"Don't know why I did it really, just a spur of the moment thing, but in the next instant, I allowed my finger to slide up the groove of her quim, felt the little knot of her exposed clitoris, and then tickled it."
"You didn't! Really?"
"Oh yeah...really!"
"Fuck!"
"Yeah...fuck!"
"And?"
Julie laughed. "Patience baby, you need a little more cream over on this side."
Matt scooped up a good fingers full and applied it to his wife's ever-growing smoothness.
"And then?"
"Well, and then...she moaned, closing her eyes. And then..."
"And then?" Matt knew Julie was teasing him on purpose now, his cock leaking like a sieve as he felt the first droplet of pre-cum ooze from the tiny little eye-slit.
"And then, I slipped my finger inside her."
"Oh fuck!"
"Oh yeah! Exactly. I began to slowly finger-fuck her now bare little quim. Shit Matt, even I couldn't believe I was doing it, or that she was allowing me too. I mean it's not like we discussed it, or even imagined anything like that might happen. It just did!"
Matt was too stunned to even speak, so he didn't. Continuing to shave his own wife's pussy now as she continued.
"Eventually she climaxed."
"No fucking shit!"
"No shit. And then..."
"Oh fuck Julie...just tell me! And then what?"
"After."
"After?"
"Yeah...after."
"After what?"
"After you finish shaving me, and then eating me. I'll tell you the rest after," she said with the wickedest evil looking grin on her face that Matt had ever seen before in his life.
"More cream?" he asked smiling back at her now already beginning to apply the cool whip to her now almost perfectly smooth bare skin. "Yes...please," she winked. "Now...shut up and eat my cunt!" she demanded.
Matt was only too happy to do just that.
#
Later...much, much later, Julie told him about the rest of the afternoon. She had stood in the shower with Darlene. Side by side they had held one another, toying, fingering and pleasuring one another for several very intense orgasms. When at last they had collected themselves, then dressing, they had gone downstairs for coffee.
"Are you ok with what happened?" Darlene had asked.
"Yes of course, why?"
Darlene giggled. "Because, I have one more favor to ask."
"What's that?" Julie had asked.
"She said what?" Matt asked again having heard her clearly the first time.
"She asked me if I'd be willing to shave Steve. He's always wanted her too, but she's always been afraid to do so in fear of really nicking him up. So she asked me. Provided of course you were ok with it."
Matt sat on the edge of the bed shaking his head. They'd just had one of the most intense sessions of lovemaking in his entire life right in the middle of the bathroom floor. Julie had masturbated him using the whipping cream before devouring him with her mouth where she'd licked up not only the last traces of the cool whip, but every bit of his own brand of whipped cream too.
"So? Would it bother you if I did?" she asked again.
"No, not really. But where would Darlene and I be during all this?" he asked curiously.
"Right there," Julie told him. "Darlene wanted to be, but she also told me that she wanted to do something else while I did."
"And what was that?" Matt asked her.
"Suck you off. She thought it was only fair that she do that if you were to be ok with me shaving her husband."
Matt was speechless. "Suck...me...off?" he barely managed. "What about Steve? Doesn't he have some sort of say in all this?"
Julie grinned. "Well see, it's sort of like this. She already asked him earlier. When she mentioned that I would be willing to do the shaving. He said that as long as you were ok with all this...then he was."



"No kidding?"
"No kidding!"
"Fuck!"
Julie laughed. "Well?"
"Fuck!"
"I take it that's a yes then?"
"Fuck!"
#
Dinner had been almost comically quiet. Though Julie and Darlene sat chatting away, laughing, giggling, all but oblivious to the almost eerie silence coming from either Matt or Steve. With dinner finished, everyone retired into the living room for cocktails.
"Why don't the two of you try and relax?" Julie suggested seriously. "Darlene and I need to do something, then when we return, I hope the two of you will be a little more animated than you are now!"
Matt noticed that even Darlene tossed Steve a serious look before the two women all but sashayed down the hall way hand in hand.
Matt and Steve sat sipping their drinks, silently. Finally, unable to merely sit there saying nothing, Matt spoke.
"Hot day wasn't it?"
"Oh yeah. Real hot."
"Sure was."
"You can say that again."
"Real hot."
"Yep, sure was."
Steve finally laughed.
"Good joke?" Matt questioned hopefully.
Steve laughed again. "Yea...us. Don't you get the feeling we're being set up here?"
Matt thought about that. "What do you mean?"
"Well you know as well as I do what the girls have planned. Seems like the two of them are just fine with all of it, while you and I sit here trying to decide if we are."
"Are we?" Matt asked.
"I am...if you are," Steve responded finally.
"I certainly am, I just wasn't sure how you really felt about things is all," Matt admitted.
"Listen, we might not know one another as well as the girls know one another, but I think we're about to. I think we should just relax, and go along with whatever they have planned. I just wanted to make sure you were going to be ok with your wife shaving me."
Matt burst out laughing. "Fuck Steve, I'm sitting here wondering how you felt knowing your wife was going to be sucking my dick!"
"She really is good at it," Steve mused. "Love's sucking cock."
"So does Julie," Matt offered. "And I'd dare say she's pretty damn good at doing it as well!"
"It's about fucking time!" Julie suddenly said coming from out of nowhere with Darlene standing beside her. Both women were entirely nude. "We've been standing out of sight listening to you two silly fools...waiting for you to get around to discussing this. Though neither Darlene or I minded the wait."
"Yeah," Darlene said smiling. "And just so you have something to think about, we've already made one another cum twice just standing here fingering one another."
"Fuck!" Matt and Steve said exactly together.
"So...you two all ready to shelve the macho thing and come play with us?" Julie asked. "Cause if not..." Julie slipped her hand down between Darlene's legs, obviously slipping a finger inside her. Darlene stood, but automatically spread herself slightly allowing Julies hand even greater access.
"Damn!" Steve said standing. The moment he did, Matt stood as well, both men suddenly shedding their clothing like they were in a men's locker room.
"Where do you want us?" Matt asked.
"Darlene's got a little place set up for my barbering outside on the patio," Julie informed them.
"Outside?" Matt asked nervously.
Steve laughed. "No worries, there's so much shrubbery, not to mention a ten foot brick wall. We've got more privacy than you can even begin to imagine!"
The girls indeed had prepared everything carefully. Sitting in one of their patio lounge chairs, Julie had Steve scoot closer to the edge. Beside her sat a bowl of really warm water, a fresh razor and a can of shaving cream. "Don't worry...I've done this before. Many times!" she grinned towards him. Steve cast a quick glance in Matt's direction. No longer intimidated, especially as he'd already done the pee-pee comparison thing, he'd decided that it was sixes as to who was bigger than who. The fact he was already as bald and as smooth as a baby's bottom gave testimony to Julie's expertise with a razor.
Matt had taken an additional lounge chair off to one side, which Darlene had already placed several large cushions next to as she sat by his side on the ground. They both sat watching as Julie almost casually took hold of Steve's rapidly hardening cock, bending it this way and that almost as though it were more of a nuisance as she easily, almost too rapidly ran the razor over his skin, including the base of his cock, then balls as Steve nearly sat gritting his teeth. Matt as well as Darlene both found it amusing.
"Oh for hells sakes...relax!" Julie informed him, and then leaned over gobbling his cock completely into her mouth. She sucked him for a few seconds, and then looked up. "There, now you a little more relaxed?" she teased.
"Not sure I'd call it relaxed exactly," Steve said grinning. "And to be honest with you, it is pretty erotic seeing and feeling you do that," he told her.
"So is this," Matt suddenly announced to no one in particular. Darlene had slid over in front of him, her lips, tongue happily dancing up and down the length of his shaft as she cupped his balls, occasionally giving them a kiss here, and a nip there. "You're right Steve, she is good."
"Yes...she is," Julie said with a brief giggle, causing Darlene to allow one herself even as she continued sucking Matt's cock.
"You get a feeling there's a lot more to all of this than either one of the girls are telling us?" Steve questioned.
"Oh yeah. But I have a feeling we're going to find out before the nights over," Matt concurred. "At least...I hope so!"
#
Julie finished shaving Matt a few minutes later, including having done his balls. Wiping him off with a warm wet towel, she proceeded to join her girlfriend in sucking Steve's cock in much the same way Darlene was now sucking Matt's. Both men glancing over towards one another periodically, with both curious interest, but also with a great deal of pride in seeing their beautiful wives so uninhibitedly enjoying themselves.
"You know what?" Matt stated moments later. "Not that I'm not enjoying this...believe me, I am. But right about now, I wouldn't mind returning the favor just a little. How's that sound to you two?"
"Hmm, sounds lovely," Darlene cooed. "But not here, lets go back inside into the bedroom where we can all be a lot more comfortable."
Following the girls, Steve and Matt entered the bedroom as the two beauties crawled up and into their king-sized bed.
"Before you join us," Julie began. "We thought you might enjoy seeing something we've been having fun doing recently," she said slyly. "Unless of course, you're really not interested?"
"Fuck!" Both Steve and Matt said in unison.
#
Taking positions at the foot of the bed, the boys watched as Julie crawled over then in between Darlene's outstretched legs. "Hand me some of that baby-oil," she asked Steve. Grabbing it from off the nightstand, he handed it to her, watching as she poured a liberal amount of it all over Darlene's quim, then rubbing the excess all over and around her own breasts. Slick with the slippery substance, Julie repositioned herself back between Darlene's legs. Then much to both Steve's as well as Matt's surprise, Julie held her own breast and began using it to rub against Darlene's obscenely displayed pussy.
"Holy shit!" Steve exclaimed.
"You can say that again!" Matt agreed as they both sat, watching Julie using her nipple to rub directly against the equally sensitive nubbin of Darlene's sex. Nipple to clit, Julie teased her, occasionally pressing her full soft breast against Darlene's wet furrow even more fully. Sliding herself up and down, enjoying the feel of her breast as it caressed Darlene's wet glistening, and very slippery pussy. And by the look of it, Darlene was in seventh heaven.
After a few moments more, Julie could no longer stand the sensual tease herself, switching around slightly, slipping one leg beneath one of Darlene's. It was soon obvious that Julie had positioned herself in a scissored like fashion, "quim to quim", Matt thought automatically, where both women now began sliding, grinding and rubbing against one another most easily. The sound of that slippery oil, now combined with the additional fluids of their own excitement began to 'squish' in erotically decadent sounds that soon filled the room.
Both women were obviously very orgasmic. Having already had two orgasms according to them both earlier, Steve as well as Matt sat enthralled as Julie and Darlene matched two equally quivering quims of such erotic beauty, humping one another in a slow gyrating tease that suddenly became faster, then faster as they held on grinding against one another until each moaned within seconds of the others, crying out, clutching at one another yet still humping crazily away.
"Holy fucking shit!" Matt finally exclaimed, rock hard and needful.
At last, the girls broke a part, smiles etched clear across both of their faces. "Ok boys...now it's your turn!" Julie said grinning. "I need to suck me some of that baby smooth looking cock!"
"Me too!" Darlene agreed as the two women then positioned both Steve and Matt side by side on the bed.
Seconds later, they were all in a mutual side-by-side '69' with the girls on top, sucking cock quite noisily, much to Matt's delight as he loved it whenever Julie got that wildly involved. Obviously, Darlene enjoyed similar pleasures as she slurped, sucked, and made popping noises as she devoured Matt's super-sensitive cock head.
Tonguing Darlene's sweetly delicious slit, he easily found her hard swollen clit, flicking it at first softly, yet rapidly with the tip of his tongue, eliciting in the process a fresh warm flow of additional female juice. Sucking her now, pulling in the outer as well as the inner folds of her sweet pussy flesh, he gently chewed, sucked, and then tickled her with his tongue.
By the soft moans Julie was making, it was equally obvious that Steve was performing just as well as he was. He loved hearing Julie's soft mewling moans of pleasure, knew upon hearing them that her pussy too must be liquefying in anticipation of release. He wondered if Steve had any clue whatsoever as to the surprise that awaited him.
Too far gone to hold out much longer, Matt felt his balls tighten even more than they already were. Darlene still toying with them, gently kneading them within her hands as her perfect oval mouth consumed his prick in it's entirety, sucking upwards, releasing with a quick "pop" suck before recapturing his entire length once more beginning the entire mind-numbing process all over again.
"Fuck, I'm gonna cum baby!" he announced warning her, not at all sure of what to expect, but giving her the option either way. To his delight, Darlene clamped her mouth fully around the end of his dick, sucking for all she was worth like a miniature vacuum just as the first hard-felt spurt of his jisim flooded her mouth.
The sudden gurgling sound that came from Steve nearly ruined a portion of his climax. Like a drowning man, it took Steve a moment to realize what was happening. Once he had, it became evident that he had every intention of drinking down as much of Julie's liquid climax as it was possible for him to do. That he was...that she was, triggered his own joyous release. His prick suddenly ballooning, his sperm exploding from the tip of his prick nearly gagging her in equal retribution for her own onslaught than even now flowed in rich creamy nectar upon his entire face.
Though the initial pleasures had become nothing more than a tingling enjoyment, Darlene continued to suckle his prick, her cunny beginning to spasm, only then holding him still inside her mouth as her pussy contracted, once, twice, then three times. She shook uncontrollably, crying out in rapturous release finally releasing his almost now too sensitive prick.
#
They all lay quietly for a very long time simply trying to calm themselves, catching their respective breaths.
"That was unfucking believable!" Matt finally exclaimed after a while. "Watching the two of you, rubbing your...your...quims together like that!" he finally decided, using Julie's preferred terminology.
Julie laughed. "Suddenly, I like pussy to pussy better," she said directly towards her husband, and though both Darlene as well as Steve were clueless as to what had just taken place, they both sat smiling in agreement.
"Now honey...you're wife needs you to come over here and fuck her pussy!" she said happily.
So he did.
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Patricia sat inside the tub. She had turned on the shower to scalding hot, letting it run for several minutes before turning it off once again, stepping in, then lying down. As was usually the case, she actually blushed when thinking about her private little ritual, her perhaps thought of 'perverted' or even 'kinky' little session.
Her live in boyfriend Craig had left for work leaving her alone. And though they certainly had an active satisfying sex-life, there were some things Patricia, or 'Patti' as her friends called her, enjoyed doing alone.
The once cold tile of the tub was now toasty warm as she settled down inside. She had awoken feeling particularly amorous anyway, but Craig had gotten up late for work as it was, and had no time to extinguish the fire that had spread between her legs. Not that she minded, Patti enjoyed masturbating, did it often in fact as it was usually the best way she could think of to start out her day.
Patti knew this was going to be a long private little session. There were times when she was plain and simply extremely aroused for no apparent reason, and this was one of those. She had already taken out one of her favorite toys from the nightstand, but that was for later. Lying in the tub, she took the bottle of baby-oil she had also retrieved from the cabinet, pouring a liberal amount of it over her breasts as well as her pussy, which she had just finished shaving a short time ago. She had lit a couple of candles, turned out the bathroom light, and even though it was early morning, there were no windows in her bathroom, so it was naturally dark. The subdued lighting made her feel even sexier, hornier as she began to softly, slowly caress her breasts, massaging in the warm sensual oil into her aroused flesh.
"Hmm, Scott," she moaned softly to herself as she felt her nipples stiffen even more than they already were. She sat, leaning against the back of the tub, legs now bent at the knee, parted slightly. But it wasn't time for that yet, far from it. Just the thought of being so openly displayed to his appreciative eyes was enough for the moment. Patti placed each of her hands over a breast, just the tips of her fingers touching, twirling, dancing ever so lightly atop each nipple much like the flick of a soft feathery tongue.
"Oh yeah baby, lick them," she sat fantasizing. "Make them feel good," she purred contentedly.
#
Scott was a good friend and co-worker. He'd come over a few times to share a beer and shoot the shit with her. And though he got along well enough with Craig whenever he'd been there, he was definitely her friend as opposed to Craig's. Scott had no idea that she often fantasized about him either, something she had kept to herself though they'd occasionally flirted with one another, especially at work. But it had never gone beyond that.
Patti didn't know why she was so attracted to him, only that she was. He wasn't drop-dead gorgeous or anything like that. He wore his hair long, nearly as long as her own, and like her, usually kept it in a neat tidy little braid. About as intimate as they ever got was in her redoing his braid for him from time to time during breaks or lunches. Something she found privately stimulating, though she had her secret little suspicion that Scott found it arousing as well. She had once taken note of a particularly interesting bulge in his jeans as she'd stood behind him first brushing, then re-braiding his hair.
"Oh baby," she moaned softly once again. Now Patti cupped her full breasts, caressing them softly imagining it was his hands upon her doing just that. She palmed the nipples, allowing her hands to slide easily across them, the oil paving the way for such a tender gentle caress. She lifted them, pressing her fingers lightly into her supersensitive skin, then released them, once again feathering her nipples, though adding now the first of several 'tweaks' of each with her pinching fingers.
"Oh fuck," she moaned becoming increasingly more aroused. She felt her face blushing as she imagined him standing there looking down at her.
"Spread your legs a part a little more for me," he said. "Let me see that wet slippery pussy."
Patti spread herself even more fully, imagining Scott as he stood wetting his lips with his tongue in eager anticipation.
There were times when she felt really decadent, "slutty" as she called it, something she wished Craig would understand and join her in being far more often than he did. She had asked him previously to merely masturbate himself for her while she watched. Which he had, but never, ever to climax. His reasoning being that he "couldn't help himself" couldn't just stand or sit there jerking off with her so easily and readily available.
"Take it out and play with it for me," she told Scott. "Let me see you stroke it while I touch myself."
In her mind, he did, as she did. She smiled knowing that he was enjoying every bit as much the tease of her clit as she rolled the smooth tiny surface with her fingertip. The baby-oil not really necessary as aroused and as wet as she was, but the pearly coating made the caress of her fingers all the more enjoyable as she almost daintily caressed the hard outstanding little nubbin of desire between the folds of her wet glistening pussy.
"Hmm, squeeze it, let me see some of that juice," she said to herself, imagining him doing so, imagining the droplet of precum suddenly appearing as Scott stood, swiping it up with his fingers, then smearing it over and around the thick bulbous head of his prick.
"Wider," he told her. "Let me see that pink delicious looking slit that I'll soon be licking and sucking," he groaned pleasurably while pumping his prick up and down for her. "Play with your clit the way you do when you're all alone," he added.
Patti was only happy to do just that for him.
She sat strumming her clit as though it was the strings on a guitar, fast initially, then slowing, slower still until the intensity need and desire had a chance to build towards even greater heights before patting it, slapping it with a slight little sting, just enough to increase the climatic buildup even more.
"I want to see you squirt, I want to see all that white creamy fuck juice spurting on me," she told him. "Will you come all over my tits for me while I cum?" she asked.
She saw him smile, nodding his head in agreement for her. "Yes, yes of course I will...for you baby," he'd said.
Now it was time. The urgency between her legs had approached the point of no return far quicker than she'd anticipated. Fast-forwarding her fantasy to some degree, Patti stood from the tub stepping out. Already her prior preparations set, waiting for the next portion of her now rapidly moving fantasy.
She actually chastised herself that she'd prolonged her adventure of self-pleasuring longer than she had planned. Forcing herself to speed things up more than she wanted or she too would be late for work as well. The thought of actually seeing Scott sending an electrical charge down her spine.
She had already placed a fresh full roll of toilet paper down on the seat. Taking up her slim vibrator, she turned it on to the lowest setting, felt it come alive in her hand vibrating softly. She then stuck it down inside the roll of paper, already her eyes closing, Scott's image once again reappearing inside her mind as she lowered herself over the roll.
Patti applied a little more of the baby-oil to her breasts for they had already absorbed much of the original application. And since she was already hurrying things along, she needed to feel the warmth of his cream which she now imagined he'd already splashed upon her breasts as she finished lowering herself over the toy, feeling it as it slid easily inside her. She giggled briefly, back to the present as she considered that at least in fantasy, Scott could have just cum, yet still be as hard as a rock for her as she impaled herself upon his shaft, which she now returned to, seeing and feeling the soft humming toy inside her as just that.
She felt the touch of his hands reaching around to massage her breasts, rubbing in his own spent cream into each as she sat fucking him, facing away. The feel of his long thick cock caressing the opening of her womb, the mixture of his fluid as well as hers telling her in a millisecond that this was going to be one of 'those' orgasms. She didn't have them often, but she knew the feeling, knew the difference when she was going to.
Patti sat twisting, pulling, pinching her nipples much harder now. The sweetness already forming, the pulsating quiver already beginning as she felt the sudden gush of her female nectar oozing from the lips of her pussy. She fucked, rocking back and forth, up and down, squatting over the vibrating toy, Scott's hard delicious prick as she felt his own climax begin, now triggering hers. She sensed his seed as it exploded from his cock, felt the spray of it bathe the inside of her cunt, then felt her own glorious release, crying out as she began to spurt, her own mini ejaculation squirting in perfect harmonic rhythm to the beat of orgasmic drums going off inside her head.
#
Spent, she took a few moments to compose herself, as well as wipe herself down. She had truly saturated the toilet paper roll as well as herself, along with thoroughly soaking the cover of the seat. She laughed, still feeling naughtily wicked. She removed the near empty roll of paper from the holder, replacing it with the half-ruined roll she now held. She was grinning evilly as she imagined Craig's frustration when attempting to use it later.
"Payback's a bitch!" she said aloud. "That will teach you for rushing off to work instead of playing with me!" she grinned in satisfaction. Only then did she glance at the clock in the bathroom.
"Shit! Shit! Shit!" she said now hurrying to put everything away, dress and head off to work before she really was late.
#
Patti loved Fridays. Not because it was the end of the workweek, though she looked forward to that too, but because only she and Scott stayed until closing on Friday. Not only were they friends and co-workers. But equals as well. It was their job to see to it that things were straightened, organized, and prepared for Saturday's opening. But even more importantly, she looked forward to that time afterwards when they would often remain just bull shitting for nearly an hour after closing. All alone in the store, Scott had occasionally smuggled in a couple of beers for them to sit and share together before heading home. It was for that reason that she truly looked forward to Fridays.
#
It had been warmer than normal. As such, they had allowed the air conditioning to run longer that day. By the time evening approached, and as there were far fewer customers in the store, the air inside was now far colder than actually comfortable. Patti made her rounds as Scott began closing up, locking the doors. She checked each and every dressing room for any dropped or lost items. Glancing at herself in one of the mirrors, she smiled. She had worn a very tight-fitting knit tee-shirt. And though she had certainly worn a bra, her nipples poked hard, almost obscenely against the white stretched material of her shirt. She grinned, already feeling the renewed moisture and excitement gather between her legs.
"Oh hell why not?" she stood speaking to herself in the mirror. "Time for a little extra tease today," she allowed, then actually pinched each of her nipples through her shirt making them even harder if that were possible, than they already were. She emerged from the dressing room spotting Scott over by the counter as he finished counting out the day's receipts.
"All's well," she announced sauntering over towards him. And as she expected, and as he usually did, he looked up in her direction. She got the look she had hoped for. It would have been impossible not to by her way of thinking, and she secretly enjoyed his momentary loss of concentration and discomfort as he made a feeble attempt in trying not to be too obvious about where he had quickly looked.
His gaze had indeed started on her breasts. No more than a second, perhaps two before he looked directly towards her face, but it had been just enough time that she had seen his hesitation. She had also caught his second, and then third quick looks as though he was busily concerned about some article of clothing, or some rack that wasn't hanging just perfectly for the next days opening.
"So, any plans for the weekend?" he'd asked as Patti jumped up onto the counter sitting beside him where he stood. He'd had to start over on counting out the change which she'd seen him allow to fall back into their designated slots all over again as he began.
"Not really, you?"
She was the perfect height as she sat. She actually arched her back some, perfecting her posture, which she knew, would place a little additional strain against the front of her shirt. As Scott stood, it was far easier now for him to glance towards her, seeing her rock-hard nipples and still maintain a sense of 'not really looking' as he continued counting out the till.
"Nope, nada," he replied, one of the quarters he held spilling from his hand, landing perfectly on edge and began rolling in a crazy half-assed circle as it ran away from him. He reached for it just as it took a sudden left turn, wedging itself perfectly between Patti's legs.
Like a viper pit, Scott withdrew his hand just a fraction of a second before making contact with her, his subconscious attempt to snare the wayward quarter not really registering until it had parked itself perfectly against Patti's groin. Seeing it, and as excited as she was anyway, she couldn't let the moment slip away.
"Go on, I dare ya," she said grinning at him, then closed her legs just slightly, further imprisoning the very lucky piece of coinage.
"Don't tempt me," he challenged her back. "You don't scare me you know," he warned grinning back.
"Oh? I don't?" she stated with a pouty hurt-full expression. Then opened her legs ever so slightly again.
She had worn a pair of loose-fitting mid-thigh shorts. Something they were allowed to wear to work as long as they were still considered "decent". Sitting as she was however, with her legs now partially spread, she knew without any doubt she was far from being "decent". Though she could not see herself, she knew in her minds eye that there was just enough room running up the opening of her shorts to at least reveal a little bit of the very black lace panties she was wearing.
The coin fell flat between her legs. She smiled inwardly. Scott was definitely looking, and this time he wasn't making any real serious attempt to look away.
"I will you know," he said finding his voice, still staring towards the quarter, but she knew damn well that wasn't really what he was looking at.
"Yeah right," she challenged him further, then spread herself a little more, not real obvious about it, but just enough to up the anti in this little game of cards they were now playing.
As though seeing it for exactly that, Scott answered. "I'll call your bluff," he said actually beginning to move his hand forward as though to retrieve the errant coin. His motion however was hesitant as though he was fully expecting her to either grab it herself, or close her legs fully hiding it entirely. She did neither.
"Never said I was bluffing...chicken," she added teasingly.
Scott looked up directly into her eyes, and she his. His hand moved, she felt and followed the moment, surprised by it to some degree, but more surprised at herself as his fingers actually located the coin, touching her simultaneously. She closed her legs entrapping his hand against her. He stood, still looking into her eyes. His hand though motionless, pressed against her. There was no hiding it, his fingertips just barely touching the fine lacy material of her panties for as she had closed her legs, she had timed his reach towards the coin perfectly so that his hand had actually slipped up inside the leg of her shorts.
They stood there like that for several long awkward moments, neither moving, nor saying anything either.
It now became an unspoken game of words and will. Would he be the first to move and withdraw his hand? Or would she be the first to cave and open her legs so that he could?
Patti felt the sudden increased excitement coursing through her as she honestly wondered.
Perhaps it was really more of a flinch than anything else, but it became the first move in the sudden 'cat and mouse' game they were now playing. Scott's fingers twitching, the almost too light caress against her sex, but never-the-less, felt and known by them both. Patti tightened her hold, pressing her thighs together, Scott's fingers forced to retreat now, or press even more obviously against her aroused flesh. He groaned instead, the subtle movement now much more defined, clear and obvious to his intent. As was hers. She lowered her hand, spreading herself as she did, placing her hand upon his, keeping him where his was as she scooted forward ever so slightly, the tips of his fingers now directed, gently guided as they slipped between the hem of her panties and the soft silken passage of her lips.
"Oh fuck," Patti actually moaned aloud, and then felt Scott's fingers begin to move expertly, purposefully in and out of her tender sensitive flesh.
She removed her hand from his, but rather than taking it away, she instead pulled on the hem of her panties, lifting, then urging them off to one side. She knew what she was doing. She knew she was fully exposing herself to his gaze, surprised at her own sudden boldness, 'that' feeling she'd had earlier that morning suddenly returning with a vengeance. He looked up towards her, and as he did, she saw the very same look of lustful joy and desire she'd imagined seeing, her fantasy suddenly becoming real.
"Wider," he told her lustfully. Chills now racing up and down her entire being as he spoke the very words she'd imagined he might say. "I want to see that gorgeous pussy before I eat it," he stated.
Patti spread her legs as far a part as it was possible for her to do, now lifting her legs, bent at the knee, forced to lie back on the counter top. Scott repositioned himself before her, his tongue gently ascending down into the wet glistening folds of her flesh where he began to lap at her with the flick of tongue, the still tender yet insistent probe of his fingers that now buried themselves deeply, wantonly inside her hot quivering cunt.
Scott brought her to the brink of climax when she forcibly had to stop him as well as herself. "Fuck me...now!" she demanded urgently.
"Here?" he asked grinning.
"No! In the dressing room!" she stated easily. She had always wanted to do that. The few times that Craig had actually come to pick her up from work when she had been there all alone, he had never once taken her request seriously. Twice she had asked, and twice he had laughed it off as silliness, once even saying that the thought of even fooling around inside the store gave him the creeps.
By the time they had even reached the room they were both naked, a trail of strewn clothing following their laughter all the way there. Now she stood in the middle of the room, her reflection in three mirrors surrounding them as they stood, Scott behind her, his hands cupping, caressing her breasts as she reached back, her hand embracing his neck as he leaned into her, sucking, nipping then gently biting her neck.
He began to leave a trail of soft wet kisses down her back as he slowly lowered. As he did, he placed his hand in the small of her back pushing her forward. She had no choice but to lean, resting the palms of her hands against the mirror, spreading her legs for balance, but giving him the access he was obviously after. She felt his hands now cupping the twin cheeks of her ass, felt it as he spread her, his tongue once again slipping between the folds of her pussy tickling her clit, slithering up the now slick folds of her nether lips as he sucked them into this mouth, gently chewing, licking, and then sucking them in once again.



Weak kneed, she fought for control, giving herself over to the sensations instead however as he continued to run his tongue upwards until she felt it actually slither against the opening of her ass where he again probed, licked and tongue-fucked her there.
After several long minutes of torture, he now stood behind her once again, his cock hard, purple and angry looking as she glanced towards it's erotic reflection in the mirror. "Please..." she begged.
"Please what?" he teased.
"Please...fuck me!" she added as he slipped his prick easily inside.
He thrust himself into her completely, faster and faster as she in turn fucked back against him even harder and harder than he. Once again, she knew...felt the onrush of climax's approach, and knew in that moment this would also be a wet one, but she didn't care. If it shocked, even surprised him, he'd have to learn to deal with it. Too glorious the onrush of ecstasy as she felt her pussy liquefy, then begin to cascade in a torrent of female cum cream. She cried out, felt the explosion, then the never before quite felt spray of pussy juice that all but forced his likewise spilling member from her cunt.
"Oh fuck!" she screamed out at the top of her lungs, hearing his own pleasured cry of release joining hers, as they stood in pure climatic bliss together.
#
"We made a mess," she announced a while later looking down at the very wet, very large puddle darkening the carpet beneath them.
"A BIG mess," he agreed laughing. "You always come like that?" he asked excitedly, curious.
She blushed, somewhat embarrassed that she had. "No...not always," she admitted.
"Why not?" Scott asked seriously.
It was a good question, and one she didn't have the answer for.
"Maybe we should clean this up," she suggested changing the subject.
"Fuck it. Leave it for the nightshift," he responded.
"We are the nightshift!" she replied.
"Oh yeah...I guess we are aren't we?"
#
She heard the door to the bathroom open, not even bothering to open her eyes. The play of the water from the faucet pounding against her pussy too intense, and...she was too close to worry about that now.
"Hey baby...you're gonna be..."
She cried out in ecstasy, her pussy quivering, the water pounding as she lay in the tub, her hard nipples pinched between finger tips as she twisted them, pulling cumming, cumming and squirting deliciously.
"Damn baby...that looks fucking nice!"
"It was!" she grinned several moments later, only then sitting up. "You were saying?"
"Never mind...I have a feeling we're both going to be late for work this morning," he told her.
"My thoughts exactly," she purred making room for him as he entered the tub.
"So...you like the new tub?" he asked grinning wickedly.
"Oh yeah, I couldn't do that in the old one. Too hard getting my pussy beneath the faucet to enjoy doing that. But easy...really easy in this one," she laughed happily.
"Should I call Joyce and let her know we'll be late?" he questioned seriously.
"We're still newly weds baby, it's only been a few weeks. I think she'll understand."
Scott nodded his head, standing in front of his bride as she drew his hard erect penis between her lips and kissed him.
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*
There were just some things you never fully understood, nor tried to change for that matter. Ned's wife of the past ten years was the perfect example. Not that he really wanted to change her. He didn't. He'd married her knowing that. He'd accepted there were just certain things she enjoyed doing, no matter how strange or how kinky others might find them to be. And to be honest, Ned had to admit that being married to Christy had provided him with more excitement and pleasure than he could have ever thought possible.
Christy was a long haired brunette with almost emerald green eyes that sparkled like gems of the same name whenever she was in one of her adventurous or "frisky" moods as he called them. Ned had always been a breast man, though it wasn't the size of a woman's breast that mattered to him, as he loved all shapes and sizes. But Christy had been blessed with a rather ample chest which Ned spent hours enjoying, especially as Christy enjoyed it just as much as he did.
At nearly six feet, Ned was himself a large man with sandy colored hair, strong chin as well as a five o'clock shadow that never seemed to go away no matter how many times he shaved. And he shaved often simply because he loved nuzzling his wife's breasts whenever he got the chance.
"What time is it?" she called out to him from the bath.
"Almost six. Everyone should be here in about an hour," he reminded her.
Ned as well as Christy had been looking forward to the evening. It was one of their 'special' weekends that they enjoyed with a few very 'special' friends. They had friends, normal everyday friends that they both enjoyed associating with, friends that wouldn't be as accepting of Christy's particular little fetish, at least the wives anyway, though Ned had no doubt their husbands wouldn't mind. But they had other friends, people they had met with like-minded fetishes and desires much like his wife's.
Ned was excited about something else too. There was a new couple coming tonight whom he'd never met though Christy had heard others talk about them Angela and Chad. Angela had also agreed to become a part of a little surprise that was being planned, which Ned had no idea about.
"Did you set up the stuff for Angela?" she called out to him once again from the bathroom.
"Yep, all set and ready to go," he announced. Ned had never personally participated in Angela and Chad's particular fetish, but he and Christy were both open-minded enough that they'd already decided to try it just for the hell of it and see what all the fuss was about. At that moment however, Christy emerged from the bathroom wearing a Hawaiian print sarong, though she'd fixed it to allow a single breast to show completely.
"Well?"
As was always the case, Ned couldn't help himself. He approached his wife, bending over slightly in order to suck it for a few moments.
"Beautiful!" he mouthed around her hard taut nipple. "Simply beautiful!"
#
Most everyone arrived within minutes of one another, all except for Brad and Xenia as everyone knew her, but there again, it was the only name she went by whenever attending one of the parties. As was usually the case, Xenia and Brad would show well after the dinner portion of the evening was over. And no doubt except for those two, everyone else would all be wearing some sort of Hawaiian attire as they'd planned the evening around an outdoor Luau.
Dozens of Tiki torches lit the secluded back yard. But it was the natural rock pool with a cascading waterfall that everyone found both breathtaking as well as alluring. Ned knew before the night was over, that there would be a dozen naked men and women swimming in it, or playing beneath the falls or just rolling around in the grass doing whatever the hell they felt like doing.
Just as Ned was wearing, most of the men had also worn simple short wraps that were easy to get in and out of. In a way, it was like going to a toga party, but with Hawaiian print attire. And much to his own delight, just as Christy had appeared, many of the women were soon fashionably topless as well, either readjusting their own wraps, or as in the case of Julian, discarding her clothing all together. She was one of the women Ned knew that invariably started things off. That's also just the way she was, in many ways no different than his wife.
Ned had stood at the outdoors bar mixing up Mai Tai's for everyone. She'd approached him shortly after he'd begun doing so.
"Mixing one up for me?" she smiled sweetly.
Julian might not have had breasts quite as large as Christy's were, but she had the longest nipples he'd ever seen on anyone. And at the moment, at only half the length he'd seen them before, they extended from the tips of her breasts a good inch at least. Ned stuck a straw in her glass and began to stir it.
"Not with that!" she exclaimed stepping towards him. "With this!"
Ned felt Julian's hand as it slipped inside the fold of his wrap finding him easily. Still slightly flaccid, she began stroking his cock.
"This will never do," she said grinning. "We need it nice and hard to stir my drink with!" Moments later, it was. Taking her glass back from Ned, Julian slipped his hard stiff prick, spilling some of the drink as she did inside, then swirling his member around momentarily until satisfied that her Mai Tai had been properly mixed. Releasing him, she winked sipping her drink happily, and then wandered off to see what other mischief she could get into.
"Oh yeah, this fetish parties off to a great start!" Ned mused as he gave up trying to replace his now obvious erection.
Almost immediately Ned spotted Candy, though it wasn't her real name. He wasn't even sure what it was, though everyone called her that for a very good reason. She had incredibly long red hair that fell all the way down to her ankles, she'd stripped it white in several places, so that when she wrapped herself in it, she appeared much like a human candy cane at Christmas time. But that again wasn't where she'd gotten her name from either. Candy loved to masturbate, especially for an audience, which she had now. The challenge was in finding something she hadn't tried or used to get herself off with. So far, Ned hadn't come up with anything himself that she hadn't tried, and for those few that actually managed to do so, Candy would immediately use whatever item was named and proceed to masturbate with it right then and there, but she was known for masturbating primarily with chocolate bars, all kinds. Which is where her name actually came from.
Ned approached Bob, a bigger man than he himself was. Not at all a muscle bound body-builder type, just a big strong hulk of a man. And he happened to be married to Candy.
"Looks like someone found something she's never tried," Ned said approaching. Bob laughed.
"Yeah, surprised I never thought of this one myself," he agreed.
Candy lay on one of the many chase lounges, legs spread, bent at the knee. Ned stood shaking his head in amazement. Someone had given her a tuft of golf-divot sized grass, she was currently using it, rubbing it up and down her wide-open displayed slit, thoroughly enjoying herself while doing so.
"I hope to hell she doesn't get a bad case of the 'itchies'," Ned stated continuing to watch her.
"Well, if she does, there's plenty of people here who will be more than happy to keep scratching it for her," Bob quipped.
"Well, you've got that right!" Ned agreed.
It was then that Ned heard Christy call out to him as she began bringing out several of the hot dishes they'd prepared earlier. "Dinner's almost ready everyone, but I still need a nice helping of man poi," she added with a lascivious wink. "So...which of you is going to help me out with that?" she asked setting down the single empty plate she carried.
Ned wasn't at all surprised when it was 'Stan the Man' as he was called and Julian's husband, that now stepped up to that particular plate. If there was ever a time when being a premature ejaculator was in demand, then Stan was definitely the man. But even more interesting than that, was his ability to recover so damn rapidly in between times. Ned had seen him in action before, on several occasions. Not only did he climax quickly, but he'd never seen anyone squirt so much cream all at once either. It was like the guy walked around in a perpetual state of arousal, which is perhaps why he came so quickly, and so much.
"I knew I could count on you Stan!" Christy said smiling. "So, give me some cause I feel naked without it!" she told him. Ned had wondered how long it would take before Christy explored her own favorite little fetish, something she'd no doubt be doing all evening long.
Stan promptly stood over the plate she held up for him, stroked himself perhaps a half dozen times, and began spurting copious amounts of his semen on to the plate she held up for him.
"Thanks honey!' she grinned moments later. Then taking her exposed breasts, she began smearing the hot sticky cream all over herself until each was covered in the thick sticky goop. "Ok, so now who's going to rub it all in for me she asked seriously."
Janice, another one of Christy's dear friends quickly approached. "Come here honey, I'm more than happy to do that for you!" she said playfully.
Christy took a seat close to where Candy was still sitting, still using the tuft of grass to pleasure herself with. Janice immediately began massaging in Stan's spunk into her friends breasts as Christy sat, finger-fucking herself, eyes closed enjoying the incredible sensation. For whatever reason that it was, she had always enjoyed the feel of hot fresh semen on her tits, however it was placed there. It made her extremely aroused, so much so that she sought it whenever and however she could.
Christy enjoyed a quick yet satisfying little climax almost at the same instant that Candy did. Taking a few moments for each to compose themselves, Christy then announced that it was actually time to sit down and eat before the fetish party really began. She leaned over speaking to Bob for a moment who grinned evilly, nodding his head, then grabbed Ned along with one or two others.
"Let's go bring the buffet out," he informed them. "Christy said it's all ready!"
Ned had known that Christy had been planning a bit of a surprise for dinner, but he didn't know what it actually was until she led several of the men back into the house where they soon found Angela spread out on an easy to carry table. Each quickly grabbed an end...and carried out the buffet that awaited everyone.
If anyone were to win the award for the biggest breasts, Angela would easily claim that prize. It was hard to even see them however even as big-breasted as she was. They had been carefully wrapped with lettuce-leafs of differing varieties. Sliced pineapple along with various other juicy tid-bits of fruit adorned each one, sliced perfectly place strawberries adorning each of her nipples.
From her breasts on down towards her pussy, various flavored meats sat in heaping, still warm piles. More lettuce leafs adorned her pussy and thighs, tuna, shark, squid and several other delicacies that had been given no expense to be brought in completed the main course. Her legs were decorated with various other fruits and vegetables along with sweet-cakes and deserts of differing kinds.
"Ok everyone...dig in!" Christy announced.
#
Even during the dinner as everyone sat on cushioned mats around a long, but very short table, the excitement of the evening ahead was very much in appearance. Angela had ringed Bob's massive cock with pineapple slices and was at that very moment nibbling her way through the stack, with several sucking stops along the way.
Janice had chosen to sit next to Ned, she'd been stroking his prick on and off throughout dinner, using whatever came to mind to masturbate him with until he was a gooey sticky mess. But he was smiling. Chad, Angela's husband could be considered the poster boy for tall dark and handsome. He soon sauntered over towards Christy as she sat talking with Candy. Ned watched as Chad stood off to one side almost casually stroking his prick, Christy and Candy continued to chat though now very well aware of Chad's intentions. Moments later he was spurting his fuck-cream all over Christy's left breast much to her delight.
"Hey! We can't have that!" Stan said realizing what had just taken place. "She still has one boob with nothing on it!"
Standing up from the end of the table where he'd been sitting, Stan began walking to the far end where the girls where. His cock had been flaccid upon rising, but with a half dozen or so fairly hard slaps, it had risen to incredible hardness by the time he'd reached them. And, as he was known for, less than a dozen fisted strokes later, he was spurting his own cock-juice all over Christy's right breast until it too was covered in splotches of puddled spunk.
Now that both breasts were thoroughly covered, Candy offered to be the one to smear the hot fresh semen into her breasts for her just as Christy liked, but doing it in such a way that she could enjoy herself as well.
"Been a while since I've been able to do this," Candy said grinning. "But you'll need to kneel for me while I do," she prompted Ned's wife.
Doing so, Christy turned presenting her cum-covered tits as Candy now stood half-squatting placing her pussy against one of Christy's tits. "Ned? Would you be a dear and come rub your wife's tits against my cunt for me?"
Bob had already joined them, now lending his strength for support, holding Candy like a rag-doll so that she could be more comfortable. Taking Christy's breast in hand while Candy all but floated in mid-air at this point with Bob's help, Ned began rubbing his wife's tit up and down, back and forth against Candy's cunt as she spread her pussy lips as wide a part as possible with her hands.
"Oh, that's nice!" Christy moaned pleasurably.
"Yes it is nice," Candy agreed as she lewdly stood, her pink swollen cunt-lips aflame with obvious desire.
Bob's cock was now rock-hard as it pressed against Candy's back. Seeing this, Janice came over to lend him a hand reaching behind and beneath him, now stroking his cock as he continued to hold and support Candy in his massive arms.
"Would someone grab one of those nice hard banana's and come fuck me with it while I do this?" Janice asked no one in particular. But it was Ted, Janice's husband who more than happily grabbed a banana breaking it off one of several available bunches, joining the two of them.
"Thanks honey, I knew I could count on you," she said sweetly.
Ted peeled half the banana stepping up behind his wife as she spread her legs as far a part as possible in order to accommodate him. Inserting it into her sopping cunt, he began fucking her with the yellow fruit as she in turn continued jerking Bob's mammoth prick much to his delight.
"Stan honey?" Christy questioned. "Think you could come over here and give me another tasting of that joy-juice of yours?" she asked him. Only too happy to oblige, he did so almost immediately. Christy began sucking his cock, slowly this time as she was bound and determined to enjoy pleasuring him this way whether he wanted her to or not. Smiling, Stan took his time this time, allowing her to do just that.
Ned was still rubbing his wife's tits up and down Christy's displayed gash, though he had now switched breasts as he'd managed to wipe off all the cream into Candy's cunt that had been on the first breast. Ever the Ox, Bob continued to effortlessly hold Candy mid-air as Janice continued stroking his massive prick which had grown to even harder proportions of that was possible while her husband Ted continued fucking her cunt with the half-peeled banana.
"Hey! We're feeling sort of left out!" Angela laughed as she and Chad as well as Julian approached everyone.
"Wait one!" Christy mumbled around Stan's prick. "You can cum-suck my tits here in a second," she told Angela.
Julian of course never needed an invitation to do anything. As Ted stood fucking his wife with the Banana, she proceeded to kneel before him and began sucking him off. "I'll have some more for you in a few minutes!" she promised Christy with a knowing wink.
"Mind if I help with that?" Chad asked as he stood beside where Janice was still playing with Bob's prick.
"Doesn't bother me any," Bob assured him as Janice made room for Chad's hand now joining hers as the two of them stood stroking his enormous prick in unison together.
Ned saw moments later that Stan was spewing his nectar inside his wife's mouth, knowing also she had no intention of swallowing any of it. Stepping away, Christy smiled though ensuring that her mouth remained closed.
"Ok Angela," she finally managed half-gargling the words as she spoke. "I'm ready for you!"
Walking over to her, Angela leaned forward receiving a cum-filled kiss from Christy as they swapped Stan's spunk. When she had managed to take as much of it as Christy was able to give her, she dropped down onto her knees spitting his jisim all over Christy's breasts, then proceeded to suck them, smearing her own face with his essence as she slid back and forth across from one tit to the other pleasing as Ned well knew, his wife quite delightedly in the process.
"Fuck!" Bob bellowed a few moments later. "I'm going to cum soon here too!" he warned everyone. Wanting to taste his salty pleasures, Janice immediately engulfed his prick though barely able to take much more than his thick-mushroomed head inside her mouth. "Jack it for her Chad!" Bob instructed...pump her mouth full for me!"
Chad joyfully stood fisting the big man's cock as Janice continued sucking it for all she was worth. Which was becoming even more difficult for her as Ted continued banana-fucking her pussy with even wilder abandon, now smearing large clumps of the fruit which had begun to break off and smear all over her exposed cunt. He'd been forced to toss that banana, grabbing a new one and had begun the process all over again.
At that precise moment, Candy shuddered going into convulsions as her pussy literally exploded. With an enormous wail of release, she began squirting a fine misty spray of female liquids all over the breast that Ned still held, still continued using to masturbate her cunt with. So much of her milky-white stream was there that Ned felt it coating his face as though standing beneath a shower as she continued raining down her own ejaculate onto his wife's breasts.
Candy soon collapsed off to one side as Bob's strength finally gave out, but there was good reason for it as Janice's cheeks suddenly puffed out as Bob began to empty himself inside her mouth. Chad's hand continued to furiously pump the man's shaft ensuring that every single drop of Bob's release was milked from him and deposited there.
With a mouth now full of Bob's cream, Janice walked over towards Christy, a near full banana still wedged inside her that Ted had been forced to let go of momentarily. Upon arriving, she quickly turned spitting out as much of his semen as she still held onto Christy's sticky-coated tits, adding it to Stan's which Angela gleefully continued wiping and massaging into her skin with her now cum-slickened face.
Now it was Ned's turn to enjoy his kinky little pleasure. Once Janice had finished making her deposit, he walked up behind her removing what was left of the now mostly squished fruit applying it to his prick. Janice knew what was coming of course, having happily accommodated Ned in the past. Standing so she could lean against a nearby table, Ned smeared much of the banana around and within her ass before placing his prick at the opening, then slowly, gently easing himself inside her.



"Oh yeah baby...yeah!" Janice moaned pleasurably. "I'd almost forgotten how fucking good that feels!" she cried out happily.
Ned began moving slowly at first in and out of her banana slick ass until the slickness had ensured easy passage in and out of her. "Harder you fuck!" she now urged slamming herself back against him. "Give it to me...hard! Harder!' she screamed as Ned began pummeling her ass-hole fast and furiously.
By the time he had filled her tight hot ass with his cream Janice had climaxed twice herself, fingering her pussy, twisting and rubbing her clit with her fingers until climaxing, the second time hard enough that her ass clenched so tightly she had literally forced Ned's dick from her ass without his being able to keep it there even as his own cock jerked in spermatic delight.
#
It looked like a war-zone. Nearly everywhere you looked someone lay spent unmoving, bodies in some instances still tangled up together where they had fallen upon climaxing wherever they might be. This being the scene as Brad and Xenia finally arrived.
"I told you I didn't want to be late!" Brad stated in obvious frustration giving Xenia a swift strike with his quirt across her semi-exposed ass. As he had always done, he had ridden his human horsy the five miles from their place to Ned's upon her back.
Ned sat up finally having collected himself. "Well at least you made it!" he stated. "Can I fix you a drink? Something for your horse?"
"Yes please! And I'm sorry we're late, later than we were intending to be, but traffic was just horrible this evening!" he explained apologetically, and then smiled. "But it was worth it though, seeing all those shocked expressions on peoples faces sitting in their cars stuck in bumper-to-bumper traffic as I rode by on Xenia!"
Xenia was a big woman. Big boned, as tall if not taller than Ned himself, and nearly as strong as Bob, if not in all honesty, just as strong.
They too made an interesting pair, which is why Ned could very well imagine the often times shocked looks the two of them received as he rode his prized possession along side the thru-way. Xenia stood with the bit in her mouth preventing her from doing anything more than breathe. Currently covered with a satin-like cloak that did nothing more than slip down over her head, Brad removed it pulling it up and over her before extricating himself from the make-shift saddle still fastened to her back. Obviously he had plenty of practice doing this. What made the odd looking pair even more interesting was the fact that Brad was a double amputee. Both legs had been removed above the knee, though the way he moved about much like an acrobat often made other men envious of his incredible abilities, especially when literally somersaulting himself from female to female as he would no doubt be doing later on in the evening.
At that moment Xenia whinnied, half stomping, half-digging at the ground with one of her specially designed hoof-shoed feet.
"Ah, figured as much. She needs to pee!" Brad announced. "Where can I take her?" he asked.
"Matter of fact, we have someone very special visiting with us tonight," Ned informed him then calling out. "Hey Angela? You mind it if Brad leads his horsy over to you to pee?"
She grinned, "Not at all!" she said excitedly, already moving over to the specially made up play area for her own brand of kinky excitements.
Ned had blown up the children's wading pool earlier on in the evening. It had several blow-up palm trees surrounding it to go along with the general theme of the evening. Positioning herself, Angela lay down inside the blow-up pool waiting.
"Does she know what I like?" Angela asked as Brad led Xenia over, coaxing her as she stepped gingerly over the side of the pool.
"Just tell her specifics, she's very well trained and will do anything you ask of her," he said proudly.
"Ok, but give me a minute!" Angela stated. "I want to pee at the same time as she does," she indicated anxiously.
Brad laughed, "Not to worry, I'll see to it she doesn't until you tell her too," he assured her.
It was obvious by the look on poor Xenia's face that she was in dire straights. She even pranced about impatiently, though careful so as not to step on Angela's body as she relaxed sufficiently to allow herself to urinate as well.
"Ok, now!" Angela called out, "Do it now!" Holding her pussy a part with her fingers Angela waited, above her Xenia stood directly above her, the sudden full-forced spray of urine erupting, now spraying downwards directly upon Angela's wantonly exposed cunt.
"Yes! Yes!" she cried out gleefully, now allowing herself to begin peeing as well so that her own little fountain of pee met Xenia's in a glorious cascade of raining warm urine as it splashed forcefully against her hard swollen clitoris.
Xenia peed for a very long time, and as many stood around watching her do so, several others now had the urge to do so as well. Finally leading Xenia away by her bridal, Bob was the first to stand over the edge of the wadding pool, adding his own needful relief as he stood pissing down on Angela as she lay there giggling happily. One by one many of the others soon joined, including Candy who stood inside squatting over Angela's cunt directly, then pissing what looked to be like a gallon of urine, triggering what became for Angela a very long awaited for climax.
After everyone had had a turn relieving themselves, Angela stood using the garden hose provided her to wash, and then rinse herself off with.
"So...who wants to be the first one in line for a 'twirl-fuck'?" Brad questioned. As one, every woman's hand including Chad's went up in the air. "How about we start off with the hostess first?" he stated, "It is only fair," he added with finality.
This was indeed one of the major highlights of the evening, as everyone well knew. Without any needed instruction, Christy immediately went over to the specially designed chair that had been created specifically for this. It looked almost more like a swing-set, heavy duty harnesses that Christy immediately began slipping into along with plenty of help until she hung suspended within it, upside down, pussy up with legs folded and securely fastened towards her chest. She looked like a rolled up ball or fetus standing on its head.
"Ok guys? A little help now if you will?" Brad asked, though it was Bob who lifted Brad up easily without any help from anyone else even being needed or required.
Both had been oiled up liberally, almost obscenely so. And though Brad's prick wasn't nearly as big around as Bob's, it was damn near as long.
"Ok, lower me in!" Brad said grinning as Bob popped him atop Christy's cunt like a wagoneer replacing a wheel on its axel.
"Ok guys, everyone got a corner?" he asked as the guys each took up station around the pair.
Brad had done this so often he'd become expert at it, tucking his arms in, folding them like they were wings, finding his center of balance perfectly as Bob, Ned, Ted and Chad began passing him off to one another, beginning to spin him slowly, gradually picking up speed as he finally and actually began to twirl atop Christy as she continued to hang there suspended below him.
"Holy fucking shit!" she cried out in total awe and wonder. "I can't fucking believe how incredible this feels!"
It was without a doubt the craziest thing anyone had ever seen before. Like a whirling top, too fast to even make out his features, Brad spun upon her as the guys kept grabbing him briefly, only so long as to propel him faster, and faster. Candy now kneeling below the whirling derby above pouring more and more baby oil as it was needed to ensure the friction that could have occurred, didn't.
When Brad was spinning about as fast as it was humanly possible to do, he now began thrusting into her, timing his upward and then downward lunges maintaining his balance as well his perfectly timed tempo of simple, yet effective lunges into the deepest recess of Christy's slippery gushing pussy.
"Oh fuck! Now! Now! Now!" she cried out over and over and over again, climaxing with such intensity, that as she often did whenever Brad performed the 'twirl' on her, she screamed at the top of her lungs, hovered there briefly...and simply passed out.
"Oh yeah, I think she's done," Ned said laughing as Christy suddenly fell limp just like a raggedy Ann doll.
All four men quickly caught Brad bringing him to an immediate and abrupt halt.
"Damn," he said dizzily, taking the few moments it would take before he was even able to sit up without toppling over like some kind of puppet doll on strings.
"Me next! Me next!" most of the women immediately began shouting.
Laying the still dizzy Brad onto the grass nearby where he could attempt to gather his senses, Ned removed the harnesses from around his wife's still limp body, then together with Bob, they carried her over to one of the chase lounge chairs. There, Julian began performing mouth to cunt resuscitation, which indeed soon brought Christy back to the present.
"So baby...how was your twirl tonight?" Ned asked grinning from ear to ear. Christy merely looked at him through still have dazed eyes, smiled and answered.
"Again?"



        R is for Running Deer

        The magic of the meadow remains.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/r-is-for-running-deer

Title: R is for Running Deer

Author: Many Feathers

Category: Non-Erotic

Description: The magic of the meadow remains.

Tags: 




Authors note: I would like to personnally thank Little Cloud (Cloudy) for helping me with the translations used in this story. It was my hope to better personalize it, as well as authenticate this story for your enjoyment. So again, my thanks to her for doing this for me.
It was nearly time. He would soon make his own way to the place of his fathers. A place where his father once had gone, and his father before him, and his father before that. It was time.
As a young child he had always wondered why his father and grandfather could journey there together when he could not.
"Your day will come Adatlisvi Awi Inage Ehi or (Running Deer)," his Grandfather had told him. And after that day, you will journey there with your father to visit and speak with me, and my father, and his father before then. But until that day comes, here you must wait until summoned. And come to understand, that no one knows when that day may come, only when it does, you will know it is your time."
It was early fall. Running Deer had turned eighteen only a few weeks ago. Strong, eager, yet anxious for he had felt that he was indeed a man, though his father still treated him much like a child. He had gone for a long walk, the feel of summer's heat still making it's appearance though the wild flowers now held the morning dew of the chilled night before.
He had spent the better part of the day making his way up a steep slope of a nearby mountain. The rocks, crevices casting images in shadow as the morning sun appeared making it one of the favorite places to hike and explore, letting the imagination run wild and free. Just as he himself still was.
Having followed a narrow deer trail for the better part of an hour, he'd soon come upon some fairly recent tracks. He knew by what he could see that a young small-sized doe and fawn seemed to be traveling a short distance ahead of him. Though he wished for his bow, he grew eager to hone his skills, see if he could approach them without notice, within kill-shot, and thus claim in his mind anyway a successful hunt. Quieting his steps even further, which at times was not easy for there were places of loose shell-rock beneath his feet, Running Deer eventually read the signs well enough to know by the not yet turned dirt coloration that he was slowly gaining on the pair. Which is when he also came across even fresher sign. Sign that both excited as well as alarmed him. Cougar. "Tlvdatsi" Running Deer thought to himself.
It had been a very harsh winter, and as such, there had been a great loss of life amongst both the deer as well as the elk in the area. But it was nature's way of thinning the heard and ensuring that only the strongest would survive, giving even greater chance for better healthier populations to come. As Running Deer now hunted the hunter, he forgot one of the most important lesson's he'd been taught.
"Respect the determination of those who also have the will to survive," his father once had told him. "For it may be greater than your own."
Armed only with the bone-handled hunting knife his father had made for him, Running Deer still felt himself safe. He knew that the likelihood of being discovered first was greater than even his ability and skills to take the stalking cougar by surprise. And once discovered, the cougar would no doubt flee, wishing to have no contact with humans.
He had nearly made the summit of the rock and boulder strewn mountain he'd been climbing, carefully as well as silently winding his way through narrow passages, lifting himself up and over small ledges where necessary in order to short-cut, and thus gain ground even more rapidly on the hunter who's trail still followed that of the deer. He made it to a place where he would have a better vantage point to very possibly spot his prey, the warmth of the sun now high in the sky beating against his back as he cautiously stood to gain a better look. When he did, he heard the shrill cry of a bird, closer than what he could have possibly imagined. He began to turn, his intention of seeking the source, as it no doubt would now be alerting not only the deer he'd been following, but the cougar as well. The sun was blinding, Running Deer automatically lifting his hand in some attempt to shield his eyes when he felt the sudden surprised sting of talon's raking his shoulder. Spinning in an effort to protect himself from the bird's unwarranted attack, Running Deer lost his footing. Moment's later he felt himself free-falling as he slipped going over the edge of a small cliff overhang. With a thump that knocked the wind from his lungs momentarily, he lay dazed trying desperately to catch his breath. When he finally did, he sat up grateful to discover he'd not broken any bones. It had only been a ten foot fall, but one in which he could have easily cracked his head open on any number of loose rocks and sharp-edged stones and boulders below him which he now lay beside.
The sound of the Hawk "Tawodi" he thought, circling overhead reminded him of why he was sitting here in the first place. Glancing up, he shook his fist at the great bird both in awe, as well as defiance for he had not heard of such an unprovoked attack such as this ever before.
Running Deer finally stood brushing himself off with nothing more than a bruised ego as injury. And then he saw her. Not more than two feet away, the badly mangled hindquarters of a young doe. Oddly, she was wedged between a pair of boulders in what appeared to be a very small opening, almost as though she were frantic to get away, taking the only possible course of escape, and there now stuck. Running Deer quickly scanned the area, but there was no sign of the cougar, nor did he see any tracks other than those of the cougar leaving the area.
"But where is the fawn?" he now asked himself. Once again realizing that surely there would be sign of the cougar's dragging the younger easier to carry carcass away. But there wasn't. Above him, another cry, another screech as he stood watching the magnificent Hawk above him go into a shallow dive, swooping downwards then peeling off, disappearing behind the ledges above him, reappearing moments later, once again circling.
He began to scout for a way out, an easier climb up than the one he'd taken to get down. Then he heard it, like the sound of a baby crying. He stopped, listening. Even the Hawk had ceased its almost incessant calling. Once again he listened, only now realizing that the sound he was hearing was coming from the direction of the badly mangled doe still wedged between the two rocks.
He pulled on her with some effort, his hands coming away bloody as her hide tore revealing even more of the mutilated muscle and bone, but eventually she came free. And when she did, Running Deer stood in surprised wonder at the frightened wild-eyed look on the young fawn that barely had enough room to even stand inside the small dead-ended crevice beyond.
He moved out of the way, out of eyesight of her, now sitting down, quiet, and unmoving for long moments. Movement caught his eye and he saw the young deer tentatively poke its head from between the rocks where its mother had once been wedged. Once again he heard the cry of the Hawk, looking up in its direction. But where the sun had stood moments ago near blinding him, a great form now stood in silhouette with the suns rays sparkling around it as though on fire. The great Stag stood tall, proud and majestic. He had neither heard it, nor seen it nor even knew of it's presence for their had been no sign whatsoever telling him so. And yet...there it stood. Running Deer heard a brief gentle snort, saw the younger fawn as it suddenly scrambled from it's place of concealment, scampering away like a frightened child up along a barely recognizable trail towards the great animal. Moments later the fawn stood quivering, shakily by its father's side. The great beast then moving away from the edge of the cliff disappearing without so much as a sound as though a ghost.
Running Deer scrambled up the same trail reaching the copse of boulder and rocks where the Stag had stood only minutes ago. A short distance away he saw the enormous animal cautiously making it's way down the narrow trail, silently without so much as single twig cracking beneath it's feet as though somehow magically walking on air. The younger, attempting to do the same, less successful, catching occasional glimpses back from its father as they continued on. As the great Stag made the crest of the hill across the ravine from where Running Deer now stood, it stopped looking back. The younger fawn continuing, soon disappearing from sight altogether. He watched as it shook its massive head, the crown of antlers looking almost too heavy and burdensome to bear. Then like the fawn gone before it, slipping silently away over the rise until it too disappeared from view.
Running Deer had been gone far longer than his intention. Without the same caution he'd just witnessed, he soon found himself sprinting homeward hoping he would arrive before the suns final setting.
#
Luckily, he had made it home before the sun had fully set. Unluckily, his father Angry Bear, "Uhahnalv Alisoqualvdi!" Running Deer acknowledged as he approached, stood just outside the entrance of their teepee waiting for him. There was a good reason for his father's name. For he was indeed a large man, easy to anger especially when time was spent in foolish, unproductive ways. Running Deer slowed his approach, now meekly not wishing to catch his father's eye though fully expecting a hard cuff to the side of the head upon his passing.
"We leave in the morning," he heard his father say instead. His tone of voice gentle, calm, reassuring.
"What?" Running Deer faltered stumbling briefly as he now stood in front of his father.
Without anyway of knowing, he felt the touch of his father's hand upon his shoulder, the wince of pain coming to him as the minor wound left by the Hawk reminded him of the birds sudden unexpected, unanticipated attack.
"It is time," his father added. "Go...into your mother who waits to feed you. Then sleep for she awaits us...you," he amended quickly.
"She?" Running Deer asked, but his father pushed him none too gently towards the door telling him that he'd said all he was going to. For the moment anyway.
#
Before the sun was even up, Running Deer had readied the horses for their journey. A full day's ride, they would camp at the base of Eagle Mountain. The following morning, Running Deer would make his way on foot up to the meadow. He had never been there of course, but just through his father, and grandfather's description, he knew he would find it, and know it when he did. Since it was his first time, he would be going alone. Forever after that, Running Deer knew that he would then be considered a man, and as such, privy to whatever secrets and mysteries once shared by his father, and now passed grandfather.
That evening, his father shared with him for the first time the sacred smoke. Running Deer watched the flickering flames of the campfire, and in it saw the Ghost Dancers as they mingled with the spirits past. He saw the image of the Hawk, his companion, he met for the first time his guardian the Wolf, or Waya, who would journey with him though remain hidden. And he learned of his sacred spirit, the Skunk, Dila, that had become a part of him, sharing his thoughts, his feelings as well as his innermost fears. He never slept. As the first tendrils of sunlight began to spread their fingers across the mountaintop, Running Deer shed the last remnants of his clothing. Naked, he began the arduous journey up the mountain towards the meadow of his fathers.
He walked slowly, steadily up the mountain. Looking back, he could not see a trail, but looking ahead he could see one easily. "How is this possible?" he wondered. "Any fool could find his way to the meadow if this is indeed the right path."
"Ah...but can anyone ever find their way back?"
He had heard the words. Running Deer stopped looking about, but saw no one, not even a bird in flight. Yet the words had come to him clearly as though someone stood by his side.
"Where are you?" he asked in a loud clear voice, though he feared his uncertainty would be heard in the quiver of his words. But there came no reply. He walked a bit further on seeing movement out of the corner of his eye for the first time. He turned towards it, but again saw nothing. And again he called out. "Is anyone there?"
"Anyone, and everyone," came the response from somewhere up ahead, sounding now more like a woman's voice rather than a man's the first time he had heard it.
"Who are you? Where are you?"
The only reply came from the sound of a circling Hawk high up above. He looked up, watching it slowly circling, yet heading off to the right. He looked down, saw what appeared to be a split fork, and followed the pathway right.
Minutes later he broke through the thick trees he'd found himself wandering around in. Beyond, a meadow filled with color beyond the minds imagination. Every color of wildflower known to exist had to be within this meadow. A kaleidoscope of brilliant hues that weaved itself like an ever changing blanket, the breeze gently blowing as colors formed, changed, and reformed once again into differing magnificent patterns.
At that moment he saw the Hawk descending from the sky, the sun once again at it's back. Reminded suddenly of the still fresh wound upon his shoulder, blinking in an effort to maintain his sight upon the approaching bird, but with the glare simply too bright to hold, and within the blink itself, he lost her.
Running Deer felt the brush of wing as she passed. He anticipated yet another rake of talon upon his flesh, surprised when none came. He turned spinning in the direction she had flown anticipating to see her soaring skyward into the clouds. Instead, she stood before him, part woman, part bird, and both so very, very beautiful.
"Welcome," she spoke, though her voice sounded more like song than mere words. Melodic in her enchantment, which Running Deer realized it must be.
She stood half a hand shorter than he, her hair long dark though braided, was filled with feathers each interwoven carefully without breaking, nor splitting a single one. He noticed too that her breasts were full, yet concealed within a downy covering that allowed his gaze to peek admiringly at the soft coppery-toned flesh beneath. Full hips, taut belly that rippled with muscle more defined than his own. Her sex clearly prominent, unashamedly, just as he himself stood, only then realizing it as he absentmindedly drew his hands over, covering himself. She laughed.
"Oh adageudi," meaning beloved she spoke, "Do I take you as lover or as asgahah aninela?" she giggled suggestively.
"Husband?" Running Deer spoke, finally finding his voice. "What do you mean husband?" Once again she laughed, the appearance of folded wings upon her back stretching out briefly as she made them even more comfortable, folding them once again.
"Of all that I have known, I truly find you the most curious of all. You as well so curious, adventurous and brave, yet so...so naive!" Once again she laughed, and her laughter filled the air like the wind whistling through the trees. For a moment, he thought he could hear the beating of wings reverberating all around.
"Why am I here?" he asked her, the quiver of voice now gone as he found his courage, and in that, the strength to challenge that which he did not understand, but had come to accept.
"You are here, because I am anidohi," 'The Messenger' she had told him. "Here to teach, to show, and to guide you into manhood."
Running Deer paused considering her words. "Where you here for my father, and his father, and his father before him?"
"I was...and I wasn't," she said cryptically.
"You speak in riddles," he retorted with an edge of anger in his voice.
"I was for each of them yes. But even as I am for you now, I am different. What you see, is what you want to see. Not what I am. The image I have allowed you to create is how you believe me to be, to look, and to act. I have no control over that, so it differs from man to man. Does this make it easier to understand my meaning?"
"But you seem real," he replied quickly, confused.
"I am real. Just as you are. At this very moment, I am more vulnerable than you can even possibly imagine. For while you hold me in this form, here...within the confines of this meadow, I am as flesh and blood, just as you are. I can only revert back to my true self, the Hawk, once your mind and heart releases me to do so."
"Why do that then?" he asked.
"Because it's to gain your trust. To prove to you that I am more than a mere fantasy of thought, that I am with you always, in ways you can't even begin to imagine."
"So that was you!" he said incredulously. "You caused me to fall off that ledge!"
"Yes...because only you had the power to free the fawn, as great as the Stag was, he was powerless to help. But like the fawn, you are not yet full grown, not meaning in the physical, for in that, you are more than ample," she grinned. "But it is of the mind to which I speak. There is much yet you must learn, accept, and give greater reasoning to."
"As in trying to understand why a beautiful woman also half bird now stands before me?" he questioned. She smiled, stroking his face with the feathery touch of her hand.
"Which half do you like better?" she asked. Her feathers ruffled across her breasts, her hardened nipples protruding prominently when they did. "Or...would you prefer that I simply fly away? All you have to do is release me now...and I will. And it will be the last time I shall come to you in this shape ever again if I do. It is your choice to make."
He felt his face flushing. Admittedly, he was becoming aroused, and she sensed it, staring directly, purposefully at his manhood as it rose.
"Come with me to the meadow," she beckoned to him, taking his hand. She looked as they walked, nodding her head in recognition. "I see as well that your guardian is here. That is good, for we are both vulnerable to danger here," she told him.
"Danger? What danger? I thought this place was enchanted!"
"It is! But as it is magical for us, so is it for spirits not like us. Spirits that would seek to do harm, to destroy."
Running Deer glanced about as they walked deeper into the meadow, but he could not see his guardian the Wolf. He'd barely seen him last night, just out of his peripheral vision, never able to see him fully, always one step ahead of him remaining just out of sight. The fact that Hawk could see him clearly did give him some measure of comfort however, especially if they were indeed in danger.
Running Deer happened to glance down at himself, stopping suddenly in mid-stride, shocked at what he now saw. His coppery-toned skin was now covered in white splotches. "What is this?" he asked worriedly.
Hawk smiled. "Like the fawn, when you first entered the meadow you did so as a child, when you leave it, you shall do so as a full-grown adult."
As they walked deeper towards the middle, Running Deer was relieved to see his spots gradually fading away, at last reaching the middle of the meadow itself, he saw that indeed his spots had now faded, his skin having taken back it's original color and sheen.
Hearing, then seeing movement, Running Deer glanced over towards the far edge of the clearing. There stood the great Stag he had seen only yesterday. It shook its massive head, antlers long, thick and challenging, scraping the ground.
"Will you meet this challenge?" she now asked. For a fleeting moment Running Deer felt fear, doubt, anxiety. For surely he was no match for what stood before him. Then he answered, honestly, truthfully, committed.



"I will die for you if necessary," he told her.
And with that, Running Deer saw the magnificent beast raise its head, turn...then disappear back into the thick line of trees. Hawk was smiling. "It is enough that you would," she told him. "Now come, come to me."
Hawk seemed to shimmer, momentarily becoming translucent. He had trouble focusing on her for a moment as she did this, then clarity reappeared becoming sharp, defined. She now stood before him as a complete woman. Her feathers gone, her long dark hair now braided into a single braid just as his was. She reached out, taking his within her hands and none too gently pulled him down to the blanket of wild grass beside her. There she began to undo the tight braid, releasing his hair to fall free. As she did, he felt the tingle of excitement, the rapidly increased arousal surge through his loins like wildfire. When she had completed his undoing, she turned her head slightly, offering her braid to him. Slowly, ever so slowly, he began to unweave the near perfect folds of her hair, feeling as he did, her increased arousal, now adding it to his own.
Once he had finished, he ran his fingers through her hair like a comb until it fell smooth, un-entangled. Only then did she lie back, melting into the soft petals of the wildflowers that cushioned and caressed her nude form like a thousand tiny hands. She looked into his eyes, and there for a moment, he saw a world he did not know. Such beauty, such incredible beauty that he sat mesmerized, even in her eyes did he see her standing there, shimmering white in a cascade of soft flowing feathers that molded her body like a second skin.
"Come to me," she whispered, the wind now echoing her words. "Come to me."
His fingers still caressing her hair, her scalp, he leaned forward, his lips now meeting hers for the first time as they embraced. He drank from her sweetness, felt her tongue upon his as they danced lightly, playfully together like children running, tumbling amongst the flowers. He devoured her with his mind. He sought out the softness of each lip, sucking it, tonguing and caressing them with his kiss, each one becoming something more, powerful, urgent...needful.
At last he began to move upon her, lips blazing a trail of ecstasy upon her perfect flesh. He soon reached the summit of her exquisite breast, the aroused tip awaiting him, which he suckled as though a child, then kissed, as he became the man he was destined to be.
There they joined in perfect embrace, the warmth of her self, encompassing him, the pleasure beyond any he had ever known as they slowly moved together becoming one.
Each thrust of his manhood intensified, each welcomed greeting of her femininity becoming more urgent, more demanding until there was no longer a difference of thrusting nor accepting, merely combined mutual attainment of spiritual bonding.
How long they made love mattered not, for had it been but a few moments, or an eternity, all Running Deer wanted at this moment in time was that it never end, never reach that glorious climatic explosion which even now hovered on the edge of sanity as she sought out his eyes, and he hers. Together, they reached bliss simultaneously, the universe, the world he had first glimpsed, as he now became a part of, as he looked into her soul, and she his.
Rapturous bliss seized his soul, imprisoning it. When he opened his eyes, he could see himself as well as the Hawk still joined, still entwined within the comforting blanket of color that now covered them entirely. The sensation was odd, for he knew then that he was flying, looking down up the lovers still together. Beside him, the Hawk majestic in her flight as she led him on a dance of air high within the sky. His body now molded in feathers, his wings straight strong and true as he allowed the current of air to take him towards unimaginable heights.
It was the sudden piercing cry of alarm that broke his revelry, fear, panic as he felt himself free-falling now rather than flying. Tumbling, spiraling out of control. And there, now entering the meadow, not one, but perhaps a dozen or more fierce powerful cougars as they surrounded, then charged the two of them below.
Running Deer saw the Wolf now for the first time as it intercepted the first cougar before it could reach them. A blur of fir, the snarling growl as it sank it's massive teeth into the throat of the first cougar killing it instantly. But even as powerful and as great as the Wolf was, there were too many, and soon it was pounced upon by the others, each attacking, lunging separately, then together, thwarting the great Wolf's ability to protect itself let alone the two lovers.
His eyes opened, no longer the Hawk, he sat, and the bone-handled knife his father had given him now somehow within his hand. He leapt at the first cougar that had finally broken away now charging the Hawk who struggled to transform unsuccessfully. Even as his blade sunk deeply into the chest of the beast, he felt the searing of heat as fangs tore into his shoulder, numbing it. The pierced cry of distress, the anguish and pain of the Hawk as she cried out. Unable to see her, reach her, he felt a surge of superhuman strength surging through his being. He pushed with all his might, his arm near useless as he struggled to free himself from the cougar now dead pinning him down. Off to the side, he watched as though frozen in time the valiant, but useless struggle as the Wolf too went down with three of the Cougars now coordinated and working together against his guardian. Running Deer nearly made it to his feet when once again he was rocked, his breath knocked from his lungs by the impact as yet another, the biggest of the Cougars first appearing. It now sunk its mighty fangs into the flesh of his back. He saw briefly, and only for a second as a flutter of loose feathers rose into the sky, the wail of sorrow coming from the Hawk as her captor tore her flesh asunder.
He knew then that all was lost. He felt the coldness of his spirit giving way. And still he fought, weak and weary, his only thought now of the Hawk who must by now be dead, or near death with nothing more he could do to prevent it.
It was then in disbelief he saw the mighty Cougar suddenly tossed skywards as though a plaything. Weakened by loss of blood, it was all he could do to roll over lifting his head, watching as the Great Stag charged again and again.
Those that had brought down the Wolf now joined together and began their coordinated deadly attacks against the Stag. Already the rip and tear of flesh could be seen on the Stag's flanks, yet it turned not away from it's victim, choosing instead to impale it upon its horns, tossing it aside, only then turning to face a new and separate challenge even though he grew weaker himself with each passing minute. One by one, he met them all until none were left, though he stood on unsteady legs, dripping with blood, pawing the earth before him, now speaking.
"Go to her Running Deer, quickly now, go to her!"
He could only crawl, but he did. Swimming through the matted once beautiful wildflowers now torn, destroyed, the coppery stench of blood filling the air, no longer the fresh fragrant smells of beauty, but of death as he clawed his way towards where he knew she lay dying, if not already dead.
He nearly turned his head to vomit when he first saw her. Her once beautiful form lay broken, bleeding. Her smooth silken feathers now matted with the stickiness of her blood. Her eyes already partially glazed, darkening even now as he clawed his way the last few feet to her side.
The skies had turned dark, black. Thunder, now lightning filled the sky. A crescendo of anger and pain adding to that which Running Deer himself felt. Helpless to do anything as he picked up the near-lifeless body of the once beautiful Hawk he now held within his arms. He could only cry out in desperation.
"Unitsi! Unitsi!" He called again and again. "Mother! Mother! Please save her Mother! Please...do not let her die!"
And Mother Earth spoke to Running Deer in the rustle of leaves from the trees all around, speaking clearly above the still fierce boom of angry thunder in the now near blackened sky.
"I cannot," she said with sadness. "But you can if you're willing to give the greatest of all gifts," she cautioned him.
"Tell me!" he pleaded as tears flowed freely down his cheeks, mingling with the blood that flowed from a myriad of wounds upon his body.
"Give to her the gift of your undying love. Only then can she be healed. Only then will she be made whole, new again. But know...even in this there is a price to be paid, a sacrifice to be given. Do you still wish it so Running Deer?" she asked.
There was no hesitation in his answer. "Yes...please, tell me!"
As he spoke, the rains began to fall covering the ground. The soft rich soil beneath him soon soaked.
"Take from me the richness of the earth," she began, give unto it the life force of your being. Knead it together, then wrap her in it's essence, replenish that which is lost before it is too late," she instructed urgently.
Running Deer knew immediately what had to be done. Taking the knife of his father, he cut deeply into the flesh of his arm. He watched the renewed flow of his life pour forth from the fresh wound, and there he wrapped it into the soil around him, and began to smear it thickly, lovingly around the too still form of the Hawk. When he was done, all he could do was hold her to his breast, rocking back and forth as the rain continued to fall washing away the blood, then the mud, which he'd caked upon her.
He felt himself growing colder, it became more and more difficult for him to concentrate, but he willed himself to do so anyway. And with each breath becoming harder, he began to notice a change, he saw the first real intake, then exhale of breath as the Hawk's breast rose in a renewed fight to survive.
Running Deer saw the glaze of her eyes begin to dissipate, becoming clearer, even as his own began to fog. Once again he saw her shimmer, the light of her change now encompassing them both.
Looking up, he saw her as he'd seen her only a short while ago. No longer the bird, but a woman now, full in the flesh, yet somehow still the Hawk. She, now holding him, and he knew without seeing that he had become the Hawk. And though he lay dying, he was made new. His feathers full, magnificent upon his new form. And the Hawk cradled him in her arms now as she gazed into his eyes for the last time.
"No longer will you be known as that which you were once called. For as you have changed, so has and will your name be changed forever more. For though many will be the days before we are again joined together, know that for each feather that must be shed in waiting, and there will be many that will be...know that I will smile and remember always that which you gave to me, know that I will always cherish the greatest gift of all, your love."
And thus Running Deer became Many Feathers, for it would indeed be many years before their hearts and souls were once again united. And though she went from being immortal, to mortal, she too learned the lesson of sacrifice and hope.
#
Two Hawks entered the clearing, the sun just up over the horizon overlooking the meadow. They stood quietly, waiting for the sun to fully rise over the mountain bathing the meadow in its full glory. Only then would it be safe to enter.
"Grandfather? Grandmother?" Two Hawks questioned. "I have brought someone for you to meet," he told them. "Someone very special to me, my wife!"
Above, a pair of circling Hawks appeared, swooping, diving joyfully as the sun sparkled and glinted off their magnificent forms.
"Welcome home grandson," came the whisper of the wind. "Welcome home, and to you as well little one," came their voices. "We hope you will enjoy your stay here," came the sound as the two Hawks continued circling, and then slowly faded away.
#
And though it has been many years now, decades and decades of time having passed. For those fortunate enough to stumble across the still powerful magic of the meadow, they have but to look into the sky, and there they will see the circling of Hawks above them, as well as the cry of the Wolf though unseen. Hold still and be patient, for so too will the great Stag himself come to you in greeting, a reminder of the power and magic of the meadow, and the sacrifice of love that made it possible.
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Paul stood at the railing as the USS George Washington pulled into port. He'd been at sea for nearly a year now. A throng of people had gathered on the docks, he could almost feel their excitement from here. And though he was happy to finally be home again, he was coming home with more than a little trepidation and concern.
Paul had received a letter from his mother a month earlier. His Aunt Sybil whom he dearly loved had for whatever reason left her husband, his Uncle Jack. Paul knew they hadn't been getting along for quite some time now, not at all surprised when he received the news. And he wasn't too surprised when his mother had informed him that his Aunt would be moving in with her either. He had lost his own father several years previous in an accident, so having the company was something Paul was certainly happy about for her. It had been tough on his mother ever since trying to maintain the home they lived in on her own without any additional help. Paul had even suggested she get out, date...meet someone and perhaps even marry again. All she did was laugh whenever he brought the subject up.
"I don't need or want another man in my life just now," she'd told him. "I'm perfectly happy just the way things are!"
Paul had actually gotten bold enough to get personal with her. They had always been close, so any sexual subject wasn't exactly foreign to him, but discussing his mother's sex-life was still somewhat awkward. "Mother? You're still young, don't you ever have needs and desires to be with a man again?" She had laughed boisterously at that one.
"What makes you think I haven't?" she challenged back. "I didn't say I haven't slept with anyone, I just said I wasn't ready to get married again is all."
And with that, Paul had let the subject drop.
No, it wasn't his Aunt that concerned him by her moving in with his mother. For that he was actually quite pleased. He was actually looking forward to spending some time with her, especially as he was now due to rotate into shore duty here in San Diego where his family lived. No, it was his cousin Casey that troubled him. And though he hadn't seen her for at least six years now, they never had gotten along very well together, at least not in his mind. As far as Casey was concerned, they'd gotten along great, fabulously great! His mother had even teased him early on during their childhood that she was sweet on him and that if it hadn't been for the fact they were actually cousins. She'd never finished the thought or comment though, something else he was glad she hadn't done. Paul had tried dealing with his cousins antics, he truly had. But she seemed to enjoy torturing him in one way or another, and had always done so for as far back as he could remember. He had hoped that now since she was no longer a silly teenager that whatever infatuation she once had for him would have dissolved by now. Meeting her at the docks had proved to him otherwise.
Casey had of course moved in with his mother too since she was currently unemployed though actively looking for work. She had taken a part-time job for personal expenses, but it wasn't the kind of job you actually made a career out of unless you were actually content to wait on tables the rest of your life. So, for the time being at least, the four of them would be living under the same roof together. And that is what truly bothered him.
Paul had never considered himself to be good looking. But even he had to admit he looked pretty decent in his dress-blues uniform. Medium height and build, though he'd exercised regularly aboard ship, he certainly wasn't muscle bound. Though his hair was kept short, it was dark offsetting his almost cobalt blue eyes. Likewise his skin was a natural light coppery color, part of his Indian heritage along with his high cheekbones.
Coming down the ladder, he spotted all three of them standing together waving at him madly. Paul smiled waving back, then gritted his teeth as he approached, first giving his mother a warm loving embrace before turning to do the same with his Aunt, and finally his cousin. He had to avert his eyes from her when he did. As always, and as he'd half anticipated, Casey just being Casey was enough to intimidate him. She stood wearing a pair of very short, cut-off Levi's that showed more of her ass than not. But even worse was the fact she was also wearing an old cut-off tee shirt (one of his he realized) that barely covered the lower portions of her obviously braless breasts.
At fifteen years of age Casey had been more of a woman then than most girls her age. Now, at twenty-one, she was even more so.
Her dark brown hair was long now, well past her shoulders. She looked even more the Indian than he as he glanced towards her briefly, Casey suddenly embracing him much the same way both his mother and Aunt had, with one tiny exception. She kissed him fully as though welcoming home a lover, a husband rather than simply the cousin that he was. As she kissed him, taking him off guard momentarily, he felt the fullness of her soft breasts pressing against the material of his Navy jumper. He broke the kiss, or chances were they'd still be standing there kissing. Even then she hugged him closely to her once again, and he felt the quick nip of her mouth against his earlobe, then her whisper, "Welcome home sexy."
Paul felt his face turning color, grateful that his mother once again embraced him allowing him a moment to compose himself, though he also cursed as he felt his unwanted arousal twitch inside the too tight fitting Navy bell bottoms he was wearing.
"What say we go home so you can fix this old Salt a real home cooked meal?" he stated anxiously, wanting to go home now before Casey could say or do anything more to intimidate him.
Unfortunately, that wasn't to be the case, for no sooner had they gotten into the car, did Casey make it known to him her old games of "tease you silly" were just getting started.
With his mother driving and his aunt sitting up the in front seat with her, he'd of course gotten in back along with Casey. And though she hugged one door and he the other, the way she leaned against it at an angle facing slightly towards him made it impossible for him not to notice.
Now, as she leaned against the door, he could just see the soft underside of her bare breast, and worse, the hard press of her taut nipples against the tightly stretched material of "his" tee shirt! He thought once again to himself. He glanced up at her face realizing he'd been staring at her. She was smiling, knowingly, and then winked.
"Shit!" he said to himself. "Shit, shit, shit!"
He was grateful at least that the trip home was less than a half-hours drive. That, and his aunt kept periodically looking into the backseat chatting with him, or chances were that Casey would have done a hell of a lot more to torture him than she'd been doing already. Once, she had made some pretense of shifting and in doing so, managed to completely lift the bottom of her already too short shirt, giving him a quick, but full glimpse of her right breast. Paul felt his unwanted erection stiffen, once again glad they were almost home now so he could change into something a bit more comfortable as well as far more restraining.
"By the way Paul," his mother began. "You'll be excited to know we have a hot-tub now!" He glanced up catching his mother's eyes in the rear-view mirror as she spoke. She smiled.
"Oh, great!" he responded at the same time he felt Casey's bare foot suddenly travel up his leg towards his crotch. He took the moment to lean forward towards the front seat. "What made you decide to do that?" he asked.
"Actually, it was my idea," Sybil explained, Cynn didn't want to at first but I talked her into it."
Sybil had always called his mother Cynn, short for Cynthia, her given name, drawing out the last two n's making it sound like 'Sin' whenever she called her that.
"It's the best stress relief you could ever possibly imagine!" his aunt added.
"I'll bet," Paul thought just as Casey spoke adding her two cents.
"Yeah, I love using it," she piped up saying. "It releases all kinds of stress and tension...which I'm sure you'll enjoy having taken care of as well," she stated with a not so subtle hint at what she had really meant by that. Paul had finally had enough of this cat and mouse game Casey was playing with him. He waited until his aunt and mother had gotten into a brief discussion on what they were going to do about dinner that evening, then he turned towards Casey and in hushed tones spoke.
"You and I need to talk later," he actually whispered, hoping that was enough to stave off any further response from her. In a way it was, but in another, she responded just exactly the way he feared that she might. She grinned mischievously so, once again winking, and this time purposely slid her hand down the front of Levi shorts. Paul turned his head away from her, unable to watch any more. His erection already throbbing bad enough as it was.
#
His mother had kept his room for him of course, though he'd been home on leave enough times to put most of his childhood things away, turning it into more of a man's room, rather than a boys.
"We had to turn your father's den into another bedroom," she informed him as she stood just inside the door watching as he began digging out a pair of Levi shorts for himself, along with a sleeveless tee shirt. He was anxious to undress and hang up his Uniform. "Now it's Casey's bedroom," she added as though knowing Paul wouldn't be all that happy hearing it. It meant that her room shared the connecting bathroom between the two.
"Figured as much," came his simple response. "So where's Aunt Syb sleeping?"
"With me," his mother answered. "No reason not too, it's a huge bed certainly too big just for me. And your aunt had no intention of kicking you out of your own room just to end up sleeping on the couch. Anyway, we're headed off to the grocery store to pick up some stuff for dinner, I'm making your favorite...lasagna!" she exclaimed hoping it would please him. It did. But he was frowning inside. Unless Casey decided to go with them, it would mean that the two of them would be home alone together.
"Why don't you and your cousin go and try out the hot tub?" she suggested.
"Fucking great mother, why don't you just lock me up in a room naked with her?" he thought silently. "Maybe later," he answered instead. "I just want to lie down and rest for a little while before dinner."
With that, his mother nodded her head stepping out, closing his door. Automatically he glanced over to the connecting door into the bathroom, walked over the few steps and locked it. Satisfied, he returned to his bed where he lay, the sounds of his mother and aunt soon after leaving for the store. It wasn't more than a couple of minutes after that he heard the knock on his bedroom door.
"Paul? Want to go out and tub?" she asked him.
"Not right now, maybe later," he lied hoping she would take the hint and go away. He didn't hear her leave however, nor did she say anything else for a moment either.
"Paul?"
"Yeah?"
"Why do you hate me?"
"Fuck!" he thought to himself. "Casey? I don't hate you! I don't know wherever you got an idea like that in the first place, I'm just tired and don't feel like going out to hot-tub right now, that's all!"
"You know this has nothing to do with that," she shot back. "Please Paul, can I come in?"
He thought for a brief moment. "Door's open," he told her, hearing the turn of the knob as she turned it, stepping into the room. She was naked.
"Casey? Just what the hell are you doing anyway?" he asked point blank. And so she answered him in the same way.
"You know as well as I do, that I have always had the hots for you Paul, ever since we were kids. I've never tried to hide that, not from you anyway. And seeing you today, all sexy in that uniform of yours, well...it just made me realize how much I still did, and how much I really do want you."
Hearing the words, hearing her honestly admit her feelings towards him still shocked him, still took him by surprise. "But Casey! We're cousins! You know that our being together isn't possible!"
"Married? No. But I'm not asking for that Paul. All I'm asking is to be with you once in a while...that's all!"
"That's all? Holly fucking shit Casey! That's a whole lot of ALL!" he emphasized
As though she hadn't heard a word he was saying, she crossed the room towards his bed where he quickly sat up in preparation for standing...running if he had too.
"Well? Do you like? I've changed a lot don't you think since the last time you saw me?"
He'd only seen her totally and completely naked once before, and that was quite by accident, but she'd seen him looking, his mouth open in obvious approval of her even way back then.
"It's been over six years," he reminded her. "You were just a young teenage girl back then."
"And now?" she smiled cupping her breasts. "Now...I'm a woman, a woman that wants and desires you Paul, and I'm not afraid to admit it to you either."
He sat dumbfounded. Looking at her, for in truth she was truly beautiful. Her breasts alluring, perfectly shaped, nipples...hard, wanting. The thinnest of strips between her legs acting like a beacon for his tongue to deflower her there. He had after all been at sea for nearly a year now. And though there had been women on board the ship, anyone caught fooling around was severely disciplined, if not outright court-martialed and discharged from the service.
"You really have changed," he admitted in the softest voice possible. "And you really are beautiful."
She came to him then on the bed, and he let her. He let her, as her hands fumbled briefly with his zipper. He let her as she reached inside his now opened pants drawing him out. And he let her, groaning pleasurably, succumbing to her totally and completely as she wrapped her lips lovingly, tenderly around his prick.
It had been too long since he'd last even been with a woman. He had certainly danced with his hand often enough, but had forgotten what pleasure truly was as Casey licked, sucked, always stroking, always caressing his more than aroused cock. The explosion when it came was sudden, quick and slightly embarrassing. He'd not meant it to be so, if anything, far from it. He had even warned her off, pleading with her to let up, to allow him to explore her, but she'd refused. She had taken him to the edge and beyond. Pushing him off, forcing him against his own will to give to her his pleasures. And he did. Casey continued to suck him, pumping his prick in an effort to milk every last drop of his spending. He felt the tumultuous explosion as his orgasm ripped through him. Watched, amazed, surprised, even bewildered as she looked up into his eyes, still sucking, still swallowing, somehow smiling, somehow letting him know as she did that what they had now shared together was ok. And more importantly, that it always would be.
#
For the next week Paul and Casey made love every chance they got. Waiting until he was sure his mother and aunt had gone to sleep, slipping into Casey's room, or more often, she into his. And though the physical pleasures between them were beyond any he had ever known with anyone, his conscience continued to bother him. No matter how much he cared for Casey, she still after all was his cousin!
Unfortunately at the end of the week, Casey had begun to work the later night shift at the cocktail bar she worked at, meaning that she wouldn't be getting home for the next week until after two in the morning.
Restless, Paul found he couldn't sleep, tossing and turning until he realized it was useless. He glanced at the clock on his nightstand, it was only 11:30. Casey wouldn't be home for several hours yet. And though rare for her, she had been too exhausted last night to make love, so they had actually slept in their own rooms since his arrival. He wondered if the same would happen again tonight, and found himself hoping that it wouldn't, as he'd become very aroused, not wanting to pleasure himself in the event she was interested!
Paul climbed out of bed, naked, he tossed on a bathrobe heading downstairs to see if he could find and fix himself a late night snack. Moments later he had his face buried inside the refrigerator, the only source of lighting in the kitchen area as he stood ransacking through the food with his eyes. There was plenty to eat, his mother and aunt had seen to that. And though as hungry as he was, and though it was probably more restlessness than hunger, nothing sounded good.
Paul spotted the freshly baked pie his mother had made for him. One of his favorites filled with fresh cut strawberries and heaping amounts of whipping cream. He laughed to himself, then outwardly laughing, remembering the movie 'American Pie', especially as Paul stood in front of the cold fridge with a raging hard-on. Interestingly enough, the cool air merely served to intensify his need and desire rather than calm it. If anything, Paul grew even more aroused, just as his prick grew even harder. He was in a 'mood' as he often termed it. Horny, frustrated, and in a 'mood'. It was a dangerous combination. He grinned. Slipping the pie off the shelf.
"No, I wouldn't do that," he thought silently though he'd considered it briefly. He could just hear the questions the following day. "What happened to my pie?" his mother would ask. "Certainly you didn't eat that entire thing all by yourself!" Paul again laughed to himself, considering his answer. "No mother, I decided to fuck it instead, after which of course I had to throw it away as I'd added a little of my own whipped cream to the recipe."
Paul scooped a generous helping of the whipping cream from off the top of the pie he was now holding. It felt cool...sensual on his fingers. He applied the cream to his prick coating it completely, spinning to place the pie down on the kitchen counter before he dropped it, and looked directly into the face of his aunt.
"Well, I see you're enjoying your mother's pie," she said almost casually with a curiously weird smile on her face as she spoke.
Balancing the pie in one hand, his cock in the other, Paul didn't know which one to let go of first, so he let go of both simultaneously. As the pie wasn't yet close enough to land on the counter, it instead tumbled landing with a resounding 'splat' upside down on the floor. But even that didn't register for a moment, as he stood there more embarrassed and ashamed than he'd ever been before in his entire life. Especially with his robe fully open, his hard firm erection bathed in copious amounts of whipping cream, pointing directly towards his aunt.
"Looks like we've made a BIG mess haven't we?" she stated as she began to approach him. Paul looked towards the floor, the pie now ruined, face down with strawberries and whipping cream having exploded in all directions upon the floor.
He looked back up towards her, his feet frozen in place, his mind racing with some justification, some tangible reason for what he'd been doing that she would or even could accept. There wasn't one.
Which is also when he noticed that her robe was open, and that she was just as naked as he was beneath it.
"Perhaps we should clean up this mess before your mother sees it," he heard her suggesting, but it was in some ways like hearing her voice through a fog, a fog he felt himself standing in unable to move, speak or even acknowledge his existence.
Until she knelt before him.
He expected to see her pickup the remains of what had once been his mother's pie. Instead, he felt his aunt's lips suddenly wrapping themselves around his turgid swollen prick. The softness of her mouth as she engulfed him, the sweet-tasting whipping cream disappearing as she looked lustily up, into his eyes. He couldn't believe what he was seeing let alone feeling, and simply moaned.



"Fuck!" he added as she slowly mouthed him again, taking him even deeper this time.
Now Paul reached for, finding the counter, which he had missed the first time, steadying himself. His knees weakened, his heart racing, still confused, bewildered if even more so now as his lovely beautiful aunt continued sucking his prick for all she was worth.
Words simply failed him. He could think of nothing to say, nothing that would make sense of any of this. And the pleasure was simply too sweet, too intense to even try to explain, or certainly ignore or pretend wasn't happening.
"Oh fuck Syb!" he cried out, though automatically lowering his voice to whispered tones in fear of actually waking his mother. She was grinning, smiling at him, looking up towards him as she continued to hungrily lap at his cock, swiping away any and all traces of the whipping cream from his prick until she had polished it clean.
"Come for me honey," she now urged in the sexiest voice he had ever heard her use. "Give me some of your own whipping cream," she told him once again devouring his cock fully, deep-throating his prick until he felt her lips actually kiss the base of his prick with his penis still fully and deeply inside her mouth.
The explosion caught him off guard. His toes curled causing him to lose his balance even further. He grabbed the back of her head for support as she sucked his prick, his cock exploding now in what seemed like one continuous spurt of his joy-juice which his aunt swallowed effortlessly, somehow able to breathe through it all, or perhaps even holding her breath as she drained him.
At last, spent, she stood smiling wiping the last trace of his cream from the corner of her mouth. "Well, that's one mess at least that's taken care of. But I'll let you see to the other one," she said turning with a naughty laugh. Then disappeared back into the darkness of the living room.
#
Paul glanced up towards the kitchen clock. It was two minutes to midnight. For a moment, he half expected to wake up from this fairy-tale. At midnight the pie would be sitting on top of the counter rather than face down on the floor between his feet. He still wasn't sure that what had happened, had in fact happened. It seemed surreal, "Aunt Syb!" he exclaimed to himself. "Aunt Syb just gave me a blowjob!"
Paul hurriedly finished cleaning up the rest of the mess he had made, then made his way into the living room. There he stood for a moment allowing his eyes to adjust to the complete and total darkness before making his way over to the stairs leading up to his room. As he did, he heard voices coming from down the hallway from his mother's room. Against all logic, Paul found himself tip-toeing down the hall. In all the years he had lived there his mother never once closed the door to her bedroom. And like it had always been, it wasn't closed now either. He stood off to one side without looking in. He could hear them clearly.
"And then what happened?" he heard his mother ask with a slight giggle in her tone of voice.
"Well, I helped him clean up the mess of course!" Sybil giggled back.
Paul couldn't bare to listen further, spinning as quietly as he possibly could heading back down the hall to the stairs where he took them two at a time, though as silent as a nervous deer in the forest. Reaching his bedroom, Paul tossed his robe halfway across the room, climbing into bed. And there he lay eyes wide open staring into the blackness. The image of his aunt's nude form kneeling before him, the sensation of her lips upon him. He tried. He tried very hard to somehow block that image and sensation out of his mind. But he couldn't. It had simply been..."too fucking nice!"
#
Paul dozed. It was the simple click of the light switch coming on in the connecting bathroom that woke him from his not too sound sleep. He could hear the patter of feet as Casey entered, grinning inwardly at the sound as she urinated. He glanced over at the clock on his nightstand. It was twenty minutes after two. Moments later she turned off the light. He heard the sound of her door gently closing. Obviously she was too tired once again. Which in a way relieved him, though in another left him feeling frustrated still. Surprisingly, Paul had slept half in and half out of dream and reality. The image of his aunt still very fresh in his mind, his prick already stiffening at the mere thought of their almost too brief encounter.
Paul lay back within his pillow allowing his eyes to close once again, willing himself back to sleep.
#
He smiled, and then moaned. The image of his aunt once again rousing him from sleep. The feel of her delicate lips sucking him, his cock hard, throbbing in delight and eager anticipation. Yet the dream changed, became different. He felt her smooth wet silk-feeling pussy as it slowly lowered over his shaft. The hot wet moisture of her cunt now surrounding him. Paul opened his eyes.
The room was pitch-black, but there was no mistaking it. He was fucking, or rather being fucked. He knew almost immediately that Casey had come into his room after all. Perhaps after a little sleep, or restlessness just as he'd been experiencing, she'd decided to come into his room. Paul thrust his prick back into her letting her know he was indeed awake now, grabbing the flesh of her ass as he did. And knew in an instant, it wasn't Casey who was riding his cock!
He started to speak, then thought better of it. With Casey in the next room any real noise would very likely awaken her. If she were to come into his room and discover him fucking his aunt (or rather being fucked by his aunt) he reconsidered, he wasn't sure how she'd respond or take to that. Thinking once again with his dick rather than with reasoning, Paul knew that he would have to at some point speak to Sybil about all this. But not now, certainly not at this moment anyway as he slid deeply, pleasurably into her hot juicy quim.
Paul reached for, grabbing his aunt's breasts. Her nipples were amazingly hard, and obviously far larger, thicker than her daughters were. He toyed with them hearing a whispered breathlessness escape from her lips, though almost too quiet to have even heard. "She too is being careful," he thought to himself, obviously as much aware of Casey's presence in the next room as he was.
Their coupling was slow, sensual and methodical rather than hard fast and frenzied. But the tantalizingly slow pace was perfect for the intensity and eroticism to be complete. He couldn't believe the tightness of his aunt's cunt as it claimed him over and over again. Though slippery with her essence, she seemed to suck him upwards with her as she torturously raised her ass, effectively using her pussy lips to kiss every square inch of his prick as she rose. Then lowering, just as slowly, just as sweetly until he felt not only the heat of her, but also the softness of her fur as it brushed the base of his cock, tickling and caressing him there.
And all the while he lay beneath, cupping her breasts, ever so gently toying with her nipples, twisting, pulling, and rolling them between his thumb and forefingers. Paul periodically sat up when he could, mouthing her tits, which she fed to him more easily by leaning over, allowing her large breasts to dangle within easy reach of his face. As she did this, he felt her reaching behind, one hand gently fondling his balls, sometimes his shaft as she hovered there with just the tip of his prick still trapped inside. The caress of her fingers as she walked them down the length of his shaft back to his balls, then suddenly thrusting herself downwards once again. Once again the caress of her pussy fur, now soaked as together their skin began to make erotic liquid sounds in their coupling. Paul could hear the soft "squish, squish, squish," of his aunt's cunt as she continued to slowly fuck him, sometimes impaling him fully where she would just grind against him, the hard edge of her pubic bone literally digging in to the base of his prick as she floated in a sea of ecstasy that threatened to soon swamp the boat they were both sailing in.
She seemed to know, seemed to sense when his orgasm approached, somehow triggering her own. How she managed it, Paul didn't know, but his aunt muffled her cry of release, whimpered cry of pleasure as she came. But she could not, and certainly did not muffle the wet liquid explosion that came from her cunt as she bathed him in her fluids, just as he erupted, bathing the inside of her with his. He felt the joyous spurting of his prick deep inside that hot juicy passage, felt the constrictions of his aunt's cunt as it gripped him, seizing him like a fist, milking each and every ejaculation from him in perfect harmony with each convulsion of her ongoing near continuous hard-felt orgasm.
He collapsed, felt his aunt somehow extricating herself from him, then the silent patter of feet across the floor towards the door. He heard it closing softly in the night and fell to sleep almost immediately.
#
It was Saturday. For as long as Paul could remember, his mother baked fresh bread on Saturdays, and today was no exception. The tantalizing aroma of it waking him far sooner than the alarm. Locating his bathrobe that he'd tossed carelessly, a sudden instantaneous reminder of last night. At some point he knew he was going to have to speak with his aunt, now that he had a clear head at least and could do so, seeking answers to his question 'why' when somehow managing to speak to her alone. Paul also slipped on a pair of briefs as added security from any unwanted sudden erections arising from his not too distant memory of his aunt and her magnificent breasts he'd kissed and sucked them while fucking her.
"Damn it Paul!" he said chastising himself. Then slipped on a second pair of briefs over the first.
He made his way downstairs into the kitchen. Quickly scouring the area where the pie had landed. He was relieved to see no tell-tail signs of any spillage he might have missed. Though he expected and certainly had already prepared himself to answer the question, "What happened to my pie?"
His aunt was already seated at the table enjoying a cup of coffee when he entered. She was of course wearing the same robe he had seen her, or not seen her fully in last night. This time, it was securely closed however, though just a hint of her well-rounded breasts peeked off from one side of the low plunging 'V' as she sat.
"Good morning Paul!" Sybil spoke as he entered the room more fully.
"Morning honey!" His mother added as she set an empty cup down in front of him as he pulled a chair away and a cross from his aunt, sitting down.
"Good morning," he said simply as his mother poured him coffee.
"I take it sleeping beauty's still in bed?" His aunt asked.
"Must be," he answered sipping the hot coffee. "She must have gotten home really late, I never even heard her come in," he emphasized speaking directly at his aunt, his intention in doing so letting her know he was curious as to what the hell had happened last night.
She however giving no outward sign whatsoever that much of anything had happened upon his making that comment. Moments later, that changed slightly however as Paul's mother placed a bowl of freshly cleaned and cut strawberries along with a small pitcher of cream in the middle of the table. Sybil immediately speared one with her fork sucking it into her mouth where she proceeded to hold it there, sucking it like a miniature cock while he sat dumbfounded, watching her do so. Fortunately, his mother's back was turned to all this as she began cutting the freshly baked bread she'd just barely pulled from the oven.
Minutes later, Casey finally entered the kitchen. "Morning everyone!" she announced happily heading immediately over towards the refrigerator, opening it.
"Good morning honey," Paul's mother spoke first just as Paul finally managed to get a good healthy sip of the steaming hot coffee.
"Hey! What the hell happened to all the pie?"
Paul felt the burning in his throat, then up through his nose where it sprayed painfully causing him to choke. He sputtered shaking his head, coffee now dribbling down his mouth, chin onto the table.
"Fuck!" he allowed bellowing as the scalding hot coffee seared his nostrils.
"What?" Casey questioned amongst the sudden eruption of laughter coming from both his aunt as well as his mother.
"Oh shit, I'm sorry Paul!" Sybil said reaching him, already dabbing at him with a paper towel as the tears rolled down her face. Behind, his mother likewise fighting to control herself as she carried over a loaf of the freshly sliced bread.
"Are you ok honey?" she asked, her face bright red with the certainty of thought.
"Damn! She knows! She really knows!" Paul cursed silently to himself, even more embarrassed now that he was just in wondering if she did.
"Did I miss something?" Casey pressed coming over to the table sitting down and accepting a piece of the sliced bread as Cynthia offered it to her.
"Not really. Paul just had a little bit of an accident last night is all," Sybil explained. "He accidentally dropped the pie on the floor while looking for something to snack on. I sort of startled him when I entered the kitchen looking for something to snack on myself," she said grinning, then winking at him.
Paul was glad he wasn't sipping his coffee at the moment. His nose hurt bad enough as it was. Setting aside his coffee, he dished up a spoonful of strawberries into a bowl. He was still glaring at his aunt as he spoke. "Please pass the creamer," he asked politely though fixing her with a 'look' as he did.
"Sure honey, just make sure you leave enough cream for everyone else to enjoy," she stated handing it to him.
Paul felt his face warm even more than it had, tossing a quick sideward glance towards Casey who sat next to him with a bemused expression on her face.
"Ok, there's a hell of a lot more going on here than anyone's telling me," she said with finality crossing her arms, folding them over her breasts. "And someone's going to tell me what it is!"
#
Paul was saved by the proverbial bell when the phone rang suddenly. It was for Casey, asking her if she could come into work, as there had been a call-in for someone claiming to be sick. Relieved, Paul hurriedly finished his breakfast then stood.
"I'm going out to mow the lawn," he announced to his mother. "Then later, I think I'll head into town and see a movie," he told no one in particular.
He arrived home just in time for dinner, spending it with his mother and aunt. He was grateful that there was no further mention of missing pie, or any spilled cream. The only odd comment coming from his aunt when she told him that Casey had called to say she wouldn't be getting home nearly as late as she thought she would be, and that if Paul was asleep, she'd come in and wake him up.
Hearing this, he expected some kind of curious questioning from his aunt, but none came. And just as she'd said she would, she did. Paul woke from another restless slumber to the warm soothing suck of his cock as Casey gently roused him from sleep. They soon after made love as wildly and as passionately as they ever had, leaving them both breathless, as well as hungry.
"I'm going to grab myself a snack," he announced a short time later.
"Good, you're gonna need your energy for round two!" she sat grinning at him. "Grab me something too while you're at it!" she added a second later.
"What would you like?" he asked.
"Oh, I dunno...maybe some strawberries and cream? Since there obviously isn't any pie," she said with an evil wicked look on her face.
Paul turned without answering, though the thought quickly passed through his mind. "What does she know? Or suspect?" he wondered as he made his way carefully down the darkened steps towards the living room.
Reaching the bottom of the landing, Paul was again forced to stop momentarily allowing his eyes to readjust to the even greater darkness of the room before continuing. As he stood there, he again heard sounds coming from down the hallway. With her door obviously open, Paul would have at least heard a few words, even softly spoken ones. But what he heard intrigued him. Curiously, he once again tiptoed towards his mothers bedroom, the sound of someone moaning pleasurably as he approached.
As Paul rounded the hallway corner, he noticed that a soft light illuminated through the door. He knew then he'd have no trouble peering into the room in order to see just exactly what, was going on. He thought at first that one or the other of them was possibly dreaming, but with the light on, that thought became even more curious as he quietly slipped up next to the door. Paul was obviously familiar with the layout of his mother's room. He knew that the bed was facing sideways towards the door, thus the likelihood of anyone spotting him easing his head around the doorframe as highly remote. They'd actually have to be facing in that direction to see him. Holding his breath he eased his head around the corner of the frame and nearly gasped when he did.
Stunned, Paul stood, his brain momentarily unable to fully accept the image that was now, and would forever be indelibly burned within his minds eye.
He saw his mother and aunt enthusiastically engaged in what he knew to be a very familiar '69' with one another. His aunt lay on the bottom, his mother on top, both of their heads busily engaged as they licked and sucked one another's cunts. The moans he'd heard emanating from both now as he realized, standing there off to the side of the door watching, listening as his mother and aunt continued to thoroughly enjoy one another.
So engrossed, surprised, stunned at what he was seeing, he had not heard, nor known of Casey's presence until she had come up from behind him, the press of her bare breasts against his back, her hand already wrapping around his now stiff and swollen cock. He could do nothing! He could neither move, nor make any kind of questioning sound as surely he would be heard or seen doing so. Trapped as he'd never before been, he could only stand there in shocked wonder as his cousin stood behind him masturbating his cock, while his aunt and mother lay sucking and licking one another's pussies.
An even bigger revelation occurred to him when Paul realized that Casey didn't appear to be at all shocked or surprised by what the two of them were now witnessing. Especially as she suddenly stood more fully inside the doorway, seemingly unafraid of being discovered as she continued to stand there stroking Paul's cock, now fingering herself as they continued to watch, and...moaning her pleasure uninhibitedly.
Paul saw his mother finally aware that they had company as she lifted her head from between her sister's legs. There was a brief momentary look of surprise on her face, then acceptance.
"Syb?" she spoke. "Seems as though we have company." Only then did she back off and away from Paul's aunt, now sitting up on the bed facing towards him. There was no attempt to cover her nudity either, nor was there on his aunts part as she slipped her legs off the side of the bed sitting beside her sister, one hand sliding over however, between her legs where she sat softly petting her even as Paul and Casey now entered the room.
"Would someone like to tell me what the hell's going on around here?" Paul asked.
Casey spoke up first. "I told you that you should have told Paul sooner than later," she stated. "I knew it was only a matter of time before he found out."
Paul watched in amazement as Casey crossed the room wedging herself now between both his mother and aunt, now sitting there along side, the three of them facing him. Casey reached over slipping her hands between both of their legs and began fingering them as his mother finally spoke.



"Yes Paul, it is time you knew everything," his mother began softly. "Ever since Syb and I were kids, we've come to one another in times of stress, or when one or the other of us had had a particularly bad day. We've always been close, closer than most sisters obviously."
"Obviously," Paul interrupted, and then stood silent.
"Anyway, we knew one day that you would no doubt find out. Neither of us wanted to hide this from you, nor from Casey."
"I told Casey about us years ago," his aunt interjected. "And to be honest with you Paul, Casey became the obvious choice to seduce you so that the initial shock of what we were doing wouldn't seem quite as harsh if you think about it."
Now it was Paul's turn to feel a little guilty, he'd been doing no differently than any of them, enjoying it just as much, including both the blowjob as well as the incredible fuck he'd enjoyed with his aunt.
"Just tell me you don't hate me...us," his mother amended looking towards her sister. "Because we all love you Paul, very, very much. And none of us wants this to affect our relationship. If it troubles you, we've already agreed to refrain from being together any more during your stay here," she added worriedly.
Paul was in no position to judge anyone. And to be honest about it, even he had to admit that Casey, his aunt, and to some extent now his mother, had unleashed something within him that had surpassed any ecstasy, any pleasure he had ever known or experienced before with anyone. So by way of an answer, he simply smiled, then walked over to where Casey was sitting and kissed her, next he leaned over kissing his aunt, laughing as both she and Casey reached out grabbing a hold of his cock, holding it as he stood there. Finally, he managed to hobble over to his mother, kissing her as well. But it wasn't one of their (or rather his) motherly chaste kisses. He kissed her fully and completely, all but taking her breath away.
"My, my!" she exclaimed a moment later as Paul stepped back.
"Paul? There's something we've all talked about, and wanted to do ever since we heard you were finally coming home," Casey told him.
"Yeah? What?" Paul stood grinning, enjoying the now teasing fondling of his dick by both his aunt as well as cousin.
"Why don't you come up and lay down here on the bed, and we'll show you?"
Paul quickly did so, curious, then pleasantly surprised as all three women, including his mother, spread out and away from him like spokes on a wheel. In seconds, they were each licking, stroking and taking turns sucking his shaft as he lay there in total awe at the myriad of differing sensations he was feeling.
"Oh yeah...you guys have unleashed the monster in me!" he said grinning. "Especially after last night!" he added with a wickedly naughty laugh.
"What about last night?" Both Casey as well as Sybil asked him simultaneously.
"You know...after you and I fucked," he said looking towards his aunt.
"Honey, if you and I had fucked yet, I'd know it...and so would you!" she said in all honesty.
"Well if it wasn't you...then who..." "Surprise!" His mother said sheepishly. "Welcome home honey!"



        V is for Voyeur

        Being a Private Investigator has its advantages.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/v-is-for-voyeur

Title: V is for Voyeur

Author: Many Feathers

Category: Exhibitionist & Voyeur

Description: Being a Private Investigator has its advantages.

Tags: 




Sometimes being a private detective wasn't all it was cracked up to be. Sitting in his car Mike Marshal, or "M & M" as his friends called him thought this was one of those times.
Though his initials matched the candy of the same name, it was for that reason he was really called M & M, as he sat popping the colored candies one after another into his mouth. Mike had been trying to quit smoking for over two years now. Unsuccessfully, though he had managed to cut back to a pack a day down from nearly three. The downside was he'd put on a little extra weight with all the M & M's he was now consuming as an 'in-between' substitute.
It was also hot. Nearly one hundred, and Mike's air conditioner wasn't working. He felt the perspiration once again gather on his forehead wiping it off with an old discarded McDonald's paper napkin. He had plenty of those, they were scattered all over the floor of his car.
This was the part he hated the most. Waiting. Sometimes waiting for hours for absolutely nothing. But he was being paid to wait. And as much as he actually disliked the guy, he had offered Mike a substantial amount of cash over and above his normal rate to follow the guy's wife and find out if she was indeed fooling around on him. On the one hand, Mike hoped she wasn't. He'd seen photos of her, she was damn attractive, and damn sexy. But on the other hand, if she was, then he couldn't actually blame her either. It was a 'catch-22' situation for him. Mike needed the money in order to pay the bills, but despised the guy who'd hired him.
He'd followed 'Mrs. Anderson' for the better part of three days now. Once to the grocery store, (that was fun) and once to the beauty parlor where he'd sat in the damn heat sweating to death while she sat inside a nice cozy air-conditioned room having her hair and nails done. And very likely a bikini wax according the services the sign out front had offered. He'd begun thinking that there wasn't much to this case when she'd pulled into one of those corner convenience stores. Curious, he'd gone inside picked up several packages of M & M's, and stood off to one side as she purchased one of those phone-cards. Not a good sign. But beyond that, not much else of any real interest had occurred.
Mike figured he'd give it a week, that's what he'd been paid for anyway, and hopefully be able to tell the guy that there wasn't shit going on. He continued to glance towards the home. Her car sat parked in the drive where it had all morning long ever since Mr. Anderson had gone off to work. If she were going to do anything, it would be after her husband had left. Mike glanced at his watch, "10:45," he told himself. It was early yet. But chances were it was going to be another long boring day.
Mike saw movement along side the house. "What the fuck?" If he hadn't been watching he'd have missed it. "Damn! Shit! Damn!" he said again. He was pissed for two reasons, one...it had happened too fast for him to grab his camera, and two..."well damn!" he said again leaving it at that. He saw "April" quickly open the side door of the garage letting the man in. She had taken a quick glance around for a moment or two afterwards, telling Mike that whatever it was she was doing, she was a little nervous about it.
"Stupid!" he said to himself. "If you're gonna fool around babe, don't do it at home!" Having no choice now, Mike grabbed his camera along with a much smaller one that had a wide-angle lens. He quickly made his way down the sidewalk acting as though he had every right in the world to be there. Which he did, until turning off just before the Anderson property, short-cutting over a small decorative fence where he soon found himself standing beside the house around back. He knew where he was going. He'd already been given a sort of 'pass-key' should it become necessary. And unfortunately, now it had.
The Anderson's had a pretty good-sized solarium as part of the indoor-outdoor patio area, adjacent to that, and connecting it, an even bigger greenhouse. Bob Anderson loved growing tropical plants, it was his hobby though Mike suspected the man loved his plants more than he loved his wife, or he wouldn't have had need for his services.
Mike unlocked the door to the greenhouse stepping in. It was like entering a jungle. And though there was a long narrow path going along two sides of the greenhouse, there was plenty of foliage to conceal his approach towards the open-ended portion of this area connecting the solarium itself. Even so, he moved quietly and cautiously until he actually heard voices, then froze!
"I told you before I don't like coming here," the man's voice spoke.
"Well I certainly can't go back to your place!" April told him. "What if he really is having me followed!" she said.
"Fuck!" Mike said silently. "Why is it that every idiot that thinks his wife is fooling around on him threatens to first tell her he'll have her followed, then actually does it?" It made his job all the harder whenever someone did that, almost as though it was giving the spouse a 'fair-chance' to get away.
"Oh and you think it's safer for me to come here?" Mike heard the man question.
"Bob's too stupid to think I'd actually bring someone here," April answered. "So yes...I think it really is safer. Either this or the Grove," she added. "At least going up there along the old road, I could for sure tell if anyone was following me!"
Mike knew the area. The "old-road" as April had referred to it, was a favorite amongst hikers and campers. It was a long, narrow dirt road that wound up along side of Miner's Mountain. It had plenty of trails, but more importantly, a lot of seclusion. She was right, if Mike attempted to follow her there, she'd know it and no doubt become suspicious.
"I'd prefer going there," the man then said.
"Fine, then that's where we'll go day after tomorrow," she replied. "I'll meet you at the Miner's cabin near the north ridge at noon."
Mike smiled. He knew the area well. The miner's cabin had been restored as a tourist attraction with all kinds of memorabilia from the early 1800's when there was rumored to be several silver mines in the area. He'd actually played inside the old cabin as a young boy. April had just made his job a lot easier sadly enough.
"So, you going to be all pissy? Or you going to lick my pussy instead?" April asked in what now sounded like a little-girls voice.
He didn't answer for a moment, Mike actually wondered if the guy was seriously weighing the two options. Given a choice, Mike knew what he'd rather do, his cock already acknowledging that fact.
Ironically, though sometimes Mike hated doing what he did, there were a few interesting perks that went along with it. He got to see a lot of people fucking for one thing, and for another, he had a fairly large collection of pornographic photos, though he always assured his clients they had all the copies along with the negatives. He never revealed to anyone he had copies however, it could mean his license. So it was he never even shared them with any friends. No, the few he actually had kept where for his own personal amusements and enjoyment.
"You sure he won't come home and surprise us?" the guy asked.
"Positive. Shelly told me that if he even left his office saying he was going to the bathroom, she'd call."
Mike laughed quietly. "Good old April, she not only had an accomplice, but a spy as well," he thought. Actually giving her extra points for that one.
Mike crept even more slowly, more cautiously down the long narrow isle until he could see the two of them clearly sitting outside on the patio. He would have to take his photos through the foliage of the greenhouse, but it was doable, and in a way, almost funny. He felt like a big game hunter in the Amazon stalking wildlife. Only the wildlife he was about to photograph wouldn't appear in any National Geographics magazine!
Some of the photos he would of course take and turn over to his client. Others, the far more explicit ones, he would keep for himself and add them to his very private collection.
Situated as he was, Mike zoomed in with the telephoto lens. Even as close as he was, he wanted a good clear picture not only of the guys face, but hers as well, documenting that the two of them were truly together. At the moment though, he had to pull back some in order to get them both in the picture. Though April was naked, the guy wasn't. April now kneeling before him, unzipping his fly, removing his prick. Mike gave her a few extra points. "The guy did have a big one!" he mused.
He clicked away as she began running the tip of her tongue along and around the head of the guys rapidly hardening dick. Mike could feel his own cock begin to swell in lusty appreciation, another one of the side benefits of the job. When he was fortunate enough anyway, this part of the job never failed to make him horny. A natural voyeur, which was part of the reason he'd become a private detective in the first place, watching people having sex without their being aware they were even being watched was part of Mike's own personal enjoyment. He'd even masturbated on occasion when it was actually safe enough for him to do so. He found himself wondering about that now, though quickly surveying his escape route and the danger factor of actually being discovered. He smiled as he saw several places where he could hide quickly if necessary, and knew he would also have plenty of warning should they for whatever reason, even head over in his direction.
"Damn baby, you really can suck a mean cock!" The guy informed her breathing huskily now as April continued to mouth him, increasing the tempo slightly as her head began bobbing back and forth, as she mouth-bated his cock for him.
"You mean like this mean, angry looking cock?" she asked a moment later replacing her mouth with her hand, still jerking his prick though considerably more slowly now. She waved it at him as though he'd never seen it before.
"Yeah...like THIS mean fucking angry cock!" he replied taking it from her, now slapping the side of her face, her cheeks with it as he abused himself against her.
Mike noted that April seemed to be getting off on his doing that as she immediately reached down between her legs and began fingering her pussy while he did.
"Oh yeah baby, do that for me!" he stated, noticing that she was indeed now fingering herself. "You know how much I love watching you," he told her. "Yeah, me too!" Mike admitted silently as he took yet another photo.
Mike watched as April sat back, spreading her legs even more obscenely as her fingers busily began working her cunt. Mike zoomed in taking another photo, this one for himself. Having his own darkroom had its advantages as well. This is one he would actually blow up, and he knew it. He had a damn good camera, and he knew the crystal clarity of her exposed pussy, the folds of her wet lips glistening with her "honey-dew" as Mike called it, would make for one fucking, damn nice jerk-off picture!
"You really do like watching me play with my pussy don't you?" she said in that same little girl voice she'd used earlier.
"Cunt!" he corrected her, now standing over her masturbating himself while he watched. "Say cunt," he didn't ask, but demanded.
She didn't just say the word either, but repeated the entire sentence back to him with the correction.
"You really do like watching me play with my cunt," she said emphasizing the word, "don't you?"
"Oh yeah baby, I do. I like watching you stick your own fingers inside that wet hot fuck-hole of yours," he moaned as he continued to stand there pleasuring himself.
Mike had to admit, besides watching them, listening to the two of them bandy back and forth with one another, using obscene expressions and words had made him even hornier than usual too.
"You ready to watch me fuck my puss...my cunt?" she amended quickly.
"Yeah! Fuck it for me baby, fuck that juicy wet fucking cunt for me!"
Mike watched as she picked up a thick knobby pink vibrator that she must have had somewhere ready and available nearby. He took a photo of that, taking another as she placed it at the opening of her hot-pink gash, and shoved!
"Fuck!" Mike moaned, glad he'd not spoken loud enough to have been overheard through the windowpanes of the greenhouse.
Watching April as she thrust the thick fat toy into her cunt was incredible enough as it was, but as he sat watching, she slowly turned it, knowing though he could not hear it, that it was humming around inside her while she did. She reached upwards cupping one of her large breasts teasing her nipple, pinching it painfully as she finally removed the vibrating dildo, once again shoving it inside herself. Only now, she truly began working her cunt with the incredibly thick toy.
Crouched down as he was, Mike was becoming more than just a little uncomfortable. He'd gotten enough shots for the moment, though keeping his camera at the ready. Unzipping his fly, he quickly removed his hard stiff prick, the head large and swollen with a nice fat droplet of lubrication waiting for him when he squeezed it.
"Oh yeah, fuck," he moaned softly still watching April as she pummeled her pussy with the vibrating toy, the guy still standing above her fisting himself more and more rapidly now.
"You going to spray all that nice hot creamy fuck-juice on me soon?" she asked him. "You going to squirt it all over these great big titties? You gonna cum all over my face?" she kept asking, all the while shoving the toy in and out of her cunt with abandon now. "Tell me baby...tell me when you're going to," she added. "So I can be ready for it!"
Mike could see the guy was close. He stood bent at the knees now, baby-stepping himself closer to her, pants down around his ankles. "What a schmuck!" he thought, couldn't even undress himself! He was aiming his cock towards her now too, still fisting himself, but far more slowly now, as though working it up, thinking about it, preparing the first place in his mind where he would soon empty his seed on her.
"Here it comes baby! Here it fucking comes!" he groaned deeply, his cock suddenly erupting. Mike watched from his hiding place as a thick white creamy rope of spunk flew from the tip of the man's cock hitting April squarely between her tits. Aiming a little higher now, his knees bent even more, he pumped his prick loosing a second full load that sprayed outwards landing first on her chin then somersaulting itself up and along side her face. His aim had been off slightly as April sat, mouth open waiting for her creamy gift. No longer content to squirt on her at a distance, he waddled over even closer until he was prick-point certain at the opening of her mouth, jettisoning the last few final squirts fully into her mouth. Once he was spent, he stepped back already reaching down to gather his pants.
"Schmuck!" Mike thought once again.
Rather than swallow, April forced the balance of the man's juice from her mouth allowing it to dribble from the corners of her mouth falling down towards her breasts. She continued to fuck herself with the toy though her eyes were closed, smearing his climax over and around her tits with her free hand as she came.
Mike joined her, pumping his prick furiously, as he felt his own sweet pleasure erupt from his balls then begin to bathe one of the nearby plants with his own gooey nectar.
He smiled wondering if some new species of plant would suddenly and mysteriously appear because of his cum, which was still clinging obscenely to one of the ferns. "Even better," he reconsidered, that some horrible plant-eating fungus would occur instead, spreading amongst all these tropical plants like wildfire, destroying each and every one of them. "It would serve the bastard right!" Mike said to himself, hurriedly putting his cock away.
He took two last photo's one for himself, and another for Bob. "I hope this bothers the shit out of you," he said speaking as though to his client. He'd gotten a couple of really good ones, the guy's spunk smeared all over her in great massive puddles, though a good deal of it she'd allowed to drool from her mouth forming the thick white splotches herself. Still, it looked decadent as hell, and even though Mike liked it, he was pretty sure that Bob wouldn't find it nearly as erotic as he did.
Satisfied with his excursion, Mike quickly backed out of the greenhouse, locking the door behind him, and made it back to his car without a hitch.
#
Mike gave himself the following day off with pay. It was highly doubtful that April would be meeting this guy again anyway, especially as he now knew the plan was to meet on the following day. Taking advantage of the time, he spent it inside his darkroom developing the two dozen or so photo's he'd taken of the two of them the day before. And as he'd hoped for, they had all turned out perfectly. Especially as were now two of his favorites, of April's wet glistening pussy and hard little clit blown up to near poster-size. Mike sat back in his easy chair having hung several of them up, and proceeded to relive the moment.
#
It was less than an hours drive up to the Grove and the old miners cabin. He'd left in plenty of time, scouting out a good vantage point from where to watch their approach. Additionally, he was just high enough and far enough ahead of them to be able to easily, as well as quickly make out where they were headed once leaving the cabin to find a new place of concealment, and thus set up and wait for them there.
April arrived first. Mike took several photos of her sitting there inside her car waiting for the Schmuck to show as Mike now thought of him. He was late too. So when he finally did arrive, it was obvious that April wasn't none too happy with him as they stood arguing for several moments. At first, Mike was worried that they'd end up leaving rather than doing anything. Minutes later they appeared to kiss and make up, beginning to make their way up the trail. April carried what appeared to be a blanket, handing over what looked like a picnic basket to the guy she was with. Taking several photos with his telephoto lens, Mike scrambled down from the rocky perch he was sitting on, heading off to intercept them further on up the trail again.
Mike had guessed correctly where he thought they might head. He'd located a small deer trail off the path that meandered down into a small but very secluded little clearing. Making his way through the thick trees, he had previously scouted out another place of concealment where he would have a good vantage point to see them. Sure enough, they entered at the opposite end of the small meadow. Placing the blanket on the wild flowered and grassy carpeting, April handed the guy she was with what appeared to be a bottle of wine which he began opening as she undressed. Mike smiled as he took several photos. Seeing her, naked out in the open like this was admittedly quite arousing. All seemed to be going well until he fumbled with the cork-screw, the wine bottle tumbling out of his hands where it landed unceremoniously on the ground, breaking.
"Damn it Greg, that was a hundred dollar bottle of wine!" April spat angrily.
"So fucking what?" Came his reply. "I don't care all that much for wine anyway," he added.
"Well I don't care all that much for your attitude either!" she spat back at him.
"Ah oh..." Mike thought. Suddenly they were at it again. Whatever their relationship had once been, it was obvious to him that it was headed downhill, and probably had been for quite some time.
"Oh! You don't like my attitude? Fine...screw you, because I sure as hell won't be!"
"Suits me just fine!" And as far as I'm concerned, you can go and fuck yourself from now on too! I don't ever want to see you again!"
Mike sat his camera down on the top of the fallen tree he was kneeling behind reaching for his notebook. He quickly scribbled the name 'Greg' in it, and then looked up just in time to see Greg departing the meadow. Curiously, April made no effort to leave herself, continuing to merely sit there until Mike realized she was crying.



"Fuck!" he said silently to himself. Not because he wouldn't be getting any more photos, or even that the relationship they'd been having between them was over either, but simply because she was crying, and if Mike hated anything more, it was seeing a woman cry. He decided that the better part of valor was to slink off and leave her alone. He had enough anyway, and though he hated doing it, it was time to turn over what he had to his client and be done with this one. Whatever was going to come of it now, was between the two of them. As far as he was concerned, it was finished.
Mike crouched, reaching for his camera when for no apparent reason it toppled off the top of the fallen tree trunk bouncing down a short ways, but making enough noise that April glanced up in his direction, grabbing a portion of the blanket she'd been sitting on to cover herself with.
"Who's there?" she called out angrily. "I know you're there, so just show yourself!" she added.
Mike felt like an idiot as he continued to hide behind the tree trunk, his camera unreachable now unless he did in fact show himself. He peeked up over the tree. April was standing now, wrapped in the blanket staring in his direction.
"I can see you," she said calmly enough. "Are you following me? Did my husband hire you to follow me?" she pressed.
Mike knew he'd been found out, and stood. He began walking towards her down the small hill, picking his camera up along the way. The least he could do was come clean with her, at least give her the courtesy of telling her he had been, and that sadly, he was going to be turning over what he had to her husband. At least it might give her a chance to prepare herself after he did.
"Who are you?" she asked as he approached her. Mike decided to come clean.
"Mike Marshall," he answered. "And yes, your husband hired me to follow you." He noticed that she didn't seem to be at all surprised by that. She even laughed.
"He told me he was going to," she said resignedly. "I don't suppose there's anything I could do to persuade you otherwise," she attempted, allowing the blanket she'd had wrapped about herself to fall, so that now she stood naked before him.
"Damn!" Mike considered. It really was tempting! And he told her so. "I am tempted," he admitted. "But I can't. I could lose my license. They call that extortion. Accepting money from one client, then accepting money from you to keep me from revealing what I have is just another form of blackmail, even though you were willing. Sorry," he finished.
April nodded her head in understanding, but made no effort to conceal herself, actually re-spreading the blanket, sitting down on it. To his surprise, she motioned for him to do the same. "Well, at least tell me what you do have so that I can try and prepare myself for it when Bob confronts me," she told him. So Mike did. He told her everything, including how he had watched the two of them the day before. Re-living the moment as he did, Mike found himself becoming uncomfortably, and quite awkwardly aroused in doing it.
"Well, since you've been so honest with me, I guess I'll do the same. When Bob told me he might have me followed, I decided to hire my own Private Investigator and do the same thing to him," she was grinning. Mike laughed.
"Don't tell me!"
"Yeah, he's been seeing someone on the side too," she stated. "So I guess when he confronts me with what he has, I'll be doing the same."
"Stalemate," Mike offered.
"Exactly! This has been a long time coming anyway, so I guess with what we both have on one another, it's just as well that it ends now. But what Bob is about to learn, he stands to lose far more than I would by making any of this public. So I am pretty sure he will gladly, and quietly want to make this go away."
Mike was actually pleased to hear that. "Well, I hope it works out for you then," he told her. He had unconsciously reached into his jacket pocket producing a package of M & M's, which he tore open, tossing one into his mouth. April gave him an amused look, making him realize that he had. Almost as an after thought he offered some to her. "Would you like one?" he asked feeling a little foolish.
He'd meant to simply hand her the package, perhaps toss a couple into her hand, but as he turned it towards her, several flew out of the torn, ragged opening. One landing squarely within her pubic hair where it stuck, sitting there like a fly caught in a spider's web. April burst out laughing, and then so did he. April retrieved the errant candy holding it up. It was a green one.
"When we were kids, we used to believe that the green one's made you horny," she told him.
"Same here," Mike said still chuckling. "Too bad that wasn't really true though."
She popped it into her mouth, "It wasn't?" she questioned using that same seductive little girl voice of hers that he'd heard her use previously. "Always made me horny!" she said seductively, now sounding more like a woman, a woman suddenly and very aroused. "Always did like M & M's," she added holding out her hand towards him. Mike poured a generous helping into the palm of her hand.
"Thank you,"
"You're..." 'welcome' he almost finished saying. Watching as she took the handful of multi-colored candies and began slipping them inside herself. Mike didn't know what else to say or do as he sat there watching her do so.
"Ever eaten them this way?" she finally asked. Mike looked up, he knew his face must have had a look of incredulous surprise on it, momentarily tongue-tied as well.
"Ah no, can't say's that I ever have!"
"Would you like to find out?"
"Fuck me!" he said silently to himself, then stood and began removing his clothing.
Moments later he was nestled comfortably between April's legs, now bent at the knee as he chased M & M's inside her with his tongue. She lay giggling happily, while he found the 'hard to melt' candy not quite living up to it's name.
"Melt's in your cunt, but not in your hand," he told her laughing.
She was laughing as well until he wrapped his lips around her own little chocolate flavored M & M, sucking it. She now moaned pleasurably instead.
"You...you have any more of those?" she asked seconds later. Mike was almost embarrassed to tell her he had several packages of them, but he did.
"Give me one," she said sitting up now as he reached behind retrieving his jacket. April tore open the package, then poured nearly the entire contents of it into her mouth, and grinned.
Mike was grinning too as he lay back on the blanket, April already crawling towards him, where she proceeded to suck him with a mouthful of the hard-color coated candies.
"Maybe they were right after all," he moaned pleasurably, feeling hornier than he ever had before in his entire life.
April sucked him, and kept sucking him until the candies had all melted, now licking his chocolate-coated prick like a tootsie roll instead.
When she had licked him thoroughly and completely clean, she sat back. "Give me another one!" she told him. So he did. Mike watched as she once again stuffed nearly the entire package inside her pussy. "Now...come fuck me!"
With an M & M shit-eating grin on his face, Mike mounted her from behind, sliding into her doggy style, the deliciously weird feeling of soft, yet hard-shelled candies caressing his prick as he began sliding in and out of her chocolate lined pussy.
#
"Schmuck!" Greg thought as he sat taking one photo after another. "Stupid fucking idiot," he said to himself again. At first, he hadn't thought that April truly was being followed, but obviously she had been right. And not only that, her devious little plan to seduce the stupid son of a bitch had worked out equally as well too. He was sure she had used the story to lure him in with. About the only thing Bob might be fucking besides his wife were his stupid tropical plants. Once they'd confronted the Private Investigator with what they had on him, they were sure he'd inform his client that nothing untoward was going on.
"I can assure you Mr. Anderson, I followed your wife faithfully for a solid week, and not once in all that time did I discover her to be seeing, or involved with anyone!"
"Schmuck!" Greg said again laughing as he took a few extra photos for himself as well as making a note to buy a full case of M & M's.
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Debra stood in the darkened hallway surveying the smoke-filled bar. She'd just returned from the restroom checking her hair, makeup as well as ensuring that plenty of cleavage was showing. Not too much, but enough that she was sure her large breasts would receive more than ample attention, and hopefully appreciation. She never failed to draw attention to herself using her breasts as a lead-in. After all, she was a whore.
She smiled inwardly. Just a few more Johns and she would have managed to save up just enough to take that vacation she'd been so looking forward to. A chance to get away from her arduous and hectic life, a chance to relax, enjoy the sun and simply be herself.
She continued to survey the room. "There!" she said to herself now smiling. She spotted him at the far end of the bar. She had always had a thing for men in uniform, especially sailors. And this particular sailor was attractive even if he hadn't been wearing that uniform.
Debra wore her reddish-brown hair short, feathered, giving her a "just got out of bed," mussed up look that appeared sexy as hell and she knew it. She didn't dress slutty-looking either. Sensually yes. More like a high-priced two thousand a night 'call-girl' as opposed to an 'a-typical' streetwalker. And though her breasts were large, she considered her long legs as her best feature really, though everyone noticed her breasts first of course. But at nearly six feet, she wore her skirts short without being too short, showing off her legs to their best advantage.
Debra began walking towards the bar. Her timing couldn't have been any more perfect as someone had taken the bar-stool, leaving the only one open next to the sailor as she walked towards him. Taking it, she sat down ordering.
"Gin and tonic," she stated to the bartender not even bothering to look at the sailor, ignoring him for a moment as though he wasn't even there. She was smiling inwardly however, she knew without turning that his eyes were already glued to the deep 'V' of her black blouse, the lacy bra she was wearing barely supporting her breasts, hinting more than anything of what lay beneath.
She pulled a twenty from her purse placing it on the bar.
"Allow me."
"Thanks," Debra said, still not fully acknowledging his presence. She produced a cigarette and once again the sailor was Johnny on the spot, a tiny flame suddenly coming to life.
"Thanks again," she stated, this time turning slightly towards him though she cocked her head upwards allowing the smoke to blow away from his face. He was smiling, his eyes still very much focused on her tits.
Now came the hard part. It was time to let the guy know she wasn't just some gal that had stopped by from the office on her way home for a quick drink or two. She'd either be taking this sailor to bed shortly, or going for a walk. She allowed herself to glance over towards him more directly, now meeting his gaze as his eyes traveled upwards away from her tits back to her face. She smiled watching as he did.
"Don't get your hopes up," she told him without sounding haughty about it. But she noticed a slight frown come into his face. It was time to show her hand. "You couldn't afford me I'm sure," she added taking another drag on her cigarette turning away from him now so she couldn't see his added expression. "Would it be one of surprise? Shock? Or interest?" She waited, wondering.
"Oh?" Was all he said. At least he wasn't ready to throw in the towel quite yet. That was a good sign, so she turned back towards him, now crossing one of her long slender legs drawing his attention towards that as she shifted on her seat. She knew in doing so that she'd allowed him a very brief tantalizing peek at a good bit of her upper thighs while doing so. "You telling me you're a..."
"Whore," she finished for him. "Yeah, but not a cheap one either," she added now challenging him directly as she locked her eyes with his.
"I can see that," he said appreciatively, then lowering his voice as he spoke. "So...how much?"
"How much for what?" she responded. She had to be careful, even a guy in a Naval uniform could be undercover.
"For sex!" he said almost a little too loudly now. She laughed crushing her cigarette having also just polished off the rest of her drink.
"Depends on what you're looking for," she told him swinging herself around so that she appeared ready to leave.
"For a fuck!" he finally stated, no longer being the gentleman, which was always the way it was once they found out who they were dealing with. At least he'd whispered it this time.
"Two hundred for the hour, sixty for the room and yes, I already have one. After that we're on the clock and anything else we re-negotiate!"
He looked at her incredulously.
"Like I said, you can't afford me, thanks for the drink." Debra stood preparing to walk out the door.
"Wait!" he said swinging around joining her. Now it was her turn to be surprised. "Didn't say I can't afford it," he leered. "Just got in tonight, I have tons of money on me baby. Where too?"
She was relieved. "There's a motel just around the corner, room 147. Give me ten minutes, then meet me there," she told him and moved off before he could say or do anything else.
She noticed the thrown look from the bartender as she began to turn and walk away. Obviously he wasn't too happy at losing what had appeared to be a long-term drinking customer. She smiled, blowing him a kiss anyway.
#
The room was nice, certainly clean though small. She'd slept and fucked in nicer ones, but it was adequate for her purposes. And close to where she worked. So it saved time.
Debra hung her blouse as well as her skirt inside the small closet. She kept her brassier on, the "John" always got a charge out of removing it anyway, sort of like unwrapping a Christmas present. She always got a kick out of the smile's she got as the trick removed it. She wore no panties however, just matching black lace stockings and garters. It might have been 'old-fashioned' perhaps, but she never failed to get an additional look of appreciation and excitement whenever she wore them. Especially as she'd be lying on the bed, legs spread, already touching herself when he entered the room. That never failed to get things going quickly either.
She heard the knock, it was almost too soft. "Doors open," she spoke. Listening as the doorknob turned.
"Damn!" he said entering the room.
"You mind closing the door? Unless you want to pay extra for an audience," she advised him.
Sheepishly, he did so, stepping further on into the room, closing, and then locking it behind him. He reached in to the upper pocket of his Navy jumper producing a fairly large sized wad of bills.
"Lets get the preliminary's out of the way first shall we?" she began. "Show me your cock first, and it had better be hard, or we're not saying or doing anything more until it is."
Once again, he certainly 'looked' Navy, but she had to make sure that he still wasn't a cop. He walked over placing the cash on the top of the dresser, and then began undoing the front flap on his Navy bell-bottoms. Debra laughed.
"What's so funny?" he asked.
"Not laughing at you," she told him. "Was just wondering what the hell you do if you're really in a hurry," she asked. "With thirteen buttons to undo, I bet you really have to plan ahead whenever you've gotta take a piss right?"
"Actually...no," he said simply grinning at her. And then to her surprise, he pulled on the upper corner of the flap yanking it. It opened far quicker and far more easily than she could have ever possibly imagined.
"That's a neat trick," she admitted appreciatively.
"Yeah, works most of the time, though occasionally you can pop a button here or there. So don't usually do that every time," he informed her. More importantly however, Debra noticed his cock was nice and hard.
"So. What is it you want again?" she asked all business like, though she continued to lie there playing with herself as he watched, continuing to undress. In doing this, she knew she was raising his level of excitement, and more importantly about to make a bit more than was originally discussed, hopefully anyway.
"For the moment, I'm enjoying watching you," he told her.
"That one's on the house," she said grinning back at him. "For a few minutes anyway," she winked, but adding, "two hundred for the fuck."
She watched as he first counted out the money for the room, then for the fuck leaving the total in a separate pile on the dresser. He was naked now too, approaching the bed. She spun meeting him, presenting her back towards him. "You want to undo it? Or shall I?" she asked. His hands were already upon her undoing the clasp.
As expected, the moment her bra fell away from her breasts, his hands had replaced it. This was considered a 'free-bee', though she admitted she very much enjoyed having her tits fondled and caressed. Her nipples always had been super-sensitive anyway, and played with long enough, she had even climaxed by having them touched alone without doing anything else.
"How do you want me?" she asked after a time. She was aroused now herself, which always helped.
"How do you prefer it?" he asked ever the gentleman.
"Not about what I like," she countered. "You're the one paying for it, so you get to fuck me however you like it best."
He thought about it for only a moment or two. "How about, you straddling me?"
Debra smiled knowingly, already reaching over towards the nightstand tearing off one of the condoms from its package. Funny, but most of the time that was the request, her on top and in control, not that she minded, she didn't, it was far easier for her to have an orgasm that way too, and on top, she usually always did.
She popped the condom into her mouth, watching his delighted expression as she leaned over him. "Another free-bee as it were," she thought. But this was always a strange kind of treat too for one reason or another. She placed her mouth over the head of his prick, rolling the condom over his cock as she engulfed him. Once she'd done so, only then did she give him a quick, brief little suck or two, just one more additional special service, especially for someone in uniform.
"Damn, that felt good!" he acknowledged.
"You want more if it, that'll be extra," she advised. She saw his frown and felt bad for a moment. But she wasn't about to toss in any more free-bees for the time being anyway.
He said nothing more, so she straddled him, easing herself down. Having played with herself sufficiently before his arrival, she was wet, so she took him easily, her pussy slick with her juices. Even then, once she'd fully cunted him, she refrained from moving. They had plenty of time, the better part of an hour in fact. And whether or not he could come more than once in that time was up to him. If he was in a hurry and wanted to begin thrusting his cock inside her, well then it was after all his decision, and not hers to make. He seemed content to just lie there however, his prick embedded deeply within the confines of her pussy.
"Feels good!" he moaned pleasurably, taking her breasts within his hands as he began caressing them, touching, now teasing her nipples. Admittedly, she liked that, so she found herself in no real hurry, though she did flex her pussy muscles around him, teasing him that way, causing him to groan pleasurably. "Fuck! That's nice," he sighed.
Her nipples felt nice too. She liked the way he was rolling them between his fingers, slightly pinching each without causing pain, just on the edge of that, just how she liked it. Firm, but not too hard, little electrical like impulses running down from her breasts towards her clit, signaling it, causing it to spark with a sweet-feeling pleasure of its own.
At last he began moving in and out of her, slowly at first, then more firmly, urgently as the slickness of her pussy caressed him, exciting him further. "Oh baby!" he gasped as she began to stroke him harder now, impaling herself with nice full upward motions before crashing down upon his hard thick shaft.
"You like it huh?" she purred sensually, cunting him fully, now grinding against him in a circular motion with his prick embedded as deeply inside her as it was possible for it to be. "Like the way my pussy feels fucking your prick?" she asked once again, knowing full well that her dirty 'fuck-words' were having their desired affect on him.
"Oh fuck yes!" he hissed thrusting upwards even more deeply than he had been, causing Debra to catch her breath in turn as she felt the delicious sensation of his penis knocking at the door of her womb.
"Fuck me baby! Fuck me! Harder! Harder!" she cried out now in abandon, the pleasure her pussy now feeling edging her closer and closer towards her own real orgasm.
"Shit! Fuck! Suck! Cunt!" he cried out in single one-word sentences.
"Oh yeah baby, pinch my nipples, pull on them you bastard, come on, twist them you fuck!" she cried out as she felt the wetness beginning to form, pool, already threatening to explode even before he did. "You want to feel me squirt baby? Ever felt a woman squirting before? Want to feel my pussy bathing your big fat cock with lots and lots of pussy fucking juice?"
That did it for him. Debra heard his deep-throated groan of release, followed by the sudden lurch deep inside her as his prick exploded, showering the cavity of her now spasiming quim with his jisim.
Feeling his climax erupt, triggering her own, she relaxed allowing the liquid pleasures of her own sweet ecstasy to begin soaking his still thrusting prick, bathing his balls and ass with a mixture of her cream as well as his own as she sprayed him liberally with her essence.
# It had been a long hard week for her. Debra was looking forward to the evening. It was Friday and she was one step closer towards her goal. She stood on the corner briefly watching the traffic. Surprisingly it was light, both a good and a bad thing. Good that she'd be spotted easily, bad that it might be a while before someone actually stopped showing interest in her. And still she hadn't dressed like a real hard-core prostitute either. Though her skirt was certainly short, and the fact she wasn't wearing any panties, it wasn't that disconcernable that she wasn't unless she bent over slightly, which she would only do if asked to do so as a bit of a bargaining chip should it come down to that. She wasn't wearing as low-cut a blouse either, though wearing certainly a tight-fitting one around her full braless breasts. Her nipples stood hard, poking invitingly against the material of her knit blouse, invitation enough to anyone who might be interested. Looking up, she spotted a pair of headlights approach, the sudden veer over towards her as the car slowed. Debra smiled stepping away from the sidewalk into the street.
It was a sporty looking bright red Mustang convertible. Not too expensive, but expensive enough to tell her the guy had money. He pulled up next to her, almost pretending as though he had reason for doing so other than in speaking with her. Debra approached the car brazenly leaning against the passenger door looking in.
"Looking for some fun?" she questioned. He appeared nervous, glancing in his rearview mirror more than once as well as from side to side.
"Depends," he said simply looking all around him once again.
She figured this guy for a blowjob, so she started out with that. "How's a little head sound?" she asked, telling him what she was offering without being too obviously explicit. He knew what she was telling him of course.
"How much?"
"How about you showing me a nice hard cock before I say anything else," she told him.
"What if it isn't hard yet?" he tossed back.
"No problem, I'll wait," she said reaching up to thumb each of her still hard nipples, teasing them for him as she stood there. "Whenever..." she added smiling.
He looked about once again, a few cars passing them by, but none slowing or doing anything to cause him to be any more nervous than he already was. Finally he unzipped his pants producing a very nice hard erect cock. "How's this?" he asked.
"Nice," she replied. "What would you like me to do to it?"
"Suck it," he responded simply, adding, "How much?"
"One hundred if we stay in the car, that plus the cost of the room if you'd prefer to do that."
"Stay in the car," he told her. Debra opened the door slipping in to the passenger seat.
"There's a nice open parking lot at the grocery store around the corner from here," she explained. "A lot safer if we go there where you can keep an eye out for anyone," she instructed.
"Sounds good."
Debra had him pull into the place where most of the employees parked their cars. With two hours still to go before the store closed, the likelihood of any of the employee's coming out to go home now was remote. And most of the customers were too busy driving around trying to find closer parking places than this. It was reasonably safe, and backing in instead of pulling in forward, the 'John' would have an easier time being alert and aware of their surroundings.
She opened her purse producing a condom. "You have to use that? I'll pay extra to cum in your mouth," he told her.
Debra eyed him carefully, not that that was a for sure safe way to ascertain anything, truth was...it simply wasn't. But he did look professional, probably had a sweet sexy little wife waiting for him at home, though she probably didn't enjoy giving head, or as he'd asked...wouldn't allow the guy to come in her mouth either.
"That'll be another hundred," she told him. "And I won't swallow either," she informed him. He agreed.
She did like the way his cock looked. All nice and hard, the head of his prick purple and swollen just waiting to be sucked. So she did. Drawing him in-between her lips, just until she felt the ridge of his velvety little helmet, sucking just the tip as though it were an enormous nipple. His deep long moans assuring her that he was enjoying it.
"Keep your eyes opened," she warned him however. "Or you can suck yourself off," she added seriously.
Periodically looking up towards him to ensure that he did, Debra sucked, and then licked his prick like it was an ice-cream cone that was seriously melting. Though that was of course the farthest thing from actually happening. To her delight, he had also lifted the front of her knit top up and over her breasts, exposing them to his touch as his fingers toyed with her hard fat nipples as she continued sucking him, now moaning herself occasionally as her titty-pleasure continued to increase. Curiously she found as she leaned across him the way that she was, the corner edge of the seat was pressed against her pussy in a uniquely interesting way. With the additional stimulation of her breasts, slightly grinding herself as she sat sucking him, Debra realized with a little creative effort, she could actually climax this way.
"Hmm, tasty fucking prick!" she mouthed around his penis, tongue lapping at the head, tongue-fucking the tiny little eye-slit, slurping up the fat droplet of lubrication that her hand had managed to squeeze out. "You gonna cum hard for me baby?" She now asked. "You gonna squirt lots and lots of that creamy cock juice into my mouth for me? You wanna watch it dribble out of the corners of my mouth so you can see it do you?" she asked still sucking him.
"Oh fuck yes," he barely managed. "Oh fuck that feels good!" he added in a long drawn out moan of pure pleasure. Moments later he was filling her mouth with his cream, feeling her as she sucked it, draining him until there was simply too much for her to contain. Only then did she wickedly allow it to seep from her mouth, taking decadent pleasure as she soiled his pants as well as the nice leather seat he was sitting on.



#
Debra sat at her kitchen table counting out the stacks of currency she had in front of her.
"Well? How much more are we going to need?" her husband asked.
Debra turned to face him. "I'd say another three or four blowjobs, perhaps a nice long fuck for good measure," she announced. "That should give us more than enough to cover expenses and any contingencies," she said grinning.
"Good! Right on schedule then," her husband beamed approvingly.
"Yeah John, we're getting there!" Debra said happily. "So honey, what do you want to do this Friday?"
"Oh I don't know, been a while since you've come into the office. How about I send Christy home early, cancel my last two appointments. You come in as a patient, I'll give you a little gas and take advantage of you that way."
"I'll still get paid won't I?" Debra asked him.
"Sure honey, hell babe...Whores go to the dentist too you know. Only in this case, I'll be drilling you with something else while you lay in the chair. Been a while since we've done that you know."
Debra smiled, it had been. "Ok, but can we do the sailor in the bar thing one more time at least? I really, really like that one!" she told John. "And besides, I love the way you still fit into that old uniform."
It was perhaps an unorthodox way to save up for their vacation, but it had sure as hell been one of the most exciting.
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Danny had been but a young boy the day the meteor fell from the sky nearly hitting him in the head. He'd felt the 'swish' as it passed by his ear, almost like the sound of a bullet traveling at high speed. And for a moment, he'd actually thought that to be the case until realizing he'd not heard the rapport of a gun being fired. Turning, he saw where the earth had been impacted just behind him. It was hard to miss in the wheat field. As tiny as the rock ended up being when he uncovered it, it had torn up the ground a good foot in nearly every direction.
His parents had died when he was a mere baby, now raised by his grandparents on the small farm they ran and owned. He had taken the lumpy, pockmarked stone to his grandfather to look at, telling him how it had fallen from the sky nearly killing him. His grandfather had laughed, tussling his hair shrugging it off with a, "That's a good one Danny boy," which as far as it ever went.
Danny added the small dollar-sized meteorite to his rock collection, where it sat for the next ten years.
#
It was the day of the fire that changed Danny's life forever. Changing it in ways he could never have begun to even imagine.
His grandfather had died two years earlier. Old, tired and unable to continue running the small farm they once had, Danny's grandfather eventually sold out to a large conglomerate at a reasonably decent price, with one small concession. His grandmother was to remain in their small but modest home on a tiny one acre parcel of land until her death. After which, the remaining property would then be taken over by the property owners who had purchased the land.
His grandmother had died in that fire. Danny had been away at school at the time, summoned home upon hearing the news of her death. There were suspicions about the origination of the fire and how it had started. But nothing was ever proven. All that was salvageable was a few smoke damaged odd and ends, along with his old rock collection.
He'd received a modest amount from an old insurance policy as well as a long-standing trust fund left by his parents. Together, he managed to use that money to buy a small run-down shop that had once been an old bakery. It had living quarters upstairs, more than adequate for his needs and sufficient space downstairs for the business he had always wanted to run. So it was that Danny became a florist. And not the kind of florist that sold long stemmed roses, or made boutonnières for Prom night. Danny sold only potted plants and flowers, things that were alive and meant to stay alive with nurturing tender care.
He made a pretty good profit, and slowly his business grew. In time he had gotten busy enough that he'd had to hire on additional part-time help. Fresh out of high school, he'd hired on a young woman with a love and an affinity for plants nearly as great as his own. And the fact that Stacy was attractive was purely a bonus. Especially as Danny was at the age of 24, still a virgin.
"Danny? What's this?" she asked him one day.
All that remained of his past life had been his rock collection. He had placed it inside a glass case where it sat in the front window of his shop as a reminder to him of how he'd gotten started. Stacy stood holding the small little pockmarked meteor within her hand.
"Is this what I think it is?" she asked.
Danny was pleased that someone at least actually recognized it for what it was. He walked over to her about to tell her the story of how he'd found it when he noticed a small tiny bit of green fungus growing along one edge. It was hardly even noticeable, but it had never been there before now.
Gently, he touched the small pinprick growth with his finger. It tingled, or at least he seemed to think that it did. So he touched it again, but this time felt nothing. "That's interesting," he thought. Rather than replacing the stone back inside the case with the others, he instead set it within one of his potted plants wondering if he watered it, cultivated it, that perhaps more of the fungus might indeed continue to grow.
For years Danny had had this tiny little voice inside his head, something he'd always considered as a sixth-sense, telling him to nurture, taking care of the plants he'd grown so fondly of, almost like having children of his own in some ways, and so he did. In the days, weeks and month's ahead, those sensations, that voice became clearer, stronger, almost speaking to him as though it were a separate entity altogether.
For a time, Danny periodically checked his little rock to see if anything more was happening. But the small patch of fungus never really changed or grew. It remained as it was, even when he placed it more directly in sunlight, watered it more, watering it less. Nothing ever changed, and so he left it, forgetting all about it once again.
He and Stacy took turns opening the shop and closing it. Today was her turn to open. But as was usually the case, once awake, Danny couldn't fall back to sleep. He knew Stacy would come in early, she always did. With nothing better to do, Danny got up, dressed and headed downstairs to the shop. He had reached the top of the stairs when he froze. Looking down, he could see Stacy as she stood deadheading some of the live roses they actually carried. He smiled, pleased at the thought that she was just as enthralled with her work as he was. About to call out to her, telling her "good-morning" the words stuck in his throat as he watched her lean over, lifting her tee shirt. Curiously, she then rubbed each and every one of the tiny rose buds against her nipples, as though using them to kiss herself with. Now his respect for her diminished within the span of a heartbeat. If she was in fact doing nothing more than some sort of decadent kinky little activity with his plants, then he would have no more of it. She was done here!
"You want to tell me just what the hell it is that you're doing?" he blurted as he came down the stairs. He'd caught her by surprise, she turning red-faced as she fought and lost the battle for a brief moment in trying to cover up her exposed breasts.
"I'm sorry, I didn't realize you were even up yet!" she stammered by way of explanation.
"I can see that!" Danny spat furiously. "What I want to know is, what the fuck are you doing to my plants?"
In all the time they had worked together, he had never once used any form of profanity around her whatsoever. In doing so, he told her in simple quick terms just how truly upset he really was.
"Danny? Please listen to me for a moment, give me a chance to explain!" she said pleadingly. He did like her, or at least had liked her. So deciding to give her the benefit of the doubt, he walked over to her and stood.
"Go ahead, but it better be good," he said sternly. He waited patiently, Stacy was obviously thinking about what to say, merely confirming his own suspicions that she was going to come up with some far-out hair-brained justification for what he had just witnessed. And as she began, that's exactly what he heard as she explained.
"I've been doing something," she told him. "I can't really explain why, the only thing I can really do is to show you."
Stacy led him over to the other side of the isle where another batch of potted roses stood growing. "You see these?" she asked.
"Yes, of course," Danny replied irritably.
"Look at them, then come back over here and look at these!" Danny did so. To the novice, the untrained eye, there was hardly any difference. But Danny saw the difference almost immediately. One side of the isle, the roses seemed to have a sharper color, a darker sheen to their leaves.
"So?" he asked. "Yeah, there's a difference...so?" he repeated asking again.
"So...this side I've been letting the roses kiss my nipples, but not on this side," she announced as though it made perfect sense.
"I'm still not following. You mean to tell me that the roses over here are doing better because you've been rubbing your tits on them?" he questioned actually laughing.
He could tell in speaking that he had indeed hurt her feelings, she appeared ready to cry. "Yes Danny, that's exactly what I'm trying to tell you!"
"And why would you even do that?" he asked her. "What made you even think about doing that in the first place?" He could see by his question to her, that she really didn't have an answer for that one.
"All I know is this. One day I was back here working, doing what I usually do, snipping off dead leaves, pruning all that stuff. Anyway, a bee suddenly flew down the front of the blouse I was wearing. I quickly ripped it off, not wanting to hurt the bee, but not wanting to get stung either. And I know...that you know, I hardly if ever wear a bra. Not like I have big boobs...you already know that, especially now," she added.
Danny felt his face flush slightly. "Go on," he said defensively, covering his own embarrassment.
"Anyway, no sooner had I removed it, I had this feeling, hard to explain, hard to even try to explain it. But then this thought popped into my head, more like a request, a suggestion than anything else. I heard the words, or thought I did anyway...'feed me!'"
"Feed me?"
"Yeah...feed me! And that's when I turned."
"Turned?"
"Yeah, turned. I thought for a moment that maybe it was you who I'd heard, so I turned."
"With your blouse off."
"Yeah, but I wasn't really thinking about that for some reason, I just knew I was supposed to turn, so I did."
This time Danny didn't comment, waiting for her to continue, which she did.
"Anyway, as I turned, one of my boobs brushed up against one of the roses. When it did, I felt this tingle course through my nipple, just like someone had kissed it. And I don't mind telling you Danny, and in fact I will. I've only let one boy ever feel me up, or kiss my breasts, just one. But it felt exactly like that, just like someone had kissed it when that happened."
Admittedly, Danny felt a slight tingle travel up his spine when she spoke. "Then what happened?"
"Well nothing else really, not that day anyway. But the next day. I came in to do my usual stuff, and I noticed that that particular rose had suddenly bloomed, it shouldn't have, not that soon anyway. But it had. Even more importantly however, the color on just that one bud was more vivacious, richer, deeper in color than any of the others. Additionally, that single bud out lasted all the others holding both its shape as well as it's color. That's when I decided to experiment."
"By letting the other buds kiss your nipples."
"Exactly. But I wanted to make sure that it was having the affect I thought it would for some reason. So I purposely refrained from doing that to any of these roses on this side, but doing it to each and every one of the roses on this side," she said pointing. "And as you can see Danny, all of these are doing a hell of a lot better than those!"
Once again Danny checked both sides of the isle. There was no mistaking it, the roses she'd been allowing to caress her breasts did in fact appear to be doing better than the others, far healthier looking, much more vivacious, fuller...stronger.
"Tell me, which rose was it?" he asked.
"This one!" she drew his attention towards. "The one with your little meteorite still sitting in it!"
Danny reached for, picking up the long forgotten little stone. He turned it, and then gasped. Though the fungus hadn't grown much, there was now dead-center within the middle of the patch, a teeny-tiny little stem that stood out from it a good one quarter of an inch, much like a feeler off a sprouting potato,
"Damn Stacy, look at this!" he said holding up the stone for her to see. "It's growing! Whatever the hell it is, it's actually growing!" #
"Ok, look Stacy, I'm sorry. You've convinced me. Whatever the hell it is that's going on here, I think...it's got something to do with this meteor!"
"So now what?" she asked equally curious.
"You willing to do something for me?" he asked.
"Sure, name it!"
"Rub this against your boob."
"Ok," she paused briefly. "Sure, why not?" Lifting her tee shirt, she pressed the little stone against her breast, specifically the tiny little white tentacle. The moment she did, her eyes popped open even wider than they had been.
"What?"
"Oh my!" she exclaimed.
"What? What?" Danny repeated. She was blushing.
"I felt it!"
"Felt what?"
"Here, down here! I felt it here!" she said, then stood, slipping her hand down between her legs as though mesmerized.
"Stacy?" She continued touching herself. "Stacy!" Danny yelled loudly, only then breaking her almost hypnotic like trance.
"Fuck!" she exclaimed.
Not only had he never used that word, nor any other around her before now, neither had she. Hearing her say it both shocked as well as alarmed him. "What happened?" he asked worriedly.
"God Danny, I don't know. Suddenly, I felt a little strange, more like being really, really horny!" she was blushing again, profusely this time. "Like I said Danny, I've only let one other boy ever touch me, but only my breasts. I'm actually still a virgin. But that doesn't mean I don't think about it, or have those thoughts or desires, because I do. And it was sort of like that, that feeling, that 'itch' between my legs that I sometimes get, that horny feeling!" she left off without adding anything further. "You're telling me that touching this rock made you horny?"
She grinned at him, wickedly. "Yeah, I guess you could say that it did!"
Before he knew what was even going on, Stacy crossed the few short steps between them, closing on him, and then kissing him. The feel of her still exposed breasts pressing against his chest sending additional shock waves of both surprise as well as delight as they stood there together. Danny set the rock down on the table, embracing her now, his hands slowly running up along side of her, finding her breasts.
"Make love to me Danny, please! Make love to me!"
"Here? Now?" he questioned incredulously.
"Yes! Right here! Right now!"
"But I don't know...I've never...shit Stacy! I'm still a virgin!"
She grinned. "So am I? Remember?"
#
Before either one had a chance to think about what they were doing, or about to do, they stood naked. Stacy, bending over leaning against the table of potted plants. "Fuck me Danny, please...fuck me!" she pleaded wantonly in a voice and tone he had never heard her ever use before. And for himself, the feeling of pure unadulterated lust coursed through his entire being like wildfire, his cock rigid, harder than he ever remembered it ever being before. Without so much as a care as to any possible damage or injury he might cause her, Danny stood, mounting her from behind and thrust!
He penetrated her deeply, completely all at once. She allowed a brief tiny yell of discomfort, now moaning deeply as Danny began to thrust in and out of her without hesitation. His orgasm, as well as hers were upon them both before either of them really knew it. The time of their coupling hardly worth mentioning so fast had it been and occurred from start to finish. But then they were finished. Danny spurting his seed deep inside her, Stacy moaning, groaning and then convulsing spasmodically about him as she came, adding her own sweet nectar to his, that now began to pool, running down the side of her leg.
"Danny?"
"Yeah?" he said stepping away finally, a feeling of embarrassment as well as guilt suddenly seizing him.
"Look!" Stacy exclaimed in surprise. "Look!"
He did, and saw what had once been a tiny little tentacle, had grown out to incredible proportions, reaching for, and wrapping itself around the upper thigh of her leg. There it rested, bathing itself in the tiny little stream of their mutual climax as it ran down her leg.
"Feed me!"
"Danny? Did you hear that? Tell me you heard that!"
"Feed me!" the voice came again.
He was staring at her, at the rock with its long narrow arm. "I did," he said softly. "God help us, I did!"
#
By the end of the week, the thing was no longer a long white little tentacle growing outside of the rock. It had become a good-sized fern looking like plant with a multitude of overlapping leaves, each one with swirls of color, reds, blues, yellows and oranges. Including a color that neither one of them had ever seen in anyway shape or form before. There was no word for it, no color that could match it in the spectrum of the rainbow. And though Danny knew the rock existed somewhere within the bushy like plant, any time he had gone in search of it, the leaves had stung him, not painfully, but just enough to warn him away from searching any further. Otherwise, either he or Stacy could in fact touch the plant without any sensation at all, unless and until it became hungry again. When it did, they would hear the words becoming now all too familiar with them.
"Feed me!"
They would stand, making love next to it, the long white feeler sometimes wrapping itself around Danny's prick, even as he stood thrusting in and out of Stacy's cunt. When they had climaxed, only then did the long white finger disappear somewhere deep inside the recess of the now much fuller, thicker looking plant.
By the end of the month, it looked more like a medium sized bush, the upper portion of which now taking shape, resembling something more humanoid in nature, though without any real distinguishable features. And, it had begun saying more than simply, "feed me!"
Like a child learning to speak, it's few words and sentences were short and choppy. They had also learned it was purely telepathic when speaking to them. They had tried using a tape recorder, hearing themselves speaking, knowing as they did and had been, that so to had the plant. Especially as they had held out from feeding it, ensuring that it was not only ravenous, but extremely excited. It had been in fact a mistake doing that. One in which they would never do again.
They had stood by listening to its ever-increasing pleas to be fed. Finally, as Stacy stood off to one side of it, it reached out faster than either one of them could have moved, enfolding her, not with arms, but more of a wing-like embrace, pulling her into itself. There it held her, Danny listening to a hiss-like sound that he knew and took as a threatened warning. Transfixed, he saw it as the leafs, more like individual feathers now, independent of one another, worked yet together as they pulled off first her tee shirt, then lifting her upwards most easily, her shorts as well as her panties until she hung suspended nakedly in mid-air.
As for Stacy, only the brief moment when the bush-like plant seized her, did she appear in the least alarmed. Mere seconds after that, her look became serene, then lusty as it continued to hold her there, the feather-like leaves caressing her body all at once. She had hung there, her own hands now held against the leafy-like hands of the creatures upon her breasts, guiding them, circling her nipples, teasing them, showing it how in a bizarre way, to pleasure herself. She soon did the same when it came to actually masturbating herself, her fingers at first guiding those of the plant, then allowing it to feather her on it's own. The hiss Danny had heard moments ago, now becoming more of a gentle soft humming sound that continued in vibration until Stacy, along with the plant seemed to reach a crescendo of pleasure, succumbing to it. She cried out in total and complete ecstasy, as now did the plant as the humming reached a pitch inside Danny's mind that nearly drove him to his knees. Amazingly, Stacy had appeared unaffected by any of it. Only when finally lowered, the plant retreating away from her, did she regain any sense of awareness, and even then, absolutely no memory of what had just occurred prior to her first standing there before being grabbed.



"You're sure you're ok?" he'd asked her worriedly.
"I'm fine Danny," she'd assured him. "But I don't remember any of it, not a single thing!"
It had taken nearly ten minutes for the affects of whatever the plant had used upon her to wear off. By then he'd redressed her, sitting her down where she slowly came around, momentarily bewildered as though waking up from a dream, though unable to remember it.
Danny had closed the shop shortly after that, taking Stacy upstairs to his rooms until he could be sure she was truly all right.
"You really don't remember any of it?" he'd asked once again.
"No. One moment I was standing there, the next, I was sitting. I thought for a second I had had some sort of brain-fart or something, because I was absolutely clueless how I could have gone from doing one thing to the other without remembering that I had."
"That thing is dangerous," Danny said after a few moments reflection. "We need to destroy it, get rid of it," he told her. "But let's get you home first, take the day off tomorrow, rest and relax. Give me a day to think of some way to kill it," he finished.
Danny drove Stacy home. By the time he returned, entered the shop, every single plant, tree, bush, flower that had once existed had been destroyed, all except for the creature itself that stood in the middle of all that destruction.
"No kill. Me kill," it said simply.
#
By the end of the second month, the thing had tripled in size, now standing a good ten feet, the top of it's even more humanoid like head just brushing the top of the stores ceiling.
After the incident upstairs, there had been no further discussion about destroying the creature. Not there anyway. They had in fact driven five miles away, once again risking it, talking openly about finding some means to actually kill the creature. Upon his return home back to the shop, all appeared just as he'd left it, telling him that whatever range the thing had, it was at least limited.
"Maybe it can't always hear us," Stacy had offered. "Maybe it actually sleeps."
"We don't know that. Hell Stacy, we don't know anything about it other than what we do know, and that isn't much. It's a sex-crazed plant is about all we honestly do know. That, and it seems to be able to double in size every thirty days or so, though it does appear to be slowing somewhat. But even at this rate, we're running out of time. Another month, and it will be too fucking big to even deal with!"
"So what are we going to do?" she'd asked.
"I don't know Stacy, I honestly don't know."
#
There was an even bigger problem to deal with however. The plant had gone from needing to be fed every two or three days, to daily now. The affects of which were beginning to show on Stacy. Constantly ravenous herself now, continually eating, she was still losing weight, and now she had darkened bags under her eyes making her look even more sickly as well.
"Until we can think of something, we're going to have to find a way to supplement its eating habits," Danny had told her. "It's already asked me to move it into the back room, so I'm thinking it's already arrived at the same conclusion itself. Yesterday, when Mrs. Anderson came into the store, I'd gone into the back to grab her another bag of potting soil. When I returned, she was standing there with this stupefied expression on her face. With the 'Plant' standing so close next to her, I had no doubt it had sampled her after a fashion. A few seconds later she sort of popped back in, her expression confused momentarily as though she had dozed off."
"Just like what happened to me."
"Exactly. After that, I heard it say, 'Move me!'"
"Move me?"
"Yeah...Move me, and then, I got this image, where it came from I don't know, but this sudden image of one of those big rolling push carts we use for the really big stuff. I could see it sitting on top of one of those."
"Oh great, now it wants mobility!"
"Yeah, that's what I was thinking too Stacy. Whatever we are going to do, we better do it in a hurry, because I fear we really are running out of time. But at the same time, we're going to have to find a way to feed it, other than using you all the time. If we don't, it's going to use you all up, and I think we both know that," he told her worriedly.
#
It took every thing they had to move it onto one of the large flats they used for moving bulk items. Rolling the creature into the back area at least got it out of the way for simple walk-in customers. But its hunger was growing insatiably. For the moment, all they could do was feed it until they could come up with some way to destroy the thing.
"Good morning Mrs. Stevens!" Danny stated as a long time customer of his came into the store. "What can we do for you this morning?" he asked.
"I'm looking for some petunias," she smiled. "I have the entire south-side of the garden area that I want to fill with them."
Danny shot Stacy a knowing look. They'd been waiting for the perfect opportunity all morning. The creature had already expressed it was growing impatient, hungry. Stacy had stayed out of the back area entirely at Danny's suggestion, but they couldn't afford to wait much longer.
"I'll be right with you!" he told her. "Stacy? Can I see you for a moment please?"
He met her near the back door. "Keep an eye on things up here," he told her conspiratorially. "I doubt it will take too long, the things really hungry," he added unnecessarily. "Just make sure no one comes back here."
"You sure this is going to work?" she asked nervously.
"I hope so," was all he could say. "As long as she doesn't remember anything, it should!"
Danny walked back to where Mrs. Stevens was patiently waiting. "Mrs. Stevens? I think we have plenty of petunias for you to choose from. If you'd like to follow me into the back?"
He led her to the door, opening then holding it for her as she entered. "This way," he said leading her down one of the long isles his eyes locked on to the 'thing' now as he turned pointing towards several tables filled with multicolored flats of petunias.
"Perfect!" the woman said smiling.
"I'll get you a cart so we can put whatever you wish to purchase on it for carry out," Danny suggested. He'd positioned Mrs. Stevens perfectly. And as expected, the creature suddenly reached out grabbing her, enfolding the woman within its leafy wings. There was but a brief momentary look of surprise, but then it was gone. Her face now serene, relaxed. Danny watched as the creature slowly, methodically began undressing its dinner.
In doing so, Danny also realized this was not going to be a 'fast-food' type of meal. They had let the creature go too long, it was going to take its time and savor the delicacy that it had been given. Danny had no choice but to stand there and watch. Whenever the creature was done, he would need to help redress and reposition her when she woke, then hope and pray that she wouldn't freak out by her momentary lapse in awareness.
It had picked the woman up like a rag-doll. Its feathered leaves working independent, yet coordinated with one another as it peeled her like a banana, dropping away her clothing faster than one might imagine. As each item fell to the floor, Danny scrambled picking her clothing up, setting it off to the side in preparation for redressing her when the thing was finally done feeding off her.
"Feeding," Danny mused as he now watched in revulsion as the creature lifted her slightly higher. For the first time, Danny saw what appeared to be a dark green sheath suddenly emerge from somewhere within the tangle of folded feathery leafs. He watched in abject fascination, as the creature seemed to 'skin' itself, much like pulling back on the foreskin of a penis, the sudden appearance of a white tipped bark-like prick emerging. Danny nearly turned his head away, so repulsed by this, but watched anyway as the creature slowly slid it's Xylem-like prick inside her, and began fucking her with it. "Not feeding, fucking," Danny thought to himself. They weren't feeding it. They were sacrificing to it so that it could simply fuck and thus temporarily satisfy it's obvious carnal needs.
"Hmm, fuck me!" Danny heard for the first time. The chills now coursing up and down his spine. The creature had somehow made the connection, changing what it had been calling it, to what it really and actually was. And worse, Danny could almost feel as well as hear the mirth in its words as he heard them over and over again.
"Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!"
Danny spun, hearing the sound of the double doors opening behind him. Stacy had heard it too, unable to keep her curiosity at bay. Danny tossed her an angry look. She stepped out, allowing the doors to close behind her once again.
"Shit!" Danny thought, turning back towards the creature as it extended poor Mrs. Stevens out even further away from itself, now slamming her onto it's thick extended shaft with abandon, all the while its words being spoken over and over again.
"Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!"
#
The thing held her, caressing her, using her everywhere at once. It was bad enough watching all that, but the expression on the poor woman's face was one of pure unbridled ecstasy. There was no mistaking it, though she might not be aware consciously of what was occurring, her body certainly was. The thing played with her enormous breasts. Danny stood, sickeningly mesmerized by it, watching as it's leafy, feathery like fingers toyed with the tips of her nipples, brushing them, teasing them.
"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" it now simply said, repeating itself over and over again. But worse, Mrs. Stevens was herself moaning, crying out in pleasure now, adding her own eerie little words to the bizarre coupling now taking place. "Fuck!'
"Me!" she said
"Fuck!'
"Me!"
"Fuck!"
"Me!"
As big as the creature's phallus was, Danny couldn't help but wonder if it would cause the poor woman damage. Later, much, much later, once she was back home, would she not wonder at the tenderness?" Danny considered. This really was getting out of hand. If they didn't come up with a solution, and soon...somebody eventually would begin to wonder and start asking questions.
"Fuck!"
"Me!" she was giggling happily, the creature thrusting in and out of her now with a rapidity that caused it's leafy-bushy form to shimmer, shaking almost violently. And then it climaxed!
The shrill of its release drove Danny down to the floor on his knees. He could almost hear the things cry of ecstasy as it reverberated inside his mind, echoing like thunder, though the high-pitched shrill of pleasure emanating from it more like a wail, until Danny realized that was in fact Mrs. Steven's crying out in her own orgasmic bliss.
#
Danny barely managed to catch her before she toppled to the ground. The creature now spent, once again silent unmoving. Hurriedly he called out for Stacy, and then began dressing her as rapidly as it was possible for him to do. Stacy joined him moments later.
They had gotten her dressed, Danny having also loaded the cart with several flats, hoping he'd not over done it. He now stood holding her, feeling her slowly beginning to come around. Timing was everything. As her legs took on strength, he waited until the last possible moment before stepping away. She swayed momentarily, and then seemed to come into herself.
"Is there anything else we can do for you today Mrs. Stevens?" Danny asked cheerfully.
She looked at him curiously for a moment, her face showing a brief expression of bewilderment. She glanced down at the cart full of flowers. "Ah no, no...that should be it," she stammered slightly, then looked back towards him and smiled. "Sorry," she added. "I seem to have spaced off there for a second. Must be the heat!" she offered.
"Yes, it is going to be a rather hot one today," Danny agreed. "I wouldn't recommend you trying to plant these until much later this evening, or even preferably tomorrow morning. As long as you keep them wet, they should be ok."
"Thank you," she said then followed Danny out to the front where she paid for her purchases.
#
Their days were becoming nightmares, over and over, the same routine. Selecting someone, then ushering them out back under the pretense of showing them selections. The sudden attack, the mind-numbing altering capture by the sentient being, then the diatribe of the creature as it took its pleasure from its victims.
"Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!"
And there had been one too many close calls. As in the case of Ms. Brown, who turned out to be a Mr. Brown. Obviously something that had been kept as a well-guarded secret in this quiet, tiny little community. Upon realizing this, Danny wondered briefly if the creature would become violent, angry at this unusual discovery. But to his shock and horror however, if anything, the creature seemed to enjoy this sudden unexpected diversity.
Danny stood motionless, paralyzed as the thing buggered Mr. Brown from behind. Worse, watching, as the creature seemed to enjoy stroking the poor man's prick, watching as Mr. Brown eventually climaxed simultaneously with the now big bushy tree. Danny saw the poor man's spunk fall upon several of the creature's lower limbs. Amazingly, within seconds, all that sperm had been absorbed into its leaves.
When Danny and Stacy returned later, where those droplets of semen had approximately landed, the leaves were now even greener, healthier looking.
"Water...me!" It had now added to its repertoire "Water me!"
Danny reached for the hose; not fully understanding the sentient's intent.
"No! You! Water...me!" It spoke.
"Ah Danny?" Stacy spoke actually trying to hold back a smile. "I think it wants you to jerk off on it!"
"No fucking way!"
"Way!" Stacy assured him.
Danny stood looking towards the creature with an incredulous expression on his face. "I'm not sure that I can Stacy. I mean the idea of actually doing that."
"Oh, so it's ok if the damn thing stands there and fondles me, but its not ok if you simply jerk off all over it?" she asked.
She had a point there.
"And one more thing," she added. "This thing never IS ever...going to fuck me either! I don't care how many women, or men...we have to lure back in here. This thing is never touching me again! I can't even stand the thought of it slipping its, its...big woody prick or whatever the hell you call it, into me! Even the thought of that makes me sick!"
"Then don't think of it in those terms," Danny suggested. "Think in biological terms, call it a Xylem," he suggested. "That's how I have to think of it myself."
"That would make it easier," she agreed. "But it's still waiting for you to 'water' it," she reminded him, as it now did as well.
"Water...me!"
"Shit!" Danny said unzipping his pants.
"Maybe if I helped?" Stacy asked.
"Well, that would make it easier," Danny sighed in relief as Stacy began working him up enough to water the plant.
#
After closing that night, they had driven the five miles to a nearby park. After several semi-dangerous 'tests', they had finally determined there really was a limitation in its abilities. At least here they could talk freely, safely.
"It's getting worse each and every day," Stacy concurred after they'd been chatting for a while. "At some point, something's going to go wrong, or someone's going to remember something."
"I know," Danny responded. "But so far I haven't been able to come up with anything. And worse, you know as well as I do, the minute either one of us even thinks in terms of harming it, it defends itself with that ability to pervade your thoughts, that shrill sound that's dropped me to my knees more than once!"
"What are we going to do?" Stacy said asking the obvious. But it was a rhetorical question anyway.
"I don't know Stacy, all we can do is wait. Wait for whatever opportunity presents itself, no matter what it might be, then act on it. That's about all we can do. Because whatever we do, we can't plan it because it will know about it even before we act on anything!"
"So in the meantime, we keep feeding it women to fuck, and you keep masturbating on it whenever it asks for it," she stated simply.
"Yeah, sort of gives me the creeps just thinking about that too!" he admitted. "Though you jerking me off does help quite a bit," he added.
"Danny?"
"Yeah?"
"Make love to me."
"Here?" He said looking about. They were alone.
"Yeah, here. Right now!" she said already beginning to remove her clothing. Danny kissed her, his excitement building as he spread out his clothing for her to lie on, then entered her softly, tenderly.
Back at the shop, the creature stood happily jerking itself off. "Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" it repeated excitedly to itself. The crystal clear image of Danny making love to Stacy on the lawn at the park very much on its mind while it did.
#
Two days later it had been Stacy's turn to open the shop. As she still did, she had come in even earlier than that in order to give each of the new budding roses a nipple kiss. Something she had continued doing, though grateful that all were located in the front of the flower shop, and not in the back where the sound of the creature could even now be heard as it propelled itself slowly up and down the isle on it's make-shift rolling legs.
Danny had actually slept in. He and Stacy had shared a long exhausting, but pleasurable night of lovemaking at her place. It was the sound of her scream that woke him. Startled, Danny jumped from his bed wearing nothing more than his under-shorts, sprinting down the stairs where he saw Stacy standing there.
"What's wrong?" he called out worriedly. Stacy turned looking up towards him as he made his way down the rest of the stairs.
"It scared me!" she stated more calmly now. Having arrived by her side, Danny could see why. The thing had propelled itself through the swinging double doors where it now sat, half in and half out of the two rooms.
"What?" Danny actually found himself asking it. "What is it you want now?"
With a 'thump' a small dirt clod landed on the floor just beside the creatures rolling cart. Danny stood motionless looking at it, then slowly approached nervously picking up the clay-like looking substance. He almost dropped it again. Along one side sat a mossy green patch of newly formed fungus.
"Feed it!"
"Shit!" Danny exclaimed out loud. "Not another one!"
"FEED IT!" The creature repeated almost angrily this time, the soft buzz of its angry shrill only then forming inside Danny's mind.
"Ok, ok!" he answered, appeasing it momentarily. "What is it you want us to do?"
The image that came to Danny's mind as well as Stacy's was repulsive in nature. He spun looking towards her. "No fucking way!" she stated simply. In seconds, Danny was down on his knees in shear blinding agony. Unaffected for reasons unknown to her, Stacy stood watching Danny as he rolled on the floor writhing in agony.
"Fuck! All right! All right!" she relented. "Leave him alone, please don't hurt him any more, I'll do it! I'll do it!"
Mercifully, Danny felt the torturous shrill suddenly soften, not quite going away, remaining in the back recess of his mind like a warning buzz. "Don't do it Stacy!" he moaned, still feeling the after affects of his torment.
"I don't have a choice," Stacy said softly, then dropped to her knees in front of where the creature sat waiting for her. Seconds later, his hard stiff leafy shaft appeared from somewhere within the depths of its thick foliage, the white tip suddenly appearing, lengthening.
"Feed it!" they both heard once again.
Though she felt as though she were about to gag, throwing up, Stacy began sucking the stock-like wooden stick. As she did, she felt a quivering sense of pleasure through its appendage that again repulsed her, though she continued. Danny could only lie there on the floor, still not fully recovered yet as he saw her giving what they both now referred to it as, 'The cunt-fucking beast' a blowjob.



Moments later, it again quivered, then shook in ecstasy as it poured it's fluid into her waiting mouth.
"Feed it! Feed it! Feed it!" the creature repeated.
Twice nearly vomiting, Stacy scrambled over towards the clump that now sat on one of the tables. Opening her mouth, she allowed the dark thick sap-like fluid to pour from her mouth over the clump upon the table. She continued to spit until she was sure she had every ounce of fluid out of her mouth, even then grabbing the hose she'd been using to water the plants with, using that to rinse with until she could no longer sense or feel any residue.
"Are you ok?" Danny asked her.
"Yes, you?"
"I'm sorry," came his only response. "Was it bad?"
"Not really, no," she admitted. "Tasted a lot like maple syrup," she confessed though still wiping at her mouth with her tee shirt even though she'd fully revealed her breasts in doing so.
"Great, now I'll never be able to eat pancakes again," Danny stated, trying to make light of the moment.
"You and me both," she told him a bit more seriously.
But they both knew without saying it, now there were two.
#
The following day, Danny had stood by watching poor Mrs. Stevens as she knelt on the floor in front of the creature sucking it off. In a sick-twisted way, he had stood in awe of what he was seeing, disbelief, yet a sick pleasure at watching, his own prick becoming aroused, so much so that he had finally had to turn away until the beast was finished. Leading her towards the small clump still sitting on the table, Mrs. Stevens deposited the thick golden sap over the small lump until Danny was sure she'd spit most if not all of it out. He had then stood, dabbing at the inside of her mouth with a paper towel, the whole time poor Mrs. Stevens standing there glassy-eyed, zombie-like while he did.
"God, I just hope she doesn't ever remember doing this!" he thought silently to himself. Minutes later, he was escorting her out front where she kept licking her lips curiously.
"Funny," she had actually said. "I had eggs benedict this morning for breakfast, but I have this aftertaste like having had pancakes with maple syrup instead!"
Danny merely smiled, saying good-bye and thankfully watched her leave. "I'll be in the back," he told Stacy. "Now it wants me to water it too."
"You want me to help?" she asked knowing how much Danny hated doing this.
"No, I'll manage," he told her. "Just keep an eye on things up here, hopefully it won't take too long."
Though he hadn't experienced that particular little nasty himself, he could almost taste maple syrup in his own mouth as well. Grabbing a coke from the machine, he walked into the back taking a big healthy swig from his drink, and then stumbled on the hose that he'd left carelessly laying on the floor in front of him. Reaching out with his free hand, he just managed to catch the edge of the table steadying himself, and keeping himself from falling. His coke unfortunately spilled, throwing out a streamer of fluid, which fell directly on the creature as it sat anxiously waiting for him to begin watering it with his semen.
The cry of pain that suddenly filled Danny's mind wasn't his own, but the creatures! For a millisecond, he stood in stunned surprise as the areas where the coke had accidentally sprayed suddenly blackened, a good several inches in every direction from the direct impact of that, the leafy-feathery portions turning a sickly brown color instantaneously. Danny placed his thumb over the opening of the coke bottle and began shaking it, releasing it seconds later, spraying the creature and simultaneously screaming out for Stacy.
She was there in the room within a heartbeat after he had. "What?"
"Coke! More coke!" he was screaming at her. "Hurry Stacy hurry!"
It was like dissecting the thing with a laser. Everywhere he or Stacy sprayed coke, great clumps of the creature fell, each blackening, then dissolving into complete and utter nothingness. They had gone back to the coke machine, making several trips until they had expended and used every single coke that the machine had even contained. There wasn't a single solitary trace of anything remaining, except for the small little meteorite that now sat solitarily all by itself in the middle of the now enormously looking cart which stood before them.
Danny poured the last half of the last remaining coke over the small tiny lump still sitting on the table. Both he and Stacy smiled as they watched it dissolve also into complete and utter nothingness.
"Now what?" she asked.
"Now we get rid of the rock," he told her. "Just in case!"
#
They had dug a deep hole around back of the shop, filling it with cement. Danny had also taken his fire-proof box that he'd kept all his important documents in, placing the small meteorite down inside a small plastic container, they then filled it up with coke, setting the entire contents of that down inside the box, pouring cement over that before locking and securing it. They then placed the box inside the still wet cement, pouring another two feet over the top of that, covering it with dirt, obliterating any sign that the now deeply buried box even existed.
"So how did all of this happen anyway?" Stacy wondered.
"I've actually been giving that a lot of thought," Danny told her. "I think it was the intense heat of the fire at my grandmother's place that really started it. Sort of like how forest fires are actually needed to begin new growth, start the process of rejuvenation? After that, whatever was either inside that rock, or on it...just needed a little moisture to really get things started. Then, after it had, like any small child beginning to learn, the creature through self-discovery and it's own methods of trial and error, began finding its way, learning speech, understanding, not to mention coming into the sense of it's own peculiar desires and pleasures. Not sure we'll ever fully understand what happened, but all we can do is try and take whatever necessary steps that we can to see that it never happens again!"
#
In time, Stacy and Danny married. Most everyone in town came to the wedding, including Ms. Brown, though Danny and his new bride referred to her privately as Mr. Brown, never telling anyone otherwise. Two weeks after the wedding, news came down that Mrs. Stevens had been killed in a traffic accident. She'd swerved her car in an attempt to avoid hitting a deer, crashing head-on into a tree. She'd been killed instantly.
"It was a nice funeral," Stacy had commented after they had both arrived home.
"Yes, it was. And I'm really going to miss her too. She was one of our best customers!" he added. She had also been the most 'used' customer too, but neither of them mentioned that. Just as neither of them ever again mentioned the creature or the events of the past that had for a while, dominated their every waking minute.
Danny stood fondly smiling at his young bride as she strolled through their shop, kissing each and every one of the new budding roses with the tips of her nipples.
#
Janet Stevens rowed her family canoe out as close to the middle of the small lake as was possible. "Well mom, here we are. Just as you asked." Janet removed the lid from the box containing her mother's ashes, dumping them into the lake. "Ewe!" she exclaimed suddenly looking inside. A small patch of greenish looking moss clung gingerly along one edge of it. Janet glanced quickly about, she was lone. She finished dumping the rest of the contents from the box into the water, and then tossed the box as far away from herself as she could.
"Bye mom!" she said one more time. "I'll miss you!"
And the lake rippled as though in answer to her.
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You will probably never know how much I truly loved you. And though I told you often that I did, the words even then had no meaning. Not that I didn't mean what I said, I did. But you never heard them with your heart.
But long before I said that, we were friends.
I remember the nervousness, the awkwardness when we first spoke, our lifestyles so different, so opposite. Curiosity driving me to question you, surprised when you answered, honestly and without reservation. And so it was we became friends.
And as friends, we laughed, we even cried and shared the fears that each of us had, even though they were different. But we understood and became something more for one another. Something neither of us understood then, that came later, much, much later.
As we grew closer, those initial walls of protection we had both surrounded ourselves with, came down. We allowed one another to feel, see and begin to understand the reasoning behind them, the secrets and pain that caused them to be in the first place. You shared with me an aspect of your life I could never have guessed at, amazed at your resiliency to have persevered, to overcome the horror of what you had gone through. This...this aspect of 'you' that few knew, few if any would ever know. This, you shared with me.
And even then I began to sense that I could love you, though the words were not yet spoken. Nor in truth did I ever intend to do so. For the impossibility of there ever being an 'us' was too obvious. Too many differences, obstacles, society in general, made the likelihood of anything becoming more than it was, simply too great.
So when those feelings came, I was unprepared for them, as later so would you be.
Who knew that first time we came together that it would become more than the simple lark, the simple curiosity we both thought it to be? Once again I was amazed at your boldness. Not that you were willing, but that you would. You...had no reason to truly trust me. Your past, your pain and your sorrows should have prevented that. But they didn't. And just in that, you opened a part of yourself to me I was unprepared to receive, just as you were when you felt as I did, that first night we spent in each other's arms. What had begun as a frolic, an experiment, an adventure perhaps, turned into more, so much more, and we knew it even as it occurred.
Admittedly, I was worried about hurting you, not so much physically, but emotionally. I was willing, and prepared to take whatever amount of time was needed to ensure that neither occurred. And as you know and would remember, that included stopping no matter at what point we were or had reached.
Something I would later prove to you there on the mountain.
You...amazed me by your acceptance, even more by your willingness to remain vulnerable. It would have been so easy for me, for anyone to take advantage of that, to use it, abuse it chalking one more up on the headboard. But that was never my intent, and you gave yourself to me, only because you knew that to be the truth.
Even now I can look back on that night and remember my nervousness. Yes, I was nervous even as I know to some extent that you were. In many ways, you were "Just like a virgin" again. And I was very well aware of that, even more so because we were both heading into uncharted waters here. I remember wondering how I might be compared, like the comparison of apples to oranges in many ways. Would you be able to feel and experience the pleasure and joy of being with me as opposed to a woman? Would I fail in that, and thus disappoint you as well as myself? The risk we both took was a big one. Our friendship was at stake, though neither of us really realized that then, though perhaps we should have. For though we had grown close, after this we became closer still. And in doing that, those feelings and emotions I had not as yet acknowledged grew ever closer to the surface.
When I first kissed your breast, I could not help but wonder if you would find pleasure in that, or mere curiosity in comparing the differences, or at best, similarities. I could only trust in myself, knowing who I was inside and hope that you would find and discover that for yourself. I could not lead you to that place, you had to arrive there on your own. And you did.
When we eventually became as one, when I felt myself surrounded by you, felt the heat and moisture of your welcomed greeting, I felt to some extent relief. But when I began to stroke into you, softly and without urgency, for no other reason that to share a bonding of souls, I felt you succumb and welcome the newness of it beyond either of our wildest expectations. Hearing your soft moans, the feel of your hands upon my back, fingers no longer caressing, but imprisoning the flesh beneath your nails, I knew, as you knew we'd discovered more. And in that joining, we discovered more than just the simple pleasuring we both felt, but the acceptance of feeling towards one another that became even deeper, more profound than either one of us could have ever anticipated.
In time those feelings that I'd considered, but not yet accepted, finally surfaced. And as the saying goes, "Timing is everything," couldn't have been truer, except in this case, the timing was wrong.
Ironically, it wasn't even saying the words that told you how I felt. You already knew. You knew it in the way I looked at you. You knew it in the way we touched, the way we laughed, the way we cried together. But it was in hearing them that made it real. And in that, you were not prepared to accept or acknowledge that truth. Even though you felt it, and later, much, much later, confessing it as well.
It is the only time I have ever truly regretted telling anyone that I loved them. Even now, looking back, I wish that I hadn't. Perhaps it was enough your knowing without it being spoken, confirmed. Because that, is what drove you away.
And then the games began. The chase, your running. My giving up, your returning. Back and forth we went until we'd emotionally drained one another, not to mention nearly destroying whatever friendship remained. And yet...it did remain. Somehow it survived.
And somehow, we found ourselves and came together again...for a time. And I told you then, as there was no point in saying or pretending otherwise, that if I did nothing else, I would teach you how to love, how to feel love, and more importantly, how to accept love. Even if it was the last thing I, or we, ever did.
Even then it was difficult for you, though you finally came to terms with your own feelings towards me. Finally. But in doing so, you once again formed the walls that had once seemingly protected you, shielded you from the hurts and pains of your past. You had by now, also found the comfort and security of another, and though that pained me, it was accepted. It was another lesson in loving you, showing you that sometimes loving someone includes sacrifice. Sacrifice that not everyone is usually willing to give, or to make. But you needed to know, you could and were still loved, regardless of the pain being caused.
As we both know, as everyone else should know, love isn't always feeling happy or excited, elated or that encompassing sense of peace and joy we feel and share within our hearts. Sometimes it is agonizingly painful to truly love someone. It is that willingness to have our hearts torn from us, to watch as they are shredded and then handed back, only to painstakingly put them back together again, handing them right back not knowing if they will be accepted, or shredded once again. But yet, we do it. We take that risk, because that risk is love. And without it, we would not know how the other side of love feels, even though it be painful to experience.
Have I taught you how to love? How to feel love and accept it? I hope so. I think you do know now. I think you will know when love finds you again. I think next time, you will give of yourself in the same way I gave myself to you. I do hope, you will not have to experience the painful side of love, for truly it is that. But at least perhaps, you will be stronger, better prepared to face it if and when you ever do.
Do I have regrets? Only in that I actually spoke the words to you. Had I not...perhaps we would not be where we are now. But then too, you would not know as I now believe you do, what it truly does feel like to love someone. At least in that, you are now aware, and will know when it finds you again.
And for me? What do I come away with after all this? Well for one, I come away with the memories, but more importantly, I come away with the knowledge and the certainty, that for a time, I got to know the joy of loving...you.
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Author's note: Some of you may recognize this story once posted under Thesandman by a different title. I decided to repost it after having reworked it as a favor to a very special friend (Rania) So here is the reworked version now entitled:
Z is for Zorro
It was Saturday morning and Shirley sat at her kitchen table pouring over a pile of vacation brochures. She glanced up at her kitchen clock and noted the time. "Darlene should be here anytime now," she said to herself.
She and Darlene had been best friends ever since their college days when they shared a dorm together. They'd each been one another's bridesmaids at their weddings, and now twenty-five years later they were more than simply friends, they were sisters. At least that's the way they felt about one another anyway. And in fact, they looked enough alike to have often passed for sisters.
They had what most people called dirty blonde hair coloring, though Darlene wore hers slightly longer, just to the shoulder, as opposed to how Shirley wore hers just barely below the earlobe. During college, they had even referred to themselves as the "Dirty Blondes" though they kept that private little joke to themselves. Shirley stood about 5'5" in height, with Darlene perhaps an inch taller, if that. They even had matching appendectomy scars though Shirley's had been removed when she had been a child, and Darlene's during her first year of college. Even so, it gave them one more additional bond between them, something they often delighted in sharing with their mutual friends.
About the only real difference aside from Darlene's blue eyes, and Shirley's hazel eye coloring which was more blue than green actually, was her breast size. She was a good full cup larger in the chest than Darlene was, a point which Darlene had complained about whenever they went to parties or nightclubs together during their college days. Now however, it made little if any difference since they'd both married and didn't actively seek out men's attentions.
The smell of the homemade cinnamon rolls that Shirley had gotten up early enough to make so as to be ready by the time Darlene arrived reminded her they were nearly done and that she'd better check on them.
Putting on her oven mitts, she'd just pulled the tray from the oven when she heard Darlene's voice as she came into the kitchen. "Hmmm, smells good!"
Like sisters, neither one of them ever knocked whenever they'd gone over to visit one another, always coming through the backdoor. If they were visiting with their husbands, then they did of course, but even those times were few and far between. Shirley's husband Brad and Darlene's husband Bob had little if anything in common with one another, which was one of the reasons that Darlene was coming over this morning. They'd both been excited to start planning their annual 'get-away' trip together, which excluded either one of their husbands.
"Sorry I'm late." Darlene added. "Bob woke up horny this morning," she said simply. Shirley put the tray containing the freshly baked rolls on top of the stove to cool and laughed.
"You're not THAT late. Another one of those 'Wham-bam, thank you mam's?' She asked.
This too had been an ongoing topic of conversation between them. After the first year of marriage, Darlene had begun complaining that the 'whirl-wind' sex she and Bob had enjoyed together had suddenly gone down hill. Now it was once a week if she was lucky, always on the weekends, never during the week. To make matters worse, it always consisted of five minutes or less of foreplay, which generally consisted of a few quick sucks on each nipple, a stick of the finger inside her pussy to ensure she was wet...which wasn't always the case, and then a furious two minutes of fucking. Needless to say, Darlene never enjoyed an orgasm this way and had often retreated into the bathroom afterwards to finish getting herself off with her fingers.
Shirley's situation was even worse, though Brad's was primarily due to medical reasons. He simply no longer had much, if any of a sex drive. And though both Shirley and Darlene loved their husbands, it was a constant topic of conversation that they expressed regrets over as well as their mutual frustrations.
"Still horny then? Or did you manage to get off at least?" Shirley asked. Like sisters, there was very little they couldn't discuss with one another, and had often done so openly.
Now it was Darlene's turn to laugh. "I'd have been a whole lot later if I'd stayed to do that," she told her. "By the way...is Brad here?" She asked lowering her voice.
"No...he's already out on the golf course with his buddies. Why?"
"Cause I have the perfect place to tell you about for our vacation." Darlene said excitedly, pushing the pile of brochures that Shirley had carefully laid out on the table for them to look at off to one side.
"Hey!" Shirley chided her friend. "Now you've mixed them all up!"
Darlene quickly took a few sheets of folded papers out of her purse and placed them on top of the table. "I printed these off the Internet," she told Shirley. "I was browsing some possible vacation locations when I stumbled across a link that said something about Sensual Adventure vacation spots."
"You've got to be kidding!" Shirley said pouring them each a fresh hot cup of coffee and then sitting down at the table and immediately pulling the small printed stack of papers over towards her.
"Every year you and I go through this little exercise, and every year we end up doing pretty much the same old thing. And...like every year we always talk about how 'next year' we need to find someplace really exciting to go to. Well this time I found it!"
"Oh come on," Shirley said as she scanned over the first page. "A dude ranch? You can't be serious, and in Wyoming no less? Good hell Darlene, why don't we just pitch a tent or rent a cabin and visit Yellowstone if you want to see Wyoming so bad. At least we can find something to do there. But a dude ranch?"
"It's not exactly a 'dude-ranch' Shirley. Yes, there will be real-live cowboys there for sure, but if you'd read a little further on, you'll see it's a vacation spot for 'women' only!"
That did get Shirley's attention as she glanced down to where Darlene was pointing it out to her. "Ok, I admit that's kind of interesting, but truth is Darlene, I still don't have any desire to learn how to rope cattle or sleep outside under the stars and eat beans and franks for dinner. That's not my idea of a good time."
"It's not THAT kind of a ranch." Darlene exclaimed, grinning wickedly. "Look at the second page, it talks about the kinds of 'activities' this particular ranch specializes in.
Shirley quickly turned the page over and began reading down through the list of activities. Her eyes grew wider and wider as she read. "You're right Darlene, this isn't no cowboy ranch at all, it's a fucking brothel for women instead of men!" She announced. "You really MUST be horny!" She pushed the rest of the papers back across the table towards her friend. "Ok, now that you've had your little fun, lets see what we can find here so we can get serious about finding a place to vacation this year."
Shirley heard the silence and looked up at Darlene expectantly. To her surprise she saw a hurt look in her friends eyes when she did.
"I WAS being serious." Darlene said honestly. "Come on Shirl...." Darlene said using the nickname she'd given her back in college, something she'd always called her friend whenever she wanted her to go along with something even though Shirley always thought it sounded like a bad idea.
"Ah oh. You really ARE serious aren't you?"
"Just look at what I printed out for you," she pleaded. "Think about it Shirl...this year we really can go someplace new and exciting, and who knows? Maybe we'll enjoy it so much that we'll end up going back there every year!"
"I doubt that." Shirley told her, but she did reach over picking up the papers and began to read through them a little more seriously.
An hour later Shirley gave in. "Ok, Ok. But what are we going to tell our husbands?"
"Easy, you already came up with the idea. Tell Brad we're going to Yellowstone for a week. It's the same area code, and they never call us anyway."
"Don't you think this vacation's a little pricey for simply going to visit Yellowstone?" Shirley questioned.
"Not if we tell them we booked all the tours, and all the sight-seeing adventures." Darlene quipped, still trying to sell Shirley on the idea even though she had already agreed to go along with it.
"You DO know what they meant by going bareback," Shirley said. "It has nothing to do with riding horses without saddles!"
"Naked..." Darlene interrupted.
"Yes...naked."
"A nice gentle two hour ride."
"Naked." Shirley said interrupting her back.
""Naked..." Darlene nodded agreeing with her, "...up to a beautiful mountain top where we spend the afternoon swimming, hiking..."
"Naked," Shirley said again.
Darlene simply shot her a look. "Where they serve us a gourmet meal and where we spend the night out under the stars."
"Like I said, franks and beans I'll bet."
Darlene ignored her however and picked up the phone. "What are you doing?" Shirley asked.
"I'm going to make our reservations," she said stubbornly. "If I don't do it right now, chances are you'll find a way to get out of going with me. And I AM going!"
"Maybe you should have masturbated before coming over this morning!"
Once again Darlene ignored her friend as she made the call. As the phone rang, she covered the mouthpiece with her hand. "And after this, we probably should think about going shopping," she added as someone answered.
"Why bother? By the sounds of it, we won't be wearing clothes half the time!"
Darlene finished her phone call and hung up. "Boy, are WE lucky!" She exclaimed excitedly. "We got the last two bungalows, and only because they had a last minute cancellation during the week we wanted to go. The next available openings weren't for another month, and Howdy said the weather starts to get pretty "iffy" by then."
"Howdy? As In...Howdy Dudy? Or Howdy Pard-ner?" Shirley said laughing hysterically emphasizing the words.
Darlene folded her arms across her breasts and stood there glaring at her. "They all have nicknames. He's the one that sort of greets everyone when they check in, so obviously they call him Howdy."
"Obviously," Shirley said still laughing uncontrollably, holding onto her sides almost painfully as she did. "Oh please...tell me there's more."
"Well, he did say some of the other ranch hands are called, Randy, Dandy, and Handy."
Shirley slid from her chair onto the floor wailing hysterically and laughing so hard she began snorting.
She heard Darlene begin giggling and soon joined her. "So help me Darlene...if this turns out to be some sort of joke."
Two month's later they were landing at the airport outside of Jackson Hole.
#
They walked down the ramp leading away from the airplane and immediately saw a tall cowboy complete with a white Stetson cowboy hat, boots and faded worn Levi jeans. He was holding a sign up with their names on it.
Shirley looked over towards her friend; suddenly glad she was still wearing her sunglasses. "It's still not too late to catch another plane out of here," she whispered half seriously.
"Oh yes it is!" Darlene beamed, and then lifted her hand to wave it wildly at their cowboy.
"Oh my gawd!" Shirley exclaimed, and then followed her to where he stood smiling and waiting for them. "Please don't introduce yourself as Howdy," she thought silently, "Or I'll never make it out of the airport."
"Howdy!" he said grinning.
Shirley snorted, then farted.
#
Arrangements had already been made to have their luggage transferred over to the resort-ranch after it had been taken off the plane. All that was left to do now was follow their Chauffer-cowboy out to the limousine for the slightly over an hours long drive to the ranch. Shirley half expected to see a white limo with Brahma Bull's horns sitting on the hood. And she wasn't far off. The limousine was white, sans the horns however. Thankfully their Chauffer introduced himself as Stewart, which Shirley was grateful for. At least she didn't break wind when greeting him. She was still leery however, suspecting that he no doubt had some sort of nickname like everyone else.
"Sit back and relax. There's plenty to drink in the bar," he indicated to them showing them where everything is. "We should be there in a little over an hour, and if there's anything you want or need...just buzz me." With that he pulled away from the airport curb and closed the partition separating him from where they were sitting giving them some privacy to finally speak.
"I'd like to do a lot more than just buzz him!" Darlene said slyly. "My God Shirley, did you notice how gorgeous he is?"
Shirley had to admit, he really was rather handsome looking. "I bet he's gay," she said argumentatively. "No cowboy I've ever seen looks that good. So he must be!"
"Spoil sport!"
Shirley checked out the bar and saw that it was stocked with nearly everything imaginable, and not the cheap stuff either. "I'll say this, we'll certainly get our monies worth!" She quickly poured herself a glass of Johnny Walker black and sat back in her seat to look out the window at the scenery as they drove. Admittedly, it was beautiful here. "Ok, maybe this won't be so bad after all," she finally relented looking over at her best friend who was smiling happily at her.
An hour or so later, the limousine pulled into a private drive and on through the security gates. Another ten minutes the car came to a stop in front of a rustic looking lodge that still looked like something out of the old west. Their Chauffer came around, opening the door for them and invited them to step out. When they did, a short pudgy looking gentleman wearing a black cowboy had that was worn and appeared to be two sizes too large for him stepped up to greet them.
"Howdy gals...my names, Howdy."
Shirley started to snicker, Darlene immediately moved her foot to come down hard on Shirley's, but she had figured as much, and moved her own foot away just barely in time.
"That's ok ladies, I get that a lot," he said laughing along with them. "But it's designed to help you feel at ease, especially if your greenhorns," he said smiling, winking at them. Behind him two fairly tall, very handsome looking men, neither wearing hats as Shirley gladly noted came forward to escort them into the lobby.
"This here's Dandy, and the other's Randy as we all call em. And hopefully over the course of the next few days, you'll see why," he grinned mischievously.
Shirley leaned over whispering into Darlene's ear. "I wonder where Handy is? Wouldn't you know it, just when he's really needed."
"Are you going to be like this the whole time we're here?" Darlene accused. But she was smiling, though Shirley wasn't sure it wasn't at the two gorgeous looking cowboys who took their arms and escorted them 'properly' into the lobby.
Once they had been checked in, Howdy explained to them that there would be an orientation they were both invited to attend later on that evening shortly before dinner. If they didn't feel like it though, there were brochures in each one of the rooms explaining in clear detail all the options and opportunities that were available for each and every guest while they where here.
The girls knew ahead of time that everyone would be staying in their own bungalows, though there were connecting doors to each one that could be locked or unlocked on either side. Shirley and Darlene had connecting rooms of course, and immediately upon entering went to the doors, unlocking them and greeted one another inside their rooms.
"Isn't this great?" Darlene stated enthusiastically. The bungalows were certainly spacious, with enormous beds in each that could have comfortably slept four easily. "I wonder why?" Shirley said sarcastically after Darlene had commented on them.
Both rooms were nearly identical with a very rustic outdoorsy look to them that went hand in hand with the old west theme of the place. Real bear skin rugs sat in front of the fireplace, as well as what Shirley later learned were real buffalo hides serving as comforters on the beds. To their surprise, their luggage had already arrived, been unpacked and carefully put away in the drawers or hung up in the closet. Shirley even found a note stating that a couple of her outfits had already been taken for pressing and would be returned to her just as soon as they were done.
"Ok...that's nice," she admitted once she'd had a chance to take in everything. And then decided to give this vacation experience another chance. "Well? Now what?" She asked Darlene.
"Well, we've got a while before dinner." Darlene told her. "And I see here that we can call and schedule an immediate massage any time we want one. So hey, why not? I think I will."
"Enjoy yourself," Shirley told her. "I think I'll go back in my room and look over some of these activities. I want to make sure that what I'm reading is exactly what they're telling me. I still can't believe we're actually doing this!" She told her frankly.
Shirley went back to her room sitting down on the bed and began thumbing through all the various options and activities that were available to them. As she continued to read through the brochures, she couldn't help but become somewhat aroused as she truly began considering the possibilities. Shirley even felt herself becoming flushed in the face imagining a row of nude cowboys sitting on the fence as she attempted to rope one of them as her 'hired' hand for a very special evenings adventure. Forgetting all about Darlene's massage, she ran to their adjoining door and opened it, then stood there in disbelief.
Darlene was lying atop the buffalo hide on her bed. She was naked, and Dandy, one of the hired hands was sitting next to her on the bed, also naked, giving her a massage. Shirley considered quietly backing out of the doorway into her room, but as she continued to stand there watching, she felt like her feet were literally glued to the floor.
A moment later, she watched as Dandy slid his hand gently beneath Darlene. It was obvious to her what he was doing, especially when she saw her friend's ass lifting slightly off the bed.
"Oh yes, that's nice," Darlene hissed into the pillow. She began to undulate herself against his hand as he continued stroking her. Mesmerized, Shirley unconsciously lowered her own hand down towards her heated sex, cupping her mound, yearning more than ever now to be experiencing what Darlene was. It would have been simple for her in fact to do so. All she had to do was go back into her room, pick up the phone and schedule an immediate massage. Instead, she stood there watching her best friend getting her pussy fingered.
Shirley and Darlene had certainly seen one another naked before. But like most women, except for a quick eyed appraisal of one another, it was rarely if ever more than that. Shirley had wondered once if Darlene would ever consider doing anything with her, but it had been a fleeting thought, and one in which she had only once entertained while masturbating and in a very adventurous frame of mind. She'd not thought further on it, until now.
Now she saw Darlene in a completely different light. In all the years they had known one another, she'd never truly seen her friend so sensually displayed, nor as erotically aroused as she was seeing her at this very moment. And though it was certainly nice seeing the ruggedly handsome cowboy sitting beside her in bed, also nude, she'd not seen that much of him to warrant any additional erotic thoughts about what he looked like or anything. No, at this point it was actually seeing someone caressing and playing with her best friend that was turning her on.



"Turn over," Dandy said.
Shirley quickly stepped back a single soft step. She couldn't see Darlene's face, and knew that even if she turned to look towards the connecting door, she still wouldn't be able to see her from there either or from where she was now standing. She could see the lower portion of Darlene's body as she rolled atop the bed just as Dandy had asked her to do. His back was still towards her, so she was still standing unobserved. She couldn't help but feel like a naughty little voyeur, and now watched as Darlene's hand lifted, obviously reaching over into Dandy's lap. Now Shirley was a little disappointed that she didn't have a better view of things, as by the subtle movements of Darlene's arm, she knew what she was doing to him.
"Now I know why they call you Dandy," she moaned breathlessly, then giggled.
Dandy had begun caressing and massaging Darlene's breasts, and though Shirley couldn't see him doing that because of the angle into the room, she reached up cupping one of her own breasts and began massaging it herself, fantasizing as well as wishing that it was her breast that he was playing with.
"You have lovely breasts," his deep rich sensual voice told her.
"And you have a lovely cock," she responded back with just a hint of embarrassment in her tone of voice.
"Is there anything I can do for you? Something special perhaps that you haven't experienced in a while?"
Shirley already knew the answer to that one before Darlene screwed up enough courage to actually ask for it herself.
"Would you lick me?" She asked anxiously sounding even more embarrassed now than she had a moment before.
"Lick you where?" He said knowing, but wanting her to say it...to ask him.
"You know."
"I'd be happy to lick you any place you'd like," he told her softly. "Just tell me where...and I will."
"My...my,"
"Pussy!" Shirley screamed out in her own mind. "Say it Darlene...say it or I will!" She thought.
"Pussy!" Darlene said suddenly, abruptly, obviously embarrassed at having actually done so.
Once again Shirley watched from her vantage point as Dandy moved to lay down on the bed between her legs. In the brief moment that he'd stood, Shirley gasped with surprise at the size of his enormously beautiful thick powerful tool. She'd seen some fairly good-sized pricks in her lifetime, but she'd never seen one as beautiful or as hard as this one appeared to be. It might not have even been the largest she'd ever seen, but it was damn close, and still certainly more beautiful. Plain and simply, Dandy was indeed, Dandy!
A second or two later Dandy was dining at Darlene's breakfast nook, and she decided that it was time for her to retreat silently back inside her own room. She closed the connecting door as quietly as possible, and then went back over to lie down on the bed already beginning to play with herself.
"This is stupid!" She thought. "I could have Randy, maybe even Handy in here doing this for me instead of doing it myself!" But even as she thought about picking up the phone and making the call, the heat between her legs had already escalated past the boiling point, and she knew that this first orgasm at least, wasn't about to wait for anyone. Handy, Dandy or Randy. Though maybe Howdy would have been the exception.
Shirley was just coming down from her nice, but still unsatisfactory little orgasm when she sensed the presence of someone standing in her room.
"You know, you could have had a massage like I just did." Darlene said sighing. "By the way, did you see how BIG he was?"
Shirley felt her face blushing, Darlene obviously knew what she'd been doing, and also somehow knew that she'd also been watching from the doorway as Darlene received her special massage. "You knew I was there?"
She laughed, "Not until just now, not for sure no. But I wondered if you might be, kind of made it all the more exciting. Dandy sure did have a beautiful penis, did you see it?" She asked again.
Shirley nodded her head. "Yes, it was beautiful. Did he fuck you?" She asked with a hint of jealousy to her voice.
"No damn it. He just played with me and then went down on me. But I came so many times that I lost track and didn't even consider his doing that until he was getting dressed. Damn Shirley, that was nice though."
"So now what?" Shirley asked glancing at her watch. There were still a couple of hours before dinner.
"Lets take a walk and look around. I saw a sign for the pool area when we came in. Maybe we should walk down and see what it looks like," she suggested.
They quickly dressed, and as dinner was scheduled to be VERY casual, they wandered down the path leading away from their bungalows down to an interconnecting dirt path leading off towards a copse of tree's.
"You sure this is the way?" Shirley asked. Darlene looked just as confused as she was. Just then they both spotted someone approaching them down the path they had considered taking. "Ask him," Shirley prompted nodding in the man's direction.
"Excuse us, can you tell us if this is the right way to the pool?" Darlene questioned.
He was tall, dark, and very, very handsome. When he smiled his teeth were pearly white and seemed to light up the path they were standing on. Shirley felt a shiver course through her nipple's immediately making them hard, sending delicious little tingles running all the way down between her legs.
"Yes mam. Though it's not so much a swimming pool as a natural hot springs, though you can still swim in it of course. Just continue on down this path through the notty-pines and you'll walk right into it." He tipped his Stetson to them both, heading off in the direction towards the main lodge.
"Naughty pines huh?" Shirley said. "That figures." At that moment they heard laughter coming from somewhere ahead. "Someone else must be enjoying themselves."
"Let's go see!" Darlene said enthusiastically, latching on to Shirley's arm dragging her ahead.
After a brief walk through the enormously tall pine trees, they emerged into a small clearing where a steamy body of water greeted them. Two women were standing off in the middle of the pond chatting. As Darlene and Shirley could easily see, they were both obviously naked.
The women looked up when they entered and waved enthusiastically towards them. "Come in! Come in!" One of the gals urged them. "The springs are fabulous!" One of the women quickly pointed out a place off to one side where they could fold and lay their clothing. Shirley noted there was a stack of fluffy towels available for them to use.
"Why not?" Shirley said beginning to strip off her clothing. "That's what we're here for isn't it?" Darlene agreed and quickly began to follow suit. They'd just managed to finish undressing and had begun to slowly accustom themselves to the extremely hot water when a tall good-looking cowboy suddenly emerged behind them carrying a tray of drinks.
Shirley had two choices the way she saw it. She could walk quickly into the deeper part of the water and submerge herself, even though she had not as yet become accustomed to the heat, or...she could stand there and simply smile at him, as it appeared Darlene was going to do. From behind her, she heard the approach of the two women who'd been standing out in the middle of the pond.
"Thank you," One of the women said as she approached him. He then bent over holding out the tray and proffered their drinks to them both.
"One scotch and soda, and one vodka martini." He replied smiling those pearly whites once again. He stood turning towards Shirley and Darlene who were still standing in the nude smiling back at him with what they both felt had to have been shit-eating-grins on their faces.
"Can I get either of you something to drink?" He asked.
"I'd like a stiff penis," Darlene told him.
Shirley spun around on her friend in shock. "Darlene?"
She looked at her and laughed. "It's a drink silly."
"Would you like it dry?" The cowboy asked with a sly twinkle as he took in Shirley's embarrassment.
"No, I think I'd like it with a little head." Darlene stated. And then she looked towards Shirley who stood red faced, staring at her. "I'm still talking about the drink."
"I wouldn't mind having one of those myself." The younger of the two women said who was standing on the other side of Shirley now. "But I think I'd rather have the real thing. Would you take your cock out for me so I can suck it?" She said without reservation.
The cowboy immediately set the empty tray down on a nearby bench unzipping his Levi jeans. He quickly pulled his already stiffening penis out and walked over towards her stopping just short of the edge of the water. Shirley watched the younger woman step out meeting him, dropping down onto her knees before him and immediately began giving the cowboy a blowjob right there in front of everyone. Shirley turned back to look at Darlene raising one eyebrow in a surprised signal to her that they were actually watching this. But Darlene missed it; she was too engrossed in watching the young woman happily slurping away on the nice hard cock that was sticking out of his Levi's.
"That's Handy." The older woman said suddenly speaking up. "And that's my daughter Susan. I'm Crystal." She said offering her hand to Shirley and Darlene. "We've been coming here every year for the past five years now. First time for you two?"
"Is it that obvious?" Shirley asked, still having trouble trying not to watch the spectacle taking place no more than a foot or so away from her.
Crystal giggled. "Yeah, thought the two of you might be greenhorns as they call first timers here. Pretty easy to spot since it's an anything goes kind of a place once you get used to it. I think you'll find out eventually that the cowboys here are all ready, willing and able to serve and meet your every need. Whenever, and wherever. Susan loves it here."
"I can see that," Darlene said excitedly.
Susan quit sucking Handy looking up at him. "Thank you," she said smiling, wiping off her mouth, licking her fingers.
Handy turned to face Shirley and Darlene, his hard stiff penis still sticking out of his Jeans as he did.
"Can I get you anything?" He asked grinning.
Shirley stammered, "I think I'd like to have what she ordered." But she was looking down at his cock when she said it.
For a moment, Handy wasn't sure if she was referring to the drink or to his cock. And for that same moment, Shirley wasn't sure either. Then she realized she had been staring and quickly glanced back up towards his face. "The drink I mean," she hurried sounding immensely flustered.
Handy gave her a cute little frown and tucked his penis back inside his jeans, retrieving the empty tray. "Two stiff penis's coming up!" He said laughing, and then walked back up the trail towards the lodge.
"Listen, why don't the two of you join us for dinner?" Crystal said. "We'll be happy to fill the two of you in on this place. Which reminds me, are you signed up for the horseback ride in the morning? You really should if you haven't already. We look forward to it every year, and personally, I like the morning ride a lot better than the evening one. The cowboys are all refreshed, and to be honest with you, a lot randier for that one, at least I think they are anyway."
#
Shirley and Darlene accepted their newfound friends invitation to sit with them during dinner. When they came into the dinning area, they saw three comfortable and elegantly laid out tables waiting for them. Moments after that, most everyone else arrived and the cowboys began serving small dishes of ice cream for starters.
"I don't think we're having franks and beans," Darlene said teasing her friend.
"Shut up Darlene," Shirley shot back playfully yet still serious.
Darlene looked about noticing that there were only eleven women sitting down to dinner and commented on it.
Crystal didn't even bother glancing up. "That must be Angie." She said simply. "She never dines here with us. Always has room service instead, which you can have provided you schedule it ahead of time."
"One of the few rules here," Susan said jumping in, "You can't make em do anything naughty when they're serving food. Something to do with health code violations or some such. That's one of the reasons Angie likes dining in. That way she can have her cake, and be eaten too!" Susan laughed at her own joke, but her mother agreed with her.
"I've had room service a few times myself," she said continuing. "The nice thing about that is, they're at your beck and call the whole time you're eating, if you know what I mean," she said winking at Darlene and Shirley.
"So, did you guys sign up for the horseback ride in the morning?" Susan asked.
Darlene had in fact stopped by the lodge on the way back from the hot springs. "Yes in fact, I did," she told her. "Looks like only the four of us are going on that one though."
"Don't worry, you'll love it. Even I wasn't sure about it the first time we went; now it's one of my favorite things to do while we're here. Besides the nightly bonfire."
Handy came over to their table smiling at the four of them and even winked at Shirley. "Can I get you ladies something to drink between courses?"
Shirley turned towards Darlene. "Don't say it," she warned her.
"Don't be silly, a good stiff penis doesn't go with dinner! Before, or afterwards maybe, but never during."
Shirley rolled her eyes shaking her head in exasperation. Handy took their orders after that and left promising to return to them immediately.
"Now, what was it about the bonfire again?" Darlene asked.
"Oh yes. Around ten everyone grabs their horse blankets from the room."
"Horse blankets?" Shirley asked.
"Well they're not really horse blankets, though everyone calls them that. They're those really nice thick fluffy fleece blankets that should be on the shelf in one of your closets. Anyway, everyone goes naked of course..."
"Of course," Shirley said once again eyeing Darlene, "Naked,"
"Naked," Darlene responded smiling at her. "I think we've already had this conversation Shirley. Sorry Crystal, you were saying?"
"Anyway, everyone comes to the nightly bonfires. All the ranch hands, and everyone staying here comes wearing only their blankets. There's plenty to drink, lots of fun things to snack on...and dancing of course. And the best part, lots of groping and fondling," she laughed wickedly.
"You said everyone comes to these? Including Howdy?" Darlene asked.
"Oh, especially Howdy! Have you seen Dandy?" Crystal asked.
Darlene smiled, nodding her head.
"Well if you think Dandy has a nice dick, you should see Howdy's! They don't call him How-dee-du-dee for nothing!" she quipped.
"Actually, I think I'll pass on the bonfire tonight," Shirley said. "I'm actually tired and if we're getting up as early as it says we need to for breakfast, I think I need to get my sleep, especially as it looks like it's going to be a long and very interesting day."
"Suit yourself." Crystal told her. "But you don't know what you'll be missing. What about you Darlene? You planning on going?"
"I wouldn't miss this for the world!" She said enthusiastically. "You sure you don't want to 'cum'?" Darlene giggled, letting Shirley know exactly what she meant in saying that.
Shirley was about to respond when Handy returned with their drink order and just as someone else came to their table with their main course. "This is Randy," he said introducing the man. Shirley noticed he looked more Nordic than any cowboy she'd ever seen before.
"Hi gals," he said slipping in between them beginning to set down their dinner plates. I'll be your personal hand for this evening. So if there's anything you want...or need," he said eyeing each one purposely as he looked around the table. "I'm your man."
"I'll say!" Susan stated hotly. "By the way, what's for dessert tonight?"
"What would you like?" He asked her.
Susan giggled. "How about you?"
Randy grinned giving everyone at the table the shivers. "Where and when?"
"Oh, my bungalow, number four, say as soon as dinner's over with?"
Randy winked at her. "Give me an hour to help clean things up afterwards, then I'll come to your room. Want me to bring anything when I do?"
"Sure, another cowboy?" She said giggling like a schoolgirl.
"Any preference as to who? Or would you like me to surprise you?" He asked.
"Oh hell, surprise me," she said still snickering.
"So, that's Randy." Darlene said after he'd left their table. "So what's behind HIS nickname?" She asked Crystal. "I mean Dandy and Handy were pretty obvious, and I have an idea about Randy. But!"
"You're probably thinking correctly. Randy IS Randy! That boy can go for hours, literally. And he's pretty damn good with his tongue too, though probably not as good as Wiley is."
"Wiley?" Darlene asked suddenly interested.
"Wiley yes. He's the chef."
"Don't say it Shirley," Darlene warned her. But she was already starting to laugh which made it easier for Shirley to finish what she was about to ask.
"As in, Wiley Coyote?" Shirley said, unable to help herself.
Susan got the joke and started giggling again. "You know...I never put the two of those together before now. I've heard some of the other hands refer to him as The Coyote, and now I understand why!"
"Well anyway," Crystal interjected. "He really IS the best one with his tongue. He might not have the biggest, or even the prettiest dick, but he sure can do things to a woman's clit. You should see him play the harmonica!"
"I can only imagine," Shirley said, but when she spoke, she wasn't trying to be silly and said it with a wishful sigh, remembering her earlier less than satisfactory orgasm back in her room.
They finished their dinner together after that, and as everyone got up to leave with the promise of meeting up later at the bonfire, Darlene turned to Shirley. "So, you're really not coming with me tonight?"
Shirley considered it briefly but then told her no. "I really am tired kiddo. And besides, Susan and Crystal will both be there, so you'll have plenty of company. Not to mention Handy, Dandy, and Randy and all the rest of the handsome looking ranch dudes."
"Ranch hands," Darlene corrected.
"Whatever. Point is, you'll have a good time, probably more so if I'm not even there to give you a hard time. I'm going to go back to the hot springs, soak for a while and then head back to my room. See you in the morning ok?"
"Ok Shirl..." Darlene said starting to speak in one last effort to get Shirley to change her mind. But Shirley saw the ploy for what it was and waved her off.
"Won't work on me this time," she told her. "Now really, go...have a good time. Tell the boys' I said hello, and I'll see you in the morning at breakfast before our ride."
That did seem to brighten Darlene up a little. "So you ARE going horseback riding then yes?"
"I probably shouldn't be, but yes. I said I would, and I will. See you in the morning."
With that, Shirley made her way back to her room. She'd undress leaving her clothing there and then make the short walk down to the hot springs spending the next half hour or so relaxing. Afterwards, she'd head back to her room turning in a little early. Hopefully getting a good night's sleep.
Shirley glanced up and saw what appeared to be a sudden flare up of light in the brief distance. "Must be nearing ten," she thought. "They've started the fire." She lay, floating comfortably in the hot water for a few minutes longer, wanting everyone who was going to the bonfire to have plenty of time to do so. She didn't want to run into anyone, or have someone try and convince her to go along with them. As much as she really did want to have a good time and let her hair down a little, Shirley had to admit to herself that she was having difficulty accepting the 'obvious' nature of the place, and what they were really here for. When she was confident that the bonfire festivities had to be well under way, she stepped out of the hot springs, dried herself off, and headed back to her bungalow.



The bungalows were situated behind the main buildings, well away from the courtyard where the bonfire was lighting up the night's sky. They must have looked like a giant horseshoe all gathered together as they were, slowly circling around one another and facing towards the lodge. She and Darlene had the last two units on the end of the horseshoe, numbers eleven and twelve respectively.
Shirley reached the end of the path and turned right instead of left which would have led her back towards the lodge where the sky continued to flicker with the telltale light of the fire. To the right, it was much darker, though soft lights along the walk way would keep her from stumbling around in the dark as she headed back towards number eleven. She headed across the green when she spotted what looked like someone approaching her from the opposite direction, but noticed that the figure, whoever he was, dressed all in black and seemed to be knocking on doors. Shirley wondered if he was checking to see they were securely locked, or in the event that someone else had decided to stay in, that they were ok as she did see him stop and actually speak to someone else in the unit on the other side of Darlene's bungalow.
"Oh God! It's Zorro!" She thought to herself, laughing as the black caped figure actually looked like the TV and movie character at this distance. Not wanting to disrupt anything, or be disrupted from making it to her room, she tried to sneak as quickly as possible hoping to reach it, slipping inside before he'd finished speaking with whomever the other woman was and who'd obviously decided to skip the festivities as well. Unfortunately, she didn't quite make it.
He was in fact wearing a black bandana over his head with eye cut outs over his face. "You really are Zorro!" Shirley stated as he stepped around in front of her before she could slip into her room. "Come to see if any Senorita's need rescuing?" she asked finding the intrigue behind the 'bed-room' eyes most disconcerting.
"Good evening," he said sweeping his arm gracefully as he did so in front of her having removed his straight-edged hat with a flourish of fanfare.
"Odd," Shirley thought, "he sounds exactly like Antonio Banderas!"
"How may I serve you this evening?" he said with a smile that looked every bit as much like him as well.
"Ah, actually no. I mean," she began once again somewhat flustered. "I was just going in to go to bed, big day!" she said stretching as though trying to work out some kinks, immediately feeling foolish as she did, because she could somehow see herself in her minds eye, and knew her ploy for what it really was. Zorro's smile told her the same thing.
"Ah, but you are too beautiful, and it is too beautiful a night for someone such as yourself to be going to bed alone, no?"
"No. I mean yes," Shirley said, then confused as to what she'd actually meant, actually said. He grinned. In the blink of an eye, faster than her mind could register, and certainly faster than she could have thought possible, his hand came out and in a swiping "Z" like movement, the towel she'd been wearing came away in his hand. Automatically she reached up criss-crossing her arms over her breasts.
Then he kissed her.
Like hot butter on bread, she melted into his arms. Picking her up, his cape almost magically covering her, he kicked the door which flew open as though magic itself, carrying her into the room.
As he stepped past the door, his lips still locked upon hers, she heard rather than saw the soft leather of his boot kicking the door closed. Effortlessly, he crossed the room to her bed, and just as effortlessly, placed her upon it. With another unexpected toss of his hands, she rolled on the bed as his cape came away with a flick and a flutter drawing her attention towards it. When she at last gazed back towards him, he stood with his magnificent sword sticking out of his groin.
"Oh my!" she heard herself saying barely able to take her eyes off the steely hard weapon.
He continued to smile as he now slowly, teasingly, began to undo the laces of his shirt until they had loosened enough for him to pull it over his head. He did so without a moment's pause, once again like some sort of magic act where the tablecloth is removed, and all the dinner dishes remain.
Even more amazingly, his pants dropped with a simple shake of his tightly honed ass revealing his beautiful cock even more fully to her mesmerized eyes. Quickly he removed his black leather boots, followed by his once tight black pants until he slid onto the bed beside her wearing nothing more than the mysterious mask on his face.
Shirley felt the softness of the Buffalo hide caressing her body on one side, and this mystery man's strong, yet gentle hands stroking and caressing her on the other. Zorro now began kissing her from the top of her head to the tips of her toes, and then back again. By the time his lips first placed themselves against her taut nipples, her body was aflame with desire for him. More than she'd ever felt or experienced before in her entire life. And, it was the way he kissed, licked and nipped at her that drove her insane with desire for him. Each kiss seemed to be different than the last, even more meaningful, each tender fleeting lick of his tongue, more sensual and erotic than the one before that, and the one before that. By the time he had finished kissing and sucking her toes, Shirley felt she had died and gone to heaven, but he was only half done as he began the return trip, stopping at each and every nook and cranny along the way.
"Fuck me!" She said softly, almost pleadingly.
"In due time," he responded. "Perhaps by sunrise."
He went back to licking, sucking and kneading her soft pliant breasts. Her nipples were so sensitive to his touch that she felt as though she could orgasm from this alone, and nearly did. But each time she got close to anything even resembling a climax, he would slow, stop...or go on to something else driving her to even greater heights of unbridled pleasure and joy.
By the time his tongue even got close to her pussy she was writhing in hot wanton passion for it. Even then he tickled, teased, kissing her heated place but never quite allowing her to feel his tongue upon her, always near, always close...but never directly. Shirley was wet, sopping wet actually. She felt little rivulets of her moisture pool, running freely down the inside of her legs. Never before in her life had she ever experienced this, such free flowing amounts of her lubrications, and yet they continued. He drank from her, licking away her essence with his tongue, and still had not as yet deflowered her with it. Shirley was on the verge of desperation now, only seconds away from somehow forcing the issue with him. And then his tongue was upon her, and his lips encircled her blood-engorged clit.
And she came.
He sucked her nubbin of flesh and captured her soul, and she came again.
With a rapidity of speed borne on the brink of madness, he attacked the morsel of flesh between her legs with his tongue, like the feathery wings of a thousand butterflies descending down upon her at once. And she came yet again.
Again and again she came, spiraling away into the madness, into the sweetness of ecstasy from which she momentarily feared she would never awake. When at last she felt sleep could finally claim her, satiated and drained beyond all reason, he entered her. At first, it was an unwelcome intrusion and Shirley fought weakly against it. Then as the smoldering flame slowly rekindled deep within her loins, she responded, meeting him thrust for thrust, passion once again soaring upwards until her mind exploded in earth shattering brilliance and the darkness of night came to claim her just as the first tendrils of sunlight began to stretch their fingers across the morning sky.
#
Darlene glanced at her watch for the third time, Shirley wasn't just late, she was very late. Darlene had arrived on time and spotted Crystal and Susan already having breakfast. She quickly joined them and ordered, expecting Shirley to show up at any moment. Now on her third cup of coffee and nearly forty-five minutes later, she was starting to worry.
"I'm giving her just five more minutes, and then I'm going to check on her." Darlene told their friends.
"There she is now!" Crystal stated, a hint of relief in her own voice upon seeing her.
Darlene spun back around in her chair and glanced over towards the door as Shirley slowly made her way over towards them. "Shirley? Are you ok? You look like hell!"
"I didn't get much sleep," she offered simply sitting down.
Handy was jiffy on the spot and came over to ask her what she wanted for breakfast.
"Just coffee...and maybe some toast," she told him.
Darlene sat glaring at her. "Would you care to add to that?"
Shirley looked up at her sheepishly. "No, coffee and toast is all I want."
"You know that's NOT what I asked you." Darlene folded her arms across her breasts, which is what she usually did whenever she became impatient with her friend, and sat waiting. "You're smiling!" Darlene said in surprise.
"She's not just smiling, she's grinning!" Susan chimed in.
And then Shirley was grinning, unable to help her self, blushing profusely on top of that.
"Shirley? You look like the cat that swallowed the canary, come on...what gives?"
"I spent the night with someone," she grinned feeling silly, loving every moment of the sensation as she admitted it.
"And?"
"And...we did it all night long is all. That's why I'm late."
"Oh no you don't." Darlene said uncrossing her arms, scooting her chair over closer to Shirley's. "Spill the beans babe...and the franks. Who was it?"
"He called himself...Zorro!" she paused letting it sink in for a moment.
"Zorro?" Susan asked.
"Zorro?" Darlene added asking the same question. "As in Antonio Banderas?"
"Well, it did sound like him, and look like him too!" she answered seriously.
"Zorro!"
"Yeah, Zorro!" Shirley shot back. "It really was Darlene, black mask, cape, the whole nine yards.
"I suppose he left the mark of 'Zorro' on you too?" Darlene giggled, laughing at her own joke.
Shirley blushed. "As a matter of fact, he did!"
Her face still reddened, she took a quick glance around the room ensuring no one could see her, then lifted the blouse she was wearing. She'd purposely not worn her brassier. From the side of her left breast to her right, then at a sharp downward angle, a trail of tiny almost perfectly shaped 'lip' hicky's marked their path along her flesh. "Ah sorry honey...but that looks more like a backwards seven," Darlene began, "though I must admit, whoever the hell he was, he did a pretty damn good job of that!"
Shirley rolled her eyes, now standing. Without so much as saying a word, she unzipped the shorts she was wearing letting them fall, uncaring now whether anyone came in and saw her standing half naked now or not.
"Holy shit!" Crystal exclaimed almost immediately. The rest of the perfect 'Z' began once again across the top of her right upper thigh proceeding across the almost bare patch of pubic hair then continuing on towards her left thigh where it ended, now forming the near perfect 'Z'. But even that wasn't what had caused any of the three women to sit there and stare at her in total awe and wonder.
"How the fuck did he do that?" Darlene asked. She was staring at the ever so tiny little 'Z' cut that had been shaped in the pubic hair of her pussy.
"You'd never believe me if I told you," she said simply, sitting down with not only a continued smile, but a sigh that whimpered of longing for more. A lot more.
Crystal saw Howdy across the room and waved him over to the table. "Howdy? You have a guy working the night shift for you, calls himself Zorro?"
"Heard of him, but no, no one by that name works for me. Every once in a while some gal says she's seen him, been with him. But no one here knows anything about him far's I know."
"You mean you don't have anyone that goes by that nickname and works the nightshift?" Shirley asked in disbelief.
"Nope." Howdy said smiling. "Everyone works here was at the bonfire last night, as usual. Except for Wiley."
"Wiley? Maybe that's who it is!" Darlene suggested.
"Doubt it." Howdy stated. "I happen to know he was with Mrs. Steel in bungalow number ten last night, just like he is every night. If you don't believe me, ask her, she's sitting right over there," he said pointing at another of the tables where two women sat talking to one another.
"Ask her! Ask her!" Shirley said excitedly. "She saw him too, in fact, she was talking to him just a few minutes before I did."
"I believe you." Darlene finally said. "Zorro huh?"
"Oh never mind Darlene, besides, you'd have to have been there to understand."
"Wish I had been," she said winking at her near-sister, then reaching over giving her a hug. "Regardless honey, you STILL look like hell. After you get some more coffee in you, we'll get you back to the room and freshened up. Besides, I'm not about to let you wiggle out on going horseback riding with me."
"Oh Darlene, about that. I really don't know. Like I said, you have NO idea what last night was like."
"Come on Shirl, you can tell me ALL about it while we get you fixed up. After that, we'll throw on our horsey-blankets and stroll on down to the stables where we're supposed to meet up with Crystal and Susan for our ten o'clock ride."
"Horsey Blankets?" Shirley groaned. "Naked?"
"Naked." Now it was Darlene's turn to grin from ear to ear. "And you're not the ONLY one to have gotten lucky last night either! Now come on, I'll tell you mine, while you tell me about yours."
Shirley felt herself yanked out of her chair after that, groaned audibly as Darlene led her away from the table and felt her self dragged back to her room to get ready to go on a horseback ride she really wasn't in the mood for, and almost too tired to even really care about.
"Come on buckaroo." Darlene teased, "Perk up, you're gonna like this," she promised her.
Shirley moaned, groaning all the way back to their bungalows, but she couldn't help but smile all the way back too. Especially when upon reaching her door did she reach down finding a black mask with cut-out eyes neatly and carefully wrapped around the doorknob.
"Fuck me!" Darlene groaned jealously. "Ok Shirl," she said ushering her friend inside the room. "Start at the beginning, and don't leave a fucking word out either!"
And she didn't.
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I love the holidays. I enjoy the time spent with friends and family during this time of year. There's something to be said for being in a festive mood during this season, especially when a very attractive next-door neighbor becomes extremely festive. Though I guess a better term to describe her would simply be...horny.
Jack and Dawn have been our very good friends and neighbors now for nearly two years having moved into the house directly behind ours. I first met Jack about a week after they had moved in. I was out painting the fence that separated our backyard from theirs when he came across his yard to introduce himself to me.
"Hello," he'd said walking over towards the fence when he saw me setting things up in preparation for painting. "I guess we're neighbors," he'd begun saying cheerfully. "Jack Roberts...my wife's name's Dawn," he added though at the moment she was nowhere in sight. I'd only caught a brief glimpse of Dawn once before while she'd been helping put things away into the storage unit behind their house. I'd noticed then that she was a smaller than averaged size woman, wearing her light-brown hair long, pulled back into a ponytail.
"David Peterson," I said shaking his hand over the fence, which wasn't all that easy to do as I was standing a good foot or more above him because of the way our deck was situated. "My wife's name is Cindy," I responded in kind to his unspoken inquiry.
"Listen...let me go in on half of the paint for the fence," he'd offered. "After all, your having built it in the first place is going to save me a chunk of money from having to build one myself. It's the least I can do. And besides, with two of us painting, it will take us both half the time!"
I'd barely known Jack's name and already I liked him. Warm, friendly, obviously outgoing as well as being outspoken, I felt in the short time we'd stood there chatting together that we had an awful lot in common.
When we'd first moved into the house, building a large redwood deck as well as installing an enclosed hot tub for us to enjoy, we'd put up the fence for privacy of course, but had included a small gate connecting our back yard to our then neighbors. The intention had been to get to know all of our neighbors well enough to strike up some friendships, as well as be able to invite them to come over to hot tub with us from time to time. The idea of including a small gate between our yard and theirs had been with the intention of making it easier for us to visit one another rather than walking half way around the block in order to do so. As it turned out, our then neighbors weren't anything like either Cindy or myself, and were in fact pretty anti-social. He'd gone so far as to actually padlock the gate on his side to keep us from using it for one thing, and for the other, making what we both felt was a very obvious statement about being friends with them for the other.
"I hope you don't mind my asking," Jack inquired. "But is there a reason why you have a lock on this gate?" He asked fingering the old rusted lock holding it up for me to see.
That's when I told him how we'd initially installed the gate with the hopes that we'd get to know all of our neighbors better, and be able to have them come over and tub with us, or simply make it a hell of a lot easier to simply visit.
"So in other words...this isn't your lock then."
"Nope!" I'd said simply. Seconds later Jack returned from his storage shed with a pair of bolt cutters. A moment after that the gate swung open, something it hadn't done in nearly two years. In a way, it was like having a ribbon cutting ceremony or something. I almost felt like celebrating it in fact, and suggested off hand that when we actually did finish painting both sides of the fence, that it might be a great idea to get together for a barbeque and maybe even a little hot-tubing afterwards.
"I think Dawn would really like that!" Jack stated. Her best friend lives several hours away now, and though she spends an almost indecent amount of time with her on the phone, it's not the same as actually having someone you can sit down and share a cup of coffee with you know? Oh, unless of course your wife doesn't drink coffee," he said laughing.
"No worries there," I told him. Cindy loves coffee for one thing. But for another...she'll talk your ear off if given half the chance. So you might want to warn your wife about that. Cindy's best friend lives out of state too, so she stores up about a years worth of gossip for whenever the two of them finally do get together. She's not one for spending a lot of time on the phone, preferring to actually speak to someone in person. She's what you might call a 'touchy-feely' sort of individual I guess."
Jack laughed, "She prefer doing the touching? Or getting the feely?" He said jokingly. Although I had already made up my mind that I liked him, his comment had seemed a bit on the intimate side and I wondered if he was actually suggesting anything.
"Probably a little of both," I said ducking the question, trying to keep the conversation as light and as friendly as I felt that he honestly was.
Jack gave me a curious look but didn't pursue anything. "Well...if we're still neighbors over the Christmas holiday's this coming year, maybe Dawn will include you in her New Years resolution," he said offhandedly.
"Her New Years resolution?" I asked back. "Which is?" I added cautiously curious.
Once again Jack snickered. "Might be better if you asked her yourself sometime. Though I doubt highly she'd tell you even. But if she and your wife hit it off, you might have your wife ask her sometime about what it means. If Dawn and Cindy become as good of friends as I think you and I will, it's very possible she'll find out for you."
"Ok," I said speaking the word very slowly. It was a slight hiccup in our otherwise perfect start to a new friendship. Whatever secret he and his wife shared regarding this New Years resolution of hers, theirs for that matter, we'd learn about it in due time.
Shortly after that Jack disappeared back inside his house to change into some work clothes. When he returned, Dawn was with him carrying what looked to be like a plate of freshly baked cookies. I was about to turn around, run into the house to get Cindy when the sliding doors opened to our patio area and she walked out. Obviously she'd been watching everything through the kitchen window, and had seen their approach realizing that the gate was now officially open again.
Jack and I immediately made introductions all around. Dawn presented the plate full of cookies to my wife. "Would you guys care for some coffee?" She asked excitedly. "I just made a fresh pot."
Jack and I looked at one another knowingly.
"Maybe we should plan on having a barbeque later on this evening," Cindy offered almost immediately after that. "Good way to get to know one another better," she concluded.
Jack and I glanced at each other again and laughed simultaneously.
"What?" Cindy and Dawn said nearly in unison.
From the start, it was as though they had known one another for years. Dawn followed Cindy into the house. Jack and I got the fence painted, and though we never did get our coffee, the girls spent nearly the entire afternoon getting to know one another. By the time we actually did fire up the barbeque, we all felt like we'd been friends for years rather than just having met that very morning.
We'd been digesting our perfectly done steaks for over an hour, getting even better acquainted when to my surprise, Cindy suggested that maybe the four of us should hot tub. As it was the early part of fall, though the days were still fairly warm, the evenings were just cool enough to enjoy using it again.
"That sounds like a great idea Cindy," I said excitedly standing to open the cover and let it breathe a little prior to using it.
"I think maybe it would be a good idea if you wore a suit though," she added seriously. "After all, we just met our new neighbors...no sense scaring them away right off the bat!"
Fact was... I absolutely hated having to wear a suit while hot tubing. "Yes dear," I answered sarcastically smiling at our friends.
Then they surprised us. "Listen, if you guys prefer to tub nude, don't let that stop you. As long as we're not talking wife-swapping here or anything," Jack said teasingly. "I don't think that either Dawn or I would have any problems with doing that either." He did look her way however seeking confirmation.
"Maybe if you keep the outside lights off," she said chiming in. Though I think she'd said that more for my wife's benefit than for any concerns she might have had, as Cindy seemed to appear somewhat relieved after Dawn had made that suggestion.
"Yeah, we can do that," Cindy grinned.
Inside, the naughty little boy in me was jumping up and down silently yelling, "goody...goody...goody!"
"Would you care for some wine?" I asked in a mellow reserved voice.
"That would be nice, thank you," Dawn smiled at me. And I thought I saw a hint of more in her eyes as she looked at me.
"Goody! Uh, great!" I said sounding a bit too enthusiastic, trying to calm my inner-self, "I'll get us some plastic wine glasses for the tub."
"Where ah, should we?"" Dawn stammered slightly looking at my wife.
"Oh, sorry, there are some terry cloth robes we use to tub in that are hanging in the downstairs bathroom behind the door. Help yourself to those. I'll see how David's coming along with the wine, so we'll meet you outside in the tub whenever you're ready," she told them.
Cindy and I were both in the tub, somewhat nervously waiting for Jack and Dawn's arrival. "Behave yourself," Cindy told me impishly as her full breasts bobbed just below the water line.
"Me? I saw the way you were ogling Jack!" I teased back. "And if his dick's bigger than mine is..."
"Shh...here they come," Cindy stated lowering herself even further into the water.
To my surprise, and no doubt to Cindy's as well, Dawn promptly took off her bathrobe and nonchalantly placed it carefully over the coat stand we'd placed outside by the tub just for the occasion. Dawn wasn't flat chested by any means, but she had much smaller breasts than Cindy did. Her nipples however were gorgeous. I found myself staring at them as she stepped gingerly into the tub, allowing herself to slowly become accustomed to the temperature of the water.
"David?" Cindy said turning my attention back towards her, frowning at me when I did.
"Yeah?" I said a bit sheepishly.
"Would you mind pouring us all some wine?" She said keeping my attention focused on her rather than in so openly staring at the sexy neighbor. In the brief period I had been able to look, it was a rather nice surprise to see that Dawn's pussy, though very neatly trimmed, wasn't merely a thin strip of pubic hair that had seemingly become so fashionably popular as of late. Many of my friends and I had given the new style the moniker of "Fucking stripes" as we'd begun referring to them. Even Cindy had shaved hers completely for me, which was much preferable to having what I considered a useless strip of Velcro stuck between a woman's legs.
I'd managed to pour wine into one glass, sitting it down on the side bar, and began to pour the second when Jack discarded his robe and stepped down into the tub. Cindy turned just as he did, suddenly moving the glass away from me just as I began pouring.
"Ah Cindy?"
"Yeah?" She said still looking as Jack finally slid down inside the tub.
"The wine?"
"Oh...yeah, sorry," she responded. I laughed, catching her look of embarrassment. "What? I said I was sorry!" she stated again.
"Ah huh." Truth of the matter was, Jack really did have a rather nice looking cock and considering the fact that I wasn't at all interested in men, it was actually quite the honest compliment coming from me. Jack wasn't enormously well endowed which I was somewhat grateful for, but even I had to admit he had what I would have to call the "perfect penis". Size, shape, thickness, everything about it looked beautiful. And that was in a totally flaccid state. I could only begin to wonder what it might look like when aroused, found myself wondering about that, and had to shake the thought off. Luckily Dawn sat up considerably over in the corner of the tub across from me baring those rather prominently dark colored nipples when she did. I noticed almost immediately that my wife had sat up in her corner of the tub a moment after Dawn had, exposing herself considerably to Jack's view as he sat in the opposite corner across from her.
"Well now, isn't this nice?" Dawn said smiling as I handed her, her glass of wine.
Jack suggested a toast at that point to "New friends! And even better relationships!" We all touched plastic in response, drinking in toast to that new friendship. Privately, I was enjoying the view as both Cindy as well as Dawn had sat up, revealing themselves entirely as we finished our toast.
"So...how many other friends do the two of you hot tub nude with?" Jack asked casually.
"Well actually, none. Except now for you guys," I added jokingly. "Cindy and I do so all the time of course, but everyone else that we know is pretty inhibited. Not like it hasn't been playfully suggested before, but no one else until you guys actually agreed to do it."
Dawn laughed. "So we're the very first then huh?" I simply nodded my head yes in response, taking another drink to calm my excited nerves, using the maneuver to allow myself another brief look at her exposed tits. "Well I guess that makes the four of us best friends then doesn't it?"
"Sounds like another toast to me," I said reaching for the wine bottle in order to refill everyone's glass.
"Careful David...like I said, lets not scare away the neighbors the first night we get together ok?"
"Oh, you think David and Jack would dare try to get you and I drunk so they could try and take advantage of the situation?" Dawn questioned.
"Oh, something like that," Cindy said eyeing me over the rim of her glass.
"Well, don't worry about it, it's still too far away from the holidays for anything like that to happen," Dawn said simply.
Jack gave me a knowing look, and I was immediately reminded of our earlier conversation. At the same instant however, as though he'd been reading my mind, he gave me an appreciative shake of his head "no" as though urging me not to bring the subject up. And though I wasn't one hundred percent sure that's what he had indicated to me, I let the matter drop and never mentioned even remotely what we'd spoken about earlier.
I was beginning to think that perhaps they were both a little more inhibited than what I had begun to imagine when after several glasses of wine, Jack and Dawn cuddled up in the far corner together. It seemed like a natural normal thing to do of course, so I immediately coaxed Cindy into coming over to sit by me. Curious perhaps, she placed her hand down into my lap.
"Ah hah...just as I thought. You're horny!" She announced candidly to everyone. Cindy really wasn't much of a drinker. And though far from being drunk, she was feeling the affects of the wine just enough to cause her to more openly vocalize her thoughts and opinions. The sound of both Jack and Dawn snickering to her accusation once again garnered our attention towards them.
"Well, don't think you're all alone in that David. Jack's a little bit amorous himself. He's always had this little fantasy to make love to me in a hot tub. I think the wine's been stimulating that fantasy, not to mention something else!" Dawn said, her hand obviously down somewhere between Jack's legs.
The wine was getting to me too, but it wasn't me that surprised everyone in the next instant, but Cindy when she spoke.
"That's been one of my fantasy's too. But believe it or not, the two years we've had the tub, we've never not once done that." I felt her hand enclose my hardened cock, giving it a very familiar and knowing pull.
"Cindy!" I exclaimed, surprised on the one hand that she'd gone so far as to tell Jack and Dawn that in the first place, but equally surprised on the other that she seemed almost eager to fulfill that particular fantasy right here and now.
"We've done other stuff," I offered meekly, as though the fact we hadn't actually fucked in the tub was strange in and of itself. Especially since we obviously could have on any number of occasions.
"How come you haven't then?" Dawn questioned just as Jack had asked, "What other stuff?"
"You go first," I told Cindy, smiling and indicating to Jack with a look that I'd share with him the other momentarily. He grinned back, anxiously waiting to hear.
"Well, one reason we never have is because every time we do come out here, it's to relax. It's rare that we ever make it out of the bedroom if David's horny, or if I am," she added shyly. Truth of it was, I was surprised at Cindy's honest admission. Especially as she was sharing some pretty intimate thoughts with people we hardly even knew all that well...yet anyway.
"And the other?" Jack prompted looking at me. I glanced quickly towards my wife, but didn't see any signs that I was treading on thin ice here.
"Well as you're no doubt already aware, the water does tend to make you float a little. We'd discovered that during one of those rare evenings when we actually were being a bit frisky out here in the tub. Going down on Cindy while I knelt here in the middle as she floated on the surface just holding on to the side of the tub was pretty fucking hot!" I said painting everyone a pretty vivid picture.
"David!" Cindy exclaimed. "You just said the "F" word! "Maybe Dawn and Jack don't appreciate hearing that kind of language," she admonished me.
"Oh? But telling them I went down on you's ok?" I shot back at her. Even Cindy blushed over that one, realizing how silly that really was under the circumstances. I turned back around to face our new friends and saw that Jack was openly caressing his wife's tit. Dawn had positioned herself upon her husband's lap, and it was even more obvious the potential position they had placed themselves in.
"How'd that feel?" Dawn asked, surprising Cindy and I both. She seemed to move imperceptibly while she sat there, but it was obvious she was moving. Added to that of course the reality of what we could see, as Jack fondled her small perky breast, it was evident to both of us that Jack and Dawn were becoming quite aroused by our intimate little conversation.
"Pretty nice actually," Cindy said with a lusty sounding edge to her voice when she said it. "Course...David's pretty good with his tongue anyway, so even in the hot-tub..." She left off saying, smiling wickedly.
"Oh really? That good huh? Maybe you should take lesson's from him Jack," Dawn responded, teasing her husband.
"Maybe we should get him to show us how it's done," he prompted. "I'd rather enjoy watching how it was they did that anyway," he added quickly quite seriously as he looked towards the two of us expectantly.
Once again I heard the naughty little boy inside my head jumping up and down delightedly, but at the same time afraid that the angry mother would soon send him off to the confines of his bedroom.
Cindy downed the remaining wine in her glass. "I'm not sure I'm drunk enough to do that in front of the two of you...yet," she said handing me the empty glass. I quickly refilled it, handing it back, watching as it became even more and more obvious that Jack and Dawn were in fact fucking, even if they were doing so rather slowly, rather secretly, though not quite so as one might imagine.
In the next instant Cindy moved over closer to me all the while continuing to maintain her attention while looking and watching Jack and Dawn. Lifting her onto my lap was easy due to the buoyancy of the water of course. Sliding my cock into her pussy was even easier still. Cindy was about as wet as I'd ever found her to be, which meant she was really excited. And considering the fact we'd been sitting in the water, feeling that extra special wetness as my prick slipped inside that satin split spoke volumes.



"Well, looks like we're all satisfying our little fantasy," Jack once again said stating the obvious.
"Looks like," Dawn moaned in confirmation that the two of them had indeed been doing what Cindy and I now were.
Cindy began fucking me in earnest as her desires took over, melting away any and all inhibitions she might have had. Sliding up and down against me with movements that indicated just how aroused she really was, as well as how much she was truly enjoying this became even more apparent when the jets suddenly turned off ending the normal pulsations from the whirlpool. Too involved to stop and worry about turning them back on again, Cindy continued fucking against me, causing a new wave of water to begin slapping against the sides of the tub. Across from us, Jack and Dawn increased their own tempo. Soon, the water was moving nearly as violently as it would if the jets had actually been on.
The groans that Cindy and I were hearing just barely across from us merely added to our own excitement. Soon, both Cindy and I had joined them in vocally expressing our pleasures of what we were all doing in front of one another.
"God! I can't believe we waited this long before actually doing this!" I exclaimed excitedly.
"Shut up and fuck me!" Cindy said already so far gone, and so close to orgasm as it was that I expected her to fly a part at the seams at any moment now.
"I think Cindy just said the "F" word," Jack said innocently, snickering.
"Now you shut up, and start fucking me too, harder in fact!" Dawn warned, slamming herself down on his cock allowing a soft mewling cry of pleasure escape as she did.
Hearing the delightful sounds of their coupling, with the water sloshing all around us moving solely because of the four of us fucking, intensified the rather surrealistic atmosphere as we continued enjoying ourselves in front of one another in the semi darkness.
Cindy and I learned a few moments later that Dawn was quite the groaner when it came to having an orgasm. I don't think I'd ever heard a woman actually moan in that deep of a voice before, or quite that long in fact when she did climax. The sound of her orgasm triggered my own, which I was usually pretty good at holding off from having until after Cindy usually had. In this case however, I felt my prick blossom, expanding with overwhelming need and desire. Seconds later I was pouring myself inside my wife's more than slippery cunt. Knowing how much she liked me to pinch and squeeze her nipples when she came, I had begun doing so before she had neared her own orgasm, doing so while having mine. I felt her cunny tighten around me just as I jettisoned my last pleasurable squirt inside of her when I felt her cunt contract and begin to spasm in ecstasy.
"Oh fuck, don't stop...don't stop!" Cindy wailed just as I had begun slowing down. Immediately I increased my thrusting back inside of her even though my cock had already lost a fraction of its original firmness. Thankfully, there was more than enough stiffness to bring about the desired, anticipated result as Cindy toppled over the edge. Though I hadn't heard anything significant coming out of Jack's mouth, I had heard what I thought was a welcome grunt. When Cindy and I both came back down to earth, Dawn was already sitting next to her husband no longer sitting in his lap as she had been.
"Wow, that was certainly an unexpected surprise," she said coquettishly looking just a tiny bit embarrassed, yet thoroughly satisfied at the same time.
"You can say that again," Cindy said slipping off of me, sliding down beside me.
I quickly lit up a smoke taking a nice long pull from it.
"Why is it that a cigarette always tastes so damn good after an orgasm?" Dawn asked. "May I have one?"
"Oh, sorry, didn't know you even smoked." I said lighting a second one up for her. I didn't recall seeing her or Jack smoking at all anytime during the entire day.
"Oh, I don't usually. Only if I've just had a really nice cum, and then, only if someone happens to have one they're willing to give me," she sat grinning.
That comment immediately raised all kinds of interesting questions. Once again however, I kept my thoughts to myself. Something told me that certain answers to unasked questions would be forth coming, given a little more time.
#
Though we had certainly continued to visit and socialize with Jack and Dawn, nearly an entire month had gone by without even a hint of anything remotely sexual in nature between any of us. Aside from a few naughty jokes here and there, even the expected flirting seemed to be cautious amongst us. I'd pretty much decided that what had happened outside in our hot tub had been one of those "In the right place at the right time" experiences, that, and nothing more.
The weeks continued to pass and though we'd invited Jack and Dawn to hot tub with us again, it seemed like they always had something planned or as I began to suspect, were purposely avoiding placing themselves in another situation similar to the one we'd quite honestly enjoyed with them. Both Cindy and I still enjoyed their company however whenever we did manage to get together, deciding that our one and only 'experience' with them was just that, an experience. A couple of weeks shortly before the Christmas holidays I came downstairs on a Saturday morning fresh out of the shower to discover that Dawn had come over for a visit. She and Cindy were sitting at our kitchen table sharing a cup of coffee together. Although I was wearing only a bathrobe at the time, we were still all comfortable around one another that I didn't feel the least bit awkward as I poured myself a cup and sat down at the table joining them.
"We've been invited to a Christmas party," Cindy told me. "Jack and Dawn are hosting it, and asked us to come."
"When?"
"This coming Saturday," Dawn told me. "I hope you'll come."
Looking at her as she spoke, there was a certain expression in her eyes. I was confident I hadn't misread her inflection. When she'd said, "come" she'd said it like describing an orgasm as opposed to an invitation to attend their party.
"We're going shopping this morning," Cindy announced. "Dawn thought it might be fun for us to find something sexy to wear to the party."
Once again I was hesitant to infer anything into that, but Dawn's comment about finding something sexy to wear was certainly interesting. "Sounds like a fine idea to me." I said not quite staring at Dawn. It was then that I also noticed something else. Dawn was wearing a very tight fitting pink sweater. As small as her perky uplifted breasts were, she could easily go without wearing a bra. And as I looked, it was obvious to me that she wasn't wearing one now. Her incredibly large swollen nipples were pressing against the material almost to the point where I could make out every tiny little bump around her areolas.
"Well...guess I'd better hurry upstairs and finish getting dressed," Cindy stated scooting her chair out from beneath the table. "I'll be down as quickly as I can," she said looking towards Dawn, smiling with that same mischievous smile I'd seen her smile before whenever there was more going on that what met the eye.
"No hurry kiddo," Dawn told her. "I'll just have another cup of coffee with David here while I wait."
Cindy quickly disappeared upstairs as Dawn pushed her empty coffee mug towards me. "Looks like you could use a refill yourself," she said smiling.
The naughty boy came out of his room to play at that moment. Eyeing Dawn's twin nipply sweater covered points of interest, I picked up my cup draining the last of the coffee from it, simultaneously undoing the sash on my robe sufficiently that I knew it would part when I stood. Or hoped that it would anyway.
I reached across the table retrieving her mug as well as mine and stood. What I didn't know was that the tie to my robe had become tangled slightly with one of the ties on the seat cushions. When I had hoped for an accidental slight opening of my robe, I instead gave Dawn the full "Monty" as the seat cushion effectively pulled my robe completely a part when I stood. Though not fully aroused, I was sufficiently firm to at least not entirely embarrass myself. Standing now holding a cup in each hand realizing simultaneously what had really happened, I feigned surprise at finding myself fully revealed to her.
"Shit!" I said adding to the drama, quickly spinning around to head off towards the coffee pot, cups in hand. Outwardly I was grinning from ear to ear at the unexpected additional little show I had just performed. Inwardly, my naughty self was giving me a standing ovation.
"Too bad today's Saturday and not Tuesday," Dawn said casually. A comment that made absolutely no sense to me whatsoever, confusing the naughty child in me at the same moment, effectively ending the applause.
I carried our cups over to the counter setting them down. A second later I had retied my sash securely around my robe. Pouring us both a fresh cup, I returned to the table modestly covered, even managing to blush slightly as I did. In my head, I saw the naughty boy arms folded across his chest pouting sullenly.
"Sorry about that," I said meekly. Dawn was grinning however still looking towards my now completely covered crotch.
"Enjoyed the show," she began, but continued before I could respond to her comment. "Did Jack mention anything to you about our New Years resolutions?" She asked taking her cup from me, sipping it as she looked at me over the rim of the steaming mug.
"Resolutions?" I threw back at her playing dumb. "He might have said something to me in passing," I added as she obviously waited for a firmer response. "I don't recall any details though."
"I'm not surprised. Jack usually prefers it if I'm the one to give the explanation."
"Explanation? For what?" I said playing dumber and dumber.
"I'll tell you...if you open your robe again for me," she said. Naughty boy was screaming in my ear.
"Shut up." I thought to myself. "Let me think." He fell silent.
"By the way, how did you manage to do that anyway? That was no accident," she smiled knowingly, "Nicely done though."
Now I really was blushing. More importantly, naughty boy had retreated back to his bedroom.
"No...really. The tie on my robe somehow got tangled up with the cushion," I said defensively, still trying to worm my way out of her discovery.
"Ah huh, well, either way. I'll tell you mine, if you show me yours," she said with an obviously sounding lustiness to the tone of her voice.
I didn't need my naughty self to tell me what to do when I answered. Though he would have been proud of me anyway. "Pull up your sweater and show me those tits," I said boldly. "Then I will."
Once again Dawn smiled, baring her teeth this time however. But in the next instant she reached down pulling her sweater up well over her breasts, giving me a very delightful view of those magnificent dark pink colored nipples.
Where I had been firm before, I was now full on hard as I undid my sash, parting my robe.
"That's more like it," she said continuing to grin. "I'd have been disappointed in you if you had looked the same way now." I watched as Dawn reached up, fingering both nipples, making them even harder if that was possible, than they had been.
"You were saying?" I asked, feeling my cock twitch involuntarily which she happily noticed.
"That it's too bad it's Saturday and not Tuesday," she responded once again.
"I think I missed something somewhere," I told her, honestly confused at this point. "What's that got to do with your New Years resolution?"
"Several years ago Jack and I went to a party shortly before Christmas. One of Jack's co-workers made a subtle pass at me by placing his hand on the back of my ass. Jack saw him do it of course, and saw as well that I didn't do anything to force his co-worker into removing his hand. Truth was, we were both a little tipsy, and I was enjoying the attention."
Although I was focused on every word Dawn was telling me, my eyes were riveted on her tits as she continued playing with them.
"Touch yourself for me while I finish my story," she calmly requested as though it were the most natural thing in the world to be doing, and have asked me. Almost automatically I began doing so, though now keeping one eye and one ear for any sounds from my wife's return while I did. I began slow stroking my prick, much to Dawn's obvious delight as she grinned, continuing.
"A few minutes later I saw Jack do nearly the same thing to another woman whom I had teased him about having the 'hots' for earlier. Surprisingly, I found myself more than a little bit jealous, even a little angry and was determined to up the ante on the naughty little game we'd begun playing."
In my head...someone else was anxiously waiting to hear the rest of the story too. "So then what happened?" I asked stroking my prick a little more rapidly. Dawn must have decided to raise the stakes on our particular game that we were playing as she suddenly hiked her skirt up, pulling her panties down nearly to her knees. I watched with renewed interest becoming considerably more aroused as she began fingering herself while sitting there telling me her story.
"I walked over to the guy who had placed his hand on my ass and promptly fondled the front of his crotch, letting him know that I was interested in doing a lot more for him too. Leading him outside onto the balcony, even as cold as it was, I unzipped him, withdrew his cock and proceeded to give him the best fucking blowjob of his life. Not before I was sure that Jack could see what I was doing to him of course."
"Of course," I said agreeing, though still not as yet understanding any of this.
"After I had let him cum in my mouth, I looked around to see if Jack was still watching, but he had disappeared. I didn't think too much about it, figuring he was off in corner sulking. But nearly an hour later when he still hadn't resurfaced, I went looking for him, especially after discovering the tramp I'd seen him fondling earlier wasn't anywhere in sight either."
Dawn withdrew her finger from between her legs, slipped it between her lips and sucked it. "Damn, I wish I was sucking you instead of my finger," she said catching me off guard interrupting her own story.
"Naughty self was jumping up and down screaming, "Do it then! Do it!"
"But I'll have to be content with this," Dawn said slipping her hand back down between her legs, nodding at me as she continued playing with herself, reminding me in her focused look that I was to continue doing the same, which I had momentarily ceased to continue doing. "Just don't cum...yet," she asked of me.
"Anyway," I prompted, once again stroking my cock for her while she watched.
"Anyway, after a short search, I found Jack and the black haired tramp busily engaged in a '69' with one another in one of the upstairs bedrooms. I was going to cause a scene; you know...throw an angry tantrum because my husband was busily munching away on another woman's cunt. Sure...I know, how could I be angry or mad after what I'd done? You're asking yourself."
"Ok...I'll ask that question," I said amusedly.
"Truth was...I couldn't. But even more importantly, watching the two of them was very arousing. I soon found myself closing the door, leaning against it, hiking up my dress around my waist where I could begin fingering myself as I watched the two of them continue to pleasure one another orally."
"Fuck!" I said groaning as the image of that flooded my mind.
"Don't you dare cum!" Dawn warned. "I'm not quite that close yet myself."
I noticed however that she began finger-fucking her pussy a little more seriously.
"So...later, much later...after we returned home. We had a long talk. A very long talk about everything that had happened, and how we'd both allowed our emotions and petty jealousy's get in the way of what should have been a very erotic, very sensual evening. It was from that, that we came to an agreement, or rather what we now call as our New years resolution, which we renew every New Years of course."
"Of course," I said jumping in, still clueless as to where any of this was headed.
"I'll explain what I mean," she said knowing full well that I was still in the dark. "But after..."
"After?"
"Yeah...After. I'm nearly there now. So if you are...cum with me so I can watch and listen to you. It will make my orgasm all the better."
It was a simple matter of increasing my strokes as well as the friction. Within seconds I was grunting right along with her as we both rapidly approached climax. It was also at that moment that Naughty boy reminded me I had no place to "shoot the spunk" so to speak.
Frantically, I searched about looking for something to use to catch my ejaculation with. Realizing my dilemma, Dawn laughed, picking up her coffee mug, draining it in one gulp and sliding it across the table towards me.
"Here...use this," she said as she did. Too close to find anything else, I stood up from my seat, continuing to jack my prick holding the mug over the end of it. Dawn stood up walking over to my side so she could watch, continuing to stand there, legs slightly spread as she slipped several fingers into her very wet, very squishy sounding cunt as she continued masturbating herself.
"You ready?" She asked breathlessly. "Cause baby, I am!"
"Oh fuck yes!" I hissed as the first of many very powerful, very forceful ejaculations began spurting inside the cup I stood somewhat foolishly holding over the end of my dick. Dawn let out a deep moan-full cry just as the first spurt splashed against the walls of the cup as she stood watching it.
"Oh yeah...squirt it baby...squirt it!" She cried out gleefully, deep in the throes of her own well-timed orgasm.
I stood there milking the last of the cream from my prick into the mug when the sounds of my wife's return reached both of our ears. In a flash, Dawn had straightened herself sitting demurely back down at the table. For myself, all I could do was place the cum-filled mug on the table, grab my sash retying it just seconds before Cindy came into the kitchen area. Picking up the coffee pot, she poured herself a fresh cup, and then carried it over to the table. I quickly placed my hand over my cup indicating I'd had enough, starring in horror, as Cindy appeared ready to pour coffee into Dawn's mug.
"Cream?" She asked just a split second before she began to pour.
"Actually no...I've had enough cream in my coffee for one day." Dawn said, picking her cup up, carrying it over to the sink to rinse. "And besides...we really should get going, you know how busy the stores are this time of year," she added smiling demurely, all the while looking towards me.
Relieved, I sat back down at the table watching the girls gathering up coats and purses. "See you in a little while honey," Cindy told me, bending over to give me a perfunctory kiss.
They were nearly out the door when I heard Dawn turn towards my wife asking her a question. "By the way Cindy, do you and David have any New Years resolutions?" She asked. A second later, the door closed cutting off whatever response Cindy was about to make. It didn't make any difference anyway, as I knew she had purposely teased me with the question. But the real pisser, I still didn't know what the fuck their New Years resolution really was.
#
Moments after the girls had departed I grabbed that mug, washed and dried it and put it away into the cupboard. I wondered briefly if I'd ever be able to look at it again without remembering what had happened. "Probably not". I heard naughty self telling me.
I headed upstairs to dress, spending the next several hours nervously awaiting my wife's return. For starters, I was curiously interested in hearing how their afternoon together went. Hopefully Dawn would feel just as free talking to Cindy as she had been with me. If she was, I knew that Cindy would eventually share that with me. So I hoped anyway.



Late that afternoon when they did return, Dawn headed immediately over to her place using the gate in the backyard to do so, so I never saw or spoke with her again that evening. Cindy seemed to be in a particularly good mood however, so I was once again hopeful that they had had a chance to share some interesting conversation with one another.
"So, did you find something sexy to wear?" I asked. Cindy beamed with the certain knowledge that she indeed had.
"Yes, we both did. I must say David, it was a rather interesting afternoon to say the least."
"Oh?" I asked curiously interested. "So what happened?" I had helped Cindy carry up several bags to the bedroom and sat down on the edge of the bed while she went through everything removing the tags. Holding up one particularly interesting black dress, Cindy held it up in front of herself showing me the intricate pattern of lace criss-crossing in front where her breasts would be all but exposed.
"You like?" She said showing me. Cindy wasn't exactly shy about showing off her body, but in all the years we'd been married, I'd never seen her wear a dress quite that revealing before either.
"Hell yes!" I responded eagerly. "But I am surprised you actually bought that for yourself," I added.
"Actually, I probably wouldn't have. But Dawn talked me into trying it on. Oh...she told me I have really beautiful breasts by the way." I sat there with this image of my wife standing inside the dressing room, Dawn standing behind her fondling her breasts as she convinced her to try on the dress. Someone else was getting excited too.
"Then what happened?" I asked, already imagining the two of them fingering one another inside the dressing room.
"Well, I tried on the dress, and Dawn pointed out to me just how sexy I looked, and how every guy there at the party would probably fawn all over me," she added looking at me for any signs of me putting my foot down. Admittedly, that thought really hadn't occurred to me.
"I'm sure they will be," I said instead, giving my approval for her wearing the dress. Truth was, I really wasn't the jealous type and would secretly get quite a kick out of a few other men ogling my wife's tits.
"Anything else exciting happen?" I asked trying not to sound too interested, or too prying.
"Matter of fact, we went to lunch shortly after that. Did you know that Jack and Dawn have a New Years resolution that they've been observing all year long?" She asked me.
"I think Jack may have mentioned it," I said cautiously. "But he never told me what it was," I added quickly.
Cindy answered my question by asking one. "Do you know the reason why they always seemed to be busy every time we invited them over to hot tub after that first night?"
"No...why?"
"Well, it wasn't because they didn't want to, that's for sure. It was because they were too tempted to let it remain as it had been that first night, and they didn't want us getting the wrong idea because of it."
Suddenly I was back to being confused all over again. "So what you're saying is, they had a good time, wanted to do more than that in fact, but because they were tempted, they figured they'd better not tub with us again in case we got the wrong ideas? Is that about it?"
"In a nutshell, yes."
"Oh...I see," I said shaking my head no that I really didn't understand at all.
"That's when Dawn told me about their promise they made one another."
"Ah oh!" I thought. "That's what she was trying to tell me about...they promised each other that after that particular Christmas party, they'd behave from now on or some such shit." I said to myself. "But then what was the deal this morning then?" I asked myself confusedly.
Cindy told me the whole story all over again. I sat there listening to it of course as though hearing it for the first time. I briefly wondered if Dawn had considered making Cindy play with herself while she told it again. After she'd finished telling me, I looked at her expectantly, there was still a "but" hanging out there somewhere. Thankfully, she had the answer to that unanswered question too.
"What Dawn told me was this..." I sat up straighter on the edge of the bed, intensely curious. "For the week prior to Christmas, and then the week after Christmas through New Years, they can fool around with anyone they like, no questions asked, no harm, no foul, as Dawn put it. But for the rest of the year, they agreed to remain totally and completely faithful to one another. No outside anything, except for a little harmless everyday flirtations, normal stuff. But NO outside curricular activities. So that was the reason why they shied away from hot tubing with us again. Not because they didn't enjoy it and in fact, Dawn mentioned to me how often they've fucked thinking about it. But they agreed until they could explain things to us regarding their promise, that it probably wouldn't be a good idea, in case we had any idea's and tried pressing the issue with them."
"So, you mean to tell me that they've agreed they can fool around on the side for just two weeks of the year?" I asked incredulously.
"Yep, that's about it."
Everything made perfect sense to me now of course. Though I think watching one another masturbating was stretching the flirtation thing a little. "So basically, come Tuesday then, they're both free to do whatever they'd like then huh?"
"Seems so," Cindy said hanging up her new dress. "What do you think of their New Years resolution anyway?" Cindy asked with her back turned towards me.
"Sounds kind of interesting I guess," I responded noncommittally, cautiously as this was entirely new ground here I was treading on with my wife. In addition, I couldn't help wondering what Cindy's true thoughts were on the subject, and certainly not about to tell her I thought it was pretty fucking cool. "I guess for two weeks, if it's something they both agree to and stick to, then if it works for them, and they're ok with it...who the hell am I to judge?" I ventured, dipping my toe in the water to test the temperature.
"That's sort of what I thought after I had a chance to digest what Dawn had shared with me. Oh...and something else too David. She and Jack have been wondering once we were aware of that, if we'd still be interested in their coming over to tub with us Tuesday evening."
Cindy finally turned to gage my reaction. Which admittedly had to look a little surprised at the obvious implication.
"Dawn told me, that just because Tuesdays the start of their agreement, it didn't mean that we'd be expected to do anything any differently than what we did before. Only that if we were as like-minded, and then if you and I were both comfortable with it, that we'd just sort of all see how things went from there. But that this time, there was the potential for a lot more happening than it had the last time we were together."
Obviously their afternoon together had gotten Cindy fairly aroused, which surprised me a little. "So tell me, did she suck your tits while you stood in the dressing room together?" I asked making a joke, not really being serious with her, which was my intent on easing the slightly awkward moment I was experiencing.
"You're horny too huh?" Cindy said laughing. "I know, after I'd had a chance to think about it a little, the thought of their agreement sort of made me horny thinking about it too. You've got to admit David. For two weeks, they not only share and live their fantasies together, but they also know that that's all it is. For the entire rest of the year they know that neither one of them will ever do anything outside of their marriage. And besides, it gives them something to excitedly look forward to the following year don't you think?"
"What I think, is that I'd like to be licking your pussy." I said standing up, beginning to remove my clothing. After which, I think, you should call Dawn and invite she and Jack over to tub with us on Tuesday."
Cindy grinned ecstatically. "Maybe you should call her and tell her that yourself. I think she'd like that. Oh...and she asked me to ask you...how much cream you enjoy with your coffee." Naughty self had been standing there playing with his cock listening to all this. Suddenly, he turned and ran screaming into the night.
"What a strange question," I stated carefully.
"I thought so too, until Dawn told me you'd jerked off into your coffee mug."
In abject horror I looked at her waiting for the roof to cave in. All Cindy did was laugh however. "Don't worry, she assured me you never laid a finger on her, though she still wonders how you managed to make the chair pull your robe open the way you did. Oh yeah, she also said that their agreement means not keeping any secrets from one another either." Cindy added still smiling. "Now, you still interested in licking my pussy? Or are you going to sit there and deny everything?" She asked questioningly.
"You really do have beautiful tits," I responded evasively as Cindy removed her bra.
"Ah huh," she said pushing me back down onto the bed, positioning herself over my face. "By the way...you did wash the mug out yes?"
"Yes dear," I barely managed to get out just as she lowered her very wet, very juicy tasting pussy down over my face.
#
Several hours later I called over to our neighbors. I was slightly disappointed when it was the sound of Jack's voice rather than Dawn's, when he answered the phone.
"Hi Jack...listen, I wanted to call and see if you guys were doing anything Tuesday night?"
"Like hot tubing?" He asked his voice hinting with excitement.
"Matter of fact, yes," I answered, realizing as I did what I was agreeing to in not so many words.
"Terrific!" Jack responded enthusiastically. "Dawn's been anxious, as I have, to tub with you guys again, ever since that first night!" He said emphasizing the word, hinting at a lot more than that in having done so. "Oh...and David?"
"Yeah?"
"Next time you invite me over for coffee? Make sure you don't give me the same cup you used today ok?"
Stunned into silence, I just sat there on the phone trying to over come the shock of what I'd just heard. Seemingly long moments of silence passed before I heard Jack snicker on his end of the line. "Don't worry about it my friend," he stated still snickering. "Dawn's got a pretty sick sense of humor. Actually, I'd have probably done what you did."
Recovering slightly, I responded. "Ah well...yeah, thanks...I guess." Feeling slightly ill at ease just the same.
"By the way, you want us to bring anything with us?" He asked.
"Yeah, your swim suits," I deadpanned, now listening to the momentary silence on the other end.
"Very funny," e said finally catching on. "Actually, It's Dawn you should get back at. Maybe between now and Tuesday you and I can come up with something."
"I'd like that," I told him feeling considerably better. "Oh, you might tell Dawn that Cindy thinks she has nice tits too." I added, thinking to pull one over on Dawn, teasing her a little.
"Yeah, she already knows. Dawn told me that Cindy said she has sweet tasting nipples. I guess they really did have a little fun in that changing room didn't they?" Jack stated comfortably. "Ok, well we'll see you on Tuesday night then!"
"Cindy?" I called out to her upon hanging up the phone, undoing my pants taking them off and stroking my prick until it was nice and hard again.
"Yeah?" She called out to me from the upstairs bedroom where she was busy trying on clothes.
"I think you forgot to tell me something," I said as I climbed the stairs towards our room.
"What's that?" She called back to me.
"I'll ask you afterwards," I shot back.
"After what?"
"After you've sucked my cock honey," I said hearing Cindy laugh by way of an answer.
"What's gotten into you all of a sudden?" She asked suddenly appearing in the doorway, seeing that I was already hard as well as half naked as I approached her just then reaching the landing.
"Oh, something Jack told me, about you and Dawn in the dressing room?"
"Oh yeah...that!" She said backing into the room looking a little sheepish all of a sudden.
"Yeah that!" I said leering at her. "So what else would you like to tell or share with me?" I pressed.
"Tell you what honey, I'll tell you all about it while you lick my pussy, then I'll suck you off afterwards how's that sound?"
"Sounds good," I admitted to her, adding, "They're coming over Tuesday by the way."
"Sounds like fun." She said grinning at me as I approached her pushing her back onto the bed.
"So tell me, just exactly what did happen today?" I asked as the naughty boy inside sat anxiously waiting to hear every delicious 'naughty' detail.
#
Cindy and I were about as excited as two nervous teenagers about to "do it" for the very first time as we sat waiting for the appointed hour to arrive. There's a lot to be said for experiencing something a little new and different, which in this case was a different pussy for me, and a totally different penis for Cindy. Something neither one of us had experienced in several years now. I'd already opened a bottle of our best wine for the occasion, deciding to use real glass this time rather than plastic as I didn't want anything to mar the taste, nor dampen the special occasion we would be toasting this New Year's with.
Both naked, sitting around wearing our bathrobes, it felt deliciously naughty to be contemplating the possibilities while simply sitting there looking at one another, knowing that each of us was nude, excited about the evenings enjoyments which were just a short time ahead now.
Though Cindy and I hadn't discussed the ground rules at length, or at least obviously not to the extent that Jack and Dawn had. We'd already agreed to honor whatever resolution they'd made with one another, vowing to make our own New Years resolution when the time came, provided the two of us were still in agreement to do so after this evening. Cindy and I were both nervous. We'd discussed, even shared our most secret intimate fantasies with one another of course. But the reality said that sometimes fantasy is just that, often far better than ever really going through with doing it. Admittedly those thoughts ran around inside my mind, as I'm sure they were doing in Cindy's. The only difference being, I had a horny little helper constantly telling me I was going to be fucking and sucking "strange pussy" that was short circuiting any moral insecurities I might have had, not to mention a sudden, total lack of inhibitions.
Prompt as usual; Dawn and Jack arrived at the back door letting themselves in, as we'd all become comfortable doing over the past few months. Like us, it was evident they were naked beneath their bathrobes too. "You weren't really serious about the suits were you David?" Jack asked nervously. As he did, Dawn reached down opening my robe grabbing my still flaccid prick in her hand.
"Nope!" She confirmed almost immediately. "He's naked, though he's not hard yet though," she stated with a cute, sexy little pout on her face.
"Dawn!" Jack said warningly. "Remember? We discussed talking to Cindy and David before doing anything? I think walking in the door, grabbing the man's prick sort of qualifies as an anything, don't you?"
Though not exactly standing there in a state of shock, Dawn still hadn't as yet let go of my dick, continuing to hold it, if not sensually feeling me up as we stood there talking. Worried that perhaps things were moving a bit too quickly, especially in Cindy's case, I glanced over to where she was still sitting at the kitchen table when they'd first come in.
"Jack?" Cindy said grinning. "Dawn and I've already discussed 'things'...before hand." Neither one of us wanted to walk into any major surprises, one of which was having either one of us worried, concerned, or feeling uncomfortable by anything the other one wanted to do. I told her a couple of days ago to simply be herself. Part of the fun is seeing David's reaction to her. Walking in the door, grabbing his dick is all a part of the fun and excitement as far as I'm concerned. Unless of course David has a problem with her standing there playing with him." She questioned. "So, do you David?" She asked me.
"Ah no, not at all," I said happily, feeling my dick growing in her hand as she stood there caressing it.
"Good!" Cindy said standing up. As she did, her robe fell open immediately exposing her voluptuous full breasts to everyone.
"Damn...I wish I had tits as big as hers are," Dawn said gazing at her as we all were. Cindy smiled at Dawn in a way I'd never seen her smile before. Sexy, daring in a way. As she passed by her friend, I watched to my complete and utter surprise as she leaned over parting Dawn's robe, exposing her beautiful, though much smaller breasts, and then kissing one!
"Well fuck me!" I blurted in surprise.
"Maybe later." Dawn said, finally letting go of my prick, bending over to suck on one of Cindy's tits.
Jack was grinning from ear to ear. "Damn I love these two weeks of the year! Though I told Dawn in the beginning, she was free to do anything she wanted to with a woman...any time she wanted, regardless of our agreement," he added.
"So you're telling me that she and Cindy have been fooling around behind our backs?" I asked teasingly, not serious at all.
"Hell, they've probably gone down on one another a dozen times or more by now old buddy." Jack told me with a straight face.
I spun around on my heel once again facing my wife. "Gotcha!" She told me. "I knew that would get your attention. You guys have no idea how many times he's begged me to do something with another woman. Never have David," she said looking at me eye to eye. "Until now anyway."
"Very funny," I replied almost wishing she had been.
"Well, shall we?" Cindy suggested leading the way outside to the tub. "Oh David? Would you mind grabbing the wine and the glasses?" She asked as I watched the three of them disappear outside.
A few minutes later I joined them. As I approached the tub I was a little surprised to find that Cindy and Jack were already sitting together, rather closely in fact in the farthest, darkest corner. Dawn sat kitty-corner across from them patiently waiting for me to join her. I quickly sat the four wine glasses down on the side bar along with the bottle of wine, hung up my robe and then stepped down into the tub.
I waded over back to the side bar to begin pouring the wine when I felt Dawn's hand snaking up between my legs. "Nope, still not hard yet," she said jokingly. As difficult as it was to pour the wine with Dawn's hand fingering and cupping my balls, I somehow managed. Handing everyone a glass, I soon settled down into the tub sitting next to her. As excited as I was to see what, if anything would actually happen when they came over, it was admittedly unsettling for me to see Cindy and Jack sitting together, knowing full well that the hand that had disappeared beneath the water was holding onto another mans prick. I felt a slight tinge of jealousy, realizing how foolish a thought that was when I considered how closely we had all grown attached to one another.
"To renewed friendship," Jack said raising his glass. This time when we touched glasses, they actually clinked. I'd barely set my glass down when I felt Dawn's hand snake over into my lap. This time however, I was rock hard when she did.
"Hmmm, now that's more like it!" She said grinning as she began playing with it.
"You know David...I still never got to see what you were talking about when you said how you went down on Cindy here in the tub. Maybe you should demonstrate your technique for us. I know Dawn would enjoy that." I glanced quickly towards Cindy seeking her approval but she had her eyes closed with her head resting against the side of the tub, as Jack must have busily been teasing her pussy beneath the water.



"Would you like me to do that?" I asked Dawn.
"Would I!"
"Place your hands back against the edge of the tub," I told her. "Then just let your legs float free as you lay on your back." I quickly slid in between her legs as they came up taking the same position in the middle of the tub as I had done with Cindy. I couldn't believe how excited I was all of a sudden. The fact that I was about to lick another woman's pussy was fabulous enough. But that I was about to do so with my wife, and her husband watching threw an interesting twist into the mix.
"Oh my!" Dawn expelled in a rush of breath with my tongue barely encircling her clit. The feel of her legs supported over my shoulders gave the experience a uniqueness that could only be performed while floating in the water like she was. Placing my hands comfortably beneath her nearly perfect ass, a simple lift raised her sufficiently out of the water so that I didn't drown while drawing my tongue up and down that wonderfully sweet furrow.
"Fuck this feels good!" Dawn exclaimed with a tinge of awe in her voice. "No wonder you love getting your clit licked in the tub Cindy!"
"Gee...she never told me that!" I stated stopping momentarily to glance over towards my wife. Cindy moved over kneeling in the water closer to Dawn.
"I didn't think I had to tell you!" She said simply. "Wasn't my wet pussy obvious enough to you that I was enjoying it?"
"Actually no," I told her. "I like it when you talk dirty to me." Cindy laughed.
"So does Jack," Dawn added also laughing. "Now...if you wouldn't mind, would you quit talking and start licking my pussy again? Please?" I immediately began doing just that, delighted when I saw Cindy reach over cupping each one of Dawn's tits in her hands and begin rolling those incredible nipples of hers between her fingers.
"Doesn't Dawn have incredible nipples?" Jack said sliding up behind my wife. "Of course...these are pretty fucking nice too!" He added reaching around Cindy as he began kneading, playing and caressing her soft pliant breasts.
"Thank you," Cindy responded. "I'm glad you like them, but I really do wish my nipples were as nice as hers are."
Dawn moaned as I captured her swollen clit between my lips, gently sucking it. "And I wish that my breasts were as pretty as yours are!" Dawn barely managed to express as I went back to flicking her clit with the tip of my tongue rapidly. "By the looks of it...Jack's certainly enjoying them," she sighed happily.
"I'm enjoying something else now too," Jack said winking at her. Knowing how wet and slippery Cindy's quim could become, I wasn't at all surprised to learn that Jack had somehow managed to impale my wife as she continued fondling, then bending over to suck on one of Dawn's tits while being fucked from behind. The sudden knowledge that Cindy's pussy was in fact being filled by another man's cock rather than my own, sent a renewed surge of lusty desire coursing through me. Savagely, I attacked Dawn's clit with renewed vigor, causing her to let out a tiny small scream of delight.
"Fuck David! I don't know what the hell it is you're doing, but you're going to have to show Jack whatever the hell it is!" She exclaimed breathlessly. Giving my vibrating tongue a quick rest, I laughed sitting up slightly.
"Can you curl your tongue?" I asked showing him.
"That...and cross my eyes," he threw back at me. "Especially the way your wife's cunt is sucking my prick at the moment."
"I'll show you later then," I said more than pleased that I was obviously doing something a little better than he did anyway, though by the look on my wife's face, she was experiencing something new herself.
"Oh...do that again!" Cindy all but purred saying.
"What was that?" Jack asked grinning; already doing whatever it was he had been doing.
"That...that...yeah, just like that!" Cindy moaned ecstatically.
"Looks like the boy's both will be doing a little show and tell later won't they?" Dawn sighed dreamily. "Oh fuck...this really is nice though." Dawn moaned softly, stroking my ego, which had just taken a bruising a moment ago. I continued licking Dawn's juicy sweet tasting split while Jack continued sliding in and out of my wife. The sound of flesh slapping together there in the water had seemingly heightened not only everyone's awareness, but had increased the incredible passion, which had begun building towards even greater heights.
"Stop! Stop!" Dawn pleaded with me. "I don't want to cum...just yet," she begged teetering on the edge, no longer really sure she in fact did want me to stop. "I want this first one to really build," she said pleadingly, resigning herself to forcing me away, and then doing so by sitting up effectively disengaging my face from her split.
Cindy seemed to be struggling with the same dilemma moving away from Jack at nearly the same instant Dawn had disentangled herself from me.
"I think maybe it's their turn!" Dawn said. "Though I guess, Jack really was having his pleasures, even though you were too." She added winking at Cindy. To my total and complete shock, Cindy leaned over kissing Dawn full on the mouth. Dawn immediately responded in kind, kissing her back, reaching up to clasp the back of Cindy's head, deepening the kiss.
"Wow!" Jack and I said exactly at the same time.
"That's fucking hot." I added a millisecond after that.
"You can say that again," Jack agreed while we continued looking on at our wives so erotically embraced. I was so excited by this point that I felt the same exact way as I had once done as a young boy waking up Christmas morning. The girls finally ended their passionate kiss, each of which let out an audible sigh of pleasured response as they parted.
"Now then, what would you like for Christmas naughty boy?" Dawn asked me with the most erotically wicked expression I'd ever seen on a woman's face before. Inside, the naughty boy she had unknowingly addressed was already reminding me of my biggest secret fantasy of course. But I didn't need him, or myself for that matter to tell her.
Cindy did.
"Oh that's easy," Cindy said jumping in. "I'm willing to bet that it's having two women licking and sucking his cock at the same time."
"Oooh, you really are a dirty minded boy aren't you?" Dawn said, still using that tone of voice that just dripped cunt-honey as she spoke. "Is that true David? You'd like to see what it feels like to have two women sucking that nice hard prick of yours? Well then, come on. Why don't you sit up here on the side of the tub and let Cindy and I see what we can do about that," she stated while patting the side of the tub, indicating where it was she wanted me to sit.
I quickly positioned myself, feet still dangling comfortably in the water as Cindy, and then Dawn moved over to kneel on either side of me. Jack moved back over to the bar to watch, which was nearly as exciting for him to do as for me to actually experience.
"Only one rule for the hot tub," Cindy stated clasping my prick in her hand just as Dawn began cupping, kneading my balls.
"What's that?" Dawn inquired.
"No cum in the water," she laughed seriously.
Dawn guffawed delightedly. "Then I guess we'll just have to make sure none of that gooey white stuff makes it that far won't we?" She leered suggestively.
Feeling first Dawn's tongue, then Cindy's as they began to tentatively lick, teasing my super-sensitive shaft, caused goose bumps to pop up all over my body. It was incredibly sensual to me to feel one area of my prick being lightly licked or nipped, while the other nibbled or actually sucked me. As aroused as I was, feeling these incredible sensations, it was interesting...and yes, curiously erotic while watching us, that Jack had begun jerking off.
I had always known that there was nothing unique about my penis. Averaged sized, average looking perhaps. Average everything. Not that I was complaining, nor had I had anyone else complain about it for that matter, but truth be told, Jack truly did have one handsome specimen for a prick. And it's not like he was "giant sized" or anything like that. I think if we'd been forced to lay them side by side, there wouldn't have been any difference in length, or even if there was, certainly not enough to make a difference in that particular department. But where I'd always thought I could be a little wider here, or a little less veined there, Jack's cock was what I would have wished mine looked like. The fact that he was comfortable enough to stand there masturbating while watching the girls pleasuring me, said something for his obvious self-confidence. I'm not sure I would have been nearly as comfortable to be doing what he was doing. But then again, watching the women doing what they were currently doing to me might have had me doing exactly the same thing that Jack was.
When I felt Dawn's middle finger begin to worm its way inside of my ass, I nearly lost it right then and there. The fact that she was using lubricant from her own well-oiled pussy made it all the more stimulating for me anyway, the erotic thoughts of that suddenly bouncing around inside my head like a pin-ball machine.
"Hmmm, you like that huh?" She said knowingly as I groaned deeply, audibly as she slowly rotated her finger inside me. "Gonna make you cum soon?" She asked hopefully in that deep lusty sounding voice that she was using.
"Fuck yes!" I somehow managed to tell her. "Especially if you keep doing that!" With the 'no-cum in the water rule' being in effect, I was a little curious as to how they were going to deal with the situation when Dawn brought the question up herself.
"Would you like to do the honors? Or shall I?" She asked. Though Cindy had occasionally allowed me to cum in her mouth, it wasn't one of her favorite things to do. Not that she hated the taste of my semen or anything like that. Simply put, she had a difficult time swallowing all that cream.
"Be my guest," she said handing off the baton, literally. Sensing how close I was, continuing to massage my prostate, Dawn began sucking my cock like there was no tomorrow. Cindy reluctantly sat back watching, curiously interested as well as aroused in watching another woman enjoying her husband's prick, especially the way she seemed to be doing it.
"Suck that fucker!" Jack exclaimed as he continued to furiously pound his prick. Cindy immediately moved towards him. At this point I found I wasn't surprised by anything that was happening. Cindy immediately took over, sucking Jack's prick just as seriously as Dawn was doing to mine.
"Cum in her fucking mouth David!" He urged. "She really enjoys drinking sperm juice," he added lustily.
He'd no sooner finished telling me to do so, when I did. Dawn's finger, her stroking hand...and delicious velvet lips soon yanked the first of several spendings up my shaft and into her hungrily sucking mouth. I'd half expected her to have some difficulty with it, as I tended to really shoot a gallon when I came. Which had been part of Cindy's problem with me when I did. Surprisingly however, Dawn began drinking my cum juice like she was sipping it from a straw. The intensity of my orgasm was overwhelming, so I new damn full well that I was certainly filling her mouth with what had to be a gallon of baby-batter. But expert at sucking dick as she was, Dawn slurped it down like it was smooth delicious tasting ice cream. Only when the last hard-felt spurt had disappeared down her throat did she remove her mouth from around my prick, licking her lips.
"Damn you cum a lot," she said wickedly. "That was...nice!" Jack's own deep-throated moan told both Dawn and I that he too was about to tumble over the ledge of ecstasy.
"Oh...oh...OH Yeah Cindy! Here...it...cums!" He cried. Cindy jacked his cock up and down furiously pumping out every bit of Jack's juice as she did. I watched...waiting for the inevitable gag reflex, which never came. Cindy slurped Jack's prick every bit as much the expert at doing it as had Dawn. For a moment, I wondered if she'd somehow learned to do it through osmosis or something, while I stood there watching her. The only reasonable explanation I had for it, either Cindy was so damn horny herself that she somehow managed to relax her throat muscles...or that Jack didn't cum in nearly the same volume that I often did.
"Way to go honey!" I told her honestly. "You looked HOT sucking Jack's prick like you did!"
"You liked that huh?" She said a bit shyly. "I think it was easier for me with him, you tend to want to drown me when you cum, Jack's wasn't quite as, well as thick as yours seems to be...or as much!"
"Well, that answered that particular question", I thought silently.
We all sat back relaxing for a while, easily finishing off the last of the wine I had brought outside for us.
"I'm starting to turn into a prune now," Cindy indicated. "And I'm still considerably horny too!" She admitted. "Maybe we should go inside where Dawn and I can now have a nice little orgasm too!"
"Or two, actually, Dawn said playing on her choice of words.
"Or two, or three," Cindy shot back laughing. "Unless of course, you guys don't want too?"
"I'll open another wine," I said standing offering my hand to Dawn to help her out.
"I'll grab the glasses and take them upstairs," Jack said anxiously, extending his hand to my wife.
Cindy and Dawn were both laughing. "Gee...isn't it amazing how fast the boys can actually move whenever it is they want something?" Cindy stated.
"Yes, it is interesting isn't it?" Dawn finished. "But isn't it you and I that are the one's who actually want something at the moment?"
Cindy actually pinched Dawn's ass. "Shhh, who's side are you on anyway?" She teased stepping out of the tub.
Regardless of that, Jack and I...dick's in hand so to speak, dutifully followed our lovely wives upstairs to the bedroom.
#
Jack and Dawn knew how to throw a party. They had invited several couples they had known, including their long time friends Brad and Doreen who had flown out just for the occasion. For myself, I still couldn't get over the way my wife looked in her slinky new black dress, floor length, slit up along one side nearly to her waist. Not only did Cindy expose a considerable amount of thigh, requiring of course that she couldn't wear anything beneath, but with the way the lacy pattern lay across her chest, if you looked closely enough, you could see her tiny pink nipples poking through.
Dawn was just as wonderfully adorned in a dark blue sequined gown that appeared more black than blue. It had the additional effect of shimmering whenever the light hit it a certain way. But the most significant feature of her dress as far as I was concerned was the deep plunging "v" that went all the way to her waist exposing a goodly amount of her chest. Both breasts sat just tantalizingly out of view...though just barely.
"Wow! You guys look spectacular!" She said in greeting us. It had been a while since I'd worn a dinner jacket and tie to a formal party so I felt a little confined. But seeing several of the other women whom Jack and Dawn had invited, each wearing some sort of sensual, provocative attire, made my having to wear a jacket well worth any discomfort.
We'd been warned well ahead of time as to what we might expect from one of Jack and Dawn's parties. Aside from enjoying a catered dinner, the whole idea was to feel free to flirt, enjoy some "touchy-feely" as Dawn called it. If there was a mutual attraction with anyone there we'd also been informed that it was expected that sometime during the evening, couples might disappear from time to time to take advantage of one of the upstairs bedrooms that had been especially prepared for the evenings festivities. They'd been very careful to caution us about several of their friends. If Cindy had any compulsions about having some guy, or some woman for that matter feeling her up at some point during the party, then they had politely told us it might be better not to even come. Dawn hadn't told us that in being rude, which we knew. Plain and simply, it was just one of those kind of parties. Everyone certainly had the right to decline an offer. Cindy and I were no exception. But we were also told that this crowd didn't take kindly to "wall flowers" either.
True to form as well as the nature of the evening. I was seated considerably well away from Cindy, as were most of the guests and their spouses. Sitting between Dawn as well as Doreen, I found myself in very attractive, sexy company. If I thought Cindy's dress was revealing in front, it was almost nothing compared to the near transparent, more body stocking, white lace outfit that Doreen had worn. With very large breasts, extremely dark nipples, it was hard not to see the obvious contrast.
"Dawn and Jack speak very highly of you and your wife," Doreen told me. I felt her hand slip down into my lap resting on my upper thigh as she spoke. "When she told me how well the four of you hit it off...I actually felt a little jealous. Especially after seeing you and your wife in person." Doreen smiled with lips that were meant to be kissed, and damn if I wasn't tempted to do just that!
"Well thank you," I said, trying as hard as possible to keep from staring directly at her breasts, let alone kiss her. Which wasn't exactly easy as her hand began fumbling with my zipper now as we sat there at the table. Feeling just slightly embarrassed, not sure what the actual protocol was for receiving a hand-job at a formal dinner party, Dawn quickly answered that question.
"Here, let me help you with that," she said reaching over holding my zipper with her both of her hands so that Doreen could pull it down easier.
"Thank you darling," she said blowing her friend a kiss reaching inside my dress slacks, immediately grasping my already awakened penis.
"You're welcome," Dawn responded continuing to fondle me herself as Doreen withdrew my hardened prick so that they could both lay hands on it.
Out of curiosity to see how things were going with my wife at the far end of the table, I glanced her way and noticed a woman sitting next to her with long bright red hair that looked almost like it was on fire. Cindy appeared to laugh over something the woman had said to her, as she reached up fingering...or rather tracing one of the lacy patterns across my wife's chest with her finger.
"That's Cassandra," Dawn said following my gaze. "She love's women. Her partner, Michelle is bi-sexual and loves both sexes equally as well."
"Where's she at?" I asked curiously.
"She should be," Dawn turned to look, stopping herself and laughed. "Sitting next to Jack." I looked over towards Jack; saw him sitting there with his head thrown back, eyes closed. The chair next to him appeared empty.
"I think Michelle's on the floor giving our Jack there a blow-job. She rather prides herself on going down on everyone, including most of the women if they're interested. You can expect her to do the same for you sometime during the evening," Dawn finished saying.
"Interesting," I commented getting more and more aroused by the second as Doreen as well as Dawn continued to fondle and play with my prick between courses.
I'd somehow managed to get through the rest of dinner without ruining my slacks. It was evident that we were about to move from the dinning room back into their spacious living room when Dawn stood drawing everyone's attention towards her. Even Doreen released my slick member so I could put it back away.
"I do so love putting a hard edge on a man's prick," she said whispering in my ear as Dawn began clinking her wine glass with a spoon. "Just make sure you save some of that for me for later," she said smiling as Dawn began speaking.
"For those who are interested, we'll be serving after dinner brandy in the living room. For those of you who have a desire for something a bit different than that for after dinner..." Most everyone laughed knowing full well to what she was referring to. "There are four rooms upstairs, and two downstairs. As you all know, a closed door mean's privacy. An open door is an invitation for others to join, or simply you don't mind it if others walk by and watch you." I knew that everyone there had to have been already familiar with the "house-rules" so Dawn's little speech had to be for Cindy and my benefit so that there wouldn't be any misunderstandings. I wondered briefly if either Cassandra, or perhaps someone else she'd been sitting with had already convinced her to join them in one of the other rooms. As we all stood, heading off to our various destinations however, I saw that she approached me as I turned to head on into the living room.



"How's it going?" I asked when she reached my side.
"I'm having a lot of fun, how about you?" She asked curiously.
"I saw the red-head fingering your nipples," I told her grinning wickedly. "Surprised you didn't head off upstairs with her. I noticed that's where she was going."
"I told her maybe later," Cindy said shyly. "I promised Dawn and Doreen that I'd join the two of them downstairs in the playroom after we'd all had a brandy together."
"You're kidding me!" I exclaimed, surprised, even a little stunned when I looked at her again. "Just the three of you? No guys?"
"No guys!" She responded lustily. "Actually, I've been thinking about it all through dinner, ever since Dawn introduced me to Doreen. Couldn't think of a nicer way to meet her other best friend now can you?"
"Not hardly," I had to agree grinning like a Cheshire cat, wishing suddenly I had tits as well as a pussy. "Well, for a while anyway," I said to my aroused self.
"So...what are your plans?" Cindy asked equally curious.
"Well, I'm not exactly sure. Doreen and Dawn had been taking turns playing with me all through dinner. I sort of assumed they'd maybe want to pick up where they'd left off, but I guess that's out for the moment."
Cindy smiled knowingly. "Yeah, Dawn told me Doreen loved doing that. She told me to expect her to when she sat her on the other side of you. But don't worry David, I'm sure you'll have a shot at her before the evenings over with."
Hearing Cindy speak so openly, obviously without even a hint of jealousy in her tone of voice was curiously refreshing. But the excitement I had also heard as she obviously was looking forward to this intimate little threesome between just the three of them I hadn't expected.
"Well, enjoy yourself," she told me standing on her toes to give me a rather passionate kiss. "See you in a little while perhaps."
"You too," I told her watching her walk over to where Doreen and Dawn stood waiting for her, handing her a glass of brandy when she arrived.
"Excuse me, would you like something to nibble on?" I suddenly heard in a very sultry sounding voice. Turning my attention away from Cindy and her new friends, I spun, expecting to find one of the caterers standing there. When I did, I saw a very tall, very dark haired, and very nude woman standing there instead.
"Hi, my name's Michelle. I don't believe I've had the pleasure of sucking you off yet!" She said easily offering her hand.
"Ah, David," I said temporarily forgetting my own name, taking her hand. "And no, I don't believe you have." I answered in a much calmer tone of voice than I could have imagined myself using. Though I was pretty sure it was 'Naughty Self' who'd emerged taking over for me.
Without so much as another word, Michelle dropped down onto her knees before me, deftly unzipping my slacks, producing my aroused prick with a dexterity that confirmed just how experienced she was at doing this, and proceeded to suck me where I stood. Sheepishly I glanced about, but saw only one or two couples looking over towards us. All of who smiled, nodding their heads approvingly, obviously not at all surprised by seeing what was happening.
"Ah...I see you've met Michelle," Jack said as he reached my side. "She really does give great head doesn't she?" He said placing his hand affectionately on my shoulder. "She's just as good at licking pussy too from what Dawn's told me. Make sure Cindy has the opportunity to experience her talented tongue," he added.
"I'll be sure...and...do that," I said trying to remain calm and collected while trying to catch my breath. I felt like my legs were surely going to buckle at any moment now. He was right about one thing, Michelle could suck a bottle inside out!
"Well, enjoy my friend!" I watched Jack saunter over towards another couple that was obviously waiting for him to join them. Moments later they walked off together heading upstairs towards one of the still available bedrooms.
Michelle continued sucking my prick enthusiastically, even smiling, waving at another couple that passed by us on their way upstairs. I felt my balls tighten, felt Michelle's hand cup them kneading them expertly as the first massive jettison of cum-cream shot from my prick filling her mouth. Though she'd obviously been well aware of my impending orgasm, the force and volume of it took her by surprise. Michelle choked, briefly. Then drained the remainder of my cum like she was chugging down a beer. For some reason I smiled when she did that.
"Wow, you're really quite the cummer aren't you?" She asked standing up once again, licking her lips, purposely showing me she still had a considerable amount of my jisim floating around inside of her mouth. "Doreen warned me about that, but I have to confess, you still took me by surprise anyway," she said smiling contentedly. "Do you always cum like that?" She asked following up her curiosity.
"Usually...the first time at least." I responded. "Though there's considerably less the second or third time," I told her wondering if she believed my boast.
"Well, remind me to see you again for seconds, or thirds, or whatever. But certainly before the evenings over with," she told me. "Now, would you mind giving each of my tits a nice small little hicky? I'd really appreciate it if you would. Drive's Cassandra nuts when I do that. And I so enjoy teasing her," she told me.
As she'd requested, I happily obliged, leaving a small little purple-blue mark just above each one of her nicely thick, well extended nipples. And since I was down there anyway, I also took a moment to sample each one of those too, sucking them into my mouth and getting a nod of approval from my naughty self who was smiling proudly at me as he stood watching.
"Thank you," Michelle said turning to leave in search of additional prey.
"No, thank you!" I said smiling as I tucked my now very satisfied prick back inside my pants.
By this time the living room had near emptied. Only one other couple besides myself remained. Somewhat self-consciously I stood there watching them. The woman was a small "pixyish" little thing, sexy as hell though with shortly cropped blonde hair and equally small, but very perky little tits. I knew that, because the brute of a man standing head and shoulders above her was busily playing with them.
"Why don't you come over and join us?" He asked in the deepest sounding voice I'd ever heard before. I knew that neither of them had come with one another as I'd seen the "giant" as I'd referred to him earlier, come in with another woman who was conspicuously absent.
"Aren't these just the cutest little tits you've ever seen?" He said removing one of his big meaty hands away from one as though in offering to me. "By the way, this is Pauline," he indicated to me looking towards her. "And my Names George, George Harddick," he told me.
As I took his hand to shake it, it promptly disappeared. But it wasn't the shock of his massive fist smothering mine as much as the way he'd pronounced his last name.
"Yeah, I know. It's actually spelled Hard-deck. But when I was wrestling professionally, everyone called me 'Hard Dick' for obvious reasons," he said with a straight face. It was only then that I realized Pauline had been fondling his exposed prick while he'd been playing with her breasts.
If George hadn't already told me he'd wrestled professionally for a living, I'd have sworn that he'd have done just as well making porn movies. I'd certainly seen my fair-share of some really big dicks. But in all this time, I'd never seen one as big as George's was.
"So, you wrestle under the name Hard Dick?" I asked
"Used to wrestle. Now I'm a stock broker."
"And a damn good one too!" Pauline stated jumping in. "Everyone's after George now, and not just because of his dick either," she said giggling.
"And no, I wrestled under the name of 'Iron Man'. Though not exactly because of my strength either," he said glancing down at his own massive, rock hard prick as Pauline continued stroking it, nearly having to do so hand over hand in order to do it. "Anyway, Pauline has a favor to ask if you're willing to do something for her."
"Name it," I ventured still having difficulty trying to keep my eyes away from the humongous prick Pauline was playing with.
"Don't agree too quickly my friend until you've heard what it is that Pauline would like you to do." Turning to face her Pauline stripped off the rest of her evening gown, stepping out of it as it fell to the floor around her ankles. When she did, she placed herself comfortably on the couch looking up at the two of us.
"Ok...I'll bite. What is it?" I asked curiously.
"Oh, nothing too major," she said slipping her hands down between her legs, opening her pussy with one hand while she began teasing her exposed clit with the other. "Just something I'd enjoy watching, feeling as I lay here playing with myself for you while you watched me. If you think you could do a little something for me while I did," she hinted toying with herself suggestively, erotically.
"And that would be?" I came back, starting to fear the worst.
"I love it when I'm watching guys jerk off for me, and love it even more when I feel their hot sticky cum spraying all over my body while I'm masturbating," she began. I thought about that, didn't see anything necessarily strange about it, after all, I'd just had my dick sucked in a room full of people.
"I don't have a problem with that," I added starting to unzip my fly.
"Ah, just one more tiny little thing," Pauline added. I turned towards George, obviously he knew what was about to come next as he looked away from me and stood staring at Pauline instead. "I have a particular little fetish on top of what I just told you..."
"Which is?" I asked tentatively, feeling like I was standing on a sheet of ice that was about to crack wide open and swallow me in.
"What I was wondering, hoping you would do for me, is jack-off George's cock for me while I watched. I get a major turn-on seeing that, especially while I'm playing with myself. Just seeing another man jerking another man off until he cums, shooting all that delicious hot juice all over me just sends me into space!" Pauline had finished her request in a mad rush of breath, obviously worried and fearful that I would flat turn her down, which I was just about ready to do. Seeing that very look in my face as it dawned on me what it was she was after, she begged me. "Oh please David, don't say no! I'm so fucking horny!" She emphasized by twirling her clit even faster as I stood there watching her. "And it would mean so much to me if you were willing to do that." Looking over towards George he had finally met my gaze and smiled.
"Don't worry about it. No, I'm not gay either. Just something the little thing loves watching. Especially whenever the two of us get together. If it bothers you that much, we'll just wait until one of the other guys comes back from whatever they're doing." I was tempted to do just that, realizing at that very moment that I had no place to go, and no idea what I would do even if I did leave.
"So, all you want me to do his jerk his cock off until he cums all over you, that's it?"
"That's it!" She said, as her eyes twinkled in obvious arousal and excitement.
"Ok, what the fuck," I said. "Come on George, let's give the little lady what she wants."
Pauline began pleasuring herself even more wildly than she had been. Reaching over, I clasped George's prick in my hand and began jerking it up and down in much the same manner I often did with myself. I didn't feel comfortable enough to look at his face while I did, but hearing his deep groan, especially with his voice, I knew immediately that what I was doing must have felt good enough to soon have him spraying his fuck-juice all over her, which a few minutes later, he did.
"Oh yeah Georgie! Squirt it baby, squirt it all over me!" Pauline screamed enthusiastically.
I secretly smiled inside. As big as George's dick was, you'd have thought it would erupt like a fire hose when he came. Aside from one or two pretty good squirts which I directed upon Pauline's tits much to her obvious enjoyment, there was very little else forth-"cuming" to see.
"Ok David, now it's your turn!" She said anxiously. I hesitated, not at all sure I could go through with this, and had it not been for Naughty Self who was jumping up and down flailing his erection, I probably wouldn't have. It was George who decided it for me though, helping things along with his suggestion.
"I'll stand behind you while I do it," he told me. "Makes it easier for me too," he added knowingly. I withdrew my own semi-hard prick, felt George begin to manipulate it and nearly lost the erection all together until I realized I was thinking about him jerking me off, and not looking at Pauline who was once again busily frigging her clit. Once I began concentrating on her however, I felt my prick once again begin to stiffen.
Pauline must have known I was struggling as she began talking dirty, urging me on to cum all over her. That helped, a lot. It helped even more when I began hearing those delightful sounds as she fingered her pussy to a very sloppy juicy sound that I so loved hearing a woman's cunt do when she got that excited.
"You gonna cum on me baby? Soon? Cause I wanna cum with you when you do," she again urged me. "Cum all over my tits and face baby. Drench me with that beautiful load of fuck-cream!"
Surprisingly, George soon had me hanging on the edge. "Tell me when," he whispered in that deep voice of his, which hung me up for a second, nearly causing my orgasm to retreat back down inside my balls. Luckily I was too far gone for that to happen and a second or so later felt the first thick creamy rope of my jisim leap from my prick arching into the air to land squarely in the middle of Pauline's smiling face.
"Oh fuck yes!" She squealed as the second equally thick powerful streamer of cream landed nearly perfectly against her mouth leaving an asteroid like tail of cum particles trailing from that point along down her chin, neck and splattering in thick cum-droplets all over both breasts.
"Fucking A!" George bellowed continuing to pump my prick as I in turn continued to disperse ribbon after ribbon of milky white seminal fluid from the top of her head to the tips of her toes.
"Shit Pauline...have you ever seen anyone cum like this before in your life?" Pauline never answered however, she was either totally incoherent, or she'd passed out from the sheer physical pleasure of her combined orgasm...and witnessing, feeling the total near covering I had managed to produce over her entire body. When at last I was fully and completely spent, George released my prick stepping back away from me as he did. Slightly ill at ease now, I quickly stuffed my rapidly deflating prick back inside my pants just as I heard the sound of Jack's voice somewhere behind me.
"Good god David. It's probably a damn good thing Dawn didn't see that. She'd have you and I jerking one another off in a heartbeat!" I gave Jack a look that basically said "No fucking way" but he was already stroking his own dick as he walked over and promptly deposited a very small load to the thick sticky mess of cream Pauline was already wearing.
"Sorry...it was the best I could do on such short notice," he told her. "But I have to admit, watching that was well worth it." He added, turning to look at me, winking. I was about to say something to him about that when the sound of the girls return reached me simultaneously.
"Oh damn, we missed it!" Dawn said disappointedly.
"Missed what?" My wife immediately asked.
"I'll tell you about it later." I spoke before Dawn could elaborate on what had just taken place. "So...did you enjoy yourself?" I'd asked the question hoping to divert her attention from what I'd just finished doing. But the truth of it was, I really was anxious to hear all the juicy naughty details of her encounter with Dawn and Doreen.
"Oh David, you have no idea," she stated almost dreamily. "I'll give you all the juicy details tomorrow while your fucking me," Cindy added with yet another dreamy-sounding sigh.
"Oh? And what makes you think I'll do that?" I teased back.
"Trust me, when I describe all the deliciously naughty things those two did to me, you'll be hornier than you've ever been!" For some reason, I didn't doubt that at all.
"Why don't we go back into the dining room for some refreshments?" Dawn indicated leading the way. "It will give us all a chance to recoup and relax a little before we all go venturing off again." I was certainly up for that. I'd just cum twice in hardly more than an hour and needed a little time to rest. Cindy had taken a hold of my arm and walked with me into the dining room.
"We're going downstairs to their special room later," she told me. "Dawn, Jack, Doreen and Brad will meet us there in a little while." It was evident that Cindy knew a hell of a lot more than I did about additional plans for the evening.
"Sounds like fun," I said seriously. Cindy grinned. "Yeah, it does, doesn't it?" she responded, reaching down to tenderly caress my now very flaccid member.
"By the way honey, where's your dress?" I was so used to seeing so many people wandering around naked that it hadn't dawned on me that my wife as well as Dawn were standing there in the nude.
"Dawn hung it up for me so it wouldn't get wrinkled," she laughed mischievously. "Why, does it bother you to see your cute, horny little wife running around in nothing but her birthday suit?"
"Oh yeah, it bothers me alright. But in a good way," I said reaching over to give her nipple a little tweak. Admittedly, standing there nearly as fully clothed as when I'd first arrived had me feeling over dressed at this point. Even Jack had at least removed his tie and jacket. Dawn had been listening to our conversation of course.
"Cindy's got a point there. I think that you and Jack need to get considerably more comfortable," she stated already reaching up to undo my black tie. "I'll get this if you'll start on his pants Cindy. I'll meet you in the middle," she said laughing. Minutes later...I was naked.
#
Watching a bevy of men and women wandering in and out of the dining area back into the living room, and then god knows where from there, most of them naked, soon had me considerably aroused again. Of course, having Dawn casually playing with my cock while Cindy toyed with Jack's had something to do with that.
"Well? Should we head downstairs?" Jack asked his wife.
"What about Doreen and Brad?" Cindy asked.
"Doreen went to find him," Dawn quipped. "But you're right, we might as well head down. Knowing Doreen, she found him all right, probably decided to hang around and help him finish up with whatever he was involved in. She knows where we'll be though, so as soon as she and Brad can join us, I'm sure they will."
Jack led the way downstairs to their spacious recreation room. When he opened the door, Doreen and Brad where already there, lying on the floor pleasuring one another orally. "Well, looks like someone's gotten a head start!" Dawn said grinning.
"We were wondering where you guys were," Brad said introducing himself to me, as I'd not yet met him formally. "Brad Stevens," he said holding out his hand for me to shake. I did so, finding it very difficult not to laugh while I did. Seeing my amusement Brad looked at me quizzically.
"I'm sorry, it's just that I've never met someone for the first time shaking hands in the nude before." Brad's bright gleaming smile was infectious as everyone laughed. "I guess that would be a little unnerving," he said. "Especially if you're not used to it!"
Dawn immediately started playing hostess again at that point.



"David's right. We really should get a little better acquainted. And I have the perfect way to do that," she said simply. There were several pieces of furniture in the room. Dawn quickly directed me to sit down on the large sofa in the middle. Jack and Brad taking seats on either side of me.
"Now, it won't do for anyone to be paired off with their own spouse, for starters anyway," she said winking at her husband. "So, Cindy? You come over and kneel down between Brad's legs. Doreen? You get Jack here, and I of course get to suck on David's beautiful cock."
"Sounds good to me!" Jack stated enthusiastically as Doreen quickly positioned herself already fondling his prick making it hard.
"And for fun, when I tell everyone to, we all switch, moving over one position and keep going," she added.
"Now that really does sound interesting!" Brad half groaned as Cindy placed her mouth around his prick and began sucking it.
Personally, it would have been a toss up as to who was the better cocksucker between Dawn, Michelle, and my wife. But I wasn't about to comment on that of course. The feel of Dawn's lips as she gingerly knobbed the head of my dick was heavenly. And, I had to admit the added stimulation of being able to glance to either side of me as Cindy worked her own magic on Brad's prick, with Doreen more than happy to be licking Jack's magnificent specimen, was enhancing my own pleasure.
"Ok girls, switch!" Dawn ordered, eliciting groans of reluctance rather than pleasure from everyone, self included. I had just started to get a nice tingly feeling in my prick when she'd called everything to a sudden halt. Although I certainly wasn't disappointed by the fact that my own wife was about to take over from Doreen, I was however very much aware that it would in all likelihood be her who was about to be the receiver of another hot load of sticky cum juice.
"I'm just about there already," I warned her lovingly as she began licking my prick. Cindy looked up towards me, licked her lips, winked, and engulfed my prick fully. She gave me several firm hard sucks of her mouth, and then looked up towards me once again, grinning this time.
"Hmmm, I can hardly wait," she said tenderly. "Come on baby, give me that thick delicious cream of yours!"
Naughty self was straining to cum. And perhaps that helped as I exploded fully deep inside my wife's mouth. I expected the usual, surprised when it didn't happen. Cindy drank my cum-cream like it was milk. When she'd somehow managed to drain every single drop from my pleasure-throbbing prick, she finally released me looking up into my somewhat startled eyes as I gazed at her.
"Better?" She said lifting one eyebrow questioningly. I could only nod my head enthusiastically, still far too out of breath to even utter a single word as yet. "Dawn gave me some pointers," she added grinning.
"Remind me to thank her personally," I said almost as though she wasn't there and hadn't been listening to our entire conversation anyway. Truth was, she'd just finished draining Jack's prick.
"You're about to do that for all of us in a second here," she said moments later. "As soon as slow-poke over there gets his nut," she said teasingly.
"Yeah, come on Doreen. Quit giving him the first class treatment. The sooner he shoots his load, the sooner the three of us get to have our turn!" Cindy said chiming in. Brad answered that question a split second later.
"Oh fuck, here it...cums!" He wailed as he poured his jisim down Doreen's throat.
As soon as Brad had a few minutes to recover from his own mind-blowing orgasm, the girls promptly made us exchange places with them. And as before, Dawn took charge.
"I think we'll start off with our own spouses since they're already in position anyway." I was honestly amazed at myself. I had just barely finished having an orgasm and was already beginning to feel aroused again. Here was my beautiful sweet sexy wife sitting between two other very beautiful women in their own right, legs spread, glistening pussies at the ready.
"This is fucking unbelievable!" Jack said putting into words what I am sure every one of us was already thinking. Cindy's pussy was wetter than I think I ever remembered seeing it before. The fact that her female cum-dew was actually sparkling in the incandescent lighting made for a rather spectacular picture. I found myself wanting more than anything to devour her cunt until she creamed my face!
"Ready...set..."
"Fuck this!" Brad stated diving into his wife's split
"Go!" Dawn said anyway.
I was right behind him though already moving to capture Cindy's precious clit with my lips. If there's anything I truly love and enjoy doing, it's going down on Cindy. The fact that I love performing oral sex on a woman goes without saying. And I've certainly never had any complaints in that department as I can state without prideful boastfulness that since I enjoy doing it so much, that the women I've done this for have always had a most pleasurable experience. But Cindy, every now and then you run across a woman's pussy that is so deliciously sweet that it's like eating candy. And that's exactly the way hers tasted to me each and every time I licked that silken slit. I also think that because I loved eating pussy the way that I do, had given Cindy some of her most intense orgasms. If it was possible to turn inside out, then I think Cindy would have done so each and every time.
"Ok, change!" Dawn shouted several minutes later.
"Fuck!" Cindy actually said surprising not only me, but also everyone else there as well. She gave me a smile though as I dutifully moved over to settle myself down between Doreen's legs.
Doreen was certainly every bit as wet as Cindy had been, probably because Brad had been recently exciting her twat with his tongue, but as fun as it was to lick her pussy, there was no comparison, to me anyway, as to my wife's honey-nectar cunt. Even so, I began vibrating Doreen's swollen nubbin of sensitive flesh with the tip of my tongue until she was literally bouncing up and down on the couch. She'd also leaned forward slightly grabbing a handful of hair yanking it almost painfully.
"Good hell Doreen, you'd think you've never been eaten before!" Dawn said desperately trying to hold back a laugh.
"Not...fucking...like...this!" She managed to say between panting breaths. I cringed slightly when hearing that, wondering how Brad would take such commentary coming from his wife.
"Even Dawn told me that," Jack said jumping in. "She even told me that old David there should give lessons, he'd probably make a small fortune teaching men how to truly eat pussy. And not from the guy's paying him either, but from their wives!"
"Jack?" Dawn said.
"Yeah honey?"
"Shut the fuck up and lick me. You can talk pussy eating later!"
"Yeath dear," he said, his tongue already busily back at work as he spoke.
Doreen never made it to round three. Still yanking my hair in two large handfuls, I drew her engorged clit inside my mouth giving it three or four very gentle, but very firm vibrating pulls. When I did, I felt an eruption of lubrication washing my face as she sucked her breath in, holding it as she came. Silently Doreen exploded like a dark star turning Nova. For a split second she was about as rigid as any woman who has ever truly experienced a most satisfying climax can tell you, as she hung suspended between time and space for several very long, very agonizing moments as I felt my hair beginning to come out by the roots.
"Ok, change." Dawn said a little too late, not realizing, as I was well aware by now that Doreen was off spinning through space. "I said change Doreen, Doreen?"
Cindy began laughing. "Too late kiddo, Mr. Wonder tongue's gone off and done it again I fear.
Doreen's sucked in breath finally found its way back. As she bellowed her orgasmic cry of release, she slowly relaxed her hands, allowing me in turn to begin slowing down, matching her sensitivity with my slowly easing manipulations of her clit.
"Shit, I'll probably cum the moment he touches me after having watched that!" Dawn said semi-seriously.
She was almost right. Though it probably took less than a minute before she did.
#
"Well? Now what?" Brad said as he sat down on one of the other chairs recuperating. Cindy had had an orgasm, albeit a small one. I knew as I knew very well how hard Cindy could cum when she really felt it. But at least she had, which I now knew was merely a warm up for her, all things considered.
"Well, as it IS getting late, we should probably go round everyone up for the annual "deck the balls" to end the evening with," Dawn said.
"Deck the balls?" I asked curiously.
"Wait until you see this David," Jack told me leaning over to whisper to me. "Dawn came up with this idea to close the evening with a few years ago. It became so popular that first year, that now it's become tradition every time we end the evening for another year."
"Deck the balls?" I asked him once again.
"Yeah, you know. Like the song!" He began singing. "Deck our balls with lotsa pussy...fucka fucka fuck...a fucka fuck. Tis the season to make em juicy, licka licka lick...a licka lick. Dawn's now in her gay apparel..."
"Ok, Ok, I get your point, I think," I told him interrupting the song. Dawn was already leading everyone upstairs checking the other room along the way to ensure she rounded up everyone as we went.
"Catchy tune though don't you think?" He asked.
"Yeah, everything but the gay part. You mind going ahead of me?" I said letting him pass. Jack gave me a playful shove. "Don't worry my friend, there's a lot of pussy remaining to be screwed tonight, and I'm not about to waste it on your bony ass!"
"Cindy? Did you hear that? Jack said I have a bony ass!"
"Actually David, you hardly have any ass at all," she said affectionately.
"I do to!"
"Not." Jack said kidding around.
"Boys...boys. Play nice," Doreen warned us both. "Or I'll send you to bed without any pussy!"
I had to laugh at that. "Gee, I can almost hear mother telling me that. Shit, wish she had in fact when I was younger," I quipped.
By the time we'd all arrived back in the living room, most of the other guests were already there waiting for us.
"We were starting to wonder where you all were," Good old George asked. "Everyone's anxious to play deck the balls."
After a few more minutes everyone had been rounded up. "Ok most everyone here's participated in the final festivity of the evening. But for the benefit of David and Cindy who are with us for the first time this year, I thought it might be considerate to explain how this works," she began saying.
Even before Dawn had begun explaining, the women had all taken a folding chair that had been stacked, leaning against the wall, as we'd come in.
"What are the chairs for?" I asked Jack.
"Shhh...you'll see. Now listen."
"As everyone should know or remember, each of the guys gets ten thrusts inside the pussy they're standing behind. Ten thrusts to start, and not one thrust more. When you've completed your ten, everyone moves to the right. Now you do nine thrusts and not one thrust more, and so on. There's no stopping for any reason until you've completed the required number of thrusts. If the guy climaxes, he's out, and so's the woman whose pussy he just came in. We keep going until there's only one pair remaining, and they keep going, or cumming rather," Dawn said with a giggle. "And are declared the official 'deck the balls" winners for the year."
"So who won last year?" I had to ask.
Jack grinned proudly. "Cassandra and I won," he said. "Which was pretty fucking cool considering it's the only time of the night, for the year for that matter, that Cassandra even lets a man anywhere's near her. So the fact it was her pussy that I came in as the last man standing, was kind of a rare event."
I noticed that there were eleven women and only nine men as we took up our positions. It was evident that really didn't matter though as the game continued on around the circle, there would always be two women who wouldn't be participating until the line caught up with them again. If anything, it kept them in the game for a little longer. Dawn had everyone draw names to see who would start with whom and in which order. Once we were all paired off the game would begin. As I was with Michelle to start with, she stood behind her chair using it as a support and bent over so as to allow me quick and easy access to her pussy.
"Ok guys, everyone slip it in. When I say go, begin thrusting. And remember, no stopping until you've completed all ten required cunt-fucks. Ready guys? Then go!"
We didn't lose anyone until the third round. Unfortunately it was Dawn's pussy that the guy who lost happened to be in at the time when he did. "Shit!" Dawn exclaimed exasperatedly leaving the circle taking her chair as she did. "And I never got to cum either!" She exclaimed good-naturedly.
"That is one of the perks for the women," Brad stated. "They get to cum as many times as they can...or want to. It's the guys who determine whether they stay in the game or not."
Suddenly I was glad I'd had as many orgasms as I had this evening. Maybe having done so would give me some sort of an edge, though as I thought about it, Jack and Brad had probably cum just as many times as I had.
Actually, it was a hell of a lot harder than I realized it would be. As strange as this game really was, it was extremely arousing. I found that I had to quit looking around the room at everyone else while I fucked the particular woman I was with. Seeing so many men and women fucking together in the room at the same time was visually erotic and a bit more stimulating than I would have imagined it. One by one the guys began dropping out until it was down to just three of us, Myself, Jack and Brad. Fitting under the circumstances, as we'd been a bit competitive all evening anyway. As for the women, Cindy was still in as was Doreen, Cassandra, Michelle and a rather voluptuous looking brunette with boobs the size of cantaloupes. Even more amusing, we'd just reached "one" stroke. And as Dawn had explained, we'd now begin counting back up towards ten.
Initially it was pretty easy going as we were all getting a "quickie" breather between women. But when we'd reached eight cunt-thrusts it was becoming more and more difficult to continue to hang in there. To my delight, Brad was the next one of us to cave in taking the brunette with him when he did.
"Look's like it's down to just you and I buddy," Jack told me. "And I have every intention of becoming the only two time winner since we started this particular event," he said challengingly.
"Well, I guess we'll just have to see about that won't we?" I shot back at him determinedly.
Stepping in behind Michelle while Jack placed his prick inside Cindy, we prepared to go into the next and final round when one of us would be declared the eventual winner. All of those that had been eliminated during the course of the last half hour began counting out the fuck-thrusts as the game once again continued.
"One...two...three...four...five..." Michelle's cunt was so fucking slippery and velvety feeling that I began to worry I was going to lose it in her.
"...six...seven...eight...nine!" Dawn called out stopping us. Had I of gone two...maybe three more strokes inside that delicious cunt I'm near positive I'd have lost it. Glancing over towards Jack, as I was somewhat relieved to see the sweat and anxiety etched into his face too. Obviously he'd been just as close as I had been. I now slipped into Cassandra who though lubricated well enough to keep me from rubbing my dick raw, was obviously in no danger of experiencing an orgasm herself, which as I thought about it might give me a very slight edge. although a slim one. He on the other hand had Michelle to deal with, and she'd nearly done it for me.
"Ok...ready? Here we go!" Dawn said leading the group.
"One...two...three...four...five...six...seven." My orgasm was inching closer but I knew I'd at least make it past Cassandra. Taking a quick look at Jack I was happy to see by the look on his face that he was struggling like crazy to keep from spurting his juice into her.
"...eight...nine...ten!" Dawn yelled once again stopping us both. "OK...NO dawdling guys...come on...next woman!" She demanded from us.
Somehow we both made it through the next round. I now found myself standing behind Cindy and knew without a doubt this was going to be the end of it for one of us. I knew how delightfully wonderful her beautiful pussy would feel like. And I also knew if I kept thinking in those terms, I'd never make it past the next few strokes. I was already teetering on the edge as it was.
"Hurry...hurry!" Dawn demanded from us. "No resting!"
As I slid into Cindy...Jack slid his prick inside Doreen. "One...two...three..."
As I stood there fucking my wife, I began thinking to myself, experiencing the familiar feel of my wife's cunt. Naughty self came to my rescue as the thought emerged..."There's no place like home...there's no place like home." Suddenly I felt like Dorothy in the Wizard of Oz, and though I was shoving my prick in and out of my wife's silky-slick pussy, I was imagining clicking my ruby slippers together instead.
"...four...five..."
"Ah FUCK!" Jack shouted in dismay.
"There's no place like home!" I said filling my wife's pussy a second later...hearing the sound of her simultaneous orgasm as I did. Cindy turned her head to look back at me with a confused expression on her face.
"I'll tell you later," I said somewhat embarrassed feeling just a little silly.
"I think we have new champions!" Dawn officially declared enthusiastically as everyone began congratulating Cindy and I on an exceptional performance.
To our real surprise however, Jack soon appeared with a rather handsome trophy of a naked woman leaning over the back of a chair, a man standing behind her with a rather exaggerated looking penis about to enter her. Four previous winner's names were engraved in the cup along with the year they had won.
"It will be my honor to have yours and Cindy's name engraved on the Deck the Balls trophy as this years honored winners," he announced handing it to me. "Just make sure you bring it back with you next year," he added winking at us.
"You can count on it!" I told him proudly.
#
Nearly a years gone by now. Surprisingly, true to their word and commitment, just as Cindy and I have honored and agreed to our own New Years Resolution, we've not once strayed outside the boundaries. And believe me, it's not been very damn easy either!
Over the course of the year we've spent several weekends with our very best friends. Often ending up fucking side by side in bed together, or watching one another pleasurably satisfying our partners orally in our hot tub. In a way, it's been like a year of extended foreplay as we began counting the weeks, then finally the days as the Christmas and New Years holidays approached.
"Excited about tomorrow?" Cindy asked obviously every bit as excited as I was, we'd just given one another two very pleasurable orgasms in hopes of taking some of the edge off. It would be exactly a week before Christmas. We'd already made plans with Jack and Dawn shortly before the Thanksgiving holiday to spend the entire day together up at a nearby ski lodge. Though none of us had made any plans to actually do any skiing.
"Hell yes!" I told her truthfully. "In fact, I've got the same buzz going that I used to feel when I was a kid getting ready to go to bed so that Santa would come," I told her.
"Hmmm, me too." She said softly stroking my now very softened penis. "Only I don't think its Santa who'll be cumming!" she said wrapping those warm delicious lips around my blood engorged dick.



A long, long time after that, Cindy rolled over, the cum dribbling out of the corners of her mouth as she smiled wickedly towards me. My own face slickened with her pleasurings as we'd given one another a wonderful send-off in a thoroughly delightful '69', culminating in a near-simultaneous orgasm.
Inside my head, Naughty self had just put on his PJ's in preparation for going to bed, excited to wake up, just as I had been when I was his age.
"Goodnight you very naughty man you," Cindy said already sounding half asleep as she drifted off.
I smiled.
"Goodnight Cindy," I heard Naughty self telling her as he climbed into his bed, already too excited to go to sleep.
"Goodnight my love," I told her for myself, listening to the soft gentle sound of her snoring as I anxiously lay waiting for the night to pass and morning to come.
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Quite some time ago I received an inquiry from another writer as to why I signed off on my posts with the words: I remain.
I was a little surprised by that as in all the time I'd been posting on the bulletin boards, no one had ever questioned me as to why I did that. Or for that matter, what it meant until she asked me.
It has been nearly four years now since I started writing stories and a few poems calling myself "Thesandman". As that anniversary draws near once again, so does another that I still remember fondly to this day. And though her name shall remain anonymous, know that I speak fondly of her in this writing and shall call her "Karen". It is neither a clue to her identity, nor in anyway even close to her actual name. I have in fact used her personality and character in many of the stories I have written, solely because she became for me a plethora of invaluable insight, intrigue, as well as being one of the most sensual women I have ever known.
And sadly for me, I never met her beyond our email communications.
Long before I ever started posting stories or writing for Literotica, I had spent my time in the relatively new world of 'cyber-space', discovering the mystery and excitement of what was only then coming to be known as "chat-rooms". It was through that that I met "Karen", though at the time I knew her only as "HOL". Back then, long before I became "Thesandman", I was known by another moniker, though like Karen, I had used simple initials to abbreviate my chosen name. "TDOM", which most easily deciphered, even back then as "The Dirty Old Man."
Like most who at first ventured into those chat-rooms, the topics generally turned to sex; the new form of 'safe-sex'. This new form of sexual exploration suddenly exploding into an almost surreal reality as people were discussing and enjoying things with near-perfect strangers that they couldn't, or wouldn't discuss with even their best friend or partner.
Initially, it was like that to a large degree between "HOL" and I. We spent what seemed like hours well into the night just sharing fantasies, thoughts and desires. It wasn't so much having "cyber-sex" as many now called it, actually going through the word motions as though they were actually "doing it" together. But it was exciting as Karen and I over time began sharing intimate thoughts and secrets that as I eventually learned, she had never shared or discussed with anyone.
In time, I eventually learned that she was considerably older than I was. A fact that surprised me to some extent as her openness, uninhibited insight regarding sexuality, sensuality, was not something I'd honestly given much consideration towards. "Oh hypocrite I," as 'The Dirty Old Man', was conversing, enjoying, and incredibly turned on by "Horny Old Lady", who turned out to be considerably older than I would have ever guessed her to be.
Upon discovery of that, I made one of the worst mistakes of my life. I fell silent and briefly turned away. For a time, I refrained from even going to that particular web site, not wanting to face the embarrassment of my own insecurities, judgments, and bias. I soon after discovered however, that most everyone else I met in many of the other chat-rooms I frequented, that most didn't care or appreciate the deeper communications, however erotic or sensual they could be. Most, plainly and simply wanted to have anonymous sex over the Internet with one another. A point that was lost on me to one degree or another as there never was the intimacy of shared thought or opinion that stimulated the mind.
And as a side note, I was most recently reminded of that very fact by another good friend, both author and reader herself who again reiterated that very point. She has often asked those of whom she meets, what they feel to be the most erotic part of the body. It's surprising how many do not answer that question with what I believe to be the obvious, which is of course, "The mind!"
A month went by. What I had excitedly hoped to discover became for me a major disillusionment. I met strangers who preferred to remain so. Admittedly, not even sure at times if the 'women' I was speaking with, were in fact really women. Any attempt at familiarity, wanting to get to know that person on a more intimate, non-sexual level, was usually met with sudden disappearance, sometimes outright hostility. I found myself longing for the deeper communication and friendship that I had just started to appreciate and enjoy with Karen.
Nervously I made my way back to the other web site were we'd first met. Several days passed where I neither saw her on-line identity, nor knew if she even still got on line any more after my sudden abrupt, unexplained disappearance. I knew then that I had treated her no differently than I had been treated myself. A heavy weight of guilt fell upon my shoulders. There was no other way to reach her, no way to send her a note in some half-assed attempt to explain myself.
I had nearly given up even trying as several days had passed. Then suddenly, I had no sooner signed on to the site when I received an instant message from her. I remember to this very day what she then said to me.
"So, was I too horny? Or just too old for your tastes?" she'd asked me point blank.
She had left out the third letter 'L'. "She was also a lady," I reminded myself. I had disrespected that, disrespected her, and regretted it deeply.
We'd been openly frank and honest with one another before. I saw no point in dancing around that, telling her succinctly what I had first thought, envisioned, and formed within my own mind about her.
To my surprise she laughed. "LOL", she typed. "It appears you and I have a lot to discuss." And so we did.
From that point forward we came to know one another better. She shared with me her true name, and I shared mine with her. Besides sharing what we'd initially done in the beginning, we came to know one another as only friends can. I learned much about her life, the loss of her husband years earlier. And the sadness of how she had had to keep her few 'lovers' secret and away from her family after that. They would never have accepted 'Grandma' having, or experiencing sexual desires or thoughts with anyone else. For the most part Karen lived a celibate life aside from her secret ventures out into cyber-space. But until I had come along, even she was beginning to find it as I had, to be a hollow adventure without promise, and certainly without companionship.
Having built a foundation of trust and understanding, we soon after exchanged email addresses. Something I had been reluctant to give out to anyone other than friends and family. Likewise, she too had been hesitant as the delicacy of her own situation demanded that she be discrete, not wanting to hurt other family members who might one day discover or stumble across her most intimate secrets.
From that point forward we spoke in a more time delayed format perhaps. But our communications became far more intoxicating to share with one another. There was time to think, digest, and respond back and forth. I devoured her words to me, as she devoured mine.
Over time, Karen began to share with me the more intimate details of her life with her husband. She treasured them, sharing them with me in small bits and pieces. Not that she couldn't remember them clearly and succinctly within her mind, she just couldn't adequately form into words the images that she remembered and so deeply cherished.
Gradually I formed a pretty clear picture of some of those times. It had been years since I had written anything short of trying to tell an actual story. I'd written adventure, fantasy stories for friends and family in years past. But I'd never attempted to write anything erotic, wanting to express not only the sensation of sensuality, but the emotional along with it. When I mentioned to Karen that I wanted to do that for her, she was surprised that I would actually be willing to do that for her.
We actually spent the next several days "collaborating" on her story, getting the facts write, the description of events as best she could see them in her mind well enough to relate them to me. Only then did I make the attempt to write her a story as seen through her very own eyes.
When it was finished, I emailed it off to her and waited. Expectantly, I felt assured to hear from her that evening, or the next day at the very latest. It had gotten to the point between us that barely a day went by where we didn't at least say "hello". I had also discovered through that, that Karen was ill. To what extent I didn't know, only knowing that she periodically had to be treated for whatever it was, requiring several days stay in the hospital. Though Karen hadn't said anything to me, I could only assume that she must be doing that now as several days passed without a word from her. Naturally, I began to wonder if I had gone too far, gotten too personal, too intimate with my writing.
Finally, nearing a week she wrote back to me. Relieved to learn that she was first "ok", and that there had been no hospitalization (then) she confessed that my story had touched places within her that had been too powerful for her to respond to at the time. She had spent nearly a week reminiscing, going back in time, and reliving those long lost precious moments with her husband. Respectfully, and only now understandably, I had ceased to exist.
Sure, Karen had stroked my ego in telling me all this. She'd given birth not only to the desire to write to her, but to the desire to share with her my own personal feelings of intimacy, life and love.
And so it began.
Periodically I wrote her short simple "love-stories" as she called them. Each one getting a little more intimate perhaps, a little more erotic than those I had written in the beginning. She urged me to do so, giving hints along the way of her most secret thoughts and desires, which I gradually began to include in my writing to her. Over the course of the next few months, I wrote her often until I found myself writing her short simple paragraphs each and every night. There were of course days that I might not hear from her at all. But still I wrote. I learned in those days of silence that she was indeed in need of extended medical care, her illness, condition, whatever it was obviously worsening. I once wrote, asking her because of that if she'd prefer it if I stopped. Karen wrote back telling me that my stories, the fantasies I gave her to see and dream about were better than any pain medication she was currently taking. I had become for her, "Her Sandman", someone that tucked her into bed each night, gave her a measure of joy and comfort that surpassed anything any doctor's were able to do or give to her.
Soon after I began ending my stories to her signing them as "Your Sandman", or simply "Sandman".
I knew her condition was increasingly worsening. Our communications grew infrequent, even when she did respond; I could tell it was with a great deal of effort that she even did so. But always telling me, always urging me to keep writing, keep sharing with her my thoughts, my dreams. Something she could take comfortably with her whenever she went to bed and slept at night. She told me towards the end to forever remain her Sandman.
I continued to write, ending my thoughts and words most nights as: I remain, Your Sandman
The last time I spoke with her, I knew within my heart that it probably was the last time I would. Neither of us made mention of it, or discussed it in any way other than her last words to me to always remain The Sandman.
As I feared, several days passed nearing well over a week when I finally wrote her, a simple email, a simple question.
"Karen? Are you ok? I remain, The Sandman."
Days passed. Then to my surprise I saw an email waiting for me from Karen. Relieved, I opened it and began to read. To my shock, I soon discovered it was from one of her daughters. She confirmed of course what I had feared. Karen had passed away from her long illness with cancer. But what really surprised me, was that Karen had during her last final days shared with this one daughter at least, our relationship and what we had shared and experienced together. Her daughter informed me that Karen had wanted her to tell me thank you for making a "HOL" feel special and happy again. Her daughter had no idea what that meant of course, and out of respect, I didn't enlighten her either.
As I mentioned in the beginning, it was nearly a year to the day after Karen's passing that I discovered Literotica, and eventually posted my first story, "A Night to Remember". The story itself obviously had nothing to do with Karen's life or described it in any way. More of an allegory perhaps, but towards the end, the kind of story she enjoyed receiving from me. A chance to dream, fantasize and imagine perhaps the improbable.
Admittedly, I cringe now whenever I read some of my earlier works. So many glaring errors, grammatical structure etc. that I wish I'd had a better understanding of back then. Thankfully to so many of you who've helped me improve, I hope you see the differences between now and then.
I never kept a copy of that first story I wrote to Karen. After all, it really wasn't mine to keep. But I have sprinkled a little bit of her personality and character throughout many of my stories. Perhaps a bit like spreading her ashes in memory of the person that created me, gave me a push and told me to never quit writing.
As my writing anniversary approaches, I thank each and every one of you who've helped me to grow and improve. I thank you for the incredible feedback and support throughout these past years. I appreciate the constructive criticism I've been given in helping me to improve my writing ability. It's still far from perfect. But I'm slowly getting there.
But finally, I thank you all for the friendships that have grown. For the enjoyment and entertainment of sharing, discussing, but more importantly, not in remaining strangers (at least impart anyway).
And thank you for allowing me to share with you a little about myself in my writing.
For I will always remain, The Sandman.
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One of the nice things about working in, as well as owning an adult novelty store, is the perks associated with doing so. I'm a people person, anyway. I love watching people. Often going to the mall to pick up one thing or another and finding myself sitting down, watching people walk by. It's interesting to wonder what they are thinking about, who they really are inside. Which is one of the reasons I love my job so much. When people enter my store, I have a pretty good idea of what they are thinking about. Sex.
Admittedly, the majority of clients who enter my store are men. Most of which are there to find something that will put the spice back into their sex-life, or pick out something that they've been harboring as a fantasy for a while, that they've managed to persuade their respective partner into going along with. Or at the very least, hoping they will. I do however, get a fair share of women too. And they are, of course, the ones I really enjoy watching whenever they come into my store to shop.
Most women tend to buy gag gifts, things for bridal showers, things like that. Though occasionally, one or two will browse through the toy section, looking for a particular vibrator or dildo so that they might pleasure themselves or in a few cases, their female partners. Usually most of these women spend less than five or ten minutes inside the store. They seem to know exactly what they are looking for, searching briefly, selecting something and then bringing it up to me to purchase. Rarely do I ever get anyone who actually asks me for help, though this does happen. I love working with these kinds of women, as they seem to be more open-minded and at ease with themselves. More so than anyone else, including the men who come in.
As I like to do, I usually come in about an hour or so before the store opens. Generally I restock the shelves or straighten up the merchandise, though occasionally I may try out one of the new toys that have come in, especially if they are designed for a man. Though most of these are merely novelty items, which I've found actually have very little to offer.
I had just finished restocking some body oils on the shelf when I turned to see a nerdy looking guy standing just outside the door, peering in. "We're still closed!" I said, approaching the door and pointing at the closed sign, which had the hours I was open clearly indicated on it. I watched as he looked down one side of the street and then the other, before turning back to face me. Just the way he acted made me a little suspicious of him; suddenly glad there was a locked door between us. Not that he looked violent, or even capable of being able to cause anyone physical harm, but as I watched him open a plastic bag he was carrying, I half expected to see him withdraw a gun or something. Instead, he reached in and brought out a pair of women's white cotton panties. The kind you would see sold in generally most stores, certainly not the kind I sold in mine. I looked at him inquisitively, once again yelling through the closed door.
"Not interested!" I yelled, knowing he could hear me, at least. "Now if they were crotchless...maybe!"
I honestly expected him simply to turn and walk away. But he did not "They're not normal panties!" he exclaimed back at me. "I've invented something...and I think you might be interested in seeing what I've done," he implored.
Against my better judgment, I unlocked the door letting him inside. He immediately introduced himself.
"Name's Mat Wilder," he told me. Even his name sounded nerdy. I was almost afraid to shake his hand as he offered it to me.
"Benjamin Roberts", I said introducing myself, "Though everyone calls me Ben."
"Thanks for letting me in...Ben,"he began. "You're the first person who's actually been willing to see what it is I have to offer." Once again he withdrew the pair of white cotton, obviously women's panties. The fact they looked brand new still did not tell me anything, though I was curious.
"If you're trying to interest me in a pair of women's panties, it's really not my thing. And I don't care who you might claim actually wore them, it's not something I'd actually be interested in."
My comment seemed to catch him in mid-stride. For a moment, I thought he would stuff them back into his bag, turn and leave. Which in a way, was something I was now hoping for, already regretting that I had let him in. He smiled awkwardly, looking almost embarrassed.
"No...you misunderstand. They look like normal women's panties, but they're far from it. My panties are special, very special."
Once again I was starting to believe I was standing there talking to some kind of a pervert, or worse. And not that I had any problems with any particular fetish of course, after all, I sold a lot of things a hell of a lot kinkier than women's underwear.
He must have noticed the look of doubt on my face, worried perhaps that I was a second away from asking him to leave, which I was.
"Hear me out....please," he begged. Being the people person that I am, I decided to give him a few more minutes. I was now interested in what he really did have to offer, or at the very least, discover what it was that he thought he had and why I would be interested in them.
"Ok, but keep it short. The store opens in fifteen minutes," I told him.
Mat relaxed considerably, genuinely relieved. "I work for a major micro-chip computer factory," he began. "Research and development specifically. For several years I've worked on an idea I had, on my own time. With the access that I have to certain materials, as well as the freedom to work on my own in relative privacy, I eventually perfected, and made a very small microchip that's designed to do only one simple thing. And that's bring pleasure to a woman."
"Ah huh," I said dubiously. "And just what does this little microchip of yours have to do with women's panties?"
Obviously he was excited to finally be able to tell someone about his little invention. Opening a small tiny little envelope he poured the contents of it out on top of a white handkerchief he had spread out. What I saw were perhaps a dozen or so small razor thin translucent little disks no bigger than the size of an aspirin. Once again showing me the panties, he pointed directly at the crotch area.
"One of these microchips is inside these," he said. "You can easily insert them into any woman's panties, purchased from any store. As you can see, the chips are so thin that you can make a simple cut with any sharp razor, insert the chip between the layers of material, a tiny, very tiny dab of superglue is more than enough to hold it in place."
"Yeah, right," I said going along, becoming more and more sure this guy really was some kind of a nut case. "Listen, I really do need to open the store," I said, hoping to convey in not so many words that I was no longer curious or interested in his panties.
He was too excited explaining things to me though, to have listened. "The chip is triggered by body temperature, as well as moisture," he said continuing. "It sends out a pulsating electrical energy wave that is very...stimulating."
That got my attention.
"It does what?" I had started towards the door to turn the sign around and invite him to leave. Hearing what he had just told me, I froze with my hand still on the doorknob.
"These panties induce orgasms," he said simply. "But the best part is, most women don't even know why, or how it could possibly even happen, as there's nothing to detect in the panties they're wearing to indicate how or why. They're completely washable, the chips are virtually indestructible unless you burn them of course, and I've yet to find a chip that's gone bad or worn out."
"You mean to tell me, women wear these panties and simply experience an orgasm from doing so?"
"Well in theory...yes."
"In theory?" I asked, suddenly thinking I really had been duped into some guy's get rich quick scheme here, thankful that I had not agreed or worse, actually given him any money for his so-called climax-chips.
"I've only been able to test them on one or two subjects, without their knowledge of course..."
"Of course," I said skeptical as hell, wishing I had never allowed him to enter my store.
"But both women appeared to have some kind of pleasurable experience, one eventually even fainting from it, though admittedly that was my fault because I'd sort of increased the intensity just a little too much I think."
"Ok, you lost me," I told him. "How do you increase the intensity of this little super-cum ship, or whatever the hell you call it?" I asked
"Well, that's the other part I haven't told you about yet," he said, once again speaking in low tones as though worried I had surveillance cameras or microphones hidden inside my store, which suddenly, I wish I did have.
"There are two ways the chip can be activated. One is simply by the increase of body temperature, coupled with the slightest trace of moisture. So, in other words, if a woman becomes aroused, even slightly, the chip picks up on that. It begins to send out miniscule little pulses that a woman wouldn't even associate with anything except her own body causing it to happen. She would initially feel nothing more than a nice "itch" no different from the first stirrings of arousal in any woman. The more she becomes aroused however, the greater the signal that begins actually to interact with the sexual nerve endings with a woman's clitoris. Before she knows what's happening, or why, she can actually experience an orgasm without ever having had to even touch herself!"
I know I was standing there looking at him with my mouth open in disbelief. But truth was, he had my complete and undivided attention now.
"Go on," I prompted, letting go of the doorknob, having no intention of turning the sign around now.
Seeing that I had done so, he looked particularly relieved. "The second part is that you can by remote control activate the chip too." Now he was grinning, and even more excited to explain to me what he had invented than he had been. And frankly. so was I.
"Each chip has its own private identification number, or access code if you will. You can actually bring up the 'clit-chip' program on your home computer, preferably a lap-top of course, especially if the subject is within view when you access the panties she's wearing."
I was not about to interrupt him this time, and found myself actually sitting down on the stool behind the counter willing to let him explain the rest of it to me, even if it took him all day to do so.
"Once you've accessed the memory, you can increase the levels of intensity, though I'd recommend if you've got the time and patience to begin at one, possibly level setting two but no more than that. That way she'll subconsciously never really know why she became aroused, only that she did. Gradually you can increase the levels one at a time until you can see where it is that she's actually experiencing pleasure. I'd certainly never go right to level seven, for a woman, it would be like having her clit licked rapidly. And that WOULD make anyone suspicious I would think. But getting to that point slowly, gradually, you'd probably never even need to go any higher than a three or possibly even a four to see a woman eventually experience some sort of unexpected, unexplained orgasm."
The sound of someone knocking at the door turned my attention from him momentarily. I saw a potential customer pointing at my sign, then at his watch expectantly. For the first time since I had opened for business, I turned a customer away. "I hope I don't come to regret doing that," I told Mat.
"I promise you won't," he replied. "But..."
Of course, I knew there was a but some place. I had known that from the beginning. But as they say, 'In for a penny'. "Ok, what's the catch Mat?" I asked, expecting the worst, hoping for the best.
"I've sunk every single penny I have into this," he began to explain to me. "I'm completely tapped out, if I don't recoup at least half of what I've put into it soon, I'll not only lose my job, but I'll lose the ability to even make any more of these," he finished indicating the twelve or so tiny little disks still sitting atop the hanky.
"How much is half?"
"Fifteen thousand."
"Jesus H Mat! That's like over a thousand dollars a pair. No one in their right mind would pay that kind of money for a pair of women's underwear, no matter how many times she was able to cum while wearing them!" I shot back at him.
"That's just what I need to cover the start up costs," he told me. "I can now make each chip for less than ten dollars. If we could just get enough of these out there, well, you can see the potential," he stated hopefully.
"Like I said Mat, fifteen thousands a lot of coin, even for me!" Mat looked dejected, even reaching for his handkerchief. "Tell you what, let me have these chips of yours, for a week, maybe even two weeks. Plus, you show me how to access and use the codes from my laptop. I've got a couple of possible subjects to try these out on. If, and I mean 'if' they do as well you say they will. Then, we've got a deal. How's that sound?"
"A week Ben. I can't wait any longer than that. I'm already pushing it as it is."
"OK, since tomorrow's Saturday, give me this weekend, and the next weekend at least. I'll need that time if I'm going to have any chance to try these out for myself. On Monday, if I think it's worth taking the risk, I'll have the money for you then. Deal?"
Mat didn't even hesitate, grinning as he offered me his hand. "Deal!" he said.
We spent the next two hours together going over the entire program. Mat downloaded the access codes onto my laptop, and showed me the fairly simple process on how to access, and gradually increase their intensity levels. He also explained to me that they had a range of over two miles, though at the moment, I could not see the practical application for that as I would much rather be close enough at least to see what was actually going on.
By the time Mat left, I had turned away at least a dozen customers, already worried and concerned that I had already invested more into this deal than it was really worth. At least I had the weekend to experiment a little. And I had two perfect candidates. Christy and Diane, my neighbors and unsuspecting friends.
I lived in one half of a fairly large duplex. I had been there for nearly ten years after my divorce, happily remaining single meanwhile. I rented the other half of my duplex out, which is how I had initially gotten to know Christy. Christy had moved in and we had gotten to know each other fairly well, after a time, even intimately even though she had a "girl-friend", being more lesbian than bi-sexual actually. Diane had come to live with her a couple of months later. I had thought initially that she was the girlfriend, and was quite surprised when I found out a short time later, she was not. Diane was in fact pretty straight-laced having grown up in a fairly strict religious family. She had been a high school friend with Christy, which is how she came to know her, eventually moving in with her, as she needed a place to live after she had moved out. All in all they made for a fairly strange pair of friends as well as roommates, especially as Diane was not very approving of Christy's intimate relationship with other women. Which was one reason Christy's girlfriend rarely if ever came over unless Diane was not planning on being there.
Christy worked as an X-ray technician at a local nearby clinic. Diane was a flight attendant, so she was periodically away which Christy enjoyed as she could then invite her lover over without bumping heads with Diane over it.
I had installed a fairly large pool in the backyard, seeing no reason to divide the property, allowing both myself as well as the tenants to have access to it, which had been a main factor in getting and keeping fairly decent renters. I eventually left work leaving my two employees to run things and headed home. I knew Christy would be open to hearing what I had to tell her, deciding she would be the best one to try these 'Magic Panties' of Mat's on first. Christy was lying out by the pool when I arrived. Though I had gotten home a little earlier than usual, it was not any big surprise to find her lying out without her top on. I made no pretense of trying to hide my approach either.
"Hi Christy," I said simply crossing the back yard.
She had been lying on her back, though she did not exactly cover the fact she was topless, she did roll onto her stomach smiling at me. "Hi Ben, home a little early aren't you?"
"A little," I responded. "But that's because I have something I want to tell you about, and then show you," I said seriously.
I spent the next hour telling her about Mat and his invention. To my surprise, Christy sat listening to me the whole time not even interrupting me once. She had gotten so interested, finally sitting up to become a little more comfortable, forgetting entirely that her full sized breasts were suddenly and very prominently displayed.
"Show me!" Christy said wide-eyed, obviously excited when I was done telling her about them. Reaching into my jacket pocket I removed the simple pair of white cotton briefs handing them to her.
"Put them on I said. But remember, for them to actually start to work, you have to be a little aroused anyway, unless you want me to get on the computer," I said grinning.
"I don't think that's going to be a problem," standing up, removing her bikini bottoms without even batting an eyelash. "Though I would like to see what you mean by increasing the intensity level later," she said lustfully.
Within seconds she had replaced her bikini with the panties. "I don't feel anything," she said disappointedly.
Once again, I began to wonder if I'd been had.
"Wait a minute!" She exclaimed a moment later. "Maybe I do after all!" Christy gave me a quick wondrous look just before collapsing down onto the chase lounge she had been sitting on.
I continued watching her as the look in her eyes became even more expressive. "Holy shit Ben, these are for real!" she exclaimed excitedly. "It's almost, almost like someone was gently thrumming my clit. Nothing major mind you, just a delicious little tingling between my legs, but the more excited I'm getting, the more I seem to be feeling it!" Christy shuddered involuntarily. "Oh Ben, it's definitely working!" .
I watched as she slipped her finger down between her legs, pressing it against the material, in turn pressing the material against her self. "I don't feel anything either," she said in surprise.
"You're not supposed to Christy. I think that's the whole point, most women won't even be aware that it's in there unless someone tells them it is!" I watched as Christy continued to slide her finger up and down her cloth-covered slit. It was obvious that she was becoming more and more aroused by the sudden discoloration of the garment as it pressed against her suddenly very wet, very aroused pussy lips.
"Well?" I asked her. "Is it getting stronger or what?"
Christy looked at me as though seeing me for the first time. The look on her face was sheer pleasure.
"Christy?"
"Huh?"
"What are you feeling right now?" I asked curiously.
"Shut up...give me a moment, I think I'm going to cum," she said by way of an answer.
It was evident by her reactions a moment later that she was. Christy seemed to recover slightly, but then much to my surprise, she appeared to start the whole process all over again. "Good heavens Ben, I think...I think... I'm going to cum again!"
By the third climax, Christy forced herself to remove the garment, holding it in her hand like it was some sort of a cherished friend. "Can I have these?" she asked.



And then I knew how I could persuade her to help me. "You can, if you'll help me perform a really, really important test."
Christy grinned almost evilly. "Diane?" I nodded my head smiling back at her.
"How?" she asked. I produced a small little envelope, pouring the contents out into the palm of my hand.
"With these. What I need you to help me to do, is figure out which of Diane's panties she's most likely to wear over the course of the next few days. Then, we need to put these inside each pair. The tricky part is, you'll need to somehow let me know if she's wearing a pair of them that has one of these in them. Once you do, I'll take things from there."
Christy sat back smiling even wider than before. "That's going to be fairly easy actually," she said. "You're never going to believe this Ben, but she wears those panties that have each day of the week on them? And even better, I know for a fact she wears them in order too!"
I had already known that Diane was flying in on Saturday, she would have at least a week before taking another transatlantic flight over to London. The window of opportunity was now; it could not have worked out any more perfectly.
"Then lets get these inside her panties as soon as possible! Starting with Sunday I guess?"
"Probably, since I'm sure she'll be wearing Saturday's," she giggled. "We just need to make sure that all of her next weeks undies are on top, all of which will have one of these little chips tucked away inside."
"Then we'd better get busy."
"How about after?" Christy questioned.
"After?" I said somewhat confused. "After what?"
"After, you make me cum again." Christy said, already beginning to unbuckle my belt, unzipping my fly. Obviously she did not need the panties at the moment, but I could not help but wonder if they had gone a long way in getting her here to begin with.
The feel of Christy's warm velvet mouth engulfing my shaft took my breath away. She nibbled the head teasingly, licking up one side and down the other in slow tantalizing strokes, sucking me in, engulfing me, sucking harder, firmer this time.
"Oh, let me get out of these clothes!" I said forcing her head away from me momentarily. "And maybe, we should take this inside," I suggested.
"Why? No one can see us unless they're using binoculars," she said. "And even if they are, doesn't the thought of that sort of excite you?"
I finished taking my clothes off, spreading out the towel she had brought outside with her. "Lay down, I'm going to eat your cunt until you're screaming."
"Now that might alert a few neighbors," she said laughing, laying down on the towel knee's already bent, spread wide waiting for me. "Ok Ben, make me scream!"
Christy and I had not been together all that often. The fact that she was into women more than men might have had something to do with that. But at the moment, she was the wettest I believe I had ever seen her. I slipped my tongue into the wet juicy folds of her slit, tasting the musky scent that greeted me, reveling in it like a perfectly aged wine.
"Damn Christy, I truly do love licking your pussy."
Christy moaned. "You're not bad either, for a man," she said teasingly. I sucked her lips inside my mouth, chewing them gently, sucking, licking and chewing again.
"Actually Christy, I've always believed I was really a lesbian. A man trapped in a woman's body."
It had been a running joke between us, every time we had been together, few times that they were, she had always compared me to some of her women lovers. Each time however she'd let me off the hook by winking at me, sufficient ego stroking so that I at least felt 'competent' in whatever I was doing to make her feel good.
"Hmm, I wonder what it would be like eating you with those panties on," I said jokingly.
"Want me to get them?" she said seriously. I sucked her clit between my lips, pulling on it. "Oh shit, never mind! Just keep doing that!" she said groaning as I continued pleasuring that tiny little nubbin of flesh. Christy was soon bucking against my face, arching her back thrusting herself against my tongue. I'd already reached up, filling my hands with the softness of her breasts, toying and teasing her aroused nipples. Christy loved it when I did that, especially when she was close. I had learned how she liked it when I tapped them with my fingers, rapidly keeping tempo with the way I flicked her clit with my tongue.
"Faster!" she demanded. "Harder Ben, harder!" she screamed deliriously as she came.
For a moment or two, I really did worry about the neighbors.
Christy and I switched places. This time when her warm wet mouth took me in, I had no intention of interrupting her. She continued milking my prick with her hands as well as her lips, going so far as to insert the tip of her finger inside my ass, tickling my prostate, triggering within moments the orgasm that had been building. I'd never cum in her mouth, knowing that was one thing I never would do. Not with Christy anyway. The moment my orgasm began, she quickly removed my penis, placing it comfortably against her tits instead, where I joyfully began emptying a very large thick load of cream.
"Oh shit, Christy!" I groaned loudly, still trying to keep it down in the event someone really had heard us. Watching the copious discharge bathing her breasts was extremely gratifying, very sensual to me. Christy jacked my cock rapidly, delighting in each and every rope of semen that shot from the tip of my dick to cover her luscious breasts, as well as her chocolate colored nipples.
I remained on the ground for long moments afterwards, trying to catch my breath. "I'm going inside to shower," she told me. "You can join me if you'd like, then I'd like to see what those panties can really do!" she said laughing.
"Not until we've inserted the rest of those chips," I told her, sitting up finally. "Then, maybe," I said.
Christy pouted briefly, winked, taking her cute naked little ass into the house. I followed her seconds later. "Well, maybe after I've inserted something else," I thought to myself as I chased her inside.
#
We had finished inserting the chips inside several pairs of Diane's 'week-day' panties. Christy meticulously restacked, folded and ensured that every pair was exactly the way they were before we began.
"Have you got any of those things left?" she asked. I checked inside the small little envelope.
"One."
"Cool. It might not be a bad idea to put that one inside Diane's swim suit," she suggested.
"Which one though?" I asked. Christy laughed.
"She really only wears one, that dark blue single piece thing. You'd think with a body like she has, she'd wear a decent bikini at least. But the only thing I've ever seen her wear out to the pool is that very modest one piece she owns."
Christy quickly located it in another drawer, seconds later we'd inserted the last chip, once again folding it back where it belonged.
"I wonder if the water from the pool will have any adverse effects," I questioned aloud.
"Don't know, might be another interesting test," Christy commented. "But if nothing else, you should be able to watch her from your bedroom window if she comes outside to sit by the pool to sunbath, as she usually does on the weekends."
"That's true," I said, considering the possibilities. "Now, maybe we should see about testing out the intensity levels through my laptop," I suggested. Christy was already grinning, once again slipping on the white panties.
"Do you think we can remove the chip from these and put it in a pair of my favorite ones?" she asked. "Not that I mind these really, I just haven't worn white cotton panties since high school."
"Actually Christy, seeing you in those is pretty damn sexy," I told her. "Sort of takes me back to my high school days."
I saw a familiar look suddenly appear in her face. "All this talk," she said with some difficulty. "Is already causing things to...to happen," she said, grinning broadly.
Just watching Christy already becoming excited even without using the laptop made me wonder. "You think Diane ever fantasizes?" I asked
"Huh? What?" She said, grinning almost stupidly.
"Never mind, you're already too far gone to pay any attention to me," I laughed. Christy's face was already screwing up in a look of rapturous pleasure. "Hurry up Ben, plug me in!" She exclaimed.
At the moment, there was nothing I'd rather do. But I turned on the laptop anyway.
Mat was right, I'd slowly increased the electrical pulsations inside the chip to a level five. Christy hadn't made it past four before experiencing a fairly intense climax. She had begun the roller coaster ride through ecstasy when I increased it one more level, watching as she nearly doubled over on the bed, her hands down between her legs moaning and groaning furiously as she came one more time.
"Fuck Ben, you said that was only a level five intensity?" She was already skimming the panties off of herself, beads of perspiration dotting her face. "I think a six, certainly a seven setting would in all likelihood kill me! I hope you plan on going slowly with that thing, especially with Diane. If you're not careful, you'll freak her out. I'm not even sure she knows what an orgasm is!"
I hadn't really thought of that. One thing was for sure, in the time I had gotten to know the girls; Diane had remained very private, very aloof about anything sexual. Christy had even tried to pry information from her, learning only that Diane was indeed still a virgin, believing that "that stuff" was only meant for marriage. As Diane had exasperatedly told her, after a lengthy, uncomfortable discussion when Christy had continued to press her.
"Yeah, I can see that I'd better go about as slowly with her as I can. I've already made arrangements at work to spend a little more time away from the shop. I have a feeling that I'm going to need it. Especially as I plan on following Diane around whenever she goes anyplace. I want to test her reactions, especially in a public place where I'm confident she won't be able to say or do much of anything. Especially if she does become a little suspicious and begins to wonder if it does have anything to do with the panties she's wearing. Though I don't see why she would. I'm hoping she'll just be confused and somehow begin to learn to deal with it, possibly even begin to enjoy the experience. If she does, I think Mat and I are going to become very rich men!"
"Well, she and I are scheduled to go to lunch together Sunday afternoon. That might be a good time to check things out too," she told me. "That's not a bad idea Christy. Especially if you're going to that little outdoors café like you usually do."
"We are," she said smiling.
"Great! I'll sit across the street at the coffee shop. You see what you can do about getting a table as close to the sidewalk as possible so I can watch you from there."
"Will that be close enough for you to see much of anything?" she asked.
"I hope so, but I also came up with another little idea too." I produced a small miniature microphone. "You'll also be wearing this so I can hear what's going on."
"Sneaky!" Christy said fingering the device. "Maybe we should come up with a few private signals, something like that."
"Now who's being sneaky?" I asked.
"This really could be fun you know," Christy stated, getting into the clandestine type mood of the moment.
"Sorta like spy vs. spy. You know, like the cartoon of the guy's in the black and white hats and trench coats?" I asked.
"Yeah, only which one's are we?" she asked.
"Why, we're the good guys of course!" I exclaimed. Christy frowned.
"Ok, we'll wear black and be the evil naughty spy's then," I added quickly. Christy's frown turned into an evil grin.
"Fuck me, you evil dirty little spy you," she told me
#
Diane arrived home late Saturday morning. I'd gone into work, wanting to ensure everything was still running smoothly, though I had planned on being away most of the day when Christy called me.
"She's home," Christy said after I had answered. "She's in the shower now."
I glanced at my watch. "Good, I should be home in about half an hour, I'll come in and head straight for my bedroom. Think you can convince her to lay out by the pool with you?"
"Already have, she's planning on it. And she seems to be in a pretty good mood too!"
"Good, that might help. You never know, I guess."
"Should I wear the microphone?"
"That might not be a bad idea Christy. It will give us a chance to test it out at least. I'll prompt you to maybe ask her certain questions too. I want to see if we can get her thinking in sexual terms before I attempt to do anything through the program."
"Ok. I think she's getting out now, see you in a few," she said hanging up.
#
By the time I arrived home, heading immediately upstairs to my bedroom, Christy and Diane were sitting out by the pool. My blinds had already been closed at an angle, giving me a limited view of the backyard, but at least I could see the two of them in relative safety without being seen. Problem was, Diane was sitting in her chaise lounge facing the pool with her back turned towards me. About all I could see was the back of her head. Christy at least was sitting at an angle facing her, which gave me a pretty good view of her from the side. We'd rigged her CD player to appear as though she was listening to music when in fact, the earpiece she had on was the receiver so she could hear me talking to her.
"I'm here Christy. Re-cross your legs if you're hearing me ok." I watched as she immediately did that. "Good! Now, I can't see Diane very well from up here. Is she wearing the one piece with the chip in it? Take a drink if she is," I said. Christy reached over to the small little table sitting next to her, picking up her iced tea and drinking from it.
"Cool, now can you say something to Diane so I can see if I'm hearing you ok?" I asked.
"So, Diane, tell me, did you meet any interesting guys on the flight over?" she asked her.
Diane responded, but it was obvious she was still too far away for me to pick up whatever it was she said very clearly.
"Christy, you're too far away from her for me to hear her. Can you do something to get a little closer?" I asked.
I watched as Christy glanced up towards the sun, shielding her eyes momentarily and making some pretense of it giving her difficulty in seeing Diane comfortably.
"That sun's bright," I heard her say. "Think I'll move my chair over on the other side of you," she announced. Moments later she had repositioned herself, sitting right beside Diane when she did. Then I watched as Diane scooted her chair a bit further away from where Christy had positioned herself.
"Good old Diane," I thought to myself. "Even around Christy she needs space between them. Almost as though she's worried that some of Christy's lack of inhibitions might rub off on her."
Diane was talking however, so I listened carefully. "Not really, I worked First Class this trip which was nice, there was one guy who flirted with me a little," she admitted.
"Alright!" I said again to myself. "Maybe she'll start thinking about him and that will trigger the chip," I thought hopefully.
"He was a real jerk though," Diane continued. "On top of which, he was bald, fat and ugly."
"Fuck!" I said into the earpiece. Christy coughed, then giggled for a second.
"Sorry!" I heard Christy say. "I know it's not amusing, Diane, but I was just picturing what you said, and it sort of struck me as funny."
Obviously Diane must have given Christy one of her patented looks or something. There was a brief moment of silence. I began thinking that maybe I was going to have to access the computer chip after all if we were going to get anywhere here.
"There was one guy, he reminded me of Ben a little bit," Diane said, from out of the blue.
I accessed the program, dialed in that particular computer chips code and set a level one intensity. I wasn't about to let that comment go. If she was thinking about me, even remotely, I was going to act on it.
"Oh? How's that?" Christy asked her, once again crossing, and then re-crossing her legs as though she was having trouble deciding which was more comfortable.
"Yeah, I heard that," I said to Christy, talking over Diane as she'd already begun to answer her.
"Same sort of mustache, besides his eyes."
Again silence for just a second as Diane suddenly quit talking.
"Diane? You ok? You look like something's wrong," Christy said, somewhat alarmed. Which in turn, alarmed me a little too.
"Oh, no. I'm fine. Was just thinking about something there for a second, sort of got lost in the thought I guess," she responded.
From above I watched, as Diane appeared to squirm in her seat a little. Subtle movements, but enough so that I could see she was suddenly uncomfortable for some reason.
"I think I'll go for a swim," she announced, suddenly standing up.
"Shit!" I said into the earpiece, watching Diane as she moved over to the edge of the pool, diving in.
Christy spoke to me directly as Diane swam beneath the water. "Well at least maybe we'll find out if this thing works in the water," she said openly. "What level have you got it on anyway?" she asked.
"One," I said.
"Maybe you should go to two," Christy suggested quietly, as Diane broke the surface.
"Why not? What have we got to lose?" I said back to her. "Though even Mat doesn't know if it will work under the water," I added.
"May as well find out," Christy said, once again quietly. I set level two on the program. Diane didn't appear any different, or show any signs that anything was unusual. For several minutes she swam a few laps, then swam over to the side of the pool. Rather than climbing out however, she lay her head down on the bank, resting there.
"Diane, you sure you're ok?" I heard Christy ask her.
"Careful Christy," I cautioned her. "Don't press it." Once again I watched as Diane said something to her, but she was too far away for me to hear her clearly. In the next instant she pulled herself out of the water, walked by her lounge chair grabbing her towel, heading into the house.
"What happened?" I asked. "I couldn't hear what she said."
I heard Christy laugh. "I think she felt something," Christy said, looking directly up towards the window I was looking out of. "When I asked if she was ok, she said something about feeling a little bit dizzy and decided that maybe she'd better go in and lay down for a while."
"Damn," I responded. "Maybe, but we really don't know do we?" I stated. "Well, I guess that's about all we can hope for today," I said, giving in.
"Ben?"
"Yeah?" I said looking back out the window at Christy.
"All this secret, naughty stuff's made me horny," she said. I watched as Christy continued looking up at me, watched as she pulled one of the cups away from her breast, revealing that well-rounded tit of hers. She caressed it, cupping the fleshiness of her boob, and then fingered the nipple momentarily. "Like that?" I heard.
"Very much," I told her, watching.
Christy reached down pulling the bottom of her bikini off to one side. Though I couldn't see nearly as clearly at this distance as I would have liked, it was obvious what she was doing to herself.
"Can you see what I'm doing?"she asked.
"Sort of, not very clearly. But yes. I at least know what you're doing, and it looks nice," I told her, fishing my cock out of my pants as we spoke.
"You playing with yourself yet?" she asked, as though reading my mind.
"Ah huh."
"Kind of kinky isn't it?" she said. "Sort of like phone-sex, and though I can't see you at all, you can at least see what I'm doing, yes?" I saw as Christy clearly inserted at least one, possibly two fingers inside of herself.



"Yes," I said lustily, "You going to finger yourself off for me?" I asked her.
"I will, if you will," she said. "I might not be able to see you, but at least I can hear you," she told me.
"Hey, I just had a thought," I said to her suddenly. "After we're done here, go inside and see if she's asleep or not. Maybe even find out if she's wearing any panties."
"While she's asleep?"
"Why not? If she is, can you imagine?"
"How come we didn't think of this before?" Christy asked. "Talk about sweet dreams!" Christy said with a little bit of awe and wonder in her voice.
"Yeah, something else to experiment with," I agreed. "Anyway, show me those boobs of yours again," I told her. I watched as Christy reached up, removing her top entirely, throwing it behind her. "Like this?" She said, grinning.
"Yeah, just like that," I said, pounding my hard stiff cock towards release.
# "Well?" I asked.
Christy had just returned from sneaking down the hallway. She'd opened Diane's door just a crack peeking in.
"I can't tell. I think she's asleep, but she has the sheet pulled up. I saw her tits though, so I think she's actually naked."
On the one hand, I was disappointed to discover she probably wasn't wearing any panties. On the other...
"You could see her tits though huh?" I asked again, wickedly. Christy smiled...
"Go see for yourself, just be fucking careful," she warned me. "If she catches you..."
Christy didn't need to finish that one. If Diane did catch me peeking at her, there would be hell to pay. I crept down the hall towards her room. My heart was beating so fast I was worried that she might actually hear it. Not to mention my breathing, which I held as I approached her door, slowly, carefully turning the knob, then pushing it open just barely.
I almost closed it just as quickly. I saw Diane move, but it wasn't as though she was getting up, or even aware that her door had been opened, if even just a crack. Beneath the sheet, I saw her bend her knee, forcing the sheet up into a mini tent, still lying on her back while she did. The best part however, was that the sheet fell even further away from her breasts when she did that. Diane certainly wasn't large breasted. Her boobs weren't nearly as big as Christy's, for that matter, but they were certainly beautiful. Small busted would be perhaps the correct term, though far from being flat-chested by any stretch of the imagination. Standing there at the doorway peering in with one eye only, I got a wonderful glimpse not only of her tits with the light pink small sized areola's capping each one, but saw what I could only believe was a very subtle movement taking place beneath the sheet as first one leg bent, then the other. On top of that, she moaned. Not wanting to press my luck, I immediately closed the door just as quietly and as slowly as I had opened it.
Christy was still waiting for me at the end of the hallway leading back into the living room. "Well? Did you get to see her titties?" she asked conspiritorially.
I was grinning like a Cheshire cat. "Yeah, and even better, I saw her bend her knees beneath the sheet, then watched as the sheet moved up and down slightly. I think she was masturbating!"
"No shit! Really? Diane?"
"Yeah really, I think she was!" I said still grinning. "Damn, wish I'd taken her to level three at least," I pondered.
"I have a feeling she's taking herself there now, maybe even to a four," Christy snickered. "Why don't we go back to your place and you can take me to a four, maybe even a five," she said wickedly.
"Hell, why don't we go for the whole nine yards?" I asked her. "Why not all the way to a seven then?"
Christy looked at me, just about as wantonly as I'd ever seen her look. "You do that, and I might even let you cum in my mouth," she told me.
#
I had no desire to leave things up to chance, I dropped by the resturant a full hour earlier than when I knew the girls would be arriving. I tipped the waiter handsomely, not only for giving them excellent service, but ensuring that the table I wanted would be available for them when they arrived. I planted myself down at a table across the street at the coffee shop, bringing a paper along with me. Though the likelihood of being spotted by Diane was remote, I planned on hiding behind my newspaper as much as possible. Unlike out by the pool, this time I wouldn't be able to speak to Christy directly, though I would, or should be able to hear anything and everything the two of them discussed. More importantly, I hoped Christy would remember all the various signals we'd agreed on. If she touched her hair in anyway, that would mean to increase the level. If she scratched her nose however, that was an immediate signal to decrease it. I hoped however that I would hear enough to have a pretty good feel for what was actually taking place, reacting to it, as I couldn't actually talk to Christy or ask her any questions.
My biggest worry had been if Diane would actually wear her 'Sunday' panties. If she wasn't, I could end up wasting a lot of time trying to figure out which pair she was wearing. Thankfully, Christy had had the foresight to barge into the bathroom while Diane was in there, on the pretense of needing to pee beyond her ability to hold it. In doing so, she confirmed that Diane was in fact wearing her pink 'Sunday' briefs. She'd managed to tell me that just before I left.
"Mat also told me there's like a two mile range," I told Christy. "I think to get a little bit of a head start, I'm going to program it at level one. The moment she comes within range, it will hopefully begin working on her. Maybe by the time you guys get to the restaurant, there will have been enough time that she's at least starting to think in sexual terms."
"Yeah right. Diane?"
"Well, she was playing with herself, or at least I think she was," I'd responded. "Anyway, any edge we can get will give us some sort of advantage. When you're two miles from the café, just be aware that it should start working. Sort of look for any odd signs of behavior, if by the time you get there and feel it's worth jumping it up to a two, run your fingers through your hair or something."
I'd been at the coffee house for half an hour when I saw the waiter I'd tipped lead them over to their table. Christy knew where I would be of course, quickly looking in my direction. Before she'd even sat down, I watched as she brushed her hair with her fingers.
"You're kidding!" I said to myself. I already had my laptop open. I quickly accessed the code and set a stage two excitement level. I sat there listening to them discussing what they were considering for lunch, ordering, even talking about the weather. I'd expected that of course, waiting patiently. Christy and I had discussed her eventually steering, or trying to anyway, the conversation towards more intimate topics. As she'd expressed a brief interest in the guy on board the plane who'd reminded her of me, we thought it might be a good idea for Christy to bring up some made-up story by way of a piece of juicy gossip to see how Diane might react to it. All I was doing was waiting for the right moment and opportunity for her to do it. It came unexpectedly when it did, as I sat there listening.
"Have you noticed that Ben never brings anyone home?" Diane asked. Christy was silent for a moment, surprised perhaps, as I was, no doubt trying to think of something to say to keep the momentum going. Diane didn't wait for a response however, continuing.
"You don't think he's...he's,"
"Gay?" Christy burst out laughing. I almost fell out of my chair when I heard that.
"Heavens no Diane, and I happen to know that for a fact!"
"Ah oh," I thought. "Careful here Christy."
"Well I guess you might at that," Diane said, with a little bit of an uptight sounding tone to her voice.
"What's that supposed to mean?" Christy responded a little testily.
"Well this is going to hell in a hand basket," I said to myself. "If this keeps up, they'll be throwing their lunch at one another, if they wait even that long," I thought.
"I'm sorry Christy, I didn't mean it to sound like that. I really don't know what's come over me, maybe I'm coming down with something. I just feel, well, I feel a little peculiar is all."
I was half tempted to lower the setting back to one. It seemed that even a level two setting was becoming troublesome for her.
"I just figured since you also like women, that maybe you had discussed...well, you know sexual preferences or something. Actually, I guess I shouldn't even be asking you this question. Frankly, I don't know why I did or why I suddenly started wondering about it."
"Go! Go! Go!" I tried to will Christy from across the street.
I watched as Christy leaned across the table towards Diane in a conspiratorial manner. "Just between you and me? Ben and I have fooled around once or twice, but if Sharon ever found out, she'd kill me!" Christy told her.
Now it was Diane's turn to sit there silently for a moment. "You and Ben?" she said in disbelief. "The two of you have, have..."
"Fooled around? Yes, a few times. Don't worry Diane, it's nothing serious, we just have fun every once in a while, that's all!"
"You don't think its wrong, fooling around with Ben outside of marriage?" Diane questioned her.
"Of course not silly. We have a good time, and Ben's a very tender, very, very good lover," she added.
I wasn't sure if Christy had honestly meant what she'd just said, but it made me smile anyway. I was so involved in listening to their discussion that I nearly missed it when Christy ran her hand through her hair again.
"God, I hope you know what you're doing Christy," I said, punching in the number for level three now.
"And something else too Diane, as you are already well aware, I do generally prefer women over men. But Ben's as good, if not better even than most women I've been with as far as his tongues concerned, he's given me the strongest most intense...."
"I'm not sure I should be hearing this!" Diane interrupted her. "It's...it's...oh my, can I have your water?"
I'd seen her drain her own glass just a few minutes ago. Now she was asking Christy if she could have hers. Obviously something was happening to her.
While Diane drank down her second glass of water in as many minutes, Christy picked up the tempo, turning up the heat as it were. "Anyway, like I was saying, he really does know how to pleasure a woman Diane, I've even found myself masturbating while thinking about it," she confessed openly.
"Would you excuse me a minute?" Diane said suddenly standing up. "I need to use the bathroom."
Once again I was half tempted to turn the level down. To my total and complete surprise however, I saw Christy stand up actually waving at me and running both hands through her hair frantically. Almost immediately she chased after Diane, heading for the bathroom.
"This could blow up in our faces," I thought, but then reprogrammed Diane's microchip to a level four setting. Even Christy had had an orgasm at this level. And I began to wonder if that's what she was hoping for now.
"I hope you can hear me Ben," she said suddenly. "I'm following Diane into the bathroom, her face is flushed, she's obviously feeling something, and I think now's the time to push things just a little."
Though I could no longer see either one of them of course, I could at least hear what was going on. The sounds of a door opening, then closing, a metallic "click" sounding much like Christy had actually locked the bathroom door behind her.
"Diane? Are you in here?" Christy asked.
"Go away," I heard Diane say. There was an obvious quiver to her voice, and she sounded even a little frightened. "I'll...I'll be out in a few minutes," I heard her say a little more softly.
"Open the door Diane," Christy demanded. "I'm worried about you."
"I'm fine," Diane stated, obviously sounding not fine at all.
"I mean it Diane, if you don't open the door, I'll slide in beneath it, and I'm not looking forward to having to do that!"
"Please Christy, don't! I...I...I don't know what's happening, but I'm sure I'll be fine in just a few minutes."
"I warned you Diane...ok, here I come," Christy said. The sound of the stall door opening could be heard.
"See? I told you I'm...(THUNK)." I sat there listening to nothing but silence for a moment.
"Ben? Can you hear me? If you can, go ahead and turn the chip off," Christy said.
"Shit!" I exclaimed, startling the waitress when she came over to refill my coffee.
"Don't worry," Christy said a moment later. "I think she just fainted. Oh, and Ben? I think she just finished cumming too!" I heard her laugh, making me feel greatly relieved, but also more than just a little worried and concerned for her also.
Again there was silence for a few minutes though I could hear the sound of movement. "Diane? You ok now? I think you must have fainted...or something," she told her. "Here, let me help you up, and then maybe I'd better drive you back home," she said.
"Oh Christy, I'm so sorry, it was just so strange! I don't know what happened, one moment I was feeling, uh, feeling fine, then I felt a little light-headed, weak-kneed, and the next thing I knew, I was..."
"Having an orgasm?" Christy asked.
I dropped my keys in the gutter as I was about to insert them into the door of my car. I was still listening of course, but wanted to get home before them so I could be there when they got home. Hearing Christy's comment stunned me. "Shit Christy, don't over do it!"
Diane's voice was so low I nearly didn't hear her. "How'd you know?" She asked.
Christy laughed, though just as softly. "I saw the look in your eyes at the table," she told her. "Which is pretty close to the way I look just before I do," she said. "Haven't you ever watched yourself in a mirror when you're cumming?" Christy asked her.
"Fuck Christy!" I said climbing into the front seat of my car. "What the hell kind of a question is that? Don't freak her out for hells sake!" I admonished her uselessly.
"No..." Diane said, simply.
"But admittedly, you do masturbate, yes?"
Again there was silence. "Can we talk about this on the way home?" she asked. "I feel sort of funny discussing this in the women's bathroom," she said.
"Of course, I'll go out and get the check, meet me out front by the car. Sure you're going to be ok?" she asked her again.
"Yes...yes, I'm fine now, seriously. I don't feel weird or anything anymore. Just a little something, different," Diane actually laughed sounding nervous.
"I guess I can tell you Christy, you're about the only person I think I could say this too. I actually think I'm horny!"
I nearly drove my car into a ditch.
"Oh yeah, we need to get you home, and quick too!" Christy said laughing with her. "We have a LOT to talk about, girlfriend, a LOT to talk about!"
I soon got out of range of the microphone. Though curious as to what else they had talked about, I could only hope that Christy would maybe fill me in later. I'd gotten home about fifteen minutes before they did, watching as they entered the house. I hoped that Christy would come over and say something to me, but it wasn't until well after Diane had gone to bed that Christy snuck over to my place. I was preparing to go to bed myself, when I heard her knocking at the backdoor. I opened it, and saw her standing there naked.
"Well? You gonna ask me in or not?"
"Only if you promise to tell me what happened after you left." I said. Christy walked over to me, reaching down, unzipping my fly and grasping my flaccid penis.
"After you fuck me," she said. "Then I will."
"I take it things went well after you left?" I said, feeling my prick growing rapidly as she continued to fondle it.
"Lets just say she got me very horny on the drive home. Very horny in fact."
We didn't make it past the kitchen table.
Nearly ripping off my clothing, Christy pulled me towards the table, hopping up on it. "Hurry Ben, I need you!"
I moved towards the edge of the table. She was situated at the perfect height. Taking my penis in hand, I began teasing her already wet slit, running the length of my member back and forth, tickling her clit before allowing it to rest against her.
"Quit teasing and fuck me, you bastard!" Christy demanded. I slid myself against her one more time, relishing the heat and warmth of her split before slipping deeply, quickly inside of her.
"Better?" I asked, as I rammed myself into her fully.
"Oh fuck yes!" Christy groaned, thrusting back against me. I began a rhythmic coupling with her that soon had both of us racing towards climax. Whatever foreplay either one of us might have enjoyed had been going on all day. Christy was at a fever pitch, drawing me along with her in a frenzy of lust, passion and unfulfilled need.
"Harder! Faster!" she screamed, wrapping her legs around me tightly. I continued to slam into her with a rapidity that threatened to collapse the table. Barely touching it now, she had dug her hands, particularly her fingernails into my back, raking me as her pleasure began to build, taking her to unimaginable heights of ecstasy.
"Oh yes...fuck me...fuck me...fuck me!" Christy screamed loudly over and over again. I felt her tense suddenly, sucking in her breath, holding it. As she did, I felt my cock expand, felt the first tremendous discharge escape my prick, filling her cunt with fluid. She screamed, every ounce of her breath exploding from her lips in wild abandonment as her orgasm overwhelmed her.
#
It was quite a while before either of us had recovered sufficiently to even speak. "Damn girl, what was that all about anyway? Not that I didn't enjoy it mind you, but shit! You gotta tell me what made you so fucking horny!" I said.
"The drive home? You never shut down the program did you?" she asked. I sat there for a moment thinking.
"I thought I did," I said finally. "But in all the excitement, I'm not entirely sure that I did. Why?"
"On the way home, Diane was squirming, fidgeting around in her seat. I figured that she was still being stimulated somehow. Either you'd forgotten and left the program running, or she was causing it to work on its own by being aroused herself. Either way, I decided to try and take advantage of the situation. That's when I asked her what she was thinking about back at the restaurant. If she hadn't been as aroused as she already was, I don't think she'd have told me. But since she looked like she was on the verge of having another orgasm, she was in the mood to be sharing!"
"What did she say?"
"Well, I guess when I had mentioned that you and I had fooled around before, especially telling her how good you are with that tongue of yours..." Christy winked, "Diane started imagining that. Coupled with the stimulation she was already getting, she became more and more aroused. She admitted to me, of course, that's never happened to her before, duh. And she was really embarrassed by it initially. Anyway, telling me about it on the drive home, she got aroused all over again. And that's when I wondered if you'd left the program on. It was at that point I decided to gamble a little bit."
"Gamble? Christy? What did you do?"
Christy smiled, reaching down to actually touch herself as she remembered. "Listening to her, I told her to tell me specific's, to describe to me what she was thinking about when she came. Surprisingly, she did. And she told me in pretty juicy detail, imagining you down between her legs licking her cunt, I began playing with myself, slipping a finger beneath my panties underneath my skirt. Diane knew what I was doing of course, continued watching me, AND telling me what had turned her on so much. The more she watched, talked...the more she became excited. Shit Ben, she joined me!"



"You mean to tell me she actually played with herself in front of you on the drive home?"
"Ah huh, she did. And even came again too! The only bad thing, the moment we got home, she raced upstairs to her bedroom, slammed the door and never came out again."
"Shit! Hope we didn't freak her out," I said.
"I think she freaked herself out," Christy replied. "I'm tempted to believe that's maybe the first time she'd ever been that horny, certainly that uninhibited. I'm serious Ben, she sat there watching me finger myself, and the next moment, she'd lifted up her skirt, slid her hand down inside the front of her panties, and was doing the same thing I was!"
I glanced at my watch, it was nearing midnight. "I wonder if she's still wearing them?" I asked. "Do you know if she sleeps naked, or what?"
"I'm pretty sure she just wears panties and a tee shirt to bed. At least that's all I've ever seen her in first thing in the morning."
"Hmmm, maybe now would be the time to experiment a little more," I suggested. Christy followed me into the den where I opened my laptop. "Well at least that's settled," I told her. "I was pretty sure I'd turned the program off, and I did. So her arousal and excitement was all due to herself, and the panties."
"Damn, they really are magic panties aren't they?" Christy said in wonder and surprise.
"Well shall we?" I asked, already accessing the program.
Christy giggled. "Better not set it too high though, she's already had an interesting day."
I set the level at two. "Guess we'll find out in the morning hopefully, maybe she'll find herself having some very interesting dreams."
"Well, I have to get up and go into work in the morning, but at least I should be up when she is. Even when she isn't working, Diane always gets up around the same time I do. I'll call you from work if I learn anything interesting," she said.
#
It was shortly after eight the next morning when Christy called me from work. I knew it had to be important for her to have done so, this early.
"Oh Ben, you should have seen her this morning. She was already up when I came downstairs. She was sitting at the kitchen table drinking a cup of coffee, but more importantly, she looked like hell."
"You're kidding!" I exclaimed.
"No...seriously. She looked like she'd been put through a ringer. In all the time we've lived together, I've never seen her look like that in the morning. You know Diane; she's always immaculate, even when she gets up in the morning, she fixes herself up first before ever coming downstairs, but not today!"
"Did she say anything?"
Christy laughed. "Yeah, that's the best part. When I asked her if she was ok, especially because she knew she looked like hell, she told me she'd had really strange dreams all night long."
"Did she tell you anything about them?"
"No. I asked, but she refused to tell me, though she said she couldn't really remember them, only that they were strange. Oh, and one other thing, I did notice she was wearing her yellow 'Monday' panties this morning. So she had changed them. That much I do know."
"Did she say anything about what her plans were for today?"
"Oh yeah, she did in fact. She mentioned she was planning on going to the mall later to do some shopping."
"Hmmm, I guess I'll follow her, see if I can experiment a little more with the settings," I told her.
"Damn, wish I could go with you," Christy said. "I bet that will be interesting!"
"I'll let you know how it went after you get home," I said.
"You better. Oh and Ben?"
"Yeah?"
"I'm wearing my panties today too.
I laughed, "Be sure and think naughty thoughts then kiddo. And make sure you share that experience with me later too!" I added.
#
I had no idea what time Diane would leave, if in fact she would, after what Christy had told me over the phone. About all I could do was dress, sit patiently watching out the window in the event she decided to still go shopping. The morning dragged by. I had just about given up on her when she suddenly appeared outside heading towards her car. I quickly gathered up my laptop and keys waiting for her to pull out. After that I followed her at a fairly safe distance, fairly confident of where she was going in the event that I lost her in traffic. As an afterthought, I flipped open the laptop, accessing her 'Monday' panties code, setting the level at one.
"Might as well give her a head start," I thought. I figured it was highly unlikely that she was thinking in any terms sexual. Giving her a jumpstart to begin thinking along those lines probably wasn't a bad idea.
Diane pulled into the parking lot at the mall. Luckily, I managed to find a spot considerably closer than she had, waiting for her to go in ahead of me where I could then follow her at a relatively safe distance. As she reached the doors, about to go in, I set the level at two, shutting my computer and exiting the car. I caught up with her just as she reached a shoe store. I quickly ducked in to another one, pretending to be window shopping, when she moved on. For nearly twenty minutes she wandered around like that, with me following. In all that time I saw nothing to indicate she was either feeling or experiencing anything. Nothing in her actions even hinted that she was remotely aroused. Moments later, she stopped in front of yet another store, seemed to consider going in, and then did. I looked up at the sign overhead and smiled.
"Victoria's Secret," I said to myself. "Hmm, I wonder if she is becoming aroused after all?"
Obviously I couldn't very well follow her into the store without her becoming suspicious if she spotted me. I was fairly certain she would see me if I did. I chose instead, to position myself a short distance away, sitting down on an available bench seat where I had often sat before when I'd enjoyed my favorite past-time of simply sitting there watching the people go by. Only this time, I was only interested in one person. Diane.
As she was inside that particular store, I decided to increase the arousal level to three. No doubt that she would be feeling, or would be aware of something this time, but I hoped she would simply attribute it to being in that particular store. I also had no idea what she might be purchasing, or why for that matter. But whatever it was, I was fairly confident now that she was thinking in sexual terms.
Thirty minutes later she still hadn't come out. I'd been watching the store faithfully, so I knew she couldn't have slipped past me. Even so, I was half tempted to walk in, take a quick look around to see if I could spot her, then hopefully exit the store before she did. Instead, I accessed the code once again, and reset the level up to four.
"Come on Diane, where are you and what are you doing?" I asked myself worriedly. Fifteen minutes after that, she reappeared carrying a fairly large bag. Obviously she had made several purchases. I was dying to know what, hoping she hadn't purchased any panties and was now wearing them. Again, I didn't see anything unusual about her demeanor, suddenly becoming worried that maybe she had. As she headed towards the escalator to head upstairs to where there were even more stores, I quickly sat down on yet another bench, flipped the laptop open, accessing the code once again.
"Here we go!" I thought. I'd meant to key in level five, missing, and hitting six instead. When I did, I glanced up towards her just as she stepped on to the escalator. In the next instant I saw her appear to stumble as she stepped, grabbing hard onto the rail with both hands, appearing weak-kneed all of a sudden, frantically looking around, embarrassed as she did. I watched as she continued to ride upwards, gradually getting a hold of herself, straightening. But she maintained her firm grip on the railing as she continued up. I couldn't afford to let her out of my sight.
"Not now!" I thought.
I quickly followed after her, purposely looking off in another direction, turning my head in the event she looked back down the escalator and spotted me. By the time I had reached the upper level she was gone.
"Damn it! I lost her!" I belittled myself. I began frantically looking for her, worried enough that I stopped long enough to lower the setting back down to four, at least. Having done that, I continued on my search for her quickening my pace, glancing inside nearly every store as I passed. I was about to give up when I slipped by a bed & bathroom shop that also specialized in health food items, as well as a few 'body' relaxation kinds of items. I knew that from having in fact shopped there before myself when comparing items you could find in any health store, to those I sold in mine.
"Ah hah!" I said happily. "She's buying a vibrator!" I quickly did an immediate turnabout and sure enough, spotted her towards the back of the store, which is where they displayed all sorts of toys that they sold, under what I considered, false pretense.
"Great for working out those sore muscles," I remembered reading on one such vibrating wand. "Yeah, sure helped me out with my stiff sore muscle." I said to myself.
I was able to see her clearly from where I stood out in the hallway. Balancing my computer on the railing, I once again accessed the code, inputting level five this time, ensuring I was very careful about doing that. Even so, I expected, even anticipated, some sort of noticeable change. I did, but once again not in the manner I had expected.
Ducking behind a large fake tree that was apart of the decorations of the mall, I watched as Diane approached the checkout desk. Close enough to see, I saw her place one of those wands I'd purchased for myself upon it, as well as another, much smaller box, along with a package of batteries. She paid for everything, and I prepared to follow her out of the store when she left, when I saw her talking to the clerk who then pointed her towards the far back corner of the store once again. I watched as Diane headed off in that direction, disappearing a moment later. Curious, and unable to help myself, I quickly entered the store and approached the same sales clerk.
"Excuse me, and I feel silly having to ask you, but may I use your restroom?" I asked, appearing anxious and in badly need of having to pee.
The clerk blushed knowingly, once again pointing off in the same direction that I'd just seen Diane head for.
"Thank you," I told her, and quickly headed towards the restrooms.
I'd already noticed while standing outside that no one else had either entered or exited the store. Aside from the clerk at the register, there was only one other and she was still helping the only other person besides Diane who had gone in. I quickly made my way down the back hallway, reaching an alcove. On the right was a door marked 'Men's room'. On the left, 'Women's', I listened carefully for a moment just outside the door, hearing nothing. Scared shitless, I decided to chance it, pressing against the door and praying at the same time that it wouldn't make any noise upon opening. Thankfully it didn't. I stopped once again, listening for anyone's approach, not wanting to be caught peeking into the woman's bathroom, and turned my ear for any noises coming from inside. This time when I listened, I heard something. A very faint humming buzzing noise, almost too faint to have really heard had I not been purposely aware of what I was expecting, hoping to hear.
"Shit!" I said to myself. "She's fucking masturbating!"
Not wanting to press my luck, I quickly left passing by the clerk and giving her a "thank you" look, trying to appear a little sheepish and embarrassed as I did. She smiled back at me knowingly, quickly looking away.
"Well, that was certainly interesting," I said aloud when I finally reached the outside hallway once again. I considered waiting there for her, but then decided against it. If Diane was in fact masturbating, then I would let her off the hook for the time being and head home. I quickly shut down the program, turning it off completely, and made my way back to the car.
"See you at home kiddo," I said, satisfied that this little adventure had been a complete success.
#
As I had nearly the entire afternoon to myself, I decided to head out back to the pool, catch a little sun, perhaps even grabbing a nap along the way. I'd been sitting there for less than an hour when I heard Diane's car pull into the driveway. As much as I would have liked to see her, even speak with her, I refrained from getting up, continuing to lay there instead, acting as though I was asleep. To my surprise, a short time later I heard Diane's approach as she came out back to join me.
"Hi Ben. I wondered if you were staying home today when I saw your car sitting in the driveway earlier."
Standing behind me with the bright sun to her back, I still had to shield my eyes even with my sunglasses on, trying to look at her. The way the sunlight wrapped itself around her, especially filtering through her golden hair the way it did gave her the appearance of a goddess having just descended from the heavens.
"Yeah, decided to take a couple of days off, just sit around, relax, ya know, that sorta thing," I said cordially to her.
Though we'd certainly been friendly towards one another ever since she'd moved in, we'd never in all that time even remotely flirted. Which is to say, she hadn't, anyway. And I had given up trying to flirt with her as soon as I realized it wasn't going anywhere.
"Mind if I join you?" she asked unnecessarily.
"Not at all, me casa, seu casa," I replied.
Diane walked around the chair, sitting down. Which surprised me as I'd fully expected her to move her chair away from me, even if it was only a few inches. She'd always done that. The fact she hadn't, I found to be extremely interesting.
The next thing I found interesting, I suddenly realized, was the fact she was wearing her one-piece swimsuit. I must have been staring at her, which wasn't any surprise as I had all kinds of thoughts bouncing around inside my head.
She turned, facing away from me and I thought I saw her blush. "Is, is something wrong with me?" she asked suddenly.
"Ah, what? No! Of course not, I was...just looking at you. The light maybe, I don't know, something, yes," I said. Here I was, caught with my mouth open, taken by surprise, and she was the one feeling awkward, uncomfortable here.
Diane turned back around facing me, still blushing but curious by the expression on her face. "What do you mean?" she asked.
"You look different somehow,"I suggested. "Maybe your hair? No, not that, but something I said, playing it out. "Ah, you wearing different makeup?" I asked.
"No, not really," she said, blushing even more than she had been.
"Well, whatever it is, you look even more beautiful than you normally do," I said frankly. This time she turned crimson, but surprisingly, she didn't react negatively as I half expected her to, or even turn away from me.
"Thank you," she said simply.
We sat in silence for a time. The last thing I wanted to do was scare her off. I figured if she was thinking in any terms sexual, then I had to allow the chip, which was tucked away inside her suit, to work it's magic. If Diane became even a little aroused, then hopefully the chip would activate and do what it was supposed to do. All I could do now was wait.
"Can I ask you a personal question?" she asked, finally breaking the silence. It was all I could do to contain the excitement in my voice when I answered her.
"Sure, feel free to ask me anything," I said, as calmly as possible.
Diane didn't speak immediately, however I could tell she was still thinking about what, and how she wanted to say it. "Christy said that you and she have been, intimate," she said finally.
"Yes, we have," I responded, not wanting to say too little or, too much.
"Doesn't that bother you any?" Diane asked. Her question confused me a little, and I wasn't sure where she was going with this.
"Careful Ben. This isn't going very well," I thought. "Bother me?" I countered.
"Yeah, the fact that she has a woman lover she's involved with, as well as being with you occasionally."
"Diane, if you're asking me if it bothers me she likes women? The answer is no. I for one find the thought of that rather arousing, to be honest with you. If you were asking me if it bothers me that she also enjoys being with me, or with men occasionally, then I'd also have to say no to that, too. I think Christy is a very sensual, sexy woman. I think that you are a very sexy, sensual woman. Obviously you don't have the same desires or feelings that Christy has, it doesn't make either one of you worse, or better than the other in my eyes...just different."
I didn't know if I'd just stepped in a pile of shit here or not. I expected some sort of tirade from Diane at this point, but I figured I didn't have a whole lot to lose either.
"You think I'm sensual? Sexy?" She asked me with obvious surprise. "Why would you think that? I don't wear sexy clothes like Christy does; hell...I don't even own a bikini. You can see what kind of swim-wear I own."
"You don't need to wear a bikini to look sexy, Diane. Or even be sensual. The look on your face you were showing me earlier was about as sensual as I've ever seen any woman look. And even though you're not flashing a lot of bare skin in that suit, it still doesn't stop me from wondering what you'd look like beneath it."
"You, you think about what I look like naked?" She again asked, in semi-surprised shock.
"Since you've asked me...yes. Yes I do. And maybe you'll get mad at me for saying this to you Diane, but, since we're being honest here, I'll be truthful with you and confess that I have in fact masturbated while fantasizing about you. And yes, wondering what you look like naked, wondering how you'd feel in my arms. Wondering...how you'd taste!"
I'd strung out a hell of a lot of information as quickly as I could say it. Expecting her to suddenly stand up and run off into the house. Frankly, I was surprised she hadn't, surprised at the very least that she hadn't hauled off and slapped me or something.
She sat there looking at me. I kept waiting for her arm to go back, expecting it any moment. Or at the very least her getting up and all but running back into the house.
"I've never experienced that," she said quietly. Now I really was confused, it wasn't the answer, or even the reaction I was expecting. Worse...I'd forgotten the question if there had in fact been one.
"Ah, experienced what?" I asked tentatively.
Diane was blushing again, profusely. "What you said. Wondering what I would taste like. I've never had anyone do that to me," she admitted. Now I really was shocked.
"You've, you've never had anyone go down on you before?" I asked incredulously.
"No...never!"
I'd noticed for perhaps the past five minutes or so that Diane had also appeared a little fidgety. I couldn't help but wonder if she had triggered the computer chip, and that now it was helping her become even more aroused than she obviously had been.
"As beautiful and attractive as you are? You mean to tell me that no one has ever done that for you?"
Diane shook her head no. "I'm sure Christy has told you...I'm still a virgin Ben. And I plan on staying that way until my wedding night," she said truthfully.
I swallowed, maybe Diane was out of reach here after all, but it hadn't been the point to see if I could seduce her actually. Just arouse her, prove that Mat's micro-"cum" chips as he called them really did work. Diane had been the perfect unbiased subject.
I was about to answer her, though I wasn't sure what exactly I was going to say when she stood up. I figured our conversation was over with. Obviously I had treaded on thin ice here with her, and had fallen through.



"Diane," I began, trying to think of something else to say to her when she pulled her top down, exposing her marvelous pink-tipped breasts.
"I am sensual Ben, even sexy maybe. Just because I'm a virgin doesn't mean I don't have feelings, or experience desires. Especially lately," she said as though still curiously wondering about that. "And I'll tell you something else too, I've been fantasizing a lot lately, more than I ever have it seems, and...I've been fantasizing about you!"
Diane almost teasingly pulled her suit down the rest of the way, stepping out of it. The fact she had done so in the backyard in broad daylight spoke volumes. The fact I had a very high privacy fence might have helped. But as demure and shy as Diane had been previously regarding anything of a sexual nature, she had shocked me by this sudden, dramatic change in attitude.
I found myself staring at the thin, neatly trimmed patch of blonde hair covering her mound. It was almost mesmerizing, drawing me towards her like a magnet. I held out my arms towards her, she in turn walking forwards towards me. Sitting up, I found myself perfectly positioned and sweetly kissed her fur-lined slit. As I held her there, I felt her tremble, felt a thousand tiny goose bumps suddenly break out all over her arms and legs.
I nuzzled her sweet smelling quim with my nose, drinking in her fragrance, tentatively touching her with the tip of my tongue. Once again she shivered, I felt the sudden pressure of her hand on the top of my head for balance, security. I licked her again, a little more forcefully, pushing my tongue through the barrier of her lips, forcing my way in.
"Oh Ben!" She moaned softly.
She spread her legs for me almost involuntarily. Diane was wet, very wet. I couldn't help but wonder if that little microchip had had anything to do with Diane's particular state of arousal. Even if it had, where she was now, and climbing quickly, was all her.
I found her hard tiny little knot of sensitized flesh. I kissed it, and then licked it lightly, tenderly. Again she groaned, again she seemed to almost collapse against me, stepping away from me now, settling down on the bath towel she'd brought outside with her. I followed, once again placing myself between her legs, reaching up simultaneously to feel, caress and play with those soft sweet tits for the first time.
Diane was on fire. In all the time I'd known her, I had never seen her act this way! Never in a million years would I have thought that I would one day be lying down between her legs licking her pussy the way I was doing now either!
"Oh my gawd Ben! I can't believe what this feels like!" she exclaimed. I continued tonguing her slit, flicking her clit with a series of rapid strokes, alternating with kissing and sucking it, in between. I was also enjoying the feel of those incredible firm nipples. Diane had longer, fatter, thicker nipples than Christy had. As I pulled on them, stretching them away from her breasts, rolling them between my fingers, her pussy seemed to flow with an even greater abundance of female nectar.
"You're driving me crazy!" Diane groaned wildly. "Oh Ben...Oh Ben...Oh Ben!"
Diane wasn't the only one going nuts here. I could feel my erection trying to burrow a hole into the ground. I knew she was only a few seconds away from climaxing, wondering briefly if she would in turn do something to alleviate and satisfy my own rapidly growing need.
As her back began to arch upwards, tensing, I knew that she was dangling off the edge. Switching tactics slightly, I captured her clitoris between my lips, holding onto it, sucking it gently.
"Oh fuck! Ben! I'm cumming!" She wailed. I sucked her clit into my mouth as hard as I could without hurting her. Diane's loud unexpected scream of pure pleasure split the silence of the day. Like her orgasm, the high pitched scream gradually diminished, as did my sucking of her clit in response to her slow decent back from her trip to paradise.
The sounds of dogs barking nearby alerted us both that if the neighbors had been curious, they'd certainly be aware of what we'd been doing now.
"Lets go inside," she implored me, scurrying away before I could say anything to her. My face was slick with her juices, wiping it as I chased after her; I once again enjoyed the sweet taste of her pussy, reminding me of what she had told me earlier. We'd barely gotten inside my place when she turned, facing me as I entered.
I stood just inside the door of my kitchen, inserting my finger into my mouth licking the juices off that I had wiped from my face. Diane's look was of incredulous rapture as she watched me.
"You taste fucking good Diane!" I told her continuing to lick my fingers. For a moment, I thought she was going to cry. Walking over towards me, she took my hand from my mouth, she guided me down between her legs, where I caressed her pussy, sliding my index finger up her still very moist wet slit. She next pulled my hand back up to her mouth; sucking the finger I had just finished gliding over her.
"Hmm, yes I do, don't I?" She smiled wickedly. I was a little stunned by this sudden change in her, this naughty delicious change I was seeing in this vixen that had miraculously transformed before my very eyes. She dropped down to her knees before me, yanking my swim trunks down as she did, freeing my erection that stood hard, throbbing. Looking up at me, my prick resting comfortably against her cheek, she spoke.
"I've never done this before either!"she confessed. "So tell me, help me to please you," she asked, slipping my cock inside her mouth.
At first her touch was almost too gentle, gradually she began to explore me with her mouth however, increasing the pressure of her lips as her excitement increased. The touch of her hand as she softly cupped and began to fondle my balls was exquisite.
"Oh yeah...that's nice Diane," I hissed. Removing my cock, she again looked at me expectantly.
"Am I doing it right?"
"Fuck yes...you're doing it perfectly," I told her. "Keep sucking, I promise I'll tell you before I cum."
"Will you cum in my mouth?" she asked. I stared at her, disbelief.
"No...unless you want me to," I added. She smiled, licking the shaft momentarily.
"I'd like to experience that," she smiled sucking me again.
"Fuck Diane...now who's driving who crazy?" I responded. She giggled, drawing me fully between her lips, sucking me furiously, jacking my prick with easy up and down motions designed to take me over the edge.
Now it was my turn to place my hands on her head for support. Running my fingers through her soft silken hair, I caressed her scalp, enjoying the sensuality and intimacy of so simple an act. Even as her mouth brought me closer and closer towards orgasm, I marveled at how good she felt, how nice it was to simply be touching her in this way.
"I'm, almost, there," I barely managed, still trying to give her some sort of warning of my impending release. If anything, she increased the pressure of her lips on me, drawing out my orgasm. I felt the first wondrous mind-numbing ejaculation escape from the tip of my cock, squirting forcefully inside her mouth. Diane flinched slightly as it did, I expected her to withdraw my penis, feeling that she was still unprepared for the continued onslaught as I continued pumping, spilling copious amounts of my semen into her mouth, down her throat.
Frankly I was surprised. As much as I had cum, Diane had taken every bit of it. Sucking me completely dry. I finally helped her to stand back up on her feet.
"That wasn't anything like I thought it would be," she said. I couldn't help but wonder if that was a good...or bad thing. But she went on, answering my unspoken question.
"I rather liked it," she said, with a hint of surprise in her voice.
We both stumbled over to the table, sitting down. "I'm starting to think I should maybe move my bed down here to the kitchen," I told her. "Seems like I'm never going to make it that far with any women."
"I take it you and Christy didn't make it upstairs the other night either," she said watching my face curiously. "I figured you two were doing something, especially since she didn't come home until well after midnight."
I wasn't sure how to respond to that. Obviously neither Christy or I were fooling anybody.
"I may be blonde, even naïve, but I'm certainly not dumb Ben. Even before Christy admitted to me that the two of you fooled around once in a while, I already had my suspicions. Even with her having a female lover, I knew that wouldn't bother you...more likely, arouse you," she laughed out loud.
"What?" I asked.
"Boy, won't Christy be shocked when she hears about what we did this afternoon," she said, still giggling.
"Diane...there's no reason she needs to know...I promise..."
Diane quit laughing, suddenly becoming quite serious as she interrupted me. "Like I said Ben, I'm not dumb. Just because you and I had a little fun this afternoon, I'm not stupid enough to think that the two of you won't continue to be intimate, or share things, especially things about me. I know the two of you have discussed my non-existent sex-life, hell, Christy told me that much already."
"So it wouldn't upset you if I were to tell her?" I asked, seeking some sort of reassurance from her that she wouldn't be hurt...or worse, angry.
"Are you kidding? I want to be there when you do tell her. If for nothing else then just to see the expression on her face!"
I sat there staring at Diane. It had been like watching a beautiful butterfly suddenly emerging from its cocoon. "I have to admit Diane, you've surprised me. It's like you're suddenly this entirely different person. Like I said, you've always been sexy, sensual in your own way, but I confess, you're even more so now!"
"I know what you mean," she began. "I don't know exactly what's been happening to me lately either. Like the other night when I figured the two of you were over here messing around. I started thinking about it, fantasizing...in the next instant, I was horny as hell. I even started masturbating while picturing the two of you together, which honestly isn't really like me. Then on top of that, I had these really weird dreams all night long. In the dreams, I was doing things that I'd never even thought of or considered doing before like sucking your cock," she added smiling. "Hell, an hour ago I'd have never even said the word cock in front of you," she laughed out loud.
Suddenly I was experiencing a major guilt trip. I liked Diane; perhaps more than I would have thought I really did. Seeing her acting like this however, gave me a much deeper appreciation for her true personality, her honest blooming flower of sensuality that was so damn refreshing. I couldn't in good conscience not tell her what I had done.
"Diane, there's something I need to tell you," I said seriously. "But I want you to promise to listen to me, to hear everything that I have to tell you. I know in fact, I'm pretty sure you will, become angry with me, though I hope not. But I need to tell you anyway, and I also want to ask for your forgiveness before I do, as you might very well never speak to me again after this."
I certainly had her attention. Diane straightened up in her chair, suddenly aware of her nudity. "Should I dress for the occasion?" she asked, still trying to keep things friendly and comfortable between us, fearful however that all that was about to change for whatever reason.
"Actually, I'd prefer it if you didn't. I like looking at you...love it in fact. But after what I'm about to tell you, chances are you'll never let me see you naked again."
There was an obvious look of concern in her eyes; Diane even crossed her hands over her breasts, covering them, though I'm not sure she'd done so consciously.
"Go on," she said expectantly though a bit more icely, waiting for me to continue. I took a deep breath and began.
"Last week, I'd arrived early at the shop as I usually do, you know, straightening up, putting things away when I noticed this guy standing outside my door, holding up a pair of panties..."
I told Diane everything. For a solid hour I kept talking, expecting her to stand up at any moment ending our relationship, not to mention my explanation, if I could even hope to try and call it that, for what I had done to her. Several times I saw her eyes widen with what could only be construed as shock; sometimes even anger. But to my complete and total surprise, she continued to sit there without speaking, without so much as uttering a single word until I had finished. When I was done, I looked at her expectantly, waiting for the anger, humiliation, to come exploding out of her in a fashion that I wasn't looking forward to seeing.
"So, you and Christy put one of these chips in every pair of panties I own, including my swimsuit?" she asked.
"Well, only about a weeks worth actually," I said, as though that would somehow make a difference. I looked at her, still trying to gage her expression, finding her unreadable, wondering when the end would finally come. When it did I sat dumbfounded, as Diane began laughing...hysterically.
"So you mean to tell me, you actually followed me into the mall, arousing me with that computer of yours activating that whatever the hell you call it chip thingy, making me as horny as I've been lately?"
"Ah huh," I said sheepishly, but more confused now than ever. Diane stood, finally uncrossing her hands from in front of her breasts, totally unaware of her nudity as she paced back and forth across my kitchen. I was still waiting for the explosion to come, sure that it was building to an even greater explosion than I'd been worried about seeing in the first place.
"So, all these feelings I've been having, all these thoughts I've been experiencing, all these orgasms I've suddenly started having, they're all because of what you did with these panties?"
I didn't dare answer. All I could do was nod my head yes.
"You beautiful naughty little bastard, you!" she said from out of the blue. You could have knocked me over with a feather at that point.
"So, how high did you take me up to?" she questioned. Flabbergasted, I could only answer her honestly.
"To level six...I think, but that was by accident, and only for a minute or so before I turned it down."
"And you said that Christy's even wearing a pair at work today?" she asked me again.
"Yes, why?" The look on her face said it all.
"Because I want you to do me a little favor," she said wickedly. "After all you owe me, as does Christy. I want you to access her panties," she giggled at the sound of that. "And give her the whole nine yards worth!" she said evilly.
"I'm not sure it will work at this range. Mat mentioned something about knowing they worked at two miles, but not beyond that." We both knew that Christy worked less than five miles away.
"It's still worth a try," Diane said, winking at me. "I'm sure we'll find out in a hurry if they do work at that distance, don't you?"
Suddenly, the thought of doing that was tempting. Very tempting. "Ok...why not. If nothing else, we'll at least get an idea of the true range of this thing." I all but ran down to my den, retrieving my laptop. Moments later, we'd accessed the memory of the chip that was contained inside the panties Christy was wearing.
"You did say seven yes?"
"Yes." Diane said lustfully. I accessed the code, set level seven, and closed the laptop.
"Guess we'll soon find out," I told her. "Now, is there anything else I haven't answered that you want to know about?"
"Yeah, what's the most times you've made a woman cum with that tongue of yours?" she asked.
"I don't know, should we try and find out?" I answered, smiling.
"Sounds like a fine idea," she said, climbing onto my kitchen table.
"I really do need to think about bringing my damn bed down here," I told her as I scooted my chair up to the table, already beginning to draw my tongue down that delicious precious slit.
Three orgasms later, the phone started ringing. We ignored it, as I was well on my way to giving Diane her fourth climax. By the sixth ring, we both knew who it had to be.
"Maybe you'd better answer it," she said. "I have a feeling if it is her, that she's desperate to speak with you."
I picked up the phone, but before I could even say hello, I heard Christy already speaking into it. "What the fuck are you doing?" If she'd been able to, she'd have been yelling. It was obvious by the sound of her hand half-covering the mouthpiece that she wasn't anyplace where she could openly yell at me, let alone speak as frankly or as freely as she would have liked.
"Something wrong?" I said giggling, letting Diane listen in as I held the earpiece between us.
"You know damn well what's wrong!" she said a little too loudly, suddenly quieting again, whispering. "I've been climaxing constantly for the last twenty minutes you prick. For the first five or so, I actually got a kick out of it, knowing full well what'd you'd done. But when I was called in to do a mammogram, standing there having an orgasm, beads of sweat popping out all over my face, trembling to beat the band, well the poor lady I was trying to do the X-rays for actually asked me if she needed to call a doctor. I finally told her I was just having a minor epileptic fit. Even then, she still wanted me to get someone. So I finally did manage to leave the room until I'd finished cumming outside in the hallway."
"Why didn't you simply take off the panties?" I asked her.
"I can't numb-nuts!" she said a bit too loudly once again. "I wear a white uniform, remember? I can't NOT wear panties for one thing, it would be too obvious. And for another, I seem to be having this major problem at the moment with my having soaked them, can you even begin to imagine?"
I had to cover my mouth to keep from laughing into the phone.
"And worse, one of the physician's came by while I was standing out in the hall, he saw me just as I started cumming again. Even HE thought something was wrong, immediately escorting me into one of the examination rooms. Started taking my pulse, listening to my heart, ever had that done when you're in the middle of an orgasm?" she asked. "Well...I HAVE!"
"I'm sorry Christy," I said, laughing openly. I couldn't help myself now, the image she'd painted of herself standing out in the hall then lying down on some examination table while the doctor attempted to listen to her heartbeat while she climaxed was simply too damn funny. "I'm shutting off the program, now," I said, doing so as I terminated the access to her.
There was a momentary silence. "Thank god!" Christy said. "I'm off in half an hour. We're gonna have a little talk you and I," she said hanging up.
"Sounds like Christy's a little pissed," Diane said, stating the obvious.
"A little?" I added, no longer laughing quite as much, though I was still smiling.
"Don't worry, by the time she gets home, she'll forget ALL about being mad at you, at us," she added confidently.
"Oh? And how are you going to accomplish that?" I asked her.
"Easy, we'll give her something else to think about,"she said. "Now, about that fourth orgasm you were about to give me?" she asked.
#
Diane was confident that Christy would come to my place before going inside to her own, so we waited for her here.
"I can't believe you're doing this," I told her. "Christy's going to just die!" I added. I was still a little bewildered over Diane's sudden, almost too drastic change. We were both still naked. I stood at the window peering out through the blinds waiting for Christy to pull up. Diane was lying on the couch in my front room, gently stroking herself, keeping herself aroused, which she'd pretty much been all afternoon.
"I'm anxious to see the look on her face when she sees me like this," Diane stated excitedly. "Won't she be surprised!"



"Surprised isn't exactly the word I'd use," I retorted back to her. "You're sure about this?" I asked her once again.
"Very," Diane said. "I've been thinking about it all afternoon now, I can't think of a better way to blow her away," Diane added.
"Oh, you'll do that alright. The moment she sees you lying there like that?" I laughed lustfully. I was becoming more and more aroused now myself. My cock was bouncing up and down all by itself in excited expectation. "She's here!" I announced having just seen her pulling into the drive.
"Ok, come over here and lie down on the floor like we discussed. I'll get on top so it will look like we're actually fucking, don't forget to be moaning a lot when she walks in," she told me.
Doing as I was told, Diane then climbed on top of me, tucking my cock down between her legs, but bent at the wrong angle so that it wasn't actually anywhere's close to going inside her, or even attempting to. But it still felt nice, pressed against her the way it was. I was delighted of course to reach up and begin playing with her breasts again however. Something I didn't have to fake, immediately enjoying myself and not really faking my moans at all as we began playing. A second after that, we both heard Christy come inside my backdoor into the kitchen without even knocking.
"Ben? Ben? Are you in here?" she called out. Neither of us answered her of course, though we both began grunting and groaning as though we'd been at it for an hour.
"Diane?" We heard her question, more to herself than to anyone else as the sound of footsteps rapidly approached down the hallway towards my living room.
"Holy shit!" Christy said a moment later when she entered the room. "Diane? Is that really you?"
"Hi Christy! Yes, it really is me. I think those panties I've been wearing has had something to do with it. I decided to fuck the information out of Ben...but so far, he's been uncooperative. Would you care to come over here and help me?" she asked.
The look on Christy's face was priceless. For a moment, I actually thought she might topple over, but she seemed to compose herself and actually began taking off her clothing.
"You're serious?" Christy said doubtfully, even as she all but tore off her blouse, undoing her bra faster than anyone I'd ever seen do it before.
"Oh yeah," Diane moaned happily, bouncing up and down on top of me just as though we really were fucking, though her pussy was stimulating my cock, anyway.
Christy quickly finished undressing, even tossing her special panties halfway across the room with her foot when she slipped them off. "I still can't believe I'm actually seeing this," she stated cautiously, as she approached.
I was fully expecting that now Diane had gotten Christy naked, she'd let her in on the joke. But her next action confused me just as much as it had to have confused Christy.
Diane and I both watched as Christy slowly approached. In the next instant however, Diane motioned for her to come and stand next to her. When she did, I saw Diane run her hand, then fingers up Christy's slit, spreading her a part with her fingers as she did. Christy gave me an inquisitive "What the fuck's going on" look, which I in turn gave one back to her with the same sort of expression on my face.
Before either one of us knew what was happening, Diane suddenly was running her tongue over Christy's widely spread lips, tickling her clit the same way I'd been doing to Diane's all afternoon.
"I've always wondered what it would be like to do that," she said a moment later, now I can see why you enjoy doing it so much, Christy!"
Diane immediately continued licking, Christy now succumbing to the delicious sensations she was feeling, all anger, if there truly had been any to begin with, all but forgotten as she tossed her head back in gleeful ecstasy as Diane's tongue played beautifully upon her hard swollen cunt nipple.
For myself, I was more than content to continue lying there caressing and playing with Diane's tits. I enjoyed the softness of each as they filled my hands, marveled at the hard twin marbles as I rolled them between my fingers, eliciting moans of pleasure and ecstasy from Diane as I did. Even the not quite dry humping of her pussy against my cock was stimulating enough to feel exceptionally good.
When I felt Diane reaching down between us, I assumed she was going to do nothing more than play with me, which I was more than happy to let her do. Truth of it was, my cock was aching for a little more direct contact than it had been getting. I felt her hand surround me as she lifted up slightly, allowing me to readjust things so that I was considerably more comfortable. What happened next took me totally and completely by surprise. I felt Diane position my cock, felt the head of my prick nuzzle itself softly against the wet moist folds of her lips. Diane began pressing down upon me in the next instant.
"Diane?" I just managed to get out.
She removed her mouth from Christy's pussy long enough to speak. "Shut up Ben, before I change my mind."
"What's going on?" Christy asked.
I felt the tip of my prick forcing it's way through Diane's hymen. I felt it stretch, felt the pressure as she struggled through the obvious pain. Suddenly, it gave way. I felt my cock slide quickly and deeply inside her. Diane let out a small painful little cry, holding herself completely still, just as I did.
"Oh Diane!" Christy said, catching on suddenly...you...you..."
"Just lost my virginity," she said through clenched teeth, slowly adjusting to the sudden intrusion of my cock having just ravished her virginal cunt. Diane remained motionless, gradually getting used to the sensation. As the initial pain ebbed away, she began moving, but so subtly that for a moment or so, I wasn't even aware that she was.
"Why did you decide to do it?" I had to ask. "Didn't you say you wanted to wait until you were married?"
"I've been saying that ever since I was eighteen. Ten years later I'm still unmarried, and up until a few moments ago...a virgin. Now at least I can quit wasting time and start enjoying all the things I've obviously been missing out on," she announced with a great deal of satisfaction.
"Well Ben? You just gonna lie there, or are you really going to fuck me now?"
After a very brief discussion, we switched positions. Diane now made herself a little more comfortable, as I re-entered her, carefully doing so, sliding in and out of her as carefully as possible until she began telling me to do otherwise. Christy knelt down next to her, lovingly kissing, sucking Diane's sweet hard nipples. I watched as Diane reached beneath her, obviously fingering her quim while I continued thrusting in and out of her rapidly awakening pussy.
"I can't believe I've let all this time go by!" she said enthusiastically, after a time. "Damn Christy, this really does feel good doesn't it?"
"Just make sure you save a little of that for me," Christy said. "After what the two of you did to me today, you owe me that much!"
"I'd best not cum in you," I told her honestly. Diane had to agree with that, especially as neither one of us was using any form of protection at the moment. As I felt my own orgasm quickly approaching, I told her so...pulling out well ahead of anything happening.
"Why don't you cum in my mouth again?" she said.
"What did you just say?" Christy suddenly asked. Diane laughed...
"Oh, I guess you didn't know that part...earlier, after Ben had driven me nuts with that tongue you kept telling me about, I gave him a very nice "thank you" blowjob. Rather liked doing that actually."
Christy looked back and forth between us. "She really did that huh?" she said. I nodded my head, grinning quite happily, already looking forward to another repeat performance.
"Well...ok, seems there's a hell of a lot of 'firsts'happening here," she said. "So I might as well discover for myself what the big fucking mystery's all about."
"Wanna share?" Diane asked her.
"Sure. why not, another first?" They both laughed then. Though I wasn't...just smiling like hell, was all.
The feel of both pairs of lips, tongues teasing my shaft, licking me, kissing me up and down was the best thing I'd ever experienced before in my entire life. Diane and Christy took wonderfully nice turns sucking and then licking my prick. For the first time in my life I enjoyed the sensation of pure unadulterated selfishness, as the two women stroked me, coaxed me, and drove me crazy with pleasure. When I came, I came as hard as I ever had, watching with delight as they both shared in the taking of my fluid pleasures, delighting in the sensations and experience of something that had gone far beyond my wildest dreams.
#
Having watched Diane and Christy go down on one another had been the proverbial icing on the cake. "Tapped out" as I'd called it earlier, I was content to lay there and enjoy watching the two of them together until they had both sung out in harmonious joy as their respective orgasms were achieved. We talked for a long time after that. We discussed the possible future, our living arrangements, expectations and of course, the panties themselves.
The following day I contacted Mat, letting him know that I would have the money for him by the end of the week. I then contacted one of the distributors that supplied my store, Diane as well as Christy willingly giving him first hand information of their experiences. Two months after that, we'd sold nearly five hundred pairs of panties at fifty dollars a pair in less than two weeks, already holding backorders for nearly three times that amount. Though we were still a long way from recouping our investment, Mat and I could now see the light at the end of the tunnel.
It had been Diane's suggestion that we market the panties as something dreams were made of, simply because as she'd already discovered, she'd had the most erotic, sensual dreams she'd ever had while wearing them. We came up with a new name for my store, selling Mat's magic panties under The Sandman ltd, "Panties for the sweetest dreams".
With luck, women all across the nation will be wearing The Sandman's panties. What more could a guy ask for?
Oh...Diane and I were married a short time after all this happened. Christy now lives with her girlfriend next door to us. And yes, we all get together every once in a while for a little exciting fun.
As for Mat? Well, he thinks he's just about perfected a new microchip. "The penis pal" he calls it. Fits inside a comfortable sexy looking jock strap.
I for one am looking forward to trying it when it's done. As are the girls.
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My wife Dianne and I had been married a little over three years. But like the old saying, "The Honeymoon is over", it really was. At first, we could hardly keep our hands off one another. Gradually, over time, that excitement and thrill diminished to the point where we were lucky to have sex even once a week. And not that the sex wasn't still good whenever we had it, because it was. Which is one of the things that really bothered me. It really was still good between us.
I'd met Larry a good friend and buddy since high school for a round of golf. Still unmarried, I'd frequently wondered knowing him as well as I did how he could continue to stay single and enjoy living that way. He rarely had any kind of long term relationship with a woman, if you count a month as being long term. Which is about the longest stretch I ever had seen him with anyone. And the fact he would then go through even greater periods between women always had me wondering how he kept from going stir-crazy, aside from jerking off all the time. But even with that, I knew from my own personal experience that I certainly couldn't live like he was. Though he frequently pointed out to me that he was probably having sex more frequently than I was, and I was married!
We'd both teed off driving our balls down the fairway fairly close to one another. Leaving the other two who were playing with us to head off towards their own drives, Larry and I headed off to sit and wait patiently while one of them took a few minutes in search of a possibly lost ball.
"How do you do it?" I'd asked him while we stood swiping at the fairway with our clubs in preparation for hitting our second shots. We'd been discussing sex in general, along with his most recent breakup for the past five holes.
Larry stood there grinning at me. "There are other alternatives and ways to find excitement, have a good time, and enjoy a good orgasm on occasion without simply jerking off all the time," he told me seriously. I know I cast him a curious look as he smiled even wider and laughed.
"Chris, listen to me. I know you'd never consider getting involved with another woman."
"Of course not!" I interjected. "I love Dianne and would never do that to her!"
"I know that," he responded back. "But what I'm saying is this, if you had the chance or the opportunity to have a little fun and excitement, no strings, no entanglements, no commitments, would you entertain the possibility of that?"
I laughed back. "That's the impossible dream Larry and you know it. And believe me, I've had the opportunity to enjoy a one night stand with one of the girls at the office. That sexy little redhead from payables I told you about."
He remembered. Dianne and I had gone to the company Christmas party the year previous. As it turned out, the restrooms where located a considerable distance away from the ballroom where the party was being held. I'd delayed going as long as possible for two reasons, one because of the distance involved, and two, because I also needed a smoke. The hotel had a small courtyard that had been designed just for that purpose just a few short feet away from the restrooms. Dianne was engaged in some lively conversation with one of the guys I worked with.
"Hey baby, I'm going to take a pee and then have a smoke," I informed her standing up.
"Take one for me too," she said sweetly, then continued on with her conversation as I made my way down the long hallway and down the stairs towards the bathrooms. Having finally relieved my more than full bladder, I fished out a cigarette stepping outside into the courtyard. Moments later Melinda stepped outside joining me. I watched politely as she fumbled inside her purse for a moment obviously looking for her lighter.
"Here," I said stepping over towards her. I flicked my Bic, cupping the small tiny flame as she leaned over to light her smoke.
"Thank you," she smiled.
Obviously I'd seen her quite often at work. We'd shared a few words from time to time, even flirted a little. But it was always fairly innocent even then. The Melinda I was seeing now however was obviously a little tipsy, as she'd apparently had several cocktails already. Not to mention the very low-cut dress she had on that was accentuating her more than ample cleavage. I'd admired her luscious breasts on more than one occasion at work, but had never seen quite as much of them as I was seeing now.
"Enjoying the party?" she asked slightly slurring her words as she spoke, inhaling her smoke. I then watched as she blew out near perfect smoke rings a second later.
I again laughed. "You know, I've never been able to do that," I informed her.
"Oh? Really? Well it's actually a lot easier than it looks. I just hold my mouth just like I was giving someone a blowjob, and pop the rings out with my throat," she said demonstrating her unique ability once again. But it wasn't the perfect smoke rings she was now blowing that had garnered my attention. "Maybe that's why I can't blow any," I said teasingly.
"I could teach you," she responded wickedly.
"We still talking about blowing smoke rings?" I flirted back suggestively, which is when Melinda took two steps towards me, her hand suddenly reaching out and finding the bulge that had grown inside my pants. Admittedly, I was taken by surprise and more than a little shocked, but now that she actually stood there caressing my erection with her hand, all sane and reasonable thoughts had suddenly left me. All I could do was stand there smiling like an idiot, enjoying this unexpected wickedly dangerous sensation.
"What I'd like to do is suck you off right here, right now!" she said seriously, her hand now tightly squeezing my erection through my slacks. God I was tempted, more so than I had ever been before since Dianne and I had gotten married. Which served to remind me, I'd already been gone longer than I'd intended. If I didn't head back soon, I knew Dianne would come looking for me, and the last thing I needed was for her to discover my cock inside another woman's mouth.
"I'd like that too," I told her honestly, meaning every word. "But I've got to head back. My wife will come looking for me if I don't return soon," I stated stepping back, forcing Melinda to actually release me, which I immediately regretted doing as I'd been enjoying the touch and caress of her hand. She pouted too. A sweet sexy pout that promised heavenly wonders that I had no doubt she was capable of showing me.
"Maybe later then," she hinted.
"Maybe." Though I personally doubted that was going to happen under the circumstances.
I hurriedly made my way back to our table where Dianne was just standing, spotting me as I approached her.
"I was beginning to wonder where you took off too. Thought you might have snatched some woman up and taken her to our room for a quick fuck and a blowjob!" she kidded.
Guiltily, I looked towards the door watching Melinda as she entered the room, thankfully heading towards the opposite side of the ballroom where she'd been sitting with her husband and friends.
"Yeah right!"
We'd gotten a room for the night so that we could both drink and have a good time without worrying about trying to drive home. "You about ready?" she asked.
I knew what she was referring to of course. "More than!" I said grinning, feeling my still hard firm erection throb in anticipation of the evening still ahead. And even more so now.
"Good, me too!" Dianne licked her lips lustily. "Lets go!"
#
"My point is..." Larry began again, there are ways, places to go where you can have the kind of exciting sex I was talking about without anyone being the wiser, and without any hang-ups or repercussions coming out of it."
"Yeah? Where?" I asked jokingly. "If there really is such a place, I'd like to see it!"
"What night does Dianne go out with the girls this week?" he asked suddenly.
Long ago, Dianne and I had agreed to set aside one night a week where we could go out with our friends and spend some time by ourselves. Usually that was golfing for me one Sunday a month, a monthly poker game with the guys, or simply spending time with Larry at one of the local titty-bars sharing a drink together.
"I think she said something about Tuesday night. She and her girlfriend Roxanne are going out to the movies or something."
"Now that's another woman I wouldn't mind boning!" Larry mused. "God she's got a nice looking body on her! Too bad she's married. I might actually consider settling down with that one!"
Admittedly, I'd had my own fair share of fantasies regarding Roxanne. And like Melinda to some degree, she was always flirtatious as well, but had a way of letting you know that's all it was, and all it ever would be. The fact that she was also my wife's best friend kept me from entertaining any thoughts or going beyond the occasional banter back and forth whenever she came over.
"Anyway..." I said reminding Larry he'd left off in his train of thought.
"Oh yeah, Tuesday then. After the girls have left for the evening, come over to my place and I'll take you to a private club I recently joined. I'm allowed to bring a guest, but there's a couple of things you need to be aware of."
"And what's that?"
"One, you need a recent certificate of health."
"You're kidding me?"
"No, I'm not. They're really serious about who they let into the club. Not just anyone from off the street can come in for one thing. Which protects everyone who does come in. And for another, it's pricey. At least the first time anyway. After that, its not so bad if you actually become a member."
"How much?"
"A hundred for the first time."
"Holy shit Larry, that would just about wipe out my lunch money for the entire month!"
"Trust me Chris, it will be money well spent."
I had a certificate of health as I'd recently gotten a full physical anyway, and that included all the various 'tests' that came a long with it. And I also had the money though as I'd mentioned, I'd have to cut back on a few things which might include passing on going out drinking with Larry for a few weeks.
"I don't know Larry. Not sure I want to get involved in some kind of sex club or anything. What if I were to run into someone I know? How the hell would I explain something like that to Dianne?"
"That's the beauty of this place my friend!" Larry said as he tapped in his put for a nice par on the last hole of the day. "You don't have to do anything if you don't want to. Some just go there to watch and get themselves off while they do. No one has to do anything they don't want to, and everything is strictly anonymous which is what makes it so damn fucking exciting!"
I still wasn't sure I was willing to go along with this, but it wouldn't hurt to hear a little more of the details. We put our golf clubs in the back of Larry's suburban and headed back towards my place.
"Ok, so tell me about this place then Larry. And we'll see if I dare go along with you next Tuesday."
"Ever hear of the term 'glory hole'?"
"Yeah, isn't that when some guy sticks his dick through a hole in the wall and some chick sucks him off?"
"Exactly, which is what makes this place so damn exciting."
"What's so fucking exciting about that?" I had to ask. "Not sure I could get off having my dick sucked when I have no idea what, or who the hell the woman is that's doing it."
"That's where you'd be wrong," Larry assured me. "It's a hell of a lot more exciting than you realize when you think about it. And it's not just about you getting your dick sucked or fucked either! There are rooms for women so that you can have a wide variety of tits and pussies to play with to your hearts content."
I had a hard time trying to visualize that.
"I'm still not sure I could get off with some woman without knowing what she even looked like Larry."
"Well they do have panels you can open up if you just want to watch someone else, but that takes all the fun and excitement out of it for me. I rather like not knowing who's sucking or fucking me, makes it a hell of a lot more exciting and mysterious. Not to mention that even if a woman isn't exactly the most attractive thing you've ever seen, its amazing how many of them really get into it knowing that the person on the other side of the wall can't see them. Hell Chris, I've gotten some of the best blow-jobs of my entire life because the women are able to let themselves go, do whatever the hell they feel like doing without worrying about how they look, or even who or what the guy looks like for that matter. Like I said, it works both ways!"
I had to admit, that did sound exciting to me the more I thought about it. The fact that Dianne and I had been having sex less often, and that it had grown less and less exciting in addition to that had my cock throbbing inside my pants with real interest.
"And God Chris, most of the women love swallowing cum!"
That did it. Dianne had allowed me to cum in her mouth perhaps a handful of times since we'd been married. Something I enjoyed feeling, and something I hadn't felt now for the better part of a year.
"Oh shit Larry, now that would feel good!" I agreed. "But I might just decide to watch, think about it even if I do go along with you," I told him.
"Suit yourself. But like I said, I think you'll be in for a BIG surprise. Who knows? You just might end up joining the club after your first experience there. And then you'll see that you can have fun without the entanglements of an affair or the worry about someone running into you. And even if you do see or meet someone there you might know, just remember, they're there doing the same thing you are!"
He had a point there.
"Well, ok. We're on!"
I was surprised I'd agreed to go along with him. But I also figured that as long as I went with nothing more than the intention of just watching, I could keep myself out of trouble until I'd finally made up my mind. Somewhat guiltily perhaps, and horny having decided to go along with Larry's suggestion, I all but attacked Diane the moment Larry dropped me off at home. She'd made it easy for me being in the shower anyway, so I just peeled off my clothing and joined her there. Surprised, and only for a moment or two reluctant to fool around in the shower, once I'd began soaping her breasts and tweaking her rather long sensitive nipples, she succumbed and we ended up having one of our rare, very satisfying sessions together.
"What got into you anyway?" she asked after we'd gotten out and began drying off. "Larry talk you into going out to the titty-bar tonight or something?"
I knew she was really teasing. Dianne didn't mind that we went there on occasion, and I also happened to know that Roxanne had taken Dianne out to one or two of those male strip clubs as well.
"No, not tonight anyway. Perhaps Tuesday," I told her.
"Well that works perfectly," Dianne said drying out her hair. Roxanne and I are going out Tuesday night anyway."
She'd already told me that, but guess she'd forgotten that she had. "Just don't get too drunk," she warned. "Cause I doubt I'll be able to come and get you if you are."
"If worse comes to worse, I can always call a cab," I reminded her. I had done that before when Larry and I were both too shit-faced to be able to drive home. "What movie you planning on seeing anyway?" I asked by way of simple conversation.
"Don't know yet, some kind of chick-flick I'm sure. Something I doubt you'd ever be interested in seeing."
I didn't doubt that either.
#
By the time Tuesday night finally rolled around, I was nervous but excited as hell. The girls had already left for the evening for dinner and then a movie afterwards. And it hadn't helped that Roxanne had shown up wearing a really tight fitting sweater with no bra on. I could virtually see every bump on each of her surrounding nipples not to mention the shorter than usual skirt she was wearing. And to make matters worse, she flirted with me even more than she usually did while waiting for Dianne to finish dressing.
"You know Chris, some time you Dianne Steven and I should go up to the cabin and spend the weekend together. I think we'd have a lot of fun," she'd said with a wink and a leer. "We have all kinds of privacy up there, and can run around naked all night and all day if we want to," she added with an additional laugh.
"Oh yeah, I can just see you doing that!" I teased back doubting every word.
"Well if we did go, you just might!" she told me as she licked her lower lip. Unfortunately, we didn't have time to pursue that any further as Dianne came down the stairs.
"Ready to go?"
"You bet!" Roxanne responded. "I've been looking forward to this all day!"
"Me too!" Dianne grinned, giving me a kiss on her way out. "And just remember Chris, don't get too drunk, or if you do...call a cab. Roxanne and I might stop and have a few drinks after the movies over ourselves!"
Visions of seeing both my wife and Roxanne running around naked up at their cabin followed them out the door as they got into Roxanne's car and sped away. A short time after that Larry pulled up in front of the house and we sped off towards our own fun-filled destination.
#
I'm not at all sure what it was that I was expecting when we finally arrived, but it certainly wasn't anything like the way it appeared. I'd half expected some cheep dive, some run-down seedy looking building. It wasn't. It certainly wasn't some grand mansion estate either, but the security certainly suggested it. Pulling up in front of an armed security, they carefully checked Larry's membership I.D. before electronically opening the gates allowing us to drive in.
"Damn!" I said out loud once we were finally through.
"Like I said Chris, it's not anything like you might expect. From here, we drive to the main building where they have valet parking. After that, the bar where we can sit and have a few drinks, or we can go directly down stairs if you'd prefer." "I think a drink or two is definitely in order here!" I told him nervously.
"I was that way the first time or two myself. Now...I just head downstairs for the fun," he said grinning. "Boy...are you in for one of the best nights of your life!" he assured me confidently.
After dropping off the car we were met just inside the front door by one of two very burley, mean looking bouncers. We were both offered eye-masks, which I accepted, and Larry didn't.
"Some people where them, some don't'. Do whatever you feel comfortable doing," he told me. I put mine on, following him towards the bar where we took a nearby seat and began sizing up all the available eye-candy. Some of which wore masks, many of which didn't.
"Damn! I'm surprised to see this many people here, half of which have to be women too!" I exclaimed in honest surprise.
"And that doesn't include those who are already down stairs enjoying themselves either!" he told me. "See that panel of lights?"
Just above the bar I saw two rows of lights, one blue, the other red. Most were lit though there were a few of both that weren't.
"Yeah? So what does that mean?" I asked.
"Each one represents an available room. Red for boys, blue for girls. If a light is lit, it's currently occupied. Right now there are three available rooms for women, and two for men."
"Oh, I see," not really understanding what that really meant at all. Larry chuckled, don't worry...we have all night. I'll show you around after we've had a couple of drinks to steady your nerves. We'll enter one of the voyeur halls first. That should give you a little taste and an idea of what you can expect," he told me. All the glass is one-way mirrors, so you can see in...but no one can see who's watching them, or if anyone even is. Once again, privacy is assured for those who want and prefer it. So there's no reason for you to not be able to enjoy yourself and have a good time."



We soon finished our drinks then I followed Larry over to the elevators where we were once again I.D.'d before being allowed to take the elevator downstairs.
"Now for the real fun!" he said excitedly as we began heading down.
When the doors opened, I stood staring down a very long corridor. There were numerous doors on both sides of the hallway going down. "Just remember, the guys rooms are on the left, and the girls are on the right. But...you might also want to be aware, you can as anyone can...enter either side if you get my drift," he only now warned me. "But don't be too worried or concerned about it Chris, hell...a blowjobs a blowjob after all right?"
I wasn't too sure about that one, but followed him a little uneasily until he reached a tall, very narrow doorway. "This is the way into the voyeur area," he said opening the door. "Come on...time to see what this place is all about!"
We were greeted by a topless female attendant with magnificent boobs, long dark hair and an equally warmer smile. She stood near a large cart that had fresh towels, some warming, along with a wide variety of lubricants.
"Hey Larry!" she said in surprise. "Back so soon? Surprised to see you on this side of the wall," she added only then noticing me as I stood behind and off to one side of my friend. Larry grinned.
"Just showing a friend around at the moment. I'll be heading off to one of the rooms shortly."
The young woman smiled knowingly. "My first breaks in about half an hour, I'll come look for you."
"By the way, Chris? This is Beverly...she gives great head, and has one of the sweetest tasting pussies I've ever had the pleasure of licking!"
"Why thank you," she said blushing. "Nice to meet you Chris, I hope you enjoy your evening here! Just let me know if you want to use one of the private rooms," she told us both.
I quickly followed Larry down what appeared to be an upper level area that allowed us to see down into each of the rooms as we passed by. I noticed as we walked that there were several smaller rooms that you could step down into only one or two of which seemed to be occupied by the closed doors.
"Each room has a comfortable little couch big enough for two. Several couples enjoy using these to get one another off while watching the action inside the room itself," he informed me. "But most of the action is on the other side of the room obviously."
"Obviously," I responded.
I continued to follow Larry down the walkway, taking more of an interest as we slowly traveled along, stopping at one particular room where I noticed two men had their cocks sticking through two separate holes side by side. A very nice looking blonde was kneeling down on the padded flooring before both of them, alternating back and forth between the two men as she appeared to be really enjoying herself.
"See what I mean? Enthusiastic isn't she? Unable to see them, or they her...it tends to really let down one's inhibitions. God...look at her deep-throat that guy!"
I was. And as big a prick as this guy had, it was amazing to watch her fully swallow the length of his massive prick, while she continued to jerk off the other guy next to him before switching, deep-throating the other guy far more easily as it appeared, and now jacking-off the other one.
I was indeed becoming aroused and less and less nervous having seen all this.
"Ok, you convinced me, lets go!"
"You want to do a room or the wall first?" Larry asked.
I didn't even hesitate. "The wall first I think. Not sure I'm ready to lick some strange woman's pussy just yet!" Larry bellowed out loud. "But you're ok with some strange woman sucking you off!" he chastised me.
Sheepishly, I nodded, following him back out past where Beverly once again greeted us. "Off to play?"
"Yep! See you soon then maybe?"
"Hope so!" she said with a wink. "I'd know that birthmark mole of yours anywhere!" she said licking her lips. Larry smiled, leaned over sucking in one of her pink-tipped breasts momentarily.
"See you soon then," releasing her tit, leading me back out into the hallway. "You know Chris, you could have had a lick and a feel yourself," he stated. "That's what they're there for you know!"
"No...I didn't know. And not that I wouldn't have minded, but this is all still pretty new to me yet." I reminded him.
"This way," Larry said leading me across the hallway now through another tall narrow door. Once again, a very similar balcony passageway greeted us. But this time, there were no rooms to be able to see into. Only much smaller private rooms not unlike the masturbation booths I'd seen over on the other side. And unlike the other side, most of the private rooms were currently occupied though there were one or two that weren't.
"Now what?" I asked. "We go find us a room and wait," he said easily.
I followed him down into one of the small rooms. The moment Larry closed the door, it locked as well as filling the room with a deep red eerie light that took my eyes a few moments to adjust too. When they did, I noticed that Larry was already beginning to undress. One wall supplied with several hooks and hangers to hang our clothing up with. Once again, I wasn't sure what I'd expected, but I hadn't expected to see this exactly. I'd certainly seen Larry nude before in the men's locker room, but never with a raging hard-on like I was seeing now.
"Hurry up! Undress, then meet me over here on the platform," he instructed. So I did. And though I wasn't as yet sporting a full blown erection the way Larry was, I was glad to see that I had nothing to feel ashamed or embarrassed about either as I glanced towards him as he stood fisting his prick making it stand even harder and firmer than it already was.
"Now what?"
Larry didn't answer, simply pushing a small button on the wall off to one side of him. Suddenly, the platform we were standing on began to rise. As it did, I saw two holes in the room beyond suddenly appear with an obvious bright light pouring through them.
"Oh...I get it! You know, I was kind of wondering about that!" I said simply. There wasn't a whole lot of difference in size between us, so finding the right height so that we would each be comfortable was of no real concern. It was then that I also noticed a pair of circular rings mounted to the wall.
"You can hold onto each one of those if you like, sometimes its fun to lean back while you're getting blown and just hang there!" he told me. I watched as Larry placed his thick heavy penis through the small opening and waited. "Should be any time now," he informed me. "We just let everyone know we're available and waiting. I'd expect we should have company any time now! So you'd best make yourself ready my friend, cause you're about to get the experience of a life time!"
Ok it was a little weird. But as I stood there with my prick sticking through the hole in the wall, I actually found myself becoming extremely aroused. Within moments I too was sporting a full erection. Amazingly, it was perhaps less than a full minute after I had that the sound of a woman's voice on the other side of the wall reached me.
"Oh my! Two cocks! Two beautiful hard firm cocks just for me!" she said enthusiastically. Her voice was sultry, sexy. And though I had no clue as to who or what she actually looked like, my mind was already imagining, picturing inside my head how I thought her to appear. The softness of her hand as she first encircled my prick and began giving it affectionate little strokes was extremely arousing as well.
"Hmmm," I heard her purring on the other side of the wall. "Lots and lots of nice pre-cum fuck juice too!" she commented. I knew I was leaking like a sieve, and wondered if my friend Larry was too. "You like how that feels?" she asked us both.
All I could do was groan my pleasure in affirmation of that. But good old Larry was far more used to all this, and far more vocal than I was willing to be.
"Fuck yes! Stroke our cocks baby, get em all nice and slippery, then give my friend here a nice long welcoming suck if you would please!"
I turned my head looking in Larry's direction. He in turn stood there looking and grinning at me all the while holding onto his two rings, pressing himself even more fully through the opening, which is when I suddenly felt her warm soft mouth tell me hello.
"Oh fuck!" I blurted out loudly, surprised at the initial intensity of the moment, stunned by the shock of it and elated that it could actually feel as good as it did. I continued to feel that hot velvety mouth for several exquisite moments as she gingerly ran her tongue and throat up and down the length of my shaft before sadly feeling her releasing it. I then felt her hand once again surround my prick however as she continued toying with it, slowly moving it up and down. Looking back towards Larry, I could tell by the expression on his face that our female partner was now giving his cock just as pleasant a greeting as she'd given mine.
"Oh yeah...suck it baby, suck it! Just like that!" he instructed. "Now...just chew on the head a little, that's it...use your teeth, let me feel your teeth digging into the skin!"
I had known my best friend Larry for years. But in all that time I hadn't known, heard, or seen him quite like this before. And knowing Larry as well as I thought I did, was saying a lot.
"Suck that fucker!" he told her, suck it hard...ok, now...suck my friend's cock just the way you were doing me!" he all but ordered her. I barely had time to grab a hold of my rings, leaning back when she did.
"Holy fucking shit!" I breathed as her lips suctioned my prick like a fucking vacuum cleaner. Larry was actually laughing.
"Good isn't she?" he stated happily. "Which reminds me. You need to inform her if you're about to cum, gives them the option of swallowing or not. Simple etiquette. And you're also entitled to ask her if she will before you cum, just in case you want to save it for someone who does swallow. Works both ways as well.
"I swallow!" we both heard her say from her side of the wall, taking a few moments to release my prick from her mouth in order to inform us both of that.
"Figured you did," Larry told her. "I could tell by the way you suck cock that you probably do!"
"Oh yes...I love a man's fuck juice, love to feel it splashing all over my face, down my throat, all over my tits!" she explained to us both as she continued fondling each of our prick's simultaneously. "So just let me know when you're ready to shoot," she told each of us. And where you'd rather prefer that it goes!"
"I want to feel it against your face," he told our unseen beauty. "But as for my friend here, I think he'd enjoy feeling you swallow!"
He was right about that, and I was somewhat relieved that it hadn't been necessary for me to tell her all that. I was still a bit nervous about all this, even though she couldn't see me, and I couldn't see her. Still...
Suddenly I was thankful for the rings I was holding on to. This "God only knew what she looked like woman" was driving me insane! Larry had been right, this gal, whoever the hell she was, enjoyed sucking cock! It had been a long, long time since I'd had a blowjob as good as this one was turning out! I was at the point where she could have taken my cock and turned it inside out and I'd have still enjoyed it. Though to some degree, that was exactly the way it was beginning to feel.
"I think someone's about to give me all his delicious warm cream!" she squealed delightedly through the wall.
"Oh fuck yes!" I hissed, feeling my balls tighten and tiny white stars suddenly begin to form, taking shape inside my head.
"Give it to me baby...give it all to me!" she mouthed around my prick, sucking it for all she was worth, the feel of both hands now fondling my balls, milking my shaft and sucking my prick like there was no tomorrow.
"Fucking shoot it my friend!" Larry was yelling urging me on. Fill the cunt's mouth with the cum-jello-juice! Let it go dude! Let it go!"
"Oh...fuck...me!" I then screamed, feeling the first delicious spurt rip through the head of my prick in the most glorious sensation imaginable. As it did, I felt her lips wrap themselves even tighter about the head of my dick, vise-like, sucking and pulling on my shaft like the cum-sucking vacuum she was. The sounds of her obvious excitement matching my own as spurt after spurt of white-hot cum-cream leapt from the head of my prick to disappear into her hungrily sucking mouth was unlike anything I had ever felt before. And even stranger, the sound of Larry continuing to urge me on added to that sensation making it even more pleasurable as I imagined with my minds eye all that cream spurting from the end of my shaft into my unseen, yet wonderfully talented cock-suckers throat.
I'd barely had a chance to even attempt to recover when Larry began moaning and groaning with utter and complete abandon himself. "Oh yeah baby...milk it! Milk it! Milk it! Make it cum all over your fucking face. Ah yeah, that's it...harder now, harder! Harder! Oh fuck yes! Here it cums baby! Here it cums!"
With that, Larry exploded. I watched him grimace in what looked like a horribly painful expression, but I knew full-well as he humped himself hard against the wall that the woman on the other side was no doubt getting a face-full just as Larry had asked her to give him. Even as he calmed, the more intense pleasure of his orgasm waning, he was telling her how good it felt to feel his cock being rubbed all over her face, and how nice it felt for her to be smearing his cum all over herself with the head of his dick.
I had finally collapsed down onto the chair, attempting to compose myself, and stunned that it had indeed been one of the best experiences of my entire life. The fact I had NO clue as to what the woman even looked like was amazing to me. It hardly mattered, it had truly been all about sensation, imagination...and feeling. Something I had never really considered as a truly erotic experience, until now anyway!
After we'd dressed, we headed back upstairs to the bar for another drink and a chance to recover a little bit. Once again I was afforded to check out the 'eye-candy' and found a wide variety of it. Tall women, short...thin, medium build, heavy. A wide variety of all shapes...all sizes. And surprisingly enough, I found myself wanting to lick and tickle every one of their cunts.
"Fuck I'm still horny!" I told Larry, who merely sat grinning at me.
"See? I told you you'd enjoy this. Just wait until you go into one of the private rooms. You'll be surprised at the number of women who will come to you. You think that last gal was uninhibited! Wait until they start pressing their cunts at you through the holes, or begging you to suck and play with their titties!"
"You about done with that drink?" I asked him.
"Lead the way my friend...lead the way!"
#
This time I was glad I wouldn't be sharing a room with Larry. Though only a couple of doors down, it was a nice thought to realize I'd have this room all to myself with what I hoped would be a number of very horny, very aroused women! I walked in, noticed a similar setup for hanging up my clothes, and took everything off. I'd barely finished doing so when I heard movement behind the wall, looked up just in time to see a full pair of breasts resting comfortably through two twin portholes. But that wasn't all I saw either, a neatly trimmed pussy appeared through the larger hole just down from those, pressed perfectly against the padded opening waiting patiently for me.
"What would you like?" I asked having been given as yet another crash course in Glory Hole Etiquette.
"Suck my tits," she breathed in a raspy, pearly voice, that sounded all silky-smooth just the way her pussy appeared to be. "Softly though," she added a bare moment later.
I stood, approaching the wall, letting my now very hard penis lead the way as I came to her, taking one nice soft looking breast in my hand, and the other within my mouth as I gently drew in the taut nubbin of flesh between my lips.
"Perfect!" she moaned pleasurably.
I continued to lick, nip, and suck that rock-hard thimble of flesh with my mouth, all the while fingering and toying with the other one as though it were a second set of lips attempting to do the same thing.
"Now...finger my cunt while you do that!" she urged.
Allowing one hand to release her breast, I reached down the wall easily locating the hole, and then another one. But this one was richly wet, succulently moist and dripping with cunt-honey.
"Oh...finger fuck it you prick!" Nice and slow...but deep, deeper! Oh yeah...now tickle my clit, tickle it!"
God it was hot hearing yet another unseen woman telling me what to do, sucking on a near perfect hard as a rock nipple, and having my finger churning cum-butter inside this woman's hot wet split.
I have no idea how long I stood there simply fingering her pussy, but eventually I was making so much noise with all the cum-juice she was producing that it was having quite an impact on my now leaking prick. It almost hurt throbbing as much as it now was.
"Lick me! Lick my pussy!" she demanded now. I watched as she pressed it even more invitingly, more fully against the hole. I knelt down on the floor before her, plenty of room to reach in spreading her lips a part with my hands, her clit the size of my pinky finger. Perhaps the largest I had ever seen on any woman. Much like a small penis, I tentatively licked it with the tip of my tongue, felt her shudder and heard a gentle soft rolling moan escape her lips as she stood there behind the wall.
"Faster!" she near whispered. "Lick my clit faster...but lightly," she cautioned me.
I barely felt her flesh, yet I could tell by the way my tongue was flicking out back and forth against the surface of her flesh that it was exactly the way she wanted it.
"Oh God yes!" she wailed now. "Now...suck my clit, hold it inside your mouth and suck it...hard!"
Like I said, it was like sucking the tip of my own finger. Latching onto it, I did exactly what she asked, holding it between my lips, applying pressure, all the while using my tongue to stab at that large nubbin of super-sensitive flesh until she was bouncing and thrashing against the wall. She came with such force that her pussy seemed to erupt in a cascade of feminine essence that coated my face in a rich frothy lather. Trying to hold on as best I could, she eventually and simply pulled away, disappearing altogether without so much as another word. Somewhat disappointed as my own cock continued to throb, bouncing up and down of its own accord, I sat down on the small stool that had been provided and waited for my next "customer" to enter the store.
I was a bit surprised, but certainly elated when I got two of them at once. Much like I had experienced with Larry, I could only imagine the expressions and looks the two women must have been sharing with one another.
"What would you two like?" I asked. Only one answered, " A Larry", I thought to myself as she seemed to take initial control over the situation, and like Larry, instructed me on what I should do for her friend.
"She wants you to fuck her, but while you do, I want you to suck on my tit. When I tell you to stop, stop. Then fuck me and suck on one of her tits until you're told to stop again. Oh...and no cumming inside either one of us! I'm not saying don't cum when you want to, but when you can't handle it any more, then I want you to pull out of whoever you're in and cum all over her tits. Can you do that for us?" she now asked a bit more politely.
"Your wish is my command," I stated a bit dramatically, then stepped over surprised, pleased and certainly excited to find a very wet, very receiving pussy waiting for me. She had shaved herself completely from what I was able to see as I reached down, guiding the head of my blood-engorged prick towards the opening of her pussy, which she herself had spread, invitingly and uninhibitedly for me. I slid right in.



"Ohhhhh!" I heard her exclaim from her side of the wall. It was all she said, but it was enough. She began moving against me, thrusting her pelvis ever so slowly as she began milking my prick with her cunt. Even Dianne had never been able to clench and unclench her pussy muscle the way this gal was doing.
"Hmmm, nice!" I mewed in agreement as my cock continued to slip in and out of that silken passage. I began to increase the tempo slightly, but she pulled away when I did that. "No. Let me," she whispered in what almost sounded like a little girls voice. The thought of which frightened me momentarily until I remembered that Larry had told me earlier that NO one under the age of 21 was even allowed to join.
I held still after that, sucking her friends breast just as she'd asked, letting the near-silent woman set the pace, fucking me sometimes slowly, sometimes fast, sometimes hard and sometimes soft until they'd obviously exchanged signals back behind the wall.
"Ok, stop now!" I heard the female version of Larry telling me. "Now...fuck me. But fuck me hard and fast for as long as you can handle it without cumming. Only then, stop, and see if you can recover long enough to fuck my friend again."
There was no denying that I was getting off on fucking two different pussies, or that I was fucking each one of them differently. As incredible as it was, I was having the time of my life even though I had no clue as to what either woman looked like, or who they actually were.
"OH God...any time now!" The young girlish sounding woman responded in the midst of what was for her an obvious orgasm. Pleased, I continued to hang in there with her until she herself pulled away, forcing me to remove my cock from inside that dripping went cunt.
"You ready to cum now yourself?" The female Larry asked.
"Fuck yes!" I told her.
"Good...come stand over here then and let me jerk you off until you're ready. When you are...like I asked you, make sure you cum all over her tits for me ok?"
"Ok," I said weakly, her hand already bringing me closer and closer to the edge.
"Just say when," she admonished me once more, don't waist one precious drop though...make sure all of it gets on her tits."
"Will do," I replied once again, nearing the edge. "I think you might want to let me take over now," I added a brief moment later. "I'm nearly there!"
She let me go at that point, and I pulled over the small stool standing on it so I could more easily reach the younger woman's full breasts, which she had now once again pressed fully through the twin portholes.
Pounding my cock furiously now at this point, I moved it back and forth against her reawakened nipples, listening to the sound of her own heavy breathing as she unabashedly played with herself, as did her friend by the obvious sounds I now began hearing on the other side of the wall.
"Oh yeah...yeah. Here it cums!" I announced a split second before the first discharge of my spunk began covering her almost too pink looking breasts.
"Oh Charlotte!" the young woman screamed out now. He's cumming on them, he's squirting all over them!" she wailed in delighted glee.
I made very attempt to squirt equal amounts of semen upon each of them. Her nipples were coated in the thick sticky fluid, which began running down along side her breasts.
"Hurry Charlotte, hurry!" I heard her exclaim suddenly disappearing from view.
The sound of "Charlotte" as I now knew her true name and identity to be, had begun sucking a licking the thick gooey cream from off her friends breasts, much to both of their delight from the obvious sounds of yet another monstrous orgasm taking place. Though this time by the squishy pussy noises I was now hearing, I was reasonably sure it was Charlotte's pussy that was getting the work out, as she moaned and groaned loudly still licking and sucking off the remainder of my own juice from her breasts.
After a few minutes more there was dead silence, and I'd thought them to have already silently slipped away. I was sitting down on my stool by now, collecting my own breath when I heard them both whisper through the wall simultaneously.
"Thank you...thank you so much. I hope we will soon meet again."
And I had to agree with them. I hoped we did too.
#
At least now I better understood why the rooms seemed to turn over more frequently than I'd first imagined. I'd only had two sessions, and I was already fucked, and sucked out. It was time for another drink. Larry and I had already agreed to meet one another up stairs whenever we were done. Sitting there at one of the tables, I watched a wide variety of people coming and going. Some with masks, some not. Not everyone was a "beautiful" person either, not like I'd first imagined everyone might be. And it was refreshing to suddenly realize that people of every variety imaginable could be as sexy and as sensuous as I'd just learned they could be.
"Well, how was it?" Larry asked as he appeared a short time later. "Everything you hoped and imagined it would be?"
"More!" I said simply. "God Larry...it was unfucking believable to be honest about it!"
"Told you!"
"Yeah...and you were right too!"
"So you want to go? Or you want to hang around a bit longer?"
I glanced at my watch. It was getting late, but if the girls had decided to stop for a drink or two, there was still plenty of time yet before Dianne would get home.
"I dunno, why don't we go have another look-see in the voyeur section. As exciting as I am now willing to admit that that was, I'd still enjoy actually seeing someone's face again as they're getting someone off. So lets go see if anything's going on of any particular amusements."
"Sounds fine by me," Larry said as we headed back towards the elevators. "And who knows? I might just beat my own personal best tonight if we do?"
"Oh? And what's that?" I had to ask wondering.
"Six big ones my friend," Larry said truthfully. I knew him well enough to know he never exaggerated, not when it came down to sex at least. In that with me...he had always been truthful and upfront about his abilities and escapades. Something I had openly and honestly admired about him.
"Shit Larry...you even squirting anything out now? Or just shooting blanks?"
"Mostly blanks...a dribble here and there, but still feels pretty fucking good though!" he said rubbing his cock through his pants. "Just as long as I don't rub it raw however, and I've managed to do that before too!"
I really did have to laugh at that one. I'd come close to doing that a time or two myself back when Dianne and I had first been married. Not likely I'd have that problem now however as I thought about it. "Unless I keep coming back here of course," I amended to myself.
There was a new female attendant that greeted us this time. Much smaller breasts, but perky as hell. I gave one a quick kiss as we walked by, and she smiled.
"That's better!" Larry said slapping me on the back.
We began making our way around the balcony when I suddenly stopped dead in my tracks. "Larry?"
He nearly collided into me, his eyes fixed on the woman in the room below us same as mine were.
"That's..."
"Dianne!" I finished for him. "That's my wife in there sucking some other guys cock!"
"Ah yeah well, I wouldn't get too pissy about that Chris. After all, you've had yours knobbed a number of times this evening as I recall."
He had a point there.
I wasn't really mad. Well, maybe a little bit. But I was more shocked to see Dianne actually there more than anything.
"So now what?" he asked.
I really didn't know. If I confronted her, she'd wonder what I was doing there myself.
"Fuck!" I said continuing to stand there watching my wife licking what appeared to be a rather large-sized prick.
"You want to leave?"
I thought about that. "No...I have an even better idea!" I said wickedly. "Come on Larry, you've always wanted to have your cock sucked by my wife...so now's your chance!"
"You serious? Really?"
"Hell yes...why the fuck not? And besides, its been a while since I've cum in my own wife's mouth...so might as well take advantage of the situation while I can."
"Don't you think she might recognize you, figure out who you really are?"
I'd been pretty good at doing imitations most of my life. Lowering my voice and using a bit of a southern accent, I spoke.
"Think she'll recognize me if I talk like this?"
Larry shook his head, "Nope, hell Chris, even I don't recognize you, and I'm standing here staring at you!"
"Ok then...let's go!"
It wasn't that difficult to figure out which room it was that my wife had to be in. All we had to do was go there, stand outside the small private room and wait for whoever was in there to leave.
"You sure about this?"
"Very."
Obviously I was just as much in the wrong here as my wife was. So it wasn't something I could very well confront her about. But I sure as hell could get a little revenge for the sudden drop-off in our own sex-life. If nothing else, having that at least would even up the score a little by my way of thinking. We made our way across the hall and stood outside the door. A short time later a fat balding man emerged. I didn't know whether to laugh or applaud him. Like I said, the guy was hung like a fucking horse.
"Here we go!" I said, "But this time...you'd better let me do all the talking!"
Larry nodded his head in agreement as we stepped into the room. Luckily, my wife was still in there. Obviously she was ready and willing for more. Larry and I quickly undressed stepping up onto the platform. Moments later we both stood there with our dicks poking through the two glory holes.
"What would the two of you like?" I heard Dianne asking us.
"I'd like you to suck me off," I told her in my false voice.
"Sorry, no cumming in me at all. You can cum on me anywhere you'd like, but that's something I only allow my husband to do."
"Since when?" I nearly asked her biting my own tongue. "Well, ok...how about letting me fuck your ass then?"
I'd asked her about that once long ago too. But she'd turned me down even then. I figured she would this time as well, but it was still fun asking her even though I already knew the answer.
She paused. "Ok, you're a bit bigger than what I'm used to though...so go easy with me ok?"
"Used to?" I once again asked myself. "Used to?" I turned looking over towards Larry. Even he seemed about as dumb-founded as I was, already giving me a look that said maybe this wasn't such a good idea after all.
"No problem," I answered back. "I'll go as nice and easy as it takes."
"Ok. Give me a second while I apply a little extra lubrication to myself and to you," she told me. "Oh and one other thing, I won't take it up the ass without a condom either."
"Thank God!" I told myself. At least she was being careful.
"Especially if you want me to suck you a little afterwards."
"No problem I said, feeling her roll the condom over my prick before adding what had to be an ample supply of KY jelly to it as well.
"Let me guide you in," she said coyly. "Once you are, just remember to go easy or we're done here," she explained. "Nice...slow, and easy."
I couldn't believe what was happening. In all the years we'd been married, I'd never once fucked my wife's ass. Now here I was about to do just that, and she'd never know that I had, and worse...I'd never be able to tell her that I had either.
Still...
I felt the tip of my prick suddenly lodged within the tightness of her ass. For a moment, I felt sure that's as far as things were going to go. Her ass was so tight that I didn't have any doubts that she'd be unable to accept any more of it.
"That's good, just hold still like that until I get used to it," she explained. Seconds later I felt a little more slip inside, then a little more...and more. Before I knew it, her ass had eased easily enough finally relaxing and allowing the entire length of my shaft to penetrate that up until now, unexplored cuntry as it were.
Slow and easy it was, allowing Diane to eventually set the pace where she was soon thrusting back against me, my cock easily slipping in and out of that once virginal passage. Though the words "Used to?" kept bouncing around back and forth inside my head. I had to admit however, I was getting a sadistic kick out of fucking my own wife's ass without her having any knowledge that it was me doing it. Getting close, I finally informed her that I was getting too close, and didn't want to get off that way. I really did want to feel my wife's lips wrapped around my cock and see if she did it any differently under these circumstances, than the way she did it to me at home.
I'd almost forgotten about poor Larry who'd actually taken a seat at this point, patiently waiting for his promised turn.
"Oh...sorry," I told him nearly forgetting my accent. "Ok, you can do my friend now for a few minutes while I collect myself," I told her.
Only half-hard after the fairly long wait, Larry climbed back onto the platform and began to enjoy the manipulations my wife's mouth was giving him as she began making him all nice and hard once again.
"Hey kiddo...you about done here?"
"Oh my God!" I said to myself. "That's Roxanne!"
"Come on in honey!" Dianne said turning by the way the sound of her voice changed. "I have two visitors. Mind giving me a hand?"
"Not at all baby," Roxanne said sweetly. "Hmm, that looks like a nice one standing there!" she said. I heard her walk over towards the wall, seconds later a warm wet pair of lips were suddenly wrapped around my prick as Roxanne began mouthing my prick. Once again I grinned over towards Larry who was as aware as I was of what was actually going on.
"Me too!" he mouthed silently pointing in the direction of where it was Roxanne had to be. I nodded my head in understanding.
"Two treats for my friend, as well as for myself," I thought in amusement. "What a nice surprise!" I considered, though very much aware this was one surprise I couldn't ever divulge to anyone.
The thought that it was actually Roxanne who was now sucking me, while my own wife was busily sucking off my best friend was eerily erotic. Something I would have never imagined in a million years!
"What I think we'd both really like..." I began with a brand new idea suddenly coming to mind, "Is for both of you to suck each one of us off together. Would you mind doing that?"
"Not at all sugar!" Dianne stated, moving back over to join Roxanne who now began sharing my cock with her. "How's that feel?"
"Fucking wonderful!" I actually said in my own voice, but as neither woman seemed to pick up on that, or become alarmed by the sudden change in my tone of voice, I continued to stand there, holding onto my rings for support as two pair of lips and tongues danced about my cock, taking turns licking and sucking it simultaneously.
"Oh fuck!" I said once again back in character. "That feels damn fucking good!"
And it did too. Looking back over towards Larry, I could see he was just as anxious to be feeling what I was at the moment.
"Don't forget, you can't cum in my mouth," Dianne reminded me.
"But he can cum in mine if he wants to," Roxanne suddenly spoke up saying.
"Cool!" I said, once again forgetting my accent. But again, neither woman seemed to take notice of it.
I was soon pouring out my own personal best down Roxanne's throat, relishing in the experience of having two women sucking me off simultaneously, not to mention one of them being my own wife, and the other her best friend who I'd been fantasizing about more often than not anyway. Spent, I stumbled back off the platform and immediately began getting dressed. It suddenly dawned on me that Larry and I were going to have to make a quick get-away. Masks or no masks, the potential of discovery was just too risky. Larry understood my concerns and intentions, once again nodding his head in agreement, but not about to let this golden opportunity slip away either. He enjoyed his blowjob, though hurriedly dressing afterwards much to my relief.
We carefully made our way out of the area, back up the elevators and informed the valet parking we were ready to leave, and as soon as it was possible for us to do so. Still wearing our masks, which Larry himself had now put on, we scrambled into his car and out of the area before the possibility of being discovered. Arriving home a short time later, I said goodnight to Larry, then entered the house, tumbling into bed, exhausted, yet exhilarated...but at the same time, a little bothered by everything too. The fact I'd bumped into my very own wife at the 'club' was something that I was going to have to reconcile myself too. But that would have to wait for another time. As tired as I was, I soon fell into a deep sleep, never even hearing when it was that Dianne finally came home.
#
I tossed my clubs into the back of Larry's car. We hadn't been golfing for several weeks now. My membership at the club requiring that I cut back on a few minor luxury items.
"How's it going lately anyway?" he asked me as we pulled away from the curb.
"Things couldn't be better!" I said smiling. "Our sex-life's better than it's ever been! And it was even at Dianne's suggestion that I fuck her ass last week. So now at least, I can say that I actually have, though I still had to pretend that was the first time," I said laughing. "But seriously Larry, ever since that night it seems like she's a new woman. Suddenly the interest is there again, and the sex is as wild and as frequent as it's ever been!"
"Anything with Roxanne?" he asked grinning at me.
"No...not yet anyway. But even that's gotten more promising. Apparently we're spending an entire week with them up at their cabin week after next. Dianne's already been hinting that it's going to be a very, very special weekend for us both."
"Oh really?" Larry said actually appearing jealous since the first time I'd known him. "You ever give any thought to telling Dianne about what happened that night?"
"Matter of fact, I've decided to do just that, see what happens. But I'm going to wait and see how things go up at the cabin. I'm thinking I might tell her there, she what she says and does if and when I do. Like I said, we'll see. But if it feels right...I probably will tell her. Which reminds me, when are we going back?"
"What night are the girls going out?" he asked.
"Thursday I think."
"Any night but then," Larry said. To which I whole-heartedly agreed. As exciting as that was, it was almost too exciting. And until I had a chance to get a better feel as to how Dianne would take my knowing she'd been there, and that I'd been going myself, it was best not to run the risk of running into them again.
"So Bill's the one with the membership huh?"
"Yep, like I said, I have a few friends there that checked into it for me. That's how Roxanne got Dianne in as a guest that night. I guess that was her first time too."
"Oh really?" I wondered aloud. I still hadn't figured out what she'd meant by saying "Used to."
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She was born Elizabeth Margaret Manchester. She'd never known her mother as her mother had died during childbirth. Her father, Edward Manchester became both Father and Mother to her. English immigrants, her grandparents had come over from England at the turn of the century, along with their son Edward, who would one day become her father.
Named after both her mother, and her grandmother, her father had nicknamed her "Maggie". The same name he had affectionately called his wife for so many wonderful, yet short-lived years spent together.
Edward had no formal education, no formal training of any sort. But he was good with his hands, having an intelligent mind that could think through any problem, solving it. As such, he wandered the country hiring out as a handyman, taking Maggie with him of course wherever they traveled. Often, he did odd jobs simply for room and board, along with enough to eat to barely sustain the two of them.
Once the work he'd been commissioned to do was completed, they'd find themselves off on the road again in search of employment, another place to stay, as well as another meal to fill their bellies. Occasionally Edward would get lucky and find someone who had enough for him to do to keep him employed for a couple of weeks or more. It was during one of these rare periods that his daughter now barely eighteen had witnessed which would be for her, her first sexual encounter, something she would remember for the rest of her life.
Edward had been very careful about protecting his daughter, especially around any young men or boys who might have other intentions. He would often move on, rather than taking a job no matter how promising it might be, if there were young men hanging around who might take an interest in Maggie. At eighteen, virginal, Maggie was a very naïve and even worse...curious.
With the onset of the depression, Edward was finding it more and more difficult finding jobs. As such, he knew he was taking a big risk as far as Maggie's innocence was concerned. Hesitant when he finally found work, because of the young woman he met who was only slightly older than Maggie, and who appeared a little too loose in her mannerisms than he would have preferred, he nevertheless took the job offered as they were scraping the bottom of their financial barrel.
As was often the case, they'd been given a place in the barn. It was warm, dry, providing them plenty of comfort as well as a place to sleep. Maggie's father had already risen, going out very early that morning with Mr. Brown who owned and ran the particular farm they were staying at. Her "father" as she affectionately called him was out mending fences and would no doubt be away all day. Maggie had already finished the chores she'd been instructed to help out with, returning to the barn in order to finish reading a book she'd recently been given by her father on her previous birthday. She'd found a secluded little spot up in the hayloft where she could read, dream and fantasize about far away places without being disturbed. It was the sound of a woman's hushed laughter that alerted her to remain quiet however as she peered down from her place of concealment into the area below her.
"Shhh. Hurry. We don't have much time," the young woman said giggling. Maggie saw the young girl recognizing her almost immediately. Kathryn as she'd been introduced two days prior when her father had found work. Kathryn as Maggie had learned was already eighteen, engaged to be married from what she'd discovered earlier. But it certainly wasn't to the man she saw Kathryn standing there with now. She'd met him too. No, this was one of the other hired hands that lived and worked the fields that she was with. Maggie watched as they both hurriedly began undressing themselves as well as one another.
From her vantage point she watched as the hired hand leaned over to cup and attempt to kiss one of Kathryn's beautifully pink-tipped breasts.
"I told you, we don't have time for that," she cautioned him a bit worriedly. "You're supposed to be on your way to help father. And I'm supposed to be gathering eggs. So, if you want to fuck me, you'd best get on with it before we run out of time!"
Maggie watched as Kathryn hiked up the dress she had on, revealing that she wasn't wearing anything beneath it. A fact she found both appalling as well as strangely exciting as she came to think upon it later. More importantly, she wondered about two things. What had the word "fuck," meant? She'd never ever heard that particular word used before for one thing. And for the other, what were they doing?
To say that Maggie was naive in the ways of the world was an understatement. Her father had always been reserved, over protective, as she'd later come to think on it. Even when she had come upon her 'curses' as women called them, her father had taken her to a local town doctor to have him explain that particular malady to her. Something of which she had felt embarrassed about for days afterwards, especially as she would often force her father to stop in his travels so that she could take care of this most unwelcome, but very necessary problem. But Maggie was even more innocent when it came to anything of a sexual nature. She knew where babies came from, that much she had actually guessed. But as for the mechanics as to how they got there, she was clueless. It was an almost magical occurrence as far as she was concerned. Married people simply had babies. Which was the extent of her understanding regarding that particular subject.
"Come on! Aren't you hard enough yet?" she heard Kathryn ask. Maggie watched as Kathryn positioned herself directly below her in one of the unused, freshly cleaned stables. Hiking up her skirts, she saw a thick black patch of hair between Kathryn's legs, not all that dissimilar from her own. But what immediately caught her attention, nearly taking her breath away as well as almost causing her to gasp out in surprise, was the sudden appearance of the young man's fleshy bare ass as he pulled his pants down hovering over Kathryn were he stood.
"You mean this?" Maggie heard him say, but unable to see what the "this" was he was referring to.
"Yeah, that!" Kathryn had responded almost dreamily beckoning towards him with her hands, imploring him to join her.
"Not until you say it," he demanded teasingly. "Come on, you want it. Say it!"
"You're horrible Phillip. You're a horrible, horrible man to make a woman say such things. To have her speak such naughty despicable words!" The tone Maggie heard Kathryn using however was anything but shock, anger or even repulsion. It was if anything, unbridled excitement!
"What is going on?" she wondered again to herself, beginning to feel the first signs of some sort of tingling taking place between her legs. Something she had felt a few brief times before, but had always feared it to be the beginnings of her monthly curses.
"Well?" Phillip asked once again. "You're the one who's in a hurry," he reminded her.
"Cock, prick, penis!" Kathryn said spitting the words at him, though once again not in horror or anger, but with an amused, almost affectionate tone of voice.
Maggie was confused, curious. She'd heard the word "Cock" before of course, a name describing a male rooster. And "Prick" certainly. She'd used that particular word herself whenever she had pricked, or poked at something. And embarrassedly, she knew what a penis was too. She'd once asked her father what his 'thing' was when she'd seen him off standing by the side of the road relieving himself. She'd seen babies' penises of course, but had never thought to ask about what that particular appendage was. Only upon seeing her father's had she thought to actually wonder about it. And he had told her simply it was a "penis" that and nothing more. "Men had them, women didn't." Simple enough an explanation for her perhaps. Then. Now, hearing the three distinct words being used together to describe what Kathryn was obviously looking at took on a whole new meaning for her.
"Now, are you going to fuck me or not?" Kathryn asked him once again, using that same word she'd used earlier.
"Fuck?" What did it mean? Maggie wondered silently. Even saying it silently to herself gave her an odd sense, something secretive, something curiously wicked. Whatever "fuck" meant, it had something to do with whatever Phillip and Kathryn were preparing to do.
Maggie watched as Phillip finally lowered himself over Kathryn. Watched as Kathryn spread both of her bare legs to either side of him so that he was positioned directly between them. A moment later they began moving together. A moment after that Kathryn began moaning, pleasurably for some reason. Whatever it was that Phillip was doing to her, it felt good. Even more inexplicably, Maggie felt a trickle of moisture gather between her legs, momentary panic settling in as she quickly checked herself, worried that her curses had taken this particular moment to start, relieved when she found they hadn't. Even so, she became rather 'wet' as she continued to lie there listening to the two of them below her, wondering...wondering what it was they were doing? But even more importantly, why were the two of them enjoying it so much as evidenced by Kathryn's deep groans of obvious pleasure.
The sounds of their coupling, though Maggie still had no real idea what it was she was seeing, let alone listening to, had heightened her own awareness that something interesting was taking place below her. Something that obviously felt good, and brought a significant amount of pleasure to both of them. Kathryn continued to moan, groan, thrashing herself almost violently beneath Phillip. He in turn began bumping against Kathryn faster and faster until she screamed, followed a moment later by his equally deep-throated grunt.
As time was short obviously, Kathryn made Phillip get up from her. When he did, Maggie saw his semi-rigid "penis" as he stood, turning towards the side as she glanced down between the slats in the upper loft above them. Phillip's penis was easily twice the size her father's had been when she had seen his. And she now knew without any doubt as to what he'd been using it for. The thought of a man somehow putting something like that inside of her seemed foreign, yet at the same time, wickedly wonderful as she relived the lusty naughty sounds that the two of them had been making together.
Looking down at Kathryn, she now saw something else too. Several white slimy trails seemed to be coating the course black mat and belly of Kathryn's womanhood.
"It's a good thing you didn't squirt inside me," she told him. "I'm too far from my courses yet to let you do that," she added. "And I don't desire to find myself with a child quite yet either! Though that idiot I'm engaged to would certainly love thinking it was his," she added thoughtfully.
Maggie had to stifle a loud gasp, balling her fist against her mouth as realization dawned on her like a tidal wave. So much made sense to her now, within the blink of an eye. Something she would have never dared to ask her father about certainly, nor would he have in all likelihood even answered her had she asked.
"Except with his belt perhaps," Maggie mused once again looking down through the slats in the flooring.
Phillip helped her to stand. Maggie watched as Kathryn straightened her skirts while Phillip helped her to remove bits of straw that had clung to her, including her hair. "Now...you'd best get a move on and go find Daddy and that other man he hired. They're probably wondering where you are already," she told him. "By the way. Have you seen Maggie today? Mother told me to find her and send her into her if I did. So keep an eye out for her would you? Hell, she's probably out frigging herself someplace, foolish girl."
"Well, if she is off frigging herself someplace, you'd best hope I'm not the one to be finding her, or I might want to be fucking her as well," he'd said teasingly.
This time Kathryn's look was menacing, every bit as much as the tone of voice that she now used. "I ever catch you so much as looking at that girl, I'll tear your fucking eyes out with my own hands!" she warned him seriously.
To Maggie's relief, the two of them left a few moments later. Feeling the moisture, which had continued to flow, continuing to pool between her legs, Maggie reached down wanting to ensure that nothing else was happening. Though she didn't do it often, if hardly ever at all, she placed her finger between her legs, drawing it up to look for any telltale signs. When she did however, she experienced something she had never felt before. An entirely new and different sensation. It felt good, really good. But before she could further explore what it was she'd just discovered, she heard the sound of Mrs. Brown calling out for her. Scrambling down from her place of concealment, she quickly ran around the other side of the barn so that neither Phillip nor Kathryn might expect where it was that she had been hiding. Luckily, neither of them did. Unluckily, Mrs. Brown needed the pigs fed.
#
It was well after sunset, long after dinner had been eaten with everything cleaned and cleared away, which Maggie had helped with of course. She had made up her bed, unfolding the blankets she'd been given along with a pillow for her head. Her father had settled into the vacant stall next to hers, the very one that she had seen Phillip and Kathryn "fucking" in earlier, she thought.
"Father?" she had asked tentatively, her curiosity getting the better of her reasoning.
"Yes Maggie?" he'd answered her a moment later, hearing him as he laid out his own blankets in preparation for sleep.
"What does the word 'fuck' mean?" she asked innocently.
Maggie was stunned, shocked, surprised to put it mildly when her father suddenly appeared in the opening of her stall, belt in hand with the most fearsome look upon his face she'd ever seen before.
"Don't ever...ever say that word again! Do you hear me?" he demanded in a voice she had never heard her father use before.
Maggie looked at him numbly, frightened now as he moved towards her folding the belt over once as he did.
"Turn over, onto your belly!" he demanded of her. Maggie remembered only being spanked once by her father, and then, only with his hand. He had threatened her with his belt but had never used it. Doing so only as a warning to her to behave and never talk back to him again. Which she hadn't. Seeing the belt this time however, she hoped for a warning, but knew in her heart as he had told her to roll over, that this time it wouldn't be.
"Thwap!" The first sting to her ass came as a shock to her. The thin material of her nightgown and underwear giving little or no protection from the stinging edge of the leather as it came down hard upon her sensitive flesh. Maggie expected another, hearing only the sound of her father's exasperation and the sound of the belt being thrown off to the side of the stall angrily.
"Let that be a reminder to you. Do NOT speak such filth in my presence ever again!" her father screamed at her. But Maggie could also tell by the tone of his voice, that he was confused, frustrated perhaps. Just as angry with himself as he was at her as he turned and walked away back towards his stall. Seconds later he blew out their only lantern without even saying goodnight to his daughter. Maggie curled up inside her blankets, the sting of her father's belt still fresh across the backside of her ass. In the darkness, she heard her father speak, asking in tones almost too low to hear, apologetic in a way without saying so.
"Where was it that you heard that word?" he asked her. "And don't lie to me Maggie, I will know it if you do. What did you see and hear?" he asked again a little more sternly.
Maggie had never lied to him before. She feared his anger in her lying to him every bit as much as in telling him how she had come to know this word. But she found in telling him to be the lesser of two evils. So she did.
It was the first time that Maggie ever remembered her father leaving a job early before. Especially one in which there was actual payment, let alone room, board and meals included. He had waited until sunrise to inform Mr. Brown they were leaving. Mr. Brown had attempted to convince them to stay, even offering a meager increase to his wages as her father had proven himself to be reliable and hard working. To her surprise, her father declined, accepting payment meager as it was for the work he had done, opting instead to leave, saying nothing more than he had a promise to keep, and needed to be on the road, immediately.
She had walked by her father's side for several hours in silence. The single red welt upon her ass a reminder of her father's anger with her. But a curious question mark too, for why had he stopped after only one?
"I'm sorry," he said simply after a time. Maggie remained silent. She wasn't exactly angry with him, merely confused. Obviously there was much she didn't understand, much that she wished to understand better. Especially about herself, about the feeling she had experienced between her legs by the touch of her own finger. Not to mention why "fucking" seemed to be so pleasurable. And if indeed it was, why then was it something her father would consider so wrong?
"You're almost a woman grown," he said a moment later. "I realized that back there in the barn. I've put off doing what I've known all along would eventually need to be done. There's much you need to know," he stated turning to look at her, his face aflame with embarrassment. "But those are things I cannot explain or tell you about," he added quickly. "You need to live someplace where you can be schooled too. Not out wandering the countryside with me. I know such a place, I know a woman who will take you in as though you were her own," he told her with a measure of finality.
"But father! I don't want to live someplace without you!" Maggie began to cry. He had said nothing more to her about it as they walked along in silence; only the gentle comfort of his strong arm around her shoulder told her that he was no longer angry or mad at her. But she also knew that once his mind was made up about something, there was no changing it. With fear and dread burning deeply within her soul, Maggie walked beside him towards the beginning of a new life.
#
Several days later Maggie and her father had managed to hitchhike half way across Texas. They arrived at a small town still several miles away from San Antonio. It was here that Maggie's father introduced her to a woman he had known. Though how he had gotten to know her so well, or obviously so intimately was a mystery to her. He'd never mentioned the woman to her before.
"May? I'd like to introduce you to my daughter," he'd said. "This is Maggie."
May was an exceptionally attractive woman for as old as she obviously was. Maggie found it odd that she was single, never having been married for as attractive as she was especially at her age. And though she didn't exactly live alone as she ran a boarding house, thus having plenty of guests most of the time, Maggie found the woman to be warm and friendly towards her. Especially upon learning that she was Edward's daughter.



"How long has it been Ed?" May had asked almost affectionately. Perhaps a little too affectionately it seemed in fact to Maggie when they had arrived. She'd also noticed a warning look seemingly pass from her father to May as they stood out on the porch together. May had seemed to pick up on the look, quickly inviting them both in without pressing the question further. "Why don't you let me get the two of you something to eat and drink?" she asked.
"I think Maggie would like that," her father had said with a relieved tone of voice that Maggie immediately picked up on. "And then maybe you and I can go back outside onto the porch and chat for a moment or two," he'd indicated with another knowing look cast in Mays direction.
May had taken the hint; fixed Maggie a sandwich along with some fruit, cheese and a nice cold glass of milk before pouring herself and Maggie's father an iced tea. "May and I have some business to discuss," he'd told her. "You sit in here, enjoy your lunch while we talk." Edward had let her know in no uncertain terms that they weren't to be disturbed.
Later that evening her father let her in on what he'd been talking to May about. Maggie learned that she was to live here with her, helping out with the boarders she took in, attending one of the nearby schools during the day in order to further her neglected education. He told her how he would be gone for long periods of time while he sought employment, doing what he did best, traveling around trying to make ends meet and save a little money up for the two of them. Times had been hard; there had been the depression. And now it seemed, war was coming. It was the talk on everyone's mind these days.
Her father had stayed on for three days before leaving bright and early one morning as he'd indicated he would do. It was the last time Maggie would ever see her father again. She heard weeks later he had been killed in an accident crushed by a bailing machine on a farm he'd been working at shortly after his arrival. Worse, the news didn't even reach her for several weeks, as no one knew for sure where his daughter even was or lived. If May hadn't noticed a small tiny article in an old newspaper about her father's death, she might not have ever known. And so it was, May became her best friend, confidant and mentor.
Maggie had turned Nineteen having lived with May now ever since her fathers death. Together she helped May run the boarding house. Business was booming as they lived fairly close to the train station. As late, things had been pretty hectic. People seemed to be constantly coming and going, which was especially odd for this time of year with winter approaching. It was November 1941 and was proving to be one of the coldest winters on record, especially for San Antonio.
Maggie had been sitting inside with May one evening when she finally worked up the courage to ask her how it was that May knew her father. May smiled, gave Maggie a sorrowed look, setting down her needlework that she'd been working on as she did nearly every night after the sun went down.
"Do you really want to know?" she'd asked.
"Yes. Yes I would. And please...tell me everything, I need to know."
May's smile was reassuring, though sorrowful at the same time. "I met your father a long time ago," she began. "Probably around your age he was, just having entered the army. That was during the BIG war of course, and he was anxious to go over seas and fight for his country. Thankfully the war ended before he was ever shipped over."
"So how did you meet him?" Maggie asked interrupting her, curious more than ever. May laughed, almost blushing as she sat back closing her eyes, remembering.
"Back then, I didn't run a house, I worked in one."
"You mean a boarding house? Like this one?" Maggie asked.
"No, a different kind of house Maggie. You see, I was a prostitute at the time, or a lady of the evening as I preferred to call myself," she added.
Maggie was shocked. Not so much that May had admitted to being one of "those" kinds of women. But shocked that her father had actually, knowingly gone to her. Even if it was before he'd met and married her mother.
"You mean to tell me that father...and you?"
May smiled. "No, he didn't know it at the time. Back then we working girls didn't actually live at our place of employment. I lived at the same place your father was staying at. Another boarding house not much different than the one I'm running now. We used to go out in the evenings for long walks whenever I wasn't working. And as strange as it may seem, I decided to never tell him what it was I actually did for a living. One evening, we ended back at the house. The old lady who ran the place had left for a few days to attend her sister's funeral. It just so happened that your father and I were the only two people staying, and living there at the time. So it was, we spent the night together. I took his virginity. He of course immediately proposed marriage afterwards. And it was then that I felt like I had to tell him the truth about myself. Which I did. Your father left the following morning. I didn't hear from him again for nearly three years. Then one day, he came through town. I was still a working girl, but I had been trying to save up enough money to get out of the business and buy my own place, a boarding house. He had come back for me. But not in the way I had hoped he would, nor even in the way I had expected. He came through long enough to tell me two things. One, that he'd never forgotten me, and because of that, he'd managed to save up enough money to give to me so that I could buy that boarding house, get out of the life I'd been living."
"And two?" Maggie asked.
"And two, that he had gotten married, and his wife was pregnant. He had no desire to do anything with me, nor did he expect for me to ever pay him back for what he had done for me. But one thing he did ask, which I promised him I would do. And that was, if for any reason he needed a favor from me in return, he would consider that as payment in full for what he had given me. A new life."
Maggie sat back digesting everything that May had told her about her father. She realized then and there that there was so much she didn't know about him or about herself for that matter.
"Am I that favor?" Maggie asked her. Once again May gave her a knowing smile.
"But one in which I accept gladly," she told Maggie. "You see, I found out early on that I would never be able to bare children of my own. It was one of the reasons I never married. Not many men wanted a wife who was barren for one thing. And for the other, no man wanted a woman who had once lived the sort of life that I had either."
"What was it like?" Maggie asked cautiously. "What I mean is...what is it like being with a man anyway?" Now it was May's turn to look surprised.
"How old are you?" she asked again.
Maggie blushed. "Nineteen, Twenty in three months, remember?"
"Yes, I know. I just wanted to know if you knew how old you were. A lot of women your age are already married by now." May's comment wasn't meant to be stinging, but Maggie heard the implication. She really was way too innocent. "So you mean to tell me, you've never ever been with a man?"
"No! Never!" Maggie exclaimed almost indignantly. Just as quickly blushing as she remembered that day not so long ago when she had witnessed Kathryn and Phillip "fucking" in the barn below her.
Long into the night they spoke. Maggie asked, May answered. Maggie's eyes grew wide as she learned about womanhood, femininity. And more importantly, the pleasures that a man and a woman could enjoy and experience with one another. One thing May did that her father could never do, was answer her personal intimate questions. Perhaps it was one reason why after that episode in the barn her father had decided to bring her here. To find out from an expert. Someone who knew, and who wouldn't feel squeamish or shy about answering her questions. All of them. And as Maggie found out, she had a lot of questions to ask.
#
Maggie soon settled in to her new life. Business was brisk. For the first time in recent memory according to May, it was the first time in a long time that the boarding house was filled. With the threat of war on every radio, every newspaper, enlistments were up. Young men everywhere were either joining the services or thinking about it. As they did, job openings became available. Men from nearly everywhere were coming to town looking for work now that the great depression seemed to finally be over with. As such, Maggie was busy all day long from dawn to dusk. Cleaning rooms, helping with the three guaranteed meals for their guests, Maggie had little if any time for herself any more.
"Maggie?" May had asked her while ironing sheets and bedding one evening just before retiring.
"Yes?"
"We need to go upstairs and make up the bed for our new boarder," she'd told her. "You know, Mr. Peterson. Anyway, I didn't have any fresh linen at the time. Would you mind running these up and making the bed before he starts complaining?" she'd asked.
"Yes May," Maggie said gathering up the freshly laundered, ironed sheets. By the time she had reached his room, he was on his way down to "inquire" about his bedding as he'd told her in the hallway. Maggie had apologized profusely, indicating to him in the hall that she was on her way up when she had stumbled into him. He hadn't scolded her really, in fact, seemed rather polite given the late hour and all. Maggie quickly scurried to his room and began making the bed, hearing him having entered behind her, closing the door as he did.
"You really are a rather beautiful young woman," he had told her. Continuing to make his bed, Maggie didn't turn to face him. She felt her face flush with the compliment, and didn't want him to see her reddened features.
"Thank you," she said simply. "That's very kind of you to say sir. But I am not what they call a 'pretty one'," she stated honestly.
"Ah...but you are!" he assured her with a great deal of confidence. "Do you not see what you have aroused in me?" For the first time, Maggie turned to face him. And when she did, she nearly fainted.
"Mr. Peterson!" Maggie exclaimed in surprise. "Your, your..."
"Say it!" he demanded from her grinning lustily. "Say it girl! You know what it is!"
It was like déjà vu. Almost trance-like Maggie remembered hearing the words. "Cock, prick, penis."
Maggie stood mesmerized as she saw Mr. Peterson stroking his very hard very erect penis, which he had produced from inside his pants. Maybe she should have run from the room informing May of what he was doing. But she also remembered May telling her that Mr. Peterson had paid full price for the room, and not only that, he had paid ahead for the entire month. May was grateful for his business, as she had really needed the money.
"Well?" he'd asked once again as she stood there staring at him.
"Cock. Prick. Penis," she said in an almost hypnotic monotone.
"Ah. So you do know the words," he'd said lustily. "Do you also know the feel of one? Are you familiar with the pleasures?"
Maggie shook her head, clearing her senses, realizing where all of this was surely leading. "No. I am not!" she stated firmly, turning back around to finish making the bed. "And if you'd please kind sir, put away your...your..."
"My Cock? My Prick? My Penis?"
Maggie closed her eyes trying to force out the vision of his turgid member as he'd stood there stroking it so brazenly in front of her. The familiar feel of moisture began to gather between her legs, reminding her as vulgarly repulsive as this was, that it was also a tiny bit exciting for her as well.
"Please..." Maggie moaned softly. "I am still as yet a virgin and do not have knowledge of such things," she found herself admitting to him.
"You? Are...are, a virgin?" he said, a soft laugh accompanying the question.
"Yes sir, I am sir!" she said once again turning around to face him. Maggie had half hoped he had indeed put his erection away back inside his pants. But he had not. He was however no longer stroking it, allowing it to merely stand there stiffly pointing at her as though an accusing finger at her secret wantonness.
"I can't very well put it away like this now. Can I?" he questioned. "I must wait for it to go down," he said somewhat casually. Maggie made an effort to brush by him, but he moved over closer to the door standing in front of it. "Of course, if you were to help me with it, it would go down sooner."
"I will tell May that you have so improperly detained me," Maggie warned him finally. Knowing full well that if she were to upset him, he might very well ask for his money back, leaving. Thus hurting her friend and surrogate mother in the process.
Mr. Peterson studied her for a moment, weighing her threat. "Tell you what, how about a tiny little compromise?"
"A compromise?" Maggie ventured. Obviously her threat wasn't being taken too seriously. And she already knew she wouldn't go running off to May about it either, though she did vow to stay away from him as much as possible in the future. Never again allowing herself to be cornered like this. "What would you have me do?" she asked.
Mr. Peterson smiled victoriously, "Rub it for me, until I climax," he told her.
"Rub it? How? I've never done it before," Maggie said honestly, surprised that she would even consider such a thing.
Once again he began stroking his penis. "Just the way I'm doing now," he informed her. "Do you think you can do that? See? It's not all that difficult. And it feels so much better when someone else does it for you," he added.
Tentatively Maggie reached over replacing his hand with hers. She was surprised at the heat of it, which seemed to be coming through the flesh as she stood there holding him. She tried not to look, but found herself unable to do that, looking directly at his large swollen member as she continued to fondle him, feeling the bulbous head of his blood engorged penis.
"Hmm, yes. That feels nice," he murmured softly to her, almost whispering. "I like the feel of your hand upon me."
"Really?" Maggie asked somewhat surprised. She was a novice at this after all. Having never actually held a man's cock, prick, penis before.
"Yes, really. Now. Start pumping it a little more quickly for me. It will make it feel all the better, as well as making it soon spew all the faster." Maggie began doing as he'd asked her, keeping her eyes glued firmly to the red swollen prick she held in her tiny soft hand. Before she had even realized it, he had reached over cupping one of her firm breasts within his hand, beginning to knead it, caressing it gently. Maggie quit jacking him, stepping away.
"What are you doing?" she demanded.
"I'm sorry. I simply couldn't help myself. You have very lovely looking breasts. I thought perhaps..."
"Well you thought wrong!" Maggie told him. "Just because I've agreed to rub you off doesn't mean you have any right to touch me!" His amused smile dulled her own anger as she thought about how silly, how stupid that had actually sounded. She laughed. Surprising herself. Seeing the same grin spreading across his face.
"Very well. I promise I won't touch you again unless you should invite me to do so." Looking down at his neglected member, he raised an eyebrow at her without commenting further.
"What should I do with your spendings?" she asked gripping his prick once again.
Reaching up into his jacket pocket, he produced a handkerchief. "Here. Use this when it is time. I will tell you just before I spend. You may wrap it around my shaft just before I climax."
Maggie dutifully continued pumping his prick, covering it with the hanky when he told her that he was close. As she pumped him into the material, she saw it slicken with his juices, looking up Maggie saw the expression of pleasure upon his face as he smiled in ecstasy as her hand finished bringing him his orgasm. When he was done, she removed the hanky handing it back to him. As she did, he reached into his pocket withdrawing a shiny silver dollar.
"Here, this is for you."
"Don't take it Maggie!" May said coming into the room. "Or you'll be no different than I was so many years ago."
"May! I'm sorry! I, I...didn't know what else I should do?" Maggie stammered out with a great deal of embarrassment and shame.
May ignored her momentarily, turning to face Mr. Peterson, or Jack as she informally addressed him now. "Jack. Maggie may not actually be my own flesh and blood. But in the future, you will treat her as such. We both know why you're really here. And unless you wish to forfeit that particular little pleasure, you will never again accost Maggie under any circumstances. Now then, do we understand one another?"
Where Maggie stood, she caught a sly almost devilish little smile as the corners of Jack's lips curled almost imperceptibly. "Yes May...I do understand. But understand me as well. I also expect for you to live up to your end of the bargain too!"
Moving towards May, Jack boldly reached up, deftly beginning to undo the ties on her bodice unlacing them as she stood there. "Maggie? Perhaps you'd best leave now," May told her. Maggie nearly did just that, surprised as she took one step, then stopped turning back around to face her new best friend and mentor.
"May? I told you of my curiosities, my lack of experience and knowledge in such things. Unless you're dead set against my being here, I really would like to see what all the fuss is about first hand." Now it was May's turn to actually look surprised at Maggie's newfound boldness.
Even as Jack continued unlacing May's dress, she stood there studying Maggie's reaction, weighing the possibilities. "I was hardly more than your age when I gave up my precious virginity. I remember thinking that I had wished to have known more about what was happening to me than I did." May paused, considering her thoughts further before continuing. "I've not exactly performed for an audience before Maggie, but under the circumstances, if you wish it...you may stay." May immediately turned towards Jack. "Her presence here does not invite you however to include her in our coupling," she told him sternly. "Maggie is free to observe, even ask questions if she chooses to do so. But she is not here to satisfy any of your male fantasies."
Jack finished unlacing May's top, reaching in as he did to cup one of her firm supple breasts. "If it is her desire to join us at some point, would you not agree it would be her right to chose to do so?" He questioned, kneading her breast softly, toying with her aroused nipple. The catch in May's voice was clear.
"I...guess if it is by her choice, but not yours!" she said regaining control. Once again she turned towards Maggie. "Don't feel as though you need to do anything you're not comfortable in doing Maggie. Whatever that may be. And if you decide to leave at any time, do not think that I nor Jack here will think anything less of you for doing it."
Jack released May's breast stepping back towards the bed. Keeping his eye on Maggie, he began undressing himself, as did May. Maggie felt her face begin to color, determined however not to allow Jack to get the best of her as he continued to remove his clothing. Obviously his intention was to see just how far he could go in embarrassing her perhaps, though she felt by the look and expression on his face he was far more interested in seeing just how aroused she was actually willing to become. More determined now than ever, Maggie steeled herself against the onslaught of his gaze as he finally lowered his trousers removing his briefs, exposing his reawakened member. He brazenly smiled at her as once again his erection even more fully revealed to her, stood stiff, proudly poking from his groin.



Maggie had never seen a fully naked man before, especially a fully aroused one. Feeling the familiar tingling of moisture between her legs, she allowed herself the equally brazen, bold approach of staring at him rather than averting her eyes as she felt almost compelled to do. She noticed as she did, that his lines were hard and muscular. For a man of wealth and luxury, "soft" as her father once called men of such riches, he was hardly that. Surprisingly, Jack was lean where a man should be, amazingly muscular where it was expected a man should be as well. By now May had removed all of her clothing, taking the time to neatly fold them, placing them down on a nearby chair as opposed to the hap-hazard discarding of clothing that Jack had more lazily accomplished as he'd disrobed.
Maggie allowed herself a moment of appreciating the differences between them. As aroused as she found herself at actually seeing a naked man for the first time, she was equally pleased to note the softer, more voluptuousness of May's body as it was revealed to her. Though several years older than she was, Maggie found herself almost in awe of May's near perfectly sculptured breasts. Nearly identical in size, there was a sensual maturity in the way they lay suspended against May's chest that gave each a more lusty, sultry look to them as opposed to her own slightly more perky uplifted shape of youth. She found herself wondering, hoping actually that in time, hers would appear more like May's breasts did than the way hers appeared now. Even her slightly lighter areola's, seemed more sensual, more alluring than hers did. And Maggie found herself feeling self conscious about the way she looked.
With a grace born of experience and knowledge May moved fluidly towards the bed, placing herself upon it with out embarrassment or anxiety. Certainly without any fear or apprehension of any kind.
Even more amazingly to her perhaps, Jack didn't pounce upon May as she half expected him to do. With a surprising gentleness he positioned himself upon the bed at her side rather than immediately crawling up between May's vulnerably exposed thighs. Tenderly he embraced May's right breast, sucking the nipple carefully, softly as he teased it with both lips and tongue while Maggie stood there watching him do so.
"Come. Sit here upon the bed next to me," May said patting a spot on the bed indicating where she should sit. "You will be far more comfortable rather than standing the entire time, and...you will have a much better place to observe things if you are here beside me," she added.
It was to both May's as well as Jack's astonished looks however that Maggie first removed her outer dress, revealing her undergarments. And though she made no further effort to remove those, just in the removal of what she had taken off brought a brief smile to not only Jack's face, but to May's expression too.
"I will be more comfortable dressed like this," Maggie offered by way of explanation as she sat upon the down filled mattress. Jack immediately returned to his explorations of May's breasts, now cupping and kneading them both with his hands while alternating between them, licking and teasing May's nipples to an even greater firmness.
Maggie had never felt the touch of anyone's mouth upon her own breasts of course, curious as to what pleasures and enjoyments May could possibly be experiencing from such an activity. Yet, it was obvious by the look of rapture upon her face that she was. Trying to emulate the sensation perhaps, Maggie quickly reached around undoing the clasp from her own bra, discarding it as carelessly as had Jack when he'd disrobed earlier. Watching as Jack lightly tickled May's hard twin nubbin's of flesh, Maggie wet the tip of one finger with her mouth, placed it upon her own stiff eraser-sized nipple, encircling it as she imagined the sensation of Jack's tongue would be doing to it instead. Maggie had never before actively sought to further arouse herself in this way. Yes, she had touched her breasts before but never purposely attempting to stimulate herself as she was doing now. It felt good in a way. But it was obviously far short of the pleasure May was experiencing by the look on her face.
"Is it truly so different?" Maggie asked wondering. May opened her eyes glancing at Maggie as she continued to finger-fondle her own nipples in imitation to the way Jack's tongue continued to encircle, stab and flick at May's breasts. Seeing that Maggie's breasts were now bare, mere inches away from her face, she spoke to her.
"Come, bring yourself closer to me and I will show you," May said breathlessly.
Maggie struggled briefly with a myriad of emotions. Sitting there almost abstractedly witnessing a very intimate moment between Jack and May had gotten her admittedly aroused as well as curious. "Curious enough?" she wondered. May was after all the closest thing she had to a sister, mother and friend. But could she subject herself to an even greater level of intimacy? With another woman? It was as though time had stood still as the onrush of thought swamped her reasoning. Even as she considered it however, she watched as though going through an out of body experience, finding herself leaning over towards May who patiently waited to see what Maggie would in fact do.
Looking down at herself, Maggie saw May's full lips begin to pucker in anticipation as she leaned forward, unaware as she did that she had cupped her right breast within her own hand, holding it in offering. To which, May accepted it delicately, her warm rich lips encircling the maddened sensitive nubbin of flesh.
"Oh my!" Maggie exclaimed the moment she felt May's lips pull on it. In addition to that initial sensation of sweet teasing gentleness, Maggie felt what seemed like a surge of electrical current streaking through her body in a millisecond, manifesting itself in another, even greater feeling between her legs. "Good heavens!" she added a second later.
"You like that huh?" May asked.
"Oh. Yes!" Maggie exclaimed eyes wide open in total and complete wonder as May continued tonguing her extended tit. "I never realized..."
"Not quite the same is it?" May stated, Maggie's nipple still softly, lightly held between her lips as she spoke.
"As...as what?" Maggie questioned back, her mind having become slightly disoriented as she succumbed to the unbelievable pleasure she was experiencing.
"Licking it yourself silly." Maggie's eyes opened even wider as she looked down into May's.
"I've never done that," she replied honestly watching as May once again encircled her tit, nipping it gently.
"Never? You've never even thought about doing that to yourself?"
"No, why would I?" she questioned back just as innocently and truthfully. May laughed.
"You really do have a lot to discover don't you?" It was a rhetorical question but Maggie nodded her head in the affirmative once again feeling a second surge of pleasured ecstasy sting the nodule of nerves quivering between her rapidly moistening split.
"May?"
"Yes Maggie."
"Why am I feeling what you're doing...down there," she asked. "I mean, I'm feeling it there too, you know? My nipples... But I'm also feeling it, well you know, inside myself."
"You mean you're enjoying the way it makes your clitoris feel?" May asked.
"My what?"
May actually pushed Jack up placing herself in a sitting position. She was looking at her with astonishment. "Do you not know what a clitoris is?" Even Jack was looking at her with amusements clearly etched in his face.
"No. Should I?" Jack laughed unable to keep himself from doing so.
"It's not funny Jack," May said pushing him completely away from herself now. He quit laughing, but his smile was even broader than before.
Positioned as she was, May allowed her legs to open widely, obscenely. Maggie was surprised at her display, showing herself so revealingly as she did with Jack watching it all with abject amusement. "Come here Maggie. Look at me." Maggie looked, allowing her gaze to be directed to where May was obviously indicating. She had reached down, spreading herself a part with her own hands which in turn caused Maggie to flush profusely as she realized in that moment not only what it was she was doing, but what it was that May was wanting her to more closely look at. "Trust me Maggie. You need to learn more about yourself. Let me show you what I mean."
Maggie scooted a little closer on the bed until she had a fairly unobstructed view of what May was indeed trying to show her, exposing for her as she purposely dug her fingers into her outer lips, parting them, revealing the tiny soft looking pearl of glistening flesh that stood at the apex of her hair-lined furrow.
"That's a...a clitoris?" Maggie asked, her voice quivering.
"Yes Maggie. Such a tiny thing that is so very capable of causing a woman to experience so much pleasure."
"Pleasure? How?" Once again May looked at her, almost in shock this time. "Tell me Maggie...have you never?"
"Never what?"
"Experienced an orgasm, you know, that extreme delirious pleasure that sends your mind spinning, heart soaring, body convulsing?"
Maggie thought back to the tiny little pinprick of a tingle she had given herself when she had so accidentally caressed herself with her finger. "I don't know. Maybe?"
"Oh my. You never have, have you?" May exclaimed in knowing bewilderment. "Which means, you've never masturbated have you?"
It became obvious that Maggie had no knowledge of that particular word either. Her look was confused, bewildered.
"Go over to the dresser and hand me that mirror," May told her. Maggie stood up from the bed, reached the dresser and returned with the mirror, handing it to her.
"Remove your underwear," she said in as comforting a voice as possible. Even with Jack sitting there quietly watching as well as listening to all this, Maggie did as she was told to do. Only slightly embarrassed as she revealed herself entirely, especially with a man sitting there only a few feet away. Maggie stood next to the bed looking down at her friend. May swiveled herself around placing her feet down upon the floor directly in front of her. "Now, spread your legs a little Maggie."
Awkwardly she did so.
"A little wider Maggie," May gently said coaxing her. "That's better. Now, reach down with your hands spread yourself a part a little for me," she further coaxed. With trembling nervous hands, she did. May positioned the mirror slightly upwards at an angle. "Can you see?"
"Ah, yes," Maggie stated in an equally quivering voice.
"It's alright Maggie, I know you're nervous. That's ok. I'm not going to do anything to hurt you. I'm here to help you. You believe that don't you?" May asked.
"Yes May."
"That's better. Now then, what do you see? Can you see yourself? Completely?" Maggie looked. Looked again. Without thinking she grasped her reddened blood engorged lips pulling them a part even wider. The same small pearly looking button of flesh stood out proudly almost winking at her.
"Is...is that it?" she wondered aloud. "My...my clit, my um, ah..."
"Clitoris. Yes Maggie. Or clit, clitty if you prefer."
"I like clitty," Jack said from the other side of the room. Maggie was momentarily distracted, quickly closing her legs together upon realizing that he was staring at her just as curiously as she was doing to herself.
"Never mind him Maggie. Listen to me. And as for you Jack, be quiet or we can finish this up alone, without your continued presence here!" she warned him. For once, Jack did exactly as he was told to do. He wasn't about to miss any of this for anything.
May had Maggie spread her legs repositioning the mirror as she did. Maggie was surprised to see May reach over at that moment and gingerly place the tip of one finger just barely inside the warmth of her folds. It was as though an electric shock had coursed through her, and she trembled. Withdrawing her finger May looked at it smiling at the slick lubrications that coated the tip. Reaching towards her again, she placed the end of her finger directly against that pink bit of flesh, lightly caressing it, using the lubrication to allow it to more smoothly glide over the surface. Maggie's knee's buckled and she nearly went down.
"Easy Maggie, easy. Here, balance yourself, hold onto my shoulder while I do this for you." Setting aside the mirror, she waited for Maggie to do as she'd asked. Maggie braced herself, one hand on either of May's shoulders. "Spread your legs just a little more for me," she instructed. And again, Maggie did so. Keeping her eyes closed, she heard as well as sensed movement as Jack came around to sit down beside May on the bed. She opened her eyes briefly to confirm that, seeing a cautionary look from May towards him as he settled down next to her. "Remember what I told you," she more whispered than spoke at him. A moment later, Maggie felt the gentle delicate touch of May's finger upon her as she once again began to caress her "Clitoris!" Maggie near screamed inside her head.
"Just allow yourself to concentrate on what I'm doing, what it feels like," May urged her. Maggie did so, feeling the exquisite slow gentle stroking of her flesh. As May continued to touch her, she felt sensations she had never known before, engulfing her. She was amazed, if not somewhat alarmed at the intensity of which she felt, how so small, so simple a tiny thing as this "clitoris", she allowed herself to outwardly moan as May's finger continued the wonderful delicate dance upon it's slippery smooth surface.
"Yes Maggie, Clitoris," she confirmed having heard her actually speak the word a moment a go. "How it is feeling?" she asked after a momentary pause. "Are you enjoying what I am doing to you?"
"Yes! Yes! Oh yes May, yes!" Maggie was surprised at her own boldness, whatever inhibitions she may have known were melting away as ice-cream having fallen from it's cone onto a hot sidewalk. Fact was, it was almost painfully ticklish. Weak-kneed, her pussy tingling like it had never done before, and feeling better at this very moment than she ever had, simply added to her overall confusion. Somewhere inside her, some inner voice kept screaming at her that she shouldn't be enjoying this as much as she was. Especially at the hands of another woman! Maggie struggled with her inner self, on the verge of actually speaking out, saying something when May unexpectedly increased the incredible manipulations of her clit.
"Hmm, now then...how does that feel Maggie? Isn't that even better? I rather like it myself," she said as her finger flew rapidly back and forth across the smooth slippery flesh of her clit.
She didn't even realize what she was doing, but as she stood there, her knees threatening to buckle at any moment, her nipples aflame with a tingling that threatened to make her go mad. And a "clitoris" that was rapidly becoming the greatest invention since radio, Maggie dug her hands deeply into May's shoulders hanging on for dear life.
"That's it Maggie...feel it, feel it, feel it girl!" she continued to urge her. And then Maggie did feel it. Felt something anyway. Much like a runaway freight train heading towards her. As her heart began to palpitate wildly, every nerve ending that existed seemed to begin to short circuit. Light-headed, feeling faint, Maggie worried briefly that something was wrong. Nearly bolting from the room at that moment, she was about to do just that when a gigantic tidal wave of pleasure seized her from the inside out. As it gripped her in a fiery cosmic embrace, she felt herself succumbing to it, felt the train crashing head on in an explosion of such magnitude that she heard a scream somewhere off in the distance. Realizing as she did, that it was a woman's scream, her scream. As a thousand tiny pulsating fragments of light filled her head, spiraling her away into the night, Maggie gave herself over to the pleasure becoming the darkness that encompassed her.
#
Maggie woke. Alone, naked, lying in her own bed. Tendrils of sunlight poked their fingers through the blinds of her bedroom window alerting her to the fact that it was morning. Early morning. Her mind was still foggy; she struggled with the memory of what had happened the night before. "How did I get here?" she wondered briefly. She vaguely recalled standing before May by the side of the bed. The sudden onrush of extreme satisfying pleasure, and then nothing. Only blackness. With her thoughts suddenly beginning to clear, she remembered how May had touched her. "There!" she thought reaching down between her legs, gingerly, tentatively touching the same spot that May had. At first she felt only the familiar tingling she had caused herself when she had last, almost accidentally touched herself. Determined however, Maggie continued to lightly caress herself; feeling as she did the sudden intensified sensations that she had felt May give to her the night before.
"Oh good. You're up!" May said from the doorway. "How are you feeling?" Maggie had been concentrating so hard on the delicious sensations between her legs that she hadn't even heard her bedroom door opening, or realized that May was standing there until she had spoken. With her legs spread as they were, the sheets partially raised, upon hearing the sound of May's voice Maggie immediately closed her legs together. But it was already too late; May knew by her sudden reaction what it was she'd been doing.
"Feels good doesn't it?" May smiled while saying, approaching the bed, sitting down. Maggie felt her face flush with embarrassment, evading May's question by asking one.
"What happened last night anyway?"
May began running her fingers through Maggie's long dark hair effectively smoothing a few of the tangles from her sleep. "You fainted," May said simply. "Though if I remember right, I think I did too the first time I had an orgasm."
"That's an orgasm? That's what its like? Every time?" In her excitement and enthusiasm to try and comprehend what had happened to her, she had sat up in her bed forgetting she was still naked for the moment, asking question after question from May without waiting for an answer to any of them. "What happened to me after I fainted? How'd I get back in my room anyway?"
"Whoa!" May said, finally stopping her, smiling broadly. "One question at a time here!"
"Oh. I'm sorry May, I'm still a little bit confused about everything I guess."
"That's ok honey, I know you have a lot of questions on your mind. Lets see, your first question. Yes, that was an orgasm, or at least I hope it was. Otherwise there really is something wrong with you," she said outwardly chuckling now. "It's been a very long time since I've seen anyone climax like that, but you sure did kiddo." Maggie realized in sitting up she had revealed her breasts fully to May's gaze. But under the circumstances, it seemed a little silly to worry about covering herself up now.
"Does it feel like that every time?" she asked, waiting for May to answer her this time.
"No. Not every time. But a lot of the time, yes. And as to what happened to you after you fainted, well...Jack stood up catching you just before you collapsed. Once we were both assured you had merely fainted, he carried you into your room where I then covered you leaving you to sleep."
"Oh," Maggie said simply trying to remember. "Nothing else happened?" she asked curiously.
"I assume you're asking about Jack. No, nothing else happened. Not that he didn't wish it as he told me later. Watching the two of us, watching you climax for the first time certainly had him rather amorous. Which I can honestly tell you I was the benefactor of after we returned to his room." Now Maggie saw that May was actually blushing slightly.
"Is Jack angry with me?"
May gave her a puzzled look. "Why would he be angry?"



"For showing him just how naive I really am," Maggie stated as though it made perfect sense to her.
"Oh Maggie. You truly are an innocent delight, do you know that?" May said laughing lightly. "I'm going to enjoy teaching you about pleasure," she added a moment later, much more seriously as she spoke. "Last night was your first lesson. And now, I think it would be most appropriate to give you your second." May pulled down the sheet the rest of the way, revealing Maggie's nude form entirely. To May's initial surprise, Maggie didn't respond negatively or even act as though she was embarrassed by the sudden revelation of her nakedness. If anything she appeared excitedly enthusiastic.
"Are you going to do that to me again?" she asked hopefully.
"No. But you are," May said. "But don't worry, I'll help you and teach you how."
"You will?" By way of an answer May quickly slipped in behind Maggie spreading her own legs so that Maggie could more comfortably lean back against her. As she did, May began softly caressing her breasts toying with her already aroused nipples and began to tell her exactly what it was she wanted her to do.
The sound of May's soothing voice as she described each and every sensation she was giving herself in intimate detail was incredibly exciting enough. But as her fingers explored, probed and teased her aroused "clitty" as Maggie had decided to call it, the pleasure she felt while May continued talking to her was enhanced ten fold.
After a fairly lengthy amount of time and tender instruction, Maggie began to sense the familiar sensations she'd experienced the night before just moments before the pleasure had seized her, overwhelming her senses. "I think it's going to happen again," she stated breathlessly. "I can feel it beginning to start, just like it did last time."
"Good. Keep going Maggie. Let it happen, let the sensation come to you just like it did, but don't fight it this time, simply let it happen." Seconds later, it did.
"Oh god...May!" Maggie squealed in delight as she felt the first powerful constrictions tighten inside. But unlike before, she didn't faint from the pleasure this time, riding it out until the comforting warmth of an almost soothing, cleansing sensation began to take over from the more intense one she'd just experienced. May had continued to fondle her, talking to her softly and urging her on. Now, even May's gentle caress slowed in perfect harmony with the afterglow that she found herself basking in.
Several minutes later after she had more fully recovered she turned to her asking. "May? Can we do that again? Soon?" Once again May chuckled delightedly.
"Later. Much later. Right now we have breakfast to prepare for our guests and plenty of other chores to be done as well. But. If you get everything done, and done well. Then perhaps later we'll have another lesson or two."
"Or two?" Maggie said jumping up out of bed smiling excitedly.
"Like I said. We'll see. Now you'd best hurry and get yourself dressed. We have a busy day ahead of us. A very busy day!"
#
With as many guests as who were staying, Maggie found very little time for herself the entire day. Long after the guests had been fed their evening meal, May caught up with her just as she was changing the bedding in the last room.
"When you're done, and after you've had a bath, come to Jack's room." She'd said almost conspiratorially. May left before Maggie could say anything to her.
"I wonder what she has planned?" she asked herself, a small smile spreading across her face as she continued to think about it. With renewed vigor, Maggie quickly finished making the bed in preparation for a nights sleep, and then hurried down the hallway to the bathroom hoping that none of the other guests had it currently occupied. She'd only have ten minutes anyway as that was the house rule. As such, she'd begun washing herself, almost ready to rinse before there was more than a couple of inches of water in the tub.
Having dressed only in a simple nightshirt with nothing on beneath it, Maggie made her way down the hall heading towards the stairs, which led to the upper bedrooms. Passing by the parlor, Maggie noticed only one or two guests gathered around listening to the radio. Neither of them noticed her as she rounded the corner taking the stairs two at a time as quietly as it was possible for her to do. Jack's room was the furthest down the hall, conveniently just across from May's room. Hers was the master suite, and as such, the biggest bedroom in the entire boarding house. Maggie approached Jacks door, stopping and listening quietly for any sounds. Hearing nothing, she knocked anyway.
"Come!" she heard Jack call to her from inside the room. Maggie tried the knob on the door, for some reason surprised when it turned, opening. Why she had expected it to be locked she wasn't sure. Even more surprising, the room was dark except for the single soft glow of a burning candle on the nightstand. It took barely an instant for her eyes to adjust to the much dimmer lighting. When they did, she got the surprise of her life. Jack was naked, lying atop the bed. May was equally so though kneeling over him. But what she hadn't anticipated seeing, was that May had Jack's penis inside her mouth!
"Quickly. Close the door!" Jack admonished her. Suddenly aware that she had been standing half in and half out of the room, Maggie stepped inside, closing the door behind her. Maggie looked over towards May who was only then sitting back up though still holding on to Jack's very turgid erection.
"You ready for another lesson?" she asked. Maggie nodded her head yes though barely perceptible as she did. "Then come over to the bed Maggie. It's time you learned about orally pleasuring someone. After which, we'll teach you what it's like to be orally pleasured."
"Is that...is that what you were doing to Jack? With your mouth?" she asked nervously.
"Yes, it's called fellatio. Now, watch me for a few minutes, and then you try it." May stated.
"Fellation?" Maggie asked quizzically.
"No, fellatio. It's a French word, fellatus, meaning to suck, or to give oral stimulation of the penis," May instructed.
"Is there a word for, for orally pleasuring a woman?"
"She learns pretty fast doesn't she?" Jack said joining in.
"You have no idea!" May stated almost proudly. "You should have seen our young pupil here this morning!"
"May!" Maggie almost shouted blushing furiously as she recalled the intimate moment she had shared with May just that morning.
"Oh Maggie, my dear sweet innocent Maggie. Sex is not a dirty subject to speak only secretly of, with whispers and hidden meanings. It is a pleasure to be enjoyed, shared. Certainly expressed with laughter, gaiety and a desire to experience the ultimate thrills and satisfactions. I know how much you loved, and miss your father. But Maggie, listen to me. As much as I admired your father, and as much as I know that you loved him, he had a lot to learn about loving a woman, or allowing himself to be loved by a woman. I think he came to understand that Maggie. Which I believe is the main reason why he eventually brought you here to live with me."
May's words rang true. Maggie had already arrived at that same conclusion herself quite some time ago. Knowing full well what May had been at one time, her father also knew with her then recent experience, that out of all the people, Doctor's included, it was May he had taken her to meet and live with.
"Anyway, to answer your question. Yes. The oral pleasuring, stimulation if you will of a woman's vulva, is again a form of a French word. Cunnilingus. But for the moment Maggie, lets first learn and come to understand the oral pleasuring of a man first before we get ahead of ourselves. Shall we?" Again Maggie nodded her head in understanding. "Good. Now watch what I do."
May began licking, gently nibbling as well as sucking on Jack's stiff swollen prick. Maggie saw how she seemed to pay homage to it, devoting herself entirely to this unselfish act. She saw by Jack's expression that whatever it felt like, it was truly pleasurable and enjoyable to him. But even more surprisingly to her, she saw also by May's expressions that she was enjoying it almost as much as Jack was.
"Is it as enjoyable to do as to have done?" Maggie asked honestly. May smiled around the hard prick she continued sucking, stopping momentarily to turn to Maggie answering her question.
"It is...as long as you do so with your heart as well as your mind and soul," she told her. "Many would not find it to be so Maggie. And it is for those women who do not place themselves in a giving, loving frame of mind, that they truly miss the ecstasy and beauty that can be expressed, shared, by so intimate of an act. And so might I add, the reverse is also true. Jack?" May said looking up at him.
"Oh yes, yes of course," he commented. "I truly do enjoy eating pussy," he said throwing in.
"Pussy?"
"Jack, you really are incorrigible you know that? It's another term for a woman's vagina Maggie."
"Oh!" Maggie said finding the word a bit odd to describe that particular part of her body. May saw and understood her temporary confusion. "This morning, what you did to yourself was called masturbation. Remember, we discussed that. But it's also known in a far less formal way as petting. So if you think about it Maggie, this morning, you were petting your pussy. Now then, is that an easier way to understand it?" This time Maggie laughed as she considered the obvious similarities.
"Oh yes May. I do! I do! That makes far more sense to me now."
"Good. Now then, enough verbal instruction for the moment. It's your turn to see if you can provide Jack the same physical emotional pleasure that I was giving him."
Maggie hesitated only for a moment. Truth be told, she was anxious, even excitedly aroused to learn how to do this the same way that May had been doing it. "Like this?" Maggie said drawing Jack's cock into her mouth.
"Easy!" Jack stated almost immediately. "Not quite so hard. At first anyway," he finished grinning at her.
"Oh, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to hurt you," Maggie said apologetically.
"That's ok, it didn't really hurt, you just took me a little by surprise is all," he said easing her concerns.
"Softly Maggie," May once again instructed. "Imagine if you will an ice cream cone. Holding it in your hand, and the way that you enjoyed licking it, tasting the flavors and pleasure that it gave to you in doing so." Maggie licked. Softly. "Yes, that's it Maggie. Much, much better."
"Oh. I'll say!" Jack added once again laying back closing his eyes. "Good god May, she really is a quick study isn't she?"
Hearing Jack's approval as well as May's compliment of her quickly learned ability, Maggie indeed found herself enjoying the sensations, taste, as well as the incredible feel of Jack's firmness as she continued to experiment with his penis.
"Oh that's it baby! That's it!" Jack stated gripping her head pressing her even more rapidly up and down on his prick as she continued mouthing, sucking it.
"Ah Jack...maybe you'd better not," May began. But it was already too late for caution. Maggie felt the warmth of his spending filling her mouth. At first she gagged, feeling as though she might drown as his emissions continued filling her throat, blocking her airway.
Seeing Maggie's momentary panic, May quickly calmed her. "Think of the ice cream Maggie, swallow it as though it were ice cream. Simply open your throat, allow the warm sweet fluid to slide down. Trust me in this child...trust me." As Maggie listened to her mentor, the panic subsided and she quickly began doing exactly as May had instructed her to. Even as Jack continued spraying the inside of her mouth with his thick creamy essence, Maggie learned how easy it really was to perform this particular aspect of orally pleasuring a man.
"Bravo Maggie! Bravo!" Jack said a few minutes later. "Why, I don't think that May could have done that any better herself!" he said admiringly. And for the first time in a very, very long time. Maggie felt truly good about herself. Glad that she had been able to please someone so wonderfully, so intimately.
"And now Maggie. I think since you have proven yourself quite capable at performing fellatio. That it is only fitting, and fair that our Jack here introduce you to the fine art of cunnilingus. Don't you agree Jack?" May said turning to face him. Jack was already grinning most wickedly.
"Oh my yes May. Indeed. I so do look forward to deflowering this delicate young creature with my tongue."
May helped Maggie to remove her simple shift, laying her back down upon the bed. And, as she had done earlier that morning, May positioned herself in such a way that Maggie was once again laying between her legs, allowing May to again have access in caressing her soft pliant breasts.
If Maggie had thought the touch of May's finger, or even her own had been wonderfully pleasurable, as Jack began to titillate her sweet nubbin of flesh, Maggie's eyes popped open in wonder and surprise at the almost too sweet intensity that began to immediately devour her. "Oh fuck!" Maggie exclaimed. "Oh god! I'm sorry! I didn't mean...."
Both May as well as Jack were laughing. "Isn't it a wonderful thing to find oneself so over come with passion and desire, that we forget ourselves in such a wonderfully uninhibited way?" May stated. "Oh fuck! Is a most beautiful way to state the obvious Maggie. Never let yourself feel it to be otherwise."
"Oh fuck then!" Maggie said once again, tensing up at the sheer pleasure that Jack began bringing to her with his fluttering tongue and wet wicked lips as he sucked in her labia, kissing them, teasing them, driving her once again to that same plateau of ecstasy that she had so enjoyed earlier last evening.
As though in a dream, Maggie could just hear voices speaking out to her, though as far away, somewhere behind her, perhaps ahead. It mattered not. The pleasure was too great as she felt herself falling, listening to the far away voices.
"I think she's fainted once again," she last heard someone saying.
Unlike the previous evening, when Maggie awoke this time she found herself lying next to May. Jack was on top of her and it was obvious they were making love.
"She's back with us," Jack stated casually.
"How was it?" May asked in a very excited breath as she did, obviously feeling the intensity of their coupling.
"Wonderful!" Maggie exclaimed rolling onto her side facing them. "Are you fucking?" she asked.
Jack bellowed out a loud roaring laugh. "Holy shit May, this girl really is something isn't she?"
"I don't think the word something is quite what I'd use to describe her at the moment. More like randy perhaps," she agreed laughing along with him though far more quietly. "And yes Maggie, he is fucking me, and quite nicely so in fact. Would you like to actually get a closer view so that you can better understand just exactly what is happening?"
"Oh yes May, I would. I really, really would! Another lesson then?"
"Well yes, and no," May responded. "I think it's a bit early for you for any hands on experience here. But I think it will do you a world of good to see and become familiar with the mechanics of what we're doing here."
"Good grief May. Mechanics? Can you make this any more clinically detached for the poor girl?"
"What would you rather have me say?" May asked him teasingly.
"How about, I'm fucking my prick inside your cunt," he said vulgarly.
"Cunt?" Maggie questioned.
"Never mind Maggie," May told her. "Just another word for a vagina."
"Oh." Maggie said. "Actually, I rather liked the other one...pussy," she responded gaily.
"That makes two of us," May said grunting in pleasure as Jack increased their tempo.
"Hmm, well then make that three of us. As I surely do enjoy fucking this pussy!"
"May I see?" Maggie asked bending over closer to actually try and obtain a better view of what was actually taking place. Jack purposely withdrew nearly his full length from May's pussy. In doing so, May herself began explaining to Maggie what it was he was doing, and in affect, where and how his prick was actually entering her and stimulating her.
"I really would like to experience that," Maggie hopefully requested.
"You will Maggie. But not tonight. You are a virgin, remember? There are a few things we need to do to prepare you for that first."
"Such as?" she asked, still hoping.
"Now is not the time to get into it," May stated a bit more sternly than she might otherwise have spoken to her. "If you were to attempt this now, tonight. The potential for it being far more painful than it should be might very well cause you to distrust the act, as well as the pleasures that it will eventually bring you. Patience Maggie. Patience. Now, watch and learn."
Trusting May implicitly, Maggie did just that. And as she watched, she did learn. She found their coupling to be extremely erotic, very sensual. Even listening to the soft moans and groans that Jack and May shared together, added a whole new level of understanding and enjoyment to the experience. Maggie felt the familiar moisture gathering between her legs as she lay there beside the two of them, enjoying it as Jack's firm beautifully shaped penis continued to slip in and out of May's equally wet "pussy". Maggie thought to herself.
"Go ahead Maggie," May told her as though reading her mind. "Just because you won't be experiencing this particular pleasure this evening, doesn't mean you can't enjoy the one I taught you this morning."
Without thought to Jack's being there, Maggie quickly slipped a finger down between her legs, quickly locating that very special sensitive button that she had so wonderfully learned to pleasure that very morning.
"Oh," Maggie said, allowing the one worded pleasure to escape her lips as she felt that very special tingling sensation begin as she continued frigging herself.
"Oh what?" Jack asked teasingly.
"Oh. Fuck," Maggie quipped, enjoying the naughtiness of their unspoken game.
"You'll ruin her with your teasings," May warned Jack. "Keep it up, and no one will ever know her for the innocent she truly is."
"And you would have it otherwise?" he asked her. "Or you Maggie?" He looked turning towards her.
"Fuck no. And besides, I think it's far too late for that now," Maggie said, twirling her clit unabashedly, legs spread obscenely wide purposely giving both May as well as Jack a very good look at her red, swollen very puffy lips.
"You really are incorrigible Jack. And now I'm afraid, so is she!" Maggie continued to watch them, frigging her "clitty" and enjoying the sensation of it every bit as much as enjoying the fact that May and Jack both glanced at her from time to time, watching her pleasuring herself.
"Will he cum soon?" she asked.
"I'm fairly certain," May stated, already having sensed Jack's sudden increase as he began thrusting into her a bit more steadily indicating to her as he had in the past that he was reaching his pleasure.
"Why do you ask?"
"Just curious. Will he throw his semen into you, or no?" May laughed nearly as loudly as Jack had earlier. Jack's tempo slowed, as he was now aware of a renewed conversation taking place between them.
"It's a reasonable question May," Jack stated having taken interest. Jack felt May's pussy tighten, clenching about his prick. "Be nice Jack, or I'll bring you off here and now," she warned him. Turning back to face Maggie, she answered.
"It is entirely appropriate for a woman to expect the man to remove himself prior to ejaculation. Doing so upon her belly, unless he has of course been invited to do otherwise. Beforehand," she added carefully. "Obviously there is the concern for pregnancy of course, if one chooses not to use protection. And don't ask me about what that means now either!" Maggie had been about to do just that when May obviously saw the question forming on her lips. "In my case obviously, as I am incapable of having children, it is of no moment. In your case however, you should always ensure that your lover deposits his spunk upon your belly rather than inside your womb. Unless as I've already mentioned, you are using other means of protection to guard against becoming with child."



"So. You still haven't answered my question. Was he planning on spilling upon your belly, or within you?" she asked again.
"You'd like to see it I suppose?" May stated.
Maggie nodded her head. "Yes May, I would. I would very much like to see it," she told her expectantly.
"Very well then. Jack. Whenever you're ready. Pull it out and squirt on me so that Maggie can see how it is that your prick throws your pleasures."
Fascinated, Maggie sat there watching his penis spewing streamer after streamer of white sticky fluid onto the dark thatch of pubic hair between May's legs several minutes later. Even before he had finished his ejaculations, Maggie reached over with her finger dipping it in one long line of cum that stretched from her pussy all the way to her naval and began playing with it.
"Hmm, certainly is an interesting bit of excitement isn't it?" she asked innocently.
"I think we've created a monster May," Jack said.
"For once, I think you might be right Jack," May responded, watching as Maggie sat there rubbing his lubrications upon each of her nipples.
#
With Thanksgiving only a few days away, things had been hectic around the boarding house. So much so, that there hadn't been time to do much of anything else except for preparing meals and cleaning rooms. Most often Maggie fell into bed, exhausted from her day's labors, as did every one else, including May who also seemed to be struggling of late with a very severe cold. One by one however most of their guests began to travel off in differing directions, to spend the holiday with family or friends. For the first time since her arrival, Maggie found herself with free time on her hands, and a renewed interest in furthering her lessons. Even Jack had commitments, which required that he be gone over the holiday though he had promised to return by the following weekend. That had left only two other boarders at present, one an elderly woman who had lived at the house for several years now, more of a permanent resident than a guest. And the other a young woman not all that much older than Maggie who'd arrived just a few days previous in search of work.
"After you've delivered the breakfast tray to Mrs. Gails room, come back to my room." May had told Maggie. "We've fallen behind in your lessons," she'd added with a mysterious wink. Dutifully, Maggie had scurried from the kitchen with a bowl of fruit and dry toast, just as the elderly woman had requested. Normally she tried to spend a little time with each of the guests getting to know them better, and in some cases, as it was with Mrs. Gail, just spending a few moments of companionship. On this particular morning however, Maggie was in more than a hurry to return to May's bedroom. She was headed down the hallway towards May's room at the far end of the hallway when she passed by the bath just as the younger woman who'd recently arrived opened the door poking her head out.
"Oh good," she stated startling Maggie for a moment. "I was hoping to take a bath, but there aren't any fresh towels in the bathroom." Maggie silently chastised herself. She'd forgotten to get any earlier in her haste to return to May's room.
"I'm sorry. I'll go immediately downstairs and get some for you," she'd told her, turning in an instant, running. A few minutes later she returned with the towels, heard the water running in the bath and knocked on the door.
"Come in." she heard the young woman bid her to do.
Maggie turned the knob on the door stepping into the steamy bathroom. The younger woman had just finished removing her garters and stockings turning to face her in the nude before stepping down into the bath. Maggie found herself staring at her for a moment, not really meaning to, but stunned by the woman's near flawless body.
"Here are your towels," she stated setting them down on the cupboard next to the sink. "Can I get you anything else?" she asked buying time just so she could look at her a moment longer, appreciating her obvious beauty. "By the way, my name's Maggie."
"Lucille," the young woman said in return introducing herself. "But friends call me Lucy," she added. "And yes, if you would. It's been days since I've had a bath, and I'd appreciate it if you could help me wash my hair." Torn between wanting to hurry off to May's room for another lesson, or spending a few more moments at least with Lucy, Maggie decided that a short time longer here wouldn't hurt. May would no doubt realize that she had been detained, which she could explain sufficiently a little later.
"I'd be glad to," Maggie offered.
Lucy had blonde hair almost white, which was pinned in a tight bun at the back of her head. "Here, let me help you with those," Maggie offered reaching up to allow her long hair to settle down more comfortably upon the woman's shoulders as she removed the hairpins. As she did, she glanced briefly at Lucy's much smaller, yet still very firm breasts. Each was capped with a pale pink smallish nipple, though they had puckered considerably upon her having entered the bath. To her embarrassment, Maggie saw that Lucy had caught her staring at them.
"Is something wrong?" Lucy asked.
"Oh no. I'm sorry. I was just admiring your breasts," Maggie said honestly. "You have beautiful breasts, and I don't think I've ever seen a prettier color of nipple," she'd said innocently.
"Thank you," Lucy responded smiling at her. "It's been a long time since anyone has told me that. But I'm sure that yours are equally pretty."
"Oh no, they're not. At least I don't think they are!" Maggie exclaimed. "Not as pretty as yours are at least."
"Oh? Well then, show them and I will see for myself," Lucy responded. Maggie had become far more comfortable with herself in the past few days. And besides, having another woman merely asking to see her breasts didn't constitute any sort of a liaison or interest in her as far as Maggie was concerned. It was after all a simple request. Though actually showing her wasn't. Maggie realized immediately it would be far easier to remove her shift as opposed to try and struggle out of it from the top down. Seeing her dilemma, Lucy helped Maggie to make up her mind about it.
"Why don't you simply remove it? Then I can see you much easier that way." In agreement with her, Maggie stood and simply pulled the shift she was wearing up and over her head. She hadn't worn a bra in anticipation of heading to May's room for her lesson, so uncovering herself was done quickly and easily.
"See?" she said standing before Lucy in nothing more than her panties. "They really aren't as pretty as yours are." Maggie looked down, examining herself. As Maggie did have much larger, fuller breasts than Lucy, her darker, considerably larger areolas seemed even more enhanced as they stood out upon the tip of each tit. As she remained, even with the hot steam of the bathroom surrounding her, she felt each of her nipples puckering tightly causing them to grow erect as Lucy continued to sit there gazing at her.
"They're darling Maggie!" Lucy said simply. "Come here and sit down on the edge of the tub so that I might kiss them." Even Lucy's request seemed more like a compliment, an admiration rather than a seduction. So Maggie moved over sitting down so that she could. Almost immediately Maggie felt the sweet surge of arousal course through her as Lucy gingerly wrapped her soft lips around the hardened nipple of one breast, while simultaneously feeling Lucy's hand reach up cupping the other.
"Oh, hmm," Maggie allowed herself to breathe, the mumblings of her pleasure louder than she might have thought them to be as suddenly a knock came upon the bathroom door, moments later.
"Maggie? Are you in there? A bath wasn't necessary before beginning another lesson," she heard May teasingly tell her through the door.
"I am May," Maggie responded immediately. "I came to deliver fresh towels to Lucy." There was a momentary pause before Maggie heard May do anything. When she did, it was the sound of the door opening.
Though not necessarily surprised by what she discovered as she entered, she did however cast a curious look towards both women as she stepped in closing the door behind her.
"I see you've met our new boarder," May said walking over to the toilet, seating herself.
"Hello May," Lucy spoke first. "I asked Maggie if she wouldn't mind helping me wash my hair after having brought me fresh towels."
Once again May remained silent as she sat there looking at the two women. It wasn't exactly an awkward silence, but Maggie couldn't help but wonder about the sudden tension that seemed to fill the atmosphere of the room.
"I once knew Lucy's mother," May stated suddenly. Maggie glanced towards Lucy but didn't see any sign that this was news to her either. She had of course seen May and Lucy conversing for a considerable amount of time after her arrival and merely assumed they had been discussing her stay. "Her mother and I once worked together," she added after a moment more of silence.
Maggie's eyes raised in comprehension as she remembered what it was May used to do for a living.
"Mother thought I should look May up to see if she could help me land a job someplace," Lucy said. "And though mother knew May was no longer in the business, she hoped that she might still know a few people who might be willing to help me without taking undue advantage of me."
"How old are you anyway?" Maggie asked.
"Twenty two."
Hardly much older than she was herself, Maggie couldn't even begin to imagine actually wanting to become a "Lady of the evening," as May had called her self. Knowing that May had once worked in that profession was far different than doing so now by her way of thinking.
"Is there really that much money in it?" Maggie asked curiously.
"There can be if you get to know the right people," Lucy said thoughtfully. "Anyway, the water's beginning to grow cold now and I really could use the help in washing my hair."
To both Lucy and Maggie's surprise, May stood up beginning to unlace the front of her dress. "Might as well help as long as I'm here," she said. "And I don't feel like getting my dress wet," she added as she quickly finished removing it.
Together they quickly washed Lucy's long blonde hair. As soon as they had finished, Maggie figured that she and May would immediately retreat back to her bedroom, which in a way they did, but not before May had invited Lucy to join them.
"If you're interested," she'd begun. "I'm instructing Maggie in the art of pleasure. As we have a bit of time ahead of us before we need to worry about doing anything, I was planning on doing so now. As I said, if you'd care to join us, I'm sure that Maggie might find your participation as well as my own quite stimulating." Maggie was surprised when Lucy immediately accepted.
"I'd love to!" she'd indicated stepping out of the bath to dry her self. "Just before you came in, I had been in fact telling Maggie just how beautiful I thought her breasts looked. And now, I find myself equally as anxious to see yours." May gave Lucy a demure smile. "Bring Lucy to my room dear," she said addressing Maggie. "As soon as the two of you are done here." May quickly left after having gathered her dress taking it with her rather than putting it back on again.
"Just how innocent of a woman are you?" Lucy asked curiously.
"Very," Maggie responded blushing. "But May has been kind enough to show me several things already."
"Hmm, I'll bet she has," Lucy said chuckling. "From what my mother told me about her, May was one of the best. The very best." Maggie didn't respond verbally to that, but she silently found herself agreeing. From what she had experienced with her so far, she had no doubt as to May's sensuality and open mindedness. "I wonder what lesson she has for you today?" Lucy questioned.
"I don't know, but I think she mentioned something about helping me so that when I finally do lose my virginity, it won't be nearly as unpleasant as it could be."
"You mean to tell me you're still a virgin?" Lucy said in honest surprise.
"Yes, yes I am," Maggie answered.
"Well then, let us hurry to her room. I'm very interested myself in what lesson she would have for you to learn this day."
Minutes later the two of them headed down the hallway towards May's bedroom and for Maggie, what would end up being one of the most sensual afternoon's she had ever spent, and would forever more remember.
#
Like May, neither of them had bothered dressing. By the time they had reached May's bedroom, she was already naked, lying on the bed waiting for them.
"Come, sit down next to me on the bed Maggie. I think it's time for you to learn about the inside of yourself as much as you've discovered about the outside of your femininity. And, I think having the two of us here to compare things with will give you an even better understanding, as well as the subtle differences between women." At May's direction, both were soon as naked as she was, Maggie sitting beside her with Lucy having pulled one of May's dressing chairs closer to the side of the bed facing them both.
By now there was very little that May could do to surprise her. Even as they sat talking in medical terms, even "mechanical" as Jack had referred to them, Maggie found herself becoming more and more aroused the longer they continued to sit there. After a time however, Maggie noticed that May had unabashedly begun stroking herself, inserting one and then eventually two fingers inside her vagina.
"Do so yourself," she told Lucy who'd been watching just as wonderingly amazed as Maggie had first been when being around her in the beginning. "Make yourself accepting so that when I instruct Maggie to touch the inside of you, she can do so without unpleasant friction."
As May had more required of her, rather than suggesting, Lucy began doing just that. She wasn't necessarily uncomfortable frigging herself in front of someone; she had in fact done so quite often with an old school chum of hers several years passed. But it had been a while since she had so openly fondled herself in this manner.
"Maggie, come now and kneel down on the floor in front of me." Maggie did so looking up at May expectantly for further direction. "Now then, give me your hand." Maggie gave it to her, felt May's soft smooth grasp as she gently folded all of her fingers except one, her middle finger. "Ease it into me," she told her, showing her how to do so, palm up as Maggie knelt on the floor before her slipping the tip of her finger barely inside May's pussy until she was herself more confident as to what she was doing.
"Yes, that's it. Now slip it inside me fully and let it rest inside for a moment. I will tell you what to do, and what it is you are feeling as you do it."
Maggie continued to listen carefully to May's instructions, finding herself even more aroused than she had been but a few minutes ago as she caressed the warm soft places inside May's pussy.
"That's good. Now, I want you to do the exact same things to Lucy's that you have done to mine so that you can discover both the differences as well as the similarities."
Maggie merely spun around on her heels now facing Lucy who was sitting with one leg casually thrown over the arm of the chair, thus even more fully exposing, opening herself than the position in which May had been in. The first thing Maggie noticed before she'd even touched her with her finger was the elongated puffy-looking lips of Lucy's labia in comparison to either May's or her own. From behind, she could hear the smile in May's tone of voice as she spoke.
"Ah yes Maggie. Some women have larger lips, some smaller. It is one of those subtle differences in women. And, much like the size of a man's penis, it doesn't matter as much as to the length as you will one day learn, as much as what he knows what to do with what it is that he has."
Lucy giggled.
"I'm not so sure about that May. I've known a few men whose pricks have been considerably larger than most. And from them I have derived a great deal of pleasure as opposed to those with much smaller less randier tools."
"And there again the differences Maggie," May stated. "Some prefer men with much larger pricks, though for myself, I much rather prefer a slimmer shaped one for my preferences. But, as Lucy's indicated, given time I am sure you will discover for yourself your own particular likes or dislikes in various men's equipment."
Maggie slipped her finger inside Lucy's quim more deeply, performing the same exploratory search of the secrets contained, comparing them to those she'd discovered whilst doing the same with May's pussy.
"What differences are you discovering?" May asked expectantly after a moment longer.
"She seems perhaps a bit tighter, though not as smooth it would seem," Maggie said with a determined almost far away look as she looked inwardly at the sensations she was discovering. "She's as wet as you are I think, quite slippery actually. A nice sensation that reminds me a little of body oil or lotion of some sort."
Continuing to explore Lucy's pussy with her finger, May instructed her to insert another so as to discover the elasticity of a woman's ability to expand around the girth of a man's prick as well as be able to accept his obvious length. She did so, eliciting a soft mewling moan of pleasure from Lucy as she sought to insert two, then three fingers.
"Is my doing this bringing you pleasure?" she asked.
"Very much so," Lucy responded, it pulls down upon my clit. My lips, as you do that, it pulls them down so that my clitoris is caressed lovingly so."
"I like touching my clitty now too," Maggie admitted a second later. "I've been frigging myself near each morning upon awakening. It is such a nice way to begin one's day don't you think?"
"Every day?" Lucy asked somewhat surprised. Behind her May was laughing.
"Jack and I have already agreed on one point, which is, we truly have created a monster, though a rather beautiful looking one I might add."
"As would I," Lucy said in agreement, sighing. "And, she is bringing me a considerable amount of pleasure at the moment. I would so enjoy spending myself upon her hand if it is agreeable with you both?" she asked, moaning audibly.
"Please do," May informed her. "As I would like very much to watch her do that to you while doing so to myself." May began masturbating, frigging her clit with one hand while inserting first one, and then two fingers inside herself with the other. Maggie on the other hand wondrously spent her time looking back and forth between the two, enjoying the expressions on both of their faces. Lucy's as she sought and explored various new ways to touch or move her fingers within or upon her. Which included taking Lucy's long stretchy labia, pulling them apart, albeit gently as she did, and in so doing, adding a different kind of pleasure to Lucy as she knelt before her. Watching May, Maggie saw the years of practiced experience behind her aroused expressions. She knew in watching her that May strummed her own split with the perfection of an artist who was comfortable with a particular, familiar instrument being played.
"Will you spend for me Lucy?" Maggie was smiling, her arousal most apparent, quickly fingering her own nipple, delighting in the hardness of it that greeted her.
"If you'd like," Lucy responded. "It does feel rather nice what you're doing to me."
"I'd enjoy feeling that," Maggie admitted continuing to frig Lucy's pussy, toying with her taut nipple simultaneously.
"It would also be good for you to experience it Maggie, to feel with your fingers, so you can sense her climatic clenchings when she does spend. I will soon be ready myself, so after Lucy has reached her pleasure, you can once again compare mine to hers."



Lucy in the meantime had begun panting, softly grunting as Maggie continued frigging her clit gently all the while slipping two firm fingers in and out of Lucy's wet, very slippery passage.
"Is she close?" May questioned continuing to work her own fingers in and out of her self.
"I'm very," Lucy answered for her. "Just...keep...doing...THAT!" Lucy let out a low deep-throated elongated moan of ecstasy as her orgasm claimed her. Maggie increased both the pressure as well as the speed of her rapidly twirling finger upon the surface of Lucy's nubbin until she could no longer stand the exquisite sensitivity any longer. "Enough! Enough!" she begged closing her legs tightly together effectively forcing Maggie to withdraw her fingers. "Oh God, enough!" she said one last final time shivering pleasurably.
"I'm upon it now too Maggie. Hurry! Come to me!" In a flash Maggie returned to kneel before May, quickly replacing May's hand and fingers with her own. May was even wetter than Lucy had been, her lubrications already pooling just inside the entrance of her cunt beginning to leak out in small tiny little rivulets than began running down the inside of her thighs.
"Fuck me with your fingers Maggie!" May called out to her excitedly. "Frig me hard!" she demanded.
To her surprise, Maggie had not only inserted two fingers easily, but three! May's cunt was stretched tightly about them, but the ease of penetration was continual as she pumped nearly her entire hand in and out of May's split in a furious manner.
"Fuck me baby fuck me!" May cried out pleasurably. Maggie felt a sudden surge of fluid begin to bathe her hand. The force of which, caused a fine misty spray of May's release to begin worming its way through the few small openings that her fingers had not closed off completely. May groaned even more loudly than Lucy had as Maggie actually did feel the force of her contractions, convulsions, and even more intimately, the pearly essence of her juices as they slipped through the openings of her hand, entirely covering it as May came.
Reverently, Maggie waited for both women to more fully recover. When they did, May leaned over cupping Maggie's chin drawing her mouth upwards towards her own. May kissed her briefly though tenderly. "Time for your lesson," she said softly.
#
May had positioned Maggie comfortably upon the bed. Without really be asked to do so, Lucy had joined them lying beside her tracing intricate unseen patterns across Maggie's breasts, occasionally stopping to linger a finger atop one of her nipples teasing it to an even firmer tautness.
"That feels nice," Maggie cooed. "I enjoy the touch of your fingers upon my breasts.
"I enjoy touching, caressing them," Lucy responded. "You have such lovely breasts, I wish mine were as pretty as yours are. Don't you think she has pretty breasts May?" Lucy questioned, gently squeezing them both, entrapping Maggie's nipples between her outstretched fingers.
"Yes, she has lovely breasts. Breasts that men will yearn to lick, suck and kiss one day," May added, leaning over to capture one of Maggie's nipples between her lips, giving it a gentle quick suck.
May had been casually petting her pussy, stroking it in long caressing strokes with the palm of her hand, barely dipping a finger now and again inside the wet furrow of her split. And as Maggie considered it, enjoying the light soothing caress, she was almost was purring too!
"I'm going to begin to stretch, loosening your hymen," she told her several minutes later. "Just relax, allow yourself to feel it without tensing up." Maggie felt the tip of May's finger probing her, not at all uncomfortably as she had first feared it. She noticed that May continually read the expressions on her face for any sign of discomfort.
"That's good Maggie. Very good. Continue to relax."
May probed her a little deeper, pressing against the tightened strip of flesh that barred further passage into her inner reachings. A small stab of discomfort was felt between her legs, but almost immediately went away.
"That's it Maggie, very good. Lucy, why don't you suck Maggie's breasts? I think she would enjoy that for one thing, and for another, it will help her to relax even more as I do this."
More than happy to be doing so, Lucy immediately captured one of Maggie's thickened, very sensitive nubs between her lips and began pulling on it gently. Likewise, with the same subtle gentleness, her finger teased, toyed and caressed her other nipple, causing in it a similar, yet different series of electrical thrills, which coursed through her body once again tingling the pearly nubbin of her sex.
Maggie felt a slight discomfort, more of a pressure really, as May continued to massage her, ensuring as she did that Maggie continued to lubricate herself making the deep caress all the easier to bear.
"You're doing wonderfully Maggie!" May complimented her. "In fact, you're doing so well that I think we can take this a small step further," she said confidently. "Lucy? Would you do me a small favor please, and hand me that hairbrush off my nightstand."
Maggie had no clue as to what Maggie needed, or required the hairbrush for. But Lucy certainly seemed to understand the request, actually smiling at her a bit wickedly as she rolled out of bed to retrieve it before scurrying back to bed almost as quickly. "Here you are May," Lucy said handing her the brush. More curious now to watch rather than suck either of her nipples, Lucy did at least continue to play with them rolling the hardened tips between her fingers as she sat looking on while May prepared the handle of the brush. May had already opened the drawer of the nightstand next to the bed. Having removed some sort of jar from the bedside, Maggie watched as May began coating the handle of the brush with Vaseline.
"Don't watch what I'm doing Maggie," she told her. "Just lay back, continue to relax, and try and concentrate on the good sensations you'll soon be feeling."
Maggie did as she was instructed to do, opening her legs considerably wider at May's direction. Closing her eyes, she concentrated on the teasing little pleasures of each one of her nipples as Lucy continued to stimulate them. Seconds later, she felt the foreign sensation of the brush handle as May began sliding it up and down her slit, an experience that was oddly arousing as she'd not quite expected it to feel nearly as good as it did. There was a brief moment of grimacing discomfort, and then it too went away nearly as rapidly as before.
"I think that is enough for today," May said removing the brush handle. Almost fearful she hadn't done as well as she'd hoped, Maggie sat up worriedly.
"Are you sure May? It didn't hurt hardly at all," she assured her. "I'm know I can do even better," she promised anxiously.
May laughed. "Dear sweet innocent child that you are. Trust me, you have gone far further than I did just now. In the morning you will be slightly tender, but that is to be expected. And, when you do wake, do not go to frigging yourself off immediately, but take this brush and cream and use it upon yourself until you again feel the discomfort and can no longer tolerate it. When you have, then put it away for the time being, frig yourself to pleasure. Then come and see me. Agreed?"
"Yes May," Maggie said figuring the lesson to be over with. May laughed.
"Now, lay back, and I will bring your pleasure with my tongue," she told her.
Excitedly, Maggie did just that.
#
In the morning Maggie did indeed find herself to be slightly tender. But as instructed, she dutifully applied the Vaseline using the handle of the brush to press inwards against herself as May had directed her to do. When the discomfort became more than she could tolerate, she removed the brush handle setting it aside and began to more comfortably stroke her "clitty" chasing away whatever pain had remained within her in moments. After her climax, she dressed heading swiftly down the hallway up the stairs to May's bedroom.
Taking a brief moment to examine her, May once again had her lay down on the bed, seconds later, she brought her to a second even greater climax with her tongue and fingers as she probed her, slipping a portion of them inside Maggie's sex, all the while continuing to suck and lick her extended tender clitoris.
After Maggie had regained her senses, May handed her a long smooth ivory sculpture of some sort.
"What's this?" Maggie asked fondling the beautiful looking piece as she turned it over and over in her hands while examining it.
"A dildo," May told her. "Something, that when your truly ready, I will use on you to more fully pleasure you with, but even more importantly, it will ensure that your first time with a man will be virtually painless."
"When?" Maggie asked enthusiastically.
"Perhaps the day after tomorrow," she indicated. "We'll see. It depends on your progress tomorrow. And, as you'll discover, you may be even tenderer tomorrow morning, or perhaps even this afternoon. So if you cannot go much beyond what you managed to accomplish today, it may be one or more days longer than that."
Without saying as much, Maggie was determined that she wouldn't disappoint May, "Tenderness or no," she thought silently, realizing as she thought about it that Thanksgiving was only two days away now. "And very appropriately so," she added to that thought, so very thankful at the moment that her father had brought her to May in order that she might begin a new life.
Maggie had hoped to spend part of the day with Lucy. She'd become very fond of her in the short time that she had come to know her. As she soon learned from May however, Lucy had taken the train into San Antonio to look up a woman whose name May had given her to see. With very little else to do to occupy her time, Maggie spent the remainder of the day cleaning while May had gone to buy a few groceries. She had just finished dusting and sweeping off the stairs when a young man in an army uniform suddenly appeared in the doorway.
"Can I help you?" she asked feeling a bit embarrassed about the way she currently looked as she'd been busy cleaning, not having bothered to worry too much about her appearance as she hadn't had plans to do anything today but clean.
"I'm looking for a room for a couple of days," he said putting his duffle bag down, removing his hat folding it and then tucking it neatly inside his belt. "Been home on leave just out of boot camp," he told her proudly. "Stopped by to visit a friend for a few days but found out he left a few weeks ago having joined the Marines. Now I'm stuck here for a couple of days before my plane's scheduled to fly me into California, and then on to Hawaii where I'll be stationed."
"My. You're quite the talker aren't you?" Maggie said running her fingers through her gnarled hair in some attempt to try and make herself a little more presentable.
"Sorry miss," he said. "I do tend to run off at the mouth at times whenever I'm nervous. My buddies call me lips, cause my lips always seem to be moving," he continued explaining.
Maggie couldn't help suppress a giggle. "Why are you so nervous?" she asked feeling color in her cheeks begin to spread, adding just as quickly, "And what is your real name anyway? Mine's Maggie." When she finished, she realized she'd spoken nearly as quickly as he had, causing him to laugh at her.
"Maybe they should call you lips. And besides, yours are far prettier than mine are."
"Oh? You think you have pretty lips do you?" Maggie said with a straight face, immediately causing the soldier to blush and quit laughing in the same instant.
"Oh no mam!" he said. "I mean your lips are pretty. Not mine!" he stammered obviously flustered as he stood shuffling his feet nervously.
"I'm not a mam," Maggie told him. "I'm still a virgin so it's miss." Maggie had no idea why she'd told him that. It had simply come out before she'd had time to think about it. But she laughed once again when she saw how his face really had turned crimson this time.
"Yes mam, I mean miss," he said looking down at his feet rather than her face now. "William," he said a moment later.
"William?"
"Yes. You asked what my real name is. It's William. William Benjamin Roberts to be exact. Though my friends call me Bill."
"I thought your friends called you Lips," Maggie retorted back at him.
"My army friends. My other friends call me Bill."
"Well, since I'm not in the army, guess I'll just have to call you Bill though I actually do prefer the name William," Maggie said smiling. "Oh, and we do have an available room, but I'm not the one in charge here. That would be May. She should be back anytime however, so you're welcome to wait and speak with her when she returns."
"That would be nice. Thank you."
Lips continued to stand there rocking back and forth on his heels, fidgeting uncomfortably. Maggie merely watched him doing so, slightly amused at his discomfort, remaining silent as she continued staring at him. After a moment longer she decided to let him off the hook.
"Would you like to come in to the parlor and wait?" she asked.
"Yes. Yes I would, thank you," he said looking a little more relieved not to simply continue standing there looking foolish. Maggie showed him to the parlor offering him a seat.
"Would you like something to drink?"
"Oh. No ma...I mean miss. I'm fine. Thank you."
"Lot of service guys around the last few days," Maggie said after a few minutes of silence had passed between them. "Big army base somewhere near here I guess. A lot of guys have been coming through, lots of talk about the possibility of war coming. Is that why you joined?" Maggie shifted in her seat, knowing full well as she did that her braless breasts pushed even more tightly against the work-shift she was wearing. Maggie saw Bill's eyes as they followed her movement, quickly shifting away as he caught her eyes, looking embarrassed as he spoke.
"Sort of I guess. Have a brother who's in the Navy. He's off somewhere in the Atlantic. Already seen some action against the Nazi's too. Though he's not supposed to talk about it, especially since we're not really at war against them yet. Everyone seems to think we will be soon though. Which is one of the reasons I signed up."
"How come the Army and not the Navy?" she asked. "Like your brother?"
"Can't swim."
Maggie laughed at his simple honesty. "Can't either," she said looking at him, noticing perhaps for the first time how truly handsome he really was as he sat there in his dress uniform.
"Maggie?" You around?" She heard May calling out to her from the kitchen. "I could use some help with the groceries."
"Be right there May!" Maggie responded bouncing up.
"Need some help?" Lips asked.
"Sure, why not. Besides, it's a sure fire way to get yourself a room for the next few days too." Though William, Bill, Lips thought it was because he'd offered to be helpful perhaps, Maggie had actually been thinking as soon as May saw how handsome he truly was, it would be because of that rather than the other.
Following Maggie out to the kitchen and then outback to May's car, Maggie introduced them explaining to her everything he had already spoken to her about.
"Well, we have plenty of room at the moment," May said eyeing him just as Maggie suspected that she might. "And since you're in the service, I'll only charge you half for the room," she told him appreciatively. "But it doesn't include room service for your meals. For that you pay extra, or you come downstairs to eat with everyone else," she added. Delighted with the price of his stay, May directed Maggie to show him which of the rooms upstairs he'd be sleeping in.
"When you're done Maggie. Come to my room, it's time for another lesson." Maggie was shocked that May would actually refer to that at this particular moment, and then saw the teasing look on her face, knowing full well she had done it on purpose.
"Unless of course you've already practiced this morning," she said still grinning.
"Yes mam. I have," Maggie said mimicking Lips in addressing her.
"Well then, never mind. Feel free to do whatever you'd like until suppertime then. And William? I hope you enjoy your stay with us."
#
Maggie spent the better part of the afternoon reading a book that Lucy had loaned her. Enthralled that someone could have actually written a book filled with so much sex, she found herself devouring it. She had gone outside to sit in the sunshine, relax and let her imagination take her away as she read when she heard a familiar voice addressing her.
"What're you reading?" Lips asked. Only slightly startled, Maggie placed the book down in her lap looking up at him, surprised to find Lips standing there in civilian clothing as opposed to his uniform.
"Lady Chatterly's Lover," she told him. "Ever heard of it?"
"Nope. What's it about?"
Maggie had only gotten halfway through the book but she began telling him about it, explaining in fairly intimate detail about the story.
"You're kidding!" Lips said. "It actually says that?"
"Yeah, see for yourself," Maggie said opening the book, pointing to a particular paragraph. "Pretty naughty stuff huh?"
"Wow. I'll say!" Lips said continuing to read it as she sat there holding the book. "Who gave it to you anyway?"
"Oh. Lucy. She's staying here too. But she's currently in San Antonio seeing someone about a job. Should be back soon though. I think you'd really like her."
"I like you," Lips said quietly.
Maggie closed the book smiling at him. "That's the book talking," she said easily.
"What?"
"Saying you like me. The book. It's making you randy is all. Though admittedly, it makes me feel that way too."
Flustered, Lips looked at her with an amazed expression on his face as understanding seized him. "No. Honest, it's not the book. I really do like you!" he stammered.
Maggie glanced at his crotch saw the obvious bulge protruding inside his trousers. "Oh really?" she said, stunning him by reaching out to actually cup the hardness that lay just beneath the surface of the material. Maggie continued to caress him making the bulge grow even more prominently.
"Maggie!" he said placing his hand over hers. "You don't have to do that. I was serious. I really do like you. And I wasn't just saying that because of some naughty book we've been looking at either!"
"Well. I like you too," Maggie stated though she made no effort to take her hand away from him. "But like I said, the book's made me randy too. And I'm not afraid to admit it."
"Didn't you tell me something about being a virgin earlier?" Lips asked, by way of back peddling.
"Yeah. I am. Doesn't mean I don't think about it though, or wonder what it will be like when I'm not a virgin anymore," she told him. "Don't you want to save it for marriage?" he asked seriously. "For your husband?"
"Are you kidding?" Maggie asked him back just as seriously. "Marry someone without knowing if they're really good in bed or not? No way!"
Stunned into momentary silence Lips just sat there staring at her. "You really are different aren't you?"
"That's what they tell me," Maggie said with a snicker, seeing the confused look on Williams's face having said that. "May and Jack. Oh, which reminds me, you might still be here when he returns too. Anyway, May and Jack have been teaching me a lot of things about sex, said that in some ways they've created a monster. Who knows, maybe they have. But all I know is, I'm looking forward to being with a man, and soon too. I certainly have no desire saving it for my wedding night. And besides, I'm nowhere's near ready to get married anyway. But I'm certainly ready to find out what it's like to be with a man. Which reminds me, I wanted to ask you something," she said, only then realizing she'd been running off at the mouth without allowing him a word in edge-wise.



"Go ahead," Lips said, giving in exasperated.
"So how many women have you been with?" she asked boldly. Lips had been facing her, now he looked away as though having spotted something moving off in the distance.
"None," he said a second or two later. "I'm a virgin too."
Maggie squeezed him gently reminding him she still had her hand on him. "If you'd like, come up to my room later after everyone's gone to bed. I'll show you what I've learned so far," she told him seriously.
"Really? You're serious?"
"Yes really. Now. Let me see you." Maggie began pulling down the zipper on his pants.
"Here? Now?"
"Yeah, kinda naughty to think about it isn't it? And that probably is the book talking," Maggie added as she reached inside drawing him out. "Oh my. You're even bigger than Jack is!" Maggie exclaimed a second later as she held his stiff erect penis within her hand. "Wait until May sees this one!"
"What?"
Maggie didn't answer him, and he didn't ask her what she'd meant by that either. She was too busy sucking him at the moment to respond. Lips in turn, too blown away by the incredible sensation Maggie was giving him to think clearly about it any further as her delicate mouth began sucking him in, licking the shaft of his penis in way's that Lips had only heard spoken of in boastful barrack's joking amongst his Army buddies.
# Maggie had completely sucked Lip's prick off, swallowing his semen expertly, leaving him panting, astonished, as well as madly in love with her.
"See you later tonight?" she asked standing up just as May called out to her from the back door asking her to come in and help with the preparations for dinner.
"When?" Lips asked with an obvious tremble to his voice.
"I'll let you know after dinner," she told him turning and running now. "Coming May!"
#
Normally Maggie ate her supper in the kitchen away from the rest of the guests. Mrs. Gail had already eaten her supper as usual in her room. Lucy had returned just shortly before dinner was ready which had excitedly pleased Maggie as well as May and so it was that May had decided it appropriate for the four of them to sup together in the dinner room.
May had gotten Lips, though she preferred calling him by his given name, "William" when she addressed him, to talk about himself as well as a little about where it was he was headed.
"Well, I'm headed to California," he'd begun. "Supposed to catch another flight outside of Los Angeles, and from there over to Hawaii. Some Army airbase called Hickam Field I think it is."
"Sounds exciting," Lucy offered as she sat listening.
"Sorta, I guess," William stated. "I mean, it will be kinda fun being stationed in Hawaii. But it's sure as hell, oh, pardon me for my language." William blushed suddenly feeling embarrassed.
May smiled. "Don't worry about it William. Trust me, I've heard worse. Far worse. Anyway, you were saying?"
"Ah, well yeah. Anyway, it's a hell of a way away from where the real wars taking place." William then repeated to everyone how it was that his brother was in the Navy and on board an old World War I destroyer somewhere in the middle of the Atlantic Ocean.
"Well personally, I'm glad we're not in another damn war," May said seriously. "Too many young men get killed that way. Better off if we mind our own business and stay out of it as far as I'm concerned."
"Why don't we change the subject?" Maggie suggested.
"Good idea," Lucy said joining in. "Which reminds me, how's the book coming?"
Almost immediately William's face deepened with embarrassment as he turned to face Maggie hoping against hope that she wouldn't say anything. To his horror however, she did.
"Oh it's wonderful!" she exclaimed happily. "William and I were reading parts of it together earlier today outback. It really is rather naughty isn't it?" she asked.
Seeing Williams obvious discomfort May immediately pounced on that. "And what did you think about the book William. Anything you read about interest you?"
For a moment he couldn't think of a single thing he could possibly say, made even worse a moment or two later when Maggie made it virtually impossible for him to even think.
"William has an even bigger cock that Jack does," Maggie said simply.
"Oh really?" May said eyeing him with renewed interest. "And what else did the two of you do today?" she asked smiling, looking directly at William as she did.
"I told him that you'd probably like to see it later," Maggie stated just as easily.
"Maggie!" William said nearly shouting her name almost rising from the table when he did. "I doubt seriously she's at all interested in my....my...."
"Cock?" Lucy said joining in, finishing his sentence also smiling, and also curious herself now as well.
"Actually. I would," May said casually. "And perhaps, it's time for another lesson Maggie. Maybe one in which William here might be willing to help us with."
Standing up May held out her hand towards Maggie. "Come Maggie. Lucy? Would you mind stopping by the parlor and getting the Brandy?" May turned back around to face William who had stood when May had, but who had as not yet taken a step, bewilderment and surprise clearly etched deep within his face.
"Coming William?" Lucy said smiling now, holding out her hand towards him to follow her. "I think you could use a brandy." William nodded his head finally taking a step, but not exactly sure as yet where any of this was leading.
"See the two of you upstairs in a few minutes," May said understanding as Lucy led William off towards the parlor. Lucy winked nodding back at her.
"Why isn't he coming with us?" Maggie asked May.
"Lucy's going to help him steady his nerves a little. And by the looks of him, I think he's going to need it." Moments later Maggie and May entered her bedroom.
"What sort of lesson?" Maggie asked her finally. "I think, the big one!" May answered. "But before I can know for sure, we need to have a look at you before William and Lucy return. So hurry up and get undressed Maggie. I want to see how well you've been doing." As instructed, Maggie immediately removed her clothing climbing up onto the bed. Without even being asked, she placed herself, legs spread so that May could have a much closer look at her recent progress.
"Ah. Very good Maggie. I think this won't be nearly as bad for you as it could have been. Provided you're ready that is."
"I think I am."
"Not good enough Maggie. You either are or you aren't. If you're not ready, then no harm done, and we can all still have a little fun when the two of them get up here. But. If you are ready, really ready. Then tonight, you'll finally find out what it means to be a woman in every sense of the word."
"I am ready May. I know I am," Maggie spoke with confidence. May began removing her clothing at that point. If we're both naked when he gets here, chances are he'll quickly get over whatever nervousness or anxiety he has remaining. Seeing us together might even get him aroused a little more quickly. And we're going to need to ensure he is that if we're to succeed tonight," she told her.
"Ok. But this time, let me go down on you May," Maggie told her.
"Tell you what Maggie, let's be doing one another by the time they come into the room. Shall we?" May positioned herself on the bottom as Maggie turned herself around on top facing the opposite way.
"Think he'll enjoy seeing us like this May?" Maggie asked a bit apprehensively. May chuckled openly.
"Trust me Maggie. I haven't met a man yet who wouldn't."
#
It was still thirty minutes before either of them heard a soft knocking on May's bedroom door.
"Come in!" May said calling out to them. Though the door opened it took a minute longer for either of them to actually enter the room. When they did, it was only because Lucy had finally gotten impatient and shoved William into the room ahead of her. Though Lucy wasn't at all surprised to see what they were doing, William was, nearly spinning around and leaving the room altogether. Lucy however had half expected him to do just that, closing the door and standing in front of it baring his way.
"Maybe I was wrong after all," May said. "Sit up Maggie. I think we need to have a little chat with 'Lips' here," she said calling him by his nickname for the first time.
"Listen May. I'm not sure what it is the three of you are up to here, but I'm not entirely sure I'm comfortable, with whatever it is!" William finally said screwing up his courage.
"Oh really?" May began, standing up allowing Lips to get a really good look at her voluptuous body for the first time. "You mean to tell me that you're actually considering turning down three women? Three women who are more than willing to do anything you want them to do? Three women who will show you, hell...give you more pleasure than you could ever imagine? And on top of all that, an innocent...." May turned looking at Maggie. "Well, an almost innocent woman," she said amending her statement, "Who is willing to give you her virginity right here and now? You're telling me you're actually willing to pass all that up?"
Lucy stepped away from the door giving him the opportunity to leave if he so chose to do so.
"Well, no," he said finally. "I guess not."
"Ah huh," May said smiling. "Told you," she whispered quietly back at Maggie who merely smiled.
"But! Do both of you have to be here when I, I mean when we do it?" he asked hopefully.
"William," May said reverting back to his more formal name, thus letting him know as she did that it was time for seriousness once again. "You may have the honor of deflowering Maggie here with an audience, or not at all. Either one, your choice. But trust me honey, if you do stay, I promise you that you will have an experience to share with your Army buddies that they will never be willing to believe. But I'll go you one even better. We'll all write you a nice long naughty letter to take with you so that you'll be able to prove to your friends that you're not simply bullshitting them. Now, how does that sound to you?"
Two seconds later, Lips began removing his clothing.
"Holy shit Maggie. You weren't lying about his prick where you?" May said when Lip's had eventually finished getting undressed. "And it's not even all that hard yet either!" she exclaimed in amazement. "You sure that you want to go through with this? He might be even bigger than the dildo I was going to use to deflower you with!"
"Excuse me?" Lips asked. "Dildo? You were going to do what to her?"
"I'm sure," Maggie stated with total assurance, ignoring Williams obvious confusion.
"Never mind Lips. Come over here so we can see just how hard you can get!" she said with a great deal of wanton lustiness. Lucy was hurriedly undressing herself at the same time.
"Don't forget about me!" she said fearfully. "I want to have a little fun with that myself!" All but ripping her clothing off so as not to be left out.
Lips soon found himself being pulled down to the bed, though he went willingly this time. Almost immediately he felt his prick being licked, tickled and sucked by two eager pairs of lips. Lucy was licking up and down along one side of his rapidly lengthening, thickening shaft while May did the same to the other side. Curiously he lay there watching them, then turning to find Maggie cautiously concerned for her reaction to what the two women were doing to him. Maggie sat next to him on the bed smiling at him, running her fingers lightly over his chest.
"Enjoy yourself," she said smiling. "You're with two very experienced women here," she added. "And besides, it's making me quite randy watching them. And as you'll soon be fucking me anyway, I think the randier I get, the easier it will be for me don't you think?"
Hearing this not quite so innocent woman actually say the word "fuck" surprised him more than just a little bit. But as the overwhelming pleasure of the two women who continued licking and sucking his prick took over whatever inhibitions he still might have had, he merely settled back onto the bed saying the same word he'd just heard Maggie use.
"Oh, fuck!"
"That's better!" May said laughing softly. "Now you're getting into it!"
#
It hadn't taken long, not very long at all before Lips was as hard as a rock and as randy as he had ever been.
"I think he's just about ready don't you May?" Lucy asked.
"More than," she replied back. "What about you Maggie, you ready for this?" Maggie didn't even hesitate, emulating May's words.
"More than," she said already positioning herself flat on her back upon the bed spreading her legs suggestively, going so far as to actually spread her opening much to Williams embarrassed surprise.
"Nobody's going to fucking believe this," Lips stated once again.
"Like I promised, we'll write you some letters...really, really long naughty letters," May said with a promising tease.
"They probably won't believe them either," William said. But he was grinning as he'd said it, feeling rather proud at the moment of his more than ready erection as May began positioning him between Maggie's outstretched legs.
"One thing," May told him seriously. "Follow my instructions and directions to the letter. If you don't, I'll stop this immediately regardless of what you want, or even what Maggie wants. Understood?" she asked in no uncertain terms.
"I understand May," he told her, believing her threat.
"Ok then. I'll tell you what and when to do something. Don't worry about Maggie; she's been practicing for this already. You haven't. And as I recall, you're even more inexperienced at this than she is. So, let me do most of the work myself initially. You just place yourself over her and let me tell you what to do until I tell you to do otherwise. Understood?" she asked again. This time William merely nodded his head "yes" at her.
William felt May place her hand firmly around the shaft of his penis guiding it towards the opening of Maggie's pussy. For several long moments she merely rubbed the head of his prick up and down Maggie's furrow, slickening his prick while ensuring that Maggie's free flowing juices were very much in abundance as she did it. The very act itself was arousing to them both however, and for a moment May worried that William might ejaculate prematurely.
"How's that feeling?" she asked Maggie.
"Nice May. Very nice," Maggie told her excitedly. "And how about you William? You're not ready to cum already are you now?"
William was all but holding his breath. "No..." he said with less assurance than May would have liked. "But if you keep doing that," he left off saying.
"Ok William, I want you to begin to ease yourself into her vagina. But the moment Maggie feels any discomfort; I want her to tell us immediately. When she does, you stop. Don't withdraw yourself from her though, stay exactly where you are. Don't attempt to push inside her any further, but don't withdraw yourself from her any either. Maggie? Did you understand all that? Maggie responded with a nod of her head.
"Good. Lucy? Why don't you come up here on the bed next to her and begin playing with her breasts. She likes that, and I think it will help keep her mind off things until William finally gets his prick all nice and comfy inside her."
More than willing to do just that, Lucy quickly jumped up onto the bed and began playing with Maggie's tits. "Oh yeah. That's going to help...a lot!" Maggie said cheerfully as she lay there enjoying the feeling of Lucy's mouth upon her. "Ok, I think I'm ready now May."
"Ok William, like I said. Slowly, and stop the moment Maggie tells you too."
Maggie felt a bit of pressure as William began easing his rather large penis into her. At first, it was slightly discomforting, but no more than the handle of her hairbrush had been when she'd first felt it attempting to enter her. Maggie concentrated more fully on the erotic little thrills that Lucy was supplying to her breasts, which detracted considerably from the ever-increasing force of pressure upon her pussy.
"Beautiful Maggie!" May exclaimed as she knelt down on the side of the bed with her face mere inches away from the joining between them. "You're doing great!" she said urging her, as well as complimenting her as well as Lips on their efforts. "That's it William. Slowly. Nice and slow now."
Eventually things did reach a point where it was beginning to hurt just a little more than Maggie felt it should be. "OK," she moaned breathlessly, grimacing only slightly.
"Stop!" May said calling out. "Don't move!" she added immediately. Reaching in between them May placed her hand around Williams prick trying to determine just how well things really were moving along here.
"Oh Maggie, you're all but a woman now," she exclaimed excitedly. "By the feel of things, with just a tiny bit more effort he'll be inside you and whatever pain you might feel should be hardly noticeable. So...you ready yet? Or do you want to take a moment longer to compose yourself?"
"I'm ready," Maggie said determinedly. "Make me a woman William. Let me feel you inside me. All of you," she added brazenly.
"Lucy?" May said looking up at her.
"I'm on it May," Lucy said once again bending down to start sucking one of Maggie's nipples.
"While you're doing that, start sucking it harder, even chew on her nipple a little. That should further help her to keep her mind off what's going down between her legs if you give a little pleasuring-pain to her tit." Lucy immediately began sucking harder, even going so far as to reach over pinching Maggie's other nipple between her fingers.
"Ready?" May asked one last time.
"Ah huh," Maggie whispered softly already concentrating on what Lucy was doing to her breasts.
Poor William had been straining himself trying to hold his position. Finally hearing from May that it was ok to begin pressing his prick more forcefully against her he did so, nearly forgetting and ramming himself harder into her than he should have. It did the trick however, as Maggie let out a small little cry of surprised pain, and then shouted almost simultaneously afterwards.
"Oh May! He's in me! He's in me!" she cried out ecstatically.
"Let me see for myself," May admonished them both. "Don't either of you move, not so much as an inch!" she warned, once again reaching in between them with her hand. Lucy sat up expectantly looking towards May's face, as did Maggie. Feeling around momentarily, May grinned. Broadly.
"Balls deep Maggie!" she exclaimed joyously. "You're a full woman now!"
"Boy, I'll say!" Maggie said with surprising humor. "I feel like I'm going to pee though," she admitted. Both May and Lucy burst out laughing. "Don't worry honey, that will go away in a moment or so. And then William here can begin fucking you. Nice and slowly though, in and out. Oh. And William? If you do feel like you're anywhere's near close to spilling your seed? Don't you dare do so inside her. If you can't keep from doing it, make sure you pull out and let it spill upon her belly? Ok?"
"Yes mam," William said feeling slightly annoyed, but understanding at the same time as to the obvious request and the reasoning behind it.
Maggie remained motionless, silent for several minutes, as did everyone else, including May.
"Fuck me Lips!" she said a short time later. "Fuck me, I'm a woman now."
"You always were Maggie," May told her softly. "You always were."
William began to gently move himself in and out of her with a great carefulness, probably even more so than what was actually necessary. As they did, and as Maggie began undulating beneath him in ever increasing desire, May moved back onto the bed slipping her hand down between Lucy's legs where she could begin frigging her clit.
"Hmmm do me too!" she told Lucy, who immediately began doing so. "Let's see if we can make each other cum when they do," she suggested as the two of them sat watching Maggie's first ever coupling with William.



#
If Maggie thought she'd have an easy day after their late night romp in May's bedroom she had another think coming. At the crack of dawn, May had woken her so that she would be able to help her with all the preparations for making their Thanksgiving meal. Considerably tender, Maggie was almost glad to be up and moving around as she became less and less uncomfortable as the day progressed. The one thing she really enjoyed however was the almost doting attention that William, "Lips" as Maggie still preferred calling him, gave to her. Even as she worked helping with the meals or cleaning rooms, Lips would find some reason to search her out, either giving her a cuddle or a kiss or two whenever he could. All in all, it was shaping up to be a rather pleasant day. Even Mrs. Gail was planning on joining them in the dinning room as opposed to taking her meal in her room as she usually did.
They had all shared a wonderful meal, feeling stuffed and sleepy afterwards from the turkey. William and Lucy both had helped with clearing as well as cleaning the dishes afterwards as Maggie and May had done most of the cooking and preparations. Mrs. Gail was back in her room already sound asleep when May suggested that the four of them retire to the parlor for a glass of brandy together prior to retiring to bed.
"When is it you're leaving again?" May asked Lips after everyone had been given a glass of brandy, seating themselves comfortably to enjoy it.
"Tomorrow morning," he told her. "Early. I need to catch the train into San Antonio so I can catch my flight out tomorrow afternoon." May sat there sipping her wine in contemplation.
"Lucy? Would you mind keeping an eye on things, in particular Mrs. Gail tomorrow?"
"Sure May. Why?" she asked.
"Maggie and I will drive William into San Antonio tomorrow. That will give her a little more time to say good-bye to him," she answered knowingly. Maggie smiled happily. She was already dreading saying good-bye enough as it was, surprised that she found herself already having feelings towards William after having just met him a few days ago.
They all sat chatting; enjoying their brandy's by the nice warm fire William had started in the massive fireplace earlier. May at last stood up having finished hers. "Lucy? Why don't you and I retire to my room where we can better entertain one another and leave the these two alone where they can amuse themselves in privacy during their last night alone." Smiling, Lucy drained the last of her brandy following May out of the room.
"Have fun you two!" Lucy added sweetly closing the tall doublewide doors behind her.
"There's a large comforter in the cedar chest," Maggie said pointing to it. "It might be more comfortable if we were to spread it out on the floor next to the fire." As Lips went to the chest to retrieve the oversized down filled covering, Maggie immediately began removing her clothing, turning off the lights, leaving the fire as the only remaining source of light in the room.
"You look beautiful," he told her turning around and spotting her nude form as she stood in front of the fire waiting for him. Strangely, Maggie wondered if this was what it was like, feeling like a bride on her wedding night. And though they had already made love, it was the first time they would be doing so alone together.
"Thank you," Maggie said feeling herself actually blushing at the compliment. "I'm really going to miss you," she added.
"I'm going to miss you too. Will you write to me?"
"Every day," Maggie answered. William laughed. "Once a week at least would be fine. I doubt I'll be able to respond much more than that myself as busy as I'm sure I'll find myself being."
"But I won't," Maggie stated sitting down on the blanket once he had spread it out before the fire. "And besides, I enjoy writing, I write something in my diary every single day. So writing you a letter will be enjoyable for me, even if you only write me back once every week or so."
Maggie was looking up at him as he stood over her. "Well? You just going to stand there and stare at me? Or are you going to undress and make love to me?"
"Both," he answered continuing to look at her, though he finally began removing his shirt, smiling wickedly at her as he did. Maggie placed herself more comfortably upon the covering, slowly beginning to caress and fondle her breasts for him as he finished undressing.
"This is kind of fun, watching you undress as I touch myself."
"It is for me too," he answered finally becoming just as naked as she.
"Come here, let me taste you," Maggie stated as he walked over towards her as she now knelt before him drawing his already hardened prick into her mouth.
Enveloped by the warmth of the flickering fire Maggie tenderly, slowly traced delicate little patterns up and down the length of his shaft. Feeling his knees grow weakened as she did, Maggie smiled knowingly, sensing the pleasure that he was feeling as she continued teasing him with her lips and tongue.
"Stop Maggie, please stop," he told her a short time later. "I don't know how much more of this I can stand."
"You in some sort of a hurry?"
"No...why?"
"We have all night," she reminded him once again capturing his cock inside her mouth sucking it firmly before removing it in order to speak. "Plenty of time for you to recover," she added, sucking him even more firmly afterwards.
"Oh my. Oh fuck!" he groaned passionately. "Maggie, Maggie...MAGGIE!" He cried out emptying himself into her as she in turn smoothly, easily drank his essence allowing an escape of her own pleasure in having done so with her own affirming mewlings.
No longer able to support his own weight, Lips dropped down onto the floor beside her. A twinkling of stars still spinning around inside his head as he fought to catch up with his breathlessness, still swimming in a sea of ecstasy that had robbed him entirely of his senses. Lying by his side, Maggie continued to lovingly fondle his semi-rigid prick, caressing it and enjoying the residue of his still slippery fluids, which partially coated his shaft. She did so without intent of arousal, merely acquainting herself even more knowingly with his prick. Maggie delighted in the flexibility of it as he softened slightly, moments later, feeling him growing firmer again.
"You really are fucking amazing," he told her a considerable time later.
"How would you know? You've but fucked me once," she responded teasingly.
"Then its time we did something about that don't you think?" he said rolling over placing himself between her legs.
"Very much so William," Maggie said. "Fill me darling. Fill me with your manhood and let me feel what it's like to be a woman again."
Slowly, almost maddeningly so, William began to press himself into her, inch by agonizing inch drawing out the process almost as though he was taking her virginity away all over again. And in some respect, he was. The tenderness Maggie had experienced earlier that morning returned as his massive prick began to caress the torn, still tender folds of her inner flesh. Eventually however, he had succeeded in burying himself inside her fully, resting there and allowing her to more comfortably accept him, growing accustomed to his entry.
"Now William. Now!" Maggie said reaching around clasping his ass with her hands as she lifted her ass, pulling her legs into the air feeling him slide into her even more deeply if that were possible. Which it was.
Sensuously, erotically, William and Maggie moved almost imperceptibly together for each of them, which seemed like eons. Like an intricate, perfectly choreographed dance, they met one another's thrusts, presses, in slow motion. Moving together so as to explore each and every avenue of their inner flesh as they joined together before the warmth of the fire. Feeling the heat as it bathed them outwardly, though not nearly as passionately as it bathed them both internally through their slow almost agonizing coupling.
"I love you," he told her driving into her deeply, forcing the air from her lungs as he did.
Surprised by his revelation, she had known now herself that she felt for him in the very same way. "I love you too William," she responded, hugging him to her even more firmly. "Now...fuck me my love. Fuck me hard!"
Unselfishly, each of them strove to bring pleasure to the other, arriving at the penultimate moment of intimacy simultaneously as though planned, yet so wonderfully and beautifully unexpected. Maggie, feeling her pussy bloom in a myriad of sparkling sensations that caused the satin silkiness from her pussy to coat Williams spewing prick, mingling her juices with his as he filled her to near over flowing. With a mutually satisfying mixture of grunts, groans along with hard felt moans of emotion, they eventually collapsed against one another in blissful sleep, which is where May found them the following morning in front of the still warm though dying coals of the fireplace.
#
Initially the long drive towards San Antonio was spent in silence. With May driving, Maggie and William sitting in back of her nearly new 1940 Plymouth, the continued silence was deafening.
May had already guessed at the sudden closeness, which Maggie and Lips had developed for one another in so short a time. Feeling her sadness even as she sat in the front seat driving. Maggie had confessed to her just before leaving that she was in hopes of actually being with child. Something, which she would learn years later, like May, she never would be.
"You two going to sit there like sour grapes the entire way?" May wondered aloud looking into her rear view mirror at them. "We're less than a full hour away," she needlessly reminded them both. "I can certainly think of things that I could be doing in your places if it were me." She said grinning towards them through the small sized mirror. "I promise, I'll keep my eyes on the road...most of the time anyway," she added. "If the two of you would like to more intimately say good-bye to one another before we actually get there!"
Maggie finally managed a small smile. "That really does sound rather naughty don't you think so William? Would you like to fuck me one last time before we get there?" she asked already hiking up the skirt she was wearing as well as reaching over to undo the fly on his uniform trousers.
"No," he said surprising her, stopping her hand momentarily from retrieving his stiffening member. "But I would like to make love to you one last time before we do," he said grinning.
"How sweet," May stated from the front seat.
"Shut up and drive May," Maggie warned her jokingly. "And keep your eyes peeled for any cops," she added somewhat cautiously. May laughed.
"Don't worry, and besides, I think the police have a lot more to worry about these days than some couple fucking in the backseat of a car."
Although hiking her skirt up had been the easy part, Maggie was wearing garters and stockings over her panties making it virtually impossible to remove them. "Give me your pocket knife," she told Lips. Without asking why, he did so. Fishing it out of his pocket with some difficulty, cramped as he was as Maggie sat astride him already.
"Here," he said handing it to her with the blade already opened. "What are you going to do?" Without explaining herself however, Maggie accepted the knife carefully reaching down cutting away one side of her panties until she could finish tearing them away with her hand. Handing him back the knife blade once again folded, she gave him her torn, cut panties stuffing them into the pocket of his Army jumper. "Something to remember me by," she said kissing him, feeling his prick already nestling softly against the folds of her now exposed and very wet pussy.
William glanced up catching May's eyes in the mirror looking at him, a small tear clearly, easily seen as it gathered threatening to run down her cheek. "Keep your eyes on the road May," he chastised her sweetly, watching as she did indeed look forward, blinking quickly in an effort to keep the tear from actually falling.
Maggie felt his hardness pressing against her opening. Reaching down she placed her small tiny hand around the greatness of it, spreading herself even more widely until she felt the tip of his prick slowly penetrating her. Only then did she release him and begin to slowly slide her rapidly moistening pussy around him gathering him inside.
Unlike the slow almost casual way they had made love the evening before, this was more frenzied, almost animalistic as they moved against one another, grunting, groaning with abandon as they unabashedly drove towards their combined pleasures.
"Fuck. The two of you are making me randy!" May quipped from the front seat.
"Eyes on the road May!" Maggie and Lips said in near perfect unison, laughing afterwards.
"Spoil sports," May mumbled from the front seat, already exploring herself however with her free hand as she sat, one eye on the road, one in the mirror as she silently smiled, tears running freely down both cheeks.
#
As William was flying out on an Army transport as opposed to a civilian airliner, May was forced to drop him off in front of the gate. Having composed herself, Maggie stood kissing him holding on to him for as long as she could until forced to take her arms, William did so pushing her away.
"Write me," he told her.
"Everyday," she promised coming to him once again. And again they kissed, embracing until Lips began to feel uncomfortable with the Army guard standing there watching the two of them only a few short feet away.
"Come back to me William!" Maggie said as Lips stooped over retrieving his duffle bag, turning towards the gate as well as the guard who was waiting for him.
"I will Maggie. I promise!"
It was an even longer drive back. Longer still as neither woman spoke the entire way home. Each lost in their own thoughts of past loves, past dreams. Most of which for May were beyond recovery. Though she hoped in Maggie's case, would be only the beginning of a life filled with happiness and joy, unlike the way in which most of hers had been spent.
#
It was with some minor relief to an otherwise melancholy drive home that they arrived only to find Jack standing on the porch waiting for them as they pulled in.
"Jack! Jack!" May shouted out at him as she exited the car almost before she'd managed to stop it completely. "You're back. And early too!" she stated excitedly. Running towards him, she surprised him by nearly leaping into his arms as he stood there waiting for her.
"My, my. What's gotten into you?" he asked.
"You...hopefully! And soon too! I'm as naughty as a pine!" she told him.
"Hi Maggie!" he said waving over his shoulder towards her as May ushered him quickly into the house. But before she could answer, or even wave back, they had disappeared.
"Hi Jack," Maggie said under her breath. Finding herself envious of May at the moment. As her lover had come home, whereas hers had just gone, and having absolutely no idea when she would ever see him again either.
Little did Maggie realize as she walked towards the house that war was just days away. And with it, a loss too horrible to imagine as well as a future so bleak that she could have never of dreamt it except in her worse possible nightmare.
#
With the arrival of the new week, May's boarders had begun returning. And along with that, a hectic busy work schedule once again. Maggie didn't mind it however as it helped in keeping her mind occupied. As promised, she had written William faithfully every day, including the afternoon in which they'd returned from having driven him into San Antonio. Her only concern was that May had seemingly picked up a horrible cold, which she appeared to be having trouble shaking. Coughing almost constantly looking the worse for wear, Maggie had taken it upon herself to begin doing more and more of the needed and required chores around the house. Even Jack had leant a helping hand around the place as had Lucy who'd stayed on even though she'd been told she had a "job". Deciding to do so until May could once again get back on her own two feet. May continuously got out of bed to "check on things" however, with Jack constantly chasing her back into bed.
As had become one of Maggie's favorite things to look forward to, she'd taken her afternoon walk down the long dirt lane from the boarding house leading out to the main highway to where their mail was delivered. She had written William yet another letter, which she would place in the mailbox for pickup just as she'd been doing every day since his departure. Secretly she was also hoping that he had finally written her back. It had been over a week now since he'd left and she hadn't heard anything from him. No idea as to what he was doing, or if in fact he still thought about her as much as she found herself thinking about him. With hopes high on a reasonably clear sun-shiny Saturday afternoon, Maggie made her way down the road to the mailbox, squealing with surprise and delight when she retrieved the mail finding a letter there waiting for her from William.
Unable to wait before reading it, Maggie began opening the letter dropping nearly everything else onto the ground in her haste to do so. As it was one of those specially designed 'service' letters that the men used to write home, it wasn't an envelope she could easily tear open and read. Maggie had to carefully peel it apart to keep from tearing the contents. But once she had, she hurriedly began reading.
"My dearest darling Maggie," she read. Wanting to savor each and every word, every sentence, Maggie read it again before continuing.
"My dearest darling," she thought to herself sighing heavily, as she re-read the opening.
"I'm sorry I haven't been able to write to you any earlier. But they have been keeping us pretty busy here lately. Word has reached us that there are some sort of concerns regarding the base where I am stationed. We've been very busy seeing to it that no acts of sabotage can take place against the planes I've been stationed here to guard. But enough about what I've been doing. I've been thinking of you darling, every single day. Wondering how you are, remembering that incredible night we spent together, as well as the wild ride in May's car on the drive to San Antonio. Oh, and by the way, tell May and Lucy I said hello and that I miss them as well. But I miss you most of course Maggie. And I love you. As soon as I am able I will get leave and come home to you. There is something I have been thinking about ever since my arrival here. And something important I want to ask you the next time we're together. As there is very little room for any more writing on these damn form letters they've given us, I fear I must close for now.
Your Lips."
Scrambling to retrieve the mail she had accidentally dropped, Maggie raced back up the road towards the house anxious to share her letter with everyone, holding Williams letter close against her breast as she ran.
#
The following morning Lucy and Jack had gotten up, dressed and headed into town. There were several items that were needed, including some cold remedy's they'd decided to get for May as she continued to get worse and had begun coughing up blood. Maggie had just helped Mrs. Gail down from her room so she could sit and listen to one of her favorite programs on the radio in the parlor. It was just shortly after noon as she stepped out onto the porch, seeing May's car as Jack drove it far too fast, way too recklessly towards the house.
"Something's wrong!" Maggie said to herself as she watched them approach. Just then she heard Mrs. Gail scream.
Fearful as to why Jack was driving so fast, it was Mrs. Gail however that had become her immediate concern. Running back into the house she reached her, saw that she was sobbing uncontrollably covering her face in her hands, muttering over and over as she did. "They just bombed Pearl Harbor!" she said over and over again.



"Who? Who just bombed Pearl Harbor?" Maggie asked in alarm, a tight sickening feeling growing deep in the pit of her stomach.
"The Japanese," she heard Jack say from behind her as he came into the house. "Lucy and I heard it on the radio on our way back. It's still happening!" he added with an anger to his voice Maggie had never heard before. "We're at war!"
"Oh God NO!" Maggie screamed. "William!"
#
Frantically, desperately over the course of the next several days Maggie, especially Jack did everything they could to find out more regarding the obvious disaster at Pearl Harbor. But even with Jack's supposed contacts in the military, they learned little more than what they either heard on the radio or read in the newspapers about it.
Nearly a week had gone by without a single word about William. And though it was to be expected that there were still a lot of missing as well as dead to be sorted through, Maggie had heard of reports of men reporting back to their duty stations, very much alive and happily accounted for. Maggie could only sit, wait and hope that William, her William would be amongst those.
"Jack? Maggie? May's getting worse!" Lucy announced. "I think you two should take her to the hospital as soon as possible!"
Jack and Maggie had already arrived at the same conclusion a short time earlier. Fearing the worst, hoping for the best, but it was a false hope. They both knew what May had, Tuberculosis, and in an advanced stage.
"We're leaving immediately," Jack stated.
"I'll stay here and keep an eye on things," Lucy offered.
"Thank you Lucy," Maggie told her. "Help me pack a few of her things to take with us."
Driving like a maniac all the way there, they got May in to see a doctor. Waiting nervously out in the hallway while she was examined, the doctor came out to speak to them a short time later.
"I'm sorry," he began. "About all we can do for her now is make her as comfortable as possible, she's under quarantine now." Handing them both masks to wear, "You may see her, but please...don't stay very long. She needs her sleep, and we've given her something to help her relax so she may not be very lucid."
Dawning their masks, they went into May's room. Maggie choked back her emotions upon entering and finding that an oxygen tent had been erected over the upper half of May's frail looking form.
"May?" Maggie whispered quietly as she approach the bed. "May?" she whispered again.
"I'm not dead. Yet!" May answered obviously having difficulty breathing. "Come closer so I can see you both," she told them. Looking at her through the distortion of the tent was difficult enough, but Maggie found it easier to be able to stand there and talk to her without May's being able to clearly see the tears that were streaming down her face. Even then, it wasn't about herself that she was worried.
"Any news about William?" May asked.
"No. Nothing," Jack responded seeing that Maggie was unable to speak without breaking down entirely.
"Jack?"
"Yes May."
"You really were a good fuck you know that?"
Now it was Jack's turn as he found it difficult to speak. "So were you May. So were you," he said already speaking to her in the past tense.
May was laboring, finding it difficult to speak. "May, don't talk..." Maggie began to say.
"Have to," May barely managed. "Promise me, Jack? Promise me you'll take care of Maggie ok?"
"I will," He said simply, looking over towards Maggie.
"Maggie? And you promise me...promise you'll always keep a piece of me in your heart, in your spirit. Remember me," Maggie couldn't speak, just standing nodding her head, hoping that May could see her doing so.
"Good. Now Maggie, I need to speak with Jack alone for a few minutes ok?"
"Ok May," Maggie finally managed, turning and leaving the room. When she reached the hallway, she finally did break down, sobbing quietly, though uncontrollably. A short time later Jack came out into the hallway.
"You'd best go say good-bye," he told her. "I'm not sure how much longer she has."
Maggie stayed by her side all night eventually falling asleep. It was the touch of Jack's hand upon her shoulder that awoke her. When he did, she knew.
"She's gone," Jack said sadly.
#
After Jack had made all the necessary arrangements, they began the long drive home again.
"Home," Maggie thought to herself. Shortly after getting in the car, starting back, Jack had informed her that it had been May's wish that Maggie inherit everything. Maggie hadn't known, but May had had her will changed to reflect that very fact. May wasn't exactly filthy rich, but she owned the boarding house outright, including the car as well as several pieces of very expensive jewelry. In addition, she had a small nest egg of nearly twenty thousand dollars in the bank, all of which May had left to her.
"I still can't believe it," Maggie said after Jack had told her everything. "Why would she do that? She didn't owe me anything!"
Maggie was tired, sad beyond her ability to comprehend. May was dead, William was still missing, and she kept thinking she should wake up from this horrible, terrible nightmare. But as she learned upon their arrival home, the nightmare was just beginning.
Jack pulled into the drive. When he did, Lucy came out meeting them on the porch. Maggie had fallen asleep and it took him a moment longer to shake her awake. "We're here," he told her, looking up as Lucy approached holding a yellow telegram in her hand. "Oh no," he allowed to slip as he saw Lucy approaching. "God no!" Looking up at that very moment, Maggie saw Lucy, saw what she held, bolting from the car.
"Lucy? Is it....is it?"
"I don't know Maggie. It was addressed to you. I didn't open it, couldn't open it even if it hadn't been." Shaking fearfully, she handed the telegram to her looking towards Jack for direction. Unfortunately, he was frozen in place just as fearful as she was. Maggie tore at the telegram and began to read.
"We're sorry to inform you...Private first class PFC, William Benjamin Roberts was killed in action on Sunday December 7th 1941..."
Maggie never finished reading the telegram. Jack barely made it to her side catching her just before she toppled over, fainting from the shock, the exhaustion of first May's death, and now the dreaded long awaited news of William's whereabouts.
Jack had carried Maggie upstairs to May's room. Her room now, and then went back downstairs with Lucy telling her the equally horrible news regarding May's passing. The entire afternoon was spent in the shedding of many tears and reflection of the horrible insanity and unfairness of it all.
"How did they know to send the telegram here?" Lucy had asked. Curious about that himself, Jack had made a few calls only to discover that William had listed Maggie as his next of kin even though she hadn't been. "What else did you find out?" Lucy asked, knowing by the look in Jack's eyes that he had considerably more information to share with her than he had previously.
"Well, it appears that William had a friend that was stationed aboard the U.S.S. Arizona. He'd gone over just that morning to see him and was aboard ship when the attack came. From the few remaining survivors and people who began making a list of everyone who'd been on board and were still missing, they came across William's name as one of the men who never made it out. The ship blew up sinking almost immediately, taking nearly everyone who was on board down with her when she did."
"Oh my God Jack. You can't tell Maggie that. You just can't!" Lucy told him.
"I have no intention of it Lucy. Bad enough hearing that he is dead as opposed to hearing how it was he did die."
It was a considerable amount of time later when Maggie was composed enough to come back down stairs. Joining Lucy as well as Jack in the parlor, they sat talking about both William as well as May, discussing their uncertain futures.
"I need to tell you something else Maggie," Jack began. "I need to head back to San Diego. Permanently it seems. With the war and all, we've got some new government contracts and I need to be there to oversee everything." Maggie and Lucy sat listening to the news. It just seemed to be getting worse and worse.
"I want you to come with me Maggie," Jack told her. I made a promise to May to look after you."
"But what about this place Jack?" May left it to me, I can't just walk out and leave it! She wouldn't want me to do that and you know it, or she'd never have left it to me."
"What about Lucy?" he asked.
"What about Lucy?"
"Let her run the place, you know she can, she's been doing it over the past few days anyway and she's good at it. You know she is!" Maggie turned to look at her.
"Lucy? Is that something you'd enjoy doing? Even want to do?" Maggie asked her.
Lucy sat there for a few moments thinking about it. "Why not? I'd be basically working for myself wouldn't I?" she asked. "Better than working for somebody else if you know what I mean. So sure, why not? What've I got to lose anyway?"
"So, you'll come with me to San Diego then?" Jack asked her. Maggie nodded her head yes. Thinking to herself that there was really no reason for her to stay here now. With May gone, and now William, all she really had was Jack, and Lucy. But she couldn't see herself remaining here, not after everything that had happened. There would be too many painful memories for her to remain.
"Would you do me a favor Maggie?" Lucy asked her.
"Sure kiddo what?" Even saying that simple phrase she was reminded of May as she'd spoken the word "kiddo" often. Maybe a part of May would be with her, inside of her as she'd promised.
"My little sister still lives with my father and stepmother in San Diego. Would you mind looking her up, telling her I'm ok...and doing well?"
"Well sure Lucy, but why haven't you called her yourself?"
"Because my father disowned me a long time ago," she said. "I haven't seen or spoken to any of my family in years. But at least my sister and I were still on good terms when I left. So, would you mind?"
"No, of course not. What about your mother, your real mother I mean?" Maggie asked.
"My real mother died years ago," Lucy told her.
"Oh. I'm sorry Lucy. What's your sisters name anyway?" Maggie asked.
"Gladys" Lucy told her.
"Ok, give me her address and phone number if you have it. After we get there, I'll look her up. But I'm going to do you one better than that too. I'm going to give her the number here. Perhaps she'll find a way of contacting you without your father being aware of it."
"Maybe," Lucy said. "Thanks Maggie. I really appreciate it!"
Lucy retired to bed shortly after that, exhausted with a lot on her mind, and so many things to think about. Maggie was tired too, but had no desire to go upstairs to May's room, her room or her old room either for that matter.
"Jack? Would you let me sleep with you tonight?" she asked him. "I don't want to sleep alone, and I don't feel comfortable sleeping in May's bed either."
"Sure Maggie. Anything you want honey. Anything at all."
A short time later they slipped into bed together. "Jack, would you do something else for me tonight too?"
"Sure honey. What?"
"Make love to me?"
"Maggie...I'm not sure that's a very good idea," he told her honestly.
"I need to feel loved Jack," she told him.
"You are loved Maggie. You don't need sex to feel that way. Shouldn't anyway," he added.
"I know. But I want to. I want to feel it physically besides emotionally. As horrible as this may sound to you Jack, and you can still tell me no afterwards if you'd like. But I'd really appreciate it if you'd do it. I want to pretend just this once, just this one time tonight that you're William. And maybe, you can pretend that I'm May," she told him. "One last time...for each of us. Please?"
As much as he felt like they might both regret it afterwards, he agreed. "Ok Maggie. Just this once. But if we ever do it again, it will be you, and I agreed?"
"Agreed!" Maggie said slipping out of bed, removing her nightdress as she did. "Oh. And is it ok if we turn out the lights? Just this once?" she asked him again. Jack nodded his head in agreement, then adding.
"Just this once."
In the darkness Maggie somehow did find herself able to imagine that Jack was William. In her minds eye, she saw him just exactly as she had that last evening they had spent together. Even their obvious differences didn't register as Maggie slipped down between Jack's legs, taking his turgid member in her hands as she lovingly began stroking it, kissing it...remembering. Even when Jack moaned, it was William's moans that she heard. When Jack finally pushed her over, kissing and sucking her hard erect nipples, it was William's mouth...his lips that did so, bringing to her an unearthly passion of mind body and soul. Feeling Jack's cock finally enter her, splitting her pussy as he drove into her with a fiery heartfelt need of his own, it wasn't Jack's prick fucking into her. It wasn't even his seed that poured deeply into her womb when he came. It was Williams...Lips.
#
They spent Christmas together in a home that Jack's company had provided for them until he could find another placed he preferred living in. And although it was certainly nice, spacious, certainly more extravagant than anything she had ever stayed in before, Maggie felt alone, homesick. Without much of anything to do to occupy her time, she slept or read every book she could get her hands on. As Lucy had asked, she'd made two attempts already to try reaching Lucy's sister Gladys, but to no avail. The first time she had called, she'd heard a man answer, hanging up almost immediately afterwards. A day later she had tried again, and though this time when a woman answered, she was fairly certain it had been Lucy's stepmother. She had asked her if Gladys was there. Told "no, that she wasn't," Maggie had left a message for her to call. Saying simply that she needed to speak with her about a private matter, that and nothing more. After hanging up, she seriously doubted that Lucy's stepmother would even give her sister the message. Maggie decided that she might perhaps drive over to where she lived, park the car nearby and hopefully run into her somehow, long enough to give her Lucy's message. "At least," she thought. "It will give me something to do!"
Maggie and Jack made love nearly every night after that. "Fucked" actually as she thought about it. With Jack, it was never really tender, always fast, furious sometimes almost brutal. But she never complained. Even when she failed to reach orgasm with him, she would contentedly lay by his side long into the night listening to his gentle breathing before getting up out of bed to go into the bathroom and masturbate, reaching orgasm, enjoying her climax always thinking about and wishing it was William she was with.
As for Lucy, Maggie called her every few days keeping in touch, seeing how things were going as well as ensuring she had everything she needed financially. Jack had helped her to set up an account where she could easily transfer funds whenever Lucy needed them for anything, but as she'd already managed to ensure, Lucy was making more than enough to meet her needs to get by on and have a little extra to tuck away at the end of each month. She'd just gotten off the phone with her, reminding herself as she did that she still hadn't as yet gotten a hold of Lucy's sister, even promising to do so again as soon as possible when Jack arrived home.
"Maggie? We need to talk. There's something I want to ask you," he'd told her. Nervously she followed him into their formal living room.
"What's up Jack?" she asked, fearful of where this was heading as he'd been hinting at it ever since Christmas now. She'd already made up her mind about it. Knew what she would say to him, and decide what to do further about her life, and his if what she told him didn't sit with him right. The way she figured it, there was no other choice to it, no other way that she could spend the rest of her life with him as his wife unless he agreed to her terms.
"You probably already know what I'm about to ask you," he told her removing a small box from his jacket pocket. Opening it, he allowed her to look at the enormous diamond sitting inside.
"I want you to marry me," he said. "I love you Maggie, and I promised May I would always look out for you. What better way for me to keep that promise than to make you my wife?" he asked her. "So Maggie. Will you? Marry me?"
Maggie looked directly into his eyes. "Yes I will Jack, but only if you agree to a few simple conditions," she said surprising him with her sudden boldness. "May would have liked that," she thought. "Acting boldly, not taking any shit from anyone," she mused silently to herself.
"Ok," he said slowly. "Such as?"
"First, let me assure you that I will always be there for you sexually, anytime day or night. I'll never tell you no, and I'll never turn you away," she began. Jack grinned thinking that Maggie was about to tell him of her undying love for him as well.
"Second, if I ever do ask you for a divorce, you must agree to give me one immediately. I'll never ask you for more than what it mine already, and I'll never lie, cheat or steal from you for as long as we are married. But if the day ever does come that I want a divorce, then I expect you to give me one. Without a fight, without any delays. And...I want everything in writing filed with an attorney." Maggie took a deep breath before continuing, "If you can agree to that Jack, then yes. I will marry you. If not, then it's better that I leave you now and we both go our own ways."
Somewhat stunned by Maggie's almost rude boldness, he sat back on his heels momentarily still holding the box open as he thought about it. Looking at her again with different eyes, as well as more than a little anger sitting behind his own, he countered her conditions with one of his.
"I'll agree to everything you've said Maggie, on one more condition of my own. Sexually speaking, If I chose, to include anyone else in our relationship for fun or games, I'll expect you to go along, whether you're physically included or not. That means sharing you with other men, or women if I so chose to do so. Never having you say no, never hearing you complain to me about it or demanding it be any other way between us. If you will agree to that, then we have a deal, and I'll see to it that it's written up any way that you'd like before we're actually married."
Now it was Maggie's turn to consider his terms. But she did so much more quickly than he had. "Agreed," Maggie said holding out her hand to him. Rather than slipping the ring on her finger however, he handed her the box instead.
"Put it on yourself," he told her. "Then come over here and suck me off after you've done so."
Maggie knew it was a test of wills, certainly determination. And she was determined to live up to her end of the bargain, even if they weren't really married yet. Even more importantly however, Maggie wasn't about to do anything with Jack, leaving him feeling less than satisfied, even loved. Even if it wasn't a love born of her heart, she would love him; love him in every conceivable way but with her heart. That she had already given away, and would never allow herself to give away again. But she also knew that Jack would never truly know the difference. So it was, Maggie approached him almost submissively. If he'd expected her to go about "sucking him off" as he'd basically demanded for her to do. He was in for a big surprise as she intended on giving him the best fucking blowjob of his entire life.
Jack had expected her to go about it less than enthusiastically, even bracing himself for exactly that.
"You'd better suck it...and suck it good," he'd warned her almost threateningly. And, as he'd asked. She did. Within moments after she had begun, when Maggie had quite lovingly teased his erection with the tip of her tongue in ways that Jack had never felt before, Maggie sensed the tension ease in his expectations of her. And as she felt while doing it, knowing that he was enjoying it every bit as much as she knew he would.



"Damn Maggie, that's good," he told her softening his voice. "Oh fuck yeah that's nice!" he said meaning it. Maggie licked, sucked, stroking his cock with every intention of making him feel as good as possible. Even going so far as to stick her finger gently up inside his ass, worming it around, teasing him increasing the intensity and stimulation.
"Oh yeah Maggie, suck it baby! Suck it! You're gonna make me cum soon!" he moaned pleasurably.
As Jack's thick creamy jisim exploded deep inside her mouth, Maggie swallowed, smiling, knowing that in many ways, Jack was hers now. Long enough for as long as she wanted, needed him anyway. Which wasn't a bad thing. She would ensure he'd be happy, all the while watching out for her own best interests. Not about to take advantage of him financially necessarily, but certainly doing so to ensure that she would one day perhaps, never again have to rely on anyone, for anything.
True to form, Jack arranged for a rather large, very expensive wedding to be held at the Hotel Del Coronado in San Diego across the bay. Several of his business associates and friends, some of which Maggie hadn't even met yet would be in attendance. And in true style, they were to be wed on the 1st of January 1942.
As they had sent out a number of invitations, Maggie had as an additional thought decided to send one to Gladys's home. She had written a personal note on the invitation hoping that Gladys would actually get it and read it.
"Gladys, I have news about your sister Lucy. Please come to my wedding as an invited guest. We have much to talk about. Maggie"
They had checked into a rather lavish bridal suite on New Years Eve in preparation for their wedding the following day. Several of Jack's friends were already there checked into nearby rooms in anticipation of a combination New Years/Bachelors party, which had been reserved in yet another suite separate from their own. The fact that Maggie wasn't excited about her own wedding was an understatement.
"You going to stay in the room?" Jack asked as he prepared to head downstairs to the bar where he was expected to join his friends in an early party drink.
"Yes, I've already ordered room service too. So I'll have dinner here and then turn in early. Big day tomorrow you know." Jack shot her a quizzical look, it was hard for him to tell if Maggie was being sarcastic or not. He certainly couldn't tell it by the tone of her voice or by the genuine smile on her face as she finished unpacking her clothing, hanging things up or folding them away in the dresser drawers. "Don't suppose I'll see you until tomorrow."
"Probably not," Jack stated. "Big party, strippers. You know, the whole nine yards."
"Well, have a good time," Maggie said easily once again without any hint of malice or irritation to her tone as she turned looking at him. Maggie even crossed the room placing her arms around his neck kissing him a moment before he left. She actually enjoyed seeing the confused expression on his face just before he walked out the door.
Maggie had no maid of honor, no bridesmaids who would be in attendance, no nothing. She'd even chosen not to wear an elaborately designed frilly wedding gown either, choosing instead a sultry looking off-white evening gown that would show off her magnificent curves and sensuous body to full effect. If Lucy could have gotten away, she would have perhaps been her maid of honor, but the boarding house was full and with no one else to run the place, it had been impossible even with Lucy volunteering to close the place down long enough to attend. It had been impossible to even consider it however, especially with Mrs. Gail still living there, still in need of special attention and one of their best paying, longest staying customers. Lucy had wished her well, totally unaware of the change that had occurred emotionally between Maggie and Jack, assuming from where she sat that the two of them would find themselves happily married much to her delight and joy as Lucy still loved them both very much.
Maggie had ordered king crab legs for dinner, but hardly touched the delicacy as she sat picking at them absentmindedly lost in thought about the events since May's tragic death. She missed her, missed William. Maggie missed everything that had been and never would be again. Deciding on a nice long luxurious bath, she undressed settling herself in the oversized bath complete with soft glowing candlelight, bubbles with soft music playing in the background. She never heard the door to her suite open or the sound of footsteps as they crossed the room until the door to her bathroom opened.
As it was nearing midnight, Maggie initially assumed that Jack had returned to at least wish her a Happy New Year, thus she actually sat up in the tub exposing her breasts more fully expecting Jack to enter. Instead, as the door slowly, almost tentatively opened, she was more than a little stunned to see a perfect stranger enter the room.
"Who are you?" she demanded slipping down beneath the water just a little too late as he stood there looking at her an almost devilish smile on his face. "How'd you get in here anyway?"
He was obviously a little tipsy as he stood there swaying slightly. Holding up a set of keys he showed in doing so that he had gotten Jack's room keys somehow.
"Jack said we were your New Years Eve surprise," he stated slurring his words slightly. "Told us to come to your room, that you'd be more than willing to party with us." He continued to grin almost foolishly, but with a look that also said he was a lot less sure of himself now.
"We?" Maggie asked becoming irritated, suddenly understanding what Jack was doing.
"Yeah, I'm his best man," the stranger said as though that explained everything to her. As is Johnny and Steven who are on their way up now."
"I see," Maggie said easing herself up out of the tub. "Would you mind handing me that bath towel behind you?" she asked him.
Although this wasn't exactly the way she'd have preferred or even wanted to spend New Years Eve, she wasn't about to sit and stew over it either. The stranger who had walked into her bathroom, although slightly intoxicated, was attractive. "At least you didn't send me some freak to fuck. Thank you for that anyway Jack," she thought to herself.
"Would you mind drying my back?" Maggie asked him. Drunk as he'd been, he sobered considerably at the prospect of actually touching her, even if it was with a towel. "By the way, one thing I don't do...is fuck strangers," she said. "So what is your name anyway?"
"Larry," he said looking and sounding less and less inebriated by the second.
"Hi Larry. So, when's everyone else supposed to be here? Or would you like to go into the bedroom and get started without them?"
Smiling, Larry followed Maggie into the bedroom undoing his tie, removing his jacket and tossing them over onto a nearby chair. "Shit. I can't believe this is really happening," he said sounding like a little boy who had just gotten his favorite unexpected toy for Christmas. "When Jack told us to come up here, nobody actually believed him at first. We all thought he was joking."
"Oh, so you're the sacrificial lamb so to speak then huh?" Maggie said as she crawled up onto the bed expectantly. "Your friends, Jack's friends..." she amended, "Are probably waiting downstairs to see if you return with your tail tucked between your legs, is that it?" Larry had walked over towards the bed; Maggie now sat up reaching over and began undoing his belt while he struggled out of his shirt, fumbling badly with the buttons as he did.
"Yeah, sort of I guess," he stammered excitedly. "If I don't return, which I won't be. They'll figure out that this maybe was for real and come upstairs to find out for themselves," he added with a lusty sneer.
"Well in that case, I guess we should be giving them a little show by the time they do screw up their courage and come upstairs then."
"How'd Jack ever find someone as beautiful as you are anyway? More importantly, how'd he ever talk you into doing this in the first place?" Larry said finally stepping out of his pants just as Maggie fished his prick from the inside of his boxer shorts.
"You might say we have an agreement. I do whatever he wants me to do sexually, as long as he agrees to take care of me," she told him. "For as long as I want him to anyway. When I don't...I leave. It's basically pretty simple really wouldn't you agree?" Maggie drew his erection into her mouth and began sucking him.
"Fucking lucky son of a bitch. I'd say," Larry said as Maggie wonderfully began devouring his cock.
"You could say that," Maggie said around him. "For a little while longer anyway." she said to herself.
As Maggie had half expected and anticipated two other men showed up at the door a short time later. Each nervously entering the room, stunned when they saw their friend Larry standing at the side of the bed while Maggie, Jack's soon to be wife sat there naked, sucking their friends prick for all she was worth.
"Fucking A!" One of the men said. "Jack wasn't kidding was he!"
"Doesn't look like it," the other commented. "Come on, let's get out of our clothes and have some fun ourselves," he'd said enthusiastically. From the corner of her eye Maggie watched the two men stripping off their clothing. She smiled to herself. Jack might think he was doing this to annoy or upset her, just his way of showing that he expected her to live up to her end of the bargain.
"Well, she would too. And there wasn't any reason that she shouldn't enjoy herself as she did," she thought to herself once again. "No reason at all."
"Your friends are here," Maggie said as she finally removed his cock from her mouth. "Maybe you should introduce them to me. Like I said Larry...I don't fuck strangers."
"This is Johnny," Larry said introducing her to a blonde haired blue-eyed man who looked beautiful enough to be a movie star except for a small scar that slightly pulled down the corner of one eye. Obviously he'd experienced a fairly serious accident at some point years ago, marring his near perfect handsomeness. As it was, Maggie thought it added character to his face and kept him from appearing almost too pretty.
"And this...well this is Steven," Larry said pointing at the other guy who was just finishing removing his pants. "Though the guys call him horse," he added for obvious reasons. Steven, or "horse" rather, was tall, very tall. Added to that he was well built as well as muscular, the type that could easily be playing pro-football.
"Well Larry, since you were the bravest of the three of you, it's only fair that you get to chose who does what," Maggie told him, smiling seductively. "So then...heads or tails?" she asked wickedly.
"Not sure what you mean," he said looking embarrassed but smiling back towards the other two who also stood with shit eating grins on their faces while they waited to find out what Maggie was referring to.
"Well the way I see it. You get the choice of my continuing your blowjob or fucking me in the ass. Obviously, "horse" there isn't going to have my ass, so he can pick pussy or mouth dependent upon what you decide. And as for Johnny, well he gets whatever's left over. So. Does that make it any easier for you?" she asked him.
"Your ass? Really?" Maggie grinned, guess that settles that. "Horse?" she asked turning towards him. He was already stroking his enormous cock to readiness. "Don't hardly ever get anyone to actually give me a blow job," he told her honestly.
"What a surprise," Maggie said somewhat sarcastically. "Well then, guess everything's settled. Larry? There's some Vaseline in the bathroom, why don't you run and get it? As for you horse. Why don't you step over here for a moment so you and I can get better acquainted."
Johnny had thrown his shirt over the only table lamp that was on, dimming the lighting even more than it had been. Maggie chuckled quietly to herself sensing their discomfort at possibly being nude in front of one another. "Penis envy" Maggie had thought, still quietly laughing. Though that didn't surprise her, Steve really was a horse. And she was suddenly grateful that she wasn't about to fuck him initially either, though she surmised that would change in all likelihood as the evening progressed.
Larry returned from the bathroom handing her the jar of Vaseline. "Put it on your dick," she told him. "And use lots of it, goop it up real good. Then...do me," she said laughing as she saw his face reddening. Once he'd slicked himself up sufficiently, Maggie had Johnny come over and lay down on the bed so that she could straddle him.
"As soon as he's inside me, then you can enter me from behind doggy style," she told Larry. "And as for you horse. Well, you can stand here by the side of the bed where I can reach you, or you can kneel down next to me, whichever you'd prefer."
Slipping Johnny's cock inside her pussy was easy. She was well lubricated enough for that. Larry was a little more difficult, and though he had the smaller cock of the three, which she immediately found herself grateful for, she'd never had anyone take her up the ass before either. This was a first. Larry at least was somewhat cautious in his approach, slowly easing himself into her ass allowing her to grow accustomed to the intrusion, slowly, gradually until she eventually felt him filling her completely. Horse had opted to half lay, half kneel on the bed making her stretch towards him slightly, though as big and long as he was, wasn't all that difficult a position to accommodate. In unison, Johnny began thrusting slowly in and out of her cunt while she sat astride him, finding herself actually beginning to enjoy the dual sensation as Larry's penis began easing in and out of her ass simultaneously. And though she had a little difficulty placing her mouth around the entire head of Steve's prick, she managed to do so, though taking very little of his actual length inside her mouth as she sucked him. He didn't seem to mind it however as he soon began moaning and groaning with obvious pleasure.
They'd been fucking, sucking, thrusting and gyrating wildly on the bed together for several minutes when Maggie heard the subtle opening of the door to their suite. She knew immediately who it was as she heard soft footsteps leading over to one of several large oversized chairs where he sat down, watching.
"Oh fuck. I'm gonna blow!" Johnny exclaimed a moment later from beneath her. Maggie had already warned him about ejaculating inside her. Still fearing the possibility of pregnancy, she had told him ahead of time that he was to pull out of her when he came. Allowing his prick to slip out of her, Maggie reached back grasping it when it did, stroking it up and down quickly with her hand as she pumped out streamers of his ejaculate which shot up and over, landing on her back.
"Hey dumb-ass!" Larry cried out in alarm. "You're getting that shit all over me!" he complained disgustedly.
"Fuck you Larry," Johnny sighed in obvious pleasure. "You're the one who's in the way!"
Seconds Later Maggie felt Larry withdrawing his penis from her ass. And though she'd not spoken to him one way or the other, found herself somewhat surprised as he pulled out, choosing to shoot his sperm up and over her back rather than inside her. She felt the elongated trails of his warm fresh semen coating her back in several continuous spurts as he groaned out his obvious pleasure, grunting deeply as he finished jacking himself off onto her. Larry had barely finished, standing up staggering backwards acting as though he was drunk, even drunker than he'd been when he'd first arrived. She wondered briefly if it was a ruse that he was using to justify his actions, his pleasures in front of his friends, having an excuse later to use in having done so.
"Roll over. Let me fuck those tits!" Horse told her. Johnny immediately scrambled out of the way as she did, joining Larry as she heard him beginning to dress.
When Maggie fell upon her back, she saw a lone figure sitting across the room from her, but only for an instant as Steve's massive body soon sat astride her chest effectively cutting off her view.
"Nice fucking tits!" Steve told her. "Hold em together for me," he asked, "So I can fuck em better."
Doing as he'd asked her, Maggie placed her hands on either side of her breasts molding them around the length of his prick. Even so, he was big enough, long enough that as he began thrusting himself between them, he still managed to graze the head of his prick against her mouth in the process. Opening her lips for him, she included the additional stimulation of sucking the head of his prick with every upward fuck between her tits, driving him crazy with lust and desire for her.
"Oh yeah baby! That's good. Really good!"
Steve continued fucking her for several long minutes, finally he too began moaning as his orgasm began to approach. He'd managed to thrust one more time between her tits, lodging the head of his prick just inside Maggie's mouth when the first spurt of his climax exploded from his dick filling her. Maggie swallowed almost desperately as the volume of his orgasm was tremendous. But she took it all, opening her throat, drinking him down just as quickly as he seemingly refilled it until every last spurt had been drained from his penis, where he too tumbled off of the bed and began to hurriedly dress joining his two friends who already were.
None of them even thought or considered for even the briefest of moments that Maggie hadn't climaxed, or even if she'd enjoyed any of it in the slightest, which admittedly she had. As she lay there upon the bed in the semi darkness, listening as Steve, the last to dress finished doing so. Moments later, all three men began making their way past Jack, still quietly sitting within his chair towards the door.
"Thanks man. That was great," she heard Steve addressing Jack as he sat silently in the darkness. He didn't even acknowledge them with words, obviously smiling perhaps or nodding his head where she could neither see it nor hear him in doing so.
"Really neat!" Johnny said as the last one of them to speak just before hearing the door opening and then closing as they exited. Maggie lay silently on her back upon the bed. Curious as to what Jack was doing, would do now that the three of them had left. She heard the sound of the chair as he stood up, heard his quiet footsteps as he approached the bed, sensing him more than seeing him as only his silhouette appeared standing beside her now.
She expected him to speak, to say something. Surprised when he didn't. Then she heard the faint sound of his zipper being pulled down, another almost imperceptible noise as he reached inside his slacks. Although it was dark, and though she could only see his outline, she could tell by it that he stood above her jacking himself off. Without so much as a solitary word he stood there masturbating. Maggie in turn continued to lie there, just as silently as he was, waiting.
She felt the first warm, wet splashes begin to fall upon her body a few moments later. With an almost uncanny accuracy, he sprayed his spunk first upon her face, then laying a ribbon of his sperm across her breasts, working himself down as he did until he emptied what remained of his orgasm against her pussy where his cream stuck against her, matting her pubic hair in thick sticky pools. Hearing the sound of his zipper once again, Jack turned away from her heading back towards the door. A slim sliver of light appeared as he opened it briefly highlighting him as he left. Then it was gone, once again leaving her to the silence and darkness of the room as she felt his fluid slowly running down her body soaking the bed beneath her.
Maggie allowed herself the luxury of crying. "One last time before tomorrow," she thought. "After tomorrow, I'll never cry again," she promised herself.



Things really could have been better between them. How it had gotten to be like this Maggie wasn't really sure. She had perhaps let him know in no uncertain terms that she couldn't love him the way he'd wanted her to. Most likely, he was trying to punish her for that. But she'd given him all she could of herself, "everything but my heart" she said again repeating the words as a reminder.
Maggie could have walked away, could have remained at the boarding house for that matter. But she wasn't foolish enough to think she really had a head for business...yet. Nor that she'd be able to make it on her own without help. Unfortunately, it was a man's world at the moment. And she was merely a woman struggling to find herself. But she would. Given time she knew that she would.
#
They were married late the following afternoon by a Justice of the Peace in the grand hall of the Hotel. Maggie found herself amused as she stood by Jack's side greeting their guests. Most of the men leaning forward to steal a kiss from her, one or two actually reaching out to brush against her breasts with their hands. Obviously word had spread amongst the men of the lucky few who'd been invited to sample her treasures. Even the women Maggie found amusing as many of them with a perfunctory hug, and a kiss that never quite landed on her cheek walked by, congratulating Jack enthusiastically, briefly stopping to barely nod their heads at her in greeting as they passed. Only one seemed to stop in front of her as though intent on actually wanting to meet her.
"I'm Gladys," she said extending her hand. "Congratulations on your marriage," she offered sincerely, obviously unaware of the rumors already spreading like wildfire around the room.
"Jack? Would you excuse me for a minute?" Maggie asked. "There's someone here I want to talk to for a moment...Lucy's sister," she added not wanting him to become suspicious unnecessarily about anything. Jack smiled, broadly taking her hand to shake it.
"Lucy's sister huh? Well, well. It's nice to meet you. Lucy's really a great gal!" He added equally as sincere, becoming for a brief moment the old Jack that Maggie had once known, and actually cared about. "Sure sweetheart. You go on ahead and visit. I'm in need of a drink anyway," he said turning away heading off towards the open bar.
"There's so much to tell you. About your sister," Maggie said drawing Gladys aside. She seemed hesitant initially, pulling back from her almost standoffishly. Gladys certainly wasn't an attractive or even beautiful woman by any means, more like handsome if a term could be used to actually describe a woman. Which she was. Wearing her hair far shorter than what was fashionable with very little makeup, Gladys seemed almost masculine in a way though her sudden smile hinted at a femininity lying just below the surface.
"You really do know her? Know where she is?" Gladys asked, suddenly excited coming to understand that this wasn't some kind of a horrible joke. "It's been years since I've seen her," she added. "I didn't know if she was even alive."
"Well she is Gladys. And she wants to talk to you!" Maggie said smiling, happier inside than she had felt in weeks now. They sat themselves down at a quiet table in the corner. Maggie told her a little about Lucy, what she looked like now, what she was doing. Leaving out all the more private intimate memories, things that Lucy could decide for herself what to share, or what not to share with her sister, when they talked. Which Maggie now knew...they would.
#
With the war well underway, turning into what appeared would be a long arduous struggle of hardship, suffering as well as commitment, Jack began spending more and more time away from Maggie. Out of necessity rather than anything else, as the government contracts he's secured demanded his almost constant attention, Jack had been required to travel extensively, leaving Maggie alone in their home for long periods of time. He'd given her a small allowance, which she hardly if ever spent on herself. Maggie remained in contact with the Attorney who'd written up May's will, handling her estate. As such, she soon hired him to invest what little funds she could save, including a small meager portion of her profits from the boarding house, most of which she'd already forced Lucy into accepting as she did most of the work. Running the business and keeping things afloat, Maggie felt that Lucy deserved most of what she made far more than she did. Gradually, over time however, Maggie had increased her savings nearly doubling what she'd been left with from the estate as well as the meager investments that her Attorney carefully placed and watched over for her.
By late summer it appeared as though the United States would finally win this horrible war, though it was far from over. Life once again began to take on a much more cheery outlook with families taking picnics, even beginning to travel together, taking trips going places and needing places to stay when they got there.
Lucy had called her a few days before to tell her how crazy things had been of late. The boarding house was constantly full, and Lucy had finally had to hire additional help in order to get things done. All in all, things were looking up. With Jack away, not expected to return for several weeks this time, Maggie decided it was time to pay her old friend a visit. She'd saved enough for travel expenses, even going so far as to leave word with Jack's "sexretary" as she called her, knowing that it was she, and not Maggie who often traveled with him by his side. Telling her where she would be in the event Jack even wanted to reach her for some reason, Maggie left...excited and enthusiastic about seeing Lucy again after nearly a year.
Lucy met her at the train station, running up to her immediately hugging her and crying joyously as they saw one another for the first time in so many month's a part.
They spent nearly the entire night catching one another up on what had happened during their time a part. Maggie finally told Lucy how much Jack had changed, their farce of a marriage, as well as the difficulties she'd been living with, especially regarding all the men that Jack continually brought home with him for her to fuck and take care of sexually. Lucy had also confirmed that she'd spent nearly an entire week visiting with her sister Gladys. She'd come all the way out to see her on the pretense of visiting a friend. The subject of Lucy's family, the way her father felt about her still as strong as ever.
"Oh Maggie! I'm so sorry! I had no idea!" Lucy exclaimed, shocked, surprised, even angry as she thought of him, realizing everything Maggie had been going through because of it.
"Don't worry kiddo," Maggie said, emulating May as she spoke, which they both realized she had done, actually laughing about it. "I've nearly saved up enough that I'll be able to stand on my own two feet soon. When I do, I have it in writing that Jack will give me an uncontested divorce. When he does, I'll be free of him. Forever!"
With plenty of help to keep the place running smoothly, Lucy talked Maggie into driving into San Antonio with her to celebrate. "Maybe even go to dinner or see a movie!" Lucy had suggested. "Not only that," she said almost conspiratorially. "There's a lot of military guys in town recently too. Maybe you and I can convince a couple of them to take us out for dancing and drinks!"
Though the idea of a nice dinner, even a movie sounded good to her especially as it had been so long since she'd even seen one, the thought of going out with anyone, especially someone wearing a uniform was far less than entertaining. Still, she felt she owed it to Lucy. She'd already confessed to her earlier that it had actually been several month's since she'd gone to bed with anyone, working as hard as she had been, and without any real prospects boarding with her now, the idea of dancing, drinks was obviously something Maggie couldn't very well turn down and keep her friend from enjoying.
"Maybe we'll both find a good serviceman!" Lucy said implying the double entendre as she spoke. Maggie did enjoy a good laugh over that one. Something else she had missed doing. Laughing again. It was good to be home.
#
They had enjoyed a good movie as well as a nice dinner, now finding them selves strolling down the sidewalks of San Antonio being ogled by several men, many of which were wearing uniforms.
"Can we buy you ladies a drink?" Someone asked from behind them. Turning, Maggie wasn't at all surprised to see two fairly handsome men wearing Marine uniforms standing behind them having just stepped outside from the club they'd just passed. By the ribbons each was wearing just above the pockets on their jumpers, they'd been several places, most likely seeing quite a bit of action too.
"Sure!" Lucy said without bothering to look at Maggie to see if she was interested. "After all, wasn't that the reason they were really here for?" Maggie asked herself going along.
Allowing themselves to be escorted inside, they soon took up a rather large booth in a fairly darkened section. Giving the waitress their orders, the guys soon introduced themselves.
"Names Andrew James," the one closest to Maggie said, moving even closer to sit by her. Obviously she was "his" for the evening she thought as the other slightly younger looking man slid in next to Lucy. "Mine's Fred," he said introducing himself more to Lucy, effectively doing the same thing with her.
"Elizabeth," Maggie said using her formal name before Lucy could say anything, though Lucy did look towards her smiling in understanding that nobody really knew her by that name, or would call her that unless they knew her. "Lucy." Lucy said, snuggling up almost immediately next to Fred.
Several drinks later with as many dances, it became obvious that the boys were in hopes of pushing their luck.
"Don't suppose the two of you would consider getting a room?" Fred asked hopefully. This time Lucy did glance towards Maggie without responding first, seeking her approval. Maggie nodded her head somewhat reluctantly, doing so only because she'd seen how excited Lucy had become over the suggestion.
"But only one room though," Maggie said speaking up before Lucy could.
"We can do that!" Andrew stated, obviously surprised at their sudden good fortune. "Twin beds though ok?" he said nervously glancing over towards his buddy. Obviously, this was one contingency they hadn't thought completely through yet however.
"Twin beds are fine," Maggie told him seeing the look of relief in his face when she responded.
"Great! There's a motel just down the street from here," Andrew said. "I know it, as I used to live nearby here," he told them standing up. "And," he added excitedly, "We can stop by on our way there and pick up something to drink for inside the room."
"You ok with this?" Lucy whispered worriedly to Maggie the moment they stepped outside of the club.
"No worries kiddo. It's been a while, but I think I know how to have a good time," Maggie said winking at her. Andrew immediately placed his arm around Maggie's waist as Fred had done with Lucy. And together, the four of them walked the few short blocks towards the motel, stopping along the way to purchase a bottle of whisky, entering their motel room a short time after that.
The 'boys' stood around for a few moments appearing quite nervous and unsure as to who should make the next move. As late as it was, and as tired as she was Maggie decided that she would help hurry things along.
"Why don't you guys fix us all something to drink while Lucy and I make ourselves a little more comfortable?" she offered. Letting them off the hook from appearing any less experienced than they already were, they immediately spread out looking for glasses to make drinks with while Maggie stood, unashamedly removing her clothing, as did Lucy a moment or two later.
"Lights?" Fred asked as he stood there in his boxers trying to keep his obvious erection from worming it's way outside of them exposing himself.
"Lights," Maggie said in agreement, once again seeing his relief as he reached over shutting them off. In the near total darkness, Maggie felt Andrew stumble over towards the bed, removing his underwear as he did, slipping in beside her beneath the sheets. She was anxious to pretty much get things going, and over with when he touched her. He was trembling almost violently. Maggie smiled remembering a similar encounter.
"Are you a virgin?" she asked too quietly for anyone else to hear. "It's ok if you are, I'll teach you," she said just as quietly, suddenly no longer in such a hurry as she had been.
"Yes," she heard the simple answer confirming her suspicions.
"In that case, roll over onto your back, let me do all the work," she said softly.
For once she was glad that Lucy moaned and groaned as loudly as she did whenever she made love with anyone. It gave her a chance to gently talk to Andrew telling him what to do, and what not to do as she sat atop him riding his cock. She told him how good it felt, stroking his ego a little, and though it actually did feel good, Maggie wasn't interested in striving for her own enjoyments, wanting however to ensure that Andrew did. After all, a person's first time was meant to be memorable, even cherished just as hers had been.
"Oh yeah baby. That feel's really, really good," she told him cooing in his ear as she leaned over allowing him to lick and suck her breasts simultaneously. Maggie could sense when he became too excited, nearly losing it twice. She had stopped both times holding him still, soothing him to relax, to enjoy it...allowing the pleasure to subside a little before beginning again. Next to her, she could tell by Fred's rapidly escalating breathing that Lucy was having no such luck in calming her "serviceman" as she'd jokingly called him earlier. And as she also realized, Lucy was now straining just as fiercely to arrive at her own climax knowing full well there was no way she was going to stop Fred now from reaching his.
For the first time in her entire life, Maggie faked an orgasm. Doing so for Andrew's self confidence as a newly made man.
"Oh Baby! Oh Baby!" she screamed out drowning Lucy as well as Fred's moans. "I'm gonna cum honey...fuck me...fuck me....FUCK ME!" Maggie wailed at the top of her lungs, convulsing, shaking convincingly as she felt Andrew's prick erupting geyser after geyser of sperm into her womb. Only afterwards did Maggie even remotely worry about becoming pregnant, heading into the bathroom as quickly as she could to wash out as much of his semen from herself as was possible for her to do, returning a short time later with a smile on her face seeing a very pleased and pleasured one on Andrews face too.
"Wow Maggie. I don't think I've ever heard you cum quite that hard before!" Lucy had said teasingly, and more than just a little bit jealous as it had been obvious that she hadn't by the sounds of Fred's immediate grunting and groaning followed shortly after that by another soft moan from Lucy. One in which Maggie had heard far too often, a moan not of pleasure, but of frustration. She'd obviously not gotten there before Fred had.
"Maggie? I thought you said it was Elizabeth," Andrew said sitting up in bed drawing the sheet over himself shyly covering his nakedness. Maggie was still nude not at all uncomfortable parading around naked as she poured herself a glass of water taking a drink before answering.
"Well both actually," she said. "My friends call me Maggie," she explained now that the cat had been let out of the bag. Glancing towards Lucy, she saw her mouth the word "Sorry" at her. But she smiled, letting her know it was ok. No big deal.
"Have an Army buddy that says he used to know a woman named Maggie that lived pretty close by here," he said.
Maggie almost choked on the second gulp of water she'd taken. He'd said "have" present tense, not "had" past tense as he would have, should have, if his friend was no longer living.
"Oh really?" Maggie asked a small knot suddenly forming deep within the pit of her stomach.
"Yeah. She used to work at some boarding house he told me. Another woman ran the place, think he told me that her name was...."
"May!" Maggie said aloud, not even realizing that she had until Andrew responded back to her.
"Yeah! That's the name...May! How'd you know?" he asked suddenly.
"I'm that Maggie," she said simply sitting down on the side of the bed, the room suddenly beginning to spin around her as she fought for control, dreading the next question she was about to ask him but knowing she had to.
"What was his name? Your friend?" Maggie asked.
"William Benjamin Roberts," he told her. "But we all call him Lips."
Even Lucy was stunned by this revelation as everything unfolded in front of her too. "Maggie? Maggie?" She kept saying over and over. "It can't be...can it? He's dead isn't he?" she said turning to face Andrew who was staring at the two of them as though they were both crazy.
"Lips? Hell no he aint dead. Damn near...but no, he's not. Just saw him before coming home on leave," Andrew stated growing more and more confused by the moment. "Ran into him by accident at the hospital where he's still recuperating. Went in to have my wound looked at one last time to make sure it was healing properly." Andrew pointed out a still red slightly angry looking scar on his upper thigh. "Took one in the leg," he stated proudly. "Even got a medal for it...purple heart."
Maggie hadn't heard a single word he'd said beyond, "Just saw him before coming home on leave..."
Steeling herself, Maggie gathered her wits about her fighting the urge to throw up which she nearly had, twice.
"Andrew...tell me what happened to him. Everything, the full story. And don't leave ANYTHING out!" Her tone of voice told him she was deadly serious, and even as late as it was, he wasn't going anywhere until he did.
"It's a long story," he'd indicated. "Sort of bizarre in a way too, most people wouldn't even believe it to hear it," he said trying to beg off.
"Tell me anyway," Maggie said sternly. "Take as long as is necessary Andrew, because we're not going anywhere."
"Well, like I said. It was by accident really. I was heading down the hallway of the hospital when I saw them wheeling him out of the rehabilitation room where they work with the guys who've lost arms and legs...you know."
"No, I don't know," she said reminding him. "You mean he..."
"Yeah, had one of his legs blown off," Andrew said sounding rather indifferent about it. "Anyway, he sees me just when I see him, even turns his head away like he's trying to ignore me or something, trying to hide from me. But like I said, I know it him. Hey Lips! I called out. Long time no see buddy. What happened to you anyway?"
"And?" Maggie pressed.
"Well, so now that he knows that I know who he is, he lets me wheel him outside so we can talk and have a smoke together. Anyway, that's when he tells me what happened to him."
Andrew could see by the look on Maggie's face that she was growing impatient with him.
"Like I said, it's a long story, but if you want to hear it, let me tell it...my way. Would you mind fixing me a drink?" he asked quickly.
Maggie nearly jumped off the bed in order to do so; still naked, caring less that she was as she poured some whisky in a glass handing it to him while he continued.
"That morning seems a friend of his had a buddy who was stationed on board the Arizona. Problem was, he didn't have a pass to get off base with. Lips did. So he gave it to him to use so he could go over and visit his friend. Shortly after that, the Japanese attacked. Lips said that a bomb exploded near where he was standing, which is when he lost one of his legs, knocking him silly too. I guess he was in a coma or something for like nearly three month's. At first, nobody knew who he was; his dog tags had been ripped away by the force of the explosion so they had no way to identify him either. As far as the Army was concerned, he'd died aboard the Arizona, as they'd found the pass he'd given his friend, and they simply assumed from that, he was amongst the men who are still actually entombed inside the ship. I guess another bomb hit the records center, so that fucked everything else up too, which is another reason they've had such a difficult time trying to find out where everyone really was and who they really were. Even the guy who actually did die on the Arizona wasn't discovered until I told the doctor's about Lips."



"What do you mean that you told the Doctor's about William? Didn't he tell them when he woke out of the coma?" Maggie asked.
"I was just getting to that part," he told her. "No in fact, he didn't. When he came out of his coma the first thing he discovered was that he no longer had a leg. To hear him tell it, he suddenly wished he really was dead. Anyway, then he sees the name on his chart, John Doe or some such shit, so then he realizes they don't have a clue as to who he really is. Even when they found out he was awake and started asking him for his name, he pretended to have amnesia, which apparently the Doctor's bought off on as there were a bunch of guys who really did. Anyway, they keep calling him John, as nobody still knows who the hell he is, and he has no desire to tell anyone for some reason. Which he wouldn't tell me about either. Finally, curious about himself, as to what they do or don't know, he pretends to remember something, a name. Someone he says he thought he knew or that might know him. So he gives them his own name. They check of course, and inform him that his buddy, who is actually himself they're checking into, was killed on board the Arizona. So as far as they're concerned, he's dead. And now...as far as he's concerned, he's dead too. So, for the better part of nearly a year he's this John Doe guy going through rehab for his leg pretending he's actually dead when I show up. Anyway, after we talk I went and told the Doctor's who he really is. Figured that after everything he's been through, the least that's owed him is all that back-pay he has coming to him if nothing else."
"How did you find out about me?" Maggie asked, still having trouble believing William was actually alive.
"Oh yeah that. While we were outside talking, somehow the subject came up how he'd just barely missed seeing me but that I had just shipped out prior to his arrival. He'd mentioned that he'd then gone looking for a place to stay for a few days before shipping out himself shortly before the war started. Told me about May who ran the place, but then told me about a woman named Maggie who had taken his virginity."
Suddenly Andrew realized that Maggie was the same Maggie who had just taken his too. His face grew red with embarrassment. But at the same time, he saw just how bizarre this entire story really was. "Holy shit! Imagine the odds!" You took William's cherry, and now...you took mine!"
"You were a fucking virgin?" Fred said surprised.
"Shut up Fred," Lucy said. "So were you!" She said guessing, but hitting the mark perfectly when his face flushed even more brightly than Andrews had.
Maggie now knew there was but one more question remaining to be answered. "So...where is he?" she asked.
Andrew nearly told her. "Funny you should ask that," he said. "Lips told me, that if anyone ever asked, I wasn't to tell them. I promised," he added sheepishly.
"Andrew, you have to tell me. I need to see him. I need to go to him!" Maggie pleaded.
Almost smugly Andrew folded his arms across his chest. "What's in it for me if I do?" he asked.
Maggie glared at him for a moment, seeing that any threats certainly wouldn't work with him now; she softened. "The best blowjob you'll ever have!" she said seriously.
Andrew's eyes lit up. "Even get to cum in your mouth?" he asked wickedly.
"That too, "Maggie promised, honestly annoyed for the first time in her life in performing sex for a favor. "Now, where is he?"
"He's in the VA hospital, at least he still was a week ago."
"What VA hospital? Where?" she asked again.
"Where everyone goes," he said simply, San Diego!"
"Oh my God! Maggie!" Lucy shouted. But Maggie was shouting the same thing inside her own head.
"Oh my God! OH....MY....GOD!"
#
Maggie caught the earliest flight out that she possibly could heading back to San Diego promising to call Lucy as soon as she'd been to see William at the hospital.
Arriving at the airport, Maggie took the first available cab she could get not even bothering to go home first before asking the driver to take her to the VA as quickly as it was possible for him to do. Maggie's heart was beating wildly as she contemplated what she was going to say to him, how she'd react to his injuries, not really caring that he'd lost a leg, caring that he had of course, but not caring that he no longer had one. The important thing, "he was alive!" Maggie said excitedly to herself.
It took very little time to find out which floor he was on and which room he was in. As though in a dream, Maggie made her way down the starch white halls smelling of antiseptics and disinfectants peering in nearly every room she passed looking for his room number. Suddenly she saw it. Holding her breath feeling dizzy, faint, all at the same time, she pushed against the door walking in. William was lying in bed, resting, his eyes closed. "It's really you!" Maggie said not intending to wake him as she spoke. Slowly William's eyes opened, he turned towards her, surprise registering as they did, suddenly turning cold, piercing...angry.
"What the fuck are you doing here?" he questioned her. "Go away!"
Maggie had never heard such anger, such venom in his voice before. She staggered backwards slightly reeling from the impact of his words, her emotions already running rampant, confused as she tried to absorb the true meaning of his words.
"I didn't know," she said trying again to reach him as though he was somehow mad at her, angry with her for not coming to him sooner. "I thought you were dead."
"I am dead," he said less harshly. "Now, Maggie please," he begged, saying her name, "Go away."
"But William, I love you...your letter." Her thoughts were spinning, confused, and disoriented, "This wasn't how it was supposed to be," she thought. She'd played the scenario over and over in her mind ever since she'd gotten on board the plane. She'd come to his room, he'd see her surprised yes, but then weeping uncontrollably holding her, just as she would weep, but her tears, tears of joy excitement and pleasure at seeing one another, being with one another again.
"But I don't love you," he'd said. "Never did. You were a good fuck Maggie. Maybe even a great fuck. But that's all you were, all you ever will be to me. Now please, go away, leave me alone. I don't want to ever see you again." His look was fierce, penetrating. He was all but spitting venom at her as he spoke. Shocked, frightened hurt beyond all reason, Maggie turned running out of the room back down the hallway from which she'd come. Not even remembering how she had actually gotten there when she found herself standing outside on the sidewalk sobbing uncontrollably.
Maggie called Lucy late that afternoon.
"Well? So tell me. How'd it go?" she'd asked anxiously.
"He really is dead Lucy," she told her. "He died a long time ago."
#
Maggie settled her head comfortably against the headrest closing her eyes. As much as she had done it, she still hated flying. As the plane taxied down the runway gaining speed, lifting up into the air, she allowed her thoughts to drift back to better times, better days.
It had been nearly six years since the war had ended. Six very long difficult years. For Maggie it had gotten to the point where there was very little she enjoyed doing or looked forward to anymore. Still married, she and Jack hardly if ever spoke let alone ever saw one another. With the wars end, Jack was busy trying to negotiate manufacturing contracts, not with the military this time, that goose had laid its last golden egg, hopefully for a long, long time. Now he was off somewhere gallivanting around Europe, yet another "sexretary" having gone with him. He changed them, going through them as often as Maggie changed her underwear, or so it seemed anyway.
And now, she was making her way to another home, another place almost in another time. Knowing as the plane eventually reached altitude that it would be the last time she ever expected to see or visit San Antonio ever again.
She'd received an urgent phone call in the middle of the night. One of the employees who worked for Lucy had called her. There had been a fire, a horrible fire. One of the boarders had fallen asleep in his room, drunk, spilling alcohol everywhere, a lit cigarette quickly igniting a fire. Smoke, intense heat, flames everywhere. Everyone had somehow gotten out, all except for Mrs. Gail, the idiot who had started the fire, and...Lucy. She had died trying to save her. "Overcome by smoke." One of the firemen had said, "Trying to rescue the old woman. Chances are, she was already dead. Too bad, she could have made it out alive along with everyone else."
The boarding house was gone, destroyed. Houses could be replaced, lives couldn't. It had been well over a year since she'd last seen her, alive, vivacious and madly in love. "Fred", her "Fred" Maggie thought. The same Fred who's virginity she had taken that night they had spent together in the motel room. He had come back to her, alive well...whole. After his discharge from the service they'd begun dating, a "whirlwind" romance she'd called it. Maggie had come out for the wedding of course. She was Lucy's maid of honor, something she'd never had herself. She remembered that night, remembering Andrew too. He hadn't come home. Killed on some God forsaken island called Iwo something.
And.....she remembered William. As hard as it was for her to remember the last time she had actually seen him, she still couldn't help but wonder whatever had happened to him. Where he had gone, what he was doing. Maggie had even called the hospital to learn that he'd eventually been discharged about a year after she'd seen him last. And "no", they had no idea where he had disappeared to having left no address or place where he could be contacted. And besides...she wasn't even related to him anyway, so they couldn't give her any other personal, private information regarding either his status or his whereabouts.
The funeral was scheduled for late that afternoon. Once again, Maggie had lost another dear and loving friend. "Oh Lucy, Lucy. Why'd it have to be you and not me?" she wondered sadly, wishing that it had been. Understanding perhaps for the first time what it was that William had gone through emotionally while wishing that he had actually died physically and not just emotionally. The same way Maggie felt now. Drained, exhausted numb. She had not shed as yet any tears for her friend, saving them for when she was with her next, knowing full well that she would give each and every one of them to her then.
Later that evening long after the services were over Maggie checked into her room. She'd been surprised at the number of people who had come. Lucy had made a name for herself after all. Loved, admired, certainly appreciated for the things she had done, people she had cared for and for the love she had eventually found with Fred, albeit a short-lived one at that. And although neither of Lucy's parents had come, and Maggie hadn't expected them to, Gladys had. They'd spoken briefly just before the services had begun. She had told her then how grateful she had been for taking the time and effort to get her in touch with her sister. For what little time they had actually spent with one another after that, it had been a time not wasted at least according to Gladys.
Maggie had just come from the shower when she heard a knock on her door. It late evening, she certainly wasn't expecting anyone, although she had promised to see Gladys once again before leaving on another flight back later the next day. Perhaps it was her needing to talk after all, sooner than what they had planned. Maggie threw on a robe, heard the subtle knocking once again.
"I'm coming!" she called out. She opened the door, staring transfixed as she did.
"Hi Maggie."
"William?" she somehow managed to say finding her voice.
"I tried to get here in time," he told her. "Delays, couldn't make it." Maggie heard the quiver in his voice. "Someone finally told me where it was that you were staying. Just wanted to tell you...say to you how sorry I am." William turned, preparing to leave. Maggie saw the difficulty he had in doing so. But he did so without a cane, he was walking.
"William?" she asked again from the doorway stopping him. "Don't go. Please. Don't go."
He turned back towards her. "I'm sorry about a lot of things, hurting you for one Maggie. But it was for the best in the long run. I knew you were married, knew that if you found out I was alive that you'd come and find me. I couldn't do that to you Maggie, couldn't destroy your marriage, your life. Especially with me being only half a man."
"Are you going to come in? Or am I going to have to drag you in?" she told him sternly. Surprised, William nodded his head brushing past her.
"Didn't think you'd actually speak to me again Maggie. Not after what I said to you. But as I already mentioned, I thought it was for the best...thought that I..."
"Lips?" Maggie said interrupting him. "Shut up and kiss me," she said.
"Maggie...no, like I said, I'm only half a man now...not good enough...."
"Which half of you isn't a man?" she asked him.
"What?" he said looking at her confusion clearly etched across his face.
"I said, which half of you isn't a man any longer? You still look like one to me," she said pulling her robe off her shoulders allowing it to drop to the floor as she did, stepping out of it standing naked in front of him.
"Maggie," he said trembling. "I can't...we can't. You're married!" he reminded her.
"Not after I make a certain phone call. Well, not for much longer after I do," she added laughing. "Come here Lips," she beckoned to him. "Kiss me. Show me what those lips of yours can really do."
Maggie carefully pulled him towards the bed carefully turning out the lights as she did, knowing full well that he would be less than willing to reveal himself to her fully in the light. Eventually he'd no longer care. She'd see to that. But for now, it was enough to feel him. She was eager to feel him inside her too.
"So. Which leg did you lose anyway? Not the important one...I hope," Maggie said teasingly.
In the darkness, she heard him laugh. "You always could make me laugh Maggie. Only you would have guts enough to say something like that to me," he told her.
She stood before him helping him to remove his clothing. Taking off his shirt, she ran her hands, fingers over his chest. He was strong, hard, and muscular.
"Been working out?" she asked still teasing as she continued to caress him, feeling every square inch of his body.
"Wheel chair races," he told her. "You'd be surprised what that can do for your upper body strength. That...and pushups," he added.
"Hmm, speaking of pushups, why don't you come over here onto the bed with me, and show me how you do them."
She'd purposely not attempted to remove his pants. That was something he would have to do, if he wanted her that is. Wanted her bad enough to come to her, bad enough to at least in the darkness give himself to her as he was. Not half a man at all, but every bit the man he once was, would be again if he'd let himself.
"Actually Maggie, you'd be surprised at how agile I actually am once I've taken this damn thing off," he said obviously referring to the prosthesis he was wearing.
"I can only begin to imagine," she coaxed him using her sexiest, most sultry sounding voice. "Why don't you come up here and show me?" she purred.
"Damn Maggie...you really can make a man hot. I loved it whenever you talked dirty to me. I swear, you could bring a dead man back from the grave."
"I just did," Maggie said silently to herself. "Oh really? Talking dirty to you turns you on huh? Well in that case Lips, you'd best come up here and fuck me. We have a long night of talking dirty to do. A very long night!"
He was still hesitant when he slipped beneath the sheets beside her, carefully trying to avoid touching her with his stump. Taking his hand, she pressed it against her breast. "I missed you William."
"I've missed you too Maggie," he told her, finding, fingering her nipple feeling it grow between his fingers.
She waited a few moments longer allowing his desire for her to build, his passion to increase as he kissed, sucked, kneading her breasts losing himself in her. Only then did she reach down, not reaching for nor grabbing his cock, but the smoothed over portion of his stump just above where his knee would have been. She felt him tense, freezing up, digging his fingers absentmindedly into her breast, painfully so.
Maggie caressed him, tenderly, slowly. She traced the scar tissue in her mind, seeing it with blind eyes, feeling it as he felt it, seeing it not for the mangled mess it had once been, but seeing it for the beauty that it still was, for the man she loved of which it was apart of.
"I love you William...Lips," she corrected herself. "I always have, always will. Now, what part of you were you planning on fucking me with anyway? I mean you always were big as I recall. But I'm not sure than even I can take this inside me," she said continuing to caress his leg.
"You really are horrible. You know that Maggie?"
"You've known that ever since you met me," she reminded. Maggie reached over looking for the true object of her desires, finding him less than accommodating at the moment. She stroked him however, soothing his fears, his worries. Slowly William hardened.
"It's been a long time for me Maggie," he warned her.
"Me too," she said honestly.
"I might cum too quickly."
"Me too," she replied.
"I'm serious Maggie."
"So am I William," she said sounding just as serious as he.
He laughed. Maggie laughed with him.
"Fuck me Lips. Fuck me." And he did.
#
Maggie made her call the next morning eventually reaching Jack out in the field.
"What is it Maggie?" he asked sounding irritated.
"I want my divorce Jack," she said simply. "It's time. For both of us. Past time in fact." He was silent for a moment.
"I'm sorry Maggie. It never should have gotten this way between us he told her. I promise, as soon as I get back, I'll see to it that I get things taken care of. And don't worry Maggie, I'll make sure you're taken care of financially too."
"Thank you Jack," she said honestly meaning it.
"How are you holding up anyway?" he asked her. He had known of course about Lucy, unable to make the trip home in time to attend her funeral.
"Oh, I'm doing ok. Pretty good in fact. A lot of old friends here to help me through it," she said smiling, looking over towards William where he still lay sleeping on the bed.
"Glad to hear it Maggie. Well, take care of yourself. I'll see you in a few weeks then."
"Goodbye Jack."
"Bye Maggie."
Even before she'd hung up the receiver she'd begun undoing the sash on her bathrobe. Once opened, she let it fall from her shoulders moving over towards the bed. William's soft snoring told her that he was still asleep. Carefully, she pulled back the covering, then the sheet exposing his leg. Still naked he moaned softly nearly waking as he reached for, finding nothing to cover himself with. Maggie began stroking herself, opening her pussy with one hand, fingering and teasing her "clitty" with the other. William reached again, still nothing, opening his eyes as he did.
"What are you doing?" he asked seeing her standing beside the bed playing with herself, suddenly very self-conscious about his missing limb.
"What does it look like I'm doing?" she asked him in return. "I'm touching myself, while looking at you."
"Why?"
"Why?" she mimicked.
"Yeah...why?"
"Cause I'm horny," she told him. "I'm making myself wet for you." Lips quit struggling to draw the sheet back up over himself. Maggie was standing on it anyway, ensuring that he couldn't have.



"Making yourself wet huh?"
"Very."
"Never could help myself whenever you started talking nasty Maggie."
She glanced down towards his groin; saw his cock twitch waking up, half hard anyway from his normal morning erection. Maggie knelt down then crawling up between his legs. Once again he flinched as she moved against him. She knew it would take a while, but she was patient, very patient. Taking his cock into her mouth she began sucking him, running her tongue around the head pleasuring him as lovingly as it was possible for her to do.
"You know Maggie. If anyone deserves to be called 'lips' around here...it should be you."
"Oh really? That good huh?" she said looking up at him, smiling around his cock, tickling it with the tip of her tongue.
"You have any idea how good that looks?" he asked looking at her as she continued to stare into his eyes as she continued sucking his prick.
"Yeah, in fact I do," she said finally, removing it from her mouth, though continuing to fondle and caress him with her hand.
"Same way as when I'm looking at you when you're down there between my legs. It really is beautiful isn't it? Which reminds me."
"Of what?" he asked her.
"You never did that to me last night," she said poutingly.
"You never asked."
"Well...I'm asking now," Maggie said sitting up slightly.
"Asking what?" William said winking at her, wanting to hear it.
"Dirty old man," she giggled. "I want you...to eat...my pussy! There, is that better?"
"Much. By the way. Does it still taste like candy?"
"Don't know, maybe you'd better try it and find out for yourself." Before she knew what was happening, William sprang up off the bed, flipping Maggie on to her back, pinning her down, slipping himself easily up between her legs.
"Holy shit William! You really are fucking agile aren't you?"
"Wait until you see the rest of my act," he said slipping his tongue between the delicious folds of her pussy. Maggie moaned, softly spreading herself even more widely.
"Oh yeah...candy," he said as he began licking her. "Sweet...sweet....sugar coated candy."
#
They were married a year later. Although it had taken a little longer than Maggie had hoped or expected, true to his word Jack had seen to her financial needs as well as to her divorce, even attending her wedding to William, giving them a check for ten thousand dollars as a wedding present.
"Have a good life Maggie," he spoke saying to her for the last time.
"I will Jack. And thank you. Again."
#
They soon found a small yet comfortable little house out in a nice, but unpretentious area in the suburbs outside of San Diego proper. Maggie and Lips paid cash for the place. When she had first seen it, she'd fallen in love with it. And though the picket fence needed a little paint, as well as some mending here and there, she knew Lips loved doing things like that for her. It was the perfect place for them. And though by now she knew she would never raise, or have a family of her own, she was content. More so than she thought she ever could be, or would be. Even better, Gladys came to visit her every couple of weeks or so on Saturday. They'd sit around sharing a cup of coffee quickly becoming the very best of friends. In some ways it was like having Lucy and May sharing a cup of coffee with them. They shared stories, reminiscing, and in many ways like sisters, shared intimate private secrets with one another. And like the sisters in their hearts that they would one day become, they became apart of a special sisterhood amongst one another, as well as others who would one day share their hearts, minds, and souls.
Maggie was really looking forward to the weekend; Gladys was bringing her daughter with her this time, Rhonda. A beautiful little girl with the face of an angel. She'd asked Maggie to be her God Mother, an honor that Maggie was thrilled and delighted to accept.
"William? When you're through painting the fence. There's something else I need you to take care of for me."
"What's that Maggie?" He asked coming into the house, the fence already painted by the look on his face as he smiled at her.
"Me," she said grinning at him.
"Damn, I love it when you talk dirty," he told her.
#
EPILOGUE
"She was born Elizabeth Margaret Manchester in the year of our Lord nineteen hundred and twenty two......"
Richard reached over gently squeezing Shirley's hand as she reached for her hanky wiping her nose. Beside her, Joanne, April and Janice sat listening to the eulogy being given. Gladys had died the year previous. It had been hard then, it was even harder now.
Maggie had given him her diaries just before her death, so that he would know of her life, understand why she had seen so much of him in her William, her 'Lips' as she'd so affectionately called her husband.
Rhonda sat on his other side, holding their little girl in her lap who wiggled and squirmed relentlessly. She was now three. Rhonda was again pregnant, another girl. And this one, they would name after her mother. Gladys.
"Here...you take her," Rhonda said handing their daughter over to him. "She behaves better for you," she whispered kissing him on the cheek. Even so she still wiggled free pointing up the isle to where the urn containing Maggie's ashes sat. Along with a photo of her that reminded him of that day when he had first met her, that first day when he'd moved in next door.
"Ma-mee?" she said continuing to point, pulling one side of her dress all the way up to her mouth with her other hand.
"Yes Maggie. That's Maggie too," Richard said smiling at her. "That's why we named you, 'Maggie Elizabeth'. So she'd always be with us in our hearts."
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By the time Jared was six years old, his parents knew he had a unique ability. At first, they were worried that he would turn into some sort of idiot savant, much like the character Dustin Hoffman portrayed in the movie 'Rain Man'.
Early on, they had taken him in to be examined by several Doctors. Jared had remained quiet, shy and aloof, giving some credence to that prognosis and assumption. Yet, as time passed, and as Jared grew, he proved everyone wrong. He was intelligent enough to have seen and taken the wisest choice possible to keep himself from being treated as some sort of freak, a human Guinea Pig for scientists to pick a part and examine.
After all, Jared had the unique ability to read minds.
It wasn't as though he could read everyone's mind, or worse, be bombarded with multiple conversations taking place whenever he went to the grocery store with his mother. It didn't really work like that. It was more like tuning in to a station on the radio. Sometimes Jared would hear something inside his head, crisp, clear and distinct. Within seconds he could pinpoint where the thoughts were coming from. Other times, he would get what seemed like a faint buzzing in his ear. If he was curious about it, Jared could 'tune' the buzzing he was hearing until the thoughts came to him just as clearly as those times he seemingly stumbled into them. He had tried on numerous occasions to 'dial' into the thoughts of his parents or friends. But there again, he was never successful in being able to do that. It just happened. But whenever it did, as long as he held onto that channel or frequency as he came to think of it, he could clearly hear whatever that person was thinking as though they were actually speaking directly to him.
He'd been lucky as well as wise with his physicians. Even at an early age, Jared learned to keep much of what he could do to himself, no matter how tempted he had been to try and exploit it, or show it off as some kind of magical trick to amuse his friends with. By the time he had reached his teenage years, he had seemingly lost the ability to be able to read anyone's mind, though his family had come to think of it as more intuitional rather than anything paranormal. Which is exactly what he wanted them to think of course. Even when he had known their intentions, things he could have easily sidestepped, Jared often marched boldly on as though knowing nothing of what their plans were for him. Particularly in chores that he found distasteful, which he could have easily pawned off onto his older sister, or younger brother.
The hardest thing for Jared to overcome was temptation. Throughout high school, he could have on numerous occasions used his gift, his ability to make school that much easier. But he was smart enough to know, that there was always a suspicion, always the nagging wonder if he was doing that. And as such, Jared had to be extremely careful about what he did with whatever information he heard or learned from. For the most part, it became simply another tool to help him learn. But if he benefited unfairly by the use of specific thoughts he happened to overhear, he would most often in those cases purposely sabotage that advantage, especially with regards to any tests he was required to take.
Jared was intelligent enough that he needed to appear average, even if he knew he was anything but.
By the time he had graduated high school, ranked well within the normalcy of most of his class, he began to re-think his position regarding his ability. After all, he did want to be successful without appearing as though he were overly so. But even more importantly, though he wasn't interested in settling down or getting married, he certainly was interested in meeting women that would like him for who he was, and not for what he was.
He had dated little if hardly at all. Most of the girls he had been with or taken out, thought of the silliest, or most stupid things whenever they were with him. If anything, it was an emotional, mental turn off. Far more mature at his age than most, even the girls who were supposedly more mature turned out to be nothing more than mental fluffs of candy-cane thoughts that dissipated into insignificance as far as Jared was concerned. And as such, he formed few if any real significant relationships with anyone.
Jared was reasonably handsome. Though even in this he had often downplayed his more striking features. He had a full head of thick dark auburn hair, emerald green eyes, and at just under six foot, kept himself physically fit enough that he could boast of a tight 'six-pack' stomach though it was a rarity that anyone ever saw him in this fashion.
Initially his intention had been to attend college. Like any kid however, his newfound freedom in being legally of age and out of his parent's direct control, caused him to put that future goal temporarily on hold. Jared decided he wanted to travel a bit, see the world...have some fun.
He soon moved out of his parents home, located a cozy, yet affordable apartment and began working as a waiter at a small outdoor café where the food was good and the tips made working there certainly worth his while.
He had just finished seating three very attractive women, all as he guessed to be in their late twenties or early thirties when he picked up on one of the woman's thoughts. Patiently waiting to take their drink orders, he stood by as they casually glanced over the wine and liquor menu. He had asked each of them if there was anything in particular that they liked, or that he could get them. Having said that, a millisecond later he heard the tall good-looking brunettes thoughts as he stood beside her, and while she continued to look intently at menu, not even glancing in his direction.
"What I'd like, is for you to bury your face inside my pussy," she'd thought, much to Jared's secret delight as he stood there tuned directly into her thoughts. "Or maybe, follow me into the bathroom and fuck my brains out while waiting for our lunch to arrive," she added to herself smiling at him almost smugly.
"I'd like a gin martini for starts, then a nice Caesar Salad," the brunette told him, handing over her menu a moment later.
Jared reached for, taking the menu from her, but doing so in such a way that his hand lightly touched hers in the taking. He smiled at her disarmingly so, having practiced that particular look in front of the mirror on more than one occasion. The brunette smiled back, almost blushing at him when she did.
"Oh if you only knew what I was thinking," she told him still smiling.
Jared took the rest of everyone's orders, no other thoughts coming to him except for those of the brunette. And as he had learned so long ago, once he was tuned into her particular frequency, he could hear everything she was thinking. Only distance, or purposely tuning her out would eventually break that connection.
"Could you tell me where the restrooms are?" she asked.
"Follow me," Jared replied courteously, going so far as to stand behind her taking her chair as she stood excusing herself to her friends.
"I'll be right back," she said with a wink smiling at them.
As though they were somehow reading her mind, one of the other women quipped almost suggestively, "I'd be careful if I were you Jared," she began, having obviously noticed the name badge he was wearing. "It's her Birthday, and if we know Janice, she just might be making a birthday wish with your name on one of the candles if you know what I mean."
Everyone had a good laugh over that while Janice, as he now knew her to be, stood up 'pooh-poohing' the girlish tease from her friends.
"Debra, you're so horrible!" she exclaimed with an accusatory remark.
But Jared noticed she was smiling even more broadly as she finally stood up and began to follow him through the restaurant back to where the restrooms were located.
As they entered the interior of the café, Jared spotted Jenny one of the other waitresses. As they were a close-nit little group, everyone got along very well, so it was no real concern when he stopped briefly by Jenny on his way back towards the bathrooms.
"Hey Jenny, do me a favor?" he asked.
"Sure Jared," she said with a wide-open smile.
"Would you mind turning in this lunch order for me? And then take their drinks out to them? I'm gonna take my ten minute break now," he told her quickly, and in doing so, letting Janice know as he did that he was suddenly 'available' though she wasn't aware of his true intentions yet of course.
"This way," Jared said turning back towards her.
He could sense her confusion, though the words spoken inside her head were nearly as incoherent as the jumble of emotions and thoughts he was hearing from her as she continued to follow him. Finally reaching the short darkened hallway, Jared pointed towards the rear where two small one-person restrooms sat, one his, one hers.
"Down there," he stood indicating with a wink and a nod.
He was sure she expected him to turn and walk away. Instead, as she headed down the short hallway, Jared followed. She looked briefly over her shoulder towards him, curious, not quite alarmed.
"I'm taking a ten minute break," he assured her, telling her something she'd already heard moments ago. "We have an employee lounge just around the corner," Jared added. "But don't worry, I'll be back in time to serve your lunch to you myself."
Jared actually heard a mental laugh from her upon saying that. "Damn, and here I was hoping that you'd actually follow me inside," she responded to herself.
Jared had learned a very long time ago that there really was a big difference when someone entertained serious thoughts, or when they were merely flights of fancy. It had a lot to do with the tone of thought, just as much as a person's verbalized tone of voice. Same held true for ones thinking. And as far as he was concerned, Janice had been thinking more seriously than merely fantasizing her wishes or desires. True, he was taking a bit of a risk here to be sure, but he was also confident enough in his abilities to know when someone was serious enough in their thoughts as opposed to thinking silly. Janice wasn't. She really did want him, and he certainly wanted her.
Jared knew she'd expected him to turn. As she put her hand on the door pushing it in, he followed. She was so surprised, that her momentum carried her in even further than she realized, allowing Jared to slip in quickly behind her closing the door. She could have screamed, yelled...cried out in alarm. She didn't, but he was also aware that he could easily lose control of the situation any moment now.
"What are you doing?" she asked worriedly.
He had to act fast. "I saw it in your eyes," he told her.
"Saw what in my eyes?" she said backing away from him, actual fear starting to take hold of her now.
"That you wanted me to fuck you, as badly as I want to fuck you," he said boldly. "If I'm wrong, just say so and I'll leave right now. Lunch, drinks...everything will be on me. But If I'm right, and I think I am, then consider this as the best damn birthday you've ever had!"
She continued to stand there staring at him. But at least she wasn't screaming.
"Come on Janice, we only have ten minutes before either one of us will be missed, if you really do want this as badly as I do, say so...or I'll turn around and leave right now. So, which is it?"
He knew the answer before she even spoke the words.
"Lock the door," she said with a lust-filled gleam in her eyes.
Jared reached around behind him doing just that as she began hiking up the short black skirt she'd been wearing.
"Turn around, face the wall!" he said authoritatively.
She did. Moving behind her, he placed his leg between hers, spreading them. Once she had, Jared reached up yanking down her pantyhose as well as the black bikini briefs she was also wearing. Seconds later she stepped out of both having also kicked off her shoes. Unzipping, he reached inside withdrawing his hard swollen member, laying it against her backside so that she could feel the firmness of it resting against her near-perfect heart shaped ass. Lifting her blouse up and away from her skirt, she quickly unbuttoned it while Jared reached beneath flipping her bra up and over her breasts until each one filled his hands.
"Oh God fuck me!" she thought.
"I'm going to," he responded, answering her unspoken words, though she was too delirious with desire to have noticed.
She was wet. Really wet. But then he knew that she would be. Standing a short distance away from the wall, Janice bent over, leaning against it as he slid his angry swollen cock inside her in one quick powerful thrust.
"Oh God! Oh God! Yes...Yes! Fuck me Jared! Fuck me!" she begged excitedly.
And so he did.
It was probably a damn good thing no one else came down the hallway to use the restroom. If they had, they would have heard the sound of flesh slapping against flesh, loud, hard and repeatedly. Thrusting his prick inside that sloppy slick pussy, Janice was moaning and groaning loud enough that he actually began to worry someone might eventually hear them. As he began to twist her hard erect nipples between his thumbs and forefingers, she leaned over biting into her arm so as to muffle the sound of her orgasm as Jared felt it unleash, sending a torrent of additional female nectar bathing his still rapidly fucking prick into her from behind.
Upon hearing her pleasure, Jared allowed his own climax to quickly join with hers. Spurting ribbon after ribbon of gooey hot sperm inside her quim, he waited until she was completely satiated, only then turning to face him thus forcing his prick to quickly withdraw.
Though certainly no virgin, this less than five minute fuck had been one of the most intense most interesting encounters he'd ever had.
"No one's going to believe this!" Janice said as she began buttoning up her blouse once again.
Jared finished fixing himself, and then bent down to retrieve the brunettes discarded panties and panty hose.
"Well, there is ONE way," he grinned mischievously.
Sticking her black lace panties into his front pocket, he allowed one portion of them to peek out at the corner. Janice burst out laughing as she slipped her panty hose back on, checking herself in the mirror one last time to ensure she still looked somewhat presentable. Jared laughed when she seemed more than satisfied and happy with her hair being slightly disheveled.
"Let me check the hallway," he told her listening for a moment at the door before opening it to peek out. "The coast is clear, head back to your table and I'll see to your lunches."
Jared watched as she quickly made her way out back to her table before following at a discrete distance. Making his way over to the window where Al, their short order chef placed all the completed dishes, he watched as Al just finished serving them up. At that moment he saw Jenny as she came over to check on one of hers too. She looked at him giving him a brief smile. When she did, he heard that familiar buzzing sound, somewhat surprised, as he hadn't often picked up on Jenny's thoughts, tuning in.
"I know what you were doing back there Jared," she thought to herself. "So why is it you never come on to me?" she stood wondering as she waited patiently for her tables orders.
Jared turned back towards her. "Thanks for covering my table Jenny, I really appreciate it."
"Oh, no problem honey," she remarked. Jenny was always calling everyone honey, but for some reason, she seemed to put a little more emphasis on the word this time as she spoke to him.
"You know, I'd really enjoy taking you out some place fun one evening, if you're ever interested," Jared added.
He was pleased by the expression on her face. He'd caught her off guard for one thing, vulnerable in her not so secret thoughts.
"I'd really enjoy getting to know you better," he added.
Jenny's face split into an excited look even as she thought briefly to herself before answering. "Only if you promise to do to me what you were doing to that slut in the bathroom!"
"Well? How bout it Jen?" Jared pressed, using the more affectionate nickname she normally went by.
"Well, if you really are interested, I'm off Friday night."
"I have to work, but I have the early afternoon shift, so I could be there around 7:00, maybe 7:30? How's that sound?"
"Sounds good to me!" Jenny giggled back.
"Ok you two. If we're all done playing kissy-kissy here, we have customers waiting!" Al shot through the open window at them.
Jared placed the orders on his tray quickly running them out to the three women, one of which he knew was sitting there with her cunt full of his cock-juice.
Once he'd placed their respective lunches and asked if there was anything else anyone needed, he made his way over to another table where two new customers had just been seated. With his back turned, he focused his attention on what the three women were saying. Though he wasn't reading anyone's mind at the moment, he had also learned to enhance his ability to listen, even to the quietest of conversations short of an ear-to-ear whisper.
"You did not!" Jared heard one of the women saying as she spoke to Janice.
"No really Cindy, we did. He just followed me inside the bathroom, and the next thing I knew, he had his cock inside me and was fucking me silly!"
"Yeah...right," Debra spoke joining in. "You weren't gone that long!"
"I'm telling you...we did! We really, really did!"
Jared finished taking his new customers orders, reached down and pulled Janice's panties from out of his pocket. Wading them up into a tight little ball, he concealed them inside of his hand. Making his way back to their table, he pressed himself between Janice and the woman he now knew to be Cindy.
"By the way," Jared whispered conspiratorially leaning over. "You forgot these!"
He placed the small wadded up pair of panties into her hand, smiling wickedly at each one of the women in turn.
"Anyone else have a birthday coming up soon?" he questioned. Both Debra and Cindy sat there with their mouths agape as Janice grinned at him appreciatively.
"Thank you Jared," she said seductively. "I'll make sure I leave you a really nice tip too!"
"You already did baby," Jared said turning and walking away. Hearing as he did Debra's sudden thoughts.
"Well that fucking sucks!" she told herself. "How come Janice gets all the lucky breaks anyway?"
A short while later, Jared brought out fresh drinks, "On the house!" he said telling them. Along with each, he had scribbled down his phone number on a small napkin.
"Just in case anyone else is interested in a little naughty fun," he hinted with a leer. "Feel free to call me."
Even as they left, he could hear both Debra as well as Janice thinking nearly the same thing. The way things were going, Jared was going to have a very busy weekend, which he was excitedly looking forward to.
There wasn't much else that caught his attention in an exciting way except for a brief quick moment when he spotted Jenny standing around the side of the café enjoying a cigarette on her break. It was busy, so he couldn't afford a lot of time to stand there, tuning into her thoughts, but what he did get was bits and pieces of some sort of fantasy she was currently enjoying, much of which involved his fucking her ass. Jared grinned, turned and went back to finish waiting on his tables, looking more than forward to his upcoming Friday night date.
Jared stopped by the grocery store on his way home. He wanted to fix a romantic little dinner for Jenny on Friday, culminating in what he hoped would be a wildly erotic evening of ass-fucking her. As he made his way over to the produce department, he picked up on that familiar little buzzing sound and decided to check it out. Especially when he spotted an attractive looking woman who he guessed was in her late forties to early fifties. She was currently browsing through the cucumbers having picked up several, looking them over as she did.



"Hmm, now this one looks interesting. I wonder what IT would feel like?" she asked herself.
Jared could almost envision this dark-haired woman as she lay upon her back, masturbating with the dark green cucumber, fucking herself furiously with it.
"Though, that banana felt pretty good too!" she added. "Maybe I should pick one of those up as well!"
He made some pretense of picking through some of the vegetables, finally saddling up near her before she had even realized he was there.
"You know, some fruits and vegetables can be damn sexy...and erotic," he whispered as he stood closely next to her.
The woman gasped, blushing furiously as she stared at Jared in a near state of shock.
"It's ok. I think the idea of a woman using either a cucumber, or a banana to pleasure herself with is really, really hot. I for one would love to see a woman actually doing that," Jared finished.
The startled, embarrassed look on the poor woman's face actually passed. She stood there sizing him up, wondering if he was some kind of a pervert, some sort of kook that made a habit of saying such things to women in the produce department. And even though that was exactly what she'd been wondering about, contemplating, the fact that a perfect stranger had spoken to her about it was unsettling.
"If I'm wrong, and I don't think that I am. I apologize to you. It's just that you had a certain look while you were fondling the fruit," he said softly, still whispering.
Her expression took on more of a guilty look at that point, once again flushing with coloration spreading across her cheeks. She quickly glanced about ensuring that no one was within earshot from where they were standing.
"You could tell what I was thinking just by the expression on my face?" she asked worriedly.
Jared laughed, also glancing about to ensure they were still alone. "Part of what I do is in studying people," he began. "I'm a pretty good judge of character for one thing, and for another, I seem to have a sixth-sense regarding anything of a sexual nature. Perhaps its because I'm more in-tune to the natural pheromones released during arousal or something."
He was dealing her a ration of bullshit of course. And a big one at that. But by the look on her face, as well as the jumble of thoughts she was hurriedly sorting through, she seemed to be buying it. But he could also sense besides her nervousness, a rapidly escalating fear heading towards panic. It was time to bow out gracefully. Sometimes the risk of pushing someone, even if you knew their thoughts to be true, wasn't worth the potential consequences.
"Listen, I probably should finish up my shopping and head home. Enjoy yourself, and don't worry...your secrets safe with me!" Jared said giving her his long practiced best disarming smile. In the next instant, he turned heading away from her towards the check out counter.
By the time he had finished paying for the few items he had needed to pick up for his Friday night dinner with Jenny, he exited the counter, spotting the women he'd been talking to waiting for him by the exit door.
He hadn't let go of the connection with her exactly, the faint buzzing still inside his head that he had known to be her thoughts. Once again he tuned in as he approached.
"God, I can't believe I'm actually considering this!" she was telling herself.
Jared did his level best to keep any sort of knowing look from crossing his face.
"Hello again," he said nodding his head at her, passing...as though to continue on out to his car without so much as another word with her. From the corner of his eye, he saw her turn and begin to follow him however, still struggling with her thoughts as she wrestled with the best way to approach him now that he had walked past her.
"Ah, excuse me," she said finally.
Jared stopped in his tracks turning to face her with the best questioning expression he could manage.
"Yes?"
"Were you really serious about...about,"
"Watching you? Yes. I was. I'd love to do that," he grinned easily.
"I don't even know your name," she stammered back at him.
"It's Jared, and yours?"
"Kathy."
"Well now Kathy, since we've been properly introduced, I guess the next line would be, your car or mine?"
Once again he seemed to have taken her by surprise. Obviously she hadn't totally thought things through, which he was well aware of, of course. She'd been struggling with the where and when of this exciting little adventure she'd been standing there fantasizing about.
Having a much smaller car, knowing that fooling around inside it might be more difficult. That, and Kathy might actually feel more comfortable inside her own car.
"Where are you parked?" he suggested with his question.
"Over there, the blue Grand Cherokee," she said pointing.
It was a good spot. She was parked on the end of the row, which would give them some measure of privacy for one thing, and for another, she hadn't parked directly beneath any of the lamps currently lighting up the parking area.
"Shall we?" he asked already heading in that direction. Kathy followed him at a discrete distance, walking around behind her car towards the driver's side as Jared stood next to the passenger door waiting for her to unlock it.
"I can't believe I'm actually doing this," she said aloud to him just before sitting down, swinging behind the seat. Jared heard the lock of the door disengage, pulling it open.
"It's not too late to change your mind," he told her bending over to look in rather than sitting down. "But I'll be the first to tell you, sometimes it's exciting as hell to do something naughty in a semi-public place."
"Hurry...get in," Kathy implored him having made up her mind.
Jared did, joining her, as they both took another quick look about so as not to be taken by surprise from anyone coming their way.
Kathy had been wearing slacks, so as he continued to keep an eye out for her, she quickly shrugged them down her legs until they were bunched down around her ankles without taking them all the way off. She'd removed her panties simultaneously though in the darkness of the interior, it was hard for Jared to see much of anything.
"Which one?"
"What?"
"Which one do you want to use? The cucumber, or the banana?" he asked
Kathy giggled nervously, how'd you know? Never mind, hand me the banana," she told him.
Jared reached down inside the grocery sack she had placed between them on the seat. Selecting a nice long firm banana, Jared carefully broke it away from the bunch handing it to her. He then sat the sack containing two large sized cucumbers and the rest of the bananas onto the back seat.
"God! This is insane!" Kathy commented once again as she nervously looked back and forth, stopping to catch Jared's expression as she slid the unpeeled banana down between her legs. "I have to tell you, I've never masturbated in front of anyone before! Ever!"
"Well good for you then!" Jared said with encouragement. "There's always a first time for everything!"
Kathy obviously settled the banana comfortably between her legs and began working it in and out of herself. She was obviously wet, the sounds of her pussy juice soon making wet-sucking sounds as she slid the yellow fruit in and out of her cunt.
"I can't see much," Jared told her. "Lean closer towards the door, and if you can, try swinging your legs over more towards me."
She did that; the faint light coming in through the window cast a miniature spotlight directly on her exposed slit.
"How's that?" she asked with a lust-filled catch in her voice.
"Better. Much, much better," he replied just as huskily as she had. "Now, show me your tits too!"
Kathy was wearing a light pullover sweater, so he knew that it wouldn't be a complicated process in achieving his request. Still glancing back and forth nervously, yet excitedly, Kathy lifted the front of her sweater up and over her bra, catching the release in front a second later, exposing her luscious breasts to his feasting eyes.
"Play with your nipples, make them hard for me," he ordered. They already were, but Jared was still catching erotic little thoughts as Kathy allowed them to manifest themselves inside her head as she became more and more excited.
"Let me see your cock!" she blurted. "Play with it for me while I'm doing this," she said getting more and more aroused by the moment.
Jared reached down unzipping his jeans. His cock had long ago hardened, and it took a moment to free it from the confines of his tight fitting Levi's and jockey shorts. Seconds later it stood stiff and proud as he held it for her, allowing her to feast her eyes upon his massive erection.
"Oh God! Oh God! Oh God! Stroke it for me...please!" she begged, thrusting her yellow toy in and out of her twat with renewed fervor.
Jared began jerking himself off, though slowly, keeping his eyes focused on Kathy as she continued tweaking her nipples with one hand, banana-baiting herself with the other.
"How's that feel baby?" he asked. "You like the way that nice, hard, slippery banana is fucking your pussy?"
Jared could tell the erotic words he was using to coax her with where having a profound affect on her. Here she was, fucking her pussy with a banana in front of a man she had just barely met, caressing her nipples, and watching him as he stroked his dick in front of her. Her thoughts continued to run amuck with a decadence that seemed to escalate the more he continued to speak vulgarly to her.
"Yes! Yes! I do! I do!" she responded. "I like fucking my cunt with toys, fruits..."
"And you like having someone watching you don't you?" Jared pushed. "You like watching me, sitting here stroking my hard swollen cock don't you baby?"
"Oh yes...yes, fuck yes!" she agreed.
"Fuck that pussy! Fuck it! Fuck it! Fuck it hard Kathy, slam that banana in and out of your cunt until you cum!" he urged her.
Kathy finally let go of her breast, placing both hands firmly around the stiff long banana until she was slamming it inside herself with unbelievable speed.
"That's it! That's it! Make yourself cum baby, make that wet sloppy pussy explode!"
Kathy screamed, her climax catching her off guard as powerful and as intense as it was. Though her piston-like strokes slowed, she continued to milk the ecstasy she was experiencing from her pussy with continued thrusts from the yellow fruit. Her eyes remained tightly shut, her mouth still open though the near ear-splitting cry of pleasure had quickly died away.
As she slowly began to regain her senses and composure, she glanced towards Jared, though he had pretty much stopped stroking his prick, merely sitting there looking at her smiling.
"God that was beautiful!" he said honestly. "That was the most beautiful thing I think I have ever witnessed in my entire life!"
Kathy was blushing, smiling beatifically towards him. "Did you cum yet?" she asked.
"No, I didn't. I'm afraid that if I do, I will really make quite the mess!"
Kathy quickly pulled her slacks back up her legs, tossing the banana over the seat.
"Keep a sharp look out!" she told him, then leaned over placing her lips about his shaft and began sucking his prick.
Jared could have cared less who saw them, closing his eyes as he gave himself over to the exquisite manipulation of his penis by this sexy, sensual woman's sucking mouth.
Grasping his cock within her small delicate hands, Kathy continued to masturbate him all the while tongue-fucking the tiny eye-slit of his penis, sliding her lips smoothly, effortlessly up and down the entire length of his exposed member.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck that feels good Kathy, keep doing that...just like that. Oh yeah baby, oh yeah...cause here...it...cums!"
Jared felt the first powerful spurt of his semen hit the roof of her mouth. She partially removed her lips from him so as to more easily accommodate the rest of his jettisons as she continued sucking, drinking in his spunk as he continued to discharge his pleasure into her greedily sucking throat.
Kathy drained every ounce of cum from Jared's prick that he could have possibly produced. Once she had done that, she sat up, leaning against her car door. Jared watched as she lifted her finger, wiping the last vestige of his creamy spunk from the corner of her mouth.
"Well, I've never done that before either!" she told him still licking off her fingers.
"A night for firsts!" Jared replied tucking himself away.
They spent several long minutes readjusting themselves, making themselves presentable once again. As Kathy finished the final touches to herself, Jared took out his checkbook, removing one. With his pen, he drew a line diagonally across it before handing it to her.
"Just in case you're interested, my address and phone number. I guess, I should think about having some business cards made up."
Kathy laughed, "And what would you call yourself on them?" she asked looking at his check.
"Oh I dunno, maybe Cunnilinguist, Extraordinaire. Something like that perhaps."
Jared opened the car door stepping out. He had sensed her relief as she had wondered how to go about contacting him again. She was still hesitant in giving him her number, but as he'd established some level of trust by presenting her with one of his personalized checks, he'd felt her relax almost at once.
"Call me," he told her. "And next time, I'd like to see you use the cucumber."
"Next time, I want to feel your tongue inside my pussy!"
Jared laughed, stepping back as Kathy started the car. He stood, watching the red glow of her taillights as they faded off in the distance. Just before she had gotten out of range, he had heard her last lingering thought.
"And fucking soon too I hope!"
Jared arrived home a short time later. Setting the bag of groceries down on the counter, he saw he had a message waiting for him on his answering machine. Jared pushed play and listened.
"Jared? Hi, this is Cindy. We met earlier today at the restaurant; I was the blonde in case you don't remember. Anyway, God...I hate speaking into these things, but like I was saying, if its not too late, and you get this message, please...call me."
She had left Jared her phone number. He glanced at his watch, it was still early, and he had missed her call by no more than ten minutes.
"She's probably still there sitting by the phone," he mused.
Jared quickly called the number she had given him. Cindy answered on the second ring.
"Hello?"
"Cindy, Jared," he began. "You called?"
"Ah yeah, I did. I was wondering...well, you know, you mentioned that you might be interested in getting together sometime."
"Sure, when?"
"Well...if it's not too late, how about this evening?"
Jared wished he were able to read minds through the phone. But he'd never been able to do that. About the closest he'd come, was he sometimes had what he called a premonition of what someone was about to say.
"I'll need to shower first," he told her. But sure..."
"Don't bother, you can shower here," she suggested slyly, giving away at once what her intentions were, though he had already surmised that much from her phone call to him. "I'll even wash your back," she giggled playfully.
Cindy gave him her address. She lived a short twenty minutes away in a ritzy well-to-do neighborhood. Obviously she had money, and plenty of it. Grabbing his coat as he headed back out the door, he realized he didn't even know if any of the three women had been married. He'd not noticed any wedding rings, but then he hadn't really been looking there either. However it was that Cindy earned a living, or was obviously as well off as she was, it was bound to be interesting finding out.
Jared found the address easily enough, pulling up in front of the gates that automatically began to open after he'd announced himself. He drove his car up along the enormous drive pulling in front of what he could only describe as a multi-roomed mansion.
"Holy shit!" Jared exclaimed as he parked his car climbing out. Even the walk towards the front door was multi-tiered up several steps with perfectly manicured bushes. Jared realized as he stared at them, that they were all sculpted into various shapes of men and women, all nude, bordering both sides of the walk-up.
"That's interesting," he thought as he reached the tall double doors.
He rang the bell, expecting some old balding butler to show him in. When the door opened however, the person greeting him was hardly old, and certainly not bald.
"You must be Jared," the tall sexy redhead said bidding him to enter.
"Tell me you're not the butler, or the maid," Jared quipped slipping just inside the door. He heard her laugh.
"No, Cindy doesn't have a butler, though she does have a maid who comes in every day, except for the weekends. I'm her assistant. My name is Mandy."
"Pleased to meet you Mandy," Jared said accepting her hand. "You're Cindy's assistant you said?"
He was curious as to what it was Cindy did for a living, hoping that Mandy might give him some hint of what it was that she did.
"Yes, I work for her, schedule appointments, interviews, that sort of thing. I also live here in a section of the manor that was originally designed for hired staff and the like. Cindy had it remodeled for me, so now its like having my own apartments, nice and cozy here even if I do say so myself."
"I can only imagine!" Jared said, already following Mandy down the long corridor to wherever it was that Cindy was waiting for him. She arrived at another tall mahogany door, knocking and thus announcing herself and Jared. "Come in!" Jared heard Cindy call out to him. Mandy smiled, winked, and opened the door.
Jared was expecting some sort of library, or sitting room. What he wasn't expecting was a tropical paradise, which is precisely what he encountered upon entering the room. Cindy sat, or rather floated comfortably in the corner of a gigantic indoor hot-tub. Palm trees, exotic flowers, including several beautiful orchids filled the room. Behind her a small waterfall with beautiful lava rock filling the entire side of the room, several niches where one could easily lay if one was so inclined to do. The tub itself could have easily accommodated twenty or more people comfortably.
"Mandy? Would you mind fixing us some Mai-Tai's?"
Jared immediately noticed that Cindy was nude of course.
"It's not exactly a shower, but I really didn't think you would mind," she said mischievously. "Go ahead and put your clothes on that bench over there where they'll stay dry," she suggested.
Jared barely finished getting undressed when Mandy came back into the room with a freshly made pitcher of Mai Tai's for them to drink. As he stepped down into the water, Mandy poured each of them a tall glass.
"Thanks Mandy, I'll give you a jingle in a little while. Give Jared and I a chance to get better acquainted."
Mandy smiled knowingly and excused herself.
"Fucking lucky bitch!"
Jared nearly spilled his drink having heard Mandy's thoughts as clearly as if she had spoken them aloud in front of them both. He moved over to sit down beside Cindy, locating a comfy little bench seat inside the tub where she moved over even closer sitting next to him.
"Cheers!" she said touching her plastic cup to his. "Sorry, but we can't use real glass in here," she explained unnecessarily.
"I understand," Jared said eyeing her for the first time.
She had small breasts, but they were beautiful, fitting her slender well-muscled frame perfectly. Her nipples were a bright rosy pink, elongated, thick and wonderfully erect. She wore her long blonde hair straight, currently fixed in a tightly braided ponytail reaching well below the middle of her back. Even more surprisingly however, she was shaved. The lips of her pussy wonderfully pouty, staring up at him as she allowed herself to float freely on top of the swirling water.



"So...tell me, what is it that you do for a living anyway?" he asked, "Obviously, you do quite well for yourself."
He had purposely noted that she wasn't wearing any sort of wedding ring on her finger.
"I own and run a dating service," she responded.
"You're kidding!" Jared responded, obviously surprised.
Cindy tossed her head back and laughed. "I hear that every time I tell anyone what it is that I do for a living. Seriously, that's what I do...and I'm pretty damn good at it even if I do say so myself."
"I can see that," Jared replied with more than a little awe in his voice.
"I'm a pretty good judge of character too. Course...you have to be in this business," she added.
Jared grinned at her. "I have a knack for that myself," he quipped.
Cindy cast him a curious glance. "I've been looking for someone else to assist me, maybe it might be something you'd be interested in doing," she stated.
"Maybe," he challenged back. "It all depends on what it involves, what sort of perks the job might offer," he said leering at her.
Cindy moved closer towards him, her hand seeking him out beneath the water finding him hard, swollen and ready.
"Lets finish the initial interview first," she replied. "See how things go from there!"
Crawling up into his lap, Jared felt the silkiness of her pussy as she enclosed herself around him. Drawing one of her pink-tipped breasts into his mouth, he sucked her tender flesh, feeling the tightened clench of her pussy as she sucked his prick through her contractions before slowly fucking him with the barest of up and down motions as they half-lay, half floated coupling as though weightless.
Their movements carried them closer to the warm water falls. Flipping her around, they stood beneath the waterfall, Cindy bent over bracing herself against a portion of the lava rock wall as Jared entered her from behind. Jared cupped each of Cindy's pert, firm breasts within his hands as he slowly, teasingly began to slide in and out of her soft wet slit. He felt her reaching down with her hand, frigging her clit, sometimes caressing his prick as he continued pumping himself into her.
"God I love the way your cock feels inside me!" Cindy moaned pleasurably.
"I love the way it feels inside you too!" Jared agreed, giving her pussy three quick thrusts by way of confirmation. He settled back into a slower, steady pace, easing his prick in and out of her fully until she was urging him to fuck her harder and faster.
As the heated water continued to fall upon them from above covering them like a warm blanket, the tempo of their coupling increased. Jared drove himself deeply inside her velveteen glove, fucking her rapidly, the sound of their flesh slapping together.
"Harder! Harder!" Cindy cried out meeting his thrusts. "Fuck me harder!"
He felt her orgasm begin, felt the liquification of her pussy as it exploded about him. In turn, Jared's balls tightened, his own climax began as the first of many powerful ejaculations began filling her already juicy cunt.
"That's it! That's it! Spurt that fuck-juice inside me!" Cindy screamed, "Fill my fucking pussy with your cum!"
Near-drowned, Jared finally had to pull away from her, weak-kneed, exhausted from the ferocious fucking beneath the waterfall. He staggered over to the side of the hot tub pulling himself up onto the side of the bank and collapsed, still trying to catch his breath. Moments later Cindy joined him, climbing up out of the water to lay by his side until they had both recovered sufficiently, each polishing off their respective Mai Tai's.
"I'll have Mandy bring us some more," she said pressing the button on a nearby intercom.
A moment or two later, Jared heard the sound of Mandy's voice as she answered her page.
"Yes?"
"Mandy? Why don't you come in and join us now, and if you wouldn't mind, bring in another pitcher of Mai Tai's."
"Be right there!" Mandy responded excitedly.
Jared threw Cindy a curious look as she turned back to face him. "Yes, besides being my assistant, we're lovers too. Mandy's a lesbian, though she is not averse to sharing a man with me from time to time," Cindy explained. "It keeps things fun and exciting as I like and enjoy both sexes."
At that moment Mandy entered the room carrying a fresh pitcher of drinks. But this time when she entered, she too was nude.
Jared noticed almost immediately that Mandy was similar in stature to Cindy. Her breasts were only slightly larger; her nipples not quite as rose colored, lighter pink. Unlike Cindy however, she hadn't shaved. Between her legs rested a tuft of reddish fur that surrounded her pussy like a picture frame. It gave him a sense of a fiery demeanor, a lusty erotic sensuality as she approached the two of them carrying their drinks.
"Come here baby," Cindy cooed, speaking to her lover. "I have a pussy full of juice just waiting for you."
Jared watched as Mandy nuzzled her face comfortably between Cindy's legs. Lying beside the two of them, he reached out, tweaking one of Cindy's exposed nipples, running his finger in a circular motion upon its tiny surface. Cindy let out a pleasured sigh as she lay there enjoying the stimulation of her clit from Mandy's tongue, and the tracing stroke of his finger.
"You came a lot!" Mandy announced with her face still pressed firmly inside her lovers split. Cindy chuckled.
"Yes, he did. Now, keep licking and sucking me!" she near ordered.
Jared listened to the wet gushy sounds as Mandy proceeded to devour Cindy's cunt, striving for the rich creamy center of it as Cindy moaned, groaned and inched ever upwards towards additional ecstasy.
"God I'd love to feel his cock inside me!" Mandy thought. Jared grinned, though he wasn't at all sure of the etiquette involved here. Already aroused from having watched the erotic spectacle taking place beside him. Sitting up, Jared moved around until he was kneeling behind her.
"May I?" he asked Cindy.
"Oh yes...yes!" Mandy's thought came to him.
"Be my guest!" Cindy said happily, "I'm sure Mandy would enjoy a good fucking!"
Mandy lifted her ass so that she as still kneeling, still busily licking and sucking Cindy's cunt, but she'd positioned herself easily for Jared to enter her from behind.
"Please, fuck me now...fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" Mandy thought over and over.
Jared reached down easing one, and then two fingers inside her slit. He continued to worm them around inside her, feeling the soft passage of her slippery fuck tunnel, eliciting a series of soft mewling sounds from her as he did.
Jared withdrew his fingers licking the sweet sticky residue from them. Slipping them back inside her, he gathered more, slathering his prick though the extra lubrication was far from necessary.
"Quit teasing her Jared!" Cathy laughed, "You can see how badly she wants it, and I can feel how badly she wants it, she's nearly bitten my clit off twice now!"
Jared slowly eased his prick inside Mandy's pussy. Though well lubricated, it was as though he was deflowering the woman, not unlike his first experience with another real virgin.
"Tight little fuck isn't she?" Cindy expressed.
"Hell yes," Jared moaned gritting his teeth until he felt his cock slip far more easily inside her expanding passage. He began to fuck her with increasingly firm strokes until she began to rotate her ass back against him urging him to fuck her even more fiercely than he had been. Cindy had grabbed a handful of Mandy's short, dark red hair, using it as a leverage to keep her face firmly planted against her cunt, humping herself delightedly while Jared pumped his prick into her at lightening speed.
"I wish he'd slap my ass!" Mandy thought, her words clearly received. With a resounding smack, Jared's hand landed on her backside.
"Oh God! Again!" she wailed, lifting her head up and away from Cindy's cunt. Jared slapped her again with his other hand, leaving an identical mark on her other ass cheek.
Hearing and seeing all this, Cindy allowed a brief cry as she grabbed Mandy's head, holding her by the ears, mashing her soaked pussy against the woman's face as she came.
"Suck it Mandy! Suck it! Make...me...cum!" Cindy cried out in orgasmic bliss.
Almost simultaneously, Jared felt Mandy quiver, felt her quim contract in a series of pulsating throbs that nearly expelled his prick from deep within her womb. Still licking Cindy's clit, even as Cindy slowly floated down from the intensity of her pleasure, Mandy's climax rocked her until she could stand it no longer, rolling to one side, disengaging Jared's hard hungry prick.
No longer kneeling, Jared sat back watching the two women slowly recover. Cindy was the first to move, slithering like an exotic snake towards him until she had placed her lips around his still swollen cock. She began sucking him, forcing him gradually onto his back, where moments later Mandy joined them. Together, they tongue-lashed his penis, bathing it in a series of licks, kisses, and suckings that soon had him begging for release.
The girls took turns with him however, neither wanting to grant his request. Alternating back and forth, one sucked, nibbling the head of his prick, the other, running her tongue teasingly up and down the sensitive flesh of his shaft. Jared was delirious with pleasure as the two women continued to exquisitely torture him with their mouths and lips.
Finally, no alternating delays could stop the inevitable. Jared felt the rush of semen as it exploded from the tip of his cock. Eyes closed, he knew not which of the two women were hungrily sucking his cream. Only then sensing the finger that had found its way inside his ass, massaging him there, causing the orgasm to become even more intense as he poured ribbon after ribbon into her hungrily sucking mouth.
When he was finally spent, he opened his eyes, seeing that it had been Cindy who had claimed his liquid prize. She, then leaning over, kissing Mandy where they shared the essence of his climax with one another in a series of swaps of his frothy juice, whipping it like butter with their tongues until it oozed from the corners of their mouths like syrup.
Only then did all three of them lie, quiet, exhausted and spent.
Once they had rested, dressed and cleaned themselves up, Cindy led Jared into another section of the Mansion. This time, she escorted him into a room, more like that he'd expected to see upon his arrival. Though more office than study, it was still elegantly decorated with deep rich leather chairs, and an over-sized sofa.
Jared wandered about the room briefly, eyeing the many letters of thanks that Cindy had framed, hanging upon the walls. There were dozens of them everywhere, all thanking Cindy in one way or another for helping this person or that person with finding the man or woman of their dreams.
"As you can see Jared, I run a fairly successful business here," she began. "And we're growing. More and more singles are approaching us each and every day. It's almost become unmanageable, which is one of the reasons I thought you might be interested in coming to work for me. I like your boldness, your attitude. And I think you'd be a most welcome addition to my staff."
The more Jared thought about it, the more he liked the idea. Already he was considering how he might best use his natural ability to increase the number of successful matches.
Sitting down across from her, Jared began to carefully tell Cindy of his 'intuitive' ability to size people up, relaying to her in words that she might more easily accept as a natural unique insight, rather than the more paranormal ability of actually reading minds.
"I like your idea," Cindy told him. "We could hold a large gathering here. Send out brochures to qualified singles, inviting them all here for a massive get together."
Jared had convinced her, that he could in many cases, just by observation and a few well directed questions, ascertain which singles would have the best chance of success in remaining together. It would remain Mandy's primary function to set up their first pre-arranged orchestrated date in the hopes that the couple would get off to a good start, staying together for a reasonable amount of time afterwards.
"You'll receive a small percentage of the initiation fee of course, but primarily, your salary will greatly depend on the number of successes you achieve for the business. Obviously, a great deal of what we do depends on word of mouth. The more that people are pleased and hear about our success here, the better off we'll all be."
Confident that he could use his talent to increase his chances of success, Jared accepted Cindy's offer, outlining and planning with her the idea for a 'singles' gathering to be held in a little over two weeks. Mandy came in to join them, pleased as well as excited that Jared would now be a permanent member of Cindy's staff.
"And Jared? One of the additional perks in working for me? I have another section of rooms near identical to those that Mandy is living in that you can move into if you wish to," she told him.
"Am I allowed to entertain other 'guests'?" he asked curiously.
"Why of course you are, it's your home too Jared, you'll have your own entry way, and as much privacy as you'd like or ever need. Along with that of course, free use of any and all of the facilities, like the hot-tub, provided you realize that those are just as freely used at any and all times by either Mandy or myself."
"I think I'm going to enjoy working for you, and living here," Jared said.
"And I'm going to enjoy fucking you every chance I get," Cindy thought slyly, smiling as they stood there together shaking hands.
The following morning Jared dropped by the café to inform Al that he was quitting. Heading back to his apartment, he likewise told his landlord that he'd be moving out over the weekend. Remembering his date with Jenny, he then called her letting her know everything that had happened. Which included enjoying a deliciously wicked kick out of telling Jenny all about his experience with Mandy and Cindy the evening before.
By the tone of her voice, Jenny was still more than interested in getting together with him, especially when she learned that she'd be going over to Jared's new digs, and in all likelihood, end up meeting Mandy as well as Cindy that evening.
Though unable to read Jenny's mind over the phone of course, he did receive a sense of curiosity on Jenny's part, and wondered for a brief time what she might indeed be curious about.
Racing back to the Mansion, Mandy gladly showed him around his new apartments, including his spacious bedroom where he spent the next hour orally pleasuring her. He then paid a surprise visit to Cindy shortly after she had finished meeting with a new client; receiving that washed back she had promised him earlier in her shower. By 7:30 that evening, he was rested and eagerly awaiting Jenny's arrival at his new place.
"Jared? Your guest is here!" Jared heard Mandy announce over the intercom.
Crossing the room, Jared pressed the button on his intercom. "I'll be right down Mandy."
A few minutes later, Jared descended the stairs where he found the two women conversing in the expansive foyer.
Mandy's thoughts reached him just as he came into view. "She's cute!" Mandy was thinking. "I wouldn't mind fucking her myself!"
Jared smiled greeting them both. Jenny's thoughts just then being heard almost as clearly as Mandy's had been.
"I wonder if I could convince Jared for Mandy to join us, I've always been curious about being with another woman...and after everything Jared told me about her..."
"Say Mandy," Jared began. "If you don't have any plans for this evening, why don't you join the two of us?"
Mandy was surprised at the offer, whereas by the look on Jenny's face, she was stunned.
"Oh come on you two," Jared said laughing. "I can see it in both of your eyes. You'd both like to sample one another, even if you're not willing to come right out and admit it. But I am, so Jenny? What do you say? Mandy?"
"What would you like to drink?" Mandy asked turning towards her. Jenny grinned, anything with a lot of alcohol in it," she stammered nervously. "I think I'm going to need it!"
"By the way Mandy, where's Cindy this evening?" he asked.
"She's out with two of her friends, though she mentioned something about coming back with them later on this evening."
"Friends? They wouldn't happen to be Debra and Janice now would they?" he asked her.
"Matter of fact, yes. How'd you know?"
"They were with her at lunch the other day, that's how I initially met Cindy," he explained.
"Oh, well that explains a lot," she said winking at him. "Anyway, they should be here a little later in case you'd like to go down now and use the hot-tub."
"Good idea, you grab the drinks, and we'll meet you in there!" Jared told her.
He and Jenny had just finished getting undressed when Mandy entered the room with three large glasses. "How's Long Island Ice Tea's sound?" she asked handing everyone a drink.
"Well, I did say something with a lot of alcohol," Jenny giggled accepting hers.
Mandy undressed in preparation of joining the two of them inside the tub. While she did, Jared sat back noticing how Jenny could hardly keep her eyes off Mandy's body as she slowly, almost teasingly revealed herself.
"Fuck I'd love to feel her tongue inside my pussy!" Jenny cried out in her thoughts.
Jared grinned into his drink, sipping it. "Come over here Mandy," Jared said still grinning. He sat his drink on the edge of the tub standing between Jenny's legs, lifting her easily until she too was sitting on the edge of the tub with her feet dangling in the water. Surprised, Jenny wondered momentarily what it was Jared was up to until he and Mandy exchanged places with one another.
"She has a very beautiful looking pussy doesn't she?" he stated.
And, she really did too. Neatly trimmed, a small dark strip of fur sat atop the furrow of her exposed slit. Her labia were full lipped, pink and inviting. Jared watched as Mandy leaned towards Jenny's cunt, spreading a part her lips with her fingers. When she did, the wet glistening inner lips of her pussy smiled in anticipation of what was to come. Exposing the button of her clit, Mandy gasped with pleasured surprise at the size of it. Longer than most, certainly larger than any Jared had ever seen before, nearly the size of his pinky-finger, Mandy lovingly licked it in greeting.
"Oh my!" Jenny exclaimed as Mandy tickled her, sighing with pleasure at the satisfied response.
As large as her clit was, Mandy wrapped her lips around it, sucking it like a small penis, taking delight in the audible gasp as Jenny groaned, closing her eyes and laying back on the tiling surrounding the tub area.
Eyeing Jenny's large, full breasts, Jared pulled himself from the water lying beside her on the tile flooring. Her areolas were also large, near covering the front of both breasts, nipples the size of his index finger, caramel in color. Jared leaned over her, sucking one between his lips, gently pinching the other between his thumb and forefinger as he began rolling the excited nipples around.
"Oh fuck...that feels good too!" Jenny thought as Jared continued sucking and playing with them.
Jenny's breathing suddenly escalated, whatever Mandy was doing to her with her mouth was having its affect. In addition, as Jared paused in his playful caress of her tits, he looked up long enough to see Mandy's arm busily moving. Obviously, she had her fingers inside Jenny's cunt, finger-fucking her with the simultaneous licking and sucking of her clit.
"Come for me Jenny, let me feel your pussy explode, let me show you how a woman can pleasure another woman," she was saying.
Aside from the occasional moans and groans, neither woman was saying much except with their minds. For Jared, it was a secret naughty little delight to have each woman giving him a running commentary of their private sensual thoughts. Both of which, merely added to his own amusement and enjoyment level. "Oh God! Oh God! I'm going to drench her fucking face!"



"That's it...give it to me baby, cum for me, cum hard, let it go now!" Mandy was urging.
Well aware of their non-shared conversations, Jared intervened for the two of them, verbalizing their wishes as though being his own.
"That's it Jenny, that's it! Squirt that sweet, sweet pussy juice all over Mandy's face, let your pussy cover her in your cunt juice sweetheart! Give it to her! Give it to her!"
"Oh my God!" Jenny was screaming now, verbalizing her pleasure.
Jared once again leaned over her, pressing both of her breasts together. Taking both nipples as though they were one, he sucked them greedily into his mouth, rolling the nipples together as though marbles, which is when he heard Mandy's gleeful joy as Jenny spiraled into supreme ecstasy.
She was just coming down from her delightful orgasm when Jared heard the sound of the door opening.
"Well, well. What have we got here?" Cindy asked.
Looking up, he wasn't surprised to see her, nor Debra and Janice as they stood off to either side, but he was taken aback at seeing three men having also entered, standing behind the three women.
Since he was in her employ now, Jared asked if they should leave.
"Heavens no! It's certainly not business hours, we're here to party and have fun same as you! Andrew, Steve...Kevin, this is Mandy and Jared, my assistants!" She smiled towards Jenny. "I don't believe we've had the pleasure...yet," she added suggestively.
Mandy only then fully extricated herself from between Jenny's legs.
"This is Jenny, we used to work together," Jared said introducing her to everyone.
"Pleased to meet you Jenny, I'm glad to see you obviously have an open mind, you'll need one if you plan on sticking around and joining us!"
"Shit, now what?" Jared heard her wondering.
He leaned over towards her whispering. "Don't worry kiddo, I think you'll find you'll like her. She's a little brash, but all in all, she's also a hell of a lot of fun. Just be yourself, let yourself go...and enjoy!"
He could tell by his comment to her that she relaxed considerably as her thoughts continued to reach him.
"We'll see," she said silently.
All six of them were wearing thick terry-cloth bathrobes. Cindy was the first to remove hers, hanging it up on a nearby hook designed specifically for that purpose. As the others followed, Jared heard one of the three men ask, "So...free for all tonight then?"
"Free for all?" Jenny wondered with concern.
"Cool!" Mandy said to herself in excitement.
Cindy glanced towards Jared. "Sure, why not? It's been a while since we've done that, and as we have a few additional 'guests'," she said eyeing Jenny, "It might be even more interesting," she said emphasizing the word, licking her lips.
Jared sensed that Jenny was contemplating leaving.
"Jenny, if you get too uncomfortable, or aren't enjoying yourself, just tell me. I'll see to it and drive you back home."
By now the six of them were naked and began stepping down into the pool. Jared caught another buzzing sound, knowing full well that he'd picked up on someone else's thought frequency, and quickly tuned in. It was Steve's.
"She's a hot looking woman!" Steve thought glancing towards Jenny appreciatively.
Even as Jared picked up Steve's thoughts, he felt a shuddering gasp from Jenny inside his head as well.
"Damn, ok, maybe this will be fun. I'd love sucking on his prick!" she said in reference to Steve.
Of the three men, Steve was the one most muscularly built, and had as some might call, 'bedroom eyes'.
"I think he likes you Jenny," Jared once again whispered to her. "I think the two of you could end up having a fantastic relationship!"
Jenny blushed, looking towards him. "Really? You think so?"
She just finished saying that when Steve made his way over towards them. "I'm sorry, I'm not sure I got your name correctly, it was Jenny right?"
"Have fun!" Jared said winking at her as he moved off to join Cindy who was already waving him over.
As he slid back into the tub standing beside Cindy a moment later, she reached beneath the swirling water clasping his hard firm erection.
"Well, you get settled in ok?" she asked, giving his penis a tantalizing caress.
"Yes, thank you. Nice digs!"
Cindy laughed tossing her head playfully. Just then Kevin joined the two of them. "We still going to free for all?" he asked.
"Free for all?" Jared questioned.
"I don't know. Jared? You game for a no-holds barred group grope in the dark?" she asked him. "It really is a lot of fun, and very...very exciting!"
Jared looked towards Kevin. "I don't know, guess we'll see won't we?" Once again Cindy laughed.
"Yes, I guess we will!"
Releasing Jared's prick, Cindy moved over towards the lighting panel. "Ok everyone, I'm going to dim the underwater lights, and shut off the interior lights completely. When I do, it'll be a free-for-all as we call it. Which means, anyone can do anything with anyone that they want to."
Jared took a quick glance over to where Jenny and Steve were. They were already kissing with his hands freely roaming over her breasts.
"Don't worry Jared, it's just more fun not knowing for sure who's doing what to whom. If you're worried about the guys, don't be. Just relax and have fun."
Cindy dialed the soft blue lighting down inside the water until it was barely even on, illuminating the area just enough to not throw things into complete and total darkness as she killed the lights for the rest of the room.
Jared couldn't even see his hand in front of his face, but he really didn't need to. For the moment, it was Cindy who continued stroking his cock beneath the water, though he sensed activity as someone else stood behind her. Likewise, Jared felt a pair of soft hands reaching around him from behind, cupping his balls, joining Cindy in the caressing manipulation of his prick. The press of the woman's firm breasts against his back as she silently joined Cindy in this 'free-for-all' as it had been labeled. Only when the woman's thoughts entered his mind did he then know it was Debra who was standing behind him.
"Hmm, nice cock. I'm looking forward to feeling this inside me," she was thinking as she took turns with Cindy, stroking and playing with it.
Whoever was with Cindy, soon drew her attention away from him. Letting go of his prick, Cindy vaporized into the darkness. Debra however moved around in front of him lifting herself up and out of the water to sit upon the bank. It was clearly obvious what her desire and intent was, so Jared happily began to accommodate her. Though unable to see a damn thing, he leaned forward, letting his hands glide up the smooth silky skin of her thighs. Her soft fur greeted his fingertips as he parted her sex, flicking his tongue out gingerly against her pleasure nubbin. Jared continued to run his tongue up and down the furrow of her pussy, tickling her clit with rapid little licks of his tongue, enjoying the running thoughts that she continued to silently send his way.
"Oh yeah, flick it baby, suck my clitty, just like that!" she silently urged.
Seconds later, Jared felt someone else move near them as he felt the flesh of her thigh bump into his. Like a ship docking into its slip, he sensed as whomever the woman was, her leaning forward grabbing onto the edge of the tub. Movement behind her also told him that one of the men had also pulled into port, as his thrusts against her flesh began making hot erotic slapping sounds as they began fucking. Even as they did, he felt yet another hand reach down, seeking him out. Jared felt his cock fondled, toyed with and genuinely pleasured as he continued licking, sucking and teasing Debra's soaked pussy.
All about him now the sounds of moans, groans, pleasured sighs and a myriad of sensual erotic thoughts, each attempted to bombard his consciousness. Too many now to even attempt to sort out, Jared purposely closed off that uniqueness, concentrating instead on the delicious tasting pussy he was eating, as well as the titillating pleasure that his prick was currently receiving by someone's hand.
As he felt Debra inch closer and closer towards orgasm, Jared began sucking her clit with a fervor bordering on insanity. She reached up at that moment, placing her hands on his shoulders. The rake of her fingernails into his flesh, digging in, alerted him a split second before her climax actually began. Jared held on, holding her pleasure-pearl between his lips, drawing it in even more fully, sucking it, chewing it as she broke the un-spoken silence of her joy, screaming out her pleasure in a long drawn out, ear splitting scream of unbridled delight.
Too tender, far too sensitive for him to continue, Debra pushed away from his face, rolling onto her side as she fought desperately to regain her senses. Feeling her pull and then roll away, Jared turned in search of fresh meat. Aroused, excited, he waded through the pool towards the area where the sound of the waterfall was coming from. As expected, having walked through the falls, he bumped into another couple as they copulated on one of the convenient, over-hanging shelves. He nearly turned to head in another direction as they were obviously, happily occupied when someone else bumped into him forcing him back into the small alcove.
Jared found himself with his back pressed against the ledge as someone dipped just beneath the surface of the pool, surrounding his prick with their lips, giving his cock several forceful sucks with their mouth. Unable to hold their breath as long as he would have liked however, they surfaced. Taking the moment to better position himself, Jared scooted himself up onto the ledge, feeling the soft flesh of one of the women sitting beside him. A moment or two later, lips once again surrounded his cock, though this time free to explore his rigid staff without the hindrance of the water.
Jared allowed his mind to wander, probing, hearing several buzzing sounds when he did, but chose to focus on those that were closest to him. He knew immediately that it was Jenny who he was sitting next to when he did. Jenny's hand soon after reached for finding his. Placing it upon herself, Jared located her clit with his fingers, strumming it playfully. He realized that one of the men, mostly likely being Steve was busily fucking her at the same time. The brief, occasional contact with the man's prick as he stood before her, pumping in and out of her cunt with strong slow thrusts, while Jared continued twirling her clit was profoundly erotic.
"I can't believe I'm actually doing this...and enjoying it!" Jenny was saying to herself. "I've NEVER been this fucking excited before in my entire life!"
Whoever was still sucking his cock was an expert at it. Jared continued to revel in the ecstasy that his penis was currently being lavished with. His shaft was stroked with the softest lips he'd ever felt, the head of his dick wonderfully coaxed towards even greater heights of intensity as he felt it nibbled, licked and sucked with the most perfect of pressures.
Even while all this was going on, Jenny placed her hand on his, pulling it off herself, placing it upon the prick still slowly easing in and out of her cunt. Jared was shocked when she actually placed his hand upon Steve's prick, if that's whose it was.
"Rub it against me," she whispered softly breaking the rule of silence. "Masturbate my clit with his cock," she begged lustily. "Please, please, use it to play with my pussy!" It felt slightly odd, another man's prick filling his hand as Jared used it to slap, beat, and pound against the surface of Jenny's wide-open quim. As per her desires, Jared continued thrilling her in this fashion even as his own cock was treated to the most exquisite blowjob he had ever experienced. Minutes later, he heard Jenny's raspy breathing increase, increasing the rapidity upon her pussy as he beat it with the man's prick which he held, Jenny spent herself, shuddering violently as she came.
"Jerk it, jerk it! I'm gonna cum too!" the deep rich male voice urged. Jared did, feeling the prick expand within his hand just before unleashing a torrent of invisible cream against the surface of Jenny's still throbbing cunt.
He'd no sooner released the man's cock when he felt his own pleasure racing up the length of his shaft. Like a volcanic eruption, Jared grimaced in pleasured-pain as the head of his cock exploded. He felt the hot molten-lava of his seed spurting into the waiting hungry mouth of his still unknown partner, felt his balls tighten, his toes curling as his spunk flew from the head of his dick.
Momentarily spent, Jared stepped back through the warm-water falls, made his way over towards the steps where he could more easily climb out, sitting down taking a moment to regain his senses. Before long, he heard as well as felt someone else climbing out to join him, sitting beside him there in the darkness.
"Pretty fucking wild isn't it?" Mandy stated, revealing herself though stating so in a soft quiet whisper.
"Wild is an understatement," Jared answered back. "How often does this happen anyway?"
"Oh, once, twice a month I guess. A select crowd, differing men, but she and her friends get together at least that often to do this," Mandy told him. "It really can get pretty interesting," she added.
"Once again, another understatement," Jared said agreeing with her.
"One thing I haven't done yet though," Mandy began with a barely audible giggle.
"Yeah? What's that?"
"Fuck you," she said leaning over to whisper directly into his ear. "Think you can manage it?" she asked hopefully.
Jared sought her hand out in the darkness, placing it upon his only slightly flaccid, reawakening prick. "With a little help perhaps," he leered stroking one of Mandy's breasts. In seconds, he was ready. Mandy turned, holding onto the railing that rose from the water nearby the steps, leaning over using it for support. "Fuck me from behind," she pleaded. "And don't hold anything back either! Fuck me hard and fast, I'm already so close to another orgasm, that the moment you put that prick of yours inside me, I'm probably gonna cum!"
Jared honored her request. Standing on the steps as they were, he was afforded the perfect height to penetrate her from behind. He took only a moment to position the head of his cock just inside her slick furrow, felt the head ease in until her cunt had sheathed it perfectly inside, and then thrust into her with a sudden lunge that filled her entirely.
Jared smiled inwardly at hearing Mandy's sudden intake, then expulsion of breath. His lunge into her depths had been sudden, hard, and forceful. He'd driven himself into her so fully that he'd near entered the barred passage of her womb.
"That's it! Oh fuck yes! Do it again!" she pleaded, crying out loudly enough that all could have easily heard her satisfied pleasures being met.
Jared withdrew, nearly taking himself entirely from her clenching split, only to thrust into her once again, just as deeply, just as hard as he'd done before.
"Faster, Oh my God, fuck me faster you bastard!" she called, "Fuck me! Fuck me! FUCK ME!"
Jared was ramming into her now as fast as it was physically possible for him to do. She hadn't been wrong about her pending climax either, barely skewering her split pussy three times before the sudden onrush of thick gooey girl-cream began filling her cavity, bathing his cock in its warm, rich creamy essence.
As he did, he felt a probing finger enter his ass, felt it caress his prostate, taking him by sudden and complete surprise. "Fill her pussy baby," Cindy cooed into his ear from behind, "fill her cunt with your fuck-juice!"
And he did.
Exhausted beyond all reasonable expectation, Cindy finally restored the interior lights. It took everyone a moment for their eyes to readjust to the sudden brightness, when they did, everyone there looked as spent, yet as thoroughly satisfied as he felt.
"Well, I really hate to be a party-poop," Cindy began, "but Jared, Mandy and I have a BIG day ahead of us tomorrow. We need to get some sleep for the planning session we'll be going over tomorrow for the upcoming singles seminar." No one seemed to mind it too much that the evening had come to an end. Jared was even pleased when he saw Steve and Jenny leaving together. It was a good match, and one that he was confident would last for a while longer anyway.
After the last of Cindy's friends and guests had left, she turned towards Jared.
"Why don't you come with Mandy and I back to my apartments? I want to go over a few of your ideas, and...I'd like to feel Mandy's tongue inside my pussy too of course," she added glibly.
"Of course," Jared responded, following the two naked women down the hallway.
#
The singles seminar was a complete success. Of the hundred or so single men and women in attendance, Jared had managed to pair up a good third of them with amazing results. Another third, he had still managed to get together with the likelihood that many of them would have better than average fun dates together. And most of which would no doubt return to try again, even if they didn't.
Jared's proudest achievement however, was in finding Kathy a partner. He'd spoken with her on the phone, convincing her to attend one of the seminars. After a little footwork, he had managed to find a guy she was attracted to, but more importantly, one who shared her particular fetish for fruits and vegetables.
"Jared? I don't know how you managed it, or how you seem to know which singles will get along the best together, but our success rate has more than doubled in the short time you've been apart of this organization. And for that, I want to offer you a full partnership. What do you say kiddo?" Cindy asked.
"I say, you must have been reading my mind Cindy, I was going to raise the very prospect of that up to you myself!" he told her.
Cindy laughed. "For some reason, I don't doubt that for a minute. Now then, why don't we seal this new partnership with a nice long fuck!"
"Yes, why don't we?" Jared replied. "Mandy, you care to join us?"
He already knew she was hoping he'd ask.
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Chapter One
I found myself standing in the driveway of my new home staring at the small U-Haul trailer that contained my entire life. At twenty-three, I had been married, and was now divorced. Thankfully there had not been any children. We'd married young, both of us full of dreams for the future. Six month's after that, we both knew it had been a mistake, yet we'd stuck it out for another two years.
We'd parted as friends, though certainly not close ones. And I had no intention of ever seeing her again anyway, which is one of the reasons I'd moved halfway across the country. The other, I had a good job waiting for me that would help pay the bills I'd collected during those two and a half years. Today was the day my new life would start, in a new state, with a new job, but with an old house. I'd purchased a small little home that was nearly seventy-five years old and in need of some minor repairs. But I was pretty good with my hands, and a fresh coat of paint would go along way to making it presentable again.
As I began to move my belongings into the house, I spotted the neighbor who lived next door to me as she came outside to work in her garden. I thought about introducing myself, but she went about her business without even looking towards me, so I decided to save that for another day. I did notice over the course of the next few days that I never saw anyone else in the home, so had to surmise from that, she lived alone, and was either divorced, or a widower.
I had an entire week before I was to start my new job, so I had ample time to get settled in, and also do a few things around the house. The first thing was getting the picket fence mended and painted.
I had been at it nearly the entire day when I finally worked myself around to the side of the yard that separated my house from my neighbors. This time she was stooped over pulling weeds from her garden when I began painting the fence near the area she was working in.
"Good afternoon," I said casually.
The woman glanced up at me smiling.
"Good afternoon to you too. I see you've gotten settled in ok," she replied.
Smiling back, I nodded my head.
"Yes thanks. But I'm afraid I've still got a few things to do to get this old place looking decent again."
She laughed at that and stood up offering me her hand, which surprised me, as I hadn't expected it.
"By the way, you can call me Maggie."
I accepted her hand, and was surprised to find myself a little embarrassed that I hadn't offered to introduce myself to her first.
"Richard," I offered.
"Nice to meet you Richard. You married?"
Once again she caught me a little off guard, but I'm sure she was curious why a young man would be moving into a home all by himself, unless I was here ahead of my family and trying to get the place ready for them before they arrived.
"No...used to be. Recently divorced."
Maggie gave me a sad faced frown in understanding.
'Too bad. Sorry to hear that."
I simply shrugged my shoulders indicating, "What can I say" in response.
As we stood talking, each of us on our own side of the short dirty white picket fence, I couldn't help but wonder about Maggie. Obviously living alone, I was curious, but didn't dare ask her why she was alone, especially after just meeting her anyway. And it wasn't like she wasn't attractive either. I wasn't exactly sure about her age. Something about her told me she was older than she looked, probably in her late fifty's to very early sixty's perhaps, but there was no way of knowing without just asking her. And I wasn't about to do that.
Maggie had a few slight streaks of silver running through her blondish colored hair, almost imperceptible, but it hinted that she was indeed a lot older than what she looked. But even more remarkable was the ample amount of bosom she was displaying. She had undone one more button more than what I would dare say most women would allow, even while working in the yard, and so displayed a fair amount of cleavage. Although only the gentle upper slopes of her breasts were revealed, they were both tan, and very smooth looking. Maggie obviously stayed active and was in fairly good shape, probably even better than I was at less than half her age!
"How long have you lived here?" I asked. Hoping the question would lead to Maggie revealing a little more about herself.
"Oh, about twenty years now," she said. "My husband and I moved here to begin our new life together, after my divorce." Her gentle smile told me she was remembering their time together. "He died suddenly about five years ago."
"I'm sorry."
Once again she smiled good-naturedly though a look of profound sadness crossed her face.
"Don't be, we had a good life together. And though I miss him, he left plenty for me to survive on, and I enjoy living here. And now that someone's finally moved in next door to fix up this house, I'll feel even better about my place. Though I admit, my fence could use a little fresh paint too!"
"Listen, I'll have plenty of spare time on my hands. If you'd like, I'd be more than happy to paint your fence once I'm done here. And besides, with both fences painted, it will make both of our homes look nicer don't you think?"
"I'll be happy to pay you for your time," she stated.
"That's not necessary," I told her. "Just consider it my being neighborly!"
"I'd be careful what you offer up. I just might try and take advantage of you."
For a moment, I was a little unsure as to what she had meant by that, but then decided that my long ignored libido was working overtime, and that she probably hadn't meant anything beyond the simple truth of her words.
"I should be finished here today," I said eyeing the work I'd already accomplished and the still unfinished section of fence I still had to paint.
"I could start on it Saturday if you'd like."
"Oh, that would be wonderful!" Maggie exclaimed. "But, just so you know, I won't be here in the morning if you do start. There's a group of us that gets together every Saturday for coffee and the latest gossip. We take turns at each other's houses, though most of the time we do meet here since I live alone and don't have a husband to get underfoot all the time."
Maggie gave me a really big smile, and even winked. I couldn't help but laugh out loud at that one.
"Saturday it is then," I told her. "I'm sure I'll have plenty of paint anyway, as long as white's ok."
"White will be just fine."
Maggie removed the bandana that had been holding her hair up in order to wipe the sweat from her forehead. As she did, her hair fell down to her shoulders, which took another couple of years off her age.
"Well, it's going to be another hot one today, so I'd better let you get back to your fence, and I'd best get back to weeding this garden!"
Once again we shook hands over the fence. I watched her turn, walking away admiring her shapely legs, and the luscious ass outlined by a pair of short beige shorts as she turned her back towards me.
"Get a grip," I told myself. "She's easily twice your age to begin with. And secondly, going without sex this long is starting to play tricks on my mind. Forget her!"
But as I continued to paint the fence, I realized that this was easier said than done. And I was also subconsciously wondering if she had any kind of a social life outside of her Saturday coffee gathering with the girls.
When I showered late that afternoon, I found myself aroused and excited. I hadn't felt that way in quite sometime, and especially as I'd just moved here. I certainly hadn't had time to meet anyone, especially anyone I could become intimate with. Just Maggie. And so there I was, standing in the shower, soaping a very erect penis, actually fantasizing about her. A thought that both surprised, and bothered me a little bit. After all, she was considerably older than I was; yet, I was aroused as hell by her and still curious as to why she hadn't remarried.
I continued to masturbate, images of those luscious looking tits of hers still fresh in my mind, and almost blushed with the thought of what she would think if she knew I was thinking about her.
Late that evening as I prepared for bed, I went to the window to open it wider than it had been to take advantaged of the cool breeze blowing in. As I looked out across the yard, I realized for the first time that my upstairs bedroom window looked directly across and into the side-window of her front room. I could just barely see Maggie watching TV through the partially opened blinds. She was lying on the far end of her couch, legs stretched out with the TV angled just slightly towards the window. I had a perfect view of them both. I nearly turned away to shut off the lights and go to bed when I noticed that she was watching what appeared to be a fairly racy movie. I was sure it was just one of those late night R-rated shows with the occasional love scene that just happened to be on when I noticed it. And then I realized just as quickly that it wasn't! What I was seeing, and what Maggie was actually watching, was far more than that. This was hard-core stuff, triple X-rated material. And she was watching it!
Suddenly I had a whole new respect for the neighbor I'd begun to think of as rather shy and quiet. Maggie obviously had another very private side to herself that I was actually quite delighted to see. Though she certainly wasn't living with anyone, nor had I seen her go out with any men, it was nice to know that she still had very sexual desires and thoughts, and was willing to do something that others might consider inappropriate to satisfy herself.
It was then that I realized I was still standing in my bedroom window looking down at her. And though she couldn't have possibly seen me unless she'd gone to her window and looked up in my direction, I nevertheless stepped back hurriedly, turning off the light before approaching the window again.
The term "peeping tom" came to mind, and I actually felt a little guilty spying on her. After all, I was invading her privacy, and she had a right to whatever pleasures she desired in her own home, no matter what form they took. Hell, I'd spent my early evening masturbating, thinking of her. And now there was no doubt I'd be doing so again, with the image of her lying on the couch watching a porno movie adding fuel to that new fire. Although I still felt guilty, and ashamed that I was still watching her, I honestly couldn't help myself. I would certainly never tell her, or even hint that I had seen her, and had no intention of making this a nightly ritual either, but for the moment anyway, I simply couldn't tear myself away from that damn window!
I noticed for the first time that she was dressed for bed. Maggie was wearing some sort of loose fitting nightgown that obviously wasn't meant to be sexy. Especially since it didn't expose a lot of skin, but still added to the over all indecent, almost decadent and naughty feeling I was enjoying. Once I'd begun to grow erect, I grew harder and stiffer until my cock began to ache, demanding release. And short of some natural disaster, I knew I'd soon be jerking off again.
I was still struggling to turn away from the window, but unable to take my eyes off her or the movie she was watching, when I saw her pull up the hem of her nightgown, raise her knees, letting them fall apart, and begin playing with herself. Watching Maggie giving herself pleasure openly, deliberately, without shame. Seeing her stroke the folds of her pussy, sliding her fingers in between them to find and caress her clit, I knew I was a goner, and I reached down to begin stroking my cock. I stepped back from the window slightly as though she might somehow sense my presence and look up to see me. The fact I was watching her masturbate was so unexpected and so totally unbelievable, that I found myself aroused beyond my wildest imagination!
As I stood in the relative safety of my own darkened bedroom, I continued to stroke my cock, using the over abundance of leaking pre-cum as lubrication to increase the pleasure I was giving myself.
I stared at Maggie, concentrating on her as she was obviously gave her pussy pleasure, slowly yet methodically fingering herself. Though the blinds kept me from seeing her as clearly as I would have preferred, I knew exactly what she was doing from the motions of her hand. And then, just as if she could hear me thinking that I wanted to see more, she dropped her head back against the arm of the oversized couch. Maggie lifted up one of her legs so that it draped across the back, pulling her gown up to her breasts, exposing her pussy and her attentions to it even more completely.
I still couldn't see her as well as I wanted to, but I could tell she was thoroughly enjoying herself. Her eyes were closed, no longer watching the video, and her expression of intense pleasure, plus the way she suddenly lifted her hips from the couch, rubbing herself faster and harder, told me that she was either having an orgasm, or was very close to it.
At that point, I stepped away from the window. Maybe she was indeed reaching a climax, but I felt I owed her at least a little bit of privacy to enjoy it without actually having someone spying on her while she did. I quickly climbed into my bed and proceeded to bring myself pleasure in a very slow and deliberate way. Images of Maggie sitting on her couch masturbating were now very much a part of my newest fantasy, and very much a part of the secret I would never ever reveal to anyone.
When I finally did climax, I was surprised at the force and volume of my orgasm. In the near total darkness, I felt the warm sticky splashes of my semen hitting my chin, neck, and even landing on my pillow long before my initial ejaculations diminished in intensity. Only when the remainder of my fluids began to run down between my fingers did I finally slow my stroking, beginning to catch my breath after such an intense and very enjoyable climax.
I got out of bed and padded quietly into the bathroom almost as though Maggie might somehow hear me. And silly as it was, I also closed the bathroom door before turning on the light in order to wash and clean myself off, still fearful that she would somehow know what I'd been doing.
Turning off the light, I opened the door and returned to the window. Total darkness greeted me below, and I knew that Maggie had also gone to bed. But as her bedroom faced in a totally different direction, there was nothing more to see, and tomorrow was Saturday. I knew I'd have a very busy day painting her fence. I set the alarm for six o'clock, since I wanted to get up, fix a light breakfast and then begin painting before it got too hot. I crawled into bed, but tossed and turned before finally slipping off to sleep. Though wonderfully satisfied from my orgasm, I was still wrestling with mixed emotions about what I had witnessed and participated in. Seeing Maggie as I had, I could no longer think of her as just that nice older woman who lived next door. Now I also knew her as the sensual, exciting, and even tempting woman that she really was.
The sound of the alarm ringing in my ear was the next thing I heard, waking to discover that I had a hard-on, and not the normal one I usually woke to. This one was at least equal to the boner I'd been sporting the night before, watching Maggie. And not surprisingly, those were the scenes I replayed in my head as I gave myself another intense and satisfying orgasm. Sometimes showers are for more than just getting clean!
I'd been working on her fence for over and hour when she emerged from the house. She seemed a little surprised to see how much I'd accomplished. It was just barely 8:00, and I guess she'd thought I'd sleep in before starting to work.
"Good morning!" she called out to me, waving as she walked down the front of her steps.
"Good morning!" I replied, pausing to admire her appearance. She was wearing another pair of shorts, white in color, and very, very short. But she was also wearing a very tight fitting bright pink tank top that even at this distance I could see she was wearing without a bra on. Her fairly large breasts were completely unencumbered, and surprisingly firm against her chest, though I was also a little relieved to see weren't so perfectly molded as to hint that she had had implants or anything, making them appear less than real or natural to me.
Resting her hand on the handle of her car door, she turned and spoke to me again. "I'm off for coffee with the girls for a couple of hours, but would you like me to pick up anything for you on my way back? I have to stop at the store anyway..."
"No thank you. I'm fine." I was surprised at the slight nervousness in my voice, and hoped that at this distance she wouldn't notice it, or the flush on my face as the blood rushed into it. Normally I'm not in the habit of picturing women naked whenever I look at them, but seeing Maggie in that incredibly sexy and revealing outfit, made it hard to picture her any other way. Especially since I'd had glimpses of her the night before to inspire me.
Maggie gave me a final wave and slipped into her car backing out of the driveway. I stood watching her; aware of my rapidly hardening prick, suddenly grateful that she was leaving. Otherwise, I would have been forced to go back into the house and take care of myself one again, a practice that I was suddenly becoming very good at.
Maggie arrived home shortly before noon, but by then I had already finished the fence and had gone inside to wash up in the kitchen. I'd taken off my sweaty tee shirt, having thrown it over the back of one of the kitchen chairs. Standing at the sink, I heard the sound of someone knocking at my kitchen door, and then the sound of Maggie's voicing calling to me through the screen.
"Knock, knock!" she said, in time with her actual knocking.
Turning, I saw that she was standing there with what appeared to be a large pitcher of pink lemonade and two plastic colored glasses. The door wasn't latched, so I immediately called out, inviting her in.
Grabbing a wad of paper towels, I quickly wiped off my hands, turning in search of my sweat-stinky tee shirt. Maggie walked into my kitchen setting down the pitcher and glasses on the small table.
"Oh don't bother putting your shirt back on," she told me. "It's not like I haven't seen a man nearly naked before!"
Just the tone of her voice assured me that she wasn't offended by my standing there in nothing more than a pair of shorts. And the easy off-handed way she presented herself also assured me that she was already more comfortable with our being neighbors that I was. Even so, I was beginning to feel the almost shy blush spread to my cheeks as I gave up trying to untangle the tee shirt dropping it back onto the chair.
"It's too bad that society is so concerned with women showing off their breasts in public. Why men can do it and women can't is beyond me. Especially here in the United States! You know, almost every other place in the world, on most beaches anyway, women can run around topless as much as they want to without anyone saying or doing a thing about it! Yet here, if I just wore my bra outside, not to mention going topless, it would be considered obscene, even though I've seen women wearing bathing suits that covered less, and were still considered to be legal!" Maggie paused to chuckle. "Just look at the Sports Illustrated swimsuit issue! How legal can those women be, wearing no more than three triangles just about two inches across and a few feet of string?"
Maggie managed all this while pouring our lemonade, and without spilling a drop. Looking up at me, she handed me one of the glasses and smiled. "You seem surprised?"
"What?" I said, trying not to sound as stupid as I'm sure I did.
"That someone my age would give a rat's ass about running around topless. Hell, if I could get away with it, I would. What's wrong with working out in one's own yard wearing - - or not wearing--whatever you want to?"



It wasn't like I had any argument against that logic, or even disagreed with it, but I was stunned to hear her voice it. I was 23, and supposedly more open-minded and freer about sexuality, while Maggie who was probably at least twice that, was obviously far more comfortable with her own sensuality, and that of others, than I was.
"Besides, I'd put my tits up against any woman's. I've got nothing to be ashamed of, and for my age, they're still in pretty good shape don't you think?"
Maggie had placed both hands on her hips and had thrust her chest out proudly, even turning slightly to give me a nice side view of her still braless, full, rounded breasts, tipped with large, enticing and slightly erect nipples.
"No complaints from me!" I replied, taking a sip of my drink in an effort to keep the tension and excitement out of my voice, not wanting her to think I was as nervous or uncomfortable as I actually was.
Maggie stared at me for a moment, giggling as she realized that I was nervously looking away from her breasts now, rather than at them.
"I've embarrassed you!" she said. "Don't mind me. I'm just a lonely old broad that hasn't got anything better to do than go around embarrassing young men. Even if they are good looking ones who live next door!"
I had no idea how to respond to that, but Maggie once again showed her comfort with all kinds of situations, pulling out one of the kitchen chairs sitting down in order to enjoy her drink, changing the subject as she did.
"So...why did you decide to buy this house? It couldn't have been because it was so well-kept?"
Glad to turn to a more neutral topic, I sat down as well, letting the conversation turn to a more informal discussion of our lives, where we finally began to ask and answer one another's questions. Before I knew it, it was late afternoon and we'd polished off the entire pitcher of lemonade.
"I can't thank you enough for painting the fence," Maggie told me, preparing to leave. "Are you sure I can't pay you for all the work? At the least, let me pay you for the paint."
"No...really Maggie, it's ok," I said, enjoying the sound of her name as it rolled off my tongue. "It was no big deal, and took a lot less time that I thought it would. Besides, I'd already purchased the paint for my fence anyway, not knowing how much of it I'd really need."
"Well at least let me fix you a nice dinner then," she said.
That seemed like a reasonable enough payment to me, and besides, I was a lousy cook and wasn't looking forward to sandwiches again.
"You like lobster?" she asked.
It had been a month of Sundays since I'd eaten lobster. I was stunned! A lobster dinner, for me anyway, went far beyond "nice!"
"Uh.... sure!" I love lobster. But you sure you want to go to all that effort and expense?"
"They're no trouble. Just stick them in a pot of water, melt some butter, add a little garlic and spices, and viola! Dinner! Besides, I've already bought them. Remember, I said I was going to stop at the store on my way home?" She winked at me, grinning. "I was thinking ahead! I figured you wouldn't let me pay you, but thought that since you're living alone, you might enjoy a nice erotic dinner!"
I stared at her, mouth open, wondering if I had heard her correctly. But her immediate dark red blush told me she'd had a slip of the tongue. She swallowed hard, laughing weakly, trying to regain her composure.
"What I meant was a nice exotic dinner. Though I guess lobster could be considered an erotic delicacy. It's certainly as messy as sex is!"
I let the line drop. There was no way I was going to respond to that teaser!
"Do you need me to bring anything?" I asked.
"Just yourself," she said. "And I hope you like white wine. I have a really good bottle of Sauvignon Blanc that I've been dying to try. But I hate drinking alone, and I hate even worse opening a good bottle of wine just for myself."
I was still a little overwhelmed by her openness and familiarity, as though we'd been good friends as well as neighbors for years rather that for just a couple of days.
"Um, I know this sounds silly, but I've only got clean jeans and white tee shirts. Everything else is still packed and wrinkled. Actually, most of it still needs washing, something I haven't gotten around to doing yet," I confessed sheepishly.
"Come naked if you want to," Maggie said bluntly, once again catching me off guard. Then, as she noticed my shocked face, she smiled and added more gently, "Relax Richard. Jeans will be fine. You don't even have to wear a shirt if you don't want to. The food may be exotic, but the setting won't be. Lobster isn't fun if you can't really enjoy it and the mess it makes. We're definitely talking casual here. No fancy tablecloth, no silverware. Just you, me, and the lobsters." Maggie stood. "If you want to come in shorts and shirtless, be my guest, I'll enjoy the view either way. Hell...after a few glasses of wine, I just might show you my tits, and see what you think of them!"
With a final wink and a wicked grin, Maggie picked up the pitcher and glasses heading out the back door. I was about to ask her what time when she turned back towards me.
"See you around seven." I heard her softly laughing to herself all the way across the yard, and wondered what I was in for that night, having dinner with my beautiful, sexy, outrageous and obviously hot next-door neighbor.
Glancing at the kitchen clock, I discovered that seven was a little less than three hours away. I still had to clean up, and though she'd said not to bring anything, I decided to take a couple of bottles of wine anyway. Maybe they wouldn't be as expensive as what she'd be serving, but I was sure I could find something for us to enjoy and sip on later on in the evening. A shower was next on the agenda, though I promised myself that I wouldn't jerk off again, even if I did get another erection. For the first time I wondered if there was any truth at all to the old wives' tale about masturbation making you go blind. Then I figured I'd that I'd only do it until I needed glasses. Laughing at my own stupid joke, I hurried upstairs to take that shower. I was surprised at how giddy I felt, thinking about the evening ahead and the adventures it might bring. It was almost like getting ready for a date, though of course, there was no way in hell that this was even close to a date. But date or not, I was both anxious as well as excited, and wanted to be on my best neighborly behavior!
But I couldn't forget Maggie's last comment. 'Hell, after a few glasses of wine, I just might show you my tits!' I didn't believe her of course. I knew she'd just been kidding. But the idea of actually seeing them, naked and close-up was something that I couldn't quit thinking and wondering about. "And what about after she showed them to me? What would happen next?" I wondered.
As I'd expected, dinner was delicious, fabulous in the most relaxed and informal way. Maybe the lobsters didn't take any work, but she also served a tossed salad with pine nuts, blue cheese, and the lobster was followed by fresh strawberries sprinkled with an orange liqueur. There was no doubt she was an incredible cook! I knew already that I would never turn down an invitation that included food, no matter what time of day! Conversation flowed easily and so did the wine. We finished her bottle of wine, and gotten half way through one of the two I'd brought along when it was obvious that our evening together was coming to an end.
I'd had no expectations of anything happening of course, just fantasies. As I thought about it later, after I was back home, we'd had a very relaxed evening together, but nothing else, and nothing of any sexual nature was even discussed. Though I wasn't exactly disappointed, I was surprised at myself to discover that I was slightly annoyed that we hadn't at least done a little flirtatious bantering back and forth as we'd been doing earlier in the day. Even as I headed upstairs to my bedroom to turn in I couldn't help but walk to the window glancing down. As I did, I saw that her blinds were completely shut, causing me to feel more than just a little nervous.
"Had she realized I could have been watching her?" I wondered. "Had she made that discovery earlier this evening before my arrival? Is that why she acted so differently?"
If so, it could have been the reason for our impersonal and less than stimulating dinner conversation. Maybe she had sensed something, or saw her blinds still partially open, realizing that from my bedroom window, I would no doubt have been able to see down into her living room fairly easily. Now I was no longer annoyed, but fearful that she'd think that my observations of her had been deliberate, instead of accidental. But I told myself firmly that she hadn't spoken or acted any less friendly than she had been, except for the lack of anything private or sexual in nature. I shook my head. I was mentally overreacting and decided to let it go at that. If Maggie had any concerns, problems, or fears, I was sure that eventually she'd let me know about them one way or another.
Nearly an entire week passed with very little contact. I had started my new job, and was gone during the day, arriving home mid evening, so I hadn't seen or spoken to Maggie for several days. I was starting to feel slightly paranoid, thinking that she had somehow figured things out, or at the very least decided that maybe I was showing far too much interest in her, though for the life of me I couldn't recall saying anything that would lead her to believe that.
Finally, Friday evening came and as I pulled up into my driveway, I saw Maggie heading across the yard in my direction. Her wide and genuine smile quieted my fears at least momentarily. "Hi stranger!" she called out to me. "Bet it's been a busy week with the new job. How's it going?"
Climbing out of the car, I returned her friendly greeting, glad to see her, and more than a little relieved that obviously I hadn't said or done anything to put her off. "Yeah, it's been a long week, that's for sure. Still getting used to things I guess, but all in all, I think I'm going to like it."
"Hungry? I'm willing to bet you're about ready for a nice dinner."
"Sure! I'd never turn down one of your meals. What time?"
I groaned mentally. There we were again. Or there I was anyway. Was I hearing what I wanted to be hearing, or was Maggie simply being herself, and I was reading all these hidden little innuendoes into things that simply weren't there? I couldn't help but wonder whether she meant what I heard or not.
"Would you like me to get us some more wine?" I asked.
"Soon as you can get undressed and come over," she said with a wink and a grin. "We still have half a bottle from the last time, and another one we never even got to. If we'd started in on that one, I'll bet I'd have shown you my tits!"
She sounded suggestive, enticing, just as she had before our dinner together, and as if almost a whole week of silence after that dinner hadn't even happened. What did she mean? Why was she acting so sexy? What was she trying to tell me? Confused, not knowing what to say, I simply stood there looking at her. "No, on second thought, why not? I headed upstairs to undress-or redress-more casually for our evening together. At the last minute, I'd headed to the store picking up another two bottles of wine.
I arrived an hour later to the delightful smell of hot spicy sausage and garlic simmering in a pan on the stove. Maggie had fixed us a pasta dinner with all the trimmings-salad, garlic bread, and fresh cannoli for dessert-and I was glad I had chosen a couple of bottles of good Merlot to go along with what she'd made. Dinner conversation was light, mainly focused on my new job and the work I wanted to do on the house, and the wine was perfect with the spicy pasta.
"Damn, Maggie, that was really, really good!" I said, finally sitting back, half tempted to undo my belt in order to make myself a little more comfortable. "I'm totally stuffed, but having a chance to eat what you cook was well worth it. Any time you want me, I'll be here!" (I'm not bad at innuendoes myself, and the wine had helped me relax.)
"So you got enough to eat?" she asked.
"Oh heavens yes, more than enough in fact. I'm about ready to burst through my jeans. I was even thinking about loosening my belt to make room."
"So make yourself comfortable," Maggie told me. "I already said you could show up at the door naked, and I'd still invite you in."
"Ah...I don't think you put it quite that way," I told her. "And I seriously doubt that you really would let me in if I did show up at your door naked."
"Oh? Wouldn't you be surprised!" Maggie shot back at me. I watched as she picked up the still un-opened bottle of Merlot, and headed into the living room. "Grab our glasses and come on in here," she tossed over her shoulder.
I followed her in where she turned, handing me the bottle to open.
"Go ahead and pour us a glass. I for one am going to make myself a little more comfortable. I enjoy sitting around the house in the evening with very little on, so I hope you don't mind too much."
"It's your house. Wear, or don't wear, whatever you want to," I challenged her.
For the first time Maggie gave me a look that was more serious than teasing. "Don't tempt me Richard. It's been too long as it is, and you might find yourself with your hands full!"
Now it was my turn to laugh, but I did so with a great deal of nervousness, something that she picked up on right away. "Ah huh... just as I thought."
"What?"
But she just shook her head as though agreeing with herself about some point I had missed, disappearing down the hall towards her bedroom.
When Maggie re-emerged, she was wearing the exact same nightgown I had seen her wearing that night I'd been spying on her. Like I said, it wasn't exactly meant to be sexy, but it still was anyway. Seeing her up close like this, it was semi-sheer enough to reveal the fact that she had nothing on beneath it. "This too much for you?" she questioned me coyly. "I can always put on something flannel, I guess. Like I told you, I prefer to be comfortable, very comfortable, in the evenings. But if this bothers you too much, I can go back in and change into something a little less comfy!"
"Maggie, come on... like I said, it's your house! And to be blunt, you could have walked in here naked, and it wouldn't have bothered me in the least!"
"Oh?" She shot me with an almost wounded look on her face.
And then I realized the way that must have sounded. "That's not the way I meant to say it," I stammered out apologetically. "What I meant to say was..." But her burst of laughter told me she was only messing with me, immediately letting me off the hook.
"It's a good thing that I did know what you meant to say. And Richard, if I wanted to, I would walk around in the nude. But under the circumstances, that would be rather rude of me, since you're still fully clothed, don't you think? And seriously, if you do want to make yourself even more comfortable, and take off some of those clothes, please feel free to do so. I told you once, I'd enjoy the view!"
Neither of us had air-conditioning, and the swamp coolers didn't do a very good job of cooling down either of our houses early in the evening. I was already wet and sticky from the humidity, not to mention the added heat from Maggie's cooking in the kitchen. "Well, if you don't mind, I really would like to take off my shirt," I told her, suiting my actions to my words.
"As far as I'm concerned, you can take your pants off too, if you like. I know you said you were really full, and my husband always felt better sitting around in his shorts after dinner."
"I wouldn't mind doing that, but you see, I don't usually wear any underwear with Levi's, so that would be slightly different from the way you're dressed right now," I said teasingly.
Maggie sat down on the couch at the far end from where I was sitting, picked up her wine glass and leaned back to take a drink, continuing to look at me, still not commenting on what I had just told her. I didn't meet her eyes, but I couldn't help but look at the way her gown clung even more tightly around her breasts as she relaxed against the back of the couch. The dark color of her nipples showed clearly through the pale, sheer fabric as her breasts pressed against the material. She had extremely large areolas, which I loved, and her hard nipples pressed against her gown, were erect in spite of the heat, clearly showing me her eager, aroused state. The sexual tension was so thick you could have cut it with a knife. My hard cock was about to explode out of my jeans. I picked up my glass of wine to take a drink, and attempt a comment that might make the situation less awkward than it had suddenly become. But all I could think of was Maggie and how hot and sexy she looked in that gown, and how much better I'd like it if she wasn't wearing anything at all.
Suddenly, she put down her wineglass with a decisive motion, asking, "Want to watch a movie?"
"Sure, I...I guess," I said lamely, confused and more than a little bewildered by the unexpected turn of events.
"I started watching this particular one last weekend, but I never finished it." Maggie stood up, walking over to the VCR. Putting in a tape, she pushed play, and stood with her back to the TV, blocking my view. Her eyes held mine, looking directly at me as I began to hear the telltale sounds of the moving playing on the TV behind her. There was absolutely no mistaking which tape she had put in. Only when she knew that I knew what was playing, did she step away sitting back down on the couch exactly in the same place and same position as I'd seen her in last week. "Hope you don't mind," she said casually, glancing over at me, "but I really do enjoy a good dirty movie now and again."
"Ah no...no, not at all," I stammered. But talk about confused! I honestly wasn't sure about how Maggie wanted me to take anything she was doing. On the one hand, she seemed to be coming on to me, while on the other, maybe she was just simply doing what she enjoyed doing, not caring whether I was there or not.
I briefly considered standing up and telling her that maybe I'd best turn in or something. But I was curious about what was happening, and why. Wanting to see what was coming (and maybe cumming) next. And most important, did she know what I'd done?
"This really is one of my favorite ways to relax at the end of the day," she announced, just as if my being there with her was the most natural thing in the whole world. "I don't know about you," she continued, gently lifting the hem of her gown, "but I really do enjoy masturbating just before bedtime. It helps me relax and sleep a lot more easily." She smiled slightly, her eyes still meeting mine. "If my doing this bothers you, I'll stop. But I really do enjoy watching a good erotic movie, and they always tend to make me exceptionally horny. That, and a good bottle of wine," she added with a wink and an alluringly sexy smile.
Now I wasn't merely confused, I was stunned. Maggie nonchalantly began masturbating, fingers sliding back and forth over her clit, doing it right in front of me, without a care in the world. I was totally mesmerized by her, too absorbed in watching her to even remember to breathe, and still without a clue in the world about what, if anything, I should or shouldn't be doing. If my twenty-three year old inexperience hadn't been showing before, it certainly was now. And I'm not sure if this situation was covered in any books I'd ever read anyway. And I don't think that even the Playboy advisor had an answer for this one!
Maggie lifted up the hem of her nightgown so her smooth, wet pussy was clearly visible, continuing to use her hand and fingers in pleasuring herself with. She slid them into her wet hole, smearing her juice all over her pussy, paying special attention to her clit. A soft moan of pleasure escaped her lips. My cock was rigidly erect, painful as it pushed hard against the confines of my jeans. And still I sat there speechless, wondering what the fuck was going on, and what I was expected to do, or not do, about it. I certainly knew what I wanted to do, but without a specific invitation from Maggie, I hesitated, uncertain. "Enjoying the movie?" she asked, "I am."



"I can see that," I said almost too quietly.
"Why don't you enjoy it with me?" she asked finally. "Come on, get rid of those jeans."
And with a sigh of relief and pleasure, I stood up unbuckled my belt, unbuttoning my fly. The invitation had been given and accepted. Now I knew what to do.
Maggie stood up reaching down, easily pulling the nightgown she was wearing up and over her head. I didn't care how old she was or wasn't, she looked beautiful. And her large, voluptuous, heavy, hanging breasts looked utterly amazing as they rested sensually against her chest, hard nipples protruding like twin beacons of pleasure signaling for someone to come and suck them. So I did.
As though in a hypnotic dream, I went over to Maggie, bending over just enough to cup each breast in my hands. I soon surrounded and swirled my tongue around the tips of each soft pliant breast, gingerly kissing, then licking and finally sucking those hard firm buds between my lips. Maggie put her hand on the back of my head, gently guiding me back and forth between her breasts. I loved how she ensured that I spent equal time on each, delivering equal pleasure to one marvelous tit before allowing me to return to the other one. Back and forth, back and forth she moved me. First pressing me against her tits when she wanted me, forcing me away when I had lingered a bit too long. I felt like I was in heaven, with soft breasts, and sensitive nipples to suck and lick as much as I wanted to. "Ahh, yes baby," she cooed in my ear. "Suck momma's tits, baby...suck momma's tits. Make momma feel real good!"
As I continued to worship her magnificent tits, I felt her hand reaching down to grasp my hardened member. Slowly she began stroking my cock, and I felt her palm the head, squeezing it gently, forcing a pearly drop of pre-come to ooze forth and supply her with natural lubrication. Which she used to lather up the head of my penis. The erotic sensations of feeling her doing this sent a river of cascading chills up and down my spine, causing me to shiver uncontrollably.
Moments later we sat back down on the couch together. Lifting one leg up and bending her knee, Maggie placed it flat on the couch next to me revealing herself so openly that it was almost obscene. I loved it! Situated as we were, I had easy access not only to her almost too wet pussy, but also to her fat soft breasts, which I immediately resumed playing with. "Suck them hard, really hard for me!" Maggie breathed softly with more than a hint of urgency behind the request. With one hand she pressed my head more tightly against her breast, and with the other, reached for my stiff, aching prick.
I'm not one to deny a lady anything, so I immediately began drawing her nipples firmly into my mouth, suckling her tits like a hungry newborn, but unlike a newborn, I also made my way carefully inside that exquisitely wet hole of hers, probing and tenderly searching out the moisture I found pooling in the recess of her surprisingly tight vaginal opening.
As I sucked and nipped harder and harder at her beautiful huge nipples, she reached over into my lap, beginning to explore and fondle my shaft with both hands. Maggie's hands had a natural, almost magical touch as she played with me, but she also knew when to grip my cock firmly, how to be delicate and gentle when she caressed and toyed with my tight firm ball-sack. One hand gripped me firmly, sliding up and down my cock, and other stroked, teasing my balls. It was the perfect combination. I found myself hoping she'd never stop.
Holding one hard nipple gently between my teeth, I pulled my head back, watching that wonderful tit stretch out. "You have the largest nipple's I have ever seen!" I told her honestly.
"Don't talk with your mouth full," Maggie quipped.
"Yes mam."
With my lips firmly wrapped around one large protruding nipple, I began to match the tempo of my tongue flicks to those of my finger fucking. The position she was sitting in could have driven any man insane all by itself. As openly displayed as she was, Maggie was perhaps the most sensual, uninhibited woman I had ever met. She not only seemed at ease with her body, all the small little flaws that come with age, but also in the way that she allowed her own needs, wants, and desires to be expressed, and more importantly, communicated without reservation or embarrassment of any kind. "Now get down and lick my clit," she instructed me.
And like an eager student about to take his first oral exam, I slid off the couch down onto the floor, between her legs. I actually took up my position on my knees, face and eyes still expectantly looking up into hers, with her pussy lips only millimeters away from my lips and tongue as though waiting for her to say "You may begin." Instead, but equally effective, Maggie placed her hand on the back of my head and applied just enough force so that I was directed down to her waiting cunt. As my tongue began an almost too slow journey up the furrow of her near hairless slit, I was delighted to see Maggie reach down and begin to tenderly toy, caressing her own breasts. As I watched her pulling on, and then almost surreptitiously covering her breasts from view while still fingering one hardened nipple, I increased the tempo of my tongue as it flittered back and forth against her clit like a butterfly hovering over a flower. "Lick it, lick it, lick it!" Maggie panted in unison to my flicking tongue.
Her ass seemed to bounce up off the couch, her pussy meeting my tongue and lips in a now constant motion designed to smear her juices all over my face. And as she did so, the heat and smell of her sex permeated the tiny brain of my prick, causing it to throb and pulsate all with a mind of its own.
"Up!" Maggie stated suddenly, catching me not only by surprise, but alarming me that perhaps I had missed something, or done something wrong. "Fuck me!" she again stated simply. "Fuck me hard! Fuck me hard right now!"
I came up off the floor with an agility that Spiderman would have been proud of. Maggie slid forward on the seat of the couch with equally perfect ease and met me just as my prick charged like the Light Brigade into the recess of her fuck-tunnel. The softness of her cunt was startling. And even as I slid home into the safe haven of pleasure that awaited me there, I took a moment to allow the sensations that were overwhelming my senses to readjust, so that I didn't faint from the sudden shock to my system.
It's not like I haven't fucked a number of women, because I have. Even though counting that number still left a few fingers remaining on my hand. But unlike anyone I had ever been with, or made love to before, Maggie's pussy was the softest, smoothest, most delectably warm cunt that my cock had ever had the honor to slide into. And even more surprisingly to me, was how tight she was, something I had been totally unprepared for. Like a perfectly formed glove, she molded herself around my penis with an expertise that could have milked the essence of my manhood from it without any effort on my part at all. For that moment, all Maggie did was look at me, waiting as though already very much aware of what her cunt was doing to me. Allowing me the grace of regrouping, regaining control of myself rather than facing the immediate expulsion of my sperm deep into the depths of her hungrily waiting cunt.
When I finally did regain some sense of control, I allowed my penis the exquisite torture of withdrawal, and slowly slid back out of her honey-dewed slit. Stopping only when just the head of my prick remained trapped between her still sucking lips, I then just as slowly, and just as carefully renewed the passage back inside her, allowing the length of my shaft to once again experience the caressing flesh of her still tight, still very slippery pussy.
"Oh fuck...fuck...fuck!" I moaned unabashedly as I slid once again deep inside of her as far as I could. Even then pressing against her firmly so that not an inch of space was wasted between us. Holding it there inside of her like that, I felt her contractions as she massaged my prick, milking it, petting it as though stroking and pacifying a purring kitten. I could not believe that a woman's cunt could do such a thing to a man's cock. Involuntarily, I felt my prick lurch inside her, throbbing, pulsating with a rhythm of its own choosing. I met her with an equal passion, as Maggie's pussy surrounded my pounding prick with contractions that threatened to unleash the torrent of hot molten come-cream that was boiling deep within my balls. And yet, even with all of this, we continued to fuck. Slowly...gradually...easing into the steady pleasurable tempo of perfect harmony as our minds and bodies joined together in the most sensual and erotic dance that I had ever known. I don't know how she did it, keeping both of us fucking so easily, for so long, because had I been at the helm of this particular starship, I would have gone nova quite some time ago. Instead, I was navigated through a sea of blinding white stars that consumed me and yet propelled me to continue. In and out...in and out, sliding inside her, and then withdrawing all over again, experiencing and sensing things I had not known were possible to feel or to withstand. Somehow Maggie's cunt had magically managed to stop time, allowing us to fuck for what seemed like an endless forever. Then somehow I realized that we had gone from a slow sensual coupling to one that was now reaching warp speed, as we crashed and came together in a fiery explosion of mutual desire. I could just barely make out a sound that seemed distant, far away, a high-pitched musical tone suddenly filling my ears. As my cock continued to pummel into Maggie, I realized with a great deal of joy and astonishment that it was her voice that was crying out in a wail of what could only be described as pure unadulterated pleasure.
Just hearing the vulnerability of her voice as she succumbed to the sweet, sweet ecstasy of her pleasure, the guttural moans and groans of her rapture as her pussy discharged volumes and volumes of thick creamy nectar that now bathed and coated my still fucking prick, was enough to make me begin to come immediately. The force of her climax was immense, with too much female cum-cream behind that explosion to be contained, so that it began to spray in a fine misty release around all sides of my embedded prick. I was in awe, as the first faint traces of moisture seemed to float almost gently against my stomach and balls, coating my pubic hair with soft white dew. I was of course now at the apex of my own overwhelming release, feeling the first telltale surges of cream begin to scream for passage up the shaft of my still pulsating prick.
The mind-meld of Maggie's cunt and my cock somehow told her how close I was. With surprising ease, she extricated herself from beneath me, pulling me up to stand before her, my cock bouncing up and down like a fire-hose gone unattended. She didn't say a word as she dropped to the floor before me. I felt the softness of her lips surrounding me, engulfing me, and drawing me inside. As she did, she drew the eruption that had already claimed my soul. I don't think I have ever come quite so hard, or so intensely before in all my life! Though I knew my prick to be spewing rope after rope of sperm, it was as though it was one long drawn out ribbon of fluid that exploded from it. The massive volume of it was too much for Maggie to contain, as I looked down through slitted eyes, barely able to open them during the penultimate moment of my pleasure. I somehow managed to see the excess of my fluids erotically and obscenely running out of the corners of her mouth to drip in great gum-drops of white frothy sperm-balls against the upper slopes of her breasts.
I don't remember collapsing down onto the floor, but obviously I had, as that is where I was when I seemed to swim up through the fog of sensuality back into the realm of reality. Maggie was still sitting on the couch, though in not quite the same obscenely sensual way she had been earlier. Glass in hand, legs casually crossed, she was sipping her wine as though enjoying a cocktail party and waiting for one of the guests to arrive, which I then finally did.
"Wow!" Was all I could manage to say. Beads of sweat and perspiration coated my body. Rivulets of her climax still running in tiny streams that searched for avenues of escape, following the natural contours of my body to cling in tiny pools along the sides of my now much softer prick, and around and beneath the underside of my balls.
"You stink," she told me. I know surprise was etched deeply into my face at her comment. "You stink like sex. You stink...wonderfully!" I sat back on my haunches, just gazing at her, as she handed me her glass of wine to drink from. "Salty," she said smiling, looking back at me, licking her lips. "Hmm, I wonder if we should be drinking a white wine instead."
I couldn't help it. I began laughing, collapsing into a limp heap in a fit of giggles that caught me by complete and total surprise. I had not felt this giddy, this elated since I had felt my first tit way back in junior high school. Maggie waiting, sipping her wine, until I stopped laughing. Then she smiled at me, standing up reaching for my hand pulling me up next to her. "You need to leave, Richard. It's late, and the girls are coming over early tomorrow for coffee. I have a lot to do in the morning before they get here." Her hand cupped my cheek, and slid slowly down my body, drifting over my cock in a final slow caress, telling me it wasn't a dismissal, just a parting. It was late, and it was time for me to go. I didn't even bother putting on my clothing as I pulled her into my arms, kissing her, thanking her for the most incredibly sensual and erotic experience I had ever had in my entire life. I finished off my wine in one gulp, replaced the glass on the table, and walked away, turning to her at the door to blow her a kiss, which she returned. Waving good-bye, I stumbled out into the night across the yard to my house; naked as the day I was borne.
By the time I got to my room I was exhausted. The release of my long-maintained intensity finally let my body know that I had gone far beyond the limits of my endurance. Even so, I still managed to stumble to the bedroom window to look down into the yard between us and over towards the window of the room I had just left.
Maggie stood there, looking up at me smiling. And then, I knew.
Chapter Two
When I awoke the next morning I knew I'd slept like a baby. I'd even beaten the alarm, something I hadn't done in several months. The clock said it was 6:45, so I rolled over, turned it off, jumping out of bed. Normally I hit the snooze and fought for the precious ten extra minutes it allowed me. Today however, even though it was Saturday, I felt refreshed and more alive than I had felt since my divorce. And I owed a lot of that to Maggie.
As I passed by my bedroom window I took a moment to glance down across the yard. I was a little surprised to see her front-room window blinds still open, though the room was dark. Obviously Maggie was still in bed, even though she had told me that the girls were all coming to her place for their weekly coffee get together.
I had already decided that it was about time I finished unpacking. Something I had put off doing for one reason or another. With little else to occupy my time, I also decided to do something about all the bare windows I had. I'd already measured, purchasing several blinds for my windows, an irony that wasn't lost on me, as I purposely hadn't installed them in my own bedroom window as yet.
As I started off with a nice hot shower, coffee already made in the kitchen below, I decided to spend the better part of the morning simply relaxing and reading the paper. After which I'd get busy and finally get my new home in some real semblance of order.
Even as I showered and lathered up my cock and balls, I couldn't help but remember the fantastic evening that I had shared and enjoyed with Maggie. The woman was a marvel; I could certainly say that much about her, and the fact she had taken me completely by surprise was an interesting turn of events.
I had no illusions that I should expect a continuation of that evening together however. I had already decided that it was more than likely a one-time experience, and I wasn't about to make Maggie feel like I was expecting more of the same every time we got together. At the same time, I certainly wouldn't turn her down either!
As I continued washing, and soaping myself up, my cock had already begun to harden with the memory of the evening past.
"Whoa boy." I told my stiffening member. "We've got things to do today, and you've had more than enough pleasure!"
Difficult as it honestly was, I finished my shower without finishing myself, stepping out of the tub drying off and getting dressed for the day. I headed downstairs to the kitchen, poured myself a morning cup of coffee, and then snagged the newspaper from off the front porch. The sun was just well up, the day fresh and crisp as I drew in a deep morning breath at the window. Although it was already promising to be another hot one, I eagerly looked forward to getting my chores done, and with a little luck later on, perhaps drop in on Maggie and see if there was anything she needed any help doing.
"After all, it's the least I can do," I told myself as I began whistling.
I'd lazy'ed my way through the better part of the morning and finished my third cup of coffee about the same time I finished reading the paper. Glancing up at the kitchen clock I saw that it was already nearing nine-thirty, realizing simultaneously that Maggie's little gossip-coffee group would already be in full swing.
Sure enough, as I passed by the window, I could see that several cars were parked in her drive and knew that Maggie's Saturday morning "girls club", as I thought of it, was probably in full swing.
I began working down stairs, putting away things in the kitchen, finally hanging the blinds I had purchased but had never gotten around to putting up. By the time I'd worked my way upstairs to my bedroom, it was nearing eleven. I had already noticed a short time ago, there was no outward sign that Maggie's little club had begun to break up as all the cars I had seen earlier that morning were still there.
I pulled out my tape measure and was about to start hanging the blinds for my bedroom window when I casually glanced down across the way into Maggie's front room. The blinds were open just enough that I was easily able to see in, though fixed as to appear closed for anyone who might happen to glance in at street level.
For a moment I had to stand there trying to allow my mind to fully register what it was I was seeing. Even then, I had to close my eyes, literally shake my head and then look once again to ensure that what I had seen was real, rather than some trick of imagination.
When I was positive that my eyes hadn't been playing tricks on me, I staggered back until I bumped into the bed and simply sat down. What I had seen had indeed been a room full of women. Each and every one of them sitting in the nude, on the couch, the chairs, even the floor. Though I hadn't exactly taken a head count, there were at least a half a dozen women there. And it wasn't the fact that they were all sitting there naked which surprised me, but the fact that I had clearly seen several, if not all of them masturbating in one way or another.
I had spotted Maggie almost immediately as she had moved one of the large oversized chairs to complete a circle which had joined the couch on one side, and another couple of chairs on the other. Maggie was sitting directly facing me when I saw her, and then my attention was immediately drawn to another woman lying prone and completely on her back with legs bent at the knee, obviously inserting some sort of toy into Maggie's pussy when I finally focused on her.



Two women were sitting on the couch, and it was very obvious that they were masturbating one another as I had the best and clearest view of the two of them. Two other women whose faces I couldn't see as they had their backs to me, one sitting on a kitchen type chair, and the other from what I guessed to be sitting on the floor next to her. Beyond that, I hadn't given myself enough time to catch any more detail than that, as again I had been stunned into moving away from the window lest someone look up and see me. It was a foolish thought, realizing that the likelihood of actually being seen was extremely remote unless someone actually got up and walked over to the window.
I couldn't help but wonder if Maggie knew the blinds hadn't been closed sufficiently to disallow my ability to see what was going on in the room. On the other hand, if she had purposely fixed them in this fashion, was she indeed teasing me with an additional naughty surprise of something that the 'girls' obviously participated in on a weekly basis?
Standing up, I approached my bedroom window a bit more cautiously. I knew that I would remain a bit more secluded at this time of day even as I stood gazing out at them. But I also wanted to ensure that no one else would be aware of my presence. It was then that I remembered the high-powered binoculars I had just barely put away, which were sitting on the shelf of my closet. Grabbing them, I quickly raised them up once I was confident that I could do so without clearly being seen. A few seconds to adjust, and suddenly it was like being in the front room with Maggie and all of her friends!
Almost immediately I found Maggie of course, still sitting in her chair and sort of looking in my direction, though even through the binoculars it was hard to tell if she was looking towards me, or the woman who was actually sitting across from her in one of the kitchen chairs, and whose head I could only see the back of.
From what I could see, and very clearly, was a number of the women appeared to be younger in age than Maggie was, though one, perhaps two were at least her age and possibly even older. It was also obvious that I had stumbled onto them just as things had begun to reach their climatic conclusion for many of them. The woman I had first seen on the floor was now sitting up and talking to Maggie. I watched as Maggie leaned over, saying something to her, and then forcibly grabbing a hold of her arm to keep her from being too obvious as she attempted to turn her head to look in my direction. Even so, she still did but was careful in the way that she did look. I was relatively sure she couldn't see me as I was standing back a slight distance from the window, allowing the binoculars to do all the close-up work. But it was a bit un-nerving never the less that she was now very obviously aware of my being there, or at least, the possibility of it as Maggie had let her in on whatever secret she was still keeping from everyone else.
Both of the women who had been on the couch had stood up shortly after that and moved away from my view. One who had been a woman that I guessed to be close to Maggie's age, if not possibly older. She had very short hair that was almost totally silver in color, but I was amazed at how well she kept herself, as she certainly didn't appear to have the body one might think a woman of her age to have. She had fairly small sized breasts, and though they certainly weren't the typical 'perky' breasts of a teenager, they weren't exactly all shriveled up and laying flat against her chest either. The woman who'd been with her on the couch, and who had obviously been mutually masturbating with her had long dark hair, was perhaps in her early forty's at the most. She had extremely large breasts by comparison, though her nipples were almost too small for the size her breasts were. That, and they were pale pinkish in color, which made them extremely difficult to see, even with the use of the binoculars.
Over the span of the next few minutes, it was clearly evident that Maggie's little Coffee club had ended for the day. Most of the women had disappeared from sight, all except for Maggie who had momentarily disappeared, only to return wearing a bathrobe. The woman I had seen sitting next to her was wearing one too, which was interesting as she hadn't changed back into her clothing like most of the women I now began to see had obviously done.
At this point I walked away from the window replacing the binoculars back up on the shelf. I quickly made my way downstairs, pulling my front room blinds so that they were mostly closed, but allowing me to see a little bit as one by one the women emerged from the house and began getting in their cars and leaving.
Although it was early yet, I walked into the kitchen, pulled down a shot glass and poured a nice stiff shot of scotch to calm my nerves. I was still a bit bewildered at what I had seen, not to mention the fact that I was now curious if the woman who had been sitting on the floor next to Maggie had been made aware of the possibility of my spying on them. I was fairly confident that Maggie had made it known to me that I could see her, and had made it possible for me to have done so this morning, but had she in fact made this known to whoever the woman was that had been sitting next to her?
I took another trip out to the front room to glance out the window and saw that only one other car besides Maggie's that remained. I swallowed another full shot of scotch just as the phone rang nearly making me spill it instead of draining it, which I quickly did before answering.
"Hello?" I said cautiously, though almost intuitively knowing who it was even as I answered.
"Good morning Richard. Have you got a moment? I'd like you to meet someone."
"Ah sure Maggie," I said hesitantly. "When?" .
"Well, could you...come... now?" she asked. I heard a slight snicker in the background from the other woman's voice.
For a brief moment I felt my face flush, wondering if indeed Maggie had put the intended, or unintended emphasis on the word when she paused before continuing.
"Sure Maggie, just give me a couple of minutes to get dressed, and I'll be right over."
"That's really not necessary Richard, why don't you just come...as you are, she said pausing after saying the word once again. "Shirley can only stay for a short while longer, and then she needs to get going."
"Well, ok then. I'll be right there."
Maggie didn't even bother saying goodbye. All I heard was the dial tone as I stood staring at the phone in my hand.
"Just what the hell IS she up to?" I wondered aloud.
I walked over to the kitchen counter where I had placed the half empty bottle of scotch. I didn't even bother to measure out a full shot before lifting the bottle and taking a nice pull from it. Wiping off my mouth even as the scotch burned down my throat, I quickly ran my fingers through my hair, lifted one arm to smell my pits and ensure I wasn't about to offend anyone, then headed out the kitchen door across the yard to Maggie's.
Maggie yelled at me through the screen to come in even before I'd had a chance to knock on the door. I entered into her kitchen area and saw Maggie standing near the counter pouring two cups of coffee. Her friend was still wearing her bathrobe, but sitting demurely at the kitchen table looking at me.
"Would you like a cup?" she asked, not even bothering to look up.
"Sounds good," I said, not even sure if she was actually speaking to me.
Maggie turned around to face me for the first time, handing me the hot cup of coffee. As she did, the front of her robe parted slightly showing me enough flesh to know that she was nude beneath the robe.
"Shirley? This is Richard...he's just recently moved in a few weeks ago."
"Hi Richard," Shirley said offering her hand to me from across the table, though she didn't make any effort to stand. And I am sure that had she done so, her robe would have parted open too.
"Nice to meet you."
"I've heard a lot about you," Shirley continued, smiling at me with a look that could only be described as wicked.
"Oh? Well don't believe everything you'd heard," I said trying to sound more confident and sure of myself that I really was.
"So you didn't fuck Maggie's brains out last night then?"
"Shirley! Really!" Maggie spat.
"Well that's what you said!"
I continued to stand there staring at the two women as though I had suddenly become invisible. Obviously Maggie had told Shirley a hell of a lot more than the mere fact I might be standing in the window watching them.
"Don't mind her," Maggie said sitting down at the table, though I noticed when she did, her robe parted even more than it had previously, baring all of one breast and most of the other. "She's been divorced a year now and she's obviously a little jealous of me this morning."
Shirley was eyeing me over the rim of her cup as though sizing me up before pouncing.
"Come on Richard, sit down, join us. I'll make sure Shirley doesn't bite you...not yet anyway."
I managed to pull out a chair and sit down while maintaining my composure. I wasn't sure exactly what was going on here of course, but I felt like I was about to find out. Suddenly I pictured myself the fly sitting between two spiders, Black Widows at that.
"So, you told her about last night then?" I asked with a surprised tone to my voice.
I figured the best defense in this circumstance was a good offence. By raising the question and throwing it back at Maggie, I hoped that whatever it was the two of them were up to would finally be explained to me, and we could cut through all this sexual intrigue, getting right to the heart of the matter.
Maggie however didn't answer my question, asking me one instead. "What did you think of our little get-together this morning?"
And I saw Shirley pick up her coffee cup, once again taking a drink, eyeing me over the rim of the cup expectantly. Obviously Maggie HAD told Shirley about the possibility of my spying on them. But I had no way of knowing if she was fishing, or if she was certain I had actually been watching them.
"I don't know," I responded simply. "I was busy getting a few things done around the house. I knew you'd said something about meeting at your place this morning with the girls for coffee, and I did notice all the cars parked in your driveway, but I'm not sure why you'd want my opinion on that."
"Nice try," Maggie said pointedly. "I saw the glare, figured you must be using something to look down at us with. Binoculars perhaps? So, if you were, then you know perfectly well what I'm referring too."
Maggie had me by the proverbial balls as they say, so there was no sense denying I hadn't seen them any longer.
"Yes, I was looking," I admitted finally. "And since you asked, I can't help but tell you I am more than a little surprised by what I saw."
"Figured you would be," Maggie said, laughing finally, breaking the tension that had slowly been building. "And I wanted to share my little secret with Shirley here. Like I said, a few of us are single for one reason or another, and as Shirley is one of my very best and dearest friends, I was hoping, after last night that you might be interested in spending some time with the two of us."
Well you could have knocked me over with a feather! Here she was asking me if I was interested in experiencing a little threesome with her and Shirley. And not that I wasn't interested, I was. But I was also curious too, very curious.
"Maybe, but first tell me what this little club of yours is REALLY all about," I asked pointedly.
It was Shirley's turn to laugh, and as she did so setting her coffee cup down on the table, her robe parted sufficiently that one of her full firm breasts was clearly exposed. Whether she realized it or not, or simply didn't care, Shirley made no effort to recover her exposed breast and allowed it to linger openly to my view.
Maggie stood up heading over to the counter to retrieve the pot of coffee and refill our cups.
"Well, since you asked," She began. "It's a long story, so you might as well make yourself comfortable and I'll tell you how it all started. Maybe it will even get you excited a little bit and help make up your mind about our offer."
Maggie glanced over towards Shirley and winked. Shirley smiled at her in return and slid her coffee cup across the table towards her for a refill.
I settled a little further into my seat and proffered my own empty cup towards her.
"Sorry, no." Maggie said shaking her head. "Not before you get comfortable, like we are."
As if on cue, Shirley stood up and allowed her robe to completely slip off her shoulders crumpling down around the chair she had been sitting in. Likewise, Maggie took off her own bathrobe and placed it around the back of her chair.
"Now, you wouldn't want to make two older women feel uncomfortable now would you? Or would you rather not hear the rest of the story?"
Either way I was screwed. Though suddenly the sound of that was beginning to sound interesting. On the one hand I was suddenly becoming very aroused, and the thought of having an experience with two, equally attractive, and obviously very experienced 'older' women was extremely exciting to me. On the other, I was also very curious to see how on earth all these women had managed to get together as they had been, and so openly spend time masturbating in front of one another. I decided that the smart move was to take off my clothing, inhibitions and shyness be damned, and enjoy a titillating story as well as enjoy the view so to speak while I heard it. If sitting there in the buff with my cock sticking up was the price I was being asked to pay, it was a small price indeed. For the moment anyway.
Without another word being spoken, I quickly stood up and even more quickly removed the rest of my clothing. I was about to sit back down, but Maggie indicated to me that I was to remain standing.
"I promise, it's a long story, but I won't keep you standing up that long."
"I thought that was the whole idea?" Shirley questioned her friend.
Her little play on words wasn't missed by either of us, and even I had to laugh at that one. Already my prick was beginning to swell in size, so paying that higher price of allowing the two of them to look at me while my cock rose was one more little thing I would have to endure. Especially if I wanted to hear what I felt was going to be one hot fucking story from Maggie.
Smiling at both of them, I settled back against the kitchen counter for support, and stood there drinking my coffee while my prick slowly rose to full attention.
"Two years ago, another friend of mine and I had gotten together one morning for coffee and Danish. Gladys who is a couple of years older than I am had recently lost her husband and so we spent a lot of time consoling one another, and talking about the difficulties at our age in finding a man who was both still sexually active as well as attractive. I told her much to her surprise, that my libido was still very much in force, and that I had been masturbating almost on a daily basis just in order to satisfy my basic needs. Gladys was surprised to hear me telling her all this of course, especially since she hadn't masturbated for years, and hadn't done anything at all since the death of her husband."
Standing there listening to Maggie tell the story was interesting enough as it was. But as I glanced over in Shirley's direction, I saw her absentmindedly toying with one of her hard erect nipples. Now not only did I have an interesting story to hear, which was becoming more and more so by the minute, but I also had a visual enjoyment to watch now too.
And of course Maggie continued on.
"The more we talked about it, the more she became interested in what it was I did exactly. Like I said, Gladys knew me, and she also knew that I harbored no inhibitions whatsoever. Taking her into my bedroom, I pulled open my nightstand and showed her the wide variety of toys and vibrators that I used to entertain and pleasure myself. I've never even used one of those, Gladys had said. So I took one out of the drawer that I thought she might enjoy trying.
Taking a quick peak towards Shirley, she was thumbing both nipples now with her hands as Maggie continued on with the story.
"Here, use this one," I told her.
"Here? Now?"
"Why not?"
Gladys blushed furiously, but it was also evident that she was becoming excited over the prospect of experiencing an orgasm, especially after all this time.
"You first," she shot back at me, wondering if in fact I really would.
Selecting one of my personal favorites, a nice thick flexible flesh colored toy with multiple speeds as well as a distinctly designed curve that tickled that elusive 'G' spot, I removed my clothing and lay down on the bed next to her where she could watch me."
"I can't believe we're actually doing this," she said. "I...well I haven't done anything this naughty since I was a young girl way back in grade school! Gladys then told me how she and another young girlfriend of hers had spent several afternoons in exploration of one another, eventually getting to the point where they were masturbating one another on an almost continual basis. A relationship that continued all the way and up and through the beginning of high school, were only then did they both suddenly decide that they had outgrown the need as well as the desire to continue their girl-girl relationship."
I hadn't been this horny the whole time I'd been married to my ex-wife. And standing here listening to Maggie continue on, I had absentmindedly reached down and actually began touching my cock. Shirley was obviously doing the same thing to herself at this point as the tell tale motion of her hand beneath the edge of the table was obvious.
"As Gladys watched me using the vibrator, she suddenly stood up and removed her own clothing. Within minutes we were lying on the bed, watching each other pleasure ourselves. One thing led to another of course, and pretty soon I was showing her how the toys best felt when they were used. I managed to give Gladys a very nice orgasm, that left her weeping and crying with joy. And so it was at that point that the two of us more or less took up where she and her past girlfriend had left off."
I realized I had been stroking my cock, and quickly removed my hand although it was evident that both women had been watching me anyway.
"That's ok Richard, I like watching you. Just don't cum yet, there's still a lot to the story, if you still want to hear the rest of it that is."
"Oh...I do, I do!" I said a little too enthusiastically.
"Tell him about April," Shirley urged her.
"I was just coming to that part," Maggie said, looking at her sternly for a moment, and then realizing that Shirley was still busily playing with herself too.
"It's ok if SHE cums," Maggie announced. "Shirley's one of the few of us that can have several orgasms in one evening...or day as the case may be."
I stood there nodding my head like one of those dogs on the dashboard of the car when Maggie continued and reminded me that my prick was bobbing up and down in a similar fashion, which Shirley had already taken notice of.
"Anyway, Gladys and I had been getting together over the course of several weeks and had eventually gotten comfortable enough to simply sit down in the front room together, watch videos, which Gladys eventually learned I had quite a supply of, and simply masturbated. Sometimes doing one another, but most of the time, simply doing our selves and watching one another.
One Saturday morning she and I were in the front room watching a video, and as Gladys IS a little hard of hearing, we had it turned up a little higher than I normally would have had it had I been watching it alone. As it was, the woman on the video was being fucked by a handsome young stud, and was in the throes of orgasm. Whether she really was, or wasn't, wasn't important. But her loud cries of ecstasy and pleasure were enough that Gladys began to orgasm at the same moment, and was yelling nearly as loudly as the woman on the video was.



April, who was another woman we both knew and who dropped by occasionally for a visit had decided to drop by on this particular day. When she came to the door, she heard what were the obvious sounds of pleasure coming from inside, and as her curiosity was now tweaked, she went around back, entering through the back door since she knew where the key was that I left there in case of emergency's. When April came into the house, and saw what Gladys and I were doing, she got so excited that she stripped off all her clothing, and simply walked into the front room just as naked as we were. And so, that's how April, the third person in our group joined us."
My hand had already gone back to slowly stroking my cock, but I was well aware of what I was doing at this point, and allowed myself to continue, heeding all the while Maggie's admonition not to let myself cum.
Shirley was still touching herself, though at least she had scooted her chair away from the table allowing me a much better view of her thick coarse matted covering, which she held open with one hand all the while teasing and stimulating her clit with the other.
Even Maggie was becoming aroused, though perhaps not by the story she was telling so much as in the way she kept looking back and forth between Shirley and I. Maggie, as agile as a teenager, simply jumped up onto the kitchen counter sitting down, spreading her legs invitingly and began caressing her self as she picked up the story.
"Aprils one of the few of us still married, and her husband has no idea that we get together and do this of course. It's not even something he'd find exciting, or want to know or hear about. In fact, he'd probably find us all decadent and try and find some way to have us all arrested. And it was perhaps for that very reason alone that April found herself wanting to join Gladys and I as often as possible. She had no sex-life at home to speak of, and what she did have was far less than satisfying to say the least! The only bad thing about April is...she has a big mouth and is prone to gossip. Of course, she knew the ramifications of telling anyone else about our now weekly little get-togethers, but she was dying to tell someone. And so...as she trusted and shared secrets with her sister-in-law anyway, she finally took Shirley here aside one evening and told her. The next thing I knew, April called and informed me, rather than asking me if it was OK if she brought along another woman.
We suddenly started talking about who was bringing what, and whose house was available for the next meeting. The next thing I knew, we were calling it the Ya-Ya Dildohood, with a slightly naughty twist. And that was, you now had a bunch of women who were getting together every Saturday morning to have a cup of coffee and spend time masturbating one another, or themselves."
It didn't take a mathematician to know that there were still a couple of ladies that hadn't been accounted for yet, but before Maggie continued on with the story, she suddenly jumped down off of the counter and moved over to the table pulling her chair out.
"Ok. I think it's time you sat down now," she said.
I wondered momentarily if she was just getting to the good part, which in a way...she was, though not quite in the manner which I expected.
"This is even making me horny!" she exclaimed, promptly pressing her breast against my face after I had taken my seat.
"Suck on this while I continue," she directed.
Being the kind of individual that I am, I happily accommodated her wishes. Sucking those velvety tits of Maggie's, as well as fondling and caressing all that magnificent tit flesh she displayed was heavenly, especially as she spoke.
"Janice, who's the youngest of us all at thirty-three was the next woman to join our merry little group. We'd been meeting most of the time here at my place as it was the most convenient, and most centrally located. From time to time however, we occasionally met at one of the other women's homes more for a change of pace and scenery, than for anything else. So it was that Janice, April's next-door neighbor happened upon us when she saw the lot of us converging together on that particular Saturday morning. April felt like she couldn't very well turn her away without hurting her feelings, and so we did invite her in for cake and coffee, but it was beginning to look like that's all we were going to have time for."
"Until," Shirley said interrupting Maggie. "That YOU decided to hell with this, and pulled the dildo that you'd brought along with you from out of your purse and set it down right in the middle of the coffee table. I thought for a moment that April was going to faint dead away, but it was even more amusing to see the look on Janice's face when she looked you square in the eye and asked you what it was. I haven't laughed so hard before in all my life. Especially, when you looked straight at her with all seriousness and said: "Would you like me to show you? And the funny part was, you did!"
"Somehow that doesn't exactly surprise me." I said with a mouthful of tit.
"Shut up and keep sucking."
"What about me?" Shirley asked with a pouty tone in her voice. "I wouldn't mind feeling some of that!"
Maggie pushed me away allowing Shirley to take her place. I immediately latched onto one of Shirley's nice taut little tit-thumbs, which is about the only I could describe them. Though I certainly don't have THAT much experience to go by, I'd certainly jerked off to a number of boob-books to know that I've never in all my life seen a woman with nipple's as large as Shirley's were.
"Anyway, before I was so rudely interrupted," Maggie gave Shirley a double dose of disdain, one for butting in on her story, and two, for butting in on the tit licking I'd been giving her. Shirley on the other hand merely groaned softly with her eyes closed as my lips encircled her flesh and began to gently chew and suck on her.
"Go on Maggie," Shirley urged. "Even though I know the whole story, hearing you tell it is getting exciting!"
I had to agree with her on that, though mouthing Shirley's boobs might have had something to do with that.
Maggie continued, "Janice had suddenly become the fifth member of our little soiree, and through her of course, invited of all people, her own sister in law Joanne, a few weeks later. And so now we were six. That's how we came together as a group Richard, but what you don't know of course, is that as fun as all this has been for each and every one of us, it still lacks a little savoir-faire. Particularly when it comes to maintaining the level of excitement that each of us was seeking in the first place."
"And that's where hopefully you come in," Shirley said once again butting in.
Though I had been listening to every word of Maggie's story, that last part flew right over the top of my head.
"And so, the two of you are looking for just a little more than sitting around watching a bunch of other women fucking themselves with toys right?"
You could have heard a pin drop.
I realized almost immediately my mistake, beginning to stammer out an apology. "That's not exactly the way I meant for that to come out," I said with the sincerest tone to my voice that I could possibly express.
"I hope not!" Maggie said with just the slightest edge of iciness to her voice as she glared towards me. "In the first place, if you WERE spying on us through your binoculars, you'd know that we ALWAYS have a wonderful time. Seeing one another pleasuring our selves, and occasionally each other is one of the most erotic, sensual experiences imaginable. Something that NEVER gets tiresome, or boring to either do or witness!" She added almost heatedly.
Even Shirley had stepped away from me and was now staring down at me as though threatening to put away my toys.
"It's during these little get-togethers that each and every one of us shares a fantasy, or some sexual desire, or even a recent erotic experience that we've had, much for the benefit and enjoyment of every woman in the group."
Shirley was about to open her mouth once again but with a look from Maggie, immediately closed her mouth without muttering a word.
"You dear boy, were MY contribution to this mornings sharing."
At that, it was now my turn to become a little angry and I even stood up in abject defiance of my cockstitutional rights.
"Oh do sit down Richard!" Maggie said glaring at me. "Especially before you lose that beautiful hard-on!"
There's one thing to be said about Maggie, she could tear you down, and build you back up just as quickly in the blink of an eye.
"I didn't say a word about who you are, or where you live. Only that I have someone who comes around from time to time to fix things for me. I never even mentioned to anyone that you painted the fence as they might have put two and two together!"
Suddenly I felt a little foolish, and more than a little embarrassed at my actions, but I knew all was forgiven when Maggie came over and sat down on my lap, immediately proceeding to bring me back to full attention with her hand.
"Now then, what I was hoping for, was that you might be willing to sort of join our little group on Saturday's. You know, just a little added dimension to our pleasures. Some of the women probably won't even touch you because they're married. And that's ok. But I think watching you playing with yourself, or one of the other women who aren't as morally encumbered as some of us, might enjoy doing things with you. So as I was saying, adding you to our little group would be just the ticket, and the added spice we've been looking for. Now, what do you say to that?" she asked me.
By way of an answer, I looked directly into her eyes. "Could you wait until I have ALL my curtains up before we have it at my place?" I asked.
Both she and Shirley broke out into a boisterous laughter that filled the room. So much so that Maggie immediately had to excuse her self to go and take a pee before she did it right there and then in her kitchen.
Not to be left out, Shirley walked over taking over from where Maggie had left off. Grasping my now steely-hard penis in her hand, she began pumping it up and down expertly, telling me as she did that she was obviously very knowledgeable when it came to me, as even my ex-wife couldn't jack me off the way I liked doing it.
"I'm glad you decided to join our little group," she told me. "We even voted on it before breaking up today, just to make sure that no one had any reasonable objections. And I don't mind telling you, after Maggie told us about last night; you were the topic of conversation and fantasy for every woman there today, including myself. So if that means anything to you...think about it. All those orgasms we had today were in some part brought about by you. And you weren't even there to see it really. Which reminds me, just exactly how much DID you see anyway?"
I told her how I hadn't seen all that much really, but that I HAD seen her lying on her back shoving a rather large looking dildo into her pussy as she laid there. But that no, I hadn't watched her climax, nor really seen anyone else do so either.
"Would you like to see us do that now?" Maggie asked returning from the bathroom.
My smile must have gone from ear to ear.
Pulling me by the prick into the bedroom, I cheerfully followed Shirley who just as gleefully followed Maggie back into her room.
"I hope you don't mind Richard, but I told Shirley just how good a pussy eater you really are, and she made me promise to let you eat her first, if you want to of course. Oh, which reminds me, that's one of the rules we ALL follow. If you don't want to do something, then you don't have to. The motto we all follow is plain and simply, 'No thank you' if its something you're not interested in, or uncomfortable doing. No explanations, no apologies, no anything. These are words we all live by and respect. If you do join our little group, the very same rules will apply for you as well. No hurt feelings ok?"
Even though Maggie had given me an out if I wanted it, just seeing the expectant worried look on Shirley's face that I might actually say no was heart-wrenching. I had no intention of saying no in the first place, and immediately set her mind at ease.
With my hands, I indicated to Shirley as I gently pushed her back onto the bed that I had every intention of going down on her. Maggie wasn't about to be left out of any of this however, making Shirley and I adjust slightly so that I was lying on my side, munching on Shirley's extremely wet pussy while she in turn curled up on her side, busily sucking away at me.
I'm fairly certain there is absolutely no correlation to the size of a woman's clit to the size of her nipples. But in Shirley's case, I would have to make the exception. I really hadn't seen her pussy quite this close and personal as yet even though she'd been fingering herself off and on in front of me the whole time I had been there. Her clitoris was large enough that she could have jacked it off in much the same way a man did if she really wanted to, which is perhaps why she was so damn good at it when playing with me. Even before my tongue snaked out to give it the first few tentative flicks that I hoped would begin to drive her wild, I had to place the fingers of my hand about it in such a way that I actually was stroking it like a miniature cock, just to see what her reaction would be like.
"You like my big swollen clit huh?"
"Fucking amazing," I responded back to her.
"Shirley's got the biggest clit in the entire group," Maggie jumped in adding. "Followed by Joanne's, then Gladys, Aprils...mine, and last but not least Janice's."
"You've actually compared clits?" I said still lying between Shirley's legs.
"Sure, didn't you compare dicks with the other boys whenever you got a chance to?" Maggie asked me.
"Well yes, but not quite the same way you obviously have. Most of the guys I've ever seen weren't exactly sporting erections. And as you well know, seeing a guys cock soft isn't exactly an indication of how truly big he can be whenever he is hard."
"True," Shirley confirmed raising herself up on one elbow so she could watch what I was doing. "And I'm also reasonably sure that not many men our age sit around jerking off in front of one another either!" she added.
"I wouldn't be too sure about that," Maggie stated. I've seen adds for Masturbation Clubs popping up all over the country.
"You know, that really wouldn't be a bad idea, "Shirley stated seriously.
"You'd better hurry up and start eating her pussy Richard. Or the next thing you know she'll be recruiting other men to start joining our little group, and suddenly you won't be the center of attention anymore!"
I wasn't about to argue with that, or let Shirley start wondering about what it might be like to have other men join us. I even had to laugh at myself. Here I was already feeling apart of this strange little 'Ya-Ya Dildohood' as Maggie had called it, and I hadn't even attended one of the meetings yet!
It was at that point that I felt Maggie's lips surround my prick and begin giving it what could only be described as the best damn blowjob of my life. In turn, I felt it only appropriate to ensure that I lived up to whatever the hell it was that Maggie had told Shirley about me. Even so, sucking that incredibly large clitoris was an interesting experience. I'd tried sucking my own cock when I was a kid just to see if I could do it. And though I'd never ever accomplished that particular feat, sucking Shirley's clit the way I was now, sort of reminded me of that.
"Oh Gawd he's good Maggie!" Shirley wailed as I began to rapidly flick my tongue up and down the smooth slippery surface of her clit.
"Didn't I tell you he was?" Maggie responded with a mouthful of dick.
In a strange sort of way, it was interesting as the two women continued to banter back and forth with one another, almost as though I wasn't even there. But the whole time they did, Maggie kept my cock in her mouth, whenever she wasn't just licking it, which intensified the whole experience as she so wonderfully sucked my prick.
"Do that twirly-suck thing to her that you did to me," Maggie spoke up just before swallowing half my prick down her throat.
So I did, almost immediately feeling Shirley come up off of the bed. I hadn't realized just how close she must have been to having an orgasm. Maybe with all the previous foreplay and excitement perhaps which had added to everything, but in the next instant it was almost physically impossible to stay with her as she literally launched herself into the air and let out the deepest sounding moan-groan I'd ever heard from a woman. On par with Maggie's wail of pleasure perhaps, but in a totally different way.
"There she blows!" Maggie said laughing, finally removing my cock from her mouth for the first time so she could sit up and watch her friend.
"Richard! Stick your fingers in her pussy and shove them in as far as you can! Hold them there!" Maggie directed me.
I did. Shirley kept cumming and cumming and cumming some more. One hard felt orgasm, right after the other. All I could do was hold on for dear life with my fingers impaled as deeply into her as I could get them. Shirley simply humped herself against my hand after that, exploding so many times that I actually lost count.
When she finally did come back from wherever the hell it was she had gone, Maggie was already straddling herself over my cock, sliding that equally wet pussy of hers down my more than ready to go, hard surging no-batteries required, fuck toy.
I loved being on the bottom for several reasons. One, I was able to relax a little which also helped me with my control. Two, I had an unobstructed view of Maggie's tits, able play with them at will. Something she loved me doing anyway.
"Pinch the fuck out of them!" Maggie screamed at me.
Once again, I was more than happy to oblige. The feel of Maggie's tight went cunt was a sensation in and of itself. But pulling and twisting her nipples while she slid that sweet succulent pussy of hers up and down my prick was like turning up the volume on the old pleasure control.
Being able to caress and knead her breasts, pull and tug on her nipples while she fucked me was driving me nearly insane. Added to that, Shirley had finally come around, and though I couldn't see her very clearly as she was sitting somewhere behind us, the feel of her small delicate hands suddenly exploring, teasing my balls and asshole was a pleasant surprise.
"Don't you dare make him fucking cum too soon!" Maggie warned off her friend. "I know what you're doing back there, and if you so much as touch his prostate, he's bound to blow off the head of his cock!"
Shirley was of course doing just that, and the feel of her slim finger invading my asshole while my dick was buried in the hottest fuck-furnace I'd ever known was starting to have its affect on me. My tight balls were another indication of how close I was getting, with Shirley cupping and fondling them with her free hand while finger-fucking my ass with the other.
I was on the verge of throwing in the towel anyway when Maggie suddenly tensed up above me, beginning to thrash about wildly. Her pussy-dam burst at that point, sending torrents of that amazing wall of cum-cream to come bursting forth down through her cunt, once again spraying a milky-white thin coated flood of her juices that soaked both of us. Even as she continued to fuck herself wildly up and down on my prick.
In seconds we were drenched, and the deliciously juicy sounds of our almost squeaky-squishy coupling was adding a bizarre but highly erotic accompaniment to Shirley's vocal enthusiastic cheering from the sidelines.
"Fuck that pussy baby!" Shirley urged me on. "Cum in that pussy baby...come on, shoot that load inside that cunt baby!" Shirley kept calling out over and over.



And then Maggie added her own final plea, and that did it for me.
"Yes! PLEASE!" Maggie cried out drawing the word please until it simply became a part of her high-pitched scream of pleasure.
"Here...it...CUMS!" I screamed, exploding just as the word 'cums' left my mouth. Which only added to the multitude of vulgarities, obscene and delightful fuck sounds that the two of us were making as we both continued humping crazily upon the bed.
Now I have to tell you, I've had some pretty intense orgasms in my short twenty-three years, many of which could have blown my socks off. But I had never before felt any like this one. I don't know how, because it certainly isn't physically possible, but I not only felt each and every explosion of my climax, I felt like I could somehow see it too!
With the help of Shirley's hand milking my ball sack and her other finger teasingly massaging my prostate, I somehow crawled up inside Maggie's magnificent cunt, riding my own cock like a cowboy on a bucking bronco.
Each and every ejaculate seemed to send streamers, or actually thick-ribboned ropes of my hot sticky spunk to splatter against the red inflamed walls of Maggie's pussy. As I sat riding my cock, almost jerking myself off in a way deep inside her, I was able to see this eerie spectacle, watching as my prick continued to coat and bathe the insides of her cunt with thick pasty white sprays that looked like someone was trying to foam down the runway at the airport. Only in this case, the emergency was the crash landing of my cock inside of Maggie's pussy as we soared together in the sweetest explosion of pleasure and passion that I had ever known. I think I may have even passed out. In the next instant I was lying alone on the bed and realized that neither Maggie nor Shirley were anywhere's near me. It took me a second or two more to reorient myself. When I did, I first heard, and finally saw them on the floor. They were happily engaged in a very sensual and extremely erotic looking sixty-nine with one another. And from what I could now see and hear, it was evident that Shirley was dining on all those succulent fluids and juices that Maggie and I had made together.
Too tired and exhausted for the moment to do much more than lay on the bed watching them, I contented myself to simply do so until it was obvious that both women were once again nearing yet another orgasmic release.
Shortly after that, both women treated me to a dual, almost simultaneous orgasm. Watching in utter amazement as Maggie once again nearly drowned Shirley in the process. By the time they both fell apart, my cock was shocking the shit out of me by suddenly rising with renewed interest. I continued stroking my prick, still slippery, still coated with a myriad of fuck juice, and was stunned when I felt the first hint of my second climax quickly approaching.
Maggie looked up and simply smiled at me. "Do it!"
In the next instant, I was cumming, albeit not with quite so much force and volume of the last one. Even so, I managed to direct a couple of nicely placed squirts that fell over both women as they lay on their backs expectantly looking up, waiting on me. When I was done, I simply collapsed back onto the bed watching as Maggie and Shirley rubbed in the faint remnants of my last pleasure until all traces of my orgasm had been absorbed into their skin.
"Fuck!" I said. Exhausted beyond words, and satiated beyond anything I had ever thought possible.
"You can say that again," Shirley offered, glistening with sweat and perspiration that looked wonderfully wicked, and sensually delightful all at the same time.
"We stink," Maggie said with a giggle. Which was entirely fitting, as you could smell the mustiness of us all in the air.
"Yes, yes we do," I added. "And, I like it!"
Maggie continued to giggle while laying on the floor looking up at me. "Me too," she said softly. "Me too."
"So Richard? You are going to be joining us on our little Saturday get-togethers yes?" Shirley asked.
In response, I looked back and forth between them and asked, "What is it you want me to serve with the coffee?"
Giving both women a friendly hug and a kiss, I had now become an official 'honorary member' of their secret little group. Shirley soon after dressed, heading for home as she was already running late for an appointment, leaving Maggie and I alone.
"Come on Richard. Lets go sit and soak in my whirlpool and wash all this sticky gunk off."
Following Maggie into her large luxurious bathroom, it was obvious that she had gone to a great deal of time and expense to have it remodeled. A very large oversized tub was sunken into the floor giving it the distinction of being more like a mini wading pool than a bathtub. Overhead, a sky light allowed sunlight to filter into the room from above, giving the entire room a very pleasant openness, which was interesting considering the fact it was the bathroom after all.
"Do you like?" Maggie asked as she turned on the water and began filling the tub.
"I love it Maggie. This is really nice. I only wish I had room to expand my own bathroom into something like this!"
"It's one of my favorite places to relax, and to enjoy myself," she said with a mischievous look in her eye. "Would you like me to show you what I enjoy doing in here?"
I wasn't about to turn something like that down, and I was curious to see what it was she was referring to anyway. "Sure!" I said smiling ear to ear.
I sat down on the smooth flat ridge that completely surrounded the tub, watching as Maggie climbed in. She made a couple of minor adjustments to the water jets after she'd turned them on, and then positioned herself in front of one of them.
"Watch this," she told me.
Turning them on, the water began to bubble, foaming a little as the whirlpool jets began their normally relaxing massage. This time however, they appeared to be doing a hell of a lot more than just that. Maggie laid down on her back allowing just enough water to cover everything except for her head and breasts as they tantalizingly poked up through the churning bubbling water. Placing her feet flat against the side of the tub beneath the water, she opened herself up obscenely in this fashion, which allowed the water jet that she sat directly in front of to work its pulsating magic against her pussy. In addition to this, I was now treated to a very erotic dance of her tits as they moved back and forth with the constantly changing flow of the water as it beat against her. But it was more obvious that though her breasts were being caressed, the primary pleasure was being given to her pussy by the rapid pulsations, which were being directed against her by the underwater jets.
"I fucking love this!" she exclaimed.
"I can see why Maggie." And then I laughed openly as I pictured one of her Saturday friends wanting to try this out too.
"Does anyone else know about this little pleasure palace you've created here?" I asked.
Maggie looked at me knowingly, very well aware of what I had been thinking.
"Oh yeah, and everyone except for Janice and her sister-in-law have tried it out too! I suppose you'd like to give it a try," she added.
"No. I'm fine. And besides, watching you is giving me enough pleasure as it is without actually doing it myself. How does it feel anyway?"
"It feels fucking great. Especially after a nice hard fucking. The jets sort of softly massage my swollen lips, and gently caress them. Even my breasts are getting a nice warm stimulation from the water."
I wasn't too surprised to feel my penis stiffen as I sat there watching Maggie waterbate her self. Even after all the wild sexual frenzy we'd just experienced together, seeing her being pleasured in this way was having a profound affect on me. Which is when she glanced up noticing my rapidly changing condition.
"I see you're enjoying this. Well just so you know, so am I!" There is something incredibly sensual about watching a woman's face as she's experiencing an orgasm. Only in this case, not only did I have the opportunity to enjoy doing that, but also the full panoramic view. Maggie reached down beneath the water, opening her pussy even wider with her fingers than she'd done simply by spreading her legs. Although I couldn't clearly see it of course, I knew that particular little water jet was thumping against her clit in a pulsating water fuck that was stroking not only her clitoris, but in all likelihood was also stimulating her labia too.
Maggie's expression was one that was now contorted in an almost agonized look of tortured pleasure as she rapidly approached the moment of orgasm. Her breasts continued to bounce back and forth as well as up and down, her nipples even harder perhaps than they had been just a short time ago. Seeing all this, watching her as she sat on the precipice of ecstasy before plunging off into the chasm of climatic freefall, I was half tempted to dive into the tub with her, simply holding her and feel the enjoyment of her pleasure as she succumbed to it.
"Oh! Oh! Ohhh!" Maggie moaned deeply as it became evident that she was in fact climaxing and climaxing hard. I saw her face screw up in total bliss, felt my prick lurch with the lusty excitement of her declaration. I yearned to experience and enjoy this wonderful sensation right along with her.
Maggie rode that invisible cock for a long time until she'd achieved total and complete self-satisfaction. Only then did she open her eyes, looking up towards me.
"Your turn," she said simply and without argument. "I want you to experience what I just did."
I half expected her to get out so we could exchange places, and I'm sure the confused look on my face told her that.
"No, join me, lay on me so I can feel what you're feeling."
"Are you sure?"
Maggie wasn't exactly a large woman like I said, and though I certainly wasn't heavy myself, I couldn't imagine resting my full weight on her in the tub like that.
"Don't worry, I'll scoot up and you can lay down between my legs and use my breasts for pillows."
I liked the imagery of that, quickly slipping into the tub. It was certainly large and accommodating enough to do that, so I eased down into the shallow warm water and positioned myself exactly as she'd asked. The feel of those wonderfully soft breasts against my head and neck was a delightful surprise. But so was the comfort of her legs as she wrapped them about me while still allowing me to open and spread my own legs, positioning my rigid member perfectly beneath the pulsating onslaught of the water jet.
"Like that?" she asked, peering over my shoulder, watching my cock as it bobbed back and forth, side-to-side in a playful and rapidly stimulating way.
"Nice. Very nice in fact," I managed to say through gritted teeth. Truth be known, it was almost too stimulating, and I worried briefly that I would find myself cumming far too soon before allowing myself to fully enjoy the effects of the water.
"If it gets to be too much, you can move over to one side or the other and lessen the intensity. I often do that myself so I can draw out the feeling without letting the water make me cum before I want to."
I immediately did that, finding I could easily control the sensations through simple movement. Whenever I began to feel the cum in my balls begin to scream out for release, I quieted the sperm noise my balls kept yelling at me, by moving off to one side until the shouts became more of a tolerable buzzing that still yearned for release, but were content to wallow in the continued tongue-tickling that the water jets were bringing me.
"When you're ready, bring your legs together and stretch them out. There's something I want to do for you when you cum."
I'd been sitting here like this for a good ten minutes anyway, and had been so close to cumming so many times now that I was more than ready to do so. Almost immediately after Maggie had told me to do that, I did, and she laughed, hugging me to her, hands stroking my chest and belly. I felt her legs lift from beneath me, and suddenly saw as well as felt both of her feet as they came up to surround and partially grip my turgid member. Holding it like this in an almost vice-like grip, she somehow managed to force my cock forwards until it was angled directly against the water jet, rather than simply beaten against the side. The sensation was one now that felt almost like a blowjob, but in reverse, which is about the only way I could describe it. If I'd somehow had two ends to my dick, it would have felt like someone sucking on one end and someone else forcibly blowing, and blowing hard on the other!
"AH FUCK!" I screamed, the sensation well beyond my normal ability to control and somehow fight or work through. Before I was even aware of it, the voices in my balls that had been pleading for release where now screaming with delight as they rode the molten lava of liquefied fire up the tunnel of my spurting volcano. As I began to fountain out the rich creamy juice, it hit the hard-hitting force of the water spray, immediately curdling into tiny white cum-balls that began clinging to the both of us everywhere.
Maggie continued to masturbate my prick with her feet, though only slightly moving them up and down doing so. The water still did a great deal of the work, and only when the sensitivity was far too much for me to endure, did I forcibly move to one side, breaking the hold she had on me.
"That was even better than I imagined it would be!" Maggie exclaimed delightfully. "I can hardly wait to tell the girls about this next week. In fact Richard, don't be surprised if one or two of them want to try it with you sometime, or at the very least, ask to watch us do it!"
Maggie couldn't surprise or shock me anymore, especially after this. I could only lie there with exhaustion as I still fought to regain my breath as well as my senses.
"Anytime," I finally managed to say, still too out of breath to utter a single word more to her about it.
"Look at this!" Maggie said squealing with delight.
I turned slightly to glance where she was pointing at herself. A thick gooey, almost rubberized globule of cum had attached itself to her nipple. It gave her erect nubbin the appearance of wearing a hat, which caused us both to laugh at the giddy almost ridiculous situation we had found ourselves in.
"I think its time we called it a day Maggie," I said standing up, lending her a hand so she could do the same. "I never thought I'd ever hear myself say this, but I am totally and completely fucked out!"
"Oh really?" she said raising one eyebrow towards me. "You mean there's nothing I could do to get you interested again?"
I thought about that for a moment, and then decided there wasn't anything she couldn't do.
"Well at least give me a while if you are set on getting me aroused again, for hells sakes Maggie!"
Maggie kissed me, telling me to go ahead and get dressed, as she really had been kidding. I was immensely relieved that she had been, almost jumping into my clothing before she could change her mind.
"Want to come over later for dinner and a movie?" she asked.
"Sure, but this time, lets go out to dinner. AND out to a movie!" I countered.
Maggie threw me a sexy little pout, but she also winked at me smiling. "Well, there's always afterwards," she whispered more to herself than to me, even though I still heard it.
We were good enough friends now that I knew whatever remarks I made would be taken in the good-natured way that I said them. With that in mind, I turned once more towards her.
"I think I know how your husband died," I told her.
She looked at me with a questioning expression and waited.
"I think you probably fucked him to death!"
This time she bared her teeth, narrowing her eyebrows. "That's not exactly the way he went!" she said with a serious look on her face.
And for a moment, I had to wonder.
Chapter Three
If you've never experienced nearly seven straight days (and nights) of foreplay, you really should. That's about the only way I can describe the following week, during which Maggie teased me mercilessly without allowing me to even so much as lay a finger on her!
On Sunday the day after I had first met Shirley, I barely saw Maggie at all. I remembered she had mentioned something about dinner plans with Gladys. I'd seen her leaving but had been too late to go outside and wave goodbye to her. That, and I didn't want to appear too anxious either. We'd had an incredible time together, but the last thing I wanted to do was constantly hang around Maggie and give her the impression that I had sexual expectations every time we were together.
I'd been watching the news on TV and was about to turn in. I was anticipating a hectic day at work in the morning when I heard a very soft knock on my kitchen door. Although I was only wearing my shorts, I had a fairly good idea of who it was. The only person I knew that might come calling at this hour of night, and then knock on my kitchen door was Maggie. "Shirley maybe", I thought reconsidering, but then decided it really had to be Maggie.
I quickly walked down the short hallway leading from my front room directly into the kitchen. As I entered, I paused to reach up for the wall switch to turn on the light.
"No...don't!" I heard Maggie say through the screen door. "Leave it off."
As there was a new moon, it was pitch black outside, and the only source of light was that coming from behind me from the flickering TV set.
Leaving the light off, I crossed the floor of the kitchen heading towards the door. I was sure I hadn't latched the screen as I rarely did anyway.
"Come in Maggie," I called out to her, expecting the screen door to make that familiar creaking noise it did whenever I opened it. But to my surprise, Maggie simply stood there without coming in, and even more oddly, without making another sound.
"Maggie?" I called out to her again, crossing the few remaining feet to the door. I reached over and was about to grab the handle in order to open it. My eyes had adjusted sufficiently to just barely see her standing there. But more importantly, to see what it was she was doing too!
I don't know how I knew as she never said anything, and I never asked, but I refrained from opening the door, and she made no motion to do so herself. I stood there looking at her, still trying to better adjust my eyesight in the near total darkness, trying to make some sense out of what was going on. When I finally did, I saw that Maggie was utterly and totally naked! She was more or less leaning against the door, one hand reaching up towards the top of it, placed in such a way that she was beautifully extended and balanced. Her free hand was down between her legs, and though it was almost too dark to see anything, the faint sounds of her breathing told me that her fingers were busily stroking the inside of her pussy. In addition to that, it was also so quiet outside, that I could just hear the sounds of her wetness as her fingers played in that succulent wet slit for me. She made it even more so as the seconds turned into minutes as Maggie stood there finger-fucking that incredibly tight, wet pussy of hers.
"Jerk off for me," she whispered through the door. "Take it out and play with it while I watch you."
It took but a second for me to strip off my red 'Michael Jordan' briefs, stepping out of them. I had turned slightly so as to allow the very faint light from the TV behind me to silhouette my shape as I stood there in the doorway. My cock had already begun to stiffen rapidly the moment that I had become aware of what it was that Maggie was doing on the other side of the screen door.
"Stay just like that!" Maggie directed. "The lighting is perfect, your cock is perfect, and so is this!" She breathed softly, still in that same lusty sounding voice that was in tempo to her breath the way her fingers were in harmony with stroking and caressing her pussy.



I was soon matching her stroke for stroke on my side of the door. Maggie had lowered her arm, beginning to caress, kneading one of her lovely full pliant breasts. Seeing her doing this just outside my door, standing on the small step of the porch sent shivers of overwhelming excitement coursing through me. It was surrealistic seeing her standing there playing with herself like that, even though it was dark. And though there wasn't anyone who could possibly see what either one of us was doing, it made the whole encounter that much more thrilling and dangerously exciting.
"Cum on me!" Maggie said after what had seemed like hours of watching one another masturbating.
I made as to open the door so that I could step outside, or that Maggie could come in. But she once again surprised me by pushing the door closed with her hand, baring me from doing so.
"No. Through the screen!"
OK, that WAS a little weird; even I had to admit that. But as weird as it was, it was also one of the best fucking idea's I'd ever heard of too.
Turning back towards her, I had all but stuck my cock against the screen still jerking off as I felt Maggie pressing herself against the screen from her side. Her breasts were pressed firmly against it, and I knew damn well that she'd be leaving small little impressions against her flesh from having done so.
Maggie's soft moans were becoming gradually louder and louder. I had for the first time begun to worry that some neighbor who might be standing outside enjoying a smoke or something might possibly pick up on the rather obvious erotic, lusty moans and groans that I could clearly hear coming from the darkness of my back porch.
"Shoot it for me baby," she urged desperately. I could tell from the sounds of her almost constant moaning that she was on the verge of orgasm herself. I felt my balls tighten up in gleeful expectation, increasing the tempo of my fisting to ensure that the first hard felt spurts would somehow permeate the tiny-screened barrier that separated us.
Maggie's high-pitched squeal of passionate delight pierced the silence of the night, actually setting off one or two dogs who'd begun barking. My orgasm exploded almost immediately after that. I felt rope after tight twisting rope of semen lurching from the head of my prick to splatter thickly against the screen. I had no idea of course if any of it actually got through to land on Maggie, but the following morning before leaving for work, I had quite a mess to clean up.
As for Maggie, she disappeared almost as quickly and as silently as she had come. When I was finally able to open my eyes after my final ball wrenching spasm, I looked up to find that Maggie had silently vanished.
As I had expected, it was a very long day for me at work, and I didn't arrive home until late, staying longer than usual to finish up and complete several reports. As I pulled into my drive way I noticed that all of the lights in Maggie's house appeared to be off. Her car was still there. Which told me that either she had retired for the night, which was a bit early for her. Or, that she was still up but in her bedroom whose lights I couldn't see unless I purposely went around the opposite side of her house from mine.
I'd picked up some fast food on my way home from work. And though it somewhat satisfied the hunger urge I'd been having, it certainly didn't compare in any respects to Maggie's incredible cooking. And of course, that once again reminded me of her, and that bizarre little encounter we'd had the previous evening.
I finally made it up stairs to my bedroom, quickly undressed and got ready for bed. As it was now my almost automatic habit to do, I glanced out of my bedroom window. Sure enough, looking down I saw that Maggie had completely pulled her blinds open. Soft candlelight greeted me from dozens of burning candles, but that wasn't nearly as spectacular as the way Maggie was greeting me now. Standing just a few feet away from the window, I saw that she was completely nude. Looking up towards me, she had placed her hands around her eyes as though she were using a pair of binoculars to look through at me. I immediately got the hint.
I raced over to my closet grabbing the pair of binoculars I had used to spy on her with previously. For some reason, it also felt better to stand there in the dark, so I quickly flipped the switch to off, making my way back to the window. Maggie was waiting, and smiling wickedly.
I quickly adjusted the glasses until they were perfectly focused on her. As though waiting for me to do so, I saw her turn around bending over so that she was resting her upper body against the backside of the couch. From behind, she reached around and began to insert one of the biggest fucking dildo's I had ever seen before in my entire life. As I glanced through the glasses at her, I realized it was one of those two-headed fuck-toys, designed for use by two women simultaneously. And of course, I immediately wondered if it ever had been.
The double-dildo was so long and flexible that Maggie had no problem reaching around behind in order to hold it, fucking herself easily. I stood with one hand trying to balance the glasses, the other rapidly stroking my leaking cock, which was oozing more pre-cum than was necessary under the circumstances.
I have no idea how long I stood there watching her fucking herself like this. But it wasn't nearly long enough before I saw that she was shuddering with the thrill of orgasmic release. As excited as I had been, I had purposely slowed my own orgasm, pushing it away so as to draw the expectation of my own pleasure to follow hers. Her unexpected and sudden climax had taken me by surprise, so I immediately increased my strokes in an attempt to catch up with her.
Still looking through the glasses, I saw Maggie stand up and begin to blow out the candles one by one. But not before she had poured the hot wax from each down onto her breasts before blowing it out, walking over to the next, where she repeated the entire process.
Suddenly I wasn't in any big hurry to cum. Seeing Maggie dripping that hot wax down onto her tits was incredibly sensual. I'd never experienced anything like that before myself, and wondered briefly just what it must have been feeling like as I saw Maggie do it. Obviously she enjoyed it by the rapturous expression on her face.
She finally reached the last two or three candles when I felt the warmth of my semen running down the sides of my hands. I had felt the orgasm of course, but it had felt almost far away when it happened. So mesmerized by what I was watching, I hadn't even realized I had climaxed until I felt that pleasured purge, and then the stickiness of cum clinging to my fingers.
When the last candle had been blown out, Maggie once again disappeared from view back into total darkness. I stood there in the window expectantly waiting for her to reappear, but like a ghost, she had shimmered away gradually until disappearing all together.
Tuesday at work, I could barely concentrate on what I was doing, wondering just what exactly this evening might bring. Or more to the point, just what little surprise Maggie might have in store for me this night. When I finally did arrive home, I found a note waiting for me just inside my front door.
"Richard, thought you might enjoy a special little treat. Use the key, let yourself in, and enjoy. Maggie."
Once again I had no clue as to what Maggie might be up to. I had already noticed that her car wasn't in the drive, but curiosity got the best of me so I went around back, located the key she'd hidden in the flowerpot letting myself in. Almost immediately I found another note taped to the refrigerator. Maggie had made stuffed peppers with all the trimmings, even setting out the wine to breathe. I saw that she'd actually set her formal dining room table, for one. This time Maggie had gone to great lengths to prepare something special as well as see to it that I dined elegantly and in style. I quickly reheated the peppers, poured myself a glass of Rubaiyat, really bringing out the flavor of the peppers, and enjoyed a nice, but very quiet dinner.
As good as it was, I was still feeling a little weird sitting there all by myself. When I had finished eating, I cleared off the dishes, washing and putting them away. I wasn't about to leave Maggie with my mess to clean up, especially not after going to all the trouble she'd gone to for me. Picking up my plate, there was yet another note waiting for me when I did that.
"Hope you enjoyed the dinner. Good food, good wine can be just as erotic and sensual as sex, if you let it. You didn't need me there to do that, but I hope the longing of my absence was served just as hot and spicy as you make me, Maggie."
I then noticed there was a P.S. for me too.
"Oh...and when you're done with the dishes, insert the tape I left you on the TV. I won't be home tonight, so please, lock up for me after you're done ok?"
Ok, so now I really was a little disappointed. But, she was right about one thing, the dinner was once again fabulous, and I was now becoming excited to find out what tape she'd chosen for me to watch. I knew Maggie had quite a selection, so I was more than a little curious to discover what sort of X-rated movie, as I'd guessed it must be, she'd picked out for me to view.
I finished the dishes, dried and put them away, poured another glass of wine and headed into the front room to turn on the TV set.
The tape was sitting just where she told me it would be, and though it wasn't labeled, I assumed that it was indeed an erotic movie. Inserting the tape, I sat back with my wine and settled in expecting anything and everything. What I got didn't fit precisely between my versions of those particular expectations.
In a second or so, I saw what was Maggie's erotic little group of women. They were all on camera, and obviously knew it! Immediately I reached for the remote turning up the volume. There was Maggie as she inserted this interesting little vibrating egg inside herself on the couch. Shortly after that she began telling everyone about 'our' little evening together! Obviously, THIS was the Saturday just passed where she'd brought up the possibility of my joining their little club. Shirley was sitting off to one side holding onto some sort of miniature remote control. Obviously, she was in charge of whatever sensations Maggie was about to experience with the toy.
Over the next hour and a half, I was treated to Maggie's retelling of our incredible encounter, which was accompanied periodically by various moans and groans from the women sitting around. Occasionally I was also treated to watching and seeing several of them masturbating themselves, or one another as they asked questions about me, or questions relating to the experience itself. It was quickly apparent that everyone of them was VERY enthusiastic about my joining them, though one or two had initial reservations about it until Maggie assured them all that I was more than willing to abide by the 'rules'.
I sat there masturbating, enjoying the video that she had so thoughtfully left for me to watch, and then locked up and returned home. The following morning I called and had a local florist deliver two-dozen roses to Maggie's home.
Every night had been an interesting experience, but during all of that, I had neither really seen nor been allowed to touch her in anyway. We'd had phone sex on Wednesday, describing in very intimate detail what we were doing to ourselves, as well as what we wanted to do to one another. We had both orgasmed of course, but I was finding that I needed that direct contact with her and regardless of the pleasure and stimulation I'd been enjoying, it was starting to drive me nuts having her keeping herself at arms length from me.
I thought that Maggie had finally caved in by Thursday when she actually invited me over, especially as it was already late. When I followed her into the bathroom, I was fairly certain that we were going to have another one of those fabulous little tub-gasims together. Instead, I sat washing her back, which I still enjoyed doing, while we talked intimately yes, and discussed all the various, naughty little things we'd ever done in our lives. Maggie had me strip, once again allowing my hopes to soar upwards, but all she did was wash me. She was also very careful never really touching me even though we sat there sharing our intimate thoughts. And so ended that evenings little adventure doing nothing more than speaking erotically. I returned home to sit in bed and contemplate just how crazy Maggie was causing me to become.
On Friday I received another note. But this one simply said, "Sleep tight, see you in the morning around nine, please come a few minutes early. Bring your hard-on, Maggie".
I was so nervous and excited that night when I went to bed that it reminded me of the way I had felt as a boy on Christmas Eve. I tossed and turned, dreaming one thing after another all night long until I couldn't stand it any more and finally got up. The clock said it was nearing 4:30. Even my coffee wouldn't have started up yet. I padded downstairs to the coffee pot and switched it from timer to on, then sat staring at it as it slowly dripped into the single cup I had placed where the coffee pot normally would have been.
That first cup was extremely strong, but I needed it to help calm my nerves. Suddenly I had reservations about doing this. I began to contemplate the most ridicules and abstract thoughts imaginable. Would I 'perform' to everyone's mutual satisfaction? Would I embarrass myself, and in doing so, embarrass and disappoint Maggie? Would I offend or step out of line by inadvertently saying or doing something I wasn't supposed to do, or worse... offend someone else by not doing something I was expected to have done?
For the next hour I continued to fret and worry over it until I had almost talked myself out of going next door altogether. When the phone rang at a quarter to six, I almost jumped out of my skin.
"Hello?"
I don't know why, but the last person I expected to be hearing from at this time of the morning was Maggie.
"I see you're already up," she said.
Obviously Maggie had seen the lights on in my house and had decided to call and see how I was doing.
"Couldn't sleep huh?"
"Maggie, listen," I began.
"I forgot to tell you," she said interrupting me, "You might want to bring one or two condoms, just in case. Though most of us can no longer become pregnant, there are still one or two who could. If of course things were to progress to that point with either one of them. Though as I've already told you, some may not even want to physically participate with you at all. Again, the simplest of phrases will save everyone from being uncomfortable, and that is simply saying 'No thank you.' We've all agreed on that, with no explanations forthcoming or required. But like I said, for the comfort and security of someone else that might wish to, I hope you have some you can bring. If not, there IS an all-night drugstore just down the street."
Suddenly I felt a little more relaxed, and far less worried or concerned than I had been.
"Now, you were about to say something?" she asked with a hint of laughter in her tone of voice.
"Ah yeah. What I was going to ask was if I should bring any protection."
"Ah huh," Maggie did laugh then. "By the way, you can come over any time you want to. I'm already up, and unless I miss my guess, I have fresh hot coffee that's already made."
I stared at the second half finished cup of black molasses that was thick enough to allow my spoon to stand up in all by itself and immediately accepted her offer.
"I'll be over just as soon as I've taken my shower," I told her.
"No need Richard. Come now, you can use mine, and we can relax and talk about what may, or may not even happen. I'm sure you're nervous, and might even have a few questions to ask me about the gals who are coming over. If you are, then we can sit down and talk about it long before they even arrive, which is one of the reasons I wanted you to come over early in the first place."
I'm sure relief was clearly heard in my voice as I thanked her profusely, nearly beating the dial tone hanging up, as I ran across the yard and stood knocking on her back door. Maggie ushered me in, looking as incredibly sexy and refreshed as I'd ever seen her. A nice tall hot cup of freshly brewed coffee was already poured and waiting for me, along with a selection of rolls and pastries that defied description.
To put it mildly, Maggie was simply a real treasure. Even as I stood in the hot shower, Maggie sat outside the enclosure on the toilet talking to me. She gave me as much detail about the women as she thought appropriate, and even coached me a little as to which women liked certain things, or at least confessed fantasies about them. But she also told me what sort of things to stay away from too, especially with regards to Joanne, Janice's sister-in-law.
Of the six of them, Joanne, Janice and April were all married. Shirley I remembered was divorced, and Gladys and Maggie had lost their husbands. But as Maggie explained further, April was considering certain possibilities so long as her husband never found out, and Janice had spoken with Maggie confidentially about the same thing, provided her sister-in-law never knew about anything, which tended to complicate things just a little bit. Though Maggie said that there had been a number of times when Joanne had been unable to come to one of their Saturday morning get-togethers.
Joanne was the only woman that Maggie was fairly certain would have nothing to do with me beyond watching, and allowing herself to be watched. She had also been the last one of the group to finally consent to my even being there, and that only after a great deal of pressure from everyone else to allow it. It had to have been unanimous, as Maggie told me, or I wouldn't be here now. I had just started to become relaxed and far less nervous, when after hearing all this, I found myself once again wondering what I was getting myself into. Maggie stroked my ego however by telling me how excited everyone had been to have me as apart of their little gathering. And, she bolstered that by also informing me she'd received several phone calls from everyone, including Joanne, if I was in fact still going to be there.
I finally stepped out of the shower feeling a hell of a lot better. Maggie handed me a brand new terry-clothe bathrobe that she had purchased just for this occasion, which I gratefully accepted from her. "No need for you to worry about wearing anything else but this," she'd told me. "Besides which, it won't be on that long anyway!"
Though Maggie was wearing a very sexy looking black lace tank top, with light gray shorts, she informed me that she too had to "get ready", and unlike me, ushered me out of the bathroom so she could finish doing so.
A short time later Maggie rejoined me in the kitchen and I saw that she too had changed simply into a baby blue, short terry-clothe robe. It was nearing nine at this point, as I heard the first car pulling into the drive. Not too surprisingly I saw that it was Shirley, immediately meeting her at the door as Maggie had asked me to do when we saw her pull in.
Shirley gave me a big hug and a kiss of course, excusing herself, heading towards the back bedroom to undress. She rejoined us a short while later, also wearing nothing but a bathrobe just as Maggie and I were.
"I take it this is all any of us will be wearing?"
Shirley laughed. "Well no, not exactly. Sometimes some of us DO enjoy wearing sexy frilly things, nighties, and sexy lingerie, or like Maggie and I prefer, nothing but our birthday suits. So really, it all depends on whatever mood strikes us. But I wouldn't be too surprised if I were you, to see the women showing up in some of their sexiest and finest apparel."



Shirley glanced towards Maggie expecting her to add to that, and we both noticed she had a slightly aroused blush to her cheeks.
"Just what ARE you up to anyway?" Shirley asked questioningly, and it was obvious that Maggie WAS keeping something from both of us.
"Open that bathrobe!" Shirley demanded suddenly. "Show us what you're hiding!"
"I was saving it until after everyone else got here," Maggie began. "But since it's really meant more for Richard than for anyone else, then I might as well."
Maggie allowed her bathrobe to open; the gleam from a tiny silver chain, which stretched across her chest, connected nipple to nipple was incredibly beautiful.
"Did you go and get your nipples pierced?" Shirley questioned in shocked surprise.
"Don't be ridiculous," Maggie told her. "Not at my age anyway. And no I didn't, not that it really matters. They're just hooked together by these little nipple clamps."
"Wow!" Shirley exclaimed. "Let me see those!" Shirley immediately rushed over to have a much closer look. "Damn Maggie, they're beautiful!"
"I'll say!" I said, finally joining in. The tiny silver chain that dangled slightly down between and across her breasts was pure sensuality, as well as being elegant and downright erotic. "It really draws attention to your tits!" Shirley stated, saying the obvious.
"I think that was the whole point," Maggie countered. "So, do you like them Richard?"
"I'd say so," Shirley said, pointing down to where my stiff cock was poking up through the partial opening of my bathrobe.
I hadn't even noticed that I'd gotten hard, just gazing at those sexy breasts with that inviting little silver chain hanging suspended between them was almost hypnotic.
"I think I'd better be the one to greet everyone at the door," Shirley mused. "They might all have decided to include Richard, but they might not be quite ready to be greeted by a man's erection the moment they arrive."
We all had a good laugh over that, and I did feel a little embarrassed to be standing there with a very hard "woody" as I'd called it before, and even more so to contemplate standing there with one as they came in the door.
"It might be best if I bring Richard into the room AFTER everyone's arrived. By then, he'll hopefully have calmed down a little," Maggie giggled heartily. "And just so you know Richard, we really do sit and enjoy coffee and pastries first. It's a gentle way to ease into the situation for some of us, well April and Janice and Joanne anyway. Like a lot of foreplay, they need that warming up time before they feel comfortable about starting up anything. In fact, sometimes Joanne disappears into the bathroom for a while before she's even comfortable enough to come out and join us. I suspect she's actually sitting in there masturbating and making herself horny. When she's fingered up enough courage, then she usually comes out of the bathroom ready, wet, and willing to go."
"And while we're on the subject, whose turn is it to start the fantasy discussion anyway?" Maggie asked turning towards Shirley.
Shirley broke out laughing. "Wouldn't you know it? Joanne's!"
I'd remembered Maggie's telling me how they all took turns sharing some erotic experience or fantasy they had. Apparently everyone took turns describing those fantasies in explicit detail. Last week it had been Maggie's turn. And by chance, obviously this week it was Joanne's.
"Think she'll do it?" Shirley asked.
"You know the rules as well as I do," Maggie turned facing Shirley. "No sharing? No touching, not even yourself until you've done so."
Shirley was laughing. "You know, the likelihood is that she's apt to sit here the whole time, fully dressed, not saying so much as a solitary word. She was after all, the last one to finally agree to his being here."
"I wouldn't be too sure about that," Maggie said confidently. "She actually called me yesterday, asking me if Richard was still planning on being here."
"So? She might have been more concerned with his BEING here, rather than not being here."
Maggie shook her head no. "Actually, what she said was, word for word, 'you're sure Richard said he would be there," It was the way she asked me. I could tell she was horny when asking me. You know how she gets, that little quiver in her voice whenever she's excited."
"You're kidding!"
"No, really." Maggie said in honest sincerity. "She really did sound horny. If I didn't know better, I'd have sworn she was sitting there fingering herself while the two of us talked on the phone. On second thought, maybe she was!"
Maggie and Shirley got a good laugh out of that, picturing their friend busily stroking her twat while asking Maggie if I was truly going to join them or not. For a moment, I felt like I had suddenly turned invisible as Maggie and Shirley sat there talking about me, in an abstract sort of way, as though I wasn't even there.
"I thought you said Joanne wasn't interested in doing anything with me, or too me for that matter," I stated butting in on their on-going conversation.
"I didn't say she wasn't interested exactly," Maggie began, adding. "It would be highly doubtful that she would ever do anything, knowing her and all. She'd probably enjoy thinking about it, but never actually go through with it, on account of her husband. But I wouldn't be too surprised to see her get extremely aroused and actually enjoy her self once she sees that hard cock of yours. As I understand it, her husbands been impotent for over a year, and even refuses to try Viagra for hell's sake!"
The sound of the doorbell announced that someone else had finally arrived.
"I think it's time we sequestered you in the bedroom," Maggie told me as Shirley got up and headed for the door. "I'll come in to get you as soon as everyone else has arrived. I don't think that it will be very long, especially as everyone knows you'll be here!" she finished.
Initially I had had the major concern of standing there with a raging hard-on, embarrassing myself. Now, as I sat on the bed in Maggie's room, I was faced with the exact opposite concern, but with the same consequences. Only in my opinion, this was worse, much worse! I'd experienced and handled 'shrinkage' as it's sometimes called. But that's usually when it's extremely cold and completely out of my hands. Much like a woman experiencing RT, or 'rock-tit' and being completely unable to do anything about it. It was like that, only in reverse. I even tried fondling myself to at least a semi-firm cock-stand, but to no avail.
I had quickly discovered, fear and nervousness could cause this to happen too. I had turned turtle, which was a hell of a time for something like this to happen to me. I sat on the bed, staring down at myself in abject horror. Should any of the women out there see me like this, I'd die of total shame and embarrassment. And the more I sat there, worried and thinking about it, the more it seemed I actually shrunk until I'd eventually reached the point where I might as well have tucked it between my legs and pretended to simply be a eunuch.
I could hear several voices now, and knew that others had arrived. But as yet neither Maggie nor Shirley had come into the room to get me. Had there been any other way out, I would have been tempted to take it. Even then I glanced briefly towards the window and considered going out that way. That was, until I heard the door open.
Maggie stood in the doorway beckoning towards me, one finger slowly moving back and forth. "Come in to my parlor said the spider to the fly."
Bad enough my prick was nowhere to be found. And then I felt my balls disappear somewhere up inside me too.
As Maggie had told me earlier, everyone was standing or sitting around having cakes and coffee when she brought me into the room and began introducing me. Everyone was dressed, except for Maggie and Shirley who were the only two besides myself who were wearing bathrobes. The only downright daring look I got was from April, who after being introduced to me, leaned forward, giving me an affectionate kiss on the cheek. The ploy being total subterfuge however as she whispered into my ear so that no one else could hear what she said.
"I'm REALLY looking forward to being with you Richard," leaning back acting as though the brief kiss alone was all she had done.
I'm sure I was grinning stupidly at her when Maggie grabbed my arm, forcing me to follow her. "Joanne, this is Richard." I shook hands with her briefly, watching as her face turned a deep crimson in color. "And don't forget sweetie, it's your turn to share an experience or a fantasy with us this morning," Maggie added, obviously enjoying Joanne's obvious discomfort.
If I thought her face had turned red when we were introduced, it was nothing in comparison to the color it suddenly became when Maggie reminded her of that little point of interest.
"Would you excuse me for a moment?" Joanne said suddenly. "I need to use the bathroom." Having said that, her face burned an even deeper red as she turned, fleeing down the hall towards the restroom.
Shirley came up from behind us just as we all heard the bathroom door slam shut, followed by Joanne's fumbling with the lock on the door. "Well, that should prove interesting later," Shirley said laughing as she said it. "Either she's decided to lock herself in the bathroom and stay there, or she'll be so horny when she finally does come out that anything's likely to happen."
Janice was far less inhibited that her sister-in-law, which I discovered almost immediately. Though Janice was still dressed, it was obvious that she had come somewhat prepared for the occasion. Braless, her medium sized breasts were pressed tightly against the tank top she'd worn. Her nipples stood erect and inviting beneath the material. I had been standing there eyeing them without realizing that I really had been. But Janice had picked up on it immediately and actually reached up to thumb one of her hard points as I stood staring at it.
"Maggie said you were a breast man," she began, still managing to caress herself as though it were the most natural thing in the world to be doing. At that point, Maggie came back to rescue me before Janice had a chance to get a jump-start before anyone else did.
"You might want to go and check on Joanne, Janice. I'm not exactly sure how she's doing, or WHAT she's doing for that matter, but as nervous as she is.... it might be a good idea before anything else starts to happen around here."
Janice smiled at me ignoring Maggie momentarily. "Nice to finally meet you...in person," she said. Then reluctantly turned, heading down the hallway towards the bathroom.
Maggie was chuckling to herself as we headed off across the room to where Gladys was standing talking to Shirley. "What's so funny?" I asked as quietly as I could.
"Oh, nothing really. I was just thinking about how interesting today's apt to turn out to be. Everyone's so fidgety, and self-conscious. Not at all like they normally are after they get here. I find it amusing, that's all."
"You still sure my being here is such a good idea?"
Maggie stopped, forcing me to do the same before we had reached the place where Gladys and Shirley were still chatting, though Gladys had seen our approach and was now looking towards us with a curious expression on her face. No doubt wondering why we'd stopped in the middle of the room.
"Ladies?" Maggie began in a loud clear voice, "if I can have your attention for a moment please?"
Janice came scurrying back into the front room, coming up to stand in front of us momentarily interrupting whatever Maggie was about to say.
"Ah, Joanne's...ah, well you know," she stammered blushing slightly as she looked over towards me. "But she DID say she'll be out in a few more minutes."
Maggie burst out laughing. "Well, that's SOMETHING at least." Indicating that Janice should step back so she could continue her interrupted announcement.
"As you all know, we agreed before arriving today that Richard here would be joining us. As there appears to be some awkwardness, which is to be expected, I also wanted to make sure that no one has had a change of heart either. So...that being said, if there is ANYONE who has changed their mind, they need to speak up now. We all agreed that it must be unanimous, and if anyone here is having second thoughts, best they speak up now so that Richard can leave before anyone says or does anything they might regret later."
For the first time since arriving, the room had become deadly quiet. I was beginning to think that my being here really was a mistake when the sound of the bathroom door opening caught everyone's attention.
"Holy fucking shit!" Shirley exclaimed loud enough for everyone in the room to hear. Having heard that, everyone's attention was drawn to the hallway towards the bathroom door, which had opened. Joanne stepped out and began walking towards us. But what had caused Shirley's comment, was the fact that Joanne was stark naked, and grinning like a Cheshire cat.
"I guess we can get started now," Maggie said more to herself than to anyone else. And in the next instant, opened her bathrobe, letting it fall to the floor. Now she too was naked, again. More importantly however, I was treated to the pleasure of seeing that sensual silver chain connecting her breasts together.
It was then that I also realized, I was no longer playing turtle. As each and every one of the women in the room began to disrobe, though April made a dash towards the bedroom, I was relieved to feel myself becoming considerably aroused.
Shirley had likewise removed her robe, and now approached me with a fresh cup of coffee, setting it down on the table next to me. "Relax," she winked knowingly. "We're just getting started. It's always like this, and there's still lots and lots of time yet for everyone to get to know you a little better!"
Gladys walked over introducing herself, as Maggie hadn't as yet gotten around to it, being interrupted from doing so just a few moments ago. She had worn a comfortable looking pair of sweats, and as she offered her hand, telling me to remain seated at the same time, she then withdrew her handshake and immediately pulled the sweatshirt she'd been wearing up and over her head. Standing before me now in nothing more than the bottoms of her sweats, she sat down next to me and promptly began removing those too.
"I don't mind telling you Richard, I've really been looking forward to this all week long. I've felt like a silly young girl all over again, and I've been enjoying the feeling immensely!"
Gladys had finished removing her bottoms by this time, and I was more than just a little surprised to see how good of shape she was for her age. I knew she was slightly older than Maggie, but when I'd first seen her standing there, I frankly had second thoughts about wanting to actually see her naked. All that flew right out the window when I actually did. Gladys had smaller breasts, compared to Maggie's. But they appeared every bit as firm and full as Maggie's were. Her areolas weren't nearly as large either, but they were dark in color, standing firm and erect. As she stood there before me, I noticed that she had a long scar running around her side. Obviously she had had some major surgery a few years back, but rather than detracting from her sensuality, I found that it actually added some character and commented on it.
Gladys laughed when I did, but surprised me by standing up to show me how it ran along the side and then towards her back too. And though I found all this extremely interesting, the fact that Gladys could stand there completely nude, appearing as comfortable in front of me as though we had been life-long friends made me feel really at ease myself. Also of interest to me was the salt and peppered coloring of her neatly trimmed pubic patch. Obviously Gladys had been a brunette when she was younger, and though her hair was almost completely silver; her pubic hair hadn't quite caught up with the hair on her head. But I felt my cock twitch with the eagerness of actually running my hands through that patch of silver and black pubic hair.
April had returned from the bedroom at this point, and by her appearance, had gone into the bedroom to change as had Janice a few minutes later. Janice was wearing a very sheer almost transparent black chiffon nightgown that covered her completely, yet hinted at all sorts of delectable little goodies beneath. Two of which were rosy-tipped pinkish colored nipples that were accented against the black coloring of her gown.
April was also wearing lingerie, but hers was a white lace that was short and barely covered the crotch-less, matching panties that she was wearing. Both women sat down on the couch directly across from where Gladys and I were sitting. Shirley had pulled one of the single plush armchairs to place it on the other side of the table that separated us, and I had begun to wonder where Joanne and Maggie would end up as we were starting to run out of room for places to sit.
Though Joanne had all but charged into the living room when she did, she had stopped without saying a word and stood next to the couch without making any further effort to say or do anything. Now I watched as everyone finally settled into place as she AND Maggie came into the circle we'd all created. Maggie carried in several large fluffy cushions, promptly depositing them onto the floor. Joanne made herself comfortable lying down amongst them, and I watched as Maggie knelt down on the floor next to her.
"Although we're all aware of what we're about to do here, I thought it appropriate that I explain this just a little for Richard's benefit. And by the way Richard," she said looking directly towards me. "In a few weeks, it will be your turn, so take notes!" Maggie winked at me, but then took notice of the fact I was still wearing my robe, which wouldn't have been all that bad perhaps, except that it was also fully closed. "And one more thing, once we've begun everyone should be 'revealed' in a manner of speaking."
I didn't need a course on etiquette to understand and take Maggie's meaning. I immediately undid the belt on the bathrobe and pulled it free. Simultaneously, my robe parted, and though I considered crossing my legs, I somehow felt that wouldn't have gone over very well either. Thankfully, I had a partial hard-on at least, so I didn't exactly embarrass myself, but I wasn't completely and totally erect either. Maggie continued.
"Every week we take turns sharing an experience, or some sort of fantasy we have. It doesn't have to be anything major or mind-blowing, just some sexy little thing to get all of us a bit aroused." A few of the women snickered, giggling softly, and I assumed by that it was primarily because it was Joanne's turn to provide the opening monologue.
"As you may have guessed, this week is Joanne's turn to entertain us. But we also have another little ritual that we do simultaneously, to help stimulate and enhance the story telling. One of us is also selected before hand to provide that stimulation, in whatever manner we chose to do so. This week, it will be me. And so as Joanne shares with us, I will also share my tongue with her." The look on Joanne's face wasn't simply one of surprise, but she appeared as though she were about to have an orgasm already. Obviously, this was something she didn't experience all that often. For whatever reason, Maggie had made it known to her that this was what she was going to do, much to Joanne's amazement and obvious surprise.
"Whenever you're ready Joanne," Maggie said kneeling on the floor before her.
Joanne glanced briefly towards me, quickly averting her eyes while leaning back into the soft pile of cushions. She began to speak, and only then did Maggie slip up between Joanne's bent knees and actually begin to pleasure her pussy with her tongue.



"Ok, what I'm going to share with you today is something I've been thinking about all week."
Just her lead-in seemed to put an almost hushed reverence over everyone, except for Maggie of course, who I could see was still slowly and tenderly lapping and licking at Joanne's wide open pussy.
"I know that most of you, especially my sister-in-law, still consider me quite the prude, even though I have been coming here for a couple of month's now. It's been very difficult for me to allow my...my, well my sexual desires to be freely expressed. It's not as easy for me as it's seemingly been for all of you."
There was total silence of course while Joanne continued speaking, but I did notice a few of the women begin to subtly start touching themselves, nothing too extravagant, though just seeing Maggie actually going down on this woman had been more than enough to cause my erection to harden considerably. I did notice that Gladys had glanced over in my direction once or twice however, and seemed to be enjoying both shows considerably.
"I wasn't sure initially how I really would react to seeing another man, especially as I haven't had intercourse with my husband in well over a year. But once we'd all agreed on allowing Richard to join us, I found myself becoming more and more intrigued, and yes...aroused by the idea. You all know me, you know that I get embarrassed very easily..." Joanne actually had to catch her breath momentarily, the sensations of what she was feeling while Maggie continued to lightly caress her clit with her tongue were having some obvious affects, especially as she was having trouble concentrating and being able to continue.
"Would you like me to stop for a moment?" Maggie asked her.
"Fuck no!" Joanne nearly yelled, and that caused considerable laughter around the room, especially coming from Joanne having used as she called it, 'The F word'!
Maggie went back to tickling her, but slowed the tongue licking to a more prudent pace, allowing Joanne to remember where it was she had left off before finally continuing.
"Anyway.... as I said, I get embarrassed, even when I'm aroused. I feel guilty, ashamed as well as embarrassed that I should be feeling that way. As some of you probably already know...I was sitting in the bathroom playing with myself, trying to work up enough courage to finally come out here. I've been thinking about Richard's cock all week long, and I haven't even seen it! But it was just about all I could do...think about it, and think about all the naughty things I wanted to do to it, and have done to me!"
I for one was red-faced with a bit of embarrassment myself. Sitting here listening to Joanne discussing my cock, especially as she, along with everyone else could easily see it now, was just a bit strange, but strangely erotic and exciting too.
"So why don't you tell us exactly what you fantasized about Joanne?" Shirley stated, trying to encourage her. And then, she began to do so. We all sat there listening to her describe in very detailed description the feelings and emotions she experienced and enjoyed with me in her fantasies.
By the time she was done sharing, nearly everyone in the room had begun touching themselves, or in April and Janice's case, one another. Gladys had at one point looked over towards me and then leaned over to whisper.
"It's been so long since I've even seen a man's cock, would you mind?" She had reached over into my lap and I shifted slightly allowing her easy access to me. The soft touch of her hand was exciting as hell, and within moments I was as hard and stiff as I had ever been. Sitting there listening and watching Maggie and Joanne had been exciting enough, but now having Gladys softly and slowly playing with me was an unexpected pleasure.
Maggie had briefly disappeared from the room, and Joanne had taken a seat on the other side of April on the couch. When Maggie returned, she was carrying a silver tray that held a multitude of various toys and vibrators. Like a hostess serving cakes, she proceeded around the room offering the delicacy's and I watched as one by one, everyone looked at the toys before finally selecting one. All but Joanne who shook her head "no", and then looked up towards me.
"I'd like to try that one!" she said pointing directly at my stiff member.
"Joanne!"
Maggie made her way over to me and reminded me that if I wasn't interested, all I had to say was "No thank you." Under the circumstances however, I was more than happy to accommodate her wishes, and stood up, fully revealing myself now for the first time.
"Joanne?"
Maggie set the tray down on the table and then led me over to the pile of cushions in the middle of the floor. Once I had been seated, she reached over taking Joanne's hand and helped her up off the couch, and then guided Joanne over to where I was laying.
"Jo..."
"Oh do shut up Janice!" Joanne snapped. "I know you've been secretly pining to do this yourself, so either shut up and enjoy watching this, or not.... maybe YOU should run off into the bathroom!"
Janice turned to look expectantly at Maggie for some sort of ruling here or something. "Well can I sit on his face at least?"
"Don't ask me, ask Richard," Maggie responded. Janice immediately glanced over towards me, and I laughed openly.
"Sure...why the hell not?" I said.
Joanne was just starting to slide down onto my cock, but still managed to throw Janice a dirty look. The feel of my prick actually sliding up inside her extremely wet pussy caused the expression on her face to change however, and suddenly she didn't seem to care all that much about her sister-in-law anymore.
Janice all but tore her nightgown off when she stood, and seconds later I felt and saw the eclipse of her pussy as it shadowed my face before finally descending down upon me. Though I couldn't see her when she did it, Joanne somehow managed to rotate herself around on my prick so that she was facing away, rather than facing towards Joanne as she positioned her pussy down over my face. It was an interesting sensation, and caused several chuckles from the other women who were obviously watching all this. I had nearly forgotten about our little audience, when the realization of that hit me and I had a slight loss of stiffness as penis-shyness hit. The feel of Joanne's cunt sliding down my cock, fairly quickly brought blood soaring back into my prick, which immediately swelled back to full size.
I captured Janice's small tiny clit between my lips and began to alternate between gently sucking and chewing it, as well as flicking it with my tongue. I looked up and saw that Janice was milking her breasts, literally. As she caressed them and squeezed each one, small little droplets of milk appeared to bubble to the surface. Janice used her own fluids to further massage and stimulate her breasts and nipples with much to my delight.
As I was already in this position with my eyes open anyway, I glanced upwards and back and was immediately treated to the spectacle of seeing several of the others also enjoying themselves. Maggie had retaken a seat on the couch next to April when Janice had gotten up to join Joanne and I. I could easily see her from this position, though she appeared upside down to me at the moment.
Maggie was sitting with both arms stretched across the back of the couch, comfortably. She had lifted both legs, which she'd placed flat on the seat, with a widely spread pose that gave easy access to her pussy. April was slowly sliding a shiny silver colored vibrator in and out of Maggie's cunt with one hand, and fingering her own liquefied quim with the other. Positioned as I was, I couldn't see either Shirley or Gladys, but I was fairly certain I could hear both of them. Shirley was panting in a familiar sort of way that she began doing whenever she was close to achieving orgasm. Gladys on the other hand was softly uttering vulgarities to herself. And that DID surprise me.
The last thing I expected to hear from this poised, elegantly mannered woman was an ongoing string of obscenities, no matter how soft spoken they were.
"Oh fuck...make it feel, make it feel, make it feel.... good baby, yes...that's it! Fuck that pussy, eat that pussy.... fuck it, fuck it, fuck it!" She kept repeating in that same almost whispered voice over and over again. Obviously she was doing so in tempo with whatever toy it had been that she'd eventually selected and chosen to pleasure herself with.
All of this was happening almost simultaneously of course. I continued to suck and lick Janice's clitty, which appeared now to be driving her nearly insane with pleasure. She'd begun grinding her cunt against my face so hard that I felt almost on the verge of suffocation. Joanne meanwhile was thrashing about wildly, so much so that twice my prick had slipped out of her cunt, and she had continued humping and pumping against me anyway, not even bothering to try and reach down to slide my prick back inside her, but amazingly, both times it managed to find its way back all by itself, and Joanne simply rode on as though nothing of any importance had even occurred. She was so far gone, that I am sure she wasn't just fucking me with her cunt, but with her mind too. So much so that it wouldn't have mattered if my cock had been inside her or not.
Obviously I had felt my own climax beginning to build and knew that I wouldn't be able to physically withstand much more of this myself. Needless to say, it was a hell of a time to suddenly remember the condom's I had brought along with me, and which were still inside the pocket of my bathrobe. I wondered briefly if I should say anything. Again, in the throes of ecstasy, sometimes you find yourself thinking about the silliest things. Had there been some concern with regards to Joanne becoming pregnant, I had the feeling that someone; Maggie at the very least would have said something. Even so, I had lurched inadvertently when I felt the first telltale signs that I was getting a lot closer than I was prepared for.
I guess that simple movement had somehow triggered Joanne's orgasm. I had thrust upwards, hard and somewhat unexpectedly. And the next thing I knew, Joanne was screaming at the top of her lungs. "Oh yes! Cum in me!" she screamed wildly, thrashing and grinding against me so hard that once again my prick disengaged itself from her pussy.
The next thing I knew was that my face was suddenly a lot wetter than it had been. "Oh my God!" I heard Janice suddenly saying in one long drawn out word that was both climax as well as surprise at the intensity of her orgasm.
My first hard felt ejaculation erupted from my prick soaring off and upwards into the air. I worried at first, that the enjoyment and sensation would be diminished with nothing to continue to stimulate and enhance the pleasure, but the next thing I knew, someone's mouth, though I still couldn't see whose, had wrapped itself around my prick and was sweetly drawing the rest of my climax wonderfully and deliciously so from my rapidly spurting cock.
Janice had finally finished cumming, simply sliding off of my face to crumple somewhere on the floor next to me. Gladys was still sitting in her chair, a plump pink vibrator buried to the hilt inside her and purring away softly. I saw that her eyes were closed and that she had seemingly collapsed back into her chair. That immediately told me who it had been that had saved my orgasm from being a less than perfect one. Glancing up I saw Shirley on the floor peering around Joanne's ass at me. She was smiling and a thin stream of my cream dribbled down from the corner of her mouth as she did.
It was the most beautiful sight I had ever seen.
I hadn't seen or heard everyone of course, but it appeared as though everyone had climaxed in one way or another. At least April had, I knew that by the contented look on her face as she sat demurely back on her side of the couch, face all flushed with satisfaction, and smiling openly.
"I wanted to fuck him too!" she did comment then, making it known to everyone that even though she'd climaxed, she was still slightly disappointed.
"There's always next week April," I heard Maggie saying. "We'll see to it that everyone is treated fairly here, including Richard."
By Maggie's tone, I had gotten the distinct impression that today's little pleasures were over with. Gradually everyone seemed to compose themselves, and began helping Maggie to clean and straighten up everything. As everyone dressed and commented on how exciting everything had been I was treated to a string of compliments and remarks as to how happy and thrilled everyone was that I would now be apart of their Saturday morning festivities. And to be honest, so was I!
Reluctantly it seemed, everyone eventually departed until only myself, Maggie and Gladys remained.
"Gladys is spending the evening with me," she announced. "We've got plans for this afternoon, but after we get back, if you'd like to come over and have dinner with us, I think we'd both like that."
Grateful for the time to recoup and gather my thoughts about everything I had seen, felt and heard, I headed for home with the assurance they would call me when they returned later on that evening. As I crossed the yard heading back to my home, the one thing I felt and realized was how much I had missed really doing anything with Maggie. As fun and exciting as everything had been, I still felt a sensation of unfulfilled desire lingering within my thoughts as I opened the door and headed inside the house.
Chapter Four
I spent the remainder of the day doing odd jobs around the house, more to simply pass the time than anything else. I figured by keeping busy, the time would fly, and it did. By six I had showered, shaved, and actually managed to do a little laundry so that I would have more than just a pair of jeans and a white tee shirt to wear over to Maggie's later.
At seven thirty I was getting antsy, and the time was now dragging. I knew that she said they'd be home later, and I could have sworn Maggie had said something about dinner, but at this point, I was starting to wonder if I had heard wrong, or that maybe something else had come up. When the phone rang at eight, I figured it was Maggie calling to beg off from getting together, and had steeled myself for that when I finally answered the phone.
"Hello?"
"Hi Richard...Maggie. We're on our way. Plan on pizza and beer for dinner, we should be there in about twenty. If you'd like, you can let yourself in and wait for us, either way we should be there in a few kiddo."
"Ok Maggie...pizza sounds great."
"Plan on a long night ok?"
I was smiling from ear to ear.
"Gladys and I want to talk to you about something. We decided we should. So we thought pizza might be the best way to go so we can sit and chat for a while without worrying about fixing a big dinner."
Suddenly I wasn't smiling nearly as much as I was a moment ago. In fact, I wasn't all that hungry anymore either. I suddenly had visions of something gone horribly wrong, especially as I could hear Maggie using her "I'm serious about this" tone over the phone.
"I'll be waiting," Was all I said, and then typically of Maggie, the next thing I heard was the dial tone.
As she said they would, I saw the headlights of the car as it pulled into the driveway. Not wanting to appear too anxious, or worse, as apprehensive as I now was, I waited until I had seen them disappear inside the house. Even then I counted down two full minutes before heading out my back door and across the lawn towards Maggie's. I took small satisfaction when I heard the phone ringing, and assumed it was Maggie calling me to let me know they were home. At least she wouldn't think I'd been doing nothing more than standing at the window waiting for them to arrive.
I'd managed to change clothes...twice, while waiting for them. I wasn't sure exactly what to expect, but for some reason I also didn't want to come off trying to look sexy or handsome. I ended up wearing an old football jersey and a pair of cut-off Levis. Now, standing at her back door I knocked, the aroma of the fresh hot pizza greeting me as I did.
"Come in Richard," Maggie called out. "There's cold beer in the fridge, and help yourself to the pizza."
I opened the screen door and walked in. Maggie and Gladys were already sitting down at her small kitchen table drinking beers and eating pizza. Obviously they had decided not to wait on me either. I walked to the fridge, opened it and grabbed a bottle of beer before snagging a couple of slices of pizza and joining them at the table.
"Did you just call me?" I asked nonchalantly.
"No. Why?" Maggie asked.
That caught me off guard as I realized it must have been someone else, though I also thought it was probably a wrong number then as no one except for Maggie ever called me.
"Oh, nothing. I thought I heard my phone ring on my way over here," I replied. Taking a slice of pizza along with a cold beer, I made my way over to her small kitchen table and sat down.
"So, how'd the rest of your day go?" Maggie asked politely.
"Ok I guess," For some reason I felt a sense of foreboding and decided to keep my answers non-committal until I found out what the hell was really going on here.
"You ok?" Maggie asked. "You seem a little distant."
"I'm fine, really. Just sort of wondering what's up?" There...I'd opened the door and hopefully Maggie, or Gladys would step through it.
"Oh...I see," Maggie said finally with a slight smile. "You're worried that maybe I've changed my mind about this morning." Maggie was still smiling, but with a softer understanding smile as she stood up coming over to stand next to me. Hugging me to her briefly, mashing my head against her chest where I felt the softness of her bare breasts through the material of her blouse as I sat, I once again feared that whatever it was they had to tell me, I wasn't going to like it.
"Trust me Richard, it's nothing like that. But Gladys and I felt that we should explain something to you. About Gladys, that's why we decided to talk to you later on today, now. Without any of the 'others' present."
Though I felt slightly relieved, I had merely gone from feeling one emotional concern, to a brand new one. "Ok," I said hesitantly.
"I've told you a little bit about my friend Gladys. But there's a lot you don't know. And she felt like maybe she should tell you before things get any more complicated than they already are."
I switched from looking at Maggie to glancing over towards Gladys. She finished her beer, standing up and heading towards the refrigerator to get another.
"I know Maggie told you that I lost my husband," Gladys began.
I nodded my head 'yes' that she had, but remained silent otherwise allowing her to continue.
"But what you don't know, is the fact that I'm also a lesbian."
I'm sure the look on my face was total and complete surprise. For several reasons obviously. "But...you were married, not that that means anything I guess," I stammered out, confusion clearly etched in my voice. "And this morning, when you...."
"When I reached over and played with you," she finished for me.
Again, I nodded my head 'yes' recalling that, but it merely added to my total lack of understanding as to where all this was headed.
"Let me try and explain it to you." Gladys had opened her second bottle of beer and came back to sit down at the table across from me. I watched as Maggie stood up, grabbed a second bottle for herself, but unlike Gladys had done, she then left the room, disappearing down the hall towards her bedroom, leaving the two of us alone.
"First off, just so you know, Maggie and I aren't lovers. We're best friends, yes, and once in a while, we spend some 'special' time together. You know how this little group of ours got started already, so I won't go into that. But Maggie's a very warm and considerate person, you've certainly learned that much about her already."



I settled back in my chair taking a bite of my cooling pizza, and hopefully conveyed to Gladys in doing that, that I was comfortable, allowing her whatever time she needed or wanted to put her thoughts together and continue without interruption from me.
"I grew up when it simply wasn't tolerable to express my preferred sexual desires, especially in my family. Eventually, I met and then married a man who was aware of my situation, as well as my needs. It wasn't a marriage of convenience either. I truly did love him, and loved the fact that we had children together, which I had always wanted to have too. But, he was aware of my sexual preferences. The reason I'm telling you all this, is because I DON'T want there to be any misunderstandings. And after this morning, I was a little concerned that there might be. And so I told Maggie this, and asked her what she thought I should do. Maggie told me to be up front and honest with you, so that's why we're here now."
"I'm still a little confused though," I responded honestly to her. Though she did smile at that.
"I figured as much. And again, just to try and clarify a few things. I consider myself to be a very sensual woman. And like any woman, I can find sensuality, erotica, in various things. Men included. You know how erotic this morning was, and I was comfortable, with you...with myself. You are, and WILL be for me, hopefully another good friend who will come to know and understand me. Touching you the way I did was just another way for me to share the experience. It doesn't mean your cock aroused me necessarily, and that's what I was worried about afterwards. I have no desire, nor intention to have intercourse with you. And I didn't want you to stumble into that with you thinking that I did. And, I hope you don't take this the way I am sure it's going to sound, but under these very unusual circumstances, I am going to treat you just like one of the girls."
I actually laughed at that, which by the look in Gladys face told me she was relieved that I had. She laughed with me.
"You know what I mean of course," she added. And I did, understanding several things a lot clearer than I had. "And it doesn't mean I don't want you to touch me either," she added reaching across the table, taking my hand in hers as she said that. That did throw me a little bit of a curve, and I'm sure the mixed signals I was now feeling by the look on my face were obvious.
"We ALL touch Richard, some of us may do more perhaps, especially now that you've joined us. The only one of us here that even considers herself a lesbian is me. Even the other women don't consider themselves even bi-sexual, even though they're comfortable having another woman play with them. So unless you have a problem, which I hope you're willing to tell me about now, then I want you to know I have no problems touching, or being touched by you, within certain limitations."
I took another long pull on my beer, emptying it before replying. "I think I understand Gladys. No commitments, its just harmless good old fashioned fun is what you're telling me."
"Exactly. But like I said, I won't have intercourse with you, and I'm fairly certain I won't be going down on you either. Naturally, I wouldn't expect you to do anything like that to me either. But time to time, as the situation might present itself, I would enjoy sharing things with you that we're enjoying together, and if touching you is apart of that, then I would hope you would be ok with it, as I would be with your touching me in a similar way."
"Gladys, now that you've told me all this, I completely understand. And don't worry...I would never approach you, or want to make you feel uncomfortable in anyway. Like Maggie told me, 'No thanks' is sufficient, without going into the reasons behind it, so actually, you really didn't need to explain any of this to me either."
Gladys seemed considerably relieved. "I'm glad you feel that way, but I wanted to. I wanted you to know who I am, and more importantly, just what exactly my relationship with Maggie is."
"And what relationship might that be?" Maggie said coming back into the kitchen area.
Maggie was dressed for bed, and by that I mean, not to turn in and go to sleep. She was wearing a bright red satin bra with cutouts that allowed both of her dark, very erect nipples to poke easily through. A matching pair of crotch-less panties completed the ensemble, and she quickly came over to stand between us.
"Now that all the formalities are out of the way, I thought we should spend the rest of the evening enjoying ourselves," Maggie finished saying. She offered up one of her breasts for me to suckle, which I immediately did. Likewise, Gladys scooted her chair over and immediately began licking and sucking the other one as we sat side by side playing with Maggie's marvelous breasts.
Though Maggie was standing, she had placed her feet slightly a part. I sensed, then saw as Gladys continued licking her nipple, that she was also now reaching over and up to begin toying with Maggie's slit.
"There's plenty of room for you both Richard," I heard Maggie tell me. And then I was reaching over, brushing my hand against Gladys as I did, finding the heat and warmth of Maggie's pussy awaiting my fingers as Gladys and I finger-fucked Maggie's sopping wet pussy simultaneously.
Frankly, it was extremely arousing and more than just a little wild by my way of thinking. Once again, it was something I had never personally experienced, or ever expected to, and doing this now, fingering a woman right along side another woman who was doing the same exact thing, soon had me as aroused and as hard as I had ever been.
"Lets all move into the bedroom," Maggie managed to say, breathless from all the pleasure we were been bringing her.
I'd seen Maggie's bed previously of course, and had commented on the incredible size of it then. It was huge! The moment Gladys had entered the room she immediately began to strip off her clothing. Although we'd had our little discussion, now that I was fully aware of who she was, I felt a bit self-conscious about my being a man for one, and secondly, about being naked in front of her. Even though I already had been, and hadn't thought a single thing about it at the time. I'm fairly certain Gladys saw my hesitation, and even maybe some look on my face that told her I was struggling with my emotions.
"Come lie next to Maggie," Gladys said. "I want to play with both of you." Maybe she'd said that to allay my fears, maybe not. I hoped she wasn't doing anything she didn't want to simply out of a concern for not wanting to hurt my feelings either. But as I promptly took up a place on Maggie's side, Gladys came up and straddled both of us, sitting down on our extended legs as we lay there together.
The softness of Gladys pussy resting against my leg was interesting too. And while she began to softly toy and tease both of us with her hands and fingers, I felt her slowly rotating and pressing herself against us. With Maggie's breasts so close, it was an additional treat for me to be able to lean over slightly and continue to play with them. I loved the feeling of lightly rubbing and caressing those incredibly erect nipples. From time to time, I stuck a finger in my mouth to gather some moisture, using it to lubricate her tits with to keep them from being rubbed raw.
"Here, use this." Gladys drew her finger down between her legs gathering some of her own slick juice, applying it to each of Maggie's taut nipples. The hot musky smell of Gladys's pussy juice was intoxicating. Using it to stimulate and tease Maggie's nipples with was a pleasant surprise. To my utter and complete amazement, Gladys had squeezed my prick producing a considerable amount pre-cum, which she quickly scooped off, applying my substance to her own nipples.
She saw me looking at her and grinned. "You've got considerably more of this fun-feeling stuff than I do at the moment, and besides, I always did enjoy the way it feels!"
I watched her as she sat caressing her breasts, something that was turning me on all the more even as I continued toying and playing with Maggie's in a much similar fashion.
"Be my guest," I responded. To which Gladys squeezed me once again, producing even more of the oily-like lubrication. Only this time, she placed her slick finger against her clit, gently coating that pink pearl with my essence, all the while looking at me with the sultriest, sexy look I'd ever seen!
With a wink, Gladys began to scoot down on the bed. I knew almost immediately what it was she was about to do. Sliding over slightly as she now bent over and began sucking and kissing Maggie's luscious looking breasts. Gladys had comfortably settled in between Maggie's legs, now lifting them bent at the knee, and provided Gladys's lips and tongue unrestricted access to her sweet wet cunt.
Eventually I moved over and around Maggie so that her head was resting comfortably in my lap. The change in position afforded me a tantalizing view as Gladys went down on her. Seeing her as she licked her friend, watching her as she slowly tongued, tickled, kissed, licked and sucked Maggie's clit was mind-blowing to say the least. And another advantage I had and enjoyed, was being able to reach down and continue to massage and caress both of Maggie's breasts while she did.
"Oh yes! Right there.... right there Gladys, just like that!" Maggie nearly screamed, and I could feel Maggie tense up beneath me as Gladys turned her full attention to bringing Maggie as much pleasure and ecstasy as she could stand.
Maggie reached up behind herself and sought out my almost painfully hard erection. Placing her hand around me, she toyed with it in just such a way, letting me know what she herself was experiencing as Gladys tongue worked it's magic on her clit. When it was obvious that Maggie was approaching orgasm, she began to tell me what to do to her nipples. Hearing that, Gladys took cue from her, ravaging her pussy with her tongue with even harder flicks upon her clit.
"Oh please, pull them, pull them hard! Stretch them up and hold them there, and keep rolling them with your fingers when I cum!" Maggie instructed just as I felt the first shudder of her body as she went into spastic-pussy gushing release.
Obviously Gladys knew what she was doing, and needed no such instruction. I on the other hand was delighted for it, as hearing her cries of pleasure and ongoing urgency to keep pulling on her tits was all a part of the incredibly sensual and erotic experience.
When Maggie had regained her senses, she looked up at Gladys who was still lying between her legs gently kissing and enjoying the abundance of nectar that Maggie had provided for her. "Your turn," she said wickedly.
I still wasn't sure of how I was to interact with Gladys, if at all here, so I used the excuse that I had to pee to get up and go into the bathroom. By the time I returned, Gladys was lying where Maggie had been, comfortably settled down on the bed between her legs, lovingly running her tongue and lips up and down the widely displayed furrow of her sex.
I simply stood there drinking all this in. My cock was as hard as a rock, having watched Gladys pleasuring Maggie, and now, Maggie doing the same thing to Gladys. Again I wondered if my being here was appropriate under the circumstances, as the intimacy they were sharing seemed almost private. I considered that my being here was almost an intrusion into their relationship, no matter what they chose to call it.
"Come here," Gladys said when she saw me standing there. "Do to me what you were doing with Maggie. That looked nice, and I want to feel the same things."
Slipping onto the bed, I positioned myself so that Gladys was resting her head against me. Though her breasts were considerably smaller than Maggie's, the feel of them in my hands as I began to massage and caress them both was incredibly sweet. Her stiff little nipples seemed to respond to the gentle caress's I was giving them, becoming twin little rock hard points of desire as I thumbed them gently, eliciting soft moans from Gladys while caressing them.
"Oh, oh, OH!" Gladys moaned softly. She had wrapped one of her legs around Maggie's back as Maggie continued to gently chew, lapping at her slit. I was lightly rolling and flicking her taut nipples, alternating the teasing way I was playing with them. Between us, Maggie and I were strumming the strings to Gladys hot little instrument in perfect harmony with one another.
As Gladys began to approach orgasm, she began undulating in a rhythmic wave with a slow up and down motion of her hips, meeting Maggie's oral assault on her pussy. Holding on more than anything else as her gyrations gradually became more animated, she began thrusting herself against Maggie's face in an obvious effort to achieve her release. When Gladys came, it was like watching her do so in slow motion. One moment she was thrashing, gyrating wildly. The next, she was arching her back, lifting her cunt into the air and allowing herself to become impaled on Maggie's tongue. I watched Maggie suck her clit, pulling it into her mouth, holding it there. Almost entirely motionless now, Gladys just seemed to hover, suspended in the air, no sound forthcoming as she stretched suspended like a bridge about to collapse, and then...she did!
Gladys began to shake and quiver in a series of gradually increasing pulsations that appeared to begin from the tip of her toes, running along her body to the top of her head. It was fascinating to watch as her toes curled, her thighs clenching together tightly, locking Maggie in a vice-like grip as she squeezed them together. Likewise, her hands and fingers stretched, balled into a fist, and then stretched outward once again as though she was reaching out towards the climax that was consuming her, enveloping her completely, which of course it was.
I had continued holding her nipples, not quite pulling on them as hard as I had done with Maggie's, but as her orgasm soared through her very being, her hands came up automatically brushing my hands away from her. Obviously the sensation was too much, her nipples had become too sensitive to allow any further pleasuring without becoming painful and ruining the intensity she was enjoying.
Obviously Maggie was long experienced at knowing what to do, and when to stop doing it. She had sat by this time, and I watched as she gingerly stroked Gladys pleasure center with a light feathery touch, petting her outer lips, caressing them in a gradual way that soothed rather than stroked the passion that Gladys had enjoyed with her. We remained like this for a considerable amount of time, me simply holding Gladys. Maggie barely touching now, but continuing to pet her softly, slowly until Gladys finally stirred, awakening from her revere of bliss and ecstasy.
As strange as it may sound, I could have gone home at that point just as satisfied with all that had happened without having experienced an orgasm myself. In a way, I had. I'd somehow shared experiencing Maggie and Gladys's climaxes, which had satisfied me in ways that I couldn't have explained to anyone. It was a strange feeling, as I now felt more apart of Maggie than I ever had before. I wasn't sure what to call what I felt, or even how to express it if I could. But I was more content and happy at that moment than I had been in a very, very long time.
By this time Maggie and Gladys had snuggled, positioning me between them. We lay together in this fashion for the better part of an hour, just basking in the closeness of our bodies, listening to the soft gentle breathing as we each relaxed and enjoyed the afterglow of passion and that soft gentle numbness that sets in afterwards. Even my erection had subsided. I was as flaccid as I would have been had I climaxed earlier. I felt Maggie's hand stroking me in a casual way, familiar in a sense without the expectation of urgency or demand.
"I think you lost your stiffy," Maggie purred, waggling my limp cock back and forth like a soft rubber hose.
"That's ok, I don't care. I still feel really, really good."
"Not good enough," Maggie stated matter of factly. In the next instant, she was slowly sliding down the bed. Seconds later, she was on her side where she was easily able to sit, beginning to lick and gently suck-nip at the head of my cock.
"Make room," Gladys said from out of no-where. Even Maggie looked up with surprise etched in her face.
"I thought you said..." I began, stopping mid-sentence starting over instead. "Gladys, really you don't have to do anything I'm..."
"Richard, you seem to have forgotten something. Besides being a lesbian, I am also a woman. And as such, I am also entitled to change my mind about things, especially after having gotten to know, and trust you a little more."
"Well I must say you still managed to surprise me!" Maggie quipped. "I'm fairly certain you said you'd never even done anything like this with your husband!"
Gladys had settled herself so that she was easily able to do what Maggie had suddenly quit doing. "Actually, I'm just going to pretend it's a really big clit." Her comment caused as both to laugh, though I soon stopped laughing as I felt Gladys's tongue gingerly reach out, licking me.
"A REALLY, REALLY big clit!" she said laughing herself momentarily, and then both Gladys as well as Maggie began to fence one another with their tongues, delighting me simultaneously in the process.
I had never experienced or ever felt the sensation of two women licking and alternately taking turns sucking me. So it wasn't any surprise after all the previous stimulation and excitement that we'd shared together, that the first signs of my impending release and need surfaced long before I expected them too. Maggie certainly knew what was coming, but I felt it appropriate to warn Gladys as the last thing I wanted to do was subject her to any unpleasant surprises.
"Come on my titties Richard," Maggie said coaxing me to do so. Which didn't need a whole lot of consideration on my part either. Providing me an incredible target to visualize and enjoy, Gladys continued a very marvelous stroking of my prick as the juice in my balls boiled and churned until it had decided that there was no place to go but up...and out.
We all watched the first geyser erupt in a long thin spray of fluid that arched high into the air and missed Maggie's breasts entirely. She was laughing however, redirecting Gladys to 'aim' a little more carefully for the next one, which she did by simply pointing the head of my penis directly at the deep V of Maggie's cleavage.
I was soon covering the slopes of her breasts, as well as that deep tantalizing crevice she created as she pressed her breasts together for me. Spurt after delicious feeling spurt flew from my prick to bathe her in a copious amount of fluid that seemed to have no beginning and no end to it. I was surprised at the amount of sperm in fact, and even as it continued, as my toes curled and turned inside out, I wondered how it was possible to produce this much cum.
When I was finished, Maggie's breasts were covered in pools, if not rivers of my cream. She had already begun to spread the thick sticky substance over and around her breasts so that soon they were completely covered. Gladys took over for Maggie, beginning to massage her friend's breasts, rubbing in the natural body lotion until her skin had absorbed most, if not all of it.
Once again we all collapsed onto the bed, and slept. I had never before spent the entire night with Maggie, always going home afterwards. But tonight, though there had been no invitation to stay, it had been a wordless request to do so as Maggie curled comfortably against me from behind. I in turn spooning with Gladys as she pressed herself warmly and cozily back against me, my once again limp prick nesting happily within the crevice of her soft rounded ass.



In the morning, I awoke to the feel of Maggie beginning to straddle my morning hard-on. Which was certainly a marvelous way to wake up and begin the day. Gladys was watching as she turned over to see us, casually reaching down between her legs to begin stroking herself. Maggie and I began the slow sensual dance of prick and pussy, coming together in a perfectly choreographed, beautifully orchestrated song of pleasure and early morning rapture.
Afterwards, we all took a nice hot shower together, washing one another and enjoying the simplicity of being together without further need or even desire to do more.
Maggie as usual had her Sunday routine, places to go, people to see, things to do. Gladys had left shortly before I did, and I spent the rest of my afternoon being lazy, watching football. Soon after taking a nice long comfortable nap on the couch. We'd discussed briefly before my leaving as to whose turn it would, or should be to stimulate April at the next week's get-together, since she would be the one sharing something with the group. As she had previously expressed her desire to do "something" with me, both Gladys and Maggie quickly agreed that I should surprise her just before she began, and thus be the one to be her stimulus.
I couldn't believe the incredible time I was having and experiencing with these women. In all the years of my growing up, chasing around and hoping against hope just for an occasional feel of a tittie when I was in high school. Here I was now with access to more pussy than any man had a right to. But even more importantly, I felt extremely honored to have been invited into this very special group of women, who were all now my dearest of friends.
I had a long and busy day at work on Monday, so I arrived home late. All the lights were off at Maggie's though her car was in the driveway, so I knew that she was home. I really hadn't planned on seeing her anyway, she had said nothing to me to indicate that we would see or do anything; even so, it felt strange not seeing her at least.
I fixed a light dinner, watched a half hour of TV until I grew so bored I could hardly stand it. The clock showed it was just a little past 10:00, and I knew that there wasn't anyway I'd be able to go to bed and sleep as restless as I was. My thoughts turned to Maggie. I wondered if she was asleep, picturing her in her enormous bed. Then I pictured her naked as she slept. But that soon changed to picturing her naked, playing with her self, and then...I wondered.
The 'naughty' boy in me suddenly took over. And like a young teenager, I was once again feeling mischievous and more than a little daring. I didn't exactly put on black clothes and a dark ski mask, but as there was enough moonlight to allow people to see things moving about, I did wear dark clothing of a sort, without wanting to appear as though I was skulking about the neighborhood.
Turning off my porch light, I left the house from my back door and jumped the small little fence into Maggie's yard. I quickly passed by her backdoor and peered in, but again saw no lighting coming from inside the house. I then slipped around the backside of the house to the opposite side of her house from mine, where her bedroom was. Sure enough, there was a light on coming from her bedroom window; though I also saw her shutters were down. Even so, I crept over to the window to see if there was anything I could see in the event that Maggie was still really up and not just lying there with her light on actually asleep.
Looking closely, there were a few gaps in the blinds, enough so that I was finally able to peer in and locate her on the bed. She was reading a book. "So much for that idea," I thought silently to myself.
I was about to turn around and head for home when suddenly an idea struck me. "Turn about's fair play," I said aloud this time, though quietly so that no one would have heard. I quickly glanced about so as to ensure that no one would be able to see me. The last thing I wanted to do was have someone calling the police and getting arrested for indecent exposure, or worse, dragging Maggie into anything. When I was confident I wouldn't be seen, I quickly removed all my clothing and stroked my self momentarily to ensure I would have a nice hard erection. Once I'd done that, I lightly rapped on Maggie's bedroom window, stepping back.
Less than a moment or two later, I saw the blinds pulled a part, and knew that Maggie was peering out towards me. They closed again however, and I wondered briefly if she had even seen me. Then her bedroom light went out. A moment after that, I saw her blinds being pulled up until they were open, and Maggie stepped to the window. It was difficult to see her because of the darkness of the room and I stepped a little closer towards her until I could make her out, seeing when I did that she too was as naked as I was.
We couldn't hear one another of course, but in the eerie silence of the night, I stood there jerking off, hoping she was enjoying it as much as I enjoyed doing it. Not for myself, but for her. I couldn't tell if she was, it was simply too dark. But as I had seen her wearing that all too familiar nightgown as she read, knowing when I saw her faint outline that she was naked, could only assume from that, that she was too.
I also couldn't gage her pleasure to mine, so I didn't even try. And as I was nervous from being outside, still subject to someone getting up perhaps and glancing out a window, I didn't delay the orgasm when it came, simply allowing it, enjoying the pleasure and the danger of the moment. As my orgasm began, I allowed the ribbons of sperm to shoot, disappearing into the darkness of the night. I doubt that Maggie could even see them, but as my knee's buckled slightly, as I slowed my stroking, I am sure that somehow she knew. And then just like that, I stepped back into the darkness where I had deposited my clothing and quickly dressed. When I came back within view of the window, the blinds were closed though the lights had remained off. I could only wonder what Maggie was doing, if anything in the darkness of her bedroom.
On Tuesday, I managed to arrive home earlier than expected. I had been hoping on the drive home that perhaps Maggie and I might have dinner together, or perhaps catch a movie. As I passed her place just moments before turning into my own driveway, I glanced over and saw that her car wasn't there. Somewhat disappointed, I could only hope that she wouldn't be out for the entire evening.
I'd just managed to change clothes and was standing in the open door of my refrigerator trying to decide what to fix for dinner when the phone rang. Very few people had my number, and as I'd already spoken with my mother the evening before, I wasn't expecting a call from her. And though I hadn't glanced out the window to see if she was home, I could only assume that it had to be Maggie. My thoughts immediately hoping that she was calling with some plan of getting together.
"Hi Maggie!" I said enthusiastically, fully expecting to hear her voice on the other end of the line.
All I heard was momentary silence however, and then a voice I was all too familiar with. "Who's Maggie?" My ex-wife asked
"Not that it's any of your business, but Maggie's my next door neighbor," I shot back at her defensively. And then realizing my irritation, knowing the source of it, I added, "What are you calling me for anyway Andrea?"
The tone in my ex-wife's voice changed from suspicion and irritation in an instant. Suddenly she was speaking in that sweet sexy way she used to do when we'd first met.
"With it being your birthday next week, I was wondering if you were coming home to visit your parents?" she asked just a little too sweetly.
I'd forgotten all about my birthday being on Saturday. "No. I wasn't planning on it why?"
There was another brief pause. I could tell that Andrea was upset and trying very hard to maintain her composure. "I was hoping that you would be, I thought that maybe I could take you out to dinner or something."
"Why would you want to do that? We're divorced, remember?" Again, there was another long pause. I wasn't sure if she was biting her tongue to keep from yelling at me, or actually on the verge of tears. With Andrea, it could have been both or neither.
"Is the reason you're not coming home because you are seeing someone?" she asked pointedly.
Now it was my turn to take a moment. "Just what the hell is she up to?" I asked myself. "Aren't you still seeing Roger?" I asked back without answering her question. Roger was the guy that Andrea had had an affair with shortly before we officially separated.
"No," she said simply without explanation.
Only then did I answer her. "No, I'm not seeing anyone." Point being that I wasn't really. I hadn't even considered dating, nor did I really want to. I certainly wasn't looking for anyone to get involved with again, at least not now anyway. And secondly, I was having too much fun as it was. But I wasn't about to explain any of that to Andrea either.
"Andrea?" I began, taking a breath, steadying myself. "What's the REAL reason you're calling me?"
"Like I said, just in case you weren't coming home, I wanted to know so I could at least wish you a Happy Birthday."
"It's not until next Saturday."
"I know."
"Andrea?"
"And because I think we really should talk Richard. I'm not so sure that our getting a divorce was the right thing."
There...she'd finally said it. And though I was delighted to actually hear her say it, it was too late. "Andrea, we've been through all this."
"I know, I know. It's just that I think we should maybe give things another try. Or at least talk about it a little more."
I saw Maggie walk up to my porch; she was about to knock when I waved her inside. Turning I didn't exactly cover the phone or even lower my voice. But I didn't want to make Maggie feel like she was a part of my problems either.
"I don't think that's a very good idea Andrea. We've already tried all that, and now that our divorce is final, I think it's best kept that way."
"Well, in case you change your mind and want to talk about it, you have my number." The old "I'm pissed at you" tone was back in her voice again. That was the Andrea I remembered. And I'm glad she did that actually. Though I would never have told her, I WAS starting to have a few minor doubts that maybe we should at least talk. But hearing her revert back to her old self again, reminded me why we never really got along anyway. "Well, in case I don't see you, or talk to you again, Happy Birthday Richard."
"Thank you Andrea."
"Goodnight."
"Goodnight Andrea," I said, trying to maintain as cool a voice as I possibly could.
Hanging up the phone I turned back around grinning sheepishly at Maggie. She was sitting on one of my kitchen chairs patiently waiting for me to tell her what was up.
"The Ex".
"I gathered," Maggie replied smiling.
"She called to wish me a Happy Birthday."
"Today your birthday?" Maggie questioned with a surprised look.
"No...not today, Saturday."
"Oh. But she called you tonight, to wish you a Happy Birthday for Saturday."
I felt my face redden just a little. "Yeah, that does sound sorta lame doesn't it?"
"Sorta? Sounds to me like she wants you back Richard. Is that more along the lines of what she was really trying to tell you?"
I finally sat down and told Maggie the whole sordid little story. Andrea's ongoing affair, which I could have dealt with if she hadn't thrown it in my face that he was a far better lover than I was. And worse, that he had also been the best man at our wedding.
"You're not going home are you?" Maggie questioned.
"Are you kidding? And miss Saturday? No way!"
Maggie laughed at that and stood up. "Glad to hear it. By the way, I stopped over to see if you were interested in seeing a movie?"
I glanced at the clock, it was late. Ah sure, I guess...which one?"
She smiled wickedly. And suddenly it wasn't 'that' late. "It's a new one, even I haven't seen it yet. Supposed to be a really wild orgy. Interested?"
I looked down at my crotch. Already I was starting to get hard.
Maggie looked at my crotch too. "Yes, I guess you are at that," she said, and then winked.
"By the way...Happy Birthday Richard."
I looked at her with a confused expression. "But it's not until Saturday."
"I know."
Maggie and I made love that night. It was different than it had been. Everything was still wildly erotic and sexy as hell. As Maggie always was whenever we were together. But for some reason, we made love differently than we had before. It was slow, soft...and seemed to go on forever. Whenever either one of us even got close to cumming, we stopped. Sometimes simply changing positions was enough, and then we were right back at it again. Maggie loved to fuck doggy-style, and so we had started out that way. But I had never really been very good at it, and not because I didn't know what I was doing, but because it almost felt TOO good. Inevitably I'd end up climaxing far sooner than I would have liked. Andrea liked it that way too, most likely it was the main reason she thought I was such a lousy lover.
Maggie had sensed my weakness when we had begun that way. And though she had told me it was her favorite way to fuck, I had tried my very best to hang on and bring her as much pleasure as I could before exploding.
"Lets change positions," she'd said. And almost thankfully I pulled out of that "feels to fucking good" pussy of hers. Maggie had me lie down on the bed, climbing on top of me. She slid me into her almost immediately, and I expected her to begin fucking me right away. But she didn't. Maggie simply sat there looking at me without moving. So I did.
"No. Don't. Don't move, just relax, enjoy the feel of me.... that's all, nothing more."
And so, we sat there like that, unmoving. Just looking at one another, smiling.
"You CAN play with my tits you know Richard. They're begging for attention." So I did that. And forgot all about my penis, and the fact it had been on the brink of exploding inside of her only a few moments ago.
I loved playing with Maggie's tits anyway, and she loved having them played with. And being in this position was one of MY favorites, as I could not only do that, but enjoy the view of them too. That and still feel a nice warm pussy surrounding my cock. Which Maggie finally decided it was time to remind me of.
"Oh Maggie! That feels so good!" "How good?"
"Damn good!" I told her.
"Oh come on Richard, you can do better than that!" She slid herself up and down my prick twice, slowly.
"Fucking good!" I answered getting into this. Maggie slid up and down three times this time before stopping.
"How good?"
"Fucking...fucking good!"
"Yes, yes it does."
We fucked like that for a short while longer until once again I felt the urge for release build deeply inside my balls.
"Turn over Richard."
"What?" I asked, a bit confused.
"I said...turn over."
I soon did that, and now lie on my stomach on the bed. Maggie once again straddled me, but this time she had positioned herself over my ass. In the next instant, I felt Maggie slowly sliding herself, side to side, back and forth, up and down, actually humping my ass.
The feel of that incredibly wet pussy as she moved against me was perhaps one of the most stimulating and weirdest experiences I'd ever felt before. In a sense, she was fucking me doggy-style, and short of actually sticking a prick in my ass or something, she was. Even then, she finally did reach down and slip the tip of her finger inside my ass before continuing to work her pussy against me.
After a few more minutes of this, Maggie slid off of me. "You ready to go again?" she asked. The urge to cum had passed, at least for the moment anyway, and so we slipped into a nice side-by-side position that allowed us both the freedom of movement, as well as the ability to stop or slow down however the mood struck us.
"Go as hard, or as slow as you want. Enjoy it, but not too much," Maggie cautioned me. And so we did, alternating tempo, speed...sometimes stopping all together just so we could each catch our breath, or so that I at least, could allow that urge to cum way too soon, die away.
We went back to me on the bottom her on top again, but this time facing away, and now giving me a lovely view of that almost perfect ass as my cock slid in and out of her. We sat up together, and fucked that way. It was more awkward, allowing less freedom of movement, but it helped me to control and overcome the urge, as well as allowing me to once again reach around her and play with those magnificent breasts again.
By the time we had gone full circle, and I was once again positioned behind her, I had somehow managed to overcome the urge to come too quickly. Maggie and I slow-fucked in that position for a hell of a lot longer than I had been able to do, ever before! Sliding in and out of that tight slick pussy would have normally caused me to ejaculate wads of cum before I was able to even think about stopping. Now, I simply enjoyed the feeling of her pussy, really and truly enjoying the sensations and experience without constantly worrying about my nuts imploding.
I also enjoyed being able to reach around and gently tickle and delight her clitoris while we fucked like that too. Sometimes I rubbed her, sometimes she rubbed herself, and sometimes, we rubbed her together, all the while slowly and softly fucking like that until the sweetness grew in both of us. And to the surprise of both of us, we came together, perfectly.
The rest of the week slowly dragged. Maggie and I were able to spend very little time together after that, due to previous commitments, her schedule, my job etc. Saturday was my day to host though, and I was looking forward to it for more than one reason. As I said, I was excited to be the one to surprise April when she began to 'share' with the group. But secondly, it really was my Birthday, and I couldn't think of a better Birthday gift than to spend it with all of my newfound friends, especially Maggie.
Even though I was hosting this little gathering, Maggie took charge and greeted everyone at the door. I had made pastries though, which I enjoyed doing, and especially walking around letting everyone try one. I was wearing a silk Japanese Kimono, which was fairly short anyway, and occasionally while walking about, or bending over, my cock would appear. I loved the fact that all of us were now very comfortable being around one another, so it wasn't unexpected, or a surprise if someone reached beneath my robe and gave my prick a nice friendly squeeze 'hello'.
I paid particular attention to April this morning too. It was her turn to share a fantasy or an experience, which everyone knew of course, but what April didn't know yet, was that I had been asked to be the one to stimulate and excite her while she did.
As usual, I was happy to see everyone, but even Gladys went out of her way to come over and give me a friendly hug and a kiss. "How's that enormous clit of yours doing anyway?" she teased.
I laughed at her joke and told her anytime she wanted to go clit to clit; all she had to do was ask. She laughed in return, but waggled her finger at me and responded. "Sure, and then the next thing I know, it would suddenly turn into a cock and end up some place inside me. No thanks.... I think I'll pass. But...I wouldn't mind feeling that tongue of yours again later."
Gladys walked off to chat with Joanne who had just come from the bathroom. Even Joanne had seemingly gone through a bit of a metamorphosis in the short time I'd known her, she still went to the bathroom, but now it was only to change or actually pee. Joanne came out into the living room of my home. She was wearing a rather sexy looking sarong that she had wrapped around her waist, but her breasts were totally revealed. It was nice actually seeing her comfortable enough to walk around like this now, even Janice wasn't quite as relaxed yet as Joanne was, still preferring to wear something, even if it didn't leave anything to the imagination. And Janice was wearing a bright red body stocking today that had a cutout opening in the crotch, and pull-down pockets over each breast for easy access to them. April on the other hand had opted to start off totally naked. No big surprise as she was today's opening act. She was wearing a floor-length robe at the moment though, so her charms were totally concealed at the present.



Maggie was wearing her bathrobe too, though hers was far shorter and one that barely covered her ass. She was also wearing the belt tied very loosely in front which allowed periodic teasing glimpses of those titillating mammaries that jiggled slightly whenever she moved suddenly or bent over to straighten up one thing or another. Something that Maggie seemed to be constantly doing.
Though my living room was fairly spacious for the size of my house, I had very little furniture to speak of. I had one couch, which was more of a love seat than a couch really, and was barely able to fit two people. It was perfect of course for the type of entertaining I was doing, and I looked forward to actually seeing it in use. I had an easy chair that reclined, but though it made for comfortable sitting when watching TV, I wasn't sure if it would be very practical in this kind of an environment. There was only one other chair, and it really wasn't even that. I had an enormous blow up chair that I'd purchased from a TV add, figuring that it would be easy to stow away, and handy to have whenever I had company. Though at the time I had purchased it, I certainly hadn't planned on experiencing this kind of get-together.
I was glad that Maggie lived as close as she did, as she and I had carted over all the giant sized throw pillows that she used whenever she was hosting. So at least we had those to toss about the floor and let everyone else have something at least to sit, or lie down on.
We were still waiting on Shirley to arrive when the phone rang. "Uh oh," I thought, Shirley's either going to be late, or she won't be coming."
Maggie was closer to the phone than I was. "I'll get it she said." Once again, Maggie being Maggie, and though I probably wouldn't have answered her phone without being asked to, I rather enjoyed Maggie's familiarity and easy-going nature.
"Thanks!" I gratefully acknowledged as Maggie headed in to answer the kitchen phone.
A few minutes later Maggie came back out of the kitchen. I was just about to ask her who it was when the doorbell rang. Someone else got to the door before I did though, and I was pleased though a little surprised to see that it was Shirley.
"Sorry I'm late. I had to stop at the store for fresh batteries!" she stated, and then held up a slim, bright purple vibrator that she turned on, allowing it to wobble almost violently in her hand.
Everyone laughed of course and I turned back around towards Maggie and held my hand up to my ear as though I was using the phone. Maggie smiled and mouthed the words "Wrong Number" to me from across the room.
Now that Shirley was finally here, the party could get under way. She spent a few extra minutes chatting off to one side with Maggie and Gladys, and then as everyone was anxious to get started, simply stripped off her clothing, folding them into a neat pile, which she placed upon the floor.
Meanwhile April was hovering like nervous butterfly about the room, anxious for things to begin. Not only in wanting to share whatever it was she was going to, but anxiously curious as to who her stimulation partner was going to be today. Maggie finally called things to order more or less, and directed everyone to find a place to sit and get comfortable. I stood off to one side, and momentarily waited until Maggie indicated for me to walk over and lie down in the middle of the floor amongst the pillows. I glanced over towards April and saw her face light up with both pleasure and surprise when she now realized who her fantasy partner was going to be.
I slipped off my Kimono, and at Maggie's instructions had moments ago already unrolled and slipped on a lubricated condom.
"Here," Maggie said, walking over and unwrapping the package on a second one. "Lets put another one on you. It will add that much more protection for one thing, but for another, it will help to desensitize you even more and make you last considerably longer too."
I lay down amongst the pillows and allowed Maggie to roll the second condom over my already covered shaft. Once again I looked towards April and saw the look of relief on her face as Maggie finished preparing me. Maggie then indicated for her to come over to where I was lying, informing her that she was to sit astride my cock while she shared her story with everyone.
Although the condoms were lubricated, it wasn't all that necessary as April was so wet. I saw her pussy lips already glistening with moisture as she swung one leg over my torso to straddle me and slowly lowered down onto my prick.
Maggie was right, the second condom provided me with a hell of a lot less stimulation. A point I had mixed feelings over of course. But, the goal wasn't for myself to feel good at the moment, but for me to make April feel good and enhance the story telling.
I lay perfectly still for the most part as April began, she started out by sharing her wickedest fantasy, something she'd always had fun thinking about, but never ever really doing. As she started her story, I felt her pussy tighten, quivering about me with excitement and anticipation of what was actually taking place. The fact she had another man's cock inside of her for the first time was a fantasy come true all by itself. But now, experiencing that and also sharing something else she'd kept hidden from anyone's knowing was a double pleasure for her.
"I've had this fantasy for a very long, long time. I've often masturbated while thinking about it, thinking about how naughty I would feel, and how exciting it would be to actually do it. But of course...I never had, nor thought I ever would until last week!"
There was a resounding gasp from nearly everyone there, including Maggie. April was normally very reserved, and though she had shared fantasies and desires with this group of women before, they were often tame in comparison with everyone else's. The fact that she'd actually acted out something was wild enough, let alone not even knowing yet what it was she'd done.
"I drove to a nearby hotel and checked in under a different name. From there, I called a limousine service and ensured that I would have a 'young' chauffer, which was a major part of my fantasy. When I was informed that my request would be honored, I dressed appropriately for my ride, which consisted of nothing more than a pair of stockings and garters, and a long coat. Nothing else."
Again there were several audible groans of surprised pleasure being heard, and as I glanced about the room, several women were already unabashedly toying and playing with themselves. In particular, Maggie, who was lying on her side on the floor amongst the cushions with one leg bent at the knee, her hand already busily twirling her clit as she lay there watching and listening.
April was moving almost so slowly that I barely felt her as she slid up and down my prick, sometimes stopping altogether in order to continue her story. I would then thrust up into her, reminding her that I was there, but also in an effort to do what it was I was supposed to do to, and that was to stimulate her while she stimulated all of us with her telling.
"He picked me up in front of the hotel, held open my door for me, and as I slid inside the car, I made sure that the front of my coat opened revealing to him that I wasn't wearing anything underneath. I saw him do a double take as he had hardly noticed me when I first climbed in. When I was fairly sure he had seen what he'd seen, I pulled my coat closed and simply smiled at him when he looked in at me the second time. As I hoped, he got in and started the car and pulled away from the curb, adjusting the rear-view mirror before asking me where it was that I wanted him to take me. I told him to take me across the Coronado Bay Bridge, and that we'd go from there, dependent upon how things went. Once again I opened my coat and revealed the fact that I was indeed naked beneath it. He was now easily able to see my breasts, and watched me as I played with them, making each of my nipples grow incredibly stiff and hard, which wasn't very difficult to do in the first place."
Joanne of all people was sitting on the small little loveseat next to Gladys. I was clearly able to see them from my vantage point as they reached across one another and fondled one another's breasts, occasionally reaching down to pet and caress one another's cunts too. Shirley had taken her seat in my lounge chair, though she hadn't made it go back. Janice was sitting on the floor in front of her, using a large pink vibrator on and in her pussy, while Shirley reached over her from behind and caressed and massaged Janice's breasts. "As we started over the bridge, I again saw him adjust the mirror so that he was no longer looking at my face, which isn't where I wanted him to be looking in the first place. He adjusted it so that my breasts and pussy would be clearly in view in stead. I finally took off the coat completely, and now sat there in only my stockings and garters and allowed him a really good look at me, and what I was doing. I began inserting first one finger, then two, and finally three, all the while with him glancing back and forth from the highway to the backseat as I continued to masturbate."
It was now obvious that April was having difficulty relating her story. She had to stop periodically, trying to concentrate and recall for everyone who was still breathlessly listening, what was going to happen next.
"By the time we crossed the bridge into San Diego, I had already climaxed, and made sure that he heard me very clearly. Rather than asking me 'where to' or something along those lines, he smiled at me and asked instead, 'what next miss?' That's when I told him to find a secluded section of beach some place in a parking lot away from everyone else if possible. But if not, that was ok too as all the windows were darkly tinted of course. He finally found a spot, angling the limo so that it took up at least three parking spaces, and effectively warning off anyone else from parking too close to us. After he'd done that, I invited him into the back with me, though I told him I wouldn't fuck him...or suck him. I did tell him I would either jerk him off while he did me, or.... that I'd be just as happy watching him jerk off while I did myself again. He opted for playing with me while I played with him, which was fine too. And so...we did!"
April had her Chauffer drive her back to the Hotel shortly after that, where she checked out and drove home. The whole experience had made her so horny that she had spent the rest of the evening masturbating in the shower with her shower massage and reliving every moment of her adventure.
I was fairly positive that April had had a 'mini' orgasm of sorts when we'd reached the conclusion of her story. I think she had purposely timed it, so that she was actually enjoying an orgasm, even if it was a small one, when she related how she'd then masturbated in the shower.
I was also fairly certain that Janice had climaxed at least once too. I had heard her soft moans, which had rapidly increased into a series of short panting gasps that ended abruptly and became one very long drawn out sigh.
Maggie walked over to congratulate April not only on her story, but on the fact that she'd actually gone out and done something about it. As Maggie helped April up and off me, she gave her tit an affectionate squeeze and a kiss. She then turned towards me with equal ease, removed both rubbers from my prick so quickly that I was almost sure she'd performed some bit of magic and had used slight of hand to do it. She even palmed the wadded up protection in her hand, dropping it into the nearby trashcan without anyone even noticing.
Maggie returned to the middle of the room, immediately drawing everyone's attention to her without having to say a word.
"As some of you already know, today is Richard's birthday. And to celebrate that fact, I thought we might start a new tradition today, as a way to celebrate everyone's birthday. Richard?" she asked looking at me. "Why don't you come over here and stand by me for a moment."
Doing as I was asked, I unashamedly walked over to stand beside her, erection and all without embarrassment or reservation as to what I was doing, or even what was about to happen. Obviously Maggie was up to something in her typical style, but rather than making me nervous wondering about it, I found myself becoming even more aroused with anticipation as to what it actually was.
Maggie explained to everyone that her idea as how to honor and celebrate birthdays in the future, beginning with mine, was for everyone to simultaneously participate in one way or another in bringing pleasure to that person, or in this case, to me. Everyone immediately approved of that idea, finding it to be a rather fun and interesting thing to do. I was given several options myself of course as 'the birthday boy' as Shirley called me, and simply announced that I was more than willing to do whatever it was that they wanted me to. Almost immediately Shirley let it be known that she wanted me to fuck her, or rather, that she wanted to fuck me for my birthday. She had positioned herself; legs spread resting her head against the front of the couch. I quickly mounted her and slid easily inside that extremely wet cunt. Gladys went next, and once again sat down on the couch, but this time slid forward just enough that she had placed her wide open pussy perfectly just on the edge of the couch. At this angle, it was easy for me to lean over and tickle her clit with my tongue. Though her legs hung on either side of Shirley's head, Shirley quickly commented on how interesting her view of all this was going to be from below us.
"What about me?" April questioned with fearful concern that she was being left out.
"Why don't you come over here and gently fondle and play with Richard's ass and balls while's he's fucking Shirley," Joanne suggested. April immediately grinned and came over to begin doing just that.
Joanne was easily the tallest of us all, and as she stood there contemplating where she could best fit in to this uniquely growing jigsaw puzzle, she found where her piece would best fit.
"Joanne? What are you doing?" Janice asked.
But it became quickly apparent as Joanne easily stepped over both April and I and straddled my back. Simply standing as she was, she began sliding her wet sticky cunt up and down my spine, slowly pressing and rubbing herself against me.
Janice had gravitated over to watch, still trying to find a place where she could fit in, and I immediately offered her a solution to that one as well. Reaching up, I located her pussy and began toying with it, indicating that she should spread her legs for me a little more so that I would have easier access to her juicy quim. Janice liked that idea, immediately resting one hand on my shoulder to steady her self, allowing me to finger her a bit more freely.
From below, Shirley was slowly grinding her pussy against my sheathed prick, thrilling me with the sensation of her hot tight cunt. Gladys was softly moaning in front of me, squeezing and playing with her tits while I tickled and licked her hard little clit with my tongue. April, still sitting somewhere behind me was gently rolling and caressing my balls with one hand, and had lubricated another finger which she was now probing and toying my ass with. Joanne's wet cunt was still sliding up and down my back. It was a delightful sensation to feel her locking her legs around me, pressing herself firmly, humping against me and somehow bringing herself pleasure in having done so.
I was just starting to wonder where Maggie was, and if she was somehow going to participate in this wild almost convoluted pretzel-twisting orgy, when I glanced up briefly and saw her throwing on her bathrobe.
"Where are you going?" I asked worriedly. For the briefest of moments, I considered that, as there didn't appear to be any place left for Maggie to join us that she had for one reason or another decided to leave.
"Just keep doing what you're doing," she said coaxing me. "I just glanced out the window and spotted someone walking up the sidewalk to your door. Don't worry, I'll get rid of her for you."
"Her?" I thought to myself just as Shirley decided to pick that moment to do a cunt-clamp around my prick, which shot a torrent of sweet agonizing shivers up and down my super sensitized dick in short order.
I faintly heard someone knock on the door, heard Maggie enter the foyer to open it and greet whoever it was, though at this distance I couldn't hear or as yet see anyone.
Seconds later I heard my name being called, and it sounded all too familiar, though there was a certain surprised shock that came along with it.
"Richard?!"
I was swimming in the sweetness of pleasure, and it took me a moment to actually realize who it was that was standing there looking at me. As I turned my very wet sticky face away from Gladys cunt, I looked up, saw my ex-wife standing there and simply smiled at her.
"Hi Andrea. Everyone...this is my EX-wife, Andrea...Andrea? These are all my new friends!"
Maggie had already moved back out into the foyer and was already holding open the door for Andrea when she indignantly blew through it on her way back out. I heard Maggie laugh openly, closing the door and then heard her coming back into the room to rejoin us.
Maggie was grinning from ear to ear, once again removing her robe as she crossed the short distance of the room to find a spot and make herself comfortable, which she easily managed to do believe it or not.
"Happy Birthday Richard.... Happy Birthday!" Maggie said
And later that evening after everyone had gone, Maggie gave me another present too, something she called the "vacuum", which for me was the best blowjob I'd ever experienced before in my entire life. All in all, I'd have to say, it was the best fucking birthday I've ever had.
Chapter Five
I don't think I remember feeling better about myself, or my future than I did the day after my birthday. And though the evening I had spent with Maggie had perhaps been the best sex I had ever enjoyed in my entire life, I had to admit that it was seeing the look on my ex-wife's face that had been the icing on the cake for me.
Although Andrea and my mother hadn't been all that close even when we were married, I was a little nervous that she would rush back home, make a phone-call to her, just to try and recoup a little of her lost pride if nothing else. I hadn't heard anything either way for three days, and then decided to call home to speak with mom just in case. If mom had heard anything, she'd either give me an earful when I called, or refuse to speak to me entirely. I let out a collective sigh of relief a short time later when I hung up the phone after having talked spoken with her. Everything was fine, obviously Andrea hadn't chosen to take that avenue of revenge to get back at me, but I was still waiting for the other shoe to fall.
I had barely hung up the phone when it rang.
"Hello?"
"Hi Richard." Just the sound of her voice made me smile.
I'd been wondering when I might next see or hear from my sexy next-door neighbor. As was usually the case, my job or her comings and goings would often keep us from visiting or talking for several days of the week. And not that I expected to hear from her, or certainly see her everyday, I did miss it whenever any length of time passed between us.
"Wanted to let you know, there's a bit of a scheduling problem for this coming Saturday. A couple of the gals won't be able to make it, and Shirley's under the weather. So we're going to cancel our weekly little get-together," she told me.
I was disappointed, but it wasn't the first time she'd had to cancel getting together as she had been, sometimes things came up and two or three people couldn't make it. With Shirley under the weather, and Joanne and Janice having some family outing planned, Maggie had called to let me know we wouldn't be getting together at her place this coming weekend.



Maggie had just gotten off the phone with Gladys prior to calling me, and since she now knew that Saturday was off, had suggested to Maggie that they drive up to visit with her daughter Friday night and spend the weekend visiting with her. I knew that even though Gladys was a lesbian, she and her husband had raised a family together. And though I knew very little else, I did know she had a daughter who was approximately my age. I also knew she was some sort of a 'professional' who was basically her own boss and either owned, or managed a small little company where she lived.
"Sounds like fun," I said, not really interrupting Maggie, but letting her know that I understood that I wouldn't be seeing her this weekend, and wondering when in fact I would be. "Guess I'll see you sometime next week then," I finished.
Maggie laughed. "You remind me so much of my late husband Richard. I could always tell when he had his 'feel-bad's' hurt by the pouty tone to his voice."
Maggie never ceased to amaze me. Sometimes I swore she knew me better than my own mother did. Even so, I feigned knowing what she was talking about.
"I don't know what you mean," I said trying to sound bright, happy and cheerful all of a sudden.
"Yep...just like him!" she added, laughing once again. "He used to try that tactic on me too!"
And as Maggie had called it, I decided to change tactics once again, remaining silent. Obviously anything I could have said, or was about to say would only reveal my true feelings to her even more. And though I was disappointed, I had made the decision that I couldn't let Maggie ever feel like I had to be apart of her life every single day.
"What Gladys suggested," Maggie began when enough silence on my end had almost become awkward, "was that maybe you might like to come along with us. Rhonda's single, attractive looking, and who knows? Maybe the two of you might actually enjoy meeting one another!"
I couldn't believe what I'd just heard. Were Maggie and Gladys actually trying to play 'match-makers' here?
"I don't know Maggie. Maybe Rhonda wouldn't appreciate the two of you dragging along some strange man to spend the weekend with her. Maybe it's best that just the two of you go for a visit. Perhaps if she comes here sometime, we can meet then, I'm just not sure how good of an idea this is," I began rambling as Maggie cut me off.
"Don't be silly," Maggie threw back at me in that no-nonsense tone she sometimes. "Gladys called her daughter and spoke to her about it already. I just got off the phone with her a moment ago, and Rhonda told her she was looking forward to meeting you."
"You're kidding!" I said. "Why would Rhonda be interested in meeting me?" I asked.
Now it was Maggie's turn to let a little silence pass.
"She knows about our weekly little parties doesn't she?" Realization suddenly dawning on me.
"Lets just say she's known for a very long time the truth about her parents relationship, and that a group of us periodically get together, yes. Gladys did mention to her that a man had actually been invited to join our little gathering, to more or less add some spice to our amusements. She didn't say who that person was, or really very much more than that. But, knowing that her daughters a rather intelligent woman, I wouldn't be surprised if she's already guessed by now that you are that person."
"So she's more or less curious to meet the guy that a group of women enjoy fooling around with, especially since one of them happens to be her mother."
Once again there was silence, but this time it felt a little icy too.
"Now you're acting exactly the way my husband did at times," Maggie said. I felt the chill run all the way through the cord on the phone. "Your not some play-toy, and we don't treat you like one either. So don't come off feeling like the wounded, prideful Lion Richard. It doesn't suit you."
Now I felt foolish, and hoped the additional silence wouldn't make her think I was being stubborn.
"That's better," she said a moment later, but it was also evident in the smile of her voice that all was already forgiven. "Now....would you like to come along with us? Or not?"
I got off work early on Friday, as it was a four-hour drive to where Gladys daughter lived. I'd expected to spend the drive all cooped up and cramped in either Gladys's small coop, or possibly in Maggie's car, though hers wasn't that much bigger. To my surprise, Gladys pulled up in a rather large, and very comfortable looking motor home instead.
"I called Rhonda and told her to expect us shortly before midnight," Gladys said. "I don't drive very fast in this, so it might take us a little longer than usual to get there."
Maggie and I quickly threw our suitcases inside, and then Gladys gave me a quick tour of the luxury little home on wheels. "Hope you don't mind, but when we do get there Richard, this is where you'll be sleeping."
Actually, that was a bit of a relief, as I still felt a bit peculiar about spending the weekend with them as it was. Now, hearing this, I at least felt like I had someplace to go and get out of the way in the event they wanted to spend some time together without me hanging around.
"That's great!" I responded, eyeing the rather large, comfy looking bed that was located all the way in the back of the motor home.
Moments later Gladys headed out onto the road. Maggie and I sat just behind her enjoying a couple of drinks and a light dinner that Gladys had already prepared for the drive up in order to save time from having to stop someplace.
We'd been on the road a little over an hour, reaching a point along the drive where the scenery was becoming monotonous and boring. "I hate this part of the trip," Maggie announced getting up, disappearing into the back bedroom.
"What's she doing?" I asked more to myself than to anyone, but had said it loud enough that obviously Gladys had overheard me.
"Something fun I hope," she said grinning at me. "Usually during this stretch of highway Maggie does something interesting to help pass the time."
Moments later Maggie came strolling out of the bedroom...naked. I looked up at her smiling broadly. "Leave it to Maggie to do the unusual," I thought. Maggie smiled back at me, winked, and then proceeded to sit down in the passenger seat next to Gladys. What surprised me about this was the fact it wasn't exactly dark yet. We still had at least an hour or more before the sun finally went down. And though this stretch of highway didn't have a lot of traffic, there had been the occasional car, coming or going as we drove along.
"Maggie, as usual, you're crazy!" Gladys said laughing. But I love you to death anyway!"
Though I was sitting on the couch directly behind Gladys, I had a pretty good view of Maggie as she proceeded to prop one leg on the dash, effectively opening herself rather widely, and giving Gladys a rather spectacular view of her pussy as she began playing with it while she drove.
"You know, I've always wanted to do that, but never screwed up enough courage. You have no idea how many times I've thought about driving naked through here," Gladys said, one eye on the road, one on Maggie as she sat obscenely displaying herself for Gladys's view.
"Then why don't you?" Maggie said looking at her.
Gladys eyed Maggie briefly. Then I saw a wicked gleam in her eyes as she looked back towards me. "Why the hell not?"
Gladys began to slow the motor home, moments later pulling off onto the shoulder. Swiveling her seat so she could stand up and exit from it, Gladys walked the few steps back into the kitchenette and immediately began to strip off all her clothing.
"Well? You just going to sit there looking at us, or are you going to join us and get naked?" Gladys stared at me as she finished slipping off her bra and panties.
I had to admit, this was a little goofy, but in a way, it was starting to become exciting as hell too. It was far easier for me to strip everything off, and sitting where I was, no one would even be able to see me. So I felt far more relaxed and much less inhibited in having done so. Gladys made her way back into the drivers seat, pulling back onto the highway. Now she and Maggie were both nude, sitting up front for all the world to see should anyone glance over and pay any particular attention to them.
"I don't care so much about any other cars on the road. But just in case we do see a cop or something, we should probably have something we can throw on really quick. Richard? Would you mind lifting the seats up, there should be a couple of light-weight blankets folded up under the seats."
I found them where she told me they would be, handing them up to Maggie who placed one beside herself, and the other next to Gladys on console between them. Rather than sitting back in her own chair, Maggie remained where she was, leaning over and began fondling Gladys breasts. "Now, isn't this a lot more fun?"
"Oh HELL yes!" Gladys quipped back, reaching down with her right hand, finding Maggie's wet slick pussy waiting for her.
"Oh yeah!" Maggie purred. "Play with it sweetie, that's it...finger my pussy."
I was getting quite an erection at this point, watching the two of them driving along while touching and playing with one another was getting me extremely aroused. Adding to that, the danger and excitement of discovery perhaps, though only a couple of cars had passed us going in the opposite direction, with none coming up from behind us as yet.
"I think Richards starting to feel a little lonesome," Gladys said looking back over her shoulder at me.
"You might be right," Maggie acknowledged. "I have an idea."
"Ah oh, you'd better run Richard. Once Maggie gets these naughty little ideas in her head, anything's likely to happen!" she teased warningly.
Maggie stood up before I could react to Gladys's comment, positioning herself between the two seats on the small little step leading down into the driver's compartment. Standing, but leaning forward, placing her hands on the back of the seats for support.
"Think you can fuck me from behind like this?" Maggie asked.
"No problem!" I responded happily. Just seeing the way Maggie stood with that cute puffy slit winking at me from behind, told me she was in the perfect position for me to slip my cock into her naughty looking pussy.
"Just don't stop suddenly, or you'll have naked road kill on the highway. Won't that be funny trying to explain to the cops!" Maggie laughed.
Gladys slowed the motor home slightly. "Probably wouldn't be a bad idea anyway. As distracting as I'm sure this is going to be, I still need to try and keep one eye on the road, and the other on the two of you. Gonna be difficult seeing Richard's dick though," Gladys stated looking back over her shoulder briefly.
Bent over as she was, it was a treat to see Maggie's magnificent tits swinging to and froe in the mirror as I happily continued sliding my cock in and out of that incredibly tight pussy of hers. Gladys could easily reach up, occasionally playing with them. From time to time, Gladys lowered her hand, fingering Maggie's pussy, which was a nice sensation for me too. I liked the feel of her exploring hand as she sought me out, sometimes pulling me out of Maggie's pussy entirely just so she could give me a few good strokes with her hand.
"The two of you are making me awfully horny!" Gladys huskily told us. "I think maybe Richard should take over driving for a little while so that you and I can do something about that."
Maggie laughed. "I wondered how long it would take before you wanted in on the action. Ok Richard, you can stop fucking me now," she added.
"Shit!" I thought silently. I'd been getting close for one thing, all the little tricks Maggie had taught me going right out the window as excited as I was, standing here fucking her in the back of a motor home while speeding down the highway. Gladys began slowing the motor home preparing to pull over. I wasn't too worried about driving it naked. Anyone passing along side would merely assume I was driving with my shirt off. I quickly exchanged places with her, watching as she began fumbling around with the passenger seat.
"What are you doing?" Maggie asked.
"You'll see," Gladys answered excitedly. "You're not the only one full of surprises you know!"
Undoing the latch, Gladys spun the seat around, managing to lay it nearly all the way down.
"Oh, I see!" Maggie said excitedly. Gladys positioned herself in a reclining position. Kneeling on the carpeted floor, Maggie slid up between Gladys's out-stretched legs, placing herself in perfect position for some oral pleasuring.
I soon pulled back onto the highway, careful to keep my eyes on the road staying well within the speed limit. Sitting directly beside me of course, or rather laying, Gladys began moaning as Maggie's tongue began working its magic on Gladys's pussy.
"Oh fuck Maggie that's nice. You sure you really aren't a lesbian?" she asked teasingly. "You lick pussy about as well as any I've ever been with," she added lustily.
"You enjoying this Richard? Because I KNOW I am," Gladys moaned once again looking over towards me. She laughed. "Oh, I guess you are at that!"
I had a raging hard-on of course, which was an interesting experience for me as I cruised down the highway, dick about as hard and firm as it had ever been, sticking up between my legs like a second gearshift. Maggie continued licking Gladys's pussy, if anything making a lot of noise in doing it, which I was sure was for my benefit as much as Gladys's.
Gladys continued to look over towards me. Just enough out of reach that it was obvious she couldn't do anything to me even if she'd wanted to, she made a suggestion, which surprised me somewhat.
"Richard? Would you mind jerking off for me while I watched? With Maggie's tongue driving my clit crazy, I'd love it if I could also see you playing with yourself too!"
The whole thing was crazy. I was doing just over fifty, feeling reasonably safe behind the wheel. With little or no traffic on this particular stretch of road, I could easily handle the wheel with one hand, and myself with the other. Taking frequent glances over to where Maggie and Gladys were, I was finding the entire experience to be the wildest thing I'd ever see or participated in before.
"Oh fuck Maggie. I love it when you do that!" Gladys reached up and began playing with her nipples while Maggie continued to lovingly tongue her slit.
Although the road was deserted, I was driving particularly slower than necessary, still glancing behind me periodically so as to ensure no one crept up on us before I realized it. I'd started off quite tentatively touching myself. But with Gladys continued coaxing, Maggie's voraciously loud cunt lapping, I'd begun stroking myself with a great deal of fervor.
It was at that point that I realized I could actually find myself climaxing without a whole lot of effort. Problem was, and as silly as it sounded to myself, I had nowhere to shoot my spunk without making a horrible mess.
"Anyone have a tissue or something? I think I'm gonna cum soon," I warned them both though slowing my cock stroking even as I said that.
"Don't stop now!" Gladys exclaimed, seeing me suddenly release my prick so as to ensure I didn't.
"But..."
"Here!" Maggie said handing me one of the plastic cups we'd brought along. "Use that."
"What?"
"Cum inside the cup!" she told me. "Besides, I have some use for it after you do," she laughed, returning back to Gladys's spread-open pussy.
"You're serious? You want me to cum in the cup?" I asked her again, seeing the same confused look on Gladys's face that had to have been etched in mine.
"Yes. And hurry. I've got her just about there!" Maggie added. "So after you do, hand me the cup, and try not to spill anything," she said seriously.
Maggie continued assaulting Gladys until it was obvious that she was only moments away from having an orgasm, as was I. I felt a little silly jacking myself off, prepared to snatch up the plastic cup just before doing so. But the groans I was hearing now, coming from Gladys was making the need for my own release all the more urgent.
"Keep your eyes on the road Richard," Maggie cautioned me. "Just make sure you place the cup over your prick when you shoot," she reminded me unnecessarily.
With all the dirty talk taking place, combined with the delicious sights and sounds not to mention the pure eroticism of what we were all doing anyway, I felt my prick signal its intent.
"Oh fuck!" I said grabbing the cup, releasing the wheel momentarily, long enough to hold the cup with one hand, still jacking my prick up and down with the other. "Fucking A!" I exclaimed over and over, feeling my prick squirting streamer after streamer of jisim, listening to the sound of my orgasm splashing against the plastic cup with a funny sounding noise as I did.
When I had finished milking every last drop of cum from my cock into the cup, Maggie rose just long enough to take it from me. I couldn't help but be curious.
"What are you doing?" Gladys questioned. Maggie answered by showing her instead. She poured the essence of my climax all over her friend's breasts, drenching them with my hot fresh cream. Tossing the cup behind her, she now began massaging my juice into Gladys's breasts, returning to suck on her clit with obvious abandon as she did.
"Oh my God!" Gladys cried out. "Maggie! Maggie! Oh yes, suck it Maggie! SUCK IT!" she screamed as her climax consumed her.
So absorbed in the sweet ecstasy taking place beside me, I had failed to notice the semi just then pulling up along side of us. "Fuck!" I said just under my breath. "Sorry ladies, but it looks like we have some unexpected company!"
Surprisingly, Maggie didn't even bother looking up as she finished devouring the last vestiges of Gladys wet pussy. Even Gladys continued to massage her own breasts, still playing in the abundance of spunk that Maggie had poured over each only moments ago. From the corner of my eye, I saw the truck slowly pulling along side, trying to time his doing so where I intended on suddenly slowing, hopefully letting him pass us before being able to get a very good look inside the motor home. "If he even looks!" I thought hopefully to myself.
I couldn't bare to look over towards him, just catching the rig as it shot slightly ahead as I took my foot off the gas pedal without actually braking in order to slow us down some. I figured we had gotten away without being seen when he too suddenly slowed, though braking to do so which caused us to catch up to him unexpectedly.
"Shit! I think he saw us," I said. Once again I expected Maggie, or at the very least Gladys to react in some way, which Maggie did, but not exactly the way I expected. "Maggie?" I said worriedly now, "He's slowing down!"
Maggie finally rose, as did Gladys. But all they did was make themselves even more conspicuous than they'd been before, albeit less obvious as to what had actually been going on. I watched as Gladys reached above herself, fumbling for what I quickly learned was a CB mike attached to the ceiling. Pulling it down she flipped the little switch at the side of the thing speaking into it with a voice that didn't sound anything like I was used to hearing from her.
"Hey there good buddy. This is 'Busy-Bee' here, motoring along, having a good time and wondering if you're catching this, come on back?"
Maggie giggled, sitting up but still making no effort whatsoever to cover herself. " I Love it when she does that, gets me all goose-bumpily," she said jokingly.
There was a momentary pause, and then another voice came through clearly on the CB's receiver.
"Read you five by five, Busy-Bee, this is Mother Trucker here. Wondered if what I saw was just my imagination or not. Come on..."



"Hi mother, no imagination, the real deal. Nice too. Do me a favor though please? Don't broadcast my twenty ok? Don't care to have any Smokie's breaking up the party, and don't really want any Tom's peeping in on us either. Copy?"
"Ten-four B and B, mind if I ride shot-gun for a while though? Would help make the trip worthwhile before the sun goes down."
"Not at all mother, would make it more enjoyable on this end too," Gladys spoke sounding more like a trucker herself than the woman I'd come to know.
"That's a big ten-four there B & B. Tell the naked Chauffer there to pick up the pace a little, I'll slide in your backdoor and ride along shot-gun for a while."
Gladys closed the mike and put it back on the dash. "Speed up a little Richard. She's dropping back and will swing in behind us. Maggie? Want to switch places with me?"
"She?" I said
Gladys looked at me and laughed. "What? You couldn't tell? Even if her voice does sound a little masculine, her handle should have told you she was a woman!"
I felt slightly stupid that I hadn't figured that out, but immediately brought the motor home up to forty-five miles per hour, which was five faster that we had been going. I still wasn't all that comfortable driving like this, and especially now as waiting for the semi to pull in behind us before switching lanes over to the left. Moments later 'Mother' pulled up along side us on the right.
"Shit Gladys, I still couldn't understand half of what you two were saying!"
"It's a whole different culture," Gladys explained. "I know, my husband did it nearly every day of his life."
Maggie and Gladys had easily managed to change positions by this time, so it was now Gladys who had her face buried in Maggie's cunt, and Maggie who was now holding and cupping her breasts expectantly as the truck quickly pulled along side us, and then stayed there. From my vantage point, it would have been very easy for me to look over, glance up and see the driver looking down into the compartment. Whether it was subconsciously or not, I placed my right hand into my lap, effectively covering my now very limp cock. Gladys continued to lick Maggie for a few more seconds, then purposely looked up and waved at whoever was sitting there watching the two of them. I managed to notice that Maggie was looking in that direction, smiling and still fondling her breasts.
"Oh Gladys look!" she's showing us her tits!" Maggie indicated.
OK, I had to see that. Being a breast man and all. I'd have lost my gold-card if I hadn't looked, and besides, I wasn't feeling quite as weird about this as I had been a moment or so ago.
Imagine MY surprise when I saw the woman behind the seat of that enormous rig. What I saw wasn't at all what I expected, and I wasn't prepare to even admit to myself the image of what I was almost positive I would see. The woman I saw was not only very attractive looking, but she was petite as well. She'd somehow managed to boost herself up from where she was sitting, placing herself in a semi-sideways position so that she could flash Maggie, Gladys and I. Though I know it wasn't for my benefit that she was really doing so. She certainly didn't have large breasts, like I said, she was obviously petite for someone driving an eighteen-wheeler, but she wasn't exactly flat chested either. I watched as she made some sort of licking motion with her tongue, signaling for Gladys to do that to Maggie, and then of course Gladys bent over diving into Maggie's crotch. I on the other hand was more nervous than ever. With a semi riding along side of me, I was concentrating a lot more on the road in front of me than I had previously. Maggie and Gladys on the other hand seemed to enjoy putting on a show of sorts for 'Mother", who I occasionally glanced towards, seeing that she still sat up high enough to see her fondling her own breasts while she watched my two companions.
Suddenly I heard Mother's voice come over the radio again. "Hey Busy Bee. I might not be able to taste any of that sweet delicious nectar you're dining on, but I'd sure appreciate it if you was to put the mike nearby, so's I could hear how good it must taste," she asked.
Maggie laughed pulling down mike so as to speak into it herself. "Ten-four Mother, here ya go. Enjoy!"
Holding the mike open, Maggie held it down between her legs close to where Gladys was happily going down on her. I noticed when Maggie did that, like she'd done to Gladys, Gladys now did to Maggie. Which was, suddenly making a lot more noise than she had been. Even I had to admit it was having some affect on me as my very limp prick suddenly began to stir with renewed interest.
Maggie noticed that Mother was signaling, wishing to speak. "Go mother," Maggie said having removed the mike from between her legs.
"My turns about five miles ahead," Mother began. "But I'd sure appreciate it if you could reach your destination before I do. I'd enjoy hearing that," she added. "I'm trying to time my arrival with yours."
"I read that five by five Mother, hang on. I'm sure I can accommodate you," Maggie assured her.
Placing the mike back between her legs, keeping it open, I watched as Gladys began attacking Maggie's pussy with renewed vigor. Inserting two fingers, she added the stimulation of finger-fucking Maggie's juicy quim, all the while continuing to lick, sucking her clit. Long before the turn-off for Mother arrived, Maggie did. Crying out joyously, letting Mother share in her pleasures as she continued peering down through the window into the motor home. As much as I wanted to, I was forced to keep my eyes even more on the road than I had as Mother had crept over far closer than I would have otherwise liked. I took one quick glance in her direction, almost freaking out as I saw Mother's eyes near-closed, mouth open obviously having an orgasm herself.
"Fucking A!" I exclaimed again, only this time saying it with a concerned tone rather than one of pleasured surprise.
I was somewhat relieved to see what I surmised was Mother's exit stating that the turn-off was less than a mile away now. She came on a moment after that.
"Thanks B & B. I appreciate you're sharing with me, and making this long lonely stretch of blacktop anything but that. If you're ever in the neighborhood again, make sure you look up Mother. I'll be looking for you."
With that, she began pulling away, signaling with her lights by turning them on and off, once again thanking Maggie and Gladys for the show, saying good-bye.
"That was certainly interesting," I said finally, though I knew the moment I'd said it, that the tone of voice I had used was less than enthusiastic.
"You've really been on one lately haven't you?" Maggie said. "What's up with that anyway? Is it something we did here that bothered you? Or what?"
I realized at that very moment that I actually had been a little bothered by all this. Not by what they had done, or what had happened even, as later I would rethink on it and actually get quite a kick out of their having done it. But at that moment, I was feeling a bit selfish at sharing either of them with anyone else, even if it had been another woman, because that other woman was for all intents and purposes, outside our little circle of friends.
"No, really," I began, already putting the 'cheer' back into the sound of my voice. "I was just a little nervous is all. I just felt a little awkward. After all, she was a woman too, and certainly only interested in what the two of you were doing."
"Would you have preferred it was a man watching us instead?" Maggie questioned knowingly.
And I knew that wasn't what I had wanted either.
"Yep...sometimes Richard acts exactly the way my husband used to," she said giggling.
"I think maybe we need to pay some attention to him, don't you?" Gladys asked Maggie. "Maybe that will put him back into a better mood. Want to try the next rest-stop?"
"Why Gladys! I think that's a wonderful idea! We can afford to take Richard into the back and make him feel better before getting back onto the road. But we'd better call Rhonda though, and let her know what we're up to, just in case we show up even later than we planned," Maggie added.
A minute later, she had her daughter on the phone.
"Hi honey, .no... we left, we're on the road and should be in around midnight, or maybe a bit later than that. What? Oh no, nothings wrong with the motor home, it's running fine. Maggie and I've been having a little fun is all while Richard's been driving. Thought that maybe we should make him feel good too for putting up with us."
I could actually hear laughter coming over the phone.
"Yes, we probably should do that. I'm sure Richard would enjoy a nice long blow-job before hitting the road again," she said answering her daughter. "No...you heard me right. I did say 'we' didn't I? Yes...he is nice, I think you'll like him too," she said added winking at me. They spoke for a few more minutes before ringing off.
"She's looking forward to meeting you," Gladys said with a grin.
Even so, I couldn't believe Gladys had said that to her. Now I was even more nervous than before about meeting her daughter.
We drove for a while after that in silence, but finally I saw the sign for another rest stop just ahead. I was not only anxious to turn the driving back over to Gladys, but I was starting to feel a bit uncomfortable about driving naked on top of everything else. I took a quick glance about before standing up out of my seat and moving back into the relative privacy of the motor home. Maggie glanced down at me as I passed her on my way back to the bedroom.
"This might take a little longer than we planned," Maggie said to Gladys and I knew what she was talking about.
"I heard that," I said, glancing back over my shoulder.
"I meant for you too," Maggie responded just as quickly, and I saw how she had hooked her index finger in a 'limp' position, signaling Gladys.
"Oh I don't know, I think between the two of us that we'll soon have Richard back to being his old, hard self again," Gladys said enthusiastically.
"I certainly hope so," Maggie replied back to her. "As much as I miss my husband, Richard's beginning to remind me of all the little things I don't miss."
Her tone of voice was teasing, but I noticed it was tinged with a hint of seriousness too. I decided to try and keep my own selfish emotions in check, and try to be a little more open-minded about things than I had been, especially around Maggie.
A short time later we pulled into a rest stop where I was treated to the best blowjob of my entire life! Maggie and Gladys took turns sucking and licking my prick until I was begging them each for release. Even then, they continued to alternate back and forth, licking, sucking, and teasing me until I was literally climbing the walls. At last, Maggie drew me into her mouth, clamping her lips about the head of my prick applying such a nice sucking friction that I knew without any doubt I'd be spilling my seed inside her mouth at any moment. Gladys helped by clasping my shaft within her hand, pumping my prick slowly up and down as Maggie sucked. It was pure heaven as the sperm flew from the tip of my prick, flooding Maggie's mouth as she greedily sucked down all I had to give her.
I had fallen asleep after that in the large bed of the motor home. The next thing I remember was Maggie's voice waking me up.
"We're almost there Richard, you might want to think about getting dressed before you meet Rhonda...or not," she said giggling. "It's entirely up to you."
I was smiling, feeling a hell of a lot better. My orgasm had been so intense and pleasurable, that they had left me there in the bed where I immediately fell asleep, remaining so until our arrival.
Jumping out of bed, I saw that Maggie had already dressed, even applying fresh make-up. I quickly changed into fresh clothing, made myself very presentable again, and soon joined them. I noticed as I sat down on the seat behind Gladys that we had already entered a very nice looking residential neighborhood that had some fairly expensive looking homes. Moments later, we pulled up in front of a modest looking home, but one that was still at least three times the size of my place.
"Wow! I'd say your daughter does fairly well for herself."
"Yes, I'm very proud of her," Gladys replied seriously.
We pulled along side the house taking advantage of a wide strip of driveway that extended well back behind the home. Gladys had no sooner cut the engine when the back door opened and her daughter came out to greet us. She stood on the redwood deck rather than coming down the short flight of steps, where she stood waiting for us. It was still too dark, and she was still to far away to make out her features clearly, but I could see that she had fairly dark shoulder length hair and looked to be about 5'-6" or there abouts.
"Hi mom!" she yelled down to her. "Did you have an enjoyable drive up?"
I wasn't sure if she was alluding to the earlier conversation she'd had with her mother, or if she was simply making a general statement. But it made me more than a little nervous as the three of us climbed the short flight of stairs towards her.
Maggie reached her first, and Rhonda immediately came up and hugged her. "Oh Maggie, it's so nice to see you again. How longs it been anyway? A year? More? I've really missed seeing you!"
They spoke briefly a moment more, and then Gladys was giving her a hug and a kiss as well. "Surprised you waited up for us, thought for sure you'd have gone to bed by this time."
"Are you kidding? After what you told me over the phone?" Turning towards me she smiled and I got my first really good look at her. She was beautiful! I couldn't really see a lot of her mother in her, so she must have gotten many of her features from her father, but she sounded and spoke almost the same way that Gladys did.
"Hi Richard, I'm Rhonda," she said holding out her hand to me. I immediately took hers within mine and had begun to shake it in greeting. "How was the blow-job anyway?"
"Rhonda!" Gladys exclaimed. "You'll embarrass him!"
"No more than you probably did over the phone," she stated, still smiling and holding my now Jell-O'd hand.
I heard Maggie snickering slightly in the background. "She certainly is YOUR daughter Gladys."
"I don't know, sometimes I have to wonder about that."
"Oh mother really, whose else would I be?" Rhonda said stating the obvious.
"You never know, stranger things have happened," Gladys told her.
Rhonda turned back around to face me, still holding onto my hand, but this time she stepped closer, actually embracing me. "I hope I really didn't embarrass you. It's just my mother and I love teasing one another. Unfortunately, you gave me a little ammunition to use in doing so."
I felt slightly better, though not much. It was a little weird meeting a beautiful woman like this, and having her know that her mother had just given you a blowjob on the drive up to see her.
"Come in, come in. I actually made a pot of coffee. I figured you'd be too wired to feel like sleeping, but if I'm going to stay up and chat for a while, I felt like I needed one."
Coffee sounded good to me too, and she was right, I was way too wired to sleep, especially after seeing her. Now all I wanted to do was sit off quietly to one side and secretly admire her. I managed to catch a knowing look from Maggie, and actually felt a little guilty when she looked at me.
"Like I said Richard, you never know," she told me a bit later when she had a chance to do so out of ear-shot from everyone.
It was all she said to me, but the way she had said it indicated that she was also wondering about the possibilities. I wasn't prepared to take my thoughts quite that far, but admittedly, I was anxious to get to know Rhonda a lot better.
We stayed up talking for the better part of an hour, but even with the coffee, I along with everyone else was finally showing signs of being tired.
"Why don't we all turn in?" Rhonda suggested, we can continue on with this in the morning after we've all had a little sleep. Once again Rhonda faced me directly. "I'm sorry you have to sleep outside in the motor home Richard. But with mom sleeping in the one of the spare bedrooms and Maggie in the guest room, that only leave's Trish's bedroom, but she'll be home in the morning and I haven't even mentioned the fact that you were all coming."
I threw Maggie a questioning look, but didn't ask the obvious question. But she bailed me out anyway. "I need to go and retrieve my suitcase first," she said standing up. "Richard? Would you mind helping me bring things in?"
I followed her back outside and down the short flight of steps, actually reaching the motor home before she turned to me and said anything. "Trish has been staying with her for a while now," she said, "She's a close friend, and I believe she even works for Rhonda."
I wasn't sure quite what to make of that, but suddenly, realizing her mother WAS a lesbian herself, surmised almost immediately that perhaps she was too. I felt a little foolish, but glad that I hadn't said or done anything flirtatious. The last thing I needed was to have Rhonda tossing me out on my ear for saying or doing something that was out of line. I carried the suitcases back into the house, where Maggie and Gladys took them from me and prepared to retire to their respective rooms.
"Guess I'll see you all in the morning," I said, remembering to put a smile in the tone of my voice when I said that. I didn't want anyone, especially Maggie knowing that I was once again back to feeling like the trip up here maybe wasn't such a good idea after all.
Even so, Maggie still raised a suspecting eye-brow at me, but then said "Goodnight Richard, I'll see you in the morning." She turned following Rhonda and Gladys down the long hall climbing the stairs up to where I figured their bedrooms would be. Immediately, I headed back outside disappearing inside my home on wheels, somewhat relieved, and began undressing, getting ready for bed.
I had just finished brushing my teeth and stepped out of the small little bathroom into the dimly lit corridor outside my bedroom. When I did, I was shocked, actually jumping when I saw Rhonda sitting on the small couch in the kitchenette waiting for me.
"Thought I'd come outside and make sure you had everything you needed," she told me. Rhonda had also dressed for bed, and though the floor-length nightgown she was wearing wasn't necessarily meant to be overtly sexy, she looked beautiful in it, and I couldn't help but stand there for a moment admiring her.
"Oh...no, I think I have everything that I need," I said looking around a bit stupidly.
"Oh, that's too bad," Rhonda said standing up. As she did so, I saw her reach up and undo one of the ties holding the front of her nightgown together.
"I was sort of hoping that you might need something else," she said undoing yet another tie, as she continued to slowly approach me.
I had to be dreaming. That was the only possible explanation. I'd already come down, gotten ready for bed, and had fallen asleep. Seeing Rhonda approach me, wearing what she was, after having barely even met her was stuff that only happened in dreams, or in some writer's story-line imagination. Things like that certainly never happened in reality.
I actually found myself walking backwards into the bedroom, though I don't remember my feet actually moving.
"Well maybe," I began, trying desperately to collect my thoughts. "I didn't check to see if there were any pillows."
Rhonda giggled, "Maybe we should both check and see if we can find some," parting her nightgown completely, revealing two of the most beautiful pillows I'd ever seen.
Her breasts, though not what you would call extremely large, were ripe and succulent looking. Two perfect, full sized handfuls beckoned to me as she quickly closed the distance between us. Off balance, she continued to advance, forcing me to step back even more quickly, which surprisingly I did until I felt myself bump into the edge of the bed. Rhonda reached out and gently pushed. With no place to go, I tumbled backwards onto the bed, just in time to see her shed the last of her nightgown so that now she stood before me completely and totally nude. The beautiful bare, swollen lips of her pussy protruded slightly as she stood there. I had a glimmer of them as she stepped, once again towards me and then descended down onto the bed where I lay. This time, I didn't move, catching her in my arms instead, allowing my hands to softly cup her breasts as she fell into me.



At the precise moment that my hand came into contact with her breast, her hand came into contact with my prick. "Wow, that was fast," she said. And for a moment, I actually thought that maybe I had climaxed or something. But as I sensed her hand upon me, I also realized I was hard, really hard. And I had not been of course when exiting the bathroom. Obviously I had begun to stiffen the moment I had laid eyes on her, and hadn't even known that I had.
Her touch though exploratory and searching, was as light as a feather. The coolness of her hands both soothed as well as aroused every nerve ending in my entire body, just not my engorged penis. Playing with her nipples was like tasting sugar for the first time. The sensation was electrifying, her nipples were long, really long, and the fact they stood so firm and erect for me to play with was extremely erotic. I still couldn't believe this was happening, though certainly warming to the idea it actually was. Which was when Maggie's image suddenly popped into my mind.
"What about Maggie, your mother," I somehow managed, even though I was finding it extremely difficult to breath here.
"I'd imagine they're both sound asleep by now," she said. "And even if they aren't, chances are they're doing what we are, so they won't miss either one of us anyway."
"What about your friend...Trish?"
Sure, I was fishing a little bit, curious as hell how she fit into all of this, especially now.
"Oh...I left her a note telling her where I was."
"You told her you'd be out here with me?" I asked incredulously.
"Sure, why not?" Once she hears the whole story, I'm sure she'll be just as anxious to meet you as I was."
I decided that I wasn't going to pursue that line of thought any further and immediately gobbled down one of those long succulent nipples instead. At least it gave me an excuse for not saying anything else.
Rhonda had snuggled up to me while I did this, wrapping her legs around one of mine and began to slowly and softly hump her self against me. The feel of her soft wet slippery pussy sliding back and forth against my thigh was incredibly arousing. I couldn't believe how wet she was, or how hot.
"I want you inside me, but first, I know mother and Maggie gave you a blowjob on the way up here, so I think it's only fitting that I get to do that to you myself."
"Only if you let me have the pleasure of doing the same to you," I responded back.
"What? Give me a blowjob too?"
I rolled her onto her back and began making my way down her near flawless body. I kissed her neck, face, shoulders, lingering for a while at her breasts of course, ensuring that each one had been thoroughly pleasured before moving on. I played with her tight tummy, licking and kissing it and fucking her naval with my tongue for a few minutes, which she seemed to really enjoy.
"Believe me Rhonda, as beautiful as you are, if you had a dick, I'd give you a blowjob yes!" Ok, maybe it wasn't the best line to say to a woman, but under the circumstances, she liked it sighing audibly.
When I finally did slide between her legs, the heat of her sex greeted me with a lusty bouquet that inflamed my own passionate desire for her even more. I was deliberately slow, almost too delicate the way that I initially began to flick my tongue at her hard little clit. I realized she had already reached down, spreading her pussy a part for me, revealing to me just how red, swollen and wonderfully hard that little nub of hers was.
"Suck my clit....please. Suck it Richard, suck it for me!"
Boy did I ever! Drawing that precious little nubbin of hard sensitive flesh between my lips, and then kiss-sucking it, as well as sliding my tongue rapidly back and forth against it brought about the hoped for pleasured moans and sighs. Rhonda was humping her pussy against my face at this point, holding the back of my head and pressing me against her. So much for slow and easy. But that was ok with me too, obviously she wanted this every bit as much as I wanted to be doing it. I was beginning to think that I was about to treat her to a rather nice orgasm when she forced me away from her.
"Nice," she said lustily. "And we'll certainly get back to that, but now it's my turn!"
I was expecting her to start sucking me of course, but she climbed up on top of me instead and in the next instant, I felt my prick slide into this side of heaven.
"Oh fuck!" I said as the sensation of her velvet glove slipped down over my cock, threatening to have me creaming before I could even begin to imagine trying to stop it. Three of the most incredible fuck-strokes later, she removed herself from my cock and slid down to greedily engulf me with her mouth.
"Hmmmm, no wonder you like eating pussy," she said. "I can taste myself on you. Maybe there's more to this lesbian thing that I realized."
Maybe her mouth wasn't quite as nice as her pussy had been, but it was a damn close second. "You're driving me insane!" I told her. "Your pussy...fuck Rhonda, that felt good!"
"Oh, so you liked the preview I gave you of the main attraction huh? Would you like to see a few more coming attractions?"
"What I'd like, is to see that attraction cumming," I shot back at her.
She went back to licking and sucking me once again, but when my nuts threatened to implode, she somehow sensed it, rolling away from me back onto her back, legs spread in the air uninhibitedly.
"Well? You gonna just sit there and look? Or are you going to come over and eat me some more?
"Both," I said simply, truthfully. And so I did sit there, just gazing at her pussy as she lay on her back holding her legs open for me, smiling at me the whole time. Neither of us made a motion to move, to do, or say anything. It was the wildest, naughtiest, wickedest moment I think I've ever spent before in my entire life. Finally I did move, zombie like, slithering up between her legs like a snake looking for a nice warm place to curl up. Which is exactly what I found. And then I began at the beginning, licking and loving that pussy of hers with every intention of making her cunt explode somewhere along the process.
By the time I finally shifted positions and slid my cock inside the wettest cunt I'd ever fucked before, Rhonda had climaxed twice, so that sliding into her now was like sticking my prick into a bowl of warm melted butter. Her breasts continued to look at me like twin pleasure domes, and I couldn't ignore either one of them as I continued to fuck in and out of that slick, sweet honey coated split.
After several minutes of this I was getting close, we both were. I felt Rhonda reach down between us at that moment, grasping my cock before I could once again slip it deeply inside her. Without so much as I word, she had removed my prick from her pussy, but then I felt it as she began masturbating me against her clit with her hand. Stroking herself like this was another delicious sensation. I rose up slightly on my knees so I could watch as well as feel what she was doing; I was again treated to the spectacular view of her exposed glistening pussy.
"Cum with me," Rhonda moaned. "Shoot your spunk all over my clit so I can cum with you!"
Seconds later I was doing just that. The sight of her hand rapidly beating her clit with my cock was too much for my already overloaded senses to bear. Ribbon after thick roped ribbon of my juice sprayed out to begin to coat and cover her already wet lips. As the splash of my seed began to pool against her, she continued using my prick as well as the thick sticky cum to pleasure herself with. Only moments went by when she too was now crying out in pleasure, moaning and groaning so loudly that I feared she would not only wake the neighbors, but possibly alert Maggie and Gladys as to what we were doing too. For some reason, that thought raced through my mind even as my own climax continued, though finally ebbing. I didn't feel like I had particularly betrayed anyone, but at the same time, I was also glad that this time with Rhonda had been privately enjoyed rather than shared in a group setting with anyone else. Perhaps another time, another place. But for now, all I wanted to do was savor the moment of our being together.
We slept together, but long before the sun rose, I felt Rhonda finally stir getting up and leaving the motor home. I feigned sleep, lying there wondering if she in fact was nervous about our being found together like this. I still didn't fully understand her relationship with Trish either, and though she had left a note for her friend telling her where she was, I couldn't help but wonder what kind of conflict, if any that might eventually cause.
I fell deeply asleep after that, exhausted not only from the nearly never-ending night of lovemaking, but from all the other activities as well during the long drive up. The sun was well up on the horizon when the sound of Maggie's voice waking me reached my ears.
"Rise and shine sleepyhead. Breakfast is almost ready, and I imagine you'd like to come inside and take a shower.....and wash that glaze off your face."
Automatically I reached up feeling my face, heard Maggie's laugh and realized I'd been had. I didn't know if she actually knew, or was guessing, but by my immediate reaction, I knew there and then I had confirmed whatever her suspicions might have been up until that point.
"I had a feeling the two of you would like one another after you met. Guess I shouldn't be too surprised that you got around to finding out just how much already," Maggie said, the first trace of sadness actually heard by the tone of her voice. Or at least I took it for that, though Maggie continued grinning at me with that same mischievous smile she always did.
Maggie came over pulling me up and out of the bed. Obviously she wasn't going to let me lie there wondering about it either. I was naked, so when the covers pulled away as I stood, it was one more indication that Rhonda and I had spent the night together. Slapping me hard on the ass as I bent over to retrieve my suitcase, Maggie turned and headed out of the bedroom.
"Breakfast in twenty," she said. "So you'd better make it a quickie. Speaking of which, Gladys and Rhonda are running to the store a little later." She never finished the comment, but I knew what she was referring too.
I glanced up and smiled at her, and it wasn't a fake smile either. I was actually pleased when Maggie indicated to me in her own special way, that what Rhonda and I had done and shared together was ok with her, even expected. Good ole Maggie had also let me know that "we" still had a relationship outside of whatever might happen with Rhonda and I, making me feel a little better knowing that.
By the time I had finished showering and was dressed for the day, breakfast had been served and was waiting for me on the table. Everyone else was already sitting. I was glad to see they had started without me, as I would have felt silly and embarrassed otherwise.
Besides all the food, I immediately noticed that there was another person sitting down at the table and knew without asking that it had to be Trish. "You must be Richard," she said as I sat down in the only available seat remaining, and that was next to hers.
"And you...must be Trish," I said, extending my hand to her in greeting. She took it and we shook briefly.
"I wondered where Rhonda was when I stopped by her bedroom before turning in and found she wasn't there. Didn't see the note she'd left me until I got to my room. And now I can see why she did," Trish stated, flirting with me a little.
I had quickly glanced up across from me to where Gladys was sitting, but if she hadn't been aware that Rhonda and I had spent the better part of the night together, she didn't give that fact away with any sort of surprised reaction either. If anything, Gladys's next comment proved she was not only aware of it, but was having some fun teasing her daughter over it instead.
"I figured as much, by the way she was smiling this morning. Haven't seen her smile that wide in month's. Almost got to the point where I was about to tell her that maybe she ought to sell this place and move closer to me just so she could come and join our Saturday morning get-together's with the rest of the girls."
Not only had Gladys zinged her daughter, but she'd effectively reminded me that there wasn't anything being hidden from anyone else either, nor obviously, would there be.
The only person that didn't seem to pick up on that statement had been Trish of course, and I doubted it highly that anything had been said to her about my relationship with any of them. Particularly because she hadn't even known I was coming along until we were there. And I was also reasonably confident that Rhonda didn't exactly discuss either her sex-life, or her mother's with Trish either.
"That certainly is tempting mother," Rhonda finally chimed in saying. "But I'm just not sure I could be myself in front of everyone like that."
That did seem to catch Trish's attention, and she looked over at Rhonda with a degree of curiosity as to what it was she meant by that. But Rhonda just gave her a look that said it was sort of a "private" joke between the two of them, and shrugged her off. Gladys didn't respond either, and I was suddenly glad that this particular conversation had come to an end.
"What are your plans for the day Trish?" Rhonda asked her friend as she took a sip of coffee and sat there looking over the rim of her cup at her.
"Nothing really, thought I'd go out later and take a swim in the pool, then maybe lay out for a while...you?"
"Mother and I have some shopping to do, so we'll be gone for a few hours this afternoon. We invited Maggie to come along with us, but she said she had a few things she wanted to do here while we were gone. Just wondered if you felt like coming with us."
Trish thought for a moment, glanced towards me, which made me turn red in the face. I wasn't at all sure what everyone was really thinking or wondering about, but she didn't seem to realize that I was, or at least hadn't noticed it.
"Na...think I'll stay here and soak up some sun and relax," Trish said begging off.
I swore I thought I saw a look from Rhonda directed at Maggie that said "Sorry...I tried." But if it was such a look, Maggie never let on that it was either.
Shortly after, we finished breakfast and I helped with washing and putting away the dishes. By that time, Gladys and Rhonda made ready to leave and promised to stop and pick up something special for dinner that night. Trish had disappeared back to her room, and I surmised that she would soon be heading outside to go for a swim, and then lay relaxing in the hot afternoon sun.
Maggie walked out to the car with Rhonda and Gladys, and as I hadn't as yet seen the entire house, I found myself wandering back up stairs where I knew the main living and family room was located. Besides the large redwood deck that extended off the second level of the house, there was also another balcony that ran around outside all the upstairs bedrooms. I'd spotted it briefly after having taken my shower, and now with a fresh cup of coffee in hand, decided to wander out side and sit down and finish it, along with a much needed smoke.
I had taken a seat in one of the many patio chairs, and was looking out into the back yard where the pool was when I saw Trish emerge from the house, naked. She walked over to the pool, diving in. I don't think she looked back or up towards where I was sitting. And though I didn't consciously try and hide the fact that I was sitting there, and could see her, I did sort of slump down in my chair slightly so as not to be even more noticeable than I already was.
I watched her swim the length of the pool a few times, also watching as she came out and stood drying herself off with a towel. She had cute pointy little breasts, certainly a nice firm ass, and being human; I looked at her and hadn't heard Maggie's approach until she was already there.
"Enjoying the scenery?" she asked, startling me in the process, causing me to jump, making her snicker.
Trish had placed another towel down by the side of the pool and now lay on her back, her cute tits fully in view. Averting my eyes from her at that point, I turned back towards Maggie, trying to come up with something reasonable and sensible to say, which went right out the window, as that's when I saw that Maggie was naked too. Only she obviously had other plans, and as she began fumbling with the belt on my Levi's, lowering the zipper, I knew that it was Maggie's intention of doing it right here, and right now, regardless of whether Trish would see us or not.
Maggie finally undid my pants sufficiently to reach in and fish out my prick, which wasn't easy as I was already hard.
"Wonder what you were thinking about," she said, just before devouring my cock with her mouth. I felt guilty as hell; I could still see Trish from where I was sitting, though I was reasonably confident she would have been unable to see what Maggie was doing to me from where she was.
"Now what's she doing?" Maggie went on as she continued to suck and lick my straining penis. Hearing Maggie ask me this seemed a little weird at the moment.
"Nothing...just laying there sunning," I said, which wasn't entirely true as I did happen to notice Trish had placed one of her hands on her breast and appeared to be gently caressing it.
"Would you like to fuck her?" Maggie questioned me with a mouthful of cock.
Now this really was getting weird.
"No!" I told her. "But I would like to be fucking you," I added, feeling like that was the right answer to be giving her.
Maggie quit sucking me, actually removing her mouth from my prick. "Do you want me to stop?" she asked, but the tone of her voice was serious and not something I had heard her use all that often.
"No...why?" I asked a little fearfully.
"Then stop playing games with me Richard!" she stated. "We've never lied to one another, and I hope you don't intend on doing so now."
"Maggie, .I really don't know what it is you're getting at," I said truthfully.
Maggie's voice softened. "Trish. Would you, if she were to come up here and ask you to do it, fuck her?"
I thought about it for a second, and decided that honesty; especially with Maggie was the only answer I could give. "Yes, probably I would. But...I wouldn't approach her, or attempt to seduce her either Maggie," I said honestly. "If she came up here and asked me point blank if I wanted to fuck her, then...I'd say yes, I would!"
"Much better," Maggie responded, once again licking my cock. "What about Rhonda? You WOULD like to be with her again yes?"
"Yes," I said simply.
"And you would like to see if she wants to do so again too don't you?"
"Yes, I do."
"Could you fuck her in front of me?"
"I don't know," I answered being as totally honest with her now as I could be. "Probably, as long as she was ok with it," I added.
"Don't you wish that was Rhonda you were watching now?" She asked me, deep-throating my cock, causing me to suck in my breath when she did.
"Fuck yes!" I moaned loudly. So much so that I immediately opened my eyes and wouldn't have been at all surprised to discover Trish had heard me.
"What's she doing now?"
Trish was in fact, playing with herself.
"Touching herself." Maggie sat up and looked over the railing. Trish had placed her legs; knees bent, but open widely. It would have been next to impossible to not know what she was doing, even at this distance. Maggie giggled dropping back down and once again and began licking me.
"You like watching women playing with themselves don't you?"
"Fuck yes!" I admitted. "I love watching you do it," I added.
"What about being watched, do you like it when someone watches us fucking?" she continued.



Hearing Maggie talking dirty to me was definitely having an impact. I was aroused beyond reason and would have fucked her in a football stadium full of people at that point. "Shit yes Maggie, I like it when someone's watching us, it's so fucking hot!" I told her.
She stood up, leaning against the railing. "Then come and fuck me," she basically demanded. I slid into her from behind, and had the same sensation as scooping into ice cream with a hot spoon. Her cunt was moist, thick and creamy with her essence, as my prick skewered into her. I lost myself in her, eyes closed, simply enjoying the feel of her cunt as it wrapped itself around my dick, sucking it like a thousand hungry pairs of lips doing so simultaneously.
I was vaguely aware of Trish below us, knowing that all she had to do was lift her head even slightly, and she would have a totally unobstructed view of us as we stood at the railing directly in front of her. But again, at that point I could have cared less, all I wanted was to pleasure Maggie's pussy, and eventually fill that precious cunt of hers with as much cum as I could manage.
"Pinch my nipples Richard, and fuck me. Fuck me deep, hard and fast!" Maggie yelled. If Trish hadn't heard that, then she was deaf. I did look down by the pool after that one and saw that Trish had in fact rolled over on her side. She had one hand propping her head up, so unless she was also blind too, she was looking directly at us. Her other hand was buried between her legs; obviously, and from what I could see, furiously masturbating herself.
I reached down capturing one of Maggie's freely swaying breasts in my hand and began pinching her nipple just as she requested. Additionally, I began thrusting into her almost viciously, pounding against her in wild abandon, and frankly grunting and groaning just as loudly as she was. Trish HAD to be hearing the two of us now, and I found the thought of that extremely exciting.
"Cum with me Richard," Maggie screamed out as I felt her suddenly liquefy inside, and immediately began to add my own hot precious fluid to hers.
We remained coupled together, leaning against the railing of the balcony long after we had climaxed, each of us still trying to recover and capture our collective breaths.
"Hmm," I suddenly heard Rhonda utter from behind me. "Mind if I join you?"
I turned, slipping out of Maggie in a heartbeat, stunned as well as surprised to see her standing there.
"Mother and I decided to just shop for the groceries. Glad we did, I'd have hated to miss seeing the two of you going at it the way you were," she stated mater of factly. But even as she spoke, she began to remove the blouse she was wearing.
"You might have to give him a minute or two," Maggie said easily. "He just barely finished filling my pussy, so it might take him a while to get another 'stiffy'," as she affectionately enjoyed saying.
"Ohh, do you mind Maggie?" And then Rhonda blew me totally away as she walked up to Maggie with Maggie still leaning against the railing, slipping one of her fingers inside her. "Wow Maggie, you're full of all kinds of juice!" she said, fingering and playing around in it for several long minutes.
"You keep doing that...you'll get me excited all over again Rhonda," Maggie warned her, but I could also tell by the way she said it that she was half-hoping that Rhonda really would. She soon stepped away however, both to my disappointment as well as Maggie's I guessed. It was then that I remembered Trish, spinning around looking down into the backyard. But she was nowhere in sight.
Rhonda knew who I was looking for. "Passed Trish on the way in. She said something about wanting to take a nap or something." Rhonda giggled. "I'd be willing to bet she was laying out here masturbating when you two started fucking up here on the balcony huh?"
Maggie confirmed that she had been in fact, and even told Rhonda how excited I got watching her play with herself. Which wasn't 'exactly' what I had said, or admitted to. But when I saw that Rhonda was neither jealous nor upset by that statement, I let it go without saying another word.
By this time Rhonda had managed to remove the rest of her clothing. "Well, if you're going to be a while yet...why don't you at least come over here and start licking me?" she asked. She sat down in one of the chase lounge chairs, beckoning to me to come to her.
"Well, you two have fun," Maggie said. "I think I'll go see what Gladys is doing, and start getting things ready for dinner tonight." Maggie disappeared a moment later, but by then I had my face buried between Rhonda's legs and was perfectly content to stay there a while.
A while later Rhonda and I went down to the pool. We sat naked, side-by-side dangling our feet in the water while talking. "Rhonda, I've got to ask you, it's driving me crazy."
"What?"
"You and Trish. I guess I'm not exactly clear on your relationship with her."
Rhonda laughed, but it eased my nervousness at least. "She works for me," Rhonda began. "And we're pretty good friends, have been for years. Anyway, she moved out of her old apartment when she and her boyfriend split up, I told her she could come live with me until she found a new one. Lets see, that's been about two years now I guess."
"So, you mean the two of you aren't..."
"Lovers?" Rhonda burst out laughing, growing a little more serious. "No, we're not. Just because mother's a lesbian, doesn't mean that either I am, or that Trish is. In fact, just so you know, neither of us has ever been with another woman before."
"What about that, that 'thing' on the balcony with Maggie?" I questioned.
"Sticking my finger inside her?" Rhonda questioned incredulously. "I wouldn't exactly call that 'being' with another woman now, would you?"
"I'll tell you this much though Richard. I'll admit to being curious about it, always have been I guess, and maybe that DOES have something to do with mom's being a lesbian. But I think MOST women probably have thought, or wondered about it from time to time, so I wouldn't say that I haven't wondered or thought about it. So has Trish for that matter, and we've even discussed it a time or two, but usually while we were drunk, and never to the point of actually doing it, though like I said, we've gone so far as to flirt with one another occasionally, and have in fact masturbated ourselves in the same room together. Now....does that answer your question?"
I nodded my head yes feeling more than a bit foolish.
"Now it's my turn to ask you a personal question," she stated.
"Go ahead." I'd obviously opened the door to this, and I wasn't about to close it on her now. "Feel free to ask me anything."
"What's it like? Your little weekly get-together with mother, and all those other women? I think I heard mom refer to it once as their little Ya Ya Dildohood or something."
"I'm not sure I know what you're asking," I said, suddenly feeling a little uncomfortable and wondering just exactly how much I should really be sharing with her.
"Yes you do," she said, obviously not about to let me get off that easy. "What's it like being with and around all those women at once? What do you do...what do they do that you enjoy being with them so much?"
And so I finally began to tell her. I didn't say anything about all the wild and crazy things that Maggie and I had enjoyed together. I felt that was a separate issue, and wasn't really apart of our discussion. But I told her pretty much everything else, how it came about, and how I eventually ended up joining them, and now...what I did, what we all did since I had.
"I have to admit, I'm surprised that you and mother have even done THAT much together," she said after I had finished telling her everything. Including answering most of her probing, intimate questions. "I'm not sure I would be comfortable having sex in front of her though, or that she would feel all that comfortable having sex, even if it was with another woman in front of me either."
"I told her then about the "No Thank You" rule, though I thought it entirely appropriate under the circumstances that nothing would be expected or required if and when Rhonda did choose to attend one of Maggie's Saturday morning get-togethers.
"Why did you want to know about it anyway?" I asked her.
"Just curious I guess. And now that I've met you, I was just wondering how I might feel about that, especially as I know that you'll be going home tomorrow. And that next weekend you'll all be having such naughty fun together."
I decided not to say anything more at that point. Not sure what her statement meant, and not wanting to read anything into it, though I had gotten the feeling that Rhonda liked being with me, and that maybe, our weekend together wouldn't be the only one either.
"Food for thought," she said standing up suddenly. "And speaking of which, we probably should see if Maggie and mother need any help with dinner!"
We had a fabulous dinner of course and spent a great deal of time simply chatting. I found I got to know everyone a little better, including Maggie and found I'd enjoyed our simple evening together a great deal. It was late by the time we'd gotten everything cleaned up and put away. I couldn't blame Gladys for wanting to get an early start for the trip back home either. It was a long drive anyway, plus I had a few things to do Sunday night prior to going to work in the morning.
Soon afterwards Gladys and Maggie turned in for the night. Rhonda and Trish had excused themselves even before that, though to be honest I had expected to see Rhonda at least once again before I had gone to bed. When she didn't reappear to say "good-night" I thought it odd, but decided to head out side to the motor home and wait and see if 'maybe' she came out some time later.
I'd been lying in bed for about a half hour when I heard someone knock on, and then open the door. Though all the lights in the motor home were off, I had left a small table lamp on, that was in the dimmest position so that the bedroom though lit, was still dark enough that I couldn't see clearly when Rhonda stepped into the room.
"I was hoping you hadn't gone to sleep yet," she said. "I wanted to spend some time with you before you went back tomorrow."
I was delighted to see her of course, and quickly pulled the cover off, indicating for her to join me. It was then that I saw that someone else was standing behind her, as Trish stepped into the room as well. I covered myself almost immediately, confusion clearly showing on my face.
"I wanted to talk to Trish about something," Rhonda began. "Which is one of the reasons the two of us left for a little while. Remember what we talked about out by the pool? Well, I told Trish about what we said, and particularly about how she and I have been 'curious' about being with another woman. And as I told you, neither one of us had ever actually done it. Anyway, to make a long story short, she and I agreed that tonight might be the perfect time to explore that possibility. Letting us to decide for ourselves one way or the other afterwards. But more importantly, having you here with us, and participate along with us, might make it that much easier for us both. That way we wouldn't feel like we were doing something just to be doing it, especially if neither of us really enjoys it or finds it as exciting or interesting as we thought it would be. So I guess you might say, we're wondering if you'd like to have a mini version of your little Ya Ya club with us."
I was a little surprised of course, but immediately told them both yes. Seeing Rhonda and Trish as they stood next to one another, hands already exploring, made my mind up for me. That, and finding I already had an erection of course.
Before either one of them actually joined me in bed, Rhonda stated there was something else she needed to know too. "I need to know how I'll feel about seeing you with another woman," she said simply. "And I don't mean Maggie, because I don't have a problem with that, knowing her the way that I do. But, I'm not sure how I'll feel seeing you with anyone else, and so I also need to know how I'll feel about that. Since I'm fairly sure you and Trish won't have the means to be around one another all the time, Trish seemed like a good candidate. And besides, I already know you enjoyed watching her earlier today." It was then that the two of them came into the bed together hand in hand, joining me.
I wasn't exactly sure what I was supposed to do here, or how things were supposed to proceed. Rhonda made that decision easy for me however by announcing that her desire, or intent rather, was to initially go down on Trish first and basically break the proverbial ice as it were. But she had also decided that if I were to either lick her pussy simultaneously, or perhaps even fuck her while she did, that it might help to not only stimulate them both, but help them ease into this unknown world a little more comfortably.
I'll be the first to admit that I was excited as hell to be sitting there, knowing that neither Rhonda nor Trish had ever done anything like this before. Rhonda had been right about one thing, being curious about something, didn't necessarily mean you'd like it, or even enjoy it remotely at all. In addition to that, there was also the risk that one would, and the other wouldn't, and then what? Still, as I watched Rhonda gently lay Trish back into the bed and begin to gradually work her way down her quivering body, I found watching them was something far more sensual and erotic than I think any of us realized it would be.
Although Rhonda had asked me to pleasure her while she satisfied her curiosity with Trish, I couldn't help but sit there beside her, doing nothing more at the moment than watching. Rhonda lovingly cupped Trish's tender little breasts, kissing and licking each hard nipple gently and softly, truly exploring the sensation. I could see by the look on her face that she was truly taking the time to evaluate what she was feeling, enjoying, or struggling with before continuing on. Trish in turn, caressed, held, touched, stroked, and certainly allowed her own inner pleasures to come forth either in a sudden intake of breath, or a soft slowly released moan. Seeing the two of them together like this, almost made me feel like the third party that truly didn't have any business being there. Had it not been for my arousal, and the fact that I was expected, and in a way required to participate, I would have suggested that the two of them explore this curiosity together without my being there.
Surprisingly, it was Trish that soon drew me into their pairing. Rhonda was by now tasting and licking the first pussy that she had ever truly experienced in quite this way before. She continued to caress Trish in varying ways and degrees, but was truly finding the taste of Trish's pussy quite enjoyable, and every bit as sweet as she curiously had wondered if it would be.
"Oh Richard," Trish had said, "Please...please, make her feel as good as she is making me feel!"
It took a minor moment of adjustment, and a slight disruption of what Rhonda had been doing to her, but I finally managed to position Rhonda over me so that she was more or less sitting on my face, while leaning over once again to pick up where she'd left off in licking and pleasuring Trish's heated, needful sex.
It wasn't entirely expected either, but after a time of exploration and experimentation, Trish came. She came hard, and she came freely when she did. Her orgasm overwhelmed her, perhaps surprisingly so as she screamed into the night.
After a brief period, as we all lay simply enjoying and experiencing the afterglow of Trish's orgasm, we changed places. I again chose to remain distant, at least for the first few minutes, wanting Rhonda to experience things in the same way that Trish had. Without my involvement, without my added stimulation, even visually being apart of those first few moments together.
I knew when Rhonda bunched the sheets tightly within both of her hands as she gripped the bed, threatening to rip them, that the sensations she was feeling as Trish tenderly suckled and tickled her clit was having the desired affect that I hoped it would.
Rhonda had her eyes tightly closed, her tongue slowly passing along and licking her own lips in obvious pleasure. "Richard, come behind me now, and...fuck me," she breathed softly into Rhonda's cunt.
I saw Rhonda open her eyes, looking up searching me out, smiling while nodding her head in approval over Trish's suggestion. "Yes Richard, fuck her now for me. Let me see you slide your cock inside of her, and fuck her while she's eating me."
I moved around the bed, positioning myself, as well as Trish so that I could indeed fill her with my cock, easily and swiftly. I had no concerns that she would not be ready for me, or that I would in fact hurt her in anyway. She was wet, very wet. And very, very ready.
"Argh!" she moaned, her face firmly implanted against Rhonda's pussy as I slipped inside her. I buried myself fully into her, holding myself briefly before withdrawing, then easing myself a little more slowly this time, on purpose, deciding to tease her with my cock in everyway that it was imaginable for me to do so.
Rhonda had reached up to capture one of her nipples and slowly caressed it with her finger, watching us, and knowing full well that she was pleasuring me as she did. She held it, thumbed it, and then tweaked it for me, even pulling on it so that it stretched away from her breast before letting go of it, only to start touching herself for me all over again. But it was the look in her eyes that nearly made me jettison my seed. Her look was pure joy, pure ecstasy true, but more importantly, honest and complete surrender. The fact that she could do this, and do it with me watching her had to be the greatest thing I believe I have ever witnessed. She succumbed not only to the dance of Trish's tongue on, and within her pussy, but to the beauty of my sharing this moment with her, even though my cock was firmly embedded in another woman's cunt at the time.
"I want to see, hear, and feel you cum," I told them both, meaning both as I said it. Trish attacked Rhonda's clit with a renewed sense of urgency even as I thrust myself in and out of her with a slow continuous stroking that I knew was driving her nearly insane with desire.
Frankly, I was amazed at myself when I felt and saw the two of them explode simultaneously together. Perhaps the fact I didn't join them in this climatic eruption was as it should be. But as I continued pumping myself into Trish without fear of spilling myself into her, all the while seeing Rhonda's orgasm overwhelming her, was the second most incredible moment I'll ever know. And throughout it all, Rhonda's eyes remained open, searching and locked onto my own as she came for me, allowed me to see deep into her very soul.
Trish finally collapsed against Rhonda effectively disengaging my cock, which was just as well as the strain of holding back now had nearly exhausted me entirely. And as much as I wanted to cum myself, I didn't want it to be a second-rate orgasm, somehow that didn't fit with the sublime pleasures that we had all managed to share and enjoy with one another.
"Now," Rhonda said, finally stirring and forcing Trish to do the same. "It's our turn, to make you feel good."
As I lay down upon the bed, both Rhonda as well as Trish began to lick, kiss, and touch me from the top of my head, to the tip of my toes, and back again. When at last I was beyond comprehension, and so sensitized to their touch that every caress could have brought about my orgasm without ever once having touched my penis, they then began to make love to it, together.
Two lips, exploring, fencing with one another, my penis sandwiched between them, and then as they fed me to one another, taking turns, holding me, stroking me, giving me to one another to lick, kiss or suck. Over and over their torture continued, until I was so lost in one sensation, that I knew not when it ended, and the others began.



"Cum for us Richard," Trish urged me.
"Shoot it baby!" Rhonda added. "Cover us in your cream baby, shoot it on our faces, let us taste you, let us watch you, let us see you cum for us baby!"
And then I exploded in what was for me, perhaps the hardest, longest, most powerful eruption I had ever had. Needless to say, I came for them, in ways I don't think either one of them could have expected or thought remotely possible.
In the morning as we prepared to leave, I couldn't believe how hard it was for me to actually do so. Rhonda and I kissed goodbye of course, with the promise that she would soon come for a visit. And though I truly hoped for that, it was a bittersweet parting when we finally pulled out of the drive and headed on our way home. Even Maggie seemed subdued, and there was certainly none of the erotic, naughty frolicking as we sat nearly in silence the entire length of the trip back home.
As the week began, it was a hard and long one indeed. But I now at least found that I was looking forward to the following weekend even more perhaps that I had realized I would. I was anxious to see everyone again, anxious to revisit friendships, intimacy, and spend time simply touching, and being touched. Admittedly, I missed Rhonda even now; we had not spoken, not even once since I had left. And though it hadn't been stated that I should call, or that I was expected to, I somehow felt that it wasn't a fair assumption for me to be making. We had shared an intimate, wonderful, pleasurable experience together yes, but that's all it had been, and ever would be for her. To expect, or want more from it wasn't feasible, or even reasonable to assume.
When Friday night finally came, I was enjoying a nice glass of wine with Maggie as we sat in my living room talking about the next day's festivities. And Maggie had me laughing already, which I had sorely needed as I had been melancholy most of the entire week. Shirley had already called twice, wanting to ensure that our Ya Ya group would indeed be meeting tomorrow at Maggie's place. She had even gone so far as to say that even if it ended up being just the three of us for whatever reason, that this time she would be there "come hell or high water" as she put it. And I was especially anxious to see and be with her again too. And though it had only been two weeks since we had last all been together, it felt like a lot longer period of time. I found myself truly looking forward to this weekend.
It was the appearance of headlights pulling into the driveway that caught my initial attention. I stood up, wine in hand and wet to the window for a better look.
I didn't recognize the car, and saw by the plates that it was a rental anyway. In the darkness I could only make out the shape of a woman stepping out of the door, dark shoulder length hair. She immediately moved to the walk, disappearing from my sight as she did. I quickly set my glass down on the table nearly spilling it and raced to the front door.
"Who is it?" I heard Maggie question from somewhere behind me.
I fumbled briefly with the door knob before correctly twisting it allowing it to open, as the door finally swung inwards, she walked to the porch, only a few short feet away from me. She wore only a coat, which I realized now she held open, revealing the fact that she was totally nude beneath it. I stood there looking at her in shock and disbelief.
"Andrea?" I said.
The other shoe had fallen.
Chapter Six
The fact that my ex-wife was standing outside my door on a Friday night was one thing. That she was also naked was something else entirely.
"Andrea, what the hell are you doing...here?" I paused, asking her simultaneously two questions.
"We need to talk," she said simply. "You going to invite me in or not?"
"I don't think that's a very good idea at the moment," I replied, remembering that Maggie was still sitting inside my living room just around the corner. I knew she would be able to hear us, and was hoping she would somehow come to my rescue.
Lights from a car appeared just down the street heading this way. Andrea turned seeing them at the same time I did, and simply shrugged out of the coat she was wearing so that it fell down around her feet on the sidewalk leaving her standing there entirely naked.
"Andrea!" I yelled at her. But she merely turned back around to face me, smiling.
I wasn't particularly thrilled to have any of my other neighbors seeing a woman standing on my porch naked, the last thing I wanted to do was draw attention to me personally in the event that raised suspicions about all the other little activities our little group had been enjoying together. So with the approach of the car just a short distance away now, I reached out grabbing Andrea's hand and literally pulled her in through the door. The effect of which caused her to stumble, using that as an excuse to bowl into me, forcing me in turn to wrap my arms around her to keep her from knocking us both over.
"See? That's not so bad is it? Really?" she asked as I stood, holding her in my arms.
I quickly pushed her away though, stepping back. We'd come far enough into the small foyer that I was able to look into the living room to where Maggie had been sitting. To my surprise, she was gone!
By this time Andrea had gathered herself, brushing past me and stepped into the room. She walked over to the small love seat, sat down, leaning comfortably at an angle in the corner of it and lifted one leg onto the seat beside her. When she did, her legs spread sufficiently so that her pussy was fully exposed. Then to my added horror, she promptly began petting herself.
"It's been a long time Richard."
I was so stunned by what I was seeing that I merely stood with a stupefied expression on my face. Hearing my ex-wife speak brought me back to my senses to some degree.
"You said you wanted to talk," I told her, my feet remaining glued to the same spot I had been in when she slipped past me into the living room. I made no move to go into the room and join her, continuing to stand where I was.
"Afterwards," she said looking at me, still touching her self, and smiling that same damdable smile.
"After what?" I asked, still so stunned by her being here, and so flustered that it hadn't registered yet what she was actually referring to.
Andrea glanced about briefly, eyeing the stairs leading up to the bedrooms. Swinging around on the couch she stood up, heading towards them. Andrea had managed to reach the stairs before it dawned on me what it was she was up to.
"Andrea!" I yelled at her. But she ignored me, continuing to climb the stairs until stopping half way up where she turned, looking towards me. Rather than speak however, all she did was use her finger, signaling me to follow in that "come hither" way she used to do whenever she wanted something.
One of the reasons I'd married Andrea was that she WAS honestly attractive. The other, she had been pretty good in bed too, though at the time I had very little experience to compare that with. When you're thinking with your dick rather than with your head half of the time, you tend to overlook all the little annoying habits a person has. And if they're small enough, eventually you become used to them. With Andrea however, they weren't little, and they DID bother me. So much so that it had been one of the reasons we'd eventually grown a part in the first place.
But once again, I was thinking with my dick and not with my head. Like I said, she was attractive. Seeing her naked again after all this time had both confused and befuddled me, though I was trying desperately to think of something to either say or do before she led me into the bedroom where I was sure I would succumb to whatever plans she had for me.
Andrea waited until I had almost reached her, where she turned and fled the rest of the way up the stairs heading towards the bedroom with me in hot pursuit. I caught her just as we reached the bedroom, bursting through the door at almost the exact same moment. Maggie was lying in bed, naked, looking at us as we came charging into the room together.
"I was wondering what was taking you so long," she said.
On the one hand, seeing Maggie in bed brought me back to my senses, on the other I was suddenly embarrassed, feeling more than just a little bit guilty as to how this might have appeared to her. And because of that, all I could think of was to introduce them, trying to buy myself a little time until I could think up something better to say.
"Uh, ummm Maggie? This is Andrea, Andrea...this is...."
"We've met," Andrea stated icily looking at Maggie's nude form, never taking her eyes away from her for even a second, actually glaring at her.
"You must have just pulled up when Richard went downstairs for more wine to freshen our drinks," Maggie said. I realized Maggie had obviously choreographed this little charade and I began thanking her silently. Two empty wine glasses sat atop the nightstand as though we'd been sitting here drinking them. But before either Andrea or I could even respond to her, she continued. "So...is it your intention of joining us? Or did you show up at the door that way?" she questioned.
I fully expected Andrea to again bolt from the room, even taking a step sideways so that I would be out of her way when she did. Instead, Andrea actually crossed the room towards the bed climbing in, laying down next to Maggie, though she continued to glare at me having done that.
I quickly shot a look at Maggie, but if she was at all surprised by Andrea's reaction, she never showed it. Instead, Maggie looked at me and winked. "Richard? The wine? Oh...and I guess you'd better bring up another glass," she said effectively dismissing me.
I turned away heading out of the bedroom, fully expecting to hear the explosion before I'd even made it halfway down the stairs. But I never did. By the time I had reached the bottom I was actually wondering if I was really expected to fetch the wine, let alone another glass. I fumbled around briefly with a fresh bottle of wine, finally pulling out the cork while still waiting for some sort of explosion...anything. But all was quiet, too quiet in fact which was even more nerve-racking and had me more confused than ever. I not only didn't know what Maggie was up to, or what she thought she was doing that would dissuade my ex-wife's being there, but now Andrea had called Maggie's bluff, if in fact that's what it was. I had no desire to return to the bedroom, but found I was running out of any plausible excuse for being delayed further.
"Fuck!" I said to myself, though speaking it aloud as I snatched a clean wine glass from the cabinet. "This is insane!"
I ascended the stairs once again carrying the wine and Andrea's wine glass, still hoping even expecting to see her come charging out of the bedroom in a blind rage. I was also trying to walk as quietly as possible, listening for any sounds of conversation that might tip me as to what to expect as I got closer and closer to the bedroom. It was actually eerie, as I heard nothing; fully expecting to at least hear their somewhat muted conversation. Nothing. When I stepped into the room, I nearly dropped the bottle of wine. Andrea was lying between Maggie's legs, licking her pussy.
I'm sure the astonished look on my face said it all. But before I could utter a single word Maggie winked at me, mouthing the words, "Trust me".
"Ah, Richards back with the wine," Maggie said. "Andrea and I had a little chat while you were gone," she began. "I told her that if she really was serious about getting back with you, that this would be one way she could show, proving it to you," Maggie said glibly. "I told her that if you were to come back and find her doing this, that you might at least be willing to let her stay, since she was at the very least, showing you that she could handle the new life-style you've grown accustomed to."
Andrea had started to rise up from between Maggie's legs, but Maggie placed her hand on the back of her head, effectively keeping her from doing just that as she again pressed my ex-wife's face back into her pussy.
"Oh no...not yet dear," Maggie told her. "You're just starting to make me feel good. And besides, I think Richard's starting to enjoy this."
I saw Andrea relax slightly, and then realized she was in fact licking Maggie with every intention of trying to make her feel good. To which Maggie merely smiled, motioning for me to set the wine down before I really did drop it.
"Why don't you get undressed and come join us?" Maggie stated, still holding onto the back of my ex-wife's head.
This time it was my turn to mouth words at her, "Are you crazy?" I asked her silently. Maggie just kept grinning at me instead of responding. Though at the moment, if anyone really was crazy, it had to be me as I stood there taking off my clothes.
I quickly finished undressing, looking towards Maggie for direction. Obviously she knew what she was doing, even if I didn't. "Why don't you step up behind Andrea and fuck her in the ass?" she suggested.
This time Andrea's head came up, and no power on earth would have been able to hold it in place. "No one's ever done that to me," she began. Maggie interrupted before Andrea could continue on.
"Well then, its about time someone did! Richard's very good at it," she intimated without coming right out and saying that she and I'd done it, which we hadn't. Once again I shot Maggie a questioning look.
"Well, ok. But not without some sort of lubrication," Andrea expressed worriedly.
Maggie grinned at me. "But of course. You do have some lubricant don't you Richard?" Truth was, I didn't. Rather than answer her verbally, I shook my head 'no', still bewildered about where all this was actually going. I could only assume Maggie was trying her level best to intimidate my ex-wife so she would leave me alone once and for all.
"Sure you do, you do have butter don't you?"
This time I answered, as did Andrea simultaneously. "Butter?"
"Yes. Butter."
I was positive Andrea would bolt from the bed this time. I was in fact grinning knowingly, figuring that Maggie's obscene suggestion would be the straw that broke the camels back. Andrea had turned her head looking back towards me, saw the grin spread across my face and took it for something else.
"Well, ok. As long as you use plenty of it," she relented, giving in.
My expression returned to one of confusion. "Well Richard?" Maggie prompted me back into action. "Be a good boy then and go get it!"
I left the bedroom turning back to look just before doing so as Maggie coaxed Andrea back between her legs. As I descended the stairs, I was surprised to find myself sporting an erection. The thought of actually fucking my wife's ass was ironic. I'd felt like she'd fucked me in the ass several times.
I had to admit, retrieving the butter from the refrigerator seemed like a crazy idea. No doubt Maggie was still anticipating Andrea chickening out, and thus leaving long before I got the butter anywhere's near her ass, let alone my prick. Heading back upstairs with a cube of butter, even I didn't think I'd actually be unwrapping it.
Andrea was still going down on Maggie when I stepped into the room. "Slick up her ass real good!" Maggie said upon seeing me enter. And apply plenty of it to yourself too!" she added.
Andrea didn't even bother looking back towards me as I approached the bed, unwrapping the butter looking towards Maggie for some sign this wasn't really happening. Maggie however had her eyes closed, obviously enjoying (much to my surprise) Andrea's tongue.
I walked to the end of the bed and began smearing the butter-cube all over my ex-wife's puckered little ass-hole. Surprisingly, she actually moaned as I did that. Next, I ran the cube of butter up and down my shaft until it was slippery sweet. I pulled Andrea up into more of a kneeling position, centered myself, and began easing my prick inside my ex-wife's tight little ass. I still couldn't believe I was actually doing this. Not only had I never fucked Andrea like this before, I'd never fucked anyone in the ass before.
"Take your time Richard," Maggie instructed. "Nobody's in any kind of rush here. Just slip yourself in slowly until Andrea's had time to accommodate you fully."
I wasn't really worried about hurting her, when Andrea was horny she was horny. And from what I could tell as she actually wriggled her ass back against me as I slowly began to fill her, she was about as aroused as I'd ever seen her!
Additionally, it didn't take nearly as long to fully embed my prick inside her either. After about a good full minute, Andrea's ass suddenly sucked the second half of my prick inside her with surprising ease. I had to wonder momentarily if she was lying about never being ass-fucked before as I soon hilted her fully, causing her to moan desirably.
"Careful honey," Maggie warned. "No teeth. I know you were caught by surprise at how nice that feels, but I've grown rather fond of my clitoris, and would hate for you to bite it off while Richard here fucks that virginal ass of yours."
"Sorry," Andrea mouthed, still lapping Maggie's pussy.
"Ok Richard, now ease yourself out, and then drive yourself home...hard!" she said commandingly. Which I then did.
Before she could fully prepare herself, I withdrew, slamming into her virginal ass as hard as I could. When I did, I heard Andrea's breath completely sucked out of her.
"Again Richard!" Maggie coached from the sidelines.
Before Andrea could even recover from the first thrusting plunge, I had done so again, hearing her gasp, fearful at first I was actually hurting her until I heard the undeniable groan of pleasure, followed by a diatribe of obscenities I'd never ever heard her even utter to me before.
"Oh yes! Yes! Fuck my ass Richard! Fuck my fucking ass!" she screamed out joyfully.
Maggie slipped from beneath Andrea to sit on the bed beside her. I was delighted when she reached over and actually began playing with my ex-wife's breasts. I doubted another woman had ever done that to her for one thing, and for another, I was already well past the point where I had previously blasted my sperm inside my ex-wife, and considering I was buggering her ass at the moment, was saying something.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Fuck my ass! Fuck my ass!" Andrea kept saying over and over and over. The sound of Andrea's ass slapping against me as I continued pummeling her was music to my ears. I knew how much Andrea liked being taken doggy-style anyway, but slamming my prick in and out of her ass while doing that was triggering emotions in her I'd never experienced before.
Maggie was timing Andrea's pleasure. Aware how close she was getting, Maggie slipped her hand beneath her, splitting her pussy a part with her fingers. The moment she did, Andrea screamed. It was a sudden, unexpected primeval scream that filled the bedroom. I felt Andrea shudder almost violently, collapsing down onto the bed, forcing my prick to dislodge itself from her ass when doing so.
Maggie had stood by this time heading into the bathroom, returning a moment later with a hot wet washcloth, tossing it to me.
"You'd best wash up," Maggie informed me. "And do a good job of it."
It was several minutes before Andrea had collected herself to even move enough to roll over and look for me. By this time I was sitting in one of the chairs sipping my wine, still sporting a rather hard firm erection. Maggie was sitting next to me, drinking her wine as well as we both waited for Andrea to resurface from her orgasmic revelry.
Eventually Andrea sat up looking at me with a rather wide-eyed expression of wonder clearly etched within her face. "Oh Richard! That...was...nice!" she said beaming.



"Would you like a glass of wine?" I asked, handing it to her, which she immediately accepted. Glancing towards Maggie, Andrea actually appeared slightly embarrassed by her obvious wantonness. I had now seen Andrea not only go down on another woman, something she'd once told me she thought "sick and depraved" as she'd put it, to also having her ass fucked, something else she had told me long ago I should never expect from her either.
Maggie raised her wine glass up to her in a toast. "How's it feel to be fucked in the ass?" she asked my ex-wife politely, smiling, still holding up the glass towards her.
Andrea didn't pick up on the obvious comment, but I did. And was trying very hard to keep from laughing as Andrea turned away from Maggie, looking towards me.
"We still need to talk," she said quietly. But it was obvious that she no longer felt like she still had the upper hand here.
"Anything you want to say, you can say in front of Maggie," I told her. "She and I don't keep any secrets from one another."
I could tell Andrea wasn't too happy to hear that, but it was also evident that Maggie wasn't planning on going anywhere as she sat comfortably in her chair still sipping her wine.
Andrea finally seemed to accept that looking towards me with obvious resignation. "Richard...is there still room for me do you think?" she eyed Maggie upon asking that, though not glaring at her the way she had done when first encountering her in my room. Obviously, she was trying to establish herself, as the woman in my life, giving Maggie an almost victorious grin as though to say, "Ok, I gave him what he wanted, so don't count on being around after this," is how I took it.
I thought for a moment, sipping my wine and taking a considerable period of time in thinking about what she had just said to me. I noticed that even Maggie was gazing at me with a curious expression on her face. That was kind of fun actually, Maggie had NO idea what I was thinking about.
"Well, it's fine with me I suppose, as long as it's OK with Maggie and the rest of the women. I'm sure they wouldn't mind having one more join our group, but like me, you'd have to be unanimously accepted by all of them too."
Andrea was staring at me like I was drunk. Even Maggie's eyes widened in surprise as I heard her giggle. Andrea's mouth had dropped open when I said that, surprise, shock, bewilderment. Whatever it was had been more than worthwhile to see as the realization of what I meant finally sank in.
"I wasn't talking about wanting to be a part of THAT!" Andrea said standing up. She'd turned her attention back towards Maggie, once more glaring at her. "I was referring to you and I Richard...being husband and wife again!"
"Oh Andrea!" I said feigning a lack of initial understanding, quickly setting my wine glass back down on the table, standing up, joining her. "If you want to get together once a week with us and fuck, that's one thing. But married? No fucking way!" I said adamantly.
I had already stood away from the door by this time, so when Andrea turned, bolting for the door, I was well out of her way.
"Think she'll be back?" I asked Maggie
"Not this time," she responded laughing, though not so loudly that Andrea could have heard her, but the sound of the door slamming indicated she was already out of the house and hopefully out of my life forever.
Even the sound of screeching tires didn't affect either one of us as Maggie moved back up and into the bed. "She was pretty lousy at eating pussy too," she said purring at me. "So come Richard, show me how it should be done! On second thought, where'd you put that butter anyway?"
I laughed, crawling up into bed beside Maggie. "How was it anyway?" she asked me.
"Wasn't anything like I remembered," I had to admit. "Even fucking her ass wasn't as exciting as I thought it might be. With her anyway," I added quickly.
"Didn't think it would be," Maggie commented. "That's why you needed to do that for one thing. You won't continue to wonder about it, or remember something being like it never really was, now you'll be able to get over her for good."
"You knew that I'd discover that didn't you?" Maggie's smile confirmed it.
Maggie looked at me knowingly, shaking her head. "It was still a gamble, but yes. You needed that last 'good-bye' fuck to know it was really over for you." Maggie looked at me with concern. "So, how do you feel anyway?"
"I feel better than I've ever felt before in all my life!" I told her truthfully.
"Good! Now, where'd you put that butter anyway?" she asked once again.
"You were serious?"
"Why not? I've actually wanted to try that. "And I happen to have a thing for Marlon Brando anyway," she smiled, laughing. "To be honest with you Richard?" she began again on the previous subject, "I sort of used your ex-wife as a guinea pig to see how she'd handle it."
I burst out laughing. "Leave it up to you to do something like that," I stated, locating the butter.
I'd brought Maggie to the brink of orgasm a half a dozen times when she made me quit each time letting her cool down. Obviously Maggie was now in one of those special moods of hers, and I could tell she was purposely prolonging the ecstasy, which usually meant she had every intention of doing something wild and crazy. After I'd brought her to the edge yet another time, she pushed me away, forcing my prick to slip out of her ass.
"Get dressed," she announced suddenly, "We're going for a drive. Oh, but wear as little as possible," she added. "Something you can slip in and out of easily."
She informed me she was running home to change clothes too, and that I was to meet her out front by her car as soon as I'd changed. In an instant she was gone, leaving me to wonder what crazy little adventure she was dragging me into this time. Standing there with a cock slicked with butter, I could only smile with the certain knowledge that Maggie was no doubt planning something incredibly wild once again.
I wore a pair of golf shorts, no underwear of course, and a polo shirt. "Easy enough to slip in and out of," I thought, still wondering what it was Maggie had planned for me now. By the time I reached her place, she was already sitting in her car with the motor running, waiting for me. Maggie had thrown on a simple shift, which I knew when looking at her, was all she was wearing.
"Where we going?"
"Thought we'd drop in on Shirley and surprise her," Maggie said mischievously.
Though the idea of that sounded like fun, I couldn't help but think there was more to this than just that. We'd be seeing Shirley in the morning when we all got together anyway, so I was a little surprised when Maggie decided to drive over and pay her a visit, basically getting a jump start on Saturday.
"Something's up. I know you Maggie. There's more to this than meets the eye."
Maggie laughed. "You're getting to know me a little too well," she responded. "Shirley told me earlier that she would be 'entertaining' a friend tonight, even invited me over to join her."
"A friend? As in another woman? Or a man?" I asked.
"Does it really matter?" she shot back at me.
As we'd taught Andrea a lesson, I had a feeling Maggie was about to teach me one. Up until now, I'd never considered the fact that Maggie had been with other men besides me. A silly notion as I now thought on it. As sensual and as attractive as she was, to think that I was exclusive to her was foolish on my part. Even so, I found that I wasn't dealing with it very well emotionally, the old 'double-standard' kicking in as I found myself not wanting to share her with another man.
"Maggie, you sure this is such a good idea? She invited you after all, not me!" I'd decided that I could adjust, even accept by my way of thinking that she had other men in her life. But I also realized that I wasn't sure I could accept my being there when she did. "Maybe she won't appreciate your showing up at her door with me tagging along," I added, hoping now that she'd give up this crazy idea and turn the car around.
"Don't be silly. You know Shirley as well as I do. The two of us dropping in unannounced like this would be something she'd love to see happen. And especially if she's as horny as I think she is. She's been talking about Saturday all week long, which is one of the reasons I know she couldn't wait any longer for tomorrow and invited a friend over that she's been seeing off and on for a few months now."
I sat in silence the remainder of the short trip until we finally reached the high-class residential neighborhood where Shirley lived. Maggie turned the car into the private lane that led up a quarter mile road to her house, cutting the headlights when she did.
"What are you doing?" I said finally breaking my self-imposed silence as we crept along in the darkness.
"Like I said, surprising her."
As we pulled into the circular driveway in front of the house, I noticed that none of the lights were on.
"Doesn't look like anyone's home," I said hopefully.
Maggie laughed in that "Ha Ha, you're not getting out of this that easy," way she sometimes did.
"It's a big place. Shirley doesn't keep all the lights on unless she's throwing a dinner party or something. Only her live-in maid and she share the place, and the cottage where the maid lives is around back anyway. Which is also where the pool is, and where Shirley spends most of her time. If she's anyplace, it's out back near the pool, which is where we're going."
The three car garage was closed of course, so even if she was or wasn't home, there was no way of telling from that. Maggie parked her car on the circular drive hopping out, motioning for me to follow her as she opened a side gate leading towards the rear of the house. When I did, I could see that the backyard was lit. I still couldn't hear anything though, and felt that if Shirley was home, we'd at least be able to hear some sort of conversation, or at the very least, something else.
By the time we'd traversed the walkway leading towards the rear of the home, I had grown even more nervous and less sure that this really was a good idea. "Maggie, maybe we'd better leave," I pressed. Maggie ignored me however, reaching the gate but standing on tiptoe to look over it without opening.
"Shhhhh!" she said, motioning me to join her. "Come over here. Look!"
I silently made my way over to stand beside her, peering over the fence though I didn't need to stand on my toes to do so. What I saw when I did nearly took my breath away. Shirley was lying in a cushioned lounge chair naked, but that wasn't totally unexpected. What was unexpected however was the sight of an equally naked dark copper skinned woman with short coal black hair nestled comfortably between her legs on the same lounge chair obviously going down on her. If that wasn't surprise enough, standing next to them was a tall man who appeared to be in his late fifty's or early sixty's perhaps. Though he had a full head of hair, it was dark with a few streaks of silver coursing through it, giving it that Salt and Peppered look. For his age, he was obviously in great shape, even better than I was. And worse, he was standing there stroking an enormous sized prick, twice the size of mine at least, watching the two women.
"That's Julia, Shirley's maid," Maggie whispered to me. "And the gentleman standing next to them masturbating is Paolo, he's Italian and filthy rich." Now I was more nervous and self-conscious than ever. Not only was the guy extremely attractive and well built, but he obviously had more money than I'd ever dreamed of.
"Where's his car?" I wondered aloud. "I didn't see one when we got here."
"Oh...he never drives himself anyplace. Chances are he simply had his Chauffer drop him off earlier."
"You've met him then obviously," I said still whispering.
"Only once, at a dinner party. But Shirley's told me about him of course, and I've been anxious to get to know him a little better myself."
I felt a sharp pang of jealousy stab into me, once again trying desperately to get Maggie to leave before we were discovered. "Looks like they're having enough fun without us. Maybe we should go and let them enjoy themselves without our barging in on them like this."
Maggie answered me by reaching down and pulling the shift she was wearing up and over the top of her head. Naked, she undid the latch on the gate and casually strode into the backyard. Shirley was the first one to spot her, immediately smiling and screamed out in delight as Maggie brazenly strolled over to where the three of them were.
"Maggie! What a nice surprise. I didn't think you were interested in coming over!"
"Didn't say I wasn't interested," she began, "Just wasn't as horny then as I am now. But Richard took care of that."
"Richard? Why didn't you bring him along?" Shirley said sitting up, effectively disengaging herself from Julia in the process.
"I did. He's still standing back there behind the gate, I think he's feeling a little bit shy at the moment." Maggie had tossed a glancing look towards Paolo when she said that and Shirley immediately caught her meaning.
"Oh yes, well," she said laughing. "Paolo, can you put that away for a moment?" she said teasingly. There's someone I want you and Julia to meet."
Julia had sat up by this time but was still continuing to caress and stroke Shirley's thigh. She was a strikingly beautiful woman. Her darker colored skin stood out in stark contrast against the much paler coloring of Shirley's, even with her light tan. Paolo's natural olive colored complexion made Maggie appear almost white in comparison as she stood next to him.
"Richard?" Shirley called out to me. "Quit acting so shy and come out here and join us!"
There was no sense delaying the inevitable now. But I was damned if I was going to take off any clothes before doing so. I screwed up my courage, stepping through the gate and headed over towards them. But I still felt more than a little uncomfortable, considerably foolish as I approached.
Shirley introduced everyone, which ended with Paolo offering me his hand in greeting which I shook briefly. As we did, I couldn't help but look down, watching his massive erection bouncing up and down simultaneously as we shook hands. The affect of which made me cut the handshake off short.
"And this is Julia," Shirley said introducing me to the young woman. "She's my maid, but truth is, she's also my friend even though she works for me." I shook Julia's hand too, which was considerably easier for me to do, especially when she smiled back at me.
"Would you care for something to drink?" she asked.
Right now a drink sounded perfect. "Sure, yes. I'd love one," I told her.
"What would you like?"
"Oh, anything really," I said, nervously trying not to glance over towards Paolo as he continued to stand there with his enormous prick standing up in the air.
"Why don't you take Richard inside to the bar and help him decide?" Shirley told her. I watched as Shirley bent over whispering something into Julia's ear. She smiled, shook her head in the affirmative, and stood up.
"Follow me," she said huskily, turning and headed back into the house. I found I was actually grateful to be doing so, glancing briefly once over my shoulder as Maggie moved towards the lounge chair sitting down next to where Paolo was standing. The last thing I saw before entering the house was Maggie wrapping her fist around Paolo's dick.
Julia soon led me over to a very well stocked bar. "What can I fix you?" she asked, stepping around the back of it as she did. I glanced about for a second and spotted a bottle of Johnny Walker Black label.
"Scotch neat, please."
Julia poured me a drink, then poured one for herself though she cut it with a little water.
"Cheer's," she said raising her glass to me. We both drank it in one sweet swallow. I felt the hot liquid burn all the way down my throat, but it felt good and immediately helped me to relax. Not to mention help me with putting the image of Maggie playing with Paolo's monstrous prick out of mind.
"Another?" Julia asked, already pouring.
This one I sipped rather than consuming entirely, but as I watched Julia drain her glass, it gave me the opportunity to more fully appreciate her obvious attributes. She didn't have breasts nearly as large as either Shirley's or Maggie's, but they were nice sized and perfectly proportioned. Even more noteworthy however was the large dark colored areola's that capped each well-rounded breast. I don't think I'd ever seen areola's as large as hers were before, nor quite as dark either. They were lovely and immediately caused my prick to stir in appreciation of them.
"Feeling better?" she asked.
I looked up from her breasts back to her face. She was smiling; obviously she'd known I had been looking at her. I felt my face flush with embarrassment, knowing I had done a pretty piss-poor job of not purposely staring at her.
Julia reached up cupping one of her tits and fingered the nipple. "You like?" she said teasing it to hardness as I watched.
"Very much," I said simply. "They're beautiful."
Julia sat her empty glass down on the bar and slid it, along with the nearly full bottle of scotch in my direction. She came back from around the backside of the bar just as I polished off the last of the fiery liquid in mine and sat it down next to hers. By that time she had reached me, and was already undoing the clasp on my shorts, unzipping my fly.
"Shirley told me to make you more at ease," she said winking at me. "I thought the drinks might help, but I've always found a nice blow-job does even better." She dropped down onto her knees and quickly drew me into her mouth. Her lips were soft, sweet, and as she knelt there on the floor sucking me, I began to grow weak-kneed, and suddenly very, very relaxed.
Obviously it wasn't Julia's intent to get me off. And I wasn't anywhere's close to doing that anyway. As nice as the drinks and blowjob had been to steady my nerves, I was still a little unsure of myself.
"Why don't you grab the glasses and the scotch?" she stated. So I did so, barely having enough time to actually grab them from off of the bar when she reached down, firmly seizing my cock within her hand and led me back outside towards the pool.
The moment we walked through the open patio doors leading outside, I spotted the three of them together. Maggie was still sitting on the chase lounge, but she was leaning forward sucking Paolo's cock as she did. One hand was wrapped around his massive shaft stroking it while simultaneously sucking him. The other was cupping and fondling his baseball-sized scrotum. Paolo had his hands on the back of Maggie's head gently holding her there, and smiling broadly as her lips and mouth obviously brought a great deal of pleasure to his cock. As for Shirley, she was sitting beside Maggie, one hand reaching around to massage and caress her breast, the other, down between her legs where it was obvious that she was caressing and playing with her clit.
"Ah, I see Julia and Richard have finally come out to join us," Shirley said turning around as we approached. Julia maintained her hold on me, leading me over to a small table where I quickly deposited the glasses and scotch. Still holding onto my cock, Julia then led me over so that I found myself standing next to Paolo. Maggie hadn't even acknowledge my return yet, still thoroughly engrossed in knobbing Paolo's prick, but Shirley quickly reached out and took over from Julia, sliding her mouth down over my cock as Julia reluctantly gave way.
The sounds of Maggie's wet, sloshy sounding blowjob was for my benefit I think. She knew how that got to me, and surprisingly, it did. I actually kept my eyes open and glanced over at her as she busily sat there stroking that monster, sucking and licking it. By this time, Shirley was doing the same thing to me, making just as much noise, if not more than Maggie was. I noticed too that Paolo was looking over towards Shirley as she sat there sucking my hard, but smaller sized cock.



"Feels good doesn't it?" Paolo asked me. "I truly love a woman who knows how to pleasure a man's prick," he added. "And these two certainly know how to do that. How about Julia? Does she also suck cock as well?" he asked pointedly.
"Ah yes, she does," I said a little awkwardly, realizing that everyone must have known what was taking place back inside the house. I looked up searching for where she was in fact when I saw Julia walk around standing behind Paolo. I couldn't see exactly what it was that she was doing but Shirley must have known. She quit sucking my prick at that moment and motioned for me to watch this.
"What's she doing?" I asked curiously, almost forgetting that both Paolo and Maggie could certainly hear whatever I'd said.
"She's going to stick her finger in his ass and massage his prostate. The way she does it can increase and enhance the orgasm. Maggie's about to get a massive dose of Paolo's cum cream, you really should have her do you next," Shirley added. "I hear she's really very good at it."
"Ah, no thanks. I think I'll pass on that one," I told her.
Julia had applied a substantial amount of lubricant to her hand, specifically two of her fingers, and as I watched Paolo's face, I could tell the moment that Julia had managed to penetrate his ass. He didn't exactly grimace, like it had been painful or anything, more like an expected surprise that still surprised you even though you knew it was coming. Maggie quit sucking Paolo's cock however, and merely continued to stroke it though she now included reaching beneath him to also knead and massage his pendulous ball-sack.
Maggie turned towards us with the lustiest look I think I'd ever seen on her face before. "Watch him when he cums Richard, it's really quite amazing. Between what Julia and I are both doing, we'll get him to shoot more sperm than you would think possible for anyone to be able to do."
I was taken aback slightly by Maggie's comment, not so much by what she said, but how she sounded when saying it. She was horny, extremely so, and though I had certainly had my fair share of experiencing those moments, I wasn't sure I'd seen her quite this aroused over merely jerking off some guys cock. Then again, Maggie had once told me she considered herself to have a cum fetish anyway. She loved seeing guy's pricks ejaculating, and especially loved the taste and feel of most men's spendings. What she'd like to experience, but never had, was a large group of men all cumming on her together. Shirley had even once teased her about hiring a bunch of guys to do that to her, as sort of a birthday present or something. Surprisingly, Maggie never told her not too.
In a way, it was almost comical. Here was this tall muscular Italian stooped over one hand resting on Maggie's shoulder for support, legs spread wide, with this almost petite copper skinned woman all but laying on his back with one hand firmly probing his ass.
"How's his balls feeling?" Julia asked Maggie.
"Getting there," she said. "Much tighter now, nice and firm. He's really going to explode when you're ready."
"Just let me know when you think they're as tight as they can possibly be," Julia said, and Maggie nodded her head in agreement.
Shirley seemed almost giddy with excitement. "This is always so amazing to watch!" she exclaimed. "I can hardly wait until you try this!"
It wasn't a question. Shirley obviously had every expectation that I would. But now was not the time to argue with her, or tell her otherwise. Too much else was taking place, and about to happen any second now from the sounds of things. Paolo was laboring now and I could tell by his moans and groans that were coming almost on top of one another that he was rapidly approaching the point of no return.
"Any second now," Maggie quipped. "You ready?"
"Are you?" Julia answered back.
"Hell yes!" Maggie said expectantly. "Make him cum Julia! Do it!"
Julia reached up with one hand and placed it at the base of Paolo's head, effectively bracing herself, forcing his head to push forward and down slightly. With the other, she was obviously 'digging' inside his ass, and I personally shivered at the thought of that. "Ready?" she yelled.
"Oh fuck yes!" Maggie yelled back. "Do it!"
Paolo suddenly let out the loudest yell I'd ever heard in my life. At the same time he stood up effectively throwing poor Julia backwards, though how in the hell she managed to hang on to him when he did was beyond me. A split second later, a streamer of cum exploded from the tip of Paolo's prick and caught Maggie squarely between the tits in an enormous splash of white sticky gooey cum-cream.
Impressive as it was, I had squirted that much myself before, and suddenly felt a little more confident in my own ability to 'throw a nice thick rope'. It was at least a second though before Paolo's prick lurched and spat again. In the second between, Shirley had stood to get a much closer look. Maggie was now using both hands to pump all that cum out with, stroking him like she might a horse, which wasn't that far off from being the truth. When the second massive spurt exploded from the end of his dick, I really was impressed. It contained even more thick spunk than the first, and seemed to literally leap from his prick in a wide arch that flew well over the top of Maggie's head, nailing Shirley on the side of the face just as she had stood and begun to approach.
"Holy shit!" Maggie squealed in delight as continued jacking the erupting monster. And I found myself ducking out of the way as she fought with it like a run away fire hose. Julia had dropped down on the ground behind Paolo now, reaching around him, one hand still continuing to finger his ass, but with the other, she was now also grabbing and milking his balls.
"More! More!" Maggie continued to scream wildly. And Paolo spat out the third, this one even more voluminous than either of the first two. Now I wasn't merely impressed, I was stunned!
Maggie had managed to wrestle control of his wildly throbbing spitting penis however, capturing it between her tits a moment later, holding it there. Even so, the next jettison of spunk caught her flush on the chin and seemed to spray out in every direction when it did. Droplets of Paolo's nectar rained down on everyone at that point, and it mattered not where you stood, or for that matter how far away. The third was of course quickly followed by a fourth and a fifth, each one just as powerful as the first one had been. Rivers of semen coated Maggie's tits so thickly that you couldn't see some portions of her through the white slimy mess. And all she did was continue to jack-hammer his prick, coaxing and urging out each and every streamer until I thought for sure that Paolo would certainly topple over dead from a heart-attack.
Paolo finally collapsed to his knees, and when he did, Julia finally removed her fingers and came over to stand next to Maggie. Both Shirley and Julia began to massage all that cream into her body, but it was like someone had used up an entire bottle of lotion on her, as her skin simply wouldn't absorb it quickly enough, leaving trailers of hand prints and tracings of his super-rich cream as they continued caressing her and smearing it over nearly every square inch of her body.
I managed to locate my drink and downed it in one gulp, quickly pouring myself another, long before the girls were satisfied in what they were doing. Paolo had recovered slightly, once again standing and stumbled over next to where I was. He simply picked up the bottle of scotch, drinking from it, taking a big pull on the bottle without even bothering to find another glass.
Paolo and I were soon passing the scotch back and forth to one another, still watching the girls as they enjoyed themselves. Admittedly, seeing them do this was rather arousing and I found I had a raging hard-on myself.
"Well Richard? You ready to try this?" Shirley asked.
I laughed nervously waving them off, taking another large swallow of the scotch that burned all the way down my throat.
"Paolo? Grab him!" Maggie yelled. I had time enough only to look up as Paolo stepped around me pinning my arms against my back. His grip was so strong and powerful that I wasn't going anywhere. Simultaneously, I saw Julia applying lubricant to her hands and fingers as she came around behind me. Powerless to say or do anything, I waited for the inevitable.
"Remember I told you I had a thing for Marlon Brando?" she said grinning wickedly.
It was the best fucking orgasm I've ever experienced. I might not have cum nearly as much as Paolo had, but I sure as hell yelled as loud as he did. Watching Shirley and Maggie pass my spurting prick back and forth to one another as I emptied my nuts almost greedily into their hungry mouths was sensational to say the least. Even Julia got into the action, finally joining them, then draining the last remnants of my sperm from my prick before kissing each woman, searching the inside of their mouths with her tongue for whatever traces of my spunk happened to remain.
By the time Maggie and I arrived home it was nearing midnight. After that incredible orgasm I'd had, I was done in for the evening. Normally after a little rest at least, I could go again, but not tonight. Which is another reason I was more than a little worried now about Saturday.
"Not to worry," Maggie had told me as we pulled into the drive. I've got a little present for you. Just come over early in the morning before everyone else begins to arrive."
We said goodnight to one another, and I quickly headed off towards home. It had certainly been an interesting evening to say the least. And though I was tired, I found myself anxious having trouble trying to sleep. Saturday would come soon enough, and with it what I hoped would be another erotic adventure with all my new found friends.
In the morning I dressed, showered and shaved, heading on over to Maggie's. I didn't bother making coffee. I knew Maggie well enough by now to know she'd been up for a couple of hours already and would have fresh coffee made and waiting for me the moment I arrived. True to form, she invited me in the moment she heard me on her back porch.
"Morning sweetie. Coffee's on the table along with some home-made cinnamon rolls if you'd like one."
I gave Maggie a big hug and a kiss, quickly sitting down at the table. The coffee smelled wonderful as usual, and the freshly baked rolls had my mouth watering.
"Did you get a good nights sleep?" she asked.
I had to wait to answer as I'd just taken a large bite out of one of the rolls. "OK I guess, after last night though, I'm a little worried about this morning," I said half serious.
Maggie walked over to the table and slid a small gift-wrapped box towards me.
"You already gave me a birthday present," I told her. "Remember?"
"It's not exactly a birthday present. But I thought maybe you could use it this morning."
I quickly opened the package, and laughed when I saw what she'd purchased for me. "Viagara? You're serious?"
"Very," Maggie stated. "They call it 'blue-wood', trust me Richard, it works, especially if you have any concerns about getting it up, and keeping it up."
I stared at the package, unsure if I really should be trying this or not. "When?"
"Now. In about an hour, you'll have a magnificent erection that any man would be proud of."
I laughed nervously, but picked up the package and punched out one of the little blue pills and watched it spill into my hand. "An hour huh? Just about the same time when everyone should start arriving. Don't you think maybe I should wait a while before I take it?" Maggie poured me a glass of water and handed it to me. "Blue wood huh?" She nodded, and so I took the pill.
Maggie and I quickly began to rearrange the living room. We'd carried out the large oversized throw pillows which we basically carpeted the floor with, and had put on a fresh pot of coffee. By the time we'd finished, the viagara kicked in and I stood there with a very stiff erection. It wasn't unlike waking with a morning hard-on. I wasn't really aroused, just stiff. Maggie teased me about it briefly as it wouldn't make much sense to do anything about it now, as though we could in the first place. Secondly, everyone would soon be showing up and I'd already have a hard-on long before anyone else was really in the mood. In a way, it was embarrassing and I now wished I had in fact waited to take it, not sure I'd really have needed it in the first place.
Once again Maggie came to my rescue. "I know, take off your clothes," she told me.
"What?"
"Take them off!" We both heard a car pull up in the drive at that moment, and I noticed that Maggie was shedding her clothing just as quickly as I was. We'd barely made it to the couch when I felt Maggie slide her self down on me, as the doorbell rang.
"Come in!" Maggie called out. I still wasn't sure what the hell she was doing, but the feel of her pussy surrounding my cock sure felt nice.
April walked in and shot us both a look of surprise, which immediately turned to one of interest in what the two of us were doing. "What the hell are the two of you up to so early?" she'd asked.
"Oh, Richard and I were sort of playing a little game is all. We thought it might be fun to fuck until the first person showed up, at which point whoever that was, could then do the same, or whatever else she wanted until the next one did, and so on. Unless you're not interested of course, which means I get to keep fucking him!"
And suddenly, April was ripping off her clothing.
By the time Janice arrived, April had already managed to have an orgasm. Her face was flushed and she was already breathless, unable to explain to Janice exactly what was going on and why. Maggie quickly informed her of the interesting little side-game we'd began, and Janice quickly began to remove her clothing after that, though a minute later, we heard someone else pulling up in the drive.
"Damn!" she said irritably. "Just you watch! It will be Joanne!"
And it was.
Interestingly, it was the first time in recent memory that Joanne didn't disappear into the bathroom for any length of time. When she heard from April the little game we'd instigated, she wasn't about to waste any of her precious time making herself horny in the bathroom when there was someone sitting on the couch with a very stiff erection that could accomplish that, and a lot more.
Gladys and Shirley arrived at nearly the same moment. Rather than try and explain to either one of them what we'd been doing, Maggie simply announced that now that everyone was finally here we might as well begin immediately with Shirley's "experience." When I saw her wink at me and smile, I knew full well what it was she was about to share with everyone, and try as I might to persuade her from telling what had happened the previous night, it was evident that she was planning on sharing it with everyone anyway.
Gladys was her chosen partner for the stimulation part, so as Shirley lay on the pillows and began to share with everyone minute by minute details of our evening, Gladys sat beside her, gently stroking her breasts and teasing her pussy with her hand. Even I had to admit, hearing her retelling the story as Julia had stood behind Paolo, with Maggie excitedly pumping his dick was getting me aroused all over again.
Shirley was perhaps the best story- teller anyway. She had a knack for describing things in such a way that you could almost believe you were seeing it as it happened. And even though I was physically there, most of the women sat with eyes closed, playing and touching themselves, or one another, listening and relieving the moments right along with me. Only Joanne showed any real interest in wanting to touch, and be touched by me. There was plenty of room on the couch, so she decided to move from where she was sitting and came over to join me. Seconds later we sat playing with one another, listening to Shirley continue on with last nights encounter. And as Shirley began relating the way that Paolo's prick erupted in a nearly continuous display of incredulous orgasmic fireworks, I found myself closing my own eyes, and saw it happening all over again.
By the time Shirley had finished, everyone had one way or the other. And though there had been plenty of moans and groans all around, the ending of the story hadn't ended the erotic and sensual atmosphere of the room.
"Do you think you could do that again?" April asked me pointedly. "I mean, cum like that if someone did to you what Julia did?"
I immediately tried begging off; though admittedly the thought of experiencing another orgasm like the one I'd had last night was tempting. When Maggie came over and knelt down in front of me and began sucking, massaging my balls the way she'd done last night, I was a goner.
"Shirley? Would you like to play the role of Julia while we re-create your story for the benefit of everyone?" Maggie asked.
"Sure! Just let me run and get some lubricant." She brought back a cube of butter.
Minutes later Shirley stood behind me just exactly the way Julia had. I felt her well lubricated fingers begin to probe and tease my ass, just as Maggie continued to soft-stroke my cock and ensure that it, along with my balls were busily manufacturing plenty of cum-cream for their little demonstration. At this point I highly doubted that my having taken the viagara would have made any difference. I was about as hard and erect as I had ever been. The added benefit for me however was having an audience of sorts that was busily playing with themselves while I watched them. Even Gladys appeared to be interested in what eventually would happen, managing to slide over next to April. She began fingering her while the two of them sat, eyes fixed on the way Maggie and Shirley were playing with me, priming the pump as it were for the eventual orgasmic explosions that I hoped would be just as powerful as they'd been the night before.
It was a long slow process of course, but it was meant to be that way. What I hadn't planned on however was that everyone seemingly wanted to take turns playing the part of Maggie or Shirley. And so it was, that eventually one by one they traded places. When Gladys took over for Shirley, I was shocked, but she eagerly stepped in, and once Shirley had told her specifics on what to do and how to do it, she was better at it than even Julia had been.
When I felt Maggie's fingers exploring my ass, I knew I was only moments away from showering April with cum, as she had now gotten down on her knee's in front of me and was for the moment, giving me a fairly intense blowjob.
"No sucking when he cums!" I heard Joanne admonish her. "We want to see it, from beginning to end!" she exclaimed.
I glanced up; surprised to see Joanne and Janice sitting side by side, something they rarely if ever did for whatever reason. Joanne was slowly shoving a thin pink vibrator in and out of herself, while Janice in turn was using a thinner, bright silver toy that she preferred whenever things got really heated. And they certainly were that.
Gladys and Shirley were having fun with one another too. Gladys always brought a little travel bag with her that she kept several items in. Today was obviously special as she had had somewhere along the line, produced a strap-on dildo that she was wearing, happily fucking Shirley with. Shirley was sitting on the dildo, facing away from Gladys but facing towards me just off to one side so she was in a perfect position to watch whatever it was I did.
With all this added stimulation taking place around me, Maggie fingering my ass, April sucking and jacking my cock, I was rapidly approaching that moment when I hoped that I wouldn't sorely disappoint anyone.



"His balls are getting really, really tight!" April stated excitingly. "I think he's getting close."
Maggie reached down cupping them, checking them for herself, which for me was just one more pleasurable sensation as she kneaded them gently, caressing them lovingly within her hand. "How are you feeling Richard? Getting there?" she asked.
I was close now, on the verge of eruption and fighting with every ounce of strength that I had to delay the inevitable as long as possible, making the eventual climax all the sweeter and all the stronger when I finally did cum. It was hard to focus on much of anything except for the almost torturous pleasure I was experiencing, but I again glanced about the room as the combination of earthy sounds, moaning and groaning, not to mention juicy, squishy, cunt noises that were beginning to assault my senses moved me that much closer to release.
Shirley was still half-sitting, kneeling on the floor over Gladys's outstretched legs slowly lifting her self, and rocking back and forth, allowing the large sized, penis-shaped dildo to do its work. Gladys had reached around her and was fondling her large milky-white breasts, pulling and teasing her nipples with abandon. She was audibly expressing her own pleasures too, as whatever Shirley was doing was obviously having some affect on Gladys as she slowly continued their lesbian-coupling. But the thing that nearly triggered my own orgasm was seeing Joanne suddenly reaching over and placing her hand over Joanne's pussy. Leaving her own vibrator deeply embedded inside herself, unattended at the moment, she took over for Janice and began smoothly and easily slipping it in and out of her all the while keeping and maintaining an almost trance-like expression as she continued to watch me. Janice soon did likewise, feeling the delicious sensation as someone other than herself began to play with her, she found the pink-knobby toy inside her Joanne's split, and began working it in and out of her with the same wild-eyed expression.
"Oh Maggie!" I said, feeling the first tingling sensation tear through my balls, knowing that my orgasm was only moments away now. Maggie placed her hand at the back of my neck, forcing my head forward slightly, and then reached in even deeper into my ass if that was possible, touching off the first of many sperm-spears that I would soon be unleashing in almost unbelievable repetition.
It was Maggie who yelled out a split second before I did. "Watch out April, here comes the first one!"
April flinched away in reaction to Maggie's warning, though keeping a firm hand about my cock, suddenly increasing the tempo with which she had been masturbating me. Though pulling her head away and off to one side, she continued to watch just as the first thick streamer of cum exploded from the head of my dick. There was no time to worry about anything at this point, and as I felt the first pleasured release escape up my shaft, I saw the arch of frothy white nectar, spear upwards and across the three foot expanse of where I was standing, to where Janice and Joanne were sitting directly behind April, still kneeling on the floor in front of me.
I couldn't have aimed any more perfectly if I'd set the head of my prick directly between her tits when the first spurt landed. As though she'd been shot with a gun, Joanne reached up, covering the enormous cum-splatter with her hand and sat there grinning stupidly, but continued fucking Janice with the vibrator without missing a single beat. She immediately began to smear the spunk over her breasts, but by this time, April had jacked out the second one, which was on its way as well.
"Me! Me!" Shirley screamed excitedly.
April had opened her mouth about as wide as it was possible for her to do. Even so, the second cum-missile was as powerful as the first, if not more so. Though April managed to take most of it into her mouth, a substantial portion of the long thick rope of cum still managed to catch her on the side of the face instead. She was giggling like a woman possessed however, which is exactly what Shirley was doing as she finally reached April, nearly yanking my cock out of her mouth in an effort to steal the next jettison for herself.
By now both April and Shirley were licking and jacking my cock, when the next thick creamy explosion tore through my balls sending another fine spray of fluid into the air that caught each of them simultaneously. They fought for the whipped-cum cream like a pair of Succubus, come to claim my soul, which as far as I was concerned, they'd already done.
I glanced over and saw Gladys had now moved over to the couch kneeling down on the floor taking the vibrator that Janice had been using on Joanne. Joanne continued to fuck Janice's pussy with the toy she was using, but now enjoyed the sensation as Gladys began masturbating her pussy at the same time. Janice was cupping her breasts, fingering her hard taut nipples and imploring April and Shirley to move slightly so she could see better. To my delight, April stood up, walked over to where Janice was sitting, and promptly spit out a mouthful of cum-cream onto one of Janice's breasts and began playing with them.
"Oh fuck yes!" Janice screamed out in delight.
Shirley stood, bringing along with her a final mouthful of jism that she now shared with Joanne in a unique kinky little way by kissing her and depositing the recently captured cum wad into her mouth. Both women fenced each other with their tongues, exploring one another's mouths and allowing the cum-drops to slide out from their lips where they could once again lap at them and retrieve the sticky essence of my spending.
Joanne reached up and was almost torturously pulling and mauling Shirley's breasts. Gladys was still hammering the vibrator in and out of her pussy with such force that it was almost impossible to see it actually sliding in and out.
"Harder! Harder!" Joanne screamed pleasurably as cum-spittle flew from her mouth as she screamed out in her wanton excitement.
I had finally collapsed down onto my knees, but Maggie wasn't through with me yet either. Coming around to lay down in front of me, she began to softly and slowly bathe my prick clean with her tongue. Her nipples were the hardest I ever remember seeing them, and I was immediately drawn to them like a moth to a flame. As powerful as my orgasm had been, it hadn't drained me of my appetite or quenched my desires. Though my cock certainly wasn't as hard as a moment ago, it was already awakening to the tender gentle licks and kisses that Maggie was giving it as I in turn thumbed and toyed with those two perfectly proportioned eraser thick nipples.
Gladys still knelt in front of the couch where Joanne sat, legs lifted and spread widely. She continued to fuck her with the toy, causing her to cry out in almost continuous yelps of giddy delight with each and every thrust of the wet sticky dildo. But as erotic as this was to watch, it was seeing Janice finally stand up and move over behind Shirley. I watched as she reached around and began fingering her pussy with one hand, the other massaging and caressing her breast. April moved in behind Janice, and suddenly she was doing the exact same thing to her.
"Fuck Maggie, do you see that?" I asked
"Look's like fun doesn't it?" Suddenly Maggie wiggled out from beneath me and walked over to join them, taking her place behind April, thus completing the little orgasmic six-pack of pussy pleasure taking place in front of my very eyes.
"Well Richard, you going to just stand there and watch? Or are you going to come over here and fuck me?" Maggie asked.
And for a moment, I wasn't really sure.
In the next instant, Joanne blew apart on the couch. Her orgasm was so strong and so intense that she basically self-propelled the toy from her cunt when she came. Even Gladys had been taken by surprise at the intensity of her orgasm and merely knelt there watching her as Joanne shook, screamed and laughed hysterically in total and complete ecstasy. I had finally made it over to Maggie, hard as a rock now and slid easily inside of her from behind. Just the knowledge that I was now very much apart of this unique little daisy chain was a thrill in and of itself. I could feel Maggie in front of me reaching around to finger and play with April's cunt, who in turn stood fingering and playing with Janice, while she of course, did the same thing to Shirley. Gladys stood watching as though trying to decide where it was that she wanted to fit in. Joanne had all but collapsed dead away by now on the couch, so for the moment was no longer a link in this finger-fuck-fest taking place.
Gladys appeared to come to some sort of a decision, and I was surprised when she came over and walked around behind me. Reaching down between us, I felt her remove my prick from Maggie's cunt.
"Sorry sweetie, but I don't think it's very fair of you to hog this all to yourself."
Maggie simply laughed. "Well then Richard, I suppose your finger will have to do!"
Reaching around her, I began to finger and toy with her clit with one hand, and with the other mold, fondle and caress her fleshy tits. Standing here in this Congo-line of finger-fuck pleasuring my senses seemed to soar to even greater heights. As silly as I am sure it would have appeared to anyone suddenly entering the room, it had turned into a very erotic choreographed dance that was anything but silly. Joanne finally stirred, looked up and immediately regained her senses. She quickly stood, walking around back rejoining the line and began fingering Gladys in the same way everyone else was. And so now, we were once again seven.
Gladys was expertly stroking my cock, even slapping it occasionally against the back of Maggie's ass. With Joanne now standing behind her finger fucking her pussy, Gladys began moaning and groaning, leaning heavily into me which was another pleasant sensation as I could feel her breasts pressing against my back.
"Oh fuck!" Shirley screamed. "I'm cumming you bitch! Flip it! Rub it...please!" she wailed. And by the sounds of it, I knew that Janice was doing exactly that.
No body had said anything of course; it just naturally seemed to happen that way. So when it did, everyone began to play by the new unspoken rules of this incredibly sensual game. Shirley walked around rejoining the back of the line, and now took up position behind Joanne who was now more than ready to once again experience and feel the kind of pleasures that everyone else was feeling.
From where I stood, I could see Janice as she bent over, nearly touching her toes. April must have had nearly her entire hand inside Janice's cunt by the looks of it and was pummeling her from behind with a piston-like efficiency. Janice was screaming back at April to fuck her harder, so it was obvious to me and to everyone else that the object of this game had become, "You didn't cum until you were at the front of the line."
The way Gladys's hand felt around my prick, especially the way she was jerking it and producing enough pre-cum to really tease and stimulate my dick-head was beginning to make me wonder if I'd even last that long.
Like everyone else, Janice made her way back to the end of the line once she'd recovered enough to do so, and now stood behind Shirley.
Maggie of course began working a little more diligently on April. April had leaned over just a little further, and as she did, Maggie slipped one hand around to begin rubbing her clit all the while still managing to finger-fuck her wet slippery sounding quim. Hearing the sounds of that made me fear I'd be losing it all to soon. Especially as I had Maggie's orgasm to deal with here shortly if I was going to keep and maintain the orgasmic sequence taking place.
April was more of a silent cummer, but though she didn't vocally express her rapture, the sounds of her cunt suddenly making a rather nice frothy-sound which was immediately followed by surprisingly loud "squishy-squish" noises as Maggie fingered her said it all. April soon took her walk back to the end of the line, and now it was of course my turn to work on Maggie.
"Horse-shoe me!" Maggie pleaded saying.
"What?" I asked stupidly.
"Stick a finger in my ass, and my pussy. But don't quit pulling on my nipples either!" she demanded.
I quickly lubricated up another finger which was a very simple process by the abundance of juices that were literally pouring out and running down the inside of Maggie's thighs. Seconds later, I had managed to accomplish the specified request and was now knuckling her from behind, one finger in her pussy, and the other in her tight slippery ass-hole just as she'd asked me to. Maggie was working her own clit as I discovered, adding to the sensation and bliss she was feeling as I continued doing all that, plus pulling and stretching her nipple's just the way she liked me to do it. Gladys was just "knobbing" my cock as I'd called it, so much pre-cum had leaked out by this time that my dick-head was swimming in it. She was taking advantage of that fact by jacking off just the very head of my cock in quick-like strokes that kept me on the edge, but didn't allow the pot to boil over.
"Ok Richard, now...slap my cunt!" Maggie cried out. I'd only done this for her once, seeing her do it to herself a number of times though, so I knew that it was one of her favorite ways when she was ready to really get off. Removing her hand and grasping both of her breasts in her hands, I now used my free hand as I bent over her even further and began slapping her cunt with it from around in front, palming it as I did so that it was more of a suction slap against her clit rather than a hard resounding hand-slap.
"Slap...slap...slap...slap."
"Oh yes, just...like...that!" Maggie groaned matching her spoken words to each slap of my hand.
"Slap...slap...slap," continued, still double fucking her with my fingers, but now concentrating more fully on the way her clitoris preferred being stimulated.
And then Maggie came for me, and it was the sweetest most sensual deep-throated groan I've ever heard.
Like everyone else, she took a moment or two to collect her self and sat down on the end of the couch. Obviously it was now my turn, so I stepped up to the plate and took my place at bat, or rather Gladys did as she began swinging my cock back and forth just as though she was taking a warm up swing with my dick.
"Don't rush things Gladys," Maggie told her. "Make him suffer a little first."
I heard Gladys giggle. "My sentiments exactly. Especially the way that Joanne's playing with me!" She exclaimed. To which Joanne happily responded. "Ditto that! Shirley's getting me there rather quickly too!"
I watched Maggie finally stand and begin to head towards the back of the line just when the doorbell rang.
"Now who could that be?" Maggie questioned aloud.
From where I was standing I could neither see nor hear her as she headed off in the direction of her front door. The thought of someone showing up unexpectedly while all this was going on was a little un-nerving, but at least Maggie would be able to deal with it whoever it was.
The feeling of Gladys's hand as she stroked and tickled the tip of my cock was pure torture, but I was reveling in it every step of the way. My eyes had by now glued themselves shut, and I was merely swimming in a sea of total and complete bliss, anxiously awaiting the moment when she would finally begin stroking me off to that ejaculatory sweetness that would flush out the fresh batch of cum-butter she'd been churning when the surprisingly delicious sensation of someone's mouth engulfing my cock caused my eyes to explode open in wondering shock.
"Hi sweetie!" Rhonda said smiling at me, half my dick sticking into her mouth as she said it. "Sorry I'm so late, but I did want to surprise you! Have I missed much?"
And then my cock erupted before I even knew it. Rhonda caught most of it in her mouth, but even as she pumped out the excess against those wonderfully full bare tits of hers, she smiled through pasty-white foam looking at me.
"Guess not!" she said still grinning.
Chapter Seven
I was honestly too stunned to speak. As my orgasm disappeared smoothly down Rhonda's sweet sucking throat, I felt a thousand tiny stars fill my head and my knees buckle as the wave of pure sweet ecstasy overwhelmed me. Seconds later I collapsed.
I hadn't passed out exactly, as I was vaguely aware of my surroundings. When I finally regained my composure, I found myself sitting on the loveseat with no idea how I had gotten there. I opened my eyes to the sight of Rhonda lying down amongst the large fluffy cushions in the middle of the living room floor. It took me a moment to comprehend what was going on, and when I did, I gasped in surprise!
Joanne was lying down between Rhonda's bent legs and it was obvious what she was doing. From the sounds of Rhonda's moans, she was enjoying it every bit as much as it appeared that Joanne was enjoying doing it. Janice was kneeling right next to Joanne, helping things along with her fingers, obviously caressing Rhonda's pussy in equally delightful ways. April I could see was kneeling down next to her, but she was busily sucking one of Rhonda's sweet breasts with Shirley on the other side of her, sucking and licking the nipple of her other breast.
"And soon we'll be eight," I heard Maggie speaking somewhere behind me. I turned looking in that direction to see her and Gladys watching the festivities. Gladys was smiling, bent over slightly balancing herself against the back of the couch as Maggie stood off to one side slowly fingering her pussy and giving her some measure of pleasure. Gladys continued to proudly watch her daughter being treated to what I later learned was a traditional welcome into the group.
Had I been in any condition to join in and do anything, I wouldn't have. I might have been honorably included into this special little gathering, but there was almost something sacred about the way they touched and caressed Rhonda. There was no measure of urgency or need that was being expressed to her. Almost as though watching things in slow motion, each caress, each touch, each kiss, lick or suck seemed to have purpose and meaning behind it. I found myself sitting there watching all this in awe and reverence.
From behind me, I now heard Gladys speak for the first time drawing my attention back to her briefly.
"As we welcome you into the sisterhood, we share with you our secrets, our desires, and our love and appreciation for one another." Almost as though on cue, I watched as Joanne stood, slowly backing away from Rhonda where she walked back around the couch behind me. Simultaneously Janice took the place her mother had vacated and began to slowly and lovingly tease Rhonda's pussy with her lips and tongue. April slid over to kneel and began to caress Rhonda's sensitive inner flesh with her fingers, as I saw Maggie now kneeling down and taking up the slow tendering caressing of the vacated tit that April had just left.
When everyone was once again in place and the slow teasing ballet of sensuality began again, Gladys spoke. Hearing her, I turned to see that Joanne was now behind Gladys and was running her hands all over her nude form, almost as though she were soothing her rather than trying to excite or stimulate her.
"We each of us give to you something of ourselves, and we take from you the juice of your fruit, sustenance to our needs for one another. We pay homage to the symbolism of your womanhood and femininity..."
Once again, as though ritually practiced to perfection, Maggie and Shirley both knelt, sucking simultaneously Rhonda's breasts into their mouths, pulling upwards tenderly holding onto her nipples with their lips, and cupping each breast within their hands, holding it as though it were a divine cup being held up in offering.



"From your breasts we draw the milk of your purity, which we drink reminding us of our commitments to one another. From the soft flesh of each teat we find comfort and solace in knowing that we will always be there for one another in times of need or despair..."
Again there was subtle movement, an agonized groan of longing escaped from Rhonda's tight lips as Janice stood, making her way towards me and back around the couch. I expected to see Joanne return to where Rhonda lay. I was slightly surprised when she didn't, even though everyone else swiftly shifted positions with April now beginning the dance of tongues against Rhonda's slit. Shirley left one breast symbolically neglected as she moved over to partake of the wetness that was clearly in evidence through the sounds I had heard coming from her slippery dew filled flower.
I turned to see both Janice and Joanne now joined together in caressing Gladys. I sat watching their hands roaming freely and softly over her naked flesh, almost as though urging her to continue. And as I watched, my perception was a slight increase to the urgency now, which seemed to be joined by the others still kneeling or laying with Rhonda on the floor.
"As you feel the loss of joy and pleasure from thy yearning nipple, know that this is how each of us feels whenever one of us cannot be here to renew our friendships and our love for one another..."
Maggie reached over, cupping the forgotten breast in her other hand caressing it equally as she had been doing with the breast she still held.
"And though you may feel complete, know there is always room for others of like mindedness who might wish to join us, to become as one with us, a part of us for now and always ever afterwards."
April stood, joining the others behind me. Shirley placed her tongue at the opening of Rhonda's sex, though appearing to wait momentarily before allowing her self to touch her there. Maggie moved to cup Rhonda's pussy with the palm of her hand protectively, and effectively baring Shirley from being able to lick or kiss her even had she made the attempt to do so.
"It is our agreement amongst ourselves, to be mindful of others. That none shall do unto any other, who wishes not that it would be done."
Maggie removed her hand, and I expected Shirley to lick Rhonda's pussy as everyone had done before her, but instead, she merely kissed it sweetly, standing up, now joining the others behind me as I sat on the couch watching.
I had become aroused without even really realizing it. My cock was rock hard, almost painfully so. And as much as I would have liked to have gotten down on the floor and joined everyone in paying homage to Rhonda's delicious looking quim, I knew without a doubt that what I was witnessing had never been intended for anyone other than a woman to see or be a part of. The fact I was even here participating in the minor roll I had been, made me feel honored to be a part of it.
I expected more from Gladys, but heard nothing and turned back towards the group of women now standing behind me expectantly. What I saw was a flurry of hands and fingers probing, caressing, and bringing her pleasure as she stood. Turning back towards Maggie who was now alone with Rhonda, I watched her as she performed the most sensual act of cunnilingus I'd ever seen any woman ever do to another woman before. I was almost embarrassed to be there. It was so intimate, so sensual, that for a moment I felt like I should perhaps leave and allow this moment to be shared between them without an audience. But again, as the pleasured moans and groans behind me continued, I knew they were also watching, expectantly and with a great deal of anticipation. Obviously there was more to come, and I felt the climatic end, when it finally did begin, would be more than my imagination could have prepared me for.
It was perhaps a good ten minutes or so of Maggie's Sapphic loving to Rhonda's pussy that had brought her to the edge at least twice during that time. I had not seen Maggie stop licking, sucking, or teasing her clit during any of that, but she had somehow delayed Rhonda's orgasm without stopping the stimulation of her sensitive clit. It was now that I again heard movement, and saw it from the corner of my eye. Gladys was finally making her way over towards her daughter, and only now was Maggie almost reluctantly rising up in preparation to give up her honored place.
It wasn't until that very second that it even dawned on me, that this woman was in fact Rhonda's mother. For the briefest of moments I wondered if Joanne and Janice had had to face the same obvious dilemma.
I saw in Gladys face a mixture of emotions. She approached her daughter almost cautiously with a great deal of trepidation. Fearful perhaps of Rhonda's response, or even her acceptance for what was obviously about to take place. But there was also eagerness and anticipation for what she was about to do that I saw there as well.
"I come not to you as your mother," she said in a tone of voice that told me this was a personal comment, and not something ritualistic in tone as I'd been hearing. And then she switched back to what obviously WAS a memorized phrase as she began the almost singsong litany of words she'd been reciting as she nestled down on the floor giving Rhonda a brief light kiss on her lips.
"I come to you now as your friend, your companion, and your soul sister to welcome you gloriously to our sisterhood."
Rhonda tensed briefly, gazing up into her mother's eyes. "Richard, as Rhonda is my daughter, it is inappropriate for me to administer the final act to her. So in my place, I would ask that you perform this final loving act in my stead." Rhonda smiled at her mother, relaxing and closing her eyes. Maggie meanwhile had crossed over to where I was sitting watching all this, and took my hand. Leading me silently towards Rhonda, she whispered to me to lightly begin licking Rhonda's exposed clit.
The silence in the room was deafening. As I began to position myself between her legs, I looked down at my twitching throbbing member, saw a tiny drop of precum rise to the surface of my prick's tiny eye-slit and slowly ooze down the side of the head. The intensity of the moment was so extreme that I could have ejaculated right then and there without even touching myself if I'd have willed myself to do so. Tentatively, I began to flick at that hard nubbin of flesh, circling it with my tongue, gently drawing it into my mouth where I kissed and sucked it tenderly.
"Oh, Oh, Ohhh...Richard!" Rhonda cried out, drawing my name across her lips and dragging out the 'R' sound as she sucked in her breath, releasing it slowly.
One by one...the others came forming a circle around us. I watched as each reached up with her right hand, cupping the breast of the woman next to her, and with her left, reaching down to likewise place a hand on her mound and caress her lovingly as they all stood, watching, admiring the dance as my tongue continued to pleasure the swollen nub of Rhonda's sex.
The sounds Rhonda was making filled my mind with joy and passion. I closed my eyes, listening and absorbing the sounds as Rhonda gave herself over to the ecstasy as I continued drawing from her the nectar of her rapture incarnate. After Rhonda's initial orgasm, there was a brief moment of total and complete silence. Only then did Gladys speak, uttering a single word.
"Join."
One by one the circle seemed to descend upon us until there was only a pile of wanton flesh, seemingly writhing and undulating together in a heap. Lips, hands, breasts and slick female flesh began caressing us both everywhere. Gladys the only one not touching her daughter, though running the silken slit of her pussy back and forth against my back as she joined the caress of her daughter through me.
Rhonda's cries of delight seemed almost continual as one by one, they all came to drink from her. Each took from her a portion of her essence and then shared this in turn with one another until they had all somehow hooked up to one another, coupling in ways that bordered sometimes on the extreme or the bizarre. It became frenzied as each strove to pleasure the other, moving from one partner to the next without rhyme or reason, without pretext for finishing what someone moments ago had begun. I had felt hands, lips, even soft pliant breasts caressing my shaft, fleeting at times, lingering with others.
I was so absorbed in all this, I did not initially see Maggie as she rose like some great leviathan from the depths of the sea, a milling sea of sensual flesh that ebbed and flowed on a tidal wave of passionate delight.
"Come Richard...come now and be joined with her," she told me in a voice that was hypnotic as she actually spread Rhonda's pussy, bidding me to enter her. I felt Shirley's hand wrap itself around my penis, guiding me towards Rhonda's succulent looking quim.
I felt like I was floating as I again knelt between Rhonda's legs, watching as Maggie parted those velveteen lips, not unlike Moses parting the Red Sea. As well as the sea of flesh below me as all who had been undulating pressing themselves against Rhonda parted reluctantly in a way, but parting never the less as Shirley pressed the tip of my prick at the glistening opening of Rhonda's sex.
Even as everyone pulled away, tips of fingers just grazing her sensitized flesh, lingering briefly as though to separate completely would result in near painful loss. Each finally doing so with even Maggie and Shirley finally releasing us both. Eyes closed, Rhonda's face was euphoric, even in her climatic slumber I lowered myself, gazing at the apex of her heated place, devouring her sensual beauty as the moisture gathered there winking at me in a myriad of ways that reminded me of a tiny universe of stars.
I placed my penis almost reverently at the opening of her fragrant and pungently sweet smelling pussy, entering her slowly until just the tip of my prick had housed itself inside. Like lips kissing a lover, she suckled me, contracting the velvety smoothness of her pussy-lips around the head of my prick, milking me of my seed and drawing it from me like a babe to a breast. I felt the first volcanic eruption as the sperm exploded from deep within my balls. It had been sudden, unexpected. Yet I didn't feel at all guilty by the pre-mature release of my fluids. I felt the power of its force as it screamed in agonized pleasure up the shaft of my prick, enveloping the heated confines of her lava rich vagina. I felt it coat and bathe the insides of her in a copious cascade of soothing sweetness. And then as a thousand tiny hands beckoned me from every fiber of her being, I slid into her fully and completely until I felt the head of my prick nearly enter her womb. It was here that I sprayed the rest of my spending into her in what felt like one long drawn out orgasmic release. Once again I felt everyone descend upon us, but I welcomed the warm comforting blanket of flesh as Rhonda and I were surrounded in it. Gently I felt my arms, legs and neck caressed. I felt soft hands gently kneading the goose-pimpled skin of my ass, felt my balls softly caressed, petted as my cock continued to rest comfortably and oh so wonderfully inside Rhonda's cunt. Occasionally I felt tiny quivers and contractions surround me as she slowly came back from her own journey to paradise as I simply awaited her return.
#
By the time Rhonda had finally begun to stir, most everyone had gotten up and began dressing. We'd been at it a lot longer time than any of us could have imagined. Joanne and Janice were both running late for afternoon appointments, and April had slipped quietly away to make an urgent phone call.
"You are planning on staying for dinner yes?" Maggie asked looking down at Rhonda and I as we both finally took in our now somewhat awkward situation. Both Maggie and Gladys had dressed, leaving us as the only two who hadn't as yet. I quickly handed Rhonda my robe, snagging a large towel for myself wrapping it around myself as I stood.
Rhonda was grinning a little sheepishly from ear to ear. "I AM famished," she said easily.
"I'm not surprised," Gladys jumped in teasing her daughter. "You are a lot like me in many ways," she indicated. "Though I've always had a penchant for sweets after a few nice orgasms myself."
I was already looking about for my cigarettes, my one true vice being the need or at least a nice full drag on a smoke sometime afterwards.
"What time do you think we'll be eating?" Rhonda asked.
"I thought an early light dinner perhaps, Gladys and I thought we'd head to the store to pick up a few things, and then come back and fix it...so say about two hours?" she winked at Rhonda knowingly.
"Thank you Maggie," Rhonda said turning towards me. "Never mind the cigarettes," she said. "Save it for later." Rhonda stood up holding out her hand to me, and together we headed off towards the bedroom.
That was probably for me the best cigarette I've ever had.
#
We all sat together relaxing after dinner enjoying a nice bottle of cognac that Maggie had been saving for a special occasion. And by her way of thinking, the day's events had been probably one of the most erotic and sensual that any of us had managed to enjoy together as a group.
Perhaps it was a combination of the cognac, and my more than satiated libido coming together, but I was feeling a bit melancholy and abnormally quiet.
"I know what your thinking...and feeling Richard," Maggie told me. "You're wondering how anything will ever feel that good or that special again aren't you?"
I laughed nervously caught in my own thought. "Yes, well...it was pretty fucking intense!" I stated, trying to hide my uncertainty, using vulgarity to mask my feelings. But as usual, Maggie saw through the façade. Even Rhonda sat quietly, downcast eyes towards the floor as she sat cupping her empty glass.
"Rhonda, although you are certainly one of us now, it is neither a requirement nor an expectation that you come down and make that long drive every weekend. You know of course that we will ALL anxiously look forward to your coming whenever you can make it, and I for one would be more than willing to make the drive to your place on occasion. But that's not what's really bothering you is it?" she asked as realization came to her.
Rhonda looked up, glancing briefly at me, and then back towards Maggie. "No, not entirely no," she straightened herself in her chair, placing the empty glass down on the coffee table. "I think what I experienced was beyond anything I expected it to be like for one thing," she began. "And I do want to participate and experience things with all of you now whenever possible. But yes, the distance and my job responsibilities aren't going to allow me to do that as frequently as I'd like. But even more importantly to me, I also realized something else tonight that I had been wondering about, something like an itch just below the surface that you just can't seem to scratch away completely."
Rhonda stood pacing the floor a little awkwardly, returning to sit down next to me on the arm of the chair I was sitting in. "And, I want more than ever to spend as much time with you Richard. Something else I know I can't do as often or as frequently as I would like. I know this sounds strange; we've really just barely met. But I find that I want to spend time with you, getting to know you as a person. And yes, the sex between us is incredible, and there's certainly something to be said about that. But even after the lovemaking, I want you to be there, I want to see you in the morning needing a shave. I want to see you in the afternoon when you're all sweaty and dirty after working on your car, or fixing something on the house. And I can't very well do that, or experience that under the circumstances now can I?"
I sat there with my mouth open I know. I wasn't sure what I was hearing, and even if I had heard her, I wasn't sure I was hearing her correctly.
"I don't know Gladys, did she just say she loved Richard?"
I heard Gladys laugh softly. "Sounded like it to me," she replied.
Rhonda choked back a tear and I heard the startled quiver in her voice as she sat beside me, turning her face away from me so that I couldn't see her.
"I guess I do," she admitted to herself as much as to everyone else including me.
"Then say it my dear," Maggie admonished her, waiting patiently.
Rhonda faced me, looking me squarely in the eyes. "I love you Richard. As unbelievable as that sounds, especially as we've only known one another for such a short time, I really do love you. There, I said it!" Once again Rhonda turned her head so that I could not see the tears, which were freely flowing now.
My heart was somewhere up around my throat. I'd just gone through a messy divorce, I had very little to call my own, let alone anything to offer this woman that would prove me at all worthy of someone like her. I'd sworn to myself that I wouldn't get involved with anyone so quickly again at least, let alone allow myself to fall in love with anyone anytime soon.
"I love you too Rhonda," I told her, surprised when having said that, that I actually meant it.
"Well, now that that's settled!" Maggie said standing up, "I think the two of you should cement this relationship with a little good old fashioned fucking, don't you agree Gladys?"
Even Gladys had a lustily wicked expression across her face when she realized where this was suddenly heading. "Oh heavens yes! I think that's a marvelous idea Maggie, and I think they should do it right here, right now while we watch the two lovers do it don't you think?"
I'd had all the prudishness banished out of me ever since I'd gotten to know Maggie, but even this one seemed a little out there. I turned half expecting Rhonda to voice a similar concern, but saw her rise up off the arm of the chair and slowly begin undressing.
"Would you mind grabbing us a couple of those nice big fluffy pillows? Oh, and maybe a nice thick blanket too? I think we're going to be at this a while," she said smiling at me.
A short time later Maggie and Gladys sat across from us on the couch, caressing and toying with one another while they watched Rhonda and I making love. Rhonda purposely had me lie on my side behind her, both of us facing towards the couch where we in turn could enjoy the picture of Maggie and Gladys touching one another's breasts, softly fingering taut hard nipples, gently exploring and arousing one another's wet juicy sounding slits. The feel of my cock as it slid in and out of Rhonda's tight slick cunt was heavenly. I reached around her cupping her breasts, exploring them as though it was the first time all over again. She purred contentedly in my arms, thrusting back against me, making my cock throb with eagerness and desire for her. Maggie and Gladys contentedly on the couch playing with one another, watching us intently, enjoying the passion we were sharing with them. I knew then that what I needed, wanted out of life. I needed the erotic passion and sensual excitement that I had been missing for so many years. And here now, with Rhonda, my dearest and sweetest friend Maggie, as well as all those wonderful sexy erotic women in our little Ya Ya Dildohood group, I had all that. And more.
#
Maggie and Gladys left soon after, leaving Rhonda and I alone to spend the evening together. Rhonda had to return home in the morning of course. So we made the best of what little time we had making love nearly the entire night. As exhausted as I was with so little sleep, I still felt more alive than I'd ever felt before as the first rays of the morning sunshine danced over Rhonda's still sleeping nude form. It was only moments after that that the phone rang.
"Good morning Maggie," I said without waiting to make sure it was her, somehow I knew it would be.



"Morning sleepyhead, the two of you up yet?" she asked.
"Just getting," I yawned.
Maggie laughed. "Well throw something on, I have fresh baked bread, and hot steaming coffee waiting for you two."
Maggie never ceased to amaze me. Fresh bread. I glanced at the clock on the nightstand. It was barely past seven. "We'll be over shortly," I told her, seeing Rhonda only then rolling over wrapping her mouth around my flaccid penis. "Actually, make that about a half hour," I amended.
Once again Maggie laughed. "Tell Rhonda she'll have to hurry with you then, or the bread will be too cold to fully enjoy by the time she finishes sucking you off."
"How'd you know?" I began to ask. But Maggie had already hung up.
#
Rhonda had left by noon, a long drive ahead of her. Maggie had sensed that I had no desire to be left alone, having already made the decision ahead of time that I wouldn't be.
"We're going over to Shirley's for dinner," she announced later that afternoon. "And its going to be a rather late night," she hinted. "You might want to consider taking a shower, then a nap. I'll call you around six."
Maggie all but shoved me out her door at that point, reminding me about the late night, adding that I should also plan on popping another one of those amazing blue pills before coming over. To be honest, I was pretty fucked out, not sure if even the pill would do much to put me in the mood, let alone raise the dead. I was out like a light shortly after taking my shower, Maggie's wake-up call promptly at six just as she said it would be.
"Take the pill Richard, and come over as soon as you're dressed."
Maggie never let me wiggle out of anything. Already the dial tone informing me she'd hung up.
The relatively short drive over to Shirley's was done in silence. Moody, I wasn't really in the spirit of doing anything sexual, besides still being fairly worn out enough as it was. Pulling into the long driveway, I noticed several cars parked out front.
"What's going on?" I asked breaking the silence we'd shared on the way over. I'd assumed we were having a simple intimate dinner with just Shirley and ourselves. Maggie pulled her car in behind the others, shutting off the ignition, only then turning in her seat facing me.
"This is Shirley's semi-annual 'Buff-ay' as she calls it." The way Maggie had pronounced the word buffet, I knew there was a lot more behind this than she'd let on. Her smile momentarily faded having said that as she continued to sit there looking at me.
"What?" I asked looking back.
"Before we go inside, you and I are going to have a little chat," Maggie said seriously. "Or rather I'm going to talk, and you're going to quietly listen," she informed me sternly.
Maggie wasn't serious all that often. But hearing the particular tone in her voice I was hearing now, told me to keep my mouth closed and listen to her just as she'd asked without interruption. Maggie acknowledged my understanding with a nod of her head.
"For starters, you will see Rhonda more often than not. So don't be so melancholy about it Richard, it doesn't suit you. Secondly, this particular dinner party that Shirley's invited 'you' too," she said emphasizing the word, "Is something that everyone looks forward too twice a year, especially those of us who've attended them before. So I don't want your bad mood to ruin it. Not for her, not for me. But especially not for the rest of her guests either. Now. You can either remain outside here in the car until such time as you can smile, and mean it. Or, you can come inside with me, enjoy yourself, and have a good time."
If Maggie had been using the phone, she'd have hung up by now. As it was, she'd opened her door already stepping out before I'd had even half a chance of answering her. I opened my door, smiling, and genuinely meaning it.
"That's better," Maggie said taking my arm. "Now relax Richard. We're going to have a fun evening, and I can assure you, you'll have a much better time than you can even begin to imagine," she promised me.
Julia met us at the door. This time she was dressed, or at least partially so anyway. She was wearing a maid's uniform of sorts. Her skirt was short, black complete with black nylons, and she was wearing a tiny white maids cap on her head. Her top however was anything but standard, her breasts completely exposed, supported by a black corset that lifted each breast, even though she didn't need the obvious support.
"Good evening Julia," Maggie said in greeting, also unlike any maid I'd ever heard of, leaning forward to kiss her as we entered into the foyer. Likewise, I did the same giving Julia an affectionate kiss before entering further.
"Most everyone is here already," Julia told us. "You may use the 'undressing-room' just around the corner," she added.
I glanced towards Maggie who was already leading me off in that direction. "Shirley had this enormous coat-closet built just for these occasions," she informed me. "If I had the room to do it, I'd have one in my home."
We soon entered a door a short distance away. I noticed as we did that it appeared to be the biggest walk-in closet I'd ever seen before with several comfortable looking bench seats situated in the middle of the room. Almost immediately, Maggie began removing her clothes, carefully hanging things up as she did. I wasn't about to dawdle or be left behind, so I quickly removed my clothing too. Maggie gave me one quick look, smiling with approval, a minor reminder to remain in a better mood than I had been.
"This way," Maggie said exiting through a different door than the one we'd come in through. Obviously, she'd done this before.
The moment the door opened, I could hear voices, some minor laughter, soft music playing in the background. Maggie led me down another short hallway until we reached two massive wooden doors that went from floor to ceiling.
"Ready?" she asked turning towards me one final time. I merely nodded my head. I had no idea what to expect, or what to be 'ready' for as she'd asked me. But whatever it was, I was bound and determined not to disappoint either Maggie or Shirley. Maggie opened the door, and I quickly followed behind.
"Maggie! Richard!" Shirley exclaimed walking towards us. "I'm so glad you're here!"
Like us, Shirley was of course naked too, along with everyone else who I quick-counted to be a dozen people or so.
"We're just waiting for Sandra and Ned. They should be here any time now. As soon as they arrive, we'll head into the dinning room for the 'buff-ay'," she said pronouncing the word the exact same way Maggie had earlier. "In the meantime, please...fix yourselves a drink." Shirley had by the sweep of her arm, indicated the elaborate, fully stocked bar that filled one entire wall of the sitting room where everyone had gathered. Most were standing, though a few of the women where sitting busily chatting with one another. It was evident by their conversations that most hadn't seen one another in quite some time. I also noticed that one couple spoke a very broken English with a distinctly French accent. Obviously they had traveled a long way just to be here. I also noticed that Paolo was there too, having spotted Maggie and I coming in, had just then arrived to greet us both himself. He quickly shook my hand in delighted greeting, then embraced Maggie with a not so gentle kiss, placing both of his enormous paws over her breasts squeezing them each hello.
I quickly made my way over to the bar after that, Maggie asking me to fix her a drink and then come over to join her where she now stood chatting with the French couple I'd heard speaking moments ago.
"Richard? I'd like to introduce you to Jacque, and Claudia," she informed me. "They live just outside of Paris. I met them years ago while vacationing there with Shirley. They've been coming to these little parties twice a year now ever since."
Though tall, he was also very thin. More wiry, strong than skinny or weak looking. I couldn't help but notice as he approached accepting my hand, that his penis was about the smallest I'd ever seen, obviously flaccid at the moment. But even in the extreme cold I didn't look quite that small. Jacque laughed, following my gaze.
"You know what zay say about the French no? What we lack een zize, we make up for een other ways!" Only then did Jacque show me what he meant by that by easily sticking his tongue out, licking the tip of his nose with plenty of room to spare having done so.
Maggie laughed. "I don't mind telling you Jacque, even with that talented tongue of yours, Richard here could teach you a few things!" she said winking at me.
I felt a hell of a lot better all of a sudden. Even more so when Claudia, Jacque's wife approached me, immediately reaching out clasping my penis in her hand. "How do you do?" she spoke in near perfect English with only a hint of her native tongue pronouncing the words as she did.
A good head and shoulders shorter than even I was, Claudia was a little pixie of sorts with short, closely cropped bright red hair. And though I wouldn't call her exactly flat chested, her small breasts were hardly more than well-rounded mounds, though each was capped with enormously large areolas, rosy-pink with long thin nipples. We shook hands briefly before Claudia dropped down onto her knees before me, looking up. "May I?" she asked.
Stunned, I sought Maggie wondering what to make of this. "You might as well get used to it Richard, there will be a lot more of that going on before the nights through. And this is how Claudia greets everyone anyway. So, you might as well let her or she'll start pouting until you eventually give in."
I glanced down towards her and smiled. Claudia immediately drew my semi-flaccid prick into her mouth and began tonguing it in ways I hadn't quite felt before.
"Good isn't she?" Maggie queried me. "And she licks a pretty nice pussy too!"
I was just starting to enjoy the blowjob I was receiving from her when the sound of Shirley's voice announcing that Sandra and Ned had finally arrived drew everyone's attention towards the door. Sadly, even Claudia stood at that point, releasing my now very aroused, very hard prick.
Ned was the biggest man I had ever seen. And by big, I didn't mean fat or overweight. This guy had muscles on top of muscles. And being naked, I could clearly see each and every one of them!
"Wait until you see his specialty later," Maggie quickly whispered to me as Shirley led them over to introduce them.
"Specialty?" I wanted to ask her, thinking it instead. "What specialty?"
Sandra was equally attractive, but of course in a much more appealing way. She had long light brown hair that fell well over each breast. Both of which were large, certainly bigger even than Maggie's, hiding beneath the fullness of her hair as though playing 'peek-a-boob' with me. Even more striking than her magnificent breasts however were her near-emerald green eyes that were bright, vivacious, and accentuated the widest smile on a woman I'd ever seen before. I also couldn't help but notice she'd shaved her pussy, sporting a tiny tattoo off to one side that appeared to be some sort of winged fairy.
"Richard? These are two of my dearest friends, Ned and Sandra. They live on the East coast, and come out here twice each year just for these parties," she stated introducing them. Like Claudia, Sandra immediately reached for my prick, holding it even as we shook hands. Maggie had been right. It seemed this was the formal, or rather informal way everyone tended to greet everyone else. Taking a bit of a gamble, I reached out cupping one of Sandra's enormous breasts. She immediately smiled, turning to face Shirley.
"I see you've already warned him," she teased. "I like a man who knows what he likes," she then added looking back at me.
Still quite firm, Sandra continued squeezing my prick until she'd milked out a droplet of pre-cum, which she swiped away with her finger, sticking it inside her mouth.
"I'll be back for more of this a bit later," she announced to everyone.
"Well, since everyone's here now, I guess we can all go into the dining room!" Shirley stated, beginning to usher everyone out through the door adjoining the formal dining area.
The first thing I noticed was the array of delicacies all laid out on an enormous buffet table. Everything from Beluga Caviar, to Escargot, and some things I didn't even know the names for. Not exactly the type of buffet I was used to. The second thing I noticed however was the six male, and six female servants, including Julia all of which were dressed similarly to the way she was. Though the six males wore nothing more than black satin briefs with holes strategically placed so that their pricks were exposed.
Maggie had taken a hold of my elbow; guiding me towards the line where we'd begin dishing up whatever items we wanted to try. "One of the rules..." she began whispering. "Is that the waiters can't serve you anything to drink unless they're sporting an erection," she told me.
I noticed than none of them currently had one either. "Guess I won't be drinking much," I whispered back, causing Maggie to laugh out loud.
"Don't worry. Though Paolo and Jacque could care, most of the women ensure they become erect prior to pouring," she assured me. And with Shirley on one side, and Sandra on the other, I'm sure one of them will be more than happy to see to your waiters requirements."
"What about the women?" I asked. "What requirements do they have?"
Once again Maggie laughed. "I would think it was obvious, but I'll let you figure that one out," she said teasingly.
Although the dinner was interesting, the waiters and waitresses made it even more so. I was fortunate enough that Julia saw to whatever needs I had. Frequently clearing away my dishes giving me affectionate little strokes, and lingering long enough for me to fondle or suck on her tits every time she leaned over. Shirley of course kept our waiter entertained, stroking his prick until it was hard as a rock, where he then poured us fresh glasses of wine.
After nearly two hours of slow easy dining, Shirley invited everyone to follow her downstairs to the 'recreation room' as she called it. I briefly caught Maggie's eyes as she'd been sitting at the far end of the table all through dinner. She blew me a kiss, mouthing the words "Have fun," taking Paolo's arm as he escorted her out the door behind Shirley. The recreation room was certainly that. It was immense for one thing, the largest room I'd ever seen in any home. Filled with all kinds of comfortable looking furniture, it also had all kinds of other contraptions that initially didn't make a lot of sense to me. One of which was a swing of sorts with several harnesses that hung suspended from the ceiling. Along one wall there appeared to be several alcoves, each one capable of holding three or four people, each having a soft mattress inside, with differing colored lights for each of the cubby-holes as I called them. In addition, there must have been a hundred or more burning candles, the only other source of lighting inside the entire room giving it both a warm, as well as sensual glow.
Having never attended one of these parties before, I wasn't at all sure what was expected, or what I should be doing, if anything. Everyone else seemed to suddenly start pairing off, either in groups or in threesomes. But nowhere did I see anyone doing anything in simple pairs. Slightly nervous, I was glad to finally see Shirley heading in my direction. I noticed that Sandra was with her.
"Come on Richard, Sandra wants to try the swing, so you can help us get her situated."
As big as the room was, I didn't see Maggie anywhere. "Where's Maggie?" I asked.
Shirley pointed over to one of the alcoves. "I think she Paolo, Jacque and Claudia are inside one of those," she indicated. "By the way Richard, I have a little surprise planned for Maggie a bit later. I'll fill you in on the details after a while."
I was about to ask her what it was when I saw Ned suddenly pick up one of the other women who I'd seen earlier, spinning her around with ease because of his enormous strength. And suddenly I understood what his specialty was.
Performing a standing '69' with her, Ned was happily munching her pussy while she in turn was positioned perfectly, suspended as she was, to hungrily suck his prick. Even Shirley had to stop and watch Ned momentarily, as had Sandra.
"He does that so well!" Sandra commented.
"I know," Shirley sighed, obviously remembering a past experience. "He promised to come and find me later," Shirley sighed once again.
Returning to the swing, I began helping Shirley secure the harness and straps around Sandra until she was free-swinging in the air. "Would you like the blindfold too?" Shirley asked.
"Oh yes! It makes the experience all the more enjoyable!" Sandra told us. It was about that time I noticed all the waiters and waitresses, including Julia had entered the room with us. Shirley motioned two of them over to where we were standing.
"Richard, why don't you start things off here?" she told me. Shirley then directed each of the other men who had joined us to begin caressing Sandra in whatever ways they liked, each immediately fondling and caressing her breasts. The swing was at the perfect height of course. Shirley took several moments coaxing my semi-erection to full hardness, working out the nervousness until I was capable of performing.
When she'd gotten me considerably aroused, she told me to join her in the 'pit' when I was through having fun here.
"The pit?" I asked.
"Yeah, down at the far end of the room. You'll hear and see several people standing around, come join me when you're ready."
Shirley headed off in that direction, along with several others who were already making their way there too. Turning back around to face Sandra, she was enjoying the ministrations of the two guys who were now sucking each one of her tits.
"Don't cum in me," she admonished. "When you're ready to shoot, pull out and spray it on me. I like the feel of that warm cum landing on my body," she told me along with the other two guys who were still working her breasts.
Sandra's openly displayed pussy truly was inviting, so I decided to introduce my very erect cock to it, sliding just the tip of my head inside her split until she wiggled anxiously, urging me to fully insert myself.
"Come on Richard, don't tease me! Fuck me, and fuck me hard!"
Even I had to admit, sliding my dick in and out of Sandra's wet cunt while she hung suspended before me was one hell of an exciting experience! Thrashing about wildly, the swing allowing her the sensation of almost floating while I did, was driving her nearly as crazy as it was driving me. Remembering her admonition not to cum inside her, when I felt the delicious sensation warning me I was about to let loose, I pulled out, spraying several strong squirts which landed upon one of her breasts, others more directed against her pussy and legs as she called out informing me where she wanted to feel it. When I had fully spent myself, I stepped away, one of the waiters immediately taking my place.
"Thanks Sandra! I really enjoyed that."
"Hmm, me too baby, me too."
I headed off in the direction I'd seen Shirley go earlier, already spotting a group of people who seemed to be standing around looking down. "That must be the pit she was telling me about," I mused to myself.
Shirley wasn't kidding about the pit. Initially, I had thought it to be a spa of some sort. But as I soon got a better look, I discovered it's primary purpose. Sunken into the floor about three feet, it was perfectly square, some fifteen by fifteen feet in width. Shirley, Julia, one of the waiters and waitresses I'd seen earlier, along with Ned who'd obviously come over to join them were down inside. Several people merely stood around watching, as I now found myself doing. But what was interesting was that the pit had about two or three inches of some sort of oil in it. Everyone was covered from head to toe in the slippery stuff, slithering over and amongst one another with ease. In some respects, it actually reminded me of a snake pit, seeing all the writhing, undulating flesh squirming about below me. Moments later Shirley spotted me as I stood there watching.



"Richard! Come join us!" she called up to me. "Trust me, you'll love this!"
I was really quite hesitant about wanting to step down in there, especially with big old Ned slithering about. Which is when a very familiar voice came up from behind. "Come on Richard, if an old broad like me enjoys it, you certainly will!"
The next thing I knew, Maggie had taken my hand in hers, leading me down the steps into the pit where we soon joined the slithering, slick mass of flesh.
I had to admit, it was interesting. Impossible to stand, I was grateful that both the floor as well as the walls were padded, with some sort of protective sealant against the oily substance covering them. Moments after entering, Julia slid over towards me. Covered within seconds, she began sliding up and down my entire body. Without using her hands at all, she managed to slide back and forth, up and down my rapidly reawakening shaft. Almost impossible to even cup her breasts with my hands, they slid back and forth across them with more ease than one could imagine. Her nipples were hard, the sensation amazingly sensual as I ran my hands over them playfully. Julia soon slid off heading in another direction just as Shirley reached out, pulling me into the depths of slippery flesh that all but covered her. I actually laughed, sliding across one person, only to land on another before slipping off them, careening against the sidewall. I could hear Maggie's laughter, my only clue that she was sliding and slipping around obviously enjoying herself every bit as much as I now found I was.
Hands seemed to be everywhere at once, gliding across my flesh, awakening nerve endings that fueled my desire to peak levels. Everywhere I touched, I came into contact with someone's slippery flesh, simply allowing the feel of gliding across them just as hands slid, slippery caressing me.
I don't know how long we played inside the pit, but eventually Shirley announced that most of us should go and shower off, leaving some of the others who'd been waiting their turn to be able to get in and enjoy the experience as much as I had.
"Besides," Shirley whispered to me. "It's almost time for Maggie's surprise!" she said conspiratorially.
I noticed that Shirley had taken a moment to say something to Julia, who nodded her head in acknowledgement just before we entered the shower area. After everyone had showered and dried off, we emerged back into the recreation room where most of the candles had been rearranged into a perfect circle upon the floor. In the middle of which, a gigantic bed of rose petals had been poured, surprisingly thick, though there was also some sort of additional cushioning beneath those.
"What's this?" Maggie immediately asked as we emerged.
"You'll see," Shirley said grinning at her. "Something you once mentioned you wanted to experience."
Maggie's eyes widened in sudden understanding. "Really? Now?"
"Right now," Shirley stated, leading her into the circle, which was soon encompassed by every guest there as they crowed in to watch.
Placing her comfortably down upon the sea of deep red softness, I saw all of the waiters who'd served us earlier suddenly step forward encircling Maggie. Additionally, the waitresses now knelt in front of each of them, and began jerking or sucking the men off. One by one, others soon joined, realizing what was taking place. Shirley had knelt in front of Ned, busily masturbating his prick. Claudia moved over towards me where she too knelt before me and began jacking my cock in an obvious effort to cause me to squirt my juice all over Maggie's body, just as everyone else was now trying to do.
One by one, as some of the men drew close to their orgasmic ecstasy, they moved closer towards Maggie, now masturbating themselves. Paolo was amongst the first, and not unexpectedly, he soon showered Maggie's nude body with copious streamers of sticky hot cum that fell in long ropes across each of her breasts. Maggie was squealing delightedly, watching as he did, urging him to keep pounding his prick until he'd managed to milk every last drop of his pulsing cum upon her.
Paolo's performance soon triggered others who began to approach, adding their own fountains of cream to those, which Paolo had just deposited. Slowly, Maggie's body took on a sheen of translucent creaminess, now covered nearly from head to toe as near every man there took a turn loosing his sperm on top of Maggie's body wherever they possibly could.
Claudia had been doing such a magnificent job of sucking me, that I nearly allowed her to finish it, signaling I was almost too close, where she reluctantly removed her mouth, allowing me to step forward closer to Maggie. Upon seeing me, Maggie grinned broadly.
"Bring it here honey," she cooed affectionately. "I want to feel your cum spilling against my face."
Seconds later I happily obliged her, watching my spunk splatter against one cheek, though she quickly readjusted, catching the next streamer directly into her mouth.
"My tits too!" she giggled enthusiastically. "Let me feel it on my tits too Richard!"
Though I was nearing the end of my pleasures, I managed a nice squirt upon each before withdrawing back into the crowd, spent and exhausted now, still somewhat stunned by the decadent, obscene display of Maggie's cum-covered body.
Amongst the last to cum on her, once every man there had indeed finished doing so, Shirley led most of the women who'd been kneeling to begin massaging in the vast amount of fluid into her body. As though having poured a full bottle of lotion onto her, it soon smeared, covering nearly every square inch of her flesh until she was as slick with it as she had been down inside the pit.
I made my way over to the bar, fixing myself a stiff scotch, taking a moment to collect my own wits, as well as giving my nearly sore prick a chance to recover at this point. I'd seen Maggie soon after heading back towards the shower area, along with several of the women who were covered in cum nearly as much as she was.
"Well, well...that was certainly interesting wasn't it!"
"Gladys!" I nearly screamed jumping up. "When did you get here?"
"Oh, I've been here a while," she said slyly. "But when Shirley told me about the surprise she had in store for Maggie, I wasn't about to miss it. Men might not be my cup of tea particularly, but I wanted to be here for her to see it. And I don't mind telling you Richard...even I found it rather stimulating to watch!"
Coming from Gladys, especially with her being a lesbian and all was saying something.
I did feel a little guilty, slightly uncomfortable being here, especially after all that had transpired recently between her daughter and I. But once again Gladys surprised me obviously not taking any of that into account.
"Mind doing me a favor?" she asked.
"Sure Gladys, anything you want!" I responded enthusiastically. "Can I get you a drink or something?"
Gladys laughed, "Or something..." she said suggestively, causing me to suddenly wonder just what the favor was she was really asking.
Taking my hand in hers, she soon led me over towards the wall, climbing up the specially built ladder embedded within the wall until we'd reached one of the highest alcove chambers there was. Entering inside, the cozy eight by eight foot area was bathed in a deep red light, casting an eerie, yet erotic atmosphere about it that I found immediately arousing.
Lying down upon my back, Gladys began fondling my prick, arousing it to surprising hardness. "What are we doing?" I asked curiously. Gladys laughed.
"Believe it or not, next week its my turn to share an erotic experience. Truth is, I really don't have one. When I thought about the possibility of coming up with something that would take everyone by surprise, I immediately thought of you."
Gladys suddenly moved, straddling my legs as she prepared to impale herself on my now very rigid prick. I'm sure the questioning look on my face as she did that said it all. Once again she laughed.
"If you're worried about Rhonda, don't be. I've already called her to speak to her about it. I wanted to make sure she'd be ok with it for one thing. And for the other, she told me to tell you personally from her that she was anxious to hear how much I enjoyed it. So..."
"So?" I questioned stupidly. But by then, Gladys had slipped my cock deep inside her pussy, and the question became moot at that point.
Of all the women I'd now been with, Gladys perhaps surprised me the most. Not just because she had obvious limited experience with men to begin with, but because she surprised the hell out of me with the most exquisite muscle control I'd ever encountered. For long moments, neither of us really moved. As deep inside her as I could possibly be, Gladys merely sat there, milking my prick with her pussy, clenching, contracting, and clenching it again.
"Fuck Gladys, how the hell do you do that?" I actually asked her.
"Practice, lots and lots of practice," she shot back. "Though not with pricks," she admittedly almost shyly. Now then, how about playing with my boobs a little too? We're going to be here a while," she informed me pleasurably.
It was Maggie that eventually found us, curled up, fast asleep sometime in the middle of the night. "Time to go Richard," she woke us both saying. "And Gladys? I expect to hear all the juicy details!" she added a moment later.
"Oh you will...next time we're all together again," Gladys told her. "So not a word until then!"
Chapter Eight
After the incredible evening at Shirley's place, it was all I could do to drag myself out of bed and get ready for work. As I showered, I thought about the strange conversation I'd had with Gladys, or rather the strange comment she'd made to me. Thinking about Rhonda, I realized how much I missed her and actually found myself wishing she'd been there at Shirleys with me. Unfortunately, Rhonda had a business to run, having headed home in order to make an early morning business meeting. She'd given me her cell phone number though, telling me to call her day or night, whenever I wanted to. It was exciting, if nothing else, just knowing I could reach her whenever I simply wanted to hear her voice.
I had arrived at my own office that morning, got a few preliminary things out of the way and decided to call her just to hear her, and see how she was doing. As an after thought, I notified my assistant that I would be on an important call. She knew better than to disturb me unless it was a real emergency. Additionally, I took the added precaution of locking my office door. I dialed Rhonda's cell phone, listening to it ring. The odds were good since she wasn't answering that she was in one of her meetings and unavailable. I expected to hear her recording when she actually did answer.
"Guess what I'm doing," I told her, trying to sound wicked as though I really was up to something. I wasn't of course, but I thought it would be fun to tease her.
"Just a second," she told me. "Can you hold on?"
"Sure Rhon..." but she'd already put me on hold.
A few seconds later she came back to me. "Hey baby, I wanted to run to my office and get my ear piece. I'm in a meeting at the moment...but it promises to be a long and boring one."
"Oh...I'm sorry, I'll call back."
"Don't you dare!" she said. "If you really ARE doing what I hope you're doing, then I'm going to go back inside, sit there and listen to you," she said excitedly. "So don't disappoint me baby! I WILL be listening! Now...hang on, I'll be right back."
Once again there were a few minutes of silence as she'd placed me on hold. I really hadn't been doing anything, but suddenly the thought of that was extremely arousing to me. Especially knowing that she WOULD be listening while actually engaged and participating in some sort of business meeting.
"Ok sweetie, my ear piece is in. And I'm just now entering the room. I won't be able to say too much, but as I told you, I will be listening to you. So, enjoy yourself for me baby. Help make this boring meeting anything but that for me ok?"
I glanced up at my locked door again. I'd mentally masturbated in my office on numerous occasions, but I'd never done so openly. I knew barring a real emergency of some sort that my assistant would honor my request to remain undisturbed, so I thought, "Why the hell not?" I unzipped my slacks, withdrawing my rapidly hardening penis and began to play with it.
"Give me a blow by blow description as to what your plan of action is," I heard Rhonda addressing whoever she was with. But the way she'd said it, I had no illusion as to whom she was actually speaking too.
On her end of the line, I could just make out the murmur of conversation and discussion taking place. "I wish this WAS a blow by blow," I said teasingly. "And not just my own hand. The feel of your lips surrounding the head of my cock..."
"What I'm hearing is, that you believe you can rise to the occasion?" Rhonda said. Again, the murmur of voices in the background, agreeing with her on whatever point she'd just made, though I smiled knowing she was still speaking directly to me.
"Oh yes," I hissed pleasurably. "It's definitely rising. And sitting here in my office as I am, with my dick sticking out all nice and hard is damn fucking exciting."
"That good huh?" Though Rhonda had spoken this almost too softly for me to hear let alone anyone else, and then loudly speaking up, adding, "I take it that you won't find this very difficult to do...but still pretty hard, yes?"
She must have been driving the people she was with crazy with her pointed, almost accusing questions. They literally had no idea as to what was really going on of course.
"Not difficult at all baby. The doors closed, locked, my pants are down around my ankles, and I'm now jacking my cock slowly up and down for you, and yes. It's very, very hard!"
"I really like the sound of that," she said to everyone, self included.
"Oh yeah. You SHOULD hear this," I stated, and bent over low enough so my own head piece was near my cock as I stroked myself, making sure she could in fact hear the wet slippery sounds my hand was making.
I heard her laugh. Heard the buzz and the murmuring suddenly stop on her end.
"Sorry," she said. "I swallowed wrong...please, continue."
Just then the buzzer on my desk sounded. It was Christy trying to reach me. Obviously something important HAD come up.
"Fuck!" I said.
"Hmmmm, I like that," Rhonda stated.
"No...that's not what I meant," I said irritated at the annoyance. "My assistant just buzzed me. Can you hold for a second?"
"Yes, could hold onto something as important as that, I'd actually love to sink my teeth into it actually."
Now it was my turn to laugh. "Ok baby, wait one. Be right back." I put Rhonda on hold and opened the intercom to my assistant. "Yes Christy?" I said with obvious irritation in my voice. "What is it?"
I could tell immediately that Christy had picked up the phone so I wasn't on speaker. Sorry, but your wife's here, I mean ex-wife," she said. "She told me to tell you that it was important she see you, and that she didn't have a whole lot of time."
"Shit! What the hell does she want?" I snapped. The silence on the other end reminded me of the fact I had never used profanity in front of Christy before. "I'm sorry Christy, it's not your fault. Ok, give me five minutes and then go ahead and send her in."
The first order of business was pulling my pants back up and stuffing my hardon back into them. The second was to take Rhonda off hold.
"Rhonda?"
"Hi...we just finished up, heading back to my office now in fact, so I can join you."
"Shit!" I exclaimed really irritated now. "You're not going to believe this. My ex is here!"
"Really? That's the BIG emergency?"
"I guess...maybe. I don't have any idea why she IS here though. Guess I'm about to find out."
"Did you cum?"
"No damn it!"
"This could be fun then," I heard her giggle over the line. "Keep me on...now it's my turn. Can you safely play with yourself while she's in your office?" Rhonda asked.
"You can't be serious!" I told her.
"Oh, but I am. So can you?"
I thought about it. And the more I thought about it the funnier and wilder it seemed. "Yeah, I can actually. But I've got to hurry up and unlock the door here first, Christy should be sending her in any minute."
"Good, do that then go back to your desk and take your cock back out. Stay on the line with me this time, and make her 'wait' while you finish up on your phone call, and while I finish myself, and you in the meantime!"
"You're really bad, you know that?"
"You make me that way," she said. "Now hurry up, I'm inside my office closing my door, and I'm already cupping one of my tits."
"Fuck Rhonda," I said running across my office to unlock my door. I glanced down, saw the bulge in the front of my pants, and worse, a nice big wet spot forming on the outside of my beige slacks. I made it back to my desk, unzipped my fly and fished my cock out once again.
"She there yet?"
"No, any second now however." And as though I'd willed it Christy knocked, opened my door peeking in. I waved her to escort my ex into my office, which she did. Andrea stepped in and was about to speak when I indicated to her I was still on the phone.
"Be right with you," I said pinching the mouthpiece on my headset. "Thank you Christy," I added looking past my ex-wife at her, smiling. Christy shot me a look that said she was sorry, then closed the door.
"You were saying?" I then said to Rhonda. Indicating to Andrea to have a seat with the wave of my hand as I spoke.
"I wasn't SAYING anything," she laughed. "But I was undressing while I was waiting. I'm now standing behind my desk wearing nothing but a black camisole," she visualized for me.
"Ah...um, Ah yes...I can only imagine that," I finally managed. "Damn, this is a whole lot more difficult than I thought it would be," I said silently to myself. I was looking at Andrea and rolled my eyes upwards apologetically, hoping I conveyed to her that I was trying to hurry up with the phone call. Surprisingly, she sat there smiling pleasantly at me and waited.
"That's ok, take your time," she mouthed at me. Which confused me for a moment until Rhonda got my attention once again.
"Well? Are you playing with it?"
I'd actually forgotten I was sitting there with my semi-erect dick sticking out of my pants. "Good thing I didn't fucking stand up when she came in," I thought suddenly.
"Yes, of course," I said back into the phone with a business like voice.
"You're lying," Rhonda said. "I SHOULD make you lean over so I can hear that you really are," she told me.
"Ah, that won't be necessary. I can assure you that I am working on it," I responded actually stroking the head of my dick.
I continued rubbing myself, glancing up at Andrea once more as she sat smiling at me. I squeezed the head of my prick, eliciting a nice droplet or two of slippery precum using it to massage and tease the head of my dick as I continued to nod my head, pretending to be listening to some sort of conversation on the other end of the line. Which to some degree, I was.
"I'm pulling the camisole up over my head now so I can play with my bare breasts."
"I'd enjoy seeing those," I stated, acting like I was interested in seeing a set of blue prints or something, which is what I hoped Andrea thought I was talking about. "I bet they're laid out very nicely," I added really getting into this now.
"My, aren't we being a naughty boy?" Rhonda giggled excitedly. "Is your ex sitting across from you?"
"Ah huh," I said as though pondering a question.
"And you are still jerking off for me?" she asked again.
"You bet, and delighted to be able to do that for you."



"I want you to cum for me while she's there, and while I can listen. Think you can do that?"
"Wow, that's a tough one," I said once again rolling my eyes at Andrea apologetically, and even more surprised when she smiled at me even more understandingly than before. "But yes, I think I can probably manage it as things are getting pretty close to being finished," I responded.
"Good, because I'm really fucking close now myself. You made me so fucking horny during MY meeting, and knowing I'm doing the same thing to you now is about the hottest fucking thing I've ever done at the office before!"
I sat there in my seat, nodding my head to a series of non-existent questions, pretending to be putting up with someone's ongoing diatribe. I had in fact been stroking, fondling, squeezing and playing with my prick the entire time. I felt the sweet first pangs of orgasmic pleasure building deep within my balls, and realized I had no place to squirt without being obvious about it. I remembered the clean hanky I had in my back pocket however, and came up with the idea of feigning a sneeze.
In the meantime, Rhonda was fingering herself away, closer and closer to orgasm. She continued relating to me how her fingers felt deep inside her pussy, and how she was wishing it were me kneeling down on the floor in her office sucking her clit, instead of the fingers she was using to emulate my sucking lips.
As I raised the hanky to my face, grimacing as though expecting to sneeze, I reacted as though it suddenly went away. Removing the handkerchief, I reached as though to put it back, and dropped it down over my exposed cock instead in a careful 'slight of hand' display that I suddenly felt very proud of having pulled off.
"Oh God Richard, I'm so close, so close baby."
To my total and complete horror, Andrea had stood up from her chair at some point, and as involved as I had been, I had not even noticed her. Andrea stood facing away from me thankfully, gazing at the photos on my office wall, admiring a few knick-knacks that I had displayed on several of my bookcases. My biggest concern however, was if she decided to walk over and look out my window. If she did that, she would have a clear, unobstructed view of what I was doing. Short of scooting my chair completely under my desk, which I KNEW would seem odd, I was in danger of having this blow up in my face...literally.
Suddenly, it was a race. Wanting, needing to cum now, and certainly before Andrea decided to check out the 'view', I began stroking my prick for all I was worth, once again slightly thankful that she wasn't looking towards me as I did.
"I'm, cumming!" Rhonda moaned beautifully into my headset.
I felt the first delicious ejaculation explode from my cock into the confines of my hanky, and continued pumping my prick, one eye on my ex, one ear on Rhonda as she had an orgasm considerably more freely into the phone that I was able to do.
"Oh, that....was...nice!" Rhonda said. "And you baby?" she asked breathlessly.
"Definitely!" I answered truthfully. Already having stuffed the hanky back into my back pocket, sequestering my rapidly wilting penis back inside my slacks. Andrea had made her way over to stand beside the window.
"I'll miss you," she said. Knowing full well I couldn't easily answer her back on that one. "Call me? Soon?"
"I will," I said casually, continuing the business like overtones of our conversation. "And thanks again, for everything," I added.
"Naughty boy!" I heard the "wink" in her voice, followed quickly by the sound of the dial tone.
"Yes, thank you Mr. Jennings. I promise, I'll get back to you just as soon as it's physically possible. No, no problem at all. Yes, yes, you're welcome. Good-bye."
I hung up the phone, "Sorry Andrea, it was an important call, and Jack is one of those kind of people that just won't let you get off the phone very easily."
"I understand," she said, walking back over to her seat and taking it. She HAD gotten close to the window, gazing out of it at an angle, but thankfully, I didn't believe she had seen anything, or surely she'd have reacted to it if she had. I was still shaking slightly from the incredible excitement of the whole experience. Not realizing a real sneeze was coming until it was nearly upon me. Automatically, I reached back into my pocket and retrieved my handkerchief, just barely covering my nose and mouth when I sneezed.
"Bless you," she said.
"Thank you," I responded wiping my mouth and nose, beginning at that moment to replace the hanky.
"Uh, um, you've got a little of it on your nose." Andrea said pointing at me a little uncomfortably.
"What?"
Her face reddened. "Snot, you've got a bit of snot on the side of your nose," she laughed openly at me.
Horrified, I reached up with my hand to wipe it, distrusting to use the hanky once again in doing so. In the millisecond it took to wipe the so-called 'snot' off my nose, I glanced at it, and saw it certainly wasn't, and hoped desperately that Andrea didn't know that.
"Sorry," I said sheepishly, wiping my cum wad into my hanky as I did. "Now, why are you here?" I asked, once again taking my less than friendly voice with her as I locked eyes with her.
At least the tone of my voice sobered her up slightly, and though continuing to smile at me, she had at least quit snickering.
"What I wanted to drop by and tell you was, I've been transferred!"
"Thank God!" I thought. "Asia perhaps?" I wondered silently. "Oh? Where too?"
"Here!"
"Here?"
"Yes here, San Diego!" she said excitedly.
"And the reason you felt like you needed to tell me that was?"
"Was, because I came down this past weekend to look for a place to live."
"And?"
"And, I've found a place. It's perfect for me."
"And?"
"And I wanted you to know about it, because I didn't want you to think I was stalking you or something."
"Andrea?" I said questioningly, a sudden fearful knot beginning to form deep within the pit of my stomach.
"It's just down the street from you, about a block away," she said matter of factly.
"Terrific!" I said sarcastically.
"Yes it is, isn't it?" she said clueless, missing my point entirely.
"Anyway, after our last encounter together, and the way that all ended so horribly. I've been giving it some thought, and I think that maybe you and I should discuss what happened. And since we're practically neighbors, I was hoping that maybe you could come over one night for dinner or something. Just as soon as I'm all moved in of course."
"Of course," I said again as sarcastically as before.
"Actually, maybe you'd feel more comfortable going someplace for dinner rather than coming over to my place."
"Andrea," I began.
"We still need to talk Richard. Especially since we'll be living so close to one another. Maybe if we clear the air, we can get on with our lives."
I was about to tell her "No fucking way" when I'd heard that last part. Maybe she really was serious this time. And if there was one thing I wanted to do, it was get on with my life, which excluded having anything to do with her.
"Ok, dinner out someplace sounds fine. When?"
"Are you free tomorrow evening?" she asked.
I thought, "Sure...what time?"
"How about we meet at 'The Wharf' around eight," she said standing up from her seat and preparing to leave. "Oh, don't bother standing up, she said smiling. "I wouldn't want to embarrass you any more than necessary," she added.
"Excuse me?"
Andrea made it as far as the door before she turned back around to face me. "By the way, do you always masturbate whenever you're on the phone?" She winked at me, opened the door and stepped out before I could say anything. Christy stood just outside the door, she'd been on her way into my office for whatever reason, and looked at me about as red faced as I've ever seen her. Andrea laughed wickedly, stepped past my assistant and headed out of the offices.
Christy stepped into my office holding up a pink-slip message for me. She was blushing furiously and waving it at me like a hanky, a cum stained pink hanky. Normally I would have stood, but under the bizarre suddenly very freaky circumstances, I couldn't.
"I'm....I'm....sorry," she said holding it out to me. "Rhonda? Called to say she just wanted you to know how much she enjoyed what you just did for her, she wanted to ensure I gave this message to you before your wife, your ex-wife I mean... left. She said that was VERY important for some reason."
I could only hope that Christy, as bright as she really was, was naive enough to have NO idea what was really going on, or what had really just taken place. Bad enough trying to explain anything else to her, whether she was suspicious of it or not. I hoped she thought, that my ex had simply said something horrible enough to try and make me look foolish. Which she had, in essence, managed to accomplish very well without really trying.
"Thank you Christy," I said taking the note from her, though I did have to sit up slightly and reach out in order to do so, just managing without sitting up all the way. I had no idea if the spot had dried enough on my pants not to be noticeable. But I wasn't about to look down and check it out at the moment either.
Once Christy had given me the message, she all but fled from my office. A second or two later, I was laughing hysterically.
#
I arrived home from work as confused and as frustrated as I had ever been. On the one hand, I'd had the most incredible morning imaginable. On the other, I once again had my ex-wife to face and deal with.
I'd barely gotten inside, sitting my briefcase down on the kitchen counter when the phone rang. I was half expecting it to be Andrea when I answered.
"Hello!" I said a little too forcefully.
"Bad day huh?"
"Oh, sorry Maggie. Yeah, it was, and wasn't actually."
She laughed. "Want to tell me about it?"
"I'd like that."
"Good, nothing fancy for dinner. You hungry?"
"Famished." And suddenly I really was.
"Listen, tell you what, first we'll fix you a nice hot tub to sit and relax in. I'll wash your back and you can lay back and tell me all about it. Afterwards we'll have a nice little dinner together, and then you can go down on me. How's that sound?"
Good 'ole Maggie, if there was anyone in the world that could sooth the savage beast she could.
"I'll be right over," I told her. And then as usual. all I heard was the dial tone.
Maggie was already running the bath by the time I got there. Stripping off my clothing was as natural for me around her now as it had ever been. I stepped into the hot soapy, fragrantly scented water and began to enjoy my 'Calgon' experience. True to her word, Maggie washed my back but she didn't leave it at that either. As though I was her little boy, which is almost the way I felt around her during times like this, she washed my arms, even my pits and continued down over my legs, washing my feet and each one of my toes too.
Slowly I began to relate to her the details of my incredible day. Maggie listened intently, laughing where appropriate, and occasionally having me retell her the more interesting parts, especially when I described to her the way Rhonda had sounded when she touched herself, or how I had felt in doing the same. Little by little I slowly unwound and actually became less and less irritated with my ex-wife.
We'd had a light but delicious dinner of pasta salad and several glasses of wine. Now as we lay head to toe upon her bed, we languished in the afterglow of two very nice climaxes that we'd given one another in a slow oral simultaneous tonguing that had releaved a considerable amount of stress.
"So what should I do, Maggie?" I asked my head still nestled comfortably between her legs, the aroma of her feminine juices still wafting pleasurably in my face.
She licked the shaft of my cock like a kitten stroking her fur after a nice long nap. "I think maybe you should go, see what she has to say, at least." She licked me slowly again. I was only half hard now, her licks not meant to stimulate, though they did feel very, very nice.
"At least you'll be on neutral ground," Maggie added. "Though I certainly don't know her the way you do, I can't imagine that anything could happen over dinner."
I thought about that for a moment. Normally I would have agreed with her, but under the circumstances, I wasn't putting anything past my ex-wife at the moment. "I don't know Mags, maybe you're right. Guess we'll see tomorrow night though, won't we?"
She answered by drawing my penis back inside her mouth intently, meaning to make me nice and hard once again. And she did.
#
I arrived at the 'Wharf' where we'd agreed to meet for dinner a half hour early. I wanted to get at least one drink under my belt before Andrea arrived, and possibly two. Sitting down at the bar, I ordered, turning to scan the room in the event that Andrea had had the same intentions as I had. That was when I saw Joanne and Janice sitting over in one of the small comfy booths sharing a drink and chatting. They saw me at the same time I spotted them and immediately waved me over.
"Hi!" I said, surprised to see them there. "What are you guys doing here?"
"Hi Richard," they said as one in greeting. Then Joanne answered my question. "This is one of our favorite places to come for dinner. We eat here probably once a week at least. Are you here with someone?" she asked, looking past me expecting to see someone sitting at the bar.
"Actually, I'm having dinner with my ex-wife."
"Andrea is it?" Janice asked. I nodded my head yes. "Just social? Or you two trying to patch things up?" she pressed.
"Neutral ground, Maggie called it. We're having dinner and hopefully putting the last pieces of our relationship to bed so we can get on with our own lives," I explained.
"Well Richard, I'd be very careful about what it is she wants to put in that bed," Joanne warned me.
I laughed, having to agree with her on that point. "Yes, and believe me, I've got my guard up," I told her.
"Just don't let her try and get anything else up," Janice added. "I know you, once you start thinking with your dick," she said lowering her voice, "...like most men, you seem to lose all ability to think clearly." They both laughed at that, and though I didn't join them in their little joke, I did smile acknowledging their concerns.
"Is that her?" Janice said suddenly.
I turned glancing towards the entry of the bar. Andrea was indeed standing in the doorway and had spotted me talking to Janice and Joanne. "Well, guess I'd better go," I said. "See you both on Saturday?" I questioned turning to leave.
"Wouldn't miss it," Janice said. Joanne blew me a kiss, and then I headed off to join Andrea for dinner.
Andrea was dressed to the nines, probably a little more elegantly than was necessary for this place. She'd worn her long hair braided over one shoulder leaving the other bare, which is how she knew I'd loved her wearing it when we were dating. "Uh oh..." I thought as I approached. "She's pulling out all of the stops."
I kissed her offered cheek. "Would you care for something to drink?" I asked. She glanced past me towards the table to where Joanne and Janice were still sitting.
"I'll order something at the table," she said. "Shall we go and sit down?"
Having made reservations, I gave the hostess my name. Andrea and I followed, groaning inwardly when I saw where she had placed us. The restaurant was known for it's intimate little settings. Though there were a few tables designed to seat multiple couples, all of their two person seating's were in quaint little half-booths that ensured couples sat next to one another though comfortably at an angle rather than apart from one another.
Our hostess had additionally positioned us so that we had a nice picture window overlooking the ocean, with the back rest of the booth behind us, it also gave us a great deal of privacy from other patrons sitting close by.
Andrea immediately slid into the booth, looking up at me expectantly. I smiled at the Hostess. "Thanks," I said with less sincerity behind it than the word actually implied.
Our hostess smiled sweetly, waving over a drink waiter once Andrea had indicated she would like something, having missed my point entirely. "Not her fault," I chastised myself silently taking my seat next to Andrea.
Andrea had worn a bright red satin dress that seemed to cling to every curve of her body. It was immediately obvious to me that she wasn't wearing a bra either as her nipples were so perfectly outlined against the thin material of her gown, I could have counted each and every bump that was shown. Not to mention the twin hard little points pressing through the material.
In addition to that, the dress itself had a deep 'V' neckline plunging down to a perfect point just below her naval. The only piece of jewelry she'd worn, a nice sized diamond stud, piercing her bellybutton. Every time Andrea moved or leaned forward even in the slightest, the front of her dress parted revealing almost entirely one or the other of her breasts.
"Interesting dress," I told her.
"You like it?" she asked leaning forward.
I had to admit, her tits looked pretty good to me as she leaned over. Even though they weren't the same one's I'd originally married.
"Are you ready to order?"
Our waitress had arrived unexpectedly, to my immediate relief. I noticed that Andrea remained in the same position she had been in, unmoving, and showing a goodly portion of her right breast to the waitress. Even our waitress noticed as I sat there looking at her, while she stood looking over at Andrea. Her face reddening slightly.
"I'd like the lobster,"Andrea said, which didn't surprise me. She'd placed her hand on my thigh beneath the table. "My treat," she added huskily.
"I'd like the steak AND lobster," I decided grinning. "She wants to pay?" I thought, "Then, she'll pay."
Our waiter arrived with the drinks we'd ordered, and as he began setting them down on our table, I heard commotion behind me as the hostess attempted to sit another couple.
"No, if you don't mind, we'd like that table over there," I heard a familiar voice saying.
From my vantage point, I was able to look back over my shoulder without being too obvious about it. When I did, I saw April and Shirley sitting down at the booth behind us. Though the back of their booth would be facing us, ensuring 'their' privacy, it meant they would be no more than three or four feet away from where we were sitting. I laughed in spite of myself. "Coincidence?" I thought, "Not hardly."
Andrea removed her hand from my thigh when I laughed. I'd forgotten she'd placed it there, having left it on me the entire time, even as the waiter served us our drinks.
"Something funny?" she asked.
"Oh no, just something I remembered," I stated quickly lifting my scotch to take a drink.
"Have anything to do with yesterday?" she questioned.
I choked, almost spilling it all over myself in the process. "Why do you ask?" I managed.
"Just wondered WHY you were sitting there playing with yourself." she said softly so that I was confident that not even Shirley or April could have heard her, unless they'd brought along a pair of stethoscopes, which at this point wouldn't have surprised me.
A combination of Andrea's revealing dress, the drinks, as well as the erotic morning I had spent on the phone with Rhonda, had caused my prick to harden involuntarily. My brain vaguely reminded me of Janice and Joanne's warning. Andrea placed her hand back on my thigh once again, but this time slid it smoothly up my leg before I could react, and brushed my swollen stiff penis.
"Hmmmm, making you horny, am I?" she teased. She'd said that loudly enough that so that Shirley and April both could have heard it, with or without a stethoscope. Once again I glanced over behind my shoulder, looking past Andrea. I couldn't see either April or Shirley without turning completely around, but now I spotted Maggie and Gladys sitting at another booth facing towards us, but a considerable distance away.



Now there wasn't any doubt about it. Maggie had called in the troops in case I needed rescuing. Suddenly, I felt a little like Custer surrounded by wild Indians, only this time glad to know I wasn't sitting here all alone.
Andrea didn't just brush my cock this time she actually placed her hand over it and gave it an affectionate squeeze.
"Stop that!" I said, loud enough so that even Maggie and Gladys could have heard. Luckily, I still had enough blood rushing to my brain to continue to think clearly. Andrea removed her hand however, and sat there pouting at me.
It was obvious she wasn't giving up that easy, "So why WHERE you masturbating?"
"What makes you think I was, or wasn't for that matter," I said defensively. Curious as to how much she really did know, or thought she knew.
"I didn't really, though I had my suspicions. Then I saw the corner of your white hanky sitting in your lap after you'd supposedly put it away back in your pocket," she informed me.
"So, my slight of hand trick hadn't worked all that well," I considered. I took another sip of my scotch, biding time and trying to figure out something to say.
"Admittedly, after I left your office I went downstairs to my car and played with myself too," she said honestly. "The thought of you doing that, while I was there, and especially since you were obviously talking to one of your friends. Maggie maybe? Anyway, I found it quite exciting."
I downed my scotch, looking up frantically for the waiter. Thankfully I caught his eye and motioned him over to our table. He was still busy serving drinks to Gladys and Maggie of all people, and I turned back to Andrea to ask if she wanted another one herself. Her breast was fully exposed, she was sensually fingering her taut hard nipple.
"Oh fuck!" I groaned audibly.
I watched as Andrea hiked up her dress, bunching it around her ass while she sat, just moments before the waiter arrived to take our new drink order.
"Two more of the same?" he asked, drawing my attention momentarily away from what she was doing.
"Yes, please!" I almost shouted. I had no idea if her tit was still sticking out of her dress or not, afraid to look. But as the waiter didn't give any evidence that anything untoward was happening, I could only assume that she'd at least managed to stuff her bare breast back inside her dress.
He'd taken our order and left. I turned back around to face Andrea, almost afraid of what I'd see when I did. Her bare breast was no where in evidence, though the voluptuous curvature of it was still peeking out of the top just enough that I still caught a glimpse of one of her areola's as it winked at me invitingly. Then I saw the subtle movement of her hand down between her legs.
"Andrea, what are you doing?" I whispered purposely.
She withdrew her hand, immediately holding it over towards me beneath my nose before I could react. "I'm wet," she said lustily. "And I'm just doing what you did yesterday."
"I wasn't masturbating for you," I informed her finally admitting the truth.
"I know, but I am," she replied, slipping her hand once again beneath her dress as she watched me.
The drinks arrived, but from the corner of my eye I could see Andrea was continuing to pleasure herself. This time I was positive our waiter caught the subtle movement as he moved over to set her fresh drink down. That, or at the very least he had certainly heard the wet juicy noises her fingers were making. If I could...I figured he did. He threw me a wide-open shit-eating grin. "On the house!" he said winking at her before leaving.
"Why don't you go down on the waitress when she gets here with our dinner?" I said. "Maybe we'll get that free too," I added sarcastically.
"Don't tempt me," Andrea teased. "Never thought I'd become interested in doing that actually, as you well know, but ever since that time with Maggie. I have to admit it's certainly got me thinking about things I would have never considered doing before. Like sucking you off in this restaurant," she finished saying.
I was about to respond to that when the waitress actually showed up with our dinner. I saw Andrea look at her, actually wetting her lips with her tongue. I was half panicked, expecting her to actually say, or worse do something about having our dinner paid for. "Hmmm, that sure looks delicious," she said, though I'm still not sure if she was referring to the food, or to the buxom waitress who was serving it. By the look on the waitress's face, I'm not sure she knew which one it had been either.
With the arrival of the food, I hoped for a brief reprieve, long enough to at least give my erection a chance to go back down. Andrea cracked open her lobster and forked a small portion of tender succulent meat from it, then dipped it in the garlic butter before eating. The way she'd done it was sensuality in itself. I wasn't watching her eating lobster I was watching her making love to a giant penis with claws on it.
"Hmmm, delicious," she said once again licking her lips. "Nice tangy butter sauce," she quipped, dipping the tip of her finger in it, before reaching down and obviously placing some of it upon herself. She withdrew her finger placing it inside her mouth and sucked it...slowly.
"Ah yes, but I think it needs something," she said, looking as though she was trying to figure out what it was.
I must have been sitting there with my mouth open, too stunned to say or do anything when she laughed.
"I know! It needs salt!" Andrea had moved closer to me without my having realized she'd done so when dinner was being served. Close enough to me now to move quickly. I felt her hands reach beneath the table clasping my stiff cock as she began caressing it. With her other hand she fumbled briefly with my zipper until she'd lowered it, quickly fishing out my aroused penis.
I laid my knife and fork back down on my plate, groaning as I felt her mouth suddenly surround my prick, engulfing it completely. Andrea furiously began sucking me off. I placed my hand at the back of her head in a feeble attempt to perhaps yank her head away from me by her braid, then as I felt my balls tighten suddenly, I allowed all the blood to rush to the head of my dick and left my hand resting there, pressing downwards instead.
A few minutes later, I was giving her all the salt she could have ever wanted. Filling her mouth, I wondered briefly how she was able to take all of it down without gagging; there was so much of it. I knew, because I felt the force of the ejaculations myself and had no doubts as to the amount of semen I had just given her.
Andrea finally and slowly lifted her head from beneath the table. Taking up her fork, she again speared another sliver of meat from the lobster, sticking it inside her mouth. She chewed, savoring the delicacy. "Better, much better," she grinned wickedly.
Somehow we managed to get through the rest of our dinner without any further incidents. I'd managed to replace my cock, zip up, and happily discover I was once again thinking with my head and not with my dick.
The waitress suddenly appeared asking, "Would you care for dessert?" And then from behind her, I heard another voice, this one much more familiar to me.
"I think he's already had his dessert," Maggie said sternly. "In fact, they both have."
"Check please!" I said looking at the waitress whose eyes had suddenly grown very wide.
"It's already taken care of Richard," Maggie said a little more softly. "Why don't you head on home now. I'll drop in on you in a little bit." Shirley had slid onto the seat next to Andrea. Andrea quickly scooted over, and April somehow managed to squish herself in next to Shirley.
"We're going to have a little chat with Andrea," Maggie said, taking my place as I stood up, effectively sandwiching Andrea in between herself and Shirley. Gladys then sat down next to her placing five of them on a seat that barely seated two comfortably. Joanne stood at the back of the seat looking in one direction, with Janice facing away looking off in the other. They'd obviously positioned themselves as lookouts.
I walked as swiftly as I could away from the table towards the doors. For a brief moment, I swore I could hear a bugle sounding off in the distance.
Chapter Nine
I arrived home, immediately pouring myself a stiff scotch. I paced nervously, periodically glancing out of the window. I could only imagine what was happening to Andrea.
Nearly two hours had passed since I had left the restaurant. The scotch was beginning to have an affect on me dulling my thoughts, muddling my ability to think about what had happened let alone anything else.
"Time to take a nice long, cold shower." I thought to myself, heading upstairs to the bathroom in order to do just that.
I began to discard my clothing the moment I entered the bedroom. Kicking my shoes off which flew in differing directions, I dropped my pants, literally tearing off my shirt and tie simultaneously. By the time I'd reached the bathroom, it looked like a small tornado had swept through my room.
Bracing my hands against the cold tile of the stall, I stuck my head beneath the cold running water hoping to wash away the cobwebs that now adhered to the jumble of thoughts that fought for their rights to be heard.
"It's too cold."
I'd heard the words, for a brief moment thinking I had spoken them aloud to myself. So absorbed in thought, I was still desperately trying to sort things out in my mind when I heard them again.
"The waters too cold Richard."
The sound of Maggie's voice finally registered, cutting through fogginess of thought like a foghorn's warning from a passing ship. Simultaneously, I felt the press of Maggie's nude body against me as she reached around grasping the handle of the hot water faucet, adjusting it to a far more comfortable temperature.
"What happened to Andrea?" I questioned. I had to ask the obvious, the curiosity was killing me.
"Later," Maggie replied.
"But..."
"Shh, Richard. We'll talk about it later," she said with finality.
I felt the warmth of the water begin to bathe me now, coating me like a comforting blanket, simultaneously the continued press of Maggie's body against me from behind. I hadn't turned as yet to face her, but as her full breasts meshed against my back, I could almost see them as though having eyes in the back of my head. Maggie's breasts were surprisingly firm for as full as they were, especially at her age. I'd certainly seen numerous tits on the women who'd appeared as centerfolds in many men's magazines, but truth was, I would have placed Maggie's boob's up against anyone's for the pure sensual enjoyment of looking at them.
"Maggie, I'm sorry that things sort of got out of hand..." I began trying to state by way of apology.
"Yes I know," she said softly. "No talk now, we'll discuss it later when you're in a little better shape to be doing that."
I felt Maggie's hand gently reaching out grasping my penis as I continued to stand beneath the warm gentle spray of the showerhead. She began to softly fondle, stroking my prick coaxing it to begin filling with blood as my arousal grew, my erection firming.
"Hmmm," she moaned, her lips pressed against my back. "I enjoy feeling that."
"What?" I asked, my mind still slightly muddled, made more so by the teasing stimulation her fingers were working on my dick.
"The way your cock grows," she said. "I enjoy feeling the way it does that, going from so wiggly soft," she giggled. "To so wonderfully hard!" she sighed immediately afterwards.
I couldn't help but sigh too. Her touch was having the desired effect on me that Maggie had obviously hoped for. Flaccid, limp as a wet noodle when she had first entered the shower with me, all thoughts of anything sexual so remote that I'd not even considered it as a possibility. Now however...Maggie's hand, soft...slippery...coaxing, caressing.
With her free hand, Maggie reached up adjusting the spray of the water to a more narrow, pulsating stream.
One of the niceties of the tub enclosure was the wide rim that completely surrounded the bathtub. I almost slipped, totally unprepared when I felt Maggie suddenly stepping backwards, taking me with her. She sat down on the wide rim of the tub. In doing so, she forced me back with her. I fought for my balance losing it at the last second and collapsing down roughly between her spread legs.
"Oh Maggie!" I exclaimed, "Are you ok?"
Maggie's laugh was soft, reassuring. "I'm fine Richard, now relax. Lean back in my arms and enjoy, I feel like being naughty, don't you?"
It had been a while since I'd heard that particular tone in her voice. In the past, I'd known that Maggie was in the mood to do something a little wild, a little crazy whenever I heard her begin talking like this. I really loved her for that.
"Yes," I moaned expectantly.
"Then allow me to be a little naughty, a little dirty with you," she scolded teasingly.
She didn't expect me to respond vocally, and I didn't. But as her hands continued milking and stroking me to the hardest erection possible, I responded to her in the only way she demanded of me to do, which was complete and total surrender to her.
Maggie slid forward just a little bit, forcing me to move with her of course. She lifted her legs, more comfortably positioning herself as she brought them up and around my legs, settling them gently on top of my own. With her back supported against the wall, she pressed herself even more tightly against my back. I felt the soft tuft of downy fine hair caressing my ass as she did. It felt nice...sexy.
"How does that feel?" Maggie asked in a voice that was pure sultry sounding. All the while holding my very aroused, very hard cock in her hand. She positioned it, pointing it directly towards the spray of the water. I felt the almost hot now, pulsating, beating thrumming of the water as it caressed my prick. Felt the "thrum" of the water toying with it, beating the head in a series of delightfully stimulating sensations.
"Fuck, good Maggie. Damn good!" I told her honestly.
She simply held me there, looking around my shoulder ensuring that my penis was positioned perfectly as the shower massage pulsated, playing, water-bating my super sensitive prick.
"Hmmmm, that looks so nasty, so naughty," Maggie stated in a voice choked with lust and rapidly escalating desire.
She began to move my cock slowly from side to side, occasionally up and down so that the water began to play with my swollen member a little differently than it had been.
"How's that?" she asked again.
"Nice!"
"Just nice?" She used her hand to pull my prick, yanking it off to one side and out of the way of the water. "Come on Richard, you know better than that. You know what I want," she told me sternly.
"Fucking nice."
"A little better...but you can still do a lot better than that." Placing my penis once again beneath the spray, she reached around with her free hand, soaping my chest until she'd managed to work up a nice little lather. Having done so, she began to run the sharp edge of her fingernail across the tip of my aroused nipple. The sensation was slightly stinging, certainly not uncomfortable. The slipperiness of the soap made it easier for her to torture it without doing any real damage. As she continued raking my much smaller points of aroused flesh she went back to directing the head of my cock against the forceful stiff spray of the shower massage.
"Do you ever do this when you're alone?" she asked me pointedly.
I knew a one-word answer wasn't going to suffice here. "Almost daily...I, I enjoy the way it feels," I admitted to her.
She pumped my prick a couple of times approvingly. "Naughty boy," she laughed, jacking it up and down again. "Bet it doesn't feel as good as this though does it?"
"Not nearly. There's something to be said about masturbation, but something even better to be said when someone else is doing it."
"Hmmm, you're right about that Richard. I'm feeling particularly horny myself at the moment if you don't know that already. And I'm thinking I'm in the mood to have you finger-fuck me when we're done here," she added. "I want to look in your face while you're finger-fucking my cunt, playing in the juices, and making all sorts of naughty delicious sounds with my pussy-wetness."
I could tell Maggie was extremely horny. She loved talking dirty. She loved it whenever I made her pussy so squishy wet that it made slippery sounds as I played in it, something she would have me do for long periods of time just so it would make her even hotter long before she climaxed. Yes, I enjoyed making Maggie feel good. I loved it in fact, watching her face, the grimace of her pleasure when she came. Even now I was envisioning that rapturous expression on her face, felt my cock twitch with eager anticipation and need.
"Oh yes Maggie, I want to make you feel really good too," I said through clenched teeth. She was stroking me constantly now, though still somewhat slowly. I could still feel, still enjoying the warm caressing water as it pummeled the head of my prick.
"I love making you, watching you cum," she told me.
"Oh fuck Maggie, if you keep this up, I'll soon grant your wish!"
"How'd you know what I was wishing for?" she again teased. "Would you like me to blow out your candle?"
"Actually, I'm rather enjoying this," I freely admitted. I loved her blowjobs, loved the way her pussy felt wrapped around my prick. But there was something to be said for one of Maggie's long, slow sensual hand-jobs too. And combining that with the water as she used it to further stimulate me was having its desired affect.
"Me too," Maggie moaned breathlessly.
She pressed her breasts even more alluringly against my back, slowly rotating herself as she did, so that I could feel those marvelous eraser-sized nipple's rolling around like twin little marbles. The continued sensation of that soft furry patch of hair tickling my lower back was sensual as hell too.
"Are your balls getting tight?" she asked.
"I don't know, why don't you see for yourself," I stated, getting into the game with her.
She gave my erection a hard flip. It stung, but felt good simultaneously.
"Ouch!" I exclaimed.
"That didn't hurt and you know it. Truth is, you probably liked it."
I laughed. Maggie knew me far too well. "Yes, I did in fact, it felt good."
She gave my prick an affectionate pat once again, then several pats of her hand in rapid succession. This time it really did sting a little, but felt seriously good at the same time.
"Getting closer?"
I didn't realize it until she'd asked me. But the tingling in my balls suddenly awoke me to that very fact. "Hmm, yes. Yes I am," I moaned audibly and loudly. "Keep doing that."
"Oooh, aren't we getting a little kinky?" she said smiling. She slap-patted my prick several times, grabbing it suddenly and twisting it firmly in her hand, using the soapy lather to cushion the friction slightly, but perfectly as she did. I felt Maggie slip her hand down between us. As busy as she was with me, I felt the telltale motion of her hand as she slipped it between her legs.
"What are you doing?" I asked. It wasn't a question, she knew that. It was a prompting to get her to talk dirty to me, something she enjoyed doing whenever she became this excited, this aroused.
"I'm fingering my clit," she replied excitedly. "It's hard, tingly, it feels so good Richard!"
I felt her hand moving up and down my shaft with an ever-growing rapidity, the water spray still beating the head of my penis in a delightful accompaniment to her steady methodical jerking.
"My pussy is wet, really wet Richard. Can you hear it? Can you hear the juices inside my cunt just gushing for you?"
Even with the loud sound of the shower beating down against the tub, the shower stall glass, my cock. I could still faintly hear the sweet erotic sloshy sounding noise emanating from the finger she was using to pleasure herself with.



"Do you like the way that sounds?" She knew of course that I did. I'd told her often how hot the sound of her wet dripping pussy made me feel, especially when she herself purposely made those particular sounds for me, knowing full well what it did to me when she did.
"You fucking know I do Maggie. The thought of that sweet, delicious tasting pussy of yours making all those wonderful wet, juicy fuck sounds drives me crazy!"
Maggie began moving her finger harder, even more rapidly inside herself than before, the lewdness of her act immediately apparent as the suck-popping sounds increased, her finger vacuumed inside her slit, smacking wet flesh creating the most intensely amazing sounds I'd ever heard her produce before.
"How soon now?" she asked me. Her hand had been literally flying up and down my shaft, the feel of her breasts, the tuft of pussy hair, the finger probing, making sensual juicy fuck sounds...I was close, really close.
"Milk it baby!" I said. "Make it spew! Fuck, please, make it spew Maggie. I want to fucking cum, I want to spurt juice until it hurts, fuck Maggie! Now, make it fucking cum now!"
She withdrew her finger from inside her cunt. Reaching back around in front of me, I felt her free hand joining the one that she'd been using to jack me off with. Two handed, she created a heavenly felt fuck tunnel of soapy slippery penis pleasure, grasping me, though not tightly. I was forced to hump her hands, sliding my cock into the perfectly formed pussy-hand she'd created for me. Now the soap began to make sounds almost identical to those that she herself had created.
"Cum you fucking horny bastard!" She screamed at me. "Shoot it! Shoot it you fucking cunt licking, clit sucking prick, shoot it!"
The jism bolted from the tip of my cock with such force and intensity that it took me by surprise. A rope of semen skyrocketed from the end of my dick, meeting the onrushing force of the shower spray, scattering like a million pieces of broken glass against the onrush of the water, coating Maggie's hands, immediately curdling like so much cottage cum-cheese.
I continued hump-fucking myself against her stacked fists, screwing her palms, thrusting myself with every remaining ounce of my strength as my cum poured out, shooting in an almost continuous mind numbing explosion of pure ball-draining pleasure.
I don't know how she did it, somehow slipping herself from around me until she was kneeling down before me in the tub. Eyes closed, still fighting to find breath, my heart pounding, feeling as though it would burst through my chest, I felt her soft nuzzling lips upon my balls.
Maggie held my almost too sensitive to touch prick in her hand, holding it away from her purposely, stretching it, lifting my scrotum upwards as she did. Her lips sucked, nipped, swallowed my smoothly shaven ball sack. The sensation tickled, almost irritatingly at first, but then it began to feel good, though not in a stimulating way, more of a soothing, calming way instead.
"What the hell are you doing?" I asked. She'd never done this to me before, the sensation so incredibly interesting as I sat there watching her do it that I had had to ask.
"Nerfing your balls," she said with half my nut sack inside her mouth, saying it as though it made perfect sense.
"Nerfing? Nerfing my balls?"
"Yeah," Maggie said grinning, looking up at me. Then she switched sides sucking in the other half. A second later, I heard her speaking with one nut gently inside her mouth.
"Nerf...Nerf...Nerf." The vibration tickled, made me laugh. "Feels good doesn't it?" she said seriously. Once again sucking in the other side, she did it to me again. "Nerf...Nerf...Nerf."
I began laughing now, satiated so wonderfully, so unbelievably so. "Maggie, you're insane!" I told her.
"Yes, I know," she said removing my balls from within her mouth finally. "Now, come finger my pussy Richard before I impale myself on the faucet."
We had toweled one another off rapidly, just enough to get the majority of the clinging droplets of water off of each of us before scurrying over to the warm comfort of the bed.
Holding Maggie in my arms, her wet damp hair matted against my shoulder, it felt erotic, sensual in a weird sort of way. I slid my right hand around her, underneath her arm, reaching for and finding the abundance of tit flesh that awaited me. Her nipples were hard, extremely hard. I wondered briefly if they were so from the coolness of the air that surrounded us, or if they'd remained so from her as yet unsatisfied need.
"Ahh," Maggie hissed. It had been the slightest, faintest touch of finger tip to nipple tip, but sufficient enough to awaken her desires, almost like flicking her 'Bic', her nippled 'Bic', tweaking her flame, re-igniting it.
"Still horny huh?"
"Fucker, you know I am."
I had been absentmindedly running my fingers as well as the palm of my hand over and through the soft downy, still dampened hair of her pussy. I slid one stiff finger up the furrow of her slit, delighting in the catch of her voice as I did. I felt the delicate little nodule of clit flesh beneath my finger, rolling it gently from side to side for a moment before tracing the pattern of her clasping, sucking labia as I moved back down, pausing to violate the opening of her pussy momentarily.
"Oh fuck," she moaned softly. "God Richard, I love it when you do that."
I gave that marvelous tight little opening a quick double finger-fuck, then once again slid my middle finger slowly back up the slick wet furrow of her sex.
"Hmm, there it is," I said, delighting as my fingertip once again explored her hard little clit nub. I gently fondled it, sliding two fingers around either side, vibrating them together, softly yet firmly. I then pulled upwards, squeezing my fingers together, trying to imagine myself sucking her clit in, not yet passionately, but willing her pleasure to heighten as I did.
"Oh...my...God! Maggie yelled. I felt her hand digging into the exposed flesh of my thigh, loving the sensation, knowing she was now sharing with me the intensity of pleasure I was giving her, I massaged her clitty, tweaking it once again in yet another suck-like motion of my clasping fingers as I surrounded her.
I released her miniature female penis, my finger plowing her furrow downwards, reaching the silken, sucking opening of her petaled flower. Again I slipped my finger inside of her.
"I love twiddling your twat," I moaned into her ear. She giggled, almost like a young teenager.
"Then twiddle it!" she demanded. "Harder!"
I slid a second finger into her, opening her juicy female gash even wider, feeling her heat, her succulent lips surrounding my fingers, nibbling at them as they invaded her womanhood. Maggie sucked in her breath, holding it there momentarily. Impaling her, I walked my fingers inside her, felt her shiver, groan, shiver again and sigh pleasurably.
"Oh fuck that's nice. Do that again, please," she added almost pleadingly.
I walked my fingers inside of her, drawing fresh juice, listening to the naughty, dirty erotic sounds that again squished with a delightfully frothy sounding nastiness. I slid my sticky female cum covered finger back up her slit, relocating instantly that quivering nubbin of flesh. Once again I rolled it with my fingertip from side to side, but not quite as gently this time. Maggie moaned. I felt her fingers digging even more deeply into my thigh than she'd done last time.
"Like that don't you?" I prompted. But before she could respond, I increased the tempo of pleasure upon her exposed clit, using the flat of my hand to cup her mound, pressing downwards, simultaneously palming her clit imaging in my own mind, another woman's pussy grinding against hers while doing that.
"What the hell are you doing?" she asked in surprise.
"Why? You like that?" I asked.
"Oh fuck yes! That's good."
"I call it muffing," I said.
"Muffing?"
I re-palmed her pussy, pressing down gently then began rotating my hand grinding it against her. Simultaneously, I leaned over whispering into her ear.
"Muff....Muff....Muff." I whispered teasingly, pressing down. Maggie giggled, but before she could react more vocally to me, I slid my hand down, fucking her deeply with two fingers, swiftly though not quite cruelly so, stealing her breath before she could so much as utter a single word. I hooked one finger inside of her, feeling for and finding that special spot deep inside her deliciously flowing cunt. I tickled it briefly; lingering there for a moment then resumed a more rapid caressing, finger-tipped touching of her naked vulnerable clit.
Back and forth I repeated the exquisite torture of her precious pussy, all the while speaking softly to her as I did.
"Yes baby, feel it. Let it feel good honey, let your pussy feel it for me honey," I urged her over and over again.
I watched her face, watched it twist in a series of agonized expressions that painted the most erotic picture I had ever seen. Her grimace was one of pure unbridled pleasure as she rode the wave of orgasmic ecstasy, teetering on the brink of sweet pleasured-pain, striving for it, reaching for it, the precipice of climax crumbling beneath her feet.
"Oh Maggie yes, let it go, let it go! Cum for me."
Maggie arched her back, her nails digging even more deeply, savagely into my thigh. I heard the sudden harsh intake of breath as she sucked in as much air as she could find, holding it. My hand was now working furiously, smoothly and softly upon the wet glistening folds of her flesh. Her clitoris now protectively covered by her hooded little shield, the indirect pressure of my palm pressing against it more than enough to stimulate, drawing her climax from somewhere deep inside her. I saw her biting down on her own lip, saw her eyes squeezed tight, straining, straining, reaching, almost there now.
I waited, watching, still continuing to furiously finger her and palm her simultaneously. She began to exhale, her orgasm just beginning to wash over her in overwhelming intensity.
"Look at me Maggie, open your eyes and look at me."
The vulnerability of that very intense moment was beyond words, beyond description. Maggie opened her eyes as she reached the very crest, riding the highest peak of orgasmic pleasure possible. I locked on to her eyes with mine. I bore down into the very depths of her soul, watching her cum, watching her, watching me as she did. She stared at me, for a moment as though unseeing, unable to comprehend what it was she was feeling, sensing...experiencing. As she came, I smiled. Our eyes still locked together; her smile a far more twisted, contorted expression of submission and finally surrender. Her eyes began to close again; though it was obvious she fought against doing so.
"No Maggie, look at me!" I demanded. "Look at me while you cum, let me see it inside you, let me see it in your eyes, let me see it deep down inside your soul!"
She was perhaps for the very first time in our entire relationship together, found speechless. But her eyes remained open, perhaps even more widely than before. I looked into her face, even as the agonized groan of pleasure exploded from her lungs, she continued to look at me, giving me that moment in time, that look that so very few ever share with one another. Almost too intimate, even amongst the most cherished, most loved...yet she gave it to me, willingly, freely, and unabashedly.
Only afterwards did her eyes close. Only after the almost cosmic explosions finally began to subside did she allow herself to crawl away momentarily into the private recess of her still throbbing afterglow, where I held her simply, quietly and unmoving, giving her back that moment to herself.
A long time later, a very long time in fact, Maggie finally stirred, sitting up as she did.
"Holy shit Richard, what the fuck was that anyway?"
I laughed in response to her, though somewhat nervously. "Why? Didn't you like that?"
I nearly laughed again, just barely holding it in as she turned her head embarrassed, almost shyly. "Fucking weird," she exclaimed, turning back around to face me. "And don't do that to me again!" she said taking me by surprise. "Well, at least not every time," she amended softly. "Jesus Richard, that was intense. Almost too intense!"
"I know Maggie...I know. Thank you for giving that to me, for sharing it with me."
"Your welcome," she said almost uncomfortably so. "Shit Richard, shit," she said again shaking her head.
Maggie crawled back beneath the covers pulling them up fully over the top of us, shivering as she did. "Cold?" I asked.
"No damn you. I think I'm still cumming!" She laughed as though drunk. "Now, turn off the fucking light, and hold me."
I did so, immediately throwing us both into pitch-blackness. "Good night Maggie," I whispered softly.
"Shut up and go to sleep," she said.
A few moments of silence passed. "Richard?"
"Yes Maggie."
"Fuck me."
"Yes Maggie," I said already moving in behind her.
#
Maggie was already gone by the time I woke up. She'd always done that, late to bed, early to rise. When my head cleared sufficiently, I sat up in bed realizing I still didn't know what if anything had happened to Andrea.
I dressed hurriedly, forgoing my shower though remembering fondly the late night shower I had taken and enjoyed with Maggie. Dashing downstairs to the kitchen I was slightly surprised when I found coffee made, already waiting for me. In addition to that, I also saw a small note with my name on it lying on the kitchen table next to my waiting empty cup.
Turning the mug over, I poured hot fresh coffee into it as I began to read.
"Richard, I know you were curious as to what happened to Andrea after you left the restaurant. Suffice it to say, that little matter is being dealt with and taken care of as I write this. As you know, she had a few days remaining to her to settle in to her new place before going back to work. We're using that time to ensure that your ex-wife understands things a little more clearly. I am in fact going to be gone for a couple of days myself so don't worry about me. See you when I get back, Love...Maggie."
I read Maggie's note again before dropping it down on the table, taking the first sip of hot coffee as I'd been standing there holding it without drinking, as I'd read her note.
Allowing a heavy sigh to escape between my lips, I was grateful at least they hadn't killed her or something. Though that thought was fairly ludicrous of course. But the thought had crossed my mind on the drive home from the restaurant. I couldn't help but wonder however where it was they did have her, and what they were doing to ensure that she never again bothered me or gave me a hard time.
I finished getting ready for work, heading for the office. I was also anxious to call Rhonda. I was curious to see if she'd heard anything, a thought that bothered me slightly as I wasn't sure how much Maggie, or possibly Gladys might have told, or shared with her about the 'incident'. I'd been in my office less than a few minutes when I did call, surprised when I discovered after talking to the receptionist that Rhonda had been called away on business and wouldn't be returning until the weekend.
The fact that Rhonda hadn't mentioned anything to me about going on any business trips seemed a little strange. Not that she was in the habit of telling me much about her business, or especially whenever she needed to leave town for any reason. But after our special evening together, we'd at least kept in contact with one another each and every day, even if it was simply to say hello.
After a period of two days without having heard a single word from anyone, including Rhonda, I was becoming concerned, literally climbing the walls. Even my appetite had been affected, discovering as I stood in my kitchen after having gotten home from work that I once again wasn't hungry. The sound of a car pulling into my drive alerted me that someone at least "Finally," I thought was coming to see me.
"Maybe now I'll get some answers!" I said aloud to no one but myself.
I took a quick peek out the window before heading to the front door, seeing that it was Shirley's car that had just pulled up. Though I had known of course it couldn't possibly have been Maggie's, I found myself somewhat disappointed, not in seeing that it was Shirley, but actually hoping that it might have been Rhonda as again I hadn't heard from her since her leaving.
Reaching the door, I opened it a fraction of a second before Shirley could ring the doorbell. As I did, I saw she was standing there holding some type of casserole dish.
"Well? Are you going to invite me in? Or do I have to take off my clothes first?" she asked. Without really waiting for a reply however, Shirley stepped past me into the house. "April should be here any second, she's bringing the salad."
Like a lost puppy dog, I followed Shirley into the kitchen.
"Maggie said you probably haven't been eating knowing you. And by the look of your almost spotless kitchen," she said glaring at me over the rim of her glasses, "I see that she was probably right."
"I hope you're bringing me some news," I stated seriously.
Again Shirley looked over her glasses at me as she set the hot casserole dish down on the kitchen counter on top of one of my few available hot pads.
"Maggie said you'd be curious. She told me to tell you that everything is proceeding as planned, though admittedly, your ex-wife is one stubborn woman."
"What the hell is it you're doing?" I asked pointedly, not really expecting an answer, realizing one wasn't forthcoming either as Shirley continued to busy herself in the kitchen.
"Maggie also said to tell you that this might take a little longer than we'd anticipated, but not to worry about it," she added without looking at me.
"Well, can you at least tell me if Rhonda's there with you?"
Shirley shot me a look that was hard to tell if it was one of surprise that I'd asked, or if she honestly didn't know.
"I'm not sure I'm at liberty to say," she said simply, returning to taking out dinner plates from the cupboards.
"What the hell do you mean by that?" I asked a little too angrily. The doorbell rang however, Shirley turning around and yelling over my shoulder without looking at me. It was obvious that April had already let herself in as we both heard the front door closing.
"We're in the kitchen!" Shirley shouted loud enough that April would have easily heard her. Seconds later, April appeared carrying a bowl full of Caesar salad.
"Well? Has he been eating and taking care of himself?" April asked Shirley ignoring me completely.
Shirley spread out her arms, taking in the entire kitchen as she directed April's gaze. "I doubt it, his kitchen's far too clean, especially for a man."
"I'll bet he's hungry as well as horny then," April finished, finally looking in my direction, smiling.
"Wait just a damn minute!" I said interjecting.
"Don't be rude Richard!" Shirley warned me. "Now, shut up and eat," she said spooning a rather large portion of her casserole onto my plate. "Every bite," she added looking at me. "Or you won't be getting any desert!"
"And every bite of that too!" April said, dishing out an equally large portion of the salad onto my plate.
We ate dinner in silence, or at least I did anyway. April and Shirley talked, chatted and laughed which made my mood even more irritable than it had been. By the time we'd finished with dinner, including the dishes, ensuring my kitchen was even cleaner than before we'd began, we retired to the living room to relax.
Several glasses of wine later, I was finally feeling pretty mellow and far less moody. April stood, heading over towards the front door. I hadn't noticed until that very moment that she had dropped what appeared to be a fairly large travel bag. She returned with it, dropping it down in the middle of my living room floor.



"Ready for desert yet?" April asked with a mischievous lusty smile on her face. She immediately began rooting around in her bag searching for whatever she was looking for. I watched as she pulled a few items from the bag tossing them carelessly on the floor beside her. It wasn't what she was looking for that interested me quite as much however, as the items she'd pulled from her bag.
She'd withdrawn what appeared to be some sort of leather corset, along with a really wicked looking mask, which included some sort of gag. In addition to this, I also saw her discard what appeared to be some sort of riding crop.
"Ah, there they are!" April announced happily. She pulled out a pair of handcuffs, holding them up in the air, showing them to me. "I think you're really going to enjoy this," she added, beginning to stuff everything else back into the bag.
"What's that for?" I questioned just as she picked up the crop. April's face reddened slightly. "Nothing really, sometimes I like a little light spanking with it," she said, lending no further information.
"And the outfit?" I asked pressing.
"Never mind about that Richard," Shirley said butting in. "Besides, we have other plans for you this evening."
"Obviously," I stated, less than enthused at the moment.
"Hmm, I see we're going to have a little work on our hands to get Richard's attention and interest here," Shirley stated, looking towards April.
"I think I've got just the thing for that," April replied, once again digging back down inside her bag. A moment later she withdrew a fairly large sized double-dildo. "How about this?" she asked holding it up, showing it to Shirley more than to me really.
"Yes, I think Richard might enjoy seeing that," Shirley said in agreement.
Truth was, I actually would. And even allowed a small smile to crease my face.
April saw it too however. "Yep, looks like he'd enjoy seeing that," she stated, immediately standing, beginning to remove her clothing. Shirley watched April disrobe, then began to join her a moment afterwards.
"Just sit back relax, and enjoy for a while," Shirley told me. "How about licking me for a few moments first April? I'd rather that to get me all nice and lubricated instead of the KY if that's ok with you."
"Oh yummy, sounds good to me too!" April said excitedly.
I continued to sit in my lone lounge chair, actually pressing back so the footstool came up making me more comfortable. By this time Shirley as well as April were both nude, curling up on the floor together in front of the small little loveseat that was the only other decent piece of furniture that I owned.
"You're already wet!" Shirley announced playfully as she first stuck her tongue inside April's widely displayed pussy, having taken the 'top' position for herself in their erotic little '69'.
"So? Lick me anyway!" April teased back at her.
I felt my cock twitch beneath my pants. Perhaps I really hadn't been in the mood to want to fool around earlier, but the more I watched, listening to the two of them enjoying one another's cunts there on my living room floor, the more aroused I became.
"Getting excited yet?" April asked, removing her mouth from Shirley's pussy long enough to glance over towards me.
I sat forward, retracting the footstool allowing her to see me more clearly. I had by now unzipped my pants, my hard swollen erection standing stiffly, proudly as I leaned forward.
"Yep, he sure is!" Drawing Shirley's attention towards me as she spoke. Shirley looked up too, but immediately returned her attention back to April's pussy.
"Hard maybe," she said, speaking with the flat of her tongue slithering up April's wet slit, causing her to moan softly as she did. "But not horny enough...yet!" she added, still speaking with a thick tongue.
They continued to munch cunts for a few minutes longer; finally Shirley announced she was ready enough for the giant oversized fuck-toy April had produced from her bag. With a great deal of interest, I watched as April gently began stuffing one end of the fat rubbery dildo inside her self. Seeing her sitting on the floor at the angle that I was, gave April the weird appearance of actually having a cock, albeit a rather large one. She scooted closer to where Shirley lie waiting for her. I watched as Shirley grasped the other end of the enormous sized prick and slowly began stuffing that end into her self. Moments later they were rocking back and forth, fucking one another with the meaty-looking toy.
The urge to pleasure myself was too great to sit there doing nothing as I watched them. It was also useless to try and hide what I was doing from either one of them as they continued to rock back and forth against one another, periodically glancing over towards me as I sat there in my chair stroking myself.
"How'd you like to cum all over my tits?" Shirley asked.
"Only if I get to lick it all up afterwards!" April immediately stated.
Maggie had obviously told Shirley how much I enjoyed doing that, as she'd allowed me to do that with her fairly often. Upon hearing April's request, I knew, as they both did that this was going to be a long, very long evening.
#
It was another very long tiring day at work. Unable to effectively concentrate, I had begun making a list of places that I felt were good possibilities where they had sequestered themselves. I had pretty much made up my mind to take a little drive and go looking for them when turning onto my street, I saw that Joanne's car was already parked out in front of my house. Janice was with her of course, and as I pulled in, I watched as the two of them exited her vehicle carrying what obviously appeared to be dinner.
"Hi Richard," Janice said. "We thought we'd stop by and bring you some dinner."
"What a surprise," I said a little testily, but stood on the porch holding the door open for them both as they entered.
"Maggie said you might be acting a bit pouty," Joanne told me as she passed. "We're here to keep you company and see if we can't lift your spirits a little."
She'd barely made it into the living room when she began removing her blouse.
"How about a nice blowjob just before dinner?" she said looking at me licking her lips. Janice had already headed towards the kitchen with several covered dishes that she carried balanced in her hand. I knew she worked as a waitress in a restaurant, which was evident by the way she could handle so many items all by herself.
Joanne was pretty damn good at giving head. It took me only a moment to think about it before deciding, "Why not? Might as well enjoy all this attention," I mused to myself.
"Give me a second first," I told her heading down the hall towards the bathroom, "I've gotta take a pee."
I had just turned the corner from the living room heading away from the kitchen area when the phone rang.
"I'll get it!" Janice yelled.
I stopped just short of the bathroom door listening.
"Hello? Oh, hey Shirley, how' it going?"
There were a few brief moments of silence as Shirley spoke to her. I immediately rushed past the bathroom into my small den where I had another extension. Covering the mouthpiece with my handkerchief, I eased the handset up as carefully as it was possible for me to do. When I did, I could hear Shirley talking to Janice.
"Did you hear that?" she asked Janice.
"Hear what?" Janice responded back.
"Where's Richard anyway?" Shirley continued.
"Oh, he's in the bathroom at the moment, which is why I answered the phone."
"Oh...ok," Shirley said not quite so suspicious that I was actually listening. "Anyway as I was saying, I think we're making pretty good progress. Maggie came up with a great idea."
"Oh? What was it?" Janice asked.
"Well, you know how obstinate and stubborn she's been."
"Ah huh," Janice said in agreement.
"Maggie's idea was to lift her up, standing her on her head, legs spread. So we did that. Andrea hung there for over two hours like that while we tickled her pussy. She was crying, moaning, and even rambling like a blithering idiot by the end of that time."
"You're kidding me!" Janice exclaimed. I then heard Joanne asking her to tell her what Shirley had said. I listened as Janice quickly repeated everything to her.
"So what are you doing now?" Janice asked, having heard Joanne clearly wondering what they were doing to her now.
"You're never going to believe this," Shirley began. "But then Gladys came up with the idea of sticking a candle in her cunt. I thought they were just going to threaten her with actually lighting it, but then Maggie actually did. Even better, we all left the room, leaving her hanging there, thinking about it. A few minutes later we came back in, only to discover the candle was out. So Maggie lit it again, and we left again. Same thing."
"Oh? What was she doing?"
"Like I said, you'll never believe this. Andrea would somehow pull herself up, blow the candle out, and then just hang there waiting for us with this self-satisfied smirk on her face. When Maggie finally figured out what she was doing, she gagged her, and then we tied her arms down to one of the table benches so she couldn't pull herself up again. This time when Gladys relit the candle, the look on the woman's face was priceless!"
"Damn, I can't even begin to imagine what hot dripping candle wax would feel like on my pussy." Janice stated with an edge of concern to her voice.
"Oh we never let that happen, before we left the room Maggie extinguished the candle out herself, but Andrea didn't know that of course. Sure scared the hell out of her though, which is what Maggie wanted to have happen anyway. Well listen, I'd better get going. Gladys just got back from the store with the clothespins."
"Clothespins?"
"Yeah," Shirley chuckled. "Tell you about it later. Oh, and tell Richard Maggie said hello, and that she should be home tomorrow evening if things continue to go as well as they have been."
"Ok Shirley, but don't have too much fun," she warned her. Shirley laughed. "Yeah. Paolo's on his way over too. He's bringing a friend."
"A friend? Who?"
"I'll tell you all about it later, I gotta run for now, take care of Richard." "Oh we will!" Janice said, hanging up the phone a second later.
The moment Janice did so, I raced from the den back into the bathroom, quickly flushing the toilet and emerging back out into the hallway.
When I re-entered the living room Joanne looked at me suspiciously. "What'd you do? Pee a gallon?" she questioned me curiously.
I feigned embarrassment. "Actually, it was a little more complicated than that," I offered.
"Oh," Joanne said, immediately dropping the subject.
"Now, about that blowjob you offered?"
#
It had been another long night. I knew now that it had been Maggie's intention to not only keep an eye on me, but to keep me too busy, too occupied to spend anytime looking for her.
Physically exhausted, I called in sick. Though my primary reason for doing so was to be home whenever it was that Maggie finally arrived. I didn't want to wait a single minute more to talk to her about what had been happening, especially after having overheard that telephone conversation.
Just short of murder, I was now convinced that Maggie's little gang was capable of doing almost anything. Although this had all been done primarily for my benefit, I was having major reservations as to the extent they had, or would possibly take things.
I was still pacing nervously about the house when shortly before noon, I saw Maggie pull into her drive way. Like an Olympic sprinter, I dashed from my kitchen through the backdoor, leaping the fence in near flawless style. I reached her before she'd even managed to open the car door.
"Impressive," she said sliding out of the car. "Been working out?"
"Maggie..."
"I was told you were exhausted, especially after Joanne told me you'd fucked hers, and Janice's brains out. Guess they were wrong if you're still capable of running a few wind-sprints."
"Maggie...stop!" I said honestly irritated. But she did. "Please Maggie, tell me what you did, did you hurt her?"
"Of course not!" she replied indignantly. "Well, not much anyway," she added in a much softer voice.
"Maggie?"
Taking my arm, she began leading me into the house. "Let's just say, that even though she only lives a couple of blocks away from you, she might as well be living clear across the country. Unless you purposely go and visit her yourself, you won't be seeing her again. Of that, I can promise you."
At least I was glad to know they hadn't maimed her or anything, though I probably should have asked her that question. "What about Rhonda?" I asked.
"What about her?" Maggie questioned back.
"You know what I mean Maggie, was she...was she there?" We'd reached her front porch. Maggie fumbled with her keys briefly before inserting them in the door, opening it. I followed her inside, expectantly.
"I take it you really haven't spoken with her then," she said finally.
"No, I haven't." A knot of fear suddenly began pressing deep inside my chest. "What's going on Maggie, what haven't you told me?"
"I'm not sure it's my place to tell you anything Richard. Frankly, I would have thought Rhonda would have spoken to you by now."
I sat down hard on her couch. Whatever it was, Maggie knew I wasn't going to like hearing it a whole lot. "What do you know?"
"Well obviously, you know she had to go out of town on business."
"That's what I heard yes, but I assumed that maybe she was with you guys!"
Maggie threw me a curious look. "What on earth gave you that idea? Never mind, fact is she really did go out of town. Something she's been working on ever since she began her business, and now that the opportunity finally presented itself, she had to go and check it out."
"Where?"
"Europe."
"Europe? What the hell's she doing there? When's she coming back?" I asked excitedly.
"I'll let her tell you the reasons, that's really not my place Richard. As for when, she'll be back this weekend, Saturday in fact. So yes, she'll be here at my place Saturday morning, though I know she's anxious to see you for a while before then."
There was no sense in trying to press Maggie for any additional information. If she knew anything more, she wasn't saying. I was simply going to have to wait to speak with Rhonda directly. Thankfully, I only had to wait a couple of days to find out everything that was going on. At least, thanks to Maggie and the rest of The Ya Ya Dildohood, I didn't have Andrea to worry about any more. I eventually learned that one of Paolo's friends, who had an even bigger prick than he did, had had a major part in swaying Andrea's feelings about me. Even funnier, Andrea had called, quitting her job the next day. According to Shirley, she had flown off somewhere in the Bahamas with this same guy and another girlfriend of his for a month's stay. After which, God only knew what she'd be doing.
But at least as far as I was concerned, Andrea was now out of my life...forever!
"Now, tell me all the naughty little details about the past two nights," Maggie said leaning over, unzipping my fly, reaching in where she began coaxing my cock to some semblance of arousal.
# Epilogue
It's amazing how much can happen in six month's time. Rhonda had worked most of her life towards opening a major office in London. The news that she had secured the deal had initially been really difficult to accept, for both of us. Long distant relationships never were easy, not for anyone.
"Oh Maggie, damn that feels good!" I told her. The feel of her lips as she surrounded my cock, sucking it so gently, so wonderfully was as incredible now as it had ever been. Taking my cock from her mouth, she looked up at me.
"Yes, it really has been a while Richard, I've missed you. Six month's is a long time, especially for us. By the way, I forgot to ask you, how's it feel to be married again anyway?"
"I think it will be a lot better this time Maggie. And I owe it all to you really." I felt her tongue swirling around the head of my cock once again; she was so fucking good at doing that.
"I'm looking forward to this weekend," she added, "It's been a really long time since we've all been together, especially with you and Rhonda both having been away from us, it will be nice having everyone together again. Exciting for you too I imagine."
"Oh yes, very." I moaned as she drew my prick deeply inside of her mouth. "Oh Maggie, I really have missed this," I added.
"Well, now that everything's settled, you and Rhonda had better start coming to visit us more often. Just because of your sudden promotion and all," she laughed. "By the way, what's it like working for Rhonda anyway?" she asked.
"It's great!" I told her. "We've got an incredible relationship, the sex is fantastic as you well know, and of course, I love doing what I'm doing now. The London office is finally up and running, so with Rhonda and I moving back, opening a second office here in California, we'll be less than an hour's drive away from you.
Maggie and I both heard the back door open and close. "Sound's like your bride just walked in," Maggie said.
"Yeah, honey? Is that you? You'll never guess who's here already. Maggie!" I said excitedly when she came into the room, walked over and sat down next to her.
"Mind if I join you?" she asked, giving my cock a nice long gentle lick with her tongue.
Even pregnant with our first child, Rhonda looked as beautiful as she ever had. She began removing her clothing, her full constantly growing breasts a real treat when they popped into view.
"Would you mind massaging them for me Maggie?" Rhonda asked her taking over from Maggie as her lips surrounded my prick.
Maggie began playing with my wife's breasts, tweaking the super-sensitive nipples. Something that never failed to arouse Rhonda no matter where we were, or what we were doing.
"I'm really looking forward to this weekend," Rhonda added. "It's been a while since I've had another woman lick my pussy. Something Richards been chomping at the bit to see again too," she added with a wink.
"God baby! I almost forgot to ask. What did the doctor say anyway?" I asked
Rhonda gave me a sly smile. "I already told you I knew it was a girl. He just confirmed it!"
"A girl? How wonderful!" Maggie quipped. "Have you picked out any names yet?"
"Only one," Rhonda said smiling. "We're going to call her Maggie," she said simply. "Now Richard, while Maggie plays with my tits a little, would you mind licking my pussy? I think it needs some attention."
"Yes dear," I told her happily as the comfortable sensation of Maggie's hand wrapping itself around my prick, welcomed me home again.
#
For those of you who've enjoyed reading "The Ya Ya Dildohood," I invite you to read the Prologue to this series, entitled: "Maggie". A story about Maggie's life prior to this now completed series of adventure.
Stay tuned!
Thesandman
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During my last year of High School my father had taken on a new job that required we move. I wasn't any too happy about it, wanting to finish out my senior year with friends and activities that I was involved with. But there was no way around it, and I reluctantly remained with my family as we moved several hundred miles away to our new home and a new way of life.
Though our family had "moved-up" as they say, those first few weeks into summer before the start of the new school year were very trying for me. I didn't know anyone, nor had I really met anyone at that time to pal around with or do things with. Worse, I was having difficulty finding a job (that I liked) in order to save some money towards the car I'd been hoping to finally get that summer.
Two doors down from where we lived, there was a spacious home sitting on three acres of the most beautiful greenery, lawn and flowerbeds. I noticed however that it didn't seem to be in the best of shape, far from what it could be anyway. As I enjoyed gardening, working outside more than anything else, and in desperate need of some money, I decided to inquire with the owner of the home to see if there was any work for me there.
On the day I first met Mrs. Steel, I had gone to her door with the hopes of landing at least a part-time job for some quick easy money. I had no idea if they already had a gardener or if there was even someone who took care of the grounds, but if they did, he or she certainly wasn't doing a very good job of it. By the looks of things, the grass hadn't been mowed in several weeks. And for a home that elegant looking, and so huge, it didn't make much sense to me.
She opened the door and by all appearances, looked like she'd been in bed for a week. She was wearing some frumpy old worn housecoat, her hair was a mess, and she looked worn and tired as well. By the looks of her, I didn't figure there was much chance of landing any sort of a job, my first impression being that something financially disastrous had happened and she was just waiting to be evicted. Pressing on however, I told her who I was, pointed out where I lived, and stated I was interested in landscaping, gardening etc.
As I stood in the door telling her all this, I noticed that she wasn't exactly unattractive, and in fact, under normal circumstances would probably be a very attractive looking woman. She was certainly in her mid too late fifty's perhaps early sixty's even, but looking older than that at the time I first met her. To my surprise, she seemed interested in my offer, and explained her present situation.
"Three month's ago my husband died," she began telling me. "Steven was the one who really enjoyed working out in the yard, keeping things up and all that. We'd once talked about hiring on a gardener, especially as it became more and more difficult for him to spend the time this place constantly needed. But for one reason or another, we kept putting it off, doing it ourselves. And then of course Steven died suddenly of an unexpected heart attack. I've been trying to keep up with it, but as you can see, I'm falling behind in it myself, and frankly, haven't had the energy or the desire even to do it."
After she had explained this to me, things made a little more sense, but I still wasn't sure she was too keen on hiring me. That was until she told me she'd pay me a hundred dollars a week! Although that was more money than I'd seen in my short lifetime that I could call my own, I still hesitated, feeling somewhat guilty about accepting such a salary for keeping things in shape for her. Mrs. Steel explained to me that I would definitely earn every penny of it. As that also included maintenance on their pool, as well as doing odd jobs around the house for her when she needed help doing something. Having heard that, I readily agreed. My very first day "at work" would be bright and early the next day. The first order of business was mowing the lawn, but at least they had one of those mowers you could ride on, and that was something to look forward to all by itself. The second major thing would be to clean out the leaves and garbage that had fallen into the pool over the past few months.
I showed up at her place bright and early the next morning. I preferred working in the yard early anyway, my favorite time of day when things were still peaceful, quiet, and fresh. And though I would soon be waking up the neighbors once I started on the lawn, I enthusiastically set out to begin to make a difference in how the place would look once I was done. Mrs. Steel had already given me a set of keys to the shed where everything I needed was secured and waiting for me. So I didn't need to bother waking her up when I began my day.
I had spent the past two hours out front mowing, and already the place looked one hundred percent better. Heading out back to finish up there, I ran into Mrs. Steel as she came outside to greet me. The first thing I noticed was that I had been right. She was an attractive woman, very much so. She had obviously gone through some sort of metamorphosis during the night, as I now saw her with a little bit of makeup, and entirely different looking. But to my immediate delight, I saw that she was wearing a tied in front halter-top that clearly defined her well rounded breasts, and deep cleavage that hinted at the smoothness of her dark tanned breasts. She wore a pair of white shorts that showed off her dark tan, as well as her shapely legs. Needless to say, she looked like an entirely different woman than the one I had met the day before.
"It's such a lovely morning. I thought I'd at least come out and give you a hand. After all, it's not your fault the yard's in this bad of a condition, so the least I can do is help you," she said.
"Thank you Mrs. Steel," I began to say, but she interrupted me.
"Katie. Please call me Katie," she told me.
Even so, it was difficult for me to call her by that name, and I continually addressed her as Mrs. Steel, sometimes Katie after that.
"I'll start on the pool," she explained, and told me about the pool cleaner and how it worked. "You finish up with the mowing, and then come over and help me with this."
As the backyard wasn't nearly as big as the front yard, primarily because of the pool and floral gardens, it didn't take me even half the time to mow, as had the front yard. I put the mower back in the shed, and then went around the house to rejoin her by the pool. I had just started up this narrow slate stone path between the house and the open-air green house they had also kept for growing their roses, placed my hand on the small gate that opened into the back yard, and froze!
I know Katie was expecting me to come back around the other way, as she was still looking over her shoulder in that direction. But as I had left some grass clippings in bags to set out in the garbage, I had gone around the other side of the house. So it was that I stood watching her remove the western style bandana she'd been wearing, allowing her shoulder length hair to fall free. Interestingly, she had one silver streak that swept back nearly down the middle, and reminded me slightly of Mrs. Munster, though I certainly would never ever have referred to her in that way. But what froze me in place was the fact she had untied her blouse, and realizing she was braless then, watched as she took the bandana and wiped the sweat from her exposed breasts. Still looking in the other direction for me to come back around, I stood there momentarily, still looking at her beautiful full breasts, almost afraid to move. And in so doing was caught looking.
It wasn't the fact that she simply had bared her breasts, but the fact that they were so beautiful. Katie had the biggest darkest areola, (though I only knew them then as nipples) that I had ever seen before, and I had seen several women's breasts in a few stroke-books, but never any women's nipples like hers. To me, they were the most erotic looking pair of 'tits' that I had ever laid eyes on. And so literally frozen in place as I was, caught looking as Mrs. Steel suddenly turned to look in my direction as though realizing since I'd not come back around the other way that the possibility existed, I'd come around from the side that I had. And there our eyes locked on one another.
Initially I felt embarrassed and a little alarmed that she might think I was actually spying on her. " So much for my permanent job," I thought. But Katie merely smiled, turned away from me so as to once again cover herself, and retied the blouse she was wearing back over her breasts.
"Sorry, didn't mean to embarrass you," she told me. "It's just so damn hot already, and I'm sweating like a pig as it is."
I walked through the gate towards her, a little dizzy and a little unsteady on my feet. But it had been an innocent incident after all, and if Mrs. Steel wasn't going to make any big deal out of it, then neither would I.
An hour or so later we'd finished cleaning the pool. Katie suggested we break for a light lunch, and as a reward for all our hard work, suggested we go for a swim afterwards. I reminded Katie that I of course didn't have any swim trunks, and though I could certainly run home to get some, I worried about getting stuck at home doing one thing or another for my mother instead. Katie quickly informed me that she was sure she could dig out a pair of trunks that Steven had worn without my having to run home.
Following her up to her bedroom, I once again felt a little shy and extremely nervous. Sitting on the edge of her bed while she rummaged through several drawers, she finally found a pair of swimming trunks that would fit me. I watched as she quickly located a two-piece bathing suit of her own, and invited me to change clothes in her bedroom while she stepped into the bathroom to change. I quickly stripped out of my clothes and piled them in one of the chairs sitting near the bed. Looking up and towards the bathroom, I saw then that the door had not been closed all the way. A small crack gave me a peek into that room and I saw Mrs. Steel's reflection in the bathroom mirror. Once again, I sat watching as she undressed, watched as she cupped her breasts turning sideways in the mirror to look at her self, releasing her breasts, turning, cupping them once again as though wishing they stood up off her chest a little more firmly. I for one thought her breasts looked perfect just the way they were. They were in my young eyes, quite sexy and very alluring. I had never seen boobs as large as hers were, but had limited experience in trying to compare them to the very, very few I had seen. To me, just looking at her as she examined and touched herself was exciting beyond words. And because of that, I immediately achieved an erection, which I did not initially perceive as being a problem until I realized she'd soon come out of the bathroom.
"Mrs. Steel....Uh Katie? I'm going to go ahead and run down to the pool. I'll meet you outside," I yelled at her into the bathroom.
Katie had by this time of course finished dressing and just as I stood up to leave, she came walking out of the bathroom. Once again we caught one another staring and looking at each other. Me with a tent-pole bulging out of my swim trunks, and her with those full breasts of hers barely contained within the confines of a nearly too small top. Her white two-piece suit certainly highlighted her dark tan, and glancing down briefly as I did, I also noticed the slightly darker area that was shadowed between her legs through the material of her bottoms.
I stammered momentarily, unsure what to say or do. "I um...ah...was just going." Dropping my hand down as nonchalantly as possible, to cover my obvious erection, I finally managed to get my legs unstuck from the floor and headed out of the bedroom.
"Here!" I heard Katie softly yell at me then, turning, I just managed to catch the bath-towel she'd thrown towards me, but the suddenness and unexpected toss of the towel in my direction once again revealed my obvious stiffness. And worse, showing it off from a side view that I saw her glance down at as I reached up to catch the towel.
"I thought you might need a towel," she finished saying, still looking at me, smiling, though I noticed her eyes once again travel down to my still standing tent-pole.
I was sure she wasn't smiling at me in any suggestive, certainly not in any sort of an 'interested' way. It was more like in an understanding; don't worry about it, sort of smile. I was grateful for that, and used the towel to wrap around myself, and hurried on down the stairs with Katie following behind me.
We swam for quite a while, splashing water on one another and generally having quite a good time. The coolness of the water rapidly melted my erection so that I was soon comfortable around her, and as we swam, talked and enjoyed one another's company, I relaxed considerably.
Though the trunks Katie had given me to wear felt a little big, and I occasionally had to readjust them, it became second nature for me to do so and I gave it no further thought. I eventually decided to go off the diving board when Katie asked me if I knew how to do any "flips" off it that she could watch. I was delighted to show her what I could do, 'showing off' and climbed out of the pool and stepped onto the diving board. I hit the end of the board springing high into the air, and slid through the water in a near perfect vertical entry. And promptly felt my trunks come off in the water. When I surfaced a short distance away, I turned around looking behind myself to see if I could spot them floating. Katie was already standing there in the middle of the pool, holding onto them.
"I guess they're a little big." And then she laughed, unable to help herself.
Though I was a little embarrassed, even feeling my cheeks flushing, I laughed along with her, but hesitated in approaching her in my obvious nakedness. I fully expected her to toss the trunks over to me, watched her even as though she was going to do just that, and then was stunned as they went sailing through the air far over my head to land over by the Patio table instead.
I turned back around to look at her, confusion showing in my face I'm sure, and saw her reaching behind obviously undoing her swim-top.
"You know, in all the years we've owned this pool, I have never once gone skinny-dipping in it!" Katie then tossed her own top over to the side, landing near where the spot my own trunks had landed. I saw her reach down knowing full well that she was now removing the bottoms to her bathing suit too. This was also wadded up and sent sailing across the pool to land on the edge near the steps leading up and out.
"Good place for them. I'll leave them there to put back on when I get out," she casually commented. Flipping onto her back, she floated momentarily while I stood in the shallows at the opposite end of the pool, though kneeling so as not to expose myself to her. I was more than confused now and totally unsure what to make of all this as she so calmly floated on her back. Those breasts of hers so easily exposed, as was the dark patch of her pubic hair now clearly revealed to me as she lay on her back floating there in the water so uninhibitedly. And though it was exciting as hell to see her like this, I also felt more relaxed than I'd been a short few moments ago.
Finally at ease, becoming more and more so as we continued to talk, swim around, it was simply too tempting, and far too easy to continually find myself gawking at her nude body, especially her breasts as she sometimes stood, or floated on her back. Eventually my cock had once again stirred in arousal, and feeling it growing, I made a hasty retreat out of the pool and sat down in one of the patio-table chairs. Though I didn't put on my wet swim trunks, I did grab my towel and laid it across my lap. Katie had brought out a pitcher of lemonade with lunch, and I quickly poured a glass pretending to be thirsty and sat their drinking it, watching her.
She of course had seen me exit the pool. I knew she had followed me over towards the table, and though my ass was obviously exposed to her viewing, it wasn't nearly as bad had she seen my reawakened erection. When I sat, I did so with my towel already positioned in front of myself so that I would conceal my pre-"dick"-ament before sitting down.
Mrs. Steel swam over to the edge of the pool closest to me. She was perfectly concealed in this fashion, standing below the lip of the pool in such a way that I could not see anything of her except for her head, neck and upper shoulders. We'd left the pool cleaner on the entire time, allowing it to finish doing its job while we swam. I saw her taking in the hose, fully expecting her to ask me to shut it off, (dreading that) but was surprised when she never mentioned anything to me about it, but obviously stood there now holding on to it as we spoke. It was then that I noticed a peculiar expression come over her face. I had seen that look on my own face in the mirror when I had once caught my reflection while masturbating in the bathroom. And it was the very same one I was seeing now on her face!
"So," Mrs. Steel began speaking, and I picked up a slight quivering edge to the tone of her voice as she did. "Do you think I have an ok body for a woman my age? I bet not though huh? I'd guess you have several young girlfriends with cute little bodies to look at occasionally."
I had no idea what to say to that, about to respond anyway, but she merely continued speaking, so my own response stuck in my throat, and I merely sat watching her instead. I was certainly intrigued, curious, perhaps intimidated and even a little bit afraid, but sitting there watching her doing whatever it was that she was doing was getting to me. My cock was as stiff and as hard as it had ever been, and the fear of her asking...no telling me to get up and do something for her, like turning off the pool cleaner was suddenly a bit worrisome.
I was so into my own thoughts and wildly running imagination at this point that I had hardly heard a word or been concentrating on what Mrs. Steel had been saying. Sort of like coming in on the middle of an innocent conversation, and hearing something else that could have been taken as anything but innocent. And for a moment, that's what I thought I was hearing.
"...at least that long since I have even seen a man's...cock," she said bluntly. "And the last thing I wanted to do was frighten you off, but it would mean so much to me if you would come over here at least, and just let me see you."
I know I sat there looking dumbfounded. But I had just barely tuned back into whatever it was she had been saying. The word cock was certainly embedded into my thoughts, and something about her wanting to see it. When I saw her look change from the pleasured one she'd been showing me to one of uncertainty, even suddenly being ashamed of what she'd just said, I knew my inaction had mistakenly been perceived as something else entirely. I saw her face soften, almost like she was going to start crying or something.
"Wait!" I heard myself call out it a higher than normal pitch, though it sounded like a voice belonging to someone else, certainly not mine.
I stood up, dropping my bath towel completely, revealing my hard swollen member to her scrutiny, and bravely walked over to sit down on the edge of the pool where she was still standing. Almost immediately I realized what it was she had been doing with the pool cleaner too. She still had it nestled between her legs, and obviously had been using it to pleasure herself with while she had stood there talking to me.
"You know what I'm doing?" She asked. Though it was more of a statement of fact than a question really. I nodded my head yes with sudden wide-eyed understanding, and an overwhelming wave of excitement suddenly coursing through and over my entire body.



Though I had not made any attempt now to conceal myself from her, I was also trying not to flaunt my arousal at her either. Sitting beside her, legs tightly closed together, I was still taken by surprise when she moved over between them, pressing herself against my knees, forcing them a part. Almost immediately she reached up and softly took my cock in her hand, and though not quite stroking it, allowed herself to fondle and finger it exploratorily as we continued looking into one another's eyes.
I was at this very moment entering into an area where I had very little experience. I had the summer before with an old girlfriend, gone so far as to dry-hump her as we called it, with clothes on. I had managed to fondle and even suck her tits one evening, and weeks later advanced to actually mutually masturbating one another to orgasm. But except for that very limited experience, I had done or experienced nothing more than that with anyone. So sitting here completely naked with Mrs. Steel was a new experience in and of itself. But as she had now also added playing with me to that list, I was already headed towards new heights, and totally unprepared or expert enough to understand what could or perhaps even should naturally happen next. Mrs. Steel thankfully took charge and sort of guided things along for me.
She continued to tease her self with the pool cleaner. That much was obvious as she continued to enjoy that, and perhaps also enjoying the fact that I now knew and understood what it was she was doing. Added to that of course were the wonderfully erotic sensations that she was giving me with her hand. She was very gentle, and it was that gentleness that had taken me to the very edge almost before I even realized it.
"Ah...ah. Mrs. Steel! Katie!" I near yelled then, feeling my impending orgasm, knowing full well that unless she quit what she was doing, and soon, she was going to have quite a mess and quite an unexpected surprise on her hands.
But what she did of course caught me off guard, and merely speeded up the process to its climatic finish. Instead of stopping as I half expected her to do, though I am not at all sure why I had even entertained that as an option, she placed her mouth over my cock instead, a completely new sensation, one in which I had never personally experienced. It was something I had only heard about girls doing, and only seen done in a few pictures in one of my fathers hard-core magazines I had at one time discovered secreted away in his closet.
Almost immediately of course, my cock throbbed and exploded with a torrent of cum gushing from the tip of it. My nuts seemed to turn themselves inside out, and I reached for her head, as the only actual source of anything to hold onto while I felt my body rapidly fold inside itself. Mrs. Steel somehow managed to continue sucking me however, even as my cock grew to incredible proportions within my mind, and I had the weirdest sensation of watching my cum suddenly exploding from out of her ears and nose as she continued to suck me dry. It was after all my very first blowjob, and as silly as some might think, I had absolutely no expectation of what something like that would actually feel like. The orgasm was so intense, so overwhelming, that I very nearly passed out from it. I saw stars, felt my toes suddenly cramp and curl upwards along with the sensation of my balls tightening and pulsating wildly.
Though I wasn't at all certain, I was fairly confident that Mrs. Steel had also experienced and enjoyed her own orgasm, brought on from the titillating pleasure of the pool cleaner and perhaps giving me the glorious blowjob itself. As I began to be a little more oriented and focused, I felt Mrs. Steel suddenly pulling me towards her in the pool. The feel of the cool water helped to refresh me considerably as I slipped into the water right next to her, but so did the feel of those magnificent breasts touching me, pressing against me as we stood holding one another.
Normally after I had had an orgasm after masturbating, once that sensation had passed, the edge of excitement naturally diminished. Surprisingly for me, though I had only moments ago had one of the most intense orgasms of my life, my cock hadn't entirely deflated, softening only slightly. As we held one another, I found the interest and excitement was still there!
I didn't ask, didn't feel under the circumstances that I had to or needed to actually. But I cupped both of Mrs. Steel's breasts, feeling the weight of them in my hands, and began toying gently with them. She moaned, and that simple solitary sound had my cock racing back to another full-hard erection.
"Suck them Nick, suck my tits! It's... been... so... long!" She breathed in the sexiest most sensual sounding tone of voice I had ever heard. I ravished them then, alternating back and forth between them as I kissed, licked, sucked, and pulled on her incredibly thick fat nipples. Mrs. Steel continued to moan, coo, and whisper things too me that was having a definite effect on my own reawakened arousal.
"Oh Nick...Nick!" She said calling my name over and over. "Your hands feel so good on my tits!" She said, using that word instead of breasts, or even boobs. And hearing her say it like that, just put an extra special emphasis on the mood we were both once again feeling.
At that moment, I felt something once again stimulating me, and looked down to see she had the pool cleaner in her hand.
"You're going to like this," she stated, "I used to come out here and do this all the time. Even Steven never knew I did it, and I once did so while he was sitting over there talking to me while I did it too!" She laughed, remembering that time. "I always wanted to do this to him, but for some reason was too afraid to mention it, fearful that he would think it too kinky, too strange for his tastes. You don't do you Nicky?" She asked curiously.
Hell, I wasn't even sure what the word "kinky" actually meant, something weird, different, strange perhaps. But as she place the pool cleaner upon me, all those definitions took on a whole new meaning. I moaned by way of an answer. It was a pleasant sensation, fairly intense in its own way, and reminded me of many years earlier when I had once 'tried' using the vacuum cleaner hose on myself when I was early on exploring various self pleasuring techniques.
She didn't continue on with this too long however, I suspected she already knew that it wouldn't take very damn long to get me off using that. And obviously, Katie had other things in mind for a much slower, drawn out pleasuring of one another.
I had of course been fully content to enjoy fondling and caressing her breasts. Even then assuming, albeit somewhat stupidly, that if this was all I was permitted to do, I'd be a very, very happy young man in deed! I felt her hand guiding my hand however, and soon she placed it at the apex of her sex. Even under the water, standing as we were, she parted her legs slightly, and my finger easily found itself up inside her. Her pussy was slippery sweet, like the baby oil I sometimes used to jack-off with, but this was underwater, and was remaining slippery, which I found quite thrilling and quite exciting to be experiencing.
We stood fingering, jacking, and exploring one another in this way for quite some time. Eventually Mrs. Steel started rotating herself against my hand, my fingers still working in and out of her, but also as she had begun instructing me to do, I was now tenderly paying more direct attention to her clitoris, which I honestly didn't know very much about, only that what she was telling me to do, seemed to be giving her immense pleasure.
"Right there Nicky! Oh yes, just like that!" She urged me. Then she'd sort of rotate her hips, pressing herself against my hand, holding me closely to her. All the while, holding my dick in her hand as she jerked it, massaged it, or just simply squeezed the head. All these sensations, most of them new ones to me, were driving me wild with my own desires. And I was once again rapidly building towards another orgasm.
Moments later, I felt her tremble, even as I bent down to suckle one of her hard erect nipples. She semi collapsed against me, and had it not been for the buoyancy of the water, we'd have both probably tipped over backwards. Feeling, and then seeing her cum triggered my own. Once again as I stood there enjoying the sensation of her hand milking my pulsating prick dry, I swam in a sea of ecstasy right along with her.
#
It was late in the afternoon by this time. And though I really did have no desire to leave her, I knew that I would have to, as my mother had not expected me to be gone all day. I hurriedly dressed after that, and spoke briefly with Mrs. Steel ensuring her that I'd be back bright and early the next day to start on the other areas that still needed attention.
I noticed what I thought to be a slightly guilty looking expression on her face, but once I had assured her that I would be back, and grinning stupidly from ear to ear, she seemed to relax a little, giving me that same wonderful smile I had finally seen her give to me earlier that day.
I raced home whistling, excited beyond words and already anticipating the possibilities of what the next day might bring. I was starved of course, had three helpings at dinner, helped with the dishes without even being asked, and even though I had the whole evening ahead of me with absolutely nothing to do, and no place to go to do it, felt better than I had in weeks. Heading upstairs to my bedroom, I closed and locked my bedroom door, hanging out my "Do not disturb" sign, which was something my parents respected. And spent the next hour and a half in blissful self pleasuring, relieving over and over in my mind every explicit intimate moment that I had enjoyed with Mrs. Steel.
#
I arose bright and early the next day. I knew that Mrs. Steel would not even be awake by the time I arrived, but that was ok. I was intent on getting, as much of the yard work done as was possible before she even knew I was there. My whole purpose now wasn't in doing it to get paid, or even with hopes or expectations of anything remotely happening as it had the day before. I actually wanted to please her. And knowing how much she had loved the way her yard had once looked, I was determined to see that it looked that way again as soon as possible.
It wasn't even eight o'clock yet and I had already been feverishly working for two straight hours. Most of the shrubs and bushes that ran along the long curving driveway were now once again neatly trimmed and groomed. I was just hauling off the trimmings, already dripping with sweat. It was going to be another hot day as I reached up wiping away the sweat from my brow, when I saw her open the front door and wave at me. I figured she might come out and actually greet me, say something, but then to my surprise she went back inside closing the door. I finished up what I had been doing in the front, and then headed around to the backyard to start out there.
Nearly an hour later, she finally came out, carrying a tray of pastries and juice. Setting it on the patio table, she invited me over to have something to eat.
"Good morning Nick," she finally said. But I immediately noticed her tone and mannerism though friendly, definitely didn't have that husky almost lustiness that I had heard in it the day before. She was a lot more "formal" sounding with me as we sat talking about the weather, and about how good of a job I was doing. Not a word was spoken or even intimated of what had happened between us yesterday, and I immediately perceived that she wanted to keep it that way. Somewhat dejected, a little disappointed in fact, I chalked up the encounter to a moment of weakness for her. Obviously, unlike myself, she had spent the evening thinking about everything we had done too, but was now feeling remorse and guilt over it. The worse thing I could have done was to discuss it or remind her of anything we'd done. I soon after went back to work, and though I occasionally saw Mrs. Steel looking out one of the many windows facing the backyard, I didn't see her again until it was nearing lunchtime.
As noon approached, I had eventually stripped my shirt off as I was dripping sweat. Mrs. Steel eventually came outside with a plate of sandwiches and an ice-tea for me. I didn't have the heart to tell her I didn't care for tea, but it went down well with the sandwiches. Once again however, Mrs. Steel had disappeared back inside the house and I was surprised that she hadn't even offered to sit out side and have lunch with me. By this time I was feeling pretty much like a heel myself for allowing things to have gone as far as they had. Going back to work, I did notice her come out and head over towards the Greenhouse. She had dressed herself in far less revealing clothing this time, which was another hint to me that there wouldn't be any repeat occurring of the previous day.
Katie had told me the day before that she wanted me to haul out the clippings, sweep the floor of the greenhouse once she had "dead-headed" and pruned the roses. I knew that in all likelihood, that's what she was busily doing now. After putting away some of the gardening tools I had been using, I then entered the Greenhouse carrying the large sweeping broom in order to do as she had asked me to do the day before.
Though she wasn't at all surprised to see me when I came in carrying the broom, she spoke to me in what could only be described as a very authoritative tone in her voice.
"When you've finished sweeping up, I'd like you to go along and fertilize the roses. I'll follow behind you with the watering can," she stated flatly.
By the time I had finished sweeping and was beginning to fertilize the plants, I was feeling extremely uncomfortable myself. Already I was having second thoughts about continuing to work for her, not because of the money, or even because I didn't enjoy the work I was doing, simply because I was now feeling really bad about what had happened and what had obviously changed our relationship.
Without turning around to even look at her, I could hear Mrs. Steel following behind me pouring water into the plants. The "silence" as they say was deafening, and I was beginning to hurry up the process in order to get out of there and head for home where I could reconsider ever returning back to work for her. I'd already decided I wouldn't even bother asking her for any "wages," hell...what I'd experienced with Katie was something I couldn't even begin to repay her for. And if anything, by my never returning back again, it would make it a whole lot easier for her to get over what had happened and finally perhaps forget that it even had. I was really feeling like a shit now, thinking about how her husband had just recently died, and how I had in some respects taken advantage of her lonely emotional state. And for that reason alone I knew that I would soon walk out the door and never come back.
I was so caught up in my own thoughts that I hadn't realized I had slowed down, or that she had nearly caught up to me as I worked. Already she was standing beside me pouring water into the plant I had just finished working the fertilizer into the soil of. Redoubling my efforts, I quickly finished that side of the table, and turned in the isle to start down along the opposite side. I then heard Mrs. Steel refilling the watering can and was glad that I'd have a little bit of a head-start to stay ahead of her.
With my hand in one pot, mixing and working the soil, I heard Mrs. Steel come up behind me. I was several plants ahead of her, so had not expected to feel her so closely standing behind me as she was, sensing her, I merely continued working with the expectation that she would move on down to the end of the table.
Imagine my surprise at suddenly feeling her hands slipping around my waist. Her soft breasts pressed against my bare back, and realizing her breasts were bare as well. I felt her fumble with my belt, undoing it, and slipping her hand down inside my briefs. I was as soft as a limp noodle of course, and more than a little self conscious about that. I felt her turn slightly, her breasts sliding across my back as she did, reaching for something. In the next instant she was pouring the can of water down the front of my Khaki bush pants soaking them and me completely.
"I hear if you water frequently, things tend to grow better," she said teasingly. That "edge" that silky tone of lustiness once again etched into her sensual sounding voice.
Even the water felt sensually pleasurable, extremely erotic as she emptied the entire contents of the watering can down the front of my pants. Mrs. Steel, "Katie" had continued to hold on to my cock with one hand, slowly and ever so softly stroking and manipulating it, and all the while pouring the near ice-cold water over my cock at the same time. The combination of the two sensations, one hot, one cold, was extremely exciting, that, and feeling her breasts pressing against me from behind, her taut hard nipples biting into my back.
"I'm so sorry Nicky!" She said finally. "I know I've been treating you like shit all day long, but I was so confused. One moment I was berating myself for what I was doing. The next, remembering and wanting more, much more," she said breathlessly. "I had decided to somehow drive you away, you're being here simply too tempting for me to deal with, or control myself over. And the last thing I ever wanted to do was complicate things or hurt you in anyway."
I turned to face her, kissing her passionately. And for a moment, she returned my kiss with a hunger even more desperate than my own. Breaking away, she held me at arms length, it was hard not to stare at her exposed breasts, I wanted to once again capture them with my lips and make love to them exactly as I had done the day before.
"Nicky," I knew then that only she could ever call me that. Not Nick, but "Nicky". "I'm nearly fifty eight years old!" She stated. I am at least forty years older than you are, and have no business doing this, you're much too young for me, and should be 'experiencing' things like this with girls your own age!"
"But I don't want to Mrs., Katie," I corrected. "I haven't experienced anything even remotely like this with any girls. I have come close, but its always felt weird...clumsy even, like I don't know what I'm doing, because I don't...not really. But with you...it's...its different, nicer somehow. I feel more..."
"Are you telling me you've never been with a woman? Ever?" She asked interrupting me.
Now I really did feel silly and foolish. I was afraid she'd order me a way, learning now, and finding out just how inexperienced I really was. That, and confessing to be a virgin to boot!
"So what you are telling me is, you're still a virgin? You've never slept with another woman? Ever?"
I could only shake my head "no", afraid that with that admission she'd direct me to leave her at once. It was bad enough that she had allowed herself to get excited over being with me, but adding insult to injury, I was as inexperienced as all get out, and learning that, she'd realize I wouldn't have a single clue as to what a "man" would know how to do in pleasing a woman.
The laugh that came out then was not that all unexpected. I flinched at the sound of it, "Guess it could have been worse," I thought silently to myself. "She could have yelled at me to get out or something."
"Oh Nicky...my dear sweet Nicky. You have so much to learn. And so much that I'm going to enjoy teaching you!"
Having heard that, you could have knocked me over with a feather. Leading me by the hand, wet shorts and all; we soon left the greenhouse heading back inside the main house and up the stairway to her bedroom.



"First things first," she said finally, "We both need a shower. And though I am sure your cock is all nice and clean after the little bath I gave it...the rest of us aren't. So your first lessons here is, some body odor's aren't sexy!"
We both hastily removed what remained of our clothing. Stepping into the hot steamy shower, we once again soaped each other thoroughly. I quickly applied a generous helping of liquid soap to Katie's breasts, using the slick lubricant, my hands slid over and around her fleshy boobs. The sensation of her soft skin filling my hands, the way my palms slid over her erect nipples, all slippery and soft, the feel of her legs and ass as I explored her and touched her, washing, soaping, caressing every square inch of her was intoxicating.
Even as I soaped and played with her, she also soaped and played with me, cupping one another's ass, soaping them, and as I felt her finger enter me, so did mine explore and enter her.
The lewdness in which we stood, touched, exploring one another was exhilarating. It was like stepping outside of myself to watch us touching one another. Hands groping, urgent, needy, fingers dipping inside her sex, fingering her wet slit all slippery and soft and heated. Her hand's slipping up and down my prick's skin, pulling it up as though trying to stretch it over the head of my cock, one hand caressing my ball-sack, sometimes her finger again fucking in and out of my ass while my own fingers alternated back and forth between her own openings. Soap and suds covered us, lathered us, but still the squishy sounds of our own juices as we produced them added to the passionate erotic sounds of our shower play.
"Do you want to fuck me now?" She questioned.
Sure...I'd heard that word several times. Said it often enough myself when I was screwing around with my buddies. But hearing it said like that...it was the most beautiful sounding word I had ever heard.
"Yes," I said weakly with a slight squeak.
"Yes what?" She teased.
"Yes, I want to, make love to you."
"Make love? No, not yet. You will make love to another woman someday. And then you may call it that. So...do you want to fuck me now?"
"Yes." I attempted once again.
"Yes what?"
"Yes Katie. I want to fuck you!"
We rinsed one another off, still a part of the foreplay we'd been enjoying together, and then stepping out of the shower, headed off into her bedroom without even bothering to towel off.
Katie stripped down the comforter, clean crisp white sheets appearing, and she lay down on the bed, brazenly spreading her legs where I got the first really good look at her womanhood. Unabashedly, reaching down, I watched her as she spread her pussy lips a part for me.
"This," she began. "Is my vagina. These..." As she spread her legs even further a part, now pulling on her rose colored pussy lips, "are my labia, inner, as well as outer," she said pointing them out to me as she pulled them a part and toyed with them at the same time.
"And this, this is my clitoris. This is for a woman a very highly sensitive organ, sometimes you can touch it directly, sometimes, it is far too sensitive, so you may only touch or caress it indirectly. If you listen to a woman, learn her movements, her signs, what she needs and when she needs it to be touched, you will learn her most intimate secrets. Remember that!"
"Now, come here to me."
I wasn't totally naïve, I had read a few books, seen several X-rated photos in fact, so I wasn't totally unaware of how things worked, and what was supposed to happen when they did. I immediately climbed onto the bed, grasping my cock and aiming it at her like a flaming sword about to slice through some magical barrier. Which for me in some ways it was.
Katie saw what I was attempting to do and immediately closed her legs together, barring me from even approaching her any closer than I had done already.
"Oh Nicky, Nicky, Nicky. You can't just climb on and fuck a girl, you must learn how to prime the pump first."
I know I was looking at her with a deadpan expression on my face. I had no idea what she was talking about, obviously my total lack of experience was well in evidence here, and I had no clue as to what it was I should have done, or should be doing now for that matter.
"Guys and Gals are different in more ways than just the obvious ones," she told me. "A man, a boy...." she said emphasizing the word, can easily get his rocks off with very little time and effort. But a woman isn't emotionally built that way. A woman needs you to take your time with her, she needs you to tease her and please her over a longer, much longer period of time. Trust me on this one. You may want to jump on and fuck a girl almost immediately, and perhaps for you, you'll actually enjoy it. But for her, for a woman anyway, she won't. A man needs to stimulate her, excite her, pleasure her and get her to the point where she is ready to experience an orgasm, however that might be accomplished. But the secret is being patient, and in doing so, you will also find that your own pleasures will be enhanced, more intense, and far more satisfying as well."
"So what do you want me to do then?" I honestly and sincerely asked her.
"Lesson number two," she stated with a wide devilish smile on her face. "Something that's called cunnilingus. And if you learn to do it right, and enjoy doing it, you will most likely find a woman to be far more receptive and willing to do similar things to you. Remember yesterday? When I put your cock inside my mouth and sucked it and licked it? Well that one's called fellatio. What the woman does. And so what the man does to a woman is called,"
"Cunnilingus!" I exclaimed happily finishing her sentence.
"Yes!" Katie beamed clapping her hands together, rocking back with a laugh.
"Eating pussy," I added trying to show her in the process I was at least somewhat knowledgeable of the subject
"Well yes, sometimes that's how it's referred to."
"Licking slit," I said continuing.
Katie laughed. "Ok enough! Enough lessons by the book. Now its time for the actual application of your continuing education."
I was grinning.
"Come here and eat my pussy!"
"Eat it? Or lick it?" I said crawling over to lie down between her once again outstretched legs.
"Don't worry. I'll tell you which one to do, and when."
I think in some ways, in some areas, there is a natural instinct borne in some of us to do something quite naturally with very little additional instruction. After only a short period of time, and although actually hearing Katie telling me to do this, or to do that, which was stimulating all by itself, I soon after began venturing out on my own. I delighted in the sensation as my tongue slid in and out of her pussy, circling and then sliding up and down her well lubricated labia both "inner" as well as "outer" lips as she'd informed me. I also visited...frequently her blood-engorged clitoris, which I had watched her expose with her fingers as she had pointed it out to me previously. I placed the very tip of my tongue against the pink shinny smooth surface, and with as light of a touch as I could manage, flicked the tip of it softly, slowly at first and then gradually increased the tempo as well as the pressure against it for a short period of time, again, at Katie's welcomed instruction. Reaching up across her, I had found her breasts, so wonderfully and erotically heaving against her chest. Here I traced along her curvature, explored the soft tender portion of each which rested against her chest, caressed her, and then ventured on towards her nipples, treating each one as though it were another clitoris, a hard-nubbed clitoris sitting atop each "tit", as she'd so provocatively called them. These, I touched, finger patted and sometimes rolled between two fingers, or squeezed gently whenever my mouth was doing likewise to the nipple-clit resting between her wet glistening slit.
"Oh Nicky!" She wailed and moaned softly. "You...are...a...fucking...natural!"
"Cunnilingilar?" I said, making up the word I thought might define for her what it was I was doing.
Katie burst out laughing, her legs coming together nearly locking my head in her vise-like grip. "Cunt licker. One very fast learning cunt eater!" she spoke brazenly.
"Hmmm pussy," I mouthed into her cunt even as I licked her and sucked on her clitoris over and over again.
"Shut up and lick me."
"Lick what?"
"My cunt. My pussy. My quim. Whatever you want to fucking call it. Just do it!"
"Lick it? Or eat it?" I continued.
But Katie simply groaned, pressing my head firmly against her soaked pussy, effectively shutting me up.
I had actually gotten Katie close to having an orgasm, but she made me stop, explaining that she wanted to prolong the excitement, which would eventually make her orgasm even stronger. She told me to still lay between her legs however, but now taught and told me how to explore her with my fingers. Putting one finger inside her, she told me how to move it, what it was I was feeling as I moved it around inside her. She told me how to insert two fingers and then "walk" them up inside her pressing against the front of her cunt like I was trying to reach her clitoris from the inside or "backdoor" as she called it.
Even doing this was exciting to me. There is something about a woman as I learned over the years who are comfortable using sensual or naughty words that is extremely exciting to me. And hearing Katie use them... speak them, all while I explored her and learned about her was an incredible experience.
I had also nearly brought her to climax with my fingers when she once again stopped me.
"I am ready for you to fuck me now," she said finally. " But I want to trade places with you so I can control the action."
I quickly lay down on my back, watching as Katie moved over the top of me, posing herself and then sitting down on top of me. Even then she had not taken my cock and put it inside her as I had expected her to do.
"You tell me if you're about to cum," she told me. And then proceeded to rub herself up and down the length of my cock without putting it inside her. The sensation was delicious, too delicious, and within mere moments of her doing this, I felt that special "tingly" start to happen deep inside my balls.
"Katie," I breathed. And she stopped moving herself against me, reaching down, squeezing my prick until the sensation went away. I reached up, attempting to fondle her large breasts, but she took my hands away.
"No. Not yet. If you do that, it won't help with what I'm trying to do for you here."
I didn't totally understand what it was she was trying to do as yet, but reluctantly allowed my hands to fall by my side instead of touching her or playing with her in anyway, though I was of course dying to! Once again, I came fairly close to orgasm, and Katie stopped, squeezing my dick firmly until the sensation ebbed away.
"Now, you should be able to go a little longer this first time. Though I imagine not too long even then. But you're young still," she left off saying. And I still wasn't fully cognoscente of what it was she was attempting to do here.
She did finally reach down and guide my cock into her. I was inside her before I even realized it, all slippery, warm and wonderful feeling. But she moved not even a fraction, as I lay buried deep inside her pussy. And to my surprise, not even moving I felt that sensation of exploding, just being inside her was such a heavenly sensation, that my prick wanted to explode right there and then. But Katie knew this too, without my even having to ask her, and quickly removed me from inside her, squeezing me once again.
She looked at me smiling, "That was close...."
I could only look back at her with apologetic eyes. I really had had no clue.
"It's ok, we're going to go slow, really, really slow. And if you do cum, don't worry about it, we have lots of time!"
When I was once again calm enough, Katie easily captured me with her cunt, not even needing to use her hand. We were both so "slick" and "juicy" that I was once again inside her without even realizing it. But this time at least, that feeling wasn't there already, and she moved up and down against me so slowly that I wasn't aware at first that she was moving.
"Oh shit!" I exclaimed. And she stopped fucking me.
"You gonna cum?" She questioned.
"Oh...no. It just feels so damn good! I can't believe this!"
Katie went back to moving herself up and down my stiff prick. The velvety feel of her, the heat and moisture was beyond anything I could have been prepared for. Even the few times I'd used baby-oil, or had stood under the shower letting the water masturbate me could not have prepared me for the way my cock was feeling inside her cunt.
I don't know why the "thought" suddenly came to me then either. "Katie, what if I cum inside you and...and...you get..."
"Pregnant?" She squealed, and burst out laughing, uncunting me in the process.
"I am way past the possibility of that happening. But you are right in one respect, we probably should have used a condom anyway, though since you are a virgin, or "were" she amended. "It would have been proper to use one for protection, and not for prevention of pregnancy. You probably will need to buy some in the future if you intend to become sexually active with any other women. Especially if you get involved with any other girls and 'we're' still doing it too!" She emphasized seriously.
"I don't have any other girlfriends," I stated almost feeling embarrassed.
"Oh, but you will Nicky. Especially if you treat them right and practice everything I'm teaching you about women.
Katie recaptured me and perhaps the initial worry and concern had been enough to really take the edge off, as we soon moved together in unison. The sensation was not quite as intense as it had been, allowing me to more fully enjoy the sensation and pleasure of her as we "fucked" together. I did feel those pleasures increasing of course, but at least I wasn't constantly on the verge of erupting inside her instantaneously either.
I did manage to last perhaps two or three minutes (that first time), and this time Katie made no attempt to stop anything from happening. If anything, she quickened the pace, driving herself fully on to me, obviously enjoying her own long nearly forgotten needs and desires. And this time when I reached upwards to fondle and caress her breasts, she allowed me to do so, and in fact encouraged it by placing her own hands atop mine and guiding my hands around her breasts at the same time.
She had been right about that point too. The moment I touched her, the eruption signaled itself as being just on the horizon, but again, Katie neither slowed, changed, nor did anything to stop it from happening.
"Oh Jeez Katie! Oh shit! Oh fuck!" I was pumping what felt like gallons of cum inside her pussy, and she continued to fuck me, thrusting her self deeply upon my discharging, rampaging organ.
"Let it go baby, let it go! Cum for me Nicky! Enjoy it, feel it...let it go!"
She didn't need to coax me to do it; I was way beyond that point anyway. My cock felt like it was being peeled like a banana as I slid in and out of her. I actually wanted it to, thinking perhaps that she could tear my cock out by the root and I'd probably enjoy that sensation as well. What I was feeling was so intense, so extreme to me, that I could not have related it to any other previous orgasm I had ever experienced, though the quickie 'blowjob' I had received by Katie was a close second.
When there was finally no more to give, and when my cock actually did begin to deflate of its own accord, Katie slipped herself off of me and nestled down between my legs once again, gently and gingerly toying with my somewhat flaccid penis. She also caressed and stroked my balls, as though milking them and my cock from the last precious drops of whatever cock cream still remained there inside me.
She toyed and played with me like this for quite a long period of time. I was reasonably certain that I was 'finished' but again, Katie surprised me as after about twenty minutes, I was once again beginning to become aroused. When my penis actually began to harden, she then took it inside her mouth, in seconds I was as hard as a rock.
"This time, I will cum with you," she knowingly said.
Unlike before however, this time Katie was the one to lie on her back, and as I entered her in the missionary position, I was in far more control than I'd been previously, and having already experienced the incredibly erotic sensations of the way her cunt felt around my cock, I wasn't nearly as vulnerable to it as I had been that first time. She was still extremely wet too, and obviously very much aroused. As my cock slid in and out of her with slow purposeful thrusts, Katie again instructed me, cautioning me about going too fast, or doing too much. As she had said, "We have time Nicky, as much as we need."
I was able to perform considerably better than I had the first time. And because of Katie's own arousal level, she actually climaxed a split second just before I did. So we had in essence a simultaneous orgasm together.
"Now Nicky now!" She had cried out. And I felt her cunt clench tightly around my cock as I drove into her that split second afterwards, discharging my semen into her, holding it there, feeling my prick pumping its juice inside of her pussy as she in turn contracted around me. It was a strange sensation to me, feeling her cunt doing that, but I held it there momentarily, delighting in it, and then withdrawing slowly to plunge fiercely back inside her as I felt yet another ejaculate make its way up from my balls.
We both collapsed after that. Lying atop her, nuzzling her breasts and kissing them, my cock slowly shrinking inside her to the point that it eventually slipped out of her without my having pulled away. Katie seemed to have liked that, as I had. Only then did she get up and head into the bathroom to freshen up and relieve herself.
"Nick, there is something I need to tell you," she began. And the alarm bells almost immediately started going off inside my head. Once again I was fearful that she was already having a remorseful reconsideration about our unplanned, unexpected relationship.
"You know I hadn't planned on any of this happening. But now that it has, and now that I have come to grips with it, and accepted the way I feel about it with you, I think I should tell you that I hope we can continue to enjoy one another like this for a while longer anyway. That is of course, as long as you feel the same way," she ventured.
Hearing her say that brought an overwhelming sense of relief to me. I wanted the same thing as well, and couldn't imagine wanting to ever stop doing it for that matter. But there was a "however" coming too...and she was about to tell me what that was.
"However, something I hadn't mentioned previously, because I didn't consider it important enough to tell you, especially since I didn't figure after today I would be seeing you anymore. And that is, my daughter and grand-daughter are coming for a visit this weekend, and will be here for a month staying with me."
Hearing the news, I felt like a balloon that had just been popped. Suddenly, all the delicious fun we'd just had, and which I now hoped to continue having, seemed to be grinding to a cruel halt.
"Kathryn, my daughter, went through a divorce from her husband two month's before my Steven died. Now that things are pretty much settled, she's coming out here to give me a hand in getting rid of a few things, and settling some of the aspects of the estate. Plus, she needs a little time away as well, and coming out here along with my granddaughter will make a nice visit for them both. I guess my point is this Nicky, I have NO intention of not enjoying you whenever it's possible for us to do so. But, and this is a BIG but for me. We will have to be extremely careful. So only when there is no chance, no possibility of us ever being discovered can we do anything. That means...while they are here, you will have to call me Mrs. Steel, and treat me no differently than you would your own mother. When we're alone...you can call me anything you like. I don't care. But unless we are...you mustn't put me in any compromising situations? Ok?"



"You mean I can call you Mrs. Pussy then?" I teased her trying to lighten both the moment, as well as my own initial, unsubstantiated fears.
"When we're alone together, you can call me Ms. Pussy...or even Ms. Cunt if you like." She joked back at me. And then added once again seriously and cautioning, "But never ever if they are around us do you, or will you call me anything other than Mrs. Steel? Ok?"
"Ok," I answered her back just as seriously, and as respectful of her wishes as I could say it.
Watching Katie as she strolled back and forth across the room in front of me naked felt like the most natural thing in the world to be doing. Even I now felt comfortable lying there on the bed just as naked, and once again, just as limp as a wet noodle, that was, until she sat down in the chair across from me and began to masturbate. "Whenever you're ready Nicky darling," she spoke. A short time later, I was.
#
As it was already Thursday however, that meant that we'd only have one day left to ourselves. Katie gave me a key to the backdoor, informing me that I was to come in first thing in the morning and wake her. She told me that she enjoyed sex in the morning more than any other time of the day.
I arrived much later in the morning than I had been doing of course. The last thing I wanted to do was actually go to work and get all sweaty and sticky. Impatiently, I waited until nearly 7:30, and then walked the short distance to Mrs. Steel's home and let myself in through the back door. I wasn't sure what to expect as I headed up stairs to her bedroom, but the door was open, and as I rounded the corner and looked in, she was lying atop her bed, nude, smiling at me.
We spent several hours in bed together, exploring and rediscovering all the things she'd taught me already, those and several more as well. By lunchtime we were both famished, and went out back to eat out on the patio. Neither of us wore any clothing, and it was certainly a daring thing to even be doing. But it was our last day when something like that could even be done, so we decided to throw caution to the wind (a little bit) and enjoy a peaceful afternoon out by the pool, and eventually in the pool, naked.
By mid afternoon, we decided that I should at least do "some" yard work, that way at least I wouldn't have to lie to my mother about not having done something anyway. And though Katie hadn't told me we wouldn't have opportunity to be together after her daughter arrived, I also knew that whatever time we did have would never again equal these past few days. Going home that night, I felt melancholy, almost like when I had first moved here with my parents. A little sadness that things were once again going to change, and that there was very little I could do about it. There was one major thing however, Katie had given me an envelope with my first weeks pay in it, which meant I had a start towards the money I needed for my first car.
When I got home I raced upstairs to my bedroom and ripped open the envelope that Katie had given me. I was expecting no more than forty or fifty dollars at most, but what I found instead were ten crisp one hundred dollar bills. She'd also included a short note.
"Nicky...I remember you telling me you were saving up in order to afford to get a car. As we've already agreed, I said I would pay you one hundred dollars a week. So consider this advance on your salary sufficient to take you through most of the summer until you start school. We'll get together and renegotiate your new contract after that. Happy car hunting!"
"Mrs. Steel".
Stunned, I sat looking at all that money, more than enough for the car I had been looking at, but more importantly, by her having paid me in full for the summer, it meant that I would indeed be expected to return to her place to work off my debt. In a way, I liked the security of that, though I felt a little weird in accepting all this money at once. Still, it wasn't a gift and I would be expected to earn "Every penny" of it as Katie had once told me.
I knew that Katie was picking up her daughter and granddaughter from the airport fairly early in the morning. Even so, I went over to her house fairly early myself, just in time to see her pulling out of the driveway. She stopped briefly long enough for me to run over to her window where I gave her a "morning" kiss...and told her I'd have most of the things I hadn't gotten around to yesterday completed today for sure. She smiled longingly, and reminded me of our agreement. Once again the 'feeling' that things would certainly feel different from now on didn't sit very well with me, but at least she wasn't sending me away completely. We'd simply have to be careful and enjoy whatever time we did have together, if and when we did.
I soon after began working and had begun weeding the flower gardens out by the pool when the sounds of their arrival reached my ears. I had almost decided to call it a day and head home, not sure really if Katie even wanted me to be there, though she hadn't said anything to me about it previously. Still, I was unsure if she would introduce me as her "gardener" or something, and that thought brought me up short, as I didn't want to be looked at as the hired help, though in a way I certainly was.
I judged that they had been home for maybe ten or fifteen minutes, though no one had come outside. Nor did I really expect anyone to. I figured they'd all sit around visiting with Katie hardly having a thought about me working outside. Suddenly the backdoor opened and a young woman, long dark hair that fell way past her shoulders came out wearing a modest looking bikini, carrying a towel. When Katie had mentioned a granddaughter, I had pictured a little girl in pigtails for some reason, never asking, never wondering just how old this granddaughter of hers was.
She spotted me almost immediately. I was covered in dirt from weeding, and obviously streaks of it criss-crossed my face and nose as I had been continually wiping sweat from off my forehead and face all morning long. I knew I looked like quite a mess, and was now angry as well as a little embarrassed with myself for the way I looked. Even so I stood up to meet her as she approached.
"Hi!" She said warmly. "Nanna told me that I might find you out here," she said. "She and mother are inside fixing some lunch, told me to come out and tell you to get washed up as it should be ready in a few minutes. Oh, by the way, my names Kathy."
She extended her hand towards me, but I looked at my dirt-crusted hand, grimy fingers with more dirt beneath my nails than there was in the ground.
"Let me wash up first. I'd hate to shake hands with you at the moment as dirty as I am."
"Suit yourself, a little dirt never hurt anyone Nanna always says." Kathy turned around heading towards the swimming pool. I watched that luscious tight firm ass of hers move sensually beneath the skimpy suit she was wearing when suddenly it dawned on me.
"Nick!" I yelled out after her as she walked away. "Stupid idiot!" I said to myself realizing I had failed to give her my own name.
She turned, smiling at me and then winked. "Yes, I know," she said softly.
Obviously Katie had said something to them about me, including what my name was. I was sure she had done so as then it wouldn't appear to by any kind of unexpected surprise for them to have found me working there. But it had also accomplished something else for me as well. I didn't feel like she was excluding me, or feeling uncomfortable about my being there. And that perked my spirits up immensely.
I washed off using the hose outside to get the worst of the dirt off before heading inside to finish up. Watching Kathy swimming around in the pool, I saw a considerable likeness in her face and features like a younger version of her grandmother. The thought that maybe Katie looked a lot like Kathy did when she was younger was a pleasantly interesting thought. And as attractive as she was, I immediately reminded myself that any thoughts towards Kathy in any way shape or form would be a very dangerous situation to even consider exploring. I would be nice, cordial, even friendly. But I made a promise to myself right then and there that I wouldn't under any circumstances pursue anything with her.
I entered the kitchen and immediately spotted Katie, "Mrs. Steel" I reminded myself, as she was preparing a tray to bring outside for lunch. A quick glance around told me her daughter, Kathryn wasn't anywhere nearby.
"Let me wash up, and then I'll help you with that, Mrs. Steel," I offered addressing her more formally.
Katie glanced towards the stairs down the hallway which told me her daughter was obviously upstairs in one of the bedrooms. "You don't need to call me that when we're alone," she stated. "Kathryn's getting changed and will come out and join us in a few minutes. I assume you met my granddaughter Kathy?"
I was careful to respond to her in such a way as to not sound as excited as I actually had been when I first met her.
"Yes, she came out and introduced herself to me. Told me that lunch would soon be ready so I thought I'd better hurry inside and get cleaned up."
Katie gave me a curious look, but said nothing more and finished preparing the food tray.
"Well when your finished washing up, you can bring out the fresh pitcher of lemonade I just made. See you outside then."
I stood at the sink washing off the rest of the dirt and looking at Katie through the kitchen window. Kathy was only then climbing out of the pool and heading over to help her set things out.
"You must be Nick."
I jumped. I hadn't heard Kathryn come down the stairs, nor into the kitchen as I'd stood washing my hands. I saw her look past me out the window.
"That's my daughter, Kathy."
Obviously she had assumed that I was staring out the window at her daughter, and only then realized that it must have appeared that way.
"Yes, we met a few moments ago, but my hands were dirty and I didn't shake her hand, and forgot to tell her my name..."
I realized what I was beginning to sound like, and shut up almost immediately looking away from her and down at my feet. Only then did I realize my shoes were also dirty and that I had tracked mud in through the backdoor.
"Shit!"
"What?" Kathryn asked looking around.
Realizing I had just sworn in front of her, I felt stupid. "I'm sorry...I didn't mean to cuss, I just realized I have tracked mud into Mrs. Steels kitchen." I was at least aware to refer to her properly, though I had already made a fool of myself by cussing out loud.
"Oh, don't worry about it. We'll sweep up after lunch," she said, immediately putting me at ease. "I used to track mud in all the time. But like mom's always said..."
"A little dirt never hurt anyone!" We said together simultaneously. And then stood there laughing.
With all the commotion and such, I hadn't really gotten a good look at Kathryn until now. She was wearing a bikini that was far more revealing than the one her daughter was wearing. Her breasts were nearly as large as Katie's were, and a considerable amount of that tit flesh was exposed, peeking out of the tops of her near too small bikini. Though her hair was stylishly cut in a much shorter fashion than Katie's and certainly her daughter's. It was just as dark in color with only a few strands of silver streaks showing through in the morning sunlight. She was a very attractive looking woman and I couldn't begin to imagine the fool who had divorced her.
Soon after I carried out the pitcher of lemonade and Kathryn followed me with the glasses. We immediately joined Katie and Kathy at the table, and as lunch progressed, I became more and more comfortable. No one treated me as I had feared, and if anything, I almost felt like a welcome member of the family. We laughed, joked, Katie shared experiences of Kathryn's growing up, and then Kathryn shared similar ones of Kathy's earlier escapades which I soon saw was embarrassing her tremendously. And I loved it.
After lunch, and after I had gone back inside to clean up my own mess, Katie informed me that she and Kathryn were heading off to the grocery store to pick up a few things. Though Kathy had been invited to go along, she declined and opted to stay and continue swimming. Katie told me I could go ahead and knock off for the day, adding I was welcome to run home and grab a suit in order to swim in the pool as well. Her "hint" and once again reminding me that I shouldn't mention anything about wearing a pair of her husbands trunks, was an obvious reminder to be careful about what I said, especially around Kathy while they were gone.
They had barely left by the time I returned, and soon after joined Kathy in the pool. I had learned during lunch that she and I were the same age and would both be graduating from school the following year.
"Be right back," she announced suddenly, and I watched her disappear into the house briefly. Moments later, she returned and sat down on the edge of the pool with her feet dangling in the water. She then produced a thin rolled joint, and immediately lit it up inhaling deeply and holding the smoke into her lungs. She offered it to me, but I declined shaking my head no.
"You never smoked grass?" She questioned me, still half holding her breath as she spoke.
Again I shook my head no. Had never even been around anyone who had, let alone seen anyone who actually had any.
"You never get high then?" She finally said letting the air in her lungs out. And the acrid aroma of the pungent smelling weed tickled my nostrils.
"I've gotten a little tipsy on beer," I said half-heartedly. "But have never even been around anyone who's actually smoked marijuana before."
"It always makes me horny," she said shocking the shit out of me with this unexpected revelation. She took another deep drag on the joint, holding it in, holding it out towards me. This time I took it.
Holding it, and inhaling it the way I'd seen Kathy do it, I immediately broke out in a coughing fit and listened to Kathy laughing hysterically.
"Took me a while to get the hang of it the first time too!" She said still laughing. "By the way...you going with anyone?"
"If you mean do I have a girlfriend? No. I used to, last summer, but we just moved here in fact and I haven't really met anyone yet."
Kathy seemed to take some time thinking about that for a moment, taking another deep pull on the joint, which had burned down nearly to nothing by this time. "So, you a virgin?"
Once again I started coughing without having even taken a second drag on the small stub she was holding out towards me. This time I shook my head "No thank you" without saying it, and finally managed to verbally respond to her.
"No. I'm not in fact." I said truthfully. And then thought...."Oh if you only knew!" Then I looked at her curiously and asked, "What difference does that make anyway?"
"No difference. Just curious." Was all she said, and then stood up suddenly. She reached around behind her discarding the top of her bikini, followed by her bikini bottom's as she quickly and easily pulled them down and stepped out of them.
"Kathy. What are you doing?" I exclaimed in total surprise. "What about your mom and Katie? They could come back at any moment!"
"Katie?" She said then looking at me. "You have a thing for Nanna?"
Overcome with fear I backtracked as fast as I possibly could trying to redirect the subject.
"Your mom, Mrs. Steel, if they come home and see you like this, see me, I could lose my job or something!" I stammered out at her.
She was still looking at me with a curious expression on her face however, but finally let me off the hook. "Don't worry. I have always been able to hear them when they drive up. We'll have plenty of time to get dressed before they catch us."
"Us?"
"Yes, us!" She stated pointedly.
Kathy's breasts weren't nearly as large as either her mothers, or Katie's, but they were certainly beautiful. Seeing her slowly walk down the steps into the pool, so carefree so uninhibitedly was any young man's fantasy. Only this one was real. Her pinkish nipples were hard-tipped and firm. Though not nearly as thick or dark in color as were Katie's nipples, they nevertheless were breathtaking to stand there looking at. She took her time descending down the steps into the pool too. Plenty of time for me to also notice the thin neatly trimmed strip of her dark pubic hair that rose up from between her legs as she moved.
"Oh. I'm not either," she said finally diving into the water and swimming over towards me.
I waited until she broke surface and stood right beside me nearly touching. "You're not what?"
"A virgin silly."
I wasn't sure what I was supposed to say, or even how to respond to that so I didn't. But I wasn't about to go anywhere or do anything with her either. The thought of Katie and Kathryn coming home to find the two of us like this was frightening. At least I didn't have a hard-on to worry about trying to conceal or cover up. I was too nervous for that.
In the next instant Kathy suddenly ducked under water and I felt my swim trunks suddenly yanked down around my knees. Once again she broke surface, facing me. "You didn't think I was going to let you get away with keeping your trunks on did you?"
I was about to reply to that one when suddenly the feel of her hand clasping me under the water shocked me back into reality.
I actually did pull away from her. "Kathy!" Was all I managed to say however, I was too tongue-tied to say anything else. Especially as my eyes had locked on to the twin spears of perfection bobbing there on the water in front of me.
"What?" She said with a totally innocent looking expression on her face.
"You know damn well what!" I shot back at her.
"Oh. And you don't want to touch me either I suppose? Don't want to feel my boobies, or touch my pussy I guess huh?"
"I didn't say that."
"So you would like to then huh?"
"I didn't say that either."
"No, but your body sure is saying that," she said pointing at me. Even under the water it was obvious I was growing an erection.
Once again she stepped over towards me. "Like I said. Grass makes me horny."
Suddenly she stopped, turning her head towards the house. "Ooops. Saved by the bell!" She stated. "They're back!"
Luckily my trunks were still wrapped around my legs, so it took only a moment for me to yank them back up. I watched Kathy walking just as slowly back up the steps as she had done when she'd walked down them. I was mentally urging her to hurry up, scared to death at this point that Katie and Kathryn would suddenly come bursting through the back door seeing her standing there like that. It was frustrating to see her slowly put her bottoms back on, and finally her top. Looking at me the entire time with the most mischievous expression on her face that I had ever seen on a woman before.
"Next time," she said then, and turned heading into the house.
Thankfully the next few days passed without any further incidents. Either the women were always hanging around one another, or Kathy and I at least were never alone. But the same was holding true for Katie and I as well too. And as she had previously warned me, neither one of us winked, smiled or even dropped subtle innuendos even given the opportunity to do so. I was beginning to think we never would have the opportunity to do anything until they left. And worse, where Katie and I were never saying or doing anything, Kathy on the other hand had been teasing me unmercifully. She had twice flashed me, showing me either one or both breasts within sight of Katie or her mother who could easily have seen her doing that and gotten us both into a hell of a lot of trouble.
Finally one afternoon I heard Kathryn telling her mother that she and Kathy were going into town to do some shopping. I waited patiently outside working in the greenhouse until I saw Katie come through the door. Almost immediately she removed her blouse and revealed her bare breasts to me. I nearly ran to her, cupping one, and leaning down to suckle and kiss the other as we stood there hugging and then frantically helping one another to remove the rest of our clothing.



"How long?" I asked.
"Not long. Maybe an hour."
"Your bedroom?" I asked.
"No, I just made the bed, no time."
"Where then?"
"Here!"
"Here?"
"Yes here!"
Katie dropped to her knees before me, almost immediately she drew my rapidly stiffening cock inside her mouth and began sucking it urgently.
"Don't cum yet."
"I won't"
Sucking it harder, faster.
"Don't cum yet."
"I...won't." I said fighting it.
She was devouring me now, my balls already felt like they were about to burst. "Don't cum!"
"You gotta stop then, I'm about too! Too close!" I pleaded saying. It had felt too good. Way too good.
"Eat me."
Katie finally released me, jumping up on the end of one of the tables nearly knocking over one of her potted plants in the process. Now it was my turn to kneel and I did so, her pussy perfectly positioned in front of me. I licked her, tasted her sweet juices and as hungrily as she had attacked me, I attacked her.
"Don't cum yet," I mouthed into her pussy.
"Shut up and lick me."
And lick her I did. I teasingly lapped up and down that sweet tasting pussy furrow of hers, stopping occasionally to lightly suck her clitoris between my lips, gently chewing it and then sweeping it with a rapid flurry of butter-fly flicks against it. Back and forth I changed techniques, tactics until Katie was thrashing around on the table in the throes of pure blinding lustful passion.
"Oh yes...Oh yes Nicky! Lick it baby, lick it honey. Right there, just like that, oh my god yes! Now baby...Noooooooooooow!" She wailed as her orgasm over took her and washed her away in wave after wave of ecstasy.
My face was saturated with her juices. Her cum was sticky sweet and smeared all over my face. I could smell her essence on me, and it was an aphrodisiac that soon had my own cock throbbing and bobbing involuntarily with a need of its own.
We switched places, laying on the table, I could feel the wetness that she had left there soaking into my back. Once again she began sucking me and pumping my cock slowly with her hand as she twisted my prick in one direction, and sucked the head of my cock, twisting it in another.
"Don't cum yet," she breathed around my cock.
"Shut up and suck me."
She did.
And I came.
Afterwards we hurriedly dressed. It had been no more than a half an hour at best. But by now I could see she was nervous, looking around and glancing up as though expecting them to come walking through the greenhouse door at any moment and catching the two of us like we'd both just swallowed canary's. The room smelled of sex too, hers and mine, and we quickly departed after that leaving the door open behind us.
We both decided then that it might be best if I was to call it another early day. And though if they did come home, we would both look and appear presentable enough, Katie was still flushed with excitement and passion. She teased me by telling me she was going upstairs to her room to enjoy another orgasm while using her vibrator. Having heard that, I ran home to my own room knowing I would have some privacy as well before my parents got home from work. Masturbating furiously while relieving the greenhouse experience, I was surprised when thoughts of Kathy walking in and joining us added to the pleasure of my fantasy.
A solid week passed without any opportunity for Katie and I to get together and do anything. Twice during that time however I was almost sure that Kathryn had spotted her daughter flashing me, though she never indicated she had, nor mentioned anything that ever got back to me. Needless to say, Kathy's almost constant flirting and teasing was having an effect on me. I was enjoying it, and looking forward to seeing her, but the promise I had made to myself was something I intended to stick with, though I had made no such promise regarding my own private fantasies of her.
Kathryn had mentioned that she wanted to go down to the local area 'Gardens' store to pick up some decorative rocks and flowers to replace the one's that had died from neglect. It would also give us the opportunity to see what condition Mr. Steel's truck was in as it was one of the things Kathryn was looking into in eventually selling. The only problem was, it was a stick shift and no one (except for myself) had ever driven a stick before. I of course volunteered to drive, I might not have a car yet, but I certainly had a drivers license, and eagerly stated I was more than willing to give the old truck a test-drive and in the process use it to go and pick up the things Kathryn wanted to get for the yard.
We were gone about two hours and returned to find a note left from Katie stating that she and Kathy had gone on some errands of their own together and would be back late that afternoon. Kathryn and I had nearly finished unloading the truck. I was walking behind her while she was carrying a flat of Petunia's she was planning to plant out back near the pool area, when she miss-stepped twisting her ankle and fell down hard against the paved rock path. I immediately ran over to her, she was laying there her face grimacing with pain, and it was evident she had cut her knee when she fell as it had a semi-deep cut and was oozing blood.
Eventually I managed to help her to her feet, but it was obvious that she couldn't walk without my help either. As her knee obviously needed attention, I quickly escorted her into the house while supporting her as we limp-hobbled into the kitchen area. I quickly helped her to sit down and ran upstairs to Katie's bathroom where I knew she kept the medical supplies. Returning, I washed Kathryn's wound, applied some disinfectant to it, and then applied a small bandage. Once it was cleaned up, we both realized it looked a lost worse than it actually had been.
"Thank you for helping me Nick," she stated. She tried standing, but it was obvious her ankle was the worst injury, as she still couldn't put any weight on it.
"Do you think you can help me get upstairs?" She asked me. "I think maybe I should get in the tub and soak this for a while."
"Sure, no problem." And so I helped her up the stairs and into her bedroom. Once we got there however, we both realized she'd also need help getting into the bath. Kathryn sat on the edge of her bed and I went into the bathroom to fetch her bathrobe as well as get the water running in the tub. As an afterthought, I sprinkled in some bubble bath for her as well, tested the water to ensure it wouldn't be too hot when she got in, and then went back inside the bedroom.
She unzipped her jeans, looked up at me, and I quickly turned around facing away from her. Obviously she didn't need my help undressing. Just walking. I thought I briefly caught a smile on her face, but took it to mean: "Ok, I think you better turn around now." Which of course is what I did.
I glanced up however and immediately caught her reflection in the dresser mirror. She had pulled her jeans and panties off, and was just pulling her tee shirt up over her head. I glanced away just as her lacy-clad bra appeared which barely covered her full breasts.
She managed to get her bathrobe on and then I heard her tell me it was ok to turn around now. With her leaning on my shoulder, we half walked, half hopped her into the bathroom. Arriving near the nearly full tub that was filled with bubbles by this time, I was preparing to leave when we discovered there was no way she could get into the tub by herself without my help.
"Oh well. It's not like you've never seen a naked woman before," she said suddenly, and with that, she pulled off the robe letting it fall to the floor. I tried not to look, at least not directly, but it would have been impossible not to under the circumstances. Easing her down into the tub, my arm came into direct contact with one of her breasts, grazing it and pressing against one of her nipples. Neither of us said anything however, and she was soon comfortably resting inside the tub, concealed now by all the bubble's I had fortunately thought about putting in there for her.
"Ok...guess I'll leave you alone for now," I stood up and was preparing to leave the bathroom.
"Nick? I'm sure I won't be in here that long, and I'm obviously going to need your help getting out of the tub too. Why don't you sit down and we can sit and chat while I soak my ankle?"
She was right of course, and so I took the only available seat in the house and sat down on it facing her. "How's it feeling anyway?" I asked, feeling a little shy and uncomfortable sitting here in the bathroom with her like this.
"It still hurts, but I'm sure after I've soaked it, and maybe after we wrap it with something it will feel a lot better."
"I think Katie's got an elastic wrap in her bathroom," I offered. "I'll go and get that for you after you get out."
Kathryn was looking at me, a small little smile spreading across her face. "You seem to know your way around mom's house pretty well."
Once again alarm bells sounded in my head, and I sat there trying to think of some reasonable explanation for why I knew so much without raising any suspicions.
"And another thing. After dad died, mom went into a real funk. I could tell she was moody and depressed over the phone. It was one of the reasons I decided to come out here and stay with her a while. When I got here however, she was more like her old self than I remembered seeing her in a long, long time, even before dad died."
I was listening to her of course, but was beginning to feel cornered for some reason. And thoughts of suddenly standing up and bolting out of the bathroom were becoming very real to me.
"Mom has always been a very sexual person. I've known that about her for years. And was glad for it as we had a very open relationship about it, and were even able to discuss things like that with one another. So I know that when she was "getting it" she was a lot happier and as I said...more like her old self."
I swallowed hard, still looking at Kathryn as she sat in the tub, but saying nothing. She even sat up a little and the tops of her breasts rose up out of the water. Though the soap bubbles were clinging to them, still partially concealing them, I couldn't take my eyes off her breasts. Of course, I didn't want to look directly into her face either out of fear that she would see the truth of what had been going on with her mother in my eyes.
"I couldn't understand it at first," she continued, "Then I realized that maybe she had been seeing someone. I even asked her if she had been. She'd always been open and honest with me about things like that before, but she denied that she was. Still the fact that she was always smiling, especially lately, has been puzzling me. Until now anyway."
"Here it comes." I thought. Panic now starting to seize me in a firm grip.
"And I just realized, sitting here. You seem to know your way around the house pretty well. And there have been other things too. I know for a fact that Kathy likes you. I've seen her teasing the hell out of you over the last while, have even seen her flash her tits at you, which was something I was going to talk to her about, but decided against it as I do remember being her age once. But, you've not made any effort to tease her back, or flirt with her that I've seen anyway. And Initially I figured that maybe you simply didn't like her or something. And I thought that was odd, as the two of you do seem to get along fairly well together otherwise. Basically...what I am asking is..."
I felt like I was going to throw up.
"Are you fucking my mother?"
I nearly did too after I heard her say that. But she was laughing, nearly crying and I finally did look up into her face with panic, fear, surprise, and every emotion possible telling her the truth of it without uttering a single word.
"Don't worry Nick. I won't tell her that I know about the two of you. In fact, I'm actually glad you two have been, it's helped mother get out of her funk better than anything I could have done or thought of myself!"
I felt a little better after hearing her say that...but not much. I still felt a little sheepish and guilty that I had let things become known so damn easily.
"So is that why you haven't put any moves on Kathy then?" She continued.
It was out in the open now, so I felt like there was no use in hiding it any longer either. "Yes, it is!" I stammered. "And it's been really difficult for me, because I do like Kathy, very much. But I also like Katie very much too!" I added.
Once again Kathryn laughed. "What about me?" She said teasing me now, and making everything that much worse. "Don't you like me as well? Even a little bit?"
Once again I looked down at her near fully exposed breasts. They were every bit as lovely as either Katie's or Kathy's and frankly, I had for several days now been including all three women in my private "home" fantasy's.
"Well yes...of course I do," I managed to finally stammer out. "But I wasn't about to tell you that, I really would have looked like an idiot then, even more than I do, or more than I know I am sounding like now!"
Kathryn continued to laugh, giggling in fact. Obviously she was enjoying this at my expense.
"Maybe I had better leave," I told her seriously. "I'm sure that Katie and Kathy will be home soon, and they can help you better than I can. I'm not sure I should be here any longer, especially if they do come home. I'd hate for them to find me here, that would make things even worse than they already are."
Kathryn finally quit laughing. "I'm sorry. I really didn't mean to make you feel bad or upset you. Like I said, I'm actually delighted to finally discover what it was that has been making mom feel better about her self. And now that I know what it is, I can quit worrying about her. Come on, help me get up out of the tub, I'm turning into a prune here."
There was no way around it, so I placed one arm beneath her breasts and the other on her arm in order to help support her as she helped me to raise her up out of the tub into a standing position.
"Grab a bath-towel for me. You'll need to help me dry off here while I lean on you."
Moments later I was rinsing soap bubbles off her, followed by drying off her feet and legs with the towel. She had nearly an identical looking strip of neatly trimmed pubic hair that her daughter had, but unlike Kathy's I was looking almost directly at hers.
"Do you like the way it looks?" She stated suddenly, catching me off guard completely. I had paused momentarily when looking at it I know. Her pink pussy lips were only inches away from my face as I had knelt toweling off her legs, and I was almost sure she had spread her legs for me slightly when drying her, so as to reveal them a little more so than she had been. And now...I was fairly confident that she had.
With one leg still inside the tub, and her sprained ankle resting on the edge of the tub, and her hand sitting atop my shoulder for support while I dried her off, her wide open pussy was spread invitingly right before my eyes.
"You and mother have an agreement don't you?" She questioned.
"Ah huh," I was able to say; still mesmerized by that incredible looking pussy I was now staring directly into.
"Then I think that you and I can have one too."
I couldn't believe I was hearing what I had just heard.
"Unless of course you don't want to."
"I really don't want to cause any problems between you and your mother," I weakly replied. "And I really do like working here. What if she ever found out?"
"I promise you. We'll be as discreet about it as you and mother have been. We'll never do anything, or say anything in front of mother, or in front of Kathy either. But, you'll need to quit being so distant from Kathy too, or she'll eventually begin to suspect something, unless you convince her you really don't like her. But then that will make working here very unpleasant for you anyway. So I recommend if you really do like Kathy, that you show her you do. Mom will understand, after all, the two of you are more suited together anyway. And I am hoping that you realize, this for mother, and myself as well, is just a little something to get us both out of our funks and get on with our lives. So, do you think you can handle that, or not?"
And I answered her by sticking my tongue inside her pussy as she stood there still leaning against me.
"Oh, you're going to have to get me into the bedroom if you're going to do that! I won't be able to stand here with any strength on this ankle otherwise."
Helping her into the bedroom, Kathryn spread herself comfortably out on the bed.
"What about Katie and Kathy?"
"I'm sure they won't be home for a couple of hours yet. And besides, we'll hear the garage door open if and when they do. You'll have plenty of time to go down stairs and be waiting for them and tell them what happened if they do."
Kathryn lay back on the bed, legs spread, inviting. I crawled up between them and lightly began licking her.
"Oh my! Mother has been teaching you well!"
Though it was a little strange hearing her say that, I felt more than a little proud too. Her velvety lips were already juicy, her sweetness bathed my tongue and I licked her as though a bear to a beehive digging for honey. She was squirming slightly, moaning with her fingers mussing my hair and holding me to her as though afraid I would suddenly jump up and leave her hanging like this.
"Oh...Oh...Shit...Nicky!" Now that was strange! Hearing her call me Nicky was more than a little creepy. Kathryn was a slightly younger version of her mother to be sure, and of course Kathy...a younger one still. And here I was...licking Katie's daughter, licking her cunt and loving every precious minute of it. I knew without a doubt I'd feel guilty as hell afterwards, and hoped that I wouldn't "look" guilty as well. The last thing I wanted to do was hurt her, and could only hope that unlike I had been able to do with Kathryn, I would at least be able to keep our relationship a secret.
Even her clitoris was similar to Katie's and sucking, licking it, I was reminded of her, so that in a way, I was licking them both.
"Hmm, Nicky, that feels so fucking good! You have no idea how long it's been!"
There was one slight difference between them. Though Katie truly loved the way I went down on her, it usually took quite a while for me to get her off orally. I am sure that it was simply because she enjoyed making it last, thus having me slow down frequently when I was licking her pussy. Kathryn on the other hand was well on her way to experiencing an orgasm, and had no intention of making me stop or slow down.
"Oh yes...Oh yes...faster, lick it faster Nicky. Lick my clit! Lick it...lick it...LICK IT!"
Before I knew what was happening, Kathryn was cumming all over my face. Her juices suddenly quadrupled it seemed, and a literal river of pussy juice was wonderfully bathing my face. Additionally, Kathryn still continued holding my head, face pressed, mashed actually against her cunt as she came. But that was all right by me, I loved being there. Even as her orgasm finally began to subside, I continued licking her, though considerably slower and softer. "Mother taught you to do that?" She said teasingly, but not without a little awe and surprise in her tone of voice.
"I guess you could say that. But she also said I sort of took to doing it quite naturally."
"Hmmm, I bet. And what else did she teach you to do? Never mind. I'll find out for myself. Come here!"
I wasn't sure what she wanted me to do exactly, and thought she was indicating for me to "climb on board" as it were.
"No, no. Come up here!"
I still wasn't sure what it was she wanted me to do, and I guess by the look of confusion on my face she realized that.
"You've never fucked a woman's tits I assume?"



I shook my head no. Honestly, it was something I had never even considered doing before. Climbing up to sit lightly on her chest, Kathryn took both breasts in her hands and surrounded my stiff aching cock with her tit-flesh.
"I think your going to enjoy this," she said.
I hadn't even done anything yet, and already I was enjoying it. Just the "vision" alone of my cock sandwiched between those twin mounds of perfectly molded flesh was enough to satisfy me. I could have sat there forever without even doing anything but looking at my dick resting there between her tits.
Squeezing my cock, Kathryn easily produced a pearly drop of pre-cum, did so again, producing yet another. With this, she slickened my prick with her hand.
"Now...fuck my tits," she said, once again holding them together encompassing my hard throbbing prick between them.
I titty-fucked her for several heavenly minutes. "Now, scoot up a little so I can suck it too!"
I was all for that, and easily moved up, though forcing to lean over her head and hang on to the headboard of the bed as Kathryn's lips began kissing and tickling the head of my dick without fully drawing it all the way in yet.
"Oh damn that feels good Katie," I said. And then as the horror struck me that I had just called her by her mother's name, I immediately sat back, forcing her to relinquish my cock in the process. "Oh Kathryn, I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to call you that!"
"Don't worry about it she said. Actually, I take that as a compliment in a way. It's nice to know I can finally do something as well as my mother can," she giggled, the tension suddenly passed. "But you'd better be careful about saying my name the next time your fucking mother, or worse, Kathy."
I was stunned by that one. "Kathy and I haven't..."
Katherine laughed interrupting me, "Oh, given time Nicky, I'm sure the two of you will, if you want to that is. I know for a fact that she does. Like I said, she's already told me she likes you, and has been a little confused by your aloofness towards her. She's pretty sure you like her too, and because of that, hasn't been able to figure out why you haven't made any moves on her yet. So take some advise. If you are interested, you'd better tell her, or at least do something to show her you might be interested anyway. Or she will begin to suspect something else is going on. And don't worry; I'll have a little chat with mother to warm her up to the eventuality of that. She's wise enough to know and understand that the fun you two, and now the three of us are enjoying could only be a temporary situation. You're young, and so is Kathy...and who knows?"
Hearing her tell me all that lessened the guilty feeling I was already experiencing being with her, but at the moment, I couldn't imagine NOT being with Katie either. Making love with her, (as I now felt it was we were doing) was something I couldn't conceive of not doing.
"Now, where were we anyway?" Kathryn reminded me. And I once again moved upwards so I could enjoy the wonderful sensations her lips were causing my cock to feel. "Oh, I don't suppose you have any condoms with you do you?" She asked.
"No, sorry. I wasn't exactly expecting anything like this to happen."
"I suppose not. That's ok though, I'll make sure to stop and pick some up for the next time we get a chance to be together. I don't think it would be a very wise idea for me to get pregnant, and since I'm no longer taking the pill, the chance of that is a little too risky to ignore. So I guess I'll just have to treat you to a nice oral climax like the one you gave me. Sound fair?"
"More than!" I exclaimed happily, already sliding my cock back inside her warm and inviting mouth.
Kathryn's lips were driving me insane. She was certainly an expert at cock-sucking, not that I didn't enjoy it when Katie did it. It was just different feeling, and exciting in its own way. I was getting closer and closer to my own orgasm, and Kathryn sensed it, finally taking her mouth away from my cock.
"Don't cum in my mouth, not this time anyway. I want to watch you cum this time, so we'll leave that for another time. But I really want to see your prick squirting baby...like I said, it's been a while."
"Where...do....you...want me to cum?" I breathed, only then just managing to actually control the orgasm I was on the verge of having anyway.
"Oh...I'm sorry, you were really close weren't you?" She laughed, jacked me then and said. "Cum on me anyplace you like Nicky, I just want to watch you spurt!"
Just her saying that was enough to trigger it, that and the way her hand was now stroking my cock with a perfect cum-triggering motion as she jacked it up and down the way she was. I couldn't even warn her that I was, it was just suddenly there, and the first hard felt ejaculate exploded from the tip of my cock shooting off a long white ribbon of my spunk to splash against the side of her face, up into her hair, and across the top of her pillow.
"Ahh...ahh...fuck!" I managed to say, just as the second explosion shook me.
This time Kathryn was a little more prepared for it, and as she was in charge of my dick, just managed to direct the next powerful discharge to land against her left breast. I covered nearly her entire nipple with my white-creamy nectar. Kathryn continued jacking me off, ensuring that my third, forth and fifth powerful jettisons of cum completely soaked and saturated her breasts.
"Oh wow!" She exclaimed. "You had a fucking ton of cum! You'd have drowned me had I tried swallowing all that!" My orgasm was subsiding, but she continued milking my cock of whatever cum I still had remaining. She circled her nipples with my cock, playing in the mess I'd made all over her tits. But she seemed to enjoy doing this, and it was a nice erotic sight, watching her using my cock to smear the rest of my cream all over her boobs with.
I finally slid off of her thoroughly exhausted. And just then we both heard the garage door opening!
"Wouldn't you know it?" She said. "Well at least we got to finish something! Now...you'd better hurry your ass downstairs, don't worry about me, I'll manage to look sufficiently injured, and sufficiently presentable before Mother comes up here to see me."
Grabbing my shorts I was dressed in the fraction of an instant, already rolling off the bed the moment I had heard the garage door. I didn't even bother looking back towards her as I flew down the hallway, and then took the steps three and four at a time. I managed to reach the kitchen area long before they even came in through the side door leading into the garage.
"Oh...hi Nick. How's the work going?" Katie asked me.
I told her about everything that had happened regarding Kathryn's injury, from her falling and twisting her ankle to my having to clean out and bandage the cut on her knee.
"That girl always was falling down all the time. I thought when she grew up she'd have outgrown that. Apparently not!" Katie snickered. "Guess I'd better go upstairs and kiss it better for her." I was just relieved that she hadn't appeared to notice or suspect anything.
"Hi Nick!" I heard Kathy say, and then turned around to face another potential disaster as well. "Want to go out to the pool for a swim?"
"Yea, sure!" I stated. "Anything to get out of this situation anyway," I thought to myself. "But I need to run home and get my suit first."
"Too bad mother and Nanna are home, then you wouldn't need too," she teased.
"Yea...too bad," I replied, and saw the look of surprise on her face.
"You'd enjoy that?" She asked, smiling.
"Sure I would. Damn Kathy, who wouldn't? You're beautiful! Any guy in his right mind would give his left nut to see you naked!"
"Only his left one?" She said once again teasingly.
"Yea...only one. After all, I wouldn't be much good to you if I gave you both of them now would I?" I shot back at her. And the meaning of that didn't go unnoticed either.
"But I didn't think you were interested in,"
"In being with you? Of course I am. I was since the first day I saw you. But I can't afford to do anything to lose this job. I like working for Katie. And as much as I'd like to...to..., hell, you know what I mean. As much as I'd like that, I just don't want to do anything to hurt anyone, or do anything that would cause any problems. Now, can you understand that?"
For the first time since I'd met her, Kathy was looking at me with a different set of eyes. "I'm sorry. I guess I really have made things difficult for you haven't I? She said. "I just thought you really didn't like me for some reason, and couldn't figure out why. I was beginning to believe you actually had another girlfriend or something, but then you'd said you hadn't been seeing anyone else, and then I..."
I wasn't about to let her finish that thought, so I interrupted her instead.
"Listen...we can talk about you and I later. Right now, I need to finish unloading the rocks and plants from the truck. Later this afternoon we'll go for a swim, and maybe later, if you're up to it, we'll even go out to a movie or something together. How's that sound?"
Kathy was beaming, obviously excited. Rushing up to me, she gave me a kiss, which took me by surprise. Once again I was worried that she'd be able to 'smell' the sexual aroma that I thought I was sure she would have. But if she did, she made no indication of it, and simply ran upstairs after that to go up and check on her mother. I on the other hand immediately went outside and hosed myself off with the garden hose. I had no such thought about Katie's not being able to smell me...especially if I could.
That evening, Kathryn and Katie let me borrow the truck so as to take Kathy out for fast food and a Drive-In movie. Kathryn said she'd already managed to have a nice little chat with her mother about the possibilities between Kathy and I. And informed me that she had been expecting that to happen eventually anyway. She also assured me that Katie was fine with it, and had not reacted badly about it at all. Later, Katie had also spoken with me, assuring me of the same thing, but I also let her know at the same time that I didn't want anything to change between us either. She smiled, hugged me close to her and told me that until I was ready for things to change, that she had no plans to do so otherwise.
Actually I was quite excited about the prospects of the way things were going. But what was driving me a little crazy was the fact there wasn't anyone I could ever share this with! Still...all in all...I now had a great job, had two older women who were teaching me everything you ever wanted to know about sex, and now had a date with another one this evening. The move here was now looking like the best thing in the world that could have ever happened to me.
Kathy and I headed off to get something to eat before the show started. She was wearing a fairly short mini skirt, which showed off her long shapely legs and perfectly proportioned thighs. Kathy was also wearing a mid-riff top that not only accentuated her firm breasts, but highlighted her nipples as they poked through the material of her tight fitting blouse.
"Wow Kathy! You look beautiful!" I told her. Her dark black hair was pulled back into a long ponytail that hung nearly down to her ass. And I was extremely anxious to go inside the restaurant with her, and see the expressions on some of the other guy's faces that I knew I would be attending school with that fall.
"Thanks Nick. You look pretty handsome yourself," she told me. And then scooted over next to me as we drove towards the restaurant. She gripped my leg and squeezed it. "I'm really looking forward to tonight," she whispered in my ear, and I felt her hand move up and over towards my crotch where she pressed it, caressing my cock through the inside of my jeans.
"You keep doing that, and we'll have to go through the drive-thru window."
"And that would be a bad thing?"
"No, not really," I said smiling. Feeling a bit light-headed at the prospect.
And then her hand began pulling down my zipper.
"Drive thru it is!" I responded. And then thought to myself, "Let em wait until school starts."
Trying to order was interesting anyway. But even as we pulled up to the window, Kathy continued to fondle and toy with my cock. I was most certain the pimply-faced geek who stood at the window had a pretty good idea what Kathy was doing. And though I am also sure he couldn't actually see anything, I know the smile on my face said it all.
By the time Kathy and I did make it into the Drive-In Theatre, we were both incredibly horny. Kathy had been teasing my cock almost from the time we'd finally finished eating, to our arrival at the Movie Theatre. I'd been a little busy myself however. Whenever we had come to a stop at a light, I had reached over and fondled Kathy's breasts. It had even reached the point where we were timing the lights so I would have to stop, and Kathy would lift up her breasts revealing them to me so I could see them as well as play with them a little until the light turned green again. We had even been doing this when a large eighteen-wheel truck pulled up next to us. Kathy didn't seem to care he was looking, and I certainly didn't. It was erotic as hell to know that someone was looking at us and getting off on it. Kathy even waved to him when the light changed, and he sounded his horn by way of thanks for the quick erotic intermission.
We pulled up in the very front row of the Drive-In and all the way to one end so that the likelihood of anyone else pulling up on both sides of us was eliminated. There weren't a lot of cars either, most of which were packed in behind us and more towards the middle. Looking around the closest car to us was a row behind and several car spaces away. It appeared we'd have all the privacy in the world for furthering our heated little adventure!
We were certainly both horny, but I was still surprised when Kathy took her clothes off completely. It was dark, and I was still certain that no one would be able to see her, let alone anything we would soon be doing. But Kathy's being nude inside the truck was incredibly arousing, that added element of danger and excitement of course beyond anything I'd imagined happening when the evening started out. But as horny as I now was, I was ready to do just about anything she asked me to do.
"Come on Nick. I want to see you naked too!" She told me. Seeing a guy without a shirt on (if that's all that could be seen) wouldn't look suspicious. As it was summer, and hot even in the evenings, a lot of guys drove around with their shirts off. Sitting up in the truck would make it all that more difficult for anyone to see in side as well, and again, the danger factor was simply too thrilling to not go along with Kathy's request. Within minutes I had joined her, all our clothing tossed into a pile on the floor. If anyone did come over now, we'd not even have time to get dressed, let alone sort out our clothing.
We sat making out for quite a while, kissing and sucking Kathy's perky-firm breasts was exquisite. At the same time I was finally fingering and toying with her incredibly wet pussy too. The sensation of my finger slipping in and out of her while I finger-fucked her was enhanced by the similar sensation she was giving me while she matched my finger tempo in her twat, while jacking off my cock.
What was nice, neither one of us was in a rush to hurry things along. So it was that I got to really enjoy playing with her in this way, slowly, softly, without urgency. Just simply exploring her and getting to know the feel of her like I was memorizing every nuance of her pussy both inside and out. Kissing her breasts, leaning over to suck on one while fingering the nipple of the other was an added bonus. Her nipples I saw, in the occasional flicker of light from the movie screen, were very similar to her mothers. She hard large areolas just like her mothers, and a very similar shade of pinkishness to them as well. But it was definitely that combination of pleasuring her, licking and flicking my tongue against those hard titties, and sliding my finger inside and out of her young cunt, as well as walking my fingers inside her occasionally just as Katie had taught me to do, that was driving her nuts! And all this...at a Drive In Movie Theatre!
The pleasure Kathy was giving my cock was secondary to the enjoyment I was getting just by doing this with her. I certainly loved the way she handled my prick, not too hard or too soft, neither was she jacking me off too slowly or too fast. It was a nice steady non-urgent get me there kind of a hand-job that was deliciously perfect in every way.
Even these wonderfully erotic and sensual pleasures were soon not enough to keep the desires at bay any longer though.
"Hmm, I want. No. I need you to fuck me now!" She demanded.
Climbing over the top of me, she positioned herself facing away from me, sliding down my hard stiff cock. I felt my penis nestle itself inside her warm drenched pussy, and we both held still for a moment reveling in the sensations of finally joining together like this.
"Oh, I love the way you feel inside me Nick! Your big hard cock is filling me, stretching my pussy. Do you like that? Do you like the way my pussy feels all warm and wet around your big fat cock?"
My cock wasn't that big. And it certainly wasn't that fat either. But hearing her tell me that was wonderful to hear anyway. Just the words she spoke and the way she said them with such lusty wanton desire soon had me begging to let me finally fuck her.
"Your pussy feels so good too Kathy. I love the way it fits around me; I can feel you clenching it, kissing it with your pussy lips. Please Kathy, let me fuck you now, let me slide in and out of you and make you feel as good as your making me feel!"
Slowly she began moving against me in rhythm with my own even slighter thrusts. It wasn't necessary really for me to do anything; Kathy was controlling both the dept and the speed of our fucking, and was obviously directing the best possible stimulation anyway. Reaching up and around her, I cupped both of her breasts in my hands and kneaded the soft pliant flesh of her tits, capturing those twin hardened nipple's, softly pulling them away from her breasts and tweaking, rolling her captured nipples between my fingers.
"Ok you two. Knock it off and find someplace else to do this!"
A bright white blinding flashlight had suddenly appeared out of nowhere shining in through the window of the truck. I turned immediately, prepared to start scrambling for my clothing. Kathy however, though turning to face the light, never did stop humping herself up and down on me completely.
"Oh damn!" She exclaimed. "And I was getting so close too. Can't you just leave us alone for a couple of more minutes? I am so close to cumming, it's not really fair!"
The "kid", because that's who he really was, obviously younger than we were at least, just stood there grinning, continuing to hold the flashlight directly on Kathy, spot-lighting her breasts which I had immediately quit playing with the moment we had been discovered.
"Sorry. Ya gotta leave, or I gotta report ya! Oh. And no refunds either!"
The over zealous prick was really enjoying using his limited authority, though I was reasonably sure he was also enjoying the view as Kathy reluctantly removed herself from my cock.
"Ok," she said. "But would you mind turning off the flash-light please?" She had made no effort to even try and cover herself, and looking at him directly without allowing him to feel like he'd embarrassed her in any way shape or form, finally seemed to embarrass him into turning off the light. Even then Kathy made no effort to sort out any of her clothing to dress either.
"Come on Nick, let's go."



"What about our clothes?"
Kathy's wickedly looking smile said it all. I immediately fired up the truck and we headed towards the exit leaving the somewhat surprised looking "Movie fucking security twerp" standing there watching us drive away out of his theatre, with no clothes on.
Kathy was actually laughing, and even I had to admit it was funny, and in a weird way still pretty exciting too. We sped out back onto the highway, and though it was considerably late, there were still more cars on the road that I would have liked.
"Maybe we should pull over someplace and get dressed Kathy, before someone else sees us!"
"Why?" She giggled excitedly.
Glancing over towards her, I watched as she leaned against the passenger side door, one leg on the floor, the other bent at the knee resting on the bench seat. Facing me, she began fingering her pussy with one hand and toying with one of her breasts with the other.
"If you can get us home before I cum, I'll give you the best blowjob of your life!"
I'm certainly glad I wasn't about to comment on that. She would have had some pretty tough competition in that area, and I wasn't about to tell her that I probably already had the best "blowjobs" of my life anyway. So without commenting further, I sped the truck up a little, more cautious now than ever of other traffic nearby us, especially any traffic cops.
I continued to alternate back and forth, watching the road as carefully as possible, and also glancing over to look at her as she continually toyed and played with herself. Her head was thrown back resting against the window, eyes closed, and obviously enjoying the intense pleasure she was bringing herself. Anyone seeing inside the car, seeing her, would know exactly what it was she was doing, not to mention that her breasts were clearly exposed to anyone glancing inside.
We made record time getting back to our street without any further incidents.
"Turn off the lights and cut the engine just before you head up the drive. We'll sneak up to the house, and then come back later like we were just getting home," Kathy told me. We made our way quietly around the side of the house into the backyard. All the lights were off except for one inside Kathryn's bedroom.
"Mom's either reading a book, or masturbating. My bedroom's right across the hall from hers, and I heard her using it last night too!"
"Using it?" I asked.
"Yeah, my vibrator!" Kathy grinned. "Don't know why she just doesn't go out and get another one for herself, she's constantly using mine. I know she wore hers out because I saw it in the trash one day. I don't really mind though, think it's kind of funny actually because she obviously doesn't know that I know."
The image of that added to my arousal. I was still in a very heightened state of excitement, all these wild and abandoned sexual thrills that had been going on all evening long had me hornier than I could ever remember being before.
"Nanna uses one too. I found hers when I was going through some stuff in her bathroom. She keeps it in the bottom drawer of her vanity."
I knew that already of course, but once again I was reminded that this would not normally be something I should be privy too.
"You really think she uses one?" I said playing along.
"Oh heavens yes. Nanna was the one who bought mother one several years ago. But then I over heard them talking about it the next day, and mom was laughing about how incredible it felt...and I heard Nanna say something like "I told you" or something like that anyway. Ever since then I've heard mother using one on several occasions, and even spied her using it once when she'd not closed her bedroom door tightly, and it had slowly opened a bit. I helped it of course, in order to watch her. And I have to tell you Nick, seeing mom playing with herself was pretty fucking exciting!"
We made it over to the patio near the pool, and I helped Kathy untie the cushions to the lounge chairs. We were still nude, and sneaking around like this, now dragging cushions off and laying them down in the grass so we could lay on them was one more piece to this ever increasing puzzle of thrill we'd been putting together. Looking up, I saw the light in Kathryn's bedroom window wink out and I motioned upwards to it informing Kathy.
"Good!" She whispered to me. "She's either gotten tired of reading, or just cum. Either way she'll be asleep in no time!"
We placed both the lounge cushions side by side on the grass making a fairly comfortable bed for us to consummate our wild and crazy evening together on.
"Now hurry up and fuck me!" Kathy almost didn't whisper. "I'm so fucking horny right now!"
As horny as I was, I was also afraid of disappointing Kathy. Perhaps it was a combination of nervousness, and the fact I had recently been going through an advanced course in sexual relations, whatever the case, I didn't hurry, didn't even lose control once I had finally slid into her again, and fucked her to her first ever orgasm through intercourse. At least that's what she told me afterwards anyway. She'd never been able to climax that way, always needing to stimulate her clitoris with her hand at least at the same time, or orally afterwards, but never by just simply fucking. I was beaming; maybe I was finally learning to do it right after all. But the best part was I didn't cum until she did, and in my book, that had been a first for me too.
Afterwards as we lay quietly for a moment staring up at the stars, I glanced over at Kathryn's dark window and silently thanked her for the condom's she'd picked up and had obviously placed inside the truck where I was sure to have found them. Shortly after that, Kathy and I returned all the cushions back where they belonged, snuck back down to the road, dressed, and then drove up to the house as though we were just getting home from our date. I kissed Kathy goodnight, and then sprinted for home myself. With everything that had been happening and going on lately, I'd fallen behind in the work I had promised to do, so it would be a bright and early one for me tomorrow for sure.
I was asleep nearly as soon as my head hit the pillow. Exhausted, tired, no longer horny for sure, but with a smile on my face just the same. A big one.
#
I immediately went to work shortly after seven in the morning. I certainly didn't expect to see anyone for at least an hour yet, and so worked as quietly as possible so as not to disturb anyone who was most likely still sleeping.
I was rounding the corner of the house on my way to where the trashcans were when I nearly ran over Kathryn who was standing there waiting for me.
"Damn Kathryn. You scared the shit out of me! I had no idea you were even there!"
"How'd your date with Kathy go last night?" She asked me.
There was an edge to her voice, not one of anger, but certainly not her usual happy go lucky self either.
"Ok I guess. Why?"
For a moment she looked as though she was trying to be angry, and then her face softened.
"Oh Nick, I'm sorry. I know that I told you about Kathy's wanting you, even encouraging it. And believe me, I still do," she paused. "I watched the two of you from the window last night."
I wasn't sure how to react to that. The possibility was there, perhaps always had been that that might happen, we'd taken quite a chance fucking outside on the cushions anyway, and part of the thrill and excitement had been in possibly getting caught. And obviously in a way we had been.
"I mean I know my daughter, and I also knew the moment you two went out last night that you'd probably end up doing something together."
"And that's why you put the condom's in the truck then I guess."
"Condoms? When was I able to get out and get any on this ankle? I said I would, and certainly will if you can't get them or need them, but no. It wasn't me."
"Kathy!" We both said in unison.
I should have realized she'd make sure you had some," Kathryn indicated. "I told her along time ago to never rely on the 'guys' to have any whenever she might need them. And to always ensure she had some handy so there would never ever be any lame excuses about having to wear one either. Anyway Nick, what I was trying to tell you was this, seeing the two of you last night, I got a little jealous I guess, watching you outside fucking my daughter, and especially after I basically encouraged it. And then...as I stood there watching you, I began to imagine it was me you were fucking, and before long, I was standing there masturbating, thinking it was you and I out there on the grass instead of the two of you. And so now...I feel horrible about it, and not because I don't want you and Kathy seeing one another, just the opposite, I do. But I also realized, I want to be with you again too. I'm not foolish enough to think anything will come of it beyond a little harmless fun. And I don't want a relationship with any man right now who thinks it will lead to something else. I need time away from that, time to my self. But it shouldn't mean that I'm not supposed to have a sex-life, or enjoy being with someone, someone 'safe', safe enough for me anyway. And that's what I realized last night after we'd been together, and after I'd seen you and Kathy together. That I wanted you too, at least for a little while, or until you say otherwise, or if something serious should develop between you and Kathy. Then I certainly wouldn't expect anything more to happen between us...ever."
"Kathryn," I tried saying, trying to get her attention.
"All I know is...I want you too, and felt bad about it because I did."
"Kathryn..."
"After all, I'm twenty years older than you are, and here you are fucking my own daughter anyway...I have no business..."
Trying to get her to stop by saying her name certainly hadn't worked, so instead, I just grabbed her pulling her towards me and kissed her full on the mouth. At the same time, I placed my hand on one of her breasts, immediately found her nipple and squeezed it while kissing her. She undid the bathrobe she was wearing. She was naked underneath, as I had quickly discovered.
"How's your ankle doing anyway?"
"It's fine. Now shut up and fuck me."
And so I did, right there on the side lawn, in the grass. And I remembered thinking that Katie liked making love in the morning too.
"I'm taking Kathy with me for a little while this afternoon," she said as though she'd been reading my mind. "That should give you some time with mother. I know this sounds crazy Nick. But right now, she still needs you too. And just because I need you, and because it seems Kathy wants you, maybe already has you already...it's not fair for any of us, especially me, to ruin or destroy anything you had with mother prior to our showing up here. Does any of this make any sense to you?"
Frankly...it did and it didn't. I was confused about a great many things myself. I still had a very special attraction and reason for wanting to be with Katie. She was after all my first, my teacher, and a woman I wanted to continue learning things from, but also in bringing some pleasure to. Kathryn was going through her own difficulties. I certainly understood her not wanting to become involved with another man just now, but having the same basic needs as anyone else did, and being honest enough to tell me she did, well I didn't exactly feel like I could bail out on her either. And then of course there was Kathy. She was my own age to be sure. But it wasn't just that, I felt there was something special there that we possibly could grow together, and I wanted to give it the chance to do that to see where it went before making any other decisions beyond that.
Kathryn had gone back into the house and I of course returned to my own unfinished work. Forty-five minutes later, Katie emerged from the house looking as bright and as chipper as I'd ever seen her.
"Morning Nicky!" She called out to me. "How's everything going?"
"Morning Mrs. Steel!" I responded back to her, saying it loud enough that she'd be aware I had done so in continuing along with our agreement, though for the most part it seemed like a totally unnecessary thing to be doing at this point.
"Everything's just fine mam!" I added. "I've already weeded and spade the garden's so Kathryn can finish planting those Petunia's for you."
I looked up and watched as she approached me carrying a glass of freshly squeezed orange juice. "Here Nicky, I thought you might like this, and there's plenty more if you'd like another one," she said sideling up to me.
When she did reach me, handing me the glass, her voice lowered into a near whisper as though someone was standing right behind her, which they weren't of course.
"I've missed you. Kathryn's taking Kathy this afternoon to go do some things, they'll be gone for a couple of hours. As soon as they have gone, give it about twenty minutes after that just in case, then come on up to my bedroom ok?"
She didn't wait for a response and turned away walking back towards the house.
"Oh, and if you'd go ahead and get started trimming the Lilac bushes out front when you've finished with your orange juice, I'd really appreciate it."
We'd already gone over all that the day before, so I knew that Katie was stating it more for show than anything else, in the event that Kathryn or Kathy was watching us, or listening I'm sure.
"Yes Mrs. Steel," I replied cordially, and once again thought of just how 'strange' the events of the last few days had suddenly become for me. Not that I didn't like it, I did. But I was beginning to feel a little bit uneasy running around behind everyone's back, though Kathryn of course was stuck right in the middle of it with me as well.
A few minutes before they left, Kathy came bouncing out of the house to greet me. She was wearing a bright red sundress with white Pokka-dots on it that barely concealed her breasts, which were spilling out of it.
"You like?" She asked me twirling around in it and allowing her shapely legs to become even more exposed.
"Love it!" I responded. "You really do look pretty this morning Kathy."
"Thank you. Sure enjoyed last night," she said in a tone low enough so as not to be overheard. Kathryn had just come out the back door and was appearing ready to go.
"Come on Kathy, leave the poor boy alone. We'll be back around six Nick with something for dinner, so plan on staying with us for that too."
I watched and waved as they pulled out of the driveway and headed off towards the city. "Twenty minutes" I thought to myself, and glanced towards the house. But I didn't see Katie; she'd not come to the door to see them off as I thought she might have.
I finished doing the few things I'd already begun doing, occasionally glancing towards the house half expecting to see Katie waving at me or telling me to come in or something. But I never did. Funny how the mind works, but with everything I'd been doing, the semi sneaking around, though I wasn't really trying to sneak, I was suddenly a little paranoid that maybe Katie was planning on having one of those "talks" with me or something. Suddenly the twenty minutes seemed like twenty hours.
I gave it an extra minute even, and then entered into the house through the kitchen. I stood their listening for a moment, but couldn't hear a thing.
"Katie?" I called out. But there was no response.
Walking down the hallway I got to the bottom of the stairs leading up towards the bedrooms. Once again I stood there listening for any sounds, but heard nothing.
"Katie? Are you up stairs?
Again nothing. "Strange!" I thought to myself, and finally began to head up the stairs to her bedroom. Turning down the hallway heading towards hers at the "T" at the top of the landing which headed off in the opposite direction from Kathryn and Kathy's rooms I rounded the final short hallway and saw that the ladder leading up into the attic had been pulled down. Her bedroom door was open and I quickly glanced inside, but she wasn't inside there either. That meant there was only once place she could be.
Returning back to the steps leading up into the attic, I began to climb them and saw what appeared to be a flickering light along with the subtle scent of burning candles coming from the opening above me. I poked my head up through the opening and was amazed at what I found there. This wasn't like any storage area I'd ever seen. It certainly wasn't cluttered or filled with boxes and dusty mold smelling trunks or anything like that at all.
The attic was completely finished and furnished. An enormous bed filled nearly half of the room. It was a little eerie looking in, the walls were a deep purple, almost black, speckles of glitter had been mixed in with the paint, and as the light from what must have been a hundred or more burning candles danced about the room, the glitter sparkled in differing hues of purple, red's and blues. Even the bed had what appeared to be either a blood red, or dark violet silk sheets. The headboard appeared to have several compartments, niches that were filled with a wide variety of toys, vibrators, dildo's, lotions of one sort or another. Others were filled with what appeared to be movie selections, and it was then that I noticed a large screen T.V. that sat off to one side in the corner of the room. There was what also appeared to be a fully stocked bar with every kind of drink one could possibly think to ask for.
But as bizarre and exciting as it was to even see this room, seeing Katie laying in the middle of that enormous bed was even more arousing than anything I could have dreamed up to fantasize about, even in my wildest imaginations.
Katie was wearing a black leather mesh body suit. Her full breasts were held and supported within two cut out openings that not only bared them, but obviously enhanced their attractiveness and support as they sat atop her chest like twin towering peaks of pure lusty enticement. Likewise, she lay with legs slightly spread, encased in sheer black stockings, matching black leather garter and sheer silk panties, which were obviously crotch-less.
I don't even remembering fully coming up through the opening, but I found myself eyeing the room, looking at Katie, glancing around, and back to Katie again.
"Well? How do you like it?" She asked me. But she didn't wait for a response, and I'm not even sure I had one yet anyway.
"Steven and I built this room years ago for our own private enjoyment. No one even knows it exists, not even Kathryn or Kathy of course. Steven and I used this room frequently, and had more erotic and sensual fun up here than you could ever begin to imagine. I know that some people would be shocked to learn we even had this room; maybe even Kathryn might be initially, though I know she'd quickly accept it once she thought about it. Kathy would probably think it was "cool" of course, though imagining her grandfather and I "doing it" might give her pause once she thought about it. Or not!" Katie laughed then, but it was a husky sexy laugh. She was obviously very aroused and must have spent the entire twenty minutes just getting the room ready, let alone herself.
"I'd even considered having the room dismantled after Steven's death, but realized that I'd have to do it all by myself unless I could find someone to do it for me. But then I thought how quickly the word would get out after that about the crazy, horny old lady who lived down the lane. Anyway, I decided to simply lock it up and keep it locked. Until I met you that is, and ever since, I've been debating about showing you apart of my private world. So, what do you think of it anyway?"
"I think its tits!" I responded. "This is the most incredible thing I've ever seen!"
"Oh? And what about me?" She said teasingly. "Or do you think I look too weird laying here like this?



My legs finally found the ability to move, and I quickly crossed the room towards the bed.
"Here!" She said, handing me a small gift-wrapped box. "Open it."
I began to tear into the paper, pulled the lid off the box and pulled out a pair of black leather briefs.
"Put them on for me."
I quickly began to tear off what little clothing I was wearing. Nude, I actually felt a little self-conscious about putting them on in front of her.
"Go on!" She coaxed me; already she was toying with her widespread pussy, gazing at me with lust-filled eyes as she watched me holding them up to look at them before putting them on.
"The hole goes in front, yes."
I stepped into them and had to reach out to hold on to one of the four bedposts in order to maintain my balance while getting them on. They were extremely tight.
"They're made like that, on purpose," she explained.
I hopped on one foot briefly, and then stepped into them and began pulling them up the rest of the way. Reaching in, I had no choice but to slip my cock through the opening in the crotch, there would have been no room, and no way I could have gotten them comfortably on otherwise. There was also another surprise waiting for me as well, as a second hole seemed to be perfectly situated to allow my balls to slip through.
"That's right Nicky. That's what it's there for!"
Making one last final adjustment, I now stood before her allowing her to view me as she'd asked me to do for a few moments. Again, she lay there looking at me, and I now realized she'd taken one of the many toys from one of the shelves and was slipping it inside her pussy while gazing at me as I stood near directly in front of her.
By this time my cock had swollen enormously and was sticking clearly out of the extremely tight form-fitting black leather shorts. My balls hung freely and comfortably as well, without being pinched and felt surprisingly cool, though I discovered a light cool breeze tingling against my skin. I actually shivered a little.
"This room can get amazingly warm after a while as you'll soon discover, even with the blowers on up here." She patted the bed beside her, and I made the rest of the way over to her climbing up onto the bed. "We don't have as long as I'd like to spend with you up here, but perhaps we'll somehow find a way to spend an entire evening up here one night."
"I'd love that," I stated anxiously. Already the atmosphere of the room was having its affect on me. I felt 'naughtier' somehow almost giddy with an immense desire to try anything...do anything. Whatever it was she wanted me to do to her or with her, I'd have done it without even thinking twice about it, so much so...that I told her that.
"It does have that affect on you doesn't it? I remember the first time Steven and I used this room, I'd never let him cum in my mouth in the twenty odd years we'd been married, and suddenly I was this street whore doing things and wanting to do things I'd never done with him in all the years we'd been married. He not only came in my mouth, which I insisted he do, but he fucked me in the ass for the first time that night as well. Have you ever done that before Nicky?"
"No," I admitted freely. "I've never done it, never really thought about doing it...until now that is."
The look on her face was pure lust. Katie even looked a little differently than anytime we'd been together before. I'm sure it had a lot to do with the way she was dressed, the way she had her hair pulled back with that one streak of silver braded sexily and hanging off to one side.
"Good. Something else to teach you about then." She reached up behind her towards the headboard and pulled out a bottle of lubricant. At the same time, she also took out another box that was filled with several condoms as well. They were the same exact brand I had found sitting inside the truck.
"You put those in the truck!" I exclaimed, "I thought Kathy had gotten them!" And then suddenly I realized what I'd just confessed to having done with her.
"I figured you might need them. Knowing my grand-daughter the way I do, I figured you'd be needing them eventually!"
"And, and...you're ok with that?" I nervously questioned her.
"Nicky, I'm not stupid. It was bound to happen sooner or later. You're both young, obviously attracted to one another. I saw that the first day you set eyes on my granddaughter. And besides, I also knew that what you and I were doing would eventually come to an end, it had to. It would be silly for either one of us to expect this to go on forever."
"You're not telling me that it's over? That this is our last time together and why you brought me up here to show me this room is it?"
"Of course not! At least I hope not," she added. "Soon, I know that. But until then, until we both know it's time...no. I still want you, and I still hope you want to be with me too!"
Immediately we kissed, caressed and petted one another playfully for a long time until the fires of passion were burning fiercely and wildly.
"Now I think your ready to try something new and exciting," she said.
Reaching for the tube of lubricant, she smeared a generous helping of it all over my condom covered cock until I was so slippery that her hand seemed to glide off of it with more ease than any amount of baby-oil I'd ever applied to it before.
Applying some to herself, both inside her ass as well as her cunt, which raised my level of curiosity significantly, she then positioned herself above me and slowly eased herself down onto me until I felt the tip of my erection being fitted snugly against the puckered opening of her ass. Only then did she begin to penetrate herself with any real force, even with all the lubricant she was extremely tight.
"It's been quite a while since I've done this," she admitted to me.
Taking her time, I finally felt the entire head of my dick slide inside her with a sucking little "popping" sound. "That's the part I hate the most...it's a little embarrassing for me."
Frankly...I thought the "sound" was erotic, it wasn't like a fart, more like a nice squishy juicy sound that expelled some of the trapped air as I finally found the head of my cock resting inside her sphincter.
We sat unmoving just for a second or two more while she adjusted to the new sensation of having my cock impaled just inside the opening of her ass. Once again she began to move slowly down upon me until I was buried, fully inside her.
"Ahh, I really have missed that! You like the way that feels? You like having your cock inside my ass Nicky?"
"Oh fuck yes!" I moaned deeply and throatily. "That is fucking sensational!"
Pleased, she began to rock back and forth against me for a moment, loosening herself up as well as helping to spread the lubricant around inside her. Soon she was as slick and slippery as anytime I had ever been inside her pussy, and the fucking became smooth and easy for us both.
It was then I realized why she'd also applied such a generous helping to her pussy as well. Reaching up into the headboard, she then produced the biggest fucking vibrator I'd ever seen before in my life.
"No way!" I blurted out without realizing I had.
"You'll be amazed what a woman's cunt is capable of doing," she informed me. And I watched, fascinated as she slowly began to stretch her pussy a part as the enormously thick, fat, long vibrator slowly disappeared inside her cunt.
Once it was fully embedded inside her, we sat once again without moving, adjusting ourselves to the added pressure and differences we'd just created. I had felt it actually slide inside her cunt, felt it, as it seemed to pass right along side my own cock, which was as deep inside her ass as it was possible for me to get it.
"Ready?" She questioned me. Looking down into my eyes, she then placed my hands upon each of her breasts.
"You're not fucking going to believe this," she stated
Reaching down, she turned on the vibrator, slowly.
"Oh...fuck!"
And it was on the softest slowest setting possible.
She turned it up a little higher then. I felt the sensation of indescribable ecstasy attacking every nerve ending in my body.
"Ahhh, she - it!" I screamed.
She was fucking herself in and out with the vibrator now, and fucking me at the same time. My cock slid in and out of her, passing along side the enormous vibrator as it came in while I was going out. It tickled me, caressed me, and stimulated me with each stroke in and each stroke out of her lovely tight ass.
"Oh... fuck... Katie!" I was yelling then.
And she turned the vibrator up on high. I felt the tingly sensation in every square inch of my body. Not only that, I felt it in my fingertips as I held onto her nipple's squeezing them.
"Harder!" Katie screamed out loud as well. "Pinch them Nicky...pinch them...harder!"
I was pulling on her tits for all I was worth, but even if she was feeling pain, she certainly wasn't complaining about it. I saw only the purest expression of utter enjoyment chiseled in her face as her eyes appeared to roll back inside her head, and her mouth opened in a wide-mouthed silent expulsion of pure unadulterated pleasure.
The vibrations continued to course up and down my body, my hands still connected as though glued to her tits from the electrical current's surging through us. My balls were tighter than they had ever been, and I felt the white hot surge of electrical pulsations racing up and down the stem of my cock as it continued to pummel the inside of Katie's quivering clenching ass.
In the next instant, I felt the first hard-felt spurt of cum filling the condom, it was so overpowering that for a brief moment I was sure I had blown the fucking thing off the top of my cock. Katie's own orgasm was ongoing, I think she'd been in the throes of it from the first moment that she'd turned the vibrator all the way up to high...she just seemed to hit that plateau and stay there for what seemed like for ever. Eventually that long silent scream she'd been holding inside seemed to explode from her mouth filling the air.
"Ahhh...rrrrrrrghhhhhh!" She grunted and groaned in a tone and in a voice that couldn't have possibly come from her. But obviously it was her, and she was thrashing wildly now as the climax overtook her, overpowered her and blew her a part in its intensity.
Just as suddenly, she was beyond sensitive. Literally pulling the vibrator out of her cunt, she tossed it nearly clear across the room. In that same instant, she tumbled off of me, my cock slipping out in a sudden much noisier "popping" sound that it had made going in.
I was surprised to see the rubber was still in place resting over my cock, though the reservoir holding my sperm seemed near to bursting with the amount of cream I had ejaculated into it.
"Holy shit!" I was all I could manage to finally say.
And then from Katie, "Amen to that!" She moaned.
I was drenched, dripping with sweat, as was Katie.
"See? I told you it got awfully warm in here!" And now that light little breeze felt refreshingly good and wonderful on my nearly liquefied flesh.
Exhausted, totally and completely satiated, I could have stopped having sex right then and there and never regretted a moment of never doing it again as good as I felt at the moment. But Katie wasn't done with me yet, even though I actually complained about "No way in hell!"
But Katie wasn't having any of that either, and slowly began sucking my limp noodle of a prick inside her mouth, easily taking all of it in. "Katie...I don't think its possible for me..."
She took her mouth off of my cock. I thought she was listening to what I was trying to tell her.
"We're not leaving this room until I taste your cum inside my mouth," she informed me. And surprisingly my prick twitched with sudden renewed interest.
An hour later, and after she'd done what she said she was going to do no matter how long it took, (which to my surprise hadn't taken all that long), we finally blew out all the candles and made our way back down the ladder where Katie used a small portable garage door type of device to lift both the ladder back up inside the attic, closing the cover and securely locking it all at the same time.
"Wow!" I stated
"And that remains our little secret Nicky, ok?"
"No problem Katie," I replied almost reverently. I had just gone through what could only be described as some of the most pleasurable and satisfying sex of my entire life. I wouldn't have told anyone about it, including Kathryn or Kathy out of the fear I'd not only never see or experience that room again, but that I'd be hurting Katie in the process.
We quickly entered her bathroom and spent another enjoyable period of time washing and soaping one another up in the shower. I went down on Katie in there too, and brought her to another enjoyable orgasm though it was obviously not quite as intense as the one we'd experienced in the attic together. She enjoyed it however, and I left her shortly afterwards as it was now getting to be later in the evening, and we both agreed that after what we'd both been through, either one of us facing either Kathryn or Kathy might give something a way as to what we'd been up to all afternoon long. The grin on my face was a mile wide, and I honestly couldn't stop smiling. I'm sure I looked like a total idiot, but I was giddy with the lingering excitement and satisfaction of the whole entire experience with her in the "room" as I now referred to it every time I thought about it afterwards.
#
Kathy called me at home that night, and she sounded a little disappointed that I wouldn't be coming over to see her later. I told her I was exhausted, which I was, from working all day, and was going to bed really early. Even my own mother was a little concerned that I was perhaps "over doing it" and I almost laughed when she'd said that. "Oh mom...if you only knew!" I'd thought. And of course...was certainly glad she didn't or hopefully never would either. I even heard her talking to my father down stairs voicing her concern to him. Fearful, I listened through the crack in my door, now worried that I had in fact appeared a little too tired, and that maybe they'd curtail my activities in working for "Mrs. Steel" as I heard mother call her saying her name.
Thankfully, I heard dad telling her something about that it was good for me...and that a little hard work never hurt anyone. And besides, I certainly hadn't complained about it to either one of them. Putting mom at ease after that, I was about to close my bedroom door and finally get that much needed rest when I heard dad mention something about my birthday. With everything that had been happening, I had nearly forgotten it was coming up in a few short weeks.
"You know, maybe we'll surprise him by getting that car for him, you know, the one he's been drooling over ever since he started this job. He's already proved he's hardworking and reliable. Hell, he's over there first thing in the morning and works all day long. Of course, there is that cute little girl, what was her name again?"
"Kathy I think," I heard mother say. "I'm sure she's got something to do with it, but your right. He does seem to love working for Mrs. Steel."
Their voices trailed off so I could no longer make out what it was they were saying as they disappeared back downstairs to the family den.
"Cool!" I lay there thinking and saying to myself. "And I still have a thousand dollars too!" My birthday was still over a month away, but the excitement of finally getting my very own car was the icing on top of the fucking cake I'd been eating all day long. It was in fact a nearly perfect day. And I didn't think another day could ever be as good as this one had been.
But that day was yet to come.
#
The following week was a mixture of wild crazy dalliances, quick sudden almost too dangerous liaisons amongst the three women. Schedules being what they were, never allowed the more private one on one encounters I preferred with any one of us being together. I had taken Kathy out in the evening twice, but ever since that one wild crazy night at the drive-in, I'd been a little more cautious and fearful of being spotted by the police or something. The last thing I wanted was to be exposed, in all likelihood bared from having anything to do with Kathy again and by then, she and her mother would be on their way back to New York. Kathy and I had certainly managed some fairly heavy petting, mutual masturbation and even some occasional oral sex in private little places we'd found to drive to. But even then we were both left wanting a whole lot more with one another.
Twice, Kathryn and I had conveniently 'bumped' into one another bright and early in the morning. I had satisfied her orally inside the greenhouse on one morning, and she had done the same with me while I anxiously sat there keeping an eye out on the back door of the house fearful that either Kathy or Katie would come outside and head in our direction. Another time we had been swimming in the pool, Kathy had gone to the store for her mother, and Katie was inside the house doing some laundry. We were hardly alone, but stood side by side in the pool standing there as though talking, and were in fact busily playing with one another beneath the surface of the pool.
Only Katie and I had had any time alone together, and even that had been far too short to even think about going up to the "room". We'd managed only to enjoy a little '69' with one another on her bed until we'd both satisfied one another, and only moments before the sound of the garage door opening alerted us that Kathy and Kathryn had arrived home.
All in all, though I was certainly enjoying my relationships with all three women, it was beginning to have its affect on me. Kathryn of course knew I had been sleeping with Kathy as well as her mother, but what she didn't know was that Katie knew I was sleeping with Kathy as well. Kathy on the other hand didn't know I was sleeping with her Mother or Grandmother, and trying to keep that a secret was becoming harder and harder to deal with every single day.
By the end of that week, I was feeling a little guilty, a bit panicked and confused, as well as emotionally drained. I didn't want to hurt anyone, certainly didn't want to cause any friction or problems between the three of them, but at the same time, I also didn't want to quit being with any of them either. The only thing I was holding onto at this point was that in a week, Kathy and her mother would be leaving, their visit over, and back to New York.
And then that changed too.
On Saturday, Kathy came running out excitedly to find me. I was busily cleaning and scraping off mud, dirt and leaves from inside an outside water fountain that hadn't worked properly for a couple of years. It had become my pet project of late for several reasons, one that I wanted to do something special for Katie, and fixing the water fountain was one way I could do that. Secondly, it was located in the far corner of the enormous backyard that wasn't easily seen from the house. A gazebo sat nearby, a place that Katie often came to in the evenings to sit, relax, and watch the magnificent sunsets. Something I enjoyed doing with her from time to time, and occasionally, something all three of us had done at one time or another as well. Katie had mentioned the water fountain twice about getting it fixed, and I immediately had decided to do it for her myself.
"Nicky! Nicky?" I heard her calling out to me, and indicated to her where I was.
Running over towards me, I could she was breathlessly excited about something.
"What's up?" I asked her when she got near enough to me.
"Mother sold the Condo in New York! We're staying here!" She excitedly explained to me. And I had to admit, that was good news too, on the one hand. And on the other...I wasn't sure I was going to be able to continue all this sneaking around behind everyone's back for very much longer, and that wasn't very good news.



"That's wonderful!" I told her however, meaning it, and wanting it...but also fearful of what that meant for me too.
"You don't sound all that excited." Kathy admonished. "I thought you'd be delighted that I wouldn't be leaving here...wouldn't be going back, unless of course that's NOT what you really want of course!"
"No! No! Believe me it is Kathy. I'm tickled pink your not leaving, the fact that I knew you would be has been bothering me in fact, and now that I know you aren't, well it's just taken me by surprise is all!"
Kathy seemed to believe me, and once again her face brightened with delight at the prospect of staying here.
"Mother's already discussed it with Nanna, and until such time as something happens to change circumstances for mother, we're going to continue living here and helping Nanna out. She was excited to hear it too, since mother will one day inherit this old house anyway, living here, or somewhere close by had been something mother's always wanted to do. And since I've met you, I feel the same way now too!"
Kathy and I enjoyed one of our rare get-togethers as they were turning out to be, and headed over to the gazebo where we would have some warning if anyone approached us. It was one of our very rare times when we actually got to enjoy intercourse, with Kathy standing, leaning against the outdoor couch as I stood fucking her from behind doggy-style. Afterwards, Kathy informed me that the only bad thing that had come of all this was her grandmother reminding her that there were "No free rides", and that she'd be expected to work a part-time job at least to help around the place until school started up in the fall. She had already applied for one, and was going in that afternoon for an interview. The second thing she told me, was that her mother was going to move back into the cottage that she had once lived in prior to having moved away. I knew where it was, but I had never even been near it as there was always other work that needed being done, and by the looks of it, though it wasn't in bad shape, it would certainly take some work getting it back into shape once again.
Several days passed, and as hectic as everything had been, I hardly saw, let alone was with any of them. Suddenly, my entire world seemed to be changing again, and not for the better this time.
#
Kathy did in fact get the job, and as it turned out, her work hours went from early in the afternoon to early evening. It was nice as it still gave us time together after work to see one another and do stuff. But more importantly, it also made it a little easier for me to spend some equal amounts of time with Kathryn and Katie too. Still, timing seemed to always be off, and there was hardly any real time for long drawn out passionate sex. It was usually only the quickest and briefest of 'quickies', and though 'quickies' certainly had their place, when your diet becomes nothing but, it sort of ruins the flavor of that particular meal.
A week later, and a week just before my birthday, Kathryn decided it was time to get busy getting the single bedroom cottage back into shape so she could soon move back into it. It was located at the farthest back edge of the property, several hundred feet away from the house, and nestled down into a small man-made little valley that was surrounded by tall evergreens and pine trees. A small brook ran across the property that had at one time been used for irrigation. The only way to get across was to go over an old rickety bridge that was in need of repair now as well. So I soon set myself to fixing it while Kathryn began cleaning out boxes of junk and old storage containers.
"I wonder why mom and dad brought all this stuff out here?" She asked me one day. "They used to keep all this stuff up in the attic. I guess dad got tired of constantly going up inside that hot dusty storage area and decided to move every thing out here. Still..." she left off saying.
At least now I knew what they'd done with all the junk people normally kept. But I certainly wasn't about to tell her the reason 'why' behind it either.
"Even when I mentioned to mother that I wanted to move back in here, asking her if we should move all this stuff back into the attic, she looked at me like I'd gone mad or something! Told me that under no circumstances did she want to go back to storing stuff up there again, and if I couldn't find someplace else to put it, to throw it away instead."
I could only smile inwardly to myself, and help Kathryn haul stuff out to the garbage after that.
Everything seemed to be going along quite smoothly, and then three days before my birthday it all seemed to come crashing down around my head.
I had spent that morning doing my normal gardening chores around the Estate. After lunch, Kathy had left for work, and as I'd promised to do, I helped Kathryn carry out the rest of her belongings as well as helping her to move in and set up the bed. It was the last thing that really needed to be done before she was ready to permanently settle in. Katie had promised to stay away until Kathryn was ready to show her how it looked again now that we'd cleaned and fixed the place up, so there was very little worry or concern that she would drop in on us unexpectedly.
We'd gotten the bed put together, placed clean fresh sheets on it, and simultaneously decided to break it in with a long awaited for romp that neither of us had been able to find the time, or the place to really be together. Now, with Kathy at work, Katie in the house, we found ourselves crawling all over one another and ended up jumping into bed.
Unbeknownst to either one of us, Kathy had gotten her schedule messed up, and upon arriving at work, discovered that she was in fact not scheduled to work that particular day. Returning home, and finding neither her mother or I in the house, was told by Katie that the two of us were down at the cottage putting on the finishing touches prior to her mother's moving in.
Kathy came through the front door of the cottage to surprise us, and in so doing, received the surprise of her life instead.
Kathryn and I were naked on the bed; my face was buried inside Kathryn's cunt, so I was saved initially from the look of horror that was on Kathy's face when she saw us. I did hear the scream however, and Kathryn's voice just a fraction or two before Kathy's scream and the sound of her running away from the cottage.
"Ah oh," Kathryn said, sitting up. In a state of shock and panic, I could only sit there. "We'd better get dressed Nicky, I have a feeling everything's about to come to a head here," she told me unnecessarily.
We'd just managed to get dressed when Katie appeared and stood just inside the doorway. Looking at her daughter, she motioned to her. "I think you and I need to have a little chat," she said. Turning towards me, I looked into sad tear filled eyes. Every fear I'd had came crashing down around me then.
"Nick, I think it would be best if you went home and stayed there."
The way she'd said it confirmed my worst nightmare. It was over. Everything was over. It had finally come to one horribly fucked up ending, and everything between all of us was now ruined, and worse possibly amongst the three of them as well.
I watched as Katie and Kathryn slowly walked back up towards the house together. Afterwards I went around the cottage rather than going up to the house and home from there. Jumping the fence, I made my way back home the long way, which was fine with me as I had a lot of thinking to do myself. Scared, frightened and afraid more than I had ever been before in my entire life, I also had my own parents to face now too.
That evening when my folks did get home, I told them simply I wasn't feeling well. Once again my mother went on a rampage about me working myself to death, obviously exhausted from everything I was doing and so on and so on. They did however leave me alone after that, and as I stayed in bed the next day to get some rest rather than go over to Mrs. Steels to work. That seemed to somewhat pacify my mother though she threatened to take me in to see a Doctor all the same.
I didn't expect to hear from any of them, and I didn't. And it was for me the longest day of my entire life.
The following morning was of course my birthday. Some birthday. I was even more miserable of course than I had been the day before. Dad came up to my room along with my mother, and were obviously excited and doing everything they could think of to cheer me up. I finally relented and got myself out of bed, following them both downstairs.
"Happy birthday son!" Dad said holding open the door to the garage as he did so.
There sat the car I'd been drooling over all this time, a bright red ribbon wrapped around it with a matching bow on top. It wasn't a new one, far from it, but it was the car I'd been hoping to get ever since I'd seen it advertised for sale in the paper. But rather than cheer me up or make me feel any better, I felt like throwing up instead and nearly did.
"Maybe we had better get him in to see a Doctor after all," Dad said worriedly.
"No...I'm fine really. I think it was actually something I ate, but I'm feeling a lot better now," I lied.
"You got a hold of some bad food at the Steel place?" My mother asked. I immediately wished I'd never said anything.
"No...not there, must have been that lousy hamburger I ate." I again said lying. "But I'm feeling a lot better now than I felt yesterday...really!" I smiled weakly, trying to show them I really was feeling better, and even went outside into the garage to pretend I was excited enough to want to do that.
"Well...ok," Mother said. "If you're really ok, oh...and that reminds me. Mrs. Steel called this morning to ask me how you were doing. I told her you were feeling a little under the weather, but she told me when and if you felt up to it to give her a call."
I didn't know whether to laugh or cry when she said that.
"Ok. Thanks mom, I will."
Shortly afterwards they both left for work. Shortly after that I made a beeline for the telephone and made a call I was already dreading to be making.
Three very long rings later, Katie answered.
"Nick?" She said answering the phone, not even saying hello.
I swallowed...hard. "Yes," I answered a little too softly."
"I wanted to wish you a Happy Birthday."
"Thank you."
"How are you doing anyway?"
"Fine...how...is...everyone?" I stuttered asking the question once again beginning to feel sick to my stomach, but I had to know, had to hear it.
"Better."
"Oh. Ah, that's good I guess. What happened anyway?" Again, I had to know, had to hear it if nothing else.
"Well, we spent the rest of the afternoon yelling at one another. Then that evening we sat talking and drinking, and even Kathy came back down from her room once she'd had time to cool off and join us. So we got her drunk too."
I stood there listening, holding my breath.
"In the morning, we sat around the patio table talking about what had happened and why. In the afternoon, we finally began discussing what it was we were going to do about it, and how that decision was going to effect everyone afterwards."
I was still holding my breath.
"Nick? I think you need to come over this evening so you and I can sit down and have a little chat."
I arrived promptly at seven o'clock after assuring my parents that I was feeling perfectly fine. Katie met me at the door and I followed her into the house into the den. She'd already poured two glasses of wine, one for each of us. And though I really wasn't much of a wine drinker, the Merlot tasted wonderful and helped ease the edge off my nervousness.
"Where are Kathryn and Kathy?" I asked.
"They're not here at the moment. I thought it would be better this way, you and I talking now, like this. A lot has changed Nicky," she said using the affectionate name that I had actually looked forward to hearing.
I drained the rest of my glass, steeling myself up for what I knew what was coming. And Katie immediately offered me another one, refilling my glass.
"You know that nothing will ever be the same way that it was. We all made a lot of mistakes, especially trying to hide our feelings let alone our desires, wants and needs. That was a big mistake, and people got hurt. Believe me, I'm not saying it was your fault that any of this happened. It was in fact inevitable that it would."
"So what happens now?" I asked worriedly.
"Now? Now we see. We take it one day at a time. Some things will have to end, you know that."
I nodded my head. I had known, but it certainly didn't make hearing it any easier.
"We still have a lot to discuss, and some of it you'll need to discuss personally and perhaps even privately with Kathryn and Kathy. But right now, you and I need to do something. Something I came to a decision on myself."
Katie stood up motioning towards me, so I followed her down the hallway to wards the stairs. I followed her up towards the bedrooms, and we turned at the landing heading back towards hers. I saw her reach into her pants pocket and produce the tiny little garage door opener. She pushed the button on it and almost immediately the ladder to the attic came down and the opening above slid away revealing the same flickering lights I remembered seeing the first time.
"Give me five minutes, then come up after me."
I did as she asked, watching my watch and feeling a little bit like a condemned man being served his last feast. I figured Katie had decided to make our last time together a special one, and what better place to do that than in "The Room!"
Finally it was time, and I began to ascend the stairs and felt like I was climbing the gallows on my way towards my punishment. I was excited as well as melancholy, a strange mixture of feelings and emotions washing through me. Poking my head through the opening, I pulled myself up the rest of the way and glanced over towards the bed. Katie wasn't there however, and I turned slightly to scan the rest of the room.
"Surprise! Happy Birthday Nicky!"
From out of the shadows, all three of them suddenly appeared. Katie, Kathryn and Kathy! They were all wearing the sexiest outfits they could have found, and standing together arms linked, smiling at me.
"Well? You just going to stand there? Or are you going to come over here and unwrap your presents?"
I was stunned. For a moment I didn't know what to do. A part of me said "flee" the other part wanted to rush over and hug them all at once. I decided on the later rather than on the former.
"What's going on?" I did ask them somewhat bewilderedly.
"We decided to give you something special for your birthday," Katie was the first to speak. "Something that will never happen again, just so you know that."
"Ok," I agreed still confused as hell.
"Like I said, the three of us had a long talk, a very long talk. And one that we'll need to have with you too, but not now, later, much, much later. And then we'll talk about the future."
Kathy walked over to me at that moment and kissed me. "I love you Nick," she told me. "And you and I need to have a long talk too, about a lot of things. But right now, we're here for you...all of us...together!"
Kathryn and Katie joined her and began undressing me. I felt lips, hands and bodies pressing against me as clothes disappeared. I didn't know from one moment to the next who was kissing me or who was touching me where. It seemed like a never-ending series of touches and hot warm lips burned into my aroused flesh. And then I slowly unwrapped each and everyone of my 'presents' and soon after joined them all upon the enormous oversized bed.
I found myself laying slightly on my side, softly licking and playing with Kathy's beautiful pink petaled pussy. Katie was laying on her side between my legs along side her daughter. The two of them sucked, licked and devoured my lust hungry cock with lips that felt like velvet soft gloves caressing me. My fingers were busily stroking in and out of Kathryn's wet dripping slit at the same time. I fingered her in rhythm to the same lovingly soft strokings that tongues and lips were dancing upon the surface of my incredibly hard swollen shaft. My tongue licked, flicked and slithered inside Kathy's cunt to the same lustful tune that was being played on the organ that was so wonderfully being stroked and strummed as passion took over and the room became a blur of erotic emotions, sounds and an intensity that became almost surreal inside "The Room."
Kathy's cunt exploded in a voluminous eruption of pussy juice that I lapped at and struggled to devour hungrily. My own cock was leaking cum juice like a dripping faucet, and Katie was enjoying making naughty erotic little sounds with the slippery, gushy pearl-drop lubricant that she was happily making and playing with.
"Don't fight it Nicky," Kathryn said. "We want you to come. Just like this, we have all night...and after all...it is one of your Birthday presents!"
Kathy forced me onto my back. Katie and Kathryn once again went back to licking my cock, sucking and tonguing my balls. But now Kathy included herself in the activity by laying down on top of me in such a way, that I was once again presented with a perfect view of her lovely juice covered split. Once again my own tongue stabbed into her, as I felt her tongue and lips now being added to the triple cock-sucking, tongue licking, ball kissing pleasures that were being given me.
My cock blossomed in a fine misty spray of flying cock cream that showered all of us. My orgasm was more intense than any I had ever had, my prick ballooned to enormous proportions, the head of my cock expanding as Katie jerked it rapidly with her hand, milking it, forcing every drop of cum to ejaculate into someone's mouth, I knew not which as each of them took a turn drinking my essence, increasing my pleasures.
And later, as we rested recovering, the passions would build once again. Simultaneously we responded, and the dance of ecstasy and pleasure was renewed.
At one point, they all lay side-by-side, holding hands, legs spread and nearly overlapping one another. At the foot of the bed, I moved from one to the other, fucking each in turn momentarily, and then going back down the line of three beautifully proportioned, but distinctly differently feeling cunts. Fucking them...I rejoiced in the pleasure of each, and they in turn felt me, fucked me, and drew me into them fighting against my withdrawal, awaiting the next turn when my cock would again slip into them, sliding in and bathing itself within the soft sheathed tunnels of their femininity.
Kathryn was the first to close the gap to orgasm, and then I remained with her, fucking her slowly and lovingly, taking my time, kissing her breasts, her lips, my prick gliding easily yet firmly inside her. Arms, hands, breasts caressed my back, my thighs, my face. And then she too came in glorious rapture.
Katie mounted me; I felt her pussy fit me perfectly, for we had come to know the dance better between us, though I knew in my heart that would soon change. My cock filled her, explored her as though for the first time, yet it was familiar, comfortable, and exciting beyond words.
One again lips licked, touched and caressed my balls while we fucked together. Kathy stood beside me as I suckled her pert hard firm breasts. My hand cupped her femininity, and I fingered her aroused swollen clitoris, circled it with my fingers, tapped it and caressed it while continuing to fuck inside the pussy that had taught me all of it, had given to me my manhood, and had taught me much more than that in the process.
The hours passed, we fucked, sucked, played and caressed one another into the wee hours of the morning. Making love to the three of them together like this might have been a first as well as a last experience for me. But it would forever remain one I would never forget, nor very damn likely ever know again.



When morning came, with the streaks of sunlight filtering in through the windows, it signaled a new day, a new beginning for all of us.
Katie lay beside me, Kathryn as well as Kathy sound asleep, worn out and exhausted from the frantic love-making the night before. She was softly and lovingly toying with my very limp cock, but even that sensation was pleasurable, loving.
"No more sneaking around now Nick. You know that. From now on, we make love; we do it openly, no hiding it. We'll know when the time is right for this to end."
"You mean...this isn't our last time together?"
"Are you kidding me?" Katie said rising up on her elbow to look directly in the face at me. "Whatever in the world gave you that idea?" She asked me.
"But I thought...after last night, after all this..."
"True...I did say this would never happen again with the three of us. We all agreed to that. But after this, we also agreed not to be jealous, not to fight, and not to pretend we don't have or don't want to enjoy the pleasures we have been having with you. Sure, Kathryn will most likely fall in love with another man someday and get remarried. But for now, the last thing she's looking for is a permanent commitment from anyone. And you already know how I feel. As for Kathy, she's too young to worry about getting married right now, and after we reminded her of that, and told her it was ok to be in love with you too, and let time dictate the possibilities, she accepted what was...as well as what is."
"So this really isn't over between us? All of us?" I added.
"Oh Nicky!" Katie laughed hugging me against those marvelous soft breasts of hers, "This... is only the beginning!"
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Over twenty years had passed since that first incredible summer I had spent with Katie, Kathryn and Kathy. So much had happened in so short a period of time that it seemed almost like a dream as I reflected back on that incredible period of my life.
The year after I'd graduated from high school I was drafted into the army. I served two years in Vietnam during the war, and though Kathy and I had exchanged several letters, she eventually met someone and wrote to tell me she was getting married. It wasn't exactly welcome news at the time, but not totally unexpected either. Neither of us had made any sort of long-range commitment to one another even after the continuation of our ongoing sex-capades.
After I was discharged, I met and married a woman with whom I had a son. My wife was killed in an auto accident two years after that, leaving me a single parent with a young baby to raise. My parents tried to coax me into moving back to live with them so mom could help out, but I had a good job and was making sufficient money to see that my son's needs were being met.
Though I had a number of girlfriends over the years, and had even been engaged to be married for a short time, I never did remarry. My son's welfare was first and foremost above all things, and I wanted to ensure that David's needs were taken care of before my own. We had a great relationship and though father and son, we were more like the best of friends and openly discussed and shared everything with one another, no matter the subject matter.
My own father had passed away some years back and I was determined to have a closer relationship with my son and try to not make the same mistakes my father had. David graduated from high school and was considering joining the service when word reached us that my mother had passed away. We were contacted by the attorneys regarding the estate and I made plans to leave immediately and head back to the old neighborhood. David came with me of course as we had funeral arrangements to make as well as lots of junk that I knew we'd have to sort through and get rid of. My own mother's passing reminded me of the obituary she'd sent me some ten years past when I learned that Mrs. Steel...Katie, had died. I'd been unable to come home for her funeral though I had so desperately wanted to. I'd sent flowers of course, and even received a nice letter back from Kathryn thanking me for thinking of her, (of them) but it was also the last I ever heard from her. Now, ten years later and once again arriving back in my old stomping grounds, I couldn't help but wonder whatever had happened to her and Kathy as we drove by the old place on our way over to my parent's house.
My mother's funeral was held two days later. I was amazed at the turnout and realized just how many friends my mother had grown close to over the years. Although I appreciated all the heartfelt sympathy's, the past few days had been trying and I was tired of standing there being greeted by everyone. In the next instant, I was taken by surprise as a ghost stood directly in front of me.
"Nicky? I'm sorry about your mother."
Perhaps my exhaustion and the emotional strain of the past few days contributed, but without even thinking I stood simply staring at her.
"Mrs. Steel?" I said wonderingly.
Kathryn laughed and actually blushed a little bit.
"Well I guess after all these years I probably do look a lot like her now at my age. And, I did take my maiden name back after my divorce. Though I hate being called Ms. Steel. Even the pool boy we had for a time called me Mrs. Steel, and I have to admit, it reminded me a little of when you were here and took care of the place for us."
Now it was my turn to be embarrassed.
"Kathryn, I'm sorry, please forgive me. It's just that you really do look a lot like your mother did. And it's just such a surprise, albeit a pleasant one actually seeing you after all these years!"
Once again Kathryn smiled at me but indicated with a look back at the line of well-wishers still standing in line that she knew I had several people still waiting to see me.
"Listen, when you feel like it, come by so we can catch up on old times and chat. Maybe even take a dip in the pool."
With that, she leaned over giving me a quick kiss on the cheek and moved off. I was still a little stunned at seeing her. Her hair was still dark though it had a speckle of silver streaking through it. And she looked every bit as attractive now as she had some twenty years ago. Though I'm sure that I was remembering Katie with as much fondness as I was for her at that moment.
The next morning I called Kathryn to see if her invitation still held. She enthusiastically invited me over that afternoon and reminded me that we could go for a swim if I wanted.
"If you don't have a pair of trunks, I'm sure we can dig something up for you. Or not," she left off, and then hung up the phone before I could even respond.
Replacing the receiver I turned and saw David sitting at the kitchen table. He was grinning from ear to ear like a Cheshire cat. Like I said, we'd always been able to discuss anything with one another, which had included the day he'd lost his virginity. That discussion had led to him asking me how I had lost mine. And I had been honest about it telling him everything. So he knew all the intimate little details of my encounter with Mrs. Steel, or Katie as well as with Kathryn and her daughter Kathy.
"So dad," he began still grinning and stuffing a spoonful of breakfast cereal in his mouth.
"You planning on getting some this afternoon?" he asked me, barely able to control himself from laughing in the process.
I shot him a look of disgust that was lost on him, as he knew I wasn't being all that serious.
"David!" I exclaimed, using the best authoritative voice I could muster under the circumstances. "That was a long time ago! We're just getting together to catch up on old times, nothing more," I stated with far less conviction.
My son didn't respond to that one. He just fed himself another large spoonful of cereal and smiled around it as he sat looking at me. This time I smiled and caved in to his thoughts.
"Well, I can't say I'd turn her down either," I finally admitted.
"What about her daughter, Kathy wasn't it? Do you know where she's living?"
"Why? You want to double date or something?" I shot back at him.
"Just curious, I remember all the wild sex the three of you had. After all, I am your son and it would only be fair if I got to experience what you did."
This time I really did give him a disapproving look, which told him I didn't think so.
"Like I said David, that was along time ago. People change. It's been years since I've even seen her, and I haven't heard a thing about Kathy since I was in the service. We're just getting together to catch up on things, nothing more."
At that point, I headed upstairs to shower and get dressed. Surprisingly, I felt years younger, and a little giddy. In a way, it almost was like stepping back in time and I couldn't help but feel like the young kid I had once been, along with the excitement I had felt every time I had gone over to see Mrs. Steel. I was somewhat grateful that I'd managed to conceal my ever-growing hardon as I climbed the stairs up to my room. Already I was reliving some very pleasurable past experiences, and even as I stepped into the shower and allowed the fantasy to continue, I secretly began to hope that the afternoon might turn into more than a simple trip down memory lane. Soaping my cock and slowly beginning to stroke it, I easily framed the image of Kathryn firmly in my mind and couldn't help but wonder if I ever would be with her again.
As I pulled into the drive leading up to the house, I couldn't help but remember all the times I had trimmed the hedges that lined the driveway, and the countless times I had mowed the lawn or spent in weeding the gardens. Even as I parked the car and headed up the walk to the door, it felt a little weird being here and I nearly turned and went back to the car. Had it not been for the door suddenly opening and Kathryn stepping out to greet me, I probably would have done just that.
"Oh Nicky! I'm so glad you came!" she said. And suddenly I was eighteen again.
Kathryn held the door open for me and I stepped in and began to slide past her. The close proximity of our bodies made it virtually impossible for me to do so without moving against her. I noticed simultaneously that she was wearing a one piece swim suit that was cut very low and revealed a great deal of those magnificent full firm breasts of hers that looked every bit as much the way I remembered them. I brushed against her as I stepped in, and stopped as she turned towards me, suddenly embracing me as though we'd never been a part. I kissed her, and what had meant to be a chaste "hello" kind of a kiss, suddenly turned into a much more passionate and lingering one. After what seemed like an eternity, we finally broke a part from one another and I finished stepping into the foyer. The softness of her breasts pressing against my chest as we'd stood there had already awakened my previously un-satisfied lust, and I quickly moved into the front room, taking a seat before she noticed my growing condition.
Kathryn offered me a cold lemonade, which I quickly accepted. Yet again past images popped into my mind as I remembered sharing lemonades with her out on the patio near the pool. Only back then, we'd been comfortable enough to sit there naked while drinking them.
"Why don't we head out back and relax by the pool?" she said carrying out the tray that contained two glasses and a full pitcher of lemonade. For a brief moment, I wondered if she was thinking the same thing I had been.
The moment we stepped outside, I spotted the newly built Cabana by the pool area.
"Wow. That's nice," I told her. "Too bad that wasn't here," And it was then I realized I was about to say: "That night that Kathy and I came home from the drive-in."
Though I managed to catch myself, it was as though Kathryn was again reading my mind.
"Oh yes, I'm sure you and Kathy would have made good use out of it. There's also an indoor sauna as well as a hot tub. Perhaps one evening we can try it out together. I rarely even use it any more as I hate doing things like that alone."
Kathryn let the subtle implication hang there, and I got the immediate impression it had been a while since she had entertained anyone.
"What about the cottage? Is that still down by the creek?" I asked.
Kathryn laughed, remembering I'm sure the day that her daughter Kathy had walked in on us.
"Oh yes! In fact, Jared our pool-man and grounds keeper lived there for a while until he was able to save enough money to get a place of his own."
"Oh, so you do have someone who takes care of the place for you then."
Kathryn laughed out loud. "I know what you're thinking," she added still laughing. "But no, we didn't. Jared is semi retired, even older than I am. He has no family except for a cat, and besides, I always have been interested in younger men."
Kathryn threw me a mischievous little look and turned to walk down the steps into the pool.
"Well? You coming in or are you just going to sit there and watch me?"
I stood up to take off my clothing as I'd already put on my swim trunks before coming over, so removing my clothing wouldn't be any big deal as I was already dressed for a swim. By this time Kathryn had reached the middle of the pool where the water was a little more than waist high. Glancing over as I began removing my pants I saw her suddenly lower the top half of her suit revealing her breasts. I almost tripped as I struggled out of my pants, falling over in the process, grabbing a chair in order to regain my balance.
"So, they might be a little older, and a little less full, but they're still not too bad are they?" she asked, cupping her breasts as they bobbed just above the surface of the water.
I took a moment to glance down at myself. Perhaps it had been a long time, but not all that long I reasoned. And in the next instant I was removing my swim trunks too.
"Ah. That's more like it!" I heard Kathryn say.
As I walked down the steps into the pool to join her, I saw her briefly struggle out of her suit, flipping it over onto the deck near the patio table.
"I haven't been with anyone for nearly five years," she told me as I took her in my arms.
"It's been two years since my last steady girlfriend," I responded back to her obvious surprise.
"Really? Two years? Haven't you been going crazy without doing anything?"
"Oh, didn't say I haven't been doing anything," and then I motioned with my hand that age-old symbol for choking the chicken as we used to call it.
"Ah huh, and when was the last time you did that?" she asked me. I blushed; surprised the question would catch me off guard, embarrassing me.
"This morning, in the shower just before I came over here," I actually admitted, surprised that I did so, but also finding the admission somewhat titillating to confess.
"Oh really? So does that mean you're not in the mood to do anything then?" She asked teasingly. I reached over clasping her hand in mine, lowering it beneath the water, placing it against my rock-hard penis.
"What do you think?" I challenged.
"Well, I think we have A LOT of catching up to do!" She said winking at me, still massaging my cock.
We stood together for a very long time. Our touches were soft, playful, exploratory as we re-familiarized ourselves with one another, allowing ourselves to recapture those intimate times past with the simple tracing of a finger. I marveled at the supple softness of Kathryn's full breasts. Even in her sixty's, her tits were just as nice as they had been when I had kissed and played with them last. I'd forgotten how incredibly hard her nipples could become, and how thick and long they were when erect. Rolling them between my fingers, leaning over to alternately suck and lick them was yet another reminder of similar times spent with her so long ago. As our passions and desires began to build to the boiling point, I finally maneuvered her over to the side of the pool where she reached behind herself to balance, and thus presented her sweet tasting pussy to my yearning tongue. As the water lapped at us as we moved, I lapped at her pussy as she balanced herself, floating atop the water. She was just as sweet, just as juicy as I remembered. The thrill of licking and tonguing that incredible clit of hers was more than I could have hoped for, certainly now after all these years.
"My turn," she announced suddenly, breaking off my revelry of enjoyment and near lustful craze as I imagined in my mind, her younger self then, and her older self now. Almost as though I had managed to merge Katie along with Kathryn in the lust of my desires for them both. Reluctantly I released her, and she positioned me sitting on the edge of the pool where she could then stand before me in the water, expertly handling and delightfully sucking me into oblivion.
"I'm glad you decided to jerk off earlier," she told me between licks and sucks, half talking with my cock still sliding in and out of her mouth.
"Why's that?" I somehow managed to ask between intakes of breath.
"So we can enjoy this that much longer. I'd hate to make you cum too soon." "I'm not so sure about that," I responded, already feeling the churning need of my sperm boiling deep within my balls, already sending the telltale signs of shivering release and anticipation of another powerful and satisfying orgasm.
"Want me to stop then?" She said finally looking up into my eyes.
"Are you kidding?" I'm eighteen all over again.
Kathryn understood my meaning and immediately went back to pleasuring my cock with those velvet lips of hers. A few minutes later I filled her mouth with cum to overflowing. My prick softened only slightly, and she used it to lead me back into the house and upstairs to her bedroom. Kathryn and I spent the next several hours fucking in every position imaginable. It was as though we were trying to make up for lost time in an abstract sort of way. And yet, it was as though we'd never stopped fucking. All those years of absence between us seemed but a mere moment in time. Only the now, and the feelings of what we were experiencing together were what mattered. I lost track of the number of thrusts I'd made into her pussy. Likewise, Kathryn had cum so many times that she'd actually near fainted once or twice towards the end when my cock finally did give out, slipping from her sloppy wet pussy of its own accord, no longer able to maintain the hardness or length we'd both been enjoying. Only then did we cuddle up into one another's arms and finally begin to catch up as had initially been intended. It was nice laying there naked with her, holding her, being held and sharing all the trials and tribulations, the joys and the sorrows along the way as we began to catch one another up on what we'd been doing with our respective lives.
I got home well after midnight. Exhausted as I was, it still took me along time to finally fall asleep. There was so much to think about and remember. A myriad of sensations still coursed through my mind as well as my body as I relived every touch, remembered every heartfelt moan and groan of the afternoon together.
I had also learned that Kathy was still married, she had had twin girls and had named them Shelly and Kelly. Obviously they were around David's age give or take a year and I smiled inwardly, especially as Kathryn had told me that though Kathy had been unable to come in time enough to attend the funeral, that she and the twins would be arriving the following weekend for an already previously scheduled vacation and visit with her mother. Kathryn had in fact called Kathy the night previously, telling her of her intention to invite me over to the house. Kathy had kidded her mother about it, betting her that we'd end up in bed together that very evening. I'd asked her if she was going to admit to Kathy that we had. Kathryn flashed me that seductive little smile of hers and said only that Kathy would know without needing to tell her so. Somehow I knew she was right. Even so, I found myself a little nervous at seeing Kathy again, even though she was married and in all likelihood not interested in taking up where we'd left off. It never the less gave me pause for curious consideration.
Though I had slept in with the hope of avoiding any interrogations from David I should have known better. At first I thought I was going to get away with it as he poured me a cup of coffee, freshened his, and picked up the newspaper. Then, from behind a wall of newsprint I heard him asking me.
"So, was it as good as you remembered it?"
Only then did he lower the paper enough so as to peer over the top of it looking at me, waiting for an answer.
"Oh yes," I sighed in a long drawn out way of responding to him. Even better than I remembered it ever was." I got a slight kick out of the surprised look on his face that I'd actually admitted it to him. "And get this. You remember me telling you about her daughter Kathy? Well she's coming in this next weekend!"
"You're kidding!" David exclaimed honestly.
"Whoa sport. In the first place, she's married. And in the second place, it's been over twenty years since I last saw her."
"That didn't seem to stop you and Kathryn."
"That's different," I offered up lamely. And then in an attempt to change the subject slightly, I added. "Besides, she's bringing her two daughters along with her. Twins, about your age." I had thrown that at him, smiling as I noticed the sudden interest on his face.
"And?" he pushed.
"And, that's about all I know. Though I did promise to introduce you to them when they arrive on Saturday. We've been invited over for a barbeque and a swim."



That seemed to deflect any more curious questions on his part regarding Kathy or Kathryn, which was what I'd wanted to accomplish in the first place. But what I hadn't counted on was the sudden inexplicable pang of jealousy I was suddenly feeling. As close as we were, this had been a very intimate and private side of my life I really hadn't shared with anyone. And even though I wasn't worried about history actually repeating itself, especially under these circumstances, somehow the thought of David getting involved with either Shelly or Kelly was somehow disconcerting to me.
David and I spent the remainder of the day going through a lot of my parent's things. Even a few things of dad's that mom had saved for whatever reason. I'd mentioned to Kathryn that time permitting; I may or may not drop by later on that evening for a drink. We'd neither talked nor committed to anything between us. And somehow I knew and respected that that was the way she wanted it. I wasn't even sure that included having sex together again, even after that first day. So it was, that I was already prepared in my mind to be met at the door with no more than a promise of a second drink. That thought evaporated the moment I got to her door. There must have been a hundred or more candles all softly burning leading a trail from the doorway, down the hall and to what I could only surmise as leading up the stairs towards the bedroom. Letting myself in I quietly began to follow the trail she'd left me. I'd almost forgotten the room in the attic. The candles continued on up those stairs, and a flickering of candlelight could be seen emanating from somewhere up above. Only then did I finally call out to her.
"Kathryn? You up here?" I asked somewhat stupidly. I could hear music playing softly in the background, and though candlelight provided me some means to see into the room, it was still dark enough that I couldn't make things out clearly. I was able to make out that enormous over sized bed. And quite frankly, I was surprised to discover that this special little room still even existed.
"Take off your clothes, put on the blind fold, and crawl into bed," I heard her tell me from some dark corner of the room where I couldn't see her.
"Hmmmm, just like old times," I replied as I hurriedly began taking my clothes off.
"Almost," she replied. "And no peeking once you put on the blind fold either!"
I did what I was told of course, and seconds later sensed her presence a fraction or so before she actually crawled into the bed. In the next instant, I felt my hands being handcuffed to it, and likewise a pair of restraints fastened about my ankles, effectively placing me in a vulnerable, spread-eagled position. I was already excited beyond reason and felt my cock lurch, twitching with eager anticipation.
"I hope you told David you'd be home late, if at all," she added. "You've got a long night ahead of you. A very long night."
I felt my cock harden even more fully if that was possible, just as the first feathery touch of her tongue began to slither up and down my shaft. Kathryn had a certain technique when it came to sucking cock. I don't think I've ever met a woman who did it quite the way she did. Those first initial licks and tongue strokes were so light and yet seemed to go on forever. She would start at the base of my cock and slowly, very slowly work her way up my shaft to the tip of my prick. The thing was, she took an awfully long time doing it, almost too long sometimes which made it maddening. But I think that was the whole point. And then, just when she'd linger a moment or two on the sensitive tip, she'd start on her way back down with this feathery, hardly touching tongue caress that let you know what she was doing, but made you actually have to concentrate on feeling it. It was crazy.
I'm sure because I was concentrating so hard that the sudden sensation of a really wet, soft pussy suddenly descending down over my mouth didn't register at first. I dove into it with my own tongue devouring the succulent and abundant juices that awaited me before it dawned on me that my cock was still slowly being licked.
"Kathryn?" I questioned. Though it sounded more like "Kaathwin" as I still had my tongue in somebody's cunt.
The moan from the woman who was sitting on my face was a dead give away. Even after all these years.
"Kathy?"
"You always did eat pussy better than anyone I ever met, and that includes one or two women I've known."
Only then did Kathryn quit licking me long enough to speak.
"Guess you might as well remove his blindfold Kathy. I think he's figured out our little surprise."
"Don't stop now!" Kathy said from above me. "You keep doing what you were doing...and I'll try to explain."
Between pauses for a few moans and groans, as my tongue continued to explore that exquisite little clit of hers, Kathy told me how she had booked an earlier flight in order to have a couple of days before the twins arrived. They were still coming on the day scheduled, but as Kathryn had already told her everything we'd done so far, it had gotten her so horny that she wanted to arrange to get here early and enjoy some serious catching up her self.
I still had a mouthful of questions I wanted to ask. But at the moment, I had a mouthful of something else that seemed far more important. In addition to that, Kathryn was finally getting serious with my cock, and those light little licks and nips were becoming considerably more intense. She had removed my blindfold however, and I was more than a little surprised to see that Kathy had hardly changed at all since I had last seen her. She was certainly more mature looking. A natural phenomenon considering all these years, but aside from a few added pounds that merely filled out all those natural curves, Kathy had changed far less than I would have otherwise expected. Even her hair was the same color and length as I remembered it as it draped over her large full breasts in a peek-a-boo fashion.
"You gotta undo these!" I pleaded, straining on the handcuffs that still bound me. " I gotta do some touching here!"
Kathy laughed, but thankfully reached over and triggered the catch that released the cuffs. Having my ankles still secured wasn't important. And besides, I liked having my legs spread so obscenely wide anyway, especially with the incredible blowjob that I was still getting from Kathryn. Reaching up, I swept away Kathy's long hair so I could get a much better glimpse of those enormous tits, but even more importantly, add the enjoyment of getting to play with those fat thick nipples of hers. I recaptured her clit with my lips and began to suck it with a nice soft, yet firm pull that I knew used to drive her crazy. It still did too. Kathy began thrashing and mashing herself against me exactly the way I remembered she'd done before. I think once or twice she'd nearly suffocated me before she'd cum. But I always remembered thinking afterwards that I would have gladly died like that anyway.
Kathryn finally moved up onto the bed and I felt it as she repositioned herself facing me and slowly slid down upon me. I was so fired up that I nearly lost it. The feel of that velvety wet cunt sliding down my prick was almost more than I could handle. I actually had to concentrate, almost biting Kathy's clit off in the process as I fought against the urge to release a torrent of semen inside that gushing pussy.
"Ohhhhhhhhh!" Kathryn moaned outwardly as she slithered down atop me. And then with three quick rapid up and down thrusts, she screamed:
"Fuck...fuck...fuck!"
She had cum that fast! She held herself against me, moving only slightly in a circular motion as she continued to climax. I could feel her pussy quivering as well as feel the sudden increase of pussy juice escaping her cunt, running down to soak my balls before pouring down onto the bed.
"Wow mom. You really are horny aren't you?" Kathy stated. And it was evident by the huskiness of her voice that she wasn't that far away from experiencing her orgasm either.
Only a few moments passed before Kathryn settled in for a much longer, more relaxed paced ride. I knew by this that she could coax a second orgasm just about anytime she wanted too. She'd done it before. Kathryn could keep her cunt at such an intense level of pleasure that she could by the simple adjustment of speed or depth of penetration, invoke a second, third and even forth climax almost at will.
My hands had been caressing and kneading Kathy's breasts, but as I gazed up to look at her, I watched and felt as Kathryn's hands covered my own over her daughters tits and began to help me tease and play with them. That seemed to trigger Kathy's orgasm, as in the next instant I was struggling for air as a cascade of cunt juice suddenly filled my mouth and threatened to drown me.
I had gone from sucking cunt to simply flicking her clit with my tongue in a desperate attempt to breathe as well as bring her pleasure and tumble her over that edge of ecstasy and delight. I had also replaced my hands on her firm tight ass, lifting it slightly to help accommodate the change in technique, and was rewarded with the sound of hearing her squeal out rapturously, cries that turned into pure ecstasy as my tongue thrust deeper and faster into that velveteen quim.
I hadn't even felt that first powerful spurt of jisim from my cock exploding inside Kathryn's cunt until the second one was well on the way. From below, I gripped Kathy's ass in what had to have been a near bruising clench, thrusting upward into Kathryn with all the force I could muster. I felt that second sweet ejaculate envelop her womb, and then Kathryn pressed down against me with equal force, allowing her second orgasm of the night to meet and mingle with mine in a plethora of sensations that overwhelmed us all.
At some point we'd all disentangled from one another. Kathy had repositioned herself on one side of me, and Kathryn on the other. I held them both, fingers and hands absently stroking and running softly up and down their bare flesh. None of us spoke a solitary word for a long time. It was as though I had never been away from either of them, or had even left this room. I realized how much I missed Katie's not being with us however, and felt a pang of sorrow over that until the delicate touch of Kathy's hand beginning to toy with my now flaccid member brought me back to the moment.
"Well? So did you like the little surprise we cooked up for you?" Kathy asked.
"Are you kidding? It couldn't have been more perfect!" Even then I thought of Katie and smiled. In a way, in my mind at least she had been with us once again.
We took a break, fixing ourselves some refreshments and drinks. Lounging around naked on the bed with them was as natural and normal as it had ever been amongst us. Even with all the subtle little changes that age so rudely seems to do to a person, none of us seemed to see all those added little flaws, or if any of us did, it certainly wasn't of any importance.
With the initial lust somewhat satisfied for the moment, I took the time to begin to ask the questions that I had contemplated earlier. Kathy candidly told me that yes; she was still married, but hearing what Kathryn and I had already done however had fired up those long ago desires, and had her quickly booking an early flight than had been initially planned.
"So...I understand you have a son too," she said. "Is he anything like you were?" She asked teasingly, and once again began stroking my cock back to another nice erection.
"Now Kathy, behave yourself," Kathryn admonished her. "It's bad enough that we're all a little decadent, but I'm sure that Nick doesn't intend on his son being seduced the way he was."
I could only laugh at that, which I hoped was taken as a lighthearted kidding sort of agreement. Though somewhere deep inside, I was surprised to find myself hoping that David wouldn't become involved in any way shape or form with either Kathy or Kathryn. As silly as that sounded to me, I wanted them...me, to remain as we were. A part of a history made together, and once again being relived. Besides, even as open as David and I were, I wasn't sure I'd be able to face the prospect of his being directly involved in this aspect of my life.
Kathy told me all about her twins, and I relaxed a little. Just from the way she spoke of them to me indicated that she must have been dealing with the typical teenage trials and tribulations we'd all gone through. I did gather that she had no objections with the girls meeting and going out with David if in fact they even liked one another. But was somewhat relieved when she finished her story by adding the fact that one of the reasons she wanted to come up early was so that we could have this time together before they got here. As after that, especially because she was married, that things would need to be kept to a very private, and very confidential type of relationship whenever the girls were around. As for Kathryn and I, she didn't feel like we'd have to try and hide anything we did, though she did state that it would be tough seeing the two of us being openly flirtatious and naughty together whenever we wanted while she in turn would obviously have to behave herself.
I voiced my own concerns regarding David. Though I also admitted to them both that a few years back I had told David everything regarding our relationships together, so that he was fully aware of that aspect of our past, not to mention not being so naive as to think we weren't doing anything now. Though he did not yet know of Kathy's early arrival, and I indicated I had no intention of telling him anything further about us either.
We all seemed to have caught our second winds by this time, and as Kathy had been playfully fondling me anyway, I soon rolled over onto her and began to kiss her, teasingly sliding my now fully erect cock up and down the opening of her equally wet slit.
I felt Kathryn behind me as she knelt down beside us. We'd certainly never had many inhibitions in the past, and hadn't changed now either. Kathryn had already opened a tube of KY jelly, and placed a liberal amount of it at the opening of my ass. I'd not yet penetrated Kathy's cunt with my prick, enjoying too much the sensation of simply sliding up and down that slippery cunt-groove of hers. And, she was enjoying it just as much as I was. Nice and slow...no rush, just that fabulous tease and ever escalating desire.
In the next instant I felt her delicate finger toying and gently probing my ass. Simultaneously, she'd reached between us, clasping my cock, and began rubbing the head of it directly against Kathy's clit. As she masturbated her daughter's cunt with my cock, her finger began a slow in and out motion, lingering and pausing occasionally to tickle and caress my prostate. Needless to say, I was in heaven!
Turning slightly so I could look in her direction, I enjoyed the view as I watched her tit's gently swaying back and forth as she continued fingering my ass with one hand and stroking my cock against Kathy's cunt with the other. Even Kathy opened her eyes to watch, reaching out to spread her pussy more fully with her fingers. At this moment Kathryn placed the head of my prick fully inside her daughters opening.
"Fuck it!" she ordered me. And I slid easily and fully inside her daughter's pussy in one swift motion.
"Oh...My...God!" Kathy hissed between three deep forceful plunges of my cock inside her.
"That's it. Fuck her hard! Fast!" Kathryn ordered me.
As I pummeled that fiery sweet cunt of hers, Kathryn impaled me fully on her finger and kept it there, she drove it about as deeply as she could, simply massaging the inside of my ass with a slow rotating motion even as I slid in and out of her daughter nearly as fast as it was possible to do.
I was surprised at the intensity of my orgasm as it washed over me since it hadn't been that long ago that we'd all fully spent ourselves. Even so, I believe I emptied more cum inside Kathy's cunt than I had inside Kathryn's. I was a little embarrassed that I'd climaxed so quickly too. We'd only been fucking for a couple of minutes, but the intensity of the moment, and Kathryn's finger inside my ass had been simply too much. As I finally collapsed, rolling over and away from Kathy, I was going to attempt some kind of an apology when I finally caught my breath. There wasn't time however, because almost immediately I watched as Kathryn positioned herself between my legs and began another slow tantalizing tease of my prick.
To my surprise, Kathryn fingered herself, and even as I reached over to do it for her, she smiled and shook her head no.
"Just watch...enjoy," she said. So I did.
There's something particularly erotic about sitting there watching a woman masturbate, especially when she's busy sucking your cock. Seeing her fingers disappearing in and out of her cunt, stopping to circularly tease and slide against her clitoris was amazing. In seconds I was as hard as a rock again.
"Shit Nicky, I don't think you had this many erections when you were eighteen!" I heard Kathy exclaim as she looked over her mother towards me.
Kathryn raised up off the bed then just slightly.
"Well, in that case, I think now I'm ready for you. And with luck, you're going to last a long time this time. A really long time."
"Well I'm not!" Kathy added. And even as I slid into Kathryn's cunt from behind, I heard Kathy embark on yet another very satisfying climax as she now worked her own pussy with her fingers.
Such as it was I never did manage another orgasm myself. But at least I remained hard enough to ensure that Kathryn enjoyed one of her famous triples that she was known for.
Afterwards, Kathy fell asleep long before Kathryn and I did, and that is how we all found ourselves in the morning, well after sun up, and long past my expected return home.
I expected to be hit with a barrage of questions from David when I finally did arrive, but he must have decided to sleep in himself. I made my way to the bedroom and collapsed into my bed, exhausted, and in serious need of sleep. I'm not sure how long I'd been sleeping when somewhere between dreaming and hovering on the edge of waking that I heard the phone ring. Nor did I know the period of time between that and the sudden knocking on my bedroom door. David peeked his head into my room, calling out to me however, forcing me to more fully wake.
"Hey old man, you gonna sleep away the entire afternoon?"
"What time is it?" I asked in response.
"Nearly two. Oh, and by the way, Kathryn called, she invited us both over for a late lunch and a swim in their pool. So come on dad, get up and get dressed."
We'd already talked about getting together, and I felt fairly confident that after the wild night we'd all shared together that they wouldn't be in any better shape than I was. So the deluded fear of any hanky-panky going on this afternoon or this evening was fairly remote. Not that I was actually concerned Kathryn or Kathy would say or do anything while David was there, but I was still harboring these weird feelings about David becoming too familiar with my past.
By the time we arrived, Kathryn and Kathy were already setting things up for lunch out on the patio. Kathryn was wearing a swimsuit similar to the one she'd worn the other day. Kathy on the other hand was wearing a white French cut bikini that did little if anything to conceal her luscious looking body. Even her very dark nipples seemed to strain against the material of the top she wore and revealed themselves a good deal more than I would have preferred under the circumstances. David didn't appear to notice them, though I'm sure if he did, he didn't let on. I noticed them however and shot Kathy a look that I hoped conveyed my concern over her appearance. All she did was wink at me and smile, which did little if anything to allay my fears.



We enjoyed a light lunch with casual, friendly conversation as Kathryn and Kathy made every effort to make David comfortable. Though not normally shy, it sometimes did take David a while to warm up to strangers. To my surprise however, he seemed to hit things off with them both in no time at all.
Kathy was busy telling him about the twins, and was sharing a cold beer with him when Kathryn signaled me to come join her in the pool. Though hesitant to leave the two of them alone to their probing conversation, I soon joined Kathryn and began to relax a little more as we swam in the pool together.
"Looks like the two of them are hitting it off pretty good," Kathryn commented.
I took a quick glance in their direction and saw Kathy toss her head back laughing at some remark David must have made. Her full breasts seemed to heave upwards at the same time, and I couldn't fail to notice even at this distance the hardness of those nipples as they continued pressing against the material of her bikini.
"Nicky, don't worry about your son. Kathy's just trying to get to know him a little better. I'm sure she doesn't have any designs on doing anything with him."
I felt a little embarrassed that she was able to read my mind so easily. And quickly dove into the water as though to show that I was thinking no such thing. As I swam beneath the water towards her however, I watched as she rolled her suit down off her shoulders revealing her breasts to me beneath the water. Almost immediately I surfaced and spit out a mouth full of water.
Kathryn was laughing, but I also noticed she was already putting her suit back into place.
"I thought that might get your attention. Now, loosen up a little and quit being so paranoid. Neither Kathy or I have any intention of seducing David."
I made some effort to laugh off her comment. "It's not the two of you I'm worried about. It's David deciding to try seducing the two of you."
"Ah, like father like son then huh? Well I guess there's some truth in that I suppose, if he's anything like his father, I guess I'd better warn Kathy to keep her guard up a little."
I couldn't tell if she was teasing me or actually being serious.
"I wouldn't worry about it though," Kathryn continued. "The twins will be here tomorrow, and once David sees the two of them, the last thing on his mind will be either one of us."
For some reason, that didn't make me feel any better either. Nor was the sudden touch of Kathryn's hand on my crotch as she fumbled around with my very soft limp dick. Once again I turned in an attempt to dislodge her groping of me, and saw that David and Kathy had cleared away the dishes from lunch and were already carting them away back into the house.
"Relax Nicky, I remember a time a few years back when you enjoyed this dangerous type of excitement. Don't tell me you've mellowed in your old age! I'd be sorely disappointed in you if you have."
Once again Kathryn brought me back to reality, the feel of her hand stroking me to hardness soon overcame my inhibitions and fears.
"I guess I am being silly aren't I?" Though I stole another quick glance towards the house to ensure we weren't being watched.
Kathryn pulled my swim trunks down so she could more easily play and fondle my now rock hard cock. Situated at the side of the pool as we were, I also knew that it was virtually impossible to see anything from the house even if anyone was looking.
"Kathy's taking David on a quick tour of the house. We discussed this before the two of you even came over. I thought it might be fun, and give you and I a chance to mess around a little bit. Unless you're not interested of course."
In response, I leaned over and kissed her, pulling the top of her suit down in the process so I could also lick and kiss her nipples.
"Hmm," Kathryn sighed. "I guess you are interested after all! And don't worry; we've got plenty of time. Kathy's going to show David the billiard table and challenge him to a game, that should give you and I plenty of time to enjoy ourselves!"
Kathryn pulled off the rest of her suit as I quickly struggled out of mine, letting it float away. We came together by the edge of the pool, still well out of sight of the house, and I quickly entered her from in front as she straddled my waist and allowed the buoyancy of the water to support her. We'd fucked in the pool before of course, but that old naughty sensation of doing so again with the possibility of being discovered merely fanned the flames of desire and passion that I so thoroughly enjoyed.
"Oh yes. Fuck me David...fuck me!"
I stopped, staring into her face.
"I was just kidding Nicky. I knew that would get a rise out of you."
But truthfully, for a moment there I had to wonder. Only when Kathryn began to rock against me and slide that wet clasping pussy over the shaft of my cock did I relax and begin to enjoy our coupling out in the pool.
I'll admit, that secret quick little pool fuck did a lot to lift my spirits and calm my nerves. Kathryn then suggested that David and I stay on for dinner later that evening, though remarking that she would need to head into town briefly to pick up a few things. At her suggestion she asked David to tag along with her, leaving Kathy and I alone at the house. I knew with the twins arriving the next day that Kathy had every intention of taking advantage of whatever time we had whenever we were left alone. And so it was that I was delighted when David agreed to go along with Kathryn into town. Kathy licked her lips suggestively, winking at me.
"We'll probably be gone a couple of hours. I also want to stop and pick up a few bottles of wine for later."
Kathryn had mentioned earlier about our sitting out in the hot tub later that evening after it had cooled down. The thought of relaxing in the tub with a glass of wine sounded perfect and I actually found myself looking forward to it.
Kathryn and David had barely exited the drive onto the main highway when Kathy was leading me by the hand towards the upstairs bedroom.
"Mom gave us a while to enjoy ourselves," Kathy grinned. "And I intend on having you perform one of those marathon pussy eating sessions while we still have the chance to do so," she said in no uncertain terms.
"Ah oh. A lock jaw session," I quipped back.
"It'll be worth it," she promised. "It's been a while since I've given you one of my first class blowjobs too."
As promised, Kathryn and David were gone just over two hours. I'd managed to clit-lick Kathy's cunt to three very intense, very pleasurable orgasms. She was one of the few women I'd ever known whose pussy literally seemed to flood with pussy juice when she came, and it was as sweet as it always was. Just sucking and nipping her clitoris, which was also a rather large and pronounced one, made the whole experience that much more erotic and enjoyable anyway.
She had in turn given me one of the best blowjobs I'd ever received in my life. Though I never asked, and never bothered to question it, she started out very similarly to the way her mother did it. Though Kathryn could be excruciatingly slow in the initial teasing stage. Kathy on the other hand worked me up rather quickly, but then used a different tormenting approach, bringing you just to the brink of orgasm before slowing and starting over at the beginning. Twice I thought she was going to allow me to finally cum in her mouth. But she'd stopped at the very last moment, squeezed me, thus stemming off the inevitable eruption, and finally when the feeling had passed safely, would begin that slow teasing feather lick process until a minute later she was deep-throating me with a wild frenzied abandonment.
We'd barely managed to dress and make ourselves presentable when I heard the car pulling up into the drive. Kathy and I went out to see if we could help bring in the groceries, and David handed me one sack while giving me an amusing smile.
"What?" I asked looking at him.
"You owe me for this one dad," he stated. "But I do like Kathy a lot better than any of those other women you've been seeing."
I was about to remind him that Kathy was married, but that thought suddenly stuck in my throat as I realized how it would have sounded coming from me in the first place, so I chose instead to remain silent. Even so as David closed the trunk lid after grabbing the last grocery sack he got in the last word anyway.
"She does have great looking tits doesn't she?"
I followed silently behind him on into the house, biting my tongue all the way. Regardless of whatever else happened, it was certainly going to be an interesting evening. Obviously I hadn't given David enough credit, or perhaps I didn't know my son half as well as I thought I did.
Dinner went smoothly with simple conversation and I was once again beginning to relax. We'd had several glasses of wine, so I was also feeling a little giddy on top of everything else. When David inquired about sitting out in the hot tub, I didn't think much of it. Everyone thought that was a great idea, so we grabbed a fresh bottle of wine and headed outside to the cabana.
"I need to go upstairs and put on my swim trunks," I announced, realizing that no one else had headed upstairs to change first.
"Oh, sorry Nicky. I guess I forgot to tell you," Kathryn began. "But we don't wear suits in the tub. All that soap and chemicals trapped inside them clogs up the filters."
I shot Kathryn a disbelieving look. Had she forgotten that David was with us? Kathy had already reached the door of the cabana with David close behind. That gave me a chance to turn to her and ask what she was doing. But she headed me off.
"Don't worry about it. It's dark inside the tub area unless we turn the lights on. And we won't if you're that worried about it. But it's not like David's not seen a naked woman before, and nothings going to happen. We're just going to sit, relax, drink some wine and have a pleasant evening. So quit being such a stick in the mud."
I guess my mouth was hanging open, and I closed it before uttering a single word. Perhaps I really was being silly about all this. Kathryn was right, David wasn't a young kid anymore, and certainly not innocent. Sitting in the tub naked with two mature looking women wasn't going to turn him into a sex crazed animal. At least I hoped it wouldn't.
By the time we entered the tub area, Kathy had already slipped off her shift and settled down into the tub. David was just finishing undressing, and seemed a little hesitant at first as he finally removed his clothing before climbing down into the water. I noticed as he did so that he purposely chose a safe seat, a respectable distance away from where Kathy was sitting.
Kathy had turned on the under water lighting, but it was subdued, allowing just enough light to barely see by. As Kathryn pulled off her summer dress, I noticed that David averted his eyes so that he wasn't staring at her as she took it off. She then entered the tub and David continued to focus his attention away from her as she did. I quickly joined them, settling down in the water between the two women who were occupying two of the corner seats with David sitting across from us on the other side.
Kathy had already begun pouring us each a glass of wine into plastic wine glasses that they kept in a sideboard next to the tub. She handed one of the glasses to David and we both saw the emergence of her breasts lift out of the water as she reached over to hand it to him. David took the proffered glass of wine and looked away almost immediately. I actually smiled. He was doing his level best to not stare at either one of them, and I found this suddenly amusing. Kathryn offered up a simple toast at that point, and we clinked our plastic glasses together, settling back to enjoy the soothing massage that the water jets were affording us.
Kathryn began asking David what his plans for the future were, and as he responded to her and seemed to relax and answer her questions, I was caught totally unprepared as Kathryn's hand suddenly sought me out beneath the swirling water. She continued on with her light banter, all the while stroking my rapidly hardening penis. On the one hand, I was a little alarmed at what she was doing with David sitting there across from us. On the other, I was also beginning to warm to that naughty side of my self that enjoyed the excitement of a little danger and wildness that I so thoroughly enjoyed.
A few minutes later, Kathy slid over a little closer to me, effectively sandwiching me between the two women. I felt her hand search me out, and for a moment, both women seemed to stumble over who was doing what to me beneath the water. All I could do was sit there and smile, pretending that nothing was going on, listening to David and Kathryn carry on their conversation.
We finally polished off the second bottle of wine and decided to go ahead and open the third. We'd left it inside the house however, so it was obvious that someone was going to have to get out and go get it. I was certainly in no condition to do so, and as David didn't readily offer to get out, I wondered briefly if he was experiencing the same dilemma I was.
Kathy made the decision for us both as she stood up and announced she'd go get the wine. She'd taken one step and seemed to slip, stumbling as she did. David had no choice but to reach out and catch her before she landed on top of him. As she fell, I noticed her breasts land fully upside David's head and he collapsed in a heap beneath her as they both slid further into the middle of the tub.
Kathryn was laughing, as was Kathy and then David re-emerged, laughing too.
"Maybe you've already had enough wine," Kathryn stated, still giggling.
David's face was crimson with obvious embarrassment.
"Maybe you'd better send David to get it instead," she added.
"Oh, I don't think David would feel very comfortable at the moment. Not that I meant to hurt him or anything, but I might have accidentally injured his private parts. Are you OK David?" Kathy asked turning back towards him.
If anything, David's face had turned an even brighter shade of red.
"Oh...no, I'm fine," he managed to stammer out. "And I'll go get that wine."
In a flash, David turned, stood up and literally bolted from the tub. All anyone saw was his backside as he dashed from the room where the tub was, back out into the dressing area of the cabana.
I glanced over in Kathy's direction with a questioning look.
"Honestly, I didn't mean to do that," she said looking at me coquettishly. "But I will say, David's certainly built like his father!"
Kathryn didn't comment on her daughter's remark, but she did give her the same look that I had, which asked: "What the fuck are you doing?"
"Maybe I better go see how he's doing," Kathy stated, and climbed out of the tub, grabbing one of the robes hanging on a nearby hook, along with an extra one for David.
"I'll be right back," she said.
Kathryn had already reached over grabbing my arm, and I took the gesture as one in which to sit still and not say anything. She waited until Kathy had left.
"Kathryn?" I asked looking at her.
"I don't know Nicky. I think she's just teasing him, and you a little is all. I don't know if she really did trip or not. But either way, lets not make a big deal out of it. If I think its necessary, I'll have a word with her later if things start to get out of hand. But lets face it, we're all feeling a little frisky, and the wine's certainly having its effect on us all. Besides, even if the two of them do, do something, .are you going to sit here and tell me that you disapprove of that sort of thing?"
Kathryn had me there and she knew it. I was about to remind her that David was my son and that it felt a little weird with his being here and seeing the three of us flirting and playing around right beneath his nose. And then the reality of that particular thought struck home when it dawned on me, Kathy was her daughter after all.
"Nicky, no one is going to do anything with anyone if any of us is uncomfortable. And that certainly includes David. But, you'd better be prepared in your own frame of mind that if the two of them do find one another attractive enough to want to fool around a little bit, that it is after all...tit for tat."
"Yes, but its her tit, and his tat that worries me."
Kathryn put a stop to our discussion at that moment by swinging herself over onto me. With one swift move, she'd suddenly placed herself into my lap, capturing my cock with one easy downward lunge.
"Shut up and fuck me," she ordered. "Unless of course you still want to be sitting here like this when they do come back!"
We'd barely had time to get into a nice rhythmic fucking when the sound of their return reached our ears.
"Damn!" I said, reaching around, grabbing Kathryn's ass to lift her off and away from me.
She struggled briefly as though determined to stay right where she was until the door to the cabana actually opened. Only then did she slide off and once again position herself sitting beside me with a really wicked looking grin on her face.
At that moment Kathy entered the enclosure.
"Sorry, I tried to give you as much time as I could, but..."
She never finished her statement as David came in behind her a moment later, now wearing the robe Kathy had chased after him with and carrying the wine bottle. She was naked however, not bothering to have brought hers back with her. She climbed down into the tub, and accepted the bottle of wine back from David.
As David disrobed, I realized that I'd never been in a position in recent years to see David in the nude. As he let the robe fall from his shoulders and quickly moved to re-enter the tub, I saw that though he wasn't sporting a full-on hardon, he was in that in-between state that indicated he was aroused without being obvious about it. I also noticed that Kathryn and Kathy were looking at him as he stepped down into the water and sat down.
"Oh my," Kathryn said aloud. And it was quite obvious what she was referring to.
"You and David do share several attributes together don't you?"
I was surprised to see David smile, still blushing, but not nearly so much as he'd done earlier. Instead of sliding back over to sit by me, Kathy scooted over closer to David under the guise of filling his wine glass. Once she'd done so however, she remained where she was. David looked at me with what could only be described as a wild-eyed look on his face.
"Enjoy yourselves," I heard myself suddenly saying. "What the hell, I was your age once!"
"It's about time!" Kathy quipped, and then she leaned over to kiss David very hard and very passionately.
I watched them for only a second before Kathryn simply moved back over in front of me, climbing back up into my lap once again. We took up where we'd left off, and in moments, the sounds of similar activity taking place across from us reached my ears.
The lighting was subdued enough to keep us all feeling relatively comfortable with the obviousness of what was happening. Even with this however, it was hard not to become even more aroused and excited as Kathy's signature moans and groans began to permeate the atmosphere. She was at least having a really good time. I hadn't intended nor meant for anything to become competitive. But before I knew it, I was striving to bring Kathryn to the same level of intensity that David was obviously bringing Kathy towards.
When the auto-cycle of the whirlpool jets stopped, no one made any effort or attempt to turn them back on. By this time we were all making our own unique little whirlpool waves anyway. The feel of Kathryn's wonderfully wet cunt was making it very difficult for me to continue to hold out. And she wasn't helping much either. The lusty excitement seemed to have placed us all under some kind of spell, as she was becoming more and more vocal than I'd ever heard her before.



"Oh Nicky! Fuck me with that big fat cock of yours!" she yelled excitedly.
Not only was my cock being nicely stroked, but suddenly so was my ego. Knowing full well that with the silence of the jets shutting off, that nearly everything that was being said or felt was being heard, I knew that Kathryn's comment hadn't gone un-noticed.
And then the competition really began.
"Fuck me David!" Kathy said aloud now. "Fuck me as hard as you're father's fucking my mother!" she screamed.
I heard David's panting grunts suddenly added to the fray of indescribable passion of sound and eroticism we were all feeling and experiencing together. The sound of the slapping water against Kathryn's ass as I drove into her simply compounded the unbelievable sensations I was enjoying as I slid in and out of her pussy. Kathryn was no longer able to utter coherent phrases, and had simply moved on to one-word sentences, punctuating each and every thrust of my cock as I slid in and out of her.
"Ah...fuck. Oh...fuck. Cock...fuck. Cunt...fuck. Oh cunt...fuck cunt...fuck me!" she kept repeating over and over every time I thrust upward inside of her.
Kathy on the other hand was more of a long drawn out type of groaner, moaner when she was really feeling it. And her added wails of delight and ecstasy were certainly being felt and uninhibitedly expressed as well.
"Ohhh, Ahhh, Mmmm, Ahhh, Fuck yesss!" she said, adding to the symphony of lusty sounds and dirty words now being shouted in the revelry of passion and heightened desire as we all climbed up towards that peak of orgasm that each one of us would soon be jumping off of.
No longer able to contain it, nor control my inevitable release, I slammed into Kathryn one more time as fully and as deeply as was possible to do and felt the first magnificent release of my cum explode inside her. As I expected, Kathryn had been waiting for that and met me at the apex of the first powerful spurt inside her cunt. She tensed, digging her nails into my shoulders and came with me. I felt her cunt expand, and then erupt with a sudden forcefulness that sent a river of her female fluids cascading over and around my cock. Even in the water, the subtle difference of her pearly female ejaculate was clearly felt and easily distinguishable. She slid even more easily up and down my cock, milking it, and emptying herself upon me.
Across the way, Kathy had gone into the throes of her own orgasm. It was the sudden silence that told me so, as she was prone to almost hold her breath, sucking the force of her pleasure in until it would explode with one massive ear splitting scream of pure unadulterated pleasure. When it came, I was prepared for it, but obviously David hadn't been, and I think it took him by surprise.
When Kathy erupted, and that high pitched yell of hers split the air, I almost burst out laughing as did Kathryn as we both heard David's sad effort to speak silently to himself though he obviously failed to do so.
"Holly fuckin shit!" he exclaimed, obviously startled by the onslaught as Kathy continued to wail loudly while continuing to thrash equally as wildly against him.
Kathryn had slid off me by this time and cozy'ed herself next to me obviously well satisfied. Kathy too finally collapsed and merely slumped against David still sitting in his lap.
"Oh my," she finally managed to breath. "That was good, really, really good!"
I couldn't help but notice the look of bewilderment in my son's eyes however. Obviously all this had been well beyond anything he could have ever imagined before. But he took us all by surprise when he sat back, and laughed.
"Shit dad! No wonder you were excited about moving back here!" he stated finally.
Kathryn looked at me. "So, you didn't say anything about moving back here. Are you?"
I nodded my head yes. "I wasn't sure at first, but I am now," I admitted finally. "I wanted to make sure that David was OK with it."
"Oh, I'm OK with it!" he said grinning. "Definitely OK with it!"
"You know," Kathy said interrupting. "He's the only one who hasn't cum yet. Mom? Would you like to do the honors? I could really use a breather."
I saw the shy look of discomfort on my son's face as Kathy revealed the truth of their coupling.
"Nicky? Lets leave the two of them alone for a few shall we? Besides, I'd like to have a nice little session with that tongue of yours. And I'd much rather do that in a bed."
Kathy stood up, extending out her hand to me. I took it, stood up, aware that I was still somewhat erect, but uncaring that I was now as exposed to my son as he'd been to me earlier.
"See you two in a while," Kathy stated as we exited the hot tub.
I glanced back briefly just before leaving the room. Kathryn had already positioned David on the edge of the tub and was about to treat him to one of her world famous slow teasing blowjobs.
My own cock twitched with renewed interest, and I quickly caught up to Kathy as she ran across the yard towards the house.
It was very late by the time I managed to crawl home. I had no clue where David was or what he was doing. But I did know one thing; he was in very good hands. As exhausted as I was, I still lay in bed unable to sleep for a time, recalling and reliving all the times and experiences I'd once had and enjoyed at David's age. I'm sure that any number of people would have found what we'd just done and experienced together appalling. But as I lay in bed, I could only look back with fondness for the experiences I'd enjoyed then, and looked forward even more to enjoying now. I seriously doubted there would be a repeat performance of this evening. Especially as Kathy's twin daughters would be arriving in the afternoon. But I certainly wouldn't balk at anything else happening if the opportunity proved itself either. With those thoughts running around in my mind, I fell into a very deep and peaceful sleep.
David was already up and about long before I was able to. I'd half expected him to sleep in, or at the very least try and distance himself from me especially after everything that had happened. To my surprise however, he was excited, enthusiastic, and had obviously been busy all morning long doing some packing and cleaning that we'd for obvious reasons put off doing.
As I entered the kitchen, David met me, handing me a cup of freshly brewed coffee before pouring one for himself. Just the way he was acting reminded me of myself all those many years ago, and the enthusiastic way I remembered approaching the new day after my initial experience with Mrs. Steel.
We didn't even need to discuss the evening, smiles and grins all around conveyed as much without so many words being spoken. In truth, neither one of us could keep from smiling. Together, we tackled the balance of the unfinished chores we had ahead of us and then headed off for dinner and a movie together.
Though we'd been invited over that same evening to meet Kathy's girls, David and I had already discussed and agreed that we'd allow them that first day together to visit without having a couple of strangers dropped on them. We had also agreed however to come over on Sunday afternoon where we'd all pile into the Kathryn's motor home for a drive on up to the lake. I wasn't exactly sure of the sleeping arrangements having not seen the inside of the motor home, but Kathryn had already assured me that there was plenty of room for everyone, and that it would be a great way to spend the evening up in the mountains and really enjoy the fresh air and beautiful scenery.
Already I was wondering if there would be any further chance of enjoying some other kind of scenery, and knowing full well how careful and cautious we would all have to be, as I certainly didn't want Kathy's daughters reporting anything back to her husband that would cause her grief.
#
It was less than a two-hour drive to the lake, and would give us all plenty of time to get to know one another better. So the initial introductions were brief after David and I arrived and finally met the twins.
Though the girls were certainly identical twins, it was also just as obvious that they had opted to make themselves just enough different to keep from being confused. Kathy explained that though the girls enjoyed being twins, their personality and independent natures were as different as night and day. The thing that immediately struck me about Kelly was how she looked so much like the way her mother did when she was her age. Even now she wore her long hair in the same style and way that her mother did. She seemed to have the same mannerisms her mother did, though she was also far less vocal when compared to her sisters much bolder and more outgoing nature. Shelly had styled her own hair considerably shorter, and I surmised that of the two, she was or had been the tomboy and in all likelihood had caused her mother more pain and anguish growing up than her sister did.
The girls were certainly built similarly to Kathy as well as Kathryn in another way too. I guess that large breasts seemed to run in the family, and both girls were generously endowed, though once again Kelly dressed in such a way as to tone down her endowments, whereas Shelly dressed in a tight low cut tank top without bra that clearly showed her self confidence and lack of concern for what anyone might think one way or the other.
David had certainly noticed the obvious as well, but I was glad that he didn't seem to fawn all over either one of them like a dog in heat. I was also equally glad that the three of them seemed to hit it off together the moment they'd met. We finished packing up the motor home for our little adventure, and then hit the road. I sat up front with Kathryn to keep her company, and Kathy, David and the twins sat around the kitchen table playing cards and getting to know one another better on the drive up.
"Seems like the kids like one another well enough," I said. "Glad for that, I was worried that maybe they wouldn't like David after they met him, or that it could cause problems because there's only one of him and two of them!"
Kathryn glanced my way and smiled. "Don't know why you should have worried about that. I know my grand-daughters, they certainly have their differences, but they've always been really good at sharing their toys."
Once again Kathryn looked at me and laughed openly. "I didn't mean anything by that. Actually, the girls have never had problems when it came to having boyfriends, or trying to steal them from one another or anything like that. They each have their different tastes in men, so it's never caused either one of them problems."
Kathryn looked back towards the kitchen area to make sure everyone up there was entertaining themselves. I watched as she casually drew the tee shirt she was wearing up over her breasts revealing them to me. With one hand on the wheel, she fingered her nipples until they stood erect and inviting.
Situated as we were, the driver and passengers seating was somewhat below and partially covered by the upper bed over the cab of the motor home. Unless someone stood up and walked forward into the compartment, it would be virtually impossible to see what was going on. In addition to that, the normal noise of the motor home cut down conversation to a dull buzzing sound unless you clearly spoke up. That way our conversation remained private so long as we kept our voices down.
"Take it out and play with it for me. I want to watch you masturbate," she said. "Besides, it will really help pass the time until we get up to the lake."
I laughed nervously, though unzipping my fly in the process. "I'm not sure I can do that quite that long," I joked back with her.
Kathryn nodded her head in agreement. "Well, if nothing else we can pull over half way and switch places." Though I noticed she was alternating between fingering her nipples for me and occasionally dipping her hand down between her legs to slip them beneath the hem of her very short shorts.
I wasn't fully erect yet as I pulled my cock out into the open.
"Let me see it grow," she said. "I like watching that."
So, without any additional help from my hand, I allowed my slowly stiffening member to remain completely unmolested and open to its own devices. Just watching her toy and play with her nipples however was more than sufficient stimulus to accomplish the required task. My cock steadily grew harder and thicker as I remained sitting, simply watching Kathryn and enjoying the view. From behind us however, the obvious sound of someone approaching immediately caused Kathryn to hurriedly pull her tee shirt back down covering her breasts. I on the other hand had a much more difficult problem hiding my condition, and far less time to be able to do it. Luckily I had brought a lightweight jacket with me, using it to drape across my lap at the last possible moment. A second or two after that Shelly popped her head in between the seats.
"Well? So how are the two of you doing up here?" she asked. "Enjoying the view?" she said peering out past us to look out the windshield.
"Matter of fact we were," Kathryn answered. "I've always found this drive exciting and beautiful, and even more so today."
I tried to cover a give away smile. But noticed that Shelly was pointedly looking directly at me.
"It's still hard flat ground out here. We're not anywhere's near the mountains yet," she stated still looking directly at me and smiling. "Though there are a few interesting hills here and there to look at," she added still smiling towards me.
"Yes, it's definitely hard. But not nearly so flat as you might think." Kathryn commented, and it was all I could do not to choke after hearing her say that on top of what Shelly had just said.
"Well, if you need anything, just call and I'll come," she said. And then I saw her wink at me.
I did go into a coughing fit over that one, and heard her say something about getting me something to drink. She was gone as quickly as she'd arrived, and I took that moment to try and reposition myself a little more comfortably.
"You don't think she knows what we've been doing up here does she?" I asked worriedly.
Kathryn shrugged her shoulders. "Maybe, maybe not. Even if she were suspicious, I wouldn't worry about it. Kathy has already told them both that you and I were lovers a long time ago. So they do know the whole story yes. I have no intention of sneaking around their backs and see no point in it. So if they're aware from the get-go that you and I have a history together, it will make it less awkward if they do stumble on us doing something don't you agree?"
"Well yes, I guess so."
Shelly returned at that moment handing me a cold drink of water. "Here, I hope this helps. It is awfully warm up here. And I'm sure that this will help cool you down a little."
With that, Shelly turned, heading back to where the others were sitting, still playing cards.
"I think she knows!" I whispered quietly.
"I don't care," Kathryn giggled. "Now, since you've probably gotten soft, take it back out and let me watch it grow hard again."
This time as I revealed my slowly hardening cock, I kept my jacket a little more handy and turned slightly in my seat so as to keep one eye turned towards the back.
"Ahhhh, that's better," Kathryn said looking over at me. And likewise she lifted her shirt over her breasts again too, though her nipples were just as hard and erect as they had been before covering herself up.
"Now, play with it for me. I want to see you cum too!"
"Here?"
"Yes, here."
"What about the..."
"We'll worry about that afterwards. I want to watch it spurt."
I began jacking off in earnest then, all the while keeping a sharp eye out towards the back as well as one eye on Kathryn as she continued fingering herself and caressing her boobs for me.
We drove for a considerable time just watching one another masturbating and I had to admit it was really turning me on.
"You getting close yet?" she asked
"You?" I countered breathlessly.
"Anytime you are," she answered.
"Then now!" I said, almost a little too loudly. And felt the first pleasurable spurt escape my cock, splattering against the back of the seat near my head.
"Oh fuck yes!" Kathryn exclaimed. And I was again fearful that we might be overheard as she cried out, "Shoot it baby, shoot it for me!"
I continued pumping my prick, allowing the streamers of my spunk to fall where they may. Not yet worrying about the mess I'd have to clean up, or how I'd go about accomplishing that in fact. For the moment, the pleasurable release of my semen exploding from my prick was all that mattered. That and the fact that Kathryn seemed to be enjoying the show as was evidenced by the nice little orgasm that she seemed to have brought about with her fingers too.
Only when the lust had finally been replaced with this new sticky predicament, did I pause to consider how I was going to clean myself, and everything else up too.
"Shelly?" Kathryn suddenly called out towards the back. "Would you mind bringing up a wet wash cloth? We've spilled something up here," she announced.
I couldn't believe my ears, frantically looking about to ensure that nothing too noticeable would be discovered.
"Here you go," Shelly said handing me the wet cloth.
"Thank you dear," Kathryn told her. "Now, if you would, could you also get me something fresh to drink?"
Shelly left allowing me to hurriedly wipe away the telltale signs of my orgasm.
"I can't believe you did that," I told her. But I wasn't angry, just a little stunned that she'd nearly gotten us caught.
Kathryn began pulling the motor home over to the shoulder of the road.
"Now what are you doing?"
"You're not the only one who's messy!" she stated with a mischievous grin. After she'd stopped the motor home, she stood up out of her seat and it was evident that her crotch was soaking wet.
"What's wrong?" Kathy asked coming forward.
"Nothing really. I just had a slight accident. And I need to change my shorts."
Kathy looked at her mother knowingly, and then at me. "Ah huh. I see the two of you have been busy up here. Want me to drive the rest of the way mother?"
"No, unless you really want to. This will just take me a moment and then we can get going again."
By this time everyone else had come forward to see what was going on, it was starting to get a little crowded.
"What's going on?" Kelly and David asked almost at the same time.
"Nanna had a little accident is all," Shelly said from somewhere towards the back. "And I think Nick did too. Seems like they spilled on one another or something."
"Or something," I heard Kelly add. And then the twins snickered in unison.
"Ok girls, let's everyone get back to our seats," Kathy stated. But I could hear the subtle snicker in the tone of her words as she said it.
"Listen, while we're stopped I need to pee." I opened the passenger door, stepping out. Though there was an indoor bathroom, I didn't see the point of using it when I could stand off to one side and relieve myself.
"Want a cigarette too?" Shelly questioned, though I'm not sure she'd said it intending me to have heard it.
"Damn!" I thought to myself. "She does know!"
A few minutes later, after I'd had my smoke and taken a pee, we got back on the road.
"We should be there in less than an hour now," Kathryn informed everyone. So if you girls want to go swimming before dark, you'll need to help us set up the awning and all that before you leave."
"By the way?" Shelly began to ask. "What ARE the sleeping arrangements anyway?"
"Well, I thought it would be easier to give you and you're sister the back bedroom. You're mother and I will sleep in the cab-over, and David and Nick can have the singles on either side of the table once we've made them up."



"Ah, I hate that bedroom!" Shelly exclaimed. I like being able to look out the windows at night. Why don't you and mom take the back room and let Kelly and I have the cab-over?"
"We'll see," Kathryn said. But the disappointment on her face was clearly evident. Obviously she was planning for something a little extra curricular, but didn't want to make an issue out of the sleeping arrangements.
We finally reached the lake, quickly pulling out the lawn chairs and covered awning. David and I proceeded to gather wood to build a fire later. And then the girls anxiously coaxed David off with them to go down to the lake for an early evening swim.
"Don't be gone too long!" Kathy called out after them.
"And NO skinny dipping either!" Kathryn added. Though it was evident she'd said it somewhat teasingly.
"Oh Nanna!" Kelly responded. And took off after her sister who was already half dragging David behind her.
"You know," I began saying. "I don't recall either one of them taking a suit with them."
"I think you're right Nicky," Kathryn said offhandedly. "I guess they're going to defy me once again it would appear."
The sun was just setting by the time the three of them came back into camp. David walked over towards me, an enormous smile splitting his face. Leaning over so that no one else could hear he spoke, "Wow dad. They really are identical twins!"
Glaring at him I responded. "You didn't!"
"Go skinny-dipping? Yes. Nothing else though...honest! I was surprised as hell when they both tore off their clothes and dove into the lake. I joined them of course, but after that all we did was swim around for a while. Really. But I'll be honest with you dad, they really ARE identical. Even the way they've shaved their..."
I cut him off as one of the twins came up to us with a couple of cold beers. "Do you want one of these David? Or would you rather have a Coke or something?"
David gratefully accepted the beer, as did I. And as Kathy and Kathryn then moved over to sit down and join us, the subject we'd been discussing previously was dropped.
The problem was, I now had this mental image running around inside my head.
We sat around the campfire enjoying the evening. I had a pretty good buzz going from the beer and the switch to Tequila shots later that night. It was very late when we finally decided to retire, and the girls all took turns getting ready for bed in the back bedroom. Kathy had made up the single beds for David and I, which were narrow but comfortable. David almost immediately fell asleep, and though I was just as tired as he was, I remained awake listening to the sounds from the back bedroom, as the girls got ready for bed. Kathy soon came out to make sure I was comfortable, and I couldn't help but feel a little annoyed that she wouldn't be sleeping out here with me. She was wearing flannel pajama's though, which at least didn't titillate me any more than she could have, had she appeared in some sort of revealing nightgown. Kathryn on the other hand came out to say goodnight, and I saw she was dressed in nothing more than a tee shirt and pair of panties. We said our goodnights, and I waited patiently for the twins to emerge so I could shut off the small overhead light and finally go to sleep.
Shelly and Kelly came out a short time later and immediately crawled up into the doublewide bed in the cab-over. As they passed down the narrow isle between my bed and David's I glanced up watching them pass. Shelly was dressed for bed very similar to the way Kathryn was, wearing nothing more than another tight tank top that accentuated her full bare breasts, and a pair of white cotton panties. I was surprised when she stopped by my bed, leaned over and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek.
"Goodnight Nicky!"
Suddenly EVERYONE was calling me Nicky. I didn't mind it though really. It was just another one of those simple reminders that said sometimes things didn't change all that much after all.
Kelly on the other hand was wearing a typical light blue nightgown. It was sheer just enough to reveal the darker coloration of her nipples beneath the thin material. As I watched her approach and then pass by me on the way up to bed, I caught the briefest glimpse of a darker thin-stripped spot between her legs as the knee length gown clung to her as she approached.
The girls finally tumbled into bed and I gave them a moment to settle in before reaching up and turning off the light.
True to form, the twins had pulled open the curtains on the windows letting in just enough light to cast shapes and shadows over everything inside the motor home. Beyond that however it was pitch black and hard to make anything out very clearly.
Across from me David was already beginning to snore in his sleep. And though it wasn't a loud snore, being a fairly light sleeper, I had to pull the pillow over my head to block out the sound so that I could finally fall asleep myself.
I eventually did fall asleep and at one point began dreaming. In the dream, I was again that same eighteen year old kid, working out in Mrs. Steel's backyard. The cabana was there this time though, unlike it had really been back then. As I weeded the nearby garden area, I watched the twins, Kelly and Shelly emerge from the house, heading down the tiled pathway to the pool area and on into the cabana. Closing the door after themselves, I became suddenly curious and decided to sneak over, attempting to spy on them.
In reality, there was no window on the cabana that allowed you to look inside the room where the hot tub was. In my dream however, there was. And I stood outside looking through it into the room. It took me just a moment to find Kelly who was naked and had positioned herself over one of the pulsating jets. It was obvious as to what she was doing and I stood there fascinated, becoming very aroused as I watched her pleasure herself. I could not see Shelly however and though that didn't alarm me for some reason, as I had no idea where she had disappeared. I continued to stand there watching Kelly as she moved against the water jets in an almost trance like dance of sensuality.
I'd pulled out my cock and had begun to stroke it as I watched her. Though I wasn't trying to hide my presence as I stood there looking in, I didn't feel that Kelly knew I was there, or at the very least cared even if I was.
The sensation of a soft warm hand suddenly encircling my cock from behind alerted me to Shelly's sudden appearance. In the dream I was about to turn around and say something to her, but she hushed me almost immediately.
"Shhhh. Just relax...and watch," she told me
I was a little frightened; worried that someone else would come out and discover what we were doing. But the feel of her hand on me as she continued to play with me was too exquisite a sensation to ignore.
In the next instant she was on her knees. I felt her soft lips encircle the head of my cock and begin teasing it in an all too familiar way. I continued watching Kelly through the window, where she now looked up towards me and I saw that she could see me. I knew then that she had known I was standing there watching her as she cupped her breasts, playing with her nipples and continued to rotate her pussy, humping against the pulsating jet of the tub.
The odd thing however was that even as she did this, she suddenly appeared to fall asleep and I could hear her snoring. The incredible sensation that my cock was experiencing was too much however to allow me to try and make sense or comprehend how she could do that and still be masturbating the way that she was.
I was moaning now, the sweetness of Shelly's lips as they walked up and down my shaft, the flitter of her tongue against the super-sensitive head of my cock was almost becoming unbearable and I knew that an orgasm was only a few short moments away.
I reached down, tangled my hands in the softness of her hair as she continued to draw me even more deeply into her mouth. I was surprised at how real she felt. "How real this felt!" I found myself thinking. Suddenly it was dark and I was no longer standing at the window but lying down. The fabulous blowjob continued however, and I felt my balls draw tight in anticipation of release. But it was David's soft snoring that alerted me this was real, and that someone really was sucking and licking my dick.
I was far too close to orgasm to really care however. I knew immediately that it was in fact Shelly who was sucking and playing with me as my hands continued to fondle and caress her scalp with eager anticipation as the sperm boiled in my balls and began to travel up the shaft of my cock with a near blinding explosion that felt like it was going to rip off the top of my head.
I felt cum filling her mouth as she hungrily devoured me, swallowing jettison after hard surging jettison of my cream. I allowed a brief deep-throated groan to escape from between my lips, forcing Shelly to release my cock long enough to caution me against making too much noise.
"Shhhhh Nicky. You'll wake everyone," she cautioned me. And then immediately took my cock back into her mouth, ensuring that every last drop of my climax was captured and licked away by her swirling tongue.
I was fully awake now of course. And the possible ramifications of what had just occurred sent alarm bells ringing inside my head. I attempted to sit up, still speechless as to what I was going to say, or even could say when I felt her slide onto the narrow bed with me and position herself over my face.
"My turn," she whispered.
And somehow the logic of that added confusion to my still half fogged mind from the orgasm itself, and the realization of what had just happened.
Shelly had removed the white cotton panties I'd seen her wearing earlier. As she lowered her cunt onto my face, the aroma of her heat and her desire inflamed me all over again. Almost teasingly, she placed herself upon me, and I felt the soft tuft of that narrow strip of pubic hair caress my nose as she slid down more fully against me. Automatically I slid my tongue inside the furrow of her slit, tickling the hard little nubbin of her clitoris as she continued that slow tantalizing tease down my face. As she moved against me, I dug into the recess of her pussy, languishing in the flavors of juice that assaulted my senses. I began to flick at her with my tongue, stabbing at her slit, encircling her clit with my lips and vibrating it with kisses and tongue fucking's that soon had her writhing with pure pleasure and enjoyment.
I felt her reach up, and though I still could not see clearly, knew that she was pulling her tank-top up and over her head. Shelly reached down placing my hands upon her breasts and I was treated to the incredibly soft feel of her magnificent tits. As my tongue continued to dance inside her opening, my fingers likewise danced, flowing across her twin mounds. I captured her nipples between my fingers, pressing them together like a pair of lips sucking, and then did so with my actual lips upon her clitoris. I drew them both inside my mouth, as well as inside the mouth of my fingers that had captured one of her fully erect nips until releasing it to go in search of the other and began the whole process all over again.
I heard soft little mewlings of pleasure escape her lips as she continued to slowly slide up and down my face. In the background, the continued snoring of my son sleeping so close by, merely added excitement to the moment, causing my normally good judgment and caution to fly right out the window.
Before long, Shelly had begun to move against me in a steady rhythm as my tongue slid in and out of her pussy, occasionally grazing her clit where she would stop briefly, allowing me to kiss, suckle and torture it with my tongue. She would then slide up and down against my face a little faster, drenching me in her pussy juice as she strove towards her rapidly approaching orgasm.
With my hands still caressing and kneading the pliant tit-flesh that filled them, I tweaked her nipple's pulling on them, using them to coax her even closer to climax. So involved was I in bringing her to her pleasure that I failed to notice the initial contact as my cock was again being toyed and played with. It had already begun to harden of its own accord anyway as I'd become aroused eating and licking Shelly's cunt. Just as I felt the first shivering contraction telling me that Shelly was at the apex of her climax, I knew with some degree of certainty that Kelly was now the one stroking my prick to a full hardness. There was no time to ponder or question this unexpected turn of events as Shelly was now mashing herself against my face with unbridled passion. How she remained as quiet as she did, I didn't know, or frankly think much on. I was still worried we'd wake some one, as she rode herself against me to completion, her breath coming in hard-felt panting gasps.
My face was drenched, sticky with her juices as she finally slid off of me, standing back up on the floor. Sure enough, Kelly pulled her nightgown off and moved on top of me, placing my cock at the opening of her cunt, sliding down on it fully before I could utter a single word. Again, I remained totally and completely speechless at this point as the girls performed a sort of tag-team fuck fest with me.
As I reached up, placing my hands on Kelly's breasts now, I was immediately made aware of the distinct similarity's in the way hers felt in comparison to her sisters. I made the same curious discovery as I felt her nipples, already stiffened and ready in response to my caresses.
The biggest and most unexpected surprise was the tightness of Kelly's cunt. It had been years since I had felt or experienced this sensation. And don't get me wrong either, that decadent side of me that really enjoys the feel of a really wet sloppy pussy is a feeling in and of its self. And I really enjoy fucking a cunt that I can pound into and hear all kinds of gushy, juicy noises while doing so. But sliding into Kelly's almost vice-like grip was a near painful pleasure as it took some doing on my part to finally enter her fully. She remained against me unmoving, allowing her tight cunt to expand and more easily accommodate my length and width.
"You're right Shelly. It IS a lot bigger than any I've had before. And judging by what we saw today, though we didn't see his like this, I'd say David's is probably pretty close in size to his fathers."
I couldn't believe my ears. Lying beneath Kelly as she finally began to move against me, she continued her whispered conversation with her sister as though I wasn't even there.
"We'll find out tomorrow for sure," Shelly added. "Let's take David up to the caves on a hike, make sure you wear those really short shorts of yours. That will get his attention!"
I allowed myself a small little cough, reminding the girls that I was still here and listening to every word they were saying. Kelly and Shelly both laughed without making any attempt whatsoever to be quiet while doing it.
"Don't worry Nicky, Mom and Nanna have something special planned for you too I'll bet!"
That shut me up. There was obviously nothing that had escaped the twins, and if Kathy thought she was being secret about what had been going on, she had a big surprise coming. Not to mention what was taking place at this very moment. And I had no idea how in the hell I was going to deal with that. Already guilt pangs were entering my thoughts, but then Kelly increased the tempo of our coupling, and all concerns for what I might be getting myself into suddenly melted away as her sweet voracious cunt began to fuck me beyond reason.
Shelly moved over to stand closer to my head allowing me the opportunity and enjoyment to reach up and begin fondling one of her breasts. Throwing caution to the wind, I used the other to play with Kelly's breast, marveling at how similar each felt, how the curvature of their breasts was also distinctly alike in every way. Shelly moved behind her sister and I felt her hand cupping my ball-sack as my prick continued to pummel the inside of Kelly's cunt. She began to softly squeeze it, milking me, forcing that old familiar sensation to begin coursing through my body.
"Are you getting close sis? Because by the feel of it, I think old Nicky here's about to blow his nuts soon!"
I winced at the word 'old', though I'm sure she hadn't meant it in any derogatory way. But it did make me realize that I was the older guy in this bizarre little scenario taking place, and I still wasn't sure how I was going to mentally and emotionally deal with this in the morning.
"Almost...there!" Kelly breathed deeply, holding her breath, which reminded me a great deal of someone else I knew when she came. And then I felt another familiar gushing release as Kelly's pussy erupted, lathering my prick in a rich frothy substance that bathed my balls, ran down my shaft and pooled somewhere down between my legs soaking the sheets of the bed.
"Shoot it Nicky. Shoot it!" Shelly urged me. And I did. Slamming several hot loads of cum deep inside Kelly's still contracting pussy. Slowly, she began to ease her cunt strokes, finally holding still against me, allowing the both of us to quiet down and catch our respective breaths.
The girls soon gathered up their clothing and scampered quietly back up into their bed. Only then did I realize I could no longer hear David's snoring, wondering if that was a natural thing or not. Too tired to care or worry at the moment of one more possible complication, I rolled over, frowning inwardly for a brief moment at the contact of the proverbial 'wet-spot' and drifted deeply off to sleep.
Kathy was the first one awake and immediately began rousing everyone up to get dressed. They needed to put away our beds anyway so as to re-set up the kitchen table and begin preparing breakfast. As I stripped off the only blanket, I looked in horror at the obvious, glaring spot on the sheet that was a dead give away of last night's activities. Gathering up the sheet and wadding it into a ball I hurriedly stowed it under the seat before anyone else had a chance to see it and start asking questions. As it was, I still sought David out to see if I could glean any indication that he'd been aware of what had taken place, but his demeanor and attitude told me nothing. Though I was equally as pleased that he seemed his old happy go lucky self.
After breakfast was over, the kids cleared off the table and headed off to get dressed for the day. Kathy and I washed and dried the dishes as Kathryn had done all the cooking. Soon after the girls emerged from the back bedroom and I saw almost immediately that they were dressed for hiking, which I assumed included the very short, shorts that Kelly was wearing. The bottom half of her tight firm ass was peeking almost obscenely beneath the hem of her cut-off Levi's. Shelly had chosen yet another revealing tank-top as was her trade-mark of fashion or so it seemed, and Kelly was wearing a long sleeved shirt, though she had tied the shirttail into a knot, making herself a kind of halter-top out of it.
David came out of the closet bathroom which was barely big enough to turn around in let alone anything else, but he'd managed to dress in there which consisted of nothing more than a pair of cut-off jeans and a mid-rift foot ball jersey that was showing signs of eventually falling apart. They quickly threw a light snack together along with several bottles of water and prepared to head off for the day.
"I know what the girls are planning on doing today," I said more to myself than to anyone else, though still loud enough that Kathy heard me.
"I'd imagine the girls are taking David up to explore the caves," she responded.
"I think they're planning on exploring a lot more than that," I did actually say to myself, but then responded back to Kathy audibly. "Is that safe?"



"Well, they're not caves really. We've just always called them that. They're more like hollowed out holes in the rock caused by the wind more than anything else. We've been coming up here for years now, so the girls know this area almost as well as I do. Once in a while, they even find a few Indian artifacts or fossils embedded in the rock. So don't worry Nicky, there's nothing dangerous where they're going."
I kept my thoughts to myself and helped Kathy finish up with the last of the dishes before joining Kathryn at the kitchen table for another cup of morning coffee.
Unable to contain my thoughts any longer, I finally looked directly at Kathy and told her what I was worried and concerned about.
"The girls know all about the three of us!" I blurted out.
Kathy shook her head knowingly. "Well, I guess I shouldn't be surprised by that. Never did say they were naïve. They do know about our past after all, and it was probably as easy and putting two and two together."
"But what if any of this gets back to you're husband?" I asked.
Kathy sat back and sighed. "Well, I was waiting to say anything. But I guess now's as good a time as any."
Kathy turned more towards her mother than to me as she began. "The main reason I wanted to come home this time was to have some time to do some serious thinking. Greg and I've been unofficially separated now for a few month's. And I've been trying to decide if I wanted to make it a little more permanent, or try and salvage the marriage."
Kathryn didn't seem the least bit surprised by her daughter's sudden announcement.
"Frankly, I'm surprised it took you this long to decide. So, when are you moving back home?" she said simply. And then asked as an after thought. "By the way, what was it that made you finally decide?"
I actually saw Kathy blush slightly as she responded. "When I heard that Nicky was moving back here," she said.
"Well, that should complicate things a little," Kathryn stated though laughing as she did.
"Oh, you have NO idea!" I once again blurted out before I'd even realized I said what I did.
Kathy did shoot me a questioning look then. But I heard Kathryn let out a hard deep laugh.
"The twins!" Was all she had to say.
Kathy turned to face me. I was of half a mind to turn and bolt for the door and keep right on going.
"Ahhhhh. You know, I kind of wondered if it was such a good idea allowing the girls to sleep out here with the two of you last night. But in truth, I thought they'd sink their claws into David first. Or try to anyway. But I guess I should have known better. After our little conversation about all of us...as well as their Great Grandmother, I should probably have known better."
"Nothing like history repeating itself huh?" Kathy stated.
"Like mother like daughter?" Kathryn joined in saying.
"Or daughters," I had to add.
It wasn't really all that funny. But for some reason, we all broke up laughing.
"Oh my!" Kathryn exclaimed.
"What?" I asked, still trying to control my laughter as the ache in my gut actually began hurting.
"Poor David!" she said.
"Oh, Oh. Guess I'll be having one of those talks with my daughters later."
"Remember that wild crazy night we all spent together?" Kathryn reminded us.
Kathy and I both nodded our heads yes.
"Well, it sounds to me like we might have to have another group get together and discuss the ground rules, just like the four of us had to do back then."
"Are you being serious?" I asked her.
"Very serious. Listen. Since the two of you have both decided to move back here, I think things could get very complicated. So unless we're all open and honest with one another about our involvements, it's going to cause more problems for us all in the long run."
I quickly recalled the initial difficulties we had all experienced, and how Katie had been the one to resolve the situation so that no one got hurt, and no one ended up regretting anything we'd done or experienced with one another.
"You're right of course, Mrs. Steel," I said in my best eighteen-year-old voice. And the meaning behind that wasn't lost by either of them.
"Well? I say we haul our asses down to the lake for a swim!" Kathryn said standing up. "You two coming?"
"I hope so," Kathy responded with a wicked little smile showing on her face. "You know what else I think we should do mother?"
"What?" Kathryn asked back.
"I think, that we should all hike down to the lake in the nude like we used to do."
"That sounds like a wonderful idea Kathy!" Kathryn readily agreed. "It has been a while since we've done that!"
"What if someone else should see us?" I questioned concernedly.
"That's part of the fun Nicky. You should know that better than anyone!"
True. It was back then, and it was now too. "OK, count me in!"
"Like you wouldn't have?" Kathy teased back.
"Grab the BIG quilt for later Kathy," Kathryn added. "Nothing like fucking out in the open under a nice bright noon day sun!"
I had to admit. The day, let alone the very near future was starting to look interesting.
We spent the better part of the early morning simply enjoying our swim together. Swimming in the nude did enhance our lusty playfulness, so that eventually our thoughts turned towards the big fat quilt that we'd carried down to the lake with us. Kathy had found a semi-secluded spot in a nearby meadow, and we quickly spread out the oversized quilt and immediately began to have a little afternoon fun under the sun.
As we all moved onto the enormous quilt I asked the obvious question. "Well ladies, heads? Or tails?"
"Shut up and fuck me!" Kathryn ordered.
"I guess that means I get heads?" Kathy retorted back.
"Like you care?" her mother shot back
"Not hardly. Nicky always WAS, IS good at giving head."
I positioned myself somewhere in the middle of the quilt as Kathryn climbed aboard. As lusty feeling as we all were, she was already very wet and extremely horny. I slid inside her as easily as a hot knife slicing through butter and enjoyed that very familiar, sloppy-juicy pussy feeling that I so thoroughly enjoyed. As soon as her mother had slid onto my cock, Kathy positioned herself over my face. Likewise, her pussy was just as juicy and wet as her mothers, and in no time at all I was fucking one lovely cunt, and eating the other with uninhibited delight.
I suppose there's something to be said about age after all. I had learned at least over the course of the years to better pace myself. Kathryn easily achieved orgasm long before I was ready to, and I took a great deal of delight in that as she rode my stiff member in a series of truly delightful orgasms that washed over her in wave after wave of pleasure. When she was totally and completely satisfied, she slid off my prick and positioned herself by my side. Taking my cock into her mouth now, she began that truly agonizing, yet wonderful blowjob technique that she was known for doing.
Kathy in the meantime was fucking my face with renewed vigor. I'd just about given up on trying to keep my tongue inside her cunt, let alone upon her clit as she'd pretty much taken over. Mashing her self against me, it was about all I could do to hang on as she pushed herself against me, sliding that incredibly wet cunt the length of my face, down the length and depth of that glistening furrow. She was spreading pussy juice all over my face at this point which merely made everything all the more slippery and was now merely gliding towards climax with me hanging on for dear life.
"Oh gawd!" she wailed, and that ear piercing cum screaming voice of hers actually startled a few birds out of the trees a short distance away.
"Well if no one knew we were here...or what we were doing. They do now!" Kathryn said still mouthing the words around my anxious member.
By the time Kathy had recovered, Kathryn was turning the corner and heading down the home stretch. She was tonguing my cock rapidly at this point and lapping at it like a bitch in heat. Kathy immediately took up a position on the other side and joined her. Together, I felt both sets of tongues dueling and teasing my cock towards release. Sitting up enough to watch the two of them sucking and licking me together was a wondrous sight, and one in which soon had my balls churning cum-butter.
"Tell us Nicky, tell us when!" Kathy said, coaxing the precum from the tip of my cock as she did. And a few minutes later, about all I could manage was the word.
"NOW!" I yelled into the clear sky at the top of my lungs.
As the cum exploded from the tip of my cock in high arching ribbons of fluid, I could only sit there watching as Kathy and Kathryn fought over catching it in their mouths, missing most of it, which was still delightfully erotic to me as it splashed against their faces, landing in hair, necks, chins, and even their breasts. It had been a long time since I remember climaxing quite that much, or in quite such a volume. But under the circumstances I wasn't really all that surprised, and thoroughly delighted that I had, so I could see it and watch it myself.
"Ok, if no one heard Kathy earlier. They had to have heard that!" Kathryn stated. "I suggest we head back to the motor home. Besides, I'm sure by the time we get back there, we'll all be in the mood to do something else anyway!"
We quickly folded up the quilt and started back. It was still too early in the day to be worried about the kids showing up yet, but I did have to wonder how things were going for poor David.
"Yeah...right!" I thought to myself.
By the time we did get back to the Motor home the girls were in the mood again. But try as I might, I couldn't seem to produce an erection that had much behind it.
"I think I'm finally fucked out!" I announced somewhat dejectedly.
"Oh, I think we'll find something that will recharge your batteries," Kathy said.
We headed for the back bedroom, but even seeing those two luscious women naked didn't seem to be awakening my lusty desires. Even when I saw Kathy pull open the dresser drawer and produce two very interesting looking vibrators, which normally would have had my cock standing at full attention with just the thought of watching another woman masturbate.
"Which one do you want?" Kathy asked her mother, holding two differing sized toys up for her to inspect. One was pink, thick, obviously flexible with a bunch of knobby looking bumps on it running around all sides. The other was slim, silver and metallic looking.
"Give me the slim one. I'm just going to tease my clit a little with it," she informed everyone.
"Lets go outside and sit in the lawn chairs," Kathy suggested after handing over the toy her mother had chosen.
"You can't be serious!" I exclaimed. "Outside?"
"Sure! Why not? And besides Nicky, the warm sun will feel good while we're doing it," she added seriously.
"But what if somebody comes?" I had to ask.
They both laughed, "That's what we're hoping to do!" Kathy quipped. "Now come on Nicky, quit being such a spoil-sport. You're ruining all the fun and excitement!"
Before I could say anything further about it, they had both headed outside, placing themselves within their respective chairs, naked...wanton, and obviously horny as they began using their vibrating pricks to pleasure themselves with.
I had to admit. Sitting there watching them playing with themselves was incredibly erotic. Kathy pushed the fat toy inside her cunt, holding it there, half-crossing her legs in order to do so. She then reached up playing with her breasts, twirling her nipples. On rare occasion, she had even reached over giving her mother's a quick naughty little pinch too. I sat, watching, feeling the initial stirrings of my long dead cock actually awaken. Especially when Kathy lifted both legs, bent at the knee placing her feet flat within the lawn chair she was sitting in. Displayed as she was, so openly, so obscenely beautiful was getting to me, especially when I began to actually hear the sounds her pussy began making as she began pummeling her pussy with the pink rubber dildo.
It wasn't just her however, but Kathryn too. But then she did something I hadn't expected, slipping the much slimmer toy inside her ass vibrating at the highest possible setting. As she did this, she began slapping her pussy with the palm of her hand almost painfully. I knew she was stimulating her clit, but she was doing so in a way I had never seen her do before.
"Oh my...you're hard!" Kathy cooed teasingly as she glanced towards me, still thrusting the big pink cock in and out of herself with abandon even as she spoke.
"Really...really hard." Kathryn added, likewise continuing to stimulate her ass, not quite slapping her pussy as she had been, though I watched as she 'tweezer'ed' her clit with the tips of two fingers, pinching and pulling on it as she sat grinning at me.
"But it doesn't vibrate!" Kathy continued, all the while still sliding the slim soft buzzing toy in and out of herself.
"No...it doesn't, does it?" Kathryn said, continuing the nearly annoying banter with her daughter as she now slid the slimmer toy in and out of her ass with quick firm strokes.
"I'm not too sure of that at the moment," I finally said, grabbing my now very stiff cock, giving it several very hard shakes back and forth with my hand as I did. Though it made it appear more like a rubber toy than the very hard very erect throbbing cock it had finally become once again. I was just starting to become aroused by all this when the sound of a Jeep cresting the top of a nearby hill reached my ears.
"Shit! We've got company!" I stammered, already heading towards the motor home.
"Where the hell are you going?" Kathryn asked, stopping me in my tracks.
"Didn't you hear what I said? I said we've got company," pointing back over my shoulder to where the Jeep was just now beginning to make its way down the hill heading in our direction.
"So? We were here first for one thing, and for another, if they don't like what we're doing, they can certainly go someplace else!" Kathy added determinedly.
I couldn't believe what I was hearing, heading inside, throwing on a pair of shorts even though neither of them had bothered to cover themselves up. I for one wasn't about to make a spectacle of myself in front of total strangers.
By the time I came back outside, the Jeep had pulled up alongside where the girls were still sitting. I was only slightly relieved to see they were no longer still masturbating, but not by much. Kathy was still holding her toy in her hand like it was some sort of weapon. Kathryn was standing, her toy now occupying the chair she'd been sitting in. The Jeep was open, a young man driving, a young woman now standing already speaking to Kathryn.
"Didn't mean to interrupt anything," she began saying, pointing back behind her. "We're camped a few miles back that way. Heard there was a lake near here, but didn't want to drive all the way around the mountain just to get to it. So we thought we'd try taking a short-cut overland, saw your motor home sitting here and thought we'd ask."
I noticed the young guy was ogling Kathy and Kathryn quite unabashedly. Surprised he would do so with his girlfriend, or wife, whichever one she was, sitting there next to him.
"It's about a mile or so further on," I said pointing in the direction of the lake. "But you've gone about as far as you can go even in a four-wheel drive. There's only foot trails leading down to it," I told them somewhat irritatedly at the interruption.
"By the way, my name's Jill, and this is my boyfriend Jack," she said introducing themselves, all but ignoring my indicated directions.
No one else seemed to catch it, but I was already reciting a revised limerick inside my head. "Jack and Jill came down the hill, riding inside a Jeep, Jack pulled up, and so he sat, having himself a peep."
"I have one similar to that," Jill said, indicating the pink knobby toy Kathy was still holding in her hand. "Not quite as big though, how's it feel?" she asked out of the blue.
I was stunned she'd even ask. Though I was still a bit taken aback by Kathy and Kathryn's nonchalant attitude sitting here in front of these two strangers, no matter how friendly they seemed to be. With Jack still silently sitting there behind the wheel, leering at everyone.
"Want to try it?" Kathy asked.
I spun on my heels facing her with an alarmed, surprised look on my face. Kathy ignored me, actually grinning at the woman.
"Really? Sure!"
I don't know why I expected Jack to respond, perhaps stating something along the lines of telling Jill that maybe they should be going or something. But he didn't. In fact, he didn't bat so much as an eyelash as Jill climbed down out of the Jeep and made her way over to where Kathy was sitting.
She was already pulling the tee shirt she was wearing up and over her head. Ok, she had nice tits. I had to admit that. But it was still a little unnerving watching everything unfold the way it was. Jill accepted the toy from Kathy, giggling with delight as Kathy began to unbutton the short cut-off Levis she was wearing. Ok, she had a nice ass too, and a totally shaven pussy as she turned around, stepping out of her discarded Levis. She hadn't been wearing any panties either.
Sitting down in the lawn chair Kathy had been using, Jill spread her legs and began teasing herself with the softly humming toy.
"Would you like me to do that for you?" Kathy asked suggestively.
Jill didn't answer, simply handing it back to her. "Jack? Why don't you come sit down beside me, it will be easier to see her from here," she recommended.
Jack immediately swung himself down from the Jeep. The moment he did, it was obvious he was already sporting an erection by the over-sized bulge protruding from his like-wise cut off Levi shorts.
"Nicky? Why don't you grab us a few extra chairs so we can all sit around comfortably and watch this," Kathryn all but ordered me.
I attempted to cast her another look, but she was already facing away looking at Jack's bulge. "Isn't that a bit uncomfortable?" she asked. He laughed.
"I was just thinking the same thing myself," Jack answered
"Well then?"
Jack shrugged off his shorts faster than Jill had, taking the only other chair at the moment, moving it off to one side of Jill's so he could watch Kathy as she continued teasing Jill's pussy with the toy. I returned a moment or two later with additional chairs, but even as I sat them up, I realized Kathryn wasn't about to let me steal her attention away.
"Nice cock!" she exclaimed a moment later as Jack sat down next to his girlfriend. "Don't you think he has a nice cock Nicky?" Kathryn asked me.
I was glaring at the back of her head. "Oh yeah, real nice," I said sarcastically, but she failed to notice, or if she did, she ignored my comment. The next thing I knew, she had taken Jack's prick in hand, and was lazily playing with it all the while watching Kathy as she only then began to ease the thick pink toy inside Jill's cunt.
"Hmm, fuck that feels good!" Jill exclaimed happily.
"Looks good too!" Jack agreed looking over towards her while Kathryn continued stroking his massive, thick hard prick.
At this point, I was feeling a bit out of sorts, obviously being ignored, and worse...totally uninvolved.
"Jill? Would you like to see Nicky's cock? He really has a nice one too," Kathryn informed her.
"Yes, I'd like that," she said grinning at me. "Nicky? Why don't you come and stand over here where I can see it and play with it a little."
"Now Jill's calling me Nicky!" I told myself silently, surprised that I was actually as irritated as I was at the moment. Though it was difficult not secretly admiring Jill's near perfect body, especially as Kathy knelt before her, spreading those bare pussy lips with her hands, inserting the vibrating toy in and out of her with pleasured abandon.



Half-heartedly, I made my way over to stand next to her, a situation made worse when Jill unzipped my shorts only to discover that I was far less than excited. "He's not even hard yet!" she told the whole world.
Kathy snickered. "Probably because we just finished fucking his brains out a short time ago up in the meadow," she explained. "But one thing about Nicky, he has remarkable recovery time, doesn't he mother?"
Kathryn nodded her head, "Though it also depends on what stimulation is used to excite him again," she told Jill. "He really does enjoy a nice blow-job though, perhaps if you tried that."
To my surprise, Jill didn't even hesitate, immediately devouring my entire limp length inside her mouth where she began to wash it with her tongue, rolling it around inside like a marble. Ok, so it felt nice. As did her breasts when she took one of my hands placing it on her boobs as I stood there having my prick sucked. Slowly, my prick began to respond until it had finally reached the point where Jill could no longer stuff the entire length of it inside her mouth any further.
"That's my Nicky," Kathryn stated happily, now far more vigorously stroking Jack's magnificent prick. Which even I had to admit was something worth seeing for as large and thick as it really was. Kathryn had to use two hands in order to fully caress him with, though she began alternating them as though reeling in a garden hose. Which in a way, she was.
Jill began having trouble concentrating on my prick, which told me as well as Kathy that she was nearing an orgasm. Especially as she began breathing with labored gasps as Kathy increased the tempo, and fucking depth of the toy inside her pussy.
"Gonna cum?" she asked. "Gonna cum hard?" she pressed, teasing her, urging Jill on.
"Oh fuck yes!" Jill cried out, finally releasing my cock. "I'm...cumming...NOW!" she wailed at the top of her lungs.
Everyone was watching her at this point of course, including me. When she came, she all but expelled the toy from her pussy, clenching so tightly that Kathy could no longer slip it as deeply inside her, finally letting go of it all together. Jill held it there in place for as long as she could, enjoying the incredible sensation of her climax until her pussy simply expelled the toy, propelling it with a loud "pop" where it slipped out from her entirely, falling into Kathy's hands.
"Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum too!" Jack announced a second after that.
Kathy immediately pivoted on her heels, placing her hand on him, now helping her mother as together they frantically pumped his prick.
"Oh fuck!" Jack exclaimed, and began shooting high arching streamers of jisim into the air as both women continued assailing his spurting prick.
"Shit!" I actually said, surprised at the enormous amount and volume of cream the guys prick was expending as it began landing everywhere, coating both Kathryn's breasts, as well as Kathy's.
Finally, when he was spent, Kathryn stood. "Well, should we tell him?" she stated turning to face her daughter.
"Tell him what?" I asked, suddenly feeling a bit uncomfortable.
"Jack is our grounds keeper," Kathryn finally admitted. "I invited them up here. Thought it might be the best way to introduce them to you. Jill really is his girlfriend, and often comes with him to help out. To be honest Nicky, I just wasn't sure how I was going to explain any of this to you, and thought this might be the easiest way."
I guess I shouldn't have been surprised by the unexpected revelation. Kathryn AND Kathy had always been very sexual. And to expect that she hadn't had lovers, or still had one was less than realistic.
"You mad?" she questioned concernedly.
"No," I said simply, still feeling a bit awkward, slightly jealous. "Not really, no."
"We don't get together that often," she began, though Kathy interrupted her.
"The first time I saw them, I'd come home for a surprise visit. Imagine my surprise when I entered the living room and saw Jill licking mom's pussy, while she in turn was busily sucking off Jack. Well of course, you know I had to join in...so I did."
"Of course," I said a little too softly.
"Oh come on now Nicky, you can't seriously tell me you're upset by all this. You are after all the one who spent half the night fooling around with my daughters. If anyone should be upset, it would be me. And obviously, you know I'm not. You've seemed to have forgotten the agreement we all made a while back," she added seriously.
I did remember, I remembered Katie gathering us all together. "You're right," I finally admitted. "Everything out in the open, no secrets, no guilt, no running around behind anyone's back."
"Exactly," Kathryn said walking over to me. She kissed me then, passionately, and I felt her hand encircle my prick while she did. After several long passionate moments of kissing, she finally stepped back. "Now then, you ready to fuck me?" she asked. "While Jill here licks my pussy?"
"At the same time?" I asked in wonder.
"Oh yeah, there's nothing like it!" she giggled hotly.
"Which means," Kathy left off saying. "That Jack here gets to fuck me, if he's up for it," she added eyeing his somewhat flaccid prick.
"How about I lick you for a while first?" he suggested. "Give me time to recuperate, then we'll fuck!"
"Sounds good by me," she told him. "Well Nicky? You game?"
For the first time since their arrival I smiled. "Oh hell, why the fuck not! Besides, I'm rather looking forward to seeing Jill here going down on Kathryn anyway," I added honestly.
As it turned out, one of the bench seats sitting next to the picnic table turned out to be perfect for what we had in mind. Lying down on the bench itself, Jill spread herself out while Kathryn straddled her face, then I came up from behind, slipping myself into her doggy-style. Seeing this, Kathy and Jack joined us, with her leaning over to lick Jill's openly displayed pussy while Jack mounted her in the same fashion that I was doing with her mother.
We were just starting to get into things when the sound of both the twins, and David's return garnered my attention away from the slick hot pussy I was busily sliding my cock in and out of.
"Holy shit!" I heard David saying from somewhere off behind me. "And I thought the three of us were having a good time!"
"Hey!" Shelly exclaimed sternly, "We were having a good time, or at least you seemed to be enjoying it!" she added warningly. "Not every guy gets to enjoy a double blow job you know, especially while watching all of you from on top of that hill over there," she added.
David was carrying a pair of binoculars in his hand, grinning foolishly. "Yeah, that was a rather interesting experience," he admitted. "Until the girls said they wanted to come down here and join everyone."
"Ah oh," I allowed myself to breathe, actually slipping out of Kathryn's pussy. "Maybe its time that we had one of those open and frank discussions," I suggested.
"I have to agree," Kathryn said as she stood on still wobbly feet, extricating herself from leaning over Jill's face. "Maybe we should all sit down, have a drink, and discuss this."
I could only imagine what it was that David might be thinking. Coming back, finding the five of us fucking like animals in heat must have been quite a sight indeed. Grabbing a few more chairs, we soon formed a small little circle and sat down. Kathryn had already begun talking to everyone when I came back with three more chairs.
."And as I was saying, I think that its very important that each of us express our feelings, right here, right now and get everything, good or bad out in the open so that there won't be any future misunderstandings."
To my immediate relief, David was sitting between the two girls and was smiling, grinning actually from ear to ear.
Over the course of the next several hours we did sit there discussing our feelings, what the problems of our continued relationships together might cause, as well as the possibility of what the future might bring to each one of us as well. We'd managed to allay a few fears, got surprisingly through a few major obstacles, and agreed to continue to be open and communicate if anyone of us felt emotions that would cause any of us problems or anxiety or hostility towards anyone else.
All this talk had been stimulating as well as informative. After the days events I was surprised that I could even remotely consider the possibilities. But it was David's suggestion that surprised us all, and more or less ended the conversation from continuing on any further that night.
"All this sex stuffs got me extremely horny," he admitted openly. Which HAD been one of the agreed upon rules we'd discussed. To express ourselves as openly and honestly as was possible for each of us to do.
"It is getting late," Kathy indicated. "And poor Nicky here never did have an orgasm. I think it's about time I took care of that."
Kathryn suggested that we build up the fire, throw down the sleeping bags we'd brought along with us, and basically have fun next to the fire beneath the stars. Everyone thought that sounded like a great idea, especially the twins.
It was interesting to see everyone pairing off in no particular order or reason. Jill had taken an immediate interest in David, pulling him over to lay down with her on the opposite side of the fire pit. The twin's descended on Jack, which was no surprise at all to me either, leaving Kathryn, Kathy and I together, which seemed fitting under the circumstances.
There beneath the stars, bathed in the warmth of the flickering fire, I nestled comfortably between Kathy's legs, teasing the sweetest clit with my tongue. Kathryn was giving me probably one of her best blowjobs too, though we all switched places from time to time throughout the night, culminating with them both riding my cock, or sitting on my face until spent, exhausted, we collapsed there on the ground, each of them snuggling contentedly in the crook of my arms.
The night sky was spectacular as I lay there looking up. "Thank you Katie," I thought silently, wishing that she had been here to experience all of this with us. Though again I reminded myself, in many ways...she had been.
"Nicky?" Kathy groggily whispered.
"Yeah?"
"Did you know that I love you?"
I guess I had always known that. Realizing when she said it that I loved her too. "Yes, and I love you too Kathy," I admittedly freely.
I heard her sigh contentedly. "Nicky?"
"Yeah?"
"Even though we love one another, you do know we'll never get married don't you? It would make things way too complicated, for all of us."
"I know," I answered back, gathering her even more fully into my arms. "But I'm not going anywhere ever again either."
She sighed once again, her hand still wrapped securely, but gently around my cock as she gave it a loving, affectionate squeeze. "Good, cause I wouldn't let you either," she said drifting off to sleep.
David would soon be entering the service, the twins...off to finish college soon. And as for myself, I'd already made up my mind to sell the old place, and if Kathryn and Kathy agreed to it...move in with them. Somehow, I knew Katie would have wanted it that way. And as I continued to lie there long into the night looking up towards the stars, I could only smile and wonder...what the next twenty years would be like.
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Even my best friend said it was a crazy idea. Not only would no one pay me money to simply masturbate, something everyone could do in the privacy of their own home, but to expect to actually make money offering such a service was unthinkable.
Never the less, I decided to go ahead with my idea anyway. I'd leased one of those corner convenience stores that had gone out of business. It really wasn't a bad location either, situated close to a number of downtown businesses, where I actually hoped to draw in some of the lunch crowd. If it ever caught on that is.
I had just enough cash flow for start up costs as well as some basic remodeling. The 'key' was in providing a service that was unique. Offering something more than what anyone could find, or do at home.
And in the beginning, there were only two employees. Me, and my wife Darlene. It had taken a great deal of coaxing, to get her to go along with my idea in the first place. As open-minded as she was, thankfully...it was something I would need her to be. The concept of what I had in mind wasn't something she was all too comfortable with in the beginning.
The reality is, everyone masturbates. But getting them to pay a nominal fee to self-pleasure themselves wasn't so easy. I had a little funding for advertisement, self-promotion. But in the long run, it would take word of mouth, customer satisfaction, to eventually achieve success. So yes, it was a long shot. But with Darlene's support, we opened for business a short time later.
That first week was hell. For the most part, we got a lot of crank calls, some 'curiosity' lookers who dropped in wondering what it was we were offering. But very little else. Then finally, towards the end of that first week we got our first real customer, and believe it or not, it was a woman who had entered the shop.
Thank god for fantasies, and the fact that some people were still willing to act on them. In a day and age when the term "Safe Sex" was almost non-existent due to Aids, as well as the rise of many of the older forms of sexually transmitted diseases, it was my hope that about the only true form of safe-sex remaining, which was of course masturbation, would once again catch on as a fun, safe way to enjoy one's self.
So it was with our first real customer. A woman who surprisingly seemed of a more upper level clientele than either Darlene or I were initially expecting. As she stood at the counter thumbing through the list of services we actually provided, Darlene allowed her the space required to ensure she remained comfortable. Being available only when and if she had any questions about any of our offerings. "It says here that one of your services would be to provide someone to watch me if that's what I wanted. Which I do. But I don't actually want them to be in the room with me. I just want to be aware that someone is watching me. I don't want to see them while they are. I only want to wonder what they're thinking or doing while I am. Without actually knowing."
I was prepared for that of course. We did have closed circuit camera's, which could be used for several purposes. One of which was to provide a tape for those who were interested in having their experience captured for later viewing. But the other was to allow people to be viewed, with their knowledge of course, while pleasuring themselves if that was indeed apart of their masturbatory experience.
Amanda, as she called herself agreed to the $10.00 minimum charge for the first twenty minutes. Surprisingly, it was her request for another woman to secretly view her while pleasuring herself, which Darlene agreed to do of course for an additional $10.00 charge.
We then showed her the "viewing booth" as we called it where Darlene would comfortably be sitting while watching Amanda in one of our new specially designed rooms. Satisfied with what we were able to offer her, I escorted her to her room while Darlene remained behind, watching everything on the monitor.
One of the obvious selling points was atmosphere of course. And this was our largest, very best room. There was a wide variety of differing types of furniture, everything from oversized chairs, as well as long comfortable couches...even a day bed if the customer preferred that. Along with sensual lighting, there were candles, incense, even X-rated movies, magazines if that was what our client wanted or preferred to enhance their experience. Showing Amanda all the various options that came along with the room, I soon left, allowing her, her privacy in making herself more comfortable, eventually beginning her solitary fantasy.
Returning to the reception area, I sat monitoring the time, and admittedly wondering myself how Darlene was doing...not to mention what she was doing, if anything, while watching our very first customer masturbating, pleasuring herself in the very next room. At the end of the first twenty minutes, I'd expected her to emerge at any time, surprised when she didn't, and even more surprised when it was nearly a full hour before Darlene reappeared, just minutes ahead of Amanda.
"Well? How'd it go?" I asked my wife pointedly.
I was surprised at the smile on her face when she joined me. "I think we have a very satisfied customer. And I don't mind telling you Steven, it made me horny as hell watching her! Something I wasn't honestly expecting to feel. But once Amanda got started, she really seemed to get into it, almost as though she was doing it for me, and not simply for herself!"
Amanda stepped out of the room a short time later, looking exactly the same way she had when she'd first arrived, though I did notice a slightly rosier color to her cheeks after she had first emerged to settle up her bill.
"I must say..." She began. "I hadn't really expected to enjoy myself as much as I really did. But to my surprise...I found it to be rather nice ." She was pointedly looking over towards Darlene as she spoke.
"By chance, did you record my session?"
We hadn't unfortunately, or fortunately rather as it later turned out. "I'm sorry, no. We didn't. Had you requested that however, we'd have certainly provided you with the only copy of the tape for your viewing pleasure at a later time."
Only slightly frowning, Amanda paid her bill, commenting. "Then next time...perhaps tomorrow, I'll be sure to include that as part of my experience. And...next time, maybe I'd enjoy having a man watching me instead," she added.
Amanda took several of our business cards with her when she left. Which was a good sign for our young fledgling business. Though there was the promise of her repeat business, she was after all, our only customer to date. Once Amanda had left the store, I turned back towards my wife. To my total and complete amazement, she was openly touching herself having lifted the skirt she was wearing to reveal the fact she was no longer wearing any panties.
"That really did turn you on....watching her...didn't it?"
"You have no idea!" Darlene admitted. "When Amanda first came into the room, I really didn't expect much of anything. But the moment you left, she immediately disrobed, eventually settling herself down in that oversized chair. She'd brought along one of her own toys, producing it from her purse. After that, she glanced occasionally towards the camera, knowing full well that I was sitting there in the room watching her. She seemed to 'play' to it...getting more and more comfortable, and bold by the moment. Even smiling at me every once in a while as she sat there touching herself!"
Watching my wife masturbating in the office was erotic as hell. And I'd seen her do it on several occasions. But there really was something about her doing it there...in front of me where anyone could walk in the door at any moment, which made it even more exciting.
"Maybe this really is going to work!" I said, still watching my wife, getting more and more excited by the moment.
To our delight, Amanda called to actually make an appointment later on that afternoon for the following day. Even better, she'd already convinced one of her friends to do the same.
"Can you handle us both at the same time?" she'd asked.
Once we'd determined what it was exactly that she and her friend Silvia wanted, we assured them that we could. We'd booked them both for 11:00 a.m. the following day. That morning, while waiting for our first two official appointments, we received our second actual customer, a walk in that had seen our ad in the personals of the local newspaper.
"I saw your ad," he said picking up our services and price sheet. He was a younger man, obviously nervous as he stood there thumbing through the brochure. "It says here that if I want...you have a woman who will masturbate for me while I watch her, and while she's watches me. Is that true?"
I showed him where in the brochure that it described that, as well as the additional costs associated for that particular service in addition to the $10.00 charge for the room. He certainly wasn't a very attractive man, but Darlene knew we weren't there to get off ourselves as much as to ensure that our customers did. Darlene escorted him into the smaller of our available rooms, as all he wanted was to sit in one chair, facing my wife as she sat in another. As a safety precaution, I monitored, without taping their session together. As Robert had understood, there was to be no contact between them other than watching one another. Darlene and I had discussed the possibility of mutual masturbation...or rather contact between the customers, and ourselves but as yet hadn't made that as an available offering.
Settling herself in the chair opposite from where he was sitting, I watched as Robert began fondling himself, making periodic requests of Darlene as she sat across from him, using one of her many favorite toys to masturbate with. Darlene has in my estimation anyway, amazing looking tits. Her nipple's are dark, large...and when excited, stick out off of her chest considerably. It was quite obvious that Darrel was very much a breast man as he kept making repeated requests for my wife to caress her tits while he sat watching her doing so.
Robert had a long, thin cock. Admittedly, it was a little exciting even for me to see him sitting there stroking it. I could tell by the look on my wife's face that she wasn't faking her excitement either. As she sat a mere foot or two away from him in her chair, she made it very obvious by her responses that she was getting off on this every bit as much as he was.
"You've got great looking tits," he told her. "I want to watch you lick them...please," he added somewhat shyly.
Darlene did that. Lifting one of her rather large breasts within her hand, she bent the nipple towards her lapping tongue, teasing it, sucking it for him just as he'd requested that she do. I watched as Robert really went to town on his dick, stroking it rapidly, excitedly as he watched my wife tonguing her own tits. As he did, I could hear the sounds of his cock becoming more and more slippery with his lubrications. Something that Darlene loved hearing whenever we played together. There's something sexy...erotically sensual about 'Sex-sounds' as I call them. With Robert's cock making all kinds of noise, I wasn't all that surprised when I began hearing the deliciously 'frothy' sounds that my wife's pussy often made whenever she got good and slippery.
"Fuck...your pussy sounds good!" Robert commented. "Let me hear that juice as you play with it!"
Silently, they both sat...still watching one another, listening to the wet sloppy sounds they were both making as Darlene continued to slip one of her favorite fuck-toys in and out of her glistening slit. Robert was furiously pumping his cock now...into the second twenty minutes of his initial time. And I...sitting there in the front office keeping an eye on things, couldn't help but to begin doing the same thing myself as I sat watching the two of them on my monitor.
"I want to watch you...hear you cum!" he requested.
Once again, I could tell that Darlene wasn't faking her orgasm when it came. Shoving her toy deep inside herself, she frigged her clit furiously with her fingers, head tossed back against the chair in obvious ecstasy as her climax seconds later, claimed her. Pleased beyond words, Robert was soon shooting off a geyser of cum-cream as his orgasm quickly followed hers.
What neither one of them realized at the time of course...so had I. With one eye on the door and the other on the TV monitor, I had enjoyed my orgasm simultaneously with Robert's. Having been watching them both, I'd enjoyed my own private little experience immensely, once again assuring myself in the process that perhaps there really was hope for this kinky little business of ours to actually succeed after all.
By the time Darlene had returned, I'd finalized Robert's bill and seen him off. Thoroughly satisfied, Robert had promised to return, taking several business cards with him. Off to a semi-slow start perhaps, things were looking up.
"Did you enjoy that?" Darlene asked.
"Did I!" I said smiling. "That was one of the hottest fucking things I've ever seen!" I said honestly.
Darlene laughed. "Well prepare yourself then. I think once Amanda and Silvia arrive, your apt to think otherwise."
"Speak of the devil," I said glancing towards the door as it opened. Amanda came in already grinning from ear to ear. "Hi Steven, Darlene," she said in greeting as though we'd all been close friends for years. "This is my very best friend...Silvia. She's a little nervous." Amanda chuckled, further embarrassing her friend, but Darlene as usual came to the rescue, stepping around the counter, giving Amanda a friendly hug, then Silvia.
"We're all friends here," Darlene commented. "As you'll soon see Silvia. And as friends, it's our intent to ensure that your experience here is a most enjoyable one."
Silvia appeared slightly younger than Amanda. Her hair was a golden red color, long, hanging well down past her shoulders. Slim figured, her more than ample looking breasts stood out in obvious contrast to her small frame. Amanda was still grinning looking towards me as Darlene stood explaining the room we had already prepared for Silvia's adventure to her.
"I've decided I'd like you to be in the room with me," Amanda stated.
I nodded my head in agreement. As Silvia had already chosen our elaborately decorated sauna/spa for her experience, it left Darlene to manage the desk in the event we received any new walk-ins, leaving me free to honor Amanda's request.
"Well? Shall we?" Amanda asked already heading towards the same room she'd enjoyed yesterday.
Darlene escorted Silvia towards the Sauna area, showing her where she could undress, pointing out the various 'places' and 'features' that would be available to her for her self-pleasured experience.
"Amanda said you could video-tape this for me," Silvia stated. "I want to surprise my husband with it."
"No problem. We're all set up to do that for you," Darlene assured her. "Just let yourself go, have a good time and feel free to do, or experience anything you'd like. I'll be up front monitoring things, but if you want or need anything, there's a white intercom phone hanging on the wall."
"Thank you, Darlene. I appreciate that," Silvia said shyly.
Returning to the front counter, Darlene started the video recording, then checked the monitors just as Amanda had finished undressing, settling herself down inside her favorite over-sized arm chair. Watching Steven as he sat down on the couch, clothed, as it had been Amanda's request that he merely be there to watch and not do anything, Darlene then looked over to see Silvia as she stepped into the enormous shower area where we'd installed a wide variety of hand-held pulsating shower massage heads.
"This is going to be fun!" she thought to herself silently, suddenly glad that she'd worn one of her shorter skirts, sans panties in the event that she became excited. Which she immediately realized, she already was.
Watching Amanda as she made herself comfortable, if not totally obscene, which I liked. I was enthralled with her nearly over-sized breasts. For an older, "mature" woman, as I preferred saying, Amanda's tits were amazingly firm, considering how big they were. As I sat there watching her, she continued smiling at me, hefting one of those twin beauties up to her lips with both hands, as it had taken that, and began licking, sucking that rock hard nipple all the while ensuring she had my complete and total attention.
"Although I haven't seen them yet...." Amanda began, "...I'm willing to bet your wife's boobs are beautiful."
I hadn't quite made up my mind about Amanda yet. I'd wondered initially if she wasn't a lesbian, especially as she'd first requested that Darlene was to be the one to watch her pleasuring herself. Then...when she'd returned with Silva in tow, I couldn't help but think the same thing again, though she had taken me by surprise when requesting that I now sit across from her, watching as she masturbated.
I had decided that perhaps she was bi-sexual, maybe curious...and was able in this fashion to better entertain those specific desires and fantasies. When she began questioning me about my wife's body, I'd pretty much figured that to be the case.
"They are," I replied softly, back to her. It was important to let the customer take the lead in any conversations. I didn't want to overstep any boundaries, or go beyond what it was she was seeking by way of conversation either.
"Describe them to me...please," she asked.
Amanda left off toying with her own breasts, beginning to finger her slit, which as I saw was becoming rapidly moist as she began dipping first one, then two fingers more and more deeply inside herself.
"Her nipple's are a little darker than yours are," I told her. "Though her areolas aren't nearly as large. When she's excited, they do stiffen nicely, standing well off her chest just begging to be licked...and sucked."
I could tell that my added dirty-talk commentary was exactly what Amanda was looking for, hoping to hear. Taking one of her fingers, covered wetly with her feminine dew, she applied the lubrications to each of her nipples, ensuring they were completely covered. Toying with them in this fashion, first by fingering her quim, withdrawing plenty of lubrications, she'd return to each breast, thumbing her nipples, all the while swirling that slippery nectar all over her breasts.
"Does she like to be titty-fucked?" she asked. Continuing on before I could actually answer her.
"Do you smear the cum-juice from your penis all over her nipples? Do you then lick them and play with them for her while you do?" Amanda was thoroughly enjoying this. One hand continued to spear inside her pussy, digging for more and more of her lubrications in order to smear the silken substance over herself. The other began frigging her clit, encircling it, toying with the hard stiff little nubbin of her sex while talking to me, holding eye contact fully and completely as we spoke.
"You know what I'd like?" she asked.
Rather than respond I waited, patiently.
"I'd like it if you'd get naked and jerk off for me while I watch you."
There was no need to tell her that would be an additional charge. Amanda already knew that. Doing as she'd requested, I quickly took off my clothing, sitting down across from her in an identical arm chair so that she would have a clear, unobstructed view of my penis as I began stroking, playing with it.
"Oh yes...I can almost see you thrusting that between her tits," Amanda moaned pleasurably.
#
Silva stood beneath the warm pulsating spray of the shower. She liked the way it felt against her skin, caressing her in a way. In her hand, she held another spray, this one pulsating even more rapidly, forcefully. And this one, she held but a few inches away from her pussy as she directed it, in playing with her hungry heated sex. The fact that Darlene was recording the entire session for her, merely added to the novelty and excitement of the moment. She knew full well that her husband would be pleased when she gave him the tape as a present. Very pleased in fact. For a relatively young woman, she and her husband Harold had a strange relationship, marriage...if one could still call it that. But she was happy with their arrangement, such as it was. In the ten years they had been married, he had never once even touched her. They had, over the course of that time together, frequently masturbated for one another, watching one another. Which was Harold's only true pleasure. He enjoyed watching his wife, touching, playing with herself. When he'd introduced her to Amanda, she'd been surprised, then pleased as the two of them often got together for Harold's benefit as much as their own.



The "Shower Chamber" as it was called, was enormous. It could easily accommodate a group of people in fact. Spotting a form fitting lounge seat, much like those molded inside most hot tubs, Silva lay down, placing herself comfortably in position, dialing the water sprays, which immediately cascaded down and against her nude form. As she adjusted the tiny squirting jets to her liking, she had two of them perfectly directed against her breasts. As the jets fell against her, she liked the way they seemingly massaged her tits, all the while tickling...even fondling her erect nipple's as the water fingers toyed gently with each of them. A much harder, stronger, fuller stream of water pulsated in an arch, landing against her pussy. Silva loved the sensation. In many ways, it felt the way Amanda's tongue and lips did whenever she went down on her. The feel of the warm water, pressing against her slit, throbbing against her clit, soon had her bucking against the playful stream, helping along her rapidly approaching climax.
#
Darlene was enjoying herself too. Watching the monitors that were conveniently placed well below the counter, out of sight from anyone coming into the shop, she had been alternating her attentions. Watching Amanda, as she and Steven continued to fondle themselves, "Chatting about her tits" she mused privately, had been erotic in and of itself. But periodically turning to watch Silvia as she lay in the water seat, where several jets of water sprayed upon her, teasing her in ways that most people couldn't even begin to imagine had been sensual as all get out. Eventually, Darlene had succumbed to the lustful need of her excitement. Having produced one of her favorite toys, she'd inserted the vibrating egg deep inside her pussy, turning it on to a slow hum that merely stirred, titillating her interesting, keeping her on edge without taking her far beyond that. Darlene preferred a long slow build up to orgasm whenever she masturbated. And now, forced into watching, keeping an eye on the monitors as well as the shop, gave her the perfect opportunity for doing so.
So absorbed in her pleasures, it had taken a moment to realize the little bell on the front door had rung with another potential customer coming in to inquire about their services.
Realizing someone was standing there on the other side of the counter, she looked up, still feeling the pleasant vibrations deep inside her sex as she turned to greet him.
"Yes? Can I help you?" she asked, trying to keep the lusty catch in her voice from being too obvious.
Darlene noted this was a very distinguished looking gentleman. With a few slight streaks of gray in his hair, he stood before her in a well tailored, three piece business suit.
"I was wondering...I saw your advertisement in one of those under ground newspapers."
Darlene could barely tear her eyes away from his. They were cobalt blue in color, and seemed to be burning into the depths of her very soul, though she considered that the vibrating egg deep inside her pussy was having something to do with that.
"Yes?" Darlene prompted him.
"Well...you mentioned that you are willing to provided "specialized" services for your clients.
"Yes we are. What is it you have in mind?" she asked him.
"What I'd like...is to schedule a room for my wife and I. After we've begun, a friend of mine will arrive. I was wondering if you could set it up so that he could secretly watch us without my wife's being aware of his doing so."
"That's a little complicated," Darlene stated. "For security and privacy purposes, the best we could do is not tell your wife who was watching her, only that she was. She'd have to sign consent to that particular pleasure. But if she was willing to do so, then you could have whomever you'd like, sit inside our voyeur booth, and watch the two of you then...yes. Would that work?"
"I think she'd be willing to go for that," he said happily.
"Would you like to set up an appointment then?" Darlene asked him.
"How about tomorrow afternoon?" he asked. "Say around two..three o'clock?"
Darlene knew we didn't have any booked appointments of course, but she went through the motions of checking anyway. "Looks like either one will work."
He booked his session for two, but continued to stand there a little nervously.
"Is there a chance I can have a look at the rooms?"
"Normally, I'd be happy to show you what we have. But right now we have two sessions taking place. There are three available rooms I can show you, but the Shower room is currently occupied, as is the suite."
Darlene led him to the "Solo" room as we'd named it. The smallest of our available rooms, designed primarily, and specifically for those customers who simply wanted nothing more than to watch a movie, thumb through a few magazines or photos, and simply get off.
"Can I go ahead and use this one now?" he'd asked after a quick tour.
"Sure...would you like your session taped?"
"Not this one no....but I would be interested in taping tomorrows session, yes."
Darlene quickly showed him the wide selection of video's we had to offer, as he was certainly interested in those. Along with a selection of lubricants, even vibrators that could easily be used and enjoyed by a man. Leaving Brad to his pleasures as he'd finally introduced himself, Darlene returned to the front counter just in time to see Amanda crying out in obvious orgasm.
#
She had poured nearly half a bottle of baby-oil upon, and into her pussy. Now fully fisting her self, Amanda had positioned one leg over the wide arm of the chair, the other tucked beneath her, thus raising her cunt perfectly so as to insert nearly her entire hand.
"Jack that fucker!" she urged me. "Stroke your fucking cock! I'm about to cum!"
I'd been doing just that. As I sat a mere foot or two away from this vixen, I'd been jacking off my prick, amazed, even a little surprised as I watched her eventually manage to insert her entire hand inside her pussy. Now fucking her self as rapidly as I was jerking my prick, I could tell that she was indeed on the edge of climatic bliss.
"I want you to cum with me," she pleaded. "I want to see your cock squirting all that sticky cum juice in the air when I do."
I was almost there...a few more delightful seconds and I soon would be. Seeing the expression on my face, Amanda's evil grin began to split her face even more wickedly. She knew I was getting close.
"Squirt that fucking cum-juice you beautiful bastard!" She yelled at me. And I did. As geyser after fountaining geyser of my cream shot from the head of my prick, arching upwards in long thin ribbon's of spunk, I heard Amanda's almost masculine groan of pleasure escape her lips in obvious joy and pleasure.
"Oh yes! Yes! Yes!" she screamed.
I'd never seen a woman actually ejaculate before. I'd heard about it...seen a few in movies who had appeared to flow with a lot of liquefied juices. But I'd never once actually seen a woman squirting in the way that Amanda's pussy suddenly did.
Removing her fist, she went back to half-slapping, half rubbing her clit as thin almost milky-white streamers of her pleasure began ejaculating from somewhere inside her pussy. Fascinated, I nearly forgot all about my own continuing contractions, only now slightly diminished in pleasurable intensity. Amanda on the other hand seemed to be soaring off to even greater heights of ecstasy as delightful squirt after squirt exploded from her cunt, many of which actually reached me, landing, falling on my prick as I continued to sit there slowly milking out the remaining sperm from my shaft.
#
Silvia had moved over to the "Wall" as I'd aptly named it. A feature, that I had myself designed, and was actually rather proud of in fact. Placing herself within the specially designed chair, adjusting her height, Silva had then rested her breasts comfortably within the smooth concave indentations within the fiber-glassed wall. Each breast was then treated to an encircling massage of water, tiny pulsating jets that stimulated as well as teased each of her nipples. Below...Silvia had adjusted the fuller stream of water, actually riding it as it shot from the wall, fucking her pussy in a way that she best liked, adjusting her height to it so as to ensure the best possible sensation as she water-fucked herself into oblivion.
#
Darlene had just seen Amanda's explosive discharge. She had watched as this magnificent woman's cunt sprayed thick streamers of female cum-cream, many of which had actually landed on Steven's still hard thick cock. She'd also enjoyed his eruption, though she always did. Watching his prick squirting high into the air as ejaculation after ejaculation flew from the head of his prick was always a delightful treat for her. Adding to the excitement of her vibrating egg, Darlene had begun manipulating her clitoris with her fingers. She'd nearly achieved orgasm when she'd turned, watching Silvia's face as she cried out with her own obvious enjoyment. Glancing quickly at now a third monitor...Brad was just throwing a nice thick rope of his own. His pleasured face thrown back, his thick massive prick blossoming with copious amounts of sperm, which ran thickly down the sides of his shaft, coating his swollen tight balls.
"Excuse me....do you have any available rooms?" The strange voice asked.
"I'll be right with you," Darlene responded. "I'm just about to cum...she said smiling."
#
Obviously, it had been our very best day. And...we already had two bookings for the following day. Added to that, Silvia's husband Harold had called first thing in the morning. He'd most certainly enjoyed his present, calling the moment we'd opened giving us a third confirmed appointment.
"You know Steven, if this keeps up, we're going to have to think about hiring on additional staff."
"Yeah...I know. I've been thinking about that. I'm considering posting a small add in the paper. I think we can initially keep the salary low. With the obvious fringe benefits, I think it's entirely possible to hire on a younger man...and woman to fill that particular niche for those that would enjoy that."
"You're going to need to be careful in your screening. That...and make sure they are well aware of what's going to be expected of them," Darlene told me.
I was grinning from ear to ear.
"What are you thinking?" she asked.
"Oh...nothing really. Just wondering how I really am going to conduct the interviews. I think I'll tell them that they have to masturbate in front of me first before we can even consider them for the job."
"Leave it up to you to find a way to turn hiring into another naughty experience," my wife told me.
"Well...I'll let you interview the male applicants," I offered.
And then Darlene was grinning just as broadly as I had been.
#
Harold had booked his appointment bright and early. We opened at ten, finding Harold already waiting for us when we arrived.
Without speaking hardly a word, Darlene led him into our smallest room, leaving him to his own devices.
"He's a strange one," she stated upon her return.
I'd already turned on the monitor just because of that very reason. But Harold, as strange as he was, or seemed, was happily content to sit comfortably within his chair thumbing through several magazines while lazily stroking his cock. I'd actually been waiting for it to harden when I realized it was.
"He's got to have the smallest dick I've ever seen," I commented.
Darlene leaned over my shoulder to have a look for her self. "I think it's cute."
"You can't be serious!" I said laughing.
Darlene shot me a look, which told me she was.
"No wonder he and Silva never fuck...it's not big enough to even get it in!" I continued.
"That may be...but you could certainly deep-throat that one. And I'm willing to bet, he'd really enjoy that!"
Darlene was good at giving head. Really good. "That's not one of the services we offer here," I reminded her, receiving another look.
"I know that...I was just commenting on the fact that regardless of how small his prick is, it would still be interesting to play with."
Harold continued fondling his small cock. At times, it completely disappeared inside his meaty looking hands, but he'd obviously had plenty of practice and experience pleasuring himself. Long before his twenty minutes were up, Harold had climaxed. He'd dressed, actually straightening the magazine's he'd been looking through before coming back out into the lobby area.
After Harold had settled up his small bill, he asked, "Silvia mentioned that you have a viewing room where you can watch people."
"We do," I told him. "But only with the clients consent."
Harold stood there giving that some thought momentarily. "Tell you what, I have a proposal for you," he began. "Anyone coming in here today, you tell them at if they allow someone to watch them anonymously, that I'll pay for their session. On top of that, I'll pay you double the cost of the room I'm using."
I turned to look at Darlene. "I guess we could mention it to anyone coming in today." I said lamely.
"We could," she said grinning. "But we don't even have another scheduled appointment until later on this afternoon."
Harold looked at Darlene. "I'd enjoy watching you," he told her. "If you're interested that is. And as I said, I'll even pay for the use of whichever room you choose to do it in."
"Ok. Why not?" she said, surprising me in the process. "It's not like you can't handle things up here." Darlene said with a gleam in her eye, meaning something else entirely as she stared down towards my crotch. "And besides, I've been dying to use that new contraption you ordered that we've only recently installed."
Fact was, there were a lot of new, self-pleasuring devices out there in the market. Many of which I couldn't as yet afford to purchase. But we had invested in one of them, and I had hopes that it would eventually do well with many of our female clientele once they discovered what it could do for them. Darlene and I had even discussed doing a promotional video, showing her riding the damn thing with the hopes of sparking some interest for those women who were curious about such a thing. She wasn't sure that she wanted to have it playing on one of the TV's in the lobby all day long though, so we'd tentatively shelved that idea.
I told Harold I'd make the offer to anyone who came in. If we received written permission, I would pipe in the closed circuit feed into his room. I told Harold how he could split-screen his monitor, watching several rooms at one time if he wished. Which he did. Though at the moment of course, Darlene was his only available viewing pleasure.
Harold happily sequestered himself away inside the viewing room while Darlene headed off to the "Toy" chamber as we called it. Minutes later, I was watching her having already undressed, from my monitor in the lobby, knowing that Harold was also watching the same thing I was from his room. Our investment was an interesting combination of various things. In a way, it looked a little like one of those mechanical bull rides, except with handlebars. Mounting it in much the same way, there was one special added feature. A perfectly positioned dildo was mounted directly within the seat. Taking a moment to comfortably impale herself, Darlene then gripped the handlebars. As though riding a bike now, she had access to several controls by merely flipping one or two switches, as well as increasing or decreasing the speed and motion of the contraption by simply twisting the handles, much like you would do on some motorbikes.
Unlike a mechanical bull ride, this one wasn't intended to buck you off, though it did rock back and forth as fast or as slow as you liked, vibrating simultaneously, again at whatever speed or intensity that you preferred.
Even the dildo in the seat was designed to operate independently. Flipping a few switches, it could retract, thus "stroking" in and out as well as "wobbling" as Darlene called it...and vibrate independently at a different speed from that of the rocking saddle she was sitting in.
"God Steven! This is fucking amazing!" Darlene spoke, knowing that I could easily hear her through the speakers within the room.
I wondered if Harold was enjoying this half as much as I was.
It was obvious that Darlene was truly enjoying herself. As she experimented with the various options, she'd finally settled for what appeared to be a much slower rocking by the horse, though the dildo itself appeared to be set at a rather steady stroking, though again, certainly not at the fastest speed possible. So engrossed in watching my wife fuck-riding the "beast" as it was called, that I hadn't noticed for a moment the two young men who had entered.
When I finally did notice them, one was fidgeting with one of our brochures, thumbing through it all the while whispering to his companion. They weren't what you'd call stereotypically "gay" in appearance, but I assumed from their demeanor with one another that perhaps they were.
"Are you interested in one of our rooms?" I asked, having given them both ample time to peruse through the "menu".
They had seemed to settle on the Shower facility, which is when I then made mention of Harold's most generous offer. He'd indicated previously that it mattered not whether anyone was male, female...gay, straight or lesbian. His offer was for anyone who was willing to let him watch them.
Surprised by the offer perhaps, they readily accepted the terms however. Both seemingly excited by the prospect of an unknown stranger observing them.
"Is it ok if I make a phone call?" The taller of the two of them asked. "We have some friends who might enjoy participating with us," he told me.
I didn't want to take advantage of Harold's offer, so I told them I'd have to double check with him first as to how far, and to what extent he was willing to continue paying for whatever activities were to occur here. Harold however told me simply that it mattered not...who, how many, or what was asked or requested for...he was still willing to pay for the entire experience completely, regardless of the costs.
Once again assured of his request, as well as holding onto and confirming his ability to pay with his credit card, I told our two newest clients that they could invite as many people as they wanted to. I also reminded them both that this was strictly a "solo" masturbation facility, with the laws being what they were, there could be no touching amongst one another, or they'd be immediately asked to leave. Having accepted that, he made a phone call, and a short time later, we basically had a full house for the first time since we'd opened. Surprisingly, it wasn't just a bunch of guys they had called either, much to my delight.
Reluctantly, I had to pry my wife's ass off the beast. The fact she had already had several orgasms, was beside the point. We were about to be descended upon by a horde of potential future customers. By the time Darlene had made herself presentable again, joining me in the lobby area, the first of Bobby and Glen's new friends had begun arriving.
I'd been a little surprised to see three lesbians with them, but it was made quickly clear that they'd be segregated from amongst one another. As the group of men headed off towards the Showers, Darlene showed two of the women our available rooms, not too surprised when they informed her that they wanted to experience 'The beast'. After giving them some basic instructions, she returned to the lobby where I was till chatting with one of the women who had remained behind.
Things had suddenly gotten pretty hectic. Along with Bobby and his friends, the two women trying on the beast, we'd also gotten two other walk-ins, a single male, as well as a young couple who'd discovered our add, and who had come on their lunch hour to have a little fun together.



"Looks like you guys could use some help."
She had introduced herself to me as RayAnn, explaining when she had, that she'd only come along for the "ride", curious to be sure, but not apart of her friends little adventure. Though very good friends with them, it was the two of them that shared an intimate relationship. Not the three of them together.
"Yeah...we could." I said half-jokingly. "Why? You interested?"
When it became obvious that she really was serious about it, I then warned her of what some of the aspects of her working here might entail. That and the fact, the hourly wages would be the minimum, though she could keep any and all "tips" that she might somehow manage to earn.
"Still interested?" I'd asked.
She seemed to be considering it when Darlene returned.
"Sure. Why not. It might prove interesting working here." RayAnn said eyeing my wife.
"Well Darlene, looks like we got that extra help we were talking about." I informed her.
"Oh?" Darlene said looking at me. "I take it you got to interview her about the position?" she said, winking slyly.
"Well...not exactly the way we discussed it no...but I did explain to her the sort of things that would be required...and, she's agreed to them," I said excitedly.
#
As we still had an afternoon appointment booked, with a room specifically reserved, it was nice having RayAnn available to ensure that everything was made ready for them. Darlene had headed off to gather up plenty of clean towels for the "boys" in the shower, leaving me to monitor everyone else, as well as manning the lobby in the event anyone else came in.
I had checked briefly with Harold, who was in seventh heaven as he wildly flipped back and forth between all the various activities going on. Supplying him with plenty of tissues, along with a fresh bottle of baby-oil, I'd returned to the lobby where Darlene soon joined me after delivering quite an armload of towels to the boys in the shower area.
Once again watching them over my shoulder, I realized just how exciting it was for my wife to see so many men standing around playing with themselves. As there were six in all, even I had to admit that it was quite a sight to see six differing sizes and shapes of dick's being stroked and fondled by their owners.
"Oh...look at Bobby there!" Darlene pointed out to me. "He's laying in the body chair!"
Bobby certainly seemed to be enjoying himself all right. He'd adjusted the spray of the water much to his delight. As the semi-strong stream shot from one of the faucets within the wall, Darlene and I sat there watching his prick bouncing back and forth beneath the pulsating beat of the water. Another one of his friends sat on the edge of the chair simply watching him while he lay there enjoying it. And of course, stroking his cock while doing so.
Everyone had found something of self-stimulating pleasure to enjoy. One of which hadn't really occurred to me until I saw it being done. But one of the guys had placed his prick inside one of the concaves within the wall where Darlene and I had seen Silvia place her breasts for the water massage on them the previous day.
"You know...I'd never even considered that," I told her honestly. "I might have to try that myself."
Darlene giggled excitedly. "Even crazier...one of the boys told me that he'd like to try the beast himself, and would have if the girls hadn't already selected that particular room!"
Having mentioned the girls, I switched the monitor to have a look see at how they were doing. To my surprise, they had both mounted the beast though only one was actually situated in the saddle as it were. The other was happily riding behind her, simply enjoying the vibrating seat as she wrapped her arms around her lover, hanging on, and enjoying the very pleasurable ride. For me, watching their young perky breasts being jostled about was quite erotic. I loved seeing that anyway, which Darlene fully well knew. Something about bouncing boobs always did give me an additional added thrill while watching a woman pleasure herself.
"How's our single customer in the solo room doing?" Darlene asked.
Glancing down at the monitor, it took me a moment to comprehend what it was that I was actually seeing. "I've got to put this one up on the main screen for you," I told my wife. "You're never going to believe this!"
Seconds later, I'd switched screens for her. Much easier to see now, Darlene gasped as our single guy came into view. Naked...sitting within the easy chair obviously watching a movie, he had placed a rather large sized vibrator inside his ass. And though interesting, it hadn't been the purpose of pointing him out to her either. This guy had an enormous cock! It was by far the largest one I'd ever seen before, and that included a number of good-sized cocks that I'd seen in many X-rated videos. This guy was huge! And I watched, admittedly fascinated myself as he sat there, double fisting...double hand stroking that incredible monster of a cock.
"You sure he didn't request a female presence to sit and watch him?" Darlene said drooling over my shoulder. "I'd do that for free!" she offered.
"I'm sure you would," I responded. "But no...he was very, very specific about wanting a room all to himself."
Settling herself in the chair next to me, Darlene took turns watching Big Dick as well as the Shower Boys. I on the other hand focused my primary attention on the Easy Riders who were still riding the fuck-bike together along with the young couple who I only now began paying any real attention to.
The whole purpose behind this business adventure had been born on the premise that I enjoyed seeing a woman masturbating in the first place. I'd constantly coaxed Darlene into masturbating for me, as well as the rare, but occasional girl friend whom she'd managed to convince in doing so for me every once in a while.
As I turned away from the two girls on the bike, I suddenly found myself glued to the young couple as I now began watching them.
I had entirely mirrored one small corner of this particular room. The ceiling, walls, even the floor was mirrored, giving this one little corner a very special uniqueness. Delighted, I was glad to see the young woman approach it, kneeling down on the floor as her husband stood off to one side above her.
I'm not sure that a lot of women have even experienced this amazing little adventure. I've often thought it ironic that we can make love to ourselves...enjoy it, and for the most part, do it with our eyes closed. And I don't mean in simply fantasizing either. Seeing Melinda, as I recalled her name, kneeling down over the mirror, spreading herself with her hands while her husband stood above her, watching, was extremely erotic.
"Oh baby...you have the sweetest looking pussy!" I heard her husband telling her. Almost hypnotically so, Melinda tentatively stroked herself, as though doing it for the very first time. Which in a sense, she was. Obviously she had never really taken the time to explore herself in quite this way before. And as I watched, by the look and expression on her face, she was really enjoying the sensation. To see her probing, pulling her labia apart with her fingers, almost daintily so...was truly an amazing experience to watch.
#
Harold had been having the best time of his life. If it hadn't been for the near-empty bottle of baby oil, he'd have rubbed himself raw a long time ago. He'd already had more orgasms than he'd ever had in one sitting, to the point that his poor little prick was no longer manufacturing any jisim, which was just as well as he was now out of tissues anyway.
He'd been following everything, as well as it was possible for him to do anyway. He didn't know there names, but when Bobby and his friends had formed up in what could only be described as a good old fashioned circle-jerk, he'd blown the screen up so that he could watch that with as much clarity and attention to detail as it was possible for him to do. He'd remembered doing that as a young kid himself, so it had been a good number of years since he'd experienced such a thing, now sitting there, watching as a group of much older men/boys were about to share in the same experience as he had. One by one it seemed, each reached their respective pleasures, somehow triggering another to climax, enjoying his. Harold watched as pricks erupted in various states, forms of climatic ejaculations. Some arching high into the air, others...dribbling in thick copious splurges of white sticky seminal fluids. It mattered not to him which type they were, they were all interesting, exciting in their own unique styles and ways.
#
"God Steven! Would you look at this? I've never seen anything like it!"
I'd been watching Melinda as she knelt over the mirror masturbating. Her husband had been doing the same thing, though from her perspective, she was able to stare down into the mirror, watching him as well.
"I'm watching something pretty intense myself." Still unwilling to look away from the scene I was enjoying.
"Maybe...but you really do need to see this," Darlene demanded from me.
With a resigned sigh, I change the channel on my monitor, bringing up the same room that Darlene was looking into. And I had to admit...she was right. It was quite a sight as Mr. Big Dick came into focus.
"Holy fucking shit!" I exclaimed in surprise. "Damn Darlene...you were right!"
"Told you!" she said grinning, near laughing.
Big Dick was obviously nearing the throes of orgasm. His face was bright red as he strained with the obvious pleasure of his rapidly approaching release. But it wasn't his red faced look that Darlene and I were caught up in...but rather his almost purplish cock which was about as angry looking as I'd ever seen one to be. More importantly...it was what he was doing to it, and how he was doing it that took me by surprise.
Having been in the service, I'd certainly been taught how to start a fire by rapidly running a long sturdy stick within my hands, the point of which, by friction within another stick would hopefully, eventually, ignite whatever kindling there was. Big Dick was rapidly working both hands, one on either side of his dick, up and down, up and down, faster than I would have thought humanly possible. If he'd not been using some type of lubrication, which I'm sure that he must have been...he'd have rubbed off whatever skin he had left a long time ago.
"Have you ever tried doing that?" Darlene asked me.
"No...never. And I'm not sure I'd even be willing to try that now...even after seeing him doing it," I admitted to her.
Darlene and I watched as the head of this guy's penis suddenly swelled to the size of a small fist. When it did, he quit doing his fire trick and began jackhammering his cock with both hands simultaneously.
"Oh my god! He's gonna blow!" Darlene actually yelled.
And just as she said that, he did. I'd always thought that I could unleash a pretty good wad whenever I'd worked up enough excitement. But even my best ever was nothing in comparison to the way this guy threw a thick rope of spunk from the end of his prick when he came.
"Fuck me!" I said, not even realizing I had spoken the words.
I'd just about decided to change his name from Mr. Big Dick to Mr. Big fucking cum! I for one had never seen anything like it before. This guy was shooting more spunk with each ejaculation than I'd manage to produce in an entire week! And even more amazing to both of us...was that he was purposely aiming, and nearly perfectly capturing each and every one of those streamers within his own mouth!
#
When the big show was finally over, which had taken considerably longer than I'd have been able to do, I finally returned to see how the two girls were doing. It had been a while since I'd checked on them.
"Isn't that RayAnn?" I asked.
She had been gone a while. In all the excitement, I'd more or less lost track of her. In the monitor, we could see where she had entered the changing room. Around the corner the two girls were still riding the beast, though by this time they had exchanged places. Totally unaware of RayAnn's presence, she stood peering around the corner watching them. But more importantly, while she stood there, it was very obvious that she had her hand down the front of her pants, masturbating.
"I think she'd do rather nicely," Darlene told me grinning.
"I think she'd doing rather well now."
RayAnn was intent on having an orgasm while spying on her two friends. Just by the expression on her face, it was evident how turned on, and aroused she really was.
"This really has been an incredible day hasn't it? Not only have we made a considerable amount of money today, but I'm so fucking horny I could climb the walls!"
Darlene giggled. "Well before you take that cock of yours out of your pants, you might want to remember we still have another scheduled appointment that should be here any moment now."
I'd almost forgotten. "Oh yeah...that guy and his wife."
"And his friend who he wants to have watching her, without her knowing who it is."
"Guess I'd better let Harold know we're going to need his room soon then huh?"
"I'll do it." Darlene said standing. "You take care of the girls...looks like they're all done."
Turning back towards the monitor, RayAnn had disappeared. I frowned, realizing I'd somehow missed her orgasm. I watched as the two sweet lesbians' finished dressing then switched off their monitor. At that moment, Harold approached the desk still grinning from ear to ear.
"This has been an incredible day for me. Worth every penny of every moment!" he added happily.
Harold wasn't even considered with the size of the bill, or the numerous charges on it for all the various services and activities that had taken place. He glanced at it briefly, then simply signed it.
"How about next Thursday?" he asked me. "Same thing?"
"Sure...why not?" I told him. We had made a bundle of money. And when the word got out, which I was sure that it would...it was a great draw for bringing in a lot of potential customers.
#
By days end, only Darlene, RayAnn and myself remained. I'd given RayAnn a substantial days bonus for her help, that and sticking around to help us clean up the place prior to opening for business the next day.
"Anyone interested in a private little party of our own?"
I was still horny, extremely so. With everything that had been going on, I'd been too busy to really do anything about it.
"What you have in mind?" RayAnn asked curiously.
"I thought it might be nice to end our day in the showers," I suggested lustily.
Darlene pulled her tank top up and over her head. "I'm up for that," she smiled, winking at RayAnn. "Care to join us?"
RayAnn followed Darlene down the hall towards the showers with me following the two of them.
"Ah....ok if I ask a question?" RayAnn asked as she peeled off the rest of her clothing once we'd all reached the dressing room.
"Sure...what?" I replied, stripping off the rest of my clothing as well.
"Well...since it's no longer business hours, I was sort of hoping the two of you might be in the mood to do a whole lot more than just watch each other masturbate."
I turned towards my wife. "What do you think honey? You in the mood to have your pussy licked by RayAnn here while I lick hers?"
Darlene had already placed herself comfortably down within one of the molded fiberglass seats.
"Hell yes!" she said, spreading her lips apart while RayAnn looked down, licking her lips in excited expectation.
"Lets not make it too late though," I commented. "I think we're going to have another busy day tomorrow."
"Shut up and get over here Steven," Darlene stated as RayAnn positioned herself between my wife's legs.
"You know what they say...all work and no play."
Even as I sat behind RayAnn, slipping a finger inside that wet silken pussy of hers, I couldn't help but laugh.
"But our work is nothing but play!"
"Darlene's right Steven. Shut up and fuck me."
I had to agree with another motto too. "The customer is always right."
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After ten years of marriage, it was over. Towards the end, I did every thing I could think of to try and save the marriage, but to no avail. I'm not an advocate of getting a divorce either, at least not until everything possible has been done to try and keep that from happening. But I had done all that, so when my ex-wife filed, I tried to keep things as amicable as possible. But as they say, there really is no such thing as a good divorce.
We had just stepped out of the courtroom, I was standing in the long hallway leading out from the chamber talking to my attorney when my now ex-wife saddled up to me.
"Tom? Can I speak with you for a moment?" She asked.
My attorney mentioned something about another appointment and said his goodbyes.
"What is it Silvia?"
My "Ex" was a touchy-feely person, so when she put her hand on my shoulder I didn't really think much about it, after all...it's just the way she was. Though I had learned she'd been doing a LOT of touchy-feely stuff with several other guys towards the end.
"No hard feelings?" She asked.
I looked at her with what I could only describe as contempt. She'd pretty much taken me to the proverbial cleaners, though the one thing I had managed to keep her from getting her grubby little mitts on had been the luxury cabin that my father and I had built together high up in the Uinta Mountains. A family retreat of sorts that I had eventually inherited shortly after my parents death, and a piece of property that the court had decided my Ex had no rights to as it was bought and paid for long before we had gotten married. That, and the small family business that had been started by my father and which I was now operating myself, which included some land that was at the time nearly worthless.
"I don't suppose you'd be interested in selling the cabin." She asked boldly. "I'd give you fair market value for it Tom, and I know you could use the money." She said somewhat a little too glibly.
Silvia had bartered, begged, conjoiled....done everything she could think of to try and get me to sell her the place. It had been the one place where we had actually spent some very romantic, erotic, and very sensual times together. Frankly, I couldn't understand why it had meant so much to her under the circumstances until I found out, a few years later that she had had many of her trysts there with other men during our marriage.
"Sorry....no Silvia. I'm not THAT bad off." I replied, shaking her hand off my arm as I responded.
"Oh well, had to ask." She said, turning and preparing to walk off in the opposite direction. She stopped then for a moment and turned back towards me. I was actually a little surprised to see what I thought was a real tear in the corner of her eye.
"I have to confess to you Tom....I hope that ten years from now I don't look back and realize I made a mistake."
To be honest, I didn't know how to respond to that. For one thing, I had loved her. For another, it was hard to simply throw away ten years of marriage, even though it had had its rough spots. But then, didn't most marriages? Even so, I felt like I had tried to do everything possible to keep this from happening, but when the final papers were signed, I knew then there'd be no going back, no matter what happened.
As I watched Silva walk down that long hallway towards the exit, I couldn't help but think that was probably the last time she'd ever touch me, if even in a casual sense. She had a nice ass too with long shapely legs that she loved wrapping around me when we fucked.
"Fuck!" I said aloud, actually shocking a couple of people standing nearby when they heard my profanity. I couldn't believe I'd actually stood there gazing at her near perfect ass as she walked away from me and out of my life.
"Sorry." I quickly added nodding to them and then turning to walk off in the opposite direction than my wife or rather ex-wife had. What bothered me the most was that she could still give me a hard-on whenever I looked at her, and I had one now in fact, which had made me even angrier as I knew that I would never again be with her.
The only good thing that came out of this was the fact we hadn't had any children together that would be affected by our divorce. I had contracted the mumps while a teenager, which had effectively made me sterile. Which was great in my later teenage years, as I didn't have to worry about getting some girl pregnant. But it sure didn't make things easy for me when it came time to want to actually settle down and have a family. Adoption was certainly an option, but at the time, neither of us had been in any big hurry to start a family. Thank God!
At just slightly over six feet, I was in pretty damn good shape, fairly muscular though not in a body-builder sort of way, and ruggedly handsome even if I did say so myself. Dark full head of hair, piercing green eyes, and a slightly broken nose that gave me character rather than a pretty-boy face, I had had my share of women, though again, once they discovered I wasn't capable of fathering a child, usually resorted in the break-up of any long term possibilities. So it was that I was surprised a year or so later when I met another woman who eventually became my wife.
Over the course of the next ten years I grew the business, built a new home, and had pretty much everything I'd ever dreamed of. Including a wife who loved me. Sure, we still had our ups and down like any married couple, but in comparison to what it had been like living with my ex-wife, it was just this side of Heaven. With all that going for me, you'd have thought that I should be the happiest man alive. And for the most part, I was. But every once in a while, usually around my Ex and my anniversary, I thought of her and felt those old pangs tear at my heart.
Cindy and I had an OK sex life. Nothing particularly wild or exciting, more like 'comfortable' in a sense, which was ok. But unfortunately, that's all it was. I had to give Silvia credit in that department; she could fuck like a mink. But like a mink, she wasn't particular about who she fucked either. And so for ten years I lived my new life, happy as I could be, and expected to be, and simply pushed back whatever thoughts or memories I had of my Ex whenever they surfaced. That was until I accidentally bumped into her at a car dealership when I had gone in to have some work done on my new Jeep.
At first neither one of us really recognized one another. It's not like either one of us had changed all that much in ten years. But people do change, and it was just enough for both of us that it took a moment for realization to sink in. When it did, we both seemed to discover it simultaneously as we stood there in the waiting room of the service area.
"Tom? I thought that was you, you haven't changed all that much in ten years. How are you doing these days anyway?" She asked me.
Silvia had changed. If anything she looked even better than she had. She'd put on a few extra pounds, but then again so had I. But on Silvia, it looked better. I'd always been after her about her weight; she had always been on the skinny side for my taste. And now, she was right about where I wish she'd been ten years ago. Especially as she seemed to have grown a little fuller in the breast area than I remembered.
We sat in the waiting room exchanging pleasantries, and catching one another up on what we'd been doing, and what we'd accomplished over the past ten years. I told her about my business, where I lived even, and of course we both exchanged the fact we'd each gotten remarried, though hers had in fact recently ended about a year ago. Which meant, she was now single again.
A moment later, I heard my name called over the PA system, telling me my Jeep was finished with it's first oil change and servicing.
"Well Silvia, it's been nice seeing you again." I said, unsure of what else to say, especially as I would have liked to stick my tongue out at her instead and say something silly like "Sorry your life's fucked up"...or some such, but of course I didn't.
When I stood up to leave, she did too. And once again reached out putting her hand on my arm as she did. Obviously old habits die hard.
"Remember that day outside of the courtroom?" She began.
"How could I not?" I said to myself.
"Do you remember what I told you back then?" She questioned. I did, but I played dumb, wanting to hear her say it and act like I had forgotten all about it.
"I told you then that I hoped I wouldn't look back in ten years time and wonder if I had made a mistake."
All I could do was look at her, even when I heard my name being paged a second time to go to the service counter.
"I have to tell you Tom, ever since my second divorce, I've found myself asking that question. Did I? And now....I'm wondering once again."
For the briefest moment I wanted to reach out and grab her, hug her to me and kiss her passionately. And at the same time I wanted to punch her in the face. It was a toss-up as to which of the two I'd have rather done. But I finally took control of my senses.
"Listen Silvia, I really need to go. But maybe you can call me at work some time and we can talk about it." I told her. I soon left, paid for and picked up my Jeep, and then chastised myself rather ardently on the way home when I realized what a stupid thing I had done by inviting her to actually call me sometime at work. I actually prayed right then and there that she wouldn't. By the time I got home, I was mad at myself, and even worse....horny as hell.
"How'd it go?" Cindy asked as she stood at the sink washing a few late breakfast dishes.
I walked up behind her, putting my arms around her and gave her breasts an affectionate little squeeze, that soon turned into a more wanting, demanding caress as I stood behind my wife, pressing my erection against her.
"What on earth's gotten into you?" She asked, pulling away slightly which admittedly annoyed me a little.
"Nothing." I said a little guiltily, ashamed that I was fondling my wife, knowing full well it had been seeing my ex-wife that had gotten me aroused in the first place. "It's been a while......is all." I told her. And it had been, three weeks in fact since we'd last made love together.
Cindy giggled in the same way she first did when we'd started dating, and for a brief moment I remembered those initial lusty times we'd spent together and thought that maybe I was about to get lucky after all.
"Maybe later." She said winking at me, which was promising yes, but I'd been given that same wink before only to wind up jerking off in the bathroom long after she'd gone to bed.
Spinning out of my arms and away from me, she then proceeded to remind me of all the Saturday chores that still needed doing. That, and the fact that we had promised to go over to a friend's house later that night for dinner.
"Shit!" I exclaimed aloud. I'd forgotten all about that, and I suddenly knew that there wouldn't be any hanky-panky tonight if we were going over there. A fact which I then reminded her of, as I knew it would be late by the time we got home.
"Come on Cindy." I began once again, "You and I both know you won't be in the mood to do anything by the time we get home." I saw the hurt look in her face after I'd said that. Perhaps it wasn't the most tactful way to state it, but it was after all the truth.
"Fine." She said reaching around and undoing the apron she'd been wearing to wash dishes in. "You wanna go upstairs and fuck...then lets fuck." She stormed off in the direction of the stairs leading up to the bedroom. Normally I'd have backed down, caved in, apologized and told her I was sorry. I'd done that a number of times before. But not this time. I was still angry with myself at letting my Ex get to me for one thing, and for the other, I was still horny, enough so that even an angry "get it over with" fuck was better than nothing. Or so I thought anyway. And suddenly I was following her up the stairs undoing my belt as I did.
She was naked on the bed waiting for me by the time I got there. But it wasn't one of those sultry sexy poses I saw when I found her. She was lying flat on her back, legs spread...obscenely, just staring at the ceiling. Once again I knew this look and this posture for what it was. She'd used it once before, only that time I'd gotten dressed and walked out of the room without doing anything. But once again, not this time.
And this time...I think I took her by surprise.
Cindy has great tits. Full mature breasts that have a little droop to them, nothing major, but enough so that I find them sensually arousing without looking at her as though she were some young teenage girl with perfect perky breasts. She had a sensuality to her that was stimulating to me every time I saw her naked, which wasn't often enough in my estimation. Her nipples, though not hard at the moment where just as captivating, they were caramel colored and delicious just to look at, let alone to kiss, suck and lick. That, and they were large too, covering nearly the full face of each of her well-rounded breasts that though on the large side, weren't overly so. Certainly more than a simple handful perhaps, but then again I had big hands.
I finished removing my clothing, and noticed that Cindy had a surprised expression on her face. Obviously she thought I would turn and leave the room like I had in the past. Instead, I walked towards the bed following my obvious hard-on and climbed into bed next to her. I immediately cupped one of her fat fleshy tits and began licking and coaxing her nipple to hardness. Cindy continued to simply lay there, unmoving, unresponsive and obviously angry though she wasn't about to say anything to me about that. I'd managed to tease one nipple to a nice firm tautness which I think actually pissed her off. But rather than spending equal time doing the same to her other deflated little nubbin, I decided to move forward with what was becoming a rather awkward and possibly disastrous lovemaking session.
Cindy had of course closed her legs together by now, once again extending them full length atop the bed, and it took me a moment as I reached down to begin toying with her very dry cunt, that I was just as determined as she was, and this time more so to have my way with her, no matter how angry it made her. And frankly, at the moment, I didn't give a rat's ass about her feelings. Or mine for that matter.
Cindy wasn't exactly a small woman, but I was strong enough that it took me no more than a moment to reach down and literally flip her over onto her stomach. I think when I did that; I surprised the hell out of her, though she wasn't about to acknowledge that of course. Once I had her in that position, I then reached down grabbing her soft fleshy ass-cheeks and yanked her up into a kneeling position and drove myself home. I think the sudden intrusion of my cock entering her took her breath away momentarily. I'd never before in our entire married life been that rough with her before, especially in my not taking time to ensure she was lubricated well enough to accept me. And not that I was exceptionally large either, but enough so that as hard and as thick as I was, she certainly felt it when I entered her and actually moaned, though unfortunately, not in a good way.
"Ouch!" Cindy said. "Tom....be careful. That hurt!" She finally had to tell me, and I knew that it made her angry having to admit to me that it had. Which simply made me smile, and pissed me off even more realizing all that.
I didn't say anything though, and simply continued to slam into her cunt from behind perhaps a little more forcefully that I otherwise would have. Surprisingly, I felt my wife's cunt begin to lubricate, and our coupling became a little less frictioned than it had started out, but she was obviously not emotionally trying to enjoy it, even though her cunt was perhaps defensively trying to keep me from fucking her raw. I reached down, once again cupping her breast as I'd seen them swaying back and forth, something that never failed to arouse me. I was glad to find her nipples erect when I did, and immediately toyed with them, though all I got from her in response was an admonition.
"Not so rough Tom, they're sore." She told me.
So I pinched them instead, causing her to yelp once again, though I did release them and sat back further on my haunches and began to really slam into her from behind with the ultimate goal of getting my rocks off now, and to hell with whatever pleasure she could have had from this, which was none by my way of thinking.
Normally I took my time with Cindy, ensuring that she was every bit as aroused as I was. I loved going down on her, and she loved it when I licked and sucked her pussy. She also loved it when I slow-fucked her, or varied our positions and tempo of lovemaking. But since this was obviously not a normal session for either one of us, I continued to simply thrust into her from behind until I felt my balls tighten and knew that I was about to spew whatever load I'd managed to work up in so short of a time into her. She knew it too, and suddenly reacted in a wholly and entirely different way that I had expected, especially under these unusual circumstances. It was like she knew I was heading towards climax...and I was going to get there without her. Suddenly she was fucking back against me for all she was worth, and I realized that she'd decided that she wasn't going to give me the satisfaction of having an orgasm while she didn't. It was weird in a way, because neither of us was trying to pleasure the other one really, just ourselves.
I felt Cindy reach back and beneath herself and knew she was now desperately trying to stimulate her clit in order to get herself off, either before I did, or at the very least, ensuring that she came shortly after I did. Call me dumb, stupid...or even a plain old son-of-a-bitch, cause I was acting that way admittedly, but feeling my wife frigging off her clit knowing full well what was now going on here between us incensed me enough that I was bound and determined to win this little contest of wills, and so I did the unthinkable. I faked an orgasm.
Yeah, I know....but sometimes there wasn't all that much cum...especially if I was in a hurry...so I was banking on that for one thing. In the next instant I slammed into her as far and as deep as I could go, held myself there, and groaned and yelled as though I was spilling my spunk into her cunt. I even throbbed my dick through muscle control, as though it was spurting inside of her perhaps. And I hoped that's what she thought I was actually doing, even if I wasn't. She was still busily masturbating herself with one hand trying to reach orgasm as well when I pulled out of her and stood up and away from the bed. Cindy didn't even look at me, but continued to frig her cunt, as I turned and walked out of the bedroom heading for the guest bath rather than using our own private bath connecting our room. I figured Cindy would soon be using that, and moments later when I heard the door slam, I knew that she was.
In the guest bath, I soon jerked my prick off into the wide open toilet bowl cunt that awaited me, and with far less satisfaction than I would have preferred, flushed my curdled spendings out of sight, though not quite out of mind as I stood there wondering just how much damage I....we actually, had done to our marriage.
Thankfully I had enough outside chores to keep me busy the rest of the afternoon, but more importantly away from Cindy. Inevitably it was soon time to drive over to our friends place for dinner. Shelly and Cindy had been friends for a number of years, married about the same length of time that Cindy and I had been, she and Frank had what most people would call the perfect marriage. In all the time we'd known them, I'd never seen them argue or fight about anything. Disagree yes, of course....but always playfully so, and never with any indication that one or the other of them would pay for it later. And the other thing I enjoyed about our relationship with them was that Shelly was very attractive, as was her husband Frank. Both Shelly and Frank were flirtatious, a fact that had neither bothered nor upset either Cindy or myself at any time. Maybe it was because Cindy knew her friend so well that she never felt threatened by all the sexy little innuendo's that she would shoot my way during the course of an evening. Frank had been much the same way with Cindy, and I think she liked the attention from that, as on occasion it HAD been the catalyst to some rather intense lovemaking between Cindy and I afterwards. Though again, not usually that same night as we always arrived home rather late whenever we'd gone over there.



We'd been there long enough for Frank to fix us all a drink when I saw that Shelly had ushered Cindy off into a corner somewhere. Like a sister, she seemed to always know when something was bothering Cindy, and she would always seem to draw Cindy off to one side and ferret out from her whatever it was that was going on. I knew neither of them kept secrets from one another, though I doubted Shelly had nearly as many to share with Cindy as my wife did with her.
"How's business going for you Tom?" Frank asked me, trying to garner my attention away from the sudden disappearance of our wives. I emptied my glass handing it back to him for a refill.
"Fine." I said simply, letting him know I wasn't in the mood to discuss business, but that I was in the mood to suddenly get drunk. Frank poured us each another full glass and then led me outside to the patio where he turned the steaks on the barbeque grill.
"Listen Tom, I don't mean to pry or anything, but obviously the two of you have had some sort of a fight. If you guys don't feel like being here, we'd understand, there's no sense in spending the evening together if you're going to be miserable. And besides, we're good enough friends that I feel I can tell you.....I don't particularly want to share your misery this evening if that's all right with you."
I liked Frank. Though Shelly was Cindy's best friend, I'd have to say that Frank had become mine as well.
"I'm sorry Frank, yeah....we sort of did have a little spat earlier in the day, and I guess it's kind of lingered on over into the evening. But no....I don't want to spoil the evening, or yours and Shelly's for that matter either. I'm sure once Cindy's had a chance to get it off her chest by talking to Shelly, that she'll be in a better mood, and I'm sure once she is...I will be too."
"Rare?" Frank asked flipping the steaks.
"Yeah...." I told him.
"Me too....like my steaks all nice and juicy, just like my women."
I shot him a look. "Women?" I asked. "I can't imagine you wanting or needing to be with any other women besides Shelly." I told him. "Aren't the two of you the happily married perfect couple?"
Frank laughed. "Course we are buddy. But what do you think helps us keep it that way?"
"Good sex?" I countered sarcastically, remembering the afternoon's fiasco.
"That....and an understanding wife, and lover."
"Well Shelly's that, I'll say that much."
"Yes....and sexy as hell too wouldn't you agree?" Frank asked.
We'd often joked about our wives before of course, and talked about all the secret naughty little things they enjoyed doing in the bedroom. Guy talk of course. But I'd never once heard Frank mention anything about any other women in all the years I'd known him.
"Ever fool around Frank?" I asked boldly, not knowing for sure if I'd stepped over that imaginary line or not.
Frank glanced up at me knowingly. "Not without Shelly being there." He told me honestly. You could have knocked me over with a feather.
"Seriously?"
"We're not swingers or anything like that if that's what you mean." Frank said. "But we have had a couple of threesomes in the past, and even a wife-swapping foursome once or twice. Just a little added spice to our sex-life, and it's seemed to keep the intimacy between the two of us constantly heated. Like I said, we don't do something like that all the time, matter of fact, it's been nearly six month's now since we have done anything."
I had to fix myself another drink while Frank stood tending the steaks so I could digest what it was he'd just told me. When I returned, I handed him a fresh one as well, and took up where we'd left off.
"You don't get jealous or anything when you see someone else fucking your wife?" I stated a little vulgarly. But I wanted to test his reaction to it.
"The first time I was....a little I guess. But I was really excited too Tom. Thing is, I trust my wife, and she trusts me. We've never done anything outside of one another's knowing or being there. So that way there's no distrust or suspicion. We can openly express ourselves in front of one another, have fun, enjoy sex just simply for sex, and not mix love and pleasure with it unless we're alone together. It's not a formula that works for everyone, but it works for us."
"Is that why you've never made any moves...or suggested to us that you'd be interested in...well you know, including us?" I asked.
Frank laughed. "Yeah....one of the reasons I guess. We didn't want to do anything to jeopardize our friendship for one thing. And for the other, Shelly's not attracted to you either."
I felt my face flush with sudden embarrassment. And then Frank gave me more than a soft punch into my arm. "I'm just fucking with you buddy. Matter of fact, we have discussed it yes, but I guess we felt if it was meant to happen, then it would provided it was under the right circumstances, and that the mood and the opportunity was perfect for us to approach the two of you about it. Obviously, it never has really. And again...neither one of us wanted to push it or pressure either one of you into doing something you weren't comfortable with. I take it your not real happy with your sex-life at the moment." He added.
I then proceeded to tell Frank everything that had happened, including running into my ex-wife at the dealership. How that had set me off emotionally, and how I had come home to take out those frustrations on Cindy, who in turn simply added to those frustrations by her seemingly lack of any interest in me of late.
"Maybe the two of you need to go and spend a romantic weekend together, maybe go up to that fabulous, being wasted cabin of yours."
Frank and I had been going up there for years, during the hunting season. But it was about the only time it was ever used. "A lot of cabin for so little hunting." He'd once told me. And it was. Cindy hated going up there for one thing. Not that she was opposed to the out of doors, she loved it in fact, and we'd spent many vacations traveling and camping in a tent no less.
"Cindy hates the place." I told him honestly. "Mainly because she knows it was where Silvia and I spent our honeymoon together, amongst other things."
"So why don't you sell it? I'm sure you'd have no trouble finding a buyer."
Almost immediately Silvia came to mind of course. Even after all this time I'm sure she'd still love to by the place.
"Oh...I'm sure I could. But you know, it's been in the family for so long and I've always hoped that Cindy would warm up to it some day, but she never has of course."
About that time we heard Cindy and Shelly make there way downstairs from the bedroom. "Looks like they've had their little chat." Frank whispered conspiratorially to me. "We'll finish this discussion later."
I turned and was surprised to see Cindy actually smile at me. And not the "I'll get you later" kind of evil or mischievous smile either, but a genuine one. And so...I smiled back at her.
"Frank? I need you to run to the store." Shelly told him.
"What for?"
"We need new lettuce. The lettuce I bought a couple of days ago is too wilted, and I don't want to serve a limp salad."
"But you're the expert." Frank told her lamely, obviously not wanting to really go.
"No problem....Cindy will go with you." She told him. And then Frank shot me a curious look, which I returned. And once again whispered to me over the flare and sizzle of the steaks on the grill.
"Me thinks something's afoot!" Frank said in a poor English accent. "Ok honey!" He announced then. "I'm sure that Tom can baby-sit the steaks until we get back." He turned to me even as he pushed the steaks off into the corners of the grill and turned the heat down low. "We won't be gone long either!" He warned. "I'm not about to ruin four good steaks just so you and Shelly can have a little talk!"
Neither of us had any real idea what was going on here, but it was obvious that Shelly wanted to be alone with me.
"Don't worry Tom....she won't try anything without me here. So if you're worried she's going to try and seduce you while we're gone, she won't. Not until we're back at least so I can watch!" With that Frank gave me another punch to the shoulder, then gathered up my wife throwing an arm around her waist and escorting her hurriedly out the front door.
Shelly and I both watched them go until the door closed, and then she immediately walked over towards me.
"Cindy and I had a little chat." She began. "I think the two of you have both been working too hard for one thing. And for the other....you've allowed yourselves to get into a rut, sexually speaking." She added.
I wasn't surprised by Shelly's openness; she'd always been that way. But knowing what I did now put a whole other light on the subject.
"So....what do you suggest?" I said playing along.
"I think maybe you and Cindy need a tune up of sorts." She told me. "Something to put some spark back into your marriage. Are you willing to try that? Do something a little out there perhaps that might put a little get in your giddy up?"
"Hell Shelly...at this point I'm willing to do just about anything. I've already had one failed marriage, and I'm damned if I want to go through another one."
"Good." Shelly said. "Cindy pretty much told me the same thing. I asked her the same thing I'm going to ask you now. Do you trust Frank and I?"
"Of course." I told her, suddenly finding myself becoming rather excited as the hint of possibilities began to dance around in my mind here.
"Do you think you could handle seeing Cindy and Frank together?" She asked pointedly.
I was staring at her barely concealed breasts. Cindy was wearing a rather tight fitting tank top as she usually did, but I noticed now for the first time that she obviously wasn't wearing a bra.
"I don't think I'd have any problems with it. After all, I do know and trust Frank." I told her honestly. "But it's not me I'm worried about....it's Cindy. I'm not sure how she'd react to.......well to....you know."
"You and I fucking you mean?"
"Well...yes, since you put it that way."
"Like I said...we've already spoken about it."
"She said she was ok with that?" I asked incredulously.
"Well....she spent some time thinking about it yes. But after I assured her that if at any time she decided it was a bad idea, or if either one of you became uncomfortable, then we'd stop...no matter what. Could you agree to those terms as well?"
I shook my head up and down excitedly like a kid on a sugar high. "Whew." I exclaimed. "So....how do we go about this?" I asked anxiously.
"Let Frank and I direct things." She said. "We'll have, and enjoy our dinner, then I thought we'd sit and soak in the hot-tub for a while....naked of course. A little wine, relaxation, some stimulating conversation, and then Frank and I will start to fool around a little. If the two of you find this exciting, then you guys do the same. We'll just let things sort of go from there and see what happens."
"I'd better turn the steaks." I told her, needing a moment to digest what she'd just told me, and wondering if the grin I'd seen on my wife's face had been one of curious excitement, or revengeful glee at finding a way to get back at me. For a brief moment I wasn't exactly sure which one it had been and actually worried about it. A few minutes later, Frank returned with a new head of lettuce.
"We're back! How's the steaks?" He asked.
"Medium rare." I quipped. So you'd better hurry with the rest of dinner, or you'll be going out for more steaks." Once again Cindy gave me a curious look, wondering I'm sure what my reaction had been to Shelly's question. I smiled back at her, and nodded my head, which seemed to take her by surprise a little; though she said nothing and simply nodded her own head back at me.
Dinner was great even though the steaks were slightly overdone. As Shelly had told me, we ended up in the hot-tub after it had gotten dark, but I was glad to see that they kept the inside lights of the hot-tub off as we all settled down into the soothing bubbling water... naked.
Frank had picked out a nice bottle of wine to sit in the tub and relax with. Cindy liked wine preferably anyway, and I was happy to see Frank refilling her glass. Usually she nursed a single glass of wine in one sitting, so obviously even in this respect she was letting her hair down a little. We quickly polished off that bottle, and Frank poured my wife yet a third glass, which she gratefully accepted before sitting back as it happened between Frank and Shelly. The 'game-plan' had been for Frank and Shelly to more or less start things, and then see how Cindy and I reacted from there. That all changed suddenly and dramatically.
"Shelly? You and I were roommates all through college together. How come you never made any advances towards me during all that time?" She asked her from out of the blue.
It was obvious the wine had lessened my wife's inhibitions. Not only physically as she was sitting in the tub naked, but mentally as well since she'd come right out and asked her friend such a thing in the first place.
"To begin with silly.....I'd never done anything with another woman before, not until after Frank and I were married, and then not for quite some time after that. So it wasn't like I was entertaining thoughts of being with another woman during college. If I had...I probably would have approached you back then." She said.
Cindy thought about that for a moment and then blew everyone away. "I used to wonder in bed at night as we lay there sleeping together what it might be like to be with you."
"Really?" Shelly said.
"Yeah....especially when I'd catch you masturbating at night when you thought I was asleep." She told her.
"So then, did seeing Shelly playing with herself turn you on?" Frank asked. And then I watched as he slid over to the other side of his wife and between the two women and placed his hand down beneath the water...obviously between Shelly's legs.
"Yes...it did." Cindy confessed. "And then I would do it sometimes too...thinking about it."
"Shelly loves to masturbate." Frank announced. "Still does. And I love watching her do it. Do you?" He asked turning slightly to look at my wife.
"Used to. But I admit...it's been a while since I have." She stated openly.
"I've never seen you do it." I told her. "Not even once."
"I know. I used to do it nearly every day, but then I started to worry that if I was masturbating so much, that maybe I was taking something away from you...so I quit."
"Hell....I jack off every day myself!" Frank exclaimed proudly.
Cindy seemed surprised at that and looked across him towards Shelly. "Doesn't that bother you?" She asked. "I mean....what if he's just finished jerking off and you're suddenly in the mood or something?"
"Then Frank tells me he just finished jerking off....and I give him a little while to recover. No secrets....no regrets, no hard feelings. Hell Cindy, sometimes I've just finished giving my pussy a work out with one of my vibrators, and Frank comes to bed all stiff and excited. Works both ways. And usually...most of the time we end up having even better second orgasms together afterwards. Sort of like priming the pump as it were, and it ends up making our lovemaking sessions last all the longer...and all the better in the long run. But even IF one of us still isn't in the mood...which is rare, but which has happened, we still take care of one another if the need and desire is there. Sometimes Frank just goes down on me until I cum, and then we call it a night. Or occasionally, if I don't feel like I'm ready to go again, I still treat him to something special, like one of my world-class blowjobs. But the point is...we don't deny one another anything, and we respect each other's needs, wants and desires. Bottom line you guys....we communicate!"
Cindy looked across the tub at where I was sitting. "Do you jack off?" She asked me.
This wasn't exactly a subject I was comfortable with....especially confessing not only to my wife, but to our best friends. At least I had a number of drinks to blame it on later. "Yes...occasionally." I qualified.
"How often?" Cindy pressed. And I noticed that both Shelly and Frank sat there expectantly waiting to hear my response.
"Oh...I don't know, maybe every other day or so." I told her. "Did you this morning?" She asked me out of the blue.
I had been in fact....during my morning shower. Cindy had come into the bathroom to hang up fresh towels as she did every weekend. I had been jerking myself off and hadn't heard her come into the bathroom initially. When I did, I quickly stopped, and appeared to be merely washing myself instead. Though we had one of those slightly opaque, distorted glass shower/tub enclosures, you could still faintly see one another inside the shower whenever you were looking through the glass. Obviously she had seen a little more than I thought she had.
"Yes." I said simply. "I was. But I stopped when you came into the bathroom. Why?"
"Just wondering."
"Is that why you weren't interested in fooling around after I got home from the dealership?" I asked....realization suddenly dawning on me. "Was it because you were mad at me for jerking off?"
"Go on Cindy." Shelly said. "Answer him, remember.......honesty and communication? Remember what we talked about?" She prompted.
"Yes....I guess I was, a little." She finally managed. "It made me horny thinking about it. But then I got angry, thinking you'd rather play with yourself instead of me. And then after you left, I went upstairs and satisfied myself, and then was feeling guilty about that, since I also knew I'd disrupted what you'd been doing. So when you got home, and wanted to fool around with me, I thought it was just because you were still horny from jacking off...but never finishing this morning. And because I had JUST finished getting off myself....I wasn't exactly in the mood at that moment."
"See? Now isn't that a lot better?" Shelly exclaimed. "All that heartache and anger over nothing!" She announced proudly. "All of which could have been avoided if you'd simply told one another what was really going on."
And I sat in the corner of the tub simply grinning foolishly. Maybe that's what Cindy thought had happened.....but that wasn't exactly the whole truth. And now I really did feel like a piece of shit. Frank was giving me a knowing look as well. I knew he wouldn't tell Shelly the whole story that much was and would remain between us at least. And I know he also knew I was feeling a little bit like a heel at this moment too, so there was some satisfaction in it for him over that.
The 'mood' had turned dramatically from the way it had started out however, and realizing that good old Frank worked on turning that ship about.
"Well now that we know all about your naughty little secret regarding Shelly, is that a curiosity you still might be willing to satisfy?"
That made Cindy laugh...although somewhat nervously. But at least it seemed to lighten the sudden tension we were all feeling. Even the obvious motions of Frank's hand beneath the water as he played with his wife hadn't helped all that much, though I for one had certainly continued to notice it. And now...as Cindy looked over towards Shelly a bit shyly perhaps in affirmation of that secret desire, she seemed to pick up on what Frank was doing to her friend.
"I can't believe I didn't notice what you were doing until now." She remarked.
Now it was Shelly's turn to giggle. "Hmmm, I'll say. And he's doing a rather nice job of it too." She added.
Frank gave me a quick glance from across the tub, and I knew immediately what he was asking just in the way he looked at me. I gave him an equally quick nod of the head, and waited. Frank had both hands beneath the water, and the subtle telltale movement wasn't missed by me either. I knew then that he had placed his other hand in my wife's lap. She in turn appeared startled for a brief moment, and looked immediately in my direction. I simply smiled at her, nodded, and moved my own hand beneath the water to my cock and began to toy with it in happy expectation of things to come.



It had been a while since I'd seen that wild-eyed expression on my wife's face. And I realized just how much I had missed seeing it.
"I think we're being poor hosts here." Shelly suddenly announced. And then she stood up and made the short trip over to where I was sitting and sat down next to me. I felt her hand seek me out beneath the water, and I tensed at her touch, and shot a quick look over towards my wife. Cindy however had her head tilted back against the headrest, eyes closed, and a beatific expression of bliss on her face as Frank continued to fondle and play with her pussy beneath the water. Seeing this, I now reached over and began doing the same thing to Shelly.
"Goodness Cindy. Had I of known just how fucking big your husband's cock was, I'd have tried doing this a LONG time ago." She said.
I suddenly felt a little awkward, and slightly embarrassed having my best friends wife so blatantly comparing me to him like this.
"Don't worry Tom. She says that about ALL the guys whose cock's she's felt up. I think she does it just to tease me, that.....and stroke the guy's egos. Though I'm sure she's stroking a lot more than just your ego about now."
Cindy had opened her eyes of course, and was also glancing across the tub towards the two of us. Then I saw her sit up slightly and reach over as well. "Besides which Cindy.....Frank's got just as nice a cock as Tom does." She finished.
We all sat there for a time after that silently playing with one another so that only the sounds of our breathing could be heard. The atmosphere was definitely different now, and it was obvious that things would soon head one way or the other. Up until now, a little mindless groping and finger-play hadn't been all that big of a deal. But the truth of the matter was, how much further would things go, and how would either Cindy or I respond to it when it did? Even I wasn't as certain as I thought I would be.
"Listen...I don't know about the rest of you, but I'm turning into a prune here. Why don't we towel off and move this on into the house?" Shelly suggested. "Frank? Why don't you grab us another bottle of wine and take it on up to the bedroom?"
There...she'd said it. Opened the door. And my only question now was...would Cindy and I walk through it together?
"Not sure about any more wine for me." My wife said standing up. And it was a nice titillating jolt to my senses to see her doing so, something as simple as standing up in the altogether, unashamedly showing off her nakedness without making any sort of a fuss over it. "Any more wine and I'm not sure I'd remember what it was that I did."
"And that would be a bad thing?" Frank quipped.
"Maybe...maybe not. But I think I want to remember everything that happens tonight." Cindy said eyeing me, and smiling.
And so as she stepped out of the tub, and through the door.....I followed.
I watched as Shelly came up to my wife and began drying her off with a towel. It was more than that though....a lot more. And as both Frank and I watched, Shelly leaned over kissing Cindy, softly, slowly....intimately. And I watched as Cindy kissed her back.
We all headed up to the bedroom after that, Frank still managed to grab another bottle of wine, though I opted instead for another stiff scotch. Not that I was self conscious about walking around with my semi-hard dick hanging out. Frank was as well, and I did glance down at him, and Cindy was right. Frank had nothing to be ashamed of in that department either. Shelly HAD indeed been stroking my ego, in more ways than one, which was fine by me as I now no longer felt the need to be either competitive, nor self conscious about myself or Frank for that matter.
"You might as well sit down and enjoy this." Shelly said to us shortly after entering their bedroom. "Knowing you two....this is something you've probably talked about and discussed more than once out on the golf course, so you might as well sit back, relax.....and enjoy it. As who knows, we may.....or may not do it for you again." She said
"Yeah...." Cindy jumped in saying. "Cause after this....we just might keep this to ourselves!"
Cindy burst out laughing. "I don't think so." Frank stated then. "We have an agreement......."
"Only that I wouldn't ever be with another man unless you were in the room, and that you wouldn't be with another woman unless I was in the room." Shelly clarified.
"Oh....so that means its ok for the two of you to get it on without either one of us there?" Frank shot back at her teasingly.
"No different than if you and Tom want to have a go at one another." She came back with.
"Oh....so you wouldn't mind that would you?"
"He's right Shelly." Cindy suddenly spoke up saying. "Besides....I wouldn't mind seeing that myself."
"Ok, Ok.....never mind, forget I even brought the subject up." Frank said. And I raised my glass up to him in a toast.
"Hypocrites!" Shelly spat. "Why is it ok for two girls to get it on....especially when the guys want to see them do it? But for some reason, its NOT ok for the guys to do the same...when the girls want to see them do it? Why is that huh?"
"I think we're out of scotch." I said suddenly standing up and heading for the door to the sounds of laughter from all three of them as it followed me out of the room and down the hallway. By the time I did return, it was to the sight of my lovely wife and her best friend hungrily going down on one another simultaneously. Frank was stroking his cock....unashamedly as he watched them, and suddenly I wasn't embarrassed to begin doing so myself.
"Damn....this is fucking hot!" Frank said as he continued jerking on his prick.
"I'll say." I added. Seeing the two gorgeous naked women pleasuring one another with their tongues was a sight to behold in deed. A few minutes later, Shelly looked up long enough to speak.
"Why don't you come around here and behind me?" She said looking at me. Side by side on the bed now, tongues still eagerly exploring and teasing one another, it was easy for me to slip into the enormous bed behind Shelly. As I did, it took no more than a moment for me to position my prick at the entrance of her pussy. As I slid inside her, the sensation was like having my dick wrapped in a moist, velvet covered rose petal. I carefully and gently eased my way inside her, and much to the delight of my wife who suddenly commented on it as I did.
"Oh fuck Shelly!" She said....."This is almost unreal....that's MY husbands cock inside your pussy! The same pussy I'm laying here licking!"
"Wild isn't it?" Shelly replied. "I know....that's how I felt the first time we did that. Ok now Frank....it's your turn. Slide up behind Cindy here...and you do the same thing to her that Tom's doing to me."
Although I really couldn't see much of anything, just hearing her describe what it was she was seeing....and now feeling sent shock waves of unbridled lust coursing through me. Shelly didn't have breasts anywhere's near as large as my wife's were. Some in fact would try and hang the title of "flat-chested" on her...but as I reached around and cupped her small tiny little tits, they felt wonderful in my hands and I began to knead them like a contented cat....everything but the purr, and my cock was doing that. One thing Shelly did have was incredibly hard nipples, and maybe it seemed more than that to me because there was so much nipple, but feeling their firmness pressed against the palm of my hand as I pressed against them, and rolled them about drew pleasured moans and mewlings from her as I did which was like music to my ears.
"Oh Tom....that feels heavenly!" She stated. As she spoke directly into my wife's cunt, which made her in turn laugh out loud a little.
"Don't talk with your mouth full." My wife admonished her. "That tickles!"
"Oh? Really?" Then Shelly said or did something else into my wife's pussy, but I couldn't hear what it was she said, or what she did exactly, but Cindy began thrashing and moaning wildly with delight.
"Stop it...stop it you cunt!" Cindy threw out at her. It had been a long time since I'd heard this particular "tone" in my wife's voice. I knew then that she was extremely horny, especially as she tended to become very vulgar, and very vocal whenever she was. Sort of like back in the days when she and I used to get stoned together and end up having fantastically wild sex all night long. She taught me words that I never even knew existed. Like I said...it had been a while. "Oh Frank....fuck my pussy you bastard!" She wailed.
"She's horny!" I offered up. "You'd better fuck her cunt Frank....or she's apt to turn around and bite it off if you don't." I warned him. I'm sure Frank took me only half seriously....but suddenly the bed was rocking with a more noticeable movement to it as Frank began to slide his prick in and out of my wife's cunt with a much greater urgency and demand.
"Oh yes!" Shelly joined in saying. "Too bad you can't see this the way I am." She remarked. "Frank....your beautiful cock looks so fucking hot going in and out of her like that! Hmmmmm, oh look.....look at the way her pussy lips seem to sort of suck in....grabbing your dick and holding it there, almost sucking and licking it as you pull back out of her!"
"And you thought YOUR wife was horny?" Frank somehow managed to contribute. "I can't shut my slut-wife up once she starts a diatribe!"
I increased my own tempo, propping myself up slightly on one elbow so I could sort of look over into the pile of flesh that was so intricately entangled together. It was impossible to see much of what was actually going on of course, but the continued sounds, including some very wet, sticky sloshy noises coming from both women's cunts spoke volumes.
"Let me know when you're about to cum baby!" Shelly told Frank.
"Almost there sweetheart!" He replied. "Shit...Cindy's cunt is fucking tight!" He added.
"Maybe its because old Tom here hasn't been fucking me enough!" My wife suddenly spoke up saying.
"Sounds like something that need's to be rectified for sure!" Shelly quipped. But Frank's imminent orgasm ended any more somewhat playful banter from continuing.
"Oh....oh, here it comes Shelly!" He said. "Catch it....catch it........catch.......IT!" He yelled pleasurably.
Even I could see that much. Shelly just managed to retrieve her husbands prick from my wife's cunt as it began to spew a geyser full of white hot cum cream into the air, most of which missed Shelly's mouth initially, and splattered along the side of my wife's face instead. Something that she rarely if ever did for me. It wasn't her "thing" to do as she once called it. And though my wife was great at giving head, she'd only allowed me to cum inside her mouth twice the whole time we'd been married. I was a little apprehensive in fact as to how she might react to this, so I continued to sit there, forgetting momentarily all about fucking Shelly's cunt as I continued to watch Frank's spray of cum cream splattering against his wife's face, and into her mouth after that first initial long shot that flew all the way up to my wife's face as she lay there sucking and licking Shelly's pink perfect looking pussy. To my surprise, Cindy hadn't even flinched, and as the pearly like drool of cum ran down the side of her cheek towards her lips, she took a moment to lick it from them as it slid inside of her mouth.
"Quite a shot that!" She exclaimed rather playfully. "But wait until you see Tom cum." She challenged. "I swear he could hit a bulls eye at fifty feet!" She exclaimed.
"Now even I wouldn't mind seeing that." Frank surprised everyone by saying.
"Not until he's made me cum first!" Shelly warned...."I'm way too fucking close now for him to stop...so if he does cum, he's just gonna have to do it again later for everyone's amusement....but not until I've had mine at least! Now....shut up and suck my clit Cindy....I'm so fucking close now!"
A second latter Shelly screamed her orgasm into the night with such embellishment that I actually grimaced when she came. "Does she always do that?" I asked even as she continued that high-pitched squeal
"Not always.....no." Frank shouted over her. "Only when it's a really....really good one!" He said finally lowering his voice as hers in turn fell down a few decibel levels.
"Hmmmm come eat me." Cindy told Frank at that point. "Let me lay down on my back and suck my husbands prick while you do it."
It only took a moment to reposition ourselves, and soon Cindy was indeed lying down on her back with Frank happily positioned between my wife's legs, munching away at her like his life depended on it....which in a way it did as I could tell that Cindy was about as worked up as I'd ever seen her, and if she didn't cum soon...she really would kill someone.
"Bring it here you horny fucker!" She demanded of me.
"Who's horny?" I asked her...but I didn't delay very long in sliding over next to her head and kneeling down beside her. Shelly wasn't about to be left out either and once she'd recovered slightly, came over to lay down next to me where she could feed my cock to my wife's mouth, and simultaneously reach over with her other hand and play with my wife's tits. Just seeing her do that was nearly enough to make me shoot my wad, but I fought against that initial sensation. I wasn't about to pass up feeling my wife sucking my cock...not for anyone. She was simply too damn good at it.
Kneeling there as I was, watching my best friend licking and devouring my wife's cunt was about the most erotic thing I had ever seen or experienced. I was surprised that I didn't feel jealous, or a little anxious about it. Maybe it was because we knew them and trusted them as much as we did that made the difference. Whatever the reason, seeing how much Cindy was enjoying it, feeling it, somehow made it's way known to me in the way she was now sucking and attacking my prick. I don't think my wife's ever sucked cock quite that enthusiastically before, and like I said, she was damn good at it any way.
I knew from experience when Cindy was close to climax...she just sort of shut down momentarily, which meant unfortunately for me that the blowjob was temporarily over for the moment. She began with that slight arch to her back, somehow managing to lift her ass completely off of the bed. God that woman had strength in her back...never knew how she could manage to do that and hold herself up like that, but she did. Cindy was forcing poor Frank to move with her, so much so that he'd had to place his hands down on the bed to support his own weight as my wife's cunt lifted his face into the air as she strove for that magical cum-finish line that was stretched out and waiting for her to finish across. An eerie sort of silence permeated the room then, only the sound of Frank's labored breathing as he continued to tongue my wife's slit could be heard. Even I was holding my breath right along with Cindy...as I knew she was, just waiting...waiting, until finally.
"Oh...Oh....Oh.....Oh....OH OH OH OH FUCK YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS!"
Ok....Cindy was loud when she came too.
Everyone seemed to collapse into a heap at that point. Frank; with his wet face all sticky and glistening with an abundance of my wife's pussy juice. Cindy, all but passed out there on the bed, finally releasing her hand from my dick in the process, probably not even aware for the moment that she had. Shelly continued to soothingly caress my wife's breasts, but it was obvious to me if not anyone else that she'd fingered herself off to yet another orgasm as well, though a much smaller quieter one when my wife came. Awkward as it was for me to continue kneeling there on the bed, I simply scooted back and stood up. Sitting down in a nearby oversized stuffed chair, I simply sat back and enjoyed the naked spectacle of my two best friends and my wife all curled up together trying to regain their senses. When they did....I watched my wife and Shelly turn into a pair of succubus and slowly worm their way over towards me.
"Ok," Shelly commented. "Time to watch old faithful erupt don't you think?"
She and Cindy reached me at nearly the same time, and for a brief moment they dueled with my cock, using their lips and tongues to do so until they'd managed to coordinate their ministrations upon my super-sensitized prick with such a delightful array of varied sensations that I was prick-numbed by it. One licked, one sucked, then they'd trade places and start all over again. Even fondling and cupping my balls became a game for them, which they both seemed to delight sharing in together. I felt my balls tighten and knew by it that I was only moments away from one very intense climax. And knowing that it would be so, and fearing for the copious discharge I was all but certain to produce, felt it only prudent to warn them... just seconds before I did.
"Oh fuck...I'm close." I told them. "I'm really going to shoot a BIG load." I said once again trying to impress upon them the urgency of that statement...because I knew it would be, and I also knew that there was no way in hell my wife was going to want to try and deal with that.
"Uh hum......" She mouthed around my cock head...pumping her head up and down, allowing her velvet lips to massage my swollen near to bursting prick all the while continuing to maintain that incredible slippery suction she had on me. Likewise, Shelly seemed very content to continue to lick my exposed shaft as Cindy concentrated primarily on the bulbous head of my dick, continuing to massage and gently squeeze my now very full firm ball sack, just as I felt the first tingling indication that I was about to ejaculate a load about the size of my fist through the end of my prick.
Maybe I wasn't as loud as the women when I came, but my climax was every bit as intense as either of theirs had been.
Even as the first discharge began to make its way up my shaft, it was certainly too late to try and do anything about it as far as my wife went. I figured she'd catch that first one, part of it anyway. And she did....hungrily it seemed. I knew that the force of that first explosion had filled her mouth, but she accepted it and drank my essence as smoothly as drinking milk from a glass....though a large glass I might add. And even as the second spurt flew from my prick, I was still amazed as she attacked my prick with a sensual vengeance that amazed me.
"Let me have some of that!" Shelly cried out, and Cindy reluctantly gave way to her, just as the third explosion leapt from my prick hitting both women squarely in the face as they hastily fought to exchange places. By then the volume wasn't nearly what it had been, but the ejaculations continued for what seemed like an eternity for me, and Shelly indulged herself to some reasonably copious squirts that she seemed to thoroughly enjoy sucking out of me.
"Fucking A" Frank exclaimed as he sat on the bed watching this. And for once, I had to agree.
We finished the night making love to our own wives side by side on that enormous bed, which was still about as sensual an experience as I'd ever had. Seeing Frank and Shelly doing the same right next to us, with the occasional reach over...caress, fondle etc, and then hearing of course all the soft moans, groans and gentle urgings that lovers who are really excited make. It was an awesome experience that kept us all stimulated and passionate long into the night.
Cindy and I spent the better part of the day in bed together. Something we hadn't done in years. We even took breaks to bring in snacks, feeding one another treats, and then start things up all over again. In some ways I felt like a kid again, and it felt great. And when we weren't making love, or pleasuring one another with our hands, fingers, tongues....we talked. And it was then we agreed to keep the lines of communication open with one another. And not that we'd end up in exactly the same kind of life-style that Shelly and Frank had....with other people at least anyway, it wasn't something we'd discount either. If nothing else...we'd talk and discuss things before making any decisions one way or the other. So there was that.



On Monday I went to work and was feeling pretty damn good about the weekend when the telephone rang.
"Thomas Andrews" I said answering.
"Tom? Silvia." And suddenly I shivered like a cold had suddenly descended down upon me. And the worst part was, I had no one to blame except for myself. I should never have invited her to call me at work.
"Hi Silvia." I said, trying to maintain my composure and keep my voice in a professional business like tone at the same time.
"My...aren't we uptight in the morning." She began.
"Listen Silvia, I know I said you could call me at work if you wanted to talk, but I really have to say that having thought about it...it's not really a very good idea after all....I think."
There was a brief pause, and I was hopeful she'd agree with me and simply hang up. Unfortunately she didn't.
"Remember what I said? I really do miss you Tom, and maybe it really was a mistake."
I had yearned for a long time to hear her say those words to me. And even during that first year of our divorce, I still hoped to one day hear them. And now that I had, those old feelings for her came rushing back, but only for the briefest of moments, and only because I had the briefest bitter satisfaction of having heard them, even if they no longer meant what they once would have meant to me.
"Have you still got the cabin?" She asked suddenly. A question that caught me off guard, as I immediately assumed she was back to wanting to purchase it from me, and under the circumstances, I was half tempted to do it.
"Yes...why?"
"I was thinking that maybe we could meet up there this weekend....and talk."
I wasn't stupid; this WAS my ex-wife I was dealing with here. "Why do we need to go up to the cabin just to talk?" I questioned, already knowing the answer of course.
"I thought being away from everything would give you and I a chance to sit down and discuss things, and what better place to do it?" She was offering. "You and I had some great times there." She added softly.
I was tempted....I really was. And if it hadn't been for the fact that Cindy and I were beginning to piece together our own marriage I might have been more than simply tempted.
"Let me think about it." I replied, having no intention of doing any such thing. But I felt like I needed a little more time to come up with some kind of a response that would end this encounter with my ex once and for all. "By the way Silvia, you still interested in buying the cabin?"
There was a brief pause on the other end of the line. "Maybe....." She said finally. "Though my finances aren't the best they've been, if you're serious about selling the place, I might be able to swing it. How much are you asking for it?"
What Silvia didn't know was that over the past ten years I had slowly purchased surrounding property's to ensure the seclusion of the cabin remained intact. By now I had well over a hundred acres that extended pretty much in every direction to keep everyone else out and away from what was once my fond family retreat.
"Oh, I don't know....the cabin and the property it's sitting on is easily worth two hundred thousand." I told her, which was an underestimated cost by a considerable amount, but I didn't want to scare her away from a possible offer either. I could have easily sold it to someone else for considerably more, but suddenly I had an idea kicking around inside my head that I wanted to think about a little longer before I decided to actually act on it.
"I'll let you know on Saturday." She told me. "See you at the cabin in the afternoon." She continued, and then suddenly I was listening to the sound of the dial tone. Obviously her intention was to keep me from begging off from meeting her, which I could still easily do, standing her up with no way to gain access to the cabin as it was securely locked up. But I also knew that Silvia thought better of me than that and was gambling on the fact that I'd actually be there.
"No more secrets." I told myself on the drive home from work that night. I planned on telling Cindy of my bumping into my ex-wife at the dealership, along with today's telephone conversation. I wasn't trying to hide anything, and I certainly wasn't about to do anything without Cindy's full and complete knowledge of what I had in mind, something of which I'd been kicking around all afternoon.
"You want to do what?" Cindy asked excitedly after we'd sat down for dinner and I had begun to fill her in on everything that had happened, and had been said.
"I don't see the point in keeping it any longer." I told my wife. "You don't enjoy going up there anyway, so except for during the hunting season, it really isn't being used the way it was intended to be."
"Yes...but isn't that a little drastic? And besides, Silvia might not be able to even come up with the money." Cindy responded.
"So....if she doesn't, or can't, then maybe it's time to put it up on the market. You've asked me before if I'd consider selling it, and then maybe build a new one someplace else on the properties. I've been thinking about it, and with all the new land we've purchased, there are a few choice spots that would be ideal to build you and I a new place on."
That had always been a point of contention between us over the course of the years, that fucking cabin. Cindy hadn't pressed it that hard of course, she knew how much it meant to me and that it had been something of a family retreat, though for the most part....was more of Silvia and mine's little hide-away.
We both sat in silence for quite a while after dinner was over. I could tell that Cindy was mulling things over in her mind, as was I. I still wasn't a hundred percent sure I was still even going to meet Silvia, let alone try and pull off what I'd been considering. But I was more interested in the fact that once Cindy had been made aware of everything that she was giving it as much thought as I was.
"You need to sell her." Cindy began.
"I know that....I'm not that worried on the cost...What I thought I'd do...."
"No Tom, that's not exactly what I meant." She said interrupting me. "You need to convince Silvia that things aren't the way they are number one, and number two....keep her off balance just enough that she doesn't see it coming, and can't react to it afterwards."
"And how do I go about doing that?" I asked her. "You want me to actually plan on meeting her there? You know damn well what she'll be expecting if I do. And though I'm not the least bit worried about giving into her, I'm afraid all that will do is piss her off and she'll be suspicious about my selling her the cabin."
"I think it's time you and I discussed something else Tom. Something that needs to be said, and will have a direct impact on what it is we're both trying to do here. But before we do....I want to show you how much I trust and love you."
Suddenly Cindy stood and began removing all of her clothing, she'd already cleared off the dining room table, and suddenly placed herself upon it. Something I'd teasingly suggested a number of times, but something in which for whatever reason she'd never been willing to go along with.
"Fuck me Tom. Fuck me long...Fuck me hard...but more importantly, fuck me now!" She demanded.
And we did. I'd managed to give Cindy two very satisfying orgasms as I stood there on the floor sliding in and out of her extremely wet pussy as she lay on our long elegant dining table. When my own orgasm approached, Cindy wanted me to pull out of her and shoot my joy juice all over her body, something else she hadn't been particularly fond of my doing. I was so excited by the time I actually came that I literally drenched her, covering her breasts, tummy, and pussy with copious streamers of my jism. To my additional delight, I then watched my beautiful wife take my essence and smear it all over her body, rubbing it into her skin, and then using some of it to actually masturbate with, where she then came again for me in a very sensual and amazing way. I'd never actually seen her play with herself though I had known she did on occasion of course, but actually seeing her do it, and seeing the way she did it had me hard, horny and anxious to make love to her again, which we did, though this time comfortably in bed together.
I was standing outside on the balcony from our bedroom enjoying an after sex smoke when Cindy came out to join me. She was full of surprises. In all the years we'd been married, she'd never shown the boldness that she'd suddenly started to show. And though it was late, with all the lights off inside the house, Cindy's appearance next to me in the nude was a bit of a surprise. The chances of anyone seeing us this time of night was remote, but never the less, Cindy's standing there next to me was an immediate reminder that things were changing between us.
"I think it's time I told you what's been bothering me, and how I think it might actually help us resolve this little problem of ours." Cindy began. I felt her hand reach out and softly grasp my now flaccid penis, but she stroked it without the intention of arousing me, just as a way of keeping an intimate contact with me as she began to tell me things that I had only suspected on the one hand, and on the other, gave me insight into her feelings that I could have never been able to understand on my own.
"Did you know that Shelly was married for a few years before she and Frank were?" She'd begun.
"No...I didn't know that." I told her. "I didn't think either one of them had been married before."
"Well it's Franks first...and hopefully only marriage, but yes...Shelly had been married to another man for a few years previously. She once told me how she had gone through some real emotional difficulties after her break up, and it was Frank who suggested something to her, which she found shocking until he told her why. Afterwards....after she did it, she and Frank were finally married and she never had any problems with it again after that."
Cindy had my curiosity aroused now, and so I stood there listening to her without interruption as she continued to pet my penis as her way of maintaining contact with me, and ensuring that I was giving her my undivided attention.
"What Frank told her to do....was to fuck her ex-husband one last time."
"What?" I near shouted in surprise. "You can't be serious!"
"Hear me out." Cindy said. "I said the same thing when Shelly told me. But then she explained what happened afterwards, how she felt, and how it changed everything for the two of them for the better afterwards. It took me a while to think on it, and finally come to grips with it. But after I did, I had to agree and saw how that it worked for them, and how now.....it just might work for us too!"
"Cindy...listen, there's no way........."
Cindy squeezed my prick effectively cutting me off. "No...I'm serious, listen to what I have to say, just the way I did. And after you've had some time to think about it, you'll know that I'm right."
I stood there in stunned surprise, but decided I'd at the very least listen to what Cindy had to say before reasoning it out with her as to how it was a very bad idea. Maybe afterwards, she'd see it my way and give up on this silly idea of hers. On top of which, I also figured I was going to need to have another little chat with Shelly and tell her to quit giving my wife these weird ideas.
"For starters....I know you truly loved Silvia....."
I immediately began to speak and interrupt her, but Cindy squeezed me once again, and put her fingers to my lips, hushing me up simultaneously. "You wouldn't have married her if you didn't Tom. And I also know the divorce was hard on you, more than what you've ever been willing to tell anyone, or willing to admit too. I also know that in time, before we met even, that you finally came to grips with it, but that it never really gave you any peace. There had been so much hurt, and so much pain.....and longing. Longing for what would never be again, and that was a wound in your heart that never fully healed. And even after you and I met, eventually married....I knew that even back then when you gave me your heart, your love....it wasn't as complete, or as fully given as it should have been. You were afraid to give yourself completely as you once had. And I can understand that."
Everything Cindy said struck home like a blow to the gut, and I was immediately uncomfortable as though she'd somehow managed to open up the secret vault in my mind and read every note and every scrap of paper I had put thoughts to and locked away, hopefully forever. Now....she was rummaging around in there tossing out all these memories and forcing me to read them all over again.
"So what happened with Shelly?" I threw out, wanting desperately for Cindy to get off this particular train of thought as quickly as possible.
"Well, Shelly called him and told him that she wanted to see him, and came right out and told her ex that she wanted to sleep with him. And so....they arranged an evening where they could be together, and she did exactly what she intended to do, "fucked his brains out" as she put it. After which, she felt all these long felt pent up emotions suddenly evaporate away. It was as though this burden she'd been carrying ever since their divorce had suddenly been lifted away. When Shelly left the hotel that night, she "knew" she would never again wonder...or feel curious about the "what-if's" and "what might haves" had they stayed together. She knew then and there that she could marry Frank, and never again look back and leave a piece of herself behind that she couldn't honestly and totally give to him. You see Tom, that's what I've been resenting all these years, and I didn't really know it until Shelly pointed it out to me. I've known you've wondered those things....I've known that every time you go up to the cabin you think of her, and I've harbored resentment towards you because of it, even though I didn't know that I was, or even why. The only thing I could focus on, because it was a tangible, physical thing...was the cabin. Which is why I hated going up there, and why I've always wanted you to get rid of the place."
"So you think if I were to fuck Silvia, that the same thing would happen to me that happened to Shelly? Is that it?"
Cindy merely nodded her head yes.
"And how's that supposed to help us with the other half of the equation." I asked her.
"Well....that's where I come in." She said simply. "And that's how we sell Silvia on the cabin, and convince her to buy it, and trick her into thinking that there's more to this than meets the eye."
Cindy then laid out for me in specific detail what her idea was. And though I sat there listening to her incredulously, I actually began to see the wisdom of it, even though it was the wildest thing I had ever heard of in my entire life.
"You're serious!" I said when she had finished.
"Very!"
"I need to think about this." I told her.
"I know. And you will. And when you have, you'll see I'm right." She said. "And that's how we'll solve both problems in one fell swoop! Now...you think you can get this up again one more time tonight?" Cindy asked huskily.
And to my surprise...I did.
With less than a week to go before Saturday arrived, there was a number of things I had to do before hand if we were going to pull this off. Not the least of which was calling Silvia and informing her we were on. But...there was a 'catch' to that too as Cindy would also be there, though she wouldn't know that exactly and I hoped that I would be convincing enough over the phone that she wouldn't suspect anything either.
Once I had arrived at work I immediately called her.
"Silvia?" I said after she'd answered. "There's a minor complication regarding Saturday." I told her.
"Oh? So you HAVE decided to meet me though?" She queried.
"Well yes, but there IS one small little problem. And to be honest with you, I'm not sure how you'll react to it, but truth is...there's no way around it for me."
"What's the problem Tom?"
"Ummm, well...you see, I was supposed to be meeting my girlfriend at the cabin this weekend, and as you know there's no phone up there. When we initially talked about it, she'd mentioned that she had a weeks vacation coming and wanted to know if it would be alright with me if she went up a little early to spend some time with herself, you know, hiking, reading...that sort of thing. So you see the problem is...she's already there and I can't very well do anything about that now." I heard what was a slight gasp of surprise on her end when I had mentioned the word "girlfriend".
"Tom! You naughty little boy you!" She said enthusiastically. "I would have never thought such a thing of you." She began. "But yes, I can see where that complicates things just a little bit."
"Now came the hard part." I thought to myself. And like Silvia said, trying to sell something to her that was so out of character for me was going to be very difficult and still make it believable.
"Yeah...I know. People change Silvia. I certainly have. You might not be interested in meeting me anyway; you don't know me any more like you think you do. I've had a number of girlfriends over the past few years, and...I like to party, you know, threesomes etc. Sometimes with other guys even..." I had to take a breath and swallow over that one. Silvia had expressed a fantasy of hers to me years ago that she wanted to experience a threesome with me and another guy, but not simply for her pleasure though that was apart of it...but that her curiosity included seeing me doing something with another man.
"Wow Tom....you really HAVE changed haven't you?" She stated excitedly. "Is this girlfriend of yours open minded?" She asked.
"Bingo!" I thought, and I laughed nervously. "Well yes, matter of fact her girlfriend was supposed to go up with her in the beginning, you know...so she'd have some company until I got there, and then the three of us...." I let that one hang.
"Oh my. Hmmmm, well now that certainly IS interesting. You don't suppose she'd be willing to allow someone else to join your little party do you?"
"I guess not....no in fact, I remember her telling me that if I knew anyone else...."
"Well then....sounds like we don't really have any problems after all do we?"
"No...guess we don't, as long as you're ok with it?" I questioned. "Oh...and Silvia? I can bring the papers with me for you to review and look over while we're up there if you're still interested."
"Matter of fact Tom, I've managed to arrange financing already. And even arranged for an appraiser to go up and look at the property."
I'd already known she would do that if she were serious, so hearing her say that didn't surprise me. "Sounds good....though you'd better tell him that it won't be me meeting him there, as I said...Debbie's already there and I'm sure she'd be happy to show him around the place. I'll messenger over a cover letter that he can take with him so that Debbie won't be too surprised whenever he shows up."
"That should be fine." Silvia agreed. "So...we're set for the weekend then? What about your wife?"
"Oh Cindy? She's going to be out of town visiting her mother this weekend, that's one of the reasons I planned this with Debbie as I knew no one would be suspicious of anything."
"Smart. Still Tom, you have shocked me a little. I would have never thought you'd do something like that."
"Well Silvia....I was thinking about getting together with you sometime too you know...just wasn't sure how I was going to get out of this weekend thing is all."
"That's true." She laughed. "Ok then, see you up there sometime Saturday afternoon. See you then Tom." She managed in her sultry voice that she enjoyed using whenever she thought she had something special to look forward to.



"Bye Silvia." And then I quickly hung up before anything else could be thought of or said to cause suspicion to our conversation.
My second call was to Cindy informing her that Silvia had taken the bait.
"See? I told you she'd go along with it."
"Yeah...hook, line and sinker. Only in this case, a treble hook." I added smugly. "Greed, lust and power for bait."
"Just keep in mind sweetie, even a cagey old fish sometimes spits the hook, even a well concealed one."
"Yeah...I know. I'm sure if she gets suspicious about anything we'll hear about it long before the weekend."
After I'd hung up from Cindy, I immediately called my attorney and had him draw up the paperwork on the cabin. I also had him draw up papers selling back part of the land I owned to the BLM. I'd take a considerable loss on a few of those acres I knew, but it would be worth every penny of it to me.
"You sure you want to sell this property Tom?" My attorney asked. "You know what that means."
"I know Bill. It's the reason I'm even doing it."
"Ok then, your loss." He finished.
"My gain." I said silently to myself. "Provided everything goes according to plan that is. Otherwise, I really am fucked."
There was no sense worrying about it now, everything had been put into motion, it was just a matter of having everything come together in time, and from there, seeing if the results would be anything as I expected. There was still the possibility the whole thing would blow up in my face, cost me a small fortune, not to mention a considerable amount of grief, and worse...leave Silvia laughing at me in the long run.
"It's going to be a long week." I mused. And then I informed my secretary I was taking the rest of the day off, and that she in fact could close up as well after the lunch hour. I certainly didn't have my mind on business, but I DID have my mind on my sexy little wife sitting at home. And suddenly I pictured her lying on our bed masturbating.
"Yes...I think I will go home a little early today." And then I followed my rapidly hardening penis out to the car and began the drive home. I quickly called Cindy however from my car phone. "Hi honey. Guess what? I'm on my way home and I have a BIG surprise for you."
I heard Cindy giggle. "I'll bet. But you're not going to believe this sweetie, I just got off the phone with Shelly...she's on her way over for coffee."
"Well, you'd better call her back then. And tell her that your husbands on his way home to fuck his wife! If she shows up, I'm liable to fuck you both!"
"Oh really!" She said. "Fuck us both huh? Well then, I guess I had better call you...see you in a few sweetheart!"
I worked across town so it would take me the better part of a half hour to get home. When I pulled onto our street, I immediately saw Shelly's gold BMW sitting in the double driveway. Shelly and Frank had identical cars, though his was silver, and for some reason that struck me as kind of funny. I was still chuckling to myself when I pulled into the driveway along side Shelly's car. It was a moment after that that I happened to glance up into the rearview mirror just in time to see Frank pulling in behind me. I got out just as he did and we met each other at the walkway leading up to the front porch.
"What's the emergency?" Frank asked worriedly. "Shelly called me and said that if I didn't get my ass over to your place in a hurry, that she wasn't responsible for anything that happened!"
I had to laugh, pointing down towards the bulge in my pants. "I'm the emergency. I called Cindy to tell her I was on my way home to fuck the hell out of her. She told me that Shelly had already left to come over for coffee. And I warned her that if I got home and found them both here that I was apt to screw them both!"
Now it was Frank's turn to laugh as we headed up the walk to the porch. "Don't suppose they're baking cookies do you?"
"I hope not. Cause if they are, then I'm apt to make a major fucking mess of the kitchen!" I announced boldly grabbing my crotch just as we entered through the door into the living room.
"Cindy?" I called out. But there was no response.
"Ah oh...." Frank said grinning. "Me thinks they're bloody well buggering one another upstairs." He adlibbed in his phony English accent.
"Then lets go upstairs and find out for ourselves." I told him leading the way. Sure enough, we soon entered our master bedroom and found Cindy and Shelly laying on the bed waiting for us. But they weren't exactly just sitting there either. Naked of course, Cindy and Shelly had managed to position themselves so that they had 'scissored' their cunts together and were gently rocking and pushing against one another when we walked through the door.
"Fucking A", Frank said, which he usually always did whenever he had a lack of anything else to say.
"Tally-ho old boy." I said in my equally bad English parody of his accent. And immediately began stripping off my clothing.
The girls obviously had been expecting us, and were smiling even as they continued on with their pussy grinding. "Bring that monster cock over here honey!" Cindy told me. "I want to suck it while we do this."
"Me too!" Shelly added grinning lustily at Frank. And seconds later we both stood there on opposite sides of the bed while our wives sucked and jacked our cocks in unison while continuing to hump cunts against one another the entire time.
"By the way Shelly," Frank said as his wife continued mouthing and sucking his prick. "I think we need to go over the rules again." I saw Shelly remove Frank's dick from her mouth and look up at him expectantly.
"And?" She asked.
"I think we need to amend paragraph two, section C." He told her.
"Refresh my memory, I seem to have forgotten which one that is."
"Well, instead of our agreement that we require that we're both present whenever certain situations present themselves? I think we can amend that to say that if it's you and Cindy...that I don't necessarily need to be present if the two of you ever want to fool around together."
"Oh? You mean you don't WANT to be here if Cindy and I want to fool around a little?" She said teasingly.
"NO! That's not at ALL what I meant." Frank answered, but we all knew Shelly was mentally masturbating him.
"So in other words....you LIKE the idea of us getting together like this occasionally."
"Well yeah...as long as Cindy and Tom does." He replied a little sheepishly.
"So'k by me." Cindy chimed in. "And I think the same should hold true for the two of you as well." She added. And once again I glanced over towards Frank and shot him a knowing look.
"Now see what you've started? You've got the girls thinking about that "other" thing." I said in exasperation.
"You never know Tom." My wife said just mouthing the end of my dick as she spoke. "Frank might be better at this than I am."
"Not hardly." I said just slightly under my breath. But I heard Shelly snicker anyway and knew that if she'd heard me, so had everyone else.
"Sorry I brought it up." Frank finally said giving in.
"I'm not!" Shelly said with a mouth full of cock that sounded more like "Mmm mott," And then she did remove Frank's prick so she could speak more clearly. "I think that sounds like a fine idea...a whole lot better than getting together and simply baking cookies or something!"
Frank and I burst out laughing simultaneously.
"What's so funny?" The girls asked.
"I'll tell you later." I told them both. "Something to do with cookies and a very messy kitchen." The girls got somewhat serious after that and quit kissing cunts together. "Tom? Cindy and I had a little chat while we were waiting for the two of you to get here."
"And?" I asked simply.
"And...she told me how you once asked if you could fuck her in the ass."
Frankly I was a little surprised that my Cindy would actually share such information with her, even if she was her friend. I'd asked her once about it, and she'd given me a very firm, "No fucking way!", so I'd never broached the subject with her again after that. I didn't have a response to that however, too stunned actually to do so, so I waited for her to continue instead, which she did.
"Anyway, I've told her that I rather enjoy it every once in a while, and even mentioned to Frank a while back that what I'd really like to try some day is a double-fuck, you know...someone in my ass, someone in my pussy. Would you like that?"
I glanced in surprise and shock, looking at my wife, and then at Frank. Cindy was smiling at me. "Go ahead baby." She cooed. "Now's your chance, you KNOW I won't....not with THAT big cock anyway!"
"You're serious?" I asked....including everyone in my question.
"Very." Shelly said reaching over to clasp my wife's hand. "To begin with, I think it's appropriate for any of us to discuss anything before we do it, and more importantly, no one should ever feel like they should do something that they don't want to do. Cindy obviously doesn't have any desire to have someone stick their cock in her ass, but I do. So as long as everyone's ok with it...why not?"
I know I was grinning like a kid on his birthday, but I couldn't help myself. "Ok...now what?"
Shelly quickly had Frank lie down beneath her and she climbed aboard him on top, ass facing away from me. I watched as Frank's dick slid into his wife's pussy and once he was firmly and completely ensconced inside her, she beckoned me over to her.
"Make sure you use plenty of that KY over there on the table." She said pointing. "Cindy has a point about that big dick of yours. Oh...and use plenty of it on me too." She added.
It took a moment to fully lubricate myself, and even longer to try and lubricate Shelly's puckered little asshole sufficiently as neither she nor Frank simply sat there while I did it. I had to struggle with inserting my finger into her as she continued to fuck her husband even while I did my level best to ensure that she'd be sufficiently lubricated to take me. Cindy wasn't to be left out either, and had already positioned herself over Frank's face so that he was not only fucking his wife, but eating mine out as well.
"Hey now...wait a minute! What about me?" I said still trying unsuccessfully to position myself so that I could actually and finally enter Shelly's ass. Finally she stopped long enough so that I could.
"Go easy baby." Cindy instructed me. "Maybe she's willing to let you fuck her ass, now...but if you hurt her, it might be the last time you ever do it." She warned.
"Well tell Frank to quit fucking his wife then." I admonished them both. "I can't even get it near her with her ass bouncing up and down like that!"
"Sorry old boy. It feels too fucking good mate."
"Shut up Frank!" I said, sounding quite a bit like Hawkeye Pierce when I said it. "I think you've got your accents a bit mixed up."
"Shut up both of you!" Shelly near shouted exasperatedly. "Can't the two of you play nice for a change? Or aren't the two of you really interested in fucking me?"
That shut us both up, and a moment or two latter, I had slipped inside Shelly's exquisitely tight ass. It took me a moment to adjust to the tempo of their coupling. Twice I had almost slipped out when I was attempting to push in, but as Shelly gradually became accustomed to my intrusion of her posterior, I managed to get a significant portion of my anatomy deep inside her.
"Oh hell yes!" Shelly moaned loudly as we finally got going in perfect harmony together. "This is fucking great!" She bellowed ecstatically. Cindy was still sitting on Frank's face, sitting towards me and watching the expression on mine and Shelly's faces as we rhythmed our way towards ecstasy.
"Maybe I WILL have to try that sometime she said. I have to say Shelly, you look like you're really enjoying it...I don't mind telling you, I don't think I've seen you look any more beautiful, or any more pleasured before." My wife commented openly and honestly.
"Oh honey...if you only knew." Shelly barely managed to acknowledge through semi-clenched teeth. She was fighting to hold on as it was... not wanting the pure physical pleasure to end all too quickly. I knew by the juicy sounds of her cunt as Frank fucked into her that she was juicing nicely, and though the KY was the primary contributor of all the equally naughty-nasty sounding noises emanating from her ass, I was helping that along with some major precum lubricating there myself.
"Is either one of you getting very close?" She asked. "Because I am, and it would be nice if we could somehow managed to all cum together!"
"I'm doing pretty good myself." Cindy acknowledged. "Frank's tongue is doing a rather nice job on my little clitty. About all he'd have to do to pop me would be to suddenly start sucking it. Frank! Not yet I said....Oh, gawd that DOES feel good though..."
Just hearing the tone of my wife's sultry sounding voice took me up a notch. "Oh yeah...I could be there shortly myself." I said as I eased my prick smoothly in and out of Shelly's tight little ass. "The way her asshole feels around my dick is fantastic!" I exclaimed.
"What about you frank?" Shelly asked her husband...."You getting close"
"Futhin A" he said through a mouth full of pussy.
"Yeah...he's ready to go! Ok then everyone....follow my lead if you can, I'm going to go for it, so if you can, wait for me and give in as close to me as you can when I do."
Shelly began to rock back against me a little more forcefully after that. Frank was pistoning his prick in and out of his wife's cunt for all he was worth, which I was easily able to feel as our dicks slid in and out of his wife, almost touching one another with each pass as we were separated only by the thinnest of membranes. I could tell by the look on my wife's face that she was already hanging on the precipice as I'd seen that look before, and knew that unless everyone else hurried, she'd be there long before any of us were. How she was holding that climatic little orgasm where she was without succumbing to it I'll never know. But then suddenly Shelly was giving us all a play by play to more or less mark time with.
"Oh yeah...fuck. Oh yeah...fuck, just like that, fuck. Oh shit yes...right there, right there...fuck. Just like that...yes, yes...oh fuck...close..fuck...oh yes, fuck...almost...almost...almost....oh...oh...oh...OH Yes! Now...Now...Now!"
Shelly's ear splitting scream was suddenly matched by Cindy's. Cindy let out a high-pitched moan that just seemed to go on and on forever, almost as though she was yodeling. I felt Frank suddenly stop moving for a brief moment, and then he slammed into his wife's cunt one final time, holding it there, and buried his load deeply inside her as he moaned out in a deep-throated groan, vibrating my wife's cunt as he did which seemed to enhance, if not trigger additional multiple little orgasms from her as she began crying out all over again. Hearing all this seemingly happening at once, I was but a millisecond behind everyone when I came too. I felt my cock lurch, sucked inwards suddenly into Shelly's ass, just as her sphincter seemingly clamped down on my prick and milked the first explosion from my balls so that I found myself bathing the entire inside of her ass in torrents of hot frothy cum juice.
Words cannot begin to adequately describe the emotional roller coaster we all rode on into bliss together. It was mind numbing to say the least and left us all spent and gasping for air long minutes after we had all finished erupting, shooting, spewing, and juicing. I don't know how many times Cindy and I had managed to climax simultaneously, perhaps no more than a half dozen times at best during our entire marriage. And though that never had been the penultimate goal whenever we made love, it had made those times spent together, seemingly extra special when they did. And now having experienced this, with all four of us spending together simultaneously, it was like experiencing and enjoying four orgasms at once...and simply not one, or even two as it were.
"Holy shit!" Frank finally managed to say, speaking first while the rest of us continued to try and collect ourselves.
"Fucking A", Cindy added....laughing then, which caused us all to erupt into the giggles and uncontrolled hysterics until clutching my side, I was finally forced to stand up and walk away before I seriously injured myself.
"Anyone want cookies?" Shelly asked. Which started it up all over again, to the point where I finally did have to leave the room or I'd end up having a stroke.
Like having a bad case of the munchies after really getting ripped, we all decided to head on out for an early dinner after that, and then back over to Cindy and Franks place for another dip in their hot tub.
"Maybe later...I'll let you fuck me in the ass." Cindy told me. And this time...there was no "Yeah sure" behind my thinking. I knew then that eventually, maybe even later that evening that I would.
On Thursday Bill dropped by my office with several papers for me to sign. That was one of the things I really liked about him, he wasn't some pompous-assed attorney that felt like everything that needed to be done had to be done strictly in his office. Bill happened to be on his way home, which passed near enough by the place I worked that he simply dropped in rather than making me drive the entire distance across town to where he was.
"You're sure about this Tom?" He asked once again. Another thing I liked about Bill. He was thorough in all of my transactions and always made sure I was aware of every nuance and problem that could arise. He'd protected me during my divorce from Silvia, and though she had still managed to get nearly everything she'd set her mind to, which had nothing to do with the way Bill handled my case, it was basically State Law that fucked me over, he did at least come prepared to show the courts that Silvia had no rights and entitlements to the properties, to the cabin, or especially to my fathers business which I had inherited.
"Yeah, I know what I'm doing Bill." I assured him. "And I know this is likely to cost me a little, but it really will be worth it in the long run if this works out the way I hope it does."
I then read over the documents we'd be giving to Silvia to sign. I had made sure with Bill that there wouldn't be any confusing legalese that would cause her to grow suspicious and have any second thoughts as to what she was agreeing to and signing for. I'd even indicated to him I didn't want anything appearing in any fine print either that would also cause her to question the transaction in any way shape or form.
"Won't your ex-wife understand what that means?" Bill questioned, stating the obvious.
"Oh...she knows. She's known that's the way it's always been ever since my father and I built the place. But she's also known that as long as the agreement stood in place, that the cabin was protected. As long as those conditions are clearly spelled out, which they are, she'll have no recourse against me later on. Provided of course that everything else happens the way that I hope it will. Otherwise, nothing really changes and she ends up with the cabin. Either way, I still win as Cindy's never liked the place anyway for obvious reasons."
"When are you meeting with her?" He asked.
"Saturday. Which means I should have the signed papers back to you the first part of the week hopefully. I'm sure she'll take time to read over them, but it's important that she doesn't feel like I'm anxious, or even pressuring her to sign. Cindy and I have come up with something that we're hopeful will keep her too preoccupied to think too clearly on, when and if she finally does sign. After that, I want you push this through as quickly as possible for us however. She'll still have three days to change her mind in, and I don't intend of giving her any reason to do that. So hopefully, with everything working out the way we think it will, Silvia will feel like she's come out a head on this deal, and then only time will honestly tell."



The remainder of the week dragged by horribly. I even found that I wasn't exactly in the mood to do anything sexual either, though God only knows Cindy tried. I knew...as we both did that a lot of things were riding on this, including very possibly our marriage, though a lot had recently occurred that had cemented our love for one another even more so than it had been. Still...there were a lot of unknowns each of us had yet to face, the biggest of which was if we could comfortably go through with this thing with Silvia. It was after all a very bizarre way of ending things, and one in which I still wasn't very comfortable with. Too many questions flooded my mind, which was perhaps the root cause of my lack of desire at the moment. I was fearful that the sex with Silvia would be good...too good. After all, she DID look pretty damn good the last time I had seen her too. And even that weighed heavily on my mind. Sure, it had been years since I'd last seen her naked, and I'd almost forgotten what she looked like. But as the days drew closer and closer, I began to recall those hot passionate nights we had spent together at the cabin, and began to remember the way she felt in my arms, and especially the way my prick felt when it slid into her gushing wet slit.
"Fuck me!" I exclaimed, pounding my hand down hard against my desk. My prick had hardened almost painfully as I realized I had been sitting there getting aroused thinking about her. "This isn't going to work." I spoke aloud to no one but myself. "It's a fucking BIG mistake...and it's going to cost me my marriage!"
When the phone rang I actually jumped, so absorbed in my thoughts that it startled me. And naturally, it was Silvia on the other end when I answered.
"Just wanted to make sure we were still on for tomorrow." She said seductively into the phone.
"Oh yeah...definitely." I replied, trying to make myself sound anxious and excited somehow. And perhaps the tremor in my voice made her think that as she responded.
"Me too." I could hear the 'wink' in her tone as she said it. "Your girlfriend? Debbie is it? Is she still planning on being there as well?"
I noted an edge of curiosity to her voice, and perhaps even a little hint of jealousy... all the better actually. "As far as I know...yes. Like I said, she's been up there all week long, but knowing Debbie the way I do, she'll be delighted to discover that I'm bringing along another friend." I said emphasizing the word.
I'd already gotten word from Silvia's appraiser that he wanted to look over the place inside and out on Thursday. As much as I knew Cindy hated going there, she did so however, meeting him and acting totally surprised when he did. He showed her the cover letter I'd drawn up however, and I had no doubt that Silvia had debriefed him thoroughly afterwards. Frankly, I was surprised she hadn't gone along with him, and Cindy and I had even planned on that happening if she had decided to do so. Thankfully, she didn't...so it was one less obstacle for us to try and overcome.
The fact that Silvia had no idea what my wife looked like was certainly a big advantage. It saved Cindy from having to attempt some sort of slip-shod disguise, which probably wouldn't have gone over very well anyway. Additionally, Cindy had stayed up at the cabin since Thursday in order to mess things up a little, and give the place a lived in look to it, which I knew under the circumstances would take a little doing, and be emotionally tough on her as she hated being there in the first place, let alone...alone. I had no idea what to expect even when I got there, as I'd planned on leaving very early in the morning for the two-hour drive. And though Silvia wasn't expected until late that afternoon, it wouldn't surprise me to find her showing up far earlier than that, and I wanted a little while to go over the final details with Cindy. But I mainly wanted to discuss things with her one last time before any thing actually happened, and ensure that this really was something she felt was necessary for us to be doing.
I arrived at the cabin a little after 10:00 am, as expected Cindy had managed to give the place a week's long lived in look to it. Complete with rumpled sheets on the bed that looked like they needed changing. But the first thing I noticed was the sultry look she'd given herself without overdoing it either. Cindy wore a blue Levi's skirt that was short, but not so short that it bordered on being immodest. She did inform me however that she wasn't wearing any panties, a fact that actually did make me aroused however in knowing that. To compliment the skirt, she had chosen a white peasant blouse that she wore just off the shoulder. And once again, sans bra, that though evident, was also not so overly done as to detract from her attempt at sexuality as much as sensuousness. In truth, Cindy looked ten years younger than she really was. Her long hair had been pulled back into a ponytail that accentuated her 'look' hinting at youth, but giving her more of an open-minded woman in her thirties who was comfortable with her chosen life-style. Whatever that was. But we both hoped that Silvia would see her for what she was, and wasn't. My girlfriend.
"Well?" She asked spinning around once so I could get a good look at her.
"I could fuck you right now." I told her.
"Hmmm, maybe I should dress like this more often." She said teasingly.
"Maybe......."
"You ok?" She asked me then as we walked through the cabin together, ensuring that everything was ready for the charade we were both about to involve ourselves in.
"Yeah...I'm alright. You?"
"I think so. You're sure about this Sin?" I asked, using the pet name I'd given her so many years ago, and one in which I hadn't used not even once in at least the last two of those years.
She smiled lovingly at me when she heard me call her that. "More sure than I ever was." She told me. "Just remember Tom, I trust you...I trust us. But if we're going to pull this off, we can't hold back, not even a little bit. I don't want you worrying about what I'm thinking, or how you might perceive the way I may be feeling. I won't lie to you, I'm just as nervous about this as you are...maybe even more so. And...I'll probably be a little bit jealous at first too. Hell...I was the first night we were with Shelly and Frank, and she's my best friend!"
I pulled Cindy to me then and kissed her hard, and passionately.
"Tom..., no matter what happens, I want you to know I truly love you. And even though I'll be sitting there while your fucking Silvia, I'm prepared to deal with that. I've thought about it a lot, and I know in my heart that you need to do this, and that we need to get through this together. And...I don't want you to be shocked or surprised by my actions either. I have every intention of playing my role to the fullest. I'm going to enjoy myself even if it kills me. I'm going to do things with your ex-wife that might surprise you, maybe even her. But unless we both do what we've come here to do, then all is for naught, and we might very well find ourselves wondering for the rest of our lives if we don't go through with this now, especially since we've come this far."
I was on pins and needles the rest of the day. Then, shortly before 2:00 o'clock, Cindy and I heard the sound of tires crunching along the gravel driveway.
"She's here." I said automatically even though Cindy had heard her just as clearly as I had.
"Don't forget and call me Cindy Tom. Remember that. Debbie....if we blow this, then we might just be blowing everything!"
"I'll remember." I assured her. And then I went to meet my ex-wife at the door...with my heart beating a hundred miles and hour, and my stomach somewhere up around where my throat was supposed to be.
I opened the door hoping for the best, and expecting the worst. And wouldn't you know it? The worst is what greeted me. Silvia was stunning, and for a brief instant I almost closed the door on her.
"Well? Aren't you going to invite me in?" She said as she stood at the door looking at me. I know I was staring at her, I couldn't help myself she looked fabulous, and suddenly the last thing I wanted to do was stand here confronting my beautiful ex-wife with my equally beautiful current wife.
"Fucking A", I said to myself mimicking Frank as I said it. "Sure...come on in Silvia!" I finally managed in my friendliest voice possible. I reached down and quickly took her overnight bags from her, and then led her on in to the cabin. Silvia removed the dark sunglasses she was wearing, and simultaneously unwrapped the scarf she had worn around her neck. She'd driven up in a sporty little mustang convertible, every bit the actress even if she wasn't one. But she'd always had that movie-star quality about herself, and seemed to project it however she dressed, or in the case of her bright red little sports car, in what she also drove.
She took a quick glance about the cabin before allowing her eyes to slowly come to terms with those of Cindy's as she had only then suddenly descended down the spiral staircase which led upstairs to the bedrooms.
"You must be Debbie." She said walking over and swiftly extending her hand to her as she did. "It's nice to meet you. I don't know how much Tom's told you about me...." She left off saying, and then turned to give me an inquisitive look before continuing. "But...as you may or may not know, Tom and I were once married."
"Oh yes...Tom's told me all about you." Cindy/Debbie said sweetly. And I realized she was in 'character', though we really hadn't discussed this. I also noticed she was chewing gum, which was something I rarely if ever saw her doing, and as she did, I also saw her as considerably younger than what she'd originally agreed to present herself as. And I couldn't help but wonder why.
"When Thomas told me that his "friend" was actually his ex-wife, I thought it was kinda kinky...and actually found knowing that to be a little exciting." Cindy, now fully Debbie in disguise stated. "Here, why don't you give me your bags and I'll run em upstairs to our bedroom." She suggested.
Open mouthed...I handed them to her and watched 'Debbie' bounce up the stairs excitedly giggling most of the way.
"She's cute Tom." Silvia said sarcastically. "A bit young for you though don't you think?"
And suddenly I understood Cindy's motive behind the outfit and the character she'd adopted. She posed a direct challenge in a way to Silvia's more mature sexuality, and that as I knew, was a challenge that Silvia loved to engage in.
"The game's afoot." I found myself saying quietly to myself, taking another one of Frank's lines, but it seemed quite appropriate at the moment.
"Keeps me young at heart." I said lamely, not sure what else I could have said under the circumstances. But Silvia didn't respond to that, and continued on with a brief inspection tour of the cabin.
"You've kept it in excellent shape." She told me after we'd walked around everyplace except the upstairs rooms. Now wasn't the time to bring up the sale, or even mention the papers I'd brought along with me. "All in due time." I said to myself, once again slipping into some twisted Sherlock Holmes character that I suddenly found myself thinking about.
"Damn Frank!"
"What?" Silvia said.
"Oh...nothing. Just remembered something I forgot to check on at the office." I countered.
Silvia walked up to me then and placed one hand on my shoulder, her signature trademark as it were. "I hope that your mind won't be worried about business all weekend." She purred at me. And then she reached down and gave my crotch an affectionate and friendly squeeze. Of course, doing this just as Debbie began to descend back down the stairs. If she'd seen what Silvia had done, she gave no indication of it however, and Silvia nonchalantly removed her hand and turned once again to face her as she reached the bottom.
"Would you like something to drink?" Debbie asked.
"Do you have wine?" Silvia asked as though it would have been a major affront if we hadn't.
"Of course....Thomas always has some of that stuff here, though I usually don't drink it myself. Never really acquired the taste for it I guess. Prefer rum and cokes myself."
Debbie was talking a hundred miles an hour...not to the point of being obnoxious, but nearly. But it was enough so that her bubbly personality was definitely having an affect on my ex-wife's defenses, and I could see her gearing herself up for what in all likelihood would be occurring later upstairs in the bedroom. No doubt, Silvia was feeling like she had the experience to please a man, and that though cute, sweet...and somewhat younger than she was, thus... Debbie was plain and simply out of Silvia's league.
It was a beautiful late July afternoon, and even as high up in the mountains as we were the afternoon's could be quite warm, though most evenings could still get fairly cool, even during the summer months.
"I was just going up on deck to lay out for a little while. You guys want to come up and join me?" Debbie asked excitedly.
"I didn't bring a suit." Silvia said pointedly. To which Debbie merely laughed. "Neither did I." Debbie turned then and once again bounced up the stairs towards the bedrooms, and to also where the outside balcony was. We both watched as Debbie reached down, pulling her blouse up and over her head so that she was topless by the time she reached the up stairs landing and then disappeared from view.
Taking my cue, I picked up the bottle of wine I had opened in order to let it breathe a little before pouring. "Guess we might as well. It IS nice out today." I offered. I didn't give Silvia a chance to decline, or accept either one. I just assumed that she wasn't about to be left behind while I in turn headed outside to where we both knew 'Debbie' would be laying out sunning herself.
"I'll meet you outside in a few minutes then." Silvia said finally. "I need to change into...well into something, or....nothing." She said finally accepting the gauntlet that Debbie had thrown down.
I stepped outside purposely closing the sliding glass door behind me as I did and took a seat off to one side of where Debbie now lay, naked of course. Once I was sure that Silvia couldn't look out and see me where I sat, I turned towards her and whispered quietly, even though I knew without a doubt that Silvia wouldn't be able to hear me even if she was standing just the other side of the door.
"Bubble gum?" I said.
Debbie laughed, still chewing her gum. "Thought that might get to her."
"Yeah...that and your neat little strip-tease up the stairs. You could have fallen and broken your neck you know. "Actually Debbie" I said using her alias even now, "I think you're having too good of a time with this, and that worries me a little. You do know that things are apt to get pretty heated before too long. Your sure...doubly sure...."
"Shhhhhh., I'm ok. Now....just go with it Tom. Kiss her if you want to, in fact...I think you should and soon or she might think you're not interested in her. Even feel her up a little, especially in front of me. She'll like that. It will give her the feeling that your not ashamed to be with her, or that you'd preferably be wanting to do that with me. Don't worry...I'll involve myself when it's time, and not before then. You on the other hand need to start paying some attention to her, and I don't mean just talking to her either. It's important Tom...you need to do this for yourself first and foremost, and then for us too. But...unless you can, and unless you do, Silvia could still turn around and walk out that door without either one of us accomplishing anything. So ham it up Tom....or at the very least, get a hard on for me ok?"
"Ok." I whispered back conspiratorially. I still wasn't as comfortable with this as my wife obviously was. Which had taken me by surprise to be honest. I'd anticipated and expected a lot more awkwardness on her part. If anything, it was me that was making all this a lot more difficult.
A few minutes later, Silvia indeed stepped out onto the balcony. Though she had thrown a large bath towel around herself, she quickly made her way over to the lounge chair closest to me before unwrapping the towel and placing it beneath her.
"Wow Silvia. You've got great looking tits!" Debbie announced.
Debbie was cupping her own breasts and trying to lift them to appear similar to Silvia's. Though Debbie was slightly larger than Silvia was, I didn't see a whole lot of obvious difference between them. Though admittedly, I wasn't exactly staring down at my ex-wife's chest either.
"Why thank you dear." Silvia stated, taking the compliment seriously and suddenly thrusting her chest out a little further even before lying completely down. "You have nice looking breasts yourself." Though she said this without a lot of conviction behind the words, which I picked up on immediately of course, but to which Debbie merely accepted at face value...though I suspected she'd also picked up on the tone of voice the way that Silvia had stated it.
"Gee...thank you. I just hope they look as good as yours do when I'm your age." She said innocently.
I winced slightly over that one. "Cat fight...Cat fight!" I thought to myself, half expecting it, but delighted when it didn't happen. Obviously the women were playing a game here that men weren't supposed to be able to figure out. And if I hadn't been in on this from the onset, I might have actually missed what was really going on behind all the looks and sickly-sweet thank you's and hidden little innuendos.
"Would you like me to put some oil on you?" I asked. Time to get my feet wet I figured.
"Hmmm, that would be nice Tom. I'd appreciate that yes." I saw Silvia peer over the rim of her glasses towards me and give me an appreciative look. Maybe Debbie was right...Silvia needed me to pay some attention to her, basically ignoring my 'girlfriend' in favor of her. Maybe Cindy knew what she was doing after all. I gave a quick glance in her direction as well, but she was sitting now eyes closed, sunning herself and apparently unconcerned with what I was about to do.
I finally glanced down at my ex-wife's tits. It had been a while since I'd seen them, and to be honest, I didn't remember them quite the way they appeared to look like now. Like I said, they weren't quite as large as Cindy's were, but they were close. And as there wasn't really all that much difference in their ages either, even though Cindy had certainly made herself to look considerably younger than she really was... I expected to see more of that aged, mature look to her tits than I was actually seeing. I poured a small amount of suntan lotion into the palms of my hands, and then sat down on the edge of the lounge chair and began to apply it to her chest, upper arms...and finally to her breasts themselves.
"Hmmm, that feels nice." She told me as I cupped her breasts in my hands and gently massaged in the lotion. Though her nipples hardened to my touch and felt pretty damn good as I palmed them, her breasts didn't feel quite the way I remembered them, and certainly not the same soft fleshy feel that Cindy's had whenever I played with hers.
It was when I pressed against her, lifting one of them ever so slightly to retrieve some of the excess lotion I'd applied that I saw it. A tiny, almost non-existent telltale scar just beneath the fleshy underside of her rounded boob. I took my time, continuing to caress her, listening to her soft pleasured breathing, and then gently lifted the other, seeing the faint scar beneath that one too. Obviously my ex had gotten herself a boob job, though why on earth she had done so escaped me. If anything her breasts at the very least closely resembled Cindy's all accept for the way they lay against her chest now as I discovered while playing with them and once again glancing over towards Debbie as she shifted and placed herself into more of a lying down position in her lounge chair as well.



"Aren't you going to do my legs too?" She asked.
Once again I poured a rather generous helping of lotion and began to rub it up and down and finally on the inside of her thighs. Obviously she'd been waiting for that, and as I moved up the inside of her leg, close, but certainly no where's near touching her sex, she closed her legs tightly together effectively capturing my hand.
She began to move herself against me then, making sure I was well aware of her heat and the moisture that I suddenly found there. "Seem familiar?" She asked breathlessly.
"Uh huh." I answered, not daring to risk a glance over towards where Cindy sat. Silvia was moaning audibly now, obviously not caring one whit if Debbie knew what the two of us...or rather, what Silvia was actually doing. I wasn't exactly fingering her, my hand was simply pressed tightly against her pussy and she was squeezing her thighs, opening them slightly, and then clenching them together again, using my hand to basically hump herself against, but effectively managing to stimulate herself, and entice me into wanting to do more than simply hold my hand there. I finally decided to get a lot more than just my feet wet, and inserted the tip of my finger inside her. When I did...she moaned.
"Oh yes.....Tom. It's been a long time since you've fingered me like that....keep doing it baby...that really does feel good!"
That was when I heard the creak of the chase lounge as Debbie stood up from it and suddenly walked over towards us. I still couldn't look up at her, even though I know she was looking down at me...or rather at what we were doing. Suddenly she had reached out, standing directly behind Silvia at this point and began to play with and caress both of her breasts.
"Hmmm, does that feel good Silvia? Don't you just love the way he can stroke a pussy with his fingers?"
Frankly, it was a little unnerving. Fingering my ex-wife's pussy while my 'wife' stood behind her caressing her breasts was a little strange. But as Silvia moaned contentedly, eyes closed, I finally screwed up the courage to look at my wife who in turn smiled, and blew me a private kiss.
"Why don't you take off your clothes so I can see that big fat cock of yours again." Silvia announced suddenly. Debbie stepped away from Silvia and came around to sit down on the lounge next to her while I nervously unbuttoned my shirt and took it off, followed by my khaki hiking shorts, shoes and socks. I hadn't as yet removed my briefs, but it was obvious that Silvia wanted to do that herself as she reached over, cupping the not yet hard bulge inside my shorts and giving it an affectionate little squeeze.
"Keep playing with my tits honey." Silvia said addressing my wife. "While I suck on this fucker for a moment or two. And pull on them HARD so I can feel it!"
As Silvia finally pulled my briefs down below my balls, I couldn't help but wonder if she'd lost some sensitivity to her nipples from the boob-job. I watched as Debbie did as she asked, pulling on Silvia's nipples and stretching them roughly away from her breasts.
"Yes, just like that." She told her, and then enveloped my slowly hardening penis with her lips. One thing I did remember was that Silvia always sucked me with her eyes closed. Never once did she ever look up at me when she did that, not that I could remember anyway, and looking down at her as she mouthed me, the same was true here as well. I once again looked over at my wife and rolled my eyes. Debbie smiled and had to turn her head away slightly to keep from laughing out loud.
I don't know why I remembered Silvia's blowjobs as being spectacular, maybe because I'd had so very few while we were married. But as she mouthed me, which is about all I can say she did do, it reminded me of getting a blowjob by a cumquat. There was substance, but certainly not much more than that, and I had to literally fuck her face to finally bring about some worthwhile friction. Which is another reason I remembered that I preferred fucking her as to engaging in oral sex.
"Why don't we go inside where we can be more comfortable?" Debbie suggested.
Silvia immediately agreed and led our little procession inside the house and into the large master bedroom. "Why don't you lay down on the bed Tom, and let Debbie and I please you." She said huskily. I watched as she then walked over to one of her overnight travel bags and rummaged around inside it for a moment. She soon pulled out a pair of rabbit fur covered handcuffs, and a couple of battery operated vibrators.
"What are those for?" I asked
Silvia used her sultry phony sounding voice. "The cuffs are for you dear, and the toys are for Debbie and I to use." Debbie threw me a surprised look, but shrugged her head obviously prepared to go along with whatever it was Silvia had in mind, for the time being anyway.
"I thought we'd tease you a little first." She indicated as she began cuffing my wrists securely to the bedposts. "I remember how much you enjoyed seeing me play with my self...."
"Ouch." I thought. Because I DID enjoy seeing that admittedly, which was something I had rarely seen Cindy do for me. And the thought that Silvia had done it frequently for me where Cindy hadn't was a discomforting acknowledgement.
Once I was firmly secured, Silvia tossed one of the toys at Debbie and then picked the other one up for her self. "Tom loves this." She said winking at her. And to my surprise, Debbie simply smiled enthusiastically and nodded her head agreeably. Silvia then came over and stood by the side of the bed and began sliding the now buzzing toy up and down between her legs, not quite inserting it, but obviously stimulating her clit in preparation for doing so. "Come on Debbie..." She urged. "Go around to the other side and do what I'm doing so Tom can watch us both." Debbie did that so that now both women were standing on either side of me using the vibrators to stimulate them selves with.
Up until this point, I had barely managed to maintain a reasonably stiff standing erection. It was far less hard than normal though, and on the verge of wilting once again before the girls started masturbating. Admittedly, I WAS enjoying seeing them do this though within moments even this turned into an unexpected contest of sorts between them.
Debbie was wet and immediately slid the purring slim sliver toy inside of her self and began moaning softly as she did. Glancing over, I saw Silvia eyeing my wife watching her, and then almost forcefully shove the golden, nearly identical toy inside her pussy. I suddenly laughed inadvertently as the image of Shelly's gold BMW pulling into her garage suddenly came to mind. Once again I had to wonder if there was some sort of significance behind the choice.
"Something funny?" Silvia questioned me with a hint of irritation in the tone of her voice.
"Oh hell no!" I said backtracking. "I'm just delighted to be watching this!" My explanation seemed to mollify her somewhat and she gave me a smile accepting my explanation. Debbie merely continued on with the joyful exploration of her pussy, and began uttering that sweet little mewling sound she made whenever her orgasm was getting close.
Silvia had finally driven the gold BMW into her garage and was furiously fucking herself with the toy trying to reach the same level of pleasure that Debbie already was. When I heard that all too familiar series of breathless catches to her breath, I knew then that Debbie was already beginning to feel the first of many little multiple O's as she referred to them. As for myself, it was difficult NOT to pay attention to my wife far more than my ex-wife. After all, she was the one truly enjoying her self and making all the noise. Silvia on the other hand seemed distracted, and even when she began to emulate the kinds of sounds that Debbie was, it seemed far less than real, and I suspected as much.
Debbie on the other hand stood there weak-kneed, caressing one breast with her hand, thumbing and toying with those incredible nipples of hers while smoothly stroking her loud juicy sounding quim with the toy. The expression on her face was obvious, there was no faking anything there, and she was truly pleasuring her self and enjoying every moment of it.
Suddenly I caught movement out of the corner of my eye from Silvia, and saw her suddenly remove her vibrator and toss it to the floor. "Enough of that!" She informed everyone suddenly. "Time for you to use that magnificent tongue of yours!"
In the next instant, Silvia climbed onto the bed and hovered over my face. Cindy and I had discussed this earlier. I wasn't boasting when I said I was pretty good at eating pussy. I loved doing it for one thing, and for the other, I enjoyed getting a woman off this way as it usually resulted in some very intense reciprocation one way or the other afterwards. Cindy had expressed to me that when it happened, which we both knew it eventually would, that I was to treat Silvia to the best tongue licking, pussy-eating adventure she'd ever experienced. In that way, Silvia would feel like I gave her something 'extra' special to begin with. For another, it would further cement the fact that I had performed this delightful little treat on her, and would purposely refrain from doing so on Debbie. No doubt Silvia would remember that and think on it...even if she didn't realize it at that time.
As Silvia settled her cunt down over my face, I immediately began to assault her sensitive clit. Additionally, I discovered the source of her discomfort and difficulty in pleasuring herself, she was bone dry! Within moments however, I had rectified that particular malady as I quickly began to bring pleasure to her that she had been unable to achieve by her own hand.
I'd also noticed that I could no longer hear Debbie either. And seconds later felt her weight upon the bed, and then the delightful sensation as she began to tease my semi-rigid cock with the tip of her tongue. I'm sure Silvia had to be aware of what Debbie was doing to me, but as I was also bound and determined to bring Silvia's pussy the ultimate pleasure possible, she was obviously unconcerned at the moment with whatever Debbie was doing to me, or for me.
"Oh Tom....I'd forgotten how well you do that!" She admitted honestly, and then I sucked her clit into my mouth and gave it a few quick gentle sucking pulls that made her shiver and convulse excitedly against me. Though she nearly smothered me for a moment, I held on ensuring that she was getting her money's worth and continued to enjoy the sensation as my wife finally brought my prick to full staff with what I knew had to be one of the best blowjobs I'd ever received from her.
As Silvia finally began to gallop down the road of pleasured delight, I began to flick my tongue against her clit with a furious rapidity of my tongue that soon had her bouncing and mashing against me unabashedly with an even greater urgency and need that I ever remembered her showing me.
I think when her orgasm claimed her, she was unprepared for it, not that she didn't KNOW it was coming of course, only that when it did, it took her by such force that she jerked away suddenly, clasping her cunt with both hands, she fell off the side of the bed onto the floor with a surprised, almost shocked expression on her face when she did.
"How about undoing these now Debbie?" I stated, lifting my still secured wrists and giving my wife a look that said, "Hurry!"
Luckily they were the type that didn't require a key, just a simple catch that once pressed, released and opened them. With Silvia still clutching her cunt, lying on the floor next to the bed, Debbie...now Cindy briefly, moved up and settled her pussy down over my prick and engulfed me fully. Leaning over me so close that it would have been impossible for Silvia to hear a single word, she whispered.
"Remember....I love you."
We made love for less than a minute when Silvia finally managed to pick her self up off the floor.
"Hey...no fair hogging that!" She exclaimed, sounding just like a child who hated sharing her toys with anyone. Debbie quickly removed herself from my prick, winking at me when she did but then standing up next to the bed as Silvia now climbed aboard and shoved my prick inside herself with a degree of satisfaction by the expression on her face when she did.
"How about playing with my tits some more?" She asked Debbie...and after I cum, I'll do the same for you."
"Actually....I'm about done in." Debbie said startling the hell out of me. "I could really use a break. Thought maybe I'd head into the other bedroom for a little nap and leave the two of you to finish up together. I'll join you both later, and then maybe you and I can have a little more fun as well."
Silvia beamed. With Debbie finally out of the way, at least for a little while, she would now have me all to herself, and I would of course be forced to give her my complete and total undivided attention. We had NOT discussed this, and I was a little paranoid when I watched my wife's sweet ass disappear through the door and out of the room.
"Well now!" Silvia said glaring down at me devilishly. "Looks like you and I can now get down to some serious fucking!"
I'm positive that Silvia felt like I'd thrown her the best fuck of my life. I lost track of the number of orgasms she had, and to be honest I'd never gone quite that long without cumming myself. But the fact of the matter was, for some reason I could never quite get there. Every time I even got close, I thought of Cindy and suddenly the 'feeling' mysteriously disappeared. Silvia never noticed of course, and happily fucked herself into oblivion so that eventually she actually removed herself from me and fell against my side, happily contented, and obviously totally unaware that I hadn't even climaxed.
Minutes later she was softly snoring, sound asleep and I carefully extricated myself from her and out of the bed. I quickly padded naked down the hall checking the other bedroom but discovered that Cindy wasn't there. I then descended the stairs into the main area of the cabin and saw her standing in the kitchen expectantly waiting for me. She must have heard me searching for her, and gave me a curious look as I approached.
"She's asleep." I said quietly. Cindy pointed down at my still obvious erection.
"I couldn't." I said simply. Cindy smiled and for a moment I thought I saw tears form in the corners of her eyes. "Wash it in the sink first." She told me. "Then come outside."
By the time I was finished, Cindy was waiting for me around the side of the cabin where there were no windows or over hanging-balcony's. Fifty yards away from us on this side of the cabin ran a fairly wide river where I often fished. The roar of the water effectively cut off any sounds of our conversation as we spoke.
"You didn't cum then?"
"No....I couldn't."
Cindy promptly turned around and braced herself against the side of the cabin leaning into it. "Fuck me." She said softly.
I had always wanted to make love to my wife outside. But as Cindy refused to come up to the cabin previously, we'd never managed to do it, though it had been something I had always wanted to do with her. And though the possibility of anyone seeing us was practically nil, unless someone was actually sitting on some hillside a ways away using a pair of binoculars to spy on us, odds were no one ever would. Even so, the thought of finally fucking my beautiful wife outside was thrilling, that aspect of danger and being seen possibly added to my desire for her, but the feel of her velvet cunt as I slid inside her had something to do what that too.
"Give me your cum!" She told me.
I didn't even last two minutes. Nervous to some degree that Silvia would awaken and come looking for us hurried me along. But the fact that I had also denied myself an orgasm previously helped that out considerably. As I pumped my ejaculations into my wife's pussy, filling her so completely that it soon began to squish out from around my cock and began to slowly trickle down the inside of her legs, I collapsed against her, reaching out to surround her with my arms and allowing her to continue to stand there holding me up when I did.
"Better?" She asked lovingly.
"Much!" I somehow managed to say.
"We need to do this again when we have more time to really enjoy it." She added.
I could only nod my head agreeably, and then slipped out of my wife's cunt and once again followed her back inside of the cabin. Thankfully, we hadn't been missed, as Silvia had not as yet come down stairs looking for us. We quickly made our way upstairs where I checked on Silvia and found her still sleeping. We grabbed our clothes, dressed and hurried once again downstairs. Almost an hour later Silvia woke and came down where she found Debbie busily cutting up vegetables for a Chef's salad, and me sitting at the table reading a book.
"Wow...guess I sort of zonked out." She said sheepishly. Glancing over towards Debbie where she worked, and then at me where I sat doing nothing basically, Silvia opted to take this moment to discuss the sale of the Cabin. I knew she wasn't much around the kitchen, never had been which is one of the reasons we ate out a lot during our marriage.
"Want to go over those papers now?" She asked.
"Sure...why not?" I replied.
I stood and quickly retrieved my briefcase and brought it over to the table. Debbie continued to amuse herself slicing up the tomatoes and didn't give either one of us so much as a blink.
Silvia took her time reading through the sheaf of papers as I expected she would, and when she came across the noted stipulation, I wasn't at all surprised and had in fact anticipated her question.
"I see that your father never bought any of the surrounding property." She said reading over the parcel of land the Cabin was on.
"Nope, never did. Couldn't afford it."
"I hope that isn't going to cause me any problems down the road." She wondered aloud.
"Don't know why it would?" I offered. "It's been here this long, and unless they decide to start paving a highway up through here, I can't see why they would do anything that might affect you."
Silvia reread the document once again and I did begin to sweat just a little bit.
"Do you like radishes?" Debbie spoke up suddenly. "Silvia?"
"What? I'm sorry...what did you ask me?"
"Radishes...do you like them in your salad?"
"Oh, sure...yes that would be fine." Silvia turned towards me then. "Two hundred thousand?" She asked.
"Yep...come on Silvia, you know it's worth at least three. And I know your appraiser told you it was at least worth that much, if not more." "I'm meeting with my attorney first thing Monday morning. As soon as he's had a chance to look over the papers, I'll let you know."
Cindy and I had figured she'd do that at the very least, but so far so good. "Would you like some wine?" I asked her.
"Do you have any Champaign?" Silvia asked. "Maybe we should celebrate!"
Which was a good sign, and I couldn't help but breath a tiny sigh of relief, but we weren't out of the woods yet.
"I think I might still have a bottle or two kicking around here someplace." I stated. "Dinner about ready yet?" I then questioned Debbie, looking over towards her finally. Even she was smiling broadly as she finished tossing the rest of the salad and placed warmed dinner rolls inside a wicker basket.
"Just about....and if you're pouring...why don't you give me a glass of that Champaign too. I wouldn't mind having a glass of that myself."
We had a nice relaxing dinner and managed to polish off both bottles of Champaign. While Debbie cleared off the dishes, washed dried and put them away without any of Silvia's help, I started a nice warm fire in the hearth. Even on a July night, high up the mountains where we were the evenings could still get cool. And I also knew that we'd soon be fooling around once again, so the additional warmth would more than likely be needed anyway.



Silvia had disappeared upstairs for a while, long enough for Debbie to finish up in the kitchen, but when she returned, we both watched as she came back down stairs...naked. It was obvious she was feeling a little tipsy from all she'd had to drink, and I began to hope that it might be enough that she'd eventually pass out, or at the very least decide to turn in a little early.
"What's say we get naughty in the kitchen?" She said slurring her words slightly and then suddenly hoping up onto the counter, though it took three attempts for her to finally do so.
"Come here you naughty man...lick my pussy." Silvia was still holding onto a half finished glass of the bubbly, and spilling most of it as she scooted herself closer to the edge. Once she'd manage to accomplish that however, she spread her legs obscenely, spreading her pussy apart with one hand and clearly showing off her engorged clit. "On second thought.....maybe it would be fun if Debbie were to come over here and do it instead. You'd like watching that wouldn't you...Thomas?" She said mimicking the way Debbie had been calling me. "You've certainly gotten a little kinkier than when you and I were married...and I'm willing to bet you'd enjoy watching your little girlfriend and I together now wouldn't you?" I was about to say something to her...especially as she was drunk and as I wasn't particularly fond of the way she'd suddenly started acting towards Cindy. But Cindy had seen the reaction on my face and immediately spoke up before I did.
"I was hoping we'd do that!" She announced, and suddenly she stripped off her clothing and made her way over to the counter where Silvia was still holding her cunt open and was now actually pouring tiny amounts of the Champaign down onto her pussy.
"Drink up!" She giggled.
The counter was just high enough that Debbie had no problem leaning over Silvia's cunt. In the next instant I watched as she began licking my ex-wife's pussy, and had to shake my head in amazement that I was actually witnessing this.
"You go girl!" Silvia said happily, and then somehow managed to finish off the rest of her glass, tossing it casually over in the direction of the fireplace where it bounced against the wall and shattered into a thousand tiny pieces. "Ooops! I missed!" She said laughing hysterically.
I watched as Silvia reached down, both hands cupping her breasts, and began to pinch and pull on her nipples. "You like watching this don't you?" She asked me.
I had to literally grit my teeth, but I smiled broadly and told her that I did.
"Well then? Why don't you get naked and join us?" She asked. "I really haven't seen you fuck your girlfriend yet you know...and that might be sorta fun. Yes...in fact, do. Come fuck her from behind while she eats me." She decided as though it was the most wonderful idea in the entire world.
As I began to remove my clothing, the thing that caught my eye and truly amazed me was the fact that Cindy had reached around behind herself and was seemingly fingering her pussy. I supposed she was making herself ready for me, and found the thought of her actually getting off on this a little surprising. It took me a moment longer to actually get an erection sufficient enough to actually penetrate her, but I continued to stand there stroking myself and giving Silvia a little show of her own, which she obviously enjoyed watching as she never took her eyes off of me.
"She's ALMOST as good as this as you are." Silvia once again said slurring her words. "Come on Thom...ass, time to fucky her ducky...." Once again she laughed at her own stupid humor, and I decided that I'd better get on with it before she decided to stand up and do ten minutes.
I approached my wife and prepared to come up from behind her and stick my prick inside her pussy. To my total and complete astonishment, she indicated to me with her finger where she wanted me to put it...and it wasn't inside her there. What she'd been doing is lubricating her ass using the juices from her pussy to do so with.
About that time, whatever she was doing to Silvia's cunt with her tongue, she began doing in such a way that Silvia lost all pretense in being interested in whatever I was doing to Debbie.
Realizing what it was that Cindy wanted me to do, I squeezed my prick and produced a fair amount of precum, smearing it around the head of my penis, I then placed it tenderly against the opening of her ass and pressed inwards slightly. There was a momentary instant where her ass seemed to try and repulse me and then suddenly the head of my dick seemed to slide in.
"Ohhh." Debbie moaned loudly into Silvia's cunt when she first felt me enter her. Which in turn caused Silvia to take notice that more was going on here than merely Debbie's licking her.
"He does have a really nice one doesn't he?" Silvia stated. But it was evident that she wasn't enjoying this nearly as much as she thought she should have been. "Come on Debbie...pick up the pace a little or I'll have Thomas....take over for you."
Once again Cindy increased the tempo of whatever pleasure techniques she was using, and I heard a little mewl of satisfaction escape between her lips when she did. Once again, Silvia closed her eyes and began twisting and pulling on her nipples almost painfully by my estimation, but by this time, I was easily sliding in and out of my wife's ass and enjoying every precious moment of it. Additionally I could also tell that Cindy was fingering her soft wet quim as I did. The thought of that spurred me on even further, and my only thoughts at the moment were how she had seemingly changed so much nearly overnight. I barely even recognized Silvia's presence, hardly aware that she was even there though the occasional moan and groan continued to remind me of that fact and occasionally interrupted my revelry as I made love to my wife's tight little bum-hole.
"Don't cum in her." Silvia suddenly warned me. "Take it out when you do...I want to see you cum."
I was half tempted to ignore her and do it anyway. I was close to tossing this entire charade right out the window and informing Silvia the deal was off...along with everything else when I heard Debbie suddenly agree with her.
"Yes Tom...I'd like to see that too...I know you're going to cum hard...and really shoot." She said cryptically. "I'll bet it will be a nice hard....heavy load when you do it." She finished saying.
And I was smiling ear to ear.
"I'm almost there Tom." Silvia said excitedly....cum with me when I do...if you can." She challenged.
"Just say when." I taunted her back. I deliberately slowed and began timing my orgasm so that I could unload almost at will now. I deliberately waited, aware that even Debbie had quit thrusting back against me, fully aware of what I was up to and waiting for it as she now strove purposely to ensure that Silvia was reaching her own release point as well.
"Almost...almost...." Silvia began announce to us. "Just about.....oh yes....almost......"
I knew she was a millisecond anyway from climax when I pulled out of Cindy and held onto my cock, jacking it for all I was worth. As expected, the rope of sperm that uncoiled from deep within my balls unleashed with a furry that flew from the tip of my prick in a perfect streamer that flew well over Debbie's head, and caught Silvia flush in the face just as she had begun to climax herself. Though Silvia had occasionally rewarded me with allowing me to cum in her mouth based on some expensive gift, or favor I had done for her, it had never really been with any real excitement or pleasure behind it. But I had never ejaculated any place on her body except occasionally between her breasts whenever she was in the mood to allow me to even do that. Thus, when the massive splurge of fluid caught her full in the face, she yelped in surprise and abject horror, and immediately turned away, almost jumping down off of the counter, but the second massive squirt was already on the way, and caught her along the side of the face and fell in thick sticky puddles into her elegantly fashioned hairdo.
"Oh for hells sake Tom....look at me...I'm covered in this shit!"
"Sorry Silvia...I didn't realize I was going to cum like that...and besides, I thought you wanted to see it." I added.
"See it yes...not wear it!" She said shamefacedly. And then realizing that it had in fact ruined her own climax, she DID jump down off of the counter then, and quickly ran upstairs towards the bathroom.
"I hope that didn't fuck things up." Cindy whispered to me.
"Actually honey...I don't really care one way or the other at this point. If it did...it did. Either way it was worth it to finally get to spit in the bitches face...in a manner of speaking of course."
Cindy did laugh then, though quietly enough that I was sure Silvia couldn't have heard her do so.
"Gee...I don't mind it when you spit in MY face." Cindy continued...still trying to control a rash of giggles that were threatening to burst forth any second.
"And...I really do love you for that." I told her. "Because you do it freely...and not because I've earned some special reward or something." She kissed me then and then pushed me away almost immediately.
"You'd better go upstairs and smooth away any ruffled feathers she might have Tom. Seriously...we've taken it this far, and I'd hate to see it ruined simply because we both got a little impatient with our own personal revenge."
"Yeah...I guess you're right." I told her. And then I headed on upstairs to see if I could calm Silvia down somehow.
Thankfully Silvia was still drunken enough that she'd already managed to convince herself that it had been partially her fault anyway. That...and I think there was still a bit of a competition thing going, and she hated showing that "less-than" open mindedness that Debbie obviously did have.
"I'm sorry Tom...I guess I over reacted is all. Just took me by surprise actually. I had no idea you were going to cum like that. If I had known, I'd have jumped down and put my mouth around that sweet dick of yours and swallowed every precious drop!"
"I'd have enjoyed that." I said looking at her, trying to tell her in that look as phony as it was, that I believed every word she was saying to me.
"Good...then you're not mad at me or anything then?" She asked a little too sweetly.
"Of course I'm not...why?"
"Well then...you won't be mad when I tell you I've decided against spending the night here. I've got an awful lot to do tomorrow anyway, and an even busier day Monday, especially as I'll be meeting with my attorney first thing so we can finalize the paperwork. Plus...I know your original intention was to spend the weekend with your little sweetie down there, and I know my coming up here so unexpectedly has probably ruined that a little bit for her."
I took a note of smugness in the tone of her voice when she said that. Obviously she was pleased with herself, trying to regain some measure of self-satisfaction no matter how small it may have been.
"Your sure?" I asked..."It's a two hour drive back to town." I reminded her..."You won't even get home until nearly ten o'clock!"
"Which is why I need to leave now if I'm going." She said. "What about your ability to drive." I did ask concernedly. "You had a lot to drink."
"I've sobered up considerably." She stated. And I could tell that she had...amazing what a little adrenalin can do for you. I considered.
I soon helped Silvia out to her car, carrying her bags. Debbie had said goodbye at the doorway, and then went back inside, closing it and ensuring that we had a little privacy, which I knew she had done for Silvia's benefit.
"I'll call you sometime Monday afternoon. I'm sure that my attorney will find that everything's in order, and then I'll get you a cashiers check for the amount of the sale if that's all right with you."
"That will be fine Silvia. Oh...and by the way, except for a very few personal items? Everything else inside the place is included in that price." I told her.
Her eyes widened a little at that, greedily I might add, but she at least was leaving with the sense that she really HAD gotten a bargain after all. "That's really nice of you Tom, saves me a lot from having to pay for new stuff, and in getting it all delivered here." She added. Silvia leaned over, expecting me to kiss her which I did, though it wasn't a long and lingering kiss, I did hold it long enough to suggest to her that there might be another time for us. Obviously she picked up on that.
"Maybe after all this is over and done with...you and I can spend a weekend away together? Would you like that Tom? I would."
"I'll be looking forward to it." I indicated, and then opened her car door for her. "You'd better get going Silvia, the roads can be a little tricky driving down at night."
"Yes...well. Call you Monday then."
I stood there long enough to watch the taillights of her car disappear around the first bend in the road before heading on back into the house.
Cindy was sitting on the couch...still naked in fact, waiting for me.
"Well? So what happened?" She asked anxiously. Cindy had been just as surprised as I was when Silvia told her of her intentions to drive back into town rather than spending the night with us. I'd tried my level best to indicate to her that I'd explain later, which she seemed to have understood, and waited patiently for Silvia to finally leave, and for me to then come in and tell her what had happened.
"I think you won the competition thing." I said simply. "She always has hated losing, and I think it was simply her way of saving face, and maintaining "airs" as it were."
I then took some time telling her everything that she'd said to me, and how I felt regarding the possibility that everything still seemed like it was going forward.
"How do you feel now Tom?" She asked finally.
I could tell by the quiver in her voice that she was still worried a little. I pulled her into my arms and held her as closely to me as I could. "No more ghosts Sin....they're gone. My heart is healed...no wounds, I feel free...finally and completely. You were right..."
"No...Shelly was." She stated. "But I have to be honest with you Tom....even though I went through with this...I wasn't sure. I was scared to death that you'd end up wanting her back, end up divorcing me, and thus ending everything I've ever dreamed of."
"It was a gamble Sin....it could have happened like that I guess, but after the first few moments...I knew it wouldn't."
"Oh...so when were you sure?" She asked curiously.
"When I saw you chewing that gum. I knew then that you were ready to do whatever was necessary to keep our marriage intact. I know how much you hate chewing gum, and anyone who was willing to do that for me was worth keeping."
Cindy punched me then, nearly as hard as Frank usually did.
"Wanna fuck?" Cindy said, chewing an imaginary piece of gum as she said it.
"No."
"No?" She asked seriously.
"No. But I would enjoy making love to you." I told her
"Carry me you big handsome stud you. Carry your wife to the bedroom and make love to me then."
"Ok...and after that...."
"After what?"
"After we make love...."
"Yes?"
"Then I'll fuck you." Of course....Cindy hit me again, even harder.
And for the first time since we'd been married, I actually did make love to Cindy with my entire heart, mind, and soul. Sex always had been great between us...well for the most part anyway. And lately of course it had gotten considerably better. But I have to say; Cindy and I made love like we never had before, almost as though we were doing it for the first time in fact. Which in a way, we did. For the first time, I loved her with a fully healed heart...no open wounds, no ghosts of uncertainty riding on my shoulders, no memories to haunt me or detract from the way I felt towards her, and most importantly...a willingness to trust someone again, fully...completely, without reservation.
By Monday afternoon I was sitting on pins and needles waiting for Silvia to call. Cindy must have been feeling the same way, and I was surprised to see her when she drove across town to my office shortly before noon. She'd fixed us a lunch, which we both barely picked at, and we spent the next hour in idle chitchat, waiting for the damn phone to ring. When it did, we both stared at it without my answering until by the third ring, I finally picked it up.
"Thomas Andrews..." I said.
"Hi Tom....Silvia." Looks like we have a deal!" She announced. And I quickly smiled, holding a thumbs up for Cindy.
"That's great Silvia." I said looking away from my wife for a moment. We'd already discussed this next part too before hand, and had decided that if Silvia did agree to the buying the cabin, that I still needed to dangle a little more bait to keep her interested, and to keep her from having second thoughts. But I couldn't face Cindy when I said it...even though she knew what was coming.
"Silvia? I'd really like to get together with you again...maybe in a few weeks you and I can sneak off someplace together...would you like that?" I asked.
"I'd love it Tom." Silvia purred into the phone. "Lets plan on it for sure. Oh...and before I forget, I have that check for you...I've already scheduled a closing for Thursday, so you'll have your money then."
I got the name and address of the firm she was using to close on the house, said my goodbyes, and then hung up and looked towards Cindy. She was standing there in my office stark naked.
"Now fuck me." She said lustily.
I immediately went to the door and opened it, looking for my secretary who was busily working at her desk.
"Sharon?"
"Yes Mr. Thomas."
"Go home."
"What?"
"You don't want to be here."
"Why not Mr. Thomas?" She asked obviously confused.
"Because he's going to fuck me silly honey..." Cindy said peering out from around behind me. And then she pulled me back into the office kicking the door closed with her foot as she did.
I wasn't nearly as uptight or as anxious by Thursday as I had been on Monday. The closing went smoothly as I hoped and expected that it would. Silvia was her old self, acting as though she had indeed finally gotten her way, and seemed as disinterested as ever when I briefly mentioned to her, asking if we still had a "date" for sometime in the near future. She smiled coquettishly, and even batted her eyelashes at me.
"Of course darling." She drawled. "I'll call you in a few weeks and we'll see if we can't set something up."
When she left, I patted the cashiers check in my pocket, checking to make sure she actually hadn't somehow managed to lift it, satisfied that it was still there, dropped by the bank and immediately deposited it in our account. After that I dropped by the florist, purchased a dozen long stem white roses....Cindy's favorites, and then picked up six bottles of Dom Peragon for later. I then called Cindy from my car phone.
"Hi honey....it's a done deal." I informed her. "Call Frank and Shelly...invite them over to the house...we're going to celebrate!"
"I already did sweetie." She cooed into the phone. "Thought you might be in the mood to do something like that."
"Leave it up to you to know me so well." I told her.
"Tom? Someone else wants to talk to you." She told me.
"Cindy?"
"Hi Tom.....guess what your lovely wife and I are doing." Shelly said.
"Where's Frank?" I asked quickly.
"Frank who?" Shelly said laughing.
"I'll be there in about ten minutes!" I stated, and then heard Shelly laugh just before hanging up the phone.
I pulled into the driveway precisely ten minutes later and hustled my ass into the house shortly after that. Both girls met me at the door the moment I opened it, and both were in fact naked as the day they were born.



"Seriously....where's Frank?" I asked ogling them both and stripping off my tie as I asked.
"Seriously.....I called him a few minutes ago." Shelly stated simply, walking over to help Cindy in removing my jacket. "He's in a meeting, and won't be here until sometime after six. I told him I was bending the rules just a tiny little bit." She said. "Seriously...."
Cindy was already down on her knees at this point unzipping my fly and fishing my already hard cock out of my jockey's. Shelly stood unbuttoning my shirt as Cindy finished undoing my belt and managed to slip both my pants as well as my shorts down around my ankles. Shelly joined Cindy on the floor then, and together they managed to help me step out of everything even though I still managed to be wearing my shoes and socks.
"Heads or tails?" Cindy said spotting some change that had fallen down onto the floor from my pants pockets. She then flipped a quarter into the air.
"Tails!" Shelly called.
"Tails it is!" Shelly said excitedly.
"I give up." I said...what just happened?"
"Shelly fucks you....you eat me silly." She said as though it made perfect sense.
"Works for me." I said grinning, and then followed the girls down the hall towards the bedroom.
"What about Frank?" I had to ask.
"Fuck Frank." Shelly said.
"Maybe later." I told them. They stopped turned and looked at me. I smiled, and then they both slugged me, toppling me down onto the bed.
As they'd already agreed by the toss of a coin, Shelly climbed into my lap and began easing herself down on me. Cindy lowered herself over my face, facing towards Shelly, and though it was difficult to really see anything, I knew that the girls were enjoying themselves as I occasionally glimpsed the two of them caressing one another's breasts, or frequently extending a hand to reach down and touch one another while I kissed one luscious wet cunt, and happily fucked into the other.
For twenty minutes we continued, I'd managed to give Cindy two small, but nicely felt little "O's" which is how she usually started out anyway. The BIG one would come later after she was really worked up. I started to think about pacing myself as well, since I felt myself getting awfully close, but the way Shelly was riding my prick was making that virtually impossible. Finally Cindy had had enough cunt licking, for the moment anyway, and slid off to watch her best friend fucking her husband. Shelly was close to orgasm herself, and began screwing her face up in expectation of it just as Cindy reached over, fondled my nuts...and caught me by surprise which immediately triggered my unexpected release. I began filling Shelly's pussy with a torrent of my hot juice, and she in turn began that high-pitched wail we'd all grown accustomed too. Eventually Shelly slid off of me and collapsed down onto the bed. I figured we'd all take a little break then and wait for Frank to finally arrive, which was still a good hour or so away. Boy was I wrong!
"Spread your legs Shelly." Cindy said slithering up between them like the horny snake that she was. Shelly grinned down evilly at her as she did, and opened them vulgarly so...exposing the puffy flesh of her pussy lips that had been savagely fucked, as well as a fair amount of joy-juice that had formed a rather nasty looking mess just inside the opening of that wide-spread fuck tunnel. Cindy immediately began gathering my cum-cream with the tip of her tongue, tunneling out and simultaneously exciting Shelly's pussy all over again.
"Fucking A", I exclaimed without even realizing I had used Franks saying to express myself. But the sight of Cindy licking my juice out of her best friends cunt was more than I could have ever imagined seeing, even in my wildest fantasies.
Cindy easily and quickly brought Shelly to a second even more intense orgasm minutes later. "I really must try that myself." Shelly stated. "Maybe shortly after Frank gets here." She added.
"Boy...won't HE be surprised!" Cindy exclaimed agreeing with her.
"Surprised at what?" Frank said suddenly coming into the bedroom. He took a quick glance at the three of us naked, and sprawled across the bed and immediately began undressing.
"What'd I miss?" He asked.
"You'd never believe it if I told you." I said grinning from ear to ear like a Cheshire cat.
"Try me." He pressed interested.
"Better yet honey...we'll show you, but before we can...you need to fuck Cindy here....."
He glanced at me grinning just as silly as I was. "Do it Frank...you'll see what I mean afterwards....."
"Afterwards?"
"Shut up Frank!" All three of us said in unison.
It was just as exciting to watch the second time around, and I was sporting a second serious erection by the time Shelly had finished devouring Frank's jisim from the inside of my wife's cunt.
"Ok boys....Shelly said looking up at the two of us after she'd finished. We've given you something special to see...now it's our turn."
"Ah oh...." I said turning and looking at Frank, who was looking at me with the same worried expression on his face that I was showing.
"Yeah Guys....all's fair...." Cindy spoke up staring directly at me.
"Oh come on now.." I said honestly trying to beg this one off...as was Frank doing at the exact same time I was. "No way...." He said shaking his head no in addition to that.
"Well then....no more girl-girl stuff!" Shelly said emphatically.
"Where you'll ever see it anyway." Cindy chimed in adding.
I glared at Frank...who in turn glared at me. "You ever tell anyone...." I said threateningly
"Me? Are you kidding...." The girls giggled then excitedly.
It was like two teenage kids in the backseat of a Volkswagen trying to figure out what to do next.
"Here...lay on your sides facing in opposite directions." Shelly instructed. At least it wasn't a typical "69". I don't know if there's a masculine position for it, whether it's the one who's supposed to be on top, or the bottom. But neither Frank nor I seemed all that willing to relinquish even the tiniest little bit of whatever symbolic masculinity that represented. Lying side by side seemed to resolve that, though we both approached the subjects now in hand anxiously and more than a little tentatively. Shelly was soon caressing her husband's ass as she spooned him from behind, while Cindy basically did the same thing to me, cupping my balls and gently massaging them, which seemed to help considerably.
"Go on you guys...one...two...three....suck!" Shelly said forcing the issue. And so...we did.
"OK...so it wasn't all THAT bad." I said afterwards. As Frank and I spent the next twenty minutes flexing our muscles and talking in deeper voices. Sure, it was metaphysically strange for me to be sucking another man's cock, and eventually getting used to it. And true...it really wasn't all that bad, not like I felt like I had to go to a gays anonymous meeting shortly afterwards or anything. It was different yes...but more importantly the girls enjoyed it, and that was after all the whole point of it. Besides...they took pity on both of us once we'd 'demonstrated' our willingness to please both of them, so Shelly then took over sucking my prick, as did Cindy to Franks.
Shelly had one more little surprise in store for both Frank and I however, and she managed to accomplish that by having the two of us stand up side by side. Grabbing both of our pricks, she somehow pressed them together and managed to get a portion of each of us at least, inside her mouth where she began sucking us simultaneously. Cindy quickly came over to give her a helping hand, and helped her keep our pricks pressed together like that, adding a little additional stimulation in jacking us off slightly as she did. The timing couldn't have been any more perfect, as both Frank and I exploded together within moments of each other. Thankfully perhaps, for Shelly anyway, we'd each had previous orgasms so that the amount of sperm we suddenly filled her mouth with wasn't as overwhelming as it could have been.
We finally did take a break then, uncorked one of the bottles of Dom Peragon and toasted not only the sale of the Cabin to my ex-wife, but toasted the more than ever cemented friendship between the four of us.
It was six month's later without a peep having been heard from Silvia. I had all but given up on ever really hearing anything, and had pretty much accepted that eventuality. It was a nice peaceful Saturday morning, and I was sitting at the kitchen table enjoying a cup of coffee with Cindy, while the two of us sat reading the newspaper. It was then that my cell phone rang.
"Hello?"
"Tom! Silvia!" She said heatedly into the phone. "You bastard!" She screamed at me. "You lying mother-fucking son of a bitch!"
I put my hand over the receiver while she continued to rant and rave at me over the phone. "Guess who?" I said to Cindy.
Finally when Silvia had run out of things to call me, I spoke.
"What's wrong Silvia?" I asked her calmly.
"You know damn well what's wrong Tom. "I'm going to lose the fucking cabin...and there's not a damn thing I can do about it!"
"Oh really?" I said..."And why's that?"
"Because they're building a fucking highway through there you rotten son of a bitch! I've got ninety days to relocate the place, or they're going to bulldoze it down. And you know fucking well I've got no place to move it to...and even then I lose every fucking penny that its worth! The BLM has some sort of right of way agreement that they say was in place long before your father built the place, so the property it's on isn't worth a red fucking cent to me. And the best I can get from them for the sale of the cabin itself is less than a hundred thousand!"
"Gee Silvia...I'm really sorry. But you've known all along just as I have that if they ever DID decide to build a highway through there that the cabin was in jeopardy. I even warned you...told you it was a gamble in the first place."
Silvia had lost a little of her initial steam by now, confused, frightened...certainly mad yes, but now she was less assured that I had anything to do with it.
"Why didn't your father buy up the surrounding property's anyway?" She asked desperately. "If he'd done that, the fucking BLM wouldn't have the rights of ownership through there."
"I told you Silvia, he couldn't afford to do that. Not THAT property anyway."
"What do you mean...not THAT property?"
"Well you see Silvia...though he certainly couldn't afford to buy up all the property surrounding the Cabin, he DID have more than enough to buy up a lot of almost worthless, nearly useless acres surrounding the mountain the cabins built on. When he did that...he effectively cut off any ability by the BLM to exercise their rights of right of way. There was no way through the property he owned that allowed them complete and total access."
"But I never saw any other property listed as being owned by you in the divorce." She questioned me accusingly.
"That's because dad purchased it under the ownership of the company he owned, and which eventually I inherited. And as you well know in our divorce agreement, you signed away any entitlements and rights of the business in order to get the things out of the divorce that you got. The property WAS listed there Silvia, it simply wasn't worth anything. Maybe you...or your attorney missed that. But if you'd care to go back and look, you'll see that it's listed, along with its current day value...which was basically next to nothing."
I could hear the quiver of rage in her voice when she next spoke.
"Well if that's the case...then how on earth did they manage to obtain permission to build through there?" She asked.
"Easy....I sold all the land back to them."
"You'll never get away with this Tom! I'll....I'll....so help me I'll find a way to fuck you over."
"You already did that....ten years ago Silvia. So now it's your turn."
"I mean it Tom.....in fact, I'll call your sweet little wife and tell her all about your girlfriend, tell her everything we did together up there at the cabin that weekend."
"Would you like to speak with her?" I asked.
"I'm not kidding Tom, I mean it!" She threatened again.
"I'm not kidding either Silvia. Matter of fact...she's sitting right here, let me put her on."
"Hi Silvia...." Cindy said.
Cindy looked at me and spoke.....chewing her non-existent gum. "I don't think she's there honey." She said to me still chewing. "Or if she is...she's not saying anything."
"Debbie?" Silvia questioned her sanity as she did.
"Hi ya kiddo!" Yeah...it's me. Only the name's not Debbie, it's Cindy." She said suddenly dropping the Debbie accent and speaking as she normally did.
"You....you...you're really Cindy? Tom's wife?"
"Yep. So you see Silvia....there isn't anything you can do to ever hurt Tom again. So...why don't you see what you can do about saving your precious little cabin, and leave Tom and I alone....oh. And Silvia? One more thing...don't ever call here again!"
Cindy pushed the disconnect on the phone and came over to me sitting down in my lap as she did. "You know what I want to do today honey?" She asked.
"No what?" I said playing along with her.
"Lets drive up to the lot and see how the buildings coming along. Besides...I'm feeling rather frisky at the moment, and the thought of fucking you in the middle of that gorgeous meadow sounds like a really fine idea...don't you agree?"
"I can't think of a solitary thing better to do Cindy...Debbie...or whatever the fuck your name is." I told her.
And then she punched me....hard.
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There were two things my father told me growing up. "Never look a gift horse in the mouth, and Age is only a state of mind."
I had just turned forty. And though I really didn't feel like I was "older" or slowing down in anyway, there were the telltale signs of middle age setting in. I certainly didn't have the firm tight stomach I'd had in my early twenty's, but I wasn't exactly sporting a beer-gut like most men my age seemed to be doing either. There were a few streaks of gray coursing through my hair as well now, but my daughter said I looked "sexy". And that was somewhat of a lift to my ego, especially as I had fairly recently gone through a divorce as well.
I'd managed to find a comfortable little place to live in; it certainly wasn't extravagant, not with my wages, but it wasn't all that bad either. And it was a clean quiet little neighborhood to boot. There was a divorcee who lived on one side of me, perhaps a few years older than I was, but not much, and she was always warm and friendly towards me. We soon established a friendly relationship together, which resulted in an occasional invitation for dinner, and as payment for her hospitality, I did odd jobs for her when she needed things done. My neighbor's name was Jill, and she had her own hands full, as it was too, with two teenage daughters, who were also twins named Stacy and Tracy.
I'd also managed to establish a nice friendship with the neighbor who lived on the other side of me and also divorced, his name was Pete. Pete had a daughter himself; a young woman named Andrea who spent most of her time paling around with Stacy and Tracy and was nearly inseparable.
And so it was, all of us living alone, unattached, divorced, and with teenage daughters, we all had an awful lot in common. Though I certainly didn't see my own daughter as frequently as I liked since she lived a considerable distance away with her mother, she did come to visit as often as she could, and had quickly been included in the everyday ongoing activities and adventures of the other three girls.
Although I had only moved in a couple of month's ago, I had quickly begun to notice what appeared to be an ongoing relationship between my two neighbors, so the likelihood of pursuing anything myself with Jill was basically out of the question. The last thing I wanted to do was become involved in another very difficult situation so soon after my divorce. I wasn't big on dating either, and didn't do the bar scene. So as it was, I had pretty much established a self-pleasured relationship, and was content to let it go at that for a period of time anyway.
There was one thing I didn't have that my neighbors did. Someone to help me do some light house cleaning. I was great in the yard, and around the house, but when it came to doing things inside, I was a bit of a slob. Jill had teased me about this a couple of times when she had come over for a visit. My place never was very neat or tidy the way hers was, but of course, she did have two teenage daughters to lend her a hand doing it too! And of course Pete had the same kind of help with Andrea. At Jill's suggestion, I did speak with Tracy and Stacy about paying them (what I could afford) to come in and clean for me once a week. Nothing heavy duty of course, I'd still do my own laundry and such, but helping me out around the house. To my surprise, they both seemed quite eager to help me out with that, and I gave Jill a bottle of wine that she and I as well as Pete drank down to celebrate with.
Watching Jill and Pete teasing and flirting with one another that evening after we'd drunk all the wine, reminded me just how lonely I really was. If the two of them hadn't been at my house, I would have left the two of them alone a long time ago. Eventually they did leave together, and it mattered not to me whose house it was they went to. I soon after went to bed, and though it was still early for a Friday night, I had a long 'yard' day ahead of me tomorrow, plus the girls were coming over to help me clean.
I had nearly gotten to sleep when the sounds of laughter filled my ears waking me back up. The noise was coming from Jill's place, and by the sounds of it, the girls were out in the backyard doing something. One of my bedroom windows faced her back yard, so without turning on the light, I went over to the window with the intent of yelling out to them to tone it down. What I saw stopped me cold.
Stacy and Tracy were of course identical twins. Maybe their mother could tell them a part, but I couldn't. And I briefly wondered if they were identical in every minute detail. Each of the girls had long dark brown hair that was identically styled and fell well below their shoulders. Brown eyes, with full pouty lips gave each of the girls a mature womanliness that far exceeded their young years; not to mention full well rounded breasts that threatened to bust out, (pardon the pun) of every single piece of clothing they owned. They were tall too, easily standing 5'9" or so, though there was some argument between them over Stacy being the younger, was taller than her sister by half and inch. You couldn't tell it by me either way. Andrea on the other hand, though shorter as well as a year or so older than the twins, had a much younger look even than they did. She had short-cropped coal black hair, and piercing blue eyes to match. They looked like a trio of Salt and Peppershakers as they jumped up and down on the giant trampoline in their backyard. The twins were already a deep golden brown from tanning day in and day out, as opposed to Andrea's almost alabaster white colored skin. With her dark hair, she was a contrast in and of herself, but standing next to either one of the twins, it was even more remarkable. I had jokingly called them an Oreo cookie when I'd first seen them together.
And it was seeing them now that nearly froze me in place as well. Watching them bouncing and jumping up and down was interesting enough. But the fact they were all just wearing short little nightgowns was an added attraction. Initially, I felt a little self-conscious about standing there in the dark spying on them. But hell, they were certainly old enough, and there was nothing wrong with enjoying a little displayed beauty now was there? Really?
I was surprised to see the twins weren't wearing identical nightgowns, they tended to wear matching clothing during the day most of the times, but I think that was primarily for show more than anything else. They enjoyed showing off their 'twin-ness'. As it was Stacy (or perhaps Tracy) was jumping up and down on the trampoline at the moment while the other two girls waited their turns and watched. She was wearing a pale pink 'Teddy' that was fairly sheer looking, even from my window, easily enough to see the dark colored 'dots', which even at this distance, I knew had to be her nipples. But more importantly, as she continued the bounce, jumping higher and higher with each successful jump, her top was reaching the verge of lifting up off the top of her breasts all together. And it was again with some modem of decency that I considered turning away and going back to bed.
Stacy or Tracy, soon got off the tramp however, and I watched Andrea climb on, and I knew I wasn't going anywhere. She glanced around once...quickly, and simply removed the top of her black near satiny colored night-ware, and began jumping in much the same manner, as had one of the twins. Watching Andrea jumping, bare, her near-white breasts bouncing up and down as she did was something I couldn't quite tear my eyes away from. Her own very dark, very large areolas were one more thing that made an interesting stark contrast against her pale-pink, near white skin coloring. And watching her young breasts as she skyrocketed up into the air, hitting the apex, and watching each one of them seemingly float up off her chest was strangely arousing anyway. And so I stood there, continuing to watch, and without realizing it really, began sporting a very aroused erection a few moments later.
The girls were of course still laughing and giggling, and though I could not with a great deal of clarity hear what it was that they were saying, picked out a few words that did suggest they were also commenting on Andrea's wildly rotating floating boobs. It seemed to have become a game for them, as moments later when Andrea finally stopped bouncing, Stacy or Tracy, but whoever was wearing the blue silk Pajama suit, also removed her top and began the game all over again. With much larger breasts than Andrea's, though she certainly had nothing to complain about in that department, one of the twins, and I decided it must be Tracy for some reason, began her turn at jumping, and now flipping over in the air. And I was interested in watching, if for no other reason than to see if Stacy took another turn, and might then reveal if their "twin-ness" also included in exquisite detail, matching breasts as well.
I never got a chance to actually find out though, as Jill had returned home and moments later appeared at the back door, chastising the girls for making too much noise, and even pointed over towards my place. I backed away, far away from the bedroom window, though I doubted highly anyone could have seen me, or realized I had indeed been standing there. Still, it unnerved me a little bit that it might be considered I had been standing there watching the girls, and I quickly retired back to my bed. But I was more wide-awake now than ever and still aching with need from a very aroused, very stiff near painful erection.
I was human after all, and it had been quite a while since I had even been with a woman. And so with lusty thoughts of three pairs of beautiful young boobs bouncing in the air, I relieved myself pleasurably so, and drifted off to a most enjoyable sleep afterwards.
I vaguely remember hearing someone knocking at the door downstairs, but as I was in the space of still being half-asleep and half-awake, I chose to remain in the latter. I had also grown up in a small town, and so wasn't in the habit of locking my doors either. If I happened to think about it, I did. But if I forgot to do it, I didn't worry about it. And so it was in the next minute, I heard as well as felt the twins come in and jump on the bed trying to rouse me from sleep. Though I was now awake, I feigned sleeping as the giddiness of the twins became almost intoxicating. Hearing them laughing and quietly teasing one another back and forth, I was content to go along with the game until one of them suddenly attempted to pull down the covers in order to pull me out of bed. Only then did I remember I had gone to bed (afterwards) totally naked. And worse, I had no idea what the sheets might actually look like either!
"Ok. Ok!" I relented. "Let me get up then...without your help," I added.
Obviously the girls knew I had nothing on. "You get five minutes!" I think it was Tracy that warned me, "And then naked or not, we starting cleaning your room!"
They scurried out of my bedroom, and I took very seriously their threat, quickly grabbing a clean pair of underwear from the dresser drawer, as well as a pair of shorts to work outside in the yard in. Normally I would shower and shave, so after a quick trip to the bathroom, I headed downstairs to make some coffee, after which I would head outside to work. Later, much later, I'd get that shower and shave in.
As I worked outside, the twins busied themselves working and cleaning inside. I finished a couple of hours later, and headed back inside the house in order to take my shower. Covered with dirt grime and sweat, I was in desperate need of doing just that. Although Tracy...perhaps Stacy as they were once again wearing identical clothing, was finishing up in the kitchen as I passed, turned smiling and waved at me as I headed up the stairs, though said nothing to me. I had no clue where her sister was, but figured she was most likely off cleaning somewhere else anyway. I started the shower, made sure it was nice and hot and began scrubbing myself up. I'd just finished shampooing my hair and was standing beneath the spray rinsing when I felt a soft pair of hands suddenly reach around behind me grabbing my cock.
"What the?" I almost screamed out loud.
"Hi," One of the twins said sweetly, innocently, as though being in the shower with me was the most natural thing in the world to be doing.
"Stacy!" I exclaimed, she smiled but said nothing.
"Tracy?" I questioned this time, again she merely stood smiling.
"Whoever, whichever one you are, what the hell do you think your doing?"
"Cleaning," she said simply, soaping my cock.
I still had soap in my hair, and it was now running down into my face stinging my eyes. I leaned back to rinse it out, and she took that moment to drop down onto her knees in the bathtub and expertly began sucking my cock. The moment her lips engulfed me, I nearly fell down in the tub slipping in a half-assed effort to pull away from her, but she held me inside her mouth with a vise-like grip suctioning me, her hands likewise wrapping around me and digging into the backside of my ass.
"Damn! Her mouth felt good, and it had been so long!" I found myself thinking, trying to reason, and trying to justify her being here. But it was wrong. Way wrong.
"Your sister," it was a weak excuse I know, but with my cock sliding in and out of her mouth, one hand cupping my balls, another massaging my ass, it was about all I could come up with.
She quit sucking and licking me long enough to respond to me. "She'll be with us in a minute," she stated, a giggle in her tone even as she continued kneeling and sucking my shaft.
"That's not what I meant!" I stated somewhat more forcefully, but there wasn't any action on my part to back up the implied indignation. I continued to stand there, knees growing weaker by the moment, cock growing stiffer.
"Hi!" The other twin said, now joining us and stepping into the suddenly crowded shower.
Seeing the 'girls' up close and personal like this was admittedly a treat. And one that was becoming harder and harder to try and ignore. And that being in more ways than one. I decided that it had to be Tracy that was sucking me. For no other reason than at least to give a semi-permanent name to one of them anyway. Her tongue, her sucking, her fondling of my balls had wrestled away the last vestiges of protest that I had remaining. And now standing there eyeing Stacy's beautiful perky young breasts was the straw that broke the camels back. I reached out, and immediately cupped each one of them in my hands and began running my thumbs over her hard erect little nipples. Though I had gotten a brief glimpse of her breasts, one of the twin's breasts anyway, I only now truly and fully appreciated how beautiful they were. Each was about the size of a nice firm grapefruit, and as I stood toying with her nipples and sliding my hand over the soft smooth skin, I once again began to wonder if I would be able to notice any subtle differences between the two girls. As though she'd read my mind, and maybe since they were twins who did seem to know what the other one was thinking somehow, maybe she had in fact. Suddenly Tracy stood up and pointed to a tiny little dot, hardly a freckle even on her left breast.
"That's how you'll know how to tell us apart," she said. "She doesn't have one here."
Stacy had by now knelt down, taking over for her sister. They were definitely "twins" in that department too. Her tonguing of me felt nearly identical to the one I had been enjoying from her sister, and I half wondered where...who...they had gotten their experience from.
Looking at her tits I studied them briefly, and she was right. Except for that tiniest of marks, I could not tell the difference in either size or shape of their breasts, perhaps seeing them standing side by side might help. As good as things were feeling, I somehow managed to convince Stacy to stand up next to her sister. I put the two of them side by side under the spray of the shower then, stepped back and began to examine them seriously. As hard as I tried however, except for that one tiny little dot, there was absolutely no difference between the two young women that I could find. I even asked them to twirl around for me, which was like watching someone in a mirror as they both turned in unison in opposite directions at exactly the same time.
"It is a little crowded in here," I stated then, "Lets move into the bedroom!"
"We can't!' Words spoken exactly together instantaneously. Stacy, perhaps really Tracy, turned smiling and laughed at her sister. "That happens a lot!" She said, and then continued just as quickly. "Mom will start to wonder why we aren't done yet!"
"Yes. And she might come over looking for us!" The other twin added.
Hearing that, brought me out of my lustful fugue, and as stiff as my cock was, it softened slightly.
"You go and head mom off just in case," one of the girls said. "We can't be that mean and leave him hanging like this!" As though for emphasis, she once again reached down grasping my cock, and it was immediately back to its full hardness. As one of the girls stepped out, hurriedly dried off and redressed, the other was once again down on her knees taking up where 'they' had left off.
I decided this time it was Stacy as her sweet tongue once again began to dance and play on the surface of my prick.
"Tonight?" She said, somewhat difficult to understand as she'd spoken the question with a mouth full of my dick so that it had sounded like she'd said "Doughnut".
"What'd you say?" I questioned her, wishing almost immediately that I hadn't as she then removed her mouth from around my prick, though thankfully not her hand and continued to keep stroking me at least.
"Tonight. After everyone's gone to sleep. We'll sneak over and slip into bed with you."
"Ah Stacy," I said, taking a stab in the dark here, though she didn't respond one way or the other. "I'm not sure that's a smart move. We really shouldn't be," and then she went back to sucking, and jacking my cock off in a wonderfully smooth, extremely pleasurable way.
"Ah fuck. What the hell, why not?" I said to myself. "It had been a long time. A very, very long time!"
I felt the sperm bubbling up inside my balls, and thought at least to give her a warning of my impending orgasm. Telling her that I was close, and about to cum, she simply murmured her agreement with that, lips still wrapped around me, still sucking, if not more hungrily so. Taking that as her ascension to "allow" myself, I felt the first hard-felt ejaculation explode from the tip of my cock, filling her mouth. This of course, quickly followed by a second, third, and forth ejaculate, and I was wondering if I would gag her, as I knew I had filled her mouth with a fairly large load of my cream. A small portion of it seemed to drool from the corner of her mouth, and she did swallow a "little" of it I guessed, but it was now obvious to me, she had not swallowed all of it. And I wondered briefly if she was now going to spit it out or what. She laughed, almost choked, threw her head back so she could talk without swallowing and gurgled nearly when she spoke.
"Promised sis I'd save her some!"
I watched her dress then, quickly. And she raced down stairs to go meet up with her sister to go do god knows what with my cum. Only then I began to wonder what kind of a Pandora's Box I had opened here, and regretted briefly to having agreed to allow the two of them to come join me in bed tonight.
As I began drying myself off, only then did I realize that I still didn't know which girl was which. Neither one of them had said "who" it was that had the freckle, only that that was the only difference between them. I had to laugh to myself, they'd still managed to keep me in the dark as to their true identities and I could only imagine the 'games' these two might come up with later. I did feel a little guilty about it though, and wondered if I'd have difficulty in facing Jill later. Walking away from a little taste of heaven wasn't something I was quite prepared to give up however. Perhaps afterwards, I could convince the girls that it had been "fun" and all that, but for practical, obvious reasons, it would have to be a one-time thing. Having considered that, and satisfied with my justification and reasoning, I began looking forward towards the evening.



I quickly finished drying myself off, took the towel and began drying my still damp hair as I turned and headed back into the bedroom.
"Oh! Sorry, I was just seeing if the girls had done a good job of..."
She never finished. As I hurriedly grabbed the towel from off my head and covered my self as best as I could under the circumstances, I looked up and saw her standing there simply staring at me. Jill stepped into the room closing the door behind her.
"The girls just left, they ah, finished cleaning," I stammered. Jill still hadn't said anything, but began to walk across the room, a wicked little smile pursing her lips.
"What about Pete?" I threw out from out of nowhere. And finally she hesitated; a slight worried frown crossed her face as though she were considering what I'd just said.
"You'd tell him?" She threw back at me.
But it wasn't at all what I was thinking, or had meant when I'd dropped his name. I shook my head no. "Not that. That's not what I meant, it's just that I thought the two of you sorta had something going."
She was smiling again, though she hadn't come any closer to me.
"Oh...we do. We are. But it's not anything serious, nothing like that at all. I've even talked to Pete about you."
"What?" I said still holding the towel in front of myself, but feeling more and more like a trapped rat on a sinking ship. Not that I'd mind getting it on with Jill, in fact that thought had crossed my mind on several occasions as well, especially after I had shortly moved in until I picked up on her and Pete seeming to have something going on together.
"I said, I have discussed the fact that I have always wanted to experience two men together, and we've talked about it. Wondering if you might be interested in doing something like that."
"And Pete would go along with that?" I asked somewhat incredulously.
"He suggested it. Told me to ask you, said that if I didn't have the nerve, he'd feel you out himself about it. But I told him not to. Wanted to think about it a while first and see if the opportunity ever presented itself."
"Like now?"
"Like now," Jill said.
I decided that I was through trying to hide myself. She'd seen me anyway, and went back to drying my hair with the towel while I walked over to the dresser and pulled out a clean pair of shorts to put on.
Jill sat down on the edge of the bed watching me. "I like your cock," she said casually as though we'd been discussing the weather.
"Thank you," I did feel self-conscious now.
"So. You interested in doing that sometime?"
I hurriedly put my shorts on, stepping into them quickly, but not too quickly. I didn't want to appear like I was nervous or embarrassed in front of her. Though I had turned slightly, I hadn't done so, so as to appear like I was trying to hide myself from her either.
"You have a nice tight ass too!" She added.
No point in being polite and thanking her again. We'd end up doing this all day. But maybe that's what Jill wanted to do anyway. I grinned at her instead.
"Think about it?" She questioned, finally rising.
I breathed a faint sigh of relief. I wasn't a young kid anymore for sure. And having just cum a few minutes ago, I wasn't even sure I'd be up for anything so soon.
"Sure. Yes."
"Yes...you'll think about it? Or yes...you'd be interested in doing it?" She asked me as she reached for the door.
"We'll see." I stated then. But I said it in such a way that it was more of a yes than a nice way of letting someone down easy. Jill' eyes opened wider with a mischievous twinkle to them, and a look of hopefulness behind them as well.
"Soon I hope," she said, finally turning and heading back down the stairs.
"I really do need to start locking my doors!" I thought to myself as I ventured downstairs shortly afterwards. Though the thought of fooling around with her, even with Pete there wasn't all that difficult to consider. We all got along really well together, and I did like Pete on the whole. Just never had considered that as any kind of possibility before. Until now anyway. And that reminded me about the twins and this evening. Suddenly I wondered if it was such a good idea after all, especially now. The last thing I needed or wanted was some convoluted, complicated relationship to have to contend with, especially with my next-door neighbors. I liked living here, and if things got sticky, which they could easily do, I couldn't see how I would be able to continue living here for much longer after that.
Perhaps I'd better head the twins off if I could before anything really serious happened. Unfortunately, though I sort of kept an eye out for them, I didn't see either Stacy or Tracy the rest of the day. As evening came on, and as night finally fell, I became more and more worried as well as nervous, but excited too. With mixed emotions, I weighed the problems and complications against my lust filled desires to spend the night with two perfect "twin" visions of loveliness. Thinking with my cock was extremely difficult, and I tried initially to dull that aspect of my thought process with several stiff drinks. As it became late, and though I was far from drunk, but getting sleepier all the time, I eventually made my way up to my bedroom. With any luck, the twin's would have difficulty sneaking out of the house, or even better, they'd reconsider the situation themselves and decide against coming over anyway. I'd still forgotten to lock my door, and that was the last thought that crossed my mind as I drifted off to sleep.
I have no idea what time it was. But I gradually slid out of the erotic dream world I was in and enjoying, to the reality of the erotic dream I was about to experience. Someone was slowly and softly sucking my extremely rigid cock. It was pitch black so I couldn't see which of the twins it was, wouldn't have made any difference anyway. I felt the other one laying by my side, caressing my chest and playing with my nipples.
"He's awake now," one of them had said. "Told you we'd come," the one who'd been licking and sucking me stopped long enough to say. I still wasn't sure this was such a good idea, but once again the pleasure of having my dick sucked was melting away all my fears and concerns. I felt movement on the bed, and sensed one of the girls moving over to position her self down on top of my face. She didn't even ask. Though it wasn't necessary anyway. Suddenly her pussy was inches above my face, and just as suddenly my tongue was licking and lapping a very wet, very sweet tasting cunt!
"Ohhhh," she moaned. "Yes!" "Oh Tracy, he's a good clit tickler for sure!" She announced.
I couldn't see them now, but at least I knew which one of the girls was sucking me, and which one I was licking at least. I still didn't know which one was which however, and even reaching up to cup and caress those wonderful soft breasts; there was still no real way of knowing. But as I busied myself in the plentiful abundance of pussy lips and nice slick soft flesh, I forgot worrying about which twin had the freckle and which one didn't and contented myself with pleasuring her, while being pleasured myself.
Soon after Stacy quit sucking me. " Lets trade sis," she said. " I want him to lick me now." Tracy reluctantly climbed off my face, and I heard the two girls quickly walk around the bed repositioning themselves. Seconds later I was licking Stacy's pussy, and just as I had experienced before, it was no different to me than when I had been licking Tracy's. Even her pussy juice tasted the same to me, and her lips and clit seemed no differently shaped, or sized than the others. I felt Tracy's hot sex positioned over my cock, and enjoyed the sensation as she fitted herself over the head of my prick. I didn't slide in immediately however, there seemed to be some resistance, and it took several moments of positioning. Stacy though sitting on my face while I licked her, was facing towards her sister.
"Slow...take it slow. Just ease yourself down onto it," she coaxed instructing her sister.
It suddenly dawned on me. Tracy was a virgin!
Now that was a different matter entirely, and I began to voice my concern, and tried to rise up from underneath her. But they had obviously been prepared for that, and I felt Stacy press herself more forcefully against me as though trying to pin my head back against the bed with her pussy. Tracy was still trying to force the head of my dick through her hymen, and the pressure was becoming almost unbearable for both of us.
Once again I fought back, no longer working in conjunction to help Tracy, and certainly no longer engaged in licking Stacy's cunt either. Even having two women sitting atop me, I knew that I would easily overpower the two of them. It was far more important that we sit down and discuss this first. " It shouldn't be happening, not like this anyway!" I thought to myself, and nearly said so out loud.
"Tracy. Help me!" She said. I can't hold him like this. And suddenly Tracy was helping her sister to pin my shoulders down. And I realized. There were three of them.
"Andrea?"
That thought took me by surprise so much so that I quit struggling with them altogether, and in that moment, I felt my cock push past the opening of Andrea's cunt. She exhaled with a loud "Arrrrrggghhh" deep-throated half pained, half pleasured moan as my cock slid fully and deeply inside her.
"Now...just hold it there inside you like that for a moment," Tracy said, though she was no longer trying to hold me down anymore. That wasn't necessary now either.
"Yea, just hold still until you get used to it. The pain will go away in a moment, and then you can start moving up and down as soon as it starts to feel more comfortable. As soon as you do that, it will begin to start to feel good too!" Stacy had added onto her sister's instructions.
"I hope so," Andrea said, her voice sounding strange in the darkness. But she was already starting to move against me, and the sensation of her loosening up considerably added to that, I supposed. As well as the lubrications I felt, and wondered then if she might be bleeding considerably. But Andrea continued to move up and down on my cock, and Tracy moved around to her side though I could not see her still, and seemed to be holding onto her and touching herself in someway in the darkness.
"Feeling better now?" We all heard her ask Andrea after a moment.
"Hmmm yes. Much better," she replied. And then she was fucking me at her own speed and pace, and I resigned myself to the situation, what was done was done after all, and went back to licking Stacy's pussy.
And I had wondered at what kind of games the twins might come up with. " Well I had certainly found that out in spades hadn't I?"
I reached over and managed to switch on the small little desk lamp sitting on my nightstand. I didn't do it so much for finally getting to see the three girls I was in bed with, though that was certainly a side benefit, as it was for making sure that Andrea was ok. In all these years, she was my very first 'virgin' too!
Andrea was still sitting atop me. By this time, each of the girls however were standing, one on either side of Andrea, not really supporting her, or soothing her any longer as I had felt they'd begun doing, but were now more actively trying to stimulate her instead.
I'd half expected to see quite a mess covering the bed sheets, but was actually surprised to see next to nothing of that. The 'moisture' I had felt, had been more of her womanly lubrications and excitement more than anything, and I was at least comforted to know I hadn't torn or injured her terribly in the process of her losing her virginity.
Tracy and Stacy had each taken one of Andrea's breasts in their mouth, and was lovingly and tenderly sucking and kissing it. I had no idea which one was which of course, but seeing the twins standing side by side the two of us was like seeing two perfectly molded bookends of femininity, which in a way they were. After a few more moments, I felt Andrea once again beginning to slowly move against me. Obviously she hadn't come anywhere near feeling this as a pleasurable experience, yet. But as the twins stood there helping to arouse and excite her, she did seem to begin to enjoy the feel of me as she took me in.
"Feeling nicer now?" One of the girls asked Andrea.
"Ah huh," she said softly, with eyes closed now, and her tongue just curled up against her top lip as she licked it.
"I think it's starting to feel good to her, "Stacy or Tracy stated with a giggle, talking back and forth to one another like I wasn't even there.
Even I was starting to feel a difference. As Andrea continued to move up and down my cock, her pussy seemed to loosen considerably, and though much of that was due to her continued flow of aroused lubrications, which certainly helped, the nervousness and fear was slowly melting away, being replaced by pleasure...finally.
Unfortunately, I was now fighting against the uncontrollable stimulation of Andrea's fairly long-time fucking of me, and was nearing the point of no return. It was evident that she wasn't nearly as close as I was, and the last thing I wanted to do right now was to cum already.
"I'm sorry!" I admitted honestly. "I'm way too close, and if you keep doing what your doing, I'm not going to last very much longer."
One of the twins laughed. "Men!"
"Well? What do you expect?" I retorted. " Three delicious looking women in my bed, and I'm not some kind of super-stud, especially at my age!" I said in my own defense.
"Come on, Andrea. I'll help you 'freshen' up!" Miss tiny freckle on her breast said then. Pulling Andrea off of me, the two girls soon disappeared into the bathroom. The other twin came over and lay in bed beside me, close enough that I was able to capture her breast with my lips and kissed and sucked her nipple.
"Will you make her cum with your tongue then?" She asked me.
"Sure. Don't see why not," I said with a mouth full of nipple.
"While you fuck me? I promise I won't go too fast!" Now it was my turn to laugh. "Go as fast as you want to!" I told her, I guess I can manage a couple of times tonight, if you let me have a bit of a breather between them."
"Only a couple?"
"Women!" I responded.
The other two girls quickly returned. It was evident that they'd already discussed things while in the bathroom together, as Andrea quickly climbed onto the bed and began to position herself over my face. Though her tits certainly weren't nearly as full rounded as the twins were, the softness of them in my hands, pear-shaped to some degree, were each capped by the longest stiffest nipples I think I had ever felt before in my life. Just pulling on them was a treat in itself. Then adding to that the sweet fresh just violated pussy that I was hungrily licking and running my tongue up and down was almost more than any one man could ever hope for.
"Hmmm doesn't he lick pussy good?" I'd decided that Stacy was the one with the freckle, and also the one that was busily bouncing up and down on my cock at the same time. Her sister was standing nearby, and occasionally I could feel her hand reaching in and playing with my balls, and frequently grabbing at my cock as I fucked in and out of Tracy.
"Oh yes!" Andrea near hissed through her breath. "I love what his tongue is doing to my pussy, I am definitely going to cum in a minute if he keeps this up."
"Good!" Tracy chimed in. He hasn't even licked mine yet, and I'm dying here!"
"Want to fuck with him for a minute sis?"
"For a minute, I'd love too yes. Just long enough to get my cunny all buttered up for him before he licks it!"
Once again I had the distinct impression that they were talking as though I wasn't even there, at least as anything more than a device to take their pleasure from anyway. But then again, who was I to complain? I was licking and sucking one of the sweetest cunts I'd ever tasted before, which is when the girls switched places however. Once again, I was treated to an equally delicious tasting snatch-snack as Tracy settled her bare-shaven pussy down onto my face.
I knew the other twin had inserted my stiff cock inside of her a moment later. Though she was not easy to see of course with her sister astride my face. I could see from the corner of my eye, Andrea. She was standing off slightly to one side, but what surprised me, was when I realized that Stacy was obviously fingering her friends' cunt while continuing to fuck her self on me. Seeing this, seeing Andrea standing there with eyes closed, legs slightly bent at the knee and holding onto the bed, well the look of her was pure ecstasy. And it wasn't long before she was falling over that climatic cliff either.
"Oh yes...oh yes please!" She moaned. "Right there...that's perfect...just like that! Oh fuck, just like that!"
I had to take a look, having glanced at her a moment ago, the look on her face was incredibly sensual, and wanting now to see her, what was going on, was just something I could not miss.
Stacy was obviously circling her hard clit nub perfectly; the motion of her hand was almost negligible, just enough so to tell that's what it was she was doing. Andrea's face was contorted in a pleasurable grimace, and seconds later it was quite obviously she was climaxing as she all but collapsed against the bed. Even Stacy quit fucking herself up and down against me, a welcome reprieve as it were, for watching Andrea cum had nearly sent me over the edge as too. Even Tracy turned to watch, though still sliding her incredibly wet pussy in small pleasured circles atop my face, which made it a little difficult to watch things without actually moving out from underneath her.
"Cum baby!" Tracy urged her. "Make it feel good for her sis!" Andrea seemed to suck her breath in, and in a long incredibly deep-throated drawl, finally succumbed to her pleasure, exploding against Stacy's still twirling fingers.
"Oh fu...ck!" She moaned drawing the word out, then screaming it. "OH FUCK!" And for a moment, I was worried that her cry of lust-felt joy might awaken the neighbors. Worse, her father, and that thought suddenly hit me between the eyes!
"What was I thinking of?" I asked myself then. But it was of course far too late to worry about that now. Certainly later perhaps, but I still had a cock that was beyond ready to explode, and balls that would soon turn blue if I didn't release the pressure that had been building up in them.
Andrea had managed on unsteady legs to sit down in a nearby chair, watching now, and recovering her breath. Stacy began fucking herself against me in a hard forceful coupling much like a thoroughbred racehorse heading down the home stretch. And my saddle horn had suddenly found itself deeply embedded inside the rider, and about to come unglued.
"Oh...Oh...Oh..." she began, pausing, then adding. "Here...I...CUM!"
Stacy bucked atop me, her orgasm overwhelming her, and I joined her in that moment. I felt the first rich spurts of my jisim filling her, felt the splashing inside her pussy walls, bathing her with such force that they literally began to make erotic squishy sounds even as she slow rode herself to the finish line.
I had not forgotten Tracy however, and my tongue continued to twirl and dance inside her pussy even as my cock lurched, throbbing, still spewing ropes of my rich creamy spunk into that tight heated cavern of her wet hot sex.
What surprised me most about Tracy was, that she was a quiet cummer. Which indeed caught me a little off guard, for she was not at all as vocal as her sister. She tensed, I felt her stiffen, then as the obvious orgasm began, she shook, thrashed atop me for a moment, and then quietly collapsed against me without having so much as uttered a single solitary sound.
We lay in a heap of bodies for a moment, shallow quick breaths slowly calming, slowly returning all of us back to normal afterwards.



"Excuse me ladies," I said as dignified as possible. "But I really gotta use the bathroom." Tracy had moved off me by this time, and I extricated myself as delicately as possible from beneath Stacy. I quickly headed for the bathroom, not even bothering to close the door, though I at least lifted the seat up, and began to relieve myself in another, though certainly different pleasurable way at that point. Hearing movement behind me, I turned my head just enough to see Andrea standing in the doorway watching me pee into the toilet from behind.
"I'm next," she stated, smiling a mixture of excitement, and still a little apprehension perhaps as I looked briefly into her eyes.
It seemed I always had to pee like a racehorse afterwards, and this time wasn't any exception. "I'm sorry for taking so long," I said, standing there continuing to urinate. "But I really had to go."
"I do too!" She exclaimed somewhat more urgently now. Can you stop it for just a split second?" She asked me, the question so curiously strange that I actually did.
Andrea suddenly moved in front of me, and in one swift motion had put the seat back down, sat down, and spread her legs. I began to move away from her as she began peeing herself, figuring her need had obviously been even greater than my own.
"No. Here. There's plenty of room," she indicated pointing. And the "V" gap between her legs as she sat relieving herself was an interesting sight. I carefully walked over, positioned myself once again, and ensured that my aim was perfect before continuing myself. Andrea laughed, watching me as I watched her, our streams nearly colliding and splashing against one another in the bowl.
Moments later I had finished and stepped away to wash. Washing not only my hands, but also grabbing a hand towel I quickly soaped up my cock as well.
"Here. Let me do that for you," Andrea washed herself as well as me, and we'd both nearly and completely forgotten all about the twins until we once again turned and headed back into the bedroom. I nearly stumbled when we entered the room. Stacy and Tracy were engaged in an extremely sensuous sixty-nine on the bed with one another. It was clearly obvious that the girls were oblivious to our even being there.
"They do this often?" I asked turning towards Andrea. She looked at me, nodded her head.
"Nearly about every chance they can get. For about as long as I've known them anyway. Stacy said it was the closest she'd ever come to licking her own pussy."
Even I had to agree with that statement, and watching them, I felt my somewhat flaccid cock twitch with renewed arousal. "Shall we?" I indicated pointing towards the bed.
"Thought you'd never ask," Andrea stated, bouncing on ahead of me and jumping up onto the bed next to the girls. "You guys having fun?" She questioned, getting two half mumbled faces full of pussy responses from the twins in the process.
I joined her, and as she opened up her legs to me, I eased into Andrea once again. Slowly, very slowly as I knew she would no doubt still be a little tender. "You doing ok?" I asked her.
"Fuck me!" Andrea said looking at me directly in the eyes. "Fuck me until I cum this time," she spoke to me softly with an urgent tone to her voice and what could only be described as a newly borne womanly maturity about her now. And so it was, that I slowly began to ease myself in and out of Andrea's quickly lubricating cunt. She began to match my stroking, rising to meet me as I quickly began sliding in and out of her with a lot less friction and a lot more slippery sensual trusting inside that silky soft passage. Even the twins took a moment to look over at us, each one of them smiling, and each one of them with the female 'dew' of the other glistening on their respective faces.
I don't know how long the girls actually stayed. I seem to recall dozing off at one point, the three of them still stroking, sucking, licking and touching one another nearly most of the night. I had finally collapsed exhausted and spent after one last incredible orgasm when each of the three girls had begun a 'sucking' game of who got the cum-shot. I have no clue who the eventual winner was. In actuality, you could say it was me of course, for truly I had been. And though the orgasm felt nice, it was about all that I had left in me. I doubt seriously there had even been enough ejaculate to warn any one of the three of them to even be worried about if they had any kind of aversion to having done that. Too tired to care at that point anyway, all I knew was that they had eventually left at some point, and I had immediately fallen right back to sleep and didn't even bother to try and get up until late in the afternoon.
When I finally did wake up, I immediately began to worry and fret over what had happened the night before. Not only had I taken my neighbor's daughters virginity, though I had not known it initially, it wasn't exactly something that would be that easy to explain away under any circumstances. And then of course there was Jill. I had also fucked and sucked both of her daughters, and if she happened to learn I had also done that, I felt that our relationship would come to a quick and sudden end. I was reminded however of her own bold suggestion about getting involved with her as well as Pete, but even though she appeared to be interested in me as well, there simply was no telling how a mother would react towards me under those circumstances.
"Shit!" I exclaimed, heading into the bathroom. And staring down at the toilet seat I was once again reminded of the craziness of the evening. I didn't bother lifting the lid up either.
I spent the remainder of the day watching T.V. and generally trying to hide out after a fashion. I didn't see any of the three girls, and was having mixed emotions about that. On one hand of course, I was glad that I didn't have to confront any of the girls. I wasn't sure I was quite prepared for that, nor how they might react now that we'd all had a chance to have some time to think about what had happened. On the other hand, I was also concerned that I hadn't heard from any of them either. Perhaps even now they were confessing everything they, no make that, we had done. So I was half expecting either Jill, Pete, possibly even both to angrily come knocking at the door.
I jumped. Someone was knocking. (I had locked the door by now), but it wasn't an angry or insistent knock. That was something at least. I knew I must have looked like shit; I hadn't even bothered to shower yet. I caught a whiff of myself as well, and realized I smelled pretty ripe. As soon as I'd manage to get rid of whoever was at the door, I decided to run upstairs and shower immediately. I'd caught a brief lingering odor of something else as well. A faint trace of the twins perfume they'd been wearing all mixed in with a jumble of other erotic lingering odors on top of that. I definitely needed that shower.
I cracked the door, peered out, and saw Jill standing there. At least she was smiling.
"Haven't seen you all day!" She stated, and then opened the door the remainder of the way and more or less barged in carrying a Chinese take out sack full of all kinds of good smelling dishes. "I always get way too much of this stuff," she said setting the large bag down on the counter, and then holding up a nice bottle of wine, which I hadn't seen until now. Only then did she turn to face me and see that I was pretty scruffy looking, and even held her nose to pointedly inform me that I smelled bad as well.
"Dinner will keep until after you shower," she stated flatly. I wasn't about to argue with her on that point, but I also wasn't too excited to see her there either. At least she wasn't tearing my head off. That was something I guess. But feeling like I had just run out of options, I turned and headed immediately upstairs to take that much needed shower.
The stinging spray of the hot shower felt good against my skin. With sufficient soap added to that, I began to feel almost human again. Though I had spent a considerable amount of time in the shower, I had no doubt that Jill would still be waiting for me. We'd often spent evenings together sharing dinner, so there was nothing unusual about that of course, and Chinese takeout did sound really good. My stomach had already begun grumbling earlier as I had realized I'd not eaten a single thing all day long. Stepping out of the shower and toweling off, the tantalizing aromas of Chinese were strong as they filled my nostrils. Wrapping a towel around myself, I ventured into the bedroom. Sure enough, Jill was there, a large tray of delicacy's spread out on the bed along with two glasses of wine. Several candles had also been lit, the only source of lighting in the room, and Jill was on the bed naked, fingering an egg roll as I walked in.
"Hungry?" She asked. But I got the distinct impression she was offering herself up for dinner more than she was the food.
"Famished," I replied, but immediately realized it probably wasn't the best response I should have given her. I was honestly referring to the food, but her lying there naked had obviously taken it the way she'd originally thrown it out to me.
She patted a spot on the bed with her hand, indicating for me to come over, sit down and join her. Even removing the towel to attempt to get dressed was out of the question for the moment. Once I'd done that, it would be as good as accepting her invitation to join her. Keeping the towel on, I did cross over to the bed and grab one of the egg rolls however; they did smell wonderfully delicious.
"What about Pete?" I questioned as non-committal as possible. Still trying to pretend not to take too much notice of her bare erotic looking breasts. "Won't he wonder why we hadn't invited him over for dinner too?" I was still trying to think of an easy way out of all this, but wasn't having a lot of success at the moment in coming up with a solution. My cock wasn't helping much either as it had already begun to stiffen with interest, and was another reason why I quickly sat down on the bed next to her. It would be 'tenting' up the towel in a few more moments.
Jill already had a wanton naughty look in her eyes as she sat staring at me. "If you'd like, I can certainly call him and invite him over. I already told you he said he might be interested in doing something like that. But I thought that you might prefer to be with me alone the first time, sort of a get acquainted 'session' between us before including Pete. But if you prefer?" She'd made a motion to reach over to the nightstand to pick up the telephone when I stopped her.
"Jill...no...wait!" I shot out saying. She turned back, leaving the phone alone and waited.
"Maybe we'd better talk about this first. The last thing I want to do is complicate things, ruin our friendship, or cause any problems between you and I and Pete."
There, I'd said it. Managed to get my worries, concerns and fears out on the table. Maybe she'd stop and think about things too.
"Oh, I think we're 'way' past that now." Jill stated smiling, but it was a wickedly mischievous little smile, and I knew she was leading up to something.
"The girls told me what a marvelous time they had with you last night," she stated off handedly. There was no 'edge' to her tone, or hint of anger in it at all, if anything, she was obviously aroused while sharing this tid-bit of information.
"They what?" I stammered.
"Don't worry. I'm certainly not mad about it, a little jealous maybe, but certainly not angry. The twins are old enough to make up their own minds about who they go to bed with, and the fact they managed to get to you first isn't really surprising. I figured as much when they snuck out of the house last night. Hell, I almost got up and came over with them!" She chortled.
She hadn't mentioned anything about Andrea. Maybe the girls hadn't either, but I wasn't about to bring that subject up either. I was already squirming with the uncertainty of this new development as it was.
"The only way I would be angry," she continued, "Was if I wasn't able to have a little fun with you myself. That certainly wouldn't be very fair now would it?" Jill reached over and placed her hand on the towel and began pulling it away from me. I even rose up off the bed a little so that it would slip out from underneath me without her having to yank it. Whatever concerns I had previously were now a thing of the past. I didn't exactly feel trapped necessarily either. Jill was an extremely attractive looking woman. I'd only not pursued her earlier because of what I had initially seen between her and Pete. All that had suddenly changed now, except perhaps for one small detail.
"What about the twins?" I questioned.
"Oh...they know I'm here. Even told me to tell you how good a time they had last night and that they're looking forward to doing it again soon. Told 'me' to have fun and tell them about it later after I get home."
I breathed a sigh of relief at that. No complications at least. I didn't want to become embroiled in some uncomfortable confrontation with the girls over this either.
"As for Andrea? I didn't figure it was my place to say anything to Pete. Even I didn't know she was still a virgin until the girls told me what they'd done, tricking you into deflowering her. And Andrea's her own woman now anyway. What she chooses to discuss with her father is her business, not mine."
"Well so much for that." I thought to myself.
The feel of Jill's hand on my cock told me that dinner might have to be re-heated. The heat between her legs was telling me that I'd be dinning there instead, and soon, very soon!
Jill was twenty, perhaps twenty-five years older than the twins but no more than that. And I took notice; perhaps for the first time really as how I now envisioned the girls would look when they were their mother's age. Jill was a voluptuous looking woman. She had perhaps put on a few extra pounds over the years, but then again hadn't we all? Jill seemed to radiate her sensuality however, a maturity that came with age and experience, and though the twins had certainly been exciting in their enthusiasm and youth, there was something about a woman who knew what she was about, and knew what it was she wanted from a man. And Jill fit that description perfectly. I rolled over, reaching for and capturing one of her incredible looking tits. One again I was briefly reminded how the twin's might mature in much the same way as their mother had. As pretty and as firm as their young breasts were, caressing their mothers as I also began to kiss and suckle them was far more stimulating and erotic to me. Jill placed her hand behind my head and ran her fingers through my hair as I sucked her taut hard nipples. A subtle, simple thing perhaps, but it proved my self-made point. Experience and the understanding to sometimes take things slow and smooth and enjoy the moment was a far more rewarding pleasure for me than the rushed frenzy I'd experienced with the girls last night. Though that was ok too. Everything had its place and time. And I had certainly enjoyed myself. But this, the gentle touching, the obvious unspoken confirmation that Jill was enjoying what I was doing to her by the simple placement of her hand upon my head was what I had missed doing with the girls last night. And I found myself rapidly getting even more aroused and looking forward to this experience with Jill more than I realized I might have.
I made love to her breasts for a very long time, alternating back and forth between them. As I kissed, and then sometimes sucked on one, flicking her incredibly fat nipples with fleeting light feathery touches, then stabbing at them instead suddenly with hard lapping licks of my tongue, I would also caress and pet the other breast. Back and forth I continued to feast, erotic visions dancing in my head, my prick throbbing almost painfully so with lustful need and desire.
"Move up," she whispered to me, guiding me upwards between her legs as she pulled me towards her, spreading herself open to me as she did. "I want to tickle my clit with your cock." Taking my hardness fully in her hand, I posed myself, kneeling before her wide-open pussy. She took me and began rubbing the blood-engorged head of my prick against her wet open slit. The feel of her silkiness was like pouring warmed oil over the tip of my cock. Taking my penis, she slowly and oh so teasingly drew me up and down herself, taking frequent moments to circle and quickly rub my cock against her own swollen exposed little nubbin of super-sensitized flesh. Breathlessly, she would then repeat the procedure all over again with near maddening slowness, bringing me constantly to the very brink, as well as herself, and then pausing until the waves of pleasure died down to a controllable level once again.
Hands free, I knelt above her, teasing her nipples in much the same way that she teased her clitoris with my cock. Rolling her nipples' sometimes pulling on them or gently squeezing them to coincide with the same erotic thrills she was causing each of us to feel and experience. But seeing her face, looking into the various expressions that I saw etched there, constantly changing as each sensation was felt, achieved, and explored was as exciting as the actual feelings themselves. Something about watching a woman actually enjoying her self, uninhibited, allowing her vulnerability to show through her emotions. Seeing that, watching Jill now as I was, increased my own pleasures ten fold, and heightened the desire as well as the need beyond my wildest imagination.
The juices between us were becoming slick near syrupy in volume as well as texture. Intermingling together, my cock leaked as though it was ready to spew at any moment, which it very nearly had several times already. Jill's own pussy was lubricating in such quantity that the moisture was seeping out of her in tiny little rivulets of thin creamy streams that ran down her slit, and on down to the opening of her ass and onto the sheets beneath us.
I'd been fighting the "moment" holding back and willing myself not to cum too soon, but I was rapidly losing ground over that one. Each time I had thought myself a goner, Jill had sensed it, stopped, pausing just long enough before continuing to allow myself a few moments to collect and re-gather my strength. But Jill was now unable to go on much herself, each tiny delay building towards that even greater, higher level of pleasure, until we were both standing on the precipice.
Without warning, she took me with her hand, slid me in, and humped herself against me. My cock slid quickly and easily inside her, sheathed in a fiery white-hot sensation that enveloped me and caressed my cock beyond the ability to withstand. I came with unbridled hot spurting passion. Torrents of my cum filling her cunt, bathing her in my juices, and serving as the ignition for her own deep felt orgasmic enjoyment.
We both moaned in unison, my hands still cupping her breasts digging into them as I came in a long single drawn out penetration of cunt that gripped me in a vise-like contraction. Holding me there and milking every single delicious precious drop of cum that I possessed, and to which she now was in possession of.
Even long afterwards, collapsing atop her, and now quietly nuzzling and kissing her neck, I still felt her cunt contracting around me, as though it were kissing me in some special way, as I was kissing her. It was the faintest of pulses, like a beating heart that I felt rhythmically expanding and contracting, almost near soothing, relaxing, sensual.
"Bet the twins didn't fuck you like that," she spoke with confidence.
The whispered moan I gave was her only answer. But it was the answer she'd hoped for and expected. Any more would have taken, not given to that exclamation of pure and complete satisfaction.



The days soon slipped back into a more normal routine. My fears and worries over complications occurring quickly evaporated. The twins still flirted, teased and acted just as they always had around me. Jill still spent time alone with Pete, as well as with me on occasion, and the three of us frequently got together over drinks or dinners, though we had not as yet ventured down that road of exploration that Jill had a while ago suggested. Even Andrea didn't act any differently around me now either. And I was most happy for that. The fact that I had been the one to take her virginity wasn't treated as though there was anything "extra" special between us beyond the friendship that we'd previously enjoyed. And though there had not been any reoccurrence of that particular evening, it wasn't as if it was expected, or required that it would or should happen again either. I was reasonably sure that nothing had been said to Pete about it by either his daughter or Jill, most certainly not the twins, or I felt I would have at least heard something about it by now. I enjoyed the days I spent with Jill, as well as the nights, and life settled down into an easy going routine. Too routine, I guess especially where the twins were concerned.
A rare three-day weekend soon came, and the twins had been bugging their mother about doing something special together. And by together, they meant including Pete and Andrea as well as myself. It didn't take too much convincing, everyone had spring fever and wanted to do something. It was decided that we'd all go, and spend the next three days camping out in the wild together. We had two fairly large sized tents, one for the adults, and one for the three young "women" as we'd decided when discussing accommodations. Admittedly, I wondered if this was partially Jill's idea as we'd not as yet or discussed since that first time, the possibility of a threesome between Pete, Jill and myself. And though I don't think that was part of the plan, I don't think I was the only one who thought about it afterwards either. Sleeping three to a tent like that, there wouldn't be a whole lot of privacy amongst the three of us sleeping together under those circumstances.
We shoved off bright and early and made the two hour drive to the area that I had suggested as I'd gone fishing a few times up there, and had discovered in my wanderings a perfect little spot that was out and away from the typical camping spots. We'd at least have "some" privacy, even if it weren't amongst ourselves.
A short time later, both tents put up and bedding all laid out and situated, we got a nice warm roaring fire going just as it was beginning to get dark. A light dinner along with some nice cold beers set the mood for relaxation and the enjoyment of sitting outside underneath the stars.
We'd sat around the fire for a considerable amount of time, and not only consumed beer, but soon started in on a few harder drinks as well. We'd been sharing stories, telling jokes, and before long, the talk was getting a little sexual in nature, not without a little bit of help as the twins seemed to constantly redirect whatever we discussed back in that direction. I was already feeling a healthy 'buzz' from all the alcohol without being anywhere's near drunk, when Stacy had disappeared inside her tent and emerged a short time later with two small self rolled joints of grass. I hadn't smoked since high school, and hadn't really gotten high too many times, preferring my favorite drinks instead. But I was more surprised when Stacy had in fact produced the grass with her mother sitting there, but it was obvious she knew about it, and as Stacy lit the joint and passed it along to her sister, she in turn gave it to Jill who took a long healthy pull on it herself.
We continued talking; another joint was soon passed around, and though neither Pete or I smoked any of the grass, Andrea did partake of some of the second joint, which I did feel slightly surprised at her father to some degree. But by this time, the two of us were pretty well juiced without having had to smoke, and it was of no major concern after that. We had a pretty good sized fire going and even with a bit of chill in the air of late spring it was still getting to be pretty warm feeling as we sat. It was then that Stacy and Tracy had stood up and were semi dancing about the fire. I am sure it was a combination of the grass and booze, but we began clapping and cheering them on as the dance got wilder and wilder. Andrea soon joined them, and I noticed Pete didn't seem to mind the suggestiveness of their dance, even when the twins eventually stripped off their clothing and continued to dance around the fire naked. Even Andrea joined them in that, and I watched for any signs of her father's disapproval, or if nothing else, surprise. And though he did in fact seem to have a bit of a nervous laugh at seeing his own daughter dancing around nude, he didn't say anything about it, nor did he really focus his attention on her after that either.
Admittedly, watching the three girls dancing around the flickering flames was having some effect on me. I was fairly aroused, and wondered if Pete was feeling the same way I was. Even Jill was beginning to make suggestive remarks, and though not dancing along with the girls, had eventually been coaxed into removing her own top and baring her breasts. Jill certainly had nothing to fear from that either, with tits as lovely as hers were, she could easily compete in that department without a bit of self-consciousness, and did.
I'm not sure when or how things actually got started. It had all seemed innocent enough, though as I said, we were all feeling pretty good by this time. But a "dare" was made, and then accepted, and the next thing I knew, one of the twins was kneeling down between Pete's legs and giving him a blowjob in front of the rest of us. Up until now, I had never even considered the possibility that the twins had ever been with or done anything with Pete. But it was obvious that they had with him no differently than they had with me, and even more importantly, that Jill obviously knew about that too though she had never mentioned it.
"Come on Andrea," Tracy teased daring her. "You said I'd never suck off your father in front of everyone. So now that I have, it's your turn!"
Pete gave a wild eyed look of concern, about the first time I'd seen him react that way all evening until Tracy clarified that she hadn't meant Andrea was to suck on him. "Unless she wanted to of course," she had added afterwards. And though Pete still seemed a bit uncomfortable with the way things suddenly seemed to be going, with Tracy still sitting beside him playing with his rock hard cock so openly, he was enjoying the sensations of that too much to complain too loudly and cause her to quit doing it.
"So, its your turn to do something now," Stacy joined in with her sister. And Jill leaned over and whispered to me that the girls seemed to be on one now, and that just about anything was likely to happen. On that point I had to agree, still a little taken aback on how open Jill was on whatever adventure the twins seemed to involve themselves, as well as anyone else who happened to be around them.
"I know...it took me a while to eventually accept it," Jill stated as though she'd been reading my mind. But it was either that or ground them for life, and all they'd end up doing then is spend time in their bedroom 'doing' each other all day long instead."
Obviously, Jill knew all about that too. And again I was surprised, though not shocked at that revelation. I think I was beginning to come to a better understanding, of Jill's relationship with her daughters. And it was more of one of acceptance for the girls' adventurous natures, rather than trying to repress it and alienating them because of it.
"So what do you want me to do?" Andrea asked them.
"Well, you have two choices," Tracy stated. "You can either go down on Mom, or you can go down on David," She'd said pointing over towards me.
Even I blinked on that one, though still trying to appear as un-shocked by that as Jill was herself, I did half turn, smiling somewhat stupidly I know in Pete's direction. He merely shrugged his shoulders however as if to say, "What can I do?" smiled sheepishly as he sat there with his raging hard on getting worked up and down by one of the twins.
Jill surprised everyone at that point. "Why don't you simply flip a coin? Then, if it's heads, you suck David. If it's tails, you lick me."
Everyone actually laughed. It was funny, and with the implication being so obvious, it had evaporated almost instantly any remaining inhibitions in this little group altogether. Stacy quickly fished around in my pocket for a quarter. Found something else there instead, and fished around with it for a moment until it was too obvious what it was she was really doing.
"Come on Stacy," her sister complained. "Hurry up and find the quarter. I'm anxious to see how this turns out!"
She did come up with one moments later, and immediately tossed it high into the air. When it finally landed, even Tracy ran over to have a look, leaving Pete with his cock sticking straight up out of his pants. He didn't try and hide it though; just as curious as everyone else to see where this was going.
"Tails!" Stacy and Tracy screamed out in gleeful surprise. "You're licking mother!"
"Which also means, I'm sucking David!" Stacy chimed in.
Tracy immediately walked back to where Pete was sitting and took up where she'd left off, though not sucking him, just sitting beside him playing with him as we all watched Andrea walk over towards Jill.
Jill had stood up by then, long enough to have removed the remainder of her clothing, and once again settled down into her chair. Andrea took one of the nearby cushions off a now vacant one, and threw it down on the ground to kneel on. In seconds, she was hungrily licking Jill's cunt while we all sat there gaping at the two of them.
"Well?" Jill stated matter of factly. "Isn't anyone else going to do anything so I can watch too?"
Laughing wickedly, Stacy began helping me to undress completely, as had Pete by this point. Before long, we were all nude, sitting in close proximity to one another, watching the equal pairings as the three young women busily "serviced" the adults. Again, this hadn't exactly been planned to happen, it just naturally turned out that way, but it was also evident by the way things were going that eventually we'd soon be switching positions and performing the same services we'd been receiving ourselves.
I had in fact eventually traded places, and spent a wonderful time kneeling down between Stacy's legs licking her sweet snatch. She'd managed to have a small satisfying little orgasm, and by the sounds of it, so had Andrea as Jill had surprisingly gone down on her upon seeing Stacy and I switching places, though unfortunately I wasn't able to witness nearly as much of that as I would have liked to, busily engaged doing the same thing myself.
Surprisingly, the girls soon announced they were retiring to their tent to go to bed. But I took that to mean the word literally, and not that they intended on going inside to sleep. It was obvious to me at least that they had other plans at that point, which didn't include the three of us. But I also suspected that this preliminary little game of theirs had also been intended to warm things up between Jill, Pete and I. And wouldn't have been at all surprised if Jill hadn't in fact put them up to it. Jill was the first one of the three of us to get up and go inside our tent. Once again Pete did his shrug his shoulders thing, and then followed me inside shortly afterwards.
Jill was still nude, lying atop the multi-layered pile of sleeping bags, quilts and blankets. It was a cozy, if not extremely soft comfortable bed to actually lie down on.
"Looks like your finally going to get your wish," I stated as I dropped down to lie down beside her, Pete doing the same on her other side. Jill simply smiled, knowingly, and beckoned us both to her. In seconds, I was sucking and kissing her left breast, and Pete was busily licking and playing with her right one.
There was still sufficient light from the fire burning brightly outside that there was no need to light a lantern or anything inside the tent. And the atmosphere was admittedly erotic as we found ourselves, as excited as teenagers involved in doing something particularly naughty and bad. For some reason, just being outside, even in the tent had heightened the intensity of our arousal level. Maybe the twins had known that too, and by doing what they had started earlier, had ensured that the three of us would end up in bed together. Obviously this was something their mother had wanted to happen all along, and I decided that they had purposely removed Andrea from out of the picture in the event that all this might be a little disconcerting to her. Though I had certainly not noticed or even felt anything like that as the evening had progressed. Short of not actually participating with her own father, it didn't appear she was bothered by watching one of her own best friends busily sucking him off either.
Jill rolled over on top of Pete. She easily and quickly inserted his cock inside her cunt and began to slowly fuck him, getting used to the feel of his prick as it slid in and out of her rapidly lubricating pussy.
"Fuck me in the ass David," she told me. Though she continued licking me and sucking me to an even greater firmness. As my cock was fairly slick with her saliva, I made my way around her, and as she presented herself perfectly to me, I eased just the tip of my dick inside the cute puckered opening of her ass. She was unbelievably tight at first, and we both took that time to get used to the sensation before I continued. Pete lay motionless, though his cock was embedded deeply inside her cunt waiting for me to join him there inside her. Easing myself slowly in, I was amazed to feel his cock resting against mine as I finally slid the entire length and girth of my prick inside that tight anal opening.
"Ahhhhhhh fuck!" Jill stated unabashedly, and loud enough that I was sure the girls had heard every word. I remained motionless however, though buried to the hilt inside her, throbbing excitedly and expectantly, feeling Pete's cock doing nearly the same thing through the thin membrane separating the two of us.
"Now," Jill moaned, considerably more quietly. Even then I barely began to move in and out of that still almost 'too' tight of an opening. But then as Pete began to fuck her pussy with much more forceful quicker motions, Jill began urging me to match his own movements.
"Fuck it David. Fuck my ass baby! Yes. That's it...just like that!"
She was louder now, once again. But hearing her talking to us, the erotic naughty words flowing out of her mouth with such sensual sounding vulgarity, I urged her on to continue it.
"You like the way Pete's cock is fucking your pussy baby?" I asked her. "You enjoying that nice fat cock of his sliding in and out of your cunt?"
"Oh yes...Oh my god yes I do!" She wailed loudly once more. "Fuck me Petey! Fuck my pretty pussy for me!"
Pete was grunting and groaning. And though his words, if he spoke any, were intelligible, just the animalistic sounds that were emanating from him where enough to send Jill into another elongated series of one word vulgarity's that once again enhanced rather than detracted from the incredible sensations that were being felt between the three of us.
"Fuck - suck - piss - cock - cunt!" She began chanting over and over again. "Fuck - suck - piss - cock -cunt!"
Each spoken word was a matching thrust inside her. Pete picked up on it nearly the same instant that I did. I slammed into her...held it there without pulling back out...and Pete did exactly the same thing on his end.
"Fuck!"
I slid out...slid in again, a little faster this time, as did Pete.
"Suck!"
Another plunge, and then another, once again in unison
"Piss - Cock!" Jill gleefully screamed out loud.
Another deep stroke...holding it.
"Cunt!" Jill was near laughing, not with hysteria, but with pure sensual lust.
I could see Pete's face, saw him looking at me as well, and on a given signal, we each one began to pound into her with a rapidity borne of need as well as madness.
"Fuck-suck-piss-cock-cunt," Jill tried to say, still trying to keep up with the speed and rapidity that we were now doing inside her. My cock was well lubricated in her ass now, pre-cum leaking out of my own dick in nice slick leavings that wet her and made the quickness of her ass fuck even more pleasurable to bare.
"Fucksuckpisscockcunt...fucksuckpizzzzzzz...," finally giving it up as we began to head down our own rhythmic plungings inside her, no longer matching tempo and speed, or even simultaneous strokings. But this was a new sensation anyway, and once again, simply added to the incredible feelings that I was experiencing as well. My cock going in, just as Pete's was coming out, and Jill not knowing which stroke to moan on, or enjoy one over the other. For her, it became almost a constant quick paced fuck, though in reality, we had each settled into a slower, much more steady easygoing rhythm.
Suddenly and quite unexpectedly, Jill lurched, her body tensed, and the sounds of what nearly sounded like a damn bursting suddenly surged from her pussy. It was an incredibly wet gushing sound, and even Pete was surprised by it, as was Jill! Her cunt was contracting and jettisoning a torrent of pussy juice. Never before in her entire life has she done so before, but as she continued to ride the wave of such incredible ecstasy and pleasure, her pussy continued to pump out her lubrications in such quantity that they soon turned into frothy squishy sounds that were just one more sensual delight to hear, enjoy and experience with her.
It was soon obvious by Pete's moans, which had equally escalated to deep-throated gruntings that he was nearing his own orgasm.
"Let me suck it!" She demanded, and moved in such a way that I had no option but to remove my cock from inside her ass. Jill moved slightly down Pete's torso, grabbing his cock and attacked it with such forcefulness that I feared she would rip the tip of his prick clean off.
"Ahh Ahh Ahh," was all Pete could manage. But it was definitely loud enough to silence even the chirping crickets near by, and I laughed at that, as the sudden silence was evident. Only momentarily however, for once again Pete lurched, bucked and I knew he was filling Jill's mouth with his cum. "Oh sweet fucking..."
It was all said. I watched his face grimacing in a near pain-pleasure that was obviously very intense as I continued to kneel there beside the two of them, stroking my own cock and watching. Pete all but passed out, and only half reluctantly did Jill then turn away from him, Pete's cum slightly drooling down from one corner of her mouth. Taking her finger, she wiped the creamy nectar away, and sucked it off her finger.
"You ready to cum now too?" She asked me.
I stood up at that point, my cock hard, swollen, purple and angry looking, angry with 'fuck-lust' needful to spew the jisim that was boiling inside my balls waiting for release. Jill quickly inserted my cock inside her mouth, and quickly sent me spiraling towards my own orgasmic explosion. Seconds later I felt the first powerful surge of cum explode from the depths of my tightened ball-sack, filling her hungrily sucking mouth. Watching her suck it, feeling one incredible pulsating release after another as they escaped my prick, shooting inside that warm sucking oval of her lips. My orgasm seemed near continuous, and I began hoping it would never stop, that the spunk flying from my cock would never end.



Weak-kneed, I finally collapsed on the soft comfortable bed beside Pete. He was out if that was possible. Jill slid in between us, and we all lay together quietly.
"Thank you," Jill suddenly stated. And I almost answered her myself.
"Your welcome mother!" I heard the twins say just outside the door to our tent in perfect unison. There was a brief giggle after that, and then the hurried sounds of their footsteps heading back towards their own tent.
"And we still have three full days ahead of us," I did answer then.
"Yes we do...don't we?" Jill stated happily, lying there still fingering her wet juicy quim.
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At twenty-three years of age, Vickie was technically still a virgin. Ever since she'd become sexually active in a manner of speaking, Vickie had still managed to hold herself to the notion that she would not have intercourse with a man until she was absolutely positive he was the one. Not that she was even saving herself for marriage. That idea was as archaic to her as never masturbating, which was something she did each and every day, if not several times a day in fact.
And it wasn't as though Vickie couldn't have her proverbial "pick-of-the-litter" as far as guys went either. She wasn't drop-dead gorgeous, she did have her normal everyday little flaws, but Vickie was by most accounts a very attractive looking woman. Ever since she was a child, her mother had called her, "My pretty little Cupie-doll." She'd worn her nearly coal-black hair long, which was thick and shimmered like glass, reaching well past her waist ever since she'd been a tiny little girl. That feature alone caused many heads to turn and look at her with amazement in some ways. And appreciation from others in the horrendous length of time she'd have to spend brushing it and taking care of it on a daily basis to keep it looking as beautiful as it did. Added to that, Vickie's cobalt blue eyes that could pierce a man's soul with one quick look; added to the overall sultriness that she exuded.
In many ways, Vickie imagined herself as a female "Clark Kent" on one hand. A shy demeanor, not really outgoing or even outspoken amongst most of her close friends and co-workers, most of which knew of her chastity and desire to remain virginal. Though most of these had the mistaken perception that she was in fact a "virgin" in every sense of the word. And of course, there was the other side of her personality, the side that she enjoyed letting out as often as possible, but always in some disguise, or at least out and away from anyone she knew or might possibly run into. And this side, the "Super-Woman" side of her self was the erotic, naughty, sensual "Super-Hot" almost comic book character of her personality.
By day, she worked as a Dental Technician. A job she enjoyed doing very much. She was good at what she did, and received very little supervision from the Dentists she worked for. Vickie always had a bright and cheery smile on her face for a very good reason. One of her biggest secrets of course, was that she very often was busily (and slowly) masturbating while performing her job functions, with no one ever the wiser!
Vickie would quite often wear one of her favorite and many toys into work. She'd even gone to some considerable expense on many of them, ensuring they met her "secret" needs, as well as her pleasured ones. One of her very favorite toys was a miniature thin sleek bullet type of affair that slipped up inside her pussy quite easily and comfortably. It had no attached wires, didn't make any loud buzzing noises, and was easily controlled with a tiny little remote control device that she kept inside of her pocket, handy at all times. With it, she could control the intensity of the vibrations she gave herself, as well as having an auto-timer that she had programmed to stimulate herself with varying degree's of length of time if she wished. Quite often, as she prepared to work on a patient, she would quickly slip into the woman's restroom, program her toy to begin with a very low degree of vibrating stimulation for say ten or fifteen minutes. And then gradually every five minutes or so, cause the device to slowly intensify with its vibrating pleasures. Vickie would then begin working on her patient, and over the course of cleaning his or her teeth, happily enjoy herself quite secretly in a way and manner that no one in the world could have expected her to be doing. She had quite often, climaxed and enjoyed her, what she called "mini" orgasms, at the exact moment and timing when she'd finished with whatever patient she'd been working on. For Vickie, it was always a thrill to be standing there, making small-talk with the person, and feeling her cunt going through spasmodic thrills and chills as her pussy clenched, contracted, convulsed, and sent shivers of satisfying release up and down her spine. And all the while she stood smiling, demurely, and professionally as any good disciplined Dental Technician would do.
But this was only one of her favorite and private ways that she enjoyed playing with herself. She had other very enjoyable games and adventures as well, but for these, she usually ensured that she traveled away from anyone she might know or run into, and added the additional stimulation of danger and possible discovery to the mix.
It had in fact been a while since she had ventured out for a truly erotic and adventurous afternoon of this type. Since it was a weekend, and as Vickie was feeling particularly amorous anyway, she decided to take the short drive over to one of the neighboring shopping malls several miles away from where she lived.
For her, this was one of Vickie's favorite haunts, and one of the more dangerous as well. She took special precautions to ensure whatever avenue of escape, should she need was easily available to her. Additionally, she also usually wore some sort of minor disguise, which could be anything from making herself look almost homely if she chose, to wearing a wig in covering up her long dark beautiful hair.
Just the planning alone was enough to cause her pussy juices to begin flowing, which was all a part of the self-foreplay that accompanied any adventure of this type. She'd awoken hours earlier, already randy and decided right then and there what kind of a day she had intended for herself. She'd chosen one of her blonde wigs, and fixed her self up to appear sexy though not slutty or homely as she sometimes did. Today, she wanted to catch a little attention, all a part of the ongoing foreplay, and then see how things went from there.
In addition to the blonde wig, Vickie had also picked out a matching low-cut 'V' necked blouse that would show off ample cleavage, and as she also discarded the idea of wearing even a sheer bra to further accentuate her full firm breasts, which would no doubt cause her nipples to become erect and strain against the tight material. The matching skirt, light colored lavender was short enough to be considered "mini" though not so tight that she couldn't easily adjust and maneuver around in it as the situation dictated. But the most important part of all of course, was after she'd gotten up and gone into shower, she had carefully shaved herself so that her bald smooth pussy accentuated her bright pink pussy lips in every glorious and delicious detail imaginable.
Once her carefully chosen ensemble was laid out on the bed, she next went to her treasured "Toy-Box" as she referred to it. And this was no small box either, nor did it even remotely fit the name, as was her description of it. What she had was a tall free-standing chest of drawers that had three large pull out drawers, and an upper cabinet that opened with shelves and various nooks and crannies inside. The drawers contained various articles of what could only be described as sultry, sexy even naughty lingerie. There were of course a variety of peep-holed bras, crotch-less panties, sheer nightgowns, or leathered garments, which she'd often wear beneath her normal looking working attire, all entirely dependent upon what kind of mood she was in of course.
But it was the upper cabinet that was in actuality the real "Toy-Box". Here, she had dozens and dozens of various toys. Everything from rubber dildo's, to various sized vibrators, each one with a different function or purpose and for a different satisfaction or mood, but especially for causing a wide variety of pleasurable sensations.
Even as she stood before the cabinet, touching and then playing through the various scenario's and possibilities in her mind, she imagined herself using this toy or that, picturing clearly her intent, her purpose. But more importantly, what it was that she wanted or hoped to achieve by choosing one specific 'fun-toy' over another.
Even this preparation was all a part of the personalized foreplay for her. As she considered all the naughty erotic looking devices, she could feel the moisture gather inside her cunt, and often was tempted to do something about it right there and then. Vickie finally picked a primary pleasure device, inserted new fresh batteries and then checked to ensure that it worked and functioned properly. She would then select a second toy, in the event that she couldn't act upon her primary self-seduction, and then enjoy the fantasy routine of considering another scenario entirely.
Once having selected the specific toys for her adventure, she carefully placed them inside her purse, and in this instance, began putting on her clothing with ever-growing excitement and anticipation for the afternoon's enjoyments ahead.
Once Vickie was dressed and ready, she went out and got inside her bright red Mustang convertible. Another of her toys in a way, as she sometimes used the sporty little car to her advantage when taking long sightseeing, and sight-giving little trips up the coast. But today, she'd use it for nothing more than the transportation required getting her over to the shopping mall, located several miles further away.
She pulled into the parking lot, but it took her long precious minutes before she was able to snare a parking spot located closest to the door that she'd intended to use as her get away in the event she needed for whatever reason, to make a hasty escape. Locking her car door, she still kept a key at the ready inside the car in an easy and quick accessibility so that she could within seconds, have the key in the ignition and be on her way if such a situation was required. She could unlock the car door remotely and then jumping immediately inside, have the key in hand without having to rummage through her purse looking for it. Everything she did, every little possibility was carefully thought out ahead of time with backup plans, as well as backup toys prepared all set and ready for her.
Vickie took one last look at herself in the mirror, made a final adjustment to her wig and makeup, and then slid out of the seat, locking the door to her car, and made her way into the mall. Smiling behind a pair of dark sunglasses that further hid who she was, but hinted yet at a very sexy and sensual woman. Now she was on the prowl, once again, all a part of the game and the excitement. And as she cruised the Mall, she began to look for the perfect place or places where she could play her game, and possibly include a few fortunate and lucky individuals who might unknowingly at first, play it along with her.
Though the mall certainly wasn't busy for a Saturday afternoon, it was drawing ever closer to the lunch hour, and she immediately thought of the "fast-food" dining area as the choice for the first of her sexy little encounters. As she had done previously though, thinking through every little step well ahead in her mind, she quickly made a small purchase in a nearby store. Something she needed and even wanted certainly, she wasn't about to waste good money on "props", but in her planning, she did need one.
Vickie then made her way to the now busy food services area, a place where you could order anything from Pizza to Oriental foods, with the basic standard fare in-between, of cheeseburgers, hotdogs and certainly hot spicy Mexican food. She immediately spotted her table of choice. The dining area was situated in the middle of the food court, with all the various 'fast-food' establishments circling about. The area was multi-tiered which also played into the scenario she had in mind. Picking the uppermost level she placed her bag on the table, and affixed the jacket she had also worn around the chair, effectively claiming her spot. Now she sat and waited. Sometimes the wait was long, but always well worth it if things came together for her as they usually did. A short time later, two young fairly attractive looking men came over and sat down at one of the tables nearby her, though on the next lowest level.
"Perfect!" She thought to herself.
And immediately left her table in order to place an order for a slice of Pizza, and take it quickly back to her saved table. Even eating food could be sensual, and she'd learned how to do that to perfection.
Vickie wound her way back through the crowd of people towards her table, passing close enough by to ensure the two men sitting at their table would take notice of her long slender legs and short skirt as she walked by.
As Vickie slowly ascended the three short steps up to the next dining level, she remembered having watched the movie "Basic Instinct" over and over again. In particular the scene in the movie where Sharon Stone is sitting in a chair, and then crosses her legs showing, as Vickie now referred herself to it as "The pregnant pussy pause". She had even gone so far as to watch that particular scene in slow motion, frame by frame. Not so much as to see if the well known actress did indeed actually show her pussy, which she of course had, but so as to capture and emulate every movement in precise perfect detail until she could perform it and do it exactly the way that Sharon Stone had done in the movie.
Vickie reached her table, sat down and from the corner of her eye, ensured that she still had the two men's undivided attention. Without looking over directly at them, she then performed the 'move' precisely the way she'd practiced doing it over and over again. The "pregnant pussy pause" glued their eyes to her table now, and she knew without a doubt that she need not even glance remotely in their direction after that. Having given them a full wide-eyed view of her bare pussy lips, all pink, swollen and clearly defined, Vickie knew the two men weren't going anywhere until she did. If they did make any attempt to stand and approach her, she'd get up and leave immediately. And then if absolutely necessary, leave the Mall altogether, though she was certain the two me were more than content to sit there and see if they'd be lucky enough to 'snatch' another view.
Vickie leaned over, having ordered her slice of pizza with lots of extra cheese. It was dripping off the crust, exactly what she'd hoped for and intended for it to do. As she took the first bite, a gooey sliver of cheese rose up from off the pizza, and she of course had to scoot back slightly as though trying to ensure that it did not fall down upon her lap. Lifting the pizza up, along with the string of melted cheese stilling clinging to the tip of her tongue and to the slice of pizza, she twirled it momentarily, as though licking the cheesy cum-cream from off the tip of a just spurted penis.
As she performed this particular maneuver, she once again spread her legs slightly a part, briefly, again acting as though she was struggling with the cheese to keep it from landing in her lap, and once again displayed her pussy, even longer and wider this time before suddenly pulling the cheese off of the slice, and drawing it inside of her mouth, and at the same time, once again closing her legs together.
All this had taken several minutes to do, and she had not even once glanced down in their general direction, though she was reasonably sure they had both been watching her with a keen pair of conspiratorial eyes.
Before she escalated this little adventure any further however, she did need to know that they were looking at her, and that she'd not been performing to a disinterested audience. Vickie leaned over, took yet another bite of her pizza, this time with far less cheese needing attention being paid to, and casually glanced about the room as she sat eating. She first looked in their direction of course although briefly before continuing on with her look as though she had taken no notice of them sitting there. The blondish haired man had actually had his mouth open as though he were having trouble breathing through his nose. He had been all but staring at her. The darker haired man had been looking at her too, but had turned his head away in response to her brief glance in their direction. Obviously he was pretending to have not been looking, and worse, been caught looking as he turned away as though suddenly interested in something else across the room from where she sat.
"Good!" Vickie thought to herself, and almost smiled outwardly as she did.
"Now it's time to blow them both away, and hopefully give them something to think and talk about the rest of the entire day," She added, silently telling herself.
She quickly set down the unfinished pizza, carefully wiping her hands, once again spreading her legs, though this time only slightly, giving the hopeful promise of more, but not quite revealing herself the same way she'd done in both previous instances. She then opened her purse as though fishing for something of importance. And she was of course, but nothing of the sort that either one of the two men who were certainly watching her could have even begun to have guessed. Vickie did carefully 'search; her immediate area, ensuring that no one except for her two admirers could see what it was that she was about to do. When she was confident this was indeed the case, she withdrew a small slim shiny silver vibrator, lifting it from within her purse, but handling it in such a way as there could be absolutely no doubt as to its intended use and purpose.
Having retrieved the small toy, handling it expertly, but showing it off just the same, Vickie reached down, once again spreading her legs a part, doing so obscenely, purposely, allowing a much wider and obvious view. But this time without the "pregnant-pussy-pause" and inserted the toy quickly and easily inside her sopping wet cunt. Once assured it was where she comfortably wanted it and had positioned it, she reached down with her other hand and deftly twisted the end of the toy, turning on the small slim vibrator. Having accomplished all this, she then looked up, stared directly in the direction of her two unwitting accomplices, and caught them both, slack-jawed, stunned, and grinning from ear to ear like a couple of naughty school boys caught jerking off together.
Vickie's eyes locked onto both of theirs. She smiled, licked her lips and blew them both a kiss before standing up, grabbing her jacket from the back of the chair as well as reaching down and taking up the small purchase she had made at the same time. Once again, she turned, looked at them directly, smiled again, received equally surprised but now knowing smiles in return, and casually, calmly walked away.
She could just imagine the two of them now, sitting there with massive erections, preventing either of which from standing up to follow her without revealing themselves. Even the thought of them having to do that, sitting there with two beautiful hard firm erections was all a part of her envisioned fantasy.
Even as the first rush of her orgasm claimed her, as she slowly descended the short flight of stairs on the opposite side of the tier she had been on, she continued to move away as the second hard-felt pulsating contraction claimed her pussy, causing a thin sliver of fluid to escape her furrow and slowly dribble down the inside of her thigh. She loved that part. Especially when her fluids truly filled her to overflowing with her pleasures, and secretly teased her as they ran in tiny little rivulets of cum-cream down her legs.
Making her way quickly to the women's restroom, she entered one of the stalls and removed the hidden toy. So far everything had gone according to plan, and she was now even more excited than she had been. The second part wouldn't be quite so easy however, but was equally as thrilling in finding the perfect place to nonchalantly expose herself to specific passers-by, including women if she saw one she found attractive enough to see if she could tease without outwardly alarming anyone or causing any unwanted disturbances.



Once again it took Vickie quite a while to locate the perfect place for her next series of titillations and dangerous erotic self displays. Once she found it, she also had to wait for a short while, though eventually the couple, which had been sitting on the bench she had spotted, finally moved away.
This particular rest-bench sat directly in the middle of the isle with a bench seat facing towards the stores on both sides. Vickie had picked and chosen the one that faced directly towards a "Fredericks of Hollywood" store. She figured that most men, and even a few women who might exit the store, and with whom she found interest and attraction in would already be thinking sexual thoughts perhaps when just exiting the store. She sat for long moments with no one neither entering nor exiting that she found as likely candidates for her erotic little game. Being a people watcher however, she was content to sit there and bide her time, after all, she still had all afternoon long to culminate the days activities into one or two additional orgasms before heading home. Almost immediately she did spot a rather handsome looking man walking beside his very pregnant wife as they slowly strolled down the wide isle towards her. Timing was everything, and though she was prepared to act IF and when the opportunity presented itself, she also had been doing this long enough to know not to act rashly, just because she had the urge to do something. If the situation simply didn't present itself perfectly, then she would be patient enough to wait until it did.
Vickie continued to monitor the couple's progress as they slowly headed in her direction. The young very pregnant wife curiously strolling nearer the windows and obviously taking her time in window-shopping as they walked along. Vickie pointedly stared in their direction, hoping to lock eyes with the handsome looking man. If she did, she would smile, drawing him further in possibly and ensuring that he might continue to look back towards her, checking her out as well. To her relief, he did. And she did smile, and he smiled back, quickly glancing away to look at his own wife as though in sudden realization he might be caught looking and smiling at a total, though attractive looking woman.
Vickie watched all this, very much aware of her surroundings. Even the tempting smile might be wasted if anyone came by or worse, placed themselves in such a position to keep Vickie from doing what she was planning on doing. Luck was with her however, and she made ready, watching, waiting. Knowing full well that the man would again eventually begin to look in her direction. And she was ready for it, ready for him, and breathless with the anticipation and excitement that was already beginning to wind its way through her pussy as it throbbed with the hopeful display that she was preparing herself to give.
Even as his head began to turn, once again towards her, she focused not so much on him, but on the wife, ensuring she was still occupied, unawares, and totally oblivious to the dangerous and flirtatious little surprise she was preparing for the unsuspecting woman's husband.
Sitting as she was, her hands firmly clenched on the edge-hem of her blouse, split second timing required here, and then, the brief sudden flash as she fully and completely bared her large full breasts at him. Even in that moment as time briefly stood still, she watched him as he faltered, surprised, no doubt shocked by the suddenness with which she had acted, baring herself, exposing her lusciously exquisite soft firm tits to him. And then, even as he stumbled, slowed, as his wife became aware of some difference in his step, some unexplained interruption in their travel, Vickie pulled her blouse down back into place and once again casually stared straight ahead into the store.
Her breathing was rapid, an onrush of tingly sensations suddenly sending chills to her skin producing goose-bumps, and effectively hardening her swollen nipples even further which pressed against the thin material of her blouse. Vickie sat back, still looking away and ahead, knowing full well the extent that her nipples stood gaping and indicating her arousal and pleasures. Once again her pussy seemed to molten with renewed juices that saturated her cunt, she felt them build and knew instantaneously that should she continue to sit here as she was, that eventually her juices would run and pool down upon the seat upon which she sat. She smiled inwardly, waiting and wanting for that to happen. Which it soon did.
All this exploded within her mind in an instant, even as she caught from the corner of her eye the continued movement as the husband once again steadied himself, walking beside his wife and now drawing himself to pass by directly in front of where Vickie sat. She looked up, the wife still looking away, no longer concerned for her husbands sudden bout of clumsiness, catching his sideways glance in her direction. Vickie's own head swiveled, following him much like the white Statuettes do inside the Haunted Mansion at Disneyland when you first pass by them after having stepped out of the elevator and head down the hallway towards the ride.
And so, as he passed, she again turned, this time lifting one leg to plant firmly upon the bench seat beneath her, all the while spreading herself fully, completely, showing more, much more of her bare displayed pussy to him in that instant than she had done even with the two men previously in the dining terrace.
And again, she watched him as he nearly careened sideways into a planter box filled with decorative flowers, his head cocked, looking back in her direction. Vickie again quickly turned away, lowering her leg, smoothing her skirt and dismissing the moment almost entirely. Even a short few moments later as she did turn to gaze down the long isle back towards the young couple, she twice caught him looking back towards her. She raised her hand, waved, and saw him nearly raise his own in some effort to wave back before realizing his situation and predicament. Instead, he turned, again glancing at his own wife and she saw him suddenly reach over and hug her to him.
Vickie was glad. Perhaps in some small way the young pregnant wife would enjoy a sensually erotic afternoon with her husband. Something she no doubt would appreciate, though for unknown reasons.
Turning her attention once again back towards the entrance of the store, she twice missed with a quick tempting flash as she pretended to look inside her purse which sat by her side, rummaging about inside it, and spreading her legs openly so as she did. Neither the man, nor the single woman took notice of her however as they emerged from the store. Vickie was beginning to think this little ploy wasn't going anywhere when a tall statuesque looking woman with fiery red hair, enormously well built, suddenly emerged from the shadows of the dark entry to the store and walked directly out towards her. Vickie felt her throat constrict, finding it hard to swallow even as she leaned over, holding open her purse and slightly spreading her legs apart revealing herself exposed, and in a goodly fashion to be easily seen by the woman as she came out of the store.
Without even looking up, she pretended to have found what it was that she was looking for, which was a small tube of lip gloss, and as she finally did looked up, re-closing her legs together in the process; heard the footsteps as the woman approached. Vicki now glanced up, applying the gloss, and caught the faint ever-widening smile on the woman's face.
"Hello!" The woman said as she took a seat beside her.
"Hi," Vickie responded, the thrills still shooting through her at the moment, the half quivering sensations of a building orgasm not helped along by anything more than her simply sitting there, squeezing her legs together tightly, and applying just enough pressure on herself to nearly bring it about.
"I couldn't help but notice you," The red-haired beauty began.
"You're really a very attractive looking woman."
"Thank you," Vickie responded as though noticing the woman for the first time. "And so are you," she added now licking her lips as though to smooth over the lip gloss, but allowing her tongue to linger just a bit longer than normally.
"Are you here with someone?" The woman asked.
"No...not really. Just, browsing," Vicki said with as seductive a smile as she could muster.
"It's early yet," The woman said glancing down at her watch "But there's a nice little bar up on the next level. I wouldn't mind having a drink if you'd care to join me?" She asked hopefully.
Though this was far more than normally expected, Vickie considered the surprising request. Her hesitation must have caused the other woman to fear that she'd misspoken, and had perhaps overstepped herself. Vicki smiled, receiving a smile of relief in return.
"Sure, why not?" Standing up at that point letting the woman know that she too was interested.
"By the way, my names Samantha," The redhead said, introducing herself.
Vickie took her hand as she offered it.
"Sharon," Vickie said, giving her a false name, but one she used frequently whenever she was out playing one of her many games, and had on occasion used it whenever circumstances required it. Vickie even had a full background history about herself...or on Sharon rather, everything believable, and everything perfectly false. Only an unlisted telephone number that if she ever did give it out, when it rang, she knew then to answer it as Sharon. But those times and instances were few and far between. In all the time she'd been enjoying and playing these games, she'd only given it out twice.
Together they slowly walked off towards the escalators and headed up stairs towards the bar. It opened at 2:00pm, and it was just past that now. They soon entered the dimly lit bar, and to her delight found that she and Samantha were the first to have entered. A single solitary woman stood behind the bar still straightening glasses and putting things away. She glanced up at the two women briefly as they entered.
"Have a seat," she informed them. "I'll be over to take your orders in a second."
Samantha led the way over to a corner booth where they could easily see the entire room as well as anyone entering the bar. The booth was large enough to easily accommodate six, but they took it anyway with Vickie sliding in on one side, and Samantha the other. Vickie watched as the woman continued to slide closer towards the middle of the table however, and Vickie took cue from that and similarly then did the same so that they were soon sitting fairly close to one another around the oversized table.
The barkeep/waitress didn't seem to take notice of their chosen seating arrangement, nor react to it in anyway except for promptly and efficiently taking their orders. Samantha ordered a Martini, and Vickie ordered a glass of white wine.
While they waited for the barkeep/waitress to return with their drinks, Vickie turned towards the woman whose eyes she felt staring towards her. She even smiled at the woman expectantly, curious now...and still feeling that special tingly sensation deep between her legs.
"I saw your pussy," The woman spoke boldly, honestly saying. Her comment actually catching Vickie slightly off guard
"Oh? Did I accidentally flash you or something then?" Vickie said, regaining her composure as well as again slipping back into her naive, innocent little persona.
"Accidentally?" Samantha said, reaching over, placing her hand down in Vickie's lap, already peeling back the hem of her skirt to place flesh against flesh. "I will say this. You're good. Really good."
Again, Vickie was at loss for words. She'd never been approached so boldly before, not by anyone. Especially a woman, and here she was now, a little flustered, a whole lot excited...and every bit as much curious about where all this was heading.
"I share you're same likes," Samantha stated. I'm a bit of an exhibitionist myself. Though I admit I've never approached, nor considered doing so to a woman before. Seeing you do it, admittedly made me curious. Especially after I had watched you flash those remarkable titties at that guy and his wife as they walked by. I could see you from just inside the store, and then I waited to see what else you might do, and to whom. When I saw you flash the next two people who exited the store, I figured I might as well see if you'd do the same thing to me as well. And of course, you did! So..."
"So..."Vickie interjected, "Here we are now!" Vickie did smile at the other woman, even as she felt the woman's fingers slip down between her legs and begin to press herself against her bare flesh.
Vickie responded, spreading herself, allowing access even as the woman's long thin finger wormed its way inside her and began toying with the overly abundant flow of juices that greeted her.
"Oh my. You been playing this game all day? You're absolutely gushing here," she softly whispered.
Then Vickie told her of the episode earlier in the day.
"You brought your toys with you?" She asked, a little surprised, but also a great deal interested in knowing and in seeing them.
"Yes," Vickie admitted.
"Give me one," Samantha expectantly and obviously very much aroused now asked of her.
Vickie once again fished down inside her purse, but this time handing a much larger, pink-ribbed vibrator to her rather than the slimmer smaller one she had used earlier.
She often took and used this one in places just like this one. It was after all far more intense, yet very, very quiet. Which was one of the reasons she'd purchased it in the first place, heavy-duty, but immensely satisfying.
Vickie watched as Samantha turned the rubberized cock over and over within her hand, studying it, examining it, and finally switching it on so that she could test the vibrations out within the palm of her hand.
"Nice," she said drawing the word out. "I can see why you might enjoy this one. May I?"
They both quickly scanned the area once again, but no one else had as yet entered, and the barkeep/waitress had obviously gone around back to finish whatever she'd been doing when they had first arrived.
Vickie leaned back, distancing herself away from Samantha slightly, and all but laying down on the seat so as to provide her partner with not only easy access to her cunt, but once again displaying her bare pussy to the bold uninhibited scrutiny of her voyeuristic new friend.
"It's even more beautiful than I realized it was when I first saw it!" Samantha told her, and proceeded to slowly slide the soft humming little toy in and out of her rapidly gushing cunt.
"Wow, you're really producing a lot of juice here!" She announced needlessly.
Vickie laughed. "I know, and I also had been doing so on that bench too. I'm quite sure I left a bit of a wet-spot on the seat after we left."
Even Samantha had to join her in an added chuckle over that one. "No doubt, someone will have seated themselves down and found themselves wondering what they had just sat down in."
Vickie looked up just in time to see the barkeep heading in their direction. Though she sat up slightly so as not to appear too obvious about what it was they were doing, Samantha didn't so much as even miss a stroke as she skewered the soft pliant toy back up inside Vickie's cunt, twisting it with her hand rotating it as once again it slowly slid inside her.
"Can I get you ladies another?" She asked them.
Samantha had polished hers off, though Vickie had barely taken a couple of sips from hers.
"Ah no, I'm still fine thank you," Vickie managed to say even as Samantha slowly withdrew the toy from her pussy, once again twisting it in her hand even as she slowly slipped it from her wet glistening cunt.
"I'd like another. Thank you."
The waitress quickly retrieved the one empty glass, gave a quick curious look to them both, but then turned and headed back towards the bar.
"Make me cum now," Vickie urged her. "Hard ones...deep...thrusting. I've been on the edge ever since I first sat down on that bench outside the store!"
Samantha didn't have to be asked twice. Long before their waitress returned with Samantha's fresh drink, she had toy-fucked Vickie's quim to a nice hard explosive orgasm that left her shaking and quivering with satisfying release.
"You just sit here and recover for a moment kiddo," Samantha told her. "I'll be right back!"
Vickie watched as Samantha slid out of the seat, heading off towards the bathroom. Even though she'd just had a nice 'feeling' little climax, she still placed her finger atop her swollen little clit-bud and gave it a few nice satisfying twirls. The sensation was just enough to give her a couple of more added little clit-twitches that perfectly capped off the sweet orgasm she'd just experienced. Something about sitting in a bar, even a near vacant one as only one other customer was now actually sitting at the bar waiting to be served had been incredibly erotic. For a brief second Vickie considered flashing the man some titty. But sitting in a bar as she was, all alone, would simply be a stupid way to invite the man over towards her. He'd already noticed her sitting alone as it was, and she anxiously awaited Samantha's quick return. No doubt, soon seeing the two of them together, he might consider them Lesbians no doubt, especially sitting all comfy and cozy together off in a far away corner of the room. But truth was...she could care. Let him think whatever he wanted to. She was simply curious and interested in wondering what Samantha was up to.
A few minutes later Samantha finally reemerged from the bathroom. The waitress had already brought her fresh drink, which Vickie had gladly paid for.
"Thank you," she said, raising her fresh glass and taking a sip of it.
"You're welcome."
"We seem to have company now," Samantha stated, spotting the man sitting at the bar who was still glancing over at the two of them periodically.
"I know."
"Hmmmm, sort of makes this all the more exciting then doesn't it?" Samantha said, reaching down, slowly sliding the zipper of her elegant slacks.
"I'm not prepared to enjoy that wonderful vibrator you brought along with you, but I would very much enjoy the feel of your fingers inside me," Samantha said hopefully, pulling her slacks sufficiently a part to allow Vickie some limited access to her own exposed pussy. "I removed my panties...just in case you were wondering. After playing with you, I'm pretty worked up now myself."
"Actually, I think I might have a surprise for you!" Vickie responded, and reached down inside her bag of tricks, withdrawing the small slim shiny sliver vibrator she had first used at lunch.
"Perfect!" Samantha cooed, tossing another quick glance over towards the bar.
Vickie followed her gaze; saw that the guy was still curiously eyeing the two of them. She produced the small tiny vibrator, held it openly within her hand for a moment, then purposely posed it, allowing him to see what it was that she held, and then stuck it beneath the table out of sight. The expression on Samantha's face as the pleasure-giving little toy began to tease the outer folds of her cunt was telling. Vickie watched as their now included 'voyeur' turned slightly in his seat, even more interested than before, but cautiously realistic enough to know that this was as close as he was going to be allowed to witness and observe their naughty sex play.
Vickie teased her unmercifully for a considerable length of time, never pressing nor attempting to even enter her pussy with the device, simply using it to rub up and down between the soft fur-lined slit of her sex.
"You're driving me fucking crazy with that!" She said loud enough for the guy at the bar to have overheard, which by his facial expression, wide-mouthed grin, he obviously had.



Vickie finally helped Samantha to lower her slacks sufficiently to finally slip the almost miniature vibrator up inside her pussy.
"What if the waitress comes back now?" Vickie asked. It was almost too obvious as to what was taking place now. The guy at the bar certainly knew, and if the waitress came back, sitting as they were with her slacks half dragging off the seat, it would be next to impossible trying to hide anything, let alone making any sort of escape out of the place without difficulty.
"Tell her to wait her turn then," Samantha managed through clenched teeth as Vickie began to slide the mini-vib in and out of her pussy with an increased, urgent need to satisfy this woman's wet sopping quim.
"Oh Sharon!" Samantha called out, using Vickie's falsely given name.
"That's it! That's it! Oh damn, that feels so fucking good!" She said groaning as Vickie continued massaging her cunt, both inside as well as outside as she slipped the vibrator up and down her slit, teasing and touching her clitoris, then slipping it inside her wet furrow for several quick teasing little fuck-strokes.
Seconds later Samantha was thrashing about back and forth upon the bench seat of the booth. Obviously in the throes of orgasm, so much so that even the waitress now stood behind the bar, watching and possibly discussing it with the guy at the counter. When Samantha had sufficiently calmed down, Vickie put away her toy, finished her glass of wine, and sat quietly as Samantha put her self back together, appearing as though nothing had ever happened.
"Thank you for a lovely afternoon!" Samantha said, placing a rather large tip on the table. She immediately slid out of the booth and began to make her way on slightly unstable legs back towards the front of the bar and back out into the Mall.
"I guess you would call that a "Zipless Fuck," Vickie said to herself. There had been no exchange of telephone numbers, no mention of ever meeting up again either.
"Just as well," Vickie said again to herself, now climbing out from behind the table and walking past the two at the bar.
"Thank you," she offered as she passed by the two of them.
"No, THANK YOU!" The guy said smiling, and then raised his half empty glass at her as she exited the bar. Even the bartender was smiling at her.
"Most entertaining experience I've ever had since coming to work here!" she'd added.
#
Vickie decided not to try and press her luck any longer at the Mall. As she did in fact have a few errands yet to run, she headed off to do just that. So it was that it was early on in the evening with the sun having finally set that she found herself hungry and in need of something to eat before heading off towards home.
Spotting a nearby fast-food restaurant, she decided to swing through the drive-through and then head on home. At the last minute, just before pulling up to the call box to place her order, she saw no other cars ahead, or behind her. As this was a Wendy's, she was reasonably sure that her order would be ready and waiting for her at almost the moment she pulled up in front of the pay window.
Taking one last look about, she reached down and yanked the blouse she was wearing completely over the top of her head, thus leaving her topless with both of her bare breasts prominently displayed. She knew the person who'd taken her order had been a male, so the likelihood of another woman making some issue of her pulling up to the window topless was fairly remote. She then drove around the building, reaching the window just as she saw a young pimply-faced boy ready to take her money for the order. He gasped, looking at her in a total state of surprise and shock as she drove up turned towards him expectantly, holding out her hand with a five-dollar bill extended towards him. He did a double take, realizing this wasn't a dream, and that in fact the woman sitting there in the hot looking sports car was in fact bare-chested, with two of the most gorgeous breasts he had ever seen.
"Ah, consider it on the house!" He stammered at her, waving her away to the next window where someone else was already waiting and holding out her dinner to be picked up. The guy at the window must have radioed something ahead, as in the next instant, the second guy was actually sticking his head out the window looking back towards her as she drove up.
"You weren't kidding!" She heard the second kid say into his microphone. And then, "Yeah Charley, it WAS worth the five dollar bet!"
Handing her, her food, Vickie drove away, still topless though she managed to slip her blouse back over her head and conceal her breasts once again before turning back out onto the highway. She smiled to herself. It had been after all a rather fun-filled and interesting day. Heading home finally, she had already begun to think about the sort of things she could do tomorrow. Even then she felt the old familiar gathering of moisture between her legs. She wasn't sure she could wait until she did get home to satisfy herself at least one more time this evening before calling it a day, and did slip a solitary finger inside herself as she drove the rest of the way home to her apartment.
Vickie never had been one to simply sleep in on the weekends. Like every early Sunday morning, she was up and gathering a load of wash to carry down to the apartment complex Laundromat. She enjoyed doing her laundry early for several reasons, one...because she could use two of the washers simultaneously without feeling like she was hogging them. And two because it had become one of her favorite times to sit down and read a spicy-racy novel or book while she waited.
Once Vickie had gathered her dirty clothes together, she then opened up her "Toy-Box" and located her Butterfly vibrator. She liked the way this one attached itself outwardly to her, and was both comfortable as well as stimulating. The sensations weren't as intense as some of her other toys, and generally took a lot longer for her to achieve orgasm, which was fine with her as she generally enjoyed reading and taking her time anyway.
She quickly slipped her legs through the elastic straps and secured the device comfortably against herself and once again took a moment to ensure that it worked properly. She then slipped a pair of shorts on along with a halter-top that barely encompassed her breasts. Vickie stood for a moment longer rummaging through one of the shelves inside the cabinet looking for something to read, and pulled down one of the new books she'd recently purchased entitled "Exhibitionist Wife." She then threw the book on top of the clothes she'd gathered, and headed out of her apartment and downstairs to the laundry room.
She'd just finished sorting out her clothing between the two washers and had settled down in a nearby comfortable chair to read when she saw one of the other tenants who lived there come in. They had seen one another before, and had even acknowledged each other in passing with a nod of their head, and even a word or two spoken between them. But Vickie had never formally met him, or even knew his name.
She watched as he came in carrying a duffel bag full of clothes. He then carried it over to one of the machines and promptly dumped the entire contents of the bag into one washer.
"Don't you wash you're whites and colors separately?" She asked.
"Holy shit!" He said, seeing her sitting there for the first time.
Vickie realized he hadn't even been aware she was there, and upon speaking had surprised him and scared the shit out of him in the process.
She laughed. "I'm sorry, "and remembering she didn't know his name, then asked him.
"Again, I'm sorry for scaring you like that. But I don't even know what you're name is!"
"Robert. Robert Duvall" He said smiling now, though his face was flushed red with a tinge of obvious embarrassment.
"Wow, like the actor?" She questioned seriously.
"Yeah, though I think the spellings different. But mom always liked him as an actor, and since she married a man with the same last name, it was only natural that she then named me after him, well...sort of."
Vickie stood up placing her book down on one of the washers she was using. Robert glanced down at it, quickly scanning the title of the book but said nothing.
"Anyway, you really shouldn't mix whites with colors like that. Your whites will appear dingy and faded from picking up the colors from the rest of your clothing." She also noticed that Robert hadn't brought any detergent with him either, and had already walked over to drop some change in one of the machines to obtain one of their boxes.
"Here, use some of this. It contains bleach in it at least." She casually poured out the required amount of soap into his washer, and then turned it on."
"Thanks," he responded once again. "Admittedly, I don't do my own laundry very often as you can see. Usually my room-mate does it, but she's not here this weekend."
"She?" Vickie asked curiously.
Once again Robert blushed.
"Yes, she. My room-mate."
"So are the two of you intimately involved then? Or is this like the old TV show, "Three's Company", without the third person of course.
"Sort of," he responded sheepishly. "We both see and date other people, but once in a while, we get together too."
"You mean have sex."
Robert continued to blush, but this time nodded his head yes. "Every once in a while, not like all the time though." Vickie noticed that Robert was wearing what appeared to be a jogging outfit.
"You on your way to run this morning I take it?" She asked.
"Ah yeah. Thought I'd throw in a load of clothes, then head off for my morning run. Figured I'd get back just about the time the load was finished."
Once again he looked down at the cover of the book that Vickie had been reading.
"Interesting title," he observed saying. "Not exactly a soft-core romance novel is it?"
Now it was Vickie's turn to blush slightly. "No, not hardly. Pretty Hard-core in fact, but I love reading a nice juicy erotic story, especially while I'm sitting here doing my laundry. Gives me a chance to spend some time and enjoy myself."
She had been standing here talking to Robert the entire time with her butterfly vibrator on of course. The subtle tiny pulsation's hadn't been a distraction to her, just there on the edge of her subconscious reminding her that she was slowly being stimulated.
"So, you and this room-mate of yours have a fairly open relationship then?" She asked, once again steering the conversation back around to where she wanted it to be.
Robert looked at her curiously. "In a way, I guess. Like I said, we do see and date other people, but occasionally yes, we do fool around if that's what you mean."
"Ever fool around with each other's dates?"
That question caught him off guard a little. "Once. Stacy said she'd always wanted to try a threesome, and we'd all been drinking together and were more than a little high from it. My girlfriend at the time was curious about it herself, but then just when things started to get interesting, she chickened out. So we ended up not really doing much of anything except for sitting around naked. But that was pretty much it." Robert laughed remembering, "We broke up soon after that. I think it scared her more than she was willing to admit." He smiled, "What about you? You have a room-mate, or a boyfriend?"
"No. Not really."
And then to his surprise, Vickie proceeded to tell him all about herself, including the fact that she was still technically a virgin, as she'd never had intercourse with a man before. And of her intention of keeping it that way until she found the perfect guy.
"So how will you really know if you've found him or not, especially if you don't test the waters out so to speak?" He asked her questioningly.
"I didn't say I didn't enjoy sex, or even fool around a little. Just not having intercourse. I love masturbation, especially when it's mutual. I'm even masturbating now while we speak!"
Vickie's revelation stunned him into silence. He stood there looking at her with his mouth open, unable to say anything for a few moments.
"You're, you're..."
"Masturbating, yes," she finished for him. "Right at this very moment!"
"No way!"
Vickie quickly turned to ensure that no one else was nearby whom could see her, and quickly unzipped her short-shorts, much to Roberts's amusement and surprise. She quickly lowered them allowing him to see the contraption that she had affixed to herself. A tiny little "butterfly" seemed to be hovering just over her clitoris, held in place by a pair of elastic straps that kept it comfortably positioned.
"See?" She said, looking down at herself, and suddenly feeling an increased flow of moisture between her legs.
"Wow! You really are aren't you!" Robert said then incredulously. And hurriedly looked up to ensure they were still alone.
"So you do this every Sunday morning?" He asked, a quiver of excitement in his voice.
"Yep. Every Sunday!" She said, once again pulling up her shorts and secreting away her humming little toy.
"I think maybe I'll start doing my own laundry on Sundays," he added with a half serious deviously sounding chuckle.
"I'd enjoy that," she said. "Though if you started doing that, I probably wouldn't be able to read any of my naughty books, so you'd probably at least have to do something to provide me with some stimulation while I did."
The smile left his face briefly as he considered what it was she'd just told him. "As in?
"Well, as in maybe playing with you're self for me while I watched, and of course, while you watched me. Now that might be a whole lot of fun, and certainly better than any book don't you think?" Vickie stood looking at the incredulous expression on Robert's face. "So, I guess the question is, would you rather go jogging, or watch me masturbate?"
Robert closed his semi-open mouth, now smiling. And as she looked down at his crotch somewhat pointedly, he then slipped his hands down to lower his sweats over the bulging lump in his briefs.
Vickie once again sat down in her chair, but this time removed her shorts altogether, and sat in such a way that her legs were tucked at the knee and firmly planted within the seat of the chair. Additionally, she spread herself obscenely wide for him allowing a clear unobstructed view of her pussy slit, most of which wasn't covered by the tiny little butterfly vibrator still hovering over her clit.
"Ok," she said. "Now it's you're turn to show me yours." She said in a little girl voice, playing on the old game of "I'll show you mine if you'll sure me yours." The way most kids did when they played curious games together.
Robert finally pulled his briefs down over his large swollen erection. He began to tentatively stroke it while he stood there in front of her.
"No! Do it like you enjoy doing it to yourself when you're alone. Don't just stand there and jack it like that's what I want to sit here and see. Play with it the way you do when you really want to make your self feel good!" She said scolding him. "Otherwise, I'll go back to reading my book, and you can head off for you're morning jog!"
Robert looked for a brief moment at the nearly innocent looking woman sitting below him with her legs spread wide open, and her finger busily squirming and worming about inside herself.
"This is the way I like to make myself feel good," she added suggestively. "So now, you show me how you enjoy doing it!"
Robert began using both hands on himself, the way he sometimes did in the shower, alternating hand-strokes, one on top of the other, sometimes rough, sometimes slow and gentle. But at least he was now playing with his prick honestly the way he privately enjoyed doing it.
"That's better!" Vickie sighed, watching him. And then she reached up, removing her halter-top and began massaging and rolling one of her firm erect nipples between her fingers as she continued to finger-fuck her cunt with her free hand.
"Oh fuck! This is hot!" Robert managed to state between harsh hard breaths.
"Yes it is, isn't it?" She replied.
For several minutes they continued, she sitting, he standing until it became obvious that he was becoming weak in the knees.
"Cum on my tits!" She told him, "Whenever you're ready. I want to feel you're hot spunk landing all over my tits!"
Robert immediately approached her, almost staggering like a drunken sailor as he moved towards her, his fist continuing to fly up and down his turgid shaft, milking it, squeezing it, and urging the cum juice to finally release itself from his swollen tight balls.
"Here...it...cums!" He cried out, moaning and groaning his pleasure as the first jettison of his fluid made its way towards her in a high upwards arch of white ropes of semen. It began to land on her nearly everywhere. White gobs of pearly fluid that attached itself to her breasts, tummy and even landing on her chin where she shook her head laughing in frenzied ecstasy as his prick continued to spew all over her.
Vickie joined him with a sudden release of her own female fluids, which began leaking out from within her clenching, quivering pretty pink cunt. She fingered herself wildly, producing a mixture of frothy white foam that seemed to ooze and bubble inside her pussy with delicious sounding squishy noises that she seemed to intensify and cause to become louder and louder as she continued on fucking herself with her finger.
Robert soon after staggered back near the washer and used it as a prop to steady himself, leaning against it for support, still trying to catch his breath after the incredible orgasm they had just shared together. Likewise, Vickie sat, eyes closed, somewhere along the lines having unclipped her tiny little butterfly, and removing it. Now sitting with her dainty slim finger softly and slowly caressing her still swollen exposed clit.
"That was fucking unbelievable!" He said. "Where'd you get that little toy anyway?"
She opened her eyes, smiling at him, finally lowering her legs back down to the floor though she made no effort to pull her shorts back on, nor replace her halter back over her exquisitely shaped breasts.
"Actually, I have a friend who gives those 'in-home' toy parties. Maybe you've heard of those?" She asked him.
"I think I have...yes. So someone you know goes around with a suitcase full of vibrators and dildo's, shows them at a gathering of horny house-wives, and then sells them right?"
Vickie frowned at him, but it wasn't a serious frown. "Well...sort of. I'm sure a few 'Toy-Parties' are like that. But not the way my girlfriend does it. The parties she throws are far more interesting and exciting than that!"
"Oh really? You know," Robert said wondering aloud. "You might want to talk to my room-mate. She said something a while ago about wanting to host one of those kinds of parties. And she's got a lot of female friends too. I'd be willing to bet your friend would make a killing selling some of those toys."
"Maybe," Vickie offered. "Tell you what. I'll give you my number, and if she's interested. And I mean really interested. Then have her call me and I'll talk to her about it. She might change her mind though after I tell her the way my friend works and how she throws a party."
The washers stopped almost simultaneously, and together they quickly unloaded them and placing the wet clothes inside the dryers.
"Now what?" Robert asked. "We've got about an hour before the clothes finish drying.
"Perfect, I really could use a good cunt licking. And if you do a nice enough job, then you just might get rewarded with an equally nice blowjob."
Vickie hoisted herself atop one of the washers and opened herself up to him once again.
"Here? Just like this?" He asked.
"Just like this," she said. "Besides, it does feel a whole lot naughtier doesn't it?"



And Robert had to agree. It certainly did.
Vickie was surprised when her phone rang early that afternoon.
"Hello?" She said.
There was a brief hesitant pause for a second, and then a very sexy sounding voice responded to her.
"Hi, this is Stacy, Robert's roommate."
"Oh, yes! Robert said that you might be interested in hosting a toy party." Vickie replied enthusiastically. "But I must warn you. My friend doesn't just show up and show a bunch of women vibrators and lingerie and then sit around and giggle about them while she shows them. If that's the kind of women you know who'd be in attendance, then she wouldn't be interested."
"I'm not sure what you mean," Stacy answered honestly. "Just exactly what IS expected?"
"Well, obviously you've heard what goes on at MOST of these parties, or you wouldn't be interested in having one. But what my friend Darla does that no one else does, is require everyone, the moment they arrive to take off all their clothes and put on one of the lingerie items she's brought along with her. So obviously she will need a pretty firm head-count, along with a range of women's various sizes."
"I don't think that will be any problem," Stacy offered. "In fact...that sounds like a hell of a lot of fun!"
"There's more. Darla gives out prizes. Same as any party, but what she does is give the vibrator, nightgown, or whatever to the woman who actually tries out the most toys. She also does the same thing for the woman who actually has the most orgasms during the party."
"You're kidding!" Stacy said into the phone with more than a little doubtfulness that any of her friends would be so bold as to go quite that far.
"Nope. That's the kind of party she gives. And if no one in attendance is willing to go along with that, she doesn't want them there. And if there aren't at least six women who'd be coming, she doesn't even throw the party. So, like I said, you tell me, should I call her and set it up?"
"Let me make a few phone calls first," Stacy said a bit more uncertainly. "I think a few of my friends wouldn't have a problem with that, but I'm not too sure I can get six of us there."
"Four more at least," Vickie added. "With you there, and me, you'd only need at least four more certain ones." But they had all better show, and be willing to participate, or Darla will pack up and leave."
She heard Stacy almost smile on her end of the line. "Four more then," she corrected. "I'll certainly go along with it. Especially after what Robert told me about you and he in the laundry room this morning."
Vickie laughed, "Well maybe next time, it will be you and I down in the laundry room!"
"Count on it!" Stacy responded.
"Well ok, see what you can find out and then give me a call back with hard confirmations. I'll contact Darla after that, and we'll see how soon she can book a party for you."
"I take it she's pretty busy?"
"Constantly. You'd be surprised. But for me, as I am one of her special customers, she might move us up. But I'd have to promise her that it would be worth her while for her to do that."
"I'll get back to you as soon as possible then," Stacy said.
After she'd hung up the phone, she quickly dialed her friend Darla. She had no real concern that Stacy wouldn't find enough women willing to attend, especially after the tone of excitement that she had heard in the Stacy's voice.
"Darla? Hi, it's Vickie. You booked for Saturday?"
#
Vickie arrived home from work Tuesday night and saw that a message on her phone was waiting for her. She pressed the play key to listen to it.
"Vickie? Stacy. I've got eight total, including yourself. But there's only one problem. It would have to be this Saturday; otherwise we'll have to wait until next month to try again. Anyway, give me a call back and let me know what you find out."
She left her number, and Vickie immediately dialed her back. This time she got Stacy's answering machine, and left the message with her that Saturday was already set up for six in the evening. She left instructions about coordinating with her regarding the women's clothing sizes and told her to ensure she had an ample supply of everyone's favorite drink, as that tended to help lower everyone's inhibitions a little.
On Saturday, Vickie went over to Stacy and Roberts place a little early to help out with preparations.
"After everything Robert told me about you, it's finally nice to actually see you in person," she said.
"Likewise," Vickie said in greeting. "And speaking of which, what did you do with Robert for this evening anyway?"
"Oh, I told him if he even tried to come back before midnight we'd all skin him alive, but he actually considered coming back anyway. And then I told him if he ever wanted to have sex with me again, he'd really better not come back before then...or else!"
"Good...if there's another thing Darla won't tolerate, it's men hanging around or wanting to participate. Though...she also does 'couples' parties, which can get even wilder than these do!"
Stacy grinned. "We'll see how this one goes first," she cautioned. "But if it's anything like you said it is, I'd be willing to bet, some of these gals might actually consider doing a couples party too!"
#
Stacy had everything pretty much laid out for the party already, so it took them very little time to finish setting things up. She'd made a run to buy all the booze they needed earlier that day, and as Vickie saw, there was a more than ample variety of nearly everything.
They were standing by the bar just outside of the kitchen having fixed them selves a drink when Stacy turned towards Vickie.
"By the way. Just what did Robert tell you about our relationship anyway?"
"Not too much really. Just that the two of you occasionally get together, though I assume that's pretty much just for some added side-fun more than anything else. Oh, and that the two of you once tried to have a little threesome together, but that for whatever reason, it didn't work out."
"He told you about that?" Stacy said incredulously.
"Well, he was pretty aroused at the time. I think he'd have told me just about anything I'd have asked him at that particular moment," Vickie teased. "I take it that was your first and only time with another woman then?" Vickie pressed.
"Yeah. Though as you heard, it didn't work out anyway, so I guess you can say I still haven't experienced that."
"A threesome? Or just being with another woman."
"Both really."
Stacy was much shorter than Vickie was. Her blonde-ish, brown hair was considerably shorter too, but she certainly wasn't smaller in the bust-line department. If anything, her breasts were every bit as large as hers were if not more so. As they both knew they'd soon be stripping off their clothing shortly after Darla's arrival with the various styles of lingerie, neither one had worn anything that would make it difficult to quickly undress. Stacy stood with a simple single piece shift and nothing on underneath it. Her full heavy breasts comfortably pressed against the material, and even with the patterned outline of multi-colored flowers, it was still easily seen that her nipples stood hard and inviting against the thin material of the fabric.
"So let me ask you this then," Vickie said, setting her drink down and moving up behind Stacy where she stood.
"Is the thought of ever being with another woman, even one on one something you might sometime entertain?"
Before Stacy really had a chance to answer her however, Vickie reached around her cupping both of her full heavy breasts in her hands and began softly caressing them, rubbing them gently with her hands.
"I think I'm entertaining that very thought right now!" Stacy purred leaning her head back against Vickie's shoulder.
But before they could do anything further, a loud knock came to the door. "Fuck!" Stacy laughed. "I was just about ready to suggest..." Another knock interrupted that thought.
Vickie still didn't pull away from Stacy however, and continued holding onto the woman's breasts even as she called out. "Come in!"
Almost immediately Darla entered and saw the two of them standing together like that.
"Oh good! And to think I was worried that this party wasn't going to be any fun!"
Only then did Vickie let go of Stacy's breasts and head towards the door to help Darla with the two very heavy looking suitcases she'd just set down. The three women soon carried the cases over to a nearby table and began spreading out several of the sexy looking nightgowns and lingerie that Darla had specifically brought along for this occasion.
"Well, since you are the one hosting this party. You get the first pick of what you'd like to be wearing," she announced to Stacy.
Vickie began rummaging through the sexy fun items as well. Multi colored outfits in varying styles from the sensual to the pure lusty dramatic. Stacy had noticed that Darla had been wearing a long trench coat and offered to take it and hang it up for her.
"I'll wear this just a while yet. I came in my chosen outfit," she told her. "And I like to begin the party by revealing to everyone what I have chosen to wear. It helps to set the mood as well as break the ice so to speak."
"She always does it like that," Vickie told Stacy. "And I love the outfits she chooses. They're always fun and exciting to see!"
Stacy quickly chose a black floor length sheer evening gown that was one piece, but flowed in layers of peek-a-boo lace and sensually patterned designs. It didn't give everything away, but as she moved in it, it did from time to time allow the more intimate portions of her anatomy to suddenly appear briefly before disappearing once again. Thus called the "Peek-a-boo" for that very reason.
Vickie picked an equally revealing but much shorter combination of white clingy satin that adhered to her body like a glove. Her hard pert nipples were clearly defined through the clingy material, outlining every indentation, every tiny little bump of her breasts and nipples. She even fingered her self, causing her breasts to swell more fully as well as hardening her swollen nipples even more rigidly than they were.
"How this?" She asked then twirling about.
"Perfect sweetheart," Darla cooed. "I think between the three of us, that the rest of the girls once they begin to arrive will realize just how fun and exciting this evenings going to be!"
Before long the other women began to arrive, and one by one they saw by Stacy and Vickie's dress that they would indeed be expected to strip and immediately find something equally revealing to wear. Even this was exciting however, and watching one another undress, and then redress in front of each other was done with an initial display of uncertainty and embarrassment which soon turned to a playful naughtiness as they commented, teased, and then complimented each other on how fabulously sexy everyone soon looked.
Simply standing about in the sometimes skimpy, sometimes nearly obscene lingerie, all the while having plenty to drink went a long way to making everyone comfortable and less self conscious about themselves.
"So when is Darla going to show us her outfit?" Barbara asked. A woman who was perhaps the tallest of them there and who had done some minor modeling in a local fashion magazine, and who could have easily passed as a near look-a-like for Cindy Crawford.
"Soon as we're really ready to begin," Vickie responded sliding over to admire Barbara's light-blue 'baby-doll' nighty. "Darla likes to make sure everyone has had plenty of time to have a couple of drinks first, as well as have time enough to meet and talk with everyone they haven't met before or don't know all that well. It helps to further eliminate shyness when things really get going."
Stacy soon introduced Amanda, the last woman to arrive. Amanda had nearly backed out from coming at the last moment. She more than anyone else there was self conscious about her appearance, fairly heavy-set, Stacy had had to cajole her and beg her into coming.
"I'm not sure I can go through with this," Amanda admittedly nervously. She held up a lavender gown that would easily fit her large frame, but even so, the appearance of cutouts for her breasts seemed a little too revealing even for her.
"Come on Amanda," Stacy urged. "I'll help you get into it. We'll go into my bedroom where you can change if you'd feel more comfortable. But I can assure you; you'll look beautiful in this. Trust me! Vickie, why don't you go and get Amanda something to drink!" She winked at Vickie then as though to conspiratorially ensure they needed to get Amanda loosened up in a hurry if she was going to go along with any of this.
An hour later, after several drinks, familiarization of conversation and after any remaining concerns for what was to be expected as well as required had been addressed, everyone there, including Amanda seemed comfortable enough, as well as willing enough to get things started. Only then did Darla finally stand up and remove the lightweight floor-length coat she'd continued to wear up until that moment.
"Ok ladies. For starters then, each of us is to stand up and parade ourselves across the room for the others here to watch and enjoy as we show ourselves off, resplendent in our sexy, sensual apparel."
Darla allowed the coat to open and quickly slip from her shoulders, dropping down onto the floor. For her own outfit, she had worn nothing more than a few strips of soft smooth leather that criss-crossed beneath her breasts, and were studded with shiny steel posts that gave her a harsh, yet demanding attention to what she was wearing. A matching strip ran around her waist and was connected to another thin strap that then ran down between her legs and secured itself to the same strip of her waist from behind. Beyond that, there was very little else of anything that concealed her medium sized breasts. The fact that her pussy was completely shaved stood out in stark contrast to the tiny thin strip of leather that ran up her crotch, barely covering her slit. Even this was studded with tiny posts however in a spectacular design that drew attention to her and made you want to see what it was that tiny strip of leather was trying to hide.
The "Parade of Fashion" as she called it was a cleverly disguised way to strip away any remaining worries of self-consciousness. Even Amanda sashayed across the room with her heavy pendulous breasts hanging out and freely swaying as she crossed the room. Though her face was colored crimson, she was smiling and Darla called everyone's attention to her sensuality and beauty as the layers of chiffon moved and swayed along with her as she moved. Everyone clapped and applauded her catwalk, and it was obvious to everyone then that no more shyness or self-consciousness remained.
"OK everyone, " Darla began. "As you were hopefully all told before arriving here this evening, we're going to play several games, and enjoy several of the toys and items I have brought along with me. For those of you who might still be a little shy," and she paused staring down at a young woman named Kathy who had been even more intimidated by her revealing outfit than anyone, she then continued.
"Vickie, Stacy and myself will be willing participants for this first round for those of you who are as yet a little unsure about sampling some of these products. Also, neither Vickie nor Stacy are eligible for any of the other prizes, as I will be giving them each something special for their participation. For the rest of you...you'll need to earn your gifts!"
Darla sent a stern pointed look about the room at each and everyone there, finally once again focusing down on poor Kathy as she sat blushing furiously. Everyone there broke into laughter as the poor young female was singled out, but then Darla quickly turned the tables on everyone as she then selected Barbara as her first intended victim.
"This fun little vibrator is perhaps the most widely used one of most currently being sold on the market. For those of you who haven't used or tried one as yet, you might want to consider this one as a worthwhile purchase to certainly be included to your collection."
Darla held up the thick, pink-ribbed rubberized penis and switched on the toy by turning the dial attached to the back of the hand-held dildo. Almost immediately it began to slowly move and rotate slightly in the palm of her hand.
Several giggles and whispers could be heard as she held it up for everyone to see and watch, then bade Barbara to be the first to test it out. Either upon herself while everyone watched, for points towards one of the prizes at the end of the evening, or...as she had said for this first round, that Barbara could if she wished, use it instead on anyone of the three willing women instead. To her delight, Barbara took the toy and sat back down in her seat and proceeded to tease herself with the device.
"Excellent!" Darla exclaimed to everyone, and then had Barbara attempt to tell everyone what it was she was feeling, and what it was doing for her. Barbara tried her level best to explain it, but she found herself forgetting what it was she'd just said, or tried to say. Which brought about a great deal of good-natured ribbing and kidding as she sat pleasuring herself in front of everyone with the toy.
One by one, they were all given an opportunity to use it on themselves, or they could if they wished and preferred, to come up and use it on any of the three Darla had previously designated as willing partners. Only Amanda and Kathy took this particular way out for the first round. Amanda hesitantly knelt down in front of her friend Stacy, who knowing her slight embarrassment, willingly spread herself widely in front of her friend and then talked her through the insertion of the toy inside her cunt. Amanda slowly stroked Stacy's pussy with the toy for several moments while she shared with everyone the sensations and feelings that Amanda was busily giving her with the rotating prick.
To everyone's surprise, Kathy had opted to use it on Darla herself. And she too willingly displayed herself, though walking over towards where Kathy sat, and then stood above her, holding open her own pussy as Kathy almost too tentatively inserted the toy up inside Darla's cunt.
"Don't just tease me with it!" Darla told her loud enough for everyone to hear. "Shove it the fuck in!" She demanded. And then as Kathy did, beginning to finally fuck Darla with it, she found herself smiling and fascinated as the toy easily began to slide in and out of the woman's extremely wet pussy.
"That's better!" Darla announced, and even as Kathy continued fucking her with the toy, she then produced another one she had walked over with, and began explaining its particular functions and novelty's to everyone.
"Did I tell you to stop doing that?" She said, once again glaring down at Kathy who was still sitting in front of her. And who had been a little unsure if she was to continue "sampling" the device as Darla had continued on with her explanation of the new toy.
"I might not be in the running for the person having the most orgasms tonight. But it certainly doesn't mean I can't have any!" She proclaimed with a haughty laugh. And that once again set everyone else off to laughing, including Kathy who quickly went back to fucking the woman's cunt with the toy.
The evening continued on with things getting wilder and wilder by the moment. Everyone had by this time 'performed' upon themselves with one of the toys at least. And though it had again taken a good deal of coaxing to get either Kathy or Amanda to finally do so in front of everyone, eventually they did.
"OK, now we're all equals here. And we've all done the 'dirty-deed' in front of one another. So no excuses now. I want to show you the newest toys I've brought along with me. Even Vickie hasn't seen these before yet, so we're going to ask her to be the first to try one and tell everyone what she does, or doesn't like about it. Afterwards, she is going to go around and use it on everyone else and have you tell her...what you like, or don't like about it!"



There were more than a few snickers and gasps of breath over that one. But everyone there knew by now the nature of the party, and the extent that Darla wasn't taking anyone's "No" for an answer either.
She had cautioned everyone previously that if it took her going down on the woman until she gave in, she was prepared to do it. That had been the main thing that had finally caused Amanda to give in and use a vibrator on herself in front of everyone. Amanda had never had ANYONE do that to her before...man or woman, and she wasn't about to let her first time be in front of a bunch of other women either.
Darla held up a bright-blue colored toy. She showed it in a semi-relaxed state, and informed everyone how filling it with water, the warmer the better, suddenly caused the toy to stiffen very much like a man's erection would.
Vickie hurriedly filled the device with nice warm almost hot water and then excitedly sat down to use the toy on herself first before preparing to go around the room using it and trying it out on everyone else.
"Oh my!" She exclaimed only seconds after inserting the toy inside her pussy. "I've gotta have one of these!" She exclaimed, which immediately prompted several of the others to tell her to hurry up and bring it over to them. Sterilizing it first after using it, Vickie proceeded on about the room giving it a test drive on each and every woman there. She was about to move away from having been using it on Barbara when the woman held her hand in place.
"Oh no you don't!" She announced suddenly. "I'm gonna cum!"
Everyone was surprised at her pronouncement, but sat enthusiastically in wonder and delight as they watched Vickie soon after bring Barbara off with the exquisitely pleasurable toy.
"That's one for Barbara!" Darla proclaimed. And then not to be outdone, several of the other women present also allowed Vickie to take them off towards orgasmic delight with the new inventively designed pleasure tool.
Once again Darla reached down into one of the two suitcases she had brought along with her.
"Now ladies, here's something brand new that I am sure more than one of you will truly enjoy. And I already have the two people in mind that we're going to have be our little Guinea pigs for this next demonstration. Amanda? Kathy?"
Amanda had surprisingly gone along with everything up until this point. The thought of suddenly being selected out as the "primary" person involved for this next demonstration caused her to suddenly develop a major complex.
"Now, now Amanda. We'll not be having any of that. And besides, you are about to make every woman in this room very, very jealous. Think you'd like doing that?" Darla asked.
Suddenly, this had become interesting. And even Kathy who was starting to show signs of early discomfort became interested in whatever it was that Darla had in that magical little suitcase of hers.
"This is what we're going to do. Amanda, I want you to come over here and lay down on the floor for us. Ladies, every one else please make a circle around her, and leave room for Kathy to be joining her shortly."
Quickly, they threw several large comfy pillows down on the floor, and Amanda soon made herself comfortable atop a big fluffy pile of pillows that had been placed down on the floor for her.
"OK girls," Darla began, "This one takes a little preparation and set up, but it's one of the most pleasurable and sensitive products on the market."
Darla held up a three-piece contraption that at first glance appeared like some sort of very skimpy swimwear. All three sections were connected together however by a thin flat strip that soon became obvious as electrical circuitry. Darla knelt down on the floor beside Amanda.
"As you can see...it doesn't matter how large or small a woman's breasts are, these two pieces can easily be adjusted around any sized breast." Darla then lifted each one of Amanda's heavy breasts and slipped pads over each breast until they looked very much like a too small sized bikini. The third extension also easily adjusted and was simply laid across and over Amanda's pubis. She then handed a small remote control device to Amanda and pointed out three distinct separate little buttons.
"You can control the intensity of pleasure to any or all three areas individually from each other by the simple press of a button. Holding it down, the pressure and intensity increases until you let go. Holding it down again decreases the intensity until you let go. Pushing the second button once allows you to change the area, or areas that you wish to either increase or decrease the sensation without changing the area or portion of your body that you've already adjusted to. Now go ahead Amanda, give it a whirl!"
"Oh, Oh, OH MY!" Amanda said as she played with the controls, felt the soft vibrating stimulation and teasing current of electricity as it pulsated through each of her nipples and clitoris simultaneously. She adjusted the intensity level, then played with the controls until she was sending different levels of pleasure through each of her breasts as well as through the soft patch covering her pussy.
"That...is...incredible!" She spoke through clipped speech. "I love the way it feels on my nipples!" She said, nearly running all the words together so she could even get them out. The sensation was obviously having a major affect on her, and she was well on her way towards orgasm when Darla shut the toy off.
"Nooooooooooooo!" Amanda wailed, surprising everyone there.
Darla was laughing. "Don't worry kiddo, the best is yet to come! Ok Kathy, time you joined Amanda here!"
Kathy nearly jumped into the circle with what could only be described as eager anticipation. Darla quickly set her up in second unit and positioned the two women so that they were laying head to toe.
"Now, it really doesn't matter how you lay. Side by side, or head to toe, whatever you feel like. Doesn't matter. But what I am about to show you now is significantly different than any "shared" adult toy now out on the market!"
Darla unhooked the power strip from the connection that had been attached to the unit Amanda was wearing, and plugged it into the one Kathy had on. She then plugged the strip from the device Kathy had on, into the device that Amanda was in control of.
"And now comes the fun part!" Darla said. "Each of you, Amanda, Kathy, controls the sensations and pulsations of the woman wearing the other device. So, go for it, play with your controls and drive one another crazy!"
By this time everyone was crowding around like a flock of vultures trying to get the best look. Amanda and Kathy lay on the floor, writhing and squirming in obvious pleasure as they took turns increasing, sometimes decreasing pleasure levels as well as adjusting how much or how little each of the breasts received, all independent from one another.
"This is unbelievable!" Kathy cried out pleasurably. "Oh Amanda, turn up the left tit just a little...Ah yes, that's it. Perfect!"
"Ah...OK. Now I gotta get me one of those two!" Vickie exclaimed. And several women laughed, but many others began clamoring for their turn in the contraption.
"Sorry girls, not enough time for everyone to have a turn. I guess you'll just have to take Amanda's and Kathy's word as to how good it feels, and then decide for yourselves if you want to purchase one...or a second unit at half price."
Everyone watched as the girls soon took one another to orgasm. Amanda kept screaming for Kathy to turn it down, or she was going to cum. And Kathy simply pressed the button down, increasing the intensity instead and sent Amanda right up and over the edge. She exploded in an earth shattering climax, screaming out her joy at nearly the top of her lungs, and then as she succumbed to the uncontrolled wave of ecstasy, ensured that her own finger was pressing down on the controls to Kathy's pleasure as well. And of course, Kathy quickly joined her.
After both women had had a chance to recover, it was decided to take a little break and give everyone a chance to cool down with a fresh drink and a little bite to eat. Already two hours had gone by, and for most of the women there, it felt like mere minutes.
"This has been incredible!" A thin almost too skinny woman with hardly any breasts at all announced. "I've already had six orgasms tonight...which I can honestly say is more than I've ever had in an entire evening before. And we're only half way through the party!"
Barbara had sidled up beside the young woman and bent to suckle one of her small yet very sensitive breasts.
"Tell you what," she said proposing. "If you'll go haves with me on that bikini-cum-suit, we'll plan an afternoon together and have some fun the way those two just did. How's that sound to you?"
"Only if my husbands allowed to watch," she said, surprised that Barbara had even approached her.
"Deal!" Barbara replied. Then turned back towards Darla. "Put Karen and I down for one each of those bikini-cum-suits!" She told her. And Darla tallied the forth pair of the evening now having been sold.
Vickie and Stacy each helped serve some food from the kitchen. The gals quickly devoured what had been prepared, suddenly everyone ravenous and starving from all the pent up sexual excitement and release that had been taking place nearly all evening long.
"I'd say this party's been a great success so far wouldn't you?" Vickie asked Stacy as she placed yet another tray of finger sandwiches on the counter.
"Oh fuck yes!" Stacy answered. "I honestly don't remember ever being this horny before either!" she admitted, then leaned over giving one of Vickie's tits a gentle, yet needful suck.
"Oh that's nice!" Vickie cooed, reaching down to fondle one of Stacy's hard firm nipples. "And, if you're up to it after the party's over and everyone's gone home..."
"Yes!" Stacy said turning to face her, interest showing clearly through those deep-set blue eyes of hers. "I think we should give poor ole Robert the surprise of his life afterwards, especially since he was kind enough to stay away for the evening."
"Sounds like fun!" Vickie responded enthusiastically. "But lets not rush to get the evening over with either. I know Darla, and the second half of these little parties can get even wilder than the first half!"
The girls spent the next half hour eating, drinking, and discussing as well as once again fondling and in some cases openly playing with the toys that Darla had shown them all so far.
Suddenly the sound of a loud cracking whip caught everyone's immediate attention. Darla stood beside her table where she had now opened one of the suitcases which contained an array of handcuffs, whips as well as rubberized masks, gags, and various other assorted specialty toys.
"And this girls, isn't for the faint of heart!"
"Oh my!" Kathy was then heard to say, cutting through the sudden silence. And once again everyone burst out laughing.
"And this...most of you will certainly recognize as a double dildo. Meant to be used together by two women of course. Though I am sure if you're lucky enough to have the perfect man..." Darla received more than a few soft quiet chuckles over that one too.
"And so, obviously we need two more willing participants to show the rest of us how to best use and satisfy one another using one of these!"
"How about Stacy and I?" Vickie enthusiastically asked.
"Well ok then!" Darla cheerfully urged them on, placing them each then in a position of being pussy to pussy with one another.
"Unlike many dildos like this one. Some can be a little too flexible and difficult to control, let alone use in such a way as to ensure mutual pleasure together," Darla explained. "This one however, has a simple on and off switch atop of the toy, vibrations are then equally sent out all along the length and girth of the device, allowing both women to experience and feel the vibrations as well as the experience of fucking each other with the toy. You will also see, though flexible, it is also sturdy and sufficiently smooth to ensure maximum pleasure as well as easy access penetration into one another."
Darla had also applied a small portion of one of the many bottles of lubrication she had also brought along for sale, and though Vickie's pussy was more than sufficiently lubricated to accommodate the toy, Darla used some of it anyway as demonstration to most of the others.
Together, Vickie and Stacy demonstrated the obvious aspect of the mutually enjoyed toy as they thrashed back and forth together on the floor, each simultaneously fucking the other, taking turns in doing so, but at the same time enjoying the additional sensations of the softly vibrating tool even when they weren't moving. They worked against one another, pushed, shoved and rotated their hips, undulating with the toy until they both came in a glorious wave of delight, much to the enjoyment of the speechless women who watched their erotic display of passion.
"And now girls," Darla began after Vickie and Stacy had had time to recover and repose themselves. "This next little game will give us all a bit of a breather. The woman who can share with us the most erotic masturbation story, whether true or fantasy, will receive one of the Pink flexible ribbed toys I showed you earlier."
Just sitting together as they were was sexy/sensual enough. But as one by one the women began to relate their favorite experiences, or fantasy encounters, the atmosphere became more and more electrified with anticipation and desire. Some few women played with themselves unabashedly, uncaring that they could perform such an intimate display so openly now, and in front of everyone. Many of which had not even formally met or seen one another until this evening. And now, could sit side by side touching themselves, almost absentmindedly playing as someone told a story, related an experience, or shared their most private secrets. But it was Kathy who shocked and surprised everyone when it came around to being her turn.
"I'm currently on the woman's swim team at the University," Kathy began. I have always had a secret desire, secret fantasy to masturbate in public, but do so in such a way that no one would ever know that I did. Finally, one day after the team had quit practicing and headed for the showers, I managed to slip a small tiny miniature vibrator inside myself. Heading into the showers where most of my teammates were taking theirs, I was able to stand there as the hot water caressed me, sometimes nearly touching, though not quite some of the women on the team. I would look and admire their bodies. Fantasize about kissing them, holding and caressing their breasts or sucking on their nipples. There were so many naked women standing together, and all the while, this wonderful soft vibration inside me, teasing me and soon causing me to have one orgasm after another. I climaxed at least a dozen times before I finally had to leave the shower area and head back to the locker room to remove the toy and dress. I was exhausted, but tingling inside and out with the pleasures of my release still dripping down the inside of my thighs. I've never ever told anyone about this, ever. And until tonight, especially after everything I've enjoyed and experienced I never thought I would ever be able to tell anyone about it. And now having finally done so, makes me realize just how exciting and sensual the experience really was!"
After Kathy had told her story, shared her experience, even more of the women there were openly touching and playing with themselves. One or two others had even crossed over to the point where they were gleefully experimenting on one another with several of the toys.
"I think this will be the perfect time to do the big finale," Darla said speaking to Vickie and Stacy. "I wasn't sure if this group would be that open to it, but I can see now that I don't think anyone should have any problems with it."
And then turning to the group of women sitting there, Darla began to explain.
"You've probably all heard the stories of young boys gathering together and jacking off. Many of you have probably heard the term of "Circle Jerk". Once again Darla paused eyeing the group of women, again hearing the snickers and whispered comments of agreement.
"Some of you I am sure have played the same game as well." Again Darla paused, and this time heard nothing but silence as the expectation level grew for where ever she was going with this.
"So ladies, we're about to enjoy the same thing ourselves together as a group. Each of you is invited to choose any of the toys I've brought with me tonight. And each one of you is to use it and bring either yourself, or a partner if you prefer to orgasm. Now, I chose a number at random earlier this evening and sealed it in an envelope. Each of you then will masturbate to orgasm. The first woman to experience an orgasm will of course be given the number one...and so on. After everyone has climaxed, and I mean everyone!" she said eyeing each one of the women there individually, "We'll open the envelope and see who the lucky winner of the grand prize will be. That person will get to keep not only the lingerie she is wearing, but will also be able to choose any one of the toys I have demonstrated here for you tonight. So it doesn't matter who cums first, or last. Only that in order to have a chance to win, she must cum! And no faking orgasm's either!" Darla warned. "Though if you do chose to do so, you'd better be able to make it believable at least, for the benefit of everyone else," she laughed. And once again that got everyone else laughing, lessening the impact of the little game that was about to be played.
Vickie saw Barbara heading her way and wasn't too surprised when she invited her to sit beside her and use different vibrators on one another. "I've always experienced better orgasms when someone else is playing with me," she stated honestly. "And I wouldn't mind pleasuring you if you're up for it?" she questioned.
"Sounds good to me!" Vickie said smiling. They quickly moved over towards the table selecting two of the toys they'd be using. Vickie picked the water filled vibrator to Barbara to be used on her. "I really like this one!" she admittedly openly. "And it will be even nicer having someone else using it on me other than myself!"
Soon, every woman there had selected her favorite toy. Not too surprisingly, Amanda and Kathy once again ended up together wearing the Bikini stimulator, each one in charge of the controls over the other.
Over the next little while, as the women sat playing with themselves, watching each other masturbating, and in several cases, ending up playing with one another, the sounds of intimacy and passion began to increase with louder and louder demonstrations of pure joy and satisfaction. One by one the orgasms began happening too much to everyone's delight.
Darla stood above the group, helping each along in some cases, caressing a breast here and there, stopping by to reach down and fondle an erect clit, or take over for a brief moment as she would grab hold of a woman's hand and use the vibrator or toy she had chosen to further enhance the sensations. And as each woman climaxed, she took note of her position and placement, marking the woman's name down, and in what order she had just climaxed.
What was of interest, and as she had fully hoped for and expected, even when a considerable few had climaxed, they didn't quit, but went on and on to experience another and another orgasm. Long after everyone had climaxed at least once, and still the game went on, and even Darla herself openly inserted a large thick fat humming vibrator inside herself, and then invited those who she walked by to take a turn at fucking her pussy with it before moving on to another woman or another couple busily enjoying themselves.



When at last the multiple climaxes had diminished, and finally pure exhaustion and satisfaction had taken its toll, Darla called the game over and informed everyone she was ready to open the envelope and announce the big winner for the evening.
"And the winner is, Amanda Jones!"
A great cry of enthusiastic response and joy went up for Amanda. She was not only surprised, but once again slightly embarrassed, as she had been heard to cry out in a long monotoned wail of orgasm as the bikini stimulator had once again performed its magic on her.
"I think I'll take this one!" She pronounced to Darla. With no real surprise there as she had already spoken with Kathy about sharing another episode together at some point. And now having done so, much to Kathy's delight as everyone else's, received congratulations at being the lucky nights winner.
It took some time for everyone to finally find the strength to redress and leave, not to mention filling out all the orders for the clothing and toys that had been purchased at the close of the evening. It was already approaching midnight by the time Stacy and Vickie had helped Darla back out to her car with the two much lighter feeling suitcases. Darla had sold nearly every item she had brought along with her, and had taken several orders for more of the toys she didn't have enough stock on her to be able to supply.
They had soon after gone back up stairs and were sitting on the couch together, both now naked and discussing the evening's entertainment and festivities. All the while waiting with some eagerness for Robert to finally stick his head in the door to ensure it was ok for his return.
The two girls sat expectantly on the couch together, each softly petting and stroking the other waiting for Robert to finally arrive. Even then Vickie moaned as Stacy tickled her clit with the tip of her finger, then slid it inside her to toy with her wetness and lubrications.
"Hmm," Stacy groaned as she too enjoyed the feeling of Vickie's pussy as she casually stroked and played with her.
"Lets move into the bedroom," Vickie suggested. "Robert can find his own way into your room if and when he gets here."
And they quickly headed off together already eager to explore one another in ways and in pleasures they could only begin to imagine.
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I grew up in a family of all girls, and later.....all women. My father died in an accident a little over a year after my twin sister and I were born. Fraternal twins, Jackie and I had many of the same facial characteristics, I looked more like my father including his almost coal black hair, whereas Jackie had my mothers almost reddish honey blonde coloration. Our mother had been forced to return to work full-time which necessitated our older sister Becky becoming almost a second mother to us growing up. Five years older than we were, a great deal of responsibility was thrown on her, which as she grew older and more mature, became more and more necessary in order to alleviate some of the hardships that my mother was facing. Luckily, she eventually had help from Dawn who was only two years younger than Becky. Needless to say, over the course of the years we all grew extremely close while growing up.
Early on my mother tried to make me feel important by telling me that with my father gone, I was now the "man of the house". The problem was, that usually meant I was relegated to taking out the garbage, keeping the leaves raked and the lawn mowed. And worse, usually a lot of good-natured teasing from my sisters, including my twin sister Jackie as far as my early-on manhood went.
As I grew older and began to take on a more and more masculine appearance, and less and less of the little boy, that same teasing I'd been receiving all those years became more and more competitive and sometimes actually resulted in some fairly serious rough-housing and wrestling with all of them. Particularly with Dawn who though only a couple of years older than I was, seemed for some reason to constantly want to remind me that she was still older than I, but that she could still boss me around which sometimes meant doing so physically as well. Becky would often break up the more serious fights, but a time or two it ended with she and I wrestling around just as seriously as Dawn and I had been doing.
About the time I began to hit puberty, and had begun taking a curious interest in girls, my mother had drawn aside all my sisters and had what I called a secret conversation with them regarding me. Something that both pissed me off, as well as made me curious as to what she told them. They would often whisper things about it back and forth to one another, but I did notice that suddenly we weren't wrestling nearly as much as we had been.
I'd certainly watched all my sisters develop of course. And though Becky was the oldest and seemingly had breasts for as long as I can remember, I don't particularly remember taking any major notice of them, as like mom's, they just seemed to have always been there, though I know they did grow of course, but not so noticeably that it was of any real interest to me then. And, the fact that I had not as yet reached puberty at that point I am sure contributed to my lack of attention towards my older sister's development.
Such was not the case with either Dawn or Jackie however. When Dawn finally began to develop, she did so very quickly and at a rather alarming rate. My mother was large breasted, and as it turned out, so would Dawn become, as her boobs seemed to change in size almost week to week as I remember. Even Jackie's tits grew early, but she took more after Becky in size, but between seeing Dawn's growing, and then hers simultaneously, I realized they were quickly becoming women.
I'd seen my younger sisters on numerous occasions of course, but early on there wasn't much that attracted my attention. I'd walked in on Becky, once. But the glimpse of her pointy breasts had been too quick, as she had hurriedly covered herself, and quickly ushered me out of her bedroom. I'd seen mother a time or two in the bath, and had even questioned her about the dark thick patch of hair between her legs. And though it didn't instigate any 'birds and bee's' discussion, she did inform me that it was a sign of her being a woman, and that eventually even I would grow hair there as a sign that I was becoming a man. And up until the point where I actually began thinking about women in a different light, I really hadn't been all that interested or curious in what my sister's looked like without their clothes on.
Two weeks before Becky moved out to attend College in another part of the State, I was busily enjoying my favorite past time and too involved to hear my bedroom door open late at night when it did.
"Jake? Jake? You asleep?" Becky had asked too quietly when she came into my bedroom. Only then did I realize she was even there, but the damage was already done as she quite easily saw what it was I was doing.
"Oh. I'm sorry!" Becky quickly closed the door and went back out into the hallway and seconds later I heard her head down back towards her own bedroom. Too embarrassed to say or do anything, I was expecting some major teasing about it in the morning, but it never happened. And Becky never said another word about it, and I quickly forgot the whole episode.
My sisters leaving for college was a major turning point in our lives, as we never again lived together as an entire family. All too soon, Dawn Married the summer after her high school graduation and moved a short distance away. And though we still saw her and her husband every other weekend or so, the closeness I had once shared with my sisters seemed to be slowly evaporating away.
It was obvious that mom was feeling the changes too. Though she had dated off and on over the years, she'd never met anyone she wanted to marry. Now, with all of her kids slowly growing up and moving away, she had become more and more depressed, and I would often hear her crying sometimes at night in her bedroom. When I got word that I'd been accepted at the same college my sister Becky had recently graduated from, I was even more worried about leaving mom alone. Jackie had already indicated she was going to continue to live at home with mom, but the job she had taken had her working late most nights, so she spent very little time at home with mother anyway.
I had mixed emotions of course. On the one hand, I was excited as hell to see my sister again. She'd landed a great job with an advertising firm, and had gotten a fairly expensive three-bedroom apartment fairly close to the college. She'd offered it up to me to help out with expenses while I went to school, and had even gotten me a part-time job working at her office. Though we'd seen one another off and on over the years, we'd never really spent much time visiting even then, so I was really looking forward to spending some time with her.
The night before I was to drive up state and move in with my sister, I had gone to bed early after an exhausting day. Jackie was at work, and though it was my last night at home, I was bone tired and had gone to bed fairly early. I had spent most of the evening with mother, enjoying several glasses of wine with her, but it had made me sleepy. I knew mom would in all likelihood finish off the rest of the wine, and I wasn't particularly in the mood to have to deal with her depression under the circumstances.
I'm not sure exactly when it was, but I woke up with the urge to pee and headed down the hallway towards the bathroom. After that, I decided I was hungry and wanted to stop by the kitchen to see if there was something I could snack on before going back to bed. I passed by mom's bedroom and thought I could hear her moaning in her sleep. Once again afraid she was crying, especially with my leaving and all, I couldn't just leave it at that and decided to go in and talk to her and try and reassure her that everything would be ok. I opened her bedroom door fully expecting to see her lying in her bed weeping, and got the biggest surprise of my life. For a moment I was stunned into total immovability. My mother was entirely nude, lying on her back with one hand caressing her breast, and the other deeply embedded inside her pussy. The moans I had heard coming from her bedroom where obviously from her self-pleasuring and not from any depression from my leaving. At exactly the same instant, we seemed to take notice of one another, but all I did was turn and run from her bedroom without even closing the door when I did. I ran as fast as I could up the stairs to my own room and collapsed into bed with my head feeling like it was about to explode. All I could see was my own mother fingering her self and the way she was pulling on her nipples and caressing her breast. Never before in my entire life had I actually thought of her in a sexual way before this, nor imagined even for an instant that she might actually have some sort of normal sexual desires.
I suddenly found myself aroused and sporting an incredible erection. The thought of being aroused at seeing my mother bothered me. On the one hand, she was my mother. On the other, she was still a very attractive looking woman at her age, with large shapely breasts and very erotic dark colored nipples capping each one. Added to that the decadent display of her legs widely spread with her hand busily working her cunt had indelibly burned that image in my mind forever.
I had been absentmindedly fondling my own dick when my bedroom door opened. Obviously none of us were in the habit of knocking on doors, which had caused this particular problem in the first place. And now, here I was in almost the same situation, dick in hand when my mother walked in unannounced.
Once again the strange almost Déjà vu repeat of standing there staring at one another took place, only this time in reverse. But unlike what I had done by running from her room to mine, mother came in, closing the door behind her and stood there looking at me.
There wasn't any point in trying to deny what it was I was doing, or the fact that I was obviously aroused by what I had seen. What I wasn't sure of...was what was going to happen next. I'd never seen that particular look on my mother's face before. Frankly it was hard to describe with any real certainty. Lusty would be one word perhaps, but almost crazed would be another. And it was obvious that she was struggling emotionally with things herself on top of all that.
"I was going to come in here and apologize to you for what you saw me doing," she began. "But obviously, there's really no point in doing that since I see that you're doing the same thing yourself."
I was still somewhat stunned by this strange turn of events, and though I had removed my hand from my penis, it still stood erect and even throbbing a little which I immediately realized my mother was now staring directly at.
"I always wondered if you'd be as big as your father was," she said curiously, catching me off guard. "And I'd have to say, you're easily that, if not even bigger!"
Mom crossed my room and came over to sit down on the bed next to me. She still hadn't taken her eyes away from my stiff prick while she continued discussing it as though it was the most natural thing in the world to be doing at that moment. But at this point, I was hardly noticing that as I now took a closer look at her myself. Mother had thrown on a loose fitting robe in an obvious hurry to come to my room. As she sat down on my bed, the robe parted and clearly revealed one of those firm full breasts. She didn't even bother trying to cover herself, though I'm not sure she was even aware that one of her tits was even sticking out of the robe in the first place.
Before I could say or do anything one way or the other, mother reached out with her hand and suddenly wrapped it around my hard stiff cock. She appeared almost as if she were in a hypnotic state. It was eerie to say the least, if not downright weird. So much so that I was now afraid to say or do anything, and simply allowed her to continue fondling me, figuring that what she was doing to my cock as she played with it would suddenly dawn on her, and she'd come out of whatever trance she was in and release me. The problem was, it felt good.
"Mother?" I said, whispering so softly that I wondered if she'd even heard me the first time. So I said it again.
"Mother?"
"Shhhhh!" She responded almost as quietly as I'd addressed her. The way she'd done that reminded me of how when I was a little boy she'd "shhhhh" me whenever I had been crying and would attempt to comfort me and calm me down, just as she was doing now. Except now, I wasn't that little boy she used to wash in the bathtub and say, "We need to wash your dinky now too," and what she was holding, and playing with wasn't anywhere's near being a "dinky" at the moment either.
The fact that I was enjoying her hand stroking and playing with me sent all sorts of wildly delicious thoughts racing through my mind, all of which I was struggling with at the same time as I knew this was wrong, horribly wrong, and yet I didn't want her to stop doing it. In fact, I wanted more, a lot more!
All through high school, though I had dated, I had only touched another girls breasts once, and that was in the dark in the cramped back-seat of a car where the experience though exciting had been less than what I had imagined it might be as I'd never even got a good look at her tits let alone anything else. And though we had 'dry-humped' one another like crazy a time or two after that, we'd never so much as truly felt one another up except on the outside of our clothing, so even the touch of my own mother's hand was a first for me in many respects.
Added to that of course, was her firm full breast so clearly revealed to me, and so easily within reach that I actually did so, without consciously thinking about it, half expecting my touch to wake my mother from this revelry she was experiencing, and ending this sordid little depravity that we'd both found ourselves succumbing to. Instead, she groaned at the touch of my hand upon her soft flesh, and leaned over in the next instant to fully engulf my engorged member with her mouth.
"Oh...fuck!" I exclaimed through clenched teeth. I'd never before in my entire life said "fuck" in front of my mother before, not even in anger. And saying it now seemed not only appropriate, but almost beautiful as the sensations of her lips as she sucked me, and the teasingly incredible feel of her tongue as she licked and tickled the super-sensitive head of my cock sent me skyrocketing into oblivion.
I continued to massage her breast, tweaking her erect nipples and eliciting soft mewling sounds from her as I did. Her passion rose, as did mine of course, so when she finally quit licking and sucking me and stood up removing the robe she was wearing entirely, I said nothing, no longer caring that what we were doing, and more than likely about to do was wrong, but wanting it to happen all the same.
Mom straddled me, reaching down between her legs to touch herself momentarily, withdrawing her finger and offering it to me to taste. I took it in much the same way she once used to give me the spoon she had used when making chocolate pudding and cleaned the essence of her juices from her finger in the same manner that I had done with that spoon.
The next words out of my mouth caught me by surprise, as I hadn't really thought about it until that very moment, or the impact of what if anything they might mean to her when I said them. "I'm still a virgin," I just managed to say. And then the hot silky feel of her cunt slithering down my prick made that little tid-bit of information no longer important.
As silly as this sounds, I was so nervous and so bewildered in a way by all that was happening that I was more in danger of losing my erection than in experiencing a pre-mature ejaculation. Mother knew what was happening of course, and took things slowly guiding me along and giving me words of encouragement until the pure sweetness of her pussy took over and coaxed my prick back into such a turgid state that I swore it had expanded larger than it had ever been before.
"Fuck me Jake. Fuck me hard!" She begged, and in the next instant I was slamming into her as hard as I could, gripping her ass in my hands and pounding my prick into her with stabbing thrusts from beneath, while she in turn slammed into me from above, fucking me with equal frenzy and an urgency that had obviously gone unsatisfied and unfulfilled for years.
In a way, she was no longer my mother. Not the one I knew anyway. This was a hot, aroused, sensual woman with no inhibitions, who wanted pleasure, and who knew how to go about achieving it. The feel of her body pressing against me was exquisite, the way her breasts molded into my hands as I squeezed and caressed them went beyond sensuality, certainly well beyond anything my mother would do, or be capable of. No...this was a woman of fantasy, of dreams that were never made real. And yet, this one was!
"Let me know when you're ready," she said. "I want your seed, but not in my cunt, in my mouth!"
Seconds later we placed ourselves in a mutual '69' position. And though I had NEVER licked a woman's pussy before, I had thought what it must be like hundred's of times. I had in fact once overheard a conversation amongst Becky and Dawn as she told her how much she enjoyed having her pussy licked, and so for me, it had become a major fantasy, but until this very moment, an unfulfilled one.
I might have been inexperienced, but what I lacked in that, I more than made up for in my enthusiasm. That, and listening very carefully to the pleasures of my touch as to what mother enjoyed feeling, and how she seemed to respond to certain things I did to her pussy over others. Flicking her clit with my tongue with quick, soft little butterfly licks seemed to be one of her favorites. So I continued to do that a lot, though I would alternate between licking her, and gently capturing her small tiny nub with my lips and then softly sucking it.
"Oh Jake! It's been a long time since I've cum this way, a VERY long time!" she literally purred.
Just hearing her say this made me want to redouble my efforts. I was intoxicated by the taste of her pussy anyway, all thoughts of my own orgasm so remote at this point that I could have cared less if I came or not. Right now, hearing the moans and groans of my mother's pleasure as I continued to lick and tickle her cunt with my tongue, meant more to me than anything I could have imagined or previously fantasized about.
"Oh fuck Jake! Now, please now! Make me come honey, make mommy cum!"
Reaching up I found one of her breasts and began to pinch her nipple the way I had initially seen her doing to herself when I first barged into her bedroom. Coupled with that sensation, and the way I was now sucking her clitoris as though nursing at her tit was enough to send her over the edge. Mom exploded with a wetness I had not anticipated, nor was totally prepared for. I was aware that women became 'wet', the natural lubrication that made fucking possible as I had learned through various means. But I hadn't known, nor was aware that a few women actually gushed the way she did. I nearly drowned in that first initial splurge of her female cum cream, but as the shock of what she was doing passed, I began drinking from her pussy like a man possessed, finding that now there wasn't enough of that warm sweet pussy juice to sustain me.
When at last she had grown too sensitive to allow me to continue, mom rolled away from me, forcing me to relinquish my lip-lock on her clitty. Moving down between my legs, she attacked my prick with an equally demanding passion that I knew would in mere moments result in her draining my prick of every ounce of fluid that I possessed.
The sounds of my mother sucking my cock were beyond description. She attacked it like a starved woman, which in a way, she was. But actually hearing the almost guttural noises she made as she 'suck-popped' the head of my prick was having its desired affect on me. In moments, I felt the torrent of my sperm explode from deep within my balls and begin the climatic ascent up the shaft of my cock.



"Oh shit mother! It's coming, it's coming!"
Regardless of anything she'd said previously, I fully expected her to release my penis before the onslaught of my orgasm overwhelmed her. If anything however, she had attached herself to me like a vacuum and as the first explosion tore through me, I felt her hungrily, greedily sucking down my ball-batter as fast as I was producing it.
Long after I was complete, satiated beyond belief, mother continued to softly suckle and tenderly lick my cock, ensuring there was no trace of my cum juice remaining anywhere. Her touch had gone from a fiery urgency of need to one of soothing, tender comforting that once again reminded me of her affections so long ago whenever I had been hurt or injured. In a way, she was doing this again, though my mind refused to accept the act, and what had happened, and allowed only that nearly forgotten closeness we had once shared.
At some point I fell asleep, and never heard her leave my room. I awoke in the morning, awareness slowly creeping in to remind me of what had happened between us. My thoughts ran a gauntlet of emotions, guilt, embarrassment, shame and even anger, though not at my mother, but at myself. Regardless of how vulnerable she had been, or even needful, I had had no right to take advantage of the situation the way I had. And though it was true that she had instigated the act itself, I knew even as it happened that mom wasn't in the right frame of mind, and had I stopped her, forcibly if necessary, she would have come to her senses and realized we were making a terrible mistake.
I quickly dressed and rushed downstairs to her room. But surprisingly she was already up. And even more startling was the fact that her bed was made and her room was as neat as a pin. I hadn't seen her bedroom looking like this in months if not years. From her room, I pushed through the swinging doors into the kitchen area and found her there. But once again I was not prepared for what I saw there either.
"Good morning honey. Did you sleep well?"
It was a rhetorical question, as she didn't allow me a word in edge-wise, immediately pointing out to me that breakfast was about ready, and that she had been about to call me down so it wouldn't get cold. Like her bedroom, the kitchen was spotless with the exception of a few dishes that were already soaking in hot soapy water. If I didn't know better, I would almost believe that she had never even gone to sleep, and had spent the remainder of the night simply cleaning house as her way to deal with the horrible act the two of us had experienced together.
"Mom?"
"Yes dear."
"Mom, we need to talk, about last night."
She was smiling, and I even heard her chuckle as she sort of responded to my statement.
"Best night I've ever had," she began, which caught me totally unprepared. "Don't remember ever sleeping that soundly before, or waking up as refreshed and alive as I did this morning."
Setting a plate full of steamy hot hash brown potatoes, pancakes with plenty of homemade jam in front of me, I sat staring at the food, not really seeing it, but wondering if in fact mother had somehow managed to blank out the entire episode as her way of dealing with it. Even when I felt the softness of her breast just brush the back of my head as she set the plate down in front of me, which caused me to flinch out of reflex, she appeared to take no notice of the contact and went on with pouring me orange juice as well as a cup of freshly made coffee.
"Now, you'd best eat up. You've got a long drive ahead of you if you want to be there before this evening. And knowing your sister, she'll be worried about you, especially if it gets late."
It was obvious that mom was purposely avoiding any discussion about what had happened, and I decided that perhaps it was best to pretend and do the same thing myself. I had already decided that I would never mention the subject ever again, and that it had been an aberration that would never again be repeated, let alone discussed.
"I've got a few things I want to send along with you that Becky forgot to take. So you finish eating and I'll have them all packed and ready for you before you leave."
With that, mother left the kitchen leaving me alone with my thoughts. Obviously she didn't appear shaken or horribly upset as I half expected to have found her. Instead, she appeared more like her old self, the "mom" I honestly hadn't seen in years for that matter. Suddenly I was ravenously hungry and quickly began to devour the heaping platefuls of food she had left me.
By the time I was finished and had deposited my dirty dishes in the sink to soak, mom had come downstairs carrying a second packed bag that had a few of my sisters things in it.
Realizing that I was actually leaving the house for the first time in my life, to go and actually live someplace different, hit me like a ton of bricks. Once again I felt remorse at leaving, and though she wouldn't be alone, as my twin sister would still be living here with her, I still felt like I was abandoning her in a way, or at the very least, leaving when the uncertainty of our emotions had not as yet been honestly discussed.
"I'll miss you," I managed to say.
Mom grabbed me then, hugging me to her and softly cried against my shoulder. But it wasn't the mournful cry of loss and disappointment that I had heard so many nights coming from her bedroom, but a cry of acceptance and joy that her son was finally making his way in life, which meant finally leaving the nest.
"I'll miss you too Jake. But, it's not like we won't be seeing one another very soon anyway. You're forgetting, Thanksgivings in two weeks, and your sister and I will be driving up to spend it with you and Becky this year. So we'll see each other then, and then I expect you both here for Christmas the following month!"
What she said was true of course. But even so, it suddenly felt different. I knew that I would never again walk through the door with the understanding that I actually lived here. I picked up my suitcases and headed towards the door as mom followed. She met me there of course, and then we embraced in a final hug, and a kiss, which I had fully expected to be a typical 'good-bye-see you soon' kind of a kiss. Instead, mother kissed me in a way she had never done before, long lingering, and in such a way that it left no doubt in my mind that she was remembering our past night together. I simply stood there, kissing her back, unsure of what I should do or say for that matter, and waited for the kiss to end, which it finally did. But even then there was a wicked gleam to her eye that told me she had purposely done that to show me she was right in the head, and that if anything, given the chance, it would happen again.
#
I had much to think about on the long drive up to where Becky lived. And as I argued back and forth with myself over it, I finally came to the conclusion that if I could talk to anyone about what had happened, I could talk to Becky. If anyone could help me sort all this out, and do so without judging me, and look at things in a better light as to how she and I could then deal with mom regarding it, she could.
By the time I arrived, it was late due to the weather suddenly turning bad and forcing me to slow down considerably. Becky had already dressed for bed, which for her consisted of a pair of panties and a tank top, her normal sleeping attire. Perhaps it was my being overly sensitive based on everything that had recently happened, but I had a hard time not looking at my sisters breasts which were clearly defined beneath the tight fitting tank top, including nearly every bump and dimple of her semi-erect nipples.
Becky had shown me my room, and after depositing my bags, and handing her the one mother had packed for her, we settled down on the couch together to catch up on things and discuss our new living arrangement. But all this did of course was make the proximity of sitting so close to her under these conditions that much harder for me to ignore, especially with her dressed the way she was.
"What's bothering you little brother?" She asked "Come on, I know you. And I know whenever something's eating at you, so come on...fess up. What is it?"
"Oh Becky. I don't even know how to begin to tell you this, or what you'll think of me after I do. But you're about the only person I know who will at least listen to me first. And then help me decide what I, or maybe what we should do!"
"Wow L.B.," she began seriously, using the affectionate little initials she sometimes used whenever we did have one of our more serious conversations instead of saying "little brother".
Becky sat back, curious of course, but allowing me to find the courage to tell her the sordid details without interrupting me. And so I began, telling her from the beginning of how I used to walk by mother's bedroom hearing her crying and how I had thought she was doing the same thing when I first walked in on her while she was playing with herself.
I had just finished describing to her what I had seen our mother doing when she stopped me momentarily from continuing on.
"That's really nothing you should get so upset about," Becky began. "Everyone masturbates, including our mother. And if I remember correctly, I once walked in on you while you were doing it."
This wasn't going exactly the way I had envisioned it would. I was trying to explain to my sister what had precipitated the actions I was about to relate to her, when suddenly we're discussing masturbation and how everyone does it.
"Even I wasn't shocked or disturbed to see you playing with yourself," she continued, "In fact L.B., after I went back to my room I lay down on my bed and began playing with myself. Sure, you're my brother and all, but the thought of seeing you touching your cock and making yourself feel good had gotten me aroused too. And I couldn't help but want to do the same thing, even if it was my own brothers cock I was seeing inside my head."
Now things had gone from bad to worse. "How in the world was I ever going to tell my sister what had happened between mom and I now?" I thought to myself as Becky continued on.
"Come on Jake, be honest. With the three of us running around the house half naked all the time, didn't you as a young boy become rather curious?"
"Four," I said simply.
"What?"
"Four, the three of you, and mother!"
Becky laughed. "Well, she doesn't count exactly. I mean everyone sees their mother naked at one time or another."
"Not the way I did," I said, still trying to reopen that door I'd tried so hard to open in the first place.
"And I still remember the day you walked in on me too!" Becky said.
That stopped me for a moment, and I tried to recall if there was any other time other than the one time I walked in on her, but she had turned so quickly that all I really saw was the back side of her ass.
"I only walked in on you once. And even then, I didn't see much, you turned around so quickly I didn't even get a good look at your tits."
I felt my face turn red when I realized the way that sounded.
"So! You WERE trying to see me naked then weren't you!" Becky tossed at me teasingly.
"Becky, it really was by accident, I wasn't trying to see you naked on purpose, but when I barged in, there you were!"
"And so? What DID you see me doing exactly?"
"Like I said, nothing really...just standing there." And as I remembered that day, that moment, I did seem to recall that when I had first barged into my sisters room, she had been standing next to her dresser, and she hadn't reached up to cover her breast with her hand, it was already on her breast. And then I remembered something else, which I had completely forgotten about until now. She had a large carrot in her other hand which I assumed she had taken from the kitchen in order to snack on in her room.
"You were using the carrot to masturbate with!" It was more of a sudden realization than an accusation, and I was guessing. But obviously I hit the mark right on the head.
Now it was my sisters turn to turn red in the face.
"See? That's my point Jake. We all masturbated at one time or another, and probably all caught one another doing it too. I even caught Dawn and Jackie doing it, though since Dawn and I shared a room, that wasn't really very difficult as she did it nearly every single night anyway."
Now not only did I have the image of Becky with the carrot, but now I also had this image of my other two sisters lying in bed playing with them selves too. And before I knew it, I was becoming aroused as the sudden stirring of my cock as it began to stiffen testified to.
"So tell me Jake, did you go back to your room and jerk off after walking in on me like that?" She asked curiously.
I admitted to her I had by simply shaking my head yes. The fact that I was becoming hard now while we sat here talking about all this was making me uncomfortable anyway, but it hadn't been the intent when we first began this discussion in the first place. And now, I was obviously aroused and admittedly excited by the curious discussion we'd been having.
"What did you think about while you did it?" She continued to prompt me. "Come on L.B., now's not the time to suddenly turn shy on me!"
Becky was teasing me of course, and I knew she was, trying to lighten up the situation perhaps, and though it was working, I was getting extremely horny too.
"Like I said Becky, I was thinking about your tits, really. And even though I didn't really see them, they were about the closest I ever got to seeing or even touching another girls, and that included high school."
"You mean to say you never saw another woman's boobs? Really?"
Once again I nodded my head yes.
Before I knew what she was doing, Becky reached down and pulled her tank top over her head in one fell swoop. Suddenly I was looking at my older sisters perfectly molded and very mature breasts. Unable to speak, and unable to look away, I heard Becky laugh finally which released me from my self-induced trance.
"Figured you might as well get a good look at them," she stated proudly. "Ever since I moved in here I walk around half naked most of the time anyway, and I'm not ready to give up my new found freedom, even for my brother. So as your liable to see me naked half the time, you might as well start getting used to it now."
I was still staring at my sister's boobs, but at least I found my voice.
"I'm not sure I'll ever get used to seeing you like this," I responded honestly, which again made her laugh.
"It's not seeing me naked I'm really worried about," she continued in a teasing tone. "With us living together, we're bound to walk in and catch one another doing something else sometimes too."
We'd gone full circle here, which reminded me what I had begun trying to tell her about in the first place.
"Becky, I never finished what it was I was trying to tell you about before we got side-tracked here."
"Oh that's right. You were telling me about catching mother playing with herself."
"Not just that, she caught me too!"
Becky sat up, a curiously interested expression on her face. "Caught you? Doing it too? Where? When?"
"A few minutes later, when I went back to MY bedroom!"
I had her full attention now. And even though she remained sitting there topless with those gorgeous tits of hers hanging out, I knew that if I didn't hurry up and finish the story, I might lose my courage in doing so.
Whenever my sister got serious in any discussion we had, she had a tendency to draw her legs up to her chest, wrapping her arms around them hugging them to her while she listened. She was doing the same thing now, with the only difference being, she was almost nude while we sat there talking. Even though she was wearing panties at least, drawing her legs up onto the couch had exposed her crotch to me entirely. I glanced at it...briefly, just able to make out the faint outline of her pussy lips as they pressed against the white cotton fabric. It was hard enough trying to carry on a conversation with her while she was topless, but the added distraction of actually looking at where I knew her pussy to be was a bit more than I could handle. Thankfully I began to focus on her face as she had at least partially covered up her exposed breasts in this position.
I finally told her the entire story, and this time she let me tell her without even once interrupting me. Try as I might, I still couldn't detect what kind of reaction to expect from her. Not that she was stone faced or anything, and the look of surprise I saw in her eyes as I told her everything that had happened certainly was to be expected. But I kept waiting for her to throw her hands up or something and say "enough, enough!" But she never did. Becky continued to sit there allowing me to tell her not only what happened, but what I felt and was having difficulty dealing with as well.
I had nearly finished telling her everything when I once again glanced down towards her crotch. I know I forgot what I was about to say when I realized that a very dark wet spot had appeared in the crotch of her panties. Becky was aroused!
"I can't believe...you fucked mother!" She exclaimed.
Something I expected from her yes. But not exactly the way she had said it.
Becky was actually smiling. "No wonder she sounded so different over the phone!"
"What?"
"Mom called shortly after you left to tell me you were on the way. I could tell she was smiling by the tone of voice she was using. I even asked her what had happened to cause this drastic and obvious change in her, but all she would say was that she had had a fabulous evening the night before. I didn't press it...but at least now I know why."
I was still staring at my sister, partially her crotch, which she only now seemed to discover was wet and promptly put her leg back down on the floor. And though this had the affect of concealing from me the wetness of her panties, it once again revealed her breasts to me more clearly, each of which was sporting two very hard firm nipples.
"I'm willing to bet she was smiling a mile wide at breakfast too!" Becky stated with as big a smile on her face as mother's had been!
"That's all you have to say?" I finally responded back at her in disbelief. "Aren't you going to yell at me or something for how horrible, how wrong it was?"
"Jake, that's not up to me to decide. And besides, there was really no harm done. Mom's obviously dealing with it just fine, and chances are it won't happen again anyway. And even if it did...would it be all that bad?"
I couldn't believe I was hearing my sister say this to me.
"But it was our mother I fucked!" I once again threw at her.
"Yeah, and by the sounds of it, she liked it too!"
"There's more," I now added in a softer, worried tone of voice.
"You're kidding! What else happened?"
"Not so much the 'what-else', but I was...a virgin too."
Becky really did laugh then and actually stood up. "You mean to tell me mom got your cherry?"
I was shocked over my sister's reaction, totally unprepared for the way she was handling this.
"Oh Jake, I'm sorry, I really don't mean to laugh or make light of it and all, but to think that your own mother who gave birth to you in one respect, gave birth to you in another one as well. Obviously you must have known a little bit about what you were doing though, as mom certainly seemed happy."
"Becky, I can't believe you're reacting to what I just told you the way that you are!"
"What do you want me to do Jake? Jump up and down, scream and yell, call you names and tell you what a horrible brother you are?"
"Well, yes! I guess," I replied pausing.
"Sorry Jake, that's not how I feel about it. Fuck! If anything, I'm jealous!"
I'd never heard my sister use the word "fuck" before either, and hearing her say it as casually as she did, not even in anger when she said it, took the wind out of me for some reason. Confused, bewildered to say the least, I just sat there looking at her as she walked around the room for a moment digesting everything we'd been talking about.



"Listen Jake," she began, coming back over to once again sit down on the couch, and once again lifting her leg up to embrace it while speaking to me.
"We've all got our dirty little secrets. Nobody's perfect, not mother, not Dawn, not even Jackie, and especially not me. And I'll tell you something else which you never knew about either, remember that week we all came home for you and your sisters graduation? Well a few days later, just before I left to come back, the three of us spent the night together getting pretty drunk and having a good time just being together again after so long apart."
I sat there listening to her, at this point expecting to hear just about anything, and no longer caring if she realized I was alternating between gazing at her luscious tits, or her obvious and extremely still very wet pussy. The words she was speaking almost background noise as I stared at those incredibly hard nipples, and a split that was becoming more defined by the second as the moisture all but pooled, ready to drip down her legs at any moment.
"Dawn suggested we play 'truth or dare' something we hadn't played together for years. It seemed silly at first, but eventually they talked me into going along with it. And so, I did. But I also decided that I wouldn't be the first one to chicken out on doing anything, no matter what. And if anything, I could be far bolder and wilder than any of my sisters would ever think about being. Boy was I wrong!"
Once again I felt my cock hardening even though it wasn't exactly my first choice. But as Becky began to relate the events of that particular evening to me, it was a little difficult not too.
"We were already wearing flimsy little nightgowns anyway, so the stage was more or less set for some kinky, naughty adventures. I just had no idea to what length the three of us would go in trying to out do one another!"
Becky began to tell me how they had "dared" one another into various situations. Most of which were fairly mild and harmless at first. One of the 'truth' questions that Dawn asked Jackie about was if she had ever done anything with another girl, to which she said "yes" without going into any further detail. As Becky explained to me, this merely raised the curiosity and interest level of what it was she had done, and so she and Dawn began to try and tickle it out of her, especially since Jackie was extremely ticklish. All this did was end up in the three of them wrestling around together, much the same way they used to do as kids. Except this time, when the wrestling got somewhat serious, clothing got shredded to the point that soon, nearly all three of them were sitting there naked after that.
"So that's when I 'dared' Jackie to show us what she did with another girl. Taking that dare, she crawled over towards me and then forcing me to lay back, proceeded to go down on me."
"You mean to tell me that Jackie ate you out?" I said in utter amazement.
"Uh huh, but that's not all Jake. Later that evening, just before you got home, we dared Dawn to sneak into your bedroom."
"And?"
"And, she did, crawling underneath your bed. Where she remained, listening to you "beating your meat" as she called it later when she described everything to us once she'd heard you snoring and knew that you had fallen asleep."
I was stunned. Sweet innocent little Dawn who had never so much as used a swear-word in her entire life had secretly hid beneath my bed and listened to me jacking off. And worse, went back later to tell her sisters all about it.
This time it was Becky's turn to stare at me. I had a tremendous hard-on, and any attempt to conceal my condition would simply draw attention to it. But Becky made no bones about noticing it, or even commenting on it.
"I see all this frank discussion has gotten you excited," She said pointedly now staring directly towards my crotch.
"I could say the same about you Becky," Motioning with my head and then looking down at her still more than obvious wet spot."
"Didn't say I wasn't Jake," she said smiling. Becky slipped a hand down inside her panties and began fingering herself right in front of me.
"What are you doing Becky?"
"What's it look like I'm doing Jake? I'm finger-fucking myself, that's what!"
First mother, and now my oldest sister, could things get any crazier that this? And the answer to that was...yes!
#
If getting, and then having an erection was awkward and increasingly difficult to put up with, confined as it was, and in such a restricted way, seeing my sister openly touching herself in front of me the way she was, was having a profound affect on me.
"Come on Jake, no secrets amongst us. You like watching me, and I'd like watching you too!"
I was too far-gone at this point to even care. All this sex talk had me climbing the walls, and even though Becky was my sister, the sight of her sitting there playing with her pussy and caressing her breasts was beyond anything I had ever experienced with anyone before. I quickly shed my clothes, more than happy to have finally freed the beast from the confines of my Levis and shorts. Even so, I was a little embarrassed when I finally did pull down my briefs and exposed my almost angry looking prick.
"Holy shit Jake!" Becky exclaimed. "You're huge!"
In truth, I really had no way of knowing how accurate my sister's statement was. Sure, I'd seen other guys in the gym class locker room, but I also knew that some guy's cocks when flaccid could get pretty fucking big. And though I considered myself average, especially when I was limp, by the look on Becky's face, that wasn't necessarily a true statement.
In the next instant, my sister had bolted off the couch and was kneeling on the floor in front of me, wrapping one hand around my prick, she then proceeded to fist her other hand around me too.
"What the hell are you doing?" I asked her.
"Measuring."
"Measuring?"
"Yeah. Believe it or not 'little brother', I've seen my share of dicks, and I'd have to say this is the biggest one I've ever seen, let alone touched. Damn Jake, I had NO idea!"
Once again, I had no idea just how scientific my sister's 'measuring' was, though I was curious on what criteria she was basing this on. Having placed both hands firmly around my shaft butting them up against one another, the head of my dick still poked through the opening of her second fist a good two inches.
"It's not only long, it's fat too. No wonder mother was grinning!"
I almost lost my erection at the mention of that. The realization once again flooding my emotions with a sense of guilt and remorse, not to mention that here I was now, with my oldest sister's hands firmly placed about my cock.
I was just getting accustomed to that sensation when Becky suddenly dipped her head and enveloped the head of my prick between her lips and began suck-kissing it.
"Fuck sis! No! No, we can't!"
Becky released my prick momentarily looking up at me with the same lusty look I'd seen on my mothers face.
"Why? Doesn't it feel good?"
"Well yeah, of course it does, shit Becky, it feels too good, but..."
"But what?" she interrupted, "You'd rather this was Dawn, or even Jackie sucking you instead? You know...as good as Jackie was at licking pussy, I bet she gives a mean blowjob as well. Frankly, I'm surprised that since the two of you were so close in age, and always doing things together that the two of you didn't fool around a little bit!"
I know my face was turning beet red.
Realization was showing in her eyes as she looked at me.
"You two DID, didn't you!" She exclaimed proudly, having ferreted out a major secret of sorts that Jackie and I had promised to keep anyone else from ever knowing about.
"It was a long, long time ago Becky. And all we really did was feel one another up occasionally whenever we were alone together. Maybe it had something to do with our being twins and all, I don't know. Maybe it was because we were the same age and experiencing the same emotions, who knows? But the fact is, we never really did anything more than that, and besides, I hadn't matured yet."
Becky giggled.
"Shit, L.B., or maybe I should start calling you B.B. instead! She'd die if she saw how BIG you really are now. I bet you weren't even half this big when you were a kid."
Becky dove back down on my cock like an Olympic champion, causing me to swallow whatever the hell else I was going to say as the sensation of that incredible mouth of hers took my breath away.
I had begun to soften only slightly, but as the magic of her mouth performed a myriad of tricks on my quickly hardening penis, I was soon as stiff and erect as I had ever been. Watching her perform the disappearing act of my prick going in and out of her mouth was another amazing performance to watch in addition to the sensation she was causing me to feel. No longer having any willpower to try and convince her that she shouldn't be kneeling here sucking my dick, I merely collapsed back against the chair I was in and succumbed to the mind numbing ministrations of her hands and lips as she caress-sucked me into oblivion.
I had closed my eyes as though this might in some way help me over come the knowledge that it was my very own sister who was so expertly licking my dick when I felt her remove her mouth from me, and then sensed her standing up. As I reopened my eyes, it was just in time to see her descend down upon me as she spread herself with one hand, and using the other to guide my cock into herself, sat down upon me in one single thrust that speared my prick inside of my sisters pussy before I could utter a single word.
"Fuck me!" I yelled. Shocked, surprised and bewildered that this was really happening.
"Ok!" Becky said wickedly. "I think I will!"
She began to move against me, rocking back and forth ever so slowly, grinding herself down against my cock which was fully embedded inside her. The feel of her hot delicious pussy wrapping itself around my prick soon chased away all thoughts of this being wrong or that we shouldn't be doing it. It felt too fucking good. The tightness of her pussy was milking me in a way I could have never done by hand, and she hadn't even lifted up off of me yet. Just clenching and unclenching the muscles of her quim as she sat astride me, letting her self adjust to the length and girth of my prick as it filled every square inch of her was the most pleasurable sensation I could have ever imagined!
When the juices of my sister's slit really began flowing, there was suddenly a little wiggle room and she began to take advantage of that by actually fucking me.
"Play with my titty's!" She said almost breathlessly. "Squeeze my nipples Jake! Make them feel as good as your cock is making my pussy feel!"
At this point I was only more than happy to oblige her. Cupping my sister's firm full breasts was an incredible treat. Her delicate rose-colored nipples had been a mesmerizing temptation anyway, and now, actually touching and fingering those swollen stiff little nubs was having the additional impact of sending electric shockwaves charging up and down my already electrocuted prick.
"Becky! Becky!" I said, trying to regain her attention for a moment. "What if I cum?"
"Hope you do!" She smiled at me in that same wicked way again.
"No, I mean..."
"Oh," she laughed, "Don't worry, I'm on the pill. Still, you're probably right, no sense taking any chances. Just let me know before you do cum, though I hope you're not a pre-mature ejaculator!" She said teasingly.
"Not so sure about that," I said honestly. "You keep this up, and I'm not sure how long I can last!"
"Long enough Jake, you're filling my cunt so completely that I know I'm gonna cum quickly myself, now just shut up and fuck me until I do!"
Taking my sisters advice, I soon latched on to one of her nipples and began sucking it almost violently. She in turn began fucking me with the same crazed desire so that soon we were thrusting back and forth against one another in such a way that it made it impossible for me to maintain a lip lock on her tit. Seconds later, Becky seemed to come to a screeching halt. She had impaled herself upon me, and then just seemed to hover there, unmoving. I felt her quiver, felt her pussy suddenly turn liquefied, and felt her quiver again, though this time she threw her head back and forth from side to side, gritting her teeth, but without making a single solitary sound. And then, from out of nowhere, she did scream!
I was so surprised that when she toppled back away from me, she nearly dislocated my cock in the process. I barely caught her as she tumbled back down onto the floor, laying her down as gently as I could. Becky had literally passed out.
"Becky! Becky! Are you ok?" I said yelling at her, wanting her to wake up. Her eyes opened though they had this far away look to them at first, finally focusing in on me, my cock sticking straight out from my crotch hovering just above her face.
"Gimme that!" She said, reaching up and then using it to pull herself up with into a sitting position. Once again Becky began to suck my prick as I stood there before her, knee's slowly weakening as she hand stroked me simultaneously sucking and licking the head of my shaft, but doing so with more vim and vigor than she had done moments ago.
"Cum all over my face little brother. I want to watch this monster prick of yours cough it up!"
"You sure that's what you want sis? Cause I tend to really shoot a lot! Especially when I'm this excited!"
"I wouldn't miss this for all the world Jake. Now do it, make me all nice and messy!"
And so, I did what sis told me to do. And once again, she truly had no idea.
#
Afterwards, we sat talking, still naked, into the wee hours of the night. She told me a little bit about the job she'd lined up for me, and we also discussed the living expenses as well as what classes I would be taking. By this time I was exhausted, and informed her that I really should be going off to bed. She agreed, standing up and latching on to my hand as she did. But instead of parting ways, I found that she was leading me off towards her bedroom.
"I'm done in sis," I told her honestly. "I really need to sleep."
"Me too," she said matter of factly. "But...just think, when we wake up in the same bed tomorrow morning!" She smiled, winked, and licked her lips. I felt my cock bob with renewed interest and followed her happily into the bedroom.
#
Saturday, the week before the Thanksgiving weekend, I was sitting in the living room watching TV when the phone rang. Becky was in taking a bath, so I answered.
"Hello?"
"Hi Jake, is Becky there?"
It was my sister Dawn, but I could tell from the sound of her voice that something was wrong.
"Yes Dawn, she is. But she's in the tub. You ok? You don't sound like it."
"No, I'm not really, would you mind getting her for me. I really need to talk to her."
I promptly took the cordless phone into the bathroom where Becky was soaking. The door wasn't even closed, so there was really no need to knock. Covering the mouthpiece with my hand, I walked in and whispered to my sister who it was.
"It's Dawn, and it sounds like she's been crying."
Obviously Becky didn't try to conceal her nudity from me, but that's not what was on her mind anyway. Taking the phone from me, she then "shooed" me from the bathroom so she could talk privately to her sister.
"Oh Jake? Close the door on your way out would you please?"
I stumbled back into the living room and started to watch the game once again, but my mind was no longer on it either. I was concerned for the welfare of my second oldest sister, and could only hope that whatever it was, Becky would find a way to comfort her or help her through whatever it was that had happened. They were on the phone together for well over an hour, and twice I had heard Becky turn on the water in order to heat the bath water back up. Obviously this was serious and I was hopeful that Becky would share with me whatever it was that had happened when she finally got off the phone.
A short time after that Becky came out of the bathroom. Normally she would simply dry off and come out either naked, or wearing nothing more than a pair of her panties. This time however she came out with the towel still wrapped around her, and still wet from the bath. This really was serious.
"Well, looks like Dawn will be coming to live with us for a little while." she stated. And then proceeded to tell me how Dawn had come home to find her husband in bed with another woman. For all intents and purposes, their marriage was over.
"Poor kid. And just before Thanksgiving too. Just as well she find out now before they had any children I guess," Becky added. "I guess it's a really good thing I got a three bedroom apartment huh?"
Though I was sorry to hear about my sister's marriage, I wasn't sorry to hear they were separating, if not eventually divorcing. I hadn't much liked her husband from the very beginning anyway.
"Guess it's a good thing I took the small bedroom huh?" I said trying to lighten up the mood a little.
"Damn," Becky said suddenly. "Not only that, I guess we're going to have to try and behave ourselves a little more now too."
I hadn't thought of that. But in a way, perhaps it was for the better. Becky and I had spent nearly every night in the same bed together, fucking like crazy whenever, and wherever we wanted to. I think we'd managed to do it in nearly every room of the apartment, including outside on the balcony late one evening.
"Maybe we'd better cut things off completely sis. After all, its not like anyone else would look kindly on what you and I've been doing. Especially Dawn. Jackie might be a LITTLE more open minded about things, but I'm sure even she would be shocked to hear what you and I've been doing. Not to mention what Dawn would say if she ever found out. And especially now, after what she's just been through."
"There's no way we're going to stop everything Jake. We'll just need to be careful from now on, very, very careful. That's all."
So much for the out I had given her, as well as myself. On the one hand I really didn't want to stop fucking my sister, but on the other hand, I also knew that eventually it would come out one way or the other, and I wasn't looking forward to what might happen when it did.
Becky left the following morning for the drive back to pick up our sister. She'd spend the night helping her to finish packing up what little she was bringing with her, then they'd start back the following Monday. That evening I waited nervously for them to arrive. And even though it was late, I paced the apartment like a worried father. When the phone rang, I nearly jumped out of my skin, as they were an hour overdue as it was.
"Becky?"
I hadn't even bothered saying hello, hoping that it would be my sister with news on where they were and when they might be pulling in.
"Hi Jake," Becky said. But it was extremely difficult to hear what she was saying from the sounds of very loud music in the background.
"As you can imagine, Dawn's still pretty upset, so we decided to stop off at the club on the way home for a few drinks. She's doing better now, but I thought I'd better call you and let you know we're still going to be a while. Do you want to drive down and join us?" She asked.
"No, that's ok sis. You two have a good time, but just be careful. If you need a ride home, call me and I'll come get you."
"No worries. I'm nursing a glass of wine so I'll be fine. Dawn on the other hand has already had two rum and cokes."
"Two? Shit Becky, Dawn usually takes all night to finish even one!"
"I know...like I said, we'll be here a bit longer, she just ordered a third."
Becky hung up after that and knowing they were safe and well, decided to turn in and go to sleep. There was no telling when they finally would get home, and there was no point in my staying up worrying about them any longer.



The next thing I remember is Becky sliding into my bed next to me and cuddling up, naked.
"Becky?" I said still half asleep. "You really think this is a good idea?"
"Don't worry, Dawn passed out an hour ago. I just checked on her, and she's out cold."
"She alright?"
"At the moment, but she's apt to wake up in the morning with one hell of a hang over!"
I felt Becky reaching around me and begin to caress my very soft cock back to life.
"You're not too tired are you?" She asked with a hint of a little girls voice as she spoke.
"Tired? No, not really. Just a little nervous is all, what about Dawn?"
"Don't worry, she's fine and besides, I don't think she could make it out of her bed if she tried. And even if she did try, we'd hear her long before she ever discovered where we were, or what we were doing."
"Still Becky, we'd probably better try and be quiet."
Becky laughed, quietly. "It's not me that gets noisy when I'm cumming, more like you we have to worry about."
"Oh yeah? What about that first night, and that ear-piercing scream you made?"
"I only do that when it's really, really good," she said with a bit of a giggle.
"So you mean all the other times weren't as good as that one?" I said teasingly.
"Shut up and eat me," Becky said half seriously.
Which is what I was doing when the door opened to my bedroom. I was too busy to notice however, but Becky certainly did.
"Dawn? Oh fuck! Jake? Dawn?"
I came up from between Becky's legs like a missile just fired off. Too stunned to speak, about all I could think to do was wipe the excess wetness from around my mouth and stare into the semi-darkness to where my other sister stood in the doorway.
"Having fun are we?" Dawn said sarcastically.
"I thought you, you..."
"Had passed out?" She finished saying for Becky. It was obvious she really was drunk as she had to hold onto the doorknob, and even then she was wobbly as she stood there trying to keep her balance.
"I wondered what was going on when you came into the room to check on me, then I heard you leave, but instead of going back to your room, I heard you open the door to Jakes room instead. I thought maybe you two were sitting up talking, so I thought I'd join you. Obviously, you weren't exactly talking were you?"
"Dawn...it's not what you think," I said lamely, unsure of what else to try and say under the circumstances.
"Oh? You mean I'm so fucking drunk that I'm hallucinating? You really weren't licking my sister's cunt? Is that it?"
"Well, no. That's not what I meant really, only that maybe we should talk, let me try and explain this to you if I can."
"To hell with that!" Dawn said, and then suddenly she had reached down and pulled her nightgown up and over her head so she was standing there in the nude.
"I said I decided to come and join you, and after seeing what's going on, I think I still will. Though admittedly I hadn't expected to join the two of you having sex together."
Becky hadn't said a single word after Dawn had cut her off. But she did so now.
"Sis, maybe you better think about this first. I'm not even going to try and explain anything to you at the moment, not in the state you're in anyway. But with everything you've been through, I don't want you doing something you'll regret later."
"The only thing I'll regret later is not fucking that enormous cock!" She was staring down at me now, seeing me for the first time. "Who knew?" She said coming closer and sitting down on the bed next to me. "No wonder the two of you are doing it! Gawd Becky, can you believe the size of this thing?" Dawn had reached over and placed her hand around my penis, giving it a few tentative strokes.
Finally Becky laughed, doing her best Laurel and Hardy imitation. "Well now, look at the fine mess you've gotten us into!"
"Me!" I shot back at her, you were the one that started all this!"
"Not hardly, you were the one who fucked mother, or have you forgotten?"
"You...fucked...mother?"
For a second or so, I think time stopped. Nobody said a thing, and I even winced, closing my eyes, waiting for the explosion to happen.
"Ok, now...you gotta tell me this story!" Dawn said, sitting down on the bed cross-legged just like in the old days when sometimes we all got together late at night on Becky's bed and told one another interesting little tales.
"Later Dawn...if you recall, Jake was licking my pussy when you walked in on us. And just for the record, I'm still horny. Very horny. So, if you're serious about sticking around that's up to you, we can talk about all of this later. Right now, I want Jake to finish what he started."
I was looking back and forth between my sisters in disbelief that ANY of this was taking place. I wasn't sure we should be doing what we were doing, especially now, and Becky wanted me to go back to licking her cunt! As for Dawn, I was still stunned at her reaction, which was so totally out of character for her that I knew she had to be drunk, and with any luck would doubt any of this actually happened in the morning if we somehow managed to convince her she'd simply been having a bad dream or something. But it was soon evident that all of those thoughts and ideas were nothing more than my silly imagination looking for a way out, which wasn't going to happen.
"Cool with me sis. You don't mind then if I play with him a little while he's eating you then right?"
Just like in the old days, they discussed things amongst themselves as though I wasn't even there.
"Fine with me," she said smiling. And then laid back down on the bed, once again spreading her legs. "Jake?"
I was still a little nervous about Dawn's being there, but even as I went back to licking my older sisters clit, the feel of Dawn's mouth surrounding the head of my dick still took me by surprise. I soon pushed the thought of that back into the little space I'd set aside to deal with later and once again began to enjoy the feel and taste of her incredible pussy. Dawn's almost too gentle sucking made that a whole lot easier too as I soon forgot all about the two women being my sisters. Becky had had a small little orgasm and immediately decided we needed to switch places with one another, something that Dawn was more than happy to want to do.
"You know what really pisses me off?" She said as the two of them switched places with one another. "Was that Larry hardly ever went down on me, and yet...when I came into the bedroom and caught him with that red-headed bitch, he was eating her cunt! Can you imagine that?"
"And I really love having my pussy licked," she turned now smiling at me, finally including me in their on-going conversation, though this hadn't been the way I'd expected it.
"Jeez you two. Does that 'look' run in the family or something?" I asked
"What look?" They both asked simultaneously.
"Never mind," I answered.
The fact I'd never seen or fully appreciated just how big Dawn's boobs were suddenly hit me. Up until now I thought Becky's tits were good sized, which they were. But Dawn really did have incredibly large breasts that I hadn't fully appreciated until actually seeing them for the first time.
"You mind if I play with these a little first?" I asked her, feeling a little bit like a naughty boy who might still get slapped for asking for something he shouldn't have.
"Hmmmm, be my guest," Dawn answered me. "Never figured you for a breast man."
"Just never realized how big they were I guess," I told her.
Now it was Dawn's turn to laugh. "Guess that makes two of us!"
"Hey...you know what I'd really like to do?" Once again venturing off into the wild unknown.
They both sat there looking at me, wondering.
"Would the two of you mind lying down, side by side for a few minutes?"
Curious, but without saying anything, they did exactly that. I then moved up and straddled them both, placing their legs together and then sitting on them that way, I was easily able to reach down and finger them both at the same time. I did a little of that, and then began to take turns sucking their breasts, alternating back and forth between them, sucking, licking, or merely caressing and rubbing their hard nipples with my fingers.
"You're gonna make me cum again if you keep doing that," Becky told me after a while.
"And? That would be a bad thing?" I asked.
"No, but poor Dawn here hasn't even cum once yet. And I don't want her to feel like I'm the one getting all the attention."
"Oh...don't worry sis. You can cum however which way you want to. I've never cum while being eaten yet, not ever. Like I said, Larry hardly ever even did it let alone to orgasm. So, if Jake here's as good with his tongue as I think he is, I might just get to finally enjoy that yet!"
Well with a request like that, who was I to deny Dawn her desire? Almost immediately I dove down into her smooth bare pussy. Like Becky, she had a sweetness to her that was every bit as exciting to run my tongue through, looking for every delectable little droplet of moisture I could find. Maybe I was a novice at this, but the fact that I honestly enjoyed it maybe made up for my lack of experience. I couldn't get enough of either of my sister's cunts, and would have in fact licked pussy for hours if they'd let me. That...and take a breather every once in a while just to keep from locking my jaws up. But beyond that, making love to a woman's juicy slick cute looking quim was probably the penultimate pleasure for me, next to actually cumming myself of course, but it was a damn close second!
The best part for me was hearing my sister's deep-throated groan of pure pleasure when she finally came. I think she literally turned inside out when she did. Even has hard as I'd heard and seen Becky cum, I don't think that even she had come as close to the intensity of orgasm that Dawn had when she finally did so herself. For one thing, Dawn showered my face with a wet spray of female cum cream that amazed all of us, especially herself as she had never done that before...ever! And secondly, because my sister had never experienced a multiple orgasm before either, and to be honest, I lost count after the fifth or sixth time she came unglued. Even Becky had to comment on the fact she'd never seen anyone carry on like that before, which had ended with Dawn laughing and giggling hysterically afterwards, almost to the point where I had actually begun to worry about her.
"Fuck Jake, that was incredible! No wonder!"
"No wonder...what?" I asked, almost afraid of what she might say.
"Well, no wonder mom was still smiling when she came over to see how I was doing. Did you eat her like that too? Which reminds me, when do I get to here the rest of the story?"
This time Becky came to my rescue. "In all fairness sis, there's plenty of time for all that tomorrow. I think that since each of us has had, and enjoyed several orgasms already, that it's about time that you and I take care of our little brother here first, don't you think?"
"Yes, of course you're right Becky," Dawn said. And since he's the first...and ONLY man who's ever gotten me off like that...and wonderfully I might add. Then I think the two of us should do something equally as special for him don't you think?"
"What would you suggest sis?" Becky questioned agreeably.
"Have you ever fucked a woman in the ass before?" She said looking at me.
Becky burst out laughing. "Dawn? You're probably not going to believe this...but he was a virgin until mother."
"Mom got your cherry?"
"Ok...can we change the subject here and go back to the other thing?" I asked.
"Oh yeah...right. Well, I guess you haven't then. Well Jake, just for the record, neither have I. Larry always wanted to, but as he was so unwilling to do what it was I wanted him to, I kept telling him no. But I have been curious to see what it might feel like."
"Ah, Dawn. Are you forgetting something?" Becky said, holding up her arm and wrapping her fist around her wrist. "You really sure you want to try that...with Jake?"
"Got any KY?" She asked. "I think we'll need it."
"Well you maybe...but I'm not about to try and take that monster up my ass. Takes me a little getting used to it even inside my cunt, let alone having that behemoth burrowing up inside me there."
"She's right Dawn," I said, "and besides, I don't want to hurt you. Nothings worth hurting someone no matter how curious you might be about it."
"I appreciate your concerns you two, and I promise, if it does hurt too much, then I'll stop. But I really would like to try it. OK?"
With that, Becky got out of bed and headed towards the bathroom where she emerged with a partially used tube of KY.
"Make sure you use plenty of it on yourself, as well as Jake's dick there. If you're really serious about this, I'd suggest you use the whole fucking thing!" Becky stated half seriously.
Dawn positioned herself on the bed on her hands and knees.
"Just go slow Jake. And if I tell you to stop, then don't move a muscle until I tell you otherwise," she warned me.
Becky proceeded to use a vast quantity of the lubricant on my penis, making sure that I was thoroughly coated, and then began to do the same thing to Dawn's cute puckered little ass-hole. Once this had been accomplished, Becky placed the tip of my prick at the opening of Dawn's ass and held me there.
"Ok...slowly Jake...really, really slow."
It took a while to even get just the head of my prick inside her ass it was so tight. But as Becky continued to guide it, soothing my sister and stroking her to stimulate as well as relax her, we eventually managed to get not only the bulbous head of my cock inside, but another couple of inches too before she told me to stop while she got accustomed to it.
"Oh fuck he's big!" Dawn groaned.
"You ok?" Becky asked her. "Is it too much? Do you want him to take it out?"
"Oh no! I just need to sit here for a second. It's...it's such a full feeling!" She breathed deeply.
For myself, the pressure was exquisite, and it was all I could do to keep from filling her ass full of cum even while just sitting there and not moving.
"OK, keep going, just like you were though, nice and slow."
Becky was no longer holding onto my cock, which was starting to contribute to my lack of control, so I was a little grateful when she finally released me. Becky reached down and lovingly began to pet and stroke Dawn's pussy, which was a delightful surprise for both of us. Knowing she was doing this, and seeing her actually doing it was incredibly hot! Even Dawn was thrilled by Becky's touch as she caressed and lightly tickled her clit, and occasionally reached down to also caress and play with those incredible heavy-hanging breasts as they dangled down and slowly swayed from side to side as Dawn gyrated back against me in her continuing effort to slowly engulf me fully inside her.
"I know what will help," Becky stated excitedly. She suddenly slid beneath her sister who was only then realizing what she was about to do to her.
"Oh...fuck yes Becky!" Dawn cried out with excitement as her sister positioned herself beneath her and began to playfully lick her pussy. Unexpectedly, Dawn was perfectly positioned to do the same thing to her of course, which was a total surprise, especially as Dawn had never done anything like this before, and not only was she now kissing and licking another woman's cunt, but it happened to be her sister's on top of everything else.
Seeing all this, I was really struggling with just standing there at the end of the bed, my prick not quite half buried in my sister's ass, and doing everything I could think of to not spurt my full balls into her right there and then. It was at that exact moment that I felt Dawn sort of lunge back against me, and in the next instant I was hilted into her totally and completely.
The moan-groan that escaped Dawn's lips even as she continued to keep her face in Becky's wet slit was telling. It was obvious that the pleasure she was feeling was well beyond her expectations, and she now rhythmically began to move against me in a much smoother motion.
"OK, now...slowly fuck me Jake, fuck me!"
I was surprised at the ease of my prick as I finally withdrew until only the head of my dick remained inside my sister's ass. And though I didn't exactly ram it back into her as I slid fully back inside that fuck tunnel, I certainly didn't go back in as slowly as I had been either. Dawn gasped at the pleasured intrusion of her ass, and once again moaned softly into her sister's cunt.
"Oh yes...yes! Do me Jake...fuck my ass!"
I knew there was no way I was going to be able to hold out much longer. Try as I might, the feel of her tight ass slithering up and down my shaft as I slid in and out of her was too much for my inexperienced prick to withstand. That...and the slurpy, slushy sounds my sisters were making as they licked and sucked each other's cunts was a stimulus that was simply overloading my senses.
"I don't...think...I can last...much, much longer," I stuttered through gritted teeth.
Later, I learned that hearing this; Becky had clamped down on Dawn's clit and drew it inside her mouth sucking it fiercely. The sensation of that, coupled with my dick buried deeply inside her ass triggered her orgasm. When Dawn exploded, feeling the way Becky was sucking her little nubbin, she did the exact same thing to Becky's, sucking her clit for all she was worth, which caused my other sister to climax as well. Though I was vaguely aware that something was taking place, and assumed they were each cumming, I was already pumping out wad after wad of hot fresh sperm inside my sister's ass. No longer able to withstand the caress my cock had been receiving from her, and hearing their pleasures, I simply emptied my nuts inside her in one gigantic climatic thrust, which nearly sent me flying over her backside.
We lay in a crumpled heap for a considerable amount of time, simply trying to catch our breaths and recover from the mind-blowing experience we'd just shared together. I was almost to the point of falling asleep, so relaxed and so incredibly satisfied that a moment more, I would have been. But then Dawn finally spoke before I could.
"Ok...now, what's this about mother?"
#
Later that morning we sat around Becky's small kitchen table drinking our first cup of morning coffee while she prepared breakfast for all of us. I didn't have any classes until late in the afternoon, and since Becky had taken the day off work to sit and visit with her sister, it gave us all a chance to catch up, and at Dawn's persistence, finally allow me to fully explain the whole story to her.
True to form, Becky wore nothing but a pair of frilly laced panties while she busied herself about the kitchen scrambling a large batch of eggs and frying up heaps of delicious smelling sausage. I was ravenous anyway after having worked up quite a healthy appetite.
Even Dawn sat across from me in little more than what our sister wore, which consisted of one of Becky's cut-off tank tops that barely concealed the lower half of her enormous breasts. Her semi-erect nipples still strained invitingly against the thin material of the baby-blue top, and as exhausted as I had been from our lengthy session together, I still felt the faint stirrings of arousal in my satiated cock as it shifted in the pajama bottom's I'd worn.
"So what are your plans for the day?" I asked innocently.
"Oh...I dunno," Becky said flatly as she stood before the stove scrambling the eggs. "I suppose after you leave, Dawn and I will curl up in bed together and lick one another's cunts for a while I guess."
I glanced up towards Becky, but she made no indication to me one way or the other if she was being serious or not as she continued to stand there fixing our breakfast. Even when I turned to face Dawn, she gave no more of an indication to me than her sister did that what she'd said had either shocked or surprised her.



"Sounds good to me," Dawn stated just as easily. "By the way...you still have any of those toys you used to use all the time?"
That statement did catch my sister Becky off guard a little. I noticed that she finally looked in Dawn's direction with an expression of surprise etched in her face, though there was also a twinkle of very interested naughtiness behind that now famous look.
"How'd you know about those?" She asked honestly, no longer fucking around with my head, if indeed that's what the two of them had been doing.
Dawn was smiling, looking directly back at her. She sat back straight, those incredible breasts pressing against the material, teasing me.
"Oh come on sis. We shared a bedroom after all. And eventually I found that secret little stash of vibrators you kept hidden. At first, I had no idea what the hell they even were, but then one night when you thought I was asleep, I feigned snoring like I usually did, and lay there listening to that soft little humming sound some of them made. I knew then what it was you were doing and was determined to find out for myself just what all the fuss was about. Laying there listening to you fucking that thing in and out of your pussy at night had me climbing the walls. I don't think you ever really knew just how badly I wanted to watch you using it on yourself...or frankly, have you use one of them on me!"
"Did you ever borrow and use one of them then?" Becky asked.
"Nope, never did. I did sneak one out once and turned it on just to see what it felt like in my hand, but mother was home, and I didn't dare try using it with her there."
Once again they were talking back and forth to one another as though I didn't even exist.
"Um...excuse me, but all this talk about the two of you eating one another, or using toys on one another is starting to get me horny all over again," I said bluntly, surprised at myself for being able to do so, but at the moment, not really caring if my speaking honestly about it surprised either of my sisters.
Becky looked over at Dawn who then looked at her and smiled. They were both grinning with that naughty-lustful look that I was starting to really enjoy seeing now.
"I suppose breakfast could wait," Becky said dumping the finished eggs onto a plate.
"Yes...we do have a microwave after all," Dawn said, pulling up the tiny almost non-existent piece of cloth she'd been wearing over her breasts.
"What about the sausage?" I asked stupidly.
"Yeah...speaking of which, lets see just how aroused your sausage is," Becky added, as she quickly stepped out of her panties and flung them at me.
Needless to say, I was late for class that afternoon. But it had certainly been worth it.
#
Sadly, the rest of the week wasn't nearly as exciting as it had started out. For myself, my class schedule coupled with working kept me away until late in the evening most nights. Becky too had been putting in long hours working on an important account, so that on a couple of nights, we didn't even see one another at all. And though Dawn had stayed home most of the time still trying to decide if she was eventually going to move back closer to mother, or try and find a job here and live with Becky for a while instead, she wasn't in the best of moods. She'd been on the phone twice with her soon to be ex, trying to work out the details of their impending divorce, which had really dampened any sexual appetite she might have had.
All this "alone" time wasn't helping me out emotionally now either. Once again I began to contemplate the unusual living conditions, not to mention the relationship we'd all been having with one another, albeit as brief as it had been up unto this point. But it was enough that those 'guilt'-pangs were once again starting to gnaw at me, especially when I also remembered that Thanksgiving weekend was nearly here, and with the arrival of that...would also be the arrival of my mother, and twin sister, whom I had not seen or spoken to since my arrival.
The night before Thanksgiving, we had the first free time together since that previous Monday. Mom and Jackie were due to arrive mid-morning as they were leaving extremely early. Dawn had spent the better part of the day cleaning and straightening the apartment as well as the bedrooms. Mom would share Becky's with her, and Jackie with Dawn. In a way I was almost grateful that Jackie would soon be there, if nothing else, maybe her presence would keep things from being too weird or uncomfortable around mom, though I now doubted she would say or do anything else around me even if she hadn't been there. After all, she had no idea what else had been happening between the three of us. And that was about the last thing I needed her to find out about. After what we'd done, I could only imagine her blaming herself for Becky, Dawn and I getting involved, and throwing her back into a really deep depression, or worse.
Dawn had also managed to mix up a couple of batches of Jell-O shooters as a way of relaxing and spending the evening together before the anticipated and hectic holiday weekend. Becky got home from work a lot earlier than usual and immediately slipped into her favorite attire. Topless and wearing a pair of tight-fitting bikini briefs. Dawn was considerably more conservative in her attire, though what she had chosen to wear was just as tantalizing to see. A tight fitting lace blouse with a criss-cross tie in front that barely contained her bare breasts, along with short-shorts that left the bottom's of her tight firm ass poking out.
"Well," Becky said as she slipped a spoon full of Tequila flavored green Jell-O into her mouth, "I think we should make a real night of it, especially as it's been a while, and especially since we'll have company over the next few days."
"Speaking of which," Dawn began as she took the tray from Becky as she passed it to her. "Are you sure the sleeping accommodations are going to work?"
"What do you mean?" Becky asked.
"Well, maybe Jackie should share your bedroom with you instead."
"You'd prefer to sleep with mother?" Becky asked incredulously.
"Hell no! But, mom might prefer to sleep in Jake's room!" With that, the two of them burst out laughing. And for a moment I was taken aback, until I realized they were only teasing me of course, but having little else to fight back with, I flung a spoonful of Jell-O at them both, which turned into one of those famous wrestling matches we'd all enjoyed having way back when we were kids.
Becky had immediately charged at me and wrestled me down off of the couch onto the floor. About that time Dawn joined the fray, pinning my arms down over my head while Becky sat on me, bouncing up and down as hard as she could in an effort to wind me and cause me to tire. The problem was, watching her do that with those breasts of hers bouncing up and down wildly was giving me renewed strength.
Reaching back, I broke Dawn's hold on me and immediately grabbed her breasts and squeezed them almost has hard as I could.
"Ouch!" Dawn screamed, releasing her hold on me in an effort to break away. "Watch out Becky, he's loose!"
Once I was free from Dawn, I then reached up and immediately grabbed a hold of Becky's tits and squeezed them as well, figuring that she too would immediately try and rise and get up off of me. Instead, she leaned forward grabbing my arms and forcing me onto my back once again.
"Hurry Dawn, come around here and yank his pants off!" She told her.
With her breasts planted in my face, I quickly changed tactics and without intending to actually do my sister bodily harm, did manage to clamp down on one of her nipples with my teeth and threaten to actually bite it.
By this time I could feel Dawn undoing my pants and begin yanking them off. I didn't exactly struggle and deny her the ability to do so, but I remained laying there with Becky's tit still in my mouth and nipped at it as well as sucked it from time to time about as hard as I could.
"Hurry Dawn...Jake's about to bite my nipple off!" She screamed.
I was already sufficiently hard that my cock immediately sprang up when I felt my pants and shorts come off together.
"Now what?" Dawn asked.
"Grab his nuts and squeeze them!" Becky suggested.
That did it. I let go of my sister's tits and made a real effort now to get away from her before Dawn did what Becky had told her to do.
I was still too slow however; surprised that Becky could still somehow manage to keep me pinned beneath her, though up until now I hadn't made any real serious effort to break away. I felt Dawn's hand grab my cock, fully expecting to next feel her hand crushing my balls when instead, I felt her slip her mouth over the head of my dick and do a lip-lock on it. When she did that...I was the one suddenly turned to Jell-O, content to lie there perfectly still. As though reading my mind, she reached up onto the coffee table where she'd put the tray of Jell-O shooters and took a large spoon-full into her mouth.
"What are you doing back there?" Becky asked, realizing I had quit trying to get away, and was in fact about as complacent as I could possibly be, but it had a lot to do with the incredible sensation of cold jigglely Jell-O bathing my cock. Turning around, she saw that Dawn had my penis in her mouth and was simply holding me there. Dawn looked up at her then, smiled and showed that she firmly had her mouth pressing against the fleshy knob of my head swishing it with that cool tingly Jell-O.
"Way to go sis!" Becky laughed. "Hey...can you hold him there like that for a second?"
Dawn winked at her, and though I am sure I could have easily gotten away, I wasn't about to force Dawn to stop what she was so wonderfully doing to my prick, easily making the decision to just lay there and find out what my other sister was up to instead.
A minute or two later, Becky came walking back out into the living room and I saw she was carrying that tube of KY jelly we'd used the other night...along with a slim purple colored vibrator.
"Dawn said she wanted to see for herself how these work," she said to us both. And I smiled when I thought that she was going to use it on Dawn's pussy from behind as she continued to kneel there with my captured cock in her mouth. Even Dawn readjusted herself so that Becky could do just that, expecting her once she'd lubricated it, to maybe slip it inside of her and let her experience what it felt like. Imagine my surprise when I saw Becky lean over and felt her apply the hard firm tip of it against my ass.
"Hold him Dawn," Becky said seriously. And then she turned on the toy and slowly began to insert it into my ass.
At this point it was obvious that Becky was serious about doing this, and as I was a little unsure as to what if anything I could do about it without seriously injuring myself. Even Dawn released me suddenly, though I wasn't about to try anything, or go anywhere and sat up expectantly watching Becky as she continued to slowly slide the vibrating toy into me.
To be honest, I was more than a little afraid at this point, but to my immediate surprise, it really started to feel good. Dawn began to softly stroke my cock at the same time that Becky was slowly fucking my ass with the toy. Becky then leaned over and took the tip of it inside her mouth and began tonguing it as she continued to tease my ass, and as Dawn continued to slowly slide her hand up and down my dick, feeding it to my sister.
"Don't make him cum yet!" Dawn warned her sister. Obviously by the tightness of my balls, she had realized I was uncontrollably moving in that direction. Becky removed the toy from my ass tossing it aside.
"Got any more of those?" Dawn asked.
Becky reached down and pulled Dawn up leading her off towards the bedroom. I continued to lie there for a moment longer, watching my sisters as they walked towards the bedroom hand in hand. Finally, Becky looked over her shoulder in my direction.
"Well? You cumming?" She purposely emphasized, and then winked at me when she did. I immediately stood up and followed my hard-on after them.
Becky opened her nightstand drawer and removed yet another of her battery operated dicks. This one was flesh colored and actually looked more like a cock with a slight curvature to it, much the same way my own cock had in appearance.
Becky positioned Dawn down on her bed and had me sit on the side of it next to her. Turning on the toy, she began to gently run it around the outside of Dawn's pussy letting her get used to the vibration of it, and stimulating her expectantly at the same time. With my sister's incredible breasts so easily accessible, I couldn't help but reach over and begin to toy with each of them, rolling those very erect thick nipples between my fingers, and kneading the soft pliant fleshiness of each wonderfully fat tit in my hands.
One thing Dawn didn't need was any lubrication. Becky had slipped a couple of fingers inside our sister's cunt and made sure she was all wet and ready. Watching her lick off Dawn's juices made my cock twitch with lusty anticipation. Before long she began to probe Dawn's pussy with the softly humming toy and gradually began to insert it inside her, twisting slowly about and letting Dawn's reactions dictate to her what to do with it next.
"Oh shit that feels good!" Dawn exclaimed, rotating her ass against the bed in conjunction with the in and out fucking she was getting from the toy. Dawn had reached over and found my stiff penis waiting for her, and began playing with it almost subconsciously. I'm not even sure she was truly aware of what she was doing, which was fine as she was obviously enjoying the feel of Becky's vibrator for the first time, but her hand still felt great as she held it, stroked it, and occasionally squeezed it.
Becky had slipped her hand down to her pussy and was busily fingering herself at the same time she continued to fuck Dawn with the dildo. I watched as she almost furiously labored her clit, and knew my sister was capable of experiencing multiple quick little orgasms when she did this. And this time was no exception.
Becky threw her head back, and for a moment forgot all about the toy in Dawn's cunt, and simply got her self off. Dropping it, she reached up and began to twist one of her nipples, still finger fucking her self, and crying out with pleasure simultaneously. Seeing this, Dawn reached down, picking up the neglected toy and began to ram it in and out of herself as hard and as fast as she could until she too was yelling and screaming out with pleasure. Not to be left out, I took over the job of masturbating my dick, and quickly joined the two of them in their pleasures, watching the initial eruption of my prick spewing geysers of cum cream which began to land all over Dawn's tits covering them in white sticky streamers that pooled in erotic looking little puddles of pleasure all over her breasts.
After we had all gathered ourselves back together a little bit, we decided to finish off the rest of the tray of Jell-O shooters. I was nominated of course to go back out to the living room to retrieve it. I had done so, picking it up and began to head back into the bedroom when the sound of the door opening caught my attention. I spun around, hoping that someone had engaged the safety chain, but saw only the startled look on my twin sister's face as she walked in. At least I wasn't sporting an erection, but my standing there naked carrying a tray of Jell-O into Becky's bedroom wasn't exactly something that would be easy to explain either.
"Uh...mom's downstairs parking the car," she stated looking back over her shoulder, and then quickly stepping in the rest of the way, closing the door. "You have company?" She finally said smiling as though she had just figured things out. "If you do...you'd better go in and warn her."
Just then Becky came wandering out...still nude herself. "What's taking you so...long." she actually finished saying, staring at my bewildered twin sister. Whose mouth suddenly dropped open about three feet.
"Holy fucking shit!" Jackie exclaimed then. "And...so where's Dawn?" She asked.
"Right here," Dawn answered, coming out of the bedroom, also nude. "Where's mother?"
"Downstairs parking the car. Anyone want to explain to me what the fuck is going on here?"
Once again, I'd never heard Jackie utter a single cuss-word, let alone saying the word "fuck"!
"Well obviously we're going to have to," Becky said stepping forward towards the door, opening it slightly in order to listen for the sounds of footsteps coming down the hall. "But it's going to have to wait until later, after we've all gone to bed. When I am SURE mom's asleep, I'll join the two of you in Dawn's bedroom, and then the three of us will have a nice long chat."
"Count on it," Jackie said a little coolly...looking towards me with what I perceived to be as both shock as well as disappointment coming from her eyes. She opened her mouth as though to speak to me, but then Becky heard our mother coming and quickly told us to run and put something on. She threw Jackie a knowing look that said not to say a word about what she'd seen, and Jackie acknowledged it by turning to me and reminding me I better get my bare ass back into my own bedroom and find something to wear.
I somehow managed to reach down and retrieve my discarded pants off of the living room floor which caused my twin sister to give me another questioning look, and made it into my bedroom, closing the door just as she opened it to allow my mother to come in. By the time I had finished getting redressed, I could hear Becky and Dawn talking to her and greeting her in the other room.
"I'm surprised to see you here already," Becky was telling her.
"Yeah...we decided to get an early start. I really didn't want to be driving on Thanksgiving, and there's so much to do. I figured you'd all still be up anyway, and knew you wouldn't mind if we came up early," I heard mother saying.
"Mom said you'd given her a key to your apartment, just in case we ever came and you weren't here. Aren't you glad she gave it to me?" Jackie said stating the obvious.
I came out of my room then, and looked at my mother for the first time since I'd left. I wasn't sure what her reaction would be and hoped she wouldn't look away or something when she did see me. To my surprise, her face lit up and she immediately crossed over to where I was standing and embraced me with an enormous hug.
"You're looking well. Is your sister feeding you enough?" She asked, pushing me away to have a look at me.
"Oh yeah...no problem," I answered awkwardly.
"Uh Jake?" Jackie asked me. "So...what was it you ate tonight? Besides Jell-O I mean?"
There wasn't any doubt as to what she was referring to of course, and worse, she was deriving a great deal of self-satisfaction in having me caught by the short-hairs. I gave my sister a cautioning look, and then looked over towards Becky and Dawn for support. But both of them were grinning.
"What's so funny?" Mom asked, catching on that something had been said that had some sort of hidden meaning.
"Oh nothing...really," I said trying to regroup. "Just that we were having a few Jell-O shooters when Jackie walked in. I guess she found that sort of funny, like maybe that's all we'd had for dinner or something."
"Jell-O shooters? What on earth are those?" Mom asked.
"Oh...just Jell-O filled with one kind of an alcohol or another." Jackie offered by way of explanation.
"Oh really? What do they taste like?"
"Here," Dawn said, picking up the tray of Jell-O that I had all but thrown back down onto the coffee table in my haste to make it back to my room before mother walked in and saw me standing there buck-naked.
Grabbing a large spoon full of peach flavored Jell-O and peach schnapps, mom savored it momentarily and then had another.



"Damn...those really are good aren't they?" She said.
"I'd be really careful if I were you mother. Those can be pretty strong and take you by surprise. One minute you're doing shooters, and the next, you're standing around in the middle of the living room without any clothes on and wondering what happened." Jackie said with a wicked gleam in her eye.
All three of us threw daggers at Jackie then, but she stood her ground throwing them right back at us and defying us to say anything. It was her way of reminding us that we'd better come clean with her and explain to her what it was we had been up to. If we didn't, well I for one didn't want to imagine the rest, though I was only halfway glad I wouldn't be in the bedroom with her when my sisters finally did explain to her what had really been going on.
Mother laughed however, which meant we had dodged that bullet, but then took another large spoonful of Jell-O anyway. "This really IS good. I can see why you young kids have taken to doing these!" She stated. "But yes...I can also see why you have to be careful about how many you...what, shoot is it?" She said taking yet another large spoonful.
She winked at me when she said that. Which sent all kinds of weird signals my way. I wasn't sure if she was still referring to the Jell-O, or if she had secretly said something else to me instead. Either way, I wasn't sure I wanted to know which one it was for sure.
About an hour later mom mentioned that even though it was still fairly early, she was tired after the long drive and wanted to turn in.
"I know you girls have a lot of catching up to do anyway," she said. "So I'll leave you to it, and see you all in the morning."
I indicated that I had had a long day myself, and had decided to turn in as well. Leaving the opportunity for the girls to go ahead and disappear into Dawn's bedroom where they could finally somehow explain things to Jackie. Although how they were going to do that was a mystery to me, and I fully expected some sort of reproach from her in the morning. But at the moment, I really was too tired to care, and too relieved that things hadn't been anywhere's near as bad around my mother as they could have been.
I gave Jackie a friendly goodnight kiss on the cheek, wondering briefly if it was the last one she'd ever let me give her, then watched the three of them disappear inside Dawn's bedroom. I lay in bed tossing and turning for a while trying to get to sleep, and eventually did. But it was only a half sleep at best, filled with all kinds of strange dreams, many of which didn't make much sense. Including when I opened my eyes to the sound of my mother's voice standing in the dark just inside my room.
"Jake? Jake? Are you still awake?" She was asking me.
"Mother?"
"I thought this might be a good time for you and I to talk," she said, coming over to sit on the bed next to me.
The first thing I thought was that I really needed to start locking my bedroom door.
"What is it?" I asked. "What's wrong?"
"Oh nothing really. I just thought since the girls are all off sleeping together, that now might be the best time for you and I to talk about what happened."
Now I was wide-awake.
"Mom...about the other night. I'm really, really sorry that it happened!"
"Why? I'm not. In fact...I'm glad it did Jake. I mean, I Know it was wrong...certainly. But you woke something in me that I haven't felt in years, and I'm not about to say that I don't enjoy feeling like a woman again after all this time. I haven't had an orgasm in such a long time that I had almost forgotten what they felt like. And now, well hell, I might be your mother, but I don't mind telling you that I've been masturbating nearly every day since then, and having one every time that I do. And I owe that to you!"
"Me?"
"Yes...you! That day you came in and found me touching myself? I've been trying for months to bring myself to orgasm...couldn't do it. I would start to feel good, but then suddenly the sensation would go away, and I'd leave myself hanging there, feeling lonely, frustrated, and miserable. And then you came and made me feel like a woman again."
Even in the near total darkness I could just make out the outline of my mother sitting there on the bed. She was naked. The next thing I felt was her hand seeking me out beneath the covers.
"Mom...we can't...the girls," I never finished.
"Shhh," she said, once again doing what she used to do to hush and quiet me up.
"I know that we can't keep doing this Jake. I'm not a fool. But...until I can come to grips with it, and finally start to get my life back in some semblance of order here, I'm not about to deny myself either...as long as you won't. If you tell me right now to leave, I will. And I won't bother you again, I promise. But, I'm hoping that this time at least, you won't do that. That you'll let us have at least one more night together."
I was speechless for one thing. And maybe too tired to argue, at least that was the reasoning I used anyway. And besides, I really did like the way she was stroking my cock, admittedly. Mom really did have the softest touch, and though my personal experience was still fairly limited, she touched me in a way that was so totally different than any of my sisters. Including Jackie, though I really couldn't count that as we had been so young back then, and it had been such a long, long time ago. Even her breasts were different in some ways. Nearly as large as Dawn's were, if not exactly so, they were shaped differently of course, more of a tear-drop shape to them though I imagined they looked a lot like Dawn's when she was her age. But the slight sag in them wasn't detrimental in anyway shape or form, if anything they exuded her sensuality, and the fact that she really was still a very, very beautiful woman, even if she was my mother.
"Oh Jake...kiss my nipple's honey. Suck them for me."
I know she had breast-fed me when I was a baby, but I doubt the way I was sucking them and licking them now really reminded her of that. At least I hoped not. Though perhaps in a weird way, it did. Still, I enjoyed sucking them immensely. Dawn might have had inherited mom's breasts, but Becky had definitely gotten mother's larger nipples, almost rose colored, and extremely thick and long. I had no idea what Jackie's must look like by now of course, and found it curious that I was sitting here wondering about that as I suckled my mother's breast.
She stroked me for a while longer, almost in a soothing way rather than trying to arouse or excite me, though she was certainly doing that too.
"Let me suck you now," she told me, lying me back into bed, and I had another weird "Déjà vu" experience when that happened, remembering how when she used to tuck me into bed at night, and how on occasion I would catch a glimpse of those very same tits as they might have accidentally fallen out of her nightgown, or whatever bathrobe she'd been wearing. Only this time, I was looking at them in the soft light coming from the nearly full moon just outside the window, and they looked more gorgeous that I ever remembered them being.
Of course I NEVER recalled my mother ever tucking me into bed, and then sucking me off to sleep. And it wasn't like she was doing that now necessarily, but damn, the feel of her mouth on me was as gentle and soft as her hands had been. Dawn and Becky both could take a lesson or two from mother when it came to giving a blowjob, though I certainly wasn't about to tell either one of them anything like that. Nor for that matter, would I say a single word to either one of them about this experience either.
"Is that ok? Does that feel nice?" She asked.
"Oh yes...way nice," I moaned. I didn't care any more. It did...it really did. And I was enjoying the hell out of it, and damned with the consequences. Besides...hadn't she said it would end...sometime? Somehow knowing that, knowing that she knew it had to eventually, sort of made the now of it ok.
Mom must have sucked me for at least half an hour, maybe even longer. Anytime I got anywhere's near close to cumming, she would stop, apply a little pressure at the base of my dick, and suddenly I was good to go again. Amazing. Finally, when she had brought me to the peak of climax half a dozen or so times, she decided she wanted me to cum, needed me to do so in fact. As I felt the orgasm build this time, I knew it was going to be a really powerful one. My balls were about as tight as they could get, and I knew by mom's hand stroking as well as her sucking that she had every intention of making me cum this time. I didn't even bother to try and tell her ahead of time that I was almost there. I figured she already knew that, hell...she'd known that six times already.
"Ahhhh, Ahhhhh, Ohhhhhh arrrrrrgh!"
I tried. I really did try to come as quietly as it was possible for me to do. But the intensity of the orgasm when it came went well beyond anything I'd ever felt before. I didn't exactly yell or anything, I was still cognoscente of my surroundings, and knew full well that my sisters were sleeping in the very next room. But regardless of that, there was no fucking way that I could have simply laid there and cum like that without letting a little of the intensity of it escape me.
Mom just kept sucking me, draining me of every precious ounce of fluid that my prick discharged, and believe you me; there was a lot of it too! She never increased the tempo of her hand stroking me, or the pressure or the way she sucked me either, all that slow, almost torturous way she'd done from beginning to end, right through the first powerful eruption to the last soul draining one that had me collapse into a heap of total and complete satisfaction.
Even then, she never really did quit playing with me. And eventually, she had me as hard as a rock again.
"Now, fuck me," she said softly.
Climbing on top of me, I felt the moist wet heat of her as she slid down astride me. Filling her, fully, we lay motionless together, just enjoying the sweetness of the sensation of my prick buried so deeply inside her that I swore I could feel the tip of my cock pressing against the entrance of her womb.
I thought I heard a sound though, which jarred me briefly from my revelry, and I glanced up towards the door. I wasn't sure. It looked closed, but had it been? For an instant I could have sworn it was partially open, but then...when my eyes and mind focused, it wasn't. I even listened, my heart beating wildly in a mixture of fear and excitement but I wouldn't have trusted even those senses as my mind was already racing with the possibilities of which one of my sisters it might have been...if at all.
And then mother began to move against me, and I quickly forgot all about any of that.
I don't remember when it was that mother left my room. I remember her cumming, and remember holding her as she cried, not tears of remorse or sorrow, or anything like that. But tears of pure honest joy at having once again experienced such pleasure.
I had slept in. Partially on purpose so I wouldn't have to immediately face anyone, or search for signs that anyone had in deed poked their head into my room last night. Though I guess it was inevitable that I would do that, but also because I was actually exhausted, and truly needed the sleep.
By the time I rolled out of bed it was nearing nine-thirty, and I new that everyone else in all likelihood would be up and about preparing the turkey and everything else that went along with it. I wouldn't have much, if anything to do in helping out, except perhaps to take out the garbage and do whatever odd jobs either mom, or my sisters might have for me to do.
"Morning sleepy-head," Becky said when I first emerged from my bedroom on my way into the bath. "You're gonna have to wait for a few, Jackie's still in there," she told me.
No one else was around at the moment, and had it been Becky, she would have said something to me. So I figured if anyone had stuck their head through the door, it wasn't her.
"Where's Dawn?" I asked. I knew where mother was. I could hear her busily working away in the kitchen.
"She went to the store for mom. Should be back in a few minutes, why?"
"Just wondering," I said. "Ok if I use your bathroom? I really need to pee."
"Sure."
What I really wanted was a shower. But Becky's bathroom consisted of a toilet only. And Jackie had just started to take a shower herself.
"By the way, while you're in there, would you mind getting that other bottle of shampoo down off the shelf and taking it into your sister?"
"Ok," I answered, there was really no big whoop about that either. The shower curtain that ran around the tub was patterned, and you couldn't see anything through it. Becky and Dawn had both come in to take a leak while I was in the shower, and though this was Jackie, I'd lived with her long enough to know that she wouldn't run screaming into the night if I brought a bottle of shampoo into her.
I did knock though. "Jackie? I've got your shampoo."
"Jake? Ok, bring it in please."
The room was all steamy when I entered, but like I said, you couldn't see a thing because of the shower curtain anyway. "Here sis," I said, sticking my hand around the backside of the curtain ensuring that I couldn't see anything, as well as make it obvious to her that I wasn't even trying to look.
I felt her take the bottle from me, and was about to turn and head back out of the bathroom when she suddenly pulled the curtain aside.
"I'm gonna need another razor too. Is there another one in the cabinet?"
Jackie had caught me by surprise. And she wasn't even trying to cover herself. There she stood, totally naked of course, and I got a complete and total view of her as she stood there holding out the used razor to me to take and throw away. I know I looked a second or two longer than I should have under even normal circumstances. But lets face it, lately everything about this family hadn't been normal anyway. Her breasts were nearly identical to Becky's, again...something I had wondered about recently anyway, so now seeing them after all these years simply confirmed for me what I had already begun to suspect. But a second after that, my attention was drawn down between her legs, obviously she'd been shaving herself there when she'd inquired about the razor. But it wasn't me that was looking just because I wanted to, but because Jackie had actually directed my attention there.
"What do you think Jake? You're a guy after all, should I shave it completely? Or just leave a little less than what's showing now?"
She was talking about the thin strip of dark pubic hair she'd left just above her pussy of course, and had called my attention to it in asking my opinion as to what she should do.
"Hell, I don't know Jackie. I'd say you should do whatever YOU feel like doing. Why should it matter what I, or some other guy thinks?"
"Well, what do you think is more sexy? Bald, or just a little?"
Obviously she wasn't going to let this go until I said something, and by the looks of it, she was content to simply stand there in the shower and let me look at her until I did.
"Depends on the mood I'm in I guess."
"Mood? You mean like if you're in the mood to eat pussy you like it bare, but if you want to just fuck it, you like something to look at? Is that it?"
Jackie was teasing me now. And I knew it. I don't know what kind of game she was playing, but I wasn't about to let her get the best of me, not after her secret little innuendo's last night that threatened to get us all in trouble.
"Why don't you ask your sisters what they think?"
"I did, they told me to ask you."
"Just what the hell DID you guys talk about last night?" I asked her then. I'd decided this might be a good time to find out exactly what it was she did know about now, and possibly if she had been the one to open my bedroom door, though I still wasn't sure anyone even did.
"Not much really," she said honestly by the tone of her voice. "I know that a lot more was going on than either one of them was willing to tell me. Becky said the three of you had been drinking Jell-O shooters, and one thing led to another, and you began playing strip-poker or something."
Jackie looked at me waiting for me to confirm whatever Becky and Dawn had told her one way or the other. Point was, Jackie and I had been close all of our lives, and I'd never once lied to her in all that time.
"Part of that is true," I said, hoping it would be enough and that I wouldn't have to go into any details.
"You mean about the Jell-O. Hell Jake, that much was obvious. Come on, tell me what else REALLY happened."
"I don't know if I can, or even if I should Jackie. Number one, I don't think you'd understand, and two, the last thing I want to do is say or do anything that would put any distance between us."
"You're already doing that by not saying anything," she told me.
I stood there looking at her, and even though she was naked, I wasn't looking at HER now, but at the look of sadness in her eyes.
"Ok, but not here, not now. I promise, I'll tell you whatever you want to know, but there isn't time for me to do it now, and besides, I've already been in here long enough as it is, and either Becky or Mom's going to start wondering."
"Wondering? Wondering what?"
"Later," I said turning to leave.
"Jake?"
I stopped with my hand on the doorknob and turned back around to face her.
"You never told me what you prefer. Bare? Or just a little hair?"
"Surprise me."
I don't know why I said that. Or even what she might have thought after I did, but I didn't give her any time to say anything else either and opened the door and left before she could. Not fast enough that I didn't hear her laugh though.
Becky met me a few steps from the bathroom door coming down the hall. "I was just starting to wonder what had happened to you," she told me. "You were in there a while. What did Jackie ask you anyway?"
I looked my sister directly in the face. "If she should shave her pussy completely, or leave just a little hair."
Becky grinned," she's fishing."
"I could tell. Obviously you two didn't tell her very much last night did you?"
"Would you rather we told her about you and mother?" She whispered. "She might be suspicious about what the three of us really were doing, but knowing, and being suspicious about it are two different things. You didn't tell her anything did you Jake? I mean, I know the two of you were always close, but I'm not sure how Jackie would take to knowing that her brother and sisters have been enjoying incestuous little adventures together, do you?"
"No...I didn't tell her anything," I answered truthfully. Neglecting to mention that I had every intention of telling her everything else. We had been close after all, and even if in my telling her, that changed our relationship forever, I felt I owed her that much anyway. I wasn't sure I would tell her about mom though. If she didn't ask, I wouldn't mention it. No sense opening that can of worms if I didn't have to. I'd already decided not to mention what had happened last night to Dawn or Becky either. It was highly unlikely that an opportunity would present itself again like it had last night, so I doubted it very much that mom would be so bold as to try anything like that again.
Dawn fumbled coming in the door with several sacks of groceries just then. "Dawn's back, and it looks like she needs some help," I said brushing past my sister and heading off in Dawn's direction to give her a hand. Even as I did however, I still caught a look from Becky that said she wasn't finished discussing this yet.
Things were getting more and more complicated, and I was starting to become less and less confident that any good could come out of anything that had been happening between us recently.



"Here, let me help you with those," I said reaching my sister.
Dawn handed me the heaviest sack and smiled at me. "Sleep well?" She asked grinning.
"Had she been the one?"
"Yeah...ok I guess, why?"
"Cause you should have been the one to go to the store and get all this stuff. Nearly killed myself climbing upstairs, but Becky insisted we let you sleep in instead. I knew I shouldn't have listened to her, I should have gone into your bedroom this morning and got your ass up!"
Dawn wasn't really angry with me, just her way of being my older sister and scolding me like she used to do whenever she felt like I'd gotten out of doing something that she herself had gotten stuck with. In other words, same ole', same ole.
But more importantly, I now knew Dawn hadn't come into my bedroom either. Had she done so and seen mother and I together, she'd have let me know by now, one way or the other. And she hadn't. So I decided that more than likely, it had simply been my paranoid imagination and decided to quit worrying about it.
Mom was just stuffing the turkey when Dawn and I entered the kitchen with the groceries. "Morning honey," she said looking at me. "Thought I heard you earlier, but figured you'd be in taking a shower. You really should you know," she said, holding her nose at me, and then laughing.
"I was going to...still am, but Jackie's in there."
"Maybe you should just go and jump in with her. I bet that would hurry her up," Dawn said laughing.
I shot her a look that said, "Dawn...what the hell are you trying to do here?" But all she did was smile at me and laugh even harder.
"Why not? The two of you used to bathe together all the time."
"Ah...that was a little different, we were just kids back then." I said, still trying to stare her down like she'd suddenly gone insane.
"Well one of you really SHOULD go in and hurry your sister up. I could use a little help in here or we'll never have everything ready on time," Mom said. "Which reminds me, what's Becky doing anyway?"
Becky was just coming out of the bathroom by the time I got there. I got a glimpse of Jackie as she stood with one leg on the toilet-seat drying her self off. Becky didn't bother closing the door, just looked at me.
"You need a shower."
"I know... I was just coming to tell Jackie to hurry. Oh, and mom needs a little help in the kitchen."
Becky grinned. "She decided to shave it," she said looking back through the doorway. "Didn't you Jackie?" She said a little louder so she could hear her.
Jackie looked up, saw me standing there and turned. She'd shaved it all right. I looked back at Becky with a questioning look on my face.
"Figured you'd have told her eventually, so I thought it might be better coming from me first."
Becky slipped past me then heading towards the kitchen and I turned back around towards Jackie.
"She told me," Jackie stated simply. "But I still want to talk to you about it later." She added. I watched her wrap the towel around herself and she came out of the bathroom. "I left you some hot water by the way." Then she leaned over, kissed me on the cheek and headed off towards the bedroom.
I entered the bathroom, closed the door and started to take off my clothes. I turned around remembering to lock my doors from now on, and did so. Even as I stood in the near scalding shower, I barely felt it. My mind was racing with what all Becky may have told her, and what if anything Jackie had thought about it, or had felt when she did. It was turning out to be a very weird Thanksgiving, and I wasn't sure that it was going to get any better either.
Not too surprisingly, dinner was excellent, but then again, mom really was a great cook. I had stuffed myself on several helpings of deliciously prepared turkey, homemade mashed potatoes and gravy, candied yams, honey-beans and three slices of pumpkin pie for dessert. We'd all helped to clean up afterwards of course while mom relaxed, which traditionally we'd done every year. But the thing that we all noticed, was that things seemed like "old times" this year in particular, which it hadn't been for quite a while now.
"Mom really outdid herself this year didn't she?" Dawn commented, as we finished drying and putting away the last of the clean dishes. "Did you notice how she kept smiling all night through dinner?"
Keeping my head down, and trying to stay under the radar, I bagged up the last of the garbage and prepared to take it downstairs to the dumpster.
"Here, let me help you carry this stuff out," Jackie said.
I could have easily taken it all in one trip by myself, but it was obvious that Jackie was looking for an excuse to be alone with me, so I decided I might as well find out what it was she had to say.
"Great, that would be nice sis," I said, and together we headed out the door where I knew she would eventually say something to me about whatever was really on her mind.
We'd managed to get all the way to the back stairs before she headed me off and forced me to stop.
"Becky told me everything," she said bluntly.
Even so, how much was "everything" I wondered. I stood looking at her without saying a word, waiting for her to continue, or at the very least give me some idea as to what it was she really did know, or more importantly, what she was thinking.
"I don't hate you, if you're wondering. And I'm not even mad at you, or at Becky or Dawn for that matter either Jake. I'm just a little hurt that you never confided in me what had happened, or what was going on."
I sat the sack of garbage down on the floor. "It's not exactly something you can easily explain to anybody, especially you," I told her. "I don't know exactly what you mean by "everything" either, but I won't lie to you sis. If there's something you want to know, ask me, and I'll tell you. But basically, if Becky told you how everything happened, and why, then I guess there's no sense in me trying to explain it any further. Because I can't. What happened, happened. And right or wrong, it did. I'll be up front with you about something else too, I'm not sure I'm ready to not do it again either."
Jackie leapt into my arms at that point, kissing me fiercely. I had no choice but to hold her, kissing her back. And then I began to respond to her kiss, and began kissing her just as ardently as she was kissing me. When we finally did break a part, I stood looking at her with a thousand questions left unasked.
"Jake. When Becky told me what had happened, and how, I admittedly was upset. I mean I had my suspicions that night when I walked in and saw you naked, heading back into the bedroom. But when Becky, and then Dawn came out...I knew."
Well so far, she obviously didn't know anything about mom yet, and I swallowed, knowing now that this was something I hope she never did find out about.
"But what you don't know is, I wasn't upset because of WHAT you did...or even why, or how it happened, but because...I was jealous!"
Ok, now I was surprised.
"Jealous? Of me? Why?"
Jackie looked away from me then, and I could tell she was screwing up her courage. "Ever since we were kids, and when we used to play those 'touchy-feely" games, I had always had this attraction to you, even then. But with you being my brother, it obviously wasn't something I could ever hope to tell you about, or try to explain why I felt the way I did, or that I wanted things to go farther than they did. That feeling never went away. So when I 'knew' that you, Dawn and Becky had actually been intimate, it hurt...more than you could ever know."
"Jackie...I'm sorry. I didn't know, and I never meant, or expected anything like that to happen with Becky, or Dawn for that matter either!"
"But it did Jake. It did. With them, but not...with me!"
We kissed once again, but it was a much quicker kiss, and not meant to be quite as passionate.
"Jackie, what Dawn, Becky and I did was wrong. Very wrong. And like I said, I can't say it won't happen again. But the last thing I want is to hurt, or lose you as my sister. We're twins, maybe not identical twins, but twins never the less, and we've always been close, though not exactly THAT close. But Jackie, I've always felt closer to you than either Becky or Dawn, even now. And I can't imagine that ever changing."
"Me either," she said. "So...will you fuck me too?"
I was stunned by her statement, not sure how to respond to it, wanting to do so on the one hand, and knowing that it would merely complicate everything even more on the other.
"Something else you need to know Jake. I'm still a virgin."
I was too stunned to say anything, trying to think up the words that would somehow convey what I was feeling when she told me that, but Jackie continued on before I could even begin.
"I can't think of anyone I'd rather have take my virginity Jake. I don't want some guy that I know I'd never end up marrying to do it. And I damn sure don't want to wait until my wedding night either! I've thought about it a long time, and the only reason I've waited to do it until now, is because I've been trying to find a way to actually approach you about it. And now, after all this, it seems like it's the best time in the world to have brought it up. Even after I told Becky what I was feeling, she told me that I SHOULD tell you, and then let you decide."
"Becky knows?"
"Well duh...once she'd told me the truth, it was kind of silly for me to stand there and not tell her how I felt."
"What did Becky say?" I asked.
"She said, that she AND Dawn would support both of us, whatever we decided to do. And...that they'd make sure we had whatever time we needed together to do it, without interruption."
I couldn't believe I was actually considering this. But I was.
"When?"
"How about tonight? Becky said that as tired as mom is, that in all likelihood, she'll turn in early anyway. And...they're going to keep pouring wine down her until either she passes out, or decides she's too tired to stay up any longer. After which, you and I will go back to your room for however long we want to. And they'll stay up, keeping an eye out in the event mom does get up for whatever reason."
Jackie had stated that last part with a curious sound to it. And I wondered then if she had any suspicions about mom and I too.
"Jackie, there's more." I decided that if she was willing to give me her virginity, then she needed to know everything before going through with it. I couldn't do that to my sister, only to have her hating my guts later for it.
Once again Jackie looked at me. "I know. I was coming into your room last night to try and seduce you. I saw you and mom together. And that was the last question I needed to ask you. Do Dawn and Becky know?"
"Not about last night...no. And I wasn't planning on ever telling them. But, it's not the first time we did it Jackie. And that, they do know about, yes."
"I guess there's still a lot we need to sit down and talk about," she told me. I nodded my head in agreement with her, wondering now if this revelation had changed anything.
"We'd better hurry up with the garbage," she said suddenly, "Or everyone's going to wonder what we're doing, including mother."
"What about tonight?" I asked somewhat fearfully.
"Oh yeah, I figured maybe an hour after mom goes to sleep. How does that sound?" She asked.
And then we headed off downstairs together to dump the garbage.
By the time we got back, Mom was already looking like she was ready to turn in. Dawn gave us both a questioning look, wondering if while we were gone, that Jackie had finally told me how she was feeling. Jackie smiled, and nodded her head slightly so that only Becky and Dawn could have seen it.
"Mom? More wine?" Becky asked her.
"Oh...no thanks dear. I think I've had enough; I'm about done in as it is. Matter of fact, I was just thinking how I ought to turn in for the night."
She stood up giving each of us a hug and a kiss. "And tomorrow, we can just sit around, relax, and enjoy one another," she said, though she'd cast a knowing look in my direction when saying that. "It's nice to feel like a complete family again."
Mom went to bed after that, and the four of us sat around in the front room, hardly speaking. Everyone "knew" what the real plans were, and it was a really odd feeling knowing that Becky and Dawn were very much aware of what would be taking place tonight. Finally, Dawn drew me aside when Becky had gone to the bathroom, and Jackie had gone into the kitchen to get another drink.
"Just remember Jake, she's never been with a man before, and though I don't know exactly how much experience she's had doing anything else, it can't be very much. So, you listen to her, go slow, and remember, she's going to be afraid, nervous...and excited!"
Shortly after that, Dawn and Becky rushed me off to my bedroom to sit and wait until everyone was sure the coast was clear, and as I surmised, to have a few last words with Jackie before she came into my room.
As unbelievable as it might sound, I was probably as nervous if not more than my sister was. Just because I had now been with three women, it certainly didn't make me an expert in knowing exactly what to do. In the first place, Dawn, Becky, and obviously mom, hadn't been virgin's. Secondly, I recently had been one myself, and still had an awful lot to learn. The responsibility of deflowering my own sister weighed heavily on my mind for several reasons, the least of which was I wanted her to enjoy it of course, but I was deathly afraid I would do something wrong and ruin the experience for her, not to mention our overall relationship.
It seemed like an eternity that I lay there in the dark wondering when I would finally hear the door open and Jackie come in. I was flaccid at the moment of course, more out of nervousness than anything else, but there was another problem we'd have to face too. I was big. And even now after having heard everyone else telling me that, I realized that the size of my penis might cause both of us a great deal of difficulty. I argued with myself back and forth, weighing the pros and cons of Jackie and I doing this when the door to my room opened. Jackie was dressed in a white lace nightgown that made her look every bit the virginal bride on her wedding night, and once again I had reservations about going through with this.
"You awake?" Jackie whispered to me in the semi-darkness.
"Yes...of course. You ok?" I asked. Wondering why I had asked that.
"Yes...you?"
I didn't answer her, afraid of what I might have said had I done so truthfully. Because the truth was, I was scared to death. Instead, I just held out my arms to her, and watched as Jackie crossed the room and slipped into bed next to me.
"Everyone asleep?" I asked worriedly.
"Mom is, Becky checked on her about a half hour ago. She was sound asleep. Dawn's sort of snoozing on the couch, but they're both in the living room in case mom does wake up."
"We're going to have to try and be quiet," I reminded her.
"I hope I can," she said, and I could tell there was an edge of nervousness in her voice.
"Jackie, you don't have to go through with this, there's nothing that says we have to have intercourse, maybe you SHOULD wait until the right man comes along."
"He already has," Jackie said, and then I felt her reach beneath the covers of the bed and begin to fondle my rather limp penis.
"Does it always start out soft like this?" She asked.
Embarrassed, I tried laughing it off. "Not always, no. But I think I'm just as nervous as you are, so it might take me a moment to get hard enough..." I left off without finishing.
"Dawn said you were huge!"
Once again it struck me a little weird that my three sisters would sit around and discuss the size of my penis with one another. On the other hand, I wasn't any different, sitting there fantasizing about what their respective tits looked like, including comparing them to my mothers.
"I guess so."
Jackie continued to fondle my cock, and finally it did begin to grow and lengthen some, but it was still considerably too limp to even try and attempt intercourse. Besides which, I at least had enough sense and experience to know that Jackie was far from being ready for me herself. As she continued to slowly jack me to an even greater hardness, I thought this might be the perfect time for me to get a little more acquainted with her breasts. I reached over and cupped her left tit, gave it a very gentle caress to more or less let her know what I was doing, and then proceeded to massage it and play with it until I felt the hardness of her nipple suddenly pressing against the palm of my hand.
"Hmmmm, that feels nice," she told me.
I then moved to give her right breast equal attention and caressed and played with it until I felt the nipple harden on that one as well.
"Would you like me to take this off now?" She asked.
"Whatever you're comfortable with," I offered, though in fact, I was rather looking forward to actually sucking her tits too.
Jackie shrugged off her nightie and let it drop to the floor, then pulled up the covers and slid underneath them beside me. The feel of her cool soft flesh as she pressed herself almost protectively against me sent unexpected shivers running up and down my spine. "Cold?"
"Not hardly," I said, and then leaned over, bending down slightly so that I could continue to toy with her breast in one hand, and finally lick, suck and tongue the other with my mouth.
As Jackie burrowed herself next to me, I began lightly caressing and massaging her back, the feel of her soft firm breasts pressed against my chest had the desired affect, and soon my prick was straining with the need and urgency of sliding up inside my sisters virginal cunt. I noticed too that a thousand tiny little bumps appeared as though by magic, and knew that she either was cold, or that she was experiencing the same sort of eerie excitement that I was.
I somehow managed to slide my hand down between us, felt her stiffen momentarily, and then open like a flower in bloom to me as she realized what it was I was attempting to do. When my hand found her, she was wet, which to me was a good sign, and I began to pet the outside of her pussy lips as gently as I could, hoping that this initial contact would both sooth and prepare her for the eventuality of what was to come.
"I'm scared," she breathed softly against my neck.
"Me too," I admitted. "It's still not too late Jackie, we can..."
"Shhhhh!" She said softly, and then pulled away from me, slithering down along my body, pulling the covers away with her as she did until my upper body was completely exposed to the cool night air. For a second, the image of mom came to mind, comforting, soft, way-laying my fears and concerns, just the way Jackie was doing now.
Where the night was cool on my face, neck and chest, it was like a warm soothing fire between my legs. The touch of her hands on me as she familiarized herself with my length and girth, the sensation of her soft hair as it caressed my lower stomach, even passing along the length of my prick from time to time, as well as my balls was extremely sensual. When her lips finally kissed me there, and as her mouth ovaled and then engulfed me, I felt the heat spread from the tips of my toes and travel all the way to the top of my head, chasing away the chill and alighting the fire of my desire.
Inexperienced perhaps in actually having intercourse, she was far from that, even in my limited experience of having my dick sucked. Maybe she was a natural, but I wasn't about to ask her where, or how she learned to do it like that. She teased me with the edge of her teeth, nipped, kissed, and tickled me with her tongue in all the right places. And just when I thought it couldn't feel any better, she'd engulf me with her mouth, sucking the head of my cock expertly, and pleasuring the glands with such perfect technique that I thought for sure she'd been doing this for years. Who knows, maybe she had been. But at the moment, I could have cared less; it simply felt too fucking good.



When I reached the point that I knew if I let her continue, she'd end up with an unexpected surprise, I forced her away from me, though for a moment, she actually fought back as though having no intention to release her lips from me.
"My turn to do you," I said softly.
Jackie and I traded places and she positioned herself comfortably amongst the pillows. Spreading her legs a part with my hands, I glanced down towards her bare pussy, freshly shaved this morning, and wondered briefly if she had known she was preparing herself for this evening together. I lowered myself towards her, immediately catching the fresh intoxicating scent of her juicy quim as my tongue tentatively reached out to introduce itself to the soft warm flesh of her split.
With a slowness bordering on lunacy, I drew the tip of my tongue beginning with the lowest point of her pussy that I could find. I allowed myself the luxury of sliding it upwards, ever so slowly, locating, tasting, and memorizing each sweet tasty morsel of pussy-flesh that I could find. By the time the tip of my tongue reached the apex of her furrow, I stabbed out knowingly and assaulted her clitoris with a brief, but frenzied series of quick fleeting licks that caused Jackie to suck in her breath, unable to exhale until I had once again begun the slow, maddening decent back down the liquefied groove of her cunt.
I don't know how many times I repeated this process, at least a dozen though, and as the intensity grew, so did the scratch marks in my back become deeper and more cleanly etched as it became obvious that I was turning Jackie's pussy inside out with my tongue.
"Fuck me Jake...please, fuck me...now!" She said finally.
"You're sure?" I asked once again. "I'm more than happy to keep doing this until you cum."
"No...I want you inside me. I want to feel you, I want to give YOU, my virginity!"
I moved up against her, but realized as I did that I had once again softened considerably. Excited yes, but in concentrating purely on her pleasure, my own excitement level had diminished slightly.
"What's wrong?"
"Nothing, you're just gonna have to give me a second here. I'm not quite hard enough," I said.
"You don't want to do this do you?" She asked worriedly.
"It's nothing like that," I assured her. "I do...I just need to get harder again is all." Even then I placed my hand around my cock and pressed the knob of my head against her opening and gave it a slight push in the hopes that the head at least would sort of slip into her. That didn't happen. Of course it didn't help when she moaned painfully so either.
"I'm sorry Jake, that hurt a little. Go slowly ok?"
I had been trying to of course, but maybe I had pressed against her a little too forcefully. "OK," I told her, reaching down once again until I was reasonably sure I was where I was supposed to be, I pushed against her as softly, yet as firmly as I could. This time I heard as well as felt the harsh intake of breath as she grimaced in obvious discomfort.
"Fuck! I'm sorry sis, I'm trying to go slowly, I am...really."
Brilliance suddenly came to me.
"Jackie, maybe if you hold me, and sort of guide me into you, maybe that will work."
I felt her hand wrap around me a second later, and I pushed up so that I could rest more on my knees and give her freer access to my cock. I would also have a better view of what we were doing, or doing wrong, and hopefully adjust however she directed me to do.
Once again I pushed...slowly, but knowing I had to apply a little pressure in order to finally break through her stubborn hymen.
"Ouch!" She almost screamed. And I backed off immediately, frustrated and more than a little bewildered why this was proving to be so damn difficult. And then...I heard Jackie crying.
"Maybe we need to take a little breather," I suggested.
"Maybe this isn't going to work after all," Jackie said almost too quietly to hear.
"Maybe," I answered back beginning to feel both frustrated as well as considerably inadequate at my obvious inexperience.
We lay in the dark side by side, holding hands, but not saying a word for a considerable amount of time. Finally I couldn't stand the silence any longer. "Maybe I should try loosening you up with my fingers for a while," I suggested. "Maybe you need just a little more lubrication or something."
"Fuck Jake, I'm already wetter than I ever remember being. But you're right...maybe with your fingers."
For a while, I caressed her clit, tickled it and twirled it between my fingers trying to imitate the way I had gently sucked her with my lips. She was wet...and perhaps even more so by the time I tried to insert my finger inside her. "Shit she's tight!" I thought to myself, and then tried pressing it inside her until once again she moaned, not in pleasure, but in obvious pain. And once again, Jackie started crying, and this time, I really was worried that someone would hear her.
When I heard the door to my bedroom open, the first thing that came to mind was "Fuck...I really do need to remember to lock the fucking door!" And then my next thought, spoken aloud was..."Becky? Dawn?"
I didn't know WHICH one of them was standing there, but obviously someone was. I'm not even sure that Jackie was aware of anyone else being in the room with us yet, but in a way I was glad they were. With her crying, and me not sure what the hell I could do about it, I was more than happy for whatever advise that either Becky or Dawn could give us.
"Maybe I can help," Mom said.
"Mother?" Jackie said.
"Shhhhh baby, mommy's here to help you."
Sometimes you ask the stupidest questions during the most unusual times, and this was one of those. Maybe it was my way of trying to get a feel for my mother's true feelings about what we were trying to do here or something, who knows...but I whatever the reason, I looked up at her as she reached the bed and sat down.
"Where's Becky and Dawn?"
"They're asleep," she said. "Too much wine I think. I figured that SOMETHING was up when it was obvious the two of them were trying to pour wine down my throat. And then, the way you and Jackie were acting around one another, just like the two of you used to do when you were kids. I knew you'd been up to something, and like then, I knew that you were up to something now. When I came out of the bedroom and saw Dawn and Becky asleep in the living room, I knew they were there standing guard. It didn't take two and two to figure out the two of you were in here together, and then I heard Jackie crying, and figured out exactly what the problem was."
"She's a virgin," I said stupidly.
"I know, she told me a while back she still was."
Jackie had quit crying by this time, but it was evident she was nervous about mom's being there.
"It was you who walked in on us last night, wasn't it Jackie?" She asked.
"Yes," Jackie replied softly.
"I thought it might have been. Had it been Becky, she might just have been bold enough to want to join us. Dawn would have said something first, and then either left the room, or stood there until she was invited too. So I figured, it had to be you."
"You're not mad at me?" Jackie asked.
"How can I be mad at you for something I've done myself, and for something I still want to do again?" Mom said. "But we can talk about that tomorrow. Right now, I think I can help you...if you're willing to let me."
She really didn't wait for either one of us to give her an answer; she just sort of took over and began telling us what to do.
"In the first place, the missionary position really isn't the best way for first time sexual intercourse. It can be accomplished that way of course, like most every position. But, it can be a lot more difficult, and far less pleasurable the first time around. Now, if you're willing to trust me. Jackie, get on your hands and knees, and move closer to the end of the bed. Jake? I want you to come around here, and stand behind her, but don't even try and do anything until I say so."
We both did as we were told of course, and once in position, mother moved me closer to my sister and had reached down holding my cock, softly stroking it and making sure that it was as nice and hard as it could be. At the same time, she stroked my sister's cunt-lips with it, teasing her and ensuring that she was becoming aroused too. She also petted my sister's pussy with her other hand, gently stroking and rubbing her clitoris, and telling her how good it felt, and how her own pussy felt when she had a cock up inside her. Listening to my mother talking in such terms was incredibly erotic for me anyway, and I hoped, it if was getting to me like that, that maybe it was for Jackie too.
I felt mom position my prick at the entrance of my sister's pussy, and then felt her hand as she more or less explored the two of us until she was satisfied that everything was exactly where it should be.
"Jackie? I'm not going to lie to you. This is going to hurt a little bit; you have a particularly strong hymen, and it plain and simply isn't going to be painless. But...if you listen to me, it will be quick and over with before you know it. But you're going to have to trust me here," she told her.
"Jake? When I put my hand on the back of your ass, I want you to thrust yourself into your sister with all your might. Don't stop for any reason, even if she cries out. But DON'T do it until I touch you...understood?"
"Yes mother."
"Jackie? You'll feel a lot of pressure at first, and probably a little pain, but the moment Jake breaks through your hymen, the pain will go away. When you do Jake, keep going, but don't pull back out, just lay there inside your sister. She'll know when it's ok for you to move again."
I could feel the subtle movements of mother's hand on my sister's pussy as she slowly and purposely pleasured her. Though I couldn't see it of course, I could tell by Jackie's breathing that whatever mother was doing to her, that it was starting to make her feel good.
"I want you to cum for me honey," Mom told her. "Concentrate on your clit, think about how good I'm making it feel, and let yourself enjoy it."
Jackie did. Whatever mom was doing, Jackie was really getting into it, and before long her breathing was becoming considerably more raspy and breathless as her orgasm neared. I heard the catch in Jackie's throat then as she did, and simultaneously the touch of my mother's hand on my ass. I shoved into my sisters cunt with every ounce of strength that I had, felt the tightness of her pussy trying to bar my way, felt her stretch, and then suddenly felt myself slide into her.
"Don't stop Jake!" Mom yelled...push...push!"
But I was already inside my sister, to the hilt, and felt her cunt surround me suddenly, almost disbelievingly so.
I had heard her cry out in pleasure as her orgasm began, and I am pretty sure that even when I tore through her hymen, that the sound of her pleasure didn't turn to pure agony, or even close to anything like that.
"How's it feel now honey?" Mom said, once again stroking her back, and caressing the side of her face.
"A lot better. Shit mom, he IS fucking big isn't he?"
Mother laughed. "Yes, yes he is. Almost hurt me when I fucked him too, it had been so damn long. But I'll tell you honey, once you get used to it..."
Once again...I was in the same room, but they were talking like I was a thousand miles away.
"Now, wiggle back against him, slowly...let your pussy get used to the feel of that nice hard dick!" Mom told my sister.
I felt Jackie move against me as though testing that out.
"Hmmm yes, I think I am starting to," she said.
"Does it hurt any more?" Mom asked her.
Jackie moved back against me, and I in turn pulled out just a little, and then moved to meet her backwards thrust.
"Oh...no, that...oh my, that feels good!" She said, now pulling away from me to the point that my cock almost, but not quite slipped out of her. "Oh Jake...now, slide back into me...slowly...slowly, yes...that's it. Just like that!"
I fucked into my sister's cunt, loving the sensation of her pussy as it began to respond, and yet very much aware that my mother was sitting there next to us watching.
"Well, I think the two of you can figure the rest of it out for yourselves." She said finally. I felt her stand up and walk towards the door. My eyes felt like they were glued shut, but I somehow managed to open them and look up towards her just as she reached the door, opened it and turned around one last time to face us.
"I love you both," she said, and then disappeared through the door, closing, and locking it behind her.
Jackie and I made love for a long time after that. We both knew that there would be much to discuss with our mother, as well as with Becky and Dawn in the morning. Neither of us was sure about what the future would bring, or how any of this would eventually affect our lives, or even change them. For now, there was just the sweet, sweet coupling of the two of us, once again joined together, the way we had once begun, but this time, never again to be separated, not ever.
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Like the North Star in a heaven full of stars, she had stood out amongst the throng of still attractive sensually swaying women. He had gone to the concert with friends, hopes of merely enjoying the music, sharing a few laughs, and perhaps enjoying some scantily clad eye-candy while there his only expectation. Until he saw her, the longhaired blonde with "bedroom eyes".
"Where are you going?" Brad's best friend Pete asked him curiously. Then nodded his head in understanding as he followed Brad's trance-like gaze out across the mezzanine where they had all gone during intermission for a quick bite and a chance to pee. Brad heard his friends knowing laugh like a distant memory, "Good luck buddy," he'd heard through the fog, mocking him, challenging him like there was "no fucking way" he was going to get anywhere near this gorgeous looking creature.
And maybe Pete was right. Maybe he really did have no chance in hell, but as beautiful a vision as she was, the girl with "bedroom eyes," Brad thought to himself smiling, he would never forgive himself if he didn't at least speak to her. Even if she ignored him, which was likely, he had to at least let her be aware that she was indeed his North Star.
She stood chatting with friends, "girl-friends" he mused to himself thankfully, half expecting some six-foot plus jock to suddenly come up and stand next to her. As though somehow aware of his approach, she turned slightly spotting him as he continued on towards her. She seemed both surprised, yet curious when it quickly became obvious to her that she was indeed his reason for his bold move. And bold it was, for he was nervous beyond reason, though his resolve to control it, not let her see his nervousness show through was his only hope to crack that initial awkward barrier in meeting.
"Hi," he said confidently as he drew close enough that his intent had been indeed to introduce himself to her. This vision standing before him turned to her friends without answering however, purposely ignoring him though she did smile, and seemed to actually blush with the unexpected attention. Brad could either tuck his tail between his legs and slink off in defeat, or go down in flames with what he expected as a polite, but obvious brush off.
Or...
He spoke to her again, ignoring the intended look-away. "You have the most amazingly beautiful eyes I have ever seen. I had to at least come and tell you that." Now he began to turn away from her, at least he'd said what he'd come over to say. And if nothing else, she would go home knowing that someone had commented on them to her, had truly appreciated her beauty, and not just her body as she was indeed well endowed. But he had made a point of not gazing at her chest in his approach, though even then she might not have known that. But when he'd spoken to her, he had indeed spoken to her face, not her obvious attributes like many men might have done. She could have ignored him. She could have continued speaking to her friends as though he wasn't even there, laughing with them afterwards perhaps. He had in fact noticed the bemused smiles on the other women's faces, one openly surprised at his boldness as he'd spoken, half expecting either one to toss out some comment his way about being bothered or something. Neither one did.
"Thank you," she'd said almost too softly, catching him in his turn. He stopped, pivoting on his feet as gracefully as a cat. He could only offer her a smile, see where it led. She smiled back.
"Autumn?" One of her girlfriends prodded. "You still want to go and get that drink?" she'd offered giving Autumn a chance as well as an excuse to politely and discreetly walk away.
"You guys go ahead, I'll catch you up in a minute," she'd told them without even looking their way, still smiling at Brad in tentative acceptance of further conversation.
Once again Brad caught the carefully thrown looks his way out of the corner of his eye, though he never wavered in looking directly at the vision of perfection standing before him. One was of envy perhaps, even jealousy. The other of concern, a protective reflex at being overly cautious by the woman who Brad now guessed had to be Autumn's best friend.
"A very interesting name for a girl with interesting eyes," he now added, seeing her smile widen even more appreciatively, her beautiful smile, sparkling white teeth merely heightening her perfection.
"And you are?" she now asked him pointedly extending her hand in her own bold little move. "Since you already know my name," she finished.
"Brad," he said simply accepting her handshake.
"Brad..." she drew out pausing, waiting for a last name.
"Brad who had to meet you," he grinned boyishly now.
"Interesting last name," she giggled back finally withdrawing her hand.
"Interesting woman," he tossed back smiling at her. "Hungry?"
"What?" she said somewhat taken off her guard, tossing a quick look over towards her friends who now stood in line waiting to purchase their drinks, perhaps something to munch on. They were still looking towards her, prepared to lose their place in line if necessary and come to her rescue. "Oh, I think Debbie and Sandra are getting it," she replied offhandedly, almost apologetically that they were. "Not here," Brad spoke hopefully. "I was hoping, perhaps after the concert you might join me for dinner, I know a really nice place," expecting the sudden turn down when it came.
"I don't know, I came with friends," Autumn stammered suddenly as though forgetting he already knew that, then blushed realizing how lame that really did sound. "And besides, we just met. I don't even know who you are!" she added a little more assuredly allowing logic to win out over some wild notion of actually accepting the invitation.
"What better way to get to know one another than over dinner," Brad countered, then added before Autumn could respond with another excuse for turning him down, by giving her an easy out, and a way to reconsider without feeling put on the spot to make a decision about it. "Tell you what," he said, "I'll give you my phone number. Then, after you've had a chance to think about it, and if you'd like to go, call me. We'll set up an evening and I'll take you out. How's that sound?"
"Ok," she said surprising herself just by her own tone of voice. But he'd accomplished what he'd hoped for at least. Maybe she wouldn't call, maybe after she'd seriously considered it she'd decide she'd been "too caught up in the moment" or worse...her six-foot plus jock boyfriend's face would suddenly remind her she wasn't really available after all.
"Well, enjoy the rest of the concert then," he told her finally beginning to turn away once again, but not before he tossed her one last smile, and one last hopefully memorable comment. "You truly do have gorgeous eyes, and I hope to see them again." With that, he completed the turn walking away, hoping against all odds that she wouldn't merely toss the phone number he had written down for her and never call him.
Which is just exactly what he'd begun to think she'd done when three days later, she called.
#
"I don't normally do something like this," she'd told him.
"I know," he'd replied matter of factly. "But I'd hoped that this time at least, you would."
They'd set the date for the next day, Saturday. He'd asked her what her favorite food was, she'd told him, "Mexican, and the spicier, the better!" With that he'd asked her one last thing, and that was simply to trust him. She was hesitant at first, but then she assured him that she would.
On Saturday, he picked her up in of all things, a limousine, which he had hired for the evening.
Once again, she was nervous...hesitant when she saw the limo waiting out front of her apartment, but the way he was dressed had assured her that she was neither under-dressed, nor over dressed for that matter either. She had worn a simple but delicate white-laced blouse with a sexy camisole beneath it. It neither highlighted her more than ample breasts, but didn't make any attempt at hiding her endowments either. A new pair of simple faded jeans set off the casual, not casual affect, and she smiled as Brad looked at her appreciatively.
"You really are beautiful," he told her once again. Autumn, thanked him, and then allowed their Chauffer to open her door for her as she slid into the back seat of the limo. Moments later they were on the road.
"So? Where're we going?"
Brad smiled. "You'll see. And remember...you promised you'd trust me," he stated.
That made her a little nervous, again. But she relaxed as he poured them both a glass of sparkling champagne to sit and sip together as they drove along. Before too long however, Brad produced what appeared to be one of those satin sleeping masks.
"What's that for?" she questioned curiously.
"This is where the trust part really comes in," he informed her. "And what you need to know is this Autumn, you are in charge here. And I want you to know that. At any time you want to be driven home, you will be. That is my word and promise on it to you. Ok?"
The champagne had certainly relaxed her, otherwise little alarm bells might have warned her to tell Brad to turn the car around right then. But now she really was intrigued by all the mystery, and having his assurance that she was indeed in control, she allowed him to slip the mask on over her eyes.
"Don't worry, we're almost there, but I'll tell you when you can take the mask off," he informed her. "So not until then," he smiled, allowing the tone of his voice to also smile so she could hear it and accept his assurances once again.
Moments later she heard the crunch of the tires on gravel, then the limo slowed coming to a stop. Seconds later, the sound of the door opening, closest to Brad's side of the car. He stepped out first, taking her hand. "I'll guide you, don't worry, I won't let you trip over anything," he said leading her away from the vehicle and up what appeared to be some sort of circular walkway. The coolness of the air told her that they had climbed in altitude, but beyond that, she really had no clue as to where they were. He opened a door leading her inside, then down what appeared to be a hallway into a set of elevators. Moments later after what appeared to be a lengthy climb, the doors opened and Brad once again led her out down another short hallway. Again, the sound of another door opening, then he led her into the room. Autumn felt a fresh breeze caress her face as he finally stopped her, reaching behind her now and begin his removal of her mask.
"Surprise!" he stated hopefully.
And Autumn was surprised, as well as a little fearful. The room was magnificent, a suite actually. Ahead of her, out on the balcony stood a perfectly set table for two. Already lit candles, a bottle of wine along with a steward as well as a serving host who stood there in greeting.
"I wasn't quite expecting this," she stated by way of curiosity, though indeed pleasantly surprised as well as impressed. The fact he had actually rented a room however did concern her to some extent, but she remembered his promise, and thus relaxed, taking her proffered seat as their host held her chair out for her to sit down. She had also noticed upon taking a quick glance about the sitting room, (and thankfully no bed being in sight) that the room itself was filled with several dozen beautifully formed red roses in differing displays all about the room, along with a single white rose that lay delicately across her dinner plate.
"This...is really nice," she admitted admiring the rose, smelling it, and taking in the incredible view of the sparkling night stars above, as well as the ambiance of the silhouetted mountain peaks just across the way. "It really is beautiful up here," she added, "I've always wanted to come up here and stay for the weekend myself."
Brad smiled. "And that Autumn, is exactly what you can do if you want to. The room is yours for the weekend. Every need, desire or want has been taken care of. A masseuse stands ready to come up and give you a massage if you should desire one. As well as a manicurist. And yes, Autumn, I have a room next to this one," he informed her alleviating any concerns she might have had. "So...its up to you if you decide to stay or not. But either way, lets begin with dinner here shall we?"
He had ordered and had had prepared one of her favorites. Very spicy, delicious tasting Chile Verde. She had enjoyed her dinner with him as they sat casually consuming it along with the wine until they had both had their fill.
"Can you excuse me for a moment?" she asked.
Brad smiled. "It's off to your right through the bedroom," he informed her knowingly.
Autumn easily found her way, but stopped upon entering the bedroom itself. Here again the room was filled with a wide variety of flowered displays, including Daffodils, situated so much so about the enormous bedroom that it reminded her of a meadow, not unlike those actually nearby. But even more interesting, was the appearance of a good-sized Jacuzzi near the bed, and laid out beside it what appeared to be a newly purchased two-piece swimsuit with a card attached. Autumn bent over retrieving the card and read: "For later if you're interested, if you'd like me to join you I thought you might appreciate the suit. If not...it's yours to keep anyway." He'd drawn a simple smiley face, and signed it, "Brad".
Autumn grinned widely, then entered the enormous bathroom.
#
Brad watched as she emerged back into the main sitting room a short while later. She was wearing one of the two fluffy white bathrobes she'd found hanging behind the door in the bathroom. He smiled, standing as she approached. Autumn hadn't tied the robe closed, so it parted as she walked towards him. Brad smiled even wider than he had been as she was wearing the bright red bikini he had purchased for her.
"You like?" she asked, smiling more with her gorgeous eyes than with her full sensual lips actually. Autumn allowed the robe to fall away from her shoulders, giving him an even fuller view before closing the distance between them, stepping near him, then giving him a quick, but thankful kiss.
Though Autumn stepped back, she didn't step back so as to make her self unavailable, certainly, unreachable. Brad had maintained a light, but firm grasp of her shoulders, now...drawing her back in towards him. She knew what was coming, welcomed it...and as his lips met hers far more fully than the briefest of touches moments ago, she allowed herself to absorb the moisture of his kiss, his lips pressing against hers urgently, needfully.
Brad allowed his hands and fingers to wander towards her back, lightly caressing the bareness of her flesh. He felt her shudder beneath his welcomed touch, her kiss becoming suddenly deeper, even more passionate if that were possible. Finally, though it had seemed like eons, they broke apart, each one of them now stepping back, creating a buffered distance between them.
"I guess you do like the way I look in this then?" she asked teasingly, not expecting any more of an answer than the one she'd already received from his appreciative look.
"I guess the only thing I'd like to know, is if that's an invitation to join you in the Jacuzzi, or if you're planning on soaking in it alone," he questioned hopefully. By way of an answer, Autumn turned leaving her now discarded robe to lie on the floor between them. She hadn't answered his question verbally, already walking towards the doorway. But as she did, he saw her reaching up from behind, undoing the clasp on the halter top covering her magnificent breasts. Stunned, still unsure of her intention or answer for that matter, she now paused in the doorway, turning back towards him and smiled. Though the top had come undone, she held it against her breasts, still covered. "Well? You coming or are you just going to stand there with that silly grin on your face?" She asked, and then disappeared into the room. Brad retrieved the discarded bathrobe, blew out a soft silent breath, and then followed her.
#
By the time Brad had entered the room, Autumn had already stepped down into the Jacuzzi, the bright red bikini top carelessly tossed atop the sideboard. She was giggling, and as she did so, lifted a handful of floating daisies that covered the surface of the water like a comforting protective blanket. Brad admired the gentle slope of one slightly exposed breast as she lifted her arm before lowering it, setting the daisy tops back into the water as gently as she had lifted them out.
"They're beautiful!" she expressed once again, and once again parting them with a gentle sweep of her hand as they chased one another across the surface.
"As are you," he said standing beside her now, looking down at her still covered form as she extended herself a little more deeply beneath the carpeted display.
"Thank you," she smiled once again, and then scooted over slightly, an obvious invitation without having said so.
"I left my suit inside my room," he explained, prepared to leave in order to put it on. There was only a brief hesitation.
"If you turn down the lights," she said without continuing. Brad quickly lit several readied candles, the soft glow just barely enough to see by once he'd extinguished the brighter lights of the room. Even then, he stood, facing away from her as he quickly disrobed, tossing his clothing in a nearby chair before returning. He noticed as he did that Autumn had indeed been looking, but caught her briefly as she demurely turned her head looking away as he eased himself down into the water beside her. Still careful to maintain the briefest of distance between them, Brad scooped up one of the daisies placing it gingerly within her hair. He followed that with another simple brief kiss, which she returned.
As the controls were on his side, he turned them to the lowest setting, the water churned disturbing slightly the slumbering flowers that covered the surface. Now however, they seemed to play amongst one another as though playing tag, chasing one another around the surface as Autumn sat mesmerized by the sensual game they played together. He felt the softness of her upper thigh briefly come into contact with his own, it seemed to linger there briefly until she herself realized the unintended touch, thus moving away. Too dark to see her blushing, somehow he knew that she was however.
"If you're uncomfortable, I can still get out and go put my suit on," he offered. Once again, she failed to answer him with words, though she disturbed the playful flowers even more so with her own sudden movement beneath the water. Much to his surprise, she extended her arm, clasped within her hand were the bikini bottoms, which she now tossed over by the top she'd discarded earlier.
"Obviously, I'm not uncomfortable," she told him coquettishly, then rose, sitting up from the water slightly just so the upper slopes of her breasts revealed themselves to Brad's feasting eyes.
Petals from the daisies now floated freely, many having adhered themselves, singularly and in pairs, like sprinkles on an ice-cream cone, decorating her soft alluring breasts invitingly so. So much so, Brad leaned allowing his tongue to swipe away one of the errant petals that had clung so erotically to her now very exposed, very erect nipple. The touch of his tongue upon her caused her to both laugh as well as shudder involuntarily. But Brad took that as a positive sign, allowing his tongue to linger now upon the naked surface of that erect tasty morsel of flesh. When he felt her hand at the back of his head, he sighed contentedly, now drawing it further between his lips, sucking it softly...gently.
Autumn moaned contentedly at the pleasure, dropping her hand from the back of his head without thinking. Brad felt it as she innocently brushed his erection, anticipating when she did a quick reflex, moving her hand away from him. The reaction he received however was even more unexpected than that. She did in fact move her hand, but she moved it, clasping him firmly within her soft hands exploringly.



Now it was Brad's turn to moan audibly, his lips still kissing, suckling the firm hard nubbin of flesh he now captured between his lips. In seconds, she went from the shy, almost inhibited like woman she had been, to one of a hot sultry vixen, aflame with desire, passion, and unbridled need.
Autumn slipped away from him briefly. He thought momentarily that perhaps she'd had sudden second thoughts, a realization that things were progressing too quickly, too wildly perhaps. But all that evaporated in the blink of an eye as she rolled over upon him straddling his waist, coming up out of the water revealing her twin perfectly sculpted peaks which he automatically reached for, clasping within his caressing hands. Without a single solitary word, Autumn reached down once again, seeking him out, and then placed his swollen member at the entry of her femininity. He felt her silkiness begin to engulf him, slowly...purposefully until she had gathered him inside her fully and completely.
Autumn placed her hands upon his shoulders for support, leaning back slightly as she did. In doing so, she again offered her breasts in supplication, which he took, drawing another between his lips, kissing, licking, all the while she moved slowly upon him softly moaning her pleasures.
"Oh Autumn, Autumn," he barely managed. The intensity of their coupling though sensually slow, began to gradually increase until the still swirling water around and about them began to slap at their flesh as though urging them on to even greater heights of passion and ecstasy. "Oh Autumn, Autumn, please...I need to taste you!" Brad stammered pleadingly, the feel of her already threatening to push him over the edge far too soon.
Once again she surprised him, standing, though smiling, and stepped from the tub not even bothering to towel off as she made for the enormous sized bed. He followed just as quickly, no longer concerned, worried that his maleness was now fully revealed to her gazing eyes as he approached her.
Like a butterfly emerging from her cocoon, Autumn had transformed from the shy diminutive, yet sensually alluring woman he'd first met, to the sultry, even brazen woman who lay waiting on the bed for him now.
"Come to me," she told him. One hand erotically massaging her breast, the other toying playfully with her nether lips, beckoning to him as she did. Trance-like, Brad slithered onto the bed like a snake, cautiously approaching her now widespread legs, her sex winking at him passionately.
He began by gingerly, lightly, kissing the upper inside of her thighs, his tongue then tracing a path towards her sex, stopping to flick at her exposed flesh with the briefest of touches before continuing on, once again kissing, licking and teasing her.
"Oh fuck Brad! Eat me!" she begged him. "Lick my pussy!"
He devoured her, loving how she had turned now into this wild animal, thrashing beneath him as he watched her caressing, toying with her own breasts, tickling her clit now with a frenzied tongue, flicking it, sucking then kissing it over and over again.
"Yes! Yes! Yes!" she cried out wantonly. "Oh Brad Yes!"
He slipped first one finger, then two inside of her. Felt the liquid warmth of her quim as it welcomed the intrusion, his fingers now playfully stroking her inside, while his tongue danced wickedly on the surface of her tiny clit.
"Oh honey," she moaned softly now, still caressing her breasts, though he watched as she added the intermittent tweaking of her extended nipples with her fingers. "Oh Brad, Brad...that feels so...damn...good!"
Brad smiled, continuing to lick her, feeling his own lubrications leaking from his manhood, no doubt wetting the bedspread beneath him.
"Please Brad, please, turn around so I can suck you as well," she pleaded.
He swiveled, still kissing, still licking her, then felt the incredible sensation of her mouth, that gorgeous sweet mouth as she took him, running the velvety smooth flesh of her tongue along and around the super-sensitive tip of his prick. Brad groaned pleasurably, unable to help himself as he filled his mouth even more fully with the tasty morsel of flesh he'd been consuming.
How long they teased, stimulated, and pleasured one another like this was unknown. But at last, both aroused beyond their wildest expectations, Autumn spoke. "Fuck me Brad, fuck me...now!" she demanded.
Autumn positioned herself on the bed, her exquisite ass wiggling suggestively. He knelt behind her, felt his rigid cock slide easily once again into the soft waiting folds of her pussy. They both groaned together simultaneously as the sensations enveloped them both. Slowly at first, he began to ease in and out of her, Autumn, rocking back, meeting him, clenching at him with the muscles of her sex as she attempted to hold him inside, merely enhancing the pleasured withdrawals, then thrusts as he reclaimed her.
"Harder baby! Harder!" she cooed. "Make me cum!"
Brad began to slam into her, deeply, even more fully than he had before. She met every thrust, every lunge with a surprised giggle of excitement. Like poetry in motion, they moved together in a frantic ballet, the sound of flesh slapping flesh, wet sounding lubrications emanating from them both as their pleasure soared to new heights. And then together, they exploded in a white-hot climatic explosion of pure unbridled ecstasy.
#
The sound of gravel beneath the tires woke Autumn from her revelry.
"We're almost there," Brad informed her in gentle tones. "Are you ok?" he asked concernedly. "You've been rather quiet on the drive up. And I just want to assure you again Autumn, you can trust me."
"I'm fine," she answered softly. "Just lost in thought for a moment there is all," she added.
"Good, well I truly do hope you enjoy what I have in store for you this evening," he stated.
"I hope so too," she thought silently to herself, then "Bedroom Eyes" smiled as she took Brad's hand, still blindfolded, and slid from the seat of the car.
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It was for Crystal one of the most daring things she'd ever considered doing in her entire life. Her very best friend and confidant, a tall almost too skinny woman named Lacy, had convinced her to attend a masquerade party. It wasn't the party so much that she was worried about, though she was anyway. But she knew that Lacy was considerably more liberal and open when it came to being uninhibited and explorative. Normally, Crystal would shy away from many of her dear friends suggestions, but not this time. She had broken things off with her long-time boyfriend, so it had been several months since she'd even considered dating, let alone anything else.
"I can't believe you talked me into doing this!" Crystal told her friend over the phone as she hurriedly finished dressing. Lacy laughed.
"And I can't believe you actually agreed to come!" she replied. "Hey, maybe you will!" she added with a devilish wicked giggle.
"You're really incorrigible Lacy! You know that?" Crystal shot back, still surprised at herself as she finished slipping into the almost too tight fitting leopard outfit that Lacy had talked her into wearing. She glanced into the mirror still holding onto her cell-phone and gasped. "Shit Lacy! I can't wear this!" she exclaimed in alarm. Once again, she heard Lacy laugh over the phone.
"Why not? I bet you look absolutely purrrrrfect!" she giggled purposely, then adding a sultry cats meow.
"What I look like is almost obscene!" Crystal returned, once again seriously having second thoughts about going. Crystal had large firm breasts. Throughout her entire life she'd had to deal with a majority of men looking at her chest first before glancing into her face. With the skin-tight body-stocking she was wearing with a multitude of spots barely concealing her breasts beneath, it was a given that her breasts would be the focal point of her outfit, thus assuring she'd be stared at most of the evening. "Thank God for the mask!" she thought to herself, already feeling a flush spreading across her cheeks. She could only hope that Lacy would at least draw some attention away from her. Her best friend had chosen ironically to go as Cat Woman, in an equally suggestive outfit of skin-tight leather showing more flesh than not.
"Almost there. You ready yet?" Lacy asked over her cell-phone as she drove over to pick Crystal up.
"Well, I'm dressed if that's what you mean. But I'm not sure I'm exactly 'ready' for this!" she said emphasizing the word. Minutes later, Crystal slid into the seat of the car next to her friend as they drove off together towards what she hoped to be a fun-filled night rather than an apprehensive one.
Early on Lacy had explained to her about the place they were going. It was an enormous mansion, still owned, but not lived in by the eccentric billionaire whom no one had actually seen now for several years. The house was still fully staffed, maintained, and rented out for special occasions, such as this one, and particularly at this time of year. Halloween. An hour later they pulled up into the ghostly looking almost castle like structure that was backlit with natural lighting only. Obviously, the electricity had been shut off just for the occasion, as there were no outside lights, and just the flickering in the windows that had to have come from simple candlelight or turn of the century lanterns.
"This place is rather spooky looking don't you think?" Crystal asked nervously, yet surprised to find an air of excitement coursing through her as well.
"That's the whole point sweetie!" Lacy said with obvious excitement as they handed over the keys to the butler who looked a lot like something from out of one of those old nightmare theatre movies she used to watch as a kid.
Moments later they were escorted into the Grande Ballroom where the majority of guests having already arrived, stood mingling in half-whispered nervous conversations. The room, dimly lit with a few burning candelabras, was supported by the only other light source, and that being from an enormous fireplace that stood off to one side covering a goodly portion of one entire wall. And though the heat it gave off was sufficient to ward off the autumn nights chill, Crystal once again found herself grateful for the latex mask she was wearing as she glanced down at herself, discovering her thick hard nipples pressing almost painfully against the thin fabric of her leopard suit.
"I think I need a drink," she announced, spotting the open bar where for the first time, she took control, grabbing Lacy's hand in hers, leading her quickly towards the bar. By the looks of things, everyone else had had the same inclination, most standing in quiet conversations sipping their cocktails in eager expectation of the nights activities, drinking to either bolster their courage, or further lessen their inhibitions. Crystal would definitely be drinking to bolster her courage.
She was glad that everyone there was also required to wear a mask, thus assuring anonymity. Lacy had told her that there would no doubt be some high-ranking politicians in attendance, as well as a hand-full of well known celebrities. All of which for differing reasons she could only guess at, would remain anonymous throughout the entire evening. How Lacy had managed to get them invited was still a mystery to her, something about the well-known realtor she worked for no doubt, who had somehow managed to finagle them both an exclusive invitation.
Crystal noticed that Lacy was already busily scanning the room. "Who are you looking for?" she asked curiously.
"Jack," she replied with a wicked grin. Jack was Lacy's boss. "He said he'd be here wearing a Batman costume," she giggled suggestively.
"Figures," Crystal responded. "Now I know why you chose to wear the Cat Woman outfit," she responded knowingly. "Plan on tangling with Batman later are we?" Crystal teased.
Lacy shot her a wicked grin. "You know it," she added slyly. Crystal had long suspected that the two of them had been involved from time to time, on the side away from the office. But up until now, Lacy hadn't come right out and admitted it before. "Don't worry honey," Lacy assured her. "I'm sure some handsome young tiger or lion will spot you and sweep you away off to his lair."
"That's what I'm worried about," Crystal said seriously, not at all looking forward to the myriad of unwanted advances she was almost positive she'd be receiving in this almost too revealing outfit she'd been talked into wearing.
And...as she'd expected, Batman finally showed up whisking away Cat Woman off to the dance floor. Though by the way things looked, those who were out there hardly appeared to be dancing. Had they not been wearing their costumes, skimpy and revealing as most of them were, it would have appeared to be more like out and out coupling instead. Crystal watched for a time, shook off several obvious advances, all of which had been overtly suggestive in nature, and began to nervously look for some way of escape, at least for a while. She'd spotted several women coming and going in pairs up the enormous stairway, figuring as she'd watched them that no doubt one of several restrooms had to be upstairs. Deciding that was as good a choice as any to escape for a bit, Crystal wandered up the stairs in search of the ladies room.
To her surprise, the hallway was long, dark and strangely eerie looking. Whoever had decorated this place for the party had gone to great lengths to make it so, complete with a few clingy cob-webs (which she hoped weren't real) with only the faintest of lighting from a few flickering candles situated in sconces high along the wall. Even then, she had to literally feel her way along the wall with her hand in searching for any doors as she walked. She found several, tried them, but found each one was locked. She'd even stopped putting her ear to one door and was sure she had heard the faint sound of laughter coming from inside. She moved on. Trailing her hand along the cold damp rock wall, she heard what appeared to be a faint 'click' then much to her surprise, she found that indeed a portion of the wall seemed to open. She stood looking at it, ensuring that it wasn't merely a door not locked. Sure enough, it appeared to be apart of the very wall itself! Now curious, she pressed on it further, swinging the wall inward and found herself staring at a very narrow steep flight of steps.
"Well, this is interesting!" she thought silently to herself. She stepped in, placing her foot on the first of several stone steps leading upwards and heard the faint 'click' once again as the wall closed securely behind her. A pair of solitary soft glowing lamps stood atop of the landing just above her. Cautiously, somewhat nervously yet still curious, Crystal made her way up the stairs towards them. She found herself standing on some sort of mezzanine, with several criss-crossing walkways, and immediately understood why. Below her, it was obvious she could see down into several rooms as she passed. All of which must have had mirrored ceilings from inside as she could walk by looking down, completely un-noticed. Not too surprisingly, many of the rooms were indeed occupied. Several couples had been coming and going all evening long up and down the stairs. Obviously these rooms had been prepared well in advance for such intimate liaisons as she was now seeing. And just as obvious to her, someone had designed them in just such a way so that he, or she...just like she herself was now doing, could walk above them peering down into each and every one for whatever voyeuristic amusement that might be had to see.
She was half tempted to turn around and head back downstairs. But she found herself guiltily mesmerized as she peeked down into one of the rooms, aware she was totally unobserved, and stood watching two women and a man as they frolicked around in bed together. She had often wondered, admittedly fantasized about a threesome herself, but with two men. Even so...watching now as she stood there, she found herself becoming curiously aroused, nervously glancing about to ensure that she was indeed all alone, and then turned her attention to peer down back inside the room. She laughed, and then hushed herself worriedly, though she was equally sure the area she was in was well soundproofed as no one below even took notice or appeared to have heard her. The reason for her laughter was that the guy was dressed as Superman, his tight red briefs bulging obscenely as one of the now naked women with him sat off to one side of him happily rubbing his satin crotch, making his obvious erection become even more prominent beneath his costume. The second woman with dark hair had appeared to be originally costumed as Xenia, the warrior princess. In seconds however, she was as nude as the day she was born, and with help from the blonde had managed to successfully free Superman's super hard dick, and were now taking turns with what Crystal once again giggled thinking over as the "Man of Steel".
Glancing about once again, ensuring she was indeed all alone, she moved on, peering down into several rooms, many of which were like-wise occupied in one form or another. She made her way along the catwalk towards the far wall where the area was even darker, though the rooms lit well enough below to see in without straining her eyes. Just as she arrived, she looked down and gasped as both Batman, as well as her dear friend Lacy entered one of the rooms. Once again, she nearly turned away, but then stood feeling the naughty side of her curiosity taking over. She watched as they quickly disrobed, climbing atop the spacious bed and began to perform a mutual oral '69' upon one another.
"Fuck!" she actually said aloud. It had been a long, long time since she'd done that. "Too fucking long!" she thought this time to herself quietly. And to her total and complete surprise, she felt the first signs of arousal begin to liquefy, and manifest itself deep within the recess of her rapidly awakening pussy. Before she'd even realized it, she found herself standing there watching them, her hand having dropped towards her crotch where she pressed it, gently rubbing the surface through the thin material of her body stocking. Crystal hadn't worn any panties, she hadn't wanted any lines marring the look or appearance of her leopard suit. And now she was glad for it, as the material was just thin enough to allow the gentle press of her fingers to expertly tease and caress her rapidly swelling clitoris. She continued to watch as Lacy finally swung herself around, now impaling herself upon Jack's rigid, swollen looking member. She heard herself audibly sigh, wishing that it was her with a nice hard cock buried deeply inside her cunt, unabashedly now rubbing the outer folds of her own lips, seeking for, but not quite finding the relief that she was now becoming desperately in need of. So engrossed in watching her dearest friend, she did not see or hear anything until it was too late to do so, and certainly too late to hide what it was she'd been doing even if she had.
"Erotic isn't it?"
Crystal nearly jumped out of her skin, crying out in fact both in surprise as well as alarm. Not three feet away stood a tall man, partially obscured due to the lighting, but obviously costumed as the Phantom of the Opera.
"You scared the hell out of me!" she exclaimed feeling horribly embarrassed and ashamed at having been caught doing what she'd obviously been doing. She immediately looked for a quick escape route, but found that as she'd reached the end of the catwalk looking down into this last room where Jack and Lacy were now busily fucking away like crazy, that she actually had no place to go except forward, and then around where the Phantom stood, somewhat blocking her way.
"I'm sorry," he said soothingly. "I really didn't mean to. I discovered this place quite by accident, and then saw you standing over here watching. Thought I might come over, introduce myself, and perhaps...watch with you." He let that suggestion hang for a moment expectantly, letting her know in the process that he had been well aware of what she'd been doing. He spoke before Crystal could find her own voice in response. "Sometimes, it is just erotic, if not more so, to watch someone else without their knowledge as opposed to actually being involved yourself wouldn't you agree?" He glanced down into the room once again, drawing Crystal's attention back down towards her friend. Seeing Lacy who now stood at the foot of the bed, holding on to one of the bedposts as Jack stood behind, thrusting himself wickedly into her was indeed hypnotic, and yes...she had to admit even to herself, intoxicatingly erotic.
In a way, Crystal did feel hypnotized, unable to pull her eyes away from the spectacle taking place below her, even as she sensed, more than heard the Phantom as he approached, closing the distance between them. She felt his breath on the back of her neck, his hands as they came around cupping her twin firm globes. But she also felt the press of his firm stiff erection through the thin layer of clothing covering her well rounded ass.
She realized at that moment that she still hadn't gotten a very good look at him as even the exposed part of his face had been mostly concealed in shadow. But the sound of his voice, deep, husky...virile sounding had somehow assured her that he wasn't some weird creep that she had anything to be afraid of. Why, she didn't know. But even as his hands caressed her and began gingerly teasing her extended nipples to even greater firmness, she felt no fear, only a heightened sense of awareness and arousal as she began to more fully succumb to his manipulations.
"Come with me," he coaxed soothingly. Taking her hand, which she allowed, and followed, willingly, almost as though floating on a cushion of air as she did.
Ahead, they approached what first appeared to look like just another wall. Stepping up to it however, her "Phantom" as she now considered him, pushed against it with the simple touch of his hand. The wall parted just as it had done below in the corridor. Stepping inside, the first thing she noticed was the deep red glow of light permeating the entire room. Several lanterns stood burning, the aroma of incense or some sort of scented oil perhaps, invaded her senses, making her feel almost intoxicated. The glass, which surrounded and covered each, was a deep blood red that disallowed the natural normal brightness to shine through. Ahead of her, an enormous bed, black sheets, either satin or silk had already been turned down in preparation.
"Preparation for what?" she asked herself almost drowsily. She felt herself being led towards the bed, yet felt no fear, no panic as he closed the door behind them, effectively sealing them inside the soundproofed chamber. She stood, watching as he removed his black cape, draping it casually over the back of one chair.
"Take off your clothes," he instructed her softly. Once again, Crystal surprised herself, reaching up to begin the process of worming out of her skin-tight body stocking. She felt the neck of it rip however as she struggled to remove it, uncaring as she did, wanting only to be free of the garment and allow the touch of the sheets to caress her exposed flesh. In moments, she stood before him entirely naked, unashamed, and more than a little aroused by his comforting, almost hypnotic words.
As he'd asked, she moved onto the bed, wearing nothing more than her leopard faced mask which she was grateful for, seeing as she did, he too soon was as naked as she, though still wearing his own Phantom of the Opera face mask. Her eyes took him in, as he stood at the end of the bed taking her in, his prick turgid, almost angry looking, the thick bulbous head of his shaft glistening with lubrication. She felt moisture gathering, then pooling within the confines of her own sex, surprised at her wantonness, even more surprised that she could find herself as aroused as she was, about to be taken by a complete and total stranger.
He moved towards her, then upon her easily pinning her down on the bed, but without malice, without intention of harming her. Somehow she knew this even as he reached for pinning her arms up and above her head within his strong hands, kissing her, then kissing the nape of her neck, allowing his flicking tongue to tenderly trace an imaginary line down between her exposed, hard-nippled breasts.
Crystal felt amazingly calm, incredibly aroused, until...the feel of a soft clamp suddenly surrounding her wrist brought her through the fugue of relaxed caution. For the first time since allowing herself to even entertain the notion of being seduced by this man...this stranger, Crystal felt the first signs of panic setting in.
"What? What are you doing?" She cried out. "No! Please! No!" She begged. "Release me!"
Instead, this Phantom, this stranger, this now somewhat fearful individual who had imprisoned her easily reached over securing her free hand, likewise capturing it in yet another binding cuff so that Crystal lay with both hands stretched up over her head, entirely powerless to do anything but squirm uselessly upon the bed.
"I'm not going to hurt you," he finally told her. "In fact, just the opposite. I am going to pleasure you, pleasure you beyond your wildest dreams, beyond your most secret fantasies and desires!"
Hearing the words, Crystal relaxed slightly, though she felt her body quivering. "Was it desire? Fear? Which?" She wondered.
The Phantom then pulled on a braided cord hanging next to the bed, the sound of rusty gears were then heard. Crystal felt tension upon her wrists and arms as they suddenly began to lift, she...moving with them, scrambling with them up into a sitting position, then unavoidably, standing upon the bed. He stood...watching her until she was, then pulled on the braided cord once again, silencing the hidden rusty winch from continuing to pull her up any further. Secured as she was, she wasn't in any pain, nor was she really uncomfortable. Nervous yes, apprehensive even, certainly vulnerable to both his gazing eyes as well as his now roaming hands as they took liberty with her flesh, caressing her, running up and down the entire length of her body like a soft stroking feather.



Though bound, her legs were still free. She could have kicked him, hurting him, perhaps even knocking him out. But what would be the point? She had no way of releasing her wrists, even the braided cord well out of reach. She knew there was no point in screaming, no one would hear her cry. But somehow, she knew even as he touched her that she truly had nothing to fear. The pungent aroma of the scented air once again assailing her senses, the almost hypnotic sound of his voice as he continually reassured her between gentle kisses, soft stroking flicks of his tongue as he aroused her sensitive flesh.
Placing his hands at the apex of her sex, Crystal parted her legs involuntarily, giving him access. She felt the first gentle searching flick of his tongue as it speared her now hardened clitoris. She shuddered, felt a wave of tingling ecstasy surge through her entire being, her clit suddenly throbbing in excited expectation, needing...no, wanting more of it. Lots more. And he granted her desire. His tongue became a whirlwind of orgasmic delight, deflowering the tiny bud of her soul, kissing, caressing, gently sucking then chewing it until she was maddened with unbridled joy the likes of which she hadn't known or felt in a long, long time.
Crystal felt the gentle probe of one finger, then two. Her silky passage becoming even more so with each slippery, sliding thrust of his fingers, his tongue still busily devouring her beyond sensitive clitoris.
She heard a woman's cry of pleasure, realizing it to be her own, like a voice in the fog, far away. The intensity of her orgasm overwhelming, seizing her, capturing her entire being in one instant, frozen in time as she succumbed to the mind-numbing obliteration of her soul.
She knew she must have passed out, at least momentarily. For though she still stood suspended, hung by her wrists, limp as she stood dangling there like a caught fish on a hook, she opened her eyes to find him standing with her, somewhat supporting her as his arms surrounded her, his lips gently kissing, suckling her still hardened nipples. Once again, the desire renewed itself, even faster as his lips sensed her recovery, now sucking urgently at her taut flesh. Crystal moaned. "Oh fuck...fuck!" she breathed in a half-whispering acceptance of pleasure. In response, she heard his mewling sigh of delight, and then felt him lower himself beneath her. Crystal dared to look, seeing at once his massive erection beckoning to her from below, just as he reached over once again seizing the braided cord.
"Oh fuck!" she said again. It was the only word she could think of to say. Somewhat bewildered, trance-like as she felt herself being slowly lowered, once again automatically spreading her legs as she found herself slowly, inch by inch coming to rest upon him, his staff now nestled comfortably, softly against the folds of her wet glistening sex.
"Tell me you want me," he said in his soothing melodic sounding voice.
"I want you," she said without hesitation.
"Tell me you want to feel my thick hard cock deep inside your cunt!"
"I...I..."
"Tell me!" he demanded of her this time, more forcefully, though non-threateningly.
"I want to feel your cock deep inside my cunt," she responded willingly.
"Then put it in!" he told her.
The only way she could do that was to move against him, sliding up the length of his shaft. As she did, she felt the softness of her silken lips bathing his prick in her essence, coating the length of him with her female lubrications. She felt the tip of his bulbous head, capturing it with her lips, then slipping backwards, effectively seizing it. She smiled inwardly, feeling along as she continued the motion, his cock now standing, held as it entered her. She impaled him. Crystal felt the full length of his shaft now enter her fully, the entry of her womb suddenly tickled as his prick threatened to press through. And then...she felt herself rising once more.
"No!" she cried out unexpectedly, feeling his massive prick suddenly being withdrawn as she heard the sound of the rusty mechanism once again raising her upwards. Then it stopped, stopped just with the tip of his prick still nestled inside her. She fought, found that she could gain just enough leverage by bringing both links of the chain imprisoning her arms together, pulling up on them, effectively allowing herself to lower. She did so, once again impaling herself. Yet...the tension was too great, she couldn't hold it. Crystal felt herself forcefully yanked back up again, but yet again, his cock remained just barely inside her. She took a breath, steeling herself, and pulled down once again on the chains, once again capturing his prick within the recess of her inflamed pussy.
"Very good," she heard him say lustfully. "Fuck yourself Crystal," he said using her name for the first time. "Fuck your pussy with my cock."
And so she did. Straining with exertion every inch of the way, up and down, pulling hard upon the chains that restrained her, losing the battle each and every time as the tension became greater than her own strength, lifting her away though she fought with all she had to keep him inside her. Just when the last of her strength gave out, she felt the tension finally relax, his prick slipping deeply inside her this time, staying there. Crystal swooned in delight, limp as a rag doll as his prick entered, staying there unmoving.
This time he thrust inside her, his hands covering her breasts. She felt the welcomed, gentle kneading of her flesh, the tickling, thrilling pull of her nipples as he rolled them between his fingers in perfect harmony with each and every thrust of his prick deep inside her pussy. She felt her moisture once again gathering, already the telltale signs of her climax's approach, crying out to him unabashedly, unashamedly as she did.
"Yes! Yes! Yes!" she wailed as the first wave of delight washed over her, once again robbing her of her senses.
Though she didn't quite pass out this time, she felt 'zoned' half in, half out of total consciousness. She felt herself being lowered fully, and then the release of one of her wrist restraints, wondering as her hand came free if her ordeal was over. Though instantly, she changed that, for it hadn't been an ordeal at all, but an experience beyond measure, beyond comprehension. As these thoughts tickled her awareness, bringing her more fully back to the present, she felt the capture of her ankle, and then the other as her second hand came free. Now her legs imprisoned, though the use of her hands unencumbered. Crystal chose not to fight however, for indeed, her pleasures had been supreme.
She felt, and then saw him as he moved behind her, the crank of the pulley from somewhere above, lifting her legs upward, spreading. Her ass came off the bed, she folded her arms using her elbows as support, her head gently pressed against the silky softness of the sheets. She felt the press of his slick shaft sliding against her, the coating of her essence now leaving a trail against the inflamed cheeks of her ass. "What?" she somehow managed to ask curiously, but his movement answered her as yet unfinished question.
Once again she felt his prick enter her, slipping easily inside her still sopping wet pussy. But rather than continuing to fuck her, he withdrew, now placing the tip at the entrance of her ass where he pressed ever so gently, rubbing the moisture of her own lubrications coating the opening. She gasped, worried to some degree, as she had never before been fucked in this fashion before. The thrust of his prick back inside her pussy however assuaged her concerns momentarily, "perhaps he is just teasing me," she considered, feeling his prick delightfully sliding in and out of her wantonness. But then, again, withdrawing, back towards her ass, this time a deeper firmer probe as she felt herself slowly open herself to him allowing the briefest, faintest acceptance, then again the withdrawal, back inside her cunt where he fucked her smoothly, softly once again.
Crystal had no idea how long they continued this explorative probing, but each and every time he pressed against her, more and more of his massive cock found acceptance and then entry inside her ass. Finally, she felt the fullness of him enter, and then slip inside just as easily as he'd done to her pussy. She smiled, welcoming the intrusion, surprised at the pleasure she felt from it, especially when she felt the touch of his hand beneath her, his fingers now toying with the fullness of her lips and the hardness of her sensitive nubbin of flesh as he again moved in and out of her wanting ass.
The Phantom soon after clasped the twin cheeks of her ass, driving more forcefully, deeply inside her. With her hands now free, Crystal reached beneath herself, replacing her hand where his had once been. The touch of her own fingers upon her clit, decadent, wickedly erotic as she twirled her clit, rubbing, stroking it with wild abandon as his prick slipped in and out of her tightly clenching ass. Together they moved towards the penultimate of explosions, just by the build up alone, she knew this orgasmic trip would be cosmic in nature, and she welcomed it, crying out vulgarly in some effort to expedite its arrival.
"Oh yes, fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck my ass, hard...fast, fuck me!" She wailed losing all inhibitions of thought in the process.
As her own climax began, she felt the surge, then the explosion of hot frothy semen bathing the insides of her passage in copious spurts, adding too, then enhancing the ecstasy she then felt. A thousand tiny pinpricks of light imploded within her mind, and then blackness consumed her.
#
She woke. Perplexed, confused. Sitting up, she found herself sitting upon a plush couch within some sort of sitting room. Across from her stood a door. Standing, as yet on unsteady legs, she made her way towards it, realizing only then that she was again dressed. She opened the door stepping out, the hallway familiar, the sounds of laughter and music wafting down the hallway towards her. Gradually her senses returned, her legs again steady, and she soon found herself descending the same stairway she'd climbed earlier. She paused, glancing downwards into the room, spotting Lacy almost immediately, Lacy spotting her at nearly the same moment, pushing through the throng of half-dressed, some actually nude men and women who continued to mingle or come and go into differing areas of the mansion.
"Where the hell have you been?" Lacy asked worriedly. "I thought for a while there that you'd left until someone told me they'd seen you go up the stairs earlier." Lacy paused, a sly smile spreading across her lips. Crystal was disheveled, her short sassy blonde hair even wilder looking than it had been earlier. "Oh...I see," she said with a knowing grin. "My shy innocent little girl friend isn't quite so shy or innocent after all now is she?"
Before she could respond however, Jack...or rather "Batman" sauntered up beside them drinks in hand.
"Here, why don't you take this?" he offered Crystal. "Looks like you could use it even more than I could."
Crystal gratefully accepted the drink, began to swallow and nearly choked. Across the way, above the enormous hearth, hung a portrait. "Who's that?" she asked excitedly. Jack turned looking where she'd indicated.
"That dear Crystal, is our reclusive billionaire, though I have it on good authority, that he is in fact dead now, and has been for quite some time. Apparently, it was written into his will that this place was to be maintained and kept up just as though he were alive, and presumably will be."
Crystal barely listened to him however, already crossing the room to stand just below the painting. "His face!" she stammered suddenly.
"Yeah...gruesome isn't it?" Jack agreed looking at it with her. "You'd have thought that the artist would have at least talked into painting him without the disfigurement, but then again, the guy really was eccentric, and obviously decided that it might be a sadistic little kick to actually let people see him just as he really was."
"This can't be!" Crystal stammered excitedly. "He was younger, much, much younger!"
Not understanding her line of reasoning, Jack interrupted her. "Well yes, he was younger when the accident happened, and funny too, today with the marvels of modern science and all his money, you'd have thought he'd elect to have plastic surgery to at least correct some of that hideousness!"
"No, you don't understand!" Crystal shot back. "I was with him tonight!"
"Him? This old guy?" Jack laughed. "Not possible!"
"Honey? You ok?" Lacy finally asked now worried.
"Well not him, him. But yes, a younger version of him. Something about those eyes, I know it's his eyes!" Crystal confirmed to herself. "In fact, I'm positive!"
"You were with him?" Jack questioned again, once again glancing up towards the portrait.
"Yes...just after I stood watching the two of you after you entered the room."
"Oh really," Lacy interjected, now wondering if Crystal wasn't indeed pulling both of their legs by way of some sort of practical joke. "And just exactly what was it we were doing if you were actually watching us?" she asked.
Crystal felt her face flush with the memory, but she was still too excited to care about being found out. "I watched the two of you perform a sixty-nine together," she said openly. Just before the Phantom approached me.
"The Phantom?" Jack asked now scanning the room. "As in The Phantom of the Opera?"
"Yes!" Crystal exclaimed.
"Honestly honey, I haven't seen anyone dressed in costume like that here tonight. And trust me, if he'd been here, I'd have noticed him. But we can ask around if you'd like."
They did so, but everyone they asked said the same thing. No one had been there this night anyway, appearing costumed as the Phantom of the Opera.
"But I tell you..."
"Maybe you should," Lacy interjected. "Why don't you start at the beginning, tell us everything that happened, don't leave anything out."
Embarrassed, she did so anyway, beginning with her initial search for a bathroom, then the discovery of a secret hidden doorway and the mezzanine above that allowed her to see down inside all the various rooms below.
"Hell...maybe she really did Jack!" Lacy stated once they'd heard the entire story, which Lacy admittedly had left her flush with renewed arousal. "Fuck honey...I'd like to see that particular little room for myself!"
"Hey! I know!" Jack said jumping in. "The caretaker! If anyone knows all the little secrets to this place, he certainly would!"
It didn't take Jack long to locate him, and once they'd spoken to him about a secret passage way leading upstairs from the upper corridor, he cheerfully led them back upstairs and down the hall a short distance before stopping in front of what appeared to be a full wall.
"This look like the right place?" Lacy asked Crystal. Crystal nodded her head yes, even as they all heard the faint click as the caretaker pressed a specific spot, revealing in fact that the wall had a narrow staircase leading upwards. There were no lights above however as there had been earlier, the caretaker obviously familiar with the place, quickly procuring a stowed lantern from within a small wall niche, lighting it, and then leading them up.
Crystal was the first to follow him, the stairs familiar to her as she did. As they reached the top of the landing however, all of that changed. Holding the lantern high enough to cast as much light as he could, they all stood staring at a vast open area that was cluttered and filled with various pieces of antique furniture, boxes. Dusty, musty, and this area genuinely filled with real cob-webs, the only thing that looked even remotely the same to her was the planked walk-way that appeared to be positioned in the same way as had been the mezzanine catwalks. Without waiting or with any explanation, Crystal grabbed the lantern away from the caretaker and made her way forward deeper into the room.
"It was here, right here!" she stated assuredly to herself more than anyone else. The wall she indicated was cluttered with several stacked boxes and one or two small pieces of furniture. She pushed several away, revealing as she did a tall standing mirror. An old worn sheet had been covering it, which now fell away. She caught her reflection for a moment, glanced away, and then glanced back once again. Automatically her hand came up to the neck of her body suit. The tear she had caused earlier wasn't there. She gawked at her reflection in disbelief. "Damn it! I know what happened! And I distinctly remember tearing a hole in this!" She said fingering the undamaged area.
"Maybe we should get you home," Jack informed everyone, tossing a quick sign Lacy's way to indicate that maybe Crystal had had a wee bit too much to drink.
"Maybe we should," Lacy agreed. Though something told her that what Crystal had been telling them was more truth than not.
Crystal stood shaking her head in confused frustration, glanced once more towards the mirror and froze, wanting to scream, but no words would come out. Behind her, standing directly behind her stood the Phantom. She spun, but only the sound of a distant haunting laughter filled her ears, that...and nothing more.
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Because of my job, I frequently traveled a lot. I spent a great deal of time in hotels, long lonely nights with very little else to do except go out to the occasional bar, or watch T.V.
People with whom I associated with during the day had wives and family's to go home to. Occasionally I was invited out to dinner with some of them, but mostly it was room service and if I was lucky, a soft X-rated porn movie to watch in the privacy of my room.
I didn't look for any female companionship, though in some of the places I traveled to, it would have been a very easy thing to do. Too worried about getting busted by some under cover cop, or worse, bringing home some venereal disease to my wife.
I could just see me trying to explain that one.
I arrived in San Diego for a long, five-day road trip. At least the company I worked for put me up in nice suites during my longer stays. But it didn't make the loneliness any easier.
On the first night of my weeklong stay, I spent time entertaining myself at a couple of the local nudie-bars, I had just left one and was standing outside waiting for a bus when I spotted one of those sexually explicit newspaper stands. At least I'd have something to read later. I deposited my coins, taking one of the papers off the top of the stack. About that time, my bus arrived and I headed off to return back to the hotel.
After I arrived, I sat down in one of the comfortable wing backed chairs in the sitting room of my suite and poured over the contents of the trashy paper. One article immediately caught my interest however.
'Interested in safe sex? Interested in a fun exciting and stimulating way to have safe sex with total strangers? Try Masturbation Club!'
I was interested. And I read further. The advertisement gave a phone number. I had learned only that it was a $20.00 per session adventure. Any other cost's associated with the evening were of course an additional out of pocket expense.
I called.
I was surprised to hear a woman's voice answer the phone.
"Masturbation Services," she said. "Can I help you?"
"Ah yeah," I stammered a little self-consciously. "I'm calling about the ad I found in the newspaper."
I listened momentarily while she told me a little about the club, and all the things they had to offer. She went on to explain to me that I could buy as many 'adventures' as I wanted.
Each adventure was given its own unique password code. Places, times, and the criteria of people would all be pre-arranged by the service.
I soon found myself answering all her questions. If I was interested in Men or Women or both for one or more of my adventures. She also asked me the type of women I preferred, though making it clear that by narrowing down my preferred choices, it might make arranging an encounter a little more difficult. As time was of the essence for me, I left it generally pretty wide open. She seemed to be fairly pleased by that information and assured me that for the hundred dollars I was willing to spend, that she was fairly confident that she could line up five separate 'adventures' for me during my stay.
I gave her my phone number where I could be contacted, and was told she'd call back as soon as she had one or more of my appointments arranged. I had actually decided to get ready for bed even though it was still fairly early when the phone in my room suddenly rang.
"Mr. Edwards?" The voice asked.
"Yes? This is David Edwards."
"Hi. This is Emily with Masturbation services," she said like it was the most natural thing in the world to say "masturbation" to someone over the phone. Especially when you had no idea who the person was, or even what they looked like. Maybe that made it easier for them I considered while listening.
"I have two bookings for you!" she continued.
"Already?"
"Well, two if you feel up to taking one of them in about an hour," she questioned me. "The other one won't be until the morning, but I can call and cancel...."
"No, No! That won't be necessary. I'll take the appointment."
"Fine," she said pleasantly. "Your password is Larry, with a G."
"Larry? With a G?" I repeated back to her.
"Yes. I know it sounds strange. But it works. That way your partner will know that it is you they are there to meet, and that eliminates the possibility of coincidence, stumbling into someone with the same name. Also. IF they ask you for additional confirmation, your code numbers are..."
I wrote the numbers down on a slip of paper. Though the numbers remained the same, I would be Robert with a W in the morning for my second adventure.
Emily asked me if I had a problem with a husband and wife team. She quickly explained that the husband was basically along to watch and nothing else unless I was ok with allowing anything more. She further explained that I'd be picked up out in front of my hotel by a limousine, promptly at seven a.m., and returned to it as well an hour later. Having agreed to those conditions, Emily then told me of my more immediate appointment.
She gave me the address of a nearby bar, which was just around the corner from where I was currently staying. I was to seat myself at the far end of the bar and wait there.
"But what if someone's already sitting there?" I questioned.
"Everything's already taken care of," Emily replied. "Just go to the far end of the bar on the opposite side of the door as you come in. Sit down, order yourself a drink and wait there."
I quickly checked my watch, knowing exactly where it was the bar was located, determined I had just enough time for a very quick shower and a fresh change of clothing.
I arrived at five minutes to ten. It took just a moment for my eyes to adjust to the even dimmer light of the interior. There was a middle-aged couple sitting at the bar mid way, and an older gentleman seated at my end as I walked in. Beyond that, no one else was seated at the counter. Though there were several booths and tables, only one other group of people, two couples were seated in one of those, but again, closer to the door than towards the far end of the room where I now headed.
I didn't see anyone else except for the bartender who was busily wiping down tables. He looked up as I came in and asked me what I wanted to drink.
"Scotch and Soda," I requested.
He nodded his head, finished wiping off the table and headed back around behind the bar, where I had just settled myself down.
"You must be Larry."
I turned around. She must have come from the ladies room, which I only then realized was just down the hall, that, or the phone booths. Perhaps she had been waiting for me, standing inside one of those. I supposed she had purposely placed herself in such a way that she'd be able to see me as I came in. It made sense, something that I would have certainly done had I been in her shoes.
"Yes. Larry with a G."
She smiled, offering me her hand. She neither offered me a name, nor did I ask her for one. She ordered a drink, which sent the bar tender back down to the far end of the bar in order to make it for her.
I had time enough to study her. She had light brown, not quite blondish shoulder length hair. I guessed that she as in her early to mid forty's, and surprisingly quite attractive. I don't know why I had expected far less, certainly not dog meat, but I hadn't expected someone as attractive as she was, standing here next to me. As she turned to accept and pay for her own drink, I looked at her obvious braless clad breasts. She was wearing an expensive cashmere sweater. Two very prominent and very erect nipples were pressing outwards against the fabric. She turned back around, taking a sip of her drink facing me.
"Are you hard yet?" she whispered.
"Wow. Straight and to the point!" I thought. "No. Not yet, a little nervous I think."
"Good," she said with a lusty grin interrupting me from continuing. "I prefer it that way."
She moved closer to me, still standing but leaning her ass against the bar stool. The way she stood facing me, it was clearly evident that anyone else sitting in the bar would simply see two people seemingly engaged in conversation. Her hand reached out and began tracing lines and circles around the rapidly growing bulge in my pants.
The first thing I thought was, "Shit. Why'd I wear beige slacks for hells sake?"
Already a wet-spot was beginning to form around the area where my cock head was straining and pressing against the material. She purposely raked her fingernail over the spot repeatedly, which only increased the wetness and the circle of moisture it was creating.
I sat there trying to act as casual as possible, sipping my drink, watching her sipping hers, all the while playing with me the whole time.
"Take it out now," she urged. "Let me see it."
Still easily shielded from anyone seeing us, I unzipped my fly. I had purposely not worn any underwear and my cock sprang easily, quickly into view. Her only movement was to half sit, half stand on the barstool. I watched as she planted one foot on the running bar. I had noticed she was wearing a very short, black, wrap around skirt. She lifted her leg ever so slightly while simultaneously, I watched her hand slide between the fold of her skirt in front and disappear somewhere beneath. Obviously she hadn't worn any underwear either.
"Play with it for me," she instructed. "Squeeze it until you get some pre-cum oozing out of the end of your dick."
It certainly didn't take long to accomplish that. I'd been leaking cum juice ever since she'd been teasing me with her finger. I managed to squeeze a nice big droplet of juice out for her. Almost immediately she removed her hand, swiped the droplet off the end of my cock, and immediately replaced her finger back beneath her skirt.
"Hmm. Nice and slippery feeling," she purred. "That feels good!"
I sat watching her playing with herself for a moment, all the while slowly stroking my own very hard, very erect cock.
"Would you like me to do that for a minute?" she asked.
"Oh yes!" I near hissed. "I've been dying for you to do that!"
"Would you like to see, and even play with one of my titties while I do?" she asked again.
But it wasn't necessary to have answered, standing as she was; she lifted up one side of her sweater baring the closest breast facing me. Only the bar tender could have seen her had he been behind the bar. But once again, he was at the far end of the room busing and cleaning off tables. Even the couple sitting at the bar could not have seen what we were doing. And as I quickly glanced at them, they were obviously too involved in their own conversation to be paying much attention to us anyway.
Her areolas were incredibly large, light brown in color with incredibly thick tipped nipple's capping each one. I reached up and cupped her breast from beneath and slightly off to one side. Extending my index finger on it as I did so, I was able to reach it, slowly and lightly rubbing that hard little snippet of flesh in a slight circular motion.
By this time her hand was playing a melody of erotic tunes on my throbbing shaft. She seemed to particularly like raking her finger nail across and beneath the flanged head of my dick.
"Does that feel good?" she asked me
"Oh yes baby. That feels really good!"
"Does my tit feel good in your hand too?"
"Yes. Do you like what my hand is doing to your tit, to your nipple?" I responded back playing along with this naughty erotic conversation we were having.
"Oh yes. Very much. I love the way your finger is playing with my nipple. I wish it were playing with my clit exactly the same way," she moaned breathlessly.
"Then let me do that to your clit baby. Let me rub it for you a little."
Once again she smiled. Reluctantly, she released my cock, and this time sat down fully on the barstool.
"Stand up. Move over next to me," she spoke softly indicating where I should stand.
Even with my erection clearly sticking a mile out of my pants, I was protected from view by her position in front of me. I stood up, faced her easily slipping my hand up beneath her skirt. She was incredibly wet, my finger easily sliding inside, locating a second later that sweet bit of cunt flesh peeking so sensually at me from inside her slit.
I heard her sharp in take of breath, heard her hold it and saw her bite her lower lip as I encircled her clitoris smoothly, lightly with my finger tip. I ran my finger down her wet slippery furrow, then felt her pussy lips sucking at it as I did.
"Finger- fuck me!" she mewled.
And again, I did so.
"Faster!"
I don't know how anyone could have not known what was going on now had they been looking at us. My mystery woman was now obviously leaning back, her legs spread obscenely wide, so much so that her skirt parted entirely, and I now could see as well as feel the insides of her pussy lips.
"Rub my clit! Rub my clit!"
I was sure most everyone had to have heard that. But I was so excited, so incredibly turned on at this point that I could have cared less if they'd all walked over and stood there watching us. I didn't even bother to look up to see if anyone had finally noticed what it was we were doing.
I was staring down into one of the most beautiful cunts I had ever seen. There was a thin stripped, closely cropped patch of dark pubic hair just above her split.
Her labia were thick, wonderfully full, and now I knew why they seemed to enclose over my fingers as I had run them up and down that gorgeous little groove of hers. A near milky white substance coated her lips, seemingly refreshing itself every time I slipped my finger inside her, and again withdrawing it. Her own feminine pre-cum oozed out of her opening, flowing down between her legs to pool in cum-puddles upon the bar-seat.
My little cum-queen incarnate then leaned back fully against the bar, lifted her sweater and began to unabashedly play with her taut swollen nipples.
I couldn't help but look up then. The older guy who had been at the end of the bar had obviously left. The couple at the bar and who had not been that far away from us now sat watching the two of us with lust filled eyes. Sheepishly and even a little foolishly, I continued finger-fucking her sweet throbbing pussy. I noticed the two couples that had been sitting together earlier. Both of the men were now actually and fully standing up next to their booth, though they had not made any attempt to approach any closer. One woman had turned in her seat and was now kneeling down hanging over the side of the backrest watching us brazenly, openly, though she made no attempt to move closer to where we were either.
Her slow deep rolling moan brought me back to the immediate present. I looked down just in time to see a thin sliver of milky white juice suddenly squirt in an arching spray of orgasmic delight. A second squirt, even more forcefully so, escaped through her tiny slit and splashed against the front of my shirt, drenching it, leaving a splatter of oily like cum beads which ran down the front of my shirt, soaking it.
With one hand clasping the bar counter, and the other holding onto the edge of the barstool, she lifted her ass upwards slightly and with one last thrusting hump against my impaled fingers, shook uncontrollably in this position for what seemed like several seconds before finally collapsing back down on the seat. It took her a few more moments to control her breathing once again.
I had by this time managed to sit down upon my own bar stool. After all, we still had a very captive audience at this point, and I had been standing there finger-fucking this woman's cunt with my own rock hard cock sticking straight out of my pants for everyone to see.
With more than just a little bit of nervousness, I felt my erection slowly begin to dwindle. I began to wonder if this had been a good idea after all, and thought momentarily about making a hasty retreat out of the bar before someone said or did anything that might cause problems.
In the next instant however, all thought of that completely disappeared as once again that velvety hand encircled, encompassing my cock, stroking it and arousing it back to its previous state of rock-hard fullness.
I heard the woman who was sitting at the bar next to us finally speak, "Make him cum honey. I definitely think it's his turn!"
There was some minor snickering, even giggling from the group over in the corner, but again, I really didn't fucking care at this point. The hand that was pumping, flying up and down my shaft was sending tidal waves of extreme pleasure and ecstasy coursing through me. I felt my balls tighten and new that my shower of cum was about to erupt at any moment.
"Yes baby!" I heard my companion urging me.
"Shoot your cream on my tit's baby. Cover them in your spunk honey!" she actually yelled.
Looking up, her big beautiful breasts were still bare. Her sweater was still bunched up above them, and her boobs sat there, wonderfully moving up and down, matching the rhythm of her up and down stroking motions as she jacked off my throbbing cock.
It was too much for me. I groaned, loudly. I could have cared less who was watching or what anyone felt except for the incredible sensation as my orgasm exploded deep within my balls. I watched as the first ejaculate of sperm shot off with tremendous force to hit her breasts squarely, covering them in a thick syrupy stream of cum.
The second ribbon of flying cum-cream was equally as hard in its intensity as the first. I watched it land somewhere over and above her left shoulder.
"Oh my God!" I heard a woman's voice say from behind us. "Did you see that?"
She was palming the remaining jettisons of cum, and I watched her capturing my cream in her hand, beginning to rub it upon her bare breasts. I have no idea how long I actually came. But it seemed to go on forever. I was oblivious to my surroundings, and to what was actually taking place at that point.
The next thing I knew, the bar tender was once again standing next to us. I heard him place two fresh drinks on the counter. I looked up, he winked, smiled and went about wiping my cum from off the counter top.
We somehow managed to collect ourselves, readjusting our clothing though my 'date' acted as though nothing had even happened. I began to babble something about a special 'tip', learning only that she didn't receive payment of any kind including gratuities, which was what kept things basically legal.
There were apparently a whole lot of active volunteers that could be reached day or night for one of these Masturbatory Club member encounters. Emily had called her almost immediately after hanging up with me, knowing full well that I would enjoy my appointment completely. And I certainly had.
I soon after left the bar, heading back to my hotel room. I wanted desperately to be with her again. But that was another rule that she told me about. No two people would ever, or could ever meet twice. If they were caught, she would never again be called or set up for an appointment with anyone else.
Saddened by the fact that I would in all likelihood never see her again, I nevertheless, found myself whistling on my walk back to my room. It was then that I remembered.
I needed to leave a very important wake up call for first thing in the morning.
I ran.
#
Masturbation Club - Chapter Two
By: Thesandman
The alarm on the nightstand went off just moments before the phone rang. I reached over, turned on the light answering it.
"Yes?"
"Mr. Edwards? This is the wake up call you requested," the female voice said.
"Thank you," I replied sleepily, replacing the phone in its cradle. "Wake up call indeed," I thought, rolling out of bed, scratching my groin on the way into the bathroom.



It was way early yet. Robert with a W wasn't due to meet Mr. & Mrs. Limousine ride for well over an hour.
Surprisingly, after the past evenings incredible experience, I hadn't found myself lacking in enthusiasm at all. Half expecting to be thoroughly, exhausted, satiated after my first experience, I was surprised when Mr. Morning Hard On went from being just that, to Mr. Ever-ready, my cock's evil twin.
Mr. Ever-ready went back to Mr. Morning erection, which barely allowed me the ability to take a very needful piss. But the scalding hot shower, which quickly followed, relaxed everything back to a much more tolerable and normal state.
As I stood under the pulsating spray, I began to wonder if what I had suddenly gotten myself into was such a good idea. After all, I had NO clue as to who these people were, not to mention the aspect of something getting entirely out of hand in which I would have no control over, was curiously troubling. Last night had definitely been somewhere along those lines. If the bar hadn't been as nearly deserted as it had been, and the few people inside not so inclined to participate or join in either, it could have ended up being pretty serious. All things considered, it turned out just right, and was pretty damned erotic, as I stood there beneath the hot spray thinking about it, my prick lurching as though in agreement with me.
I made a mental note to be more specific about my requests in the future, asking a few more pertinent questions before agreeing to meet anyone else. After all, I still had three more appointments already paid for after Mr. and Mrs. Limousine of course, but I didn't want to put myself in any more uncertain situations either.
I had already cleared my entire morning; whatever happened today wouldn't interfere with my real work or my other responsibilities. And although only an hour had been set aside for this morning's adventure, after last night, I knew anything was possible. Once again my prick stiffened in eager anticipation. "Down boy, lets not get a head of ourselves," I said speaking to it. "Who knows? Maybe we won't like these people? And then what?"
My prick nodded happily however, having already decided that whatever lay ahead of us, he was more than willing and happy to go along with. I finished dressing, once again opting for wearing no underwear in the event of a hasty retreat, or more importantly, easier access, and went down to the coffee shop to have breakfast and await their arrival.
As I had expected, the limo pulled up in front of the hotel at seven sharp. I immediately noticed the dark tinted windows, knowing without any doubt that as there was no way anyone could see inside. The driver met me almost immediately at the door as I walked up introducing myself. I'd already been informed that it would be the driver, and not whoever sat inside waiting for me that I would confirm my identity with.
"I am Robert...with a W," I told him nervously.
The Chauffeur acknowledged me with the briefest of smiles, promptly opening the door. I immediately stepped inside, taking the opposite seat across from where my un-as-yet-met companions sat looking and smiling at me. I noticed in that brief instant that we were completely sealed off from the driver's area up front. The sliding panel already in place, baring anyone from the front seat to be able to look into the expansive, elegantly furnished area of the limousine. I felt the car as it pulled away from the curb back out onto the street without any directions being given to the Chauffeur from the strangers still quietly sitting across from me.
"You may call us John and Amy. Those are not our real names of course, but I find it far more awkward in situations such as these if we don't at least have something we can call ourselves," The man said.
I noticed he was ruggedly handsome, obviously in his late fifty's perhaps very early sixty's, with stark white hair, not grey, closely cropped and neatly styled. He had a deep dark rich tan, and was wearing Tennis shorts along with a matching white Polo shirt which set his tan off all the more.
The woman I'd been introduced to as Amy was dressed in similar attire. Though not nearly as tan as John was, she had a near flawless and much younger looking complexion. I judged her as being perhaps five to ten years younger than John, and perhaps even younger had it not been for those dark brown eyes, which belied the maturity of her age. She possessed not a shred of silver or grayness to her hair like John did, nor did she show the lines of middle age that one would normally have expected to see. Their demeanor was almost aristocratic, initially making me feel ill at ease, and once again questioning my sanity at having agreed to do any of this. For several long uncomfortable moments, they remained quietly studying me, and I them.
Finally, Amy spoke in a voice that was deep, dark and lustfully sensual, adding a demure smile that seemed almost playful as though being a cat just having caught a canary. "I am sure you were told during the interview, that John," she said emphasizing the name, "is here merely as a spectator, unless of course you find yourself comfortable enough that at some point he be invited to join us."
I simply nodded my head in acknowledgement to that, smiling briefly, still somewhat nervously as I glanced his way. Sensing this perhaps, John slid over to the far side of the bench seat that he and Amy had been sharing. It gave if nothing else, the appearance of separation between the three of us, added with the good four to five feet of space between the seat I was sitting on and theirs.
Amy immediately began removing her clothing. I watched as she quickly removed her Polo shirt, pulling it off over her head in one swift fluid motion. I watched it fall in a heap on the floor as she playfully tossed it in my direction. I'd expected her to remove the sports-bra she'd obviously been wearing, but instead, she lifted her ass ever so slightly from off the seat, slipping the short tennis skirt she was wearing, tossing it towards me where it fell perfectly on top of her shirt.
Amy now sat wearing only the sports bra, and a pair of thin lacy sheer-white panties. She began caressing her breasts, cupping each gently, thumbing and toying with her already extended nipples. I watched with growing arousal and excitement as her nipple's continued to harden and began pressing firmly, distinctly against the tightly stretched, very smooth fabric of the bra she was wearing.
Mr. Ever-ready began to take notice of what she was doing to herself, alerting me to his interest by throbbing enthusiastically inside my pants. I glanced only briefly over towards John, and found him as captivated by what she was doing to herself as I was.
She continued fingering her nipple's for a moment more, rolling them through the fabric until they were so hard, so firm; I thought they would actually find some way to tear through it. To my delight as much as Johns, Amy finally discarded the bra altogether, adding it to the rapidly growing pile of discarded clothing below me.
Amy's breasts were capped by rosy-pinked colored areola's, unlike any I had ever seen before on any woman. Her small to medium sized breasts were well rounded, but not in a perky teenage way that one might have expected to see. No, these were definitely mature breasts, comfortably resting against her rib cage. And though they might have failed the pencil test, it wouldn't have been by much, which I found even more alluring, more sensual as I found my eyes hungrily glued to them.
Amy continued to caress herself, now actually pinching, pulling on those twin-marbled nubbins. I was amazed at how freely, so uninhibitedly she was while playing and caressing herself. Amy was truly enjoying this, enjoying me, my expressions as she unabashedly caressed her breasts, lifting them up, massaging and kneading her pliant flesh. Just barely able to lift either upwards towards her mouth, Amy's tongue snaked out, tickling the nipple, all the while looking over towards me, almost smiling.
"Am I getting you excited?" she asked unnecessarily glancing down towards the obvious bulge protruding inside my pants.
Still looking at me, Amy slid her hand down towards the crotch of her panties. Pulling to one side the leading edge of her them, I watched one of her fingers disappear beneath the hem as she began lightly teasing and running a finger up and down her obviously wet slit. The crotch of them having already darkened with moisture as she began fingering her pussy, periodically lifting a finger to suck it, tasting her own juices. Moments later, Amy stretched the material of her silk panties even further off to one side, fully revealing the exquisite pink flesh of her lips. Again, she ran her finger smoothly up the near hairless furrow, pausing briefly at the shinny pink knob that protruded invitingly. She began to circle the surface of her clit with her finger, teasing it, licking her lips as though hungry to have a tongue flicking it instead.
At that point, she stopped touching and playing with herself, allowing the lacy white panties to once again cover her moist wet pussy.
"You don't get to see any more of me, until I get to see more of you," she said in that near hypnotic sensual voice of hers.
In my mind, I had erased John. Even peripherally, I didn't notice him sitting there any more. I was so focused, so caught up in the mesmerizing display of Amy's self-teasing, that's all that mattered as I admirably continued staring at her exposed breasts.
"Well?"
Her question jumpstarted my reaction, I wanted very much to see more of that delicious looking pussy. I hurriedly reached down unzipping myself.
"Don't just take it out," she breathed huskily, "Take your pants off. All the way off. I want to see your cock fully and completely...including your balls."
I was suddenly glad I'd decided against wearing any underwear, which by the expression on Amy's face as I quickly struggled out of my pants, she was delighted to see as well. Stepping out of them, I kicked them over into the corner, now sitting in front of her my hand shyly concealing the fullness of my erection.
"Spread your legs for me," she commanded. "And remove your hand, I want to see you...all of you," she said lustily.
I quickly did as I was told, resting my hands down onto either side of the seat, spreading my legs apart though I felt somewhat self-couscous in having done so.
"Hmm, I like a man who shaves his balls," she grinned once again licking her lips. "I like how they look, I like how smooth feeling they are when I suck them inside my mouth."
My cock twitched. Amy giggled. "Do that again, make it move for me without using your hands," she prompted.
Mr. Ever-ready was happy to oblige, throbbing excitedly, even giving her an additional treat as he expelled a tiny droplet of pre-cum that ran down the side of his head.
"Very nice, again!" she prompted, her fingers moving back towards her crotch, once again slipping beneath the hem of her damp panties.
Once again my cock twitched, another droplet of lube oozing out of tip to run down the other side of my cock head.
Giddily, she laughed, fingering her pussy as I now heard for the first time the sounds of her succulent pussy becoming frothy-liquid with her finger teasings.
"Ok, now gather up all that juice you've been creating and rub it around the head of your prick for me," she stated pulling her crotch off to one side so I could again see the depths of her split.
I began doing that, enjoying the sensation of my own pearly juice as it coated the head of my cock with a pleasurable silky soft titillation that produced even more of the steadily increasing liquid.
Before I was even aware of it, Amy moved off the seat, down onto the floor, crawling towards me on her hands and knees. Her cute firm breasts swaying as she slowly approached, looking every bit the tigress that I was beginning to suspect that she was. Without using her hands, she ever so lightly nipped, then licked the very tip of my swollen penis. Forcing a part Mr. Ever-ready's tiny little eye-slit, Amy tongue-fucked it for a moment gathering up the pearl drops that had begun forming in a much more steady stream.
"Hmm." she groaned. "I love licking up pre-cum," she purred throatily. "Squeeze it for me," she stated, watching me as I did, watching my cock producing yet another sliver of near clear liquid fluid that dribbled out of the tiny eye-slit of my cock, running down and along side my shaft.
For the first time, she actually touched me with her hand, milking my prick, enjoying the slick lubrication which she immediately began making noises with as she sat on the floor before me, jacking me off.
"So, can John play with himself while he watches us? He really enjoys seeing me doing this," continuing to slowly pump my prick up and down with her hand. "And, it makes me even more excited when he can," she added suggestively.
"Sure," I near drooled. "No Problem."
And though I heard movement somewhere off in the corner, I was too focused on the pleasure that her dainty hand was bringing me. Amy wasn't just jacking my cock up and down; she was doing everything and more that I had often done to myself during one of my more lengthy masturbatory sessions. Amy alternated, first palming the head, then twisting the shaft with her other hand, slowly then quickly jacking the sensitive skin up and down. Forming a circle with her fingers, just easing them over the head as though sucking me with her lips.
The juicy sounds she was making only added to the erotic atmosphere being created there inside the limo. Somehow I managed to pry my eyes open, glancing down towards her, wanting to see as well as feel the incredible job that her hand was giving me. When I did, I saw her looking directly into my eyes. She gave me two long slow strokes, then two quick ones, forcing me to catch my breath unexpectedly.
"You like that huh?" she teased wickedly, doing it again before I could even answer.
"Fuck yes," I finally groaned, watching her, feeling her hand as it traveled slowly up my shaft, once again squeezing the head before sliding back down my shaft with a palm full of fresh lubricant.
She slow stroked me again, then quicker. I looked directly at her, grinning. Which is when she hand-slapped my prick, sending a pain-pleasured sting coursing through it. Catching me by complete and total surprise, I had neither expected it, nor anticipated it. And though it stung a little, it felt incredibly nice as her hand eased itself slowly back down my shaft where she soon cupped, fondling my balls. Lulling me into a false sense of security, she caressed my shaft, lightly teasing it still toying with my ball-sack, until seeing my eyes close.
"Slap!"
"Fuck!" I nearly screamed out that time as her hand once again slapped the hardness of my prick, once again causing that same stinging sensation that surprisingly felt even better that time than the first.
She slapped my cock rapidly several times in quick succession, leaving it to throb angrily for several moments afterwards as she actually released it, standing up.
I wondered then what she was up to as she balanced herself by placing the palms of her hands against the roof of the car. Her panties were totally and completely soaked. Her pussy had all but sucked in the fabric of her lace panties as they had near disappeared up inside her.
Standing directly above me now, Amy lowered herself, rubbing her wet crotch up and down my super sensitive shaft. The smoothness of the material, coupled with her slippery moisture was exquisitely pleasurable. I fisted my prick, holding it steady for her as she slithered up and down against it.
"John," she said. "Can you see his cock sliding up and down against my pussy?"
For the first time since any of this began, I saw John as he came into view, coming over to sit down beside me on the bench seat. Only then did I realize that he too had removed his tennis shorts and underwear.
"Holy shit!" I exclaimed in abject surprise.
This guy was a Cock Adonis! Never before in my entire life had I seen a prick the size of this one before. It was huge! I had seen large pricks before, often enjoying an X-rated movie or two, but in all my life, I had not honestly ever seen a prick as big as his was.
"Yes. He is pretty big isn't he?" Amy stated, saying the obvious.
"I think that's an understatement! Just how big is it anyway?" I found myself actually asking her.
For the first time in quite a while I actually heard John laugh.
"You'd be surprised how many times I've heard that," he said grinning proudly. "It's nearly fourteen inches, but its four and a quarter inches in diameter as well."
Even I had to admit I was impressed. As big around as my wrist, not to mention the incredible length, I couldn't imagine 'Amy' as she was calling herself being able to handle it. As though reading my mind, she spoke.
" Obviously for a woman my size, and believe me, I've managed to accept a few sizeable cocks in my life time, John's is one that I've never been able to accommodate very comfortably. Which is one of the reasons we got involved with the 'Club' to begin with. Most of what we do is manual, aside from a little oral stimulation, which is still next to impossible to perform on him either. Whenever any of the women we get with see it, they at first drool over the size of it, quickly shunning from doing anything more than either playing with it, or simply knobbing the head. So don't feel so inadequate sitting here. Trust me, John often wishes that his prick was more normally sized!
I had been sitting there feeling rather intimidated, my prick actually softening to some degree before Amy told me about John's obvious handicap in being so fucking large.
"Now then, enough about John's cock...where were we anyway?" she stated suddenly removing her panties. I was surprised when after she'd removed them that she wrapped them about my prick, stroking me quickly back to a fuller hardness since I'd lost it momentarily while struggling through a bout of penis envy.
Amy now crawled into the seat between John and I, tucking her legs beneath her as she all but lay her head in my lap, still using the soft silky, very wet panties she'd been wearing, to masturbate my cock with.
Situated as she was, I reached down easily locating her pussy. Feeling my fingers searching her out, Amy opened her legs sufficiently to allow them to easily slip inside her. I was soon reveling in her heat and moisture as her cunt literally sucked at my probing digit as I continued to stroke her, while she in turn continued teasing and stroking me.
Soon after Amy slid back off the seat until she was kneeling before me on the floor of the limo. Reluctantly, I allowed my finger to be pulled from her cunt as she repositioned herself. John also moved, coming around behind her where he placed his oversized prick across her ass laying slightly at an angle. With her left hand, Amy continued fondling and playing with me. With her right, she reached back behind herself in order to grasp John's Python-like prick. I noticed as she did that, her hand could not even come close to encircling it as she began massaging him, which is about all she really could do in that position.
With her breasts so easily accessible now, I reached down taking one in each hand. I loved the sensation of rolling her taut nipples between my fingers, pulling and twisting on them gently while she continued doing things to my cock I didn't know had even been invented yet.
"Hmm, that feels good," she cooed contentedly. "Pinch them harder, pull them away from my breasts and hold them there!" she urged me hotly.
"Paybacks a bitch," I thought suddenly and delightedly.



I flicked her stiff nipple with my finger. Hard. I felt her flinch, but she simply moaned, stroking me even harder. Amy half-stood now, still crouching with John still kneeling behind, using his tree-trunk of a cock to slap against her ass with.
"Pinch them again!" she screamed at me. So I did, harder this time, almost fearful that I was squeezing them too hard, yet as I did, Amy groaned deeply while the "slap, slap, slap," of John's prick beating against her ass echoed through the interior of the car.
"Finger-fuck me!" she now urged me. "God...stick your finger inside my cunt and finger it!" she wailed deliriously.
I impaled her roughly with two fingers, soon adding a third. With nearly my entire fist embedded inside her, I began slamming my hand nearly as hard as I could while she likewise stroked my cock, matching me thrust for thrust, jerk for jerk. Amy's cunt was free flowing at this point, the frothy cream she'd created appearing in abundance, and making the wettest, sloppiest sounds I had ever heard come from a woman's cunt before. In seconds, Amy was jerking and thrashing herself against me screaming wildly as she came.
I wondered briefly if the Chauffer had heard that. He must have. Even back here the sound of Amy's scream was high pitched and ear-piercing.
Slowly she calmed down, once again settling into her teasing, titillating manipulation of my more than ready to cum, needing to cum, pulsating prick.
She began talking dirty to me, something I loved to hear a women do anyway. She told me how good my cock felt to her. How she loved the softness of my velvety cock-knob.
"Do you like what I'm doing?" she asked.
"Oh yes!"
"How about this?" As she changed the pressure, the stroke, or the force of her grip on my cock.
"Oh fuck yes," came the reply. "That feels really good, I'm getting close now!" I added.
At that moment, John came around sitting down next to me. Kneeling between us, Amy began jacking our cocks off simultaneously. Obviously, she'd had plenty of practice having done this before.
"You enjoying this John?" she asked lovingly. "You about ready to give me some of your delicious cum-cream too?"
"Oh fuck yes!" he moaned glancing down at her still busy hand as my own climax neared closer and closer.
"Tell me when baby," she said leering at him. "I want to catch each and every drop of your delicious cum juice!"
"Now! Fucking now!" he cried out a second or so later.
Amy quickly placed the fat angry head of John's cock at her mouth. I watched a flood of gushing sperm suddenly explode from his larger than life prick as Amy made some attempt at encompassing the head of his dick, an impossibility of course. The amount of spunk that John shot inside her mouth was astounding, certainly more than I had ever see any man's prick ever discharge before. The onrush of thick musky cream was too much for her to contain of course, dribbling down the corners of her mouth, falling on her breasts as well as her tummy as she continued to suck-stroking him to completion.
Seeing this was too much for me to stand. I arched my back, uncaring wherever my flying cum was about to land or fall. Amy turned feeling the first spurt land against her breasts, watching with renewed interest as jettison after jettison of spunk landed in her hair, her breasts, face, and even some of which I watched land across John's own cock which Amy still continued softly milking the last traces of his own orgasmic delight.
Exhausted, spent. I collapsed back onto the seat of the limousine. I felt more than saw Amy and John both gather up their clothing and move back to their side of the car.
I opened my eyes just as John pressed the intercom.
"Home James," he said.
I laughed. I mean it was funny, but wasn't funny all at the same time. Maybe his name really was James for all I knew.
"You'd better hurry up and get dressed," Amy smiled saying. "We'll be back at your hotel any moment now."
I quickly redressed, barely finishing zipping up my zipper when suddenly the car came to a halt. Moments later, James stood holding open the door for me.
If he knew what had been going on, he certainly didn't give any indication of it. His face was just as expressionless as it had been when I first saw him.
"To the club now James," I heard John tell the Chauffer from inside the car.
"To the Masturbation Club?" I asked myself as I headed up the steps to the hotel door. "I wonder if they play with Masturbation rackets." I said stupidly to myself. I didn't care though...I felt good. And was already looking forward to my next adventure.
#
Masturbation Club - Chapter Three
By: Thesandman
I didn't hear anything from Emily at the club for nearly two days. But I didn't mind that so much. It gave me a chance to catch up on some much-needed rest, and to finalize a few projects I'd been working on.
I had just gotten back to the hotel, entered my room, and saw the message light flashing on the telephone next to my bed. I smiled listening to the message that had been left for me, and called Emily.
"Masturbation Club, this is Emily."
"Emily, this is David, I got your message," I began.
"Oh hi David!" she said enthusiastically. "Sorry it's taken so long getting back to you, but I've been working on a couple of really good possibilities. And, I wanted to let you know that we've received some very positive comments with regards to your participation in the club. Although you're a 'new-bee' as we call our first time clients, I think I have a couple of really exciting options for you if your interested in hearing about them."
I told her that I was pretty open to just about anything, but would definitely want to have a few more details before making a commitment. That, and I had one other question for her. "I don't mind telling you, I'm a little surprised that these encounters are only twenty bucks a pop," I said curiously. Emily laughed.
"Yeah, we get asked that a lot. The reason being is, the charges are strictly to pay for administrative costs. None of the participants receive a dime for any of this. They're strictly in it for the fun and excitement, all volunteer. Which keeps things legal for one thing, and for another, since we're not using 'professionals', our membership consists of every day people, some influential yes, but people just like you and me."
"Ok, that makes sense then I guess," I told her. "So...tell me about these other two options."
"Well, I've got a husband and wife team," she began. "But they normally see only other husband and wives together. It just so happens that we've got a special situation that's developed with a businesswoman that's in town just for this evening. It's dinner, drinks, and then the four of you can take it from there if your interested. Our couple has agreed to meet with the two of you, even though you're not a married couple. I've already spoken to the other woman who would more or less be your date for the evening. She's fine with the set-up if you are."
"Sounds good to me, I don't see a problem with that. In fact, it sounds like a lot of fun!" I admitted excitedly.
"Good, I'll contact everyone and let them know it's a go," Emily said enthusiastically. "The second one I have for you to think about is a little more involved. And again, because you are new to our service, I normally wouldn't be making you this offer at this time. However, since you won't be in town much longer, and because we have received such a great response, I thought I'd offer it to you anyway."
Emily explained to me that it involved a group of participating partners, and clients that were periodically contacted for larger group type activities. There was a very secretive access that was pretty involved in even getting inside the establishment where the special parties were arranged. Normally limited to Club Partners, and long time participating clients, she felt that offering this opportunity to me might also give me a chance to consider joining on as a life-time member, if after going I was still interested.
Admittedly, after having listened to the finer details, I told her to go ahead a book me for the upcoming weekend. It was something to look forward to before wrapping things up here and heading back home again.
In the meantime, I had a dinner engagement to go to this evening. I had a date, 'no date' partner who would basically only be there for the same reasons I would be. I didn't really know what to expect, but the idea of being with three strangers, all of who where going to be there for the same reasons as I was, was strangely appealing.
I took a cab and arrived at a surprisingly exclusive downtown restaurant, which was located on the top floor of well-known hotel. I couldn't imagine much of anything being able to take place in a setting such as this, figuring that the dinner and drinks part would be more of a getting acquainted period of time before any activities actually took place. " Where ever that may be," I thought
The Maitre d' quickly escorted me to my table. The husband and wife team were already there waiting. My companion however had not yet arrived, but I was early.
"How do you do?" I said introducing myself. "My name is Arnold with a Q," still feeling a bit silly with this coded introduction I was asked to give them.
I received a knowing smile from the foxy looking brunet who remained seated. Her husband however, stood in greeting shaking my hand as he introduced themselves.
"You may call us Pete and Jackie," he announced. Clearly making it evident that these were not their real names.
We'd been seated near a large window overlooking the city. I immediately noticed that though a few other tables held customers, no others had been seated anywhere's close to where we were. Pete saw my curious look as I glanced about the room, once again turning to face them smiling nervously.
"You might be interested in knowing this as I don't know how much Emily has told you. But we have several very prominent, influential members associated with the club. As such, many of them have certain contacts with the various hotels, clubs and restaurants throughout the city. Whenever an adventure has been planned, certain arrangements are made, such as this one. In that way, we're given some assurance of privacy without necessarily detracting away from the excitement of the 'danger' from being in a public place."
I nodded my head in understanding, feeling a little more comfortable. Obviously we'd been given special seating so as to enjoy our 'special' evening together, yet...there was the normal flow of regular customers to the restaurant that kept the excitement of meeting like this in public an ongoing thrill. Admittedly, it really was exciting wondering what if anything would take place in a setting such as this.
I could only guess, but Pete and Jackie appeared to be in their late thirties or early forties. Pete had salt and peppered colored hair with only faint traces of silver coursing through it. He also had what my wife would call "Bedroom-eyes". I noticed as I shook his hand, that he had a slight bump on his nose. Obviously it had been broken at one time or another, but rather than detract from his rugged handsomeness, it seemed to add character to it, also accentuating his deep piercing blue eyes. When he'd stood, I realized he was slightly taller than I was, judging him to be slightly over six feet.
Jackie, though she remained sitting, was a very alluring and darkly sensual looking woman. Her dark hair was cut short but attractively styled. The dress she was wearing was cut extremely low in a plunging 'V' neckline that gave hint of two very full soft rounded breasts. She had a near alabaster white complexion, which contrasted extremely well with her dark hair and the deep blue nearly black dress she was wearing. But it was her smile that was most captivating, even more alluring than her attire.
"We're so glad that you were able to join us," she said, ending with that smile I had just fallen in love with.
Pete had already ordered an expensive bottle of wine, asking me if I would like a glass. I did. As he poured the wine, Jackie caught my attention quite unexpectedly with a very frank question.
"Are you comfortable enough to masturbate in front of strangers?" she asked simply, flashing me that fucking smile.
I guess I shouldn't have been as shocked or as surprised as I was by her question. After all, that was one of the reasons we were all here in the first place.
"Actually, I am pretty new to it," I responded a bit shyly.
"Masturbating? Or meeting strangers to masturbate in front of?" she teased wickedly.
At least the ice was broken. I laughed at her comment, feeling the tension immediately drain along with my nervousness. Especially when she shifted in her seat, nearly exposing one of those delicious looking breasts. Obviously they had done this sort of thing before. Jackie was certainly comfortable with herself, treating me almost immediately as though we'd been friends for a long time. Her boldness was not only refreshing, but her flirtatiousness was extremely erotic and very, very sensual. Once again, Jackie caught me off guard however.
"In case you haven't noticed, I have been playing with myself ever since you arrived."
Only then did I actually take notice of the fact that her hand had indeed remained under the table outside of my view. She lifted it a second later presenting it to her husband. I watched Pete briefly inhale the aroma that lingered on her fingers as he sniffed them, reminding me how he'd done similarly when first opening and checking out the wine. Only then did he delicately slip her extended middle finger between his lips, sucking it.
"Hmmm. You taste particularly naughty tonight!" he complimented. "I am really looking forward to this evening!" he added looking over towards me.
Jackie ran her tongue over her lips, winking at me.
"Ah. Our other guest has arrived!" Pete exclaimed, turning both Jackie and mine attention back towards the entryway.
Once again the Maitre 'd arrived. The red headed woman he'd escorted to our table smiled, thanked him, waiting momentarily for him to depart before introducing herself.
I had already stood holding out her chair for her to sit down in.
"I'm sorry I'm so late," she announced apologetically. "But my Taxi was late in picking me up!"
More easily than I had done, she introduced herself as Sharon with a Y, nodding towards me as she accepted her seat making herself comfortable, extending her hand towards Pete who was also standing.
I had to smile now being on the receiving end of such an introduction finding all this password, code stuff to be both exciting as well as exhilarating in a strange sort of way. No doubt about it, sitting here with three total strangers who obviously made a practice of getting together for the express purpose of masturbating together, especially under these pretenses, was like something out of an X-rated James Bond movie. Even as I introduced myself, I couldn't help saying what I said as I introduced myself to the fiery looking redhead.
"Q. ", I said. "Arnold, with a Q."
Everyone laughed at the more than obvious reference especially after quickly explaining how all this secret code name stuff sounded so funny whenever someone was required to introduce themselves.
The woman who had called herself Sharon was petite. If she was an inch or two over five feet I would have been surprised. Sharon had ample breasts however especially for her small frame. As she removed the evening jacket she was wearing, I noticed almost immediately that she was braless. Sharon was wearing an elegantly styled golden-mesh top. I was delighted at both its simplicity, as well as the obvious courage it took wearing something quite so revealing out in public. Both of her perky small breasts peeked tantalizingly through the chain mail like material of the lightweight covering. Both nipples were prominent, hard almost chocolate brown in color, thereby highlighted even more significantly in contrast to the mesh that barely if at all, covered them.
Sharon's thick mane of hair cascaded down on both sides of her perfectly sculptured face, teasingly resting atop both breasts. Her eyes were the lightest blue I had ever seen, with lips so full and sensual that I wanted to kiss them almost immediately.
"This was going to be one hell of an evening!" I thought silently to myself.
And as though to confirm that very point, Jackie then made a request of her husband.
"Pete? Would you be so kind as to exchange places with our Mr. Q here for a moment? I want to play with his cock a little before dinner arrives."
It was obvious to me, and perhaps everyone else, that Jackie was the one in charge here and would no doubt be directing the activities throughout the evening. Which was certainly fine by me.
As Pete and I stood to switch places, Jackie turned towards Sharon.
"And you, I am saving for desert!" she announced suggestively causing Sharon to smile just as wickedly back at her.
"Good. I was hoping that you might. But only for desert?"
"Fuck!" I thought to myself. This was better than I could have ever imagined.
Jackie laughed. "With titties as pretty as yours are, I assure you, I plan on sampling both of them, and a lot...lot more!"
Once again Sharon joined the banter giggling. "I wouldn't mind seeing your tits either!" she said reaching up to thumb each of her hard firm nipples. "Are they as sensitive as mine are?" she questioned.
"Oh yes, very much so!" To my surprise, Jackie actually removed one of her breasts showing us all her beautiful well-rounded breast with incredibly large fat nipples. Easily within reach, Sharon extended her hand, fingering the hard nubbin of flesh momentarily causing Jackie to moan contentedly.
"Hmm, that feels good. I can hardly wait to feel you sucking them too!" she added.
Having exchanged places with Pete, I saw that we would have ample warning of anyone approaching our table. Obviously they had planned this particular seating arrangement for that very reason.
Jackie now turned her attention back towards me. I noticed that her breast remained fully exposed, not having bothered to replace it back inside her dress. "Scoot over closer to me," she said.
I did so, and moments later, felt her fingers deftly unzipping my fly. Although I had chosen to wear boxer shorts this time, freeing my erect cock from the confines of my pants and then my shorts was no major obstacle for her.
"How is it?" Pete asked her.
Once again, I was a little taken aback by the open and casual way Pete and Jackie conversed with one another about the naughty little activities taking place amongst us.
"Very nice," she stated. Speaking to her husband almost like I wasn't even there or aware of what she was doing to me. Which was of course was far from the truth. "He has a nice hard cock," she went on explaining to everyone. And If I thought Jackie had an interestingly lusty smile on her face earlier, it was nothing in comparison to the one, which I now saw on Sharon's beautiful rosy-red flushed face.
I couldn't see whatever it was that Pete was doing, but by Sharon's expression, she too was being petted in some way. She was near glassy-eyed as she sat watching, listening to Jackie's play-by-play commentary as she sat caressing my cock.
"It's a good thing I took it out when I did. He's got juice leaking out of the top of his cock like a sieve!"
Jackie played with me, squeezing my prick until she'd produced even more lubricant before palming the head of my cock with her hand.
"Right now I'm using it to coat the crown of his cock with. It's nice and slippery, just the way yours gets Pete when I play with you this way. Can you hear this?" she questioned causing everyone to suddenly listen more closely to what it was she was doing.



Still jacking my cock, the sounds of my squishy, frothy juice was easily heard as she played with my prick, making as much noise as she possibly could in doing it.
"I'm looking forward to doing that myself!" Sharon chimed in.
"Oh yes, I'm sure Pete is too! I bet his poor hard cock is just aching to be played with right about now, Isn't it honey?" Jackie asked him.
"You can fucking believe it!" Pete stated. "And I'm looking forward to finger-fucking the two of you simultaneously too!" he added.
"Hmm," Sharon moaned with half closed eyes. "That sounds like fun. I'm looking forward to that. "And, I'm looking forward to feeling a cock in each one of my hands," she stated turning her attention back towards me.
I had said very little if anything. The erotic banter-taking place back and forth amongst the three of them was extremely arousing. Not to mention the slow delicate hand strokes I was still receiving under the table.
It was at that moment that I looked up and saw a waiter bringing our first dinner course. I expected Jackie to straighten up, moving away. Instead, she reached over, removing the dinner napkin, and promptly placed it in my lap over my swollen erection instead. She had stopped stroking me, but her hand remained firmly affixed to my cock, even as the waiter began setting our salad's down in front of us.
She still affectionately squeezed it however, milking the head of my dick, which she held between two of her fingers. Once again I felt a pearl of juice escape from my cock, which she used to tweak the spongy head of my prick with.
"Would you care for any pepper?" The waiter asked holding the pepper grinder near by.
Sharon snickered while looking towards Jackie.
"On this?" she said yanking the napkin away from my lap. "Heavens no! It might make me sneeze!" she said easily.
The waiter nearly dropped the pepper grinder, then grinned at Jackie as she recovered my semi-dwindling erection.
"Don't forget to come by the table before we go," Jackie said grinning at him. "I'll give you a nice little tip then," she said once again baring her breast. He grinned at her even wider than he had been.
"Enjoy your salads. I'll return shortly with your dinners," he said walking away.
I was about to comment on Jackie's little prank, though at the moment words failed me, when Jackie turned back towards Sharon.
"Are you wearing any panties?" she asked her.
"No. Why?"
"Because I'd like you to finger yourself for us a little. Make your pussy as wet as possible so we can actually hear those juices."
I was having trouble concentrating on my salad. Jackie's hand had gone back to stroking my prick while she actually began eating her first course.
"Are you playing with it then?" Jackie asked her.
"Oh my yes," she breathed.
"I wish I could see it," she frowned. "But I am starting to hear it!"
Fact was, we all could. Her movements were obvious enough. Sharon had placed one hand on the table, not even touching her food. The other was down between her legs, working her very wet slit with rapid fingerings of her pussy that had begun to make the most delicious erotic sounds.
"Let Pete have a taste dear," she told her.
I watched as Sharon lifted her hand to him as though he were to take it and kiss it in formal greeting. Once again, he took the moment to smell her aroma, gingerly licking the tips of her fingers instead of kissing the back of her hand as I had almost expected him to do.
"Ah yes," he announced to everyone. "She has very sweet, very lovely tasting pussy juices."
"Why thank you," Sharon replied coquettishly. "I'm looking forward to your enjoyment of them more fully."
With the first course out of the way, once again we played musical chairs. I had no idea what the waiters might have been thinking. Every time one of them came back to take and replace our dinner ware, it seemed we had moved and rearranged our seating arrangements. It was an interesting thought, and I wondered if they suspected or even knew. One rather attractive waitress had in fact seemingly glanced down at one point when I knew that Sharon was busily playing with Pete's cock after Jackie and I had once again exchanged places with them.
"Do you think she knows?" I asked somewhat worriedly.
"Oh, I'm positive she does," Sharon stated. "I purposely kept Pete's cock out that last time so she could see what I was doing to it. I know she got an eyeful that last time!"
"She nearly got just that!" Pete added playfully. "One or two more strokes of your hand there Sharon, and she most certainly would have!"
We all laughed at Pete's remark, while waiting for the arrival of our dessert.
"If you'll excuse us for a moment?" Jackie mentioned. "We're going to the little girls room. I want to play with my desert in there for a moment. We'll be right back."
With that having been said, Sharon and Jackie stood as Pete and I held their chairs. Watching the two attractive women head off towards the bathroom, I turned back towards Pete.
"So, where are we off too next?
"We own a small boat near here," Pete answered. "I thought we'd spend the rest of the evening enjoying ourselves there. We can really get down to business then," he added with a mischievous smile. "I've nearly cum twice now as it is. And I'm ready to shoot a nice thick load all over Sharon's pretty cunt. Speaking of which, how are you doing anyway?"
"You ever hear the term blue balls?
Pete roared with laughter.
"Well I've certainly got a pair. Jackie's been driving me nuts most of the evening. When she spooned some of those mashed potatoes into that napkin and used them to jerk me off with, I damn near gave her some gravy to go along with them!"
Once again Pete laughed. "Yeah, she always has enjoyed playing with her food!"
"Ah...they're coming back!" I informed him, spotting the women heading back our way.
"Make sure you leave our pretty little waitress a nice tip," Jackie told Pete. "And the other waiters too. They've all been very attentive to us this evening and deserve something a little extra special."
Pete picked up the check, which was another unexpected surprise, and we soon left the restaurant.
It was a short quick drive down to the wharf where Pete said they birthed their boat. It was more like a miniature yacht however as we pulled up to the pier where it was docked.
"Shit Pete, this isn't no boat, it's a fucking mansion on water!" I exclaimed.
We quickly descended a short flight of stairs down in what could only be described as the largest bedroom I'd ever seen before aboard a ship, which this was. It was spaciously furnished with rich mahogany styled 'sea-going' furniture. A well stocked bar stood at one end of the room, a comfortably styled couch, and an enormously wide comfortable looking bed.
"Everyone, please make yourselves comfortable," Jackie announced.
And in keeping with her uninhibited true form and nature, she immediately began to peel off the low cut black evening gown she had been wearing. In seconds, she was completely naked. It'd been all she had been wearing all evening long.
Stepping out of her dress, she moved over to help Sharon untie her gold meshed halter-top.
"I've been dying to play with her titties all evening," Jackie stated doing just that.
The moment Sharon's top came undone and slithered off her arms, Jackie quickly cupped both of Sharon's perky breasts and stood there caressing them.
Both Pete and I removed our own clothing while watching the two women caressing and touching one another. By this time I was horny enough to feel totally comfortable standing here in my all-togethers with my prick full, hard, and still painfully aching.
Pete followed his pointing prick over to the bar to fix us all drinks.
I quickly sat down in the couch just a few short feet away from where the two girls stood, now fingering one another's cunts.
Sharon was indeed a true redhead. Her neatly trimmed pubic patch was the exact same color as the hair on her head. I had wondered briefly about that. And now I knew. Jackie on the other hand had obviously completely shaved her pubic hair off. She was as bald as the day she'd been born. But then again, I liked a bare pussy too.
"She's sopping wet!" Jackie announced gleefully. "You're really going to enjoy playing with this Pete," she told her husband. "Sharon has the sloppiest pussy I've ever had the pleasure of fingering!"
Taking the drinks he'd just made, Pete handed one out to each of us taking a seat on the couch next to where I was sitting. Sharon came over to kneel down on the floor before him, and I watched as she fished an ice-cube out of her glass, and began running it up and down the length of his rigidly hard cock.
"Feel good?" she questioned playfully.
"Fucking cold is what it feels," Pete said gritting his teeth. "But yeah, it feels good too!" he added a second later.
Jackie soon joined Sharon on the floor sitting next to her and began doing the same thing to me. The feel of cold ice against my heated prick was a mixture of pleasurable torture and exquisite pain.
Pete leaned forward cupping and playing with Sharon's breasts as she continued teasing him with her hand as well as the rapidly melting ice-cube. Taking another sip of his drink, he captured a piece of ice from it, once again leaning forward, only this time he sucked one of Sharon's nipples into his mouth and began treating her to the same cold foreplay she'd been giving to him.
"Oh yes! Suck my tits like he's doing with hers!" Jackie commanded me. "I want to feel that!"
I quickly sat my drink down on a nearby table after mouthing an ice-cube. Jackie soon straddled my lap giving me easier access to her luscious breasts, where I began tonguing, teasing those incredibly hard nipples of her with the ice. I flicked them firmly yet slowly with my tongue. Periodically capturing one or the other with my lips and then gently sucking or chewing on her extended tit flesh which had the hoped for affect. Jackie was moaning pleasurably, reaching behind herself to fondle my prick, which now rested comfortably against the crack of her ass.
Jackie began pumping and squeezing my cock with those expert strokes she'd perfected while I dined on the "twins" as she'd earlier referred to her breasts. As I did, I could hear the rapidly increased and excited breathing-taking place over where it became evident that Sharon was approaching the first of what would become many orgasms that evening. By now Sharon was standing with Pete having moved around behind her. He was cupping one breast toying with her nipples, while his other hand busily fingered her more than slippery cunt.
"Oh my. Is she going to cum standing like that?" Jackie hoped.
"I think so," Pete said grinning. "It sure feels like it, her pussy is pure liquid and she's quivering like mad!"
"Are you Sharon?" Jackie pressed, "Are you going to cum soon for us? Are you going to flood Pete's hand with your juices so we can hear them and see them?" she urged her.
"Finger-fuck me while we watch this," Jackie said climbing down off of my lap. Bending over, she presented her pussy to me. "Finger my twat from behind doggy-style while I suck on her tits!" Jackie told me. "And finger me slowly until she starts to cum, then ram your fingers inside me as hard as you can!" she instructed.
Pete continued to rub Sharon's red-fur covered pussy as they stood there together. Pete now using both hands, one to spread a part Sharon's pussy lips, and the other to more directly twirl the sensitive surface of her fully exposed clit.
"That's it! Oh yes.... that's it! Right there. Just like that. Don't stop...please don't stop!" Sharon moaned, grinding her ass back against Pete's massive erection.
"Now!" Jackie yelled as we both realized Sharon was deep in the throes of orgasm; her face contorted changing colors as she momentarily sucked in her breath, holding it. "Fuck my pussy! Fuck it you bastard! Fuck me hard! Harder!" she continued screaming while I impaled her with a rapidity of my fingers that had become all but a blur.
And as Sharon succumbed to her pleasures by Pete's stroking hand, Jackie's pussy juice began to make wonderfully loud erotic squishy-frothy sounds as I pummeled her cunt from behind. Jackie had reached beneath herself, frigging her clit while I continued to slip fully three fingers in and out of her split. Sharon had recovered sufficiently from her own climax to reach down and begin playing with Jackie's free-swinging tits.
"Oh yes! Pinch them Sharon, pinch my fucking nipples! Tear my fucking nipples off if you want to! Twist the fuckers, hard...harder...harder!" she demanded.
I felt Jackie's hot wet cunt suddenly constrict around my fingers. I felt the tightness inside her as her pussy clenched, released, clenched again followed by a wonderful flow of extra slippery lubrication as she came.
"Oh fuck!" Jackie screamed out in pleasure as she rocked and bounced against my hand, Sharon as well as Pete now all but holding her up still playing with her tits. I slowed my fingering of her split, thinking her spent, but she turned her head back glaring at me. "Don't stop...for God's sake don't stop! I'm cumming again!" she pleaded.
"Here, let me have a turn!" Sharon all but pushed me out of the way standing Jackie up fully, standing in front of her now, slipping her hand down between Jackie's legs. Pete joined her, taking a breast sucking it, inviting me to do the same with the other.
"Suck her tit," he said smiling. "She really likes it when her tits are sucked while cumming."
It didn't take long. In fact, I wasn't even sure she'd stopped climaxing before she was doing so again. Over and over she moaned, wailed, and cried out in ecstasy while Sharon fingered her split, sometimes slapping her mound with the palm of her hand while Pete and I nipped at her tits, licking, sucking and biting her nipples furiously. Added to that pleasure, Jackie had relocated each of our pricks, holding onto them as though to support herself. Her grip almost painful, but sending sure-fire signals of the pleasure she was obviously receiving. When at last she was finished, Jackie all but collapsed as her knees weakened.
Pete surprised everyone by carrying Jackie easily over towards the bed, placing her down on it. She had a rapturous expression still etched into her face, as she slowly recovered from the series of orgasms that she'd just experienced.
"I bet you boys are just about ready to bust a nut or two huh?" she finally spoke opening her eyes returning back to reality.
I didn't know about Pete, but I knew I certainly was. My balls ached something terrible with the need to squirt what I felt was gallons and gallons of cum-cream.
Once again Jackie took over as she slowly recovered her senses.
"Sharon, climb up onto the bed next to me," she patted the bed showing her where. Sharon quickly did so, leaning over to share a quick yet passionate kiss.
"Ok, bring those cocks over to us boys. 'Q' baby, get between my legs, Pete? You kneel down between Sharon's legs."
Both Pete and I joined them on the bed doing as Jackie had instructed us to do. With my prick mere inches away from Jackie's exposed pussy, she took it in hand and began using it to masturbate herself with. Likewise, Sharon watched, taking Pete's and began doing the same with his. Positioned as we were, it was easy to fondle each of the girl's breasts, and I delighted myself in doing so while Pete likewise took turns with me as we again toyed with their sensitive nipples, alternating back and forth between them.
"I don't think I'm going to last very long!" I stated honestly. The feel of Jackie's slick cunt licking my cock, her hand rapidly sliding it back and forth against t he nub of her clitoris was causing the all too familiar sensation of orgasm to rapidly approach.
"Good!" Jackie said. "I don't want you too. I've been waiting all evening long to see you shoot your load! And I have something planned for it after you do. So you can come on me anytime you're ready to baby. I want ALL your cum-juice on my pussy just as soon as you can put it there!"
Asked and answered I thought.
I felt my nuts tighten, holding off that exquisite moment with every ounce of strength and willpower I had left, which wasn't much. If anything, Jackie increased the rapidity of flicking my prick back and forth against her split, urging me on vocally to shower her pussy with my cream. Sharon was coaxing Pete to do the same to hers now, only adding to the increase of pressure building inside my balls. At last, I caved into Jackie's manipulation of my prick, the first powerful explosion roaring up and out of my cock as it spurted a thunderous milky white ribbon of spunk that saturated her pussy lips. Jackie was screaming delightedly seeing the first of many such eruptions of my spunk as it cascaded all over her cunt.
"That's it! That's it! Squirt it baby! Squirt that fuck-butter all over my pussy! Keep going...keep going, let me have it honey...give it to me!"
"Fuck!" I yelled over and over, doing just that. "Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!"
Her entire pussy was soon drenched in more cum than I had ever remembered producing at one time in my entire life. Rivers of cum cream began pooling up and running down her hairless slit. So much so in fact, that Jackie soon rested her finger there in an effort to keep it from escaping, damming it up with her fingers and hand.
By the sounds of it, Pete was near his own orgasm too. His grunts, groans and heavy breathing told us all that he was about to join me in showering Sharon's quim with his own measure of white sauce.
"Here it cums!" he informed everyone, though he rocked back slightly, thus forcing Sharon's grip on his prick to release, taking it himself in hand, jerking his own prick rapidly up and down, grimacing with obvious pleasure as his prick erupted. We all watched, seeing the tracers of flying cum-cream shoot into the air to fall in criss-crossing patterns all over Sharon's body, though Jackie once again instructed him to aim it primarily down towards her pussy.
"Hold your cunt open for him!" Jackie told Sharon. "Give him something to aim at. I want to see all that white sticky juice hitting against your pussy!"
Pete soon finished milking out the last few dribblings of cream from his prick, wiping it off against the mat of hair now sticky and covered almost completely with his spending. Sharon's fine thatch of bright red pussy hair looked almost as though it had been topped with whipping cream, an interesting desert as Jackie referred to it.
"Hmm, I'd say you have a nice looking strawberry split there Sharon," Jackie said reaching over to swipe up a finger full of the delicacy.
My cock had begun to soften at that point, and I collapsed back upon the bed. "Damn! That was good!" I exclaimed contentedly. "I don't think I've come that much before in my entire life!"
."I'm glad you did too, because as I mentioned earlier. I have plans for all this fun gooey stuff!" Jackie said sitting up.
It was obvious that the girl's had already discussed this earlier in the bathroom. As Pete and I looked on, they began fingering one another, using the cream they found in abundance to pleasure themselves with.
Seeing Jackie as she rubbed Pete's sticky juice into Sharon's pussy, spreading her lips, locating her clit then smearing his essence all over it was fascinating indeed. To my surprise, I felt my cock suddenly hardening again as I sat up watching this, desiring to get a better look.
"By the way Pete, what time did you say our waitress would be joining us?" she asked.
"Just as soon as she gets off work honey, which should be about an hour or so from now," he responded.
My cock throbbed.
Mr. Ever ready was living up to his name.



It was going to be a long... fun...enjoyable evening indeed!
#
Masturbation Club - Chapter Four
By: Thesandman
There is something to be said about the love of a good woman.
It had been a very hard and most trying day. It didn't help that I was also exhausted from the wild evening with Pete, Jackie and Sharon. Not to mention the waitress from the restaurant who had joined us later on that night. All I wanted to do was get back to the hotel, shower, get something to eat and climb into bed for some much needed sleep.
As the door to my room swung open, I looked up and saw my wife Anna standing in the room leaning against the bathroom door in a sexually suggestive pose. She was wearing a very sheer, floor length black negligee. I think my jaw dropped about two feet. She was absolutely beautiful. But the sight of actually seeing her was nothing less than a total shock.
"What are you doing here?" Was all I could think of saying.
The look I got in that brief moment was understandable.
"Would you prefer I pack and go back to the airport?"
"That's not what I meant, I'm just surprised to see you here, that's all."
I quickly crossed the short distance to where she was standing, gathering her into my arms and kissed her.
"How'd you get here? And why?" I added as a thought to myself afterwards.
"I missed you," was her simple response. "It's been a long road trip for you, and for me. I had a couple of extra days vacation coming, so... I got on the Internet, looked up airfares, found an inexpensive flight, and the next thing I knew, I was winging my way here. Thought it would be a nice surprise!" she stated, still giving me a less than happy look at my initial response.
Surprise it was.
"That new?" I asked, deciding that it might be best to change the subject entirely, once again noticing the sheer black fabric, which did anything but to conceal her wonderfully sexy frame. With her short dark hair, alluring eyes, she looked like a vixen standing there.
"Yes it is," she smiled, grateful that I had actually noticed. Truth was, I always did notice however. Anytime she ever bought anything new and modeled it for me, I always noticed, and always got aroused. Even as tired as I was now.
My dick, Mr. Worn out and Exhausted, suddenly stirred to life beginning to raise his sleepy head. Within moments, his evil wicked twin, Mr. Ever-Ready was once again making an appearance. I grinned.
"You need to take a shower first," Anna stated, pretending to plug her nose.
It had been a long, hot tiring day as I already mentioned. And I knew if we were about to do the "nasty" that Mr. Ever Ready's close-friendly neighbor, Mr. Funky Balls, needed to get spruced up for the occasion.
I stepped into the near scalding hot shower and quickly brought myself back to a much more enjoyable smelling level. I was still in a state of shock however at finding my wife waiting for me in my hotel room. But with the incredible sexual high I had been on the last few days, seeing her was an unexpected treat.
Finding her on the bed when I came out of the bathroom was an even bigger treat.
"Come fuck me darling," she said.
Her legs were spread wide open as she lay upon her back beckoning towards me. Normally we both enjoyed a great deal of extended foreplay. But not tonight. As she sometimes did, and as I obviously enjoyed knowing, Anna had been warming herself up for a considerable period of time already. As I joined her there on the bed, she immediately took my cock in hand guiding it towards her pussy. "I need to feel you inside me," was all she said. "It's been too long!"
As my cock slid inside that wonderfully wet heated cunt of hers, I thought, "It's nice to be home!"
Later, much later in fact, I finally explained to her that as happy as I was to see her, it still wasn't a vacation for me. I had several clients to meet with along several appointments to keep. I'd be gone and away from the hotel for much of the time of my remaining stay.
Anna knew this of course, informing me that she'd intended on merely relaxing with a good book down by the pool. We'd spend time in together when it was possible to fit it around "my" schedule, she'd said coquettishly.
As I had an early morning breakfast meeting, I quickly dressed, gave one of those magnificent breasts of hers a friendly squeeze, along with giving her a kiss, and headed down stairs to catch my taxi.
The meeting went longer than I had anticipated, but resulted in a major new client coming on board with the firm I worked for. There'd be a healthy little bonus in it for me too, and I was looking forward to telling Anna about it, definitely time for a celebration.
"Sweet Jesus!" I suddenly said to myself.
Thinking about Anna, I had almost forgot. Emily was still working on another appointment for me of a different kind. I could just see my wife answering the telephone, or picking up a message that Emily might have left for me. "How in the world would I be able to explain that?" I considered, looking about for a payphone.
I found a payphone as quickly as I could, calling the number I had written down for the club, and called Emily.
"Emily?" I asked as she answered the phone. "This is David..."
I actually paused for a moment, flustered, confused and more than a little panicky. I had nearly added an alphabet letter to my name but couldn't seem to recall which one I would or should have used.
"Stupid!" I responded into the receiver.
"Excuse me? What?" Emily replied slightly taken aback.
I laughed nervously, "Stupid with an S," I told her. "Sorry Emily, this is David Edwards calling. My mind was elsewhere there for a moment."
Emily quickly recovered, "Oh! David! Yes. I was just getting ready to call you!"
"Thank God!" I breathed into the phone. But Emily continued on as though she hadn't heard me.
"I have a very, very special client for you tonight," she emphasized to me.
"I don't think I can make or keep that appointment," I said interrupting her. "Something's come up."
"Oh! But you must try!" she said somewhat worriedly. "You have no idea the difficulty I've had getting this one authorized and set up for you!" she exclaimed.
This time she didn't let me interrupt her as she continued on even though I kept trying to say "but" into the phone as she spoke.
"We receive from time to time, very special requests, by very special and influential people. Many of who are celebrities who go to extreme measures to remain anonymous. We received a very special request from someone you would no doubt recognize almost immediately. She requested someone who was new to the service, a little shy, but also enthusiastic. Almost immediately, I thought of you!"
That did get my attention, and I paused trying to interrupt her, thinking. "I don't know," I stammered into the phone a moment later. "Damn! A celebrity!" I thought. "Maybe some famous singer, actress or movie-star even!"
Mr. Don't fuck this one up, stirred inside my pants. "Could I pull this one off safely?" I mused. "Listen Emily, I think I can get away for a few hours this evening. But you need to do me a favor. Don't call my hotel room any more while I'm here. I'll call you to see if there's any changes, or any more appointments after this OK?"
I could hear the smile in Emily's tone of voice over the phone. "No problem David," she sighed with relief. "I'm glad you can do this one for us, like I said, it's a very unique, very special request we've been given. And as I mentioned, I immediately thought of you. Now...there are some very special rules you'll need to adhere to and follow on this one. First, you'll be required to wear a blindfold the entire evening. A limousine will pick you up in front of your hotel at eight sharp. You'll need to wear it the moment you get in side. Secondly, though you'll be able to speak, you can't ask any questions regarding her identity or what it is she does for a living. She may speak, but if she does, she will disguise her voice. So please don't make any attempt to figure out who she is. If you do discover her true identity, I would caution you strongly to keep it to yourself. Any infraction of these terms would violate the agreement we have with her, and would of course terminate any future involvement in your participation with our Club. Can you agree to what I have told you?" Emily asked.
I actually nodded my head over the phone.
"David?"
"Oh yes. Sorry," I said finally. "I agree."
I was still a little stunned at the offer. I couldn't help but wonder what celebrity might actually be interested, or involved with this particular Club.
"Well. To each his or her own!" I decided excitedly. After all, this was an opportunity I couldn't very well pass up.
I hated lying to my wife. In fact it was something I honestly never did unless it was absolutely necessary. And under the circumstances, I felt this was unfortunately, one of those times.
When I arrived back my room, I broke the news to Anna about the evening by first telling her I'd landed a major account and that it would result in a very healthy bonus for us. Then I told her in as apologetic way as possible that because of it, I'd need to be gone for the evening, meeting with some other VIP's on that account during some boring business dinner meeting with "Just the guys," Which I added for flavor.
"Congratulations honey!" she exclaimed excitedly, giving me a big wonderful hug along with a sensual, very passionate kiss.
I felt like a fucking jerk.
Then Mr. Hard fucking cock reminded me I had to get ready.
Anna told me she was going to order room service, curl up with a spicy novel, and settle in for the evening. She told me to wake her up whenever it was I got back, and if I wasn't too tired, that she'd have a nice surprise waiting for me.
"If you only knew," I thought as I headed in to take a shower, feeling as guilty as ever, though my cock was certainly feeling otherwise.
The limousine arrived promptly at eight. I thought briefly for a moment, wondering if 'James' might be the Chauffer once again. He wasn't. And of course, I introduced myself to this new gentleman as Robert with an S, using the coded signal for recognition that Emily had passed along to me.
Actually, Robert had an ominous code name associated with it. And as I sat inside the limo with my blindfold on, I was becoming more and more uncomfortable with the whole situation.
You see, Robert...or Bob for short was the pet name that Anna sometimes called my cock. She loved for me to 'bob' it about using only my muscle control making it move and dance for her whenever it was nice and hard. So going on this particular appointment to some unknown destination, wearing a blindfold to meet some mysterious woman, was suddenly losing all the build up and excitement it once had. I had even begun wondering if my mystery woman wasn't some old worn out hag from days gone by, but then remembered that Emily had assured me earlier that if I was to see her, I would definitely find her attractive indeed. It had been the only stipulation that I had made before agreeing to the encounter in the first place. I might not know who it was I was going to be fooling around with, but I at least wanted to know it would be someone good looking and attractive at the very least.
I finally resigned myself to the situation, once again letting my cock do all my thinking for me, assuring me that everything would be ok.
Although I had not been consciously keeping track of either the time or the direction we'd been headed, I realized as the car sped along, that there would have been no way to know where we were actually going. After a number of twisting turns I was utterly and completely lost. About all I knew, we had gotten onto the freeway at one point, having driven for a short distance before exiting off once again. In my mind, we were perhaps headed towards Coronado, a very exclusive section of town where I was aware that several well-known celebrities kept and maintained winter homes. Finally I felt the car turning into a brick driveway as the tires took on a decidedly different sound. Moments later the car stopped, the sound of the Chauffeurs door opening, closing, and then mine opening confirmed my arrival.
I was escorted by someone who met us at the door of the car, taking over from the Chauffeur as they briefly acknowledged one another. I was once again reminded of the rules by a woman's voice who sternly told me to keep the blindfold I was wearing on at all times. She then lightly cupped my arm leading me towards what I discovered to be an elevator. We rode the elevator in silence until the sound of the doors opening alerted me that we'd arrived on our intended floor. Once again I was ushered down a long corridor, the blind-fold completely obscuring my vision keeping me bathed in total darkness. On the one hand, it was curiously exciting, on the other, I was extremely nervous, wondering just what the hell I had actually gotten myself into. My escort soon after knocked on the door, which opened seconds later.
"This is Robert," my companion spoke to my unseen appointment, using my name, but not one of those weird coded initials to go along with it this time. I felt a hand gently reach out taking my arm, but no other conversation was given. Feeling myself led deeper into the room, I wondered what if anything I was to say or do at this point. That question however was answered for me. In the next instant, I felt a hand gently pulling down my zipper. I flinched at the surprising contact as her hand quickly snaked inside my pants easily locating my rapidly hardening cock. True to his word, Mr. Ever-Ready was there patiently waiting for her.
Her hand was warm, soft and very, very friendly. "That was a good sign," I considered to myself. "At least her hands don't feel old," I found myself wondering. I heard a brief quick sigh of obvious pleasure as whoever she was; she appeared pleased with her discovery. Only then did she release me, her hands now reaching up to begin undoing my tie, unbuttoning my shirt. She seemed to enjoy undressing me, as next she helped me out of my jacket, then shirt, though replacing the tie she'd only loosened back around my neck. I felt her walk around behind me, anticipation as to what was going to happen next suddenly focusing my entire attention on her movements. Which is when I felt the press of her bare breasts against my back as she lightly began rubbing them against me. I felt it as she shivered, she was obviously excited, and I was becoming even more so myself. Something about this eerie erotic silence was catchy. I was really starting to get into this. I now felt her hands reaching around me as she fumbled briefly with my belt. I felt like a present slowly being unwrapped. And I guess in a way, I was.
Stepping back around in front of me, she led me over to what appeared to be some sort of divan, or oversized chair. I felt her hand press against my chest, forcing me backwards where I quickly found myself sitting down. Next came my shoes, socks, and finally my pants, which she quickly and easily removed, discarding them to join the rest of my clothing. I sat now only in a pair of boxers and the tie she'd replaced around my neck. Wearing the boxers for the moment was hardly worth the effort as my cock had long ago discovered the opening in the fly, now standing fully erect peeking up through it. I felt her long soft hair caress my legs as she leaned over, planting a light delicate kiss on my prick, causing it to lurch, throbbing excitedly.
Though I heard movement, I couldn't tell what it was that she was doing, as she stepped back, appearing to do nothing more than evaluate her gift. Once again I felt a little self-couscous, and though my prick hadn't softened, it was certainly thinking about it.
Suddenly I heard a faint 'click'. The sound of a woman's voice startled me. It was obviously a recording however, and sounded faintly like Emily.
"Please, remove your underwear, and then begin stroking yourself for me while I watch. I will tell you when I wish for you to stop," the woman's voice indicated.
There was another faint 'click' as the tape recorder was stopped. Obviously, this had all been well choreographed, and planned for ahead of time. I did as I'd been asked however, pulling off my boxers until I sat there totally in the nude now, except for the ridicules tie she had left hanging around my neck. Unable to see, I could only fantasize, wondering what she looked like, more importantly, wondering what she was doing as I sat there playing with myself. Once again that silent question was answered as I heard soft moans coming from a short distance away. Whatever it was she was doing, she was enjoying it. Enjoying watching me pleasuring myself, which in a way was weirdly exciting.
I don't know how long I sat there masturbating, but I was really starting to get into it, no longer wondering if I should, or shouldn't cum. I figured if she wanted me to stop before I did, she'd say so. And if she didn't, well then...it was her own piss-poor planning.
"Stop!" I heard the tape-recorder suddenly state. I did so. And again there was a momentary pause of silence. Once again I heard movement as she crossed the room towards me. I felt her kneel on the floor, placing herself between my legs. In the next instant, she was wrapping her soft fleshy breasts around my cock and began stroking me with them. She'd oiled her tits, so they were slick and well lubricated, giving my prick a heavenly caress of tit-flesh that now made me start to actually worry about cumming too soon.
Obviously aware of that possibility, she only tit-bated me for a few more moments before I felt her pushing me further back into the couch, climbing up into my lap. I now felt the tie around my neck being pulled, forcing my head forward where it came into contact with one of her breasts. Without any needed instruction, I quickly located her extended nipple with my mouth and began to greedily suck it, tonguing the hard nubbin of flesh repeatedly until again by the direction of her pull on the tie, I had switched, now paying homage to her other breast.
"Now at least I have a better understanding about the tie," I thought to myself. It was certainly a unique way to non-verbally direct me as to what it was that she wanted me to do.
Back and forth, I kissed, licked, sucked and nipped at those incredibly hard nipples. I'd boldly ventured touching them with my hands, receiving approval in having done so by eliciting a small mewling sound of pleasure as she sighed. Not enough to ascertain any type of identity from her of course, she was being very, very careful about doing that. Which in turn, made me begin to fantasize and wonder about her celebrity status. A thought that was now beginning to drive me crazy with in curiosity. I dared not peek through the blindfold though, even if I'd been able too. I clearly remembered Emily's strict warning to me, and made absolutely no effort whatsoever to peek around or through covering over my eyes.
As I continued playing with her full breasts, I felt her hand reaching down into my lap where she quickly grasped my now aching penis. I felt her squeeze it, milking out some lubrication which she quickly applied to her breasts, particularly her nipples which I continued to toy with, now using my own pre-cum to further stimulate those magnificent feeling orbs with.
Though she moaned from time to time, it was ever so softly, so controlled that I couldn't have guessed at her true identify even if I tried. Images of some of my 'fantasy' female stars began swimming through my head however, as far-fetched as I knew the possibility of any of them actually being here really was. Still...just knowing that it was "Someone", I thought, made the whole encounter magnificently erotic as well as sensual.



"God, what if it was Catherine Bell?" I considered, "Catherine with a C," I added as a silly afterthought. Or my other favorite Kathryn, "Kathryn with a Z-J!" I thought giving her both initials. The likelihood of either of course being highly doubtful such as it was. Still...I was becoming more and more aroused with the aspects of whoever it was that I was with, that she too was becoming just as excited as I was!
I was surprised to hear the faint 'click' of the recorder. Obviously she had brought it over with her, placing it down somewhere nearby, but within easy reach.
"Tell me what you'd like to feel me do to you're beautiful cock," the Emily-sounding voice asked. "Talk dirty to me, tell me what excites you, what pleases you," the voice continued, followed shortly by another 'click' as my mystery woman turned the recorder off.
It took a moment for me to consider that. Still slightly abstracted by all these images dancing around inside my head for one thing, and for the other, as her hand continued to fondle my prick expertly it made it very difficult to fully concentrate. Finally however, a though came to mind. I'd always wanted to feel what it was like to have a woman masturbate my cock with her long soft silky hair. Anna's was short, so that particular little fetish was out of the question as far as she was concerned.
"I'd like it if you used your hair to caress me with," I said huskily. I felt her slither off my lap, reluctantly wishing now that she hadn't as she'd taken those nice soft breasts away from me in doing so. When I felt her hair begin to wrap itself around my shaft, all thoughts of remorse quickly evaporated.
"Oh God that feels good!" I moaned happily. She wrapped a goodly length of that soft silken hair about me, then captured it all within her hand, pumping my member slowly up and down until I felt I'd explode, fighting the urge to actually do so with every fiber of my being.
"Oh yeah, stroke my prick!" I said remembering her words for me to talk dirty to her. Something I loved incorporating into whatever form of sex-play I enjoyed. "Now twist it, twist your hair around my dick and pull on it," I urged her, reveling in the sensation as she did so. "Oh fuck that's nice!" I nearly yelled out in ecstasy as she rewrapped my cock, repeating the entire process.
When I began to realize that if she kept this up much longer, I'd be giving her my own version of seminal conditioner, I said the first words that popped into my head. "Let me feel your pussy!"
She hesitated briefly, and then went back to stroking my cock with her hair.
"Please!" I added on the verge. "I want to slip my fingers inside your cunt, play in your juices, and feel them coating my fingers!" I'd been milliseconds away from shampooing her hair. Thankfully, she stopped just in time, releasing my prick, standing before me. I felt her reach down taking my hand in hers, guiding it towards her cunt. When she did, I noticed almost immediately that her pussy was soft, smooth and bare!
I'd been after my wife for years to shave hers. Not that I didn't enjoy the soft downy tuft of hair between her legs. But like anything, sometimes variety is the spice of life. Unfortunately, she'd refused, saying how much she hated it when it began growing in again. Now, caressing the baby-like smoothness of her skin, I felt my prick drool happily as with its minds eye, it saw the puffy outer lips, all swollen, glistening with her candy-juice. Something I of course could only imagine.
I easily slid my finger inside her. She was wet, very, very wet. I began to finger-fuck her, slowly at first, just sliding my middle finger in and out of her pussy until she was meeting my insertions with a gyrating pelvical dance that ensured I was thumping her clit with the palm of my hand. She'd placed her hands on my shoulders for support, grinding herself away on me as I now added a second finger to the fray, further stimulating her as well as soliciting a renewed bath of additional cunt-candy as she slickened my fingers.
I was so fucking horny at this point that I was fantasizing about all kinds of things, remembering how she, or at least how the 'recorder' had asked that I talk dirty to her. I decided to let it all hang out, and tell her exactly what else it was that I wanted to do...to her!
"I want to finger-fuck your ass too. I want to finger your cunt, finger your ass, and suck your clit until you can't stand it anymore!" I openly admitted to her. And though I had actually never done that, realizing now that I had the opportunity to do so just seemed to heighten my own sexual desires. I was sort of in the drivers seat here for the moment, and I was going to fucking well take advantage of it while I could!
All at once I felt her push against my chest, which effectively laid me flat out down on the couch I'd been sitting on.
"So much for being in the drivers seat," I thought.
Having done that, I felt her joining me as she straddled my waist. Her long hair once again brushing against my chest as she lowered her head to gently nip and lick the supersensitive knob of my pulsating cock. Mr. Fucking Wanted to Cum, had just regained its senses when he found himself getting licked all over forgetting all about remaining calm. I was just about ready to throw in the towel when I felt her climbing back into my lap where she rested that slick wet pussy against my shaft. I worried momentarily that she was about to place it inside her. One thing I did know, actual intercourse wasn't 'normally' allowed. I mean there wasn't any firm rule about it either, but Emily had once told me that everything short of actual fucking was pretty much OK. Only under rare and extreme circumstances did her clients or participants ever engage in actually fucking one another. And in my own case, I wasn't sure I'd comfortably be able to go that far either.
"I can't," I whispered somewhat pleadingly.
And then as if to alleviate my hesitation and concern, she pressed her cunt lips against my cock, placing the flat of her hand on my prick and began rubbing herself off this way.
"Close...but no cigar," I said. Not even realizing. I'd spoken the words out loud.
She stopped moving against me.
"Sorry," I was thinking about something funny I once heard about the use of a cigar.
I heard her laugh, catching me by surprise. It was sweet and sensual though she quickly muffled her mouth with her hand.
Once again she pressed her pussy against my shaft, I felt her heat engulf me, felt her juices kissing and sucking my prick in a blanket of pure fem-creamy bliss. As her hand surrounded my cock, she began to move it up and down, back and forth between that velvety smooth split. Slowly, she gradually increased the tempo until she was frigging her clit-nub with the head of my prick so rapidly that I knew she would soon reach her pleasures.
I felt her shudder softly, not quite stopping, but arching her back as she gave way to her orgasm. It was hard, intense as she continued pummeling her pussy with my cock, gradually easing the tempo until it beat ever so lightly against her as though using it to sooth herself. I wondered how difficult that must have been for her to do. To cum in silence. I never could. I was always so damn vocal and loud when I came. And I wondered how she would take or accept that when I finally did.
And hopefully that would be soon too. My cock was aching for release, but somehow I felt there was more, much more. And I waited patiently to see what she was up to next when I again heard the familiar 'click' of the tape recorder.
"What I want you to do now is lick my pussy. So lay down on the floor so I can more easily straddle your face. While you are doing that, I am going to suck your cock until I feel the cum draining down my throat."
"Click" I didn't need any further prompting. It had been a long, long time since I'd had that done. And not that my wife wasn't good at giving head, she was. But she simply didn't like my actually cumming in her mouth for whatever reason. I quickly positioned myself on the floor as I'd been told. Seconds later I sensed, then felt, as either Penelope Cruz, or Halle Berry, or maybe even Whitney Houston nestled their beautiful wet pussy down over my face.
As I dove into heaven, I began chasing her clit all over the place with my tongue. As I did, I felt my prick suddenly being swallowed by the most voracious pair of lips it had ever been my pleasure to feel wrapped around my dick. Sliding a finger inside, I began sampling portions of her cunt-candy, deciding at that very moment to begin slicking up another opening not too fucking far away. I had attempted this with my wife on numerous occasions, always getting a slap of the hand or a wiggle of her ass telling me no. As I began probing her cute little pucker-cup, I gently inserted my finger inside, easing it in slowly as I likewise began teasing her with another finger inside her pussy. As my lips surrounded her elusive clit, she surrendered to my manipulations, my finger burrowing fully into her ass where I now held her as though about to go bowling. Only in this instance, there was only one pin I was shooting for, and I currently found myself licking it.
"Oh fuck!" she actually moaned, though too softly to register if it had been anyone I might even have vaguely recognized. But the fact I had caused her to actually utter a sound was some sort of achievement in my book.
My only problem was, she was sucking my cock inside out and I was now having trouble concentrating. Mr. 'Are you gonna let me cum now?' was urging me to give in, and I was half-tempted to grant him his wish. She was doing things to my cock that I didn't know a person could do. As we literally tortured one another there on the floor, it became more or less a race to see who was going to cause whom to cum first. And being that she had a definite advantage at this point, I was rapidly losing ground as my prick was threatening divorce if I soon didn't give in.
Surprisingly, she did. I felt her tense, felt her ass tighten about my finger, as well as the one I was still busily fucking her pussy with when she exploded. Suddenly her pussy gushed an abundance of sweet tasting nectar that literally drenched my face. My moment of victory was short-lived however as my cock now having a mind of its own, decided to join her in the blissful ecstasy she was still feeling.
I felt my jisim balloon from somewhere inside my soul where it escaped in one long drawn out continuous stream, or so it seemed anyway, as her hungry mouth consumed each and every drop of nectar I could produce. Which under the circumstances was considerable!
Moments later, even as I continued to splurge whatever it was I had left inside her mouth, all the while still licking, still tickling her clit with my tongue, she finally rolled off, forcing me away.
An eternity went by. Slowly, I began to sense her presence lying near me still, her breathing only then recovering as she moved back to touch me, her hand gently caressing my now flaccid satiated member.
"No way!" I thought to myself. Mr. Cock had once again returned to the Mild Mannered Cock Kent, no longer able to leap tall buildings....or tight cunts in a single bound.
Then slowly....ever so slowly I felt my cock 'bob' and twitch. Reawakening once again. I felt her climb over atop me, felt the heat of her pussy lips just surround the fleshy meat of my staff, and slowly she slid her self down onto me.
Home again.
With one motion I tore the mask off of my face. I might be staring into the depths of hell itself, but I had to know!
"Anna?"
She was sitting astride of me, my cock buried deeply inside her cunt.
She had long hair, a wig I realized.
"Just what the hell is going on I asked? How...what the..." Is about all I could manage to stammer out.
Only then did she finally tell me the story.
She did, as she usually did, go about straightening up things inside the hotel room I had been staying in. She had proceeded to hang up one of my jackets when she noticed an interesting 'sex'-paper folded up inside one of my pockets. She had taken it out with the curiosity of flipping through it later when she noticed that I had circled a particular advertisement for Masturbation Club.
Curious, she had called the number; spoken with Emily about the service and what it offered. At that point, somewhere along the way, she then told Emily who she was. One thing led to another, and it was Emily who calmed her down from being angry or upset with me, and even went so far as to suggest setting up this whole little scenario, more for her enjoyment and pleasure than in mine really. After all, I was there to do whatever it was that she wanted to have done.
Before long, the two of them had concocted the whole plan, and Emily immediately went about setting things up. She'd even gotten from Anna at her suggestion the code name of 'Bob' and then Robert. S was for 'surprise', which indeed this had been.
Only then did I realize, that here I was, lying in my own bed in my own hotel room. The Chauffer had done nothing more than drive around for a while, and bring me right back here. Emily had arranged everything, including the taped conversation that she and my wife had so perfectly planned out together.
"Very tricky," I said. "You're pretty damn sneaky you know that?"
"Oh? And you're not? Running around town masturbating in front of perfect strangers? You don't call that pretty sneaky?"
"You got me there," I said sheepishly. "But...I wasn't going to fuck anyone but you!" I added as though that really counted for anything. Though initially, maybe it did.
"No, I've got you here," she said. And her hand once again wrapped itself around my rapidly responding penis.
"I think I'm going to have to change its name from Mr. Ever Ready to Mr. Insatiable," I said speaking to myself.
"What?"
"Oh nothing...just thinking out loud."
"By the way, speaking of which. Just who did you imagining being here with tonight anyway?" My wife asked.
"Why you darling. I was thinking of you!"
#
Masturbation Club - Chapter Five
By: Thesandman
I was truly exhausted. Anna and I had fucked and sucked one another nearly all night long. By the time it was beginning so show some light outside, we'd fallen asleep.
The sound of the phone ringing didn't fit in with the nice little dream I was having. After several rings, I finally woke fumbling for the phone.
"Yeah?" I said grumpily finally speaking into the mouthpiece.
"David? This is Emily. Is everything all right?"
It took a moment longer to register Emily's voice, but more importantly, why she was even calling me.
"Oh, Hi Emily. Yes. Everything is fine; I'm just a little tired is all. We were up pretty late."
"Is that a good thing or a bad thing?" she asked worriedly.
"Oh...definitely a good thing. I must say, the two of you certainly gave me the surprise of my life," I said with a little more alertness, actually sitting up in bed now.
Lying next to me, Anna finally stirred, her nude body only partially concealed by the top sheet of the bed. One breast exposed as though peeking out at me to say, "Good morning darling, I had a wonderful time last night".
"Who's on the phone?" she whispered to me.
"Emily," I said placing my hand over the receiver.
Anna sat up with a very mischievous look on her face. "Tell Emily thank you."
I laughed, speaking back into the phone. "Anna says to tell you 'thank you' Emily. And so do I."
Emily breathed a sigh of relief. Obviously, she'd been a little concerned that things wouldn't turn out quite as well as they had. "So, can I still count on you for Saturday?"
"Saturday?"
I was still in a little bit of a daze, not fully awake. And then it hit me. "Oh my God! I'd forgotten. Saturday!" I thought. The special, 'by invitation only' party that Emily had mentioned to me earlier. "Ah, no actually. We haven't discussed it. I'm not even sure that under the circumstances..."
I never had the chance to finish. Suddenly Anna took the phone away from me.
"Hey Em, Anna. Any problem if we both show up? No? No, no problem with that either, I'm sure I can find something to wear."
There were a few minutes of silence as Anna sat listening to whatever it was that Emily was discussing with her. I could only shake my head in wonder. They were chatting away like old friends. I was about to get up out of bed and take a pee when Anna reached over and began fondling my dick.
"Oh yes, he's still here. I'm playing with his prick at the moment, so he won't be going anywhere just yet." Anna laughed at something Emily said looking towards me. "Why thank you Em," she said using the familiar abbreviated word for Emily's name now. "I wouldn't miss it for the world! Ok, we'll see you later then!" she said finally hanging up.
Once again she smiled.
"What?"
"You'd didn't think you were going to go all by yourself did you?" she asked squeezing my dick, and not in a friendly way.
"Actually, I wasn't really planning on going," I lied. Which was a dumb thing considering.
"David!"
"Ok, ok," I said giving in as she threatened to strangle poor Mr. Limp dick.
"Now, you'd better get up and put something on. Room service will be here any minute now!"
"Good, I'm starved," I said rolling out of bed.
"Ah David?"
"Yes?"
"I ordered a 'special' room service. Or actually Emily did. Though I did ask for a pot of coffee. So, get dressed in something you can wear out on the balcony. I'll bring you out a cup of coffee after he gets here."
"He?" I asked bewildered.
"Yes, he. Now come on, get a move on, I need to straighten up a little bit, I don't want to look like I'm all fucked out when he arrives!"
"He?" I asked myself again silently as I threw on a bathrobe. "He?"
Anna eventually came out of the bathroom once she'd made herself presentable. Although by 'presentable', as she'd called it, included wearing a chiffon see-through white night gown that did little if anything to hide her luscious curves. She'd no sooner stepped from the room when we heard a knock on the door, followed by: "Room Service!"
Anna grinned. "He's here. Now come on David, be a good boy and go sit out on the deck. I'll bring you some coffee before things get too busy," she added.
I stood out on the deck peering around the curtain as my wife headed towards the door to answer it. Seconds later, she reappeared leading a very tall, dark, bronze-skinned guy who was pushing a breakfast cart into the room behind her.
Anna quickly located the ticket that came along with the breakfast, signing it. "That's Andrea, with a Y," she added handing it to him. I almost laughed from my place of concealment. Saying it was one thing, hearing someone else giving the code was something else.
"I'll be right back, I need to take this out to my husband," Anna said picking up the pot of coffee along with a cup and saucer. "Make yourself comfortable," she added slyly.
"If you'd like, he can watch. I don't have a problem with that," Our room-service guy said.
"Oh that's ok, he can stay where he is," Anna said turning briefly towards him. "This is for me anyway, and I don't want him distracting me, which I'm sure he would if he were to join us."
Anna passed me the pot of coffee along with the dishes. "Now, behave yourself. I don't care if you peek through the curtains, but this is something Emily set up for me, and I have every intention of enjoying it," she warned.
"Fuck me!" I said holding the coffee.
Anna winked, "Maybe after he leaves. I should be good and horny by then," giving me a brief kiss before disappearing back inside the room.
Still peering between the curtains, I followed her as she walked over towards the bronze-skinned Adonis that had taken a seat. What I noticed almost immediately was that he'd taken Anna's suggestion literally. He was naked, already stroking his massive cock. He might not have been quite as large as John was, but the guy had a big thick-looking black cock. I had to admit, it was weirdly interesting to see her kneeling down in front of him, watching her place both hands about his prick and begin playing with it.



Standing as I was, Mr. Ever-Ready poked his head out of my bathrobe in order to have a look too. I gave him a reassuring pet, stroking him contentedly while we watched.
"My God you're big!" Anna exclaimed. "I've never seen a cock quite this size before!" she exclaimed happily.
"You haven't seen John's yet!" I thought silently to myself. Nevertheless, seeing Anna enthusiastically pumping this guys massive prick up and down was thoroughly entertaining. As I followed along, I soon began stroking my own cock in tempo with the way she was doing his.
"Let me see your tits."
Happy to oblige, Anna pulled her nightgown up over her head, tossing it aside. Now she was as naked as he was. I always had felt that my wife had a nice pair of breasts, and enjoyed it whenever she felt bold enough to actually show them off.
"Now, take my cock and rub your nipples with it," he instructed, which of course, she immediately began doing.
I felt Mr. Ever-Ready drool, quickly wiping his face, though using the slick lubricant to better sooth him with.
"Ah yeah, that's it, now...stand up, bend over the chair so I can see your pussy," he stated, helping her up off the floor as he did.
Anna positioned herself over the arm of the chair, her sweet fleshy ass beckoning to him as he walked around, standing behind her. I thought momentarily that he was actually going to fuck her. Not something we'd ever talked about, nor would I have minded actually seeing that. But my immediate concern was for the fact I wasn't sure she'd be able to handle something quite that big.
What he did do was slap her ass several times with his enormous erection, something I heard easily, even from where I was standing. Stepping back, he slipped the middle finger of his hand inside the wet furrow of my wife's cunt, toying with her briefly until she was slick with her juices. Only then did he begin finger-fucking her steadily, causing her magnificent breasts to swing to and froe as he did.
"Oh shit!" I said silently to myself. I really loved seeing that. I loved boobs anyway, but I really loved it whenever they jiggled or moved about, like they were now. As he continued thrusting his finger in and out of my wife's pussy, her tits were gyrating wildly, and I saw her glance briefly in my direction, knowing full well how much I must have been enjoying this. Which I was of course, as my hand was now flying up and down the length of my shaft in eager anticipation of seeing my wife cum like this.
"You gonna cum for me cunt?" he asked obscenely.
I was slightly taken aback by his vulgarity. Normally, Anna wasn't one for talking dirty, but the fact she answered almost immediately told me that part of his was for my benefit as well as her own.
"Only if you finger my twat harder you prick!" she shot back. "That, and pinch my tits you fucking bastard!" she wailed.
Reaching forward, he captured one of her breasts in his meaty hand, quickly locating one of her hard extended nipples. I saw him pull on it, stretching it firmly await from the rest of her breast, causing her to cry out in a painful pleasure.
"You like that huh bitch?" he asked her again. "You like my fingers inside that wet juicy cunt? I bet you'd enjoy this big black dick inside that pussy of yours too wouldn't you?"
"Yes!" she cried out.
"Yes what?"
"Fuck yes!" she responded.
"That's better you fucking cunt!" he retorted.
"Oh God, don't stop! Don't stop! I'm almost there!" she cried out a second or two later.
With her tits swinging wildly, her ass slapping back against his hand as he continued to skewer her with his finger, I watched my wife explode into a most satisfying, very intense orgasm. Only when she'd become too sensitive for him to continue, did she stand up forcing his hand out of her pussy.
"Was that about what you had in mind?" he asked, far more gentlemanly.
"Oh yes, thank you. It was perfect," she replied just as sweetly. "Now then, I want to see you cum. How would you like me to do that for you?" she offered.
He was grinning wickedly. "If you wouldn't mind laying down, I'd like to have you lick and play with my balls while stroking my cock," he told her.
Anna quickly positioned herself down on the floor just as he'd asked. Squatting over her face, something I'd never thought of ever doing myself, he placed himself perfectly allowing my wife to easily lick his balls while holding onto his stiff, hard erection with her hands.
"Hmm, 'things to do list'," I thought to myself making a mental note.
Anna began jerking his prick in quick steady pumps of her hand, soon switching to a hand-over-hand sort of a jerk-off that the guy obviously liked. To my surprise, Anna periodically swiped some of her female cum-cream from between her own legs to further lubricate the lengthy shaft with, further urging him on to cum, as well as tonguing his balls in a way that I'd never felt her ever do to me before.
But then again, I seemed to recall last night where Anna had surprised me with a lot of things she normally hadn't enjoyed doing before either. Every time I had seen that freshly shaven pussy of hers, I'd found myself getting excited all over again.
"I'm gonna shoot!" he announced, quickly drawing my attention back to where the two of them were playing.
I watched as he stood over my wife, now yanking the skin of his own prick back and forth in rapid succession.
"I wanna cum on your tits!" he announced, moving closer as Anna now knelt before him, pressing her breasts together folding them over the bulbous head of his prick.
"Shoot it baby!" she urged. "Spill your spunk all over my titties!" she stated excitedly. "Come on! Come on! Come on, give it to me!"
"Argh!" he garbled, tossing his head back, closing his eyes just as the head of his prick seemed to mushroom, then explode in a white frothy mixture of very thick, very rich looking cum-cream.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" he cried out over and over, his prick squirting wildly with each pronouncement of the word.
In seconds, my wife's breasts were covered with his thick gooey semen. Still holding them together, the valley of tit-flesh she'd created had been made into a small lake of cum. Finally releasing her breasts, his jisim fell like a waterfall, showering her stomach, splattering against her bare pussy.
Seeing that, I felt the first pleasurable release of my own orgasmic eruption as I quickly placed the coffee cup I'd been given over the head of my prick. As there was nowhere else at the moment to allow my cum to fly freely without making an unnecessary mess, I simply used what I had on hand at the moment to accomplish that with.
By now, the guy was already dressing preparing to leave. Anna thanked him once again, also asking him to "Please thank Emily for me too!" she'd added with a quick kiss to his mouth, having to stand on tiptoes in order to accomplish it.
Once he'd left, Anna headed back in my direction. Mr. Ever-Ready still managed to poke his head in through the door before I did.
"Well? Did you enjoy that?" Anna asked. "You always have wanted to see me with another guy haven't you?" she questioned me honestly.
"Yes I did...didn't you?" I asked back.
"Oh yes, very much so. Now, if you'd like, and if you can," she hesitated looking down at my not quite fully hard prick. "What say we go in and shower off together, and then I'll treat you to another one of those blowjobs you seem to so enjoy getting."?
Only then did she actually notice I was standing there holding my coffee cup. "What? Didn't you have any coffee?" she asked.
"No...only cream," I answered, seeing the confused expression on her face.
"What?"
"Never mind," I said placing the cup down on the delivery tray. "Lets go take that shower."
#
Emily had told Anna that she'd call us back later on in the day with all the final details. Having the rest of the day to ourselves, I cancelled my final appointments and made arrangements to come back in two weeks and pick up where I'd left off.
Anna and I decided to 'rest-up' for Saturday, after all we'd definitely need to build up a little stamina, and spend some time recovering from our own wild erotic sessions together.
Later on that afternoon, Emily called us back with the details, and once again informed us both of some very specific and important rules.
"This is a very private, very exclusive party," she told us both. "Normally, it's held just for the actual club members, and a very selected few of our frequently returning clients. And though you are relatively newcomers, I am one of the few allowed to extend an invitation to whoever I'd like. And as I briefly mentioned to David earlier, I wanted to extend that invitation to him, and of course now you," she said speaking to Anna.
"Well, we're both very excited about coming," Anna told her grinning at me.
"I'm delighted to hear that. Now then, there are only one or two simple rules that unfortunately you must follow and be made aware of. One, once you have arrived you may very well find yourselves being touched frequently by many of the people in attendance. This is a very important requirement that you must be comfortable with, and made aware of. Anyone can touch or feel any part of another person's body whenever, and wherever they want to. If you're not comfortable with that, then there is no point in my continuing on.
Anna didn't even bother checking with me before answering. "We'll have no problem with that," she told Emily. Even I could hear Emily's relieved chuckle over the phone. "I know David wouldn't have a problem with that, I just wasn't sure about you," she added still giggling.
"What else?"
"The other is actually easier to follow and understand. Anyone can still say 'no' to any sex-act they are asked or invited to participate in. So don't feel like by your attending this function, that you will be forced into any situation you're not comfortable with. However...there are specific areas or rooms, that should you enter, you are giving your permission by having done so to any others who are within this same area or section of the estate. If, by entering one of these areas or rooms, seeing what may or may not be going on, you again find yourselves uncomfortable, you will not be permitted to stay and merely watch as an interested spectator. Those members who are participating would find it rude, and become very resentful. Can you also agree to those conditions?" Emily asked.
This time Anna laughed. "Well, speaking for myself, I admittedly am a bit new to all of this, so will ensure that I am indeed ok before stepping into any of those situations. As for David, I'm not aware of much that would freak him out, aside from one or two things that come to mind, but he's a big boy. So I'll let him cross any of those bridges by himself, if and when he comes to them."
I could tell by the relief in Emily's voice that she was glad we were still planning on going as Anna held the phone so that both of us could hear.
"Oh by the way, it doesn't matter what you wear to the party," she added. "You'll be required to remove all your clothing upon your arrival. You won't even be permitted into the main house until you are naked. So be prepared for that. Most women in fact wear nothing more than a coat and shoes. And only shoes and socks may remain as accepted attire during your stay. You may leave whenever you wish, but I can't stress strongly enough that if you do leave early, you may not be invited back if even one member of the club is opposed to your returning. It's one of the reasons that new clients are rarely if ever invited to participate."
Emily finished by telling us that we'd again be picked up in front of the hotel by one of their limousines by eight o'clock sharp. We'd also be required to wear blindfolds during the entire ride over to the secret location where the party was being held. That, and to expect that a few members might prefer wearing masks once made aware of the 'guest' list, in the event they preferred keeping their identities a secret.
"Well then," Emily finished. "I guess we'll see you there then!"
"You will be there yourself then?" I asked her.
"Of course! I never miss one these Parties!"
Now I really was excited to go. Seeing Emily was something I hadn't really considered until now. I had no sooner hung up the phone, than Anna informed me we needed to go shopping.
"Shopping? What the hell for?"
"I'd don't have anything to wear!" she scolded me.
"But we won't be wearing anything," I emphasized, reminding her.
She gave me a look that said everything.
"I didn't bring a coat with me that I can wear," she stated glaringly. "And besides, at the very least, I can buy a new pair of sexy looking shoes!"
So much for relaxing the rest of the day, we had shopping to do.
#
It was ten minutes to eight as we headed down to the lobby inside the elevator. Anna was wearing a lightweight, floor-length coat with pearl heels that had cost me a small fortune. Fact was, her shoes were the last thing I was thinking about. That she was naked beneath her coat had me struggling to conceal the bulge threatening to burst through my pants.
"I wish I could get away with just wearing a coat," I stated.
She laughed. "I know. You'd look pretty silly with your bare legs sticking out of the bottom of your raincoat. I don't think you'd make it past the lobby to the car before someone arrested you for being a flasher or something. Besides," she added. "If you weren't at least partially dressed on the ride over, you'd be tempted to want to fool around in the limo. I know you. You've always wanted to do that."
I figured now was not the time to tell her.
Mr. Ever-Ready really was excited. Anna had ensured that he was all primped and pampered too. She'd had me shave and powder my balls, ensuring that Mr. Ever-Ready's next-door neighbor, Mr. Funky Balls, wouldn't be in attendance.
"Nervous?"
"A little," she said. "This is a big step for me you know," she added taking my arm. "You've always been far more open-minded than I've been, so doing any of this has been a bit of a change for me to get used to."
I kissed her. "Listen, I know we're both aware of the 'rules' that Emily told us about. But maybe, we should establish a few rules of our own before we get there."
"Oh? Such as?"
"Well, I think that neither one of us should do anything without first ensuring we're ok with it for one. So if either one of us is uncomfortable with anything, then I think we both agree we don't do it. No matter what. That way, later on we can't accuse one another of being forced into doing anything just because the other person wanted to. Agreed?"
"Ok, I can accept that. But here's another one. Once we have agreed, and said something was ok, then neither of us can be expected to suddenly change our minds at the last second either. That also wouldn't be fair. If we agreed some cute blonde-headed woman could suck your cock..."
"Brunette" I said interrupting her.
"What?"
"Brunette, I'm partial to brunette's."
Anna gave me a playful push. "Whatever. I really am trying to be serious here!"
"Ok. I'm sorry. You were saying?"
"Once we agree..." Anna said daring me to interrupt her, "That it's ok for either one of us to do something, the other one of us can't suddenly change their mind about it. AND...we can't come back at one another later on for that either. Also agreed?"
I nodded my head just as the elevator doors opened.
Anna took my arm once again, and we strolled through the lobby together on our way outside. The thrill of knowing she was naked as the day she was born beneath the coat she was wearing had me rock-solid hard, a condition I could neither hide, nor find that I really cared too. Surprisingly, no one seemed to notice except for one older woman who appearing startled at first, merely smiled, winking at me as she passed.
"This is going to be a great evening," I said as we pushed our way though the revolving doors, where we both saw our limousine waiting for us.
"And," Anna whispered as we approached the car. "I have another surprise for you later too!" she announced suddenly, knowing full well that I couldn't press her for any details at the moment.
Our Chauffer greeted us at the curb, "Mr. And Mrs.?"
"Q," I said easily, chuckling to myself. Tonight, we'd be simply initials unless we became comfortable enough to reveal our true names.
Our Chauffer nodded his head in acknowledgement, opening the car door for us.
Stepping inside, we were immediately greeted by a rather well endowed blonde, along with a salt and pepper-haired looking gentleman about my age.
"Good evening, this is my wife Angel, and my name is Ash. We'll be your escorts for the drive over to the estate."
"Ash? That's an unusual name," Anna said. "Do they call you that because of your hair?" she asked.
Ash chuckled. "No actually, I've gone by that name all my life. Ash is short for Ashton. A bit pompous sounding if I do say so myself," he said leering at my wife.
"So, you're using your true names?" I asked in surprise.
"Most do," the blonde stated jumping in. "Well at least at these parties anyway. But some of the others have gone by their coded names for so long, they've just sort of stuck. Ash and I are recently joined members. This is only our second time coming to one of these events."
I smiled back at the blonde as she sat there grinning at me.
"The purpose of this as of course you already are aware of, is to ensure the anonymity of our hosts. As such, I'm afraid I must ask you to put on these blindfolds once we get on the freeway. It's for your protection as well as our hosts as I hope you understand."
Ash handed each one of us a black hooded cloth. It might seem a little unnerving to you to have to do this, so hopefully, we can make you both feel more at ease during the ride over, which should take us approximately forty-five minutes or so. Now then, can I fix either one of you a drink before we access the highway?"
I accepted a scotch, neat. And Anna had her usual glass of white wine. We chatted amiably with Angel and Ash until we took the turn off heading up towards the freeway ramp.
"I'm afraid you will have to put on your hoods now," Ash stated apologetically. "For only another thirty minutes or so," he added with some assurance.
Doing as we'd been requested, we dawned our hoods, sitting silently side by side in the car together, alone with our thoughts, and feeling perhaps a bit out of our league here. Or at least I was anyway, until I heard movement, followed by a hand that I knew wasn't my wife's pulling down my zipper.
"As my husband mentioned earlier, we're also here to see to it that you're both relaxed, as well as excited by the time we arrive."
Angel easily extracted my cock, as I hadn't worn any underwear. After all, what was the point?
"Hmm, you're already nice and hard. Been looking forward to this?" she asked teasingly.
I could hear Ash whispering similar things to my wife, making me realize that he was no doubt prepping her as well. The wide bench seat was certainly big enough to accommodate the four of us together, which is what they had obviously come over to do sitting down on either side of us.
"Oh yes, she has a beautiful pussy, don't you think Angel?" Ash stated speaking to his wife.
"Oh my yes! It's lovely, especially so clean-shaven as hers is. Which is one of the reasons I prefer keeping mine that way myself."
I felt Angel take my hand, placing it down into her lap. She'd also been wearing a coat when we'd entered. She certainly wasn't wearing it now.
"I don't think its nearly as smooth as your wife's is...but do you like it?" she asked, petting herself with my hand, guiding me on, in, and around about her bare pussy.



"It's very nice," I said cautiously, hearing a soft moan coming from my wife sitting next to me.
"Angel just loves playing with another woman's pussy," Ash commented.
"Yet again, another surprise," I thought. Though I'm not sure that Anna knew it was Angel up until that very moment.
"And she has lovely breasts too," Ash commented, as I heard the telltale sounds of him licking each of them.
"Would you like to suck on one of mine?" Angel questioned, already drawing my head over towards her.
"Oh, what the fuck! Why not?" I thought to myself. "After all, what are we here to do anyway?" "Sure...I'd enjoy that!" I said speaking loud enough to ensure Anna would in fact hear my response.
And spent the next thirty minutes sucking titty, and having my prick played with. Knowing with some certainty, that similar things were taking place with my wife.
Finally, we felt the limousine slow, then come to a full stop.
"You ready?" I heard Anna ask me.
"Yes. You?"
"Ready as we'll ever be I guess, " she said. I could tell she was nervous, but I could also tell by the sound of her voice that she was obviously very excited too. Whatever Ash and Angel had been doing to her on the drive over had certainly calmed her nerves, as well as exciting some other ones.
Mr. Ever-Ready was also fully alert, anxious to get out of the car. Any attempt to try and return him to the confines of my pants seemed fruitless, even as the car door opened and we were invited to go ahead and remove the black hoods we'd been wearing. I took a moment for our eyes to readjust, when they did, both Ash as well as Angel stood next to the car waiting for us. They were both already nude, with Ash sporting a rather mean looking erection.
"Oh good, I was worried I'd look a little silly stepping out of the car like this," I said standing up, Mr. Ever-Ready looking about anxiously.
"Please, follow us," Angel said, reaching down clasping my prick where she then led me up a stone walk-way towards two massive, thick oaken doors. Looking behind, I saw my wife being escorted far more conventionally, having taken Ash's arm for the walk up. He was nude however, though Anna had once again closed her coat, looking if anything, overdressed at this point.
Upon reaching the door, we were ushered inside by a large burley looking gentleman, who was in fact, fully dressed. After checking our code names one more time, he nodded at the couple that had been with us, effectively excusing them.
"If you would please? Follow me."
"See you inside," Angel said calling out to us. "We have a brief meeting of the membership to attend first, then you'll be invited in to join us shortly after that."
I had gotten to pick our Password Names for the evening. And as I was feeling a little 'Bondy', I rather liked giving Anna and I the initials for our names that I had selected for the evening. So, for the rest of the night, she'd be M, and I would of course be Q.
Given final instructions and then shown inside to what could only be described as the largest walk-in closet I had ever seen in my life, we both quickly disrobed and hung up our clothing. Which for me took a few minutes. And which for Anna consisted of hanging up her coat.
A separate exit way from this room obviously led into the area of the house where all the activities and festivities would be taking place. Once again, I briefly wondered what it was we had gotten ourselves into.
"Please make yourselves comfortable. Someone will be with you shortly," he said excusing himself, closing the door we'd just entered.
We'd been ushered into some elegantly furnished sitting room. I noticed almost immediately there was a fully stocked bar, which I headed towards at once. The idea of sitting my naked ass down on a leather chair didn't seem very appealing to me at the moment.
"You want something to drink? Another wine perhaps?" I asked my wife, and she chose the option of actually sitting down, demurely crossing her legs, looking a little bit uncomfortable at the moment.
"No thanks. I'd better not. The last thing I want to do is not have my wits with me," she stated. "Ah oh," I thought worriedly. "Maybe she's having second thoughts here!"
We sat alone in silence, with no one else coming in to join us for a good fifteen or twenty minutes. I continued to stand at the bar, already working on my second drink of scotch when a different door than the one we'd come in through, opened.
"David? Anna?"
No one else could have possibly known our real names.
"Emily?" I questioned.
The most perfect smile I had ever seen was there to greet us. That, and a hell of a lot more. Much more. Emily stood easily six feet tall. Her skin was the color of copper, and her legs seemed to go on forever. The tight curly patch of black pubic hair peeking between those incredible legs was cut into a cute little heart shape. Emily also had a beautiful pair of ripe full breasts, her dark chocolate brown areola, amongst the most alluringly sensual that I had ever seen on a woman. Her nipples were extremely thick, standing like twin erasers a good two inches off her breasts. Emily wore her hair long; it was straight rather than curly and fell easily midway down her back.
As she approached us, I felt a little awkward, standing as we were, unsure exactly how it was that I should greet her. Especially with my cock hanging out as it was. Though I had not fully gone flaccid, even Mr. Insatiable needed time to warm up; though upon seeing Emily, he'd begun doing just that.
I had begun to extend my hand to her in greeting. Which I thought she was beginning to do as well. In the next instant however, I felt her hand suddenly and firmly wrap itself around my cock.
"You'd better get used to this," she said taking me by surprise. "This is the official greeting, how everyone here will introduce themselves. We don't shake hands." She then kissed me, also surprising me. "That, we don't do, unless we want to," she added with a sly grin.
Next, she turned cupping Anna's pussy, giving it an affectionate little cupping pat, along with another kiss, this one not quite so passionate as the one she'd just given me. Seeing her kiss my wife however, still patting her pussy, had made me rise to the occasion. Anna reached down, patting Emily's quim in the same welcoming fashion, but when she leaned forward kissing Emily, in a far more interesting kiss than Emily had given her, I nearly fell over. Emily stood, kissing her back, which turned rapidly into a very heated, very sensual embrace.
"Surprise!" Anna said stepping away grinning at me. "I told you earlier that I had a surprise for you later on this evening."
"Well, the kiss was nice..." I smiled saying.
"That wasn't exactly it," Anna interrupted. "Later on, Emily and I are going to have some fun together," she pointed out seriously.
"Really?"
"Yes, really," Emily said jumping in, caressing one of Anna's breasts. "She told me you'd enjoy seeing that."
Suddenly, I was looking forward to the evening more than I had been before. My cock was at full staff, which Emily once again took hold of by way of appreciation.
"Well, now that we've all been properly introduced, it's time I show you in, and introduce you both to everyone else. Ready?"
"Ready as we'll ever be!" I admitted, seeing Anna shaking her head in agreement. "Lead on Emily!"
Emily soon led us into yet another room. Once again it was enormous. There were enough couches and chairs to easily seat forty or fifty people. More than half of which were already occupied. Seeing so many nude men and women in one room at a time was a little unnerving, but Emily quickly guided us both over towards the bar and promptly ordered us fresh drinks. This time Anna accepted another white wine. She was obviously still nervous. Though I couldn't say, as I didn't blame her. It was one thing to know what to plan for, it was quite another to actually realize it was really happening. All these people gathered together in one room, all nude, told us both in that instant that this was a club unlike any we could have ever imagined.
"Oh. Before I forget, 'Q'," she now said using my chosen name for the evening, I believe there is one couple here you have already met. Pete and Jackie?"
I smiled, remembering. "They're still Pete and Jackie?" I asked.
"Yes, that's what they always go by," she announced. "Hell, even I don't know their real names!" she said giggling.
"Come on 'M'," she said taking my wife by the hand, leading her away. "I'll introduce them to you!"
"David," she said under her breath winking at me, " Why don't you go over and introduce yourself to some of the other members while I you're your wife around a bit and introduce her to some of the others."
I watched Emily lead Anna away from me, suddenly feeling a little lost as well as a little intimidated.
"Hello."
I turned at the sound of the soft sexy voice behind me. As I did, I saw what I thought was a mirage. She reached her hand out to welcome me, remembering, I did the same. We stood, her hand softly and comfortably holding onto my prick. My own hand cupping her femininity, her legs spread ever so slightly to accommodate my greeting.
"I'm Jenny," she said.
I swore she was going to actually shake my cock hello.
"I'm...'Q'," I said pausing briefly, now wishing I had chosen another name to go by for the evening. Suddenly my silly joke seemed stupid.
"Nice to meet you...Q," she said also hesitating with a curious expression on her face.
"It's a long story," I offered. At least she laughed.
"Oh, I wondered," still laughing.
Jenny was, what could only be described as being a Pixy. She had short-cropped bright white hair which framed her small featured oval shaped face, and if she stood even five feet, I would have been surprised. Though her breasts were small, they were full and perky against her chest. I had felt rather than had actually seen, that she too had shaved her pussy.
"I didn't think I'd ever seen you at one of these parties before," she turned away, still holding onto my cock but effectively severing the handhold I had moments ago had on her. "Jerry?" I heard her call out. "There's someone here I want you to meet."
Jerry was the tallest black man I had ever seen up close and personal. He might have played basketball for all I knew, though I didn't recognize him, and he wasn't trying to hide behind a mask either. But as he walked towards me, only then beginning to smile in recognition of his partner having summoned him over to us, I noticed as he approached, that his still flaccid cock swayed like a third leg as he approached.
"Oh my God!" I said before I could catch myself.
"He does have a big one doesn't he?" Jenny commented. "Wait until you really see it!"
"Nice to meet you," I said introducing myself. "My name...my name...my name's David," I said stuttering out my real name.
And then I shook his cock hello.
After nearly an hour, I think I had finally been introduced to every cock and pussy in the entire house. Emily had finally reunited me with Anna who had taken an immediate liking to both Pete and Jackie.
"Naughty boy," Anna said teasing me. "They told me about the fabulous evening you all had together. I got soaked just hearing about it. Don't worry though; Jackie was nice enough to finger me off to a nice little cum while we were sitting on the couch chatting."
I think my jaw must have dropped several inches. Just imagining my wife sitting there while Jackie played with her in front of everyone was still something I hadn't quite gotten used to yet. But obviously she had. That, and knowing Jackie, she could make a person do just about anything. And had.
"Well, things are just about ready to start," Emily noticed. "Remember, you don't have to do anything you don't want to. So go ahead, mingle, check out some of the rooms. If you see anything that excites or interests you, then feel free to enjoy yourself! Oh, and one more thing, at midnight, we have a very special type of entertainment planned back here in this room. So when you hear the bell, you'll know what that means. Have fun you two. And I'm sure we'll meet up with you a little later Q."
"David," I said. "Call me David."
Emily licked her lips suggestively. "Ok David," she said drawing my name out as though rolling it around the roof of her mouth with her tongue. "See you both later then!"
We watched, as several couples seemed to pair off, sometimes in groups, and head in differing directions. Some headed upstairs to where we'd been told there were several large bedrooms. Others, heading down the hallway to where we had been told was a large room that was filled wall to wall with large fluffy pillows.
All of a sudden Jenny was holding my hand as well as Anna's. "I've been looking all over for you two," she announced. "Come with me. I know what it's like to be 'new-bees' and I think you'll like this particular party room. There's another first time couple here too. I think we'll all get along fine and have some real fun together."
"Is Jerry going to be there too?" I asked.
"Oh. That's right!" Your wife hasn't met Jerry yet has she?"
"No. But she's about to," I said weakly.
"Jerry? Who's Jerry?" Anna asked.
"You'll see," I told her, Mr. Ever-Ready already feeling a bit inadequate.
We went upstairs, soon entering a large expansive looking bedroom. There were no beds however, just a very large, very comfortable looking fur covered mat that filled the entire room from wall to wall.
The two 'new-bees', Ted and Carol as they were called and as I had already been introduced to earlier, were lying side by side, but head to toe as it were. Two other couples were already there, including Jackie and Jerry, though Pete was absent.
"Hi you two. Come on in and join us!" Jackie immediately said when she saw us. "I really enjoy meeting and introducing first timers to our little gatherings. So if we ever do have anyone new attending, this is where you will usually find me."
Jackie was lying on one side of Ted slowly and softly stroking his iron hard cock. Angel who we had shared the limousine ride with was kneeling between his legs caressing and playing with his balls.
"Hi ya sweetie!" she said smiling, waving at me.
We quickly introduced ourselves to everyone, using our real names. Jackie motioned for my wife to come over and join her. Why don't you help Jerry and Michael make Carol feel welcome David?" She told me pointing over towards where the two of them were indeed doing just that.
I quickly glanced over towards my wife. Following the house rules would be hard enough, adhering to our own strict rules was proving to be even more difficult. By way of assurance, Anna winked, blowing me a kiss. "Have fun!" she mouthed.
Admittedly, lying on that soft fur covered flooring in my bare skin was erotic enough. Jerry was kneeling next to Carol busily fingering her widely spread open pussy. She in turn was fondling Jerry's mammoth sized cock, which in my mind had seemingly doubled in size. It would have been a toss up as to whose prick was bigger, Jerry's or John's. I couldn't have made the difference between the two. One was black, the other wasn't. That was about the only difference that I could see. I watched with abject fascination as Carol stroked that enormous shaft. She had to take long strokes to complete the full pumping of it. And it wasn't easy either. But I could see by the expression on Jerry's face that he was enjoying every slow-stroking moment of it.
The other guy I had met earlier. His name was Brad. He was busily sucking one of Carol's breasts at the moment but took time out enough to quickly invite me over to start sucking on the other one.
As they say, when in Rome.
I soon after got my own turn to play with Carol's nice warm pussy. It was fun fingering her and getting her excited. I was really getting into it when I heard Jackie announce that it was time to switch partner's and give the 'other' new-bees, meaning Anna and I an introductory course.
I was instructed to take Carol's place, which I did, and expected the women to exchange places with the men. That didn't happen. Only Carol and Ted traded places. I watched as Anna was laid down amongst the women who immediately began to caress her and touch her everywhere.
I felt hands upon me, and remembering Emily's words of warning, I closed my eyes.
Perhaps doing it that way made it easier for me to accept what was happening. I don't know. But as I lay there, the hands that stroked my conscious less cock began to stimulate and excite me quite unexpectedly.
Once again, I was just starting to actually enjoy the sensations that were taking place when good old Jackie once again announced it was time to exchange positions.
This time the women did all move over, trading places with the guys. I was a lot more comfortable seeing that, and soon found myself happily aroused and excited as they gathered around me.
I felt someone pressing their breast against my mouth. I quickly and hungrily accepted the offered nipple, sucking it greedily between my lips. Someone's hand began milking me, easily producing a nice little pearl of pre-cum when they did.
"Oh. Let me have that," I heard Jackie saying. "Squeeze it again Jenny, give me some more!"
In the next instant, I felt Jackie applying my own pre-cum against my ass hole. She applied it liberally, and then slipped her finger up inside me.
I felt her slowly finger-fucking my ass. Someone was softly and very gently kneading my balls, and by her touch, I could only assume it was Anna treating me to this particular piece of heaven. Jenny then proceeded to stroke, pumping my cock up and down, using the abundant supply of lubrication that I was now producing in order to more easily slide her hand over and around my sensitive bulbous cock head. Mr. Insatiable cock was in seventh heaven!
"Carol? Why don't you sit on his face honey? You have such a wonderful little pussy, and I bet you'd really enjoy him eating it for you," Jackie urged.
Her pussy was sweet indeed. I began tickling her clit with my tongue, and soon had her rocking and pounding her cunt against my face.
"You want to cum like that?" I heard Jenny ask her from behind. Obviously by Carol's labored breathing and excitement, she wasn't that far off as it was.
"Oh yes!" she moaned. "I would really like to!"
"Then do it honey," Anna added to the coaxing. "He really does enjoy eating pussy!"
Just hearing my wife say that nearly took me over the edge myself.
Carol however was closer, and once again I redoubled my efforts on her. I sucked her clitoris between my lips, held it there for a second, felt her tense up and let loose. I flew at her nubbin with my tongue in a furious display of cunt-lapping extra ordinary, swallowing greedily as her lubrications bellowed forth out of her pussy to drench my face in her libations.
The teasing and toying of my cock however had not lessened the ever-building pressure of my impending climax. I suddenly felt two separate tongues licking and teasing me. Jackie's finger which was still probing inside my ass, caressing my prostrate, soon had the cum bubbling up out of my balls.
Anna was still holding on to my nuts and felt them tighten up. She knew me all too well.
"He's going to shoot!" she cried out. "And watch it, he usually cums a gallon!"
I rose up onto my elbows. "Hell, even I wanted to see this," I thought to myself.
And I guess Carol did too. She had mostly recovered from having just experienced her own little death, and quickly moved over so she could get a good view of my pending eruption.
"Make sure I get some," she said. "After all..."
"I...think...there's...gonna...be...PLENTY!" I screamed out as the first jettison of sperm flew from my cock.



Barely able to keep my eyes open, I watched the first powerful explosion of sperm disappear inside Jenny's waiting mouth. As though choreographing the 'money-shot', Jackie immediately turned my now spurting fire hose over in Carol's direction. The next ribbon of cum, catching her fully in the face, a long thick streamer of white milky juice landing squarely across her nose, across one eye, and then up over her forehead.
Not to be left out, Anna quickly covered the knob of my dick and took the third spurting flood of jisim, which to some extent, still surprised me. My third ejaculation had contained every bit as much volume as had the first, and likewise, as I felt the pressure of it release inside my beautiful wife's mouth, followed quickly by the forth and then a fifth, I heard and felt the deliciously naughty sounds of her sucking, swallowing my cum down her throat.
"Leave a squirt or two for me!" Jackie pleaded, nearly yanking my throbbing prick from the inside of my wife's mouth. Reluctantly, Anna did release me, actually feeding me to Jackie who swiftly enclosed my prick with her own suctioned lips, drawing the last remaining vestiges of my cock-candy into her mouth.
Looking up, I saw Jerry standing off to one side. He was busily fisting that huge massive cock of his, having been doing so while watching us the entire time.
Anna was mesmerized. I knew she would be.
"Would you like to feel that squirting all over you?" Jenny asked my wife. "He really does shoot gallons. And it's really fun to watch."
Anna didn't say a word. She didn't have to. She simply crawled over towards him and knelt down, the head of that gigantic cock aimed pointedly towards her.
Angel now moved over and took over for Jerry's hand. Stroking that gigantic prick, she began pumping it furiously still pointing it in my wife's direction. Jerry was quite happy to allow her to do that so he could better enjoy the load he was momentarily about to discharge all over my wife.
Moments later, I saw Jerry's face screw up in pure unadulterated pleasure. We all watched, near mesmerized as his monster cock actually lurched, spewing what could only be described as whipping cream straight out of the can!
It was the largest, thickest, creamiest glob of flying cum I had ever seen before in my entire life, suddenly emerging from the tip of his dick. It was like watching it in slow motion. One moment, his cock head, shiny black and glistening with the slippery pre-cum juices that Angel was using to bring him to climax with, suddenly began to turn white. I realized then that this initial expulsion of cum dribble was nothing more than a prelude of what soon followed.
Anna caught that first spray of cum-cream fully in the face. I watched, stunned, exhilarated, and possibly even a little shocked. I mean I had come...a lot. But Jerry had in one magnificently powerful jettison of sperm, produced all at once what had taken me five or six nice hard pulsating cum-jets of cream to produce.
The second one flew well over her head.
I watched both Jackie and Jenny going after it like bridesmaids fighting for the bouquet. Though neither one of them had been fast enough, Jackie had quickly and easily closed the distance so that the next one splashed cleanly and powerfully against her breasts. Almost immediately she began caressing her tits, massaging in natures most natural body lotion.
Soon after Anna and I headed back downstairs for refreshments. Still stunned, somewhat in awe by everything we had seen so far, we'd basically survived our initial trial by fire.
"You ok?" I found myself asking. "Still interested in staying here?" I continued to question, knowing full well the consequences if she told me no.
Which I certainly would have honored if she'd said otherwise.
"Are you kidding? The nights still young!" she said by way of an answer.
#
Masturbation Club - Chapter Six
By: Thesandman
Anna and I had spent the past several minutes regrouping and catching our collective breathes. Back in the main room now, there were a few other couples who had reappeared, all seemingly doing as we were, though some eventually wandered off together. We'd been sitting down on a cozy little love seat when Anna asked if I'd mind getting her another drink.
"Sure baby, be right back," I told her heading towards the bar. Even the hired help were naked, though "non-participants' as Emily had told us both earlier. The bar tender stood behind the bar, obviously happy to be there as he eyed every female in the room as they walked by. Dressed in nothing more than a black bow tie, which told everyone he was off-limits, I stepped up to the bar and ordered Anna and I fresh drinks.
"One scotch and water, along with a white wine," I told him. As he began fixing our drinks, I heard a female voice as she stepped up next to me.
"You mind?" she asked sweetly.
I thought she was simply in a hurry to order a drink, politely stepping back a bit so she could order.
"Not at all, go right a head," I told her. She grinned.
"Why thank you, I've been dying to do this to you all evening," she quipped, suddenly down on her knees before me, drawing my semi-flaccid penis into her mouth.
"Holy shit!" I exclaimed, loud enough to rouse Anna's attention as she glanced towards me, seeing me standing there with my dick in another woman's mouth.
When I'd turned to look towards her just as the redhead began sucking my prick, I noticed that she wasn't exactly without company herself. One of the other men who'd been in the bar when we'd first come down was now sitting next to her, fingering her breasts. Even if Anna hadn't liked this particular guy, she knew the rules as well as I did. But...by the look on her face as she smiled at me, she was enjoying the attention, as now I was. Once again, Mr. Insatiable had risen to the occasion.
I didn't cum, and the truth was, I was far from it. But that hadn't been the redhead's intent anyway. Her whole entire goal was to lay claim to the fact that she had sucked every swinging dick at the party. Whether anyone came in her mouth or not didn't matter. She gave everyone a five-minute blowjob, so if some did, she took it in happily, and if they didn't, she was ok with that too. Apparently, there was some sort of prize to be given at the end of the evening if she had everyman's name written somewhere on her body. After my five minutes of pleasure were up, she stood, thanking me and handed me a felt-tip pen.
"Would you mind signing my body?" she asked. Anywhere you can find a place you want to write it," she giggled. "Except on my face," she added. Only then did I notice she already had a significant start. Several names had already been scrawled over a good portion of her nude form. I selected one of her inner thighs were there was still ample space and signed my name.
"There ya go!" I said handing her back the pen. And off she went.
"There you are! David? Anna? Come on you two, there's something I want to show you!"
At the sound of Jackie's voice, I turned to meet her just as the bartender handed me my scotch and Anna's wine. He'd been standing there the entire time simply watching the expert blowjob I'd been given. He was grinning from ear to ear.
"Thank you," I told him.
"No, thank you. Though we get to see a lot of nudity, there isn't usually a lot of sex that takes place down here in the main room until later. So this was nice..."
I smiled at him sheepishly, just as Jackie reached me grabbing onto my arm. "Anna? Come over and join us honey, we're going for a walk," she beckoned towards my wife.
Reluctantly, Anna stood. The guy she'd been sitting with had graduated from playing with her nipples to fingering her slit. She leaned over giving him a kiss, whispering something into his ear before heading over towards us.
"What was that all about?" I asked as she joined me.
"What? Don't tell me...you jealous?" she asked seriously. "You were the one having your cock sucked as I recall," she said giving me one of her patented looks.
"No, it wasn't that...it was just that Jackie here wants to show us something."
"Ah huh," Anna said pinching my ass.
Jackie had gathered a few other couples around us who were anxiously waiting to see what it was she had in mind. As our self-appointed tour and information guide, she soon led our nude little group quietly padding down the hallway behind her. I noticed as we did, that we passed several rooms whose doors were closed.
Ted and Carol had rejoined our group, and it was Ted who spoke asking Jackie a question. "What's going on in these rooms?" he'd asked.
"That's where private sessions are taking place," Jackie informed everyone. "Either very small groups, or in most cases, one on one encounters amongst members of the club. Remember, if you see a closed door, please don't disturb the occupants. If you find an open door, you're free to participate once you enter. And don't be afraid to ask questions either. Remember, once you do enter a room, you're granting permission to whoever's inside to do whatever they want to with you once you go in. So...always best to ask," she said with a light-hearted laugh.
Jackie turned towards my wife, pausing in the middle of the hallway. "Did you ever meet our Host and Hostess?" she asked her.
"I don't know, I don't think so, why?"
Jackie tossed her head back and laughed. "Oh you'd know if you'd met her," Jackie explained. "Samantha, her husband, and two other couples started 'The Club' several years ago. The Partner's have each taken turns throwing one of these parties for the other members at least once a month ever since then. Samantha and Jack's are amongst the most popular, primarily because of Samantha herself. Once you meet her, I think you'll see why."
Jackie reached what appeared to be a stairway heading downstairs.
"Where're we going now?" Someone in the group asked.
"To meet Samantha, if I know her, she's probably occupied down in the game room."
We passed by an area that was obviously a sauna, baths, steam-room and showers.
"If anyone feels like they need to freshen up, or take a breather between activities, here's the area for that. You might find however, that the fun goes on just as hot and heavy down here as it does anywhere else in the house for that matter."
It was early yet too. And I noticed that this particular area wasn't currently being used. Ahead, I heard soft sensual music playing. A deep rich red light was glowing around the corner as we stepped off into a much-darkened hallway.
"That's the game room up ahead," Jackie announced. "And the door's still open, so either they've just finished playing one of Sam's favorite games, or are about to start another one. We're just in time!"
We entered the game room as Jackie had called it. It was indeed bathed in an eerie dark red lighting. But the most remarkable feature of the enormous room was the continuous black velvet-like couch that was obviously custom made. It ran around the entire room, resting against three of the four walls. It was the most incredible looking piece of furniture I had ever seen before.
Several couples were either standing in the room, or were sitting on that couch chatting. Nothing of a sexual nature was taking place at the moment however, though I guessed correctly, it was about to.
"Jackie!" I heard, not yet seeing the person who's voice I'd just heard calling out to our guide.
"I was hoping you and Pete would be able to make it tonight!" The voice added.
To be honest, I was looking up where I would have expected to see someone suddenly emerge, parting through the couple's who had obviously been standing there talking to her. I caught myself needing to look downwards instead.
Samantha, or "Sam" as everyone called her, was neither a Dwarf nor a Midget. I noticed immediately as Samantha scooted herself over to us, that she was an amputee. Both legs had obviously been cut off revealing just two very tiny smooth rounded stumps so closely cut to her groin that it was hardly even noticeable that she'd ever even had any legs at one time to begin with.
"Anna, David, Ted, Carol. I'd like to introduce you to your hostess for the evening. This is Samantha. But we call her Sam for short, pun intended," she gleefully teased.
I was slightly taken aback as Jackie reached down, easily lifting "Sam" into her waiting arms.
As she hung there clinging to Jackie, one hand already fondling a breast, the other securing herself about Jackie's neck, it was impossible not to notice the obvious affection between them. Trying not to stare at her, it was hard not to however, I saw that Sam was petite woman, even without any legs. Suspended as she was, she appeared as light as a feather. Obviously it was easy for Jackie to stand there supporting our hostess, no heavier than a small child.
Because of her size and stature, her medium sized breasts looked far bigger than they really were, and somewhat disproportionate to her small sized frame. I was still in a state of shock, and perhaps a little bit in awe at seeing her when Jackie carried her towards me in order to introduce us.
Sam extended her hand, reflexively causing me to extend mine, which is when she spoke, "Lower Jackie, you'll need to lower me down just a little so we can all be properly introduced!"
Jackie held her, yet tipped her downwards slightly. After all, there was nothing wrong with her arms, which were perfectly normal, and she reached out affectionately clasping my semi erect penis.
"Nice to meet you David," she said, holding me and ever so lightly caressing my cock.
"Nice to meet you too Samantha," I replied as Jackie straightened her back up, giving me access to her as well, easily cupping her pussy in a somewhat extended greeting of my own.
After she had been formally introduced to everyone, including Anna, I watched as Jackie once again set Samantha back down on the thick plush carpeting. With an unexpected grace and ease of movement, she literally propelled herself across the room using her arms as her legs, and placed herself once again within and upon the couch in which she had earlier and obviously, been sitting.
"OK everyone, we're going to play: Last One to Cum's the Winner!"
Jackie smiled turning towards us. "This is one of her favorite games. Hardly anyone ever beats her. But if anyone can last to the very end, they get a thousand dollar cash prize for doing it as an incentive."
I soon learned that the rules of the game were that everyone hooked up together in the middle of the floor in a sort of daisy chain. The rest was fairly simple. It was a do anything it took, whatever it took, to get the person you were doing to cum. If she or he did, they were eliminated, removed themselves from play, and the daisy chain was quickly re-linked, and the game continued until it was down to just two people. The last two people could only masturbate one another to orgasm. It made no difference if it was male to female, male-to-male, or even female-to-female.
"And 'this'," Jackie informed us, "was how Masturbation Club first came into existence!"
Gradually, more and more people began to arrive. Some we knew, others we'd only briefly met earlier. I was still a little exhausted from my encounter upstairs, as was Ted. Anna, Jackie, and several other men and women, including the guy I now called the incredible hulk, or Jerry, was all for participation in Samantha's new game.
They quickly drew numbers out of a hat for their starting position and place in the chain. One by one they each placed themselves accordingly and comfortably, awaiting everyone else who was playing to finish placing themselves in position.
I of course had a vested interest in seeing how my wife Anna would find her self paired up. As it turned out, she would be endeavoring to get Jackie to cum. But even better for me, I was about to see Anna do something I'd only dreamed of seeing up until now.
"Shit!" Jackie exclaimed. "It figures! Women make me cum faster than men do. I think I'll certainly get eliminated quickly, especially with Anna here being the one eating me!" Jackie shot me a flirtatious teasing smile.
The other pairing I immediately took notice of was Samantha and Jerry as it turned out. She'd be trying to get him off which I felt might actually be difficult as he had just had a major orgasm just a short time earlier.
Carol was lucky enough to be in position to be doing Samantha, while another woman named Susan would be sucking off Ted.
As for myself, I'd been one of the few 'unfortunates' to be left out of the game for this round, as the enormous circle was limited to a total of twelve participants. Still, I was just as happy to sit comfortably upon the couch watching the festivities.
Once everyone was comfortably hooked up and ready to go, the sound of soft sensual music began playing in the background. I heard someone close the door behind us, and the room suddenly filled with an even darker more erotic red glowing light.
The sounds of excitement, groaning and moaning immediately began to fill the entire chamber of the room. It would have been impossible not to get horny watching what was taking place down on the arena of writhing, undulating flesh. Those who weren't actually involved in the game sat caressing and fondling one another, give the atmosphere of the room even more of an electrical, sexual charge.
I watched as Anna petted, and played with Jackie's wide spread cunt. Like "Sam" had said earlier, it was an "anything goes" kind of affair.
Jackie was stroking and fondling a blonde haired guy that though he had a smaller cock than even I did, had a cock head that looked like a damn mushroom. It was so fat and wide spread that I had trouble imagining him actually trying to fuck someone with it.
Samantha was of course busily sliding and sucking Jerry's enormously big black shining prick. I watched her hand having to work that mighty tool with what seemed to be concentrated and long purposeful strokes. All the while nibbling and sucking at his spongy-fleshed cock crown.
Though I know several long minutes had gone by, it seemed like only seconds to me had passed when true to her word, Jackie was the first one to lose to orgasm.
Anna sensed this, capturing Jackie's clit between her lips and began to suck on it frantically. She had two fingers buried deeply inside her pussy, and I watched as my wife rotated them around inside her. I was amazed at Anna's voracity for one thing, but for another, she really seemed to be enjoying herself, not to mention anything about Jackie who was still in the midst of her 'first one out' orgasm.
As soon as she was finished, everything came to an abrupt halt. For some, the momentary break in the action came none too soon. I was suddenly re-thinking my earlier assumption about the "Incredible Hulk", as he more than anyone, looked worriedly relieved. Jackie quickly extricated herself from the group immediately coming over to sit down by me. With Jackie out now, Anna helped to close the circle slightly, taking on Mr. Mushroom as I called him. Moments after that, Sam called the contest back on, the music restarted, and everyone remaining was off to the races.
The moment Jackie sat down beside me, she began playing with my rock-hard dick. I didn't feel nearly so bad about having remained out of the game at this point. There's something to be said about watching a slithering snake of sexual activity taking place just below your feet, and having a beautiful woman sitting beside you working your shlong for you at the same time.
One by one people began to drop out in cries of continued multi-orgasmic ecstasy. Frankly, I was surprised that Anna was till hanging in there. She'd managed to soon after finish off Mr. Mushroom, nearly catching a face full of his exploding mushroom cloud in the process. She'd then found herself once again face to pussy, so to speak with Carol's magnificent little cunt. I remembered toying and playing with that one earlier myself.



I was now caressing one of Jackie's magnificent breasts; she in turn was continuing to play with my more than aroused penis. I was playing a game of my own at that point, and though not an official entrant into the game being played on the floor, I was endeavoring to see how long it would be that I could hold out before cumming myself, though in fairness, Jackie wasn't exactly working hard at making me do so either.
Someone else came, and an older gentleman to whom I'd been introduced earlier now took up position on my wife. He immediately began licking her pussy with the widest tongue I'd ever seen. I saw Anna shiver at his tongue-fuck onslaught, and felt that she was definitely hanging by a thread as I gave the guy credit for his cunniligual expertise.
To my greatest surprise however, I heard Jerry's deep throated near growling groan and looked up just in time to see Samantha quickly spin both of her hands in opposite twists and directions on that massive prick of his. Obviously that last little maneuver had done the trick for her, and he once again erupted in a showering geyser of spunk. I noticed it wasn't nearly as voluminous as it had been the first time, but was certainly note worthy.
Only seconds after that, Carol's pussy erupted and she was gone. It was down to three now, my wife, Samantha, and the older guy with the fucking wide tongue. I couldn't see how Anna could possibly survive the next round sandwiched between too obvious 'professionals' in this particular game.
I glanced briefly around the room at that point as the three of them repositioned themselves once again. Nearly everyone was busily playing with or fondling one another in some way, including those who had been eliminated earlier. It was just too damn erotic not to get stimulated all over again. Only Jerry seemed to be incapable of sporting any kind of a firm erect cock, but after what he'd been through with Samantha's talented and skillful hands, I wasn't too terribly surprised.
I watched as Sam began applying the same techniques she'd used on 'The Hulk' and began to wonder if Anna might actually have half a chance. Mr. Fuck Tongue was starting to lose his concentration, and if anything, that was allowing my wife to re-gather herself.
"Anna's doing pretty damn good!" Jackie commented, you should be proud of her," she added.
"Oh hell, I am," I said not daring to take my eyes off what was taking place. "More than you'll ever know," I added as an afterthought.
I was glad I didn't. A split second after that, and Mr. Tongue lost it. "Fuck!" he said squirting a quart of fuck-butter down Sam's throat.
And then, there were two.
"There will be a two minute break while we prepare for the final contest!" Samantha indicated.
Anna quickly made her way over towards Jackie and I. "Shit! I damn near lost it," she admitted to us both. "There's no way I'm going to outlast her," she said looking back over her shoulder. "Tell me Jackie, you know her a lot better than I do, IS there anything I can do that will get her off quickly?"
Jackie grinned wickedly. "Well, I probably shouldn't tell you this, but yes...there is one thing. She does have an Achilles heal so to speak. But it will be a matter of a little luck and timing to bring it off," she added.
"Tell me, we don't have much time before we start," Anna asked excitedly.
"Well, there's no way you'll beat her in a strictly finger-fucking contest. She can hold out forever if you only do that. And, you can rub her clit as hard as you want, forever...that won't do it either. But she will enjoy it, and actually let herself get up close to the edge whenever anyone does that to her. When you hear her breathing get rapid and excited, that's when you shove one of your fingers back inside her pussy, and another one in her ass. Finger-fuck her for all your worth then, with luck, she will have allowed herself to get too close with the clitty-thing. If she has, then as long as you keep at it, before cumming yourself, you have a chance. But like I said, no guarantee's and you have to lead her into a false sense of security. Perhaps if you fake being close yourself, she might let her self go a little."
"I'm not sure I can fake anything. Like I said earlier, I was pretty fucking close to losing it myself!"
Hearing the two women discuss strategy, and particularly in such erotic terms had me ready to squirt all over the two of them.
"Good luck honey!" I said kissing my wife. "Hang it there!"
Jackie believe it or not, was still holding onto my cock. Anna glanced down and laughed. "You'd have lost it the first round," she teased. "Samantha's damn good!"
"I know, I've been watching everything from up here," I reminded her.
"Masturbation only now," Samantha told Anna, as they took up their respective positions side by side on the floor. Curling up into a semi-sixty nine, each woman lay facing the others cunt.
"God this is going to be interesting," I said unnecessarily.
Jackie knew I was in a highly excited and aroused state.
"You really would have lost a long time ago," she whispered, as the room had grown stone-cold silent. And she clasped my prick in such a way that she nearly caused me to jettison a load right then and there. "Don't worry, I'll time it for you," she said. Then went back to a perfect rhythm, keeping me in check for the time being.
Samantha was doing something to Anna's hot quim, that much was for sure. She was writhing and squirming all over the floor. I was sure she wouldn't last much longer when I watched as she suddenly began to palm that wide-open displayed pussy of Sam's. She cupped it, palmed it in an ever-increasing slapping type of fashion, not painfully so, but damn close.
The look on Samantha's surprised face was evident, she was really enjoying what it was my wife was doing to her. With renewed vigor, she attacked my own wife's cunt like a woman possessed. She twirled her fingers inside Anna's cunt, tickled and teased her clitoris with her other hand, alternating strokes, speed, pressure. Whatever it took to try and finally bring her over the edge.
The ebb and flow of the masturbatory contest was draining. One moment Samantha seemed to be teetering over the edge, in the next, Anna was. Even the crowd who were still sitting around watching seemed to be mesmerized by the near titantic struggle that was taking place.
I'd nearly cum twice myself just seeing all this. But each time, Jackie had squeezed off the impending climax just moments from eruption.
"This is the most intense contest I've ever witnessed!" she whispered to me. "Sam's definitely got her hands full!"
I laughed at the non-intended pun. "You might could say that. Oh my God! Look!" I exclaimed drawing Jackie's attention back towards the two female combatants.
Anna was making her move. She'd gone from palm rubbing, finger tickling Sam's blood engorged clit. Jackie and I both saw Anna's finger slip inside Sam's pussy, and another probing the entry at Sam's ass. The woman's eyes actually widened in surprise as she did that, her movements on my wife's pussy momentarily ceasing.
Anna began working both fingers now, one in Sam's pussy, the other in her ass, fucking her furiously in this fashion.
We weren't the only ones who were realizing that the momentum had changed in favor of my wife either. Several hushed, surprised voices began chattering as the erotic battle neared a dramatic climax. All about the room, people were busily engaged in their own sexual pleasures while continuing to watch the spectacle before them. Even Jerry's prick was back at full mast, Carol hungrily sucking it while another woman, fed it to her, jerking him off simultaneously. Ted was standing behind another woman fucking her doggy style, his eyes glued to Samantha and Anna as they fingered one another in a contest of will and endurance.
Then suddenly it was all over, which is when I learned, Sam was a squirter.
Obviously victorious, Anna rolled Samantha onto her back, fingers still working furiously in both of Sam's openings. Giving in to the onslaught, Sam cried out in surprised ecstasy. Amazed, stunned, delighted, I watched as Sam's cunt suddenly expelled a silvery thin stream of effervescent female nectar. It caught the shimmering red glow of the lights as it arched high into the air. The effect of which startled me. It was like watching one of those water shows where dancing fountains are backlit in colorful lights. Her cum streams were clear, and easily attracted the deep rich red hues of refracted light, turning each pulsating expulsion of her fluid into a wildly exotic laser light show of sorts.
I had been so caught up in the weirdly bizarre scene before me, that only then did I realize that Jackie was busily wiping cum off my dick, rubbing it into her breasts.
The room exploded into wild appreciative applause. Anna sheepishly stood, took an informal bow turning to the crowd in the room like an Olympic athlete, acknowledging everyone there separately, all the while grinning from ear to ear.
Samantha stood as only Samantha could. She moved over to where Anna was standing and gave my wife's pussy an affectionate kiss of congratulations for having actually bested her. For few ever did.
One by one, couples began to finally drift off towards other portions of the house together. Some obviously heading towards the showers.
Anna soon joined Jackie and I looking a bit frazzled, but none the worse for ware.
"However in the world did you manage to last so long?" I had to ask. "Several times I thought you were a gonner!"
Anna blushed, "Simple, really. I had a quickie cum just before we got started."
"A quickie cum? How'd you manage to get away with doing that? I never saw you do anything!"
"No. And you wouldn't have either. Ever since I was a little girl, I learned that I could stand in a certain position, squeeze my legs together just right, hold it there for a moment...and wham. Quickie cum. I used to do it sometimes when I was bored, especially if I was standing around a bunch of grownups trying to look all cute and pretty for them. Little did they have any idea what I was busy doing to myself. So, just before I went back to face Sam down while standing here talking to you two, I had a quickie cum!"
I laughed, "So...you cheated!"
"I didn't cheat. No one said anything about cumming before the game got underway!"
I guess that was true.
"So, how often have you cum like that when you've been around me?" I asked her.
Anna smiled, her eyes twinkled mischievously, "Wouldn't you like to know?"
"Yes. Yes I would like to know," I reiterated feeling my cock twitch with curiosity.
But she simply turned, the same naughty smile etched into her face. "We'll discuss that another time. Right now, I really could use a nice shower."
Anna took my hand and we strolled side by side down the hallway towards the baths.
"Wait up you two!"
I turned, and there was Emily swiftly coming up from behind us. "You guys having a good time?" she asked.
"You have no Idea Em," I said grinning at her. She really was beautiful. "We're off to the showers to freshen up a bit."
"Wonderful. I'll join you," she said grinning back at me.
And Mr. Insatiable nodded his head in approval.
We soon found and entered the baths. A number of people were in attendance by this time, and Emily guided us over towards an enormous public bath, much like the Roman's of old had used.
"Isn't this wild?" Emily asked us as well all stepped down into the steamy hot water together. Several other couples were already there, sitting, soaking, though some were also otherwise engaged.
As we stepped down into the enormous waist deep tub, I noticed several bars of fresh soap conveniently situated in tiny little cubbyholes all about the enclosure. Picking one up, Emily approached Anna.
"It's proper etiquette to bathe one another upon entering," she announced, already working up a frothy lather of scented soap, applying it first to my wife's back, and then to her breasts. Watching her do so was extremely arousing. Especially when Anna soon returned the favor. Seeing my wife's hands easily gliding over Emily's full breasts was a major turn on for me.
"Ok, your turn David!"
Emily soaped both my back as well as my chest, "Now...sit up on the edge of the tub so I can finish washing you," she told me. Mr. Ever-Ready perked up at that one, contentedly enjoying the feel of her soapy-slick hands as she patted him down lovingly, caressing him until he stood shiny-clean proud.
Then it was my wife's turn again, and as she sat on the bank, Emily soaped down her legs, paying particular attention to her pussy of course.
I leered at her wondering aloud, "So dear, you having one?"
Emily cast me a curious glance while Anna shot me another one entirely. "Like I said before, wouldn't you like to know?"
Emily smiled catching on immediately. "Speaking of which, now the two of you can finish washing me. And take your time, I think I'm several orgasms behind if I know you two!" she said with a lusty smile on her face.
"Go ahead dear, you've been dying to be with Emily all evening, now's your chance!"
I gave Anna an appreciative look, stepping in-between Emily's outstretched legs. "Here, I'll even help you," she offered. Coming in from behind me, Anna took each of Emily's long tapered legs, resting them on her shoulders. In doing that, Emily's beautiful pink-lipped pussy winked at me invitingly. I applied some soap, lathering up that near-perfect split, then enjoyed the feel as my fingers slid smoothly, easily up her surprisingly well-lubricated furrow.
"Oh yeah, that feels good!" Emily moaned reaching up to begin caressing her breasts. "Keep doing that, trust me...it won't take long!"
Alternating between dipping a finger or two inside her, and simply stroking her rather large clit with the tip of my finger, I soon had Emily squirming about on the edge of the tub moaning in ecstasy.
"Suck my clit!" she announced suddenly. "I'm almost there David, please...lick my pussy, suck my clit and get me off!" she pleaded. Happy to oblige, I leaned over quickly locating her over-sized clit, drawing it into my mouth where I began sucking it as though it were a miniature penis. Emily's soft moans soon turned into far louder groans of pure pleasure as she continued pulling her nipples, cupping and massaging her breasts, all the while literally grinding her pussy against my face.
I was still smiling when Emily finally forced my head away from her now over-sensitized clit. Still trying to catch her breath, she cupped her mound, soothing it with her hand.
"Damn! You're good!" she stated sincerely.
"Yes, he is isn't he?" Anna said stepping around us. Emily slid down into the pool, immediately positioning herself between my wife's legs.
"You have any problem if David fucks me from behind while I eat you?" she asked my wife.
Mr. Insatiable was suddenly alert, curious as to how she would answer. "Be my guest. He's a pretty good fuck too!" she added. Seeing another woman licking your wife's pussy while you fucked her would make anyone a good fuck in my book. Slipping in to Emily's velvet-soft pussy while she in turn began lapping at my wife's cunt was more stimulation than any man would ever need.
I might have enjoyed eating pussy, and even considered myself somewhat of an expert doing it, but by the look on my wife's face as Emily licked her, I'd have been hard-pressed to be doing it any better.
"Oh my God! Oh fuck Em, that feels nice!" Anna moaned, her eyes closed, leaning back resting herself on her elbows. "Damn that tongue of yours feels good!"
Gripping Emily's firm, tight ass while I slowly slid in and out of her tight pussy was exquisite. I dug my fingers deeply into her ass-cheeks, hanging on while fucking her pussy in long, deep, full strokes.
"Harder now David! Fuck me harder, faster!" Emily said taking a moment before returning back to my wife's slit.
Doing as I'd been asked, I began slamming into Emily from behind, the water inside the pool now violently splashing against the rim as each thrust of my prick inside her, caused tidal-waves that began crashing up and over the edge. It was then, that I noticed we'd gathered a small audience as two or three couples had come over to watch, enjoying the show.
"Now! Now! Now!" Anna was screaming, obviously well into the throes of orgasm. Whatever Emily was doing to Anna, she was cumming as hard as I'd ever seen her, throwing caution to the wind, crying out as she came.
Likewise, I felt Emily's pussy contract around Mr. Insatiable, felt her squeezing the life out of him which in turn caused him to fill the inside of her pussy with a shower of hot sticky spunk.
"Fuck!" I bellowed much to the delight of our audience, some of which had actually begun clapping.
"Well I'll be go to hell," I said embarrassedly, stepping away from Emily's cunt, but inwardly feeling pretty good about my performance.
We soon after toweled off, making our way out of the bathing area.
Passing a side room my curiosity got the best of me, especially as the door was open. "What's going on in there?" I asked. We stopped, and I quickly ducked my head inside.
"That's what we call the 'wet-room'" Emily informed us.
"Wet room?" As I looked, I suddenly discovered why it was called that. On the floor lay two women and one man. Standing above them, two men stood urinating on the females, while the single woman squatted over the guy's dick, releasing a torrent of hot warm piss over him.
"Come on David," Anna said taking my arm. "This is one I think we can pass on. Besides, I just finished taking a bath."
"I was just curious," I pleaded allowing her to lead me away.
Anna grinned, winking at me. "Maybe later," she added shocking the shit out of me.
"Holy shit honey!" I exclaimed. "Really? You serious?" Now that was something I could have never imagined she'd ever be interested in. But then again, she'd never shown signs of being interested in another woman either.
"I'm just full of surprises aren't I?" she said teasingly.
"Shit! I'll say," following her and Emily out of the baths.
We eventually made our way back to the main room where both Anna and I made our way over towards the bar for fresh drinks. I noticed that some sort of preparations were being made, and much of the furniture was now being rearranged from the way we'd first seen it upon our arrival.
"What time is it?" Emily asked.
I looked at my watch surprised to see it was already nearing eleven-thirty, giving Emily the time.
"We've got about a half hour then before the Grande-finale, trust me...you're not going to want to miss this either. I assure you, what you'll see here tonight is something you will never see anywhere else. It's truly quite unbelievable!" Emily informed us both.
"Well, after everything I've seen here tonight, not much more could surprise me," I stated confidently.
"Just wait," Emily quipped. "You aint seen nothin' yet!"
After everything we had seen and experienced, combined with the drinks perhaps, I yawned, actually beginning to feel tired.
"Don't tell me your beginning to peter out," Emily teased giving Mr. Limp dick an affectionate squeeze.
"I don't think I could get another cock-stand if my life depended on it," I replied contentedly.
"Oh you will. I promise you will again before the nights out," Emily assured me.
I smiled at her, though thinking to myself, "No possible way." My cock was totally limp and flaccid now. Mr. Ever-ready, Mr. Insatiable cock had finally died and gone to heaven.
"Samantha is the closing act for the evening...wait until you see what she does!" Emily finalized placing her arm around my wife. "And not to mention the orgy afterwards," she added.



And suddenly the dead had risen...
#
Masturbation Club - Chapter Seven
By: Thesandman
The sound of a bell ringing throughout the entire estate alerted Emily to the fact that there was only fifteen minutes left until midnight.
"People should start pouring back into the room now," she told us. "No matter where they are, or what they're in the middle of, no-one wants to miss this!"
Admittedly, Emily had my curiosity up. The excitement was obvious as sure enough, throngs of people began appearing from out of nowhere.
"Oh Anna, there's someone I want you to meet!" Emily told my wife. "See that tall good-looking brunette over there with the nice boobs?" Anna was nodding her head, "Well that's Jules, soon to go by Julie. She's having a sex change operation soon to complete the process."
Only then did I notice that 'Jules" had jewels. Or rather a cock and balls to go along with what even I had to admit were a nice looking pair of tits.
"Coming David?" Emily asked.
"Ah no, think I'll get myself another drink," I said begging off this one. "You two go right ahead," I said smiling weirdly towards my wife.
Emily escorted my wife over to me Jules/Julie, while I headed through the rapidly growing throng of people now gathering near the bar.
"Arnold?" I heard someone call out. But obviously the name didn't register. "Arnold...with a Q!" And then it did.
I looked up and only then saw Pete a few feet away from me, face beaming in a smile of recognition and delight.
So I walked over and shook cocks with him.
"Well old boy, haven't seen you all evening. Hope you've been enjoying yourself."
"Almost too much!" I laughed. " To be honest with you, I'm pooped!"
Pete laughed with me. "Yeah, these parties can be draining," he said clapping me on the shoulder. "If you know what I mean," he said still chuckling. "You'll need to learn how to pace yourself at these events. Took me quite a while to do that myself, sort of like being a kid in a candy store. I wanted to fuck every woman I came into contact with the first time, and was wiped out halfway through the evening. Now, I look some, do some, and cum some," he said enjoying his own joke. "But with all this nasty flesh available, it is hard trying not to sample everything. Which is why I now make it a point to never have fun with the same people two parties in a row."
I had to agree with old Pete on that one. That's exactly the way I felt, like a kid in a fucking x-rated candy store.
"You did save one for Samantha though right?" he questioned.
I'd almost forgotten. Looking at my watch I realized it was nearly midnight.
"Unfortunately, no. I think I'm just about cummed out for the night. Old Mr. Ever ready, Mr. Insatiable Cock here has finally done himself proud, and retired for the evening," I told Pete simply.
"Someone should have told you so you could have paced yourself," He confided honestly. "They should have told you about the Grande Finale!"
"Told me? Told me what?" I asked him. Even Mr. Sleeping cock lifted his head out of curiosity.
"You did meet her? Samantha?"
"How could I forget?" I thought. "Yes. Earlier this evening, in the game room."
"Ah yes, one of her favorite places. She love's creating naughty little games to play," Pete stated.
"Having seen her, I can only imagine."
Once again Pete slapped me on the shoulder, "Well, you can't even begin to imagine what it is you're about to see!"
And as if on cue, a bell suddenly began to toll, ringing in the midnight hour. I'd never made it over to the bar to get my drink. Looking fore lonely in that direction, I noticed in doing so that there seemed to be twice as many people here as there had been when we'd first arrived. The room was packed! I had never seen so many naked bodies standing around in one place before.
"David! David! Over here!" I heard Anna calling out to me. I began to make my way over to where she was sitting, which to be honest, wasn't easy. Squeezing through so many people as we all began clearing the floor was an interesting experience in and of it's self. It was near impossible not to bump, or rub against someone else as we all shuffled out of the way. But eventually, I managed to reach where it was that Anna was sitting waiting for me.
I'd no sooner taken my seat than the lights flickered on and off several times. As they did, the noise from the crowd immediately quieted, dying away.
Once again the lights dimmed, and remained so for a time. A spotlight suddenly lit up the very center of the room, and the remaining lights immediately went dark. Inside the circle of light stood a tall, ruggedly handsome white haired man.
"Oh my God!" Anna said under her breath. "Do you see that?"
It was John.
"Yes. We've met before," I told her.
"When? I never seen him until now," Anna said looking at me. "Oh," she said, figuring it out before I could answer. "You know your really going to have to tell me everything you've been up to on this trip," she admonished me.
I had no doubt at all that I would either.
The sound of John's voice quickly drew our attention back to him "Ladies and Gentlemen, on behalf of our host and hostess, I want to thank you all for joining us this evening." There was a brief smattering of applause before things quieted down so that John could continue. "But more importantly, to thank you for your participation in making Masturbation Club what it is today!"
A rousing crescendo of applause erupted then, and it took John a few moments to once again quiet down the crowd.
All I could focus on of course was that enormous dick hanging down between his legs. True, Jerry was big, but seeing John's cock once again, even in an obviously relaxed state, reminded me just how truly big the man really was.
"As you all know, we like to end our monthly little get-togethers with a special performance, by our hostess for this evening, or as she is affectionately known by each one of you as 'Sam'. But before we do, I have one or two quick announcements and awards to be given out for some of us here."
I saw someone walk over, handing John some sort of trophy along with what looked like a certificate of some sort.
"Dee-Dee Davis?" John called out, "Would you come up here and join me please?"
I watched as the cute little redhead who'd sucked my cock briefly stepped forward. She was literally covered in signatures, looking as though she were wearing tattoos. John leaned over speaking to her briefly, smiling.
"Not only has our little cock-sucking nymph here won the 'Most Cocks Sucked' contest, she has also broken last month's winner, Jackie Evans record, for the most pricks sucked in an evening. The new record is now...seventy eight!"
Again there was an outburst of applause, followed by several whistles and cheering.
"I wonder, is that our Jackie?" Anna whispered to me.
"Wouldn't surprise me," I answered back.
"And for that, she receives a check from the club in the amount of seven hundred and eighty dollars, along with this beautiful trophy of course!"
John handed Dee-Dee the check, along with a trophy depicting a woman kneeling before a man with his dick inside her mouth.
After the applause had once again died down, John spoke again. "We have one other announcement to make before we bring Samantha out." John looked at the card he was holding, smiled, placing his hand over his eyes to see through the glare of the spotlight shining on him and scanned the room.
"Are David and Anna still here?" he asked jokingly. "We have two presentations to award them," he stated still scanning the audience. "Anna actually won one of Samantha's contests earlier this evening, and won in doing so, the cash prize check of one thousand dollars! Anna?"
I had to pull her up out of her seat and push her forward across the floor into the spotlight. She soon stood next to John as he presented her with her check. I got quite a kick out of seeing John reach down to pet her pussy, and an even bigger one when Anna took John's mammoth prick in hand, shaking it 'thank you'.
"And finally, as you all know...every month we invite several of our most favorite clients to attend these functions. Earlier this evening, the voting membership convened and decided who this month's nominee's for membership into the club from those invited guests would be. And we're happy to announce, that David and Anna have been voted in as acting members of the club!
Both Anna and I were stunned. Presented with actual membership cards as well as framed certificates, we found ourselves as not just welcome guests or clients, but now as full-fledged members of the club itself. It was a little embarrassing to stand there having my cock shook in congratulations, though Anna didn't mind at all having her pussy cupped in front of a couple of hundred people.
As we headed back down into the audience, we were both greeted with several comments and congratulations on our acceptance, along with several more cock strokes, and pussy pats as we made our way back to our seats.
"And now...without further adieu' Ladies? Begin stroking your men!" John announced.
As the lights came back up, most every woman there was stroking a man's cock, ensuring that each would soon be sporting an erection.
"What's going on?" David questioned, more to himself than to anyone else.
"I have no idea," Anna added equally perplexed by the sudden flurry of masturbatory activity taking place.
But once again it was Emily to the rescue.
"Come on David, Anna. Up and at em, Time to put some life back into David's prick!" she coaxed saying.
"No way, I'm too done in. I think I'll just sit this one out and watch."
"I don't think so," Emily stated flatly. "Especially with you're just being accepted into the club. It's expected."
"What's expected?" I asked her.
"You'll see! May I?" Emily asked turning towards Anna.
"Be my guest, good luck," Anna laughed looking down at my still flaccid member.
Emily knelt down on the floor between my legs and began softly and slowly sucking my completely flaccid prick inside her mouth, taking it all in very easily. Maybe it was her lovely mouth doing lovely things to my wilted dick, or maybe it was the contrast of her beautiful coppery skin against mine, I don't know. But for whatever the reason, Mr. Comatose, suddenly perked his head up, rising to the occasion.
It wasn't the firmest or the stiffest hard on I'd ever had. But it was standing up at least so I didn't feel too self-conscious as I glanced about the room, noticing a sea of hard-standing pricks. When I did, I saw someone walking around holding out a 'Top-Hat' at that point, and watched as each and every man reached down inside, drawing out a hard plastic chip.
Some drew out white chips, moaned in obvious disappointment, and sat back down. Others, who obviously had drawn blue chips, either beamed excitedly, or in a few instances, shouted gleefully and expectantly with overwhelming enthusiasm and anticipation.
As the black velvet Top Hat came by, I prepared to reach inside, half hoping for a white chip.
"No need," the man told me. "You're automatically selected to participate," he stated passing me by.
All those having the blue chips were then instructed to make their way to the middle of the room.
"Go on David! That includes you!" Emily said grinning at me.
Anna turned towards her, wonder and curiosity clearly etched in her question, "I take it that what we're about to see and witness is something pretty special then huh?"
"Oh my yes!" Emily exclaimed. "Samantha's such a wonderfully impossible find; wait until you see what's in store for David now!"
I along with everyone else was instructed to lie down on the plush carpeted floor. We all did so, evenly spaced, forming a crude, nearly obscene looking pinwheel of erect throbbing cocks.
Once again the lights dimmed, then went dark. I was surprised that I couldn't even see my hand in front of my face. I heard movement, the sound of someone landing somewhere in the middle of the circle of feet that had been created by our positioning as though they at catapulted themselves there.
In the next instant, strobe lights filled the entire chamber, and there was Samantha appearing dead center in the middle of the circle we'd all formed. At first, I couldn't even begin to fathom what it was that I was seeing. She seemed to be nothing more than a shimmering blur as strobe lights sparkled, lighting what must have been hundreds of metal flakes attached to every square inch of her body. She was stationary only for a moment, and then suddenly seemed to spring into the air, cartwheeling, or windmilling towards me.
Samantha propelled herself with such grace and ease, that any gymnast watching her would have been held in awe. Suddenly she was there, over me, and I felt my cock slip quickly inside her, and then she was gone! Cartwheeling off and towards the next human spoke in our wheel. I watched in abject fascination as she finally completed one full loop of the circle, the lights suddenly changing.
The room was now bathed in the same erotically deep blood red glow that I had experienced back in the game room. In the midst of the circle, Samantha once again appeared, only this time spinning like a top, what appeared to be some sort of hard-glass dildo impaling her as she rode it crazily in a wild circling blur of erotic red sparkles.
Samantha tumbled; expelling the toy she'd impaled herself with, tossing high in the air towards the crowd. In so doing, she landed perfectly upon the prick of the guy lying next to me, but rather than immediately extricating herself as she'd done previously, I watched with anticipation as she gave him a good half-dozen or so quick thrusts with her pussy before tossing herself sideways, landing perfectly upon me.
"Fuck!" I yelled, actually catching her smile briefly as she gave me the same six quick thrusts of her cunt before continuing on along her way.
Just before completing the circle on her way back around me, the crowd watched as she flipped, now planting herself prone on each man's chest. When it came my turn once again, I briefly felt her mouth capture me, her suction firm and strong, her very exposed pussy winking at me, then once again...she was gone.
Twice more she came by, twice more fucked then sucked, and then again the strobes of light began to pulsate to the rhythm of a wildly gyrating dance beat. Back in the midst of our circle, Samantha somehow managed to spring high into the air, a shower of thousands of metallic flakes suddenly descending from the ceiling to greet her. She literally disappeared amongst them when that happened, appearing as though having vaporized.
When the lights came up, she was of course laying within the circle, drenched from head to toe from her efforts, the roar of applause deafening.
I, like everyone else who had witnessed as well as felt her performance were stunned by it. Emily had been right of course, there was no way to explain it, one could only see it to have been able to believe it.
I finally managed to pick myself up from the floor, heading back towards where Emily and my wife stood anxiously waiting for me.
"Oh my God David! That was absolutely spectacular! You should have seen her from where we were standing!" Anna told me. "Though I'm sure, you had a pretty interesting look at her too from where you were at!"
I could only nod my head yes, still slightly overwhelmed by it all. "She really is amazing," I finally managed to add.
The sound of a man's voice speaking over the microphone once again hushed the crowd down.
"That's Jack, Samantha's husband and our host for the evening," Emily said pointing him out.
Even I had to gasp. "You're kidding me!" I exclaimed, shocked at what I was seeing.
I'd thought both John as well as Jerry, 'The Hulk', to sport two of the biggest pricks I'd ever seen. Even they were nothing in comparison to the schlong hanging down between Jack's legs. And even more amazing, he wasn't even hard, though I wondered briefly if he ever really could be. His penis looked like a third leg, swinging to and froe as he stood commenting on his wife's outstanding performance.
Tearing my eyes away from the man, I glanced towards Anna almost laughing when I did. Her mouth was open, as was nearly every other woman there who also stood, eyes transfixed on his hypnotically swinging dick. "Ladies and gentlemen," he began speaking once again. "It is now time for the culmination of the evening...or what we the members affectionately call, 'The Masturbatory Dance!"
I was still wondering what it was that was happening. The lights now turning an emerald green color, when Emily who was standing beside me, suddenly took my hand, pulling me down onto the floor along with her. As she did, I noticed someone else had taken my wife's hand, doing the same thing.
"Welcome to the dance," Emily purred.
Everywhere I looked, everywhere I turned, couples lay side by side, some in clusters, playing and masturbating one another. Men with Men, Women with Women, it mattered not with whom or whoever it was.
Lust filled sounds filled the entire chamber, moaning and groaning of every possible magnitude.
I glanced over in the general direction that I had earlier last seen Anna. She was nowhere to be seen, obviously awash in the sea of massively writhing bodies that seemed to form a wall-to-wall carpeting of hot naked flesh.
I had known of course that Emily and I had started this erotic dance together, her hands playfully and so wonderfully touching and caressing me. My hands busily caressing and stroking her pussy until another pair of hands grabbed me, forcing me to roll over towards them. I reached out, felt another woman's cunt, brushed a breast as someone crawled over my head burying their hand inside Emily's cunt. I latched on to an extended nipple, sucking it, felt another pair of hands joining those already stroking me, and succumbed to the mind-numbing pleasures I was feeling.
It was as though floating in a sea of flesh. Hands grasping, groping, reaching. Breasts abundant, pussy's flowing. It became a disoriented display of wonder and disbelief. Some women I knew, other's I did not. Women crawled over me, beside me, lingering briefly, touching, and moving on. I felt a continuous exploration of hands touching my body; my balls were cupped, petted. My cock stroked, licked, sucked and teased. Soft breasts slithered atop me, some of which parked them selves wantonly against my mouth, allowing me to suckle them briefly in some cases, lazily for long periods of time with others.
And always the sounds of slippery, frothy juices being played in and played with all about me, accompanied by a myriad of moans and groans as people continued to pleasure one another. And then came the sweetest most intensely pleasurable sounds of all. Like a rolling wave it began, slowly at first, then with ever increasing speed. A tidal wave of orgasmic proportions suddenly began to fill the air as individuals, singularly, and then in tandem with others, all simultaneously began cumming together.
Moans turned to screams of pure pleasure. Groans, deep rooted and heavy, called up in a low voiced uttering to reach levels of high-pitched squeals and thundering explosions of orgasmic spending.
Raindrops of cum could be felt, both from men and from women. Like standing outside in a warm summer's sprinkling shower it began. I felt droplets on my arms, legs, and sometimes even on my face.
One moment, sweet pixie faced Jenny was above me, her pussy gushing, flowing as she rubbed it against my body, I felt her squirt, her female cum-cream bathing the side of my face and chest with a perfumed musky, erotic scent, and then she too was gone, washed away into the massive sea of flesh.



I felt my own cock lurching, someone pulling it perfectly, knobbing the head just the way I liked it. I felt the sperm boil deep inside, felt it rushing up the length of my shaft as I prepared to empty it most pleasurably into the waiting mouth that so expertly sought it. Fighting through the flesh above me, I managed to raise my head, wanting to see the person whose lips were at that very moment accepting the bloom of sperm that was gushing forth from my prick. She smiled at me, mouthing the words as she accepted my pleasures.
"I love you honey," Anna spoke, forming the silent words.
Later, much later, we were once again in the limousine winging our way home. It was three thirty in the morning. I felt like I was still in a daze of pure sexual exhaustion. Yet somehow, every nerve ending of my entire being seemed to be alive with electrical sensitivity and lingering excitement.
Anna must have been feeling it too.
"David?"
"Yes?"
"Fuck me! Fuck me now, on the way home!" Even I was surprised. Mr. Ever-Ready, Mr. Insatiable, and now...Mr. Impossibility, wanted to fuck her every bit as much as I did.
# Masturbation Club - Chapter Eight
By: Thesandman
It had been a boring two weeks to say the least. David was looking forward to getting back to San Diego to finish up some business, but that wasn't the only reason he was looking forward to going back of course.
Things had certainly been better at "home" too. But David had to admit to himself that there was something uniquely special about meeting perfect and total strangers, masturbating them or in watching them masturbate. And of course, in having total strangers play with him as well. The whole concept was simply too erotic for words, and held a certain "naughty" edge to it that David really enjoyed.
When he was sure of his upcoming schedule, and had the very "few" actual work appointments all solidly arranged, he called Emily, anxious to hear her voice on the phone once again.
Masturbation Services! He heard her melodic southern voice saying over the phone.
Emily..............David didn't even need to finish.
David! Emily near shouted into her side of the phone line. She actually sounded both excited and pleased to be hearing from him.
I was hoping you'd call back soon. Ever since the "Party", several of our "Partners" have indicated that perhaps you might enjoy doing business on the other side of the fence so to speak.
Gee Emily, I don't know. I was the one that basically could be pretty careful about what I wanted before, now I'd be the one trying to please someone else's wishes instead.
There was brief silence on the line and David thought to himself just how silly that concept actually sounded.
What would it involve? He finally questioned, breaking the silence.
Emily laughed then easing the tension a little.
It's not like you might wonder about David. You'll still be able to decline or accept any Client request that might be offered you. After all, we do have a considerable list of available and willing Partners. The fact that you were even suggested as an "addition" came as quite a surprise to me.
David thought about that for a minute, and quickly agreed to both him self, and to Emily that the idea was certainly appealing.
You remember, there isn't "any" money in it for you. Emily stated. You can't even accept any tips. That's very important. It keeps the whole concept of the club legal.
For our Partners, it's simply an additional outlet of some personal fun and excitement. The fee's that are collected are what go towards the cost of throwing those lavish Partnership Party's. Just in case you were wondering. Emily added.
So you aren't salaried? He asked.
Nah darlin', I'm not. I do it for nothing more than the fun of it. I even take a few appointments myself when things get busy, but I really enjoy going to the Party's, so that's "my" payment for working the phones for the Club.
David decided to go for it at that point. He gave Emily his pager number, and she gave him a very specific ID code that would appear on it whenever his services were requested. He also included his Itinerary for his upcoming business trip so that Emily would be able to more easily work around it.
What about really late night hours, or early morning hours? She asked.
He could understand the late night appointments well enough, but was uncertain about the really early ones.
Who on earth would want to schedule an appointment at five in the morning? He asked Em.
Once again he could hear her laughing before replying back to him.
David, you'd be surprised how many "early" morning requests we actually do get. We have one customer that has been "jogging" nearly every morning before going to work. At least that's what his wife believes he's been doing. He meets one of our Partner's on a fairly frequent schedule as they "both" jog towards one another in the park. They meet up, usually at some designated place underneath a tree or something, he takes his dick out, she strokes him, gets him off, and then they're both off in opposite directions to complete their jogging. It works out great for our Partner, because she does run every morning anyway, and works out great for the Client, because he's getting some much needed exercise, and now has a "reward" waiting for him because of it.
Damn Emily. Talk about a great Public Service. Too bad Clinton's still not the President, if someone were to mention a great way to get America's citizen's back into shape again, he'd have Federal Funding appropriated for Masturbation Clubs popping up in every State of the Union.
You know, we "do" have a couple of Senator's as Clients.
Then David laughed. Never mind Em. Though it would put a whole new twist on President Clinton being the father of our Cunt-ry. Wouldn't it?
Da - vid! She said, drawing his name out. You really are a very naughty boy aren't you?
More than you could possibly imagine Em. See you in two weeks then kiddo.
I'll call you David, as soon as I have something.
They said good-bye to one another, and then David went into the bedroom to get ready for bed. Actually, to get ready for Anna because she was lying there playing with herself when he walked in.
How's Emily doing? Anna asked him as he approached her with his already hardened penis sticking out in front of him. But she didn't wait for his reply, and added.
You know....part of "our" deal is you come back and tell me in great explicit detail all of your adventures. And I will of course tell you all about mine too!
Gee Anna, I didn't know there was a Club located anywhere near where we live. He chided teasingly.
Oh? Didn't you know? I'm opening up a branch office here.
I bet you would too.
In a New York minute! Anna said. Now....come watch me play with myself.
Two weeks later David had arrived at his hotel, checked in, and had gotten one of his three appointments already taken care of. Emily had known of course what his schedule was already, so he wasn't surprised at all when only an hour after he'd gotten back to his room, she paged him.
You ready? She asked.
In a San Diego minute! He responded.
What?
Never mind, it's a long story anyway.
I'm sure it is.........she continued, anyway, we have a Client who is in town on business for two days. She's an Executive on some Financial Board that she belongs to, here for a Seminar. A friend of hers convinced her to give "us" a try. All things considered, I thought this one might be right up your alley. It will be pretty laid back, nothing too kinky that you can't handle for your first time out on the "other-side".
The way Emily said that, David got a quick fleeting image of sitting around in a room wearing a Negligee, and having a number posted on his forehead while "Clients" tried to decide whether or not he was good looking enough to chose him in the first place.
I don't know Em.......you sure?
David. You'll do just fine. Don't worry about it. This particular client isn't looking for some hot stud, just the opposite in fact.
Gee. Thanks Emily.
That's not what I meant and you know it. She's a very respectable and professional individual. It's "imperative" that any association with you over the next two or so days doesn't give any "hint" towards impropriety, or some sexual liaison taking place at all.
In fact, you will probably find her a bit illusive in the beginning anyway. But that was also apart of her request. She doesn't want anyone pushy, but does want someone who will be patient and willing to go at whatever speed she is comfortable with. Personally, I think this is the best "break-in" Client that could have been possibly arranged for you.
David had to agree. And he liked the idea of things going sort of slow. After all, that did tend to make things even more exciting in the long run.
So when do I go to work? He asked.
She gave him the name of a Hotel Bar.
Just sit at the bar. She said. You'll know her when you see her, and take things from there. It's a "no-plan's" appointment, and she has the right of course to end things whenever she may feel inclined to do so. This may end up being nothing more than a "quick" Hi how are ya meeting. So don't be too surprised if nothing happens. But! Emily stated with a major exclamation point. Don't give up too easily either. You'll know if it's to go on or not, just use your intuition and common sense to be your guide.
Oh...and just in case you "need" to know her password identity, she'll introduce herself as Shelly with a B.
David arrived several minutes early for his appointment. He was nervous, and right now more than anything else he felt he needed a drink to calm his nerves down.
Shit! I haven't felt this giddy since fucking High School! He thought to himself. Ever since that time out behind her parent's house when she finally let me see and feel her tits.
He equated that very same feeling of excitement to the one he was experiencing now, and even sitting at the bar, as nervous as he was, he was already beginning to experience the re-emergence of that Mild Mannered buddy of his, Cunt Kent. And if he got anymore excited thinking about it sitting here, he'd have to go into a phone booth soon and change his shorts or he'd end up with a fucking wet spot the size of the Pacific Ocean on the front of his pants.
David was still talking to himself, and his prick when he caught the approach of two women heading towards the bar out of the corner of his eye. Emily hadn't mentioned anything about two women, so he dismissed them as they sat down leaving only one empty barstool between them.
He was positive however that one of the two women had definitely looked at him, a hint perhaps of possible recognition or wonder if "he" was the one waiting for her?
She did fit the general description. She was definitely "professional" looking. Somewhere in her mid to late fifty's maybe early sixty's though she certainly didn't look it. She was wearing a business Pant's Suit of sorts. And couldn't help but notice that it did have a semi low cut "V" shaped opening that continued in an overlapping continuance of the lapel that ended in the tucked in waistband of her slacks.
He sat watching the two women conversing. Couldn't help but notice how as she sometimes moved, that "opening" of her Jacket top would "puff" out slightly, and reveal what was obviously a nicely molded well rounded, and more importantly even, "bare" breast.
David was still unsure however that this was his expected Client. They were early as well too if it was. So he couldn't really take the chance of getting involved conversationally with someone else in the event it wasn't her.
The unexpected opportunity came when the other woman began rummaging around in her purse for a match. She was holding a cigarette with one hand, fishing around, when David scooted over the one seat separating them and lit his lighter for her.
Excuse me. He said. Let me light that for you.
He wasn't even looking at the woman who's cigarette he was trying to light, but the woman sitting directly next to him now as he leaned across her to offer her "friend" the lighter.
He wasn't even sure of the Proper Protocol for this situation either, after all he was here under an alias, every bit as much as his "Client" would be as well. And if she were in fact his expected appointment, would she dare use her Password Code Name with an unknowing, unsuspecting associate or co-worker sitting next to her?
Being a "Rookie" David broke his first rule.
I'm sorry. My name's David Edwards he offered in greeting to them both, though he continued to look into the attractive face of the women whom he thought was perhaps trying to hide a small smile.
She leaned back slightly, and David was afraid he had perhaps invaded her "space" or something, his impromptu attempt at trying to be a Night in Shinning Armor come to offer the Damsel in Distress a light for her cigarette.
And then he realized he hadn't even held it close enough to the other woman yet to even get a light from it.
She had simply moved in an attempt to let her "friend" have easier access towards leaning in a little farther towards David and his wavering little flame.
And again, David re-associated another past experience as well when a girl he had had a crush on finally allowed him to show her his "little-boy" prick as she'd called it, and had run off laughing afterwards. David's own internal flame seemed to extinguish itself considerably at that point, just as he finally got the cigarette lit.
Thank you. He heard the other woman finally comment.
Pleased to meet you, my name's Judy, and this is my friend...........
Shelly. The woman who was still looking at him interrupted, introducing herself to him before her friend could have done so for her.
Shelly. With a B.
David was at least relieved to know that his "appointment" in fact was sitting next to him at the bar so he didn't need to worry about looking around for anyone else either. And the fact she was very attractive looking, and had that "damn" tit peeking top on, which was driving him crazy with desire to see it, didn't hurt either.
David quickly ordered the three of them fresh drinks, and they continued chatting and getting to know one another a little bit better.
So what is it you do for a living David? Judy asked him. And he thought he saw that sly little smile suddenly curve the edge's up around Shelly's lips as he looked towards her before once again looking over to Judy before answering.
Oh, I'm in sales. He announced in a broad-based kind of reply.
Oh? One of those "pushy" salesmen types? Shelly teased by the sound of her voice as she asked him.
Oh no. Not at all. I have a service; I offer that service and explain it. If the Client likes what it is I have to offer, or to show them, then they make up their own mind about it without any further input from me.
Doesn't sound like you'd get very many "sales" that way? Shelly stated.
Normally, perhaps not. David continued, getting into the "game" now as he did.
But the product speaks for itself.
He actually chuckled at that one too. How many times had he had conversations with his "cock" and had found himself answering for it as though it indeed did have a mind and voice of its own.
Shelly laughed as well, but obviously not at what it had been that David was thinking about.
So, you're more of a Show and Tell salesman then huh?
More show....a lot less tell. He shot back.
And then, so what is it you do for a living? He questioned. Once again breaking rule number 2 all in the same evening. Don't ask "specific" questions about a client's personal or business life, Emily had cautioned him earlier.
Oh, I'm in the investment business you might say. Financial planning, new business prospects. That sort of thing. Right now I'm looking at a new club that's just recently been opened over the past few month's. It might prove to be interesting. I'll have to see if it's worth investing in, or recommending to anyone else to have a look at before I put can really commit myself to anything.
Now it was David's turn to smile.
I hope you won't be disappointed.
I don't think I will be. Too soon to tell yet though. I'll just have to wait and see how things come out in the end.
David was glad he'd just placed his drink down on the counter. It wouldn't have won any points to blow Scotch through his nose.
Shortly after that, Judy excused herself by stating that for her, it was late, and that with meetings tomorrow, she wanted and needed to get an early start.
Although it was just a little after ten o'clock, in the evening, and still early in some settings, the mere fact that Shelly might be seen sitting here at the bar with a strange man immediately came into play. There "were" other associates in the bar as well, one or two of which had stopped by to say hello to Shelly and Judy occasionally.
Well, I probably need to call it a night as well. She stated, to what David thought to be a bit louder than what was necessary. But he also assumed perhaps that the "initial" meeting was perhaps over with for the evening.
She sat up, stood before David and offered him her hand. He clasped it, and felt the small tiny piece of paper that she had placed there.
He shook her hand, bid her goodnight and watched her as she slowly walked away towards the lobby of the Hotel.
David turned then, unfolded the note, holding it away from any prying eyes and read it under the lip of the counter on the bar.
Meet me in five minutes by the elevators in the lobby.
Was all the note said. But it was enough. Obviously, Shelly with a B had already prepared her note earlier in the evening. No doubt, had she not been interested, the evening would have in all likelihood ended right then and there. That was "her" out. By having given him the note, she'd made it clear that she was at least still interested. Even so, David had learned in the brief time they had spent together that she enjoyed the subtle, flirtatious game they'd been playing. To rush anything faster than the pace which had been set might upset the game. However, it didn't mean the game wasn't supposed to progress to the next level either. He just needed to find out what that next level was.
Five minutes later he entered the lobby, saw her standing next to the elevator doors, and then as if on cue, the doors opened. He walked swiftly, caught her and the doors just before they closed.
Thought you weren't coming. She said once again in a tone he wasn't sure wasn't half flirtatious teasing, and half serious when she'd spoken the words.
Mr. Ever-ready twitched in David's pant's them, reminding him what he was here for.
Ah yes....the game's A foot. He thought to himself. Then laughed out loud unexpectedly. Well not quite actually that big, he responded to himself once again just as quickly.
Shelly of course had taken is laugh as his having caught her innuendo, for which it had indeed been given.
Thankfully he remembered what she had said too.
It's all I've been thinking about since I first met you. He boldly offered her by way of reply.
Oh? I'd have sworn it was my tits you've been thinking about. She shot back. I think I caught you staring at them several times this evening.
Only then did David notice that she had "card-accessed" one of the Penthouse suites located on the thirtieth, top floor of the building. They were just passing the fourth floor now.
Well, from the little bit I "could" see, I'd have to say you definitely have rather lovely looking boobs.
And you'd like to see them of course?
Of course.
I don't know. We've only "just" met after all. Perhaps if you offered something back to me in recompense for my showing you? She left off saying.



Mr. Ever Ready, quickly turning into Mr. Insatiable certainly wasn't any twelve inches for sure, but he was sure starting to get hard enough to feel that big. The "game" really was " A foot" after all. David thought to himself. Whatever your heart desires. David responded.
My, you really are a salesman aren't you?
Once again she gave him that slightly upturned corner smile.
They were just passing the sixth floor.
She glanced down directly at his crotch. His cock was completely and fully aroused at this point. Much longer in this state, and he would indeed start producing that Pacific Ocean'al "wet-spot".
Rub it through your pants for me while I watch.
This had been more of a command than a request. And David immediately began caressing the bulge, which was clearly defined now inside his slacks.
They traveled three additional floors while David stood there leaning against the far wall of the elevator, rubbing and touching himself in this way for her. That "wet-spot" indeed suddenly manifesting itself in the suddenly soaked though stain of pre-cum that had surfaced.
Rub that "spot" harder for me. Shelly said, again, more of a command than a request.
David had produced so much "juice" at this point that it was actually turning into a frothy, milky-white texture on the outside of his pants as he dragged his finger across the surface of it for her.
Four floors later, the elevator slowed and came to a stop. The doors opened, and a young couple got on. David was forced to drop his hands down to the front of his crotch in an effort to conceal the rather large and very obvious spot that had been created there.
Shelly was smiling, but wasn't looking at him directly. Acting as though she were simply sharing the space with three complete total strangers, which David nearly was.
The elevator stopped on the floor where all the restaurants were. And the couple got off.
Once again the doors closed, and they started going up once again.
I can "smell" you. Shelly said. I can smell, I can almost taste your cum. I bet that "they" could too. She added, referring to the couple that had just gotten off the elevator.
That's ok. That guy was staring down your jacket too; staring at your tits I'm sure. Did you see his wife nudge him when they got off?
David was lying of course, he'd never noticed if the guy had in fact been looking, though it was entirely possible he may have been. And his wife or girl friend certainly hadn't nudged him when they exited either, but he was pretty sure Shelly with a B hadn't seen anything one way or another.
He watched her face flush for only the first time.
And I don't think I'm the only one with a sexy-sensual aroma either.
Shelly turned to him then, pulled aside the lapel that had been tucked inside her pants, and allowed one magnificently shaped "mature" breast to peek out at him.
He saw her reach over, rub the dark tan nipple, watched her areola pucker and harden, crinkling the surrounding tissue quite erotically as she did.
David started to approach her.
Auh ah....she said. Shaking her head no, putting her breast back where it belonged as she did.
Just then, the elevator stopped on the thirtieth floor.
David followed her out of the elevator to one of two Penthouse doors located on this floor. A small receptional hallway divided the two. Shelly turned left, walked the short distance to her door, and once again inserted her coded key card into the slot.
David followed immediately behind her, and closed the door as he entered.
The room was magnificently furnished. It was spacious and gave the impression of someone's home rather than that of a Hotel room, even a nice one like those he stayed in himself.
The walls were of a deep forest green with an offsetting wainscoting of Mauve colored patterns giving a look and feel to the room of elegance and comfort all rolled up into one.
Shelly walked over about mid way through the room, stood by one of the color coordinated high wing-backed chairs, and slid out of her jacket, dropping it into the seat of the chair.
She turned slowly once again to face him. And believe it or not, David caught the smile on her face before he caught the look of her bare breasts as she turned to face him.
When he did look, he had to suck in a nice long deep breath before expelling it outwards nearly as slowly.
You. Have. Lovely. Breasts. Each word spoken slowly, each word a sentence in and of itself, he could not have stated so any differently. For they indeed were beautiful and so erotically hypnotizing to him as he stood there, looking at her and drinking in their equally matched elegance to the room.
One again he made a move to approach her. But once again she stopped him in his tracks with her words.
Take your pants off. And then, "please" she added. No longer the commands as had been made earlier in the evening. This one, dripping with a certain huskiness that had not been their previously, on the "edge" perhaps, sultry in a way even, but this one far more urgently and needful.
David even took the belt off slowly and teasingly. This time, she was standing in a hypnotic state as she watched him.
He reached down, added to the slow drama and slowly unzipped his pants.
He'd never thought of himself as one of those muscular, ruggedly handsome kind of guys, the type that performed at clubs, the Chip and Dales type of hunks that stripped and performed while wild frenzied women sang out cat-calls and whistled for them to take off their clothing. Yet....
In a small silly sort of way, though certainly without the cat-calls and wild frenzied noises, he was standing here, stripping as sexily for her as it was possible for him to do, short of suddenly producing tear away slacks and slinging them around in the air over is head before throwing them at her.
His pants simply dropped to the floor instead.
He "was" wearing a pair of black silk boxer shorts however. It had been her only "specific" request. The only one Emily had told him about anyway. And he had purchased them on his way over to the Hotel, had gone into the men's room and changed out of his shorts into these. Mr. Ever Ready liked the way they felt around him, soft - smooth, like wearing a pussy in some respects, and they had certainly added to his highly maintained level of arousal all night long.
David could tell almost immediately by the look on her face that she was elated to discover that he had indeed purchased and worn the black silk boxer shorts she'd requested.
And she very nearly walked over to him at that point, but caught herself instead.
I want to see you rub your cock through the shorts she once again near commanded him. But the edge to her voice had gone from husky to near breathless and lusty, still half between commanding, and pleading.
He rubbed his cock for her, outlined it through the material of his black glistening shorts. He looked down, watching himself doing it so that he could see, and perhaps better define for her the shape and look of his erect hard cock beneath the fabric.
A chalky white stain appeared, which he noticed was now dried and somewhat caked upon the front of his boxers. It flaked slightly in a tiny white snowfall of dried lubrications, from his previous excitements and cock's head leaking.
Shelly now rubbed her breasts then, crossing her hands in front of one another so as to easily access her self, cupping and playing with the soft gentle under slopes of each magnificent tit. David watched as she lifted one of her heavy breasts up to her mouth, watched as she snaked a tongue out to meet the swollen, stiff -nippled nubbin of sensitive flesh that awaited her self-given pleasure.
Take it out now and play with it for me. Her voice nearly a hoarse whispering now as she spoke.
This time David shook his head no.
She seemed surprised.
Show me yours, and I'll show you mine. He said teasingly. And she warmed to the new game.
Shelly stepped out of her own slacks then, tossing them carelessly aside. Next, she slipped her fingers into the waistband of her panties and slowly pulled them down.
The dark rich thatch of her pussy hair greeted him. He watched her step out of her panties, first one leg, and then the other. A brief glance of her swollen wet pink cunt lips winked at him teasingly as she did so.
Shelly braced herself against the back of one of the Wing backed chairs. Parted her legs slightly, leaning back for support, and slid one hand slowly and effortlessly up the furrow of her now fully exposed cunt.
David quickly removed his own shorts then, his cock springing forth in a turgid rigid ness of wanton desire and lust at seeing Shelly so shamelessly stroking and fingering her own glistening wet slit.
He stroked his shaft downwards, slowly, ever so slowly, stripping the knob of his cock from any excess wrinkling of skin, tautening the smooth shiny bulbous head of his prick as he skinned back his cut foreskin, allowed the expectant drop of clear liquid cum-drop to appear and lay glistening in expectant need at the end of his tiny eye-fuck slit.
He'd done this on purpose. He'd watched her watching him. Knew she was losing control now. Her fingers moved more quickly then, she finger-fucked herself with ever-increasing need and desire. She reached down, spreading her pussy lips apart. David could see her tiny hooded clitoris peeking out then, and she unmasked it, rubbing it, causing it to grow with ever greater need, watched as the blood of her lust colored it with a dark pink blush that matched the color which now suddenly matched her cheeks as well as her face.
He began jacking himself more forcefully now. The long strokes suddenly shortening, though increasing with the tempo, which he now matched as her, finger encircled and danced atop the surface of her tiny penis.
His lubrications were near freely flowing then as well, and David used his juices to produce the same sounds and sensations that he so loved making when he sat pleasuring himself at home. The slippery, sticky, suck-splash-suck sounds that his hand began to make as it captured his juices between the surface of his hand and the flesh of his engorged penis, turned the room into a canopy of erotic, dirty thought provoking sounds of sensual display.
Shelly matched his sounds, matched the noise his cock was producing in the liquid pools that he used to play with it in. Her own cunt was dripping. Rivers of her female nectar cascaded in little streams of her own essence, she captured each with her hand, reapplied it to her quim, fingered it, played in it and with it. Made her pussy begin to produce the wonderful "frothy" sounds as her juices accumulated, increased, and began to whip into a cream of thick texture and substance which David could easy see being produced, even at this slight distance across the room from her.
Are you close yet? Her words were slurred and drunken.
David could only nod his head, and somehow managed to add, Yessssssss like a hissing snake.
I want you to come on my tits. I want you to squirt your fuck cream on my boobs David.
And he came to her then.
Touch me. She said simply.
He put his hand on her quivering cunt, felt her tiny clit nub. And Shelly exploded.
Likewise, his cock suddenly lurched.
Her hand jacked him off in a flurry of need, piston-like in the up and down pumping of his erection with a speed that was near painful, her grasp upon him choking out the spunk which flew from the tip of his prick in thick creamy white globs to land so perfectly against her breasts.
The first so intense, so excruciatingly sweet, that it shot upwards in an arching cascade to land upon her shoulder nearly, and then ran like a burst damn to cover the upper crescent shape of her tit.
The second spurt caught within the confines of her fingers, and she purposely caught it there, in order to feel it, to luxuriate in it as she continued stroking him. She did direct then his forth, fifth, and six copious ejaculations, against her breasts, covering both nipples in his white cream which ran in rivulets down her soft sloped breasts to fall with little "pats" of pooled cum-droplets against her tummy, some on downwards to her feet as well.
David remained as well with his own finger still toying with her gushing cunt. Only when he knew the contractions and spasiming had ceased did he finally un-cunt his finger, slipping it out from her with a gushy wet popping sound as he did.
He kissed her then, passionately, and they stood fucking one another with their tongues momentarily until dizziness set in for both of them.
Shelly broke the embrace, lifted one of her still wet fingers to his lips, and he tasted her on them, licked them clean like a kid licking off the frosting from a spoon.
She strode over to his fallen black silk shorts then, stooped over picking them up and walked back towards him where she used them to remove the last remaining traces of his sperm which hung coated and in little balls of sticky now almost rubberized substance against his pubic hair.
She rubbed her breasts and stomach with them as well, cleaning his cum from her to some degree.
These are mine. She stated. Once again in command and control. He watched her walk towards the bedroom. She turned once to look at him, that beautiful erotic smile of hers as she did.
Don't be surprised if you get a call tomorrow. She tossed him
But I really must get some sleep now. I have to get up early for the Seminar.
She held David's black silk shorts against her breast, blew him a kiss.
Goodnight David. She said.
See you tomorrow.
#
Masturbation Club - Chapter Nine
By: Thesandman
Ever since the 'party' and the wild erotic tales that David had been sharing with her, Anna had been dancing on a higher plain of eroticism and excitement. It seemed that nearly everywhere she looked, she imagined men and women masturbating. The woman, alone on the far back seat of the bus for example. And she could almost see herself in that woman's place, in her position, touching herself in oh so many sensual and pleasurable ways!
Even as she took her early morning walks, looking up into the bathroom windows as she strolled by, lights on, men and women taking showers before work. How many of them? How many of them were fingering wet open splits, or hard erect pricks?
Anna's own cunt, flowing with excitement as these illicit, naughty thoughts danced inside her head. She stopped at the corner. A car pulling up to the stop sign, a young teenage couple sitting closely together on their way to school. Was she in fact, the young girl with long blonde hair, sitting next to her boyfriend, Letterman's Jacket so clearly and proudly being worn? Was she even then busily stroking that nice young firm cock of his on their way to school?
These thoughts and more, much more, swam through Anna's mind as she walked along for her early morning jaunt.
She knew as well, with David in San Diego on business, and no doubt engaged in some type of 'appointment' or another, having been arranged by Emily, that with him away for the better part of a week, she'd be doing a lot of self pleasuring!
She couldn't explain the sudden increased awareness however, whether real or imagined that she had been experiencing lately. All she knew was that for whatever reason, she was constantly horny.
Checking her watch, she realized then that she was running late. She needed to head home quickly, take her shower, and hopefully be ready by the time Judy, her friend and Partner in her business came by to pick her up for work.
She and Judy ran a small little out of the way bookstore. Not the kind that dealt with 'Best Sellers', or anything like that. There were far too many National Chains around to have any hope of competing with those. No, this was a used or hard to find type of bookstore. Sometimes exchanges were the only currency, like for like paperback books and such. So for Anna and Judy, it was more of a hobby and a way to pass the time rather than sitting around doing nothing or making any real money.
It was also Judy's week to drive. Something else they could have done individually, but as they so enjoyed one another's company, it was far more pleasurable to spend the time together sharing the ride to work.
Anna finished her shower, dressed, and managed to get downstairs just as Judy knocked, opening the door letting her self in.
"Coffee!"
"Over there kiddo!" As was usually the case, the first words ever out of Judy's mouth in the morning were either "coffee" or if she was really excited, she had a nasty habit of saying, "Fuck me!" But that was the crude, rude, vulgar side of Judy that Anna found so humanly open and honest about her dear friend.
They always allowed themselves a few extra minutes to sit, have a cup of coffee before heading off to work. And today was no exception, except that with everything Anna had been thinking and feeling lately, she wanted to ask Judy a very specific question.

If Judy hadn't been the person that she was, she might never have considered asking, even if they were the best of friends. But under the circumstances, she didn't figure that Judy would have any problem with it. At least she hoped that she wouldn't.
"Judy?" Anna began, pausing and taking a breath before she continued.
Judy looked up at her, still stirring one sugar, one splash of milk in her coffee, and saw that Anna was struggling with the question.
"Spit it out girlfriend! What's on that mind of yours anyway?"
"That's just it Judy. You'd be surprised what's been on my mind lately. And all the time too!"
Now Judy looked at her friend with wide-eyed curiosity and interest. But she didn't prompt her any further. She just continued stirring her coffee with her spoon and waited patiently for Anna to summon the courage to tell her whatever it was that was obviously bothering her.
"You do masturbate right?" Anna finally managed to ask.
It wasn't the subject matter that surprised Judy, but the question itself. It caught her off guard coming from Anna that she nearly tipped her cup over in response.
"Damn girl, I didn't see that one coming, and no pun intended either! Fuck me, if you aren't full of surprises this morning!"
Hearing that put Anna at ease. They'd certainly discussed sex before, often in fact. Sharing amusing little secrets about their respective husbands, particularly erotic or romantic evenings they'd each spent and enjoyed. But never in all this time had the subject of masturbation ever been discussed. Until now.
"Well? Do you?" Anna persisted in asking her.
"Of course I do! Don't you?"
"Sure, occasionally, but not nearly as often as I seem to be doing lately. And lately, it's all the time. Even at work, I get so horny thinking about things, imagining things that I have to go into the little-girls room and give myself some temporary relief!"
Judy laughed, stood up and walked over to the kitchen wall phone.
"What are you doing?" Anna asked her.
"Calling Susan, she'll need to open up this morning. We're going to be running a bit later than usual. This isn't something I want to discuss on the drive in to work. Now, go pour me another cup of coffee and then we'll start at the beginning."
Susan was just out of High School and worked for them during the day. They'd often relied on her and Bradley another young kid who was still in school, but who would be graduating this year, who did odd jobs for them on a part-time basis.
"You'd better tell Susan to call Bradley too, see if he can come in to help. We're going to be really late!"
Judy gave Anna a questioning look, smiled, and winked even as Susan finally answered on her end.
"Ok Anna, so just what is it, and why, did you ask me if I played with myself?"



Though she hadn't repeated the question back to her exactly choosing to say 'played with myself" rather than 'masturbate', Anna got from that, in simple terms, that Judy was finding the whole conversation quite stimulating.
Anna told her then how it seemed that everywhere she looked, everywhere she went, she wondered, or imagined men or women masturbating, fooling around, or 'getting it on' which was another one of Judy's favorite sayings. She asked her again, knowing now of course that she did 'play with herself", "How often do you?" she asked. "What do you think about while you are, or do you just play with yourself in order to feel good and nothing more?" she continued questioning. "What toys do you use, or do you even use any?" Anna sat rattling off questions without even waiting for a response.
"Whoa girl! Fuck me, but you're certainly on one this morning!"
Anna did stop then, realizing what this must have sounded like to her friend.
"Something's got your motor running. I haven't seen you this worked up or excited since the time you and I caught that couple in the woods two years ago, doing a sixty-nine on each other while we were on that hike!"
Anna remembered that incident too, and calmed down, though still breathless, laughing. "Yes. I remember. I had a quickie cum standing there watching them."
"A quickie cum?"
And now Anna had something else to explain to her, but not now. "Never mind about that now, I'll explain that one to you later!"
"Bet your ass girlfriend! Sounds like something I'd enjoy hearing about!"
Anna poured them both a fresh cup of coffee, finally sitting down once again across from Judy at the table.
"The reason I asked you is because I have been masturbating more than I ever have before in my entire life! Constantly it seems. And I was just wondering if it was normal, if I was normal, or maybe that menopause is coming on or something and so its fucking up my hormones."
Judy held in a laugh, unsure if Anna was yanking her chain or actually being serious. Serious enough to be honestly worried about it.
"Kiddo, I masturbate constantly if that's what you wanted to hear. Probably not each and every day mind you, but several times a week at least. So, does that make you feel any better?"
Anna wasn't sure if it did or not actually. But hearing Judy admit to her that she did at least, put her at ease enough to continue.
"That was me too," she began. "A couple of times a week at least, even when David was home and we were fucking like kids every single day. But this is different. I'm doing it every day, and sometimes twice or more. I just seem to be constantly hot, constantly aroused, and constantly thinking about watching other men or women, it doesn't seem to matter. I just imagine everyone doing it!" Using one of Judy's favorite terms to punctuate her own thoughts.
Judy leaned back in the kitchen chair she was sitting in, studying her friend.
"Well something's caused this sudden overwhelming desire and need. Do you have any idea what might have caused it?"
Of course Anna did. But she wasn't sure how Judy would feel hearing about it. Even as open and uninhibited as her friend truly was, sharing something like what she and David had recently experienced, having gone to that wild and crazily erotic party was something she wasn't sure Judy would fully understand.
Sensing her hesitation, Judy stood up once again and went back over to the wall phone.
"Now who are you calling?" Anna asked.
"Susan. We're not only going to be late. We're not coming into day at all either!"
Anna spent the next two and a half hours telling Judy everything, in every minute detail imaginable. More than once she watched as Judy shifted uncomfortably in her seat and even recommended they go into David's den where he had two very comfortable soft leather chairs sitting next to his computer.
They walked in; Judy had never been in David's den before, and immediately sat down facing one another.
"Nice," Judy commented, surveying the room. "How come the two chairs sitting like this next to the computer?"
Anna's face flushed, and she giggled.
"David and I have cybered with other couples from time to time in here. The chairs are comfortable and sensuous, especially when you're naked and sitting in them," she offered.
"Fuck me!" Judy exclaimed. "Well if you aren't the original Dr. Jekyl and Mrs. Hyde?"
They both shared a laugh over that one, and then Anna once again began telling her about all the adventures that David had been experiencing ever since he'd first come across that ad in the sex magazine advertising the Masturbation Club.
Judy didn't even try to hide her growing excitement this time. As Anna sat there telling her, sharing with her everything that David had finally and openly admitted to doing and having recently done, Judy simply sat with wide-eyed interest and ever-increasing arousal.
Anna saw Judy absentmindedly touching herself once or twice while she painted the pictures of the party, or shared the stories that David described to her, including an incredible encounter with a woman named Shelly and how she had used a myriad of different vegetables to masturbate with while David had watched.
Anna's pussy was by this time of course sopping wet. She considered briefly, allowing herself to have one of her "quickie" cums, but though that would temporarily quench the rapidly building fire between her legs, it would only serve to heighten the need and desire to have an even stronger one a short time afterwards. That, and catching her friend Judy occasionally dropping a hand into her own lap, softly and lightly caressing that same burning area between her legs wasn't helping much either.
There was a sexual, even sensual tension in the air that you could have cut with an "Ooowee-gooey" butter knife. Another one of Judy's famous sayings when she'd referred in the past to the way Robbie, her husband loved to watch his cum dripping all over Judy's cunt or titties when he'd shot a nice hot load on her.
And Anna sat there, seeing that image as though it were real, as though Judy's beautiful downy covered soft fur covered cunt was actually there, with her husbands thick sticky baby-batter splattered all over it, she realized she'd zoned out when Judy's voice brought her back from that decadently wicked thought.
"Hey kiddo! You still there? What the hell are you sitting here thinking about anyway?" Judy asked pointedly, smiling with what Anna immediately knew to be similar thoughts. And so... Anna told her.
Anna began to tell her and describe in detail the sudden little imaginary, "wide-fucking-awake", fantasy she'd had sitting there in the space of two minutes, which is how she'd described it. "So you see what I mean Judy? Everywhere I look, almost everything I ever think about has me zoning out like that, imagining. Shit...even about you!"
To Anna's complete and total surprise, Judy reached down, unzipped her jeans, and began pulling them off.
It was like being in a dream, and watching another one. As Anna continued to describe various sexual fantasy's that she'd been thinking and wondering about lately, she watched as her long time friend Judy, slowly stripped, removing every single stitch of clothing that she had on.
At nearly fifty, give or take a few years, as Anna truly didn't know how old her friend really was, she had an incredible body for her age, which she'd admiringly stack up against anyone's! Judy wore her dark auburn hair shoulder length, which gave her an even younger anyway, her breasts, wonderfully full and beautifully proportioned gave just a hint of her true maturity. They certainly weren't the boobs of a teenager, or even a women in her twenty's or early thirty's, but they were amongst the most beautiful that Anna had ever seen. And she'd certainly seen more than a few at the 'Club' that night. Judy's areola were massive, perhaps the largest she'd ever seen before either, completely covering the entire front portion of her breasts, with large erect nipple's that looked like tiny little thumbs of aroused flesh sticking up and off her boobs as she stood there.
Anna couldn't help herself, and as her eyes traveled down the taut, still relatively firm tummy that Judy had, she caught the faintest trace of a thin little line of dark hair that seemed to travel down a short distance from her belly button as though pointing the way to the bikini trimmed portion of her even darker pubic patch.
She realized her own hand was gently encircling and rubbing against her own quivering pussy. However long she'd been sitting there doing that, she had no idea!
And the dream within the dream continued.
Judy had slowly crossed the short distance to her friend, reaching down, taking Anna's hands in hers, gently lifting her to her feet. In the next instant, she began unbuttoning the blouse that Anna had put on that morning. Having completed that task, she popped the button on her jeans and slowly began pulling the zipper down.
She stood before her friend, still clad in a sheer white bra and matching panties. Panties that were soaked with the essence of her need and desire.
Judy cupped her not nearly as large, but equally full breasts in her hand, thumbed her stiff nipples through the thin material of the bra until they stood hard, pointed, and pressing against the material, begging to be released.
In a motion of skilled ease and dexterity that only women who'd been doing it for years could appreciate, Judy reached behind Anna, drawing her towards her in the process and unclasped the bra with one hand, still cupping, still caressing her breast with the other one.
Only then did she step slightly away, still holding her, allowing the brassier to fall naturally from her shoulders.
Anna shrugged it off the rest of the way, allowing it to slip down her arms falling almost lazily towards the floor between them. Once again Judy stepped towards her, closing the distance, and this time bent to suckle, fingering one of Anna's hard-tipped breasts.
Anna felt her tongue encircle it, softly suckle, then tease it with the tip of her tongue in fast moving little flicks of fleetingly rapid teases and tit-numbing pleasures. She basked in the heavenly pleasure as Judy continued to nip at her, licking her, sending wave after wave of intense gratifying pleasure and ecstasy coursing up and down her spine.
She was so in-tune with this pleasure, that she was quite unprepared for the sudden unexpected, but certainly not wanted nor invited touch as Judy's hand slipped down to cup Anna's soft mound through the thin material of her lace panties.
She began to drag a long trimmed nail atop of the crease that her cunt suddenly seemed to suck up inside herself. Her panties pressed inward, in a weird way, effectively molding themselves to her lips, as well as against her more than aroused firm fat little clit-nub.
Judy stroked her there too. Her hand lingered, her finger entwining itself over and over, back and forth, circling this way around it, then reversing direction and circling back around it the other way.
"Fuck me!" Judy moaned. But it was spoken softly, almost with an awed tone of wonderment and adoration for what she was experiencing, as well as feeling. And in a way she was. For as she touched her, and as Anna now reached to touch Judy as well, they each knew, each understood what it was exactly that they were doing to one another, and in doing that, what was about too happen too.
Judy finally peeled the flimsy scant panties down Anna's legs then, and while almost kneeling on the floor, she took that moment to look upwards.
"Spread your lips for me."
Anna parted her legs slightly, reaching down with her own hands, effortlessly parting her cunt lips. Her clitoris, which she knew as being rather large, extended in an almost near erection of blood engorged excitement. Stripped of its thin fleshy covering as she spread her pussy lips as far apart as was humanly possible for her to do, she felt Judy's mouth once again capture it, flicking her tongue against it in much the same way that she had done to her nipples.
After several, yet too short minutes of this exquisite torture, Judy stood up, pressing her breasts against Anna's. Her hand slid downwards, taking the place where her tongue had been only moments ago. She placed a single soft smooth finger against Anna's liquid quim and began moving it slowly, tenderly, up and down Anna's well lubricated and now dripping slit.
Likewise, Anna's own hand sought out and found Judy's equally juicy feeling cunt. As one, she began to emulate the stroking pattern, touches and caresses that she herself was experiencing.
Finally, the teasing, the touching, the light fingering caresses were too much...and not enough. Anna took charge of their play, taking Judy's hand in hers' leading Judy over to the soft leather couch, which matched the two chairs they had begun in.
Sitting side by side now, Anna lifted her right leg, crossing it over Judy's left one. Each woman displaying themselves before the other in a totally obscene posture of open- cunted exhibitionism, fingers once again playing, dipping into hot honey pots of sweet oozing nectar.
Anna knew what she liked, and as though masturbating herself, she began to slowly pat the upper portion of Judy's pussy, ensuring brief, yet firm contact against Judy's clit with the palm of her hand. In the near instantaneous moment it took to do that, her slim middle finger slipped easily within the folds of Judy's fur covered slit, disappearing, in the brief pat of her friend's sex, to once again land, then once again disappearing. Over and over she 'pitty-patted' Judy's heavily leaking cunt, her own female juices bubbling up and converging in a pearly pool of femine cream.
Judy soon joined her in the dance of fingers. And they played upon each other in perfect harmony, in perfect absolute rhythm and pleasure. "Pity -Pat, Pity- Pat, Pity-Pat...slap!" Went the sounds and the play of the eroticism being shared.
Over and over, back and forth until the tempo increased as well as the erotically sounding play of their hands on one another, now slightly rougher, certainly louder.
"Pity-Pat, Pat. Pity Pat, Pat, Pity Pat, Pat...slap, pat slap!"
With a frenzy borne of hot wanton desire, Anna and Judy petted one another's cunts, fingers digging now, searching reaching, imploring and exploring in an effort to bring about the release that was already gushing towards the surface in white Hot frothy sounding squishes and squashes as their cunts drooled streams, and then rivers of slick-near syrupy cunt cream.
"Get me there! Get me there! Get me there you fucking, cunt fucking, finger fucking bitch!" Judy began wailing uncontrollably.
She was hanging there...on the edge, Anna reached over, taking her nipple between her fingers, squeezing it. And as though pushing the very button itself, Judy's cunt exploded in a rapturous explosion of near overwhelming relief.
Anna sunk her finger inside her as deeply as possible, holding it there, but fingering still, reaching for the far back wall of her cunt as though able to penetrate the very entrance to her womb itself.
Anna thrilled in the sensation of Judy's contractions, felt the insides of her cunt clasping and unclasping her finger, as though milking it like a tiny slim penis. And only when the contractions slowed to hardly more than a soft felt throb did she finally release her, finally withdraw her slick cum covered fingers, now licking her best friends juices lovingly from her own hand.
Judy sat beside Anna, looking at her with a mixture of emotions, from lust to disbelief, back to desire and uninhibited giddiness. She stroked her own wet pussy, felt and briefly played in the still over abundant moisture that she found there as though trying to once again recapture that instant, felt only moments ago, that she had been swimming in.
Judy turned slightly, the gesture itself enough to indicate her purpose without need for words being spoken. Legs still crossed as they had been already, it was but a moment for Anna to understand the move, and the intended purpose of their coupling. Easily, she slid with her, under her, and brought her pussy into direct contact with Judy's, and like two mouths suddenly kissing, pressing up and against one another in a fiery embrace, the passion, the need, and the desire once again rose to a crescendo of unbelievable proportions.
Slowly, softly, almost negligibly, were their movements against one another at first. And their lips did kiss one another. Clits touched, licked and throbbed against one another playfully, hungrily. Sounds of lust filled the air, cunt hungry slurping sloshed and swam, spitting and sucking against one another in total and complete obscenity. Like tongues hungrily lapping, and sucking from each other, so were their combined pussies pressing, grinding, sucking and kissing one another in wild abandonment.
Their coupling soon became a blur, faster and faster at they humped against one another, sliding so perfectly cunt to cunt with the aid of so much wetness, so much pearly, oily like fluid. It became a game of madness as they humped against one another, twisting, then pressing, sliding and slipping, back and forth, up and down, circular, then hard. On and on the cunt-to-cunt fuck kissing continued, and on and on the level of pleasure and passion soared to even greater heights of expectation and intensity.
Anna knew...that certain special little feeling that began to build up somewhere so deep inside her, some magical place deep within the confines of her femininity, knew when the electrifying overload of super-sensitive orgasmic relays began to short-circuit her entire body that she was rushing towards a mind blowing oblivion of gigantic proportions.
One moment, she was riding atop the crest of a magnificent wave, in the next; she was all woman, all cunt, all pussy, and all things orgasmic as she exploded into a thousand tiny white pinpricks of stars and light.
Her scream was ear splitting. But it was as though she was hearing someone else screaming, someone else, someplace else, far, far, away. Too far for her to understand, too far for her to even care. Too far. Simply too, too far away to even matter any more.
She awoke to the pleasant, clit-tingly caress of Judy's tongue bathing and cleaning her still sloppy cunt.
"Hmmmm," she purred, only then placing one of her hands atop Judy's head to lovingly caress her in someway as well.
And again she moaned as the tip of Judy's tongue probed inside, lapping softly, ever so slowly, so wonderfully slow.
She felt her nipples being tweaked then, ever so gently as well, Judy's hands having somehow between ecstasy and bliss, having captured her soft round tits, adding to the renewed and re-aroused pleasure. She closed her eyes in sweetness, feeling the second powerful orgasm begin to build.
The sound of the phone ringing, next to her on the table. She knew it would continue, spoiling the mood, the moment, and more importantly the feeling.
She groped for it, finding it, and answered.
"Hello?"
"Hi babe!"
"Oh David!" She near purred into the phone. "Where are you?"
"I'm with Shelly," he said moaning in soft heated tones himself.
"She thought it would be fun for me to call you." Anna heard the sudden intake of breath, the sudden catch in his voice before he could finds words with which to speak again. "To call you and describe what it is that's she's doing to me, what she's doing to my cock!" he groaned audibly into the phone.
"Hmm, that sounds nice," Anna giggled suddenly herself.
"Boy...you sound hot!" David said curiously.
"Oh yes David. I am hot. So very fucking hot. My pussy is just lubricating with cunt juice. I've just had one very, very intense orgasm, and I am about to have another one!"



"Ah, yes!" David hissed back at her.
"Oh and David?"
"Yeah baby."
"Judy says to tell you she say's 'Hi'!"
There was silence for a moment.
"David?"
"Oh yes!" He moaned excitedly, and then came.
#
Masturbation Club - Chapter Ten
By: Thesandman
David had the entire day to himself. He had none of his own business appointments scheduled, and hadn't heard from Emily since last night. Nor had he heard from Sally with a B either for that matter. And he was still not completely sure he ever would on that one! As erotically sensual as it had been, he wondered if he had come on too strong, or perhaps, not strong enough. And given the fact that Emily hadn't paged him, it certainly meant that Sally hadn't called Emily yet either.
With nothing but time on his hands, David decided to head downtown, do some shopping, and enjoy some sight seeing. He'd wandered around for a couple of hours and suddenly found himself standing in front of one of the few remaining X-rated theatres. It had certainly been a while since he'd gone to one, something about watching a good hard-core movie on the big screen suddenly appealed to him.
Though it was early in the day, the features ran near continuously, so it didn't really matter what time he went in, or what movie was even playing for that matter. He purchased his ticket, entered the doors into what was an obviously a dimmed foyer. It was bright outside, but even in here, he had to stop momentarily in order to allow his eyes to adjust so he could even see where to sit.
When he could see well enough to enter the theatre, he still had to stand near the back in order to get a clearer vision of the seating arrangements. His eyes quickly adjusted however, and he could clearly see just how few people were there at this earlier than normal time of day. There were perhaps not even a dozen people, spread out within the entire place. Mostly single men, situated far and apart from one another, but there were a few couples, one of which was actually a man and a woman sitting together.
David began to walk slowly down the isle between the rows, he was just passing the one where the only male-female couple were sitting and caught a brief glance in his direction from the gal who was sitting there. It wasn't exactly a "Why don't you come over and join us look", but it wasn't a "go away and find someplace else to sit" look either. He quickly slid in to the isle seat, which was about two seats over from where the two of them were sitting. He could see them out of the corner of his eye without too much effort, but he didn't make a point of looking back over in their direction once he'd sat down.
He was in luck. What was on screen at the moment were trailers for upcoming x-rated feature films. David enjoyed these. They were almost as hot to watch as the movies themselves were.
He took a moment to glance around the theatre and spotted another couple, this one two males sitting across from him and down one row. A single guy was sitting in the row behind them.
It didn't take long for his arousal level to leave him sitting there with a nice stiff erection. The trailers were steamy enough themselves to have awakened old Mr. Insatiable's interest with plenty of nice bouncy boobs, firm cocks and wet pussies galore. Not to mention several wickedly entertaining cum-shots.
The feature film finally began, David watched intently until the unmistakable sounds of other aroused patrons began reaching his ears. He glanced over at the couple that was sitting nearest to him. And though the theatre was certainly dark, the periodic changes in lighting on screen frequently revealed to his eyes what was going on between the man and the woman. It was obvious that his cock was out and that she was playing with it. But what he hadn't noticed before was that she now had her own skirt bunched up around her waist and had obviously not worn any panties in order to make access to her cunt a whole lot easier. Although David couldn't see her pussy from where he was sitting, the guy certainly had his hand in her lap and was fingering her while she continued playing with him. As David saw watching them, he saw the woman glance over in his direction, smiling.
There were other interesting movements taking place as well. Where there had been moments ago two men sitting side by side, one now it seemed had disappeared. That was until David caught the slight movement of someone's head slowly bobbing up and down. One guy was obviously giving the other one a blowjob. But this wasn't the only thing going on either. David hadn't noticed it at first, but the single man who was sitting in the row directly behind the two men and scooted over several seats so that he was now sitting only kitty-corner behind them. David watched him lean forward in his own seat, and knew that he no doubt had a pretty good view of the blowjob-taking place in front of him.
He tried to once again refocus his attention on the screen, but the sudden movement from the couple next to him tore his eyes away from that. He saw the woman stand up, skirt once again properly in place, as she moved out of the row heading back towards the concession area, though more than likely the bathrooms. He wasn't sure if the guy sitting next to him had even climaxed or not, but he had put his dick away, or at least out of sight.
It was several minutes before she returned again, and this time she came down the isle on David's side of the row. He stood up to allow her to pass, and she brushed against him in the process. He obviously had a hard-on, which was pressing against his slacks. As she slipped by him, he felt it brush her hip, or perhaps her upper thigh briefly as she did. Rather than returning to the same exact seat she had been sitting in, she sat down on his side of the other guy, thus leaving only one vacant seat between them.
David saw almost immediately that the guy had only been concealing his erection. He pushed aside his shirttail, revealing his still very erect, very hard throbbing prick. David watched as the woman once again reached over grabbing it, and began playing with it quite openly. There wasn't any doubt remaining now that they were getting off on having David watch them. And he was certainly ready willing and able to provide them with that particular service if that's what they were looking for.
"Take it out," David heard her clearly say.
He was confused for a moment. After all, the guy she was with already had his cock out! And then it struck him; she'd said it to him! Though having done so without looking at David directly.
"I said, take your cock out!" She repeated a tich louder than before.
There was no mistaking whom she meant this time! David quickly looked over his shoulder behind him, and then reached down, unzipping his slacks, pulling out his own very erect, now very wet slobbering member.
David dubbed the guy sitting behind the two men as the looker. He was certainly getting a wide variety of action to be watching now. He saw the 'looker' turn his head in his direction, having a pretty good view from where he was now sitting, looking over now at the three of them.
"Move over," David heard her say to him.
David sat up slightly, making the easy transition into the next seat. And so did the 'looker' as David watched him perform the same exact move.
In the next instant, he felt a hand reach out, tentatively touching him, then grasping his swollen erect penis quite firmly. She was now sitting there with a cock in each hand, joyously stroking them both, and seemingly focused once again on the movie while she did.
Obviously her partner knew it as well, and David contemplated the fact that they had discussed this previously, and from it she had left the theatre only long enough to come back and sit closer to David where she could then better communicate, as well as be in position for whatever else she had on her mind.
David couldn't help but watch her. Hell, it was far better than the movie was at the moment anyway. Her partner decided to heat things up a bit perhaps, by suddenly lifting the woman's sweater up over the top of two very, very large bare breasts. David now saw the guy turn towards him, and whisper. "Go ahead. Enjoy yourself!"
The man was busily fondling one of her breasts, and David turned to better accommodate his ability to do so with the other one as well. All the while, the woman sitting sandwiched between them, still stroking in near perfect rhythm the two wet glistening pricks she held in her hands.
The 'looker' had given up all pretense of remaining aloof at this point, and though David heard him before he actually saw him, the guy had moved over to situate himself directly behind the three of them.
"Molly, I'm getting close!" David heard the guy state. And without hardly missing a beat, the girl who's name David now knew as Molly, turned, bending her head over into the guys lap, reluctantly releasing David's prick in the process however. He watched her head bobbing up and down on the guy, fast and furiously. From somewhere behind him, the sudden sound of a zipper unzipping alerted him to the fact that the looker was doing a lot more than just looking now.
"Ah...ah...ah!" The guy suddenly began panting. Which was followed fairly closely by a long drawn out, "Ohhh fuck!"
Molly's head quit bouncing, and she straightened up once again wiping her face and mouth from the obvious residue of the guy's spunk. David was delighted as her hand once again she reached out grabbing his too long neglected prick.
"I won't give you head, but I will jerk you off on my tits if you'd like!" She whispered over towards him.
Before David could even answer her, the guy sitting behind them, Mr. Looker, Now Mr. Doer spoke up.
"I'd like to cum on your tits too!" He announced hopefully.
Molly turned to look over the seat and gasped. David followed suit, looking over the seat behind him as well and understood why.
Mr. Doer, was also Mr. Biggest fucking prick he'd ever seen before in his life. And that included John's massive fuck pole as well.
"Sure..." Molly said slowly. And if there hadn't been a smile on her face previously, there sure as hell was one now. David felt that if she wasn't already sitting between the two of them that she might have considered climbing over the back seat behind her. She even asked him. "Do you want to come up here so I can do you?" She asked with more than a slight twinge of excitement and hopeful expectation.
"No. I just want to cum on your tits!" Big Fucking Prick said. "I'll just finish jerking myself off if you don't mind," he stated still hopefully.
"OK, just tell me then when you're ready." And this time David noticed, she really did sound disappointed.
"Jerry, finger my cunt for me. I want to get off now too!" She turned talking to the guy who'd been sitting there with her.
I felt like saying 'How do you do, Molly and Jerry, so nice to meet you!' But it was neither the proper place nor the proper time for that. I mean, how do you shake hands with someone that's just been stroking your cock?
Then I laughed, remembering the party. In a way, we'd already been formally introduced.
It wasn't a out and out laugh, just sort of a fleeting snicker-ish sort of laugh but Molly mistook it for something else entirely, and began spanking my monkey a lot quicker.
"You're getting close?" She asked me then.
"I am now!" I stated. "Just keep doing it like that, yes, that's perfect!" I instructed her.
Jerry had of course by this time lifted her skirt up once again, positioned as she was, she raised one knee, placing it on the seat beneath her ass, effectively giving Jerry perfect access to her openly displayed cunt, and perfect access to my line of sight as I peered down, watching him finger-fuck her slit.
Movement behind me drew my attention suddenly, and Mr. Big Fucking Dick stood up.
"Ahhhh fuck! Ahhhh fuck!" he moaned.
"Shit!" I said as Molly released me. I had gotten just this side of the fucking ledge when she did.
She stood up, pressing her massive tits together, literally trapping the guy's cock between them just as he let loose.
I have to admit, sitting there in the movie theatre, my own cock now waggling around in the breeze, Molly standing up in the isle next to me, her skirt bunched up around her waist, her sweater bunched up over the top of her huge breasts with Mr. Big Dick's cock wedged in between them, cum flying everywhere was a sight to be seen.
He must have jettisoned a gallon, her breasts were copiously covered in his fuck cream, and it began running down her chest to her belly in oozing running rivers of his spending.
"Come on Molly, lets get out of here!" Jerry said suddenly.
I couldn't really blame them. The guy had made quite a scene, and quite an exit himself afterwards. He hadn't even bothered to put his massive dick away, or even stop to make the attempt when he suddenly turned and fled out of the theatre taking one of the corner emergency exits instead of back through the main lobby.
By this time, the two men who had been sitting a row over were both standing up looking over in our direction. I turned my head swiftly around the theatre and noticed in doing so, all but one or two others had been standing in an obvious attempt to gain a better view of the activities that had been taking place next to me only moments ago.
Molly threw me an apologetic "Sorry you didn't get to cum look" and with titties still bare, bouncing up and down, back and forth as the two of them quickly moved down the row and out to the isle then on up and out towards the lobby area. I couldn't help but wonder if she got her boobs put away before they'd actually reached it.
"Sorry about that old boy!" I told Mr. Obviously Disappointed, looking down at my rapidly deflating cock. But it was a reminder that it was time we obviously left ourselves.
Once again, back out into the bright sunlight and the street, I looked vainly for any sign of the Actor's who'd participated in our own version of an x-rated movie, but they had all long since disappeared.
I'd decided to head someplace for lunch when my beeper went off. I looked at it, and new immediately that it was Emily.
"Hey baby!" Emily said when she found out that it was me calling her back. "You up for another appointment with Shelly?" She asked.
"Oh, you could say that," I responded back to her.
"Busy day?"
"Not busy enough actually, a little faster and I..." but I let the balance of what I was going to say trail off.
"You sound breathless, almost like you've been running," she questioned me after a fashion.
"Not running, was watching another couple inside an X-rated theatre," I openly admitted to her. She laughed.
"Sorry if I interrupted you then," she said apologetically.
"Oh no, you didn't. That particular little show was over anyway," I told her.
"So, you interested then?" she asked
"Where and when?" I answered simply.
"Can you be at..."
Emily had given me the name of a well-known grocery store, that and very little else. Only that I was to go there and wait around in the produce department.
"You're kidding?" I questioned her again. "Really? A grocery store?"
"That's where she said she'd meet you. After that, she said you were to help her home with the grocery's that's all I know. But I imagine, after that, you can take it from there right?"
"Sure, no problem," David announced, hanging up his cell-phone and immediately began looking for a Taxi.
Twenty minutes later he was in the produce department of a local grocery store. Shelly was already there, so he felt better not having to hang around waiting for her to arrive. She saw him, smiled, and then handed him the small red, hand-held carry-basket for the items she was picking out.
He noticed that she was wearing a pair of white shorts and a matching blouse. Obviously she was in a more relaxed mood and frame of mind than she'd been in previous. He stood next to her while she purposely picked through a pile of vegetables. She selected one, held it up for him to inspect, and then placed it gingerly down inside the basket. It was a nice sized cucumber. Next, she led him over to a bin stocked with several nearly ripe, lightly green colored bananas. Once again, she looked, and then selected just one, dropping it down into the basket along side the rather wicked looking cucumber.
David's mind raced. What exactly was it that she was doing anyway? Some phallic way of teasing and seducing him? Hell, as horny as he still was from having just left the movie theatre, she didn't need to tease him too fucking long, he felt he could cum in his pants as it was without doing anything.
One by one, she added several items to her basket, including a fat long Zucchini, a good-sized carrot, and a small basket of fresh strawberries. She'd picked up a bottle of Johnson & Johnson's earlier, before he had arrived. Moment's later they approached the check out counter with their basket of naughty little goodies.
"I'll meet you outside," she announced, winking at him. "I have a taxi waiting."
Even the look the check out girl gave him was mildly amusing. And he swore that he saw her giggling to herself when she bent over to retrieve a plastic takeout bag for their purchases.
"One Cucumber. "One... Carrot," The checker said pausing, looking up with a knowing smile. "One Banana," she actually said grinning, "And one very large... Zucchini!" she finished with an obvious exclamation, and David noticed her face had actually reddened considerably though she continued. "One basket, fresh strawberry's. Do you need any cream to go with this?" she asked innocently, saw David's own amused expression, and turned bright crimson!
David quickly paid the nominal amount for the groceries and briskly left the store. Shelly was waiting for him outside in the Taxi.
"What took you so long?" She asked "Didn't we have ten items or less?"
They rode up the thirty floors in the elevator to her Penthouse Suite in almost perfect silence. Just before the doors opened on her floor, she finally spoke to him. "Once we get inside, make yourself comfortable, fix us a couple of drinks. I'll be with you shortly."
He followed her inside, handing her the grocery bag as he did. She immediately headed off towards what was obviously a small but functional kitchenette.
As David removed his Jacket, setting it down on one of the chairs, he quickly crossed over to the well stocked bar.
"What would you like to drink?" He called out.
He could hear the water running in the kitchen and supposed that she was washing up the vegetables.
"Surprise me!" She called out back to him.
He fixed himself a Scotch and water, saw that there were several types of Bourbon sitting there as well and decided to fix her one of those.
"Neat!" She called out.
So he poured two fingers of it in a glass for her.
A moment later she reemerged into the sitting room. David handed her the Bourbon.
"Thank you," she said taking it from him, then turned and headed off into the bedroom. "I'll be ready in a minute!"
"I was ready an hour ago," David thought. But he never said it aloud, only nodded his head in acknowledgment to her, but she had already turned and walked away into the bedroom, closing the door behind her.
He wasn't sure just how long it was that he sat there in the sitting room, nor more than ten minutes at the most before he heard her calling out to him.
"David? Would you mind bringing in the tray I left sitting in the kitchen?"
He quickly got up from the chair, headed into the kitchenette and retrieved the tray that she had left sitting in there. On it, were the items David had purchased for her, all clean and neatly arrayed on the silver tray, including one bottle of Johnson & Johnson's.



He walked across the sitting room, balanced the tray in one hand along with his drink, and opened the door, pushing it further open with his foot as he entered.
He very nearly dropped the tray.
The thick rich floor length curtains had all been drawn, effectively shutting out the late afternoon light. There had to have been at least twenty to thirty candles burning however, each one adding a soft warm glow to the room.
She was stretched out in the middle of the bed, naked. One hand was already gently thumbing and rubbing what David saw as a very large, very erect nipple.
The nightstand had been cleared.
"Set the tray down over there," she pointed with her free hand, the other still busily toying with her nice fat tit.
David quickly did that, turning back towards her.
"Now, take off all your clothes and sit down over there," One again pointing, directing him.
She had obviously moved one of the chairs in the bedroom over to the side, but nearer the foot of the bed.
David nearly tore his clothes off in his haste. He quickly sat down into the oversized, yet incredibly soft leather chair.
By this time he noticed Shelly had already retrieved the bottle of baby oil as well as the single carrot from off of the tray. She applied a liberal helping of the silky feeling oil to herself, to her breasts, as well as to her pussy. He watched her sticking her fingers inside herself, using the oil to add to what obviously was an already wet dripping cunt.
She met his eye's, locking hers on his as she slid the slim orange colored carrot inside herself. She closed them then, whether out of habit, or merely out of pleasure as the slim-tipped orange prick slid easily into her.
David's own cock, 'Mr. I can't fucking believe what I'm seeing', throbbed urgently in response to the sensation that was being fed to it by what 'it' and David were both watching.
"Ahh," Shelly moaned softly, as she slid the carrot out, and then in, once more, fully burying it inside her as she sat fucking herself with the long narrow carrot.
David felt a droplet of pre-cum seep from the tip of his prick. He quickly gathered it up in between his fingers, applied it liberally to the head of his dick as he had seen Shelly doing with the J&J to herself.
Finally, she removed the carrot, applied just a splash of baby oil, tossing the carrot back on the tray, picking up the banana.
She rested it teasingly against the opening of her slit. Once again her hands returned to her breasts and she cupped her full rounded tits, squeezing them at first together, then allowing them to naturally separate before placing them back together once again. She placed the banana between her breasts and began rubbing her breasts together, the banana still securely trapped between them.
Dave almost thought for a moment that he could feel that soft smooth flesh of her titties rubbing up and down his sensitive velvety cock, but it was of course his own hand. Yet somehow, in his mind, his hand had become her breasts, and they teased him, caressing him, tit-fucking his prick with gentle pleasing strokes.
She sucked the tip of the banana, teasingly, rolling her tongue around and around the tip of it. Slowly her hand lowered, the top of the yellow-green banana being introduced then into her split as Shelly bent both legs at the knee, spread her legs wide open for him, and slid the new sized prick inside her rosy pink petal'd cunt lips.
David felt a thin tiny dribble of drool slip from the corner of his mouth, and though slightly embarrassed by it, wiped it away, and then sucked it into his mouth as though tasting her juices, his juices in a way from off the tip of the yellow-green cock, his cock, which was now sliding a little more deeply inside her.
Shelly banana fucked her self, the tempo slightly increased over the way in which she had abused herself with the carrot. He watched it slide inside her, not without a little resistance, and then slowly, ever so fucking slowly as she removed it. Once again she shoved it inside herself, a little harder this time, then out again, then harder, faster, now moaning as she truly began fucking her cunt with the yellow-green fruit.
"Oh fuck David! Don't you wish it were your cock sliding inside my hot burning cunt? Don't you wish it were the tip of your prick that was touching the inside of my womb? The length of your hot slippery shaft being bathed in my pussy juice?"
On and on she teased him, exciting him with her vulgarity. Telling him everything he wanted to hear, needed to hear, and more.
She pumped her cunt furiously for a moment, the banana nearly disappearing deeply inside her with each upward thrust. She shoved it in deeply, held it there, and once again shivered with her own excitement, mentally masturbating David with her words.
"Ah, Oh David! Your fucking cock pushed so far up my aching cunt that I can hold it there...hold you there forever, just like this!"
Shelly once again reached up with both hands, this time pulling on her eraser like thick tipped nipples. She pulled them up off of her breasts, her areola stretching and reshaping itself. She twisted and rolled the hardened nubs between her fingers, then released them both simultaneously. David watched her breasts resettle themselves against her chest in a great slapping of tit flesh as she did, watched simultaneously as the banana suddenly slipped out of it's warm hot environment, slipping out of her gash with a wet pop-sucking sound as it slid down out of her cunt, once again resting itself against the bed, cradling itself as it lay within the confines of her hair covered furrow.
The moment the banana shot out of her unclenching pussy, David shot a ribbon of hot white spunk from the tip of his cock. His pent up frustration had been too long near bursting as it was. He was surprised at this however; it had caught him totally unawares and quite unexpectedly. He was almost amazed, watching that first cascading stream of sperm arching high into the air, and depositing itself neatly and near perfectly atop of the banana. David felt himself stand up on wobbly legs just as the second on rush of his cum cream leapt from his prick to quickly join the first. The second squirt slightly off the mark this time however, but throwing a trail of sperm sideways up Shelly's wide-open pussy gash, the third jettison of his spunk now aimed and hitting the soft underside of her left breast.
"Cum on my cunt!" She urged him. Shelly too had been taken by surprise by the sudden unexpected, unannounced expulsion of David's juice. But even as the forth stream of fuck cream was on its way, she was already reaching downwards with her hands to further spread a part her pussy, offering up her erect tiny clitoris as a target for his next flying emission.
He stumbled towards the bed, aiming his cock as he did, seeing now the target she was offering him. Her wide spread pussy so fucking inviting, and the final jettisons of his still squirting cock, now aimed purposely against her very exposed, very vulnerable looking clit.
His remaining cum dribbled from his cock, running down the sides of his hands and fingers as his massive orgasm finally began to ebb.
"Bring it to me!" She demanded. If she'd have been any further away, he might not have made it, nearly collapsing atop of her as it was. She took his hand in hers, transferred the slimy film of his goo to her own fingers as she toyed and played with it, the natural stickiness now clinging to her hands. She took his spunk, adding it to the poolings on her tummy, her slit, even wiping it from off the sheets where it had run downwards to fall upon the sheets, soiling them.
David somehow managed to stumble back to the chair, and fell heavily down into the seat. Exhausted, drained, and to some extend embarrassed and ashamed at having cum so quickly.
But it had been too much. It had simply been too fucking much to continue to control himself and his overpowering, overwhelming need.
Shelly picked up the cucumber from off the tray. She didn't need the baby oil; there were plenty of fresh lubrications available for her use.
She rolled the cucumber around and around, gathering up David's spendings with it as she did. His sticky, slimy cum-substance clung to the cucumber, and as he sat there in the chair, his cock having long ago dwindled to only about the forth of its normal aroused self, he watched Shelly begin to ever so gently ease the massive girth of it inside herself once again.
With almost a disembodied kind of awareness, he sat watching the green cum covered cucumber slide inside her. Watched as the width of it, forced her labia apart, sucking them inwards with it as it went, penetrating a little deeper with each slow moving fuck of it into her.
He watched, hypnotically as the natural ridges, nodules, and bumps seemed to absorb and grab at her own lips as they expelled the green-girthed cock. And now he saw her own milky white lubrications begin to coat it and cover it as well.
His prick lurched. He felt it slightly stiffen.
"I am fucking myself with a cucumber David. Do you like watching me fucking myself like this? Do you like how naughty this is? How naughty it is that I would lay here like this, fucking myself with a big green slimy cum-covered cucumber?"
Mr. Insatiable once again lived up to his name. With an ever-increasing rigidity, David felt his cock swelling to full hardness, and full desire for her once again.
She reached for the last of her cocks, removing the toys from the tray, spilling them onto the floor to the side of the bed. Only the strawberry's remained, and she set the basket of them on the nightstand.
With a curious puzzlement, David watched her holding out the silver tray towards him, the giant Zucchini lying atop and between her breasts.
"Hold it up for me David," she told him. And he took the tray from her, still not understanding what it was at all that she wanted him to do.
Until as he stood, looking above the headboard of the bed where he caught the reflection of himself standing there, and the reflection of herself, of her pussy which she now began to once again spread obscenely open with the insertion of the giant Zucchini, all captured so easily in the mirror of the bed, and the mirroring of the shiny polished metal tray.
He watched her, and she watched herself. She saw the angle of the Zucchini as it pressed against her wide spread opening, watched as her pussy fought against the intrusion, watched as it begrudgingly gave way to the constant force and pressure of the giant cock as it slowly fought its way inside her wide milky cum-covered gash.
"Oh David!" She moaned, a breathless air sucking intake as her lungs were forced to expel themselves with the entry of the giant cock ramming home inside her.
"Can you see it? Can you see it fucking deeply inside me? Do you like what you see? Don't you wish it were your prick sliding inside me, fucking inside me like I am lying here, fucking myself?" "Oh God yes!" David replied, and no longer could he be restrained, he stood, the silver tray tumbling as he rushed towards her. Seeing this, Shelly seized the giant piece of fruit and tossed it effortlessly across the room.
His prick slipped easily and smoothly inside her. He was mildly surprised at her cunt sucking's elasticity, for it immediately grasped him conforming itself to his girth, to his very hard, very erect, but obviously much smaller size. And her cunt milked him as he fucked her. And he fucked her with a need borne of madness and desire for her, for what she had so openly shared with him, for what she had given to him in her vulnerability, and her acceptance of him, and he for her.
And thankfully, he fucked her long and hard into the night. And they came in glorious revelry, laughing, teasing, and laying together side by side until the sun actually began to poke it's sleepy head through the partially closed curtains of their room.
Only then, exhausted, satiated, as he had never been before, lying there beside her, slowly caressing her still too sensitive flesh, he realized just how hungry he suddenly was.
Shelly smiled, reaching over, and handed him a strawberry.
#
Masturbation Club - Chapter Eleven
By: Thesandman
David was home working in his office. The events of the past several weeks still clearly (and erotically) etched in his mind. The experiences that both he and Anna had enjoyed, sometimes shared, (sometimes not) had been incredible indeed.
Business would keep him at home now unfortunately for a while, and he knew he was going to miss making appointments that Emily at the club had been making for him. Though he and Anna's own sex life had drastically improved, and knowing that he would now be home for a while, he still felt he was going to miss not having those wild sexual encounters to supplement his renewed and reawakened self. Little did he know just how wrong he really was.
He had one appointment later that afternoon with a business associate, but beyond that his own day was pretty open. As it was Saturday, Anna was home of course, keeping herself busy downstairs in the kitchen. They'd be having guests over for dinner on Sunday. Judy, Anna's partner in the small little bookstore they ran together, and her husband, were all coming over for dinner. David had never met Rob, but from what Anna had told him about Judy's husband, David felt like they could become pretty good friends since they seemed to have a great many, similar interests in common.
At the moment however, he sat thinking, trying to put a proposal together for this afternoon.
And then the phone rang.
"Hello?"
"David? Hi Sweetie!"
Hearing the sound of her voice on the other end of the line, David didn't need to ask who it was. And she didn't need to offer to tell him either.
"Shelly!" He said into the phone enthusiastically. "Where are you? I didn't expect to hear from you again so soon."
He had given Shelly his private office phone number. Something else that Emily had said "Partner's" where never supposed to do. And had it been anyone else except for her, he wouldn't have. But as he had enjoyed the incredibly erotic experiences with her that they had, had. David had given her his number knowing that they would not often be able to see one another for regularly 'scheduled' appointments.
"Oh, I'm just sitting here at home, thinking about you two," she said. "Did I catch you at a bad time?"
David stood up and walked over to the door to his den, softly closing it. Not that Anna would mind he was talking to Shelly on the phone, she wouldn't. If anything, Anna had already expressed the desire to be included sometime in the future on one of David's appointments with Shelly. But right now, David was feeling particularly frisky and the thought of talking dirty with Shelly right now was particularly exciting.
"No, Not at all. I was just sitting here going over some papers for an appointment that I have later on this afternoon," he responded.
"Emily?"
And David knew what she was inferring by that in her question.
He laughed. "Oh, no. Not one of those appointments, though I am certainly in the mood for one of those right now. No. This one really is business!"
"Should I let you get back to your business then?" He heard Shelly say in her typically teasing and sultry sounding voice.
"Heavens No! Besides, I need a break right now. And talking to you is the best thing I could think of to help clear my mind."
"I can help you clear something else too if you'd like." And again David could sense both the smile and the lustiness building in her tone of voice.
"I'd enjoy that," David teased back.
Shelly began to weave a picture for him in his mind, and as she did, David reached down, unzipping his slacks and withdrawing his rapidly hardening penis Mr. Insatiable, Mr. Ever-ready, Mr. Hard Fucking Cock, having heard the sound of Shelly's voice over the phone had already woken up and began expressing interest before David even considered the possibility of sharing a little sexual fun with Shelly over the phone.
"Good boy", David said to his prick, silently in his mind, and now firmly clasped within his hand as well.
David knew that Shelly had a home office where she lived. And as she began telling him about what she was doing, where it was that she was sitting, the clear distinct image of it filled his mind, almost as though he were sitting in her office across from her.
"I'm sitting here looking out the window," she began. "Right now I'm alone, and enjoying the newness of the morning sitting here in my window looking out at this early spring morning. I am wearing a pair of shorts, and a tank top as I plan on working out in the garden later. My 'tits' are braless. I thought you'd enjoy knowing that too."
As Shelly continued describing what she was wearing, where she was, and what she was doing. David continued to have a verbalized painted picture of her in his mind, constantly updated, and constantly clarified. And yes, knowing that her full breasts were braless, pressing against the tightness of her tank top was an added visual plus to the image that he had of her in his mind. #
Anna had heard the faint sound of the phone ring downstairs in David's office, nearly at the same moment that she heard the knock on her kitchen door and turned to see Judy already letting herself in as she always did.
"Coffee!"
Anna laughed, pointing at the counter where a freshly poured cup was already sitting, waiting for her. Judy had come over to help her with mixing together some salad's and deserts for the dinner tomorrow. And then later that afternoon, they were going to go by the bookstore in order to drop off a load of used, but fairly rare books that Judy had luckily stumbled into at a yard sale.
"Bless you!" Judy acknowledged, heading towards the waiting coffee cup. "David home?" She asked suddenly.
"Downstairs." It was all Anna needed to say by way of explanation. Whenever David was working, that's where he was usually found, downstairs in his office.
"He's got a business appointment later this afternoon."
Judy cocked one raised eyebrow over her head, a mischievous look on her face as she looked across the table at Anna who had just sat down to join her.
"No. I know what your thinking. It's not one of 'those' appointments; he's really got some business to take care of later on today. And he's got a lot to go over before he meets with the new client. I doubt seriously we'll see hide nor hair of him until he's finished with whatever it is he's working on."
"So what did David think about our little experience?" Judy questioned.
"Well let's see, he got home from the airport about 8:15 last night. And by 8:20 he was licking my cunt on the couch in the front room. Does that tell you what David thought about it?' Anna laughed, remembering that it had been sexy as hell.
"In fact, he walked in the front door, and the first thing I saw was his rock-hard cock sticking out the front of his pants. He'd been playing with it all the way home from the airport just thinking about the wild little session we all shared over the phone. He and Shelly in a Hotel room somewhere in San Diego, with her sucking and jacking his cock, while you were here with me in David's den, licking my pussy while talking to him. Yes, that was quite 'Fuck Me' unbelievable wasn't it?"
Now it was Judy's turn to laugh. Anna's use of her favorite term seemed most appropriate at the moment.
"That really was fun wasn't it?" Judy sighed pleasurably.
"Yes, it was. Our little phone-sex experience, and later, David's driving me wild with his tongue out there on the couch. Like I told you Judy, lately I have been in a constant state of horniness!"
"Even now?" Judy questioned curiously, slipping her hand down the front of her shorts feeling the wetness that was already forming within the deep recess of her cunt.



Anna glanced briefly down the hallway to stairs leading down to David's Den. That door too was closed.
"Yes. Even now," she said smiling.
#
"Hmm," Shelly moaned softly to him over the phone.
"I'm sitting in my chair, I have one leg resting over the armrest, my pussy's open, wet and glistening with cunt juice for you David. I'm running my finger over the tip of my clit right now. Ahhhh yes. That feel's nice."
David groaned softly into the receiver on his end. He could see her in his mind touching her clit, circling it with her finger just as she had described it for him. One leg over the arm rest, one leg slightly bent resting on the floor, the gash of her wet glistening cunt obscenely spread, wide open as she played with herself.
"Ah fuck," David moaned. "Yes babe, play with that clitty of yours for me, just the way you showed me to do it for you, just the way you like it."
His own cock was leaking rivers of pre-cum by this time, and he was using it to lubricate the head of his dick while he slowly squeezed and played with just the tip of it, listening to Shelly describe to him what it was that she was doing to herself.
"I'm rubbing some cunt juice on my nipples now, making them all nice and slippery too," she added.
David could see her breasts, he could see her as she slipped a finger inside herself and withdrew it, moisture coated on her fingertip as she lovingly applied the wetness to her erect hard fat nipples.
"I am fully naked now," she told him, her clothing long ago having been discarded in a little pile next to her on the floor. "I am sitting here in my soft comfy chair, I am holding one of my breasts in my hand, squeezing my nipple and pulling on it. My cunt juice feels really good against it, I only wish I was squeezing your juice, and putting your cock juice on it instead." She then paused asking, "How's your cock feeling baby?"
"Oh shit Shelly, it's feeling really good. Wishing that you were here sucking it and playing with it for me."
"Are you fondling your balls for me too?"
"Ah huh," David breathed.
"I wish I were there. I'd be kneeling between your legs, sucking the head of your cock, just licking it and slowly playing with your shaft, stroking you with my hand while I tickled and licked the tip of your prick, tongue-fucking your tiny eye-slit," she moaned softly as she spoke.
"Oh yes!" David moaned back to her in the phone. "And I'd be playing with your tits as they hang there, watching them bounce and move around while you suck and jack me off. Your nipples, so nice, so fucking nice, and so fucking hard as I twirl them with my fingers!"
Although he was nearly oblivious to anything else going on at the moment as he sat listening to Shelly's continued self-pleasuring descriptions, the faint sound of voices coming from upstairs in the kitchen vaguely penetrated his consciousness. Anna's partner Judy must have arrived at some point. And even that brief acknowledgement of her being there added a bit of spice to what he was enjoying with Shelly as his mind now wandered briefly in thinking about Judy and his wife together.
#
Judy had worn a halter-top that matched the bright red short's she was wearing. It was the kind that tied in front into a knot just beneath her breasts. She reached up, untying it, freeing her large full breasts.
"What are you doing?" Anna asked, not really shocked, because she'd obviously been thinking naughty thoughts herself, but more surprised that Judy would so daringly expose her breasts with David just down the hallway inside his study. "What if David comes out?"
"Then he'll see us sitting here with our tits hanging out I suppose, drinking coffee. You think that will bother him do you?"
"Only in a good way," she admitted, and then began unbuttoning her blouse.
#
"If I were there right now, I'd pull you up, kneeling between my legs so I could use your cock to masturbate with. I'd take your shaft; beat it against my clit, using the head of your dick, sliding it up and down my wet juicy slit. You'd be caressing my breasts, pinching and pulling on my nipples,"
"Oh yes, pulling on them Playing with them, pinching them for you," David interrupted. "I'd be looking into your eyes, enjoying the look of pleasure on your face and the pleasure you were giving my cock as you beat your cunt with it, sliding the head of my prick up inside your wet fucking slit."
#
Judy stood up from the table and just as easily and as smoothly as she had removed her top, unzipped her shorts letting them fall to the floor where she stepped out of them. She stood directly in front of Anna wearing nothing more than a thin pair of panties, which were barely covering her pussy. Anna could see an obvious wetness seeping through the material as she stood eyeing that tight-pressed camel-toe becoming even more obvious the wetter she got. Boldly, Anna reached over, drawing a slim finger up against Judy's wet slit, allowing herself the pleasure and the ever-increasing excitement as she caressed her friends pussy through the thin, now very moist material of her panties.
Judy's knees slightly buckled, and she spread them a little allowing an even easier access for Anna's caressing, teasing and exploratory fingers.
"Ahh, Fuck Me!" Judy groaned softly. "That feels so fucking good!"
Anna reached up slipping her fingers into the waistband of Judy's panties and quickly began rolling them down her legs. These too, Judy quickly discarded, kicking them off in the air where they landed unceremoniously on one of the kitchen chairs. The need to feel her friend's fingers, fucking her pussy, rubbing her clit was the only thing Judy wanted to know and feel at the moment.
Anna reached over and spread Judy's pussy lips with her left hand. Still sitting in the chair facing her, it was ideally situated for what she had in mind. As Judy stood directly in front of her, Anna eased one, and then two fingers inside the wet glistening passage of her friend's delicious quim. She sat, fingering that special place, looking up into Judy's closed eyes, semi open, her mouth forming an "oh" though no sound came for a moment, though her tongue now began licking her lips excitedly as she stood quivering, knees shaking now.
Anna watched, waited for Judy to become totally absorbed in the finger giving pleasure, and knowing now that she truly was, leaned forward, her tongue flicking out with an urgency of its own, as she began dancing and twirling her tongue atop the very exposed, very erect little nubbin of flesh that she found there.
"Oh fuck Anna, honey, oh fuck that...oh fuck that feels, feels, feels, Good!" she cried out excitedly.
#
"The feel of your cock sliding up and down between my breasts," Shelly continued. "Your pre-cum fuck juice leaving nice wet little trails between my tits while I hold them together with my hands as you tit-fuck me. Sometimes pushing just enough so I can lick you, taste that sweet cock-juice with my tongue."
David was stroking his cock with far more urgency now. He could almost feel the smoothness of Shelly's breasts encompassing his shaft as he slid through the moist warm softness of her breasts, feeling the sensation of them as his cock glided through the valley of titty, slid through the pleasure of twin globes of well molded fuck-flesh, the tip of his prick occasionally licked, tickled and suck -kissed as Shelly continued to masturbate his prick with her breasts as he also stood fucking them.
"Oh David," Shelly spoke; "My cunt is just oozing with cum for you. My fingers, Can you hear that?" She paused placing the receiver down by her squishy sounding pussy. "My fingers are pounding my cunt now David. Can you hear the juices, the noises their making? That's my cunt cream David. And I'm gushing it. I'm finger-fucking the wettest pussy you could ever imagine!" She purred.
#
Anna sat on the kitchen table, her slacks, and panties having long ago been removed. She lay back, her knees bent resting flat upon Judy's shoulders as Judy softly licked and caressed Anna's slit with her tongue. The briefest thought of David suddenly emerging from the Den, catching her like this. The look of surprise on his face if he did. Not a look of anger either, but a look of surprised ecstasy no doubt at watching his lovely wife getting her "Box lunched," as David was fond of saying.
Anna felt Judy's finger exploring her now too. She felt the soft slow finger-fucking motion of it as it slid in and out of her dripping snatch, marveled at the sensations that Judy's hand, lips, and fingers were giving her, causing her to feel. The pure lustful naughtiness of lying here on her own kitchen table, David just down in the hall, no doubt busily engaged in some urgent matter of business, while she, lay here selfishly getting her own juicy little rocks off.
Judy's cum still covered her own face. She could still taste her, taste the essence of Judy's pussy as she licked her lips, enjoying the moment when Judy finally felt her own pleasured release, gripped the back of Anna's head nearly suffocating her as she came, grinding her cunt fully, lustfully as she did.
"Ah yes, Oh fuck yes, just like that Judy, Oh yes, oh fuck, just like that! Just like that! I'm almost there!" she moaned, crying out in rapturous ecstasy as she came.
"Oh baby, I'm almost there honey. I'm so fucking close now, come with me David, come with me! Let me hear you shooting your spunk while I cum for you too! Shelly pleaded.
David was close now himself. Pumping his prick furiously, he moaned into the phone groaning out his pleasures. "Here...it...cums!" he cried out. "Oh baby, oh baby! My cock is spurting for you, spurting...spurting...spurting!" he spat with each and every ejaculate of his prick.
#
"Ah, shit! Oh fuck!" Anna was crying out. Her orgasm rolled over and through her like a gigantic tidal wave. Judy locking her lips around her sensitive clitoris, sucking it in, holding it there and gently chewing on it as Anna's pussy exploded in a fountain of female cum-cream that was too heavenly and too explicitly marvelous for words.
She pump-fucked her face for a moment until the sensations slowly ebbed and dwindled down to a dull, but still intensely satisfying roar. Only then did she finally rise up, still basking in the wonderful afterglow of the moment. Judy had already replaced her shorts, and was once again tucking away her breasts inside the matched halter.
"Come on kiddo," she said urging her back to reality. "We've got salads to make and other desserts to finish," she said emphasizing the word with an added wink. "And we've still got to run by the store this afternoon too!"
"Oh...what a nice way to start the day Anna said. Too bad David missed all that. He'd have enjoyed it!" she said giggling.
"Yes. I'll talk to you again soon!" David said only then hanging up the phone. He wondered briefly what Anna would have thought had she come in to his den while he'd been sitting there masturbating over the phone with Shelly. Perhaps she'd have even knelt beside him sucking him, jerking him off while he did. David smiled, that was certainly one he would like to approach her with for some future possible fun and excitement.
He walked to the door of his office, opened it, and then heard the unmistakable Sound of Judy's voice talking to Anna, definitely in the kitchen area. He was glad he had also thought to have closed the door to the hallway leading down to his office door as well. "Heaven knows what they might have been able to hear if he hadn't of done so," he thought.
He soon reached the top of the stairs, went through the door, once again closing it behind him and traveled the short distance down the hall to the kitchen.
"Morning Judy!" He greeted her welcomingly. "You girls been busy I guess?" He questioned.
"Oh...you could say that!" Judy said grinning at him.
Judy was a tease. And David did enjoy the flirtation. After what Anna had told him about the two of them together, he was hopeful that something might happen between the three of them, possibly even the four of them if Judy's husband Rob was interested. And though he didn't know for sure, knowing now what Judy and Anna had shared together, he hoped he might be.
David walked over, poured himself a cup of coffee then headed towards the door in order to go outside for a smoke. He reached for the door handle, only then spotting a pair of panties draped over the back of one of the kitchen chairs. He picked them up,Looking at them and held them up in the air for Judy and Anna to see.
Judy flashed him an equally challenging smile, crossed over and accepted the thin sheer garment from him.
"Wanted to show Anna my new panties," she stated without further explanation, turned, and just as quickly walked away back to where Anna was standing. He looked at her, she just standing there smiling with this shit eating grin on her face.
"Women!" David thought, and then headed outside to smoke.
Mary Saunders stood at the mirror to her bathroom. She had just gotten out of the shower. As she stood gazing at her self, she was pleased to see that at thirty, she still had the shape and look of a woman in her early twenty's. She definitely didn't have large breasts, but they certainly weren't small either. As she cupped them in her hands, admiring her self, she reminding her self as well just how 'frisky' she had been feeling this morning ever since she had gotten up out of bed. Had her husband not already been up and about, she would have attacked him and forced him to fuck her all morning long. As it was however, he was expecting someone, a David something or other, who was coming over to the house to talk business with him. Still, that certainly didn't help her situation any, and she was getting randier and randier all the time.
Mary finished drying herself off with the towel, but that only seemed to arouse and awaken her flesh, and her need even more. She crossed the threshold of her bathroom into the bedroom, still nude, with only a towel wrapped around her wet hair.
From where she stood, she could see through the sheer coverings of her curtains into their back yard. Her husband was sitting beneath an umbrella at the table by the side of their out door pool. No doubt waiting for the arrival of this David guy with whom he had this appointment.
For some reason that she couldn't fully understand, the sudden thought of seeing, not spying really, on her husband while he sat outside, oblivious to her presence, seemed to heighten and intensify the sexual desire that was coursing though her. She was still very horny after all, and the thought of standing there, playing with herself while she watched him was suddenly exciting and very appealing to her.
It reminded her a little bit of one time awhile back when she had been lying in bed pleasuring herself, and out of the corner of her eye, she had caught movement in the backyard near her window. She had sprung up out of bed, only to discover that it was a Meter Man, there to get the readings off their electric meter. There was no way he would have seen her, short of pressing his face to the window perhaps, but never the less, the minor scare of him seeing her masturbating was both exciting and naughty feeling all at once.
Standing here now as she was, that same exact feeling spread throughout her entire body, setting her sensual flame on a slow burn.
She saw her husband stand, greeting someone as they came into the yard. She watched as he led the man back over to the table and sat down.
There was nothing sexual about any of this really. But the fact that she was masturbating, standing there touching herself without anyone even remotely aware that she was...was what was exciting.
Mary reached down into the nightstand by the side of the bed. Opened the drawer, and removed a slim pink vibrator from inside. She twisted the small black base on the end of it and immediately heard as well as felt the soft humming, vibrating buzz of the toy.
Once again peering out into the backyard, she placed the tip of the vibrator against her cunt, sliding the end of it just slightly at the bottom of her pussy furrow, and then allowed it to travel slowly upwards towards her clit. As she did this, she cupped one of her breasts, massaged it, finger rolled her nipple, and continued to move the vibrating pink prick up and down her rapidly moistening slit.
Mary knew that neither her husband or the man he was sitting with could see her, or have any idea whatsoever it was that she was doing right now inside her own bedroom, just a few feet away from the window, and a very few feet away from there from where they were actually sitting. But the thought of it was extremely erotic for some reason. She began to imagine herself, masturbating, and then they were aware of her. And then both men were watching her playing with herself, urging her and coaxing her on.
She was so caught up in the fantasy of it all, she had not heard her husbands cellular phone ringing outside, and had she not opened her eyes at that very moment, she wouldn't have seen him suddenly standing up and head back towards the house.
Startled, and aware that something was up, Mary quickly threw the vibrator back into the drawer, re-closing it, barely making it back into the bathroom before her husband entered their bedroom looking for her.
"Mary?" He called out. Something important has come up at the office. I gotta run down there for about an hour. But I'll be right back. It's important that I get the additional information I need to close this deal, and I want to get it done today or we'll leave a lot of money on the table. David will remain here and wait for me to come back, so I need you to keep him entertained while I'm gone."
Without further explanation, or in even waiting for an answer or a response, he turned and left the bedroom, leaving her standing there with wet hair and still naked.
"How the hell do you want me to keep him entertained?" She yelled at him silently. "I guess I could open the window," she laughed inwardly to herself. Her pussy was still vibrating, even if the toy wasn't. And the excitement of the moment before was still with her as well.
Perhaps it was because of this, and because David was an attractive looking man, Mary decided that a little innocent flirting might be fun. She chose to put on one of her swimsuits, grab a towel and head out towards the pool as though she had been deciding to do that anyway, even before her husband came to tell her she needed to keep David company. "Let him look, get an eyeful, maybe even get a little excited perhaps," she thought lustily. After all she was, and it didn't seem fair that she was all hot and bothered and that nobody else was at the moment.
Putting on her skimpiest bikini, Mary threw a bath towel over her shoulder and headed outside to join David by the pool.
He stood up when she approached, and she quickly introduced her self to him. They sat for half an hour at the table politely talking and discussing the business deal that her husband and David were trying to settle. She saw David nervously checking his watch from time to time and knew that things weren't going very well, not necessarily for her, but for her husband. Her skimpy outfit had certainly gotten David's attention initially as she had noticed him taking several 'sneak-peek' glances towards her. But as time slipped by, even this innocently mild attraction was losing its punch.
Once again David glanced down at his watch.
"What's wrong?" Mary asked him.
David looked at her with an apologetic expression. "I'm afraid that I really can't wait any longer," he told her. "I have a two o'clock deadline to meet. If your husband isn't back in a few minutes, I'm afraid I'm going to have to give the bid to another company. And the worst part is, I don't really want to do that. But its looking like I'm not going to have any choice."



"Let me call him before you decide to do anything," Mary quickly requested, and before David could even respond, she left heading back inside the house.
Mary reached her husband on his cell. "What's taking you so long? David's getting anxious, and is talking about leaving, something about not having any choice in the matter."
"Mary...listen to me, I'm waiting on a fax to come over right now. As soon as I have it, I'll call you. But whatever you do, don't let him leave! I don't care what you do, just keep him there. You do whatever it takes!"
"Whatever it takes?" she responded back trying to make a joke out of the moment.
"You heard me Mary, I don't care if you have to fuck the guy to keep him there. If that's what you have to do, then do it!" Before she could respond back to that, he had hung up. Mary couldn't believe what her husband had just told her to do, but then she smiled and returned outside to where David now stood waiting.
"Listen, I'm really very sorry, but I must get back and make a phone call. Tell your husband that..."
He never finished the sentence. Mary reached back around her, undoing the clasp on the bikini top she was wearing and let it fall off her breasts.
"My husband told me to do whatever it was that was necessary until he called, or Got here with the paperwork. So, I intend on doing just that."
David watched as she slid her bottoms off a second later until she was now standing in front of him completely nude.
"Really Mrs. Saunders, I don't think your husband meant for you to take whatever he told you literally..."
Once again, Mary cut him off, but this time not with words, but with action. David lost all sense of thought and reasoning as he watched her reach down and begin stroking herself. Seeing this woman he'd just barely met playing so openly with herself as she now was in front of him was mind blowing. Not only was she attractive, but seeing her as she unabashedly spread her legs for him, giving him a totally unobstructed view of her cunt was incredibly erotic. But as much as David would have loved to continue watching her, this deadline was a deadline. He crossed over to where she stood, put his hand on the side of her face and looked into her eyes.
"I'd watch you masturbate every day of the week if I could. And maybe in fact, one day you'll maybe even let me do that, on your terms," he told her emphasizing the word. "But what I started to tell you is this, tell your husband that I'll tell them I have the paperwork I need; that it's all signed sealed and delivered. I'm sticking my neck out on this one, but I trust that he's an honest man, and that the figures won't lie. Have him run by my office on Monday, and drop them off to me. So tell him though I couldn't Possibly wait any longer; I'm still giving him the bid. OK?"
Mary seemed shocked, even disappointed as he turned to actually leave. David did stop glancing back at Mary's beautiful nude body for one final last look. "Damn!" He said loud enough for her to hear. "Maybe another time perhaps!"
"Thank you," Mary said. Still not bothering to cover her self as he left. #
Usually on Saturdays, because business was so slow, and because Susan and Robbie could both easily manage the store, it was a rarity that either she or Judy ever even showed up.
Anna parked the car in the front. Not too surprisingly, the small little sign, which hung on the front of the door, was turned over, a clock showing that the store was currently closed, but that they'd be back in an hour.
Judy glanced down at her watch just as Anna did. It was half past the hour now.
"They must be at lunch," Judy said to Anna as she inserted her key, unlocking the front door. They quickly carried in the few boxes of books that Judy had found at the yard sale, and placed them out back in the storage room for Robbie to catalogue, and put away later.
"Hmm, that's funny," Judy said curiously.
"What?" Anna questioned.
"Both of their cars are still sitting out back. If they'd gone off to lunch, one of them..." and she let the last of the sentence remain unsaid.
Both she and Judy, peering out through the tiny window of the storeroom towards the back lot, looking at the cars, had seen neither one of them out there at first. Then, the top of Robbie's head suddenly popped up for a second before disappearing once again.
Judy turned towards Anna, a knowing look on her face.
"They're doing the nasty!" She exclaimed.
"Susan? And Robbie? No way! Maybe Robbie is, with another girl perhaps. But not with Susan, you know how they are around here, constantly at odds with each other, especially since Susan's the one in charge, when one of us isn't here."
"It's gotta be her with him out there," Judy stated flatly. "It has to be!" And then grinned, grabbing Anna's hand in the process, "Come on!"
Before she even realized what it was that she was doing, Anna felt herself suddenly pulled along towards the back door.
"Now...when I say go, duck down and head towards the back of their car!"
"Judy No!" But it was too late. In the next instant, they were both running crouched over close to the ground and heading towards where both cars were parked.
They knelt behind the bumper, catching their breath, trying to listen for any sounds coming from within Robbie's car.
And suddenly, there were sounds, deliciously naughty one's emanating from the back seat.
"Oh Robbie," Susan was moaning, "I love the way your cock feels inside me."
Judy turned towards Anna, smiling and mouthed the words "I told you so" in the process.
Anna admitted defeat, but then head motioned to her friend that perhaps they should turn around and head back inside. If they thought it was necessary, they could talk to them about this later. Much later.
Anna began to stand, preparing to slink away back towards the building without hopefully getting caught, but saw that Judy had something else on her mind instead.
"Judy No!" She tried saying again, receiving the same response the last time she had said that. But whether or not her friend had even heard her was of no importance. Judy walked around to the side of the car, still ducking below the window, and slowly rose up until she could peek down inside.
Anna saw her take a quick look, and duck down once again and then begin madly waving her over.
Anna shook her head 'no' once, and then gave in creeping around to the side of the car Judy was kneeling by.
"This is too fucking good to not look at," Judy whispered to her. "Robbie's laying down in the backseat, Susan's fucking him on top, facing towards him, but away from us. Its perfect. Go on...have a look for yourself!"
Normally Anna might not have been tempted to look. Normally. But that same old urge, that same old curiosity suddenly came rushing back in waves of lustful excitement and desire. The brief flashing images of the young High School couple just days ago suddenly reminding her now, of what she had been thinking about then. And she slowly rose up towards the window, with Judy right beside her doing the very same thing.
They both looked, peering over just the uppermost portion of the edge of the door into and through the window. Robbie's long slim prick was sliding easily in and out of Susan's cunt as they fucked together in the backseat of his car. Susan sat astride him, not fully sitting up so as to be detected through the window, but enough so that she was still riding him and directing the thrusts inside her pussy.
"Oh Robbie, Oh Robbie. Oh fuck me please...yes fuck me fuck me fuck me baby!"
It was obvious that they were nearly finished, and continued watching as Robbie suddenly started slamming himself with increased need and tempo into Susan's equally needful and demanding cunt. With one final lunge, Anna and Judy saw Robbie's balls draw up, tighten, and deposit torrents of his young cum inside Susan's still slowly rotating, slightly humping ass.
"Bravo!" Judy stood, clapping her hands together just outside their window. "Bravo! Bravo!"
Anna thought she'd faint at first, and then the whole situation became absurdly funny. She stood there, seeing the two stunned and bewildered looks on Susan's and Robbie's faces as they looked back through the window at them. And then laughed, finally managing to pull Judy away from the window in the process as she did.
"So? What do you think we should do about them?" Judy asked.
"What do you mean do about them?" Anna replied. "They were on their lunch hour; it's their business really about what ever they want to do. Not ours. And we had no business spying on them the way we did either!" she added a little guiltily, though inwardly still excited by the lusty vision of the two young lovers fucking away.
"Maybe. Maybe not," Judy responded. "But it IS our property. And technically, they're both not supposed to go to lunch together at the same time. Someone's always supposed to be here keeping the store open."
"Well that's true enough I suppose," Anna agreed. "I guess we really should speak to them about it."
They both heard the back door tentatively opening, and knew that Susan and Robbie had managed to get dressed and were now coming back inside. Judy and Anna could tell they were arguing, though quietly as they entered. "I told you we'd end up getting into trouble!" Susan was berating Robbie saying.
"It wasn't my idea!" He shot back at her. "You were the one that was horny and got me going in the first place!"
The both looked up spotting Anna and Judy standing in the store staring at them.
"Shit!" Robbie said just barely under his breath.
"I think we need to go upstairs to the office and have a little chat," Judy pronounced. She looked at the two of them and immediately pointed up the stairs to where she and Anna maintained a nicely furnished, quiet little office.
Robbie hung his head down, brushed past Judy and Anna without looking at them and proceeded to climb the stairs. Anna thought he looked like a man sentenced to death and on his way to the gas chamber.
Susan followed him, but her eyes did look up into Judy's. She was surprised. Not that either Judy or Anna were mad at her, they had a right to be for leaving the store unattended. And that was her fault; she had been in charge after all. But what she couldn't quite figure out, was why would Judy be upset with her for getting it on with Robbie, if indeed she was. She and Judy had frequently enjoyed honest and frank open discussions about sex. She had even admitted to Judy one day that she considered herself bi-sexual, enjoying men and women both equally well. She and Judy had even flirted on occasion, though certainly nothing had ever come of that, it was simple work flirtation, that and nothing more.
Now however, as she moved by her two bosses she wondered. She caught Judy's look at her as she began to pass by her, and then Judy winked. A simple quick wink, but a wink never the less.
"She's fucking with us," she thought to herself, and smiled. "Hmm this could get interesting!"
Anna fell in behind Susan, but turned back towards Judy as she did and once again mouthed the words: "What are you doing?"
Judy responded, with an equally silent reply, "Trust me."
Once they had all gotten inside the office, Judy was the one who took the 'official' seat behind the desk. Anna standing next to her in an equally 'professional' if not somewhat confused stance however. Robbie cowered on the couch, which was in reality a futon that they maintained for taking little "naughty-naps" as Judy called them. Anna knew that Judy had used the bed for other recreational sports, including one or two affairs, and a weekend fantasy night she had had with her husband up here as well.
Susan sat on the other end of the futon, still not entirely sure what was actually going on, but decided to play along and see just what the hell it was that Judy was up to. The thought that she and Anna had obviously found her fucking Robbie to be exciting told her this situation could get really interesting in a hurry.
"Well?" Judy began. Looking at the two of them, but then turning to look towards Anna before either one of them could even begin to offer up some sort of explanation or excuse. "Do we let them go? Or do we punish them in some way instead?"
"I don't know Judy," Anna said now getting into the act. "What do you think we should do?"
Judy paused for a moment, like she was thinking.
"Well, to begin with. You know that both of you shouldn't be gone from the store at the same time!" She was staring at Susan, and this time there was no wink. Judy thought she might as well get Susan back on the defensive if she was going to convince her to go along, which she didn't feel would be anything too difficult however.
"And secondly, fucking on company property!" This time she stared hard and cruelly at Robbie. He seemed to cower and shrink into the futon even more than he was already. Her saying "fuck" had a definite impact on him as well; for even as crass as Judy often was, that was one word he'd never heard her use around the office before. And she knew it.
"So how do you both think that made us feel? Standing there, watching the two of you fucking in the backseat of Robbie's car like rabbits?"
"I don't know," Robbie finally managed to stammer out.
"Well it made us feel...fucking horny! That's what!" Once again Judy stared directly at Robbie, and waited for what she'd just said to finally sink in. Susan was already starting to smile now imagining the possibilities.
Robbie did look up then, a puzzled, very confused expression, not quite sure he'd just heard what he'd heard, and if he did, then equally confused that it actually meant what he thought it did.
"I said," Judy repeated again, "watching you fuck like rabbits was hot, It has made us both very fucking horny standing there watching you."
Robbie was now smiling.
"But that doesn't mean you two shouldn't be punished, does it Anna?" She said, once again turning to her.
"No. Definitely not. I think, if you two are truly sorry, then some form of punishment must be metered out, and that you two should agree to whatever form of punishment that is. If you are sorry, and if you still want to keep your jobs here that is," she added now getting into this little game they were playing.
"Whatever you say," Robbie spoke, though he was still smiling. Susan was smiling now too and sat there waiting, waiting for something she'd actually been hoping for, for quite some time.
"You're sure?" Judy once again questioned the two of them, "You two will do whatever we tell you to do without question?"
Both shook their heads in acquiescence.
"Ok then, first things first. Take off all of your clothes!"
Once David got out to his car, he immediately dialed his home office. They'd be waiting for an answer.
He got through to the receptionist almost immediately as she patched him through to his boss.
"Jim? Yea, David. It'd done. No, I checked everything over completely. The figures are accurate, and the bid price and services are exactly where we wanted them to be. Yep. Got the paperwork right here. I'll send it all over to you express mail first thing Monday morning. No Problem. What? Oh. You bet. Thank you too!" David had of course lied through his teeth. But he also knew as he had seen the unsigned certified copy that everything was where it should be. He knew he'd have the real documents on his desk first thing, so the risk was minimal that anything would go wrong. He'd been assured of that.
Satisfied that everything would turn out just fine, he decided to swing by his wife's business and see how things were going there. He knew that the girls were planning on dropping off a few boxes of books, and should have been there by now. As he wasn't that far away, he thought he'd swing by and surprise them and see if they needed any help putting things away.
Minutes later, David parked his car in the lot next to Anna's. He noticed the sign on the door stating that the business was closed, and that everyone was out to lunch.
"Odd," he thought to himself, especially since the time showing on the little clock was a half hour beyond the time it said that anyone would be back. He tried the door, and found it locked as well.
Luckily, he had his own key. But even as he unlocked the door, he had a sixth sense that something wasn't quite right about all this, though he couldn't quite put his finger on it either. He was sure that nothing was wrong, it wasn't that kind of a feeling, only that something was certainly going on, so he entered the store as quietly as possible.
David was thankful that Judy hadn't allowed Anna to hang one of those silly bells on the door like she'd originally wanted to do. Closing it, he quietly locked it behind him, moving the little clock hands another full hour ahead. Whatever was going on, he didn't want anyone else disturbing him until he could find out what it was either.
He stood by the door listening. But there was obviously no one downstairs in the store area at all. That could only mean they were down the hall, up the stairs to the office that the girls maintained. David crept down the hallway as quiet as a mouse. Eventually, the sounds of someone's voices upstairs could be heard, but what was being said, he wasn't sure about. Definitely Judy's..that much he did know. Then there was a low groan, definitely a male's voice, no mistaking that either. "But what was happening?" He wondered silently. He had no idea as to what it might be, but he was about to find out.
David made it to the top of the stairs and stood listening for several moments, realizing what it was that was taking place. He grinned, quickly opening the door. "No room for pretense now he thought," But even then he was totally unprepared for what he saw the moment he stepped into the room.
The futon had been laid down into a bed. Even so, it was too small for all of them, and all of them being completely and totally nude. Anna was kneeling on the floor, just off the side of the bed. She had, who David could only guess at, not really knowing for sure, Robbie's slim young but very erect prick in her mouth, and she was sucking and stroking it. Robbie in turn had his face being fucked by a young blonde haired woman whose tits, though smaller than either Anna's or Judy's were still young and "perky" with incredibly dark pink tipped nipples. The Blonde, who he also knew had to be Susan, was busily sucking on Judy's clit, as she stood at the end of the bed holding her pussy open with her own hands so that Susan would have easy access to her.
"My, My!" David announced taking it all in with a glance. "No one told me that you had decided to have this year's office party so soon!"
Anna was initially startled as David had made his bold and quick entry into the room, looking up from sucking Robbie's prick, but then smiling at her husband as he stood there looking at her. It was Judy that actually responded to him.
"Long as you're here," she began, "I think your wife could use a little attention!"
David couldn't have agreed more as he began to remove his clothing.
Robbie had made a futile attempt to sit up, but Susan had immediately shut that down by forcing his head and shoulders back into the bed with her cunt.
"Nope!" She'd said. "You're not done yet!" Robbie relaxed and greedily went back to devouring Susan's wonderful tasting pussy.
David stood for a moment, stroking his cock to a nice firm erection. It didn't take long; old Mr. Ever Ready was once again living up to his name. He enjoyed those few moments, watching and looking at the four of them together, pleasuring one another. And, it was exciting finally getting to see Judy naked too; he'd always wondered what she looked like. And though her breasts certainly wouldn't pass the pencil test the way Susan's would, he found her breasts erotically sensual and stimulating. He stood fighting with the lusty desire to walk over and begin sucking on one of them. But, Judy had been right about one thing, right now, it seemed as though his wife's cunt was in need of a little loving attention.



David walked up behind her as she knelt on the floor still sucking, obviously enjoying Robbie's young cock. As wet as she was, it was of no moment for him to slide easily inside her, his thick hungry fuck stick slipping fully and completely up his wife's fuck-tunnel in one quick easy thrust. "Oh fuck honey!" Anna moaned around Robbie's prick, "Damn baby that feels good!"
David began fucking in and out of his wife's cunt with slow easy strokes. "No sense coming too damned fast," he thought to himself hoping he'd have the chance to sample a little bit of all three women.
It was Judy who finally broke the chain, standing up, reluctantly moving away from the tongue fucking she'd been enjoying. Kneeling down beside David, who was still slowly fucking his wife's cunt from behind as Judy slipped her hand in between them, now holding his prick, the head still embedded in Anna's pussy.
"How do you do she said? I don't think we've been formally introduced yet!" Judy was grinning now as she began to shake David's cock 'hello', though actually rubbing it against her friends wet glistening lips. "This is the way it's more formally done isn't it?" She asked.
David laughed realizing at that moment that Anna had obviously shared a hell of a lot about what the two of them had experienced together. Reaching over, David slipped his finger inside her pussy, worming it around briefly. "Yes, it's finally nice to meet you too! I've actually been wanting to for quite some time now!" he added.
Now it was Anna's turn to laugh. "That's for damn sure Judy, I don't know how many times I've caught him jerking off, and once while actually looking at you as you swam in the pool without you're knowing he even was!"
"Oh really?" Judy purred still stroking David's prick, rubbing it up and down her friends slit as he in turn continued fingering her, arousing her to even greater heights. After a time they began switching off, trading places. With some minor, but fairly quick adjustments, Susan was now laying on her back where Robbie had been moments ago. And Anna immediately began licking and tickling her tender erect little clit with her tongue. Susan's quick intake of rapid little breaths told everyone in the room just exactly what it was she was feeling, and what it was that Anna's tongue was busily doing to her wet squishy pussy.
Robbie was now standing, dick in hand, wondering where to go in this constantly changing little sex-snake they'd created.
Sensing this, Judy beckoned to him.
"Come here sweetheart," she drawled. "Momma's gonna take care of that for you!" Robbie approached her and she quickly took his very hard erection in her hand, beginning to stroke it in perfect harmonized rhythm as she continued doing with David's cock, which she was still using to masturbate Anna's pussy with. Too excited, and too inexperienced, Judy had barely taken hold of his prick and begun playing with it when she sensed his orgasms approach. Sure enough, a few rapid full strokes, and Robbie was groaning, his knees buckling.
"There she blows!" Judy wailed gleefully, waving Robbie's rapidly squirting prick around in the air like a fire fighter's hose trying to douse a roaring flame. Robbie's thin ribbon streams of spurting spunk began landing everywhere, and on everyone. Judy aimed his load in Susan's general direction, and she did catch a nice thick white splash directly against her right breast as she lay there on the bed. Judy quickly re-aimed his squirting prick, managing to get the next two salvos off against Anna's ass. To David's surprise, Judy then placed David's cock against Anna's ass, now rubbing his dick, using it to further smear Robbie's spunk with as she continued playing in it, still milking the last final vestiges of his cum as she did.
As Robbie finally sank to his knees, collapsing in a heap against the side of the futon, Susan let go in a near blood-curdling scream of her own. Her knees came up, clamping Anna's head between them in a vise-like grip. She reached down, grabbing the top of Anna's head, and pressed her face into her cunt, holding it there. All at once she seemed to shake everywhere at once, from the tips of her toes to the top of her head, which now flailed wildly from side to side.
David had the briefest image of her bouncing around like that in the bed; it was a little like the way Linda Blair had done in the exorcist, but at least now, unlike then, Susan at least was enjoying the sensations she was feeling. And that was obvious. Her back and ass raised up fucking into Anna's face, her head still tossing wildly from side to side. He even noticed that her toes were now curling in wildly strange ways as her orgasm turned her literally inside out.
Anna succumbed to the Domino effect. The feel of David's cock still being hand-fucked inside her cunt, and masturbated against her clit by Judy's hand, combined with the frenzied fucking climax that Susan had just experienced, put her over the edge seconds after Susan finally quit thrashing around on the bed.
"Oh fuck! Now damn it now!" And this time Anna wasn't asking, but demanding that David ram it home, all the way home inside her as deeply as possible. David began fucking into his wife with an urgent desperation to please her, taking her into that magical place of cosmic cum fucking bliss. He felt her pussy contract around him, squeezing him, milking him, and then Judy's hand clasping his cum-laden balls, as David soared upwards to meet her in that very place that she was just then arriving at herself.
"Ah fuck! Oh yes! Yes! I'm coming!" David screamed, feeling his own thunderous eruption deep inside his wife's still sucking, still spasiming cunt. He filled her pussy with an enormous amount of cum-cream, felt it splashing against the threshold of her womb, felt it flood backwards out of her, expelled out by the pressure and intensity of his wife's still contracting, still quivering cunt. David was thrilled, delighted and actually in awe as Anna's pussy literally began spraying him with a mixture of her own liquid spending as well as his now added creamy one.
Judy somehow managed to un-cunt David from Anna, taking his prick in her mouth, sucking down the last remaining traces of his still leaking cum-drops as she sucked them from him like a vacuum. Unable to withstand it anymore, David collapsed on the other side of his wife, hardly cognizant of his surroundings, or the still pulsating throbbing of his contented and happy cock as Judy followed him, her mouth still happily surrounding his prick as she fell by his side.
All was silent and quiet for a while after that as they lay together in a heap still basking in the afterglow of the wild frenzied ride they had all just shared together.
"Well that was one of he best fucking lunches I've ever had," Judy said laughing.
"Was?" David questioned as he finally stood already heading towards the door.
"Just where the hell are you going?" Anna asked, "Especially naked," she added curiously.
David grinned opening the door. "Though I'd move the hands ahead another hour," he informed them. "I think this lunch hour just got extended!"
"Good idea," Judy beamed. "Now Susan, come over here and eat me. "You're not done being punished yet!"
"And neither are you Robbie!" Anna said agreeing with her. "You come over and start licking me too!
"On second thought...I think you guys should simply close for the day!" And everyone agreed.
#
Masturbation Club - Chapter Twelve
By: Thesandman
Tomorrow couldn't come any too soon as far as David was concerned. He certainly knew of course that Anna and Judy had done some experimentation and getting to know one another in a whole new way, but as yet, he still hadn't seen the two of them together doing anything. And even with the little surprise party at the office, Judy and Anna hadn't done enough there to really count either.
One thing was for sure, as Judy and Rob had an outdoor hot- tub, he was fairly confident as they planned on using it later that evening, that they would no doubt end up in some sort of sexual frolicking if nothing else.
He was looking forward to meeting Rob for other reasons as well. Judy had mentioned to Anna that she had told Rob all about the Masturbation Club, and what it had been that David and Anna had experienced ever since David had gotten involved. Rob was not only interested in it, but wanted to discuss some ideas with David that he had, some of which included possibly opening up a chapter where they lived, in association with the one David now belonged to in San Diego.
So it was when they arrived at Judy and Rob's place, that Judy directed David out back to where Rob was busily barbequing the nice thick steaks they were planning on having for dinner. Rob looked up, and gave a big toothy, very warm and friendly smile to David as he came out through the sliding glass doors from their kitchen to the backyard area where Rob was busily flipping their steaks over hot fiery coals.
"Hey buddy!" Rob greeted him, waving the long handled barbeque fork at him, calling him over in the process.
In a way it was as though they had been friends for a very long time already. Judy had of course mentioned Rob on several occasions, and the fact they had not gotten around to actually meeting until now was a simple matter of timing. Either David had been out of town, or Rob had. And so up until this weekend, they'd never managed to get the four of them together. David felt that all that was about to change in a hurry.
As David drew closer to the grill, Rob finally stepped around the side of it and began to offer up his hand. Momentarily, David caught himself, a much lower and totally unintentional 'introductory' reach that he just barely realized he was about to do. Rob had obviously already heard about 'that' little hello from Judy, and actually laughed. Still extending his hand outwards for David to take it and shake instead.
"Judy told me about how the Club Members greet one another," he said. "Personally, I'd have to know someone pretty fucking well before I'd feel comfortable enough to do that!" He was shaking David's hand vigorously now, and only then did David realize how big of a man Judy's husband truly was. His own hand felt small and puny clutched inside the great maw of a hand that Rob had extended to him. David also guessed him to be at least 6'-3", possibly even 6'-4" perhaps. Though he was certainly in his late forty's to early fifty's, he was in incredible shape. Rob weighed perhaps 235 to 240 lbs, but it was rock hard solid muscle from what David could tell. There was hardly an extra ounce of fat on the man. About the only feature that David could see as a drawback was that he had a severely crooked nose, and he vaguely remembered Judy mentioning something about his playing in a semi-professional Football league just out of College for a while. He could have gone Pro in fact, but had opted instead to go into business with his father, something about a promise and a commitment he had intended on keeping, and had.
"Why don't you fix us a couple of drinks David while I tend to these steaks? Then we can sit down and you can tell me all about this Masturbation Club while they're cooking and while the girls are getting everything else ready."
Besides the outdoor hot-tub, there was also an out doors, very well stocked bar that Rob liked to maintain for entertaining clients and friends. There was just about everything, in nearly every brand-name imaginable, so David settled on a nice twelve year old Scotch for himself, and poured a dry Martini that was sitting in a nearby pitcher for Rob.
"Don't forget the olive," Rob yelled over to him. "The green ones please!"
David dropped an olive into Rob's drink and crossed the patio deck towards where a nicely already set dinner table awaited them for later.
"So," Rob began, "Judy's already told me a lot about these little adventures that you and Anna have been enjoying. But I want you to tell me everything, so start from the beginning. I've got some ideas kicking around in my head, but until I get a better grasp on the overall concept, I won't know if they're workable, or even feasible to consider pursuing or not."
David told him about the advertisement he'd found in one of those underground newspapers, of his contact with Emily and how she set up his first appointment with the light brown haired woman at the bar. Miss "No Name" for she had never even given him one, nor as he remembered, had he asked. He shared the story with Rob how they had played with one another at the bar, how things had nearly gotten out of hand towards the end, and how incredibly exciting the entire experience had actually been.
David continued, noticing that Rob was enthralled, listening to every explicit detail, even asking questions at times to get an even clearer image of the encounter's in his own mind.
He told Rob about John and Amy, and the incredible ride to God knew where in the limousine, and even shared with Rob the fact that John had had one of the largest most enormous pricks that he'd ever seen. And as David had certainly seen his fair share of triple X-rated movies, he'd seen some pretty big fucking cocks too. But none had compared in length, size, and girth of John's big fat monster cock.
"I don't know buddy," Rob had interrupted him saying. "I don't know if Judy has mentioned anything to you or not, but I've got a fairly impressive tally-whacker myself!" David saw him smile almost pridefully at that announcement, and for the briefest of moments, he almost thought Rob was about to take it out and show him.
"No, Judy hasn't mentioned it, at least to me anyway. But I'm almost positive that she has of course mentioned it in passing to Anna."
Rob bellowed out a great booming guffaw of a laugh at that one. "I'd be willing to bet she has at that!" He added still laughing. Then he threw one of those typically conspiring looks David's way. "Perhaps we'll all have a chance to see what's what later on this evening huh? After all, you've seen my wife's nice little body. I think it's only fair I get to see yours now as well, don't you agree?"
David could hardly argue with that one. But the thought of finally getting to see his wife and Judy licking one another's cunts was what he was really looking forward to. And perhaps, maybe, he was a little curious as to how big Rob's self-boasting was about his cock. But even then, he doubted that anyone would ever be as big as Old White Haired John's 'Johnson' had been. And he laughed quietly and silently to himself over that one. An image of a game he'd once played long ago as a small boy came to mind.

"I'll show you mine if you'll show me yours!" He could almost see John and Rob standing there comparing pricks with each other. And he laughed again, only this time he did do so out loud as he imagined the two men standing there together like that.
"What's so funny?" Rob asked, genuinely interested at what it was he might have said that had made David laugh.
"Oh, I was just remembering something else," he said, evading the question, beginning to relate an entirely different story as cover to his thoughts.
He began to tell Ron of the story of Pete and Jackie, the foxy brunet with the incredible pair of tits. How she had teased, and basically directed the whole evenings entertainment at the dinner table of a very elegant and fashionable Hotel restaurant. He told Rob how he'd met her, and soon discovered she was masturbating under the table the entire time they sat chatting and getting to know one another. He remembered too the petite young woman, Sharon was her name he guessed trying to remember. "Yes, that was it. The one with the thick mane of Red-golden hair, and nicely sizable boobs as well!" he sat thinking.
David wasn't even going to mention the more private and surprise encounter he'd shared with his wife, but did so because he remembered something that Emily had told him.
"I do know, that according to what Emily told me, the Club does have some very exclusive customers too. I'm talking real celebrity's here, movie stars perhaps, certainly singers, songwriters, and T.V. Actor's and Actresses, not to mention a few Senators and Political Officials!"
It was here when David had mentioned this brief little extra tid-bit of information that Rob's interest level suddenly grew.
"Judy mentioned to me something about that," he said. "And that's when I came up with this particular idea of mine."
Now it was David's turn to show interest. And he was about to prompt Rob to hurry up and continue, but then saw the wide-eyed look of surprise suddenly frozen into his face. Turning to follow his gaze back towards the house, he turned, and in so doing, found himself with the exact same frozen expression as Rob had.
"Hi ya guys!" Anna and Judy yelled out then. "Are the steaks ready yet?"
Anna was wearing an apron that barely if at all, covered her breasts. Judy was wearing even less than that. She had on a half-apron, and her breasts were bouncing freely "and wonderfully" David thought, as she carried out a tray of side dishes for their dinner.
Well, well. Just what is it the two of you have been up to? Rob asked.
And David had to wonder about that very same thing himself. He felt a wickedly mischievous grin begin to spread across his face as that thought painted a hundred pictures in his mind all at once.
Wouldn't the two of you like to know! Judy shot back at her husband.
Yes...yes we would in fact, wouldn't we David? He asked turning to slap David on the shoulder, which damn near knocked him out of the chair he was sitting in.
Actually, Anna began. We thought it would be a nice "naughty" little treat to give you boys, and perhaps later, you could have "boob's" alamode for dessert!
I'd like that a lot! Rob once again boomed in that deep voice of his. What kind of ice cream "do" we have anyway?
Soon after, everyone finally did settle down for dinner. Having helped to clear things up, which gave time for a little darkness to settle in over the backyard, it was time to open up the hot-tub, pour some wine, and hopefully, get back to the discussion they had started earlier before the "Boobsie-twins" had appeared ending that discussion.
So tell me Rob. Where was it you were going earlier when I was telling you about possibility of having an encounter with a celebrity of some sort?
They had all settled down into the hot swirling water by this time. Judy had poured everyone a nice after dinner glass of wine. Sitting in-between David and Rob as she was, David had trouble concentrating on the conversation as he watched the top half of her breasts literally bouncing and bobbing up and down by the jets pulsating flow in the water.
Actually, I got the idea shortly after Judy told me about the little "surprise" Anna and Emily had cooked up for you. As it happens, I know this woman who's a business associate of mine. She has long blonde hair, but if she puts a dark haired wig on, she's the spitting image of Kathryn Zeta-Jones!
Now Rob definitely had David's attention. She was one of the women on David's "fantasy" list. He and Anna had one evening for fun, created a list of fantasy people they'd love to go to bed with, one of those "if it ever did happen, the other person wouldn't say or do anything about it" lists.
Your kidding? David sat up, obviously very interested to hear more. Even Judy's bouncing boobs suddenly took a back seat to this suddenly interesting sounding story.
No. I'm not kidding. She puts that wig on of hers, puts on some carefully applied makeup, and viola! She's K-Z-J! She's even been seriously thinking about maybe getting an agent, with the intention of contacting someone in the business to have a look at her, you know, see if they'd be interested in hiring her for some double work or something. She's pretty good with stunts too! So, who knows!



Wow! David mused to himself, though still a little unsure where Rob was heading with all this.
But the really funny part, she has this friend that she met at one of those celebrity look-alike conventions. And because of the "obvious" connection, they've made appearances, and toured places for fun.
You don't mean? Anna suddenly said, now getting interested in the conversation as well.
Yep! Judy joined in. Her friend looks exactly like Michael Douglas!
I still don't see where it is your going with all this. David finally pressed. I was talking specifically about "real" celebrity's that participate in the Club...not look a.......... And then it hit him. And he saw the knowing smile on Rob's face.
Can you imagine it? Rob said. Scheduling a "fantasy" encounter, say in a limousine, like the one you described. You get in, blindfolded perhaps, and then as soon as your on the way, the blindfold's removed, and presto! There you are sitting across from Kathryn and Michael!
You know Rob, that's not a really bad idea. I think its something I could approach the "Club" about, if they were interested in pursuing it that is. But we'd certainly need at least a few more celebrity types to make it work don't you think?
I've already approached Carla/Kathryn about it, and she's all for it. She even indicated that it would take much persuasion to get her counterpart to go along with it either.
And she also mentioned, that through her affiliation with other celebrity look-a-likes, that there may be more than just a few others who might get a kick out of doing it too. Especially if it was just for fun! I mean, can you imagine it? Special "anniversary" occasions, birthday's, not to mention bachelor parties and the like.
Didn't she also tell you about another friend of hers? Someone that looks an awful lot like another Catherine, only spelled with a C instead of a K?
Oh yea. Someone named Catherine Bell or something like that.
Oh my God. David thought.
And Anna laughed. David's top two! He'd be the first one to book them!
Well anyway, just an idea. Rob said. But I think its certainly got some interesting possibilities. We could run another form of Masturbation Club from here, perhaps affiliated with that group in San Diego. Hell, before too long, we'd probably have groups popping up all across the country.
And once again, David had a fleeting memory of a similarly Federally Funded Program being introduced.
Well ...I will take it up with the Club, see what they think about the idea. And who knows? If they aren't supportive, maybe we'll just strike out on our own!
They had a toast to that one with their wine glasses.
Mel Gibson. Anna said, half under her breath and leaning over towards Judy who was still sitting between the "boys" as she did.
Definitely! Judy agreed. And the two girls clinked their glasses together over that one as well.
Now....down to more important matters in hand however. Rob teasingly stated. Judy's been sitting here stroking my cock ever since we got in here. And I happen to know that David's been curious as hell to see it.
Why David! Anna laughed nearly hysterically. I had no idea!
It's not what you think! David responded defensively. I was telling him about John...you remember him? You saw him at the party.
Oh yea.......Anna said, somewhat dreamily as she pictured his huge swollen cock firmly in her mind. I remember that "bad-boy" very, very clearly. You have no idea how many times I've imagined.........
Anna stopped then. She'd been rambling. And everyone was smiling...and looking at her.
Go on girl. It was just starting to get interesting! Judy coaxed her.
Never mind. Anna blushed. And she took a healthy swig of her wine draining the glass. And speaking of cock's...she stated then taking the discussion back away from her, and back once again onto Rob. Lets see this cock that Judy's been telling me about anyway!
Without any hesitation, and certainly not without a great deal of self-confidence and total inhibition, Rob stood up from the swirling frothy water of the tub. His erection was indeed massive. And like John's it was enormous. It even seemed to be a little "firmer" than John's had been, which was a difficult thing to accomplish for so giant a cock.
I have to admit it Rob. You've got one mother-fucking big cock their buddy! I can't say you're bigger than John's was, but I'd hate to live in the difference!
And Rob also felt the same "shrinking" lack of male prowess from poor old Mr. Ever-ready. Old Mr. Slightly above average still didn't compare in girth, length and overall appearance of Rob's magnificent fuck tool.
He felt a hand clasp and surround him then beneath the water. Obviously it was Judy's. And obviously, she was sensing his "slight" discomfort at being forced, and compared to something quite so out of his league.
And as though reading his mind, Judy offered up, more for his self esteem perhaps more than anything else.
Well, he might have a BIG one alright, but he's a "One-Cum" kind of a guy. One nice hard orgasm, and old Robbie here's done for the night!
David looked over at Judy. He wasn't sure that her use of the "younger" version of "Robbie" for "Rob" was intentional or not. But she did wink at him then, and he was almost sure she was in a very subtle way, reminding him of how the "other" Robbie, the young man-boy, had in fact shot his wad so quickly and so totally succumbed to the excitement of that wild little group-sex thing they'd shared the day previous. And to him, it was a reminder that BIG wasn't always better. At least not in all things.
But damn. The "visual" still had its advantages!
Once again the hand beneath the water began to stroke and tease him back to a much stiffer and firmer state of mind. Both his, as well as Mr. Ever Ready, Mr. Getting harder and hornier by the moment.
Come on Anna. Judy indicated to her friend, now holding Rob's cock up through the surface of the water as he sat there. Come play with this for me while I enjoy playing with your husbands.
This was something they had already discussed earlier inside the kitchen. That, and a whole lot more as well. Anna had been excited, and anxious to finally get to play with and explore this cock that Judy had been telling her about. But Judy was enjoying herself too. And although David's still nice sized prick, though certainly still much smaller one, was a nice change of pace for her as well. So there was something about "variety" and enough differences between hard pricks to keep the stimulation going regardless.
David didn't mind much now either. His cock was fully erect, had a nice purplish swollen cock head that was feeling better and better all the time. And he had to admit to himself too, watching Anna busily stroking Rob's prick in long almost exaggerated movements was actually quite erotically stimulating to watch her do.
Though David was certainly far from reaching an orgasm, he was certainly well on the way towards building a nice hard cum. And Anna had obviously been doing her level best to produce the same amount of sexual tension and excitement in her stroking and masturbating of Rob's cock too.
So........you boys have been anxious to see the two of us have a little girl-girl action for your enjoyment huh? Judy unashamedly teased. She stood up in the middle of the tub then, cupping her breasts and offering them to Anna. She also stood then, cupping her own firm wet tits in a similar fashion. Standing before one another, as though a "planned" event, which in fact it was, though David and Rob certainly didn't know that for sure, the girls then reached for one another, and began playing with each other's breasts.
Oh yea baby. Rob near moaned. And David could see him sitting on one of the underwater seats in the hot-tub, his cock easily sticking out of the top of the water while he sat, stroking his own thick massive member. That's it...play with each other a little for us. I "love" watching two women doing that....especially "you" two. He quickly added.
So, you like what your seeing then? Judy questioned. But there was obviously a lot more to the question that met the eye here.
How about you David? Anna asked him as well. You like watching us touching one another, playing with each other's boobies? How about if I were to sit here on the edge of the tub, and Judy was to kneel down and lick my pussy a little? Would you guys like watching that too?
Rob was the first one to respond. Fuckin - A! Rob exclaimed.
And David did have to stifle a snicker then. Maybe all Rob-Robbie's said Fuckin-A. The girls didn't seem to catch that however. Or maybe if they did, they were too excited, too lusty at that moment to care. They continued to touch and fondle one another, standing there in the middle of the hot-tub just mere inches from where both David and Rob sat stroking themselves, and watching the girls.
Yea baby....Rob continued then. We want to see you lick one another's pussy's, don't we David? The tone in Rob's voice was definitely a pleading one. Obviously this was something he'd wanted to see his wife do for quite some time, and obviously hadn't yet. And truthfully, David was excited to see it too. He couldn't imagine anything more erotic at the "moment" than seeing his wife licking Judy's pussy and visa versa.
We're ready whenever you are! David finally added, now wanting and needing to see the two women together as well.
And this "obviously" had been the very moment that the girls had been waiting for.
OK....they both said in complete and total unison. But all's fair now.....
They let that "hang" in the air for a moment, letting it sink in a little before explaining further. You want to see us? Well we want to see you guys too!
David cast a worried look over in Rob's direction. His face did have a puzzled frown on it as he pondered what exactly it was that the girls had in mind.
Come on guys! Judy somewhat exasperatedly stated. Your already playing with your own cock's while watching us now right?
Yea.......Rob clipped, a bit of uncertainty still edged in his questioning tone.
Well, what we want in turn....is a little exciting action from you too as well. I'm not asking for anything "major" Judy intoned. Just something a little "spicy" a little "naughtier" than usual.
What we "want".........Anna chimed in. Is to watch the two of you jerking each other off while you watch us is all. Think you can do that for us? She asked.
For David, it wasn't that big of deal. But he didn't know Rob, and certainly didn't know how he would take a proposition like that, especially from his wife.
And then to everyone's relief.
Fuckin-A! Why the hell not?
Anna had by then done exactly as the girls had intimated that they would do. Sitting on the side edge of the tub, feet still dangling easily in the water, though wide spread so that Judy would have clear and easy access to her wide-open pussy. Judy knelt down between her then, positioning herself over one of the softly pulsating jets of water beneath the surface.
Damn! David stated then. Have you guys practiced this out here before?
Judy laughed, somewhat "muzzled" in a face full of cunt, tongue protruding inside Anna's slick glistening pussy.
No...but the idea sorta did "come" to me, she punned on purpose, slanging the word "cum" drawing it out when she said it the way she had.
I fewlt da waater on ma puzzy, fought it wud be a nice fee-wing.
Judy had responded, replied, still mouthing, still licking, and still sucking Anna's cunt the whole time. As near funny as it initially sounded. What she was doing however as she said it was suddenly extremely sensual instead.
Speaking far more clearly, yet still with an almost dreamy-soft "lilt" to her speech, the obvious effects of Judy's tongue lapping working its magic on her swollen clit, Anna looked up then and reminded Rob and David what it was they had promised to do for them.
Come on now guy's....a promise is a promise. Or would you prefer Judy and I take this inside the house. By ourselves!
Standing slightly off to one side, although it was understood the girls would soon switch positions as well, David and Rob stood there then, watching the incredible sexy wives, enjoying the sensations they were sharing with one another. Likewise, David had been the first to reach over, perhaps his more "experienced" involvement in the Club freeing him of any such inhibitions, even on that count he wasn't sure, but never the less, reached over and grasped Rob's thick swollen cock in his fist and began to slowly move the soft smooth flesh up and down, back and forth, and even slightly twisting it from side to side as he pumped Rob's massive shaft.
Though Rob's initial inclination was far more tentative, he too eventually got into the "moment" and began touching and toying with David's nice hard, but obviously smaller prick. Interestingly enough, David somehow sensed that Rob found actually touching David, noticing the obvious differences, still had an exciting, and suddenly new found appreciation for the similarities, no matter how small, how large, or how different. He was soon after stroking David's prick in much the same way he obviously enjoyed and more than likely quite often, stroked himself.
Oh yes. That's it. Anna urged David and Rob both on. Oh Judy, you really should see this. Judy stopped eating Anna's pussy momentarily, long enough to get a nice long look as the guys stood there jacking one another off for them.
You wanna cum like this? Judy asked her then. Because I do when I come. I want to sit here with you licking my cunt, while I'm watching these two handsome guys wanking each other off for me.
Lets trade places then. Anna offered. I'm not ready to cum just "yet", and I have something in mind I want to do when I do cum anyway. So yes.....lets trade then.
Quick as a flash, she and Judy exchanged places. Anna positioned herself over the top of the nice vibrating pulsating spray of the water as well.
Ah oh! She said suddenly.
What? Judy asked.
And David smiled knowingly. She's gonna have a "quickie" cum.
You really got to teach me how to do that one of these day's kiddo! Judy laughed then.
Anna reached out, held onto one of Judy's magnificent fat fleshy breasts, closed her eyes, her cunt obviously being pounded against beneath the surface of the water, and grimaced slightly in an intensely pleasurable way and let out a soft rolling moan. Judy felt Anna's hands and fingers digging into her flesh momentarily, felt the slightest of shudders from her friend, and then watched as her eyes popped open.
Wow! Anna sat there smiling. It wasn't "exactly" one of my quickie cums, definitely harder than that. But it will do....for now. She turned smiling more lustfully so than David had seen in a while anyway. The look she gave both the guys enough to harden their still pumped cocks even more so if that were possible.
Once again Anna repositioned herself. Now, the water will still feel good, but it will take a while to get me there again. She explained. And having said that, now bent over, as Judy spread her own legs comfortably to allow her friend to begin cunnilinging her clitty in much the same way she'd been doing moments ago.
The sight of watching Anna licking Judy's sweet pink pussy was erotic as hell. The feel of Rob's stiff dick in his hand was an abstract sensation, as though he were indeed stroking his own prick, albeit one that had suddenly grown to immense proportions. Those same similar strokes, twists, and pumpings that he was feeling, were of course being created by what Rob was doing to his own juicing prick as well. And David was a little surprised when he felt Rob squeeze it, gather up a nice fat cum-drop of lubrication, and begin smearing it around the swollen velvety head of his cockstaff.
All the while, Anna's slightly bobbing head and lip smacking tonguing of Judy's cunt was having a pronounced effect on her. She looked towards David and Rob, still slowly and almost softly playing with one another. A "glazed" look on her face, a continence of supreme bliss and combined mixture of lust and near crazed wantonness. She stared at them, slightly humping herself upwards now against Anna's tongue. And David noticed as well, that his wife had also managed to slip a long slender finger up inside her friends up thrusting cunt.
She's getting close. Rob sluridly spoke. He was obviously in tune to his wife's approaching orgasm. I can tell...that look. That wonderful fucking look she gets just before she "hits" it.
And Judy reached over then, one hand behind her, bracing herself. The other, planted firmly atop Anna's head, holding her there, feeling the sensation building inside her...almost there, just as her husband knew she was.
Right there you beautiful cunt....keep doing that. Oh fuck yes, that's perfect....just like that...just like that...oh fuck yes, right there, right there....ahh, ahh, ahh, ahh....agggggggg oh Fuck Meeeeeeeeeeeee! Judy wailed then, screaming into the night as her climax tore her apart.
She bucked wildly against Anna's face, thrashing and splaying her arms in the process, nearly losing her balance, but holding onto her dear friends head, still mashing it against herself, and using it at the same time to steady herself from falling over backwards.
Oh fuck...offfff fuck.........offfff fuck meeeeeeee againnnnnnnnnnnn! And once again, Judy continued to spasmodically bounce around as yet again, a second, even more intensely felt orgasm lifted her into incredible heights of unbridled lusty cum-fucked passion.
Ho-lee Shit! Rob finally allowed himself to expel. He'd actually been holding his own breath watching his wife as she came against the tongue flicking lips and mouth of David's wife.
Fuck Me man! I am more than fuckin ready to cum now.
And once again, Anna looked up, her face smeared in a thin sheening layer of Judy's pussy juices. She didn't even bother wiping them off, just licked around her lips with her tongue, looking over at David and Rob with those maddened lust filled eyes.
So....you ready to give me what I want now? She asked them both.
And like two small boys caught in the act of some unspeakable form of perversion, they both nodded their heads in agreement and submission of whatever the fuck it was that she wanted from them.
Come here. She ordered. And David knew that tone, knew that look, and knew that Anna was in a particularly "naughty" frame of mind just now. And when she got like that, anything was possible.
Judy moved away, just slightly off to one side, watching as well. David didn't think this was anything the two of them had previously discussed before. Knowing Anna, this was spur of the moment, "needful" naughty stuff that she'd suddenly come up with. Some little form of her own little nasty perverted fantasy, and if she was going to experience it...it was now, not later perhaps when she'd had time to think about it, even feel guilty about it. No. This was hot. This was now. And this was going to be good.

She sat herself in the same position that Judy had been in moments ago, and similarly so when Judy was busily going down on her.
David....I want you to masturbate my cunt with Rob's prick. Rob....I want you to fucking squirt all over my clit, my cunt lips, my pussy. I want lots of thick creamy white spunk squirting all over me! And I want it now!
Almost immediately, and without question, both men did exactly as they were asked. David positioned himself so that he could reach over his wife's spread legs. Rob of course was nestled up against her recently shaved, very bare, very wet pink slit. They both saw her lips were puffy and swollen, a combination of one of her "quickie" cums and the fact that she was in a sort of orgasmic, cum-cosmic state of mind.



David began immediately to masturbate his wife's wet throbbing furrow with Rob's equally hard, and equally throbbing tree-trunk of a cock. He slapped that giant organ against her clit, literally beating it as he did. Anna reached down herself, spreading her own pussy lips apart to allow better access, her clitoris, fully exposed, hard nubbed, and blood engorged, was flailed unmercifully as David continued pounding and slapping Rob's dick against it.
Judy had slid over next to her by this time to watch, and to help. She began by caressing Anna's breasts, matching the tempo and the intensity of David's prick-tickling of Rob against Anna's free-flowing juice drenched vagina. Judy continued, playing, twisting and pulling on her nipples, and then as David watched, inserted one of her own fingers back up inside herself as well. Almost! Almost! Almost! Rob started hump-grunting then. Almost fucking there.........
Cum on me you mother fucking cunt sucking bastard. Cum on this clit. Can you see my fucking clit? Can you cum on it....think you can fucker? Can you splash your fuck juice all over it for me?
And then he did.
In one gigantic rush of gushing sperm, Rob clenched his ass, David felt his cock lurch, pulsate, and then ejaculate in an enormous volume of hard hitting, thick mush roomy globs of white sticky spunk. Squirt after squirt covered and splashed against Anna's pussy. She in turn was laughing hysterically, watching gleefully as Rob continued to bathe her cunt in more cum than David had ever seen a man throw before in his life. And that "did" include John's magnificent cum display as well.
Judy had come with her husband...again. And though her own climax was not quite nearly as intense as had her others been, it was never the less satisfying and still exquisitely pleasurable.
Fuck Me. She said. That was fucking un - be - leivable!
Rob staggered back, finally drained, his cock slowly shriveling, softening from the overwhelming, mind fucking explosion he'd just experienced from David's dick stroking masturbation against Anna's wonderfully warm wet cunt.
Now David. She said, her finger beckoning to him. Come fuck me. Fuck this spunk cum covered pussy of mine. Fuck me until I scream, fuck my brains out...and then fuck me some more!
And David did too.
And Judy, watching this, fingered herself once again into an accompanying display of camaraderie, her pussy perhaps, sharing in the sensations as David pounded and pumped his prick inside his wife's cunt, hard, fast, deep and fully inside her.
He felt his cum-filled balls suddenly tighten, felt Judy's hand suddenly cupping them and molding them as they did, she squeezed, and David nearly passed out from the extreme sudden release and pleasure that surged up his cock, and seemingly out of the top of his head. His wife joined him then, her own cunt bursting at the seems, her own female ejaculation suddenly showering him with a spray of female pussy juice, the thin tendrils of which escaped in a series of pussy-farts that pulsed and propelled her female nectar past his still impaled cock to cover and coat his balls, prick and legs with her silky essence.
Anna screamed.......David screamed.......Judy screamed.
Somewhere nearby a dog howled into the night.
Fuckin A.
#
Masturbation Club - Chapter Thirteen
By: Thesandman
David was outside mowing his backyard when the phone rang. He knew his wife was busy working inside doing the weekend cleaning however and knew that she would get to it long before he would have.
Looking up into the kitchen window, he spotted her already standing there looking out at him while talking on the phone. She was smiling, broadly, and then waved at him to come inside. David shut down the mower, he wanted and needed a break anyway and a nice cold beer would go down really well besides.
"What's up?" He asked nearly the moment he walked into the back door of their kitchen.
"That was Emily!" Anna said smiling with a big mischievous grin on her face. "She called because someone had seen their advertisement and had made inquiry if there was a "Club" in his area. Once he'd told her where it was he lived, and what he had planned as a surprise for his wife on their anniversary, Emily immediately thought of you an I."
"I take it he lives near us then." David questioned.
"Not far away at all really. About an hour drive. Anyway, she said if we're interested, we could go ahead and set this one up on our own. She gave me this guys phone number to call and let him know if we're interested in meeting he and his wife. But remembering, it's a total 'surprise" thing on her. She won't know anything about what's going on until it happens basically. So, you interested?" She asked David. He could see that she was, and it had been several weeks now since they had really had any major fun.
"Sure, why not? Let's give him a call and find out the details and go from there. You go ahead and call him, see what it is he's interested in doing, and if it's something that you'd like to do, then lets go for it. I'm going to finish the yard, and afterwards, you can fill me in on the what when and where."
Grabbing a cold beer on the way back outside, David felt his cock give an interested little lurch inside his pants. He'd missed not participating in the Club as of late, and though this wasn't exactly an "Official" assignment since they'd be doing everything on their own this time, it did give David a great deal of excitement to be doing something with people they hadn't even met before. There was always a risk of course, and Emily had always been careful to 'screen' out anyone who wasn't sincerely interested. He laughed to himself then, "Hell, she'll probably even ask for references!"
He quickly finished mowing the yard, and went back inside to check with Anna to see what if anything she had found out. He walked back through the kitchen door and spotted his wife, nude, straddling the twin basin's of the kitchen sink. She was once again smiling at him as he walked in. The 'sprayer' that was used to rinse off dishes with was going full blast, and she was using it to play with herself with as he walked in.
"I was wondering how much longer you were going to be." She kidded him. "After talking with Brad...who we're meeting tomorrow morning, I got sort of horny thinking about it!"
"Obviously!" David replied. And Mr. Eveready was already wide-awake and interested in what Anna was busily doing to herself. "So...would you like me to lend a hand?" David asked.
"That...or anything else you might be interested in lending me." Anna teased back at him. She stopped him then before he could approach her any further however. "Hey! I just thought of something David. Grab that step-stool and bring it over here with you, but before you do that even....take off your clothes!"
Moments later, David had done as his wife had requested of him. Almost immediately he knew what it was that she had in mind too. He placed the step stool in front of the sink, standing on it; he was perfectly positioned in between his wife's legs. Situated as she was, it wasn't possible to fuck her like this, but that wasn't what she had had in mind anyway. He was close enough however so that she could take just the tip of his erect cock and slide it up and down between the folds of her pussy, using the head of his prick to masturbate against her clitoris with. Anna continued holding the dish-sprayer, which added to the playful and erotic sensation as the force of the water pummeled their sex organs as they moved against one another. And though water was splashing wildly all over themselves as well as the kitchen, the sensations were simply too nice to worry about a little water spilling onto the floor.
"Can you stand up on the ladder another rung or two? I have another idea." She said then. It didn't take much to figure out what else she had in mind to try doing either. David stepped up to the top of the small stool, and balanced himself by placing his hands on top of the cupboards above him. He was the perfect height now for what Anna had intended, and as she began sucking David's very hard stiff cock, she continued to use the sprayer on her own pussy while doing so.
"Oh god Anna....that feels good!" David moaned, standing slightly above his wife while she bathed his erect penis, stroking it and lapping at it with her tongue. He watched her using the spray on her pussy too. Just seeing this was adding to the delightful sensations that his mind as well as his body was enjoying.
A brief knock at the back door............
"Aw-oh, I fawgaut aboud Jewdy." Anna mumbled around David's cock as with the knock, the door opened.
"Coffee!"
Dead silence for a moment as Judy walked in and caught the full impact of what was taking place.
"Or not." She said smiling suddenly. She crossed over to the corner of the counter where she could see what was taking place more easily.
"How come you never thought of doing this when we played in the kitchen? I'd have never thought of using the dish-sprayer, but I'm certainly going to try it now!"
Anna quit sucking David's cock long enough to speak to her friend. "You might as well join us Judy, that or sit down and be quiet until we're finished here. You choose!"
David was glad to see Judy reach up then and begin unbuttoning the blouse she was wearing. In moments she stood behind David, her breasts pressing against his ass while he continued standing on the small step stool. Judy reached around then, fondling his balls and fingering his shaft while Anna continued her nice slow smooth suck strokes up and down his incredibly hard cock.
"Hmmmm" I think I'm ready for a nice pussy licking." Anna announced suddenly. And since you interrupted our fun Judy. I think its only fair that you be the one to lick it? Don't you agree? David?"
"No doubt about it hon." David said, finally climbing down off the ladder. "And I know the perfect place for it too. After all, it is nearly lunch time!"
David cleared off the knickknacks and bowl of fruit from the table. Spotting a banana however, he pulled that from the bowl and laid it down on the table next to Anna when she placed herself on it.
"I see what you have in mind naughty boy. You just love to see your wife's pussy getting fucked by a piece of fruit don't you?"
Judy picked up the banana and gently began to ease it inside Anna's cunt as she spread herself almost obscenely in order to make it easier for Judy to do so. "Oh...you know you love it Anna. And I love fucking you with them."
"I see you've shared this particular little experience before then?" David asked. "I wish I'd been here to see it."
"Well you are now honey. You.......ah........oh.......are.......ah ah ah.....now." Anna moaned as Judy slowly began fucking inside her with the fruit.
Seeing this, and watching as Judy now bent over so she could also begin to lick her best friends slit, he also had a magnificent view of Judy's enormous tits as they hung down in a purely erotic natural pose. "Damn. I love watching those tits sway!" Judy continued fucking into her friend with the banana and sucking and licking her clit. It was finally too much to simply sit idly back without doing anything however, and David finally stepped around Judy from behind.
"I think it's time we fucked this pussy too. Don't you agree Anna?" David stood behind Judy slapping his hard cock against Judy's fleshy ass cheeks as she stood bent over Anna's wet moist cunt.
"Oh yes. And I think that you need to fuck her very hard too. I think she was very naughty for walking in on us, and needs to be punished just a little bit as well. So a few nice hard slaps on her ass while your fucking her should do nicely."
David could tell his wife was already extremely horny. That "naughty-woman" in her was in a very aroused state and was apt to want to see or do anything when she got like that. David gave one of Judy's quivering ass cheeks a nice hard resounding slap which left a very clear red mark on her when he did.
"Ouch!" Judy whimpered honestly. "That hurt you prick!" But she went immediately back to tongue fucking Anna's cunt after having said it to. And David gave her other ass a similar little resounding slap as well. "Fucker!" She half yelled, half moaned into Anna's pussy.
"I think she's starting to enjoy it David. Fuck her nice and hard for a moment, then spank her ass again for me. If she thinks she's getting off that easy..........ouch! Bitch! You just bit my clit!"
Judy laughed with a mouth full of pussy, and David rammed his cock hard and fully inside Judy's cunt, he sunk himself to the hilt with one swift forceful lunge, and the moment he felt his balls slapping her ass cheeks, he came down with his hand once again and smacked her ass firmly.
He'd slapped her just as hard, perhaps even a tiny bit harder than he'd done the first time. Judy groaned with pleasure now however, and hummed her approval and satisfaction and enjoyment into Anna's cunt.
"I think she's purring David. Fuck her hard again...pull out all the way; hold it there, and then ram your prick inside her as hard as you can for me."
David did exactly as Anna suggested, his cock slid wonderfully up Judy's incredibly slick wet cunt, and once again he felt his cock buried so deeply inside her cunt that he heard Judy's breath give way as it did. David began to slam in to Judy's pussy from behind with long forceful strokes. Each time their flesh came together in a resounding slap as perspiration, mingled with their juices began to accumulate and add to the erotic sounds that each one of them heard while Enjoying this erotic naughty threesome.
Anna's own pussy was producing wonderful lubrications which had already slicked up and begun sticking to the outside of the banana as Judy continued fucking it into her. Her own cunt was awash with her feminine cum-cream, and she was enjoying the incredible sensation as Judy twisted, slid, and twisted the yellow fuck-fruit in her cunt.
"Oh Judy....oh Judy!" She groaned.
And Judy was moaning and mewling as well, still licking, still sucking and kissing and nipping at Anna's love slit and clitoris. David's cock thrusting in and out in long wonderful feeling strokes of his manhood, filling her pleasure cavity and producing the most thrilling sensations inside her. The fact that she was fucking her friend with a banana at the same time, just added a particularly wonderful perverted excitement to the sensations her cunt was feeling, and she knew that she was only moments away from another fantastic orgasm.
Seconds later, Judy's cunt exploded. Rivulets of her cunt juices sprayed around David's embedded shaft fighting to get out. In ran in thin clear liquid streams around his prick and down the insides of her thighs, down her legs as well as covering David's balls which continued to press up against her as he held himself inside Judy's cunt, savoring and enjoying her orgasm right along with her.
"Cum you bastard." Anna yelled at him then. "Shoot your fuck cream all over us David! And hurry, I want to see it while I'm cumming!"
Once again he began to move in and out, in and out with nice easy strokes. David too was savoring the way Judy's still spasiming, still quivering cunt was milking him and delighting his cock flesh.
"Ah....ah.....ah...ahhhhhh fuuuuuuuuck!" David felt his sperm roll up inside his tight balls, felt it begin the short glorious trip up his shaft, heading for the volcanic tip of his prick. And he pulled out just as the first thick creamy ribbon of sperm flew from his dick head.
Anna watched as David un-cunted himself from Judy, saw him hold up his swollen purple helmeted prick, and watched the tip expand to lose the first ejaculate. As though it were in slow motion for her, she felt her own orgasm triggered by the jettison of her husband's cream. Watched as it cascaded in a white frothy stream of hard-felt ecstasy. She watched it clip the neckline of Judy's head, some of which managed to land upon her own breasts. She cupped them, pulling on her nipple's almost willing David to aim at them so that she might catch the next volley against her breasts. David saw this in the split second that his wife had done so, he adjusted his cock aim as he jacked his staff, felt the next powerful spurt fly from his cock, and was delighted to see it hit target almost perfectly.
With her own orgasm fully enveloping her now as well, the feel of Judy's still lapping tongue on her clit, the banana buried deeply inside her cunt, she played with David's cum as he managed to splash some on her left breast. She took his cream, smashing her tits against one another so that her nipples could lick from each other and share in the gift that David had deposited there for her.
Slowly they all began to recuperate. Judy had finally sat down on one of the kitchen chairs, though Anna simply continued to lay atop of the kitchen table, gathering her own self together with deep relaxing satisfied breaths. David stood, though propping himself against the side of the kitchen counter, his cock though drooping slightly, still throbbed with a tiny droplet of cum dangling from the soft underside of his scrotum, which continued to hang there suspended as a testament to the incredible orgasm they had all just shared.
"Cof - fee". Judy finally managed. Still somewhat breathless.
Hours later, Anna and David finally managed to sit down and discuss their early morning appointment with the couple that had requested someone to join them for an erotic encounter as a surprise for his wife's anniversary.
"What I discussed with Rick was this. He takes people up in Hot-Air Balloons for a living. He told his wife that he'd been asked by this couple, which is 'us' to take them up for a very special occasion. Apparently his wife wasn't too happy, primarily since it was "their" anniversary that they would be having to do this on. But Rick explained to her that we'd paid a lot of money for the adventure, and had even prepared something else special near the landing point about an hour or so away."
"So what is it we're supposed to do then?" David asked.
"Well, 'we're' supposed to get 'really' frisky, amorous with one another while we're up in the balloon. Rick's not one hundred percent sure how his wife's even going to respond to us doing that, but he's already hinted at her that because we've paid so much money, and because this is "our" fantasy Hot-Air Balloon ride, that no matter what "we" do, his wife Sharon is to let whatever happens happen."
David laughed. "Rick's right you know. No matter what happens, it will be a 'fantasy' situation for us too. I've always wondered what it would be like to ride in one of those, and if we get a chance to have some 'fun' at the same time...who could ask for anything better?" "You....especially if Sharon has a nice set of tits!" Anna chided him.
"Oh...and your not hoping Rick has a nice big dick are you?"
Anna stuck her tongue out at David then with a sarcastic look thrown in for good measure. Almost immediately however she went from sticking her tongue out, to using it to lick her own lips with suggestively.
"That's true.....and I just thought of something naughty because of it."
"What's that?" He asked her.
"We'll see come tomorrow. I'm not even sure if we will, but it's something I just thought of and sort of gave me a naughty 'thrill' thinking about it. So if it happens, you'll know. And if it doesn't then I'll tell you afterwards what it was I was thinking about anyway."
"Knowing you Anna, I'm sure it's as nasty as all get out."
And once again she gave him a long pointed tongue and look to go with it.
They got up bright and early the following morning. It was after all a little over an hours drive to reach the place where their Hot-Air Balloon would be waiting for them. That, and as both David and Anna had already discussed as "exciting" possibilities as well. They decided that even if Rick and Sharon turned out to be nothing more that dead-beats, they were still going to take advantage of the situation themselves.



"No sense letting perfectly erotic moments go to waste!" David had stated. And Anna had agreed with him whole-heartedly.
Even the drive up to meet Rick and Sharon at the place where they'd be waiting for them was exciting. Anna had brought along one of her favorite vibrators. They were both still nervous about meeting these two under the circumstances, and Anna had decided to let the "Naughty" in her out long before they got there so that she wouldn't lose her nerve in the event things didn't go as they'd hoped and planned that they would. David drove, watching his lovely wife as she placed her spread legs up on top of the dashboard of the car. Anna began teasing her opening with the tip of the humming little purple colored prick; she toyed with herself in such a way that David found it difficult to keep his eyes on the road.
"Damn Anna...you look hot doing that!"
"Oh, and I am hot too. Just keep your eyes on the road. Especially for any cops."
"I'm sure if we did get pulled over...you could just keep doing that and no "normal" cop anyway would write us up. More likely, he'd give us his address instead!"
Anna laughed. "Your probably right. But be on the lookout anyway."
"What about long haul truckers?" David responded to her.
"Why?"
"Cause there's one coming up along side us now."
Anna didn't even make an effort to hide what it was she was doing. Naughty Woman was very much in the 'mood' at this point. "If he or she sees...they see then! And if not....then it's their loss I guess." Anna lustfully spoke. It was obvious she was extremely excited; her tone was deeper and needful. This was the way Anna spoke and behaved when she was really aroused and excited enough to do anything. And that made David all the more aroused as well.
Sure enough, David watched as the driver started to pass along side them on the left middle lane. He looked up, saw a female passenger look down into their car and smile really wide. In the next instant, the truck slowed down sufficiently enough to pull in behind them, and David traded lanes with them almost immediately.
"I think you're about to have an audience."
Once again the truck pulled up along side them, but with no intention of passing them when it did. "Peel off the top honey, let em see those tits of yours too!"
"Ok...but you keep your eyes peeled for any cops. And.......keep your eyes on the road a little too. I don't want us running off the road and getting in any accidents. I could just see someone finding me dead with a dildo in my cunt."
The trucker had pulled up sufficiently to have a very good view down into the passenger seat of the car as Anna finished removing her top. She held her breasts in her hands for him, and he signaled his delight by honking his horn for her. Shortly after, Anna went back to fucking herself with the vibrator, once again her legs spread widely atop of the dashboard of the car.
"Oh wow babe. Look what's happening next door."
Anna glanced up and over at the truck. The woman she'd first noticed when the rig had pulled up along side of them was now balanced in the front part of the truck on their dash as well. She too was naked and obviously playing with herself for her partners delight as well as David and Anna's.
"Wow. That's wild!" David said.
"Eye on the road."
"But Anna."
"Well one eye anyway." She teased as she picked up the tempo as the vibrator moved easily in and out of her very went sloppy cunt.
The woman in the truck next to them had enormous breasts, and had several tattoos on them from what David and Anna could both see as well. They watched her lift one up and suck on it herself while the driver fondled and played with the other one.
"Damn good driver in order to do that as well as drive." David mentioned. Only then did Anna realize David had removed his own cock and was slowly stroking it as well.
"I'd say you are too honey. Though I guess it's not quite the same as patting the top of your head and rubbing your tummy at the same time."
They watched then as the woman managed to lean out of the driver's window. She was obviously in a position to get an even better view down into their car, but David guessed she was also in a better position to be getting something else too. The look on her face confirmed it as she closed her eyes in obvious pleasure, as the trucker must have been finger-fucking her from behind as he drove.
"You're not going to believe this." David announced suddenly.
"What?" Anna asked, somewhat alarmed.
"There's another rig coming up on our left."
Anna giggled. "I'll bet he phoned a friend. What do you think?"
"I guess we'll see in a second. If he pulls up along side and stay's there, we'll know. If he keeps going......."
As expected, the rig did slow down, and though David couldn't see the driver very clearly, he assumed that the Driver was somehow managing to look over and across to where Anna was sitting nude, still fucking herself with the purple vibrator.
"I bet from the air this would look interesting." David mused aloud. "No one else behind us for miles, nor in front I am thinking. And two great big eighteen wheel trucks hemming us in, one on each side as we're going down the road."
"Just be careful." Anna stated. "I'm going to try something." She rolled her window down completely then, and managed to very easily position herself near fully from the waist up sticking outside of it. She stood there, caressing her tits as the truck driver as well as his wife watched her from their vantage point. David reached over, and began finger-fucking Anna's cunt from behind. He knew the look that Anna was expressing probably hinted to the two of them what it was that he was most likely doing to her.
Although Anna was now blocking his on view into the cab of the truck next to them, he had a marvelous view of his own wife's ass as she humped herself up and down atop the vibrator she was still using in her pussy, as well as enjoying the sensations that David's fingers were giving to her tight puckered little asshole as well.
Anna climbed back inside their car. "You gotta see this David." She announced as she once again repositioned her self on the seat.
David glanced over. The woman was now straddling her husband while he drove. They were obviously fucking now as he watched her bouncing up and down in the guys lap. No doubt, the driver on their left also had a pretty good view as to what was taking place as he blew his horn in obvious approval as well.
"Damn. We don't have much longer." David indicated. They just passed the sign stating their own exit was less that two miles away. "Can you cum before we exit for them Anna?"
"Couldn't you tell? I already did when I was leaning outside of the window."
"Fuck. And I missed it!"
"Don't worry sweetie, I'm sure you'll see me do it again, and soon too. We've only got a mile now, so you'd better honk and speed up, let em know we've got an appointment to keep or they're liable to keep us hemmed in here between the two of them."
David did just that then. He honked his own horn, promptly sped the car up so as to get ahead of the two trucks and made his intention clear by signaling as they changed lanes. David and Anna both waved as they went on ahead, and once again received two simultaneous long drawn out blasts of the trucker's horns as they finally parted.
"Well that was certainly fun." Anna said trying to redress as quickly as possible.
David hadn't as yet put his own cock away either.
"You going to meet Sharon and Rick with your dick out?"
"Maybe. It would certainly get things off to a fast start don't you think? Maybe I should explain how it is that everyone greets one another at the 'Club'. "Actually, I'm waiting for it to go down a little so it will be easier to put away." Moments later, they took their exit, and upon reaching the stop sign at the intersection, David managed to get his still fairly firm cock back inside his pants.
"Well...just a few more minutes now. You ready for a morning of naughty fun?"
"What is it you think we've been doing?" Anna chided David. "Oh. And something else you'd better realize. You have a wet-spot!" Anna did burst out laughing then, there was no way David was going to be able to completely hide that obvious little situation.

David looked down, saw it and laughed. "Well, if there ever was an "ice-breaker" I guess this would be it. We'll see if they even notice it."
"Oh...they will!" Anna said, reaching over and rubbing David's cock through the material of his pants. "I guarantee it."
Minutes later David took the turn they'd been told to expect and saw an enormous multi-colored hot-air balloon sitting in the middle of a wide-open field waiting for them. "There they are." David indicated.
A blonde haired woman was standing close to the balloon along with two other men who had obviously been helping to get it ready for flight. Another man was waving at them already and pointing to where he wanted David to go ahead and pull their own car over. He'd begun walking in their direction the moment he'd spotted them coming up the road.
"That must be Rick." Anna stated. "I'm sure we'll get some last minute instructions before we actually meet the wife."
"You ready for this?" David asked.
"I'll be sucking your dick in less than fifteen minutes." Anna warned him. "I'm way ready!"
Rick introduced himself to David and Anna the moment they pulled up along side him. He spoke hurriedly to them immediately after that.
"I've already told Sharon that you guys have paid me a lot of money for this 'private' little excursion. I told her to expect the two of you to undress as soon as we're up a ways and out of sight. That ballooning 'naked' was just one of the things you two wanted to experience. Normally Sharon's pretty open- minded and fairly uninhibited herself. But she's very shy and withdrawn around strangers, and has no clue of course what this is really all about anyway."
"So just really go for it huh?" David asked.
"Do whatever you want to. The naughtier the better I think anyway. It's bound to have some effect on her, and I think she'll loosen up considerably the moment the two of you really get going. We'll land down in another field about an hour from now. And I've got a special little surprise waiting for all of us there that Sharon doesn't even know anything about. So if all goes according to plan, we're in for a nice enjoyable afternoon."
"Sounds great!" Anna said. "Let's go meet the Mrs. Then." Anna took a quick brief look at David's crotch. The 'wet-spot' was indeed much larger and very noticeable as well. "Let's see what she does when she sees that." She whispered to David as they began to approach the balloon and Sharon who was now smiling and headed towards them as well.
As they finally did come together and were shaking hands, David had noticed that Sharon had indeed glanced down towards his wet crotch.
"Sorry...spilled a drink in my lap on the way up."
"More like 'leaked' one." Anna said, shaking Sharon's hand as they were introduced, and winking at her as she said it.
Sharon laughed nervously, and purposely kept her eyes averted from even looking at David after that as they made their way over to the balloon.
"The wind conditions are perfect for a ride." She announced. "We should be going up shortly now, just a last few minor preparations and then the chase team will head off to meet us as well as follow along our flight path. I'm sure Rick has filled you in on the details, we've got some wine and snacks aboard, so enjoy yourselves during the flight."
David and Anna watched Sharon as she caught up with her husband momentarily and spoke with him. "Wish I was a mouse in her pocket right now." David whispered over to Anna.
"I don't think being a mouse in her pocket is what you really have in mind. More like a cock in her cunt."
"She is a looker." David teased back. "But don't tell me you aren't drooling over the possibility of playing with Rick's cock either."
"Guess we'll soon see! Come on, Rick's waving at us to get in."
A short time later, Rick, Sharon, David and Anna were rising high into the early warm afternoon sun. The hot-air balloon lifted easily into the sky, floating as effortlessly and smoothly as Rick had ever seen it do before. "Perfect weather for flying," He commented.
Only a soft gentle breeze carried them along. It was also surprisingly warm and Anna was glad for that, as she would soon be standing naked inside the gondola. She and David had been waiting for Rick's subtle signal to 'proceed'. When he nodded then it would be Anna's cue to begin removing her clothing. They had all prearranged that Anna would go first, in this way Sharon might not be quite so uncomfortable, knowing it was coming, and be better prepared when David then removed his own clothing as well.

"So. You two are celebrating an anniversary or what?" Sharon asked. Her tone wasn't in genuine by any means, but it had a tinge of annoyance in it that she was 'working' on a special 'should be' celebrated anniversary of her own.
"Sort of." David began. "We always find some erotic, sensual way to spend this particular day with one another each year. We celebrate the first day we ever had sex together." This 'explanation' had also been prearranged. Just one more way to get the subject matter in the conversation, not to mention the eventuality of engaging in it as well.
"Oh. So it's not really an anniversary or anything like that then....really." Sharon's tone was still cool, but he did notice a bit of a flush in her cheeks when he'd told her the reason why they were celebrating.
"We celebrate out anniversary too." Anna added. "But we find it keeps things fun and exciting to plan a very special day, a surprise of sorts that we do something erotic, fun and naughty for one another. When we heard that Rick was 'willing' to accommodate our particular fantasy to make love in a hot-air balloon, we just had to do it!"
Sharon spun a quick direct look towards her husband. He'd told her that they'd most likely be taking off their clothes in order to experience hot-air ballooning nude, but he'd mentioned nothing at all to her about the couple actually making love as well. Rick just smiled at his wife sheepishly and shrugged his shoulders. She'd definitely be having a 'chat' with her husband later about this, and they'd damn well be better getting a real bonus out of this trip because of it too.
"Ah, well then. You two feel free to enjoy yourselves then, and ah....well ah do whatever you feel like I guess. Rick and I will just sort of ah........monitor things, and keep an eye out on the horizon, where we're going and how things............"
Sharon stopped talking. She realized she was rambling on and on, and was beginning to feel a little embarrassed as well as slightly uncomfortable. But perhaps it wasn't that as much as in all the time she and Rick had been ballooning together, they had never once made love up here either. And the sudden thought of doing that was causing her to feel a beginning accumulation of moisture between her legs. She realized that she was going to witness, and very soon most likely, the one thing she wished that she and Rick had been able to do as well.
It was then that David and Anna saw Rick nod his head to go ahead and start things. Anna almost immediately reached up in front and began unbuttoning the blouse she was wearing. She'd not worn either a bra or panties for the occasion, so in mere moments, she was standing there completely nude.
"Oh David! This feels so incredibly wonderful!" Anna turned towards Sharon and addressed her so that she would be forced to at least acknowledge her revealed nudity. "I can see why the two of you enjoy Hot-Air ballooning so much. It's so sensual...so invigorating. Have you been doing this very long Sharon?"
Hearing her name, she was forced to turn around and face Anna. She was about to respond back to her when she noticed David had already begun to remove his own clothing. David had purposely begun to undress as soon as he knew what it was his wife was up to. But using her name and asking her a direct question, she had forced Sharon to turn around just as he removed his shorts. David's erect penis sprung forth all swollen hard and throbbing. Mr. Insatiable liked the idea of exposing itself to Sharon, especially since she had not as yet warmed up to the idea.
"I ah......we've ah.....been doing this....." Once again she caught herself. "Well not actually doing "this"........well what I mean is......"
Anna reached behind her a little where she knew that David was standing and ready for her. Her hand reached out, grasped his aroused cock in her hand, and she held it, all the while focusing her attention on Sharon, and smiling somewhat wickedly at her while she did.
"I'll bet you two love coming up here to fuck." Anna stated flatly.
"Actually......." Rick jumped in finally. "......I've never been able to convince Sharon to try it."
Sharon spun on her husband and slapped at him somewhat seriously, but half in jest as well. "You never once told me you wanted to....to...."
"Fuck?" Anna said the word for her.
"Yes.....fuck!" Sharon finally managed to spit out herself.
"I have too. You just said that you couldn't really see us doing it up here. So I never pressed the issue with you again after that."
"You give up too easily Rick. I'd be willing to bet that Sharon would love to make love with you up here...wouldn't you Sharon?" David questioned.
Anna took this opportunity to drop down on her knees then inside the basket. She proceeded to lather up David's cock with her lips while he stood there looking at Sharon and Rick, and the two of them...both speechless, stood there watching as Anna sucked David's cock in front of them.
"Ah.....yes. I never said I wouldn't.................." Her voice was low, almost to the point of a whisper as she responded. Her eyes were glued to the activity taking place in front of her while Anna lovingly sucked, caressed, and fondled David's full hard erection.
When Anna felt like she'd given enough of a show to totally fluster and hopefully stimulate Sharon to some degree at least, she stood back up then and spoke to her. "Come on Sharon, why don't the two of you join us. It feels so good standing here like this, naked under the sun, so wonderfully high up with no one able to see you."
"I don't know....for you guys, maybe doing this is ok. I'm not sure I could........"
"Oh come on honey, now you 'have' said that you'd enjoy coming up here and being nude together. Admit it."
"I said I'd like to fly nude sometime yes...but I never........" Sharon never finished that sentence either. "Rick! Just what the hell are you doing?"
Rick had been removing his own clothing as well. Sharon had been watching Anna sucking David's cock so intently that she hadn't even realized he was naked as well until he stepped over to grasp her breasts from behind. His own rock hard cock was pressing against her still fully clothed ass, and Sharon was stunned as well as shocked that her husband could have so easily found himself aroused and uninhibited enough to expose himself this way in front of total strangers.
"Come on Sharon." Anna coaxed. "Don't let me be the only nude woman here with two nude men available. Besides, you look like you have a gorgeous body, and I'd be willing to bet your breasts are absolutely spectacular."
"Not as pretty as yours are though I'd bet." David said, giving his own wife's tits an affectionate squeeze.
Sharon shot David a challenging look. He looked back at her with the same bold haughty look that she'd given him. "Besides, you can see that she's probably not comfortable showing herself off to anyone except her husband. Doesn't he have a nice hard cock though? I'd bet you'd love to be playing with that monster cock wouldn't you honey?"



"No more than you wish Sharon was playing with yours David."
"So...you want to play with her then Rick?" Sharon turned finally facing her husband. "Fine...!"
Anna and David both wondered if this was the end or the beginning of their trip. Everything basically hinged on the next moment or two. Rick stood there saying nothing. He too was waiting to see where and how this was either going to end, or continue. And then Sharon reached down and pulled her own tight tee-shirt up and over her head. She reached around then as well, unclasped her bra, and flung it over the side of the basket where it floated back down to the ground far below.
"How's that?" She said, still facing her husband.
Rick had an enormous smile on his face at that point. "Beautiful. Simply beautiful." He told his wife. And everyone watched then as Sharon stripped away the last remains of her own clothing in order to join the rest of them totally and completely nude now as well.
"You have wonderful breasts Sharon, doesn't she David? Look at her lovely pink nipples, and they are so erect and hard too. May I Sharon?" And before she could even begin to respond to that one, Anna moved over slightly, close quartered as they were anyway, and captured one of Sharon's nipple's between her lips and sucked it.
"Hmmmmm." She hummed around her nipple, licking it and sucking it lovingly. "They are so sweet tasting too." She said, continuing to flick her hard little nubbin with her tongue as she spoke to them all.
David had signaled for Rick to move in and 'join' Sharon. "Now or never." He'd mouthed the words to Rick saying. And Rick responded almost immediately, bending over to capture his wife's other breast between his own sucking lips as well.
"I'm not really sure about this........" Sharon stated. But even as she spoke the words, she moaned after having said them. The twice-delightful sensation of having both breasts sucked simultaneously was something new and foreign to her. She'd never experienced that before, ever. And as naughty as it was...she was excited by it as well. A total stranger, a woman in fact, sucking on one breast, and her husband sucking on the other while another total stranger stood there watching them all.
Now that the ice had definitely been 'thawed' significantly, David turned his attention back to the actual balloon ride itself. "Is there anything we need to be doing, or aware of?" He asked a little nervously.
Rick stood up from sucking his wife's tit, though Anna continued. And better...Sharon continued to let her. "No. Not really. I'll keep us at the proper altitude for the time being, and the natural wind currents through here are keeping us on course. So for the moment, there's nothing to do except sit back and enjoy the ride actually. Though.......you could take over for me on Sharon's other breast there while I give us a bit more boost."
Again, because of the close quarters, David only had to step forward a foot or so, and bent over a little to cup and suck Sharon's one remaining neglected tit. A burst of hot-hair flamed up inside the balloon, but neither Sharon nor Anna reacted to it. And then he realized why. Anna had at some point slipped a finger up inside Sharon's cunt and was busily finger-fucking her pussy.
"Oh David. You really should feel this. She has got one of the sweetest pussy's you've ever played in before."
Sharon was so lost in the sensations that Anna's toying finger was bringing her that it took a moment for what Anna had just said to actually sink in. As though she had completely forgotten what it was that was happening, what it was that Anna was doing to her, she began to utter a small protest in fact, but as David reacted even quicker, he replaced his own finger with Anna's and began twirling Sharon's clit with it almost immediately.
"No.......oh please, no....I can't..........I........"
"See what I mean David?" Anna said, not even bothering to acknowledge Sharon's meek protest. "Doesn't her cunt feel wonderful?"
"Oh yes...she's got a beautiful cunt, and it so nice and wet too!"
Sharon did moan then as David sunk two fingers deeply inside of her and began pressing them against the inner walls of her vagina as though he were walking his fingers up and inside of her. Once again, she let out a deep-throated groan and her knees nearly buckled then as well.
"She really likes it when I do that too." Rick offered up. "If your doing what it is I think you are, then take turns with your fingers moving them back and forth beside one another like you were tickling her clit if it was inside of her. She's got this "spot"........"
"It's called a 'g-spot'." Anna stated. "Some women are lucky enough to have extra sensitive nerve endings inside them there, actually all women do really. You just need to know how to stimulate them. And I know for a fact, David does."
"You like the way David's fingers are playing with you honey?" Rick asked his wife.
"Ah huh........" She moaned only.
Anna looked at Rick, winked, and turned and looked up at David and winked then at him too. More boldly now, she also reached over and took one of Sharon's dangling hands, lifted it, and pressed David's cock into her palm.
"Feel his cock Sharon. Doesn't he have a nice hard one too? It's almost as big and hard as your own husbands isn't it?"
Anna stood up then, reached over and took Rick's cock in her own hand and began gently pumping it back and forth. Sharon opened her eyes, which Anna could see were slightly out of focus with lust and pleasure, and saw her toying with Rick's cock and balls. As she did that, Sharon began stroking David's prick willingly then as well. Watching her husband getting jacked off, all of them standing nude inside the Hot-Air balloon while they effortlessly floated across the sky was definitely exciting and adventurous. She was milking David's cock freely now and enjoying it while his own hands, two fingers still firmly penetrated inside her own pussy continued to toy with that almost magical special place inside her.
Standing behind her now, Sharon stood with her breasts just resting on the edge of the basket. David continued to fondle her cunt, adding one of her breasts to the erotic sensations he was giving her. Rick soon joined them both, standing beside his wife now as Anna stood behind him, reaching around in front and slowly masturbating his cock so that Sharon could see her doing it.
"Happy Anniversary." Honey. Rick said then, surprising his wife. "We're not here for David and Anna, they're here for you." He leaned over then kissing his wife, and David finally extracted his fingers from inside her cunt, though only doing so reluctantly. Anna was waiting for him however, and he quickly joined her instead, and immediately began toying with his own wife's very wet, very needful pussy.
"You know how you've always said one of your biggest fantasy's was to be ravished by a total stranger? Even possibly another woman whom you had never met? Well....this was the only way I could think of to make it happen for you." He said. "So, are you enjoying this now?" He asked finally.
"You son of a bitch. Yes..............." She smiled hungrily at him. "But I would never have been able to actually go through with it."
"Yes, I know. But now?"
"Hmmmmmm now? David. Come over here. I want to taste you!" David didn't have to be asked twice either. He turned so that Sharon could kneel down in front of him. She quickly took his cock and sucked greedily at it, enjoying the strangeness of it, and the differences between it and her own husbands cock.
Rick stood right beside David so that Anna soon joined her as the two women knelt before them, each one with a cock in her mouth, sucking and almost emulating one another in the way they licked, sucked and made wonderfully erotic sounds with their lips and mouths.
"Fuck me!" David said. "Can you imagine a day any more incredible than this one? Here we are, floating along a perfectly gorgeous day in a Hot-Air balloon, getting sucked off by two beautifully erotic women?"
"That's about all I've been able to do...is imagine it. Until now that is." Rick added, a huge grin spreading across his face, eyes near crossing in an exquisite sense of pleasure as Anna's talented tongue and lips continued to devour him.
"So Anna......" David spoke, interrupting his wife's blowjob. "You mentioned something 'kinky' you wanted to see or do. What was that anyway?" He questioned.
She quit sucking Rick's prick long enough to answer. "Just tell me when it is you get close to cumming, then I'll show you." She said. And added. "But not too close. I want to have time to do this before you start spurting."
David wasn't sure he knew what his wife meant, or even what it was that she had in mind either. But the 'naughty' woman in her was obviously on fire, and once she was in one of those 'moods' David knew to expect anything and everything.
"What's she up too?" Rick asked just as curious as David had been.
"Don't worry. I'll show you, and then the two of you can do the same thing if you want to." Anna implied teasingly...and secretively.
"Whatever it is.......you can be sure of one thing.......Ah, I am starting to get a little close now Anna, Sharon's mouth is going to get a load full if she doesn't stop soon."
"Ok, time to trade then Sharon. And you can watch, and either do what I do, or do whatever you feel like doing. But this is just a little naughty-kinky thing I thought of on the way up here."
There was a cooler resting on the floor of the basket that was filled full of drinks and snacks. "Do you think you can stand up on this without falling out?" She teased daringly.
"Sure...why?"
"Never mind. You'll see soon enough. Stand up on it then, and hang on to the harness." David easily balanced himself, holding on tightly to the guides connecting to the balloon; Anna stood beside of him aiming his rigid prick out over the edge of the basket and proceed jerk him off furiously.
"Oh. I see." He said knowingly now.
"You always said you wanted to know what it feels like to cum in space....well this is about as close as I know how to accomplish that. And besides,,,I want to see you're cum fly out into mid-air and disappear as I watch it fall below us."
"Shit yea!" Rick joined in suddenly as did Sharon. "I want to see and do that too. Come on Rick, stand up here beside him."
In the next instant both Rick and David were balancing atop the large cooler while their wives proceeded to masturbate their cock's, pointing them off and over the edge of the gondola.
"Hmmmm baby. Here it cumssssssssssssssss!" David said through hard clenched teeth. Anna was standing beside him, her hand flying up and down his cock as the first powerful jettison of sperm formed its own massive white balloon and shot out the tip of his cock. A great arching ribbon of his cum cream shot out a short distance, then seemed to float downwards, spiraling away in a brief few seconds until it simply disappeared from view, due in part to absorbing the coloration of the surrounding sky as it fell, but also due to the rapidity as it fell heading away from the balloon as it continued to move away too.
A second even more longer reaching finger of cum spewed out, this one too disappearing seconds later, but as Anna continued jacking out squirt after precious squirt of David's cum cream, he had to step back down inside the basket as his knees had indeed begun to buckle underneath him.
Seeing this, soon triggered Rick's own release as well, and David was fortunate enough to lean over the side and with Anna watching as well, Sharon stroked Rick's cock off in a similar fashion until he was pouring torrents of his own cream off into the empty air of space as well.
Sharon began laughing suddenly.
"What's so funny?" Rick asked her.
"I just hope your brother and sister in law aren't anywhere beneath us she said jokingly."
"There is a red truck down below and behind us." Anna suddenly stated.
"Oh no!" Sharon near screamed.
"What now?" David asked. And Rick was red-faced and chortling as well.
"Knowing them....Tracy's probably had binoculars on us the entire time."
"No shit?" Anna said, laughing hard as ever then too.
And Sharon was bright red in the face as she realized it as well. "No kidding. I don't doubt for a minute they just saw what we just did."
"Something to have a good laugh over later then." David offered hopefully.
"Something anyway." Rick finished.
Anna saw the 'mood' could easily slip away if she didn't act fast then too. "Ok, and now for Sharon." She suddenly said redirecting the conversation before it put a total damper on everything.
"Come here kiddo....it's your turn."
"I'm not sure I'm really........"
But Anna had already slipped a finger back inside Sharon's cunt and had bent over to begin licking her still very wet slit as well. David joined her in acknowledging that they 'both' had to do something quickly to keep Sharon in the 'mood' as well as the spirit without worrying about what may have, or what may not have been seen by her husbands brother and sister in law. He stepped behind Sharon then, and reaching around in front of her began toying and pulling on her hard firm nipples while Anna tongued and licked her clitoris, quickly restoring some fiery altitude to the hot-air cunt she was now flying as well.
"That's it. Keep her busy for a few minutes." Rick asked them both. "I'm beginning our descent into the clearing now, and I don't want her to see anything just yet."
Anna had managed to pull Sharon down on top of her so that she was now sitting and riding her face. David lay down so that he was able to easily lick his own wife at the same time that she was licking and eating Sharon's hot wet pussy.
"Damn you guys. You should see how good the three of you look from up here."
"Hmmmm. You should 'feel' how good this feels from down here." Sharon purred. "A minute or two longer...and I'm gonna cum all over her."
"Do it then baby!" Rick urged her. "I've always wanted to see that anyway, and especially you cumming because another woman's licking that beautiful pussy of yours!"
David could tell by his own wife's reactions that she was timing and holding off her own pending orgasm as well. He matched what he knew would be the final trigger point to bringing about his own wife's orgasmic release. She was simply waiting on Sharon. The moment she began........
"Oh. Oh...Oh Anna...now now now...for god's sakes now!"
Its what she'd been waiting to hear. Anna captured Sharon's clit between her lips and sucked on it for all she was worth. She felt the gush of Sharon's cunt juices flood her face, and then allowed her own orgasm to erupt inside her own cunt, helped along of course by David who was waiting for what he knew to be his wife's pussy signal. He felt her cunt contract around his finger, which was buried deeply inside her. Feeling her pussy contract around him, he increased the tempo, 'tickled' that wonderfully sensitive spot deep inside her pussy with his finger tips, and clamped down on Anna's clit with his own lips the way he knew she'd be doing to Sharon's.
Sharon's scream of pure unbridled pleasure followed her all the way to the ground as with a gentle subsiding release of Anna's tickling licking tongue, she came in for a nice soft landing just as the basket did likewise beneath them for real.
"Perfect." Rick said.
"And so was the landing." David added.
Having only moments to dress, Rick still didn't allow his wife to look outside of the basket they were all now sitting down in. Already the 'team' had arrived and were busily securing the balloon and would hurriedly take everything down and stow it all away in record setting time. They knew of the 'additional' Anniversary surprise that Rick still had waiting for his wife.
Sharon faced her sister in law with a great deal of embarrassment and self-consciousness.
"Tell me you didn't see anything Tracy!" She asked her.
Tracy was grinning from ear to ear however. "Sorry sis.....but I have to tell you. That was about the hottest thing I've ever seen you do before. And that's the god honest truth! I already told Steve that he's taking me up for one of these 'special' rides. And not only that...but I like the idea of doing what you guys obviously all did together anyway. By the way...where ever did you find them?"
"Through a service, a place called Masturbation Club. You have no idea what kind of adventures and possibilities exist through them." Rick responded to them all. "And I can't thank David and Anna enough for helping me surprise my wife with something special like this on our Anniversary either."
"And I see its not over yet either." Anna said, noticing what Rick had already prepared well ahead of time for his wife.
In the middle of the meadow sat a large comfortable four-poster bed. A dining table elegantly prepared with dinner waiting for them under sterling silver trays, a bottle of expensive Champaign on ice waiting to be opened.
"I think its time we left these two alone now, don't you David?" Anna said. "And who's giving us a lift back to our car?" She asked adding the second question.
Tracy was smiling. "Oh, no one but me taking the two of you back. I want to hear all the details, and schedule an appointment for Steve and I with the two of you sometime soon. Really soon!"
"Will you let David drive your car on the way back?"
"Sure...why?" Tracy asked curiously.
"Oh. I thought you and I could sit together in the back seat and sort of discuss things. And I can give you sort of a preview of what the Club has to offer. How's that sound?" Anna asked.
"Sounds fine to me!" She said tossing the car keys at David.
And Mr. Insatiable, Mr. Ever-ready, Mr. Ready to go again cock, would have smiled if it could. And probably was anyway...
#
Masturbation Club - Chapter Fourteen
By: Thesandman
It had been a long difficult day at work for David. A few minutes before clearing off his desk, Anna called him from home.
"Are you leaving work on time tonight?" She asked him.
It certainly wasn't unusual for her to call him, but David sensed a tone of excitement in her voice. There was one thing to be said about Anna, anything and everything seemed possible, especially when she was excited about something.
"As a matter of fact, I was just cleaning off my desk and about to leave. Why?"
"Do you think you can manage a couple of days off this weekend?" So we can stretch it out to four days...maybe even five?"
"What are you up too Anna?" David asked her.
"I'll show you....and tell you about it when you get home." She promised. "But first...stop in and talk with Brad on your way out before you leave and ask him if he can let you off for a few days vacation."
David had been putting in a great deal of extra time. He'd managed to salvage a major account where he worked, and had been told what a great job he'd done in resolving some major problems associated with their customer.
"Besides....." Anna continued, "Brad did say he owed you one. So tell him you want to collect. And if he doesn't agree to that, then you can throw in the fact that I'll drop by one afternoon at his office and give him the best blowjob of his life."
"Wow...this really must be important then Anna!" David laughed over the phone. "Especially since Brad's been hot for your body ever since I started working here. For you to finally "relent" and even entertain doing that with him must be because of something important to you."
Anna laughed over the phone on her end too. "Oh....it is sweetie!" She said. "I can hardly wait to show you the brochures!"
"Brochures?" David thought. But before he could ask her anything more, she told him she'd see him when he got home then and hung up the phone. Grabbing his briefcase, David then headed down the hall towards Brad's office. He didn't figure he'd actually have to bribe him with a blowjob to get his days off, but knowing Anna, she'd probably go through with it if that's what it took to get his vacation approved.



The moment David walked in the door he knew that Anna was definitely excited about something. A trail of rose petals littered the floor, trailing off down the hall towards the stairs leading up to the bedroom. Several candles sat burning as well on each one of the stairs leading up to their room. David loosened his tie, sat his briefcase down by the hallway desk table, and saw a glass of his favorite wine sitting there waiting for him.
"Ah oh." David thought to himself. "She's pulling out the BIG guns....seduction, wine, great sex....."
As David began to ascend the stairway towards their bedroom, he'd already decided that whatever it was that Anna wanted, or wanted to do, they were going to. But if she was going to use some erotic little seduction as part of her scheme to get her way, he wasn't about to ruin that for her...or for himself for that matter. He'd make some pretense of not wanting to do it for whatever reason, and then of course eventually give in. It was all apart of the fun anyway, and suddenly the long hard day seemed to melt away and was immediately replaced by enthusiastic arousal.
David drained the last of his wine and left the glass sitting on the post of the banister. Mr. "Ever-ready" was already awake and throbbing inside his pants in expectation of whatever it was that his wife was up to. David took his time going upstairs, knowing full well that Anna would hear him coming up. He removed his tie, tossing it, as well as his jacket before he'd even reached the top of the stairs. Unbuttoning his shirt as he reached the landing, he soon had it off as he headed down the short hallway towards their bedroom. The rose petals and candles continued down the hallway as well stopping just short of the closed bedroom door.
He stood outside briefly, removed his slacks, shorts, and socks, and left them in a pile next to the door. Placing his hand on the doorknob, he turned it and walked into the room.
Anna, and their friend Judy and another woman that David had never even seen before were all lying on the bed side by side, waiting for him. If that wasn't enough to cause his cock to twitch with instantaneous interest, seeing the three of them all laying there side by side with quietly little "humming" vibrators embedded in all three women would have brought the dead back to life.
Standing there with a full-blown erection gazing down on the spectacle of flesh displayed before him, David still felt a little silly and slightly confused.
"Ok.....I know this is going to sound silly perhaps. Especially with me standing here like this." He indicated, and actually pointing at his erection. "But number one...."Anna"." He said emphasizing her name as the question, "Just what IS going on here? And number two....I don't believe that we've ever met?" He said, now crossing the room to the side of the bed where the luscious looking Brunette with long flowing dark hair spread out against the pillow lay with a deep purple vibrator sticking out of her cunt.
For a second David half expected the woman to reach up and shake his cock "hello" the way they made introductions at the "Clubs". Even then, it was still strange enough when she kept one hand on her vibrator, holding it inside her, and reached up with the other one to take his.
"Hi. I'm a friend of Judy's." She said.
Just hearing that spoke volumes. David had always considered Anna's friend Judy as a bit on the wild side, and inviting someone over to "join" the two of them out of the blue wouldn't have been out of character for her to have done so.
"Nice to meet you." David said, taking her hand and shaking it.
"Her name is Marilyn" Anna interjected then. "She's just come back from this sensuality retreat. The one I want to show you, and talk to you about." She offered. "She's been showing us some of the exercises they did while they were staying there."
"I see." David said, finally letting go of Marilyn's hand. "So is this particular exercise your doing just for women? If it is...I guess I can leave and let you all finish up in here by your selves...."
"Don't be silly." Judy said then joining in. "We just wanted to give you a little taste of what's in store for you."
"Here? Or wherever it is this place is at?" David said playing along.
"Actually, both." Anna told him. "Now....be a good boy and sit down in that chair for a moment, and just watch." Marilyn will tell you what it is you can expect to see and do while we're there. And then....the three of us will show you!"
David walked back to one of the two comfortable wing-backed chairs they had sitting in the bedroom and sat down. "This IS starting to get interesting." He thought to himself, and sat back as Marilyn began explaining the particular exercise they were now doing, as well as to what they could expect when they went off to the retreat.
"By the way....." David interrupted. "Before things really get going here, when are we going to this retreat...wherever it is anyway?"
"In the morning. I've already made reservations and purchased the airfare. We leave at seven."
David figured the second part of his question could wait. Sitting back, seeing the three naked women all lying back on the bed together had taken over his primary curiosity. Wondering where it was they were going, and "why" actually wasn't nearly as important at the moment. And besides, Mr. Fucking hard cock had his full attention on the three women as it was. And everything else was suddenly a blur.
"Now ladies....hold your vibrators in without using your hands. Clamp down on them using the muscles inside your vagina only. See how long you can keep it there before it slips out. And no fair using your legs to do it with either Judy. Open wider...both of you."
And David enjoyed watching Marilyn put his wife and Judy through one of the obvious "work-shops" she'd told them about. And this was only one of them. All the others were covered in the "brochure" that Anna had alluded to earlier. And he was interested now, and curious about what else was "offered" at this "Sensuality" clinic that Anna was so anxious to attend.
David was slightly disappointed in one respect. He'd expected to soon after find himself in some wild crazed orgy or something with the three women. But they weren't there for that, nor was he as he came to find out. He did however enjoy it when he was finally asked to come over and lay down on the bed. Marilyn then proceeded to show Anna and Judy the various "techniques" that she'd been shown herself to stimulate and pleasure her partner manually. It was a little weird in a way as Marilyn placed her hand on him, but then began talking, acting like she was an instructor herself. But the actual "pleasure" she gave him while she demonstrated some of the various things she had learned was certainly a worthwhile experience.
And of course, both Judy and Anna had to try some of the things Marilyn had showed them as well. And David was more than happy to oblige them both while they "practiced" on Mr. Hard Throbbing cock, who was more than happy to accommodate them.
An hour later, David had managed to enjoy two very satisfying orgasms. Marilyn had given him one of those, twisting and turning, pulling on his prick in ways he'd never thought possible before. After a short period of rest, and some time to recover, she had then instructed Judy and Anna in another less forceful, but long and drawn out technique which definitely suited the "two" women as they "tag-teamed" him and brought him off almost too excruciatingly slowly.
Marilyn and Judy left a short time after that, leaving Anna to finally sit down with him and pour over the brochures. There was a wide variety of seminars, classes, workshops, and "one-on-one" practice sessions, along with some other kinds of "group" activities. Dependant upon what you wanted to do or see, or how many classes you wanted to attend, dictated the amount of time a person could actually spend there. And suddenly David understood why Anna wanted the two of them to have five days. She fully intended to attend each and every session and workshop that was offered.
Secondly, the place was located in a remote area somewhere in Texas. They'd fly into one of the local airports, but from there, be flown by helicopter off to the far away and remote sight where their privacy and confidentiality was assured. Marilyn had even commented that some Celebrity's had been rumored to have checked in there themselves for some real personal instruction. Though she'd never heard for sure who they were, nor even seen them obviously. Private bungalows were given to everyone who attended where they could spend some of their evenings practicing the techniques they'd been taught. Other evenings had scheduled events and activities, all of which centered on the "Sensuality" and techniques taught in the art of "Love-Making".
"You sure we really need to go and do this?" David questioned. "I didn't think our sex-life was all that bad?" He asked Anna honestly.
"It isn't. But because it is so good, are you so content and assured of yourself that you are curious, and interested in seeing if it is as good as we think it is? Or "if"...and I know for you that's a BIG "if" right now, that it could possibly be even better?"
David conceded the point. He wasn't really worried whether he was a good lover or not. Truth be told, he knew he was. But he wasn't stupid enough to think that he still couldn't learn a thing or two either. So the reason for not going was suddenly a forgone conclusion. And besides, he also knew the experience "would" be exciting, and sexual, and he'd also be able to enjoy one of his favorite "kinks", if one could call it that. And that was watching other people, that alone was enough to make David agree to going, and enthusiastically so.
David and Anna arrived late in the afternoon. The moment they touched down they were immediately greeted by women, who as David noticed came in all shapes and sizes. All of which were bare breasted, wearing nothing more than fig leafs. Likewise, the arrival of several men, young as well as older came to take what little luggage everyone had, and take it to their rooms. Even these men wore little else than a bright green leaf covering their groin, though some had arm bands of leafy material which was worn more as an adornment more than anything else.
Once the helicopter had lifted off, a woman who David guessed to be in her mid to late fifty's approached them. Like everyone else, she wore only a simple fig leaf. Her more than ample breasts were bare as she carried her self with an air of dignity and purpose. The fact that her large breasts were far from perfect didn't detract from the obvious sensuality that she so naturally seemed to exude. In fact, her pendulous free swaying breasts seemed even more erotic than David might have otherwise found attractive, or even considered as being before.
"Welcome....welcome.... everyone, to "Paradise"!" She told them all.
"Your bags have been taken to your rooms. If everyone will please follow me, I will take you to the clothing hut where you will be given locker assignments where you can store your clothing during your stay. Everyone will be issued a simple fig leaf, as you have seen everyone else here is wearing."
Leading them down through a tropical garden paradise in the midst of a desert somewhere in the middle of nowhere, "Tawna," as she'd addressed herself, led the way towards the clothing hut she'd just mentioned.
"You know if you read the brochure, that aside from a few other "minor" articles of clothing we've told you to bring, or that you could wear during some of our activities, you'll all be wearing nothing more than the actual fig leafs that will be given to you.
There had been three other couples on board the helicopter they'd arrived on. But David realized some others had also recently arrived, and were just now leaving the clothing hut themselves. A few seemed somewhat nervous, even slightly embarrassed and apprehensive to be wearing so little in the way of clothing. Others, walked, chatting easily and comfortably in their new attire.
Even the "Clothing Hut" as it had been referred to disallowed anyone from disrobing in private. Rows of long benches, much like a simple locker room awaited the new arrivals, so that men and women alike simply took of their clothing, and placed it inside the lockers with nothing more than their names already in place and waiting for each of them.
"Once everyone has finished undressing, and re-dressing...." Tawna stated, "You'll be redirected to the main activities room for indoctrination, and room assignments. There are drinks of all kinds available to everyone on your way in, so we invite you to help yourselves. See you in a few minutes then." She stated, and turned and walked away.
Like their Hostess, and several of the obvious "staff" on premise, not everyone who arrived were the perfect "bodied" people that David and Anna initially expected might sign up for one of these. Everyone there had their flaws...some minor, others obvious. But the fact that everyone was "normal" looking as David often referred to people that didn't look or act like Ken and Barbie's...as he called them, soon had he and Anna looking even more forward to their stay here.
They soon had dawned their leafy attire, and followed a woman who directed them towards the main building. David had expected some kind of near "clinical" setting once they finally did get inside, but along with everyone else, he was as surprised as they were. The inside of the main structure was indeed like walking into a Tropical Paradise. There were no chairs, no tables, and no white washed walls. Everything was natural, plants and fauna of every description was growing everywhere. A waterfall sat off to one side of the room that emptied into a large expansive pool. Several ledges, alcoves, and rock formations hinted at places where one could sit lay down and actually relax either in or out of the water if one chose to do so too.
Tawna was herself standing inside the sparkling blue pool of water. Once again she greeted everyone, and told them a little about the place and its purpose. She explained the schedule of events, during the hours when clinic's, workshops etc were not being given, and what everyone there could do, or go in their own spare time. Dinners could be taken in their rooms, or in the main banquet room depending on everyone's mood. There was a twenty four-hour round the clock menu of delicacies, and treats that would make any Gourmet's mouth water.
"Are you sure we didn't sign up for heaven?" David turned asking Anna.
"Shhhh!" She motioned to him holding her finger up to her lips. "I want to hear this!"
David and Anna were soon given their bungalow assignment, and saw they were in unit 24B. As they quickly learned, they were to be "paired" up with other couples for the duration of their stay. The reasons for which would become obvious as things progressed. They also learned that there was a connecting door between the two units which would allow passage and access back and forth between rooms, but only if the couples who found them selves paired off together wanted to utilize that particular option.
Shortly after that as introductions were made all around from everyone who had come to attend the retreat, David and Anna were introduced to Terry and Denise, their couples partners and who would be staying in unit 24A.
Almost immediately the four of them seemed to "click". Though Terry and Denise were several years younger than either David or Anna, it was evident almost immediately that there was a mutual attraction. David also couldn't help looking periodically at Denise's wonderfully large breasts with brown colored nipples that seemed to remain in a near permanent state of arousal. That was certainly a real benefit as far as he was concerned towards this near nude attire they were all wearing. Every woman he encountered or looked at was bare breasted of course. And he particularly liked the way Denise's breasts sat against her chest. Likewise, it appeared that Terry rather enjoyed himself while gazing at Anna's. And this soon had the two of them talking and teasing us, especially when it was realized that a couple of leafs had started moving and beginning to extend out a little.
The four of them got far better acquainted over dinner. As the first evening was more of a get acquainted type of affair, there was very little else to do but sit, eat, drink and socialize. The four of them then took that time, learned more about one another as well as what it was they were all hoping to get out of this experience. When it came time for bed however, the door between their adjoining rooms remained locked and closed. Even David felt that it was far too soon to even begin to hope for any intimate encounters outside of his and Anna's relationship. But....there were several days remaining. And one of the more interesting sessions would begin bright and early in the morning.
In the morning before breakfast, we joined several other couples in the community bath. Including Terry and Denise who were already there. Interestingly enough several couples were in fact bathing and washing one another and it was obvious they weren't the same couples that had been seen arriving together the day before. As Terry and Denise were "paired" with David and Anna, it was natural for them to congregate together at one end of the giant tub where several towels and bars of fresh soap awaited them.
Initially, David began washing Anna's back. But as he turned around in order that she might wash his, he found himself facing Denise.
"Go ahead." Terry told him. And handed David a fresh bar of soap. Seconds later he stood lathering up those magnificent tits that he'd been admiring earlier. Anna came around him then to stand by his side, and handed over her bar of soap to Terry.
"Your turn." She told him. And soon, Terry was working up frothy lather and using it to spend most of his time washing Anna's full rounded breasts. Just when things seemed to be getting really interesting, it was noticed that they were running past time they'd have for breakfast, and still be on time for the first session. Reluctantly, they dried one another off, put the fig leafs back on and headed for breakfast.
Tawna as well as several other assistants were there to meet them and several other couples in was to be the first physical workshop session. They entered a room that was dimly lit, even though it was morning. The "mood" and the atmosphere of the room immediately put everyone at ease, especially as it took a moment for everyone's eyes to adjust to the semi darkness. Several comfortable looking padded tables stretched out and filled the entire room, enough for exactly one half of the couples who had entered.
Tawna immediately began the session as soon as everyone was inside.
"This morning, you will all learn the stimulation of what we call "First Touch".
David noticed perhaps for the first time that Tawna was totally naked. She soon climbed up onto one of the tables and positioned herself as she then told everyone else to do, having already divided up the "partnership" accordingly.
"Everyone here probably thinks they know their partners body fairly well. Their wants, their needs, and what makes them feel the best." Tawna began.
"This class is designed to learn, and to be able to teach one another new sensations, and what better way to discover these than by learning to do them with a different, or "First Touch" partner!"
All the women present then were the first to lie upon the tables. There was one Lesbian couple, but even they had been paired with another couple who had no objections to having the wife partnered with another woman. And just as interestingly, her lesbian lover thus partnered with the woman's husband.



Anna was on the table adjacent to Denise. And David of course stood by her awaiting instructions as did Terry as he stood by Anna's. Everyone's fig leafs were soon removed by their partners, and then instruction began.
"First....it is important to acquaint yourselves with your partner's sex. Now how many of you have actually done this simple exercise with your own partner? Not many I'd be willing to bet. But here...I want you to take as much time as you need to explore her sex, her sexuality. Each of you spend the next fifteen minutes simply touching, looking, smelling, even tasting if you want to. But do not attempt to purposely arouse your partner towards orgasm. That isn't our ultimate purpose here today. But I want each of you to feel free to probe, stroke, lift, and pull, spreading your partners vagina...or "pussy" as we will from now on refer to it. Take the time to actually look at the differences in coloration's. But most importantly, become familiar and knowledgeable of your partners sex."
Tentatively at first, everyone then began doing as they had been instructed to do. David applied himself fully to the task at hand, his cock now swelling with interest and desire as he began touching Denise for the "first time". Looking about the room, it was obvious that "most" of the men there were now sporting erections themselves. And even more curiously, that Tawna was casually walking about the room amongst all the tables, and reaching down to fondle and caress though briefly, each and every male member there.
Looking down on the table where Denise lay beneath him, her eyes looked into his briefly, and she smiled. But when David took one hand to spread her lips apart, he saw her close them, and lick her lips. Her breath became quicker, and he watched her semi-flattened breasts heaving up and down against her chest.
"How's that feel?" David asked her, breaking the silence.
"No talking." Tawna told him then, "Each of you just explore her with your touch, and with your mind. Again, you are not trying to excite or pleasure her. Though some of you will indeed find pleasure in this, and that is certainly a nice by-product of this exercise, it is not the reason we are doing it."
"It feels good!" Denise whispered back to him then, so near in audibly, that he'd had to read her lips when she'd actually said it to understand what she'd told him.
David leaned over then, affording himself a close look at Denise's pussy. He marveled at the way her pussy lips folded in against one another, taking her labia and toying with them, running a slickened finger up her rapidly wetting slit. He stuck his index finger inside her then, probing, exploring her. He loved the way her pussy opened, loved the heated redness inside her as he pried her apart, looking even more closely and more deeply inside her very essence.
David could hear similar explorations taking place throughout the entire room. Occasional inadvertent gasps, certainly increased and far heavier breathing was being heard everywhere. And amongst all this, David could hear Anna's own familiar little intakes of air as Terry stood fingering, touching, and no doubt probing Anna's "pussy" in much the same way that he was busy doing to Denise.
For the first time perhaps, David actually did take notice of Denise's clitoris. He tried to compare it to his wife's and was surprised that in many respects, he couldn't. Looking at it even more closely now, he tenderly "skinned" back her tiny hood, which concealed and covered it a bit. He marveled at the darker color of it than he recalled, if indeed he was actually remembering of his wife's. David then lightly touched it, felt Denise squirm gently and only slightly beneath him, but he continued touching her. Again, as he'd already been told, not in a way to get her off...far from it. But he did "learn" then, and teach himself about her. David loved the smooth shiny surface of her clit itself. It seemed to shine in the darkness like a tiny pearl fresh from an oyster. He leaned over, licked it, and savored her taste. He rolled it between his fingers marveling in its size, and once again unable to compare it to Anna's either in size or circumference. And Denise moaned, unable to help herself from doing so. But there were others who were also moaning now as well, including as he discovered, his own wife who lay obviously enjoying the soft gentle probing's that Terry's fingers were busily doing to her.
"Ok everyone. Times up!" Tawna had just reached David, and even as she spoke indicating that it was time for "partners" to switch places, she reached down and grasped his aroused straining cock. She then allowed herself to feel his shaft, deftly taking in his measure, skimming her fingers briefly up and then back down his shaft, rotating her hand, and then using the back side of her hand rather than her palms to do so.
As Denise reluctantly climbed up off the table, David excitedly climbed on. Turning on his side momentarily, he saw Terry doing the same a mere foot or so away from him. And like he, Terry's cock stood strong stiff and curiously thick. Even David had to confess silently to himself that Terry had a fairly impressive looking prick. Anna would no doubt soon be enjoying herself with its discovery, as he hoped Denise would soon be doing with his.
"Now Ladies, you've had the advantage of being the first one's touched. So you have a general idea of what is expected of you. As I instructed the men to do, I now want each one of you to do the same. So spend the next fifteen minutes getting to know your partners cock."
Immediately Denise bent over and licked the tip of David's prick. That surprised him. He'd had expected that she would have fondled, explored it perhaps for a while before venturing on to do that. But she bent down once again, and slipped her lips around the head of it, and twirled it with her tongue in an exploratory way. It was not only exciting, but also pleasurable enough to cause David to wonder if he'd be able to "last" through such a thorough exploration of him orally.
Tawna passed by their table then, and by the look of surprise on Denise's face, he knew that Tawna had obviously touched her intimately, just as she had done to him moments ago.
"Not too long at that." She cautioned Denise. "Oral Sex class is tomorrow."
Withdrawing his prick from her mouth, Denise did use the combination of her spit and the "pre-cum" that was leaking from out of the tip of David's prick to more fully lubricate him with. And thus began clasping, grabbing him, and twisting her hand around as well as up and down David's throbbing cock. Mr. Harder that it had ever been prick loved every thrilling minute of what Denise was doing to him. Fifteen minutes was way too short a time under the circumstances too, and before David even realized it, once again time was up.
"Ok now everyone....women back onto the tables. But this time, everyone please go to your own wives, or partners that you came here with."
Once again the same exercise was repeated. But David had to admit, as he now looked, probed, stroked, licked and played with his wife's cunt. He saw, noticed, and found differences in her that he'd never familiarized himself with before. And surprisingly, when it was Anna's turn. She noticed the very same thing.
"Ok group!" Tawna announced a short time later. For your "homework" assignment, I want all of you to practice once again what you did, and learned here today. You may stay inside the same rooms if that makes you more comfortable, or switch partners and go into one another's rooms. Whatever works or suits you best. But I want all of you to do everything that we did here today. We'll do it one more time tomorrow with blindfolds on. So be prepared to "know" the difference in your partners. And be able to tell which one is which with a blindfold on."
It was surprising to David and Anna just how quickly a two-hour session like that could fly by. They had an hour and a half before lunch, and decided to join Terry and Denise back in the tropical room for a relaxing swim, and some juice and fruits.
A great many were no longer even wearing their leafs any more. Already the "ease" at being naked had already broken through one barrier. A few still did, but a surprising number of both men and women now appeared obviously far more comfortable with their nudity, let alone their bodies. Neither David, Anna, Denise nor Terry now wore one any longer. It was interesting to David that wearing one now...seemed even sillier and far more inhibiting to him that it did when he first put one on. Strolling casually down the hallway together, it seemed natural, normal even though they were naked. Even David's still semi erect prick didn't bother or embarrass him any. If anything, he marveled at the sense of freedom that it gave him that he could walk down a corridor like this. His cock easily seen by anyone who chanced to glance at it, and feel nothing by their having done so except for a personal sense of sensuality and energy running throughout his entire body.
They spent an enjoyable relaxing swim together beneath a canopy of serenity and exotic greenery. After an equally enjoyable lunch, they hurriedly made their way to the activities board in the lobby to check out their respective "solitary" schedules for the rest of the afternoon.
Each of them was scheduled for private intimate full-bodied massage. Seeing that her appointment was first, Anna soon left leaving the other three to fend for them selves.
"Enjoy yourselves!" She commented when leaving, "I know I will!"
Heading back to their room, Terry and Denise entered their half of the bungalow. David went into their room as well, intending to perhaps take a quick little nap before his own massage in a couple of hours. Passing by the door that connected the two suites together, David without thought, expecting to find the door secured and locked, turned the doorknob and was surprised when it twisted freely in his hand and opened.
"Oh....I'm sorry, I was just........."
But David stopped in mid sentence. As the door swung open, much to his surprise. David had been prepared to offer up a quick apology. He fully expected to surprise them and thought quickly when the door flew open. But he wasn't prepared to find them....see them as they were.
Denise and Terry must have entered their room, and immediately dropped down on the bed together. When the door swung open, leaving David standing there gawking into their room, they were engaged in a very sensual looking "69". Trying to quietly back out of the room wasn't an option either. He'd already blown that when he'd stammered out a partial apology. Denise was "on-top", and released Terry's prick long enough to look in David's direction. To his surprise however, she didn't react negatively at all. And neither did Terry as he just continued licking his wife's pussy.
"Hi....come on in." Denise told him, and then went back to sucking Terry's prick like this was an every day occurrence.
Even after he'd been invited in, David stood in the doorway unsure as to whether or not he should, or simply and quietly close the door and go back inside his own room. Perhaps it was watching them....again, something David loved doing. Of course, it could also be the fact that after everything that had been going on, he was in dire need of a really good orgasm.
David walked into the room and sat down by the bed in a nearby chair. Once again Denise looked up in his direction.
"Would you liked to join us?" She asked him. Denise then spun around on Terry and facing away from him, lowered herself onto his prick. David watched as Terry's thick long cock slid inside his wife.
"Come here so I can suck you at the same time." Denise told him.
Mr. "wanting a blowjob" throbbed with eager anticipation and led David by his nose, (so to speak) where he soon found himself standing beside the two of them. Denise immediately began licking David's cock and fondling his balls. David reached down in order to cup and caress her magnificent full rounded breasts while her tongue danced and played sweet harmonic melody's up and down his organ.
Watching Terry fucking his wife was extremely arousing. Especially while she was busily sucking his own cock and nipping at the fleshy head which was something he particularly enjoyed feeling. Of course, rolling those incredible erect nipples around between his fingers wasn't hurting things either.
As much as David would have preferred it, his balls began telling him otherwise. With all the pent-up emotional energy running through him, he felt the first initial signal that his nuts were about to spew a load inside Denise's mouth if she continued sucking him the way she was. David even warned her as much, but that only seemed to excite her even more, and she began sucking his prick with even wilder abandon.
"Take it honey." Terry said from behind her. "Take his cum while I fill your pussy with mine!"
Terry was thrusting up inside his wife as wildly as she was fucking back against him. Even then she still managed to hold onto David's dick, milking it with one hand and sucking just the head of it with her mouth. As the orgasm hit David, it felt like a tidal wave engulfing him from head to toe. His ejaculation was forceful and as the first spurt exploded from the tip of his cock, he felt it fill Denise's mouth who in turn, hungrily swallowed as much of his cum-cream as she could manage.
"Oh fuck!" David moaned through clenched teeth, he felt his knees buckle felt Mr. Shooting a load, really enjoying himself. He then opened his eyes slightly in order to see Denise allow a great deal of his cock cream to run out of the corners of her mouth as she continued milking him dry the rest of the way with her hand.
"Lucky me!" Anna said suddenly from behind them. No one had heard her even walk into the room. Obviously she was back from her massage already, which meant that it was time that David left for his.
Walking over to the bed, Denise was just wiping away a small stream of David's cum from her lips and chin.
"Have you cum yet Terry?" Anna asked him.
"Not yet....almost there though...." He responded in a slightly strained voice.
"Good...whenever your ready....fill Denise's pussy with it baby. I want to lick it all out of here when you're done."
David gave Anna a passionate kiss before walking out of the room on his way to his appointment.
"Have fun honey." He told her.
"Oh.....don't worry, I will!" The sounds of Terry's orgasm reached his ears as he left the room, and he regrettably headed down the hallway towards his appointment. He wished he'd been able to stay and watch his wife going down on Denise, especially with a pussy full of Terry's cum cream. But....there were several days remaining, and he felt confident that there would be plenty of time for that.
In the morning, they all went down to the main "Tropical" room for their next workshop. As Tawna explained it, apart of the "oral" experience can be enhanced with proper atmosphere and mood. She then told everyone to pair off once again, with partners other than their spouses. As things were already quite comfortable with Terry and Denise, especially since there had been a little advanced experimentation in that area anyway, David was soon sitting beside Denise inside the pool, and Anna took up position with Terry on one of the palm frond beds that sat nearby it.
Tawna began with the women first. As she explained it, this had the natural affect of getting the men "excited" without going through some preliminary needs to get the men aroused when it was their turn. Tawna then told everyone to go through the same exercise as the "First Touch" course, with regards to teaching ourselves about who we were with...but using our tongues to do it.
Denise and David positioned themselves just beneath the warm falling spray of a nearby waterfall inside a nice dark comfortable alcove. Obviously, it had been designed in the planning to accommodate a couple quite easily in nearly any position imaginable. Denise positioned one leg casually on the ledge, and the other bent at the knee on another one. David knelt down in front of her with the water around his waist. He began flicking his tongue in searching, exploratory little ways. Closing his eyes, he used it the way he had used his fingers, and eyes. He covered every square inch of her pussy with his tongue, tasting her, becoming acquainted with each and every nuance of her pussy lips, clitoris, as well as the texture of her flesh. Denise moaned, sighed, and quivered beneath him.
Fifteen minutes later, they were changing places. David and Denise then moved up onto one of the palm frond beds so they could lie next to Anna and Terry. For Terry and David, it was the "mood" and the "atmosphere" as far as they were concerned, that was apart of the excitement in watching one another's wives sucking one another's husbands.
Tawna once again made her rounds, occasionally stopping to "instruct" someone in some form of technique as she monitored and watched for a few minutes. As she approached the tight nit little group, she watched as Denise positioned her lips around David's shaft, watched her tongue languidly running up and down sucking and nipping at it.
"Very good Denise." She praised her. "That's very good. You obviously "enjoy" doing that.
She soon gave Anna equally high marks for the way she was sucking and teasing Terry's prick as well.
Soon after, she had everyone switch places once again back to our own spouses, where we were all encouraged to bring one another off to satisfying orgasm's.
"Remember ladies!" Tawna told them all. "If you don't care to swallow...just suck and hold. Suck and hold. You can force his cum out of your mouth while your doing it without swallowing, and they get to enjoy and feel the "experience" of it without necessarily gagging you in the process."
Anna, and obviously Denise didn't have a problem with that anyway. And as I tickled my wife's clit towards a mind-blowing orgasm, I heard Terry doing the same delicious things to his wife simultaneously.
An hour later, they all once again found themselves with some time for wandering about, relaxing, and grabbing a bite to eat before they were scheduled to go to their afternoon "Blind-folded", fantasy class.
Stopping by the bulletin board, they checked on the time of the "Formal" dinner that was scheduled for that evening. One of things the men had been told to bring along was a "Black tie". Not a tuxedo, simply the "tie". Women "could" wear something sexy in the way of revealing nightgowns or lingerie, but it had to barely conceal them, if it all. Several planned "games" and "contests" had been scheduled as well, all centered around many of the exercises and instructional workshops that everyone had by now attended.
"I think it's going to be a lot of fun!" Denise exclaimed. "By the way, what are you wearing anyway?" She asked Anna.
Laughing, Anna responded. "Not much of anything really. I brought along a sheer white body stocking, and that's about all it is. But my breasts, ass and pussy are all exposed...as well as accessible through it. And, it is extremely easy to get out of too if I so desire to. And I have a feeling that I probably will. What are you wearing?" She asked Denise then in return.
"Well, Terry bought me this little leather outfit. And I mean, "little" The bra barely covers my tits. And there are two holes that allow my nipple's to poke through. The leather panties, if you want to even call them that, are crotch-less. It's nothing more than a "Me Tarzan, You Jane" sort of a leather pouch. But it lifts up very easily, exposing my cunt. So I think it will be very appropriate for the evening festivities don't you think?"



Anna shook her head in agreement. "Actually, I'm really looking forward to the "games" as well. I think those should prove to be interesting too!"
"Yes...I can hardly wait myself." Denise replied. And then they all headed off for a feast of fruits and snacks for lunch outside in the garden area.
As time had passed, it had become a more common occurrence to walk by one couple or another having sex just about any place that pleased them. In fact, it was encouraged that anyone and everyone do so. It was apart of the curriculum in fact that every couple there was to make love with one another in some part of the complex that was in full view of anyone and everyone there who should walk by. If one of the staff happened up them in fact, they were given a certificate proclaiming that they had passed this particular test. And then afforded a special night in the "fantasy" room, where they could request any number or person of the staff to join them and indulge with them whatever their hearts desires were or may be.
"You know David....we need to do that ourselves soon!"
"How about right now?" He said laughing as they collected some cheese and fruits off one of the many available trays.
"Don't tempt me. I might just do that. But I want to save what energy I do have for this evening. I "think" its going to be a special one."
Soon after they attended the "Blindfold" class. They all easily identified their own partners, as well as one another's partners. Even when some of the "assistants" were the ones to be finger touched and explored for identification.
"They tried to fool me several times." David proclaimed after they headed back to their room to prepare and relax for the evening ahead. "I must have "touched" at least three of the assistants who were there. But the moment I fingered Denise's pussy, and felt her clamp down on me, I knew it was her. And that was before I even licked her clit!" David announced proudly.
"Terry "did" miss on one woman." Denise said teasing him a little. But she was built a lot like I am, including the way her breasts and nipples felt in his hands. I think that's what got him.
"I missed on a cock touch." Anna said joining in. "I was almost sure it was Terry's. And even after I had sucked on it a little bit, I was sure that it was. But I did pretty well on everyone else, including guessing Terry correctly when I did feel and suck him the second go round. But I "nailed" David the moment I even licked him." She said laughing.
Reaching their rooms, they did then separate. A short nap, showers, and then dressing later for the formalized get together and games was something that each one of them wanted to ensure they had plenty of energy for.
"See you both later!" Anna told Terry and Denise as they went inside their room. "And no hanky-panky until later you two!" She warned them jokingly.
"You either then!" Denise shot back at her. "Besides, we'll hear it if you do."
"Not if we fuck quietly" David whispered into his wife's ear.
"Nice try lover boy. I really am going to take a nap. So you can just go into the bathroom and jerk off if you need to. But this girls going to rest up before this evening!"
The "Cock & Tail" party as it was called, started at six sharp, with drinks and finger foods available to everyone.
David wondered briefly if that in fact was actually meant when the term "Cocktails" was first introduced. It was a time when men and women mingled together, usually over drinks. He found himself wondering then if this was in fact the origination of the term.
The men were all "dicked" out in their finest Black Tie attire. That, and that alone. It was slightly amusing to be wandering about, drinks in hand, and nothing more than a black tie strung around their male members. David considered introducing this little Black Tie affair at the next gathering of the "Masturbation Club" when they next attended upon returning.
Anna and Denise both looked ravenous in their skimpy alluring little outfits. But so too did nearly everyone else there as well. Seeing everyone so comfortably gathered about, talking, chatting and even in a few rare cases, actually fondling one another was a sign that the retreat was dramatically changing a few attitudes.
One couple had even taken the opportunity to be awarded their special certificate. David and Anna had just walked by the young couple when he'd suddenly laid down on the floor, drawing his partner down on him where she promptly impaled herself upon his cock, nearly stuffing his Tie inside of her in the process.
"We should have thought of that." Anna told David.
"Yea...great idea, But I have something in mind that I think is going to be even better!" He told her.
"What?"
"You'll just have to wait and see. He said. It's a surprise!"
The four of them soon mingled about, meeting and getting introduced to people they had not even spoken to as yet. In some ways, it was like being at one of the "Clubs" gatherings. So David and Anna were already accustomed to such an intimate affair. But it was interesting to see some of the people that they had initially arrived with who had been obviously shy, and even a bit awkward around several of the others during the initial classes. Now, they were as uninhibited as anyone else that they could see. Including Terry and Denise.
"I would really love to fuck Denise." David said. "And I know you'd love to feel Terry's cock inside you before the nights over."
Anna laughed. "Denise and I have already discussed that. Dependant upon how the evening goes, and if the two of you can manage it, we're planning on going back to our room later and doing just that!"
Soon after they all sat down to an elegant dinner. The large tables all sat eight easily, and David had the pleasure of glancing about the table at several pairs of differently, but all excitingly looking tits.
"Too bad you guys don't get to have the same ambiance that we do." He teased
"Oh...I don't know about that." Anna informed him. And then surprising everyone, she slipped under the table. Moments later Terry's wide-eyed look told everyone what Anna was doing under there, as well as the two other men who were sitting with them. The "only" person who didn't get a before dinner BJ was David.
"Hey...what about me?" He said somewhat poutingly when Anna had once again retaken her seat.
"That's what you get for being a smart ass." She responded. But David knew it had all been in fun anyway. And no one else at the table seemed to have minded it either.
After dinner, Tawna dressed in a very revealing black leotard with tiny little white imprints of spermatozoa which sort of looked like Pokka dots until you looked at it closely, stood up to announce and explain the first of several challenges and games that were planned.
Twenty men and twenty-eight women were all lined up then, standing and facing one another. The women were then instructed to follow one another and walk down the long row of men who were standing there. The women were told to take a "quick" look at the men's cocks and try as carefully as possible to familiarize themselves with them, and the numbers assigned to them. Once the "parade" had taken place, the men where then ushered through a pair of large doors. Moments later, the women were all lined up in a row at the entry of those doors.
Once again Tawna briefly addressed the women.
"The object of this little game is two fold." She began. For every woman who correctly identifies her own partner, she will receive ten points. For every other man she correctly identifies and matches to his number, she will get one point.
"For the men....if he can correctly guess or identify his partner when and while she sucks him, he also will receive ten points. At the end of this challenge, the couple or couples having the most points will be given a free trip of their choice to anywhere in the world they wish to travel. So obviously ladies. It's important that you do your very best, not only to guess the most men correctly, but also to find and then convince your own partners that it is you who is sucking them. And...to make things interesting, it wouldn't hurt to try and "fool" some of the other players into thinking just the opposite!"
"Now...you will each take a position in front of the men whose cock's will be sticking through those holes in the wall. You cannot say anything of course. And there will be a one-minute time limit. When you hear the bell tinkle, you will move over one position and start over with your new partner all over again.
"Everyone understand the rules and challenge of the game then?"
Once a few minor questions had been addressed, the doors opened. There stood two rows of hard erect cocks with Black ties in place, sticking out of the small openings. Obviously there was no way to tell from any other available appendage as to who was who.
Both Denise and Anna thought they recognized a couple at least, basically from the size and shape of some of the men they'd glanced at while walking past. But even then, as most of the cocks were not fully hard there, they were now. And that made a BIG cocked difference.
Soon after the game began, and Anna knew immediately that the first guy she began sucking wasn't David. She wondered briefly if he'd be able to tell by the way she licked him that she might fool him into thinking it was his own wife. She decided then that her strategy would be to lick everyone the same way she did David, and hopefully, he would be able to tell by that that it was her, and guess her correctly too. But also...that perhaps a few other wives used the same sort of technique, and might thus fool a few of the other men by it.
As the game went on...and several minutes passed. A few men actually ejaculated, though it wasn't many. The women seemed to be doing their level best to convince whatever men whose cocks they were sucking, that they were in fact their wives, and not someone else's. When time was finally up, everyone was then told to go to the man who's cock they felt for sure was their own husbands. In some cases, two, even three women stood before the same cock that sat sticking happily out of it's hole in the wall.
When the doors finally opened in each one of the tiny little cubicles where the men stood, both Denise and Anna found them selves standing before their husbands. A few others had managed the same thing too however, so now it was down to the "extra" points awarded to see who would finally be the winner.
Sadly, neither David nor Terry guessed correctly as to the correct woman who'd sucked their cocks as being their own wives. Only two men had in fact guessed correctly, neither of which had their own wives standing in front of them either. So it all boiled down to which women accurately matched cock's to the correct men. One woman surprisingly had correctly guessed at six others, and was proclaimed the big winner.
"Well...we tried!" David said sheepishly. "It was a lot harder than you think it could be." He said, trying to weasel out of his failure. And Terry agreed in support of him.
"Obviously....you two need more "practice" in thinking about "who's" blowing you...than in what it feels like to simply get blown!" Denise teased them both.
Even then, they all agreed it had been an extremely erotic and naughty little game. Returning to the main room afterwards for refreshments, there was then a selection of the most sensual and naughty outfit amongst the women. And to their delight, Denise was awarded the prize as the most erotically dressed woman there. It seemed that the combination of the leather clad nipples poking out, and the tantalizing tiny strip of leather hanging between her legs appealed to most of the men who where there.
For the men, it was, as it usually seemed to be a "size" thing. A majority of women voted for a guy who's cock was nearly a foot long "rigid" and who had of course been one of the "two" men correctly identified inside the room. Something that a few had voiced as being a definite unfair advantage. But as it had turned out, that couple had been asked before hand to play the game blindfolded as a handicap to the contest. And they'd obviously accepted and agreed. And ended up losing anyway.
The night wound down with dancing. Though it was again required and expected that everyone dance at least for a minute or so with everyone there in attendance. And another "rule" that was also enforced while they were dancing, that each woman would masturbate her partner, and he her while they danced.
There were considerably more orgasms and deep throated moans that took place while the dancing was going on. And it wasn't lopsidedly just men either. Afterwards, Anna confessed that she'd enjoyed a nice little climax herself from a guy she'd been with, as well as another from one of the "women" there who'd not participated in the "cock in the wall game". But who was interested in dancing with as many of the women there as she could. Both Anna and Denise had danced with her, as well as another woman, and had enjoyed "fingering" their cunts while having theirs fingered as well. Denise even admitted to having had a nice little time of that as well, and teasingly said she was ready for a little more of that later on inside the room.
Soon after all four of them did return to their own bungalow. David's cock felt like it was about to burst as it was. He was extremely horny, and could hardly wait for the four of them to start pleasuring one another.
Watching Terry as he and Anna got onto one side of the bed, and as Denise then mounted him so he could lay beneath and reach up to play and caress her breasts was definitely going to be the highlight of the evening. Mr. "Fucking hard" cock was also glad to finally be rid of the black tie that had been near choking him all evening. Now...feeling his balls comfortably resting against the soft fleshy ass cheeks as Denise lowered herself upon him was an extremely thrilling experience.
Anna was already beginning to rock herself back and forth against Terry as he too lay beside them, reaching over to play with Denise's breast as well as one of Anna's. Laying there, fucking, watching one another was one of the most erotic things that Terry and Denise had ever done. And they even said so in the midst of the pleasure taking place.
David's cock felt so good inside Denise's wet saturated pussy. The way she gripped his shaft with her pussy, milking it, and the feel of her heated juices already accumulating and beginning to run down between his legs, coating his balls in her own womanly "precum" nectar was like Paradise in and of itself.
They fucked like that together for a very long time. Watching each other, enjoying the sensations and the dirty naughty discussions and chat that seemed so comfortable now between them.
"I'm gonna cum soon David" Denise openly confessed after a while longer.
"I'm going to spray juice all over you baby!" She told him just seconds before her cunt actually did explode, and send a fine river of female cream cascading out of her pussy which nearly forced David's cock out of her with the volume of it when she did cum.
"Cum all over my ass David." She told him shortly afterwards. "I want to feel your juice spraying on me when you cum."
Just hearing that caused it to happen. And David quite happily allowed his prick to slip out of her soaked pussy. Anna reached over, grasped him and finished jacking off David's cock for him. When his orgasm came, she directed it upwards, watching with lust filled eyes as his prick spewed volumes of jisim which arched high into the air, and began falling in tiny white pools of cream to collect all over Denise's back and ass.
Terry bathed Anna's cunt in a volcanic eruption as well. And she soon joined him in a mutually explosive orgasm of her own.
Their initial side by side coupling had been almost too fast, and too furious. But the intensity and desired passions had been boiling on the surface all night long.
"A little break here?" David asked as they all collectively lay glowing in the moment together. "And then maybe Terry and I should "practice" on figuring out which one of you is blowing who maybe?" He stated somewhat teasingly.
Anna was already reaching for the blindfolds. "Good idea. And then you can do the same thing to us afterwards."
"And just think." Denise suddenly sat up adding.
"We've still got three more days together!"
And Mr. Ever-ready throbbed in joyful expectation of the days ahead.
-End-
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Paul had been looking forward to this for over a year now. He'd attended last year's event for the first time thanks to a buddy of his who had gone on to win the grand prize of ten thousand dollars. It wasn't a lot of money, but it made the event all the more exciting as well as a bit dangerous, and certainly well worth the small risk.
Paul wasn't the most attractive guy in the world either. Average by every comparison at five feet eight inches, one hundred and fifty three pounds, the beginnings of love handles, though he maintained a fairly flat stomach. All in all, he wasn't bad looking, just not a "hunk" as some might prefer, though he did consider his deep blue eyes and smile an asset that had at least gotten him a returned smile on occasion.
The one nice thing about the "event" as he thought of it, you didn't necessarily have to be attractive, though perhaps it helped in some instances. All you really needed was the two hundred and fifty for entry fees, which went to the 1st three places based on total points scored. Even if he didn't place in the top three money finishers, just the experience alone was well worth the money spent.
Paul double-checked the information on the letter that had arrived. The "games" would begin the following weekend. Short notice, but that was also done for security purposes with exact information on which major hotel would be the unwitting host for this year's extravaganza. He took note of the web-site address where he was to register, pay his on-line fees, and then wait for the exact time and place to be emailed him shortly before. Paul smiled. He hoped expectantly that "Anna" as she'd called herself, though he doubted that to be her real name, would be there again too. Of all the women he'd been with, competed with, and had enjoyed sampling...Anna was without a doubt the most exciting and intriguing woman he'd known the entire time. He only wished that he could partner with her the entire weekend, though he understood the reasons why not, and the fairness of competition for multiple partners during the contests and events.
As far as the unsuspecting hotel was concerned, he was just one member among many attending the "Expanding Horizon's" conference as it was being called this year. Paul couldn't help but smile, because he planned on expanding his horizon as often as possible this year, daring to take a few more risks this time than he had last time. Obviously he knew he needed to do that if he had any hopes of taking home any prize money. But more importantly, the thought of licking Anna's cunt in an elevator for the fifteen second requirement less bonus points for being seen, was exciting as hell!
Like everyone else, Paul received his last minute instructions and arrived at the hotel suite that had been procured for the initial meeting and send off as the games began that Friday evening, concluding the following Sunday morning at eight where the winners would soon after be announced, just before check-out time.
He wasn't at all surprised at the turn out, it had become something of a major underground event that was getting bigger and bigger with each passing year, not to mention wilder. He quickly scanned the throng of competitors, saddened when he hadn't spotted Anna in attendance, though there was a bevy of delicious looking women, many of which Paul knew he'd be groping, fondling and enjoying unbridled pleasures with before the weekend was over.
He accepted his handbook labeled "Expanding Your Horizons" which included a complete set of rules along with the various tasks and events that one could earn points against. He thumbed through them briefly seeing many of which had been included from last year, along with a few that hadn't been. All of which were even more daring in nature, though the points scored for them were also considerably higher as well. Paul was also given his tiny 'spy' camera that he along with every other competitor would be required to wear as proof of their exploits and validation of whatever points were earned for tasks attempted and completed, and there were many, not to mention some of the "required" locations that were mandatory to even meet the minimum eligibility for prize money. All of which had to be successfully achieved in just three days time.
Paul glanced up from his musings still thumbing through his booklet, his minds eye already imagining the possibilities when he spotted her. Likewise, she had spotted him already making her way through the throng of eager and excited men and women, all anxious to "Let the games begin" as it would soon be announced.
"Paul!" Anna said excitedly, recognizing him along with remembering his name. His real name has he'd given it to her, though still not as confident that she had done the same for him.
"Anna!" Paul replied enthusiastically, meeting her half way a few short steps later. "I was hoping you'd come!" he told her. Anna grinned, that same provocative, wicked looking expression on her face that he remembered seeing last year.
"I have every intention of 'cumming', as frequently and as often as possible," she quipped playing on the use of the word. "I wouldn't have missed this for the world!" she added seriously. "I hope we'll have a chance to partner up again this year for a few tasks and events," she also added, giving him a surprise kiss afterwards.
"Me too," Paul managed to whisper to her shortly after breaking their kiss. "But if not...I hope we set aside some time to spend together either way."
"I'd like that," she responded. "But keep in mind, I have every intention of winning this year, so if its points to be earned, that's going to come first. I'm not going to end up in fourth position again this year, that's for damn sure!"
Paul laughed. Anna really was a competitor, not to mention being attractive looking as well. She wasn't the "A" typical female either. She had some boyish traits to her that probably made her more competitive than some of the other females in attendance, having an open mind as well as a lack of any serious inhibitions. She wore her hair much shorter than most, and as he'd remembered from before, she wore it very similarly now, though she'd frosted the tips of her hair bright red, spiking it, almost making it look as though she were wearing a cap of small feathers from some exotic rare bird. Anna had her quirks, a silliness about her that Paul found endearing, if not outright alluring. Not to mention a beautiful set of tits that he was already dying to get his hands on once again.
"So Paul, you up for this?" she asked glancing down towards his crotch, her hand unabashedly placing itself upon his groin without concern or care should anyone be watching them or looking in their direction. A thought that was absurd anyway, soon many of those in attendance would be doing just that themselves, many for the first time, and most of that taking place in public, or at least semi-public places for an array of assigned point values. Just as long as it was all caught on camera of course, and recorded for the judges who'd be scoring and evaluating the contest. There would be over thirty pairings this year, though none of them permanent, always changing in order to keep things both fair as well as interesting, with plenty of opportunity to join up with other couples for group-type activities where point values could really increase.
Paul quickly located his assigned number in the upper right hand corner of his handbook, not at all surprised to discover that it didn't match that of Anna's. So it was they wouldn't be starting off together, but he was still in hopes that somewhere along the way, fate would once again intervene putting the two of them together once again.
Paul glanced at his watch. They had exactly one hour to head off to their assigned hotel rooms, meet their beginning partners, have a chance to get acquainted, read over the rule book, and plan their first sexual trysts, schedule or make an attempt to be the first to eliminate the first of several "requirements" before those got harder and tougher to accomplish as time wore on. Eventually, the hotel would indeed get wind of some highly unusual things taking place, it was after all inevitable as word got out, and as some of the other "normal" paying vacationers began commenting, or in some instances, actually complaining. After that, it would become increasingly more difficult to get the 'mandatory' couplings out of the way.
In the beginning, the hotel staff would see it as the occasional, periodic excitement of young lovers, honey-mooners simply taking a few naughty little risks and would pass it off as such. But in time, with word getting around, and more and more reports eventually filtering in, the hotel staff would eventually surmise that something else entirely was going on. Which was another reason that the same hotel wasn't used in succession for this event either.
It would take the judges an hour to get set up in their own private control room, where the participants would each be monitored and evaluated when the games finally began. Reluctantly, Paul said good-bye to Anna, and then headed off down the hallway towards the elevators and an upper floor where his own room, and that of his beginning partners would be located. He couldn't help but wonder what she would look like, but more importantly, how enthusiastic she might be in wanting to get one or more of the more difficult challenges and requirements out of the way. They would have the first four hours together, after which Paul would return to the 'meeting room' leave off his room key for another male contestant, retrieve another, and then be forced to go to his new room and wait for his new female partner to arrive. It was a critical period of time as a lot of points could be earned or lost in waiting. But it was one of the strict rules that had to be adhered to.
Paul was the first to reach the room, so he sat down on the bed which he wouldn't be sleeping in that night at least, and began to leaf through the booklet trying to decide which of the assigned tasks he and his partner might agree to attempt and get out of the way before being allowed to select one of the many optional "free-style" events for bonus points that could be attempted or successfully accomplished afterwards. He heard the sound of a key-card being inserted into the door, looked up just as a tall statuesque brunette with hardly any tits at all walked into the room. "Hi, names Danielle," she said extending her hand in greeting. "I think, we should go out, fuck in the pool before anyone else does, and besides, this close before dinner time, it will mean it less likely in being discovered, and most of the others will only consider doing it after dark. Besides, we get two extra points for doing it in daylight hours, before six. And a point is a point after all," she added finally stopping to take a breath.
"Paul," Paul said finally introducing himself. "And I was actually thinking the very same thing myself. After that, we can check out the exercise area, which is nearby. With luck, that will have a chance of being far less occupied as well, and we will have knocked off two of the six required places as well as then being allowed for one or two "free-style" events, one your choice, one mine before we're required to make our way back to the rooms."
Danielle laughed, already stripping herself out of her clothing. "At least she's not shy," Paul thought to himself. Though in a game like this, it was silly to be that way in the first place.
Paul watched as Danielle tossed her bikini onto the bed. "I'm not even going to put it on," she told him. "I'll take it with me of course, but we get full points for a totally nude fuck in the pool for the five minute requirement. After which, if I have too, or should it become necessary, I can slip it on easily beneath the water in case we have curious or inquisitive neighbors swimming near by."
Paul stood removing his own clothing, catching an appreciative glance his way as his still flaccid cock came into view. He would wear loose-fitting swim trunks, easily removable, and easier still to get back into beneath the water should he have to in the event of an emergency. "Nice cock," Paul heard Danielle tell him. "I look forward to fucking it."
"Me too," he told her. "Me too!"
Exactly at four o'clock, he knew someone, somewhere was no doubt saying, "Let the games begin," and so...they did.
#
Just as they had hoped, most everyone had started heading inside to dress for dinner now that the afternoon sun was beginning to fade away. There were only a handful of couples still sitting around the pool, a few kids though they seemed to be content playing in the children's pool which was off to one side. And one other couple who neither of them recognized who were actually in the water. There was no way of knowing if they were playing the game just as he and Danielle were, or if they were in fact staying there at the hotel as real guests. Either way, the situation was nearly perfect. Paul placed his towel containing the miniature camera so that it would capture their movements inside the pool. The trick would be getting Danielle into the water, naked, without being seen. For a moment she simply sat on the edge of the pool her towel wrapped loosely around her body. They both watched the other couple who continued to stand close to one another at the other end, wondering if in fact they were part of the game or not. There were a multitude of points that could be scored either way. But it would be up to the judges to decide if any additional points would be, based on what was recorded from their camera. If the other "non-playing" couple should be within the scope of the camera's recording for a minimum of at least one minute, additional points would be scored that way for the "danger" factor. If the other couple was indeed part of the game, captured on film actually fooling around, or...preferably, if included with Paul and Danielle, substantial points could also be awarded, dependant upon the level of "obvious" sexual enjoyment amongst one another.
They continued to watch, keeping a nonchalant occasional eye on the other couple, but it soon became obvious that they were unaware of their surroundings, and only had eyes out for one another. Danielle took one quick glance about, and then slid out of her towel into the water, as though being buried at sea as smoothly and as quickly as she performed that particular little trick. Within her hand, she concealed the tiny bit of material, which was of course her bikini. Nude, though remaining beneath the water as Paul quickly slipped out of his own trunks, they took careful measure of where the camera lay, ensuring that they remain within the parameters of its recording in order to receive the full amount of points necessary for this particular event. The hardest part would come next. Fucking nude beneath the water for a full five minutes time. They could only hope that should the other couple even take notice of them, that they won't fully realize what was taking place, or even if they did...not be sure enough to act on it, or find it curiously interesting to at least watch without saying anything about it. The possibility of the other couple actually joining them was pretty remote, especially at this time of day. But then again, anything was possible.
"You hard?" Danielle asked.
"Hard enough," Paul replied, reaching out towards her, drawing her closer to him where he could finally touch her exposed breasts. "Make sure your tits are out of the water once in a while," Paul told her. "It will make the judges decision easier to see them," he stated.
Danielle grinned as her hand encompassed Paul's hard swollen cock beneath the water. "Hmm, you are hard!" she said smiling. "So fuck me...we're on the clock!" she reminded him urgently.
Paul felt his prick enter the softness of her luxurious quim, and in doing so he remembered his friends advise, "Make sure the judges are 100% positive that you are indeed fucking, otherwise if they're not totally unanimous on it, you may not receive the full amount of points, or quite possibly receive credit for even doing it."
Paul was strong, strong enough that he leaned back pulling Danielle along with him as he did, basically lifting her almost fully and completely out of the water. And though the effort was quick as they righted themselves upwards once more, it had been enough that he knew the camera had indeed captured not only the fact they were both fully naked, but that his prick was no doubt fully buried inside Danielle's pussy as well.
"Think they saw anything?" Paul asked wondering. He'd of course informed Danielle of the move he was about to make before making it. She had kept her eyes on the other couple at the other end of the pool the entire time, taking an additional quick glance at the other couples still sitting outside the pool. All of which appeared to be sun-bathing, eyes closed, or too busy in their own conversations to have even noticed the two of them frolicking around.
"Maybe, maybe not," she answered. "Can't really be sure. I think the guy did look towards us, once or twice, but only just before you lifted me up, and then again after we splashed, so not sure he saw anything, or is even aware that we're actually fucking," she said playfully.
They'd only been at it for a little over a minute or so, Paul mentally keeping time though he also took brief quick glances at his watch. "Listen Paul," Danielle spoke. "This might be a contest, but I also intend on having a good time as well. I like the way your cock feels inside me, so if you wouldn't mind, would you move it a bit more than you are doing? I'd like to actually enjoy this before we have to get out."
Paul laughed, pinched her nipple fairly hard eliciting an exciting squeal from her, which he knew drew attention towards them, and thrust deeply inside her, causing yet again another cry of pleasure to be heard. "Oh yeah baby, fuck me honey...fuck me!" Danielle stated, just soft enough that no one outside the pool could have heard for sure what she'd just said, but clear enough, and close enough to the other couple that Paul was reasonably sure Danielle's words had been understood.
"Going for extra points?" he whispered curiously.
"Shut up and fuck me," she moaned pleasurably, grinding herself uninhibitedly against him now, uncaring whether the other couple was fully aware of what they were doing now or not.
Paul somehow managed to keep track of the time, giving it an extra minute just in case. "Time!" he told Danielle.
"Wanna cum?" she asked him. Paul was tempted, it wouldn't take much.
"No, not yet...maybe when we get to the exercise room," he informed her. "You?"
"I can wait," she replied pulling away, already beginning to struggle into her bikini, just as Paul quickly began doing getting back into his own trunks. He looked over to where the other couple had been. They were gone. Not only that, they had already exited the pool area.
"We'd best leave," he told her, "just in case," he added a bit nervously.
"Not to worry," Danielle informed him. "I waved, and winked at them as they got out. The guy winked and waved back," she smiled.
Paul felt relieved. Had there been another reaction, he might have worried. As it was, they'd merely done, and gotten away with something that the other couple no doubt had found stimulating if nothing else. Had probably in fact wished themselves bold and daring enough to have done that as well, but failing that...now retreating back to their room where they would no doubt fuck themselves silly in the privacy of their own bedroom.
"You know...maybe I could come after all!" he informed her.
"Cumshots worth ten extra points for us both," she reminded him. "And a points a point!" she added unnecessarily.



"Well then, be my guest!" He added as her hand once again made its way back inside his swim trunks.
"Just make sure you squirt for the camera," she told him. "When you're ready, lift yourself out of the water, using me, stand on my upper thighs and say "cheese" she said laughingly. "Then cheese," she laughed once again.
#
Paul had in fact enjoyed a nice squirty little climax, watching his semen swim away, curdling itself within the pool. And though he felt guilty about that briefly, he knew without a doubt they had scored some reasonably big points for their little encounter outside in the swimming pool.
"Come on, let's go," he told Danielle as he helped her out of the pool. "Lets go see if the coast is clear enough to take the exercise room off of both of our lists!"
"Yeah," she grinned wickedly. "And besides, I could use a nice hard cum myself now as well," she informed him in no uncertain terms.
The exercise room was only a short distance away. When they arrived however, it was only to discover that another couple was there using the equipment, though it also became quickly even more obvious, they weren't using the equipment the way it was originally intended.
"Hi, Steve...Kathy," Steve said introducing themselves after the initial panic at having been discovered was overcome. He'd been kneeling between Kathy's legs licking her split as she sat pretending to be doing arm curls on one of the exercise machines.
"Paul and Danielle," Paul said introducing the two of them.
"Listen Paul," Steve began. "Make you a deal. If the two of you stand guard for us, give us five minutes of totally nude fucking in here, then we'll stand guard for the two of you!" It sounded like a pretty good deal, but he noticed that Danielle was flipping through the handbook she'd brought with her.
"Says here, that if we join up with another couple for the same five minutes, all nude, all having fun together, we'd score twice the amount of points than normally. I'd rather risk it and do that instead of standing guard for one another," she informed everyone.
Kathy was hesitant, but Steve was obviously on the same page as Danielle was. "Won't be a better time than the present," Paul agreed. "I seriously doubt too many will be headed this way to exercise now, especially as its nearing dinner time. And anyone else coming in here is apt to be involved with the game, so I think our chances of getting away with it now are better than they might be otherwise!"
Finally Kathy joined the team. "Well, if we're going to do it, lets do it!" she said stripping out of her skimpy clothing as quickly as possible. "Just make sure the camera's get all four of us fooling around together," she reminded them all.
Paul and Steve set their clothing where it could be reached easily in the advent of a hasty retreat, but they also positioned the camera's to ensure that everything they did would be monitored as well as recorded.
"Five minutes or no..." Danielle began. "This time, I am gonna cum!"
"Where?" Steve asked.
"Here!" Danielle stated, pulling over one of the weight-lifting benches.
"Perfect!" Paul agreed. "This should be easy enough for all four of us to hook up and ensure the maximum allowable points!"
As Steve was the biggest, he lay down on the bench as Kathy straddled his cock, slipping it inside her. Danielle happily straddled his face on one end of the bench, facing away so that Paul had easy access to her mouth, standing at the end whereby she could suck him.
"This should do it!" Kathy giggled happily, now getting in to it. "Start the time!"
"Fuck the time!" Danielle shot back. "Just eat me...make me cum!" she wailed seriously.
Danielle rode Steve's face, happily humping herself against his hungrily searching mouth as Kathy delightedly fucked herself up and down his massively thick shaft. Paul enjoyed the vacuum-like suction of Danielle's mouth around his prick, keeping one eye on the door for any unwanted visitors...or worse. So far their luck was holding.
"Oh yeah baby, yeah! That's it...lick that fucker!" Danielle cried out deliriously.
"Time!" Paul informed them all, once again allowing a bit of extra time to ensure they got in the full five minutes.
"Fuck that!" Danielle stated seriously, feeling Steve begin to wiggle out from underneath her, just as Kathy had already jumped up heading towards the pile of clothing in order to hurriedly dress. "I told you...this time I'm gonna have a nice little cum."
"That's YOUR problem honey," Steve said finally extricating himself from beneath her, soon after joining Kathy who was now already dressed and appearing nervous. Danielle turned towards Paul.
"Well?" she asked hands on hips obviously in no hurry to be going anywhere as she stared towards Paul.
"Wanna fuck? Or you want me to eat you?" he asked as Steve and Kathy made a hasty exit from the room.
"Well, fucking will take me longer to cum," she informed him. "So...get dressed, then eat me," she said repositioning herself back down on the weight bench. They had plenty of spare time to kill as yet. So there was no real hurry. They could only perform two other "free-style" events now before returning to their rooms. And though this one wouldn't count for one of those, Paul figured he owed her at least that much anyway.
"Well at least keep your ears open, if not your eyes," he informed her as he knelt down on the floor between her outstretched legs. "If you hear anyone coming..."
"The only one that better be coming is me!" she interrupted him, "now...get licking unless you intend on staying here all night!"
Paul smiled to himself. He didn't think it would take all that long. He was rather good at this, or so he'd been told a time or two anyway. And as hot and aroused as Danielle obviously was, he was also fairly confident that he'd have her quivering in orgasm in no time. He had no intent on teasing her, though he'd have preferred and enjoyed doing that. Unfortunately, time was of the essence. Instead, he merely wrapped his lips around her tender clit and began sucking...finger-fucking her cunt as he did. The combination of the two soon had her bouncing spasmodically upon the bench, just as he'd hoped. In minutes, Danielle had drenched the bench in a wet little puddle of female cum cream. After dressing, she was considerate enough to wipe it off...but she left smiling as they headed back towards the elevators.
#
"We get free-style points for the elevator," Danielle informed Paul. "All we need is a minute...want to chance it?" she asked.
"Why not!" Paul agreed. "What's the handbook say?"
She read as they slowly made their way back around the pool area, and then back into the lobby area where the main elevators stood.
In whispered tones she read to him. "Elevators. Says here, that for an exposed hand-job, we each get one point. Two points for an exposed finger-fuck. Three points for a blow-job, four points if you eat me," she winked, licking her lips once again. "That was pretty good Paul," she admitted. "Once we get back to the room, I wouldn't mind it if you'd do that for me again," she asked hungrily.
"What else?" Paul asked. Reluctantly Danielle returned to the book as Paul rang for one of the elevators.
"Five points for an obvious fuck. But they all have to last for at least a full minute either way. Though...we do get double whatever points should anyone see us."
"Well ten points is better than just one or two doubled," Paul stated. "And five each is better than any anyway. Besides, it shouldn't be too hard to slip inside those bikini panties of yours anyway, I can pull them off to one side. All we need to hope for is to have a full minute of this to ourselves."
"I agree," Danielle said wickedly. "Push the button to the top floor, then after we've passed our own, push that one. Maybe that will give us the time we need before anyone else can stop the elevator. If not, we'll still have plenty of time to try it again, and keep trying...riding the elevator while you ride me," she winked, laughing.
"Sounds like a plan," Paul said stepping inside the elevator when the doors opened. "Bend over the moment the doors close," he told her, glad that no one else had appeared wanting to ride up with them.
There were fifteen floors. Fourteen actually as there was no thirteenth floor. A silly superstition perhaps, that probably didn't make a lot of sense to most visitors.
"Bend over!" Paul told her the moment the doors had closed. He'd already pulled his swim trunks down just enough in front to free his cock, now swollen once again, and most eager to slip inside that deliciously moist cunt. The elevator slowly began to ascend, Paul carefully aiming one of their cameras downwards to ensure that his cock could be easily seen entering Danielle's very wet cunt. With one eye on his watch, the other on the floors as they slowly passed each one, he was beginning to think they'd have plenty of time to complete this particular task without disruption. As they passed, Paul pushed the button for the 10th floor, their floor, all the while enjoying the feel of his prick sliding in and out of Danielle's welcoming pussy. The elevator slowed, reaching the top floor, there was still several seconds remaining on their time. It was risky, but he could either pull out, thus requiring that they start all over, or hope that when the doors opened there would be nobody waiting to get on.
"What do you want to do?" he asked as the elevator stopped and as the doors slowly began to open.
"Fuck me!" came her only reply. "Don't stop now...just fuck me!"
The doors opened, much to their relief, no one stood waiting. Paul frantically pushed the "doors closed" button, almost willing it to do so, especially when he glanced up, caught movement, and realized someone actually was making their way over towards their elevator. He caught only the faintest surprised look on the man's face as the door fully closed. Danielle bent over, Paul standing behind her. And though it couldn't have been possible to actually see what they were doing, the obvious hint of it must have left the man wondering.
"Whew! That was close!" Paul stated.
"So am I!" Danielle quipped. "Keep fucking!"
They reached the 10th floor, the doors once again opening. And once again, no one stood there waiting for their elevator. They'd surpassed the required time with plenty of margin to spare, but Danielle remained as she was, holding the door, Paul behind her, fucking her wildly now in complete and utter abandon. "Ding...ding...ding!" Danielle cried out as she came. "Going down?" she cried out happily.
"Wait until we get back to the room," Paul told her. "I'm in the mood for a little old fashioned '69', how's that sound?" he asked.
"Sounds perfect," Danielle cooed. "Now...just for fun, lets see if we can make it to the room like this," she challenged him.
"You're serious?"
"Very! Lets see if we can 'crab-fuck-walk' down the hall to our room." Danielle stood just enough to be able to walk upright, though holding on to Paul's hands which she held up over her head for balance and support. He in turn waddled between her, taking small steps, deliciously short strokes of his cock still moving in and out simply through the normal motion of walking."
"Oh fuck...two more doors and I think I could have climaxed!" she told him upon finally reaching their own doorway. Only then did Paul pull out of her delicious split, hearing the sound of fresh elevator doors opening, footsteps now approaching their way. They quickly entered the room, already stumbling and tumbling out of their clothing.
"You know...we've still got one more 'free-style' we can do before we have to part company," Paul reminded her. And its worth some decent points too, because it has to be performed outside on the balcony. Chancy, because we could easily be seen, turned in if we are. What do you think?"
"Do we get points for doing a '69' out there?" she wondered.
"Why not, it's only a railing...someone could certainly see us and realize what we're doing!"
"Sounds fun!" Danielle admitted. "Plus...getting some more points for doing it. I'd say coupled with that, along with everything else, that you and I have gotten off to a pretty good start. Too fucking bad we can't continue on in this together."
Paul agreed that their time had been fun and exciting, but truth be told, he still hoped that he'd get lucky enough to pair up with Anna, "Now there's a woman who enjoys sucking cock!" he mused silently to himself. And with that thought in mind, he soon joined Danielle out on the balcony, where he straddled her on top, slipping his cock into her waiting mouth from above as his nestled gently, hovering briefly above her obscenely exposed, wide open pussy.
#
Paul had dropped off his old room key, retrieving the new one. He was again disappointed to discover that it wasn't Anna, hoping against hope that it might be. But he wasn't at all disappointed in the woman who sat expectantly waiting for him when he arrived. She was short at only five foot four, but her hair was long well past her shoulders in a burnt almond coloring that accentuated her almost emerald green eyes. Her lips were full, promising wicked kisses as she had a habit of licking them almost continuously. For her size and stature, she had well rounded breasts that he could easily see as they pressed deliciously against the tight-fitting tank top she had chosen to wear. Paul introduced himself, pleased to see her reaction upon entering his new room.
"Nice to meet you Paul, my name is Angela, and whether you believe this or not, I was up until two weeks ago, still a virgin, so I am still a bit naive about a great many things. But what I lack in experience, I more than make up for in enthusiasm."
Paul was surprised at her revelation. "What made you decide to get involved in something like this?" he'd asked.
"Well, my boyfriend had mentioned to me that he'd participated in this event the past two years. Listening to him describe all the craziness, I couldn't help but wonder what it might be like to actually participate myself."
"So he's here with you then?" Paul questioned.
Angela laughed, tossing her full mane of hair back when she did. "Actually no, not really. I mean he's here yes, but we didn't come together. In fact, he was rather put out with me when I said I wanted to, told me I couldn't. Told him he didn't have a say in the matter as long as I paid my own entry fee. So..."
"So?"
"So...we broke up. So he's here, but not with me. In fact, I haven't even run into him yet except at the beginning."
"How's it been for you then?" Paul wondered. "You find any of this intimidating or awkward?" Paul was worried that his new partner might be a bit of burden with her lack of experience for one thing. But that she also might tend to be a bit more shy, and thus not as willing to take as much risk as some of the other contestants.
"I know what you're thinking, and perhaps worried about. But I can assure you, I am enjoying this a lot, and have every intention on playing this game to the best of my ability. If anything, I find it extremely exciting to see what can be gotten away with, without being caught. And just so you know, I lost my virginity on the beach in full view of several vacationers, though we did it beneath a blanket, it was still quite obvious to many who watched and could see us as to what was going on."
Paul felt a little more at ease with his new partner after that, and they began to plan what events and tasks remained together for the next six-hour period of time that they would be sharing.
"According to the schedule, we have one required event, and three free-styles that we can ourselves choose to do. Have you eaten yet?" he asked.
There were several restaurants contained within the hotel, one of which was pretty classy as well as expensive, but a lot of points could also be earned there as well. And one of the required events was to pick one of the restaurants and perform some definite sexual act while dining. Points of course being awarded based on the extent of the act, and the level of danger of discovery being performed.
"I brought a nice evening dress with me," she informed him. "I planned for that after what my ex-boyfriend told me he'd done last year. I'd like to try that one and get it off my list. My last partner was a bit less adventurous, I'm afraid the two of us didn't do all that well in the previous round, so I'd like to try and make up for it if I can."
They had about thirty minutes before the second round of games were scheduled to begin again. That afforded them both the time to dress and prepare themselves. Once again Paul was pleased to see that Angela wasn't at all inhibited or shy in undressing in front of him as she laid out her dress for the evening on the bed. She appeared very comfortable in fact as she pulled her tank top up over her head, revealing her twin globes. "You might as well see what you're going to be playing with soon," she informed him. "I'd rather we get that initial nervousness out of the way anyway so that we're more comfortable when the games begin again."
Paul couldn't agree more, undressing himself selecting his own set of clothing for dinner. Something accessible as he too had planned ahead, but appropriate enough for dinner.
"Say's here we get style points for creativity," he told Angela as he looked over the possibilities for their sit-down dinner. But it also says that if we're thrown out of the restaurant, we will also be disqualified. So this one's got to include some finesse, as well as some careful planning to ensure we score points without being caught doing it. Though it also says that should we be observed, and as long as we're not thrown out, that we can score a great many additional points for the length of time we are observed too."
Angela modeled the dress she had selected for their dinner. She wore garters and stockings, allowing complete and total access to her pussy without having to wear panties or panty-hose. The dress was bright red with a slit well up along one side. It included a deep plunging "V" neckline that also exposed a goodly portion of her well-rounded breasts.
"Well?"
"Perfect," he told her. "It looks good on you. But we need to ensure that you're seated on my left next to me since your dress is slit on the right. And though I am right-handed, I should easily enough be able to play with you that way during dinner. The tricky part will be whatever seating arrangements we might want, or attempt to find for some level of privacy, but including a bit of a reasonable risk factor as well. Getting to your tits shouldn't be a problem either, not with that dress. And it says that at some point during dinner they need to be exposed for a minimum of fifteen seconds duration. I think with luck we should be able to accomplish that task easily enough. Exposing me for an equal amount of time should be far easier, if we can manage a cum-shot during dinner, we'll get bonus points for that of course, not to mention the risk factor in exposing ourselves without being tossed. So we'll just have to play it by ear and see how much we can get away with, and ensure it's all captured on camera of course."
"Of course," Angela grinned coming over to run her hands up and down the length of Paul's rapidly growing erection. "I'd really like to see if we can get some hard-points for my giving you a blow-job too," she added hopefully, then she drew Paul's stiff erect penis inside her mouth as a preemptory introduction. "Might as well get the real introductions out of the way here before going to dinner yes?" she giggled, once again sucking, then licking Paul's erect shaft.
"Just don't make me cum yet," he admonished her. "I'd like to have a nice full cumshot to show during dinner if we can somehow manage it," he grinned through clenched teeth as her mouth, inexperienced as it may or may not be, continued to pleasure him quite nicely.



They were soon after shown to a table, though a quick glance proved it wasn't ideal for their adventures, too much exposure surrounded by a multiple of customers, most of which they wouldn't be able to monitor or keep track of during the event. Paul spotted a more ideal location, next to a window where he could very possibly use that to see behind him in its reflection. A distinct advantage, plus allowing them some privacy from the side, as it was a sectioned booth rather than an open table. "May we sit over there instead?" he asked their hostess hopefully. Luckily, she complied, seating them where he preferred. They also sat on the same side as opposed to sitting across from one another, not entirely out of the norm for several couples sharing an intimate dinner together. Angela slid into the seat first sitting to Paul's left, just as they had also planned. He quickly took note of their surroundings, pleased that he could indeed catch reflections in the window of anyone coming up from behind them or at an angle. There was one table sitting just across the narrow isle way from where they sat, though it was currently unoccupied.
"Seems perfect yes?" Angela asked as they sat scouring their menus. Already her hand had slid down to Paul's crotch, unzipping him as he had by now placed the linen napkin over his lap in preparation for her doing so.
"Not too bad," he replied. "Still a few areas that might give us problems, one blind spot that we'll have to keep an eye on occasionally, and there will also be the shear luck of customer seating if things get real busy here."
They had plenty of privacy for the simple task requirements, timing things perfectly after ordering their drinks, receiving them then taking a few more moments to review the dinner selections. Paul had positioned his camera at a decent angle that clearly covered things above the table. Angela using hers for any shots below the table itself, though even that would have to be adjusted from time to time as things progressed towards her end of things. With his erection now free from his slacks, it was a simple thing to move the linen cloth off to one side, clearly showing Angela's hand surrounding it as she pumped his prick for the required fifteen second period without disruption. With one of the simple preliminaries out of the way, they ordered soon after when their cute little waitress came back. The second of their preliminaries would be slightly more difficult, though her dress did indeed give Paul's had easy access to her pussy, it wasn't as accommodating in fully exposing her breast. Though according to the rules, only one breast had to be fully and completely exposed for the time requirements. Though her dress did indeed have a deep plunging "V" neck, it was unfortunately just tight enough that Angela couldn't reveal it fully without a great deal of difficulty, further complicating any necessary recovery in doing so should they be discovered.
"Let me think for a moment," Paul stated as they began working through this next requirement. He quickly realized with the back of her dress clasping about her neck, that the catch could easily be undone. "I have an idea," he told her. "Your tits are big enough that as long as you don't move much, your top should stay up on its own. When and if its safe enough however, it will also provide us a much quicker means to expose them, as well as cover you up again quickly should it become necessary." Angela agreed, quickly reaching up behind herself when the coast was clear enough, undoing the catch, then sat holding still as a simple test to see how well her dress really would hold up. It was tenuous at best.
"Well, it will have to do," he told her. Their waitress was already on her way back carrying their salads, so they waited patiently to be served before attempting the required breast exposement. Paul noticed as she did, that their waitress was a bit more observing that he would have liked, tossing Angela a curious look upon realizing that her dress was indeed undone about the neck. It was unfortunately designed that the neck straps had nowhere to go but fall down to either side of her neck in a very careless fashion.
"Uh...is there anything else I can get you while you're dinner's being prepared?" she asked tentatively, her eyes obviously glued to the curiously undone dress that Angela was wearing.
Paul found himself nervously wondering if this might pose them a problem later on as their waitress seemed genuinely curious, interested as to the "why" of things as she continued to hover even after being informed that everything was perfectly fine for the moment. Which is when Angela surprised them both.
"Well, there IS one thing," she announced somewhat shyly. "Perhaps you really could help us with a bit of an embarrassing request," she stated easily. Even Paul had no idea where any of this was going. But the look on their waitress's face relaxed as though she were about to be let in on the big secret.
"Sure...If I can," she stated actually leaning forward some as though to be whispered to about whatever Angela's request might be.
"Please don't laugh..." Angela began once again. "But the material of this new dress I'm wearing seems to be causing a skin reaction of some sort. I've got the worst case of the 'itchies' I've ever had. And I'm terribly embarrassed by this, but if I don't scratch them each soon...I'm going to go crazy!"
By the reaction of the waitress, she was both surprised as well as amused. "How can I help?" she asked once again curiously.
"Well like I said, this really is embarrassing, but if you wouldn't mind it...could you stand there as a bit of a shield against prying eyes while I scratch my boobs?"
Having been brought in to the clandestine request, the waitress was suddenly most eager and responsive to help in any way that she could. Fifteen seconds might be a bit long to sit there exposed, scratching herself in some effort to seek relief, but Paul found her ingenuity most welcome.
Looking about, standing...hovering at the best possible angle to shield Angela as she suddenly exposed both breasts, the waitress played her protective roll most amiably as Angela went through the motions of both scratching, as well as caressing herself (which was actually required) much to both Paul's bemusement, as well as their waitress's.
"I'm really sorry about this," Angela continued, still periodically scratching herself, then caressing as though to sooth the irritated areas of discomfort. "Make sure you leave her a really nice tip for doing this for me," she told Paul, who of course readily agreed. "I really can't thank you enough," Angela finished upon receiving a wink that the required amount of time had indeed been reached. She even managed to get the waitress to reach around, reclasping her dress for her as Paul watched, getting all of it on camera.
"If I need to...again, would you mind?" she asked the waitress just before leaving.
"Not at all," she assured her with a genuine smile. "Just let me know. I know what it's like to get itchy tits...nothing worse than what grass can do to them," she offered without going into any further detail. But her wink and knowing smile that they had just shared a common understanding together assured Paul and Angela that they had gotten away with it, and had in fact scored a few extra points for the obvious exposure and observance.
"Well done honey," Paul stated after their waitress had left. "That was brilliant in fact! Though I doubt I could have gotten away with having an itchy dick that needed scratching," he said laughingly.
"Probably not," Angela agreed, once again wrapping her hand around his still exposed penis, which they had both entirely forgotten about. "Hey! Think we'll get any points for that?" she wondered.
"I don't know...maybe. I guess it depends on how much we got on camera, but as I recall, I did have to reach and readjust my napkin after she left, so maybe!"
They had completed and performed all the necessary preliminaries; all that was left was attempt at the bonus points allowed for even more dangerous acts of sexual fondling and play. This is where things could get pretty dicey as there would be little if any room for explanation should they be discovered.
They spent the first several minutes actually enjoying their dinner once it had arrived, pondering and discussing the possibilities. A fifteen second, uninterrupted blowjob was going to be difficult to perform and get away with, but so would anything else be just as difficult. They could leave things as they were, they'd satisfactorily completed the major requirement, but neither of them wanted to walk away from dinner without earning a few extra needed points.
It was beginning to look like they would have to settle for just that however as by now someone was seated at the one clear table across the isle from them. For Angela to be able to perform giving him a blowjob now, it would simply be far too risky. They would be noticed in a heartbeat, and then all hell would no doubt break loose.
"Any ideas?" Angela asked. Paul thought for a moment more as they finished their desserts.
"Just one...but it is risky, and a lot will depend on our friendly helpful waitress," he told her.
"You're seriously not considering the 'itchy-cock' thing are you?" she asked nervously. Paul laughed.
"Not quite, but close. And it IS a bit dangerous, but it won't hurt to try...at least if we tell her before hand what we're considering, it will give us the chance to gage her reaction. If it's a bad one, we can simply laugh it off as a rather crude, poorly conceived joke, then leave her an even bigger tip to mollify any repulsion. IF on the other hand, she actually goes along with it, we could score some points BIG time."
"What do you have in mind?" Angela asked curiously. And so Paul laid out his idea to her.
"It might work," she said after hearing it.
"It might, especially since you seemed to establish a bit of a sisterly relationship with her during the scratch your titties thingy," Paul laughed. "Worth a try anyway."
"Here she comes now," Angela told him. "You ready?"
"Sure...lets go for it, see what happens," he responded.
"Can I get you anything else?"
Paul thought Angela deserved an Academy Award for her performance, how she managed to blush as profusely as she was amazed him.
"There is one thing I'd like to ask you about," Angela told her in that same conspiratorial tone of voice she'd used earlier, though this time still blushing profusely looking embarrassed as she did, all the while Paul appeared confused as to what was actually taking place between them, obviously left out of the conversation.
"Paul honey? Could you excuse us for just two seconds?"
"Sure baby," he said once again sounding confused, excusing himself, asking for directions to the bathroom even though he already knew where they were.
The signal that their waitress had agreed to go along with it would be her ordering of after dinner brandies. If not, then she would have slid to the end of their seat, waiting expectantly for his return.
"I know this might sound a little strange, perhaps a bit wild even. But we're on our honeymoon." Angela let that tid-bit of information sink in before continuing. "It's so beautiful here, and the dinner has been extra special, as well as the service," Angela smiled again, pausing. "And strangely enough, I really like you, and appreciate what you did for me earlier, which is why I thought that maybe I could ask you for an extra special favor. And even if you say no, which would be perfectly understandable under the circumstances, I wanted to at least ask since I feel perhaps maybe you and I have a lot in common." Angela was remembering the comment about "grass itchy tits". She knew she had the waitress's full and undivided attention now, especially as Angela leaned forward lowering her voice even more conspiratorially.
"What do you have in mind?" she asked.
"Well, like I said, it's our honeymoon, and I wanted to do something really special, something a bit naughty perhaps that we'd both have as a very special memory. It's something we've jokingly talked about, discussed, but Paul of course knows the likelihood if it ever happening as being virtually impossible. Angela once again paused, gauging their waitress's reaction, but if anything, she appeared even more excitedly curious than before. "I need you to be a shield again for just a few seconds of time," she assured her. "While I blow him."
There...it was said, out in the open. Now the moment of truth was at hand. What the waitress said or did now was risky, but the request wouldn't most likely cause any real trouble. At worst, she'd simply say no, and that would be that.
"You're serious?" she asked back, still leaning over the table.
"Yes, just for a second or two," Angela promised. "I thought you might understand, realize that something that wild would indeed be memorable, something to look back on years later and laugh about. Laugh and remember the incredible waitress that went along with us and helped us to enjoy a very special time together."
Angela waited, she was considering it. "Ok, but how?"
"When you're ready, go and get us a couple of brandies. By that time I will have told Paul what I'm planning, and that you've agreed to go along with it. He'll be ready, so all you'll have to do is stand a little more off to the side there, shielding that table from being able to see this. I'll give him a few quick licks, just something of a tease, as well as an excitement, then I'll sit up, we'll finish our brandies and then leave. And of course, leave you a very nice tip for having helped us," she said smiling.
Now the waitress was blushing, but...she was also grinning. "Oh hell why not? I've done a few crazy things myself and always wondered if I'd be bold enough to ever do something like this as well. So sure...I'll go get the brandies, give you a few minutes to convince Paul and return. If he's ok with it, just wink when I come back."
Both Paul as well as Angela knew the only real complication was that it wouldn't last for just a few seconds, it had to last for at least fifteen. But...once committed, they were both reasonably assured that their waitress wouldn't bolt on them as uncomfortable or as worried as she might become, she'd be forced into standing there for the full amount of time, now an unwitting accomplice in their sexual assignation.
Paul soon after returned, saw that Angela was smiling still sitting where she had, obviously having ordered their brandies. Once again he'd unzipped himself, repositioned the camera, though it would be Angela's that would be documenting the act itself.
Nervously their waitress stood at the table, just as they'd discussed. She looked quickly and briefly behind her, assured that where she stood, she was indeed blocking any clear-cut view across the way. "Ok," she breathed softly, excitedly. "Whenever you're ready!"
Smiling, Angela leaned over gobbling up Paul's stiff hard erection. Anticipating a few quick licks, their waitress stood at first nervously, almost embarrassed as she watched, then as the seconds continued, as Angela's head continued bobbing up and down Paul's extremely hard erection, she found herself mesmerized, aroused beyond words, and now wanting, needing to see more if that were possible. Paul monitored his watch slyly as his arm rested on the table. The sweet feel of Angela's mouth sucking him, the excitement of being watched as she did had boiled his ball cream close to eruption, surprisingly so.
"You'd best stop...or I'm gonna cum," he announced. It was their pre-arranged signal that they'd met the required time. Angela began lifting her head. Paul groaned reluctantly, he really had been close...too close.
"Do it!" they heard their waitress actually comment. "Just hurry!" she added nervously.
She stood her ground, covering them though the time spent standing where she was, as she had might have begun to take on notice.
Angela's mouth returned to work, seriously. Paul's prick returned to pleasure, expectantly, his face turning briefly towards their waitress, whose hand had subconsciously reached upwards, cupping and kneading one of her tits as her eyes remained glued to Angela's still busily working mouth.
"Oh yeah...baby, oh baby. Here it comes honey...am gonna shoot!"
Angela would have preferred to continue sucking him dry, but she knew that a cumshot, an observed cumshot no less, was worth a ton of points! She withdrew her head sitting up slightly, her hand wildly stroking Paul's shaft up and down as a fountain of his cream began to jettison from the head of his prick, splashing wildly, obscenely against the satin red dress she was wearing. Angela didn't care, she was too aroused, too overwhelmed in Paul's ardent torrent of wildly flying cum to even care.
"Fuck!" Their waitress moaned softly. "Fuck!"
#
When it was time once again to leave Angela, Paul did so reluctantly once again. So far he'd been lucky. He'd had two very different, very amazing women with whom he'd competed, and enjoyed their respective teamwork. But it was after all part of the game. The requirement to compete and learn to work with a variety of partners, once again keeping everything on a level playing field for everyone. Though there was of course the simple luck of the draw.
Now well past midnight, nearing closer to two in the morning, Paul had dropped off his key, though during this phase of the competition, he'd not been given a new one. This was the "males" portion of endurance, ingenuity, and luck, as only the females had rooms, with all the males wandering about looking for perspective partners, not allowed to continue on with any previous partners, but each looking for one another, someone to join with, to score some quick easy points with until eight the following morning when he would return to the social room, be given a key, which would now become 'his' more permanent room as the females would now take on the aspect of being virtually 'homeless'.
There was of course the added excitement and danger of approach. Not everyone staying at the hotel would be involved in the game. And Paul couldn't hope to immediately recognize someone who was, though he hoped that he might find someone he did recognize, and see her searching for a new partner just as he himself now was. He could see below down into the pool area. It was crowded, especially for this time of night, and as far as he could tell, everyone down there was partnered. And besides, he'd already scored the only points he could for 'pool-play'. And those scored at night wouldn't be nearly as much, though it was perhaps a bit safer for those who were fooling around below.
Paul had decided to work his way down to the lobby, heading towards the elevators when he spotted her. Anna was just stepping out.
"Anna!" he called out to her excitedly. She was alone. She grinned, excited to see him, looking just as much relieved to find him also alone. "We have six hours of pure free-style ahead of us," he reminded her. And even better as he thought about it, one could have and be with as many partners during this phase of the competition as they wished, and none of them would be considered permanent partners, so he could...if fate had it, end up with Anna as a true partner the following day too.
Lack of sleep was considered one of the physical components that might have affect on some of the participants. But excitement, pure adrenaline coursing through Paul's system had driven away any and all signs of that. Just seeing Anna as she stepped out of the elevators wearing a simple pair of sweat-pants and top, looking just as sexy in those as she might have in a see-through negligee, soon had his cock rock-hard and needful.



"Paul!" Anna cried out happily, all but jumping into his arms as he approached. "Oh baby...I've been looking all over the place for you," she told him. "I was hoping I'd find you, especially now. I can't think of a better person or partner to get naughty with tonight!" she informed him suggestively. He remembered. If anyone had as wild as an imagination as he did...it was Anna.
"Got something naughty in mind for a quick few points?" he asked.
Anna looked about. "Seems like a good place to start," she said simply. The halls were currently vacant, though the likelihood of someone coming was extremely possible, and very likely.
"Here?" Paul asked.
"As good a place as any...for starters," she said smiling, already stripping off her sweat pants, though she kept her top on for the moment. Paul grinned. Seeing her standing there in nothing more than her bulky top, tennis shoes, and beautifully bare-shaven pussy, soon had his already rock-hard cock dancing even more urgently. He too was wearing as little as possible, a pair of running shorts, no underwear, a tee-shirt and tennis shoes as well.
Right in front of the elevators, she lay on the carpeted floor, pulling Paul down on to her. "Oh honey...fuck me baby, fuck me. Fuck me long...hard and good!"
They wouldn't score a lot of points for this one, but a few. There was some aspect of danger associated with it, not to mention the excitement of discovery, but it was the excitement of feeling Anna's soft silken pussy as it surrounded his shaft that scored the most points with him. Anna's cunt was without a doubt the softest, sweetest, wettest pussy he'd ever been in before.
"Oh fuck baby...I'd almost forgotten!" he told her as she wrapped her legs around his back, drawing him even more deeply inside her as they heard the elevator being called to go back down.
"We might have company soon," she giggled excitedly, humping upwards against him, capturing, then recapturing his now pistoning prick as it slid in and out of her succulent juicy split.
Anna was too lost in the moment to care, or even realize when the elevator began making its way back up. "We might have company soon," Paul warned her, still enjoying their long-needed fuck, taking his time with her, wanting her to orgasm, wanting, and needing her to climax with him.
"Well, if we do...maybe we'll luck out and it will be someone looking for a partner as well. If not, then we'll giggle, hide our faces, and run butt-naked towards the stairs!"
Paul laughed, "Sounds like a plan, if nothing else, we might score a few extra points for getting caught by a non-competitor!"
They both heard the 'ding' of the elevators arrival. Reluctantly, they made themselves ready, gathering their pants within their hands for a speedy quick dash down the hall in case it was someone that would take offense at finding them, and thus raise an alarm, or report it. The doors opened.
"Damn!"
She was short, stocky with brown hair and fairly large breasts. "I'm assuming the two of you are part of the games," she announced knowingly. "Because if you aren't, you should be."
Anna laughed. "We are," she announced. Neither she nor Paul had stopped fucking, continuing to do so, especially now as it became obvious that the woman who now stood there watching, was a participant herself.
"Damn," she said again. "I haven't been able to find anyone, its almost as though they've all had the same idea or something and went there together."
"Yeah...the pool area," Paul told her. "Though take my advise, those who've been competing for a few years have already learned that you won't get a lot of points down there tonight, not even the bonus points are as many as might be earned otherwise for group encounters. It's far better to score in other areas of the building..."
"Especially hallways," Anna joked, thrusting upwards against him. Paul smiled.
"Yeah...especially hallways," he agreed.
"Want to join us?" Anna asked her. "You won't score as many points being alone, but at least you'll earn a few if you stick with us for a bit until you can find someone, or decide what it is you want to do."
"Do you mind?"
"Not at all, how about you Paul?" Anna asked, already knowing the answer.
And by way of an answer, Paul had an idea. "Listen, we're in a good spot, or at least so far we are. How about we just continue on, but take it up a notch. A fun naughty little threesome here in the hallway."
"Sounds like a hell of a lot of fun. By the way, my names Carla."
"Nice to meet you Carla," both Anna and Paul spoke simultaneously, laughing at some hidden private joke as they did.
"What's so funny?" Carla asked.
"Oh...nothing really," Anna began. "We both tend to do that a lot," Anna and Paul said once again simultaneously together.
"OK, that's a bit odd," Carla laughed nervously. "I guess you two know one another then."
"We're starting too," Paul stated smiling towards Anna. "Now...ideas?"
Minutes later, Paul had positioned his little spy camera on the glass case of a nearby fire extinguisher. If they had to, he could leave it and retrieve it a short time later after the coast was clear. But for now, it would ensure that anything and everything they did would be captured for the judges.
"I'm feeling way naughty," Anna announced suggestively. And by the tone of her voice, Paul could tell that indeed she was.
"So Carla," Paul asked. "Any inhibitions? Anything you wouldn't do?" he asked her.
"None," she said smiling. "I'm game for anything," she announced.
"Good...in that case."
Seconds later, they were all as nude as the day they were born, though each continued wearing their tennis shoes. Clothes had been carefully positioned nearby for a quick get away and easy retrieval, to be put back on whenever it became possible to do so.
"We're going for the most points possibly allowed," Anna had suggested. And that meant total nudity.
"Yeah, a perfect ten!" Paul agreed laughing. "We've got a good opportunity, a good mix here, and plenty of coverage," he added.
Anna stood with her hands resting against the wall, stepping away slightly, and leaning forward. Paul positioned himself behind her, taking a moment to run his hands and fingers over her well-rounded ass as Carla knelt down on the floor in front of her, introducing the flat of her tongue into Anna's pussy.
"Oh that's nice!" Anna moaned happily, rotating her rapidly moistening cunt against the woman's mouth. Paul eased his finger inside the tight opening of Anna's cute little star, wiggled it around inside her, further arousing her.
"Your cunt really produces a lot of cream doesn't it?" Carla stated in surprise as she continued licking her.
"Oh fuck, you have no idea!" Anna warned. "I'm just getting started!" she mewled wantonly as Paul placed the head of his now very slippery dick at the opening of her ass.
"Ready?" he asked.
"More than..." Anna moaned. "Fuck me baby, come on, slip that nice hard prick inside my ass."
"Fuck!" Paul moaned as he began pushing inside her.
"Oh fuck yes!" Carla added as the sweet rivers of juice suddenly increased from between Anna's thighs.
"Holy shit!" Anna groaned intensely as Paul's cock slid the full length, now resting fully, deeply inside her throbbing, clenching ass.
"Ding!"
#
"Well! I never!" Came the startled, shocked tone of voice, along with another, though gentler guffaw right behind it.
"Well maybe if you had Doris, you wouldn't be in the middle of a divorce now!" Paul, Anna and Carla watched as the two older women, perhaps in their fifties passed by on the way to their room. The strong smell of alcohol told them all the two had been out partying, but perhaps not exactly in the same way they were seeing now. Doris averted her eyes as they passed, though the other who'd actually laughed, smiled, winked and nodded her head as she passed, guiding her somewhat tipsy friend to their hotel room a short distance away down the hall.
"Should we be worried?" Carla asked.
"I don't think so," Paul assured her, still lustily, happily, thrusting his hard stiff cock in and out of Anna's sweet tight ass. "I think 'Doris' is too drunk to do much of anything except collapse in her bed. Though after seeing us, she might actually be wishing for more than that. As for her friend, I wouldn't be surprised to see her grab another peek at us here shortly as soon as she's put Doris to bed. But...just in case, and to play it safe, if we hear the elevator ding again, we run."
"And...just in case you are right Paul, Carla? Why don't you aim your camera down the hallway there, just in case we do end up getting spied on. It might give us a few extra points!"
"Good idea," Paul agreed as Carla quickly situated her camera, and then went back to happily licking Anna's very wet slit.
There were no more immediate 'dings' though the elevator did go up and down a couple of more times, each passing their floor on the way further up however. Paul continued to enjoy the tightness of Anna's amazing ass, while Carla continued to clit-tickle her cunt, now working her fingers in and out of it as well, along with herself. Sure enough, a few minutes later the sound of a door being opened down the hall could be heard. At first, they all looked, wondering if someone else might suddenly emerge, requiring them all to grab ass and haul their butts off. Instead, much to Paul's off-handed remark, they watched as Doris's friend placed one step, then another out into the hallway, just watching.
"Don't mind me...I didn't call anyone, and my friend has already passed out. But I have to admit, seeing the three of you sitting there like that, is well...it's quite erotic don't you know!"
Paul smiled...leering actually. "Care to join us?" he asked. She was just a few doors away from them, but she paused as though considering it.
"Tempting, but no. I'm not quite that bold or daring, but I am rather amused...and aroused!"
This time Anna spoke. "Well, if you won't come over here and join us, perhaps at least you'll at least feel free to join us in another way," she suggested lustily.
The look on the woman's face changed from curiosity to wonder. "And that would be how?" she asked.
"Well, you're enjoying looking and watching us...how about letting us enjoy watching you?" Anna questioned.
The woman glanced at her door as though perhaps deciding to return inside instead. She let it close the rest of the way however, holding her key-card in one hand, lifting her skirt up with the other until it was obvious as to what she was now doing. "You mean this?" she asked as she began playing with herself, her face suddenly flushed with the excitement of the moment, even embarrassed or surprised at herself perhaps that she was actually doing this.
"Good for you!" Paul spoke joining in. "Enjoy yourself...we are!"
As he recalled, when Anna climaxed, she could really get noisy. And by the way she was beginning to thrust back against him, panting and moaning the way she now was, he knew she was teetering on the edge.
"Come all over my ass when you do baby," Anna urged Paul. "Might as well get credit for that too!" she added huskily. "You ready for a real pussy gusher Carla?" she then asked, receiving by way of an answer a sudden renewed assault on her puffy cunt. Likewise, their unplanned for voyeur, exhibitionist still standing in the hallway was now 'pat-slapping' her cunt, obviously nearing the throes of her own unexpected little orgasm, too far gone to not do so now, and thoroughly intent on reaching one.
"Fuck I'm close!" Anna announced.
"Me too!" Paul added.
"Ditto!" Carla said in a muffled sounding way as she pummeled her own pussy with her other free hand.
"And I think...so is she!" Anna exclaimed, once again looking down the hall drawing Paul's attention that way as well. The woman stood eyes closed, one hand on the wall now for support, weak in the knee's, finger's buried as deeply as she could get them between her legs, now panting like a banshee as her climax began.
"Oh fuck...I'm cumming!" Anna wailed.
"Ditto!" Paul cried, torn about pulling out of Anna's sweet delicious ass at that particularly crucial moment, but a cumshot was after all a cumshot. He felt the first delicious spurt shoot inside her ass, then pulled out, content with that, emptying the rest of his ball-cream against her sweet cheeks, and of which there was plenty of.
Carla mumbled something unintelligible as she moaned, groaned, and drank from Anna's suddenly very liquefied pussy, all the while finger-fucking herself into oblivion.
#
My room's just down the floor below us," she told Paul after saying good-bye to Carla who was now in search of new partners. They'd also said goodnight to their masturbatory friend, who had thanked them profusely for an incredible adventure. "I could really use a drink too!" she added.
"Me too...but what I'd really like, is to drink some of that pussy juice from your cunt," Paul said wickedly.
"I think that can be arranged," Anna smiled. "And then after that, how about we find one of those corner lounges, and I'll give you a nice long blowjob there. We should get some good free-style points for that one too," she said with a mischievous wink.
#
Sadly, their wild nights adventure was nearing an end. Both Paul and Anna were required to check in, retrieve their new room-keys, go...meet their new partners, and then perform one of the last required tasks that might still remain for each of them. So far, Paul had been lucky, but he still hadn't performed a sexual act outside in the parking lot, which was his final requirement, nor had he accomplished the "big" one, which was for pure bonus points, though he had come close now...twice. And that was convincing a non-participant to also perform some sort of sexual act, "with him", just watching, or even masturbating as Doris's friend had, didn't count. Though he would at least get extra points for that one.
He wondered briefly about the waitress they had met. It might not take much convincing for him to seduce her, but it might take some explaining as to where the hell his "wife" was at the moment. That might not go over very well the more he thought about it afterwards.
He returned to his own room, sat down on the bed and waited. Most everyone was no doubt off having breakfast by now during the break. They had an hour before activities once again commenced with this period of time being the longest, going on until dinnertime once again, followed by another four hour period of new partnership, then the last free-style events, or required events for those who still hadn't accomplished them before the eight a.m. deadline the following morning.
Paul decided to shower, freshen up, and await the arrival of his new days partner. Things were beginning to become harder to accomplish as well. He hoped his partner, even if she'd already performed a parking lot escapade for herself, would be willing to help him accomplish his. If she had, she wouldn't get any additional points for it however, only Paul would. But perhaps if need be, he could return the favor. Though the morning hours for the exercise facility would indeed be a tough one at this point to achieve. That, and as they'd all been made aware by now, the hotel establishment was beginning to receive a number of odd complaints from some of its guests. Guests who had stumbled into various couples, cavorting, fucking, or fondling one another openly all over the hotel. Obviously there was a lot more going on that just a few amorous couples on holiday. The hotel would be on the alert for this type of activity, making the games more difficult to play, and some of the tasks far more difficult to achieve. At least the parking lot would be a bit easier than some of the other 'required' tasks, which Paul had luckily managed to complete.
He stood beneath a hot scolding shower, relishing in the slight sting of the water's spray against his skin. The sound of the bathroom door opening alerted him to the fact that his new partner had obviously arrived. The fact she'd entered the bathroom as he showered wasn't totally unexpected. After all, what better way to meet or get used to a new partner than doing so naked.
"Care if I join you?"
Paul pulled the shower curtain nearly off the hooks. "Anna?"
She was naked, grinning, and quickly joined him. "Surprise!"
"Oh baby! And what a nice surprise it is too! And to think, I get to partner with you for the longest portion of the games!"
"How about that?" she said smiling as she reached for, soaping, then stroking Paul's rapidly hardening dick. "So honey...what mandatory do you still have left that you need to do?"
"Parking lot," he informed her.
Anna laughed. "Me too, saved that one for last. Personally, I think it's the easiest one of all the mandatories, most everyone else tends to get that one out of the way first, thinking it one of the hardest. But now, especially in the morning while everyone's still sleeping, or eating or downstairs in the exercise room, the parking lot is fairly safe for fooling around. Especially if one of us was lucky enough to find a decent parking place."
"I think mine's pretty good," Paul told her, we can go check it out after our shower. How about you?" he asked.
"Mine's pretty good too," she responded slyly, then added. "I parked right next to you!"
With their respective cars sitting side by side, there was even less chance of discovery, or someone suddenly coming by, disturbing, or catching them.
"Says here that you have to perform oral sex on me on the hood for a full minute, and then I have to do the same for you for the same amount of time. Think we can accomplish that easily enough?"
Paul laughed, "Yeah, I think so. Now, spread those lips honey, its time to dine!"
Anna had worn a skirt for this one. Bunching it up and around her waist, she lay back on the gentle slope of the hood of her car. Paul took a quick look about, saw one or two other patron's heading towards their own cars, but none of them close enough to disturb them or cause them to post-pone anything, or have to wait and start all over again.
He began to lick her, running his tongue gently, softly up her already slickened furrow. Reaching her clit, he 'flicked' it with his tongue, a hard, purposeful little flick that assaulted her clit with a nice firm jab, before continuing, once again playfully licking and lapping at her, enjoying her taste, her intoxicating aroma, and the sweetness of her already flowing female cum cream.
Paul was well beyond the required amount of time with no intention whatsoever of stopping. But then again, Anna knew that, and she had no intention of stopping him either.
"Just try not to scream too loudly when you cum," Paul asked.
"I'll suck on my lip when I do," she stated. "And then, I'll suck on you!"
"Good plan!" Paul agreed, and then began sucking on her sweet precious clit, knowing as he did, she was already biting down on her lip as she fell over the edge into ecstasy.
After Anna had a few moments to compose herself, and once again ensuring that the coast was still relatively clear, they exchanged places. Now it was Paul's turn to have his steely-hard prick lovingly mouthed, which Anna was soon doing. The way she licked him, the way her tongue traveled so delicately up one side and down the other of his shaft was maddening enough, but then she would pause, gathering him in fully, sucking him forcefully. Her lips vise-like, gathering in the velvety head where she 'knobbed' him momentarily before going back to her delightfully teasing torture as lips, tongue and hands continued the gentle coaxing onslaught where soon his cum-butter would gush forth in a spraying cascade of pleasure and delight.
"Let me know when you're about to cum," she told him.



"Fuck the cumshot," Paul stated. "I want to feel this one inside your mouth!"
Anna grinned, her smile encompassing his shaft once again, looking much like a naughty little girl with a very naughty Popsicle. "Tell you what, I'll let some of it dribble out, then I'll suck it all off you again, maybe we'll still get points for that one," she told him.
"Maybe, maybe not. Either way honey...no amount of points earned is worth exchanging for one of your incredible blowjobs!"
Anna smiled knowingly, eased a finger deep inside Paul's ass, and waited for the inevitable explosion, which came...and came again, and came, and continued doing for a very, very long period of time.
#
"So...how do you think you're doing?" she asked as they lay out by the pool.
"I think that 'we're' both doing good!" He responded. It was totally free-style now for both of them, just as long as everything they did was recorded for the judges review. And though neither had managed to "officially" coax a non-competitor into joining them, the odds that anyone else had either were pretty remote. Even then, Paul had a good feeling about this, they'd both managed to score a great deal of points along the way. He had in fact just finished masturbating Anna as she lay on her tummy as he pretended to apply sun-tan lotion to her back, reaching beneath, fingering her to orgasm while the older white-haired gentleman in the reclining lounge chair sitting next to them looked on.
Paul had smiled. The old guy had made no effort to move, declining an offer from his wife to join him in the pool. She'd been totally unaware of course that anything was going on. But after she'd left, Anna had shifted slightly, allowing one of her breasts to become completely exposed from her bikini top as she rose up slightly, as though repositioning herself for comfort. Paul had watched the knowing look in the man's eyes, his appreciative glance, even more so when catching Paul's eyes, his own knowing smile, and a simple nod towards one another in secret acknowledgment of the act. Anna gave further weight to that when she eventually rolled over, not bothering to cover her breasts after Paul had assured her the coast was clear. Only then did she slip back into her bikini top without anyone else being the wiser.
"Bill" as he introduced himself before leaving, stopped briefly to inform Paul and Anna that he'd already paid the bill for their drinks, thanked them for the little show, and openly announced he was going back to his room while he still had some "alone time" to take care of a sudden urgent matter that had suddenly and unexpectedly come up.
"If there was ever a better time," Anna announced.
"Up to you," Paul told her.
They got up seconds later, hurrying along so that they caught Bill as he'd called himself just before reaching the elevators. He was surprised to see them but smiled curiously.
"Floor?" he asked.
"Yours?" Anna questioned as a suggestion. Now Bill grinned, pushing the penthouse floor.
"Wow, you're staying in the penthouse?" Paul asked.
"Always do," he answered. He'd used a special key to access it. As the elevator began to lift, he turned towards them. Not sure how much time we'll have, but I can ensure we'll have a reasonable amount of warning," he stated picking up the phone. He spoke briefly to someone poolside. "Well, now that that's taken care of, mind if I see your wife's tits again?" he asked.
"Oh, Anna's..."
"Sure you can," Anna said interrupting Paul, giving him a cute sexy little smile as she shrugged off her top, exposing her luscious full breasts once again. "My husband thinks I have great tits, what do you think?"
"I'd say I have to agree with him," Bill stated easily, "They really are beautiful!"
Moments later the elevator floors opened, there were only two penthouses on this floor, they turned left from the elevators and entered the most spacious room that either of them had ever seen before.
"How much time?" Anna asked Paul quietly.
"Less than two hours," he replied. "Plenty of time."
"Can I get either of you a drink?" Bill asked.
"No thanks," Anna told him, already stripping out of her bikini bottoms. "Unfortunately, we really can't stay very long, but we thought it would be fun to have a little fun before we had to get back to the seminar we're attending."
Bill poured himself one anyway, though he tossed it quickly as he watched Anna skimming Paul's swim trunks down his legs. "Where's the bedroom?" she asked seriously. The suite was enormous with several rooms leading off from the main area.
"We should probably use that one," Bill pointed. "Just in case."
Anna led Paul by his rapidly stiffening cock into the room. Bill followed at a discreet distance, probably wondering what he'd gotten himself into.
"You have anything particular in mind?" he asked curiously.
"As a matter of fact," Anna grinned. "I do. Ever double-fucked a woman?"
Even Paul had never experienced that before.
"Ah no," Bill admitted excitedly.
"Mind if Paul takes my ass?"
"Your call," Bill stated as he finally began removing his own tee shirt and swimwear.
"Cool. Why don't you come up here on the bed then," she said to Bill. He did so, though Anna took a moment to stroke him ensuring his full hardness, which Paul could see he'd easily achieved. Satisfied, Anna straddled him lowering that delicious slick pussy of hers around his shaft. "Ok baby," she said turning back around to speak to Paul. "Slick that nice hard cock of yours up for me, I've got plenty of juice for both of you, and come fuck my ass honey."
As Anna continued to gently rock and stroke Bill's cock with her cunt, Paul knelt behind her briefly, reaching around to indeed capture some of that free-flowing pussy juice she was so good at making. He quickly lubricated her tiny puckered star with it along with the head of his own dick, and then pressed himself gently against her opening. Anna paused in her coupling with Bill, feeling the hard swollen head of Paul's prick pressing, then beginning to ease itself inside her, slowly...gently, until with a suction-like pop, he was in!
"Oh fuck! That's nice!" Anna exclaimed loudly. "Wait one...let me get used to the two of you," she announced. Paul reached around, grasping her full breasts giving each of her hard little nipples a nice soft pinch. He knew she liked that, and it seemed to send a needful signal down to her ass as well as her pussy.
"Oh yeah, fuck me...fuck me both of you! NOW!" she all but demanded of them.
It took only moments to establish a nice rhythm with Bill, the two of them sliding into her, then out, feeling their respective pricks passing one another through the fine membrane separating both passages.
"Holy fuck!" Bill moaned excitedly.
"You can say that again!" Anna groaned, matching his pleasure. Paul continued to fondle Anna's breasts, holding onto them for balance and support, though it was having its affect on Anna as well. She loved having her boobs played with, pulled on, her nipples pinched and twisted. Especially when she was nearing the peak of her ecstasy.
"Fuck I love when you do that!" She told Paul. "Pinch them baby, pinch them and pull them! Yes! That's it! That's it!" she cried out over and over. The feel of her luscious tight ass was having its affect upon Paul as well.
"Oh baby...I love fucking your ass. You enjoying having your ass fucked? Your pussy fucked at the same time lover?"
"Oh yes! Yes! Fuck me Paul, fuck me Bill! Both of you...just fucking fuck me!"
The three of them thrashed wildly upon the bed, Anna seemed to come unglued, beside herself, and no wonder. With Bill's stiff hard prick sluicing in and out as rapidly as he could manage, the sounds of her squishy delicious wet cunt now sounding even more frothy, more liquid moment by the moment, and Paul's perfect penis stroking her inner most depths, inner most reachings, Anna's orgasm literally seized her, taking her by total and complete surprise when it came.
"Oh...Oh...Oh...FUCK!" she screamed at the top of her lungs.
The torrent of pussy juice that erupted from her cunt took everyone by surprise, including Anna. For a brief moment, she wondered if she'd actually pee'd on Bill, and probably had, though the bulk of her spendings were slippery sweet, pearly soft in their expulsion. She continued to thrash upon him wildly, her cunt exploding in a cataclysmic display of hot wanton lust, her breasts aflame with pleasure and pain mixed as Paul's hands dug into her, nearly causing injury. His own cock, mushroomed, ballooned, then exploded as well. For a moment, he was almost sure the head of his cock had come off, the almost hurtful spurtings of his spunk filling her ass, bathing the inside of her deliciously tight fuck-tunnel until he too had joined her in a wail-song of an entirely different nature, different species. Bill soon joined them, the excitement too much, the need far gone beyond control, his cock lurched, his first hard-felt toss of sperm now likewise filling her pussy, backwashing itself as it met the continued flow and spray of her still juicing quim.
They lay together in a heap momentarily. Paul finally found his legs, as well as his strength, taking that moment to waddle over to the nightstand where he'd secretly placed the small little spy camera, tucking it away before Bill could possibly spot it.
"Honey? I hate to rush you baby...but we really do need to get back to the room, shower and dress for this evenings session."
Anna moaned, rolled over, giving Bill's rapidly wilting penis an affectionate pat. "Thank you," she told him. "I've always wanted to know what that would feel like, and now I do!" she said grinning. "Thank you again!"
"No...thank you!" Bill said in a voice that sounded more like he'd died and gone to heaven. For in a way perhaps, he had.
#
Outside in the hallway as they waited for the elevator to arrive, Anna asked. "Did we get it?" she wondered.
"I'm sure we did honey, I had both cameras aimed at us, and from what I could tell, there's no way we couldn't have gotten all of that."
"Damn! We should score BIG time with that one then," she exclaimed excitedly.
"Yeah, I think so!" Paul agreed. "Though I wish, we could finish out the rest of the competition together, I'd really rather be with you, you know...more so than anyone else!"
"Really Paul? You mean that?"
"Yes baby, I really do."
"Tell you what, no matter who wins this thing, or whether or not you and I end up in the money or not, what say you and I start up our own little Sexual Olympics. As many times as you've been able to cum, I think you'd have established a new worlds record...'many cums' she called him teasingly.
"Me? Hell baby...what about you?" Fuck...I lost track of the number of times you've had an orgasm. Hell, I'd be willing to bet that you've had twice as many as any of the other females here!"
Anna laughed. "You're probably right. I have, and I did. But I'm ready to go again too!"
"Seriously?"
"Seriously!"
"We still have time?"
"Hell yes!" Paul answered as they stepped into the elevator. It hadn't even started going down before he'd stepped behind her, slipped her bikini panties off to one side, slipping his already hardened prick back inside that velvet glove of hers.
"Think we'll get any extra points for this?" she asked jokingly.
"Who the fuck cares?" Paul responded, stroking into her preciously wet pussy. "Who the fuck cares!"
#
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It had been a long day, a VERY long day. I had called home around 6:30 to let my wife Miranda know not to hold dinner for me. There had been too many "held" dinners as it was, with Tupperware dishes filling the refrigerator from late evening phone calls of delay. I had begun to wonder if the high-paying job was even worth it. How long had it been since Miranda and I had even made love? Weeks at least. Though I did smile the last time I remembered we'd had a particularly erotic and wild session together. Discussing fantasies, even if we'd never actually act on them had always been a turn on for both of us.
As tired as I was, I found myself aroused thinking about her on the drive home from work. My wife had beautiful full breasts. I loved (as did she) the way my hands felt encircling them, kneading them like a contented cat. But it wasn't the image of those near perfect orbs that came to mind, but that seductive smile, that knowing look that she sometimes gave me. That look that said "I want you...I need you baby!" That's what was giving me a near painful erection at the moment. And once again I pondered the question, "How long had it been since I'd seen her look at me like that?"
I pulled into the semi-circular driveway of our home, most if not all of the lights were off, her car nowhere to be seen.
"Fuck!" I said dejectedly. "Well, what the hell should I expect?" answering the unasked question. I didn't expect to find her home, even as I called out her name upon entering, flicking on the living room light as though expecting her to jump up from behind the wall or something. Better yet, her head suddenly appearing from behind the couch, that knowing look, wearing that sexy black negligee I had bought her for Christmas several month's ago. "Yeah right," I thought once again as I tossed my jacket onto the back of that very same couch making my way into the kitchen area. First thing I spotted was a 'post-it' note on the refrigerator, our message system for one another whenever one or the other of us wasn't home. I was already reading it in my mind before reaching out to retrieve it.
"Mike, I've gone out to the movies with Darlene. Since you said you'd be working late, when she asked me if I wanted to go, I decided to do so rather than stay home waiting for you."
Or words to that affect anyway. So imagine my surprise when I actually read:
"Honey, I know how hard you've been working lately, and I've missed you. I should be home shortly. What I want you to do is to go up stairs, read the second note I left for you on the mirror, do what it says, and wait for me, love...Miranda."
I was grinning from ear to ear like a Cheshire cat as I ascended the stairs towards the bedroom. As promised, I spotted her bright orange post-it clinging curiously on the bedroom mirror of her vanity. Like some sort of scavenger hunt, I made my way across the room half expecting her to jump out of the closet, once again the image of her in that black laced nightgown coming to mind.
"Get naked, lie down on the bed, put your headset on and wait for me to call," her note said.
"Hmmm," I thought pleasantly. "What's my sexy, horny little wife up to anyway?" Whatever it was, all thought of being tired, grumpy and less than enthusiastic for sex suddenly evaporated like dry ice on a hot summers day.
Her timing was perfect. No sooner had I inserted the earpiece for my mobile phone, she called.
"Hello?"
"Hi baby, you naked and waiting for me?" she asked.
"Ah huh," I responded feeling a bit giddy, more excited than I had been in weeks, already sporting a very proud and magnificent erection.
"Good," she cooed, and I could tell by the tone of her voice that she was as excited as I was, if not more so. "Now, reach beneath the pillow, I want you to put on the sleeping mask, turn off the bedroom lights. When I can see that you've done that, wait for me. Oh...but keep your earpiece on," she instructed.
I was getting more and more excited by the minute. It had been a long time since we'd been "adventurous" too. I thought to myself. Whatever she was up to, I was all for it, already imagining all sorts of things, though just being blind-folded waiting to find out what she was planning on doing to me was enough.
There I was lying atop of our bed, naked, blindfolded and now in the dark. Minutes later I heard the soft patter of bare feet crossing the bedroom floor. I thought about saying something, then decided to wait. Whatever game Miranda was playing, I suddenly had a sixth sense about keeping my mouth shut until spoken to. Sure enough, she made no sound, no comment beyond her approach and the sudden touch of her hands upon my wrist as she wrapped one of her silk scarves around it, securing it to the bedpost. I waited patiently, expectantly as she secured the other, then both feet as well until I was lying there spread-eagled, totally at her mercy.
I was still grinning, though silently.
I felt her hand lightly, intimately caress my cock, "all too briefly" I thought as it quickly slipped away, the distinct sound of the light-switch being turned on, then off. My phone rang. Confused, bewildered I voice activated it's answering by simply saying hello.
"Surprised?"
"Miranda?"
She spoke, but not from the room, her voice coming clearly through the headset as once again soft hands began to gently begin running themselves up and down my legs reaching up to caress the tender, almost ticklish spot of my upper thigh.
"Hi baby," she purred into my earpiece.
"Miranda?" I spoke once again, a slight edge of confused irritation coming through, though she quickly interrupted me.
"Just listen to me honey, and do what I tell you," she spoke in an authoritive tone of voice that I rarely if ever heard her use before.
"Ok," I responded back softly now. Though it was perhaps that pair of hands that were now gently stroking up and down the entire length of my rock-hard cock that had that unexpected calming affect, though the arousement level was off the charts.
"Tell me exactly what it is she's doing to you now," Miranda asked me over the phone.
"She?" I thought to myself wondering. "She!" Fuck, there was a she stroking my cock, someone that Miranda had somehow convinced into going along with this. "Darlene?" I asked both into the phone as well as the room.
"Nice try," Miranda answered for both of them, whoever the other 'she' was, though 'she' neither confirmed nor denied my inquiry. "But quit trying to figure out who it is, and do what I asked you to do, unless you'd like her to quit touching you, and just leave you there," Miranda warned me.
"Ah, ok," I stammered into the phone, though still wondering.
"Better. Now, tell me exactly, word for word what it is that she's doing to you."
"Well, she's stroking my cock," I said feeling her soft hands gliding up and down my rapidly slickening shaft.
"You'll have to do better than that Mike, if you want this to continue anyway. You have to make me horny enough listening to you to come there. If not, then all this goes away," she warned me once again.
Whoever 'she' was, she began working her fingers on me in some really unique and delightful little ways.
"Oh fuck, she's...she's twisting the head of my prick with her fingers, sort of pinching it a little, now she's turning it like a door-knob."
I heard Miranda laugh. "That's better. Now I'm getting interested," she added. "Go on..."
"Well, now she's running two fingers up and down the shaft, slowly...barely touching it, still sliding down, oh...now up, fuck, that's nice!" I said into the phone, still curious as to who was doing this, but now no longer caring really. The unique little sensations she was causing was driving me nuts enough all by themselves, not to mention wondering where the hell my wife was, and that she was obviously getting off on listening to this.
"Go on..." she prompted.
"Now she's twisting the shaft, using both hands, one going in one direction, the other hand twisting it in the other. Letting go now, now twisting it again, letting go."
For several long minutes I continued to state specifically over the phone the varying sensations, the techniques she was using on me to pleasure and tease me with. I was still speaking when I once again heard the sound of footsteps entering the bedroom.
"Now I'm horny!" I heard Miranda saying.
"You're horny!" I said still speaking into the phone as though expecting her to answer me through it. She laughed, the feel of her hand removing the earpiece, the touch of her lips fleetingly on mine for a moment before moving off. Then the added sensation of her hands joining those of the woman who'd been driving me crazy with wonder and delight for the past half an hour. Though it could have been an eternity for all I knew.
I was so electrified with desire and want that I damn near came the moment I felt a pair of lips suddenly encircling the head of my cock, gently sucking it. "But whose lips?" I wondered silently.
Feeling a second tongue now running itself up and down the length of my shaft while the head of my prick was being knobbed joyously was driving me insane! "Oh fuck!" I moaned unabashedly.
"You like?" Miranda asked. It had been her tongue running laps literally up and down my shaft. My cock was still being sweetly sucked, though now it became obvious to me that the two of them had traded places in a manner of speaking, as lips now nibbled along both sides of my prick, tongues dancing, fencing one another with my steely-shafted cock sandwiched somewhere in between.
In my mind, I could clearly see the two of them, oddly, Darlene's image taking over for the still unknown, unseen personage of the second pair of lips now chewing, nipping, then once again licking the super-sensitive head of my penis.
I felt movement, the sudden withdrawal of those incredible tongues moving away. Seconds later I could hear the soft whimpering moans of my wife, moans I was all too familiar with.
"Miranda?"
By way of an answer, she merely moaned once again, though speaking a second or so after that.
"You know what she's doing to me Mike?" Miranda asked. "She's sucking my tits," she answered before I could ask her.
Once again I could see that. I could see the hardness of my wife's yearning nipples. I could see them all puckered and tight, those stiff little 'clit-nubs' as I called them, swollen, aching and in obvious need.
"Fuck," I moaned softly, my hand subconsciously moving as though to stroke my still aching cock, alerting me in an instant that it couldn't. "Fuck!" I spoke once again, though this time in frustration.
A gentle laugh, not Miranda's, but not enough to tell me who it was either.
"You know how I like it when you flick your tongue back and forth against them?" she asked.
"Yeah?"
"Well, she's doing that now, to my left nipple. Her fingers have got my right nipple pinched between them, and she's rolling it back and forth, still pinching, pulling as she's now sucking me," Miranda continued on, now giving me a blow-by-blow description of what exactly was taking place. "But you know what?" she now asked me directly.
"What?"
"I think I need both nipple's sucked on," she said with a sense of conclusion. "Yep, I need both tits being sucked on," she stated.
Once again the sound of movement, then I felt the press of soft flesh against my mouth, my lips hungrily, needfully finding that hard extended nipple, drawing it in.
"That's it honey, suck her titty the way you like sucking mine," Miranda told me.
"What?" I said around a mouth full of breast, but continued sucking anyway, as the realization of that sunk more fully in.
Only for a moment or two longer however, as movement, then adjustments made me realize I was now being offered my wife's breast, taking it in kind, now sucking it as the presence of another, close by obviously, began devouring her second breast.
"Fuck!" Miranda moaned audibly. "That's nice...really, really nice!"
I lost track of how long I spent in 'titty-heaven' but sudden movement, along with my wife's breast suddenly being taken from me, left me mouthing for it like a hungry baby losing its source. Once again however, the soft pulling tug of lips upon my shaft had my head melting into the pillow like a marshmallow in hot chocolate. And as I melted, I felt movement, then a presence, and then the sweet smelling aroma of fresh tasty cunt assailing my nostrils. I lunged. My tongue quickly spearing the sweet folds of pussy flesh, the tantalizing drip of pearly fluid quickly coating my tongue as I ran it like a gentle feather up and down the silken folds of tender flesh.
"Ohhhh," came the soft gentle moan. Once again, not Miranda, though so lost in my own fantasy delusions that I'd been unprepared for it, and thus unable to even try to guess as to who it might be.
"Shhh," Miranda cautioned, her mouth briefly taking leave of itself from around my prick. "He does love licking pussy though, and does it fairly well too," she added before recapturing my cock with her mouth, sucking it so hard that had I intended to have spoken a word of comment, she'd have swallowed it as surely as she was now swallowing me.
Again movement, though I continued licking whoever's pussy had descended even more fully over my face. But it was Miranda's sweet sensual cunt that began to consume me in total. The feel of it as she slipped over me, straddling me, the pearly lubrications so slick, so exquisite that I once again found myself struggling with control.
I could hear kissing. Fuck...I could see kissing, at least inside my head. I heard moans, soft tender moans as their mouths explored one another. I could only imagine hands on one another, caressing, breast to breast, nipples touching, nipple fucking one another, as Miranda slowly rocked against me, my cock slipping almost out, then being gathered gently, teasingly back in as she slithered upon me like a gyrating sensuous snake. Meanwhile, I was tongue-fucking this delicious pussy, swirling this tiny button of a clit with my tongue, sucking it, then flicking it gently, softly...then quicker still.
"Trade me!" Miranda said urgently. "I need to feel his tongue on me when I cum," she stated in a no nonsense sort of way.
A brief reprieve of movement, the expectation of soft pussy lips once again devouring me, the sweetness of my wife's pussy descending upon my face, I lay waiting expectantly.
And then I heard moaning, soft sweet sensual moaning.
"Be right there honey," Miranda purred. "We're standing here, finger-fucking one another."
"Fuck!" I groaned, listening, hearing them as they did. There was something about that slap of hands on one another. The obvious motion and movement of fingers as they sought to bring one another pleasure. Once again my own hand screamed out in frustration as it involuntarily fought to free itself in some effort to locate the cock that so desperately needed its touch. Meanwhile listening, listening to the deliciously wicked erotic sounds of Miranda's pussy being pummeled by what I could only assume to be this mystery woman's middle finger, the vision dancing around inside my head, the memory of similar sounds, similar slaps of flesh by the palm of my own hand when I had stood behind her doing the very same thing to her myself in times past.
Then both...slapping, pussy-patting one another in harmonious accompaniment of erotic delight as they strummed one another closer and closer towards ecstasy. Miranda's soft puppy-like whimper telling me how seriously close she was getting, that chuff of delight that she often made as she hovered on the edge. I wanted to hear her cum yes, but I also wanted to feel her, wanted to feel the fine misty spray of her essence bathing my face when she did. As though reading my mind, they parted, the sounds of near-delight suddenly stopping. Then the dew-covered petals of her luscious pink lips suddenly caressing my face. I sighed even as my tongue deflowered that nubbin of sweetness, eliciting a mewled pleasured response.
For a moment, it didn't even register that my cock had been devoured, then I felt the warmth of fluids once again bathing it, caressing it, as mystery woman's cunt began fucking it.
"Damn!" I thought happily. Which is when the phone rang.
Without missing a beat, Miranda picked up my earpiece, answering. "Hi honey, was expecting your call!" she spoke. "Yes, he sure is, wait one," she added. Miranda removed herself from around my face, once again replacing the earpiece. Simultaneously I felt the other woman reluctantly extricate herself from my cock.
"Hello?" I asked curiously.
"Hi Mike! Enjoying yourself?" Darlene giggled into the phone.
"Darlene?"
"You enjoying my naughty little suggestion?" she asked.
I didn't know what to say. Now I was even more confused than before. Especially when once again I felt two pairs of mouths begin to work their magic on my cock once more.
"Tell her honey, tell her what we're doing to you, how good it feels, how nice it feels to have two women sucking and licking your cock."
I was speechless. Until Darlene spoke, surprising me even more.
"Yeah Mike, tell me what they're doing to you, how they're doing it. And just so you know, I am sitting here playing with myself while listening. So make sure you tell me in detail so I can come with you when you do."
And so it began. But this swirl of images coursing through my mind threatened to rob me of my sanity even as I did. On the one hand, this image of Darlene, legs spread the soft hum of her vibrating toy pleasuring her clit, as she stroked herself while listening to me describe what my wife and this other now even more mysterious woman was doing to me. On the other, the maddening question of just 'who' this woman was!
"Now...they're taking turns sucking me," I told her, gasping, groaning and moaning into the phone as I likewise heard Darlene doing exactly the same thing. "Oh fuck," I stammered, trying desperately to remain coherent. "One sucks, drawing my cock up from the base to the tip, then the other takes over, doing the same while the other then licks, fondles or plays with my balls," I continued explaining listening to Darlene as she continued to masturbate herself while listening to me, her own soft moans of delight telling me as I did how aroused she was, moving ever closer to her own orgasmic release.
"Are you getting close?" she asked huskily, obviously so near now herself that I knew she could cum at any moment.
"Yes!" I stated, suddenly realizing I was. The cum-butter they'd been churning had already given notice that it was ready to erupt, the twin tongues of pleasure more rapidly dancing, mouth's now surrounding along both sides of my shaft, sliding up and down together, mouthing the head of my prick together in perfect coordination.
"Then cum," Darlene purred. "I want to hear you while I do," she informed me.
No way in hell could I have not at that point.
"Here it comes!" I yelled loudly alerting everyone simultaneously that I was.
I groaned deeply, feeling that first delicious jettison of sperm erupt from the head of my cock, felt two mouths, two tongues flying wildly along two sides of my prick's head as it continued to spew forth what felt like a continuous stream of white rich nectar, then the combined lusty giggling of both women as they consumed me, lapping and licking at me as I continued pumping out my seed.
All the while, Darlene's own cry of pleasure, that deep throaty sultry sounding voice of hers ringing in my ear as she climaxed, and continued to climax, continued to cry out in unbridled pleasure as twin mouth's now sought to divide up the last vestiges of my own mind-numbing explosion.
I didn't even realize that someone had removed the earpiece from me until I heard the sound of Miranda's voice speaking.



"Oh yeah honey, that was a wonderful idea," Miranda told her. "No, no...thank you!" she said excitedly. "Yes, I'll call you tomorrow," she promised Darlene before hanging up. "Ok honey, glad you enjoyed it to," she added before saying good-bye.
I could only lay there tongue-tied as I slowly swam up from the fugue I had found myself drowning in. As I did, and when I did, I sensed before actually hearing the sounds of continued pleasure taking place next to me on the bed. This time there was no narrative to paint the picture for me. There was no need to. The sound of tongues lapping and playing with one another was more than enough. As were the eventual cries of ecstasy and release that soon followed.
For long moments there was only the sound of labored breathing as both lay recuperating, my cock, once again fully hard, fully alert, and fully on fire.
The gentle creak of the bed as both women rolled off it. The sound of bare feet once again padding their way towards the door, then out, the sound of the door closing. For long torturous moments I lay there wondering, until finally the sound of the door once again opening, the bedroom light coming on.
Moments later I was free of my restraints, my eyes slowly readjusting to the brightness of the bedroom lights assailing them. Miranda now standing at the foot of the bed with the most wicked expression on her face that I'd ever seen.
"Now I'm really horny!" she announced joining me on the bed. "Fuck me honey, come fuck your wife, long hard and fast!" she added.
I had to ask. "Miranda?"
"Sorry baby...that's something you're never going to know," she said seriously. "Especially, if it's to ever happen again," she added. "It's the only way I could handle doing that. So...if you still want to know," she spoke looking at me quite seriously.
"Ah no," I said honestly. Perfectly content to leave things just the way they were.
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After their wild little encounter together, though Anna hadn't certainly planned it, or ever thought herself capable of going through with it, the one thing that had come of all this, was that her sex-life with Richard had suddenly, and dramatically improved. And as it had, whatever secret little fantasies and desires she'd privately enjoyed before, sometimes thinking about Tony doing what he eventually had done to her, had become nothing more than a pleasant memory.
She'd even shied away from her at least monthly massage, deciding to give it a month, let the dust settle as it were just in case Richard suddenly had any misgivings about what had happened. In the meantime, her husband was being even more attentive to her needs anyway. Another month passed, and as it did, she considered calling Tony for an appointment, and then dismissed it out of hand. To her surprise however, it was Richard that brought the subject up again, quite unexpectedly, and in a very unusual way.
Anna was standing in the kitchen preparing supper when Richard arrived home from work. She'd heard the door open, heard him coming into the kitchen without turning around, and felt the sweet tender cupping of his hands upon her breasts, his lips gently kissing her neck.
"Hi baby, how was your day?" he asked pressing his obviously erect penis against her backside.
"Maybe the question should be, how was yours?" she asked pressing back against him even as she continued stirring the sauce she'd been making for pasta.
She heard him chuckle, evading her question. "Is this something that could wait? Be reheated for later maybe?" he asked.
Anna laughed back at him. "Why? You have something else in mind?"
Richard stepped back, finally releasing her now very erect nipples that he managed to pinch, rolling them with his fingers through the thin material of her blouse.
"Well, as a matter of fact yes. I called Tony this afternoon, asked him if he'd be available to give us both a massage."
"You what?" Anna responded, turning to face him nearly flipping tomato sauce at him as she carelessly removed the wooden spoon she'd been using from the pan in doing so.
"Well you know it's been a pretty stressful week for me this week, and I haven't been as attentive lately as I have been. And I also knew that you passed up last month's massage, though there was no reason for it, so I called...asked Tony if he was up to doing two massages tonight."
"And?" Anna asked curiously.
"And...he said he would. Should be here," Richard glanced at his watch. "Any moment now."
He'd no sooner said that, when the doorbell rang. Before Anna could even respond, Richard turned heading back into the living room. "Grab us both some fresh towels honey, we'll meet you in the spa area."
Anna hurriedly retrieved a set of towels for both of them. She was also slightly confused, not sure what to make of this sudden turn of events. Richard hadn't actually "suggested" anything. If anything, the fact he'd actually booked a massage for himself suggested otherwise. As such, Anna could only assume her husband was being serious about it, wanting...needing just that. A massage. Though it would also be interesting to see Tony's reaction, if he might hint at a possible repeat of their last get-together. As Anna approached the sauna/spa area, she decided to play it cool, casual, and see what if anything either of them might be up to. The mere thought of a possible repeat of their last sensual encounter already sending shivers of desire up and down her spine, not to mention the sudden pooling of moisture between her legs. Still, Anna wasn't at all sure what to expect as she entered the spa area, and found it a little surprising when she found Richard already naked, lying on the table as Tony stood over him working the muscles of his back.
"Hi Anna," Tony said smiling at her as though they'd just met.
"Hi Tony," she responded, feeling slightly uncomfortable, even confused as she sat the stack of soft fluffy towels down on one of the nearby chairs.
"Tony's going to work on my back a little, then he'll give you a full body massage," Richard told his wife.
"OK, I'll...I'll go back up and finish with the sauce then," she told them both.
"Honey?" Richard said catching her just as she turned and had begun to walk away.
"Yeah?"
"Why don't you just sit, relax...it will only be a couple of more minutes or so anyway, then it will be your turn."
Tony had already begun working on her husband's lower back, his ass bare as he'd gotten onto the table as such before she'd arrived with the towels. "Mind giving those a good working over?" Richard asked. "I've been sitting all week it seems, and have one sore ass," he said saying.
Seeing Tony immediately shift to kneading her husband's ass-cheeks, Anna took another of the available chairs and sat down, mesmerized, curiously excited for no real good reason. And though it was Richard on the table getting a massage and not her, Anna was suddenly having flash-backs about the way Tony's hands and fingers had felt upon her when he'd been playing and massaging her ass in a similar fashion. As good as it had felt, she couldn't help but wonder if Richard was experiencing the same thing.
"Why don't you go ahead and get undressed?" he told her.
Anna once again looked at him curiously, wondering. If there was a hint of anything in that, she hadn't caught it. Even Tony hadn't lifted an eyebrow, or even glanced in her direction, continuing on with the deep-tissue massage, working the muscles of her husband's ass expertly, efficiently.
"Well, ok," she said though rather than actually undress in front of either of them, she grabbed one of the towels she'd brought with her from off of the chair and retreated into the small little dressing room that they'd purposely built right next to the sauna. She emerged moments later wearing nothing but her towel, retaking her seat.
When she returned, Tony was now working the calves and upper thigh muscles of her husband's legs. She continued to watch, relaxing now as any thought of something else going on, suddenly evaporating as she merely prepared herself for nothing more than a genuine massage. Smiling now, grateful to her husband for calling Tony as he had. She really could use one as well, and it would be a nice way to relax having been on her feet most of the day.
She watched as Tony ran his strong firm hands up between her husbands legs, each gliding stroke upon his thigh seemingly deeper, firmer, but of even more interest, as Tony leaned over, he slid his hands up and beneath, far beyond her husbands upper thigh even as he lay still face down on the table. As he did, Richard seemed to 'lift' himself ever so slightly, allowing Tony to reach even higher on the next massaging pass of his hands.
Anna still wasn't sure if she'd seen what she thought she'd saw, then Richard groaned, not just groaned, but actually moaned as once again Tony slid his hands between the table he was laying on, and her husbands upper thigh, high upper thigh!
"That feel good?" Tony questioned.
"Have to admit, it does. Certainly different in an odd sort of way, but yes...it does Tony, it does!"
Now Anna really was confused. Was she really hearing what she thought she was hearing? Or was it some trick of the mind, some decadent subconscious fantasy of hers suddenly coming to the surface without reason or real justification for it. Then, Richard looked towards her smiling, turned slightly as he did. Tony's hand was definitely massaging her husband's rock-hard cock.
"Let me see you," Richard said speaking to his wife. "Remove your towel so I can get a good look at those luscious tits of yours!"
As though hypnotized, still as yet speechless, she did so. The fact that she was actually watching Tony now openly masturbating her husband's prick was mind-numbing. Long ago, when once enjoying one of their very open, very aroused sessions of sexy pillow talk, they had agreed to share one of their most secret, most decadent fantasies with one another. At first, Anna wasn't sure if she should tell Richard one that she thought he'd want to hear, or one that was genuinely one of hers. She'd asked him to go first, which he had. In doing so, truthfully, honestly with her, she decided to throw caution to the wind, and tell Richard of her fantasy and desire to be with two men, and yes...doing the obvious with both, which as it had now turned out, she'd actually experienced, but with one minor exception. She'd confessed in the telling of her curiosity in seeing two men pleasuring one another as well. She wasn't worried about her husband's reaction necessarily to her in telling him that; Richard always had been open-minded and non-judgmental about such things. And he of course had already spoken to her about his desire to see her with another woman. And though they hadn't discussed either of their respective fantasy's any further, their lovemaking that night had been amongst one of the wildest, most passionate either one of them had ever experienced.
"Oh baby, you really do have gorgeous tits," Richard told her. "Don't you think so Tony?" he now asked.
"Oh yeah, Anna's got great tits, beautiful in fact!"
"Looking at my wife's body making you horny yet Tony?" Richard pressed, much to the disbelieving expression on Anna's face as he did.
"Very!" Tony near whispered, his hands now slowly, though still firmly applying an up and down twisting motion on her husbands swollen, angry looking shaft.
"Oh? Well lets see then," Richard stated, and to Anna's shock and surprise, she watched as her husbands hand lifted, pulling down the front of Tony's massage shorts, not too surprised to discover that he hadn't been wearing anything else beneath them. What was a surprise however, was seeing her husband's hand now fisting, now pumping in a likewise slow up and down motion, Tony's stiff hard cock.
"Surprised?" Richard questioned turning back to face his wife, hand still playfully working Tony's prick, which by the expression on his face, he was thoroughly enjoying as well.
"I don't think that surprised is quite the word I'd use," Anna began. "More like stunned, shocked, and bewildered in fact."
Richard laughed. "Well baby, I have to admit. This isn't exactly something I would normally have thought about doing either. But your naughty little surprise for me last time, has kept me thinking, wondering what I could do that would surprise you. I didn't think you'd necessarily buy, or even go along with me finding a female massage therapist, certainly one who might be willing to go along with one of my fantasies, but since we'd already established some trust with Tony here, I thought it might be worth mentioning, questioning him about."
Anna still wasn't sure what to say, though she now realized one hand was gently fingering the nipple on her left breast, and the other was softly stroking the now very wet furrow of her split. For the first real time perhaps, Anna grinned. "You remembered," she told him feeling her face flush. "You're doing this for me?"
"Well, partially yes. Like I said, at first it wasn't something I would have normally given any thought too, but after the last time we were together, I began thinking, wondering about everything else you had said. Anyway, I finally got up enough courage to call and question Tony about it, not that his being a massage therapist made him more likely to do it than not..."
"But I am bisexual," he admitted, interrupting briefly. "So when Richard told me the rest of your naughty little fantasy, I sort of figured out where Richard's phone call was really going."
"Fuck," Anna moaned, unabashedly, unashamedly playing with her self openly now, still watching as the two men continued to playfully fondle one another.
"Listen, this is a bit awkward though," Richard stated releasing Tony's cock, now turning more fully onto his back. "Baby? Why don't you step around here behind Tony, I think he'd enjoy feeling those cute tits of yours pressing against his back, and maybe, he'd also enjoy feeling your hand, rather than mine, working his prick while he continues working mine. Unless of course you don't want to see another man jacking your husband off," he told her.
As though still in a fugue, still hypnotized, Anna stood strolling back around to stand behind Tony just as her husband had suggested. She stood off to one side, her eyes glued to the scene taking place before her as Tony began to methodically work her husband's penis in a myriad of differing strokes, differing twists of the hand. To her surprise, he didn't merely just jack her husbands prick up and down as she might otherwise have expected, but instead found herself in awe and wonder as Tony manipulated her husband's cock in ways she'd never even imagined. As she watched, she found herself emulating Tony's movements, working his cock in much the same way, the same fashion as he continued to play, explore and tease her husband's cock in ways she'd not thought of even doing herself.
"You like?" Richard asked, his breath raspy, obviously filled with lustful, unexpected excitement.
"Fuck yes!" Anna admitted as she continued stroking Tony's cock, though one hand busily fingering herself as she continued to look on, continued to memorize each and every motion of Tony's hands still working, still stroking, teasing the very tip of Richard's swollen, almost purplish looking cock-head.
"This what you thought it would be like?" he asked once again. Anna could barely mumble a reply, then found her voice, asking.
"All of that and more. You doing ok?" she asked curiously, somewhat nervously. And nervously, Richard laughed, answering.
"Well to be honest honey, I wasn't exactly sure what to expect, but my initial thought was, if this was something that would turn you on, especially as you were honest enough to really tell me about it, then I thought I could at least go through with doing it, and see for myself."
"And?"
"And...it feels good, damn fucking good!" Richard admitted.
Anna shuddered, audibly sighing her excitement. She could never have guessed that seeing something so simple as this, so simple as merely seeing another man jacking her husbands cock off, would have such a profound, such a decadently erotic affect on her as this was.
"And besides..."
"Besides?" Anna repeated.
"Seeing you...masturbating Tony's cock, while he's masturbating me, while you're masturbating yourself...is pretty fucking hot too!" Richard finished.
Even Tony laughed at that one. "And the feel of your wife's tits pressing against my back feels pretty good too!" he added.
"I wanna do something," Anna said a moment later. "Something in my fantasy that just came to mind."
"Be my guest," Richard told her. "What ever you want honey, just ask."
Reluctantly, she released Tony's prick walking around to the opposite side of the table. She leaned over making her intentions known. "Feed me his cock," she told Tony. "Make me suck it, force-feed it to me," she demanded in a tone of voice that had suddenly become more than mere sultry, or even wanton. It had turned wickedly urgent as she leaned forward ready to accept her husband's penis while Tony continued holding on to it, now slapping it against her face.
"Yes! Yes! That's it!" she demanded wildly now. "Finger fuck me baby, finger-fuck my cunt for me!"
Standing the way that she was, it was easy for Richard to slip his middle finger up and inside his wife's deliciously wet cunt. He began to work it inside her, using his thumb to further stimulate the pearly nub of her precious button with. With his free hand, he couldn't help but reach for, finding one of her full swaying breasts, now capturing it so that he rolled the nipple of her left breast between his fingers, simultaneously working and rolling her clit-nipple in much the same fashion.
"Oh fuck!" Anna moaned as Tony now force-fed her, her husbands prick. His fist still wrapped around her husbands stiff shaft, he would shove it into her face, moments later yanking it back out, then rubbing it against her face wildly, down the side of her nose, across her chin, then back and forth across her lips before allowing her to capture it, once again sucking, then fucking it with her face.
Before she even knew what was happening, she felt the torrent of cream suddenly explode from her pussy, running down her legs in a cascade of pearly-white female nectar. Her orgasm so intense, so overwhelming that she had to grab onto the table to balance herself as her husband's fingers continued to pummel the inside of her cunt, walking themselves internally, caressing the deepest recess of her pleasured passage as the palm of his hand expertly teased, and so methodically caressed her swollen clit.
On still unsteadied legs, she glanced up spotting Tony's own magnificent erection, a dew-drop of precum oozing from within the tiny eye-slit of his exposed head.
"I have another idea," she said then, that same wicked naughty tone of voice suddenly finding itself.
"Ah oh..." Richard stated with another nervous little laugh. "Now what do you have in mind?"
Seconds later, they found out.
Tony's massage table was just long enough to accommodate them both, but certainly not in the way it was obviously designed for. Had it not been for the headrest that would normally be used for a 'face-down' position, they might not have even managed it. Now however, Richard rested his head upon it backwards, though it affectively allowed him a bird's eye view, something he was most grateful for moments later. Anna had positioned herself on the table as well, sliding her self on her back, though facing in the opposite direction, her pussy about as close to her husbands cock as was possible, feet up spread to either side of his head. Curious, Tony stood watching, unsure of just where any of this was headed until Anna explained it to them.
"Suck my husbands cock...while I suck yours!" she informed them both. It was awkward at first, but doable. With Anna's head just off the edge, Tony slipped his prick deep into her mouth, and then leaned forward across her body. Normally, with her pussy just inches away, they'd have been in an easy '69' together. As it was however, he needed to stand slightly on tippy-toe, though Richard's cock was certainly long enough to easily access, especially as he reached out, bending it downwards. Richard felt Tony's mouth suddenly surround him, just as he knew his wife's mouth was now surrounding Tony. He could hear the sounds she made as she hungrily worked him, the moist sounds of saliva, the occasional gasp for breath as she alternated between merely sucking, then deep-throating the man's prick. Surprisingly, Richard found himself enjoying the feel of another man's mouth sucking his own, the occasional licks and flick's of Anna's pussy, too convenient, too accessible to ignore as Tony periodically paid attention to her obscenely displayed cunt. He loved hearing her occasional intake of breath whenever Tony did, knowing her sensitive clit had to be on fire, but it was quickly escalating his own need to climax, his balls now tight, begging for release.
"I need to cum!" he exclaimed unashamedly. "Tony! Stand next to us, rub my cock against my wife's cunt until I do!"
Richard sat up slightly, affording a better angle for what he had in mind. Likewise so did Anna, now crawling almost up and into his lap, not quite cunting him, but close. Tony stood off to once side between them, now taking Richard's prick once again in hand, using it to tease the delicate silken folds of Anna's quim, teasing her exposed clit as she reached down spreading her puffy swollen lips with her own fingers, once again mesmerized at watching, feeling...the pure unbridled lust, joy and pleasure as Tony now masturbated them both against one another.



"Oh fuck!" they both exclaimed in unison, laughing, but once again tumbling back into that firey molten pit of pleasure as Tony used Richard's prick to slap at her tender clit, then running it rapidly up and down her silken groove, capturing the spider-web of silky cum-strands that each now were producing, melting them together, weaving them into a tapestry of erotic delight and sensual depravity.
"Fuck! Make it squirt Tony! Make it squirt!" Richard now yelled throwing all caution to the wind. He knew his wife, he knew through and by experienced that nine times out of ten, just hearing her husband's own climatic release would in all likelihood trigger her own. He wasn't wrong this time either. As Tony stood milking the spunk from her husband's cock, feeling it splashing against the folds of her pussy, as well as her clit, Anna screamed out her own pleasured joy, her pussy once again imploding, then gushing forth a fine misty spray of her own essence, bathing Richard's cock just as completely as he was bathing her cunt. Tony still stroking Richard's still pulsating, still dribbling prick with one hand, the other now circling, tweaking and twiddling Anna's almost too-sensitive love button until both were thoroughly exhausted, thoroughly satiated beyond their wildest dreams. They collapsed back giggling, blown away by the erotic adventure they had just shared together.
Tony stood patiently waiting for them both to recover.
Anna was the first to rise, realizing Tony's need as his cock continued to stand stiffly, pointing almost accusingly towards her.
"I bet you'd like some relief for that wouldn't you?" she asked. By way of answer, he grinned, waving his cock with one hand.
"Richard?"
"Yeah?
"Come here baby," she cooed, "Only fair," she added as she began licking up one side and down the other of Tony's aching shaft.
Richard laughed, shook his head in his own personal disbelief. "Well, you know that they say, when in Rome!"
He soon joined Anna as they both knelt on the floor next to where Tony stood, fencing their tongues together, kissing, licking, then playing chase games with one another up and down as well as around the man's stiff shaft. It was once again another interesting sensation for him, a curiosity explored, and certainly unlike anything he might have expected. But the fact that he was doing so with his wife, sharing the experience, is what made it truly for him both sensual as well as erotic.
Tony's climax took them both by surprise, forceful, explosive as well as massive, showering them both with a thunderstorm of cascading cumdrops.
#
Anna had walked Tony out towards the door. "That was...truly incredible!" she commented. "I was wondering if we could perhaps schedule another appointment for about the same time next month?"
Tony smiled, but a sad look came into his eyes. "I'd love to, but I can't. I've actually taken a job on a cruise ship for the summer, I'll be leaving next week."
"Oh," Anna managed sadly. "Well, I guess it will be a while before we see you again then," she added.
"Just for the summer, but I've already taken the liberty of asking another associate of mine to contact you, set up another appointment if you're interested. She's every bit as good as I am too," he finished with a knowing smile and a wink.
"She?"
"Yeah, Christy. Just ask for Christy when you call."
Anna grinned broadly. "I'll do that," she paused briefly, and then asked. Does she..." Anna began.
Tony laughed interrupting her. "Christy's really good about handling any special requests you might have, just ask."
Anna smiled broadly all the while thinking about what Richard had once shared with her in bed. "Have a nice trip then Tony," she said closing the door behind him, then hurriedly made her way to the bedroom where Richard lay waiting for her.
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The idea for this particular subject came to me quite naturally of course, after having spent time discussing several particularly naughty/dirty words with the new love of my life.
Interesting that each one can have either a sexy/naughty/fun feeling associated with it, or can under extremely opposite circumstances be derogatory, even cruel in nature when used. And it all depends on the tone of voice, circumstance and situation that the use of a particular word or phrase can have such impact.
To this day I still remember the first time I ever heard my father use the word "Fuck". I was very young as I recall, and he used it not in a mean or angry way, but more of one in surprise. So my first association with such a strange never before heard word left me curious of course as to its meaning. Though my initial reaction due to my fathers use of it told me it wasn't necessarily a bad or "naughty/dirty" word either. Just one I'd never heard him use before. But I'd heard it as: "Ohfuck", almost as though it were some small little Midwest community, like Ohfuck Ohio, or Ohfuck Texas for that matter.
It wasn't until later on that evening at the dinner table was I given to realize that there was something more to the word than meets the eye when I decided to amaze everyone with my newfound vocabulary. The fact that mom had made one of my most favorite dinners provided me with the opportunity to impress both mom and dad with my now understood surprise as she served it by instead of saying "Oh wow, or goodie!" I instead said..."Ohfuck" and smiled.
Imagine my surprise when I was quickly ushered off to my bedroom without eating a single bite of my favorite food. And worse...it was still quite a while before I was able to ferret out the meaning of the word. But that's another story altogether.
Anyway, in discussion of particular words and phrases, I couldn't help but wonder and begin to analyze what it is, and why it is that words can make us feel or react in certain particular ways. Not just in hearing them, but in reading or seeing them pen to paper.
And I realized in doing that, that the very 'look' of the actual words themselves can be suggestive, erotic, even decadent in nature. Ok, maybe it's just me...but see what you think.
Lets first look at the word "CUNT". Now this is certainly one of those words that can be very derogatory in nature if used in that context. But it can also swing the other way, and be a very arousing word if used properly and under the right circumstances. So what is it about this particular word? I mean we all know it's meaning, I'm not going to redefine or explain that any further. It's not necessary. But lets actually look at the word itself.
"CUNT".
Personally I think certain words can have a subliminal message or meaning just in their appearance. Not even including the specific meanings. So gathered altogether, just seeing a particular word 'could have' not necessarily meaning it 'does have' a certain suggestiveness behind it. But some words I think really do. So for me, in looking at the word CUNT, I think and believe that it gives us several erotic aspects that bombard our senses simultaneously. Lets take the 'C' all by itself for a moment. C is suggestive of a nice wide opening, something that is beckoning, available. 'U' reminds me of a woman's legs sticking up in the air, once again suggestive of want...need, desire. The 'N' if you think about it, suggestive of oral sex, a '69' if you will even, and 'T' well hell, that one's almost too obvious, a universal symbol for cock and balls. Who hasn't heard the term "Tea-bagged", "Tee-boned" etc.
Now lets look at the word 'PUSSY'.
Obviously a bit milder in its use than cunt. More cutesy, not quite as erotically hot as cunt in the moment. I mean it has some of the same aspects obviously, though where 'C' is inviting, that pregnant 'P' as it were, kind of softens the impact. Though in my own mind...I sort of see the 'P' as a rather well stacked woman. The 'U' is again obvious, but now we come to the double 'S', which have all sorts of interesting possibilities. Again, the softer side brings to mind the image of after-glow cuddling together. 'SS' spooning one another after a nice erotic playful session of lovemaking. Though there again, if not spooning, perhaps "fucking" from behind, that position of easy intercourse side by side. And 'Y'? Again, this one's obvious, but at the same time reminds me of a woman demurely lying there, legs closed together in this instance representing the tamer version, though inviting version of pussy as opposed to cunt. Something to look at, admire, enjoy in anticipation, expectation of turning this pussy into a hot writhing cunt already to turn from a 'Y' into a nice open 'X' at some point.
Now let us turn to the word FUCK.
Interesting that we're seeing much of the same suggestive letters in this word as well. (Remember the well stacked woman I suggested in P?) Well here, we have perhaps the male side of that same representation. Anyone see the phallic symbol the way I see it? Even the small 'f' is represented here in the non-aroused state. That flaccid 'f' (interesting that f is in flaccid?) a smaller little poke there as opposed to the much stronger, more profound protrusion as seen in the capital 'F'. Now imagine laying the 'F" down on its back, already and waiting for the U to come join it, followed by that inviting, accepting naughty little 'C' all set to go. And of course 'K', I mean here we have a very vivid look at intercourse itself. The woman standing in front of the guy, arms leaning against the wall, he standing behind her as she bends over accepting him. Oh yeah...I rather like 'K' myself.
Continuing on with the word COCK. Need I say more? But there are even more subliminal messages taking place here beyond those I have already addressed. What guy doesn't fantasize or imagine thrusting his cock between a woman's breasts? So here we now have a set of perfect twin 'C's and the nice thick round 'O' sandwiched between them. Sort of like looking at it 'head-on' so to speak, well, at least perhaps from a woman's point of view and position as she does. That nice hard fat cock busily sliding back and forth between those two luscious 'C's as she pushes them together, once again coupling as supported by that naughty wicked 'K'.
Even the word "TITS" expresses that. Or tits for smaller breasted women. But here we have a phallic symbol with the letter 'I'. Bold...hard, stiff and straight, sandwiched once again between a pair of twin 'T's though in this instance like a pair of nice hard nipples protruding forth to lovingly caress that nice firm 'I' sitting between them. And again that sexy 'S' (which if one lays on its side) now presents us with the perfect position for performing some titty-fucking, though even remaining in its normal position 'S' is ideal for kneeling in front of one's partner, presenting and thus displaying the perfect valley for performing this particular act. (I mean again, come on...is it just me? Or when looking at that nice voluptuous slope of the lower portion on the 'S', can't you see the perfect contour of a woman's breast?)
And while we're at it, BREAST! This word is a virtual orgy of excitement and playfulness. We've got a nice full, well rounded 'B' here just for starters! We've got a sexy little 'R' that if you think about it, brings to mind all sorts of varying positions for fun and spontaneity. Leaning against the wall perhaps, legs invitingly spread out front, inviting, available, and ready. You've got an ecstatic little 'E' basically an 'F' with curled toes in excitement, all hard and ready to go. (Again...is it just me?) And again another coupling letter in 'A'. That outward movement just before insertion, that anticipation of continuing pleasure as that (perhaps backdoor plunge) is about to take place. And of course, especially situated right next to that again inviting sexy little 'S', what more can I say? Not to mention that hard stiff 'T' once again complimenting the entire word.
But the bottom line is, what is it that makes a word dirty, naughty, suggestive or erotic even? Is it by definition alone? I think not. I think that words can all by themselves suggest and hint at us their individual sensuality. As humans we use all of our senses in every aspect of arousal and pleasure. We hear, smell, taste, touch and look at that which we find arousing, pleasing to all five senses. So do the very letters that represent each of those senses be any different? I think they do, we just don't realize it or understand it that the way our minds do perhaps. (Well... least my mind anyway). But even if you don't see naughty dirty words in the same light that I now do, perhaps you should. Perhaps in viewing each of these, as well as many, many more, you can begin to visualize the eroticism of the very words we use to denote desire, lust, passion and ecstasy. In doing that, perhaps they won't be quite as 'dirty' as they once were. They become more acceptable, more endearing, more loving. Sure...they can still be dirty if that's what you want, there's nothing wrong with that. But they can be 'FUN' too. Hell, even the word 'FUN' suggests that, don't you think? So try a few, write them down, look at them and see what images CUM to mind.
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I honestly don't remember very much. The wet roads, rain coming down so hard and so fast that the windshield wipers couldn't even keep up with it. The appearance of headlights rounding the curve blinding me for a moment, a moment in which I saw the deer crossing the road just in front of the other driver. And then nothing.
And I hate not being able to see, to move. I don't know what happened, or even what's wrong, if it weren't for the sound of her voice I might have given up wondering or even caring a long time ago. Time for me has no meaning, it's become eternal, a prison in a black void that occasionally is softened by the sound of her voice, that sweet melodic sexy sounding voice. And it matters not to me what she even looks like, even if I could see her. It is simply the sound of her that pierces the darkness of my despair.
"And how are we this morning?" she asks in that soft sexy voice of hers. I hear her as she moves about the room, the sound of the Velcro strip being wrapped around my arm as she once again checks my blood pressure.
She doesn't deserve my frustration, it's not her fault, particularly as she seems to be the only one who really cares one iota about me. Even knowing that, I respond curtly. Sorry for that almost immediately.
"Just how the fuck do you think I am?" I ask. "I'm bored. Laying here like this day after day without visitors, without anyone to talk to is driving me crazy!"
There is of course no response to that. Why should she? This unseen Angel continues about her business, notes being taken as I hear her lift the chart that's attached to the end of my bed. "How long have I been sleeping?" I wonder, hoping that if it's the afternoon that she'll massage my body, my muscles. I like that. I like the feel of her gentle soothing touch. Sometimes I fantasize about more than that. But obviously, that's all it is. She is after all a professional, and as such, especially in my situation, why would I even begin to think that this unseen Angel would have any interest in me?
"I bet you'd enjoy a nice refreshing bath now wouldn't you?" she asks.
My demeanor immediately changes. I can feel myself smiling. "I really could. Thank you." I reply apologetically. I just wish I could help her, I know it's difficult for her, or must be to move me about like a rag doll, dead weight in her hands, yet somehow she seems to manage without much difficulty. I can't picture her as some beefy Amazon. That soft sensual sounding voice just wouldn't match. Not exactly sure what she'd look like, certainly no Barbie, a Pamela Anderson perhaps, or even a Dolly Parton, though a Catherine Zeta-Jones look-a-like would be nice too.
I like the feel of the warm wet washcloth as she gently soaps and then rinses my flesh. I like how her hands seem to caress rather than scrubbing me as though I have twelve layers of dirt caked upon my skin. She's gentle, certainly thorough, and though relaxing, I cannot help but feel a twinge of arousal as well. I am only slightly alarmed by that, getting an erection at this point that I could not easily explain away could be highly embarrassing. Another thing I do like and appreciate about her, even though I love hearing the sound of her voice, she seems to know when to say something, and when not too. Sometimes all I want to do is feel her, smell her, and enjoy the simple touch of her hand.
Unfortunately, in this instance at least, time passes all too quickly. Now bathed, refreshed, feeling like a new man, all things considered anyway, my Calgon moment is over.
"I'll come back in to check on you before I leave," she informs me. "That's a promise!" she adds. I wish I could see her smile, I can hear it in the tone of voice however, and somehow see her as Teri Hatcher for some reason.
"I'll be looking forward to that," I tell her, even as the door softly closes to my room.
Once again sleep. Time passes. I can't help but wonder if she came, if I missed her before she left. Darkness prevails and I have no sense of the evening, or even morning perhaps. Only the loneliness to keep me company, which is no friend of mine as I listen quietly to the sounds of nothingness.
It is the sound of the door opening that alerts me I am not alone. But it is done so quietly that I am well aware it's been done in such a way as not to alert me of a presence. Curious, I decide to say nothing. Doing nothing is easy, I can't. But now I am curious for there is no sound, no spoken word other than the almost too cautious, too quiet sound of footsteps approaching my bed.
"Told you I'd come back," she whispers almost too quietly for even me to hear her. I almost reply to that, then feel the touch of her hand upon me. She's not checking my pulse or my blood pressure this time however, unless there's some new method for doing so that I'm not aware of. At first I am shocked actually, even stunned just a little. Not that she's touched me inappropriately mind you, only at the coolness of her soft hand against my bare flesh as it drifts ever so casually along my upper thigh. I tingle in wonder, wondering as I lay there, willing her hand to go elsewhere, knowing that miracles don't really happen, at least not to people like me anyway.
And then a miracle happens.
At first it doesn't even register. Her hand is so soft, her touch even softer that for the briefest of moments, I am sure it's a dream. I'm not really awake at all, dreaming as my now Halle Berry double slips her hand ever so gently around my much flaccid cock. Am half expecting to feel the warmth of a washcloth as she soaps me, wondering indeed if I missed an entire day and that perhaps this a periodic necessary function to be performed that up until now hasn't been. Or again, the feel of Velcro suddenly being wrapped around my dick as some new method for measuring one's blood pressure is applied. But no...it's not anything like that. Not anything like that at all!
And even if it is a dream, it's a dream I have no desire to wake from either. Nor do I wish to say or do anything to alarm her, all I want at this moment in time is to lie there like the rag doll that I am and allow her sweet sexy hand to continue doing what I hope now is her intention of doing.
I can feel myself growing, hardening, becoming even more excited. It is my hope, my own expectation that the result of her caress is producing the results she hoped for. She confirms that moments later once again whispering, her breath only inches away from my now very firm erect cock.
"That feel good?" She questions unnecessarily.
"Oh fuck yes...yes!" I hear myself saying, speaking just as quietly as she as I now realize that her being here, doing this...certainly isn't normal procedure. Sprinkling crackers in my bed wouldn't be normal procedure, but I wouldn't kick her out of my bed for doing that either as long as she continued touching, stroking me the way she was now.
I'd have been perfectly content with the way her hand pleasured me. That electric tingly little thrill that was sending pulsating shock waves of ecstasy racing up and down my spine. Though admittedly, I wish I were fondling her soft firm breasts, once again Dolly Parton's image suddenly coming to mind here, which is when that joyous exquisite sensation became even more than that as her mouth suddenly, warmly and lovingly enveloped me!
"Oh fuck!" I exclaimed ecstatically, not caring if I woke everyone else in the entire wing of the hospital. The way her mouth now caressed me was beyond comprehension, beyond feeling as wave after wave of indescribable pleasure engulfed me. For the first time in a long time in fact, I felt a gentle tingling in the tips of my fingers, not to mention in the tips of my toes. I wished to hell I could curl them, and knew they would be had I not been in this obviously now semi-paralyzed state that I was in. Either way, in my minds eye they certainly were. And at least, my cock certainly wasn't acting paralyzed either, which my Angel in white seemed to find satisfying.
"Oh baby, honey, you're so hard, so nice and hard!" she cooed around the shaft of my cock as she continued sucking, then licking it. More than anything I wanted to slip the entire length of my massively hard erect cock deep into that soft silky recess of her cunt, though at the moment, I was having a hard time trying to image just whose cunt I'd be fucking. It didn't matter though, not now, not at this moment in time. Because time for me had once again ceased to exist. All that mattered was this Angel of mercy's loving attentive caress, this orgasmic mind altering trip into the unknown where fantasies of being blind-folded, bound and pleasured in ways I'd never even dreamed of were suddenly being full-filled, even if some of the props being used weren't of my own choosing.
I wondered briefly if I should warn her of my impending climax. I certainly didn't want to surprise her, or do anything that she might find repulsive or vulgar. But I sensed without asking, without telling her that she knew. If anything, she seemed to begin drawing from me the essence of my entire being deep inside that velvety mouth, coaxing the climax from me even before I knew it had begun. All the while talking to me, mouthing her sweet sounding words around my cock even as she sucked it, draining from me the sudden eruption of white-hot liquid pleasure that exploded in a star-burst of pure unadulterated joy.
"Come for me baby," she mouthed still sucking, "that's it, feel it honey, feel it and enjoy it," she kept repeating over and over again.
And I was. God help me, I was.
For a moment, I must have passed out. It couldn't have been too long, though the next sounds I heard was her straightening the bed, the tiptoe like movement across the room back towards the door.
"Wait! Wait!" I heard myself shouting at her. "Please honey, don't go!"
"Don't worry my love, I'll be back first thing in the morning to check on you again. No worries ok?"
I really wasn't worried. I knew she would be. And I looked forward to that, once again settling back into what this time I knew would be dream. Hoping to somehow perhaps pick up where we'd left off, even if only a dream.
#
One again the sound of voices alerting me to the fact I had company again. Though this time, I did not hear the sound of my Angel's voice amongst them, nor even another females voice for that matter. Just the sound of Doctor's as they stood nearby my bed, talking as though I wasn't even there.
"Has his condition improved at all?" I heard one of them asking.
"Very little, though his nurse did say something to the affect that she'd sensed some awareness in him, but it's been well over three month's now. I'd have hoped that this would have been a temporary comatose state. Now, I'm not so sure."
"What the hell are you two talking about?" I asked pointedly. Neither one bothering to acknowledge or respect me enough to even answer my question. "What the hell do you mean comatose?" I questioned them again. "All we can do is wait and see," he added on top of what I was asking him. "But the good news is, Anna has taken a special interest in him, and she's had pretty good luck with other comatose patients before as well. Though this one's been like this the longest. I guess only time will tell."
"Three months?" I found myself saying, asking. "I've been like this for three months?"
#
"Hi baby," I heard her calling me a few minutes later. "See? I promised I'd be in to visit you!" she told me.
"Hi Anna!" I responded, wishing now that she could hear me. But for some reason, I knew deep inside my heart that eventually, she would.
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My wife Kay and I had been married for just over a year when we got the news that her sister had filed for divorce. With nowhere else to go, and having plenty of room at our place, it was only natural for Kay to invite Linda to come stay with us until she could get on her feet again.
I had only met Linda once, at our wedding. And though they were sisters, they were as different as night and day. Kay was shorter with short red hair that made her look pixyish, with a devilish look about her that exuded her smoldering sensuality. Full breasted, a well rounded ass that she loved having me fuck, not to mention a pair of lips that I loved having wrapped around my hard stiff cock whenever possible.
Linda on the other hand was considerably shyer, more reserved. Although in all fairness, having only met her the one time it was hard to make such a comparison, had it not been for Kay's own description of her personality I would have withheld judgment. But even Kay said her sister was a bit of a prude and very inhibited when it came to sex, which is one of the reasons, we both figured that her marriage had fallen apart.
Linda had shoulder length hair, slightly taller though as I recalled, her breasts weren't nearly as big as Kay's were, though again, in the demure outfit she'd been wearing when I'd seen her last, that too had been a fairly unreliable comparison.
"You sure this is going to be ok with you?" Kay asked. "It will only be for a little while, a month, perhaps two at the most. Just until she can get back on her feet again."
I didn't really have a problem with it. We did have plenty of room after all, my problem was, if one could call it that, was up until now, Kay and I had had a very free, very spontaneous sex life. And what I mean by that, we could...and often did end up fucking in whatever room of the house we happened to be in whenever the mood struck us. With Linda's arrival, that freedom we'd had, shared and been able to enjoy with one another on a whim was about to disappear. And I told her that.
"Honey, I know things will be a little harder around here, but I am sure we will still be able to do things even with her here. If anything, it might make it a little more exciting with the possibility of being discovered!"
"Well, there was that," I mused smiling, then spoke aloud. "I won't purposely do anything that might embarrass or offend your sister honey, but if something like that does happen, if she should walk in on us, or catch us doing something when we hadn't expected to see her, I'm not going to stop whatever we're doing or in the middle of because of it." I told her.
Kay grinned, nodding her head. "Deal!" she smiled wickedly already worming her hand down the front of my Levi's. "Linda does know me," Kay added as her sweet hand began fondling my rapidly stiffening cock in earnest. "And in fact, I've already warned her about us," she said giggling as she slow-stroked my now every erect prick. "And who knows? Maybe if Linda has a chance to see how two people can really enjoy sex and be together, maybe some of that might rub off on her."
"I doubt it," I said dubiously. "The first time she hears any groaning coming from the bedroom, she's apt to turn the TV up full blast just to drown out the sound."
"Who say's we'll be in the bedroom?" Kay quipped as she dropped down on her knees before me, now running that delicate flicking tongue of hers up and down my shaft.
I hoped my wife was right. I'd miss not spreading her out on the kitchen counter on a Sunday morning, licking her pussy while waiting for the breakfast rolls to finish baking.
With more than a little apprehension and uncertainty, we warmly greeted the arrival of her sister later on that afternoon. Being that it was a Saturday, I'd left the two of them to enjoy a sisterly talk, with the promise that Kay would remind her sister that although we were certainly there for her, we weren't putting our own newly formed marriage on hold for her either. I'd gone out, mowed the yard, done some weeding and come in to shower prior to having dinner, which the girls were now busily engaged in preparing.
"How'd it go?" I whispered at the first opportunity.
"Good I think," Kay whispered back. "I told Linda what a horny little bastard you are."
"Oh great, so you put all the blame on me then!"
She laughed. "Well, and I also told her that because you are such a horny little prick, that it makes me horny all the time too. So if she ever does catch us fooling around someplace other than in the bedroom, she's going to have to accept that and either look the other way, or find something else interesting to do."
Now I smiled. I could live with that. Though for the next three days, our sexual activities were confined to the bedroom. I was beginning to think that the wild naughty spontaneity we'd been enjoying, truly was a thing of the past. But then on the fourth night, Linda had retired to bed early, leaving Kay and I alone together in the living room for the first time since her arrival.
"Wanna?" Kay asked seductively, already shedding her clothing faster than I could even reply.
"Really?" I asked wickedly as I began struggling out of my own clothing. "It's still pretty early you know, what if she wakes up?" I wondered aloud.
"Well, then I guess she'll find out we were serious then won't she?"
Funny what just the mere thought of bending my wife's body over the back of the living room couch could do to me, and to her for that matter. We were both so fucking horny at that point that I could have cared less if the Mormon Tabernacle Choir had suddenly appeared in our living room, standing behind my beautiful wife, my cock deeply buried inside that tight deliciously wet slit of hers felt too fucking good to care!
And even more amazingly, Kay wasn't trying to be quiet either. Not that she normally really did, but even in our bedroom when we knew that Linda was still up, I had noticed that she didn't seem to be quite as vocal as she usually was. Now however, she was moaning and groaning with obvious pleasure, and not toning it down one iota, which I was pleased as punch to be hearing. Hearing Kay's voiced pleasure, not just in those wicked erotic little sighs as such, but hearing her telling me how good my cock felt inside her cunt, telling...demanding that I fuck her, things like that. I'd been missing that, and hearing them now once again, speaking normally in that very much missed tone of voice was having its affect on me as well.
"Oh baby! Baby! Yeah honey, fuck me! Fuck your hot horny little wife!" she was saying.
I was only too happy to oblige. And I was really starting to get into it when I happened to glance up momentarily and caught a reflection in the TV. Angled as it was, I was dumb-founded to catch a brief glimpse of Linda's face peering momentarily around the corner of the hallway leading back from the bedrooms. I almost said something, thought better of it, especially as she disappeared from view almost as quickly.
"Ah well, don't say we didn't warn you!" I thought silently, smiling inwardly as Kay of course continued on with her fairly vocal expressions of pleasure. The fact that she'd been doing so, clearly heard by her own sister gave me a deliciously wicked little chuckle. I could only imagine what she must have been thinking. After a few more minutes of some nice hot doggy fucking, Kay informed me it was time to suck cock. Something she loved doing, and something I loved for her to do. I lay back on the couch as Kay positioned herself between my legs. She'd no sooner begun working my cock with her mouth than I again glanced up catching movement, once again seeing Linda's face just peeking around the corner. I realized she had no clue that I could see her standing there as I gazed towards the silent TV set. And even better, situated as we were, unless either Kay or I turned in that direction, there was no reason for her to even suspect that she could be seen. As such, after a few more moments, she became bold enough to present herself more clearly where she too could have more of an unobstructed look without being seen. Or so she thought!
I was really tempted to say something, not to Linda of course, but to Kay. But I knew in doing that, it would alert Linda that I was aware of her presence, and to be honest about it, I was now finding this weird little scene quite erotic in nature. Lets face it, having an audience was a bit kinky, even if Kay wasn't exactly in on it, so I decided to let things go for the time being and simply enjoy my own private little fantasy. In doing so, I became a bit more vocal myself, not that I usually didn't anyway. But under the circumstances, I decided to really enjoy myself. And the hotter it seemed I was, the hotter and hornier that seemed to make Kay. She was now groaning and moaning just as loudly as I was, and had even begun fingering herself while still busily sucking and lapping at me. I'd begun to wonder if this was having any affect on her sister, figuring that at any moment now, she'd turn tail and run back to the bedroom, perhaps even get herself off there without anyone the wiser. To my surprise, I watched her image in the darkened TV set as her hand slipped below the hem of her nightgown, it was obvious she had slipped it inside her panties as she stood there 'secretly' so to speak, watching us as Kay continued giving me a world-class blow job!

"Oh fuck honey!" I shouted, "You're gonna make me squirt if you keep doing that!" I wondered briefly if I'd actually spoken a bit too loudly, and would cause Kay to question my arousal. She didn't however, if anything urging me to do so, so aroused now herself that she was on the verge of orgasm herself through the use of her own fingers.
"Squirt for me baby!" she urged just as loudly, "fucking cum for me, shoot that hot white spunk into my mouth baby!"
There was no doubt I was seconds away from doing just that too! Especially glancing up to now see Linda's hand furiously working itself beneath her panties, the other caressing a single breast which she'd exposed in lifting up the top portion of her night gown in revealing it. That was more than I could handle. A combination of seeing Linda touching herself, and my wife's incredible mouth working it's magic, soon had me tumbling over the cliff.
I felt the first hot load of my spunk filling my wife's mouth, my eyes suddenly gluing themselves shut, and the sound of my own voice suddenly filling the air. "Oh fuck baby! Fuck! Fuck that feels good!"
#
I woke to the smell of fresh coffee, making my way downstairs into the kitchen area where I kissed Kay good morning, accepted a cup from her and sat down at the table to enjoy it. Another thing that I appreciated and respected about Kay was, we never kept secrets from one another. The secret I'd sort of been keeping I no longer could. That and feel good about it anyway.
"Honey?" I began, "There's something I should tell you."
"You mean about Linda?" she responded as she took a small sip of her own coffee, her eyes already telling me that she knew, as I glanced inside them as she peered towards me over the rim of her cup.
"She was watching us," I said almost conspiratorially lowering my voice though there was no chance she could have overheard our conversation.
"I know," Kay giggled. "And I knew you knew she was there too," she added. "I saw her image in the TV set as well," she confirmed for me. "Looked to me like she had a pretty good time herself as well! That turn you on?" My wife asked unnecessarily. I wasn't about to begin lying to her now.
"Hell yes!" I admitted. "The fact she was actually masturbating herself while watching us was pretty hot!"
"Yeah, I have to admit, I was thinking that too!" Kay told me. "We probably shouldn't let on we saw her though," Kay added.
"Yeah, probably not." I responded. "I'd hate to embarrass her."
"Embarrass?" Kay questioned. "I think more like you'd be hoping she'd do that again if she honestly thinks she's gotten away with it," Kay said jokingly serious about it.
I smiled in response.
"Shit, who knows honey. Maybe being around us a while longer really will do her some good. If she sees us like that a little more often, maybe she really will start to reconsider some of those prudish notions of hers."
"Well in that case honey, feel free to suck my cock anywhere, and any place you want to!" I said wishfully, half serious about it.
Once again Kay grinned. "I might just do that," she teased.
Soon after the sound of Linda's footfalls coming down the hallway alerted the two of us that she was up. Kay stood retrieving another cup, already pouring the coffee when she joined us. I thought I detected a slight blush in her cheeks as she looked towards me, offered up a "good morning" then turned almost a little too quickly away from me, suddenly thankful to find a cup of freshly brewed coffee being held out towards her.
"Thank you," she said sipping it.
"You're welcome. Sleep well?" Kay asked throwing a quick knowing side-glance my way upon asking.
"Oh yes, yes...very much so," she offered back, taking another sip, then easing herself at an angle away from me at the table, even further positioning herself so as not to face me directly.
When she did that, I decided to have a little fun at her expense, though not so much as to really freak her out or anything, nor cause Kay to scorn me too badly for it later either. Kay crossed the small kitchen area towards the oven, opening the door to check on how the cinnamon rolls were doing. As she bent over slightly to do so, I made my move.
As was usually the case, Kay was wearing her short terry-cloth bathrobe, that and nothing else. My timing was perfect, catching both Kay as well as Linda by surprise as I stood, took the two quick steps necessary, and promptly slid two fingers deep inside my wife's precious little slit. Not too surprisingly, she was wet, and they slipped in almost before she knew it. I half expected her to slap me away, at the very least stand up and turn, forcing me to remove my hand in the process. True...she did gasp at the sudden unexpected intrusion, but to my surprise, she continued to remain as she was, if anything rotating herself back against me as I continued to stand there finger-fucking my wife.
"Ah...would the two of you like some alone time?" Linda asked nervously.
"Nah, I responded, reluctantly withdrawing my hand," Just greeting Kay's sweet little pussy good-morning the way I usually do," I told her as though I actually did do that each and every morning of our lives. And the way Kay had allowed it, almost made it believable too. But it was when I felt her hand suddenly snake its way through the opening of my own bathrobe that I thought we were on the verge of going just a little too far with the naughty little game of hours. For a moment or two, she actually stood there caressing my already awakened cock, though she was careful so as not to expose it, though it was about as obvious as all get-out as to what she was really doing. Even when she removed her hand, I found now that I was the one who was embarrassed as I glanced quickly down, saw the 'tent' I'd now been left with as my prick pressed against the material of my robe making it extremely obvious to both women as to just how aroused I now was.
"Well, if you girls will excuse me, I probably should go up and take a shower, a cold one," I added teasingly.
"Make it a hot one!" Kay responded. "I'll be up to join you in a few," she winked suggestively.
Once again leaving the two girls alone, I made my way upstairs, entered the bathroom and turned on the shower. I waited anxiously without getting in for several minutes, finally hearing the doorknob being turned as seconds later Kay stepped into the room.
"She say anything?" I asked curiously.
Kay laughed. "Oh yeah, asked me if you seriously were like that around me all the time."
"And?"
"And...I told her no." "No?"
"Yeah, No. I told her...usually, you were worse than that!"
Now I laughed. "Well, guess it could have been worse, I could have taken my dick out and slipped that inside you instead. You were certainly fucking wet enough!"
"I almost wish you had!" Kay retorted. "God you've made me horny!"
"Me too!" I replied wickedly. "Come here baby, I need to lick some pussy!"
#
Later that evening after enjoying a nice pasta dinner, we'd consumed that along with two full bottles of wine. Kay and I had been teasing one another off and on all day, sometimes in Linda's presence, sometimes not. The effect of which had gotten us both hornier than hell regardless of Linda's being around us or not either. I was looking forward to sucking my wife's cunt again, and feeling those magnificent lips of hers doing a number on me too when Linda suddenly announced how the wine had made her sleepy, and because of it, she was heading off to bed.
I couldn't help but wonder, and even caught that same questioning look in Kay's eyes as she glanced towards me just before saying goodnight to her sister. Seconds later we heard the sound of her bedroom door closing.
"Wanna?"
I couldn't get my clothes off fast enough.
We didn't even discuss it, both of us immediately heading back towards the couch.
"Jack?"
"Yeah?"
"If either one of us sees her, we should signal."
"Ok, how?" I asked feeling wicked suddenly.
"Two quick hard squeezes, on the arm, leg...wherever, but two quick hard one's to let the other one know if she's looking at us again."
"Like this?" I asked, taking each of Kay's breasts within my hands, giving each breast a nice firm squeeze that immediately brought a response.
"Oh yes! Fuck yes!" she told me, then pinned me to the couch where she quickly mounted me, slipping my cock deeply inside her. "Can you see the TV?" she questioned softly.
I looked, almost having forgotten as good as her pussy was feeling at the moment. "Ah uh," I replied meeting her pelvic thrust with one of my own. And after that, I really did forget, until as I lay between Kay's legs tenderly sucking her cunt, that I suddenly felt her hands digging into my hair pulling it twice in rapid succession.
"Oh Jack! Jack! Fuck you eat pussy beautifully!" she told me.
I was certainly used to hearing her say things like that, but I also knew she rarely if ever called me by name while we made love. Usually it was something a bit naughtier in nature, like "You bastard, or You Prick you...something more along those lines. So in calling me by name, she also alerted me to the fact that once again we had company.
Unfortunately, positioned as I was, I couldn't see the TV. But...I could sort of look in that direction without being real obvious about it, pretending instead to get a better position so as to more easily suck and finger my wife's cunt. I caught movement out of the corner of my eye, figuring that Linda may have performed a hasty quick retreat upon my shifting position. Which in fact she did. But now, repositioned as I was, I also had a better peripheral view of the hallway where she stood. Sure enough, seconds later she reappeared, checked to see that the coast was clear before taking that one necessary step further off to the side to ensure she had a clear and unobstructed view of us. I squeezed Kay's thighs twice, letting her know that I too could see her. She giggled knowingly.
"Suck it baby, suck my clit!" Kay urged me, which I was already doing of course, but knew now the commentary was now for her sister's benefit. "Oh yeah honey...that's it, finger my cunt too!"
That I hadn't been doing as yet. But now with the specific request, I included a finger, taking a breath long enough to respond.
"Want another inside your ass?" I asked knowingly. "Would you like me to finger-fuck both holes while I suck that sweet precious clit of yours?"



"Oh fuck yes!" Kay moaned expectantly. "Yes please baby! Finger-fuck both holes! And suck my cunt!"
Once again, we both watched secretly as Linda stood there in the hallway watching us, listening. And though she had worn actual pajamas this time, she had unbuttoned the top allowing her breasts to be semi-exposed, and certainly accessible as she stood fingering her rock-hard nipples, all the while once again sliding her other hand down the elastic waist band of her bottoms as she stood fingering herself in much the same way I was no doubt doing to her sister.
With the openness that Kay and I shared, it wasn't uncommon for us to discuss fantasies, desires and such while in the throes of pleasure. We did that often in fact, but ever since Linda's arrival, it had been one of the few things we hadn't actually indulged in. So it was that I was caught a little off guard by Kay's unexpected comment.
"Baby?"
"Yeah?"
"Tell me a naughty...dirty fantasy of yours."
For a moment I wasn't sure what the hell to say. "Now?"
"Yeah...now, but I want you to be fucking me while you do it," she added on a whim.
"Ah...ok, how do you want it?"
I noticed as we began changing positions that Linda had of course disappeared. But I also suspected that she was just behind the wall waiting on us. I took that moment to whisper as quietly as I could.
"Where are you going with this?" I asked as softly as possible.
"Just say something about being watched...about how much it turns you on to think about someone watching us fuck!" Kay told me.
"Don't you think that will be a bit obvious?" I asked.
"No...not under the circumstances. Not really. And even if she does suspect, or wonder...the fact we keep going, keep talking about it will make her really wonder about a lot of things don't you think?"
We quickly got into one of our favorite positions, doggy-style, but with both of us facing towards the perfectly placed TV set. Sure enough, moments later, Linda reappeared.
"So...tell me baby, tell me. What makes you hot thinking about? What really turns you on?"
"Fuck honey...being watched I guess. Sometimes I imagine that someone is watching us as I fuck you, or as you suck me. I like the idea that they are, that its turning them on, getting them just as horny as I am, as we are as they watch us. I can see them in my mind, playing with themselves, touching themselves, wondering what it feels like as I kneel here, thrusting this big hard cock deep inside that slippery wet fucking cunt, or that hot tight ass of yours!"
"Hmmm," Kay purred excitedly in response. "And who do you imagine is watching us?" she asked me.
I almost swallowed my tongue. I'd been unprepared for that one, not sure how to respond initially, not wanting to say anything that would chase her sister away, or be too much of a coincidence in saying the obvious. Kay settled the issue for me however, leaving me no choice.
"Do you ever think about Linda seeing us?" she asked. "I mean after all honey, its bound to happen at one time or another. Living together like this, sooner or later she's bound to accidentally walk in on us you know."
"Yeah, sometimes," I replied trying to put thoughts together while still paying attention to my throbbing cock as I continued easing it in and out of my wife's very slippery cunt. The fact that she was as slippery as she was, was also telling me how fucking horny she truly was as well. So horny in fact, that I felt Kay reaching around, moving forward as she un-cunted me, then placed the head of my prick against the puckered tight opening of her ass. I slipped inside her as easily as I would have her pussy.
"I told her that it might happen sometime, that she needed to know and be prepared for that, because you and I enjoyed making love just about in every room of the house, but I also told her...that if she did, not to be ashamed by it, or feel embarrassed, in fact honey...I even suggested to her that if she wanted to, she could actually come in and take a seat and seriously watch us while we did!"
"You're kidding! Really?" I asked seriously. "What'd she say?"
"I don't know yet," Kay responded. "Linda? Have you made up your mind yet?"
I heard a gasp come from the hallway. "Come on in honey...it's ok, we know you're there."
I quit fucking my wife's ass, though I remained inside her head turned towards the hallway. I'd have bet even money that Linda would return to her own room without any acknowledgement she was really there. Moments after that, I'd have lost my bet...gladly.
To be honest, I was more than just surprised when Linda sheepishly rounded the corner stepping into the room. I noticed when she did however, that she'd taken the time to redo the buttons on her pajama top. "You...you knew?" she questioned.
Kay giggled. "Sis?" She said pointing into the TV set. "We knew it all along!" she said grinning, revealing our secret.
"Oh God!" Linda whimpered embarrassed. "No...don't be!" Kay assured her. "Seriously Linda, both Jack and I knew you were watching us, not only tonight, but last night as well."
I watched as Linda's face turned an even deeper color of crimson, but before Linda could respond by way of defense, Kay continued.
"And to be honest with you honey, knowing that you were, that you have been, has been fucking hot for both of us to think about. Come on sis, you know how I am, and you certainly should have a pretty good idea about Jack now too. And that we've discussed it, gotten horny just thinking about it, well..."
"Well?" Linda questioned still a little unsure about all of this.
"Well...it would really be hot for you to actually sit down and enjoy yourself while watching us, so we could enjoy watching you too!"
"Really?"
"Yeah...really!"
I hadn't said a word at this point, nor was I going to. I was still a bit stunned that Linda was actually contemplating her sister's suggestion.
"Where...should I sit?" she asked.
Kay directed her to the chair sitting kitty-corner across from us. "There...sit there, but not until you've taken off your pajama's," she informed her.
Hesitantly, though only for a moment, she undid the buttons of her top, discarding it, then stepping out of the bottoms. I couldn't help but notice that she had purposely not worn any panties this time. Though still coupled, Kay sat up with me still kneeling behind her on the couch. With my hand now softly stroking her pussy, my cock still deeply embedded within her tight ass, Kay began to move my hand and fingers rhythmically upon herself, all the while facing towards her own sister. I felt the press of her middle finger on mine, felt her as through touch alone, instructed me to stroke her, to tease her clit. I did. And as we did, as we together masturbated Kay's pussy, we watched as Linda openly began fingering herself, her own techniques, the way she slid two fingers along either side of her split, stopping only briefly to 'tap' her clit momentarily with her index finger before slipping her hand and fingers once again down her split, then entering just as briefly her wide-open fuck hole.
"Well baby...is that hot or what? Watching my sister finger-fucking herself while we do!"
For the first time in what seemed like hours, I found my voice. "Fuck", I somehow managed. Though they were sisters and obviously close, I still didn't know how close, or how much they might know, or had shared with one another. One thing Kay did, frequently, though not every time, was gush. When she was horny...really, really horny, her pussy would just cream a river of white frothy fluid, sometimes it literally gushed with a cascading spray of hot wet pearly lubrication. I knew without asking, that this was going to be one of those times. And I couldn't help but wonder..."Did her sister know about that, what would she think or wonder when Kay did?"
"Masturbate me with your dick," she informed me. "Spread me, rub your cock up and down against my pussy, against my clit until I cum," she all but demanded. Now I knew she was going to gush, she always did whenever we did that. Hands down. And I couldn't help but wonder myself now, if this indeed was something she wanted her sister to see and experience as well.
As Kay lay on the couch with me kneeling between her legs, me...rubbing my cock back and forth, slapping her clit with it, Linda stood making her way over to stand beside us. The look on her face was one of pure lust, excitement and awe if you will. She stood unabashedly fingering her quim. Mesmerized myself, I became even more so when Kay suddenly and without warning reached up, touching her sister's cunt. Linda's knee's nearly buckled, and in that moment she sat down beside us, Kay's hand following, still petting and stroking, now working itself magically up and down the wet furrow of her sister's pussy.
Without asking, she reached over, I felt the touch of her hand as it surrounded my prick, taking over for me, now rubbing it against Kay's pussy. It was fun enough when I did it, now it felt even better. The decadence of her sister's hand now using my cock to masturbate her sister with, while Kay in turn continued to finger-fuck her was beyond belief! With two hands free now, I delighted myself in taking one of my wife's breasts in hand, pinching that exquisitely extended nipple, lifting her breast up and away from her chest as I did. Likewise, I also took one of Linda's breasts doing the same, hearing as well as feeling both women almost catching their respective breaths in response, simultaneously moaning and groaning as I jiggled them, pulled, lifted, and jiggled their breasts back and forth as the three of us continued to masturbate one another in the most sensual and erotic of ways.
"Oh fuck Linda, I'm gonna cum honey...that's it, make me cum baby, make me cum!"
"Me too!" Linda acknowledged, her own essence and pleasure already liquefying as well, sopping her sisters fingers with its sticky pearly sweet coating.
As expected, at least for me anyway, I watched grinning as Kay's face contorted, grimaced into that sort of 'pleasure-pained' look as her cunt exploded. Literally. The jettison of fluid suddenly being expelled from her cunt took both Linda and I by surprise, and I had anticipated, expected it, but it was still even more than what I'd thought possible.
Just seeing that, feeling that as the gush of her orgasm shot from the opening of her cunt to bathe me, bathe Linda's hand as she continued rubbing me against her sister's pussy, soon triggered my own violent eruption. A millisecond later, I was jettisoning streamer after streamer of white-hot sticky spunk all over my wife's obscenely exposed snatch.
I don't even think Linda was aware I was squirting, though her hand continued to rub me against my wife. She was still crying out in the throes of her own ecstasy, though her eyes remained wide-open, glued to the spectacle of my wife's amazing cunt as that cascade of hot pussy juice continued to pour and flow out of her.
"Holy shit sis! Do you do that every time?" Linda actually asked.
Kay actually giggled, breaking the intensity of the moment, the momentary awkwardness...but it couldn't have been any more perfect.
"Not always, but mostly," she said grinning. "Usually...when I'm very, very horny! Like now," she added a second later.
Neither woman continued to stop stroking one another, Linda finally releasing my spent cock, though the eroticism of what I was seeing, hardly allowing my cock to diminish in flaccidity. I now sat watching as Linda's fingers gingerly, tenderly probed and explored her sister's still glistening wet pussy, as Kay continued to softly stroke, petting her sister's as well.
"Fuck that was hot!" Linda managed a moment or two later, seemingly coming back to her senses. "You never told me you could do that!"
"Well...to be honest sis. I really didn't do it this much, or this often until after I met Jack."
"Oh really?"
"Yeah...really," Kay said smiling as she looked over towards me, that wanton lusty look suddenly filling her eyes once again.
#
To be continued?
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If there's one thing about my wife that I really get a kick out of, it's that no one knows the kinky little side of her like I do. Out of nowhere, Dana can come up with the wildest, craziest little ideas that can seem at first curiously bizarre. But if I have learned one thing, it's to never question or say no to those moments. They have always turned out to be some of the most erotic enjoyable experiences ever.
We'd gone out to a relatively nice restaurant for dinner one evening. Dana looked spectacular in a black low-cut evening dress that showed off a tantalizing amount of cleavage. She has beautiful breasts anyway, full, heavy, each capped with beautiful pink-tipped nipples that just beg to be sucked. And the fact Dana enjoys having them sucked, is just icing on the cake as far as I'm concerned.
We'd ordered off the menu, selected a nice Merlot to go along with dinner before and during, and were engaging in one of our favorite past-times, making one another horny as hell. I love it when Dana teases me, especially when she and I both know there isn't a whole lot we can do about it there and then, making the "later on" portion of the evening all the more enjoyable.
With the low-cut evening dress she was wearing, there were two distinct advantages to her having worn it that she was busily driving me nuts with. Between wine selections and the dinner menu, Dana had so far managed to bear enough of one breast several times that I was soon after sitting there with a major aching erection. She'd even remained sitting there for a few moments with a goodly portion of it peeking out through the deep "Y" cut of her dress so that when leaning forward as she'd done, our waiter had gotten a pretty good view of that magnificent tit himself. And though he had feigned ignorance in looking, I could see by the sudden flush in his face, not to mention the sudden attentiveness we began receiving that he too had enjoyed the show.
"Getting horny yet?"
"Fuck! Are you kidding Dana? Me and the waiter both!" I told her laughing.
She laughed, "I'll have to try and notice if he has any tell-tail bulges showing when he returns with the wine," she'd stated, which is when she casually pulled the neck of her dress just enough to fully reveal one very well rounded breast for my enjoyment as she kept a quick watchful eye on the goings on around us.
"We're safe enough for the moment," she told me. "Give it a little suck would you?" she asked.
I leaned over to do just that, feeling that hard taut little nipple rolling around inside my mouth for a few precious moments. I heard her laugh. "Company coming!"
I sat up grinning from ear to ear as she casually tucked that magnificent tit back inside her gown just as another waiter showed up to refill our water glasses, which were still full.
"I think the word must be out," I told her after he'd disappointedly glanced at the water glasses sitting on the table, hesitating only momentarily before asking us if there was anything else we might need. Like I said, Dana can be such a tease.
"Just something to suck on!" she said with a straight face, watching his eye's suddenly widen in knowing surprise as he returned a nervous laugh, finally walking away.
"Be careful what you ask for," I told her. "It wouldn't surprise me to see three, maybe even four waiters come back to the table, each one of them with their dicks sticking out so you can do just that!"
"And you'd enjoy watching me do that too wouldn't you?" she teased back as she ran her long sensual tongue over her lips, simultaneously reaching beneath the table, placing her hand on my crotch where she immediately confirmed my ever-growing arousal. "Yep...I can see by this", she said squeezing my cock, "that you probably would enjoy seeing me do that!"
I felt her hand fumble briefly with the zipper on my slacks, moments later freeing my now very hard stiff cock. Situated as we were sitting side by side in one of those horseshoe like booths made it perfect for the two of us to touch one another secretly beneath the table, all the while being able to keep a watchful eye out on the comings and goings around us.
The second nice thing about Dana's evening gown was the fact it was slit up along one side damn near to her crotch, allowing as she walked to reveal another goodly portion of that exquisitely sensual thigh of hers. But even better...it allowed me to easily slide my hand up inside that dress of hers too! I was just in the middle of fingering that deliciously wet split of hers when dinner arrived. I started to remove my hand when I felt Dana's hand placing itself on top of mine, holding it there as the waiter placed our dinners before us. To me, I think it was pretty fucking obvious where my hand was, which I was fairly certain the waiter took notice of, especially when he smiled almost knocking over one of the wine glasses.
"Oh fuck...I'm sorry!" he stammered, then he blushed and apologized profusely for swearing in front of us. Dana laughed assuring him as she did that it was ok, and then leaned forward, giving him another nice view of that precious tit. That seemed to calm him considerably, though it made me if anything even more excited.
We'd been touching, looking, and playfully fondling one another throughout dinner when the desert cart was wheeled over to us. Almost at once I knew what it was Dana would order.
"Ah, I'd like the strawberries and cream please!" she told the waitress. I went along with that because it sounded good for several reasons. I had gone back to fingering Dana's incredibly wet creamy pussy, even while being served our desserts. And I don't use that particular term loosely either. When Dana's pussy got that aroused, she truly had the juiciest flow of cunt-juice you've ever seen. Sweet, tasty and certainly more delicious than any desert topping I'd ever had.
After being served, I watched as she picked up her spoon, expecting to see her begin eating her dessert as I'd now begun to do, when her spoon disappeared briefly beneath the table instead.
"Oh fuck!" I moaned knowingly, watching Dana's eyes close briefly for a moment, knowing full well what it was that she was doing.
"Want some?"
"Are you kidding?" She knew I wouldn't be, and offered up a nice naughty spoonful of her slick pearly essence, pouring the contents onto the top of my already decadent looking desert. Then she slipped the spoon into my mouth where I could savor the balance of what hadn't poured onto my plate.
"You like?"
I felt my cock throb, twitch in answer to that, groaning and moaning out a reply anyway. "I love honey!" I told her feeling even more aroused now than I had been.
"Got some for me?" she asked.
I laughed, "Well...I'm sure that wouldn't be too hard to do," I said half-jokingly. But mine would take a few more minutes to produce.
"I can wait," she said matter-of-factly. "Besides, desert is meant to be savored, enjoyed...not rushed through!"
I sampled my desert grinning at her, then felt the cool semi-foreign feel of the spoon as she placed it along side my cock, rubbing it.
"How's that feel?"
"Naughty! Fucking naughty as hell!" I moaned as quietly as I could. Because it did! There we sat, Dana busily, playfully running the backside of her spoon up and down the length of my shaft, occasionally turning it over to actually tap the head of my cock with. Even that felt surprisingly good.
"Harder! Do that a little harder!" I whispered once again, then felt that tickling little 'thwap' as she did...repeatedly. Taking my own now available spoon, I slipped mine down between her legs where to my surprise, she'd already bunched up her dress sufficiently to just about fully expose herself. Legs spread, her pussy was about as wide open as was possible, so that running the back of my spoon up and down her wet glistening lips was about as easy as had she been laying atop the table, spread eagled in the most delicious looking desert imaginable! There we continued our play, occasionally nibbling our desert, feeding one another single strawberries, many of which I had also run up and down the length of her split with.
"I need a bit more cream though!" she proclaimed poutingly. "Think you can give me some?"
I'd been on the 'edge' as it were for quite some time now, so I knew that complying to that particular request would be easy. It was more a matter of logistics.
"Anytime you want it," I assured her. "Problem is...not sure I can promise to put it all in the spoon!"
Dana burst out laughing, causing more than one look our way in curiosity. I was half expecting another visit anyway, as we were due, but at the moment, I wasn't in the mood for any company.
"Here...we'll use this!" she told me. Dana polished off the small amount of wine still sitting in her glass. "Tell me when," she grinned looking towards me as she now began pumping my cock up and down expectantly. "You just keep an eye out for any unwanted visitors, I don't want to waste this!"
Like I said, it didn't take long. Not after having spent the better part of two hours toying and teasing one another unmercifully throughout dinner. "Fuck baby...I'm almost there!"
Turning sideways towards me, Dana placed the now empty wine glass over the head of my cock, angling it slightly as she now continued to pump my prick up and down a bit more urgently. "Give it to me Richard," she told me. "Fill up my wine glass!"
In seconds I felt the first delicious spurt of my cock doing just that, the feel of her soft hand stroking out each and every glorious eruption into the glass as she carefully kept it positioned so as to ensure she didn't spill a single precious drop of my desert cream. No sooner had she done that, than we did indeed receive a return visit from our waiter asking us if we wanted more wine. Which is when Dana lifted the wine glass from beneath the table, looked at it, which we all did, and then poured the creamy nectar so contained within it on top of her now bare looking creamless strawberries. I know my mouth was hanging open every bit as much as his was. "I think I'd like a nice dessert wine to go along with this," she told him. "What might you suggest?"
It took him a moment more to come to his senses. "Ah...something nice and sweet I'd think."
"Hmmm, see if you can match this," she told him. And as he continued to stand there somewhat dumb-founded, just as I was, we both watched as Dana's hand disappeared briefly beneath the table, a second later reappearing with what was only too obvious as part of her own sweet creamy nectar. She held out her finger to him. He in turn glanced over towards me. My mouth was still open, as was his, then I spoke.
"Try it...it really is good!" I assured him.
Had anyone else seen our waiter actually sucking my wife's finger...well, not sure what would have happened or what anyone else might have thought. But he savored her digits momentarily as though swishing a fine wine inside his mouth after having just been served it.
"Oh yes! Yes! Very sweet! Very, very sweet!" he stated enthusiastically. "I think I know just the wine to go along with this. Oh...and by the way, it's on the house!"
"Thank you!" Dana giggled; finally blushing as I think even she realized that she'd taken herself well beyond the norm. "God I'm horny!" she stated the moment our poor waiter had disappeared.
"Fuck! You're horny!" I stated unnecessarily. "And I just finished cumming!"
We'd arrived for a late dinner as it was. Already most if not all of the patron's had already finished and had left, or were preparing to leave. Dana and I were amongst the last to be finishing dinner, if not actually the very last ones to be doing so.
"We really should leave him a nice tip," Dana suggested.
"Yeah, we should," I agreed. "After all. How much do you think..."
"Allow me," Dana interrupted, "If of course, you don't mind."
Intrigued, I assured her she could, wondering as I did just what exactly it was that she had in mind.
Minutes later the waiter approached carrying the dinner bill which he was prepared to leave with us. By now of course we'd been calling him by name, which is what Dana did.
"Jerry?" "Yes Miss?" he responded politely, though smiling even broader than he'd done all evening.
"My husband said I could tip you this evening for the incredible service you've given us."
Once again "Jerry" glanced my way, but I merely cocked my head back in Dana's direction.
"You in any hurry?" she asked somewhat quietly.
"Excuse me?" he asked curiously, but already Dana's hand was reaching over to begin unzipping his slacks. I noticed as he tossed a quick look behind, but allowed Dana to quickly produce a very hard stiff swollen cock seconds later. I watched, well actually we all did, as Dana sat there stroking our waiter as he stood immediately in front of her, still holding onto the black leather booklet containing our bill. By the way his eyes suddenly rolled up into the top of his head, I knew there wouldn't be much of any dangerous delays here as Dana gave him her tip.
"Oh fuck...fuck me!" he wailed almost a bit too noisily, but luckily no one else was within earshot of us when he did.
Right on cue, Dana retrieved her linen napkin placing it over the waiter's prick, pumping out his spunk as his knees began to buckle slightly. I took the bill folder away from him without his even being aware of it, though he placed that hand on the edge of the table to steady himself with as Dana finished jacking off the rest of his climax into the dinner napkin.
As she daintily finished wiping him off, placing the now soiled napkin onto her desert plate, I folded several bills including an additional tip anyway, and handed him back the leather container as he rearranged, re-zipping himself.
"Ahh, will that be all?" he asked with a hopeful smile.
"Yes, thank you," Dana responded almost apologetically. "I think we'll head up to our room now."
"Room?" I stated in surprise. I'd brought her there for a nice sensual dinner, which we'd certainly had, but I hadn't planned nor actually gotten a room at the hotel for afterwards.
Dana laughed. "You actually think I went to the ladies room earlier?" she questioned me, then slid one of those electronic room keys towards me. "Well?"
I took a look at the room number. It was on the top floor. "I hope it's a slow moving elevator," I told her grinning wickedly.
"Me too," she responded hotly. "Me too!"
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It had been quite a while since I'd heard from an old boy-hood friend of mine. When he called, I figured it was just one of those catch-up kind of phone calls. Boy was I wrong!
"Danny boy!" he began. I grimaced over the phone. I hated it when anyone called me Danny. The name was Dan.
"Yeah? What's up?" I responded keeping that edge of irritation out of my tone of voice. I didn't need to egg him on any more by letting him know that.
"You're never gonna believe what I stumbled onto!" He said excitedly. And by his tone of voice, I knew this really had to be something good.
"What?" I asked expectantly.
"Remember a while back I told you about this girl I met?"
I remembered, well...I remembered he'd told me she had nice looking tits, especially after he'd described them. But that was about all I remembered. "Yeah? So?"
"So...she has this friend,"
I interrupted him. Suddenly I knew where this was going. "With a great personality I bet."
"No, listen to me," he said almost a bit too pleadingly, making me even more cautious rather than curious. "You don't understand," he waited.
"Ok, I'll bite...tell me."
"She throws these really wild cum parties."
"Your girlfriend?"
"No...her girlfriend, the friend," Pete said sounding a bit flustered, but I realized he really was excited about something.
"What do you mean cum parties?" I had to ask.
I heard him laugh on his end of the line. "That's exactly what I asked the first time Shelly told me about them."
"Pete? Get to the point, you're driving me crazy here!"
"Ok, ok." Pete laughed. "It happened like this. One evening Shelly told me we'd been invited to a party. I figured it was a normal, typical, party-party. And in fact, Shelly didn't tell me anything about it until we'd actually pulled up in front of her friend's house. That's when she first told me what kind of party it was we were going to. That's when Shelly explained to me that she and her girlfriend used to get one another off when they were college room-mates."
"Fuck! They did?" I said interrupting, but Pete continued.
"Yeah, and in doing that, they discovered that they were both female ejaculators!"
"Fuck!" I said again. I loved watching a woman squirt, sometimes gush, it wasn't just erotic or arousing, it was fucking fascinating to me. "And?"
"And...that's when she told me that her girlfriend Christy had answered a college sex study about women who did that. Through that, she met a number of other women who also did. After that, several of them got together with their boyfriends or husbands periodically, and had what Shelly called these 'Cum parties'!"
"You mean to tell me that every woman at these parties squirts?"
"Yep!" came the one word response.
"Fuck!" came back my own. And I heard Pete laugh on his end of the line once again.
"So? You interested?"
"Well hell yes! Where and when?" I asked unnecessarily.
"That's what I was calling you about, we're having a get-together this evening around eight o'clock. Can you come?"
I had to laugh at the double meaning on that one. "Boy will I!" I responded answering both the asked question as well as the unasked but implied one.
"Figured you might like to see that," he told me. "Pretty fucking amazing."
"I can only imagine. But...question for you. Is this a strictly couples thing or what?"
"Well, it is and it isn't. Christy's boyfriend is out of town and won't be there, so I mentioned to Shelly that I had a friend who would love to come and be her partner for the evening. Basically the rules are you ask before touching or doing anything. And if it's ok with the other people, then go for it. But basically it's all about watching one another getting off, especially the women, because there's a LOT of that going on."
"Holy shit!" I responded once again, already seeing in my minds eye this plethora of gushing cunts all around me.
#
I arrived a few minutes early because I wanted to talk specifically to Christy about what might be expected and or allowed. Aside from being the A-typical blonde-haired blue-eyed beauty with big tits, Christy wasn't your typical dumb-blonde. Extremely intelligent as well as being personable, she immediately put me at ease by explaining to me what usually happened at these parties and what usually went on during them.
"So see? It's pretty simple really Dan. The whole point of our getting together like this is to simply enjoy that erotic visualization, and well as the sensation of watching and sharing in one another's wet orgasms. I mean lets face it, for most women anyway, it really IS exciting to see a guy shooting his load, but with more and more women now doing it too, it's also become exciting for both men as well as women to enjoy doing and seeing that as well don't you think?"
I couldn't agree more. It was exciting, and I was becoming more and more excited in anticipation of that.
"So that's what this party is all about really, it's just enjoying that experience. Some actively participate with others, some just watch, and enjoy being watched themselves though remaining exclusive. Since I know everyone really well, I'll guide you through most of the evening and let you know who's into what and who isn't. But basically, it's all about having fun, enjoying the pleasure and excitement of seeing both men and women having some really nice messy climaxes. So...if that's what you're here to see and enjoy, I promise you it will be an incredible evening. If not...then you'd best turn around and go back home right now."
"Ah, I think I'll be staying," I said enthusiastically.
"Good!" Christy grinned suggestively. "Now, since we've still got a half an hour before anyone else is due to arrive, would you care for a sneak preview of the 'cumming' attractions?" she purposely said emphasizing the word.
"Oh fuck would I!" I responded curiously surprised, but obviously delighted.
Christy didn't even hesitate. Taking me by the hand, she led me downstairs to what she affectionately called the "play room" and was it ever! The downstairs room was enormous, a full bar with just about any kind of liquor imaginable. There seemed to be more cushions than furniture, and what little of that, that there was, was positioned against the walls leaving a very large open-spaced area in the middle of the room. On several tables sat an array of toys, dildo's and vibrators in various shapes and sizes. And I noticed while looking at them that there were a few specifically designed for use by men as well.
"Oh? Did I forget to mention? I do what's called adult toy parties part-time for a little extra money. These are just a few of the various items that I have for sale. Kind of interesting to get some on-hand demonstrations, and it tends to set the mood and tone of the evening if you know what I mean," she giggled.
I did.
"Any particular one you'd enjoy seeing me use?" she asked.
It was like asking a kid in a candy store to select just one. "Ah, any of them make you squirt more than anything else?" I asked curiously. Christy grinned at me.
"In fact..." Christy walked over and picked up what appeared to be a clear glass dildo. "You wouldn't think it, but these things feel incredible!" she told me.
What was incredible was watching her remove her clothes. We'd only just met minutes ago, and now here I was watching this attractive looking woman shed clothes like a second skin until she was as nude as the day she was born. Taking one of the oversized pillow cushions, she tossed one down on the floor for her head, and the other to sit on.
"Here, use this one to sit on in front of me," she offered.
As Christy positioned herself, I sat down directly in front of her as she displayed herself, legs spread wide with that gorgeous pink-lipped pussy staring me in the face. I couldn't believe this was actually happening, but was soon mesmerized as I watched her begin to ease that glass molded dildo in and out of her already juicy sounding pussy. Within minutes, Christy was fucking herself with abandon, the dildo easing in and out of her with a slow though continuous stroke as I watched her ecstasy build.
"Enjoying the show?" she asked huskily, the sound of her words deeper, throatier as she edged ever closer and closer towards orgasm.
"Immensely!" I replied honestly. "This is one of the hottest fucking things I've ever seen!"
"Oh baby, you ain't seen nothing yet sweetheart! Wait until my other guests arrive!"
As if on cue, the sounds of approach reached both of us, though I also noticed that Christy neither stopped nor slowed her pussy-stroking. She merely looked up as she continued, smiling as a tall redheaded woman and an even taller guy walked into the room. Ruggedly handsome himself with what could only be described as a permanent five o'clock shadow, they entered the room saw Christy and began undressing themselves before even saying hello. "Dick, Tracy?" she started by way of introduction. I almost laughed catching myself, offering my hand to the two of them.
"I'm sorry...didn't mean to laugh. The name's Dan by the way," I said shaking his hand.
"It's ok, we get that a lot every time we're introduced." Dick was already sporting an erection as he grabbed a cushion throwing it on the floor next to Christy. "There you go honey, why don't you join Christy so Dan and I can enjoy watching the two of you together!"
I noticed as Tracy placed herself on the floor next to Christy that she hadn't chosen one of the available toys, nor had she brought one.
"Would you like me, or Dan to finger you honey?" he asked nonchalantly as though taking an order for drinks.
"Oh...you go ahead," I told him. "I think I'll just watch...for now," I added.
"Tell you what, I'll show you how she likes it, then you can take over just before she cums. It's really something to see when she hits it!"
"I'll say!" Christy giggled excitedly. "It's a toss-up between Tracy and Suzanne as to which of them can cum the most times, and shoot the largest amount of pussy juice!"
I swallowed. Suddenly the image of a geyser spraying from this woman's cunt came to mind. And just minutes later, I found I wasn't that far off the mark either!
I watched as Dick inserted two fingers inside Tracy's quim, which was obviously already wet and ready to accept him. He then sort of curled his palm up as he stroked her and I could hear the sound of his hand slapping against her ass angled up from the pillow the way that she was. "She really likes it this way," Dick told me. But by the expression on Tracy's face, I could already see that.
Meanwhile Christy was now fucking herself with the glass dildo even faster than before. "Almost there Danny honey," she announced. I let the use of the name slip by. "Wanna see a girl's pussy squirt?" she asked lustily, the look in her eyes nothing short of hot wanton hunger.
"Hell yes!" I told her eagerly. Seconds later I felt a fine misty spray suddenly forcing itself around the deeply embedded toy. Christy literally popped it out of herself and I watched as this thin little streamer of juice squirted high into the air actually hitting my shirt.
"Guess I should have gotten naked myself!" I announced as yet another, then another shot out of the woman's cunt towards me.
Christy laughed. "Guess I should have warned you," she told me as I actually stood beginning to do just that.
"Hurry Danny," Tracy said. "I'm getting pretty close myself. And you probably should be naked when I do," she warned with a wicked looking twinkle in her eyes.
I couldn't possibly imagine. Christy had hit me with three pretty liquid spurtings, surprisingly wet, almost as though she had pee'd on me. So I couldn't even begin to imagine Tracy being able to top that by too much. Boy...was I wrong! I had no sooner finished removing my clothing and had retaken my place next to Dick than he'd stopped fingering his wife and told me to take over, actually taking a hold of my hand.
"When you stick them inside her, cross your fingers and then put pressure on your index finger with your middle finger as you finger her," he instructed. "That really gets her flowing," he added, nodding his head in approval as he, and now Christy as she sat up began watching the proceedings.
"That the way you like it?" I asked Tracy directly.
"Per...fect!" she proclaimed as her cunt suddenly became even juicier if that were possible. It was already sloppy wet, and I mean squishy-sloppy wet as I fingered her in this way, hearing the sounds of so much juice churning like crazy inside that sweet slippery quim of hers.
"Now slowly...really, really slow until I say otherwise, then finger me as hard and as fast as you can until I say stop!" she pointed out.
"Ok," I said easily doing as I was told. Christy began caressing one of Tracy's breasts, teasing one of her hard erect nipples. Dick soon began doing the same thing to her other one.
"Oh yeah, fuck yea!" she moaned delightedly, "That's gonna do it!" she warned everyone. "Harder now Danny! Harder!"
I was kneeling on the floor in front of her pummeling her cunt with my hand as fast as it was humanly possible to do, all the while hearing her shouting at me, "Harder! Faster you mother-fucking prick! Faster! Harder! Faster!"
I had actually wrapped one arm around her knee for leverage and support, shoving my fingers inside her as fast as was humanly possible to do.
"Now! Now!" she screamed suddenly. "STOP!"
I did, though failing to remove my hand, still not sure what to expect when it came, or rather when she did.
"Holy fuck!" I shot back seconds later. The only way to even describe it was this sheen of flying clear liquid spunk that looked like someone had magically produced a window pain from the depths of her pussy. It seemed to cascade out of her like a waterfall, and to be honest, I was surprised that I didn't see a rainbow form off to one side as she did. Never before in my entire life had I seen so much lubrication actually squirt from a woman's pussy before. And I had seen a lot of so-called "pussy-squirting" movies too!
"Thar she blows!" Dick yelled out in glee in his best Whaling Captain's voice. Like I said, he wasn't wrong either. She really did!
And it wasn't just that single solitary sheet of raining cum-juice either, but a second one that was even fuller, thicker and shot out in an even higher arch than the first. I actually felt it as her essence flew over my shoulder literally bathing my entire back when it fell.
"Holy shit!" I said once again as she continued to spray, now thrashing, bucking and humping her ass up and down against the pillow as her own hand now frigged her precious clit sending even more streamers of girl-juice spurting out of her cunt, though I did notice that they had now become more like Christy's original juicings.
"See? Told you!" Christy giggled joyously. "Can this girl cum or what?"
"Or what!" I could only respond, still dumb-founded as my fingers only then slipped from her still spasiming pussy.
"Damn! We missed it!" I heard someone saying, looked up, and saw my old friend and his girlfriend enter the room.
"Nah...just getting started!" Tracy grinned back at the two of them. "Hi Shelly, Hi Pete! Nice to see you again!" Tracy said lifting her hand to her mouth where she quickly licked off the pearly essence of her very recent orgasm.
"I see you and Tracy have already met!" Pete laughed mischievously. "That's exactly how we met the first time too!" he added. I glanced over towards Christy. She grinned.
"Yeah, it is sort of tradition, for new-cummers," she grinned saying the word. "Sort of fun to see their reactions when Tracy does that."
"I bet!" I replied taking it all in stride. "That really was something!" I had to admit. And now even more than before, found myself really looking forward to the rest of the evening.
We took a break to fix drinks for everyone, and waited for the other three couples to arrive. They had all done so within minutes of one another. Christy quickly made the rest of the introductions to me. "This is Robert and Suzanne, Nick and Carol, and the last to arrive as usual, Anna and Rick!"
"Nice to meet you all," I said shaking hands, feeling surprisingly comfortable though I stood there naked sporting a semi-full erection as I did.
"Shall we play the get acquainted game before really getting started?" Christy asked. Everyone seemed to like that idea, already moving over towards the bar once again.
"Get acquainted game?" I asked in hushed tones towards Pete as he and Shelly ushered me towards the bar.
"You'll see," was all Pete offered.
"Yeah...guess so!"
"Ok...boys are odd numbered, girls are even. Everyone pick a blue or pink piece of paper...and of course, blue is for boys!" Christy said passing around the fish bowl, which contained several folded, colored slips of paper.
I quickly unfolded my little piece of paper and saw the number three printed on it. "Now what?" I asked unnecessarily.
"Grab a cushion everyone, and form a circle in the middle of the room. "Who's number one by the way?" Christy asked.
"That'd be me!" Pete announced with a broad smile on his face.
Taking his position on the floor sitting down on the cushion, I watched as Suzanne sat down next to him, and then it was me of course. To my right sat Anna, then Robert and on around the circle until everyone else had been seated. There was only one adjustment to be made as it was made clear that partners weren't allowed to sit next to one another for this particular introductory game.
"Ok," Christy began once again. "If everyone's ready, for the first five minutes, masturbate the person on your right!"
Almost immediately I felt Suzanne's hand reaching over to quite happily begin fondling my rapidly hardening prick. Likewise, I reached over, pressing my fingers against Anna's split, surprised, yet quite delighted to find her quim all wet and juicy and happily waiting for me as well.
"Oh Dan? Since you're not aware of this, the first man and woman to actually climax gets a prize. As soon as we have a winner from each side, then we'll move on to the main festivities!"
Had to chuckle over that one. It was the first time that I'd ever heard of a guy coming first as being the winner. "Ok," I grinned enthusiastically, though I had to admit, the way Suzanne's hand felt stroking my cock made me begin to wonder if I wouldn't be the first one after all! Adding to that, the sweet delicious sensation of this cute shorthaired woman sitting next to me with the delicious looking tits, and the equally delicious bald pink pussy I was busily fingering. The combination of both things soon had me wondering if indeed I was going to be the first guy to lose it, though I consoled myself with the fact I'd already gotten a major head start over most everyone else!
Adding to all that, simply looking around the circle as everyone sat there busily masturbating the person on their right. It was one of the most erotic things I had ever seen, and that special little tingly sensation deep inside my balls alerted me to the fact that I was quickly approaching the line of no return.
"Ok, times up everyone!" Christy announced giving me a momentary reprieve, albeit a short-lived one. "Now...switch!"
The feel of Anna's soft hand was even more erotically delicious as she just didn't work my prick up and down the way most of the other women seemed to be doing, she was fondling it as though making some attempt at memorizing every bulging vein, every hard pulsating portion of my straining shaft. It was simply too fucking much! Before I could even think about it, I groaned feeling the first hot jettison of spunk leaping from the head of my cock in a white nectary eruption of pure pleasure.
"That's one!" Christy playfully announced as Anna enthusiastically kept sliding her hand up and down, purposely pumping out the rest of my thick rich cream.



"Ok ladies...who amongst us is next?" Before we went much further though, it was once again time to switch back the other way again. Now it was my turn to again finger Anna's creamy-slick cunt, and I began doing so rather enthusiastically. But the sound of her sudden escalated breathing told me that she was hovering on the edge of sweetness too.
"Oh! Oh! Ohhhh!" Anna screamed, and as she did, her beautiful pink-lipped pussy suddenly exploded in a mind-shuddering orgasm. A river of pearly-white cum juice suddenly began to cascade from the opening of her slit, oozing and pouring out of her in a stream of frothy flowing juice. Still fingering, I also teased her precious clit, feeling her shudder, eyes closed as she thrashed against my torturing hand, still pumping out that sweet feminine joy-juice.
"Nice one!" Suzanne began applauding. "Oh honey...that was beautiful!"
"Thank you!" Anna responded blushing, though I think a great deal of that red-flush that had spread across her face was due by in large to the intensity of her orgasm. She leaned over giving me a quick affectionate kiss. "And thank you!" she near whispered, that felt really...really good!"
"You're very wel-cum!" I said laughingly. "Any time!" I smiled inwardly when Anna selected one of Christy's solid glass dildos. "Always wanted to try one of these!" she announced happily.
"Yeah baby! And now you can!" Her husband Rick told her grinning just as excitedly from ear to ear.
Taking another brief break for fresh drinks and bathroom going, I couldn't help but wonder what was next.
"This next one's a squirt off!" Christy announced. "Ok girls, for those who want to enter this next contest, you know the rules. The woman who squirts the farthest wins. You can do yourself, or have someone else do you, but the winner will be the woman whose pussy actually squirts the farthest, not necessarily the most. So...who all's in this one?"
As it turned out, the only three were Christy, Suzanne and Shelly. I couldn't help but notice a bit of pride showing in Pete's face as his girlfriend took up her assigned position on the floor. All three had selected differing toys to use for the contest. It wasn't a race of sorts, strictly for distance.
I had wondered how they'd honestly and accurately judge this one, but shortly after that, I saw Dick rolling out some butcher paper in front of the girl's spread-eagled pussies.
"Was wondering how they were gonna do that!" I told Pete, and then added. "So...Shelly squirts pretty good does she?"
"Wait until you see!" Pete grinned. "Fuck it's hot watching her do that!"
"No kidding!" I responded. "This is, and has been fucking amazing. You see that river of cum Anna produced?" I reminded him. "Tasted like fucking honey too!" I admitted in telling him I'd actually licked my fingers clean.
"Remind me to try some of that later on," Pete stated with a sly smile.
It was interesting to watch the girls busily trying to get themselves off. Suzanne had chosen a vibrating wand, basically just vibrating her clit without any penetration at all. Shelly was using a combination of a vibrator, which she used to fuck herself with, and rubbing her clit in a circular motion with her other hand. Christy was again using the glass dildo which she obviously favored, but it was watching the three girls lying side by side as they pleasured themselves that was just as equally erotic in nature. Though it was also erotic to look over and see that Anna was now standing behind Rick happily stroking his cock from behind. I couldn't help but smile at the wonderful touch of her hand upon me as I watched her stroking him. I'd even caught a smile from her as she did which sent a remembered tingle of pleasure to my rapidly stiffening prick.
"Get ready!" Suzanne screamed. "I'm...gonna...squirt!" She'd no sooner announced that, than sure enough, she moved the wand away from her cunt momentarily just as the first little geyser of cream shot from her cunt. It was amazing to watch this little tracer of fluid suddenly shoot into the air then leap across the space between her legs landing on the butcher paper a considerable distance away. I had to laugh, I'd actually thought that Dick was being a bit excessive in his use of the paper, now I wasn't so sure.
"That might be hard to beat!" I whispered to Pete.
"She can really squirt, that's for sure! But I actually have seen Shelly do better than that on occasion, just depends on how horny she is!" He told me. "And personally, I think she's really horny tonight!"
"Oh? Whys that?" I had to ask.
"Mainly because according to what Christy told her, Anna's been curious, and is curious enough to maybe go down on her later, and visa versa!"
"Really?"
"Yeah...really. Shelly's been looking forward to that all day, so that's why I think she's really going to break a record this evening!" he told me.
"Wow! Maybe!" Once again I glanced over to where Rick and Anna stood watching the event. By now, he'd moved around behind her and was busily caressing those magnificent tits of hers. Suddenly, I envied him a great deal. "Maybe..." I said silently to myself. "Maybe..."
Christy came next. Perhaps it had been the earlier climax, I honestly didn't know, and though she certainly still squirted, it wasn't even half as good as I'd seen her do the first time, nor even half the distance that Suzanne had when she'd climaxed. All in all...it was still fascinating to see her squirt as well as the subtle differences between the two women in doing so.
"Ready?" Shelly finally announced moments later. I saw her toss a side-ways look towards Pete, smiling.
"Oh yeah, this...is gonna be good!" he told me. "Just watch!"
Sure enough, I saw Shelly's face sort of contort into this pleasure-pained grimace, and then she yelled at nearly the top of her lungs. There was no need for a photo finish, nor even the use of the rolled out butcher-paper for that matter, the stream of cum juice that exploded from this woman's cunt shot across the target area like a rocket being fired across the White Sands missile range! I'd never seen anything like it before.
"Told you!" Pete cried out happily.
What amazed me, was not only did the first juicy spurt of Shelly's cunt exceed the distance of Suzanne's, but so did the second and even the third of her pussy expulsions actually exceed if not meet the same distance.
"Fuck me!" I added to Pete's comment. "Holy fucking shit!"
We gave the girls a few moments to compose themselves as Shelly happily selected a knobby-ribbed vibrating toy for her victory. "Well boys...ya'll ready to play bulls-eye?" she asked.
"Bulls eye?" I once again had to ask. "Don't tell me."
"I love this part," Dick said saddling up next to me. "Though I'm not so sure about some of the girls," he said grinning. "Though Christy did come up with a better idea for this party which most of the girls have already agreed to."
"Which is?"
Once again Pete laughed. "You'll see!"
For the briefest of moments I wondered what the hell it was she was doing, then it dawned on me. Reaching into a sales sack from one of the local hardware stores, Christy produced several safety goggles. "Ok girls, who amongst you wants one?" All but Suzanne did. One by one the others placed their respective goggles over their eyes, then sat in a tight line next to one another.
"Ok boys, and for you Dan," Christy said addressing me. You can't stand any closer than three feet away. So for obvious reasons, if you're a dribbler, then there's not much chance of scoring. She turned to look towards Suzanne. "That why you're not wearing the goggles?" she asked jokingly, but continued before Suzanne could actually respond to that. "Now then...guys? The winner of this little contest will be the one who can most accurately hit the mark, which in this case is your lover's mouth. So...whenever you're ready!"
Everyone paired off with their respective partners. And though Christy and I really weren't partners, she informed me that she had no problem with me doing that, if in fact I thought I was capable of not only shooting the distance, but finding my mark if I did. One by one, the guys began jerking themselves off, much to the delight of the girls who found seeing a line of several guys standing there actually masturbating to be quite arousing in and of itself. For me personally, having an entire line of hot-looking naked women to jerk off while looking at was a damn-sight better than any Playboy I'd glanced at when growing up as a kid.
Robert was the first amongst us to climax, and had this contest been more along the lines of distance shooting as had the girls been, he'd have easily won. But as it was, his first flying ribbon of spunk well overshot the mark, though it came pretty close to actually parting Suzanne's hair. Though Carol had worn a pair of the safety glasses, Nick's orgasm though obviously nice, as he groaned quite pleasurably, produced hardly anything more than a tiny little spurt of white goop that sort of bubbled over then fell with a think sounding splat on the floor just below him. "Sorry baby," he told Carol. "Guess we shouldn't have fucked earlier today after all!"
Pete managed a fairly nice toss of his own white rope, though he missed Shelly's waiting open mouth, though he quite wonderfully nailed her perky pink-tipped breasts which she rather seemed to enjoy anyway, even though he'd fallen just a little bit short on distance and accuracy. Standing there watching her rubbing Pete's cream into her tits soon had me steadying my own aim which came seconds later.
Having ejaculated earlier, I was still quite pleased with the amount and pretty good accuracy when I came. Just missing her mouth, my first shot did crease the side of her head, the second as I tried to adjust falling a bit shorter and off the mark against one of her exposed shoulders. Then, like Pete I managed to nail one of her cute brown nipples almost perfectly, which in a sense was quite erotic looking even if that hadn't been the primary target.
Dick didn't come all that close either, though he managed to nail Suzanne instead of Tracy which surprised everyone, momentarily making her wonder if he hadn't done it on purpose. But even when he attempted to really honestly aim, his cumshots were about as wild as a fire hose accidentally being let go off.
"Maybe he needs glasses," Pete whispered.
"From masturbating too much maybe?" I quipped.
The eventual winner was Rick. Though he missed poor Anna on the first shot, making her apparently happy that she'd agreed to dawn the safety glasses, as he would have hit her directly between the eyes, his second shot was perfectly aimed, and smoothly received. Anna laughed upon feeling his sweet spray of cum actually entering her mouth, the immediate and most obvious winner of Christy's decadent little contest.
Allowing for some recovery time for everyone, we snacked on what treats everyone had brought or prepared, freshened our drinks, then settled down for the main climax of the evening. Christy called it the free-for-all, though there was of course certain rules in place for those not wishing to do anything more than hand-touching, if that. But the whole idea was to simply enjoy watching one another cum anyway, especially the girls as it really was an exotic treat to see so many women gathered together, all of which could ejaculate, squirt, gush or cream one way or the other.
And...even I had to admit that seeing Shelly finally going down on Anna's wet glistening cunt, and seeing Anna eventually doing the same to her was one of my own personal highlights of the evening. Especially when Anna gushed gloriously while engaged in a very sexy '69' with Shelly, nearly drowning the surprised woman with the sudden onrush of pussy juice that literally exploded from Anna's cunt.
"Fucking A Pete!" Did you see that?" I asked him. Pete just stood there, eyes glazed mouth open in what could only be described as abject awe and wonder. "Yeah...guess you did," I finished for him.
For me, I think it was kneeling between Christy's legs, masturbating her pussy with my cock that really did it for me, aside from seeing the two women together. When Christy came, it triggered my own impending climax so that there we both sat, squirting upon one another at almost the exact same time. Seeing her sweet looking pussy tossing that thin stringy ribbon of female cum cream against my own spurting fountain, actually colliding in midair was nothing short of amazing. Soon, we were each a sticky hot mess, but in truth, it felt decadently bizarre, certainly extreme, but oh so wonderfully, wickedly wild!
#
"Ah listen," I'd begun shortly after everyone had dressed and were preparing to leave. "Anytime you guys need a substitute? I hope you'll call me," I said quite honestly.
"We might just do that," Christy acknowledged. "It was really nice having you here. But...you might want to consider finding a girl friend that squirts," she said with a laughing wink. "Then you could come every time!"
I stood wondering if I could get away with putting an ad in the paper.
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Affair?
How do I explain? What is an affair, and what isn't? All I can do is start from the beginning and let you decide.
My wife Rachel and I lived next door to our very best friends and neighbors for several years. In all that time we'd never even discussed, nor approached the possibility of doing anything outside our marriage, let alone with anyone we knew. As friends, we were certainly comfortable discussing and talking about anything and everything of course. Including sex. But that was always as far as it went. And besides, we were after all, 'best friends'. And you didn't fool around with a buddy's wife. Nor did he (usually) fool around with yours either.
Brad and Cindy were certainly no prudes. We had on some few occasions gone on camping trips with them, "tent camps" as we called them, and had listened to the two of them making love inside their tent next to ours. Obviously, it wasn't all that difficult to hear pretty much everything that was going on. Which of course always got Rachel and I feeling rather randy ourselves, and of course we'd end up getting it on, knowing full well that they could hear us too!
And so it was, on and on over the course of a few years time with titillating discussions from time to time, the occasional 'boff in the woods', but nothing more than that.
One of the few hobbies that Brad and I shared, and enjoyed doing with one another periodically, was exchanging X-rated movies whenever one or the other of us got a new one. We didn't sit down and watch them together as couples or anything. Neither one of the wives was really up for that, which was something else we both felt was a shame. But at least our wives usually did enjoy watching them with us from time to time.
Brad had just gotten several in the mail and had informed me as such. I gave him several blank tapes so he could make copies for me, and waited anxiously for a weekend of perverted pleasure on tape. As there were some things my wife didn't enjoy watching, I always did a quick preview of whatever Brad recorded for me so I could skip over those parts whenever Rachel and I were watching them together.
Just before leaving the house one Saturday as Brad had some work to do at the office, he dropped by handing me several tapes to watch later on that afternoon.
Rachel and Cindy had made plans to go out shopping together, so I knew that I would have several hours of uninterrupted viewing pleasure ahead of me. I was already sporting a hard-on just thinking about it when Cindy dropped by to pick up Rachel. Admittedly, Cindy was attractive. And I'd harbored those secret naughty fantasies about seeing her and Rachel together. Again, something that was never going to happen of course, but it was fun to think about.
Two attractive women, my wife a shorthaired brown-eyed brunette, and Cindy a typical blue-eyed blonde, licking one another's cunts. Oh yeah...definitely a nice fantasy. Already horny anyway as I looked forward to watching a few movies, I answered the doorbell when it rang, knowing full well whom it was. What I wasn't as prepared for however was seeing Cindy standing there in a tight-fitting halter top that outlined her full rounded breasts perfectly.
"Hey David, is Rachel ready yet?" she asked stepping into the house.
Just because I'm not the type to fool around, doesn't mean I don't get a lusty thrill out of semi-innocent opportunities either. Stepping back just enough to let her in, Cindy still brushed against me as she stepped in through the door. Though I admittedly made it nearly impossible for her not to have done so in the first place, feeling her breast brush against me as she entered. She cast one of those knowing looks at me without saying the obvious. Which was just as well. It was another one of those rare games we all played from time to time. Keeping things innocent enough to keep all of us out of any real trouble, but just naughty enough to make it fun.
"Should be down any time now," I told her following her into the room. "Would you care for something to drink while you're waiting?"
"Nah, we'll stop and get something a bit later during our shopping," Cindy informed me. "By the way, what's on your agenda for this afternoon?"
I knew full well that she knew her husband had just given me several X-rated tapes. Still in a randy frame of mind, I didn't mind telling her the truth of what my personal plans were.
"Thought I'd go sit in the den, watch those new movies your husband just got, and get nice and horny," I admitted
Cindy laughed, and I even think I saw her face blush with the knowledge of that. "I'm sure you'll do a lot more than simply get horny."
I grinned back at her. It was enough, as she blushed even more.
"Probably."
"I'm surprised," she began. "I wouldn't think with you and Rachel getting it on all the time that you'd still enjoy masturbating?"
Admittedly, she took me by surprise with that comment. But as I think she was now feeling a little frisky herself, I decided to play along and keep the conversation going as long as I was able to.
"I'm surprised Rachel hasn't already told you. But I still masturbate nearly every single day. And I wouldn't be surprised if Brad does too. Just because I do, doesn't mean I'm not ready, willing, and able to make love with my wife any time she's in the mood."
Turn about was fair play perhaps. As I caught another one of those looks, though this one was a bit more curious. Though I was somewhat disappointed when Cindy didn't follow that learned bit of knowledge up with another naughty little question or two. And maybe she would have, but just then Rachel came downstairs from the bedroom, purse in hand and obviously anxious to go.
"Be back in a few hours," Rachel said leaning over to give me an affectionate kiss. I of course took the opportunity to grab a handful of my wife's breast when she did, knowing once again that Cindy had watched me do it. Which had been my intent in the first place.
"I bet I know what you're going to be doing this afternoon," Rachel said pulling away from me, thus forcing me to release her. "I hope you don't spend the entire afternoon watching movies. There's still that light fixture in the bedroom I'd like you to put in."
"Yes dear," I said playfully. But when Rachel shot me one of her patented looks, it wasn't quite the same as the two I had previously gotten from Cindy. Almost conspiratorially, I watched through the front room window as the girls walked arm in arm out to the car, whispering to one another nearly the entire way.
I wished momentarily that I'd somehow been able to bug my wife's bra or something so that I could hear what they were talking about. I half-guessed it had something to do with my favorite past time, which I was dying to know if Cindy was actually confirming with Rachel or not. Either way, it was another one of those nice naughty, semi-innocent fantasies to stand there thinking about. Which of course also reminded me that I still had a hard-on, as well as several movies to preview before they got back. That, and a light fixture to install in our bedroom.
Grabbing the first unmarked tape out of the sack Brad had given me, I inserted it into the VCR, sat back unzipping my jeans, removing them, and prepared for at least an hours worth of self-pleasuring. The first thing I noticed was that the quality of the tape was far from perfect. Especially the lighting, and figured that Brad had ordered several of those amateur home videos we both enjoyed watching from time to time, and that I actually preferred viewing.
The second thing I noticed however was that the inside of this bedroom looked familiar. And as Cindy stepped into view, I suddenly knew why.
"Holy shit!" I exclaimed. As Cindy walked into the bedroom wearing one of her sexy negligees, I realized that the person holding the video camera was obviously Brad. The fact that he'd zoomed in on his own dick a moment later caught me as funny. But I also knew in that instant that my having this tape was an obvious mistake. Somehow he'd gotten one of their private videos mixed in with the ones he'd recorded for me. I wrestled briefly with that sudden knowledge wondering if I should eject the tape and somehow return it to him, with the assurances of course that I hadn't watched it. And then I thought the likelihood of his believing me as nil. Which is what I would think had our situations been reversed. Under those circumstances, I would eventually return the tape to him without saying a word, and let him wonder if I had, or hadn't seen it. Having come to that decision, I now settled back to enjoy a rather unexpected treat, enjoying my afternoon, even if I didn't get that damn light fixture installed.
Watching as Brad focused the camera in and out on Cindy would have been almost laughable had we been watching it together. But under the circumstances, his amateuristic attempt at photography was easily overlooked. Finally positioning the camera on a steady surface, pointed towards the bed, I now watched as the two of them began engaging in much more intimate acts. I still had reservations about watching. But with dick in hand, it was two votes to one in favor of watching as opposed to "ejaculating" the tape from the VCR as I jokingly told myself. I continued to stroke, getting off on the very nasty, erotic little voyeuristic movie I was so enjoying.
Although I got a sort of sadistic, twisted kick out of watching my best friend getting a blow-job from his wife, it was watching her as she began to literally spank his monkey so to speak, when things really got interesting. As Cindy hand-slapped Brad's dick, I suddenly got more aroused and excited than I'd ever been. Which included watching any other X-rated movie I'd ever seen before. There was something about the way she did it for one thing. But the other, was the pleasure-pained look on my buddy's face that did me in. I'd never seen anyone look like that for one thing. And for another, I'd never seen anyone look so devilishly wicked while doing it. Cindy looked absolutely crazed. And I loved it!
I'd already shot my wad, joining them both in a nice long drawn out cum-wrenching orgasm that had me seeing stars, when I looked up and saw the blue screen on the TV. I figured the show was over, careful not to trip out of my pants as I made my way over to rewind the tape. Just as I was about to hit the button however, the screen changed. Suddenly, there was Cindy lying on the bed all by herself. Taking two steps back, I repositioned myself on the couch finally locating the remote control, which had fallen between the cushions and turned up the sound.
"Hey baby..." I heard Cindy's voice begin saying. "I thought I'd surprise you with this naughty little video for you honey. I'm going to put it in the VCR where you can find it tomorrow night after you get home from your trip. Along with a note on the door telling you to watch it first of course before coming upstairs to bed. I want you good and horny when you get here! Now, sit down, relax. You can even play with yourself a little if you want to. But NO cumming baby. I want you to save all that fuck juice for me honey!"
"Oh fuck!" I thought as I began watching Cindy begin to spread her pussy and begin playing with it. And the best part was, she did it slowly, really working up to the grand finale as I realized later.
I watched as Cindy started out with a single finger, slowly teasing herself, lubricating that pink-pearled button she exposed with the fingers of her other hand. Just watching her rubbing her clit was arousing as hell. Seeing her doing that, while simultaneously fingering one of those rose-tipped nipples I'd only fantasized of ever really seeing was the second hottest thing I'd ever witnessed.
"Hmm baby. I'm imagining this is your tongue baby, licking my swollen little clitty. Can you see it? Am I close enough to the camera that you can see my nipple-clit as you call it honey? Oh Brad...it feels good. Do you know I love masturbating for you? That I love it when you watch me doing it? And how much I love watching you when you play with yourself for me?"
"Oh fuck yeah baby!" I was thinking to myself. Wishing to hell that Rachel enjoyed masturbating even half as much as Cindy obviously did.
I watched as she slipped two, then three fingers inside herself. Still pulling on her nipples, pinching and squeezing them as she did. I sat mesmerized as she began pummeling her cunt in a furious attempt to get herself off. That, or cause her hand to totally disappear somewhere up inside herself. And I wasn't at all sure which one was really happening.
"You like it when I sometimes squirt too don't you Brad?" she asked the camera.
Though I found myself nodding my head in eager agreement as though she had directly asked me. I'd heard of women who could squirt, slash...ejaculate, but I'd never seen it. Up until now anyway.
"OH fuck yes!" I threw out a moment later. "Do it Cindy! Do it!"
She had picked up a fairly good-sized vibrator; a large pink one with all sorts of knobby little bumps on it. Treated to the sight of her not only inserting it inside that glistening wet pussy, but watching again half-paralyzed as she twisted it around inside herself simultaneously was driving me crazy with renewed desire.
"Oh baby. I wish this was your big fat cock fucking me now," she said teasing the camera. "Sucking my titty's, fucking my cunt with that big fat thick prick of yours!"
Her expression defied description. Wanton, lusty...even vulgar, all those and more, many of which I couldn't put words too.
"Wanna watch me cum honey? Wanna watch your wife's pussy squirting all that nice hot pussy juice in the air for you baby? Well, you're going too. Soon baby, soon. I'm so fucking hot, and so fucking horny for you honey. And you know how much I love having you watch me play with myself!"
"Me too kiddo. Me too!" I thought somewhat guiltily, though unable to tear my eyes away from the screen, nor my hand away from my cock for that matter as I continued to squeeze it, milking as much pre-cum "fuck-juice" as she'd called it as I could, in order to better self-stimulate my prick with.
Picking up another large sized wand-like vibrator, she now applied that directly against her clit while continuing to stroke that fat-pink toy in and out of that sloshy wet opening. I didn't even need to turn up the sound to hear all that squishishly delicious pussy juice as she continued playing with herself. Even the gentle hum of the wand couldn't compete with the eroticism I was listening to. Until of course, her own moans, groans and wails began to drown everything out.
"Almost there now baby," Cindy said purring away like the contended pussy she was. "Gonna come hard....really, really hard for you. Hope it's as nice a squirter as you like them to be," she added.
I watched as Cindy's face screwed up into a grimace that bordered on the bizarre. Orgasm can truly make a person vulnerable in appearance anyway. Which is probably a good reason why most of us never look in the mirror when we're cumming. It would embarrass the hell out of us for one thing. And ruin the orgasm of course, for the other. But watching Cindy as she obviously began to experience hers was like watching the most erotic, sensual experience any person could ever have. Which was followed immediately by a streamer of pearly-thick liquid that couldn't have been anything but one of those liquid female ejaculations I'd only heard and read about.
Half tempted to turn the sound down on the TV as her scream suddenly bumped the sound up two octaves, I refrained from doing so as my own climatic release suddenly joined hers. Watching ribbon after ribbon of my ejaculate exploding from the head of my cock, I pointed it towards the screen, pridefully, if not somewhat sheepishly pleased when a long thick streamer of it actually hit the TV set, smearing her image slightly. Which was still ok, as she'd finished climaxing at that point too.
Lust abated, for the moment anyway. I quickly wiped off the screen, rewound the tape, and sat there pondering how the hell I was going to get the tape back to them without their knowing I'd ever watched it. I finally decided that wasn't going to work, deciding to stick with my original idea. I'd simply hand it back without any explanation or comments at all, and let them wonder. Which had it's own unique little naughtiness to it. Besides adding to the already lusty smile still spread across my face.
The only downside was. I had a light to install. But the upside was. I was going to fuck my wife's brains out after she got home.
#
As it was the first Sunday of the month, Rachel as always went to spend the day with her mother who lived well over an hour away. It was also Brad's monthly golf outing. I had sometimes filled in on their foursome if someone couldn't make it. And although I enjoyed golf, I wasn't anywhere's near Brad's ability to play neither the game, nor with the guys he usually played with. As such, I filled in whenever I was needed, which wasn't all that often.
By the time Rachel had left, as she always got up and left early, the coffee was fresh, hot and waiting for me. Pouring myself a cup, I wandered over to the kitchen window. Brad was just leaving. I watched as he tossed his clubs in the trunk, turned waving...blowing Cindy a kiss, who I couldn't see at this angle. Though in my minds-eye I could. And, she was naked, lying on her bed, playing with herself.
"Shit! The tape!" I said remembering I'd left it sitting in the VCR. It was at that very moment that I realized if I returned it, along with two or three others that I had borrowed previously, neither one of them might ever know I'd even seen it. Taking my clever idea with me upstairs to shower, I planned on heading next door as soon as I had dressed, handing them off to Cindy who I was sure would never think to even inspect them. Not without Brad's being there at least. And, it would also afford me the opportunity to secretly undress her, now that I had actually seen her in real life. "A nice way to start out the day anyway," I thought smiling.
#
Leaving through the back door I crossed our property to theirs, entering via the simple gate in the fence separating our yards. As I passed by the back of our neighbor's house, I glanced up through the window, which I knew was their bedroom, and froze. Though the blinds were partially closed, they weren't drawn fully, leaving a two to three inch gap at the bottom of the window. Standing as I was, I could see Cindy lying in bed, but even more importantly, I could also see she was nude, and playing with herself! Movement across their yard had also alerted her to my presence, so that she saw me at nearly the same moment I had seen her. Caught, without really intending to have spied on her, about all I could do was smile and continue on towards their back porch. I didn't wait to see what her reaction was, or what she did, suspecting she would meet me nevertheless, though I was grinning from ear to ear when she opened the door just as I was about to knock.
"Morning David," she said in greeting. Though her tone of voice seemed a little more strained than usual. I noticed a rosy-red blush had spread across her cheeks. "We're certainly up early this morning aren't we?" she added, sounding a little more like her old self.
I was still smiling as I entered holding out the three tapes to her as I did. "Wanted to drop these off before I forgot about them," I lamely explained.
Taking them from me Cindy glanced at them briefly. "New? Or are these some you need to have Brad copy for you?" she asked looking them over. I watched as she glanced at the private tape, and swallowed. By the sudden change of expression on her face, she somehow recognized the tape. Obviously I had missed something. And then I saw it, a small white dot on the corner of the cassette.



"Did you watch this?" she asked.
There was nothing in her tone of voice that said she was angry about it. And I also knew there was no point in denying it either. "Brad must have accidentally mixed it up with the others he gave me," I said refusing to look her in the eye.
"Ah huh. And you still didn't answer my question."
Looking at her, I nodded my head yes. "Sorry, couldn't help myself," I finally managed to state. "Seeing you standing there in that nightgown, well hell Cindy, what do you expect? You are an attractive woman, and with you standing there wearing hardly anything at all, it was a little too tempting for me not to!"
I was greatly relieved when she actually laughed. "I'm going to kill Brad for this," though her tone of voice was far from serious. "So, did you watch the entire tape?"
"You mean did I see that private little session you did for Brad? Then yes. Admittedly I did."
"And?"
I stared. Unable to put thought into words, all I could do was stand, dumbly looking at her.
"And? What did you think?" she pressed.
I could feel the sexual energy in the air. And perhaps she did too. This was one of those rare instances where we'd similarly flirted before, though admittedly this was bordering on a whole lot more.
"It was the hottest fucking thing I've ever seen!" I frankly admitted to her. "I've heard about women who could ejaculate like that, but have never seen it. Never even knew you did, Brad's certainly never mentioned that to me before!" I told her honestly.
I was surprised I had admitted that much to her. But again, the sexual energy between us was so thick you could have cut it with a knife.
"He's never told you about that? I'm surprised," she added before I could respond back to her. "Rachel and I have discussed just about everything," she spoke, leaving that thought hanging.
"Everything? Like what?"
This time it was Cindy's turn to act coy as she led me over to the kitchen table. "Want a cup of coffee?"
"Yes. But you didn't answer my question either."
Cindy poured me a cup, pouring herself one, before walking over, pulling out a kitchen chair, and sitting down across from me. "Rachel told me you masturbate a lot. Said she's caught you doing it several times."
I chuckled softly. "Yeah, that's true. Won't deny that I do. Doesn't bother her though especially as she knows it doesn't affect our sex-life any."
"I wish Brad did it more often. For me anyway. I love watching him, but he won't do it for me as much as I wish he would."
"I know what you mean. I wish Rachel would play with herself more often for me too. I find it extremely erotic watching a woman masturbate. And I don't mind saying Cindy, watching you, seeing you gushing like you did was a major thrill for me."
Cindy took a sip of her coffee, but held it, peering over the rim at me for several long moments. Finally setting it down on the table she looked directly into my eyes. "I'd never cheat on Brad," she said simply.
I had no idea where this was going, but her simple comment had spoken volumes.
"I wouldn't cheat on Rachel either," I said holding her gaze with my own.
"Do you think watching a person masturbate is cheating?" Cindy asked.
Admittedly, I had to think about that for a moment. "Not really. No. I think it's more like jerking off with an audience."
Cindy did laugh then, nodding her head in agreement. "I am a bit of an exhibitionist. And according to your wife, so are you."
I was gambling here perhaps, but again, I was so horny at this point that I decided to throw caution to the wind. "You were doing that when I passed by the window. I'd have enjoyed standing there watching you if I wasn't afraid one of the other neighbors would see me and call the police." I tried to make my comment light, un-threatening. A simple statement that held a hopeful hint behind it. Slightly surprised, Cindy picked up on that.
"Yes I was. And getting close too," she said winking at me.
"So...you still horny then?"
"Very."
"Would you be ok with it if we simply watched one another, as long as we promised not to do anything else?"
"I would. Could you?"
My cock was already rock-hard and beginning to do my thinking for me. "Yes! And besides, I'd finally get to see a woman actually ejaculate. Think you would?"
Cindy turned heading towards the bedroom, I watched as she slipped out of her bathrobe letting it fall to the floor just as she turned down the hallway. "No doubt about it," I heard her saying just as she turned the corner, disappearing from view. The sight of her heart-shaped ass was still burned into my mind. Setting down the coffee cup I realized I was still holding, I quickly followed. As I rounded the corner to their bedroom, Cindy had already positioned herself in the middle of the bed.
"I'm not sure I'd be entirely comfortable with you in bed next to me," she began. "But if you wouldn't mind sitting down in the chair across from me while we watch one another, I'd be ok with that."
Seeing her point, and feeling much the same way myself, I quickly undressed sitting down in the large oversized chair across from her. Cindy had already retrieved one of her many toys from the nightstand and was already using it to tease herself with.
"Show me how you like to pleasure yourself David."
Truth be told, I jerked off in a variety of ways. I enjoyed the various sensations I could give myself by the simple placement of my hand upon my prick whenever I masturbated. I began by caressing my cock in the not quite standard over-hand grip as opposed to the more normal underhand or side grip. Cindy seemed to like even that simple variation as I sat there stroking myself up and down. She began that simultaneous in and out motion with the toy, all the while rotating it inside herself with each and every thrust. Just the way I had watched her doing it on the video.
"Oh yeah. I like that," I said lustily. "Play with your tits a little for me too," I said hopefully.
She did so, taking a great deal of delight in pinching those incredibly thick nipples of hers, pulling on them, stretching them upwards away from her chest. "Like this?"
I pounded my cock enthusiastically by way of an answer.
"Don't cum too soon," she said a little worriedly. "I want to watch you for a while."
"No worries mate," I said in my best down-under accent. "I've learned to pace myself for hours if necessary."
Cindy laughed out loud. "Well, I don't think we'll have that long, but I'm glad to hear you're not a quick cummer," she told me. "That's one of the things that Brad doesn't seem to control very well whenever he's watching me. He always cums way too fast whenever I do this for him."
"TMI," I thought to myself. "Too much information," I added silently giving definition to the meaning. The last thing I wanted to be thinking about right now was my best friend jerking off.
Cindy added the large hand-held wand toy to her self-pleasuring, just like she'd done in the video. Seeing it for real was even more arousing and exciting to me than it had been when I had actually watched her.
"Damn Cindy. You've got a really beautiful pussy," slicking my prick up and down as I applied plenty of my free-flowing lubrication to it.
"You're cocks pretty nice too," she said grinning. "Why don't you stand up so I can see it better?"
Doing so, I walked a little closer to the bed though I ensured a reasonable distance continued to separate us. "How's this?"
"Oh yes. Much better. Now, squeeze the head and let me see some of that pre-cum fuck juice."
That was a no brainer. I was already leaking like a sieve as it was. Doing as she asked me however, a nice fat droplet of slippery lubricant oozed from the tip of my cock and hung suspended momentarily before drooling down the side of my shaft. Immediately, I recaptured the silky lubricant, bathing the head of my penis. Tightening my grip, still using an overhand fisting, I managed to make squeaky sounds with my hand as I pulled up and down on my shaft. Hearing that, Cindy moaned with obvious delight.
"Oh fuck yes! God David, I love hearing that!"
As she began thrusting the pink vibrating dildo in and out of her pussy, I could hear the sudden increase of her liquid pleasures pooling at the opening of her sex. She was soon making, or rather creating nice 'frothy-like' sounds that quickly surpassed the 'squishy-squish' sounds I'd been making.
"Oh shit Cindy. You sound fucking horny too!" I commented, feeling my knees growing weak. "I can hardly wait to see you squirt!"
"Ditto," she shot back huskily, "But not yet ok?"
I wasn't that close. But I also knew I could be there in a heartbeat if she'd asked it of me. I now began hand-slapping my hardness, using first one hand and then the other as I slapped beneath my shaft, allowing her to see my prick dancing up and down, back and forth while I did. Cindy was grinning broadly.
"You liked watching that did you?"
She knew damn well where I'd gotten the idea. "Hell yes I did. Your face, fuck Cindy, that look on your face was the hottest fucking thing I've ever seen before in all my life!"
And then I saw that look. Saw her as she lifted one leg nearly back over her head, spreading herself even more obscenely than I had seen in the video. "I can really shoot it up in the air when I lay like this," she told me. "You ready for old faithful?"
"Are you?"
I was at that point that all she had to do was ask and I could let loose on her command.
"No...not just yet. I can easily come like this several times. And each one seems to get even more liquid when I do," she informed me. "I'm not ready to see you cum just yet, but if you're ready to see me...I'm almost there."
"Go for it Cindy!" I enthusiastically urged her. "Let 'er rip!"
I watched as Cindy's face screwed up in a grimace that initially looked painful. Seconds later however, a fountain of cum-juice suddenly spurted in a thin tiny streamer into the air, cascading quickly into a separated shower of feminine cum cream that bathed not only herself, but quickly soaked the sheets of the bed as well.
"Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Oh fuck....me!" Cindy screamed out in pure unadulterated delight.
It was all I could do to hold back my own explosion, and actually had to squeeze the head of my prick, to keep from doing so. I watched in utter amazement as Cindy's pussy continued to fountain, literally. All about her, small little pulsations of liquid with every contraction of her orgasm landed upon herself as well as the bedding.
"Damn Cindy...you have no idea how good that looks!" I said bluntly.
"Actually, I do," she said shyly. "I like watching myself cum while holding a mirror sometimes. Especially if I'm really, really horny and know it's going to be a hard one. Like this one...and the next several after this."
"Next several?" I asked in disbelief.
"Definitely. Now, what else can you do with that prick of yours?" she asked.
I quickly showed her. Forming a cup with the palm of one hand, I began thrusting my prick in and out of my hand-held puppet-cunt, simultaneously massaging my balls, feeling them tighten in anticipation of being given the go ahead to jettison my load.
"Oh! I like that!" she giggled appreciatively. Cindy discarded the pink vibrator at that point, somehow managing to position both legs back over behind her head so that now she was half-sitting, lying in what I could only describe as a doughnut-like position on the bed.
"Damn Cindy, you into Yoga or something?" I asked still hand-fucking myself.
"Shut up and watch," she warned me. "You'll like this." Holding onto that wand vibrator with both hands, she positioned it directly atop of her clit, holding it there. Once again her face went through a myriad of twisted expressions.
"Here...it...cums!" she screamed out a moment later.
She wasn't kidding about the volume of cream she could expel either. If I thought she'd managed to shoot out quite a bit the first time, it was nothing in comparison to what she unleashed this time. And this one really was a geyser of sorts, as her discharge seemed to spray out in all directions at once. Even from where I was standing I felt a few light sprinkles of her orgasm reaching me. Half tempted to rush over to her and place my mouth directly over her pussy and drown myself in all that delicious nectar that was seemingly going to waste here. I could only stand there, frozen motionless, not even stroking my prick as I watched her vulvanic eruptions continue.
"I'm not sure how much longer I can last," I told her honestly. My balls were as tight as they had ever been, my prick throbbing with an urgent need that threatened to explode without any help from me.
"Next one," Cindy moaned softly. "Just give me a minute."
I wasn't sure I had a minute, but I watched as she began slapping her clit with the palm of her hand while still positioned in her doughnut shaped position, which admittedly looked more than just a tiny bit vulgar.
"Come with me?" she asked a few minutes later.
"Just say the word," I begged her expectantly.
To my surprise, she 'crab-scooted' herself closer to the edge of the bed where I was standing. Fingering herself, twiddling her clit, watching her rub it and pinch it, I stood there, matching her stroke for stroke.
"Ready?"
"Say when," I half-garbled, my balls somewhere up near my throat, knowing full well I was barely managing to keep a lid on my orgasm from happening anyway.
I saw her close her eyes, scrunch down, if that was really possible, and then yell out with glorious release. "NOW!" she screamed. "NOW! NOW!" As she did that, I saw a streamer of joy-juice spit from her pussy in a long arching streamer that headed directly for me. Simultaneously, I felt the first powerful pump of spunk flying from the head of my cock, which met hers at the apex of its ascent. Together, our ejaculations mingled mid-air, crossing paths before descending back down towards one another where mine began to land upon her in copious splashes of rich-creamy cum juice. Likewise, Cindy's only slightly thinner puss-splurges began raining down on me, bathing my cock in a fine misty spray.
Folding at the knees, I somehow managed to stagger back; landing back down in the chair as Cindy unfolded herself from the pretzel position she had initially placed herself in.
#
We've since gotten together a few times. Not many, but each time has been as erotically charged as that first time together was. And true to our word, neither of us has made any attempt to touch the other. Simply content, completely satisfied at merely watching one another masturbate. We'd eventually gotten around to discussing the possibility of including our spouses. Something of which we both thought would be erotic as hell anyway, and perhaps lead to even more titillating adventures down the road. The problem was timing, that, and having the opportunity to discuss it. Which is when Cindy came up with an idea.
I had been invited to fill in a foursome one weekend with Brad. We'd just finished putting and were sitting patiently waiting for the other two guys to finish doing the same. Brad and I had been discussing a few of the latest movies he'd gotten, one of which had primarily been about various men and women masturbating for one another. He had been the first one to mention it, which gave me the opening I'd been looking for.
"What would you think about watching my wife masturbating in a situation like that?" I asked him quietly. "Would you? If you could?"
"Are you kidding? Watch Rachel getting herself off? In a New York minute!" he exclaimed. "But...like that's ever going to happen," he added with a bit of remorse.
"But, if she was willing to, you'd go for that?" I pressed.
"You serious David? Because if you are, then I want you to know I'm certainly up for something like that. The problem as I see it, is talking the girls into it. Especially Cindy. I seriously doubt that we'd be able to convince either one of them into doing anything like that. Especially in front of the two of us. Why?"
"Well, I was thinking. Maybe if the four of us actually got together to watch a couple of those videos, especially those masturbation 'group' parties. You said how much Cindy enjoyed watching those. And so did Rachel for that matter."
"Hmm, maybe. You know David. That's not a half bad idea. We could set up a get together for next weekend perhaps. Get the girls loosened up with a little alcohol, and who knows? Maybe Cindy would start things off by giving us all one of her special little shows. I think I might even be able to convince her into doing that. But the hard part will be in convincing your wife."
Brad headed back towards the golf cart. I turned to follow. It was hard trying to hide the smile on my face, for I knew at that very moment, Cindy was discussing the very same thing with Rachel. With luck, she'd have as easy a time of it as I had, had with Brad. And, I had gotten Rachel to admit that she'd get off on finally seeing Brad's prick. Her concern had been over how Cindy would feel about that of course. And I had told her flat out, to bring the subject up with Cindy and see what she thought about it. After all, there was certainly no harm in asking.
I had just gotten back to the cart when I saw Brad hanging up his cell phone. "Guess what buddy? We're watching videos together this evening! Can you imagine that?"
And actually...I could.
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It had been nearly a year since my high school graduation when I'd last seen my Aunt Eva, though in truth, I "saw" her nearly every day of my life. My Aunt, and my mother were identical twins. Even living hundreds of miles apart had never changed their near identical appearance. They'd worn their light brown hair in the same style for years, and neither had gained enough weight to look any different from one another. Though my mother always contributed her ability to maintain her "girlish-figure" as she called it, to having a high metabolism.
Still living at home while working part-time and attending College, I'd come downstairs to fix myself breakfast before heading off to a late morning class. Though mom had been in the kitchen when I came downstairs, waving to me and blowing me a morning kiss, I had noticed immediately she was on the phone. Taking the receiver with her, she stretched the long dangling cord, slipping around the door into the laundry room. Mom had a habit of doing this whenever she wanted some privacy, disappearing from the kitchen in order to speak more candidly. What I always got a kick out of however, her voice tended to echo whenever she entered the laundry room, making it even easier to hear what she was saying than had she simply remained in the kitchen.
"So when did this happen Sis?" I heard mom asking. Ever since I was a small boy, mom had called Aunt Eva "Sis", rarely if ever by her first name. Because of that, I had grown accustomed to calling her "Aunt sissy". She'd always laughed whenever I had called her that, and eventually the nickname stuck. When I grew older, I'd quit calling her "Aunt Sissy", cutting the name slightly sometimes calling her "Aunt Sis", or simply "Sis" as mother had always done.
Knowing that mom was talking to my Aunt, I began listening more attentively. I had learned weeks ago when overhearing my mother and father talking, that my Aunt and her husband had been having marital problems. By the sounds of it, things had gotten worse.
"What did you do when you saw them?" Mom asked in lower tones, though I was still easily able to make out every word of their one-sided conversation. "You're kidding me!" Mom exclaimed, her voice raising a full octave in surprise as Aunt Sis told her something that must have been fairly shocking. "And then what did Bob do?" Mother pressed.
I felt really bad for my Aunt. I really liked her. The one thing I had always appreciated as a kid was that my Aunt, "Sis" had always been easy to talk to. Sometimes it felt a little weird speaking to her about things I would never have dared mention to my mother, especially with her looking like her and all. But Sis had always maintained our confidentiality in whatever we'd spoken about, never divulging anything, as far as I knew, to my mother.
"Oh Sis, don't worry about it. No...of course you're welcome to stay here, you know that!" Mother stated excitedly. "No...I don't need to check with Steven first, you know he'll be ok with your staying here for a few months. And of course, you know Mark will be more than happy to give up his room. Hell, he hardly spends the night here anymore anyway. To tell you the truth Sis, I think he's been spending the night with one of his girlfriends!"
I couldn't believe what I'd just heard. I hadn't been staying that many nights away from the house for one thing. And for the other, though I had a girlfriend of sorts, it was far more "platonic" than anything else. We'd gone out a few times together yes. Usually with several of our mutual friends, but what neither mother nor "Sis" knew for that matter, was that I was still a virgin in every respect of the word. I'd never so much as even laid a hand on a bare breast yet. Not that I didn't want to, or have those urges. I did. Masturbating almost daily in fact, while wondering, thinking about what it would actually feel like. But so far, my shyness, and low self-esteem had kept me from really attempting to do anything, with anyone. And it wasn't as though I wasn't reasonably attractive either. I'd come late into my so-called growing spurt, which had left me awkward, ungainly, as I'd suddenly began growing. Though I loved most sports, I was almost too skinny for football, especially as I'd managed to grow a full three inches in less than a years time, and my weight hadn't kept up with my height.
There was a long momentary pause while mom stood there listening to whatever it was that Sis had to say. "No. I admit I'm not really aware of anything..." Mother said once again having lowered her tone of voice, totally unaware that I could still clearly hear her. "You know Mark, he's never been comfortable sharing things like that with me, but I know the two of you have had discussions like that before, maybe he'll feel better talking to you about it." I heard her saying. They chatted briefly for a few minutes more, and then mom walked back into the kitchen preparing to end her call. I feigned ignorance of course; appearing far more interested in reading the morning paper than in listening to whatever it was she'd been talking to her sister about. Seconds later, I heard her hanging up the phone.
"That was Sis on the line." She began. "She told me to tell you she said hi. And, she's coming to stay with us for a few months." She said simply without giving any explanation.
"She's welcome to stay in my room." I offered innocently, pretending I hadn't already heard that. "I prefer sleeping downstairs in the den anyway. Or, if it's nice out, I actually enjoy blowing up the air-mattress and sleeping outside on the patio."
"Thank you Mark." Mother said coming over to give me a hug, wrapping her arms around my neck as I sat, hugging me from behind. "I appreciate your doing that honey. Aunt Sis needs some time away for a while." She finally gave up by way of a reason for my sleeping elsewhere.
"No problem." I said easily reaching up to give mom a backwards pat on the shoulder. "Well, guess I'd better get going, or I'll be late for my first class. By the way, when's Sis going to be here?"
"She's flying in tomorrow evening. Which reminds me. Your father and I have that business dinner to attend, so I'd appreciate it if you'd plan on staying home tomorrow night and keep your Aunt company. I think she'd enjoy spending some time with you anyway, it has been a year since she's last seen you. And boy...won't she be surprised! She'll never recognize you Mark!"
Which was true, I had changed significantly in a fairly short period of time. "Ok, nothing going on anyway. And I don't work tomorrow night either, so being home won't be any problem for me." Giving mom a quick kiss on the cheek, I headed out the door off to my first class. Surprisingly, I was excited, anxious to see my Aunt. Fact was, I was looking forward to the possibility of having another one of our intimate, private conversations together. The fact that mom had already given her an earful, even though there wasn't any truth to it, promised that whatever we talked about could end up being very interesting.
#
The next day, I arrived home late in the afternoon after my last class and headed immediately upstairs to my bedroom. Though I knew Sis was expected in, she'd never made it much before early to late evening whenever she'd flown in before. Without thinking, I simply barged into my room without even considering she might already be there. As I did, I saw two suitcases open, lying on the bed. A second after that, Sis came walking out of my bathroom. She was wrapping her hair up in a towel as she entered, and...she was naked!
"Oh God! Sis! I'm sorry! I didn't know you were even here yet!" I stammered, already backing towards the door. My being there did startle her, briefly. But if I'd expected her to suddenly turn and run from the room, I had another surprise coming. Taking the towel she'd been using to dry her hair with, she merely held it up in front of herself. But even in her doing this, she was barely able to conceal much of what I had already seen.
"Don't be embarrassed Mark." She said easily. "We're all grownups here." Sis finished wrapping the towel around her self, giving me one more quick, brief glimpse at her full, dark nippled breasts before hiding them from my view. "I managed to catch an earlier flight than normal." Sis walked over to the dresser standing in front of it and began brushing out her wet hair. "I understand your mom and dad will be out this evening." She ventured. "Any plans?"
"No...no plans." I said, feeling my face still flushed with embarrassment at having walked in on her. "Maybe we can order in pizza later or something..." I stammered in offering. I saw her reflection in the mirror as she looked at me, smiling.
"Sounds like a good idea. And from what your mother's told me, you and I have a lot of catching up to do anyway." Suddenly her smile turned into one of obvious surprise. Turning away from the mirror, Sis quickly closed the distance between us.
"Good God Mark! You've grown!" She said stepping up next to me. "Last time I checked, you were barely taller than either I or your mother is. Now look at you!" She exclaimed. "You're a good three inches taller than I am now!"
"Just over six feet." I said proudly, feeling manly for some reason. Though my Aunt standing tippy-toe, pressing against me in nothing more than a white fluffy towel might have had something to do with that. Sis gave me a quick kiss in greeting, once again stepping away.
"Well, I really should get dressed." Sis paused, looking at me. For a split second I thought she was going to take off the towel.
"Oh yeah, right. I was going to jump in and take a quick shower." I announced lamely, finally remembering why I'd barged in here in the first place.
"Well, go ahead. It's still your room Mark. I'm not in that big a hurry. Go head, have your shower. I'll finish getting dressed in here while you do." Seeing nothing wrong with that at all, I made my way into the bathroom, undressed, and stepped into the shower. Taking a rather hot one, the room soon filled up with steam. Shampooing my hair, I heard the sound of the bathroom door opening.
"Don't mind me." Sis said. "I just need to pee," she announced. "And don't worry...I won't flush until after you're out." Seconds later I could hear the sound of her "tinkling" in the toilet. Stunned that she would even do that in front of me for one thing, and even more surprised that she'd come into the bathroom where I was showering for another. As I turned to begin rinsing the soap from my hair, I caught her reflection in the tiles. She'd removed her towel, sitting on the toilet once again naked. The fact that I could easily see her bare breasts as she sat there, totally unaware that I was looking made me feel like a voyeur, which I guess in a sense, I was.
I continued to watch as she reached over unrolling a few strips of toilet paper before wiping herself. Standing up, I stared at her as she did. The dark patch of her pubic hair between her legs beckoned to me like a beacon. Closing the lid, she flushed. "Oh shit! Sorry Mark!" She said giggling. The sudden change in water temperature had me dancing backwards in a hurry.
"Fuck!" I shouted out, slipping as I did, landing hard down inside the tub.
"Oh Mark! Are you ok?" Sis yelled. Suddenly the shower curtains parted, and there she was looking down at me as I lay there in the bottom of the tub looking up at her.
"Yeah, I'm fine," I told her, subconsciously taking my hand covering my exposed prick with it as she stood there, the affects of doing so, automatically drawing her attention down between my legs as she followed the movement. Aunt "Sis" was grinning.
"Guess this makes us even," she said laughing.
"What? Oh...yeah. Guess we are!" I replied, laughing with her now though I still hadn't removed my hand.
"Sure you don't need any help getting up?" She asked again, leaning into the tub even further offering her hand to me. Looking up towards her, my eyes focused completely on her exposed breasts. Those dark tantalizing nipples of hers were erect, puckered, her full sized breasts hanging there just inches away from my face.
"Ah no. I'm fine, really." Obviously Sis wasn't about to go anywhere until she was absolutely sure I was ok. Which meant, I was going to have to sit up at the very least, once again exposing my penis to her. I certainly wasn't ashamed of the way I looked or anything, even as flaccid as I was. But it did feel just a little weird sitting there like this with my Aunt looking in and down at me. Steeling myself, I allowed my hand to fall free, bracing myself, sitting up as I did. "See? I'm fine." I saw her briefly glance at my groin before looking back into my eyes.
"I'm sure you're girlfriend will be happy to hear that too," she said teasingly. Then she turned away, disappearing from the bathroom before I could say anything to her.
#
By the time I stepped out of the shower, dressed, and gone into my room, Sis had dressed and gone down stairs. I quickly headed down to the family room myself, spotting my Aunt and father talking. Dad looked "spiffy" as I heard my aunt saying, brushing a few flecks of 'whatever' off of his shoulders as she stood there admiring him in his tuxedo.
"Where's mom?" I asked upon entering.
"She'll be down in a second." Dad said. "God, I hate these business dinners," he said looking about as uncomfortable as I still felt myself. Sis gave me a knowing wink, then turned just as mom entered the room.
"Jackie! You look fabulous!" Eva stated appreciatively. And she did too. It had been a long time since I'd seen mom dressed up this nicely. And I found myself doing a double take when I also realized just how plunging the neckline of her evening dress really was.
"I can't believe I let you talk me into buying this, let alone wearing it," she said to my father. But even I had to admit she looked damn good in it as Eva confirmed an instant later by saying so herself.
"You'd best keep an eye on her Steven." Sis warned him. "She'll have guys following her around all night anxious to get a peek down the front of her dress!" Dad was beaming however, enjoying the attention mom would be receiving.
"Well, I guess we'd better give them something else to look at too then," he said as he reached inside his jacket pocket, removing some sort of velvet-covered box. Handing it to my mother he was still grinning. "Here, put this on." Mother opened the long slim box and withdrew a single diamond pendant hanging on a tiny gold chain. The diamond was enormous however, certainly eye catching.
"Well you've got that right Steven!" Aunt Sis stated. "Though now you'll have both the men and the women staring at her enviously. The men at her tits...and the women at her diamond." Everyone got a good laugh out of that, except for me. I continued to stand there quietly surprised at what I was hearing.
"What you need though...is a different pair of earrings," Sis said. "Here, take these." She reached up and began undoing the one's she was wearing. I noticed as she did, that they too were diamonds.
"Oh Sis! Are you sure? Really? You'll let me borrow them for this evening?" Mom questioned excitedly.
"Sure...and as far as I'm concerned, you can have them. Bob gave them to me." I watched as my aunt finished removing them from her ears and began putting them on my mothers.
"No, I won't keep them. But thank you for letting me borrow them for this evening at least," she said happily. She quickly checked herself in the mirror, liking the way she looked, and certainly liking the rather provocative way her breasts accentuated the perfectly cut diamond my father had just given her. "Well. Now I'm ready! Let's go Steven!" She said slipping into her coat. I watched as she leaned over whispering something to my aunt. She in turn glanced in my direction briefly, and then whispered something back to her.
"Ok, have fun you two. And if you get too drunk, just get a room and stay in town for the night." Sis told my parents.
"We just might do that!" Dad said, grinning wickedly. "Though we might not even be drunk if we decide to do that!" He said conspiratorially. Mom gave him a playful punch in the side.
"Ok Steven, behave yourself. Or you really won't be getting any. Diamond or no Diamond!" Mom added suggestively.
I stood there beside my aunt as we watched my parents walk outside and get into the car. "Well now, how about that pizza?" Eva asked.
#
After dinner we had gone outside to sit by the pool. I'd already had a couple of beers with the pizza and had a light buzz going. Aunt Sis preferred a bit stiffer drink and had been having something called "Sex on the beach". After three of those, she was acting like she'd been doing just that.
"What say we go for a swim?" She said suddenly. I thought that sounded like a pretty good idea, standing up in preparation for heading inside the house to change. "Where are you going?" Sis asked.
"To put on my suit!" I said simply, not even thinking in terms of anything else.
"Why? There's no one else here. And I certainly won't tell, if you don't." Before I could even begin to respond to that, Sis slipped the tank top she'd been wearing up and over her head. I was already very well aware of the fact she hadn't been wearing a bra. Something I'd been secretly enjoying all evening long. But secretly knowing and enjoying was one thing, especially when she was your aunt. Actually seeing her breasts suddenly appear was something else all together.
"Sis! What the hell are you doing?" I exclaimed worriedly. "What if someone comes home, or somebody comes over?"
"Who? Your girlfriend maybe?" Sis teased. "And you know damn good and well your folks are gone for the evening. I'd be surprised in fact if they even come home tonight!" Sis didn't even hesitate, she tossed her top into a nearby chair, and struggled out of the shorts she was wearing, doing the exact same thing to those. Now she stood before me in nothing more than a very skimpy pair of blue bikini panties. "Well? You going to join me or not?"
"What girlfriend?" I replied long after the fact. Sis sashayed by me, lifting a finger tickling my chin as she passed.
"The one who's been sucking your dick," she said somewhat drunkenly.
"Eva!" I yelled. I rarely if ever called her by name, usually only when I was frustrated, angry or surprised. She'd managed to accomplish all three in one fell swoop.
"Well? Doesn't she?" Sis didn't wait for an answer, diving almost immediately into the pool. She surfaced a moment later, holding up her soaked panties, tossing them towards me. Absentmindedly, I actually caught them when she did. Realizing what I was standing there holding in my hands, I quickly flipped them over onto the patio table. Eva was laughing at me as she treaded water. Suddenly she was choking, a second later she was floundering and I watched as she dipped beneath the surface. I waited a split-second longer, but she hadn't surfaced. In a panic, I ran, diving into the pool clothes on and all. I could see her floating half way down in the deep end, making for her in quick purposeful strokes. The second I grabbed her, she turned, smiling at me eyes wide open and shot towards the surface.
"What the fuck was that?" I screamed at her the moment I broke the surface of the water. "You scared the shit out of me!" I continued to yell angrily.
"Well, I had to do something to get you into the pool," she said, pushing off lazily floating on her back. The sight of those incredible boobs bobbing on the surface of the water caught my attention. It was damn hard trying to stay angry with my aunt, especially with her looking like that.
"What was that crack about my girlfriend anyway?" I finally asked, pulling my self out of the water. Drenched, I finally began stripping off my wet clothing. Eva swam by me, still on her back, letting me have a perfectly good look at her naked self as she did. Pulling up next to the bank where I was sitting, I could still see those incredible tits of hers bobbing beneath the surface of the water.



"Your mother mentioned something to me about where you've been spending most of your nights lately." Sis winked, smiled diving below the surface. Once again I had to wait for her as she resurfaced on the other side of the pool. By then, I'd managed to strip out of my clothing, slipping down into the water without any fan-fare, purposely doing so, so as not to attract any attention. Sis spotted me however and immediately began swimming over towards me. "Nice to see you finally got over any inhibitions." Eva reached my side so that we were treading water together.
"Well, regardless of what she thinks, April and I aren't doing anything," I admitted. Sis shot me an accusing look, but I held firm. "I'm not kidding. And if I could tell anyone, it would be you." Eva actually accepted that at face value.
"Nothing?"
"Nothing!"
"Why not?" She asked catching me off guard. I felt my face flushing, dipped beneath the surface of the water for a moment intending to clear my head. But all that did was give me a spectacular view of Eva's nude form as she floated there in the water next to me. Immediately I resurfaced.
"My turn!" She announced, sinking below the surface. For a moment I had no idea what she had meant. Then when I did, I kicked off, heading back towards the shallow end of the pool and the steps. I was becoming aroused, and the last thing I needed was for my Aunt to see me getting like that. Hurriedly I made my way towards the house, but was stopped cold when Eva called out to me.
"Mark. Please, stay. I promise, no more teasing. I really would like to talk to you," she told me.
"I'll get us a couple of towels first." I stated, ensuring that I wasn't facing her directly. "I'll be right back!"
"Ok...but Mark?"
"Yeah?"
"Don't dress. I don't feel like it, and if you do...then I guess I'll have to." I shook my head in wonder, literally, and headed into the house for the towels. When I returned, still naked, though I had wrapped one of them around myself, Eva was standing completely out of the pool waiting for me. For a brief moment, I regretted handing her the towel. To my surprise however, she didn't use it to cover herself with, immediately using it to towel-dry her hair instead. I stood there watching her, watched her breasts gently swaying back and forth, and watched droplets of water as they ran down between her breasts, her legs. Caught myself staring at the thick wet patch of hair glistening softly between them. "Why don't we sit down and talk?" She said. I realized she'd seen me staring at her, and though I knew I'd been caught doing so, she merely held out her hand, leading me still naked over towards the patio.
"Now...tell me, everything," she began. For well over an hour we sat talking. I had another couple of beers, retaining that same buzz I'd had going earlier. Sis had two more of those "beach things" as she was now calling them and was feeling just as silly as I was.
"I can't believe you're still a virgin," she said a short time later.
"Well it's not like I haven't tried." I said defensively, suddenly feeling like a failure but surprised that I didn't feel uncomfortable having admitted that to her.
"Sort of like old times isn't it?" She said, reaching over clasping my hand in hers when she did. "Been a long time since we've shared things like this with one another."
"Well Sis, so far...I've done all the sharing. You haven't told me anything about what's happening with you." I know it had to be the booze talking. I was feeling a little bold, perhaps a little bit too uninhibited. And, my candidness had taken Eva by surprise.
"You really want to hear this?" She told me. I nodded my head yes, though wondering now if I really wanted to.
"I caught Bob fucking another woman," she began. "Apparently, he's been having an affair with her for several months, only I was too stupid to see it or realize it."
"Why would he do that?" I questioned, wishing I'd thought the words rather than having actually asked them of her. She looked like she was about to cry.
"Because she's half my age, perky tits and looks like a teenager," she told me. And then I realized, she was crying.
"Oh shit Sis...I'm sorry, really." I didn't know what else to say, once again allowing my inebriated emotions and thoughts to become vocal without thinking them through first. "Bob's a fuck!" I said. Eva looked up into my face.
"Yes...Bob is a fuck!" She said laughing. We were both laughing then, laughing so hard it hurt and I fell back holding onto my sides. Eva collapsed beside me where we'd been sitting on the edge of the pool dangling our feel in the water while talking. Suddenly she was next to me, beside me. Our bodies touched, I thought perhaps that I should move away, I felt her breast brush my arm, pressing against it. But I purposely held it there, allowing myself to enjoy the erotic sensation as her nipple stiffened, hardening pressing against my flesh. I began to feel a series of emotions, excited, certainly aroused once again, nervous, giddy, and definitely scared.
Eva pushed up leaning on one side facing towards me. I looked towards her, watched her as though in slow motion she moved towards me. Her lips opened invitingly, mesmerized, I watched her as she inched closer to me, my lips suddenly opening, anticipating, accepting hers as they pressed against me, finding mine.
"I want you Mark." Eva said. And at that very moment, there wasn't anything I wanted more than her either.
"Me too." Was all I could manage to come up with. But it was enough. Eva reached over taking my towel in her hands and ripped it off me, tossing it into the pool. I wasn't worried about it however, that towel was the last thing on my mind. Eva had taken hold of my cock.
"She's seriously never sucked you huh?" Eva asked. It took me a moment to realize Sis was still talking about April.
"Ah no, never." I barely managed to get those words out when I felt Eva's mouth engulf my hot throbbing member. "Oh...fuck! Sis!" I had come up with a hundred ways to stimulate and pleasure my cock. Masturbation for me at least had developed into a whole new art form. But the sensation of Eva's mouth lovingly kissing, sucking and nibbling my prick was unlike anything I had self-experienced before. "Oh, please...sis, you'd better stop!" I warned her. I'd certainly never had any difficulties with cumming too soon before, often jerking off for extended, pleasurable periods of time. Now however, I felt my balls tighten with glorious anticipation, having a mind of their own, and me having nothing to say in the matter. "Sis...Sis! Stop! Stop! I'm gonna...cum!" I groaned, feeling the first hard-felt eruption as it tore off the head of my prick, filling my aunts mouth with a copious discharge that she hungrily began vacuuming from my penis. I saw stars, and I honestly think I had an out-of-body experience. Looking down as I floated somewhere above us, I could see my aunts beautiful prone body lying next to me. The exquisitely molded, perfect heart-shaped ass of hers as she lay there, still licking, sucking my prick, ensuring that she had managed to capture every trace of my cream with her tongue. I opened my eyes. Eva was still gently licking my prick like an ice-cream cone.
"Never experienced that before huh?" She said smiling with a smoldering look that said there was still a raging fire going on inside her. I couldn't speak however. Mixed emotions were swirling around inside my head. The fact my aunt had just sucked me off was the least of which that seized me. The fact that I wanted to fuck her was another.
"Maybe...maybe we should go inside." I finally managed to get out. Eva was grinning...wickedly.
"Sounds like a good idea. Lets go upstairs to your bedroom," she suggested lustily as she headed towards the house. "And I take it...you've never eaten pussy before either then have you?" She asked, turning around to face me as I'd begun to follow her inside. I stopped dead in my tracks.
"No...I don't even know what to do." I said honestly, innocently suddenly feeling very foolish, extremely inadequate. Eva hadn't quit grinning either.
"Don't worry, I'll teach you. And then won't that girlfriend of yours be really surprised!" She added. Eva made for the house. I'd just finished having an orgasm, but already my prick was hardening with a sudden hunger that amazed me. Watching that tight firm ass slinking away as Sis passed from view had been honestly breath taking. Pointing the way, I followed my penis into the house.
#
By the time I had reached my bedroom Eva was already spread-eagled lying on my bed waiting for me. I stood there in the doorway frozen in place watching her playing with herself. "God....Eva!" It was all I could think of to say.
"Come here," she said. "Have you ever even seen a woman's pussy?" I could only shake my head "no". My mouth suddenly having gone dry, my senses whirling. "Then it's time you learned," she added as she lifted her legs, spreading them apart even more widely. I sat down on the edge of the bed facing her, staring actually at the pink glistening slit between her legs. Eva spread her labia apart exposing even more clearly the shiny pink nodule of flesh resting comfortably, safely near the top of that moist wet split.
"I call it my clit-nipple," she said playfully, stroking it as she did. "When I touch my nipples, I feel it here," she said running the tip of her finger over the head of her clit. "And when I touch my clit, like this...I can feel it in my nipples!" She said almost dreamily. "And what feels even better, is when someone licks it with their tongue. Remember what it felt like when I was sucking you? Far better than when you touch yourself right?" Once again I could only sit there nodding my head in agreement. "Well, that's exactly the way I feel whenever someone does that to me. So Mark, would you like to learn how?"
"Oh yes!" I breathed. "Show me Sis, show me!" I urged her. I positioned myself comfortably between her legs. Her pussy was only inches away from my face as I stared at it, taking everything in, including her scent, that lusty, fragrant scent of her sex, which was intoxicating, making me drunk with passion and desire for her.
"Just do what I tell you," she said softly. "I'll teach you to have the girls eating out of your hand, while you're eating out of their pussies."
I felt a light pressure of her hand on top of my head as she slowly guided me towards her heated place. Automatically, I flicked the tip of my tongue against that tiny pearl of flesh. "Lightly," Eva instructed. "Think of your tongue as a feather Mark. Brush it against me as though you were purposely trying to tickle me with a feather." I did so, purposely refraining from applying too much pressure or friction at all.
"Oh God yes! That's good Mark. Very, very good. Just keep doing it like that sweetheart, just...like...that!" I tickled her clitoris lightly, barely even touching it in fact for several long minutes. "Can you curl your tongue?" She asked. I nodded my head effectively lapping her pussy as I did that. She giggled. "Good. You know how it felt when I licked the soft sensitive underside of your prick?" I nodded again, still lapping at her, enjoying the additional contact with my tongue. She giggled again. "Whoa boy...I like that, but save that for later," she admonished me. "I want you to curl your tongue, wrap it around the stem of my clit and just slither it up and down a little...again, lightly."
I did so, tongue-fucking her stem of sensitized flesh. She gasped loudly as I did, sucking in a deep breath of sweet agonizing pleasure. "Oh fuck yes! Yes Mark. Perfect baby, perfect!" She moaned sweetly. "Now, I want you to reach up and begin playing with my nipples while you're doing that." Slipping both hands upwards, I cupped those magnificent breasts of hers and began delighting myself with the soft fleshy firmness of them, kneading them like a contented kitten, letting my fingers flitter over the taut hard nubbins of her nipples as I felt them rise in eager anticipation.
Eva's breathing was much harder now, coming in deep raspy gasps as I continued to vibrate her clit with the tip of my tongue. "Ok baby...now, suck it honey. Draw my clit into your mouth and gently begin to suck it." Doing as she asked, I drew her clit between my lips, imagining it as she'd already described it for me, her "clit-nipple" sucking it in the exact same way I imagined sucking upon her breasts. My face, mashed wonderfully against her cunt, her juices free-flowing bathing me in her aroma. I sucked. I sucked, licked, and twisted her clit between my lips. Eva groaned, no longer giving verbal instruction, but instruct me she did. Her pleasured moans, gasps told me what she liked, what she needed. I alternated, going back to gentle quick flickering snakes of my tongue on the tip of her clit, long lavish tongue strokes, excavating the furrow of her femininity, depositing rich creamy amounts of her juice upon her clitoris then licking them off her, licking her clean before starting the entire process all over again. I felt her hands against my head, her fingers digging into my scalp, pressing my face so fully against her quim that I feared for a moment I would suffocate. Eva groaned, even more deeply this time. Groaned again...panting between quick, rapid intakes of breath.
"Now Mark! Now! Fuck me with your tongue! Suck my clit! Fuck! Fuck, suck it baby, suck it! Make me cum!" Eva screamed. It caught me by surprise somewhat. The ear-piercing cry of pleasure was unlike anything I could have expected. Eva tore at my hair, yanking it painfully; I felt her knees suddenly gripping me vice-like as they came together, trapping my face, my head between her legs. What I hadn't expected, didn't know about, was the sudden splurge of female cum-cream that exploded against my face. I was drowning then...drowning, and enjoying every fucking precious moment of it.
#
Having rolled me over onto my back, Eva straddled my torso. Kissing me, she first licked the residue of her spendings from my lips, nose and even from my eyes. I was awash in her muskiness, her scent smeared across my face in deep rich slivers of her feminine cream. "How'd you do that?" I eventually asked, still unsure of what it was I had actually experienced. Sis laughed...hard, loud.
"God Mark, it's been so long since I've cum like that. I'd almost forgotten," she said collapsing against me. I could feel the pressure of her breasts as they fell against my chest. I could feel the beating of her heart as she lay against me, my arms reaching around, clasping her ass, squeezing it, and digging into it. Sliding back somewhat, I felt the head of my prick nuzzle contentedly within the confines of her split. Still soaked with her orgasm, I felt her moisture sticking to my penis, as I thrust upwards, not in her, but allowing the sensation of my cock to slide expectantly within the folds of her pussy.
"Not yet," Eva whispered, though she in turn moved her pelvis, rotating her cunt against me, cunt-kissing my dick, sucking at it with her nether lips. "Suck my tits Mark. Suck my nipples honey," she begged. Holding on to them, I again massaged, caressed, and toyed with her erect firm nipples. Pressing her breast against my lips, I captured one of her long fat nubbins between my lips, sucking it, drawing the teat between my teeth gently chewing and rolling it around inside my mouth. Captivated by such pleasure, such magnificence, I concentrated solely on what her tit felt like in my mouth. Unprepared, unaware as she moved once more against me. I felt the head of my prick suddenly bent at an angle. Felt the opening of her sex split, capturing the head, a millisecond of ecstasy passed before she plunged, driving my cock deeply, fully inside of her.
"Holy shit!" I wailed. "Holy fucking shit!"
I forgot all about her tits. I forgot everything, including my existence. My entire being at that moment was centered deep within her womb. In a way, I had returned from where I had once come from. My prick buried deep within the hot moist cavern of her soul, Eva claimed me, nurtured me and took me prisoner all at once. "Fuck me hard Mark! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me...now!" She screamed.
Slamming into her from below, Sis met my thrusts taking them in, clasping the shaft of my prick with each upwards stroke, clenching it with the muscles of her cunt, grasping it tightly fighting against it even as I pulled out only to thrust inside her once again.
"Fuck me!" She screamed over and over again. My cock became a piston, ramming myself inside of her as she bounced wildly above me, gyrating from side to side, up and down, back and forth. I was going nuts with the sensation of unimaginable delights, desires and thrills as her pussy sucked my prick, sheathed it in a slippery satin softness that urged the fluids within my balls to begin their rapturous ascent.
"Yes...cum Mark...cum!" Eva screamed, knowing the approach of my pleasure, sensing it even before I did. "Fill my pussy with your spunk, shoot that fuck cream in my cunt baby, fill me...fill me...fill me!" I felt my ejaculation leap from the head of my prick. One, two, three rapid powerful squirts of my cream as I throbbed my orgasm, spilling into her, bathing the insides of her womb with my fuck juice.
"Oh yes...yes! YES!" Eva cried out. I felt her cunt contract, squeezing, holding my prick as I buried myself deep inside of her. I could feel my ejaculations, felt the torrent of sperm as it leapt from my prick, and once again felt the explosion of her own liquid nectar as the dam of her pussy broke, engulfing my member mingling her juices with mine, cascading like a waterfall, pushing past the opening of her cunt, spraying out in a foamy thick shower of hot sticky orgasmic pleasure.
Once again Sis collapsed. But I was barely aware of her weight, her body toppling against me. Blackness surrounded me, the cries of her pleasure lingering briefly at the surface of my consciousness before fading away.
#
I woke. It was late morning. And, it was Saturday. "Thank God I don't have school today," I thought, but I did have to go to work that afternoon. Eva had stayed with me most of the night. Somehow I remembered that. When she had left, I didn't know. Only now, upon wakening did I realize she wasn't there. Slowly, I willed myself to sit up, glancing at my prick in wonder. It didn't look the worse for wear, no more so at least than when I'd given it a vigorous workout with my hand. It tingled though, as though remembering the experience. It stiffened, growing erect as it did, as I did. "Where is she?" I thought, finally climbing out of bed. Padding on bare feet into the bathroom, I lifted the lid, remembering the day before when Eva had sat here to pee. Even that thought aroused me, standing there with a hard on made it difficult, I struggled but eventually managed to relieve myself of the building pressure. Returning to the bedroom I fished a clean pair of walking shorts out of the drawer, not even bothering to put on any underwear or even a shirt. Quickly I headed downstairs towards the kitchen where I finally did hear sounds emanating from somewhere inside the room. The smell of cooking bacon, fresh hot coffee assailed my nostrils. Suddenly I was hungry, famished and I stepped into the kitchen. Her back was turned towards me; I snuck up from behind her slipping my hands around the front of her cupping her breasts kissing her neck simultaneously.
"Mark? What on earth are you doing?" Mother said in surprise.
I staggered back nearly falling as I did. Bewildered, shocked...stunned. I nearly fled the room in abject horror. Then she laughed, not my mother's laugh...but Eva's. I had learned to hear and tell the subtle differences in their speech. But both mother as well as Eva could emulate one another perfectly. It was bad enough they could make themselves look even more identical than they were, worse still when they purposely took on their mannerisms and inflection of tone of voice, as Eva had just done when I had snuck up behind her.



"Don't fucking do that!" I exclaimed, feeling my legs give out just as I managed to locate one of the kitchen chairs, sitting down hard in it. My heart was beating wildly, pounding against my chest. My face flushed crimson, burning awareness into my mind as Eva simply stood there laughing at me.
"Well that should teach you to at least be a little more careful," she told me warningly. "What if I really had been your mother? What then?" She asked. She was right of course, and her harsh lesson had just reminded me of that fact.
"I'm sorry, you're right Eva. I shouldn't have done that." Her smile eased my fear however.
"Not that I minded it," she began. "But as long as I'm staying here Mark, we can't let things get out of hand. I'm having problems enough as it is. The last thing I want is to do anything to cause problems between your mother and I. As much as I enjoyed everything we did, IF in fact we continue to do anything, we'll need to be careful. Very, very careful."
"Again...I'm sorry Sis. It won't happen again." I watched as Sis began unbuttoning the long sleeved dress shirt she'd been wearing. It was all she was wearing in fact.
"As a safety precaution, in the future, let me be the one to approach you," she offered. "That way, there won't be any risk...any danger of you doing something like this by accident. Agreed?" Pulling her shirt off, I watched as it fell to the floor once again revealing her nakedness.
"Agreed," I said still feeling a little sheepish.
"Now...you hungry?" She asked. "Want something to eat?" Pulling out another of the kitchen chairs, Eva placed one leg upon it bent at the knee, spreading herself.
"Famished!" I said, leaning over to lick her. Breakfast could wait.
#
I arrived home from work early that evening. My parent's car parked in the driveway as I pulled in next to them. "Well at least I know they're home," I thought, getting out heading down the walk towards the front door. The door opened suddenly, unexpectedly. As it did, dad stepped out carrying a suitcase. "Where are you going?" I asked.
"I got that promotion. They made the announcement last night at the dinner," he said proudly. "Unfortunately, it also means I have to fly out this evening in order to be at the new plant tomorrow and address the employee's. I'll be gone for a few days. So behave yourself while I'm gone." He smiled at me. "You get to be the man of the house for a few days."
"Well, congratulations dad!" I took his hand, shaking it. We'd never been exactly close, not like a lot of family's. He shook it, smiling. Still taller than I was he reached over and ruffled my hair. "Take care of your mother and aunt Eva while I'm gone." Images of Eva nude suddenly swam through my head.
"I...I will," I said a little uneasily. Turning, I bounded into the house, hearing almost immediately the sound of mom and Aunt Sis conversing in the living room. The moment I entered they quit talking. I hated that; it meant they were discussing things they didn't want me to hear. I glanced briefly at them both, focusing my attention primarily towards my aunt, but her expression gave nothing away.
"Hi Mark, how was work?" Mom asked. And I noticed that she had a slight blush in her cheeks when she'd spoken to me. Suddenly I got the distinct feeling they'd been talking about me. But once again, looking towards my aunt, she merely smiled in the same friendly way that she always did.
"Work was fine. I need to shower though. Ok if I use my bedroom?" I glanced towards my aunt, feeling a little irritated at the moment without any real reason for being so. I saw her "look" almost the same one she'd given me in the kitchen when I'd nearly mistaken her for my mother.
"Go ahead, we're just sitting here talking," she emphasized, speaking volumes to me in a simple sentence.
"By the way, Mark? I need to go out and pick a few things up for dinner. Is there anything in particular you'd like?" Mother asked.
"Ah, no thanks. I'm really not very hungry. I ate a lot earlier...this morning." Once again I shot a quick glance towards my aunt. She in turn shot an almost angry look my way making me wish I hadn't spoken a single word. Suddenly sorry that I had taken out my anger and frustration against her, once again treading on thin ice though the likelihood of mother's knowing what I had just referred to was an impossibility.
"Oh...before I forget, here's your earrings back," Mother said already reaching up to remove them. "Thanks for letting me borrow them."
I turned, heading down the hallway towards the stairs, taking them two at a time up to my room. I quickly undressed, angrily, "stupidly" I thought, tossing everything I had worn into the corner. I stepped into the bathroom, locking the door, turning on the shower. Sitting down on the toilet, I began masturbating.
#
When eventually I did come out, I had taken my shower. Stepping out of the bathroom, naked, I saw Eva sitting on the edge of my bed waiting for me. I quickly slipped the towel I'd been using to dry off with around my waste. "Where's mom?" I asked innocently.
"Shopping. Now, you want to explain to me what the fuck that was all about?" Eva said pointedly. I lowered my head, embarrassed.
"I'm sorry. I guess I just don't like being talked about, especially behind my back," I said lamely.
"What the hell do you think we were discussing? How I sucked you off yesterday? How I took your virginity? Is that what you're worried about?" Sis pressed.
"Well...no. Of course not. That's stupid!" I said, realizing that it was, realizing as I said it that in a small way, I was worried about how much Eva had been telling mom about things I had shared with her.
"Listen Mark. Like any mother, she's simply worried about you. She loves you...you know that. And you also know that all she wants is the best for you."
"Yeah, I know that." I said looking at my feet, unable to raise my head and look her straight in the eye. "So...what did you tell her?" I questioned, still curious as to what they had discussed. I heard Eva laugh.
"Well, I will tell you that she's curious if you ever have been with a woman before. She did ask me that."
"You're kidding? She did? Why?"
"Because she knows you're not really comfortable around women. She's known that for a very long time Mark. And she also knows, that until recently anyway, that you haven't gone out on a lot of dates. So she was hoping that since you and I have had our intimate little conversations in the past, that maybe you would have told me something."
"What did you tell her?" I asked. Eva grinned mischievously.
"Only what I think she wanted to hear. That I didn't think you were a virgin any more for one thing."
"What? You told her that?"
"Oh...nothing concrete mind you. Only that I "suspected" you weren't. I didn't tell her that you had specifically told me anything regarding it. But that I was fairly confident that you wouldn't have any problems in that particular area."
"Why would she be so worried about my love life anyway?"
"Because she doesn't want to see you ending up getting hurt like everyone else," Eva stated. There was a long pause. I could tell there was more. A lot more.
"What else did you talk about?" I asked.
"You already know about my situation Mark. And I don't know if I should really be the one telling you this, but the truth of the matter is, your father's no saint!"
"What do you mean?"
"What I mean...your mother's known for well over a year now about Steven's little affair."
"Dad?" Eva nodded her head sadly.
"It's because of that that I came to her Mark. Not because I simply had to get away. True, I needed some time to do some thinking, figure out how I was going to handle this. And because of the way your mother's been doing it, obviously, I wanted to talk to her about it as well."
"But they've always been happy together, especially last night. Don't you remember the way they were acting? All flirty, all amorous?"
"Yes...but according to your mother Mark, it's the first time in nearly a year that they've really been like that. And the first time in recent memory that your father's actually given her something as nice as he did. Your mom thinks that diamond was something of an "I'm sorry" present. Maybe it was. Maybe they'll find the romance and love in their marriage again Mark. But keep in mind. Maybe they won't either. Nobody's perfect, not even your parents. Not you...not me. Not anyone!"
"I realize that," I told her. "But you're telling me that mom and dad haven't even been having sex in nearly a year?"
"That's what she said Mark. And something else too. You also need to remember that your mother is a very sensual, sexy woman. I should know, after all I am her twin sister. We think a lot alike. More than you know, trust me. Your mom has the same needs, wants and desires that I do. She's just put them on hold for a hell of a lot longer than I would have done is all. But I also know...that day is over with. If something happens, if your mother ends up having an affair with someone else, you need to cut her some slack. You hear what I'm telling you?"
I did. But I still couldn't believe what I was hearing. I couldn't envision my mother having an affair with anyone. It just wasn't in her nature, or her character to do that. And I told Eva that. She listened, but reminded me just the same that mom still had unfulfilled wants and desires just like any normal woman had.
"Now, we're wasting a lot of precious time here Mark. Your mother's gone shopping, and I don't have any idea how long she'll be gone. But rather than waste any more time talking, why don't you come over here and let me suck you." Sis was like taking viagara. I might have just finished jerking off in the bathroom a short while ago, but as she bared those magnificent breasts of hers, I sprang up as though I had been taking the "blue wood" as I'd heard dad call it. Something else of which I filed away for future thought.
As Sis sat on the edge of the bed, already running that wonderful erotic tongue of hers over and around the head of my dick, I noticed she was once again wearing her diamond earrings. "Hey...that's something else I can use as a failsafe," I told her.
"What? What are you talking about?" She said with a mouth full of my prick. "Your earrings. As long as you're wearing them, I'll know for certain that its you." Eva laughed around my dick, which felt pretty interesting by the way.
"Got you spooked huh? Well don't worry. I'll be sure to wear them, and you just make sure you don't inadvertently run up and grab your mom's boobs from behind."
"Trust me, I won't," I said confidently. "I certainly won't make that same mistake again."
"Well see that you don't. Now...enough talking. Or don't you want me to finish getting you off?" She asked seductively. I zippered my mouth, reaching down to fondle Sis's tits instead. "Oh yeah", I thought to myself. "Much better than talking. Much, much better!"
#
Over the course of the next several weeks, Eva and I got together nearly every chance that we got. I might have been inexperienced, but I was an avid, quick learner. Even April my "occasional" girlfriend had taken notice of the change in me. She'd even started to become more "friendly" even flirtatious. And though I still continued to spend a little time with my friends, whenever the situation presented itself, I stayed home just so that Eva and I could spend some quality time together.
I'd gotten home a little later than usual from work. When I did, I noticed the car was gone. Hurriedly I dashed into the house. Hearing no one, I assumed momentarily that they had all perhaps gone out to dinner together or something. Being hungry myself, I headed into the kitchen. I nearly crashed into what I thought was once again my mother as I came in, and as she was heading out. I glanced quickly at her ears. "Eva!" You know where mom and dad are?" I asked. She smiled at me wickedly. "Your dad had another business trip," she said. "Your mom's taking him to the airport. You just missed them."
"How long do you think they'll be gone?" I asked her playfully.
"Long enough," Eva said with a naughty twinkle in her eyes. "Come on, lets go outside to the patio." I followed her out doors. It was dark, only the pool lights were on.
"Where' we going?" I asked.
"Someplace special. I've been thinking about this all day." Eva quickly led me over to a rarely used corner of the yard. It was dark; she had already laid out a large soft comforter on the grass. I noticed there were two wine glasses and a bottle of red wine chilling in a bucket.
"I didn't know you really cared much for wine," I said, pulling out the bottle, beginning to uncork it.
"Not often, except for special occasions," she told me.
"I take it this is a special one?"
"In a way yes. I'm going back in the morning," she told me sadly. "I've agreed to talk to Bob, see if we can work things out."
"Shit." I said aloud, not really meaning to have spoken my real feelings. "I'm going to miss you," I said, pulling out the cork simultaneously. "Guess this really is a special occasion then isn't it?" Eva smiled, but I could see by the expression in her face that she appeared worried, nervous too.
"Don't worry Mark. Things will be ok, for all of us. And I won't stay away as long this time either. You're growing fast enough as it is. Before I know it, you'll be married to someone, have babies. Then they'll be calling me "Aunt sissy" the way you used to do."
"Well then...to us. To this very special night together!" I said holding my wine glass up to hers. We toasted, drank. Then she began undoing the dress she had worn. I wasn't surprised to see she hadn't worn anything beneath it. I quickly removed my own clothing and then joined her down on the blanket.
"Make love to me Mark...long, slow...for a long, long time. I'm going to need it to hold me over for a while," she told me. "Probably a really long while." I knew what she meant; it was going to be difficult enough for her to work through all this. I knew that.
"Well, then lets see if I can show you just how much I've truly learned from you while you've been here," I told her. "Let me eat you for a while," I said lustily.
"Oh Mark...I'd love that," Eva said. "Yes, please...do!" I snuggled up between her legs, and just as though it had been the very first time she'd taught me how to do it, I repeated that moment, remembering the way she'd instructed me to pleasure her pussy. Eva was moaning, groaning with wild abandon. Hotter than even I remembered her being, I quickly brought her to two swift hard-felt orgasms. Switching places, she then proceeded to give me a world-class blowjob. Even better than she had given me before. I was swimming in continuous ecstasy, driven to unimaginable heights of pleasure. When I finally rolled over on top of her, slipping my prick inside her, we moved together as though we'd been doing so for years. Together, we made love in that dark corner of the yard for well over two hours. The appearance of headlights pulling into the drive, and the sound of the garage door opening alerted us both to the fact that our magical time together had ended. We quickly scrambled into our clothing.
"You grab the blanket and the wine. I'll head off your mother and detain her. That should give you plenty of time to head up to your room and pretend that you've been upstairs sleeping all this time," she told me. We did that. After a time, I did come downstairs; Mom and Eva were sitting in the kitchen having a fair-well chat over a cup of coffee.
"Sis has to leave in the morning," Mom said.
"I know, she told me," I said feigning a yawn. "What time are you leaving anyway?" I asked. I had an early class, and reluctantly knew I wouldn't be able to go with her to the airport.
"Early. I'm having a cab pick me up, but if your up. We can say our good-byes then." I walked over, giving Sis an innocent kiss on the cheek.
"I'll miss you," I told her honestly.
"I'll miss you too," she said, and I saw a tear form in the corner of her eye. "But don't worry Mark, I'll be back to visit with you and your mom soon. Real soon," she promised.
Kissing them both good night one last time, I headed upstairs to bed.
#
In the morning, I woke up in plenty of time to see my aunt off to the airport. We enjoyed one last early morning cup of coffee together before the sound of a car honking in the driveway alerted us to the fact that her cab was there. Mom and I walked her outside, where I helped her with her luggage and getting into the cab.
"Thank you for everything," I whispered. Giving her a bit longer of a kiss than I probably should have before closing the door, standing back. Mom walked over to my side, putting her arm around my waist as we saw the cab back down the drive into the street before pulling away. Turning to face her I saw that she was wearing Eva's diamond earrings.
"Why are you wearing those?" I asked her curiously.
"Oh. Eva wanted me to have them. She said she wanted to give me something special before she left."
"Boy...I'll say. That really was special for her to have given you something like that."
"More than you'll ever know Mark. More than you'll ever know."
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"Come on Brian, seriously. What do you want for your birthday?" Rachel pressed. She'd been after him for a hint, some idea of what he wanted or needed. And though his birthday was still several weeks away, there really wasn't anything he could come up with.
Brian and Rachel had known one another for several years. Theirs was a "platonic" though very friendly relationship. Rachel was a lesbian married in every sense of the word except "legally" by archaic State laws. Brian was also friendly with Rachel's spouse, Teri, though far less personally, as he hadn't worked with Teri. Which is where he'd gotten to know Rachel so well, working with her day in and day out.
Even with their obvious differences, Brian and Rachel could talk openly with one another about any subject. As friends, they often teased one another, which occasionally bordered on outright flirting to those who didn't know them as intimately as their closest friends did.
"There isn't anything I can honestly think of that I want or need." He told her seriously, and then throwing her one of "those" looks as she'd called them. During those times when they'd spoken candidly with one another about their lifestyles, relationships, Brian had admitted to Rachel he'd often thought of her being with Teri. It was after all, every guys fantasy, and certainly one of his, seeing two girls together. He'd long ago intimated that if she and Teri ever felt like videotaping themselves on camera, he'd be more than willing to lend a helping hand. She of course had teased him unmercifully about it, knowing full well he just wanted to see the two of them together.
"That's never going to happen Brian." She scolded, teasing him back. "So keep thinking buddy. You might want it, but you're never going to see Teri and I together. Hey, maybe that's what I'll get you! A nice X-rated lesbian movie!"
"Not quite the same Rachel. I've got a few of those. Besides, I think it would be far more erotic actually seeing it for real, and especially someone I know." Rachel smiled, laughing the suggestion off as she always did.
"And besides, even if I was interested, Teri would never go for it, and you know it." Which was true. Teri was distrusting towards men enough as it was. And though she had gotten to know Brian well enough to be somewhat comfortable around him, he'd never have with her the same intimate, friendly relationship he had with Rachel. "Oh, and before I forget. I called your wife to set up appointments for Teri and I. We're coming over this evening for massages."
Brian's wife Darlene worked out of their home as a Massage Therapist. Both Rachel and Teri had been coming to her on a regular basis. "Cool. Maybe you guys would like to hot-tub with us afterwards." Brian offered. Now Rachel gave him one of her patented looks. They had "tubbed" with Brian and his wife before, but had always worn swimwear whenever they'd been invited. He had again "teased" her about doing so naked, as he'd honestly preferred doing it that way himself. Out of respect for them both however, he'd always worn a pair of trunks whenever they'd come over to sit in the hot tub.
"Boy...you never give up do you?" Rachel said knowingly.
"What?"
"You know damn well what. If you can't see the two of us actually getting it on, seeing the two of us naked would be the next best thing wouldn't it?"
"Ah come on Rachel, it's not that big of deal...really!"
"For you maybe. You sitting in the tub with three naked women...it might just become a big deal!" Brian knew what she was really referring to of course, especially when she glanced towards his crotch by way of emphasis.
"Even if I did...which I wouldn't, I'd make sure to stay beneath the water. You'd never even know."
"Ah huh." Rachel was smiling however. "You know, it really wouldn't bother me. I could care less. But you know Teri. And besides, what would your wife think?"
"You know Darlene, she wouldn't care, and besides, she gets to see the two of you naked all the time whenever you're getting a massage. Why should she care?"
"That's not what I was referring to and you know it." Brian laughed. He did know it. And so did she.
"Well, give it some thought. It seriously is better if you can relax and enjoy it without anything on."
"I'll talk to her about it Brian. But don't hold your breath." Brian made a face, puffing out his cheeks pretending to actually hold it. Rachel laughed. "You'll turn blue long before that happens." Brian sucked in air.
"Well, it was worth a try." He kidded her. "See you this evening then I guess."
#
Later that evening, Rachel and Teri had come over for their massages. Darlene was just finishing up with Teri when Rachel came down to the den where Brian was watching TV. "Still planning on tubbing?" He asked when he saw her. Rachel nodded her head yes, but he also noticed when she did that she was grinning widely.
"You're kidding!" He exclaimed. "Really?"
"I mentioned it to her just before we came over. Told her it was kind of silly wearing swimsuits, especially as Darlene would be there too. And besides, it is dark outside, and as long as you keep the underwater lights off, I think Teri will feel comfortable enough."
"So...she really did agree to do it then huh?"
"Yep...surprised me too."
"And you're ok with being naked in front of me? Really?" Even before Brian had finished asking the question, Rachel began removing her clothes.
"You do have some extra bathrobes or something we can wear outside though don't you? She questioned him.
"I'll be right back!" Brian told her, running from the room to fetch two extra one's for them. He returned a few minutes later, to his surprise, Rachel was in fact naked, sitting on the couch.
"Here." He said handing one of the robes to her. "I'll leave the other one with you for Teri, and then head outside and open up the tub." Dashing outside, Brian lifted the cover to the tub, securing it. Removing his robe, he quickly climbed down into the wonderfully hot soothing water and waited. Seconds later he saw Rachel open the sliding doors to their den stepping out onto the deck and make her way over to where the tub was. Silently, he watched as she quickly removed her robe, hanging it up before stepping down into the swirling water.
"Be careful, it's slippery." Brian said, beginning to stand in order to help her down into the tub. He came out of the water slightly as he did and Rachel glanced down at him.
"Thought you said you'd keep that thing out of sight." She said teasingly.
"I said I would if I became aroused." Brian countered. "And as you can see...I'm not."
"I have a feeling it won't stay like that for long though." She warned him. Truth was, Brian did feel a slight awakening and quickly located himself in a neutral corner of the tub as Rachel stepped in, sitting across from him. "Teri and Darlene should be just finishing up." Rachel said looking towards the sliding doors. Brian didn't follow her gaze however; he was too busy staring at her partially exposed breasts. Not only hadn't he expected this to actually happen, the fact that it had, and that Rachel was now actually sitting inside the tub with him naked, had taken him by surprise.
He'd tried very carefully not to stare at her when she got in. But he wasn't about to waste this perfect opportunity to actually see her naked without taking advantage of it either. Rachel certainly wasn't a big woman, far from it. "Petite" was the best word to describe her, though "Hard-bodied" was another. She was taut, firm "well-toned" he thought as he saw her descending down into the water. Her breasts though small, were certainly alluring. Pink-tipped, her hard little nipples protruded invitingly off her chest. For a brief second he imagined Teri sucking them. A second after that, he could see himself sucking them.
"Ah hem!" Rachel said clearing her throat, which immediately drew his attention back to her face and away from her tits. Though he noticed in doing so, she had made no effort to slip further down into the water to conceal them either. "Might as well get a good look and get it over with." She said actually flirting with him. "Otherwise you'll be trying to sneak peeks all night long and none of us will feel comfortable!"
"You're right. Guess I'd be a little more discrete, especially when Teri comes out." He admitted. The sound of the sliding door alerted him that she and Darlene had in fact finished their massage as they made their way outside towards the tub.
Surprisingly, Teri reached the tub first, quickly removing her robe, though she turned slightly off to one side in doing so facing away from him. Brian tried to focus his attention back towards Rachel, noticing when he did that she was grinning at him, even winking. Though she didn't exactly "dive" into the tub as soon as she had hung up the robe, Teri did submerge herself rather quickly and then made her way over to the opposite side of the tub from where Brian was sitting. He'd gotten only the barest glimpse at Teri's breasts, only slightly larger than Rachel's though her pubic patch was nearly identical to hers. Darlene had followed suit, stepping down into the tub. Brian was delighted his wife had also decided to strip naked. Having the three of them with him was a nice bit of naughtiness, even though he couldn't mention that to any of them under the circumstances. Yet...having that private little thought was a nice pleasure to entertain.
Being a bonafide, card-carrying "tit-man", Brian smiled inwardly to himself at having three different sized, shaped, pairs of boobs to sit and look at, quietly enjoying them. Problem was, Rachel was the only one who didn't appear as self-conscious at revealing them. Even his wife Darlene tended to keep herself more below the water line than above, and Teri certainly did. All in all, it was still a rather enjoyable experience, though Brian was careful to keep his "arousal" carefully concealed below the water. When everyone had finally had enough Brian realized he would have to come up with an excuse, ensuring he was the last to get out for obvious reasons.
"I'll leave last so I can shut the lid and secure the tub." He said to no one in particular. Rachel looked his way smiling whispering to him as she did.
"You need to be last out to close the lid huh?" She said jabbing at him with the thought. "Sure you do."
The fact that he did get to sit there a moment longer, watching all three of them step out was an additional bonus yes. But he really did need to ensure he was last out, especially as he did have a hard-on. Even Darlene wouldn't have appreciated him waving that about, even if it was in front of Rachel and Teri.
They sat for a brief while longer inside the house. Brian was glad to see that Teri seemed even more friendly than usual. A good sign at least that she hadn't been all that uncomfortable being naked inside the tub with him. And as for Rachel, she'd at least been a bit more so, giving him occasional glimpses of herself, which he'd certainly gotten to enjoy.
"Well Brian...see you at work tomorrow." She'd told him just before leaving. "And be thinking about your birthday." She'd reminded him.
#
Sure enough, the following morning at work, Rachel asked Brian what he wanted for his birthday. And once again, Brian told her, "Watching you and Teri having sex." He'd responded teasingly. It became a running joke between them. Every morning she'd ask, and every morning he'd answer with the exact same response. Finally, with only three days remaining until his actual birthday, Rachel approached him one last time.
"Ok Brian. I really am serious here. You've left me with little or no time to shop for anything, so...what do you want for your birthday?" Brian answered her, and though still joking, he used the same serious tone of voice that she had.
"Like I said Rachel. You know what I want. I don't need anything else." Frustrated, Rachel left his side without making any of the usual jokes and quips back at him that she usually did. For a brief moment, he thought of catching up to her and apologizing, thinking as he did that she'd eventually let it go. He honestly didn't need or really want anything, and he didn't want Rachel spending any of her hard earned money on him anyway. The day passed without his speaking with her any further either. Brian was just preparing to head home when Rachel cornered him in the hallway.
"Ok Brian, you get your wish." She told him.
"What?" For a second he was sure he hadn't heard her right.
"There's only one catch however, Teri doesn't have any idea I'm doing this."
"Ok, you lost me Rachel. What do you mean she doesn't have any idea? How're you supposed to pull that one off?"
"First off, can you get away for a while Friday night?" She asked carefully.
"Yeah, sure. It's Darlene's night out with the girls, why?"
"Good. Then you come over around six. Teri and I should be home around six-thirty. Park your car around the block. I'll leave the side door open. We hardly ever use it, so Teri will never know it was unlocked. Go downstairs to our bedroom. I've made a place for you in my closet. Teri never goes in there as her closets on the other side of the bedroom. I've put a stool inside for you to sit on. I've also adjusted the slats in the doors so you can see more easily without being seen, provided you sit towards the back...and for heavens sake, be quiet!"
"You're serious about this!" He stated a moment later realizing that she was.
"Well? Do you want to or not?" She challenged him. "I won't ask you, or attempt this again. Either yes...or no. But you'd best be telling me now." She added.
"How will I get away later?" He questioned growing more and more excited by the minute.
"Because we always go out for ice-cream afterwards." She said smiling for the first time. "Especially if it's a rather intense session. And I have a feeling...it will be. After we leave, you go out by the same door you entered. Teri will never even know you were there. You get to finally watch...which you can consider your Birthday present from me. Well? Yes...or no?"
"Hell yes!" Brian answered.
"Just remember to be damn quiet Brian. If Teri finds out about this, we're both dead!"
#
Brian had parked his car around the next block, hurriedly making his way over to Rachel and Teri's home. As he'd been told, the side door was indeed unlocked. Letting himself in, he stood there for a moment listening quietly, but there were no sounds of anyone inside the house. His heart was beating wildly. He couldn't believe he was actually doing this, though it was just as wild that Rachel had agreed to go along with it. Making his way downstairs to their bedroom, he quickly opened the closet doors. He saw the stool situated at the back of the closet. Sitting down, he pulled the doors shut and saw that he had a perfect view of the entire bedroom. Remembering to stay well back inside the closet lest he be seen, he made himself as comfortable as possible, and waited. After perhaps ten or fifteen minutes, he heard sounds coming from somewhere upstairs and knew immediately that Rachel and Teri had gotten home. He could hear laughter, knowing from the sounds of that, that they were at least in a good mood.
"That's promising." He thought to himself. Though his heart had quit pounding inside his chest, he was still excited, slightly anxious as he waited there in the dark inside the closet. Moments later the sounds of footsteps coming down the stairs reached his ears. Rachel entered the room, making her way over to the closet though she didn't open it.
"Brian? You here?" She whispered.
"Yes." He answered softly, simply. He heard Rachel giggle.
"Just remember to be quiet." She reminded him unnecessarily. "Teri's putting a few things away and then she'll be coming downstairs. Oh, by the way. Happy Birthday!" Brian watched as Rachel removed her clothes, soon after climbing up into the bed. He saw her fumble briefly with the nightstand, and then heard the soft buzz as she began using a small purple vibrator on herself. Even seeing this was exciting as hell, he'd have been more than willing to have settled for watching Rachel masturbating with the toy had he of known.
"Hmmm, that looks like fun!"
Brian realized Teri had come downstairs entering the bedroom. He'd been so absorbed in watching Rachel pleasuring herself that he hadn't heard her until she had entered.
"Care to join me?" Rachel quipped. "I got fresh batteries for yours too." Brian watched as Teri began removing her clothes. Seconds later she crawled up onto the bed joining Rachel. He heard Teri laugh seductively as Rachel reached over placing the softly humming toy between Teri's legs.
"Let me do you too." Teri said. Lying side by side, the girls teased one another with their toys. From his vantage point, Brian had a clear view of what was taking place. Watching as Rachel slid the purple toy up and down Teri's fur-lined slit, he felt his penis stiffening in response. Glad that he'd chosen to wear a pair of sweat-pants, it was easy for him to reach down inside, clasping his hard prick in his hand and begin teasing it as he watched.
"Damn I'm horny!" Rachel admitted. "Let me lick you while I fuck you with this." Brian then saw Rachel get up on her knee's leaning over Teri as she did. He saw her bending over, slipping the tip of the toy just inside the entrance of Teri's pussy. Simultaneously, she began licking what he knew had to be her clitoris. Teri moaned in ecstasy, causing Brian to secrete a nice fat drop of pre-cum, which he then used to lubricate his prick with.
"Oh god that feels good!" Teri moaned softly. "Keep licking it like that...yes, just like that Rachel! Ohhh!" Brian felt his prick leaking even more juice, his arousal level going up by leaps and bounds as Rachel continued licking and sucking her pussy. "Let me...let me do you." Teri managed to get out after a few more minutes. Rather than exchanging places, Rachel merely slid up intending to sit down on Teri's face. As she did, Teri caught her momentarily, sucking on Rachel's soft pointed breasts. Brian's prick was throbbing. He wondered what it would feel like to do that himself. Rachel's nipples had looked so incredibly hard, stiff. He could just imagine what it would feel like to be rolling them around inside his mouth, licking, sucking them the way that Teri was obviously doing. He could hear Rachel's soft-moaned pleasures adding to his ever-increasing excitement.
"Now let me lick you." Teri urged her. "Come, sit on my face." She said playfully. Rachel soon settled herself down over Teri's head. At this angle, Brian couldn't see as much as he had been, but the sight of Rachel's beautiful firm ass slowly rotating up and down, side to side over Teri's face was erotic enough. Just hearing Rachel's moans and groans was driving him crazy. Careful so as not to make any noise, Brian pulled the waistband of his sweats down sufficiently to finally free his prick. Better able to play with it now while he watched, he continued to slowly stroke his shaft up and down as Teri and Rachel once again adjusted their positions, now lying side by side caressing one another's breasts.
The sight of the two girls lazily caressing one another was the most sensual, erotic thing Brian had ever experienced. Feeling the exquisite pressure and need building, begging for release, Brian had to quit stroking his prick momentarily or he'd soon reach the point of no return.
"Have you ever wondered what it would be like to have a threesome with a man?" Teri asked as they lay fingering, toying with one another. Brian froze listening intently. He'd nearly lost it as it was, hearing this...he almost did so without even touching himself.
"I've been curious about it Teri. We've talked about it before. But you know I'd never do anything to jeopardize our relationship. It might be fun though, just to see what it's like."



"I know you wouldn't, but the thought of doing something a little different, a little wild is interesting though isn't it?" Brian couldn't believe he was hearing this. And though he took it for simple "pillow talk" he couldn't help but sit there imagining being with the two of them in some sort of wild sex-play.
"Besides, I don't really know of anyone I'd be very comfortable with you being with." Teri told her.
"What about Brian?" Rachel questioned. "You seem to be getting along with him quite a bit better, now that you've gotten to know him." Brian almost fell off the stool he was sitting on. Holding his breath, he couldn't believe what he'd just heard.
"Maybe. I guess it would depend on if he was willing to accept it as a one-time thing. You know, I wouldn't want anyone thinking or expecting it was going to happen again either. Think he'd agree to that?" Teri asked.
"I don't know, maybe we should ask him." Rachel said in agreement. Brian was dying inside the closet. Here they were discussing the very real possibility of including him in a threesome, and here he was, sitting inside the closet unable to say or do a damn thing but listen...and watch. Rachel rolled over once again placing herself between Teri's outstretched legs; she began teasing her pussy with her tongue, all the while continuing to talk to her.
"Brian's probably the only man I would be comfortable with." Rachel confessed. "As long as you were ok with it too." She questioned still licking Teri's quim.
"Ah, damn...that feels good Rachel. Ah yes, maybe we should ask him then. What do you think?" She said stuttering slightly as Rachel licked her rapidly with her tongue.
"Think we should...might be fun." Rachel spoke, her mouth still firmly buried deep inside Teri's pussy as she did.
"Brian? You getting all this?" Teri suddenly spoke up saying. "Sound like anything you might be interested in doing?" Shocked, Brian sat upon his stool, frozen in place, unsure if Teri was merely teasing, acting as though he might have been in the room. The last thing he wanted to do was overreact, blowing his chances, freaking Teri out in the process by his actually being there.
"Guess not Rachel. He doesn't appear too interested. Perhaps he'd rather continue to just sit there inside the closet jerking off."
"It's ok Brian, you can come out now." Rachel said coaxing him. Sheepishly, Brian stood, quickly hiding away his erection back inside his sweatpants before venturing out of the closet into the room. Rachel looked up at him as he did, smiling. "Your birthday present just keeps getting better and better doesn't it?" Laughing, Teri joined her.
"Can you see the look on his face? It would make a great commercial." Teri offered.
"Yeah it would." Rachel began. "Hundred dollar blue cotton sheets, sixty dollar vibrators, two lesbians playing with one another. Man caught sitting in the closet watching them....priceless!" Rachel and Teri both wailed in laughter then. "Oh come on Brian, Teri and I talked about this earlier. You really didn't think I'd actually try and fool her by having you sit there in the closet without her knowing about it did you?"
"Well, yeah...I guess I did." He said feeling more than a little stupid at the moment. "I have to admit Rachel, the two of you really had me going there for a moment. I was scared to death!" He admitted to them. Tentatively he made his way over towards the bed. "You serious about this? I mean about my joining you?" He asked nervously.
"Just as serious as I was earlier about saying you shouldn't expect this to be any more than a one time thing." Teri said honestly. "Rachel's admitted to me in the past that she was curious as to what it would be like to be with a man. After I'd gotten to know you a little better, it was actually at my suggestion, that if Rachel was still curious, that I'd be ok if it was you. As long as she was of course. I have no desire to do anything with you myself, and as long as you understand that, I think we can still have a little fun together. What do you think?"
"I think it sounds like a great idea. And one hell of a Birthday present too!" Brian quickly began stripping off his clothing. Rachel turned back around and began going down on Teri's pussy again.
"Slide in behind her Brian." Teri told him. "I won't mind watching this." She added lustily. "Seeing her being fucked from behind while she's licking me sounds rather exciting."
It wasn't as though Rachel was a virgin or anything. But the "unknown" of having ever truly been with a man before was something Brian was very much aware of. Even as he came up from behind her on the bed, he simply didn't jam his prick inside her cunt. Taking his time to explore her, possibly excite her a little more, he slipped a finger inside that tight wet groove, worming it around a little as he did. "You ok?" He asked whispering.
"Oh, fuck yes. That feels good actually." Rachel purred.
"Hey! Just cause you're having a good time...don't forget about me!" Teri teased the two of them.
Rachel's near perfect heart-shaped ass presented him with a golden opportunity, and one in which he couldn't pass up. Bending over, he slipped his tongue between the pouty pink lips of her pussy, licking her and allowing the tip of his tongue to slide up the entire length of her slit.
"Ohh!" Rachel moaned pleasurably. Brian licked her again, repeating the process over and over. He realized as he did that her pussy was perhaps the sweetest he had ever tasted. Finding himself intoxicated with her scent, Brian continued to devour her, finding the hard little nubbin of her sex and attacking it with excited, aroused vigor. Rachel began matching his technique, strokes, as she in turn continued going down on Teri. Moaning just as loudly as Rachel was, Brian enjoyed the erotic duet that was suddenly being sung as the two women enjoyed their simultaneous oral pleasures.
"Oh Brian, fuck me...please fuck me now. I want to feel your prick inside me, I want to know what it feels like." She groaned hotly.
"Go ahead Brian, slip your cock inside her." Teri said adding to the excitement. Brian felt his cock lurch with desire. Repositioning himself, he placed the head of his swollen hard erection at the opening of her sex, gently easing the tip of it inside her until he felt her lips wrap themselves around the knob of his prick. Only then did he continue to slip the balance of his length inside her, doing so slowly, allowing Rachel to become adjusted to his filling her.
He wasn't surprised by her wetness. He'd already experienced the abundance of that with his mouth. But even as he slid deeper and deeper inside that tight little passage, Rachel released an additional torrent of juice that bathed his prick in warmth that surprised him, nearly causing him to jettison his climax inside her far too prematurely.
"Oh Rachel! Your pussy, its so fucking tight...so wet!" Brian managed to say through gritted teeth. He was using nearly every ounce of his willpower at the moment to ward off the unexpected sensation of orgasm that had inched its way totally unannounced up the length of his shaft. Buried fully to the hilt inside of her, he remained, unmoving though the caress of Rachel's pulsating contractions as she surrounded him threatened to bring down the barrier that he was fighting so desperately to maintain.
"You like that huh? You like the way my pussy feels around you?" Brian didn't dare answer her, to have done so would have taken more energy and strength than he had at the moment in keeping the jettison of his cream from filling the inside of her womb.
"Maybe he needs a pair of fresh batteries." Terri joked, watching the almost agonized expression on Brian's face as he fought desperately for some measure of control.
"Make him cum Rachel...go on, do it. I want to watch the poor boy lose it inside you." She urged. "Don't worry...we'll get him all nice and hard again for you." She added.
Brian felt Rachel's silken glove once again clasp itself about his shaft. She contracted, released, contracted again pushing back against him, then pulling away. His penis slipped nearly all the way outside of her before she suddenly thrust back once again, capturing it entirely.
"Oh fuck...don't do that!" Brian moaned. "It's too good Rachel....it's too soon!" He pleaded. Rachel didn't listen though, rocking back and forth against him once again, increasing the tempo of her back-asswards fucking.
She had learned long ago during one of their many conversations that Brian had undergone a vasectomy. Something of which she certainly must have discussed with Teri. "Fill her pussy Brian...fill it, shoot your jisim inside her Brian...shoot it! Shoot it! Shoot it!"
It simply was too much. Having watched them from the closet, stroking his prick as he enjoyed the erotic spectacle before him, he'd gotten too close then. Now, Rachel's extremely tight, though slippery pussy was milking him of every last vestige of willpower that he had. Hearing Teri's unbridled coaxing of him to spill his seed inside her was the catalyst that sent him spiraling over the edge into the precipice of orgasmic delight. Brian felt the first searing, mind-blowing jettison of his spunk splatter against the inside of her womb, felt surge after surge of his spendings filling her, even as she continued thrusting back against him in a wild maddened frenzy of her own. Surprisingly, she was coming too. Rachel let out a semi-muffled cry as her climax began. Clenching her teeth, she tightened, straining against the pleasure as it seized her, turning her in a sense, inside out.
Brian didn't even recall pulling out of her or collapsing onto the bed beside her. Rachel was lying upon her back when he slowly began to regain his senses. "Still curious?" Teri teased smiling.
"Curious to see if he can get it up again, yes." Rachel replied somewhat dreamily. Teri laughed.
"Oh, I'm sure he will...after all, you and I certainly aren't done yet. Now that the two of you have had yourselves a nice wet gushy little orgasm, I think it's time I had one." Teri moved up, lowering her glistening wet pussy over Rachel's face. Brian watched momentarily as Rachel's tongue slithered up inside her, spreading apart Teri's lips with her fingers as she began tickling her hard erect clit with her tongue. He'd barely finished experiencing his orgasm yet felt his prick twitching with renewed interest. Rachel had drawn her knees up slightly making herself comfortable while she began licking Teri's pussy in Ernst. Having done that, Brian once again decided to take advantage of the situation and immediately extended himself on the bed lying between Rachel's legs.
"God your sweet!" He told her, licking the wet sticky furrow of her split.
"Enjoying that cream pie Brian?" Teri asked as she sat on Rachel's face enjoying the tonguing she was receiving herself.
"Very much so." He said with a muffled thick tongue as he probed her sweetness, gathering the rich creamy nectar that he found there. Rachel was lost in ecstasy at the moment, unable to respond as she drew once again nearer and nearer to a second unexpected orgasm.
"Fuck!" Teri exclaimed. "She's gonna cum again, and I still haven't had one!" As if on cue, Rachel did come at that moment, moaning her obvious pleasure into the juicy wet folds of Teri's pussy as she did. "Go baby...go!" Terri urged her, enjoying the experience as Rachel once again exploded in sweet agonized pleasure. Brian felt the onslaught of Rachel's juice suddenly smearing his face. Her lubrications suddenly multiplied in a copious expulsion that filled his mouth. Like a drowning man, Brian slurped down the pearly juice that Rachel continued pumping from the deepest recess of her pussy. Gripping Teri's ass-cheeks, digging her nails into the soft fleshy meat, she burrowed her face as well as her tongue inside Teri's cunt, triggering finally, Teri's orgasm where she quickly joined her in a low deep-throated moan of needful release.
#
In the afterglow of their temporarily satisfied lusts, Brian lay sandwiched between the two women, one on each side of him. Happily, he had slid his arms around and beneath their shoulders, cupping one of Rachel's breasts in his hand, and one of Teri's in the other. Softly, gently he kneaded them like a contented purring kitten. Eventually Rachel stirred from her revelry, the first to have done so. Brian felt her soft touch upon his now very flaccid penis. She began caressing him with a softness that was at first hardly noticeable. Eventually, he began to grow however, slowly filling her hand as he thickened noticeably within her palm. Sliding down out of his grasp, he caught his breath in surprise when he felt the delicate tip of her tongue encircling the head of his penis, lightly licking him as she re-awakened his arousal.
"My, my...aren't we being the adventurous one?" Teri stated coming awake. Rachel smiled.
"Thought I might as well satisfy all of my curiosity's," she said innocently. The feel of her warm dainty lips as they began traveling up and down the length of his shaft brought a wave of delightful goose bumps that spread across his entire body in a millisecond.
"Never thought I'd feel you doing that." He told her. Rachel giggled almost hungrily.
"Thought I'd at least see for myself what it was like. Not nearly as bad as some of our friends have made it out to be." She offered. Brian was swimming in pleasure. Almost too tentatively Rachel continued running her tongue up and down the sides of his prick, thrilling him as she continued teasing him with her gentle caress.
"You're not going to keep doing that...until he comes are you?" Teri questioned. Smiling around his penis now with her lips, Rachel smiled winking at Teri before removing her mouth in order to speak.
"I'm not quite that adventurous...no." Rachel admitted. "And besides, I want to fuck him again, but this time...I want to be on top." She stated simply. Almost immediately, Rachel swung herself around sitting down atop his lap. "Why don't you let Brian lick you?" Rachel asked Teri. "I think you'll like the way he does it actually." Brian was surprised when he heard Teri's response.
"Sure...why not. I could tell when he was eating you that you were enjoying it, so...maybe I will too!" Just as Rachel had done, Teri now sat up, swinging herself over, lowering her pussy down towards his face. As she did, Brian felt that same silky-soft sensation as Rachel slowly began to slip her lips lovingly about his throbbing erection.
"Fuck! This is nuts!" Brian cried out. "I can't get over the way your pussy feels Rachel. This is incredible!"
"Yeah...I'm rather enjoying the way this is feeling too." She admitted. "And never thought I'd ever be saying that either." She added.
"Well...don't you be getting too used to it." Teri warned good-naturedly. "Cause like I said, this is only a one time thing you know."
"Well then...I plan on enjoying it while I can." Rachel shot back. Hearing this, Brian was determined to see to it that Teri had at least as good a time as Rachel was obviously having. Though he found it a bit difficult to really concentrate as Rachel began to slowly move herself up and down, side to side in a circular motion as she allowed herself to experience all the sensations associated with having a man's prick inside her. He did however begin flicking his tongue into Teri's pussy, surprising her a little with the softness of his probing, tickling her clit just as he knew Rachel had enjoyed him doing to hers.
"He really isn't bad is he?" Teri said in surprise.
"Told you you'd like it." Rachel stated between breaths. She was beginning to pant now, laboring with the ecstasy and pleasure of their coupling. "And don't you dare come as soon as you did last time, either Brian." She warned him. "Cause I want to enjoy this...for a long, long time."
All Brian could do was muff an agreement that he was in no danger yet of doing so. She seemed to understand him however, even with his mouth full of pussy at the moment. Reaching out towards one another, the girls were soon fondling, caressing, and playing with one another's breasts. Leaning forward, they kissed one another passionately, tenderly, all the while beneath them both; Brian continued to ease his prick in and out of Rachel's tight, wet cunt. Likewise, his tongue continued to swirl and dance atop the super-sensitive nubbin of Teri's clitoris, driving her ever the moment closer to climax.
"Oh, I am going to...and soon too Rachel!" She exclaimed in surprise. "It does feel good...really good!"
"Oh yeah...me too." Rachel added. Brian felt her picking up the pace slightly as she began humping herself up and down the length of his shaft. In doing so, Brian felt the first signs of his own pleasured release building, and wondered if it were somehow possible to gage a simultaneous orgasm with them both.
"Oh God Rachel...I'm close....really close...come with me baby!" She urged. Rachel was thrusting herself wildly now, her fingers leaving impressions in Brian's thighs as she reached back, balancing herself all the while thrashing against him in unbridled lust.
"Oh yeah! Oh Yeah! Oh....oh....oh, Yeah!" Rachel screamed out, joining Teri just as she screamed out her own wanton enjoyment. Smiling, even as he continued sucking Teri's captured clit between his lips, he felt the ejaculation of his prick as it exploded deep inside Rachel's pussy. She in turn felt his prick expand, release, expand again, heightening her continued pleasure, causing her to moan, clenching at his legs, his chest with complete and total abandonment.
Simultaneously, they came together, the riptide of lusty pleasures passing from one to the other in a crazy game of chase that wouldn't let up for some reason. Just when a surge of pleasure would pass, another would begin. Over and over it went until Brian's cock, spent, wilting, slipped from Rachel's quim, a torrent of their mixed juices flowing out of her split, bathing them both in it's rich creamy, sticky texture. Teri finally collapsed, toppling over onto the bed, joining Rachel who had moments ago done the exact same thing herself. Only Brian remained, as he had been, his faced drenched in Teri's juices, his prick coated, and his balls syrupy with their combined spendings.
#
They had soon taken up what was quickly becoming their favorite position to relax in, one on each side, with Brian comfortably in the middle.
"Well, that was certainly interesting." Rachel stated after a time.
"I'll say." Brian agreed. "By the way Rachel...I know your birthday's still several month's off yet, but maybe you'd best start thinking about what you want me to give to you."
"I already have a pretty good idea." She said. "And that far away, hopefully it will give you plenty of time to start working on it."
"Oh? And what's that?" Teri asked curiously. "Another threesome?"
"Yeah...maybe. Only this time, with Darlene, Brian and I." Brian's eyes popped open having heard that.
"Damn good thing I have a few month's to work on that. I might need it." He said snickering to himself, wondering indeed if something like that was even possible.
Once again silence found them for a brief time.
"Brian?" Teri asked.
"Yeah?"
"When did you say your wife's next night out with the girls was again?"
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The only good thing about my job that I actually enjoyed was the sexy looking brunette who sometimes worked late at night back in the corner office. I knew her only by her name, and only then because of the fancy nameplate attached to her office door. "Janette Peters", it read.
I'd been a security, 'Night Watchman' at this particular advertising agency for nearly a year now. It was a piece of cake job basically. All I had to do was monitor a few TV cameras of the lobby, corridors as well as the elevators. None of the offices had security camera's installed, which would have made for some interesting eve's droppings according to some of the stories I'd heard from my fellow security co-workers. They'd shared stories of things they said they'd either seen, or had heard about themselves of some intimate goings on between a few of the employee's. Truth was, in the year I'd been working there, I hadn't seen anything of particular interest aside from one of the cleaning people who I had caught on camera masturbating into a trashcan. But even that had been less than exciting to watch, getting the poor fellow fired for it afterwards.
The fact that I worked the evening shift when the offices were closed perhaps had something to do with any lack of real excitement on my shift. It was rare that anyone was there with the exception of one or two really dedicated employee's that sometimes stayed a little later on in the evening after regular business hours. But like I said, Janette Peters was one of those. And as attractive a woman as she was, I always enjoyed watching her whenever she was out and about from her office in the late evening.
One night after the cleaning people had finished up for the night, I made my rounds ensuring that all the offices were locked up and secured. I knew that Janette was still there. I'd never actually met her face to face or spoken to her of course. I had in fact no clue if she was married or single for that matter. About all I knew for sure was that she had the longest damn legs I'd ever seen on a woman, which she enjoyed displaying, demurely I might add, beneath semi-short business skirts. I often wondered how they'd really look if she'd ever been daring enough to wear a really short mini-skirt. Added to those incredible legs was a rather impressive bust-line. Not that she was overly large in the tits department. But she certainly had a more than ample chest, by the outfits she wore, and one in which she used to advantage in her position by the looks of things.
I had just rounded the corner near the restrooms just down from her office when we collided. She was just coming out from the bathroom, having obviously changed clothing from her business attire into something a little more formal, and far sexier than anything I'd seen her wearing up until this point. Obviously, she had a date, deciding to change clothes at the office rather than going home first. I assumed from that, that her date was planning on picking her up from work, which I later learned, he was.
"Oh God! I'm sorry!" I exclaimed as we collided.
And it hadn't been just a brush-by either. Turning the corner on a fairly brisk walk, she was in just as big a hurry heading back towards her office when we literally ran into one another. There'd been no way to avoid the collision, and as we did, I felt those firm twin peaks of hers mash themselves against my chest, as well as one hand as I'd barely gotten it up in a purely reflexive action. Just in time to feel it press fully against her braless breast. I'd expected some sort of tirade from her. Which I'd found over the years was something to expect from most executive types, as they tended to look down on the blue-collar classes as something to be merely tolerated. I was surprised when she smiled at me instead.
"No. It was totally my fault," she said in the sexiest, softest voice I'd ever heard. "I wasn't watching where I was going."
I could tell from the blush in her cheeks that she knew as well as I did that I'd felt her full breasts, though quite by accident, never the less, fully, as though I had purposely reached out to caress them.
As she stepped back to distance herself from me, I couldn't help but take in her evening attire. She was wearing a black formal evening gown, with a deep 'V' neckline, showing off a considerable amount of cleavage, which was one of the reasons I'd gotten a pretty good feel of the softness of those breasts even if it had been quick and accidental.
Obviously, by the design and cut of the gown, there was no way she could have worn a bra with it. And I also had my suspicions about the rest of the dress too as it clung to her in a form fitting way that highlighted the obvious curves of her body.
In that brief moment that we stepped back and away from one another, while I was still staring at her boobs, she must have been looking at my name badge, "Craig Jensen", as she now called me by my first time, drawing my attention away from her gorgeous tits, back to her eyes.
"Craig is it?" she asked.
I wasn't too surprised at the informal address, especially under the circumstances. But I answered her more formally.
"Yes mam?"
"I'm expecting someone at any moment. He should be pulling up in a limousine out front. When he does, would you mind calling my office and letting me know that he's here?"
"Yes mam." I responded again.
She gave me the phone number to her office, and repeated it to me. "I should be leaving shortly," she said afterwards. "But there is also a good chance that we...that I may be returning later on this evening," she amended.
This time I simply nodded my head in acknowledgment. She had her own master key of course, as well as a coded security access that would allow her into the building at whatever time she wished. The thought of that, I found to be intriguing however, wondering why she of all people would give any thought to returning here to these offices late at night. Especially after a date, if in deed that's what this was. As though reading my mind, she offered an explanation prior to continuing on down the hall to her office.
"I'm attending a clients cocktail party. I may return here later to finish up some work if it gets too boring to stay."
I smiled, still not speaking as she passed. But I took a quick opportunity to glance very briefly back down that deep 'V' in her dress as she did.
"Nice tits." I thought silently to myself smiling. Something I'd never be lucky enough to ever see of course, though I doubted her escort, whoever he might be, would have much difficulty in doing.
Ten minutes later her limo arrived. Dutifully, I called her office number and informed her that her escort was here. Watching from my monitor, I saw her approach the limo where a tall good looking guy met her wearing a black tie and dinner jacket. She leaned over to accept a perfunctory kiss "hello", then I watched as she slid into the back seat of the car, giving me a quick brief glimpse of those equally luscious legs of hers.
I don't know why I did what I did next. If I had gotten caught, it would have meant not only my job, but very possibly my marriage. Having been in the security profession for years, I had interest, as well as access to all sorts of electronic surveillance devices. Many of which were tiny little wireless cameras that could be operated remotely, secretly positioned most anywhere without fear of detection. As it was, I happened to have several of these types of cameras sequestered away in the trunk of my car. Although the risk I was taking was slight, it never the less, got the adrenalin flowing as I dashed outside to my car, then back upstairs to the executive floor where Janette's office was located.
Having a master key to all the offices had its advantages. And I had been inside her office once before to turn out some lights that the cleaning service had left on. Though I hadn't considered it at the time, subconsciously perhaps, I'd noted the décor of her office as well as the ceiling tiles. The camera I'd selected would be perfect for observation from where I positioned it. A slim tiny little eye that would fit perfectly inside one of the many thousands of acoustic holes located within the ceiling tiles.
Once I was satisfied with it's placement, and had checked out the view on the hand-held monitor that I had to see things with, I retreated back to my normal workstation. The odds of anything actually happening were remote. But it did give me a tiny erotic thrill to actually fantasize about the possibilities.
As I sat reading a book, occasionally glancing at all the monitors, the appearance of headlights pulling into the parking lot alerted me to the fact that someone was pulling up in front of the building. It was the limousine! I knew that Janette knew I would be able to see her for the most part. I was already triggering the security access so she could open the main door without entering the code herself when she approached, looking up directly into the overhead camera, and smiling! Though she still had to use her key, she did so quickly, opening the door as she and her date stepped inside into the lobby area. They passed from view momentarily into one of the elevators, headed up stairs towards her office. What I believe neither Janette, nor most anyone else knew, was that camera's had been installed in all of the elevators a few month's earlier for security purposes, hidden in such a way that no one except for a selected few even knew they were there. The moment they entered the elevator, I saw them on my security screen, smiling slyly to myself as the two of them embraced momentarily as the elevator began its slow ascent to the upper level floor.
With no clue that I was still able to observe the two of them, I watched as the guy she was with, cupped her breasts with both hands, fondling them through the material of her evening gown. As he did, he nuzzled her neck, biting her playfully. Janette threw her head back, laughing from the looks of it. I only wished there was audio to go along with the video of the camera's. But the firm hadn't wanted to take their internal security quite that far. Luckily, the one I had placed inside her office did. Though I was concerned that the distance from where it was positioned to where they might be inside the office would make hearing anything just as difficult as not having that ability anyway.
Once again I grinned as the elevator reached her floor. I watched as Janette pushed the guy she was with back a little, composing herself, ensuring that nothing was 'out of place' as it were, just as the elevator doors opened. As there was a very 'obvious' camera located at the end of the hallway, I saw Janette look up towards it as they approached, still smiling as she fumbled momentarily with the keys to her office before stepping inside, closing it.
The sound of the door locking, clicking shut informed me that my camera was operating perfectly as they entered inside. Turning from the company's monitors, I now turned towards the much smaller one I held in my hand. Operating the small mouse located on the device, I redirected the eye of the camera to slowly rotate until I had them in view, and then zoomed in getting a much better close up of the two of them.
Standing just inside her door, I watched as the guy Janette was with peeled off the straps to her dress until it fell well below her breasts. Admittedly I gasped as those luscious twin beauties came into view. They were nearly perfect. Not so perfect as to appear as though she'd had implants, but nearly so, as they stood firm and inviting, not only to his gaze, but to mine was well. I watched as he leaned over, capturing one within his hand and began tweaking her extended nipple with his fingers. The other, he drew within his lips, sucking it urgently.
"Oh Roger!" Janette squealed in obvious delight. "I've been wanting you to do that all evening long!" she told him. "I couldn't wait to get out of there!"
"Rodger the dodger" as I now mentally nicknamed him, continued playing with those tits I was dying to touch myself. Finally releasing them, he began removing his dinner jacket as well as his black tie.
"We don't have a lot of time," he told Janette.
I saw a small frown cross her face when he told her that. "I promised my wife that this cocktail party wouldn't run all that late, especially on a work night."
She frowned even more deeply, actually lifting her dress back up to once again conceal her breasts.
"Maybe we should do this another time...when we actually have more time to enjoy it!" she said with an obvious pout to her tone of voice.
By this time however, Rodger was already half out of his own clothing having already unbuttoned his shirt as well as his slacks. I sat there watching as he slipped a hand inside his boxer shorts, suddenly producing a very angry, stiff looking erection, which he exposed, waving it in front of her like some sort of writhing snake. Janette actually seemed mesmerized by it as she stood there looking down at his prick while he stood there stroking himself for her.
"Just say the word baby, and I'll tuck it away."
With mixed emotions, I was glad when she didn't. Instead, she reached out, placing her small tiny hand about it's girth, squeezing it, and eliciting a rather wicked looking grin from his face along with a slow, deep-throated groan of obvious pleasure.
"Oh fuck! Your hand feels good baby. And so will that mouth of yours!" he added a second later. "How about you suck it a little for me?"
Janette didn't even hesitate. Still half in and half out of her dress, she dropped down to her knees in front of him, drawing his hard cock between her lips as she began to orally make love to it. Just watching her doing that, I felt my cock stiffen, throbbing with obvious excitement and arousal, wishing it was my prick she was sucking and not 'The Dodgers'.
After several tormenting minutes of watching this, Roger finally drew Janette up back onto her feet. Helping her to slip off the rest of her dress, I discovered immediately that I had been correct earlier. Janette was completely nude beneath the gown she'd been wearing.
Even more surprising however, was the discovery that she'd completely shaven her pussy. It was totally bare without a hint of pubic hair. Zooming in with my camera, it was as though I was down on my knees looking at it myself. Her lips were slightly puffy and swollen with obvious excitement. Roger was busy struggling out of the rest of his clothing, which gave me ample time to trace the lens of the camera up Janette's torso until it rested perfectly upon her breasts. Her dark nipples were puckered with excitement, her buds firm, hard and inviting. I could almost imagine myself licking them from where I sat as close as they appeared to me.
"Lets move over to the couch," she told him once he'd finished undressing.
Janette had a large comfortable looking couch sitting against one wall of her office. Both naked now, they moved towards it where Janette lay down, Roger quickly positioning himself between her obscenely spread legs. I watched as he placed the angry looking head of his prick against the opening of her cunt, and shoved. There was a brief grimace of surprise etched within her face as Rogers prick entered her, but it soon turned to one of welcomed pleasure as he began stroking inside that wet velveteen passage.
Taking a quick cursory look at the bank of security monitors, I ensured myself that nothing else was happening or about to interrupt my unplanned voyeuristic viewing. More importantly, I wanted to take my cock out and begin playing with it. Unzipping my pants, I quickly fished my prick out which was as hard as it had ever been. Already pearly pre-cum "fuck juice" as my wife called it, was leaking out of the tip of my penis in excited expectation of my enjoyments.
"Oh yes Roger, fuck me! Fuck me!" I heard Janette calling out to him as he continued to pummel his prick in and out of that hot looking twat.
"You like this huh bitch?" he leered above her.
Obviously, Janette seemed to like this 'take charge' almost dominant, verbal abuse he was throwing out at her. The harder and faster he slammed into her, the more she seemed to be getting off on his vocal assertions.
"Rub your tits!" he commanded. "Pull on them you fucking cunt! Play with them you horny bitch!"
Janette complied; tugging on her tits, twisting her nipples as he asked...rather demanded that she do. By the look on her face, she was close to orgasm, but then so was he. I wondered briefly if he would even bother to ensure her pleasure before reaching his own, but the matter was settled within the next moment as Janette cried out in obvious climatic bliss. Seconds after that, Roger withdrew his prick which was already discharging copious amounts of cream which he began aiming, spraying against her tits and face as he knelt there above her on the couch. Janette seemed to revel in the sensation however, drawing her hands up, not to ward off the sticky explosions, but to begin playing in them as they continued to land upon her exposed flesh.
Drenched, covered in slimy pools of his rich nectar, Janette lay beneath him a moment longer, finally satiated, once again taking charge.
"Get up," she told him. "I need to clean up and get going," she said simply. "And you need to get out of here before your wife starts to wonder where the hell you are."
That reminder seemed to trigger his memory as he quickly did exactly as she asked. As Roger the dodger began dressing, Janette sat up, though not immediately making any attempt to dress or cover her nude form. I assumed as I sat there that she would finish doing so in the rest room, and wondered briefly how she'd accomplish that without ruining her dress by putting it back on.
Though my nuts were tight, swollen and screaming for release, I refrained from relieving myself, now curious if this wondrous episode was really over. I decided to wait and see what Janette would do first before either tucking myself away for pleasure later on, or finishing what I'd begun in hopeful expectation.
As I followed Roger on the one hand out of the building, releasing the front door locks electronically as he pressed the buzzer at the door just before exiting. I had kept the other eye on the private monitor I'd been using to watch Janette in her office with. As she had a small sink with which to wash up, she did so. Removing whatever traces of his spunk, which had remained, not absorbed into her skin before once again putting on her evening dress.
Deciding then that the show really was over, I tucked my still hard cock away inside my pants for self-pleasuring while recalling everything I had just witnessed for replay later.
Following Janette as she left her office for the bathroom, I assumed correctly once again that she'd gone in to change before finally heading home. When she reemerged, she had indeed changed, but not into the working attire I had seen her in earlier, but into a much more casual sweat suit that she obviously had on hand for just such an occasion.
I had already made up my mind to head down the hallway, meeting her in the lobby area and thus escorting her to the exit door, which would also give me the brief opportunity to once again chat with her, even if only for a moment, when from the corner of my eye, I thought I saw movement in one of the outside monitors. Frozen in place, I continued to scan the screen, wondering initially if my eyes had been playing tricks on me. Unfortunately, Janette was already exiting the elevator and I would now have to sprint down the hallway to meet her.
"There!" I said staring into the screen. Janette's sleek black BMW was the only car besides my own beat up Chevy Malibu sitting in the parking lot. A hedgerow sat behind it however, even though it was parked fairly close to the front of the building. As I stood there staring at the monitor, I again saw movement, realizing in that fraction of an instant that someone was in fact laying in wait just behind the front of her car.



"Holy shit! Janette!" I called out. And now I did run. But Janette had already exited the building, heading towards her car, completely unaware of the danger that awaited her.
Armed only with handcuffs, as there had never been a need for any of our security to wear side arms, I dashed from the control room, sprinting down the hallway as fast as my legs would carry me. It was useless to try calling out to her as Janette was already well out of the building at this point. I only hoped that whoever it was that was lying in ambush, waiting for her wasn't armed with a gun. If they were, chances were that neither one of us would stand a chance.
I knew it was useless to try and over take her. She'd reach her car long before I could get there to do anything. My only chance was to sprint across the back of the parking lot, coming up on her assailant from the side. Hopefully, in my coming out of the darkness from an entirely different direction, it would take him by surprise, giving Janette a chance to recover from her shock, and perhaps escape.
I was still several yards away when Janette reached her car, electrically unlocking the door with her keys. As she reached to open the door, I saw the man emerge from the bushes dressed all in black, complete with a black knitted hood over his face. Janette must have heard the movement, turning when she did. That brief hesitation probably saved her life. Rather than stepping into the open door in an attempt to access her car, she spun away instead. Her attacker lunged, missing her by mere inches. A glint of steel sparkling in the moonlight as he did. Obviously, he had a knife!
"Janette! Run! Run! Call the police!" I yelled.
I'd closed the distance sufficiently to know that I could warn her, perhaps buy her a moment or two in order to get away. As I'd hoped, her assailant turned towards me in surprise, but I had already closed the distance, reaching up to grapple with the knife he was now swinging towards me. Rather than running however, Janette jumped at the attacker from behind just as his knife hand slashed out towards me. I felt a slight sting and a tearing as the knife ripped through the material of my shirt near the shoulder. But I now had his knife hand in mine. With Janette all but riding his back, I reached back, plowing my fist into his face, dropping him with one severe punch. I heard the knife tumble from his unconscious fingers, clattering against the ground a split second before he did. Already lying on his face, I planted my knee in his back, wrenching his arms behind and securing them with the handcuffs I thankfully still had on me.
"Now you can call the police," I told her.
"Are you ok?" Janette asked.
"Fine. You? Did he cut you...hurt you?"
"No...thanks." Weak kneed, Janette leaned into her car grabbing her cell phone, dialing 911.
"Who is it?" she asked after having given the police our location.
I reached up, removing the knitted cap from his head, spilling out a head full of long blonde hair in the process.
"It's not a he...but a she!" I exclaimed in surprise.
She was just starting to come around when I rolled her over.
"Oh my God! It's Rogers wife!" Janette stated. "She must have been spying on us, waiting for us to return here after the party!"
#
It was well over an hour when the police finally left with Roger's wife securely in their custody. Nearing two in the morning now, Janette and I finally headed back inside the building.
"You should call someone from your office, let them know what happened so they can send someone to relieve you," she told me.
As we entered the brighter lights of the lobby, Janette turned towards me in alarm.
"Craig! You're bleeding!"
I'd forgotten all about the near stabbing. Hadn't really felt any pain until now due to all the adrenalin that had obviously been pumping through my body.
"It's not that bad. A little soap, a Band-Aid, and I'll be just fine," I assured her.
"I'm not so sure," she replied hesitatingly. "Lets go back upstairs to my office and have a look at it."
As we rode up the elevator, I could see she was still visibly shaken. Her long dark tresses were all tangled, and she really did look a fright, which was perfectly understandable under the circumstances.
"Here. Sit down, take your shirt off," she instructed.
I did so; peeling off my shirt, realizing it had already quit bleeding and would need at most one or two stitches, if that. I noticed however that her sweatshirt had a smeared bloodstain, worried briefly that perhaps she had been cut after all.
"You sure you're ok?" I asked indicating the blood stained smear across her chest.
She looked down. "No, I'm fine. She never touched me. That must have come from you when I stood hugging you."
It certainly wasn't the most appropriate time to be thinking in sexual terms, but I couldn't help but remember the feel of those soft breasts pressing into me as we stood there hugging one another, waiting for the police to arrive.
"You'd best get that soaking in some cold water. Otherwise the blood never will come out."
Janette agreed, and though I expected her to head off to the restroom to do so, finding something else to put on, she surprised me by pulling her sweatshirt up and over her head revealing those magnificent breasts when she did. I know my mouth must have stood there gaping open as I tried not to blatantly stare at her, but I couldn't help myself.
Filling the sink with cold water, she wadded her shirt up stuffing it in. Sitting there watching her do all this with those beautiful tits bobbing about, bouncing up and down, caused my prick to lurch, reminding me even after all the excitement, that I'd been entertaining a different, still unsatisfied form of excitement earlier.
"I have an idea," Janette said turning towards me. "We really should clean that wound up a little better. That...and check to see if there are any other injuries we're not aware of. There's a shower in the women's locker room. I think maybe we should use it."
"Together?" I said in surprise.
Janette merely smiled. "I could use one myself," she said fluffing her still tangled hair. "Come on!"
Dutifully, I followed her out of her office, down the hall towards the woman's locker room. I thought briefly of reminding her that the corridors were under surveillance, and as such...on tape. With both of us bare-chested as it were, I knew I'd have to get a copy of that tape and erase it. Or...at the very least, confiscate it for myself. At least I'd have something to remember this evening by afterwards.
Once again Janette surprised me by completely stripping off the rest of her clothing before stepping into the shower stall, adjusting the warmth and spray as she did. It was easily big enough to accommodate four people. For a split second, I had to wonder if it ever had.
"Well? You coming in? Or are you just going to stand there and watch me?" she asked.
I was half-tempted to tell her I wanted to do both. Remaining silent however, I quickly stripped off the rest of my clothing, joining her.
Janette quickly attended to my wound, cleansing it out, ensuring that it really wasn't as bad as it had initially looked. Just the touch of her hands on me had caused me to stiffen, embarrassedly so however, and standing there as I was, there was very little I could do to conceal it. Looking down, seeing my obvious erection, Janette grinned placing it delicately within her hand.
"I suppose you're going to tell me that you're married too!"
"I am...but she's not the type to come after you in the middle of the night either. And besides, she has a boyfriend. I've known about him for a couple of years now. I guess my working these late night shifts haven't been exactly conducive to the perfect marriage."
She smiled, dropping to her knees before me in the shower.
"Well as long as I don't have to worry about her jumping out from bushes at me," she said winking.
But before I could even respond to that, I felt her soft lips surrounding the length and girth of my prick, drawing it inside that sweet sucking mouth of hers.
"Oh God, Janette! You have no idea how many times I've fantasized about you doing this to me!" I admitted to her.
I heard as well as felt her laugh around my cock as she briefly removed it.
"Oh really? And how many times have you sat there in your secure little office jerking yourself off, thinking about me?" she asked.
I felt my face turning crimson. "Just once...tonight in fact." I continued to blurb. "When I saw how beautiful you were in that black evening gown."
I wasn't about to tell her everything else I had seen. I wasn't that stupid at least. And didn't want to screw up my continuing to work here, though now...I had become a little worried about that since we were standing here fooling around. Or rather I was standing here having my dick sucked.
"Hmmm. I like the thought of that," she told me, continuing to lick and nip at the sensitive head of my prick. "I can almost imagine seeing you sitting there, watching me through the monitor, playing with yourself."
"God. If she only knew!" I thought silently. As much as I hated to admit it, seeing Roger fucking her on the couch in her office had been the most erotic thing I'd ever witnessed in my entire life.
"What about Roger?" I questioned, vocalizing a portion of my thoughts.
"What about him?" she said still mouthing my cock as she spoke. "After tonight, even though he didn't have anything to do with what happened, I think it would be best for both of us if we didn't see one another again. Don't you?"
Janette sucked hard by way of emphasis on my prick, fully surrounding it with her lips, once again drawing me in deeply inside her mouth.
"Couldn't agree with you more," I weakly stammered in agreement.
"And besides...knowing that you're here, working late at night will make me feel a whole lot safer whenever I'm here with you," she added. "And I plan on doing a lot of late night work here over the next little while," she winked teasingly at me.
I knew if Janette continued to suck and jack my cock the way that she was, that she'd end up with a mouth full of cum-juice. Not wanting the pleasure to end quite that quickly, I reached down, drawing her up to stand before me once again. As I did, I finally reached out, clasping those gorgeous breasts of hers in my hands, softly caressing them while I leaned forward to kiss her. She met me half way, our tongues soon fencing with one another in a fiery embrace of their own while my fingers toyed, teased, and pleasured those hard twin nubbins of flesh that filled my palms.
I felt her shudder involuntarily, quivering in arousal. Now it was my turn as I slowly made my way down her torso, stopping to kiss, lick and suck her breasts, tummy, and eventually lingering at the apex of her sex as I knelt before her, spreading her legs slightly so as to allow myself easy access to that beautiful hairless slit that stood gaping at me as I tentatively slipped my tongue inside that furrowed passage.
"Oh yes...eat me! Eat my pussy! Please!" Janette begged.
But she didn't need to. And I didn't want to become good old Roger the Dodger either. I had no intention of controlling her, I wanted to pleasure her yes, but do so in such a way that we were both giving, as well as taking from one another equally.
Placing her leg so that it dangled slightly over my shoulder, I buried my tongue deeply inside the sweetness of her sex that greeted me. Lapping at her like a contented cat, I teased that hard pearl of flesh that peeked out at me, flicking it with the tip of my tongue repeatedly before devouring it between my lips, gently sucking, caressing it with my tongue.
"Don't stop! Oh Please Craig....please....don't stop!"
I had no intention of it. As Janette grabbed handfuls of my hair, nearly yanking it out, I slid a finger delicately inside of her, toying with the sensitive flesh I found there, probing for her 'G' spot, teasing it with the tip of my finger as I simultaneously sucked her clit, holding it firmly between my lips. A split second later, Janette was groaning with wild abandon, mashing herself against me, still pulling my hair as she came against my face in great heaving thrusts of her pussy as she near suffocated me in her pleasure.
"Oh fuck Craig! That was nice!" she said finding her wits long moments later. "And speaking of 'fuck', I think it's about time that you did just that!"
We soon left the shower, toweling one another off briefly before once again padding down the hallway back to her office in our birthday suits. "I really did have to remember to confiscate that tape now." I thought. Having the guys seeing me being led back to Janette's office by my cock might be amusing to most of them, but it certainly wouldn't be all that amusing to me.
With my prick still firmly held in her hand, Janette did indeed lead me over to the couch. Kneeling down on all fours as it were, she presented that sweet heart-shaped ass towards me, even wiggling it as she did.
"Fuck me Craig! Fuck me hard!"
I slid into her with ease. Her pussy was still wet from her climax, her lubrications still swimming around my dick as I thrust deeply into her. Watching her breasts as they began to sway back and forth as I continued fucking into her was far better than anything I could have ever imagined. Her pussy was so warm, so slick with her femininity that I knew I'd never be able to last very long at this rate. And she knew it too.
"Don't worry about it Craig. We have all night. When you cum, pull out so I can feel it squirting on my ass...my back. I like the feel of that," she told me. "And then afterwards, when you've had a chance to recover, lets do one another orally at the same time," she said grinning.
Just hearing her tell me that had the fuck juice racing up my shaft where I quickly began to bathe her back and ass in torrents of my white-hot cum-cream, just as she'd asked for.
#
"She really is crazy! All that just to get the night watchman into bed with her. All she'd had to have done probably was to simply ask him to fuck her and he probably would have anyway."
"True...but you know Janette. She loves to play these games. It's all apart of her character. And besides, she told you that if you went through with it, she'd let you go down on her, and she'd go down on you too remember?"
Roger's wife did remember. Though she sat there rubbing her sore jaw from the effort.
"It's a good thing he didn't have a gun or something, he'd have probably even used it."
"Which is why Janette ensured that the security here never carries any weapons. And remember, you're the one that accidentally stuck him. That wasn't supposed to happen either!" he told her. "After he yelled at you, you were supposed to drop the knife and then run like hell remember?"
"Yeah...well at least everything turned out the way she wanted it to anyway." Roger's wife said reluctantly. "And I finally get to eat her pussy. So I guess the sore jaw was worth it in the long run. Boy...can that man punch! Oh...and be sure and tell your friends in the police department that they played their part in this perfectly as well. I still owe each of them a blow-job!"
"Yes you do," Roger said reminding her. "Now...lets sit back, have a little fun ourselves while we watch the two of them going at it again. Janette's going to flip when she finds out Craig was watching the two of us inside her office. Though chances are, she'll probably get off knowing that he was, finding out that her little fantasy cop there was getting his jollies while doing so. She suspected he had been all along anyway. And this simply proves it!"
"Shut up and fuck me," Roger's wife ordered him. "We don't have that long before we have to get out of here."
"Oh...I wouldn't worry about it. By the looks of things, Janette will have poor Craig there busy the rest of the night."
Silvia, Roger's wife bent over the desk so he could enter her from behind while they continued to look on using Craig's personal little monitor.
"She really does love to fuck doesn't she?" Silvia stated.
"Like all get out. She's already setting something up for the UPS delivery guy. Wait until you see what she has up her sleeve for that one!"
"As long as it doesn't involve my getting punched in the face again, I'm ready for anything," Silvia said smiling through her split lip.
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As the rain began to beat harder against my windshield, I couldn't help but wonder if this job was really worth it. As much as I hated traveling, I hated flying even more. As the Western Regional Manager for the company I worked for, traveling unfortunately came with the territory.
Since I preferred driving whenever it was possible, I'd taken the jump on the weekend, leaving home on Sunday for the long twelve hour drive out of Utah, across the border into Arizona, specifically Phoenix, which is where I was headed.
I'd managed to make it nearly to the border when the storm broke. Hoping that I would drive out of it, I'd passed the last comfortable place to rest until reaching Flagstaff, still a couple of hours away. Worse, the sun was about to set, leaving me driving at night, which I also disliked, but driving in a pouring rainstorm on top of everything else. With the constant, "thrum, thrum, thrum" of the windshield wipers, the beating rain, I also of course had to pee.
I'd barely caught a road sign a few miles back indicating there was supposed to be some sort of rest stop up ahead. I'd missed the mile marker however, so had no idea how far away it really was. As I peered through the windshield into the gathering darkness, I hoped for some additional sign that it would be showing up soon. Thankfully, a few minutes later, just about the time my bladder was screaming, I saw it, pulling in.
I hadn't brought along any kind of coat with me as it was mid summer. I hadn't thought I'd even need one. As I sat in the parking lot momentarily, the rain, if anything grew even worse. I knew as I sat there that I was going to be drenched soon either way. Opting for the lesser of two evils, I dashed from the car into the bathroom, well soaked before I got halfway there.
"Oh well, at least I'm not sleepy anymore." I said to myself as I stood before the urinal. The relief of pressure was exquisite as I stood there draining my bladder. Though not nearly as good as an orgasm of course, I couldn't help but smile as I grew more and more comfortable with each passing second. After washing my hands, I fished a still dry cigarette from my pack, stepped outside into the night, protected beneath the overhang and lit up.
"Do you have an extra one of those?"
Scared witless at the sound of someone's voice, I jumped. "What the fuck?"
"Sorry, I didn't mean to scare you," she said trying to hold back a laugh.
Turning to face her, I saw that she was even wetter and more disheveled than I was. Taking another quick glance out into the parking lot as I fished out an extra smoke, I saw that my car was still the only one there in the otherwise totally deserted parking area.
"Here." I said handing her the smoke.
"Light?"
But I was already ahead of her on that one, cupping my hands around the small flame as I held it out for her. I watched as she took a deep long pull.
"Thank you."
"You're welcome. How the hell did you get here anyway? There aren't any other cars in the lot?"
"Hitch-hiking. Got a ride from a trucker this far. Been hoping another one would stop."
I'd somewhat expected to see some half-crazed boyfriend standing in the shadows. But after a few moments, I realized she really was alone.
"Where are you headed?" I asked curiously.
"Tucson. My brother lives there." As though that explained everything.
As she took another drag on her smoke, I noticed her for the first time really. Though her dark hair was wet, plastered to her body, it was long. She had a pretty face, which could obviously be made prettier with a little makeup. I was glad she wasn't wearing any, or very little anyway as she'd have really looked a sight with mascara running down her face.
"Where are you headed?" she asked me point blank.
Still looking at her, I decided she was probably younger than she actually looked. "Ah oh." I thought quietly. "Jailbait!" And worse, probably a run away. One thing I didn't need was any trouble.
"How old are you?" I asked, evading her question.
She laughed, blowing out smoke as she did. "Old enough. Older than what you're probably thinking."
I was about to ask her the question again, when she dug inside her purse, producing her driver's license.
"See for yourself." I looked, surprised to see that she was almost twenty-five.
"Phoenix," I said, answering her previous question.
She smiled. "Mind if I catch a ride with you?"
"Ok, sure...why not? But let me finish my smoke first. By the way, what's your name?"
"Tanya. What's yours?"
"Jack."
"Nice to meet you Jack, and thanks for giving me a lift."
I saw her shiver against the rain. It wasn't cold really, but the desert nights could still get chilly, especially if you were standing there wet.
"You have a change of clothing?" I asked her.
"Used to," she said, suddenly shy, obviously uncomfortable.
I didn't ask, but I did continue to look at her, waiting patiently to see if she was going to add to that.
"I'd picked up a ride inside Montana with another truck driver. After a couple of hours driving, he told me that it was worth at least a blowjob. Told him I wasn't interested. A minute later, he pulled over, kicked me out, driving off before I could retrieve my duffle bag."
"I'm sorry. That must have been horrible for you," I told her. "Can't believe there's people out there like that, that would try and force people to do things like that," I said a bit awkwardly.
Once again she laughed. "Oh, I wouldn't have minded giving him one, but he was fucking ugly."
I'm sure the look on my face was priceless.
"Well, don't worry. I wouldn't ask you to do anything," I assured her.
This time she smiled. "Well, you're not ugly either."
"I do have a few clothes that you could wear, until yours dry out a little," I offered, changing the subject.
"Do you have a blanket or something instead?" she asked.
Fact was, I always carried one in the trunk of the car, just incase of an emergency. Maybe this wasn't exactly that, but at least I had one.
"Sure, why?"
"I'll just wrap myself up in it, until my clothes dry out a little," she said easily.
It was still pouring. Hard.
"We're going to have to run. I'll grab the blanket from the trunk and run back here."
"Don't bother. You grab it, I'll meet you inside the car." With that, she raced off with me following right behind her.
Jumping into the passenger seat, I managed to force open the trunk, retrieving the blanket. By the time I opened my door, she was already half undressed. Having already removed her blouse and bra, I watched stupefied as she began struggling out of her skin-tight Levi's.
"Well don't just stand there, get in!" she exclaimed.
Like a zombie, I did. Automatically handing her the blanket even though she wasn't quite yet ready for it.
"Just put it over the seat behind me. I need to ring these out first."
Now naked, Tanya stepped back outside the door, first ringing her blouse out as much as possible before tossing it back over the seat onto the floor. Her pants weren't nearly as wet, but she tossed them along with what I assumed where whatever panties she'd been wearing, along with her bra. Jumping back inside the car, she almost casually wrapped the blanket around herself. Needless to say, I'd had ample opportunity to look at her while she did all this.
Though she had 'smallish' breasts, they were still firm and surprisingly beautiful. Her caramel colored nipples were all crinkly and puckered, though I knew not from excitement, but from the cold. What had surprised me was that she didn't have one of those thin strips of carefully manicured pubic hair that was now fashionable. And though not having a "full" bush as we'd called them as kids, hers was considerably fuller though appearing obviously well kept, even possibly trimmed to appear that way.
"That better?" I asked somewhat sheepishly.
"Much. Thank you."
I put the car in gear, backing out of the parking spot we were in, quickly heading back out onto the highway.
"I was hoping to make it as far as Flagstaff before stopping for the night," I told her.
Tanya looked down at the floor obviously uncomfortable. "I don't have enough money for a room."
I glanced towards her as she sat there with the blanket draped about her shoulders.
"Don't worry, I'll spring for the room."
There was no way I could explain paying for two rooms on my expense report, but I could get a room with two beds at least.
Tanya gave me a knowing look.
"Don't worry...I'm not suggesting anything."
"Like I said before...you're not ugly," Tanya giggled, which in turn made me laugh.
"I'm twice your age," I said as though it was important to let her know that. Truth was, I had a daughter that was almost her age.
"I like older men."
I turned my attention away from the road briefly; she'd gotten the better of me with that one. Just as I did, a near blinding flash lit up the sky as lightening struck somewhere close by. A crack of thunder followed it almost immediately, causing me to actually duck in my seat as I grabbed the wheel, nearly over steering the car.
"Wow! That was cool!" Tanya said excitedly. "Can't you feel all that electricity in the air?"
"Yeah...cool." I said just under my breath. "That was close," I added much more loudly.
Just then, another one cracked, though not quite as close, still shaking the car.
"God! I just love thunder and lightening storms. All that electricity, makes you feel...so "tingly", she said emphasizing the word. "Make's me horny!" she added
Somehow I kept my eyes on the road.
Once again I heard her giggle. Drawn like a magnet towards her, I looked. She was peering out through the passenger window as the sky began lighting up the horizon a short distance away. One side of the blanket had fallen down off her shoulder; I could easily see one of her breasts as she sat there facing away from me. But it was then that I noticed a subtle movement. I glanced quickly forward, ensuring we were still on the road before looking back, wanting, as well as wondering if I'd really seen what I thought I had. Looking again, I saw the same slow continuous movement. Her hand was down between her legs.
"What are you doing?" I couldn't believe I'd actually asked her. It had come out before I actually thought about what I was saying.
"Getting off. I love getting myself off during a lightening storm. Like I said Jack, storms make me horny."
She turned around to face me, I was suddenly grateful I was facing forward again. My face felt flushed, and worse...I'd felt my prick twitch inside my pants when she'd said that.
"I take it storms don't excite you."
"No...but you sure as hell are," I thought silently. "Not generally...no," I answered.
"Not generally?" As she said that, I sensed movement, followed almost immediately by the touch of her hand on my crotch. There was no hiding it; I was hard, really hard beneath my slacks.
"Seems like you are to me," she said still fondling my erection.
I looked at her. The blanket had completely slipped off her now, crumpled behind her on the seat. She moved back sitting sideways in her seat facing me, back against the window.
"You really should be wearing your seatbelt," I told her. But even as I did, I couldn't help but look at her nudity as she sat there smiling at me. Glancing back and forth between Tanya and the road, she began stroking herself, slipping her hand down between her legs. I watched, feeling my mouth suddenly go dry as she began fingering herself more rapidly. I could hear the sound of her raspy breathing as she took quick little gasps, all the while looking at me, eyes open...almost glassy.
"Pull over," she said a moment later.
"What?"
"Find some place where you can pull over safely."
"Why? You gotta pee?" I asked stupidly.
Tanya laughed, really laughed. "No. I want to suck you off. Like I said, I really am horny!"
"Your serious!" I exclaimed, bewildered.
"Very. And...I'm gonna cum soon too. So if you want to watch me do that, then you'd better hurry up and find a place to pull over," she said again.
I couldn't believe it, but I actually started looking for someplace to pull off the road.
"There...over there, up ahead!" Tanya announced.
I almost missed it. Slowing the car just safely enough, I took the turn, which appeared to be a dirt road just off the highway we'd been following. After a few bumps I managed to bring the car more safely under control. We'd traveled about a hundred yards away from the highway when I killed the lights, stopping.
Tanya eased herself back into the corner again. Placing her left leg on the seat, she spread her legs.
"Why don't you take it out so I can watch you too?"
I couldn't believe I was actually doing this. But as I fished my hard prick out of my pants, Tanya went back to teasing her slit, going so far as to spread it, exposing her blood engorged clit for me.
"You think my pussy's pretty?"
"Beautiful!" I responded thickly.
She wet the tip of her finger, placing it directly on her clit and began teasing it. Surrealistic in a way, I couldn't take my eyes off her as she sat there pleasuring her quim. She was breathing heavily now, striving for the orgasm that she'd been so close to having back on the highway.
"Ohhh. This feels nice!" she moaned. "Stroke yourself a little while I cum," she pleaded.
I was already doing that, but I immediately increased the up and down motion of my hand so that she could watch, knowing I was doing as she'd asked. Struggling not to join her in my ecstasy, I still enjoyed the pleasure that my now very slippery pre-cummed prick was bringing me.
"Oooh Yeah....Oooh Yeah....Oooh Yeah. I'm going to cum!" she yelled.
Her hand was flying back and forth across her pussy as she strummed her pleasure nubbin to sweetness. Crying out in pleasure, her head rolled from side to side matching the near furious tempo of her hand as she plunged her fingers deep inside, now fingering her cunt; creating a squishy juicy vacuum as she rode the wave of ecstasy she'd given herself.
Stunned, I had stopped stroking my penis content to simply watch her climax.
"Wow. That was nice!" She beamed happily. "Now...it's your turn!"
Before I was even aware of what she was doing, she leaned over taking my cock in her hand pushing me against the door. Somehow she managed to lay herself out in my lap. As her mouth closed about my prick, I reached down, cupping one of those firm little breasts in hand, caressing it as her lips caressed my penis.
"Ohhh, shit!' I moaned.
Her lips as they nibbled, sucking at the tender flesh on the head of my penis was heavenly. I felt her teeth as she dragged them purposely across my super-sensitized flesh, causing my prick to lurch, bobbing of its own accord.
"Like that huh?" Tanya giggled, continuing to do it.
I didn't need to answer her verbally; my cock did it for me by releasing a pearl of pre-cum juice that bubbled at the tip of my cock as she squeezed it. Taking the droplet of "feel-good" cream as Tanya then called it, she smoothed it over the helmet of my prick like she was frosting a cake.
"Oh fuck!" I bellowed. Feeling her caressing me, as she was with her hand, adding to that, the sensation of her tongue as it slithered up one side and down the other of my shaft was causing me to see stars. And I hadn't even climaxed yet!
"You ready to blow your load yet? Cause I'm all horny again. And I want to feel what its like when you eat me," she stated as easily as though we'd been discussing the weather.
What she didn't know, what I felt almost embarrassed about admitting, was that I truly loved eating pussy. Sadly enough, it had been a little while since I had. But the thought of tasting some "cunt-candy" as I affectionately referred to it had increased my level of desire, not to mention the threshold of my impending orgasm.
Probably too close to even bother asking the question, I did. "Where?" I asked.
"Where?"
"Yeah....where?" I was struggling now, and she knew it. "You tell me. Where would you like to?" She tortured me.
"In...in your mouth." I said finally.
If I thought it had been a while since I'd licked a woman's pussy, it had been much longer than that since I'd experienced an orgasm inside a woman's mouth.
"In my mouth huh? Naughty boy. Ok," she giggled again. "Hang on baby, cause this is going to be good!"
For some reason, I had no doubt that it would be. Slipping her mouth around my cock, she slowly devoured me inch-by-inch, sucking me and sliding her lips so perfectly up and down that I lost all sense of being. My toes tingled, even the scalp of my head felt prickly as Tanya began to gradually increase not only the friction on my shaft, but the rapidity with which she began stroke-sucking, and fondling my balls.
"I'm going to cum!" I announced.
I felt the liquid fire erupt from the head of my prick, taking all reasoning along for the ride. As Tanya continued sucking, drawing every ounce of my soul up and out of my cock, I wavered briefly on the edge of insanity before succumbing to the numbness that turned my balls inside out before tossing me off the cliff into the void of ecstasy that awaited me.
Her touch felt far away. Soft, fleeting, gentle. Languishing in the afterglow of pleasure, my mind began to clear as I slowly returned to the present. Tanya continued to fondle my now semi-flaccid prick waiting patiently for my return from whatever place I had gone to.
"You always cum that hard?" She asked knowingly. I saw the smile in her eyes as she basked in the private joy of knowing how much she had thrilled me.
"Not for a long time. A very long time." I told her.
When I was finally able to move again, I grinned. This woman, this young delightfully free, uninhibited woman had awoken within me desires, feelings and urges I hadn't felt for years.
"Now it's my turn to please you," I told her seriously. "Get into the back seat."
I saw the look of surprise in her eyes. My whole attitude had obviously changed. With lust still pulsing through my veins, I leered now, not just grinning. "I want to eat that gorgeous pussy of yours."
Excitedly, not even hesitating, Tanya climbed over the seat into the back. Spreading out the blanket upon the seat, I then joined her having first taken off the rest of my own clothing.
During the course of our love-play, darkness had settled in more completely than it had been. Virtually impossible to see one another now except through shadow, we more felt, sensed each other's presence. The storm was slowly moving off, though the frequent flashes of lightening continued to periodically illuminate the inside of the car. Like strobe lights going off, giving us brief, yet pleasurable glimpses of one another. As I snuggled down between her outstretched legs, preparing to dine on the feast spread out before me, I caught one such moment of lingering light, catching the wet glistening moisture of her pussy as I prepared to kiss it for the first time.
I felt her tremble expectantly, even before I had touched her. I smiled inwardly, knowing as she had, as uninhibited as she had appeared, seemed...the unknown was still fresh enough to cause her excited anxiety, not knowing what to expect. I reveled in the fact that she had no idea what she was really in for when I finally began tonguing her.
Easily finding her swollen bud, I flicked at it with the tip of my tongue as though attempting to peel it layer by layer. Again, I felt her quiver, sensed her pussy convulsing, knowing that she had by the groan that suddenly escaped her lips.
"Ohh."
Reaching beneath, I wormed my index finger inside her wetness, felt it slither inside like a searching snake seeking comfort. Again she groaned, and as she did, I captured her clit within my lips gently sucking it, rolling it around inside my mouth. My finger probed delicately, seeking along the walls of her vagina, back and forth as though a blind man had somehow entered her, walking along with his searching, seeking cane. As I tickled her pink pearl, now lavishing it with butterfly flicks of my tongue, I joined my index finger with another, spreading her even more fully and began walking them inside her caressing her tender wanton flesh.



"Oh fuck!" She purred, the surprised pleasure clearly etched within the sound of her voice. "Oh...My...God!" She mewled unabashedly.
I felt her silken liquid suddenly increase, bathing not only my fingers, but my tongue as I sought to drink her essence, reveling in the fresh abundance of "cunt-candy" that now greeted me.
I know I lost track of the number of times that I brought her to the edge of sweetness before backing away. By now she was a non-stop bundle of quivering sensations and nerves, each one aflame with the need to finally achieve climax, seeking release.
"Please! Please! Let me cum! Let me cum!" She begged.
As her cry of pleasure filled the inside of the car, filtering out into the night, I granted her wish.
#
All the way to Flagstaff, Tanya sat next to me playing with my re-aroused cock, keeping me not only alert, but also teetering on the edge of pleasure.
"I'm going to fuck you silly when we get inside the room," she announced.
"I already feel silly," I responded. "I can't believe I'm feeling the way that I am as it is. Or that I'm actually enjoying the way that I do feel!"
As she had played with me, I had also periodically done with her, keeping her wet, her juices flowing in abundance, soaking the seat of my car, not caring that she was.
"I'm really going to enjoy slipping my pussy over your prick," she continued.
"And I'm going to enjoy slipping my cock deep inside your pussy," I returned in the naughty banter we were now enjoying with one another.
Verbally, we mind-fucked one another as we drove along, Flagstaff growing ever closer, but yet not close enough as we vocally assaulted one another with our minds.
"Your cock is so hard, so thick...throbbing inside me as I suck it with my pussy," she went on.
"Hmmm yes, your cunt feels like satin, so liquid, so smooth and silky. I can feel my prick sliding into it, bathing in it...feeling your heat!"
"Fuck!" Tanya said. "Are we there yet?" She asked in her best child-like voice.
"Almost!" I promised her as we saw the lights of the city just ahead.
"Good thing, because I am too," she smiled seductively as she sat thumping her clit with her finger.
#
We made love long into the night. Repeating all that we had done or experienced together. When I entered her for the first time, it felt exactly the way that we'd verbally experienced with one another.
Sleeping late, well into the morning, we were famished, devouring our breakfast before heading on towards Phoenix.
Several times along the way we played. My prick now actually growing tender, slightly sore, as she had rubbed me raw in some places. She too however had finally reached her fill, a numbness driving away the lust that had consumed her almost from the beginning.
Sadly, we reached Phoenix. Our time together had come to an end, though each of us reluctant to see it actually happen.
I couldn't risk her contacting me. There was much I hadn't told her, but I felt even then she already knew.
"Is there someway I can reach you?" I asked.
She scribbled down her brother's number in Tucson. "If you're ever in town," she offered quietly.
"I will be," I responded just as softly. "We have an office there. I'll be heading there in less than a month now."
"Call me when you do."
I kissed her briefly, watching her head towards the bus I had paid a ticket for, knowing now that she would be safe the rest of the way, wishing only that I could have driven her to Tucson myself.
She stopped at the entrance to the door of the bus turning towards me, grinning. "No worries, he's ugly," she said. Then she bounded up inside disappearing from view.
#
As luck would have it, I lost that tiny slip of paper with her brothers phone number on it. Having never even gotten her last name, I had no way of contacting or reaching her. As I thought upon it later, I took that as a sign that it was best that I hadn't.
Weeks later, as I arrived in Tucson, I couldn't help but wonder about her, thinking about her, glancing at nearly every woman I passed as I drove along the street towards our offices.
"Just as well," I thought, reminding myself. Too old for her really, anyway...it was better left an erotic memory. Though one in which I would hold deeply within my heart forever.
Escorted to the conference room, I soon met everyone in attendance and we got down to business.
"Sorry I'm late."
"Oh Jack? This is Miss Peterson, She's our new Marketing Director."
Turning in my seat to face her, I gawked...staring.
Before me stood a beautiful, professionally dressed, mature looking woman.
"Call me Tanya," she said smiling. "All my friends do."
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Being a single parent and father to my only daughter hadn't been easy. Raising Christy had been a full time job, and working had of course been another. I had little time to myself as it was, so dating was out of the question for a time. When Christy graduated from high school I anticipated her attending college, but as money was tight I wasn't sure just how much more I could do for her. As she had taken a part-time job to help with tuition and books, there was little left afterwards, necessitating her remaining at home rather than living somewhere off campus.
By this time, it had been years since I had socially been out with anyone, let alone had a sexual relationship. There simply hadn't been enough time in the day to consider such a thing, not to mention that there wasn't anyone I knew or had met that I was remotely interested in. Up until now, I'd been satisfied with simply masturbating whenever the urge struck, which lately had been occurring more and more frequently with my daughters busy schedule keeping her away from the house.
As it was one of the few nights Christy had off, I was busily preparing a nice pasta dinner for us when she called asking if she could bring a friend home with her for dinner.
"Sure honey, I've made plenty," I told her over the phone. "When will you be here?" I asked trying to time my preparations.
"Trina and I should be there around six, six-thirty," Christy responded. "And dad? There's something I want to ask you about over dinner," she added.
By the tone in her voice, I knew she was apprehensive about whatever it was she needed to ask. Most of the time when I heard that nervous hesitation, it was usually over money, something of which I wasn't able or prepared to help her with at the moment.
"Ok honey," I stated simply, already fearing my having to tell her "no" to whatever it was she wanted or needed.
I had just finished draining the pasta and was busily tossing the salad we'd be having with it when I heard the front door open.
"Dad? We're here!" I heard Christy call out to me.
It was six-thirty on the button. "In here!" I called back to her from the kitchen. "Dinner's almost ready!"
Seconds later I heard footsteps and knew from the sound of them that I wasn't hearing just Christy's. Turning towards the kitchen door just as it opened, I greeted my daughter with a firm but gentle hug when she entered. Looking over her shoulder, I saw Trina as she entered in behind her. Breaking away from me, Christy immediately turned to introduce us.
"Dad? This is my friend Trina. We met at school."
"Hello Mr. Anderson," Trina said extending her hand to me.
At forty-four, I wasn't in all that bad of shape. Though I certainly wasn't any kind of an exercise nut, my job kept me in pretty good condition without my having to work out. Even so, I felt myself sucking in the tiny gut I still had as I took Trina's hand.
"Call me Russ," I said, feeling the electrical charge as our hands met. "Mr. Anderson sounds so formal," I added with an awkward smile.
Trina was a good four or five inches shorter than me, placing her at about five and a half feet tall. Her hair was light brown, long and currently in a braid reaching the small of her back. She was also wearing the typical style of the day, which consisted of a cut-off tee shirt barely covering her perky breasts, revealing her taut midriff, which I also noted when I glanced at her, that her naval had been pierced. Something that Christy had been wanting to do herself, but that I had emphatically said "no" to until she turned eighteen and could afford to pay for it. So far, she hadn't. She also wore faded well-worn cut-off Levis that I eventually noticed had a large hole in the rear, revealing a small tight patch of skin where one of her ass-cheeks sat winking at me when she walked by.
I'd purchased an inexpensive bottle of wine to go with dinner, and though both girls were over eighteen, I found myself being stingy with how much I allowed either of them to drink. Though I wouldn't be contributing to the delinquency of any minors, I didn't want to have either of them becoming inebriated, especially as Christy would eventually be driving Trina home later.
It was nice having company for dinner. Nicer still when the girls cleared the table and stood at the sink side by side washing the dishes. As I sat at the dining room table enjoying a cup of coffee, I found myself staring at that hole in the back of Trina's shorts from time to time, reminding myself every time that I did, to quit doing so! It had been a long, long time since I'd even been with a woman, and I chastised myself repeatedly whenever my mind wandered off in that direction. Trina was after all my daughter's age. And Christy would have been mortified if she knew the kinds of thoughts I'd been entertaining about her girlfriend, even if I kept turning them off every time one popped into my head.
Once they'd finished the dishes and straightened up the kitchen, they poured themselves a cup of coffee joining me at the table. I realized then how much my daughter had grown and changed. She'd never had a cup of coffee that I remembered before as she and Trina sat down on either end of the table.
"So, you wanted to ask me about something?" I began, already dreading the question I was sure was coming as we'd been barely making ends meet as it was.
Christy glanced up looking across the table towards her friend. I caught a knowing smile of confidence tossed back at her just moments before they both turned, looking towards me.
"I know that you're not financially able to do more than you already have been," Christy began. "And you also know that I've looked forward to being out on my own, having a place to share with someone."
Once again Christy looked towards Trina. I knew that of course, it had been just about all she'd ever talked about while still attending high school. Christy had looked forward to attending college, having a 'roommate' and enjoying the experience of having someone her age to share a place with. Being an only child, living with her 'dad' all of her life was something she was looking forward to not doing any more.
I still didn't know where any of this was going, or what I'd be able to do for her financially when she finally got there. About all I could do was sit quietly and listen.
"Trina's in about the same place I am," she began again. "She can't afford to keep her small apartment, and I can't afford to move in with her. So...I was wondering daddy," Christy said emphasizing the word, working on my 'daddy' emotions, "if it would be ok if she moved in here with me!"
I hadn't expected that. And before I could say or do anything, she hurriedly rushed on.
"We'd both be able to help out here with the chores as well as the groceries and utilities. It would free some of your time up, as well as help you out financially too!"
I'd been about to veto that idea, even with Trina throwing me a hound-dog look, but to be honest, my daughter had me over a barrel and she knew it. As much as she'd always wanted to have a roommate, I knew under the present circumstances that her moving out was out of the question. I'd already swapped rooms with her as it was, giving her the large master bedroom with its own private bath and shower. As my den was downstairs adjacent to Christy's old room, it had been far more practical to have switched rooms with her anyway as I didn't need a room as large as my old bedroom had been.
"Ok, sure. Why not?" I heard myself saying. "At least temporarily, until we see how things go," I added as an afterthought.
Needless to say, the girls were ecstatic, both coming around the table to hug me simultaneously. Used to hugging my daughter all the time, I didn't give it a second thought. But when I felt the caress of Trina's barely concealed breasts pressing against the side of my face, I quickly stammered something silly, purposely breaking contact with both of them. I felt my face flushing, and heard a mischievous laugh from Trina, as she finally moved away, thanking me once again, obviously very much aware of my discomfort.
"This will be a lot of fun!" she said beaming. "I'm really going to enjoy living here!" she added.
And suddenly, I wondered if I'd left my senses outside.
#
For the first two weeks after Trina moved in with us, things went very smoothly. We all had odd hours, so it was rare that we were ever home together at the same time. Trina had had to drop a few of her classes, working more hours in order to save up enough money to take a fuller schedule the following semester. As such, she was often home in the afternoon after class and often prepared dinner that was always waiting to be reheated in the microwave for Christy and I after we got home.
Life was good.
Like anyone getting used to a new circumstance, there were a few bumps in the road that took all of us some getting used to. It was a Sunday morning, one of the few days when we were actually all home together. I'd gone down stairs to the laundry room to wash some dirty clothes of mine, discovering that the girls had left some of their laundry sitting in the dryer. I was used to doing Christy's laundry from time to time, as it was easier and more cost effective to add some of her things to mine. But as I pulled out several bras, and the skimpy kind of panties I'd never seen Christy wear before, I felt a little weird as I pulled them out, dumping them into a laundry basket to take upstairs to their bedroom.
Having climbed the stairs, I headed down the hallway towards their room when I inadvertently overheard them talking. Though the door was closed, it wasn't totally shut, so as I approached and prepared to knock on it announcing my arrival, I heard Trina speaking to my daughter.
"So, what did it feel like?" Trina was asking her.
Just before my hand would have knocked on the door, it froze in mid-air. I noticed when it did, that my stomach was somewhere up around my throat. Though I certainly considered myself open-minded, and certainly not one of those kinds of dads that couldn't be open when it came to sexual discussions or topics, I wasn't sure I was prepared to hear whatever it was I was about to, and nearly turned away from her door.
"Certainly nothing like I expected," I heard my daughter saying. "His cock was hard, really hard!"
I felt my legs leaden, wishing I could tear myself away from the spot they had suddenly become glued to.
"How big was it?" Trina pressed.
"I don't know," Christy said softly, almost too much so to have heard her, and I imagined she was blushing. "I didn't exactly measure it, but it did seem pretty big!" she said giggling.
"Have you ever seen your fathers?" Trina asked.
For a moment there was dead silence, and I was paranoid briefly that someone would look towards the door in worry, seeing that it wasn't fully closed and decide to close it. If it hadn't been so damn quiet, I'd have turned and fled down the hallway. But I knew in doing so they'd easily hear me as I left.
"Trina!" I heard my daughter suddenly answer, laughing in shock at the question when she did.
"Well? Have you?"
"No, not like that anyway," Christy finally volunteered.
"So, what was it like?"
I could tell by the excitement in her voice and my daughters that this conversation was arousing them both. Which is when I realized as I stood there in front of her door, that it was also arousing me. Once again I wondered if allowing Trina to move in with us had been such a good idea after all.
I heard Christy laugh nervously. "It was fun. I enjoyed jerking him off."
"That's all you and Greg did?" Trina asked her once again.
"Well, he wanted to do more, but as I've told him a hundred times already, I'm not ready to go that far...yet," she added punctuating her statement with another giggle. "Though this time, I did let him play with my boobs while I did that," she confessed conspiratorially.
"What about you?" Christy asked, taking the heat off her self. "What's Jeff like?"
"He has a nice one...I guess," she giggled back. "It's the only one I've seen too, so I don't really have anything to compare it with."
Christy said something, but she whispered it so low that I couldn't hear what she had asked, nearly losing my balance as I leaned in closer to the door worried now that I would miss Trina's response. Just barely catching myself from toppling over into the door, I realized how hard it would be for me to explain my sudden entry into their room, throwing a basket full of their underwear at them as I tripped face first onto their floor sporting an erection.
"No, I'm still a virgin too," came the unexpected response. "But I did suck him a little for a while, and let him finger me," she threw back at my daughter.
"Really? Wow! What was that like?" Christy asked.
"Which one? The blowjob? Or the finger-fuck?" Trina replied using the unexpected vulgarity.
I'd never heard Christy ever use that word before, and I had purposely tried very hard to keep from using it in front of her myself, though I remembered a time or two when I had. Once when I had gotten extremely frustrated for one reason or another, another when I had hit my thumb with a hammer I was using.
"Both!" Christy giggled again. "What was it like sucking it? And what was it like when you let him finger you?" she added.
"Well at least she didn't say fuck," I thought stupidly to myself.
"I liked doing it," Trina admitted. "It was exciting to see Jeff getting so excited. I swear Christy, his cock got even harder than it had been when I started doing that. And, I could feel it throbbing inside my mouth as I licked and tickled him with my tongue!"
Looking down, I could see my cock throbbing, not to mention the sudden appearance of a wet-spot forming on the outside of my slacks. "Oh great, one more thing for the girls to see if they should find me standing here outside their door!" I told myself.
"So what was it like when he fingered you?" Christy asked. "Did he make you cum?"
I wasn't at all sure I wanted to be standing here listening to any more of this, but I was terrified they would hear me leave for one thing, and for another...I was shame-facedly aroused!
"Almost, but I was too nervous. And though it felt good, I like the way I do it to myself better!"
This time, I nearly did fall through the door.
"Trina!" Christy exclaimed once again, though this time she lowered her voice when saying it.
"What? Don't you ever masturbate?"
Admittedly, I had wondered in the past if she ever had. But wondering and knowing, were two different things. This time I nearly did bolt.
"Well yes, sometimes," she whispered.
Too late.
"Ever use a vibrator?" Trina said teasingly.
"No! Why? Do you have one?"
I could see Trina smiling inside my head as I heard the drawer to the nightstand next to their bed opening.
"Doesn't that technically void your status as a virgin?" Christy asked.
I heard Trina burst out in laughter. "Actually, I don't ever put it inside me! I just lay it on the outside of my pussy lips."
In my minds eye, I could see this massive sized vibrating dildo affectionately and comfortably nestled between a pair of juicy wet lips. I had to shake my head vigorously to chase that thought away a second later.
"Say hello to Fred!" Trina said.
"Fred? You call it Fred?" Christy said laughing.
"Here, let me show you..."
For a second I heard nothing, then suddenly the faint purring sound of the toy as Trina had obviously turned it on. In the next instant however, I heard Trina cry out in alarm just as the toy hit the hardwood floor of the girl's bedroom. A mad dash to scramble for the bouncing toy on the floor followed.
"Fuck Trina! Get it!" I heard my daughter say.
So much for that assumption.
With all the pandemonium taking place inside the room, I somehow managed to uproot my legs and began to scramble backwards still carrying the laundry basket. I'd made it as far as the stairwell when I saw Christy stick her head outside the door glancing down the hallway spotting me. Without thinking, I lowered the basket hiding my crotch, stepping forward as though I'd just reached the top of the stairs. Just about that time, Trina stepped from within the room looking at me as well.
"Hi. Just thought I'd bring you up your laundry," I stated, trying to keep the nervousness out of my voice as I spoke.
The problem was, I still had a hard-on, and a wet spot to worry about. And there was no way in hell I was moving any closer to the two of them. Leaning over, I backhanded the basket, following through as though I were bowling. As the girls watched the laundry basket sailing across the floor towards them, I turned, nearly careening into the wall when I did, stopping myself just short before miraculously placing my foot perfectly down on the first step without tumbling head over tails the rest of the way down. As I gathered my composure, with the certainty that neither could see nor be aware of my condition, I stepped down onto the next step confidently before turning back to look at either one of them. When I did, they were looking at one another with very confused expressions on their faces.
"I'm going to take a nap," I called back to them. "So try and keep it down," I added, wishing a millisecond later that I'd chosen something else to say instead.
I heard nothing from Christy as the sound of their bedroom door closing reached my ears. But I did hear a second later the sound of Trina's unbridled laughter before I'd managed to reach the bottom of the stairs.
#
For the next several days, I was thankful that our schedules had precluded my running into either one of the girls. Shortly after I had entered my room on the pretense of taking a nap, I had masturbated furiously, after having first locked my door. Thinking about Trina sliding that toy I had heard inside the girl's room between her warm wet pussy lips had burned an indelible image into my mind.
Wednesday was the one night of the week that I did anything even remotely relaxing for myself. It was bowling night. When I arrived, it was to discover that the other team didn't show, thus forfeiting to us. And though we still bowled, if nothing more than just to practice, we were done in half the time. I decided to head home rather than sit inside the bar drinking as we normally did afterwards. The girls of course knew that Wednesday was my bowling night, and though Christy would be at work, I also knew that this was Trina's night off this particular week. When I entered the back door, I thought nothing of the fact that most of the lights were off, and that I could just hear the sound of the TV being on downstairs in the den. It was one of the very few luxuries I'd allowed myself to own. Having purchased a big screen TV several years previous, it was the only TV we did own. Not really listening to the sounds of whatever it was Trina was watching, I made my way towards my room passing the den as I did. I noticed that all the lights were off in there too, all except for the TV set, which I glanced at as I passed down the hallway. What I saw however took me by surprise.
The couch faced the TV, and as I couldn't see Trina anywhere else inside the room, I could only assume she was lying down on the couch so that I was unable to see her. But what was on the TV, I could see and I recognized it immediately. It was one of my stash of X-rated movies. Stunned, not so much that Trina was actually watching it as I was because she, or Christy possibly had discovered them. I'd been told that sometimes hiding something in plain sight was the best way to hide anything. As Christy hated westerns, especially old ones, I'd labeled all my X-rated movies under a variety of old western titles. So much for that idea!



To the left of the open doorway, I had built a bar several years earlier, which could be accessed on either end. Quiet as a mouse, I quickly slipped through the door, ducking down behind the bar and made my way over to the far end where I knew I would have a clear view of the couch. I worried briefly, as to which direction Trina would be lying in. Luck was with me however, as her head was facing the opposite direction, so unless she actually lifted it to look up and back over her shoulder towards me, I would remain unseen unless I did something stupid like cough...or sneeze. Peering around the corner towards the couch, I saw immediately that she was naked, and more importantly, that she had Fred, or what I assumed was Fred, with her.
It had been a long, long time since I'd seen a naked woman, in real life anyway. Especially a young woman. And though it bothered me a little bit that she was my daughter's age, seeing Trina as she allowed Fred to do things to her I could only imagine, soon chased that minor discomforting thought away. Trina's breasts though considered on the small side, were firm, pink and perfectly molded. The way they stood up from her chest as she lay on her back, face towards the TV was a thrill that my prick quickly confirmed as I felt it stiffening in arousal. Just the way she was positioned on the couch was erotic enough all by itself. And though I couldn't see her pussy from this angle, with both legs bent at the knee, and Fred busily wandering up and down her slit, I found myself envying him, wishing that it was my tongue doing to her what she was coaxing and allowing Fred to do.
Glancing at my watch, I realized that I would normally just be leaving the bowling alley right about now. With less than a twenty minute drive home, I also knew that I'd best get my ass back up stairs before Trina decided it was time to finish up here. As I skulked back around the side of the bar towards the doorway, the deep-throated sound of her moans coming from the couch told me she'd been thinking along the same lines. Hurriedly, I made my way back upstairs, out through the door and back to my car where I grimaced momentarily when starting it before backing out of the driveway, lights off. I pulled around the corner and sat there for a full fifteen minutes before pulling back into the driveway. This time when I entered the house, Trina was waiting for me in the kitchen, fresh coffee being made as I entered. Something she had learned I enjoyed having after arriving home.
"So, how was your evening?" she asked handing me a freshly brewed cup.
I hoped my hand wasn't trembling as I took it from her. Bad enough that she was wearing nothing more than a tight fitting tee shirt that easily outlined her hard perky nipples, and long enough to hide that she was either wearing or not wearing any panties beneath.
"Fine," I responded easily enough. "How was yours?"
I took a sip of my coffee looking over the rim of my cup towards Trina as I did. I was curious. I wondered how she'd respond to my inquiry. Not that she'd come right out and say, "It was great, I laid on your couch, watched some X-rated movies, and played with myself."
"It was nice. I watched a little TV, relaxed, and enjoyed myself," she said with a little hint of suggestiveness.
Ok, it was close to the mark without revealing what she was really doing. And I smiled.
Trina smiled back.
"So Russ, which one do you like watching the best?" she asked.
"Excuse me?"
Panic stricken, I racked my brains trying to come up with a reason she would ask such a question. Thinking as I did that she was probably talking about one of the other movies I owned, and not one like she'd been watching.
"I saw your reflection in the TV when you came into the room," she stated sitting down at the table taking a sip of her coffee. "Why'd you leave?"
The coffee burned as it came back up my nose. It took several seconds for me to recover, even then it was several long moments more before I could respond.
"I'm sorry Trina, I didn't mean to spy on you. I was just surprised I guess. Not surprised you would want, or enjoy watching one of those kinds of movies. But that you'd discovered them."
It was the truth, even though it sounded pretty lame when I heard it come out of my mouth.
Trina laughed, softly. "Yeah, Christy told me that's how you hid them...under old western titles," she giggled.
I was embarrassed, blushing profusely.
"How longs it been since you were with another woman?" Trina asked point blank, once again catching me off guard.
"Too long," I responded a little too quickly, realizing how that must have sounded as I actually stood there thinking about it. Trina nodded her head.
"So, did you enjoy watching me?"
All I could do was nod my head. After all, she had me. I had nowhere to go, and denying that I had seemed pointless under the circumstances.
"Would you like to watch me again? I'm still horny, especially after discovering you were standing there watching me the last time."
"I'm not sure that's such a good idea Trina, for one...you're my daughter's friend. And for another, I'm twice your age!"
Inside I was jumping up and down like a kid who'd woke up to find he'd gotten a pony for Christmas.
"I'm just talking about a little harmless excitement. I enjoyed knowing you were there, looking at me as I touched myself," she began.
In the next instant Trina stood up from the table pulling her tee shirt up and over her head. I was right. She was completely naked beneath it. And I felt myself holding my breath.
Trina might not have had the biggest breasts I'd ever seen, but they were beautiful! For a moment, everything else around me blurred as I stood there staring at her. Perfectly molded breasts with nipples so hard they could poke your eye out.
"You're drooling," I heard a far off voice telling me.
Yanked back to the present, I realized I actually had been. Finally making eye contact with her, I once again felt the heat rushing to my face and simultaneously to my groin.
"Come on, lets go back downstairs where we can both be more comfortable."
Trina turned, leaving the kitchen area before I could so much as utter a word. Though at the moment, I was so tongue-tied I couldn't have spoken even if I'd wanted to. Watching that near perfect flawless ass that had winked provocatively at me days earlier didn't help much either. Only this time, it wasn't merely winking. It was full out staring back at me as I watched those twin cheeks of raw sensuality slowing moving away. My daughter wasn't due home for a couple of hours yet, and though I was still having misgivings about what was taking place here, my cock and balls had voted three to one in favor of following Trina downstairs.
This time I didn't slink down behind the bar. As Trina made herself comfortable on the couch, I purposely took up one of the oversized matching chairs sitting down at a slight angle next to her.
"Fuck I'm horny!" she stated.
Hearing Trina actually say the word "fuck" sent a bolt of sexual energy surging through my already overloaded circuitry, causing the very hard receiver between my legs to discharge a little excess power. I didn't need to look down to know that my prick was pressed firmly against the front of my slacks, nor that in all likelihood I was already spreading a sizeable wet spot.
Though she was sitting, Trina lifted one leg bent at the knee with the flat of her foot placed on the seat cushion of the couch. When she did this, opening herself by leaning her other leg, her pussy opened up almost obscenely to my glazed look.
It's been said a thousand times if not more. But Trina's wide-open pussy reminded me exactly of a tight rose bud. At that moment, I wanted to do nothing more than sprinkle it with my own version of Miracle Grow and watch it bloom.
Watching her slowly run her finger down across her breasts, briefly caressing each swollen hard nipple, rubbing them gently, lovingly, caused my cock to lurch wishing that it was kissing each of those hard pink nubs. Watching me, watching her, I was vaguely aware of the slight smile that had spread across her face. Her finger soon continued on down her chest to her naval, stopping briefly to toy with the tiny golden hoop that adorned her perfection like an offering placed at the doorstep of her femininity.
When she slipped her finger between the wet furrowed lips of her sex, I remembered the comment she had made previously about how happy "Fred" was whenever he swam in all that silkiness.
"Do you...masturbate...very... often?" Trina asked through thick raspy intakes of breath.
"Every fucking day!" my mind screamed with lusty desire. "No, not all that often," I said lying to her for some reason that I could not make sense out of.
"Would you? Now? For me?" she asked, still clipping her questions in breathless inquiry.
When she began circling her tiny clit with one finger while holding her pussy lips apart with her other hand, I knew that the appearance of my erection was only moments away regardless of Trina being my daughters friend, and regardless of the fact that I was old enough to be her father. I heard the sound of my zipper being pulled down, not at all surprised that my prick had already found its way free through the opening in my boxers. It was as anxious as I was to poke its head out.
"You have a nice...hard...cock!" Trina breathed even more heavily as my prick stood as proud before her as it had anyone ever before.
'Thanks," I said feeling silly.
"Stroke it for me," she asked.
I did. It felt good. It felt really good. Especially when I watched as Trina exposed her clit even more fully, pinching it between her fingers.
"I bet you've had a lot of experience haven't you?" she asked.
"At what?" I asked, again sounding stupid as I had, of course. But, it had been a while since I'd actually put any of that experience to task.
"Pleasuring a woman," she responded, her voice sounding like thick honey being poured from a glass.
"At this point Trina, I don't think I'd be any better that some teenage kid having sex for the first time," I openly admitted to her.
That made her smile, but it was a sultry smile that held a promise of wonders that my mind could only begin to imagine.
"I'm still a virgin you know," she told me.
"I know..." I replied without thinking. "Fuck! Stupid! Stupid! Stupid!" I berated myself silently.
Her expression changed, and for a moment, there was a look of total surprised etched within her face. I thought silently once again, "Way to go numb-nuts, the parties over now!"
Then Trina grinned again, even bigger this time. "So, you really were listening weren't you?" she asked wickedly.
Damn did I feel stupid. "Yes, I hadn't intended to, but then I heard you asking..."
I couldn't finish the statement. This was awkward enough, including Christy in this conversation was somewhere I didn't want to go. Trina seemed to understand my concern, especially when she didn't pick up by continuing on with that particular train of thought.
"So, you know about..."
"Fred," I interjected. "Yes, it was kind of hard not to, especially when you dropped him on the floor and he started bouncing around."
Briefly, I'd painted a vivid picture of that for both of us, and we both burst out laughing simultaneously.
"It really was funny. Especially when we looked outside the door wondering if you'd heard that and were wondering. But then when we saw you actually standing there, I knew that you had, though Christy swore you'd just reached the top step. When you leaned over and slid the laundry basket towards us however, I saw you were all hunched over as though you were trying to hide something. I guess you really were."
I smiled, nodding my head in agreement.
"I'm glad you're not hiding it now," she said with that same feathery breathlessness she'd been speaking in moments ago.
And I wasn't. My prick was fully revealed to her as I sat across from her slowly palming the head, enjoying the sensation of free-flowing juice that was bubbling from the tip of my prick as though about to begin percolating.
"May I?" she asked.
I didn't know how to respond to that. So I didn't. If I said "yes", then I was crossing some imaginary line drawn in the sand that I wasn't sure I'd ever step back over. If I said "no", then I was probably giving up the one and only opportunity I would ever have in feeling the touch of someone else's hand besides my own. I took the coward's way out, deciding to let fate decide for me.
Luckily for me, fate was as horny as I was.
"Come here, sit by me," fate said, patting the couch next to her.
Sometimes you had to meet fate halfway. Or at least in this case I did. Standing up, I moved to walk towards her.
"Take them off," she said. "I want to see you...see all of you," she added. "After all, you're seeing all of me."
"Ok, that's fair," I thought as I shrugged out of my slacks, though it took a moment to pull my boxers back over my cock before I could pull them down. For a moment, I think it thought I was trying to put it away as it fought wildly with me against that happening.
Trina giggled as I finally, albeit awkwardly pulled my slacks and shorts off.
"Don't forget the socks too please. I couldn't stand it if you were to sit here with your socks on. Too many movies," she added simply.
I couldn't have agreed more, taking them off as well as my shirt. Too late to suck in the gut, and no point in doing so anyway, I couldn't hold it forever like that even if I had. The touch of Trina's hand as it surrounded my cock for the first time chased all thoughts of my physical imperfections away. My entire being was suddenly encompassed within the confines of my hard swollen erection. And that at least, was as firm and as solid as it had ever been!
"I've only sucked a cock once," she told me leaning over.
I didn't know what to say to that either. Like it mattered. As far as my cock was concerned, it hadn't been sucked in so long, I'd forgotten what it even felt like. Then suddenly, everything came swimming back to me in a flood of happy joyous sensations.
Unfortunately, I was that teenage kid again.
"Sorry about that," I said meekly.
Trina sat up with an unexpected surprise still clinging to her lips. "I always wondered what that would be like," she said, thankfully smiling when she did.
I felt like a shit.
"I liked it...only next time, I'd like to do it a bit longer."
Unlike a teenage kid, given fifteen or twenty minutes, she could. Without a word, I slid to the floor between her legs. Trina genuinely seemed surprised at the obvious as I parted her legs with my hands.
"Ah, no one's ever done that to me before," she said with a touch of awe in her voice.
"It won't be the last time," I assured her.
Spreading those wet glistening lips apart with my fingers, I tentatively flicked at the nubbin of her sex with my tongue. Hearing Trina's sigh of unexpected pleasure was the best ego stroking I'd had in a very, very long time. I felt her relax, waited...latching onto her clit, I gently sucked it into my mouth sucking it hard.
She farted.
"Fuck! I'm sorry!"
"Alls fair," I responded. "There's a first time for everything," I added trying to make her feel at ease.
"Oh my god," she cried out embarrassedly.
But then I sucked her clit, licking it once again, and she melted into the couch, her hands digging into my hair winding it through her fingers in tangled heaps that would take me forever to comb out. I could have cared less. Her pussy tasted as sweet as candy, sweeter even, and I found I couldn't get enough of it.
After she had climaxed more times that either of us could count, I rose up, my tongue numb but deliriously so. My face was slick with her essence, my hair was matted with perspiration and the job her fingers had been doing to it. I looked ridicules, but I felt better than I ever had before in my entire life.
"You're hard again," she observed.
"I know."
"You're no teenager," she added grinning.
"No, I'm not," I replied as Trina pushed me back on the couch, positioning herself over my face once again as I felt her sweet mouth encircling my prick.
This time, we both took our time enjoying one another.
#
Things obviously changed. Whenever Christy was home, we lived worked, and visited together normally. For the most part anyway. I tried very hard to behave myself whenever Christy was around either one of us. It wasn't easy. Especially when Trina took every opportunity possible to tease the shit out of me. If it wasn't for flashing her tits at me whenever Christy had her back turned, or walking up behind me to run her cum covered finger beneath my nose as nonchalantly as she could in passing by, no one would have thought anything was going on between us.
But it was when Christy wasn't home that the two of us acted like wild animals in heat. We couldn't get enough of one another, even if it was the simplest of acts, touches or lingering caresses. It was enough. I had never felt so alive before in my entire life. Trina had made me feel young again, she'd made me feel like I was attractive though I no longer had that boyish physic I once had.
What I came to relish were the mornings when Christy had to get up early and leave for school. The first time that happened, I'd gotten up long after Christy had left. As the bathroom I used was down the hall rather than adjacent to my room, it was fairly easy to hear when I was up and about. As was usually the case, I'd started the shower while I stood in front of the mirror shaving. Finishing that, I climbed in and began soaping myself up. As the bathroom was rather small, it didn't take long for it to become nearly impossible to see anything as the steam rose. I really enjoyed a hot shower. I had just finished shampooing my hair and had stuck it beneath the shower spray to rinse the soap out when I felt a pair of hands suddenly encircle my waist. But they didn't stop there either. In the next instant, they were coaxing my semi-flaccid member to a much stiffer status.
"I take it Christy's gone," I asked unnecessarily.
"Yes, she left about twenty minutes ago," Trina replied, softly stroking my cock from behind. "All squeaky clean are we?" she asked, turning me around, dropping to her knees on the floor of the shower.
"God, you give great head!"
"Thank you," Trina smiled around my prick looking up at me. "I love sucking you off."
"And I love eating your pussy."
To be honest, having someone I could take dirty to as Trina called it was something I had missed doing. As silly as that may sound, not having anyone to share that special naughtiness with is a basic natural human emotion that too many people either ignore, or do not allow themselves the pleasure to enjoy with someone. I'd forgotten just how intense doing something as simple as sharing an occasional dirty thought or word with another person could be.
"I love the feel of your tongue on my clitty," she responded.
"Well in that case," I said pulling her back up, giving each breast a tender gentle lick before kneeling before her. "Here clitty, clitty, clitty!" I purred.
After we'd both given each other a very satisfying climax, I headed off to work with a smile on my face. Even people at the office had begun to notice a change in me, as I'd become far more friendly and good-natured than I had been over the past several years. Not only that, my bowling average improved too, though I'm not sure if Trina had anything to do with that or not. But every time I stood on my spot before rolling my ball, I imagined throwing that laundry basket at the pins. It's amazing how many pins you can knock down with a laundry basket.
There were times however when we'd both gotten so horny and aroused, that we took unnecessary risks. And though they were certainly fun and exciting, the last thing I ever wanted to do was hurt or upset Christy by our antics.



I had arrived home from work as usual. Being that it was a Thursday evening, both Trina and I knew that Christy didn't have to work. Generally, it was their night to do things together. One of the very few besides Sundays that they ever did. Because of that, I wasn't anticipating anything and had already put my 'randy' emotions on hold for the night. Pulling up into the drive, I noticed that Christy hadn't gotten home yet, which was sixes as we generally arrived pretty close to the same time. Walking into the back door, what greeted me took my breath away, not to mention my wits.
Trina was lying in the middle of the kitchen table. And all she was wearing was a banana as far as I could tell. But it was the way she was wearing it that got my attention.
"Trina!" I said nervously, peering over my shoulder towards the driveway. "Christy could be home any minute now!" I warned her, already feeling my erection telling me that that 'randy' emotion I'd tucked away for the evening was about to make an appearance.
"I know. But I was horny. I've been thinking about you all day, and Fred's all worn out, so I got to wondering what else I could find to keep myself entertained until you got home," she said wickedly.
The fact that she'd actually peeled half the banana made the whole scene displayed before me all the more wicked. Which is when we both heard Christy pulling into the drive.
"Fucking figures!" I stated glancing towards Trina worriedly.
Quick as a flash however, she swung her legs around off the table, setting down the banana from where it had been so deliciously displayed, and quick as a bunny, slipped her long tee shirt over her nakedness. If it wasn't for the fact that's how she ran around the house most of the time anyway, it might have been suspicious for Christy to see her like that. As it was, by the time Christy entered the kitchen, it appeared as though I had barely walked in ahead of her, though Trina had forgotten all about the banana until the last second, snatching it up and pretending she'd just pulled it from the bowl of fruit and had peeled it.
"Hey guys!" Christy said coming in setting her books down on the table. "What's for dinner? I'm famished!" she added.
Eyeing the banana Trina had supposedly just peeled, Christy playfully snatched it away from Trina before anyone could have responded.
"Hey!" was all Trina could say. And as for myself, I wasn't about to say a damn fucking thing.
Quick as a flash, Christy swallowed half of the banana. "Damn that's good!" she commented grinning towards Trina as though having had the last laugh.
"Thank you," Trina replied knowingly.
#
I learned from Trina that Christy had a big date Saturday night.
"Greg?" I questioned her, almost fearfully.
Trina smiled. "Yes, but don't worry daddy, your Christy's a big girl now, she knows what she's doing."
I tried to make light of it. "Yeah, I know she is. But does Greg?" I shot back at her.
"Well, that's true," Trina giggled. "He is still just a boy...not a man like you," she added.
Though I appreciated the ego stroke, it was still difficult throwing my daughter to the wolves like that. Or at least one wolf anyway, and up until this point, I'd never even met him.
"You do know what that means though don't you?" she asked.
I was still stuck on the image of my daughters legs draped over the back seat of a car.
"Yeah, that he'd better use protection," I said threatening no one.
Trina laughed. "No silly, it means...that we'll have the whole place to ourselves!" she said still snickering. "And don't worry about your little girl either," she assured me. "She's saving it for the right guy. Just like I am."
That got my attention.
"And who just exactly is the right guy?" I asked her.
"You," she whispered sweetly, kissing my cheek, and then darting out of reach before I could grab her. Which was just as well as Christy came into the room ending any further discussion.
Trina and Christy left for work early Saturday morning, leaving me about the only opportunity I had to run a few errands and prepare something special for the evening ahead. I picked up a far more expensive bottle of Champaign than I could really afford. But I thought, "what the hell, this is a special occasion after all!"
I next dropped by the florist, when I asked if she had a lot of rose petals that I could buy, she smiled, giving me a knowing look. To my surprise, she gave me a whole sack of them at no charge with wishes to have "a nice evening", she'd said with a wink.
My final stop was to one of those specialty stores where they sold nothing but bedroom supplies. I purchased a brand new set of sheets, satin ones, black in color. The clerk looked at me, grinning as she rang up my purchase.
"These feel really good next to the skin," she stated a little flirtatiously. "You're wife should really like them."
That stung a little.
"I'm not married," I blurted out causing the clerk to blush.
"Well, your girlfriend then," she amended.
The longer I stood there, the worse things got. Grabbing the sheets the moment she'd bagged them, I stammered out a thank you walking out of the store as quickly as my legs would carry me. By the time I arrived home, I was having second thoughts about all of this. Especially about what I was planning for that evening. Trina and I hadn't actually sat down and discussed anything. Her comment about saving it for the right guy didn't necessarily imply that I was he.
I entered my room tossing the package of new sheets on the bed wondering as I did if I'd actually really use them. As I sat the sack containing the rose petals on my dresser, I spotted a small gift-wrapped box lying next to the small dressing lamp. There was a note attached to it from Trina.
"Just a little sample I picked up for you at work," the note said. "I think you're going to need it." Trina had ended the message with one of those happy smiley faces, though she'd included a wink along with it.
Tearing into the small box, I opened it and burst out laughing. She was right, I probably would need it after all. "Viagara" the box said. And I sat down to carefully read the instructions.
The girls arrived home later on that evening within minutes of one another. Christy was busily preparing for her date with Trina helping her. Trina cast one curious glance in my direction, but I didn't let on anything, preferring to keep her in the dark as much as possible. By the time the wolf had pulled up front to pick Christy up, I'd taken one of the little blue pills, nervously waiting to see how the rest of the night was to unfold. Trina had immediately rushed back upstairs to their bedroom leaving me to wonder if she'd changed her mind, as she hadn't said a word to me since arriving home.
A short time later I was sitting down in the living room still wondering when I heard footsteps approach at the top of the stairs. Looking up, I saw a vision of loveliness. More like an apparition really as Trina slowly floated down the stairs towards me. She was dressed in the sheerest of gowns. It was black, floor length, and incredibly sexy looking. Though she was nude, her near perfect body merely hinted at the delights that were concealed beneath the semi-transparent material.
"Champaign?" I asked trying to sound suave and sophisticated. I'd already set out a bucket to chill it along with two glasses. My hands were shaking as I reached down lifting the magnum out of its container. Seconds later, I popped the cork watching it fly across the room hitting one of the pictures I had hanging on the wall. It fell shattering the glass.
"Fuck!" I said.
Hearing Trina's nervous laughter as she approached, I forgot all about the picture lying on the floor.
Handing her one of the glasses, which I had also managed to over fill, we both quickly took sips taking them down to a much easier level to safely handle.
"You're beautiful," I told her eyeing her appreciatively.
"Thank you, and you're rather handsome looking yourself," she noted.
The second Christy had left, I had rushed down to my room checking everything one last time, taking my pill, and then slipping into nothing more than a black Japanese Kimono. What I hadn't counted on was the little blue pill kicking in quite so quickly. It was either that, or the sight of Trina walking down the stairs that had triggered my erection. Either way, I was as hard as I had ever been. As loose fitting as the Kimono was, my prick easily found its way outside the garment effectively destroying that suave and debonair look I'd been hoping to achieve. The ties to the robe fell down either side of my cock. Looking down at my obvious appearance, Trina drained the last of her Champaign setting her glass down on the table. Taking both of the long dangling ties in her hand, she took me by surprise as she immediately wrapped them around my exposed cock, tying a nice tidy bow around it with the lose ends.
"I'm looking forward to unwrapping that," she said teasingly.
Somehow, I thought that should have been my line as I stood gazing at the package that was standing before me.
"Shall we?" I offered snatching up the bottle along with our glasses, pointing towards the stairs leading down to my room.
Trina giggled suggestively. "Lead the way," she whispered in that sultry voice of hers that could melt butter.
I reached the door to my bedroom, opening it and stood off to one side so that Trina could experience the full impact of the room. Moving along side me, she entered.
"Oh my!" she gasped appreciatively.
I had lit no less than three dozen candles sprinkling them about the room. The bedspread was pulled back showing off the new sheets, which I had of course blanketed with the rose petals.
Trina turned to accept a kiss from me, which is when the overhead smoke alarm went off.
"Fuck!" I said for the second time that evening.
Rushing into the room, I quickly blew out the offending candle, grabbing one of the pillows off the bed, fanning the noisy mood-breaker over head until it quit blaring at us.
"Sorry," I said feeling more than a little stupid. So far I'd failed in my attempt to make this the perfect evening for her.
Trina crossed to the bed placing herself languidly and seductively upon it, grabbing handfuls of the petals allowing them to fall like rain drops on to her beautiful form. Suddenly, everything was perfect again.
"Another?" I asked, shakily pouring myself a second glass as I stood there staring at her as she continued playing in the petals on the bed.
"Maybe later," she breathed sensually. "Come over here and unwrap me."
I slid onto the bed next to her, and we both began undoing our ties. Undoing the bow she'd wrapped around my cock, I did the same to her until I'd managed to expose her pink tipped breasts. Tenderly, I caressed each with the tip of my finger, hearing her moan excitedly. The touch of her hand as it playfully caressed my penis made me hope that those little blue pills would live up to their name. I felt like I had as a teenager when my first girl friend at the time had caressed my prick in the front seat of my car at the drive-in. I hadn't lasted very long then either.
Drawing one of her exposed nipples between my lips, I sucked it gently while my hand kneaded her soft flesh, massaging and caressing her exquisite breast. With my other hand, I trailed it down her body, deftly undoing the remaining ties of her gown. I continued to undo them until it fell a part of its own accord, exposing her to the touch of my hand as it lingered playfully in the softness of her fur covered mound.
"I promise, I'll be gentle," I said nervously. Not knowing if she needed that assurance from me or not.
"What if I don't want you to be?" she shot back taking me by surprise.
I glanced at her face, she smiled. "I know you will," she said seriously.
Sliding down further after paying equal homage to her breasts, I kissed, licked and nibbled every square inch of her exposed flesh until I found myself comfortably nestled between her legs. Gingerly I parted the outer lips of that delicate pussy exposing the pearly nubbin that awaited me. It was tiny, pink and glistening with excitement and expectation. With the softest caress I could imagine giving her, I allowed the tip of my tongue to land upon its surface as though a butterfly had just settled, fanning its wings.
"Oh," Trina moaned softly.
I tickled her again, this time applying just the briefest of additional pressure to her clit as my tongue slid over its smooth surface in slow rolling flicks of my tongue.
"Oh Russ!" she added speaking my name.
God it felt good hearing that. I began to slowly increase the tempo of my fluttering tongue, periodically driving the flat of it into the recess of that silken slit. Every time I did, Trina moaned louder, squirming below me on the bed.
Soon after I added the periodic sucking of her clit, drawing it between my lips as I had her nipples, delighting in the sensation of that stiff sensitive bit of flesh as I rolled it inside my mouth.
"Oh fuck Russ!"
I was in heaven. And so was she. When I slipped the tip of my finger between her lips pressing it against the barrier of her virginity, she moaned louder, thrusting her hips fully against my face climaxing when she did. The onrush of juice that greeted me was sweeter tasting than any wine or Champaign I had ever had. I tongued her clit, driving her even more fully over the edge into climatic bliss until she literally had to force me away from her, her cries of unbridled pleasure still reverberating within the room.
I simply held her, for long quiet moments until her breathing slowed. She shivered, and I drew her even closer if that were possible, spooning against her from behind, my hands cupping her breasts, unmoving, but comforting each of her still hard sensitive nipples.
"Make love to me," she said after a time.
"You're sure?" I asked softly.
"I've never been more sure about anything," she replied.
"Just so you know, I've had a vasectomy," I told her.
Trina didn't say anything, she just rolled over onto her back spreading her legs.
"It will be a lot easier if you're on top," I told her. "You'll be able to control things far better than I can," I added.
Seconds later, we exchanged positions. Trina discarded her gown positioning herself over me. Even then, we did nothing but hold and caress one another though my cock lay pressed against her slippery slit. She moved against me allowing her lips to kiss and suck the length of my cock as though her mouth was doing it instead.
As she did, I thought briefly of writing a letter to the makers of that little blue pill, thanking them.
Moments later, Trina sat up slightly. Reaching down, she placed her hand around my prick guiding it towards the opening of her sex.
"Take as much time as you want, we're not in any hurry here," I explained.
I felt the press of my cock as she forcefully guided it inside, feeling as she did the thin membrane barring the passage of my prick inside her. Letting go of me, she placed her hands on my shoulders, I placed my hands on her breasts, thumbing and fingering her swollen nipples. Trina moaned pleasurably once again, pressing herself harder against me. I felt her hymen stretch, knew that we were at the point of no return. Holding myself as still as I possibly could even though I encountered the briefest of pain myself, her pussy fought back against the intrusion, bending my prick a little uncomfortably. Even then I endured, waiting.
"Oh Russ! Russ!" she cried out, and as she did, I felt her hymen give way as my cock slid easily and quickly into the passage of her pussy for the first time.
Impaling herself upon my staff, I felt her pubic bone mash fully against the base of my prick. Buried as deeply inside her as it was possible for me to be, I reached up, drawing her towards me holding her there, still as yet unmoving.
"Easy honey, easy," I assured her.
Trina's pussy was tight, the intrusion of my cock still foreign to her as it contracted and throbbed around my shaft, slowly easing in its initial discomfort like a rapidly beating heart slowing to a more normal rate as her body began to accustom itself to the addition of flesh that had now joined with hers.
It seemed like forever that we lay like that. Eventually she began to move, slowly at first, the subtle movements hardly even noticeable as I felt her pussy begin to maddeningly slide back up the length of my shaft before easing itself back down again. Her lubrications eventually took over, coming to the rescue of her now violated inner reachings as our coupling intensified to the point where I was now comfortable in moving along with her.
"Fuck me Russ, fuck me!" she moaned excitedly.
No longer worried that I would hurt her, I thrust my cock deeply into her wet-velvet pussy, meeting her thrusts upon me with equal force. The sounds of our flesh coming together, slapping in the heat of our lusts and desires, became a symphony of passion that escalated with each passing moment until the crescendo of the song we'd created together reached it's penultimate conclusion.
In harmony that only the two of us could have so perfectly performed together, we came. As Trina's ear-splitting scream echoed about the room, I felt my prick swell, the jettison of my cream flooding the walls of her quim with such force that for a moment, I thought I had died.
The cry of pleasure I heard somewhere off in the distance of my mind, was my own. Joining hers in a final encore that brought down the house, I briefly imagined a crowd all standing, clapping their hands approvingly at the magnificent performance they had just witnessed.
"Oh my God Russ, that was incredible!" Trina near shouted. "Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!" she exclaimed, smothering me with a thousand tiny kisses.
"No...thank you Trina!" I said with as much meaning behind that as I could muster.
"Again?" she asked seconds later.
I was still hard.
"Oh hell yes," I replied. "We have all night together."
"Well, at least until Christy gets home," Trina reminded me.
Thank God for Viagara.
#
I had folded the laundry, including theirs, setting everything inside the laundry basket, which I carried upstairs, towards their room. I could hear the sound of their voices coming from it even though the door was fully closed this time. Reaching the top of the stairs, I placed the laundry basket on the floor a safe distance away, turned, and headed back down towards the living room.
"Well? You going to tell me how it went?"
"It was perfect. It was the most incredible evening of my entire life!"
"I told you it would be. The first time for anyone should be special. Which is why I suggested it in the first place. Besides, I love daddy, and it's been so long since I've seen him this happy." Christy said.
"How was your evening with Greg?" Trina asked.
Christy giggled. "Let's just say he could take a few lessons in the pussy-eating department," she told Trina.
"Maybe he should ask your dad, now there's someone who can eat pussy!"
Christy burst out laughing. "Yeah, right. I could just see that. Greg? This is my father, daddy? This is Greg, would you mind teaching him how to go down on me?"
#
Hearing the peels of laughter coming from the upstairs bedroom made me smile. For the first time in years, I felt like we had a happy, warm loving home again.
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I'd never been more surprised before in my entire life! The fact that my beautiful wife and her equally sexy sister had just given me the first double-blowjob I'd ever experienced in my life was amazing enough. But to watch them actually kissing one another, my cock sandwiched between those erotic sensual kisses was far beyond imagining. Even after I was finally released, given a moment to collect my senses which were currently still running amuck, I'd thought briefly that whatever interaction had taken place between them was over. Instead, this erotic bit of naughty playfulness between them had aroused them both, perhaps to an even greater level than either one of them could have anticipated.
"Fuck I'm horny!" Kay said blatantly.
"Me too," Linda stated a bit more shyly, but honestly. There was a deep rosy-red flush to her cheeks as she spoke, obviously averting her eyes from staring directly into mine as I now stood near the edge of the bed, cock already showing renewed interest as it throbbed, bobbing up and down of it's own accord.
It was all so new to all of us really, that even I wasn't sure what to do next, or even how to go about doing it whenever it was that I figured that out. Quite naturally...far more easily, Kay solved that particular little dilemma for me.
"Remember?" Kay said suddenly, her hand just as quickly reaching over towards her sister. I had stood up leaving the two gorgeous women lying on the bed catching their own collective breaths. I heard the sudden catch in Linda's breath as Kay's hand began to slowly caress her sister's pussy through the thin lace material of her elegant negligee.
"Holy shit!" I thought silently watching them.
"Oh fuck...Kay!" Linda moaned softly as Kay continued to gently caress her sister's pussy, slow circular motions of her hand though I noticed the slight upward press of her palm against her sister's cunt.
"Remember?" Kay questioned once again, finally drawing the admission from her sister.
"Yes! Yes! I remember!" Linda moaned softly, then to my even greater surprise, I watched as Linda now reached, Kay readjusting, repositioning herself even more closely. Together now, lying side-by-side, kissing...I saw Linda's hand now worming itself beneath the waistband of Kay's panties. The moment her hand touched Kay's soft wet slit, I saw her face contort in a pleasured expression that I was all too familiar with. My cock was once again rock-hard, but I wasn't about to move or do anything to break this sudden magic spell that had enveloped the two of them.
Likewise now, Kay slipped her own hand beneath those of her sisters, so that they lay fingering one another slowly, softly, their lips barely touching, yet kissing, almost blowing kisses back and forth to one another. I couldn't help but wonder having heard my wife's words, "Remember". Mesmerized, entranced, "How many times had they touched one another in the years past? How often? What else if anything did they do?" I thought lustfully to myself.
It was then that I realized both women were looking towards me. Still fingering one another playfully, as I stood my own hand slow-stroking my now very aroused more than ready cock.
"I kinda figured you'd enjoy seeing this," Kay told me giggling, though once again Linda's expression bordered on shy embarrassment though she made no effort to slow or even stop finger-fucking my wife's cunt.
"So...so how often have you two...?"
Kay giggled. "Not very often, just a hand-full of times growing up. Usually after Linda and I had shared stories about our dates, what they did, or what they tried to do. And how most often we were both left feeling incredibly horny and unsatisfied." Kay glanced over towards her sister.
"Didn't it?" she said grinning, though I watched as she seemed to probe a bit deeper with her finger perhaps, Linda's eyes almost glazing over with passionate lust when she did.
"Yes," she allowed herself to admit, moaning the word rather than speaking it. "Yes, yes!" she said again, though now I wondered what it was she was actually saying yes too!
"If you're wondering," Kay stated suddenly looking back up towards me, "No...we didn't. This is about as far as we ever went, but it was more than enough...then." Kay added with a wicked looking smile on her face. Even Linda's eyes popped open at that one.
"Kay?"
To my surprise, Kay slithered down her sister's form rolling her a bit more flatly upon her back. As she did, she'd somehow managed to near-completely strip Linda's black bikini panties off of her, suddenly tossing them towards me where they landed perfectly across the top of my turgid member. She hadn't meant to do that, I know...yet it seemed to ease the sudden unexpected tension as Linda actually burst out laughing at the sight of her thong bikini panties draped over my dick.
"Nice shot!" she actually giggled, as we all did.
"Jack honey? I think Linda would appreciate some loving attention on her tits!" I didn't have to be asked twice, moving back over to the left side of the bed where I now leaned cupping one of Linda's breasts in my hand, the other now encircled with the press of my lips around that hard exposed nipple.
"Ohhh!" Linda groaned deeply. But I knew it wasn't just the touch of my tongue tickling her nipple, more like the touch of Kay's tongue now flicking her clit!
Linda was rolling around and squirming so much that I had to wonder how Kay was managing to continue licking her, but she seemed to roll with the passionate waves of her sister's lust.
"Kay?"
"Yes honey?" she answered.
"Can I..."
"What honey?" Kay asked again still licking her.
"Can I..."
"Say it!" Kay teased. "Go on, say it sis!"
"Shit! I want to try licking you too!" she said finally, exasperated, though the hot desire of excitement masked any irritation in her tone of voice.
Like a shadow, I moved off and away from the bed once again, silently, content if anything to become part of the woodwork if that's what was required in order to make Linda any more comfortable as she nervously fidgeted briefly as Kay completely stripped off her remaining nightgown until she was comfortably, uninhibitedly presenting herself on the bed.
"Damn honey!" I heard myself saying, not even realizing I'd spoken the words aloud.
"Why don't you come over here so I can be sucking that hard naughty-looking cock of yours!" she told me. "And you sis...why don't you finish taking off the rest of your night gown as well so Jack here can have the two of us to enjoy looking at while I suck him!"
She did so as I lay half sitting, half laying my head resting comfortably within the pillow propped against the headboard of the bed.
"Ah...where? How?" Linda questioned curiously looking towards her sister as she now positioned herself on all fours and continued licking and sucking me.
"Slide beneath me," Kay told her. "I'll sit on your face while you do it, and that way I can continue sucking off the birthday boy here," she giggled happily.
Linda managed the only slightly tricky maneuver quite quickly, nestling herself beneath her sister's quim. Kay glanced up looking into my face, grinned, winked, and then moaned as it became quite evident that Linda's tongue was now doing what Kay's had been doing to hers only moments ago.
"Oh fuck that feels good!" Kay exclaimed.
"Looks fucking good too!" I finally said joining in.
And it did! I loved the way that my wife's beautiful full breasts looked hanging down the way that they were as she knelt over me, sucking. But I loved it even better when moments later I saw Linda's hands suddenly surround both of them, cupping, kneading, and then capturing Kay's incredibly hard nipples.
"Oh fuck! Yes honey yes! Pinch them, squeeze them for me!" she begged her. And I grinned outwardly as she did, watching Linda's hands rolling those magnificent hard little nipples between her fingers, the feel of my wife's mouth suddenly suctioning my cock even harder deep inside that velvet-feeling mouth of hers.
As horny as my wife was, and I certainly could tell by the way her mouth was all but devouring me that she was, that when she came, it was going to be a really wet one. She must have realized the same thing, and being as close as she was now, felt it of importance enough to remind her sister of that particular little event.
"Linda? Baby? I'm getting pretty close now honey...not sure if you want to..."
"Give it to me!" Linda all but shouted into her sister's cunt. "Squirt it! Give me your fucking juice!"
And I thought Kay was horny! Obviously, Linda was all but beside herself in ecstasy and passion. As Kay neared the point of no return, she finally released my prick sitting up. Doing so just enough to rise up slightly, allowing me the perfect vantage point to see Linda's darting tongue, the expression of wild, crazed lust in her eyes as she twirled and tickled and tongue-fucked my wife's cunt.
"Here...it..." she never finished, she just came in this ear-piercing wail of relief as her pussy literally exploded, the onrush of her liquid orgasm suddenly leaping from within the soft pink folds of her cunt bathing her sister's face in copious amounts of pearly thick cum-cream. Like a woman possessed, Linda's fingers dug into the back of her sister's ass, pinning her, keeping her there as she mouthed Kay's gushing furrow like a water starved man finding an oasis and drowning himself in it.
Kay finally collapsed, spent, near overwhelmed with the intensity of her climax, her sister's tongue delicately now probing, licking, and swiping away the last remaining vestiges of her sisters spending.
"That...was fucking unbelievable!" I finally stated moments later. Kay rolled away from her sister's still exploring tongue.
"Had I of known you could do that..." she began.
Linda rolled over onto her belly looking towards the two of us. "And had I of known you could do that!" she grinned back licking her lips. Together they laughed, once again embracing.
"Hmmm, lets see here. Who hasn't cum yet?" Kay questioned placing a crooked finger against her chin looking up towards the ceiling as she spoke. "I know!" she shouted suddenly pouncing upon Linda without warning. For a moment, they wrestled upon the bed playfully, grabbing breasts, crotches, tickling, even feigning vicious bites here and there. I was prepared to move, allowing them the full use of the bed when Kay seemingly got the advantage of her sister, pinning her atop of me.
"Hold her there Jack!" Kay said suddenly forming an idea. Not like she was any too anxious to squirm away from me either, but I pulled her more on top of me, wrapping my arms around her, just beneath her soft breasts. Seconds later both Linda and I found out what exactly my naughty little wife was really up to.
"Here, move your legs," she told me positioning them with her own hands. Placing them together, she managed to position her sister's legs, bent at the knee outside of my own.
"That looks fucking hot!" Kay added moments after that. But what was fucking hot, was the feel of my wife's tongue as she began licking me at the base of my balls, working her way ever so slowly upwards towards the tip of my prick, sucking it briefly. I then heard Linda's own surprised groan, felt her body tense against me, felt her hands suddenly digging finger-tips into my arms as Kay's mouth obviously began that same torturous ascent that she'd done to me.
Not about to pass up a golden opportunity like this one, I released my arms from around Linda's waist, now reaching up, crossing them instead to recapture her breasts with my hands, eliciting an additional moan from her just as my wife's tongue once again found it's way to the tip of my shaft and began working it's way backwards now down towards my balls.
"Oh fuck honey...that's nice!" I moaned against Linda's neck.
I felt the goose-bumps spread across Linda's flesh like a wild fire, felt her shiver involuntarily as I captured each of her precious pink nipples, slowly rolling them, then lightly pulling upwards upon each, pinching.
Kay's tongue lingered briefly for several moments around my balls before once again making the slow taunting return trip back up my shaft, another languish sucking of my cock for a few moments more, then I knew as Linda tensed, as her fingers once again dug into the flesh of my hips that she now held onto, that Kay's wickedly delightful tongue was once again plowing the furrow of her sister's sweet pussy.
"You ready to cum yet?" Kay purred lovingly.
"Oh yes...yes!" Linda moaned delightedly, deliriously. "Please sis, make me cum! Make me cum now!"
So it was that I was surprised when I felt the touch of my wife's hand upon my cock. But then suddenly even that made sense. She began by simply pressing my prick within the folds of her sister's slit, rubbing it back and forth, side to side. Hearing Linda's soft mewling moan told me how much she was enjoying the feel of this, as was I of course. But that it was my wife's hand stroking us both simultaneously, using my cock in masturbating her sister with that soon had me hovering on the very edge of insanity myself.
Linda finally sat up repositioning herself, wanting to see more likely, as her lust-filled eyes stared at her sister's hand, now even more easily using my cock in a myriad of ways to pleasure her own sister's pussy with.
And though I couldn't see much, I could feel it as Kay held me even more firmly, now thumping my massively hard cock against her sister's clit, causing Linda to cry out in surprised joy at the delicious little sting of that.
"Harder!" Linda demanded, surprising herself. "Fuck! Do it harder! Faster!"
My wife's hand must have been a blur. I could feel her jerking my cock up and down and side to side about as fast as she could possibly manage it. All the while maintaining and keeping in contact with her sister's cunt, that wet...very, very wet slippery split that was now coating my cock in an abundance of fresh sweet girl juice.
Then to both of our surprise, I heard Kay tell her. "Here honey...you do it!"
Like passing a baton during a relay race, they did it as smoothly as it could have ever been done. One moment, Kay's hand was rubbing my cock back and forth across the face of her sister's slit, the next...Linda herself was!
I watched as Kay leaned taking one of her sister's breasts into her mouth, sucking in the sweet hardened nipple. "Go ahead honey...but only if you want to," Kay mouthed around her sister's tit. "It's ok...really."
For a moment I was clueless, but only for a moment. I felt a brief hesitation, the sensation of Linda's hand as she stopped using my cock as a vibrator, the feel of my prick suddenly bent slightly, the head of which now being pressed within the outer folds of her slick succulent cunt. Then suddenly before realization as to what was actually happening dawned on me, I felt her hand, then her pussy guiding me inside. Kay leaned back, watching, smiling at the two of us. "That's it sis...fuck him honey, fuck him!"
In the next instant, I felt the hot tight moist folds of Linda's quim engulf me.
"OH FUCK!" Linda screamed about as loud as I'd ever heard anyone ever scream before.
The sound of Kay's laughter following almost immediately, "Bet the neighbors heard that one!"
"Oh fuck!" Linda called out again, though considerably softer this time, then giggling as well. "Sorry!" she moaned, though continuing to thrust against me. "Its just that...oh fuck, it's just that...I had NO idea!"
"No idea?" I had to ask.
Linda turned facing me, smiling with a look of wonder and surprise etched within her face. "Yeah...for one thing, I've never fucked this way before," she stated. "And for another...I've never had anyone this deep inside me before!" she added in a giddyish, half silly blown away by it all sort of way.
"Oh honey...you really have led a neglected little sex life haven't you?" Kay asked her once again easing herself downwards.
I'd seen Kay do this naughty, sexy slithering little snake act before, and couldn't help but wonder what she was up to now. As Linda continued that semi-circular, rhythmic up and down gyration against me, we both now felt the reappearance of Kay's tongue once again lapping at the outer folds of her sister's flesh.
"Holy shit!" Linda groaned, reaching out to fondly place her hands about her sister's head.
It was amazing to occasionally feel my wife's mouth slipping down and around my shaft as she eased it out of her sister's cunt briefly, licking it clean, then slipping it back inside her, then licking, flicking at Linda's exposed vulnerable pussy as she spread it apart with her hands, revealing the tiny little pearl contained within. She captured her sister's clit with her lips gently sucking it, while I in turn continued to gently fuck her from beneath, matching both the intensity and tempo of my wife's hungrily sucking mouth.
"Oh honey...honey! I'm gonna...I'm gonna...CUM!" She screamed once again setting a new all time record for neighbor disturbance as her cry of sweet pleasured ecstasy filled the entire room.
And then to everyone's surprise, including her own, Linda's pussy seemed to implode, the sudden unexpected gush of fluid taking her totally off guard.
"Way to go sis!" Kay cried out enthusiastically. "That's it honey...just let it go...let it go!"
And boy did she!
With my cock still buried inside her to the hilt, I felt the cascade of fluid suddenly bathing my shaft, my balls. I felt the wetness saturating the sheets as her cunt continued to pump out several flowing rivulets of cum-cream around me. It was too much for me to bear any longer.
"Oh fuck honey...I'm gonna cum now too!"
Fast to react, Kay immediately grabbed my pulsating dick all but yanking it from inside her sister's cunt. She barely even managed to place her lips around the head of my shaft before the first powerful jettison of my spunk leapt from within the tiny eye-slit of my cock. She sucked for all she was worth, though it mattered not as my balls continued their discharge in rapid hard-felt lurchings that had me humping my ass upwards even though Linda remained, still frigging her own pussy, watching in abject fascination as Kay took in my sweet cream, drinking it hungrily just as rapidly as I was now giving it to her.
We collapsed in a heap together on the bed, side by side, me in the middle with both women snuggled contentedly against me. I was grateful that it was Friday, a chance for all of us to sleep in a little tomorrow. But more importantly, I had a golf date planned, which would give the girls a chance to have some time alone together, to discuss things if Linda in fact had any misgivings. I hoped not. It was nice seeing her coming out of her shell, and according to what little Kay had told me, what had occurred this evening, especially with her volunteered participation, she had come a long way indeed in doing just that.
Still...allowing the girls some alone time to discuss it was the best thing I could do. I was only a little disappointed, but not too terribly surprised to awaken and find that both women had already gotten up. I nearly turned over to go back to sleep with a smile on my face when I heard the shower running. But it wasn't that so much as the soft giggle that followed. Fully awake now, fully curious, and fully hard...I slipped out of bed and tippy-toed across the room towards the closed door of the bathroom. I placed my ear against the door and tried to listen, but I could hear no clearer hear than I could back in bed. Just the distorted sounds of conversation, unintelligible, more giggling, and the shower itself. Which is when I realized what the subtle difference was that I'd been listening too.



Placing my hand on the knob of the door I turned it stepping into the bathroom as silently as possible. Situated as it was, twin sinks stood off to one side, the toilet the other. Beyond the sinks was the sunken tub that also served as a shower simply by pulling the curtain around it. Standing where I was, I knew that neither of them was aware of my presence. I felt like a peeping tom, but truth was...I enjoyed the feeling.
Though the shower curtain was clear with tiny etch-glassed like designs, it was still opaque enough that it only hinted at the bare flesh exposed on the other side of it. I could see the two of them standing together, closely together, but could neither make out what they were doing, or what they weren't doing. But...now at least I could hear them more clearly.
"Like that?" I heard Kay asking. "Does it feel good?" she asked once again.
The subtle difference in sound I had heard the shower making now became obvious to me. Normally we kept the shower massage on a normal spray. At the moment, it was being hand-held and pulsating. I knew immediately what was taking place.
"Oh yeah...yeah, that's nice!" I heard Linda saying.
"Wish to hell we had one growing up huh?" Kay quipped jokingly. "Sure beats laying beneath the faucet!"
"You...you did that too?" Linda shot back.
"Of course! After I caught you doing it, I had to try it myself afterwards!"
"You...you saw me?"
"Oh honey...I saw a whole lot of things!" Kay once again said teasing her poor sister, laughing. "Now...just relax, enjoy it and relax," she told her.
Perhaps I should have withdrawn, allowed the two of them this private little intimate moment together. But the truth was...I couldn't. Not and pass up an opportunity to see this. As stealthily as possible, I made my way over towards the back end of the tub enclosure, pulling aside the shower curtain just a fraction peeking in. As expected, both women stood facing the other way. Linda in front hand-holding the pulsating shower massage between her legs as Kay stood behind her, holding her, caressing and playing with her sisters tits.
It wasn't long before it became obvious that Linda was nearing orgasm. As much as I wanted to stay and watch this, I figured that now was the time for me to make my get-away without being discovered. I slipped back the way I had come, easing open the bathroom door, stepping out back into the bedroom. Grabbing my robe I then headed downstairs to the kitchen for a much-needed cup of coffee, which I hoped, would calm my re-excited nerves.
#
"Did he leave already?" Linda asked in a whisper.
Kay laughed. "Yes he did. And I'm surprised. Thought for sure he'd ask if he could join us."
"I'm surprised at that too!" Linda admitted.
"Actually I'm not. It's rather sweet of him really. I think he decided to give us some alone time together, to talk...to perhaps discuss last night."
"Oh sis...I really, really did enjoy last night too. I'll never forget it in fact, but I don't want either of you to think that while I'm here, that every time the two of you get horny that I should be included ok?"
"Honey...don't worry about that. Trust me. At least now every time Jack and I do decide to fool around, we can do so without worrying about offending you. And as far as I'm concerned, if you catch us at it and want to watch...feel free to do so. Or not. And if you want to be included if you do, just ask us, or we'll ask you if you're interested. How's that sound?"
"Sounds good Kay, as long as everyone's ok with that. Now then...what about Jack?"
"Well, after I have my turn with the shower massage, what say we dry off and wander our cute little naked asses downstairs and see what Jack has to say, shall we?"
"Isn't he supposed to go golfing today?" Linda asked.
Kay shot her sister a sly look. "Well, if you had a choice between playing eighteen holes, or just two very wet, very hot, very horny delicious ones, which would you choose?"
"Well, you do have a point there!" Linda giggled.
"Gzactly!"
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Everything was peaceful and quiet, a rarity for anyone who worked in the maternity ward. Debra Denison had been a registered nurse going on five years now. Most everyone who knew her called her "Deedee" though, in spite of the nametag she wore on her uniform that said her name was Debra Denison, RN.
Deedee was an attractive looking woman, at a smidgeon over five feet, with red hair that she kept short. It was easier to maintain under her nurse's cap. Like most women, she felt that she could still lose a few pounds. A fact that she used as a reason not to get too close or too friendly with several of the Doctors she knew and worked with. Though in truth, several had asked her out, but she'd politely refused every one of them. Now that she had rotated into maternity, the late shift at that, Deedee had managed to slip through the fishing nets of the young eager Doctor's working downstairs in emergency and found herself actually looking forward to the quieter nights, less hectic than the E.R.
"Going home?" Deedee asked one of her fellow nurses.
Jamie was the late afternoon-evening nurse who had the same number of years in nursing that Deedee did. She was due to rotate down to E.R. soon herself and was actually looking forward to it.
"I wish...but no actually, I have a late date. By the way, you might want to watch out for Doctor "BD" Benson, he's on call tonight. If he catches you alone, or can find a way to corner you...well, just watch yourself. Oh, Mrs. Nelson? She's probably going to deliver in a few hours, we've already called her doctor to inform him, and he should be on his way in."
"What's the BD stand for?" Deedee asked her.
Jamie laughed, "Big Dick"...though personally I've never seen it, I've been told he really DOES have a big one!"
Deedee felt her face flush and immediately changed the subject. "Do you have the charts for Mrs. Nelson?"
Jamie handed them over to her. "Should be a quiet night. She's our only pending delivery...so far." She added.
"Good night Deedee." She said turning and heading towards the elevators.
"Night Jamie, see you tomorrow."
Just as Jamie reached the elevators, they opened. A tall good-looking man stepped out and Deedee watched as he spoke briefly with Jamie, turned and headed towards her. "Ah oh.... I hope that's not BD!" She thought, knowing it was already too late for her to run off and do something without being cornered in the nurse's station.
He reached her seconds later and stared down at her breasts, though she quickly realized he was looking at her nametag. Even so, she felt her face flushing.
"Nurse Denison? I'm Doctor Edwards. Do you have Mrs. Nelson's chart?" His eyes were cobalt blue, and she felt like she could go swimming in them. "Nurse? I asked you a question...DO YOU HAVE the chart?"
His abrupt, less than friendly tone of voice quickly shook her from her revelry. She fumbled for it briefly forgetting where she'd set it down. Finding it, which had taken her no more than a second more, she looked up at him once again. "Here it is." She said.
Dr. Edwards shook his head at her in which she could only see as disgust for her taking so long. "Thanks." He turned and walked down the hall towards his patient's room, stopping suddenly in the hall and facing her once again as he did.
"And next time I ask, or tell you to do something? I expect you to do it immediately...do we understand one another?" He didn't wait for a response, simply continued on down the hall into his patient's room where she heard his Doctor-patient voice take over.
"Well hello Margaret!" He said cheerfully. "Are we ready to have a baby?" He closed the door, effectively cutting off Deedee's ability to hear any more of their conversation.
Normally being treated like that would have made her mad, or at the very least upset. She was surprised when she felt like she'd disappointed him or had let him down, vowing immediately right then and there to do her level best not to do so again.
He was attractive too, and Deedee felt the first trickle of moisture between her legs as she caught herself thinking about him in a more familiar way. It had been quite a while since she had been with anyone. But she was surprised when something as simple as this could turn her on, let alone cause her pussy to suddenly begin flowing the way it was. Absentmindedly perhaps, she reached down between her legs, and then looked to ensure that there wasn't any telltale moisture seeping through.
"A woman after my own heart! Though I usually go into the men's room to masturbate whenever I'm horny." Deedee had a momentary panic that somehow Dr. Edwards had returned without her realizing it. Just as quickly she discounted that notion as she regained her senses, knowing the voice didn't match his at all, especially the friendly tone. Spinning around in her seat, removing her hand as she did, she looked up and saw a second doctor, this one dressed in a white coat hovering behind her.
"Dr. Benson." He said grinning at her lustfully. "You must be the new night nurse."
"I wasn't......."
"Touching yourself?" He interrupted. "Sure looked like it to me."
"Well I was...but I wasn't...I wasn't doing that!" She countered, now mad as well as embarrassed.
He laughed. "Listen, it's ok with me. I like a nurse who enjoys pleasing herself, especially during the nightshift. Kind of makes the evenings here bearable, especially when it's slow. You know what I mean?" He stated, and then winked at her.
"No. I don't know what you mean, and I really don't care to know either!"
"Brad? I take it you're on call?" Deedee heard from behind her.
"Doctor Edwards." Brad acknowledged a little more formally. "Your patient?" He said indicating down the hallway to the only occupied room at the moment.
"Yes...but she's going to be a while yet."
Deedee was looking at him now, once again feeling that tingly sensation between her legs.
"Have you met the new night nurse?" Brad asked.
"We've met." He said simply, not even bothering to acknowledge her. "Since you're on call...I'm going to lie down for a while in the lounge." He turned to face Deedee. "Wake me if anything changes. Oh, and while you're at it, Mrs. Nelson said she was thirsty. Would you please see about getting her some ice chips?"
As though someone had stuck her with a cattle prod, Deedee nearly leapt from her chair and headed off to get some. In the instant it took her, she saw that he was actually smiling. Deedee hurried off as quickly as she could, and smiled to herself as she did.
#
It had been a hard and difficult three weeks. Every time Deedee had come into contact with Dr. Richard Edwards as she'd learned his full name, he had treated her with little more than tolerable disdain, if not down right contempt. Unlike many of the other nurses she worked with, he seemed to treat her unreasonably harsh. He was constantly on her about the smallest things, and seemed to take delight in ordering her about. And though she quickly did everything he asked, whenever he asked it, it never seemed to be quite good enough. Discouraged, Deedee drove home that morning to her apartment where she looked forward to actually having the entire weekend off.
She'd parked her car in the underground parking terrace and entered the elevator. Deedee lived on the top floor, of the eight-floor apartment complex. One of the reasons she'd taken the place was because of the view. The other...it was actually affordable. Once again she found herself wondering how she could ever please this man. Even when the "ding" of the elevator sounded announcing she had reached her floor, she stood there momentarily until the doors had begun to close again. Deedee shook herself from the fugue she was in, and headed down the hallway to her apartment. As she drew closer, she saw what was obviously a poinsettia sitting outside of her door on the floor.
"This must be for someone else." She thought immediately, figuring that the delivery person had left it at her door by mistake. She saw there was a small card attached to the pot and withdrew it. Glancing down the hallway expecting someone to come running up to her at any moment announcing to her that it was indeed a mistake, and that the gift wasn't meant for her, she opened the card.
"I've been hard on you... for a reason. You've got talent; ability and you know what you're doing. You're better than most, though not as good as some. But I like you. Have a good weekend. And if I don't see you over the holidays, Merry Christmas."
It was signed "Dr. Edwards".
Deedee was stunned. She read the card again, and then glanced down at the poinsettia before picking it up. It really was beautiful. She smiled to herself suddenly feeling a whole lot better.
#
"I see you're off New Years." Jamie said as she gathered her coat and prepared to leave for the evening. "Doing anything exciting?"
"Nope...figured I'd stay in and watch the New Years come in on TV, just like last year." She said matter-of-factly. "Surprised you're not going to the big bash." Jamie said.
"Bash?"
"Yeah...Dr. Edwards's party. He throws a huge party every New Years Eve. Anyone who's not on call attends it. Wish I was going...but I have to work that night."
"I....I wasn't invited." Deedee said defensively.
Jamie laughed. "He doesn't send out invitations silly...and everyone who works here goes. So, you ARE invited whether you know it or not."
Deedee still wasn't sure. "I don't know Jamie, I don't think he really likes me very much anyway." But she remembered the poinsettia he'd sent her, and knew that wasn't really true.
"BD will certainly be there. And from what I hear, those parties can get pretty wild. Maybe you should think about it. If nothing else...you might at least get laid!"
"Jamie!" Deedee exclaimed blushing. But she did find the idea exciting, not in seeing BD's penis...but maybe Richards. Still, she was relatively a new comer, and though Jamie had claimed everyone was invited, she didn't feel it would be appropriate for her to simply show up, especially alone.
She hadn't seen Dr. Edwards for a couple of days, both times she had seen him after Christmas, he'd treated her no differently than he had before, almost as though he'd not even sent her the card and the flower in the first place.
Deedee had just come out of one of the rooms after checking on that morning's newest mother when she nearly collided with him in the hallway.
"Oh...I'm so sorry Dr Edwards, I didn't see you!" Deedee braced herself for another lengthy diatribe about her inefficiency, but it never came.
"See you tomorrow night at the party." He told her, brushing past her into the room to visit his patient, closing the door.
Deedee headed briskly back to the nurses station. She had two thoughts on her mind, one...she had no idea where he lived. Two...she had absolutely nothing to wear!
#
Finding out where Dr. Edwards lived was easy. Finding a dress wasn't. Deedee had meticulously gone through her entire closet, quickly discarding everything. Everything she owned was either out dated, or no longer fit. Once again reminding herself that she really had no business going to any party, especially if they were as wild as Jamie had said they were. She ended up withdrawing most of the savings she'd managed to put away, and headed off to the store. Four hours and nearly three hundred dollars later, she returned home to her apartment and began getting ready for a party that was still hours away.
Once she was dressed, she stood in the mirror for a long time looking at the image that stood in front of her. Deedee was both surprised as well as pleased by what she saw. She'd chosen a black dress, sexy as well as elegant without being "too immodest", she thought. It was cut low enough in front to give a subtle hint at her small, yet perky breasts. She felt naughty wearing it. A feeling that was as foreign to her of late as actually doing it. Additionally, the fact that she would be going braless seemed to awaken her nipples. They stood firm and taut beneath the lacy patterned dress, and as she moved, were continually caressed by the smooth fabric that held them.
"I can't believe I'm actually going to wear this." She said, turning to view herself from the side. But she smiled when she realized she liked what she saw.
She was still a little uncomfortable about going to the party alone. But she also figured that there would be a number of single men and women there who might be alone as well. Deedee had already decided to take a cab over as she figured she might do a lot of drinking, more out of nervousness than anything else perhaps. But in the event she did become slightly intoxicated, she wasn't about to drive herself home either. She forced herself to wait, planning on arriving an hour late so that the party would be in full swing by the time she arrived. That way she could simply blend in without anyone seeing her, or making a fuss over her. Though, the thought of that seemed as ridicules as the last.
She gave the address to the cab driver. By the time he pulled up into the enormous circular driveway where someone was offering valet service, she was having second thoughts. It wasn't merely a house it was a mansion! It was bigger than her entire apartment complex. Deedee stepped away from the cab and began the surprisingly long walk up the stairs towards the front door.
She had learned very little about Dr. Edwards, actually. Only that he'd been married once as an intern, though that marriage had failed. "Obviously," she thought. She had also found out that he had inherited a lot of money, so it wasn't his "fee's" for practicing that was keeping him in the kind of life style he lived. But it made her curious as to why he had never gotten remarried.
Deedee reached the front doorway where she was greeted by what she could only assume was a butler. Handing him her coat, she was then directed into the main foyer where she saw several of the people she knew at the hospital. By now, the sounds of laughter and music playing loudly in the background reached her ears. She pressed through the crush of people, surprised that so many indeed had shown up.
Deedee immediately began looking for the bar. Someone carrying a tray of drinks started to go by her. Rather than trying to speak over the loud raunchy laughter, she simply reached, retrieving one of the cocktail glasses without his even being aware of it.
There was another raunchy peel of laughter from somewhere up ahead. Deedee pressed once again through the throng of people until she finally spotted someone else that she knew and worked with.
"Deedee!" Christine yelled excitedly to her. "I didn't know you were coming!"
"Neither did I!" She nearly had to yell. "What's going on anyway?" She asked.
"See for yourself." Christine stated, pushing Deedee as well as herself to the front. As short as she was, she literally had to burrow through the sea of people that were crowded around, but when she did, she was taken aback by what she saw.
"Remember me telling you about that gorgeous OBGYN? Dr. Henry? Well that's HIS wife!"
His wife...currently stood in the semi circle of people around her, mostly men of course with the top of her dress pulled down. Her large, full, obviously 'redone' tits were in full view of everyone. But it wasn't the sight of that so much that was really shocking. It was the fact that she had smeared whipping cream across them both, and was allowing anyone with a strawberry to come forward, rub it against her exposed chest, where they devoured it. This being done about as obscenely as it was possible for anyone to do. Even a few of the other women came forward with their strawberries, and made as wicked a spectacle of themselves as most of the men had.
Deedee took a quick look about the room while the strawberries and cream game continued. She noticed that most of the women there she didn't know, and had never seen before. Most likely they were the wives or the girlfriends of some of the Doctors and Interns in attendance. What made her feel immediately uncomfortable was the fact that most looked like they were super models or worse... high-class call girls.
"Come on Deedee." Christine urged, "Lets get our strawberries!" She said giggling and trying to pull Deedee along. Deedee immediately broke free of her however and held back from following her.
"No thanks...I think I'll just watch."
"Glad you could make it." She heard. His voice was unmistakable. She turned towards him with excitement already weakening her knees. And he held out a strawberry for her to take.
"Here." It was all he said. It was all he had to say. She knew immediately what he wanted her to do, wanted to see. She didn't hesitate, accepting the large red piece of fruit from him just as she had accepted and taken in the poinsettia into her apartment.
For a wild fleeting moment as Dr. Edwards, Richard...dragged her to the front of the line she hoped that he was merely joking with her. But as his presence became known, those who had stood enthusiastically next in line waiting their turns simply bowed to his unspoken request and made way for the next contestant to enter the ring.
Deedee approached the woman tentatively, but unwaveringly. Somehow she felt this was some sort of a test, and one on which she would be graded. The woman before her was smiling almost knowingly. She thrust her whipped cream covered breasts forward, standing erect as though challenging her and daring her to actually do it. Deedee glanced briefly at each one; most of the cream had been removed from one covered nipple, with only the faintest trace of anything remaining. She took her strawberry, scooping up every bit of that tiny trace of cream and plucked it into her mouth, sucking it off slowly before biting it with her exposed, teeth much to the delight and cheers of everyone there.
"Suck it...suck it...suck it!" Came the chant. Obviously she had garnered whatever prize was to be awarded by completely and totally exposing one of the woman's nipples. She didn't dare look back towards him, already knowing his expectation of her, wondering perhaps whether she would do it or not. In the next instant, Deedee leaned forward surrounding the hard erect nipple with her lips, sucking it. The applause, cheering and laughter were almost deafening. Deedee finally pulled away after what seemed like an eternity to her, gazing briefly into the woman's eyes. She smiled...a half smile that spoke volumes, and then winked at her.
"Ok everyone....one more titty to go. Now...who's next?"
Deedee spotted him almost immediately. And he was smiling, though his smile too was a half smile, but he was smiling at her. He then waved her over to him. Weak kneed, she managed to make it to his side without collapsing, felt his strong arm surround her waist as he gathered her to him, bending down slightly, kissing her forehead as he did.
"I'd like you to stay after the party." He said. Deedee held her breath expectantly.
"There's a group of us that like to party afterwards." He stated simply. "It's up to you." He turned, leaving her to stand there and wonder at what he had just told her.
The words "wild" and "kinky" came to mind. Words that Jamie had used when she'd intimated about the types of parties that Richard was known to throw on New Years. Deedee quickly glanced at her watch it was barely nine-thirty. She had several options as she saw them. She could leave now, hopefully not even be missed and put this whole entire affair behind her, or...she could stick around for a while, give herself a chance to make up her mind as to what she would, or would not do, and then decide...long before midnight.
Deedee had never considered herself an inhibited woman. She had certainly never led a sheltered life by any means, open minded almost to a fault when it came to anyone else's sex life or personal preferences. But for herself, she had limited experience in dealing with people whose lifestyle included a far more open and uninhibited attitude towards sex than she had.



When the next drink tray came by, she grabbed two... drinking one quickly then immediately setting the empty glass back down on the tray. The waiter grinned at her.
"Should I wait?"
"No....I'll come find you." She told him. "But don't go too far." She added.
"I won't." He said laughing, and then made his way through the thriving mass of people who stood talking and chatting in little clumps and groups all over the enormous house.
Spotting the stairs, Deedee realized she needed to use the bathroom. She quickly made her way towards it and noticed a group of women just turning the corner from the left hallway up above.
"Must be that way." She told herself, and then passed by them on the right heading upstairs. One of the women coming down was the one who's breast she had suckled. Seeing Deedee, she purposely moved over to the side blocking her way, stopping her on the stairs.
"Richard said he invited you to stay afterwards." She said. Deedee was about to respond, though still as yet unsure as to her actual answer when the woman continued, effectively cutting her off. "I don't think you have what it takes to be a part of us." She said challengingly. "Richard sees something...but I don't. I think...maybe you should go home after midnight, before you get yourself involved with something you can't handle."
"I guess we'll just have to see." Deedee said pushing herself by as she continued on up the stairs to the bathroom.
"Yes...I guess we will won't we?" She heard as she passed the woman.
By the time Deedee located the bathroom she was fuming. Worse, she heard giggling coming from inside and opened the door anyway. By this time she had to pee like a racehorse and figured whoever was in there wasn't doing that. And...she was right. Opening the door, she stepped inside and quickly closed it. There was another couple in there, which she'd already surmised, neither of which she recognized though she had seen the tall good looking blonde earlier during the party. Another one of those super-model, maybe hookers she'd wondered about earlier. The blonde was sitting on the toilet, but the lid was down. At the moment she had her lips around the guys cock, sucking him off.
"Excuse me...I really hate to interrupt what you're doing. But I've really got to pee."
The blonde removed the guys cock from her mouth long enough to answer. "Sure thing sweetie...we don't care if you don't." Deedee had actually hoped for and intended some privacy of course when she asked them to move. When they did, it wasn't to go outside. The blonde simply shifted from the toilet over to the side of the enormous bathtub and picked up where she'd left off. Deedee considered going back outside, locating another bathroom and trying again. If she hadn't still been fuming she probably would have. Instead, she hiked up her expensive dress, pulled down her pantyhose, and peed. The blonde was looking over at her and smiling mischievously around the guys cock in her mouth. Seconds later, he was cumming and Deedee sat there watching him as he did. The blonde woman managed to swallow the guy's juice without spilling any of it on her dress. Deedee had just finished putting herself back together and stood up.
"Would you like to join us?" She asked Deedee as she began hiking up her own skirt in preparation for whatever she had in mind to do.
"No thanks...maybe later." Deedee said sweetly. She hurried out of the bathroom as quickly as she could, grateful that no one else was standing in the hallway when she did. Now she was mad, frustrated, and horny! As strange as it had been, Deedee had become aroused, very aroused, watching the two of them.
"Could I do that?" She wondered. The moisture between her legs was telling her she could. It had been exciting, even if it had been lewd and beyond anything she'd ever done. Not that she had never given anyone a blowjob, or even let them cum in her mouth before, because she had. But NEVER someone she hadn't dated or known for a very, very long time first. And certainly never anyone she had just met at a party, let alone a complete and total stranger.
Deedee began to wander the upstairs hallways, curious about the house of course, but also curious as she began to realize and come to understand, many of the upstairs rooms were occupied. She listened intently for a moment at one, hearing the sounds of someone fucking in the room. She quickly hurried on though, afraid that someone might possibly come by and see her. Then she worried that she might accidentally stumble onto Richard, "Dr. Edwards" she corrected herself silently, doing the same thing. Having mixed emotions about him, she wasn't sure she could actually handle seeing that herself. Not that she had ANY claims on him, far from it, but seeing, and knowing were two different things.
It was getting closer to midnight by now, only forty-five minutes remaining. Deedee knew she was approaching the point of no return, one way or the other. If she was going to leave, she had to do so soon. She knew that in doing so, she risked disappointing, perhaps even angering Dr. Edwards. "Was that something she really cared about?" She had to ask herself. The answer to that question continued to elude her.
It was when she spotted the woman she'd had the confrontation with on the stairs, standing beside Richard, holding onto his arm...laughing, that Deedee decided to stay. She might not be able to live with herself in the morning; she might not even be able to ever return to work at the hospital. But she could always get another job practicing as a nurse at one of the others. Deedee had NO idea what she was letting herself in for, or really why for that matter. But when she saw them together, and then saw Dr. Edwards look at her as she came down the stairs, she knew that she would do anything he told her to do. Regardless of whatever it was.
#
Once the hoopla of the New Years celebration had died down, many of the guests began to finally leave. It was still nearing one in the morning by the time everyone had left that was going to. Amongst the women, only herself, the blonde she'd seen earlier in the bathroom, the "bitch" as she now referred to her, and another woman that she knew was a nurse, who had also been seeing Dr. Benson, remained. There were at least twice that many men, probably a few more as many continued to mingle about, drinking or standing outside next to the pool smoking.
Deedee saw Richard approach her with an amused expression on his face. "I'm glad you decided to stay." He told her, and then he surprised her by leaning over and kissing her, not on her forehead this time, but tenderly...on her mouth. Deedee returned his kiss, but before it turned too passionate he broke it off.
"Follow me." He said simply. And she did so.
Richard led her down a side corridor until he stood in front of a small door. He produced a set of keys, unlocked it and switched on the light. Without saying a word to her however, he started down the stairs that led down towards some other area of the house, and once again Deedee followed him. At the bottom of the landing, Deedee saw another long hallway, this one very peculiar, as it seemed to have several doors all along one side of the hallway, all standing too closely together. Whatever rooms were on the other side of those doors had to be extremely small. Richard led her to the first one, once again sorting through his keys until he came to the right one, and unlocked it. Reaching inside upon the wall, he again tripped a light switch, but this time the light that came out of the room was a brilliant red. Richard stood off to one side of the door and invited her to step in, which she did. What she saw puzzled her as it made no sense as to what she was seeing, or as to what the purpose of the room was for.
It took her a moment more for her eyes to finally adjust to the dim red glow of the light inside the room. Now as she looked about, a subtle realization came to her. Richard waited, looking into her face expectantly.
"You can still leave if you wish to." He told her. "But if so...do it now. If however you decide to stay, then do not disappoint me...I promise you if you do, I will make life unbearable for you...do you understand me?" He asked.
"And if I do stay?" Deedee asked.
Richard forcefully drew her towards him, this time kissing her with a fiery passion that took her breath away. Simultaneously he placed his hands upon her breasts and dug into her flesh with his fingers painfully. She felt him as he sought out the hard nubbins of flesh that poked needfully beneath the fabric of her dress. She felt it as he pinched them hard, squeezing them painfully as he did, feeling the moisture between her legs pooling in a sudden unexpected release.
He pushed her away forcefully. Once again looking at her in such a way that said he expected an answer without asking the question, even though he did so. "Stay...or go. But do it now." He demanded.
"I'll stay." She said.
His eyes softened, but only a little. "Remove your clothing." He told her. "There's a place behind the door where you can hang everything up. The room was warm and comfortable, "almost too warm" she thought. "And then what?"
"You'll know." He told her. "I'll come back and let you out when we're done." Without so much as another word, Richard turned leaving the room. Deedee heard the soft "click" of the door being locked behind him as he did, and she knew it would be useless to test it. Whatever she had just committed herself to; she was here for the duration. Deedee quickly removed her clothing until she was completely naked. A small stool stood off to one side in the corner of the room and she walked over sitting down upon it and waited.
Deedee still had no idea as to the true purpose of the room. As she glanced about the four walls, she saw only that they were bare and devoid of anything. She wondered briefly if there were video cameras watching her so she looked for them. She decided however, that even if there were, Richard would have them too well concealed for her to ever notice or even find them. Though her eyes had adjusted sufficiently for her to see better, the room was still relatively dark, giving her only the ability to barely make out the four walls of her confinement. Deedee considered that she would perhaps be asked to masturbate while someone watched her, unseen unobserved themselves. She was still very much aroused, though growing continually more and more nervous as time dragged on without so much as a single indication as to what was being asked of her.
Deedee glanced at her watch, but the darkness and the eerie red lighting prevented her from knowing what time it was. Then, she heard something, or someone, on the other side of the wall. A small panel suddenly slid open and where the wall had looked solid moments ago a small opening suddenly appeared. When it did, she looked over and saw a very hard, very angry penis waiting for her.
She had no idea as to whose it was of course. And she realized that was the whole point and purpose of it anyway. No other sound came from the other side of the wall, no words were spoken. Deedee moved her stool to sit in front of the erect penis that sat impatiently waiting for her. The opening inside the wall was just large enough for her to put her hand through even with the large hard cock sticking through it. She did so, reaching in, finding the heavy ball sack that awaited her there, and as she began to fondle him, she leaned over taking him into her mouth.
She wondered, as she lipped and sucked the sweet fleshy head of the penis, just whose it was. "Richard's?" She wondered....certainly not Dr. Benson's, she HAD seen bigger. Most likely it was someone whom she had never even seen, possibly never even met but she continued to play with it, sucking it lovingly just in case it was Richard's. "Another test perhaps", she considered as she slid the cock deep down her throat, massaging it and playing with the firm heavy ball sack as she did.
It was hard to hear anything clearly through the wall, but moments later she thought she heard a low groan. The balls she held were tight now, drawing tighter and tighter within her hand, she knew that whoever this was he was close to an orgasm. With a lurch, her mouth filled suddenly with his hot salty-tasting semen. Deedee sat, milking his balls and ensuring that she drew from his cock every last drop of his cum as he spilled himself inside her mouth, the faint sounds of his satisfied moans and groans just barely heard on the other side of the wall. The panel closed, and then another opened a little higher up. Deedee saw a bare arm extend through the opening motioning to her to stand. She did so, and as she did she saw what appeared to be a tiny clothespin. The hand fondled her breast momentarily ensuring her nipple was taut, which it was. She felt the slight 'pinch' as he attached it to her nipple, withdrawing his hand, the panel closing.
She looked down at herself, wondering what the significance of this was. The continued squeeze upon her breast only slightly painful, not significant enough to cause intolerable discomfort, but enough so that it remained a constant reminder to her that it was there. Once again Deedee heard faint sounds on the other side of the wall, and the same small panel opened. She prepared herself to take him orally, but he withdrew his penis back into the wall.
"Turn around, facing away." She heard the voice tell her. Too faint to know who's it was. And again the thought as she wondered...."Richard?" Leaning over using the stool to support herself with, she backed up against the wall and felt the cock on the other side of it nestle itself against her opening. She reached back, guiding it into her, felt the head of the nice sized prick slip between the lips of her pussy. Slowly she eased herself back against the wall effectively skewering herself in the process. Rhythmically she began to fuck the cock within the wall, moving away from it, and then moving back until her ass butted against it. Her tempo slowly increased, as did her pleasure. She was surprised that she could become this aroused, doing something so wickedly decadent as this.
Soon, Deedee was not only fucking him for his inevitable pleasure, but hers as well. Her cunt was a seething furnace of desire and wanton need. She felt the length of him charging into the deepest recess of her being, felt the head as it tickled and caressed the entrance to her womb.
"Ah....ah....ah", Deedee moaned with each lust filled thrust, undulating herself against the wall briefly, smashing her backside up and against the smooth surface as though it were her lover. The image of Richard's face clearly etched within her mind as she fucked the phantom behind the wall.
"Ah...ah.....ohhhhhh" She mewled, her pussy quivered in anticipated release, she silently begged that he wouldn't stop any time soon, she was so close now, so close to experiencing her own sweet felt ecstasy.
He....whoever "he" was knew it too, stopped fucking her, withdrawing his penis from her clenching pussy almost savagely.
"Oh no! Please no!" She wailed. She looked behind her...the cock was gone. She turned facing the wall to look again and it reappeared back through the opening.
"Suck it." She heard. No hint, no way of knowing whom this was. And she did so, taking it just as lovingly as she had the first. Sucking and licking the sweet juices of her pussy, as she could taste them now upon the erect shaft of this prick, Deedee awaited the eruption to come.
As the thick almost continuous ropes of hot pouring cream filled her mouth, she nearly gagged, fighting the urge to do so, and somehow managed to swallow his spunk. Seconds later the panel closed, and like before, another opened a little higher up. Another clothespin was offered, she walked forward to accept it like a badge of honor, felt her left breast pinched this time. An added sweetness of pleasured pain as her nipples now screamed out their tortured bliss to every nerve ending of her entire being.
She was thirsty. The saltiness of their spending still coating the insides of her mouth. The warm comfortable room she'd enjoyed earlier was now becoming almost unbearable. Beads of perspiration dotted her forehead sliding down into her eyes burning them uncomfortably so. Her breasts were slick with her sweat, tiny rivers of which ran down between them and filled her naval to overflowing.
And the panel opened.
The prick that emerged was like a behemoth from some horror movie. Like a writhing snake it appeared through the hole, Deedee half expecting to see a forked tongue extending out, testing the air and seeking its prey. Tentatively, she reached out grasping the monster, and found her hand too tiny to fit around its circumference. Placing her second hand about it, she slid the smooth skin upwards until it nearly encompassed the knobby gland of the monster. It was slick with fluids as she milked it, producing a clearly pearl of moisture that oozed from the wide-open eye slit of its face. With her tongue, she gathered it up, licking it away and produced another. With her fingers, this one she smeared around the bulbous head teasing him and pleasuring him, soothing the beast that she held and taming it as she did.
Too large for her to take fully into her mouth, she took as much of it as she could, little more than the head, and an inch or two more perhaps. Not only was he long, but his girth was beyond any she had ever seen. With both hands she held him and skinned his flesh back and forth until they began to ache, yet still she continued. She sucked, nipped and bit at the spongy head, slathered it in wet sloppy kisses and sucking's intended to stimulate as well as pleasure, which she did.
"Your face." He heard someone say. Unable to reach in and feel his ball sack with her hands, the requirement of both needed to hold onto the prick she continued pumping and caressing, Deedee presented herself, closing her eyes against the anticipated onslaught. A deep throated grunt on the other side of the wall with a hint of familiarity behind it, then a surge of power, release... coursing up the enormous shaft that she held. Deedee felt the first of many copious splashes crashing into her face. Her hair became matted with his cream; the sides of both cheeks became sticky as though someone had emptied a full can of whipping cream against her. She pumped the organ she held for all she was worth, jacking and slicking the skin in a hand over hand fashion, feeling the agonized pleasure of the beast as if finally and reluctantly slithered away once again into the safety of the wall.
And again a new clothespin, placed against her right breast this time, pinching and squeezing even more tightly it seemed to the sensitive burning skin of her tit.
Time passed slowly, twice more Deedee sucked, fucked and coaxed the thick creamy juice from the pricks presented to her. Clothespins appeared each time adding to those she already wore so that soon she took on the appearance of a porcupine as they stood up and off her now almost too tender nipples.
Nearing exhaustion, having hovered on the precipice of ecstasy herself for what must have been hours now, she began to waiver, fearing collapse and concerned for her failure to please him. Deedee knew without a doubt, even if she had not actually done him herself, she had sucked, fucked and played with Richard's prick every time a new one had appeared through the hole in the wall.
Hearing the sound of the opening once more, she resigned herself to her fate. Steeling herself with every ounce of reserve she possessed, she prepared herself and awaited the next prick to present itself to her.
"Come to the wall." She heard softly. Looking down, Deedee saw a hand appearing there and she approached it. She felt the tip of a finger enter her. Felt it toy with and rub the tenderness of her clit, re-igniting the fire that had been smoldering between her legs. It caressed her, digitally fucked her and teased her with slow agonizing strokes. She felt more fingers added, one, two then suddenly three. They began to piston in and out of her wet slit causing her to evacuate air that embarrassed her, yet still they continued. Her cunt began to squish with each thrust, her juices suddenly filling the cavern of her pussy as they formed, flowing out past the hand that violated and ravaged her slit.



Deedee felt her orgasm approach knowing it would be a wet one, as well as powerful.
Years ago Deedee had been fooling around with her boyfriend on the couch in her parent's den. They had been masturbating one another. She had certainly masturbated herself before, but having someone else doing it for you... was different. Certainly this was for her. He was touching her in ways she hadn't discovered, didn't honestly know about as he 'walked' his fingers inside of her, touching a spot she had never before felt caressed or petted in any way. She came unexpectedly, and when she did...she squirted. Had it not been for the sweet exquisite pleasure that overwhelmed her, she'd have died from embarrassment instead. Deedee initially thought she had peed, but as she later learned, she had not. Just the surprisingly wonderful discharge of her own female cum cream as she came to know it, and now looked forward to experiencing whenever her orgasms promised to be this blissfully intense.
Deedee gave herself over to the surge of intensity that shook her, claiming her soul. She collapsed against the wall, hugging it to her and felt the discharge of her cunt as it fired off it's own syrupy streamer through the hole of the wall. She sensed a moment of surprise by the hand that continued to fondle her, then a sudden and renewed onslaught against her as her clit was rapidly rolled, pinched and tickled delightfully.
Deedee screamed her pleasure as her pussy continued to squirt its release against the unseen hand of her assailant. Beneath her feet, she felt the slickness of moisture gathering upon the floor. Strangely, it cooled her, soothed her, giving her temporary relief from the now unbearable heat within the room.
Minutes later, once again alone within the confines of what she now thought of as her cell, she collapsed upon the stool and began to weep. Exhausted beyond measure, she felt the trickle of her tears cleansing her eyes from the sting of so much salt. Her first thought then for a mirror, she laughed. The ridiculousness of that suddenly dawning on her. She did wonder though how she appeared, how she would look when Richard came for her. She was a fright, she knew it, her hair was caked and matted with dried cum, her cheeks tight and flaky with it as well. And thirsty...so incredibly thirsty. Her mouth was parched; she knew if she even tried to speak she would croak like a frog. So absorbed in her misery, she did not hear the faint "click" of the door as someone unlocked it. Only when the door opened, and the brightness of the hallway beyond invaded the now gloomy red glowing hell of which she'd endured, did she look up to see him standing there, looking at her.
Richard stood before her wearing a floor length robe and beckoned to her to follow him. She glanced questioningly towards her clothing behind the door. "Come with me." He said simply. He extended his hand to her, and she came to him. Stepping out into the dimly lit hallway, the change in lighting still bothered her eyes and she struggled with it, almost blinded and found comfort within his hand as he took hers and led her further down the hallway towards the last and final doorway.
"In here." He told her. Deedee entered the room. For a moment she feared she was to experience more of what she had already endured. But to her relief and surprise, the room was comfortably laid out. Two large oversized couches filled the space of two walls. A pitcher of water, fresh glasses, fruit as well as wine and cheese filled the table in front of her. "Sit down...relax. I'll be back soon." He told her, and then he left closing the door, locking it once again as he did.
Immediately she poured herself a tall glass of water and downed it like a drowning man. She filled it again, savoring this one, and then splashed some of it against her face in an effort to wash off the scales of rock hard spunk that had formed there. As she felt the coolness of the water falling, splashing against her still bare breasts, she was reminded of the clothespins still attached to her nipples. Glancing down, she was surprised to see they were colored, though four were blue and one was green. In the red glow of the room she'd been unable to discover that, each looking exactly the same as the others.
Deedee once again heard the familiar "click" as the door was unlocked. She expected to see Richard, but was surprised when the "bitch" was ushered into the room instead. Her only solace was to see that she also appeared every bit the mess that she herself must have looked. Attached to her large bruised and swollen breasts were three blue, and two green clothespins. Deedee wondered now at the significance of that.
Before the door closed once again, the blonde entered. She immediately walked over to the table, and poured a glass of water for herself and downed it as thirstily as Deedee had done. Upon her breasts she wore five blue pins and seemed to be smiling proudly as she gazed over at the bitch. "Marsha! She exclaimed in surprise, you'd better hope that Benson's newest play toy does worse than you obviously have." She'd already glanced at Deedee and smiled knowingly upon seeing four blue and one green.
Deedee remembered the young nurses name that had been seeing and dating Dr. Benson, "Angel" she seemed to recall, and as though magically summoned, she appeared in the doorway, "BD" escorting her inside along with Richard as they both stepped into the room. Angel was marked with four blue and one green clothespin, just as she was.
Richard took one final look around at the women purposely staring at their breasts. "Marsha...you will remain here of course." He told her. "The rest of you? Please come with me." He announced.
Deedee followed everyone out of the room, two men passing her by entering as she exited. One held a pair of manacles in his hand, the other a gag as well as some sort of head covering. As much as she wanted to ask someone what was to happen to "Marsha" she refrained from doing so and silently followed everyone back down the hallway, past the room she'd been confined in, and on back up the stairs.
Richard soon led she and the others to a lavish, extravagant bathing facility. Hot soapy water awaited them. More like a swimming pool than a bath really, each was escorted down into the water, a male holding both hands gently leading them downwards to stand in the fragrant smelling bath. To her delight, Richard was one of two who had helped her down into the tub.
"Each may now remove their markings." He announced almost solemnly. Deedee watched him as he reached towards her breast, placing his hand upon the single green pin. For a moment she cringed at the realization of it, then he smiled widely this time, and moved his hand from a green to a blue and removed it. One by one the men came whom she had pleasured and took back their pins. And, just as she had known, Dr. Benson came to her as well, taking the single green pin from her tit.
"Don't let it upset you." He told her. "I rarely if ever give blue, and only once the black."
Deedee had seen no black pins, and shivered involuntarily, wondering at the significance of that, and shuddered now grateful she had not.
Once the men they had entertained and pleasured had removed all the pins from each of the women, they began bathing them. Deedee was thrilled as the men who were with her began to cleanse her entire body. One shampooed her hair while another lovingly ran a soft clothe over her body, one rinsed, another washing and rinsing her off again. Though Richard had joined Dr. Benson as four of them tended to the Blonde woman's bath, Deedee felt a sense of pride and relief that his had not been her green pin.
When they were finally thoroughly cleansed and dried, each was given a soft flowing robe to put on. Led from the baths now, they followed silently in single file up a flight of steps towards the highest point in the house. From the outside, Deedee had seen the tall standing turret, as it stood high above any other portion of the mansion. Even then it appeared much like those seen in a castle of old. She had wondered on it briefly, choosing as she thought upon it to be Richard's private den perhaps, or even a special bedroom where he favored himself to spend time.
Deedee entered the chamber, which was the only way she could describe it. She gasped in surprise when she did. Suspended from the ceiling, she saw Marsha hanging there in the air. She was blindfolded, gagged and manacled by the wrists and supported by very little else as she hung there. The only other visible piece of furniture was some sort of specially designed chair that sat across from where Marsha was suspended.
Deedee, Angel, and the blonde whose name she still did not know stood off to one side. At least two-dozen men stood gathered around, all wearing matching floor length robes. Richard approached her giving each woman a brief nod of his head, but he stepped before the blonde purposely.
"Which of your Masters do you choose for your pleasuring?" He asked. Without so much as a single word, Deedee watched as the blonde quickly walked over to one of the men who stood in a semi circle around the room. She dropped down to her knees, parting his robe and suckled his penis like a babe to a mother's breast. Deedee watched, fascinated and mesmerized by the process. There was no intent to excite or arouse him. The blonde simply paid homage to his cock momentarily. When she rose, and moved towards another she'd selected, he in turn moved over to stand at the head of the uniquely designed chair.
The blonde repeated the process, sucking, kissing the next man's prick where he too then moved over to stand at the head of the chair. Next, she moved over to stand before Richard, she knelt gathering him in.
Deedee saw him turn to look at her, and she smiled. It was brief moment, that for whatever reason he's chosen to share with her. And in the moment, in her mind, she was on her knees before him sucking and licking his prick just as the blonde was.
Richard now escorted the blonde over to the chair. Placing her within it, Deedee saw that her legs were comfortably positioned in some sort of supporting harness that extended outwards, creating an opening where Richard now stood.
He looked back to where Marsha hung now. "To those who chose green...the whip." He announced. Dr. Benson was one of them, and he eagerly moved over to a nearby table and selected one of many that were displayed there. Another man, whom Deedee had not even seen until now was the other.
Richard knelt between the blonde's legs at this point and began going down on her. Each of the men, who had stood at her head, now knelt and began to play with, suckling each of her breasts. Her sounds of pleasure and ecstasy were drowned out however by the harsh crack and slap of the whips as the men who stood behind Marsha began dishing out her obvious punishment for her failure to please them.
It was evident that nothing of the sort was going to happen to either herself or to Angel who stood there watching the pure unadulterated pleasuring for the blonde, and the equally obvious painful discipline administered to Marsha. With mixed emotions she continued to watch the look of pure joy on the blonde's face. Richard was tonguing her pussy expertly, she could see it in her expression, hear it even above the loud sounding crack of the whips being used. She was jealous...envious, and yearned for that same tongue to be tenderly licking and sucking her own throbbing clit. The moisture once again pooled between her legs. Deedee stood as still as Angel was...continuing to watch and merely enjoy the blonde's earned pleasure and enjoyment.
By this time many of the men who were not participating in one fashion or another had begun masturbating. Deedee turned to see they were finally lowering Marsha down to the floor from where she had been suspended. Her ass was marked, reddened with many raised welts. Lowered to the floor, she was released... her head covering removed along with her gag. One by one, as the men reached the point of their pleasures, they moved towards her where she knelt submissively upon the floor. Each one ejaculated upon her, squirting their self-pleasuring upon her face, upon her hair, or where ever they demanded or chose to do so. Marsha submitted herself to each of them as they came, moving as she was told, spreading herself as they demanded, devouring their cream if they chose it, or accepting the copious discharge against her face if they didn't.
The blonde was crying out in unbridled ecstasy now. Richard had indeed given her an orgasm, helped along by the additional stimulation of having both breasts simultaneously cared for as well. When it was over, he stood... his erect penis sticking out of the confines of his robe. He walked over towards Deedee. "You may suck me now." He told her. She dropped immediately to her knees and in front of everyone present began to devour his precious cock, pleasing him as if her life depended on it. She heard movement off to one side, and knew that each of the other male attendants had chosen either the blonde or Angel to do the same for them too. A thought that was thrilling as Deedee realized Richard had chosen her first amongst the others. She loved his cock, stimulating him, caressing him until she heard his pleased groans and moans of satisfaction. She took his seed as he poured it into her mouth minutes later, drank his fluids greedily, hungrily until he had spent and forced her to take her mouth away from him. Richard leaned over, taking her hands and standing her up back to her feet where he again kissed her on the forehead.
"Your cab is waiting." He told her. "You may dress in the next room across the hall. Your clothing is there. I'll look forward to seeing you at the hospital on Monday." He added; smiling at her once again, and then promptly left the room.
#
It was well late into the evening before she saw him. Everything was quiet, another one of their rare evenings when they had no new mothers admitted. Dr. Edwards approached her nursing station.
"Hello Deedee." He said, calling her for the first time by her name.
"Good evening Dr." She responded.
Richard took a quick look about to make sure no one else could hear him.
"Wanted to make sure you had a chance to think about the other night." He began.
Deedee felt her face flush, and immediately felt a familiar tingle between her legs. She smiled at him. "I have." she replied. "Several times."
Richard leaned over the desk. "Show me your cunt."
Without even a moments hesitation she pulled up her dress, exposing herself. She had thought ahead. She wore garters and stockings only. No panties.
Richard was grinning. "We get together maybe once a month...." He began to tell her. "Not always the same people, there are several. I only have room for four, maybe five, or six women at a time. So, are you interested?"
"Yes." She responded simply.
"I expect a lot." He warned her. "Maybe more than you can handle. But the rewards can be good, just as the failures can be painful. Are you willing to learn?"
"I am." She said quickly."
He nodded, looking at her intently. "We'll see. Oh...my birthday's next week. Think of something special to do for me. And don't.....disappoint me." He said. He reached over the desk, slid his finger up her wet slit. Deedee had remained exposed to him the entire time she'd been sitting there, uncaring who came. She'd have remained like that forever if he'd required it of her.
"Very good Deedee. I like you. You can close your legs now."
Dr. Richard Edwards turned and headed off down the hallway to check on his patient.
Deedee immediately began thinking about something special to do for his birthday.
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Nearly every working day at lunchtime, I drive over to one of many available fast-food drive-ins looking for something to satisfy my hunger. I'm not really a big fan of fast foods, but I'm also too lazy to get up in the morning and fix myself a lunch.
I'd been fairly selective about what I ate, and where I went however, though after a while everything began tasting the same. One day I decided I was in the mood for a good old-fashioned hamburger, with all the trimmings as well as a side of fries. I had placed my order and pulled along side the drive-in window.
"That will be five thirty-five please."
I fumbled briefly trying to retrieve the exact change needed from my ashtray where I threw all my loose coins. Finding what I needed I turned towards the window to hand her my payment, nearly dropping my coins as well as my mouth when I did. I was looking at the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. The fact that she was working at a fast-food restaurant took me by surprise as much as how attractive she truly was. That, and she was at least in her late thirties to early forties. Her warm smile as she almost gingerly accepted my payment accentuated that same smile in her emerald green eyes. For a brief moment, I was speechless.
"Thank you," I said taking my order from her. I didn't want to leave, but I felt foolish simply sitting there looking at her. Once again I smiled.
"You just made my day. Thank you," I said again, finally pulling away from the window.
I returned to the same place the very next day. Pulling along side the "call order" box I waited patiently to place my order. I'd come a little earlier; unable to wait so it wasn't busy when I arrived.
"Go ahead and order whenever you're ready."
It was her voice. At least I hoped it was. I hated those scratchy, hard to hear order things, but imagined her standing there preparing to write down my order. Once again I ordered a hamburger.
"Would you like fries with that?" she asked.
"No. But I would like you," I thought silently. "No thanks," I answered aloud.
"Please pull forward," she responded.
When I did, I was thrilled to find that it was her. I was even more thrilled when she appeared to recognize me. Though I had been there the previous day of course. Her smile seemed even more genuine than the day before. I expected her to give me my total, already knowing what it was of course, but looking forward to spending as much time sitting there as possible.
"What did you mean by that?" she asked
For a moment I was confused. I didn't know what she was talking about. "Excuse me?" I asked politely.
"Yesterday. You said I had just made your day. And then you drove off before I could ask you what you meant by that."
"Oh, that," I said a little sheepishly. "I only meant that it was nice seeing someone as attractive as you. I'd sort of had a lousy day, and your smile sort of picked me up a little," I explained lamely.
She laughed. "Well, you made mine too."
I grinned back at her even more broadly than I had been. Glancing back into the rear view mirror I saw no one had as yet pulled up behind me. Handing her my payment, I took my order from her but continued to sit there parked next to where she continued standing, smiling back at me.
"You've got truly gorgeous green eyes," I exclaimed. I felt a little silly telling her that, feeling almost like a high school teenager going through his first crush.
"Thank you. I like yours too."
Once again I looked back into my mirror, but this time saw a car pulling up to the order box. "Damn" I thought. "Well, have a nice day," I told her. "See you tomorrow?" She seemed surprised by that, but nodded her head.
"I'll be here," she said sweetly.
#
I had a difficult time getting away from the office, arriving later than I had been at the drive-in the following day. Pulling up to the speaker, she was obviously waiting for me.
"Feel like something different for lunch?" she asked.
Hearing that through the squawky speaker was almost funny. "You bet!" I answered.
"Pull into the parking area, wait for me," I heard her say. So I did. A few minutes later she came rushing out, jumping into the passenger seat next to me.
"Hi, I'm Susan," she said introducing herself.
"Steven," I replied. "Though my friends call me Sly," I added.
Susan gave me a curious look. "Are you? Sly I mean?"
"Can be," I teased back. "Where too anyway?" I asked feeling an erection growing.
"There's a small little park just down the road from here. Quite often I go there for lunch and read. Hardly anyone ever goes there," she stated.
I found her comment curious, but put the car in gear, backed out and headed off down the street. I was a little surprised she'd come out in the first place. Amazed actually that she had, as the very little flirting we'd done hadn't indicated anything more than a mild attraction towards her. I quickly located the park she'd indicated and pulled in.
"Drive around back. No one ever comes back here on a weekday."
Easing into a parking spot, I turned off the ignition, turning in my seat slightly to face her. I still wasn't sure where any of this was going, but my hard-on was in hopes that this was more than just a friendly chat. Which she confirmed a moment later.
"I'm going to be right up front with you," she told me. "I like your self confidence. Most men don't have that. Arrogance yes, confidence, no."
I shifted in my seat trying to make myself more comfortable. Which was extremely difficult to do under the circumstances.
"And I'm not looking for any heavy relationship either. I just went through a really messy divorce."
"I'm sorry," I interjected.
"Don't be. What I'm trying to say is this. I'm just looking for a little companionship, a little fun. Something I didn't have in my marriage. I want to let my hair down a little, experience some wildness, let myself go. If you catch my meaning," she said winking at me.
I did...and I didn't. I was hoping I was hearing her correctly. But at the same time I didn't want to make any assumptions that she was being any more than a little bold in just getting to know someone. As far as I knew, that's what she had meant by her comment.
"I like you," she said simply. "And I think this could be a lot of fun if you're really interested, and willing to let it go at nothing more than that. For the time being anyway."
I couldn't think of anything to say, still in a bit of a fugue as to any hidden meanings I might be misinterpreting. All I could so was grin, and hope that answered her question. It must have however, as she immediately leaned over in her seat and kissed me. I kissed her back. Hard. For several long moments we sat there fencing our tongues. Which was now causing me even more discomfort as my erection was bent painfully at the wrong angle. Embarrassed, I finally broke off our kiss.
"Excuse me, I hate to admit this, but I need to make an adjustment," I told her honestly.
I turned off to one side attempting to fix myself without making too much out of it when I heard her laugh.
"Why don't you simply take it out? I was going to ask you to anyway," she stated. "It's been a while. Unless you don't want to of course."
I was staring at her in disbelief.
"We don't have that long," she pointed out to me. "I only have forty-five minutes for lunch."
I watched as she reached up and began undoing her blouse. As she did, I freed the beast never taking my eyes off her while doing so. Seconds later, I saw her full breasts pushing against the confines of her bra. She had one of those front-catch releases, which was nice, easily flicking it open with the simple touch of her fingers. Automatically my hand reached out, cupping her nearest breast. As I did, she leaned over and I felt her hand surrounding my turgid erection.
"Hmm, nice," she mewed.
"Ditto," I said, once again feeling like a teenage kid. Though admittedly, I had had some of my 'breast' memories fooling around in the backseat of my car. And this certainly gave me that same erotic newness that I had once experienced. Her tits were incredible. Susan certainly didn't have the youthful perkiness she might have once had. Though as large as her boobs were, I doubted they'd been all that perky to begin with. Even cupping one of them with both hands more than filled them, though I reveled in the sensation of caressing them, and thumbing those eraser sized nipples that swelled to an even greater thickness as I did.
"Suck it," she told me. "Suck it hard."
I bent down, drawing that sweet stiff nipple into my mouth and sucked it for all I was worth. I felt her hand tighten around my swollen member in appreciation as she squeezed it, eliciting a nice fat droplet of pre-cum. As it dribbled over the head of my prick, she found it and immediately scooped it towards her mouth tasting it.
"Let me suck you now," she whispered quietly.
Reluctantly, I released her breast leaning back against the door and window of my car. Susan took a quick look around to ensure we were still alone. "Can you take them off?"
It took a moment to struggle out of my slacks, but I somehow managed to do so, kicking off one shoe, and pulling one pant leg off entirely, thus freeing myself even more completely.
"That's better."
I had watched as Susan continued to thumb, playing with her own nipples while I did the happy dance in the front seat of my car, trying desperately to get undressed as quickly as possible. Leaning over, she engulfed my prick with her mouth and began sucking it for all she was worth.
"Fuck!" I said when she did. Not knowing if my vulgarity would offend her or not. Thinking that sounded stupid even as I'd considered it under the circumstances.
"Not enough time," she mouthed around my prick. "Maybe tomorrow." She was teasing of course, though half serious too. But my cock lurched in anticipation of that possibility. Licking the head of my dick as she yet again squeezed out another pearled droplet of lubricant, I watched as she lapped it up, looking into my eyes, smiling wickedly.
"Bet you never thought you'd end up getting a blow-job in the middle of the day like this did you?" she said lustily.
"Oh, sure I did. The moment I saw you," I teased back at her.
Susan sucked down hard nearly pulling my jisim from my balls in the process. "Don't cum in my mouth," she told me. "I want to watch it...and feel it on my tits," she explained. "So tell me when you're almost there."
I hated to say it. But the truth was...I was. "I'm almost there."
She laughed with a mouth full of cock, but sat up, now hand-jacking my prick as she continued to lean over. Placing it between her breasts, she began sliding it back and forth across both nipples, teasing herself with my dick all the while continuing to pump me with her other hand.
"Gonna come for me soon Sly?" she half urged me.
By way of an answer, I felt the first sticky spurt already leaving the tip of my cock. Susan giggled with excitement and began jacking me in a much more furious manner. Thick creamy ropes of my semen began bathing both of her breasts, covering them in splotches of white goo that began leaving interesting patterns across both tits while she continued drawing on them with my dick.
"I have to get back," she said simply, already beginning to do herself up. I was surprised when she made no attempt to clean off her breasts as she enclosed them once again inside her bra, then buttoning her blouse. "I'm going to be horny the entire rest of the day," she added. "I'll be able to smell you."
Just hearing her say that caused my still semi-erect prick to begin hardening again.
"Tomorrow. I'll wear my uniform skirt tomorrow. Pick me up at 1:30 if you can manage it. I'll have a full hour then. And we can come back here if you'd like."
I thought briefly of asking for her phone number instead. Figuring perhaps we could get together later, either her place or mine. But the fact that she didn't offer, or ask for mine either told me that she wasn't quite ready to go there yet. And...perhaps, the idea of getting together like this was more along the lines of what she was actually looking for. I remembered her comment about wanting to let her hair down, and not wanting any heavy-duty relationship.
"I'd like that I told her." So as I struggled back into my own clothes, I saw her lick off the last traces of my spendings from her fingers.
"Tomorrow...you can eat me."
"We might need to use the back seat." She peered over the back nodding her head in agreement.
"When you pick me up, I'll just climb in back and get ready for you. Drive back here and if we're careful, we can maybe even do a little more than that," she said with a promise of things to come.
I dropped her back off at work with a couple of minutes to spare. She kissed me just before leaving, and I caught the faint aroma of my 'spermed' fragrance still lingering on her lips.
"See you tomorrow then?" she said as she stepped out of the door, closing it.
"Count on it," I told her.
#
As promised, Susan wore a uniformed skirt with a matching pullover sweater. I had no sooner pulled into the parking lot when she came out, and again as agreed, climbed into the back seat.
"Hurry Sly. I'm really, really horny!"
Not wanting to get pulled over for speeding, I nevertheless pushed the envelope of the limit, taking us as quickly as I could back over towards the park. Having adjusted my rear-view mirror, I watched as she struggled out of her pantyhose, discarding them entirely. Then lifting her sweater, once again undoing the front-clasp bra she was wearing thus freeing those magnificent tits of hers. I quickly drove down the backside of the park pulling into the exact same spot we'd been in the day before. The car had barely stopped when I found myself opening the door, opening hers. What greeted me took my breath away.
"What do you want to do first? Eat? Or fuck?" she asked obscenely.
Susan had two fingers inside her split, fingering herself while I stupidly stood there looking at her. I didn't answer with words, climbing in through the door, positioning my face over that succulent looking pussy instead. Her dark pubic hair had been trimmed into what many of my friends and I had been calling a "Velcro strip", and I quickly attached my face to it like it was. Immediately locating her swollen clitoris, I drew it inside my mouth and gave it a welcome hello. Susan groaned pleasurably.
"Oh yes Sly...yes! Lick it baby! Lick it!"
I tickled that cute little nubbin of flesh with the tip of my tongue. As she urged me to lick her faster and faster, I did so. My face was soon covered in her essence. Her pussy juice was flowing about as freely as I had ever experienced with anyone, and I was soon slipping and sliding easily up and down her split with the use of my entire face as I all but face-fucked her with my head.
"God baby! Yes! Yes! Make me cum baby. Make me cum!"
Once again sucking her clit inside my mouth, I nursed it like a tit. Simultaneously, I slipped not one, but two fingers inside that incredibly wet passage and began finger-fucking her with wild abandonment all the while sucking madly on her clit. Susan was bucking beneath me, gyrating her hips back and forth, up and down, fucking my face as I fucked her pussy with my mouth and fingers.
"Now! Now! Now!" she wailed.
I was damn glad we were alone in the park. I had no reservations that had anyone else been there, they'd have come over to investigate what was going on. Her orgasmic cry of pleasure was loud enough to actually cause a near-by dog to begin barking. But at least I knew it was far enough away that no one would come over to see what was going on. Hopefully, before I had a chance to slip my prick inside her at least.
When her orgasm had finally subsided to some degree, she bade me to have a quick look around, which I did. Once again assured the coast was clear, she reached up and began fumbling with the belt on my slacks.
"Hurry up! Fuck me!" she pleaded.
In record-breaking time, I managed to slip my slacks down around my ankles as she scooted herself over towards the edge of the back seat. I thought at first we were somehow going to do it like that, but she spun around, bending over using the seat as brace to lean against. Offering me her pussy from behind, I plunged into her in one quick stroke, hilting myself fully into that tight hot passage.
"Oh yes...now fuck me! Fuck me hard!" she demanded.
I was slamming in and out of her as fast as I could when I noticed another car driving up the lane towards us.
"Someone's coming!" I warned her.
"I know...I know. I am," she shot back.
"No, really. Someone really is coming towards us," I said again, preparing to pull out of her before we were actually spotted, if we hadn't been already.
"I don't care. Don't stop now you sweet bastard. I'm almost there!"
Grinning, I looked up glancing towards the approaching car through the open-door window. I saw another man and woman sitting together as they pulled into a spot a short distance away from where we were parked. As they did, I saw the woman pointing towards us. Looking down, I realized my slacks, well down around my ankles gave away the situation Susan and I were in. Not knowing what to expect, I heard Susan's deep-throated groan of orgasm begin, and threw all caution to the wind. Turning back around, I grabbed two full handfuls of her ass-cheeks, driving myself as deeply as I could into her and let loose with my own powerful explosion. Susan's cry of ecstasy was certainly loud enough to be heard, and I turned once again to face our newly arrived neighbors. When I did, I noticed the woman who had been with him, could no longer be seen.
"I think we're safe," I said smiling. "Our friend over there is getting a blow-job!"
Still flushed with excitement, her orgasm still tingling deep inside her pussy, Susan stood up, effectively forcing my prick out of her. As she did, she turned towards them, chest bare, both breasts easily seen...and waved. Our unknown friend smiled, waved back and then gave us both a "thumbs-up". Lady friend then sat up, looked over towards us as well and saw that Susan was standing there with her boobs showing clearly. We both watched as she lifted up her own blouse, revealing she wasn't even wearing a bra, flashing us back. I in turn gave them both a thumb's up. Susan however had backed up once again sitting down on the back seat, pulling me towards her. In seconds, she'd engulfed my penis and was sucking me tenderly, coaxing me back to firmness.
"Think you can come again for me?" she asked.
As aroused as I was, I had no doubt about it. And...we'd barely spent half of our allotted time together anyway.
"No sweat," I assured her. And stood there fucking her mouth while our neighbors in the car next to us continued to watch.
When we finally did redress in order to leave, I had just managed to fill her hungry lips with a little squirt or two anyway. We also watched as our horny friends drove away, probably heading back to work themselves.
"That was wild wasn't it?" she said as we pulled into the parking lot. "Tomorrow?"
"Wild yes. And hell yes!" I said answering both of her questions.
#
Over the course of the next several weeks, I picked Susan up every day at lunchtime, where we'd head over to the park and fuck, suck, sometimes doing both each and every day. It was the first time I could ever remember not looking forward to the weekends, as it was the only time I never saw her.
One Monday, I pulled into the parking lot and waited. After nearly five minutes had passed I began to realize Susan wasn't coming out. I was about to go in when I saw a much younger looking woman making her way over to my car.
"You're the one that's been picking Susan up during lunch, yes?" she asked.



"Yes. I am, where is she?"
"She doesn't work here anymore," the young woman told me. For a moment, I felt like I'd been hit in the gut with a sledgehammer. "She told me to give you this," she said, passing a rather large, thick envelope through the window to me.
"Fuck!" I thought. Obviously this was some kind of a "Dear John" letter.
"Thank you," I said sadly. Moments later, I pulled out of the parking lot in order to head back to work, deciding to read her letter after I'd had a chance to calm down.
#
It was six month's before I returned to that particular fast-food restaurant. Pulling up to the speaker-box, I waited patiently to place my order.
"Go ahead and order whenever you're ready, the voice said. The words were familiar, but the voice certainly wasn't.
"I'd like a cheeseburger and a coke please," I said.
"Would you like fries with that?"
"I would. I really, really would," I thought.
"Ah, no thanks. Just the burger and coke." I knew I'd have a nice dinner waiting for me when I got home from work that night. The last thing I wanted to do was spoil my appetite. Susan really was an excellent cook.
That day in the parking lot, I had learned she'd had to leave unexpectedly. Her mother had taken ill and unfortunately passed away. She'd inherited a sizeable estate, needless to say, no longer needing to work at the burger joint. Susan asked me to wait for her, gave me instructions to her place, where we met that following weekend and spent nearly every waking moment of it in bed together.
Her favorite saying every time I go down on her, "Would you like fries with that?" has become our private little joke.
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I actually got the idea for this piece after having seen several porn videos depicting women giving men 'hand-jobs'. It dawned on me when watching them, that there was very little going on except for the old 'up and down' stroke technique. And I couldn't help but wonder, "Where the hell's all the creativity and fun in that?"
Maybe I'm not speaking for ALL guys here, but I have to think there's more than a few here who will agree with me. Sure...'arriving' is nice, but getting there is half the fun.
So, I decided to spend a few moments from a personal perspective in hopes that those who are interested, and who seriously enjoy masturbation with their partners, might perhaps learn something, or at the very least, incorporate a little creativity into what can be a very pleasurable and exciting experience.
I think that most women would agree, there's nothing worse or less stimulating than (in the long run) having your clit rubbed...and rubbed...and rubbed repeatedly over and over again in the same way. Men are really no different here. And like a woman's clitoris, (again for me at least) the head of my dick is where most of the really intense sensitivity comes from. But constant stimulus of that particular area only can also deaden the feeling and lessen the overall pleasure. What enhances that pleasure is a periodic change in technique, touch, pressure and placement of the hands or fingers on a man's prick.
Aside from the obvious, and the good old 'up and down' which will in time produce the inevitable ejaculation, it truly is about the build up and excitement in getting there. Part of that for me, is that naughty playfulness, that uninhibited exploratory caressing and fondling that should be pursued in a myriad of differing ways. And again, I don't think I'm alone in saying this, men enjoy having their dicks played with. (Not that women don't enjoy being played with as well) but lets face it, ever since we find this handy little apparatus dangling between our legs, we're drawn to it, touching it, discovering it, and in time, learning a lot of what about it feels particularly good. And thus...we as men generally masturbate a lot! But...no matter how many times I do it, it ALWAYS, ALWAYS, feels better when my partner does it for me...especially if it's not from start to finish, the old up and down as it where.
Girls? Or even Guys...get playful, trust me, most men will not only enjoy your playfulness, even silliness when stroking our cocks, chances are, we'll reciprocate in much the same way for you as well.
The key first of all...is plenty of lubrication. I think that goes without saying. Whether naturally produced by periodically stopping to continue squeezing out more and more precum as it's produced through natural (slow) teasing play...or periodically including some other natural lubrication such as KY, baby oil, or even something a bit more on the kinky side (I'll leave that up to your own imagination), but whatever works.
After that, it's all about giving, pleasuring, and taking control. (This should work both ways here by the way). Part of this particular act is about selfish enjoyment. And there's absolutely nothing wrong with that, though like anything, it should never be taken for granted nor accepted without a desire of reciprocation in whatever form that may take.
But now...on to the dynamics of a really nice, fun and erotic 'hand-job'.
For myself? And I dare say I am indeed speaking for a great many men out there too, there's a LOT you can do to a man's prick to make it feel good and pleasure him. In that initial getting acquainted playful stage, I enjoy the sensation of the placement of two hands upon my shaft, each softly twisting in opposite directions. Included perhaps as a minor variation, the inclusion of some soft-slow up and down stroking here as well. But nothing hurried mind you, in fact...the slower the better. A minute or two at the most of this, then some more (brief) direct stimulation and caressing of just the head itself.
Once again, this is for me (and most men) where all the true real sensitivity really exists. Ensuring the tip at the very least is well lubricated, just a nice 'ovaled' stroking of the hand by pressing the thumb and index finger together over the head, then slow-stroking just below the crest of the "helmet" as its often called can be very...very stimulating and arousing. But once again, just for a minute or two, perhaps even less. Here you can go back to a variation of the 'up and down' by palming the entire shaft in a twisting, up and over the top maneuver, releasing it entirely, then re-grasping the shaft at the base and once again working your way up. (Experiment! There's no right and wrong way to really do this, left or right handed, either one. Even if it feels awkward or goofy...chances are, we're smiling!)
Another fun technique to try or do...making sure you have 'plenty' of lubrication to work with on this one, is what I call "fire starter". I am sure most of you have seen the old ancient way to try and start a fire by rubbing a stick as fast as you can between the palms of your hands until the base of it begins to heat up with friction causing the small thatch of kindling below to begin to smoke? Well...a 'slower' variation of this, up and down, back and forth palm stroke can be equally as fun and pleasurable to attempt dependant upon your partner's enjoyment of course. And there again is another key, communication, open frank discussion and verbalization of what's going on. Ask...and guys? Don't be afraid to tell her what you'd like her to do either. Faster? Slower? Harder? Softer? She's not a mind reader...tell her what feels good (what you enjoy doing to yourself). Or even...show her! Then let her try it!
Another thing that can feel really good, IF you're aroused and stimulated enough, is actually slapping his cock. It is and certainly can be, one of those pleasure almost pain things that can indeed feel good if one is sufficiently aroused enough. This one is best to have your partner show you first.Obviously, I wouldn't expect to have someone just haul off and slap my dick with the full-force of their hand..."ouch!" But...you 'can' slap it just hard enough, repeatedly, back and forth like playing ping-pong with it, that it can feel damn nice. I know watching my lover 'spank'-'slap' her pussy...and then having me do it for her is quite enjoyable, wickedly arousing...and just this naughty side of kink. And who doesn't enjoy that really lusty, horny, decadent sensation when we're in the throes of real honest passion?
But the point of all this...is have fun. Get creative, and don't be afraid to experiment with all sorts of touches, strokes, and various hand placements and manipulations. It's ALL good!
Sure...the eventual climax is always nice, but if time is taken, if the arousal in getting there is performed in more than just the old up and down cock stroking, I can assure you, the climax, the intensity, and even the volume of ejaculation produced can be significantly greater than otherwise achieved.
I hope this has been informative, and though I've tried to keep this light-hearted and simple, the reality is...don't become a porn video when masturbating your partner. There really isn't anything arousing in that. Well...not after watching the first one anyway.
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Unlike the old movie, it wasn't the Summer of 42', but it might as well have been.
I had just turned eighteen, looking forward to Graduation, which was just a few month's away. I wasn't looking forward to the draft however, Vietnam still very much apart of the American way of life at that time. It was a period of self-discovery, decisions, and a very uncertain and somewhat frightening future.
I had being going 'steady' as was the term then, and perhaps still is. My High School sweetheart and I had known each other off and on since Grade-School, on into Junior High, which is now called Middle School in most places. And then of course, finally on into High School. But it wasn't until High School that we finally got serious about our relationship.
But of all the time we knew each other, after all the dates, flirtations, and everything else that went along with it, Tracy had remained a 'chaste' albeit very flirtatious virgin. We'd spent more evenings together than you could even begin to possibly imagine, with my never getting off "first-base". Another one of those ageless terms. Some might think, "Why bother?" Especially since most, if not all of my buddies back then were obviously having sex with their girlfriends, so why wasn't I? God knows I tried. Even to the point sometimes of threatening to break up with her if she didn't relent. Then we would breakup, and then I'd relent, and we'd start the whole damn process all over again.
There were several reasons we stayed together, even after short periodic weeks apart from one another. We honestly enjoyed being together, number one. Number two, Tracy and I both felt that after all these years, we were "meant" to be together, and God help us, that meant getting married one day too. Three...and this was mainly my reason more than hers of course, was that she had a fantastic body. True, I'd never actually seen it...but she had enormous breasts, and a shapely figure that the guys were always drooling over, and teasing me about constantly as I'd never actually seen it.
Perhaps it had something to do with that final year. The "war", talk about future plans, including the possibility of marriage (someday) or what. But whatever the reason, Tracy suddenly began to loosen up. Not all at once, but gradually. But like all typically horny teenage boys, even finally getting to second base wasn't good enough, or nearly fast enough.
Tracy and I had spent many evenings together like I said. Sometimes at the Drive-Inn, or sometimes simply sitting in my car overlooking the city. "Watching the submarine races" as we called parking back then. We had some pretty hot sessions together too. A lot of kissing, hugging, but never much more than that, though Tracy did enjoy hinting at wonderful things to come if I simply remained patient with her, and so on and so on.
Each time I was about to throw in the towel however, she'd do something to surprise me. And not without a lot of back and forth arguing and manipulating in between. We'd been up at the local 'Lovers-Lane' watching the twinkling lights of the city. I had recently had another girl at school begin to pay particular attention to me, and more importantly, I did know a guy who she had dated for a while, who had bragged about how good she was in bed. So this sudden outside interest, and the possibility of finally going to bed with a girl was more than a little tempting. I'd basically decided to (once again) break things off with Tracy, and do a little exploratory research on my own. Sitting there in the car, it was obvious to both of us that something was in the air. Neither one of us spoke initially, and as I soon discovered, it was because we both had several things weighing heavily on our minds.
"David? Do you really love me?" She asked.
It was perhaps the worse possible question she could have asked me at that moment. True, I did love her, or at least I honestly believed I did then. And here I was, considering breaking up with her long enough to at least finally get some girl into bed for no better reason than to finally lose my virginity, after all I was eighteen I had argued with myself.
"Yes Tracy. I do love you." And then suddenly realizing this was an opening for me to lead into what had always been a constant tug of war between us, I added.
"And that's one of the reasons I have wanted to be with you, now, not later, not (if) and when I go into the Navy, or somehow make it into College. A point that wasn't missed on her at all as my folks didn't have the means financially to support me in school, and so to do so would pretty much mean doing it myself. And at the moment, the odds of my being able to do that looked pretty slim. I worked a part-time job, but the meager wages I earned barely kept me in gas and insurance money on my car, let alone the few extra dollars I still had for dates.
Tracy looked as though she was actually considering what I had said. But her mind still seemed to be focused on something else entirely. We had reached some sort of crossroads in our relationship. She knew it, and I knew it, and neither one of us had to mention it. The next few moments have remained forever burned into my mind as one of my fondest Teenage memories.
It just so happened that my car, a Chevy SS Super Sport had a bench seat. It made our make-out sessions far more enjoyable and easier to perform than most of my friends complained about in their own cars with bucket seats. Tracy was looking at me, she was wearing the pastel blue "V" necked velour pullover that I had given her for her birthday a little over a month ago. I had purchased it specifically for her, as I knew her full breasts would show more than ample cleavage in it, something she didn't mind showing on occasion, "Proud of her own tits" I'd often secretly think. And she was, as she loved teasing me in that way quite often by exposing just enough of that ample cleavage to send me home at nights with a really bad case of 'blue-balls.' So her wearing this gift wasn't too surprising, but when I saw her reach around behind her back, obviously lifting up the back of the sweater and begin to undo the unclasp of her bra, I was stunned. Unsupported now as her boobs were, they were large enough to fall slightly lower against her chest. Not something too unexpected for someone that has naturally large breasts anyway, but the sight of actually seeing them like this, was a heaven sent moment. Yet with all my coaxing, all my month's of frustration and pleading, hot burning licking kisses on her neck in hopes of arousing her, especially as I knew this was one of her most sensitive places, I was not prepared for any of this.
Embarrassment perhaps, her sudden vulnerability? I don't know for sure, but whatever it was that I saw, I finally spoke.
"Tracy, you don't have to..."
I never finished the sentence. Tracy reached over, taking my hand in hers and placed it firmly and wonderfully against her breast. True, it was on the outside of her sweater, but by this time, I was actually touching her magnificent tits, something I had only done up until now in many long nights of masturbatory fantasy's. And this wasn't any fantasy, this was real, and was really happening! Thank God for bench seats. I quickly turned towards her, comfortably positioning myself, and now began to caress her and toy with her earnestly. I felt the hard little nipple just beneath the now loose material of her bra quickly stiffen and grow between my circling, exploring fingers. And she moaned. Oh God, how I remember how she moaned, so softly, so sweet. Almost like a cat's purr as I touched her and caressed that magnificent full breast.
"So this was what it was like to finally reach second base," I thought silently, thrilled beyond my wildest expectations, and here I was only touching through the material of her sweater what I knew and could feel to be...that luscious, taut firm nipple. And I could have stayed on this particular bag forever too. After all this time, after all the lost opportunity's with other girls, here I was finally getting to play with Tracy Stillman's tits. I thought I had died and gone to heaven. And in the very next breath realized, "Hadn't she undone her bra?" That sudden realization told me that she had offered up her breasts, not just to touch and fondle on the outside of her sweater, but on the inside, underneath! And here I was, wasting time, or worse, giving her the opportunity to change her mind about what she and I were doing.
Almost immediately I began to lift up the front of her sweater, though doing so slowly, still somewhat afraid that she would suddenly change her mind. Her bra still partially concealed her breasts, but shit, I was now looking at them, as I'd never seen them before either, even if it was inside a somewhat lacy and very sexy looking confinement.
The "go ahead" signal came when Tracy reached up with her own hand and pulled the bra off her breasts herself. Though things were a bit tangled and in someway hampering our movements, the sight of her mature fully exposed breasts was breathtaking to me. And in fact, as I recall, I had been holding my breath at the time, almost afraid to draw another in case I was dreaming, and that doing so, I'd wake up in bed, a very painful and needful erection reminding me that this was just another one of those frustrating 'wet-dreams' that I'd been having a lot of lately.
What I immediately noticed, were her dark brown areola, which encircled the thickest hardest nipple's I had ever seen. Sure, I'd seen a number of women's breasts in 'girly' magazines, and more than a few hard-core stroke books, but I'd never seen a woman with "hub-caps" as we called them, the size and color that Tracy's were. And now I had even more desire and need to touch her, explore them and hopefully, "dare I risk it?" Kiss and even suck them as well?
I decided, "Nothing ventured, nothing gained". And I immediately bent downwards and tentatively began licking one of her hard little protruding nipples. The feel of her hand on the back of my head, pressing me to her was not only erotic, but I actually found myself having an out of body experience as though I could see myself actually flicking her nipple with the tip of my tongue! It was an honest moment of unspoken permission, as well as total surrender on her part, and I sat there, sucking her, licking her, and shaking like a fucking leaf!
All too soon it ended however, Tracy reminding me we'd been gone well over two hours, and that as curfew was quickly approaching (for her anyway) that we'd have to hurry in order to get her back home in time. With one eye on the road, and the other watching her re-harnessing those wonderful twin globes of hers, I knew that when I masturbated that night, I'd have a lot more than just fantasy images of her to play with, I'd have the additional sensations of memory, and taste, and touch to go along with the actual visual.
For a time, this was more than adequate to keep my active mind busy, and my lustful needs at bay. But as the proverbial forbidden fruit had finally been tasted, so then was the urge for more, far more as well. And it wasn't all me either. Tracy seemed to suddenly change overnight. For a period of two weeks at least, we repeated that first evening together, nearly every night, or at least every other night. But along with the excitement of what we were doing, came the desire for more.
Tracy's father worked a nightshift at a manufacturing plant. He left for work, and then as we always had it planned, as he didn't much care for me in the first place, I'd eventually show up at her place. Her mother worked too, doing odd jobs and sometimes worked late as well especially during any Holiday seasons at a local shopping mall. It was a Friday evening, her dad had left for work, and her mother would be working late. We had the house to ourselves, another rarity, as her younger sister and older brother both had plans to be away for the evening.
This night, I parked my car at the School, which was only a block away from her place. This way, if anyone did come home unexpectedly, I could sneak out, or we both could in fact without being discovered as even having been there. One major advantage to all this, was they had an enclosed carport, the door of which no longer worked and had sufficient things stacked against it to prevent anyone from even trying to open it. Hearing a car pull into the drive was immediate and without question that someone was home. Even the gate being opened was an additional precautionary measure to alert us if someone came into the yard and headed towards the front door. Which was, the only access into the house, except of course for the back door, which was the only entry-exit into the backyard, and the semi enclosed carport. There was an old, but still useful and comfortable couch that sat on the far end of the carport, still covered by the overhanging roof, but open-faced into the backyard. This too was concealed by a tall standing redwood fence that ran around the property, and which also held wild clinging vines that had overgrown it over the course of the years. Sitting there on that couch, we were safe from prying eyes, and reasonably safe from ever being caught.
The moment we sat down, Tracy removed her blouse or sweater almost immediately. It was almost a given. Another sign that Tracy had changed in more ways that I could have ever possibly known. And it was on this particular night, that we advanced our sexual explorations in a near gigantic leap again, something of which caught me totally by surprise, but not at all un- welcomed.
As I sat there on the couch, Tracy standing in front of me, I watched her pull the sweater over her head, and as was usually the case, unclasp her bra as well. I anticipated her to then sit down next to me, where I would begin anew the discovery of her breasts all over again. This time however, I sat there watching as she reached down, and slowly began unzipping the zipper on her jeans. Before I knew it, she had shucked these off and was now standing there wearing only the thinnest briefest pair of panties that I had ever seen, anywhere, anytime. The faint dark patch of her pubic hair was clearly evident beneath the fabric, and I felt my cock immediately begin to throb and harden beneath my own jeans.
"Stand up David," she had spoken to me saying. And I felt her reach out, holding my hands and lifting me up off the couch. In the next instant, I felt her unbuckling my belt, and then likewise, unzip my own zipper. Once this was done, I quickly stepped out of my Levi's carefully ensuring their close proximity to me lest we have to make a hasty and quick get-a-way. We stood then, facing one another, she in those soft silky-like sheer panties, and me, in cotton briefs with a very noticeable and hardly concealed bulge clearly in evidence. I felt her hand sneak under the waistband of my shorts, and felt her hot fingers touch me for the first time. She toyed with my cock inside my pants, not stroking it really, but fondling and exploring it, a sensation, which quickly had me climbing the walls. I soon reached down, and though I did not attempt to slip my fingers down inside her panties, I did begin to trace the outline of her pussy slit with my finger. The softness of each was wonderfully and excitingly explored. I felt her wetness seeping through the material of her panties and realized perhaps for the first time that women leaked too, just as my own cock did when I played with it, producing that nice slippery bit of pre-cum that I used to further tease and delight myself with.
Tracy's soft moaning as I stood there stroking her like that soon had her up to a feverish pitch.
"Oh David, that feels so good. You...feel so good to me too. Your cock is so hard, so warm, and so exciting!"
I don't remember our removing our underwear, but we did. All I do remember is suddenly sitting down on the couch, side by side, mutually masturbating one another. The way she played with my cock was so different than the way I did. But the fact that she was was far more stimulating to me than anything I could have done to pleasure myself at that very moment anyway. She was clumsy, and tentative, but she was also bold and uninhibited as she toyed with me, explored me, and pushed pulled or twisted the skin of my aching prick. I am sure I was equally showing my inexperience as well. I had no concept, or knowledge if she ever played with herself either. I think then, that it was a "given" that most boys did, but the concept of a girl, or woman doing that to her self was rarely if ever really discussed. Yet, somehow I knew that she must have, and she guided me, showing me where and how to do it, just the way it felt best, and I immediately had the impression that she was showing me, teaching me, the way she liked for it to feel, the way she liked doing it to herself when she masturbated alone in her bed at night. And I wondered then, how often had we done so together? How many nights had I lay in my own bed at home, jerking off thinking about her, and Tracy, likewise at home in her own bed, playing with her own pussy, and (hopefully) thinking about me too.
These thoughts had gotten me far more excited than I had ever anticipated being. Not to mention sitting here looking at her completely nude for the first time, my fingers and hands running up and down her wet slit, and touching and caressing her clitoris, though I am not sure I knew exactly where it was, only that I was doing something right. Being a virgin, she had told me NOT to try and put my finger inside her, so I didn't. But whatever I was doing to her slit, to her lips, to her clitoris was obviously bringing pleasure to her.
And unfortunately, it was bringing additional pleasure to me as well. So in combination of what her hand had been doing to my cock and the sensations I was enjoying in touching her, I found myself losing control, far more quickly that expected, and someone embarrassingly so as I felt the beginning of the cum warning in my balls start to sound off, but before I could stop her, before I could beg off and warn her, I felt the sperm in my balls gush forth in a premature ejaculatory release of surprised pleasure and ecstasy.
"Ah shit!" I exclaimed. Both in alarm, as well as in uncontrollable climax as I jettisoned stream after stream of thick white cum. Tracy continued stroking me however, obviously expecting and anticipating it. She cupped the palm of one hand over the top of my spurting prick in an unsuccessful attempt to prevent too much of my spunk from falling someplace where it might be noticeable, or reveal to anyone who might see it, and realize what it had been that we'd been doing out here. Tracy's hands were covered in my gooey-sticky cream, and she then began to massage the cum lotion into her breasts. I watched her rub it in almost to the point where it was actually absorbed entirely by her skin, and actually felt a little tingle, and a little throb of reawakened interest begin in my now flaccid cock.
But the sound of the front gate opening soon had us scurrying for our clothing. Too late even for Tracy to get inside and pretend that she had been there all along as well. Our only option was to hide out momentarily until the coast was clear, and then to slip away around the other side of the house, climb over the fence near her bedroom window, and then sneak off down the street and back to the school where my car sat waiting for us.
As we sat hiding behind a stack of large boxes, we watched as the lights in the kitchen came on. Moments later the silhouette of Tracy's mother passed by the curtained window. She was headed towards the back door!
We both ducked down behind the boxes, my heart was beating harder than I ever imagined that it could. At that moment I was more scared and afraid than I'd ever been before in my entire life. I was only slightly more comforted by the fact it was her mother and not her father that was about to come out the door.



The carport light came on flooding the area. But hidden as we were, still concealed behind the stack of boxes, she'd have to walk well past the end of the couch to see us, and even then would have to purposely peer down the small little isle next to the wall of the garage to see us even then.
She did come out as far as the couch that we could hear without seeing well enough. She stopped, even called out Tracy's name, though in such a way that she wasn't really expecting an answer. And thankfully, Tracy remained silent as well and didn't answer her. I would have died personally. There was a momentary pause, she walked around to the front of the couch, and then we heard her walk swiftly away back into the house. The light once again went off, yet we remained where we were for several minutes without daring to move, or even speak. When we both felt it was safe to take off, we did so, quietly and as quickly as we could.
It wasn't until we reached my car that I realized my wallet was missing! It wasn't necessary to spend time looking for it either. We both knew where I had dropped it. Somewhere by the couch no doubt, and could only hope that it was still there, and that her mother hadn't discovered it.
I drove Tracy back home as though we were just getting back from a date. There was no way that she could go looking for it immediately, but promised that she would do so as soon as she could. Afterwards, if she found it, she would call me at home with the news.
I drove home nervous from the near discovery, yet still very much excited by the events, which had taken place there on that couch. I waited by the phone, but when it became evident by the lateness of the hour I knew she wasn't going to call, and thus retired to bed to spend a very restless and near sleepless night.
Tracy called me early that Saturday morning. Told me to come over as soon as possible. She was obviously excited. Not anxiously so, but excited enough by the sound of her voice that I was worried. After she assured me that everything was ok, and that everyone was also gone, she could tell me in person "what had happened" but couldn't do so over the phone.
I drove the few short blocks as quickly as it was possible to do. Tracy immediately took me out back "to the scene of the crime" as I saw it then, and explained what had happened.
"When I came in the house, your wallet was sitting on the kitchen counter. Mom told me she'd found it on the ground in front of the couch. She knew we'd been out there, and that's why she called out my name. She also thought we were most likely hiding someplace watching her too, and decided to go back inside and wait to see if we came in. She asked me point blank if we'd "done it"! And once I admitted that we had been outside "kissing" and such, but that we hadn't done it, and that I was still very much a virgin. After hearing that, mom simmered down."
I remember how Tracy had told me that her mother had grilled her at first, kept asking her what it was that we had been doing, how far had we gone, and kept pressing her to admit that we'd "done it". When finally she was satisfied that we hadn't gone that far, once Tracy told her mother she'd be willing to undergo a medical exam if that's what it would take to convince her and leave her alone, her mother had finally calmed down considerably.
After that, they had in fact discussed quite openly and quite candidly her mother's worries, fears and concerns. Tracy had learned from this that she had gotten pregnant with her now older brother, and had ended up getting married to a man she honestly didn't love. Tracy was shocked to hear this, but it also placed the last puzzle piece together for her as well. Her mother and father had not slept in the same bedroom for several years. And though you didn't consider the aspect of your own parents having sex, she had know with some fair amount of certainty, that hers hadn't for years, and possibly ever since her younger sister had been borne in fact. Being Catholic's her parents lived a rigid belief and lifestyle, divorce was out of the question, as was any form of birth control. So her parents opted for a home life that was anything but normal. So in some ways, this also explained Tracy's upbringing, as well as her parents obvious concerns.
Tracy stunned me however, when she told me that she had told her mother what we had done. Doing this in some weirdly bizarre way of convincing her mother that we hadn't gone any further, hadn't done anything more than this. She promised her mother that she would remain a virgin, no matter what, and that we would never again do anything in or around their property, or their house ever again. Mostly because of her mother's fear of what her father would do should he ever suspect anything, which he did anyway, and without anything ever being said or done around him to prove out those suspicions. Had he been the one to discover my wallet outside on the floor by the couch, he'd have gone ballistic. And in that we couldn't have agreed more.
After that, we never again took any risky chances at her place. But my place, right after school was something else altogether.
We continued on at a rapidly escalating pace, advancing from mutual masturbation, and 'dry-humping', to oral sex. We were both very fast learners. And learning and enjoying how to eat pussy was one of my favorites. We'd hardly get back to my place after school, and we were soon in bed enjoying a very erotic '69' with each other most of the time. The fact that we'd be graduating that same year kind of made it funny, "Nothing could be finer than to be a sixty-niner" was our slogan. And Tracy and I in our own special way were trying to live up to that one.
Eventually however, the need for Tracy to begin working grew. And with summer rapidly approaching now, and graduation just a few short weeks away, she took a job at the same mall that her mother worked at, although not at the same store. This unfortunately dug into our time together which was to be expected, since I was working as well and our schedules didn't always coincide with our being together. Needless to say we took advantage of every opportunity we had when we could. Sometimes they were simple things, naughty fun as Tracy called them. Like giving me a hand-job when I took her to work, fondling her breasts in the parking lot of the mall, or fingering her at lunch sometimes as well. But of course our best times were still spent when we were alone together, which once again included doing things on that old familiar couch in her carport.
We knew that Tracy's mother had ongoing concerns about the two of us getting more and more involved. There was still the talk and possibility of marriage of course, what our plans were after we graduated. And as that time got closer and closer, Tracy and her mother talked more and more. It appeared that her mother was becoming resigned to our activities, and had finally accepted the inevitable. Though again, Tracy was still a virgin at this time, she told me she had been thinking about "going all the way", unsure now if it really meant all that much to save her virginity for the wedding night, especially as we'd already gone this far, and were pretty much committed to one another. So now we talked about it, and the excitement grew once again that perhaps soon, when and if the opportunity was perfect and the night was special, that perhaps...we finally would!
It was on a Saturday a week or so later when I had driven over to Tracy's to wait for her to get home from work, that everything I knew, or thought I knew changed forever.
I arrived, as was usually the case a few minutes before Tracy normally got home from work. Lisa, her mother, let me in to wait for her. Again, we had no problems, and she had actually begun to loosen up quite a bit regarding my relationship with her daughter. I knew that Lisa would be going to work herself in a couple of hours. Tracy and I had already made plans around that fact, and as her father wasn't due home for several hours, it gave us a nice comfortable window to spend some erotically fun time together.
A few moments later however, the phone rang. Lisa answered it, and I could tell by the conversation that she was talking to Tracy. Soon after she hung up the phone and turned towards me.
"Tracy says she's stuck at work because someone else called in sick. They're trying to find another replacement, and as soon as they do, she'll be on her way home. She told me to tell you to stick around and not go anywhere as she's sure it won't be all that long."
Lisa offered me a coke, which I accepted, and sat down on the couch in the living room to watch TV and wait for Tracy. It just so happened that her mother's bedroom was directly down the hall, and sitting on the couch, I could easily see into the doorway. What I quickly realized however, was that a mirror on the dresser, gave a panoramic view of the entire room inside as well. It was difficult not to spy on Lisa. She was an attractive woman after all, even if she was some twenty years or more older than I was. I sat with some difficulty, and a little guilt at being able to see her so easily undressing in her bedroom. I watched her slip out of her clothes down to her bra and panties. She put on a bathrobe, obviously getting ready to go in and take a shower in preparation for going to work. I breathed a sigh of relief, the 'show' was basically over though I had guiltily enjoyed it, and purposely focused on the TV program when Lisa emerged from her bedroom turning the corner, and headed down the hallway towards the bathroom. Moments later, I could hear the shower running. Moments after that, I heard what I thought was Lisa calling out to me. I still wasn't even sure I had heard her until she obviously opened the door and called out to me once again.

I got up off the couch, and tentatively walked around the corner and down the hall. Sure enough, there she was standing behind a crack in the bathroom door, peeking out towards me as I approached.
"David," she said. "I forgot to get a bottle of shampoo out of storage in the utility room. Would you be so kind as to run and get one for me please?"
I certainly knew exactly where it was she was telling me to go. They stored several items out in their laundry room, and I remember seeing several bath items stored there in quantity. Figuring then that this was a simple request, and with no one else around and available to retrieve a shampoo for her, I immediately left to go and get one.
A few minutes later I returned. The bathroom door was now closed however, and I could hear that Lisa was once again inside the shower. I knocked, expecting her to get out and meet me at the door where I could pass the bottle through the small opening when she did. To my surprise however, I heard Lisa ask me to come in.
I stood there momentarily surprised and once again a little unsure of what it was that she'd asked me to do. So I knocked instead. And once again, she told me to bring the bottle into the bathroom. But this time added by way of explanation, "Don't worry, you can't see anything, the shower curtain is pulled."
Still...the "thought" of actually walking into the bathroom where Tracy's mom was showering was a little unnerving. But she had said that I wouldn't be able to see anything, though even then I half hoped that I would, figuring I'd simply hand her the bottle of shampoo through the curtain or something when I walked in, and then retreat quite rapidly back outside again.
I opened the door, the steam from the hot shower already filling up the bathroom. If I were to see anything, it wasn't going to be very easy, and I knew then that I wouldn't and that all would be just as she said it would. I approached the shower curtain, bottle in hand, said something like "here" and held it out in her direction. I watched the curtain part, realizing as it did that I could see the brief silhouette of her as she stood behind the curtain. But what I wasn't prepared for as she pulled the curtain open, was her reflection in the bath-tile behind her on the wall, clearly revealing her nude body to me completely.
Her breasts were large, even larger than Tracy's perhaps. A fact that for whatever reason had gone unnoticed by me until this very moment. But the most distinct image that suddenly burned itself into my mind, was the dark thick patch of pubic hair that I was able to clearly distinguish between her legs. All this had happened of course within the span of a few seconds time, but to me, it had seemed like an eternity. I handed her the bottle of shampoo as she reached for it around the curtain; my eyes still fixed distinctly on the image that was displayed on the bathroom tiles as I did. I turned, and started to walk back towards the bathroom door.
"Sit down on the toilet," Lisa told me. "So we can have a little chat!"
It wasn't so much a request, but more like a command. And this time I felt by the tone of her voice that getting the shampoo was nothing more than a ploy in order to corner me about what Tracy and I had planned, or what we'd been up to or something. Though choosing this particular setting to do that in was certainly a little strange.
"Leave the door cracked," she had added. "So we can hear the phone ring, or the door open."
That gave me a little comfort. Though very little. I was nervous enough already sitting inside the bathroom with her, Lisa nude just behind the shower curtain, me sitting on the John, though fully dressed of course. I could just see someone coming home and finding me sitting here. That would be a hard one to explain for either one of us.
Sitting down as I had been asked however, I made sure I had one ear on any sounds coming from the inside of the house, especially the phone. The other, was only then starting to tune in to what it was that Lisa had started asking me about.
Lisa began by telling me that she and Tracy had had several long female-to-female chats about us. And though that didn't surprise me really, when she told me that Tracy had told her everything we'd been doing, that did! I honestly couldn't imagine Tracy telling her mother "everything" but then as Lisa began to share with me some of which Tracy had told her, I began to wonder. It could have been a bluff too, a way of getting me to let down my guard, so I remained very dubious and uncommitted to her questioning. Sensing this, she began getting more specific with me however, and then I couldn't help but wonder just how much Tracy really had told her mother.
"I know that the two of you care a great deal about one another." She began. "And possibly, you may even love one another, though I think you're still far too young to understand the meaning of that yet. However, I know that the two of you have been experiencing certain urges and desires for one another, and that you have grown intimate in several areas already."
Listening to Lisa tell me all this was quite worrisome, and I was beginning to feel very uneasy and alarmed that she was about to pull out the rug from under me or something by way of some threat or promise to reveal all to Tracy's father. But I began to notice a change in her accusatory tone when she began subtly asking me for more specific details of what we'd been doing so far.
"Don't get me wrong, I believe what Tracy's told me so far as being the truth, and especially that the two of you haven't engaged in sexual intercourse. But! I want to hear your side of it as well so that I can compare it to what she's told me. Then, if it matches up, I will know that I'm not being lied to, and won't feel like I have to take it any further as long as I believe I can trust the two of you."
Though she hadn't come out and said it, the implied threat was there. I didn't know if she would in fact involve Tracy's father, but I certainly didn't want to chance the risk of that either. As I sat listening to her, thinking about what my options were, I found I really didn't have any. If I failed to tell her everything, and if Tracy had, then it would look like we were trying to hide more.
"What is it you want to know?" I responded. And only then really looked up towards the shower curtain half expecting her to pop her head out to look at me. She didn't but as I continued watching her shadow behind the curtain, the outlines of her body so distinctly being shown, I couldn't help but feel a slight excitement building either as I began to get from her the type of information she was looking for.
"I want you to tell me how often that the two of you masturbated one another, where, when, and basically how often. How many times have you orally satisfied each other? Everything basically, from the beginning."
She obviously hadn't left any room for maneuvering that was for sure. And so I began, sitting there on the toilet seat, describing in fairly explicit detail our encounters, from the first day inside my car when Tracy first allowed me to see and play with her breasts. Including the time when we'd first seen one another naked on the night in which she had discovered my missing wallet.
It was while I was sitting describing all this to her that I continued looking at and almost through the shower curtain. What had appeared to me initially as her continuance of washing herself, suddenly appeared to be much more than that. I suddenly noticed that she seemed to be spending an inordinate amount of time washing between her legs, which is what she at first appeared to be doing. But as I continued to describe some of our more intimate sessions spent together, our marathon "69" encounters at my place after school, I saw that Lisa was continuing to wash herself "down there" for long periods of time. In fact, that's about all she was doing. I became excited, wondering. Was she in fact masturbating in the shower while I was sitting here telling her all this? No. She couldn't possibly be doing that; it had to be my over active imagination. I continued however, still keeping a careful and watchful ear for the phone, or the sound of the front door opening, anything. But wondering as well if what I had now begun to suspect were true, began to get a little more explicit in my visualization to her. At one point, I thought I actually heard her moan, though with the sound of the water covering most everything else, I couldn't be exactly sure of that. One thing I was becoming sure of however was that she wasn't just washing. Not constantly like she had been anyway. Finally, she semi confirmed what I had begun to suspect.
"Do you enjoy licking my daughters pussy?" She suddenly asked me.
And her question nearly caught me by surprise. I had to think for a moment but then finally responded to her.
"Why do you ask that?" I questioned back.
I saw her stop doing whatever it was that she was doing. And thought I had gone too far, felt momentarily that I had now put her into an uncomfortable corner, and that this discussion would suddenly come to a screeching halt, and I realized I didn't really want that to happen, not yet anyway.
Lisa paused for a moment longer before she answered. "The reason I asked is because most men would only do that because they felt they had too, especially if they were involved in orally pleasuring one another simultaneously. I was just wondering if you honestly did enjoy doing it, I'd hate to think that you were like most men, and that Tracy might one day find herself married to a man that was only doing it in order to get his own pleasure from it as well."
Somehow I felt that she had just described her own situation to me in so many words.
"No, it's not like that at all between us. I really do enjoy doing that," I emphasized without coming out and saying that I enjoyed eating out her daughter's cunt.
"Do you enjoy what she does to you then? Equally as well?" And I watched as she asked me that, as she once again continued to begin 'washing' herself in the same manner as she had been doing previously.



"Yes. She seems to enjoy it, and I certainly do, yes!"
"Do you cum in her mouth?"
Now it was my turn to be surprised. And I sat there in silence for a moment unsure as how to respond to this one, but she let me off the hook when she went on without waiting for an answer.
"Some men don't like that, they think it's dirty or something, and even some women won't do it either for the same reasons. But I think that its something perfectly natural and wonderful, provided that the two people involved are open and honest about it with each other, but more importantly that they truly care about one another."
Once again, I felt she was talking more about herself than anything having to do with either Tracy or me.
"So with all this going on, the two of you have obviously gotten very excited haven't you?"
"Yes."
"And you've certainly thought about fucking too yes?"
"Ah...yes, a few times I guess," surprised at her use of that particular word.
"Only a few?"
"Lisa. I know that Tracy wants to remain a virgin until she's married. And I know that you want her to remain one as well, so yes, we've talked about it, and yes, we've considered doing it anyway. But the most important thing here, if that's your question, is no, we haven't and in all likelihood we won't do it either."
It was at that moment that I heard the phone ring and told her I had.
"Would you mind getting it?"
In a flash, I dashed out of the bathroom, somewhat relieved to be doing so, and gently closed the door behind me as I left.
Tracy was surprised when I answered.
"David?" She questioned.
"Your mom's in the shower" I answered truthfully enough. "Thought I'd better answer the phone, thought it might be you. Should I hang around and wait?"
I knew I must sound like I'd been running a mile or more, out of breath, still excited with my heart beating like wild drums. I half expected her to ask me what I'd been doing.
"I just wanted to call and say my replacement's on the way. It shouldn't be too much longer. You still want to wait for me? Or would you rather I call you when I do get home?"
"I'll wait," I said. But I wondered if that was the wisest decision I'd ever made. I heard the shower stop, knew that Lisa would be getting out of the shower, and that she'd possibly want to continue on with our little chat too. I still wasn't sure if I was comfortable with doing that or not. But there was that other side of me that had found all of this quite stimulating as well as wickedly exciting too.
I hung up the phone, once again sitting down on the couch to finish my now fairly warm coke, and saw Lisa head out of the bathroom down the hall once again towards her bedroom. She didn't bother closing the door this time either, and shortly after she turned the corner in the bedroom, I saw through the mirror as she dropped the bathrobe, and stood naked before my very eyes. She slipped from my sight momentarily and I saw a blouse and a pair of pants suddenly flung onto the bed. She came back into view and walked over towards the dresser, which contained the mirror. Almost immediately, I refocused my attention back on the TV. I knew that if I could see her, she could see me. I was determined at that point to completely refrain from even glancing in her direction until she'd finally left the room.
Minutes later she did emerge from the bedroom, once again wearing the bathrobe. She carried a blouse and a pair of pants over one arm. The ironing board was sitting where it usually was. All it needed was to be plugged in and warmed up.
"Would you like a fresh coke?" She asked as she walked by where I was sitting.
"Oh. No thank you. I'm fine."
Lisa smiled at me, started to say something and then decided against it. I watched her walk over to the ironing board; bend over to retrieve the plug of the iron to put it into the wall outlet. It was at that moment I watched her robe part and got a spectacular view of her bare breasts. Lisa plugged in the iron and without so much as a care that I might have seen her boobs; she stood up and adjusted the dial on the appliance. Her robe was still slightly open, though not nearly as much as it had been of course when she leaned over, but sufficient enough to show a very open deep cleavage of those magnificent breasts. She looked up at me, saw that I was looking at her, and smiled once again. This time she nailed me to the wall.
"I know I'm considerably older than Tracy, but do you think my breasts are still attractive for a woman my age?"
My teenage years gave me away, and I sounded too much like Beaver Clever for my stupid response, and regretted it almost the moment I spoke the words.
"Gee Mrs. Stillman, I wouldn't really know..."
But the 'look' she threw at me stopped me in mid sentence. She knew I was lying, and my face flushed almost immediately with the heat of the out and out lie.
"What you're really saying is you didn't get a very good look at them in the bathroom, or in the bedroom just now to form an honest opinion."
My face went even a brighter red in color; I knew it, because I felt it. She'd known I had seen her both times. Knew I had been looking, and had obviously watched her undressing in the bedroom.
I swallowed, my throat suddenly very dry, wishing now that I had taken her up on that offer of a fresh coke.
"Well, I didn't look very long. What I meant to say was, I didn't mean to look, I just sorta glanced up and saw you, and then..."
And then Lisa pulled the robe off and as though suddenly in slow motion, I watched it falling to the floor as she stood behind the ironing board. I watched it pass by the edge of it, watched as both of her beautiful well formed and very full mature breasts suddenly sprang into view. Watched it pass by the tops of her legs, which now riveted my attention towards that area as well, saw the 'black-patch' of her triangle nestled between her legs, knowing I was not only looking at her breasts, but at her pussy now too.
"Now tell me what you think," she said, and there was a definite 'lusty' edge to her voice that had not been there before.
"Your beautiful!" I said truthfully, for indeed she was. As pretty and as exciting as Tracy was, there was something to be said for the mature beauty that I saw in her mother. She didn't have the subtle perkiness of still young smooth skin, but what she had was the lush exotic well-formed, voluptuousness that Tracy didn't have. And it struck me as nothing ever had before, and perhaps ever since.
"You do like my breasts then?" She said, actually cupping each one of them in her hands. "They're not as 'firm' as they once were, certainly not nearly as firm as Tracy's are I'm sure," I couldn't not look as she stood there playing with her own tits, even as she continued speaking, "But large breasts run in our family, and one day I am sure that Tracy's will look very similar to mine."
I had an immediate picture of that. Lisa's beautiful 'cupped' breasts on Tracy's chest instead of her own boobs. And I liked the fantasy. Lisa saw me smiling.
"So, you do like them then!"
"Oh yes Mrs..."
"You've already addressed me as Lisa, I don't think we need to go backwards here on formality just because you've seen me naked. Do you?"
This time I simply shook my head in agreement with her. It was easier, and I was beginning to find the parched throat starting to thicken my tongue with the inability to speak now as it was.
Lisa glanced down at her watch, "Hmmmm, I've got just enough time to finish ironing my clothes before I need to leave for work, and before Tracy gets home."
I assumed our little game was finally over. That Lisa would put her robe on, finish ironing as she said, and quickly get dressed, hopefully leaving before Tracy in fact arrived home.
"So...now you get to show me yours. And you'd better hurry."
"Wha, wha, wha-t?" I had stammered. Truly stunned now, and this time honestly not sure I had heard what I'd heard. "What did you just ask me?" I questioned once again.
"Well, I think that alls fair. You sat here watching and looking at me. Saw me in the bathroom..."
"I didn't see much of you in the bathroom," like that was any sort of defensive statement to have made.
"But you did watch me playing with myself in the shower didn't you? You certainly knew I was doing that, and I know what you can see through the curtains, and I know you could see what I was doing. Admit it, it turned you on to watch me. If it hadn't you would have left no matter what I said to you."
She had me there that much was for sure. But the problem now was, I wasn't hard. I had been earlier in the bathroom yes, and even felt it start to rise a little when she was in the bedroom. But now, out here, I was more nervous and scared than anything else, and my cock wouldn't have risen if she'd started playing with herself. (Well maybe anyway). But I knew right then and there that there was no way I was going to be able to play show and tell with her if there was nothing to show, and nothing much to tell about in the condition I was currently in.
Thankfully, I think she saw it in my face then too. I was in a real corner with nowhere to go. But I wasn't going to move from it either.
"Tell you what. Lets just say for the time being you owe me one. But the next time we are ever alone together, you at least owe me a peek at what my daughters been playing with and sucking all this time. Agreed?"
I'd have agreed to just about anything at that moment. I was worried of course that Tracy would be home any second now, and that seeing the two of us here together no matter how innocent it would seem, (provided her mother hurried up and got dressed that was), that I'd have a look of guilty written all over my face.
"Ok, sure. Next time for sure," I responded sheepishly.
Whether it was luck, timing, or pure coincidence of circumstance, the very next Saturday was almost like experiencing De'javu all over again. Once again I had driven over expecting to meet Tracy moments right behind my pulling up. And once again, Lisa inviting me in to wait, the phone call, the apology for her running late because her relief hadn't shown up. I half expected to hear the shower running. But Lisa was already dressed for work, so that much wasn't exactly the same at least. That would have been really weird. Even so...
"Tracy held up at work again huh?"
"Looks like."
"She say how long?"
Maybe I should have seen it coming, maybe I did even. But I went blindly along as though I didn't or that it wouldn't.
"No longer than an hour, maybe even a little less".
"Plenty of time then," she said.
And I remembered the promise.
"I don't think I can Lisa. I know I promised, but I can't just you know...stick it out like that and show you. Please don't make me do that, not like this."
"How then?"
I honestly didn't know. I was scared and nervous and stupid feeling all over again.
"What if you were looking at me again?" she offered. "Would that help?"
"Ah, maybe." I said, still unsure, still not at all positive I could do it even if she was naked.
But Lisa took that as a yes. She crossed over to the door. Locked it. "No sense taking any chances," she said, more for my benefit and in some attempt to calm me down somewhat. Little good it would have actually done if someone had come home. How do you explain a locked door when someone's home? Especially just the two of us, but I wasn't thinking along those lines, and the locked door did help.
Lisa undid all the buttons on her dress and simply stepped out of it. Next, she reached behind and unclasped her bra nearly as easily as she'd done with the dress. Once again her breasts were bare, and she stood now in only garters, stockings and panties. The sight of her was exciting as hell and my young cock swiftly began to rise at the vision that I was looking at. But what really did it, was when she reached down and started running her hand up and down the front of her panties, across where I could faintly see that dark patch of pussy hair.
The moment my cock was nice and hard, I thought "Its now or never" and unzipped my jeans. The obvious bulge in my shorts was quickly revealed as I dropped my Levi's down around my ankles. I wasn't about to remove them entirely, and she knew that. Finally, I slipped my fingers under the waistband of my shorts and somewhat quickly, slid them down. Believe it or not, I wasn't sure I was wearing the best pair of my underwear, and for some reason, wearing ragged or holey looking shorts seemed important all of a sudden for some reason.
"My young proud cock was standing up at least" I thought, and wondered just how long she was going to require me to stand like this in front of her.
But when I expected her to nod her head or some such, relieving me of my obligation to her, she just continued to stand there touching herself looking at me. And watching her doing that was having a pronounced affect on me as well.
"Play with it for me".
And now I stood there in front of Lisa jacking myself off while she watched me, watching her doing basically the same thing.
After a few minutes of this I felt like if we continued, I was going to explode, and I was beginning to want to do that, just about more than anything. I saw an almost glassy-eyed look cross her face, saw her shiver and slightly bend at the knee. I knew she'd had an orgasm, even if it was a small one. No loud moaning, groaning, or thrashing about. Just a nice soft lingering cum, and it was the most exciting thing I had ever seen.
"You getting close?" She asked me almost whispering the question as she asked it.
"Yes...maybe," I added unsure now if I should.
"Would you like some help?"
And that one I didn't know how to answer, and just stood there. Lisa walked over towards me, reached out and replaced my hand with her own. I felt her begin to softly stroke me up and down, and knew at once I was a lot closer than I thought I was.
She'd knew I would be too, and covered the head of my dick with her hand just as the first splash of my sperm filled her palm. She stood there, jacking my cock with one hand, and cupping the head of it with the other in a somewhat useless attempt to capture all of my ejaculations. All I knew was that I felt dizzy and lightheaded. Lisa, Tracy's mother had just beat me off!
I had hardly finished climaxing when I suddenly bent over retrieving both my jeans and shorts at the same time. I quickly drew them up together and in moments was zipping up my fly, tucking my shirt back in and feeling guilty as hell.
Lisa was still nude, hadn't moved an inch, watching me do all this. Her hand was still hanging in the air near her breast, the palm of which was covered in my cum, sticky between her fingers and running down along the inside of her arm.
"Did you enjoy that?"
"Ah huh" was all I could manage to say. But I did nervously smile at her. After all, she was still naked, and damn she still looked hot. If I wasn't still so unsure of things, of Tracy's coming home, of what I was feeling right then, I could have gotten hard all over again in a few minutes. But as it was.
"Good. Then we'll do it again sometime, when we have more time for the both of us to enjoy it," she said. Turning, not giving me a chance to respond back to her, she picked up her discarded dress and bra, still holding up her cum drenched hand and arm, and headed towards the bathroom.
"I'll just wait outside in the car for Tracy!" I called out.
But Lisa didn't respond back to me. I fought with the door for a moment until I realized it was still locked. I finally turned the little knob unlocking it, and hurriedly went outside to my car. I was still sitting there when Lisa came out of the house, dressed once again and looking as though nothing at all had just happened. She got into her car, and began to back out of the drive when she smiled and waved at me, and then drove away.
A short time later, Tracy finally got home, and we hurried inside the house into her bedroom, and sucked one another like crazy for a solid hour after that.
I'd given her at least two, possibly three really nice orgasms by licking her until she was so exhausted she had to force me away from her.
"Wow!" She had stated. "What on earth got into you anyway? I think that's the best that's ever felt!" And if I had been, was in fact still horny, I suddenly lost the urge and the hardon at last.
"Oh...just been missing you I guess. We don't seem to have the same amount of "special" time" as we called it, "that we used to have!" I didn't run into Lisa again until just days before graduation. Not alone together at least. With the upcoming ceremonies and the craziness of graduation itself, along with several parties and what not, Tracy and I were never alone. We'd not had time to do anything except for some mild grab-assing, and major flirting, but nothing else. And my hormones were running on overtime.
And like all things, sometimes the pressure and adolescent stupidity contributes to situations that we much later regret doing. I know I did.
Tracy and I broke up on the very day we Graduated.
It was a stupid argument, an accusation made, (unfounded of course) perhaps by periods of my own nagging guilt, but whatever the reason, we had broken up, and my prideful stubbornness kept me from calling her or going over to see her and make amends like we'd always managed to do before.
Two, perhaps slightly more month's later, I got a phone call at home. I remember my father handing the phone to me a puzzled look on his face.
"Who is it?" I asked.
"Don't know, some woman, she's crying and said she needs to speak to you."
It was Lisa.
"Lisa? What's wrong?" Once again all the emotions all the excitement, all the fear, nervousness, everything came flooding back all at once.
"Robert" Was all she said. And I knew.
Robert was Tracy's older brother. He'd graduated the year before we had. He'd joined the Army nearly straight out of High School, and without her having to tell me; I knew he'd been killed over in Vietnam.
"I need to see you," she said.
"Where? When?"
"Now, right now. I'll come by and get you." And the phone went dead in my hand.
I saw my mother and father standing in the kitchen looking at me.
"Roberts dead," I said. "Killed..."
"Wasn't that Robert's mother?" My father asked interrupting me.
"Yes...she said she wanted, needed to speak to me, tell me about something. Maybe it's got something to do with Tracy." I added. And that seemed to mollify their curiosity about why she'd be calling me. They knew of course we'd broken up, so maybe this had something important to do with that. But they didn't question me any further on the subject either. Even afterwards.
Lisa pulled up in front of the house, I got in, and without a single word we drove off. We arrived at a hotel a short time after that. Lisa went inside, I remained in the car. We entered the room, still having not uttered a single solitary word to one another, until then.
"I need you to make love to me," was all she said.
We removed our clothing in silence, I climbed into bed, waited for her to use the bathroom and then join me. I had turned off the light, and as she came into the nearly dark room, she turned on the bedside lamp.
"No. I want to see you. Not in the dark, not alone."
She pulled me towards her, there was no foreplay, there was no preparation. She was wet already, though why I don't know. And I slid into her easily and quickly. And I came inside her almost the moment I did. She held me against her breast afterwards, softly crying, softly breathing into my ear, I don't know for how long, it didn't matter really. Then she rolled me over, began sucking my very limp cock, and brought me back to life once again. This time, I managed to last a while. And we rocked together for a much longer time, taking it slowly, exploring one another in ways I'd only dreamed of.



An eternity later, Lisa got up, went into the bathroom and washed. She came back into the room, this time turning out the light herself, and we fell asleep in each other's arms. Sometime during the night I felt her stroking me, waking me up. And this time I moved down between her legs and began licking her the way I'd so enjoyed licking Tracy. Lisa came, and then came again, and then again. At some point, she pushed me away from her, and then climbed on top of me, and we fucked like this until she came once again. And this time I lasted longer than she did. But not much longer. It was exquisite, sensual, as well as sad. It was the one and only time we ever made love, or where ever with one another again. She took me home in the morning, dropped me off in front of the house. My dad was waiting. But he wasn't mad, wasn't even upset. He looked at me, hugged me to him. First time in a long while I ever remember him doing that. And said simply.
"You'll always remember the first time".
Boy, did he ever have that right.
Three weeks later I stopped by where Tracy was working to say good-bye, tell her I had joined the Navy and was leaving soon. I knew in doing that, that had we have sat down, discussed all that had happened between us, that perhaps we'd have ended up together once again. She'd even hinted in a roundabout way, that perhaps she could leave me with something to remember her by.
That wouldn't have been fair to her though. And I'm not sure I could have lived with the guilt in doing that to her. The memory I held now was of another.
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It had been a long, difficult period of time for April and her husband Jack. They had endured some tumultuous situations that had nearly ended their marriage. Now, with their anniversary only a week away, things were finally beginning to look up.
Jack had recently received a substantial pay increase, which had alleviated some of their financial concerns. But it hadn't really been their finances that had caused them most of their problems; it had been their overall relationship.
April still loved her husband. And she was certain that he was still very much in love with her as well, but the fact they hadn't really been intimate with one another in quite some time now was beginning to wear on April emotionally. As was natural for her to do, she began entertaining fantasies. Nothing she would ever act on, but thoughts that she began daydreaming about, wondering.
Somewhat to her surprise, a few days later they were laying in bed together having made love for the first time in weeks. Although it had been satisfying, certainly needed, that 'edge' was still there, telling April that the hoped for excitement had been slightly less than she'd wanted to experience after all this time.
She and Jack often talked afterwards. One of the things April had missed and enjoyed whenever they'd finished making love. Often, their pillow talk turned sexy, leading them into a continuation of their coupling.
"You know April, our 11th anniversary is coming up in a few weeks," Jack began.
April wasn't surprised that he remembered, he was always good about remembering their anniversary, birth dates and special occasions. But she could tell by the tone of voice he was using that this was leading up to something, making her even more curious as to what it was.
"Yes it is," she replied simply, waiting on him.
"Well...I want to do something special for you this time. Really special."
"Like what?" she asked, surprised when Jack reached over beginning to stroke, teasing her nipple with the tip of his finger as he did.
"You once told me you had a really special fantasy."
April remembered. It had been another one of those rare, really sensual erotic evenings when they had discussed fantasies with one another. April had been surprised at herself that she'd been bold enough to even tell Jack about one of them. Even more shocked when he pressed her for specific details regarding it, something which had led to a very intense evening of very satisfying sex between them.
For a second, April wondered if Jack was simply trying to recreate that particular evening, until that is...she remembered his statement.
"Where's this leading Jack?"
Jack slid his hand down to April's bare pussy. Coincidentally, she had just shaved it this morning in anticipation of this evening together. Jack had hinted just before leaving for work that he was interested in having one of their special nights together. And, April knew that Jack liked seeing her that way whenever they did.
Jack was grinning at her, leering actually as he continued to run his finger between the folds of her well lubricated slit.
"I want you to actually experience one of your fantasies," he told her seriously. "Something you'd never dream of actually doing. That's what I want to give you for your anniversary present!"
"You're not serious!"
Jack slid his finger deep inside her pussy holding it there, though tickling the inside of her femininity with a playful urgency.
"Very serious. I really do want you to name anything you've ever imagined, and then I want you to actually experience it."
"Listen Jack. Talking about it, even thinking about it is one thing. Actually doing something like that is entirely something else."
"I know. It's the something else that I want to give you! A one time only thing, but something you can have to enjoy, and like I said, actually experience and remember for the rest of your life!"
April was genuinely shocked. Their pillow talk, if that what it really was, had gone well beyond anything they had ever discussed, even teased one another about before. She was almost sure that's all this really was. Jack was teasing her, testing her even to see just how far she was really willing to take this in going along with his improbable request.
"I suppose you have someone else in mind?" she asked.
When they'd discussed the fantasy of having a threesome previously, Jack had mentioned one of his buddies from work that had had more than a flirtatious interest in her. But it was because of that very reason, as Jack and Mark worked together that April knew her husband wasn't really serious about it. She couldn't imagine the two of them ever being able to work around one another afterwards without constantly thinking about it, or worse...discussing it.
"No...but maybe you might think of someone you'd like to actually join us," he told her.
"You really are serious, aren't you?"
"I told you I was. And I've given it a lot of thought too. I know exactly how we'd do it so that we'd both be comfortable without making it awkward for either one of us."
"Oh yeah? How?" April pressed. Still laying their in disbelief that they were actually discussing this. But April also noticed Jack's cock was raging hard once again. Obviously, he really was interested, enough so, that the talk of it had him aroused all over again.
"Yeah....I've thought about it. I'll wear a blindfold!"
"You'll what?"
"Wear a blind fold. That way you won't be worried or concerned about me knowing whoever the guy is you've chosen to do this with. And even though he'll be there, I won't know who he is, or really...what the two of you are actually doing most of the time."
"Ok Jack, enough is enough. Its time to get serious about this...you really are joking, aren't you?
Jack rolled April over onto her back, taking his hard firm erection in hand, placing it at the opening of her pussy. Sliding into her, easily...they were both amazed at how wet and juicy she really was.
"I'm not joking!" he assured her as he pumped steadily into her several times before holding still. "We get a nice room in a hotel. You chose whoever the guy is you'd like it to be and have him come to the room at a predetermined time. Before he actually comes in, you blindfold me, ensuring that I can't actually see anything, and we'll take it from there. If either one of us decides we can't handle it, then we simply say so. Whoever you chose needs to be aware of that possibility, and must be willing to leave immediately if either of us decides its not such a good idea after all!"
April really was stunned. Even with her husbands cock wonderfully, perfectly embedded deep within her juicy flowing quim, she was almost too abstracted by the absurdity of his suggestion to actually enjoy what his prick was doing to her.
For the moment anyway, the discussion was over. April decided within a blink of an eye that it had been nothing more than teasing, sexy pillow talk. Designed to arouse her yes. But that and nothing more. If that was Jack's intent, then he'd succeeded. It had made April hornier than she'd been in months. The intensity of her second orgasm had been even more fulfilling, more satisfying than the first one had been. They had soon after fallen to sleep without another word being mentioned. When morning came, she was sure that's all it had been until Jack had given her a hug, kissing her goodbye before heading off to work.
"Be thinking about what I said," he told her. "I'm going to reserve the hotel room today for next Saturday," he said, disappearing out the door before April could say anything to him about it.
When April finally arrived at work, she found she hardly remembered even driving there. The thought of something like this....especially this particular fantasy, which had been running around and around inside her head ever since she'd left home. She'd never admit it, not to anyone. But there was one guy with whom she would feel comfortable experiencing something like that with. April found herself smiling inwardly, wondering how he'd react to it if she actually found herself brave enough to mention it to him.
"Morning April. How are you today?" Brad asked shortly after she'd arrived at work.
"Fine Brad. How'd you like to come and fuck me in the ass on Saturday?"
April was actually grinning as she mulled over the unspoken response inside her head. Wouldn't Brad just keel over and die if she'd actually asked him that.
"I'm ok Brad. How are you?"
She liked Brad. They'd been good friends beyond just being co-workers. He was one of the few men she was actually comfortable being around. The fact that he'd admitted that he'd found her attractive certainly helped of course. And that they'd been able to confide in one another, sharing thoughts, feelings, as well as occasionally discussing interesting little sexual topics had placed Brad high on her list of potential partners. Though again, she found it difficult to believe that Jack honestly meant to go through with any of this.
Brad often commented on how nice she looked, or how good she smelled. Never in a way that made her feel uncomfortable, or that he was simply trying to hit on her. Brad had never made any untoward advances. Sure, they'd flirted, teased occasionally, but it had always been in a friendly, non-threatening way. She knew by now that she had nothing to fear from Brad, and though if she said the word, he'd take her up on it for sure. Just knowing that he never pressed her for anything more made her feel secure enough to know that their friendship was genuine, and simply not just based on any sexual feelings they may or may not have towards one another.
It was nearing the end of the day when April actually screwed up enough courage to approach him about it. Having had all day to consider how she'd go about it had helped. That and the fact that she was particularly aroused at the moment gave her enough strength to even suggest it to him.
"Brad? Have you got a minute? I want to ask you something."
"Sure kiddo. What is it?"
"Not here...in your office," she said.
Moments later April followed Brad into his office, closing the door behind her as she did.
"Everything ok?" Brad asked, obviously concerned.
"Everything's fine. In fact...better than it's been in quite a while," she said smiling.
The look of relief in Brad's face was apparent. "Oh good. For a minute there, I was sure you were going to tell me something horrible."
"Maybe it is....I dunno. I guess it depends on what you think of what I'm about to ask you. Or how you'll react towards me when I do."
Brad's face became serious once again. "Should I sit down for this?"
"Maybe you'd better," April told him. "Maybe I should too," she said taking her own seat as she faced him. "I can't believe I'm actually going to ask you this....tell you this," she began, swallowing.
Brad looked nervous, somewhat confused. And it actually made her laugh. "You're not going to believe what I'm about to say."
"What is it?" Brad pressed, not finding the humor in this at the moment.
"What if I was to tell you that you'd finally get your wish?"
"Excuse me?"
April swallowed once again and stood, pacing the floor of Brad's small office.
"What if I was to tell you that I actually had permission to invite you to go to bed with me. Would that interest you?
"Ok, where's the camera's?" Brad said, feigning a brief glimpse around his office as though actually searching for one. "You are teasing me yes?"
"Actually....no. I'm not," April said blushing brightly, but somehow continuing to hold his eyes within hers.
"Last night...after Jack and I finished making love, we started talking about the possibility of......."
Brad sat in stunned disbelief as April told him about the entire evening, more importantly, her conversation with her husband.
"...and when he called me after lunch to tell me he'd reserved the room. I knew then that he really was serious. When he asked me if I'd decided on someone, I told him 'yes', that I had in fact. Which is when I knew I was actually going to ask you if you were interested. So Brad...are you?"
"You said he'll actually be wearing a blindfold?"
Brad had met Jack once, a long time ago when April had actually introduced them. But beyond that, he'd never really gotten to know the guy, or anything about him aside from the few things April had shared with him.
"Yes he will. Which is the main reason why I think I can go along with this. I'm not sure that even I'd be comfortable with Jack's knowing who the other guy was. But this way at least...he wouldn't know. And I'd never tell him either."
April went on to explain the situation further. Dumbfounded, Brad sat there listening to her, agreeing to everything she told him, including the part about "if asked to go" doing so immediately without so much as another word being spoken.
"I still can't believe this is for real!" he told her.
"Well...trust me. I didn't believe it at first either Brad. But it is real, very real. And to prove it to you, I'm going to show you that it is. Stand up!"
Brad stood.
"I know you've always been dying to touch my boobs Brad, so go ahead, touch them if you'd like."
Holding his hands out towards her, he almost did. Expecting her to flinch perhaps, or turn away.
April smiled. "I promise. I won't hit you or anything," she said nearly laughing now.
"For a second there, I was sure I was dreaming all this. I half expected you to suddenly shimmer away into nothingness."
"Well Brad, it really isn't a dream, I really am here, and I really do want you to touch me. Right here...right now!"
Tentatively, Brad placed his hands over April's soft breasts. And even though it was through the tee shirt she was wearing, the feel of her marvelous tits resting comfortably within his hands assured him that all she had told him previously, really wasn't some kind of horrible joke.
"So...you'll be there?" she asked finally stepping back, forcing him to relinquish his caressing.
"I wouldn't miss this for the world!" he assured her.
#
When Saturday actually arrived, April was still a little dubious that her husband was still willing to go through with this. He'd taken her to her favorite restaurant for dinner, never once even mentioning what would later be waiting for them back in their hotel room.
They'd checked in a short time later, heading upstairs to the 'Bridal Suite' that Jack had reserved for the night. After showering, April had emerged a short time later wearing a new, very sexy negligee'. It was one that she'd purchased quite some time ago but had never worn. Though it covered her, it was sheer, the black lace hardly concealing her semi-exposed breasts, nipples, let alone her bare pussy, though the hem of the upper garment did overlap the matching bikini panties that hid her femininity a little more conservatively, though not by much.
"God April! You look incredible!" Jack had told her when she'd come out of the bathroom. Even though his tone of affection was reassuring, she still had to ask.
"You're sure Jack? You still want to go through with this?"
"Very sure," he said grinning, his prick already hard, glistening with pre-cum as he sat there in the bed, naked...leering suggestively at his wife. "What time did you tell him to be here?" Jack asked her.
April glanced over towards the alarm clock sitting next to the enormous over-sized bed. It read 7:45.
"I told him to be here around 8:00. He should be here any time now."
"Well, you'd better put the blindfold on me then. I want you to feel comfortable that I can't see anything," he assured her as she began securing the silken black covering about his eyes after having first placed a sleeping mask on before that.
Nervous, April was glad they had made up a pitcher of screwdrivers to sit drinking. The alcohol would help her relax, that, and lower her nervous inhibitions. She'd already turned off all of the lights within the room, leaving a single solitary candle burning on the dresser. There was barely enough light to see by, but she wanted it that way as it would help her to over come her shyness at being naked in front of another man.
April started a few minutes later when a light knock came to the door.
"He's here," she announced softly.
It had already been discussed, agreed to before hand, that there would be no introductions. When Brad entered the room, he looked cautiously towards the bed where Aprils husband sat with nothing more than a towel covering his lower body.
"Would you like a screwdriver?" she asked.
"Please," Brad said softly.
Another pre-planned agreement. Even after his arrival, they'd take a few last moments drinking, getting used to the situation where anyone could decide that they didn't want to go through with this. April came very close to that very decision in fact, worried momentarily that it wouldn't be anything like she'd imagined. Brad sensed her growing reluctance, finished his drink sitting the empty glass down on the nightstand. Silently, he began removing his clothing while April sat in one of the nearby chairs, watching.
When Brad had finished undressing, he looked towards her, smiling.
"Last chance!"
From the bed, they both heard Jack snicker. "Up until this very moment, I don't think April thought I was really serious about this. But now...I guess she knows I was. Well honey...its now up to you. Do we? Or don't we?" He asked pulling the towel away from his groin, revealing his stiff aroused manhood.
By way of an answer, April crawled up onto the bed, lowering her head over her husbands prick, drawing it softly inside her mouth.
"She really does give great head," Jack groaned saying.
Positioned as she was, Brad crossed the room stepping over towards the bed. As April knelt, orally pleasing her husbands prick, Brad reached down cupping one of Aprils soft breasts within his hands and began toying with her aroused extended nipple.
"Hmmm," she moaned involuntarily, humming her pleasure around her husbands cock.
Brad reached down, slipping his hand beneath the flexible hem of April's sheer panties. Finding her moisture, he slipped one finger lightly into her sex, drawing it upwards until the tiny little knot of her pleasure center caused her to groan even more deeply. Watching as Jack undid the dainty ties on April's negligee', Brad then helped in its removal, baring April's luscious breasts with their caramel colored nipples.
Releasing her husband's cock momentarily, April sat on the side of the bed, removing her panties before crawling back onto the bed.
"Suck his cock while I fuck you from behind," Jack told her.
April was glad the room was dark. She felt her face flush, partially from embarrassment, but mostly from excitement. She couldn't believe that she could allow these feelings, sensations...wantonness, to have overpowered her the way that it had.
Without a word, Brad placed himself in such a way that April could easily lean over him. With her ass perfectly placed towards the end of the bed, Jack more or less felt his way around her until he'd stepped behind her while standing on the floor. April felt her husbands prick probing at her sex, then slithering inside like a wandering snake as his prick filled her completely. Once he was as deep inside her as he'd ever been, he seemed to pause, waiting for her.
"Go ahead April...suck him!"
Brad felt her lips enclose the tip of his prick, tentatively, exploratory. A slight catch in her voice as she moaned, told him that Jack was slowly trusting into her from behind, catching her off guard momentarily.
"She is good isn't she?" Jack asked his unknown partner.
"Very," Brad replied softly, trying to keep any vocalizations down to a minimum.
Brad had of course known April for years. And as close as they had been, through everything they had openly discussed, shared with one another, he had never before seen the look of total lust etched within her face that he was seeing now. It was the most erotic thing he'd ever seen or experienced. April was beautiful, the fact that she had opened herself to the sensations and feelings that she was now surrendering to amazed him.



"Jack...lay on the bed so I can sit on you. I'm ready...I want to see what this feels like."
Both Brad as well as Jack knew their respective rolls in what was to come. It was what April had initially requested, wanting to experience. Trading places, Jack once again positioned himself cross-wise atop the bed. As Brad stood on the floor patiently waiting for April's signal, he watched as she gingerly seated herself on Jack's prick. From behind, the penetration of Jack's prick inside his wife's pussy was incredibly, wildly raw. Just watching the lips of her cleanly shaven slit gathering him inside her made Brad's cock lurch with unbridled anticipation for what was to come.
Looking over her shoulder back towards Brad, she grinned, her face still flushed, blushing with the obvious sexuality she'd never before allowed herself to fully feel in the way she was doing now.
"Please...use plenty of lubricant," she instructed Brad, who was already in the process of so doing.
Seconds later after ensuring that his prick was slick with the lubricant, Brad applied a liberal amount of it to the tiny, puckered opening of April's ass. Easing a slim finger inside her, he massaged that tight passage, worming it about, making room for the much thicker width of his penis. April silently nodded her head that she was "ready" for him. Placing the head of his prick at her opening, Brad gently pushed, feeling the outer ring of her ass begin to encircle the head of his cock, until with a slight "pop", he felt himself inside her.
"Oh yes...yes, easy...easy. That's it...perfect!" April instructed, guiding Brad's movements.
Jack had remained motionless, fully embedded inside his wife's cunt, biding his time, awaiting the eased intrusion of his wife's ass. Once the unfamiliar sensation of another man's cock sliding in next to his could be felt, he knew the man's cock was buried as deeply into April's ass as his was into her pussy. Separated only by the thinnest of membranes, he felt the gentle inward stroke settle next to his as Jack began to withdraw slightly from April's slit, causing her to shudder involuntarily with abject pleasure.
"Oh my god!" April allowed herself to vocalize. "I can't fucking believe this is really happening!" she exclaimed excitedly.
"Oh yes...yes. Fuck me...fuck me...fuck me!" she urged them both.
It took a few seconds for the two men to more perfectly coordinate their coupling with her. When they did, the sensation of one sliding in, while the other slid out in perfect rhythmic harmony, was almost more than April could stand to bear. Never before in her entire life had she felt, or experienced a near sensory overload as she was feeling now. The walls of her pussy felt as though they were on fire, liquefied beyond anything she had ever produced before; she massaged her husband's penis as he continued his deep penetrating strokes, nearly entering her womb. Likewise, the feel of Brad's cock as it slid easily, and just as deeply inside her ass, caused her pussy to caress him in a very similar way as well. Filled beyond her wildest dreams, April rocked back against her two lovers, allowing her body to succumb fully to the pleasures that were being given her.
"Oh fuck April! You're pussy is the wettest it's ever been!" Jack exclaimed delightedly. The obscene, almost vulgar sounds of her wetness as her husbands prick slid in and out of her, soon caused a frothy sounding mixture of sensuality that heightened, as well as heated everyone's arousal.
Added to that continued stimulation, Jack had reaching up, capturing one of April's breasts within his hands. Toying with her erect nipple, teasing it to a point that the electrified signals of passion coursed through her body, adding to those being felt deep inside her quim. Brad had taken the other within his hands, thus giving as well as paying equal attention to her other breast.
"Oh god...I'm going to......I'm going to......"
"Do it baby! Do it!" Jack urged her. "Come for us baby...let it go!"
Unable to do otherwise, April felt the explosion rack her entire being. As her orgasm seized her body and soul, she felt the quickened lurch, then expansion of her husbands prick as he began to discharge his own pleasures deep inside her already contracting slit.
Brad heard as well as felt April's orgasm, followed swiftly a moment later as Jack joined her in the throes of ecstasy. Jack's lower, deep-throated groan, a sudden plunging lunge which embedded his cock even more deeply inside April as he began to expel his seed into her, caused Brad to feel the surprised release of his own semen deep inside April's ass. Pumping into her, the hard felt ejaculations that began to escape from the head of his cock, soon began filling her passage to the point where the copious amount of his spendings soon began fighting their way back out. There was so much, it was soon coating his prick, seeking escape from the somewhat slower onslaught as Brad gradually began to increase his still continued thrusting in and out of her.
When he was sure that April had ridden the joy of her climax to its ultimate conclusion, he pulled out of her, collapsing beside her, drained, as well as exhausted from his exertions.
April succumbed to the same needed rest, rolling off of Jack's cock, thus sandwiching herself between the two men who now lay on either side of her. Without thinking, April captured each of their semi-hard cocks within her hands and lay there gently stroking, caressing them as the afterglow of their combined pleasures continued to swirl around and within their minds. Only after a considerable time had passed, when all had at last regained their breathing to more normal pattern's, was April finally able to speak once again.
"Well Jack, I have to admit. That was the best fucking present you've ever given me. Now the question is...how am I going to beat that for you're anniversary present next year?"
Jack openly laughed. "Do I really have to wait until our next anniversary?" he asked.
April already knew what Jack would like to see and experience. Another one of those pillow-talk conversations they had shared in the past. He'd once told her that he too wanted to experience a three-some, but with two women. And not that he was looking to screw them both, though if that happened, he'd certainly enjoy that too. No...his biggest fantasy was like most men's. He wanted to see another woman pleasuring his wife.
"Well...there is your birthday. I guess I could plan on something special for you then. But as we discussed previously, I don't really know another woman who might be willing to do what you'd want her to do with me," April commented.
Only then did Brad join in their semi-private conversation.
"Umm, I think I might know someone who'd enjoy doing that," he said in offering.
April looked over towards him, winking. "I hoped that you might." She said teasingly. "Now, before we start discussing the details of that...I'm suddenly finding myself horny again."
Both Jack as well as Brad felt their cocks once again stiffening.
"It's you're party April. You tell us what you'd like us to do," Jack told her.
"I think it would be fun to take turns sucking the two of you off," she said lustily. "How does that sound?"
Short seconds later, April knelt between her two lovers, alternating back and forth between them as she sucked, licked and teased them both.
"Too bad there isn't another woman with us now!" April stated, semi-jokingly.
"If you're serious...I can make a phone call," Brad offered readily.
April laughed...she was really very tempted to let him do just that.
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It had been a long night, one of the busiest in recent memory. Fifteen deliveries. Deedee laughed to herself calculating backwards, wondering if there had been a blackout or some other reason that nine months ago, it had been a good evening for fucking. She sighed when thinking that. Except for Dr. Edwards wild little party, Deedee hadn't had much sexual relief, except from her own hands, and even then...she hadn't been properly fucked in a long while, a VERY long while!
She had only seen him once that evening. Obviously he'd been busy as well delivering more than his fair share of women's babies. He'd passed by her station only once, barely giving her a second look, though the brief glance her way had been a pleasant one, she had seen it in his eyes. But his brief hushed comment had stirred a fire between her legs that had been smoldering ever since.
"I know you're off at 2:00 a.m. But don't go anywhere. I'll be back to see you."
It was all he'd said, still without even looking towards her as he stood flipping through several charts. She'd watched as walked away to check on one of his patients, but he never glanced back towards her.
"Hey, aren't you supposed to be off?" Sandra asked.
Caught in thought, Deedee hadn't even heard Sandra's approach as she entered the duty station area. Sandra was a recent transfer, third year nurse who was still learning the ropes. She liked Sandra well enough, she was intelligent, personal, but worse...she was also a knockout. Ever since her arrival "BD" had paid little if any attention to her whenever Sandra was around. Not that she minded really, she didn't. And was glad that good old Dr. "Big Dick" had someone else to harass. But she couldn't help but be envious of Sandra's flawless appearance, well rounded breasts that pushed enticingly against her nurses uniform, long legs, almost jet black hair that fell well below her shoulders whenever she wore it down. And worse, bright blue eyes that seemed to stand out in perfect contrast against that olive complexion with full lips that reminded her of Angelina Jolie's.
"Had some paper work that I needed to catch up on," she offered.
Just then she glanced up and caught sight of Dr. Edwards walking towards them. She noticed in doing, so had Sandra as she immediately smiled, her face actually turning a slight blush.
"Fuck! She has the hots for him too!" Deedee thought to herself. "Why doesn't that surprise me?"
To her added surprise, Dr Edwards stopped looking directly at her without so much as even acknowledging Sandra's presence. Something she got a deliciously wicked little kick out of even though Sandra continued to stand there as though hopeful of some sort of recognition by the overly handsome doctor.
"So, you given any thought to what you're going to do for me for my birthday?" he asked pointedly.
Deedee felt her face burning crimson! She was sure that Sandra wouldn't read anything into that, or at least she hoped so anyway. But Richard's blunt statement had caught her off guard anyway. Before she could think of a response, he continued.
"Actually, I have one for you. Am having a small intimate party this time. Bring a friend." This time he did glance, and even smiled towards Sandra though without addressing her. But it was enough. Deedee knew exactly what he'd meant by that, especially by his directed look. She suddenly felt her stomach tighten, a hallow emptiness deep within the pit of it. Without so much as another word, he turned and left.
"Want to go to a party?" Deedee asked with a forced smile. "But before you answer that, there's probably something you should know," she added conspiratorially, hoping against hope that when she 'hinted' at the kind of parties that Dr. Edwards threw, Sandra might not be quite so anxious in attending.
She was wrong.
#
It was bad enough that Deedee felt jealous of Dr. Edwards obvious inference towards Sandra, made even worse when Sandra suggested they arrive together so she'd know where to find the place, especially when she saw the woman, her white skin-tight evening dress accentuating her perfectly molded figure. Her long black hair giving her an even greater stunning look. Deedee moaned inwardly as they approached the door together where they were soon greeted by the butler, handing over their coats, then following him dutifully down the hallway towards a cozy sitting room. To her immediate chagrin, she saw two other women, both alone, also waiting there for Dr. Edwards to make an appearance. One of them she recognized immediately, it was Marsha.
"Well well, nice to see you again," Marsha said, though this time speaking in a tone of voice that was far more accepting than it had been the first time they had spoken. She actually felt herself smiling as she briefly embraced the woman, then introduced Sandra to her, as Marsha introduced Danielle, the other attractive looking brunette. "Like my gift for Richard?" she asked, adding without waiting for an answer. "Though I must say, yours is equally as beautiful, if not more so," she stated enviously.
Deedee merely nodded her head without speaking. "Let her think whatever she wants to," Deedee thought. "Agreeing to even come here is her problem now, not mine," she considered as she briefly glanced towards a slightly bewildered looking Sandra.
"Are we it?" Deedee finally asked.
"For the first half of the evening, yes. One or two of his closest friends will probably be dropping by later. Until then..."
"Until then..." Richard said interrupting Marsha's thought as he suddenly entered the room. "Since this is my fortieth birthday, I thought that having four women, each one representing a decade of my life would be most appropriate. Shall we?"
Without explanation, he beckoned them all towards the doorway. "I've arranged a very special room for us to spend some time in together. A chance to get to know one another a little more intimately," he grinned, though his eyes were feasting on Sandra and Danielle. "Glad you came," he told the two women without acknowledgement towards either Deedee or Marsha for that matter, though she found very little comfort in that. Wondering once again if her even being here was such a good idea after all.
"Marsha? Would you care to unwrap your present for me?"
Dr. Edwards took the ONLY chair, facing the four women as they stood in front of him.
"Slowly...please," he added smiling.
Deedee looked briefly towards Sandra, wondering if she would bolt once any of this had sunk in. And though she looked surprised to some extent, she also appeared curious, even beginning to relax, smile as Marsha slowly began undressing Danielle as she stood there.
"Nice...very, very nice," Richard stated as Marsha continued to seductively remove the elegant evening gown that Danielle was wearing.
Deedee noticed immediately that Danielle hadn't been wearing a bra. As soon as one of her breasts was bared, Marsha immediately leaned over and began licking the taut hard nipple.
"Take your time," Richard cautioned her, relishing the moment.
Both she as well as Sandra continued to stand, watching the ongoing, slow taking spectacle before them. Marsha continued to reveal more and more of the woman's nude body, kissing...licking, and fondling every square inch of her as she was revealed. When at last she stood entirely nude, only then did Richard turn towards Deedee.
"Now you may unwrap my next gift. Oh, and Deedee? Did you see how expertly Marsha unwrapped hers for me? I expect no less from you. And in fact...should you fail to please me, you will spend the next hour regretting that. Understood?"
The last thing that Deedee wanted to do was spend the next solid hour in some sort of humiliating position, or worse. If anything, it would be most likely Sandra who would end up doing so anyway. If she submitted to this, allowed Deedee to undress her just as Marsha had done with Danielle, it would be her embarrassment and not her own that would occur here. With that thought in mind, she found herself actually smiling, that sudden feeling of control, power giving her a heady rush as she eased the single strap off Sandra's shoulder, allowing her fingers to caress, glide and slowly tease their way down the entire length of the woman's arm before returning. She took a small risk in glancing quickly towards Richard, caught what she thought to be a bemused expression in his face, and continued.
For her, Sandra became a faceless doll, a mannequin, something to be played with, dressed, or rather undressed as she saw fit. And just as Marsha had done, so did she. Revealing Sandra's breasts, she took her time fondling, caressing, licking and finally even pinching her nipples, much to Richard's delight as she elicited a small tiny moan of pleasured discomfort from Sandra in doing so.
"Again!" he told her upon hearing that. "Make her cry out again!"
Deedee pulled, pinching the woman's tit even harder this time, almost giggling with delight as she heard Sandra's struggled gasp of agonized breath. "Ouch!" she wailed a moment later.
"Ouch? Ouch?" Dr Edwards questioned, standing. Worriedly, both Deedee as well as Sandra glanced in his direction as he reached down and began undoing his belt. Deedee wondered briefly if it was his intent to now fuck the woman as some form of humiliation, punishment. But then it became clearly obvious to everyone, that wasn't his intention at all.
"Do you wish to stay? Or to leave?" he asked allowing the belt to slap loudly within the palm of his hand. "Decide now...right now, one way or the other!" he admonished her with a no-nonsense expression upon his face.
Once again Deedee had to wonder. "Would she finally bolt? Or remain...resigned to her obvious fate just as she had once been faced with?"
Wisely, Sandra remained silent, failing to respond verbally, but she did suddenly hike up her expensive dress, revealing the white garter and stockings beneath it along with the exposed fleshy portion of her exquisite looking ass. Silently she walked around where Richard stood, reaching his chair where here she bent over balancing herself on the armrest, and waited.
"Girls?" he announced addressing everyone. "This...is what I'd like all of you to do."
Handing Marsha his belt, she automatically walked around and behind where Sandra continued leaning over the arm of the chair. "Deedee? Danielle? Each of you take a breast...or rather a nipple. Every time that I instruct Marsha to give her a strap with my belt, the two of you are to pinch one of her nipples...hard! Understand?"
Both women nodded their heads in understanding. Deedee also watching and noticing as Richard unzipped his fly, retrieving his rather hard, very erect prick with his hand. Positioning himself in front of Sandra, he spoke.
"And you, you naughty girl you...are to suck my cock. One suck...one hard very firm suck each and every time you feel the belt upon your ass, and the pinch of your nipples being twisted. But understand something, if I feel the edge of your teeth on my prick even once, you'll be asked to leave here and never invited back again. Do we understand one another?"
"Yes!" Sandra moaned softly.
"Yes what?" Richard demanded.
"Yes...Doctor!" she replied, to which he smiled in acceptance.
"That's what I like hearing," he grinned evilly as he placed the head of his blood-engorged penis at the opening of her mouth. "Marsha? You may begin. One easy little slap of the belt for the first one," he told her. "Let her get used to this a little at least," he cautioned wisely.
Giving Marsha a barely noticeable nod of his head, he slipped the tip of his prick between the woman's lips. Marsha raised her hand, the forward strap of the meaty belt coming down against the side of one of her exposed ass-cheeks. Not hard, but hard enough to be felt, let alone heard. As she did, both Deedee as well as Danielle twisted her nipples, pinching...pulling, briefly before letting go. Sandra sucked, a wince as she did, yet her mouth remaining firm, soft and she sucked Dr. Edwards prick, a mewling cry escaping her lips, mouthing his prick when she did.
"Again," he commanded. And again came the belt, no harder, no softer than before, though on the opposite ass cheek this time. And again...Deedee fingered the woman's nipple, finding the tautness suddenly even more so as she pinched, pulling simultaneously, lifting the woman's breast upwards and away from her body as she held on to the exposed tender nipple with two fingers.
"Very good," Richard spoke softly. "Now...a bit harder this time. And Sandra? You may also suck a bit harder, a bit longer this time as well."
Half a dozen strokes later, he smiled stepping away. "Well done," he told Sandra. Then turned towards Deedee.
"You're turn," he said without expression.
"Wha...? Why?" she stammered before thinking, fearful as she caught the displeasure within his eyes.
"For failing to fully inform your gift to me as to what all might be expected," he admonished her. It is obvious that she really didn't know until arriving here what she might encounter. The fact that she has stayed says enough. But that still doesn't let you off the hook for your own failure to me!" Richard moved, taking the belt from Marsha's hand as he did. "Undress her," he told the three women.
If she hadn't felt humiliated or embarrassed before, she did now. Especially as the three women hurriedly removed her dress without fanfare, leaving her vulnerable and naked before them.
"Bend over," he said simply.
She did so, expecting to feel the strap of the belt, steeling herself for it as she leaned over, already Danielle as well as Sandra holding an exposed breast within their hands.
"Marsha?"
Marsha walked around to where Richard stood though she couldn't see what was going on without turning her head. She dared not. She continued to lean over, waiting, anxious. Even more anxious as she heard the sound of Richard's voice whispering.
"Yes Doctor!" Marsha responded professionally as though in surgery with him.
In the next instant, she heard the sound of Marsha spitting onto her ass, followed by the press of a finger against the tiny star of her exposed asshole. Likewise, she also felt the tips of Marsha's fingers as they invaded the furrow of her cunt, seeking her moisture, which came surprisingly, and without warning.
"Very good...now, lick her," Richard instructed. "And you're to keep doing so until told to do otherwise. Sandra? Danielle?"
"Yes Doctor?" they replied in unison. And though she couldn't see it, didn't dare turn, the momentary pause caused her to see him smiling in her minds eye.
"Suck her tits...bite them, pull on them and do whatever I tell you to do, when I tell you to do it," he spoke.
It was then that Deedee felt his cock pressing urgently against the opening of her ass. Felt the tip just barely penetrate her tight opening. As she felt that, she also felt Marsha's tongue beginning to dance upon the floor of her clit, flicking it softly, though rapidly with abandon.
The pull of her nipples within the hungrily sucking mouths of her two female captors sent additional shivers of unexpected delight coursing through her. She felt herself begin to succumb to their ministrations, even as she felt the pressure of Richard's hard stiff prick begin to slowly violate the tight passage of her exposed ass, which is also when she felt the first hard slap of his hand upon her left cheek. The shock of which nearly took her breath away, just as Marsha latched on to her clit with her mouth, sucking it forcefully. His prick in fact driving inside her with one quick powerful thrust, hilting himself fully though he remained, unmoving, allowing her a brief respite in getting used to his fullness filling her completely.
"Very good," he said calmly. "Again."
Only then did she feel him withdraw, pulling out of her completely though resting the head of his dick against her opening. Once again Marsha's tongue tickled...lightly so, as did the tongues that gently flicked her rock hard nipples.
As though on cue, she felt the sudden increase of pressure, felt Marsha's lips once again surround her sensitive clit, drawing it in, sucking. Each nipple likewise captured, devoured as the hard slap of Richard's hand came down upon her ass, the opposite cheek this time, even as his prick slammed into her wanton passage, filling her depths, forcing the breath from her own mouth in a pain/pleasured groan of unexpected delight.
"Ohhh!" Deedee moaned unabashedly, as pleasured signals erupted from everywhere at once, her nipples discharging a wave of ecstasy, her clit suddenly on fire even more intensely than before. Her ass now a tingle of mixed sensations as Richard's cock buried itself, throbbing deeply inside her.
"Finger-fuck her!" Richard commanded Marsha. "Finger-fuck her cunt as you lick it," he instructed further.
"Danielle? Sandra? You may both undress completely now," he said smilingly. "Each other," he added as an afterthought. "While I watch and fuck our misbehaving girl here," he told them.
Deedee found herself with a mixture of emotions. On the one hand, she did feel slightly humiliated at her obvious exposure. On the other, she also felt highly aroused, almost intoxicated as Richard slow-stroked, softly yet forcefully penetrating her ass with his prick. Even the sweet sensation of Marsha's tongue and fingers as they explored her juicing cunt seemed to further escalate her arousal, her inhibitions melting away like butter within the hot pan of her cunt.
The decadence of the moment not lost on either Danielle or Sandra either. Both women now provocatively caressing, undressing one another much to Richard's approval.
"Slap her right tit," he told Danielle, which she did, striking Sandra's breast giving it a little sting of the hand across her nipple, which Deedee found herself wondering as to the feel of it, almost wishing it had been her own.
"Now you," he told Sandra, "do the same to Danielle."
With each slap of their hands upon one another's breasts, Richard fucked her. Each command brought yet another slap, another thrust, and another shivering lustful want of his prick fucking her again.
Surprised, she found herself teetering on the edge of climax, two...perhaps at most three more powerful thrusts of his delicious prick and she'd come. Which is when he removed himself from her completely, much to her involuntary agonized moan of disappointment at his sudden uncoupling of her ass.
"Marsha? Undress!" he commanded, "Its time we got serious here."
Reseating himself within the chair, he motioned the four now naked women to approach him. "Deedee? Straddle me so that I may suck your cunt," he told her. Deedee felt her face flush expectantly, excited beyond reason though she knew the wickedly exposed way in which she would present herself, especially in front of the others. "Sandra? You my dear...may suck me now. Marsha? Danielle? Each of you come stand beside me so that I may finger your cunts while you suck on Deedee's breasts."
Balancing herself on the arms of the chair, Deedee soon found herself squatting over Richard's face, her cunt slowly lowering until she felt the tip of his tongue beginning to assault the super-sensitive nubbin of her exposed clit. For balance, she placed her hands on the back of the chair, felt hands and lips as they once again began teasing her nipples. From behind, the loud sucking sound of Sandra as she wildly began sucking Richard's cock taking obvious, delirious delight in doing so. The frequent 'popping' sounds of her lips as she worked it, mouthed it, moaning and groaning wildly as she did.
"Now...all of you," Richard laughed wickedly. "Sing happy birthday to me!"
Deedee felt Dr. Edwards's lips surrounding her clit, sucking it forcefully as she began to sing.



"Happy...oh fuck", she paused gathering breath, then continuing, "birthday to you...happy birth, ah...day to you."
She could hear herself singing, along with the others, though the sound of Sandra's song more muffled for obvious reasons as she sang the same tune with a mouthful of his cock.
"Happy birthday...dear Richard, happy birthday...to you!"
"Again!" he told them laughing. "And keep singing it until I come!" he told them all.
As bizarre as it was, Deedee kept singing, kept repeating the song over and over as Richard's tongue devoured her pussy, licking it...flicking the delicate nubbin of her clit until she was once again hovering on the edge of insanity. Even the voices of the others had become nothing more than a distant blur as her own impending climax descended upon her, the telltale signs of orgasm already seizing her thoughts, the silly song more a bumble of tune than of words.
"Hap...py, baaa irth day to you!"
The sound of Richard's sudden climatic groan informed her, along with everyone else that he was in the throes of climax, which instantaneously triggered her own. Deedee felt the sudden rush of additional fluids as they pulsed from her cunt in a spasmodic display of orgasmic delight. The last word of the song still echoing from her lips, repeating itself over and over again as she came. "You...you...you! Oh fuck, Richard! You!" She cried out pleasurably as his lips continued their sweet sucking torture of her preciously aroused clit.
Still in the last sweet shivers of ecstasy, Deedee felt the firm yet gentle press of his hands as he indicated to her to move away from him. Which she did. "Give her my cream," he told Sandra. "Kiss her...then give it to Marsha next," he told Deedee. Obediently, she did so, running her tongue within and about the woman's mouth, licking from her the remnants of his creamy nectar, greedily wishing to swallow it, not daring as she in turn then placed her lips upon Marsha's as she in turn licked from her the essence of his creamy seed.
They swapped his cum gingerly back and forth from one another, over and over again until there was nothing left, until they were doing nothing more than kissing, tasting nothing more than what was the last vestiges of his now consumed spunk.
"Time for us to go and meet the rest of our guests," he informed them all minutes later. Naked, he followed behind them instructing them where to go. Deedee smiled inwardly the touch of his hand lightly caressing the still reddened area of her ass as she walked before him, wondering as she did what the rest of the evening held in store for her, uncaring, willing more than anything to do nothing more than please him as she led the rest of the way.
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"Holy shit!" I exclaimed suddenly glancing over towards the clock sitting on the end table. "I'd better call my brother and tell him that he'd better look for another partner for golf this morning!" The last thing I wanted to do was go golfing, especially with two very hot delicious wet cunts still staring me in the face.
"Jack?"
"Yeah honey?"
"Keep your golf date...I have an idea!" Kay told me.
"What?"
"Well...Linda and I are going to go do some shopping."
"Shopping?" I asked incredulously. "Shopping?"
"Special shopping...the naughty kind!" she said with a knowing wink.
"What do you mean, the naughty kind?" Linda finally asked.
"You'll see," Kay said with a knowing smile towards the two of us. We soon after began dressing though I was still reluctant to do so. Though the thought of continuing on with our naughty little adventure still left me hard and aroused, I was all but pushed out the front door carrying my golf clubs. Kay walked out with me giving me a sexy affectionate kiss at the car as I threw my clubs in the trunk. Added to that, she lifted the lightweight sweater she was wearing revealing her still braless breasts, pressing them fully against me just as Don Black, our next-door neighbor came out to get into his car. It was too obvious, and I caught the surprised look on his face as he glanced over towards us, offering a weak little wave, then reaching for the door-handle of his car, missing it...twice before forcing himself to actually look away from us in order to find it.
"Ah, morning you two!" he said with an almost embarrassed grin, which is when Kay stepped away, her breasts fully exposed though only for a moment as she readjusted herself, once again tucking them away.
"Morning Don honey!" Kay cooed flirtatiously. "Just giving the birthday boy here a little good-luck this morning, he's going golfing."
Don looked back towards his own home. "Maybe I should take up the sport, though I doubt Susan would ever wish me luck like that!" he said with a mile-wide grin on his face. Then to my surprise, Kay once again lifted her sweater flashing poor Don once again with an unexpected peek at those gorgeous twin orbs of hers.
"Damn Kay! You really do have gorgeous tits!" Don exclaimed sounding dumb-founded, as was I as I finally closed the trunk, realizing as I did when looking down that I was once again sporting an erection.
"Obviously..." I began in a near-whisper, "you're still fucking horny aren't you?" I said teasingly.
Kay giggled, "Yes darling, I am. Now...off ya go!" Turning once again, re-flashing me those hard pointy little nipples of hers. "Have a good time, and keep in mind that we'll be waiting for you when you get home this afternoon!" Kay said with a mischievous grin.
"Oh fuck!" I exclaimed suddenly remembering something. "Remember? We invited Pete to come over for a barbeque this evening! Should I tell him something's come up or something?"
Kay glanced down at my very obvious erection. "I'd say something's come up alright," she giggled again, now reaching down to fondle it briefly as she did, then paused thinking. "Is your brother seeing anyone?" she asked.
"Ah no, not really."
I saw the smile on her face.
"You're not thinking..."
"Why not? Pete's handsome, and it might be fun for Linda to meet someone else."
"Maybe...but Pete's my brother!"
"So? Linda's my sister."
She had me there. And I know I must have had a semi-frowny face showing as Kay reached up with her fingers turning it into a smiley one. "Not to worry...when you get back, the three of us will have plenty of time to fool around some before the barbeque, so...go have fun, think about the two of us being naughty together while you're away."
Now I was smiling as I pulled out of the driveway, smiling even wider as I realized that Don was only then getting into his own car. My mind wasn't on golfing however, it was on wondering what Kay had in mind by taking her sister "naughty shopping" as she'd called it that entertained me as I drove along.
#
It had been damn near impossible to concentrate on golfing, not with the image of my lusty, naughty little wife and her sister on my mind. Even Pete had mentioned that I was truly off form today. I had told him that Kay's sister Linda was staying with us for a while, and that he'd meet her later at the barbeque, but that was all I told him, even as tempted as I was. And though we'd always been close, sharing most everything that we ever did, or that ever happened to us, I just wasn't ready to tell him that I'd been fooling around with my wife's sister, let alone that she had been as well!
I couldn't get home fast enough either, wondering even as I pulled into the driveway what if anything those two horny little sisters might be up to. Much to my delight, I found out moments after entering the front door.
"Enjoy your golf game?" Kay asked from the living room.
Her question didn't even register however, my mind had gone numb. There the two of them were, naked ass to ass kneeling on the living room floor, it became quickly obvious that they were connected together by some sort of double-dildo, and had been happily fucking one another with it when I entered.
"Ah what?" I questioned my eyes glued to the two of them in one of the most decadently erotic poses I'd ever seen. Linda laughed.
"I don't think he heard you," she giggled with a lustful expression on her face.
"Ah no, don't think that he did," Kay laughed back as I continued to stand there watching the two of them.
"That one of the things on your list?" I asked Linda pointedly, now smiling.
"Matter of fact..." she smiled back. "Amongst many," she added with a groan as Kay humped back a little more forcefully against her sister, driving a portion of that double-dildo more deeply inside her.
"Honey? Why don't you get undressed, sit down on the couch, and I'll tell you all about our naughty little shopping spree while you continue watching us!" Kay suggested. I noticed the sudden blush spreading across her sister's face when she said that.
"Oh, this should be good!" I said as I began stripping out of my clothing, my cock already stiffening at the prospect.
"Oh baby...it was, it really, really was! Trust me!" Once again Linda's face grew even more crimson, though she finally spoke.
"Even I have to admit, I had NO idea that my sister had such a wickedly naughty side to her!" she said grinning, then groaning once again as Kay pressed her sweet well-rounded ass against her sisters, and knelt there rotating it against her.
Now naked, aching, and with a very hard stiff cock jutting out in front of me, I took a seat on the couch facing the two of them. "Well? Tell me about your erotic little adventure!" I stated curiously.
"Well, of course I took Linda to 'Mischievous'," she told me. I knew the place well, having been there several times myself.
"And?"
"Well, we browsed for a while of course, talked about all the naughty wicked looking toys they had there, amongst other things," she said with a backward glance towards her sister, once again thrusting against her, eliciting another soft moan from her in the process. "Then, we tried on a few sexy little outfits. You remember seeing the older woman with the shoulder length blonde hair?" she asked me.
"Yeah? Why?"
Kay giggled. "Well, I had talked Linda into trying on a really skimpy little outfit, but it was a size too small on her, so I asked the sales lady, that blonde that works there if she could find us a size larger. She came back with another one, but happened to catch me standing behind Linda as I stood there playing with her breasts.
"Really?"
"Yeah, really!"
"Then what happened?" I said becoming even more curious, more aroused as I slowly began fisting my cock, listening, still watching as the two of them continued to kneel against one another, slow fucking one another with the long fat thick toy.
"Well, she then stepped into the dressing room with us, helped me remove the tiny little thong Linda was wearing."
"Holy shit!" I exclaimed, already feeling a bubble of pre-cum fuck juice leaking out of the tip of my cock. "Then what?"
"Then...she helped me into the sexy little cut-out bra," Linda said joining in, fucking back against my wife, which caused her a sudden intake of breath when she did.
"Yeah, and as she did that, I reached around and pinched Linda's nipples right in front of her! Said something about making them stand out better, harder in order to see what they looked like poking out through the cut-outs of the bra!"
"Fuck!" I groaned just imagining that.
"Oh, but it didn't stop there either!" Linda went on excitedly. "So now this woman, is looking, examining, and sort of doing what Kay here was doing, adjusting, readjusting, and fondling my breasts, though making it appear as though she was just trying to more properly adjust me. Which is when she stated that she had an entirely different outfit that she thought I'd look even better in. Instead of just going to get it however, she first helped me out of it, once again with Kay's help of course..."
"Of course!" I said grinning.
"But when she came back, she was holding two different little bits of nothingness, and said that we should each try one of them on."
"And so?"
"And so...we did!" Kay smiled even more widely than before. "Which is when it REALLY got interesting!"
"Oh fuck!" I groaned wishing I'd been there. "FUCK you two, don't keep me in the dark, tell me what happened next!"
The girls proceeded to tell me the rest of their naughty little encounter with the blonde-haired storeowner. She'd begun to question them about the "purpose" of the outfits, if they were looking for something just sexy, or really naughty...and what it was they wanted to accomplish with them. Which is when Kay had actually confided in her, that it was a naughty continuation of a birthday surprise for her husband, and that the two of them were planning even more of a surprise for me later on that evening. The more Kay told the woman, the more excited she became, and the more explicit their conversation went as well with more and more outfits being brought into the dressing room to be tried on, with the woman now helping, touching, and more or less fondling both women every chance she was given in doing so.
"Tell him the best part!" Linda urged her.
"You mean this isn't?" I said half ready to shoot my now urgent load on someone, I sat there anxiously waiting to hear the rest.
"Not by a long shot!" Kay grinned. "We must have tried on a dozen differing outfits when she left to get the two of us something very, very special, and a bit kinky as she'd put it. We were both horny as hell by this time, and I couldn't help but reach down and slip a finger inside Linda's soaking wet little cunt."
"Nor I!" Linda added. "So as Kay stood there fingering me, I soon began doing the same thing to her..."
"Which is when..." Kay said interrupting, " that the sales lady came back!"
"Oh fuck!"
"You've got that right!" Linda giggled. "So...there we were, standing there fingering one another, this woman enters the dressing room, sees what we're doing to one another, drops the two outfits she'd returned with on to the bench, drops to her knees in front of the two of us, and proceeds to start licking the two of us alternately back and forth!"
"FUCK!" I exclaimed excitedly. "She did? Seriously?"
"Seriously!" Kay moaned pleasurably.
"It was fucking wicked!" Linda stated. I smiled hearing her use of the vulgarity. Linda had indeed come a long way since all this had begun, her comfort now in not only hearing the words, but in speaking them to highlight her arousal was refreshing.
"So there we were," Kay continued, "Linda and I standing there together, now playing and sucking one another's breasts while..."
"Casandra," Linda interjected.
"Yes, while Casandra...took turns fingering, then licking us back and forth...back and forth."
"Which is when..." Linda began, blushing.
"Which is when...I came, and literally exploded all over the surprised woman's face!" Kay admitted.
"Oh fuck!" I said once again, realizing my vocabulary had become not much more than the two words I'd been repeating over and over throughout the entire story.
"Then I did," Linda grinned.
"And?"
"And...she hurriedly rushed over so that I could pour out my juice onto her face too."
"Fuck!" I moaned, not bettering my vocabulary.
I didn't realize the girls had stopped fucking one another until Kay actually stood. "And guess what she gave us for being such interesting customers?"
"Ah...ah...what?" I stammered still envisioning this wild little dressing-room orgy the three of them had enjoyed together.
"This!" Kay stood retrieving some sort of belt with what appeared to be a life-like, albeit a thinner shaped penis attached to it. "You ready for this now?" Linda asked her sister.
"More than!" Linda sighed expectantly. "I've been wanting to see what that feels like ever since I saw the two of you doing it earlier."
"What?" I had to ask curiously, still in a little bit of a fugue after having heard their naughty little story. Meanwhile, Kay was already strapping on the belt, positioning the rubber-stiff cock in front of her, which looked obscenely wicked. I then watched as Kay retrieved a special bottle of lubricant, holding it out towards me. "Want to do the honors?" she asked.
Like the naughty little girl that she was, Linda smiled turning towards me still on all fours, presenting her luscious little ass in the process. "Use plenty of it!" she told me with only a little worriedness in her tone of voice. "I'm still a...a...virgin there," she finally finished.
Now I understood.
"You don't mind do you Jack?" Kay asked me. "You are after all, a bit thicker around, and for her first time, I thought this might be a little easier for her to handle."
"Ah no...no, not at all!" I stammered as I began applying the pearly like substance around, and then gently inside her tight puckered little opening. Hearing Linda groan expectantly, excitedly, told me just how aroused these two horny little bitches really were.
"Oh, and Jack?"
"Yeah?"
"Once I'm inside my sister's ass...how about you...get inside mine!"
"OH FUCK!" I said once again in agreement.
After I had thoroughly lubricated my sister-in-law's ass, Kay placed the head of the life-like prick against her sister's opening. "You tell me if it's too much," she warned her as she began to worm the head inside that tight puckered opening.
"Ohh, ohh!" Linda groaned wantonly.
"Too much?" Kay asked worriedly.
"No! NO! Not at all!" Linda grinned hotly looking towards me. "Oh fuck sis...so this, so this is what you feel like?" she asked breathlessly.
"Even better!" Kay winked looking towards me.
That was my cue, so I stood and wandered over behind where Kay was standing, and began lubricating her ass. "Ready?"
"Oh baby...more than!" Kay trembled excitedly.
Placing the hard stiff head of my prick against my wife's beautiful ass, I began to ease it inside that tight puckered opening of hers. As I did, Kay moaned in acceptance, easing her own phallus inside the opening of her sister's ass simultaneously, causing her to moan just as lustfully as she was.
"This is fucking amazing!" I pronounced as I felt the entire length of my shaft now slipping inside my beautiful wife's ass.
"Oh fuck...yes, yes it is!" Linda proclaimed as well. "Push it all the way inside me now sis...ALL-THE-WAY!"
It took a few moments to coordinate our chain-fuck, but we somehow managed it. Moving with Kay, fucking her, as she in turn moved against her sister, fucking her. Linda was busily frigging her clit with another hand-held vibrator as Kay continued slow-fucking her sister's ass. I was pleased to see that the image of the three of us could be easily seen in the floor-length mirrors we'd had installed along one wall of the living room. From the side, it was one of the most erotic things I had ever seen before in my entire life. The sway of my sister-in-laws breasts as she humped herself backwards against my wife's fucking prick, and me bent slightly at the knee behind my own wife as I stood fucking into her, holding on to her full breasts, pinching and rolling her nipples just the way she liked.
"Damn!" I stated a moment later.
"What?" Kay asked.
"Wished we were getting this all on film!" I said somewhat sheepishly, not quite knowing how that suggestion might come off.
Kay smiled. "Oh honey...but we are baby, we are. That was another surprise we wanted to show you later," then Kay pointed up towards the bookcase where I noticed she'd placed our video camera much earlier. "Thought it might be fun to watch ourselves later, while we masturbate one another again," she stated. "What do you think?"
"I think, I have the most beautiful, wonderful, wicked naughty little wife any man could ever hope for!" I told her.
"Hey! What about me?" Linda asked.
"Well of course...and the most beautiful, wonderful, wicked naughty little sister-in-law any brother-in-law could ever hope for too!" I leered happily.
The girls giggled, then laughed, and then the fucking began in earnest.
I was so worked up that I knew I wasn't going to last for long. And I told Kay as much.
"I'm pretty close myself baby," she admitted, "But when you do...pull out and squirt it. I want to feel it shooting up onto my back and ass," she told me. Still watching the three of us in the mirror, knowing this was all being captured on film as well made it even more erotically exciting. Seeing a nice healthy cum-shot on film later would be equally exciting as well, I thought silently.
"Almost...there!" I moaned only moments away, picking up the tempo slightly as my cock eased in and out of my wife's tight precious ass.
"Do it baby! Do it! Fucking cum all over us!" Kay wailed in what had obviously become the beginning throes of her own climatic release. Hearing that was about all it took. I felt that first delicious knot of pleasure gather inside the length of my shaft, felt it begin to charge its way forward just as I thrust one last time before yanking my prick reluctantly out of Kay's ass, and came.
"Holy fuck!" I exclaimed watching the first enormous ribbon of white pearly spunk discharge from the end of my prick. It leapt from my cock with such velocity that it completely overshot my wife's back entirely, tossing itself like a length of coiled rope high into the air, actually landing on Linda's back instead of my wife's. Crazily, that seemed to trigger the beginnings of her orgasm, which she announced a millisecond or so later.
"Fuck me Kay! Fuck me! Fuck me hard! I'm cumming!"
I pumped out another deliciously hard-felt streamer of fuck-juice, watching it fly from the head of my dick, this one landing on my wife, shampooing her hair with it instead.
"Oh yeah, come baby, come! Shoot it baby! Shoot it! Cover me in your hot creamy fuck juice!" Kay wailed, now climaxing too as she continued to hard-fuck her sister, the 'thumping' of which must have been stimulating her own clit, as that's all it took to take my lovely wife over the edge.
Together, I heard the wet sloppy splash of their respective cunt-gushings, even as my prick continued to jettison streamer after streamer of prick-cream all over the two women as I now proudly stood actually aiming it towards them, surprised at the continued volume as well as the still forceful amount that was being tossed their way.
Kay's spending was running down her legs by now, drenched, puddling upon the floor. Likewise, Linda's own little sea of ecstasy was still spraying upon the carpeting as well, soaking it with her sweetness which I only then wished I was lapping up instead of seeing it so uselessly wasted the way that it was.



We all collapsed on the floor sitting with our backs against the couch for support, collecting our respective breaths when Linda held up her hand counting off fingers, "That's two..." she said with a mile-wide grin on her face.
I couldn't help but wonder what all else she still had in mind. But, it was growing late, and as much as I'd preferred to find out what else the girls might have in store for us to explore together, Pete would be arriving before too long, and we had a barbeque to put together.
Reluctantly, we all dressed then, cleaned up our wicked little mess as much as possible and began preparing ourselves for the evening ahead.
"Oh...don't forget the camera!" Kay told me. Then adding, "Why don't you set it up in the bedroom...for later," she said with a knowing wink.
"You think there will even be a later?" I asked curiously. "You know...with Pete being here and all, it might be late before he even leaves!"
"Oh, I don't know, maybe Pete and Linda will hit it off, who knows?" Kay said suggestively. "You know your brother better than I do, think he might be interested in a naughty little party?"
"Oh hell I KNOW Pete would!" I told her. "But what about Linda?" I asked worriedly. "It's one thing to mess around with the two of us, she KNOWS us, but she hasn't even met Pete yet, maybe she won't even like him!"
"You let me worry about Linda, you prepare Pete, sort of let him know that the night could get interesting or something...really interesting."
For some reason, I had no doubt that it would be.
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During my junior year at college, I'd transferred to a smaller State University. The one nice thing about living in a small town, attending a smaller school, it seems that everyone is far friendlier. The only problem I had was in locating a place to live for one, and for another, being able to afford it.
After spending several days hunting for a place, I finally found one. But again, the price was just a little beyond my means in being affordable. Solution: "Advertise for a roommate!"
I had enough to cover the first months rent by myself, so I moved in with the hopes that I'd be able to quickly locate a roommate to split expenses with. Placing an add in the local newspaper, I wasn't surprised when I got knock on my door the very next day. Not having a phone yet, I'd indicated that prospects would have to apply in person. I was surprised however when the very first person to knock on my door inquiring about the apartment was a rather attractive looking female. I hadn't indicated I was looking for a male roommate, truth was, I hadn't given it any thought. I'd simply assumed from anyone reading the add, they'd realize I was a 'guy', especially with a name like Darren Somers.
"Are you the one looking for a roommate?" she asked.
I couldn't believe my eyes. I mean she wasn't model material or anything like that, but she really was attractive. Her hair was reddish brown, long and fell perfectly over the slopes of two very prominently displayed breasts, both of which at the moment anyway, were accentuating two very erect nipples.
"Ah yeah, I am," I said stunned, still looking at her expecting to wake up from some wet dream I was seriously hoping I was really having. Her eyes were even more alluring, the most unusual color I had ever seen before. Almost violet in color it was hard not to drown in them as I stood there stupidly staring at her.
"You're surprised?"
"Ah, what? Excuse me?" I said, my thoughts finally gathering together. "Surprised?"
"Yes, that a woman would answer your add," she said smiling at me.
Oh, that smile, it was enough to make any man...or woman for that matter melt just standing there. It wasn't overly sexy, or even provocative. It was just pure unadulterated sensuality in its simplest form. "Yeah, guess I am a little," I responded, suddenly feeling a lot less sure of myself than I normally was. "I just didn't expect to see a woman actually answering the add. Truth is, I never even considered it as a possibility."
"So does that mean you aren't interested?"
Once again, I was hearing what I wanted to hear, and not what she was saying. "Wow...am I interested!" I thought. But we were obviously discussing two different topics here. "Ah, sure. You want to come in and see the place before you decide?" I offered.
She laughed. "Before I decide?" she said giggling as she brushed past me into the room.
I was still stunned, not even bothering to step out of the way as she let herself in. I felt the briefest, slightest contact with her breasts as she did. Whether she had done that knowingly or not, it didn't matter. At the moment, I was praying I'd picked up my underwear and hadn't left my latest copy of Hustler lying on the bed in my room.
"This is nice," I heard her say from just off the living room. She had stepped out onto the balcony. I had the top floor of a six-floor apartment.
"This isn't even the best one," I said grinning. "You should see the one off my bedroom..."
Realizing what I'd just said, or perhaps intimated to her, I stopped mid-sentence. She was looking at me with that same hypnotic smile again.
"Oh? Which one is your room?" she asked.
"Ah, down the hall, past the bathroom. There's only one of those," I added lamely. "Your room is across the hall from mine."
"My room?" she said smiling again. "Does it have a balcony too?"
"Sorry, no. But I guess we could switch..."
She grinned, "No, I wouldn't expect or want you to do that. Besides, we'll be roomies," she added. "And as roomies, I imagine I could share your balcony with you couldn't I?"
And just like that...I had a roommate.
"Ah, by the way. What's your name anyway?" I finally asked.
"Tanya, Tanya Hide."
"Excuse me?" There I was again, hearing what I wanted to hear, and not what I was supposed to.
She was laughing again. "I get that a lot. My last name really is Hide. I think my father thought it was funny when he named me. He was a 'good old boy' for one thing, grew up on a ranch, one of the old 'cowboy' types. Though mom always said he was born in the wrong century. To see him, you'd expect to have him drawing a pair of six-guns and wearing a Sheriffs badge on his vest to go along with the real-live handle-bar mustache he wears."
I wasn't having, or expecting to wake up from a wet dream anymore, this was now turning into a nightmare. The image of her father suddenly showing up at my door, a pair of pearl handled colts in each hand pointed directly at my crotch had deflated the erection I'd been trying to hide.
Tanya recognized the expression on my face. "Don't worry, Daddy wouldn't dare say or do anything. He's been fucking so much strange pussy, that should he ever try to make life tough on me, he'd find he'd finally bitten off more than he can chew."
Hearing Tanya's obvious relaxed vocabulary was refreshing. Already she was acting like my best buddy. And once again, I was thinking she'd be just that. A buddy...not a 'fuck' buddy as the earlier wet dream I'd been having had suggested. Maybe it was no longer a nightmare I was having, but now it was one of those dreams you wake up in the middle of just when things start to get good.
"Ah, before you make your decision, there's a few things you should probably know about me," I told her. Hell, in my mind, I was taking a major risk here. I could be fucking up the best situation any guy could find himself in. But it was that, laying my cards out on the table, or shocking the shit out of her once she'd moved in, only to watch her packing up the next day, or worse...having to act like I was living at home again.
I took a deep breath screwing up my courage, when I spoke however, I sounded a bit like 'Donald Duck' just having inhaled half a balloon full of helium.
"I like to lay around the apartment nude!" I exclaimed in my best Donald Duck imitation, which frankly, I'd never managed to do before.
"Oh? Good! Me too!" was all she said, sounding a little like Daisy, to which I of course, briefly wondered if she was making fun of me. "So, I can have the room then?" she asked seriously, sounding like herself.
I coughed, cleared my throat to speak, and nodded my head instead. "Better to be safe than sorry," I thought, though I'd managed to think that speaking like a duck too.
But, just like that, I had a roommie AND a wet dream all rolled up into one.
#
As it was the weekend, Tanya began moving in the following morning. As she had a truck, it took very little time to move everything into the apartment. Having a service elevator certainly helped, but the fact that she had very little furniture made it even easier. Her bed consisted of a giant blow-up mattress, which she preferred sleeping on anyway, and one or two pieces of bedroom furniture, the largest of which was a dresser drawer. By noon, we'd moved everything she owned into the apartment.
"Well, that was certainly a lot easier than I'd anticipated," I told her.
"I've learned, especially as I've moved around a lot these past couple of years. It's a lot easier not to have a lot of furniture to have to worry about. Especially the bed," she giggled.
Her statement made me curious. "Why have you moved around so much?" I had to ask.
For the first time since we'd met, I actually saw her blush. "I like to party, but I tend to get a little crazy when I do," she confided. "A few people haven't appreciated that, I think, seeing a side of me they didn't know existed when I have let my hair down. Does that worry you?" she asked concernedly.
"Who? Me? Not hardly," I replied, suddenly worried. "What had I gotten myself into?" I wondered. She really was too good to be true. And maybe that was the problem. I'd learned a long time ago that if something seemed better than it should be, usually there was an underlying reason behind that. And I found myself thinking along those very lines as Tanya made herself to home inside our apartment.
I had very little in the refrigerator aside from a loaf of bread, baloney, and a carton of milk that I wasn't any too sure of. Having gone into my room to change out of my semi-sweaty clothes, I'd decided it might be a good idea to make a trip to the store for a few groceries. I'd changed into one of my favorite football jerseys, cut-off Levis and sandals. I was a little surprised to see her comfortably sitting in my favorite armchair, one leg thrown over one of the arms. Though she was wearing a pair of shorts, sitting there spread eagled as she was, as I stood in front of her momentarily, it was obvious that was all she was wearing. Only then did I glance away from her nearly exposed crotch to discover she was leafing through my Hustler magazine.
"Hope you don't mind," she began. "I love looking at these. It's kind of nice seeing real people posing in these for a change."
"Oh, not at all. Help yourself, anytime," I replied a bit embarrassed that she was actually looking at my magazine, though why I felt that way I had no idea, especially as it certainly didn't appear to bother her.
Glancing up finally, she nearly caught me as I continued staring at her crotch. I'd already caught a hint of what appeared to be long thing wisps of her pubic hair that appeared almost as though she'd combed it.
"Hey! I love football jerseys!" she said out of nowhere. "I used to have one, but my ex-boyfriend stole it from me."
"Well, anytime you want to wear it, just ask," I said feeling friendly, if not somewhat guilty at having stood there trying to sneak as much of a peek as it was possible for me to get away with.
"Really?"
"Yeah, really."
"Ok, I'm asking now then. Let me wear it?"
I really did need to schedule an appointment to have my ears checked. I could have sworn she was asking me to take it off so she could wear it now.
"Well?" Tanya suddenly reached down, pulling the tank top she'd been wearing up and over her head. Seconds later she was sitting there, her luscious breasts that I'd already secretly masturbated while fantasizing about, were sitting there staring at me. All she needed was an oversized pair of glasses with eyebrows and a funny looking nose to sit over the top of them to complete the picture I had suddenly formed inside my head as I gazed in a stupor at her exposed breasts.
"Well? You gonna let me or not?"
I wanted to. But now I had a new problem to deal with. My jersey was currently covering the erection I'd allowed myself to have while standing there staring at that soft patch of pussy hair I'd been admiring. And now, she'd gone and upped the 'ante' by exposing a pair that beat my "one of a kind", I thought abstractly.
"Ok, sure," I said, turning slightly as though struggling with the jersey in taking it off, slamming one hand down in front of my Levi's in a last-ditch effort to attempt to readjust myself so that the 'obvious', wouldn't be.
"Hey! You've got a woody!" she exclaimed happily. "I give that to you?" she asked.
"Fuck me!" I said silently. "Ah yeah, guess you did. You really do have nice tits," I said. "Shit!" I thought a millisecond later. "You could have said breasts, even boobs would have sounded better. But no numb-nuts...you had to say tits didn't you?" I asked myself.
Tanya laughed. "I like you. Not many guys I know call em 'tits' anymore, not to a woman's face anyway. Always behind our backs usually. And thank you. I'm rather proud of them myself."
"I can see that," I said silently, still carrying on a one-sided conversation with myself. "Well, they are...pretty." I finished.
Tanya frowned. "Don't go backwards on me Darren. Pretty tits don't fit together as well. Sexy tits, hot tits, even fucking nice tits are good. But if you insist on calling them pretty, then go back to calling them breasts, or boobs. But personally, I like the word tits, its cute. Just don't call them pretty at the same time."
I threw her my shirt.
"Ah, listen...I'm going to the store to pick up a few things. You need anything?" I asked.
"Matter of fact, I just started my 'monthlies' this morning. Would you mind picking me up some 'Tampax'?"
I heard her perfectly this time. I just didn't know what to say, or how to say it even if I did. I know my mouth was open, though nothing was coming out of it. Tanya burst out laughing.
"I'm just kidding silly. But the look on your face was priceless, not to mention the fact you no longer have a hard-on any more either," she added.
Only then did I realize, I didn't.
"You like Italian?" she asked, changing the subject.
"Ah yes, sure."
"Then pick us up some spaghetti, some sauce...." Tanya looked up towards me, "you want me to write this all down for you? I really do make a killer pasta."
"Maybe you'd better," I said sitting down, suddenly feeling rather exhausted. Tanya was certainly one thing, and that was totally unpredictable. Having her for a roommate was going to be an interesting experience.
"You know what I'd like to do later? After dinner?" she asked.
"No? What?" Images of being tied to a bed, handcuffed, blindfolded suddenly came to mind.
"Sit outside on your balcony," she emphasized saying, "after its dark, share some wine, and let the cool night air wash over our nude bodies," she added. "Doesn't that sound like fun?"
"How much wine?" I asked, "And what kind do you prefer?" I smiled asking. "And what about the handcuffs?" I silently asked myself while looking at her, looking at the larger than life '69' on the jersey she was wearing as her tits sat there pressing against it.
#
Dinner was even better than I had imagined. Tanya had insisted we dress formally for our first nights dinner together. She wore pearls. I wore a tie. That was all we wore however.
I'd splurged, purchasing a couple of bottles of a nice 'earthy' Merlot. We'd polished the first off during dinner, which we'd eaten by candlelight, the only source of lighting in the entire apartment. I stood uncorking the second bottle of wine when Tanya took our now empty glasses outside to the porch. Obviously, she hadn't been kidding about that either.
"You coming?" she inquired.
I had a come back for that, but I let it pass. "On my way," I said instead.
Tanya was sitting in the only lounge chair I had. Which was fine, except it placed my 'dangling' participle about eye level with her as she held up our two empty wine glasses for me to refill.
After pouring, I sat the bottle down on the little table next to the chair she was sitting in. With nowhere to go, I wandered over to the railing, trying to appear as nonchalant as possible. Which was hard to do with her sitting there all sexy and naked.
"Nice fucking tits," I thought as I walked over to the rail looking down.
Below, the rather large sized open aired hot tub sat looking lonely. Visions of Tanya and I soaking, playing in it together immediately came to mind. The soft blue lighting of the water looked inviting enough, but the fact there was no one else around at the moment was an opportunity that would rarely, if ever come again. I had learned from 'Jeff' our landlord, who was also a senior attending the same college that most everyone else who lived in the apartments where, was away for holiday. With the next semester starting in just over a week, most would soon be returning.
"What are you thinking about?"
I sensed rather than saw as Tanya stood, moving over to stand next to me looking down at the romantically lit hot-tub.
"Just wondering when we'll meet the rest of the tenants," I said truthfully.
Each floor was its own apartment. So there were six units, though all except for Jeff and some guy he had called "The Geek", there were a total of ten people actually living here. In the second floor apartment lived two women, one of which Jeff had said was "pretty wild". I smiled inwardly upon hearing that, wondering if she'd be any match for Tanya. The 'Geek' lived on the floor above them, with another pair of guys sharing the forth floor. A married couple, attending college together lived on the floor just below us, also home for a visit according to Jeff. As for Jeff himself, he'd landed this cozy little job watching over the place for the actual owner, which was nice as we could 'party' without getting into a whole lot of trouble.
"Yeah, I was wondering about that too," she said leaning over the rail. I watched as her breasts pressed against the railing, wishing it was me she was leaning against like that.
"How far away do you think the tub is from here?" she asked.
"Why? You're not thinking about jumping into it from here are you?" I asked incredulously.
"Of course not! Don't be silly!" she responded. "I was just wondering about something is all!"
"What?"
"You really want to know?"
I did, and I didn't. "Yes, I do."
"Be careful what you ask for," she said smiling in that way that could melt steel.
I was very aware of that fact, but I asked her again anyway. "Tell me, what is it you were thinking about?"
Tanya laughed, and I felt the hair on the back of my head stand on end as though I were about to be struck by lightening.
"You ever measure how far you shoot when you cum?"
The truth was, I had. But I wasn't about to tell her that! "No! Why would you even ask such a question anyway?"
"Just curious, I was wondering if you could reach the sidewalk at least," she said leaning over the railing again as though trying to imagine it.
Curious, I leaned over looking down, judging the distance in my mind. "I dunno, maybe," I said stupidly. "Why would you even wonder about something like that?" I asked.
She was grinning, wickedly.
"Ah oh, what are you up to Tanya?"
"Wanna play a game?"
"A game?"
"Yeah, it's called if you win, you can do anything you want to me. If I win, I get to do anything I want to you."
I didn't see a way to lose here actually. Which was what was wrong of course. "What kind of game are you thinking about?" I asked tentatively, already wishing I hadn't asked.
"A naughty game. You do like naughty don't you?"
Just the way she said the word made me feel that way. The fact I'd begun to get an erection standing there in front of her said that much. With no way to hide it, I let the 'naughty' feeling wash over me urging me on to accept whatever proposal she had in mind.
"Ok, why not?" I said giving in.
Tanya was beaming. Moving away from the railing to face me, her hand reached down clasping my rapidly hardening prick.
"How long do you think it will take you to jerk yourself off?" she asked.
"Not long," I said huskily.
Tanya winked. "Will this help things along?" Her hand on my cock, busily stroking it certainly was.
"Oh fuck yes!" I moaned. "What are you planning on doing anyway?" I asked through clenched teeth as her hand drew me towards greater pleasures than I'd known in quite a while.
Once again she smiled that devilish smile of hers. I wanted to smear my orgasm all over those sweet luscious looking lips, deciding as I considered the thought that if I won, that's exactly what I was going to do.
"Let me know when you're getting close," she warned me. "I want to have enough time to get downstairs."
"Down there?" I questioned incredulously. "You're gonna go down and stand on the sidewalk?"
"Yep! Then, when you're ready to shoot...it will be your part of the game to see if you can hit me with your cum!"
"You're serious!"
"Very. Just don't take too long though, I'll be standing there in my birthday suit waiting for you."



"How the hell am I supposed to know if I do manage to get any on you?" I asked simply. I was already wondering if I had time to locate the small squirt gun I used to keep on my key-chain. I could lay it off to one side of my prick, pretending to cum and hopefully manage to aim it just enough so that she'd feel something.
Tanya giggled. "Ever seen cum beneath a black-light? It's really pretty cool, shows up all over the place!"
So much for that idea.
"I have one in my room, you can check me out yourself if you don't believe me, afterwards..." she said grinning that grin again. "It really is pretty wild."
"No shit!" I stated, wondering if she'd let me see her face beneath a black light if I won this little contest. Whoever the 'wild' woman was that lived below Jeff didn't stand a chance compared to Tanya.
All this dirty talk we'd been sharing had me closer to 'the moment' than I'd realized. "If we're really going to do this, you'd best get that cute ass of yours moving!" I told her.
Quick as a flash, Tanya left the balcony heading out the door of our apartment and down six flights of stairs.
It was late. As I glanced around towards our neighbors, I was glad to see that most if not all of the lights were off. Many of the neighboring houses held college students just like us. And even if any were home, up...or happened to spot Tanya standing down on the sidewalk naked, it wouldn't be found as being unusual, especially with a hot tub sitting right behind her. What would be considered unusual would be if anyone spotted me standing out on our balcony, pulling my pud.
It took a few minutes for her to reach the bottom, but finally she appeared, still nude as she reached the sidewalk looking up towards me. "Anytime!" she yelled up at me.
I wanted to duck behind the railing. There she was, naked as the day she was born yelling at me about as loudly as she could. If anyone was up, they'd soon be looking out their windows wondering who was making all the noise. I know that I would have had it been me.
"Shhh," I said looking everywhere around me.
"What?" she yelled up towards me even louder.
"Fuck, never mind!" I called down, feeling my erection suddenly dwindling.
"Hurry up!" Tanya called out a minute or so later. "What's taking you so long anyway?"
"I don't know if I can do this!" I yelled down, wincing at every syllable of sound my mouth made.
"Need some help?"
For a moment, I thought she was seriously considering running all the way upstairs again just to take matters in her own hand. Which wasn't such a bad idea, as maybe I could keep her there instead of continuing on with this rather bizarre idea of hers.
I nodded my head, forgetting it was dark.
"Well?"
"Yes!" I called down in exasperation. My cock was now as flaccid as a garden hose on a hot summers day. There was no way I was going to be shooting anything on anyone in the shape I was currently in.
Looking towards her, I half expected to see her leave. Instead, she began playing with her breasts, lifting one of them up to her lips in order to begin sucking on her nipple. Her other hand was down between her legs, and though I couldn't see what she was doing as clearly as I could see what she was still doing to her breast, the thought alone was enough.
"That help?"
Surprisingly, it did. In seconds my prick was rock hard again, and that old 'tingly' feeling I'd just started to feel a short time ago was making it's way back.
"Yeah, keep doing that!"
She did. I felt the first signs of orgasm approach as my balls tightened wonderfully. Cupping them with my free hand, I massaged them knowing full well from previous experience that in doing so; I'd produce a much larger volume of cream for one thing. And for another, it seemingly helped it making it squirt that much harder and further whenever I did that.
I peered over the railing one last time, 'aiming' my prick in her general direction, wondering if I should 'thrust' my cock when I came as though it might actually help give my flying sperm some sort of a send off.
"Here it cums!" I called down literally.
Tanya cupped both breasts pressing them together as though I was really going to be that lucky, especially at this distance.
I felt the first ejaculate race up my shaft, held it as long as I physically could, letting the pressure escalate, then felt it explode from the tip of my cock in a mind-numbing sensation of pleasure. Seeing my spunk spurt from the tip of my prick, disappearing a moment later into the darkness was pretty interesting. Even the second, third, and forth hard-felt explosions seemed to string out in a fairly good-sized spread, one of which I was now seriously hoping would land on her. As the final traces of my spending oozed out the head of my dick to trickle between my fingers rather than joining the initial hard squirts into the great unknown, I again looked down below me. Surprised when I saw that Tanya was no longer standing there.
"Shit!" I worriedly thought. "Maybe someone finally did wonder what the hell was going on and scared Tanya off."
I waited anxiously looking towards the open door of our apartment when I heard her footsteps running up the stairs, taking two at a time by the sounds of it. Moments later she appeared, standing in the doorway.
"Well?" I asked.
She walked towards me, smiling like all get out. As she drew closer to me, I saw a trace of glistening moisture spread along one side of her face.
"Really?" I asked.
"I'm all yours!" she responded. "So, what do you want me to do?" she asked obviously excited, and very willing to go along with whatever it was I had in mind.
"Well, first. You're gonna need to give me a few," I said sheepishly. "But secondly, where is it you said you have that black light of yours?"
Tanya was laughing. "Now you're getting into the spirit of things!" she exclaimed. "Go pour us some more wine and meet me in my room."
I immediately turned to fetch our wine glasses as I heard her singing a familiar tune, though the words were obviously different.
"Cum drops keep falling on my head..."
#
She was right about the black light. Not only was that an interesting experience, but she also happened to have one of those glow in the dark vibrators. If you've never had the opportunity to watch someone use one of those in the near total dark, you really should!
In a way, it was sort of like watching a magician perform a slight of hand trick. Only in this case, it was a slight of in and out a pussy trick. Which was fascinating as hell to watch.
Tanya truly was the most uninhibited woman I had ever met. It seemed like there wasn't anything too wild, or too erotic that she wasn't willing to at least try doing once, which included applying edible, phosphorescent paint to one another.
Lying beneath the black light on her bed, we poured, squirted, and smeared various colors all over one another. Even I had to admit, it was one of the wildest experiences I'd ever had. Seeing her pussy glowing vividly in reds, blues, greens, yellows and purples as I 'artistically' masturbated her with a variety of stroking colors was sensational. And, watching her transform my erection into a series of multi striped colors before mushing them altogether in an abstract smear not only felt great, but also looked extremely strange merely adding to the intensity of the pleasure she was giving me.
"You should see your face!" she laughed openly a while later. I'd just finished giving her a multiple series of orgasms with my tongue when I sat up. Handing me a mirror so I could see myself, I joined her laughing hysterically at my miss-mashed appearance.
"You look like one of the characters in a 'Bat Man' movie or something," Tanya told me still giggling.
"Hmm, how about, 'The Stroker!'" I said masturbating my still multi-colored prick.
"Or how about, "The Diddler!", Tanya said cracking herself up, spreading her quim apart with her hands, placing the mirror I'd been holding so she could take a look at the wide variety of colors currently displayed on her pussy-palate.
For hours we played, getting sillier and sillier by the moment. When sunlight finally began to filter in through my bedroom window, we decided it was time to shower and get a few hours sleep. Little did I realize just how little sleep I was going to actually get over the course of the next several days.
#
I'd gone over to the Laundromat to wash what few clothes I actually owned. Tanya had already mentioned to me that she was planning on catching some 'rays', and had asked Jeff if he had any problem with her lying out nude on a blanket out by the tub. I'd wondered why, even asking her why she simply didn't lay out on the balcony where there would at least be some privacy. To which she responded that it was much hotter out there than it would be down on the grass.
"And besides, if Jeff doesn't have a problem with it, why should you?" she asked.
I needed to learn, Tanya was Tanya, and I had laundry to do.
By the time I got back, the "girls" had returned. Wandering out onto the balcony, curious to see what was happening, I wasn't disappointed, though somewhat surprised. Tanya was there, still nude. But so were Jeff, and the "girls" who I'd later be introduced to as Debra and Nichole. They were all sharing Tanya's blanket, with Jeff having made a large pitcher of margaritas they were sharing.
I swear Tanya had a sixth sense, looking up towards me, waving at me, and then waving me down to join them. Why I felt a little jealous I don't know. But I did. I soon reached them, being quickly introduced to Debra and Nichole, then handed a nice cold perfectly made glass of margarita to sit down and enjoy.
If I didn't know better, I'd have sworn by the way the girls were talking, getting along, that they had known one another for years.
"I was just telling Tanya that we should have a party!" Nichole stated. Obviously, she was the 'wild' one Jeff had mentioned to me. With Tanya sitting there so uninhibitedly, it was only a matter of time, not to be outdone I assumed, that she mentioned the heat, and quickly removed her tee shirt. Having done that, she proved what I'd already guessed upon my arrival, and that was, she wasn't wearing a bra either.
Debra soon joined the two of them, so that moments later the three women were complimenting one another on the shape and size of each other's breasts. And though I found this conversation 'titillating', to say the least, I felt somewhat out of place just sitting there. I'd quickly finished my drink, declining a second and stood.
"I'd better get upstairs and put my laundry away," I stated as though it was the most important thing in the world that I had to do.
"What about the party?" Nichole asked.
"Sounds good, whenever you want to," I said turning to leave.
"How about tonight then?" I heard Tanya ask.
I turned to cast my vote against doing that, but by the sudden eruption of excitement by everyone else, I'd have been outvoted four to one. And besides, everyone was looking at me. I'd have felt stupid with no real good reason for saying no. I turned once again with a brief smile, hearing as I did an all too familiar tune being sung by Tanya while everyone else either whistled or hummed along.
"Cum drops keep falling on my head... And, just like the guy who's cocks too big...for my mouth, Doesn't seem to fit, Those...cum drops are falling on my head, they keep falling..."
I was laughing so hard by the time I reached the door; I was more than ready to party.
#
By the time I'd gotten out of the shower, Jeff, Debra and Nichole had already arrived. Tanya came into my bedroom wearing only the '69' jersey she'd borrowed, but to be honest about it, she looked far better in it than I did, especially with so much tantalizing bits of flesh peaking out through all that mesh material of the jersey.
"Come on you!" Tanya urged, "Everyone's waiting!"
"Waiting for what?"
"For you! We came up with another idea for a game!" she said excitedly.
"We? Or you?" I asked sarcastically.
Tanya lifted up the jersey, flashing me her 'tits'. "Play nice, or you won't get to see them the rest of the evening," she threatened teasingly.
Somehow, I didn't think that was even remotely possible. Walking behind her, eyeing that cute gorgeous tight ass, I was already in a much better mood by the time I entered the front room. Which was made even more so when I saw that both Debra and Nichole were wearing nothing more than the briefest bikini's I'd ever seen worn by any woman.
After several very stiff drinks, which I needed to bolster my courage and lower my inhibitions somewhat, especially being in front of another guy who I hardly even knew, things started to pick up.
"So Darren, you ready to play another game?" Tanya questioned with a look that said I'd best fasten my seatbelt.
"Yeah, I guess...what do you have in mind anyway?"
"Well, actually it was Nichole's idea," she said looking at her. "After I told her what we did last night, she came up with something similar."
"And?" I said, feeling like I'd just found myself standing out in the middle of a field full of land mines.
"Ever play 'Pin the tail on the Donkey' when you were a kid?" Nichole asked.
She really did have enormous boobs; they were practically spilling out of the miniscule top she was wearing.
"Yeah," I replied, deciding that one worded answers where about as good as I was prepared to give for the time being.
"Well, it's sort of like that," Nichole began. "We blindfold you..."
Once again I was envisioning handcuffs, blindfolds, being tied to the bed.
"Spin you around a few times, then you walk forward...dick or boobs pointing out. Whoever it touches, is the person you'll be with for the next fifteen minutes, in front of everyone!" Nichole finished, having explained the rules.
"Sounds like fun doesn't it?" Tanya said already removing her jersey. I knew the thing about not seeing her tits wouldn't hold.
"Ok, so...who goes first?"
"I've already put each one of our names in a hat," Tanya said holding up one of my ball caps. "Go ahead Darren, pick one."
I reached in, drew out a folded slip of paper and read, "Nichole."
While Jeff helped to blindfold her, everyone else took a position standing equally apart from one another. When it dawned on me that it wasn't just going to be between Jeff and I, I suddenly got a lot more enthusiastic about playing this particular game.
"Ok Jeff, spin her around a few times, and then everyone trade places one more time before she moves so there's no cheating going on," Tanya instructed him.
Watching Nichole spin around was fascinating enough. But after we'd all trades places with one another, watching her as she stepped sideways, almost crashing into the lamp before reaching out her hand and hitting Tanya squarely in the boob, told me I was about to experience what every one termed as every man's fantasy.
"Looks like we have a winner!" Debra exclaimed enthusiastically.
What I didn't know then, but would learn later was that both Debra and Nichole were bi-sexual. Living together as they were, they had a nice pleasurable relationship with one another, occasionally sharing and admitting a man here or there into their bed with them, so long as they both approved, and so long as it was never a behind the back sort of thing going on with either of them.
Tanya led Nichole over to the couch, laying down on it, spreading her legs with out any hesitation whatsoever.
"Lick my pussy baby!" Tanya told her wickedly.
For the next fifteen minutes, I stood there, my erection growing harder with each slip of the tongue inside Tanya's wet, glistening pussy.
Drawing again, I was disappointed when it was Jeff's turn. As the girls began to blind fold him, as well as remove the shorts he'd been wearing, I headed towards the kitchen to make myself a fresh drink.
"Hey! Just where do you think you're going?" Tanya asked.
"Ah, to get a drink?" I replied not catching on.
"Well hurry back, we can't start until you're back in the circle!"
I nearly dropped the glass I was holding. "Excuse me?"
"Yeah, hurry up!"
"Listen Tanya, there's no way..."
If looks could kill.
"Darren? Don't be a spoilsport. Besides, there's only a one in four chance anyway."
"Yeah, but that's twenty five percent more than I think I'm ready to gamble on," I stated nervously.
I fixed myself a drink. A straight scotch, downing it. Minutes later I was dragged back into position while Tanya spun Jeff around and around several times. Quietly, she motioned for everyone to exchange places one more time. I stepped over one spot placing myself directly behind the direction Jeff was currently facing. Jeff turned, completely around! He took one step forward, lost his balance and careened off to his right, crashing into Debra.
"Whew," I breathed in relief. Nichole laughed.
"Wait until it's your turn!" she said giggling.
Once again we all watched as Debra led Jeff over to the couch. Rather than getting on it, or in it however, she indicated what she wanted him to do by wiggling her ass at him as she leaned over the end of the couch. Smiling, Jeff stroked his cock briefly ensuring he was 'up' to the task at hand, and then eased his rather proud looking member into Debra's pussy from behind.
Except for a few porn movies, I'd never watched another guy actually fucking someone in front of me before. Admittedly, I found myself becoming even more aroused than I had been, including that brief intermission when I'd found myself dealing with a bout of homophobia.
"Oh yeah baby, fuck me. Fuck my pussy good baby!" Debra kept saying over and over. Though her breasts weren't quite as large as Nichole's were, they were nicely shaped. As she leaned over the edge of the couch, and as Jeff thrust himself in and out of her from behind, the sway of those magnificent breasts too and froe was having a rather distinct impact on my prick, as it seemed to throb in perfect harmony with their coupling.
"No cumming!" Tanya warned him. Apparently, there was another rule I wasn't aware of yet.
"Why not?" I asked curiously.
"Cause later, we're going to have a black-light party in the bedroom!" Tanya responded.
Suddenly I had a whole new set of visions to think about, and as bizarre as it might seem, I actually was finding myself getting even more excited at the thought of that.
When it came my turn, I was more than a bit nervous. I'd purposely taken note of Jeff's beginning position, realizing seconds later that it wouldn't make a damn bit of difference. After one of the girls had spun me around enough times to ensure I was completely dizzy, I placed one tentative foot out in front of me, then blindly stepped forward again losing my balance in the process. I felt a soft pair of hands catch me as I went down, hearing Nichole's voice as she caught me.
As it was her desire and pleasure, she indicated that she wanted me to go down on her. Something I truly enjoyed doing. Sitting on the couch, I knelt down on the floor in front of her and greedily began devouring her cunt. After our fifteen minutes were up, it took both Tanya and Debra to pry her hands off the back of my head.
"No! No! Please no! I was almost there!" she squealed in frustration.
We soon finished our game, with everyone taking a turn, and at Tanya's suggestion, headed into her room where we all somehow managed to place ourselves on her enormous air mattress beneath the black lights she'd replaced in the ceiling.
Next to the experience of coating one another in all those phosphorescent paints we'd played with, tumbling around in bed together, not sure who's body you were touching or playing with was one hell of an exciting situation to find myself in.



At one point I knew I was licking Nichole's pussy again, all the while caressing and fondling Tanya's perky soft breasts. Debra was expertly sucking my cock, driving me insane with that delicious tongue action, while someone else, and who I didn't know, fondled and caressed my balls.
I finally managed to give Nichole that orgasm I'd tried so quickly to give her earlier. She had eventually moved up and over, sitting down on my face. Drawing in that precious sweet clit of hers, I sucked and tickled it with my tongue for all I was worth. In the meantime, someone was sucking my cock. I had no idea who, and at the moment, couldn't have cared less. Whoever was sucking it, was doing a damn fine job as far as I was concerned. Anytime that I had trouble concentrating on eating pussy was saying something!
Hearing so many wet, juicy, slurpy sounds was having its affect on me. I was going to bust a nut if I wasn't allowed to cum soon, and I told Tanya that.
"Jeff, is your poor little cock all worked up as bad as Darren's is?" she asked.
"Oh fuck yes!" he replied. "I'm ready to shoot the biggest fucking load you've ever seen!" he warned proudly.
"Well then girls, I guess its time for us to play 'Cum Drops' don't you?"
Jeff and I both watched as the girls positioned themselves side-by-side, legs spread, overlapping one another as they lay there looking up at the two of us.
"Squirt that fuck-butter all over us!" Nichole squealed excitedly.
"Yeah, come on boys. Time to spank the monkey for us, time to pull the old pud and deliver the goods!" Tanya added.
Standing there jerking myself off while Jeff stood next to me doing the same was interesting to say the least. But having three delicious 'targets' to choose from soon had me reaching the point of no return. Jeff got there just before I did though, and as he groaned, sending a nice thick geyser of sperm shooting from the end of his cock, I watched, fascinated as he began spraying it, continuing to jerk off rope after rope of white-hot cum-cream all over the girls. Seeing his splashes beneath the black light as it began landing on the girls was incredibly erotic!
"Oh yeah baby...shoot it! Shoot it! Cover me in your hot sticky spunk!" Tanya was yelling at him.
He'd managed to cover a good portion of Debra's wide open split before redirecting the balance of it up and over Nichole's tits, and on to Tanya's where he'd seemingly finished milking the last of several fairly strong jettisons of his cream.
"You ready baby?" Tanya asked me. "Come on lover, shoot it for me, cover me in all that delicious warm goo!"
As the first of many, very powerful eruptions began, I watched as though it were in slow motion. The slippery, streaming arch of my semen as it exploded from the head of my prick, shot upwards. For the briefest of moments, I wondered if I could have actually made it all the way to the hot tub with that first one. Lowering my 'aim' as it were, I began to cover each and every one of the girls pussies with nice thick creamy jettisons of my cum cream, watching in fascination as the girls cunts began to glow under the light, reminding me a little of that paint that Tanya and I had experimented with the night before.
Feeling the last few ribbons of pleasure surge up my shaft, I aimed directly towards Tanya, seeing her smile, watching it as it shot up and began to make it's way down towards her.
As it did, she began singing...
"Cum drops keep landing on my head..."
#
One by one our neighbors began to arrive back to our cozy little apartment complex in anticipation of the next semester of school starting. That Monday Tanya and I met Stewart, though he told us he preferred going by "Stew", and his wife Suzanne, though she also preferred being called "Sue".
We'd just gotten back from grabbing a bite to eat when we met them outside the service elevator. They had a considerable amount of luggage with them that they were obviously having difficulty managing.
"Here, let us help you with all that," Tanya said as we came up from behind. Initially Sue threw us a guarded look until Tanya explained in that rapid-fire way she had of speaking who we were as well as half her life's story before we'd made it to the elevator. By the time we did, "Sue" as Tanya was now calling her, were acting like they'd known one another for years.
That was the thing about Tanya that everyone sooner or later came to understand. She had a 'gift' as I saw it, though I also tended to think of it as being an infection. Once she got under your skin, she was a part of you from that time forward. Tanya had one of those A+ personalities. You couldn't help but like her, even if when first meeting her, you were put off by her. Eventually, everyone came around. They always did.
By the time we'd both helped Stew and Sue with their luggage carrying it into their apartment, Tanya was already inviting them over for drinks later as a way to get better acquainted.
"Gee, I don't know Tanya," Stew said already trying to put her off. "We just got home and I'm not really sure that either one of us is in much of a mood to do that tonight. Perhaps another time maybe."
This was about to get interesting. If there was one thing I'd learned about Tanya, it was you never told her no, and you never gave her a challenge she wasn't willing to find a way around.
I immediately glanced towards Sue to see what the expression on her face looked like. Was she in support of her husband's decision? Or had Tanya 'infected' her enough that she'd already won her over to her side. Admittedly, I wasn't sure. Sue seemed willing at the moment to go along with whatever Stew wanted to do, so it was an either way sort of thing the way I saw it.
"That's too bad," Tanya pouted. "I give a killer massage. After a long trip, I know what its like to get home all tired and cranky. A nice soothing massage would be just the ticket for both of you, and maybe a glass of wine to really mellow you both out for a nice, restful nights sleep."
"God she was good," I thought saying nothing, but smiling at them both from ear to ear.
"You know honey," Sue pulled on his elbow, "I really would enjoy a nice massage. And a glass of wine does sound pretty good too!"
"Well, maybe."
"No maybe about it!" Tanya beamed. "You guys get unpacked and then come on upstairs. We'll have wine waiting for you, and I'll make sure that 'Tanya's Massage Parlor' is up and running."
I leaned over and whispered, "Is this the one with the black lights? Or the red ones?"
She pinched my ass royally all the while smiling at our neighbors as they assured her they'd be up as soon as they had unpacked and settled in.
"See you in about an hour then?" making them commit.
"Ah yeah, an hour sounds just about right," Stew smiled.
Tanya and I shortly headed upstairs where I was told to uncork the wine and let it breathe while she got her bedroom ready to do massages.
"And what was the pinch for anyway?"
"You know," she retorted dashing into her room, sticking her head back out a moment later to add to her comment. "And besides, you want to have a look at those tits just as bad as I do."
Which was true. Sue really did have nice boobs though a good push-up bra could do wonders for any woman.
"What makes you think either one of us is going to see them?" I asked curiously.
I heard Tanya as she answered me from the bedroom. "For one, she will be naked when I give her, her massage silly. So at the very least, I will. But I also think once she'd had a few drinks and sees me showing off my tits, that she'll relax enough to do the same."
"How are you going to manage that?"
"What?"
"Show off your tits?"
I heard her laugh.
"Easy, I also give all my massages in the nude too. So once I've given her one, she'll know that when Stew comes in to get his, that he'll be seeing me naked too. Hell Darren, I doubt seriously if she even puts anything back on after I'm done, knowing that. She'll probably come out of the room naked, just to get in the first strike with you before Stew sees me."
"Damn she's good," I thought to myself again. "Guess we'll see," I responded, once again hearing her laugh.
Right on the dot an hour later they arrived. Tanya had lit numerous candles in her bedroom giving it a very relaxing atmosphere, perfect for what I called a "sensual" massage. All Tanya did was wink. She had also changed into a very comfortable, easy to remove tee shirt that she had once again cut off just above the curvature of her breasts. The slightest movement one way or the other had one or the other of them playing 'peak-a-boob' with you. A game I always enjoyed, but I wasn't sure that either Sue or Stew would appreciate playing it with her. And to top that off, she was also wearing a pair of tight fitting shorts that had a goodly portion of both scrumptious ass-cheeks winking at everyone too.
Unfortunately, Sue was dressed far more conservatively, once again giving no hint or clue as to what her breasts were really like. I was also nervous about how either of them would react to Tanya's obvious boldness. Taking in Stew's appreciative glance when he saw Tanya, I waited for the fireworks when Sue turned towards him.
"I wish Stew would let me wear sexy outfits like that," she pouted.
"Since when did I ever say you couldn't?"
I almost laughed. He genuinely looked shocked by Sues comment.
"Oh yeah right," she threw out looking towards him before turning towards Tanya. "I used to wear even more revealing outfits than that one," she teased. "Then, after we were married, old Stew here decided I needed to look and act like a married woman."
"Suzanne!"
I couldn't help but laugh this time. "I don't blame you Stew, with a wife as pretty as yours is, I'd make her dress frumpy too!"
Ok, that wasn't exactly the best thing to have said. I really was trying to pay her a compliment, but she certainly didn't take it that way.
"Frumpy? You think I look frumpy?"
"Not at all Sue," Tanya handed her a glass of wine. "Here, why don't we all sit down and get comfortable before Sue and I head into the bedroom for her massage."
"Thank you," I silently mouthed at her feeling stupid. Tanya gave me a look that told me to keep my mouth shut and let her do all the talking. Which was just as well since I'd pretty nearly fucked the evening up.
Sue was still frowning even as she sipped her glass of wine.
"Careful honey, you know how you can get if you drink too much. And especially as you've had hardly anything to eat today."
I was going to comment, but I caught a look from Tanya and closed my mouth as she said what I was about to, though delivering it far better than I would have.
"Wine just makes me horny," she said simply. "Especially if I haven't eaten anything."
I could just see me having said that, like I said...it wouldn't have gone over nearly as well.
Stew nervously laughed at Tanya's remark. But I saw Sue was smiling. Then she actually giggled.
"Yeah, me too."
Which in turn, made Stew smile and blush.
Tanya was already refilling Sue's glass as well as her own.
"Careful with that," Stew cautioned.
"Oh, don't be such a party-poop!" Sue stood, wobbling though only slightly.
"Like I said," Stew looked over towards me with a knowing grimace on his face.
"You guys have any scissors handy?"
"What for?" Stew asked.
"So I can cut off the bottom of this tee shirt," Sue replied un-tucking it from her pants.
"You can't be serious Suzanne! You just bought that tee shirt new while we were on vacation!"
"Yeah, and it wasn't the one I really wanted to buy either!" giving him a challenging stare. "The one I wanted to get, you said was too revealing!"
"Well, it was," Stew responded with far less conviction than he'd been showing earlier.
Once again, Tanya came to everyone's rescue. "Stew's right honey. You don't want to ruin your new tee shirt."
Watching Tanya work was really amazing.
"I have several like this one, you can wear one of those if you'd like. Or...you can even wear this one!"
"Really?"
"Sure honey."
Before anyone could respond, Tanya simply removed the one she was wearing handing it out to her. I thought for a moment that Stews eyes were going to pop out of his head.
"Wow! Your boobs are gorgeous!" Sue exclaimed, which in looking over towards Stew was the very thing he was standing there thinking.
I on the other hand wanted to say she had 'great fucking tits', but I didn't. I just smiled agreeably along with Stew.
Ever the nobleman, Stew immediately came to his wife's rescue, which I think after I'd thought about it a while, was exactly what Tanya was counting on.
"Yours are just as pretty," Stew drew himself up proudly looking even more like the Knight on a white charger coming to his wife's defense. Which she noticed too.
"You really think so? I don't, Tanya really does have pretty tits."
Tanya immediately glared at me. I remembered, thinking 'nice fucking tits'...not 'pretty tits'." But then again, maybe it was ok for girls to use the words pretty and tits all in the same sentence.
"I'm sure yours are just as nice looking, if not more so," Tanya said casting out the hook.
I watched as Tanya gave Stew an inquisitive look, challenging him. He took the bait.
"Go a head honey, show her."
I wondered for a moment if he was expecting Sue to actually get up and lead Tanya into the bedroom. After all, he had said 'her', not 'them'.
To my surprise, Sue gave her husband one last assuring look, receiving a 'go-ahead' smile from him as she did. In the next instant, she reached down pulling off her tee shirt. Her bra was anything but Fredrick's...built for support more than anything, there was very little that was sexy about it. And then, she reached around behind herself. A second after that, her bra came undone sliding down her arms as she lowered them.
I have to say, it was a real toss up as to whose 'tits' were prettier. Or rather, who between the two of them had the nicest fucking tits.
They were actually pretty similar in shape and size. So it really was a toss up as to individual preferences after that I'd have to say. Tanya's nipples were more of a rosy-pink color with dollar-sized areola's that complimented those hard stiff points perfectly.
Sue had much lighter areola's nearly the same color of her almost alabaster colored breasts. Obviously she didn't see a lot of sun. And because of it, she almost had no areola at all to speak of, but what she did have, that Tanya immediately commented on were very thick, very large nipples that stuck out well away from her breast.
"Oh Sue! They are beautiful!" Tanya replied, immediately coming over to her and cupping them in her hands. "And these nipples...my God Sue, they're incredible!"
If I thought Stew looked surprised earlier, the expression on his face was nothing to the one he was wearing now. Seeing Tanya holding his wife's breasts in her hands was arousing, to both of us. Especially as Tanya didn't merely continue to stand there holding them either. Almost absentmindedly she began rolling those thick twin points around and around between her fingers.
"God Darren, have you ever seen nipples this large? This beautiful before in your entire life?"
I wanted to suck them. Really, really bad.
"Ah no. Can't say as I have," I said playing along perfectly. Whatever Tanya was up to, she was in the drivers seat. I was just along for the ride. But with Tanya, it was always a wild one, and this was proving out to be no exception.
"Look at mine!" she continued, letting go of just one of Sue's nipples. She toyed with it briefly. "Even as horny as I am, they don't stand up nearly as nicely as hers does!"
"Oh, they do too." Sue said reaching out to finger one of Tanya's. "Maybe they're not quite as big, but they're certainly just as hard!"
Stew was grinning like a kid. As was I.
Tanya finally released Sue's tits before things became too obvious. The flirtatious play was great, but even I knew it couldn't go on forever without turning into something else. And it was far too soon to even begin to hope anything like that was going to happen.
I was glad that Tanya made no effort to put her tee shirt back on, or head into the bedroom for another one.
"More wine?"
"Sure!" Sue raised her glass inviting Tanya to pour. Stew refrained from saying anything, which I took as a good sign. And another one, when Sue didn't make any effort to cover up her breasts after that either.
Tanya made her way over towards Stew filling his glass, ensuring as she did that he got ample opportunity to stare at her breasts. She then made her way over to me, refilling my glass too, though I received a wink along with the refill. That, and a quick tiny suck of my lower lip when she finished refilling it.
"Well, drink up everyone!" Tanya raised her glass in making a toast. "To new friends!" she proclaimed.
"To new friends!" we all agreed joining her, draining our glasses.
"Now then, how about that massage?"
"Where would you like me?" Sue asked.
"Ah oh..." I thought. Tanya was after all in one of her moods. Even I knew what was coming after she'd asked that.
"I'd like you, on my face!" she said coyly. "But...I'll settle for giving you a full body massage, either in the bedroom, or...out here," she said maintaining eye contact with her.
You seriously could have heard a pin-drop.
"Really?" Sue asked keeping her eyes glued on Tanya.
"Yeah...really."
Hell, even I knew what they were really talking about. And I wondered if poor Stew had a clue.
Maybe he did, he chuckled nervously. "You know, I wouldn't mind seeing that myself."
Even Tanya glanced up his way when he said that.
"I think it would be sensual as hell to see you actually give Suzanne a massage."
"Darren? Go into the bedroom and bring out my massage oil would you please?"
With a great deal of difficulty, I made my way into the bedroom retrieving the oil. By the time I'd returned Tanya had removed all the cushions from off the couch, placing them on the floor.
"Thank you," she said as I handed her the bottle of oil. "Now, would you go and fetch us a clean sheet to use?"
Obediently I hobbled over to the linen closet, watching over my shoulder as I did, stunned when Tanya simply stripped down removing all of her clothing.
"I prefer giving massages in the nude too," she said by way of offering. "It's easier for me, less constrained. And I really do enjoy giving a good massage," she said with a suggestive smile.
Stew was busily nodding his head in agreement. At about this point, I figured Stew would do just about anything Tanya asked him to do. And I wasn't that far off the mark either.
"Why don't the two of you lay out the sheet over the cushions while I undress Sue here?"
Turning towards her, she quickly added. "Even that is a part of the massage. It's pamper time baby, from this point on, you're in my hands. And that includes undressing you."
I needed to remember that one. Though yet again, I hadn't been given a massage by her either.
As Stew and I spread the sheet out upon the cushions, I noticed he was struggling with the same problem I was. We were both stooped over looking like two old men who'd dropped their canes.
Stew had it easy. He merely stepped back flopping down into the only other chair we had. I could have taken the couch, but it no longer had seats. I sat down on the arm of the couch instead, which did little by way of hiding my erection. As Sue turned having just stepped out of her panties, which Tanya was so helpful in removing from around her ankles, she glanced over towards me. Or rather directly towards my crotch, spotting the obvious bulge that was sitting there. There wasn't any way to hide it, and I thought, "Hey, what the fuck?"



After staring at it for several long moments, she finally looked up towards my face and grinned.
"More wine?" pointing towards the coffee table where her empty glass sat. I looked towards Stew, but he again said nothing, his attention now totally focused on Tanya as she purposely made quite the production out of undressing his wife. Not to mention the fact that she was doing this entirely naked much to his obvious delight. And mine.
We both watched as Tanya straddled Suzanne's back. Something about that sent a major throbbing through my cock as I sat that imagining the feel of Tanya's soft wet pussy pressed against me. As she gently ran her hands up Sue's back kneading her flesh, I found myself mesmerized, as her lovely breasts dangled just above her. They would sometimes graze Sue's back as though caressing her in their own unique way. Stew was following along just as enthralled as I, becoming more and more fidgety in his chair the longer he sat there.
Tanya drew her hands in feathery strokes down along the side of Suzanne's semi-concealed breasts. I watched as Tanya lingered briefly, pressing the tips of her fingers gently into the fleshiness of each, eliciting a soft mewling sound from Suzanne as she did.
"Oh God, Tanya. That feels so good!"
"And it looks good too!" Stew said, surprising everyone as he spoke.
Tanya looked over to where he was sitting, taking notice of his obvious discomfort, and smiled.
"Roll over," Tanya instructed.
There was no doubt about it. Suzanne was a true blonde. The small patch of hair between her legs was even lighter in color than her shoulder-length hair was. Tanya positioned herself between Sue's legs effectively spreading them. She didn't react negatively however much to my relief as Tanya went back to massaging and caressing her, though I noticed she refrained from directly taking hold of either of Sue's exposed breasts. Had I have been in Tanya's place, I certainly would have. Which is probably why I wasn't.
As she stretched, leaning forward while working Sue's upper shoulders, I noticed a subtle contact of Tanya's mound against Sues. When she did that, she lingered, pressing herself and I swore I saw a circular gyration lasting one or two seconds before backing away as she drew her hands back down Sue's frame, once again the palms of each seemingly floating over the tips of Sue's erect nipples lightly brushing them.
"Fuck!"
Stew's unexpected comment drew my attention back to him, which had been difficult as I'd been so riveted in watching the sensual massage taking place in front of me.
"Go ahead Stew, you're amongst friends here you know. I'm fairly certain that Darren's been dying to stroke his cock too." Tanya said easily.
Though Tanya's bluntness was unexpected, she was certainly telling the truth. My cock was painfully entrapped begging for release. Hesitantly, Stew guiltily cast a glance in my direction. From the corner of my eye however, I caught Tanya mouthing the words, "do it" to me.
With a smile, I began unbuckling my belt, lowering my zipper. Though I didn't look, I could hear a similar activity taking place over where Stew was sitting. But when Tanya spoke, I had no choice but to look over towards him.
"Oh my God...Stew!" Tanya exclaimed totally out of character.
Even I was impressed. I'd never had any complaints from anyone about my prick, but the behemoth I was staring at now nearly deflated my own erection. Tanya looked down towards Sue with awe-filled wonder in her eyes. Sue was blushing, and grinning.
"He is rather big isn't he?" she giggled appreciatively.
"Big! He's fucking huge!" Tanya responded. "How the hell..."
I was wondering the same thing myself. Stew's cock rose from his lap like a cobra, I could almost envision a snake charmer sitting cross-legged in front of him playing a flute as Stew's cock rhythmically danced swaying back and forth. Not only was it thick as well as long, but the head of his penis reminded me of a mushroom. For a brief second, I tried to envision what that would be like if I had a pussy. Not only would it be incredibly difficult putting it in, but the helmet of his prick had wide flanges that on the outward thrust would very possibly grab at the walls of a woman's cunt as though trying to hang on rather than submitting to being pulled outwards.
Shaking that image away, I refocused on the two women laying before me, though neither at the moment was doing anything more than just staring at Stew's prick.
"How do you manage it?" Tanya asked, finally finishing her question. "I have to be honest with you Sue, I'd love seeing that!"
"If you were a guy, you'd have brass balls," I thought wondering if she really thought she'd get the two of them to actually fuck in front of us.
Sue turned crimson. "Really? You'd like to see the two of us..."
"Fuck. Yes, I would," Tanya only now actually taking hold of Sue's nipples, pinching them.
"I need to get really, really juicy first," Sue stated, surprising everyone with her candor, an obvious breathlessness being heard in her words.
"Sue?" Stew asked cautiously.
Before he could put any kind of damper on Sue's sudden inhibitions, Tanya dove into her pussy like an Olympian. Watching Tanya's tongue begin to work its magic on Suzanne's cunt had the desired affect. And once again I found myself carrying on a conversation with me.
"What is it about two women together that somehow supercedes everything else?" I wondered. "Fuck, if it could be bottled, it would be the most powerful elixir known to mankind. Or womankind," I amended.
Seeing Tanya licking his wife's pussy effectively put a rather large thick cork in his mouth. That, or he was as tongue-tied as I was. Still fingering Sue's tits, Tanya continued to pinch, roll, and extend those incredible nipples up and away from her breasts, giving both Stew and I an additional side-show to the THX sounds coming from Suzanne's mouth as she moaned and groaned in ecstasy that I began to worry would soon be heard by every neighbor in our apartment building.
"Oh my God, Tanya! You have no idea how fucking good this feels!"
"Oh, I think she does!" I said speaking for the first time in quite a while.
"I'm soaking wet!" Sue added, giggling happily.
"As am I, in two places!" Tanya rose showing everyone in doing so that her face was literally drenched with Suzanne's pussy juice. "Ok Stew, I think she's more than ready for you now," Tanya beckoned him.
Unsteadily, Stew actually stood up removing his pants and underwear, which made his massive prick seem even more surrealistic as he slowly made his way over towards his wife.
He was still fisting and stroking it as he walked, hand over hand, which reminded me of reeling in a coil of rope.
"I'm not quite hard enough yet," he said a bit sheepishly. "But it's getting there."
"Not hard enough yet?" I actually blurted. "Holy shit Stew, how fucking big do you get anyway?"
He actually was embarrassed. "A little more than this," he offered doing that hand over fist thing.
"A lot more," Sue grinned looking towards her husband as his dick cast a shadow over his wife's prone body.
"Hmm, would you like some help with that?" Tanya asked, turning to look at Sue. "May I?" she asked, seeking permission.
"Be my guest," Sue winked.
Not that Tanya had a big mouth, except for speaking once in a while, but as good as she was at sucking cock, the head of Stew's prick was too wide for even her mouth. About all she could do was gobble the head of his prick up in smaller portions, chewing and nipping at it while having placed both hands side-by-side on its length. I could have sworn while sitting there watching her that she could have easily done a few chin-ups on the fucking thing.
Amazingly, he actually did harden even more than he was already, growing thicker and longer in the process.
"Thank you Tanya, I think I'm ready now," he confirmed.
Almost reverently, Tanya kneeled along with Stew as he positioned himself between his wife's out stretched legs. Holding on to his one-eyed monster, Tanya guided the enormous bulb of his cock head pressing it against the opening of her pussy. I watched in total fascination as Tanya worked it, easing it as best she could until the tip at least was surrounded and covered in sweet slippery pussy flesh.
If I didn't know better, I'd have sworn I was watching a very X-rated remake of 'The Little Shop of Horrors', as Suzanne's pussy seemed to be devouring her husbands dick. Like a mouth opening and closing, she managed to contract her cunt-muscles to the point that it really did look a lot like a man-eating plant, or cock-eating flower in this instance as she eventually managed to actually suck in that mushroomed head.
"Isn't that fucking amazing?" Tanya asked as I felt her hand wrap itself around my much smaller, though equally stiff cock. She had walked over to stand beside me while we took in the show.
Words failed me however, and I found myself wondering when we'd get to the part where Sue's cunt would eventually swallow him whole until the lips of her pussy suddenly reappeared with her husbands face looking from the inside out at us.
Obviously they'd had plenty of time to practice doing this. And it must have taken them a lot of practice. Stew obviously couldn't fit more than half of that enormous cock inside her, holding onto the exposed portion with both hands, he more or less held it there, masturfuckbatinging his prick in and out of her cunt while she in turn milked it through a series of vaginal contractions that still reminded me of one of those pod-plants from the movie.
Tanya had had Sue hanging on the edge with her tongue, so I wasn't too surprised when a reasonably short time later it became obvious she was near the ledge of orgasm and about to jump off.
There was no real warning either. One moment her eyes were open though becoming lidded as though heavy weights were dragging them down. In the next instant her face grimaced in a pleasure-pained look, her mouth opening, forming a perfect circle though no sound came from it as she did. A second after that, her pussy clenched one last time, arching her back up and off the floor where it was met by this blood-curdling scream that filled the room.
"Fuck me!" I screamed in alarm, totally and completely taken by surprise by the unexpected sound of pure pleasure erupting from this woman's lungs.
"Cum on me! Cum on me! Cum on me!" Sue was screaming out over and over.
Withdrawing that fire-hose from his wife's pussy, I watched exactly the way I'd initially imagined it as the head of his prick seemed to linger at the opening of her cunt, the lips of which seemed to entangle themselves with the velvety flesh of that mushroomed head before finally giving way with a serious 'suck-plopping' sound as his prick came free.
Sue wasn't kidding either. I don't think ten guys standing together over her jerking off simultaneously could have produced the volume of cum Stew did. When he erupted, I'd more or less anticipated that with a monster prick like his, he would shoot a pretty large load, but this was a fucking shower! Stew was jack-hammering his prick in a way I never thought possible anyway, while a near constant stream of spunk flew from the tip of his cock filling the air in high-flying arches and streamers of cum that began to fall from the air hitting her like a sudden cloud burst had somehow found its way inside our apartment. It was seriously like she'd found herself caught outside in a thunderstorm, which is also when I heard a familiar tune suddenly being hummed beside me.
"Hey Tanya! That's my song!"
#
Stew had collapsed leaning against the side of the couch though still sitting on the floor. Suzanne was still lying on her back, unmoving. And if I didn't know better, I'd have thought she was dead. Covered in fuck-butter from head to toe, she lay unmoving from the powerful climax she'd just experienced. The only one moving was Tanya.
"Where the hell are you going?" I asked.
"To make a phone call."
"A phone call? Now?"
Tanya ignored me as she entered the bedroom, leaving me to stand there with a hard throbbing cock that wasn't getting any kind of satisfaction whatsoever. A few minutes later she remerged from the bedroom, but rather than stopping as I'd expected, she headed immediately for the door.
"What the hell?" I wondered.
Tanya had barely reached it when a knock came. When it did, Stew started to stand up with a panic stricken look on his face.
"Don't you dare move! Either of you!" Tanya warned as Sue actually began coming to her senses.
The tone of her voice was deadly serious, and I choked back a laugh as I watched Stew actually taking it that way. Opening the door, our more than friendly neighbors Debra and Nichole entered.
"What's all the excitement about?" Debra was the first to speak upon entering. Nichole however took one look at Stew leaning next to the couch and made a beeline for him.
"Good God Debra...you've gotta come see this!" she exclaimed.
Poor Stew was about as confused as any man I've ever seen. He just sat there with a bewildered expression on his face.
"Ah Tanya?" he feebly asked.
"You guys already know Debra and Nichole don't you?" Tanya spun around looking towards Sue.
Sue was just as confused as Stew was by my way of thinking.
"Yes, we do," Nichole jumped in. "But not as well as you seem to!" she said with a giggle to her voice.
"Oh my!" Debra walked up joining her roommate glancing down towards Stew's still fairly large sized prick.
"You should see it when he's really hard!" Sue shocked everyone saying.
By now, Tanya had rejoined Suzanne on the floor. She immediately began massaging in the torrent of Stew's fuck-butter that was coating her body. "This is even better than massage oil!" Tanya exclaimed.
But I noticed that neither Debra nor Nichole was really listening. Nichole had already latched onto Stew's cock and was giving it one of the hottest caresses I'd ever witnessed. He'd looked over towards where Sue was still laying, but all she'd done was grin at him. Which I immediately assumed was a 'go for it' signal of one sort or another. So, he was.
Or the girls were anyway.
I watched as Debra stripped off the tight little pair of shorts she was wearing along with the bikini top. In seconds, she was as naked as everyone else, except for Nichole and myself. Joining her friend, Debra began chomping on Stew's prick like it was a corn on the cob, which Nichole was already doing on her side of Stew's cock.
As for myself, I couldn't even imagine having a 'side' the way I was looking at it.
Nichole quickly removed her clothing too, leaving me as the odd man out under the circumstances.
"God Stew...will you titty fuck me?" she asked wantonly.
Now I really was feeling left out. Tanya was cleaning off Sue's breasts with her tongue, while Stew straddled Nichole's chest, resting his prick between those alabaster peaks of tit-flesh. I wasn't surprised to watch her also nipping and sucking that mushroom head while he slid the rest of himself back and forth between those near perfect mounds. Not to be left out, Debra joined the two of them by leaning over so she could both play with Nichole's nipples as well as tonguing Stew's prick as he grew harder and longer much to their delight.
As erotic as watching all this was, I really was feeling a bit put out, which is when I glanced up and noticed Tanya and Sue walking towards me.
"Grab one of those cushions and throw it back on the couch," she instructed Sue.
As she reached me, she unbuttoned my shirt removing it, and began working on my pants.
"You didn't think we'd actually leave you out now did you?" Tanya spoke in that naughty little girl voice I loved so much.
"Well no...yes," I admitted pouting.
Tanya laughed. "I'd never do that," she said winking at me, then pushed me back on to the couch where I landed unceremoniously.
I could almost hear the "beep-beep-beep" as she backed up positioning herself over my cock which was only then beginning to stand stiff and proud once again. I felt her liquid pussy capture my prick, sliding down my much shorter length, but I felt each and every inch when she did.
"Oh fuck!" I exclaimed happily.
I was wondering what had happened to Sue. Then I felt her tongue as it tickled my balls.
"Lick my pussy a little too!" Tanya moaned.
Reaching around, I fondled those perfect breasts of Tanya's. Feeling them fill my hands, hard nipples pressed deeply into my palms while that liquid cooze of hers suck-fucked my prick was amazing. Then you add to that having your balls licked, and occasionally your prick too whenever she had the opportunity, I was in heaven!
"Oh yes Sue, yes! God that feels good!" Tanya moaned thrusting herself even harder upon me. "Lit my clit baby, lick it!"
I could still see Stew as he continued to thrust his massive erection between Nichole's equally massive globes. Debra was now standing, having moved over to stand in front of him, straddling herself over Nichole. Stew was treating her to a pussy licking himself while she stood before him, holding her cunt open with her fingers so he could more easily tickle her with his tongue.
"Finger-fuck yourself so I can watch you," Tanya told Sue. And though I couldn't see it, it was enough to imagine her doing so as the sounds of her deliciously wet pussy began reaching my ears as she did.
The 'slap-slap-slap' of frenzied fucking soon drowned all that out however as Tanya began to go wild, virtually impaling herself with each and every thrust of that tight wet cunt on my cock. I swore as she did, that I'd felt the tip of my prick knocking at the entrance to her womb. Only seconds away from filling her pussy with my fuck-butter, I was glad when Tanya cried out alerting Sue and I both that she was almost there.
"Suck my clit...hard! I'm gonna cum!" she exclaimed.
I'm sure Sue was doing exactly that as I no longer felt that incredible tongue licking me. But her hands were however, kneading my balls with just the right amount of force to make it pleasurable rather than painful. It also triggered the cum-monkeys to work harder in churning up what was about to be a very powerful jettison of my spunk.
"Oh fuck...me too!" I managed to say as I felt the first delicious explosion rip through my soul.
"Suck his cum! Suck his cum!" Tanya redirected Sue. I felt her hand literally yank my prick from Tanya's cunt just as the head of my prick unleashed that churning butter the monkeys had made for me. I felt Sue's lips surrounding my shaft, her hands stroking me up and down milking jettison after hard-felt jettison of my cum juice. Tanya was joyfully coming too, frigging her clit with her fingers, drawing in breath repeatedly that I never heard her expel until the very end. Then she just seemed to melt in one gigantic explosion of ecstasy that caused a torrent of her own female squirtings to expel themselves from her pussy along with the scream she'd been holding her breath for.
With a mouth still fairly well full of my cream, Sue allowed it to flow from the sides of her lips while she dove back into Tanya's pussy, adding her liquid version of orgasm to mine, which she sucked down greedily.
With one eye, I managed to look over towards the other three, all of whom were in turn watching us. For a second, I thought they might actually start clapping.
"That was fucking great!" Stew actually responded enthusiastically.
Tanya reached down between her legs gathering a great deal of her moisture within her hands as she did. Walking over towards Stew, she placed her hand against his lips, wiping it, then likewise offered a finger or two to Debra who immediately sucked it deeply into her mouth cleaning it off.



"Sweet!" Debra moaned enthusiastically.
It was about all I saw however, as Sue climbed up into my lap facing me, slipping her equally wet pussy down over my still hard, but very sensitive prick.
"Don't fuck me," she whispered into my ear. "Just let me feel you for a moment. Let me feel you with my pussy."
I'd forgotten all about the movie, but was immediately reminded of it as her cunt began chewing my prick. Though it had begun to soften slightly, within moments, she'd somehow slipped that cunt-ring she'd perfected around the base of my shaft resurrecting my erection much to both of our delights.
Turning to our side to watch, Sue giggled happily, warning Nichole as she saw the look of pleasure begin to spread across her husband's face.
"He doesn't cum quite as much the second, or third time as he does the first. But even so Nichole, forewarned..."
She never finished.
Stew's cock just simply 'splurged'. There's no other term to even describe it. Holding her tits around his shaft as he'd continued fucking them, she was totally unprepared for the massive load of jisim that suddenly flew from the head of his prick, catching her squarely in the face. One moment she was grinning wickedly having no idea what was to cum, and the next, Stew was drenching her in repeated torrents of sperm that simply obliterated her face entirely from view.
"Holy shit!" Debra exclaimed. "Nichole? You in there?"
Nichole was laughing however, which made me sigh with relief. Extricating herself from beneath Stew's prick, clearing her eyes so she could see again. She was a mess. A nice sticky, juicy mess.
"I tried..." Suzanne began.
"That's ok, you and Tanya can come over and help clean it off," she instructed. Almost dutifully, both women did, once again leaving my cock alone, which had just begun to enjoy itself.
"This seat taken?" Debra asked placing herself in my lap.
Debra was happy. I was happy. And so was my dick.
"By the way, anyone know when Larry and Dave are scheduled to return? I'd really like to meet them!" Tanya said licking another line of cum off Nichole's face.
"I think Jeff mentioned something about expecting them in tomorrow, or by Wednesday at the latest. Why...what have you got in mind anyway?" Debra questioned while slowly fucking me.
"Stands to reason that we really should get together for a really wild party!"
"And this wasn't?" I actually found myself asking.
To which everyone laughed.
"What are they like anyway?" Tanya kissed Nichole, sharing Stew's cum.
"Dave and Larry?" Debra grinned increasing her pussy stroking.
"Lets just say they love to party, and especially if we play games, naughty games," she added.
"Sue? Stew? You guys comfortable enough to continue more of this with us?" Tanya asked testing the waters with them.
Stew glanced towards his wife, receiving a subtle nod of her head in return.
"Sure, why the fuck not?" he said beaming.
"And don't forget Jeff!" Nichole reminded everyone. "He is after all our land lord. If we don't invite him, there is no party!"
"Well, it sounds like a plan then!" Tanya said grinning. "But until we get together and plan it, there's still a lot more that I want to do here. Like actually feeling what it's like to fuck this monster here." Tanya said holding up Stew's rapidly deflating weapon.
"Though I guess...we might have to try a bit later," she added dejectedly.
"Maybe if the four of you gather in a circle and lick one another's cunts..." Stew suggested.
Tanya burst out laughing. "You know? I'm really starting to like the way you think Stew! I think we can manage that for you. Girls?"
I felt Debra's pussy depart my prick, once again leaving it feeling neglected. On the other hand, seeing the girls form a circle on the floor before me put things in perspective.
"You know Tanya, I think we're really going to enjoy living here," I told her.
She smiled, winked. "Baby, you aint seen nothing yet!"
Then I watched as she buried her face in Nichole's pussy.
#
after Tanya had moved in with me, we'd had a fairly lengthy discussion regarding not only our sexual relationship, but those that each of us might have with other people. Not that I was expecting to meet anyone necessarily, but it was obvious that Tanya wanted to ensure I understood our being 'room-mates' by her definition.
After our wild little impromptu get-together, I had quickly learned to expect anything and everything. Or so I thought.
I had learned that indeed Dave and Larry had arrived back at their apartment late Tuesday night though I had as yet to actually meet them. Not too surprisingly, it was Tanya who'd informed me that she had indeed met them, mentioning something about everyone getting together for a party over the weekend prior to the semester starting.
With all the activity that had been taking place lately, I found myself exhausted, taking advantage of sleeping in while having the opportunity. When I awoke late that morning, it was to some interesting sounds coming from the living room.
"That's it Larry, fuck that sweet ass!"
I didn't recognize the male voice I'd heard. But with the mention of Larry's name, I could only assume that had been Dave's voice that had spoken. Obviously, Tanya was 'entertaining' our neighbors, though in hindsight, she was the one being entertained.
Still groggy, I stumbled out into the living room, the smell of fresh coffee assaulting my senses, though those weren't the only one's assaulted when I emerged from the bedroom.
Tanya spotted me almost immediately as I stood there staring at them. I'd been prepared to see what I was actually seeing. But only half as it turned out.
"Morning sleepyhead!" Tanya said looking up towards me. "I hope we didn't wake you."
I could only smile sheepishly shaking my head no.
"This is Dave...and Larry," Tanya said with a sudden breathlessness. I noticed that they'd increased the tempo of their coupling while I stood there watching them, causing Tanya's response to become clipped as one of them continued fucking her pussy, and the other obviously her ass.
"Hi...I'm Larry," one of them finally said.
Larry as it turned out, was the guy who was semi-squatting over Tanya, the one with his cock obviously buried deep inside her ass. Dave, the guy Tanya was sitting on raised his chin up, tilting his head back to look at me upside down. The dark sheen of sweat on his body told me they'd been going at this for quite a while already. Dave was obviously tall and athletically well built. I learned sometime later that he was a member of the basketball team, which by his height and build didn't really surprise me.
"Waz up?" Dave said looking at me grinning.
"Ah...coffee?" I asked looking at Tanya.
She giggled, "Yeah...I...made...some," she said through clenched teeth while two pricks continued to pound inside her simultaneously.
I made my way into the small kitchen retrieving a clean cup from the cupboard, pouring myself a cup, sipping it. As I did, I could hear the sounds of their fucking getting louder and louder as I stood there trying to shake off the cobwebs of my nights sleep. All the while trying to come to grips with the early morning vision of seeing my roommate getting fucked by two men, one white and one black.
I carried my coffee back into the living room and sat down in the single arm-chair we owned as they continued on in front of me. In a way, it was like watching the TV, or rather watching a very explicit X-rated video. Only this one of course was live.
"Want to join us?" Tanya asked almost casually.
"Maybe later, I'm still not awake yet," I said trying to keep the petty jealousy out of the sound of my voice.
Like I said, though we'd already discussed it so that there wouldn't be any misgivings, it was still difficult for me to accept waking up to Tanya's fucking two guys in our living room, neither of which I knew much of anything about yet.
At the angle I was sitting, it wasn't hard to see glimpses of Dave's enormous black cock sliding in and out of Tanya's clenching pussy lips. Though not nearly as large as Stewart was, it was evident he was considerably bigger than I, fully stuffing Tanya's sweet cunt with every inward thrust. Larry to my relief, appeared to be actually somewhat smaller than I was in shape and size, which explained why she'd obviously consented to his ravishment of her anal passage as opposed to Dave's doing so.
"Oh come on Darren. Quit being a spoilsport! I was hoping to suck you off while being fucked like this," she said honestly. "It's been one of my biggest fantasies!" she admitted catching her breath once again as Dave power-thrust that massive prick of his deep inside her cunt.
Admittedly, sitting there watching the three of them was arousing. I'd already felt my cock stiffening while watching all this, mixed feelings and all.
"Hurry baby!" she coaxed affectionately. "I want all three of you to cum on me as close together as possible. So you've obviously got some catching up to do," she told me. "Bring that beautiful cock of yours over here so I can suck it!"
With a request like that, what's a guy to do anyway?
I sat my unfinished cup down on the coffee table. As I was only wearing a pair of boxers and a tee shirt, getting naked took only a moment longer than that before I'd walked over to join them, feeling Tanya's soft hand surrounding the shaft of my prick just before her warm velvety mouth encompassed the hot-throbbing head of my dick.
I forgot all about Dave and Larry. Well, for the most part anyway. Some people might find calling a woman a "cock-sucker" as being vulgar. Calling Tanya that was like giving her an honorific behind her name. She was that fucking good!
Obviously Tanya was all fired up. With a cock in her pussy, and one in her ass, it wasn't too surprising either. Hungrily, Tanya went about sucking my prick like it was a tootsie pop and she was striving to reach the center in record-breaking time. With that kind of effort, I just gave myself over to the sensation, feeling my knees buckle while a thousand tiny Goosebumps ran up and down my entire body.
"Oh fuck! I'm gonna cum!" Larry moaned.
Quick as a bunny, Tanya somehow extricated herself from both Dave and Larry just in time for him to begin jacking his spunk all over Tanya's waiting breasts. He was still spurting his cream all over her when Dave joined him in the cum-bath she was receiving, all the while continuing to stroke my cock with her hands, urging me to do the same.
"Do it Darren! Do it! Cum all over me baby. Squirt that fuck-juice all over me!" she pleaded.
I soon began adding the third cum-shower of the morning for Tanya as she happily moaned, frigging her clit wildly with her fingers as my jisim fell, pooling with the streamers and ribbons of spunk that was already criss-crossing her breasts, neck and face where Dave and Larry had only moments ago finished placing theirs. Reaching a very intense orgasm just as the last vestige of my cream dripped out of the tip of my cock, landing near perfectly atop one of her very erect nipples, Tanya thrashed wildly for a few seconds, letting her fingers finish the pleasure of that clit-nub she'd been stimulating.
Larry and Dave had already stumbled over to the couch sitting down side by side. Moving back towards the table, picking up my unfinished cup of coffee, I drank from it surprised to find it was still nearly as hot as it had been when I'd first sat it down. Though admittedly, I had managed to climax in near record-breaking time. Almost dutifully, Tanya knelt first in front of Dave cleaning his cock and balls with her tongue before moving over towards Larry, doing the same. Though they'd just barely finished cumming all over her, I noticed almost immediately that both were once again sporting erections.
"Sorry guys, but Debra and Nichole will be here before too long. We're getting together to make plans for the party we're having this weekend."
"We could have a little party of our own when they do," Dave suggested lustily.
"It's tempting," Tanya stroked his cock as though considering. "But I really do want to plan something wild and worthwhile before school starts," she said releasing his prick. "So be good boys, and go home now."
Reluctantly they did, though not before stating how nice it had been to meet me, and that they were both eagerly looking forward to the party. After they had both left, Tanya dragged me into the bathroom with her, though it didn't take a lot of coaxing for me to soon join her inside the shower. I loved showering with her anyway.
"So what are your plans anyway?"
Her hand was softly soaping and stroking my cock while she answered.
"You know what Bernie does to put himself through school?" Tanya asked me offhandedly.
"Bernie? Who's Bernie?" I asked.
"Oh...he's the one everyone calls 'The Geek'," she told me.
"Oh. I didn't know," her hand still stroking my cock causing me to nearly forget his name anyway.
"He owns and runs a dance studio if you can imagine."
"A dance studio?" I hadn't met 'The Geek', or 'Bernie' yet, but from the way Jeff had described him, I couldn't imagine a guy who wore coke-bottles for glasses as being coordinated enough to be giving dancing lessons.
"Yeah, Debra's actually taken lessons from him too. Said he's one hell of an instructor!"
The feel of Tanya's hand as she almost too lazily fondled my prick made me think of Tanya being a rather proficient instructor herself. Already my knees were weakening along with my balls drawing tight within their comfy held sack as it rested in the palm of her other hand.
"Yeah, Nichole actually approached Bernie last night about helping us, maybe using his studio as the place to hold the party."
"Good luck," I answered through clenched teeth, the approach of orgasm making it more and more difficult for me to carry on an intelligent conversation. Truth was, I couldn't see 'The Geek' as being someone who'd be interested in helping the rest of us throw a wild party, especially at the place where he normally worked to earn a living, putting himself through school.
"I'm not worried," Tanya licked my cock like an ice-cream cone. "Nichole happens to know that Bernie's still a virgin if you can believe that. And she said that she'd go so far as to give him a blow-job if that's what it took to convince him."
"It would sure as hell convince me," I thought as Tanya took a second to caress my balls before all but swallowing my prick whole.
"Anyway, we should know pretty soon how things went, Nichole and Debra should be here anytime now. Which reminds me, you about ready yet?"
I answered her by way of drenching her face unexpectedly with a nice surge of pleasured cream as my prick exploded within her hand.
"God Darren, I love making you cum!" she said excitedly.
Words failed me at the moment however in any attempt to respond to that. All I could do was stand there smiling, trying to support myself by hanging on to the shower rod as my prick continued to spasm wonderfully, emptying itself into her hungrily sucking mouth.
Seconds later, the sound of the doorbell alerted us both that Debra and Nichole had arrived.
"You owe me one," Tanya stepped out of the shower grabbing a towel to wrap around herself. She stuck a finger inside her mouth licking off the residue of my spendings that she had missed. "Make that two," she said suggestively, and then disappeared through the bathroom door.
I allowed the afterglow of the caressing shower spray to slowly bring me down before stepping out of the shower to towel off. Wearing only my towel, I made my way down the hallway towards my room, pausing briefly to glimpse into the front room. Nichole spotted me almost immediately.
"We're all set!" she said enthusiastically. "Come here Darren, you've gotta hear what we have planned. And even more amazing, Bernie's going to help us with most of it!"
Tanya hadn't bothered to get dressed either, though she had wrapped the bath towel around herself, she'd left her breasts exposed. One of which Debra was calmly fingering, tweaking her exposed nipple as all three of them sat pouring over what looked to be like some sort of diagram.
"What's this?" I asked moving up to sidle between Nichole and Debra.
"Sort of a floor plan. Though more specifically, an idea Bernie had to turn the party into a gigantic game board, where everyone is actually the playing pieces," Nichole explained.
"You lost me."
"This is great!" Tanya interjected ignoring me completely. "And you said he already has access to most of what we'll need?"
"Yep. All except for the few extras, like a bar tender, but I already know someone who'd be willing to do that for us anyway. He's married, but a true voyeur, he wouldn't even think about joining in the game, but he'll be thrilled just to be able to stand there and watch everyone else. And with something to do while he does, he won't feel out of place while doing it either."
"A bar tender?" I asked Nichole.
She nodded her head. "Yeah, Bernie came up with the concept of the game itself, complete with a corner square called 'The Bar'. Anyone passing through it still has to stop and take a shot on their way by. But anyone actually landing on that particular square has to actually order a drink. They can't roll again until they finish it. But even better, anyone else landing on the same square while someone else is in there has to buy everyone else a drink too. Anyway, that's just one of the squares that Bernie came up with. He had all sorts of great ideas!" Nichole conceded.
"And you actually convinced Bernie to go along with this?"
Nichole laughed. "Yeah, and I didn't even have to go so far as to give him a blow-job either, one look at my tits, and Bernie was beside himself with ideas. But to be honest, I think this is something he's been thinking about for a long time now. He had too much detail, and too many ideas and suggestions for it to be a spur of the moment thing."
Tanya jumped in. "I'm not too surprised. He probably hasn't had much of a sex-life, so I'm sure he's conjured up all sorts of masturbatory fantasies. And I'm willing to bet, this is just one of them. The truth is, we're about to turn one of them into reality for him. So he's probably more excited about doing this than anything he's ever experienced before."
"Tell me more," I asked curiously.
"Nope! Sorry Darren. We're going to keep the 'game' both a mystery and a surprise for everyone. It will be a lot more exciting that way. So you along with everyone else are just going to have to wait until Saturday evening to find out what's in store," Debra stated with some finality.
"Is everyone going to be there?" I did ask.
"As far as I know, yes. Plus, Jeff's bringing his girlfriend. I think he said her name was Pam. So that will make five women, and five men. Just perfect for the number of players who'll be participating."
I had to admit. It sounded interesting. The dance hall Bernie had offered up, as the place for us to party at was certainly big enough. And with the enthusiasm the girls were already showing towards getting things all set up and arranged before Saturday made me believe that it was going to be one hell of a party.
"This is so exciting! I can hardly wait for Saturday!" Debra exclaimed.
"I can see that," indicating the pressure she was applying to Tanya's poor nipple. "You pull any harder, your apt to twist it off her breast." I admonished her.
Tanya however seemed to be enjoying it, sticking her tongue out at me. "Listen, we've got a couple of hours to kill before Bernie told us to meet him. Since Debra's got me all worked up, what say we go into the bedroom and have some fun before then?"
Though I had just finished cumming, I felt the towel I was wearing begin to tent up in front of me. I smiled as the thought of spending the afternoon with three delicious horny women aroused me even further. Tanya glanced down at the obvious bulge I was suddenly sporting.



"Sorry Darren. Girls only," she stated seriously. "You'll just have to wait until the party."
"The game!" Nichole corrected.
"The game," Tanya agreed. "Come on girls, let's go get one another off. We're going to have a busy enough afternoon as it is anyway."
Stunned, I watched the three of them disappear into the bedroom closing the door behind them. I thought briefly of following them in anyway until I heard the faint 'click' of the door being locked behind them a second later.
"Fuck! She really was serious!" I said dejectedly to myself, feeling my erection suddenly pouting as I stood there a short distance from the closed and locked door. Once again I heard the 'click', and the door opened. All three women stood there naked, peering out at me.
"Just kidding Darren," Tanya said grinning. "Now get in here. Like I said...you owe me!"
#
I followed the instructions given me as I'm sure had been given to everyone. Pulling around back behind the dance studio, I entered through the back entrance, which was closer to the locker rooms according to Tanya where we were to go before doing or seeing anything else.
Debra, Nichole and Tanya had come over much earlier of course to put the finishing touches on things. Besides 'The Geek' and the girls, it appeared I was the first one amongst everyone else to have arrived. Entering through the back way, I saw we'd all been assigned a locker as they had our names temporarily taped to them along with an envelope with a basic set of instructions. I quickly tore into the envelope and read:
"You are instructed to remove all your clothing. Inside the locker you will find a pair of specially designed briefs you're expected to wear for the game. You will also find a pair of fuzzy dice that will be used throughout the game, place those around your neck and proceed down the hallway to the small private dance room and wait there."
Opening the locker, I quickly located the bright red satin briefs that I'd been told in the note would be waiting for me. Along with those, I also found a pair of matching fuzzy red dice much like those you'd see hanging from someone's rearview mirror. Removing my clothing, I began to slip into the briefs when I noticed that a small opening appeared in front, obviously my cock was intended to poke through it. Although there wasn't a lot at the moment to make that comfortably possible, I was surprised that the mere thought of what everyone would look like, and the excitement that would follow from it, soon had me sporting an erection. Taking my dice, I walked down the hallway to the room they had indicated and found a carefully prepared set of 'game' instructions waiting for me upon my arrival. In addition, a pitcher of margaritas sat on a nearby table as a mood setting refreshment for everyone.
"Cool!" I thought pouring myself a drink to sip on while reading the "rules of the game" as I noticed the handout to be labeled. Moments later, Dave and Larry arrived, followed shortly by everyone else. The guys all wore similar briefs of varying colors, all of which had been purposely designed for our cocks to poke through. And like everyone, we all had erections in anticipation of the festivities ahead. Stew was having a much more difficult time with the way his cock poked through his shorts, which even Dave sat marveling at, but it was the briefest of thong bikini's, all of which had nipple cut-outs that I found erotically entertaining.
"Some outfit isn't it?" Sue said as she came over to sit down next to me. The baby-blue thong was so skimpy that it barely even covered her in the first place. Her long erect nipples poking through the cutouts of the bra invitingly.
"Damn Sue, you can say that again!" I said eyeing her just as Jeff and Pam walked into the room.
Jeff was wearing an emerald green tight fitting brief, already aroused, his erection was poking through the opening stiff and proud. He smiled impishly, well aware that everyone who'd already arrived was staring at the obvious. But it wasn't just his stiff member that had drawn everyone's attention towards them when they entered, but the attractive looking blonde wearing a deep black thong bikini. He quickly introduced everyone to Pam. I smiled inwardly as I gently shook her hand in greeting. As I did, her magnificent breasts jiggled slightly, far larger than any of the other girls, her boobs threatened to spill out of the barely concealing cups at any moment. Her nipples pressed tightly against the small cutout openings of the thin bra that bordered on failure to keep her breasts confined, each nipple just as firm and erect as Jeff's prick was.
"Hi everyone!"
Tanya had opened the door peeking in. "Everyone ready to play 'The Game'?"
She was wearing a bright white, almost satin finish looking thong bikini. As was everyone's, her nipples poked through the openings of her bikini top, standing out in stark contrast to the top as dark as her nipples were.
Almost as one, we all nodded heads or vocalized our willingness to get things started.
"Follow me then!" Tanya turned, heading down the hallway.
Tanya waited briefly until we had all gathered near her before opening the doublewide doors into the dance studio. The moment she did, I understood why it was called "Pyramid Dancing" as Bernie's studio was called. Though you couldn't tell from the outside, the moment you entered, you realized the main dance studio was shaped into the form of a pyramid, using enormous floor to ceiling mirrors that encompassed the entire room. It was at that point that I also understood the particular attire we were all wearing, as the entire chamber was black-lighted, our garments immediately glowing brilliantly beneath the subdued lighting.
"You and your black lights," I said turning towards Tanya. "I should have known," I said teasingly.
Even Pam's black bikini was glowing beneath the lights from a myriad of "sparklies", as Tanya called them as we entered.
"Wow, this is way fucking cool!" Dave commented.
Bernie and the girls had obviously been busy. Using water based florescent paints, they had created an enormous game board on the floor of the studio, that when looking in the pyramid of mirrors gave it a three dimensional look that had to be seen to be believed. Much like a Monopoly board, only giant sized, it covered nearly the entire floor area of the room. In one of the corners stood a miniature bar, complete with bar tender dressed in white shirt and glowing purple tie. A well stocked bar behind him contained a wide variety of alcoholic beverages. A few of the enormous squares contained pieces of furniture, here and there a chair, a small couch or what appeared to be a massage table. In the very middle of the game board was a circular area that had enormous bright green letters glowing beneath the black lights that read: "Orgy Room". It was filled with a wide variety of comfortable looking pillows, all of which again glowed brilliantly beneath the lights up above.
"This is unfucking believable!" Larry commented taking the words right out of my mouth.
We all wandered about briefly taking in the spectacular scene before us. Oversized cards were neatly stacked in tall piles kitty-corner to one another, just like the cards in a Monopoly Game, though these were labeled simply "His" and "Hers".
In addition to the bartender that Bernie introduced us to as Jason, there was also another guy dressed in what appeared to be a referee's uniform, complete with a whistle and black and white striped shirt, which like everyone else, glowed eerily beneath the lighting. It was at this point we all noticed a rather comfortable looking pair of chairs sitting just off one side of the gigantic game board.
"Who's that for?" I asked no one in particular, though it was Bernie who actually answered.
"Before we begin, I wanted to tell everyone that I came up with an additional incentive in playing the game, but I also wanted to first get everyone's approval for it first," he began.
By the looks on the girl's faces, even they were obviously unaware of this unexpected addition to the rules of the game we'd all been given a copy to read.
"Since I started this business, I've had a silent partner who has backed me from the beginning. He and his wife are fairly wealthy, and they have offered as an additional surprise while we play, permitted to watch and participate to a limited degree, that every time anyone passes 'start', they will be given fifty dollars. Provided of course that everyone is comfortable with them being here, watching as the rest of us play the game. They will be wearing masks so as to conceal their true identities, and as such will remain seated within the chairs at all times."
Bernie then pointed out four black silhouettes two male, two female, one on each side of the game board, positioned where normally the railroads would have been on a Monopoly board.
"When anyone lands on one of these, if you're male, then you are to go over to Mrs. X as we'll call her and perform whatever act she wishes you to perform or do for her for a time period of five minutes. Hence the referee with the stopwatch and whistle which he'll be using throughout the game for other time monitored activities. And obviously visa versa for the women. If you land on one of these squares, you will then go over to Mr. X and perform for him whatever is requested. In both instances, whenever you do, you will be awarded an additional fifty dollars for the five minutes spent. Does anyone have a problem with this additional aspect to the game?" Bernie asked.
No one did. Making it even more exciting as having strangers actually watching and possibly involved from time to time an additional erotic aspect to be enjoyed while everyone else played and watched one another. With all of us having agreed, Bernie quickly brought out Mr. And Mrs. 'X', quickly introducing them to us before showing them to their seats.
We quickly covered the rules to ensure everyone understood them, after which, Tanya told us all to roll our fuzzy dice we were all wearing, to see who went first.
"Ok Larry, looks like you're up!" Tanya announced.
Larry rolled his dice, walking six spaces on the game board reaching a square called "His".
The referee had him draw one of the cards from off of the pile.
"You are instructed to lie down on your back and remain in this position until it is your turn to move once again," the referee instructed.
Doing so, Larry lay down as Debra rolled her dice, rolling a seven. As she prepared to walk by where Larry was laying, the referee then informed her that she was to mount Larry's cock as she passed, giving him "one" fuck-thrust as she did, as that was the number she'd rolled going past him. Everyone giggled as Debra squatted over him briefly, allowing one brief insertion of his penis inside her pussy before moving on to stand in the square next to him. Her square read "remove clothes".
"Well, that was quick!" Debra announced taking off her very brief bikini.
Dave rolled next joining Debra. As he passed by Larry who was still lying on the floor, the referee informed him of one of the rules we were all aware of.
"Even you have to give Larry's cock one quick hand-jack," he told him. "It's in the rules!" he added.
Dave quickly did so, reaching down to give his roommates prick a quick hand-jack before joining Debra where he too was required to remove his colored briefs.
"Since you are sharing a square, you must spin the wheel!" Our referee informed everyone. To my surprise, a spotlight appeared as some sort of hanging slowly descended from seemingly out of no where. Depicted on it were more sexual positions than I'd ever seen before. Producing a small hand-held spinning wheel, Dave gave it a quick spin watching moments later as it landed on the number '28'. We all quickly glanced at the hanging mural for the corresponding number. The scene shown in silhouette was of a couple performing a '69' on one another.
"Nice!" Dave said placing himself down on the floor just as the depiction said he should.
Debra quickly positioned herself over Dave, drawing his purple-headed swollen prick firmly between her lips.
"You have five minutes," our referee spoke. "Who's next?" he then questioned.
It was my turn. Rolling my fuzzy dice I rolled a twelve, sending me all the way to the corner bar.
"Don't forget to give Larry's prick six quick strokes!" Tanya informed me.
Surprised at this additional rules requirement, I quickly did so passing by Larry, then Debra and Dave who were busily pleasuring one another orally. I saddled up to the bar, ordered a scotch and water from our bar tender, then turned to continue watching the spectacle taking place just a short distance away. We'd barely gotten started, and already there was so much sexual tension in the air you could cut it with a knife it was so thick. I watched Tanya's roll, saw her land on one of the 'guest-watchers' silhouettes and knew that she'd be the first to pay one of them a visit. Mr. 'X' was already taking his stiff prick out of his pants when Tanya approached, they spoke briefly though I couldn't hear what his request was, though moments later it became obvious as Tanya knelt down on the floor in front of him and began licking his stiff prick.
Sue rolled next, giving Larry's cock the appropriate strokes with her pussy as she passed by and the first one to be sent to the 'orgy' room to await the arrival of at least two more people before she could even roll again. Then it was Stew's turn stopping just short of where Larry was laying. He too had to draw a 'his' card.
"You are required to masturbate until it's your turn to roll again," the referee instructed him.
Seeing Stew begin to stroke that incredibly large prick of his to life was actually entertaining. Especially as I sat there watching everyone from my barstool. Tanya was still expertly sucking off Mr. 'X', Dave was licking Debra's pussy like there was no tomorrow, who in turn was knobbing his pretty good-sized prick with her mouth as furiously as he was licking her.
Pam rolled, fucking Larry briefly as she passed by him soon joining me at the bar. "I'll have a white wine please," she ordered with a broad smile on her face. "Is this fucking hot or what?" she asked me.
"Oh yeah, its hot," I told her smiling just as wickedly.
Although there was no requirement that we do anything while sitting at the bar together, there was no rules saying we couldn't do anything either. As Pam sipped her wine, I felt her hand reach over, gently squeezing my erection as she began softly playing with it.
"God I hope we go to the orgy room soon! I want to fuck your brains out!" she told me seriously. "After everything I've been hearing about all of you, I've been looking forward to getting together for this crazy party for what seems like for ever!"
Pam took another sip of wine, held it inside her mouth then leaned over and proceeded to bathe my prick in a nice stimulating wine tasting of sorts.
"Fuck that feels good!"
By this time of course, Nichole passed Larry giving his prick a few nice pussy fucks before being the second person to arrive in the 'orgy' room with Sue. Tanya returned to her square to wait her next turn, and the referee almost had to pour water over Debra and Dave to force them apart as their five minutes were now up.
Jeff rolled next giving Larry's cock a few quick strokes then joined Tanya, though he was sent off to pleasure Mrs. 'X' rather than doing anything with her even though they were sharing the same square. Baring her breasts, we watched as Jeff lovingly sucked on each one of her nipples while Bernie rolled walking to his square just behind where Stew was standing. His was another 'his or hers' square, so Bernie was required to draw a card.
"You may proceed to the square of your choice," the referee informed everyone.
Surprisingly, Bernie quickly joined Pam and I at the bar.
"I think he's still a little nervous," Pam informed me pointing discreetly at Bernie's still flaccid prick.
Bernie ordered a rum and coke, but rather than turning to watch everyone else, he actually faced the bartender while quickly drinking down his rum before ordering another. Once he had that one in hand, he turned to watch as Larry finally rolled his second turn, passing the three of us at the bar, ordering a shot of tequila as he passed by us on his way to a square that said he was to roll again. Doing so, Larry ended up in 'Jail'. An iron-barred cage actually sat in one corner of the game board. Larry was quickly ushered inside where he was immediately handcuffed with his arms now suspended from the top of the cage.
"You will remain here until you roll doubles," he was reminded.
Debra soon passed the three of us by, grabbing her tequila shot on her way past where she landed on a 'hers' Card Square.
"You are required to suck each prick that passes you by the equal number of minutes per movement they go by. You may also lick or finger each woman who does so in an equal manner," Debra was informed.
Not too surprisingly, she stood there grinning as Dave rolled moving two squares past her, though not before Debra had sucked his cock for two full minutes. When he finished his move, he found himself rolling again, passing Larry as he continued to stand handcuffed inside the jail.
"Roll again," Dave was instructed. He did so. He rolled a three.
"You may now choose a spanking device of your choice, you will spank Larry's ass three times with whatever implement you desire."
Larry moaned worriedly as Dave glanced over an array of wicked looking pleasure-pain options. Deciding on a ping-pong paddle, he walked over and gave Larry's ass three quick slaps with it before finishing his move where he found himself along with the rest of us on a square that said he may switch places with anyone.
"Hmm, I think I'll switch with Sue in the 'orgy' room!" Sue gave Dave a disappointed look, but traded places with him anyway.
It was now my turn to leave the corner bar. Reluctantly, Pam had to quit giving my prick the affectionate, and very exciting blowjob she'd been doing.
"See you soon!" she said with a mischievous wink. And much to my delight, I made up the third person to be sent to the 'orgy' room joining Nichole and now Dave who were anxiously waiting for someone else to arrive.
"You three have fifteen minutes to do whatever you like," we were informed.
I knew by the rules that if it came your turn, and if the fifteen minutes weren't up yet, you could either roll, or forfeit your turn. Joining Nichole and Dave, they'd already pretty much decided what they wanted to do as Dave moved in behind Nichole 'doggy-style'.
Laying down on one of the pillows in front of Nichole, I was soon treated to yet another blowjob while Dave began thrusting his prick in and out of that obviously wet pussy of hers. The sounds of all that cunt-juice were easily heard as he began pounding into her from behind with an intensity borne of immediate need. Nichole was every bit as aroused as he was however, which was evident by the way she went to town on my cock. I thought briefly she might actually bite the head of it off she was so fucking horny.
Tanya quickly found herself joining the three of us with barely a minute or so lost in doing so. She immediately squiggled in beneath Nichole, licking her pussy and occasionally Dave's prick as he continued fucking her cunt. Lying there, watching all this while having my own prick sucked was a fantasy come true for me.
Sue also drew a 'masturbate' yourself card on her next turn, doing so quite happily in fact as she along with everyone else, including Mr. And Mrs. 'X' watched the four of us enjoying ourselves in the middle of the game board.
Stew finally made it past the bar, grabbing himself a shot, his prick now wonderfully hard which was still fascinating as hell to see him literally having to pick it up with both hands in order to walk easily. He landed on the same square as his wife much to her delight, where upon once again the banner dropped from the ceiling with the multitude of sexual positions displayed. Spinning the wheel, even we who were having our own fun in the orgy room turned to look as the number he'd spun showed them in a position requiring the both of them to sit, with Sue fucking him in that fashion.



"This isn't going to be very fucking easy!" she commented playfully. But seconds later she'd managed to accommodate a lot more of his cock than anyone else would have been able to, and they were happily fucking one another watching us, as we watched them.
"About fucking time!" Pam commented, throwing her fuzzy dice.
Landing on a square that said 'exchange places', she immediately headed for the Orgy Room, giving Dave the bad news that she'd selected him to trade places with.
"I swear Darren, if you don't fuck my pussy soon, I'm going to explode!" she told me.
More than happy to accommodate her, Pam laid down on her back while I positioned myself on my side, sliding perfectly inside that more than sufficiently wet cunt. Much to our delight, Nichole moved over into a '69' position with Pam. Seconds Nichole was flicking Pam's clit with her tongue, occasionally licking my cock as I continued sliding in and out of that incredibly lubricated quim. By the sounds that Nichole was making, it was evident that Pam was doing a superb number on Nichole's pussy too.
"That's it! That's it! Oh yeah, right....fucking...there!" Nichole told her.
While the three of us continued to enjoy our mini-orgy, Nichole opted to remain with us thus forfeiting her turn to Jeff. Rolling his dice, Jeff moved ahead to a square labeled 'fuck em all!'. Pleased with his good fortune, Jeff was given a one minute time limit to make his way around the board where he could happily fuck every woman there in turn for one minute each as he went around. Grinning, Jeff headed immediately for Tanya who was the first woman in front of him.
Tanya laughed when she saw the wicked grin spreading across Jeff's face as he approached her.
"How and where do you want me baby?" she asked him.
"All fours baby, so I can watch those titty's sway back and forth while I fuck you," he said still grinning.
Seconds later Jeff was doing just that, which even I had to admit was stimulating to see as I continued pumping Pam's pussy with my cock, matching the erotic sway of Tanya's fabulous breasts as they hung suspended beneath her, Jeff almost greedily thrusting his prick deeply inside her at a frantic pace.
"Fuck Jeff...you'll never make it around the board if you try to keep up that pace!" I told him.
Pam laughed removing her mouth from Nichole's pussy momentarily, causing Nichole to moan in frustration as she was so near an obvious orgasm.
"You'd be surprised Darren, Jeff fucks like he talks...and the more excited he gets, the faster he talks, and the faster he fucks."
"Actually, I did notice that," I laughed along with her.
Now it was Bernie's turn. As he swiveled around on his barstool to roll his dice, I saw that he wasn't quite as flaccid as he'd been earlier. Bernie was finally starting to warm up to the game, getting past his nervousness and inhibitions. His move placed him sharing the same square with Tanya, Jeff having moved off to continue on with his 'round the board' fuck-fest. Above, the spotlight highlighted the banner as it again descended, the wheel spun, and the outcome showing a silhouette of a man-standing, woman kneeling.
"Looks like you get yourself a blowjob!" Tanya stated enthusiastically, already kneeling down in front of him.
"It, it will be my very first! Ever!" he stammered almost apologetically.
"Really? Well, in that case...I'll make sure it'll be one to remember!" slipping his cock inside her mouth.
Watching Bernie's knee's buckle as he hurriedly reached out to balance himself by placing both hands on Tanya's shoulders, I watched my sexy roommate engulf Bernie's poor prick entirely, seeing it disappear in it's entirety inside her velveteen lips. Not only that however, she surprised everyone, especially Bernie as she also managed to gobble up a portion of his balls simultaneously.
"Oh fuck!" Bernie screamed. "I'm gonna..."
"Cum?" Tanya mouthed around his prick as he exploded.
By this time the referee had handed Larry his dice. Handcuffed as he still was, all Larry could do was allow them to drop.
"Sorry, you remain here until someone else replaces you, or until you roll doubles," the referee informed him.
Larry didn't seem to mind however. Initially he'd appeared to be more than a little unsettled by his predicament, but he'd received a fair number of spankings in one form or another by everyone who'd passed him by, leaving his ass well-reddened, but even more interestingly, his prick about as hard and stiff as I'd ever seen it.
Debra rolled next, finding herself making a visit to see Mr. 'X', who promptly had her sit down upon his lap, though facing away from him towards the game board where he more than excitedly began fucking her, all the while massaging her breasts, squeezing and pulling on Debra's extended nipples. Jeff was just finishing up making his rounds, looking quite contended, though humping the air like a dog just shooed away from it's owner's leg.
"Group time is up!" our referee informed us, much to all of our noticeable reluctance to disengage from one another, especially Nichole who's pussy had been hovering on the edge of orgasmic bliss for what seemed like an eternity.
"Fuck!" was all she said as she sat up pulling away from Pam's face.
Even I was reluctant to withdraw my prick from Pam's pussy, giving it one last hard thrust inside her, smiling as I heard her groan in obvious joy at the sudden last minute, totally unexpected skewering of her slickened cunt.
Dave now rolled, the first to pass the 'start' square, earning some extra cash as he did. Required to draw a 'his' card, he was immediately sent to the corner bar.
"Water!" was all he asked for upon arriving. "I'm fucking thirsty!"
And then, it was my turn.
Much like Jeff had been told to do, my trip around the board would include a one minute 'tit-fuck' of every woman there. Looking ahead, I saw my first target as being Debra who was still busily humping herself up and down on Mr. X's prick.
"Come here baby! Fuck these tits! They're waiting for you!" she urged me smiling, holding them together for my prick to slip in between.
I made my way over to her, watching as she spit in the valley of tit-flesh she'd created, using her natural lubrication in order to make my prick all nice and comfy when I slid between her breasts. Which of course, it did.
"Ah yeah...fuck em baby, fuck em!" she cried out happily as Mr. X obviously increased the tempo of his own coupling with her.
Tanya had already rolled, leaving a very, very satisfied 'first blowjob ever' Bernie behind her as she moved forward on the game board, being the first new person to be sent to the Orgy room to await additional arrivals.
For two solid hours, we played the game. When the last of the cards had been turned, the referee blew his whistle, formally ending the game when he called out, "free for all!". Doing that, he'd basically turned our heated passions and desires loose. As one, everyone scrambled towards the center of the board, including by this time, Mr. And Mrs. X, along with Jason, the married bartender.
In seconds, I felt myself being pulled down amongst the oversized pillows in the middle of the floor. Looking up, I saw Tanya as she hovered over me, the lust in her eyes wilder than I'd ever seen before.
"Fuck me Darren! Fuck me!"
Tanya sat down on my prick. I felt it slide upwards into that silken pussy-passage nearly robbing me of my senses as it did. Vaguely aware of so much activity taking place all around me, I saw Stew as he carried his enormous erection over towards us.
"Bring that monster over here!" Tanya ordered him. "I want to lick that fucking thing!"
"Me too!" Pam said coming from out of nowhere.
Jeff had placed himself next to me though laying in the opposite direction. Straddling him, Pam and Tanya both began licking and caressing Stew's monster penis while Jeff and I slowly and easily slid in and out of the girls wonderful wet cunts. Off to one side, I was pleased to see 'The Geek' was getting his pleasures as he'd drawn himself up behind Mrs. X who had removed all of her clothing, save for the mask she still wore over her eyes. For an older gal, she was certainly in great shape too. Full breasted, watching those magnificent orbs gently swaying to and fro beneath her as Bernie pummeled her pussy from behind, I wasn't surprised when Dave slid himself beneath her, latching on to one of those beautiful tits. Sue was also kneeling, though she had latched onto Dave's prick sucking it wildly as Larry mounted her from behind. The moans and groans that were coming from everyone filled the air with a myriad of sounds that punctuated the intensity of what everyone was experiencing.
'Stripes' as everyone had begun calling our referee, had joined Nichole along with Mr. X. She was doing her level best at the moment to suck both men off simultaneously. Watching her as she attempted to insert both pricks inside her mouth was stimulating to watch, especially as moments later they began pumping her mouth full of their combined jisim that became far too much for her to handle. Nichole allowed the sticky sweet substance to roll from the corners of her mouth where it dropped in 'cum-drops' of frothy white liquid against her breasts.
Stew had been watching the same thing as I had been. Seeing Nichole taking all that fresh cum-cream triggered his orgasm.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Here...it...cums!"
Pam wrestled Stew's prick away from Tanya momentarily, grappling with it like handling a python. Placing Stew's monster dick between those luscious breasts, he began to cover them in his essence as his prick spewed forth a torrent of fuck-butter, totally and completely enveloping Pam's breasts.
"Oh shit! I'm going to cum soon too. And it's going to be a hard one!" Tanya announced.
I knew what that meant. We were about to be treated to one of Tanya's famous 'geyser' squirts. Hearing that, Sue as well as Debra and Nichole moved over to watch the spectacle.
"What's up?" Pam asked releasing Stew's still spitting Python.
"You'll see soon enough," I said as I helped Tanya to lie down.
Sliding myself up between her legs, I began to devour that hard knot of feminine pleasure protruding from her succulent lips. Swollen, and glistening with her juices, I drew that sweet nubbin of flesh between my lips, sucking it. As I did, I heard the sudden intake of pleasured breath as Tanya allowed herself to begin the orgasmic tumble towards bliss as my tongue ravished her hot throbbing clit.
"Faster! Faster! Oh fuck yes Darren! Right there...right fucking there!"
I knew by Tanya's words as well as her body's response to my manipulation of her clit that she was already teetering on the edge of climax. Instinctively, I could tell not only by the abundance of moisture that had rapidly accumulated inside her pussy, but also in the way it had begun to quiver in expectation of release that she was almost there. As wet as she was, I coated my middle finger in her fluids, drawing it back out of her pussy and placed it gingerly against the opening of her ass. Feeling the tip slide just inside the outer opening, I pressed it firmly against her. Simultaneously, my index finger re-entered her pussy, her natural lubrications now guiding the way as both fingers slid easily and deeply inside of her.
"Oh shit! I'm gonna cum!" Tanya screamed. Reluctantly, I withdrew my lips from around her clit, though continuing to finger-fuck her ass and pussy. Pam had by now straddled my back and I could feel her soft wet lips pressing against my flesh sending a thousand goosebumps up and down my entire body as she slithered herself against me.
"Hang on! She's about to..."
"Squirt!" Tanya finished for me, allowing a deep slow rolling groan of pure-pleasured torture to escape from her lips as she cried out in ecstasy.
Her cunt simply exploded. There was simply no other way to describe it. The geyser of female cum cream that erupted from that magical place within her cunt shot out in a stream of pearly liquid, taking Pam completely by surprise as it actually shot past my face to bathe Pam with Tanya's hot sweet cunt-honey.
"Holy shit!" Pam cried out delightedly.
As my fingers continued to coax out torrent after torrent of her delicious squirting, I actually saw Pam as well as Debra and Nichole extending their hands outward to catch the splashing of her orgasm as it continued to spray the air and everyone around us.
"Fuck! Let me taste that!" Pam cried out, all but shoving me away from Tanya's pussy.
Diving between her legs, Pam managed to coax out yet another voluminous discharge, drinking greedily from Tanya's quim as though savoring the finest of wines.
"Quit being so fucking greedy Pam!" Nichole stated teasingly.
One by one, everyone there bent to sample the liquid libations that continued to pour from the seemingly endless fountain of Tanya's pussy. Pam had by now rolled onto her back lying beside her. I watched in fascination as Pam began slapping her pussy with the palm of her hand, masturbating furiously in this manner as she strove to bring herself to orgasm.
"Suck my fucking tits!" she ordered. "Somebody...please, suck my fucking tits!"
Needless to say, there were more than enough willing volunteers, though as I happened to be one who was closest, managed to roll over just in time to capture one of those hard fat nipples inside my mouth, drawing it firmly between my lips, extending the nipple as I chewed on it and cupped her magnificent breast within my hands. Good old Jason had somehow managed to lay claim to the other, sucking as greedily and as fiercely as I. Pam smothered her cunt with her hand in a hard series of hand-slap masturbations designed to trigger an intensely felt climax.
Looking up I saw Larry as he moved over to stand above Pam. By the look on his face as he stood above her furiously stroking his cock, it was evident he was on the verge of orgasm. Pam saw him of course, smiling as she also realized his intent.
"Oh yeah baby, pour that juice all over me! I want to feel it splashing against my skin!"
Just hearing her coax him to do that produced an immediate result. A split-second later Larry's prick erupted with several swift jettisons of cum-cream as he began spraying it up and down her entire body. Even before he had finished, Dave wandered over. His enormous prick, thick veined, angry looking especially as he pummeled it with his hand standing above and behind her head.
"Oh yeah! Oh fuck yeah! Come all over me too!" Pam squealed delightedly. "Come on you fuckers, shoot your jisim all over my body! Squirt that fuck-juice on my tits, my pussy and my face!"
One by one nearly every guy there moved over to stand around and above Pam, all jerking their cocks pointing them at her as she happily and expectantly lay there in anticipation of the cum-bath that was immanent. Even the girls had gotten involved to one degree or another. Sue was already stroking Stew's prick back to its former glory urging him to add his essence to that which Dave was now pouring all over her in thick creamy sprays. Mr. X soon stepped up, Debra's hand beating his meat, taking delight in aiming it directly at Pam's wide spread pussy lips.
"Shoot it on her cunt! Shoot it all over that fucking pussy!" Debra demanded of him.
Mr. X did.
On my knees, I moved closer to Pam's head. She grinned with that wonderful wicked smile, engulfing my prick immediately. Crazed with lust, Pam devoured my cock, sucking it furiously. As she did, I felt Tanya straddle my back, her wet slippery pussy pressed against my neck as she methodically slid her quim up and down against me, humping herself all the while watching yet another torrent of fuck-butter explode from Jason's dick as he too now added his cum to the accumulations Pam's body had been collecting.
"Come here Bernie!" Tanya beckoned to him, "Let me stroke you," she said taking his hard prick in hand.
'Stripes' as we called our referee leaned over Pam's breasts, he began soaking them seconds later not to be left out of the fun as his prick disgorged thick copious amounts of sperm that literally made her nipples disappear beneath the blanket of white thick spunk that he poured all over each of her aroused tits.
I felt the cum boiling deep inside my balls as Pam's talented mouth slowly forced it up the root of my shaft. "I'm gonna squirt!" I warned her unnecessarily. If anything, she sucked harder ensuring that I would cum. I felt the first flight of sperm leave the tip of my cock, producing a galaxy of stars inside my head as I began filling her mouth with my pleasure. Tanya rocked herself harder against my shoulders, her wet cunt so slippery that I barely felt it now as it slid back and forth, up and down against me. Somehow she managed to continue jacking Bernie's prick while accomplishing this, talented little slut that she was.
Drained, I collapsed next to Pam as she sat up slightly. Cum poured from her mouth as she allowed it to drool down her chin falling on her breasts and stomach, adding to the ever growing layer of white sticky cream that coated most of her entire body.
But it was when Bernie unleashed his spunk into the fray that everyone was stunned and surprised that Bernie, 'The Geek' as we all affectionately called him, managed to out-do everyone there in the cum-spunk volume department.
As much cum as I'd seen Stew throw before, it was nothing in comparison to Bernie's. In a way, it was as though he'd been saving it up for his entire life, specifically just for this occasion. As Tanya continued jacking his prick, Bernie continued to pump streamer after streamer of fuck juice all over Pam's already glistening form.
"Holy fucking shit Bernie!" Stew complimented, watching Bernie's prick continue to shoot. "Man, and I thought I came a lot!" he added appreciatively.
Pam was actually holding out her hands catching whatever traces of his cream didn't land on her directly. She then massaged what she did catch onto her legs, stomach and breasts, though they already were coated with more cream than I'd ever seen in any movies or photos. Seeing this had somehow triggered another orgasm from Stew. And though not nearly as voluminous as Bernie's, the addition of his sperm seemed to be the final straw to the obscene display taking place before us all. Unable to control herself any longer, Nichole raced over placing her prone body over Pam's where she began sliding herself back and forth as well as side to side against Pam's body.
Frankly, I had never witnessed anything like this. Wiggling atop and against one another, they may as well have had oil poured all over them they were so slippery. There was so much cum-butter oozing between them as they thrashed against one another on the floor that it began making sucking sounds as they played and squished against one another crazily.
"Fuck me! Have you ever seen anything like that before?" Sue called out in disbelief. "I want to see what that feels like too!"
Sue didn't exactly push Nichole off Pam, but she made her move over. Capturing a thigh, Sue began humping herself against her, while Nichole began doing the same to her other leg. Tanya of course joined in, though her need was far more pressing. Squatting over Pam's face, she lowered herself much to Pam's delight. I watched as Pam immediately slipped her tongue lovingly between Tanya's lips while she in turn reached out caressing her goo-covered tits, playing in the copious puddles of spunk that had begun running in rivulets between both breasts and down towards her tummy.
Debra leaned over, sucking one of Pam's nipples, cleaning off the cum-puddles that had been deposited there. In doing that, she placed herself in an ideal position, to which Jeff once again aroused, decided to take advantage of. Moving up behind her, he easily slid his prick inside her pussy, causing her to moan out audibly. Mrs. X slid beneath Debra, capturing one of her dangling tits and began playing with it. Jason the bartender buried his face in her pussy and began giving her a worthwhile cunt-licking.



"Man, this is starting to get interesting!" Larry exclaimed having come back to life.
Even I was starting to feel horny again, though I had just barely finished blowing off a full load inside Pam's mouth. Mr. X strolled over towards Jason making me wonder what he was up to until I saw him reaching beneath Jason as he continued licking Mrs. X's pussy.
Lying on his back so he could play with Jason's prick and watch his wife's cunt being eaten, 'Stripes' came over with a questioning look on his face. Mr. X grinned, nodded his head as our referee pressed his reawakened prick at the entrance of Mr. X's ass.
"Oh yeah, fuck him!" Sue cried delightedly. "I've always wanted to see that!' she added enthusiastically.
As 'Stripes' eased his prick inside Mr. X's ass, he grasped his prick, beating him off simultaneously much to Sue's obvious delight.
"Oh please, someone...come fuck me in the ass!" she pleaded.
Jeff was more than up to the challenge. Lubricating his prick with liberal mounts of available 'KY', Sue knelt down comfortably amongst several pillows propping her ass invitingly in the air as Jeff inserted the tip of his straining cock inside the sweet puckered opening of her ass.
"God, I want to feel that too!" Pam exclaimed. "Come on Darren, you look like you're ready again!"
I was. Watching everything that was taking place around me had my senses reeling with unbridled lust. What had originally started out as an interesting game, albeit a rather naughty one had turned into the wildest decadent orgy imaginable. Inhibitions if any had existed, fell by the wayside.
"Let me suck your cunt while Darren fucks you," Tanya suggested.
I was certainly up for that, in more ways than one. Situating themselves in a cozy little '69', Pam lowered her pussy over my roomies face. But she didn't stop there. With Tanya's hard clit protruding up from those soft lips, Pam captured it with her mouth, strumming that nubbin with her tongue as I lathered up my prick with plenty of the available lubricant.
"Just fucking shove it in!" Pam declared.
I felt her tiny ass fight against the momentary intrusion before suddenly giving way. I felt my prick bury itself deep inside her bowls, Tanya's hand reaching up to cup my tight balls giving them a gentle squeeze as I began to slowly trust in and out of Pam's hot, tight ass as Tanya sucked in Pam's clit tonguing it for all she was worth.
Nichole had pushed Larry to the carpet of pillows next to us immediately impaling herself on his prick. "Come on Bernie...shove that cum-fucker inside my ass too!"
Pausing momentarily to allow Bernie to accomplish that, they were soon finding a workable rhythm that was driving Nichole insane with pleasure. I watched, as Larry would fuck in, with Bernie soon following, thrusting his prick inside Nichole's ass.
As my prick continued to stroke the depths of Pam's ass, Tanya was having a field-day below me, often reaching up to briefly toy with my shaft while chewing on those swollen pink pussy lips of Pam's quim.
Off to one side, Debra had made her way over towards the bar. I watched as she returned, the long end of a beer-bottle being gently inserted inside her pussy. Standing next to me masturbating herself with the bottle, I was delighted when Larry joined her reaching around to spread her cunt-lips apart with his fingers. Widespread, it was a novel treat to see the bottleneck slowly fucking in and out of her sopping wet cunt. Debra was beside herself with erotic lust. Most everyone was doing something they'd only previously fantasized about, let alone ever do. And fucking herself with the bottle while everyone else watched her was one of Debra's.
"Look at me! Look at me fuck my pussy with the beer bottle!" she declared drawing nearly everyone's attention to her. "Oh shit! Oh shit! Oh shit...I'm going to make my self cum with it too!" she moaned, slamming it fully inside herself, convulsing wildly as wave after wave of pleasure consumed her.
The sound of Mrs. X moaning in what could only be the beginning moment of her climax drew my attention briefly away from that fucking beer-bottle. Jason was still busily licking her pussy, his fingers just as busy finger-fucking Mrs. X to orgasm. But what had occurred since my last look in their direction, was that now Mr. X was happily sucking off Jason's prick while having his ass fucked by 'Stripes' who just then managed to produce a welcomed explosion from Mr. X's prick as he'd continued jerking it while still fucking him.
"Faster! Faster! Faster!" Sue was yelling at the top of her lungs.
With her eyes glued to the spectacle of Mr. X's prick once again spewing cum-cream, she had reached her pleasure tumbling over the edge into ecstasy. Just as she did, her husband approached. I saw him hand-over-fist that monster cock of his one or two times, then he unleashed yet another orgasm against her face. Though the amount of cream he produced was not much more than a trickle of semen, it was evident by his deep-throated groan, that it was still equally pleasurable.
Like domino's stacked against one another, the sounds of one person's orgasm seemed to trigger yet another and another as one by one, the orgasmic tiles fell in a near constant rapidity.
I felt Pam's cunt suddenly clench tightly around my prick locking it in a vise-like grip that triggered my own orgasm. And though I doubted there was much left to bathe the inside of her ass with, I nevertheless felt a wonderfully tingly sensation as my cock exploded in orgasmic bliss. Tanya too moaned, grunted, and somehow erupted with one of her infamous 'pussy-squirts' that had Mrs. X scrambling on all fours over to watch and begin sharing with Pam as Tanya's pussy began drenching them both.
Too exhausted to remain as I was, I fell away from Pam's ass collapsing beside her on the floor. Gradually the entire room settled into a near silent sleep as everyone there collapsed just as I had done, exhausted, spent, and thoroughly satisfied.
It was several long minutes of nothing more than one or two still trying to catch their breath before anyone actually spoke. When someone finally did, I was surprised it was good old Bernie.
"Well Tanya, I have to say, you throw one helluva party!"
Tanya laughed. "It's not even over with yet...Bernie," she said suggestively. "Ever play a game called musical chairs when you were a kid?"
"Ah oh," someone else said once again causing Tanya to laugh, though this time mischievously so.
"So how do we play that?" I actually heard myself asking.
"Well, the women all lay in a circle like spokes on a wheel," she began. "When the music starts, the guys all start licking pussy. When it stops, everyone moves over one position until the music starts again. Basically, the last woman to climax officially becomes the Home Cumming Queen!"
We all laughed at that, and after a time when everyone had recuperated sufficiently, the girls actually formed their circle while the guys paired up with their beginning partners. Snuggling comfortably in Pam's pussy, I made ready to start treating her clit to a real workout. But when the music began, I found myself pausing a moment before actually beginning.
Not too surprisingly, the first song Tanya had chosen for this particular game had me as well as everyone else humming along.
"Cum drops keep falling on my head..."
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I'd been out of work for the better part of two months. If it hadn't been for my live-in girlfriend, I'd be out living on the street. Candice, though I along with everyone else called her "Candy", made a pretty good income working at a Spa and Fitness center that catered exclusively to women. As such, it was owned and operated by a woman named Jane who was in her early fifties, but looked fifteen years younger than that. Most of which I attributed to the Spa and Fitness center she operated.
With my being out of work, I was just about ready to take on any kind of job as Candy's savings was rapidly dwindling. I was sitting at our kitchen table having made numerous phone calls while pouring over the 'Help Wanted' ads in the paper when Candy arrived home from work.
"Any luck?" she asked as she came in through the back door.
"No damn it. Unless I'm ready to start flipping burgers again," I added.
One thing I liked about Candy's working at the Spa was the fact she got to wear some interesting outfits. She had a taut 'hard-body' anyway, but seeing those full luscious tits of hers pressing against the often tight fitting tops she wore never failed to give me an erection. And as I sat there looking at her as she opened the door of the refrigerator looking for the non-existent orange juice I'd polished off earlier, I couldn't help but notice her erect nipples. They hadn't been as erect moments ago, but with the cold from the refrigerator welcoming her home, they stood up stiff and proud in greeting. For a moment, I visualized the 'Maytag' guy sitting inside the fridge blowing on her tits with his cold breath.
"Uh Brad? You drink all the orange juice again?"
Candy was wearing her long light brown hair in a braided ponytail that just reached the small of her back. Standing up, she whipped it around looking at me. I'd been warned the last time about not leaving her at least one glass of OJ to enjoy after a hard day at work.
"Sorry, yes. I got tired of drinking coffee," I said lamely, knowing full well what was coming.
"Remember what I told you?" she said simply.
I did, but I didn't think she was all that serious when she said it. Obviously, she was.
"Yeah?" I responded, wondering if she was in fact going to hold me to my promise.
"I wasn't kidding Brad," she said seriously, the look on her face not the normal 'Candy-coated' look I often teased her about having whenever she was in one of her more playful moods. As she stood there, nipples staring at me accusingly, she looked anything but playful.
"I know," I responded meekly.
I had promised her the last time. Candy had told me then that if I drank the last of the orange juice that she'd expect, actually demand, that I do whatever she told me to do by way of making it up to her. I hadn't thought her all that serious, so I promised I would. Obviously, she'd been a lot more serious that I realized she was. And fact was, I really was a man of my word. I'd never once broken a promise I had made to anyone. Expecting to have to perform some sort of neglected chore in addition to those I was already doing since being out of work, I responded.
"I'll do whatever you want or need me to do Candy, I really am sorry!"
She grinned. When she lifted up one half of the tube-top she was wearing, I knew she was serious. Candy had an unusual way of keeping my attention focused on her. Revealing one of the "twins" as she referred to her breasts, she stood nonchalantly fingering and toying with her aroused nipple while looking at me.
"There's an opening at the Spa," she began. "Until you can find another job, I think you're going to apply for the opening we have."
I felt like I was watching someone swinging a watch back and forth in front of my face. I could almost hear the words being softly spoken in the background.
"Sleepy, you're eyes are growing heavy. You're going to take whatever fucking job I tell you to take, and then you're going to eat my pussy until you drop."
Of course she wasn't saying that. But she might as well have been.
"I thought only women worked there?" I asked curious.
"Only women do!" she said eyeing me.
"Then how the hell am I supposed to get a job there?" I questioned incredulously.
Candy grinned; lifting up the other side of the tube-top to show me this was a double-barreled 'shot-gun' kind of a talk. With both of the 'twins' making an appearance, I knew there was good and bad. The good being, I'd soon be sucking both of them, amongst other things. The bad being, I was about to make a pact with the Devil who also went by the name 'Candy'. "You know that Jane and I get along really well together."
"Hmmm", I thought. One of my 'day-time' fantasies already being rewound as we sat there talking about it. "Yes, I know you are." I said aloud, thinking as I did, "Pussy friendly too?"
"I know that look on your face Brad, I'm being serious here." Candy removed the top and began working on the spandex shorts she was wearing. Pulling them all the way off, she placed one foot on the seat of the kitchen chair slipping a finger inside of herself.
"I can see that," I responded once again. Candy was pulling out all of the stops obviously. She knew that I loved watching her play with herself, something that she often did whenever she wanted to drive home her point before allowing me too.
"So, just how the hell am I supposed to get a job working there if only women are the ones who work there?"
"Well, you really don't have much body hair, and what you do have, we can get rid of!" she exclaimed.
"Candy! You can't be serious!"
She shoved two fingers inside her pussy, her face screwing up in pleasure as she did.
"Fuck! You are serious!"
One thing I'd learned, when Candy got an idea in her head, and was using sex (which she often did) as a way to press home her point, masturbating herself with no intention of allowing me to become involved, while teasing the shit out of me, was her way of making sure I was going to go along.
"Well?"
"I'm screwed," I allowed myself to breath.
Candy giggled. "At least we won't have to do anything with your hair," she said still sliding her fingers in and out of that deliciously wet quim.
Though my hair wasn't nearly as long as hers was, it did fall well down between my shoulder blades.
"With a little styling, some make-up, you just might pass yourself off as a woman," she said breathing hard.
"How'd I get myself into this?" I asked with my eyes currently glued to her pussy.
"I think it had something, ah...something to do, to do with.....ah, oh...oh, the, the...orange...JUICE!" Candy cried as she squirted enough juice to have refilled my glass, and hers!
#
Once she'd composed herself, also putting the 'twins' away, Candy sat down at the table facing me.
"Just how do you intend to pull this off?" I asked.
"Easy."
I watched as Candy picked up her cell phone. "I know Jane is working late tonight," she began, already dialing the number. Second's later, Jane answered.
"Hi Jane, Candy. Listen, I think I might know someone who'd be perfect for that 'gofer' job you have listed."
I sat there watching Candy's expression for any sign that the job was hopefully already filled. When I saw the smile on her face however, I knew there was no such luck.
"Sure! I can have her there first thing in the morning! That would be great Jane, and thank you!"
Hanging up, she grinned at me. "Well, you're to be there to meet her first thing in the morning, six-thirty sharp!"
"Six thirty? Jesus H Candy, that's kind of pushing it a little isn't it? And besides, I don't have a fucking clue as to how we're going to actually do this!"
"Don't worry Brandi..."
"Brandi? Why'd you call me that for?"
"Cause, that's going to be your new name for a while, so you might as well get used to it now, Brad - Brandi," Candy said grinning at me. "And, we have a lot of things to do tonight, after..."
"After what?" I asked.
"After you do your ABC's for me of course."
Candy liked it when I did that. And to be honest, I loved doing it. She usually never made it through two, maybe three verses. She was already climbing up onto the kitchen table, that delicious pussy winking at me as she made herself comfortable. I scooted up my chair between her legs, where she placed each one over my shoulders. Her scent was intoxicating, she was already wet, wonderfully aroused, so I doubted this was really going to take a very long time. Spreading her labia apart with my fingers, I exposed her swollen pink pearled pleasure button and began.
"Aay...Bee...Thee...Dee...Eee...Efth...Gee..."
Tongue stroking her pussy with my tongue while singing the ABC song never failed to set her off, sometimes I went through it twice, but she always climaxed midway through the third time. Tonight was no different. Licking her hard little clit, singing into her pussy as I did, she was bouncing around like crazy nearing her orgasm as I got half way through the second time around.
"El, Emeno Pee!"
Candy loved that part as I always licked her really fast, driving her crazy. If she was close, which she certainly had been this time, it never failed to send her off.
"Que...Arrrr....Esth...."
Candy came before I hit 'T', so I latched onto her clit, sucking it for all I was worth, while Candy lived up to her name, flooding my mouth with it.
Sliding off the table, she glanced down at my near painful erection. "Next time, leave me some orange juice." Patting my prick affectionately, she told me to run upstairs and wash my hair while she looked through her closet with the hopes of finding me something not too provocative to wear on my first day. By the time I had done that, Candy had laid out several possible outfits on her bed, along with a couple of small-sized balloons she'd already blown up.
"Those my tits?" I asked. "They look kinda small."
"Don't worry Brandi," she said calling me by the new name I'd been given. "They have to look real. Any bigger, and you'd look like you were auditioning for a porn movie, and not a simple job as Jane's assistant."
"Hey, that sounds kind of important!" I stated with an edge of surprise.
"Well, its not. So don't get too excited about it. All you'll be doing is fetching women fresh towels, bringing them cold drinks, straightening up after them, and maybe once in a while, bringing Jane a cup of coffee or something."
"That's it? Nothing else like giving your clients a nice back massage, something like that?"
"You're not licensed," she informed me. "Like I said, it's a gofer job, you know..." "Yeah, I know. Gofer this, gofer that."
"That's about it!" Candy stated. "Now, let's get these boobs of yours stuffed into one of my bras, then we'll try out one of these tops to see how things look."
She was certainly right about the boobs. Once I'd put on the bra, looking down, it was the first time I'd not been able to see my own feet. "You sure these aren't too big?" I asked nervously.
Candy laughed, "You look fine, especially in that top. It's not cut very low, so the fact you don't have any cleavage won't give you away. And once we do something with that manly looking face of yours, I might be tempted to pretend you really are a woman!"
Just thinking about that gave rise to my sudden discomfort.
"We're going to have to do something about that too Brandi. Can't have you walking around the Spa with a Clit-on now can we?"
"Funny," I told her. "By the way? What happens if someone discovers I'm really a man?" I asked, my paranoia suddenly surfacing. "Couldn't you lose your job over this?"
I'd hoped that this sudden realization might actually put a stop to all this foolishness.
"I could yes. So you'd better play your part perfectly Brandi!" she said reemphasizing my name. "Or we'll both be out on the street if you catch my meaning!"
I swore there and then, I'd never take another drink of orange juice ever again.
#
I felt like I'd been up half the night. My meeting with Jane being so early, Candy had gotten me up at 4:00 a.m. in order to complete my new look. She'd styled my hair in such a way as to tone down my masculine features, adding just enough make up to carry the disguise. With my new boobs, wider shaped hips which she'd managed to sculpt with left-over padding from the seat cushions she'd recently finished, I looked surprisingly a lot like a woman.
"Can you talk in a higher voice?" she asked.
I'd sung with the Madrigal Choir in high school, so gave her a sampling of my new voice. Candy giggled appreciatively.
"You know, this just might work!" she said still laughing. "You actually look pretty damn good Brandi! If we had more time..."
"Tease!" I said interrupting her. "God Candy, I'm fucking nervous as hell!" "Don't worry, you'll do fine. Now come on lover, lets go meet Jane!"
It was a short fifteen minute drive to the Spa. It wasn't due to open for business until 7:00, but Jane was anxiously waiting for us when we arrived. The interview went surprisingly well, with Jane taking my sweaty nervousness as nothing more than 'first meeting' jitters. I was still surprised however when she said I was 'hired', and that Candy would then show me around and make sure I was given instructions as to what would be expected of me for my first day.
As it was a small exclusive Spa, everything was by appointment only so as to accommodate the clientele. Though the actual workout room was just as small, it had the latest in exercise equipment.
"We call this the sexercise room," Candy told me as she continued on with the tour.
"Why do you call it that?" I asked.
"You'll see. We have three women scheduled to be here this morning at 7:00. Just make sure you have plenty of fresh towels and juice waiting for them," she said giving me a 'look'.
Even I had to laugh at that one.
"Careful, you laugh like a guy, not a girl," she said giggling.
That shut me up as I glanced around fearfully, wondering if anyone else might have overheard.
"And in here is the Sauna. After they've worked out, you'll provide them with more towels, and whatever else they need," Candy said showing me the room, starting up the unit so it would be ready and waiting for them.
We'd just finished the tour when Jane came around the corner looking for us. "Candy? They're here. Why don't you take Brandi down to meet them. Brandi? Come see me around 10:00, there's some paper work you'll need to fill out for me ok?"
I nodded my head, though my falsetto wasn't bad, I didn't want to unnecessarily over do it either. Candy quickly led me to the waiting room, introducing me to the first morning's clients.
"Barbara, Jackie and Darlene? This is Brandi, our new assistant. She'll see to your every need."
The way Candy spoke, it was almost suggestive. Even the small smiles I saw etched into each one of the woman's faces suggested there was a lot more behind that statement than met the eye. "Oh by the way Brandi," Candy said pulling me over to one side. "Some of our very special regulars sometimes like a little 'extra' coddling, if you know what I mean. And just so you know, they tip very nicely provided you're willing to go along with fulfilling their needs!"
Before I could ask her what exactly she meant by that, she disappeared, leaving me all alone with the three very attractive looking women.
Barbara was a platinum blonde, and though she certainly didn't look it, her mannerisms suggested she was in her early fifties, which suggested the other two women with her were also close to her age. I escorted them back to the changing room, 'hanging' around to watch as they removed their clothing in preparation for their workouts.
"Hmm, maybe this isn't such a bad idea after all!" I thought silently to myself as I watched the three of them undressing. Jackie had nearly coal black hair, cut short, almost too short. But it gave her a sultry vixen look that I did find particularly appealing. Shorter than either Barbara or Darlene, her voluptuous breasts appeared even larger against her small frame, though as Barbara finished removing her bra, I saw by the shape and size of her fabulous tits that she was considerably larger than Jackie was. Darlene had much smaller breasts, slightly smaller than Candy's as I stood there comparing them. But she had large, dark areola's that nearly covered the entire surface of her boobs as I found myself drooling, having to wipe my mouth before anyone took notice of it.
I'd expected them all to change of course, surprised when they remained topless, though wearing sweat, or workout shorts only.
"Would you mind getting us all some freshly squeezed orange juice?" Barbara asked me.
I winced at the mention of it, but smiled agreeably, quickly dashing off to the mini-kitchen we had to make some for them. By the time I returned to the workout area, they were all busily riding the "sexercycles' that Candy had pointed out to me earlier. Suddenly I understood why she had called them that.
Watching the three women sitting side-by-side riding their exercycles was about as stimulating as the workout itself. Three luscious pairs of breasts giggling, bobbling and bouncing about as they rode was giving me some not unexpected problems. I'd worn a tight fitting jock strap, with a tight fitting pair of spandex shorts over that. But even with the added precaution, I could feel my erection growing uncomfortably constrained anyway.
As I stood there, fresh towels at the ready, I began to picture myself lying prone beneath any one of them, hands extended as though handle-bars on the bikes they were riding. Except of course, they'd be riding something else as I lay beneath them, grinning, looking up at their boobs as they bounced playfully above me.
"Brandi? Come wipe me down would you dear?" Barbara asked. Quick as a flash, I was running the soft towel over her neck, down her back wiping up the liberal sweat she was producing.
"Would you mind patting down my breasts too?" she asked.
Jumping up like a 'Jack-in-the-box', I made my way over to her, not only patting her down, but soon after doing Darlene and Jackie. Jackie was grinning at me, wickedly as I ran the small towel across her chest.
"Is the sauna ready?" she asked.
My cock was nodding its head yes, and I was too.
"How's everything going?" I heard Jane say coming up from behind me. "Is Brandi taking care of all your needs?" she asked the women.
"Not yet!" Barbara replied devilishly. "But, she's about too!"
Jane laughed, looked at her watch and then at me. "Don't forget, come see me in an hour," she reminded me.
As Jane walked around the corner, I saw her look back over her shoulder at me, grinning.
"Jesus H! Does everyone around here smile like that?" I wondered.
Following the women back to the dressing room, I got a fresh supply of towels for each of them to wear. For a moment, they stood in a small little circle though I couldn't see exactly what it was they were doing. Coming to some kind of a decision however, Barbara and Jackie quickly finished stripping down, grabbing their towels and headed into the Sauna leaving Darlene behind. Darlene continued to sit on the small wooden bench in front of the lockers.
"Jesus H!" I thought again.
I waited patiently as Darlene slowly removed her sweat shorts. "I'm going to take a quick little shower first," she responded to my curious look.
"First what?" I asked myself, following her dutifully into the shower area. Watching her soaping herself up was a delightful tease. And I swear as she did, that she didn't simply wash herself as much as it appeared she was actually playing with herself instead. Moments later, she finished rinsing off and walked back to the same bench she'd been sitting on previously.
"There...all nice and squeaky clean!" she announced happily.



I was smiling at her, somewhat stupidly I'm sure. When she lay back on the wooden bench, legs straddling the length of it revealing her neatly trimmed pussy in all its glory, I about popped the buttons on my already too stretched Levi's.
"Come here," I heard her softly calling to me.
"Yes?" I said in my very best girlish voice.
"Eat my pussy," she said simply. "And slowly. Very, very slowly. I want the orgasm to really build."
"Excuse me?" I stammered, forgetting my 'voice'.
"Don't worry, I'll make sure you get a really nice tip!" she added, reaching down to spread a part her lips, revealing the glistening wet split as well as the hard nubbin of her pleasure center.
Like a zombie caught up in some sort of freakish trance, I looked down feeling my legs moving though my own tits were still in the way of seeing them actually doing so.
"You do like eating pussy don't you?" she asked.
"Oh yeah!" I replied with a thick tongue, once again forgetting the 'girls' voice, though she didn't appear to really notice that. Seconds later, I was balancing myself on the same bench, my tongue devouring her wet split.
"Oh yes...Brandi!" Darlene moaned contentedly. "That...feels...so...fucking... good!"
I really do enjoy eating pussy. And having the opportunity to be doing so now wasn't something I was about to turn down, though to be honest, I was a little worried about Candy walking in on us at the moment. Though she was reasonably open-minded about a whole lot of things, we'd never discussed my sucking anyone else's pussy.
For myself, I had completely lost track of time. With Darlene thrashing about wildly on the bench as I sucked her off to several quick climaxes in a row, I was startled to hear Barbara's voice interrupting yet another liquid orgasm.
"Hey, you're times up Darlene!" Barbara announced. "It's my turn!" she stated easily.
Sitting up, I saw that she had already showered. Darlene grabbed a fresh towel heading off towards the sauna. Not knowing what the hell to say, I sat there looking at her.
"Not on the bench, makes my tits slide off my chest too much, makes em look like melting ice-cream. And though some might find that attractive, I don't."
I wasn't about to comment on the image she'd just painted for me, but as she actually took my hand, leading me into one of the un-occupied massage rooms I began to worry that maybe she'd want to do something with me too.
I hadn't noticed until now, but she'd been carrying a second towel besides the one she was wearing. When she positioned herself in sitting position, she handed me what was obviously a pink, 'knobby' vibrator.
"I like the feel of this inside me while I'm being eaten," she announced. "Ever use one before?"
"Oh sure, all the time!" I responded once again attempting to sound girlish.
Barbara laughed, "Oh really? You'll have to tell me how you do it sometime," she said lustily. "Sure you don't want to get naked too? I'd love going down on you simultaneously," she informed me.
Well, there it was. My mind scrambled to come up with some reason to justify my remaining dressed.
"Maybe another time," I replied trying to beg off. "We've really got a busy day scheduled, and I don't have quite as much time as I would like."
I'd hoped my rather lengthy response would suffice, speaking slowly, trying to keep my voice from inadvertently pitching downwards as I spoke.
"I bet it will be at that!" Barbara said winking at me. "Ok, another time then," she said handing me her toy.
Walking over to one of the massage chairs, I was surprised when she reached down and removed the rather thick cushion, handing it to me.
"Here, you'll need this," she stated.
I noticed that where she now sat straddling the chair, there was an opening in the seat, which she positioned herself over. Obviously, she'd done this before. Placing her face in the support, Barbara made herself entirely comfortable. One hand holding her dildo, the other the massive pillow cushion, I slid myself beneath her as though about to go to work on changing the oil in my car. Only the oil I encountered a moment later was as slippery as KY jelly as I eased the vibrator up inside her, capturing her rather large clitoris between my lips simultaneously.
"Don't worry about teasing me," she said. "I'm already fucking horny enough. And besides, we don't have that much time before Jackie comes looking for us," she stated. "Just fuck me...hard! And suck my clit for all you're worth!" she demanded.
So I did.
Barbara was nearly as liquid as Candy was when she came. Drenching my face, which caused me to worry about ruining my mascara, I'd just finished getting her off for the third time when I heard the door open.
"There you are! I wondered if you might be in here!" Jackie exclaimed.
Sheepishly I slid out from beneath the chair, catching a quick glance at myself in the mirror behind the door, happy to discover that my make-up looked just as good as it had this morning.
Glancing at my watch, I saw it was already a quarter to ten. "I have to meet Jane in a few minutes," I told her. The fact that my tongue was numb at this point might have had something to do with the fact I was hoping to beg off from doing Jackie's pussy too. Not that I didn't want to. I did. Though the truth was, I wanted to do a hell of a lot more than that at this point. If 'blue-balls' were a true statement, mine would have been royal blue at this point.
"Yes, I know. She just caught me in the hallway a few minutes ago, reminding us of that fact," she said eyeing Barbara with a look that said she'd taken more than her allotted time as it was.
"So, I'll take a rain check on the pussy licking. For now, you can at least come over and give me a quick finger-cum," she said anxiously.
Placing her foot on the seat of a nearby chair, she beckoned me over to her.
"Well, at least my tongue will have a rest," I thought as I walked over to stand beside her.
Taking my hand, Jackie guided it down between her legs. Feeling the soft fur surrounding her split, I allowed my fingers to tangle themselves briefly within that downy tuft covering her sex. As I stood there doing that, I heard the sound of Barbara's vibrator being turned on.
"Oh fuck that looks nice!" we both heard her saying.
"I'll say it does!"
I hadn't heard Darlene enter the room, but she had. Glancing over towards the door, she was leaning against it legs spread. One hand was playing with her breast; the other was down between her legs. Barbara stood a short few feet across from her, the pink toy having long ago disappeared somewhere up inside, happily humming itself away as she held it there clenched tightly between her legs as she frigged her clit off with her fingers.
Meanwhile, I was busily strumming away like crazy at Darlene's clit, leaning over as I did to capture one of those marvelously thick nipples between my lips sucking on it.
"Oh yes, that's nice!" she commented.
"Ith's the leeathst I cud do!" I said with my mouth full of nipple.
After several short minutes, I felt Darlene's legs buckle as she found her pleasure, feeling her wet sloppy pussy clenching around my finger, I felt her throbbing in a hard-felt series of quick orgasms that had her nearly collapsing in my arms a moment later.
"Oh my, if you're as good with your tongue as your are with your fingers..."
"Trust me, he is!" Jackie said excitedly.
I'd heard both Jackie and Barbara joining their friend in climax, as they had stood there watching us. My prick was so hard that I feared it had become petrified.
"Well, I hate to eat and run," I said glibly. "But, the boss is expecting me!"
"Next week? Same time?" They all asked.
"If I'm still here," I said meekly. "This is my first day you know."
"Oh, we know Brandi!" Barbara said. "And don't worry, we're really, really good customers. I'll make sure that Jane gets a glowing review of your first days performance here!"
"Thank you," I said suddenly feeling a little embarrassed. "Perhaps we'll see you next week then!"
"Count on it!" Jackie said. "Though next week, we're booking four hours and not just three!" she added.
#
I had to walk through the lobby on my way to Jane's office. Candy was sitting at the reception desk as I passed.
"Well? How'd it go?" she asked.
I didn't know what to tell her. "Fine," I replied simply.
"That's it? Just fine?" she pressed.
"I'm late to see Jane," I said passing by her. "I'll tell you about it later," I lied, hoping I'd come up with something to tell her about, though I didn't know what.
Arriving at Jane's office door, I checked my watch, or rather the watch Cindy had loaned me. I was right on time. Knocking, I waited.
"Come!" I heard her call out to me.
"Don't I wish," I thought to myself as I turned the doorknob on her office door, letting myself in.
Jane was sitting at her desk waiting for me, which I'd expected. What I didn't expect was to see her sitting there naked when I entered.
"Is this a bad time?" I asked, remembering to speak in a soft higher pitched voice.
"Oh no...it's a perfect time," Jane purred.
Stunned, I stood just inside the door wondering what I'd gotten myself in for, remembering the fucking orange juice.
"Close the door, and take off your clothes," Jane said.
"Fuck me!" I thought in a panic. "So much for my job, not to mention Cindy's!" I thought. "Listen, Jane..." I began in my normal voice, to which I heard her finally burst out laughing.
"It is Brad isn't it?" she asked.
"Yes Jane, it is...let me explain..." I began. For some reason, my voice sounded more like a woman's than it did when I was trying to sound like one. Jane was still laughing.
"Silly, I've known all along. You didn't seriously think you'd be able to continue fooling anyone, did you...really?" she asked.
That shut me up. "You mean..."
"You've been had?" she interjected. "I guess you could say that. Candy came to me a few days ago, telling me that you were still looking for a job but hadn't been able to find one. I've been thinking about hiring a guy, just so that our special customers could have some diversity. We got to talking about it, and I jokingly said if she could get you to come in and apply for the job dressed as a woman, that not only would I hire you on the spot, but I'd give her a nice little raise too. When she called me last night to inform me that you would be, I decided to call a couple of my very best customers who've been hounding me about hiring on a few young men."
"You mean to say Barbara, Janice and Darlene knew?" I said stuttering, though I was at least glad to hear my voice had come down a couple of octaves.
"Of course they did. Though I must say, it was very difficult telling Barbara that she couldn't fuck you. Not this week anyway. Even after she offered a substantial bonus to let me, let her have you. But as I told her, and Candy...I wanted to sample you for myself!"
"Candy knows you want to fuck me?" I asked incredulously.
"Absofuckinglutely!" Jane said laughing. "She knows in fact, that shortly, we'll be doing just that!"
"And she's ok with it?"
"Why wouldn't she be? Candy and I have been sucking one another's cunts for several month's now."
The look on my face said it all.
"You didn't know?"
Shit...I'd imagined it, fantasized about it, jerked off so many times thinking about it I'd lost track.
"No."
"Well now, seems like Candy owes you an apology then."
"She owes me a hell of a lot more than that. And so do you for that matter!" I ventured boldly.
"Yes, you're probably right. We both do. Tell you what, as soon as we close for lunch, I'll have Candy come in and join us. Then you can have the two of us make it up to you any way you'd like."
That had me smiling.
"In the meantime?" I asked.
"Well, in the meantime, why don't you come over here and do your ABC's," she said grinning at me. "Candy says you have this uniquely talented tongue when it comes to doing the alphabet.
"Oh yes, she's gonna owe me BIG time!" I stated moving over towards Jane's desk.
"Brad?"
"Yeah?"
"Why don't you go ahead and use my private restroom to remove all that make-up first. I think the first time we fuck; I really do want you looking like yourself as opposed to some guy pretending to be a woman. That might be fun for another evening maybe. But right now...I just want a guy with a very hard dick."
After I had become a man again, relishing in the fact I didn't have to wear a fucking bra anymore, I stepped back into Jane's office where she remained anxiously waiting for me. As she had asked, I ABC'd her pussy, impressed when she managed to last through four full verses before climaxing.
"I bet you've got a large load you'd like me to take care of don't you?" Jane smiled in saying. "Where'd you like to put it?" she asked wickedly. "I really do owe you that much!"
"You know, it's been a really long time since I've had a good old fashioned 'titty-fuck', I think that's what I'd really like to do."
Jane chuckled. "You know, it's been a while since I've enjoyed doing that too!" Jane quickly had me sit down on the couch in her office. Kneeling before me on the floor, she wrapped those magnificent breasts of hers around my cock and began masturbating me with all that lovely soft tit flesh.
There's something extremely erotic, "naughty-sexy", Candy called it, as I both watched and felt Jane as she used her breasts to play with my cock. Watching her spit on my prick, making it easier for my prick to slide up and down between her breasts was hot. When my dick began making lots of pre-cum fuck juice, the ride got wetter and wilder as she used my slippery essence to make all sorts of deliciously naughty sounds as my cock rode through that valley of pleasure.
"Well now, that certainly looks interesting!"
Neither of us had heard Candy enter into Jane's office. But by the tone in her voice, she obviously wasn't upset or surprised by what was taking place. Not to mention the fact that she and Jane had been swapping pussy juice with one another for quite some time now.
"Closed for lunch?" Jane asked.
"Yes, and we have a full hour before anyone else is scheduled to arrive," Candy told her.
"Who is scheduled?" Jane asked as she continued pumping my cock up and down between her breasts. Looking at me, Candy's smile split into a wide-open grin. "Theresa and Angelina!" she said excitedly.
"Did you tell them?" Jane asked.
"Oh yes, and they're excited as hell. They were even willing to pay extra if they could come earlier, but I told them you were conducting your own personal interview." Once again Candy looked in my direction.
Although they'd been talking back and forth as though I wasn't even there, the sensation my prick was experiencing overrode any negligence on their part regarding my presence. And for the moment, I was more than willing to just be a cock, fucking a nice firm set of tits.
"You gonna cum for me baby?" Jane asked, finally acknowledging I was still there.
"Oh fuck yes!" I moaned enthusiastically, feeling my balls tightening just as the first familiar tingling sensation began to warn me that I was about to spray fuck-butter all over the place.
"Hmm, squirt it honey. Cover these tits of mine in your juice baby!"
She didn't have to ask me twice. Seconds later, increasing the slippery-slide as she continued to hold her breasts together, I began coating her tits with an enormous eruption of white-hot pleasure. So forceful were the first few jettisons of my spunk, that I shot one ribbon of cum way over the top of her head. Candy had walked over having somehow undressed herself during all this, just in time to catch the first squirt landing near perfectly between her tits.
"Nice shot!" she commented in surprise, though bending over just in case any more sperm missiles missed their target.
After I had spent myself, which seemed like an eternity with the volume and number of actual squirts I had felt leave my cock, I collapsed back into the couch trying to catch my breath. Jane's boobs where totally covered in cum, and I watched as it ran and dripped from the tip of each pointed nipple down onto her belly.
"Hmm, let me get that for you," Candy stated. Jane eased herself down onto the soft carpeting where Candy quickly joined her.
Watching my girlfriend licking cum off our boss's boobs was more than I ever dreamed of seeing. Candy immediately began licking up every line of cum she could find on Jane's tits. Taking time to suck and lick her nipple's between that was an extra bonus as far as I was concerned.
"So, when do I get to see the two of you rubbing pussies together?" I asked. "What is it with men and wanting to see two women together anyway?" Jane asked already placing herself in a scissor position with my girlfriend.
"Is it because you guys like watching us do this?" she asked.
"Holy shit!" I exclaimed, my half-dead prick suddenly throbbing with renewed interest. Watching Jane slide her cunt against Candy's had to be seen to be believed. And truth was, it was something I never thought I'd ever get to witness!
"Oh, Oh...Oh, fuck yes!" Candy cried out pleasurably.
Legs crossing one another, pussies grinding rapidly, the sounds of all that wet slick female pussy juice mingling together was having its affect on my reawakened prick. Standing, I made my way over to watch them from above. In a way, it was like watching their cunts kissing one another. There's honestly no other way to describe what I was seeing. Lips pressing, sucking, almost as though devouring one another in the process. Added to that, the sensual sounds of their labored breathing as they strove to bring each other as much pleasure as they possibly could. Even the movement of their breasts as they jiggled slightly up and down, or side to side made the motions of their gyrated coupling all the more sensual.
"Fuck this is beautiful!" I announced.
"Oh, and it feels beautiful too!" Candy groaned in obvious delight.
"Squirt it on me honey," Jane begged Candy. "Give me that female nectar of yours that I love so fucking much!"
I knew exactly what she meant too. Seeing Candy actually 'squirt', which she didn't do all the time was another fascinating attraction for me. I knew when Candy got really aroused, the likelihood of her actually doing that increased. And seeing the look on her face now, I was fairly confident we were both in for one hell of a treat.
"Come for me baby! Come for me!" Jane urged. "Shower my pussy with your juices honey!"
Watching the look in my girlfriends face as her orgasm approached was honestly breath taking. I truly was amazed at the vulnerability in her face as she began to climax, opening her eyes, looking directly at me as she did. Glancing down to where their quims were locked in a sucking embrace, I saw Candy's pussy suddenly erupt in a fountain of syrupy nectar that began squirting out of her slit in a fine misty spray. Fascinated, I watched as she contracted, literally milking more and more of her feminine cum-cream which began to coat the coarse mat of Jane's pubic hair in a rich thick display.
Too stunned to speak, I staggered back to the couch collapsing down into it just as Candy herself collapsed, falling backwards onto the floor, spent and exhausted. Extricating herself from my girlfriend, Jane slowly walked towards me dripping with Candy's cum.
"Would you mind?" Jane asked as she stood there playing in the rivulets of female juice that had completely drenched her pussy.
"Not at all," I said enthusiastically as Jane climbed up onto the couch, straddling my face.
Tasting Candy's juices on Jane's pussy was electrifying. The aroma of all that sweet muskiness was overloading my circuits as I dove into her pussy, my tongue immediately exploring the deepest recess of her funky tasting split, causing my prick to once again lurch with desire and need. As I captured her clit between my lips, sucking it for all I was worth, I soon felt the soft sweetness of Candy's lips surrounding my erection.



"Save some for the girls!" Jane warned her, looking back as she devoured my prick. "After all, we did promise them!" she added.
"Fuckth Thane, ith zit aawaze like thith?" I asked her with my tongue deeply embedded inside her pink delicious split.
"Almost," she said grinning. "Are you up for this?" she asked semi-seriously.
"Oh yeah, he's up!" Candy giggled around my prick.
"Let's hope so," Jane moaned as I brought her closer and closer to the edge. "Theresa and Angelina can be quite a handful you know!"
"I remember!" Candy said with an edge of awe in her voice. "Oh Brad, I almost wish I could be there to see it when you're with them," she sighed wishfully.
I never heard her say that however, at the moment Jane was screaming at the top of her lungs, some of her pussy juice running down the side of my face, clogging one ear as I leaned forward in an effort to fully swallow her clit.
Too tender to allow me to continue, Jane finally forced me away with her hands. "Enough! Fuck...enough!" she said shaking and quivering. "Oh my gawd Candy, how can you stand living with this man? I wouldn't be able to even walk if I did!" she exclaimed laughingly.
"Why do you think I sometimes have to call in announcing I'm going to be late?" Candy replied. "It's because I can't walk, let alone try and drive the car. I'd be apt to lose control and run over somebody!"
"Oh my...look at the time!" Jane said worriedly. "They should be here any moment now, and you need to go and reopen the shop! Turning towards me, Jane's look became serious, business-like once again. "Brad? You'll find a short terry-cloth robe in the bathroom. Why don't you take a shower, freshen up a little, and then come find us. By then the girls should be here, and I want to personally introduce you to them. Oh, and by the way? That robe? From now on, that's all you need to worry about wearing to work from now on, ok?"
I merely smiled. I was really going to enjoy this new job!
#
By the time I had cleaned up and put on my new robe, Angelina had arrived. Jane introduced me to her, telling me that she was their 'Massage Specialist'. She went on to further explain that Angelina had a very specific clientele that she catered to, one of which being Theresa.
I learned shortly after meeting her that she was known for giving what Jane had called very 'vigorous' massages. Only working two or three days a week, she made enough money off those few massage sessions to meet her needs. Angelina had a look about her that was dark and mysterious. She had brown-black hair with deep red highlights that gave her a fiery look. Her eyes were nearly the same color as her hair, and when she looked at you, one immediately felt like all you wanted to do was kneel before her and answer "Yes mistress!"
"Theresa should be here momentarily," Jane told her.
"I'll get the room ready," Angelina answered. "Brad? You will come with me and do exactly what I tell you to do," she stated firmly.
I followed her down the hallway to her massage studio. It was totally different than the one I had gone into with Barbara. Unlocking the door with her own key, Angelina led me inside, pointing towards a rich comfortable looking chair.
"You will sit there and remain quiet unless I tell you otherwise," she instructed. "Soon you will meet Theresa, and as you will see, she is a very special woman. At times, she has brought strangers in off the street with her having them simply sit where you are and watch the massage session. She is quite the exhibitionist, and enjoys having either men or women look on while enjoying her pleasures. For those she convinces to accompany her, they do not leave disappointed!"
If I thought I was nervous earlier, I was downright scared at this moment. Too embarrassed to even part my robe to see if I still had a dick, I worried for the first time since my arrival that I'd even be able to get it up the more Angelina spoke of Theresa's unique sexual needs.
"She likes it rough, and she likes an audience," Angelina continued. "But most importantly of all. Unless you are specifically invited to participate, when she decides you are...or aren't, you will say and do nothing otherwise. Do we understand one another?"
As firm as Angelina was being with me, I couldn't help but wonder what Theresa was going to be like.
Eerily, Angelina had just finished putting on clean black sheets on the massage table having also lit several candles, the only source of light, as well as some incense that immediately added to the intense atmosphere within the room. I waited like a man about to be executed, and wondered briefly if in fact I wasn't about to be.
"She's here," Angelina said looking up as though sensing her arrival. I glanced towards the door thinking she'd entered and I'd some how missed it. Long moments later, the door opened and in walked the most amazing looking woman I had ever seen before in my entire life!
For starters she was very tall for a woman, easily reaching six feet. But it was her coal black hair that caught my attention when she entered the room. Caressing her ankles as she walked, she reminded me a little of 'Cher' though the resemblance ended there. Her skin was coppery colored reminding me of thick rich molasses; her eyes were large, round and cobalt blue in color. Barely acknowledging my presence when she entered with no more than a brief glance in my direction, she immediately began to disrobe. As she did, the only word that came to mind was pure and utter perfection.
I'd never seen skin so smooth, or glisten as naturally as hers did. She looked like she'd just stepped out of a shower, or had arrived from just participating in a 'Crisco' party. Her sex was shaven bare, hinting at only God knows what that lay beneath. Her ass was tight, firm and well muscled. For the first time in my life, all I could think about was fucking it. Something I had never done or experienced before.
"Welcome Mistress," Angelina stated.
Once again, I was taken aback. As tough as I'd thought Angelina to be, Theresa was head and shoulders above that in the raw sensuality she exuded without so much as uttering a single word. Everything she said, she did so with her eyes. Gazing towards Angelina, and then taking in the room ensuring all was as it should be, only then did she turn towards me once again.
"I assume you are Brad?" she asked.
I caught a stern look behind her from Angelina as she glared at me. Almost telepathically I realized the response that was expected.
"Yes Mistress," I replied meekly.
I caught two smiles, one from Angelina that confirmed I'd answered correctly, the other from Theresa, though I wasn't sure at first that it even was a smile. Only the corner of her lip seemed to arch upwards slightly indicating it was. But with a brief nod of her head in accompanying that, I knew that it had been.
Theresa didn't simply crawl up to the table; she seemed to flow onto it like water poured from a pitcher. Facing me from the side, Theresa's long voluptuous body caressed the very table she was lying on. Head down, she opened one eye fixing it firmly on me as Angelina went to work massaging her back. I noticed as she did, there was nothing soothing about her technique either. Digging into her flesh, it looked almost painful to me as I swore the tips of Angelina's fingers disappeared deep into Theresa's flesh.
That eye kept me paralyzed, but in a good way, as she laid there just looking at me causing my prick to harden intolerably. I didn't dare shift as I sat, knowing even as I did that my cock was already worming its way through the opening in my robe like a flower blooming, reaching towards sunlight.
The intensity of the moment was bad enough as I didn't know how to react to anything I was witnessing. But when she slowly ran her tongue, wetting her lips all the while that eye kept staring at me, I thought for a second I would experience an involuntary ejaculation.
Off balance, more than I had ever been, she confused me further by raising herself up just long enough to allow those delicately chiseled breasts to hang freely for a moment before turning her head away from me, lying face down once again.
As Angelina carefully draped Theresa's long mane of hair off to one side, she motioned for me to stand.
"She wants to feel your hard prick touching her body," she informed me.
I had heard no conversation taking place between them. Whatever form of communication they were using was one they'd obviously established a long time ago merely through the subtle changes in her movement perhaps. Obediently, I stood allowing the robe to fall away from me completely. Angelina nodded her head in approval as I approached the massage table.
"Do not touch her face with your prick," she cautioned. "That is for her to decide," she added.
Cautiously, even reverently, I moved towards the massage table. Looking at her, I couldn't even see the subtle movement of breath as she took it. As delicately as I could, I placed my prick along the side of her back, slowly moving it down from her shoulder towards her buttocks. When I arrived just where the soft gentle slope of her ass rose, Angelina's hand came crashing down upon the opposite ass-cheek with a resounding "SLAP!" Shocked, I looked towards her, but by the look in her eye, I knew I was being told to mind my own business and continue to caress her with my penis. I moved along side her again, by this time my cock was leaving a trail of pre-cum that Angelina quickly captured with her hands following along behind me, using it to massage into Theresa's already tender skin.
When I reached her shoulder, Angelina had moved back behind her, working her thighs in anticipation of my arrival near her reddened ass. Once again just before my prick touched the firm surface of her buttocks, Angelina's hand came crashing down in an even harder slap that before, followed quickly by another in rapid succession.
"SMACK! SMACK!"
Theresa groaned, as did I.
I'd begun to move when Theresa once again lifted herself up. Angelina cautioned me to come around to the other side. I did so as Theresa lifted her long mane of hair, covering her face so that I could not see her expression as we exchanged places. Repeating the process exactly as it had been done before, after three specific hard slaps on that lovely ass had been administered, I wondered briefly what I was expected to do next. Angelina obviously knew however. She reached beneath Theresa, expecting from what I assumed to perform some sort of caressing touch to her pussy. By the look on her face however, some secret hidden signal that I did not see caused the stoic Angelina to look at me curiously, surprise clearly etched within her face.
"Come, stand beside me," she instructed in a no-nonsense tone of voice.
Taking my hand, she used both of hers by way of explanation. Spreading my fingers a part, she placed the tip of my index finger just inside the moist opening of Theresa's quim. Placing my middle finger at the opening of her ass, she pressed my hand cautiously against her, forcing the barest of penetrations in both openings. Only then did I feel Theresa move, though it wasn't with her body that she did. As though being fed by a pair of hungry sucking mouths, I felt both fingers slowly being gobbled up inside her as they began to slip smoothly, albeit slowly inch by inch as her pussy clenched, opened, and clenched again around my finger drawing it in. Likewise, her ass welcomed the intrusion into that private opening until I had buried both fingers as deeply as I could simultaneously into each.
The sensation was unbelievable! Her pussy was as liquid as wet sticky honey, clinging to my fingers ravenously. Her tight clenching ass just as wet, just as hungry around my middle finger as Angelina finally nodded her head towards me, motioning for me to begin the slow tantalizing finger-fuck of Theresa's inner reachings.
For long languid minutes I stood beside her, easing my fingers in and out of those incredibly warm, wet orifices. Hearing her barely audible moans of pleasure was the only measure that told me what I was doing was having the desired affect on her. The surprised I had seen in Angelina's face was still there as I manipulated Theresa's pussy and as though I'd been doing this all my life, instead of the first time I had ever performed such an act for anyone.
When she came, it was silently. Had it not been for the obvious additional flow of juices leaking out and around my fingers, I honestly wouldn't have known. With a suddenness that took me by surprise, she somehow expelled both fingers from inside her, slipping out with a popping sound that almost humorously embarrassed me rather than her as one might have expected.
One again flowing like water upon the table, she rolled, sitting up. With her hair still partially covering her face, I saw one of her hands suddenly emerge through the thick entanglement of her locks, clasping my prick within her strong firm hand. Glancing towards Angelina for some sort of direction, the look on her face was confused, almost hurting as Theresa drew me even closer towards her.
When Theresa began wrapping long separated strands of her hair around my prick I thought I would die! She caressed me briefly in this fashion, using her hair to further stimulate me, though at the moment, I felt my knees beginning to buckle, wondering if in fact I would be able to continue standing. When she finished wrapping my cock as though having prepared some sort of exotic delicacy to be eaten, she began moving her head backwards, the hair she'd so carefully woven about my member suddenly undoing itself in a methodical tease that threatened to yank the cum from my balls.
It was a pleasured pain that I experienced. So soft was the caress of her hair upon me, yet the tightness of it as it pulled along the length of my skin felt like rope, not quite burning the flesh, but fractioning it just to the point of pleasured agony.
"Fuck me," she said almost too softly. They were the first words since having spoken my name that I had heard come out of her mouth.
Slipping off the table, she turned facing it, presenting her tight firm ass towards me. Reaching behind herself, she spread the delicate pink opening of her ass for me to gaze at.
"Fuck my ass," she near whispered once again. "Angelina? You may lick my cunt!" she stated in a much firmer tone of voice.
Happily, Angelina scrambled down onto the floor between us, forcing me to straddle her as I bent to place the tip of my more than aroused cock at the tiny puckered opening that awaited me.
"Do NOT be timid," she spoke. "Fuck me, and fuck me hard until I say otherwise."
I didn't exactly ram my prick inside her ass, but as the head of my cock slipped through the tiny outer ring of her asshole, I continued onward with the press of my prick as it invaded the deepest recess of her anus.
Below, the sound of Angelina's mouth hungrily working away at Theresa's pussy added to the obscene thrill my mind was trying to comprehend. I felt the touch of one of Angelina's fingers as it pressed against my slowly thrusting cock, separated by the thinnest of membranes as her finger fucked Theresa's pussy, and my prick as it violated her ass.
"Harder!" she commanded.
Now I did begin ramming my cock inside her, pummeling her ass as quickly as it was possible for me to do. I could feel the fuck-butter churning, warning me well ahead of time of the eruption I would all too soon produce if we continued on at this pace.
Straining with the intense effort, I fought against the release that threatened to take away my sanity, the tightness of her ass clenching and unclenching with each and every thrust of my prick inside her.
Seconds later, I felt the moisture from her cunt exploding, drenching Angelina's face as she continued licking her sweet slit. Unlike before, this time she screamed in a wail that caught me momentarily off guard.
"Fill my ass with your cum!" she demanded. And as if on cue, I felt the head of my prick mushroom into orgasm, ribbon after ribbon of my spunk flooding the insides of her ass until having no place to go, it began backwashing itself out of her opening, spraying backwards matting itself in my own pubic hair as I emptied what was left of my climax inside her.
With a "plop", she expelled my prick even more easily than she had my fingers. Almost immediately, Angelina crawled from beneath her looking up expectantly.
"Clean him," Theresa told her.
Angelina smiled beatifically, looking towards me. I'd assumed from the obvious command that she had sent her for towels and soap perhaps. Instead, Angelina all but crawled towards me, lifting my cock as though it were some sort of fragile piece of art before wrapping her lips about its semi-flaccid length. Sucking the essence of my spending, which remained still coating my prick, Angelina bathed it with her mouth ensuring that each and every drop of my orgasm was removed. Only then did she present it for Theresa's inspection.
Satisfied, Theresa held out her hands towards me. "Come, lay upon the table," she spoke softly to me once again.
As I lay on the table face up, Theresa moved to one side, Angelina to the other. In a perfectly choreographed caress, long practiced by what I began to feel, the two women began to run their hands over my body, purposely avoiding my groin, though they came dangerously close to actually touching my now very limp prick. As the sensation of their hands upon me turned more and more needful, so did the same feeling begin to register inside my cock as it almost magically began to rise with renewed desire and arousal.
"He is ready Mistress," Angelina announced moments later.
This time she mounted me from above, straddling my cock with a quickness that took my breath away. Blanketed within her hair as it cascaded over me like a waterfall, I felt momentarily as though I really were drowning. The silkiness of her pussy enveloped me, devouring me in a series of explosive quick strokes that had her shuddering in ecstasy long before I was even aware it was happening. I could feel Angelina's soft hands kneading my balls, then the press of her delicate finger probing my ass. As she slipped her finger fully inside me, Theresa slid off my prick, turning immediately to place her exquisite lips around the head of my prick. As Angelina's fingers did things to my ass I'd never felt or experienced before, Theresa's mouth sought to tear the skin from my member as her teeth grazed my shaft with each upward pull from her mouth.
The scream I began hearing, was my own. Though I had only moments ago poured myself inside her, I found myself again succumbing to the mind-numbing pleasure of both women's administrations upon me. As whatever cum I had remaining jettisoned into her mouth, I felt Theresa taking all of it, though not swallowing until fully spent, she released me. Dutifully, Angelina cocked her head, lying it down next to me, mouth open. I watched through dazed eyes as Theresa slowly, purposely allowed the nectar from my prick to ooze from her lips, dropping down into the opening of Angelina's mouth. It reminded me briefly of a mother hawk feeding her young.
The sight of which was bizarre, certainly vulgar and obscene, yet would for me become the most erotic moment that I would ever remember experiencing for the rest of my entire life.
When it was all over, Theresa dressed as silently as she had undressed. Opening the door, she turned one last time to look in my direction as I remained glued, unable to move from atop of the table.
"Next week, bring a friend. But only to watch us," she said simply. Then turned and disappeared.
I looked towards Angelina.
"You are most favored," she stated in more than a degree of jealousy. "Do not jerk off or have intercourse the day before our next appointment," she admonished me. "She will want more of you the next time," she warned me.



Angelina soon after left herself, where I remained for a very long time attempting to recover. The sound of the door opening alerted me to the fact that I was no longer alone.
"Incredible isn't she?" Candy said stepping into the room.
I could only nod my head, too weak to speak, and unsure of what to say even if I could.
"She left you a thousand dollar tip at the front desk," Candy told me. "Split with the house, that's still a hell of a lot of money for one afternoon's session," Candy giggled.
"You're ok with all this?" I asked looking towards her.
Candy came over, kissing me. "Sex is sex baby. Love is love. We can have and enjoy both together. But don't worry about mixing business with pleasure. Or in this case, about NOT mixing it!" she said smiling lovingly at me.
"Now, when you've recovered a little more, would you mind doing me a favor?" she asked.
"Sure baby, what?" I managed to respond.
"Well, just knowing you where in here with her made me incredibly horny."
I groaned, but Candy calmed me. "All I want you to do is your ABC's for me, can you do that much at least?"
I laughed, sure baby. I can certainly do that much.
"Oh, one more thing though."
"What's that?"
"Would you mind doing it backwards?"
"Shit, I haven't tried that before, it might take me a lot longer to do it."
Candy was grinning, "That's the whole point," she said.
"Jesus H...there's that look again!" I said grinning back at her.
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Danielle and Stacy had been best friends ever since high school. After graduation they had both gotten a part-time job together at a local restaurant while attending some college classes together as well. They were close, had been close in everything they did, all except for their looks. Danielle had dark shoulder length hair with brown eyes, whereas Stacy was blonde with much shorter hair and blue eyes. Though that remained their only real difference as they were both built similarly with nearly the exact same breasts shaped and sized near identically. But...there was also one other difference between them that Danielle didn't dare tell Stacy about. Ever since she'd known her, she'd had curiously intimate thoughts about her friend, thoughts she had often laid awake at night in fantasizing about, masturbating until climaxing with the image of Stacy's beautiful bare pussy dancing inside her head.
And though she was attracted to Stacy, Danielle had a boyfriend too. Someone she'd just started dating seriously the past couple of month's, though the serious part had only just happened the previous weekend when she and Mark had spent time together at his apartment, and though they hadn't had intercourse, they had engaged in some pretty heavy petting, which had included mutually masturbating one another, something Danielle had truly enjoyed doing with him.
"What time you coming over?" Stacy asked her.
It was a Friday night, and a rarity that they both happened to have it off. And though Danielle had plans to spend some time with Mark later on in the evening once he'd gotten off work, she'd told Stacy that she'd come over, make some popcorn and perhaps watch a movie together until Mark arrived.
"Should be there in less than an hour," Danielle told her. "You planning on making some margaritas for us?"
"Already did," Stacy laughed. "Have a full pitcher just waiting for you," she added.
As she'd expected, Stacy immediately grilled her, digging for intimate details of her past date with Mark. "So? You gonna tell me what happened or not?" They often shared things like this, but Danielle got a kick out of driving Stacy crazy by holding back, which had often resulted in the two of them wrestling around. Something that Danielle secretly instigated whenever given the chance as it also gave her the opportunity to actually touch Stacy's body without being too overly obvious about it.
"Oh you know...I touched him, he touched me...that sorta thing," she'd lamely offered. And as she'd hoped...Stacy launched a pillow at her from off the couch, following that up with launching herself in an attempt to re-grab the pillow which Danielle now sat threatening to hit her back with.
"You know what I mean you little slut!" Stacy teased, feebly reaching in an attempt to wrestle the pillow away from Danielle. As though she'd planned it, Danielle lost her balance falling backwards with Stacy following, landing on top of her, now perfectly positioned to actually pin her to the floor with her hands, which she did.
"Let me up," Danielle said timidly, not really meaning it, squirming as though to actually attempt to get away.
"Not until you tell me what happened...and I mean in detail!" Stacy demanded, now also threatening to tickle Danielle, which Danielle had to admit she was prone to, being very ticklish, as Stacy had playfully tortured her in this way before.
"I told you already! I touched him...and he touched me!"
Stacy was getting frustrated, and in becoming so released one of Danielle's pinned arms in order to run her hands along Danielle's side, where she really was ticklish. The tank top she was wearing had already hunched up slightly enough as it was, revealing a fair bit of skin that made it even easier for Stacy to actually tickle her, which she'd begun doing. Once again Danielle began to struggle, fighting back, but in doing so, she accidentally brushed one of Stacy's breasts in the process.
"Oh...gonna fight dirty huh?" Stacy squealed good-naturedly, then more purposely grabbing one of Danielle's breasts giving it a playful little squeeze before releasing it.
Gaining her freedom however, it took hardly any effort at all for Danielle to throw her arm around Stacy's waist, rolling as she did so that she ended up in a reverse position with her now on top, sitting on Stacy as she reached, pinning her girlfriends arms up over her head.
"So...now who's in charge?" she asked her. Stacy responded back with a far more serious challenge however.
"If we were really serious about this Danielle, I could pin you and keep you there you know," she said honestly meaning it.
"Oh you could, could you?" Danielle challenged back. "I highly doubt it Stacy. And I wouldn't want to hurt you." In saying that, Danielle purposely released her hold on her girlfriend standing up, offering a hand towards her.
"Wanna bet?"
That surprised her. "What do you mean?"
"Like I said...I know I could take you."
"Ah huh...sure you could!" "No...seriously, you wanna bet on it?"
Danielle was surprised, Stacy really was serious about this!"
"Sure...what's the bet?"
Now it was Stacy's turn to be surprised as Danielle actually accepted the challenge. "Let me think," she responded.
Danielle laughed, "Yeah sure...just like I thought, all talk...no action."
Stacy shot her a warning look, but it wasn't tossed her way in anger, just in challenged acceptance.
"Well, the bet should be serious enough to make the match worthwhile don't you think?"
"Ok..." Danielle agreed, curious now and wondering just what it might be that Stacy was actually considering.
"The loser gets spanked!"
Danielle laughed. "That it? The loser gets spanked? Come on Stacy, get real here."
"Not just spanked...seriously, spanked," Stacy said in all seriousness. "Come here Danielle, there's something I've been wanting to show you!"
Moments later Stacy had pulled a cardboard box from the floor of the closet in her parent's bedroom. "Look what I found!" she told her.
Once again it was Danielle's turn to be surprised. The box contained several magazines, most of which catered to the BSDM crowd, pictures of men and women, bound, gagged wearing all sorts of interesting apparel, but in nearly each one...someone was being whipped or spanked.
"Holy shit!" Danielle agreed as she flipped through one of the magazines. "Your dad must really be into this sort of shit huh?"
"Yeah...and mom too it would seem," Stacy added as she also dug out of the closet a fairly good-sized paddle, along with what was obviously a riding crop.
"Damn!" Danielle stated taking the crop and slapping the palm of her hand with it, hearing a nice resounding little 'thwap' when she did.
"So?"
Danielle looked at the paddle, once again striking her hand with the crop. "No holds barred?" she asked.
"What do you mean?" Stacy asked though sounding considerably even more interested as well as excited now.
"Serious wrestling until one of us pins the other one," Danielle told her. "And doing whatever it takes to do that."
"Agreed, but..."
"But?"
"To keep it fair so we don't tear clothes or take unfair advantage of that, we wrestle in bras and panties only."
Danielle smiled both inwardly as well as outwardly. The mere thought of that had her becoming even more excited herself.
"Where and when?"
"Now...downstairs in the game room," Stacy told her.
They called it the game room, as that had been Stacy's father's intention to make it into one. So far, they'd completed most of the remodeling, which had included new wall to wall carpeting and a brand new couch and chairs, but that was about all. The room itself was enormous, and would allow them plenty of open space to actually maneuver around in.
Taking both the paddle as well as the riding crop, Danielle quickly followed Stacy downstairs.
"Oh...one more thing, whoever loses, gets tied up too. That way there's no getting out of getting spanked!"
Danielle considered that only briefly. "Deal!" she stated determinedly. "Just remember...I warned you!"
Danielle was surprised at how seriously aroused she was. She and Stacy had certainly goofed around before, like they had earlier. But it had never once gotten even close to this point, especially as they both stood undressing down to their underwear prior to squaring off against one another.
"I mean it Stacy...I'm not kidding here. I'm going to take this very seriously, so you'd better as well!"
"No holds barred?" Stacy challenged back by way of an answer.
"No holds barred!" Danielle confirmed.
For the first minute or so, the girls circled one another tentatively, looking for an opening. Stacy was the first one to lunge, surprising Danielle momentarily. She attacked low, wrapping her arms around one of Danielle's legs, taking her off balance, she fell rolling as she did which effectively broke Stacy's hold on her. Scrambling on her knees, she grabbed at Stacy as she attempted to stand, catching the waist of Stacy's panties in her fingers. She pulled, heard the rip of material, which infuriated Stacy.
"Damn it Danielle! Those were a pair of my favorites!"
"No holds remember?" Danielle reminded her letting go of the now very torn garment. Stacy glanced down at the awkwardly looking pair of panties that now barely hung on her, leaving a wide gap that had been completely torn away from the waistband.
Once again they circled one another, but this time it was Danielle who lunged first. Unlike herself however, Stacy was ready for it, side-stepping Danielle when she did, coming around from her from behind, literally hopping up onto her back. Losing her momentum, Danielle stumbled forward with Stacy literally riding her to the ground. Now on top, though from behind, Stacy attempted to maintain this precarious hold on her girlfriend as Danielle struggled to regain her footing, managing to half kneel on all fours. When she did, she felt Stacy pull on the strap of her bra, felt it come away in her girl friends hands when it did. Then to her even bigger surprise, she felt Stacy reach around actually grabbing one of her breasts, briefly pinching her nipple. Danielle yelped, rolled, and managed to free herself, standing.
Stacy stood as well, pointed and laughed. "Looks like we're nearly even."
Danielle's brassier had fallen away from her breasts, dangling half way down her chest. She easily slipped the now useless item down her arms tossing it off to the side.
"That all you got?"
Stacy was about to respond to that statement when Danielle jumped at her, intending to do so all along. This time her ploy worked as she managed to grab Stacy's legs pulling them out from under her. As they again fell, the rest of Stacy's torn useless panties came away in her hand. They rolled, giggling, still fighting however, seriously so. Danielle managing to actually roll Stacy onto her back, now fighting for her arms into order to actually pin her to the floor, thus winning their match. Desperate, Stacy did the only thing she could even do. With only one hand still free, she reached forward once again latching onto Danielle's breast, and squeezed!
"Fuck!" Danielle cried out painfully, but as she did, Danielle likewise grabbed at Stacy's bra, yanking it. As it was a front-clasping bra, the thing literally exploded in her hands, coming apart, freeing Stacy's soft perky breasts. For the briefest of moments, Danielle looked and saw the twin tips of each pink nipple, each one wonderfully hard, fully erect.
It was brief however, as the loss of her own momentum, and the sudden realization that Stacy had now lost her own bra gave her a sudden surge of increased strength. Placing both hands on Danielle's breasts, she pushed, taking her by surprise, once again rolling, and then with amazing strength born of determination, she sat atop Danielle, hands stretched above her head, pinning her to the ground!
"You lose!" she exclaimed a second later. "I win!"
Danielle had to concede defeat, she had been. "So now what?" she asked curiously.
"Well, I guess you should get to choose," Stacy told her, picking up both the crop as well as the paddle. "Which one?"
Danielle looked at each, finally deciding. "The crop I guess, but how many?"
"Twenty!" Stacy decided just as suddenly. "One for each year of your age."
Spotting one of several freestanding support beams, Stacy guided Danielle over towards one of them. "This should work just fine," she told her. Danielle allowed Stacy to tie her hands together in front of one of them. "One more thing..." she added, then Danielle felt her panties literally ripped off of her as Stacy tore them away. "No fair covering your ass, even in your panties!"
"You're really going to enjoy this aren't you?" Danielle questioned.
Stacy laughed, "Yes Danielle, I am actually!" Danielle watched as Stacy then picked up the crop, slapping the palm of her hand for affect, testing its strength. "Ouch!" that really does sting a little doesn't it?" she warned, once again giggling to herself. "I think I'm really going to enjoy this...though I doubt seriously that you will!"
Stepping around behind her now so that Danielle couldn't easily see, all she could do was wait, standing there naked now, tied to the post waiting for the first of twenty slaps against her exposed ass. She expected the sudden vicious sting of the crop to land against her exposed flesh any second now, surprised instead when she felt the almost too gentle caress of the riding crop as Stacy placed it against her neck, running it softly down her back towards her ass. The feel of the little patch of leather was exciting, arousing her skin as it slowly made its way down her back, even so...she was unprepared for the first hard-felt little sting when it came.
"THWAP!"
"That's one!" Stacy announced gleefully.
True...it had stung a little, but surprisingly, at the same time it had felt wickedly good as well. Danielle braced herself for the next one, stepping back, even spreading her legs, presenting her ass even more fully for the second one when it came. Once again she spoke, though almost regretting it when she did. There was no telling how much harder Stacy might actually hit her this time. "That the best you can do?" she challenged.
Again, rather than just striking out at her, Stacy took the moment to taunt her, teasing her with the crop, though this time she placed it beneath Danielle's armpit, resting it briefly before running it down along her side, toying even with the soft side slope of Danielle's bare breast, then tickling, which was tickling, in running it down her side towards her hips, crossing over across the now fading tiny welt on her ass.
"THWAP!"
"That's two!"
It had stung, more so than the first, but still not nearly so much that it made her cry out in any sort of real pain. Again...that brief tiny sting had felt more pleasure rather than pain when it came.
But to Danielle, it was the sudden realization that Stacy was actually enjoying this. She wasn't just simply striking at her ass with the tiny whip in any real hurry to get this over with. She was teasing her! The way she allowed the crop to glide over her flesh, moments later, feeling it as Stacy purposely, briefly 'tapped' each of Danielle's hard exposed nipples with it told her that much. She'd moaned, not even realizing that she had.
"You liked that huh?" Stacy said, doing it again, then striking her ass once more before Danielle was even aware she had lifted the crop away from her nipples.
"THWAP!"
"That's three!" she announced unnecessarily.
Stacy truly was teasing her now, besides spanking her. She'd felt the weapons caress up between her legs, down the sensitive inner portion of each thigh before receiving the inevitable strike of the whip. She'd enjoyed the feel of it, the travel of the smooth leather as it kissed her legs, briefly tickling, though not quite touching the very exposed flesh of her pussy lips, which Danielle realized Stacy had to be able to easily see. Confirming that thought minutes later when Stacy actually did brush the crop fully and directly against the folds of her pouty nether-lips as she remained hunched over, arms still securely wrapped around the pole she was bound too.
"That's eight!"
This time Danielle felt the handle of the crop as Stacy moved it down her spine towards her ass. She expected the sting to come, which had now actually begun to really sting a little, when she felt instead the hard, yet smooth head of the crop resting against the outer folds of her split.
"How'd you like it if I shoved this up inside you huh?" Stacy warned menacingly. For a moment, Danielle wondered if she actually might. "You know...you never DID tell me what the two of you did," she reminded Danielle, once again placing the tip just barely inside her. "Did you like it when you touched his cock? Was it nice and hard? All nice and slippery?" She really did press the tip inside her then, just barely, but just enough that it caused Danielle to catch her breath.
"Yes! Yes! It was!" she admitted, surprised at the intensity and excitement in her own tone of voice.
"THWAP!"
"Fuck!" Danielle cried out this time, this one really stinging, but simultaneously, causing a little rivulet of pussy juice to actually run down the inside of her leg.
"Someone's enjoying this a bit too much!" Stacy announced, capturing the droplet of moisture on the end of the whip, bringing it up, then running it across Danielle's lips. "Lick it off!" she commanded.
Danielle did.
She was still dutifully licking her essence off the handle when she felt the unfamiliar sensation of something else swiping up along the folds of her pussy. She realized a second later it had been one of Stacy's fingers!
"Here...there's more!" she informed her, now placing her fingertip upon Danielle's lips. "Lick it off!"
Once again she did so, even as the faint sound of a doorbell suddenly announced that someone was at the door upstairs.
"Holy shit! What time is it?" Danielle asked worriedly.
"We're not done yet!" Stacy declared.
"To hell with that! Untie me Stacy! That could be Mark! And probably is!"
Stacy laughed, wickedly. "So what if it is?" she asked coyly. "Wonder what he'd think finding you like this?" she teased seriously.
"Come on Stacy...you wouldn't do that!" "Oh? Why wouldn't I? You did lose you know...no holds barred remember?"
"Yeah, yeah...I remember. And I promise...you can finish giving me the rest of your spanks another time, just not right now!"
Once again they heard the doorbell.
"Sorry Danielle...a deals a deal!" With that, Stacy turned running up the stairs.
Mortified, Danielle struggled to free herself, but Stacy had done a very good job of tying the knots that continued to bind her wrists together, securing her against the post she was now leaning against. She hoped with every fiber of her being that whoever was at the door...that it wasn't Mark. Or even that if it was, Stacy would merely have him wait while she came back down to either hurriedly finish her spanking, or at the very least agree to continue on with it another time.
"Fuck Stacy! You really weren't kidding were you!"
The sound of Mark's voice froze her in place. She felt for a moment like she wanted to die.
"Told you Mark...and she lost, fair and square too! But I'll tell you what...after each remaining stroke of the crop, I'll let you kiss her better, how's that sound?"
Danielle heard Mark's unsure laugh. "Not so sure she'd appreciate that," he announced.
"It's not really a suggestion," Stacy suddenly told them both. If she wants this to be over with, then she's going to have to let you do that, and you...are going to do it. Understand?"
"Danielle?" Mark questioned worriedly.
"Fuck Mark, just do it. Do whatever she tells you to do!" Danielle said giving in. She was both aroused as well as embarrassed and humiliated at this point. If she was to get through this any time soon, she was going to have to put up with whatever devious little games that Stacy was suddenly beginning to enjoy...if not too much already!



"Well...ok," Mark said, but the tone of his voice told her that he was already looking forward to it too!
Once again Danielle felt the tiny crop as it began to slide over the tip of her left nipple. Stacy tapped it, not hard, not exactly slapping it, but she counted.
"That's ten!"
There was a momentary pause, an obvious silence. "Well?" Stacy asked seconds later. "Go on Mark, kiss it...kiss it all better," she told him. Seconds after that, Danielle felt Mark's lips as they gingerly encircled her now very aroused nipple, sucking it.
"Very good," Stacy purred. "Very...very good!"
She next tapped Danielle's right nipple, though the tap was a tiny bit harder this time. Even so, it felt good, and she surprised herself at the additional knowledge that Mark would soon be kissing, sucking it as well, which he soon did.
With several slaps of the torturously pleasing toy still yet to go, it became obvious to both Mark as well as Danielle, that it was Stacy's intention to make things as difficult for her as possible. Especially when she tapped it forcefully, purposely right against the opening of her cunt.
"Well? Go on Mark! Kiss it!"
Danielle felt him as he knelt beneath her, surprised as she actually found herself stepping even more off to both sides, effectively spreading herself. He kissed...kissed again, then licked her.
"Ohhhh fuck!" Danielle moaned.
"Hey! That's not fair! You owe me three more slaps!" Stacy chided them both. Then she struck Danielle's pussy lips quickly three times, none of which truly stung her any, but enough that it sent shivers of lustful delight coursing up and down her spine. "And just for that Mark..." Stacy suddenly added. "You should be punished as well, take off your clothes!"
"What?"
"You heard me!" Stacy demanded. "Off! Take them off Mark, unless it's your intention of keeping Danielle tied to the pole all evening!"
She couldn't see him exactly, but Danielle heard the rustle of Mark's clothing as he removed them. Heard the sound of his jeans hitting the floor as they dropped. "My my..." Stacy spoke. "Someone has a hard-on!"
Leading Mark towards the pole, Danielle saw him now, really for the first time completely nude. And though she had indeed felt it, played with it, stroked it until he'd cum, she hadn't really gotten a good look at his proud stiff erection until now.
"Stand here," Stacy commanded. And to Danielle's surprise, he did. He stood now directly beside her where she could easily see. She watched as Stacy laid the crop along the length of Mark's hard stiff prick, and then raised her hand, bringing the crop down slapping it slightly. Mark grunted, but didn't cry out in any real pain. "Eleven!" Stacy announced. "Except...you Danielle, have to kiss him better," she informed her friend. "Now!"
Without thinking, Danielle leaned over, placing her lips along side the shaft of Mark's cock, kissing it as though absorbing away any hurt that might have been left there.
Once again Stacy struck out with the crop against Danielle's exposed pussy...waiting. "Well Mark? Do I have to keep telling you? Lick her!"
He did so.
"Not good enough," Stacy demanded, suddenly expanding the game, though Mark of course didn't seem to mind it too much, nor did Danielle as she stood there feeling Mark's tongue freely ravishing her.
And the sweetness of his lips and tongue as they continued to caress, toy and explore the fiery recess of her smoldering cunt now took all thoughts away of the remaining croppings to come.
Danielle moaned, loudly, audibly when she felt Stacy's lips suddenly surrounding one of her nipples, Stacy's hand now softly yet firmly massaging her breast. There she stood, Mark kneeling below her, tonguing her exposed pussy, gently flicking her clit with the tip of his tongue as Stacy continued doing the same to her breasts.
"Oh fuck...fuck, please release me!" Danielle moaned.
"On one condition," Stacy told her.
"What? What?" Danielle asked pleadingly.
"No holds barred."
"What? What do you mean?" Danielle asked.
"Just what I said, no holds barred...while Mark's licking you...you lick me. That will count as one stroke," she said giving that up in offering.
"Ok," Danielle moaned, suddenly liking the direction this new game was heading in. "Untie me!"
Once free, they moved towards the middle of the room. Lying on her side, Danielle positioned herself between Stacy's legs, her sweet smelling pussy only inches away from her face. Once positioned, Mark rejoined them, now lying on his side as well in order to better accommodate licking Danielle.
Danielle began to tickle her friends clit, something she had only fantasized about doing, now doing it, and all the while, having her own being licked by her boyfriend as well!
"Slap her ass...but only when I tell you," Stacy told Mark. "And do it hard too...or it doesn't count! I want to hear it!"
Danielle waited, still dutifully licking her friend's cunt, having her own sweet pussy sucked and licked as well.
"Now!" Stacy cried out in pleasure. "NOW!"
Danielle felt the hard slap of Mark's hand upon her ass, felt the thrilling sting of it as it landed, and pulled even more forcefully on Stacy's pussy lips when he did.
"Again!"
And again he did, as she did...sucking Stacy's cunt for all she was worth, wrapping her lips around her girlfriend's clit even as she cried out in tormented pleasure. "Oh fuck, suck it! Slap it! Again! Again!"
Mark slapped, sucked, drawing in Danielle's clit, even as she drew in Stacy's, until moments later, the anguished cry of pleasured release filled the air as Stacy came, came in squeals of unbridled pleasure and joy at the probing tongue and fingers of her very dear and now very intimate friend.
Stacy's orgasm had barely began to diminish when she felt her own begin. "Oh baby! Baby! Now! Now! Yes! NOWWWWWWWW!" she screamed out wildly.
Marked fingered her pussy, thrusting into her, all the while chewing, sucking and tickling her clit as she exploded in a shower of such sweetness that she thought she'd pass out. Over and over she came, her cunt throbbing spasmodically, electrical shocks coursing up and down her spine, over and over again until the wave of ecstasy and pleasure finally began to ebb. Only then did she roll over onto her side away from Stacy, Stacy likewise still fighting for control of her own breath.
"Come here Mark," she told him hungrily. "Now its your turn! Oh...and Stacy? Since you've been a bit of a naughty girl as well, I think it's only fair that you come over here and help me. Wouldn't you agree Mark?" she asked smilingly.
He smiled back. "I have only one thing I'd like to say to you," he told her as the girls slithered towards him.
"What's that?"
"I'm so glad you lost!"
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Jack hadn't been himself at all as we played a round of golf at one of our favorite courses. Though he and I had been close growing up, only two years junior to him, since his marriage to Kay, we spent little time with one another aside from our monthly golf outing and the occasional family invite to dinner.
I wasn't worried that anything was wrong, he'd have told me that. But it was obvious his mind wasn't on the game as normally he outplayed me easily. Not today. Today I'd beaten him by three strokes, which was saying something.
"You sure everything's alright at home?"
"Huh? Oh...yeah, fine! Fine!" he said smiling shrugging it off. "Just have my mind elsewhere at the moment."
"Obviously," I told him. But he didn't even respond to that, already his eyes taking on that distance look he'd been harboring all morning long.
"We still on for the barbeque this evening? Need me to bring anything? How about I bring along a nice used condom salad?"
"Oh yeah...yeah, that would be great," he said absentmindedly as he placed his ball on the tee, adjusting it for the third time which is something he rarely if ever did. Rarer still that he sliced it, something else he also rarely ever did.
"What time?"
"Huh?"
"The barbeque Jack."
"Oh yeah...the barbeque. Six, six-thirty I guess," he replied absently. Then looked at me with sudden realization. "What kind of salad did you say?"
#
Growing up mom had called us her salt and pepper shakers. Jack had taken after mom's side of the family with dark hair brown eyes, while I'd taken after dad's side, blonde hair blue eyed, though as a child, my hair had been actually bright white, only turning blonder later on when I'd grown into a rebellious teen-ager. I had also always been taller than Jack, even as a child, passing him in height early on, and staying that way. Mom said I looked "Nordic" taking after what dad claimed as our heritage in being a distant relative to some well known Viking king or prince or something.
Jack had told me that Kay's sister was staying there with them. About the only time he even seemed animated, more like his old self. Had only met Linda once, at their wedding, but she seemed nice enough then, though nearly as opposite to her sister Kay as I was to my brother Jack. Stopping long enough to pick up a couple of bottles of wine, I arrived at their place shortly after six, figuring to help Jack with the out doors cooking, and hopefully getting some hint as to whatever it was that was bothering him. Perhaps having that time together, I'd find out.
"Pete? You remember Linda don't you?" Kay said reintroducing us again.
"Of course! Nice to see you again Linda," I said taking her hand, shaking it. She smiled, but even though I'd not seen her for years, I remembered her. And I didn't remember seeing her smile like this. She'd changed, obviously. And maybe that was a good thing as I had always been a bit reserved myself. And from what I'd already learned in life, there was nothing worse than two shy individuals trying to carry on a conversation together.
Not only that, Kay took one of my arms, Linda the other, as they guided me out back towards the patio area. "Pete's here!" Kay announced to my brother. "And he brought wine!" she said grinning.
"Hi Jack," I said easily, watching him as he flipped the steaks he was cooking with precision. Jack grinned. I was relieved, as this was the Jack I was a little more used to seeing, not the one I'd played golf with earlier. The girls returned back inside the house to finish up with the potato salad they were making, as well as some corn on the cob to go along with the thick juicy steaks.
"You meet Linda?" Jack asked closing the lid on the barbeque, wiping his hands on the silly looking fish apron he was wearing.
"Yeah, I did. She looks a lot different than the first time I met her," I told him.
"Different?"
"Yeah, can't really put my finger on it, and it has been a few years ya know, but I remember her smile, and it was nothing like the one she greeted me with a few minutes ago."
Jack actually laughed. "Oh Petey...you don't know the half of it!" He told me.
I hated when he called me that. But I loved it when he did too. We'd always gotten into wrestling matches growing up as kids whenever he called me by that name, most of which I always won, forcing him to take the name back. Which he did, only to call me it again moments later, resulting in another tossing of one another about the yard.
"Oh? So tell me," I ventured. I saw Jack's face redden slightly. Once again, something else he rarely if ever did. I also watched him glance back inside the house, look towards me, then motion me over. Whatever it was, it had to be something good as I'd only seen Jack do this "come here" thing once or twice growing up. Once, when he'd discovered a cache of "stroke-books" as we'd called them that our father had hidden inside his closet. The second time, when he'd come flying home to find me, then led me back through a couple of neighbors yards until I'd found myself standing below Mrs. Steven's bedroom window. That had been the first time I'd ever seen a naked woman, aside from my own mother. And as exciting as that had been in and of itself, it was watching her getting "fucked" as I later learned the term to be, by some guy that she'd been dating. So when I saw this same exact look in my brother's eyes once again, I knew this had to be something along those lines.
"What?" I asked upon reaching him, already speaking in hushed tones. Which is when he began telling me why Linda was even here in the first place. Almost immediately I felt he was about to share all the gory details with me, so I listened attentively, preparing myself to be "supportive" without letting on that I was, and cautionary in anything I might say or do over the course of the evening. But then as Jack continued, I realized this wasn't at all where he was leading me to.
"Remember a while back that I told you what one of my all time fantasies was?" he asked me.
"Yeah..." I drew out curiously.
"Well, lets just say that Kay and Linda gave me a very, very special birthday present!"
I turned to look back inside the house, trying to digest this tid-bit of information I'd just been given. I was already asking the question before turning back around to face him. "You mean to tell me..."
"Yep!"
"Kay's sister?"
"Yep!"
"Holy shit!"
"Yep!"
"And?"
Jack grinned.
"Oh come on Jack! You can't leave me hanging like that! Now you've GOT to tell me what the hell happened!" And then it dawned on me. "No fucking wonder you played shitty to day!" I added grinning back at him. "You did seem a little on the exhausted side!"
"Exhausted? No...still horny as hell, yes!" And then Jack proceeded to tell me everything as I stood there with my mouth open, tongue hanging out. I mean I knew Jack, thought I knew him anyway, as well as my sister-in-law. I certainly loved her to pieces and knew that she and Jack had what I'd call the perfect marriage. But hearing this, hearing this wild little naughty side of Kay was an eye-opening revelation.
"Fuck man, her sister?" I stated once again trying to picture it in my mind just as the girls brought out the rest of the side dishes. Even then, I stood looking at my sister-in-law and her sister with renewed interest. "Hot fucking damn!" I thought silently, and surprised myself at this sudden image of seeing the two of them naked, sucking my brother's prick.
"Pete? Pete? You wanna open one of the bottles of wine?" Kay asked.
"Ah...sure," I stammered, suddenly realizing I had a rapidly growing erection. I hurriedly turned, glad for the reprieve and reentered the house, bumping into Linda in the process as she came from around the kitchen counter with a loaf of French bread. There was no stopping it, we collided, and in doing so, we both stumbled, me with the momentum of going forward, and Linda with the surprised effort of trying to stop, failing to do so as we crashed backwards into the refrigerator. Reflex had caused me to raise my hands in an effort to keep Linda from falling backwards and actually injuring herself. All I succeeded in doing however was literally placing them on her breasts in the process as she fell backwards. Expecting some shocked embarrassed look from her, which I was certainly showing, she giggled, laughing instead, then looked down at my hands, which were stupidly still mashed against her chest as I leaned into her against the fridge.
"I guess they do have more than one or two useful purposes don't they?" she teased. "Though bumper guards wouldn't have been my first guess."
"What? Oh...fu, I mean..." catching the word before I'd spoken it. "I mean...sorry, I didn't see you," I told her apologetically, only then removing my hands though I still hadn't completely regained my balance, falling into her once again as I failed miserably at trying to lean back, until she actually placed her hands on me, pushing off. But she laughed, and that helped some.
"Nothing to be sorry for," she said softly. "We are family after all." And suddenly the image of Linda and Kay sucking my brother's cock suddenly came to mind.
"Yeah...guess we are, aren't we?" I said wondering as I absentmindedly began trying to unscrew the wine bottle before realizing I needed a corkscrew instead.
Finally taking the wine and the four glasses that Kay had placed on the counter for me, I walked back out to the patio just in time to see Linda whispering in her sister's ear. Kay looked towards me as I came out, smiled, grinned really...and whispered something back to her sister to which they then both laughed. I felt my face flush, realized she had to have said something about me 'accidentally' placing my hands on Linda's tits, and tossed back a confused silly smile. Suddenly feeling exactly like "Petey" for some reason.
#
It had been a delightful dinner. Jack had cooked the steaks to perfection, the corn was sweet and delicious as was the potato salad that Linda had made. We'd also consumed both bottles of wine, leaving me at least with a nice little buzz without making me feel even sillier than I was. Jack had uncorked a third bottle of wine from his own stock as the girls headed back into the kitchen after having cleared the table off.
"I think the girls are up to something," Jack told me.
"Oh? What?"
"Hell if I know, but they've been whispering and giggling back and forth all evening."
"Yeah...I noticed that, but I thought they were talking about me and how I accidentally found my hands on Linda's breasts!"
Jack looked at me. "How does one 'accidentally' do that?" So then I had to explain it to him, which he laughed at. "Good story, but no...there's something else going on besides that," he told me curiously. Kay hinted at something earlier before you got here, said something about another little surprise she and Linda had picked up at the store.
"What store?"
Jack started to tell me, then obviously thought better of it. "You'd never believe me if I told you, and besides, it would take too long to tell you now. The girls are already on their way out."
Sure enough, we both turned and watched as Linda and Kay emerged from the house. Kay was carrying what looked to be like some sort of board game.
"What's that?" Jack asked. Kay was grinning, Linda was blushing.
"A game."
"What sort of game?" Jack asked again.
"It's called, 'Ah oh!'"
"Ah oh!" Jack responded back, meaning it the way it was intended. "Any game with a name like that..."
"Calls for another round of drinks," Kay said refilling everyone's glass. "You set up the board Linda, then we'll explain the rules to the boys here."
I watched as Linda opened the board setting it squarely in the middle of the patio table. It had a single spiraling path that ended in the middle of the board. Several squares of differing colors had what appeared to be the names of differing cards that had to be drawn if you landed on them. Some were merely symbols, like one, which was a cocktail glass meaning you had to take a drink of some sort of beverage.
"This is one of those adult party games!" I said in surprise, suddenly realizing that as I glanced at another of the symbols in silhouette and realized it was a couple fucking in one of various positions as depicted around the spiraling wheel.
"Yep!" Kay giggled. "Thought it might be kind of fun to play it, especially since we need at least four in order to do so."
"Gee Kay, I dunno...not sure I'm really up for this, especially with you...Jack, and hell, I've barely even met your sister!"
Kay shot me a look. "Didn't Jack tell you what Linda and I gave him for a birthday present?" she asked seriously.
You could have knocked me over with a feather. "Ah...yeah," was all I could think of to say.
"Well then? We're all adults here, and besides...I think this could be a lot of fun, don't you Linda?" she asked turning to face her sister. Linda was blushing, but she was nodding her head yes. "Well?"
"Well...ok, I guess." I told her, and then sat down consuming my glass of wine in one gulp.
The pieces consisted of plastic colored images of guys with obvious erections, and women with very noticeable breasts. Kay handed each of us two blank cards that said "I dare you to" on one side.
"Each of us gets to fill out our own 'dare you's'", she told us. "They'll be mixed in with the other ones that come with the game. Beyond that, all we do is roll the dice, do what ever the cards tell us to do, or whatever the squares you land on tell us to do."
"So what happens if you get to the middle? Then what?" Jack asked.
"Then you turn around and go back the other way again, but only if you roll doubles. Otherwise you stay where you are." She was grinning.
"Ah oh," I said starting to understand. "Gzactly!" Both girls said in unison, speaking the word they'd always spoken ever since growing up together, meaning 'exactly'.
"What happens if you get stuck in the middle?" Jack asked not quite catching on as yet.
"Well, that depends on who ends up in the middle with them," Kay offered. "In which case, you then draw a 'naughty' card."
"Naughty card?" I asked nervously. "What's on a naughty card?"
"Guess you'll find out if you have to draw one," Kay giggled.
"What happens if Jack and I end up in the middle together without one of you?" I had to ask.
"Ah oh!" Kay giggled once again, "Hence the name."
"I think it should be called 'Oh fuck!' instead," Jack added. "Especially if Pete and I end up in the middle together.
"But it's certainly ok if we do?" Linda said suddenly jumping in.
"Ah oh..." Jack said smiling. "Guess I should have seen that one coming!"
"Ok, nuff...lets play!" Kay said taking her seat, choosing a light blue very busty looking figure as her playing piece.
Jack went first. "What does this mean?" he asked. Kay glanced at the board.
"It means you have to stand on one leg, patting the top of your head with your hand until it's your turn to roll again. If you put your leg down, or quit patting your head, then you have to take your clothes off."
"You mean a piece of clothing," he said smugly.
"No...says right here, 'all' of your clothing!"
"Damn...this game gets serious in a hurry doesn't it?" he confirmed reading the rules.
"Yep!"
Jack made it through to his turn, though Linda had now taken his place performing the same act. "Do you still have to do this if you're already naked?" she asked.
"Yep!" Kay giggled. "Which could get interesting," she added with a knowing wink.
Everyone had either taken a drink based on the square they'd landed on, or a "Tell a naughty story" card. Which Jack had gotten quite a kick out of in telling as poor Linda continued to jump up and down patting her head until she finally gave up. "Ok...ok, I give up!" she announced matter of factly, already removing her clothes without so much as a hint about being embarrassed about it. And though I found myself becoming aroused, I turned away as she finished undressing.
"Do I get to sit now?" she asked.
"I suppose," Kay quipped giggling. "Ok, Pete...your turn!"
I rolled, landing on the first 'Dare you to' card. Picking one from the deck, I turned it over and immediately saw it was one of the hand-written ones.
"Well? What's it say?" Kay asked.
"It...it...says," I began, faltering for words as Kay grabbed the card out of my hand.
"It says:" she began with a smile, "I dare you to lean over and suck the right nipple of the person on your left for one full turn."
"Who wrote that?" Jack asked smiling.
"I did," Linda blushed actually admitting it. "So I guess Pete, that means, you get to suck Kay's right titty."
I quickly glanced over towards Jack, all he did was smile and shake his head. "You drew it...you do it!" he told me.
Seeing as that Kay was still fully dressed, I proceeded to make the attempt to do that through her blouse. "It says, nipple!" Kay stated seriously. And then to my amazement, she unbuttoned her blouse, and pulled her bra down exposing her breast. Once again I glanced over towards my brother, but all he did was palm the dice and smile at me.
"Suck away little brother!"
So...I did.
If I'd been a bit buzzy earlier, I was really getting buzzy now. So far, no one had been stranded in the middle for very long, at least not long enough for anyone else to join them and have to draw a so-called 'naughty card'. But then, all that changed. Kay was the first to arrive, followed by Linda when it came to be her turn.
"Now what?" I asked curiously, an edge of bewildered excitement coursing through me as I contemplated the possibilities here.
Linda drew the first naughty card from the deck. "What's it say?" Jack asked impatiently as Linda read it to herself. She was blushing.
"It says...that I have to perform oral sex on the person I'm with," she said blushingly. I glanced over towards Kay, and though she'd so far managed to remain dressed, she immediately stood and slipped off her white shorts and panties, sitting down again facing her sister as she sat. Only then did she reach for the one-minute sand-clock turning it over.
"You may begin!" she said with a giggle.
Without even a moments hesitation Linda knelt before her sister's exposed pussy and began lapping at her unabashedly.
"Holy shit!" I moaned without even realizing I'd spoken.
"You can say that again," Jack confirmed standing up so he could see better. And I realized when he did, that Jack was sporting an enormous erection, long ago having lost his clothing as well, but obviously not the least bit embarrassed by it at all.
"Time!" he announced reluctantly. "Ok, my turn!"
Jack landed on another 'dare you to' card and read. "I dare you to fondle the woman's pussy on your left." That was Linda. And he immediately stood, beginning to do so for the full minute of the sand glass as Linda sat back in her chair, eyes closed, legs spread obviously enjoying it.
"Whew! Some game!" I said moments later. "This is pretty wild," I added nervously.
"Hell, and we're just getting started too!" Kay finished just as the last of the sand fell in the minute glass. "Time!"
It wasn't long before everyone was naked, feeling less and less inhibited with the help of several drinks along the way, which was just as well when I ended up in the middle of the board, along with Kay when she joined me moments later.
"Naughty card!" Jack yelled excitedly drawing it before even Kay could retrieve it.
"What's it say?" Linda questioned, the same question I was asking silently, nervously.
"Ah oh..." Jack mused glancing over towards me.



"What?"
"This is a bonus card."
"Bonus card? What's that mean?" I asked.
"Say's that you get to fuck...doggy-style, obviously with Kay here...for five minutes, instead of one!"
"Ah oh!" Linda giggled looking towards me. I glanced towards Kay as she licked her seductive lips.
"Think you can last that long?" she questioned.
"Jack?"
"Don't look at me little brother, you're the one that drew the card, but knowing how nice her pussy feels, I'm willing to take bets you don't last that long."
"Well?" Kay said walking around the table, "whip it out Pete...and don't look so nervous, you really are amongst family you know!"
Ok, I admit it. I'd indulged in secret, private little fantasies about my sister-in-law. I knew that she and Jack had an incredible sex-life. Hell, he was always telling me about it, telling me how fantastic in bed Kay was, not to mention how she gave what he called "A world class blow-job!" So knowing that, I'd had several private little sessions with myself wondering what Kay looked like naked. I'd seen her briefly so, just once when we'd spent the weekend camping and had gone down to the lake after sunset to go skinny-dipping. But that had been the only time, and it had been dark, so I'd not gotten as good a look at her as I'd hoped for. Not until now anyway.
I was nervous, but I was also aroused as hell. The mere thought of actually fucking my own sister-in-law, in front of her sister, as well as my very own brother had the most erotic, most decadent feel to it I could have ever imagined. Even the look on Linda's face spoke volumes, and I actually watched as she dropped her hand down between her legs, petting herself briefly, absentmindedly perhaps as she waited for me to undress and begin fucking her sister.
I'd actually managed to undress without looking directly towards anyone, spotting Kay, now naked as the day she was born, kneeling on the soft grass next to the table, wiggling her ass towards me. "Ready whenever you are!" she said with an additional wiggle. For a moment, it felt like the time I'd competed in gymnastics, going for a medal as I stood at the end of the ramp readying myself to take my vault. On one side stood Jack holding the silly looking sand-timer in his hand, the other...Linda as she actually moved her seat over in order to sit down and watch.
"What if I..."
"Cum?" Kay finished for me. "Then cum...just pull out before you do," she added. "Not that I can get pregnant," (she couldn't) "But...it's fun to watch!" Linda finished for her with a naughty, lewd tone of voice when she said it.
"Gzactly!" Both girls said simultaneously.
I knelt nervously behind Kay, that sweet luscious looking ass of hers beckoning towards me. I glanced once last time towards Jack seeking assurance. He merely smiled, nodding his head, then said: "Ready? Set? GO!"
I felt my cock slide deep inside that wet slippery fuck-tunnel of my sister-in-law. It was heavenly! And as I did, I forgot all about Jack's standing there watching me, though I couldn't help but notice Linda as she placed both legs well up within the chair, spreading her pussy lips a part with her hands, and began to unashamedly masturbate herself as she sat there watching me fucking her sister.
"Oh yeah Petey!" Kay cried out. "Fuck me baby...fuck me! That's it honey, fuck me nice and deep...nice and hard!"
I continued to do so as Jack maneuvered himself over in front of his wife. Ok, so maybe it wasn't part of the game, but for some odd reason, I think the old game had suddenly come to an end, and a brand new one was just beginning. Kay took her husbands cock and began sucking it as I continued fucking her from behind. About that time Linda stood up, wandered over and slid beneath Kay. Before I knew it, she was licking her sister's hot juicy quim from below her as I continued fucking into her from behind.
"Holy fucking shit!" I exclaimed as I watched all of this unfolding before me.
"You can say that again," Jack grinned excitedly. "And...knowing the girls the way I now do...we're just getting started here!"
Jack was right about one thing, there was no way in hell I was going to last the full five minutes, not at this pace anyway. "Fuck! I'm gonna..."
"Cum!" Kay yelled back at me. "Cum Petey...cum!"
Hearing that, Linda reached up, yanking my cock literally out of her sister's cunt. In the next instant she was sucking the life-force out of me, I felt the first jettison of my cream suddenly exploding inside of her sweet precious mouth as she drained me. Likewise, Jack's sudden pleasured cry of release came but a few moments later, and I looked up to see Kay sucking my brother's prick for all she was worth, knowing as she did that he was filling her mouth just as I was busily filling her sister's mouth with my own hot funky spunk.
"Whew!" Kay said a few minutes later. "Well...now that the 'boys' have gotten their rocks off...I'd say it's about time that we did. Don't you Linda?" she said seductively.
"Yeah...I do. So, who gets who?" she asked.
About that time Kay placed their game pieces in her hands, then held them behind her back. "Pick Petey," she told me. "And who ever you pick, we get to lay down on the blanket side by side while you go down on us!"
Either way...I couldn't lose.
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I had joined the Navy shortly after graduation. We were headed home to port after an extended cruise, my last as I was due for rotation to shore-duty and from there to an honorable discharge six month's later. Still several days away before we docked, I'd received a telegram from my mother. The fact she'd sent a telegram rather than a letter told me it was urgent. Worried, I quickly opened it the moment I'd received it, and laughed. Good old mom. My younger sister Cindy had finally come out of the proverbial closet as it were, announcing to my parents something I had known for a number of years. She was gay, and had finally gotten around to telling them. The only bad part as I saw it was in making that announcement, she had also informed them she was moving to the west coast where she had gotten a lucrative job working for a newspaper as a reporter.
As I finished reading the telegram, relieved that nothing of a serious nature had actually happened, my mother's final words to me were to look up my sister as soon as I arrived to see if I could convince her to change her life-style. Once again I laughed. I had every intention of seeing her of course, after all she was my sister, but I had no intention in "talking" to her as mother had asked me to. It had been over a year now since I had seen her last. Excited she would be living and working in the same city where I'd be stationed, I looked forward to spending time with her again.
I sent a telegram back to my mother telling her I was indeed anxious to see Cindy, though not for the same reasons she was. And wrote my sister letting her know when it was we'd be sailing into port.
When the day arrived, I along with everyone else stood by the railing in an attempt to spot those who had come to see us in. I wasn't too surprised to discover that I couldn't pick my sister out from the throng of wives and relatives who stood anxiously waiting for us to finally begin debarkation from aboard ship.
Finally it was my turn to leave. Throwing my duffle bag over my shoulder, I made my way down to the dock wondering if Cindy had ever received my telegram. I hadn't heard back from her after sending it, prepared to catch a Taxi to my sister's address that mother had given me.
"Jack?"
Hearing my name being called out was a bit of a surprise. But the familiarity behind the voice wasn't. Spinning around, setting my duffle bag down on the pavement as I did, I expectantly turned to see my sister standing there. Which she was of course, but I hadn't expected to see her looking as she was. It had been well over a year since I'd last seen her, but I wasn't prepared for the obvious change in her during that time. At just a little over five feet, Cindy had always been considered 'petite'. For as long as I'd known her, she'd always worn her light brown hair long. Turning, it took me a moment to realize I was actually staring at my little sister. Her hair was now blonde, and only slightly longer than mine was.
"Cindy?" I found myself actually questioning.
The eyes, and certainly the smile was the same however. Cindy immediately came into my arms giving me a warm sisterly hug.
"Well? What do you think?" she said stepping away, spinning around in a circle.
"I like!" I said honestly, still getting used to this new look, realizing as I did that this was probably something else my mother had had to deal with though without expressing it in words to me.
It was also at that moment that I saw another woman standing a short distance away. Catching her eye, she smiled. She was strikingly beautiful. Unlike my sister, she wore her near coal black hair long, well down the middle of her back though at the moment it was tightly braided.
"Jack? This is...Melinda," Cindy said hesitating briefly before giving me her name.
I wasn't sure if she'd considered saying something other than that, partner, or lover perhaps. But just in the way she introduced Melinda to me said it all. Turning towards her, Melinda extended her hand in greeting. As she did, I heard Cindy giggle.
"Oh for hells sake Mel," Cindy began, using the far more intimate acknowledgement of her partner by using the shortened version of her name. "He's my brother, he's family...just like you are. Give him a hug!" she said laughing.
I smiled, albeit a bit awkwardly as I wasn't sure if 'Mel' as Cindy had called her was quite prepared to be receiving a hug from me just yet. Melinda smiled back however just as warmly, and stepped into my arms.
"Cindy's told me quite a bit about you," she said easily as she hugged me.
The fact that I had been at sea for several months, away from any female contact became an instant reminder to me. The feel of Melinda's breasts pressed against my chest alerted me to a wakening condition that had no business occurring, especially under these circumstances, and I hastily pulled away breaking the unexpected hug. I'd only had one serious relationship during High School, someone whom I'd expected to settle down with. Shortly after graduation however, Daniel had gotten pregnant, and not by me. Which was the main reason I had enlisted in the Navy in the first place. To put things behind me, and find a way of dealing with the only woman I had ever known or even been with. Still, standing there hugging Mel reminded me how long it had been since I'd even held another woman, the rapid hardening of my prick ringing alarm bells inside my head. Fearing she'd notice, I pulled back stepping away. I was relieved when Mel showed no outward signs that she was aware of my awkward condition.
"Come on, let's get out of here," Cindy grabbed my arm inserting hers through it.
I grabbed my duffle bag hefting it back on my shoulder. Cindy placed her free arm around Melinda's waist, and together we headed off arm in arm that way back to their car.
"I don't have to report until tomorrow," I'd said answering my sister's question. "I'll get an assignment to the barracks until I can find a place of my own."
"Barracks?" Melinda questioned.
"You don't have to worry about that Jack, you can stay with us until you can find a place," Cindy added firmly.
I shot Melinda a worried glance, but she merely smiled nodding her head.
"We've already discussed it, there's plenty of room. You can have the sofa bed in the living room while you're there. Cindy and I share one bedroom, Veronica and Theresa share the other."
"Veronica and Theresa?" I asked nearly dropping my bag.
"Yeah, our other roommates," Cindy said easily. "After I moved here, I met the three of them at one of the local bars. We've all been the best of friends ever since. And don't worry Jack, I've told them all about you, and it was at their suggestion that you stay with us until you can find yourself a place to live."
I reminded myself not to mention a word of this to any of the guys I knew. Not that there was anything wrong with my sister being a lesbian, but staying with four lesbians was bound to cause quite a stir amongst my ship-mates.
We drove to their apartment in Cindy's truck. Sitting in the middle, Mel put her arm around Cindy's shoulders affectionately. It was evident they truly cared about one another, and though I had never been worried or concerned about my sister's preference for other women, I found myself assured as we drove that she was truly happy. By the time we arrived, I felt like I had known Mel a lot longer than thirty minutes, and felt totally comfortable around her as she was with me.
Which was a good thing, as I was about to meet Theresa and Veronica where my entire way of thinking was about to be turned upside down and inside out.
My sister might have been a lesbian, but she and Melinda were just as feminine looking as any other woman you'd see out on the street. When I met Veronica, though she didn't have that masculine appearance to her necessarily, the look in her eyes was one of no-nonsense. She managed to convey to me while gripping my hand firmly in greeting that she didn't take shit from anyone, especially men if they thought themselves superior. She too wore her hair fairly short, swept back behind her ears, dark brown though frosted. She had a nice chest, but I immediately discarded any thought in that direction out of fear that merely touching my hand she'd somehow be able to read my mind. To put it simply, I had no intention of getting on Veronica's bad side.
Theresa on the other hand was a sultry, beautiful looking woman with shimmering strawberry blond hair that fell well beyond her shoulders, though not quite as long in length as Melinda's hair was. With a fair complexion to go along with that, Theresa looked almost too fragile as though any time spent in the sun would wrinkle that baby smooth skin detracting from that porcelain doll look she portrayed. Shorter than everyone else including my sister, it seemed odd that she would be paired with Veronica, who was a good inch taller than I was.
"Come on Jack, dinners getting cold!" Cindy said, leading me into the dinning room
In honor of my homecoming, Veronica and Theresa had fixed a fabulous dinner. Sitting around the table, we enjoyed our feast, talking well into the night until before anyone realized it, it was past midnight.
"Well, I guess we'd best turn in," Sis said with a yawn. "Big day tomorrow, we need to go clothes shopping for Jack," she announced to everyone.
I had very little in the way of 'civilian' clothes with me, which I had told sis about earlier. Which is when she came up with the idea of her and Mel taking me out shopping.
"You'd best go first Jack," Cindy told me pointing down the hall.
I'd been made aware of the bathroom situation earlier. Cindy and Mel had a shower and toilet in the bathroom connecting their bedroom. The 'bath' and second toilet could be accessed on two sides. One from the hallway, the other from the bedroom Veronica and Theresa shared. Needless to say, time spent in the bath was at a premium, and I hurriedly made my way to one before the girls started preparing for bed.
By the time I immerged from the bathroom, Cindy and Mel had made up the sofa bed for me to sleep in. Veronica and Theresa had already disappeared into their room. As I usually slept in nothing but a pair of Navy boxers, I was very careful keeping the fly on them from opening, actually having to hold it closed with one hand. Seeing this, Melinda actually laughed.
"I think we also need to get him something to sleep in, or at least a pair of men's briefs while we're out shopping tomorrow," she added with a wink.
My sister joined her in agreement, looking down at my crotch as I attempted to hold the opening closed with my hand as I prepared to jump into bed.
"Good idea. Especially if either Veronica or Theresa gets out of bed to get something to drink later," Cindy turned looking at me.
"Why's that?" I asked curiously.
"Because, they both sleep in the nude. I can only imagine the difficulties that might cause if you should happen to be up when either of them came marching into the kitchen," she said with a wicked gleam in her eyes.
I felt my face turning crimson.
"Don't worry. I'm a pretty sound sleeper," I informed her. "Even if either of them does get up, I probably won't even hear them," I stated, trying to assure her I wouldn't make any attempt to spy on them, let alone anything else. Cindy giggled however without comment. But Melinda did.
"You don't know Veronica very well yet," she said with a hint of something else behind the comment.
I saw my sister cast Melinda a warning frown. "We had a talk about that already Mel," she said quickly.
Turning back towards me, her features softened and she leaned over to give me an affectionate kiss.
"Sleep tight big brother. See you in the morning!"
"Night sis, night Melinda," I replied as they turned to head off towards their bedroom.
"Goodnight Jack," Mel said looking back at me over her shoulder. "Sweet dreams!"
I saw my sister give her what I thought was a playful punch in the side when she said that. But I couldn't help but wonder if she had given me some sort of a warning at the same time. The bed was comfortable enough, and I was tired, so I soon drifted comfortably off to sleep.
It had been a long time since I'd been with a woman. Sharing an apartment with four of them, even if they were lesbians, with one being my sister, still had all sorts of thoughts racing through my mind as I drifted off to sleep. I began to dream. In my dream, I felt the soft touch of someone's hand slowly stroking me to hardness. Her soothing voice beckoning to me, arousing me with her words.
"Jack?" she whispered. "Jack, wake up," she continued to urge me.
The dream was too good. The touch of her hand was too good. I didn't want to wake up, whoever was calling me, talking to me, was interrupting the best fucking dream I'd had in a long, long time.
"I'm up," I said simply, giving into the prompting to open my eyes. In doing so, I frowned inwardly as the lusty images I'd been enjoying evaporated like a morning mist crossing the lake. Though the images had disappeared, the sensations continued. Which is when I realized that someone was indeed fondling my very aroused erection.
"I'll say you are!"
Now I really was awake as I sat up in surprise. Veronica was sitting on the bed next to me. The last person I'd ever expected to wake up and find stroking my cock, if I was to even pick one, was Veronica.
"What the hell?"
"Shhh, you'll wake everyone," she whispered.
I felt goose bumps suddenly appear all over my body. The sensuality of her voice as she spoke almost conspiratorial to me made the 'moment' we were sharing extremely erotic.
"What are you doing anyway?" I asked as her hand continued to playfully stroke my erection.
"Isn't it obvious?"
"You know what I mean," I answered.
I didn't want the delicious sensations to stop, but I pulled away from her anyway, rolling over just enough that she was forced to withdraw her hand. Confused for one thing, nervous as hell for another, I was glad my eyes had now accustomed themselves to the darkness so I could see her better.
"Umm, unless I missed something, aren't you a...a..."
"Lesbian?" she finished for me.
"Ah, yeah, something like that. Which again begs the question, what are you doing since you are?"
Veronica laughed, though she did so quietly enough that there was no worry that anyone would have heard her.
"Believe it or not Jack, I was once married...to a man. Just because I prefer the company of women doesn't mean I still don't enjoy a good fuck once in a while!"
"Which you think I would be?" I questioned, still confused, still nervous, but growing more and more excited by the second.
"I don't know. I hope so. Unless you're not interested," she added.
Oh, I was interested all right. But I was also scared to death. Like I said, it had been a long, long time. The last thing I wanted to do, especially with Veronica was to have performance problems for one thing. And for another, I didn't want to become 'fodder' for her having something to laugh about later if I failed to pleasure her. Which with her being a lesbian was foremost on my mind at the moment.
"Well? You want to or not?"
My cock answered for me, throbbing with interest, which she saw even in the darkness of the living room. Seeing that, Veronica smiled. Without so much as another word, I lay there watching as she reached down peeling the over-sized tee shirt she was wearing up and over her head. It was all she was wearing too. As the garment came off, Veronica revealed two of the loveliest breasts I'd seen in quite some time. Even in the few 'stroke' magazines, which had been my only source of pleasure up until now.
Veronica had large breasts, though not overly so. But she did have the biggest nipples I'd ever seen before. Her areolas nearly covered the tips of both breasts, dark brown, though complimenting her olive skinned complexion. She'd also had her bellybutton pierced, a tiny diamond stud nestled comfortably inside her naval. Even in the darkness it sparkled periodically as it caught the reflection of the full moon peeking in through the window at us.
Slipping into bed beside me, my hands automatically reached out to capture those twin orbs of beauty. She moaned as I did, drawing herself even closer to me, her hand once again seeking me out. As she did that, I wrapped my lips around one of those wonderful extended nipples, feeling the tautness of it as I tenderly licked, sucked and caressed it with my tongue. Veronica moaned once again, a little louder this time, reminding me when she did how precarious our situation was.
"Shhh," I whispered. "Someone might hear us,"
I heard a giggle.
"Someone has!"
Veronica laughed. "I was wondering when you'd come out to join us."
I first saw the shadow of another presence. Then, as Theresa crossed into the faint light of the moon that was sharing our bed, I realized who had giggled. Not too surprisingly as I certainly hadn't expected either Melinda or my sister upon hearing the sound of another's voice.
"Room for me?" Theresa asked already slipping into bed on the other side, effectively sandwiching Veronica in between us.
"Always," came the reply.
I watched as Theresa leaned over giving Veronica a very passionate kiss. It was the most erotic thing I'd ever witnessed. Still busily tonguing my way around her left breast, Theresa cupped Veronica's right one, tenderly toying with her already extended nipple, tweaking it playfully.
"Fuck I'm horny!" Veronica announced. "Come on Jack, fuck me!" she stated boldly.
Lying on her back, Veronica let me know how she wanted me to do that by informing me to lay crossways to her. The reasoning behind that became immediately apparent as I slowly began to ease my prick inside that wonderfully wet cunt. As I began to slip myself inside, Theresa positioned herself over Veronica in a very familiar '69' position. Hungrily, Veronica began devouring her partner's pussy with a series of pleasurable flicks of her tongue, eliciting soft mewling sounds from Theresa as she did. Seconds later, Theresa lowered herself spreading Veronica's pussy lips apart with her hands baring the hard nubbin of her sex. Delightedly, I watched as she began spearing her extended clit with her tongue, licking that delicate sensitive piece of flesh while I slowly began thrusting my prick in and out of Veronica's pussy, matching the tempo of pleasuring that both women had set.
"Oh yes...yes. That's it. Just like that Jack, keep fucking me, just...like...that!"
Theresa periodically glanced up towards me, smiling whenever she did, ensuring that her tongue remained embedded inside her lovers throbbing quim. When she tentatively extended one hand to caress my rapidly tightening balls, I nearly lost it.
"Oh fuck!" I groaned unable to control myself. "Too loud!" I admonished myself silently, fearful that I would awaken Melinda, and worse...my sister. The last thing I wanted was to be confronted by her with my prick buried deep inside Veronica's cunt. Not only would it be too embarrassing to bare, I would in all likelihood find myself catching a taxi back to the base in the middle of the night. Even if this had been Veronica's idea, with Theresa merely complicating the mix, I wasn't sure how well my being with the two of them would be received by Melinda or Cindy. And as much as I was enjoying the unbelievable encounter, I continually glanced down the darkened hallway expecting to see either one of them or both coming in to investigate what all the noise was about.
"I'm almost there," Veronica purred, effectively driving away my fears momentarily. I began to increase the tempo and depth of my penetrations much to Veronica's delight.
"Oh yeah! Yeah! That's it! Just like that Jack! Keep fucking me, just like that! Theresa, suck my clit baby, suck it hard now...make me cum!" Veronica sang as the quiver of her excitement totally took control over her voice.



My fear and nervousness, though not quite making me lose my erection, had in fact desensitized it slightly, just enough that I somehow managed to delay the still escalating need to empty my balls inside that warm wet cunt.
"Oh fuck Theresa! Suck it baby! Suck it! I'm gonna cum!"
There was no soft whispering expression of joy in that statement. It was full out loud. Once again I glanced towards the darkened hallway, fully expecting to see my sister come bounding down it with every intention of throwing my decadent ass out of her apartment. In the meantime, Veronica continued to moan and groan in wild abandon as Theresa planted her face so firmly inside Veronica's pussy that I thought momentarily she might actually suffocate.
Veronica thrashed about wildly for a moment, dislodging my prick in the process. Clamping her thighs together, she literally locked Theresa's head where it was. Theresa didn't seem to mind though, if anything, the sounds of her furious sucking on Veronica's pussy told me that she'd found a liquid treasure there and was proceeding to consume every bit of it that she could find.
To my surprise, the thunder of footsteps running down the hall never manifested themselves. Once again the room fell into a much calmer silence, though the sounds of both women attempting to catch their respective breaths still filled my ears with continued worry at discovery.
"Fuck that was nice!" Veronica sighed contentedly after a short time.
Glancing towards me, then glancing at my semi-wilted prick she addressed Theresa as she reached down to begin fondling my less than full erection.
"Ever see a guy cum before?"
Theresa shook her head no. "Never have," she added, emphasizing the point. "Always wondered about that though."
Veronica giggled lustily. "How about it Jack? You ready to put on a little show for Theresa and I?"
Before I could answer her however, she began stroking my cock up and down with some measure of purpose behind it.
"I don't think it will take him too long to cum. Thought he was about to do so inside me for a moment in fact," she expressed to Theresa as though I wasn't even there.
"Can I help?" Theresa questioned.
I felt her place her delicately small hand at the base of my cock while Theresa moved hers up effectively caressing and stroking the super-sensitive tip of my prick. Squeezing it, she produced a fat droplet of pre-cum.
"Hmm, joy-juice!" she exclaimed happily rubbing it all over the head of my dick, and down the shaft. "Here, you try it!"
Theresa and Veronica's hands exchanged places. Veronica now stroked the bottom half of my shaft, though she added caressing my balls to her stroking. Theresa having watched Veronica's prick-squeezing technique, easily produced a second even more voluminous oozing of pre-cum fuck juice, squealing unabashedly as it leaked out the tiny eye-slit of my throbbing member. She quickly gathered up the pearly droplet of moisture, spreading it all about the head of my prick until I thought I was going to come up off of the bed in orgasmic delight.
"Oh yeah. He's getting really close now," Veronica said with amusement. "Just watch it that he doesn't squirt his stuff in your eyes. That fucking burns!" she announced, once again causing me to flinch knowingly, worried that I might accidentally do something just like that.
"Just tell us when you're there," Veronica said soothing my concern. "We want to watch it...not wear it," she added.
I felt the familiar tingling deep inside my balls. They had tightened considerably, especially with Veronicas caress.
I'm going to...cum!" Gritting my teeth, feeling my face tighten with pleasure.
I felt the first explosion, somehow keeping my eyes open as the rope of white pleasure flew from the tip of my prick. Taken by surprise slightly, Theresa had leaned back out of the way as though my cum if touching her would sear her flesh like sunlight to a vampire. Thankfully, Veronica took over from her using both hands to pump the second, third and fourth massive spendings from my lurching cock.
"Wow! That's certainly interesting!" Theresa said in curious wonder. "I've never actually seen a guy climax before."
"Well you have now!" Veronica responded still stroking my cock though it had quit erupting at the moment.
Even with whatever limited exposure Veronica had had, the tone of her voice told me she too had enjoyed the experience. Perhaps more than she was letting on as she continued to softly fondle and pump my prick up and down even though there was nothing left except a few minor tremors still coursing through my body.
Veronica finally released me. Her hands covered in the slippery essence of my orgasm. Reaching over towards Theresa, Veronica cupped both of her partner's breasts, smearing my liquid pleasure all over her.
"Makes a nice massage cream," she giggled. "And I hear it's really good for the complexion too!"
Theresa tossed her head back in unexpected pleasure. Veronica spread the new found massage cream back and forth across Theresa's erect nipples, eliciting a deep-throated moan of ecstasy.
"Oh yeah. Do it again!" she quipped looking at me with a more than lusty smile on her face, which made me laugh.
"Glad to. Only it's going to take me a few before I can," I stated almost apologetically.
"Well, in the meantime then," Veronica said pushing Theresa down onto her back. "You can entertain yourself watching us!"
I watched as Veronica comfortably positioned herself between Theresa's legs. Theresa spread her thighs suggestively, almost obscenely so. It was wonderful! Moments later I watched as Veronica's tongue teasingly began to probe Theresa's slit. Looking up, Veronica focused on her lover's face anticipating her reaction as she began probing Theresa's pussy with her tongue.
"Oh, God baby! That feels so fucking good!"
Veronica smiled, closed her eyes briefly and went back to tonguing Theresa's quim with a much more determined effort. Though out of commission momentarily, seeing the two of them together like this had already reawakened my arousal. With Theresa's breasts so available, almost begging for attention, I leaned over capturing both of her hard taut nipples, one in my mouth, and the other between my fingers.
"Oh fuck yes, that feels good too!" Theresa exclaimed as I continued rolling her marble sized nipples with both my tongue and fingers.
Veronica brought Theresa to the edge, twice, before stopping both times ensuring that her excitement level was at its peak.
"I'm going to fuck you now baby. Fuck you hard, and fast. It's time to make you cum!"
The way she spoke wasn't a suggestion, it was a factual promise. The fire of desire in her eyes seemed as though they were burning with anticipation as she swung herself about. Nestling her legs between Theresa's in a scissor-like fashion, the two women interlocked their long beautiful legs, wrapping them about one another.
Still watching, mesmerized by the titillating spectacle taking place before me, I could also hear the delicious erotic sounds of their wet pussies coming together in an intimate kiss of flesh that can only be preformed by two women merging together as they were.
Needless to say, by now my prick was rock hard.
It was obvious by the way they so sensually moved together they'd perfected the pussy caress they were giving one another. It was also just as obvious by the subtle look Veronica gave me that any contact by me was neither wanted, nor needed at the moment.
My cock however now had a need of its own.
Grasping my shaft, I began a gentle slow stroking of it while watching the two of them together. Veronica continued to eye me, her eyes widening in approval as I began masturbating. The corners of her lips barely indicating a smile as she fought to give me one through the obvious pleasure she was receiving from Theresa's continued grinding against her.
As their breaths became more and more labored from their coupling, the tempo of my stroking increased. No longer able to contain my pleasures quite so silently, I moaned watching them, drawing Theresa's attention to me briefly. The look on her face serene as she gazed momentarily at my prick, a sudden hard-felt press from Veronica triggering what would become the first of several multiple 'mini' orgasms.
"Oh...oh...oh," Theresa gasped.
I could feel the pressure building, knowing in that instant as I watched Theresa's face screw up in supreme ecstasy that I was about to join her. Veronica actually grinned this time, nodding her head as she spoke.
"Do it! Do it!" she near whispered.
I felt the liquid cascade from my prick. Not nearly as voluminous as it had been previously, too soon since my last, but the sensation was equally as thrilling as my seed spilled from the end of my cock. I fought to keep my eyes open, watching the two of them together as Veronica bucked wildly against Theresa in the throes of orgasmic delight, triggering yet another for her.
Spent, I rolled over onto my back attempting to catch my breath listening to the two women attempting to do the same. A second later I felt a light brush against my cheek. The feel of both Theresa's lips and Veronica's as they kissed me on either side.
"Thank you, that was fun," Theresa whispered warmly.
"See you in the morning," Veronica added. "Sweet dreams," she purred standing up.
Like two Wraiths having drained their victim, they moved off back into the darkness of the hallway hand in hand, apparitions disappearing back into their bedroom leaving me alone with my thoughts. Though I was certainly awake, in a way it was as though I had just risen from a dream. Had I not felt the moisture from my spending running down towards my balls, I'd have wondered if I'd indeed been dreaming, rather than actually experiencing such erotic pleasures.
Seconds later, I followed Veronica's advise and sought the sweet dreams she'd assured me of when she'd left.
#
I woke to the smells of crispy bacon and fresh hot coffee. I stretched languishly enjoying the warmth of the morning sun as it caressed my chest in greeting through the window.
I also had to pee. And I also had a morning erection, not exactly conducive to peeing first thing in the morning. Rolling out of bed, I quickly slipped down the hallway towards the bathroom, the sounds of someone busily fixing breakfast in the kitchen. I tried the knob, the door was locked.
"Occupied!" I heard Theresa's voice saying through the door.
"Sorry!" I responded stepping away, letting go of the doorknob.
"Try the other one," she offered.
Looking down, I saw my morning hard-on poking its head through the opening of my boxers. There was nothing for it but to tuck it away again and attempt to keep myself...and it confined until I could pee. Glancing towards my sister's bedroom I saw that their door was open.
"Thank God!" I told myself.
I quickly made my way over to their room, peeking inside before entering. Melinda was still in bed, asleep. I glanced past her sleeping nude form towards their bathroom, the door was open. Obviously it must have been my sister who was busy preparing breakfast in the kitchen. Lying on her stomach, there wasn't much to see really except the smoothness of her back. I stepped into the room as silently as possible walking past the bed towards the bathroom. Melinda stirred when I did, rolling over onto her side. I froze. As her breasts came into view, I took a moment to admire them before feeling my morning hard stiffening, reminding me it was going to be difficult enough as it was if I was still going to attempt to relieve myself.
I stepped into the bathroom reaching to close the door and heard it squeak horribly as I did.
"Why haven't they greased the hinges?" I wondered, telling myself as I did to do it for her later on in order to make myself a little more useful.
Only partially closed, I stepped over to the toilet, raising the seat also mentally reminding myself to put the lid down once again after I was finished.
I stood there trying to will my prick to soften enough so I could urinate. As I concentrated on that, the image of Melinda's nude form lying there in bed continued to complicate the situation. That...and the recollection of the wild evening I'd experienced the night before. Even so, I grimaced, straining to somehow force the stream of piss from my member, which was currently bent painfully at an angle as I pointed my stiffness towards the bowl.
In order to ensure that I didn't piss all over the seat, the floor or myself, I stepped slightly away from the toilet. Placing one hand against the wall leaning forward aiming my erection directly into the bowl, I stood there gritting my teeth trying to force the issue.
"And to think I once envied guys who could pee while standing."
I turned my head seeing Melinda who now stood in the doorway of the bathroom, arms folded across her chest as she leaned against the doorframe watching me. She was nude, the soft tuft of neatly trimmed hair framing the outline of her lips though I dared not look at them any longer than a moment before tearing my eyes away to look directly into hers.
"Occupational hazard," I responded. "Nothing worse than a morning woody."
Melinda laughed. "This going to take very long?" she questioned. "I've gotta pee too!"
It was. Especially now. Once again I stepped away though not before lowering the seat, then bowing with a gracious wave of my arm inviting her to sit. She did.
"Maybe this will help," she said teasingly. "Or I could turn the water on in the sink," she added.
A moment later I could hear the sound of her piss as she far more easily relieved herself.
It was, and it wasn't helping. Now I really had to go, but looking at her sitting there, her perky tits invitingly staring at me had only worsened my already painful stiff prick.
Melinda finished, unrolling a length of toilet paper, wiping herself, then standing lifting the seat up once again.
"No sense flushing until you're done. Waste of water," she stated matter-of-factly still staring at me.
I smiled at her, awkwardly. To make matters worse, now I was pee-shy.
"Sure you don't want me to turn the water on?"
I was about to give up. As silly as all this was, I was becoming embarrassed not to mention still being excited.
"Here, let me help," Melinda said walking around behind me as I stood there still pointing my cock in some effort to finally pee.
Before I could respond, I felt her hand reaching around clasping my prick forcing mine away.
"I don't really think that's going to help much," I said seriously now more pee-shy than ever.
"Well, the way I see it, we need to resolve one problem in order to take care of the other."
I was about to ask her what she meant by that when she began stroking my cock back and forth.
"Obviously, you can't pee when you have an erection. But can you cum when you have to pee?" she asked half-seriously.
"Guess we're about to find out," I said feeling my knees weaken a little, once again bracing myself by placing my hands back against the wall for support.
Standing behind me, I felt Melinda lean closer against me, her soft breasts snuggling against my back, her nipples digging firmly into my flesh. The feel of her tiny hands as they encircled my dick, alternating back and forth as she slowly pumped my erection was soon bringing about another familiar sensation that became more needful now than the other had been.
"Am I doing any good? Or do you want me to stop?" she questioned.
"Oh fuck...don't stop!" I said worriedly, wondering if she'd actually been serious.
Melinda giggled, continued to stroke me, and continued to press her small hard breasts into my back, rotating them gently against me while she did.
"You like that?" "I fucking love it," I assured her.
"That's good. This isn't something I normally do you know," she added reminding me in one fell swoop that Melinda was, after all my sister's partner. Which also told me simultaneously that I once again treading on thin ice here nearly causing me to lose my erection. And that would have been ok, since I still had to pee, but at this point my cock was becoming rather confused.
Once again I'd nearly given up telling her that none of this was leading anywhere when she sensed my hesitation. Increasing her stroke, she also began to gently knead my balls with her other hand. That did it. The delicious sensation of climax quickly began to manifest itself as I shuddered, feeling it begin to course through my body almost immediately.
"Soon?" she asked unnecessarily.
"Real...soon," I just managed, already feeling my orgasm begin.
I felt the first ejaculate leave my prick, watched as it splattered with a great deal of force into the water below me. Behind, Melinda was looking around me, watching as her handy work sent spurt after wonderful spurt into the bowl.
"Feel good?" she asked.
"Oh fuck yes!" I sighed in delightful ecstasy
Melinda finally released me, stepping back. Drained, though immediately feeling the urge to pee again as I slowly recovered, I heard the sound of another voice that had joined us there in the bathroom.
"Make sure you wash up, breakfast is ready."
It had been years since my sister and I had seen one another naked. Not since we'd been innocent kids anyway. And certainly never like this. Still leaning over the toilet, hands braced against the wall, I hurriedly glanced up, but she had already turned leaving the room.
"Ah oh," I sounded. "Fuck! Fuck, fuck, fuck...fuck! Shit Melinda, I'm sorry!"
"Don't be. It wasn't your fault," she stated. "If Cindy's going to be mad at anyone, it will be me, not you. I wouldn't worry about it."
Her assurance did little to assuage me of the way I was feeling.
"Suddenly I'm not all that hungry. And at the moment...I no longer have to pee either!" I was surprised to hear Melinda laugh.
"Like I said Jack, you worry too much. There were a lot of things we discussed prior to your moving in with us. Just because we're lesbians doesn't mean that we're so close-minded to other possibilities, one of which was including you in a few of our sexual activities. Cindy told us that it had been a long time since you'd been with a woman. You really think we didn't consider the obvious sexual tension of your moving in here with us knowing that?"
Dumbfounded, I simply stood there looking at her.
"Cindy knows how I feel about her Jack. She knows that I love her, and given our commitment, I have no intention of living anywhere, or anyplace without her either. But..."
"But?"
"Yeah...but. She also knows that I don't have a problem with her being with other women, or even a man occasionally. Not all lesbians feel or think the way we do admittedly. But the truth is, all of us either have curiosities, or have been with a man from time to time. Simply for nothing else than enjoying a good 'fuck-buddy' once in a while."
"Really? And Cindy feels the same way you do?" I asked in astonishment.
"Yes, she does. So, if she's mad or upset, its not because of what we were doing in here, its because she's actually being a little protective over her brother. She doesn't want to see you getting hurt again like you were. Veronica, Theresa and I all assured her that if any of us were interested in being with you, that we wouldn't use you, or mislead you in our intentions. Anything we do...if we all agree and chose to do it, is for nothing more than a little fun and a whole lot of pleasure. Now then, is that something you can live with and walk away from when the time comes?"
I could only nod my head.
"Good. Now, I'll go have a chat with your sister."
Looking down, she saw my totally flaccid prick.
"And I think you should be able to pee now," she added smiling as she left.



She was right. I did.
#
By the time I had dressed and entered the kitchen, Cindy had finished cooking breakfast. Sitting down at the table, I looked for any signs that she was upset with me for what had happened in the bathroom. Cindy merely smiled however pouring me a cup of fresh hot coffee. Melinda finished making the toast and turned sitting down next to me.
"Everything ok?" I whispered.
"Everything's fine. Like I said, you worry too much," she whispered back.
Cindy leaned over giving Melinda an affectionate kiss on the neck before sitting down next to her.
"Everything is fine Jack, we talked. I just don't want there to be any misunderstandings or complications. As long as you understand that," Cindy told me.
Theresa and Veronica entered the kitchen a moment later. Just as I'd been warned about previously, Veronica entered wearing nothing more than a bathrobe that was more open than closed. Her full luscious breasts peeked invitingly at me as she sat down across from me pouring herself a cup of coffee.
"Well? Did you sleep ok?" she asked.
"Like a baby," I responded trying to avert my eyes away from the tantalizing bit of cleavage she was showing.
Theresa wasn't wearing much more than Veronica was. She'd thrown on a long tee shirt, but was braless. Her nipples pressed invitingly against the material, twin stiff little points that stood proudly off her chest. As she crossed the room towards the cupboards, opening one then reaching up to retrieve a coffee cup, her shirt lifted well enough away that her firm bare ass revealed itself.
Melinda had followed my gaze watching Theresa just as I had done. As I turned my attention away from Theresa's ass, I caught her eyes as they knowingly sought mine.
"I'm not surprised," Melinda said grinning wickedly. "Sounded to me like the three of you were having quite the time!"
I was glad I had sat my coffee down or I'd likely have spilled it. Obviously, they had heard and been aware of our fooling around. I quickly looked over towards my sister, but she too was smiling with no hint that she was upset by any of this.
"Certainly made you horny!" Cindy spoke to Melinda playfully.
"You didn't seem to complain when I started going down on you," Melinda retorted back. "As a matter of fact, I don't think I've seen you that horny in a long, long time!"
My sister actually blushed, but I saw her hand move beneath the table and knew she was giving Melinda an intimate little touch of assurance and acknowledgment of that factual truth.
"Ok, I admit it. I was turned on by what we were hearing. There, you satisfied?"
Cindy must have given Melinda a little pinch as she jumped with a wince, as Melinda attempted to reach back giving her one in return. My sister scooted her chair back out of the way however just as she did.
"Ah oh...now Cindy's in for it!" Theresa laughed realizing what was happening.
I of course had no clue, used to my sister's antics, but not to the extent that I was about to witness here.
Melinda stood, determination clearly etched into her face. Realizing that, Cindy bolted from the kitchen heading towards the living room on a dead run. I hadn't as yet folded in my couch-bed yet however, creating a forgotten obstacle for Cindy as she entered the room. She hesitated briefly in trying to determine the best way to go around it, which was her big mistake. That momentary lapse gave Melinda just time to catch up with her, tackling her about the waist just as Cindy made an effort to get away by stepping up onto the bed rather than going around it.
"Gotcha!" Melinda squealed delightedly.
All of us had followed the action into the living room just as Melinda tackled my sister throwing her down onto my bed. Watching the two of them struggle, even though I knew it nothing more than a little rough horseplay, was still a little weird for me. Melinda who was easily the stronger of the two, pinned my sisters arms above her head with one hand, and with the other, lifted Cindy's shirt up exposing her breasts before clamping her mouth down around one of my sister's nipples.
Cindy caught my eye briefly, and I could see by the expression on her face that though not exactly mortified, she did seem to be a little nervous about having herself exposed in front of me this way. She struggled even more fiercely because of it I believe, catching Melinda slightly off guard with her newfound strength.
"Help me Veronica!" Melinda cried out expectantly. "She's going to get away!"
Veronica happily joined in the fray, taking over for Melinda, by taking both arms in hers once again pinning them firmly down on the bed above her head.
Now free to use both of her hands, Melinda reached down removing my sister's short-shorts, and panties in one easy swift pull. Still fighting every step of the way, though no longer looking towards me, Cindy continued to struggle though Melinda managed to yank everything off her tossing the shorts and panties onto the floor.
"No! You can't!" Cindy screamed in alarm.
But Melinda was having none of that. "Oh yeah? Who says I can't...you?"
I stood there in amazement as Melinda hurriedly buried her face in between my sister's thighs. Though still squirming, wiggling in an effort to escape, between the two of them I knew Cindy had no such chance in doing so. After a few moments of Melinda caressing my sister's slit with her tongue, she seemed to melt, giving in to the pleasured onslaught of her femininity. Even Veronica let go of her arms, pulling her robe entirely off from herself, then reached down to cup and fondle my sister's breasts while Melinda continued tickling her clit with her tongue.
Initially it had felt a little awkward seeing my own sister in such a provocative position. But as I continued to stand there watching this, I saw the look of pure pleasure spread across her face, transforming her from simply being my sister into a woman who was obviously very sensual and very, very passionate. It was obviously a side of her that I had never seen before.
Theresa had been standing slightly behind me off on one side. Up until now I hadn't paid any attention to her, too focused on what had at first been nothing more than a little rough-housing turned erotic. Subtle movement caused me to glance in her direction however, and when I did I felt my prick lurch with surprised wonder. Theresa was unabashedly playing with herself. Though one hand caressed her breast through the material of her tee shirt, the other was obviously fingering her exposed quim as she stood, legs slightly apart masturbating.
By now, Sis had taken a hold of Melinda's head, not necessarily guiding her manipulations, but letting her know through that contact just how good she was feeling. Veronica continued to caress my sister's tits, adding to her obvious pleasure. As for myself, I felt my cock was going to tear through the material of my shorts if I didn't do something about it soon.
"Come here baby," Veronica released my sister's breasts, motioning for Theresa to join her.
Lying back next to Melinda and Cindy, Theresa crawled onto Veronica and began lapping at her exposed cunt. Now I really did feel out of place. With nowhere to go except perhaps back into the kitchen, I could only stand there mesmerized as Melinda and now Theresa lay between their partner's legs side by side, orally pleasuring them both.
"Would you like to fuck Theresa?" Veronica asked me.
Stunned, I could only continue to look at her as though I had spoken the words to myself as though in some sort of weird fantasy dream. To be truthful, I wasn't sure I had actually heard what I'd heard. Theresa hadn't even indicated through any tell-tale change that I could see that she'd heard her either, which further confused me as she continued happily sucking and licking Veronica's pussy.
"Jack? Didn't you hear what I said?"
I had heard her correctly after all, but it was still unbelievable. I didn't know how to respond except by taking a step forward that I honestly didn't remember taking. My prick stood stiffly, pressing against the front of my shorts finally worming its way through the opening of my boxers, which answered for me after a fashion.
"Here baby, lift your ass up a little so Jack can enter you from behind," Veronica instructed.
Three more steps and I found myself standing at the end of the bed, my hands gingerly cupping Theresa's beautiful heart-shaped ass cheeks.
"Go ahead Jack, slip it in. See how wet and ready she is for you."
It was impossible not to glance over towards where my sister was. She was just as curiously interested as I was in everything that was happening. Smiling, she winked at me nodding her head in approval as I felt the head of my cock nestle itself at the opening of Theresa's soaked split. Not quite sure of myself, I eased the tip in just inside her, feeling her wetness, assuring myself as well as her that I had no intention of doing anything that might hurt her in some way.
I needn't have worried. Without any warning, Theresa humped herself backwards effectively skewering herself fully on the entire length of my prick as it slid deeply inside her.
"Ohhh!"
Theresa's sigh of pleasure were the only words spoken, but they were more than enough in telling me she was enjoying the sensation of my prick being inside her.
"You like that baby?" Veronica asked her. "You like the way Jack's prick feels inside your pussy?" she continued to coax.
"Oh, fuck yes!" Theresa finally exclaimed. "It feels good!" she groaned breathlessly.
Somehow Veronica managed to extricate herself from beneath Theresa. Sliding out of the bed, she came around to stand behind me. Theresa now buried her head into the bed, lifting her ass even higher as my cock slowly slid in and out of that velveteen pussy. Somewhat collapsing, I went from standing behind her, to lying on top of her as we continued our slow easy fucking. Now lying on the bed, I felt Veronica climb up on top of me. The feel of her exposed pussy as she balanced herself against my ass sent a flood of shivers coursing up and down my entire body. With me thrusting inside Theresa, Veronica in turn was humping herself against me in a combined coupling of pleasure that soon had the three of us moaning and groaning openly. Melinda had repositioned herself so that she and Cindy were now in a mutual sixty-nine, but they were being just as vocal about their enjoyments as we were.
"Harder Melinda, harder!" I heard my sister cry out.
It was obvious she was on the verge of climax. Another first as I had never heard that form of excitement coming from my sister. The atmosphere was too supercharged with arousal and sensuality for me to think about it though. With my cock deeply buried inside Theresa's glistening quim, Veronica's silk pussy sliding up and down against my ass, the only thing I could think of at the moment was pumping my sperm into that hot sweet twat.
Like dominos falling against one another, I heard as well as felt Veronica as she found her pleasure while humping herself against me. Suddenly the small of my back felt especially wet. She was moaning almost continuously. She shuddered, and I felt the release of her super-slick moisture as her pussy exploded in a pure heart-felt joy. In doing that, I could no longer contain the pressure that had been building myself. I thrust deeply inside Theresa with a rapid succession of fucks designed to trigger my orgasm. I was past the point of wanting to hold off any more, it was feeling way too fucking good for that. Just as I began to empty my balls inside that marvelous cunt, Theresa reared back against me, nearly throwing Veronica off my back who was now clinging to me like I was a bucking bronco.
"Oh shit!" she wailed, then grunted deeply screwing up her face in climax.
Veronica had rolled off me by this time moving up to lie beside Theresa, kissing her passionately as she continued to enjoy her orgasm. Drained, I finally pulled out of her collapsing on the end of the bed. Not so much as a solitary word was spoken. Only the sound of everyone attempting to catch their breaths, calming and basking in the afterglow of passion we'd all shared and experienced with one another could be heard.
As I lay at the foot of the bed, I felt the gentle caress of Melinda's toes as she stroked my semi-flaccid penis. She did so without intent of arousal, just a soothing caring touch that continued to add to my enjoyment of simply being.
Time seemed to stand still. I have no idea how long we all lay there like that, unmoving except for the occasional reassuring touch or caress upon one another. After a time as we began to waken from our revelry, Cindy spoke.
"So much for breakfast...I'm sure it's probably cold by now," she began.
Theresa snickered, "Probably...but I'm still hungry."
"Me too, but I'm still horny as well," Melinda said jumping in.
"Sounds to me like we should go out someplace to eat," I suggested.
"Good idea Jack...afterwards," Veronica stated the first one to really stir as she moved over to nestle between my sister's outstretched legs.
"Afterwards?" I said watching as she bent to tickle my sister's cunt with her tongue.
"Yeah...after we all cum again," Cindy agreed sighing contently.
Melinda moved up to sit upon my rapidly stiffening member.
"Let's work up a really healthy appetite Jack," she said smiling at me.
So we did.
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Mark and Diane were the perfect couple. All their friends thought so, as did each of their families. They had met their first year of high school, quickly becoming an item, inseparable, attending every dance, every function together.
Diane was tall, statuesque with near coal black hair that fell well towards the middle of her back. In addition, she had piercing blue eyes just like her mothers. Mark was at least an inch shorter than she was, a fact he was oft times kidded about. He wore his nearly blonde hair a little longer than most guys, preferring it that way simply because he thought his ears too big even though they weren't. And besides, he loved it whenever he and Diane would sit on the couch watching T.V. together while she sat running her fingers through it.
What few if any knew about either of them was that they were both virgins. Early on they'd discussed their desires for one another, freely admitting to them. And though the temptations had been great, Mark and Diane had agreed not to rush anything. And though it was more Diane's wish to wait rather than his, Mark respected and thus accepted that decision.
As graduation approached, both Diane and Mark began making plans for the future. They both felt that they would in fact eventually marry. But for the time being, it seemed like everything continued to work out perfectly so as to ensure their being together as they were both accepted to the same college.
So it was, they were looking forward to the last major dance they'd ever attend at the high school. The big 'Christmas' dance was a major affair, and Mark wanted it to be as perfect and as memorable as possible for Diane. He'd made reservations at a posh restaurant for after the dance, had hired a limousine to pick her up at her home, take her to the dance, and then to the restaurant afterwards.
Mark had also made one more reservation that he hadn't mentioned anything to Diane about. He'd reserved one of the nicest hotel rooms that he could in the event that this night might culminate in their actually being together for the first time.
In the weeks prior to all this, Diane had intimated that the possibility of something 'special' happening wasn't all that remote. Both were of age by this time, and with the assurance from their parents that they were responsible as well as committed to their individual goals, they were often left alone. Even then, nothing more than a little light petting ever occurred between them. Mark and Diane enjoyed those intimate times together, long heavy sessions where they would kiss, barely coming up for air. It was during one such evening that Diane had finally let it be known that she was considering taking their relationship to a new level.
Mark had been enjoying one of the few rare times when Diane had allowed him to slip his hands beneath the sweater she was wearing. She had worn her front clasping bra, which had become their unspoken secret signal that he could undo it, thus given permission to caress her bare breasts. If she wore one of her others, Mark usually had to content himself with touching her on the outside of her clothing. But throughout the entire time since they had even gotten to this level with one another sexually, neither one of them had even spoken or attempted to do or try anything else.
Diane was in a particularly playful mood. Her parents were away for the entire weekend; her younger sister spending the night with a girlfriend had afforded them another rare opportunity in being alone without fear of any interruptions. The Christmas dance was less than a week away now, and they were both looking forward to going.
"Mark?"
"Yeah?"
He had just gotten the front clasp of her bra undone, already becoming excited with the certain knowledge that he would soon be caressing that magnificent flesh. That, and feeling Diane's taut hard nipples being rolled around between his fingers was at the moment, foremost on his mind.
"Do you know, you've never actually asked me to go to the dance with you?"
Mark knew by Diane's tone of voice that she really wasn't being serious. If she had been, he wouldn't be sitting there with his hand already cupping one of her soft firm breasts.
"Diane..." he began, saying it in such a way that she should automatically, and of course know by now that their going to the dance together was a given.
"It's the last dance we'll ever probably have their together," she said much more seriously, actually pulling away from him so that he was forced to relinquish her boob having just barely felt her hard little nipple.
"Ok, will you please go to the dance with me?" he asked, "And please let me go back to playing with your boobs?" he thought directly after.
Diane stood up off the couch forcing Mark to release his hold on her entirely. Bewildered, he sat there staring at her, wondering where all this was really going.
"That didn't sound like you were really all that interested in taking me," she said with an obvious pout. "I think you should ask me like you really mean it, like you really want me to go with you," she stated holding the front the blouse closed, which Mark had painstakingly spent the last fifteen minutes finally getting undone.
He sat up straight looking at her. "Diane, would you like to go to the dance with me?" he asked her again.
"You still don't sound like you really want me to go with you," she said teasingly. "Maybe this will help you say it with a little more meaning!"
Mark was stunned. Diane was nearly dancing as she suddenly took the blouse she'd been holding closed with her hands, opening it to reveal her only partially clad breasts, her bra threatening to come away with the slightest movement. Slipping her blouse the rest of the way off her shoulders, her bra too came away until she stood for the briefest of moments with her breasts showing, before quickly covering them with her hands.
Mark could still count the number of times he'd actually touched Diane on one hand. Including his having done so through her clothing. In all that time, he had never even once caught a glimpse of her breasts as they had either petted in total darkness, or like now with the lights on, being treated to touching her flesh without ever seeing it.
"Oh Diane!" Marks voice caught, trailing off.
Diane smiled, allowing a portion of one breast to be slightly more revealed as she spread her hands, allowing her now very aroused nipple to peek through the blinds of her parted fingers.
"Go on," she teased suggestively.
"I want you..."
"I know that!" she interrupted him with lustiness in her voice that Mark had never heard before.
Mark blushed, swallowing hard. "No, what I meant to say was, I want you to go to the Christmas dance with me, I want to be with you, I want...to spend the rest of my life with you Diane!"
The heart-felt seriousness in Mark's tone had caught her off guard. She knew she was exciting him, teasing him unmercifully. She'd done so as she was as nervous, if not more so than he was. This was a big step for her, something she had never done with anyone, even if it was simply baring her breasts.
Now it was Diane's turn to swallow hard as she fought emotionally to keep herself from choking when she responded.
"That almost sounds like a proposal," she continued teasing nervously. "But I'll accept it as you're really meaning that you want to take, and be with me," she added. As she finished, Diane allowed both hands to drop, falling away from her breasts to rest against her side. She fidgeted, not sure what she was really doing, placing one hand on her hip, then the other while Mark sat with a stupefied expression on his face.
"Well? You just going to sit there gawking at me?"
"Yes," came his simple reply. "I am. My God Diane, you really are beautiful!"
He couldn't have said it any more perfectly. In a flash, Diane moved towards him climbing up into his lap until her breasts nuzzled his cheek affectionately. Mark was still in a semi-state of shock. If he thought himself aroused moments ago while fumbling with the buttons of her blouse, and then the front clasp of her bra, it was nothing in comparison to the way he was feeling now. His penis had certainly stiffened excitedly while having done all that, but now, it had hardened more painfully than he'd ever remembered it being. And with Diane currently sitting directly in his lap, he dared not even move for fear of startling her with the obvious excitement he was feeling.
Sitting astride him as she was, Mark felt Diane press herself firmly against him. He knew instantly it was no accidental touching, no subconscious act that she wasn't fully aware of having done. Leaning towards him, her lips sought his, once again taking him by surprise at this newfound boldness, for in truth, Diane had always been shy allowing him to make all the first moves in the past.
Mark was in heaven. Not only was he reveling in Diane's sudden wantonness, he was enjoying the sensation of her bare breasts so tantalizingly pressing against him.
They kissed. They had certainly kissed before. But never like this. With a passion, which neither had allowed themselves to feel, their lips pressed, tongues dancing against one another. Mark sucked her lower lip, she in turn sucking his. He sucked her tongue, tickled it. Felt goose bumps spring up all over her arms as he ran his hands down each of them until finding the soft bare flesh of her back as he reached, drawing her even closer towards himself.
"Oh Mark, Mark! Touch me, caress me, play with my breasts," she sighed as she continued to slowly, gently rotate her groin against his lap.
"Oh Dee-Dee!" Mark responded, lifting his hands to lightly cup the sides of both breasts without quite touching the fullness of them.
It was rare that he ever called her that, though most of their friends did. Since her last name was Davenport, it had become an easy nickname for her. She liked it whenever he did though, sounding more affectionate, certainly more intimate. As it did now.
Mark teased himself as much as he was in making any real attempt to tease Diane. Still nervous, still unsure of himself, he felt Diane place one of his hands firmly, purposely against her full breast. As he did, kneading the flesh tenderly, she moaned.
Once again they kissed, Diane still moaning into his mouth as he found the hardness of her nipple, gently thumbing it, feeling the full expanse of her exposed flesh really for the first time. As they broke from their kiss, his lips began to travel down her neck, the smoothness and heat of her flesh greeting him every step of the way. He lingered at the nape of her neck, drawing a tiny bit of flesh between his lips.
"No marks! Mark!" she laughed realizing how silly that had sounded.
"No marks," Mark confirmed, nipping at her anyway though careful so as not to leave any.
He reached the upper swell of her breast, his mind dizzy with the intoxication and excitement of it all. They were sharing a new sensuality together, and though he knew they would not yet give one another their virginity's, they were crossing new and exciting frontiers with one another each passing moment.
By the time he had finally reached the area where her nipple stood waiting for him, he had kissed, licked, and sucked every square inch before arriving there. Eyes open now, not wanting to miss the beauty and fascination of actually seeing the hardness which he had only here-to-fore felt with his hands, he leaned back slightly so as to more fully gaze at the prize that awaited him.
"Oh my!" he exclaimed in honest surprise. "You have a heart on your boob!"
For the briefest moment, he thought it a tattoo.
"When did you get that?" he asked, bewildered, surprised to think that Diane, especially Diane, would have actually gotten one.
"The day I was born," she told him. "It's not a tattoo silly, it's a birthmark!"
Although it was small, hardly even noticeable from far away, up close, especially as Mark was now, it was amazingly perfect. A tiny, pinkish patch of skin just outside the circle of her areola was formed into a perfect heart-shape.
"This is cool!" Mark exclaimed still staring at it, completely forgetting all about her hard nipple that he'd been moments away from sucking.
"I know, daddy said that mom wore her heart on her sleeves, he said that I would always wear mine close to my breast where it would one day mean something to whoever I married. I guess maybe, he was right." Diane giggled embarrassedly.
"What?"
"You gonna sit there staring at it, or you gonna finish what you were just about to do?" she questioned.
Mark leaned forward, the anticipation of the feel his lips would make upon her nipple when he kissed her there, causing her to momentarily hold her breath. He didn't however, kissing the tiny little heart-shaped birthmark instead.
"No one but me will ever do that," he whispered to her, his lips still lingering upon the surface of the mark. "No matter whatever happens," he added.
The ominous sound of Mark's words send a shiver of chills racing up her spine. But she refrained from commenting, asking him why he'd said that.
"Promise me!" Mark said, leaning even further away, capturing her eyes with his. "No one," he asked her once again.
"I promise," Diane spoke, still bothered, almost fearful by the unexpected, unfounded request.
The seriousness within Mark's eyes softened, he smiled kissing her on the lips, then as she'd expected him to do minutes before, bent to capture her pleasure nubbin with his lips. The bizarre, strange feeling she had had moments ago quickly dissipated with the tender pleasurable caress of Mark's tongue upon her breast. Once again she pressed herself against him, knowing full well what she was doing, more importantly, what she was feeling. His erection was hard, stiff and excited. She had only once accidentally touched him, a grazing slip of her hand as she had moved to reposition herself more comfortably. Diane thought upon it later, remembering that brief intimate contact in her mind, the feel of him, the excitement of it all, even though it had been less than a seconds worth of contact. Diane had quietly pleasured herself that night. Something she didn't often do, but she fantasized about the moment, the night when they would finally come together as lovers and give themselves to one another in the only way that they could.
"Mark?"
He had heard her call his name of course. Almost fearful to answer her, worried that if he did, worried that if forced to remove his lips from around the sweet, delicious tasting morsel of flesh that he currently held, that she wouldn't allow his return to it.
"Mark?" she asked again, repeating his name.
"Yes?" he replied, ensuring when he did that he'd not broken any contact with her, quickly recapturing her flesh, purposely teasing it with his tongue in some effort to maintain this heavenly moment and perhaps cause her to discard whatever she was about to tell him. He feared she would do what she had done in the past, getting too excited, and suddenly calling things to a reluctant halt.
"It's not..." Diane paused. Whatever she was about to tell him, she was obviously having difficulty saying. Mark drew her nipple deep within his mouth, sucking it firmly, using as he thought of it, the best offense to what he thought would be her usual defense.
"I mean, I don't want to save it for our wedding night," she blurted. "It's not a requirement, I just want it to be special for whenever it does happen," she rushed out all at once. For a moment, Mark wasn't even sure he'd heard her right, understanding coming to him only gradually.
"What I mean is, we don't need a marriage license before we ever make love," she finally managed.
Reluctantly, Mark did release her nipple then, though keeping one of his hands securely pressed against her other breast. "I don't think we need a license either," he replied, trying to keep things light between them. Once again worried that Diane would begin rethinking things in her mind as she sometimes did, thus ending what had become for him the most exciting night of his entire life. "Maybe, all we need to apply for is a learners permit!" he said jokingly.
The sound of Diane's laughter reassured him. "Even with a learners permit, you still have to practice, get to know what your doing and what to expect before you ever get behind the wheel of a car," she said seriously.
She was serious. Mark looked into her face, her smile was still there, though he saw it as a nervous, anxious smile that was filled with an excitement and desire he had never seen there before. She began to lift herself up and away from him then, causing him to groan unexpectedly in disappointment. But once again she surprised him. With her breasts dangling so erotically, so majestically just inches away from his face, he felt her hands struggle briefly with his belt-buckle, finally freeing it.
"Dee-Dee?" he asked, his voice quivering. "Shh, don't say anything. I'm nervous enough as it is," she added.
Mark felt the pull on his zipper, felt the sudden coolness of air even though the room was warm. Diane managed to finish undoing his belt, pulling the zipper down the rest of the way. It was still awkward however. His penis was bent at a near painful angle within his shorts, her hand sought him out, worming its way through his fly, finally locating him, freeing him. In moments, his hard stiff cock filled her hand staring at them both as he gazed down, seeing it as though in a dream. Mark looked up; she was staring at it too, yet continuing to fondle him. He saw in that look, she was not only exploring him with her hand, but also with her eyes as though mesmerized by what it was she was doing.
"Oh God...Dee-Dee!" he exclaimed softly, feeling himself melting like butter, though his cock, if anything grew even firmer, harder than it had been.
Mark had certainly masturbated. Had done so for years, and recently doing so more than he ever had. But the feel of Diane's hand as she almost too gently caressed the length of him, sent shock waves of pleasure throughout his entire body. He felt his toes curl; his fingers grow tingly, and even felt light-headed just short of actually seeing stars.
They had been watching the T.V. With one hand still gingerly stroking Mark's shaft, Diane fumbled for the remote, soon after switching the set off. As they had turned on no other lighting, only the lights from the Christmas tree lit up the room. Diane's mother had chosen to decorate it entirely in red this year. Hundreds of tiny twinkling red lights adorned it. Red satin balls, red and white stripped candy-canes, along with nearly an entire flock of red cardinals, each one comfortably perched within and amongst the branches of the tree. The effect of which, threw the room into a soft red romantic, if not downright sensual glow.
"That's better!" Diane said giggling. Then, before Mark knew what was happening, Diane stood and began unzipping her Levis.
Unlike she had done before, this time Diane was neither shy, nor pretending to be. As she undid the top button of her jeans, she slowly, teasingly popped each one of the fastenings holding them together until she could push them easily away from her hips. As they fell of their own accord down around her ankles, Diane stepped out of them easily, allowing Mark to sit there feasting her with his eyes. She had worn no panties. Another unexpected, but delightfully wicked surprise. She stood before him, turning to the side, her head unmoving as she watched him, watching her. She turned so that her back was towards him, still eyeing him over her shoulder, then turned until once again facing him.
"Well? Do you like your early Christmas present? Though I guess, I really should have let you do all the unwrapping," she said once again shyly.



Mark had sensed in Diane a smoldering sensuality, but he had never believed he would ever see it until perhaps their wedding night. As though in a dream, he continued to sit, speechless, his arousal throbbing in anticipation as Diane continued to pose, moving appreciatively to his wandering eyes. Mark finally found the courage to stand.
This time it was Diane who did all the looking. Mark struggled out of the rest of his clothing until he stood before her as naked as she was. Bathed in the soft red glow of the tree, they embraced, kissing passionately. Reaching behind, Mark grabbed the large fluffy blanket they had often used to cuddle in. Tossing it down onto the floor along with three or four throw pillows, he watched Diane lie down, beckoning for him to join her there.
"Come here sexy," she cooed. "Come and play with your Christmas present."
Mark didn't know what to do exactly, or if there was any order one did things in. And like waking on Christmas morning, he wanted to sit and marvel at the magic of the moment. For a long, long time, he simply did that. Gazing at her from head to toe, familiarizing himself with every little bump, freckle, ending once again with a soft light kiss upon her tiny little heart before inching over to once again kiss her hard waiting nipple.
Seconds later, he rained kisses on her like snowflakes, beginning from the top of her head to the tips of her toes. Light fluttering kisses that covered nearly every square inch of her body, even going so far as to turn her over where he lavished her with finger-tip caresses to join those of his lips as he traveled down the small of her back, lingering wantonly at her perfectly molded ass.
Her shivers of delight, desire had rapidly escalated until her breathing was as feverish as his. Still unsure of himself, or just how much he was being permitted to do here, Mark was prepared to repeat the entire adventure of her body when she sat up, pushing him down onto his back.
"My turn," she sighed with a wicked grin.
Initially Mark thought she meant to do to him what he'd just finished doing to her. But to his immediate surprise, he felt her hand softly encompass his prick, tenderly squeezing it as she knelt over him, her face only inches away from his straining shaft.
Mark had closed his eyes, laying back, reveling in the erotic touch of her hand.
"Oh my God! Dee-Dee!" he exclaimed. His eyes popped open, startled, shocked, he felt her lips surrounding him, he tried to sit up, felt her hand firmly press against his chest forcing him back as his penis disappeared fully into her mouth. "Oh my God, my God!" he moaned over and over again. Control was out of the question. In all the years Mark had spent pleasuring himself, he'd never felt anything as wonderful as this. About to warn her of the inevitable, she sensed his pending climax, removing her mouth simultaneously with the first orgasmic eruption. Her hand continued to milk him however, his pleasures descending on her breasts like thick wet snow. Amazingly, he saw his cream cover the small tiny heart near her breast, reaching it with his finger to lovingly caress it, massaging it into her skin, sealing as he did in that moment his everlasting love for her.
#
It was the night of the dance. Mark had never been quite this excited about attending most school functions. This night however was special, or at least he hoped it would be. Only two days before Christmas, and it had begun to snow. A light carpeting of white blanketed the ground. But it seemed a perfect fitting for the season, as well as the night that lay ahead of him.
Mark's best friends brother worked for a limousine service, which had afforded him the ability to rent a limo for the night at an exceptionally reduced cost. Diane had no idea of course, which Mark hoped would be an additional surprise to her, as she also had no clue where they were going for dinner afterwards.
Though the 'Light House' restaurant was nearly a forty-five minute drive away, it would be well worth it for the romantic ambiance of dining with the ocean waves crashing against the rocks below, and the shimmer of the waves as they rolled in upon the beaches.
Robert, or 'Bobby' as Mark's best friend's brother was called had arrived on time. Racing down the porch steps of his home, he met him at the side door where Bobby stood waiting for him. Giving him Diane's address, he then furrowed his brow speaking to him.
"Hey, you been drinking?" Mark asked. He could smell the faint odor of alcohol on Bobby's breath when he'd spoken to him.
"Had a beer before I left, don't worry, I'm certainly not drunk if that's what you're worried about," he shot back almost angrily.
Mark had to admit, Bobby certainly didn't act or appear drunk, confirmed by the short drive over to Diane's house. Bobby had handled the limousine expertly, obeying all the speed limits, once again arriving perfectly on time.
Mark bounded up to the door of Diane's house, noticing when he did that the snow had begun to fall a little more briskly. He rang the bell, waited only a moment or two before Diane's father opened it, ushering him inside.
"She'll be down in just a minute," Diane's father told him as he stood in the foyer waiting for her to come downstairs.
Mark had also purchased her a rare black orchid to wear on her wrist. Mark had spoken with Diane's mother several days ago, asking her advise as to what type of flower he should get that would better match her dress. Diane's mother had given him the suggestion, intimating that what she had purchased, and planned on wearing for the evening would go very well with that particular choice.
When Diane finally appeared at the top of the stairs, Mark realized just how much of an understatement that really was.
Her floor-length evening gown was the deepest blue imaginable. As she walked, it seemed to shimmer as a thousand tiny sparkles caught the lighting from the over hanging chandelier above. She had chosen to wear her long hair down, which she knew Mark preferred, but it was full-bodied, wonderfully soft looking, and he could hardly wait to run his fingers through it later.
Gracefully, Diane descended the steps until reaching his side. She'd also purposely worn lower heels than most women might have, standing only another inch or so taller than he, though he realized it could have been much worse. But it was the deep, provocative décolletage of her gown that surprised him the most. Though spectacular, the rounded swell of her breasts were more revealed now than in anything she had ever worn out in public before. Nervously, Mark made a point of averting his eyes, especially with Diane's father standing nearby watching all this.
Diane's mother soon came to the rescue however, draping a beautiful hand-made lace shawl over her daughter's shoulders.
"Don't forget your coat either," she reminded her. "It's really starting to snow."
Though she'd accepted the coat, she'd refused to put it on. Racing down the steps towards the limousine, Mark was pleased to see Bobby standing beside the open door waiting for them. Diane was the first to enter, quickly slipping inside. But as she did, Mark noticed the unwelcome leer in Bobby's eyes as she situated herself.
"Is there some sort of privacy panel I can bring up?" Mark asked.
Once again the expression on Bobby's face changed to one of annoyance. "There's a panel near the door with a button on it. There's also an intercom in the event you need to speak to me about anything," he stated, once again leering at him.
"Thanks," Mark said climbing inside as Bobby closed the door behind him.
Almost immediately Mark located the panel, bringing up the privacy barrier shutting he and Diane off from Bobby's prying eyes. A moment after that, they felt the car pull away from the curb heading towards the dance. At last, Mark felt like he could breathe.
"God Diane, you really are beautiful!" he told her.
She leaned towards him expecting a kiss, which he gave her, but not before peering down the front of her dress. It was clearly evident she wasn't wearing a bra.
"You like?" she asked teasingly.
"I like it a lot!" he said nodding his head enthusiastically.
"Not only that," she began, crossing her legs, revealing that her gown was slit all the way from the floor well up to her thigh. A fancy bit of lace was revealed when she did. "I'm not wearing any panties either!"
Mark looked, a confused expression on his face. Not sure what that bit of information was really telling him.
"Mother loaned me a pair of her garters and stockings," she finished, winking at him.
Mark blushed profusely.
"Something special for later," she then added, causing his cheeks to redden even deeper.
By the time they arrived at the high school, the snow was really coming down. Bobby assured them he'd be waiting for them out in the parking lot for whenever they were ready to head off to the restaurant for dinner.
On the way over, Mark and Diane had both agreed they wouldn't stay any longer than a couple of hours so as to ensure they'd have plenty of time to make their dinner reservations at nine. The night was magical for them both. Most of the time Mark had preferred the faster dances whenever they'd gone before. This night however, he hoped for a majority of them to be slower, much, much slower.
Holding Diane in his arms, occasionally catching the admiring looks from many of their friends, Mark felt that this night couldn't be any more perfect, though the likelihood of that was still yet ahead.
With the storm gradually intensifying, many of their friends had already begun to make arrangements for leaving. Realizing this, the Disc Jockey who had been playing a wide variety of holiday music all evening long, decided it was time to play a specific song, and one in which had been the theme of the dance.
As the lights came down, a gentle strobe began. When it did, the sound of Bing Crosby's voice singing 'White Christmas' could be heard. Almost immediately thousands of tiny sparkling bits of paper began floating down from the ceiling. As the strobe continued to pierce the darkness, the effect of it actually snowing inside the gym was remarkable. Mark and Diane danced their last dance of the night together, holding one another close as the warm snow continued to fall, covering the two of them completely. They both laughed, brushing the bits of paper from their hair and clothing just as the song ended, and the lights came back up.
"Well? Shall we?" Mark asked, seeing Diane smile in agreement as they gathered their coats and headed outside.
Mark wasn't too surprised when Bobby didn't emerge from the driver's side door to let them inside. The weather had worsened considerably, and for the first time he nervously wondered if it was such a good idea to make the long drive towards the restaurant. Quickly climbing inside the limousine, Mark was about to press the intercom and speak with Bobby when he felt the car backing out of the lot. Deciding against doing so, he settled back into the seat already warm from the heat of the car comfortably suiting them both.
"How long before we arrive?" Diane questioned, clueless as to where it was they were going for dinner.
"Probably an hour, maybe even longer with the storm and all," he answered. Mark glanced outside, but it was nearly a whiteout as the snow was falling, coming down in a near blizzard condition. He heard Diane's giggle, turning away from the window.
"I've always wanted to ride inside a limo," she told him.
"Yeah, me too," he admitted feeling a little better as he sat there looking at her.
"You know what else I've imagined doing?" she asked, her voice taking on that same sultry tone he'd heard her use the first night he had seen her naked.
"No, what?"
"I've always wanted to make love inside of one," she admitted shyly to him.
All thoughts of the storm outside evaporated. "You're kidding me! You want to make love? Here?" he questioned her seriously.
"Yes Mark, I do...right here," she said already beginning to slip out of her evening gown. "After all, we do have an hour," she suggested lustily, "Don't we?"
Minutes later she was sitting in nothing more than the sexy pair of white garters and stockings her mother had loaned her. And, as she had told him about earlier, she was indeed wearing nothing else. Mark quickly slipped out of his own clothing, tossing them onto the seat well behind them. Diane reached out her arms towards him, bidding him to come to her, simultaneously revealing herself even more fully to him than she had on their first intimate night together. As she widened the position of her legs, Mark knelt down on the luxuriously carpeted floor. He smiled at the surprised expression on her face. She'd expected him to come to her another way, but his intentions at that moment where to pleasure her as she had once pleasured him.
"Mark?"
"There's plenty of time yet," he whispered. "And besides, this is just one of your Christmas presents," he told her.
"Ohh...just one?" she sighed as his tongue touched the furrow of her sex for the first time.
Mark was too busy to speak further however, and Diane suddenly found it unnecessary for him to answer her either.
The feel of Mark's tongue as it teasingly caressed her clitoris was heavenly. Diane moaned with each passing moment, each fluttering flick of his tongue as it danced inside her, exploring her entirely. Reaching up with his hands, he had captured her full breasts, kneading her pliant flesh and gently thumbing her erect nipples.
Perfectly choreographed, Mark continued to strum her pleasure nubbin with his tongue, his fingers fine tuning the nerve endings of each breast until Diane was moaning uncontrollably. The perfume of her scent was intoxicating, driving him mad with desire for her, but wanting her to experience the penultimate of pleasures before they consummated the evening as they both now knew that they would.
He could sense by her breathing that she was getting closer to her ecstasy. Her quim had grown even more liquid, alerting him to the arrival of her climax just seconds away now. Mark felt her tense, felt her shiver as she began to come, heard her only half-muted scream of pure unadulterated pleasure as he continued to devour her in a way that threatened to rob them both of their sanity.
Mark felt as though he were floating, still hearing Diane's cry of pleasure as it echoed inside his head.
Then he realized he was floating, and the sound of Diane's cry, no longer pleasure, but a screaming cry of fear and alarm.
#
"Well? What'd they say?"
Diane's father finished hanging up the phone, turning towards his wife, his face was etched with deep lines of worry and concern. They had been up all night.
"The manger confirmed they had reservations for nine, but they never showed."
Just then the phone rang. Diane's father quickly grabbed the receiver.
"Yes? Hello?" he added anxiously.
For long moments he sat listening on the other end. By the look on his face his fears became even greater. Diane's mother stood, her hand already reaching up towards her mouth.
"I see, thank you," he said. He turned, "That was the Limousine service, Bobby never came back to the shop with the car."
#
Diane opened her eyes. She felt stiff, sore, but even more importantly, confused. As her eyes cleared coming back into focus, she could see the outline of someone sitting next to her in a chair. She took a moment longer for her eyes to adjust, when they did, she could see her father sitting next to her, sleeping.
"Daddy?"
"Oh my God! Diane! Baby! You're awake!" he said bounding up from his chair in surprise. Racing towards her bed, he gathered her into his arms and began weeping uncontrollably. When he did, Diane realized something was horribly, horribly wrong. She had never in all her years seen her father cry.
"Daddy? What's happened, what's wrong? Why am I here?" she asked finally, realizing she was lying inside a hospital bed.
"You've been in a coma for nearly two weeks now," he told her. "But everything is going to be alright now honey, you're going to be just fine."
Diane's father stood beside her bed, stroking her hair.
"When the doctor's informed us that you could be waking up any day now, your mother and I took turns camping out here beside your bed so that one of us would at least be here when you woke."
Realization slowly settled in, though all Diane could even vaguely remember was the echoing cry of her own scream.
"Where's Mark?" she asked suddenly alert.
Her father stopped stroking her head briefly, staring into her eyes.
"He didn't make it," he said simply, not knowing how else to put it.
"Well call him then, tell him I'm awake!" Diane said trying to sit up.
For a moment, her father stood there looking at her with a dumbfounded expression on his face until he realized his daughter had misunderstood him.
"I didn't say he couldn't make it," her father began. "I said he didn't make it. I'm sorry honey... Mark didn't survive the crash."
#
Mike Jenkins arrived home from work, and like every day for the past two month's, he immediately asked his mother if anything had arrived for him in the mail.
At twenty-two, he was still living with his parents. Considered something of a 'wonder boy', Mike had already excelled through college, well on his way towards becoming what he'd always dreamed of being. A marine biologist. He'd applied at several research centers where he hoped to complete his internship. Having already received acceptance at three, each along the east coast, Mike continued to hope expectantly for acceptance on the west coast. For as far back as he could remember, Mike had dreamed of living, working and establishing a life out west.
"Any mail?" he'd asked, expecting the same answer he'd been getting of late. This time however, his mother stepped out of the hallway into the living room. She was holding a letter in her hand.
Mike refused to get too excited. It could very well end up being a fourth acceptance on the east coast. He looked into his mothers eyes however, never able to be one to hide much of a secret, and smiled.
"Is it? Really?" he asked her.
Katie Jenkins smiled, holding out the envelope to him. "I don't know why you're so insistent on moving clear across the country," she began.
They had had this argument before. Both of his parents had expressed their own reasons for him interning closer to home. He on the other hand had always said that one day, he'd move out west, no matter how long it took him to find a way there.
Mike quickly tore into the envelope, reading the letter inside. A second later, he threw it up into the air with a wild hoop and a holler.
"Yahoo! I'm moving to San Diego!" he shouted happily.
It was less than a week before Thanksgiving. The letter had told him that he wasn't expected to even arrive until after the holidays. And much to his parents chagrin, he told them that very evening of his intentions to fly out the following Monday.
Mike had managed to salt a considerable amount of savings away. So it was that he found himself standing outside the employee entrance at Sea World, San Diego, late Monday afternoon.
He'd been standing there a good ten minutes before anyone else arrived.
"Can I help you?"
Mike smiled at the petite, good looking blonde that approached him. "Yes thank you. I'm here to see..." Mike fumbled briefly with the letter he'd brought with him. "A Professor Davenport."
"Oh, you mean Dee-Dee!" The blonde said smiling at him. "I'm pretty sure she's down near the shark exhibitions. We just got an injured Great White, Dee-Dee's overseeing her recovery, so I'm pretty sure you will find her there."
The blonde gave Mike directions to the area of the complex, then left him to find his way. After searching for only a few minutes he came upon a woman who was standing in front of a large underground observation area, intently studying what must have been the shark they had recently procured.



"Excuse me, are you Professor Davenport?" he asked. Diane turned, "Yes, and you are?"
"Mike Jenkins," he stated, offering his hand.
"I didn't expect you until after the holidays," she said mildly surprised.
The moment he shook her hand, he noticed a curious look cross her face. She was tall, her short dark hair framing her features into a near perfect oval.
"I'm sorry, I was just anxious to arrive," he stammered noticing her expression hadn't changed.
"Oh no, its not that. I'm glad you're here. It's just that for a moment, you reminded me of someone," she said apologetically. "Listen, lets go back to my office and finish up with your paperwork, get you settled in, and we'll go from there. How's that sound?"
"Sounds good," he told her.
"Did you find the studio apartment ok?" she asked as they walked together across the massive complex.
"Actually, I came straight here from the airport."
Once again Diane cast him a curious glance. "Well, later on...I'll drive you over, show you where it is. It's not far from here. Several of the staff are living in the same complex." Diane stopped herself, realizing she was speaking in clipped sentences, almost babbling. She didn't know why she felt so funny, or what it was about Mike that was causing her to feel this way.
By the time they had reached her office, she had calmed well enough to have shaken off the strange feeling she'd been having ever since Mike arrived.
Diane quickly crossed over to her filing cabinet and extracted a folder from one of the drawers. "By the way, we're pretty informal around here, so feel free to call me Dee-Dee," she turned to face Mike, feeling a little light-headed as she did, quickly sitting down. "Calling me Professor Davenport makes me feel old," she added opening the file folder.
Mike laughed. "My friends call me M & M, I hope no one else around here goes by their initials or it could really sound funny," he offered.
"Why do they call you that?" she asked.
"Well, I was named after my father. Early on I was called junior of course, and I hated that. So when I got older, I adopted my middle name. But because of it, most everyone nick-named me M & M, and it just sort of stuck."
Diane was scanning through Mike's bio. She stopped when she saw where it was he had come from. A small gasp caught in her throat.
"You're from Massachusetts?"
"Yeah, born and raised there."
Diane felt a stream of goose bumps run up both arms. "What made you decide to come all the way out west? There's a lot of research centers on the east coast, some of which I would think would be better suited for you than working here."
"Well, for one thing, I'm not all that fond of snow. And for the other, for as long as I can remember, I've always wanted to move out here. So when the opening became available, I applied for it. And voila'...here I am!"
Once again Mike noticed a strange expression on Diane's face.
"Is something wrong?" he asked, startling her out of her fugue.
"Oh no. Just a little ironic is all. You see, twenty years ago, I moved out west too. I used to live in Boston."
#
It was the day before the Thanksgiving Holiday. Mike had spent the past couple of days settling into his routine, working side by side with Dee-Dee. Together, they continued to observe, make notes, and monitor the progress of their captive, Great White. Dee-Dee had informed him that the shark was pregnant, so having one currently in captivity, and about to give birth was a real rarity. Most of the staff was already away for the holiday, leaving just Dee-Dee and Mike to continue the observations and ensure the sharks continued recovery.
"Well obviously, you don't have any plans for tomorrow, so how'd you feel about coming over to my place and having dinner with me?"
Diane was somewhat surprised at herself for even asking him. She hadn't intended to do so, preferring as she most often did to spend her holidays alone.
"I'd really like that! Can I bring anything?"
Dee-Dee laughed, something he had not seen her do since his arrival. It was a sweet sound, eerily familiar. "Maybe you can pick up a bottle of wine or something. Believe me, I didn't invite you to any sort of elaborate turkey dinner. Oh, we'll have turkey of course, but it will be straight out of the package."
"Still sounds good to me," Mike responded happily.
He arrived at her apartment shortly before seven. He'd picked up a nice white wine to have with their dinner. When Dee-Dee led him into her apartment, he was greeted by the same familiar smells he remembered when having Thanks giving at home.
"Smells good!" he offered.
"Thank you, but like I said, don't be expecting anything fancy," she warned.
They shared a nice quiet simple dinner together with Mike helping Diane in washing up the dishes afterwards. Moving into the small sparsely furnished living room, Diane went back to retrieve the bottle of wine. Mike sat down on the small couch, his wine glass near empty, holding it out towards her as she approached. Diane's foot caught the edge of a nearby coffee table, she stumbled nearly falling, and then did fall, spilling the bottle of wine all over Mike when she did. Having lost her balance and composure simultaneously, she ended up tumbling into him there on the couch.
"Oh my God Mike! I'm so sorry!" she exclaimed. But Mike was laughing. He had watched her as she'd begun to fall, realizing in that split second that he had no choice but to reach out in some effort to catch her. Which he'd done. He'd just managed to wrap both arms around her, still holding her like that even as she leaned away to observe the damage.
"Don't worry about it, I've had worse spilled on me than this," he stated in some attempt to sooth her.
Diane lifted her head to look back towards him, her eyes locking almost immediately with his. In the next instant, she leaned forward, their lips met, and Diane found herself kissing Mike passionately.
Though surprised at her ardor, Mike returned the kiss, gently rolling her off to once side as they did until her head rested against the back of the couch where he began trailing additional kisses down her neck.
"Please," Dee-Dee moaned, her hands now worming themselves within his hair. He felt her helping to direct his attention, ever lowering the path of his lips as they continued to seek out the softness of her flesh. Surprisingly, he saw out of the corner of his eye as her fingers deftly popped open the upper-most buttons on her blouse. Mike continued to kiss, lick and nip at the exposed flesh, his heart beating a thousand miles an hour as he finally reached the softest flesh of her breasts, lingering there, delivering hot passionate kisses. Still kissing, yet looking with his eyes open, Mike saw she wore a front-clasped bra. He tentatively placed his hand over the top of one of her breasts, heard her moan in obvious pleasure at the contact, and proceeded to reach over, finding the clasp and undoing it a second later.
As even more of her tantalizing flesh came into view, Mike continued on with his exploratory ministrations of her breasts, caressing one with his hand, finding the taut hard nipple that welcomed his teasing fingers. His lips began to travel towards her left nipple, when suddenly he felt both of her hands pressed against his chest. In the next instant, she pushed, pushing hard.
"No! I can't! We...we can't!" Diane screamed somehow managing to stand. She gathered the front of her blouse together looking down at the bewilderment in his face.
"Oh God Mike, I'm sorry...so sorry about this. But I think its best if you go," she told him without any further reasoning.
Mike stammered out an apology to her before leaving, but he was even more confused than ever as he made his way home. All of which was made worse as over the next several weeks. Dee-Dee had him running tedious unnecessary errands. And when she wasn't, when his presence was required or necessary for continuing their research, she spent most of that time cooped up inside her office with specific instructions to be left alone.
They barely even spoke. When they did, Dee-Dee was not quite curt with him, but she spoke with him in such a way that he'd begun considering seeking out another internship with a different professor. Their relationship had deteriorated to such a degree that Mike didn't think he would be able to continue working with her for much longer.
With Christmas just around the corner, only a few days away now, Mike decided to give things one last chance. He was determined to sit down and talk things over with her. If they couldn't repair whatever it was that had happened, then he knew he would have no choice but to leave. As she was hardly available to him any more, Mike chose to leave her no ultimatum. Informing her that he would be at her apartment the following night, even though it was Christmas Eve. He also told her that if she chose not to sit down and talk about whatever it was that had gone wrong, he would leave first thing the following morning, Christmas day.
He never received a response to his note, not really expecting one. But as promised, he arrived at her apartment the following evening. He half expected not to find her even home, surprised when a moment or two after ringing her doorbell, she answered.
"Professor Davenport?" he began, "We really need to talk!"
"I know we do," Diane responded. "Please Mike, come in."
She quickly led him back into her small living room. Mike was surprised when she gathered both of his hands into hers; sitting down so that she sat kitty-corner to him on the couch, knees almost touching.
"Before you say anything, I owe you an apology. In the first place, that never should have happened. In the second, and I'm not trying to make any excuses for my actions, but you remind me of someone. Someone I knew a long... long time ago. And I freely admit, it felt good to be held by someone; it's been a long time for that too. Probably too long. But again, that's no excuse, I was feeling the wine a little bit perhaps, and when we kissed, I was suddenly a young girl again, back in another place, another time."
Diane was taken aback upon hearing Mike's soft laughter.
"What's so funny?"
"Nothing really, I'm sorry. It's just that, well...ever since we met, you've reminded me of someone too."
Once again Diane felt a dizziness descend on her. She let go of Mike's hands sitting herself back into the couch trying to regain her composure.
"Go on..." she urged.
"You'll laugh, you'll think I'm making this all up," he began. Diane noticed he was also blushing.
"I promise I won't, please...tell me."
"At first, I thought we had maybe met someplace, somewhere before. But then I realized that was impossible. The following day, it finally dawned on me. Every once in a while, I've had these dreams..."
"Dreams?" Diane questioned.
"Yeah, dreams. Anyway, in nearly all of them, I'm with this woman, we're...well you know, we're making love. In these dreams, I never quite see her face, but she had dark hair like yours, only it was longer, much longer. When I saw you that first time, you reminded me of her for some reason, which is when I wondered if we had ever met one another before."
Diane allowed herself a nervous giggle. "Yeah, dreams can be a little weird sometimes, I know. I've had a few of them myself. But no...I don't think we ever met before now," she finished saying.
"Oh, and there was one other thing,"
"What's that?"
"You don't happen to have a tattoo in the shape of a heart, or a mole or something that looks like that do you?" he asked. "Because I remember that very distinctly too. And I remember kissing it, every time I have that dream, I remember kissing it and telling her not to let anyone else but me ever do that."
Diane sat staring at him. She leaned forward placing both hands on each side of his face. Her blue eyes boring into his like she was trying to see inside his head. Startled, Mike made an attempt to make light of it.
"Ah, isn't this how we got off on the wrong foot before?"
"Kiss me!"
"What?"
"I said...kiss me!"
"Listen...Diane, I mean Dee-Dee...Professor Davenport!" he blurted out finally actually leaning away from her. "I like working here, I enjoy working with you. The last thing I want is to cause any more problems between us!"
"You mean that?" she asked seriously.
"Yes, yes I do!" he said firmly.
"Then do what I asked, shut up and kiss me!"
Mike realized in that moment that she was indeed being serious. And so they kissed. And like before, the moment their lips touched there seemed to be an electrical current that ran through his entire body as well as hers. As they parted, he felt her stand, once again holding out her hand towards him. Mike stood, taking it.
"Where're we going?"
"Into the bedroom," she said simply.
"Dee-Dee?" "I want you to make love to me," she said pulling him along.
"Dee-Dee, are you sure? I mean after all, it's Christmas Eve, don't you have plans for the holiday or something?"
"I do now," she said grinning at him. "Now come-on, there's something else I need to find out, something I need to make sure of," she stated mysteriously.
Mike followed her down the hallway towards her bedroom. "Dee-Dee? There's something else you need to know about me," he said sheepishly.
Diane stopped, facing him. "What?"
"I've never been with a woman before," he near whispered.
Diane smiled, not quite grinning. "For some reason, that doesn't surprise me. But don't worry, I'll teach you everything you need to know," she said winking, grinning broadly.
As they entered her bedroom, Dee-Dee immediately shut off all the lights. "I think we'll both be more comfortable this way."
Mike agreed, though he was only thinking it. He was nervous enough as it was, unsure of what to do, though he could hear Dee-Dee undressing herself in the darkness.
"Hurry up," she told him. "Undress, I'll be waiting for you."
Mike quickly slipped out of his clothing, jumping into bed beside her beneath the sheets. As he slid into bed, he felt the softness of her thigh as he grazed it with his own. With trembling hands, he reached out quickly locating her breasts. His body quivered uncontrollably as Mike began caressing her until finally, the sensations of uncertainty, and nervousness were overcome by those of desire and need. Only then did Diane speak, touching him as she did.
"Relax, lay back and let me pleasure you," she whispered into his ear.
Embarrassed, Mike felt Diane's hand as she gently caressed his not quite firm erection. She continued doing so until his shyness went away, finding himself more excited, firmer, harder than he had ever been. When he was ready, he felt Diane pulling him towards her as she rolled onto her back.
Almost immediately he began kissing the nape of her neck, gradually working his way down towards her breasts. She felt him pause momentarily.
"It's right here isn't it?" he asked. In the darkness Diane waited, holding her breath. She felt his lips press, kiss. He had kissed her directly on her heart-shaped birthmark.
"Make love to me," she whispered.
Mike situated himself more comfortably between Diane's outstretched legs, felt her knee's bend as she opened herself fully to him. Still having no real idea of how to proceed, he placed himself with his hand hoping against hope that somehow everything would come together. It did.
She was liquid silk, melted butter. As Mike eased himself into her depths, in his mind he saw an entire universe open up, thousands of tiny stars suddenly appearing, beginning to take shape. As they did, they formed themselves into the image of a woman. He watched as though floating above himself, out of body. There amongst the myriad of twinkling stars he saw the image of the woman he knew so well in his dreams. Only this time, her featureless face took on an image, one he now knew. It was a younger Diane, younger than she appeared now, but there was no mistaking it.
"Mark, Oh Mark! Come to me baby, come to me!"
He watched the image of her as she beckoned him, calling his name repeatedly over and over. He found himself merging with her, becoming a part of her where they danced together amongst the stars.
Before he realized what was happening, he felt the thrill of pleasure coursing through his body, felt the warmth of Diane's femininity as he poured inside her the essence of his soul. All the while, Diane continued calling out his name.
Mike lost track of the number of times they made love together, falling asleep sometime during the middle of the night. When he awoke, it was to see Diane leaning on one elbow looking at him fingering his mussed up hair.
"Good morning," he said smiling. "Merry Christmas!" he suddenly remembered.
"Merry Christmas," Diane responded back, her hand already seeking him out beneath the sheets.
"By the way, how'd you know my first name?" he asked. "I don't remember ever telling you what it was?"
She smiled, "Somehow I already knew," she responded noncommittally, leaning over to kiss him before he could ask her anything more.
"I love you Mark," she thought silently. "Always and forever..."
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Growing up as a kid, I had a pretty low self-esteem. It wasn't my looks either. Like any teenager growing up, I hadn't as yet hit my maturity peak. Awkward, still growing into my rapidly changing body, with a shyness borne from a perception of myself, I tended to withdraw from making friends with anyone.
By the time I had reached high school, I was falling behind in several of my classes, adding to the perceptions of myself as being less than capable of being able to understand or do anything. I certainly didn't consider myself as being stupid, but others did.
The fact that I was strong, well built kept me out of a lot of fights. But being labeled with "not playing with a full deck", as I'd often heard also kept me from dating or having any really close friends.
And to make matters worse, it became obvious during my senior year of high school that I wasn't going to have enough credits to graduate for having failed or performed miserably in too many of my classes. To my dismay, furthering my low opinion of myself, I was held back a year in the hopes that I would somehow eventually come to learn and understand the subjects that had been causing me to fail so miserably in my life.
Finally, someone took interest in me as a person. A teacher who had only recently transferred to the high school I was attending, and who had had similar experience with other students such as myself. It was discovered that I had a very severe case of dyslexia, something I had unknowingly been struggling with for years. Not only had it affected my ability to read and understand words, but also mathematical problems had become all but impossible for me to be able to work through.
My salvation came in the form of a woman whom I affectionately called "Ms. Jenkins".
Shortly after the start of the school year, she recognized almost immediately what the problem was I was experiencing. After speaking with my parents one evening, she went so far as to volunteer to tutor me after school three times a week, provided I was willing to put in the extra time it would take to turn things around for myself, and ensure I would actually graduate.
For the first time in years, I was excited, enthusiastic, and willing to do whatever it took. Though I had recently turned eighteen, I hadn't been able to pass the written test in order to obtain my drivers license, just one more little thorn in my side that set me apart from everyone else. Ms. Jenkins had worked it out with my parents however that she would take me home to her place after school, feed me, and then sit down with me for a couple of hours of arduous and difficult work while she began showing me how to work through and over come my problem. Afterwards, she would drive me the short distance to my home having loaded me up with simple, yet numerous tasks all designed to help me with my reading disability.
I had guessed correctly as I later learned, that Ms. Jenkins was in her late thirties. Though her hair was obviously long and dark, she most often wore it up in a tight bun behind her head. She wore little if any make-up, a pair of reading glasses most often dangling on a chain about her neck, resting casually against a pair of full breasts that she ensured were downplayed by the less than provocative clothing she most often wore during classes. To say she looked plain would have been an understatement. Most would call her an old maid, simply because she lived alone for reasons I didn't know or understand at the time. Others saw her as a kind and friendly woman, which she was. But without any obvious sex appeal whatsoever, self included.
A lot of that changed the very first evening we spent at her place when we began my tutoring.
Ms. Jenkins lived in a small but comfortable two-bedroom apartment. Nicely but simply furnished, she immediately directed me to have a seat at her small, but cozy looking kitchen table which sat adjacent to a fairly large window over looking the courtyard behind the building complex she was living in. Below sat a moderate sized swimming pool, currently unoccupied, along with a Jacuzzi where a young couple sat sipping and drinking wine.
"Would you like something to drink?" she asked.
"I'd love a beer," I told her.
She actually laughed. "I would too, but I don't think that would be very appropriate under the circumstances," she added. "How about a coke?"
"That'd be great!" I replied a little sheepishly. Though my attempt at humor had been obviously well received, it was also my only defense mechanism whenever I was extremely nervous, which I was now.
I watched as Ms. Jenkins leaned into the refrigerator retrieving our cokes. She had worn slacks today, along with a high collared white blouse. Upon entering her apartment, she'd removed her jacket tossing it over the back of one of her living room chairs. Her white blouse was just sheer enough to reveal the delicate lacy bra she was wearing. As she turned from the refrigerator, I noticed the twin hard little nubs of her nipples as they pressed firmly against the material of her blouse. Averting my eyes almost immediately so that she didn't catch me looking, I accepted my coke graciously from her.
"Would you like a glass?"
"Ah, no thanks. This is fine," I assured her still averting my eyes until she turned to reach into the cupboard taking a glass down for her self. Once again I glanced towards her chest, but already her nipples were withdrawing noticeably back into the warmer confines of her bra.
"Why don't you turn to page seventeen of your work book, and read through that short story for me while I change clothes," she said. "After you've done that, we'll sit down and read it through together."
At first it was hard to concentrate. My mind wandered briefly as I once again scanned the surroundings of her apartment, leaning forward slightly in order to have a better look down the hallway where she had moments ago headed towards what I could only assume was her bedroom. To my surprise, I saw that her bedroom door was still slightly open, but even more surprisingly, I caught her reflection in a nearby bedroom mirror on her vanity. Standing just inside her closet, I watched as she carefully removed her blouse, then her slacks until she was standing in nothing but that lacy bra and a pair of matching white panties.
Somewhat alarmed, I leaned away back towards the table and the book that was staring up at me. I tried to focus on the words that were formed there, but my mind was once again elsewhere. Hearing movement, I sat up leaning forward once again, just catching her reflection as she slid into a pair of comfortable looking sweatpants. But to my astonishment and shock, her bare breasts swung freely and openly before my gazing eyes before she moments later pulled a matching sweatshirt over herself concealing them once again.
I returned to the book desperately trying to read the story before her return, realization dawning on me that when she did return, she would be wonderfully and erotically braless beneath that bulky non-form fitting garment. Even so, I felt my prick lurch in recognition of that hidden fact.
Hearing her footsteps as she came back towards me, I was startled to some degree as she sat down across from me taking a sip of her coke. Her hair was down. I had never seen it that way before. It fell well below her shoulders, framing her oval shaped face so perfectly giving her a much more alluring expression and look than anyone might ever realize. Even the small amount of make-up that she wore seemed to better highlight her light blue eyes, perky nose and sensual full lips though she didn't appear to be wearing anything more than lip-gloss.
"How we doing?" she asked.
"I'm getting there," I stammered uneasily.
Truth was, that was my problem. The erection I'd begun to feel growing hadn't abated one iota. If anything, it was getting uncomfortably worse as I took brief glances up from the book I was supposedly reading to take in this new image of Ms. Jenkins that I was suddenly seeing for the first time.
"You're not concentrating," she said observantly.
She had me there. I hadn't even turned the first page, which at the minimum even with my difficulty reading I should have been able to do in the length of time given.
I watched her hand cross over towards the book, sliding it out and away from beneath mine. She closed it leaning back in her chair looking at me.
"You seem nervous. Why don't we chat for a while first, and then when you're more comfortable, we'll try it again," she stated easily.
"Thank you, I'd like that," I replied sipping my soda.
She soothed me by asking me what kinds of things I enjoyed doing, what types of hobbies I had, what I did for fun, favorite movies and TV shows. Thankfully, my erection subsided as I began concentrating more on that, and less and less on her bare breasts so perfectly concealed beneath the loose bulky sweatshirt.
Having no real social skills, when I had answered pretty much everything she had asked me, she then asked me if there was anything I wanted to know about her.
"Obviously you're not married," I began, seeing the surprised look in her face as I spoke. "How come?"
She smiled, but it was a sad smile and I could tell it wasn't easy for her as she stood up making her way over towards the sink where she turned on the water, rinsing out her glass before placing it down on the counter, turning to face me.
"I'm divorced," she said frankly. "Nearly four years now," she added.
I nodded my head, though not in understanding as to why. She really was an attractive looking woman and I couldn't understand for the life of me why anyone wouldn't want to be married to someone as nice and obviously as caring as she was.
"You have any kids?" I asked, once again showing my naiveté at what for her was obviously a delicate subject.
"No. Jack and I, my husband...or rather ex-husband I guess, couldn't have kids. Not that I didn't want any. I did. I'm just not capable of having any. Which is one of the reasons I became a teacher to begin with. I love kids, and love teaching them, especially kids who need a little extra help."
"You mean dumb kids like me?" I offered, trying to sound funny, grinning as I said it.
The look on her face became serious however and she approached me even before I knew what she was doing. In moments, she was kneeling down in front of me having placed both of her hands on each side of my face ensuring that I had no where to look but into her more than serious eyes.
"Chad, you're not dumb! And don't ever think of yourself in those terms again!"
Releasing my cheeks, which I felt suddenly red with surprise and embarrassment, Ms. Jenkins again stood looking down at me.
"You're a lot more intelligent and wise than you realize," she added. "You just need a little extra special attention and guidance is all. Before we're through, you'll realize that."
Once again she turned away from me looking back towards the sink. I saw her hand travel up to her face, knowing when she did that she was wiping away tears from her eyes. I'd seen them begin to moisten moments earlier as she held my face within her hands.
"Ms. Jenkins? I'm sorry. I didn't mean to say anything to make you feel bad."
When she turned back around to face me, the tears were gone, replaced by a warm, almost loving smile on her face.
"Tell you what Chad. When we're here, you can call me by my given name. Karen. But only here, never at school. Agreed?"
"Ok...Karen," I said, getting the feel of the more intimate introduction just given me. It did make her seem more real somehow, more like actually having a friend as opposed to her simply being one of my teachers. But I also knew that in class, she would be, Ms. Jenkins, my teacher, and that she expected me to respect that, which I would, and did.
We soon went back to my studies, spending the next hour and a half working through the short story she'd given me to read until she was confident that I had read it, and finally understood everything I had read. As she'd promised, once again showing just how much she was willing to go out of her way for me, she drove me home. And though it was a relatively short drive of less than fifteen minutes, I found that I was sad to be arriving in front of my house far too soon than I might have wished.
And there had been another reason for that too. Though certainly warm enough that she hadn't needed to take a coat or jacket along with her, the air was just cool enough outside as well as inside the car when we began driving, that her nipples once again firmed up sufficiently that they poked against the soft material of her sweatshirt. I could almost imagine that soft material caressing them from within. Wondering what they would feel like, remembering albeit far too briefly what they had actually looked like.
In my mind, I reflected briefly back to that moment as she stood just outside her closet, bending over slightly while struggling into her sweatpants. Her magnificent breasts jiggling lazily above as she finished slipping them on. Even at that distance, I could see the coloring of those twin teats. Caramel colored, dollar sized with erect perky nipples protruding from each.
"Day after tomorrow then?"
The car had stopped out in front of my house. Re-gathering my wits about me, I found I had been staring at her chest. Shamefacedly, I tore my eyes away looking up into hers. She seemed not to have noticed however, or if she had noticed, she wasn't letting on.
"Yeah," I replied simply reaching for the door handle. "Thank you Ms.," I paused momentarily unsure what to call her at the moment."
"Karen," she finished for me smiling. "But tomorrow, Ms. Jenkins, just like always," she added.
"Karen," I acknowledged, finally locating the door handle to her car in my reluctance to leave her.
As I stepped out, I felt the obvious. I knew I had an erection. But I also felt like it was safely positioned enough so as not to be too noticeable as I stood. I was wrong. I thought briefly of dropping my hand down to cover it. But then thought as how that might actually draw her attention towards it. Standing as I was, I couldn't see her face which was a slight relief. But as it was obviously time to say goodnight, I bent over leaning back towards the window. Which is when I discovered that she was looking, or had been looking anyway. Her eyes immediately shot up towards mine, and even in the darkness of the interior of the car, I could see coloration in her face.
"See you tomorrow in class then Chad," she said in parting. But there had been a throaty catch in her voice as though she had swallowed wrong before speaking.
"Good night Ms. Jenkins," I said, sliding into the more formal relationship between us. "See you tomorrow."
And with that, I stood back following the red glow of her taillights as she slipped down the street into darkness before making a left hand turn a short block away.
Only then did I screw up enough courage to look down at myself, alarm, shock and embarrassment greeting me as I glanced at the obvious spreading wet-spot which had appeared from out of nowhere on the front of my well-faded Levi jeans.
I dashed into the house, grateful that my bedroom was upstairs, and the family room downstairs. The faint glow from the TV set below as I reached the banister preparing to vault myself several steps at a time towards my room.
"How'd it go?" I heard my mother suddenly ask as she stepped from the kitchen catching me just before I could begin climbing the stairs.
"Good!" I offered back hurriedly, glancing towards her.
Mom stood with a wooden spoon in hand, her favorite baking apron on. "So, you going to tell me about it or what?" she asked curiously.
"I will later...promise!" I responded. "But right now, I gotta pee really bad!"
I made some effort at a grimace on my face, knowing full well the desired effect as mom blushed, turned, and headed back into the kitchen.
"Well, come see me before you go to bed then," I heard her saying as she disappeared.
I had my own bathroom off my bedroom, which was nice. And though it didn't have a shower or a bath, it did offer me some privacy and recluse for one of my favorite past-times, and that of course was masturbation. Although very much a virgin, and a very inexperienced one at that, I did have an active imagination even if that's all I had. I had never even seen a naked woman aside from a few photos and magazines that I had secreted away inside my bathroom, let alone ever having touched a woman. I had had only one girl friend to speak of during junior high school. But all we had ever done was kiss. And though I did have a few, though very few female friends in high school, that's all they were, that, and nothing more, certainly nothing romantic to speak of anyway.
As I sat down on the toilet slowly stroking my swollen cock, the image of Karen as I now thought of her, standing in her bedroom, breasts swaying so provocatively filled my minds eye.
It was an image and a memory that would serve me well over the next several weeks, as during that period I never again caught a glimpse of her in any manner that could add to or fuel my sexual fantasies.
Over the course of the next few weeks, I worked hard to overcome my learning disability. As I began to work through the difficulty, my self-confidence grew. I began to feel better about myself, and my attitude began to reflect that. Even styling my hair, dressing a little differently at Ms. Jenkins suggestion, gradually improved my self-image.
The day I received the first 'A' I had ever been given for a term paper was one of the biggest thrills of my entire life. More importantly, the fact I'd achieved it in a writing class under a different teacher, proved to me as well as to Ms. Jenkins that I wasn't dumb, and obviously very capable of producing exceptional work.
I arrived at her last class of the day waiting anxiously for the bell to ring. It wasn't one of our scheduled evenings, but I wanted to show her the grade I had received, and thank her for having helped me achieve it. When the last student had filed out of her classroom, I slipped inside approaching her with a broad grin on my face. I noticed as I did that she had chosen to wear her hair in a ponytail today, making her appear much younger. She was also wearing a tight fitting sweater, something else I wasn't accustomed to seeing her do. But the affect of both once again stirred the desire within my Levi's, and I quickly crossed to her desk so as to hide the obvious.
"Chad!" she said grinning at me as I entered. "Well, how'd you do?"
She had known about the term paper of course. After all, she had worked hard preparing me without once even glancing at it, leaving me to do all the required and necessary work on my own. I held it up, passing it to her with a bright red 'A' clearly indicated on the top of the notebook I handed her.
"Oh Chad, this is wonderful!" she said beaming at me. And then in the next instant, she stepped around from behind her desk, hugging me to her in a warm and affectionate embrace.
Feeling the softness of her firm breasts pressing against me only made the situation I began to find myself in worse. That, and the subtle fragrance of her musky scent, spices, orange blossoms perhaps, and the clean smell of soap. Standing there with my arms wrapped around her back was intoxicating, and I found myself not wanting to let her go. Obviously she felt something too, as moments later, the too long lingering hug became awkward, both of us stepping away, suddenly shy as we each purposely turned away from one another distancing ourselves.
"Say, we need to celebrate! Can you call your folks and let them know you'll be leaving with me tonight?" she asked.
Too stunned to verbally answer her, and with a painfully obvious erection still pressing firmly against my jeans, I nodded my head as she handed me her cell phone to use. Minutes later, I followed her out of the room towards her car in the parking lot.



We had made a running joke out of her asking me what I wanted to drink. I always answered with the word beer, and she always laughed retrieving a coke for me from the fridge. Moments after entering her apartment, she asked me the same question, and I in turn responded with the same pat answer I'd been giving her. This time however, I was surprised when she actually produced two beers handing me one.
"Just don't tell anyone I gave you that," she said conspiratorially handing me the bottle. "Since we're not actually working tonight, and in celebration of your achievement, I bought a six-pack in anticipation of your getting a good grade, and as a way to surprise you," she said with a wink and a smile.
I wasn't sure how to take that initially. But as she sat down across from me at the table, we soon fell into an easy comfortable conversation culminating in our polishing off another beer.
"Can I use your restroom?" I asked.
I realized that in all the time I'd been coming here, I had never once needed to use it. Though in the back of my mind, I am sure I had purposely refrained from needing to do so out of some unnecessary need to honor or respect her privacy. Not that I would have snooped through her medicine cabinet or anything like that, but I didn't want her wondering if I ever had either.
Karen smiled pointing down the hallway. "It's kitty corner to my bedroom, next to the spare bedroom," she stated.
I quickly headed down the hall, her bedroom door open. As I approached, I glanced in seeing the neatly made bed in her room. Though her closet doors were now shut, I saw a flashback to the time they had been open with her standing just inside them. Just before reaching the turn in the hallway, I heard her footsteps a short distance behind me. As I turned in search of the bathroom, I saw her a few steps behind.
"I hope you don't mind, but I'm dying to get out of these work clothes," she informed me.
I grinned, reaching the bathroom door. "I know what you mean," I said trying to sound as casual about it as she had. But the excitement of knowing she'd be taking off her clothes hit me full in the face. Stepping inside the bathroom, closing the door, I waited momentarily expecting to hear the sound of her bedroom door closing. It didn't. Inching the bathroom door open quietly and carefully, I saw that she had in fact closed it, but that a good inch or more remained open. With my heart beating wildly, and a catch in my throat making me dizzy as I stood there contemplating my next act, I tiptoed back out into the hallway towards her bedroom door.
Upon reaching it, I was careful to ensure that I didn't accidentally bump against it while leaning closer towards the small opening to peer inside her room. At the angle where I stood, it was impossible to see her directly. But once again her vanity mirror provided me with the means to see her as she stood off to one side of the bed changing.
I watched as she quickly slipped the tight fitting sweater she'd been wearing over her head. Reaching around behind her back, she quickly managed the clasp on her bra, letting it fall almost lazily down her arms as it fell away from her breasts. Closer than I had ever been, I nearly gasped with outright appreciation for how beautiful they really were. Letting the bra fall away from her arms down onto the edge of the bed, Karen casually reached up, cupping both breasts in her hands, massaging them.
I am sure she wasn't doing so in an effort to stimulate herself. It was more like taking a pleasurable scratch after having something so confined, being suddenly set free and needing a good rub. But when she finished doing that which took no more than a few brief moments, I then watched as she actually placed her fingers about each one of her semi-erect nipples, actually pinching them.
"Holy shit!" I thought silently to myself. That had been no subconscious movement, but a deliberate one as she actually fondled her nipples until they stood hard and inviting to my gaze.
I nearly backed away from the door, time was slipping away far too quickly for me to remain inside the bathroom much longer. But as her hand traveled down her tummy to part the waistband of her skirt before slipping down between her legs, she froze me in place as the expression on her face changed to one that I had never seen on any woman's face before.
I'd like to have seen and observed a lot more. A hell of a lot more! But fearful that she would soon wonder what was taking me so long, I crept back as quietly as I had arrived. I quickly flushed the toilet without peeing though the urge to do so was still upon me, and made some flourish of exiting the bathroom on my way back down the hallway towards the kitchen area. A few minutes later Karen rejoined me, now dressed in her comfortable but bulky sweatpants and shirt that I had grown accustomed to seeing her in whenever she was home.
Normally we'd be hard at work sitting at her kitchen table. As it became obvious to us both that conversation had reached a lag, Karen retrieved the last two bottles of beer, then motioned for me to join her in her small but cozy living room. I accepted the beer sipping it cautiously as much more of it would again have me racing to the bathroom, which presently might be difficult for me to justify.
"Want to watch a little TV or something?" she asked.
"Sure," I said simply taking a solitary chair adjacent to the couch she was herself sitting on.
As Karen began to flip through channels searching for something for us to watch, I noticed that periodically the remote seemed to malfunction pausing momentarily on one channel or another.
"The batteries are failing," she explained as though reading my mind. "I knew I should have picked up some," she added.
She continued however, where seconds later as we both sat gazing at the TV, a scene appeared of a man and woman lying in bed, naked, in a very steamy embrace. Karen fumbled with the remote, even pointing it more directly towards the TV, but there the scene remained as the couple continued their erotic coupling while we both sat there watching them. Frustrated, Karen finally stood shamefaced by her look, her expression one of embarrassment as she finally reached the TV, shutting it off.
"So much for that!" she replied trying to ease us both through what had been a very awkward moment.
Once again my nervousness and naiveté made an appearance.
"Are you seeing anyone?" I asked too close on the heels of what we'd been sitting there watching together.
As though the TV had magically turned itself back on, she glanced down towards the blank screen as though some image of the couple together had popped back on once again, causing me to ask her that particular question.
"Why do you ask?" she said wondering, only then tearing her eyes away from the screen in order to face me.
"Well for one, you've never mentioned having a boy friend. And two, you're too pretty not to be." My question had taken her by surprise. But to be honest, my asking it had taken me by surprise too. I'd certainly wondered, been curious about it. And now seeing her vulnerability, I'd caught her off guard. I hadn't meant to purposely make her uncomfortable, that hadn't been my intent. But in all the time we had spent together, I had never seen anything that even remotely hinted at her having any kind of relationship, nor had we ever discussed anything quite as intimate as that since the first night we had gotten together.
Bolder than I had ever been, and perhaps more so than I should be, I sat there looking at her expectantly.
She was blushing, "You really think I'm pretty?" she asked bewilderment clearly etched within her tone of voice.
"Very," I quipped back. "Especially when you wear your hair down," I added feeling light-headed, almost giddy.
Still obviously taken aback, embarrassed, she smiled as her hands automatically reached up behind her head undoing the ponytail she had been wearing. Seconds later she shook her head out, her hair falling in a near perfect frame around her face.
She laughed.
"It's been a long time since anyone's said I looked pretty," she said demurely. "And I'll confess to you Chad, it does feel good hearing it!"
I don't remember having picked up my beer. But I had, realizing it and taking a long pull from the bottle as I continued to lock my eyes with hers. Sitting the bottle back down on the small corner table next to me, I was immediately reminded of my almost painful need to pee.
"I gotta go again," I said lamely, standing up.
When I did, I saw her eyes travel down towards my crotch, drawing my own down as I followed her gaze. I was hard, painfully stiff, the bulge more than noticeably pressing against my pants. Without so much as another word by either of us, I hurriedly made my way back down the hallway towards the bathroom. Needless to say, it took several moments for me to finally be able to urinate, my mind ablaze with thoughts, feelings and sensations. By the time I had flushed the toilet, washed and dried my hands, I was confident that the almost surrealistic moment we had shared together would have passed.
She was waiting for me in the hallway outside the door to her room.
"Chad," she said catching me by surprise. "I have a confession to make. I know you were watching me earlier from the doorway. I happened to glance up and catch movement in the hallway through my bedroom mirror."
I hadn't even considered the possibility that if I could see her through the mirror, that she could have also seen me. But she had. Speechless, I merely stood there open-mouthed staring at her.
She continued however without pause.
"Knowing you were standing there, watching me. It excited me Chad. I know I shouldn't be admitting this to you, but it did. It's been a long, long time since I've even been as excited as I was. And I can't believe that I then did what I did..."
"You mean when you..."
"Yes," she admitted, her face flushed, her breath heavy as though she was having trouble breathing.
"I didn't know how you'd react. One part of me was wishing, willing you to come through the door. The other...well the other was wishing you would leave, which you soon did."
She was about to say more, but I never gave her the chance. In the next instant I had crossed the short distance separating us and gathered her into my arms. A millisecond later, my lips had found hers and we stood, kissing passionately, all thought of what we were doing, and who either of us were having melted in that puddle of lust we stood making together.
When I felt her hand upon mine as it rested lightly on her waist, I thought for sure she was about to force it away, thus ending our kiss which for me became the most intense experience I had ever had in my entire life. I was dead wrong of course, and thankfully so. As her hand covered mine, I felt it lifting me, not moving me away from her, but upwards, until it rested even more lightly against the firmness of her cotton covered breast. Like a cat kneading some downy covering, my hands and fingers flexed, digging softly into her flesh, eliciting a soft mewling sound from her as they did.
I heard more than saw the door to her bedroom opening. In the next instant, I was floating along side her as we somehow managed to move without breaking just inside the door to her room. Only then did I glance up into her face, seeing the expression of desire in her eyes that I had only fantasized and imagined in the privacy of my own bathroom.
I didn't know what to tell her, what to say. I could merely stammer out my fear and lack of experience regarding women in so few words.
She didn't seem surprised by that. A knowing look, a gentle touch as she led me further into her bedroom. Guiding me like an experienced dancer across the room, I felt myself gently pushed down onto the end of her bed were I collapsed unceremoniously, still staring at her as she reached down grabbing the waistband of her sweatshirt, pulling it up and over her head in one fell swoop.
"Oh my God!" I exclaimed, the words sounding far away as though someone else had actually spoken them.
As though in slow motion, I first saw the gentle swell of each rounded breast come magnificently into view. Time stood still as that sensual female flesh appeared in small increments until those caramel colored nipples were suddenly revealed, each capped by a taut, deliciously well rounded nipple. By the time she had finished removing her entire shirt, I felt like I had lived and died a thousand life times. Then, just like I had seen her do before, she cupped each within her hands, massaging the flesh, but unlike before, this time she did so with the intention of caressing herself, and not as though massaging out some hidden ache or pain she'd been nursing. As she crossed her arms, each hand finding a swollen nipple, she pulled them, pinching them until they were even harder, firmer than they had been if that were possible.
"Oh my God Karen!" I heard myself saying in repetition. "You truly are beautiful!"
Though the color had remained within her cheeks, it became quickly apparent it was no longer from shyness or embarrassment, but from pure unadulterated lust and desire. Without so much as a single breath, she pulled down the hem of her sweatpants, rolling them gracefully down her legs, revealing as she did that she had likewise removed her panties before putting them on. Revealed before me, another sight I had never before seen, a thin carefully manicured strip of fine downy soft hair reaching upwards from the apex of her sex towards the most sensual looking naval imaginable.
Mesmerized, held in a hypnotic trance, once again in slow motion, I watched as her hand traveled downwards between her legs as she parted them ever so slightly, a finger disappearing from view momentarily, motion, then withdrawal as she lifted it upwards towards her face. I watched as her fingers sought out her mouth, parting her lips like a welcome lover as she tasted herself, sucking the abundance of juices she found there with a degree of ecstasy and delight that triggered a release of wanton lubrication from my straining, still confined penis.
As she continued to lick whatever residue of her femininity she had found there, her other hand made the same trip downwards, until it too had sought out and found the nectar that existed between her legs. This time however, as she withdrew her hand, rather than reaching up to repeat the erotic performance I had just witnessed, she crossed over towards me, holding out that tantalizing finger. As she did, I took it as delicately as though she'd offered me some sort of fragile flower in danger of falling apart within a sudden unexpected breeze. Slipping it into my mouth, I lost myself in the fragrance of her musky smell, delighted at the sweetness that assailed my taste buds, short-circuiting them momentarily as I became intoxicated, drunk in the essence of her soul.
Sitting as I was, when Karen stood next to me, her breasts hung invitingly at eye level. After savoring her sweet tasting finger, it became natural to me to reach out, cupping her perfect twin globes within my hands. I drew each of her hard nubs in turn within my mouth, paying equal homage to them, sucking, licking and causing her knees to weaken as I drove her passionately towards bliss.
As excited as I was, I couldn't quit shaking however. Every nerve ending in my entire body was aflame. The fact that I was sitting here caressing and kissing the first breasts I'd ever seen, let alone touched, had overloaded my senses. When I felt Karen pull away, forcing me to relinquish that soft female flesh, I thought briefly that this magical moment had come to an end. Karen knelt on the floor before me, her eyes sweeping across my face in wild desire. As her hands began to fumble with my belt, then tugging at the zipper on my jeans, it finally registered as to what she was doing.
"Lift your ass up," she whispered, instructing me.
I closed my eyes. As strange as it may sound, the gentle coaxing of her voice as she helped me remove my pants reminded me a little of my mother helping me to undress when I had been a much younger child. And though the comfort of that soothed my nerves, the last thing I wanted at this particular moment was to be reminded of my mother! That concern melted like ice cream on a hot summers day however as I felt the coolness of the air within the room suddenly envelope my prick as it burst free of my jeans and shorts, both of which now entangled themselves around my ankles. The touch of Karen's hand about my swollen member sent a series of shock waves coursing up and down my spine. With my eyes still shut, now feeling as though held that way with glue, I sensed a differing feeling, unlike anything I had ever known before.
"Chad. Lay back honey, relax!" she spoke hypnotically to me.
I felt Karen's lips gently working the super-sensitive tip of my prick, her tongue lightly dancing along the shaft of my cock. I kept my eyes tightly closed, almost afraid that if I opened them, she would dissolve in front of me like some sort of mirage, waking to find myself in bed, alone...dreaming.
But it was real. Her mouth softly devoured me in ways that I could never have imagined. Her hands gently caressed my arousal in slow gentle strokes that accompanied the teasing, tantalizing manipulations of my tightened balls as one hand cupped, caressing and kneading them.
"Does it feel good honey? Do you like that?" she asked, the sound of her voice dream-like as she spoke.
I could only moan, uttering unintelligible sounds and emotions as they all fought for the right to escape my lips in some effort to assure her that I was indeed enjoying the incredible onslaught of my tingling prick.
I felt the smile on her face surrounding my hardness as she accepted that, drawing me inside even deeper than she had been. I felt the warmth of her throat, the gentle caress of her tongue as she all but swallowed me, felt my ball-sack tighten in anticipation of release, suddenly aware of that possibility. My eyes opening in bewilderment, near panic as I fought briefly to sit up.
The sight of Karen kneeling before me, my prick disappearing in and out of her mouth as her head bobbed in lusty playfulness quickly dispelled any fear or anxiety I might have had. Seeing her, watching her, was the most erotic, joyful thing I had ever witnessed.
Karen drew my orgasm from the tips of my toes to the top of my head. I wasn't really aware it had begun, as my entire body was one simultaneous climax. She knew what was happening however, coaxing my balls with her hand to release the pleasure that had been building there. Her mouth lovingly sucking the head of my prick as the first glorious jettison of my ecstasy began filling it with sweet tingling sensations of pleasure that threatened to rob me of my sanity.
The two things that took me by surprise more than anything else, was the intensity of my orgasm, and the fact that I was spending myself inside Karen's mouth. In all the years since I'd first learned to masturbate, I had never experienced such a pleasurable orgasm such as this. And watching as Karen's succulent lips continued to drain my seemingly continuous jettison of cum was beyond my wildest expectations. Though she didn't actually swallow my cream, as she allowed it to flow back out from the corner of her lips, the visual knowledge of what she had done for me as it poured from her mouth sliding back down the side of my shaft sent additional spasms of pleasure throughout my entire body. As the force of my climax ebbed, she continued stroking my shaft, now using the slick pearly substance of my cream to further pleasure me with. Only then did she look up into my face, smiling with the faint traces of my sperm clinging to her lips in a decadent, yet sultry display that once again took my breath away.



"Oh fuck! Karen!" I finally managed. "Never in my entire life..."
In that instant, she reclaimed me with her mouth, sucking me in fully and effectively claiming my soul.
Karen finished removing my shoes, socks, yanking my jeans and shorts off the rest of the way. I helped by removing my own shirt as she did, watching a moment later as she crawled back onto the bed, acting almost like a cat about to pounce on some prey she had cornered.
"When you've more fully recovered, I'll do that again, and make it feel even better next time!" she told me.
To be frank, I was confused. She noticed, smiling almost sadly towards me.
"I know you're a virgin Chad. And I have no intention of changing that! I think it's important that your first time be with someone you really care about."
I was about to inform her that she pretty much fit that particular bill, but she hushed me with a finger, placing it against my lips before I could speak.
"I know what you're about to say...want to say Chad. But given time, you'll know I'm right. You're feeling infatuation, lust, and desire. All those feelings. And I know that you care about me, the same way that I care about you. But its not the same way you will eventually feel towards the woman who you make love to for the first time."
Frustrated, I lay in puzzlement, so much had happened so fast, and so quickly, that I had allowed my hopes to escalate as she knelt before me pleasuring my penis.
Still unsure of what to expect, especially now, Karen slid her voluptuous body up and over mine. We kissed, passionately, yet tenderly. The press of her breasts against my chest already reawakening my semi-flaccid prick as our lips continued their embrace, tongues dancing.
Karen lifted herself upwards, still maintaining contact with me for a moment as she did. In the next instant, she sat upon my chest looking down towards me.
"As I pleasured you, I'm going to teach you how to pleasure a woman in the same way. Something that one day, your girlfriend, or your wife will more fully appreciate!"
"Oral sex 101?" I asked, in some attempt at nervous humor.
She did laugh however, as she began to move even more intimately towards me.
"As I taught you how to read and write, I will also teach you how to lick and tease a woman's pussy."
Karen positioned herself above me, still far enough away that my world suddenly changed. Above, she allowed me the wonder of seeing a woman's sex for the first time. I marveled at the patterned puffy lips that barred the way into her internal depths. I could smell the musky, heady aroma of her fragrance, drinking it all in through senses suddenly intensified as she reached back with her hand, softly stroking my rapidly hardening penis.
"Take your time," she instructed me. "Look, feel and taste to your hearts content," she added.
So I did. With my eyes I searched out every nuance and cranny, saw the glint of moisture as it gathered between the soft petals of her lips. I toyed with the tip of my finger, parting each, rolling them between my index finger and thumb as I explored the delicate flesh. Hearing her soft moans told me that my inexperienced explorations were still bringing her pleasure. Her hand clasped me even more firmly, a reminder that my own arousal was once again reaching fever pitch.
"Pull them apart with your hands," she whispered breathlessly. "Do you see the small pink little nubbin of flesh at the top of my slit?"
"Yes!" I whispered back, breathing deeply at the sweet pungent odor that assailed my nostrils.
"That's my clit," she informed me. "A tiny penis if you will, super sensitive to the touch," she left off saying.
I touched it. She stiffened, tensing just barely, but her hand still firmly wrapped around my dick confirmed in that instant that I had given her pleasure even if it was minor and simple at the brief contact with her femininity.
"Lick...it," she gasped, finding her breathing harder to control. "Softly, very, very softly," she urged.
Once again, I did as she instructed me to. Using the tip of my tongue, I lightly placed it upon the dance-floor of her clitoris, allowing the tip of my flesh to just touch ever so lightly, the tip of hers. Once again she moaned.
"Yes Chad, yes. That's it. Just like that," she assured me.
I continued to lick her, slowly increasing the pressure as well as the rapidity of my tongue thrusts, as she continued to instruct and teach me to do.
"Now suck it...suck it like I sucked your cock!" she said in a voice filled with pure raw lust and desire.
I captured that tiny morsel of flesh between my lips, drawing it in, feeling the tiny piece of flesh stretch, expand, gathered between my lips as I held on, sucking it as I had earlier sucked her sweet firm nipples.
"Now lick it...lick it again. Slowly this time, softly....slowly," she continued to say teaching me in those precious few words how to please and pleasure her as only a woman could know how to do.
As we continued our lesson, as I switched back and forth between licking and sucking, faster and slower, harder and softer, I had on my own, reached up with both hands, finding her breasts once again. The feel of them as they filled my hands caused an excited lurch within my prick. I felt a bubble of moisture form, bursting within the tiny eye-slit of my cock, which Karen in turn quickly discovered, using it to further caress me with.
"Pinch them Chad, pinch them while you do that," she begged me.
I had once again captured her clit between my lips, furiously sucking it now, her nipples equally hard as I rolled them, pinching them, almost afraid that I was hurting her in some way as I did. The pleasure pain was intense however, and she gloried in it, laughing excitedly, as she began moving herself above me, sliding the hot wet moisture of her cunt back and forth against my face.
I felt her stiffen, felt a sudden emergence of even more moisture as it coated my face, still tugging, still licking, still lapping at the crevice of her femininity as it bathed me in her pleasures.
She shook, racked with sudden sobs that alarmed me, making me fear for a moment that I had indeed injured or hurt her in some way.
"Karen? Karen?" I asked repeatedly. "Are you ok? Did I hurt you? Did I..."
She rolled off of me, quickly smothering my face in kisses. I felt new moisture as her tears fell freely onto my face. Yet, she really wasn't crying, as the giddiness of her ecstasy soon proved. She laughed, yet wasn't laughing. Her soft giggles of pleasure accompanying each kiss upon me, my lips, nose, each eye and finally my chin.
"Oh Chad...Chad, it's been so long. Too long," she amended. "I haven't felt like this in years," hugging me, caressing me, her hand so softly stroking my prick that it nearly didn't even register as she continued doing it.
Karen rolled over onto her back spreading her legs, bent at the knee. "Come here," she told me.
I thought for a moment she had changed her mind, the smile on my face suddenly widening as I approached her, my cock hard, stiff and joyously expectant.
"No," her look telling me otherwise.
Placing her hand about me, she directed my prick against the opening of her slit, allowing a brief tantalizing penetration of her nether lips. Spreading herself open with the other, her clit winked at me, the tip of my cock soon introduced, kissing it as she slowly moved it back and forth against herself.
"Oh fuck...that's nice..." I moaned, enjoying the silkiness of her pussy as it caressed the head of my slippery sliding prick.
Karen continued to tease herself, teasing me with both her hand as well as her cunt. Too soon I felt the second surge of desire racing up the length of my shaft. But she was expecting it, purposely creating it to happen in just that way.
"Shoot it all over me," she urged desperately. "Cream my clitty Chad," she said, jerking my prick in a hard steady rhythm as I knelt between her legs, watching the first white rope of my jisim suddenly envelope her clit, bathing it in a hot sticky torrent of tormented pleasure. "That's it! That's it Chad...cum on me baby, cum on me! Shoot that fuck-juice all over my pussy baby...cover me in that delicious white cream!"
In truth, I had never seen myself spurt so much. Though it seemed like an eternity, I soon lost count of the number of ejaculations that I threw against that beautifully open pussy. It was soon covered in an abundance of cream that ran in tiny rivers down inside her slit, down between both thighs, puddeling upon the sheets.
Exhausted, I collapsed beside her, lying at an angle that still presented me with a surrealistic picture of her sex as it dripped with the pearly moisture of my climax. Fascinated, I lay there watching Karen as she began to tenderly caress herself, using my juices as she teased, explored, and gradually intensified the manipulations of her wet juicy quim.
With her finger, she traced the outline of her proud standing clit. Dipping it repeatedly in the milky white fluid, using it to coax herself closer and closer to climax. I watched as she drew her fingers like a lovers caress down between the soft downy groove of her slit, seeking out the puddles of my nectar that had gathered there, placing bits of it upon her hard nipples, caressing, massaging, and playfully teasing herself over and over with my essence. When she came, she came slowly...long, and hard. I watched her face as it screwed up in pleasure, saw her face turn nearly purple with the joy of her release, saw her fingers driving inside herself with my juice still clinging fiercely to them until she too was spent, satiated beyond all possible relief.
It was in that moment of time that I also knew that we would never again share nor experience this form of intimacy with one another again. It was as though I had pulled the pages from a workbook, unable to return them, unable to go back.
As we held one another for hours, watching the room darken, covering us in a blanket of security and comfort, I held her as tightly as she held me. The reality of our relationship ending in the only way that it could.
It was the last time I would call her Karen. In the weeks and months that followed, she once again became Ms. Jenkins. And though our relationship remained friendly, courteous with a profound mutual respect for one another, it never again approached the level of intimacy we had once known.
Though oft times labeled or kidded as being 'teachers pet', especially in Ms. Jenkins class, as my self-confidence grew, so did my relationship with several other students. By the time graduation came, I did so with a better than average grade level, and with numerous friends that I could now count on as being just that.
Sadly, I learned shortly after graduating that Ms. Jenkins would not be returning the following year, having taken a lucrative teaching job elsewhere. I made no attempt to follow where she'd gone, nor contact her in anyway. And I knew that she had wanted it that way too.
Ten years passed.
At twenty-eight, I had established my own business. And though I certainly wasn't a millionaire, I was financially comfortable and proud of my achievements. I had certainly dated, lost my virginity to a woman who I had cared about. Karen had certainly been right about that. It had meant something special, and always would. But I still felt like it could have been the same with her too. I remained unmarried as I searched for the perfect woman to share my life with. But though there were many I cared about, I found none that I loved nor any that loved me for anything more than my financial stability.
Arriving home after a particularly busy day, I'd collected the mail, smiling inwardly as I saw a letter from my old high school. It was a notice that our ten year reunion was coming up, asking for an R.S.V.P., if I was planning on attending. I thought about it, nearly discarding the notion until I thought how it might be interesting to actually show up, and see how those who had thought me dumb or stupid might actually see me now.
As I lived a fair distance away, I made reservations with the hotel who'd been specifically assigned for returning alumni, now finding myself anxiously awaiting for the date of our ten year reunion.
When the night finally arrived, I found myself standing in a surprisingly crowded ballroom where many of my old friends along with their partners, greeted me in a welcome warm embrace. For those who had thought less of me, it was a minor delight to see the shocked expressions on their faces as they eventually learned of my successful business accomplishments.
"Chad?"
I turned at the sound of my name. Curious as to who might have recognized me as I had already seen most everyone that I had really known or cared much about. When I did, I felt my heart skip a beat, my breath suddenly swallowed as I fought to find it again.
"Ms. Jenkins?" I responded in shocked wonder.
"I think you can call me Karen," she responded delightedly.
Her hair was much shorter now, but she looked every bit as good as she had ten years ago. If anything, she looked even better at forty-eight than most women my age did.
"What are you doing here?" I asked, suddenly feeling like that same shy student I had been all those years ago.
Now it was her turn to blush. "I was curious," she began.
"Curious? About what?" I asked interrupting her.
She laughed. That same wonderful laugh I had heard so many times before as we sat around the kitchen table studying together.
"About you mainly. Wondering if you'd even be here. Wondering how things turned out for you," she finally finished saying.
I looked about expectantly. "Are you here with anyone?" I asked cautiously.
"No. You?"
I shook my head, "Never found the right woman."
She smiled, the grin on her face as bright and alive as I remembered it. The touch of her hand as it sought mine just as electrifying as the first time we'd ever kissed.
"You have a room?" she asked seductively.
As before, I nodded my head, words failing me.
"Come on then, there's a few things I think I can still teach you," she said. "And probably, a few things you can teach me," she added giggling.
As I followed her down the hallway hand in hand towards the elevators, I found myself relishing in the fact that for a while at least, I would be 'teachers pet' once again.
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I knew something was wrong when the school counselor stepped into my classroom. I'd spoken with Mrs. Davis before when I found out I was eligible for a scholarship. Seeing her glance briefly in my direction, her look haunting when she did, just before approaching Mr. Benson, my social studies teacher. She whispered to him briefly in tones too low for anyone else to hear.
Mr. Benson's expression softened, further confirming that whatever news they were sharing, wasn't good. "Benson" as everyone called him was a no-nonsense kind of a teacher anyway. Seeing his expression, especially as he looked up in my direction said more than words ever could.
"Scott? You're needed in the counselor's office," he said almost apologetically.
Normally several snickers or jabs usually followed an announcement of this sort from fellow classmates. Eerily, it was as though everyone picked up that something was wrong. The fact that Mrs. Davis had come to get me herself, rather than sending a teachers aid along with a note to do it only emphasized the seriousness of the situation.
As I gathered my things shoving them inside my backpack, I found my hands were shaking. As I approached Mrs. Davis while she stood at the door waiting for me, her smile was genuinely sorrowful. I wanted to ask her right there and then what was wrong, but it was obvious she wasn't about to tell me anything yet. I swallowed, my mouth suddenly gone dry; licking my lips as I quietly followed her down the hallway back towards her office. When I arrived, there was a police officer, and my mothers best friend Mary waiting in her office for me.
"What's wrong?" I finally asked, no longer able to contain my curiosity. "Something's happened hasn't it?" I said already knowing the answer.
"Scott? Your mother and father..." Mary began, obviously choking back her own grief at this point.
I knew that Mary was the same age as my mother. Though at fifty, she looked easily ten years younger than that. Her dark brown hair was currently streaked with attractive looking blonde highlights, making her brown almost golden eyes even more alluring. She wore her hair short, swept up and feathered along the sides, making her the most attractive 'older woman' I knew. She was also tall for a woman, with long shapely legs, heart-shaped ass, and obviously full breasts. It was hard not to think about her without having lusty thoughts. Something I had often had about her, except for now.
"They're dead aren't they?" I interrupted knowingly.
Unable to continue, Mary looked towards the officer who cleared his throat stepping in. "I'm officer Jones," he began "Your mother and father were involved in an automobile accident this morning on their way to work. I'm sorry to have to tell you this Scott, but they were hit by an out of control eighteen wheeler, they were killed instantly."
I had no other family. No brothers, no sisters. My grandparents all having died years ago, and mother like me, an only child herself, so there were no aunts and uncles to even speak of. My father did have a brother, but he'd disappeared years ago after a dispute with my father over my grandparent's estate. So for all intents and purposes, I really had no family to speak of. Only "Aunt Mary" as I had grown to affectionately call my mothers long time friend.
Finally 'Aunt Mary' came to me, taking me into her arms hugging me affectionately, her tears freely flowing at this point.
"I'll take you home, we'll gather up what things you need to get by for a few days, then we'll sit down and sort this all out," she stated simply.
"Where am I going to live? What am I going to do?" I asked bewilderedly.
Once again the officer spoke trying to assuage my fears. "Arrangements are already being made so that you can stay with your mothers friend until such time as we can either locate your uncle, or make a determination as to what will be in your best interests," he said offhandedly.
"I don't want to live with my Uncle!" I informed everyone. "I don't even know where he is!" Turning towards Mary, I looked at her with fearful eyes. "Can't I stay with you?"
"Of course you will," she said determinedly. "Don't worry Scott, like I said, we'll sit down together and work everything out. There's no reason for you to be afraid!"
Mary had lost her husband several years' back. He'd been a member of the Special Forces during Vietnam, still MIA, or "Missing In Action" as it was officially termed, though everyone knew of course that after all this time, he was most certainly dead. Mary had never remarried, refusing for a number of years to even have her husband officially declared so.
And so it was that I eventually moved in for good with her. With less than three months remaining before I graduated from high school, and my eighteenth birthday less than a month away, things eventually settled into a resemblance of normalcy, even though Mary was unaccustomed to having anyone living with her as she and her husband had never had any children either. For a while, it was awkward, often difficult trying to stay out of one another's way, and especially in trying to keep from getting on each other's nerves. Eventually however, things began to iron themselves out, reaching a point where both Mary and I began to enjoy and appreciate having each other for company.
I had few friends, none really close. And though I had certainly dated, I currently didn't have a girlfriend to speak of either. When the day of my birthday came around, I had made no plans to spend it with anyone, doing anything, or going anywhere. Mary also knew I didn't want any kind of party, the death of my parents still too fresh for me to feel like celebrating. As such, she offered to treat me to dinner, and then to a movie afterwards. As I had been given, I chose both the restaurant, as well as whatever movie I wanted to see. Dinner had been great, and the movie was one filled full of adventure and intrigue. Something I'd hoped would help me keep my mind off the obvious. And it did, to some extent. But I hadn't realized when picking it, that there was a considerable amount of sexual activity that would be so openly dramatized. Sitting adjacent to 'Aunt Mary' made me feel self conscious several times during the showing, especially when I found myself becoming aroused. I dared not even look in her direction, fearful that if I did, I would see the embarrassment, if not downright indignation that I was putting her through watching this, just because it was my birthday.
"Well, that was certainly an interesting movie," she'd said moments after we'd exited the theatre.
I couldn't tell by the tone of her voice, nor by the expression on her face if she was subtly telling me she'd been uncomfortable watching it with me or not. I decided to refrain from saying anything, figuring under these circumstances that silence was the best answer to that.
To further impress that feeling upon myself, we drove home in silence. In the short time since I had come to live with Mary, it was the most awkward and longest silence we'd ever shared with one another. The images of the sexual activity taking place on screen were still burned into my mind however, and like a favorite song, I kept replaying them over and over inside my head. Still a virgin with respect to the fact I'd never had intercourse with anyone, I did have some limited experience with one or two girls I had known. But not much beyond the typical light petting. By the time we'd arrived home, I was all for running upstairs to my bedroom, locking myself in, and relieving what had become for me a most uncomfortable bit of pressure.
Mary's apartment was small, a two bedroom affair, one of which she'd been using mostly for storage until I'd come to live with her. There was only one bathroom, accessible either by the hallway entry, which stood directly across from my own bedroom, or through the connecting door on the other side to her bedroom. "I know you didn't want to make a big deal out of your birthday," she'd begun shortly after we'd arrived home, "but I did purchase a gallon of your favorite ice-cream. I thought we could share some while watching the late show on TV."
"Ah, ok...but I'm going to change clothes first," I informed her, "get into my robe," I added unnecessarily.
"Good idea, I think I'll get more comfortable myself," she agreed following me up stairs.
I'm sure it was a combination of several things. I hadn't once jerked off since moving in with Mary for one, and secondly, seeing the rather suggestive movie had reawakened the lusty urges and desires I had once secretly fantasized about whenever being around her for the other. Even though I usually slept nude, in all this time I hadn't entertained any of those thoughts, nor done anything about it in the privacy of my room, which Mary had so carefully ensured that I had.
Wearing only a pair of briefs, I quickly tossed on my bathrobe crossing the hallway into the bathroom. The light was off, and I nearly turned it on, closing the door upon entering. I stopped from doing that however, noticing when I entered that the door on her side wasn't entirely closed. A sliver of light informed me that she was in her room, and I could hear her bustling about getting undressed.
In the time I had known Mary, and though often fantasizing about what she looked like, I'd never seen her naked of course. Aside from an occasional glimpse down her blouse when I'd caught her leaning over, or catching a quick view of one of her lacy bras when the buttons on her shirt parted while sitting next to her at dinner, had been the extent of any real substance I'd enjoyed. Now, standing there in the darkness of the bathroom, the two inch opening of light, flickers of movement in the adjacent room, I knew that the very real possibility of seeing a lot more than I ever had was just a few short steps away. Aroused, I hadn't even realized my hand had slipped beneath the waistband of my shorts. Not exactly stroking, but certainly fondling my erection, I stepped quietly towards the door. And though I made not a sound, I felt as though the beating of my heart would surely give me away as I bravely positioned myself off to one side of it, easing my head gingerly towards the bare crack of light separating the two rooms.
There she was. I'm not sure what I expected to see. Certainly something, and certainly with the expectation that I'd get too see more than I had seen in the past. But now, watching as she almost teasingly removed her clothing, I knew that for as long as I was willing to stand there, dared to stand there, I would see more of her that I had ever hoped or dreamed of.
Mary had already removed most of her clothing, choosing to sit on the edge of the bed while she finished slipping off her pantyhose. In seconds, she sat wearing nothing more than a black lacy bra with matching thong panties. Something else I hadn't expected to see my 'Aunt Mary' actually wearing. Reaching back around herself, she managed the clasp of her bra undoing it a moment later. As her breasts fell free, I nearly gasped just catching myself, fully aware that any sound on my part would be easily heard as she sat less than ten feet away from where I was standing. Mary took a moment to massage her now exposed flesh, lifting one near perfect orb, scratching beneath it where I supposed the under wire of the bra had been digging into her flesh. Her breasts certainly weren't those of a perky teenage woman, but I found myself even more appreciative to find that they weren't. They were certainly full, well rounded without being overly large. The sensual maturity as they rested well against her ribcage, tear-dropped shape in appearance as my only real way of describing them, caused my prick to lurch in renewed excitement. And served as a reminder that what I was doing was also very, very dangerous.
I was paranoid for a split second that Mary would stand and head into the bathroom, nearly backing out and away from the door at that moment. Instead, Mary began to remove the sexy black laced thong style of underwear, revealing to me for the first time the completely shaved full puffy swell of her pussy lips. Except for a few men's magazines I had seen, I had never seen a woman's pussy in the flesh. Mesmerized, yet frozen in fear, I continued peeking at her through the door, unable to take my eyes off the vision of loveliness that stood a mere few feet away from me. Mary had turned by this time, removing her bathrobe from the back of the closet door where it hung. Seeing her do this, I quietly slipped back out of the bathroom heading down the hallway back towards the stairs. I'd just reached the stairwell when I heard the hallway door to the bathroom close, and the door locking. Relieved I hadn't gotten caught; I headed downstairs to the kitchen area where Mary had left out the ice cream to soften slightly on the counter. Dishing us both up a healthy bowl, Mary appeared a few minutes later, like me, wearing her robe. But I knew even as I handed her, her dish of ice cream, that she was nude beneath it.
"You know what would really go good with this?" she'd asked me.
"No. What?"
Mary turned towards the cupboard, retrieving a small pint-sized bottle. "I have some brandy that would taste really good poured over this," she said simply. She poured us both a generous helping, then I followed her back out to the living room where we turned off all the lights as we usually did, and sat down on her couch side by side to watch the TV.
The brandy-covered ice cream was good, almost too good as I really never had been much of a drinker. Mary polished hers off in good order as well, which I think contributed to her growing rather sleepy as mid-way through the movie she was already beginning to doze off. I nearly suggested to her that she might want to consider heading upstairs to bed when she laid down on her end of the couch, feet tucked comfortably beneath her using one of the throw cushions for a pillow. When she did that, one half of her robe parted, revealing fully one of her beautiful breasts. To my surprise, her nipple stood firm and erect, I am sure caused by the cold ice cream. But regardless of the reason, I was thrilled to be sitting there no further than a foot or so, gazing boldly at that brazen tit, delighting in the fact that I could so easily see it with Mary totally unaware that I could. Moment's later she lay snoring softly, assuring me that she was indeed sound asleep.
Though I had softened somewhat sitting there, it took mere moments for my erection to once again reach its full hardness. I couldn't believe what I was thinking, let alone actually talking myself into doing. Parting my robe without untying the sash in the event she woke, I slipped my hand beneath the opening, were I could more easily sit there stroking myself, eyes fixed on that luscious breast with its caramel colored hard swollen nipple.
Actually sitting there next to her masturbating without her being aware of it was the most exciting thing I had ever experienced before in my entire life. I had had to stop twice, once fully removing my hand as she'd stirred, fearing she was about to awaken. The last time, she'd even shifted positions, stretching out one leg a little more fully until it had rested against the meaty part of my thigh. It took a long time for me to dare attempt jerking off again, doing so even more slowly, more carefully with her foot now in direct contact with me. But the sensation of her foot abstractly involved in my self-pleasuring escapade, merely added to the heightened sensuality of the moment. That and the fact that her breast had revealed itself even more fully to me, falling out of the robe to expose itself in all its glory. As my prick became more and more slippery, I was careful to keep the juicy noise I was making down to a bare minimum. Tempted to increase the pumping motion of my hand in order to more rapidly achieve orgasm, I was thus forced to refrain from doing so. Her foot pressed firmly against me, with the tell-tale knowledge of what I was actually doing too dangerous to increase with any more movement than I was already so recklessly getting away with as it was.
Thus forced to continue on with the slow, almost agonizing pace of playing with myself, when the orgasm came after one of the longest self-stroking sessions I'd ever performed, the intensity of pleasure caught me by surprise. The force of the climax I experienced was a gusher as cum flew from my prick, coating the inside of my robe in a thick gooey mess. I had barely finished milking out the last of my sperm into my robe when Mary stirred again, this time sitting up, gathering her robe together as she did, completely unaware that her breast had been so openly exposed.
"My God, what time is it?" she asked sleepily.
The movie we'd been watching was of course over. Another old time western now on, which I hadn't even been aware of until then.
"What the hell are you watching anyway?" she asked glancing towards the set.
My hand was still trapped inside my robe, covered as I well knew it to be with vast amounts of cum which still clung between my fingers. Any attempt on my part to wipe it off, or withdraw it would draw her attention towards me, something I now prayed with every fiber of my being she wouldn't do.
"Oh...just some old western," I replied lamely. "Actually, I was just thinking about getting up and going to bed myself."
I'd managed to lift my leg just enough, crossing it to hide the fact that my hand was still trapped down inside my robe though my cock had at least become flaccid enough that it wouldn't give me away. Carefully, I wiped my hand off inside my robe hoping to have removed most of my sticky white spunk from my fingers before being forced to withdraw my hand.
"Yeah, me too. Been a long day," she said standing, stretching with a wide yawn that once again parted her robe briefly, showing me yet another quick peek at her breasts before she discovered the indiscretion. Mary cast a quick sidelong glance towards me, knowing full well how exposed her breast had become before covering herself. I however pretended not to have even noticed, already reaching for the remote in order to turn off the TV. Though to my horror upon doing that, I saw faint traces of my cream still clinging across the back of my hand.
"We need to go grocery shopping tomorrow," she said as I followed her at a discrete distance back upstairs to our rooms. "So no sleeping in," she warned. "We've got a busy day ahead of us, and I want to get going as soon as we've had breakfast in the morning."
I was surprised when she turned at the head of the stairs, giving me a quick perfunctory kiss good night. Worse, her hand had dropped taking mine as she did, giving it a quick little squeeze. I feared briefly that she'd picked up some left over residue of my spending, but either way, there was nothing I could do about that now. "See you in the morning, sweet dreams!" she offered, then stepped inside her bedroom closing the door.
I made my way down the remainder of the hallway to the bathroom, stepped inside, this time turning on the light. As I did, I noticed this time that the door leading back into her bedroom was closed, and in all likelihood, locked as well. I finished peeing, washed and dried my hands, and stepped out into the hallway crossing over into my own room. I'd barely taken off my bathrobe to examine the damages when I heard the bathroom door just outside my bedroom once again closing. It was a quick simple flash of mind, but for a moment, I imagined Mary sitting there on the toilet playing with herself. I finally managed to crawl into bed, making a mental note to take a load of clothing down to wash as soon as possible, including my robe for obvious reasons of course when I heard the toilet flushing and the door once again opening. Expecting Mary to head back into her own bedroom, I was surprised when a soft light knock came to my door.



"Scott? You're not asleep yet are you?" she asked.
"Ah no...just got into bed," I answered.
"May I come in for a second? I forgot to tell you something," she added.
"Sure, the doors not locked," I responded, hearing the knob turn and the door open before I'd even finished that statement.
My bedroom light was off, so the only light spilled in from behind Mary as she half stepped into my room. When it did, I saw her body entirely silhouetted beneath the semi-transparent nightgown she was wearing. She quickly crossed the room over towards my bed, leaning over once again kissing me lightly on the lips. As she did, I felt her breasts lightly brush against my chest.
"Happy birthday Scott!" she stated. "I know this probably wasn't much of a birthday for you, but I wanted to say it to you anyway. That...and that I'm really glad you've decided to live with me."
"Thank you," I whispered softly to her, still feeling the light almost delicate press of her breasts as they lingered a moment longer against my chest. "I'm glad that you're allowing me to stay here. And I promise, I won't do anything to make you regret that either," I told her.
I don't know why I said that. Perhaps out of some guilt that had suddenly found its way inside my head for the antics I'd pulled earlier on. The last thing I wanted to do was risk her becoming upset with me, or seeing me as some kind of demented pervert or something, and thus asking me to leave. As much as she'd become the center of my fantasies and desires, I knew at that moment that I had to control those urges, or I'd very likely find myself out on the street.
"Well, anyway, happy birthday," she said again. "I'll see you bright and early in the morning."
This time when Mary stood, I purposely refrained from staring at her nude form outlined by the light coming in from the hallway. Closing my eyes, I was determined to get a grip on myself, and not the one I had used earlier.
"Nite Mary."
"Nite Scott, sleep tight." A second later, I heard the door to my bedroom close, only then opening my eyes where I lay for a long, long time in silence before finally drifting off to sleep.
#
A full week later I'd been invited by my sometimes friend Jeff to double date with him at a drive in. He'd been chasing a girl named Debra for several weeks with little success. The problem was, she insisted that her best friend Susan go with them. I knew Susan as we shared a class together and had been partners in several working experiments. She wasn't exactly "fugly" but Susan was about as plain as they came, which was one of the reasons that few if any guys were willing to be Susan's date, just so some friend of theirs could date the star cheerleader.
When Jeff approached me about taking Susan out just so he could be with Debra, I balked at the idea because I knew full well what his intentions were. Susan however had approached me in class stating that she was looking forward to our date Friday, which told me that Jeff had already told the girls it was on even before I'd agreed to do it.
We drove to the drive-in theatre in Jeff's classy looking 57' Chevy. I wasn't at all surprised that once after the movie had started, he'd asked Susan and I to switch places with them so that he and Debra could have the back seat.
Though Susan sat up front with me, she was hugging her window nearly as much as I was hugging mine. Periodically we looked at one another, smiling. Not so much out of courtesy in acknowledging that we knew one another was there, but because the not too subtle noises coming out of the backseat were impossible to ignore. In some respects, it was becoming comical. Trying to watch the movie with a girl who had no sexual interest in you, and who you had no desire to be with either while two who obviously did sat in the back seat groping one another was making us both a little uneasy.
"God you have beautiful tits!" Jeff said at one point.
From the corner of my eye, I watched as Susan folded her arms over hers as though having heard that, I might be so inclined to want to try doing something with her.
"I can't get your belt undone," Debra whispered a few moments later. "You're gonna have to do it yourself," she added.
I took my hand out of my lap where it had been resting and placed it purposely on the steering wheel, smiling shyly in Susan's direction as she in turn glanced at me, a knowing look on her face that she knew every bit as much as I did what was about to take place in the seat behind us.
I cringed as the sound of Jeff's zipper being undone reached my ears. Seconds later, he was moaning and groaning in obvious ecstasy as Debra began giving him an obvious blowjob, taking a break a moment later to speak to him.
"Remember what I told you," she whispered, still loud enough that I heard it, and knew that Susan certainly had too.
"Don't worry, I'll tell you before I cum," Jeff said, speaking for my benefit, as it was obvious by now he'd been particularly vocal in his antics just to prove he was being studly in the backseat, and I wasn't.
As much as I hated to admit it though, all that moaning, groaning, and giggles that had been coming from both of them had had its affect on me. And though images of Susan weren't bouncing around inside my head, thoughts of Mary were.
Closing my eyes while listening to the sweet sounds of Debra's "suck-pop" as she mouthed Jeff's cock, I could see Mary inside my own head, doing the exact same thing to me. Hard as a rock, almost painfully so, I yearned with every fiber in my entire being to be heading home right now rather than sitting there were I was. Especially with a raging hard-on I could do nothing about. At least back home, I could very possibly be in bed, fantasizing about Mary, even though I'd already broken that promise to myself that I wouldn't, twice already.
"God damn it Jeff! You said you'd warn me before you came!" Debra screamed out in obvious indignation.
I actually heard Susan suppress a giggle, catching her look of knowing embarrassment, not so much for what had obviously happened, but in a way that she'd gained satisfaction in the fact that it had.
"I'm sorry!" he apologized lamely. "It just felt way too fucking good, the next thing I knew..."
"Yeah, the next thing I KNEW, was that my mouth suddenly was filled full of your spunk!" she shot back at him. "Just for that, you can take me home now Jeff!" she demanded adamantly.
Now it was my turn to smile as I lived closer than the girls did. Glancing at my watch, I saw that it was still reasonably early. Perhaps I could convince Mary to go out for fast food, and maybe catch a movie at home afterwards. I enjoyed our Friday night evenings together doing that with her, reluctantly agreeing to go along on this date, thus giving one of those up.
Unfortunately, the girls insisted on Jeff's taking them home first, adding what turned out to be another wasted hour before I finally arrived home. After Jeff dropped me off, I noticed the lights were off in the apartment as I headed up stairs. I figured with Mary's hectic schedule this past week, she'd decided to turn in early, catching up on her sleep. Letting myself in, I quietly slipped upstairs to my room, careful so as not to make any noise, thus waking her. I'd undressed, slipped into bed and lay there for several long minutes trying to force myself to sleep when the sound of Mary's footsteps padding down the hallway reached my ears. Hearing her head downstairs towards the kitchen, I smiled inwardly, jumping out of bed with the intention of surprising her in my being home.
Throwing on my robe, I crept down the hall, down the stairs towards the kitchen area. With luck, I could sneak up behind her giving her a surprising scare, and though she'd probably chastise me for having done so, it was one of the things I was well known for in doing.
She hadn't turned on the kitchen light, the only source of light coming from what I knew to be the open refrigerator door. All the better for concealing my presence, allowing me to approach her even more stealthily until ready to pounce. Easing up to the archway of the kitchen, I peered around the corner. Mary was nude which froze me in my tracks. Sneaking up on her now in this condition was obviously out of the question!
"What the hell?" I thought silently.
When I'd first spotted her, she was bent over peering inside the fridge. The sight of her beautiful ass so provocatively displayed in this fashion as she rummaged around inside one of the drawers had momentarily robed me of my senses. If I'd thought about it, my position was even more precarious than it had ever been, with very little leeway for me to hide or hope to be able to explain my standing there spying on her. Mary straightened having found whatever it was she'd been looking for. Leaving the refrigerator door open, she slid over towards the sink her back still towards me. I heard the sound of running water as she obviously washed whatever it was she'd removed. I'd nearly decided to turn and head back upstairs as quietly as I'd arrived when Mary stepped back suddenly, leaning forward against the sink, now standing with her legs partially spread.
"What's she doing anyway?" I now asked myself.
The appearance of what I now realized was a long slim cucumber had me questioning my sanity. I couldn't for the life of me understand why she was standing there in the stance that she was to begin with, holding the vegetable in hand the way she was, until I saw her slowly begin to insert it inside herself.
"Oh my God! She's using it to masturbate with!" I only then realized.
Mary slowly eased the cucumber inside the recess of her pussy until she'd taken as much of it as she possibly could. Leaning over even further now, she reached behind herself, clasping the fuck-toy in hand and began to move it in and out of herself with obvious delight. The pleasurable sounds of her coupling with the green prick she was using startled me. So unexpected, so obscenely erotic, as her breath came in short quick gasps matching the tempo of each thrust of her hand as the cucumber slipped in and out of her obviously went cunt.
With her back towards me, I wasn't too worried about her seeing me, and though I didn't exactly step around the corner, I had allowed most of my head to do so. Mary was still in the throws of her enjoyment; raising her head as yet another deep-throated groan escaped her lips. When she did, taking a quick glance out the kitchen window, her movement drew mine, suddenly seeing my own face in the window staring at her through a semi-mirrored reflection. For a frozen moment, our eyes locked. Mary gasped in alarm and surprise as I yanked my head back, too late, as it was obvious I'd been caught. In panic, I fled from my blown place of concealment, taking the stairs two at a time back towards my room.
"Scott! Wait! Wait!" I heard Mary calling out after me.
I reached my room turning off the light, jumping into bed as though that mere act alone could somehow absolve me of my having been caught peeking at her. Frightened more than I had ever been before in my entire life, I lay in bed, heart pounding furiously. The sound of footsteps, unhurried as they made their way up the stairway reached my ears. I listened, following them as they came down the hall towards my room, waiting for the inevitable knock, which never came. Instead, much to my surprise, but certainly warranted under the circumstances, Mary turned the doorknob which I had failed to lock, stepping into my room.
"Scott?"
I'd expected anger, fury perhaps. But the tone of her voice was anything but. Still afraid, unsure of what was to come next, I remained silent grateful for the darkness of my room that harbored my shame and embarrassment.
"Scott, its ok. I'm not mad at you. A little surprised, yes. After all, I had no idea you were even home," she began by way of explanation.
"I'm sorry," I finally stammered, the only thing I could think of to say to her. The image of her standing there still indelibly burned within my minds eye.
"I think its time we had a talk Scott, for several reasons. You need to know who I am for one thing, and for another, there is even more I think I should tell you now that this has happened."
Confused, bewildered, I continued to lie beneath the covers still praying that Mary wouldn't turn on the bedroom lights and thus reveal my shame. It was bad enough that I was feeling that way, let alone being forced to actually confront her with it physically as well.
She hadn't turned on the hallway lights either, so my room remained dark even though I could just see the faint outline of her form as she walked more fully into my room, crossing over to sit down on the edge of the bed next to me. In the next instant, I felt her hand gently brushing the hair out of my eyes even though it was still far too dark to make out the features in her face.
"You know what I was doing," she began.
Rather than answer her verbally, I nodded my head, her hand still stroking my brow immediately realizing my response.
"Then let me explain that, and a whole lot more to you," she continued. She paused, taking a breath collecting her thoughts, allowing me a brief reprieve to mentally prepare my defense, if there even was one.
"Your mother and I were the best...closest of friends. She knew me better than I even knew myself," Mary began telling me.
My initial thought at that moment even as I listened to her being, "What the hell has this got to do with your fucking yourself with a cucumber?" but I refrained from saying so of course, continuing to listen.
"Just because I never remarried after the death of my husband doesn't mean that I'm not a sensual, sexual person. Your mother knew that about me more than anyone else ever did. And, just so you know, I've only been with one other man since then, something that didn't work out for reasons too lengthy to explain here. But the point I'm trying to make is, I'm still very much a woman with sexual wants and desires."
Lying there listening to Mary speak hadn't eased my confusion or lack of understanding one iota. "I don't understand what you're trying to tell me," I finally confessed, causing Mary to pause, once again taking a deep breath.
"I'm getting there, let me finish," she said with the first tinge of sternness finally being heard in her tone of voice.
I said nothing, waiting patiently for her to begin again as the seconds of silence that lingered now between us seemed like an eternity before she spoke, picking up where she'd left off before I'd interrupted her, which is when I felt her shiver.
"It's cold," she whispered. "Scoot over Scott, let me get under the covers here so I can finish telling you what I have to say."
Mary had been nude when I'd last seen her. She'd come straightaway from the kitchen to my room, making me realize as I slid over against the wall, lifting the covers so that she could crawl into bed beside me, that she was in all likelihood, still nude. Pressed against the wall as much as possible to give her plenty of room without touching, our heads soon shared my single pillow. Her tone of voice was soothing as she spoke, alleviating whatever fears I had had. Knowing she was naked, the proximity of her beautiful body only inches away, soon fueled the flames of desire I'd been entertaining down near the kitchen. As much as I tried to shake off the sensation, my penis once again firmed having a mind of its own.
"Your mother knew that if anything ever happened to either of them, that I would be there," Mary started in again. "She made me promise that if that did happen, I would be there for you. At first, as you well know, it was difficult for both of us, making the adjustments so that we didn't get on one another's nerves, or in each others way. In time, I think we both found an acceptable balance, even forming a bond between us that we've both come to appreciate and accept."
Though it was dark and I still couldn't see her, Mary turned onto her side, supporting her head with her hand as she rested her elbow there on the bed, finally coming into contact with my own arm. My prick gave an involuntary lurch of awareness at this first contact.
What Mary had been telling me of course was all true. I understood that much, but I still didn't understand or comprehend where any of this was going or why. All I knew was that she was laying here in bed with me, naked. Mary took another breath, pausing as she sought the words to explain herself, and whatever feelings she felt she had to share with me for whatever reason.
"Like I said earlier, your mother knew me better than anyone. "We'd shared an apartment together, so she knew who I was, what I did,"
"Did?" I found myself asking before even realizing the words had escaped my lips. Once again Mary stopped, but this time she laughed.
"Yeah, I guess that does sound worse than it really was. What I meant by that was that your mother knew I was very sexually uninhibited, a bit of a flirt as well as an exhibitionist. It wasn't really a matter of tolerance, as much as acceptance of me as a person. The 'did' part, involved one of my favorite past-times, which for me was masturbation. I wasn't promiscuous; I didn't sleep with every guy I ever went out with. But like I also told you, I was...am," she amended quickly, "very sexual. I masturbate a lot, every single day, and sometimes two or three times a day, depending on how horny I get."
Hearing all this had stunned me back into silence. I didn't know what to say, or how to react to what Mary had just confided in me. My cock however found the strange topic stimulating as it throbbed there beneath the covers.
"When I made that promise to your mother that I would watch over you, I reminded her of the person that I was, questioning her about me being the wisest choice knowing that. That made your mother laugh, which is when she asked me to make her another promise, one I haven't had to worry about discussing with you until now."
Suddenly I was nervous and fearful all over again. My cock deflated slightly with the same worry and concern that I was feeling moments ago. Mary continued on however before I could raise the question myself, though she caught me off guard when doing it.
"Are you sexually active with anyone now Scott? I mean I know you've dated a few times, but I haven't really seen you with a steady girlfriend or anything. I thought perhaps when you went out tonight with your friends, that maybe this girl you were going out on the date with was someone special."
"No, not really. Just a friend," I answered back.
"No you're not really sexually active? Or no she's not anyone special?"
Her frankness had truly taken me off guard. But I answered her back just as truthfully as she'd obviously been with me.
"The most I have ever done is feel a girl up," I responded.
"You mean just her boobs?"
"Yeah..." I replied meekly.
"You've never done anything else? Never had sex with a girl?"
"No."
"But you do masturbate."
Her question wasn't a question of inquiry. It was a simple statement of fact. Somehow I felt that lying to her now would somehow damage the trust we'd begun creating together, though my spying on her down in the kitchen most likely had already done that.
"Well yeah, sometimes," I answered truthfully.
Mary laughed; I felt her hand once again lightly touching my face. "It's ok Scott, everyone does. Especially me!" she giggled comfortably in the darkness. "When you first moved in with me, I tried very, very hard not to allow my urges to cause either one of us any problems. Always careful to play with myself whenever I was sure you were asleep, or off doing chores, or seeing your friends. I didn't want the fact that I do this as often as I do, to become a problem for either one of us. I guess I should have expected that sooner or later you would catch me, or as I initially wondered, if I would also catch you."



Remembering that past night on the couch while Mary slept, and while I secretly masturbated while gazing at her suddenly made me feel both hypocritical as well as ashamed all over again.
"Then I think its time we both come clean with one another Scott, especially if we're going to continue on living together like this. The first thing which, like your mothers acceptance of me and who I am, I have to ask if you can accept me as she did."
"Yes, of course!" I answered easily.
"Good! And secondly, I think we need to better communicate with one another, perhaps establish a few simple rules that we can both abide by. No more sneaking around, spying on one another, as happened down in the kitchen. And in my case, pretending to be asleep while you sat masturbating on the couch next to me."
Mary's revelation of that experience stunned me. She knew!
"When you did that, I admittedly was aroused by it! When I thought you might actually stop, I purposely planted my foot against your leg so I could sense the movement of your hand, slight as it was. It thrilled, excited me to know you were touching yourself, staring at my breast, which I'd allowed to purposely fall out of my bathrobe."
"You knew? You knew what I was doing?" I asked.
"Yes, I knew then that you were for sure. I also know you'd taken a peek at me through the slit in the door, but as I didn't really see you, I didn't know if you were jacking off then or not. I tried to give you plenty of time to finish, if that's what indeed you were doing, but once you left the bathroom, I wasn't really sure. Not until later on after I'd pretended to fall asleep there on the couch."
It took me a while to digest everything she'd told me. Her hand continued to gently caress my face, trailing slowly down to my neck and shoulders as her fingers delicately traced the curvature of my flesh. "And I need to tell you, I used the traces of your cum that you'd left on your hand to masturbate with afterwards."
"What was the other promise?" I asked, suddenly remembering that, trying to change the subject as best I could feeling embarrassed for some reason, though after what she'd just told me, I shouldn't have been.
Mary swallowed. "Your mother told me that when and if you did become sexually active, that she wanted me to be the one to sit down and talk to you about it. Whether or not she or your father were still around, or had or hadn't spoken to you about anything."
"I know all about the birds and the bees," I responded a little indignantly.
"That's not what she had in mind when she asked me to talk to you Scott," Mary said. "What she asked me to do was to instruct you, teach you what it was really like to pleasure a woman. And to do so in such a way that whatever woman you eventually met, possibly married, would be appreciative of your skills as a lover. As harsh as this might be for you to hear this, especially now, your father never was considerate of your mothers pleasures. She might not have been quite as open-minded as I was, but she was very much a sexual sensual person too. After your mother and father married, and believe me...I know she truly loved him Scott. But their sexual relationship wasn't anywhere's near what your mother hoped it would be. So, she wanted me to ensure that you, understood what it was all about so that you wouldn't become in the bedroom the same way your father was."
"You mean to tell me that my mother told you to have sex with me?" I asked incredulously.
This time Mary laughed nervously. "Well, sort of. But only if and when you were ready, or even wanted that. I did promise I would tell you at least this much, and then leave that decision up to you. I told her I wouldn't attempt to seduce you, or coerce you into doing anything that went against your own feelings or desires. And I still mean that. But after everything that's happened and gone on so far, I thought that perhaps now was the time that we had this little chat and get things out in the open so to speak."
"Ok," I said unable to think of anything else to say at the moment.
"First rule then. In the future, if I'm sitting on the couch, and you decide you want to play with yourself, then do it, as I will. If I decide I don't want to be there, or watch you, which I can't for the life of me ever think I wouldn't, then either I, or you can leave. If there's a closed door, then both of us should certainly respect one another's privacy. But if there's an open door, then I want you to feel free to walk in anytime you'd like, and know that an open door into your room will say the same thing to me. Agreed?"
"Ah...sure, ok." I answered back still trying to absorb everything she'd just indicated.
"Now then, since I did come into your room unannounced here, I can leave if you wish. Or..."
"Or what?" I asked back.
"Or this," she said.
I flinched as the warmth of her hand surrounded me. Felt her fingers dance on the ivory keys of my instrument, playing a tender yet methodical tune on my cock.
"Oh God!"
"You like?" she barely breathed into my ear.
"Oh God, yes!" I responded as her hand took on an urgency of lust that we were both feeling.
In the past, I had often used lotion; preferably baby-oil to keep from giving myself 'jerk-off burn'. As Mary slowly began stroking my prick, giving it gentle squeezes with every up and down motion of her hand, she produced more than enough lubricant with which to pleasure me by. Pre-cum, oozing liberally from my shaft, Mary's hand capturing it, sliding it up and down my hardness, keeping me wet, slick and juicy. The sounds easily heard from beneath the covers, adding to the erotic deliciousness of not only what I was feeling, but sensing with each and every stroke of her delicate hand.
"Feel good?" she coaxed, wondering, yet knowing. Playing with me mentally as much as she was physically.
"Yes," I somehow managed.
"You like the way I'm playing with you? Would you like me to do it harder? Slower? Softer?" she continued to question me.
I wanted her to do it all. I wanted her to jack me off slowly, quick, hard and soft. What I didn't want was for her to stop. For the first time in recent memory, I didn't want to cum. I didn't want to feel that incredible sensation as my cock erupted into a thousand spasms of pleasure. All I wanted at that moment was to think of Mary, lying beside me naked, playing with my prick!
"I don't want to cum yet," I said surprising myself. Mary stopped fondling me though still holding my prick in her hand.
As strange as it may sound, though I couldn't see her, I knew she was smiling.
"Scott, don't worry about it honey, we have all night."
"We do?"
"Yes, but only if you want to, like I told you earlier, I made a vow to your mother, and if you're interested, then I plan on honoring that."
"You were serious then?"
This time she did laugh. "Very."
Her hand began stroking me once again. The 'edge' had gone away temporarily, but there was no doubt in my mind that it would return very, very soon. All that was left to decide when it did, if I wanted to let go, or somehow fight the urge, as I wasn't as trusting of myself as she seemed to be.
"Can I touch you?"
"If you'd like. I'd like that, yes."
Mary didn't remove her hand from me though her movements had stopped. "Give me your hand," she said
I did. I felt her lead me downwards until she rested it upon the softness of her smooth skin between her legs. "We're not just pussies, or cunts, twats or splits," she told me. "We like to be caressed, teased, explored in ways that most men don't bother taking the time to find out about," she said easily. "Take your time with me Scott. We're in no hurry here, either one of us. See me with your hands, let the sensation of what you touch register within your mind. Enjoy it, savor it...savor me before going on to bigger and better things," she laughed teasingly.
So I did that. I lingered within the folds of moisture mere inches away from her sex. I reveled in the softness of her lips, entwining my fingers through them, exploring and coming to know that place upon her that I had seen ever so briefly. In my mind, I memorized nearly every square inch, felt the softness of her skin beneath the feminine split that engulfed my fingers, and played there softly petting her, enjoying the moment.
"That feels good," she moaned softly. "You're making me very, very wet Scott."
Once again taking my hand, she repositioned it more directly against the semi-hidden folds of her slit. I felt the moisture, followed it back between her nether-lips, and felt my finger swallowed up in a quicksand of succulent pussy flesh.
"Holy shit!" I breathed, excited beyond words.
I felt my finger slowly sink into her depths, felt the pull of it as she contracted herself around me. "Can you feel that?" she asked.
"Fuck yes! Oh God, I'm sorry Mary...I shouldn't have said that"
She laughed throatily. "Sometimes saying fuck feels good. It depends on how you say it, and when," she added. "Right now, fuck is perfect for what we're both feeling Scott. So yes...fuck yes, that feels good honey. Keep doing that, just have fun, take your time, find out who...I...am," she said lustily. And once again, I did.
I played in the heat of her folds, explored the depths of her essence. Over and over again I sought out the moisture I found there, even tasting it.
"My, aren't we adventurous!" she said upon discovering I had done so. "What do you think?" she asked point blank. "How do I taste?"
"Sweet," I replied truthfully. "Musky too, its certainly different. Not like anything I thought it would be."
"So, you've thought about it have you?" she said catching me totally off guard. "What exactly have you thought about anyway?" she pressed. "What did you think when you watched me from the bathroom, what did you fantasize about when you played with yourself in the living room?"
Her candor, openness though unnerving, felt refreshing. The excitement coursing through my entire being seemed to turn up a notch with the explicit images she was forcing me to remember, relive as she questioned my most private thoughts, urging me to share them.
"I was thinking how much I wanted to lick your nipples," I told her.
"And?"
"And how I wanted to suck them,"
"And?"
"And...and bite them!" I said boldly.
"Ohhh," Mary moaned audibly. "I'd like that, I'd like to feel your mouth on my nipples Scott. I'd like to feel your tongue flicking the hard nubs of my tits. Would you like to do that now, suck them? Lick them? Bite them? While still finger-fucking my pussy?"
I answered her by leaning over in the dark, probing with my face first until quickly locating the hard nubbins of flesh that awaited me. I sucked, finding one exquisitely hard piece of flesh, rolling the marble sized nipple between my lips as though about to devour it.
"Oh yes, don't be afraid Scott, suck them. Suck them as hard as you'd like," she coaxed, her hand once again milking more of the lubrication from my dick, smearing it playfully about the head of my cock until it had become slippery within her hand. Once again the sounds of my juiciness began to accompany the sounds of our breathing. Mary pulled on my cock, the force of her hand about me near painful, yet pleasurable beyond words.
"Finger me, harder now Scott. Harder and deeper!" she implored.
My hand was all but slapping her pussy as my middle finger sank to depths I'd not known before. She was slippery, smooth like silk. The velveteen texture of her slit seemed to caress my hand with each probe of my flesh. She moaned, continually, adding to the arousal I was feeling.
"I'm going to cum for you," she whispered in my ear, pressing me closer even as my lips continued sucking the magnificent tit-flesh I had claimed as prize. My fingers dancing inside her with a rapidity that pleased us both. When she cried out, I nearly stopped my movements, fearing at first I had somehow injured her.
"No! Don't stop Scott! Keep doing what you were doing! I'm cumming baby, I'm cumming!"
Feeling Mary's pussy constrict about my finger as she came was incredible. I hadn't known that a woman's vagina could do that, nor did I think it was possible she could become any wetter than she already was, but she did. Short of actually ejaculating like I did, I sensed several wet pulsations that fully enveloped the palm of my hand as her liquid pleasures sought escape. She moaned, groaned and cried out with unbridled ecstasy, pressing my head full against her breasts near suffocating me as she did. But I could have welcomed a death like that, nestled between her breasts, so exquisitely soft, so sensually appealing.
I lost track of time, it mattered not. My finger remained inside her though unmoving. I didn't want to remove it, not then, not ever if I could help it. Eventually however she stirred.
"It's your turn," she said dreamily. "Its time now to let me feel you cum, let me feel the heat of your hot juice as it spurts against my breasts."
It didn't take long. Pushing me fully onto my back, I felt Mary kneel straddling my leg. She did things to my cock with her hands that I hadn't even done to myself! Like working a fire by twisting a stick between her hands, she spun it back and forth rapidly, the lubrication from my steadily streaming cock the only thing that actually kept real friction from blistering my prick. When she alternated between doing that, or slapping it using both hands, and then pumping it as I had so often done myself. I lost track of which sensation ended before another began. Only when the explosion of inevitability began rocketing up my shaft did I even realize I was climaxing.
"Oh my God! Oh my God!" I screamed over and over again. I felt my semen leap from my prick, heard Mary's pleasurable sighs as my hot cream began to shower her twin mounds, wishing only that I could have also been able to see it happening.
When it was over, she took my hands placing them on her wet sticky breasts. "Next time, we do it with the lights on," she told me as though having read my mind. "Now...rub it all in, its good for them," she half joked. "And then...we sleep."
#
I had fallen asleep with one of her hard nipples pressed comfortably within the palm of my hand. I awoke to the warm rays of sunlight peeking through my window, that, and the sound of the shower running across the hall. It seemed louder than usual however, and as curiosity, which had nearly killed this particular cat, took hold of me again, I ventured across my room towards the door. I opened it, seeing almost immediately that the bathroom door was open. I smiled inwardly wondering. The 'rules' still too new to me, but there it was. "An invitation perhaps?" I wondered.
It seemed silly, but I knocked on the open door anyway. Mary was indeed taking a shower, calling out to me the moment I had knocked on the door.
"Morning sleepyhead, as soon as I finish here, I'll fix us both some breakfast. I'm famished!" she said pulling the shower curtain open in order to look at me. In my haste and curiosity, I had forgotten to put anything on. As nude as she was, I simply stood there with a dumb expression on my face.
"Care to join me?" she asked seductively.
"I need to pee first," I answered actually needing too. I expected her to close the curtain. Instead, she continued to watch as I stood there in front of the toilet.
"Am I making you nervous?" she giggled.
"A little," I admitted, straining to urinate. Mary closed the curtains though I heard her giggling.
"Just don't..."
"Sorry!" I said a split second too late.
I heard her scramble from beneath the shower spray after I'd flushed. Once again the curtains parted and she stuck her head out. "I owe you for that," she warned with a wink. "Now, would you like to watch me? I was just about to use the shower massage to masturbate with. I like starting off my day that way," she added.
This newfound openness was still a little hard for me to fully accept. Obviously everything she'd said the night before she'd been dead serious about. Especially the frequently masturbating part.
I stepped into the oversized bathtub. There was easily room enough for two, perhaps even three to gather together there beneath the shower spray. She lifted the hand-held nozzle adjusting the pulsating beat. "Ever try one of these?" she asked.
"Ah no...in fact, I never have," I told her, watching her with awe-filled eyes. Last night had been wild enough. But now, seeing her in the light of day, she was even more beautiful than the few precious glimpses I had stolen. Or fantasized about in imaging what she looked like, where I hadn't as yet collected all the puzzle pieces.
Placing it between her legs, she spread them slightly tilting her head back as she did, grabbing onto handrail to steady herself as the pulsating wand performed its magic against her pussy.
"God that feels nice! I really like the way the water tickles my clit," she said opening her eyes to gage my reaction to what she was doing.
"You like watching me don't you?" she asked smiling, looking down towards my rock-hard prick.
"Would you like to try this for a second?" she asked.
I was still hesitant to actually masturbate in front of her. I mean I had of course, but not realizing then that she had known. Seeing her do it was something else entirely. I could have stood there watching her all day. But to actually do it myself, I wasn't at all sure that I could without becoming self-conscious about it.
"Here, let me show you," she offered. Which was again, something else entirely.
Stepping behind me, Mary clasped my prick in one hand, aiming the pulsating spray of the shower massage against the head of my dick. "How's that feel? Nice huh?"
I remembered our conversation from last night. It seemed appropriate here now too. "Oh fuck yes! That really does feel good! No wonder you like doing this every morning!" I said in agreement.
"Every chance I get," she smiled. She stepped to the side of me then, switching the spray back and forth against us both, alternating the play of the water. Twice she brought us each to the edge before backing off.
"Tell you what, lets stay horny for a while, makes it better when we finally do get one another off," she informed me.
I had been so fucking close. Almost to the point of climaxing anyway, with or without her help.
"You're serious?"
Mary shut off the shower, replacing the nozzle.
"Guess you are," I added.
Stepping out of the tub, Mary tossed me a thick bath towel to dry off with before grabbing one for herself. "See you downstairs," she said a moment after she'd finished. I watched as she hung up the towel, heading down towards the kitchen...naked.
I quickly hung up my own towel, and pursued her down stairs. Also naked.
She was already pouring us both a cup of coffee by the time I arrived. "Careful with that," she admonished me handing me a hot steaming cup of java. "You don't want to burn anything," she winked teasingly.
She was right though, that was the last thing I wanted to have happen. So I carefully sat down, placing my mug of coffee down onto the table first, only then glancing back towards her where she stood leaning against the counter top sipping hers.
"Good? Not too strong?" she asked.
I took another sip of my own. "No, it's fine. It's really good in..." I never finished my sentence. Looking back up towards her, I noticed that Mary had slipped a hand down between her legs. There she stood sipping her coffee, eying me over the edge of the cup, playing with herself.
"Fuck me!" I stammered nearly dropping my cup potentially burning myself. Mary allowed herself a hearty laugh approaching the table.
"Really?" she questioned.
I watched as she pulled out one of the kitchen chairs expecting her to sit down. Sliding it over in front of my own, she placed one leg upon the seat instead.



"You never really did see my clit did you?" she asked still grinning.
I wasn't even sure what a clit was. Positioned as she was, Mary spread herself with her fingers. What looked like a pearl suddenly appeared near the top of her slit.
"If a woman's comfortable enough with herself, she'll tell a man what she likes. If a man is a considerate lover, he'll ask her. Remember that."
I was staring at her pussy, almost drooling with fascination as she wet her finger with her lips before sliding the tip of it across the surface of that shiny pink pearl.
"Initially, I prefer indirect stimulation. Sometimes its almost too sensitive to touch." Mary teased the surrounding folds of her flesh, drawing her fingers along the sides of her clit rather than touching it directly. "Once I'm aroused however, then I enjoy touching it, but not before ensuring that it's nice and wet. And only then do I tickle it lightly, much like using a feather."
I was in awe. Watching Mary slowly stroking that nubbin of flesh was for me like going to Disney Land for the first time. Not knowing which ride to go on first, wanting to do them all.
"When I'm really aroused, much like I am now, then I like to draw my finger just inside, like this..."
Mary slid her finger down her now glistening furrow, producing an abundance of moisture that clung to the tip of her finger. She used it to coat her clit with, finding as she did an exquisite pleasure as her finger delicately stroked, stimulating that pleasure nubbin.
"Another thing. Women really do enjoy having their nipples played with too. But sometimes, if they're played with too much, they can become just as raw and tender as jacking yourself off too fast without lubrication. So once I start lubricating, its always nice to take a little of my juice and apply it to my nipples as well."
Once again Mary dipped a finger showing me. Seeing her smear pussy cream on and about both nipples caused my cock to lurch excitedly, expelling a droplet of pre-cum. She noticed this as it happened, giggling excitedly. "Another good source," she stated reaching down to snag the droplet of ooze, which she then applied to her clit, rubbing it a little more quickly.
Without even thinking, I had wrapped my hand around my prick, squeezing it, urging another droplet to surface just so she could swipe it off again.
"Once I'm thoroughly aroused, and ready to cum, there's all sorts of things I can do to create different sensations," she informed me. "Sometimes, if I'm in the mood, I will often pat my pussy lips. Guys call it 'spanking the monkey', so I guess in my case, it would be 'slapping the kitty'!"
Mary began doing just that. Using the palm of her hand fingers down, she rapidly began slapping her mound, cupping her palm over her clit giving it several quick slaps in succession. Only then did she stop slipping two fingers inside her slit slowly toying with herself, though I noticed she kept a more direct contact with her clit with each upward stroke of her hand. I was still absentmindedly touching myself, too engrossed in what she was doing to even notice that I wasn't the least bit self conscious about it now.
"I like watching you," she told me. "Keep doing it. I want to see how it is that you play with yourself so I can learn what it is that you like!"
That almost caused me to stop, but I was feeling too good myself now to worry about it any more. So I began stroking my prick the way I often did, throwing in a twist or two which delighted her as she saw me change tactics, as I began giving myself a variety of differing sensations. Palm over the top, I bent my prick slightly off to one side petting it in this way, actually twisting my hand as I stroked my prick.
"Hmmm, that looks nice," she purred watching me. "What else do you like to do?"
Lust had taken over my thoughts. At this point I wanted to share with her all my naughty little self-pleasuring secrets. Leaning back in my chair, I released my cock which stood stiff and proud before her. I began to actually slap it, one hand, then the other, each one following the other slowly, increasing both the tempo as well as the actual contact as I gradually allowed myself to adjust to the slightly stinging, yet electrifying sensations. As the rapidity of my hands slapping my prick, alternated with a speed that became a blur as she followed along, she too began frigging her clit, fingering her cunt with a speed that began to match my own.
"Will you cum with me?" she asked unnecessarily.
I could only nod my head, already approaching that threshold of ecstasy that was mere moments away.
Switching back to a more conventional means of getting myself off, I began pumping my shaft up and down, matching Mary stroke for stroke as we continued on, watching one another, grinning wickedly.
"You gonna cum soon?" she asked in a husky tone. "Because I am," she warned.
It was all the warning she gave, as a second or two after that, her face turned crimson, her eyes closing as she tossed herself into the throes of orgasm, convulsing wildly as her head tossed back and forth, one hand pinching her nipple, the other pummeling her pussy wildly.
Watching her climax triggered my own. With an intensity that I had not felt in quite a while, I enjoyed the first hard-felt explosion as my prick released a long thin rope of jisim, which arched high into the air, and surprisingly, a world record distance for myself. Watching it actually landing on her chest was erotic enough. But even the second and third streamers of cream were as powerful as the first, splashing in a nice tight pattern against the bulls eye of her naval.
Mary was more than delighted with the gift she'd received. Sitting down into the chair across from me, she massaged the natural lotion into her tummy as well as her breasts.
"Lots of vitamin E," she said grinning. "Good for the skin!"
We finished our coffee's casually discussing what we'd both learned and witnessed. I was surprised with her nonchalant candor over what we'd just done, but her easygoing attitude quickly calmed whatever reservations I might have had. Sitting there drinking coffee together in the nude afterwards, seemed as natural, and as normal as though I'd been doing it for years.
"This is nice," I finally stated. "I could get used to this," I added.
"I'm glad to hear that," Mary told me. "Because I don't plan on getting dressed until we go out later to do the grocery shopping. Now...what say we get some breakfast started? I'm even more famished than I was when we first came down here!"
I whole heartedly agreed with that, helping Mary wherever I could, making sure I never got in the way. Though being extremely careful when I watched over the bacon, ensuring that none of the grease splattered, accidentally injuring any exposed parts.
Even as we stood at the sink afterwards, washing and drying the breakfast dishes we played. Mary handed me a plate she'd just rinsed. As I began to dry it with the dishtowel, I felt her hand enclose about my newfound erection, giving it a few gentle strokes, maintaining its firmness. Something she had continued to do ever since we'd begun washing the dishes. Even later, as we carried down the laundry to wash, she'd shown me how she sometimes sat atop the washer as it headed into the spin-cycle, giving herself a naughty little tease of sorts, as the vibrations from the washer stimulated her cunt.
"See? Doing chores can be fun can't they?"
I had no argument with that, becoming bolder myself as we straightened up the living room, stepping behind her as she leaned over to dust off the tables, slipping my finger into her pussy from behind, giving her a few lingering strokes as she sighed contentedly, returning the favor moments later as I pushed the vacuum across the floor, with Mary following, stroking my cock as I did.
I found myself chuckling as I put the vacuum away.
"What's so funny?" she asked.
My face flushed. "Don't laugh, but once, several years ago, I used my mother's vacuum to get myself off with," I told her. Surprised that I did on the one hand, but feeling particularly good about feeling comfortable enough to have done so.
"What else have you tried?" she asked honestly interested, sitting down on the couch now that we'd finished our weekend chores. "Tell me everything you've tried," she urged, already beginning to finger her hard nipples as I'd seen her do earlier.
I was still blushing, but the excitement of revealing to her all my dirty secrets seemed exciting to me. And once again, the boldness of my newly discovered frame of mind took over.
"You tell me one of yours, and then I'll tell you one of mine," I suggested.
Mary seemed to like that idea, slipping a finger inside herself now, directing me to sit down next to her on the couch. "Even better, I'll play with you while you tell me something you've done. And then you can play with me, while I tell you something I've done to myself. How's that sound?"
"It sounds wonderful!" I moaned as her hand already began stroking my prick in much the same way that she'd seen me doing to myself earlier.
We spent the better part of the next hour relating stories to one another, taking turns pleasuring each other. When I came, I was surprised that the intensity was just as strong, just as forceful as it had been earlier that same morning.
"You like Italian?" Mary asked.
"Sure! Love it in fact!" I answered hungrily.
"Well, unfortunately, we'll have to get dressed and go to the store then. But tell you what. I'll fix us a nice supper, we'll pick ourselves up a nice sexy movie to watch afterwards, and make an entire evening of it together. How's that sound?"
"It sounds great!" I said enthusiastically, already looking forward to our evening together even though I had barely finished climaxing no more than a few minutes ago. Even when Jeff called, asking me if I wanted to go out that evening and grab a burger together, I was delighted when I honestly told him "No thanks, I have plans of my own."
As promised, Mary had fixed a wonderfully delicious dinner, after which we retired to the living room in order to watch the movie. Only then did we undress, making ourselves more comfortable, as well as accessible as the movie began. It certainly wasn't an 'X'-rated movie, or anything even close to that. More sensual and suggestive than anything, though a great deal of nudity certainly fueled the fires that Mary had been slowly stroking ever since the show had begun. When it eventually ended, I was anxious to continue our extended foreplay towards a dramatic conclusion. And judging by Mary's reaction so was she!
It certainly wasn't cold. Once she'd turned off the TV set, Mary threw a large thick comforter down on the floor, igniting the gas fireplace a second later, our only source of lighting. It was nice and cozy however as I quickly joined her there down on the floor. After everything we'd done so far today, I was certainly expecting more of the same, and looking forward to it. Happily content to simply finger Mary's delicious quim, and equally just as content to have her jack my cock off with her hand, I lay next to her on the floor anticipating just that.
"As nice as this evenings been," Mary began. "I think its only fitting that I treat you to something else equally as special too."
I had no clue as to what she had in mind, even as she suddenly slid further down between my legs. Only when she'd positioned herself kneeling over me slightly did I realize her intent.
The first thought that popped into my mind was Debra and Jeff in the backseat of his car. The sounds as she obviously began sucking his prick, followed closely a short time later by the obvious disgust when he'd emptied himself inside her mouth.
As such, I tensed freezing momentarily as Mary's lips softly engulfed the head of my prick, tickling it lightly with the tip of her tongue. I couldn't have spoken if I'd wanted to. Never before in my entire life had I ever experienced a sensation like this one! As good as it had felt having someone's hand other than your own jerking you off, it was ten times as good, feeling her mouth doing it, and thus like Jeff, I began to see how he hadn't lasted very damn long.
Twice I tried to find a voice with which to speak to her, wanting to warn her, assure her that I wouldn't make the same mistake as my sometimes friend had. Mary's sucking mouth performed magic tricks however; garnering my full attention as I focused completely on the sweet licks of her tongue, gentle nibblings of her teeth as she worked up one side, and then down the other along side my shaft.
Why it's even called a blowjob escapes me. There was no blowing involved at all! Perhaps a "suck job" I thought abstractly. Mary's mouth having now formed a more vacuum like suction about the head of my prick as she actually did suck, still periodically tonguing the super-sensitive head of my shaft.
"Oh fuck!" I exclaimed, choosing to use what was rapidly becoming my most favorite word. "Oh my God Mary!" I added to that, feeling my toes tingling, the hair on my head suddenly electrified as though she'd somehow managed to plug herself in to one of the nearby electrical sockets.
And there was no denying it either. She could have sucked and licked me so slowly that even a snail wouldn't have felt it...but I still did. The orgasm had actually begun a long time ago, the moment after she'd wrapped her lips around my dick. I just didn't know it as yet. With superhuman effort, I managed to raise myself up, supporting my weight with my elbows as I glanced down towards her bobbing head. My intent, for what it was worth, to somehow extricate myself from beneath her the moment I felt my climax actually begin. I still wasn't sure if I would find my voice in time, already losing control if not consciousness as my balls tightened, tingled, and alerted me that the first of what would be several delicious squirtings were already on their way.
"Mary! Look out!" I screamed as though warning her away from an onrushing freight train or something, which in a sense, was nearly the same.
If anything, Mary picked up the pace as well as the suction that had all but claimed my soul as she drew it up and out the end of my prick, taking whatever reasoning I still had along with it.
My elbows suddenly turned into Jell-O, and I collapsed unceremoniously back onto the cushioned floor as all ten of my toes began pumping semen, or so it seemed to me anyway. That same familiar "sucking" sound was again heard however, but Mary was drawing every ounce of fluid that I was giving her without screaming hysterically as I'd almost expected her to do. I know I'd actually lost consciousness, that...or entered the twilight zone as the next thing I knew, Mary was lying beside me again, and I was unable to recall any of that happening.
"Been a while since I've actually enjoyed doing that," she told me still running her tongue over her lips.
"You...you actually enjoyed that?" I said bewildered.
"Yes! Didn't you?" she asked in mock surprise that I hadn't. Before I could comment, she continued. "There's only one thing I hate about doing that," she'd begun.
I winced, hearing Debra's angry shriek inside my head.
"What?" I dared ask.
"That I don't get to rub it into my titties afterwards!" she said simply.
I rolled my head towards her, only then daring to look into her eyes. She was grinning, that same evil wicked grin she'd given me earlier, and the same one that turned me inside out every time she did so. Which is when I also leaned forward and kissed her. Something I hadn't really done before up until now. Oh, we'd kissed. That same sort of affectionate kiss you give a family member. But never one like the one we were suddenly sharing now. If lips and mouths were capable of fucking, ours were.
I had only 'French-kissed' one other girl before. And only because some stupid spin of a coke bottle on the floor had required me to do so. It seemed silly at the time, but again, I was considerably younger then too. Now, as our tongues caressed one another, as lips sucked lips taking turns, I found a renewed passion within mere moments that frankly took me by surprise. Especially after the earth-shattering climax I had only minutes ago experienced.
We were both breathing...hard, when we finally came up for air. Mary's hand automatically seeking me out, pleased as well as mildly surprised that I was as hard as a rock all over again. I felt a little like Superman, changing the words slightly inside my head as I repeated them to myself.
"Faster than a speeding bullet, getting hard all over again, able to leap back to a full erection, more powerful than a locomotive..."
"Would you like to try licking me?" she asked.
"What?"
Superman down on his knees, the green glow of Kryptonite weakening him as he fought to preserve his strength, which was rapidly being drawn away.
"I've never done that before," I said anxiously.
"I know, and I understand that. But if you'd like to learn how, I'm willing to teach you," she told me matter of factly.
"What if I'm no good at it?" I said aloud, "Or worse, if I hate it?" I thought secretly. Already feeling guilty about even thinking that after the incredible "suck-job" I'd just been given.
"Scott? You're forgetting the rules here. Just because I did something that I like doing, doesn't mean you're expected or required to do the same."
"But what if you don't like it?" I asked.
Mary laughed. "Somehow, I don't think that's going to happen. Something tells me you're a 'natural'," she said sincerely.
"Ok, but no promises!" I said stupidly.
"None accepted," she answered back giggling.
I slid down between her legs and lay there for a moment just looking at her. I still found staring at her pussy a fascinating experience anyway, but now...going into an area I didn't even know existed was like finding out Space Mountain at Disney Land really did go into space!
"Now what?" I asked nervously, causing her to laugh all over again.
"Like I told you before Scott, take your time. Just do whatever it is you feel like doing. Don't worry, if I don't like something, I'll tell you. But short of actually biting my clit off, I don't think there's anything I can't tolerate or won't enjoy. So...just explore me with your lips and tongue. I'll guide you along," she promised.
Having been given that assurance, I eased myself closer to her, first catching her heated scent, finding it both intoxicating as well as pleasurable.
"You can fuck me with your nose if you really want to, I'm game for just about anything. But the intent here was for you to use your tongue and your mouth," she instructed me as I realized I'd all but buried my nose inside the opening of her pussy.
"Sorry," I replied, inching back.
Once again she laughed. "Like I said, you can pretty much do whatever you want to, including your nose if you wish."
I licked her. She moaned. So I licked her again, this time just grazing that pearl she'd shown me earlier. She moaned again, this time even longer more deeply.
"Like I said, you're a natural!"
I began to flick her clit with my tongue, keeping the touch soft, light and feathery. She put her hands on my head, fingers intertwining themselves in my hair. Obviously, whatever I was doing, she liked it.
"Oh fuck!" she said using my now favorite word.
Like she'd done to me, I alternated my teasing. Slowly, languishly drawing my tongue up the sweet tasting furrow of her slit, then almost savagely attacking her clit with a series of quick thrusting stabs of my tongue.
"Am I doing it right?" I asked teasingly.
"Shut up and eat me! I'll let you know if you do anything wrong!" she responded.
I grinned, nipped her clit with my teeth. She slapped the side of my head. Not hard enough to hurt, but playfully.



"Ok, do that again," she said.
I nipped her clit again, then sucked it, flicked it with my tongue, and went back to sliding my tongue back up her slit as slowly as I could manage it before repeating the process all over again.
"Oh my God...you really are a natural at doing this!" she groaned honestly enjoying it.
When Mary came, it was as though a damn had broken loose or something. If I'd thought she was wet before, it was nothing in comparison to the way she was now. Nearly drowning, I all but buried my face in her pussy as her hands once again held me there, quivering, actually crying out saying my name over and over again. God that sounded good.
Once again, we both fell asleep for a while afterwards, waking up sometime in the middle of the night. Only this time I was still comfortably situated between her legs, and this time, I went first.
When it was my turn again, I'd forgotten all about poor Debra's surprise, enjoying my second "suck-job" entirely from start to finish. And even better, this time Mary saved some for her tits too. When morning came, we got up, showered, and masturbated one another in the bathroom before heading downstairs for breakfast where we all but cooked everything there was to eat in the kitchen.
#
Graduation is only a few days away now. Everyone at school is talking about the big dance and all the parties scheduled for afterwards. Mary asked me what I was planning on doing. And I told her I wasn't planning on going to the dance. There was a really nice hotel restaurant that I've been wanting to try. So I told her that. She of course made reservations for us for dinner. What she doesn't know is that I also reserved what they call the 'honeymoon suite', complete with a heart shaped bed, as well as a sunken tub. Though I'm finally graduating from high school, I'm hoping that I will also be graduating into manhood. The finals for that one have me a little worried. But as Mary has proven to be the best teacher I've ever studied under, I have expectations of eventually passing that class with honors too.
I still think of, and miss my parents. But I often thank my mother silently during the night for sending me such a wonderful friend and companion, whose name I will forever cherish.
Mary.
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It had been a while since my divorce. Unused to the dating scene, I'd refrained from going to any singles bars, not much of a drinker anyway. But there was another reason for that too. Standing in the bathroom looking at myself in the mirror didn't exactly boost my confidence. Before I could really get serious about wanting to meet anyone, I knew that I had to do something about myself first. And so it was that I soon after joined a health club.
I'd been going three days a week for nearly two months. And though the change had been gradual, I actually began to see one. The reflection coming from my bathroom mirror no longer quite as hard to take as it once was. As I always worked out after work, I'd just finished up and was on my way out the door when the receptionist stopped me.
"Mr. Davis? There's a message for you," she said grabbing my attention.
I changed direction heading back to the front desk taking the small folded note from her hand.
"Thank you." I looked quickly at her name-badge on her polo shirt. "Melissa," I added. She smiled briefly, turning her attention back to whatever she'd been doing previously, allowing me a brief moment of privacy in which to read the small slip of paper I'd just been given. My name was on the outside of it. 'Jack Davis', it read. I unfolded the short note.
**
"You're looking good! Keep it up!"
**
I smiled, glancing up as though expecting someone to be standing there watching me read the message. No one was. Even so, I blushed still smiling, refolding the paper, and tucking it away inside my pants pocket.
I arrived home dumping my spare change onto the dresser along with the small note that I'd already forgotten about having. Reading it once again made me smile, so I took it into the bathroom, taping it on the mirror above the sink.
As I stood looking at it, I surmised that it must have come from one of the trainers. Hand printed, there was no way of telling if it had come from a male or female either. "Pretty shrewd!" I thought to myself. I wondered briefly if there wasn't a stack of 'notes' sitting around someplace, all hand-printed with the words, "You're looking good! Keep it up!" printed on them. It wouldn't surprise me. If the health spa was actually doing that, then I had to silently congratulate them for coming up with such a simple, yet novel idea. The note really had made me smile, feeling better about myself already. Perhaps it was part of their program to ensure that their clients kept returning by feeling better about themselves.
"Well, if it is...it worked!" I said still staring at the note. I was already looking forward to my next workout. Something I hadn't been quite as enthusiastic about until now.
Two days later I was once again headed home after a very thorough workout this time, passing by the receptionist, who again stopped me before I could leave.
"Mr. Davis? I have a message for you," she said.
It wasn't Melissa who was sitting at the desk either. Though this woman I knew as she'd been there the day I'd come in to sign up for my membership. "Thanks Chrissy," I told her accepting the same sized note I'd received the time before.
I almost laughed. If this was indeed one of the Spa's programs, they'd better review their procedures as two notes in nearly as many days was a bit of an overkill, and could have just the reverse results of what had originally been intended. Still, I turned away from Chrissy slightly unfolding the note, expecting to read the same six words I'd read previously. To my surprise, they weren't.
**
"I'm surprised I'm even telling you this. But I've watched you ever since you started coming here, and I was serious when I said you're looking good. Because you are. I've found myself thinking about you, perhaps in inappropriate ways, but felt I had to say something to you, just to let you know."
**
Once again the note was hand printed with no name attached to it. I nearly turned back towards Chrissy to ask if she knew who'd left me the message, but she was currently on the phone. Suddenly the thought of actually asking her about it seemed silly. It was after all just a simple letter from someone that for whatever reason had taken a liking to me. Once again I smiled, tucking the paper inside my pants pocket where it soon joined the second one on my bathroom mirror.
I'd pretty much discarded that it was some 'feel-good' program that the health spa was condoning, though the idea of it being one of the female trainers still persisted. I might have gone along with it being a 'feel-good' follow up even, if that last line of the letter hadn't been included.
"I've found myself thinking about you, perhaps in inappropriate ways..."
To be honest, I wasn't exactly sure what that meant. What was after all, inappropriate? Was the writer merely telling me that writing the note was inappropriate to begin with? That she was perhaps a married woman who'd felt it necessary, almost compelling just to give me a few words of encouragement? Or..."
I dared not wonder. It had been too fucking long since I'd been with anyone other than my own hand. It had gotten to the point where I'd begun buying expensive hand-lotion, as though giving my hand a gift. Had I reached the point where I was gift-wrapping it too, or including a card, I'd have been seeing a therapist instead of a trainer at the spa.
On my next scheduled day, I found myself looking at every person I came across. I must have looked like a blithering idiot as I grinned at every single person who even appeared to remotely be looking in my direction. Most smiled back before looking away, some few others however, shot me concerned looks as though I was there with no intent of working out, just there to try picking them up as I'd learned a few clients had actually attempted to do. Regardless, by the time I had showered and dressed, I was feeling more than a little moody, and a whole lot ashamed at myself for allowing my curiosity to get the better of me.
This time when I passed the front desk, I actually caught Melissa's attention first. I waved, said something stupid like, "See you day after tomorrow," and headed towards the door. Melissa, sweet girl that she was, waved back picking up the ringing phone. I made it as far as the door, actually pushing it open when I heard her calling out to me.
"Mr. Davis? I almost forgot, there's a message here for you!" she yelled out towards me, one hand over the receiver of the phone, the other waving a very familiar looking piece of folded paper at me.
This time, I stood at the counter holding the unread message waiting for Melissa to finish her call.
"Yes?" she asked after hanging up.
"Excuse me, but do you know who gave you this message?" I asked.
"No, I'm sorry. We have a message box located here at the front desk just for our customers who might get phone calls while they're off showering or getting dressed. Maybe one of the trainers took a call for you and placed it here," she said honestly.

"I don't think it's from one of the trainers," I said confusing her further. "Would anyone else have access to this message box?" I questioned further. Melissa leaned sideways across the desk pointing towards a small wooden tray sitting on the corner of the counter. It read: "Messages".
"Oh, I guess so," I said feeling a little dumb. But I had to ask one more question, even though I knew it would sound stupid. "Would you mind keeping an eye out for anyone who might be leaving messages with my name on them in the box?"
Melissa tossed me a guarded look. "Sorry no, for starters, I'm too busy to do that. And for another, if someone is anonymously leaving you messages, then I don't think it's my place to be spying on them for you. Unless you're concerned that it's some sort of a threat or something, in which case I'd invite you to speak with the manager."
"Ah no...no threat," I assured her feeling a bit sheepish. This time I drove all the way home without opening the letter. I'd changed out of my clothing; my eyes frequently turning to where I had thrown the small simple piece of paper on the night stand earlier. I was almost afraid to open it for one thing. And for another, I was trying to put myself into a better mood before I did.
When I finally got around to picking it up, I noticed for the first time that it had been carefully taped, an indication that whoever had sent it to me, didn't want anyone other than the reader, which was me...to read it.
Now very curious, I quickly peeled off the tape though careful to keep from destroying the note.
**
"I'm almost embarrassed to tell you this," the writer said. "But when I saw you today, you appeared more animated, more talkative than you've ever been before. You seemed to be looking everywhere at once, speaking to anyone that even came close to wherever you were working out.
Once, our eyes even met, but you soon turned away as that large chested blonde came over to see if you needed any fresh towels. Admittedly, when you looked at me, I felt almost giddy.
Later, alone in the shower, I had to relieve the pressure that had been building. I hope that doesn't embarrass, or even anger you. I doubt you'll ever know who I am anyway, so it probably doesn't matter. But that's something I haven't done to myself in months, let alone in a public place. You've brought out the naughty woman in me. Sincerely, S.A."
**
"S.A.?" I wondered aloud, finally a clue perhaps to her identity. I tried thinking backwards. Tried to remember all the women who I had locked eyes with, even briefly. Especially just before the blonde she had mentioned had asked me about the towel. But even that I couldn't place exactly. I did recall one brunet who was pressing more weight than even I could. She had enormous, obviously fake boobs and was one of the few who looked at me with disdain when I smiled at her. I had visions of her placing my head in a leg-lock, and not for fun either. I shook off that image, once again trying to remember those women who had even remotely smiled back at me. Unfortunately, none came to mind.
There was only one thing I could think of doing. Sitting down at my computer, I began to type out a letter to her. One in which I hoped she'd discover the next time she decided to leave me a note of her own.
"Dear S.A.,"
And there I sat for nearly an hour trying to decide what I should say, and how I should say it. I finally decided boldness was the best bet, and began composing my letter.
**
"Dear S.A., I have enjoyed receiving, and reading your letters. I am in hopes that this letter reaches you. I would very much like to meet you. Perhaps we can go out for a drink somewhere after working out one evening, if you're willing. I can assure you, I'm not a pervert, or some kind of sexual deviant. But your letters have been provocative to say the least. I too have had to relieve a little pressure as you say, especially wondering who you are, and if perhaps we might indeed eventually spend an evening together. If you're interested, please respond and let me know when and if you would be available. Sincerely yours, Jack."
**
I knew I had to find a way of reaching her of course. I couldn't simply leave a letter as she'd been doing for me, not knowing who she was. Thus I addressed an envelope, carefully folding and tucking the typewritten letter inside. I addressed it:
From Jack Davis, To S.A. Personal and Confidential, purposely making the letters large and bold enough that she couldn't miss it. When I entered the health club on my next visit, I placed the sealed letter purposefully inside the message box standing up so whoever came to drop off any messages couldn't fail to see it. Even Chrissy smiled at me, though turning her head away moments after I'd deposited the envelope.
"I don't suppose you'll tell me whoever it is that picks this up would you?"
Chrissy laughed. "Nope! Sorry...if she wants you to know, she'll tell you herself," she added still laughing. "And besides, I think its kinda sweet," she said.
I grinned back at her, and walked back towards the dressing room in order to change and begin my workout. Once again my eyes were everywhere, but I didn't see anyone that struck me as at all interested in who I was. I'd even returned to the front desk mid-way through my workout to discover that the letter was still sitting in the message box. Which told me that she either wasn't there yet, or that she hadn't left me a note, thus not yet discovering that I had left one for her.
When my workout was over, I swung by the desk, noticed that my letter had indeed been picked up. Melissa was now working the desk, so I stopped by to ask. "Anything for me?"
"No, sorry," she said simply.
Since it was Melissa, and not Chrissy, I decided to ask another question.
"I left a letter in the message box earlier. By chance, did you see who it was that picked it up?"
"Chrissy said you might ask me that. But no, I didn't see whoever it was that did. And if I had, I wouldn't tell you who she was either," she said grinning just as wickedly as Chrissy had done earlier.
"Ok, thanks," I said dejectedly, yet happy that whoever S.A. was, she'd at least taken, and was hopefully reading my letter.
My next workout night was miserable. I received no message by way of response back from my letter and began to think I had crossed over some imaginary line. Two days later however, there was a letter waiting for me sitting inside the message box when I arrived. And even more interesting, this one was enclosed inside an envelope, addressed to me also marked 'Personal and Confidential'. Like a schoolboy with a crush on the redheaded girl with pigtails, I headed into the locker room to change, entered one of the bathroom stalls and tore open the envelope.
**
"Dear Jack: I'm sorry I haven't responded back until now, but I wanted to take some time to think about what you asked me. I am afraid that for the moment I must decline your offer to meet for drinks. I am sure that by now you have imagined me to be some glamorous attractive looking woman. I'm not. And I would hate to shatter whatever fantasy you may (or may not) have of me by actually meeting me in person.
Also, I have recently come out of a very messy divorce and am not sure I am even ready to begin seeing anyone on a serious level. I also think it might have been a mistake for me to have written to you in the first place, as it wasn't my intent to coerce you into meeting, nor into having a relationship.
The fact that I find you attractive, and (obviously) have found myself fantasizing about you was something I thought exciting to be sure, and had hoped that perhaps you would enjoy the same through knowing that. I have already probably been too forward, and too bold with admitting those things to you. If you're interested in simply continuing this type of communication, and perhaps sharing whatever intimate thoughts or desires you might have. I'd enjoy that.
But for the time being at least, I would prefer to remain anonymous beyond our actual meeting one another. If you feel you'd rather not, I will certainly understand and won't bother you again. Sincerely, S.A."
**
I reread the letter again, feeling somewhat discouraged, disappointed on the one hand. But on the other, also excited as well as curious as to what she had meant by sharing intimate thoughts and desires.
I immediately responded back to her that same night, letting her know that I was indeed interested in doing that, and respected her wishes for the time being, to remain anonymous. I assured her I wouldn't make any attempt to discover who she was, provided she was willing to be as open with her 'intimate' thoughts as I promised I would be for her. Once again making my way up to the counter, I smiled at Melissa and dropped the note I had written into the message box, returning to finish my workout. I was pleased to see a much larger letter waiting for me when I arrived two days later.
**
"Darling Jack, You have no idea how thrilled I was to hear that you were still interested in continuing this communication, even though I am still hesitant for you to ever meet me in person, or discover who I am.
As much as I would love to describe myself to you, doing that would no doubt refuel the fires of your curiosity. And too much information would obviously narrow things down sufficiently for you to eventually figure out who I am. But I will at least do this much. I will describe that which you cannot see, let it stimulate your imagination and desires perhaps. And, I will even take that one step further by describing for you in detail a fantasy I enjoyed while thinking of you last night."
**
I'd begun undressing, sitting down on the edge of the bed while reading her letter. Feeling my erection swell, I hurriedly stripped off the rest of my clothes, fluffing up my pillow sitting against it while slowly beginning to stroke my cock with one hand, holding her letter with the other.
**
"I don't consider myself as necessarily having large breasts, but they are still round and full though gravity unfortunately has had its way with them, so they're not nearly as perky as they perhaps once were.
My nipples are also large, rose colored I guess you would say, and very, very sensitive. I have often played with them, nearly reaching orgasm on several occasions, but still needing that most intimate of all touches to finally put myself over the edge.
As far as my pussy goes, I have begun shaving it altogether. I'd discovered quite by accident one day while trimming it in the tub, that the experience of doing so was fairly erotic. Placing myself beneath the faucet in order to wash away both the shaving cream as well as the loose hair I'd taken off, I discovered the joy of feeling the water splashing against my mound.
And it is this, which I again did last night while thinking of you. I imagined your hard beautiful cock inside my mouth. I imagined licking, and sucking it, feeling it throb and pulsate while I did. By this time of course, the full force of the water was teasing and caressing my pussy driving me towards the inevitable.
I continued on...as my clit began to become more and more sensitive, I imagined your tongue licking and teasing it while I continued mouthing your beautiful prick. When I came, you came with me, bathing my mouth, face, and breasts in torrents of your hot wonderful cream.
Needless to say, I will be curiously interested in hearing what you have to say about this. PLEASE tell me if my openness has offended, or gone too far. I will be most anxious to hear from you if it has. Though if I don't hear from you, I will thus know that it certainly has, and again, will not bother you further. As I write this, I am most wet, and very, very horny. Yours truly, S.A."
**
I read her letter again, stroking my prick far more vigorously now until spewing a gusher of jisim that landed well up on my chest, as well as pouring down to coat nearly my entire hand. After cleaning up, I headed over to my computer and immediately composed a letter back to her.
**
"Dear S.A., for the moment, I will continue to respect your wishes of anonymity.
Do not be surprised though if I periodically express my wishes and desires to still meet you. I also wanted you to know how much I truly enjoyed reading your letter. As you have been candid with me, so shall I be with you. After arriving home this evening, I removed my clothing, lay back on the bed, and proceeded to read your erotic 'naughty' letter all the while stroking my cock, enjoying your words. Like you, I will not make any attempt to exaggerate anything about myself, for if we ever do meet, and I still hope one day that we will, I too would not want you to find yourself disappointed.
Though I have never actually measured myself, never finding a reason forever doing so, I would go so far as to say that I am perhaps slightly above average. My cock isn't exceptionally long, but I do feel it is certainly most adequate, as I've never had any complaints. (Ha Ha).



I do believe it is perhaps a little thicker, wider around than most, though again, I haven't exactly gone about comparing myself to other men. Most of what I have seen or compared myself to has been through a small sampling of X-rated movies that I have from time to time enjoyed viewing.
Having just said that, I hope that my confession of doing such from time to time doesn't change or harm your opinion of me. As I sat, reading your letter, I imagined how you must of looked lying inside the tub. In my mind, I could see you caressing your breasts, fingering and toying with those incredible nipples that you so wonderfully described for me. I just wish that I could have been there to watch you.
Though I would again be the first to admit, it would have been difficult for me to refrain from touching you, playing with those breasts while seeing you pleasure yourself beneath the faucet. I have never seen a woman masturbate before, and again confess it to be one of my secret desires and fantasies to do so. The thought of the water splashing against your pussy, caressing your clit was most sensual and very erotic to me.
I sat stroking myself, reading your letter feeling my cock throbbing with desire to actually be there with you to witness the scene that you described. As the pre-cum leaked from my shaft, I used it to continually supply a nice masturbating lotion for my hand, slicking the head of my prick, teasing it and allowing the pleasure to build until I could no longer stand it. Only then did I finish jerking off, my cum splattering all over my chest, running down between my fingers, saturating my balls (as well as the sheets 'grinning' which I assure you I changed afterwards). I too hope this letter has not surprised or offended you, and anxiously await your next reply. Truly yours, Jack."
**
Our time between letters was like extended foreplay. I began thinking about her constantly, even during work. Oft-times finding myself having an erection even during our weekly staff meetings when they grew too boring to sit listening too. I had even begun to find myself becoming aroused the moment I stepped from my car heading into the health spa, checking first the message box hoping that a letter from 'S.A.' would be there waiting for me.
**
"Dear Jack, I won't do this again, so don't waste your time looking about for me. But last time at the spa, I had parked my car adjacent to yours. I was a little surprised at myself for doing what I did, as I assure you...it is not something I would normally dare do, or have ever done before.
But shortly before you left, I returned to my car climbing into the back seat, ensuring I had blanket with me so as to hide beneath it when you came out of the building before driving home. As I sat there waiting for you to finish your workout, I had purposely refrained from putting my panties back on, still wearing the skirt I had worn at the office, along with a lose fitting sweater that I could easily pull up above my bra-less breasts.
As I sat, I imagined sitting next to you there in your car, feeling much like a young teenage girl all over again. I imagined unzipping your fly, my hand worming its way into your pants until withdrawing that magnificent stiff prick of yours.
While people all around us came and went in and out of the spa, I continued to imagine playing with you, feeling your cock expand, your pre-cum leaking from the tip of your prick. I sat, fingering my pussy, running the tip of one finger over my clit as I spread myself obscenely with my other hand.
The excitement of doing this, knowing that any moment you might emerge from the building became a naughty contest of sorts. I wanted to reach the point of climax the moment I saw you, experiencing orgasm even as you crossed the parking lot heading towards your car, mere feet away from where it was that I was hiding. As though on cue, you did. And I did. As I watched you approaching, I twirled my sensitive clit-nub rapidly with my finger, feeling the sweet ecstasy of my orgasm washing over me even as you reached your car climbing in. Surprisingly, I didn't pull the blanket over me to hide, though admittedly sinking further down into the backseat, the chances of you spotting me remote, but nevertheless very real. Even as you drove away, I lingered momentarily basking in the afterglow of my orgasm, thinking of you. Affectionately, S.A."
**
"Dearest S.A., words fail me as to how excited I found myself after reading your last. I too drove home this evening after my workout, deciding as I did to remove my prick, imagining you sitting next to me playing with it as I drove along.
I continued to carefully monitor the traffic about me, just as I would if you were really doing it for me. By the time I pulled into my garage, I was too worked up to even head inside the house. I fantasized about you leaning over, sucking my cock into your mouth even as the garage door closed, privately shutting us in.
It was an interesting sensation to fully remove my pants, shorts, shoes and socks there inside the car. I continued on with the fantasy, playing with my prick, forming an oval with my fingers as though it were your mouth sliding over the blood engorged head of my prick.
I then saw you pulling up the sweater you were wearing over your breasts. I saw myself leaning over to lick and suck them, feeling your nipples grow hard even as my tongue flicked back and forth, alternating between them. When neither of us could stand it any more, you stepped out of the car, your skirt falling down around your ankles where I then spun you about, your hands resting to balance yourself on the hood of the car. From behind, I teased the opening of your pussy with my cock, my hands caressing your sides, kneading the soft pliant flesh of your breasts.
Only when you couldn't stand it any more, did I finally ease my hard stiff prick deep into the moist heated recess of your cunt. Sliding into you ever so slowly, I eventually buried my prick completely inside you, where we both stood unmoving, merely feeling and enjoying the sensation of finally coming together.
For a good long time, I stood behind you this way, kissing your neck, biting your flesh, hands and fingers running up and down your back as well as playfully kneading the soft tender flesh of your ass. Eventually we began to move, my prick sliding in and out of that velveteen cunt until you began thrusting yourself back against me, your pussy now clenching at my prick, sucking it like a thousand hungry mouths until we at last came together.
I could feel my spunk filling your quim, felt your juice pouring out of your pussy, running down between your legs, carrying with it the overflow of my own juices as our simultaneous orgasm continued to play itself out in the privacy of my garage.
I didn't even bother cleaning up the mess I had made, enjoying the naughty, somewhat dirty sensation of heading inside the house, my prick still reasonably hard with cum dribbling from it even as I walked upstairs towards my bedroom. I am in hopes that this letter arouses you as much as the fantasy, as well as the writing of it now has done for me. I am off to once again stroke myself off, thinking of you. Amorously yours, Jack."
**
For weeks our correspondence continued, each letter becoming even more heated, more arousing than the last. I'd all but given up ever meeting this mystery woman, content now to simply enjoy the words and letters I had begun to cherish and look forward to reading over and over again. I quit making mention of actually meeting her, for in some ways, she had been correct. I had now created inside my own mind a model of what she looked like, very much aware that the likeness in fantasy was no doubt very different from that in reality. I had created perhaps the most detailed, arousing letter I had ever written to her, spending nearly two solid hours writing it. Anxious to see what the response her next letter back to me would say, I was somewhat surprised, certainly disappointed to discover a small simply folded note waiting for me in the message box.
**
"Dear Jack, I felt it appropriate to inform you that I will no longer be returning back to the spa. I have done all that I can for myself; some things never change, though I am pleased for the most part with those that have.
Additionally, it is only fair that I also tell you; I have fallen in love with someone. Someone I have cared about for a very long time, and it is now time for me to pursue that, given the changes I have made in my life.
Forgive me for telling all this to you in this way, but as I have lacked self-esteem for most of my adult life, I dared not approach you directly for fear of both rejection as well as anger on your part. I have enjoyed our time and correspondence together, and regardless of what happens now, shall remember it fondly always. Sincerely yours, S.A."
**
Stunned, I drove home dejected feeling more at a loss than I had since the end of my marriage. Angry, I had wadded up the note tossing it from the window of the car, feeling betrayed on the one hand, foolish and stupid on the other. I pulled into the garage, already intending to get nice and soused the moment I could dust off the scotch bottle I had sitting on my rarely used bar. Stepping out of the car heading towards the garage entry into the kitchen, I heard the garage door suddenly begin to close. I stopped in my tracks, turned, and saw a woman standing just inside the slowly closing door. She had her finger on the keypad.
"Who the hell are you?" I shot glancing towards her.
She winced at my question, still managing to force a smile. "You don't remember me do you?" she asked back.
I looked at her again, more closely this time. She was certainly an attractive looking woman. Her shoulder length hair was dark brown with streaks of blonde running through it as highlights. Her hazel blue eyes were accentuated by a slim oval shaped face with lips as full and as inviting as any I had ever seen. And had I ever seen this woman before, I would have remembered her. She was one that would have certainly stuck out in my mind.
And yet, there was something vaguely familiar about her voice, along with those eyes, even though I couldn't quite place my finger on it.
"No, I'm sorry, I don't," I said apologetically, my own tone of voice suddenly softening, now curious.
She smiled. "Well, it has been nearly thirty years. So I'm not too surprised. I had a crush on you during my senior year of high school, though you never knew that of course. And we only had one class together; spoke very few times, so there really isn't any reason why you would remember me. And besides, back then I had mousy brown hair, was fairly chubby with hardly any tits to speak of. A situation that only got worse over the years, until after my divorce when I decided to do something about the way I looked. After seeing you the first time, I decided there and then that I was going to do whatever it took to make me feel good about myself first, and then hopefully you afterwards! And I don't mind telling you Jack, you've made some noticeable improvements in yourself as well!"
I continued to stare at her, the garage door finally closing. "Ah, Sharon...no wait! It's Susan isn't it? Susan...Anderson!" I exclaimed, realization suddenly dawning on me. But I'm still confused here. If it really IS you, I know without a doubt I'd have remembered seeing you around the Spa. But to be honest with you...I don't!"
Susan laughed; beginning to unzip the skirt she was wearing. "Well that's because I recognized you shortly after you joined, and once we started passing notes back and forth, I started going on the nights opposite those that you did. Except for Fridays, which is when I made sure to stay away from wherever it was that you were, usually taking a massage. Melissa and Chrissy were kind enough to put my letters out to you on the nights you were there. That, and removing those you had left for me until I came in the following evening. That way you were never aware of the fact I wasn't there, except as I mentioned on Fridays."
I watched as her skirt fell to the floor, Susan stepping out of it.
"Remind me to thank those two personally," I said grinning at her, feeling my erection growing.
Once again she laughed. "Oh, and the Name isn't Anderson anymore either. It's Palmer. Susan Palmer. I never retook my maiden name."
Susan had peeled the sweater she was wearing up and over her head, revealing those near perfect breasts with their rose colored nipples, just as large, just as inviting as I'd always imagined them to be.
"Well then...what does S.A. stand for then?" I asked confusedly.
Susan finally approached me, placing her hand on my zipper and began sliding it ever so slowly down. She was giggling still.
"Why, Secret Admirer silly, I thought you knew that!" She soon knelt taking my hard throbbing prick inside her mouth. "After this, you gonna fuck me against the car just the way you described doing it to me?" she asked with a mouth full of my cock.
"Not only that 'S.A.'," I said calling her affectionately. "But everything else we've shared and discussed too. Which reminds me...how do you feel about masturbating in front of a man?"
"I already am baby...I already am," she answered softly.
#
As always, thank you so much for your votes and feedback on this story!
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I love watching my wife masturbate. On occasion, she's even invited me to do so, but not often enough for my tastes. What she doesn't know is, I watch her far more often than that.
Nearly a year before Chris and I married, I had finally gotten around to building a new home. Residing in a fairly upper-class neighborhood, many of my friends and neighbors had installed elaborate security systems. Through one of those friends, I had contracted with an individual to establish a safe system within my new home as well. We'd been going over the details together when Andy mentioned he could place several cameras inside of the house if I wanted. I thought about that, but knew with Chris and I already engaged to be married, she wouldn't be real happy about having a bunch of camera's capable of watching her every move. When Andy assured me that he could install them in such a way that she'd never even know they were there, I went for it.
Having a small personal utility room just off the three-car garage, it was perfect for setting up all the equipment necessary to monitor our home and provide us with updated information whenever we needed it. Including of course, videotape in the event it was needed for review. Chris was fine with that of course, totally unaware that I had separate video's running off every bank of cameras monitoring our home.
Shortly after we were married and back from our honeymoon, I was treated to my first voyeuristic surprise. I hadn't married Chris just for her looks. She truly was a beautiful woman yes, and certainly very uninhibited sexually in most areas but one. Early on I had shared with her my desire to watch her play with her self for me. Which she did, but somewhat reluctantly. She had grown up in a strict environment, where masturbation wasn't discussed, certainly frowned upon if ever being mentioned. Thankfully, she'd moved away, discovered herself as well as her sensuality, managing to overcome many of the hang-ups she'd carried with her for years. All except this one for some reason.
Chris had confessed to me during one of those exciting 'pillow-talk' evenings we often shared together, that though she had in fact masturbated as a young woman, it was always done secretly, with a constant fear of discovery and punishment for having done so. Because of that, I soon came to believe that it was one of the few inhibitions she still harbored, not able to fully overcome.
As I did every day, the simple touch of a remote control, rewound and programmed all the tapes to begin recording. Motion sensors within the system alerted me to which tape might need to be monitored in the event there was any movement at night. So far, there had been no reason to do so. Obviously, for the camera's recording inside during the day, I knew they would be constantly monitoring movement, though the only two I had so far previewed had been those in our bedroom and bath.
I'd arrived home from work earlier than usual. As I'd known, Chris had gone out late that afternoon with one of her friends to do some shopping. I had gone into the security room as we now called it and double-checked the status of everything. Curious, I did a quick semi-fast forward play of the tape that had been monitoring the bath. When I saw Chris enter in preparation of taking a shower, I slowed the tape down to normal play, enjoying a mischievous smile as I realized I was about to watch my wife showering.
I'll be the first to admit there's something inherently wicked about watching someone doing something without their knowledge. The fact that it was my own wife didn't change that for me either. I loved looking at her, especially when she was nude. The fact that I could do so without her knowing it, was icing on the cake.
As Chris walked into the bath, removing her robe, revealing her nudity, I sat back to watch and enjoy myself.
"Oh yeah baby. I really do love watching you," I thought aloud.
The camera was perfectly concealed within the patterned textures of the ceiling. At the angle it was positioned, it gave me a total panoramic view of the bath and on into the room, with the exception of the toilet area, which even I felt wasn't necessary or wanted for my purposes, thus giving some measure of privacy anyway.
I watched as Chris passed from view briefly traveling through the blind spot, reappearing long enough to reach in, turn on the shower, adjusting the water temperature. She disappeared momentarily walking back towards the counter where she stood in front of the mirror admiring and examining herself. Just seeing her doing that was incredibly erotic to me. It was a private, personal, intimate moment with herself, but she was nonetheless, sharing it with me.
"Damn Chris, you're making me hot!" I said speaking directly at the tape.
Having watched my wife cup her medium sized, but very firm breasts, I was treated to seeing her examination of herself as she hefted each within her hands, testing the natural age of gravity that every woman eventually suffers through. Somewhat satisfied perhaps that age had not as yet caused them to sag more than what she was willing to accept, she smiled, turning off to one side to get an even better view as how they fell against her ribcage. I was a little surprised when she next tweaked each one of her nipples, causing them to harden as though testing them for response and sensitivity.
"God Chris, play with them baby...play with them!" I urged her.
She soon stopped doing so however, and I sadly saw her head back towards the shower. I naturally assumed of course that's all she intended to do, bathe and make ready for the day. But since I was already aroused just watching what I had been, I decided to pleasure myself while simply watching my wife showering with no other expectations beyond that.
As she stepped into the shower, I expected to watch her do nothing more than wash herself up. I was slightly surprised however when she adjusted the shower massage to a more pulsating beat, then placed herself lying down in the tub rather than standing.
"What are you up too?" I wondered pleasantly surprised.
Comfortably positioning herself down inside the tub, I watched as she drew her legs towards her chest, spreading them. Placed as she was, she'd displayed herself, vulgarly, obscenely...and I loved it. As the water cascaded down towards her from the shower, it fell in a wildly undulating beat that began to playfully massage her sex. By the look on her face, and the expression in her eyes, I knew that it felt wonderfully good.
"Go baby go!" I yelled excitedly.
For nearly twenty minutes, I watched as Chris allowed the spray of the shower to make love to her. Periodically she adjusted her position, obviously varying the intensity, or perhaps the placement of the stream as it tickled her quim, caressing it in it's own very unique way. As she drew closer to climax, I watched as she reached down, spreading her lips with her fingers even more widely a part than they had been. Had I been sitting here watching this live, I'd have zoomed in the camera upon her. As it was however, I had to make myself content with seeing what I was.
By now, I had released my prick from the confines of my pants, stroking it with the same desperate urgency that I saw my wife attempting to achieve. For the first time, I heard her moan, though it was difficult as the shower pretty much obscured the sound of anything else as she lay there.
"Ohhh. Ohhh. Ohhh."
I knew by her pleasured sighs that orgasm was only moments away. Judging her reactions, as I was obviously aware having seen her climax before, that she was close now, very close. Only moments away now myself, I continued pleasing myself, anticipating that sudden quick bucking that would reveal to me her sweet ecstasy as her orgasm claimed her. Seconds later, she did that, leaning forward slightly humping the water cock that was assuaging her pussy, giving her pleasure, doing so for me simultaneously.
I had just finished straightening myself, filing away the tape when I heard the sound of the garage door opening. Chris was home. Making my way quickly inside the house, I greeted her a few minutes later when she walked in carrying several packages.
"Hi honey," she said. "You're home early!"
I gave her a kiss, reaching out to take one of the bags from her.
"Not that one, take this," she said handing me what appeared to be a grocery bag. "This one's for later," she said suggestively, smiling.
Obviously, she was feeling frisky, as I was. "So...anything new and exciting today?" I asked her setting down the grocery bag on the kitchen counter.
"Not really, no. Why do you ask?"
"Just something," I pressed. "You're grinning like a Cheshire cat," then, she did.
"Nosy!"
"Can't help it. It's in my nature," I responded slyly.
Chris had all the fixings for a nice, little, romantic dinner. As we sat there together enjoying it, I asked. "So what did you and Darlene do today?"
I really liked Darlene. If there were anyone who was more outgoing, less inhibited than she was, I'd have to have met them. Having her as a good friend and companion was something I heartily approved of. And the best part, she was one of our next-door neighbors. Having gotten to know her and her husband Jack, we ended up spending a lot of time together whenever we could. The exact opposite of Chris, I had jokingly labeled the two of them "Salt and Pepper shakers". Though both wore their hair relatively short, Chris was naturally blonde as well as fair skinned. Darlene was African American, with a deep rich coppery tone to her skin that stood out in stark contrast to my wife's much fairer complexion.
"Nothing much...just some shopping," she stated evasively. But I knew by the gleam in her eye that there was more to that than she was letting on. True enough, after dinner, Chris had asked me to give her a few minutes before coming upstairs to bed. Having already figured out what she was up to, I took the opportunity to ensure that the camera in the bedroom was properly recording before heading upstairs myself. As expected, she was waiting for me, standing in the doorway of the bathroom connecting our bedroom. She was dressed in a sheer, black-laced body stocking that accentuated every curve of her body while only allowing the barest of hints at what lay hidden beneath.
"Nice! Really, really nice!" I said as I stood there looking at her. "Remind me to tell Darlene thank you," I quipped.
"You know, it's really hard keeping any secrets from you, you know!"
"If you only knew," I thought devilishly. "Well, it wasn't really hard to figure out," I told her. "Every time you and Darlene go shopping together, you usually browse the "naughty store" as I called it. "And most of the time, you bring back something sexy to wear for me."
"Remind me to never tell you I'm going shopping with Darlene," Chris shot back teasingly. "Now...you interested in making love to your wife? Or not?"
As we did, I privately smiled knowing that I would later on be able to watch my own personal instant replay of our session together.
#
On Tuesdays, we had a maintenance service come out and take care of the yard. In the past, when I'd just happened to be there, I had noticed Chris eyeing one of the young men who did much of the yard work alone. Tall, handsome, ruggedly good looking with a deep tan from days spent outside, I'd seen Chris ogling him without realizing I had seen her doing so. Just before leaving for work, I'd reset all the surveillance tapes, wondering as I did if with this young man's arrival today, would provide me with any entertainment to look at later on that evening.
As I often did, I brought work home with me rather than staying late, finishing it at the office. Whenever I did so, Chris afforded me the privacy alone to complete it without interruption, knowing that the sooner I did, the sooner we could spend time together during the evening.
Having access from my study to preview the security tapes, I did so, wondering hopefully if there would be anything worth watching as I rewound the tapes. Sure enough, the outside camera's recorded the yard services arrival, including that of the man whom Chris had had her eyes on. Based on the time of the tape and the location of the yard he was working in, I knew that the only place where she would be able to safely watch him without being noticed was from kitchen area. Accessing the cameras from that section of the house, locating the exact time, I started the tape, not too surprised when moments later, my wife entered the room peering out through the window into the back yard.
For several long moments she did nothing but stand there looking out the window. I'd begun to think it a wasted effort when I saw her suddenly slip her hand down inside the front of the shorts she was wearing. Chris had also chosen to wear one of many halter-tops that she enjoyed wearing around the house during the day. As I watched, she deftly undid the knot in front, holding the garment together, thus freeing her braless breasts.
"Now this is interesting," I said smiling to myself as I watched.
Chris moved even closer towards the sink, obviously extending herself for a better view. Shucking herself out of her top entirely, she stood, caressing her breasts, thumbing the nipples of each, all the while continuing to slip her hand down inside the waistband of the bright yellow day shorts she was wearing.
Running both tapes simultaneously, I watched the young man outside gradually move around the far side of the house, obviously out of view from the kitchen area. When he did, I also saw Chris as she obviously headed down the hall towards the stairs leading up to the bedroom areas. From where he was now at, I knew that Chris would be much better able to see him from the "cozy-corner", as we called it, which was the bay window over-looking the yard from our bedroom.
Hurriedly, I located the bedroom tape, fast forwarded to the time indicated on the outside surveillance, and wasn't disappointed as Chris soon walked into the room. I was surprised when she didn't immediately head towards the window however. Instead, she stopped by her dresser where she fumbled briefly in the top drawer where I knew she kept most of her bra's and underwear. Seconds later she produced a blue, long slim vibrator, turning it on, she smiled as the toy came to life in her hand.
"Hot damn!" I again thought. I hadn't known she even owned a vibrator. I'd certainly never seen her using one before. "Thanks again Darlene," I said aloud this time, figuring that it had to have been at her suggestion that Chris purchase one in the first place.
I watched my wife quickly settle herself within the plush softness of the love seat that fit perfectly within the window. Gazing down into the yard from above, somewhat concealed behind the lace curtains, which hung there, Chris pulled them apart slightly looking down into the yard where he still worked. As she did, she slowly began to tease herself with the softly humming toy, which I was now able to hear very clearly as she sat very close to the place where the bedroom camera had been installed.
"I bet you've got a nice...long...thick cock!" she said suddenly. "And I'd bet you'd be surprised to find out I was sitting here, thinking about it, wondering what it would be like for you to fuck me," she admitted to herself.
Though I was surprised to hear her actually admit this, I wasn't jealous. I'd often fantasized about other women myself, including Darlene. Just seeing my wife sitting there, stroking the inside of her pussy with the blue toy that I didn't even know she had, sent a rapturous flame of desire directly towards my groin. Feeling myself harden, I watched in delightful expectation as Chris continued masturbating, once again caressing her own breasts, sliding the happy little toy in and out of her pussy as she held it a part with her other hand.
"Oh Shawn, Shawn...fuck me. Fuck me with that magnificent cock baby!" she wailed hotly. "Fuck my pussy and pour that delicious hot cream into it." Several moments later, it was obvious she was having a climax. I watched as my wife's face twisted into a pleasured grimace as she sat there on the couch driving the blue toy deeply inside herself, holding it there as she buckled forward expectantly as she often did.
Now extremely aroused myself. I switched off the tape, straightened my desk, and went in search of my lovely, secretly horny little wife.
#
Several days passed of uneventful monitoring. The wait had been well worth it however when almost by accident, I stumbled upon the best thing I had witnessed yet. It was Saturday, the one day of the month when Chris and Darlene went to the spa for a full days pampering. Which included a facial, massage, as well as a pedicure. With them gone the better part of the day, I soon settled back to review the tapes, many of which I hadn't as yet had time to really look at. As I fast-forwarded through many of them, I hesitated briefly at one when Chris answered the door, letting Darlene into the house. There was nothing significant about that however, but for some reason I decided to let the tape play while I sat there watching.
"Did you bring it with you?" Chris asked.
"Yes," Darlene said giggling. "And you have no idea how difficult it was to get it either!" she responded conspiratorially.
I saw her reaching into her purse, producing a videotape a second later. "I had to remind Janette three times to lend it to me," she stated.
I knew Janette was her very 'lesbian' half-sister.
"What did she say when you asked her about it?" Chris asked nervously.
"Oh nothing really. I told her it was for a woman friend of mine who was 'curious' about it is all. If anyone can understand that, she does. Where do you want to watch it?"
"Downstairs in the den," Chris responded.
I quickly stopped the tape, pawing through several others until I'd found the one I was looking for. Inserting it into the player, I forwarded to the approximate time and hit play. Sure enough, there they were. I was just in time to watch Chris inserting the tape into the player before settling back onto the couch sitting next to Darlene.
"I can't actually believe I let you talk me into watching this," My wife said.
"Good old Darlene. I really should send her something for all the marvelous things she's talked my wife into exploring," I considered.
Perfectly positioned, I was able to see not only the women as they sat there on the couch together, but what they were also watching on the TV. It became clearly evident that Darlene had brought over some sort of X-rated movie. Now, it wasn't all that odd that they were sitting there watching one. Chris and I had frequently watched several of them together, and if all she wanted to do was sit back and watch a dirty movie, we had plenty of them to choose from.
"No. There's something a little different about this one," I realized, and so began to focus my attention on what it was they were actually watching, more than in watching either one of them. Minutes later, I understood why.
Although it became apparent that what they were watching turned out to be a sexual threesome, which Chris and I had watched plenty of before, this one included a bi-sexual encounter between the two males while the woman involved, switched back and forth between the two men, while they in turn proceeded to enjoy one another just as equally.
"Isn't this wild?" Darlene had asked her.
"God yes...I'll say. And it's making me horny!" Chris answered her unabashedly.
"Can you imagine another guy doing anything to Brad?" Darlene asked, questioning her about me.
I heard my wife giggle like a teenager. "Yes...one," she said teasingly.
"Who?"
"You know that sexy guy I told you about who comes over to take care of the yard? Shawn?"



Darlene shared her giggling. "Now I'd even pay to see that!" she told her.
I quickly made a mental note to myself in the event I ever got into financial difficulty.
"So...you're getting horny huh?" Darlene asked a moment later. "Me too."
That certainly got my attention.
"Have any spare toys?" she asked her, half teasingly.
"You serious?" Chris asked her in stunned disbelief.
"Well...I could always run home and get mine," she told her. "But unless you've got some spare batteries, it wouldn't do me any good anyway. I wore mine out and haven't gotten around to getting any new ones."
Chris laughed. "Well yeah, I do. If you really don't mind using one of them," she stated.
I couldn't believe I was watching this, hearing this. But a moment later, Chris disappeared from the room, appearing several minutes later carrying two toys. The blue one I had seen her using previously, as well as a large pink knobby looking thing. Another toy I hadn't as yet been aware of.
"When did you get this one?" Darlene said holding it up as Chris handed it to her.
"About two weeks ago...in the mail."
Once again I made another note to go back two weeks in reviewing my tapes.
"You really going to do it?" Chris asked her friend curiously.
"Hell yes! Like I said...I'm horny!" Darlene told her truthfully.
On the video, I watched as Darlene stood, quickly removing her clothes. I'd always considered her attractive of course, often fantasizing about the woman myself. But up until now, I had nothing proof conclusive to add to that beyond my own active imagination. Now, seeing her as she slipped off first the blouse she was wearing, and then her skirt, I could only sit there in stunned happy silence.
I'd always thought my wife's breasts were attractive of course. And I certainly enjoyed sucking them. But when I saw Darlene's large, almost "too good to be true" tits appear, I had to pause the tape and sit there staring at them for a moment longer. Not only were they near perfectly symmetrical, but the chocolate colored areola's capping each one were the largest I had personally ever seen. After I'd had an extended, extra long look, I pushed play.
"Darlene...I really hope you don't take offence, but I have to ask. Are those real?"
I watched as Darlene placed her hands on each hip, thrusting her chest out even more proudly.
"Why sure they is darlin. These here are home grown, apple-spiced cheese-cakes child!" Darlene mimicked in her best southern drawl, which cracked Chris up, who began laughing.
"Stop it!" she told her. "And I really was serious," she said holding her aching sides.
Darlene gave Chris a lusty look as she responded. "Go head, touch em. See for yourself."
Sitting down next to her, I was amazed when Chris did. Gingerly, she cupped each one molding them in her hands. "Damn...I guess they really are!"
"Told you," Darlene said smugly. "Now...since you touched mine...."
Once again Chris squealed embarrassedly, but Darlene didn't allow that to disrupt her either. Reaching over, she placed each one of her hands on my wife's breasts. But she didn't just hold onto them for a minute the way Chris had done, she softly, teasingly thumbed her nipples too. "I like the way your nipples stand up. Much better, much longer than mine do," she said simply. Darlene then teased her own as though to prove the point. "See? Not nearly as hard!"
"Are we crazy?" Chris asked.
"Nope...just two horny women, sitting home watching a porno. Of course we're horny!" She said jokingly. "And I'm going to do something about it too!" she announced. Grabbing the pink knobby dildo Chris had given her, she quickly turned it on.
"Fuck girl. You really use this? I think I could cum just holding it without even putting it inside me."
"I know!" Chris chuckled. "The first time I even used it, I came before I even knew what was happening!"
I really did need to locate that tape. I was positive it had to be somewhere. At the moment however, that would have to wait. Darlene had repositioned herself on the couch, propping both feet up beneath her. As she did, she split herself wide open and began easing the giant-sized toy inside her waiting pussy.
"Come on Chris, don't make me feel embarrassed doing this with you sitting there doing nothing," she told her. "I thought you said you were horny too!"
"Trust me Darlene. I am. And even more so now!" she admitted to her friend.
Taking the much smaller, shiny blue vibrator, Chris quickly emulated the position Darlene had placed herself in, so that now both woman were sitting side by side in basically the same position. As she began stroking herself with the toy, I noticed that she began watching Darlene as she played with herself far more than she continued watching the movie. Pretty soon, Darlene was doing the same thing...watching her.
"Have you ever thought about being with another woman?" Darlene asked as she continued watching my wife pleasuring herself.
"Thought about it yes...but never have no. And you?"
"Same. Though Jack's hinted often enough he'd enjoy seeing that."
"Yeah, Brad has too," Chris said smiling. "Now, wouldn't that surprise the two of them if they were to ever come home and find us together?"
I made a note to schedule lunch with Jack.
"Want to try something?" Darlene asked out of hand.
"What?" Chris questioned a bit nervously.
"Not that," Darlene giggled. "Not yet anyway...maybe after we've discussed it a little more," she said with a hint of a promise.
"What then?"
Reaching over, Darlene placed her hand around the vibrator that was sticking half way inside my wife's cunt. "How about, if I do you, while you do me?" she asked. "You have to admit Chris...that really would feel a whole lot better!"
"Yes it would...wouldn't it?" she said dreamily as Darlene began to play with my wife much more seriously.
Watching the two of them pleasuring one another was a gold mine of video delight. Not only would I have never suspected it, I now had some inside knowledge that I hoped one day might pay off in dividends!
I played their near-simultaneous orgasm scene over and over again until I was spurting lustily into the air while watching it. I was still horny as hell, when Chris arrived home from their day at the spa.
"Feel better?" I asked when she'd arrived home.
"Oh yes. I feel wonderful!" she told me.
"I seem to recall that," I said in a lust-filled voice, grinning at her.
"I think someone's horny," she said laughing.
"Oh, you might could say that," I replied
"Wanna fuck?" she asked.
Seconds later, I was chasing her up the stairs.
#
Two days later, I'd come downstairs after having first gotten ready for work. Chris had already poured me a steaming hot cup of coffee, along with two pieces of lightly buttered toast, and of course, my newspaper.
As I sat down to enjoy a light breakfast, she came into the room, placed a book on the table, pouring herself a cup. She'd been reading an erotic novel, and as I saw by the bookmark, she was nearly through with it.
"Good book?" I asked.
"You should read it," she said winking at me. "Might give you a few ideas, though I hardly think you really need them," she said grinning.
"That good huh?"
Chris merely nodded her head. "Sure you can't stay home?" she asked. "And fuck your wife?"
"I would if I could," I said truthfully. "You know that! But you also know I have that closing this morning. And we've already rescheduled it twice. I can't. But...I will promise no working late tonight. Maybe I can even get off a little early or something. How'd you like to watch a naughty movie together later?"
"I'd like that," she said grinning. "Which one?"
"You pick it," I told her. "I'm up for anything. And I think I recall Jack saying that he and Darlene have quite a few too. Maybe you can ask her to borrow one of theirs."
"Really? Anything?"
"Anything," I said...wondering.
As I drove to work, I wondered if by leaving my horny little wife home all alone if I'd have anything to look at when I finally got a chance too. I was fairly confident we'd have a busy night ahead of us when I did get home, so I knew it would have to wait. And not too surprisingly, we watched a movie that Chris had picked out, that had a lot of women, masturbating one another in it with dildos and vibrators.
"You do like watching these don't you?" she'd asked a bit mischievously.
"Oh yes...very much so. And you know damn well, I'd enjoy seeing you doing something similar with another woman too," I added.
"Well...maybe one day, if you're a good boy," Chris teased. But I noticed as she said that an almost guilty look cross her face, simultaneously with a bit of a rosy-red blush across her cheeks.
I was looking forward to lunch with Jack tomorrow too.
#
When I finally did get a chance to review that morning's tape. I wasn't disappointed. I watched myself leaving for work, first kissing my wife goodbye, heading out the door. Chris soon sat down, picking up her novel and began to read. For a while, nothing happened. It was when she stood to refill her coffee cup that things suddenly got interesting.
Rather than sitting down, she continued to stand while still reading her book. Without thought, or none that I was aware of anyway, she placed one foot on the chair she'd been sitting in, parting her robe. She was naked. No surprise there. She usually was.
What did surprise me was when she reached over to the bowl of fruit we had sitting on the table. Carefully selecting a fairly good sized, interestingly curved banana, I watched as she began sliding it up and down the furrow of her slit.
"I've gotta read that book!" I told myself seriously.
Chris continued to read, continuing her slow pleasured tease with the not quite ripe fruit. Watching her as she did that was extremely erotic. Finally, having obviously finished the book, she set it down on the table. Turning her attention to the new toy she'd discovered, she easily inserted a goodly portion of it inside herself, grasping the table for support as the obvious pleasure she derived from it caused her to become weak in the knees.
"Ohhhh fuck!" I heard her say as she began sliding it in and out of herself with ever increasing speed.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh...Oh...Oh...Fuck!" she screamed out in pleasure as her orgasm claimed her.
When she'd recovered, she walked over, washing the banana, placing it back into the bowl where she'd found it. I felt saddened that it wouldn't be there waiting for me with her pussy juices still clinging to it. But I was also delighted that I now had another deliciously wonderful piece of tape to edit to the others I'd been collecting.
#
As luck would have it, I ended up staying at work a lot later than I had planned to. By the time I arrived home, it was late. So I was a bit surprised when I saw a dim light, which I knew to be emanating from the downstairs TV. Obviously, Chris was still up. Sitting my briefcase down on the floor next to the stairs, I headed down. Somewhat cautiously, my imagination once again working overtime, I envisioned she and Darlene happily lying on the floor going down on one another. She wasn't of course, but what she was doing took my breath away even more than that would have.
Glancing towards the TV, I saw the tape she was watching was the one I had compiled most recently with everything I had managed to discover her doing. Including of course, the day she'd gotten her new pink vibrator in the mail.
Hearing my gasp of surprise, she turned, facing me. "Well? What have you got to say for yourself?" she asked.
Stunned, I really didn't know what to say. "I like to watch," I said sheepishly.
Sitting down as she'd been, it had been impossible to see anything other than her head. Glaring at me, she now stood. She was naked. Then she smiled.
"Me too."
I just stood there staring at her.
"Oh, and by the way? Darlene mentioned something to me about you and Jack having lunch together today. Wondered if we might be interested in getting together tomorrow evening. "Would you like that?" she asked as she caressed her breasts.
"Hell yes!" I said.
"Good...now come here and watch this with me, it's just getting to the best part."
And it was too.
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I had just turned 16 when my father and uncle purchased several acres of property high up in the Uinta Mountains close to where I lived. Over the course of a couple of years, they built a modest little "A" frame cabin on that property. My aunt and uncle hadn't as yet had any children. Being an only child myself, aside from constantly getting in the way, there was very little I could do to help out aside from a few minor things they had me do. Such as it was, I often spent a great deal of my free time whenever we'd gone up to work on the cabin, exploring and venturing out in the surrounding wilderness. By the time I had turned 18, it was finished.
One of the things I really did enjoy doing, was hiking over to a small but beautiful lake located less than half a mile away. I would often go there during the day and go skinny-dipping, as it was fairly secluded. It was a rare occurrence to ever see anyone else, aside from an occasional adventurous, early morning fisherman.
One particular weekend, I'd helped with unpacking a few things, doing my assigned chores before scrambling off towards the lake for an early afternoon swim.
As was usual, I followed the deer trail down towards the lake. I'd stumbled upon wildlife before while making my trek. Because of that, I'd learned to walk quietly, slowly as I approached, in hopes of running across something. I always enjoyed giving myself an opportunity to observe without being noticed. I had nearly reached the lake, as I began to make my final decent down the side of the hill when I spotted someone sitting alone, on the outcropping of rocks that jutted into the water. There was a natural shelf just beneath the water line that got very deep in a hurry. I'd often balanced myself on those rocks before diving in. Curiously, I approached, as my line of sight hadn't told me anything more than there was someone sitting out on those rocks. Creeping as stealthily as was possible, I eventually made my way over to one of the last thick-trunked trees that stood on the outer edge of the clearing, just before the lake opened up before me. What I saw took my breath away!
I had never seen a real live nude woman before. I mean, not really. I'd certainly seen my aunt once quite by accident, as well as my own mother on rare occasion. And though I had thought my aunt to have nice boobs, and even my own mother for that matter, I never thought twice about either one of them after that. Well, not often anyway. I had found one of my father's men's magazines stuck beneath the cushion of his favorite chair. And though that had served as my primary source of "jack-off" material, up until this very moment I had never seen an actual naked female before. Even the girls I'd been dating I had barely gotten to first base with, overly shy perhaps, but with a strict upbringing, all my activities had been closely monitored.
From my hiding place, I had a clear and unobstructed view of her, though I silently chastised myself for not bringing along my father's binoculars. Something I wouldn't be without again. Sitting on the rock as she was, it was hard to really see much of her except the soft flowing curves of her nude body from the side. She had long dark brown hair that fell to the middle of her back. I watched as she reached behind, twisting her hair into a knot on top of her head. As she did, I got the first really good look at her breasts, once again, finding myself holding my breath. What I didn't know at the time, but would eventually learn, was that she was five years older than I, a difference, which was like night and day back then. Once her hair was all tucked away, I watched as she stood briefly, performing a near flawless dive into the water. She remained beneath the surface for several long moments, and I took that opportunity to quickly scour the area. Almost immediately I spotted a bright red towel along with a neatly folded pile of clothing sitting near by. I neither saw nor heard anyone else in the area, immediately relieved that she was by herself. Both frightened as well as aroused, the last thing I wanted was to have a run in with a boy friend, husband, or worse...a father.
I watched her for nearly twenty minutes as she swam, often floating on her back allowing me brief, casual glimpses of those near perfect breasts, along with a teasing peek at the occasional dark patch of hair between her legs. Again, I belittled myself for leaving behind the binoculars. Taking a quick glance back towards her pile of clothing, I realized if I carefully made my way back up through the trees and down the other side of the hill, I could place myself a lot closer to where she would eventually come out in order to dress.
Having done that, I made my way even closer to the spot by crawling on my belly until I had sequestered myself inside a small ring of sage brush that gave me perfect concealment while allowing me to fairly easily see her towel and pile of clothing. With my heart racing, beating a hundred miles an hour, I waited patiently for her to emerge from the water. A short time later, she did.
It was like watching a mirage. As she stepped from the water, the sunlight backlit her nude form as she gracefully made her way up the bank. Holding my breath, desperately trying to calm my breathing, I lay motionlessly watching her approach. I fully expected to see her using the towel to dry off with, followed by her dressing. Both of which I eagerly awaited with my only intent as to see her nude form more closely, however brief it might be. To my surprise however, she placed herself upon the towel, intending to let the sun's warmth dry her instead.
"Even better!" I thought silently.
From my hidden vantage point, I was no more than ten or so yards away from her. As such, I knew even the slightest movement would alert her that something, or someone was nearby. Again, I grumbled silently realizing that bent in the position that I was, it would soon become unbearable to sustain for much longer. I'd begun planning my escape, wondering how I could safely and silently retreat when I saw one of her hands reach up, cupping her breast. All of a sudden, I wasn't as uncomfortable as I had been.
My brown haired beauty began to softly massage, caressing her breast. I watched as she gently teased her already stiffened nipple to an even greater firmness. Her breasts weren't certainly as large as those I had seen in my father's magazines, but I found them to be the most beautiful I'd ever seen, even if they weren't large. Her caramel colored nipples looked even more alluring, especially at this distance as it made them easier to see, appreciate...and admire.
"Hmmm."
For a moment, I thought someone else had entered the clearing. Holding myself still, even more than I had been, I frantically allowed my eyes to wander back and forth, searching for signs that someone else had arrived. Then I heard it again, or rather heard her as she moaned, softly.
"Hmmm, Ohhh".
Looking back towards her, I now saw she had placed her other hand down between her legs. Whatever she was doing, must have felt good. The movement was subtle, hardly noticeable at all. And had I been farther away from her than I was, I'd have probably missed it altogether. But I watched as her hand slowly moved, heard her continued sigh's, moans, as she continued to lie there touching herself. As I did, I felt my own arousal stiffening inside my pants.
I might have been horribly naïve and inexperienced at my age, but I knew just enough about sex to find it wondrously curious, particularly as I'd never seen a woman masturbating before, let alone ever dream I'd actually witness it. Within the space of a single hours time, I had more than tripled whatever limited experience and knowledge I had. All of which had me sorting out a myriad of emotions, questions, and feelings that I had not as yet been prepared to deal with.
I began hearing an almost hiccupped cry of pleasure, "uhh, uhh, uhh", which grew louder and louder with each passing moment. Whatever it was she was feeling, must have felt incredibly good, as there was no other way to describe the sounds she was making. I'd watched her draw both knees up spreading herself. And though she was facing away from me so that I could not see specifically what she was doing, I could see her hand furiously working that spot between her legs with wild abandonment.
"Oh? Oh? Ohhhh?" I lay, watching, listening as her self-pleasured questioning told me that she was seeking some sort of relief. In a sense, I knew what that was of course, having done so myself countless times. But again, the thought of a "girl" doing so had for some reason escaped me. Fully prepared now for some sort of final climatic sweetness to occur, I was still totally unprepared when it came. And unfortunately, it startled me, confirming my worst fears.
When she screamed, I was sure it was because she'd somehow discovered I was there. Kneeling as I had been, I lost my balance, tumbling forward through the brush making all kinds of noise as I did.
"Who's there?" she yelled out immediately.
No longer able to see her as I'd all but nose-dived into the ground, I lay there motionless, fully expecting to hear her scrambling up to get dressed.
"I can see you," she said a little too calmly. Even so, I remained as I was. "How long have you been spying on me?" she asked simply.
As the so called "jig" was up, I stood, brushing off bits of broken sage and dirt from myself, still too afraid to look her directly in the eye, but expecting a well deserved tongue-lashing that never came. Even more bizarre, she hadn't made any effort to cover her nakedness except for rolling over onto her stomach.
"Well?"
Still unable to look her directly in the eye, I continued staring at the ground as I answered. "I just got here," I said lying to her nervously.
"Look at me," she demanded.
For the first time I gazed into those cobalt blue eyes, feeling when I did that I would surely turn to stone as her look held me in place.
"So what are you doing here anyway?"
"Nothing, I was just coming down to the lake to have a swim," I finally said honestly.
"Where'd you come from?" she asked again still taking no measure to more fully cover herself.
The fact she obviously wasn't going to kill me calmed me somewhat as I answered. "My folks are building a cabin about a half mile away from here." She seemed to accept that answer as truth at least, and then surprised me as she rolled over sitting up, though she did draw her knees towards her chest effectively concealing herself from my prying gaze.
For long moments she sat in silence as I stood nervously swaying back and forth. I wondered briefly if I'd been summarily "dismissed", thinking perhaps that I should quietly move off.
"My family owns a cabin near here too. Or rather, used to own one. They just sold it. This is our last weekend here. My father recently got a promotion where he works so we're moving away."
"I'm sorry." It was all I could think of to say, still pondering whether to stay or to go.
"Sit down, you're making me nervous."
I found a nearby boulder and sat down. Unable to take my eyes off her, I tried not to stare, but it was virtually impossible. The smooth, somewhat hidden slopes of her breasts peeked invitingly around her drawn up knees. Had I of positioned myself in front of her, I would have been stealing glances at something else too.
"So, do you have a girlfriend?"
I don't know why her question surprised me. It certainly wasn't something I expected to hear from her. Perhaps the fact that I didn't at the time was a little embarrassing for some reason. .
"No. Not at the moment," I said truthfully. "You?"
She laughed, "A girlfriend? Sure, have several of them. None of which I'm very close to however."
I felt my face blush. Catching her joke as well as the obvious way she'd evaded my own question, I decided not to push it. If she'd wanted to answer the question, I figured she would have without sidestepping the obvious. A second later we locked eyes again. As we did, she stretched out her legs revealing her marvelous breasts fully to me. This time I did stare, uncaring if I was. Figuring as she stretched, exposing those glorious twin beauties that she didn't mind my looking. And under the circumstances, I wasn't about to pass up any opportunity to do so either. I heard her laugh, though I didn't look immediately into her eyes this time, still gazing at those rock hard swollen nipples.
"You must be a breast man," she said teasingly. "And obviously one who's not afraid to admit, or appreciate a nice pair of breasts on a woman."
This time I did look at her face, smiling at her, catching her smile in return. I nodded my head trying not to leer, feeling a bit giddy and sensing my arousal growing by the second.
"You have beautiful tits," I said. "Breasts! Breasts!" I thought a second later. "I should have said breasts, not tits!" I worried momentarily that she would take offense at the comment. Tits were more of a guy's word, not a woman's, particularly since she'd been very careful about using the word herself. Her soft chuckle at my use of the word way-laid any fears however.
"Such a delightfully naughty word. Tits. Titties, knockers, boobs. Though I do tend to use the word 'boobs' more often than not myself."
This time I laughed, more at ease than I had been, appreciating hers with my eyes. "Well, whatever you prefer to call them, they really are pretty."
I saw her eyebrows lift in curious acknowledgement. Simultaneously she placed both hands beneath her "breasts", lifting them up as though to better frame them against her chest.
"Not too saggy?" As she cupped them, readjusting their position trying on a different 'look', in asking me.
"Not hardly. They really are the most beautiful I've ever seen." Which of course was neither a lie nor the best compliment I could have given her either. But of course, she didn't know that. Once again long moments passed in silence though she continued to rearrange her "breasts", I thought silently. Almost playing with them after a fashion, I felt my prick lurch inside my jeans in almost reverent acknowledgement of that fact.
"Would you like to fuck me?"
That one did take me by surprise, and I actually lost my balance, almost falling off the rock I was sitting on.
"I'm sorry. Maybe I should have said, would you like to have sex with me instead? Though I do prefer saying, 'make love', though you certainly don't love me, so that seemed even sillier to me to have stated." She was rambling, nervously perhaps. But the fact was, she'd asked me point blank if I wanted to "do her" as I thought the words.
"You serious? Here? Now?"
She looked away, once again drawing her knees back towards her chest. "Can't think of a nicer way to say good-bye to this place," she stated more quietly to herself than to me. "Unless you're really not interested," she added considerably louder.
"Ah sure," I responded, looking about nervously. Confident that we were alone, I was still nevertheless unsure of myself, being a virgin and all, and knowing that the truth of that was apt to manifest itself shortly.
"I'm fairly certain you're still a virgin," she said reading my mind. "So don't worry if you are, I'll teach you. Unless of course, you're saving it for someone special, or for marriage, or for some other reason perhaps."
I chose silence as my answer, neither confirming nor denying that fact. I half hoped that my initial fumblings would be taken for simple nervousness, natural instinct kicking in when I would need it the most. I had certainly been aroused, my stiff prick reminding me of that fact. But now that the moment was actually staring me in the face, I felt myself suddenly shying up, 'withering on the vine' as it were.
Spreading a second towel out on the ground next to the one she was sitting on, we suddenly had a much larger area to "do it" together, I considered.
"Well? You interested or not?"
It was my personal moment of truth. I was interested, yes. More than. And though my cock had certainly expressed an interest earlier, it was now behaving quite badly, and most unexpectedly as I felt myself shrinking up into a withdrawn panic of sorts. What I wanted to do was scream, pummel my crotch as though to awaken the beast that lived within. Perhaps she read my mind, or saw the fear etched deep within my eyes. Though I was shaking my head yes even though unable to speak.
Her smile was one of understanding. Amazing what she knew, or could tell in a simple look. "Maybe she really could read my thoughts", I wondered briefly.
"Maybe this will help," she offered. Spinning around on the beach towels, she positioned herself facing me directly this time. Lying down, she no longer made me feel self-conscious with her gaze, making herself even more vulnerable to me. Transfixed, I watched as she spread her legs, drawing her knees up once again, though spread as they were, offering me a view of her sex that I'd only previously dreamed of ever seeing. Even more wonderfully, she reached down with one hand and began caressing herself.

"That help?" Now teasing, stroking, petting herself softly, slowly unabashedly before me.
Truth was, it did. Where I had turned nervously turtle, I was now rock-hard ready. In one way, it was nice feeling the pressure of confinement against my Levi's. In the other, I was now straining for release.
"You going to just stand there with a hard on? Or are you finally going to get naked for me?"
Now she was looking, having sat up slightly, resting herself on one elbow, though she continued to slowly insert a finger inside her pussy. I watched as she slipped that juicy finger inside her mouth, licking it clean. That did it. Like a mad man possessed, I began scrambling out of my clothing. Once undressed, I stood towering over her like King Kong, feeling a little like that in fact as I gazed down at my deliciously naked Fey Ray. She giggled, and I felt a little more like Cheetah instead. Subconsciously I positioned my hand over my erection as though it would actually hide my arousal.
"I wasn't laughing at you," she said seriously. "I was laughing because this is so un-like me, and I feel wonderful because of it."
Once again in my more Kong-like state, I knelt down beside her on the beach towel. Uncertain as to what to do next, I reached out placing my hand upon her breast, though I did nothing to it, or with it even as her heated flesh filled my hand.
"It's ok, you can touch me. I won't break."
Truth was, I wasn't sure what to do next, so I placed my other hand on her neglected breast. Now all I needed was a pair of headphones and I could play radio operator.
"Listen, why don't you lie down? Let me start things off here." More than happy to oblige her, though I felt remorse at actually having to take my hands off those luscious breasts, I placed myself next to her on the ground. In the next instant, she had positioned herself over me. I had no idea what to expect. I assumed she would merely climb on top of me and we'd be off to the races. At least that's how I envisioned it. What I hadn't expected or planned on, was the soft sweet sucking of her mouth as she placed it around my shaft. As such, I jumped, nearly throwing her off.
"What? Your girlfriend never do this for you?"
I didn't have time to even answer her before she slid that succulent mouth of hers over my shaft once again. This time the resulting tingle of that sweet ecstasy didn't shock me. But I also knew that it felt better than anything I had ever done to myself. And I also knew that this was going to set a new worlds record for me in the fastest climax I'd ever experienced.
"Wait! Wait!" I bellowed. But she was a lot smarter than I was, fully aware of what was about to happen...and why. I felt the first explosion tear through the root of my cock. I was still yelling, in warning actually as she began milking my prick with her hand, coaxing out each and every drop of my climax as she easily swallowed everything I had to give her and more. I was honestly afraid to look at her, even as my toes finally unfolded from the twisted knots I had placed them in. When I did, she was smiling, grinning wickedly actually. And I watched as she licked her lips from a tiny residue of cream that had somehow escaped the onslaught of that ravenous mouth of hers.



"Just as I thought," she stated simply. "You really are a virgin aren't you?"
I tried desperately to think of something clever to say. "Never said I wasn't." If I had a third foot, I'd have used it to kick my ass with. Not only did it sound lame, it sounded like it had come from a 15 year old kid. And one in which I now suddenly felt like. To my surprise, she took my still semi-erect cock in hand and began coaxing it back to life.
"Even more of a special going away present then," she said stroking my semi-flaccid prick. "And since you really are a virgin, I'm going to teach you how to truly satisfy a woman. So whenever you do have sex again, you're going to surprise the hell out of her!" With that, and with the hardness I was once again sporting, I felt as she introduced the head of my penis against that silky-soft opening of her sex, prepared for everything, and totally unprepared for what I next felt.
"It's a good thing you just came," she began. "Because three or four of these, and you would be again."
"These what?" I asked myself. But she answered my question. I felt her satin glove caress my penis in what I could only describe as indescribable. I had absolutely nothing to compare it with. Not even a glad-bag full of whipping cream that I'd once used to masturbate with felt this good. And she was right too. She'd barely lifted herself up from that first slow tantalizing fuck which had so gloriously stolen my male virginity, when I felt the second, equally prick-pleasuring thrust of that pussy descending down the length of my shaft. I couldn't believe what I was feeling, experiencing. I had just emptied what must have been a gallon or so of my sperm down her throat, and I swore I was already teetering on the edge of doing so again.
"Feel good?" she had to ask. Though I'm sure by the look on my face she knew I was already struggling with the loss of control I was valiantly trying to over come. "Don't worry, if you do come too quickly again, there's something else I'll teach you to do until you're ready again."
I was about to ask her what that was when she slid down my prick for the third time. Surprisingly, I didn't come, but I felt like another half dozen or so of those moves, and I would for sure.
"I'm so horny...so wet."
Just hearing her admit that, say it in so many words nearly did me in. I mean guys talked dirty, nasty all the time. But hearing a woman saying something like that, especially in that lust-sexy tone of voice she was using was every man's dream. Or at least mine anyway.
"You like the way my pussy feels as I fuck you?"
Six more dirty-talk fuck strokes, and I really would come. I struggled to answer her, feeling if I did that I'd loose at least half those in my ability to try and concentrate on two things at once.
"Oh fuck yes," I actually managed, letting my inhibitions go, feeling the lust of my emotions taking over. And, I was wrong. One more, full prick enveloping thrust and I was busting yet another nut full of cum-cream inside that heavenly orifice.
Even as I continued spewing my cream inside her, she went wild on me. Like riding a bucking bronco, I felt her body twisting, slipping, and sliding atop me for all she was worth. With my orgasm already well underway, she was bound and determined to reach hers right alone with me. And at this point, though I hadn't been keeping score exactly, I was still one up on her. Even when I had poured out the last fluid ounce of whatever I had left deep inside her, I remained hard. Though perhaps not as "rock-hard" as I had been, hard enough that she easily pussy-bated herself against me until she was moaning and groaning even more loudly than when I had stumbled on to her masturbating.
"Oh yeah! Oh yeah! OH...YEAH!" she screamed. I felt her pussy contract, tighten, release, and then contract again. Over and over I felt her doing this to my prick as her orgasm bathed her in wave after wave of pleasure. And though I had experienced perhaps the best, if not second best orgasm of my life within mere minutes of one another, I felt an inner, almost prideful pleasure in the fact that she had had one too. That she had accomplished doing so while fucking me, something once again for the record books.
Collapsing against me, all I could do was wrap my arms around her, drawing her even closer. The sound of her still quick breaths was exciting. The feel of her heart pounding, though maybe it was mine, matched the tempo of her gradually diminishing excitement as we lay there, exploring one another with fingertips, as well as unspoken thoughts. Finally, when I could speak, I did. "You know...I don't even know your name! Mines..."
She placed her fingers against my lips effectively cutting off the words before I could speak them. "No...don't tell me. I don't want to know. And honestly, it will be better for each of us if we never do know."
I wanted to say something however, and maybe she was right, I knew with some certainty that I would never see her again of course. But no one would ever believe me if in fact I ever told this story to any of my friends.
"You said something about showing me how to do something else," I wondered aloud giving up on ever knowing her name.
Raising herself up, she dangled those twin spheres of perfection over my face. "Tell you what, if you do that for me, and listen as I tell you what to do and how to do it, I promise you I'll give you the best fucking blow-job you'll ever have. And I mean that sincerely! One in which you'll never adequately be able to tell your friends either!" Once again, I swore she was a mind reader.
"What do I do first?" I asked innocently.
"Well first...suck my tits for a little while. I enjoy that. And you haven't paid all that much attention to them yet anyway," she admonished me. As titty-heaven was but a mere few inches away from my face, I felt the rapture engulf me as I ascended towards that marvelous place.
I did indeed enjoy each of those identical, almost magical globes. For in some ways, they were magic as they reawakened my softened penis in the quickest amount of time I'd yet experienced. By the time I had comfortably positioned myself between her legs and had been given my first lesson in cunnilgual delight, I had swollen to such a state that I feared burrowing myself into the ground.
She had taught me what and where her clit was. First lesson. Licking, and flicking it with the tip of my tongue was the second. "Oh yes, faster...a little faster, and harder now," she instructed. I was a good student. I listened, learned, and obeyed her every command, every bit of advice. And marveled in the way her pussy tasted, smelled, and liquefied on the tip of my tongue as I danced in and around the precious folds of that satiny split. When she came, it was the sweetest, most erotic music I had ever heard. Her high-pitched squeal of delight was so totally unexpected. Followed by peels of unbridled laughter, which I truly hadn't expected. I knew by the sound and the ecstasy of the sound, it wasn't anything but a joyous release of pleasure that simply exploded from her soul.
"Oh my," she spoke long moments afterwards. "For someone who's just done that for the first time, well...simply put, you're a natural. And you're going to have the women fawning all over you when they find out how good you are at doing that."
Ok. Maybe she was just stroking my ego a little. But it worked. I was smiling like a Cheshire cat. Though the thought of pleasing a woman, truly pleasing one and having her say anything even remotely similar was a stroke almost as nice as the one she was now giving my reawakened prick.
"Now. About that blow-job I promised you." She was right about that one too. Years later as I reflected upon it, I never remembered ever receiving one quite as intense, or as enthusiastically given as that one had been. I remember her as she lay briefly by my side. Remembered the softness of her skin, the delicate touch of her hand as she lay caressing me, drawing faint tracings against my super-sensitized skin with her fingers. And I remembered waking sometime later, finding her gone.
#
Over the years we visited that cabin often. Eventually, as my aunt and uncle never did have children of their own, they sold the place to my parents, where I in turn inherited it. And like my family before me, I married, had a family of my own and frequently brought them to the place of my fondest childhood memories. Especially one.
As the years continued to pass, my children now raised with families of their own, I considered selling the old cabin. Especially since my wife and I had recently divorced. Though I still enjoyed spending time, even alone at the cabin, my heart simply wasn't in keeping up the old place any more. Perhaps it really was time to sell. As I pondered that decision, I found myself following an old well-worn deer trail down to the lake. I remembered that particular day, remembered spotting someone sitting naked out on an outcropping of rock. As I approached, I realized I wasn't dreaming, wasn't fantasizing these very thoughts as someone was there. Though unfortunately, they weren't naked this time as I could see by the brightly colored clothing, whoever it was standing there was obviously wearing. Even so, those old feelings of stealthily approaching that same spot triggered a vast array of nearly forgotten memories. I found myself approaching as that same 18-year-old kid some 35 years ago. But unlike that kid, I stepped into the clearing, visibly announcing myself, not wishing nor wanting to frighten away the mature looking woman who quite gracefully balanced upon the very rock I had once seen a vision of loveliness doing the same thing. As I approached, she turned looking up towards me, shielding her eyes with her hand from the sun as I walked towards her.
"Hope I didn't startle you," I offered. "Even after all these years, not many people ever venture up here. Some years back someone bought up most of the property around the lake to keep it from ever being developed and turned into some sort of lakeside resort I guess. Probably owe whoever did that a vote of thanks actually."
Close enough now that the glare didn't bother her eyes, she lowered her hand. There was something vaguely familiar in that face. She smiled. My heart stopped.
"I know. My parents once owned a cabin not too far from here. Sold it to the guy that eventually bought up all that land to keep it pristine, natural. I swore one day I'd come back and buy it back from him. And I did."
I continued to stare at her. Not sure of what to say, or even if I should. "By the way, my names...."
"No! Please, don't tell me. Maybe afterwards," she added.
"Afterwards?"
Holding out her hand, I took it and guided her safely back off the slippery rocks to the edge of the beach. Still holding it, she led me to the exact place where we had once lay together.
"Sorry I didn't bring any beach towels with me this time. But perhaps if we spread out our clothing a little, it won't be so bad." I watched in stunned silence as she began to remove her clothing, revealing those still marvelous, though very mature looking breasts.
"You going to just stand there with a hard on? Or are you finally going to get naked for me?" Hearing the exact same words she'd spoken to me nearly forty some years ago made me feel like a nervous virgin all over again.
"You remember? You know who I am?" I asked.
"I've always remembered you." She spoke with that same smile I'd seen over and over in my mind. "I just never knew your name."
And we finally did introduce ourselves to one another. Later, much, much later.
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There's really no other way to explain this, except perhaps to begin at the beginning. I know that many who read this won't believe a word of it. But for those few who do, or might actually think about what's been written here, they'll begin to understand, wonder and possibly even question some of the things they might have done lately, or some of the situations they've recently found themselves in.
It was early in the summer when my wife and I and our dear friends decided to spend a few days camping together at one of our favorite spots. The reason why the girls liked it so much was because it had a few necessary conviences that made camping for them a bit more tolerable, mainly, clean bathrooms, which also included hot-water showers. It wasn't the kind of camping that included large RV's hooked up to power outlets or anything like that. Most of the spaces were just large enough for one or two tents, and included enough distance between campsites to give some moderate illusion of privacy and wilderness. For Jim and I, that also included a nearby fishing stream where we could both go and relax and also pretend in a small way, that we were really roughing it.
By the time I'd concluded my fishing for the day, I'd returned back to camp just in time to see my wife Charlene and Kristy busily preparing the evening meal over a small camping stove.
"Honey? We're going to need some more wood for the fire if you want baked potatoes."
My mouth was already watering at the thought of nice thick juicy steaks cooked over an open grill, naturally smoked along with a big fat baked potato. There were plenty of fairly large sized logs and broken down trees nearby, but it was the dry brittle stuff, "kindling" that seemed to be in short supply. I remembered passing an old fallen tree that had plenty of long ago dried branches that would suit that particular need perfectly.
"Got it!" I said smiling. "I'll be back in just a few," heading off towards the old fallen tree.
I found it soon enough and began breaking off a number of the brittle dry branches when I glanced towards the remains of an old stump. Interestingly, it had an opening that could have easily served for some sort of home for one of the many forest type creatures that lived in the area. Both wary as well as curious, I decided to investigate it, mainly because what I saw barely sticking out of the opening, appeared to be a piece of leather. I couldn't help but wonder if some squirrel or some other animal had discovered a person's wallet and had brought it home with them to use as some sort of building material. Reaching in, I discovered that it certainly wasn't a wallet, something much larger in fact. Taking it out of the opening, I held it in my hand and discovered that it appeared to be some sort of book, and old book judging by the well-worn leather cover. Curiously, I opened it and got an even greater shock to add to my curiosity. Though the pages appeared well worn and old in design, they were far from being brittle or crumbling away. But even more note-worthy, they were blank. There wasn't a single solitary word written on any one of the fifty odd pages contained within the small book.
"Damn! That's interesting!" I thought openly. "I wonder how long this has been here?"
I imagined that it had to be at least thirty, maybe even forty years old just by the leather binding, but the fact the pages had held up for so long without fully deteriorating really had me stumped. Still, it was an interesting find. Placing the small book within one of the large-sized bush pockets of my pants, I quickly gathered up my horde of dry kindling and headed back to camp.
The second odd thing was, all throughout dinner my mind kept wandering back to the book still carefully concealed within my pants. For whatever reason, I'd decided not to share my interesting little find with my wife, nor with our friends either. And as much as I'd looked forward to a nice thick juicy steak and baked potato, I hardly remember eating either one, my thoughts so drawn to the weird looking little book. By the time Jim and I had cleaned up from dinner, which was one of our agreed upon chores, the girls had already headed off towards the bathroom and the hot cleansing showers.
"You interested in playing Cribbage?" Jim asked
"Hmm, maybe later," I told him. "I think I'll head back to the creek for a bit before sunset. Saw a nice sized 'brookie' swimming within a nice underwater shelter of rocks just before giving up for the day. Think I'll head back and see if he's still there first."
It was kind of an unwritten rule amongst fishermen that went fishing together, you really didn't fish together. Each of us wandering off to find our own little spots and spend whatever time we felt fishing there until moving on, but always ensuring there was plenty of space between us.
"Wanna come with?" I asked throwing out the polite request so that Jim wouldn't feel slighted by my turning him down for a game of Cribbage.
He considered it briefly, and then shook his head. "Nah, think I'll settle back with a beer instead," he informed me.
I quickly headed off back towards the creek, fishing gear in hand. But I'd also added one additional piece of gear that I hadn't included earlier. I'd quickly fished through the 'Yahtzee' game box and came away with one of the pencils. Slipping it inside my pants pocket, I headed off towards a secluded area nearby the creek, and spend some solitary time with myself.
As a young boy, I had often written short stories for friends and family. They were always filled with wonder and adventure, and by the numerous comments received, appreciated by all. I certainly didn't consider myself a writer, not by any means, and it had been years now since I'd actually sat down and written anything. But for some odd curious reason, I felt compelled to do so now. As to what, that I still didn't know.
I didn't even bait my pole, simply propping it in such a way as to appear as though I were fishing. Settling down amongst the tall boulders that lined the banks, I found a grouping that provided me a semi-comfortable place to sit while I pondered what it was, and even 'why' I felt like writing something. Which is when I heard voices, or rather women's voices a short distance away down stream. As anyone knows, sound can really travel across water, and though they were still a goodly distance away from where I was sitting, I could still make out bits and pieces of their conversation. Obviously, they had come down to the creek in some sort of exploration, and were now teasingly splashing water back and forth against one another. Undaunted even by their playfulness, their mere presence had given me an idea, and so I began to write.
I began to write about the actual area I was in, describing in great detail the large moss-covered boulders, the simple turn in the bend where the water bubbled and boiled up over a fallen down tree that had collapsed into the small river, creating a nice little fishing hole that I'd discovered earlier. But in addition to that, I suddenly found myself writing about the two women who I now occasionally observed while they continued to wade into the creek up to their knees, still laughing and splashing water towards one another. After the heat of the day, I could only imagine that it must have felt cool and refreshing to them. Once again looking up, I noticed that one of the women had removed a scarf she'd been wearing, dipping it within the stream, then applying it against her neck, face, and even between the cleavage of her breasts seeking the waters coolness.
I smiled. I'd been feeling just a little bit randy all day, looking forward to later on this evening when Charlene and I would retire for the night. Another reason I so loved going camping was that Charlene always found making love "beneath the stars" as she referred to it as a natural aphrodisiac. And though we didn't exactly make love directly beneath the stars, or at least not when camping with friends all the time, the mere thought of being out of doors always made Charlene particularly horny.
As I now found that I was.
Once again looking at the two women, even at this distance it was easy to imagine what they might look like naked. My imagination already leading off even before I had reset the pencil I held in my hand to paper. Looking at them as I wrote, I began to visualize the two of them suddenly disrobing, though cautiously perhaps, still playfully goading one another into it until they were both fully and completely naked. I'd no sooner finished writing those very thoughts when I looked up, once again spotting them, only to discover to my utter and complete surprise, that they were naked! They were in fact standing there still splashing water back and forth against one another, but had now included attempting to dunk one another in the shallow slow moving creek, though periodically taking moments to look about themselves in order to ensure they were still being unobserved, or...so they thought.
But it was in re-reading what I'd just written that had dumfounded me:
"From where I was sitting, I could see the tall good looking red-head as she circled around the blonde, playfully pinning her arms behind her before dunking her briefly into the creek."
Suddenly, I saw the redhead surprise her friend, spinning, then coming up from behind her, pinning the woman's arms just as I'd described before briefly dunking her into the river.
My second thought however was, "wasn't she a brunette?"
I could have sworn the redhead had been a brunette when I'd first spotted them, though with the rapidly fading light of the setting sun, it could have easily been a trick of the eye. But still. But even more importantly, both women were naked now, and they were continuing to grope at one another in exactly the same way that I'd described it.
"What the fuck?" I wondered as I continued watching. Glancing at my watch, I realized that the girls would be back from having taken their showers by now. And if I had any hopes of getting laid tonight myself, "stars or no stars" I also knew that Charlene would be expecting me to take a much needed shower myself. Tucking the book away back inside my pants, I quickly gathered up my fishing gear, glanced once again down the river towards the two women, and saw them as they'd quickly just gotten dressed already scurrying back up the river bank in the direction of wherever it was they were camped.
I could still just make out their final words before they reached the riverbank. "Honest Stacy, I don't know what in the world got into me, I've never done anything like that before!"
In minutes I was back at camp, ensuring Charlene I was already "on my way to shower" which I'd answered her unasked question though she smiled and winked at me in acknowledgement, and headed off. By the time I'd returned, the three of them were involved in a three-handed game of cribbage.
"Wanna play?" Kristy asked me as I approached. She wasn't too fond of playing actually, and had asked me in hopes that I'd take over her hand for her.
"No thanks, you go ahead and finish playing, I'm just going to do a little reading here while you guys do that." Grabbing a beer, I settled in to one of the nearby camp chairs, opened my curious little book and prepared to write. What I discovered however disturbed me. Everything I had penciled into the book down by the river was gone! Not a single solitary word of anything I had written remained. All fifty odd pages were once again just as blank as they had ever been. For a moment, I sat thumbing through the pages, wondering if I had in fact actually started writing somewhere in the middle. But I hadn't. Not a word, not a single word of what I'd written down appeared anywhere. For a moment, I wondered if I'd actually fallen asleep and had dreamt all that perhaps. Perhaps I hadn't seen those two other women at all, and that it had in fact been nothing more than a dream, albeit a rather interesting one. But surely...
Hearing laughter, I glanced up towards my wife and our friends. They were still busily engaged in the game they were playing, and not paying any attention to me whatsoever. Taking out my pencil once again, I turned to the first page after assuring myself that it was indeed the first page, and began to write.
"What's say we play strip cribbage?" Jim suggested. "If someone scores ten or more points in their hand, the other two have to remove an article of clothing."
"Sounds interesting," my wife answered, which is exactly the way I'd just written it.
Ok, admittedly, this was getting weird. For starters, though Jim was indeed a bit of a flirt, and had done so often around my wife, she never took him seriously about it, and though she often teased and flirted back with him, it was always done openly and in the same frame of fun in which he had. Like I said, harmless, good-natured flirting, teasing and kidding, but never ever taken beyond that. But more importantly, never in a million years would my wife ever agree to actually participate in a game of strip cribbage, or strip anything for that matter. But it was Kristy's comment that got my attention. I'd excluded her entirely in the few words I had written down.
"What the hell?" She asked worriedly, "You're not being serious are you Jim?" she asked half sitting up from the table, I saw her shoot a troubled look towards my wife, expecting and anticipating Charlene's assurance that she'd only been kidding, not taking Jim at his word.
I quickly scribbled, "but then Kristy decides it might be fun after all, and decides to go along with Jim's suggestion."
"Oh hell, that might actually be fun after all!" she says grinning, sitting back down. "Though I think I could use a nice stiff drink to bolster my courage before we really get started here."
I smiled as I placed the book face down momentarily, already standing up.
"Since you're odd man out at the moment, would you mind fixing us some nice stiff drinks?" Charlene asked me.
"Not at all honey, not at all," I grinned inwardly, already thinking ahead now as I made my way over to where we'd stored all the liquor we'd brought with us. I'd been pretty general in my description, though I'd summarized in as few words as possible the whole idea, and what all might be involved in playing "strip-cribbage". Adding the idea of mixing some stiff drinks gave me a few moments to think ahead and allow the three of them to continue playing. I was also mildly curious to see how long they would continue to do so, how long things would continue going on without further written suggestions as well. It didn't take long to figure out and realize, that things remained within the parameters of whatever I had vaguely suggested, and unless I added to, or took away from, things remained going along just as I'd imagined or explained them out to be. As far as I knew now, the three of them would continue to play the game, even to the point that all of them would end up naked, continuing to play until such time as I changed those parameters, or closed the book. Either one.
Whatever it was I'd found, I now knew beyond a shadow of a doubt, that it was something special, something magical. But I still didn't know what limits there might be, nor did I know if merely keeping the book open would continue the enchantment, if that indeed what this was. Either way, I had to find out. And...now seeing both women, entirely naked made me realize the possibilities. It was when Jim finally lost the last of his clothing that I realized they'd reached an end point, and I once again found myself writing furiously.
"I can't believe we did this!" Kristy suddenly spoke as only then realizing what they'd been sitting here doing all this time. "What if someone else had come along and seen us?" Already she was reaching across the table to retrieve the tank top she'd removed earlier.
"Must be the booze," Charlene added nervously. "Have to admit, can't quite believe we let Jim talk us into actually doing this!"
"Me?" Jim shouted out in his defense, but by then, I'd managed to write a new paragraph, glancing up towards the three of them nervously, already penning a few additional words.
"What we should do, is take this inside the tent," he grinned with a lusty leer on his face. "Mack? What do you think?" he asked me.
"Sounds like a great idea!" I told him, "You light a lantern to carry inside, and I'll make a fresh round of drinks!"
I used the time to outline an entire idea, using as few words as possible, but careful not to paint myself in any corners. I'd included a little dialogue for myself as well, wondering as I wrote it down if it would in fact 'trigger' the thoughts and ideas I'd penned after having said it. Deciding to test my theory, I then carried in our fresh drinks, along with my magical little book, and carefully placed it face down, though still open on the floor of the tent.
"This really is naughty," Charlene giggled, as did Kristy accepting their drinks. "Who'd have ever thought we'd ever end up in a situation like this," she added wondrously.
"Yeah, who'd of thought?" I tossed out, though it hadn't been one of the lines I'd written in for myself, though the next one was. "I've always wondered what it would feel like to have two women sucking my dick at the same time," I said finally...wondering if my vulgar blunt language would cause any problems.
"Well then, guess its time you found out isn't it?" Charlene said looking towards me. "If it's alright with Jim of course," she asked though winking towards him.
"Fine with me, provided I get the same treatment in return," he said sitting back to sip his drink.
"Always wondered what you looked like," Kristy suddenly admitted shyly speaking. "Jim and I have often discussed the possibilities of fooling around with another couple, but until we met you guys, we never thought it would actually ever really happen."
I laughed, also adlibbing that. Charlene and I had often 'discussed' the very same thing, though only half-seriously, and never really with the intention of actually doing it, always as a 'fantasy' thought/game/naughty sort of thing. "So have we," I spoke, also not one of my "written thoughts" but so far...so good. I'd see how far things would go, smoothly, before planting another idea or suggestion, directing traffic so to speak. Only if I saw the enchantment, or whatever the hell this was begin to unravel would I then do so. But until then, I thought I'd just let things naturally go and see what happened.
"Well then...lets see that hard stiff cock of yours!" Kristy exclaimed, rolling onto her back along side my equally nude wife as they took up positions atop the blankets and sleeping bags we'd spread out earlier.
"I'll let you know how it feels," I said grinning while looking towards Jim.
"Please do!" he laughed back lifting his glass towards me in an obvious salute. "Though watching this is going to be damn fucking arousing too!" he added.
Like any normal guy, I'd been curious about my wife's best friend Kristy. But I'd never imagined ever actually getting to see her naked, let alone ever having her and my wife preparing to treat my cock to a double tongue licking. And now...just like that, I was!
Charlene had slightly larger breasts, though not by much. But what Kristy did have that certainly caught my immediate interest was incredibly large thick nipples that stood well off the tips of each breast in eager anticipation. Both women were entirely shaved, so seeing two sets of puffy swollen pussy lips was an added bonus by my way of thinking. And though I was certainly admiring the view, I was also anxious as hell to feel two pairs of lips treating my cock to sensations I had up until now only dreamed and fantasized about. Quickly stripping out of my own clothing, I quickly joined the two girls, sandwiching myself in between them as they then poured over me like hot molasses on pancakes.



Laying there, watching two sets of tongues slithering up and down my shaft, as well as my balls, then periodically taking turns sucking the head of my dick while the other continued licking me was driving me insane. It had in fact been far better than anything I could have imagined, and knew that if they continued this frenzied feast of my cock, they'd have it spurting cream before I knew it. It was time to redirect this for a while, at least briefly.
"You know what?"
"What?" both women asked simultaneously, just as I'd written it.
"Before Jim gets his turn here, I think we'd both enjoy seeing the two of you together for a few minutes, wouldn't you Jim?" I asked already knowing the answer.
"Hell yes!" he grinned in agreement.
There was a brief momentary look that passed between the two women. I'm not sure if the hesitation was due to some internal struggle that either of them might have momentarily experienced with my written suggestion. But if it was, it quickly passed.
"Never been with another woman before," Kristy admitted. "Though I came close once in college," she admitted openly. "Have you?" she pointedly asked Charlene.
Charlene looked towards me, blushing. "Just once, my older cousin shortly after graduation from high school when she'd come to stay with us. My cousin Janet is a lesbian, and I was curious about it, so I asked her why. She offered to show me...so we did!"
That was a new one. I hadn't known that, and made a mental note to inquire into that a little more fully at a later time.
"Well then, now you can help Kristy with her curiosity," Jim added enthusiastically. "Fuck...I can't believe I'm actually going to finally see this!" he continued.
"Me either," I said softly under my breath. "Me either."
Tentatively at first, the two girls began exploring one another, first with fingers and hands, then slowly with their lips and tongues. It didn't take long before they had curled up together in a side-by-side '69' position, now hungrily devouring one another, openly and uninhibitedly even though Jim and I continued to sit there watching them. It was though we didn't even exist, and in a way...we didn't. I remembered writing:
"Which is when Kristy and Charlene began eating one another as though Jim and I weren't really even there."
Charlene and I never did have what some would say as an inhibited sex-life, outside of ourselves of course. Open to doing, or trying anything with me, at least once...it was still fascinating to see what kind of 'control' or power my little magic book actually held over her. I could only wonder what it could do...or couldn't as the girls continued to pleasure one another orally until each had brought the other to climatic ecstasy that fell far beyond my expectations.
After Jim had been treated to his own double tongue-lashing, we'd then paired off with our own wives, making love side-by-side which was also very stimulating. But in the short time I'd had to write anything, I'd been very specific about events, and had ensured a nice safe ending as well. As everyone finally drifted off to sleep, I remembered the last few words I had written.
"And no one felt guilty in the morning."
#
As expected, I had closed the book just prior to turning off the light. Upon waking, I checked it, and sure enough, the pages were once again all blank. Nervously, I was the last to step outside the tent, but to my relief, saw the girls busily, and playfully cooking breakfast together. Jim was just returning with another load of wood for the morning fire.
"Thought you were going to sleep all day!" he said good-naturedly. "I've already been out fishing this morning, caught a couple of nice ones too!"
I could only smile, pocketing my leather book. "Off to visit the facilities," I informed everyone unnecessarily. "What time's breakfast?"
"About twenty minutes, so don't take too long!" Charlene admonished me playfully. I noticed when she turned to speak to me that the blouse she was wearing revealed a good portion of her breasts. She'd obviously either failed or forgotten to put her bra on, but I liked the look, even though it was something she would normally never do in front of someone, even if they were our friends. I couldn't help but wonder for a moment if there was some sort of lingering after-taste as it were of the books power, suggestion, or enchantments. Seeing Kristy lazily brush my wife's ass with her hand as she turned only seemed to intensify that thought. As good a friends as they'd always been...never once in all that time had I seen a gesture such as that one even remotely performed before.
Shrugging the thought off for the moment, I quickly made my way over towards the restrooms. They were but a short walk away, but far enough that camp soon disappeared out of sight. As I walked I passed a number of other campsites, some occupied, some not. One in particular however caught my eye. As I approached, though still as yet unseen or observed, I saw the redheaded woman that I'd spotted down by the creek yesterday. Except for one important fact, she wasn't a redhead, she really was a brunet after all. I couldn't help but wonder then if my inadvertent description of her the day before had naturally reverted back to the real. It was an interesting thought however, and one I wanted to explore further when I had more time. As she exited the tent she'd been sleeping in, I watched as she stretched, lifting her arms towards the morning sky, twisting slightly in some effort to stretch the soreness from her limbs. I took that brief moment to duck in amongst the trees, concealing myself, but clearly able to observe this Amazon as she finished stretching, then began kicking the still smoldering coals of their campfire with a stick. I fished the old leather book from within the pocket of my pants and quickly began to write:
"She glances about briefly, noting that she is alone, unobserved and for whatever reason, aroused...horny and excited. She feels it would be fun, a naughty, even dangerous adventure to openly play with herself, masturbating there where she stood."
I looked back towards her, grinned and saw her slip her hand down the front of her loose fitting jeans.
"Naked," I penciled in quickly. "She decided to be really adventurous and stand there entirely naked as she did."
I stood off to one side of the enormous tree and hid behind watching her. Watching as she hurriedly disrobed, tossing her clothing into the nearby folding chair that sat behind her, though as I'd written it, she preferred to stand, only then replacing her hand between her legs, the other crossing her chest to gingerly begin toying with one of her hard taut nipples. The fact that I'd actually gotten her to do this was exciting as hell, though I honestly wished I were in fact a bit closer in order to see better. I thought about that, wondering.
"So absorbed in her pleasures, she hears nothing beyond her own breathing, seeing nothing that would either alarm or disturb her either."
Once again I glanced at this vision of loveliness standing not more than fifteen feet away from me, totally absorbed in herself, in the feel of her fingers as she stood stroking her clit, watching as she just didn't stand there finger-fucking herself as some might expect, but slowly, teasingly running the 'V' created with her fingers to either side of her clitoris, then running them down likewise petting and caressing her neither lips. Cautiously, nervously, I stepped out from behind the tree into the open.
Though her eyes remained closed, I made no attempt to remain quiet in my advance. Neither was I purposely noisy either, preferring if I was caught, discovered, not to present myself as some stocking pervert or worse assailant. If she did become aware of me, I would merely stop, smile and turn away.
Ten feet...then five, moments later standing directly before her, her eyes opened and I froze. What I saw was pure sweetness, pure enjoyment, pure ecstasy and passion. Wherever she was at that moment, she was alone. She was not aware of my presence, nor cared I was there if she was. Either way, my heart was beating a hundred miles an hour as I stood there before her watching closely now as she began more forcefully, more purposely begin to strum her clit, using two fingers, her index and middle finger to rapidly begin brushing against the hard exposed surface of her clit which she had further revealed by now using her free hand in spreading herself apart.
"Oh fuck!" I moaned without thinking, then alarmed, once again looking up towards her face. Her eyes again opened, but she looked through me, past me perhaps, unseen. But now obviously in the throes of her orgasm which came upon her with such force and intensity that she reached out with one hand to steady herself as she stood next to the picnic table. In doing so, she nearly touched me, moving barely out of the way before doing so. I again wondered about that, "what would have happened if she had?"
Deciding not to risk fate, or some unforeseen collapse of the universe if I inadvertently did something foolish, I quickly stepped away heading with quick easy strides, not quite into a dead run, reaching the dirt road before daring to turn back. When I did, she was gone. I don't know if she saw me and wondered if I had seen her, but upon reaching the end of her climax, obviously I'd left things open-ended enough that whatever spell or power that the book had held over her, it was now gone.
"At least she didn't see me coming towards her," I thought anxiously. Though I also knew, she had to have known that I'd seen her. I did laugh at that, perhaps that little thought would in time, make this experience all the more memorable and enjoyable for her.
I arrived back at camp with more curiosities and questions that I had answers for. But now I also had a whole list of things I wanted to do, see and try.
#
After breakfast was over, and after Jim and I had straightened up camp, the girls had retired to one of their favorite past-times, soaking up some sun in the lounge chairs we'd brought with us. And though I had always enjoyed seeing the two of them in their bikinis, I wondered if (and for how long perhaps) I could write about them just spending the day nude around camp. As we were in a fairly remote spot, there weren't all that many campers even in the area. Aside from the two women I'd run into, there was only two or three other campsites that were currently even occupied. Jim had gone off to fish, and I explained I was going to go on a brief walk to work off the marvelous breakfast the girls had fixed. I sat down just inside the tent on the pretense of changing clothes and began to write:
"It was Kristy who mentioned that since the four of us had already been intimate, that the two of them sun-bathing in the nude seemed pretty mild in comparison. Agreeing with her, Charlene suggested they remove their swimwear and spend the time relaxing in the sun entirely nude."
I reread the paragraph once again looking for any loose ends or loopholes. Satisfied that it seemed straightforward enough, I glanced up and out having first changed my clothes, not at all surprised to see that both girls had in fact removed the small tid-bits of cloth that had barely been concealing them anyway, and now lay casually, and comfortably nude within the lawn chairs beneath the warm sunshine.
"Off for a walk," I announced.
Charlene lowered her sunglasses looking over the rims towards me. And though I had seen my wife naked a thousand times, seeing her here...now, naked and so wonderfully exposed within the confines of our hardly concealed camp, stirred that ever smoldering excitement and arousal within me.
"Well don't go too far, or go hill climbing without Jim going with you," she warned me, then settled her glasses back down over her eyes and settled even more comfortably back into her chair. I took the moment to toss a look in Kristy's direction, admiring briefly her equally nude form, her magnificent breasts so lovingly oiled, invitingly exposed, though her nipples weren't nearly as hard as I had appreciated and observed earlier.
"Ok, back in a few," I stated, then wandered slowly down the dirt road away from the other camp area where the other girls were. I figured I'd swing back around their campsite last after first checking out the three or four campsites occupied first. I again glanced back towards our camp, pleased to see the girls still lying there unmoving. Anyone coming by here where I was along the road would easily be able to see them. I smiled inwardly knowing that.
A few hundred yards down the road I came to the first of the other occupied camps. There was a young couple staying in this one, and they had one of those easily portable tent-trailers. Like we'd just finished doing ourselves, the two of them were busily cleaning up after breakfast. As I walked by I smiled taking notice of them as they did me.
"Morning!"
"Morning!" They both responded within moments of one another, and returned my smile. I continued on for a short distance, then left the road entering far enough into the tree line that they wouldn't have seen me, and doubled back. The whole time I'd been walking, I'd kept my thumb between the pages I had written. Taking time to glance at the place I'd held my thumb while partially keeping the book open, I was glad to see that what I had first written remained. Now, with the young couple just barely within eyesight of where I stood, I began to write.
"It is the feel of the fresh mountain air that arouses the young couple. Seizing the moment, they decide to enjoy a little unbridled pleasure with one another, but not inside...no. Outside, clearing away the picnic table, where she places herself erotically, wantonly upon it, beckoning to her young lover to take her there. And here where they will spend the rest of the day in the nude, enjoying and basking in the warmth of the sunshine, making love as the mood strikes them."
Once again I reread what I had written, glancing up, pleased to see the young girl already shedding her clothing as her lover soon and very quickly followed. I stood for several long moments enjoying the two of them as they fucked passionately atop the table before once again retreating back onto the road and on towards the only other campsite in this direction.
Here I found an older retired couple. For the briefest of moments, I thought about passing them by, but then smiled inwardly once again.
"Hell, who knows...maybe a little naughty surprise in their old age will do them both a world of good!"
I didn't approach close enough to throw out another "good morning" but sufficiently so to ensure that whatever I wrote would take affect. As I began to write, I decided to do things just a little differently this time and just see what would happen. It was one of those unanswered questions that I wanted and needed an answer for.
The old guy sat petting a black lab that was lying by his side. The older gal sat next to him working some sort of needlepoint pattern. Neither sat speaking to one another, or at least not in tones loud enough for me to hear anyway.
"Though perhaps it has been a long time, the old woman suddenly feels desire and urges she has not known and felt in quite a while. Feeling frisky, she stands and begins to remove her clothing, regardless of what her husband might say to her as she does. She will then tell him it is her desire to suck his cock, and that she wants to do it for him right then and there."
Satisfied with what I had written I looked up expectantly. Sure enough, the old lady had stood and had already begun removing her blouse. So zoned was the old man in his own thoughts perhaps, that it took several long moments for him to even look in her direction, but when he did, his look was priceless. Already she had removed her blouse and bra, and though her breasts weren't certainly firm by any stretch of the imagination, they were certainly full enough to hint at the firmness they once knew.
"Agnes? What the hell are you doing woman?" The old man asked.
"Well, believe it or not Harry, I suddenly got the inclination that I'd enjoy sucking your cock!"
"What?"
"You heard me!" she told him as she shimmed out of the last of her clothes. "It's been a while, and I thought you might enjoy having that old floppy cock of yours sucked."
"Here? Now?" he asked in surprised wonderment.
"Yep, right here, right now Pa. What ya think?"
I saw the old man grin and then look nervously about briefly before standing to unbuckle the belt on his jeans.
"Interesting," I thought to myself, then wandered away back into the woods, back in the direction of the other two women's campsite.
By the time I'd arrived after having wormed my way around the backside of their camp, I was surprised and somewhat disappointed to see that they'd already started packing to leave.
"Damn!" I thought silently. I thought furiously for a few moments, though I had indeed discovered much, there was still much I didn't understand or know. Some of which I still had yet to learn. But knowing that I could in fact approach, either "in the script" or "not" I threw caution to the wind and began writing.
"Seeing the good-looking guy as he approaches them, they greet him warmly and unafraid. After a brief chat and introductions, he invites them back to his camp for some refreshments, and to meet his wife along with her friend. They agree and go along with him."
I write hurriedly, though still as yet out of site. I hope that the 'trigger' of actually seeing me is what invokes this spell, if that indeed is what this is. That much I still don't know or understand. But I continue on, once again inserting specific comments where I might better direct things once things are put more firmly into motion. Satisfied, I stand from my concealment and begin walking towards their camp. Moments later I am indeed spotted, warm friendly smiles greet me all around.
Introductions are made, and though they are indeed preparing to leave, they are easily convinced to at least join us briefly for a bit of refreshment. Eagerly they follow me back down the road towards camp. I stumble, nearly falling tripping over myself as we round the small bend. I am both surprised as well as disappointed to see that Charlene and Kristy are both dressed, no longer naked sunning themselves. I hurriedly scan back through my writing, those few pages written while I'd been there are now gone.
"Shit!" I exclaim outwardly. I can only assume that whatever magical properties the book or my writing possesses, vanish/evaporate as though closing it once I have in fact lost contact. It is only a working theory, but it is also the only one that makes any sense. I quickly scan the words already written though not as yet spoken from the 'script' and decide to invoke the passage now, ensuring first that we are well within distance, and more importantly that the girls will hear me.
"Charlene? Kristy? I've run into some fellow campers who thought they'd like to come over and join us. This is Stacy and Mandy," I said introducing them both from afar as yet, but doing so because I knew this was a vulnerable tricky place I was putting myself in. As expected, Charlene and Kristy stood, eyeing me curiously.
"I suggested they come and join us in celebration of 'Nude Day'" I stated, using the phrase I had written within the book. I was both pleased as well as relieved to see the girls expressions change from those of annoyed, even anxious distrust to sudden pleased joyous acceptance.
"Welcome," Kristy and Charlene chimed in unison. "Can we get you something to drink?"
Pleased with the outcome of all this, and especially where I knew this would now be directed and soon head, I did note to myself that it was quite evident that I couldn't merely walk away from the scene, but had to be actively involved or aware, or it was as though closing the book. I knew I would eventually make another trip around camp, but was fairly certain when I did, that things would be back to some semblance of normalcy when I did, though I also wondered briefly if the old man would think his wife had suddenly gotten senile. That would have to wait. At the moment, I had four good looking women on my hands, and a deliciously wicked mind at work.



A simple reminder that it was officially 'Nude Day' and that in honor of that, and in celebration of it...everyone should once again remove their clothes. As expected of course, the suggestion was met with full enthusiastic approval. I watched happily as all four women quickly disrobed, doing so myself, and then joined them for a refreshing drink as they settled in to the few moments of idle chit-chat that I had planned for while I quickly reproduced my amazing little book and furiously began writing.
"Yes, we are lovers in fact. Stacy and I have lived together now for nearly three years," Mandy explained. Listening, I incorporated some of what they said into the words I was considering. I'd hoped for some sort of an opening, and now I had one.
Kristy blushed. "Until last night, I'd never even been with another woman before," she announced, only then glancing towards my wife.
"Oh really?" Stacy mused. "That sounds interesting."
"Oh it was," Charlene added grinning back towards her.
"Why don't you tell them about it?" I stated, using one of the phrases I'd written in anticipation of this.
Then grabbing myself a beer, I settled back to enjoy the show remembering the words I had written, which now followed:
"So aroused were the women, that Mandy and Stacy began caressing one another, hoping for, and soon finding equal arousal and curiosity in this blatant form of exhibitionism and sensual display. Fascinated, both Kristy as well as Charlene watched, allowing their desires to surface."
I had left it at that, curious now as to what if anything my wife and Kristy might do, or not do upon seeing the other two women so openly fondling one another. Delightedly, perhaps a mixture of the night before, and the simple planted suggestion to allow their desires to surface, I sat watching as Charlene soon after crossed over to where Kristy stood, and began caressing her in much the same way that Mandy was caressing Stacy.
I watched for a time, pleased at how things had already progressed so far, but then anxious to see more...far more, I again wrote, suggesting a minor escalation of the obvious.
Forming a circle around me as I sat down on the ground amongst them all, I watched fascinated as the women stood together masturbating one another left to right. I was almost giddy with the erotic atmosphere of the situation, even though it was of course abnormally, and perhaps unnaturally created. Still...all in all, sitting there as I watched the pure lusty joy in each of their faces as hands and fingers caressed, probed and stroked one another was a feast to the imagination.
"What the fuck?"
I'd forgotten all about Jim.
"Hey...Jim!" I said suddenly standing. "This is Mandy and Stacy, they've come over to help us celebrate Nude Day!"
"What? Nude Day, what the fuck are you talking about Mack?" Jim stated testily. For the first time I was a bit panicked. I certainly couldn't insert a part for Jim, at least not yet. I'd already written a few other key phrases and words that would have to come first before I could even hope to do that and get a better handle on the situation before things got completely out of hand. I could only hope...that Jim being a "guy" as it were, would allow me to redirect his natural instincts to allow this crazily bizarre little scenario to continue without a lot of question.
"Yeah...Stacy and Mandy are gay, they've just been sort of sharing their experiences with us, and well...yeah, as you can see, the girls got a bit aroused by it all."
Though Jim had quickly calmed, especially upon finally taking notice of not just two naked females, but four, he allowed me to convince him to take a beer, settle down and see things for himself, which thankfully he did.
"So...have either of you two been with a guy before?" I asked immediately afterwards, invoking one of my last remaining phrases, hoping when I did that it would bring about the anticipated results, plus giving me the opportunity to get Jim into the equation a little more quickly.
"Stacy has, but I haven't," Mandy stated. "No offence, but I've never really been into men," she added.
"None taken...but you never know until you try it, who knows...you might find it interesting!"
I was pushing the envelope here obviously. Could the magic book actually change a person's outlook on things in general? The fact that my wife and Kristy had been together didn't really prove anything. I think they'd always been close enough that their friendship had allowed them to more easily slip into the intimacy we'd all shared together without necessarily changing anything. But to actually manipulate and so drastically change a person's overall life-style was something else entirely.
"I guess that depends on the person," Mandy added. "You wouldn't be offering your services by chance now would you?"
I'd already written in that my wife and Kristy would be all for it, curious to see, but I'd also included Stacy as well as Mandy getting involved in an all out group-grope of sorts. My problem now was, Jim was an unplanned for participant, and there was still a bit more to get through yet before I could write him into the script. I was hoping that his natural desires and instincts would simply blend in as things rolled along, otherwise things could get a bit tricky.
"Where?" Stacy asked suddenly seemingly interested.
"Well...since it is officially Nude Day, seems to me we should celebrate it openly. So...how about right here? We could spread out a few blankets on the ground here, then everyone could make themselves cozy and see how it goes from there."
I was more than a little relieved when Jim offered to grab all the bedding from his tent in order to accommodate the idea. Likewise Charlene and I were soon gathering up our own bedding as we carried it outside and began placing it so we could all have a nice comfortable place to sit, and begin our naughty little celebration.
With Jim being the virtual 'wild card' here, it did complicate things slightly, but by the obvious erection he was now sporting having finally removed his own clothing, I felt that he was more than willing to participate, especially as Kristy was 'miraculously' all for it as well.
"Why don't we start off with Stacy kneeling between my wife's legs here while I take her from behind," I suggested, finally triggering the last of my written suggestions. From this point forward, whatever happened, or didn't happen would be entirely up to the group. I didn't feel like I could too easily reach over and begin writing, especially as I'd left the book (open) but back inside the tent.
Watching Stacy as she then knelt between my wife's outstretched legs was erotic enough, but as I knelt behind her, gently stroking the outer lips of her sex with my hard dick was adding fuel to that particular fire.
It wasn't at all too surprising then when Kristy likewise placed herself lying next to my wife as Mandy knelt in front of her, similarly tonguing Kristy's cunt. Taking his cue from that, Jim know knelt beside me, placing his own raging hardon against Mandy's pussy and began teasing her with his shaft in exactly the same fashion as I was.
Hearing the soft purring moans coming from all four women was beyond belief. Only then did I ease the head of my shaft inside Stacy's slick cunt and slowly begin slipping in and out of her. As she rocked back against me, gyrating herself in the process, she continued to finger, lick and suck my wife's cunt driving Charlene crazy with her talented tongue.
"Oh fuck that's nice!" My wife cried out pleasurably.
"Thank you," Stacy responded in a slightly muffled way, which she followed with a nice easy moan as I gradually increased the tempo of my cock slipping in and out of that hot tight slit.
Looking over to my left, Jim was matching my movements, now thrusting his own cock even more deeply inside Mandy's succulent quim. Kristy had reached over, her hand caressing one of my wife's breasts as she moaned out her own pleasures as Mandy continued flicking her hard exposed little clit with her tongue.
We spent the better part of an hour exchanging places, taking turns orally pleasuring one another, sometimes in pairs, threesomes, switching back and forth as the desires took us. When at last we were all satiated beyond the physical, Mandy and Stacy announced that they really had to get going as they had a considerable drive back to where they lived.
I was surprised to see an exchange of phone numbers, though they'd given them to our wives, but that particular thought pleased me in the event their might be a reoccurring interest to hook up down the road.
As early evening descended upon us, Jim and I went out in search of more firewood, and I took that opportunity to pass by our fellow campers spots. I saw nothing of the younger couple who'd been there earlier, like the girls...they had obviously packed up and left already. But the older couple was still there. He once again sitting beside their dog though reading a book. And the older gal once again working on her needlepoint. I couldn't help but wonder if I had at least given them a bit of excitement in spicing up their lives. As I passed by their camp a little more closely this time, I smiled as the woman turned towards me, she'd made a quick movement in gathering the front of her blouse together within her hands. I saw just a glimpse, but it was enough to know that she'd been sitting there with her breasts exposed. Perhaps there was some lingering residue of their earlier excitement and arousal together, I might never know...but if I had given them some sort of spark of long lost pleasure and excitement, then it had been worth it. I waved, received a friendly wave in return from each of them, and passed on.
#
It was our last night in the campground as well. In the morning we hurriedly packed up our stuff and made preparations to head back to the city. Entering the tent in order to pack away what clothing I'd brought with me, I reached for my bush pants and discovered that the leather book was missing. Frantically I searched the tent literally tearing it apart, but to no avail. Thinking back, I realized that in my search for more firewood I had fallen at one point down near the riverbank. When I did, the book must have slipped from my pocket without my being aware of it. Heading off in the area where I was pretty sure I'd gone down, I again searched for a considerable length of time until Charlene came looking for me. I had no choice but to go back with her without raising suspicions.
I returned weeks later on my own, again searching for that little leather book, but I never did find it. I am sure that one day it will be discovered again by another passer by. All I can say now is this, if you find yourself doing something that you might not normally do, or suddenly discover yourself naked out in the middle of nowhere with no real good reason why you are, you might want to take a look around and see if you find someone sitting there, writing in a worn leather bound book. Don't say I didn't warn you.
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I'd recently met and begun dating a much younger woman that myself. The thing I liked almost immediately about Crystal was her open-mindedness, and obvious lack of inhibitions. Even her friends appeared to be an odd-mixture of people whom she'd introduced me to at one of their gatherings. Obviously several were gay, lesbian as well as a few who were definitely 'straight' so I didn't feel totally out of place as we spent the evening together. Surprisingly, I found I'd had a really good time, not at all feeling uncomfortable as I enjoyed a rather lengthy conversation with one of Crystal's very gay male friends.
The evening was just drawing to a close when she approached me. I'd seen her chatting and conversing with a couple of her gay friends she'd introduced me to earlier, saying "good-night" to them as I'd assumed before seeking me out to hopefully return back to her place for a night of wild passionate sex. At least I hoped that's what we'd end up doing, as I was surprisingly horny at this point even though there'd been nothing going on that evening to have provoked my excitement one way or the other.
"Guess what?" she said coming up to me.
"What?" I asked curiously.
"We've been invited to a 'Cock Fight', she said lowering her voice slightly.
"You're kidding me. Aren't those illegal?" I asked her seriously, stunned that she'd even be interested in watching a couple of roosters tearing into one another. Crystal laughed.
"Silly, not that kind of a Cock Fight! This is a different kind, I've been to a couple of them before, and trust me...they're actually pretty exciting and very erotic to watch!"
I still had no idea what the hell she was talking about. Looking back over her shoulder in the direction she'd just come from, I saw Danny the guy I'd actually been conversing with earlier smile and wave at us both.
"Yeah, I think Danny liked you. And believe me, he's fairly distrustful of most 'Straights', but since you came with me, and since you actually seemed to enjoy talking to him, he's invited us both to the next 'CF'," Crystal stated abbreviating the term. "And...he told me that 'The Swordsman' is the featured bout that evening. I've never actually seen him before, but I've certainly heard of him," she told me.
"The Swordsman?" I questioned, once again totally in the dark as to what she was referring to.
"It's all underground, by special invitation only," she once again whispered lowering her voice. Danny said we should get ours in the mail in a couple of days. So...wanna go?"
I had no idea what I was getting myself into, but as nothing I'd experienced or seen with Crystal yet had shocked or bothered me, I decided to go along. "Sure, why the hell not?" I told her.
I more or less let the subject drop until a couple of days later we got the invitation in the mail, along with instructions how to get there, and who to ask for when we did. When Crystal explained to me in a bit more detail as to what I might expect, I wasn't at all sure it was such a good idea after all.
"Oh sure Robert, the moment I even hint at the possibility of letting you participate in a threesome with Sharon and I, you're all for it. But the moment I say anything about being interested in seeing guys together, you're all squeamish and uptight all of a sudden. Tit for tat!" she told me.
Like I said, Crystal was perhaps the most uninhibited woman I'd ever known. She'd already shown and done things with me that I thought I'd never experience.
"If you don't want to go, say so. I'll call and invite Sharon to go with me instead. But I think you'd find it more interesting and enjoyable than you realize. And besides, as much as you get off seeing two women together, what makes you think its not ok for women to have the same desires?" she asked me. "Knowing that, knowing as horny as it makes me, I'd have thought you'd enjoy being the reciprocate of that."
She had a point there.
"I didn't say I wouldn't go..." I began lamely. "All I said was, I wasn't too sure how comfortable I'll be. Doesn't mean I won't go with you or find out for myself," I added.
"Ah huh," Crystal said. "Guess we'll see won't we?"
Two days later we were driving up a fairly secluded road into a rather ritzy looking neighborhood. "Wow, there's some damn expensive looking homes in here!" I remarked.
"Yeah, these CF's tend to draw a rather exclusive crowd too!" Crystal told me, "Though admittedly mostly gay, there are a few lesbian friends of mine who actually enjoy watching these," she stated almost cryptically. Crystal had made a point of not getting very specific as to what to expect. She wanted it to be a surprise for one thing, but she also didn't want me backing out at the last moment either. "Just keep an open mind about it," she'd told me.
I was far from being repulsed at the notion of two men being together. It basically just wasn't "my thing" I'd informed her the first time she'd put in an x-rated movie that we'd watched together, with both bi-sexual men and women enjoying one another. Watching the movie had still been erotic, after all, there was something in it for everyone. But when Crystal had asked me if I'd ever been curious about being with a guy, perhaps in a situation like the one we'd just watched, I'd told her then that seeing it certainly didn't bother me, but it wasn't something I was personally interested in doing either.
A few minutes later we located the address where this particular event was being held. I was surprised to discover that there was actually valet parking for one thing, and for another, at the number of cars that were already there.
"Wow, there's a lot of people here!" I had to admit.
"Yeah, when word got out about 'The Swordsman' being the main event, word spread pretty quickly. But even the two matches prior to that one promise to be really good too!" she said excitedly.
Once we'd shown the security at the door our invitation, we were ushered down the hallway, and then downstairs to where the event was actually being held. I was stunned to see a slightly raised platform with padded matting not unlike something one would see at a wrestling tournament, complete with rings on the padded flooring. Additionally, there were several rows of seating that had been arranged, completely encircling the entire wrestling area. A quick calculation told me that well over a hundred people or more would most likely be in attendance.
Even Crystal acknowledged that, telling me that the two she'd personally attended had been half this large.
We were quickly shown to our seats, and I was actually surprised to see that Danny would be sitting next to us.
"Glad you two could make it!" he said offering his hand. Danny chuckled, leaning over to speak to Crystal confidentially for a moment.
"Nope!" she said speaking aloud. "I didn't tell him much of anything. Thought it might make it more interesting that way," she responded to him. Danny laughed looking at me. "Hmm, I don't know if it will be more fun watching the bout, or watching Robert to see what he does," Danny quipped.
I could only smile back at him nervously, wondering what I had gotten myself into.
I sat quietly watching a number of people filing in, taking their seats. Admittedly, the room was mostly men, but there were a few women there as well, including a few straight couples by their appearances. Though as I'd learned while dating Crystal, everything wasn't as stereotypical as I'd grown up believing.
When nearly every seat in the house was taken except for perhaps a few "late comers" as Crystal noted, the house lights came down and a well-dressed announcer actually stepped into the padded wrestling area. And more like a boxing match, he then made a couple of general announcements before introducing the first bout of the evening. Off stage, a fairly tall blonde-haired blue-eyed guy in a light blue satin robe entered the ring first, introduced as 'Tiny Tim', though in truth, there was nothing tiny about the guy. Well built, certainly tall and magnificently proportioned, he stood expectantly near the referee while waiting for his opponent to be introduced. By the sound of the crowds cheer when he was, I could tell that he was obviously a local favorite.
"And in this corner, weighing in at 185 pounds, is Gorgeous George!" The announcer spoke as a spotlight suddenly appeared escorting another well-built perfectly proportioned individual with long dark hair that he had pulled back into a ponytail.
After the introductions were made, both were sent to their opposite corners, where they immediately disrobed. I don't know what it was I was expecting to see actually, but when the robes came off, they both turned towards one another totally naked, and each sporting a rather proud looking, condom covered erection. Something that surprised me, as I obviously hadn't known what to expect.
"Crystal?" I leaned over whispering in her ear. She giggled.
"Shh, I'll try and explain things a little better to you after the match begins," she told me. "But I think you'll figure things out all by yourself after it starts," she added.
I actually found myself holding my breath, totally unaware of what was about to take place, or why everyone here seemed so absorbed in the two men who stood facing one another, pricks hard, firm, both men obviously aroused.
When the bell sounded, I actually jumped not anticipating anything. Like two prizefighters squaring off however, both men circled one another sizing one another up. Suddenly Gorgeous George lunged catching the slightly taller blonde off guard, I watched, along with everyone else as his hand sought out and took hold of the other man's prick. When he did, the ref raised his hand, one finger pointing up in the air. "That's a first cock-hold," Crystal announced, "worth a point." With a grace and elegance of an Olympic athlete, George continued holding onto the blonde's prick, obviously jerking it all the while moving back and forth, side to side in an effort to keep the other man from taking a hold of him. Finally, George actually did use his legs, tripping the other man and throwing him down onto the mat though he was forced to release his hold on the other man's prick when he did.
"Ah, release!" Danny observed. "Tim gets a half point for that one," he explained, his eyes glued to the bout taking place just a few short feet away from where we were sitting.
Just as quickly however, Tim spun himself out from beneath George who had made an attempt to re-establish his hold on the other man's cock. In so doing, I saw him actually manage to place his mouth about his prick, even though the contact was only brief. Almost immediately a buzzer sounded, and the ref's hand once again went into the air, only this time he held up three fingers.
"Wow! A three point suck down!" Crystal explained.
"A what?" I asked curiously, my eyes riveted on the contestants, though I was confused when the action had seemed to come to a standstill for some reason.
"Just watch, you'll catch on," Crystal invited me.
The ref now positioned George on his back, hands behind his head as Tim knelt beside him slightly at an angle. Once again a buzzer sounded. Expecting George to attempt some sort of escape or something, I watched instead as he patiently continued to lie there, though Tim was obviously working the guy's cock furiously with his mouth, though curiously I noticed neither hand was touching him at all.
"He's got thirty free seconds to get him closer to an orgasm," Crystal told me. Until the buzzer sounds again, he can only lie there while Tim sucks his dick!"
Thirty seconds later the buzzer sounded again. When it did, George rolled away, though spinning when he did, making a quick grab for Tim's prick in the process, though just missing it. Both men quickly stood up, once again circling one another, their intentions obvious. Tim lunged; George sidestepped him and actually jumped on the man's back forcing him down onto the padded mat.
"Ouch!" I heard myself saying. "That must have hurt!" Neither one appeared to be injured by the move however, and if anything, as George rode the other man to the ground, he purposely placed his prick upon the man's ass. Once again, the ref's hand shot up showing two fingers.
"An ass rub, worth two points," Crystal told me unnecessarily. As crazy as it was, I really was starting to understand the contest.
Lying on top of him, I saw George reach beneath the guy's stomach though he made several attempts to keep him from doing so. The ref was actually down on the mat keeping a close eye on things when he indicated another point as George found the man's prick, grasping it firmly. A buzzer sounded, and both men stood.
"Now George gets a 30 second jack-off," Danny explained to me.
Standing, George proceeded to masturbate the blonde's cock now being allowed to do so with both hands. I noticed that he included fondling the guy's balls simultaneously, and could tell by the look on the guy's face that he was weakening, as his expression was one of pure pleasure as George expertly fisted the guy's shaft.
The buzzer sounded once again. When it did, Tim lunged immediately for Georges cock even though he made some attempt to evade him. Latching onto it however, I expected the ref to score some sort of point, but he merely raised both closed fists into the air instead as the action continued.
"Cool! Free for all!" Crystal yelled out excitedly.
Once again I had to ask. "Free for all?"
"Yeah, you see George didn't have to release Tim's cock after the second cock-hold. All Tim could do was attempt a break-a-way for half a point, or go for a cock-hold himself. And even though it didn't score, they both now have an equal advantage. Now if either one of them loses hold, it will score three points!"
"Oh, I see," I said already confused, but finding myself curiously interested all the same.
Now both men really did appear to be wrestling one another, first standing, then as they both fell to the mat, neither one releasing the prick of the other, jacking one another furiously.
"What happens if one of them actually comes?" I asked no one in particular. But it was Danny who answered, eyes riveted on the contest without turning to face me.
"Well then, its sort of like being pinned," he explained. An automatic winner if one of them can make the other one climax, regardless of how many points he's been awarded.
Ok, so that made sense, sort of. Both men were now rolling about on the mat, each one attempting to force the other to release him, though I realized without asking that neither one could use their hands in order to do so.
After several minutes of thrashing about on the mat together, bodies now sticky with sweat and perspiration, George flipped himself somehow causing Tim to release his cock, just managing to slip his mouth around the man's prick a second afterwards.
"Oh hell, it's almost over now. That's another suck-down, and this time it's for a full minute and a half, plus he gets to use his hands too!" Crystal told me. Even the crowd seemed to be aware of the sudden shift in power.
"Besides," Danny said in agreement. Everyone I've talked to has said that George can suck cock better than anyone. Though I've personally never had the pleasure...yet," he hesitated laughing.
As predicted, it was obvious that Tim was struggling while lying there on the mat, receiving an additional ten second penalty for squirming around too much in some attempt to lessen the pressure and pleasure on his prick while George continued milking him. Soon, even Tim realized he was finished and merely succumbed to the ecstasy, calling out his obvious loss with a deep groaned sigh of pleasure, filling his condom which moments later, George removed showing the liquid victory as he held it up for everyone in the audience to see.
"Well? So what did you think?" Crystal asked me.
"It was certainly interesting," I told her. "Nothing like I expected, that's for sure."
"See? It was exciting too wasn't it?"
It was different, I had to admit that. And in a strange way, I also had to admit it was a little erotic to see the two men in an obviously fair challenge competing with one another though the particular contest was certainly different than anything I could have possibly imagined.
The second match was interesting too. Though this one ended after the forty-five minute time limit, and the winner announced on points with neither one of them climaxing, much to the obvious dismay of the crowd. All in all, it had still been an interesting match though with both men involved in a suck-off free for all as opposed to the hand-job free for all we'd witnessed in the first bout, though that hadn't lasted nearly as long as one of the opponents had managed to buck off the other soon after they'd been placed in their '69' position together.
"Well Robert, you ready for the main event?" "You mean the sword guy?" I asked.
Once again Crystal laughed. "The Swordsman," she said correcting me. "And you'll see why they call him that too," she added.
At first, I was confused as to what was going on when the announcer actually introduced two guys who'd stepped into the ring, neither one of which was this Swordsman character.
"What's going on?" I asked.
"Well actually, he's taking the two of them on all by himself," Crystal told me. "Sometimes they do tag-team matches, just like in wrestling. Only tonight, The Swordsman challenged the two of them, as each one challenged him individually in the past, though he never accepted either challenge until recently, and then did so only if he could take the two of them on all by himself.
"Well that doesn't seem too fair," I honestly stated.
"Oh, they won't both be in the ring with him at the same time, they will still have to tag one another outside of the circle. But The Swordsman has said he'll defeat them both, and not just on points either!" she added almost lustfully.
One of the two men they called the "Jack Hammer", powerfully built in his own way, wasn't all that tall perhaps five foot nine, but he had arms the size of anvils. The other was introduced as the "Giant", who really was tall reaching nearly seven feet.
"Looks to me like this Sword guy's gonna have his hands full," I commented.
Crystal laughed. "Actually, once you see him you'll say just the opposite. I think these two are in for a BIG surprise," she quipped.
After the introductions were made for these two, the room immediately quieted, once again spotlights turned to follow the entrance of The Swordsman who entered the enormous chamber, slowly making his way towards the inner circle amongst a sudden roaring cheer from the crowd.
With everyone standing, it was hard to get a good look at him until he entered the ring.
"Ladies and Gentlemen," the announcer began. "Weighing in at two hundred and ten pounds, 12 inches," the commentator paused for dramatic affect, drawing more than one gasp from amongst the spectators, "And the current undefeated Cock Fighting Champion...I give you, The Swordsman!"
With the formal introductions out of the way, The Swordsman allowed his robe to fall away from his shoulders where one of his entourage quickly took it away. Even I found myself holding my breath as I sat there staring at him. His dark ebony skin held a slick sheen that was obviously some sort of light body oil covering his entire body. But it served to highlight the definition and tone of his hard muscles.
He was the poster-boy for every advertisement I had ever seen. "Buns of steel," immediately coming to mind as he stood initially with his back towards us. Thighs as thick and muscled as both of mine put together, not to mention arms as thick as tree-trunks as he held them above his head playing to the crowd. When he slowly turned, it wasn't the definition of his tight "six-pack" stomach however, but the monster-sized prick between his legs that indeed stood out stiff, long and almost threatening. Now I more fully understood the announcer's indirect mention of his enormous prick.



"Good God!" I exclaimed as he slowly turned so that everyone had an opportunity to marvel at the guy's equipment.
"I told you," Crystal giggled actually placing her hand into my lap where she began giving me an affectionate caress.
I had noticed earlier that several others had been doing a little of that during the first couple of bouts. Nothing too openly of course, and thought nothing of it really. After all, it was surprisingly curious for me to actually find myself enjoying such an interesting contest, and I found myself actually looking forward to watching this main event.
"Won't it actually be a disadvantage to have a cock that big?" I asked Danny, emphasizing the word "that". Because "that" was perhaps the biggest, thickest cock I had ever personally seen before.
"No, not really," he replied, his gaze along with everyone else's firmly glued to the monstrous shaft as The Swordsman slowly circled the ring allowing everyone to see him, and many who had the special reserved front row seats to actually reach out, allowing them all a brief quick pet or caress of his magnificent sword.
"What he gives up in quick easy points, he more than makes up for in style and technique," Danny finished, forgetting momentarily that he'd been speaking to me. "He's actually been behind on points many times, but he's always managed a victory one way or the other," he said grinning, only then turning to notice that Crystal had massaged my own cock sufficiently that it was bulging noticeably through my pants. Once again he grinned.
"Damn, now I wish Kevin had been able to make it this evening, I could use a little of that myself," he added with a mischievous smile.
It was then that the lights came down, with the only lights on, spotlighting the wrestling circle. The Swordsman had arrived perfectly on his side of the ring, with the Giant being the first one to enter, obviously beginning the match until such time as he would tag his partner to exchange places.
"Oh boy...here we go!" Danny stated breathlessly.
As I'd expected having watched the two previous matches, I figured there'd be several minutes of the two combatants circling one another before feigning, and then lunging at one another's pricks. Instead, The Swordsman merely stepped forward, giving the Giant a quick easy score as he reached out, easily clasping the other man's prick within his hand. It was almost as though he were taunting him in his own version of "rope a dope" by my way of thinking.
I noticed for the first time that the Giant was no slouch in the penis department either. His cock might not have been quite as big as The Swordsman's was, but under any other circumstances, it would draw a few appreciative looks as well.
The giant was almost becoming frustrated, standing there as The Swordsman simply allowed the man to stand there masturbating his cock. It had been a simple one-point award, after which The Swordsman could have moved away, or made some effort to reach out and grab the Giant's prick, which as I now understood would have resulted in another free-for-all. He didn't however, just standing there allowing the man to fondle him in ever-growing frustration by the look on his face. When it was obvious the Giant was losing both interest as well as his concentration, The Swordsman moved in a flurry that caught everyone by surprise.
With an agility that didn't match his size, The Swordsman slid between the Giant's legs, effectively causing the man to lose his grip on him for one thing, earning a "release" when he did it. But for another, he managed to capture the Giants prick inside his mouth without even using his hands.
As I'd seen earlier, the buzzer sounded immediately with the opponents quickly placing themselves center ring, the Giant lying on his back, hands behind his head while The Swordsman received thirty free seconds while he knelt beside the man, slowly, almost teasingly sucking his cock.
I watched as the Giant stared over towards his tag-team partner, unable to do anything at this point though it was obvious he was indicating to the other man that he was in need of relief, at least temporarily anyway. Whatever pleasure he was currently receiving while the clock slowly ticked away the seconds must have been excruciating for him, albeit in a pleasurable way.
To my side, I noticed only then that Danny had actually taken his cock from the inside of his pants and was gently stroking himself. Looking up, I noticed that several others within the crowd were now doing the same. Though many were busily doing each other including more than one set of women, and even what I'd initially thought to be a heterosexual couple sitting on the far end of the same row we were sitting in.
For myself, I had been absentmindedly enjoying the slow light caress of Crystal's hand upon my cock, but when she actually reached and began tugging on the zipper of my pants, I placed my hand over hers indicating that as good as what she was doing to me felt, I wasn't comfortable enough for her to actually take it out. All that did was make her laugh as she leaned over whispering to me.
"You're just being silly, doesn't it feel good?" she pressed further.
The sound of the thirty second buzzer went off at that moment, drawing both her attention as well as mine back to the center ring as the Giant easily rolled away, forcing The Swordsman to relinquish his cock, though it was obvious he had made no real effort in keeping the man from doing so. He rolled immediately outside of the wide blue stripe encircling the ring, touching his partner's hand when he did. The Jackhammer immediately grinned and charged.
The swordsman easily sidestepped the man even as his hand shot out in a feeble attempt to grasp his cock. Running by, The Swordsman used his momentum to reach out, slapping the Jackhammer's ass as he did. Reminding me as I watched that it almost appeared as though watching a bull-fight, seeing the bull pass wildly, though safely by the matadors cape as he swirled it about the charging bulls head. In a way, it was though he had done that, scoring another half point when taking his prick within his hand, he allowed it to rub against the man's upper back as he slid by him. Realizing he'd missed, and been scored upon in the process, he seemed infuriated by it, turning again, charging again.
Rather than sidestepping him as everyone including the Jack Hammer expected, The Swordsman suddenly dropped onto all fours, causing the Hammer to unexpectedly bowl into him, tumbling over. Quick as a flash, The Swordsman was up; obviously timing his move, then dived onto the man's back headfirst. Except this time unlike I'd seen previously, The Swordsman managed to plant his cock against the twin cheeks of the other's ass while facing towards his feet.
"Holy shit! A reversal ass rub, worth thee and a half points!" Danny exclaimed excitedly.
To his credit, the Hammer really was quick. Though The Swordsman had obviously scored on a very tricky maneuver, he'd taken himself out of position slightly in doing so, making himself vulnerable. The Hammer quickly rolled, but had reached beneath The Swordsman in doing so, clasping his prick, rolling with it and actually forcing The Swordsman onto his back.
"Ah oh," Danny said worriedly.
Gaining a point for the cock-hold, the Hammer now pivoted on the cushioned canvas, springing himself into the air, still holding onto The Swordsman's prick in an effort to place himself in position for a quick and easy suck-down. Knowing this, as I realized he must have when having performed that first stunt we'd just witnessed, The Swordsman seemed to just lay there twisting onto his side which appeared almost painful to me as the other man was still holding on with all his might. Yet, in so doing, he actually catapulted himself in a somersault of sorts, coming into immediate direct contact with the other man's prick at almost the same exact moment the Hammer managed to make contact with his.
"A suck-down free for all?" I questioned.
Crystal giggled, "See? You're beginning to catch on!" she announced.
Rather than either one attempt to break away, both the Hammer as well as The Swordsman seemed content to contend with one another sucking cock simultaneously.
"Oh, this should be good!" Danny said sitting up even straighter in his chair, nearly standing, and perhaps might have had he not had his hand firmly wrapped around his prick, furiously stroking himself now.
Turning my attention away from Danny and back to the ring, we all watched as they continued on in their time consuming marathon, sucking one another's pricks. Finally, the Hammer actually groaned, raising his head up and away from The Swordsman's prick.
"Oh my God!" someone sitting in the row before us shouted. "Did you see that? A four point suck-off release!"
Apparently that was a very rare thing. The crowd was going crazy at this point cheering ecstatically. Even the ref was down on the canvas now, eye level his hand prepped to raise into the air as he watched The Swordsman devouring the man's prick as he in turn inched himself desperately on his back over towards the nearest blue stripe where his partner, the Giant now waited patiently, and worriedly to reach out and tag him.
"Not gonna happen!" Crystal said excitedly, watch this!
I didn't know what I was watching, but suddenly The Swordsman twisted, rolling the Hammer over though maintaining a firm suck-hold on his prick so that now the Swordsman was on his back with the Hammer above, scrambling even more fiercely, trying to make it to the blue stripe waiting for him on the floor. It was about at that very moment, that The Swordsman gripped both the man's legs, yanking them a part, as though about to make a wish with a turkey wishbone as I saw it, releasing one hand in the blink of an eye, skewering the man's puckered asshole with his finger.
The Hammer made it no further towards the outer stripe, suddenly collapsing down on the canvas as The Swordsman rolled again, only then releasing the man's prick with his mouth, yanking off the condom just as a second fountain of the man's spunk flew from the tip of his prick.
Again, the auditorium exploded in gleeful passion, watching as the first of The Swordsman's opponents fell in defeat. No longer needing to wait now for the tag, the Giant quickly approached reaching out, and immediately scoring a quick cock-hold. And once again, The Swordsman merely stood, allowing the man to continue to stand there pumping his prick with his hand, growing just as frustrated in doing so as he'd done previously.
I hadn't realized it, and how she'd managed it I didn't know. But suddenly the slightly cooler air caressing my exposed prick alerted me to the fact that Crystal had in fact pulled my erection from inside my pants. Stroking it with her hand, I glanced down, surprised, but no longer caring really that she'd accomplished that feat. Even Danny though glancing over towards us, smiling only briefly, returned his eyes back to the match, oblivious as to what was taking place not only next to him, but for the most part, throughout the entire auditorium at this point.
Many couples had by now given up all pretense at decorum, standing side by side, openly masturbating one another. Still others, some standing, with partners kneeling before them on the floor, giving them blowjobs, with one couple on the front row having thrown caution to the wind entirely, currently engaged in a mutual '69' of orally pleasuring one another even as the bout continued.
No longer constrained by the blue stripe circling the mat, the Giant charged into the ring, his intent obvious as barreled forward, reaching out and easily locating the think stiff phallus of his opponent. As before, The Swordsman merely stood allowing the Giant to fondle his prick openly before the still wildly cheering crowd.
The Swordsman even looked up, grinning at the audience stepping sideways forcing the Giant to follow maintaining his hold as he circled the ring, still grinning, still allowing his prick to be played with without any attempt to dislodge the Giant's hand as he in frustration continued working it with the hopes of achieving a quick victory. Though in truth, there was nothing about the expression on The Swordsman's face to indicate he was anywhere's near close to succumbing to the open manipulation of his marvelous sword. The Swordsman had timed his move, quick as a flash, when the Giant had allowed his guard down, The Swordsman spun, dropping to his knees when he did. In perfect position to capture the other man's prick, he didn't. Instead, he wrapped his arms about the man's legs, twisted, forcing him down onto the mat. As big as the Giant was however, equally strong in many respects, he appeared to recover quickly, twisting about himself so that the two combatants rolled about the mat, groping, clawing for an advantage until he had pinned The Swordsman down on his back though forced to move onto him in a head-to-toe embrace. Fortunately for him, even though he had made himself vulnerable in doing so, his size had made it difficult if not impossible to allow The Swordsman to reach him with his mouth, as he now easily accomplished himself. The Giant quickly located his prick, engulfing it inside his mouth and began sucking it with a fervor that worriedly hushed the crowd.
"Ah oh, I think your boys in trouble now!" I exclaimed speaking to Crystal who had momentarily quit jacking my cock as she too looked towards the two writhing bodies worriedly. Even Danny had quit stroking his cock, standing there with an expression of concern etched across his face.
"Come on! Come on! Roll! Break away! Do something!" he screamed out just as many others were doing, cheering The Swordsman on, fearful that he was in fact now in a precarious situation as the Giant manipulated the other's prick for all he was worth.
All The Swordsman could do was lay beneath the Giant, almost helplessly. With his weight, his size, it made it virtually impossible for The Swordsman to even attempt a mutual '69'. I watched as the favorite appeared to do nothing more than rock helplessly, pinned beneath the Giant who had stretched himself out, confident as he hand-jacked, knobbing the man's cock with his mouth in an effort to achieve the final victory.
"What the hell's he doing?" I actually found myself asking. About all he could do positioned as he was, almost uselessly reaching up to fondle the Giants ass, spreading his cheeks in some effort perhaps to catch the other off guard, or force him to lose concentration.
Slippery with oil, drenched with sweat, The Swordsman appeared to be making a feeble attempt with this tactic. Whatever he was doing to the Giants ass appeared to have no purpose, and certainly no advantage as the two continued to lie, as they were, dead center of the ring.
Even the couple who had been on the floor in their own pleasured '69' had taken note of the sudden hush, sitting up to gaze disbelievingly into the ring as The Swordsman appeared to teeter on the edge, giving in, succumbing finally to the ongoing continued onslaught that his enormous prick was being treated to. Even the referee, now lying prone on the mat, his face only inches away from the action, appeared to be ready to call the inevitable if it continued on in this fashion for much longer.
Suddenly with a strength that seemed impossible, perhaps in a last ditch desperation, The Swordsman slowly began arching his back, forcing the Giant to rise with him even though the effort seemed futile, useless as he hung on, his hands pumping The Swordsman's cock, his mouth suctioned about it, expending all his strength as he strove to get him off and claim complete and total victory.
"He's losing it!" Danny yelled dejectedly, surprised at the obvious outcome, disappointed that The Swordsman could have gotten himself so trapped in this position for so long.
"What the?" Crystal exclaimed a second later.
I too was looking, disbelief, surprise as The Swordsman suddenly rolled with both a speed, and strength no one thought possible. The Giant made every effort possible to hold on, throwing himself with the roll, expecting to merely ride The Swordsman out, tumbling as they did, yet inevitably remaining in his advantageous position. Just as suddenly however, feeling the other man's weight shift, The Swordsman rolled back the other way, surprising the Giant. Rather than leaping up as everyone expected him to do, The Swordsman spun himself on the mat grasping the Giants legs, twisting as he did keeping him pinned faced down on the mat. In the next instant he planted himself between them, pulling the Giants legs apart with every ounce of strength he had left, then collapsed against him as though expended himself, unable to continue.
The look on the Giants face was one of utter surprise. Total shock. He actually cried out a second later, his voice easily heard against the rapidly escalating cries of jubilation as the crowd began to cheer The Swordsman's clever escape, not as yet fully understanding what had taken place, what was taking place even as the Giant's eyes widened in disbelief.
"Oh my God!" Danny suddenly screamed as sudden realization came to him. "The Swordsman just scored a five point fuck! Unbelievable!"
"A what?" I asked both he as well as Crystal, not as yet aware nor understanding myself what had happened, or even how.
The Swordsman was however comfortably positioned, his arms now worming themselves beneath the other's waist. The Giant struggled, but now his struggles appeared useless as he thrashed momentarily, then as suddenly as it had all began, he quit struggling, collapsing completely, calmly against the mat. Moments later, The Swordsman backed away, rolling the Giant over. The man's condom in hand now as he held it up, the obvious so readily apparent, the referee blowing his whistle, victory in hand, awarded. Almost at once full and complete pandemonium seemed to erupt throughout the entire hall. Those who had continued to fondle and caress one another, now did so towards obvious release. Those who had sat within the first row were now treated to The Swordsman, as he purposely strode towards them, removing his sheath, self-stroking his cock much to everyone's delight. Incredibly, less than a minute before doing so, he began pumping out his own creamy nectar, proving perhaps just how close he had been to defeat, or showing perhaps otherwise just how much control he really had. Choosing to climax when he chose to, rather than succumbing to the ministrations of another no matter how pleasurable they might have been.
As he stood beside me, I watched a streamer of spunk erupt from the tip of Danny's cock to arch high into the air towards the rubberized mat, just as many others were also doing in what appeared to be a tribute of sorts to the spectacular performance, so highly charged, so surprisingly erotic in a contest of wit and skills that I had not thought possible.
Even as my own ecstasy slipped smoothly down Crystal's throat, I did not fully feel it or understand it at first, too caught up in the wild frenzied displays taking place about me, as The Swordsman continued pumping out streamer after streamer of his own hot-white liquid into and upon the rejoicing crowd sitting before him.
"Come on baby," Crystal urged finally sitting up as she wiped the last traces of my pleasure from her lips. "I think it's time we went home and enjoyed our own little Cock-fight," she teased pulling on me to awaken my senses back to the present.
"Wouldn't that be more like a 'Cat-fight' on your part?" I quipped back as I finally tucked my still hardened prick away back inside my pants.
"Well, not if I wear a strap-on," she said almost threateningly.
I laughed, "Lead the way, 'Swordswoman', you're on!"
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"You have but one wish! Make it now! Make it now!"
Keith woke as he often did after this same reoccurring dream or nightmare depending upon how you looked at it. He was always drenched in sweat, bewildered, sometimes frightened by the intensity of the dream. Always, he had heard the voice, telling him to make his wish. And always, the situation was different, his wish then having many meanings, many outcomes, never the same. All except for the voice calling out to him, "Make it now! Make it now!"
But he never was able to make whatever choice he was supposed to make, as moments after hearing the voice, Keith would always wake up from his nightmarish sleep, wondering briefly as he always did whether it be dream, or reality.
#
It had been the aromatic smell of fresh coffee, cinnamon pastries that had first caught Keith's attention to this small sidewalk café. Less than a block away from his office, Keith had been coming here every morning on his way to work ever since the place had opened.
Seating himself, Keith opened his morning edition of the U.S.A. Today, glanced up briefly as an attractive looking woman took a seat at the table across from him. He'd seen her once or twice before, though they'd never spoken he'd smiled at her, and had even been given a friendly nod "hello" the last time he'd seen her. As she took her seat, she too glanced about catching Keith's brief look, smiled and once again gave a nod of "hello" in recognition. To his surprise however, she included a vocal greeting to him as well.
"Good morning," she spoke in a melodic tone of voice that told him whoever she was, that she appeared to be in a particularly good mood.
"Morning, gonna be a nice day today," Keith replied glancing somewhat uneasily towards the morning sky. "Dumb shit!" he thought to himself.
It wasn't as though he wasn't an attractive looking man, reasonably so anyway. But every time Keith even spoke with a woman, he grew nervous, flustered, and often found himself wishing he'd never spoken a word at all. Glancing back towards her, he saw that she too had lifted her gaze towards the sky.
"Yes, appears it will be," she offered pleasantly.
"Hey Keith! You're usual?"
"Saved by the bell, so to speak," Keith thought to himself as the waiter came over to stand by his table. But before he could respond, Jack, the same waiter that he'd become familiar with during the course of time he'd been coming here turned to also acknowledge the presence of the woman sitting across from him.
"Be with you in just a second," he told her.
Keith saw her smile again, though her eyes remained focused on his. She merely nodded however, acknowledging his notice of her.
"Ah yeah, coffee, and one of those cinnamon Danish," Keith ordered.
Jack swiveled about on his heels to take her order. As he did, he drew her attention towards him so that Keith had a moment or so to look towards her without eye contact. He watched as she sat up straighter in her seat giving Jack her order. The movement immediately drawing Keith's attention to her chest. Though she wore a dark blue business jacket with a matching knee-length skirt, her white blouse was just sheer enough that the fancy lace of her bra etched intricate patterns around her full breasts. By the time Keith managed to tear his eyes away from her chest, Jack had already turned to take both their orders, and she was once again looking towards him, now catching his eyes as they slow-rolled back to her face. Keith felt the heat begin to redden his cheeks.
"Had she noticed?" he wondered shamefacedly.
Whether she had, or hadn't, she at least looked away from him giving him a moment of respite as she slipped her jacket off placing it around the back of the chair. In so doing however, she gave him an even better view of her magnificent chest as she turned off to one side. Not to be caught looking again however, Keith immediately redirected his eyes back to the neglected paper lying on the table.
"How long had it been now anyway?" Keith mused to himself. Nearly four months since he and Sharon had called it quits. And not much to reminisce about there. It had taken him nearly two months just to work up enough courage to even kiss her. Though in the end, that had been her doing more than his as they'd stood outside the door to her apartment after one of their frequent dinner dates. A month after that, he'd actually dared to place his hand on her sweatered breast while they were necking on the couch in her living room. Something she'd not only allowed, but encouraged as she soon after lifted her own sweater, undoing the front-end clasp of her bra so that he'd have direct access to her soft breasts. They'd never gone further than that. Not that she hadn't hinted she was interested. Point was, as attractive as she was, and as much fun as she'd been to be with, after a reasonably short time, Keith knew this wasn't the right girl for him. In fact, he wasn't sure he'd ever find the right girl again. That one was gone.
"Joanne," Keith thought to himself. "Always Joanne!"
Even now as he sat staring at his paper as though actually reading it, his mind drifted back to the first true love of his life. And perhaps, his only love if things continued on the way they had been. They had given one another their virginity on the night of their High School graduation. Though he'd been nervous then, perhaps even more so than she had been, unlike most of the stories they had both heard, that night had proven to be the most intimate, sensual night of his entire life. They had spent the entire night together. After the first couple of hours of nervous flirtation and teasing, things slowly progressed. But even then, it was nearing the morning hours before they had successfully made love with one another. By then, perhaps a combination of excitement, anticipation, and desire had made the moment easier for them both. Which it had been. Surprisingly so. But even more importantly, it had lasted seemingly forever after that too. There'd been no rush, no frantic hurried coupling ending up in a less than satisfactory first time encounter. No, they had remained together for a long time, intimately kissing, touching, and simply experiencing for the first time ever for either one of them, what it meant to truly become a part of one another.
It had been nearly six years since he'd seen her. But the image of her face was just as clear now as he'd remembered. The color of her hair, so much like his own, light brown with a reddish highlight accentuating her tan complexion. Her alluring hazel eyes, also like his own, though his more blue than green as hers had been.
"God Joanne, I so do miss you," he caught himself saying aloud, sheepishly glancing back up towards the woman sitting across from him, happy to find her studying some papers she'd withdrawn from her briefcase. For once, he was glad to be ignored by her. His thoughts too personal, still too painful to share with anyone, even unknowingly.
Keith's thoughts returned back to that day. He remembered kissing her good-bye at the airport as he boarded his flight preparing to head off to boot camp. Keith had been caught up in the draft. Vietnam was nearing the final stage of the years long war, and Keith was about to become a part of that. He'd wanted to marry her before going. But circumstance out of necessity kept that from happening. Joanne needed to focus on her education for one thing, and for another, by the time Keith got out of the service, he'd have a lot more to offer her than he did now. Perhaps then they could actually consider it. At least he'd get leave at some point, and be able to come home and see her. After all, she had promised to wait for him. "She loved him," she'd told him just days before his departure. "And she had wanted to spend the rest of her life with him."
Little had Keith realized then how short a time she actually had.
He had barely arrived in Vietnam, assigned to some God-forsaken outpost in the middle of nowhere when the mail finally caught up with him. Excited to receive his first letter from her in quite some time now, he was immediately alarmed to see a letter addressed to him from her mother instead.
Tearing open the letter, he'd learned immediately that Joanne had been involved in a horrible car accident. She'd been in a coma ever since the accident, which by the date of the letter Keith realized to be well over a week now, not including the three additional days it took for the letter to arrive. And worse, things weren't very hopeful. The extent of Joanne's injuries had been serious enough, but the prospect, even if she did recover of ever living a normal life again were less than good according to the doctor's opinion.
Keith had tried calling, but received no answer the one time he'd gotten permission to call. He'd immediately fired off an urgent telegram requesting an update on her condition, one to his own parents, and another one to Joanne's. Forty-eight hours later, he received the news from his mother. They had flown Joanne back home to where her parents lived in the mid-west. There she'd been hospitalized, where she'd remained in a comatose state until her death a short time after her arrival. Keith's mother had learned of it only after a phone-call indicating that Joanne had passed away.
Keith had only met Joanne's mother once when they'd come out for graduation. Joanne had been living with an older brother, as she'd never gotten along very well with her own parents either. Beth, Joanne's mother, had immediately taken a disliking to Keith, something that he had hoped to one day remedy given enough time. She'd been almost glad to hear that he'd been taken up by the draft, hoping perhaps that with their separation, Joanne would not only finish school, but go on to meet and eventually marry someone she was far more approving of.
Heartbroken, Keith had done everything he could think of to do in order to gain emergency leave and fly home for her funeral. His request however denied as he'd just barely arrived in country for one thing, and for another, there was no direct relationship between the two of them that allowed for him to qualify for emergency leave. Loving someone wasn't a necessary requirement according to the army.
And so it was that Keith mourned the loss of Joanne half way around the world, knowing he would never see her again. But his real pain came in the knowledge that he hadn't been there by her side when it had happened. Something he'd undoubtedly regret for the rest of his life.
Shortly after his discharge from the service, Keith had made several attempts to locate Joanne's family. By this time however, they had moved from the area, and Keith soon gave up hope of ever finding them. He'd taken a position in purchasing, and along with a great deal of hard work and effort, had propelled himself up the corporate ladder until a senior position had opened itself up to him. And though it had meant his relocating to a different state entirely, Keith actually welcomed the change. Change away from where he'd initially pinned his hopes and dreams of living the ideal life with Joanne for one thing. Something that he now knew was never going to happen. But for another, perhaps once he'd distanced himself from those memories and thoughts, he'd eventually meet someone else with whom he could renew those dreams with. So far, he hadn't had much luck. Aside from a few casual dates, he'd only gotten halfway serious with one other woman, and the only other woman he'd even been intimate with besides Joanne. He'd left that relationship shortly before meeting Sharon. Keith shook his head despondently. He'd broken it off with Diane simply because Sharon had looked a little like Joanne, immediately reminding him of her. A stupid reason perhaps, but one he'd rationalized within his own mind. Of course, Sharon was nothing like Joanne had been, aside from a few minor similarities. But he'd tossed away what had shown to be a promising relationship with another woman he'd actually grown to care about somewhat, simply for no other reason than that.
"Can I get you more coffee?" Jack asked.
Keith barely even remembered eating his Danish let alone anything else. Taking a look at his watch, he was stunned to see that so much time had already passed. As it was, he'd have to hurry now or he'd be late getting to his office.
"No. Thanks," Keith said standing up leaving enough change to cover his meal as well as a substantial tip. Only then did Keith realize the woman who'd been sitting across from him was no longer there either. She'd left, and he'd not even noticed it, so absorbed in his memories of a time so long ago now.
#
Keith arrived at his office a few minutes late. No big deal actually. After all, he was the manager of this particular division. But he'd always prided himself on setting a good example.
"Morning Keith!" Lucy exclaimed upon seeing him enter.
He winced. One more reminder. The last thing he needed this morning after taking yet another mindless trip down memory lane.
"Good morning Lucy," he responded, attempting to zip past her without really looking at her.
"Don't forget, the office product show starts this afternoon. You said I could attend one of the sessions, either this afternoon, or tomorrows," she reminded him.
He had forgotten. "Oh yeah, that's right. That's today?" he questioned unnecessarily. Now forced to look towards her as she expected an answer, he did.
"Plan on going tomorrow," he said simply without further justification. Truth was, it would give him an excuse to get out of the office and clear his mind somewhat.
Lucy frowned slightly, then smiled. At least she'd get a chance to go this time, Keith knew she was thinking.
Heading back towards his office, Keith tried shaking the guilt feelings away. Lucy was another Joanne reminder. Not that she actually looked like her, she didn't. But the day he'd interviewed Lucy along with a number of candidates, it had boiled down to just three. All equally qualified for the position of assistant buyer. What had been the tiebreaker, plain and simply, had been the color and style of Lucy's hair. She'd worn it nearly identical to the way Joanne had worn hers.
"Yes Ms. Wilson, you have the job. And not because of your skills, but because you remind me of someone," he chastised himself saying, closing the door as though in doing so he could lock out his thoughts.
Keith spent the rest of the morning going over several bids that had come in. By the time the lunch hour had arrived, he was itching to get out of the office. The fact that the office products show was in town for the next three days gave him something to look forward to besides the mundane bids he'd been reviewing all morning long.
As it was such a nice day, Keith decided to walk the mile to where the convention center was. Slinging his jacket over his shoulder, he walked briskly but not enough to work up a sweat. By the time he'd arrived at the center, he'd managed to clear his mind enough to focus, and actually find himself getting excited over a variety of new office products that would soon be available, if they weren't already.
Keith began strolling up and down the isles occasionally stopping to ask questions, take notes and review the products. He'd been considering the purchase of new copy machines, having stopped at several vendor booths doing just that. Looking down the isle for a specific vendor he was most interested in, he spotted Diane wandering in and out of the vendor booths the same as he'd been doing.
"Shit!" Keith spoke just under his breath. He'd met Diane through the purchasing association, so it shouldn't have come as a surprise to him that he might stumble into her at some point along the way. Especially at one of these kinds of conventions. Still, the odds of actually running into her again after all this time had seemed fairly remote. Yet, there she was just a short distance away. Luckily, she wasn't looking in his direction, but he'd noted she had been slowly moving his way.
Keith waited until she'd stopped facing off to one side before turning, ducking into another isle. In doing so however, he nearly ran over a woman who'd just stepped out from around the table.
"Oh God! I'm so sorry!" he exclaimed apologetically, his hand automatically coming up grasping one of her shoulders as he plowed into her.
"You should be!" she shot back, shaking off his hand. She threw him a look, turned and moved off in the opposite direction.
Keith stood staring at her. Once again, another woman that vaguely reminded him of Joanne. Her hair was shorter, a different color even. The nose, mouth, and even her chin different, but there was something about her eyes that reminded him of Joanne the most.
"Keith?"
Keith shut his eyes momentarily, winced, and turned around to face Diane. "Hi Diane, how are you?"
"I wondered if I'd run into you sometime at one of these things," she began. "I'm fine thank you, and you?"
Keith had to admit it. Diane looked good. Really good. And after all, she was the only other woman he'd ever been sexually intimate with. Not counting copping a feel on Sharon's breasts anyway. He felt his manhood shift slightly of its own accord, awakening with arousal he hadn't felt in weeks, months actually.
"Doing ok," he said nervously glancing down at his feet, her feet. Catching a look at her long tapered legs. He remembered having those around him, felt his sex stiffening even more. If he continued to remain as he was, he'd soon find himself in a very awkward, very uncomfortable situation.
"Listen, I probably should be heading back to work," glancing at his watch.
"Where you parked?"
"Oh, didn't drive, walked here. Its not that far."
"I know, drive by there every day. Why don't you let me drop you off?" she suggested. "My cars just down in the parking level, won't take a moment to get there, on my way back to work too. So I might as well," she stated, already taking his arm, leading him towards the elevators.
His nervousness had once again taken control over his excitement. As things slowly returned to normal, he found himself standing next to her in the elevator as Diane reached across him to push the button for the parking level her car was on. As she did, he caught a whiff of her perfume.
"Obsession," he thought, one of his favorites, always had been. Once again that lingering fragrance stirred a few memories, as well as something else. The emotional tug-of-war occurring inside his slacks was driving him crazy.
"Here we are!" Diane said as the elevator came to a stop, the doors opening. "I'm down this way," she charged out of the doors leading Keith behind her towards the far side of the parking area.
There was little he could do now but follow. Watching the sway of her hips beneath the pleated skirt she was wearing, remembering the soft firmness of her buttocks and how they had once felt within his hands. Moments later, Diane arrived at her car, a sleek black Mustang convertible. She stepped over by the driver's side before opening the door.
"Get in," she invited him, removing her sports coat, tossing it almost carelessly into the back seat before sliding behind the wheel herself.
"This is nice," Keith told her, thankful that he at least had something to actually comment on. Eyeing the beauty and style of the car's upholstery before turning his attention back towards Diane. He noticed after a moment more however, that she hadn't as yet started the car. Looking at her, she'd turned slightly in her seat facing towards him.
"So, you still seeing Sharon?" she asked point blank with a slight shake of her long blonde hair.
"Ah, no..." he left off saying. It was awkward enough hearing her name mentioned by the woman he'd dumped her for let alone offering up the reason why they had.



"Seeing anyone else?" Diane pressed.
"No, not really," he tried smiling, but felt his cheeks reddening with the admission.
"Haven't dated much myself," she said her eyes locked fully onto his. "Haven't been with anyone since you either," she added matter of factly.
Now Keith felt his cheeks really redden with embarrassment at the implied memories of the two of them.
"Me either," he stammered out, surprised that he had.
Diane seemed a bit surprised by that, her eye brows lifting curiously as she sat slightly straighter within her seat. "You mean you and Sharon never..."
"No," Keith interrupted before she could finish the thought. "Never did," he added catching a bemused smile on her face as she considered that.
One thing about Diane that he'd learned early on. She wasn't coy about her feelings or desires. Never had been. Had it not been for that in fact, odds were that he'd have never made love to her either. But Diane wasn't one to not go for something she wanted. Keith was beginning to sense the same thing here all over again.
"Remember that weekend just before Christmas when we went after a tree for my apartment?"
"How could he forget?" he considered silently. That's basically when everything started between them. Diane had been adventurous in ways that Keith had only imagined. Part of the allure he supposed, someone who was wildly uninhibited when it came to sex. He laughed in spite of himself.
"Every time I see one of those tree farms," he told her still grinning.
They had wandered up and down the isles of Christmas trees looking for one that would best fit inside her apartment, and one that she'd be the most pleased with. She'd taken her time looking with Keith following. It was a big lot, and soon they'd managed to meander a great distance away from the small trailer that was being used as an office. With Christmas only a short week away, the weather had been unusually mild for this time of year. Neither had been wearing a coat or jacket, sweaters providing ample warmth as a covering, even as the early evening began to close. Diane had wandered down one lane between rows of trees, suddenly taking a sharp turn, disappearing down another before Keith was able to catch up with her. As he rounded the turn, expecting to find her examining yet another tree, he did find her. But not quite as he'd expected to. Diane stood before him, her sweater lifted well up over her braless breasts, the mischievous grin on her face expectant as Keith rounded the turn, stopping full dead in his tracks as his eyes locked on her exposed chest.
"Like what you see?" she'd asked. "Something about the smell of pine trees," she stated as an afterthought, as though that explained everything.
Keith had continued to stand there in a surprised state of shock. Still looking, after all, how could he not? But unsure of what to do exactly, especially as up until this very moment, he'd never even touched her intimately let alone seen anything.
"Come here, closer," she'd told him, glancing quickly behind herself to ensure that no one was even remotely close to either of them.
He had done that. Quickly closing the distance between them, pressing his lips to hers, his hands reaching around her back to hug her to him until she'd actually taken one of his hands within hers, pressing it fully against her exposed breast.
There they had stood kissing, one hand gently caressing, fondling her pliant flesh until arousal had begun to more fully consume them both. Diane had reached down, fumbled momentarily with the zipper on his pants until she'd managed to free him, a slight shock as his aroused member was introduced to the cooler nights air.
"Diane?"
"Shh, be quiet, but keep an eye out," she told him suddenly kneeling down before him on the ground, hidden away between the rows of thick bushy Christmas trees. There, she had pleasured him with her mouth for the first time. Something he'd not experienced ever since...
"Joanne!" Keith thought, the memory fading, waking up to see Diane still sitting across from him on the seat, hands slowly unbuttoning the blouse she was wearing. "What are you doing?" he asked worriedly.
"What's it look like I'm doing?" she asked lustily. "Doesn't the idea of making out with a woman in the front seat of her car, in a parking lot where the possibility of someone coming by excite you?"
Ok it did. But the fact that Diane was acting like nothing had ever ended between them, simply picking up almost where they'd left off was a bit disconcerting to him. That, and the light blue satiny bra she was wearing. Smooth across the front of her breasts, highlighting the taut extended nipples framed so eloquently beneath the material. It certainly wasn't necessary for her to finger them as they pressed invitingly enough as it was. But she did anyway.
"Like what you see?" she asked, repeating those same first words to him she'd spoken between the rows of Christmas trees. This time however, he didn't wait to be asked, closing the distance between them before she'd had a moment more to even wonder if he would.
And this time, he didn't wait for her to give him further approval in touching her either. His hands gently cupping the fullness of her breasts, his lips already beginning to nibble at the softness of her sensitive neck, just as he remembered she liked having him do.
Arousal, need, had taken over from sensibility. Keith already knew her next move, and when she took it, he allowed it. Pent up long neglected desires chased away all reason. As Diane's hands released the catch on his belt, deftly locating the zipper on his slacks, drawing it down, he shifted so as to accommodate her more easily. He found himself nipping at the taut hard marble beneath the material of her brassiere as she reached inside his pants. Moments later he felt the coolness of her hand surround the heat of his flesh, drawing him out. Almost reluctantly, she pushed him back towards his side of the car, forcing him to relinquish her breasts.
"Just like old times!" she said just before leaning over him. "Keep an eye out," she cautioned, in that same giddy excitement she'd once shown him before.
Nervously, Keith panned about the parking area seeking any sound, any sign of movement though it was damn near impossible not to close his eyes as Diane's mouth and lips began to work magic upon his aching need. Once again his hands closed over the fullness of her exquisite breasts, kneading them gingerly like a contented cat, hearing the softness of her own pleasured sigh as she mouthed him softly, yet tenderly purring in her own way.
Sure, he had masturbated on more than one occasion, but that had been a matter of stress relief more than anything else. This was pleasure. Pure unadulterated pleasure that he was experiencing now, and knew full well that because of it, he wouldn't last at all long either. Nor, as he knew, was he expected to. One thing Diane had always gotten a charge out of, was exciting him well beyond his ability to control it, just as she was doing now.
The sound of the elevator doors opening at the far end of the row they were on alerted him to the fact that someone had finally entered the parking area.
"Diane! Diane! I think someone's coming," he whispered, fighting the urge of ecstasy that was already threatening to rob him of whatever sanity remained.
"Just keep watching," she warned him, mouthing his stiffness without even missing a beat as she spoke.
Keith could already feel the pull of pleasure as it began to course through his soul, the sound of heels clicking on the bare cement of the parking enclosures surface no more than a dozen or so yards away now, and worse...sounding ever closer as whoever it was, though obviously female, continued her approach.
"Diane? Oh God! Diane?" Keith moaned, already too late as his liquid pleasure erupted even as the sound of clicking heels grew nearer and nearer to their location. About all he could do was attempt to slither even further down in his seat than he was, and hope that by doing so, whoever it was would walk past them, unaware they were even there. Or if made aware, would scurry past in some effort to further distance herself from what would then be so obviously taking place.
Keith gambled, turning his head to one side slightly peering back and over the headrest as the sound of footsteps crossed the isle of the parking terrace directly behind them. The last of his mind-numbing pulsations only then calming, though Diane's mouth continued to strum the instrument of his passion well beyond the songs ending.
"Oh my God!" Keith stammered out a bit more loudly than he'd intended. He heard Diane giggle, only then releasing him to sit up slightly, searching out the same sound of passing heels that he'd been listening to.
"That good huh?" she said smiling with a wicked gleam in her eye. But Keith had hardly noticed that, slipping down even further into his seat if that were possible for him to do. It was the same woman he'd collided into when he'd first attempted to duck his eventual discovery by Diane. They both watched as she slipped her key into the lock of her car door almost directly behind them. The sound of the car door opening, closing, followed closely by the start of the engine before putting it into gear, backing out, and soon driving away.
"That was close," Diane said no longer worried of being overheard. "Exciting too wasn't it?" she asked him.
"Ah yeah, it was," Keith replied, then continued somewhat sheepishly. "Listen, Diane, I really do need to head back to work. I'm way late already!" he lied. Truth was, Keith wasn't expected back to work at all the rest of the day. But at this point, he'd rather show back up at the office rather than continue sitting here with Diane at the moment anyway.
"Ok, but now you really do owe me one," she stated suggestively. "So, I expect a phone call soon too then. You still have my number yes?"
Keith nodded that he did. They quickly straightened themselves up, then Diane drove Keith back to his office dropping him off in front. "Soon?" she asked once again. And again Keith nodded his head, promising to call her, though inwardly, not sure that he really would.
Keith made some pretense of entering the building, ensuring that Diane had indeed driven off before re-exiting, heading towards the adjacent parking lot where his car was parked.
He was headed back to the convention center.
#
Quickly locating the booth where he had inadvertently run into her, he spotted another woman currently manning that exhibit.
"Excuse me, but do you work here?" Keith asked.
The shorthaired brunette smiled in greeting. "Yes I do. Are you interested in our line of products?" she asked enthusiastically.
Keith returned the brief smile. "As a matter of fact, I was here a while ago, but was working with another woman." Keith gave 'Cindy' as the name badge over her pocket identified her, a brief general description of the woman he'd nearly run over. Her warm friendly smile didn't exactly disappear, but with the expression on her face changing, Keith assumed that whatever sales were made, were based on commission. Obviously Cindy wasn't going to be the one to make any money off any purchases or commitments Keith made. She did however offer a name up. After all, a sale was a sale even if it went into someone else's pocket.
"You must mean Jo," she said simply. She's the only other woman besides myself working the convention. Jo and Steve are working the day time hours, I'm here covering the late afternoon early evening shift," she explained.
"Oh I see, so she'll be back tomorrow then?" he asked. At the mention of her name, Keith had felt a tightness seize his chest. Though he'd never really had a pet name for Joanne, he had frequently used a shorter version of her name whenever he'd affectionately addressed her. Coincidence perhaps? After all, the only thing about her that had honestly reminded him of Joanne had been her eyes. True, she was roughly the same height, but even that could change with time. Added to that, the rest of her face certainly didn't look exactly like the way he remembered Joanne's either. Though as he thought about it, there were subtle similarities, perhaps more than merely just the color and shape of her eyes.
"Should be here shortly around the time the doors open, about nine. Would you like me to tell her you came by?" Cindy inquired.
"Actually, I'm not sure I've really made my mind up yet," Keith tossed at her. "Just had one or two more questions for Jo regarding any price breaks based on quantity," he adlibbed. "If I get a chance, I'll see about swinging by sometime tomorrow then."
Keith thanked her, turned and began to walk away. He stopped suddenly facing Cindy, "By the way, what is Jo's last name? If I might ask," he stated almost apologetically. "She told me, but I've already forgotten it," he added.
"Jo Carlson," Cindy said smiling once again. Keith thought she was perhaps about to ask him his, but he turned quickly, briskly walking away before she could think to do so.
"Carlson," Keith wondered. That certainly hadn't been her last name, though he supposed she could be married by now, which would explain that of course. "Idiot!" Keith chastised himself aloud as he exited the building. "Just because she looked like her a little, even had a similar first name, doesn't mean it's the same woman I once knew. And besides," he said arguing with himself, "Unless Joanne's been reincarnated, its not very damn likely that was actually her!"
#
Lucy was slightly upset when Keith informed her that he needed to go back to the office show himself. He promised that he wouldn't be gone long however, and upon his return so someone would be in the office, she could go. That mollified her for the most part, to which Keith was glad, hurriedly setting off to see if he could spot Jo, observing her for a time without her aware of his doing so.
Much to his chagrin, Keith arrived shortly after the shows second day opening, waiting patiently for Jo's arrival. Instead, he saw the same woman he'd seen the previous evening. Once he'd waited sufficiently long enough, he meandered towards the booth.
"Hi Cindy? Remember me?" he asked upon his approach, extending his hand in familiar greeting.
It took her a moment, and then she did. "Yes, you were here yesterday asking for Jo."
"Is she here?"
"No, sorry. Actually, she called in sick today. Which is why I'm here instead of her. By the way, I told her someone had come in to see her, but she didn't remember speaking to anyone fitting your description. You sure it was Jo that you spoke to?" Cindy questioned curiously.
"Pretty sure," Keith hesitated. "Do you know if she'll be in tomorrow?"
"Probably not if she's as sick as she says she is. Jo is hardly ever off work, so for her to actually call in and miss this, she has to be on deaths doorstep!"
"Ok, well...thanks," Keith said dejectedly, swiping one of the business cards off the desk before turning to leave. The address of the business was clear across town. Being there was no point in driving over there, especially if Jo was staying home sick, about all Keith could do was sit it out over the weekend, especially once the show was over, then drop by their offices on some pretense of actually finalizing a business deal. With luck, he might bump into her there and settle this once and for all.
#
The first thing Keith noticed upon arriving home was that he had a message waiting for him on his answering machine.
"Hi Keith. Wasn't sure you'd actually call me back, so I thought I'd call you instead. If you're not doing anything tonight, why don't you call me? I'm fixing a simple little dinner, thought you might like to join me at my place."
Diane left her phone number ensuring that Keith had no excuse not to call, even if it was to say he wasn't coming. Tossing his jacket across the back of the couch, Keith stared at the phone wondering if he should call her, or more importantly, if he should simply give in to his urges. He liked Diane, but he wasn't in love with her. The sex had always been good between them, he couldn't deny that. And after this afternoon's wild little episode in the front seat of her car, Keith admittedly had enjoyed it, even though he wasn't really interested in getting into another long term relationship with her that wasn't going anywhere.
With nothing but a long boring evening sitting in front of the TV set with a less than satisfactory TV dinner, Keith picked up the phone and called her. Once given directions to her new apartment, Keith showered, then headed to the store to pick up a bottle of wine to bring with him. He arrived on time stepping onto the elevator, which would take him up to her floor in a fairly expensive complex that reminded him more of a swanky hotel as opposed to a condominium or apartment building. The doors had just begun closing when he heard someone calling out.
"Hold the doors please if you would?"
Keith automatically reached over pushing the 'door-hold' button, watching them begin to reopen. As they did, Jo stepped into the elevator. It took a long moment for Keith's face to register on her, the doors already closing.
The look on her face was one of surprise, immediately followed by one that appeared almost angry.
"What are you doing here?" she asked.
"Joanne?"
For a split second, Keith saw a profound sadness cross her face, her eyes becoming watery, then just as quickly, the anger returned, even more than it had been.
"Like I said, why are you here?" she asked him again in a much sterner tone of voice.
"It IS you isn't it?" Keith had felt an eerie, sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach, up until this very moment, he hadn't been sure. Too much to hope for, the reality just too bizarre to actually discover Joanne wasn't dead, but alive. Keith felt his legs weaken, becoming dizzy as he reached out towards the wall of the elevator to steady himself. Even his vision blurred as he tried to focus on Joanne's face, her expression turning to one of confusion.
"Keith?" she finally addressed him, confirming his reality check. "Keith? You ok? What's wrong?" she asked actually alarmed.
He felt the bottle of wine slip from his fingers, all but exploding on the floor of the elevator as he swam through sea of nausea fighting very hard not to sick up. The doors to the elevator opened, and to his surprise, Joanne reached over throwing one of his arms about her shoulders as she leaned into him, half dragging him out.
By the time she reached the door of her apartment she was crying, Keith on the other hand was regaining his own sense of self, no longer needing or requiring her support. By the time Joanne had inserted her key, pushing the door open, their roles were almost reversed with Keith now taking her arm, escorting her inside.
"I think we need to talk," he told her leading her over towards the couch where she unceremoniously collapsed. When she did, Keith noticed for the first time her artificial leg. "All these years, I thought you were dead," he said in a tone of voice that emphasized his shock and bewilderment. "Why Joanne? Why?" he questioned her, the pain of her loss suddenly flooding him emotionally all over again. Yet, here she was, sitting before him alive and well, though obviously the accident had been severe enough that she'd undergone some fairly extensive plastic surgery, not to mention the obvious loss of her leg.
"Why? Why did you desert me?" she asked. "Especially when I needed you the most!"
"I didn't," he said simply. "Your mother wrote me, informing me of your death. She even called my parents, telling them the very same thing. I couldn't get leave to come home for your funeral, and long afterwards, when I tried to locate your parents, they had moved."



Realization suddenly began to dawn on her. "Oh my God! Keith! My mother!" she exclaimed in horror. "After the accident, after they took me back home to recuperate, while I was doing so in a coma for the most part for a long time, the stress of it all..."
"Yes?" Keith urged her to continue as Joanne fought for someway to better organize her thoughts.
"My parents, they separated. My father couldn't deal with the situation any more, he'd always been at odds with my mother anyway. And she blamed him for what had happened, for allowing me to move out of the house, even though I'd moved in with my brother. She'd always been over protective of me, something that had caused many fights to occur between them over the years. By the time I'd actually begun to recover, beginning therapy, my parents were legally divorced. Even my memory wasn't as good as it should have been, too many missing pieces. When she told me that you'd fled in horror at seeing my condition, telling her that you couldn't take on the responsibility of sharing a life with someone so disfigured, partially crippled, I grew to hate you. Despise you!"
Listening to her talk, the pain, suffering she'd gone through during her long recovery after the accident, including countless reconstructive surgeries, Keith began to slowly understand her long built up animosity towards him. He also realized she held many of those same feelings towards her father, which is why she'd taken on her mothers maiden name, just as Beth had. Once Joanne was well enough, she'd moved out to the west coast to build a new life for herself. She'd landed a lucrative job in sales, finally putting her past behind her. Until fate had so cruelly caused Keith to stumble into her at the show.
"It wasn't just fate that brought the two of us here, to this place, to this time Joanne. It was destiny. All these years I've been searching for you, without really knowing that I was. Everywhere I looked, I looked for you, even though I knew, or at least thought I knew, you were dead. Every relationship I've ever been in, or attempted to be in felt wrong. Everywhere I turned, I saw you, or bits of you in other people I came to know or work with. I've been wandering around aimlessly searching for you Joanne. And now that I've found you again, I can't ever let you go!"
"But I don't really look the same way I once did Keith. So much of me, has changed, is different. There is very little of me that hasn't been replaced, or removed all together," she added turning away from him.
Keith sat down on the couch next to her, taking her chin within his hands, turning her face back around towards him as he spoke.
"It's not the package I fell in love with Joanne. But the person inside. That person is still you. Sure, you look a little different here and there, but the moment I saw your eyes, I somehow knew it was you. And besides, you don't look all that much different to me anyway, you're just as beautiful to me now as you were then."
Before she could respond to what he'd said, or react to what he now did, Keith rushed her taking her face within his hands, pressing his lips to hers in both a tentative, yet lingering kiss. Patiently, he waited, wondering and hoping at her response. When she did, it was like opening the floodgates on a dam. Joanne responded to his lips upon hers kissing him back with a forgotten longing that took him by surprise. She clenched him to her, her arms slipping around his back, pressing him against her until their bodies meshed together tightly. Keith's hands, fingers, tangling themselves within the softness of her hair, one hand resting comfortably upon the back of her neck, sensing as well as feeling the flood of goose bumps that arose
Still kissing her, she whispered his name over and over as though in prayer, which to some extent, she was praying. Surprised, overwhelmed, yet relieved beyond measure at the emotions that coursed through her soul, cleansing her spirit with renewed hope and wonder. Keith responded in kind, her name upon his lips as he continued to toy with her upper lip, gently sucking the sweetness of her flesh within his. Their tongues periodically dancing together in a too long forgotten sensation that had them both dizzy, as well as breathless as their souls renewal continued on to even greater heights of hopeful expectation and ecstasy.
An eternity later, Keith sat back, his mind reeling, his emotions jumbled to the point that he couldn't think clearly. Every nerve ending within his body was on fire, and by the expression on Joanne's face, she was going through the exact same thing he was, only she was able to speak, where Keith could not.
"Keith, I want...No, I need you to make love to me. Now! Right now!" she all but demanded of him.
"Joanne," he began finding his voice, but she cut him off.
"I know, it probably doesn't make sense, but I don't care. Right now I need you more than I've ever needed anyone or anything in my entire life."
Keith sat mesmerized watching Joanne as she reached up and began toying with the top button of her blouse. "Keith? As much as I want this, I also don't want you seeing how badly disfigured I am, would you mind turning off the lights?"
Keith stood, turning off the overhead lighting, returning to the table lamp sitting behind him. Rather than turning it off completely however, he removed his shirt tossing it over the lampshade. Subdued, but certainly not in total darkness, Keith turned back towards her. He knew she was dealing with emotional scaring just as much as she was dealing with the physical scaring that she was so afraid of letting him see.
Joanne said nothing. Part of her was grateful that he'd at least made it tolerable for her to continue undressing. But even more importantly, by Keith's simple gesture, she knew of his acceptance regardless of how she appeared, or might appear to him as she finished slipping off her blouse, reaching behind to likewise allow her bra to fall from her shoulders.
Sitting once again next to her on the couch, Keith waited patiently, watching her, watching as she nervously allowed her breasts to reveal themselves. Her hand momentarily covering her left breast even as her right, near perfect breast came into view.
"Don't be afraid," Keith whispered. "Don't ever be afraid Joanne. I told you, I love who you are, I'm in love with the person inside, regardless of how bad you might think things to be, I don't see it that way. And you need to know that," he told her gently.
Perhaps it was her moment of truth. Joanne found herself holding her breath, allowing her hand to fall away from her breast. She watched for any sign of repulsed expression to etch itself within Keith's face, but none came. The bright red line of puckered flesh that extended itself at an angle across the upper slope of her left breast down to the soft curvature below looked angry even now.
Joanne flinched as Keith's hand extended towards her, reflexively bringing her hand up once again. But by now, the tip of his finger had already pressed itself against the upper tip of her scar. Keith began tracing the ugly red welt downwards, softly drawing his finger upon it. To her amazement, Joanne felt relief, even excitement begin to tingle beneath the still sensitive flesh of her breast as Keith's finger tip lovingly, slowly continued to follow the path of her wound.
Even before he'd completed the exploration with his finger, he leaned forward, his lips now pressing where is finger tip had only moments ago been. Still holding her breath, Joanne gasped, Keith's lips and tongue bathing the sweetness of her flesh with a gentleness that surprised even her. As he made his way along the path of her tiny disfigurement, he paused momentarily where the brush of her hardened nipple against his lower lip caused him to detour. He savored it briefly, flicking it ever so lightly with the tip of his tongue before drawing it within his lips, barely sucking it, more a kiss in fact before releasing it to continue on his way.
When his lips had at last finished their journey, he retraced his steps, relocating the hungry needful bud of desire that stood so proudly waiting for him. He captured it, lovingly toying with it, as his hand now likewise claimed its neglected twin.
"Oh God, Keith!" Joanne allowed herself to cry out, her hand coming up behind his neck, pressing him even more intimately against her breast as he devoured her aroused flesh, allowing the electrical charges of excitement and desire to dance playfully against the surface of her now super-sensitive skin.
Slowly, Keith kissed upwards until his lips nibbled at the nape of her neck, a fresh storm of goose bumps exploding across the landscape of her soul, the hair on her neck standing on end in eager anticipation.
"I will never again let you go," he told her, his words sliding against her like fine silk as his breath lingered, his thoughts echoing, reverberating within her heart causing it to beat harder and faster within her chest.
They again kissed, and this time it was with a passion that Joanne thought herself incapable of ever experiencing, ever knowing again. Fiercely, their lips sought out one another's. Their tongues sparing in an intricate, sensual display of wanton need, desire, and unbridled passion such as the likes of which neither one had ever known.
"Make love to me Keith, please," she breathlessly urged him again. "I need you, I need to be a part of you, and you, a part of me."
This time Keith didn't even hesitate, reaching down, he deftly slid the zipper of Joanne's slacks downwards, easily placing his strong firm hands beneath the twin cheeks of her ass, lifting her, pulling away the slacks slowly away from her in one simple fluid motion.
As nervous, fearful as she'd been at letting Keith see her less than perfect breast, she'd thought revealing her artificial leg an even harder obstacle to overcome. To her amazement however, as Keith's hands slid down her thigh towards the stump where her knee had once been, he released the catch, undoing the strap that held it in place. Gingerly he allowed the false limb to rest comfortably against the side of the couch on the floor. His had immediately cupping, caressing, the smoothness of her flesh, shocking her with his tenderness as he explored what only now remained.
Once again Keith stood, his eyes never leaving hers as he divested himself of his remaining clothing. His arousal now obvious as it sprang into view, telling her at once of his desire for her, of his love for her, seeing her only as he remembered her to be, and always would.
With surprising ease, Joanne removed the last barrier guarding her femininity, tossing the light blue cotton briefs she had worn up and over her head, laughing unashamedly, uninhibitedly as she reached towards him, pulling him first down onto the couch, then backwards. She pressed the tips of her fingers into his chest indicating as she did how she wanted him positioned for her. Easing onto his back, Keith smiled as Joanne lifted herself, settling down upon him, feeling the softness of her sex nesting against him, though not as yet capturing the turgid essence of his ever growing desire. Once again they kissed, the feel of her soft breasts pressing lovingly against his chest, his hands reaching down to cup the firm taut cheeks of her ass, kneading them contentedly within the palms of his hands as their lips and mouths once again devoured one another.
He wasn't even sure when or how it happened. His mind still reeling with the joy of her lips pressing against his, the feel of her breast comfortably trapped within one hand, the other still caressing the fleshiness of her ass. But suddenly, the liquid silkiness of her internal self had captured him, surrounded him, and now bathed him in exquisite mind-numbing rapture.
Her movements now just as fluid as she, Joanne melted into him, against him, expertly, yet tenderly. Keith slowly driving into her as deeply as could, as fully as he'd ever been, becoming a part of her in one long loving thrust that claimed them both in spiritual union that surpassed anything either one of them had ever known before.
Only after long precious moments, unmoving, yet remaining joined in a newfound universe they'd created together, did they finally move and explore the vastness of pleasure that awaited them both.
As their coupling had begun, as easily and as smoothly as though they'd been making love for hours, so too was their mutually explosive climax. Before either was hardly aware of it, they were consumed in rapturous bliss that exploded within the minds eye, their universe of stars mingling in a cosmic display of such magnitude that for a moment, their spirits were indeed combined as only the two of them could be.
Keith felt as though he were floating, still fully aware of Joanne's presence as the silky softness of her being continued to caress and encompass him.
"You have but one wish. Make it now! Make it now!"
#
Keith felt the warmth of the morning sunlight coming through the partially drawn curtains, dancing upon his face. As his eyes opened, his vision blurred momentarily as he attempted to take in his surroundings. Finally it began to clear. Sitting next to his bed, Joanne sat with her head bowed forward, arms comfortably folded across her breasts, sleeping.
"Joanne?"
Strangely, Keith's voice sounded weak, thirsty. "Joanne?" he managed to say again, this time shaking her awake from her slumber.
"Keith? Oh my God Keith!" Joanne screamed rushing to his bed, screaming his name over and over, kissing his forehead before tearing out into the hallway screaming for someone to come to his room.
He smiled. She looked just like she always had. Beautiful and perfect as ever. He didn't need to look beneath the covers to know that his leg was gone. The vague impression of stepping out onto a landmine, the concussion, the spread of fiery shrapnel digging into his chest creasing him from the top of his collarbone in a diagonal across his heart.
Placing the tip of his finger on top of the hospital gown he was wearing, he knew exactly where the angry red slash began, and where it ended without even looking.
Joanne, beautiful, beautiful, Joanne stepped back into his room, her eyes filled with joyous tears, and a love Keith knew he would find with no other.
His wish had come true.
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As a teenager delivering pizza, I'd heard all the 'stories', which for the most part was all they were; about the delivery boys showing up at someone's door only to be met by a young, attractive, very naked woman. In the short period of time that I actually delivered pizza, I never once experienced anything even remotely close to something like that.
Years later, now working as a postal carrier, I'd heard the urban legends of the same type of stories, though usually on a much grander scale. Once again, during the five-year period that I spent delivering the mail, I never once encountered any such thing. Oh sure, I'd seen a few scantily clad women working out in their yards, some of which even made an effort to say hello, greeting me warmly as I handed them their mail. But the truth was, I never saw a naked woman, even in passing. Nor did anyone really flirt, or proposition me as I concluded my appointed rounds.
"Neither rain, nor sleet nor snow....nor a sexy, bare-assed naked beauty will keep me from my appointed rounds." I mused to myself as I enjoyed a beautifully warm summer day delivering the mail.
I'd recently been given a new route as the regular guy had retired. In a way, it was almost like being given a promotion, as it was a much easier route to deliver than those I had been doing. It was also in a much higher classed, upper neighborhood where everyone seemed to own BMW's, Jaguars, or Cadillac's.
I'd only been delivering this new area for a couple of weeks, just getting familiarized with everything when I had my very first 'experience', though some might say it really didn't count. The way I figured it though, anything that resulted in my seeing something I wasn't supposed to, counted. Even if it wasn't a direct come-on or "urban legend" flirtation.
Nearing the end of my day's deliveries, I had one last grouping of homes to deliver to. Parking my delivery van at the bottom of the street as I always did, I'd make my way up the long circular row of expensive homes, eventually working my way back to the van where I'd usually end my day well within the allotted time given me to have done so.
Just as I reached the halfway point in this semi-circular delivery, I'd started up the rather long walk towards the porch of a home that would easily have fit three of mine inside it. Two fairly tall hedgerows framed either side of the walkway as I approached. Because of that, I was totally unaware that anyone was working outside in the yard until I reached the mailbox near the door. Obviously, 'she' heard me as I passed by, standing up, addressing me as I did. Startled slightly, I spun towards the sound of her voice, dropping a couple of the catalogs I'd been carrying.
"Oh god! I'm so sorry! I didn't mean to scare you!" she said apologetically.
She was tall for a woman, taller than I was anyway by a couple of inches or so. She had long brown hair, though at the moment it was all twisted into a knot on top of her head. Almost immediately I took in the fact that she was wearing a pair of Levi short's that had been purposely cut, almost a little too short, revealing a pair of very long, shapely legs. But it was her bountiful breasts that I really had trouble keeping my eyes off of. She wore a loose fitting blouse, obviously something she felt comfortable wearing while working out in the yard. With one more button undone than was probably necessary, exposing a great deal of rather tempting cleavage. I wondered briefly if it had come undone by itself, with her unaware that had. Or...that she for whatever reason, enjoyed purposely showing off those magnificent full breasts. I decided on the latter.
I laughed at her comment to me. "No problem. It's the dogs sneaking up on me from behind that I have to worry about. Not the women."
Somehow that didn't come out the way I'd intended it to. She laughed causing me to blush slightly. As she did, I saw one of the magazine's I had dropped, suddenly flipping a bunch of pages as a mild breeze blew through it. Several of those loose post-card things suddenly began tumbling out and blowing across the yard. As I stooped over to retrieve them along with the magazine, she did the same. When she did, I got my very first "this one counts" view down her blouse at those lovely breasts. Braless, those twin beauties hung there briefly before my eyes. Gazing at those soft slopes, each capped with a slightly darker patch of skin hinting at even more lovely looking nipples, I had to force myself to look away in an effort to actually retrieve the magazines.
When I did, I caught her looking at me. She had to have known what I'd been looking at as I felt my face redden even more deeply. Having somehow snared the magazine, I automatically held it out to her. Looking at it as I did, she let out a brief laugh. Flustered enough as it was, I looked at it myself and saw that it was opened to a rather racy advertisement of a woman standing there wearing a sheer, lacy bra. About all I could do was look stupid and grin.
"Thank you," she said taking it from me. "Sure is a hot one isn't it?"
I was still looking at the advertisement. "Yeah...I guess you could say that," I replied, realizing she was talking about the weather and not the photo I'd been staring at. She laughed, this time making it obvious that she knew I hadn't been discussing the weather.
"It is amazing how far they've come in advertising. It hasn't been that long since they couldn't even show a woman wearing a bra on TV."
Feeling foolish, I continued to look stupid, still grinning. That, and glance towards her breasts as I did. Another button had come undone, and now I could see the edge of one of those dark nipples's winking at me.
"Well, I'd better get going," I said nervously beginning to turn away.
"Sure you wouldn't like something cold to drink first?" she offered.
I had a cold bottle of water waiting for me back in the van. I watched as she removed a handkerchief from her back pocket, using it to dab at the glistening sheen of perspiration that had gathered between her breasts.
"I need to finish my route first," I told her evasively, having no intention of returning.
I was forty-five minutes ahead of schedule. At worst, it would take me another fifteen minutes to finish. She smiled, her breasts heaved with each breath, even they seemed to be smiling at me.
"By the way...my names Samantha, though everyone calls me Sam."
"Nice to meet you Samantha...Sam," I corrected. "Call me Brian".
I remembered looking at her mail. Everything had been addressed to an "S. Davis". I wondered if the "S" stood for "Samantha, or Sam".
"I'm recently divorced," she said, answering my unasked question.
"I'm sorry."
"Don't be...he was a real shit. He got what he deserved," she added with a wicked smile on her face. "That's what I got for being a good little wife. Well...no more," she said with finality in her voice, though I considered her comment, wondering if there was some hidden meaning behind it.
"You like iced tea? Lemonade?"
"Either one would be great," I told her, though I was thinking I might need something a little stronger, like a Long Island iced tea as nervous as I was feeling at the moment.
"See you in a few then?" she questioned, pressing for my commitment.
"Sure. I'll be back just as soon as I can finish up."
"Good. Just come around back," Sam told me. "I'll be out on the patio with our drinks."
Glancing at my watch, I literally sprinted the remainder of my deliveries, finishing in record-breaking time. I felt a little silly pulling my mail truck into her driveway, but figured I wouldn't be there all that long. And anyone seeing it parked there would merely assume I was making a special delivery of some sort.
Walking around back as she'd instructed me to do, I was surprised to see her waiting for me. Not that she was, but that she had changed clothes, now wearing an even more revealing bikini. The fact that there was a beautiful, rather large pool didn't make seeing her in that attire any easier. I felt awkward as hell, especially sitting next to her in my Postal Carrier uniform.
"Would you like to go for a swim?" she asked.
I was tempted. Tempted as hell. And even not having any swim trunks obviously, didn't register with me at the time.
"Ah...no thanks. Maybe another time," I replied sheepishly.
"Was she coming on to me? Or was she simply being nice?" I thought silently. At the moment, I really had no idea for sure what she was doing.
She asked me about myself. How long had I been at the Post Office? Did I like it? Was I married? Any kids etc. I answered all of her questions truthfully; surprised she seemed genuinely interested in me.
"Coming up on six years now," I said. "Some days better than others." I'd said smiling. "No...not married, though I had been engaged once." Which basically answered the kids question without really responding.
Sam shifted in her chair, extending her legs a little. The movement of which drew my attention to them briefly of course. As she did, I saw the material of her bikini bottoms tightly clinging to her crotch, outlining in ways that made all rationalization of what I was staring at seem unimportant. Clearly outlined, wonderfully defined, her neither lips looked puffy, swollen...forming a perfect 'V' with the briefest outline of her pubic hair pressing against the thin material of her bright red bikini bottoms.
I had hardly touched my drink really. She'd made iced tea. I hated iced tea, but wasn't about to tell her that.
"It really is a hot one?" Isn't it?" Sam said standing up. My eyes followed her movement as she walked over towards the pool. "Sure you don't care to join me?" she asked almost teasingly.
I smiled, nodding my head "no". I expected that she would in all likelihood walk around to the other side of the pool at the far end where the diving board was. Which she did. I sat there preparing to watch her, secretly admiring those sun-tanned, incredibly long legs and that heart-shaped ass, made even more so by the bright red material of her swim wear.
What I didn't expect, now watching, as she reached around behind herself, undoing the bikini top still heading towards the diving board. Sam nonchalantly tossed it off to one side. Though I couldn't as yet see her breasts, I knew that momentarily, I was about to. The thought of which caused my cock to lurch excitedly inside my pants. Sam wasn't through shocking me though. When she reached the end of the pool, finally turning, allowing me to see those twin treasures, she once again stopped before climbing the three-step ladder to the board. Bending over, she shimmied out of the bottoms, tossing them somewhere behind her, and then stepped up onto the diving board. I took a rather long pull on the iced tea, not even tasting it as I sat there staring at her.
She 'posed' momentarily on the end of the board, bouncing slightly, which in turn bounced her tits wonderfully.
"I hate wearing a wet suit," she informed me, calling out to me across the length of the yard as though that explained everything.
"Why bother even wearing one?" I asked myself, continuing to see her testing the bounce on the board, which in turn allowed me to enjoy the bounce of her chest once again.
Satisfied, she took a few steps backwards, stopped, running forward, hitting the end of the board perfectly. For a brief moment, she hung suspended mid-air, looking much like a beautiful bird having just taken flight, now spreading her wings. As gravity took over, she descended into the pool making hardly a ripple as she entered the water. Just seeing her incredibly beautiful nude form slicing through water the way she did was breathtaking in itself. Before I knew what I was doing, I had stood and was clapping as she swam over towards my end of the pool.
"That was incredible!" I exclaimed as I offered her my hand, helping her up and out of the water. She took it, smiling at me.
"Thank you. I used to be on the diving team in college," she informed me. "Though it has been a few years since I was."
"Could have fooled me," I told her. "You did that perfectly."
I was still holding her hand even though she had stepped completely out of the pool by this time. Glancing over towards the table, I followed her gaze, realizing she was looking at the folded towels she had placed there. I let go of her hand as she walked towards it, picking one of them up and began drying her hair. I was somewhat surprised she hadn't used one in which to cover herself with. Not wanting to appear too obvious about my looking at her, I quickly made my way back to my seat and my near empty glass of iced tea.
"Would you like another?" she asked.
"Ah...sure."
"Why don't you follow me inside while I make some more then?" she asked, turning, heading back inside the house without waiting for a response from me.
Without a further word, I obediently did so. Watching that gorgeous naked ass as she entered the house reminded me that I was "aroused", and I quickly glanced down, horrified to discover not only a very obvious bulge protruding from in front of my slacks, but an equally obvious 'wet-spot' pointing directly to the accusing area.
"Fuck!" I said softly, catching myself, wondering as I did if I'd said it a little too loudly.
And I had.
"Something wrong?"
I thought I detected a hint of a snicker in her tone of voice as I hurriedly caught up to her, placing myself purposely behind the counter as she walked around the opposite side of it finally facing me.
Not knowing what else to say to even attempt to hide the obvious...I lied.
"I must have spilled some of my iced-tea," I told her feeling my face turning crimson.
Knowing full well where the supposed spill was, I watched in abject horror, mixed with a little nervous delight as Sam raised herself up on the counter, bracing her arms, pushing upwards to peer over the edge of it down towards me. She was grinning of course. Which didn't help matters. Though seeing those near perfect breasts suddenly swaying too and froe in front of me helped a little.
"How bad?" she questioned, looking.
"Not real bad...I'll live," I said glibly.
"Maybe you'd better take them off so I can rinse them out before they stain," she said seriously. "Tea stains are a lot harder to get out than people realize. Though other types of stains are no problem at all," she said looking at me directly a hint of a knowing smile spreading across her face.
"Did she know? Was I that stupid to think that she didn't?"
"No really...I'll be fine," I countered.
Samantha however procured a clean washcloth, immediately wetting it and then coming from around her side of the counter.
"Well at least let me rub it a little."
"What did you say?" I half stammered.
"Rub the spot out a little," she completed, just then reaching me.
Before I could even say another word in protest, she was dabbing at the spot in a circular motion with the cloth.
"This should help."
"Yeah...help make it worse." I said to myself. Which of course it did. The 'spot' not only got bigger as she applied tap water to it, but so did the bulge in my pants.
"Really...you should let me remove these."
Almost immediately, she began doing so before I could respond. Somehow I'd swallowed my tongue. As I felt her undoing my belt buckle, unzipping my pants, my erection sprang free like a cobra preparing to strike.
"Oh god!" I exclaimed in embarrassment.
"Well! What do we have here?" I heard her ask. But before I could say anything, I felt her velvet mouth suddenly encompass my shaft.
In one fluid motion, Sam engulfed me, drawing my hot-throbbing prick deeply between those smoothly sucking lips. I felt her hand cupping my balls, kneading them as softly as bread-dough as she fondled me, sucking me simultaneously. I next heard her giggle around my cock as my knees buckled.
"Would you like to come with me?" she asked.
Once again I wondered if I'd heard her right. Though at this point it really wouldn't have made any difference either way. As it was, I merely nodded my head yes to whichever question she'd actually asked me.
Standing up, releasing my prick with her mouth, she exchanged it for her hand however, leading me down the hall towards what I could only suppose was her bedroom. Which it was of course.
Sam crawled up into the spacious four-poster bed, beckoning to me. "Why don't you take off your clothes?" she mewed suggestively. And of course, I did that too.
In seconds, I was beside her on the bed where we found ourselves in a side by side, '69' position. As her mouth once again claimed my penis and began teasing it with tiny little nips and suckings, I probed her equally wet glistening split with the tip of my tongue, hearing a very satisfied moan as it escaped her lips, caressing my prick while I in turn tickled her clit with my tongue, amazed at how slick and juicy she was. Capturing her clit with my lips, sucking it like an extended nipple, I placed my finger between the lips of her femininity, feeling them adhere to it, sticking to it like glue. Her nectar was not only sweet to the taste, but frothy rich as my finger played in it, causing erotic, sensual squishy sounds to begin emanating from between her lips.
I probed her with my index finger, feeling her quim sucking my finger inside, like her mouth was currently doing to my prick. Her juices continued to flow freely, running down the inside of her thigh, soaking not only my face, but the sheets beneath us. Soon, her ass was smeared in this rich coating and I began to gently toy with the tiny puckered opening I found there. Tentatively at first, "testing the waters" so to speak, I then included my middle finger as I pressed it gingerly against that opening. I felt her stiffen slightly as she became aware of my explorations. The fact that she didn't warn me off, allowing me my 'play', I continued.
"Oh god...that feels good," she moaned softly around my cock.
"I'll say," I said simply, the flat of my tongue still probing inside her. What she was doing to my prick had forced me to concentrate more fully on what I was doing. The sensation of her lips as she licked, sucked, and caressed my straining shaft was driving me insane with desire and lust for this woman.
A moment later I felt my middle finger slip easily inside her up to the first knuckle. I remained there, teasing the inside of her ass, sucking her clit even more urgently than I had been until I felt her tiny contraction relax slightly. When it did, I pressed inside her a little deeper until my entire middle finger slid inside the opening of her ass. Here, I left it, unmoving for a moment until she could again find herself becoming used to the unexpected intrusion of her virginal ass.
Now I probed her pussy more deeply, more exploratory with my index finger until the sensation of having two fingers situated side by side, separated by only the thinnest membrane of tissue, finally registered within her mind.
"Oh fuck...that feels nice!"
I grinned, licking her clit, sucking it as my fingers began to dance together in perfect harmony with one another. I felt Samantha tense, but it wasn't a concerned tenseness that seized her, but one of mind-blowing surprise and wonder at the sensation that now accosted her as I began my double fingering of both openings simultaneously.
"Oh Brian! Brian! Please...Oh God, please don't stop!" she urged me passionately.
I wasn't about to of course; I could feel her pussy suddenly liquefy even more than it had been already. The fact that her orgasm was upon her before she'd anticipated it to be was a pleasured surprise...for both of us.
"Oh my God! Yes! Yes! Yes!" she repeated over and over again. I felt both her cunt, and anal muscles contract as her orgasm ripped through her. As her cry of ecstasy came, I had also captured her clit with my lips, sucking it furiously. Samantha froze as though solid, her back arched, her knees locked as she clenched in a massive seizure of petrified joy.



Having obviously released me, I continued to softly stroke her until the shivers finally played themselves out. Only then did I change positions, moving around behind her, 'spooning' her from behind. As she melted like butter against me, I continued caressing her breasts, toying with her still aroused nipples. My cock, rock hard, pressed itself against her exquisite ass.
"What the fuck did you do to me?" she groaned contentedly. "I don't think I'll be able to move for a week!" she added contentedly.
As we lay there together for several long, precious moments, basking in the afterglow of her pleasure, I felt her part her legs slightly, reaching down, grasping my prick. Placing it at the opening of her very wet, very succulent opening, I felt the head of my cock slide inside her as she moved back against me.
"Make love to me Brian," she near whispered. "Please...I want to feel you inside me."
#
At the sound of the phone ringing I opened my eyes. Staring briefly out the windshield of my mail truck, I glanced at my watch, answering as I did.
"Yeah?"
"You awake?" I heard Larry asking.
"Yeah...I'm awake."
Larry was my best friend and also worked for the Post Office. We'd made a pact some time ago to call one another after lunch where we both often took a little snooze break. That's what he was doing now...calling me to make sure I didn't over-sleep my lunch period.
"Ok...call me in an hour." he said. "My turn."
I grinned as I began to sort out the mail for the next and last portion of my route. I was looking very much forward to seeing her as I did now nearly every single day since I'd taken on this new area.
Making my way up the long walk to her door, I saw movement out of the corner of my eye, knowing she was working in the flower garden just off the side of one of the hedgerows. "Good afternoon," she said standing up.
I handed her, her mail.
"Afternoon," I said politely, smiling, turning away as she headed up the steps into her house.
"I wonder what the "S" really does stand for?" I asked myself. "Maybe one day I'd ask her."



        Friends

        A simple bet turns a friendship into much more.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/friends-26

Title: Friends

Author: Many Feathers

Category: Group Sex

Description: A simple bet turns a friendship into much more.

Tags: 

Series: Friends


Miranda had just turned twenty-one. With hazel blue eyes, soft blonde shoulder length hair, and a smile that made most men melt, Miranda had been looking forward to this particular weekend for quite some time.
Her two very best friends, Joey and Frank had been talking about taking her out for a night on the town for her birthday celebration. She had known Joey and Frank for years, never intimate with either of them, though they had certainly flirted and teased one another on several occasions. But beyond that, they'd remained simply friends, albeit very good ones. One thing that Miranda appreciated about both of them the most, was they could share and discuss nearly everything, trust one another to keep a confidence, and rely upon one another whenever there was need. They had both been by her side after her very hard breakup with her boyfriend Steven, something that had set her back on her heels for several weeks after discovering he'd been banging one of the women he worked with. Something that had been very traumatic for her to accept as she'd given her virginity to him shortly before discovering he'd been sleeping with another woman.
With everything she had recently been through, Miranda was looking forward to a fun-filled entertaining night with her two very best friends.
They had gone to one of the local restaurant/bars that was a very popular hangout. Starting out with a tall pitcher of Margaritas, one of Miranda's favorite drinks. She was soon into the swing of things, having a great time joking and laughing with her two friends. When it became known however that it was in fact her birthday, the custom of this particular place was to bring out the "party funnel" as it was called. Leaning back in her seat, one of the bartenders placed a long thin funnel just above her mouth while another stood on a tall chair pouring the contents of a specially designed birthday drink into the funnel. It was the challenge to see if anyone could keep up with the continual pour until the entire contents of the drink had been consumed. Not real high in alcohol content, it wasn't designed to make anyone sick or get stupidly drunk. And though she'd already had two glasses of Margaritas, Miranda felt more than up to the challenge.
Several other patrons began to gather around their table as the bartender began to pour the concoction down the funnel. Joey and Frank began chanting, "Go! Go! Go!" as she drank, miraculously keeping up with the continual pour. Spilling very little upon herself, though a large plastic bag had been draped around her to prevent ruining her clothing, the crowd began to cheer giving her a standing ovation for accomplishing a task that very few were able to keep up with.
"Impressive Miranda!" Joey said in congratulations to her. "Yes, it was...but I'd be willing to bet you couldn't do that again with a real drink!" Frank challenged.
"Well not now I couldn't!" Miranda admitted. "That was a lot of liquid! Maybe later," she left the challenge hanging.
"Yeah, right...maybe later," Frank teased. "Like I said, no way with a real drink!"
Though feeling good, Miranda was far from being drunk. But her inhibitions had flown out the window with the party atmosphere as well as having more fun than she'd remembered having in a long, long time.
"Put your money where your mouth is Frank! What are you willing to bet I can do it?"
"Ok..." Frank said grinning. "Twenty bucks says you can't!"
"That's it? Twenty bucks? Come on Frank, surely you can make this a little more interesting than that! Twenty bucks seems hardly worth it. Like I said, you're so sure I can't do it...lets really make it interesting!"
Joey perked up at that. "I'm in! So what if we lose Miranda?"
She considered that for a few moments, then grinned wickedly. "I win, the two of you have to come over and clean my entire apartment next weekend. And I mean clean it! Windows, floors, dusting mopping, everything!"
Suddenly Joey wasn't as enthusiastic as he was a minute ago. "I don't know Frank..." he began backing off worriedly.
"And what if we win then?" Frank challenged back.
"Name it!" Miranda told him.
Frank was now grinning even more broadly than Miranda had. "Anything?"
"Anything," she replied now wondering if perhaps she'd put her own foot in it as the expression on Frank's face told her he wasn't thinking about her doing any cleaning.
"Ok Miranda, here's the bet then. We lose, we clean your entire apartment. You lose, then you come with Joey and I up to my folks cabin next weekend."
Miranda stared at him. "And? That's it? Just come up to the cabin for the weekend?" Frank actually seemed nervous now as he obviously began mulling over the real meaning behind that. "Not exactly. You lose, you have to do whatever Joey and I want you to do with the two of us."
Miranda stared at her friend incredulously. They'd never been intimate with one another aside from that occasional flirting and horsing around which had included a few semi-erotic wrestling matches. But beyond that, there'd never been anything else.
"You can't be serious!" she replied thinking that he was in fact kidding around with her.
"Like you said Miranda, put your money where your mouth is!"
She sat back in her seat staring at him. It wasn't that Frank and Joey weren't attractive looking men, they were. Frank had a boyish look about him that was sexy as hell! He wore his dark hair long in a ponytail, stood a few inches taller than she, with alluring hazel green eyes that could penetrate a person's soul. Joey was the taller of the two with shorter light brown hair, but had the sculpture of a body-builder though he wasn't. More than anything, Miranda was concerned that getting involved sexually with either one of them might ruin their long-term friendship.
"If I do lose, which I won't by the way, both of you need to know this is a one time thing. I don't want it ruining our friendship," she added seriously. "But like I said, I have no intention of losing either. I expect to see the two of you showing up at my apartment bright and early Saturday morning ready to spend the entire weekend cleaning!"
Once again Joey appeared a little nervous at Miranda's self-confidence. That look convinced her.
"Ok, it's a bet!" she heard herself saying.
"Pinky swear it!" Frank responded.
In all the years they had known one another, none of them had ever broken a pinky-swear promise. As silly as it might have been, it was the one thing that had cemented their trust between them. Frank was taking this seriously, which meant that if Miranda really was going to go along with the bet, she'd have to swear to do whatever it was that Joey and Frank told her to do if she lost. Miranda held up her hand extending her pinky expecting Frank as well as Joey to wrap their own little fingers around hers. What she also realized as she did that however, the mere thought of what this bet meant if she actually did lose had caused her to become somewhat excited.
Frank as well as Joey couldn't help but notice that either. Miranda had luscious full breasts with rather large thick delicious nipples. Both of which had grown erect pressing fully against the tight tee shirt she had worn even through her bra.
Frank surprised her by extending his own pinky out, but rather than wrapping it around her own as she'd expected him to do, he placed it lightly on top one of her nipples causing her to flinch.
"That's not exactly my pinky finger!" she stated leaning back and away from him forcing Frank's finger to fall away from her breast.
"It is now...if you're really serious about the bet!" he challenged her again. "You can back out now if you want to Miranda. One last chance. Either put up, or shut up!"
By way of an answer, she leaned forward once again. "You might as well pinky-swear on my boob too Joey because I am serious! I'm looking forward to watching the two of you wearing rubber gloves and cleaning my toilet!"
#
Frank had given Miranda easy to find directions up to his parents cabin. As she pulled into the long drive heading towards it, she shook her head in disbelief that she actually really was going through with this. And she'd been so close to winning too! Nearly downing the entire pitcher of Margarita's, the bar tender who Frank and Joey had coaxed into helping them had just poured the last of the drink into the funnel when Miranda choked suddenly, her mouth pulling away with the last bit of drink suddenly drenching her. Shocked, she looked up to see both Joey as well as Frank looking just as stunned as she was initially until they both began grinning with the certain knowledge that their wildest fantasies were about to come true!
As Miranda pulled her car into the semi-circular driveway, Joey and Frank stepped out the front door of the cabin greeting her. Taking the overnight bag she'd packed, Frank actually leered. "You're really not going to be needing this," he said simply, then turned heading back into the cabin. Miranda followed, as did Joey who appeared considerably more nervous, almost embarrassed in fact than Frank had appeared.
She had heard Frank talk about his parents cabin before, but had never had the opportunity to see it though she'd actually been invited up on more than one occasion.
"Wow! This is pretty nice!" she admitted as she began following Frank up the spiral staircase leading up to the enormous upper floor. A large balcony overhung the downstairs sitting room where there was also an enormous fireplace that took up nearly the entire length of one wall. Reaching the top of the stairs, Frank gave Miranda a quick tour, sitting her bag down on one of the two twin beds inside the smaller of three bedrooms.
"Down the hall is the master bedroom," he said a bit suggestively with a wink and a smile, letting Miranda know as he did that Frank had every intention of holding Miranda to their bet. "In here is the upstairs shower, as you can see, it's easily big enough for four!" once again telling her as he showed her about that he as well as Joey had obviously been entertaining several naughty thoughts. Leading her into the main bedroom, Miranda saw that the enormous comforter had already been pulled down revealing black satin sheets covering the bed beneath it. Miranda actually walked over to the bed caressing the softness of them.
"Just for me?" she teased nervously herself. Frank nodded his head. "Just bought them for this occasion," he admitted. "Thought you might like them."
Miranda sat down on the bed. "Now what?" she asked a bit apprehensively. The boys turned looking towards one another.
"Well, like I said when you arrived. You probably won't need much of whatever you brought along with you. Joey and I will go back downstairs and fix us some drinks, get a nice fire going for this evening so you won't get too cold."
"Too cold?"
"Yeah, cause after we go downstairs, the first thing you're going to do is take everything off."
"Oh really!" Miranda smiled in disbelief.
"Yeah...really. For the remainder of the weekend, until its time to leave Miranda, you won't be wearing any clothing!"
Her grin disappeared. "You're serious? Nothing?"
"Nothing!" Frank confirmed as Joey nodded his own head in support of what the two boys must have discussed and agreed upon earlier. "So, we'll meet you downstairs whenever you're ready," he finished leading Joey back down the staircase.
Miranda wandered back into the small bedroom, sitting down on the edge of the bed as she began to contemplate that this weekend really was turning into a lot more than she'd anticipated that it might. She honestly wasn't sure she could go through with this, but as she sat staring down at herself, or more precisely her hand as it rested upon her thigh, she remembered the 'pinky-pledge' and knew that there was no way, no matter what those two came up with that would cause her to break her agreement. Miranda had no idea what actually might be in store for her, but she figured that whatever it was the boys had come up with, she could, and would show them that she wasn't as inhibited or afraid as they obviously thought her to be. With renewed determination to show both Joey as well as Frank that she honestly could handle whatever the two of them dished out, she stood and slowly began removing her clothes.
It had been a fairly warm summer. And though the evenings up in the mountains still tended to get a bit cool, it was hardly that now. Miranda stood looking down at herself. Her nipples were rock-hard, and not from any mountain chill. She realized that she really was aroused, just as she had been the night before as she'd sat grooming herself in the bathroom, trimming the downy-soft hair around her pussy. Miranda had been surprised to actually discover that she was as aroused as she'd been thinking about "the possibilities" she'd mused, wondering what her two friends might actually come up with and expect from her. And not that she hadn't in the past entertained her own private fantasies regarding the two of them, she had. But the fact they had never even come close to acting on any sort of intimate contact between them had her nervously wondering what the two of them would actually look like naked, and even more amusing, "how would the two of them interact with her when she was?"
Miranda had found herself extremely aroused considering the possibilities. She'd packed a small overnight bag including one very sexy, very revealing nightgown, along with another not quite as provocative, but certainly as sexy. She'd then gone into the bathroom, started the tub, and had begun trimming her pussy. Just doing that sent lusty shivers of excitement coursing through her.
Testing the water that had accumulated less than two or three inches, she lay down inside the tub. Miranda was horny! She smiled wickedly to herself. She hadn't done this in several months now. Placing herself beneath the faucet, Miranda spread her legs, resting one foot on either side of the tub. Adjusting the force of the water so that it wasn't too strong, she closed her eyes, grinning to herself as the play of the pulsating water fell upon her perfectly, teasing as well as stimulating her clit. Reaching down with her hands, Miranda spread her lips a part, revealing the hardness of her small little clit even more obscenely, where the water now kissed and caressed it with a cascade of warm bathing pleasures.
She'd experienced two quick little orgasms before settling in and really allowing the falling water to slap against her pussy for an extended length of time before allowing herself to finally succumb to a third, extremely intense climax. The fact that she actually was looking forward to the weekend, nervous a bit, but more curiously excited about what might actually occur between the three of them.
Miranda shook her head waking up from the erotic memory, forcing herself back into the present. Taking a deep breath, she steeled herself, pinching her taut nipples, feeling an erotic thrill shooting through each one when she did. Padding bare-feet, almost silently down the hall towards the balcony, she leaned against the railing looking down into the room below. As she did, she saw both men sitting on one of the couches looking up at her, smiling expectantly.
"Holy shit!" Joey exclaimed as though he'd honestly thought Miranda never would actually take her clothes off. "Damn baby...you're fucking beautiful!"
Miranda actually felt herself blush at the comment.
"Nice fucking tits!" he added with a low deep whistle as he sat there staring at her.
"Yes, they are!" Frank added gazing up towards her as well. "Miranda?"
"Yes?"
"Play with your tits!" Frank told her.
"What?" she asked mildly surprised.
"You heard me! Play with your tits!"
She stared at him, feeling both embarrassed as well as very self-conscious.
"Remember? The bet? You said 'anything!'"
She did, and she had. Closing her eyes so that she'd feel a little more comfortable, even though she was feeling extremely vulnerable at the moment, Miranda reached up cupping both breasts within her hands and stood there above them while the two young men watched as she began fingering her nipples.
"Oh yeah, that's good!" Frank urged her on in continuing. "Now...lick them!"
Miranda's eyes popped open.
"Ah huh...you heard me, now lick them!"
Miranda cupped one of her breasts within her hands, lifting it, allowing her tongue to snake out tentatively teasing her nipple. Erotic shivers coursed through her, she could feel the wetness gathering between her legs as the outright decadence of standing there in full view while she stood licking her own nipples was wickedly appealing!
"Tell her to play with her pussy!" Joey implored Frank to ask her to do. He laughed.
"Joey, I'm not the only one that can tell her to do stuff you know. She has to do whatever you tell her to do too remember?"
Joey let that thought settle in for a moment, almost surprised when it did that he had the same power over Miranda that Frank had. "Oh yeah...cool!"
Miranda soon alternated, now cupping and licking her right breast as the boys continued to watch her.
"Now...play with your pussy too!" Joey finally told her finding his own voice. Once again Miranda couldn't help but open her eyes, looking back down into the room as though seeking confirmation they had really asked her to touch herself.
"You heard him!" Frank confirmed a second later. "We want to see you play with yourself!"
Miranda certainly had masturbated, frequently in fact...especially lately. But she had never in her entire life ever done so in front of anyone before. Not even her ex-boyfriend Steven though he'd once suggested that she do so for him. Miranda hesitated.
"Come on Miranda!" Frank pressed softly.
"It might be easier for me to do that if the two of you were naked as well you know!" she blurted boldly, trying to buy some time, wondering if in fact either one of them would actually take off their clothing, or if all this was just some big bluff to see if they could actually get her to do things they'd really never intended or dreamed she would actually do. Which is when Frank stood up off the couch and began removing his clothes.
"I was just about to do that anyway!" he yelled up at her. Seeing that Frank was indeed stripping down, Joey stood and began removing his own clothing as well. Soon, each of them was as naked as she, sporting magnificent hard erections as they once again sat down on the couch.
"Now...where were we? Or actually...where were you?" Frank teased. "Something about touching yourself I believe?"
Trapped, with nowhere to go from here, she did. Lowering her hand, Miranda allowed her fingers to slip just inside the moist warm folds of her flesh. Only somewhat surprised at herself for actually doing so, she was heated and aroused just enough that the initial shock that she could be doing such a thing in front of someone, especially her two friends, wasn't nearly as bad as she'd at first thought it would be. In fact, she found herself getting quite a kick out of the look on their faces as she began finger-fucking herself, actually enjoying the exquisite sensations that rapidly inflamed her pussy as well as her desire. Looking down into the room, she was just as equally pleased to see that both Joey and Frank sat there masturbating themselves, though appearing to do so without so much purpose as mindless automation as their eyes remained riveted on her as she continued to explore herself, now doing so with much more abandon that she had been.
"Make yourself cum too!" Joey now added really getting into this. "I want to see you make yourself cum!"
As good as she was feeling, Miranda knew her own body. To merely stand there fingering her slit, occasionally rubbing her clitoris wasn't going to easily get herself off. There was a lot more she enjoyed doing when she really got serious about pleasuring herself. She would have to lower her own inhibitions even more if she was going to do that, allow herself to somehow block her two voyeurs out of her own mind if she was seriously going to allow herself the pleasure of experiencing an actual climax. Sure...she could fake having one, but even that as she only briefly considered it seemed in violation of their agreement. Something as simple as pretending to climax as opposed to actually doing so was something that in her mind, the 'pinky-promise' also covered.



Watching Joey and Frank jerking themselves off helped however. And the distance still between them gave her newfound courage to actually begin doing as they'd now asked. Miranda began lightly slapping her lips with the tips of her fingers, knowing full well that this would begin to build the desired sweetness she needed in order to achieve orgasm. When the intensity was just as she liked it, Miranda increased both the rapidity as well as the pressure upon the lips of her cunt as she now palmed herself, a combination of both cupping as well as slapping her outer, as well as inner lips.
"Oh God!" she actually moaned, forgetting herself, as well as momentarily forgetting she had an audience.
"Fuck yes Miranda! That's it baby, slap that pussy!" Joey called out excitedly.
Miranda soon reached that level of pleasure where only then did she switch tactics upon herself, now driving the middle finger of her right hand deeply inside the wet slick passage of her split. Simultaneously, she pumped her finger inwards, lifting as she did to ensure that her swollen clitoris was being equally stimulated, her left hand now pinching, twisting, and pulling upon the inflamed nipple of her right breast.
"Yeah baby! Yeah! Shit yeah!" she heard Frank near yelling as she spiraled closer and closer towards climax. Miranda felt the numbness come, felt the initial tingles of electricity as they discharged somewhere deep inside her soul, extending out to visit briefly with each nipple, especially the one she now held firmly between two fingers, gripping it vise-like, pulling on it and extending it outwards almost to the point of pleasured-pain. Only then did she feel the abundance of creamy nectar seem to explode inside her passage. The warmth, the pearly liquid now cascading forth to bathe her pummeling hand and fingers.
"Oh God! Oh God! Oh God! I'm cumming!" she actually screamed, feeling her knees weaken as she at last let go of her breast, grasping the railing for support as she allowed her body to surrender to the sweetness that now enveloped her almost too sensitive clit.
Miranda exploded with ecstasy. Though finally removing her hand from deep within her split, she found herself rubbing the smoothness of her skin, her puffy swollen lips against the polished wood-grained railing as though still fucking her lover as the spasms of her orgasm slowly diminished.
"Fuck that was nice!" Frank finally exclaimed as Miranda at last collected herself, once again standing straight, feeling the flush of both embarrassment as well as the ebb of unbridled excitement filling her cheeks.
"Now...come down here baby. Joey and I have something for you to do!" he leered wickedly.
#
By the time Miranda's bare foot touched the floor after making her way slowly down the stairs, Joey and Frank had stood, walking over to meet her. Before she knew it, Frank was kissing her, his lips pressed hotly, passionately against her own. Miranda succumbed to the kiss, swimming in it, her eyes closing of their own accord as she allowed Frank's tongue to playfully caress and tease her own.
The feel of Joey's lips suddenly encircling one of her nipples merely ignited the not yet cold embers of her passion. Feeling his lips gently sucking her nipple made the kiss she was experiencing with Frank all the more sensual. When at last their kiss broke, she wasn't at all surprised to find Joey waiting his turn to kiss her, nor upon doing that, the feel of Frank's lips now capturing the nipple of her previously neglected breast.
As far as Miranda was concerned, she was merely content to stand there, take turns kissing each man, and enjoy the delicious sensation of having her breasts licked and tickled simultaneously.
"Fuck I'm horny!" Joey finally exclaimed, unable to keep his own passion from reaching the boiling point. Frank laughed.
"Yeah, me too. Come on Miranda, lets head back over to the couch now."
Each of them took one of her hands, leading her towards it as though fearful she would come to her senses and make some attempt at fleeing away. Which was the furthest thing on her mind at the moment. Aroused more than she'd ever been before in her entire life, Miranda was excitedly curious to see just what the two men had in store for her, and more importantly perhaps, just how far they were planning on taking things.
Up until this very moment, Miranda had not really gotten a good look at either man's cock. As Joey led her towards the couch, sitting down, she was able to see that his prick was not quite as long as Frank's was, though it did appear to be a little thicker around.
"What do you want me to do?" Miranda asked as it became evident that Joey was leading up to something.
"Baby, something I've been dying to do for a long time now. What I'd like is, for you to jack my cock off with those beautiful tits of yours!" Miranda almost laughed. It had been one of the first things her "ex" had requested of her too.
"What's with men and their fantasy to rub their cocks between a woman's breasts anyway?" she asked jokingly.
"Well just look at them Miranda! They're beautiful! That's why!"
Joey had already begun to reach for a nearby bottle of baby oil. Once again, this was something the two men had probably already discussed and planned for earlier. Kneeling before him on the floor, Miranda held her large breasts together surrounding Joey's prick as he began pouring a generous amount of baby oil all over her breasts as well as his cock.
"What about you?" she asked Frank already having a pretty good idea of what it was he wanted.
"While you're doing that, I want you to suck my dick!" he informed her.
Miranda laughed, "Figured as much," she said smiling as Frank stepped over closer towards her where she enthusiastically drew a good portion of his long hard cock between her lips.
"Oh fuck! That's nice Miranda! Those tits of yours feel great against my cock!" Joey exclaimed shuddering with obvious excitement as she continued to press her breasts together moving them slowly up and down the length of Joey's penis with a great deal of help from the overabundance of baby oil.
"Sucks cock pretty good too!" Frank added with a bit of breathlessness in his own voice, which Miranda found herself getting off on in knowing that both men were extremely aroused, highly turned on by the sensations she was giving each one of them.
Though she had recently climaxed, Miranda soon found herself becoming aroused all over again listening to the erotic sounds as both men moaned and groaned their pleasures as to what she was doing to them, enjoying the fact now that she was.
"Oh fuck Miranda, I'm gonna shoot a ton of cream all over these tits of yours!" Joey announced pleasurably.
Miranda removed her mouth from around Frank's prick in order to give Joey her undivided attention. He really was close, and she knew it. Without so much as a word in protest, Frank allowed this brief intermission, perhaps curious himself to see Joey pour his hot semen all over their friends breasts.
"Go for it buddy!" he urged Joey. "Spill it dude, shoot it all over her tits!"
Perhaps hearing that brought him right up to the edge. "Go ahead Joey, squirt it all over these nice big titties!" she told him in the sultriest voice imaginable. "Give it to me baby! Let me feel all that nice hot cream running down my tits!"
That did it. Hearing Miranda urging him on as she had, Joey groaned, arched his back as the first massive spurt from the head of his prick shot straight up into the air splashing against Miranda's chin.
"Oh yeah! Oh yeah! More baby, More!" Miranda coaxed jackhammering Joey's cock now as rapidly as she could all the while keeping a nice firm hold on him with her breasts. Joey continued to pour what almost appeared to be gallons of thick hot cream against her chest, her breasts suddenly coated in the thick creamy goo, which she now began using as additional lubricant though her tit-fucking motions began to gradually slow, as did the outpouring of Joey's orgasm.
"Holy shit Miranda!" he finally managed, still breathless and enjoying the way Miranda's cum covered boobs looked.
"You liked that huh?" she said with a giggle, actually finding the whole experience extremely erotic, if not wickedly delightful to have seen as well as felt.
Miranda now turned her attention back towards Frank, reaching out with both her hand as well as her mouth in order to pick up where she'd left off. To her surprise, Frank backed away just out of reach.
"What are you doing?" she asked.
"No...what are you doing?" Frank asked her back.
"What do you mean?"
"Tell me. Say it...what are you about to do?"
Curiously Miranda looked directly into Franks face. In all the years she'd known him, she'd never seen this half-crazed expression before.
"I'm going to suck you," she said somewhat uneasily.
"Suck what?" he prompted her again.
"Your dick."
Frank pulled away just out of reach once more. "Not good enough baby. Say it like you mean it. Tell me what it is you want to do to me," he smiled looking a little more like himself.
Not exactly frightened by this change in his demeanor, Miranda was still taken off balance by it, but finding that she was even more aroused now than she'd been moments ago.
"Ok," she began. "I'm going to fucking suck your cock off Frank. Is that what you wanted to hear?"
"Something like that," he said grinning. "And what are you going to do with my cum baby?" he asked.
"What would you like me to do with it?" she asked back.
"Swallow it," he groaned allowing Miranda to finally place the tip of her tongue on the sensitive tip of his prick. "Now tell me..." he said still moaning as Miranda pulled the head of his cock inside her mouth speaking as she did.
"I'm going to suck your cock off until you squirt inside my mouth baby. Then I'm going to fucking swallow every delicious drop of it!" she added, suddenly clamping her mouth around him in a nice tight squeeze that buckled his knees.
"Oh fuck Miranda! You really do suck a mean cock!" he told her delightedly.
Miranda had begun stroking him with her hand, teasing him with her tongue as well as all but swallowing the length of his shaft in between doing that. Standing before her as he was, Frank placed his hands upon her head for support, but was soon beginning to pull on her hair, fucking her face as his orgasm began to rapidly approach. She could feel his balls beginning to tighten, knowing as they did that he would soon be pouring his cream down her throat. But she had one more little surprise waiting for him too, one that she was reasonably sure he'd enjoy. Using her free hand, Miranda managed to swipe up quite a bit of the excess baby oil still covering her breasts. Placing her finger just at the opening of Frank's ass, she pushed, her finger suddenly, easily sliding up inside his rectum. Almost immediately Frank shivered and she knew that she was about to receive his hot creamy spunk.
"Fuck! I want to see it Miranda! Let me see it shoot inside your mouth baby!"
Reluctantly, Miranda removed her mouth from around Frank's prick, though keeping it open and cheating a little as she continued to tickle it with the tip of her tongue. Her finger continued to worm around up inside his ass as her other hand continued pumping his long hard prick up and down as she felt the mushroom head of his prick suddenly expand before releasing the first torrent of Frank's joy-juice.
"Oh fuck! Here...it...cums!" he announced, glancing down as Miranda opened her mouth even wider than before so that he could watch the cum leap from the head of his prick squirting into the hungrily waiting passage between her succulent lips.
Frank too seemed to expel a massive quantity of cream from his prick, finally forcing Miranda to swallow, which she now did and included wrapping her lips more fully around his prick as she strained towards sucking him fully and completely dry. A short time afterwards, Frank forcibly pulled away from her, staggering back over towards a nearby chair where he collapsed unceremoniously, exhausted, drained as well as being pleasantly surprised.
"God Miranda! You really do give one hell of a blowjob!" he said complimenting her.
"Why thank you!" she grinned, allowing a little of the excess cream to dribble from the corner of her mouth where she then licked it up with her tongue, showing it to him briefly before closing her mouth, tasting the salty-tartness of Frank's final spurting as she swallowed it.
If she hadn't been horny before, she certainly was now! But as both men had just spent themselves, Miranda was reasonably sure it would be a considerable period of time before either one of them was ready and able to satisfy any of her now burning desires.
"Well now, how about that drink?" she questioned. "Perhaps by then, the two of you will be ready to go again," she added hopefully. Both men were smiling.
Frank reached over towards the end table where he was sitting and held up a small box.
"I think we've got that covered," he said with a shit-eating grin on his face. Miranda quickly read the label.
"Viagra? Isn't that just for guys who can't get it up?"
"Not exactly," Frank told her. "It's also great for keeping it up," he told her, "Even after you've cum!"
Miranda noticed. Though each of them had just barely finished climaxing, Joey was already rock-hard again, and even Frank's prick seemed to be rejuvenating right before her very eyes.
"Well I'll be!" she exclaimed in surprise.
"Yes you will," Joey grinned back at her.
"Will what?"
"You'll be fucked nice and hard very soon here!" Frank finished for him. "But first, lets have those drinks!"
#
It actually felt pretty good just sitting there laughing and joking with her two friends much like they always did. But this time of course, they were all doing so naked. Even so, Miranda felt comfortable, and though she had calmed somewhat, the wetness between her legs remained as a constant reminder that she was reasonably still horny too, and was hopeful that soon the two men would provide her with some real necessary relief.
"Lets go upstairs," Frank suggested. "Perhaps a nice hot showers in order," he recommended.
That did seem like a good idea. Joey's cream had by now dried and caked all over her breasts. And though she'd enjoyed the feel of it squirting against her, it had now begun to flake as well as causing her skin to crinkle. Added to that, the thought of the two men washing and soaping her sounded very appealing.
"Good idea!" Miranda told them both, sprinting towards the stairs as both men quickly gave chase following behind her.
#
As she had anticipated and hoped for, they'd begun by soaping one another up. Miranda enjoyed the feel of two sets of hands tenderly caressing her, exploring her from head to toe. They had of course lingered a considerable length of time, soaping, and re-soaping her breasts. But she didn't mind it at all as they had once again become tenderly aroused, her nipples swollen, erect and yearnfully in need. She also enjoyed the feel of both pricks, one now in each hand as she stood there stroking them both simultaneously, hands...fingers teasing and exploring her pussy, ass, as well as her breasts.
"God...I need to be fucked!" she suddenly announced surprising herself. "Who wants to go first anyway?"
"Be my guest Frank," Joey allowed. "I'd like to watch for a moment or two anyway," he grinned.
Frank nodded his head, then turned towards Miranda. "I'll want you to do something special for me," he told her.
"What?"
"I'll tell you when its time," he said.
She looked at him curiously, but didn't continue with the thought. Frank positioned himself on the floor of the shower as the warmth of it continued to pulsate, beating down upon her back as she took up a position to straddle him there on the floor. Joey quickly slid in beside them to watch immediately locating one of her breasts were he began fondling and tweaking one of her hard stiff nipples.
Easing her very wet slit down over the entire length of Frank's shaft, she allowed one or two slow easy strokes until she'd accommodated him fully, feeling the lubrication of her pussy as it bathed the length of his prick now resting fully and deeply inside her. She began to ease upwards in preparation for beginning what she hoped to be a nice long, yet hard fuck.
"Ok Miranda, this is what I want you to do now," Frank said freezing her in place.
She halted her motion mid-stride, once again settling herself back down upon his cock where she felt the fullness of him filling her completely. She looked at him expectantly, waiting for him to finish.
"Pee!" was all he said.
"What?" Miranda was sure she hadn't heard him correctly. "What did you just say?"
"What I said was...I want you too pee, just like you are, sitting on me with my cock buried inside you. Think you can do that?"
For the first time, Miranda truly was speechless. She sat for a long moment contemplating his request, not at all sure this was one she really could comply with.
"You're serious?"
"Very. Think you can do it?" he now asked with a pleading tone of voice that was both sincere as well as highly aroused.
"I don't know...maybe," she actually considered. She had had a considerable amount to drink, and hadn't gone as yet though she had felt the urge earlier just before stepping into the shower. As there hadn't been any privacy however, she'd fought off the urge, especially as it hadn't become so intolerable that she couldn't wait to actually do so later. "You really want me to pee on you with your cock up inside my pussy?"
"Say cunt," he corrected. "It's a little naughtier word and I love hearing a woman say it, especially when she's excited."
Miranda actually laughed though she was already blushing at the vulgar, yet wickedly interesting request she'd just been given.
"So...you want me...to pee on your cock while it's fucking my cunt. Is that it?"
"That's about it!" Frank shot back at her. "The question is, can you do it?"
"To be honest Frank, it's not exactly something I've ever considered doing before, I'm not even sure I can do it under the circumstances," she admitted openly to him.
"Will you at least try Miranda? I'd really enjoy feeling it. It's always been one of my biggest fantasies, and one that I never believed I'd ever get a chance to do. But...since you did agree to 'anything', I thought this might be the best chance I'd ever have of actually experiencing it!"
"Well, no promises. But ok...I'll try. If that's what you really want me to do," she said still skeptically.
"Oh, I do! I really, really do!" he implored her.
Miranda began to concentrate, though finding it very hard to do so with a thick hard prick shoved up her pussy.
"Don't move! This is hard enough as it is!" she said. Frank giggled.
"What? My cock? Or you trying to pee on it?" "Both!" Miranda laughed back, then felt the first tiny trickle of urine as it escaped. "Damn! Maybe I can after all!" she exclaimed in surprise, once again concentrating, suddenly feeling the force of the tiny trickle increase until she was letting out a full stream of hot steamy urine.
"Fuck!" Frank moaned audibly. "God Miranda! You're doing it!"
"She's really peeing on you?" Joey suddenly asked trying to get a look-see as she did.
"Oh hell yes...God Joey, you really should try this some time! It feels fucking great!"
"Yes...it does actually," Miranda found herself saying, "There's something vulgarly obscene about it that is really becoming quite a turn on to me!"
Miranda began frigging her clit, teasing it with the tip of her finger, spreading herself a part with one hand while she rubbed the pearly nubbin of flesh, still managing to loose a stream of urine around Frank's hard swollen cock that now throbbed, bobbing back and forth inside her tight wet opening as she continued peeing upon him.



"Getting any easier?" he asked.
"No. But in a way, it's helping to make it last a lot longer too. That, and trying to concentrate on two...no, make that three things at once here is extremely interesting!"
Miranda was swirling her clit rapidly now as Joey stepped behind her, cupping both of her full breasts within his hands, beginning to knead and toy with her thimble sized nipples.
"Oh yeah, that's nice Joey! Now, pull on them a little harder, sort of pinch them a little."
He began doing that. "Oh yes perfect! Just keep playing with them just like that!" she instructed him.
"Ok Frank...NOW you can fuck me!" she all but begged him as she continued to squirt his cock, rubbing her clit, and enjoying the sensation of his hard firm shaft as it began thrusting upwards even more deeply inside her.
Before she even knew what was happening, Miranda began to climax. She felt that familiar little tingle, followed almost immediately by an earth shattering explosion that took her completely by surprise. It had swept upon her with amazing speed, and even more surprising intensity. Perhaps it had been her concentration and focus, the additional stimulus of Frank's penis bobbing back inside her pussy at the same time, as well as Joey's hands and fingers that had been skillfully toying with her super-sensitive breasts and nipples. Whatever the reason, Miranda allowed herself to cry out with delicious joy, the scream finding its own way out of her throat as thousands of tiny little white stars suddenly exploded inside her head.
She might have passed out momentarily, she wasn't really sure. Frank hadn't cum yet, and was still slowly thrusting in and out of her pussy, though it was obviously not his intent to climax, more than simply allowing her a nice easy way to slowly come back down from wherever it was she'd flown away to.
"What do you say we all towel off and head into the bedroom? I know that Joey here is dying to have his cock sucked, and I for one wouldn't mind eating a little pussy. In fact...I want to eat a whole lot of this pussy!" he said thrusting quickly inside her half a dozen times. "And maybe we'd better do that soon before I decide to finish off inside you, right here...right now!" he added once again fucking her pussy another two, three quick times.
"I don't know Frank. Keep doing that, and I just may keep you here, I'm already getting close to another one!"
"Hey!" Joey exclaimed with a frown on his face. "I think the two of you have been having all the fun. Now it's my turn!" he nearly demanded.
"I think we'd best go," Frank whispered to her. "Before poor Joey explodes!"
And Miranda saw by the looks of things, that he very well easily could too!
They soon found themselves in the bedroom, sprawled comfortably upon the soft satin sheets. As Frank had wanted to do, he'd positioned himself between Miranda's legs, spreading them, and spent a good deal of time simply gazing at her sweet luscious quim. Eventually, he began to softly lick her there, taking time to introduce his tongue to her semi-hidden clitoris before exposing it even more fully with his fingers, giving her a much more proper welcum.
By now, Joey had knelt down beside her head on the bed, where Miranda had turned taking his rock-hard shaft into her mouth, sucking him and taking the fullness of him near-completely inside her throat.
"God...she really does suck cock nicely doesn't she?"
"Hell yes she does!" Frank answered, the flat of his tongue still embedded within the fur-lined groove of her split sounding thick-tongued even as he spoke. "And her pussy sure tastes sweet as hell too!" he added giving her a nice long lingering stroke of the tongue, ending with his lips just capturing her clit, sucking it briefly. Miranda moaned, moaned around Joey's cock giving his prick an unexpected thrill.
"Whatever you just did to her...do it again! I liked what she just did to my prick when you did whatever the hell it was you just did!"
After that, it became a bit of a 'tag-team' match. Just when Miranda thought she was about to explode, the guys would exchange places, and suddenly everything would start up from square one again. With Joey now licking her pussy, the sensation slightly different than the way Frank tickled her split with his tongue, but just enough differing interest to keep it constantly exciting as she'd readjust to the new style and technique. Even the subtle differences in the guys cocks, size...shape, was enough to add additional stimulus to her own reawakened arousal level, which was constantly shifting, continually escalating so that Miranda knew that in time, she would soon orgasm no matter who was going down on her. Her pleasures had already intensified to the boiling point enough as it were, so that now she was straining with the effort to force Frank's cock to erupt the moment she felt her own pussy liquefy in pleasured release.
Seconds later, Miranda was doing just that. And as she began to spiral up somewhere towards the stars, she knew in an instant that this was going to be one of those very 'special' ones she so rarely had too. She thought briefly of actually warning poor Joey what he was in for, but as the ecstasy took over, she decided to let him discover it for himself.
Miranda moaned, felt not just the additional rush of lubrication further moisten her pussy, but the mind-numbing torrent of female cum-cream as it erupted much like a volcanic lava flow, spewing forth from deep within her cunt, the walls of her vagina suddenly expelling a torrent of rich, frothy female cum cream. The sound of Joey's elated surprise reaching her ears, but his tongue now stabbing, penetrating her even deeper as he began to devour the honey-sweet nectar that continued to shoot out of her own pussy, and into his hungrily sucking mouth.
Hearing as well as seeing all this was the final straw for Frank's throbbing prick. With Miranda's sweet lips nearly driving him insane, he strained, feeling the first pressured release of jisim as it shot from the tip of his prick, flooding her mouth. Greedily, she began swallowing each and every spurt of his fluid as he continued pumping in into her, matching the force and tempo of her own female ejaculations which she too continued to produce, near drowning poor Joey as he struggled to drink from the fountain of her youth.
Soon after they all collapsed upon the bed, drained, exhausted from their exertions. The mixture of fluids so having saturated the sheets that there wasn't anything BUT a wet spot to roll around in.
"I think...it's time we fixed some dinner, got something to eat before we start things up again," Frank announced.
"I think we're all going to need our strength later," Miranda agreed.
Joey smiled, "You can say that again. Hell, we've only scratched a few items off of our list!" he blurted out.
"List? What list?" Miranda asked. "You mean to tell me you guys actually got together and made a list of things you wanted to do? Where is it anyway?" she asked.
They headed downstairs where Frank pulled a steno pad that had been stuck beneath a pile of magazines sitting on the coffee table. Miranda began thumbing through the binder, her eyes suddenly becoming wide on occasion, smiling on others.
"What's the bananas for?" Joey grinned broadly.
"Tomorrow, we thought it might be nice to turn you into a banana split!" Frank laughed, enjoying his own joke.
"Well, that certainly explains the Maraschino Cherries too then!" she added scanning the list, which is when she noticed the title at the top and laughed. "Miranda things to do list?"
"What can I say?" Frank smiled. "We've been thinking about this a lot!"
"I can see that. Anyone have a pen I can borrow?" Miranda asked.
"What for?"
She grinned. "Well actually, there's one or two things I'd like to try as long as we're here. Hell, after everything we've just experienced, I guess now's the time to find out about a few things as long as we're all willing participants!"
Miranda began to write as both Joey and Frank crowed around her to see what it was she put down.
"Fuck me!" Joey exclaimed after reading one or two of her comments.
"Only if you've got a strap-on I can borrow," Miranda told him. "Perhaps we'll try that next time!"
"Well, lets see about that dinner, how about some wine to go along with?" Frank asked her. "Steak ok?"
"Sounds delicious!" Miranda responded stretching out on the bear rug that was situated in front of the ready to light fire. "And what's for dessert after that?"
"You are!" both men said nearly in unison. Right where you are in fact!" Frank added. "It's going to be a very long, very exhausting evening I'm afraid."
"Hope you brought plenty of those little blue pills with you," Miranda teased back. "And...plenty of KY jelly for me. I think I'm going to need it!"
"Right behind you there on the floor," Joey said pointing. "Like we said earlier, we planned for a lot of this already."
"I can see that!" Miranda grinned, easing a teasing finger up her split as the boys stood their gaping at her. "You'd better hurry up with dinner, or I might just start without you," she quipped still delicately fingering her rapidly moistening quim.
"Go right ahead," Frank told her. "In fact Miranda, I want to see you play with yourself while we're fixing dinner. Which reminds me, I bought you another present today. Something I really think you'll enjoy."
"What's that?" she asked.
Frank reached down beneath the counter producing a rather nice-sized box. "Sorry it's not gift-wrapped or anything," he said handing it to her. She gapped at it and laughed.
"You know, I've always wanted to try one of these."
"Well now's your chance!" Joey said chiming in. "Like Frank here said, lay back, enjoy yourself while we fix dinner and enjoy watching you!"
Miranda sat back resting her head against the seat of the couch. Lifting the white-colored toy from its box. "Hmm, The Butterfly," she read. "Interesting!" She noticed that what appeared to be a butterfly spreading its wings would seemingly fit perfectly next to her clit with the length of the vibrating toy itself being buried deeply inside her.
"That's why I got it for you," Frank spoke. "Thought you might enjoy trying it out. And besides, it's another one of those things on the list there," he added with an evil wink.
"I must have missed that one," she replied still turning the new toy over in her hands. "What are these beads for anyway?" she asked noticing that a portion of the penis shaped toy had a section of beads showing through a see-through portion of the dildo.
"Oh...those rotate while it's inside you," Joey explained.
"Oh really?"
"Go ahead, try it out Miranda!" he told her. "Dinner's going to be a while yet, so you just might as well give it a test-drive."
"Think I'll do just that," she said turning the fuck-toy on. "Oh my...powerful isn't it?" she said feeling it come a live in her hand. "Shit guys...I won't even need you two after being given this!"
"Well, maybe not after this weekend, but as long as you are here...you still have to do whatever we tell you to do remember?"
"Ah huh..." Miranda purred as she began slipping the joystick inside her now pulsating pussy.
#
After dinner along with several more glasses of wine, Frank had gotten a nice warm fire going that soon made the room almost uncomfortably warm, though the night had cooled considerably. He had also shut off all the lights so that the only source of lighting now came from the fire that the three of them were lying in front of.
"So...what's next?" Miranda asked, already feeling her desire return, as had the guys with the help of the supply of little blue pills they'd been so thoughtful in bringing a long. Frank's cock was already hard and firm with the expectation of things to come. She lazily reached over and began toying with Joey's, which soon began to rise back to its full stiff size as well.
"Where's that KY?" Frank asked. "Cause we're at the place where we're really going to need it!"
"How so?" Miranda asked.
"Well, lets just say we're about to fuck you simultaneously," Frank told her. "Remember Miranda, you agreed...'anything'!"
Now she was a little nervous and a bit apprehensive. "You're really going to make me do this aren't you?" she asked them.
They were both grinning, already fisting their cocks with eager anticipation.
"Ok, so where is the KY jelly again?"
Joey quickly located it, passing it over towards Miranda. Frank began rolling a condom over his prick, soon after applying a generous helping of the KY to his now condom covered cock.
"How we going to do this?" she asked curiously.
"Probably the best way first is for Joey to lie down. Once he has, then you go ahead and climb up on top of him. Once he's inside you, just hold still and let me take things from there," Frank explained.
"Ok...but slow and easy though alright? I've never had a cock inside my ass before Frank, and I'll be honest with you. Pinky swear or no, I'm still not sure I'll be able to do this!"
"Well, as long as you give it an honest try Miranda, then I think the pinky-oath will have been fulfilled. But I'm reasonably sure that this'll work. And I promise, I will take things slow and easy! Just don't freak out or get too anxious about it. If you need me to stop and hold still for a minute or two, just say so and I will. But eventually, you'll get used to it and will be able to take more and more of my cock up inside your ass."
Somewhat fearful even then, Miranda mounted Joey's prick feeling it slide easily inside her. Once he'd buried himself to the hilt, she felt Frank applying yet another liberal helping of KY to her still very tight anal opening. He knelt behind her, easing just the tip of his finger inside her where he continued to further coat and lubricate her ass, as well as gingerly beginning to stretch and expand the passage.
"Hmm, that's not so bad," Miranda admitted as she enjoyed the tickle of his finger inside her, especially with Joey's cock resting comfortably and fully inside her dripping pussy.
Satisfied with the progress he'd made, Frank finally removed his finger from Miranda's beautiful ass, stepping around and behind her where he then knelt, placing the head of his prick at the tiny puckered opening. He began to press, feeling the tip of his cock gingerly easing in. Miranda groaned.
"Want me to stop?" he asked her.
"No, it's ok...I'll let you know if you need to," she assured him. "Trust me!"
Frank pushed a little harder, still stopping momentarily to see how Miranda was doing, though she appeared to be doing just fine. He pushed a little more, felt the inner ring suddenly expand, allowing a good two or three inches of entry inside her tight clenching ass.
"Still ok?"
"Yes...but slowly now. I think I'm getting used to it," she told him.
He took his time with her, eventually easing nearly the full length of his shaft inside her ass. Only then did he remain still, allowing her to more fully adjust to the intrusion until at last, they both felt her inner muscles relax allowing him a much freer movement as he began to give her swallow, quick little thrusts back and forth inside her.
"How's that feel?"
"Feel's good!" she responded thickly.
"Ok Joey, I think you can start fucking her too now!" Frank told him.
As Joey began to slowly ease his own cock in and out of Miranda's pussy, Frank began coordinating his still shallow, but slightly quickening pace until he could feel the press of Joey's cock against his prick as they coordinated their movements in and out of her two passages.
"How's that now?" Frank asked again.
"Oh my God!" Miranda exclaimed, "Fucking fantastic!"
"You like it then?" Frank asked actually thrusting himself fully and deeply into her all at once.
"Fuck yes! Oh my God! Fuck yes!" she actually yelled.
"What are we doing to you?" Frank pressed, once again feeling the heat of passion overwhelming his senses.
"Fucking me!" Miranda answered.
"Yes, we are. But how are we fucking you? What are we doing to you Miranda?"
"You're fucking my ass...my pussy. Cunt!" she amended by herself remembering. "You're fucking my wet fucking pussy, and my tight fucking ass!"
"Want more?" Frank asked driving himself even deeper, harder inside that now slick opening. Joey had reached up taking each one of Miranda's swinging breasts within his hands, almost painfully twisting and pulling on her nipples, his cock driving into her from below just as powerfully as Frank's was sliding into her from behind.
"Yes! Yes! Fuck me Frank! Fuck me Joey! Fuck me you two beautiful pricks! Fuck me!"
Frank reached up taking a handful of Miranda's hair within his hand near jerking her head backwards where he leaned over, kissing her hard and full upon the mouth.
"You like the way my prick feels inside you?" he asked looking into her wild eyes. "You like how Joey's cock feels, sliding against mine as we sit here fucking you together?"
"Yes! Yes!" she groaned over and over, nearly crying now with the penultimate intensity of the moment. "Your prick...cock...dick...feels so good inside my cunt, my ass...Oh God yes...fuck my pussy, fuck my ass...fuck me!" she screamed loud enough to cause an echo to actually sound within the hallway of the cabin. "Fuck me hard!" she screamed out once again. "I'm fucking going to cum!"
Once again Miranda's quim exploded with the same nectar white discharge that it had before, though if anything, even more so now than she had then. The spray of her pussy juice pushed past the pistoning shaft of Joey's cock, the mist of her female cum-cream bathing his balls, coating them in the pearly-like substance of her orgasm, even as Frank cried out, driving his prick as deep as it had ever gone inside her ass, holding it there as he began pouring out his own pleasure, filling the reservoir of the condom to near overflowing.
Joey too began to climax, his own needful spurts shooting deeply inside Miranda's cunt, his juices now mingling and mixing with her own which continued to pour forth as though never ending in either quantity or duration of her ecstasy.
Frank finally pulled out of Miranda's ass, stripping the condom from his prick, pouring the contents of his jisim upon the back of her ass where he began rubbing it into her flesh as though it were a soothing lotion.
Miranda had just begun to calm when the second of yet another powerful orgasm began ripping through her. "Oh my God! Slap my ass Frank! Slap my ass...hard!" she was screaming once again, riding Joey's still stiff cock even though he'd just finished spending the last of whatever cum-cream he'd managed to produce inside her almost too slippery pussy.
Frank in fact spanked her ass perhaps harder than he'd intended to do, but Miranda merely cried out in additional pleasure, the pain of the sting becoming pleasure as it intensified, then joined her already throbbing pussy as she quickly headed towards a third, then a forth rich full climax. Frank slipped his finger back inside her ass just as she did, felt her ass tighten, trapping his finger inside holding it there. The sound of her ear-piercing scream filled the night where she moments later collapsed on top of Joey, who'd already gone off into another universe of his own. Frank lay down beside her, his hands gently caressing and stroking her body as she made feeble attempts at trying to come around.
"Rest baby, rest. We have an entire weekend a head of us to enjoy yet!" he whispered soothingly into her ear. "And we've barely even scratched the list yet," he said laughing softly. "Though I think we still need to discuss that one item you wrote down," he told her. "And besides, we're the one's who won here, not sure that request of yours falls under our pinky agreement."



Miranda opened her eyes turning her head back towards him. "You and Joey do that one for me, and you can have me, any time, any where, any place," she stated hardly having the breath to do so.
"We'll talk," Frank said smiling. "Hell, who knows? After this weekend, anything's possible!"
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At just over six and a half feet, Jared Williams had been widely recruited by a lot of major universities. With dark brown hair, near emerald green eyes and a build that turned a lot of women's heads, Jared knew he was an attractive looking guy. And as such, he could have dated just about any girl he'd set his mind to. If Jared had one flaw however, it was that he was extremely shy, innocent beyond words. Nearing twenty years of age in just a couple of month's Jared was still a virgin, something his older sister Charlene, though he called her by a shorter version of her name, often teased him about, especially as he had women fawning all over him during high school.
Jared and "Char" had always been close. Close enough in their ages that they had and shared much in common. Something of a 'tomboy' herself, Char had been the type of woman to actively participate in many of the same sports as Jared had, including their weekend gathers to play touch-football with several additional friends. It had been very difficult for Jared to see his sister move out of their parents house, taking an apartment of her own closer to the university. He had truly missed their late-night chats, some of which had gotten fairly personal in nature. Jared had always been comfortable discussing such things, though only with his sister, particularly after the breakup of his parent's marriage when he'd grown even closer to his sister than he'd been before.
He'd recently received a letter from her telling him how excited she was that he'd be coming to stay with her for a week while looking over the campus. Char had enjoyed her freshman year there, urging him to come take a look for himself. Jared was interested, but the truth was, he was actually looking forward to spending time with Charlene even more than finding out about the available programs and courses he'd be taking. Jared had also learned from her that Char had taken on a roommate, something he wasn't too surprised to hear about. But admittedly, he found himself minorly irritated that he might have to share space as well as his sister's time with whoever her roommate was. Still, he was looking forward to their visit and catching up on old times.
Jared found the address easily enough, a ground floor apartment that was less than a block away from the University itself, easily within walking distance. Char met him at the door before he'd even had a chance to knock, announcing his arrival.
"Holy shit!" Jared exclaimed upon seeing her. The first thing he noticed was that she had cut her beautiful long dark hair. It was now actually shorter than his was. Char could have easily been a model if that had ever been her desire. At six feet herself with long tapered legs along with the looks to go with it, she could have easily done so, and had been approached several times in fact about modeling. The second thing he noticed however was the short mid-riff cut tee shirt she was wearing that allowed the bottom-half of her breasts to peek tantalizingly beneath. Not enormously large breasted by any means, Char still had more than enough to flaunt whenever she chose to do so, and apparently was doing so now even though it was her own brother who was staring at her.
"Hey L.B., you like?" Charlene ran her fingers through her much shorter hair, the bottom half of her tee exposing even more roundness as she did that. "Saves on getting ready in the morning," she added stepping away from the door so Jared could squeeze by her. He was smiling; it had been a while since he'd heard her call him by the nickname she'd given him. L.B. stood for "Little Brother", which is the way she often introduced him to her friends. "Wait until you meet Amy!" Charlene stated excitedly. "I think you'll really like her, and she's interested in meeting you too!" she added.
Jared sat his bag down next to the couch giving the rather roomy apartment a quick look over. "I'm sure I will," he said offhandedly. "But I hope that we'll have some time to ourselves to catch up on things too," he finished hopefully. Charlene laughed.
"Don't worry Little Brother," she said using the more formal version of his nickname, which is something she always did when she knew he was being serious. "We'll have plenty of time just to ourselves, but I think you'll enjoy spending some time here with Amy too! I think you'll come to like her just as much as I did upon meeting her. Now, let me show you to your room!"
Jared followed his sister down the hall. "One thing, we all share a bathroom," she advised him. "And the doors don't lock," she grinned warning him.
"I'll remember to knock first," he promised. "Only two bedrooms? Am I kicking Amy out of her room?" he asked worriedly. Char laughed.
"Actually no. Amy didn't even have a bed set when she moved in here. But since my bed is enormous, we decided to share the one bedroom especially since it's twice the size of the one you're in. So no, you didn't create any problems coming to visit us." Char quickly showed him the room which now had a small, but comfortable looking futon that he'd be using to sleep on. He also noticed there was a nice sized TV set along one wall. "Usually, one of us uses this room to watch TV or read while the other is studying, unless we both are of course," she chuckled. "Which is usually most of the time these days."
Char gave him a quick brief tour of the kitchen, which included a cozy little dining area as well, along with a back porch and patio that had a nice high fence surrounding it.
"As you can see, plenty of privacy. Both Amy and I enjoy laying out in the nude, so this is perfect for us to do that," she grinned almost too playfully at him.
"You trying to tell me something?" Jared quipped seeing the look on his sister's face.
"Well, like I said. I think you might enjoy having Amy around. She hardly ever wears much of anything after she gets home, which is why I thought I might better warn you. Your being here probably won't change much in the way she acts, especially as she knows you're my brother. So just be advised, you're apt to see quite a bit of Amy over the course of the week!" Char punched Jared hard in the ribs, taking him by surprise causing him to lose his breath momentarily. One thing about his sister, she never held anything back, including a jab like that one whenever she was in the mood to roughhouse, which is also something else he had missed being away from her.
"So what's on the agenda for this evening then?" he asked.
"Well, Amy should be home anytime now. I thought we'd order up some pizza get to know one another a little better, then later on, you and I can spend sometime to ourselves catching up on things."
"Sounds good!"
"In the meantime, why don't you go ahead and unpack, get settled in, take a shower if you want to. By then Amy should be here."
Char didn't bother asking him what he liked on his pizza. The same thing she did, pineapple and ham. "Got any beer?" he asked.
"A refrigerator full," she told him. "Help yourself."
"Right after I shower," he smiled heading inside his room to unpack. He'd even begun to undress when he noticed his sister was still standing inside the doorway. "Forget something?"
She was grinning. "Only how much I really have missed you," she stated stepping into the room. Before he realized what was even happening, Char moved in closer to him, kissing him fully on the lips. They had kissed before of course, but Char had never kissed him as fiercely as she did then. Breaking away, she stepped back, laughed as the color exploded into Jared's cheeks.
"What the hell was that?" he asked nearly out of breath.
"Just my way of telling you how much I do love you and have missed you Little Brother." Char turned before Jared could say or do anything else, disappearing down the hallway back towards the living room.
It only took a few minutes for Jared to put away the few belongings he'd brought along with him. Entering the bath, he took a moment to ensure the connecting door to his sister's room was at least closed before removing his shorts, stepping into the shower, which was already running.
Jared had been in the shower for only a couple of minutes when he thought he heard voices coming from elsewhere inside the house. "Hmm, Amy must be home," he thought to himself. "I'd better hurry!" He'd just started to rinse the soap from his hair when he felt the presence of someone enter the shower. Even with soap still dangerously close to his eyes, he opened them.
"Hi, I'm Amy!" Amy said extending out her hand to him in greeting. She was naked, though he politely took her hand shaking it, trying to avert his eyes though now very much aware of his own nakedness. Without so much as even batting an eyelash, Amy reached over him turning on the second shower nozzle. The tub was certainly large enough to accommodate the two of them, obviously so by the additional shower faucet which Amy now stepped beneath standing by Jared's side. "Nice isn't it?" she asked.
He wasn't sure how to answer that. Nice that he was showering with a woman he'd barely even met. Sure, that was nice. Something he'd never done before. But she was attractive too, making him even more awkwardly aware of his own situation, which he'd soon have to make tracks to conceal before it became even more obvious. Amy was considerably shorter than he was, perhaps no more than five, five, perhaps five six at best. She had light brown shoulder length hair with an olive complexion, dark brown eyes and almost too bright white sparkling teeth when she smiled at him. Bad enough to be drawn to all that, but her breasts stood perkily before him, each capped with magnificent light brown nipples that stood hard, erect, and inviting.
"Ah... very," he stammered rinsing his hair wildly now in an effort to make a quick exit.
"You don't have to rush on my account," Amy pleaded. "Relax Jared. I don't bite...unless I want to," she added with a seductive tease. "But I don't know you well enough yet to do that, for now anyway," she teased again enjoying his obvious discomfort. Which she made worse by glancing down towards his rapidly stiffening erection. "Hmm," she almost purred actually reaching out to fondle him. "Would you like me to wash this for you?"
Flustered, Jared pulled away forcing her to release him. "Ah, no thanks. Already did that," he continued to stammer stepping out of the shower, reaching for and finding the nearest towel available to him.
"Pizza should be here in about twenty," Amy went on acting as though nothing were wrong. "You like pineapple and ham too yes?"
"Yes," he confirmed, wrapping his towel around himself heading back into his own room without even bothering to finish drying himself off first.
"See you in a few then!" Amy giggled, pulling the shower curtain apart long enough to smile and wink at him as Jared darted back into his own room. Minutes later, he was joining his sister in the kitchen.
"I presume you met Amy?" Charlene laughed. All Jared could do was nod his head in bewilderment.
"I guess you could say that," he told her. "Interesting character."
"You don't know the half of it," Charlene hinted without saying any more. "Don't say I didn't warn you."
"Well you could have warned me a little better," Jared shot back. "I kinda figured I might accidentally bump into her here and there, something like that. But I certainly didn't expect for her to join me in the shower the first time we ever met either!"
"See? I knew you'd like her!" Charlene said ignoring his comment. Jared shrugged, he knew better than to fence words with his sister.
"Pizza?"
"Just arrived," Char said pointing towards the counter. "Grab us each a beer from the fridge," she told him as she took down some paper plates from the cupboard. "Then go tell Amy dinners ready."
"No way," Jared said grabbing the beers placing them on the table. "You do it." Charlene giggled.
"Whatsamatter Jared? Afraid of a little flesh?"
Jared was half tempted to shake up his beer and point it at her. Something he'd have done in times past. "A little flesh no, but shit Char, she was naked!"
"So?"
Jared just glared at his sister.
"What? She not your type? Or do you even have a type yet?"
The problem resolved itself before Jared felt compelled to answer as Amy waltzed into the dining room. "Got one for me?" she asked grinning at Jared knowing full well she'd been the topic of conversation. And to make matters worse, all she was wearing was a pair of very skimpy cotton briefs. Once again Jared found himself trying to avert his eyes from her breasts as he handed over one of the open beers.
"Better get used to it," Char told him as she brushed by to grab a slice of pizza. "Either that, or its going to be a long hard week for you!" she teased allowing her hand to drop casually down just barely caressing his groin as she passed by him. Jared jumped attempting to dodge out of her way before she could embarrass him even further, but Amy had caught the not so subtle inference.
"He really is a virgin isn't he?" Once again Jared glared towards his sister, but this time he spoke.
"God damn it Charlene! How many people have you told anyway?" In spite of her brother's obvious discomfort and anger, she laughed.
"Just the one's that might be interested in helping you out with that if you're ever interested yourself! Now come on, lighten up Little Brother, or it really is going to be a long week!"
They soon sat down at the kitchen table sharing their pizza and beer together. And in spite of Amy's bare breasts, which Jared stole occasional glances towards, he soon found himself thinking less and less about her tits, and began to enjoy the girls company. By the time they'd finished off the pizza and several bottles of beer, Amy announced she needed to finish up one of her class papers, giving Char and Jared some needed time alone.
"Lets go back to your room," she coaxed him. "Then we can catch up on everything that's been happening!"
They spent the next couple of hours doing just that until Amy peeked her head in through the door. "Headed to bed, you going to be coming soon?"
"God...I hope so!" Char said easily. Jared assumed that his sister was tired.
"Hey, we've got plenty of time, tomorrows Saturday anyway, so we can just chat or spend the day however you'd like to," he informed her. "I'm a bit tired myself anyway, so probably should hit the sack too."
Charlene gave him an affectionate sisterly kiss on the cheek as she stood up. "See you in the morning then L.B., sleep tight, sweet dreams. Though after today, you'll no doubt have some even sweeter dreams yes?"
This time it was Jared's turn to take a swing at his sister, though she ducked easily out of the way disappearing through the doorway of his bedroom towards her own. He heard her laughter, followed moments later by Amy's as she joined her before the door to their bedroom closed, shutting off any additional chatter or giggles the girls might have shared.
Jared stared down at his crotch, surprised to see an awakening of arousal. True, Amy had certainly ignited the flames earlier, but he'd found his sister's closeness and affection to be something he had truly missed. Even her playful kiss of affection had reawakened the longing of not being with her. Though it was now manifesting itself to him in a very disturbing way. Shaking it off, he soon undressed for bed, listening carefully as the girls took turns using the bathroom. Only when there had been a reasonable period of silence did Jared decide to venture into the bathroom and use it himself.
He opened the bathroom door adjoining his own room and saw only darkness. He reached towards the wall fumbling for the light switch that he assumed would be nearby, but didn't locate it. About to step back into his own room and turn on his own room's light so he'd at least have something to see by, he then heard as well as saw a dim sliver of light emanating through what appeared to be a small crack in the door leading into his sister's bedroom. Obviously one of them had failed to close their side of the door completely. Padding barefoot across the floor, it was his intent to close the door as quietly as possible, then renew his search for the bathroom light. As he drew near however, his curiosity got the best of him as he heard what appeared to be crying at first coming from the girl's room. He cautiously pulled the door a tiny bit more open, thankful he could do so quietly, then peered in as the shaded light from a table lamp glowed softly in the darkness, just barely giving him the ability to see the two women who lay in bed together. It wasn't the sound of crying that he had heard however, but soft sensual moaning as he realized what was taking place inside the girl's bedroom.
"Oh god that feels good baby!" Charlene moaned. Jared was stunned! Before him lay his sister, her legs spread with Amy just as naked as she was, lying between them, obviously going down on her. "Oh yeah! Yeah! That's it! Lick it just like that baby! Just like that!"
Jared continued to watch, watching as his sister reached up fondling her own breasts, tweaking her nipples with her fingers as Amy continued to purr into her pussy, doing whatever with her tongue to his sister's clit, though whatever it was, she was obviously enjoying it.
"I don't want to cum yet!" she announced a bare second later. "Let me lick you now!" she exclaimed, allowing Amy to sit up as they quickly exchanged positions. Mesmerized, Jared continued to spy on the two girls through the crack in the bathroom door. Twice tempted to retreat back into his room, but unable to do so even though one of the two women he was spying on was his own sister! But he was also struggling emotionally with the fact that his sister was into women! Something he'd never considered before, though had he looked more carefully at it, he'd have realized that the potential for that had been there all along.
His prick had hardened a long time ago, and he found himself holding it within his hand as he stood there on his side of the door. Not exactly masturbating, he was however casually fondling himself to an even greater firmness, his excitement now overcoming his nervousness and guilt at spying on the two girls as they lay in bed playing with one another.
"So, what do you think your brothers going to say when he finds out you like pussy just as much as you like cock?" Amy asked.
"That's why I've never told him, thought I'd let him find out for himself," she answered.
Jared watched as Amy rolled away from between Charlene's legs, catching a glimpse of his sister's widespread pussy before Amy slipped her hand down between them again, obviously fingering his sister's cunt. Which is when he noticed that both girls were looking in his direction towards the bathroom door.
"Heard enough yet Jared?" Charlene spoke loud enough that he couldn't have missed her direct challenge to him. Even so, he froze, prepared to back away as quietly and as quickly as possible in the event they weren't sure he really was standing there. "Oh come on L.B.! We both know you're there. We left the door open purposely so that if you did go into the bathroom, you'd hear us!"
Obviously there was no way around it, he'd been caught, that or set up. Either of which confused and frightened him to some degree. He stepped cautiously into the room, though dropping his hands down in front of his obvious erection in some feeble attempt to cover himself, hiding his arousal.
Amy was smiling. "It turn you on seeing me going down on your sister?" she asked as he slowly approached the end of the bed. Jared couldn't think of a single thing to say, his nervousness and uncertainty stealing any sensible thoughts.
Though Amy was still smiling, Charlene did cast him a concerned sisterly look. "It's ok Jared, nothing to be afraid of. But I thought it might be a better way for you to find out about me," she told him worriedly.



"Well I certainly did that," he managed finding his voice. "How longs this been going on anyway?" he questioned further, surprised at his own boldness, though borne now out of curiosity as to how long his sister had been keeping this a secret from him.
"L.B., I've always had an interest in other women, far longer than you probably might even guess, then one day someone introduced me to the pleasure of another woman's tongue. I've been hooked ever since, but I still enjoy the feel of a nice hard cock fucking me too!" she added with a lascivious look.
Jared still wasn't sure how to react, nor what he was really doing here in the first place, especially naked and even more so after his sister's admissions. Amy seemed to solve that however, patting the bed next to herself. "Come on Jared, relax. Lay down next to me," she prompted him. He did so, though turning slightly to keep his rock-hard erection from being too noticeable.
"He really is shy," Charlene grinned glancing down to where Jared's hand continued making some half-assed attempt to hide his erection. Amy followed her gaze, grinned herself, then promptly took his hand in hers moving it away.
"No need to hide it Jared. Besides, I want to play with it a little."
He was still in a state of shock or would have reacted to the sudden contact of Amy's soft delicate hand upon his aching member. Instead, he merely groaned with the exquisite contact as she held him briefly before gingerly beginning to stroke his penis up and down.
"Like that?" she whispered seductively increasing the movement.
"Yes," Jared hissed unable to control the emotion he was now feeling. He closed his eyes, settled back against the bed. Though his sister was lying near him, that fact only increased his excitement and arousal, opposite of what he might have imagined. The fact she was taking all this with such an open-mindedness was typical of their conversations and how they had so openly discussed things with one another in the past. He was just thinking all this when the sensation of what his cock was feeling suddenly changed, doing so dramatically. Instead of Amy's hand, he felt her mouth suddenly surround him, the softness of her lips gently pulling on the bulbous head of his cock as she nipped, sucked, and tickled the head of his prick with her tongue.
"Oh god!" Jared moaned, his eyes feeling as though they were glued shut, afraid to open them as though doing so would cause her to stop, or worse, make him feel really embarrassed should he see his sister gazing at him while having his prick so wonderfully sucked by her roommate.
So lost in the thrill and excitement of having his prick sucked on for the first time in his life, it took a moment for the reality of yet a second tongue joining the first to waken him from his revelry.
"What the fuck?"
He tried sitting up, felt two sets of hands pushing against him. He could have easily done so anyway, his strength no match for either of the two women, even together. But at the moment, he was like Samson without his hair. He was able to open his eyes however, confirming what he already knew to be true. Charlene was busily lapping at his prick just as enthusiastically as Amy was.
"I've always wanted to do this Little Brother," she lustily told him. "Just never had the courage, or the opportunity really, until now," she winked at him taking his cock deep within her mouth sucking it before he could find the strength or the words to reply.
Shaking, Jared fought momentarily with his emotions. The feel of two tongues bathing his prick made it very difficult however, the sensations far too sweet to allow his guilt at one of those tongues being his sister's to cause him to do anything about it, at least for the moment.
And not that he hadn't entertained similar thoughts himself. He had. Growing up as close as they had together had created a few interesting situations as he recalled them. He'd frequently masturbated after having stumbled into her dressing or undressing. Those images even now firmly tucked away within his memories. The times they had wrestled on the floor, the feel of her breasts pressed against him even though there had been no direct sexual contact, it had been there never-the-less. And of course their talks. Bold, uninhibited, open and honest about a wide variety of subjects. He recalled her once telling him that if the opportunity ever did occur, that she would indeed like to find out what it was like to be with another woman.
"You have no idea how often I thought about doing this L.B.," Charlene spoke bringing Jared back to the present.
"You have?"
"Hell yes! And especially that time I caught you masturbating with a pair of my panties!"
"You did?" Amy stated jumping in. "When was that?" Charlene laughed though Jared was on the verge of bolting back into his own bedroom.
"Just shortly before I moved out. I'd been doing my laundry getting everything cleaned one last time at least, and had left my undies and such for last. I'd gone down stairs to the laundry room, spotted Jared sifting through my dirty clothes pile and watched as he lifted a pair of my panties and began rubbing himself off with them."
"Oooh, dirty panties at that! Jared, you really are a dirty, naughty little boy aren't you?"
Jared ignored Amy's comment, turning to more directly face his sister. "You...you saw me?"
"Hell yes! And I did more than that Little Brother, I stood behind the water heater playing with myself while I watched you jerking off. When you squirted that nice creamy load into my panties, I came with you. Only you didn't know I was there, or that I had. By the time you'd placed them back in the pile, I'd slipped back upstairs to my bedroom where I used my vibrator to get off again with. So...now what do you say to that?"
Jared was excited and aroused beyond all reason now. "What I say is...I'd like to see what it's like to taste my sister's pussy. So sis...what do you say to that?"
"Now that's something I'd like to see myself!" Amy said sitting up. "Though you wouldn't mind if I continued to play with you while you did would you?" she asked seductively.
His natural horniness had finally gotten the better of him. Nervous no longer, Jared leaned over sucking one of Amy's nipples, releasing it only to capture one of his sister's nipples giving it an equally satisfying little suck. "Be my guest," he said a moment later, his cock throbbing anxiously even as Charlene climbed over him to sit on his face.
"Like this?" she asked hopefully.
"Any way you want it!" he told her.
Amy sat to their side watching as Charlene slowly lowered her anxiously waiting pussy down onto Jared's face. She continued to fondle his massively hard prick driving him crazy in the process, perfectly positioned to also lick and tickle Charlene's breasts and nipples with her tongue.
"Oh god this is nice!" Charlene moaned pleasurably. "You sure you've never done this before L.B.?" she asked.
"Never!" he stated thick-tongued as he continued to lap at the tiny little pearl of her sex, flicking it softly with the very tip of his tongue until Charlene couldn't stand it any longer.
"Oh god suck it Jared! Suck my clit honey! Make me cum!"
Jared did exactly what his sister asked him to do. Taking her tiny little clit inside his mouth as fully as possible, he held it there, sucking it firmly until she exploded with a rapturous scream, moisture suddenly cascading sweetly into his mouth as he continued sucking until the sensitivity became simply too much for her to bear.
"Enough! Oh my God Enough!" she exclaimed rolling off and away from him.
"Well shit, if he's that good, especially his first time out, then I've got to try this myself!" Amy all but demanded.
Jared was loving the attention, not to mention his ego taking a real boost, as the pleasure he'd given his sister had seemed genuinely real, and not some attempt at actually stroking his male self. Before Amy could reposition herself however, Charlene leaned over kissing her brother full on the lips, passionately, tenderly. They had never kissed like this before, though had come close once. But this time she allowed her tongue to dance with his, his passion reaching even greater heights while hers renewed in a flash-point spark of desire that hungrily consumed her. Finally they broke a part. Breathless, Jared simply stared into his sister's eyes. She smiled at him like she never had before.
"I really do love you Little Brother," she told him. "And I have missed you."
"Ok, enough with the mushy stuff!" Amy exclaimed breaking the sudden silence. "Time to feel Jared's tongue inside my pussy!" Both Charlene and Jared laughed.
"Climb aboard sweet-pea!" Jared told her. She did so, lowering her warm moist pussy onto his face where he began to hungrily devour the nectar that he found there. To his delight, he soon felt his sister's lips once again surrounding the stiffness of his cock, stroking him with her tongue, sucking lightly at the sensitive head of his prick until he began to worry about losing control far too quickly.
He was on the verge of actually warning her when Charlene released his prick momentarily, giving him a brief reprieve. Able to now focus, concentrating on Amy's slick wet cunt, he went back to tongue-fucking her as she'd now asked him to do. Content to pleasure her, enjoying the feel and response of her arousal while he did. Moments later he again felt the feel of his sister's hand upon his penis. Expecting her to toy with him, and having regained some control, he looked forward to the further stimulation of his cock. Instead, he felt her begin to straddle him, though the feel of his sister's pussy slithering against his straining member did not engulf him. Like a pair of soft lips sucking the side of his shaft, she merely moved against him, the soft fur of her pussy caressing, teasing.
"Are you ok with this L.B.?" Charlene asked him.
"Ah huh," he barely managed, not thinking so much about the close proximity of his sister's pussy caressing his cock as the velvety sensation of it as she did.
"Only if you want to," she added. "It should be your decision Jared," she emphasized calling him by name. Charlene continued to rub herself up and down the length of his shaft, allowing the lips of her cunt to kiss him just as she had done with her mouth. The feeling was unlike any he had ever known before of course, and he'd all but forgotten the nether lips currently pressing against his face.
"You two want to be alone?" Amy broke in once again half serious by her tone of voice. Jared answered both questions by moving slightly, the head of his cock suddenly spearing the silky opening of his sister's quim. He felt the heat of her envelope him, felt her passage tighten briefly in surprise at the sudden intrusion, then welcome him fully as he slid deeply inside her. As his prick slid home, Jared latched on to Amy's clit drawing it fully into his mouth, matching the desire and lust of the sensation now bathing his shaft.
"Whatever the hell you're doing to him, keep doing it Charlene!" Amy yelled. "Oh my god that feels good!"
"Turn around Amy," Charlene told her. "Sit on L.B.'s face the other way so I can play with you too."
Jared liked the sound of that, though only able to imagine what the two of them might do. Still, the feel of his sister's luscious pussy wrapped fully around his cock was about all his mind could currently handle at the moment. Additionally, he was grateful for her slow-going process, as he'd been dangling on the edge of ecstasy far longer than he felt capable of withstanding.
"How's it feel?" Amy asked.
"Nice," Charlene purred. "Just like I've always imagined it would." Once again Charlene's comments surprised him, and he spoke lifting his head away briefly from the soft furry mound covering his face.
"You've thought of us doing it?" he asked. Charlene let out a loud giggle.
"More times than you could ever begin to imagine Little Brother! The times I spent playing with myself just thinking about it nearly drove me insane. Not to mention how I once actually kissed your cock when you were asleep."
"You did?"
Charlene laughed again. "Oh yeah, and I'd have done more than that if you hadn't started moaning and groaning in your sleep so loud. I was half afraid you'd wake Dad and Franchesca. Speaking of which, I spoke to mom about you're coming here to visit with me for a week. She was already planning on coming out here herself, she's anxious to see you again Jared, she really does miss you, you know."
"Can we talk about this later sis? I'm not really in the mood to get into a discussion about our mother at the moment, especially with my cock currently buried inside your pussy."
Charlene once again laughed, but softly, understanding her brother's hesitation. It had been several years now since he'd even seen his mother ever since the divorce when she had left their father for another man.
"It is something we do need to discuss while she's here Jared. And there is more that you're going to learn about soon too."
"Ok, ok...but not right now. It's a little difficult concentrating with what you've just told me, and the feel of your, your..."
"Pussy," she finished for him.
"Yeah, pussy...ah, ah,"
"Fucking your cock?"
"Yeah, that!"
Charlene giggled.
"Seriously you two, if you'd like some time alone, I'll be more than happy to give it to you, but at least let me cum first ok?"
Jared tickled her clit, reaching up to enjoy the added sensation of fondling her firm young breasts, enjoying the unseen thrill as his sister's hands joined his in caressing them. Charlene began to move a little more rapidly too. Moving side to side, grinding against him with smooth up and down motions that gradually began to increase as her own desire escalated beyond her ability to control.
"Oh yeah fuck him Charlene! Fuck him nice and hard. And suck me Jared! Suck my cunt baby, cause I'm about to cum!"
Seconds later Amy exploded in exquisite bliss, thrashing from side to side, her head rolling back and forth as the deep-throated groan of pleasure continually rolled like thunder from her lips.
It was too much. Jared's release soon joined Amy's, the pulse of his penis throbbing in perfect accompaniment of Amy's clenching pussy as the spasms continued. He felt his essence pour upwards into his sister's pussy, felt the welcome of it as she felt him begin spurting inside her, slamming down hard atop him, holding herself there briefly before rising up just enough to slam down hard on him again, ensuring the fullness of his length penetrated her as deeply as possible in perfect harmony with each eruption of his semen.
"Yes baby yes..." Charlene moaned softly, "Give it to me honey...give me all that beautiful delicious cream!"
Long after they had all gloriously climaxed together again, though then Jared had enjoyed fucking Amy's pussy doggy-style while she in turn buried her face in Charlene's pussy, they had collapsed in a heap upon the bed where he now lay, both women snuggled within his arms gently caressing and stroking his now spent flaccid member. He fondled each of their breasts lazily, enjoying the softness of the moment in accompaniment with the tenderness of their flesh.
"So why is mother coming here anyway?" he asked casually. "You said she already had plans to do so before knowing I would be here yes?"
"Yes," Charlene admitted.
"Just to see you then?"
"Not exactly."
"What then?"
"Ah, remember I told you there was more?"
"Yeah? So?"
"I never told you how Amy and I hooked up as roommates did I?"
"No."
"Well Jared, you see...Amy's last name is Davenport." Charlene allowed the realization of that to sink in for the moment.
"As in David Davenport? The guy who married our mother?"
"Yep!" Amy interjected. "Your mother is now my stepmother," Amy confessed. "So you see Little Brother, in a way, we're sort of siblings ourselves now."
"Oh my god! You've got to be kidding me!" he said attempting to sit up. "You're my step-sister?"
"You might could say that," she said leaning over to kiss him, affectively disarming him momentarily before he had a chance to fully rise up. As she did, he felt the warm sweet lips of his sister's mouth once again engulfing him.
"You don't have a problem with that now do you Little Brother?" Amy teased momentarily breaking their kiss.
He had to admit, he didn't. Having just fucked his sister, and now his step-sister, Jared was finding he didn't have much of a problem with anything, including seeing his mother again after all these years.
"By the way, where's mother going to sleep anyway? There's not a whole lot of room in this place as it is."
"Oh, she'll stay in your room for the two days," Charlene told him.
"Then where the hell am I going to sleep?" he asked curiously.
"Why, with us of course!" Amy said easily.
"Here? In this bed with the two of you?"
"Yep!" Charlene giggled.
"Don't you think mother might have a problem with the three of us in bed together?" he questioned.
"No...I'm fairly certain she won't."
"Why's that?" he asked.
"Well L.B., that's the other little secret I never told you about," Charlene whispered in his ear as she began to gently stroke him back to a renewed firmness.
"What secret?" he asked bewilderedly.
"Later, I'll tell you all about that later," she giggled as she drew him deeply inside her mouth once again.
Amy slid down to join her, where they began taking turns licking his erect penis.
"I think Cassandra's going to enjoy this," Amy spoke as she licked the head of Jared's cock with her tongue.
"Enjoy what?" Jared near shouted, once again attempting to sit up.
"Later Jared," Charlene said soothingly, pressing him back down against the bed. "We'll tell you the rest of it later," she said smiling around his cock as she looked up sharing a knowing grin with Amy.
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We had never met. But we probably knew one another better than most married couples did.
It had started from a simple email. Slowly, gradually over a period of time we became better acquainted. Photo's followed, our chats back and forth becoming more and more intimate, personal.
There is something to be said about baring one's soul to a perfect stranger. The excitement, anticipation of sharing one's deepest darkest desires knowing that you are neither judged by them, nor criticized for being a normal human being with fantasies and desires we all have. Though most, unfortunately can't even express them openly to their own partners in life.
There was only one real problem. The distance between us was so great that it made the likelihood of ever meeting remote at best. But it didn't change much. Not really. If anything, the discussions became more daring, bolder. Soon we were sharing with one another the kinds of desires and thoughts that even a high-priced Call Girl would blush over discussing.
Time passed. And then came a chance, a real opportunity to actually meet! Her name was Christie, though she preferred going simply by Chris. An attractive woman who looked ten years younger than she actually was having recently just turned fifty. Her smile accentuating the mischievous look in her eyes that hinted at a smoldering sensuality beneath that surface of innocence. And a curvatious body to match that.
"We should be at the hotel around 6:30," Chris told me.
Chris was flying into town with her girlfriend Brenda. It had been the only way she'd been able to pull it off, as like me, Chris too was married. With Brenda being given an opportunity to enjoy a Time-Share stay for a week, she'd invited Chris to spend it with her, which had worked out perfectly for her being able to get away without there being any suspicions.
And just for the record, it wasn't like this planned assignation was a habit for either one of us. But as time passed, and as we'd grown more comfortable and confident with one another and what we'd shared, it soon became obvious to us that if we were to ever experience and enjoy some of the things we'd spoken of and shared with one another, it was now. The openness, the uninhibited way we could speak with one another, assured us both that this truly was a once in a life-time opportunity, that regardless of societal standards, moralistic attitudes, if there was ever that chance, that opportunity, neither one of us could afford to pass it up. Especially as we also both knew this chance might never come again, for either one of us.
"I'll be downstairs in the bar," I assured her. "After you've had a chance to settle in, look for me in one of the back corner booths. I've already made arrangements for some privacy so we can chat and get to know one another better."
Chris laughed. I loved the way she laughed. It was a wicked laugh filled with delightfully sinful promise. "Don't forget, Brenda will be with me. She wants to meet you as well, especially as she has a vested interest in this after going to all the trouble of booking her time-share this year where you live, just so we could finally meet."
"Oh, so basically you're telling me I need to behave myself then," I chuckled.
Chris laughed again. "No, but I might have to. Keep in mind, you probably know me even better than she does, which might surprise her in knowing that. I've told you things that I've never even told her! But don't worry. She said after she's had a chance to enjoy a glass of wine or two, she'll head off to the hot-tub for a nice relaxing soak, and give us a chance for some real one on one."
"One on one what?" I teased suggestively.
"Well hopefully, your one inside my one," she teased back.
"Only one?"
"We have four days," Chris reminded me. "Lets savor each and every one and not try to cram it all into one day," she said half seriously, though with an excitement to her voice that told me she'd been thinking along the same lines as I had.
"Oh I'm planning on cramming it," I quipped. "Where ever, and whenever you want it!"
"God David, you're making me horny just thinking about it," she added. "If I wasn't sitting here at work, I'd be tempted to do something about it," she said slightly lowering her voice as though someone might actually overhear our conversation.
"You're horny! Fuck Chris, I'm sitting here sporting a massive hard-on just thinking about finally sucking those beautiful tits of yours!"
"Stop it David! I'm serious! I'm already wet enough as it is. You keep talking to me like this, and I really will have to excuse myself and head to the ladies room!"
"Where are you right now?" I asked.
"In the back office."
"Anyone near by?"
"Not at the moment. Gail's out on the floor, and Daniel's with a customer."
"What are you wearing?"
She laughed. "A black baby-doll nightgown with peek-a-boo nipple cut-outs,"
"I'm being serious, you wearing a dress?"
"Well, a skirt."
"Even better. I want you to slip a finger inside your pussy for me," I told her.
"I love it when you're naughty," she told me breathlessly. "But I can't, I'm wearing pantyhose."
"Rip them!"
"What?"
"Tear a hole in them if you have to, I'll buy you a new pair if that's what you're worried about."
"You're serious!"
"Very! Now hurry, rip them, stick a finger inside your pussy for me while you still can, before someone comes."
"You mean like you? Me?" she giggled.
"Oh fuck yes...I wish I could too," I admitted.
"And why can't you?" she challenged. "You're expecting me to finger myself for you, so in turn...I think you should be jacking yourself off for me!"
"Let me close and lock my door," I stated a brief second later. "Now, did you?"
"Yeah, I'll even send them to you if you'd like," she continued to tease.
"Your finger inside?"
"Two fingers. Fuck David I'm wet!"
I laughed. "Me too. Probably a good thing I'm doing this, or I'd have created a major wet-spot that might have been difficult trying to explain."
"Ditto," Chris moaned audibly into the phone. "I can't believe I'm actually doing this. Oh God, wait one," she near whispered. "See if you can hear this," she asked suddenly sounding as though she were speaking to me from the next room.
I strained my ear against the receiver to hear better, smiled. The sound of wetness though barely audible reached my ears as she obviously sat there plunging two of her fingers in and out of her pussy for me.
"Christie?" I heard an unfamiliar voice asking in the background. "You know if we have any more of those wonder bra's that just came in?"
"Ah yeah, why?" Chris asked sounding a little bit startled, even embarrassed.
"This lady wants one in Ice-blue, B-cup."
"I'll be with you in just a moment," I heard Chris say followed by a brief moment of silence. Then, "Shit, I've gotta run David. You bastard!" she added with obvious excitement in her voice.
"Bitch!" I replied jokingly.
"Prick!"
"Cunt!"
"Fucker!"
"Fuck you!"
"Oh yeah baby...and soon too I hope!" she added. "Seriously, I gotta go. See you soon!"
"Not soon enough!" I stated holding my very aroused prick in my hand, but she hadn't heard that as I'd already spoken to the sound of the dial tone.
#
"We're here, just got in," she announced.
"I'm here too!" I informed her, feeling excited, nervous as well as aroused. "Already had one glass of wine in fact," I added. Once again she laughed. "Nervous are we?"
"A little. You?"
"Nah, I just feel like I constantly have to pee is all," which made me laugh.
"I know what you mean. Though you should try peeing with a hard-on," I told her. "Next to impossible."
"Hmm, add that to the 'things to do list', might be interesting trying to see you do that. Better still, I'll stand behind and hold it for you."
"Now I know I'd never be able to if you did that. I know you, you wouldn't just hold it still."
"That's true," she giggled. "God David, can't believe we're really here and that I will actually be seeing you soon!"
"Well get off the fucking phone then!" I glanced at my watch, it was nearing 7:30. "About what time?"
"We'll probably be down in about ten minutes, order us a glass of white Merlot."
"You got it," I stated, already motioning to the bar tender to step over to me. "See you soon then."
"Not soon enough," she breathed with an expectant sigh.
"Then like I said, get your ass off the phone and get down here so I can kiss you."
"Just like that? In front of Brenda?"
"Fuck Chris, I'll kiss her too if that's what it takes. Now hurry up and get your sweet little ass moving!"
She laughed. "Well, you can kiss her if you want, but no tongue! Save that for me!"
I was about to comment again when I heard the dial tone. "Ah, two white Merlot's please, and another Zinfandel for myself, thank you." Once again I glanced at my watch, "another five minutes or so," I thought nervously. The bar tender left the wines. I placed one across from me, and the other beside me. "Subtle enough hint?" I thought to myself again, reaching down into my pants as I did making a quick necessary adjustment. No point in standing up to greet and meet them for the first time with a raging hard-on poking out towards them. Though Chris might find it amusing, I still wasn't all that sure about her girl friend and what she thought about all this. I was about to glance at my watch once again when I caught movement up by the doorway. I smiled and stood, though not before quickly checking to see if things were still a bit 'too' obvious. They weren't, at least not real noticeably at the moment anyway. I knew it was Chris, especially when she finally looked in my direction, smiled, and grabbed her friend's arm all but yanking her off her feet as they quickly headed towards me.
"David?" she questioned though not in an uncertain way, grinning. "You look just like...well you!" she stammered somewhat flustered, embarrassed and momentarily at a loss for words.
"Really? I do? Actually, I think I've aged some in the past ten minutes," I told her. "Surprised you could even recognize me."
"Shut up and kiss me," she finally stated. So I did. I kissed her long, hard and deep. I enjoyed the press of her soft lips upon mine, enjoyed the feel of them as we momentarily took turns lightly sucking one another's.
"Ah, ok you two," Brenda finally spoke saying. "Either introduce me, or get a room."
"Oh, sorry," Chris laughed nervously as though just then realizing her semi-rudeness. "David? This is my dearest friend Brenda."
Brenda held out her hand in greeting towards me. I took it, but then drew her closer to me. "I promised, no tongue." Instead of simply shaking her hand, though I continued to hold it, I gave her an affectionate, though friendly kiss. "A friend of Chris's, especially a good friend who would do something like this for her is a good friend of mine too," I stated finally stepping away.
"Maybe we should all get a room!" she teased jokingly back at me, then cast a quick glance Chris's way.
"Not until we've crossed several things off our 'things to do list' first", she informed her.
"Things to do list?"
"Never mind," Chris stated sliding into the seat next to me.
We spent the next few minutes in idle chitchat, though the sexual tension was so thick it was beginning to heat up the room. At least I was anyway.
As we spoke, I soon felt Chris's hand gingerly reach over into my lap. The press of her fingernail as it dug into my pants, tracing the outline of my already swollen member was exquisite, especially as we continued on with our conversation as though nothing at all was going on. The feel of her finger as it danced up and down the length of my shaft was tantalizingly sinful. Especially in knowing we'd just met one another for the first time less than ten minutes ago. Though again, after meeting her for real, and speaking to her as we'd been doing, I felt like we'd known one another for years.
"Another glass of wine?" I asked them, noticing that Brenda had already finished hers.
"Perhaps later," she informed us standing up. "I told Chris I wouldn't hang around too terribly long after meeting you. Give the two of you a chance to have some time alone and really get to know one another better. Do...whatever it is the two of you are going to do," she said with a wink. "I'm heading out to the pool and the tub, probably be there for shall we say an hour at least?"
"Can you make it two?" Chris asked none too innocently.
"Only if the two of you buy me a nice dinner later," she stated.
"Deal!" I said grinning. "Anything you'd like."
"Just remember, if I come back to the room and the two of you are still going at it, I might just join in myself!"
Chris laughed, and I laughed nervously as well, not at all sure if she was being serious or just joking about it. Brenda soon left however, leaving the answer to that statement unresolved.
"She really wouldn't would she?" I asked Chris after she'd gone.
"Hell if I know. Sometimes she's serious about things, sometimes she just likes to joke around. Hard to say when she is or really isn't being serious. Either way, we're on the clock!" Chris said finishing her wine, which I quickly did as well, leaving a nice sized tip on the table as we stood and headed out of the bar back into the lobby area towards the elevators.
We waited patiently for one to arrive, quickly stepping inside once the doors opened. As though we'd shared the same exact thought, the moment the doors fully closed, we turned towards one another, once again embracing, kissing passionately.
"If you don't hurry up and caress my breast, I'm gonna die!" Chris moaned into my ear. So I did. Cupping her left breast, I first palmed the tender tit-flesh, feeling it completely fill my hand. And even through the light material of her blouse, she felt warm as well as soft to the touch. Her nipple, her amazing magnificent nipple was already rock-hard, pressing against my palm like succulent spice-drop. I wanted to lean over and kiss it, suck it into my mouth, content to roll that firm little appendage between my fingers instead as we kissed once again. Though now, Chris's hand dropped towards my groin where once again she felt me, squeezed me, and ensured that I was just as aroused, as excited as she was.
The elevator stopped reaching her floor. It was all I could do to tear myself away from her.
"There are only four suites per floor, each one is huge!" she grinned, "And so are you," she added with a smile now gripping my swollen prick even through my jeans.
Chris handed me her key, "830", I said already spotting the door leading into their suite.
I put the key-card into the slot. Chris laid her hand on mine keeping me from swiping the card fully.
"Only one rule," she began.
"Rules? You?" I admonished her. She grinned.
"Exactly my point. I don't want there to be anything that you can't feel you can ask me to do with you, or for you. And visa versa. Time is too short and too precious to waste a single solitary moment. I don't want to go back thinking, or wishing I had done this, or tried that. It might be the only time in my entire lifetime that I'll ever have this opportunity again. So yes, the only rule...we be completely and totally uninhibited with one another. No matter what."
"No matter what?"
"No matter what!"
"So if I told you I wanted to eat your pussy right here, right now in the middle of the hallway, you'd be willing to do that?"
She grinned, and then laughed. "I'd spread em' faster than you could shake this stick at," she said reaching inside my now un-zippered fly, producing my straining cock which felt wonderful now held within the softness of her hand.
Believe me I was tempted. But I finished swiping the card, opening the door. Chris literally pulled me inside, still holding onto my cock. I kicked the door closed as I entered, where she immediately came into my arms kissing me once again.
"I need to taste you," she said already beginning to sink down onto her knees.
"Right here? Right now?" I asked teasingly. But her answer came in the form of her hot succulent lips wrapping themselves around my shaft. I felt the pull of her mouth as it gobbled up my prick, the flick of her tongue dancing on the super-sensitive crown of my penis. "Fuck baby!" was about all I could manage. "Fuck!"
She continued to lather my prick with her tongue, her expert lips already threatening to spill my cream. "Please, I've gotta see those tits...touch them play with them," I begged. Chris giggled around my cock, and with it still snuggly embedded deep within her mouth, she proceeded to undo the buttons of her blouse, soon shrugging out of it, followed by an almost magical release of her bra which soon fell down her arms as she flung it off to one side. Her wonderful breasts sat before me like a feast waiting to be consumed. I reached down, filling my hands with each, the heat of her tits warming the palm of my hands, though her nipples remained rock hard as though frozen by a cool autumn breeze.
"God, my turn!" I all but yelled, the pleasure too sweet to continue to endure without filling her mouth. Disappointedly, she allowed me to pull her up, my hands still massaging and kneading the flesh of her breasts. She undid her skirt allowing it to fall down around her feet where she kicked it, along with her shoes off and away to join the rapidly building pile of clothing we'd begun shedding.
I quickly removed my own clothing, discarding them just as hurriedly as had she until we both stood there completely naked. I spun her back towards the door, now falling onto my own knees before her, my hands reaching up to once again locate her full breasts, she spread herself for me, the nubbin of her clit sticking out like a tiny finger which I softly kissed, then licked as delicately as I could, even lighter than a tickling feather.
"Oh you fucking bastard!" she moaned delightedly.
"You beautiful fucking cunt!" I answered, my tongue still lapping tenderly at the lips of her pussy. "The couch!" I added moments later.
"What?"
I stood, leading her towards it. "Bend over," was all I said. She did so. She was sopping wet. The lips of her pussy glistened, winking at me with their slick moisture. I placed the head of my prick at her opening and slid into her fully in one quick powerful thrust. Chris let out a deep, low groan that filled the air. Then I withdrew, just as fully, just as completely.
"What the fuck are you doing?" she asked turning to look over her shoulder towards me. "Just wanted to give you a sneak preview of the 'cumming' attractions', I teased.
"Very funny, now fucking finish what you just started!" Chris warned. I leered at her.
"Which bedroom is yours?"
"Brenda's is on the left, ours is the one on the right," she told me. Automatically I had looked to the left.
"Ooops!" I laughed. "Looks like we still have company."
When I spotted her, Brenda had been standing just inside the bedroom doorway, which is why neither of us had seen her, nor caught any movement coming from that direction. With long blonde hair well past her shoulders, and legs to match that showed very well in the swimsuit she stood there wearing. But I noticed she had pulled the crotch off to one side with her fingers busily at play as she stood there masturbating. She'd immediately removed her hand of course, but not before I had clearly seen what she'd been doing.
"How long have you been standing there?" Chris asked, blushing and surprised.
"Ever since you came in!" she admitted. "You never gave me a chance to change clothes and head out to the pool!" she informed us. "And now, I'm kinda glad you didn't!"
Chris and I both laughed, feeling just a bit sheepish, as we had truly let all the stops out. But admittedly, for each of us, the sudden realization that we'd been watched added a wickedly erotic dimension to the sexual frenzy we'd been enjoying together.



"I hope you know that we get a fresh two hours Brenda!" Chris exclaimed.
"Oh great! Now I'll be horny and hungry by the time the two of you are all done here!" she announced finally heading towards the door.
"You can order steak AND lobster," I assured her. Brenda grinned at me, stepping behind giving my ass an affectionate slap.
"I'm planning on it," she added with a wink. "Ok you two, enjoy yourselves. Hopefully, I'll find a nice pulsating water jet to satisfy my other hungry need," she quipped as she gave us one last look, laughing, then heading out the door.
"I guess we really did put on quite the show didn't we?" I asked.
"Apparently," Chris agreed. "I've never seen her quite that flushed before, though if it had been me standing there, I'm not sure I'd have been quite so willing to leave!" she giggled.
"And especially if she didn't have a chance to cum yet."
Chris laughed out loud. "Oh, trust me, I'm sure she did...several times. And speaking of cumming," Chris smiled wickedly taking my hand. "I think it's time we did as well."
#
Chris headed for the bedroom leading me by the cock, as she'd grown rather fond of holding it.
"This time David, I want your cream!" she informed me.
"And I want to taste your pussy again," I said in agreement.
Chris turned giving me an affectionate embrace though she continued to hold my stiff prick within her hand as though if she were to let it go, I might disappear.
"And remember," she whispered into my ear. "No holding back, promise?"
"Only if you do," I whispered back kissing her neck, nipping at it.
"God I love this prick!" she said a bit louder as she stood stroking and fondling it.
I slipped my hand down between her legs, felt as she parted herself for me allowing access as my finger dipped just inside the folds of her slippery honey pot.
"And I love this fucking pussy!"
A long time ago, Chris and I had learned and established that 'sex-talk' as we both referred to it, was not only fun and exciting, but seemed to enhance our arousal the dirtier and filthier it got. Besides that, it was liberating. A sense of vulnerability, freedom to bare one's soul and desires like that to another. It was in knowing we could not only do, but we could say and think aloud whatever came to mind without offense or judgment.
"I want to feel your fuck-juice all over my body," she barely breathed through a rapidly escalating sense of arousal. "All over my tits, my face, my cunt, my ass..."
I tenderly pinched her clit between my fingers. "Oh fuck!"
"You like that?" I said biting her neck.
"Yes!" she moaned pleasurably.
I rolled it with my thumb, tapping it. "What do you want me to do to it?" I asked, "Tell me!"
"Rub it!"
"Rub what?"
"Rub my clit, rub my fucking hard clit!" she all but demanded.
I rubbed it. "Now what?" I grinned into the flesh of her neck, my free hand now locating her fat hard nipple which I also pinched, near painfully so.
"Yes! Yes! Pinch my nipple! Pinch it! Slap my cunt!"
I stood there, her nipple firmly squeezed between my fingers, my hand now playfully slapping the folds of her pussy in a rapid palm-happy tease that soon had her knees buckling.
"Close?" I asked already knowing the answer.
"Fuck yes...oh fuck yes!" she moaned rapidly approaching release. I stopped.
"Fucker!" she wailed. "You fucking bastard!" she added hotly.
"Come suck me. Come suck the cum from my dick while I suck the juice from your cunt!"
She didn't need to be asked twice. Still leading me by the cock which was now leaking like a sieve, Chris collapsed upon the bed pulling me down, flipping herself over like a wrestler about to pin their opponent. As she did, she lowered her wet succulent pussy down over my face where I lay staring up at it in wonder. Her slit was glistening with her wanton lust and desire, just as my cock was continuing to dribble pre-cum in a pre-ecstasy drool of penultimate desire.
I felt her lips wrap themselves around the head of my cock. Felt her teeth as she gingerly nipped at the spongy, velvety crown allowing them to drag across the surface. Simultaneously, I explored the glistening groove of her slit with my tongue, exposing the hard smooth surface of her clit which I licked, kissed, then sucked softly, yet deeply inside my mouth. I heard as well as felt Chris groan as she sucked my shaft far more deeply inside her mouth. The feel of her tongue caressing the length of it just as I then allowed my own tongue to slither down her pussy lips drawing them inside my mouth to gently chew them, rolling them about before relocating her clit to once again suck and lick it.
I felt her hand begin to gently caress my smoothly shaven balls, her mouth still devouring my shaft with slow, sweet up and down motions as she began coaxing me towards the inevitable jettison of my spunk inside her waiting mouth.
"Give it to me!" she urged, "Squirt it David! I want to taste you! I want to drink you!"
It was then that she eased one finger inside my ass, probing me, the caress of her fingertip upon my prostrate triggering the explosion that ripped through me from the tips of my toes like a tidal wave of pure unadulterated pleasure, consuming every fiber of my being as it traveled up the length of my shaft where I began to jettison in hard felt spurts the prize that she had so long sought to capture.
"Oh fuck Chris! Chris!" I screamed literally into her pussy, burying my face inside her, the intoxicating aroma of her female juices merely intensifying the near-overwhelming explosion of my balls that continued to pump out a torrent of ejaculate that Chris hungrily devoured, sucking it in, swallowing in part out of pure necessity. "Don't...swallow...it...all!" I barely managed to say.
When she had finally drawn every last drop of my spending that was humanly possible from my prick, I gathered my wits about me, my head as yet still spinning. "Kiss me Chris, come and kiss me!"
She turned, spinning around on me, reluctantly releasing her cunt so she could do so. Her lips came to mine, parting them as I felt a portion of what she had saved of my opulent pearly joy-juice flow back into my mouth. I accepted it from her hungrily like a young bird being fed by its mother. Our tongues danced, the funky taste of my spunk coating the taste buds of my tongue as I explored her mouth seeking out every last trace of my rich creamy sperm that I found there. Satisfied I had taken all that I could, I rolled Chris over, all but diving between her out-stretched legs, spreading them, my fingers already grasping the swollen lips of her cunt pulling them even more obscenely a part than they already were.
I began to spit what my mouth contained of my spunk back into and upon her pussy. Pulling the folds of her lips a part with my fingers, exposing that cute sensitive nub of her clit, allowing my seedless cream to bathe it before stabbing at it with the tip of my tongue, using my own fuck-juice to caress her pleasure center until she began writhing uncontrollably beneath me.
"Oh fuck David, fuck that feels so fucking good!" she moaned deeply.
I settled myself in then more comfortably, my hands now moving up to recapture the fat flesh of her breasts, her tits so soft, so smooth, yet her rock-hard nipples so urgently in need beckoning to the welcome of my fingers as I began rolling them about, toying with them.
"Oh fuck!" she moaned once again. "Eat me baby! Fucking eat me! Eat my cunt baby, lick my pussy! Suck my fucking clit baby! Oh yeah! Oh yeah! Oh yeah!"
I teased her unmercifully. With the gentlest flutter of tongue to clit, I alternated my strokes, rapidity, and the delicate way that I consumed her nubbin of pleasure. She squirmed beneath me, her hips gently rolling side to side, her mound periodically reaching up towards me as she arched her back. I sucked her clit between my lips, holding it there, chewing it gently as I reached down with one hand, my finger now sliding inside the well lubricated passage of her fuck-tunnel.
"Oh my God!" she screamed with a near ear-splitting cry of pleasure just as I slid a second finger into the tight hot passage of her ass, effectively scissoring the two passages as I probed her simultaneously, finger-fucking both, my tongue once again lapping at the surface of her clit in perfect coordinated harmony with the gentle probing of my fingers inside those wet slippery tunnels.
"Oh God faster! Faster now!" she pleaded with me.
I continued to skim the surface of her nipple with three fingers, not quite slapping it, but passing atop the super-sensitive tip of her nipple as I simultaneously increased the piston-like strokes of my fingers inside her pussy and ass. So slippery was she from the combined lubrication of my cum and her own female nectar, that her cunt began to produce the most deliciously obscene sounds I had ever heard. Squishy, frothy as her cunt sucked at my fingers, as I continued to fuck back and forth inside her pussy, my semen coated fingers caressing the lining of her split, her own juice now running in rivulets down her legs wetting the sheets.
"Oh God David! David! You're going to make me cum!" she cried out in sweet joyous bliss.
I felt the tightness of her ass suddenly clench about my finger holding it as though in a vise. Likewise, the simultaneous constriction of her pussy as it began to spasm, clenching and unclenching my finger as though it were her hand or mouth upon my cock. If my finger could cum, it would have so exquisite the sensation of her quim so wonderfully sucking the length of my finger pressed fully and so deeply inside her.
I had as well now held her extended nipple between my fingers, pulling it upwards, twisting it and lifting it up and away from her breast as though suspended in time. I'd drawn her precious clit within my mouth, sucking it upwards, holding it there, yet continuing to roll it ever so slightly as her bubble wavered, teetered on the edge of insanity before bursting in an unexpected array of deep-gutted laughter as she came, cumming hard, long, slow, and drawn out far beyond her wildest expectation.
We lay there together for a considerable length of time, unmoving, unable to speak, still floating somewhere far above in a new universe we had just created.
"Hmmm, finally..."
"Finally what?" I asked.
"Finally...I got to see what you taste like," she purred.
"Hmmm, me too," I laughed.
#
I don't remember moving, but somehow we must have. I stirred from my self-induced coma to find that I lay beside Chris, spooning her from behind. I grinned inwardly feeling the response and awakening of my prick as it rested comfortably against the softness of her ass. Remembering.
"Hmm," I moaned softly as though speaking for my cock, which is what I'm sure it would have been saying had it been able to speak for itself. "Hmmm," I said again as the fullness of my erection pressed against her flesh, seeking the warmth and comfort of that still slippery wet place.
Still somewhere within her own dream-like state, she stirred barely, just enough to open like a flower blooming in springtime. I felt the press of her lips engulf the head of my dick, kissing it. I pushed, inching slowly, ever so slowly inside that satin glove. Chris moaned, awakening to the gentle entry of my shaft penetrating her femininity.
"Ohhh!"
"Hmmm," I countered happily. "You're still so fucking wet!" I added huskily.
"And you're still fucking hard," she giggled pleasurably.
Without another word, we rolled simultaneously as though reading one another's minds. With an even greater sense of mobility and freedom, I remained mounted behind her, my cock perfectly nestled deep within the confines of her cunt. I didn't fuck her, I merely flexed the muscles of my shaft letting it throb and bounce inside her.
"Feel that?"
"Oh yes! Fuck yes! Keep doing it!"
I happily obliged her. The simple movement of my prick as it expanded, relaxed, throbbed and wiggled inside her was the most delicious torturous tease for us both.
"Oh shit... look Chris!" I said excitedly. She first looked back over her shoulder towards me, wondering what I was talking about. So I pointed. "No, over there!"
She followed my direction, smiling as she found herself, us...staring back from a nearby floor length mirror. The image of us, me behind her, my cock still wiggling inside her pussy, the fall of her magnificent breasts dangling so suggestively as she knelt before me on all fours.
"Pull it out, I want to see you. I want to see your cock fucking me."
I slowly withdrew, inch by inch until the tip of my prick 'popped' with an audible sucking sound as Chris's pussy reluctantly released it.
"Slide it against my ass," she instructed.
We both watched in the reflection of the mirror as I moved up allowing my cock to slither like a searching snake between the cheeks of her ass.
"Now, slap my ass with it," she stated, still watching in the mirror just as I was.
I slapped her twin cheeks with my prick, hard, delighting in the semi-stinging sensation of it. Squeezing my prick, I produced a thick streamy ribbon of lubricant that oozed from the tiny eye-slit of my cock to pour like syrup upon the goose-pimpled flesh of her ass.
"Smear it," she said simply.
I was grinning. With cock in hand, I rested it even more firmly against Chris's bottom, enjoyed the feel of it as it slid silkenly back and forth against her. I grinned even more, looking almost stupidly at myself in the mirror as I continued to enjoy the sensation of her ass-flesh caressing my prick, the skin of which pulled and pressed up and down, back and forth, side to side as I continued to play, teasing myself as well as her.
"Now, slide it back in. Slowly! So I can watch how it feels as it goes back in!"
I stuck the head of my prick near her opening, now watching her face in the mirror, to see if her expression changed as the fat of my prick began to enter her once again. Feeling as it did, knowing what it felt like to me, wondering in an abstract sort of way how good it might feel to her. Her smile told me, her eyes nearly glossing over with anticipation and lust as I continued to fill her ever-growing even wetter cunt.
"Now David now! Fuck me hard...fast and deep!"
I plunged inside her with the first of many powerful thrusts. Watching the image of her as she was, my cock spearing her wet juicy fuck-hole. The sound of her sopping cunt once again spewing forth that frothy, juicing sounding bit of erotic music, the slap of my balls against her ass adding the percussion section to the symphony of sensual rhythmic cunt-fucking, cock slipping orgasmic harmony.
And like the delighted naughty kid that I was, I reveled in the beauty of her dangling tits as they rocked back and forth, swaying to the beat of cock to cunt, prick to pussy as we converged towards ecstasy. Leaning more fully onto her elbow for support, Chris then grasped one of her heavy breasts, fingering the nipple, watching me as I watched her doing so.
"Yes!" I cried out joyously. "Oh yes Chris, play with your tits for me!" I begged her, lunging inside her cunt, feeling the incredible sensation of my shaft being coated with an overabundance of her hot female nectar.
"I want you to cum on me, all over me!" Chris said gazing deep into my eyes. "I want to feel your hot sticky semen squirting all over my face, my tits, my pussy!"
God...just hearing her say that almost triggered my release. I wanted to watch my prick spurting upon her, everywhere, seeing it from a perspective I had never known before as I continued to imagine the fantasy of it while looking into the mirror.
"Just tell me when, " she asked moaning audibly.
I couldn't answer, I was hanging on by a thread trying with every ounce of my willpower to keep from too soon doing just that.
"Come on baby! Come on now...give it to me. Squirt your nasty fuck juice all over me, squirt it on my tits baby...my face...my..."
"Oh God Chris! Here it cums!" I warned just seconds away now.
Faster than I could imagine, she spun about on the bed un-cunting me. Her hand now replacing the sweetness of her pussy, jerking my shaft expectantly, rapidly.
"Watch it in the mirror baby. Watch it while you shoot your cum all over me!" she reminded, forcing me to open my eyes that had begun to glue themselves shut. I felt the first powerful jettison of my climax leap from the tip of my prick, cascading high into the air, surprising us both. I watched the trailer of jisim fall like a thrown rope to cover the right side of her face splashing wickedly, becoming a cum-carpeting upon and within her hair.
"Yes! More!" she screamed out excitedly, holding my prick motionless for a moment as though timing in her own minds eye the next explosive squirting. It came a millisecond later, this one more like a perfectly aimed arrow as the streamer of cream flew from my prick-tip to disappear perfectly into Chris's open waiting mouth.
"Oh yeah baby...yeah. More! More! Cum for me baby...fucking cum for me!"
She now re-directed my pulsating throbbing prick towards her tits. I continued to look in the mirror, watching in a surrealistic sort of way as the white sticky fluid continued to pump out from my prick, watching as it now fell upon her breasts, enveloping her nipples, seeing them turn just as creamy white as the tip of her tongue now was, as she extended it outwards, traces of my semen so erotically clinging to the tip of it. Chris leaned to lick my shaft, sucking my balls, her hand magically once again pumping me as I felt yet another tracer of fluid expel in explosive mind-blowing ecstasy.
I watched as this one arched over her shoulder, falling somewhere onto her back.
"Your pussy! Your pussy!" I cried out in worried alarm, wondering if there would be enough on the next one, and though the orgasm not as yet finished, knowing that in moments now, it would be.
Still holding my prick, Chris rolled backwards bringing me with her. Lifting her legs, spreading them, the tip of my cock once again expanding as another near final splurge of juice splashed against her swollen puffy lips. Prick still firmly grasped within her soft hands, I felt her 'twiddle' it against the surface of her clit, sliding it up the groove of her fur-lined split. No longer rocketing cream now, my prick merely throbbed out the last vestiges of my spending. But it was timed perfectly as those dribbulets of spunk coated her nether lips as well as that hard glistening little clitoris.
I could tell by the expression on her face that she was only moments away from climax. Her eyes rolling back into her head, an almost painful grimace as her hand now used my cock to masturbate her pussy with, slapping it rapidly against her lips, back and forth, knowing full well the intensity that she was bringing to the pleasure of her hard heated nubbin.
"Cum Chris! That's it! Cum for me baby! Let it go baby, let your pussy go!
Her ear-splitting scream of pure bliss alerted me that she had.
#
Chris was still in the shower as I re-emerged back into the bedroom towel-drying my hair. It was the sweet pungent smell of smoke that assailed my nostrils as I looked up. Brenda was sitting in one of the over-sized armchairs only then slowly blowing out a long drawn-in puff of smoke. She was naked, but had wrapped herself in a large over-sized towel after having obviously finished taking a shower herself.
"Thought I'd give the two of you a little more time," she said grinning. I glanced at my watch, it had been nearly three hours.
"Sorry about that," I said blushing slightly, only then realizing that I was nude, standing before her as I was.
She glanced up and away from my now softened prick, but the look in her eyes was appreciative none-the-less. Which is when Chris walked into the bedroom just as naked as I was.



"Hey kiddo, sorry about the time," she acknowledged without even batting an eyelash that her girlfriend was sitting there. "God, give me a drag on that would you?"
Brenda leaned forward handing the smoke towards me. As she did, the fullness of her own breasts threatened to reveal themselves.
"Go ahead," she told me once again taking a quick glance down towards my semi-awakened penis.
"Excuse me?" I asked tearing my eyes away from her boobs. For a second, I wasn't sure what she'd just given me permission for.
"Take a drag, you look like you could use one as well," she said grinning with a knowing look on her face.
"Oh, yeah...thanks!" I did so, quickly handing it to Chris who'd come over to stand beside me.
"Hungry?" she asked Brenda. "I'm famished!" she said giggling.
Seeing her standing there beside me, even though we'd barely finished wearing one another out less than a short time ago, including yet another sensational suck and fuck in the shower, I felt my prick stiffening at the mere sight of Chris's magnificent breasts. I glanced over towards the towel I had tossed onto the bed wondering if I should retrieve it before things got even more obvious than they were beginning to.
"Hungry and horny!" Brenda replied. "I didn't have enough privacy to enjoy any of the jets in the hot-tub, and had to settle for a quickie cum in the shower, which was far less than satisfactory, especially hearing the two of you giggling and carrying on in here!" She laughed however, letting me know she wasn't really all that upset about it. "You owe me BIG time Chris!" she added seriously. "BIG time! And as for you David," she stated turning towards me. "You owe me a really, really, nice dinner!"
To my surprise, and delight, Chris reached over giving my cock an affectionate pull, even with Brenda still sitting there in the chair watching her.
"Listen you two, if you're going to start things up again, I have news for you, I won't be going anywhere, not unless we're headed off to eat. Otherwise..." Brenda stood removing her towel, proving to me as she did, that she was indeed naked beneath it. Chris bellowed out a raunchy laugh.
"We better get dressed David. Otherwise, I think Brenda just might have you and me both for dinner!"
I saw what could only be a surprised expression on Brenda's face upon hearing Chris say that. And even more interesting, she even appeared to blush as she quickly rewrapped herself in the towel. I headed towards the closet, watching as Brenda took Chris's arm momentarily escorting her over towards the door. I couldn't hear whatever was said, but I heard Chris's sultry laugh.
"You never know!" Chris spoke quietly, but I'd managed to over hear her anyway.
We'd had a delightful dinner, plenty of wine and delicious food. Even more importantly, it was nice simply to relax and get to know the two women considerably better. Seeing Chris in such a relaxed carefree environment as we were in, was refreshing. She was obviously enjoying herself, and even Brenda had commented several times that she hadn't seen Chris so enthusiastically animated in a long, long time. Not to mention the periodic questioning looks she shot her on occasion whenever Chris eluded to anything of a sexual nature. And there had been plenty of that kind of flirtatious teasing going on all through dinner as well.
We returned to the condo a short time later where I opened a nice bottle of wine I'd brought along just for this occasion. Both Brenda as well as Chris headed off to their bedrooms to change "into something more comfortable" as Chris had seductively indicated. Minutes later she re-emerged wearing a rather revealing, yet comfortable looking satin pajama's set that was a slinky dark blue, nearly black that shimmered in the glow of the fire that I'd turned on as our only real source of lighting at this point. Additionally, I'd put on some music, something soft, romantic and easy to listen to as we sat sipping our wine.
A few minutes after that, Brenda rejoined us and I smiled as she entered wearing a form fitting Japanese Kimono. The gap in front was loose, allowing a tantalizing peek at her beautiful breasts, which I'd seen all too briefly earlier.
"I feel a bit over dressed," I commented. And I was.
"There's one of the hotel robes hanging on the back of the bathroom door you could wear," Brenda suggested.
"Or...you could just strip down to your cute little briefs if you'd like," Chris stated suggestively.
"I think I'll start out with the robe first," I replied. Seeing the two women as they were had already caused my prick to begin stiffening. And I thought that merely wearing my bikini briefs would quickly become far too uncomfortable to bear.
By the time I had changed and returned, the girls were sitting on the couch sipping their wine. At that moment a particular song that I really enjoyed listening to began. I walked over towards the couch holding out my hand.
"Care to dance?" I asked. Chris smiled, almost blushing, but accepted my hand as I led her over towards the informal dining room where there was plenty of room to move around in. I gathered her into my arms, my hand gently caressing the small of her back, the other lightly caressing and playing with her ass.
"Hmm," purred into my neck. "That feels good!" Chris pressed herself against me, the obvious erection I had somewhat concealed beneath the robe now discovered as she giggled, pressing herself even more fully against me, grinding her thigh against it as we continued to slow dance across the floor.
"Like I said before, maybe you two should get a room!" Brenda teased watching us. And I couldn't help but watch her as she crossed one leg beneath herself on the couch, her hand disappearing beneath the hem of her kimono, her breasts once again threatening to spill out of the ever-widening opening of her silk robe.
I soon placed my hand upon Chris's left breast. The feel of it beneath the thin satin material of her pajama top felt sensual, erotic. Especially as her nipples hardened, pressing against the soft, slick material. I felt her fumble with the sash on my bathrobe finally loosening it, her hand quickly locating my stiff throbbing erection. Likewise, I now slid my own hand beneath the hem of her pajama bottoms, not at all surprised to find nothing but bare warm skin, her pussy already moist, waiting for me to enter her. We continued to dance, though now my fingers dancing inside her wet split, just as Chris's hand danced up and down the length of my shaft.
I glanced quickly over towards Brenda. And though she wasn't being as obvious about it as we were, it was evident that she was toying with herself, one hand now inside the opening of her kimono as she caressed, massaging her breast, the other, still down between her legs, though the subtle movement of her sleeve giving away the activity she was allowing herself to enjoy.
"God David, you're making me fucking horny again!" Chris quipped with huskiness in her voice.
"You're not the only one," I moaned pleasurably against her neck as her hand began pumping my cock unabashedly. "And your girlfriend seems to be getting that way as well!" I whispered, turning her purposely in that direction so she could see what she was doing for herself.
"Would the two of you prefer to be alone?" Brenda questioned as we both stood there looking towards her.
Chris surprised me however by releasing me, stepping away before turning and heading over towards the couch.
"Like I said earlier David, I don't want to go away from this weekend regretting I didn't do something, or experience something I've always wanted to." Chris moved towards Brenda who sat looking at her with a semi-confused, surprised expression on her face. "I've always wanted to lick another woman's pussy, and to be perfectly honest Brenda, I can't think of any other woman's pussy I'd enjoy eating for the first time, than yours!"
Hearing her actually admit that, but say it so uninhibitedly to her friend, taking the risk of being turned down, vulnerable, yet open in her request. I felt my cock suddenly lurch with the unexpected excitement of the possibility.
"You...you sure Chris?" Brenda asked already placing the leg she'd been half sitting on back onto the floor, her legs partially spreading in open invitation.
"More than I ever have been Brenda," Chris assured her as she knelt on the floor before her, her hands gently undoing the sash holding her already well open robe completely.
I wanted to watch, participate in some way if I dare, but not knowing Brenda nearly as well as Chris, unsure of what to do, or even if I should do anything other than simply stand there watching the two of them.
"Play with her tits baby while I lick this sweet pussy of hers," Chris stated as though reading my mind. "She'll like that...trust me!"
I quickly stepped behind the couch, reaching down to cup Brenda's twin orbs, enjoying the difference, but still wishing I had at least one breast from each woman within my hands to even better enjoy the subtle differences and pleasure from caressing the two of them simultaneously. The sight of Chris parting Brenda's pussy lips with her fingers, then gingerly running the tip of her tongue up Brenda's slit, chased all thought away of my own selfish desires. Right now, more than anything, all I wanted to do was see Chris going down on her friend while I merely stood there, hoping to enhance Brenda's pleasure by the simple, playful caress of her breasts.
There was no awkwardness, a bit of nervous excitement perhaps yes as Chris continued to lick another woman's pussy for the first time. In seconds, she was devouring her friend, licking, nipping, and sucking her just as she so enjoyed being done to herself. The sounds of Brenda's obvious pleasure, the way her head rolled from side to side, her ass slightly rotating with the movements of Chris's tongue-fucking, clit licking pleasures, soon had me drooling precum in anxious desire for doing that myself.
"Can we move this into the bedroom?" I suggested hopefully. "I'd love to be doing to her pussy, what she's doing to yours," I added, hoping I hadn't spoiled or ruined their intimate moment together.
"Sounds like a good idea!" Brenda replied. "But only if Chris allows me to return the favor," she amended.
Chris giggled, already standing unbuttoning her pajama top as she did. "Well? What are the two of you waiting for?" she asked. "We've got a long, interesting night ahead of us. And I suggest we get started!"
Brenda and I turned grinning at one another, then back towards Chris as she finished stepping out of her pajama bottoms to stand there naked before us. Likewise, I allowed the robe to fall completely away, my prick now rock-hard and angry looking with lustful need and desire. Brenda quickly discarded her own robe, taking Chris's hand, leading her towards the bedroom, but not before Chris managed to reach out, once again taking hold of her favorite 'pull-toy' dragging me along behind her.
"You two go right a head," I suggested. "I'd like to watch for a few if you don't mind being on exhibit!"
They didn't, and I was happy for that. Brenda lay back on the oversized bed as Chris knelt above her in an all too familiar '69' position, though it had been a hell of a long time since I'd last seen two women together like this. I found I couldn't merely observe however, the temptation simply too great as the two of them began to explore one another with tongues, fingers and lips. I stood along side, watching, finally reaching down to toy with one of Chris's full breasts, the tantalizing nipple responding to my fingers, her audible moan of enjoyment as both Brenda and I increased her ever-growing arousal. Tentatively, I once again reached down to gingerly caress one of Brenda's tits, her equally responsive sigh telling me to continue, which I did, smiling as I now held a differing breast in each hand, feeling like a young kid in a candy store with a bag full of money.
I could have watched them forever! The way they moved together, caressing, exploring one another so intimately for the first time was beyond description. And it was obvious that they were each enjoying the erotic teasing they were bringing to one another, close friends, even closer now in their intimate acceptance.
"Oh God! Yes! Yes! Brenda...yes!" Chris cried out in that now all too familiar way. Running my hands up and down her body, caressing her ass, her neck, her back as Brenda's talented tongue brought her ever closer to the edge of orgasmic bliss.
"Cum baby, cum!" I urged her. "Enjoy it honey, enjoy the way Brenda's eating your cunt, feel what her tongues doing to your clit, feels good doesn't it?" I asked unnecessarily.
I'd hoped my verbal intrusion didn't seem out of place, for I knew that Chris enjoyed our dirty, naughty "sex-talk" as we called it. Then smiled wide as Brenda joined in with me, taking a moment from pleasuring her friend's pussy to add to what I'd already begun.
"Oh Christie!" Brenda began, using the more formal version of her friends name to accentuate the importance of her own personal emotions. "I love the way your pussy tastes!" she told her. "Like candy, like sweet succulent candy!" she added before lapping at the nubbin of her clit once again that she had now exposed almost completely holding the folds of Chris's pussy lips a part with her fingers.
I watched as she leaned back in to suck it, twirling the tip with her tongue as Chris responded, momentarily forgetting all about Brenda's own needful pussy as her orgasm drew nearer and nearer. Unable to help myself, I placed the tip of my finger on Brenda's exposed split, waiting for some sign that I might perhaps be unwelcome there, or overstepping my bounds. Brenda's moan told me otherwise however as I carefully slipped my finger deeper inside her, my thumb now pressed against her clitoris, teasing it as she moaned her approval into Chris's now quivering quim.
"Oh yeah, cum baby... cum for me!" I stated once again, knowing by her expression and panting that Chris was close, damn fucking close, already teetering on the edge. Whatever it was that Brenda did at that moment pushed her over. Chris cried out in glorious rapture, her head shaking back and forth in wild abandonment as Brenda brought her off, her own pussy now clenching about my finger as I continued to finger-fuck her pussy, rubbing her clitoris gently, then giving into my own adventurous risk, replacing my thumb with my tongue.
Still convulsing in pussy clenching bliss, Chris finally rolled over collapsing by her friend's side, out of breath and still deliriously shivering with aftershocks of pleasure.
Chris had done all the work. It took but a few more seconds of tickling Brenda's clit with my tongue before she too was climaxing with an audible moan of pleasured release.
I watched the two women snuggle together, hugging, kissing, even laughing as they rejoiced together in their newfound intimacy. I lit up a cigarette, taking a mind clearing drag on it before passing it over to Chris.
As she exhaled looking towards me, she winked, smiling at my still stiff member that I no longer felt self-conscious about standing there with in front of her friend.
"Well now, looks like we'll need to be taking care of that, and soon too!" she stated.
I merely smiled, not knowing how to respond to that.
"Oh come on David," she urged. "Now's not the time to play shy remember? It's a chance for all of us to explore our most erotic desires and fantasies. So tell us David...what would you like us to do?"
I cast a quick look in Brenda's direction who by now had propped her head up resting it on her hand, the other she had down between her legs still cupping her mound, enjoying the sensation of her still quivering femininity. She was smiling.
I took a deep breath throwing caution to the wind. "I've always wondered what it would feel like to have two sets of lips sucking and licking me," I replied. Chris laughed.
"That's it? Your big secret fantasy is nothing more than to have two women sucking you off?"
"Well...for starters," I told her lustfully. "For starters..."
Chris sat up on the bed reaching out, and as she'd begun to fondly do, once again grabbed my prick pulling me over to lie down on the bed between them.
"Just lay back and enjoy!" she purred lovingly.
Brenda quickly joined her, and in seconds I was in heaven! With two sets of lips slowly licking their way up and down my shaft, trading places as they alternated between sucking the head of my prick as well as my shaven balls, I trembled involuntarily with the exquisite torture.
"I get his joy-juice," Chris announced between licks as I propped myself up on my elbows so I could not only feel, but see this incredible paring.
Brenda giggled, "Be my guest," she told her now fencing tongues with Chris with my stiff hard shaft somewhere in between them as they did that.
"Oh fuck, you two are driving me insane!"
"Good!" Chris laughed as her soft lips descended down my prick taking it in short little munches as she gobbled my shaft escalating the tightness in my balls that Brenda was coaxing along with her hand. "Just let me know when you're ready to pop honey, I want all that delicious warm cream inside my mouth!"
"I don't think you'll have any problem in knowing that," I barely managed to say, shivering, trembling with the onslaught of two very talented tongues and lips as they continued to assault my cock.
I don't know who's finger it was, nor did I care, but as that beautiful intrusion into my ass began, so did the telltale signs of my impending orgasm begin.
"I think he's almost there," Brenda warned, giggling.
"Not almost. I am!" I shouted out.
Chris had already wrapped her lips tightly around the head of my penis, milking it with her silken tongue, sucking as though nursing on a tit. I felt the explosion of ecstasy erupt from the head of my prick filling her mouth. Brenda's hand now smoothly, softly pumping my prick up and down coaxing out the near continuous flow of my ejaculate, and the never-ending one long drawn out orgasm that seemed would never end. Nor did I want it to.
I had melted. I felt like I was nothing more than one big emotional wet-spot, half expecting to find myself being absorbed into the sheets as Chris leaned over to kiss me, the taste of my own spending an aphrodisiac as our lips met, our tongues dancing against one another. She turned, kissing Brenda, and I watched from my new form as their tongues met, the essence of my soul being exchanged back and forth between them as they took turns sucking one another's tongues as though they were precious little clits. Finally they broke from one another.
"So David, what else is on that naughty little wish-list of yours?" Chris asked.
"Well, like I said...for starters..."
#
It was a simple thing really. I had seen it only once during an X-rated movie I had. But whenever I'd found myself with time on my hands, as well as something else to put in them, I'd played this particular scene over and over again. I'd never thought I would ever be given the opportunity to witness and enjoy it for real, until now.
I didn't even know if I had anything left. It didn't matter. Just the feel of sitting there absentmindedly playing with myself was pleasure enough. For it was my eyes that were being stimulated now, and the new movie that would be forever playing inside my head whenever I wished to recall it.
On the bed before me, Chris and Brenda moved sensually, slowly against one another. I had called it "kissing pussies" for lack of a better term I suppose. Lips to lips, pussy-lips, rubbing, kissing, and caressing one another. They had positioned themselves in a scissor-like fashion, legs over and under one another until they had come into direct contact, cunt-to-cunt. As I sat there watching them, mesmerized, enthralled, I was glad to see that for them, it had become not only my own fantasy, but one that they were enjoying and sharing enthusiastically as well.



It was better than I ever imagined it could be. Not only were the visual senses being stimulated, but the sounds that accompanied the two women as they cunt-fucked one another went beyond words capable of describing it. With so much arousal, excitement and stimulation between them, the free flowing lubrications from each began to mingle, froth and emit the most delicious juicy sucking sounds I'd ever heard. Periodically, as their combined lust escalated, they would not merely grind themselves against one another, but literally 'hump' with the slap of flesh, soft, sweet pussy flesh coming together, the 'sucking' sounds becoming even louder, more liquefied.
"Get your ass over here and suck my tits!" Chris finally demanded, turning to look towards me as I sat there with a dumb-founded shit-eating expression on my face.
Placing her huge breasts together, I brought both of those incredibly long thick nipples into my mouth sucking them simultaneously. With her hands free, Chris took over where my own had been only moments ago. The feel of her thumb as it hooked itself beneath the ridge of my cock-crown, stroking it, gliding the tip of her fingernail over and around it caused it to throb almost painfully, but so fucking wonderfully so! "Think you can cum again?" she asked.
"Fuck, I don't know...but I don't fucking care either!" I exclaimed. "What I'm seeing, what you're doing, is pleasure enough," I told her.
By the expression on Brenda's face, I could see she was nearing her sweetness. Rotating her pelvis, her pubic mound pressed hotly, tightly against Chris's, the continued "squishy" sound coming from their cunts as they continued to kiss one another made me begin to believe that anything was possible. And though I wondered if indeed I would even ejaculate a thing, I now knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that seeing this, being a part of it, I would at least climax in whatever fashion that might take.
"Oh God Christie, I want you to cum with me!" Brenda urged. "I want to feel your pussy explode against mine! Please!"
The wanton, explicit way she spoke seemed to heighten Chris's response almost immediately, as well as my own. I honestly didn't think it possible, but suddenly there it was. That "Oh God I'm about to fucking cum" feeling suddenly tightened my balls. Stepping over, not even thinking about it, nor wondering whether I should or shouldn't be doing this, I parked the head of my dick squarely upon the tightly pressed mounds of the two women as they continued fucking one another towards heavenly bliss.
I was pleasantly surprised when I actually came. My little sperm-makers must have been working overtime to be sure, and though I didn't exactly throw a rope, there was sufficient joy-juice that spilled erotically between their still kissing lips.
"Oh yeah baby!" Chris wailed, "Cum on us honey, let our pussies suck up your prick juice!" And God did they!
Weak kneed, I stumbled backwards into the chair where I collapsed unceremoniously. With the addition of my creamy fuck-juice, the noisy erotic sounds seemed to become even more prevalent, though the two of them were now humping against one another in a sexual frenzy as they approached what was becoming a nice simultaneous orgasm together. Their mutual cries of pleasure seemed to erupt in unison, each thumping, and humping against one another, as the tidal wave of their combined climax seemed to wash them away into complete and total oblivion.
I sat back, lighting up yet another cigarette, content to merely sit there and look on at the two now exhausted spent, thoroughly satisfied vixens who continued to lay, cunt to cunt, basking in the afterglow of their Sapporoistic encounter.
#
After I had gathered some strength and sensibility, I headed back out into the living room, poured myself a glass of wine, and walked out onto the balcony. Though I was nude, it was pitch black with not even a hint of moon outside.
I stood there for quite some time sipping my wine, allowing the girls to recover from their own incredible experience undisturbed, allowing them some privacy to chat, talk, or whatever they wanted to do together without my being around them.
Minutes later I felt Chris step up behind me, the softness of her breasts pressing against my back, her arms encircling my chest, one finger lightly teasing the nipple-ring I wore.
"Incredible isn't it?" she whispered.
"Beautiful," I replied. "It's really nice out here." She slapped my ass, hard.
"That's not what I meant."
"I know," I teased. "But yes it is," I added turning to face her. We kissed, our lips pressing, searching, tongues once again flicking out to tease and taste one another. I could taste my own essence upon hers. She smiled.
"Well, I did feel like it was necessary to clean up your mess from Brenda's pussy," she told me. I laughed, drawing her closer to me.
"Speaking of which, where is she?"
"In the shower, which is where I'm headed. Thought I'd ask if you'd care to join us. We're all smelling a bit funky."
"I like funky."
She threw her head back and laughed, "Me too, especially that cum funkiness you've dumped all over me."
"And hopefully again soon too!" I added.
"You're amazing you know that?"
"Why?" I asked her.
"You're simply one of the most uninhibited, sensual men I have ever met before in my entire life," she explained.
"Well, ditto. You are too!" I told her, leaning over to kiss both of her breasts, not at all surprised to find her nipples just as stiff and as hard as they had been all evening.
"Come on," she said reaching down to take firm hold of her favorite handle. "Otherwise, I'm going to make you fuck me out here on the balcony," she announced.
"Things to do list," I teased. "As soon as I recover enough to be able to do that." Then I followed happily along as she led me by the handle down the hall towards the bathroom.
#
The bathroom was big enough all by itself, but the shower was enormous, serving two purposes as both a shower as well as a steam room. Several marble benches sat around the enclosure at differing heights. Two sets of showerheads sat at either end, along with a flowing waterfall like shower directly overhead if one preferred the feel of that. Which obviously Brenda did as she stood beneath it allowing the nice hot water to cascade down upon her.
"Mind if we join you?" Chris asked already stepping inside the enclosure, pulling me immediately in behind her.
In response, Brenda reached over to begin soaping up Chris's breasts while I in turn began soaping up her back and ass. We soon exchanged places, sandwiching Brenda between us while we did the same for her, and then it was my turn. It hadn't been that long, not yet quite an hour since we'd left the bedroom. And yet, as Brenda's hand, along with Chris's soaped my now flaccid cock and balls, it began to show signs of renewed life.
"Well, well. What have we here?" Chris asked, going from a wash-fondling to an outright stroking of my rapidly rising penis.
"I've always wondered if you were actually capable of raising the dead, I guess now we know don't we?"
Stepping up beside us, Brenda slipped her hand down between Chris's legs and began fondling her as she continued fondling and playing with me.
"I can't believe I'm still this fucking horny!" Chris announced. "And getting hornier and hornier by the minute!" she added breathlessly as Brenda's finger slipped gingerly inside her rapidly moistening slit.
"Come over here so I can lick you again," Brenda instructed. She moved over to one of the bench seats sitting down. Chris followed, stepping up onto the second tier directly over her girlfriend, using the safety bar for support, perfectly positioned as Brenda reached up spreading Chris's succulent pussy lips giving her exposed clitoris a welcoming lick.
"Oh fuck that feels nice!" Chris mewled.
I moved behind Chris, once again capturing her breasts within my hands, toying with her aroused nipples, tapping them, then gently pulling on them as Brenda's tongue busily went to work on Chris's sweet tasting cunt.
I felt my hard stiff cock pressing against the softness of Chris's ass, the slipperiness of the soap allowing it to slide back and forth against her in a tantalizing erotic caress.
"Oh yeah baby, fuck me. Stick that mother-fucking cock inside my pussy!"
Well I'd never fucked my mother with it, though as a young boy I'd once jerked off thinking about it. Even so, I reached down prepared to guide my prick towards that waiting inviting hole that Brenda was still busily enjoying. I felt the knob of my prick slide against the opening of her ass, and stopped. Grinning, I placed my finger there instead, the combination of soap making access to that tight little opening a deliciously decadent thought. Chris moved back against me, urging me to continue without speaking, though her moans said all that needed to be said. I felt the head of my prick suddenly pop through the opening of her ass, and held it there. Chris's knees buckled as she balanced herself on Brenda's face.
"Oh fuck me!" Chris groaned deeply. "Oh fuck David, I love the feel of your prick inside my ass!"
I slowly inched it in a little deeper allowing her to adjust to the sudden unexpected intrusion, though Brenda's flicking tongue on Chris's clit was certainly helping things along.
"Oh shit! Shit! That feels good!" Chris cried out once again. "Oh yeah baby, suck my clit...suck it hard for me!" she begged her friend. "Now...push it all the way in David, all the way fucking in!"
I pushed, though still going slowly until I felt the entire length of my shaft embedded as deeply inside her as it was possible for me to do. I stood, unmoving, allowing her to once again adjust, though I purposely throbbed inside her so she could feel it moving about as I did.
"Oh fuck!" she exclaimed once again. "Fuck!"
And then I began to.
The tightness of her ass passage as it clenched, relaxed, and clenched again around my shaft as I ever so slowly thrust inside her, pulling out just as slowly, if not even more so was driving her insane. Her legs shook, her ass quivering. A combination of being so fully filled, a tongue delicately dancing about the surface of her clit was taking her to new, previously unattainable heights.
I found her breasts, her nipples somehow harder, longer, fatter than I remembered them being.
"Pull on the fuckers!" she demanded. I did.
"Oh god!" she moaned.
I twisted them, pulling on them, then released them only to recapture them again in perfect timing of my inward thrust back inside that nice tight little fuck-hole.
"Oh fuck...fuck! I'm going to cum soon!" she stated as though surprised by that.
By her sudden increased movements, I now knew that Brenda had included a finger inside Chris's pussy, especially as I could feel it pressing against the side of my prick as I continued to fuck in and out of her. Her tongue was twirling in a maddened frenzy of its own, her fingers working their own magic inside Chris's pussy while my own magical wand performed tricks of it's own inside her velveteen ass.
"Oh my god! Oh my god! I'm almost...almost..."
I shoved with all my might inside her ass, somehow driving even deeper than I'd been able to before.
"THERE!" Chris screamed in what was a blood-curdling cry of spasmodic release. I felt her ass suddenly gripping me like a vise, unable to move, or even withdraw so tight had her muscles constricted around me. I could still feel the rapid pummeling of Brenda's fingers working inside her, amazed that in a way, she was using them to stroke my cock off with too. I felt my balls suddenly implode, a rush of semen gushing forth from the tip of my prick, flooding the walls and cavern of Chris's well-violated ass as she continued to scream in complete and total ecstasy.
#
We had all three soon after tumbled back out into the bedroom, collapsing into the bed, still nude, but exhausted from our near non-stop orgy. Never before in my entire life had I felt so euphoric, so overwhelmingly satiated as I felt now. Chris lay between us, my hand resting comfortingly upon her left breast spooning her from behind while she in turn cupped one of Brenda's soft tits, doing likewise to her as we snuggled together in a pressed heap of satisfied flesh and desire.
Half asleep now, she spoke. "Damn, and to think, we still have three more days together," she said dreamily.
I could only lay there and smile as the list got longer and longer.
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I had been a very successful Psychiatrist with a thriving practice for a number of years. I'd worked hard for those initials behind my name, John P. Edwards, M.D. And for a good many of those years, I really thought I was providing a worthwhile service. Then, Ms. Emily Fredrickson walked into my office.
When I'd initially begun my practice I had visions of treating people with some interesting neuroses, and really getting involved in some deep inner issues. What I found however was that I was seeing nothing more than a bunch of board lonely housewives with a lot of money, and nothing better to do than lie on a couch and vent. For the most part, none of them needed anything more than a little excitement in their lives, or at the minimum, a good hard fuck from someone other than their spouses. But this isn't exactly the kind of advice I was supposed to be giving them. So instead, I went through all the usual typical Dr. stuff to try and find out the 'why' they were feeling that way.
Most of my clients were referrals from other patients. All of who swore that I was one of the best, if not thee best in my field. When I first met Ms. Fredrickson I was already so busy treating and seeing people that I nearly turned her down sight unseen. However, at the prompting of one of the women I was counseling, who'd asked me as a BIG favor to take on one more client, I reluctantly agreed.
Once the initial preliminary's had been taken care of, I invited Ms. Fredrickson to make herself comfortable. Though I have both a chair and a couch, surprisingly the majority of my clients prefer to sit as opposed to lying down. Ms. Fredrickson, Emily, was in the minority and immediately crossed over to where the couch was, kicked off her shoes, hung up her jacket and laid down.
Emily was reasonably tall for a woman at just under six feet. She had coal black hair that was long, but had been pinned up giving her that professional woman's look that seemed so much in vogue these days. But the most startling feature had to be her eyes. I'd even attempted to try and figure out without asking, and thus seeming unprofessional on my part, in trying to determine if she was wearing contacts or not. Her eyes were the most beautiful cobalt blue I had ever seen. And with a milky white complexion, offset by those eyes and her unusually dark hair, she was with out a doubt one of the most striking women I had ever seen.
As I began delving into what some of her issues were, trying to get a feel for why it was that she thought I could help, I noticed as I sat slightly off to one side and behind her head that she would occasionally reach up and seemingly finger with the buttons on her blouse, one or twice even brushing her fingers across her nipples as we continued our discussion.
The thing that was odd was that there was nothing sexual in our discussion whatsoever. Everything we discussed or went over seemed to be either job related, or as I was already beginning to determine, as issues dealing with stress.
I'd barely noticed her the first time when I thought I had actually seen Emily finger one nipple. She'd continued talking to me, had already moved her hand away, but sure enough, there stood a very hard firm nipple protruding through the white business blouse she was wearing.
The discussion continued, and rather than sitting there taking notes as I usually did, I found instead that I was gazing at her more and more often, wondering if I had actually seen what I thought I had, and secondly, if she would do it again, which she did. The second time, she reached over and actually pinched her nipple through the material of her blouse, all the while continuing on with the mundane every day issues we are all faced with.
Frankly, I was truly puzzled for the first time since I'd been in practice as to what exactly WAS happening, and where all of this was leading. I'd only had one or two women actually proposition me during the course of my treatment with them. Neither of which I of course allowed anything to happen with, and not simply out of fear of losing my license. And it wasn't as though I wasn't attractive either. I've had my fair share of attractive looking women. And though I wasn't seeing anyone at the moment, I wasn't looking to get seriously involved with anyone.
Soon after that, our first session ended and Emily and I said our good-byes and scheduled an appointment for the next week without so much as a hint as to what had taken place or why. She remained calmly professional in her attitude and demeanor beyond that, and so we set up a weekly day for her continued therapy.
To my surprise, I found myself anxiously curious about our next meeting and could hardly wait until the day finally arrived. As before, Emily was similarly dressed with her hair once again done up in a tight bun behind her head. Taking her place upon the couch, we began.
As I began to review with her what we'd discussed the previous week, I found myself glancing over in her direction a little more frequently than normal. Once again there was nothing of a sexual nature even remotely discussed. Yet, I noticed that as Emily lie on the couch, she had bent one of her legs slightly which effectively hiked her skirt up a little more than what I felt was normal for trying to be simply comfortable.
In the next instant, I watched as Emily actually placed her hand down near her groin area, and as the subtle movement of her hand confirmed to me what she was doing, I watched saying nothing to her about it as she obviously began masturbating.
There was no change in her speech pattern to indicate she was becoming aroused or excited by what she was doing, almost as though she were playing with herself absentmindedly as she continued telling me about some of the more stressful situations she'd been having to deal with at work lately. The entire hour was consumed in this fashion, and I was once again left confused as well as curious as to what her motives and intentions truly were.
As the weeks came and went, our discussions remained professional. Yet with each passing week, Emily became bolder and bolder in her obvious masturbatory fantasy, if that's indeed what she was doing here. I, on the other hand refused to acknowledge what she was doing, or mention it. My thoughts being that this was some sort of test, or manipulation on her part which was the actual root of whatever problems she was actually dealing with. I was of the opinion that this blatant display of touching herself in front of me, all the while maintaining a total and complete professional-like conversation was finally going to result in one of those really interesting physiological evaluations that I had not had the opportunity to really get into up until now.
Admittedly, seeing this very beautiful woman lying on my couch, occasionally touching and caressing her breasts, or reaching down to bunch her skirt up, sliding her hand down inside her panties to finger herself was having its affect on me. I would find myself staring at her, forgetting what it was we'd been discussing for a moment, and worse, realizing that I would quite often be sitting there with a raging hard-on.
After nearly eight full weeks of this, I decided to change direction and confront her directly on the issue. Figuring that perhaps bringing it out in the open after all this time, that we'd finally begin discussing the real reason she was seeking therapy.
And......after the previous week I felt it was time anyway. It had been the first time that I'd seen Emily actually reach orgasm. And though I was fairly certain she hadn't faked it, I wasn't THAT positive she simply hadn't escalated this weird little game she was playing to a higher level, and I wasn't about to let her continue to try and control our sessions in this way any further without getting to the bottom of it.
I allowed Emily to make herself comfortable as she was now doing before each session began. She'd hung up her jacket, taken off her shoes, and had even reached up and undone a couple of the upper buttons on the blouse she was wearing. I waited until she'd positioned herself on the couch, expecting her to once again begin touching herself at any moment.
"Emily?" I began. "I think we need to discuss your masturbating during our sessions together."
For the first time she actually turned on her side and looked over the armrest at me. Something she'd never done before in all the weeks we'd been together. I saw a very wide, very beautiful smile spread across her face.
"Well Doc. It's about time. I was starting to wonder when you were finally going to ask me about it."
Frankly, I've had one or two patients in the past who've tried to put one over on me. But usually I figured it out long before they ever realized I had, and removed them from my active client list. In this instance however, I hadn't seen it coming, probably because I'd been so damn distracted by what had been going on, in addition to her being so fucking beautiful.
Emily had the upper hand for the time being, as I continued to ponder how I was going to respond to that. And the last thing I wanted to reveal to her was that she really was the one in control here at the moment.
She didn't give me the chance to respond as she suddenly sat up on the couch swinging her legs back around and placing them on the floor which put her facing me.
"It's very simple really. And don't feel bad that you were having trouble trying to figure out what was wrong with me. To be honest with you, nothing ever was."
"I'm not sure I understand." I told her truthfully. "Why don't you explain it to me?"
Emily reached up and pulled the pins from her luxurious black hair and allowed it to fall naturally well past her shoulders where it lay upon her breasts, highlighting the fullness of them and drawing my attention rather pointedly towards her chest.
"You see...I told my best friend Gail who's another patient of yours that I had this fantasy. Always have had it, but never had the opportunity or the inclination to ever do anything about it until I saw your picture on the back of one of the books you've written. When I learned that Gail was seeing you, I told her that I finally wanted to indulge myself, and finally get to enjoy my fantasy. Which basically was to simply masturbate in front of a good-looking Psychiatrist, knowing that he wouldn't or possibly couldn't do anything to try and involve himself with me. That wasn't apart of my fantasy...then."
I felt myself lean back, half expecting the chair to rock backwards, and then remembering it was a straight stiff-backed chair with no give. Emily saw the awkward movement and laughed.
Reaching up she began to slowly unbutton the remaining buttons of her blouse as she continued looking at me, smiling.
"It wasn't a matter of money for me obviously. I'd have paid any going rate just to satisfy this silly little desire of mine. Sitting here week after week, getting the courage to be able to lose my inhibitions, and allow myself to finally and completely enjoy myself in front of you as I've been doing, was worth every penny I've spent. So you see...there really isn't anything wrong with me. You've even told me so yourself in not so many words. Discussing the day-to-day issues, stress, work related problems, hell...we all go through and experience those. I'm no different. And I handle them just fine. But this was something I needed and have been wanting to do for as many years as I can remember."
Emily had finished undoing her blouse and now pulled it off allowing it to fall to the floor as she stood up off the couch.
"Listen Doc," she began in that almost too familiar expression she'd been using to address me of late. "I know a number of women who would love to simply tell someone about their fantasy's, about their dreams, kinks, quirks, desires, whatever, but without reproach, without recrimination, and without judgment. Sometimes just telling someone about some deep dark secret fantasy is as good as actually experiencing the fantasy itself. Only in my case...it was doing it, knowing all the while that you were watching me doing it, and wondering about it without ever saying anything. And especially after last week when I finally was able to achieve an orgasm in front of you, and then leaving afterwards without your ever saying a word to me about it. It simply couldn't have been any more perfect."
She stood in front of me now in her white lace bra, and began to pull down on the zipper of her skirt. I felt powerless to do or say anything, wanting to hear what she was telling me, and not wanting to. Stunned, and surprised that I could be so duped by this beautiful intelligent woman, and yet curiously pleased, flattered in a way... that I had been.
"So I guess this is our final session," she began.
I watched as she slowly pulled the zipper of her skirt down until she allowed it to fall down around her feet. Emily wasn't wearing any panties, just a garter holding up the sheer nylon stockings she'd been wearing. I didn't know if she'd planned on masturbating even more openly this week than she had the previous by the intimate lingerie she was wearing, but I now found myself rather disappointed that I had confronted her this early in the session.
"And please, don't be too upset with me. I know you really thought you were trying to help me, and you did! But just not in the way that you thought you were."
Emily now reached behind, unhooking her bra and allowed it to fall a slight ways down her arms before catching it and holding it against herself, the movement revealing just the tips of two very alluring looking areola's that peeked out of the top of that lacy garment so teasingly.
I was still sitting about as straight backed in my chair, as it was possible to do. I had an enormous erection at the moment, and almost looked down at myself, though I was almost afraid to look at what I would find there. Of all the days to wear beige slacks.
"So now that its over, and now that I won't be coming to see you as my therapist any more, I don't suppose you'd be interested in one more little fantasy of mine, would you?"
Emily let the bra fall. And I sat staring at two of the most precious, full rounded breasts I'd ever seen before in my life.
I don't even remember standing up when I did. About the only thing I did remember later was the curious wide-eyed look on Emily's face as I stood, and following her eyes as they moved down to where I knew my erection was bulging inside of my slacks. That and the obvious wet-spot that I also knew I was revealing to her. As I moved over towards my desk, I didn't even try to cover up my condition. And almost proudly I strode across the room and pushed the intercom button on my telephone.
"Jamie?"
"Yes Dr. Edwards." I heard Jamie respond in her business voice.
"Would you go ahead and pull Ms. Fredrickson's file? We've completed her therapy, so she will no longer be a patient here. Go ahead and bill her for the hour, but we're going to tie up some loose ends, so we'll be here for a while, but I won't charge her for the extra time ok?"
"Yes Dr." I heard her say again.
It wasn't unusual for me to do that with patients once in a while, so I was confident that Jamie wouldn't question anything. But as I continued to look over towards Emily who was once again sitting down on the couch and sensually caressing herself, I added.
"Oh Jamie? One more thing, when you're done with that, go ahead and take the rest of the afternoon off. I'll make sure to lock up everything."
There was a pregnant pause as I was almost sure there would be. It was rare that I allowed Jamie to go home early without previously planning for it. Perhaps it wasn't the wisest thing to do, and might even leave her wondering about it since she had access to patient files, and did all of my dictation. She knew of Emily's strange masturbation behavior, and might be putting the pieces together as we spoke. But I was allowing my cock to think for me at the moment, and almost laughed boyishly when Jamie finally responded back to me.
"Thank you Dr." Another pause, "Is there anything else?"
"No Jamie, that will be all."
I clicked off the intercom, turning and heading towards the couch.
Emily reached up; rubbing the wet-spot on my slacks, making it worse, and gently ran a sharp nail over the protruding bulge she found there. Standing above her, Emily then began to unfasten my belt as I in turn reached down and began to gently finger one of her amazingly hard nipples.
A second or two later with my cock finally free, I felt her warm succulent mouth envelop it and begin a therapy session designed to relieve a little stress that I'd been dealing with as of late.
"Well now that I'm no longer treating you," I said
Emily removed her mouth from my cock long enough to look up at me and interrupt what I was saying.
"That it's my turn to treat you for a change?"
I smiled back. "Well sort of, but I was about to tell you how beautiful a woman you really are. And that's not exactly something we usually tell our patients."
Emily knelt before me slowly stroking my slippery cock, and delighting me with the most exquisite sensations imaginable.
"So tell me Doc, just how many times DID you run off and masturbate after I'd left your office anyway?"
"Every time." I told her. "Every fucking time."
After Emily and I had thoroughly fucked each other's brains out, we lay together in a sweaty heap upon my leather couch.
"So Doc, what do you think of my idea anyway?"
"What?" I said, still trying to fight through the fugue I was in.
"You know, getting out of this "Shrink" business, and maybe getting into something a whole lot more interesting and exciting. Like what I was telling you about. Letting women, and maybe even men, come in and tell you all about their most secret intimate fantasy's. You could discuss them with them, maybe even give them some assurances that it's ok to wonder about things, no matter how kinky or bizarre they may be."
Emily sat up suddenly excited, the thoughts of my starting this kind of a business already giving her new ideas.
And all I could see was the gentle sway of her ripe luscious melons just settling back into place when she rose.
I wasn't seriously considering her ideas of course. But I wasn't quite ready for her to get up and simply walk out of my life either. Not without one more good-bye fuck at least.
"Well, I certainly couldn't work out of this office anymore," I left off saying.
"No, it wouldn't work here either." Emily said agreeing with me. And I was delighted to watch those perfect tits of hers happily agreeing with both of us.
"We'd have to find you a new location to work out of. Oh, and unless you're really attached to...Jamie is it?"
Dumbfounded, I sat looking at her and listening. She really was serious, and I was starting to think about it. Especially when she reached over in mid sentence and once again began stroking my cock back to life.
"Jamie...ah, no. Not really. She's a good administrative assistant, but I don't think she'd go in for taking that type of 'dick-tation'", I jokingly punned.
Emily laughed, squeezed my penis even tighter and began playing with it all the while continuing to talk to me.
"You know, my niece Daniel, 'Danny" we call her actually, would be perfect for the job! She's open minded, intelligent, so nothing would bother her at all. Plus...she knows how to keep a secret, trust me in that...I know. And most importantly, she's also very, very attractive. And that would go along way in helping you as well."
"Yeah...as in driving away the less attractive looking clients?" I asked her kiddingly.
Emily quit playing with my cock as though seriously pondering the dilemma I'd just given her.
"I was just kidding Emily."



"No...no, you might have a point there," she replied, though thankfully she began stroking me once again. Then her face brightened and she happily began jerking my cock up and down with the excitement of her solution. And suddenly...I was really happy about that too.
"I know! We just make sure she doesn't dress up too provocatively for work is all. You do want someone attractive sitting outside of your office. It say's something about YOUR virility. And you want to keep the customers coming back."
"And cumming." I joked once again, but not out of any effort on my part to be humorous. The point was, I was suddenly a little embarrassed as my cock began squirting streamer after streamer of hot pleasurable cum cream into the air.
"Hmmm," Emily said licking off her fingers. "Now we can REALLY have a nice long session together."
"What about what we were discussing?" I asked, biding for a little more time, after all, I'd just erupted in hugh explosion that would take me more than a mere few seconds to recover from.
"I've got a couple of pretty good property's I've been showing to people. One of which I think would be just perfect for you. I'll take you by there tomorrow and let you see it and tell me what you think. And tonight, I'll call Danny and have her set up an appointment with you."
"Maybe you'd better give me her number and we'll meet someplace. I'm not so sure that Jamie would appreciate meeting her replacement just yet."
"You know John," Emily said, using my name for the first time. "Maybe this isn't such a good idea after all."
Surprised, I looked at her questioningly. But she was grinning with a wonderfully mischievous look on her face.
"I might get a little jealous thinking of you fucking my niece."
"Oh? And why would I do that?" I asked her.
"When you see her, you'll know. And besides, you need to give her the proper interview to prove to yourself that she is the type of woman you're looking for, for this kind of business don't you?"
"I suppose," I said teasing her back. And was equally surprised to feel my cock twitch with renewed excitement over the prospect.
"Ahhhh, I thought that might interest you," she said taking my cock and placing it at the opening of her sex as she climbed over the top of me.
"Now Doc," Emily said, once again lapsing back into the old familiarities. "I think it's time you fucked me, and fuck me really long and hard this time. It might have to last me for a while."
Emily placed my reawaked prick into her sopping wet cunt and slid it into heaven.
"Let's play...Doctor!" She giggled happily.
So we did.
The next day we went out to look at possible locations. And two weeks after that, I moved in. Emily did all the interior design as well, giving the place a relaxed, cozy atmosphere, but a mysterious one too. She said it would help my clients to better imagine things and fantasize, and allow themselves the freedom to speak honestly and openly to me.
She was also right about Danny too. And though I hadn't fucked her...yet. I could see what she meant about her. Danny was young, but obviously experienced. She had long blonde hair that reached easily to her waist. Though her breasts certainly weren't nearly as large as Emily's, they were young, perky and stood up stiff and straight without any help at all from a bra. And though that would certainly change in a few years, I could only think that I might be lucky enough to enjoy the transfiguration from one admiration to another as they matured and took on that other look that I actually preferred.
I had interviewed Danny after giving considerable thought to just what type of business I was actually getting myself into. I decided to drop the M.D. after my name. For some reason, being a Sex Doctor wasn't quite what I had in mind when going through school. Additionally, I didn't display the many certificates I'd previously had hanging on my wall either. And though that had also been Emily's suggestion, I'd not planned on showing them anyway. The feeling was, that we didn't want the setting to appear too clinical, or too formal. The whole idea was to invite people to allow me to enter their most private thoughts and fantasies, and then let things sort of guide us from there.
To be honest, I really had no idea initially what to expect from all this. Nor did I think that it would be that easy to attract the type of clients that I wanted to either. I certainly didn't want just ANYONE coming into my office. I DID want normal every day people yes...but people who weren't exactly crazy, or morbidly neurotic walking in through the door.
I'd hired an additional staff to work off premise and do whatever research might be needed. That was mainly precautionary against any run-ins with the law, or people who might find my new line of work threatening for one reason or another. Everyone was to be thoroughly checked and verified before I took him or her on as clients. Confidentiality was primary, and everyone who worked for me would submit to periodic polygraph testing to ensure that client privileges were assured.
Once everything was in place, the hardest part remaining was to attract the type of people or individuals we were looking for, that...and trying to decide what I was going to call myself. I still hadn't figured that one out yet.
Emily had already contacted a few people she knew who were more than interested in that particular type of therapy. Word of mouth, and cautious referrals would give me a base to work with, but getting continual new clients would be a little more difficult. We decided to advertise in a largely underground student newspaper off campus. That would get the word out to the younger set. Emily had a few contacts in higher places, and would discreetly get the ball rolling in that direction. Even Danny had a few additional ideas to offer, so all in all things were pretty well set.
When Danny caught her first glimpse of the new office and where it was she'd be working, she was excited as hell and wandered through each and every one of the therapy-theme rooms that Emily had decorated and created. That WAS one of her ideas after all, and it made perfect sense. A different room for a different mood, and each one could be easily redecorated as we discovered which rooms worked better than others. Plus, it would keep everything fresh and interesting if we changed them around from time to time.
"This is so incredibly erotic!" Danny exclaimed appreciatively.
"I know what we'll call you." Emily said
"What?" I asked.
"Doctor Erotic! That's how we'll advertise you, and get the word out. Doc Erotic..." Emily said turning the thought once again in her mind, getting a feel for it.
"Yes...that might work." I agreed. "If nothing else, it will certainly tell people what I'm about, and hoping to accomplish won't it?"
"And, you still get to be a Doctor too!" Danny added.
Winking at her, "Yes...but I only play one in the office."
"That sounds naughty!" Danny quipped back. "But I always did like playing Doctor when I was a little girl."
"Damn!" Emily said somewhat alarmed.
"What?"
"We SHOULD have designed ONE of the rooms to look like a Doctor's office at least! I never thought of that."
Laughing, I assured her. "Don't worry Emily, we've got plenty of time to think about redecorating. Let's see how the rooms we do have turn out first before we start worrying about changing them."
"I'll get started on the business cards." Danny suggested. "Oh...and we're going to need some horny looking letterhead and stationary too."
"Horny looking?" I asked looking at Emily.
"Don't worry. I'll make sure nothing gets printed up before we've both had a chance to look at it first ok?"
"Yeah, I could just see it. A picture of a cock standing there with a stethoscope hanging around it's little neck."
"You know, that's not such a bad idea." Emily said musing it over.
And it was about that time that I took her by the hand and led her back into the Blue Room, one of my personal favorites as I liked the soothing colors, like floating amongst the clouds and dreaming, sensually exploring and touching base with my own erotic desires and imaginations.
And besides, I was incredibly horny at the moment too.
"Where are the two of you headed off too?" Danny asked curiously.
"Ah, we were just about to try out one of the rooms," I replied honestly to her.
"Mind if I come?" She asked us.
"Come? Or Cum..." I replied winking.
"You might as well John. You knew it was going to happen sooner or later anyway."
"You don't mind?" I asked incredulously
"Are you kidding? I wouldn't miss this for the world!" Emily shot back.
So together, the three of us entered into the Blue Room that had nothing more than a comfy chair for me to sit in when I was busy 'working', and a large cushiony air-mattress that appeared to be floating up off the floor as wisps of vaporous clouds seemingly floated about the room, all a result of some highly technical visual aids that had been incorporated into the design.
"Sit in your chair." Emily instructed me. "You might as well get used to it."
Taking Danny off to one side, I watched as she spoke to her, whispering and Danny's face suddenly lit up with surprise and a tiny bit of what I took to be embarrassment. But just as suddenly, she turned towards her aunt and began helping her to remove her clothing. Once Emily was undressed, she in turn began removing Danny's clothes until I was eventually treated to two perfect Angels standing there in front of me.
"Now lets do Doctor Erotic," Emily said.
"Ditto that." Danny quipped. "Literally"
The girls quickly stripped me and then the three of us tumbled down onto the soft airy mattress. In seconds I was being treated to handfuls of soft pliant tit-flesh of differing shapes, sizes and colors. Turning on one side to find Emily waiting for me, I suckled and licked her enormously thick dark colored nipples, molding and massaging that magnificent tit-flesh in my hand as I did. When I heard the low soft moans of her pleasure, I turned to my left and began treating Danny to a similar exploratory teasing of her young breasts. Though not nearly as large as Emily's, it was a treat to cup her pointy little breasts in my hand and draw the pink colored nipples into my mouth, sucking on them hard, and eliciting an expectant, excited moan from her as I did.
Back and forth I played with both women, sucking, licking, and caressing their breasts, totally enthralled and delighted at the subtle differences. I could have gone on doing this for hours, but it was becoming quickly apparent that both women were more than ready to move on to new and exciting pleasures.
Emily was the first one to shift positions and rolled me onto my back where she immediately moved up to straddle my face.
"I think Danny's got just what the Doctor ordered," she announced looking back over her shoulder as Danny positioned herself directly over my cock without quite yet inserting it.
"Oh? And what's that?" I said playing along.
"A nice thick stiff one." Danny pronounced gleefully, and then eased herself down over the head of my blood-engorged cock that was anxiously awaiting the feel of that wet glistening pussy.
I slowly began teasing Emily's labia with my tongue, sucking in the juicy flesh in bunches and gently chewing on her extended and flexible lips.
"Oh my!" I heard Emily moan.
And with my tongue still embedded within her pussy I asked, "Feels good huh?"
"Oh yeah, sure! But that's not exactly what I was referring to!" She stated surprising me, temporarily wounding my ego.
"Seeing your cock sliding inside my niece is a little more erotic than I'd actually thought it would be," she said, still looking back over her shoulder as Danny finally began slipping the full length of my prick inside her hot wet cunt.
And then I moaned into the folds of Emily's pussy as Danny's tight little cunt began milking my prick and began sending shivers of pure pleasured delight coursing through every throbbing vein of my shaft.
"Fuck it baby," Emily purred looking back at her niece, watching her as she began gently rocking and swaying back and forth upon me. Danny's long hair began an almost wind-blown dance of ecstasy as she moved back and forth, side to side, and up and down all at the same time. Her long hair covered us both, caressing in it's own way like an extra pair of soft hands teasing my flesh and lapping at my balls from behind. It was unlike anything I'd ever experienced before.
"Now Doctor Erotic, lick my clit!" Emily commanded.
And suddenly the Doctor was in.
The one thing I truly loved about Emily's pussy was the enormous clitoris she had. It was easily twice as large as any other woman's I had ever seen, much like a third erect thick nipple, only centered down between her legs. Kissing, licking, and sucking it reminded me a lot of how her nipples felt when I played with them. Only this nipple, this very special clit-nipple was constantly slick with the juices of her lubrications. I literally devoured her, gently licking, flicking my tongue against it one moment, and then grabbing onto it and sucking it intensely in the next.
Emily was thrashing about my face like a woman possessed. And in a way she was. Possessed of lust, desire, need and pure unadulterated wantonness made for an incredible combination as she slid that extremely wet pussy of hers back and forth across my face as though intending on drenching me with her juices.
In the meantime, Danny's cunt was a thousand hungry mouths sucking and squeezing my cock in a vice-like grip of unimaginable proportions. I don't know what she was doing, or even how she was doing it, but on each upward stroke, she seemed to pause just for a millisecond or so, and I felt those lips suck the tip of my cock briefly, holding it there and pumping the blood up through the shaft into the hard spongy knob of my cock-head. Each time I swore I was about to cum, and then she'd fuck down on me, blowing me with her cunt and sliding that pearly-female cum-cream of hers like a soothing lotion that stimulated, yet held off the rapidly approaching ejaculate that I knew would eventually tear the top of my cock off when I came. I thought absently that whoever had taught her to fuck like this deserved some kind of a reward, or even a medal. At the very least, a world class blowjob that I was half tempted to offer up myself.
As I was simultaneously and gloriously being fucked by one marvelous cunt, I was also being treated to the nicest face smearing I'd ever had the pleasure to partake of. For some reason, Emily's cunt was especially juicy. And I couldn't help but wonder if it was due in part to seeing her niece happily fucking my cock like a berserker as she continued to sway back and forth, moaning and groaning like a banshee.
"How's it feeling baby?" Emily said once again looking back over her shoulder at her niece, watching her as she wildly continued to fuck me with ever increasing strokes that now had me fighting seriously for control.
"Oh auntie Em!" Danny screamed," There's no place like home!"
And with one sudden unexpected downward thrust that took every inch of my cock deep inside her womb, she came.
For a moment, I thought she peed. And then I thought maybe I did. As the gush of fluid began to spray from the opening of her pussy, I felt the warmth of this extra wetness suddenly bathing my balls, saturating the mattress, and even soaking her long blonde hair that was draped across us both like a warm furry blanket.
"Fuck!" I shouted inside Emily's cunt. And just then the tip of my prick came off somewhere inside that girls cunt, and I fully expected to find the tiny eye slit of my prick ripped open and jagged from the force of the sperm that suddenly tore through my balls and began a series of powerful jettisons of cum cream that never quite separated themselves from one squirt to the other. It was more like one long continuous spray of my own thick cum that bathed the inside of Danny's cunt, saturating it even more copiously than she'd done herself, adding to the most intense mess of thick creamy goo that it had ever been my pleasure to experience before.
Seeing all this, and hearing us both screaming out and yelling nearly at the top of our lungs, well, it shouldn't have been any big surprise when Emily soon joined the two of us.
Though she didn't produce quite the amount of female nectar that Danny had, when she came she definitely produced some wonderfully tasting libations that pleasured the pallet and delighted the taste buds. She nearly suffocated me however as her cunt came down hard on me as the last of her clenching pulsations overtook her tortured pussy. Grinding herself against my face as my hands which had been pulling and twisting both of those hard nipples simultaneously, I was sucking, drinking rather, and trying to swallow as much of her as I could, and as fast as I could to keep from drowning. All the while feeling her slowly beginning to calm down and eventually allowing me to surface for a quick intake of air before latching onto her clit one last time to give it a gentle, yet loving suck for good measure.
Danny had collapsed; somewhere back in Kansas I believed. As she floated off somewhere up amongst the clouds. Emily descended back to earth in her bubble of ecstasy and joined me there in the revelry of our slowly dwindling passion.
"You are one fucking incredible Doctor." Emily told me, caressing my chest and lightly rubbing her fingers back and forth against my nipples.
"You think so?" I asked, teasing.
"Expensive one too I'll bet," she added.
"Hell yes!" I replied.
"Good. You'd better be! Good on both counts." Emily said half serious.
"Oh? And why's that?"
"You forget. I get ten percent of the profit."
"I don't recall us ever discussing any partnership here," I responded back, now just a tiny bit serious than I had been before.
"Nine." Emily said quickly.
"Three" I said
"Eight then."
"Five" I threw back at her.
"Done!" Emily agreed.
"Done?" Danny said finally coming back to earth.
"Gee, I hope not. I thought we were just getting started!"
"Holy shit!" I said rolling over and looking for some escape route.
"Did you know about her?" I said pointing at Danny who was already beginning to stalk me like a hungry lion.
"Don't say I didn't warn you," Emily said laughing, yet moving out of the way even as she said it.
"Fuck Em, I'll give you the full ten percent if you just rein her in. I'm exhausted! Well, for the moment anyway."
"Done!" Emily said.
"O.K. Danny," her aunt said in an almost scolding tone of voice. "Best leave the Doctor alone for a while. Don't worry baby, there will be other times, other places to play Doctor with Doctor Erotic here.
"Promise?" She said looking at me.
"Promise!" I responded with a relieved sigh and look on my face. "Just so long as you leave enough of me to still run a business here and deal with our clients."
A month later we had a thriving business with more clients that I thought were necessary. Eventually I had to cut back due to the sheer volume. If we hadn't, I'd never have had a home life to myself. Even then I didn't really, as I was spending more and more time with Emily, and occasionally as promised with Danny too.
Emily had been right about something else. The majority of our clients simply wanted someone that they could share their dreams, desires and fantasy's with. Sometimes that's all they wanted. For those, I usually counseled them in an office similar to the one that I had at my old location. Most of the time I simply listened. It was rare that I tried to interject anything into someone's personal fantasy. After all, it WAS their fantasy, not mine. Usually an occasional supportive comment, or positive feedback was all they were looking for anyway. Once in a while I met with these same types of people in one of the therapy-theme rooms. I enjoyed those the most, and for the little extra cost that most were readily willing to pay, it made the sessions all the more exciting for both them as well as for me.



The best sessions however were the fantasy sessions that we occasionally got to schedule. They were expensive true, but then we were trying to meet each and every clients needs as best as we could, usually cost wasn't a factor for most of them.
John O'Donnell was one of those special clients. He was in his late sixty's and a very prominent member of the higher society, one of the people that Emily knew through some mutual friends of hers. When word reached him that we were offering a rather unusual service, he immediately contacted Emily and made inquiries into just how far we were willing to go to satisfy and possibly create his particular fantasy for him.
When Emily told me what it was, I couldn't see how we could possibly accommodate him. John had a particular desire to see the women's Swedish Bikini team rolling around in oil and getting it on with one another.
It was actually Danny who eventually offered up a possible solution, and after having discussed it with John, he readily agreed. Now obviously, we weren't going to actually get the Women's Swedish Bikini team, but Danny's idea had been to advertise in the same underground newspaper we had our add in at the college. Once again, as money wasn't really an issue, we posted a thousand dollar tax-free incentive for any woman who was blonde, and willing to roll around on a mat covered with oil with a bunch of other like-minded women. During our interviews, which produced a surprising number of possible candidates, we told them that they didn't have to do anything with any of the other women if they didn't want to. That would be totally up to them. What we DID require was that they were at least willing to roll around in the nude together, and at the very least appear to be getting off on it, all for the benefit of our anonymous client who would be watching the entire thing behind a two-way mirror.
Obviously my involvement in some of these types of sessions was limited. I acted more in an advisory, consultation roll, and allowed Emily who had worked her way into more of a partnership roll to handle the technical aspects of the special requests we were beginning to receive.
Admittedly even I found watching the girls rolling around in all that oil together quite erotic. I knew that John was privately enjoying himself in the special little room we'd provided for him, and as I sat in my office watching it on my own little T.V. screen, I was amazed as some of the women actually began making love with one another. It was turning out far better than I had initially hoped for. That, and Emily and Danny had done a remarkable job of selecting blonde haired women who most closely resembled actual members of the team.
Emily soon joined me in my office to see how things were going. Looking up I was delighted to see her come out of my private bathroom with nothing on but a blonde-haired wig.
"Thought I'd bring you a little Swedish massaging to that cock of yours while you're watching this," she told me.
And as those talented lips of hers began pleasuring me, I suddenly lost all interest in what was happening on the T.V.
Needless to say, John O'Donnell was a very happy and very satisfied customer. As were many of the girls we'd hired to participate and act out this particular little fantasy for him. Emily took several of the girl's names and phone numbers in the event we had any other fantasies that they might be interested in participating in. All for a reasonable cost of course.
One of the things that surprised me the most was the number of women, and a few men who asked me if it was ok if they played with themselves while discussing their fantasies during our consultations. Eventually Emily inserted a comment in one of our standard forms that stated it was not only permissible to masturbate if the client felt so inclined, but also that it was recommended that they do so in order to make their therapy session even more exciting and enjoyable.
For me, watching a majority of the women lose all sorts of inhibitions there in the office was like being a young kid in a candy store. Once again at Danny's suggestion we went out and even purchased a wide variety of pleasure devices that we threw in for free for each and every client that expressed any desire to try, or to use one. Many women had never even used a vibrator before, and in some instances, this became the unexpected and unplanned focus of the session.
Sheri Davis was another woman who like Emily had been when we'd first started, simply wanted to have someone watch her masturbate while she did so in front of a giant sized mirror. After discussing it and reviewing her particular fantasy, Emily and I decided to set her up in the Red room. The entire atmosphere of the place was erotically sensual including the red lighting that permeated the room in a deep soft glow that accentuated not only the mood of the individual using it, but the visual sensuality of everything taking place inside.
The room was perfect for what we had in mind for several reasons. One, we slid open the panel revealing a floor-length two way mirror that would allow Sheri to view herself while sitting comfortably on a specially designed chair we had purchased just for the occasion. It was more like a swing actually that allowed her to move almost as though she were weightless, and still have complete and total control over it as she sat inside of it. The floor length mirror would obviously allow her to see herself masturbating while I sat slightly off to one side, watching her, and fulfilling the second part of her particular request.
Danny had a particular naughty little fantasy herself, which we all occasionally tried to accommodate, provided that the clients permission was given. And in this instance, Sheri was very much aware that someone would be sitting on the other side of that mirror, watching her masturbating, and that she would never know whom it had been. Sheri immediately loved the idea, which added even further to her fantasy, in having someone in the room watching, who she could see, and someone else watching, who she could not see.
Sheri had never even used a vibrator before so I was a little surprised when she selected a rather large one. It was a latex flesh colored device that was flexible with several rows of soft little nodules running up and down the sides for additional stimulation. Besides simply vibrating at various speeds as desired by the user, it also rotated simultaneously at variable speeds as well.
Sheri had disrobed in the adjacent changing room and emerged into the Red room wearing one of the soft Terry Cloth robes we had available for our clients. I was already sitting off to one side of the room when she emerged, and though she nervously acknowledged my presence, went immediately to the chair and comfortably settled herself in without so much as a word.
Sheri didn't immediately begin using the toy either. As the soft sensual music played which we piped into the room from specially designed speakers, Sheri slowly began to relax and become comfortable with her surroundings. As I'd hoped, the room seemed to work its magic on her senses so that soon she was beginning to caress her enormous sized breasts, which I had noticed once she'd removed the robe she'd been wearing were a lot bigger in size than even Emily's were.
What I personally liked and enjoyed however was that Sheri was an average, normal looking housewife type of individual. She wasn't drop dead gorgeous by any stretch of the imagination, but she wasn't unattractive either. All her normal little minor flaws seemed to enhance her sensuality, making her a real person, as well as a very erotic looking woman as she sat dangling in her free swinging chair, almost casually and lazily touching herself.
Sitting there watching her I had already begun to stiffen with arousal. But I was also careful not to do anything that was outside of the specified request of the client. As much as I would have liked to have freed my cock and begin stroking it, I refrained from doing so.
I watched as Sheri hefted one of her enormous breasts in her hands and lifted it up towards her mouth where she was easily able to capture the nipple with her lips and begin sucking it. Once she'd accomplished this, finding a satisfactory balance with one hand, she then slipped the other down between her legs and allowed herself to spread her legs apart revealing a very flushed looking split that was already wet and glistening with her moisture.
Sheri looked over towards me needing the assurance that I was still watching her. And though I smiled and nodded my head at her encouragingly I neither spoke nor indicated to her in any other way my own ever-growing arousal.
I could only imagine what was happening on the other side of that mirror. I was positive of course, knowing Danny as I did that she was likewise furiously masturbating herself. Emily was no doubt sitting in my office watching all of us on the remote cameras and probably entertaining her own streaming pussy as well.
Sheri finally picked up the enormous vibrator she had chosen and turned it on to the lowest setting. She began to ease the monster into her cunt, doing so slowly that she had time to get used to the intrusion and allow her pussy to lubricate and begin to react to the vibrating monster. She had been quiet up until this point, but now I began to hear not only the soft murmured pleasures she was giving herself, but could also faintly hear the wet noisy lubrications that she was making as the liquid from her pussy began coating and bathing the fuck-toy she was using. I watched as she would fully impale her self with the device, and allow a moment's pause while the rotating, vibrating prick pleasured the deepest most intimate recess of her cunt. She would then ease the vibrator out slowly, once again looking over towards me and expecting some sort of reaction, which I gave her in my own obvious facial pleasure at seeing her playing with herself.
"Doctor," Sheri began, pausing as if wondering what she really should call me.
"Erotic," I finished saying for her, and she smiled with a look that was a mixture of pleasure as well as embarrassment.
"Doctor Erotic, will you play with yourself so I can watch you, while you're watching me too?" She asked shyly
"I'd be happy too," I responded to her truthfully. "Would you like it if I moved closer to you?" I added.
"Oh yes...please. Right in front of me so I can see myself, and you at the same time!"
I quickly discarded the few clothes I was wearing and then moved my chair over to place it slightly off to one side, but still directly in front of her so that she would have a clear picture of us both.
My cock was as hard as it had ever been and was throbbing with the need to be played with and pleasured. Seeing me finally begin to stroke my cock and massage the head, Sheri's hand began shoving the vibrator inside herself with piston-like strokes that brought about an almost painful expression to her face, but one in which I knew to be an agonized ecstasy that was borderline sadistic in nature.
Sheri pummeled her pussy with the toy fast and furiously, often taking both of her hands to ensure that it was rammed home with sufficient force to produce the kind of pleasured-pain that she had hoped for.
A white frothy foam began to appear and coat the surface of her labia. I watched with unbridled fascination as it adhered to the toy, coating it in a white shimmering luminescence that took on a degree of bizarre beauty under the dark red lights of the room.
Every room had been soundproofed in order to protect our client's privacy and pleasure. Even so, this shy quiet reserved woman began screaming out her pleasure to the point that I began to wonder if Danny was beginning to hear her through the other side of the mirror. Hearing this woman moaning and grunting her pleasure had been one thing, but now she began to express her sensations even more vocally with words that I knew were apart of the recessed animalistic desires we all had.
"See me fuck my cunt?" Sheri screamed.
"Can you hear my fucking pussy as I'm fucking it?" She continued to cry out, taunting me with her vulgarity, and seeing by my reaction to it as I now began to match her cries of pleasure with my own.
"Fuck that pussy you cunt!" I shouted at her.
"Stick that mother-fucking, cunt-fucking, vibrating prick inside that hot wet pussy!" I demanded.
Sheri's expression was pure bliss as she heard, did and looked at me with a vulnerability that said her orgasm was already tearing her apart. With one last final shove of the toy as deeply as she could get it, she hunched over in the swing, holding it there and allowing it to do all the work, taking her over the edge where her orgasm consumed her, causing her body to shake involuntarily as she rode one orgasmic explosion after another.
My own prick was an eruption of thankful release as geysers of sperm shot from the tip of my prick, many of which landed on her. It had the unexpected result of making her aware of my own timely climax, and she began gathering the goblets and pools of cum that began running down the side of her thighs and across her heavy hanging breasts.
Sheri removed the vibrator, flinging it off to one side where it bounced against the wall, landing on the floor where it began a macabre dance of it's own, still vibrating, still rotating, and spinning about wildly.
Neither of us took much notice of it however. Sheri was searching her body for every trace of cum that had spilled down on her and began using my essence to apply it to her sensitive nipples, and breasts, massaging it into her skin like a fiery hot lotion.
I stood up, continuing to milk my cock, and though I had quit ejaculating at this point, a thick gooey ribbon of sperm drooled from the tip of my cock and began to run down the side of my still swollen shaft. Walking towards her, she reached out taking a hold of my prick and placed it greedily between her legs where she could wipe off the excess spunk that remained, using it to caress her exposed clit and pussy lips with.
I watched as she shuddered one last time, a final mini-orgasm that she had brought about by the use of her hand on my cock against her now almost too sensitive to touch clitoris.
Slowly I moved away from her and made my way back to the chair where I allowed her as much time as she needed to gather her self back together again. As quietly as I could, I redressed and waited for her to compose herself a little more fully before speaking.
"I hope that was what you had in mind Sheri," I questioned.
The smile on her face was indescribable, and she looked at me with that same almost innocent, but very much satisfied look that I had seen on her the day of her initial interview. It was obvious that she had achieved the penultimate satisfaction possible and had gone beyond her wildest expectations in experiencing her pleasure.
I quickly excused myself, allowing Sheri to have a moment alone and informing her that she was free to take whatever amount of time she needed to recover and dress. I then left the room and nearly ran into Danny who was already turning the corner of the hallway heading in my direction.
Danny's face was still flushed from her obvious orgasm, and I noticed simultaneously that she hadn't as yet even bothered to redo the buttons on her blouse. Her small firm breasts were clearly exposed and her reddened nipples looked almost sore from the self- stimulation she'd been giving them.
"Fuck me you bastard!" Danny screamed at me in the hallway. "Fuck me right now!"
Throwing her against the wall, turning her, I thrust into her from behind and raped her pussy with several powerful strokes until we were both climaxing all over again in a frenzied passion that neither one of us had expected to occur so quickly after what we had so recently gone through, though separately together.
Disheveled, sweaty, sticky, we made our way down the hallway back towards my office where each of us expected to find Emily in a similar state of satisfied exhaustion. And we weren't disappointed when we opened the door to my office and stepped inside either.
Emily had collapsed onto the couch, one of the chairs had been turned over and a sheath of papers had been wildly strewn to the floor. Her dark hair was matted to her face and she was only then breathing in a more normal fashion.
"Was that fucking wild or what?" She said looking at the two of us. And all Danny and I could do was laugh, agreeing with her and seeing in Emily the way that the two of us must have appeared to her.
We had agreed at the onset that unless someone's fantasy resulted in serious bodily harm to him or her selves or someone else, that we all had to be open minded enough to entertain anyone's particular fantasy or fetish. Otherwise our reputation would suffer and eventually word would get out that we weren't what we were advertising to be. Every request and application was scrutinized of course, but never under the premise that something was too quirky or too kinky for us to consider or try and make happen in the event it was within our capabilities to do so.
So it was when Roger Adams first came to us. His particular fantasy was actually pretty simple, but as the three of us discussed and reviewed his fantasy requests, we couldn't help but get a chuckle out of it. Now not everyone's personal fantasies are complex or so involved that they prove too difficult. A few, like Rogers were almost too simplistic and a bit weird or bizarre. But that didn't preclude us from considering his request no matter how strange we might have felt that it was. And as we all eventually learned, sometimes even the little ones, or the stranger ones can prove to be just as erotic as anyone else's.
After our initial meeting and getting back the results of our background check, we set up an appointment with Roger to discuss in a little more detail just what it was that he wanted, and how we...if in fact we could, help him to satisfy his particular fantasy and desire. I'd already read through his file, several times. At first, his simple request seemed a little too weird in a way. But as I spoke with Emily and Danny, they both reminded me of our original commitment.
Roger was a young college student who came from a very wealthy family. He was tall, around six foot two, or six foot three. Well built, muscular, he was attending school on a college scholarship for football. Initially Roger was hesitant to openly discuss his particular fetish. But after that first session, I believe that Emily and I put him at ease so that he was able to comfortably discuss the possibilities with us. Emily took copious notes and I could tell by her enthusiasm that she already had a specific room in mind and was already thinking about where to go to obtain the specific materials that would be needed.
The night before Rogers scheduled appointment, Emily and Danny worked feverishly to prepare the room she had decided on. Even I had no idea what they were up to, as she wanted it to be a surprise to me as much as she hoped that it would be for Roger.
Additionally, Roger had booked two full hours, and though I couldn't for the life of me see how this particular fantasy could be stretched into that amount of time, I was more than willing to accommodate whatever request he had, especially as he was certainly paying for it.
Shortly before Roger's arrival, Emily and Danny took me down to the white room as we called it, the room that Emily had been considering turning into a medical looking doctor's office. We had in fact received a number of requests for just such an environment, so I'd already given Emily the go ahead to purchase the necessary furniture and equipment to make it look functional. Luckily for us, she hadn't got around to quite doing that yet.



It was the smallest room of them all too. Just about the same size a normal Doctor's examination room might look like. But it was certainly big enough and perfect enough for our purposes.
Walking into the room, I immediately saw what they had been working on the night before. There on one of the stark white walls was a giant bulls-eye target measuring some five feet across. In the middle of it, right where the dark center of the bulls-eye would have been, were various cutouts of women's breasts, all shapes, all sizes and all colors. Nothing else, just lots and lots of tits that they had pain-stakingly cut out and glued to the center of the target, complete with numbers for points scored.
On the floor heading away from the wall was a carefully measured and painted line in feet and inches. But in addition to that, were a tape measure and a box of black felt marking pens.
"You're sure this is exactly what he wanted?" I asked.
"To the letter!" Danny chimed in gleefully.
"O.K. then. This one's yours," I told Emily. "I'll meet with him briefly to finalize the terms and conditions, and then I will have you come in and bring him down here to the room when we're done. If he's satisfied with everything we've arranged for him, then the clock starts."
Soon after Roger arrived and we'd had a chance to chat briefly, I handed him off to Emily and Danny and I sat back to watch the fantasy unveil before us. Roger had already consented to our videotaping and watching him from concealed cameras in the room. Having signed off on the waiver, Danny and I both settled back with a fair degree of curiosity to what we were about to witness. Emily had also supplied Roger with a comfortable chair to sit in, a stack of porno books on a nearby end table, along with an unopened bottle of Tequila, glass, and a fresh unopened tube of KY Jelly.
Once she had Roger's assurance that everything was exactly the way he'd imagined it and wanted it, she left the room. Already I could imagine her running like the wind to hurriedly join us before Roger got too far along in his fantasy. There wasn't really any need for her rush however, as once Roger had completely disrobed and settled down into his chair, he spent a lengthy period of time simply drinking his Tequila a shot at a time, and thumbing through the stack of books.
Again, if he hadn't already paid for the two hours I would have thought that perhaps all this was one gigantic put on and possibly some sort of Fraternity prank. But even I had noticed Roger's erection slowly rising as he continued scanning through the various books and photo's, particularly the one's that Danny had suggested that had names such as "Big Gazanga's" and "Giant tit fuckers".
Since we'd opened the doors for business, I had seen a wide variety of all shapes and sizes of cocks. Some of which were pretty good sized. But none of those compared to the size of this one as it continually grew becoming larger and larger.
"Fuck me!" Emily exclaimed as we all sat glued to the TV set watching this mammoth monster getting harder and harder.
"No wonder the poor kid's never been with a woman before! No woman in her right mind would ever have him!"
For once, I had to agree with her. Roger had told us in the personal section of his application that he was still a virgin at twenty-five. But he'd not indicated the reason why for this, nor did we feel it necessary at the time to pursue this particular line of questioning.
As Roger's cock slowly began to stiffen and become somewhat firmer and harder, it was clearly evident that as big as he was, it would be virtually impossible to stuff all that inside any woman's pussy.
When it was evident that Roger was as big and hard as he was going to be under the circumstances, he stood up and briefly scanned the room looking for the cameras. We'd concealed them however, not wanting any of the operational cameras to ever be a distraction to our clients. Thankfully he gave up looking for them and proceeded to continue stroking his monster penis.
The books obviously were meant to stimulate and arouse him, and good ole Danny had hit it right on the mark when she'd provided Roger with a selection of big tit books! It was clear early on that these were his favorites as soon after he settled in and began playing with himself once he'd found a couple he enjoyed looking at.
We all sat watching Roger stroking himself off until it was obvious that he was nearing his orgasm. As he stood up from the chair and moved over to the line that Emily and Danny had painted on the floor, I found myself curious as to just where he planned on standing, knowing full well at this point what it was he was going to do, though the why of it still escaped me.
To my surprise, he didn't stand as far away as I might have imagined he would, but did in fact appear to stand a lot closer than even I would have had I been engaging in this particular little fantasy.
Roger was now stroking himself alternating both hands as he did. He was so fucking big however; he had to in order to even jerk himself off. We all saw the beginning of his orgasm, the slight bend in his knee, the tight clench of his buttocks as though preparing himself to launch whatever load his balls were about to produce. And then, like from some scene right out of an x-rated cartoon, Roger held still momentarily as the cum cream slid up the shaft of his cock. As we'd thought, his ass clenching seemed to coincide with his first release and then humongous ropes of sperm began shooting from the tip of his prick.
Jettison after jettison of thick milky white fluid exploded from his prick. Roger was holding onto his cock much like a fireman holding on to his hose. In some cases he appeared to be purposely aiming his cum-shots directly at the center of the bulls-eye. For others, it didn't seem that he was aiming at the photo's as much as he was trying to see just how far up the target he could try and splatter his fluids.
Then, as quickly as he'd begun, it was over. We watched as Roger then picked up one of the black felt-tip pens and walked over to the target. He began circling cum splatters, though not all. Only those of which he'd specifically designated perhaps as being worth anything. Having done that, Roger totaled his score and wrote down the number on a score sheet that Emily had tacked up on the wall near the bulls-eye.
A short time later, we all met Roger out in the foyer of the offices.
"Same time?" He said.
"Same place!" Emily responded.
"See ya tomorrow then!" Roger said and happily exited the office.
"O.K., that was a LITTLE strange, you've got to admit." I said wonderingly.
"A little strange perhaps yes." Emily agreed. "But you know...it was still pretty fucking erotic too!"
Later than evening after hours, and while Danny and Emily were busily filing forms, straightening up the office in preparation for going home, I found myself strolling down the hallway and stopped directly in front of the door leading into the White room.
Slipping inside, I turned on the lights and quickly walked over to the target and examined it briefly. Roger had circled a number of spots, some of which had easily covered the women's breasts in the photo's, and others, which he'd circled that appeared to have hit the outer rings. Once I'd quickly determined his scoring system, I was about to leave when the weirdest sensation came over me. Checking the hall quickly as I was feeling just a little silly about this, I ducked back into the room and immediately began jacking off, though placing myself a good foot further away from the wall than Roger had.
As my own orgasm began arching out towards the wall, I too attempted to aim my spurting's in much the same manner that Roger had. Several hit center of the bulls-eye as well, and then I attempted to reach the mark at the distance I'd chosen to see if I could match Rogers. There was by this time no contest. Roger had easily reached far higher than I did, and with far less volume there was no point in my continuing this silly game any longer.
"So? What'd you score?" I heard Emily's voice saying from behind, and then to make matters worse, I heard Danny's voice too as she snickered somewhere behind Emily.
"Yeah...we saw you on the T.V. Emily said that she thought you'd eventually come down here and try this," she said still laughing.
Though somewhat embarrassed, I put my now limp cock back inside my pants.
"Research!" I lamely offered up. "I thought it might be important to better understand what it was Roger was feeling or sensing when he was doing this."
"Ah huh, so what WAS your score anyway?" She asked once again.
"Not nearly as good as his was," I finally relented in a soft whispering tone of voice.
Day after day, Roger came into the office and repeated the same scenario, the only variation being his occasionally adjusting his stance or distance to and from the target. Each day he would cum, take note of his accomplishments and scoring, post the results on his tote board, and leave.
Towards the end of our agreed upon contract as the end of the second week drew near, it was obvious that Roger wasn't nearly as satisfied as he'd appeared to have been after the first few days. Under the circumstances I felt it was important then to question him about it and perhaps, if possible, even offer up some advise or a suggestion.
As we sat in my office sharing his favorite drink...Tequila, I finally screwed up enough courage to ask him why he appeared to be less than happy with the results he'd been monitoring all week long.
"Well Doc," he began, and for some reason I enjoyed hearing him call me that. "You're probably going to find this a little weird."
"Roger, believe you me, having been in this business for as long as I have now, I don't really find too much of anything all that weird or unbelievable anymore."
That comment seemed to give him some assurance anyway, and he sat up straighter in his chair as he began to tell me the story.
"Some years ago I had the opportunity to do a bit part in a porno movie, nothing major as I'm certainly no star, and I was obviously hired on because of the size of my cock. Anyway, I thought it might be a great opportunity to finally get to fuck someone, but aside from a few women I've dated who'd TRY and suck me off, though most couldn't even do that much, no one would even come near me as far as having intercourse went."
I nodded at him agreeably, understanding him perfectly at this point.
"The real star of the movie approached me then having made a bet with one of the other actresses. He'd bet that I couldn't shoot as much or as accurately as he could, since I was young, dumb and full of cum as they say. And the bet was if I could outscore him, then she'd have to fuck me. Well hell, with those kind of stakes I was more than willing to give it a shot...so to speak." He laughed saying.
"Anyway, she found some kind of a target to use and hung it on the wall. He went first giving me something to shoot at he told me. But try as I might, I didn't come anywhere's close to the distance or accuracy that he did! And ever since then, it's actually been bugging me. All the way to the point that it's just about all I ever think or fantasize about. I was really hopeful that under a different setting, under perfect conditions perhaps that I would finally accomplish what I never did. But so far, I've still not been able to achieve the maximum distance as well as the accuracy that he did."
I sat back thinking about this for a moment. Strange as it was, it was challenging and I didn't like the idea of sending away an unsatisfied client either.
"Tell me Roger. When the two of you played this little game, did you jerk yourselves off or was someone else doing it for you?"
"Actually, one of the girls in the movie jacked him off, but I felt that I'd be a little more accurate doing it myself."
"You know Roger, and I can't make any promises here, but I think if we replicated the same situation in our room under the same conditions that it might produce the results you've been looking for. I have someone in mind that I THINK might be willing to assist us, but I need to double check with her first. What do you say Roger?"
His face lit up like a Christmas tree at that point.
"You serious Doc? You have someone who might be willing to do that for me?"
"Let me check first...I'll be right back."
Slipping out of the office I quickly headed over to where Danny was busily typing up my notes on her computer.
"Danny? I've got a little proposition for you, but wanted you to know, it's entirely up to you if you want to do it or not."
"What do you have in mind?" Danny asked, already sounding interested.
I told her then, and her eyes widened as she thought about it.
"Hell yes!" She exclaimed shortly. "I'd be delighted to see if I can help him do that!"
"Come with me then." I told her. "And we'll introduce you to Roger and see how he feels about it too."
Needless to say, both were very willing and eager to get started. Roger didn't even go through his normal warm-up routine, content to allow Danny's unexpected nudity to manage all that. Stepping up to the furthest mark away from the wall, Danny knelt down on the floor beside him and began to slowly jack that incredible sized cock. It wasn't all that easy for her to do either as she periodically had to change hands, and even once changed sides in order to give her hands some relief.
Standing behind the two of them, which Roger had already assured me was fine with him; I listened as he instructed Danny what it was he specifically wanted her to aim at and when. I even saw her lining up his cock as she peered down the length of it as though lining up a sight on a rifle.
"I tend to squirt slightly at an angle," he told her. "So if you point it at the top edge of the bulls-eye, it should be right on target." He added with assurance.
Having someone else actually stroking that big beefy sausage of his actually brought about his orgasm a little more quickly than any of us had actually anticipated.
"Get...ready...Danny. I'm...almost...THERE!" He screamed out suddenly.
I could have hugged her right there and then. The first monumental ejaculate was like a laser, hitting the target squarely where he told her he would. She held steady so that the second, third and fourth jettison's of his cum cream splattered near squarely atop the others.
"Raise it just a little bit!" He urged loudly.
And Danny perfectly aimed his cock once again, cupping his balls in the palm of her hand as she did, and elevated his prick just ever so slightly. Each following ejaculation hit the center of the bulls-eye almost perfectly so that soon every boob, breast, and pink colored nipple in the photo's were covered nearly completely in his thick gooey cum-cream.
When Roger left that afternoon, he left satisfied and more importantly confident that he could now actually begin to enjoy a normal fantasy, sex-life with someone. Even if it was for the most part his very own hand.
"Damn." I said a short time later to Emily while we were sitting in my office. "I actually felt like I helped someone today!"
"John, you help people each and every day that someone comes here!"
"Yes. I know that I...that We do." I said including her, as she did deserve a hell of a lot more credit than I often gave her.
"But it's really nice to finally see someone, even Roger, walk away with a totally satisfied expression on his face."
"Doc?"
"Yeah?"
"Wanna see another one?"
Gradually over time the business was so prosperous that I was seriously considering taking on another partner. We had more clients than we knew what to do with, and Emily and Danny where now handling a lot of these themselves without my even being involved. We'd eventually hired a new assistant to replace Danny as she was otherwise engaged in the overall affairs of the business. Her name was Susie, a sweet petite looking bit of a girl with small pointed breasts, but she loved showing off her stiff hard nipples in whatever outfit she chose wearing. Something that was bold, obvious, without being too wickedly decadent.
"You're never going to believe this," Emily told me one day.
"What?"
"We just got a letter in the mail today, from the Request A Wish foundation!"
"You're kidding!"
"No really! It seems there's a young man, eighteen years old, still a virgin who's dying of cancer. He actually made a request through them to come to us to see if we could help him with this dying wish of his."
"And?"
"Well, it seems that he's had this major infatuation with a well known porn star. Now obviously, this isn't normally something they would pursue, or certainly publicize. But I guess they've heard about us, and all the good work we've been doing and decided to see if we could possibly help."
With Emily's resources, it didn't take us very long at all to contact the stars agent and make inquiry with her. A short time later, she actually called me herself and I explained the rather unusual situation to her over the phone.
"Doc!" The sultry star began saying over the phone. "You contact them and tell them I'd be honored to do this for him. Just tell me where and when, and I'll be there!" She said.
And once all that had happened, I finally felt we'd made it to the big time, that the services we were offering weren't something to be laughed at or scoffed at. Doctor Erotic as I was widely known now, was making a difference. Men and Women, of all ages, of all races, creeds and even religions were coming to us to explore their imaginations and their fantasies.
A few more weeks went by and the business gradually settled down into a real nice easygoing rhythm. We had ample staff to take care of any immediate needs, and as I'd originally intended, work was becoming more exciting and relaxing again. Personally, there's nothing worse than doing something you like doing, but being stressed out about it all the time too.
We still had waiting lists of clients that wanted to experience our services, but we had expanded into group therapy sessions that were now taking care of an even wider variety of interesting fantasies that we'd not previously envisioned before. Emily was primarily in charge of those of course, and sadly I was seeing her less and less often that I would have liked. Especially when she went on the road to conduct another service we were offering through our special seminars.
I was sitting in my office relaxing between clients when Susie buzzed me on the intercom.
"Doctor?" She asked
"Call me Doc," I reminded her, preferring the moniker that Emily had given me.
"There's someone here to see you."
"Does she have an appointment?" I asked, not really annoyed but enjoying my time between sessions.
"No...but she says that you might be willing to see her if you saw who she was."
Well now, that intrigued me. And besides, anyone that bold deserved an invitation to see me. After all, that's what this was all about anyway, spontaneity and daringness.
Susie knocked lightly on the door.
"Come in!" I said standing and straightening my tie.
Susie opened the door and stepped in. A young woman stood momentarily behind her and for a moment I had no idea who it was.
"Doctor Erotic I presume?"
"Jamie?"
Susie quietly closed the door behind her and disappeared.
The woman who stepped into my office wasn't at all the same young girl that had once worked for me.
"You know...I really should be mad at you," she said sitting down before I'd even had a chance to close my mouth and invite her to do so.
"I was really, really hurt when you let me go," she told me.
I had given her a year's severance, so it wasn't like I'd dumped her out back onto the street.



"I'm truly sorry about that Jamie." I told her, still stunned and surprised to see her now after all this time.
"How've you been doing anyway?" I asked a little nervously.
"Not too bad, really," she said loosening up a little, and I realized she wasn't really mad at me. But that she was putting on the same pouty-face she used to give me whenever she wanted or needed additional time off from work.
"Can I get you anything?" I offered, loosening my tie.
Jamie laughed, easing the tension between us even further.
"You always used to do that you know."
"What?"
"Tighten your tie whenever anyone came in, and loosen it again a moment or two later."
For some reason I was feeling a bit awkward and guilty again. Hiding my discomfort I walked over to the bar in my office and poured myself a stiff drink.
"Why are you here anyway?" I asked her
Jamie stood up and crossed the room to where I was standing.
"Maybe I will take that drink after all," she said taking mine from me and sipping it, obviously avoiding the question.
So I poured myself another. And waited. "I was good at doing that at least." I mused to myself.
Jamie took another sip though smiling seductively through the glass at me as she did so.
"Oh yes, you wanted to know WHY I was here yes?" She said continuing the almost annoying tease.
So it was my turn to take a drink and look at her over the rim of my glass.
"I'm here...Doctor Erotic," she said lowering her voice though emphasizing the title, "to see about making an appointment with you for your services!"
"What?" I stammered, nearly spilling the drink down the front of my shirt and forcing myself to step away from it so that I didn't.
"Does that really surprise you?" She questioned. "That someone like me, might want, need...your services?"
"No...no, of course not!" I said still stammering, and once again tightening my tie in the process.
"Oh for heavens sake John, take the silly thing off and look at me!"
So I did.
"You're really here because you have a fantasy you want to explore?" I questioned.
"Yes...one in which I've had for a long time now. A VERY long time!"
"And?"
"And, I was never able to express it to you...before now anyway."
Jamie began removing her blouse, slowly undoing the buttons.
"Don't worry John, I'm more than willing to pay you for this," she offered.
"Ah, I think we'll forgo that this time."
"Pro-bono?"
I laughed, and laughed hard and openly.
"How about pro-boner." I said, as my cock was already stiffening and beginning to bulge through the material of my slacks.
"So Jamie, what room would you like to try? We have several I think you'd really enjoy."
"Actually John, this one will do fine. It's close enough to the way that your old office looked to satisfy my fantasy."
By the time I had made it back to my desk to buzz Susie and tell her that I wasn't to be disturbed, Jamie had removed her blouse as well as her bra. I had fantasized about her on rare occasions, when I was horny, or when one of my other patients had aroused me for one reason or another. But I had NEVER made any inappropriate advancement towards Jamie in the few short years we had worked together. I had certainly pictured those provocative looking tits of hers in my mind, but up until now I had never seen them of course, except in my fantasies.
Looking at her now, those nicely shaped, perfectly sized full breasts with beautiful rose colored very erect nipples, I was mesmerized just looking at her.
Slipping her skirt off, Jamie sat down on the edge of my desk, and though her legs remained tightly closed together, I saw that she was wearing only a black lacy garter and stockings.
"Your sure we won't be disturbed in here?" She asked a little worriedly.
"Don't worry Jamie. Susie won't let ANYONE in here when I've got a client with me, and especially when I've told her not too. The last girl that did that doesn't work here anymore."
"Oh, so you fired her too huh?" She said finally spreading her legs. "But what if she did this for you, would you still want to fire her?"
And then Jamie reached down between her legs slipping a finger inside herself and then bringing it back up to her lips so that she could taste her own juices.
"Maybe,"
"And what if she did this then?" And I watched as she began sucking her finger as though it was a cock, and I knew that she was gazing down at my protruding member.
"Perhaps...if it was my cock she was sucking, and not her own fingers I wouldn't."
"Come here Doc."
I hated fucking with clothes on, so I quickly removed them before joining her on the desk.
Jamie swept away the file folders and pictures I had sitting there and I watched them clatter to the floor in a noisy crash.
"I've always wanted to do that," she said, lying down and spreading herself openly to me. "I hope you don't mind."
"It's your fantasy," I told her. "Do whatever the fuck you want to." I countered.
"Eat me then. I've always fantasized about you eating me on your desk."
Immediately I dove into that delectable looking pussy that had the barest strip of fine downy pubic hair just sitting above that velvet opening. My lips quickly began to encircle that precious looking clit of hers and I vibrated it with my tongue teasing it lightly at first and then gradually increasing the pleasure and friction I was giving it.
"Oh John!" Jamie moaned. "I've always wondered what your tongue would feel like inside me."
"What else have you wondered about?" I said continuing to kiss and nibble at that hard little nubbin of flesh.
"What it would feel like to have you inside me," she purred "Fucking me on your desk!"
"Like this?" I said, standing up and sliding my rock hard cock easily and smoothly inside her well-lubricated cunt.
"Oh yesssssssss" She hissed. "Just...like...that!" She said matching her words with each deep thrusting stroke of my cock.
"What...else...did...you...fantasize...about?" I said still fucking her in time with our conversation.
"Having...some...one...catch...us!" She exclaimed, just as I buried myself even more deeply than I had been doing.
"Is this what you had in mind?" Emily said stepping into the office.
"Did we arrange everything the way you wanted?" Danny said adding.
I looked up just in time to see Susie smiling wickedly and closing the door as she stepped back out into the reception area.
"You know Doc, eventually you're going to end up fucking that one too you know. But at the moment, I think the three of us are far more than what you can handle now anyway."
"You two are in on this?"
"Why of course we are!" Danny said undressing as she spoke.
"Don't stop John!" Jamie said sitting up slightly so she could watch me and see what I was doing to her.
"It feels too fucking good for you to stop. Emily and Danny are going to have to wait their turn. At the moment...this is still MY fantasy you know."
"Well Jamie, it's rapidly turning into my fantasy," I added back with a smile.
"And mine," Emily said walking over to the desk, now as nude as everyone else. She bent over, taking one of Jamie's breasts between her lips and began sucking the hardened little nipple. Danny soon joined her, taking the other one and began to do the same thing to it.
"This still YOUR fantasy?" I asked worried now that maybe Emily and Danny had inappropriately invited themselves into something she didn't want to experience or have happening.
"Oh yes! And wait until you see what's going to happen next!" She told me. "Oh...and by the way. I'm working for you again Doc," she told me. "That ok with you?"
And Doctor Erotic smiled happily. This really was HIS fantasy after all.
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Hello?
It had been a very hard, difficult day at work. The traffic coming home was even worse than usual. When I arrived home, I also found a note waiting for me on the coffee table. I'd forgotten that Julie, my wife had a late afternoon appointment herself, showing a home that she had a potential buyer for. Which meant, either warmed up left overs, or TV dinners again.
"Shit!" I stated. It had not been a good day. When the phone began ringing, the last thing I wanted was to listen to some salesperson trying to talk me into another credit card, a dream vacation, or becoming a member of the book of the month club or something. I'd nearly decided to let it keep ringing without answering had it not been for the fact I was waiting for an important call myself regarding the contracts I'd been negotiating.
"Hello?"
"Hey baby! Am glad I caught you. You just getting home?"
"Yeah, long day," I told her loosening my tie sitting down on the couch. "How's it going for you?"
"Oh you know, Sherri was a real bitch at work again today, which reminds me, she's throwing one of those adult toy parties tonight and wants me to come. But after the way she acted to day, I'm not sure I'm really in the mood to go."
"Sherri?" I thought. "Toy parties?" And suddenly it dawned on me, I wasn't talking to my wife Julie. "Ah listen..." I began, not sure how to tell this sexy sounding woman on the other end of the line that I wasn't the person she thought I was.
"So you think I should go then? I'm not sure I'm even comfortable enough to go. I won't know anyone else there, and sitting around looking at or touching those...those, well you know,"
"Vibrators," I found myself saying.
"Yeah, those, I mean...well you know I've never even used one. I know we talked about it, but I've always told you that you please me enough that I don't really think I need anything else."
OK, it had been a bad day all the way around, and I was in a bit of a shitty mood. Which is why perhaps I decided to string this out a little longer, see where it might lead, and if nothing else, giving me something to chuckle over afterwards.
"Speaking of pleasing..." I eased into the conversation. "Do you like the way I please you? Is there something I do that you really, really enjoy when I do it? Or something I haven't done that you wish I would do?"
I not only loosened my tie further, I took it off unbuttoning my shirt, settling back into the couch. I figured that any moment now she'd realize I wasn't the guy she thought she was talking to, and hang up. But until then, I thought I'd run with this, see just how far I could take it before she'd realized her mistake. I knew I was taking a big gamble here, but hell...why not? It was the first time I had smiled all day. There was a brief pause. I thought for sure she'd figured it out and was about to hang up.
"What do you mean?" she finally breathed into the phone.
"You know what I mean," I bluffed, hoping she'd give me something to work with here. She actually giggled.
"Boy you're in a mood aren't you?" she said with an obvious smile in her tone of voice. "You sure you can't come over tonight instead of tomorrow night?" she asked suggestively.
"I wish I could honey..." wondering if I had laid that on a little too thick. Maybe 'he' whoever he was, never called her that. But I covered it up as quickly as I could before she had time to think about it. "You know I'd love to, more than anything...I just can't. But I really am looking forward to seeing you tomorrow."
"Yeah, me too," she sighed. "It's been so long as it is."
"Too long," I added.
She sighed over the phone again. "Were you serious about what you just said?" she asked me.
"Ah yeah...I was. Really." I answered back, now wondering what I had gotten myself into here. But enjoying every moment of it. I even felt my cock beginning to stiffen, which surprised me after the day I'd had. But trying to imagine what this woman looked like on the other end of the line had me fantasizing about all kinds of things.
This time she giggled. And it was the same kind of giggle I'd heard my own wife make whenever she was aroused. Maybe it was the same way with this strange woman I was talking too. "Well, what I'd really like is for you to make love to me from behind," she said in a much softer voice, sounding almost as though timid, shy in her actually having said that.
"You mean doggy-style?" I blurted without realizing I had. To my relief however, she giggled again, though this time even louder.
"Are you getting as horny as I am?" she asked.
"Uh huh," I said honestly, because now, I really was. The bulge in my pants had now grown into a full-blown erection, and I surprised myself by unzipping my fly, releasing it, which I now began fondling while we talked.
"Are you surprised I asked you that?"
"No...not really, why?"
"Well, because we've never done it that way yet, and I was beginning to think that maybe it was because you didn't like it that way or something."
"Shit!" I thought to myself. I honestly didn't want to blow this; I was frankly having too much fun here, becoming more and more aroused by the moment. "Oh I do honey," I said feeling better about calling her that as she'd responded ok to it the last time. "In fact, I'm imagining you on the bed on your hands and knees right now," I ventured.
"Really? You are?
"Ah huh."
There was another brief pause. "You really are horny aren't you? I don't think I've ever heard you quite like this before," she told me.
"Well like you said, it's been a while," I stated, hoping that she'd accept that by way of explanation.
"Are you..."
"Am I what?" I asked, not at all sure what she was asking me.
"Are you, touching yourself?" I could hear the subtle change in her breath when she asked me that.
"Yes," I admitted, actually doing so, but wondering if by my admitting to it, how she'd react.
"Really? You are?"
"Ah huh," I said again, trying to keep it as simple as possible. She giggled yet again.
"Me too, I've been thinking about you all day, especially after Sherri mentioned the toy party to me."
"So, you're playing with yourself now too?" I pressed, hoping against hope that I wouldn't sound too out of character here.
"Well, I actually wasn't until you admitted to me you were. But now, I am," she confessed.
"What are you doing?" I said lamely, "Tell me specifically what it is you're doing," I said with an obvious huskiness to my voice, stroking my cock, feeling the first droplet of precum oozing out the tip as I spoke to this unseen, unknowing woman on the other end of the line.
"You serious?"
"Very, tell me."
"You're making me very horny you know. This is so unlike you," she added alarming me somewhat.
"I'm just full of surprises," I told her.
"I'm beginning to see that in you," she said grinning over the phone.
"So? What is it you're doing now then?" I pressed again.
"Well actually, like I said, I wasn't doing anything really, until now. But you remember that blue dress I tried on? The one you said made my boobs look bigger than the pink one?"
"Yes," I lied.
"Well I'm wearing that one now in fact, and I pulled the top down and started fingering my nipples," she told me breathlessly.
"Are they nice and hard?"
"Very. Are you?"
"Very!" I responded back, trying to imagine what her tits really looked like.
"I bet you are. Are you really playing with yourself? Or are you just saying that?" she said teasingly.
"Trust me, I really am," I assured her. "I'm sitting here on the couch jacking my cock up and down as we speak."
"Oh God Brad you're making me really horny. I can't believe your actually doing that. You sure you can't come over this evening instead?"
I didn't answer that. "Are you touching your pussy for me?"
"Hmm, yes. I am."
"Good, keep doing it. Now tell me, what do you wish I was doing to you right now?"
"I wish you were here, sucking on my hard pink nipples," she began.
Now at least I knew her nipples were pink. "And I wish I was there sucking on them for you too," I urged her in continuing.
"And I wish I was licking and sucking your cock," she groaned excitedly.
"I wish I was licking you too." And found myself wishing that I really were by the way she sounded over the phone.
"Especially now huh?" she giggled again. "You really enjoy doing that ever since I shaved my pussy don't you?"
"More than you know," I offered now knowing she had pink nipples and a shaven pussy. "Now don't you wish you had one of those vibrators?" I stated wickedly, enjoying this.
"Well, admittedly, it might come in handy right about now," she laughed. "You really think I should get one then?"
"Yes, and even better, what I'd like is to come over, see you on the bed, kneeling, waiting for me to come and fuck you doggy-style, and see you fucking yourself with the vibrator."
Ok, I'd pulled out all the stops on this one. If I'd gone too far, I should know it in a second or so.
"Really? You'd like that? You'd like to see me...watch me fucking myself with the toy when you come over tomorrow?"
"Shit yes!" I said imagining it in my mind.
"Wow, well...ok. If you'd really like that," she told me.
"Oh baby, I would. I really, really would!"
"God you've made me incredibly horny," she stated again. "That party might be a hell of a lot of fun after all," she amended wickedly. "Maybe I can find something we'll both enjoy using."
"I'd like that."
"You still jacking off?"
"Yes, you still fingering yourself?"
"Hmm, yes," she said dreamily. "Cum soon?"
I glanced at my watch. Julie could be coming home anytime now. "As soon as you do," I told her. "I want to hear you cum over the phone. When you do, I know that I will."
"Oh God Brad, the thought of that..." she said breathing even harder. "I can almost see the cream shooting from the tip of your cock baby."
"Yes, shooting all over your face," I added.
"You'd like that?" she asked.
"Well yes, but only if you liked me doing it," I worriedly told her.
"You really are full of surprises aren't you?" she snickered. "Obviously, there's a lot I still don't know about you."
"You can say that again," I thought. "Baby, I want to do everything with you. I want to make you feel good in every way imaginable. I want to fulfill every single fantasy that you have. I want to pleasure you in every way you've ever thought or dreamed possible."
I quit talking, fearful I had said too much, but talking to her in this way, sitting here on the couch stroking my cock so pleasurably with the possibility of Julie walking in the door any moment now only adding to the excitement I was experiencing.
"Oh God!" she moaned. "Oh Brad, Brad...and I want to do the same things for you too baby. In fact, I promise...when you come over tomorrow, I'm going to be on the bed just as you asked. I'm going to purchase something deliciously naughty, in fact, maybe more than just one toy. Something we can have fun using on one another tomorrow night. But when you see me, I'm going to be fucking myself positioned just as you asked me to be."
"Oh fuck!" I moaned feeling my climax approaching.
She moaned then too. "Oh baby...I'm fingering my clit, pinching my nipples, so close...so close now."
"Oh yeah, cum baby...cum for me. Make your pussy feel good for me baby."
"Almost there now," she near yelled into the phone. "Come with me Brad, pump your prick nice and hard and cum with me," she was yelling now, her orgasm well evident by the higher pitched tone of her voice and the slight slur of her words.
I felt the first blossom of spunk leap from my cock. Thankfully I had retrieved my handkerchief, from the back pocket of my pants in anticipation of this. Catching the wads of cum that spurted from the head of my dick in glorious pleasing rapture.
We both calmed, only the sounds of our mutual glowing pleasured breathing whispered through the lines back and forth to one another.
"You're amazing," she told me.
"So are you."
"Who'd of thought?"
"Ditto," I added somewhat nervously.
"Well, I'd better get going if I'm going to have time enough to get ready for that party," she said with a hint of anguish at ending the call. "But I've made such a mess here, that I need to hurry and clean it up too!" she giggled once again almost embarrassedly at having told me that.
"Yeah, I know what you mean," I said stuffing the cum-filled hanky back into my pants pocket, zipping up.
"See you tomorrow then?"
"You'd better believe it baby. And don't forget, on the bed...all fours, toy inside your pussy for me," I added.
She laughed. "Count on it,"
"Oh...I will. Later honey."
"Bye Brad, see you tomorrow." And with that, I heard the dial tone, simultaneously with the door opening and Julie stepping into the room. She smiled sitting her brief case down on the floor next to the door.
"Who was that?" My wife asked walking over to give me a kiss.
"Oh, don't know...wrong number," I told her.
She nodded her head. "Anything to eat around here? Julie asked me.
I grinned, looking at her. "Yeah...you." I suggested.
She grinned back. "Someone's in a good mood," she winked playfully. "Must have been a pretty good day then?"
"Oh yeah, great day in fact," I responded, as I followed my wife upstairs towards the bedroom. "And an even better one for some guy named Brad tomorrow," I mused happily slipping a finger between my wife's legs before we even got to the top of the landing.
"My, aren't we horny?" she said teasingly.
"Oh yeah...very," I had to agree.
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At 21 years of age, Mark Bradford had been serving in the United States Navy aboard an aircraft carrier when he received word of his parent's tragic and untimely death. Mark had two sisters, Kathy, who was five years his senior, was married and living in New York. His younger sister Danielle, or "Danny" as he affectionately called her, was or rather had been living at home with their parents. Although still finishing her last year of high school, Danny had turned 18 just the week before. Mark remembered being fortunate enough to actually call and talk to her on her birthday. She'd been so excited, enthusiastic about being taken out to her favorite restaurant for dinner with their parents. It had been the last time he had spoken to her before the accident. Now, he could only imagine the sorrow and horror that his younger, "little" sister as he'd always called her; was going through.
Immediately granted emergency leave, Mark had already made arrangements to go home. A trip that would still take him the better part of two days to make. Luckily, his older sister Kathy had taken the earliest flight out from New York, arriving on the west coast where his parents had lived the following morning. It still meant that Danny had had to endure that incredible first night, lonely...and alone with no one there to comfort her.
It had been nearly two years since he'd last seen his older sister. She had made the trip from the east coast to the west to see him graduate from boot camp. It had been over a year before that when Kathy had married and moved with her new husband Frank to New York, where he'd been transferred. Mark had been fortunate enough to come home on leave for a week during the Christmas season the year previous, now nearly six months ago. It had been that long since he'd seen Danny, and the last time he would ever see either of his parents again.
The fact that it had turned into the worst month of his entire life was an understatement. He'd gotten one of those infamous "Dear John" letters from his high school sweetheart barely two weeks ago, something he had not even shared as yet with any of his family. Still carrying her good-bye letter with him in the pocket of his Navy pea coat, he fingered it, remembering the words she'd written him as she'd told him of her love for someone else. As shocking and as painful as that had been, it was nothing in comparison to the news of his parents death, nor of his immediate worried concern for his younger sister's welfare. With all that had happened, he let go of the wrinkled envelope, vowing not to mention to either one of his sisters that his future with Sharon wasn't going to become reality. Mark wondered briefly if Sharon would even bother coming to his parent's funeral. That thought immediately reminded him of everything that Danny must have initially gone through and had to deal with prior to his older sisters arrival.
Mark finally exited the departure gate after landing, looking hurriedly for his sisters, whom he knew would be waiting for him. They would not be so easy to spot, he was however... standing there searching for them in his finest Naval dress blue uniform.

"Mark! Mark!" he heard Danny, as it could be no other voice than hers, as she called out to him. Whenever she addressed him, she'd gotten into the habit of calling his name out twice. A point which he had often teased her about, telling her that she sounded like a hair-lipped dog barking at him.
"Danny! Kathy!" Mark answered back excitedly, spotting them as they stood just outside the barrier separating departing passengers from arriving ones. Pressing his way as politely as was possible, he finally reached his sisters, threw down his duffel bag and embraced them both. Almost immediately, as he stood hugging them, he realized how much both of them had changed in the reasonably short time since he'd seen either of them.
He'd expected a change, even anticipated it, upon first seeing his sister Kathy. After all, it had been nearly two years. But what he saw was even more drastic than anything he could have imagined. When he'd last seen her at his graduation, Kathy had worn her dishwater blonde shoulder length hair in the same style he'd remembered her wearing it all through high school. Now, she stood hugging him with hair nearly as short as his was, colored platinum blonde, almost pure white.
"Wow sis...your hair!" Mark said, stepping away from his older sister and taking his first really good look at her since their initial meeting. "New York has certainly had its influence on you," he stated mildly. But it wasn't just her hair that was different; she had a harder look to her face than he remembered seeing before. Perhaps it was the stress and trauma of recent events that had aged her slightly, hardened her looks and features. But not a topic that would go over very well should he comment on it now.
Danny, on the other hand, had changed very little. She still wore her hair long, styled with the same ponytail he'd always remembered her wearing. The only difference being that she had colored her own dirty-blonde hair so that it was now more of a strawberry blonde color, adding character, softening her features as opposed to hardening them like he saw in the eyes and face of his older sister Kathy. There was one more slightly noticeable difference too, a fact that he didn't dare comment on. Either Danny's breasts had decided to grow somewhat in less than a year's time, or she was enhancing their looks by the bra she was wearing. A point, much like Kathy's hardened features he wasn't about to bring up.
They hadn't even spoken of his parent's death. All that would come later, no doubt on the long drive home from the airport. For the moment, it was simply good to be standing there, hugging them, seeing them once again. He and Danny had always been close anyway. Closer in age to one another, Mark and Danny had often spent their time together while growing up, playing with one another, constantly getting into mischief. As Kathy had been their "older" sister, she had always been more distant, preferring to spend time with her friends, rather than any quality time with either of them the way they had. A fact, perhaps, that she had often resented, finding herself jealous of her brother and sister's close relationship.
Mark allowed himself the luxury of closing his eyes briefly as they drove home in near silence. The next few days would be at best hectic, as well as sad. There was a lot to do, but he didn't really want to think about that at the moment.
"Mom and Dad left your room exactly the way it was before you left." Kathy said reaching over, placing her hand affectionately on Mark's knee as he sat on the bench seat between his two sisters. He flinched, recovering immediately. The shock of having anyone touching him, even though it had been his own sister, reminded him how long it had been since he'd even been touched by a woman, intimately anyway.
He wasn't surprised by her comment, even after he'd hinted that he and Sharon might be getting married some day, his mother had left his room just the way it was, as though he would come home someday. And now he was, just not the way he'd intended.
Mark felt his sister's head leaning over to rest upon his shoulder. After everything she had been through, Danny was exhausted. Turning towards him a moment later to make herself even more comfortable, she snuggled herself up to him, quickly falling sound asleep. It felt good having her comforting herself on him the way that she was. It had been a long time since he'd spent any time with either one of his sisters, especially Danny. But it was in the very next instant that he realized something else too. Suddenly, those seemingly larger breasts of Danny's were pressed against him. The softness of her chest firmly wedged against his arm. No matter how he moved, even slightly, he could feel her touching him. Mark attempted to disentangle his arm, severing the forbidden sweet contact with his sister's tit. The maneuver simply making it worse, as he placed his arm around her shoulder. She in turn leaning against him even more comfortably, her breasts now firmly situated against his upper chest as she leaned into him. And it wasn't even this so much that alarmed or bothered Mark. It was the fact that, with one sister's hand still resting reassuringly on his leg, and the other, whose soft full breasts made themselves very well known as she lay against him,it had caused him to have an erection. One in which he had neither wanted, nor desired to have in the first place. And something which, he could do very little about in concealing as he sat there between them. Mark's only hope was in wearing the loose bellbottom's of his Navy blue uniform, which thankfully made room for his hard stiff erection. That fear however, came to fruition a moment later.
"She's exhausted." Kathy said looking over towards Danny who still sat with her head on Mark's shoulder, sound asleep. Mark felt Kathy remove her hand from his upper thigh briefly, taking that moment to try and reposition himself a little more comfortably, and a little less awkwardly.
Kathy glanced back towards the road as she drove, reaching just as suddenly to reposition her hand, resting it back on Mark's thigh just as he turned into her. The shock of her hand coming down to rest directly atop of his erection sent alarms ringing inside his head. Turning to face her just as she in turn took her eyes off the road, glancing down almost automatically at her hand which had not as yet removed itself from the obvious. Mark saw his sister's eyes widen, lighting up with the confirmation and sudden discovery of his aroused manhood.
"Oh god Mark...I'm sorry!" Kathy said, yanking her hand back and away from him as she did. Mark saw the blush on his sister's face spreading like wild fire.
"No sis...it's me that's sorry. Sorry I'm wearing this damn uniform!" Mark exclaimed.
The fact of the matter was, his cock had managed to worm its way through the opening of his boxer shorts in the first place. And secondly, the soft cotton of his uniform actually caressing his prick as he moved, even in the slightest, had added to his dilemma. Not to mention Danny's breast nuzzling against his body.
Mark's explanation only served to confuse his bewildered sister further. "What? What's wrong with your uniform...and why would it...would it...do THAT?" she questioned, now blushing even more furiously than before.
Mark decided the only alternative he had to try and dig him self out of this mess was to be honest with her. "I guess because I've been at sea for three month's is part of it," he began. "I haven't even been around any women in the first place, and just because the two of you are my sister's, the fact that I can feel Danny's boob's pressed against me and your hand on my leg, it just sort of triggered an unexpected reaction," he announced. "Which was made worse when my...well, you know...when 'it' poked up through my boxers and has been sitting here pressed against the material of my uniform. There...is that enough of an explanation for you?" Mark finished slightly angry, but far more embarrassed in actually having had to tell her anything.
To make matters worse, Kathy laughed.
"What's so funny?"
Kathy quit laughing out loud, but she did find herself smiling widely when she responded.
"Nothing Mark, really. It's just after what all's happened, it's kind of nice being able to laugh for a moment, you know...sort of like taking a fresh breath of air. We're all going to be doing a hell of a lot of crying over the next few days, so a little humor...no matter how strange the subject might have been, is more than just a little bit welcome at the moment."
Kathy placed her hand once again on Mark's leg, but purposely watched ensuring that she placed it more mid-thigh than upper. The fact she did so at all was just one of his sister's ways of maintaining contact with him emotionally. Though he'd never been as close with Kathy as he had been with Danny, they did have their own personal memories together. On the rare few occasions when they had spent anytime alone, they had discussed just about anything and everything. Something that Mark had really appreciated being able to do with his sister while growing up. There wasn't anything she felt uncomfortable discussing with him, or telling him about, whenever he had asked her. Which had included his curiosity about the female anatomy. It had been Kathy's boobs, not Danny's that he'd first seen. To his surprise she'd been very open about allowing him to see hers, just to satisfy a simple curiosity. It had also been Kathy from whom he'd sought advice when considering having sex for the first time with his then girlfriend Sharon. Many had been the evening when they had sat sharing ice cream together while having one of these rare private discussions.
"You are planning on seeing Sharon while you're home yes?" Kathy asked. It was inevitable of course that she'd come up somewhere in the conversation.
"No, in fact. She wrote me...a couple of weeks ago. Seems she's found someone else," he said softly, speaking more to himself than he had been to his sister.
"Oh Mark...I'm sorry," Kathy told him. "And not that this will help much, but Frank and I haven't been doing all that well either."
Mark shot his sister a concerned look. "Anything wrong?"
"Only that we're both starting to wonder if we made a horrible mistake," she said good-naturedly tossing him a reassuring smile.
"Sounds like we need one of our special evenings," Mark said, remembering past times. Kathy widened her smile, grinning. It was the smile he was used to seeing, taking the hardness out of her eyes momentarily. At least that explained the difference in her look, well at least a little anyway.
"Chocolate or vanilla?" she asked.
"A little of both I think," he responded, giving her the same answer he always had. The sound of her giggle from years back was refreshing. In some ways it was good to be home again.
#
It was late, very late by the time they arrived home. As Mark had expected, it was difficult entering the house, knowing full well that he would never see either one of his parents again. Danny however, was his focus of attention. Exhausted almost beyond sanity, he carried his sister in from the car and upstairs to her bedroom where Kathy joined him, helping to undress Danny, making her comfortable.
"Get her shoes and socks," Kathy told Mark after he had placed his sister down on her bed. He began unlacing them, watching as Kathy, much to his surprise, pulled Danny's tee shirt up and over her head. Though she was wearing a bra of course, and nothing remotely even sexy about it at that, it was still a little awkward for him when he saw his younger sisters bra-clad breasts suddenly revealed. Mark looked away purposely, but Kathy caught his sudden obvious reaction.
"What? You've never seen Danny's tits before?" Kathy teased. "I know you remember seeing mine," she added thoughtfully.
Mark laughed defensively. It was hard not to remember. "Yeah, but that was a long time ago, things change," he told her. "But no, in answer to your other question, I never have...no."
"You're kidding? I know for a fact that you and Danny played Dr. every once in a while," she told him candidly. "I even caught the two of you doing it once, though you never knew I did," she said, surprising him.
"You....you watched us?" Mark said shame-facedly. Once again Kathy laughed, throwing her head back as she did and guffawing loudly. "Oh come on Mark, you can't possibly be embarrassed or ashamed by that. You were just kids, curiously discovering yourselves. Hell everybody does, or did that. Even I was curious at that age. I just didn't have any brothers and sisters at the time to explore things with. Which is why I was a little more self-adventurous, trying to snoop in on mom and dad every once in a while whenever I heard them doing it. Or for that matter...a girlfriend of mine who knew whenever her brother was in his bedroom jerking off. She used to call me. I'd race over to her house and we'd sneak into her bedroom closet. Believe it or not, they had a connecting closet the two of them had to share. She had her clothes on one side, his on the other. But what her brother never did figure out was, we'd sneak inside, and stand there watching him jerk off while he lay on his bed. That's basically where I got my first exposure to the male penis."
"Holy shit sis, I never knew," Mark said bluntly.
"Well, I also saw you doing it once,"she told him, removing Danny's Levi's.
Thankfully, she was wearing panties, or he'd been forced to get up and leave the room for sure. Mark had just finished removing Danny's other shoe and stocking when Kathy had dropped that particular bombshell on him.
"You're kidding me! You did? When?" he asked, as Kathy pulled the blanket up partially over their sleeping sister.
"I'll tell you in a second. Here...hold this up while I take off her bra," she said. Mark dutifully stood there holding the blanket up so he couldn't see anything while Kathy fumbled with the bra clasp. Seconds later, she tossed it over where it landed in a nearby chair. Mark settled the blanket down in place, comfortably covering his sister.
"Come on, lets go dish up our ice-cream, we can finish up our conversation after we do that."
Mark followed his older sister back down stairs into the kitchen area where she immediately produced two cartons of ice cream from the freezer. One chocolate, the other vanilla.
"I kind of hoped we'd have a chance to do this again," she told him. "But I bought strawberry too. Just in case Danny wanted to join us one evening," she added thoughtfully. "Anyway...I was saying?" she asked, acting as though she had forgotten what she'd been about to tell him.
"You were saying, that you once caught me."
"Oh yeah...jerking off," she finished for him. "Yes...I did. Remember that summer we'd all gone up to the lake? That was the first summer that mom and dad let you invite someone to go with us," she said, reminding him.
"Oh yeah, I do remember. That was the year Sharon came with us," he said wistfully.
"Ah huh, that's the one." Kathy said, dishing out two large bowls of mixed chocolate and vanilla, handing him one. "I remember how the two of you kept looking at one another every time you thought no one else was looking. But I was. I think I had a sixth sense that the two of you were up to something. As it turned out, I wasn't too far off, though I realized later especially after our talk that the two of you hadn't done anything yet."
Mark was smiling as he remembered that day. "Sharon wanted to go up to the lake for a swim," he said remembering. "We told mom and dad we were going for a hike, but ended up going skinny-dipping instead."
"Figured you had. But I also knew later, much later in fact that nothing much must have happened. That's when I saw you sneaking off by yourself into the woods. I thought that was curious as Sharon was still sitting in camp, and you didn't go anywhere's near the outhouse's up there. I followed you, without your knowing of course, and came up behind you as you stood by a nearby tree, masturbating. You really must have been pretty horny to want to run off and do it that badly."
"So...you stood there and watched me jerking off, huh?"
Kathy smiled around her spoon of ice cream looking at him. "Yep...sure did little brother."
"Well I guess that's only fair then." he said leaving the statement open.
"What do you mean?" Kathy asked, now more than just a little bit curious.
"Oh...nothing."
"Nothing my ass!" she said menacingly, threatening to flip him with a spoon full of her ice cream. "Tell me, or you'll end up wearing this all over that beautiful uniform!" she warned.



"Ok...ok, stand down." He said giving into her threat. "I didn't exactly see you masturbating," he began.
"Ah huh...just as I thought. I was always too careful doing it to let either you or Danny catch me at it," she said smugly, but candidly, interrupting him.
"But I did see that one boy....ah, Sheldon, Shannon...whatever the hell his name was anyway..."
"Sherman?" Kathy stammered, surprised.
"Yeah! That's it! Sherman! Anyway, I came home late from football practice. I knew mom and dad were out for the evening, and saw Sherman's car sitting in the driveway. I didn't think too much about it cause he was over most of the time anyway. But that's when I heard the two of you talking around back of the house. It was dark, so I snuck around the side of the yard hiding in the lilac bushes where I knew you'd never see me. And there the two of you were, sitting on that old sofa behind the house. You. playing with Sherm's dick, and he, well he had his hand down between your legs."
"God...I'd almost forgotten about that," Kathy admitted. She burst into laughter a moment later. "I didn't know it at the time either, after all I really didn't have much to compare it to, until I saw you by that tree, anyway. But he had about the smallest cock I've ever seen. But like I said, at the time it was the only one I'd seen, or even touched for that matter. In comparison with yours, he looked like an eight year old kid!"
Mark was once again embarrassed. The fact that his sister was obviously envisioning the size of his prick in comparison to Sherman's was a little unnerving. Especially when he felt his cock twitch reminding him of that fact.
"Well, listen sis, it's getting late and I really need to take a shower before turning in. Maybe we'd better table this discussion for another time," he suggested, begging off before things got too carried away. Kathy glanced down towards his crotch for some reason, unexpectedly. Perhaps she'd just realized she had been remembering what his penis had looked like, or perhaps she'd remembered the incident in the car driving home. Whatever the reason was...she looked. And when she did, she saw the front of his bell-bottoms was bulging out once again.
"Maybe you'd better," she said grinning. "And make it a cold shower."
Even with a raging hard-on, Mark leaned over kissing his sister on the cheek. "Maybe you should too!" he said, winking at her teasingly.
"Nah...I like masturbating," she responded throwing him a look that said she was half serious. "Helps me to relax, helps me sleep," she said turning, walking away before he could say anything further. "Good night Mark," Kathy said without turning around to look at him as she headed down the hallway towards her bedroom.
"Good night, sis," Mark replied, slipping his hand down the front of his pants readjusting himself. "Fucking uniform," he added silently.
#
The shower felt good. Mark didn't exactly take a cold one, but as he stood beneath the lukewarm water, he thought back on the intimate conversation he had had with his sister. The fact that he'd found it arousing didn't bother him nearly as much as when he found himself day dreaming about so simple an act as watching Kathy removing Danny's clothing. He hadn't really seen anything either, aside from seeing Danny in nothing more than her bra and panties, but even that image caused him to immediately become erect.
"Get a grip Mark," he chastised himself silently. "She's your sister!"
Before he was tempted into doing anything about his rapidly hardening penis, Mark turned off the shower, stepping out and immediately toweling off prior to going to bed.
He turned off the light next to his bed stand slipping in between the cool crisp sheets. In a way, it was nice being home again, though he wished it had been under better circumstances. Mark had always slept naked his entire life, except on board ship where he'd always worn his boxers at least. A fact that hadn't allowed him to sleep as soundly or as comfortably as he would have preferred. Just the feel of the sheets clinging to his body felt good. Already aroused anyway, Mark reached down clasping his prick. He hadn't masturbated in months. Something you simply didn't do, or couldn't do, aboard ship. As he lay in the darkness slowly fondling himself, he fought the images that came to him, the vision of his younger sister, memories of watching Kathy and Sherman in the backyard. Mark had masturbated simply for release, stress relief as he'd called it without necessarily entertaining fantasies. He began concentrating simply on the sensations, trying to ignore the forbidden thoughts that kept trying to push their way through his emotional defenses. Concentrating as hard as he was, he barely heard the sound of his bedroom door opening, would have ignored it completely in fact as just another fantasy trying to push through, had he not then heard the sound of his younger sister's voice.
"Mark...Mark. Are you asleep?" he heard Danny calling out to him.
"Danny?" Mark froze, his hand still firmly placed around the shaft of his firm, thick cock. He was suddenly grateful for the darkness and for the sheets that protectively covered him.
Standing in the doorway of his bedroom he could just make out the faint silhouette as she stood there in the gray darkness. "Are you ok? Is anything wrong?" he asked sitting up.
"I can't sleep. Woke up...bad dreams," she almost stuttered. "Don't want to be alone anymore," she managed to say finally. "Can I come in and sleep with you?" she asked.
Her request wasn't really out of the norm. They had in fact slept in the same bed together in times past. Danny had never gone to Kathy with that request, the bond between Mark and his sister that much closer than hers with Kathy.
"I'm naked," he said warningly, very much aware of his hardened cock which he only then took his hand off of.
"So am I," Danny said, stepping into his room, immediately running over towards his bed, jumping in before he could say another word to her about it.
"Danny, I'm not sure this is a very good idea," he told her as she slipped in beside him, moving over to press her flesh against his, cuddling.
"Why? You afraid something might happen?" she asked teasingly.
Mark wanted to scream out the word "YES"! Yes...he was afraid, afraid because of all the thoughts that had been swimming around inside his head. Yes, because of the images of his sisters. And yes, because he'd had this fantasy before, Danny coming to him in the night...naked.
"No," he answered simply. "But it's been a while since we've, since we've done this. We're both grown now...you've changed, I've..."
The sound of his sister's soft snoring told him that his words had fallen on deaf ears. Even so, Mark tried to place a little more distance between them, edging away so that the searing heat of his sisters soft body wasn't pressing so directly against his own. In her sleep however, she sought him out, moving even closer against him, if that were possible. Once again the direct contact, this time in the flesh, of her firm pointed breast resting comfortably against his ribcage while his tormented cock throbbed painfully.
Mark placed his hand around his sister's shoulder. She snuggled, settling in comfortably within his arms embrace. His needs, wants, desires, still bubbling hotly just below the surface. But it was his sister's needs that were more important now, far more important and necessary than his own. There would be another time for self-satisfaction, certainly not now...not holding on to his naked sister the way he was. Mark finally closed his eyes, listening to the soft gentle sounds of his sister's easy sleep, eventually drifting off as he did.
#
Mark dreamed. In his dream, the sensation of touching, being touched was very real. He was only vaguely aware of a presence, indistinguishable as to who it was, or even where he was. But it was unimportant. Only the excitement, building, escalating in a slow procession of sensations that fired every nerve ending within his body like water droplets dancing on a hot skillet. It had been a long time, a very long time since he had touched a woman, let alone touched a woman's breast in the way he was doing now.
In his mind, Mark could see the beautifully sculptured breast, soft...alluring. A gorgeous pink-capped nipple decorating it, hard stiff nubbins of sensitive flesh that he rolled gently between his fingers. The tender soft mewlings, the woman he held telling him of her pleasures, begging him for more, capitulating, surrendering to his caress. He felt her hand guiding him. In his dream, he followed. Walking momentarily behind her when she stopped, pulling his hand down between her legs. Mark felt the liquid silk of her sex as she guided his fingers inside her, holding his hand, placing it atop her mound, holding it in place. He probed her inner reachings, marveling at the heat, warmth, and depth of her hidden secrets. Even the fragrance of her passions stirred the sensations of smell, inflaming his desire for her even more than he'd already been experiencing.
Mark felt the touch of her tiny small hand encompass him. Shivers of unbridled pleasure searing his manhood, reawakening the burning embers that had lain smoldering nearly forgotten. All of which now burst alive with renewed flame, hunger and need. But it wasn't his need...his desire to be quenched here. It was hers. A hunger far greater than his own. Mark quickened the caress of his softly stroking fingers, delighted in the sudden unexpected, yet welcomed passion that greeted him. Succumbing to him, vulnerable, submissive, totally trusting, he pleasured her, listening to the sound of her climax as she came for him, knowing that she was once again safe.
"Oh Mark...Mark." He heard his name being called as though from out of a rolling fog, somewhere off in the distance, she called to him again. "Mark...Mark."
"Danny?" Mark called out seeking the direction, the sound of her voice, wondering where in the shrouded murkiness she stood, seeking him, wondering where she was.
"I'm here Danny...I'm right here for you," he heard himself saying. He sensed her acceptance, felt the assurance somehow through the fog, that she had found him, found her comfort from his presence, even though he as yet could not see her.
"I always knew you would be," he heard the whisper of her voice carry off through the night. "I always knew you would be there for me."
#
It was the smell of fresh roasted coffee that awoke him. Mark dreamt, rather imagined seeing a steaming mug of coffee sitting on the kitchen table. It seemed so real, smelled so wonderfully delicious. His eyes popped open immediately. He remembered another dream too. He looked quickly over to the side. Danny was gone. He didn't remember her leaving, or when it could have been that she had left. "Was that a dream? Or just my imagination?" Mark wondered aloud to himself. "Had to have been a dream," he decided finally. "But damn...it sure seemed real," he said, standing up out of bed. "Shit!" he added just as quickly, remembering that he had left his duffle bag sitting outside in the trunk of the car. He had nothing to wear at the moment except for his dress blues, and he wasn't about to put those on just to walk down the hall to the bathroom. He'd taken most of his civilian clothes with him, those he had room for, of course. And the rest he had either given away or had thrown out. Mark put his boxers on once again, along with his white tee shirt. "Guess this will have to do until I can get my bag," he thought to himself, heading out the door of his bedroom down the hall to the bath in order to pee.
When he arrived at the bathroom, the door was closed. The sound of the running water met his ear as he stood there listening. Knocking, he called through the door. "Danny? Kathy? How long you going to be in there? I've really gotta pee!" he questioned anxiously.
"So come in and pee!" Danny shot back at him. "The doors not locked, just don't flush until after I get out," she told him sternly.
Once again it was another old memory. He'd peed in front of his sister's before, both of them in fact. But it had been a few years. "Sorry sis," Mark said coming into the bathroom, lifting the lid on the toilet seat. "But I really had to go." He heard Danny's laugh coming through the other side of the shower curtain.
"After last night you're worried about peeing in front of me?" she questioned. Mark had just begun to piss when she'd said that. Suddenly he stopped mid-stream, almost pissing on his own foot as he did, reaching for; and then grabbing the shower curtain before he'd even realized what he was doing.
"What did you mean by that?" he asked, yanking the curtain back partially. There stood his sister in all her glory. Surprisingly however, she didn't even flinch or attempt to cover herself when he pulled the curtain back.
"What's gotten in to you all of a sudden?" Danny shot back, continuing to rinse the soap out of her hair as though it was the most natural thing in the world to be doing in front of him. "I was referring to the fact that we slept in the same bed together...naked," she added, smiling at him. "Now...you coming in? If not...shut the curtain. You're letting in all the cold air."
Stunned by her sudden openness, Mark quickly closed the curtain. The image of his sisters full perky breasts permanently seared into his minds eye. Not to mention the thin neatly trimmed strip of pubic hair nestled between her legs. He turned, seeing the lid, closing it...flushing the toilet at nearly the same time.
"Mark! Mark! Damn you! I'll get you for that!" she screamed out in sudden agony. Closing the door to the bathroom, Marked headed downstairs towards the smell of the coffee. Even then, the refreshed image of his sister showering, that...and the strange dream he had had last night left him horny as well as frustrated, but also confused.
Seeing Kathy didn't help things much either.
"Good morning sleepyhead," Kathy said as he entered the kitchen. She'd already poured him a cup of coffee. It was sitting on the table waiting for him almost identical to the way he'd seen it in his dream earlier.
"Morning," he offered back, sitting down. Kathy was standing at the stove scrambling eggs, making bacon. He'd noticed almost immediately upon entering the kitchen that all she was wearing was a long sleeved men's dress shirt. The shirttail was long enough to just barely cover her ass. But from the glimpse he'd seen of her already, it was highly unlikely she was wearing anything, unless she was into those really skimpy thongs that had become so popular.
As he sat there looking at her from behind, he still couldn't get over how different she looked with her short bright white hair. It was as though she were a stranger rather than his sister standing in the kitchen half naked. He felt his cock twitch in sudden interest.
"Fucking boxers," he thought to himself silently.
"Eggs? Bacon?" Kathy asked as she filled a plate for him even before he'd answered.
"Please...thanks," Mark said, looking at her as she turned. Kathy took a few steps towards him, setting down the plate in front of him. As she did, the shirt she was wearing parted. For whatever reason the top three buttons of the shirt were unbuttoned, revealing a considerable amount of her soft sloping breasts as she bent over.
"I noticed Danny wasn't in her bedroom this morning when I got up," she said curiously. "I thought I'd check in on her," she added unnecessarily, with a slight edge to her voice as she spoke. If Mark didn't know better, he'd have thought his sister sounded jealous. More than likely however, it was simply the stress catching up to her from the past few days.
"Yeah...she came in to sleep with me sometime last night," he offered by way of explanation. "I think she was having bad dreams." The mention of that immediately triggering images of what he himself had dreamt last night. His prick stiffened even more as he remembered the softness of the breast he had caressed, and the silkiness of the split he had fingered so enjoyably. Then another image came to him, one that was unexpected...shocking. In his dream, he realized it had been Danny's pussy he'd been petting. His prick twitched once again threatening to worm it's way free through the opening of his boxer shorts. Looking down to ensure that it hadn't, he inadvertently knocked over his coffee, spilling it on the table down into his lap. Mark stood up in a millisecond, his reflexes taking over to keep himself from getting burned.
Kathy reacted nearly as quickly. Grabbing the washcloth from the sink, she ran cold water on it, soaking it thoroughly, then ran over to where Mark was standing. By this time Mark was looking down examining himself. His semi-hard cock had indeed fallen out through the opening of his boxers. But in the excitement and concern of keeping himself from being seriously burned, he wasn't as concerned about that as he was in pulling his soaked, still steaming shorts away from direct contact with his skin. When Kathy reached his side, she immediately covered his prick with the cloth ensuring that whatever coffee had spilled on him was being taken care of first.
"Did it burn you?" she asked worriedly.
"I don't think so...No!" Mark mumbled still dazed, then overreacting as he tore his cock away from his sister's hand in turning violently.
"You are burned aren't you?" She asked worriedly, once again placing the wet washcloth on his now very exposed penis. But it wasn't the hot coffee spilling down in his lap that had him confused or disoriented. It was the touch of his sister's hand even if it was through the washcloth that had him befuddled. Standing before him, she continued to wipe away the supposedly burning coffee from his tender shaft.
"Take these off," she told him. Mark felt like a little boy suddenly. Kathy's tone was mothering, forceful. And he obeyed.
"Let's take a better look," she said, motioning for him to sit back down in the chair. Discarding the washcloth now, she actually placed her hand on his member, moving it off to one side to survey the slightly reddened patch of skin just inside his upper thigh. "Boy...were you lucky," she said, continuing to move his penis from side to side checking carefully for any signs of serious burning.
Mark had realized already that he hadn't been burned all that badly. But for some reason, the attention Kathy was administering to him felt nice...comforting in it's own way, so he allowed her to continue her examination of him, using that as an excuse in his own mind to justify his sister's fondling of his semi-erect shaft.
"Isn't it a little early to be playing doctor?"
As one, both Mark as well as Kathy turned to face towards Danny as she stood just inside the doorway to the kitchen. Fresh from the shower, her long hair was still wrapped up in a towel atop her head. She wore a long floor length white terry cloth robe, the front of which still separated sufficiently to reveal that she was in all likelihood naked beneath it. Mark's prick twitched once again as though having a mind of it's own, acknowledging with interest the bare flesh barely hidden behind the garment she was wearing.
Worse...Kathy had felt his prick throb in her hand as she held it, turning her attention once again back to the organ she was holding.
"He spilled coffee in his lap," Kathy said suddenly, as though needing an excuse to remain as she was, Mark's cock still palmed in her hand.
"Oh really?" Danny responded.
It was the tone of Danny's voice that now surprised Mark. It hadn't been one of worried concern as he might have thought it should be. But hinted instead at jealousy, the same tone he had heard whenever Sharon had gotten jealous by his simple glance at some woman they had passed by on the sidewalk. The same tone he had heard Kathy use earlier.



"Let me see," Danny said, crossing over towards them, fully intent on examining him herself.
"See? He did burn it!" Kathy told her sister as though needing to prove to her she'd not been actually playing with it instead.
Once again Mark felt much like a young boy rather than the grown man that he was as Danny reached his side, leaning over to peer down at the reddened spot Kathy pointed out to her.
"I don't think it's too bad...but maybe you should run back to the bathroom and get that tube of burn cream," she told her. Leaning over to inspect the now fading reddening, Mark glanced up, seeing Danny's robe parting completely, exposing both of her breasts entirely as she bent over looking at him. His cock lurched once again, hardening. Kathy released him, feeling it suddenly thickening in her hand.
"Actually...I think it looks just fine," Danny said in a soft voice, with just a hint of a giggle behind it. Very much aware of his very obvious arousal, Mark took back control of his own senses.
"I'm fine...really,"he said standing up. "Give me that towel to cover myself with, sis." He reached up, grabbing it in an effort to have something to cover his now very aroused state. Danny, caught off guard by Mark's unexpected reaction, flinched away from him. Involuntarily reacting to his over-reaction, if you could call it that. He'd managed to snag a portion of it however, yanking one way, as Danny defensively pulled away from him in the opposite direction. In doing so, her robe parted completely, revealing the fact that she was entirely nude beneath the robe. Laughing now, she squealed delightedly, running from the room with Mark in hot pursuit as she taunted him.
"Marks got a boner! Marks got a boner!" she chanted as she ran.
Mark caught her half way through the front room just managing to grab a portion of her wildly flapping robe as she ran. It came away in his hands, simultaneously tripping Danny up as she felt it pull away from her, tumbling her down onto the couch as she looked for a softer place than the floor to land on. Discarding the robe, Mark was on top of her, immediately pinning her down.
"Help me Kathy!" Danny continued squealing. "He's pinned me!" Kathy had chased them both into the room, not so much as a part of this children's play, as she was watching it. She was more surprised that she was witnessing this almost innocent wrestling struggle that the two of them had participated in doing so often...yet so many years ago. Now they fought wrestling, just as though they were those same kids again, regardless of the fact that they were doing so naked...or nearly so in Mark's case.
"Kathy...Kathy! Help me!" Danny shouted out once again as Mark pinned her arms up over her head. "Mark's got a boner...Mark's got a..."
With both of his sister's arms pinned, he couldn't risk freeing one of them to use in silencing her. Without thinking, using the only other means available to him, Mark leaned over kissing her, intending his unexpected kiss to surprise her, silence her, effectively shutting her up. And for a second, it did. Until Kathy suddenly came out of nowhere, wrapping her arms around his upper chest beneath his arms yanking backwards as she did.
The unexpected attack from behind took Mark totally by surprise. Having concentrated all his efforts in pinning Danny, it was relatively easy for her to dislodge one of his arms away from her sister. As strong as he was however, Mark immediately recovered, reaching back with one hand to flay away wildly at Kathy all the while continuing to keep his other sister partially pinned with his other arm. As he did, grabbing onto a portion of Kathy's shirt, he pulled. The sound of her shirt ripping, followed by the just as obvious sound of button's popping, one even landing to "clink" against a nearby table lamp, told her that he'd all but ruined her shirt.
"That was my favorite shirt!" Kathy cried out in obvious determination to get back at him now. "Tickle him, Danny!" she screamed, remembering just how much Mark hated being tickled in fact.
"No!" Mark cried out, now desperate to disentangle himself from between his two sisters as they fought in unison. Pressing him down onto his back as Danny finally got enough leverage to sit up while Kathy in turn continued leaning back, pulling him down with her, Mark had no choice but to throw his weight off to one side as he did. In doing so, he felt Kathy finally give up trying to hold him. Kathy's only option was in reaching out in an attempt to break her fall as they tumbled from the couch onto the floor. Mark felt first his shoulder hit the floor, then Kathy as she tumbled forwards across him. In the next instant Danny was down atop of them both, effectively pinning his legs by sitting on them, reaching up to immediately begin tickling the too sensitive flesh on either side of his ribcage.
"Please don't...don't!" Mark cried out giggling, almost painfully so.
"Pin his shoulders! Pin his shoulders!" Danny warned her sister, urging her to continue their frantic struggle with their brother. Situated as she was across him, it was easier for Kathy to back up rather than give up her advantage of weight as she lay against him. As she did however, Mark looked up just in time to stare directly into his sister's cunt. Instinctively...defensively taking that moment to surprise her, shocking her perhaps without even realizing the implications of what he was doing. Intending to do nothing more than nip at her with his mouth, he lunged at her just as she settled back down against him, effectively helping along his efforts as his mouth came into immediate and direct contact with her pussy. Rather than simply nipping her as he'd intended, he instead gathered in her outer labia between his teeth, though without actually hurting her, but effectively holding his shocked, more than a little surprised sister at bay.
"I'll bite!" Mark warned somehow expressing himself without releasing his sister's sex as he spoke.
"You wouldn't dare!" Kathy exclaimed, surprise... awe etched in her tone of voice that her brother had actually clamped down on her the way he had, but she sat unmoving above him anyway.
Only now was Danny becoming aware of this new form of "hold" that Mark was suddenly using on her sister, keeping her effectively overcome. Seeing what was now happening, Danny found herself both aroused as well as a little stunned by what she was actually seeing.
"He wouldn't dare bite!" Danny offered placing herself down on the ground to see if Mark really did indeed have a mouth lock on her sisters exposed cunt.
"Damn right he won't!" Kathy shot back. She leaned over clamping her own mouth around Mark's very erect penis...now holding him in a light teeth clench in much the same way he was using on her.
The feel of his sister's lips suddenly surround his cock shocked and surprised him. But even then he didn't take it as a sexual act meant to stimulate or pleasure him, but as a counter to his own bizzare attempt at fighting back.
"I mean it!" Mark threatened once again through tightly clenched, pussy muffled words as he spoke them.
"As do I," Kathy shot back mumbling nearly as incoherently as he had when she spoke with Mark's prick well inside her mouth now.
Seeing the obvious standoff, Mark decided to switch tactics, perhaps shocking and surprising his sister even more. Releasing her pussy momentarily, he felt Kathy's mouth relax her own grip from around his penis. When she did, he stabbed his tongue fiercely and forcefully against Kathy's cunt locating her extended, exposed clitoris almost at once. He fully expected this onslaught to so startle her that she would do whatever was necessary to release him, simultaneously escaping from him when she did. To his own shock however, though he felt her surprised flinch, she sucked him instead...just as strong and as forcefully as he'd tongue fucked her clit.
Mark fought back in the only way that he could now, gathering in Kathy's clit between his lips...sucking it just as firmly as he now felt his sister beginning to do to his prick.
"I swear Kathy, I'll fucking make you cum and embarrass the shit out of you," he said challengingly.
"You'll have to do better than that then," she challenged back, so caught up in the unusual game now that she wasn't even remotely considering the obvious implications of what either of them were actually doing. Kathy repositioned her own mouth over the head of Mark's cock, drawing it in, sucking it, holding it there and flicking it with her tongue. "You'll cum before I do," she mouthed around him teasingly.
No one was more stunned by what was actually taking place than was Danny, however. Watching her brother and sister locked in a weirdly erotic game of '69' with one another had at first glance almost repulsed her. As it became quickly evident that neither of them was about to give in however, it became something far more to her...something she struggled with initially. It became erotic...so much so that her own arousal began pooling in satiny slick lubrications between her legs.
Kathy continued sucking her brother's cock. All thought of the rightness or wrongness of it fleeing before her like a fire gone wild, out of control. Glancing sideways towards Danny where she was vaguely aware of her presence, she caught sight of her sister just as Danny placed her hand down between her now parted legs, watched as she lay there beside them fingering herself unabashedly, unashamedly. The effects of which caused a sudden torrent of fresh lubrication to spill from her cunt effectively bathing her brother's face. The sight of her own sister now fingering her cunt, running the tips of two fingers back and forth against her exposed clit was maddeningly erotic.
Mark felt the fresh fluid of his sister's cunt suddenly escaping her. She began humping herself against him now, no longer struggling not to cum, but obviously now wanting to. Acutely aware that what was now taking place had gone far beyond normal, he was too aroused, too driven with lust to accept the consequences of what they'd begun doing. Mark's cock reminding him simultaneously just how long it had been since he had even had an orgasm in the first place. Added to all this, he could hear the deliciously naughty cunt sucking sounds of Danny's liquefied pussy as she lay beside them, masturbating, watching the two of them as they now purposely, and openly strove towards pleasuring one another.
Licking his sister's split was like eating candy. In combination with that, laying there as he did, listening to the sounds of Danny's masturbation, the sweet juicy-slick sounds as her fingerings produced more and more of that succulent sounding female nectar, brought him to the very brink.
"Oh Mark...Mark. Make her cum! Make her cum!" Danny urged sensually as she watched. Furiously, wildly, she fingered herself. Mark continued to listen to the erotic nasty sounding pummeling, as Danny continued to finger-fuck her pussy. Unbridled passion, want, need urged her to indulge in the most vocal of ways. Uninhibitedly, she played with herself, reveling in the sounds that her quim made as her juices continued to flow, as she in turn delighted in the obscene noises that she created while fingering her cunt, continuing to express her feelings in ways that Mark would have never imagined hearing from his "little" sister.
"Suck her cunt Mark! Suck it...suck it...SUCK IT!"
Where Kathy wouldn't, or couldn't express herself as vocally as Danny, she more than made up for in her indications of physical response. Mark felt it by the way she literally attacked his prick with her mouth. He felt it by the way she mashed her pussy against his face, grinding herself against him, quivering, throbbing intensely while she did. And he felt it by the way her pussy continued to flow, her sweet honey butter cream bathing his face in an almost continuous rich, creamy cascade of pure heavenly sweetness.
All of this of course had simply hastened his impending climax. Mark felt his balls tighten, aided by the fact that Kathy now cupped them in the palm of one hand while rapidly stroking the length of his shaft with the other. Her mouth meanwhile continued to suck him like a vacuum, knobbing the head of his prick gloriously, devouring the sensitive head of his cock as though it were cotton candy.
Far too close to warn her, far too gone to even care, Mark felt his intense eruption finally begin.
Even when he had been with Sharon and she had performed one of her rare reciprocations upon him orally, she'd never allowed him the pleasure or experience of knowing...feeling what it was like to actually cum in a woman's mouth. Now, knowing with a great deal of certainty that his sister was very much aware of what was happening, about to happen anyway, and that it would take his own sister to allow him to experience this extreme pleasure.
Mark felt the first powerful jettison of his spunk scream from the shaft of his prick in a violent burst, filling his sisters mouth. Kathy relaxed rather than tensing, taking him in even deeper. Explosion after gut wrenching ball-busting explosion continued to pour from his prick, Kathy...lovingly, wonderfully...even excitedly taking it all.
As intense has his orgasm was, hearing Danny enter into the throes of her own orgasmic release simply enhanced the unbelievable sensations he was swimming in. Danny's low almost growling deep-throated moan of ecstasy sent a second wave of delightful cock-throbbing spasms coursing through him. Kathy's velveteen mouth continuing to drain him of every last ounce of his seed, her tongue playfully dancing upon his spent shaft while her hand continued to slow-strokingly milk him of every last precious drop of his spending.
Mark had momentarily and quite understandably so...quit pleasuring his sister's liquefied quim. Once his orgasm had subsided sufficiently however, he assaulted her pussy with a vengeance. Sitting up slightly, almost smothering him in the process, Kathy sat back as Mark located her hard little nubbin of flesh. Drawing it inside of his mouth, he sucked it quickly, yet tenderly. He could feel Kathy's response as she had maintained a grip on his slowly deflating prick. As he manipulated her clitoris in uniquely differing ways, he felt the sensation of her hand upon his cock like a pulse. She caressed him absentmindedly, squeezing at times, holding still during others. But from this...by this, Mark knew exactly when her orgasm finally claimed her. That...and the unexpectedly delightful spray of her cunt as she gushed, nearly drowning him in the process.
Kathy finally collapsed rolling off of Mark. When she did, he saw Danny still lying on the floor anxiously looking at him. He smiled. It was an embarrassed smile...awkward. After all, they had just broken about every rule in the book. Mark struggled with the words, finding he could say nothing as he continued staring into his sister's eyes.
"It wasn't a dream...was it?" she asked. It took Mark a moment to realize what she was referring to.
"No. I thought it was too. But it wasn't, was it?" he questioned her back.
"It seemed like it. Maybe I knew it wasn't really...but I'm not sure I was ready to accept it for being anything else but a dream," she told him.
"And now?"
"Now...all I know is...I want to experience with you what Kathy did," she said honestly.
Kathy was just coming around herself at this point. "I think we all have a lot to talk about and discuss," she said sitting up, resting against the couch. "But we need to get through this day first,." she said, reminding them that their parent's funeral was later that afternoon.
"We've all been through a bit of emotional stress. I think maybe we just let some of that out, which caught us all a little off guard. I think that none of us should attempt to talk about this further until after we've all had a chance to think about it...rationally. Especially after we get through today."
"Perhaps this evening then. Over ice cream," Mark suggested.
"Chocolate or vanilla?" Kathy asked smiling, letting the sudden build up of tension ease.
"A little of both I think," Mark replied.
"How can the two of you think about ice cream?" Danny asked. "I can't even imagine being hungry later."
Mark and Kathy shared a knowing look. For the moment, he felt closer to his older sister than he had ever been.
#
It was late by the time they had finally arrived home. Mark didn't realize how many friends their parents had known. The service had gone as he'd expected, tons of tears along with a few heart-felt laughs as friends shared intimate personal stories about their parents.
"I think we should save the ice cream for another night," Mark suggested. Kathy agreed indicating to him that she was more tired than she'd initially thought.
"Well...I'm going to call it a night." Kathy said standing up. "And I think it will do us all a bit of good to get a good nights sleep while we're at it. We've got a lot of things to go over and discuss regarding the estate."
"Not to mention what happened this morning," Danny said, stating the obvious. Mark could only nod his head in agreement.
"Well...goodnight then," Kathy said, turning around heading towards her bedroom.
"Night Kath," Danny said softly.
"Well Danny, I think it's time for me to turn in as well. I've about had it with this monkey suit, too," he stated, referring to his uniform.
"I thought you liked wearing it," she said.
"Oh...don't get me wrong, I do. It's not that really. It's just that after being in it all day, I'm looking forward to making myself a little more comfortable, is all."
"Me too," Danny said grinning. "I'll hurry up and get undressed," she added. "See you in a few." Turning to leave, Mark reached out grabbing her arm, stopping her.
"Danny...we can't, not tonight anyway, and not until we've both had a chance to think about things...ok?"
"I wasn't intending for anything to happen Mark. I'm tired too. But I don't want to sleep by myself just yet either. So...do you think you can put up with your younger, "little" sister for one more night...at least?" she asked openly.
Mark felt a little guilty assuming that Danny had meant things otherwise. "Sure sis...I just didn't want you thinking I was only out to," Danny shushed him by putting the tip of her finger against his lips.
"Save it for another time," she told him. "Right now, all I want to do is sleep." Mark followed Danny upstairs to their rooms where they quickly took turns using the bathroom in preparation for bed. By the time he was finished, Danny was already in bed waiting for him. Though he knew her to sleep naked, just as he'd done most of his adult life, he saw that she was wearing one of his white navy tee shirts as sleeping attire.
"Hope you don't mind my using this to sleep in," she told him. "Thought it might be easier...for both of us." Taking the hint, Mark crawled into bed, leaving his boxers on. Seconds later he turned out the light, felt Danny quickly move over snuggling up against him.
"Sweet dreams Danny," he said, softly stroking her hair.
#
Mark dreamed. At first, seeing Sharon. He'd not seen her at the funeral, hadn't expected to really. As far as he knew, she was off somewhere on her honeymoon. Yet...he saw her as though in the distance, waving at him laughing running away from him as she did. He felt like he needed to say something to her, he wasn't angry with her really, but the emotion of what he felt was fleeting. He found he was holding onto some sort of an envelope, and oddly, he knew all his feelings and emotions were written down on the paper inside. He took it out to examine it.
"Give it to me," Danny told him, standing now where he'd last seen Sharon. Instead of running however, as Sharon had done, she came towards him, slowly at first, her steps quickening. Yet he heard her speak to him as though standing beside him.



"Give it to me Mark," she asked once again, holding out her hand for the envelope. Suddenly she was by his side. He looked at it one more time before handing it to her. Surprised to find himself relieved as he did.
The simple touch of his sister's hand as she clasped the envelope was like touching her flesh. Suddenly, it was flesh. Danny moved against him and in an instant his clothes, as well as hers were gone. Her soft supple skin was warm, reassuring as he embraced her. He felt her nuzzle his neck contentedly, purring sweetly almost like a kitten. Which in some ways, she was.
"Give it to me Mark," she asked again. He was confused now. "He already had...hadn't he?" He wondered.
He felt Danny's small hand fumbling beneath his boxers seeking him out. "Please Mark...Please," she asked again. "I need you...don't tell me no...don't make me go away."
He saw Sharon briefly, running towards him now...shock, anger...perhaps even jealousy struggling with the ring on her finger, vainly...desperately trying to take it off. Calling out to him over and over again. "No Mark...NO!" she wailed.
But it was the feel of Danny's hand affectionately stroking him that caused Sharon's image to suddenly blur, evaporating away like sunshine cutting the morning mist. Sweetness greeted him, arousal began to stir him as he hardened for her, accepting...wanting.
"Yes Danny...yes!" he moaned. Her lips encompassed him now, the gentle teasing play of her tongue upon his rigid hardness, rough, yet gentle as she caressed him with it. He reached for her, momentarily afraid that she too would disappear as Sharon had done. Surprised when she didn't, even more surprised when the reality of her really being there woke him from his sleep.
"Danny?" he whispered in the darkness. Her lips were wet, lovingly wrapped around his sensitive, very aroused prick. Though he could not see her clearly, the faint outline of her head, her long beautiful hair falling down to caress him with each movement of her gently bobbing head told him this was no dream.
"Oh god...Danny...Danny," he said, calling out to her, gathering her hair in bunches, delighting in the silky softness of it as he played with it, gently pulling on her as she continued pulling on him.
For long tantalizing moments she continued her ministrations on him, exploring him fully with her lips, lingering kisses as she suckled his shaft. "You awake now?" she asked, somewhat amused.
"Very," he said breathlessly. "No dream."
"No dream," she answered back, moving up towards him. Mark felt her breasts pressing against him, felt the twin hardend points as she undulated against him barely separated from his awakened flesh. Using her aroused nipples to caress his chest, she swayed as though a cobra being played to, moving herself back and forth slowly, sensually as though to strike the moment the song had finished.
Finding her in the darkness, he cupped each breast firmly within the palms of his hands, imprisoning her. Danny groaned almost painfully as Mark's fingers dug into her, beginning to search out the twin nubbins that had so teasingly eluded him. He captured each between his fingers, pressing them together as though kissing them, having two mouths's in doing so. Danny collapsed fully against him. Her scent a mixture of spiced perfume, a hint of apples from the shampoo she preferred using when she showered. Mark gently bit, nipping the tender flesh of her exposed neck. Felt the goose bumps form as they blossomed like wild flowers across her body. Pressed firmly against him now, so much so that not even a slip of paper could have passed between them, he let go of a single soft tit to reach down, cupping her equally well-rounded ass.
"Make love to me Mark," she asked in the silence of the night. Positioned as she was, Mark felt Danny lower herself upon him. The feel of her soft sex as it descended on him nearly took his breath away. Danny was moist. Her puffy, full lips surrounding, caressing the length of his shaft as she settled against him. Much like two pairs of lips and tongues, caressing his length, Danny moved against him almost imperceptibly. The feel of his sister's silky-soft pussy was having its effect on him. Whatever reservations he may have had in becoming intimate with either one of his sister's melted away like snow on a warm spring day.
Mark knew that Danny's teasing sultry caress was intended to seduce him. But she was leaving the final decision up to him. It would have been far too easy for her to have simply claimed him, sitting astride him as she was. Yet, she continued to work her cleft smoothly, sensually up and down the length, width, and breadth of his manhood waiting patiently for his ultimate decision.
He gave it to her as he moved slightly, timing her caress as she once again slid upwards against him. In an instant, he slid deeply into the satin recess of her femininity.
Though he certainly wasn't dreaming now, their coupling felt like it. Mark certainly hadn't been a worldly man, even being in the service. His first love and only love, with whom he'd shared and lost his virginity, hardly qualified him to know what it took to truly pleasure a woman. Or in this instance, to even begin to understand the sensations he was experiencing. He and Sharon had had sex...several times in fact. But in all those times together with her, it had never felt like this.
This time there was no rush, no frenzied dash to the finish line the way it had been with Sharon. Danny moved with him, controlling their pace, pleasuring him as much as he hoped he was pleasuring her. Sometimes she would simply stop moving, savoring the feel of him inside her, nothing more. Mark would at times quit thrusting himself inside Danny, allowing her to milk him wonderfully in moving side to side almost languidly as much as up and down when she'd surprise him in doing so mid-stride.
Added to all this, Mark had never lasted this long either. Like any orgasm, it felt nice when it happened...sure. But the feeling he enjoyed now simply moving inside his sister was as wonderful as though he were experiencing a constant orgasm. Even more importantly, he felt that Danny sensed it too.
"I want to feel you cum inside me," Danny whispered. "I want to experience your orgasm filling me so that I can share in it...and cum with you."
Having heard that, Mark no longer concentrated on holding back, though the tempo of their coupling hardly increased at all. Content to simply allow himself to enjoy the velvet feeling of Danny's pussy as she sheathed him in erotic rapture, he slid in, and then out of her silkiness, knowing that Danny was as pleasured as he.
When Mark felt the first initial tingle, telling him of his orgasms approach, he thought of telling her, worried only briefly that she might not know of his impending release. Perhaps more attuned to him than he could have thought possible however, Danny sensed it almost before he did.
Sitting up straight, Danny took more of his length inside her as he continued moving in and out at the same almost agonizing slow pace. Moving from side to side, rotating in perfect sensual circles, Danny strode towards her release matching his excitement, level by level as they soared together towards the heavens.
Once again Mark reached up, finding her exquisite soft, but firm breasts. Spearing her elongated nipples with his fingertips, he pressed them, feeling them fighting back in defensive sensitivity to his touch. Danny groaned, acknowledging the heightened increase to her ecstasy. A renewed gush of Danny's lubrications lathered his prick as he thrust deeply inside her. Triggering the inevitable, Mark thrust once again, this time striving for the most secret part of her, finding it, holding himself there as the first precious release of his fluid spurted in climatic bliss, bathing the inside of her womb.
Danny's immediate gut-wrenching moan told him that she too was tumbling over the precipice of pleasure into the void of orgasmic delight. He again moved , again spurted his essence deep inside her. Danny groaned, adding her own milky-smooth libations to those that he was filling her insides with. On and on their mutually shared climax continued, just when thinking it done, or the pleasure on ebb, a new tidal wave would wash over them sending even more delicious tingly tremors through them, consuming them both.
For long moments afterwards they lay side by side, listening to the finally controlled breath's slowing...calming...remembering. Mark's heart had softened, no longer threatening to explode through the wall of his chest. Danny had softened too, melting atop him like warm syrup on cakes, nearly unconscious perhaps, vaguely aware of his presence as she continued to float in a sea of peaceful tranquility.
"That's probably one of the most beautiful things I've ever seen...or listened to."
"How long have you been there?" Mark asked.
"From the beginning," Kathy said. "Somehow I knew...somehow I knew that the two of you would spend this night together," she said almost sadly, forlornly with a hollowness that screamed at loss and a need for comforting satisfaction.
"There is plenty of room for you in my bed...as well as my heart," he added, beckoning to her in the gray darkness. She came to him then, lifting the forgotten crumpled sheet over all three. As she slid in beside him, he turned to her spooning her from behind just as Danny turned in kind, doing the same with him. They soon fell into a deep peaceful relaxing sleep, entwined not only physically, but also emotionally as they had never known or experienced with one another before.
#
Mark opened his eyes. As he did, he saw the first tendrils of the morning light streaking across the horizon through his bedroom window. In his hand, he felt the pliant breast that he had somehow cupped, cradling it in his palm. Without thinking he thumbed the still asleep nipple, feeling it respond, harden and elongate.
Without seeing her face he knew Kathy to be as awake now as he was. "Hmmm," she moaned, softly moving against him. Barely a second later, he felt Danny stir, her hand immediately reaching around him to grasp his morning erection as it pressed against Kathy's ass.
Danny began by gently stroking his penis, moving it as she did against her sister's back, making her very much aware of what she was doing to Mark. Mark reached down, finding the already wet, welcoming slit of Kathy's pussy from behind. As slick as she was, she must have been lying awake, thinking...becoming as aroused as Mark now found himself to be.
"Fuck me, "Kathy said softly.
He moved, forcing Danny to release him. But she was already prepared for that. He felt Danny slither down the bed behind him slightly as Kathy lifted her leg allowing him easy unrestricted access to her. Mark slid inside his sister. Deliciously her cunt sucked him as he entered. Continuing to caress her full breasts, Mark rolled the hardened tips between his fingers like two precious marbles. Once again Kathy groaned pleasurably, murmuring her need, expressing her desires.
Mark felt Danny's delicate hand cupping his balls, kneading them gently as he continued to move slowly in and out of his sister's soft slippery sex. She began kissing his back, his neck and shoulders sending shivers of excitement spreading out in all directions through his aroused sensitized flesh.
Danny melted against him, pressing herself firmly as though trying to climb into his skin. The feel of her own full breasts spearing into him from behind, Kathy's breasts...lovingly held, wonderfully caressed as she did. Mark's cock throbbed with passionate desire for his sister's pleasure. Striving with every ounce of his strength, he continued to stroke into her from behind, unspoken promises of his assurance with each smooth fucking that he would see to her needs, now and forever more.
Likewise, Danny hugged her brother, no sensation of jealousy, no fear that he would ever again leave her wanting, or in need of his love for her ever again. Danny stroked her sister's arm, reaching across the two of them in order to do so, letting her know in so simple a touch that she was with her every bit as much as Mark was with her now. Kathy acknowledged that moment, reaching up with her free hand to clasp the fingers of Danny's hand inside her own, keeping them there as she and Mark continued their passionate embrace.
As he had done with Danny, Mark matched the tempo of his stroking's with Kathy's laborious panting. Gauging, timing the moment of release with hers, he soon felt the first contractions of her climax as vice-like, her pussy clamped down on him seizing his erection and milking from him the first powerful ejaculate of his seed. Mark poured himself into her as Kathy erupted in a volcanic explosion of her own. Holt molten lava poured from the deepest recess of her quim as Mark repeatedly doused the fires of her passion with his own spending. And all the while, Danny clung to them both, savoring in their shared moment together.
Mark rolled onto his back gathering each of his sisters to either side. Sunlight now filled the morning sky with a promise of a bright new day. Gingerly, he felt first Kathy, and then Danny clasping his slowly deflating penis. Slick with their combined fluids, he reveled in the soft gentle play as each of his sisters continued to fondle and caress him in a non-arousing way. Holding each within the crook of his arms, he in turn caressed the soft flesh of their bodies, as they lay pressed against him.
"I have to return to New York," Kathy stated in a near whisper.
"Yes...I know," Mark answered. "But I still have almost a full week yet before I must leave," he reminded her.
"No...you don't understand Mark. I'm not taking Danny back with me," she said simply.
Mark began to sit up, but Kathy pressed her hand to his chest calming him, and keeping him from disturbing their peaceful languid positions.
"I need to go back to get a few things...but more importantly, to tell Frank that it's over. After I do...I'll fly back as quickly as possible so that the three of us will have a few days together before you have to return," she told him.
"You mean I won't have to live in New York then?" Danny asked excitedly.
"No...not unless you want to honey," she promised her.
"What about you Mark?" Danny asked him. "What will you do when you finally get out of the service?"
"Come home again," he answered her truthfully. "Where ever the two of you are, is where my home will be," he added.
It was Kathy's turn to sit up suddenly. "You know what? I feel like having some ice cream!" she announced.
"For breakfast?" Danny asked incredulously.
"Sure...why not?" Kathy responded.
"Did you get any strawberry?" Danny asked again.
"Of course. And what about you Mark? What would you like? Chocolate? Vanilla?"
"Oh...how about a little bit of all three," he said smiling.
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I'd just moved into my new apartment after having suffered through a fairly messy divorce. With little to my name, sparse furnishings not to mention a sex-life that had taken a severe nose-dive, the future looked bleak. And though I didn't look bad at just over fifty, working out and trying to regain my "boyish" figure, as I laughed inwardly at the thought, the prospects of meeting anyone anytime soon weren't all that promising.
Standing in front of the mailboxes, I watched the approach of an attractive looking woman. First I'd seen to be perfectly honest since moving in two days ago. I was beginning to wonder if this so-called 'singles apartment complex' as I'd been led to believe would hold the promise I'd been assured it would have. It had been the main reason I had scraped together the hefty deposit after speaking with the complex manager. Steve had informed me that the draw to this place was due in part to catering to the recently divorced, widowed or never married singles just looking to meet someone. Interestingly enough, one of the clauses in my rental agreement stipulated that should I marry, I would be asked to give a two weeks notice.
Something I neither wanted, nor felt like I would ever do again. So the place suited me for one thing, and for another, the monthly singles get-together that Steve told me about sounded interesting as well.
As she approached, she smiled, though I noticed she appeared to be doing a juggling act with the two sacks of groceries she carried.
"Here, let me help you with those," I offered.
"Thank you, thought I could manage it, but the grocery boy was new and put things a little ski-wampus inside the bag when he loaded it. The damn thing keeps shifting on me!"
I couldn't help but laugh, then stare which I hadn't meant to do, but the bag she'd been holding wasn't the only thing that was shifting. It had been impossible not to notice that she had large breasts anyway. Built a lot like Dolly Parton, as the bags she held in her arms shifted and rolled, one of the button's on her blouse suddenly undid itself as though a pair of unseen hands had been more than willing to help.
"Shit, I knew I shouldn't have worn this blouse today," she stated looking down at herself just as I reached out to retrieve both bags from her. Again, I was staring, but it was virtually impossible not to. The black lacy bra that suddenly appeared, barely containing the two fleshy rather exquisite looking orbs of flesh was much like offering a glass of water to a man who'd been crawling through the desert for several days.
Having accepted the groceries, I politely watched if you want to call it that, as she re-buttoned her blouse. With hair more brown than blonde, I still half expected her to introduce herself as 'Dolly' as I introduced myself.
"By the way, my names Rick," I offered. Dolly smiled, a mischievous, not quite flirtatious smile, but an interesting one never the less.
"Cindy, though my friends call me 'Sin', or 'Sin-D' for short," she explained, emphasizing the connotation, making me smile in return, though I realized I was probably grinning from ear to ear like a Cheshire cat.
"Nice to meet you, Cin...dy," I said stumbling through her name. I hadn't meant to have it come out sounding the way she'd offered it, but there was no help for it. She merely grinned putting me at ease though I was mentally trying to will that button to undo itself once again.
"Would you mind holding onto those for a minute longer?"
I was looking at her chest again.
"Excuse me?"
She laughed. "The grocery bags," she pointed out. "While I retrieve my mail."
"Oh yeah, sure," I stammered feeling my face flush, with nowhere else to look except down inside one of the bags. I saw a can of spray-on whipping cream, strawberries, two bananas, a package of AA batteries sitting atop one of them, and quickly glanced away back into her knowing smile. "Where do you live?" I asked a little too anxiously.
"Across the way, second floor. And you?"
"Upstairs," I said pointing with my head, third floor." This time she frowned slightly, though it was more of a pout, though a sexy one at that.
"Well, I guess we're almost neighbors," she stated. "Here, let me take those from you."
"No, I got it," I said turning, feeling even sillier as though playing some kind of kids keep away game with her, not wanting her to take the packages from me. "Lead the way," I offered quickly.
"Thank you," she said holding open the door for me as I quickly slipped past, pausing, allowing her to take the lead from me once again. "This way," she offered as she began heading down the sidewalk towards the steps to her apartment. I looked up and behind me. My apartment was directly across from hers though another floor up. I followed her up the short flight of stairs, expecting her to reach into her purse retrieving her key. Instead, she merely turned the doorknob, opening the door.
"Bec?" she called out leading me inside.
Bec, or "Becky" as I later learned emerged from one of the back bedrooms. Stepping into the small little kitchen area. She and I locked eyes almost immediately. Though where I blushed, she seemed to shrug off my being there as though we'd already met. She wore nothing more than a white, tight form fitting tank top with a pair of light blue cotton briefs. Though Bec wasn't nearly as large breasted as Cindy was, which is perhaps why she felt more comfortable just wearing the tank top without a bra, once again my eyes were drawn to the twin marble-sized nipples pressing against the thinly stretched material.
Becky approached, taking one of the grocery bags from me. This time I let it go.
"This is my roommate Becky," Cindy told me. "This is Rick," she added speaking towards her roommates back as she headed over towards the kitchen counter.
"Where'd you land this one? At the grocery store? Along side the road? Or'd he just follow you home?" she asked rummaging through the sack.
Neither one of us answered.
"You get the batteries I asked for?" she continued. "The one's in my vibrator are dead."
I almost told her they were in the sack I was still holding, and then thought better of it.
"Don't mind her," Cindy said taking the other sack from me. "She's just mad because I won at cards again, so now she has to do all the dishes again for a week. So don't take it personally."
I still didn't say anything.
Cindy placed the other sack on the counter. Almost immediately Becky began rummaging through it instead. She quickly located the strawberries, as well as the can of spray-on whipping cream.
"Hey! I haven't washed those yet!" Cindy exclaimed.
"Don't worry, I'm sure they haven't been anywhere too dirty...yet," she said grinning, quickly covering the good-sized strawberry with a liberal spray of the cream. Rather than biting into it, she half-lazily swiped her tongue retrieving a goodly portion of the whipping cream, only then taking a rather ominous bite of the fruit all the while looking at me.
Cindy was already unloading the other sack, and I couldn't help but notice an inordinate amount of various flavored Jell-O's.
"You guys are either on a tight budget, or you really enjoy eating a lot of Jell-O."
Becky actually laughed around another bite of strawberry, but I noticed in so doing that her nipples seemed to be pressing even more firmly against the tight top she was wearing.
"Becky loves trying out different combinations of Jell-O shooters," Cindy announced. "We're planning on ordering some pizza later, and then trying out a few of her new combinations. You're welcome to join us."
"Yeah Dick, " Becky began. I let the name slip slide. "Say around eight? Besides, it's been a while since I've seen a guys...Dick is it?" she paused grinning at me. Though I still wasn't sure if she was teasing or seriously agitated with her roommate for my being there.
"Ok Bec, enough. You made your point," Cindy replied in a serious tone of voice. "Next time vibrators at dawn!"
I glanced back and forth between the two women, wondering if I'd stepped into the middle of something I had no business being a part of. "Well, guess maybe I really should be going then," I announced with no intention of returning that evening.
"See you at eight then...Dick?" Becky asked pausing.
"It's Rick, and no...actually I really do have plans later," I informed them both.
Becky stood up from the stool she'd been sitting on, walking over towards me. I figured she was planning on just seeing me to the door when she suddenly lifted her tank top, baring her breasts. "Plan's that would be more important than getting to see our titties later?" she asked. "I know Cindy's are a lot bigger than mine, but hell Rick...you really want to pass the possibility of that up?"
I glanced over towards where Cindy stood shaking her head. "If he really does have plans Bec..." "What time?" I asked grinning.
#
I arrived shortly before eight, knocked. Becky met me at the door. To my surprise, she was still dressed exactly the way she had been earlier that morning. As though reading my mind, she answered my unasked question.
"It's Saturday," she stated as though that explained everything. "Come in, Sin's still trying to find something sexy to show off her boobs in," she informed me.
I followed her over to the kitchen counter taking one of the stools. "Care for something to drink?"
I guess because of her Jell-O shooter experiments, she had collected a wide variety of differing alcoholic beverages. "Scotch?" She frowned.
"That I don't have. Doesn't go with Jell-O. I know, I've tried."
"Whatever you're having then," I said giving up rather than trying again.
"Ah, a slow screw against the wall?"
Bec had leaned back against the kitchen wall, one hand up over her head, gyrating slowly against it while she spoke. "Nothing better than a slow screw," she told me.
Just then Cindy emerged from the bedroom. "Hi Rick!" she announced walking behind the kitchen counter, giving Becky a curious look.
"We were just about to enjoy a slow screw together," she told her. "Want one?"
Once again Cindy shook her head. "Did you order the pizza yet?" she asked ignoring the question.
"Yeah, should be here within the hour. You like Anchovies Dick?"
I didn't.
She laughed as she saw the look on my face. "Don't worry, we don't either. But I'm always curious if a man enjoys eating fish or not!"
"Bec!" Cindy exclaimed blushing. As was I.
"Want to try one of my newest creations?" Becky questioned opening the fridge ignoring us both. She pulled out a tray of green Jell-O, sitting it down on the counter, then scooping out a generous portion of it with a spoon, feeding it to me. "Well?"
It was good. "What is it?"
"Lime Jell-O and tequila!"
Bec then spooned one for herself, and another for Cindy. I watched with interest as Cindy stood there, tilting her head back slightly, allowing Bec to let the Jell-O merely slide slowly off the spoon into her open waiting mouth. That was erotic enough in watching, but so was the outfit she was now wearing. She'd changed into a pair of shorts, but the black knit blouse she was wearing was cut low enough in front to display a very generous portion of cleavage, which I took advantage in looking at while Bec stood force-feeding her with the spoon.
"More?" she asked already scooping up another large helping for me.
"Why don't we move this into the front room where we can be a bit more comfortable," Cindy stated already leading the way, carrying the tray of Jell-O in with her.
I hadn't eaten all day. And surprisingly, I could already feel the affects of the Jell-O shooters begin to hit me when Bec reemerged moments later carrying another one, this one orange in color.
"What's this one?" Cindy asked.
"Apricot Brandy." She scooped one holding it out towards me.
"I'd better wait until the pizza gets here," I announced. "Haven't eaten all day, and I'm already beginning to feel the affects of the other one!"
"Coward!" Becky quipped. "What's the matter? Can't hold your liquor? It's easy," she said reaching over to grab Cindy's head. "You just place both hands around her ears!"
"God Bec, you're really on one tonight you know it?" Cindy said pulling away. But I noticed she wasn't angry, if anything she was beginning to feel just as giddy as I was.
"I wish," Bec said grinning, turning her head back around towards me. "It's been so long, I've forgotten what it's like."
I spooned myself a helping of the orange Jell-O.
"Hey! I know! Want to play a game while we're waiting?" Bec asked. "Ah oh," Cindy said just under her breath. "What kind of game you have in mind?"
"Dare?"
"Dare?" I asked back. "What's that? You mean like truth or dare?"
Bec laughed. "Fuck truth! Everyone lies anyway. No...just dare. We all get to dare one another to do something. Anything..." she added quickly.
"I'll even let you go first Dick, " she told me.
"I don't know Becky," I said trying to beg off. "I'm really not very good at this sort of thing. It's been a few years."
"Ah come on," Becky coaxed. "And besides, don't you want to see Sin-D's tits?" she said pronouncing her name the sexy way.
Cindy was smiling, though I could see a red flush in her face. Truth was, I would like that.
"Ok, how do we play this?" I asked wondering what I was about to get myself in to.
"How much money you have on you?" she asked. I had no clue where this was going, but told her.
"Maybe fifteen, twenty dollars I guess, why?"
"Ok, because in order for this to work, there has to be a penalty. If you don't perform, or won't perform the dare, then you have to pay up. Shall we say ten dollars for a penalty?"
"Shit Becky!" Cindy finally chimed in. "That's pretty steep don't you think? Not sure I've even got ten dollars extra in my purse right now beyond what the pizza's gonna cost us!"
Becky smiled. "I'm not worried about it. I don't think there's anything ole Dicky here can come up with that will force me to pay a single penny!"
"Oh this ought to be good!" Cindy laughed. "Watch out Rick, she really is on one tonight!"
"So...you in? Or not? Chicken!"
"I'm in!" I said, thinking I had at least two passes if Becky went a little too overboard for me.
"Cool! Then like I said...you go first!"
I thought about it for a moment. "Ok," I began, thinking that if anything, I'd have at least one questioned answered for me...maybe anyway. "I want to see the two of you kiss, and not just some 'kissing-your-sister' kind of a kiss either!"
"That's it?" Becky said incredulously. "Kiss Cindy? Shit Rick, I thought you'd be a little more creative than that. And what's with that anyway?" she asked turning towards Cindy. "Though I guess it's to be expected, one of those 'guy' things," she said laughing. "Well, ok then. Come here 'Sin-D'," Becky said in her most sultry sounding voice. "Let's show Rick the dick here how two women can kiss!"
To my surprise, Cindy didn't even hesitate, or seemed startled by Becky's sudden advance. Which made me wonder if these two weren't lovers after all, and had simply been jerking my chain. Even as they kissed, passionately, Becky seemed to confirm my ever-growing suspicions as I watched her hand suddenly and slowly begin caressing one of Cindy's breasts.
"That what you have in mind?" Becky said sitting back. Admittedly, I now had an erection. "In that case, I guess it's my turn!" Becky sat there looking at me, and then suddenly I saw a little light bulb appear over her head. She grinned. Evilly so.
"Shit!" I thought to myself. "Now I'm in for it!"
"What I dare you to do...is to jerk off for us!"
"Becky!" Cindy exclaimed ashen faced.
"What? You always said you wanted to see a guy do that, and now...here's your chance!"
I pulled ten dollars from my wallet and threw it on the floor. For starters, I wasn't quite that drunk yet for one thing. And for another, I still wasn't sure how serious to take these two, and if they were just playing with my head, or if they were as wild as they were beginning to appear to be.
"By the way, who gets all the money after we're done anyway?" I asked.
"The person who does the wildest dare of course!" Becky quipped picking up the money.
"Ok Cindy, I guess that makes it your turn. Me? Or Rick the Dick here?" she asked.
Cindy was leering, which made even Becky lift her eyebrows curiously. "Well, since you've been in one of 'those' moods all day, it seems only appropriate that you put on a little show for Rick and I here. So Bec...lets see just how brave you really are. You asked to see Rick jerk off for us? Well, let's see if you're willing to finger your pussy for him!"
Becky began to slip her hand down beneath the waistband of her briefs.
"Ah uh!" Cindy scolded, wagging her finger towards her. "We have to be able to see you really doing it!"
Becky stood, slipping her panties down around her ankles before sitting down on the floor in front of us once again. With a look of determination, she caught my eyes, almost daring me to look, so I did. Sure enough, she had slipped not one, but two fingers inside the opening of her slit, and was slowly walking them around inside herself.
"That sorta what you had in mind?" she said huskily, not bothering to stop though for all intents and purposes, she had completed her dare. "Well, I guess that makes it Rick's turn to ask you to do something now isn't it?" Becky stated, though she continued to sit there frigging herself with no real intention of stopping by the looks of things. I had a hard time looking away to confront Cindy, let alone come up with anything. And speaking of hard time, I felt my erection now painfully pressed against my Levi's, causing me to reposition slightly as I squirmed uncomfortably there on the floor.
As bold as these two were starting to become, I wasn't yet ready to go there myself. Still a little unsure of the situation, or how they might honestly react, I decided to keep it low-key.
"Ok Cindy, let's see those boobs of yours!" I stated.
"I was wondering when he was going to get around to that," Becky said. "But to be honest with you Rick, I'm more than a little disappointed in you!"
I had told them earlier as we finished consuming the second of the Jell-O shooters that I wrote for a living. I certainly wasn't a well-known writer, but made enough from it to survive.
"As a writer, I'd have thought you'd have a better imagination than that. It was just a matter of time before you got around to asking her to see them, that's true. But I'd have thought you'd at least been a little more creative than this!"
"Ok, not only do you have to bare your breasts, but they have to remain bare the rest of the evening," I added.
"He's hopeless!" Becky exclaimed as Cindy began removing her top. Though I was glad to see that Cindy hadn't been wearing a bra now either, though I'd already suspected that.
"Damn!" I exclaimed upon seeing her, not even realizing I'd spoken. She had the largest, thickest, most incredible pair of nipples I had ever seen before.
"Nice aren't they?" Becky said reaching over to give one of them a gentle little flick with her finger. And almost immediately, they both hardened even fuller, longer than they already had been. Cindy giggled, though blushing. Then fingered them herself.
"I am rather proud of them she added."
"Fuck," I moaned just under my breath. "I would be too!"
"Well, I guess that makes it my turn again doesn't it?" Becky said wickedly. I looked at her, waiting. "Ok Rick, time for your unveiling. Let's see that cock of yours, and...once taken out, it stays out. Just like Cindy's tits...you have to sit there the rest of the evening exposed!"
I thought about throwing in my last ten dollars. But I figured this just might be the lesser of several evils, and as the evening continued to progress, I just might be in need of my last ten bucks when it came right down to it. Though a little shy and embarrassed, I was glad on the one hand I had an erection, and on the other, that I was finally able to make myself a hell of a lot more comfortable in finally removing my Levi's.



"Hmm, he's certainly not a disappointment in that department now is he?" Cindy stated boldly, surprising us both. At least someone was stroking my ego, if not my hard erect penis.
Just then the security buzzer sounded downstairs.
"And that, would be the pizza delivery!" Cindy stood buzzing them through. Which is when Becky laughed.
"You know, I think it's my turn for your dare Cindy. So, my dare...is you meet the pizza guy at the door like that!"
Cindy gave her a level look. "And what if it's a girl and not a guy?"
"Either way, it should be interesting don't you think Rick?"
I was already looking for something to cover myself up with.
"Sorry Charlie! A rules a rule. You have to sit there exposed like that, no matter who it is that comes to the door!"
"Same holds true for you then," I said indicating that she had still failed to put her briefs back on.
Just then came the knock on the door. "Pizza delivery!" the young sounding male voice announced.
True to her dare, Cindy opened the door with those magnificent breasts fully exposed. I thought the young man's eyes were going to pop out of his head.
"Ah, that will be twenty-two fifty," he said a little nervously.
"Come in, I need to get my purse," Cindy stated stepping back, grinning wickedly at both Becky and I as we sat there half naked.
Stepping further inside the room, I at first thought the guy was gonna bolt when he looked over and saw me sitting there with a very, very exposed erection. And he might have, had Becky not stood when she did, causing him to suddenly look down at her exposed pussy instead. Cindy had fished a handful of bills from her purse, and stood there.
"Let's see, isn't it my turn for a dare?" she stated more than questioned. She looked over towards the pizza guy. "Tell you what, you can have a choice, either the money," she said waving it, "along with a nice tip of course, or Becky here will give you a blow-job instead. So...which is it?"
I have to admit, the look of surprise on Becky's face was priceless. Someone had finally gotten her, or so it seemed anyway. And I was now sure she would rapidly produce a ten-dollar penalty payment. She had given me a brief look, saw what must have appeared like certain victory on my face that she was about to give in on this one, when she turned towards the pizza guy.
"I really do give great head. So...which would you like?"
"You guys serious?" he questioned.
"Cum or cash!" Cindy giggled. "You choose!"
He placed the pizza he was carrying down on the coffee table, still looking somewhat nervous and apprehensive until Becky reached down, unzipping his fly. In seconds, she had him inside her mouth. It didn't take long. She'd hardly even sucked him at all, when suddenly she removed his prick from her mouth, holding it firmly in hand against her chest as he spurted several ropes of fresh sticky semen against her tank-top. And almost as quickly, after he'd finished, he turned, zipping up, and fled through the door.
"I was still going to offer him a tip!" Cindy exclaimed in amused surprise.
"Didn't figure he'd last long, the young ones usually don't." Becky said as she reached down removing her now very soiled top.
"Now then...where were we?" she asked.
#
Admittedly, I was now horny as hell, as was everyone else or so it seemed. With Becky now entirely nude, Cindy quickly joined her. And though I had continued to sit there, cock out...I now felt overly dressed.
"I have to ask," I said stripping out of the rest of my clothing. "Are the two of you..."
"Lovers?" Cindy immediately interjected, laughing. "No. Good friends, best friends yes. But no, we're not lovers. I've never even seen Becky masturbate until this evening. Though she is bi-sexual. Something I've been curious and wondered about, but never experienced myself."
I was surprised. "So you've not even been with another woman, I just assumed..."
"Isn't that just like a man?" Becky stated walking up behind Cindy, cupping her breasts. "Two women living together, and most men immediately assume they're lovers. And just because I love teasing and flirting with Cindy, like this," she said thumbing Cindy's incredibly rock hard nipples, "It doesn't mean she enjoys my doing it, or do you?" she giggled lustily. Cindy moaned.
"Well you've certainly never done it like that before!" she stated moaning again as Becky rolled each one of them between her fingers while looking over Cindy's shoulder towards me.
"Care to join us?" she asked.
I walked over to where they were standing. Cindy immediately reached down grasping my hard swollen cock within her hand. Leaning, I devoured one of her nipples, feeling the hardness of it slip inside my mouth as I suckled, eliciting a deep-throated moan of pleasure from her as I did.
The feel of Cindy's hand as she milked me was pure heaven. I felt a droplet of precum ooze from the tip of my prick, which she immediately snatched up with her fingertips, using it to further coat the head of my cock with. That silky smooth lubrication sent shivers of lusty desire coursing through my entire being.
"Ahh," she moaned pleasurably along with me. "God, I love the feel of that. I love the hardness of your cock!"
Reaching up, I began playing with one of Becky's hard nipples, all the while continuing to suck one of Cindy's. When I felt Becky's hand join Cindy's as the two of them continued to explore, teasing me unmercifully, deliciously, I rose allowing my hands to drop searchingly between both women's legs.
Slipping my middle finger of both hands simultaneously into their cunts, I toyed with the wet slippery furrow of their splits, hearing their almost single-minded sighs of pleasure as I diddled their twats, strumming their clits with my fingertips, all the while the presence of their hands stroked, fondled driving me to a point of sheer madness.
"Let's take this into my bedroom," Cindy barely managed to say. I quickly followed as she led me by the cock down the short hallway to her room, Becky following, her hand cupping the firmness of my ass.
We entered the bedroom. "Lie down, I want to suck that fucking cock of yours!" Cindy all but demanded. I was only happy to oblige her. Becky quickly straddled my face, as Cindy's warm wet mouth went to work of my shaft. I quickly located her tiny clitoris, giving it a long slow tickle with the tip of my tongue, just as Cindy's tongue was doing to me, the tiny eye-slit of my prick tenderly stabbed as Cindy tongue-fucked it, driving me crazy.
"Slowly, lick it slowly," Becky purred. "I'll tell you when...and how," she explained enthusiastically. I smiled, I loved it when a woman was willing to do that, I'm no mind reader, nor am I a pussy reader either. Though I have the basic instincts of course. But still, it is so much more erotic, satisfying, when your lover can explicitly tell you what it is they want, and how they want it. "Pinch my nipples, not too hard now, but firmly. And suck my clit, softly...but suck it."
I felt Cindy's mouth surround me, felt the entire length of my shaft disappear as she deep-throated me all the way to my balls, the blissful torture of my shaft already threatening to fill her mouth with my essence.
"I've got to fuck this! I've got to feel it inside my cunt!" Cindy groaned after several long pleasurable moments of her tongue lathering my prick. I felt her move up, straddling me, then the feel of her satin softness descending the length of my shaft until she'd devoured it with her hot precious quim.
"I've got to see this!" Becky exclaimed, swiveling around on my face without ever losing contact with my still licking tongue. I continued to probe her, the fluid of her pussy drenching my face, just as the fluid of Cindy's cunt bathed the entire length of my shaft with each slow methodic up and down motion of her fucking cunt.
"Oh Becky please! Play with my tits! Play with my nipples!" Cindy near screamed.
I couldn't see it with my eyes, but I could clearly envision it with my mind. Her vocal description helped to of course, as she continued.
"Yes Bec yes!" Cindy moaned deeply. "Suck em honey, oh yes, suck them!"
I could see in my mind, as Becky must have been leaning over slightly, her hands cupping Cindy's enormous full breasts. Her thick elongated nipples being lovingly, and tenderly manipulated. Once again, I was on the verge of filling Cindy's cunt with my sperm, my balls long ago so tightened that they threatened to split open with the built up pressure of my need.
"Trade me!" Becky said at last. "I want to feel his cock inside me too!" Reluctantly, I felt Cindy's cunt withdraw until with a sweet syrupy-like popping sound, she removed herself. I took a moment to relax my jaw, and allow my eyes to once again feast on the differences of their flesh as they exchanged places. Cindy stood by momentarily, watching Becky as she mounted me, positioning her split over the head of my prick before slowly lowering herself over it.
"Oh fuck!" Cindy moaned, and I watched as her hand dipped between the folds of her cunt, finger-fucking herself unabashedly as she watched her best friends pussy begin a gentle slow up and down motion upon my shaft.
Finally, Cindy climbed back onto the bed. Straddling my face now, the aroma of her sex, the sweet honey taste of her pussy as my tongue began to explore her, sent a new wave of ecstasy to thunder and crash against every nerve ending of my entire being.
"Oh yes Fuck him Bec! Fuck him! Lift up so I can see his prick slide in and out of your pussy!" she begged. "Hold your lips a part with your fingers, let me play with your clit!"
I was so far gone at this point that I'd lost track of time and space. Only the feel of my prick sliding in and out of her still slow-fucking cunt, Cindy's sloppy wet pussy grinding against my face, my tongue flicking out with a gentle rapidity, caressing her hard swollen clitoris, told me that I still had form and shape, and had not yet turned into a liquefied pool of spermy pleasure.
And then, there was nothing I could do. I could feel the pressure build beyond the point of control, beyond my ability to withstand it any longer. I spoke into the folds of Cindy's cunt.
"Oh fuck! Cindy...Becky, I'm going to cum!"
As though they had planned it, rehearsed it, somehow discussed it, Cindy's hand suddenly surrounded my cock, all but ripping it out of Becky. She however had simultaneously near-somersaulted off of me as Cindy's mouth instantaneously re-engulfed me, the first cock-throbbing jettison of spunk already on the way.
"Don't swallow it!" Becky urged, "Share it with me!" she pleaded. Becky's tongue now assaulting my smoothly-shaven balls, which began to empty themselves into Cindy's hungrily sucking mouth. I had never before felt such intensity in an orgasm. I could feel, sense, and almost see each and every powerful jettison of my spunk filling Cindy's mouth. It was as though it were one continuous climax, not a series of nicely felt spurtings, but one long drawn out climatic release as my sperm flowed in what felt like a single powerful ejaculation.
Finally, after what had felt like an eternity, I felt Cindy roll away from me, sitting up now on the bed where Becky joined her, kissing her passionately, deeply.
Spent, I lay there watching them as they passed the fluids of my joy back and forth between one another. I watched in decadent delight as the excess drooled from their lips, tongues hungrily searching it out, re-gathering the sweet milky white paste before tonguing it together, fucking one another's mouths in playful wanton abandon as they finally began to devour what remained of my glorious full spending.
I stumbled from the bed, weak-kneed, collapsing into a nearby chair. My essence had merely fueled the flames of their desires, curiosities, and unspoken thoughts. I watched as they curled up on the bed together, lying side by side, head to toe as they came together in a blend of writhing flesh. Standing, amazed at the reawakening of my own desire, though my cock yet not risen, I moved cautiously forward for a better look, almost fearful that my approach would cause them to cease the first time explorations they were now sharing together. If anything, their moans, soft groans and playful giddiness increased as they let fall whatever inhibitions they might have had towards one another.
No artist could have painted a more beautiful picture. No sculptor could have defined the graceful lines of their bodies as they blended and merged with one another there on the bed.
I continued to circle them, watching. Watching as Cindy tasted her first pussy. Watched and listened as I heard her purr, mewling with excitement and pleasure as Becky's lips, tongue and finally her fingers, brought Cindy teetering on the edge.
"Oh! Oh! Oh!" she cried out at last, I saw her quiver, saw her suddenly clench, her face screw up in surprised wonder as she absentmindedly lifted her head to cry out as her climax seized her, took control, and enveloped her entire body.
With a determination borne of madness, Cindy quickly went back to the momentarily forgotten pussy of her friend. I smiled as I heard Becky's sudden gasp, her own convulsion only then beginning.
"Oh yes! Yes! That's perfect! Right there you beautiful clit-licker you!" Becky wailed.
I looked down at myself. My cock was rock hard once again, I watched for a moment as Becky rolled away slightly, allowing Cindy the last few moments to tenderly kiss, softly licking her still throbbing pussy. Positioned now as she was, the opportunity, my own lusty desire too great to continue to ignore, I grabbed her ankles, pulling her only slightly as her ass moved closer to the edge of the bed. Of perfect height, I stepped between her legs, felt the head of my prick press, and then suddenly swallowed as Cindy's quim captured it like a hungry Lioness.
"Fuck me! Oh yes Rick, fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!"
I continued to slow-fuck her. Feeling and enjoying the exquisite sensation as her pussy walls clenched my hardness, sucking it, bathing it in the warmest, slickest fluids possible. Looking down, my eyes feasted on her breasts, leering at her.
"Play with your tits!" I demanded. "Oh God Cindy, play with your tits for me!"
She did so, happily. Her fingers busily twisting her extended nipples, pulling on them, releasing, then pulling on them again.
I spread Cindy's pussy lips, watching my shaft slowly ease inside her, disappearing into the translucent fluids that had begun to pool there, coating my cock. I grinned even more so as Becky leaned over, her hands taking over from mine, holding Cindy's lips a part gingerly, obscenely as she then allowed her tongue to flick out in light quick little stabs at Cindy's overly exposed clit.
"Oh yeah! Fuck yeah!" I agreed. "Eat that pussy Becky, tickle that clit...suck it, make love to it!"
She was, as I was. Cindy's head rolling back and forth atop the bed, deliriously as the two of us pleasured her pussy beyond anything she had ever experienced before.
"Come on it! Squirt all over it!" Becky urged me. I began thrusting inside her faster, deeper. Cindy was moaning loudly now, her hips moving upwards to meet my own, balls slapping, the sounds of her frothiness mingling with the seeping fluids of my prick as they came together.
"Squirt it you bastard!" Cindy cried out suddenly, her orgasm only seconds away now. I began doing so, feeling the first jettison slam somewhere deep within the passage of her silken tunnel. Pulling out then, Becky's hand surrounding me, jacking me, aiming each and every delicious spurt of my orgasm at the exposed naked nubbin that she held tenderly between her two fingers.
"Cum on it! That's it! Keep cumming on it, all over it! Oh fuck Cindy...you should see this!" she exclaimed excitedly.
Finished, I staggered back slightly, Cindy's climax a part of my own, her searing scream of joy as her pussy exploded, Becky suddenly diving back into her barely neglected cunt, sucking and licking the sticky white cream that she found there, shoving it with her fingers back inside Cindy's pussy with a methodical urgency that rode out the crest of the orgasmic bliss Cindy found herself carried away on.
#
We had fucked and sucked one another half the night. I finally stumbled home, though not because I hadn't been asked to stay, I had been. But I had a dog, and I knew if I didn't go home to let him out before morning, I'd have a hell of a mess to worry about.
I awoke sometime mid-morning, made coffee, then carried out my first cup towards the balcony when the phone rang.
"You up yet?" I heard Cindy asking.
I carried the phone along with my coffee out onto the balcony. Almost immediately I glanced across the courtyard, Cindy's bedroom window was open. Becky lay between her legs busily pleasuring her as Cindy lay upon her back, phone to her ear speaking to me.
I looked down at myself, robe parted as my cock twitched in eagerness.
"Not yet, but that could change any moment now," I said laughing.
"Care to join us for breakfast?" she laughed back into the phone. I didn't know if she was aware I was looking at them or not.
"Depends on what you're serving," I told her. Hearing her laugh, though quickly followed by a sudden intake of breath, still watching as Becky lay between her outstretched thighs, obviously and purposely making it tough on her to even speak.
"Well at the moment...me!" she continued.
"Hmm, sounds good!" I said licking my lips, still watching, and now openly fondling my awakened prick, uncaring or concerned if anyone else could possibly see me do so while standing outside on my balcony.
"And after that?" I pressed.
A short pause, a giggle.
"Pizza?"
"I'll be right down," I said happily.
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It was Thursday afternoon when I received a phone call from my buddy Rob. He asked me to meet him for a quick drink after work, something about some exciting news that he might have. I called Jenny my wife, told her I'd be running late, just in case she had anything special planned, and left the office at quitting time.
Rob was already sitting in one of the booths at a nearby pub when I walked in.
"Hey Buddy! Already ordered you a Scotch. That ok?"
"Sure," I said. I needed one; it had been a long day already as it was. "So what's all the excitement about?" I asked him.
"You remember a while back I told you about that job opportunity in Seattle? Well, I got the job!" He announced.
Immediately I was both happy for him, and sad too. I knew that it meant that he and Susan would be moving hundreds of miles away.
"Does Susan know?" I asked.
"Not yet, I want to surprise her. I know she'll be glad for me. But she won't be real happy about it either. That's why I wanted to get with you first. Part of selling me on the position was to fly us up next week to look for a place and sort of get a feel for things. To make the whole thing easier on her though, I was told we could invite whoever we wanted to come up the following weekend. Immediately I thought of asking you and Jenny to come up and join us. We could really have a nice time together while your there. You know see the sights, and have some fun perhaps."
It sounded like a great idea, though I knew Jenny would be devastated by the news. Loosing her best friend was going to be very hard on her.
The following weekend, Jenny and I did indeed fly up to Seattle. Rob and Susan met us at the airport, and then drove us back to the suite that they'd been staying in at the hotel.
The room was incredible. It had two complete master bedrooms, a large comfortable sitting room, and the bathroom, if one could call it that, was beyond words. It had the biggest bathtub I had ever seen in my life, more like a miniature swimming pool sunken into the floor of the bath. While the girls finished unpacking and touring the suite, Rob and I settled comfortably out on the balcony.
"Susan and Jenny have been back and forth on the phone all week long," I commented.
"Tell me about it," Rob said. "They're up to something, but Susan wouldn't say a single word about it to me."
"Makes you wonder," I added pouring myself a second glass of Merlot while catching a brief giggle coming from one of the girls farther back into the room.
"See what I mean?" Rob stated indicating as he followed my own brief glance that he'd heard it as well. "They've been giggling like that all day!"
We had arrived fairly late, so I certainly wasn't expecting anything more than an early retirement. I couldn't have been more wrong. Rob and I finished off an entire bottle of wine when we suddenly got to wondering what our wives were up to. Almost simultaneously, we looked up to see Jenny and Susan standing in the doorway of one of the bedrooms.
Jenny was wearing a floor length sheer red see-through negligee. Her beautiful full breasts were barely concealed through the fabric of the gown. Her dark brown areola's easily distinguishable, and erotically begging for attention. Susan was similarly dressed, or near undressed actually. She wore a short black lace teddy with matching sheer black panties. Her breasts were even more revealingly exposed however, as the top cover was so sheer she might as well have not even been wearing anything. Her long blonde hair did more to conceal her breasts that the nightgown did.
I turned to look at Rob just as he turned to look at me. I think we both had shit-eating grins on our faces.
"Well? Are you boys up for some fun and excitement? Or are you too tired to do anything?" They asked in unison.
The girls had been busy. The bedroom was filled with soft glowing candles. There was a faint scent of vanilla and cinnamon in the air from the candles, and the bed was turned down and ready for us. I watched as Jenny walked over to Rob and began to unbutton his shirt. Almost immediately, Susan began undressing me as well. There was something incredibly exciting about watching my wife undressing Rob, a look of pure lust etched into her face as she did so. Rob likewise glanced over occasionally at Susan, and I wondered if he was experiencing the same feelings that I was.
Almost without even thinking, I reached down and cupped both of Susan's perky breasts while she fumbled around with my belt buckle, and finally my zipper. Her nipples were taut and wonderfully erect between my fingers as I stood there rolling them and pulling on them.
"Oh my god that feels good," she moaned softly.
About that time I felt her hand finally snake its way inside my briefs. My long ago erect cock was already oozing pre-cum, which she immediately discovered and began rubbing and playing around the head of my cock with. I was just getting into this particular enjoyment when she stopped suddenly and finally finished removing my shirt and slacks altogether.
Only then did I even realize that Jenny had already repositioned Rob down on the bed. As Susan led me over on the other side to lie down next to him, I watched in abject fascination as Jenny lay between Rob's legs busily tonguing and sucking that monster cock of his.
Jenny has never made an issue of size with me. Gratefully so, especially as I am basically pretty average and certainly not hung in that respect. However, I also know that she had always wondered what it would be like to have a cock as large as Rob's erect prick inside her. I mean, she'd certainly seen it fully erect previously, but had not so much as even held it up until now that is.
And I must say, seeing it like this was a little intimidating. Rob had one of the biggest cock's I'd ever seen, and watching Jenny, with some difficulty, trying to suck that monster was interesting to say the least.
The feel of Susan's lips suddenly engulfing my very average cock, soon made me forget about comparisons however as her lips began to dance and play up and down my incredibly sensitive shaft.
"Ohhh fuck!" Rob slowly spoke the words while lying next to me.
"You can say that again," I added, as Susan's own magic tongue continued to lick and slide all over and around my own straining shaft.
As if on cue however, both girls suddenly quit licking and sucking us and sort of slid off the end of the bed together. Curious as to what was going to happen next, neither Rob nor I had long to wait to find out.
In the next instant we lay there watching as Jenny and Susan stood kissing one another. They then began to remove one another's nightgowns, slowly, teasingly, taking turns with one another. We watched as Jenny parted the thin wispy material away from Susan's now fully bared breasts. She bent only slightly as Susan is taller than Jenny by several inches. It was one of the most erotic things I had ever witnessed before in my entire life. There was my beautiful sexy wife, licking and sucking Susan's erect pink little nipples. Susan was obviously enjoying it, she slowly rolled her head back and forth from side to side, holding the back of Jenny's head and seemingly guiding her from one tit to the other over and over again.
Susan soon began to untie the tiny little fabric ribbons that held Jenny's gown together as well. She slowly pushed it off her shoulders, and it naturally hung up on Jenny's full rounded breasts. Susan bent down a little then, and began to slowly trace kisses down my wife's neck. As the gown finally fell away, Susan cupped one of Jenny's heavy breasts and lifted it up to her. I'd certainly seen Jenny lick her own nipple before, something I was quite fond of watching actually. But seeing Susan literally feeding it to her was something else entirely. It was one of the most erotically lustful sensations I've ever experienced. And just when I didn't think it could get any better, Susan began licking it and kissing it as well while Jenny continued doing the same.
As hot as this was, it would have been impossible not to notice Rob stroking that massive cock of his while watching the two of them. I actually found myself glancing back and forth between the show taking place at the foot of the bed, and Rob slowly and self teasingly sliding his hand up and down that incredible prick of his.
Jenny and Susan were both now totally naked. Jenny now crossed back over to the side of the bed I was on all the while grinning and smiling seductively at me.
"Ok lover, I know how much you enjoy eating this pretty pussy of mine, and I want you eating it right now!" She commanded.
I didn't need to be asked twice.
Jenny quickly slid onto the bed, and my tongue quickly slid into Jenny. There's something about the aroused musky scent of a woman's cunt that drives me nearly insane. I buried my face in her pussy, that familiar perfumed garden of pleasure awaited me, and I began to toy and tease her labia with my lips, chewing and lightly sucking on them. So engrossed in this heavenly pleasure, I didn't even realize for a moment that Susan had once again taken up position between my own legs. I soon felt her mouth surrounding my shaft, lightly and softly sucking me. I then felt one of Susan's hands slowly stroking it, and simultaneously feeling and playing around with my balls. This immediately had the affect of making me even more aroused than I had been.
"Ahhh Ahhh Ahhh," I heard Jenny moaning. I liked to tease her by licking as close to her clit as possible without quite touching it at first. I glanced up, my face still wonderfully buried inside her cunt. Rob was kneeling next to her at the head of the bed. I watched as he fondled her fleshy breasts, Jenny's thick eraser-like nipples stood firmly, pleading to be touched and played with. To my delight, Rob began to pull on one, stretching it, which was something Jenny really enjoyed whenever I did that to her.
I watched as she held Robs cock in her hand. She slid her tongue up and down the side of his thick shaft, pausing to run her lips over, capturing the thick spongy head, sucking it in and releasing it with a firm "popping" sound. Something which I certainly enjoyed feeling whenever she did that to me. So I had some shared sensation of what it was that Rob was feeling as she continued those erotically naughty, slurpy sounds when she sucked me the way she was busily sucking Rob at the moment.
Seeing this, I captured Jenny's clit for the first time and drew it inside my mouth with as much pleasured stimulation as I could perform on her. As expected, Jenny reacted to my onslaught of her pussy, groaning her enjoyment around the head of Rob's dick.
"Oh fuck," she moaned deeply.
Jenny removed Rob's cock momentarily and looked at me smiling. I knew that look. Jenny was in one of her rare naughty- kinky moods as I called them. When she got that way, it was hang on tight because anything could happen whenever she did that, and often did.
In the few short years we'd been married, I'd only seen her get in one of these moods a half a dozen times. It was like watching this animal passion emerge, which for whatever reason she tended to keep in check most of time. Sure, she enjoyed talking dirty at times, and really seemed to enjoy that. But this usually went far beyond that, her inhibitions simply flew out the window, and she could ask me to do just about anything that suddenly struck her fancy.
I had an idea that she was well on her way to letting this animal side of her out when she'd stood kissing and playing with Susan early on. Obviously, she was already near the edge when the evening began in the first place. I continued to lap at her already soaked pussy, knew that I was bringing her closer and closer to that particular place of sweetness, and simply waited for what I knew would eventually occur. Which is exactly what happened.
"Susan, I want you to do something special for me," she asked.
Susan quit sucking my cock, and reluctantly released it. As good as it had been feeling I was anxiously waiting to see what would happen next.
Jenny definitely had that hard-lust look in her eyes. As Susan moved away from me and approached her, I scooted back towards the end of the bed to watch. Jenny positioned herself with her wide spread pussy facing both Rob and I.
"I want you to pussy-pat me," she asked.
She was horny. I'd seen her do this to herself before when she got this excited, but she'd never had me do it to her before.
Jenny took a brief moment to show Susan what she meant, how she wanted her to do it. Then laying back, her eyes locked on watching us watching her, Susan began palm-slapping Jenny's cunt. She was fairly gentle with it at first. But as the pleasure-pain level rose, Jenny instructed her to increase the speed as well as the hand slap against her exposed cunt lips.
"Yes you sweet fucking cunt!" She screamed. "That's it. Just like that! Slap my cunt you hot bitch! Slap my pussy lips. Faster bitch! Faster! Slap my pussy- fucking lips. Now harder. Harder damn you!"
Like I said, there was this other side of Jenny that she unfortunately didn't let out to play as often as I'd like. But with her sudden vulgar vocabulary, I knew she'd opened that particular naughty door.
Jenny lay there holding her own cunt lips spread about as obscenely wide as I'd ever seen them. Susan who was semi laying beside her in a sixty-nine was slapping my wife's cunt with such ferocity that I was afraid momentarily that she would actually hurt her.
Just the opposite was happening however. Jenny was more aroused at this point than I had ever seen her before. She was squeezing one of her own nipple's so hard, twisting it, and pulling on it that had I done it, she'd have admonished me for being too rough with her.
"David!" I heard her call me.
"Take Rob's dick and pound my cunt with it!"
Now I'd seen and heard everything.
"What?"
"Do what I told you. Please!"
I looked at Rob. He shrugged his head.
"Better do what the lady wants," he stated somewhat sheepishly.
"Hmmmm, I want to see this!" I heard Susan say as she moved away from lying next to Jenny.
Jenny slid down to the edge of the bed so her head was just slightly off the end of the mattress.
"You come stand over my face Susan," she told her friend.
I quickly placed a nice fat pillow under Jenny's ass. The sight of that beautiful hairless cunt was something to behold. Her lips were red puffy and swollen from the pussy pounding she'd just been given. And she was ready for more. A lot more!
Rob knelt between my wife's legs. Once again I looked at him, a little unsure of the whole situation that was developing here. Admittedly however, the whole crazy thing was erotic as hell. I'd always wondered what it would be like to have a really big dick, like Rob's, so in a weird sort of way, I was about to find out.
I took Rob's swollen hard cock in my hand and began to rub it back and forth across Jenny's puffy labia. Once again her pussy began to lubricate and the juices from her cunt began to glisten and coat Rob's fat thick cock.
I was enjoying this.
I placed Rob's purple helmeted little monster against Jenny's exposed clitoris and began rubbing it back and forth across that hard little pleasure nubbin.
They both moaned simultaneously.
"Now David, Now! Slap my clit with it hard damn you! Hard! Fast!" She ordered.
I firmly grasped Rob's dick, and began to slap it about as hard as I possibly could against that wet slippery furrow. It was difficult to know what to watch or focus on however.
Susan was standing over Jenny's head. The height of the bed was just perfect to allow Susan to position herself over Jenny's face. Jenny had reached around and was kneading and squeezing Susan's ass cheeks. Susan stood there holding her own pussy lips apart, revealing that incredibly large miniature penis she called a clit. Jenny was sucking and licking that hard fat clit-nub the way she often sucked and licked my prick. Watching her doing this was tantamount to having an out of body experience. In a way, my own cock was throbbing and remembering the sensations of one of Jenny's terrific blowjobs as she lay there sucking on Susan's twat.
I could sense that Jenny was nearing orgasm. Not too close, but close enough that I knew from her soft moaning and slightly rocking rotation of her ass that she was headed that way.
"Put it in! Put it in!" She finally managed to puff out the semi muffled words into Susan's almost suffocating cunt.
Without even realizing it, I took Rob's cock, slipped the head into the opening of Jenny's wide open womanhood, and watched it disappear as Rob slowly sank himself fully and deeply inside Jenny's burning cunt.
He lay there for a moment, feeling her pussy surrounding his erection, sensing the heat and warmth of it caressing him before slowly withdrawing to fuck into her once again.
I was now the odd man out. But wasn't about to simply sit there and not do something.
Susan needed more attention.
I got off the bed and moved around behind Susan who was still happily humping my wife's face. My cock rested against and nearly between Susan's soft fleshy ass-cheeks. Jenny quickly found my throbbing cock and began to play with it, rubbing it up and down Susan's backside. I was oozing so much precum at that point that I was leaving little snail-trails of clear pearly lubricant all over Susan's ass.
I reached around and began caressing Susan's soft tender titties. Believe me when I say this was about the most aroused I had ever remembered being in my entire life!
Standing as I was, watching Rob's fuck pole sliding in and out of Jenny's cunt at that angle was incredible. Her legs were spread so wide that I wondered how on earth she was able to continue to hold them that way without pulling a muscle or something.
Once again Jenny directed the action in our hot little play that was taking place.
"See if you can fuck her David," Jenny questioned me. "Try and slip it in behind her, doggy style while I lick this Amazon clit of hers!"
With minimal effort, Susan bent over slightly, and my cock slid easily and quickly up inside that burning cunt of hers.
"Oh yes! Yes!" Susan seemed to hiss as my hard erect member sank deeply into her.
I began to slowly thrust myself in and out of that wet slobbering pussy. Soon, the wonderfully delicious sounds of frothy female juices mixing with my own were creating a symphony of the most delicious naughty sounds imaginable.
I could even feel Jenny's tongue occasionally licking and lapping at my shaft as I slowly plunged into Susan's cunt from behind her.
Bent over as she was, Susan was now tweaking and pulling on Jenny's fat tit-nips. She had each one of them in hand and was alternately twisting and pulling them, literally lifting them off her breasts about as far as she could without doing serious harm to Jenny's nipples.
It was the catalyst that caused the damn to burst.
I saw Jenny's body go into that tense seizure for a millisecond that she so often achieved right before climaxing.
"Now Rob!" I yelled. "Fuck her as hard and fast as you possibly can!"
With near piston like strokes, Rob pounded his super swollen prick into my wife's cunt as fast as it was physically possible for him to do so.
Jenny arched her back, her ass lifting off the pillow to meet his thrusts even more forcefully. I have no idea where she got the strength to do that, but she held herself that way for a few moments more until her pussy exploded in a sea of orgasmic tidal waves.
Susan was right behind her. I actually felt the vise-like grip of her pussy clamp down and surround my dick, felt her contract, and then enjoyed the sensation of her cunt suddenly and forcefully expel her female ejaculate.



"Fuck meeeeeeeeeee!" Susan wailed at the top of her lungs as though singing.
I watched as these pulsating sprays of female cream suddenly began to gush in frothy white cascades out over Jenny's face and breasts. I swore she was going to drown her if she kept it up. I had never seen such a volume of fluid ever released from a woman's pussy before, and seeing it so completely coating and covering my wife's face and breasts was what put me over the edge as well.
I rammed into Susan with every ounce of strength I had left, felt the first powerful discharge of my spunk let loose inside her. Somewhere beneath, Jenny grabbed and removed my spurting cock from Susan's still sucking cunt mouth, I felt her lips surround the head and greedily began sucking out the next several eruptions of cum juice which I felt hit the back side of Jenny's throat with such force that I knew it wasn't possible for her to take it all.
I luxuriated in a near continuous orgasm myself however, perhaps one of the longest I had ever personally experienced. And only when every last remaining drop of cum had been vacuumed out of my dick did Jenny finally release me.
Susan had by this time moved over to where Rob had been. She was now hungrily sucking and beating his prick off at the same time.
I was done, and melted onto the floor in a pool of absolute bliss.
Jenny spun around on the bed however and grasped Rob's prick in her hand. As Susan continued knobbing his shaft, Jenny masturbated it, feeding it to Susan who continued licking and sucking that thick spongy helmeted giant of his.
"Aargggggh!" Rob began with a deep throated groan that seemed to come all the way up from somewhere inside his balls. And I'm almost positive that it did too.
Susan somehow managed to swallow the first powerful jettison of Rob's spunk, but the volume and ferocity of his discharge was simply too much for her.
Removing his prick, she began rubbing it around and about her face, and then Jenny's as well, as ribbon after ribbon of gooey sticky fuck cream began to gob up in hanging pools of dribbling nectar all over their respective faces.
Rob finally collapsed.
The Purple headed dragon had breathed its last breath and finally lay defeated.
Even so, Jenny wiped the pools of cum from Susan's face with her tongue, and then spit it out atop Rob's slowly dwindling erection. She teasingly sucked and licked him clean once again, and continued doing so until Rob couldn't stand the super-sensitivity of his prick any longer.
"Enough!" He pleaded pulling away.
I don't think any of us spoke a single solitary word after that for quite sometime. I was totally and completely drained. I knew Rob was.
Jenny lay next to Susan still lightly caressing her, and playing with the remaining rivers of sperm that covered her breasts and tummy.
"We need to get some rest and sleep soon," Susan could only half manage to state.
"Rob's new business partner, and his wife are meeting us for a cruise on his sailboat tomorrow. They're taking us out to this private little island retreat where we're going to be spending the weekend with them."
I know that disappointment was heard in the sound of my voice.
"Shit. I was hoping we'd get to have some more fun with you guys this weekend," I actually blurted out.
"Who said we wouldn't?" Susan replied.
"But..." I began slightly stuttering. And stopped as both Jenny and Susan sat there smiling.
There was that look once again.
"Oh," I said stupidly, and felt my cock twitch in eager anticipation.
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Growing up, I'd always been close with my twin sister Dianne, though she hated being called that. Calling her "Di" long before Princess Dianne made the name famous, it suited her personality. Outgoing and vivacious with short fiery red hair, Di was adventurous almost to a fault. Not that I wasn't, but I tended to be a little more reserved in comparison. The thing about having a twin sister had its good and bad points. She was both my best friend and confidant, meaning there wasn't anything we didn't openly discuss with one another growing up. Especially when it came to our sexual curiosities and awakening. The one bad thing was her constant reminder that she was my "older sister", though I didn't consider nine minutes difference between us as being worthy of the title.
After graduating high school, we had both made the decision to attend a particular university together, though it was a considerable distance away from where we lived. Once again fate seemed to intervene in our behalf however as our Aunt Maggie, mom's older sister, and Uncle Pete happened to have a nice place near the university we wanted to attend. As we'd both hoped, Aunt Maggie suggested we move in with them the moment they'd heard we'd even applied. It would certainly save us both a great deal of money on the one hand, and on the other, we'd always had a great relationship with our Aunt and Uncle over the years. Perhaps it was a bit more intimate than might be thought appropriate in some cases as my Uncle had tutored me in much of my sexual knowledge and awareness, as had Maggie done for my sister. Talking to them openly and uninhibitedly about any curious subject either of us might have had, had always led to some fairly intimate discussions later on between the two of us. I don't know how many times I had gone to bed thinking about my own sister, pleasuring myself to several orgasms and wondering, though in truth, aside from a few childish curiosities explored along the way, we'd never really crossed that particular line with one another. And Di had even admitted to me how she had often become aroused from our discussions as well, and though falling far short of actually admitting she even masturbated about anything we'd talked about or shared, the implication that she had was there.
The move was easy for us, though harder on mom and dad of course. Neither Di nor myself were currently involved in any relationships, anticipating that we'd each eventually find someone when school started. But again, with the closeness of our own relationship, neither of us was in any big hurry to begin dating again. Fate and Destiny would take care of that in its own time.
Pete and Maggie had a fairly large place, and though not exactly a mansion, they were well enough off to afford a grounds-keeper for the garden, as well as a live in maid that took care of much of the house-hold cleaning. About the only household chores either Di and I had was to maintain our own bedrooms, and do our own laundry. A more than reasonable request for the amount of money we'd be saving by living there rent-free.
Di's room was located on the upstairs floor just down the hall from our Aunt and Uncles bedroom. Mine was on the ground floor, a much smaller room which was fine with me as I didn't need all the space, nor did I need the oversized walk-in closet that Di had immediately fallen in love with either. Besides, the French-style doors of my room, exited directly out back towards the spacious swimming pool located just a few feet away. Ideal for those late-night swims I looked forward to taking, not to mention the Jacuzzi for sore muscles after my workouts. Ironically however, it was Di who was the first to try out the pool the night of our arrival, and in so doing, set the stage for what would eventually become the most interesting experience of our lives so far!
It was already pretty late. Most everyone had retired to bed earlier. I had decided to finish watching a particular TV program, intending a nice late-night swim afterwards when I caught movement out of the corner of my eye through the blinds in my window. As the glow from the TV set was the only source of light, I immediately switched that off now sitting alone in the dark watching the approach of my twin sister as she crossed the far end of the courtyard towards the pool area. As my Aunt's home was in the shape of a horseshoe, it placed the wing of their rooms across the way and above mine. I noticed the lights in their bedroom were off, though the light from the full moon illuminated everything, particularly the pool area. I watched as Di cast a furtively quick glance in the direction of my bedroom before dropping the bathrobe she was wearing to the ground. It wasn't like I hadn't seen her naked before, I had. But I had to admit: in the intimate light of the full moon, Di's nude form took on a sensuality that was often described in books.
Her full breasts seemed to stiffen with the touch of the cool night air, the twin cheeks of her ass almost puckering as she began the slow cautious decent down the steps into the water as she allowed herself to become accustomed to the temperature. Watching her, I became curiously aroused, felt my prick stiffening as I absentmindedly, and without any real thought as to what I was doing, reached down inside the waistband of my shorts and repositioned it as it lengthened. I watched as Di smoothly rolled over onto her back, gliding effortlessly the length of the pool before turning once again, then just as silently cutting through the water face down in the opposite direction. So absorbed had I been in watching my sister swim, I was surprised to discover that someone else had taken notice of it was well. Above, on their private balcony overlooking the courtyard and pool area, stood my Uncle, and though partially hidden by the shadows, the nights illumination gave me a clear view from where he stood while looking down upon my sister's swim. I couldn't exactly blame him for doing so of course; I mean after all, I was doing the very same thing myself!
What I didn't expect and found surprising, upon looking away from my Uncle, and back to my sister for a few moments, was when I glanced back to where he was standing. From my vantage point, it was easy to see he'd undone the sash on the robe he'd been wearing. It was open, and by the position of his hands, it was clearly evident as to what he was doing. Fascinated, I watched as he continued to stand there fisting his hard erect cock, that even from this distance was quite obvious. Amused, as well as excited, I found myself doing the very same thing now, taking turns watching him and glancing towards Dianne who was obviously quite oblivious to either one of us. When Dianne finally climbed up and out of the pool, I thought for sure that the show would soon be over. Even Uncle Pete seemed to gather himself, stepping back further into the shadows ensuring that Di wouldn't inadvertently catch him looking down at her. And she did glance that way briefly, before glancing just as quickly in my direction as well before crossing to the far end of the pool, climbing the short flight of steps to the diving board. I thought briefly she was actually going to dive until she walked nonchalantly along the length of the board before sitting down, then laying on it with her legs dangling over the edge. To my continued surprise, I watched as Dianne gingerly spread her legs, slipping a delicate hand down between them and began a slow playful fingering of herself as she did. Glancing back up to where my Uncle had once stood, I fully expected to again see him fisting himself as he watched her. I was even more surprised to find that he had gone back inside. Perhaps some twinge of remorse had gotten a hold of him, guilt perhaps at becoming aroused while watching his own niece, especially as she was now openly masturbating while lying on the edge of the diving board for all the world to see, had they been looking.
I however had no such thoughts, having frequently masturbated in the past while conjuring images of my sister's nude form, or recalling several of the intimate discussions we'd often shared. It was a night of continuing surprises however, each one becoming even more surprising than the last. When I again glanced back towards the bedroom balcony, not only did I again spot my uncle, but also my aunt! And neither of them was wearing anything either. My uncle stood, Aunt Maggie behind just off to one side. I watched as her hand fondled and stroked his rigid member, his hand likewise down between my Aunts legs as he fondled and played with her. Both were fully consumed while watching my sister as she had begun to even more vigorously pleasure herself on the edge of the diving board, legs spread obscenely off on either side as her fingers continued to twirl about her clitoris in what was becoming an obvious race to the finish line.
Though I had never seen my own mother fully naked before, just rare occasional glimpses of her as I'd caught her in various stages of dressing or undressing, now seeing my aunt so fully revealed made me realize just how similarly built the two of them were. I guess that large breasts ran in the family. Dianne certainly was, as was mom of course. But now seeing my Aunt's clearly revealed breasts confirmed their similarities, as well as their subtle differences too. Maggie's had a more mature look and shape to them of course, quite naturally so. But I found them equally alluring and provocative in their own way, as I had found my sister's to be in hers. I found myself desirous of a much closer look, perhaps even a side-by -side comparison, though the likelihood of that happening at the moment anyway was being far remote.
I found the boldness of their secretive adventure quite exciting however, in ways I could have never imagined. I had always known of course that neither my Aunt nor Uncle were prudes, certainly not by their openness in conversations, and the frankness of their answers whenever asked. I also had already formed the opinion that they continued to share an active and exciting sex-life, though had never imagined experiencing that, even in this way, before now. I could feel my own orgasm approach, the pearly liquid of precum now oozing from the head of my cock in copious amounts, not sure in what direction to look or enjoy those pleasures when they came. On the balcony, my aunt continued pumping my uncles prick, faster and harder now as though trying to simultaneously achieve orgasm with my sister, as she too seemed to have let all caution go to the wind, now sitting up on the edge of the board, one hand pulling on and twisting a nipple, the other furiously frigging her clit in wild abandon. My own cock was on the verge of explosion, and it was just a matter of who I was looking at when I did. Even through the window, and at the distance that I was, I could clearly hear the audible sigh and deep throaty moan of Dianne's climax when it came. Looking up back towards the balcony, it was clearly obvious by the way my Aunt was now holding my Uncle's cock, that she was milking his semen from it in hard felt jettison's of spunk as she aimed it through the open grates of the ornamental safety fence that surrounded the balcony. I saw him bracing his hands upon the railing, eyes still clearly focused down towards Dianne as she exploded, and as Maggie slowly coaxed the last vestiges of my Uncles cream from his prick.
The climax that surged through the length of my cock felt like it would rip the top of my head off. Collapsing back into my bed, I felt the streamers of spunk escaping my prick, showering myself while images of my sister twiddling her twat seemed to merge with those of my Aunt jacking off my Uncle. By the time I'd recomposed myself, once again looking out through the window, everyone had gone. Just as though the whole thing had been nothing more than a figment of my own imagination. Had it not been for the closing of the door across the way where I realized my sister had just entered back into the house, I might have actually wondered.
#
It was the sound of my Uncles car pulling out of the garage that was near me that woke me from my blissful sleep. A sleep that had been filled with images of the night before, though I had dreamed myself first licking my sister's sweet cunt, then my Aunts. It was Sunday. I recalled my Uncle informing everyone of his golf date early in the morning. Glancing at the alarm on the nightstand, it was just seven o'clock, and I was famished! Making my way down the hallway towards the kitchen area, I stopped short at the sound of voices, obviously my Aunt and sister were already awake, enjoying a cup of coffee together as the aroma of freshly made coffee tempted me to enter in and join them. And I would have, had it not been for the question I heard Dianne asking our Aunt.
"So you and Uncle Pete watched me?"
For a moment, I was sure they were talking about something else, another place, and another time. Surely they weren't discussing last night.
"Hell yes!" I heard Maggie laugh in response. "I was almost asleep when he came back into the bedroom and told me what you were doing! Like I said honey, your Uncle and I have this little game we enjoy playing, and we do it all the time. The fact that you inadvertently joined us, or helped us to enjoy you, in all fairness wasn't something I was willing to hide from you either. And your Uncle agreed. He felt it was only right that we tell you that we watched, and more importantly, explained to you what we enjoy doing just in case there are any future encounters like the one last night."
I heard Dianne giggle. "Well, I have to admit Aunt Maggie, I did wonder if I might get caught, though to be honest, I was half expecting it to be Brandon, and not either one of you!"
At the sound of my name, I took a half step backwards, worried now that I might be breathing too hard, and thus overheard. Not only was this conversation turning interesting, but it was evident to me now that Dianne had indeed half expected me to be watching her, and for all I knew, wishing it!
"So...tell me more about this game you and Uncle Pete enjoy playing!" Dianne pressed.
"Only if you stop calling me your Aunt Maggie!" My Aunt told her. "Just call me Mag's or Maggie if you prefer. But Aunt Maggie seems so formal and impersonal, especially now under the circumstances." Once again I heard Dianne laugh.
"Ok, Mag's!" she again giggled. "But tell me more about this naughty little game of yours and Uncle Pete's!"
Suddenly, I was just as interested in hearing about it as she was.
"Well, for one thing," she began. "We promised one another a long time ago that we weren't going to turn out like a lot of old married couples. We wanted to ensure there would always be excitement and adventure in our sex-life. And as both your Uncle and I have expressed to you in the past in our conversations, we view masturbation as perfectly normal, certainly healthy, and it can be fun as well as entertaining without becoming boring whatsoever."
"I remember," Dianne offered, as did I. It had been my Uncle Pete who had first caught me stroking my dick behind the house while looking at some girlie magazine I had fished out of the neighbor's garbage. At first I felt ashamed, dirty...and worse, scared that he would go in and tell my parents what he'd caught me doing. Instead, he had assured me that what I was doing was perfectly normal, that he in fact still did it frequently himself, and was also most certain that my own father, even my mother did as well. He then went on to tell me that anytime I wanted to discuss anything of a sexual nature with him that he'd do his best to explain it to me, and that I was never to fear his betraying our trust or confidence in anything we spoke of. He never did. Which is basically how things had evolved up unto this very point. I had also surmised that Dianne was getting the same sort of advice from my Aunt, which we confirmed early on was the case when comparing notes, and then entering into our own personal intimate little discussions.
"So, just how often do you do it anyway?" I heard Dianne asking.
"Oh, I'd say nearly every single day. And quite often, several times a day," Maggie added. "But the whole point of the game is to do it without getting caught, though sometimes getting caught is also part of the game too. Adding in the element of danger just adds to the excitement. Then of course there is the idea of exhibitionism that I believe is in all of us, plus the aspect of voyeurism too. I like the idea that someone might be watching me, either secretly, or obviously. And I also like watching someone, whether it be your uncle, the gardener, our maid...or like last night, you."
"The maid?" Dianne exclaimed in surprise.
Once again Maggie laughed. "Why else do you think your Uncle hired her?" she asked. "Lets face it, she's certainly not the best house-keeper we've ever had, but one of the conditions of her employment was that she occasionally masturbate for us while we watch, though your uncle prefers to try and catch her at it. He even pays her a bonus to do it openly, with some chance of discovery, so she can't just lock herself in her bedroom either. She has to do it where someone could actually see her doing it. She gets a bonus either way, though if she does it and isn't seen, it's not quite as much as if she gets caught doing it, and not as much as when she joins us while we all masturbate together."
"And you and Uncle Pete do the same?" Dianne questioned.
"Pretty much yes. And part of the game is that we're totally honest with one another about it too. Much like last night, and this morning."
"This morning? You've already done it this morning? I thought you'd just gotten up when I did."
Once again I heard Maggie laugh. "Oh honey, I've been doing it the entire time you've been sitting here!" she told her. "That's the truthful part of the game I was telling you about. Later, after your Uncle gets home, I'll tell him all about this. Tell him how we sat at the breakfast table talking about it, all the while I was touching myself without your being aware of it."
"Until now you mean."
"Yeah, until now."
"And then you'll tell him about that too?"
"Of course."
"And you'll tell him that I was masturbating as well?"
"Are you?"
I heard the sound of the chair move. More than anything I wanted to enter the kitchen and join them. But I also felt like that would disrupt everything, and besides, now I was curious as to when, if ever, that my Aunt and Uncle would bring me into their confidence as well. Additionally, I was also curious to see if Dianne might tell me about it, it had been quite a while after all since we'd really sat down and had a real good sexy discussion with one another. But after last night, and now this morning, I felt we were both long well over due.
"I guess you are!" Maggie shot back a moment later with an added giggle of her own.
"Let me watch you cum Mag's" Dianne asked sincerely. "Before Brandon gets up!"
"We'd better hurry then, I have a feeling he'll be up soon," she added with a sly smile in her tone of voice. "And something else too, I'd be willing to bet he was watching you last night just as we were," she added.
"Wondered about that myself," Dianne admitted. "Maybe I'll even ask him...later."
With that, I soon tiptoed as quietly as I could back down the hall to my room. Gathering up what few dirty clothes I already had, I then decided to drop them into the washer on my way back to the kitchen, this time making enough noise to alert the two of them to my presence. Perhaps by that time they would have finished watching one another getting off, and even more importantly, perhaps even include me in their naughty little conversation.



Turning the doorknob, I stepped into the laundry room and nearly tripped over myself in doing so. There stood Carlotta, their maid, shorts down around her ankles, panties stretched tightly just above the knees. Even more amazing however was the appearance of a bright green cucumber firmly embedded deep within her near hairless cunt. Speechless for a moment, obviously surprised, even embarrassed, I spoke before she did.
"I'll make sure Uncle Pete knows I caught you," I informed her grinning. "Maybe you'll get something extra for someone else finding you besides either my Aunt or my Uncle."
Carlotta relaxed, smiling, then nodding her head as she finished tossing in the few added things I had brought into the room with me. I watched briefly for a moment before turning and heading back out the door, the cucumber still comfortably resting between her legs. By the time I had again reached the kitchen area, I could smell bacon cooking. This time I continued on through the door without stopping, somewhat disappointed that I caught neither of them with their fingers happily dancing on their pussies, but quickly reminded that I was after all still famished.
"So...what's for breakfast I asked?"
#
Though a nice healthy breakfast had certainly curbed my physical appetite, my emotional appetite remained. Neither Di, nor my aunt had alluded to anything of a sexual nature whatsoever. And the fact that they had both masturbated just minutes before my arrival, was driving my curiosity insane. With my Uncle still out on the golf course somewhere, Di and my Aunt headed out to do some shopping. I figured to spend some quiet time alone given the opportunity to do so, and thus wandered about the house and grounds giving myself a brief tour. In the back of my mind of course, I half hoped at the very least to catch Carlotta enjoying herself once again, but she had after all already performed for the day, so the likelihood of her doing so again seemed remote. I had half talked myself into a late afternoon swim when I spotted Carlotta's husband, Carlos the groundskeeper as he wheeled the now empty wheelbarrow back into the shed after having finished weeding the garden.
Where Carlotta was small in stature, though full-figured, Carlos was a tall well-muscled individual. And though my Uncle Pete may very well have had some say in hiring Carlotta, I had no doubt upon seeing Carlos that my Aunt Maggie had most likely had the final say. He was ruggedly handsome in that sexy-Latino type of way that I knew she most favored. Coming from a Spanish background herself, Aunt Maggie always had had a thing for the tall dark and handsome types. I was preparing to duck into my bedroom when I saw Carlotta enter the shed behind Carlos. And though she made some half-assed effort at closing the door, it remained ajar, leaving me more than just a bit curious as to what it was she might be up to. Making my way quickly towards the shed, which was the size of a small garage, I was happy to see that it was well lit. Though I couldn't see them as yet, I could hear the sound of their voices somewhere down at the far end. Under the circumstances, I wasn't too afraid of being caught, catching them. For all I knew, they might in fact be well aware of the possibility. At this point I didn't know if there was anything extra in it for them or not. Didn't matter really, whatever they were doing or up to was obvious by the sounds I could now hear.
"That's it baby! That's it! Suck my pussy!"
As quiet as a church mouse, I made my way down one of the isles that separated the various gardening tools. Peering briefly through the shelves as I made my way down the isle, I soon spotted them on the far isle facing away from me. Carlotta was sitting on the edge of one of the workbenches, already the short-shorts she'd been wearing earlier when I came upon her in the laundry room where gone. But unlike in the laundry room this time the blouse she'd been wearing was undone all the way, exposing her fairly large breasts with two of the darkest, largest areola's I had ever seen. Carlos was down on his knees before her, his mouth already busily lapping away at her cunt, one hand reaching up to cup and maul her exposed breast, tweaking, twisting and pulling on those amazingly long, hard extended nipples.
"That's it baby! Eat it! Suck my clit!"
Even as she spoke, she looked up and spotted me almost immediately. Almost as if she knew I was there all along. She made no effort to stop what they were doing, nor alert Carlos to my presence. Whether he knew I was there or not didn't seem to matter. And probably didn't. But even so, I remained partially hidden as well as quiet as I continued to watch the two of them from my place of concealment. Once again she smiled, wet her lips as she looked at me, then placed her hand firmly against her husbands head, pushing it even harder against herself.
"Suck it! Suck it hard you fucking bastard!" She near screamed. "Make me cum all over your face!"
As Carlos now began sucking her cunt for all he was worth, I again saw her look towards me, a wicked mischievous smile on her face, then mouthing the words towards me. "Take...it...out!"
There was no mistaking what she wanted, and I was already half there anyway. I hadn't even realized that my hand was already caressing my rock-hard prick from the outside of my pants. Unzipping myself, I freed my turgid member and gave the mushroomed head of my prick a nice loving squeeze, milking the anticipated and hoped for lubrication that I now used to further stimulate and caress my prick with. To my surprise, Carlotta frowned, letting me know as she did that she couldn't see what I was actually doing. Stepping out from around the shelving, I lowered my Levi's as well, fully exposing myself to her as I did. Now she grinned, nodding her approval and began humping herself against Carlos face with real determination.
"Yes baby...yes," she mewled now. "Make Carlotta cum" she addressed herself. "Make Carlotta's pussy gush all over her husbands face. Make me squirt deep into your mouth lover, then watch as you soon squirt into mine!"
In seconds, she was doing just that, and I watched in abject fascination, as Carlotta's pussy seemed to explode in a rich creamy cascade of frothy-white cunt juice. Carlos half gagged, almost drowning from the deluge that poured forth from her pussy, but he'd obviously been there before, now drinking her down furiously as she came. So close to the edge now myself, I was on the verge of tipping myself over when she spoke, this time without mouthing the words, purposely, and without fear.
"No...not yet!" She told me directly. "You cum when Carlos cums!" She ordered.
I then realized that Carlos too had to have been aware of my presence all along. When he finally stood up, his face still slick with his wife's pleasures, he smiled, licking the sweet residue from his finger-tips, and then hers as she reached down to gather up some of the moisture that remained between her legs.
"Taste?" she asked offering me a finger. I looked uncertainly towards her husband, but though he spoke not a word, he continued to smile towards me in a non-threatening way.
"He speaks little English," she informed me. "But you have no reason to fear anything. He quite likes the game," she added, once again alluding to the obvious arrangement that the two of them had agreed to beforehand.
It felt a little odd standing there with my prick sticking straight out, odder still doing so with one of Carlotta's sweet tasting fingers in my mouth as I sucked it.
"Will you cum for me now?" She asked hotly. "Will you make your prick squirt with pleasure just as my husbands will do as I suck it?" she questioned me.
Now it was my turn to simply nod my head, grin and then smile in the direction of Carlos as he finally stood, the sound of his buckle being undone, his pants dropping onto the concrete floor of the shed.
I've seen some fairly large pricks before. And not to say I'm ashamed of my own either, but Carlos had one of those cocks that you'd expect to see in some porn movie. This guy was enormous, and by the looks of it, he was still thickening, growing, even as I felt my own suddenly shy away.
"Not so good for fucking," she told me, speaking as though she'd just given me the weather report, wagging his enormous dick back and forth within her smallish sized hands. I had no way of knowing if he fully understood what she'd just said or not, though he continued to smile as she continued to wave his cock back and forth towards me like it was a light-saber. For the briefest of moments, I had this weird image of the two of us, Carlos dressed all in black, sounding much like James Earl Jones when he spoke, holding onto an enormous blue glowing dick. Me, Obi One Kan "knobby" if you will, as I had at least noticed the head of my dick was just as big, if not bigger than his. Or at least it was when it began growing again as Carlotta then knelt down in front of him and began licking the entire length of that massive shaft.
"And besides, he prefers it when I suck or jack him off anyway," she added with a knowing wink. "So now watch as I make it spurt inside my mouth, then you come here and cum all over my titties for me while I watch ok?"
"Ok!" I agreed, suddenly speaking with a Spanish accent though I hoped sincerely neither one of them had really noticed.
I had really expected gallons of spunk to pour forth from that massive cock of his when he came. And perhaps at times that's what happened, but when it came to copious amounts of spurting fluids, I would beat Carlos Vader here hands down. Still, it was exciting as hell to watch as Carlos threw his head back, crying out in that deep rich voice of his when he came. Carlotta jacking that massive cock off with two hands, along with her mouth as she sucked him dry. Holding off as best as I could, I waited until she finally stood stepping away from him. Cupping those lovely breasts with her hands, she then offered them towards me, fingering the still taut nipples as she did.
"You ready to lotion up my tits for me?" she questioned.
I was...and I did.
#
Di and Maggie arrived home a couple of hours later. By then Carlos was off somewhere playing in the dirt again, and I had seen Carlotta wandering about as well, though she carried the feather duster she was using in a fairly strange place. I helped carry in the groceries while the girls put things away.
"Enjoy your day?" Di asked me.
"You could say that," I told her cryptically.
"Oh?"
I didn't answer, just smiling.
"I see we're gonna have to have one of our talks," she said winking with a knowing grin.
"Yeah, maybe we should," I added back at her still grinning myself.
"How long before dinner?" Di turned asking my Aunt as she finished putting away the final few things.
"Couple of hours," Maggie answered. "If you two wanna go for a swim or something, I'll come find you when its time for dinner."
"Or something..." I half whispered towards Di, who then shot me a very curious look. "Meet me in my room," I added quickly before she could speak, then turned and headed off before she could question me further.
"So ok...spill it!" Di stated closing the door behind me as she entered my room. "What have you been up to today anyway?"
"Maybe the question should be...what have you been up to?"
Di tried to play innocent for a brief moment, but I'd seen that look too many times before to be fooled by it. "So...what did you hear anyway?" she asked me now realizing I obviously knew more than I was letting on.
I then told Di everything I'd heard and knew about, including the fact that she and my Aunt had obviously masturbated together, or perhaps one another even for all I knew. There was really very little else, though she did fill me in on a few more details of their conversation before I'd arrived, as well as just exactly what they had done after I'd left. "So you actually watched one another get off?" I questioned incredulously.
"Yep!" Di quipped coyly. "And I have to admit Brandon, it was exciting as hell. I mean I've seen a few porn films of course, and once I experimented a little with another girlfriend of mine, but I have to tell you, watching Maggie touching herself while she watched me was one of the most erotic experiences I've ever had!"
It was then that I told her about my little afternoon excursion while Di sat there with her mouth open listening to me. "And like you said Sis, not that I'm into guys or anything like that either, but watching Carlotta sucking and jacking off her husbands dick was horny as hell!"
"Speaking of which," Di smiled. "Hearing your story, and remembering this morning has had me horny all day, even more so now."
"I know what you mean," I admitted to her. I could feel the press of my hard dick against my Levi's and it was becoming more than a bit uncomfortable.
"You know something?" Di questioned.
"No...what?"
"In all these years, you and I have never watched one another."
Once again I smiled. "Well, not sure that's true exactly. Once I did hide under your bed, and then used a hand-held mirror to watch you when you snuck one of mom's toys into your room when you were younger."
"You did?" Di squealed with feigned embarrassment. "And then what did you do?"
"What do you think I did?" I told her. "I waited until you'd fallen asleep, then I left you a little present."
I saw the look on her face as she looked back in time trying to remember. Then she suddenly burst out laughing. "You know...I always wondered what the hell it was that got stuck in my hair. Never could figure it out," she added with sudden knowledge.
"You ever catch me at it?" I asked her curiously.
"Are you kidding? More times than I can actually count really. Like the time we'd just finished watching American Pie, remember? Then suddenly you volunteered to go to the store for mother. I remember looking over the grocery receipt, wondering later where the pie was that was listed there. Then realized suddenly why it wasn't in the fridge. When you went up to your room early that evening, pretending to be tired, I climbed up onto the roof the way we did when we were kids, snuck over to the window, and watched you fuck the hell out of that warm apple pie. Funniest thing I've ever seen in my entire life!" For the first time ever I was actually embarrassed.
"And one of the damned hottest too!" she added.
"So we've seen one another," I said smiling.
"Seen yes...really watched, no."
I looked at Di with a serious expression on my face. "I'd really enjoy watching you," I told her.
"I'd enjoy watching you too," she replied, and then stood before I could respond further, removing the blouse she was wearing. I'd certainly seen Di running about the house in her bra before. There was nothing new about that, but there's something to be said about seeing it in that context, and this one, as she reached back around behind herself, releasing the catch. "Well?"
I stood, undoing my own shirt, then unzipping my pants just as her bra fell away, revealing those magnificent breasts of hers. "I wouldn't mind seeing those dark colored nipples of Carlotta's", she stated as hers appeared, far more pinkish in color, with areolas less than half the size. But Di's extended nipples were every bit as hard and long, and I wanted to suck on each of them desperately.
"I'm sure that all you'll have to do is ask," I informed her. "I'm reasonably sure she wouldn't mind. And I'm sure that Carlos will be more than happy to show you his dick as well," I added just as Di reached over, releasing my prick from within the confines of my underwear.
"Maybe later. Right now...I'm only interested in seeing your dick," she grinned wickedly.
"Thought you wanted to watch," I asked as she stood there stroking my rigid prick.
"Both," she replied. "I wanna watch, and do!"
Moments later we were sitting across from one another on the bed, Di busily stroking herself with abandon, obviously enjoying the pleasure in my watching her doing so, as well as the pleasure I saw in her face in watching me as I not only showed her, but told her how it was that I enjoyed touching myself.
"You like the way that feels?" she asked curiously as I first twisted the head of my prick, letting go, and then roughly grab it again, twisting it the opposite way.
"Depends."
"Depends?"
"Yeah, depends on what mood I'm in. Or how horny I am. "Sometimes I like to play with it rough, like this..."
Di watched as I slapped it, hard. By the look on her face it surprised her. "Doesn't that hurt?"
"A little, but if I'm really horny, like I am now, it feels really good too. Don't you like it rough sometimes?"
By way of answer, I watched as Di suddenly slapped the lips of her cunt with her hand, harder even the second time, harder still the third. "You mean...like that?"
I answered with a couple of more hard slaps, then tight-fisted twists of my hand as she watched me stroking my prick with pure lustful interest.
"May I?"
I released my dick, felt my sister's hand surround it and gingerly begin to explore. "Yeah...sometimes really soft and slow is nice too," I told her, enjoying the incredible difference in sensation. Without asking, I reached over, allowed my finger to lightly caress her outer lips, locating easily her hard extended clit, feeling her jump involuntarily when I touched it.
"Hmmm, that feels nice," she cooed audibly.
"Yes, yes it does!" I agreed.
We continued to sit there playing with one another. I enjoyed the sensation of probing her inside, feeling the wet slickness of her juices as they coated my finger, then applying that same sweet slipperiness to her clit, feeling her bounce and jump involuntarily once again as I did. Likewise, enjoying the pleasure of her squeeze as she coaxed repeated amounts of liquid precum from the head of my dick, smearing the glands, then the shaft, then caressing my balls before returning for more.
Orgasm was approaching for both of us, but I didn't want this to end, the pleasure of just playing with one another in this way was even more pleasurable than what I knew the inevitable orgasm would be. Well, in a different way at least.
"Fuck, I wanna cum, but I don't want to either!" Di told me. I knew what she meant too.
Neither of us had heard the door open, nor did either of us know just how long Maggie had stood there watching us. But at some point I glanced up, there Maggie stood, her skirt down around her ankles, her fingers furiously fucking her cunt as she stood there watching us. "For gods sakes don't stop! I'm almost there!" she warned us. Just hearing her say that triggered my own orgasm, and in the next instant I was ejaculating cream everywhere, much to Di's delight and excitement as she now jack-hammered my prick, forcing out the remaining ribbon's of flying cream much to her delight, and climax as my fingers now triggered her own pleasured sweetness as the pearly liquid flowed between her legs, filling the palm of my hand.
"Oh fuck!" Maggie cried out moments later. And then Di and I both watched in awe as Maggie's pussy suddenly spewed forth a streamer of fluid that was every bit as copious as my own.
"Damn, wish I could do that!" Di stated a moment later when she was able to find her voice again. I was still gazing in amazement at the obvious wet puddles coating the tiled floor.
"You can!" Maggie assured her. "Every woman can actually. It just takes a little practice, patience, and a whole lot of excitement," she informed her.
"I love practicing," Di giggled.
"Yeah...me too," I added "Every single day in fact."
"Good, then perhaps after dinner, we can all practice together if you'd like," Maggie grinned hugging us both. "And I'm willing to bet, even if Pete had a bad day golfing, that if the three of us surprise him a little later, he'll forget all about it."



Suddenly I was famished again. "By the way, what's for dinner anyway?"
"Pasta!" Maggie told us. Which was one of my favorite foods. "And for dessert? I bought a nice juicy apple pie."
Di and I burst out laughing in perfect unison.
"What's so funny?" Maggie asked curiously.
"Ever seen the movie American Pie?"
"No."
"Remind me to pick up a copy of it tomorrow," Di told her. "And after we watch it, I have a funny story to tell you."
"Do tell," Maggie said lifting a single eyebrow.
"Tomorrow," Di assured her. "Tomorrow."
#
After enjoying a nice dinner together, Pete suggested moving into the sitting room for cocktails. Normally, this was where my aunt and uncle would discuss the days events rather than at the dinner table. As Pete was in a good mood after his arrival home, it was obvious he'd had a good day golfing, and as expected, he then shared with everyone his incredible day.
"So, how did your first day go?" Pete asked us.
We looked at each other smiling, then I turned to my uncle and shared with him the brief encounter I'd had with their maid in the laundry room that morning, then later the erotic little episode in the shed.
"Guess I owe Carlotta another bonus," he said grinning. He fidgeted in his seat as he spoke. It was obvious that he was becoming aroused as well as uncomfortable. "Obviously your Aunt has told you about our little game."
Di then shared her morning adventure with her Aunt.
"You're leaving out the best part honey," Mag's spoke after she'd finished.
"There's more?" Pete questioned curiously.
I saw Dianne actually blush, causing Pete to lift a curious eyebrow towards us. Maggie then went on to tell him about catching Dianne and I sitting on the bed masturbating one another just before dinner.
"Sounds like I should have stayed home instead of playing golf!" He announced shifting once again.
"Perhaps you should have," Maggie stated sarcastically, "Though I think if the twins are up for it, we could certainly have a naughty fun evening together here."
Pete glanced towards the two of us curiously, but it was Dianne that smoothed over any awkwardness. "I'm game...if Brandon is!"
The thought of seeing my Aunt naked, masturbating was a no-brainer. "Sounds good to me!" I announced.
Seconds later we had all shed our clothing, both Dianne and I now curious as to what would happen next. Maggie solved that little problem by joining me on the couch, as Pete motioned for Dianne to join him on his large oversized chair. Sitting crossways within his lap, she reached down easily and began coaxing my uncle's prick to an even greater firmness as he likewise began petting my sister's hairless quim.
As my Aunt sat next to me, I immediately latched on to one of her magnificent breasts, twirling her hard extended nipple gently between my fingers before leaning over to suck it deeply within my mouth.
"Oooh, that's nice!" she purred as her hand began to gently fondle my turgid organ like a flute player.
As I sucked that gorgeous boob of hers, I noticed that she was busily stroking her engorged clit with her free hand, still maintaining a firm grasp about my prick as she did.
"How's that feel Brandon?" she asked me unnecessarily.
"Fucking great!" I told her uninhibitedly using a word I'd never spoken in front of them before. I heard my uncle laugh across the short distance where he and my sister continued fondling and stroking one another.
"Yes, it does feel fucking nice doesn't it!" he added pleasurably.
We played like this for a while longer until my aunt decided it was time to escalate our activities to a new level. Standing up and taking my hand, she first led me, then Dianne over towards the other couch. I thought for a moment that she wanted us to sit down on either side of her.
"No, continue standing she announced, but lean forward...both of you and hold on to the back of it."
We did so, looking at one another curiously as Mag's stood behind us, my uncle still sitting within his chair, slow-stroking his enormous prick while he watched. It was then that I felt my aunt's hand come from between my legs, grasping my shaft. By the look on Dianne's face, I knew that Mag's was doing the same thing to her, now simultaneously fondling, and fingering us both.
"I think something's still missing here," she purred glancing towards my uncle who now stood and approached my aunt from behind. Except it was obvious within moments that he had slid his prick deep inside our aunt's cunt from behind as she continued masturbating the two of us simultaneously.
Standing as we were, it was easy for me to reach over and grasp one of my sister's dangling breasts, giving it a loving caress, fingering her taut hard little nipples and hearing the sigh of contentment from her as I did.
"Ok, I am way past horny now," she announced. "There's something I've always wanted to do, but never thought I'd get the chance to do until now."
"What's that?" Mag's asked her.
"Go ahead honey," my uncle urged. "Whatever you'd like to do or experience tonight is fine by us, isn't it Maggie?"
My Aunt could barely talk, her face flushed with passion and excitement as my uncle reluctantly withdrew from her tight-fitting pussy.
"I've a few of those thoughts myself," she added in a sultry breathless tone.
"Sit here," she announced, directing both my uncle and myself to sit side-by-side on the couch. Doing so, Dianne then positioned herself on the floor kneeling in front of the two of us. I expected her to fondle us simultaneously yes, something she had once shared with me as being one of her fantasies, but I hadn't expected or imagined it when she placed our cocks together side-by-side, and then began slow-stroking them up and down against one another.
"Ohhh, now that looks deliciously wicked!" Maggie stated coming over to position herself on the nearby armrest. Doing so, she then spread her legs apart about as far as possible, splitting her labia with one hand until the glistening moisture between her legs was more fully revealed. As she did, her tiny pink clit emerged, smooth shiny head just peaking out which she now rubbed in a circular motion with her fingers as I watched, mesmerized by the erotic little finger dance that she was performing. Adding to that stimulus was the frictional stroking of my dick against my uncles hard cock as Dianne periodically spit on the two of us, adding lubrication and pleasure to her continued stroking's.
"I love seeing a nice hard cock spurting its juice," she informed us playfully. "Think you can do that for me?" she asked both of us.
"I'd enjoy seeing that too!" my aunt announced, "but let me know when you're getting close, I'd like to try and cum with you," she grinned.
Knowing that my aunt could literally "squirt" like a guy could, I readily agreed, looking forward to watching her, watching my cock along with my uncle's as all three of us erupted spilling our respective pleasures against one another. Dianne began playing with the two of us more seriously at that point, taking each of us separately in hand now, though occasionally still rubbing our dicks against one another, as well as against her free-swaying breasts, or even standing to rub them against her hot swollen pussy lips as my aunt continued to sit on the arm of the couch, fingering, twirling, and sometimes slapping her pussy lips with her hand as the inevitable finally approached.
"I'm almost there!" Pete exclaimed grimacing as he fought off the urge to ejaculate.
"Fuck...me too!" I confirmed as the delicious sensation and need to spurt spunk seized my thoughts.
"Then do it!" Maggie screamed. "Do it now!" And with that the first jettison of her cunt threw a streamer of clear silky fluid the full length of the couch, landing directly atop my prick as well as my uncles. Even before the second jettison of my aunt's cunt began, I felt the first delicious spurt of my own release literally blow the head of my cock off. Dianne continued pumping it up and down, watching the milky white semen from my cock explode, throwing several ribbon's of my juice high into the hair, mingling now with the second and third cascading water falls of cream that continued to spurt from my aunts cunt like Niagara Falls. Pete's orgasm was a millisecond behind my own, adding his own icing to the twin cakes of my sister's breasts as she directed his pleasures against herself, coating each of her luscious looking tittles with his pearly essence.
"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" my aunt cried out, now standing and walking over to direct the last of her female squirtings against Dianne's breasts until the three combined juices from all of us had covered her tits in a milk-frothy mess of sticky, gooey syrup.
"Holy shit that was hot!" Dianne announced suddenly sitting back, releasing both my uncles prick as well as my own as she now massaged the massive mess of our combined spendings into her breasts.
Taking a few moments to recover from our respective orgasms, it was realized that in all fairness that it was now time that Dianne enjoy hers.
Laying her down on the floor, Maggie then slithered up between my sister's extended legs, parting them as though parting the red sea, then tenderly allowed the flick of her tongue to announce its intention. Hearing Di's mewl of anticipation and acceptance, I soon joined them both, wrapping my lips around one of Dianne's extended nipples as my uncle took cue from this, soon after doing the same thing to the other.
"Holy shit that feels good!" Di announced happily as the three of us proceeded to pleasure her with tongue and lips.
Seeing my aunt going down on my sister was a sight I could never have imagined. And though I had just climaxed only moments ago, already the excitement was coursing through my rapidly growing prick, and I noticed as well that my uncles seemed to be doing the very same thing as mine was.
"Maggie?"
"Yes honey?"
"That's something else I've always been curious about too."
"Oh? And what's that?"
"What you're doing."
"You mean licking you? Sucking your clit? Licking your pussy?"
Hearing my aunt talking so dirty soon had me rock hard once again.
"Yes...that."
"Uh huh. And?"
"Well, I've always wondered..."
Maggie smiled, then repositioned herself without speaking over my sister's face so that the two of them were now embraced in an erotic little '69' with one another there on the floor of the sitting room.
"That what you had in mind?" she asked.
Dianne answered by slipping her tongue deep inside my aunt's cunt, hearing my aunt's low guttural moan of approval as she did.
I hadn't noticed my uncle moving over to sit beside me while we watched my sister and aunt busily devouring one another. Nor did it register for a moment until I felt the subtle sensation of his hand clasping my prick and begin moving it up and down. I glanced briefly towards him, seeing his member all hard and swollen once again, the head of his prick purplish, throbbing with need and anticipation as without thought I reached over and began stroking his as he continued stroking my own.
"Fair warning, I don't want to drown you," Maggie informed my sister. "But that sweet tongue of yours already has me on the edge!"
"Drown away!" Dianne coaxed enthusiastically. "I want to taste you, drink you all up," she added.
Though she didn't erupt quite as forcefully as she had a short time ago, I watched in fascination as the tiny cascade of her fluids suddenly began spilling out of my aunt's cunt, bathing my sister's face as she continued lapping at her wildly. With the onrush of my aunt's orgasm, it triggered Dianne's, and though she didn't exactly squirt as my aunt had, and was now doing, the sound of that extra slipperiness could easily be heard as Maggie mashed her face even more forcefully, more fully against my sister's thrashing, wildly undulating pussy mound.
I then felt the sudden lurch of my uncle's prick, tearing my eyes away from the decadent spectacle before us in time to see the hot molten lava of his volcanic prick spewing it's cream. I watched, transfixed and noticed that it ran thickly, rather than spurting as it had previously from the tip of his prick until it filled the gaps between my fingers. I continued to pump it out using it by way of lubrication, coating and caressing my uncle's prick until I'd milked out the last final drop of his climax. Only then did I realize that he'd been doing the exact same thing to my own prick as the hot sticky semen bathed my still tightened balls.
#
It was late by the time we'd all gone to bed. Exhausted, satiated beyond reason, I soon fell into a deep sleep, awakening to the sound of morning bird song and the warmth of sunlight streaming through the window. I was famished. But I was also sporting a morning "woody" as I called it, a "piss-hard" though needing to pee, I was also immediately horny as well, recalling the incredibly erotic happenings of the night before.
I was sorely tempted to jerk off into the toilet bowl as I had often done upon awakening, but fought off the urge in hopes and sudden realization that there would no doubt be more games to play and enjoy throughout the day. After I had managed to finally empty my bladder, which was no mean feat as my cock remained somewhat hard. I made my way towards the kitchen area, once again the smell of fresh brewed coffee reaching me before reaching it. As I entered the room I was surprised to find Carlotta sitting there enjoying a cup herself. No one else was up as yet, and though only slightly disappointed at that discovery, I was also immediately pleased when she looked up towards me, smiled and lowered the newspaper she'd been reading. She was naked, and her dark skinned breasts with her chocolate colored nipples greeted me in welcome.
"Good morning," she announced in her Spanish accent, her breasts rising and falling as I answered though my eyes remained glued to her magnificent tits.
"Good morning. Guess I'm the first one up!"
Carlotta stood, confirming that she was indeed naked, quickly retrieving an empty cup, and then pouring me a coffee, which she brought over to me as I took a seat across from where she'd been sitting.
"Cream? Sugar?"
"Ah no...just black." I announced, once again staring at her tits as well as the tiny thin strip of dark black pussy hair between her legs.
"Blow job?"
"What?"
She laughed, pointing directly at my still erect member that was poking obviously upwards through the flimsy cut-off sweat shorts I had chosen to wear.
"You are 'steel' horny? Even after last night?" She proclaimed, stating when she did that she, and most likely Carlos were fully aware of our past evenings escapade.
"Yeah...guess I am." I replied boldly, even scooting my chair backwards a little allowing the presence of my erection to continue to fill her eyes.
There was a bowl of fruit on the table. Carlotta smiled snatching one of the ripe yellow banana's handing it to me. "Here, use this and fuck me with it," she stated seriously. She stood in front of me, straddling one leg, reaching down to begin fondling my erect prick through the material of my sweat shorts. As asked, I placed the head of the yellow fruit against the opening of her split and watched as it entered her easily, disappearing within seconds deep within the folds of her succulent cunt.
"Morning!" My uncle stated as he entered the room.
"Coffee?" Carlotta asked him without batting an eyelash.
"I'll get it," he grinned, watching us. "You two keep doing what you are, I'll just sit here, enjoy my coffee...and watch."
Taking a third seat, my uncle sat, but not before parting his bathrobe revealing that he was naked beneath. One hand on his coffee, the other on his growing prick, he sipped.
"Would you like a blowjob this morning Mr. Edwards?" she asked him formally.
"In a minute," he nodded. "But I'd like to see you cum on that banana first," he told the two of us.
Carlotta smiled, turning back towards me as she fumbled with the waistband of my shorts, worming her hand beneath until coming fully into contact with my firmly erect cock.
"Well...aren't we all off to an interesting start?"
Both Maggie as well as Dianne had entered the room. Maggie crossed over towards my uncle Pete almost immediately giving him an affectionate kiss, then slipping her hand down into his lap and caressing his now very much awakened prick. Simultaneously, Pete untied the sash on my Aunt's robe, exposing one of her firm breasts, which he then suckled briefly before letting go, motioning over his niece where he then greeted her in much the same way.
By this time Carlotta was breathing heavily, nearing her orgasm that I had managed to produce with the near constant in and out fucking of her quim with the thick full banana.
"I so enjoy hearing her cum," Maggie announced. "She's always so vocal when she does!"
Sure enough, when she came, the near ear-splitting scream of her climax started the dogs to barking outside.
"And that...should alert Carlos," Pete laughed mater of factly.
Carlo's entered the kitchen area through the back door minutes later.
"Good morning," he said simply looking towards my Aunt. Without a word I watched as Maggie jumped up onto the kitchen counter spreading her legs. She then patted the space next to her.
"Come here...sit Di," she told my sister. "Carlo's has a wonderful tongue."
To my surprise, as Carlo's leaned over to begin licking Maggie's pussy as she sat on the edge of the counter, so did Carlotta begin licking Dianne. Sliding a chair over so he could see better, Pete sat admiring the view as Carlotta mouthed Dianne's pussy with abject determination.
"Take a seat," he told me. "We're next!"
I watched as the two of them periodically traded places, Carlos soon licking and sucking my sister's clit, as Carlotta licked and simultaneously fingered my Aunt.
I wasn't at all surprised when Pete reached over unbuckling Carlo's loose fitting jeans, tugging them down until that massive prick of his was sticking straight out like a baseball bat at the ready. As Carlos licked Dianne, Pete began fisting the massive phallus, cupping the man's balls with one hand and continuing to jack him off with the other.
"Go ahead Brandon, finger-fuck Carlotta," he told me.
I did so, feeling the slickness of her moisture, the residue of her most recent spending. Watching as I slipped first one, then two fingers deep inside the recess of her cunt as she continued licking my Aunt, sucking in that hard sweet clitoris between her lips. To my added surprise and delight, both Maggie and Dianne turned slightly facing one another in order to pull and fondle one another's tits while having their respective snatches licked and sucked and played with.
"Who wants it?" Maggie asked as she fought for control.
"Actually...I do!" I surprised everyone saying. Pleased beyond description, Carlotta now moved away as I took her place between my Aunt's legs, and for the first time slipped my tongue between the tasty sweet folds of her sex.
"Yummy!" I announced, just as the sweet precious fluid of her liquid explosion filled my mouth.
Finally spent, I once again stepped back, hearing my Uncle's words as I did.
"You ready Carlos?" he asked.
"Si' Si'" he spoke nodding his head rapidly as well.
Placing that enormous prick against my sister's cunt, Pete rubbed it back and forth against her clit and lips, pleasuring her in the process, but also pleasuring Carlo's who was on the verge of climax himself. All of us now watched as the thick creamy nectar of his prick began bathing my sister's cunt in thick gobs of cum-butter that soon frosted her entire split from top to bottom. After my Uncle had milked that enormous monster of its fluids, finally releasing it, Carlotta then took his place and began devouring each and every droplet of his climax from my sister's messy looking quim. By the look on my sister's face, I knew she was only moments away from ecstasy.



"Brandon?"
"Yeah?"
"Come here...and bring that nice hard cock with you!"
I stood moments later as Maggie was now directed to rub my dick against my sister's split, Carlotta continuing to lick and suck us both, alternating between the two. As decadent as this all was, certainly far beyond my wildest imagination, Carlos capped the whole thing off as he knelt down on the floor, gathering in my uncle's prick and began sucking it as Maggie teased my sister's split by briefly inserting the head of my cock inside her, fucking her with it as Carlotta continued to nibble, lick and kiss us both.
"Fuck...I'm gonna blow!" I announced unashamedly.
Only then did Maggie remove my prick, sandwiching it between Carlotta and herself as each of them now sucked and tickled me towards orgasm.
"Hey...what about me?"
Quickly jumping down off the counter top, Dianne joined the two of them as all three now pressed my prick against their faces, pumping it, licking it, sucking it in turn until I felt the first hard-felt release sky-rocket up the length of my shaft.
"Here...it...cums!" I screamed out, watching the torrent of cream that suddenly emerged, defying gravity momentarily, then pummeling downwards, splashing against faces, breasts and hair. Streamers of cream, liquid spurtings of such intensity that seemed for a moment to be non-diminishing flew from the head of my prick for what seemed like endless minutes. Below me the girls giggling with glee and lustful triumph as they smeared my pleasure against one another, caressing breasts, faces and feeding one another with hands and fingers.
The sound of my Uncle's pleasure erupting soon turned each of our heads, Carlos greedily sucking down my Uncle's spunk until his mouth was filled, then leaning over, Carlotta greeting him with open mouth where he spat, and she swallowed, ending the most decadent experience of my entire life.
"Well then...now that we've had breakfast, what's for lunch?" I asked.
With a great deal of laughter, everyone soon parted and prepared for the day in a more normal fashion. Though I knew even as I followed my sister upstairs to the bedroom that normal for us from this time forward had taken on a whole new meaning.
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You'd never know it if you were to meet her or see her on the street. But the truth of the matter is, my wife has a cum fetish. I guess everyone has perhaps some sort of fetish. Some are pretty kinky, some are pretty tame, borderline fetish even. But this one...well, I'd have to say it ranks on the higher end of kinky fetishes. And it isn't just the fact Denise loves cum, a lot of women do. But she loves wearing it...in public preferably, and as fresh as possible.
I met Denise at a singles party two years ago. We'd both just gone through a divorce, and though I really wasn't in the mood for any long-term relationships, it had been a while since I'd even had sex with a woman. It was then my best friend Larry told me about this singles club he'd been going to. Most of the women there were simply looking for a good time with no long-term commitments. It sounded like the perfect needed solution. Though that first night when I spotted Denise, Larry warned me away from her, saying that several of the men who'd actually taken her out had found her to be a little too kinky for their tastes. Like I said, to look at her you'd never know. She was average, without looking average. Not drop dead gorgeous, but damn cute. Maybe five foot five, or five foot six perhaps, full breasts, but again neither large nor small. Shoulder length dishwater blonde hair with full lips and a slightly crooked nose that was still as cute as a button. I took an immediate liking to her regardless of anything I'd heard or been told.
"Suit yourself buddy," Larry told me. "But don't say I didn't warn ya!"
She was standing at the bar...alone, watching several of the other couples dancing or milling about in conversation when I approached. As the drinks were part of the admission price, I couldn't very well offer to buy her one. It made the task of meeting someone a bit awkward, but it also made it easier on the other hand as everyone there was in the same position I was.
"Hi...my name's Steven," I told her. "Saw you standing here and thought I'd introduce myself."
I smiled inwardly. "That wasn't so hard," I mused. "Straight forward and to the point."
Denise smiled, but turned back towards the bar setting her empty glass down on the counter.
"Another?"
The bartender took her glass. Now it was awkward. I considered leaving, but waited as the barkeep placed a fresh drink in front of her. She turned towards me.
"You're either new here...or no one's bothered to warn you off me."
"Both, well sorta," I stammered. "I mean this is my first time at the club, but yes...a few of the people here have told me that you have a particular fetish that some find a bit out there." I told her honestly. She smiled.
"But obviously they haven't told you what it is exactly."
"Well...no, they haven't." Even Larry told me that it was something I'd have to find out for myself if I persisted on meeting her. Intrigued, and loving an adventure, which I was certainly in the mood for by this time, I had thrown caution to the wind.

Once again she smiled, sipped her drink, then sat it back down on the bar and looked directly into my eyes. "I have a cum fetish," she explained.
"That much I heard," I informed her. "But I think a lot of women like cum, perhaps more than most might think. Hell...even I..." Denise cut me off from continuing.
"Oh it's not just about tasting it, or even playing in it, though I enjoy doing that too. What I like...is wearing it."
"Wear...wearing it? You mean like enjoying a facial?" That made her laugh.
"That too...but take it another step further than that," she told me candidly. I had no clue.
"Not sure what you mean by that."
"Ok, picture this, one of my ultimate fantasies. Three, four, maybe even five guys cum all over me..."
"Ok...so that's sorta kinky, but once again, I know several women..."
"And I walk naked down the street covered in their cum."
Ok, that shut me up. "Seriously?"
"Seriously! Understand what I mean now when I say wearing it?"
I did.
"I like the feel of it on my skin, especially when it's nice and fresh. I like the smell of it, I like the naughtiness of knowing its there. But what I really enjoy is the shocked look and bewildered expression on people's faces when they realize what it is."
Suddenly the movie "What about Mary" popped into my mind.
"So you're telling me you'd walk around with a big wad of spunk matting your hair? Something like that?"
Once again she laughed. "Nearly everyone I meet mentions that particular movie."
Without saying it, she knew damn well I was thinking about it. I grinned...foolishly. "It was pretty funny."
"Yes, it was. But I don't do it to be funny. I do it because I like it, because it turns me on, and because its harmless, doesn't hurt anyone, and it's a perfectly normal bodily function."
"Yeah, except I don't think it's meant to be worn...externally I mean, well...not out in public perhaps anyway."
She didn't respond to that. "So you don't have any kinks...quirks or fetishes?"
"No...not really I guess. Pretty straight stuff for me."
"Yes you do."
"Excuse me?"
"Everyone does, though most won't admit it, even to themselves. Sure...some are pretty lame, timid, even mild in comparison to some others. But everyone has a fetish or two, even if they don't realize it."
I thought about that finally ordering a drink. "Scotch on the rocks." I turned once again to face her, she hadn't taken her eyes off me since I'd looked at her last. "No...can't think of any, really."
"You like scotch?"
I picked up my drink, took a sip from it and sat it down again. "Guess you could say that, yes."
"Ever drink it any other way? I mean...scotch and water, scotch and soda?"
"No."
"Well, there you have it. You have a scotch fetish, you prefer it only one way."
"That doesn't count."
"Sure it does!"
"I meant sexual fetishes!"
That made her laugh again. "Oh, I see...well ok. Let me see if I can figure out your sexual fetish then," she told me.
Admittedly, the conversation was getting interesting now, and she was easy to look at and talk to. "Go for it!" I challenged her.
She looked at me like she was sizing me up for a tailored suit. "You don't look like you're an ass man."
"Maybe I am."
"Nope...you're not. Tits maybe." I smiled. "Ah...so you are a breast man!" I smiled once again. "Big tits?" I grinned, but said nothing. "Certainly not small ones." I tried to remain stone faced. "Ah...so you're a true breast man, you like looking at all shapes and sizes don't you?" She had me there.
"Yeah, you got me on that one. But I certainly don't consider that a fetish."
"Oh? And why not?"
"Well, for one thing I don't think about a woman's breasts all the time, I do look into a woman's eyes occasionally."
That made her laugh again. "Well I'll give you points there, I've only seen you check mine out twice since we started talking."
"Three times...but who's counting? Make that four times...five."
She laughed once again. "So, you're serious about really wanting to go out with me?" she questioned.
"I am."
"Ok, but only on one condition."
"What's that?"
"Escort me to the ladies room, you go into the men's room, jerk yourself off. When you're ready to cum, you open the door and let me in."
"You're serious!"
"I am, unless you're not interested that is." I thought about it, but I was still interested, and curious.
"And?" I knew there was an 'And' in there somewhere. It wasn't just about her watching me jerking myself off, though that would have been ok too.
"And...you squirt a nice juicy load on the front of my blouse, then we walk arm in arm out of here and back to my place."
She was wearing a black blouse.
"Won't it ruin your shirt?"
"I have a good dry cleaner...with a sense of humor," she informed me. "He always addresses me as Miss Lewinsky."
Now it was my turn to laugh. "Fuck...lets go!" She followed, and then led me into the back.
"Remember, all over my blouse, the messier the better." I half wondered what I was really getting myself into. "Don't worry...I'll make it worth your while!"
"Everyone will know!" I stammered with the realization.
"I certainly hope so!" she said grinning.
#
Larry and I had taken a cab. Neither of us wanted to be the designated driver just in case it turned into nothing more than a drinking night. Denise had done the same. Escorting her back from the restrooms had gone fairly smoothly. Perhaps one or two other couples glanced in our direction as we passed, and though I had certainly done a fairly good job of messing up her blouse, unless you actually examined it, it just looked like someone had spilled something on it.
"You have a nice funky smell."
"Thank you...I think," I told her.
As we stood near the curb waiting to hail a cab, the doorman flagged one for us, and then gave Denise a rather odd look as he stared at the front of her blouse. "Cab," I said softly trying to usher her by the startled looking doorman. If anything, Denise thrust her chest out even further than she had been as though proud of the present she was wearing. But it wasn't a sparkling diamond necklace, closer to a pearl one I'd say.
"Care to make a deposit?" she asked him half seriously. And I knew that had he said he would, she'd have bared her breasts for him to do it, right then and there. Reason I know that...she's done it before. Several times.
We slid into the cab. "Where too?"
Denise gave him the address. He was still looking at her. Actually, he was looking at her blouse, or rather her tits. Somewhere along the way, she'd also managed to undo several button's on her blouse and was busily massaging in some of my not quite dried yet cum-cream. "It's good for the breasts," she announced, which included the cab driver.
"Really? I wonder if my wife would buy into that!" he stated, let out a loud guffaw, then turned and put the cab into gear.
"You have a problem with people having sex in your cab?" she asked him point blank. I thought I was gonna die. I looked up, caught his startled expression in the rear-view mirror.
"Me? Nope! Matter of fact, that would be a first for me. You'd be surprised how many of my buddies have asked me if anyone's done that. And of course, all I hear from them are these wild exaggerated stories about people constantly getting it on in their cabs. So nope...that'd be a first for me. Something to finally tell someone about, so...if that's what you wanna do, you go right ahead. I'll even take a little off the meter for you if you do!"
"Would you mind jerking yourself off for me while you drive?" she asked next.
"What?"
"I'll double your fare if you do," she told him.
Speechless, I just sat there, dumb founded, now wondering what it was I really had gotten myself into.
"Your husband won't mind?"
Denise chuckled. "He's not my husband, he's my cum-buddy."
"Cum buddy?" The driver asked.
"Yeah, I love cum, especially wearing it...in public. But I enjoy watching it shooting out too. So...like I said, interested?"
"Sure...why the hell not. Especially for twice the fare," he reminded her.
I watched as Denise lowered the zipper on her skirt, removing it. She wore only a matching black thong, allowing the smooth twin cheeks of her ass to hang out there for all the world to see. Not that I minded. Leaning forward over the front seat, she presented a nice view of her lovely looking ass at me. "Steven?" she questioned.
"Yeah?"
"While I watch this, would you mind jerking off onto my ass for me? Let me know when you're about ready to cum again though, I want to watch it...as well as feel it." I heard the cabdriver snicker. "And as for you...keep your eyes on the road, and your hand on your cock. All you have to do is tell me when you cum, then you get the fare. If I miss it...then the deals off. Capuche?"
Cabby nodded his head without answering. I was glad I couldn't actually see him. I mean it was weird enough as it was. Me in the backseat jerking off, though I was lucky enough to have something to look at while I did, and the cabby in the front seat doing the same thing, while Denise took turns watching the two of us.
"Remember...anyone ready to cum has to tell me," she reminded, then slipped her hand down between her legs and began frigging herself off.
That helped...a lot.
#
Denise got her wish, or rather wishes if you will. Though I hadn't seen it, I'd heard it. The cab driver must have spurted quite a load as Denise giggled enthusiastically urging him on as he did.
"Oh yeah! Yeah! That's it! Shoot it honey! Shoot it. Here...give me some, let me finish you off!" I watched as she nearly tumbled head over heals into the front seat reaching down in order to finish jacking the guy's dick off, which she must have done. Especially as he reached up and shut the meter off immediately afterwards with a very pleasant looking smile on his face.
And I have to admit, hearing him...hearing her, had triggered my own climax, quite unexpectedly. Not something I had really anticipated nor intended. But in the next instant I was pumping my cock off against her firm ass, watching the trailers of semen arching up against her back, which included now the back of her black blouse, and then down upon her ass. She had just finished pumping off the driver when she turned back around to face me with a pouty expression on her face. "You were supposed to tell me."
"You were busy."
She smiled. "Was it nice and messy?"
"Check the back of your blouse." She did, grinned, then brought her hand back around covered in my cum cream.
"I did feel it on my ass," she informed me.
I caught the cab driver looking at us in the rear view mirror again. He was shaking his head in wonder.
"Feel good?"
"Still does. It's running down my ass."
I felt the cabby slow, then pull next to the curb. "This it?" he asked.
"Yep, this is the place," Denise announced opening the door. Her skirt was still on the floor as she stepped out, her blouse undone, her bare breasts fully exposed. It was late, and the streets were fairly deserted, though I had the feeling had it been noon, she'd have exited the cab in the very same way.
"Would you mind getting my skirt?" she asked. I retrieved it, and then paid the cabby. As I did, I noticed Denise had leaned into the passenger side window. "Here...these are for you." I saw that she held out her black thong towards him. "Now you have proof," she added. The cabby gladly accepted her gift. "Oh, and I made sure there's plenty of pussy juice in the crotch of them too if ya wanna smell them." He did.
"Thanks lady!" he again chuckled. "Though even with these, I'm not sure anyone's gonna believe this."
"Your wife might," I reminded him.
"Oh...yeah." He tucked the black thong between the seats.
"Cumming?" Denise called back towards me as I exited the cab, and followed her near naked cum splattered body up the stairs to her apartment.
#
"Oh no!" I thought to myself as I scrambled up the stairs just reaching Denise as the doors opened. "Another doorman!"
"Evening Miss Jensen," the man said smiling at her, shaking his head. "Been a while."
"Yes, yes it has Charlie," she answered back brushing past him. Only then did she look back towards me just as I reached the door. "Charlie? This is Steven, my new cum-buddy."
"Evening Sir," he stated tipping his hat in acknowledgement. I merely smiled a rather confused smile towards him as Denise and I then followed him towards the elevators.
"Think you can manage it?"
"I'll give it a go miss," he grinned as we all stepped inside, the doors closing. Almost immediately he reached inside his trousers, unzipping them and produced a rather large angry looking member. It was shinny black, slick with his juices and looked much like some sort of exotic snake rather than some cock sticking between his legs. Almost immediately he began fisting it as the elevator slowly rose. Denise lived on the top floor, he had already pushed the 14th floor for her when stepping in.
"You didn't make it last time," she reminded him. He laughed.
"I know...but this time I've been waiting for you. Been sorta keeping myself primed."
Denise stood slipping a hand between her legs, giving her exposed quim a gentle frig with her fingers, then surprising me as she reached over, unzipping my fly.
The elevator slowly continued to rise, now to the 8th floor. "Halfway there," she announced.
"Almost there," he answered, an obvious grimace of ecstasy beginning to show within his face.
As the elevator indicated the 12th floor, he turned towards her, holding his enormous cobra-like phallus straight out in front of him towards her. "Now!" he groaned. And in that instant, Denise cupped each of her breasts together just as the biggest wad of cream I had ever seen before in my entire life leapt from the head of his prick in a surging thrown rope of jisim that splattered fully against the twin slopes of her breasts. Then came another and another, the forceful ejaculates almost obliterating her flesh as rivers of cum-cream pooled, then began running down the slick valley of Denise's tits to cause her entire chest and stomach to glisten with his pearly spunk.
"Ding!"
She stuck a finger in her mouth sucking it, and then passed her other hand, the one that she'd used to frig herself with and ran it beneath his nose, across his lips. "Thank you Charlie," she said teasingly.
"My pleasure," he grinned back at her, slipping his still semi-erect cock back into his pants. "Any time."
"Every time," she shot back as she exited the elevator. All I could do was follow her into the small foyer as she walked towards the door that obviously led into her apartment.
"What the hell was that?" Only then did I notice that my own stiff cock was poking fully from the front of my pants as I followed her into the room.
"Oh, just a fun little game we enjoy playing whenever we get the chance. If he can manage to cum before we get to my floor, then next time I give him a blowjob on the way up. If not, then he eats me on the way up. I know it's a bit silly...but it's fun. It's really a win-win situation either way."
"I see."
"No you don't...but perhaps in time, you will," she explained tossing her purse on the coffee table. "Now...as much as I hate doing this, time to shower, then you and I are going to fuck like rabbits. How's that sound?"
It sounded good.
#
Over the next several weeks, I was introduced into Denise's wild wacky world of cum play. Never in a million years could I have imagined all the various things one could do involving cum that for her was most certainly the defined definition of a true fetish. Everything from lining up shot-glasses on the coffee table, then standing behind me, pumping my prick and seeing not only how far I could shoot and actually hit one of the glasses before taking it and drinking it down afterwards, to lying beneath the glass table on the floor, and watching my cream splatter against the surface while she happily masturbated below as she watched me.
But as quirky-kinky as all these things might have been, including additional elevator rides with Charlie, it was still going out in public with her to dinner, or to the movies that seemed to hold the most pleasure and excitement for her.
Most often she would wear some sort of dark colored blouse or jacket. We would have dinner in a nice restaurant, then shortly after the waiter or waitress had left the bill, we would depart for the restrooms where she would often slip in behind me once I'd confirmed the coast was clear, standing with me in one of the stalls, jerking my prick until I had splashed a goodly amount of cum cream against her dark blouse, or jacket. Occasionally, when she was really feeling daring, which took me a few times before I was willing to do it, I would cum against her neck, or one side of her face, or leave a few lines of cum streaking up and along side her head into her hair. Then we would walk hand in hand out of the restaurant together. Sometimes people noticed and wondered, sometimes we seemed to pass by without so much as a single look. It didn't matter to her one way or the other. She simply enjoyed the feel of that hot fresh cum sticking against her body, especially as we'd often stroll down the sidewalk towards the car. And we always parked a fair distance away from wherever we were going, just so she could spend that time wearing a partial facial as we strolled slowly down the sidewalk together.



And there was something about her, that look of danger and excitement that was always pervasive, always bubbling just below the surface. And she knew how to use it, how to entice total strangers, people you'd never guess would be so willing and so ready to involve themselves in her weird kinky little games.
One particular evening, we'd gone to see a rather erotic foreign film together. I knew before hand that she was really in one of her moods, as she'd even refrained from touching me or herself for most of the day, which was usually a good sign. As she dressed, she wore only the shortest of skirts, no thong this time, and a sheer white blouse that easily revealed her dark colored nipples beneath. Though she took a matching jacket, she carried it over the shoulder. Passing Charlie at the door, she grinned wickedly towards him. "Might be a late one," she announced.
"I'll be here," he answered holding the door.
We arrived at the theatre, and as I purchased the tickets for the show, I couldn't help but laugh at the fumbling delay as the ticket girl glanced repeatedly towards Denise, who's taut hard nipples pressed obscenely against the sheer white blouse she was wearing.
"Enjoy the show," she smiled knowingly.
"Oh...we will," Denise laughed, then suggestively licked her upper lip as we stepped away from the window and moved on into the theatre.
"You're incorrigible!" I told her.
"I know, but you love me for it anyway."
I stumbled briefly in my step, and realized right then and there, I was beginning to. There were few patrons already seated, much to my relief. It was after all a weeknight, and this wasn't exactly the typical type of movie most attended. Nor was it the type of movie that some guy wearing a trench coat would come to see either. There were enough of those movies around where that wasn't a concern. Believe it or not, Denise did have certain standards that she maintained, if one could call it that.
The show had already started, so we stood at the entryway allowing our eyes to adjust to the darkness. The theatre was sprinkled here and there with several couples, but there were plenty of open seats and enough distance between any of them to ensure some measure of privacy.
"This way," she announced taking my hand. I followed, surprised when she selected a row sitting just off to one side and behind a young couple sitting in front of us.
"Here?"
"Shhh!" she whispered sitting down. I sat. Almost immediately she bunched her skirt up around her waist, fully exposing herself. Had either of the two sitting in front of us looked behind, they'd have seen Denise happily, though quietly petting herself as the movie continued.
As expected, it wasn't long before I felt her hand worming its way into my lap. I'd learned long ago to quit wearing shorts whenever we went out. Feeling the coolness of the air as it reached my exposed prick, I nervously glanced about somewhat relieved to see that no one else would so easily be able to see us, or what we were doing, except for of course the young couple sitting in front of us.
Midway through the movie, I froze, though Denise's hand continued to slowly pump my very hard, very wet slick cock up and down. The young woman in front of us rose, hurriedly heading down the row towards the isle and then back towards the foyer. I wondered, and worried briefly that she might have seen or heard us, and was off to tell someone. The fact that the guy who was sitting with her didn't go along with her as well softened that concern somewhat, though Denise of course didn't indicate any concerns whatsoever. If anything, with the disappearance of the young woman, Denise raised the stakes of this naughty little adventure together. As I said, my prick was glistening with moisture. She'd been milking it for the better part of an hour, I felt I could explode at any moment with any sudden increase of friction or tempo. Which was when she started squeezing it more forcefully, producing even more slippery precum juice. As she did, she now purposely 'squished' it between her fingers and my staff, the sound of which easily reached my ears as she pumped, squished, and milked my prick with obvious abandon and glee. I had sat there, my eyes no longer focused on the movie, but clearly riveted to the back of the guy's head. Sure enough, he turned looking over his shoulder, luckily at first in Denise's direction, then mine. His eyes widened in surprise, that even in the darkness of the theatre I could see.
"Naughty huh?" Denise said grinning as she continued pumping my prick, still making with the squishy juicy sounds that I was sure could be heard all over the auditorium. And had that not been enough, she was wet enough herself that she'd now included the same sort of wicked sounds as her fingers now pummeled her own wet split, adding to the chorus of decadent music our two organs were playing.
"Holy shit!" He said a little too loudly.
"You like?" Denise whispered back a subtle reminder in cautioning him. He grinned.
"Wanna play?"
"What?"
As usual, whatever she was up to or about to do, I was merely along for the ride.
"Where's your wife?"
"She had to pee."
Once again I nervously scanned the theatre, but they were at least whispering low enough so as not to disturb anyone above the sounds and music of the movie that was playing.
"Go find her, tell her what we're doing. If she's interested, tell her to come sit beside me, then you sit beside her."
"You serious?"
"Very...now go before she returns." He stood up immediately, nearly tripping over himself on the way out.
"What if she freaks?" I asked.
"What if she does?" Denise said rearranging her skirt modestly. "We're not doing anything." I took cue from her and zipped myself up though it wasn't easy.
Moments later I caught movement out of the corner of my eye. To my amazement, the two of them entered the row we were sitting in, the young good looking blonde taking a seat next to Denise. Denise then leaned over, whispered something to her though I couldn't hear it, only the quiet giggle of the young woman a moment later. I could clearly see however as she reached over into her husbands lap, unzipping him and produced a very stiff, very erect looking prick. Likewise, Denise then did the same thing with me. For a few moments I watched, as he did...the two girls quietly sitting there together stroking us. Once again Denise leaned over whispering. And once again I couldn't hear her, but I could hear the young girls response.
"Ok," she grinned. "As long as it's ok with him."
I wasn't sure which 'him' she was referring to, but the young woman then leaned over whispering to her husband, who glanced briefly sideways towards me, and Denise before nodding his head. Simultaneously, both women stood exchanging places. In the next instant, Denise's hand was wrapped around the other guys prick, and the blonde's was wrapped around mine. I could only sit there shaking my head in amazement. This continued for a few moments more until the subtle shifting on the other side of the blonde alerted me that Denise was up to something. Sure enough, she had managed to bunch up her skirt around her waist once again. A millisecond after that, she was inching her hand between the blonde's legs. It took a brief moment of coaxing, but finally she relaxed and actually spread them a little.
"Take them off."
"What?"
"Your panty hose, take them off."
"It's too dangerous...I can't."
"Rip them off then."
I heard her nervously giggle. "How?"
Once again Denise fumbled briefly reaching into her purse. "Use this," she stated, handing the young woman a nail file. In the next instant, I heard the soft tear of fabric as she tore a piece of the garment away.
"That's better," Denise purred, then slipped her hand back down between the young woman's legs. "Now...do me as well," she whispered.
And there we all sat, Denise contentedly jacking the man's prick with one hand, fingering his wife with the other. She in turn fingering Denise, and pumping me as we pretended to continue watching the movie, which I had lost all track of and knew absolutely nothing about by this time. The only thing I did know for sure, was that the show would be ending soon by the way the movie was heading. Sensing that as well, Denise began jacking the man's cock off much more forcefully, which he immediately warmed too, though by the look on his face, he was also immediately worried and concerned about his impending explosion. He needn't have.
With one sudden movement of her hand, Denise reached up and split away her blouse popping each and every button on it in the process. Now bare-breasted, she offered him the perfect place for depositing his semen, which he took advantage of almost immediately. To my additional surprise, Denise hadn't once removed her hand from between the blonde's legs, and as she and I watched the first hard-felt spurtings of her husbands cock splashing against Denise's tits, I heard her suddenly groan, her legs suddenly coming together in a vice-like grip as Denise continued to pump out the husbands cream as well as the wife's orgasm simultaneously. Unfortunately for me, the blonde had forgotten all about me in her pleasures, though her hand nearly squeezed the head of my dick off when she came.
"Sorry!" she replied sheepishly a moment or so later as she finally recovered. But the lights had already come up and the credits were rolling. Several of the patrons had already stood moving towards the exits. We sat...one gentleman doing a double take as he passed by our row, Denise's breasts in full glorious view as he did, his eyes widening with surprise.
"Good movie huh?" she said grinning back at him.
"Must have been," he answered laughing, then continued on up the isle way.
By now the young couple was obviously nervous and in a hurry to leave, especially with Denise sitting here, her breasts nonchalantly revealed, covered thickly with the guys cum-butter.
"Aren't you going to stay for the climax?" she questioned.
"It's ok," I stated as the blonde stood looking apologetically towards me. "It was still fun."
She hesitated, and then looked about the theatre. It was nearly empty now. "You close?"
"On the edge," I grinned.
She sat back down next to me. "So help me...if anyone comes."
"Hopefully he will," Denise answered with a laugh, sitting down on the other side of me. "When he squirts, just aim it my way."
She did.
#
Like I said in the beginning, every day with Denise was an adventure. In time, she actually quit referring me to everyone as her "cum-buddy". Eventually, it became "lover" and then "husband". Even the wedding was an adventure, certainly not anything anyone else would ever consider as normal, not by a long shot. But it had become so for us. I was never jealous, nor worried that she didn't love me, or want me...she did. But it was the simple acceptance of who she was, and the fetish she enjoyed. Accepting that, was accepting of her. And I did.
By this time my best friend Larry had also accepted my relationship with Denise. And once I'd better explained to him what it was she enjoyed doing, and why, he understood it a lot better as well. Not to mention the fact that I'd even hinted on occasion that Denise might be willing to include him in one of our private little games.
Neither of us had the typical bachelor, or bachelorette party the night before the wedding. There was no need for that. Each day had been a party of sorts, always something new and exciting, kinky or fun...and yes, even normal. Sometimes we merely fucked just for the pleasure in doing that.
But it was the day of our wedding that I'd say has to go down in the annals of time as being one of the wildest, wettest, and kinkiest yet. Obviously we didn't have one of those typical church weddings, nor did she even wear a wedding dress. The veil yes, but nothing else. She had a friend who was a legal minister and could perform ceremonies, and with whom she had also periodically enjoyed sharing her fetishes with. So he was certainly cool about it. In addition, she had two girlfriends in attendance, and I had brought Larry along as my best man, along with another mutual friend of ours, though he was nervous and hesitant as hell when we told him we'd be wearing nothing more than bow ties at the wedding. But with the certain knowledge there would be plenty of naked available flesh to look at, whatever inhibitions or concerns he might have originally had, simply faded away.
We had picked a favorite spot of ours high up in the mountains in a beautiful meadow that was filled with wildflowers and the warmth of the midsummers sunshine. Secluded as we were, there was no fear or danger that anyone would stumble in upon us, leaving the wedding ceremony very private and very personal. It was interesting to say the least, Denise and I standing together, she in her veil, me in my bowtie, her naked attendants all holding nothing more than flowers, while Larry and Brent stood by nervously ogling all the available eye-candy.
As we'd spent nearly two years together before getting married, I had by that time gotten to know Denise better than I had ever known anyone. And I had also shared with her and learned each and every fantasy, each and every naughty decadent thought she'd ever had, or had ever done. Some of which she still hadn't explored or entertained believe it or not. And so it was that I had planned on a bit of a surprise for her, something that I knew she'd remember and enjoy.
We had just finished the ceremony, now legally wed. Larry was busily uncorking the wine we had brought with us for the celebration afterwards. The girls had spread out several large quilted blankets to sit on where we all sat, basking in the sunlight, sipping our wine and enjoying the view.
One thing that Denise had always wanted to do, but had never done as yet, was actually make love in the out of doors with an audience watching. The stage for that particular little desire was already set. I had no problem with it as we merged together there amongst our friends who watched fondly and with admiration as we pleasured one another towards orgasm. As was usually the case, I had pulled out of her just prior to climaxing, my orgasmic release splashing against her from head to toe as she lay below me, much to her delight and the delight of our friends who witnessed my copious discharge. I had spoken to Charlene, one of Denise's friend's day's earlier. I had mentioned my intentions, my hopes and grinned with delight when she assured me that not only could she satisfy my wish, but so could another friend of theirs who was also invited to the wedding. Moving off, Denise looked up towards me in curious wonder. She knew I was up to something as I quickly motioned for Charlene and Kristy to come over and stand above her.
"Ladies?" I said grinning. "If you please..."
There they stood, reaching over towards one another and began masturbating one another as they stood over her. Even Larry and Brent were caught off guard by this one, as I hadn't informed either one of them of my intentions. Nor did either of them have any clue as to what was happening either, which I figured would melt away whatever inhibitions either one of them might have had for later. Which it did.
It didn't take very long, the girls had been very much aroused most of the day anyway, and the suggestion of my idea, and knowing Denise as well as they did, kept that sexual tension on edge up until this very moment.
"For me?" Denise said grinning, knowing full well what was about to happen. Though I smiled inwardly with both Larry and Brent watching that neither one of them still had a clue.
The girls had switched from mere fingering one another, to now purposely manipulating themselves in whatever fashion or way that it took to produce the desired results. But moments later, as Charlene hard-slapped her own self, and as Kristy more furiously tended to rub her clit like a miniature cock, one after the other began to jettison little streamers of female cum-cream that sprayed out in sparkling clear fluids, almost as though Denise stood beneath the shower at home as her friends bathed her in an abundance of female nectar.
"Fucking A!" Brent exclaimed as he witnessed his first ever female ejaculation.
"You can say that again!" Larry added as he absentmindedly stood there fondling his now very erect prick.
I had figured, and hoped that with the girl's initial involvement that it would more easily pave the way for Larry and Brent to join in as well. Something as I said I had always known Denise had thought and fantasized about quite often. I wasn't sure about her minister friend, but seeing him walking over to watch, cock in hand and hard as a rock, whatever doubts I had about him melted away.
"Where would you like it?" he asked.
"Here...on this one," she said presenting her left breast. "Cover it completely for me if you would...please."
"I'll do my very best," he told her, then proceeded to shower her proffered tit with an abundance of his creamy white nectar a short time afterwards.
"Larry? Brent?" I asked, pointing down towards my wife. Neither one seemed to move all too quickly, still looking and appearing a little unsure, until Charlene joined in, grabbing Larry's cock and leading him forward.
"Allow me," she said grinning. Which he did.
Once again, it didn't take long, not with Charlene jerking my friend's cock anyway. As the minister had done to her left breast, Larry managed to cream her right one. Denise now sat with both breasts fully covered in a rich overabundance of fuck butter. As Larry and Charlene stepped back, Kristy led Brent, also by the cock towards her. Denise merely spread her legs even more fully apart, swirling her clit with her fingers as she did, giving him the perfect target for Kristy to aim at while enjoying the feel of her hand upon him along with the view of my wife's deliciously wet cunt. He was soon after squirting against her, though initially a bit wildly, though Denise didn't seem to mind. The majority of his cream landing directly against her split, much to her delight and pleasure.
"And finally..." she said grinning as I approached.
I had by now managed to work up another nice hard erection. Though it had been relatively easy after having watched everyone getting off ahead of me, especially the two girls, who'd assured me they'd do so again after I'd finished.
"Feed me his prick," Denise told her two girl friends. "Rub it all over me, all over my face, my neck, my tits."
I was only too happy to oblige, enjoying the sensation of it as first one, then the other, sometimes both of them rubbed my rock-hard erection back and forth against my wife where she sometimes sucked it, nibbling it until having it taken away. When I was ready, I announced it of course, and then Charlene placed the head of my dick against Denise's hungrily waiting mouth. The first spurt disappearing inside where she drank it, then shutting her mouth fully, allowing the second massive spurt to splash purposely against her lips, another along the side of her face, still yet another, aimed downwards against her breasts, splashing to mingle with the still slick moisture of previous spendings. As promised, Charlene and Kristy both once again placed themselves over my wife's prostate cream filled body and poured another deluge of their own brand of cum-cream upon her minutes later.
Drenched, sticky, and glistening with sticky goo, the girls now knelt down on the blanket along side her and proceeded to massage the natural lotion into her exposed flesh. Joining them, I soon did the same, delighting in the funky mixture of smells and texture of creams that lay there. To my surprise, even Larry and Brent joined us then, taking hands, legs and feet, not a single square inch of her was left un-caressed, unmassaged, un-probed, or untouched. By now Charlene and Kristy were sucking her breasts, enjoying the erotic wicked taste of my wife's tits as they devoured the mixture of cream still found there. I, devouring her split, tickling her clit, fingering her quim much to her delight as she motioned for, then proceeded to once again fondle and jack off my two friends while her minister friend fed her his cock which she hungrily devoured.



I have no idea how many times everyone came, nor how many partners eventually everyone enjoyed. But as dusk came and the sun dipped below the horizon, Denise and I wandered off alone...together, leaving our still sleeping friends behind.
"Cum on me," I told her. "Lay me down and cum all over me."
She smiled happily...and did just that.
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Riley and Teri had known one another for a long time. Riley had been employed by a manufacturing center shortly after graduating from high school. It was there she'd met Teri, becoming fast friends within a very short period of time. Teri had just gone through a fairly messy divorce, and as such, she wasn't interested, or looking to get in another relationship either. Riley had recently broken off her relationship with the guy she'd been seeing, giving them even more reason to bond with one another so quickly.
Early on, many of their co-workers thought them to be sisters. They looked enough alike that many who saw or met them, thought they were. Similar in height, weight, even to the length of their dish-water blonde hair, Riley and Teri reveled in being called "sisters" and to some degree, became as close as sisters over a short length of time.
A year after their meeting, Teri had invited Riley to vacation with her on a short trip to see a little of the country, spending some time camping and simply relaxing. As it had been a while since Riley had actually had a vacation, she immediately jumped at the opportunity.
It was during that first trip while hiking down to a secluded area where a fresh stream ran, that Teri had suggested they "freshen up" after a couple of dusty-dirty days camping. Frolicking naked in the refreshingly cold water together had been a fun, delightful experience for them both. Afterwards, rather than dressing, they had made their way back to camp, enjoying their hike in the nude together. Riley had found their "nature hike" altogether stimulating. Seeing, watching Teri hiking up ahead of her in the buff had brought about some curiously sensual thoughts. She'd never entertained, nor considered the possibility of ever doing anything with another woman before, but seeing Teri as she uninhibitedly walked in front of her, stirred feelings and emotions that she wasn't sure how to fully cope with.
That evening, long after dinner, as darkness fell, the two women had retired for the night after a hard days walk. Once again, seeing Teri as she stripped off her clothing in preparation for bed had caused Riley to lie there, privately, secretly admiring her friend. Even as they rehashed the day's events, none of which were really sexual in nature, Riley felt a wetness begin to pool within her sex. As she was comfortably enclosed within the confines of her sleeping bag, Riley allowed her hand to travel down between her legs, slipping beneath the waistband of her panties knowing that Teri was totally unaware of her subtle, yet teasing explorations.
"Wasn't that water cold?" Teri asked, remembering how they had both immersed themselves within the chilly stream.
Riley remembered, well. She'd felt her nipples pucker, hardening at the sensation of cold as it seized her. Glancing up at her friend, she noticed that Teri's nipple's had also swollen into a taut "nipply" hardness as she'd jokingly called it.
"Freezing cold." She replied simply. "But it sure felt good to wash all that dirt and dust off." Riley added.
"I'll say. And the hike back...." Teri let the thought trail off without finishing it.
Although the lighting inside the tent was soft as the lantern they were using barely lit up the inside well enough to see by, Riley thought she could detect a slight blush spreading across Teri's cheeks.
"Yeah...it's been a while since I've done that." Riley responded, slipping a finger fully inside her now very wet quim. "It felt good to hike around like that...naked, free."
Teri turned gazing down at Riley, smiling. The blush even more prominently announced. She quickly pulled her sweatshirt over her head, revealing momentarily her small, yet perky breasts.
"Me too." Teri said continuing to smile. "Sort of....." Once again she left off finishing her statement.
"Sort of what?" Riley pressed, still slowly playing with the nubbin of her sex.
Now Teri did blush. "Sort of made me horny doing that." She laughed.
Riley joined her. "I know what you mean, did the same thing to me too." She admitted freely. "Must have something to do with being out in the open like that. The possibility of someone maybe seeing us." She suggested.
Riley didn't want to tell her that in addition to that aspect of their hike, watching Teri's near perfect ass as she walked in front of her had actually caused her to wonder about things she'd never even considered before.
"I know exactly what you mean!" Teri responded excitedly as she finished stripping off the rest of her clothing before climbing down inside her sleeping bag, zipping it up.
"Oh shit!" Teri stated a second later.
"What?"
"I forgot to turn out the lantern."
As Riley was closest, she rolled over, unzipping her bag, climbing out. "I'll get it."
Riley turned briefly to face Teri. "You all comfy?"
She caught Teri's initial gaze at her, not at her face, she'd caught her looking at her body, there was no denying it...she had been.
"Yeah, all set." She responded finally looking up.
Riley turned off the lantern, throwing the tent into near total darkness. Making her way back inside her own sleeping bag, she fumbled briefly for a moment with the zipper drawing it part way up. As it wasn't all that cold outside, Riley allowed the upper portion of her body to sit outside the bag. Unable to see her hand in front of her own face, Riley felt comfortable as she reached up, silently tweaking one of her re-aroused nipples. Simultaneously she slipped her other hand back down inside the waistband of her panties where her still wet pussy sat waiting for her.
"Good night." Teri said softly.
"Night." Riley replied, adding a second finger next to the first that was now buried deeply inside herself.
For several long silent moments, Riley lay there, quietly playing with herself. After a time, she thought she heard Teri's soft, not quite snoring. Relaxing enough when she did, Riley began to more fervently stroke her pussy, hearing the faint subtle sounds of her wetness adhering to her fingers as she worked them in and out of her clenching, gushing sex. So involved had she become while doing this...that the unfamiliar sound coming from Teri's corner of the tent alerted her that something was going on. Stopping what she'd been doing to herself, she listened, concentrating on the sound she thought she had heard. For a moment, there was nothing. Then a second or two later, she heard the raspy, intake of breath as Teri lay there beside her in the darkness. It was a sound that was all too familiar, as she'd recognized it in herself on other "self-pleasured" occasions.
Still...Riley wondered momentarily if it was her own excited imagination. Lying there, wondering now if Teri was playing with her pussy in much the same way that she was doing. Still listening, though she had begun to slowly finger her slit, Riley thought she heard a very low, long draw out moan that was barely even audible.
"Did she just cum?" Riley wondered.
A stirring next to her as Teri suddenly readjusted her position, making herself comfortable for sleep, confirmed her suspicions that she had. Smiling to herself in the darkness, Riley strove towards her own needful completion, surprised to find herself wondering, imagining, what it would feel like to be licking her best friends nipples.
#
After that first trip, Riley and Teri began spending a great deal of time together whenever they could. Sharing a great many interests, they began spending nearly every weekend together, as well as several evenings during the week after work.
Three month's after their camping adventure, Riley invited Teri to go along with her to visit some relatives whom she'd planned on seeing some month's earlier. To her surprise, Teri excitedly accepted. As it was a long drive, they made arrangements to spend the first night in a motel room a little over half way to their final destination. It had been a long drive, but had passed quickly as they had spent most of it talking, sharing thoughts, which to Riley's surprise had included a great many details as to why Teri's marriage had failed. Riley was pleased however that Teri felt comfortable enough to include her in her confidence, especially as much of what she told her had obviously been very difficult for her to have shared.
Pulling into the parking lot of the motel, checking in...both women were anxiously looking forward to a cleansing shower along with a decent meal. Riley had spotted what appeared to be some sort of nightclub-restaurant a short distance away from the motel they were staying at.
"What say we head back to that place I spotted on the way in for something to eat and drink?"
"Oh, I don't know Riley. I'm hungry yes...but I really don't feel like doing anything else." She said hesitantly. "I'm kind of tired after that long drive." She added apologetically.
It took some coaxing, but eventually Riley managed to convince her friend that she didn't want to go there alone, all by herself, but that she would if she had too.
"I promise, just a couple of drinks, something to eat. Ok?"
Still not enthusiastic about it, Teri finally gave in to Riley's urging. After tossing a coin to see who would shower first, Riley showered, dried off and came out wearing nothing more than a fresh pair of panties. Teri was sitting on the edge of the bed channel surfing the TV when she came in.
"Nothing on."
"Try the radio." Riley stated. "I'd prefer listening to some music anyway."
"Good idea." Teri said agreeing, finding a station they both liked.
Once again Riley felt like Teri was eyeing her a little while Riley pretended not to notice. Sitting on the edge of the bed, combing out her long hair, Teri finally stood, heading into the bath to take her shower.
Teri hadn't fully closed the bathroom door. Realizing she'd left her ponytail holder sitting on the sink, Riley stood up with the intention of grabbing it, figuring that Teri wouldn't mind her coming in, especially as she hadn't fully closed the bathroom door. Pushing it open, she saw Teri standing in the shower. The semi-transparent glass of the tub enclosure slightly obscured her nudity, but it didn't entirely hide the fact that Teri was standing in front of the shower spray, or more importantly, how she was standing in front of the pulsating spray of water.
For a split second, Riley considered closing the door, backing out before Teri realized she was there. Transfixed, she found herself unable to move. Riley watched as it became obvious that Teri was allowing the pulsating beat of the shower spray to fall directly towards her pussy. Standing there, both hands obviously down between her legs, she "appeared" to be holding her labia open with her hands, thus allowing the water to caress her swollen puffy lips. A second later, Teri turned as though suddenly aware of her friends presence. Almost immediately, Riley reacted, coming into the bath as though she had just barely entered in through the door.
"Pardon me. I left my ponytail holder on the sink." She announced innocently.
Riley had seen Teri step considerably further into the shower, raising her arms as though she was washing her armpits.
"No problem." Teri stated with a bit of nervousness in her voice. "I'm hurrying, should be out in just a few." She added unnecessarily.
Retreating back into the bedroom, Riley found a fresh pair of tight-fitting jeans, struggling into to them when Teri emerged from the bathroom. Wearing a bathrobe, she crossed over to the bed, sitting down and began to dry her wet hair with a large fluffy towel. As she was doing this, a song came on the radio, one that Riley rather liked.
Absentmindedly, she quit dressing, her Levi jeans still only partially buttoned up and began swaying in rhythm to the song being played. Lost in the pleasure of the music momentarily, she continued to dance, looking up briefly towards Teri who was now merely sitting there, watching her as she danced.
"I like the way you dance." She announced unexpectedly.
Riley smiled, almost seductively, continuing to dance, doing so in such a way that it became more suggestive in fact.
"I love to dance." She told her.
"I like watching you." Teri responded softly.
Riley felt the unexpected moisture begin to pool between her legs. The obvious "first" signs of arousal, once again taking her by surprise as images of dancing naked together flashed through her mind.
"Dance with me." Riley announced holding out her hands towards her friend.
Teri shook her head "no", seemingly embarrassed, even shy. "No, thanks. I'm really not a very good dancer." She told Riley.
"Dance with me anyway. I'll show you." Riley urged.
Even as Teri once again declined, Riley crossed the room, reaching out, pulling Teri up onto her feet. In doing so, her robe parted revealing the fact she was still nude beneath it. Taking Teri in her arms, Riley began to dance with her, slowly moving, swaying to the beat of the music. To her surprise, Teri began moving with her as though they'd been dancing together like this for years. Slipping her hands inside the robe, rather than around it, Riley felt the almost electrical contact with Teri's still warm skin as her hands slid around behind, pressing in against the small of her back.
"See? You can so dance!" Riley announced.
The song had ended however, giving Teri an excuse to break away heading towards her open suitcase.
"We'd best get going if we're going to get anything to eat." She said a bit nervously, not daring to look in Riley's direction. Seconds later, she'd grabbed some fresh underwear, dashing back into the bathroom to change rather than doing so inside the bedroom. Riley finished dressing, heading outside to have a smoke where Teri joined her a few minutes later.
"I'm starved!" Teri announced.
"Me too." Riley responded. But she was also feeling a different kind of hunger now, one in which she hadn't expected to be feeling.
#
Walking into the dimly lit bar, Teri stopped suddenly.
"Riley!"
"What?"
"Look!"
Riley glanced about the room filled full of people, but not just people, women...lots and lots of women.
The music was loud; whispering was out of the question. Even so, Teri leaned over to Riley half-yelling into her ear in order to be heard.
"You know what this is?"
"Yeah. A lesbian bar!" Riley said grinning. "Come on...I'm thirsty!"
Leading Teri over towards the bar, she sat down on one of the nearby stools leaving room for Teri to sit down beside her. The moment she sat, the woman sitting to her left immediately eyeballed her much like a man would under any other normal circumstances.
"Hey honey...haven't seen you in here before." The rather masculine looking woman spoke rather forcefully, still eyeing Riley up and down.
"Just passing through." Riley said demurely.
"What's your name?" The woman pressed.
"Riley, and this is my....my lover, Teri." Riley said introducing Teri who sat wide-eyed, almost in shock at the introduction.
"Ah. Too bad. We could have had some fun."
Standing up, moving away a moment later, Teri grabbed Riley's arm.
"Why'd you tell her that?" She asked.
"Better they think the two of us together than not don't you think?" Riley said smiling. "So relax, have a drink while we order something to eat. If everyone sees the two of us sitting here together, chances are they'll leave us alone."
"I'm not sure I'm really up for this." Teri said looking about nervously.
Riley giggled. "Don't worry. I won't let anyone hit on you." She said protectively.
Truth was, after a short time, both Riley as well as Teri were having a really good time. A couple of drinks had gone a long way to soothing both of their nerves. But even more surprisingly, Teri no longer seemed in such a hurry to return to their room either. Riley had noticed her begin to relax, even enjoying watching many of the women who were there dancing with one another.
"Come on Teri, dance with me." Riley urged playfully.
"Nah. Think I'd rather sit here and watch." She said.
"Suit yourself." Riley responded. "But I'm going to dance!"
With that, Riley stood, melting into the throng of women who were dancing rather provocatively, erotically out on the floor. Within seconds, several women had "hooked up" with Riley, dancing beside her, even against her. Before she even realized it, she felt herself drawn against one such woman who began grinding her thigh purposely between Riley's legs. Grinding back, surging against her, Riley glanced over towards where Teri was still sitting, seeing the lusty expression of pleasure clearly etched within her face. After several very arousing dances, Riley made her way back to where Teri was sitting.
"Well? Shall we head back to the room?"
Teri merely nodded her head, standing to finish her drink. "God Riley, I really do enjoy watching you dance. It's almost....poetic!" She exclaimed.
"Really?"
"Yeah. Really."
#
Shortly after they had entered their motel room, Riley had turned on the radio once again. Teri had headed almost immediately for the bathroom, emerging a few moments later having put on a long tee shirt as her only sleeping attire. Still dressed, Riley began doing a slow strip tease to the music. Playfully, not really meaning anything by it, she was surprised when Teri sat on the edge of the bed and began urging her on.
"You have any idea how good you look doing that?" She stated without thought.
"Oh really? You think I look good?" Riley teased back.
She pulled her sweater up and over her head revealing the fact that she hadn't worn a bra. Her breasts were only slightly smaller than Teri's, though her nipples were slightly larger, and at the moment, were standing proudly erect as she continued to slowly bump and grind against an unseen partner.
"Come on Teri. You wouldn't dance with me at the club, but you can certainly dance with me now."
To her surprise, Teri stood and moved over towards her. Taking her within her arms, Riley pressed her leg firmly between Teri's legs, gyrating, and grinding against her seductively to the slow methodical beat of the music playing on the radio.
Even through the material of her Levi's, Riley could feel first the heat...and then what she thought to be a bit of moisture soaking through as she continued pressing against her. She felt Teri place her head comfortably upon her shoulder as they danced. Held so closely to her, Riley felt slightly light-headed, more importantly, bold as well as giddy. The press of Teri's soft breasts against her own sent tiny shivering tingles up and down her spine. With her hands wrapped around Teri's back, she reached beneath the tee shirt then drew her hands around front, placing them carefully on her friend's soft breasts.
"Oh God...Riley!" Teri exclaimed.
Riley was fearful for a moment that she had gone too far, that Teri would realize what she'd done and pull away. Surprised when she didn't. Surprised even more when Teri raised her head up, looked into Riley's face, and then bent to kiss her.
They stood there together for several long, precious moments. As their tongues and lips entwined in an erotic dance, escalating their unbeknownst desires, Riley felt Teri's hands suddenly reach out, cupping and capturing her soft pliant breasts.
"Oh God...Teri!" Riley moaned expectantly, thumbing, fingering and toying with her friend's hard nubbins of pleasure while she in turn played with hers.
"I can't...I can't believe we're doing this!" Teri wheezed in a breathless whisper of passion. "I've...I've always wondered." She stated freely.
Riley pressed her leg even more firmly between Teri's legs, eliciting a soft almost agonizing moan of pleasure. Fumbling with the buttons of her fly, Teri managed to undo them sufficiently to allow her hand to travel down beneath and inside Riley's panties. The moment Teri's hand touched her there; Riley felt a sharp tingling wave of pleasure coursing through her entire body.



"Let me...let me take...these off." Riley finally managed to say between gasps for breath. Teri's hand was already searching her out, finding an abundance of moisture waiting for her gentle probing.
Riley stepped away briefly, shucking her Levi's off as quickly as it was possible for her to do. When she did, her panties came with them of course, leaving her entirely naked. Teri had by this time moved over to once again sit down upon the bed, but she had removed her tee shirt, and sat fingering one of her own nipples.
"I still can't believe we're doing this." Teri admitted. "But since we're obviously going to, I might as well tell you its something I've been thinking about...fantasizing about for a very long time now."
Riley laughed, smiling wickedly at her friend. "You have no idea Teri. Ever since our camping trip together, I've been wondering...thinking about it too. I even masturbated that night in bed imagining myself being with you."
"You did? So did I!" Teri nearly shouted. "Oh God Riley! If I'd only known then! I lay there that night next to you, touching myself, making myself crazy with desire for you. I wanted so badly to roll over, kiss you...hug you, make love to you."
Riley was smiling even more widely than before. "I wondered if you were. I almost approached you that night too. I think I actually heard you cum, and it made me so fucking hot that I thought I was going to die! Why didn't you say...do something?"
"I don't know...afraid I guess. I didn't know then that I could feel this way towards you. But I've since learned, that maybe I have felt this way all along. I never felt that comfortable with men...not all of which were that bad, but there was just something missing for me."
"I know...I knew it too. But I refused to admit it, always doing what everyone expected, wanted me to do, to be."
"That's really why my marriage failed I guess. There just wasn't anything there for me emotionally, physically. Not the way I'm feeling now at least...not the way that nearly every waking moment I'm away from you, I'm imagining being with you, touching you, kissing you....making love to you."
"Make love to me now." Riley told her. "And let me make love to you."
Riley moved up onto the bed beside her friend. Taking one of Teri's firm pink colored nipples within her lips, she gently, sweetly, sucked the tiny morsel of flesh into her mouth, rolling it around with her tongue. After she'd devoured both of Teri's breasts, paying equal attention, equal homage between each, Teri then pushed Riley down onto her back, returning the favor.
"Oh Teri...it's been so fucking long since anyone's done that to me!" She confessed.
Riley felt Teri's gentle probing of her sex with the soft tip of her middle finger. Easing it inside of her, she slid it slowly, softly in and out of her quivering femininity. Riley closed her eyes, focusing on sensations she had forgotten even existed for her. Teri continued to lick, nipping at her aroused nipples, her finger now increasing with rapidity as she stroked her friend's juicy quim, delighting in the sensations of playing with, and masturbating another woman.
"Fuck me Teri...fuck me!" Riley pleaded with her.
Moving around on the bed, Teri easily positioned herself against Riley's pussy. Locked in a "scissors-like" embrace, she eased her puffy swollen lips against those of Riley's soft silken furrow. As wet as they both were, she glided against her opening, as though having poured a full bottle of baby oil between them, they moved. Slippery beyond description, Teri felt her lips pressing, sliding against those of her friends.
"Pussy-kissing" as she called it a moment later, hearing the sounds of their slits pressing, sucking, kissing one another as they held hands, grinding delightedly in a semi-circular motion.
"Oh fuck Teri...this is amazing!" Riley cried out rapturously. "Did you have any idea it could feel like this?" She asked.
"No. But I have certainly fantasized about doing it enough times." Teri admitted to her. "And especially that night." She said, once again alluding to their camping experience together.
"You realize we could have been pussy kissing one another that night instead of simply getting ourselves off?" Teri said laughing almost hysterically. "And now...here we are."
"Yes...here....we....are!" Riley said, purposely grinding herself even harder against Teri's slit than she had been.
Teri moaned, pressed back against her...moaned again.
"Fuck Riley...this feels so damn good!"
"It does. But what I really want to do...is lick you Teri. I want to taste you with my tongue."
"Really? You want to lick my pussy?" Teri asked somewhat surprised at something so obviously simple as that.
"Yes. And I want to feel what its like for you to lick me too." She told her.
Somewhat reluctantly, they separated. As nice as the "pussy-kissing" had been, both Teri as well as Riley was eager to experience what it would feel like to pleasure one another orally.
Riley approached her friend, who somewhat shyly, fought against her as Riley gently spread her legs apart even more obscenely than they already were. She toyed with her slit for a moment, spreading the juices, which ran in tiny rivulets from the opening of her sex. Placing her finger just barely inside, she exposed Teri's tiny swollen clitoris. Gently placing her cum-coated finger upon it, she slathered it in sweet juicy ecstasy, rolling the nubbin of pleasure with the tip of her finger, gliding across it tenderly, smearing Teri's own juices across its polished glistening surface.
"Oh fuck Riley! You're driving me insane!"
Riley wasn't done however. Playfully, still in a teasing mood, she again smeared a freshly dipped coating of Teri's nectar upon the extended nipple of her own breast. Holding it within her hand, she leaned over, licking, kissing Teri's belly-button while she did, placing her nipple, pressing her breast at the opening of Teri's burning desire.
"You like that?" Riley asked as she tit-fucked her friends split.
"Oh hell yes. That feels really nice. And the fact that you've got your boob pressed against my cunt makes it feel...sort of naughty. You know what I mean?" Riley laughed. "Yes, I know exactly what you mean."
She continued to press her nipple against Teri's clit, fucking it with her firmness, mashing her soft breast against the wet slippery furrow of her split.
"Suck me now." Teri moaned. "Please Riley...please. Lick me." She begged.
Removing her breast from Teri's pussy, Riley placed herself comfortably between her friend's legs. Tentatively, she allowed the tip of her tongue to slide over the hard little nub of her pleasure center. She felt Teri squirm pleasurably beneath her as she did. Riley then ran the length and flat of her tongue down her split, allowing it to drag luxuriously down her slick groove. Her juices were incredibly sweet. She'd not really known what to expect, but as she tongued her again, she found herself hungrily lathering her friend's pussy.
"Oh my God...Oh my God...don't stop, please...don't stop!" Teri wailed excitedly.
Riley drew Teri's clit deeply inside her mouth, pulling on it with her lips, sucking it in. As she did, she slid her finger deeply inside her slit, hooking it gently so that it caressed the smooth inner walls of Teri's moist fuck-tunnel.
"Fuck me!" Teri screamed, letting her emotions boil over, thrashing atop the bed almost violently as Riley continued sucking; chewing on her lovers captured clitty.
"Oh Riley....Riley! Make me cum baby....make me cum!"
Riley renewed her oral onslaught against Teri's pussy. As her juices continued to flow, she greedily drank them up, exploring her wetness, digging for the abundance of rich creamy nectar that awaited her. As her fingers continued to explore, gently teasing and caressing her most inner reachings, Teri began thrusting upwards, meeting her strokes, urging her on as she neared her much needed, desired orgasm.
Clenching her arms, Riley felt Teri raking her fingernails deeply, almost painfully into her flesh. As Teri shuddered ecstatically, thrashing around beneath Riley's ministrations, her screams of mixed laughter, pleasured moans and groanings, told her that Teri was enjoying one spectacular orgasm.
Lying between her legs, the pleasure-pained torment of ecstasy finally ebbing, she continued to softly tickle her furrow with her tongue until Teri could no longer stand the super-sensitive joy of her lovers tongue.
"Now its your turn!" She said dangerously. "Now I get to drive you crazy!"
True to her word, she did. Riley fingered her nipples, playing with them, pulling on them letting the added stimulation enhance the delightful tingle that Teri was bringing to her clitoris. Tenderly, she felt her nubbin caressed in ways she'd long forgotten how they felt. As Teri sucked, kissing her clit, licking the satin slickness of her womanhood, she heard herself moaning as though from afar. Hearing the sounds, wondering briefly, almost stupidly as to "who could be making them?" Realizing instantaneously of course, that it was her. As her cries of pleasure continued to escape her lips, she felt her clit throbbing expectantly. Teri added the sensation of her searching fingers, placing first one, and then two inside her. Walking them back and forth, finding her sensitive spot inside, producing even more feminine cum-cream which began leaking out of her slit in tiny rivers of lubrication that wet her lovers face, as well as drenching the sheets upon the bed.
Gritting her teeth, Riley placed both hands on either side of Teri's head when she came. Nearly suffocating her friend, she mashed herself hard...fully against Teri's face as she exploded. She felt her pussy liquefy, felt it churning and gushing in a torrent of juice that covered Teri's face. Even through all this, Teri licked, sucked...devoured her until there was nothing left, nothing but the sweet mind-numbing joy of pleasure beyond words.
#
It was difficult to spend any real time together over the course of the next two days. Though they shared a room together at Riley's aunts house, the walls were paper-thin. With her aunt sleeping next door to them, it made it virtually impossible for them to even think about doing anything.
Their first opportunity came when Riley's aunt made her annual visit Sunday morning to visit one of her friends. This left the two women alone for a few hours. Teri had already headed upstairs to shower when Riley decided to pay her a surprised visit and join her. Entering the bathroom, she quietly stepped inside, wondering as she did if Teri was "doing anything", feeling mischievous herself as she stepped inside the room. Pulling aside the shower curtain just enough to peek around the corner, she was pleased to see Teri bracing one hand against the wall, the other between her legs while the shower spray cascaded down over her head. Standing as she was, Riley knew the likelihood of being heard as she quickly stripped off her tee shirt was unlikely. Stepping into the tub, she approached Teri, reaching out to cup both of her breasts, nipping her on the shoulder as she did.
"I was hoping you'd join me." Teri replied, not at all surprised to find Riley standing behind her. "I was standing here...imagining that you were."
Riley continued to caress one of Teri's perky breasts, allowing her other hand to slip down in front of her. Pressing her middle finger, nestling it within the folds of Teri's legs, she proceeded to tease her labia as she stood leaning into her from behind.
"You like that?" Riley asked.
"Oh yes! It feels good! Very, very good!"
Riley semi-straddled Teri's leg from behind, forcing her to part her legs even more fully as she did, slipping her finger deeper inside Teri's quim.
"I think I could cum just like this." Riley breathed into her shoulder, still nipping at her flesh with her mouth, rolling a hardened nipple between her fingers, while busily twiddling the rapidly lubricating lips of her sex. Rubbing her own aroused lips against the back side of Teri's thigh, she felt her lubrications coating her leg, making it easier for her to slide up and down in a gentle, yet firm coupling with her flesh.
"I'd enjoy feeling that." Teri moaned, now using both hands to brace herself against the wall of the shower with.
"I would too. But I have a better idea." Riley told her.
"What?"
"We need to make a small trip."
"A trip? Where?" Teri questioned turning around.
Riley was grinning. "Remember passing that little store I pointed out to you on the way into town?"
Teri thought for a moment. "You talking about that X-rated video store?"
"Yeah, that's the one. Well...they don't just sell movies Teri. The sign out front also said something about adult novelty items."
"What do you mean?"
"You know...toys. Dildos, vibrators...things like that."
"You serious?"
"Very!"
Before she could say anything more, Riley stepped out of the shower and began to immediately towel herself dry. "Come on Teri...lets go shopping and see what we can find that will be fun to try."
Teri was surprised to find the thought of purchasing a vibrator, something they would no doubt end up sharing with one another to be extremely exciting.
"Maybe we should get a movie too." She added as she finished dressing.
Riley really was grinning now. "That's the spirit Teri! Let's do that...something to watch while we get one another off with a couple of new toys!"
#
To Riley's as well as Teri's amazement, there was a wider selection of "toys" than either woman realized. Browsing up and down several isles, they'd briefly considered purchasing a strap-on dildo, but discarded the notion due to the slight inconvenience of actually using it. There was also a double dildo, something they could insert inside one another simultaneously. But truth was, as they stood there discussing the possibilities, they settled on two similar, though slightly different hand-held vibrators.
Having also selected a couple of movies, the two girls made their way back to Riley's aunt's place. They'd be heading back home that afternoon. Riley was already looking forward to the drive back; it would be a far more interesting one than the drive up based on what she had in mind.
They had gotten a goodly distance out of town. Teri was driving at the moment, which Riley had anticipated. Reaching into the back seat where they had stored their purchases, she removed her selected toy from the packaging, inserting the new batteries she had also purchased.
"What are you doing?" Teri asked.
"Thought I'd give this a test drive." Riley said flippantly.
"Here? Now?"
"Why not? Who's gonna see?"
Teri checked the rear-view mirror, glad that there was no one coming up on them from behind. This particular stretch of road was lightly traveled, yet she still glanced nervously ahead as well as behind as Riley slipped out of the pair of shorts she was wearing along with her panties. Placing herself comfortably against the door, facing towards where Teri was sitting, she turned the device on feeling it purring within her hand.
"Hmmm. That feels nice. I bet it will feel even nicer inside my pussy." She commented lustily.
"I can't believe you're actually going to do this." Teri said laughing.
"Why? Won't you enjoy watching me?"
Teri blushed, but nodded her head yes. "Didn't say I wouldn't. Only said I can't believe you're really going to do it though."
Riley began rolling the toy up and down her exposed slit. Teri continued to glance three ways at once, forward, checking oncoming traffic as well as the rear-view mirror for anyone coming up from behind in the event she needed to warn Riley of approach. But her primary interest of course, was seeing her friend actually pleasuring herself while sitting there in the front of their car.
"Ok, I admit. Watching you is making me horny!" Teri giggled excitedly.
"Good...because after I've cum, it will be your turn to sit here while I drive."
"I don't think so." Teri said cautiously.
Sitting up, Riley moved over, leaning forward inserting the toy between Teri's legs, turning it up on high.
"You sure about that?" She asked.
"Shit Riley, you trying to make us wreck? Ok, ok! I get the point here." She laughed pleasurably. "But at least let me do that without trying to drive the car too!"
Riley settled back into her own seat, once again inserting the tip of the toy between her lips, drawing it up and down her slit, toying with her clit rather than actually inserting it.
"Oh. This could make me cum really quick if I let it." Riley announced.
"Well...don't cum yet. I want to watch you for a while first." Teri admitted, feeling her arousal suddenly soaring as she sat there watching Riley uninhibitedly pleasuring herself.
"This really is turning me on!" Teri told her as she continued watching.
Riley could only moan in agreement at this point, slipping the vibrator more fully inside herself now, spreading her legs even more obscenely apart, allowing Teri a full and unobstructed view of her glistening pink slit.
She began fanning her exposed clitoris with her palm, teasing it excitedly as she continued the slow in and out movement of the softly buzzing toy.
"God Riley...you look beautiful baby!"
Riley opened her eyes briefly to glance towards her friend. But she was already teetering on the edge of ecstasy as the combination of her own hand upon her clit, and the toy stroking just inside the opening of her pussy had pushed her dangerously close to the edge.
"You're about to cum aren't you?"
By way of an answer, Riley's face contorted into a grimace of pleasure. She allowed herself a deep, low agonized moan of joy to escape her lips as she felt her pussy contract in a series of pulsations that sent wave after wave of orgasmic delight coursing through her entire body.
Teri watched as several "after-shocks" shook her friend. Though she had already removed the toy, turning it off, Riley continued to sit there eyes closed, trying to regain some measure of composure.
"Find some place to pull over so we can switch places." She finally said coming around.
"You're still going to make me do this aren't you?"
Riley fixed her with a semi-threatening stare. "Either that...or I'll reach over and do you myself." She warned.
Moments later, Teri found a place to safely pull off to the side. Jumping out, Riley ran around to the driver's side, still naked from the waist down as Teri walked around behind the car towards the passenger side.
"Aren't you going to get dressed first?" She asked her.
"No. Maybe you can't drive and play with yourself...but I can. And I have every intention of doing that while watching you." She said finally.
Once again ensuring that no one was coming up from behind them, Teri removed her Levi's along with her panties and climbed up into the seat. Riley had already produced the slim, purple toy she'd chosen for herself and was inserting the new batteries.
"Here ya go baby. All primed and ready for you!"
Winking at her, she handed Teri the toy, put the car into gear, heading back out onto the highway.
Teri now experimented with the toy, pleased when she produced the perfect sensation as she placed the vibrating dildo against her already wet quim.
"You're trying to corrupt me you know." Teri told her.
"I know. Ever since that night in the tent I've been thinking about doing just that."
"Too bad we didn't have these with us then. Neither one of us could have hidden what we were doing."
Riley burst out laughing. "Well hopefully, we'll never have to do that again either."
"I'd like that." Teri admitted.
Riley glanced towards Teri lovingly. "I want to tell you something...and ask you something else."



"What?"
"First...that I'm in love with you."
Teri's mouth opened in surprise. Then broke into a massive wide-opened smile.
"I'm in love with you too Riley. I just wasn't sure how to tell you that."
Now it was Riley's turn to smile in gleeful expectation. "Well that makes the question I was going to ask you all the easier to do then."
"Which is?"
"Which is...how would you feel about moving in with me?"
"You serious?"
"Very serious. I want to live with you Teri. And not just live together as friends, not even as best friends, but as a couple. A real honest to god couple."
Teri didn't even need to consider it before answering. "I'd love that Riley. When can I move in?"
"The moment we get back, we'll start packing up your place, move you in by next weekend." She told her. "Now...lets worry about all that later. I feel another climax coming on...and you haven't gotten off with your new toy yet." She added.
"I love you Riley." Teri said softly.
"I love you too Teri. Now...shut up and cum for me. She stated seriously. "Because I'm really horny."
"You're incorrigible. You know that?"
"You haven't seen anything yet baby. Wait until after you've moved in with me."
"Maybe I'd better rethink this." Teri said teasingly.
Riley stuck her tongue out at her.
"Promises, promises." Teri said smiling.
As the sun began to set on the horizon, as the soft humming of Teri's new toy finally came to a halt, Riley could only smile in satisfied delight. It had been the perfect ending to a perfect day. And an even better beginning towards a new one.
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Lana dropped her keys on the counter and began leafing through the stack of mail waiting for her after work. Amongst the usual bills and junk mail, she did see one envelope that looked interesting. It had a return address of her old high school.
"What's this?" she thought dropping everything except for the letter, beginning to open it. She read: "Tenth Anniversary Reunion".
"God. Has it been ten years already?" she asked herself. Along with the usual information, she saw the date was less than a month away. She considered it briefly, deciding. She wanted to go. Now it was just a matter of convincing Keith that it was something she really wanted to do.
Lana had dinner well under way when Keith arrived home himself. Pausing at the same spot Lana had stood in earlier, he quickly pawed through the mail.
"Anything interesting?"
"No, not really. But there was a letter from my old high school," she said nonchalantly.
"Oh? What did they want?"
Lana told him about the reunion coming up, as well as the date. She'd already checked her day planner and knew they had nothing planned for that weekend.
"Come on Keith. I really want to go," she told him. "I had a lot of friends, many of which I haven't seen in years now."
"Can't you go by yourself?" he asked, still trying to beg himself off.
"No! What's the point in going alone? Everyone would wonder where the hell my husband was."
"Oh...I'm sure there'll be a few other's there without their spouses." Keith stated, still trying to distance himself away from going.
"Please?"
"I'll think about it."
They barely spoke through dinner, then sat watching TV for a few hours before it was once again time for bed. Lana had gone up a few minutes earlier to get ready while Keith finished watching the news. Eventually he followed. Lana was already in bed waiting for him when he got there. Once Keith had undressed, he pulled back the covers to slip in to bed. As he did, he noticed Lana was naked.
"Want to fool around?" she asked.
Keith grinned. "Yeah, but I still haven't decided to go. We still gonna fool around?"
#
During dinner, and then later while watching TV, Lana began to think about all the friends she had once known, wondering what many of them had been up to over the past ten years. As she did, she recalled a woman who had once been a very good friend. Lucy Akagi. As good of friends as they once had been, she and Lana had had a falling out shortly before graduation. Something she had regretted ever since. As she thought about her, she wondered if she'd maybe be there. It would be nice to see her again, perhaps giving her a chance to talk with her and make amends.
One thing Lana remembered about their relationship were the many evenings they had spent sleeping over at one another's places. They had often stayed up until the wee hours, discussing their dreams, their futures. And of course...guys. Though Lana later learned about a year after graduation that someone had told her they'd heard Lucy was bi-sexual.
Though somewhat surprised at hearing that, it did shed a little light on one or two conversations they'd had. As well as an evening that she and Lana had spent together that had left her wondering about for years.
She remembered that particular night very clearly. They'd been discussing one of their very favorite topics. Sex. Neither of them were virgins then, both having shared that experience as well as many others as they shared secrets, laughing at some of the antic's that many of the boys tried pulling on them, just to get them into bed.
"Do you know Marcie Shaw?" Lucy had asked her.
Lana thought for a minute. The name sounded familiar, but she couldn't quite place the face. "Not personally no. I think I've heard the name, but I can't quite picture her. Why?"
"She's that fiery redheaded girl that transferred to our school about a year ago. I think I told you about her shortly after she did."
"Oh yeah, now I remember! Isn't she the one who got caught going down on another girl in the locker room after school or something?"
"Yeah. That's her!" Lucy smiled when saying. "So...what about her?"
"Well...would you believe me if I told you she came on to me?"
"You're kidding! When?"
Lana couldn't quite imagine it. If it was the same girl she remembered, she could believe that. But she couldn't see Lucy and her together. Lucy didn't seem the 'type' for one thing. And for another...she and Lucy had been friends for a long time. Lucy had certainly never said or done anything to even remotely suggest she was interested in other women. She did recall as she thought that, that Lucy had mentioned on occasion something about this or that girls boobs, or the way they looked naked. But hell...they all had done that at one time or another.
"Yesterday," Lucy continued. "She came up to me while I was in gym class cleaning some things out of my locker."
"What did she say?" Lana said, sitting up in the doublewide bed they were sharing together, obviously interested.
"Well, it wasn't so much what she said. But the way she said it."
"Damn it Lucy...quit teasing me. Tell me what she said or I'm going to hit you over the head with my pillow!" Lana made a threatening gesture to do just that. When she did, Lucy reached out and pinched her on the breast. Though each was dressed for bed, they were both wearing fairly sheer, transparent nightgowns that left very little to the imagination. As such, it was easy for Lucy to have pinpointed exactly where one of Lana's nipples was when she pinched it.
"Ouch!" Lana screamed playfully pulling away. "I'm going to get you for that!"
Lucy tried to get out of bed, squealing in mocked fear. Grabbing her by the ankle, Lana managed to keep her from doing so, though Lucy continued to pull, dragging Lana off with her. In a heap, they both landed on the floor together, though Lucy quickly spun herself around, sitting on top of Lana.
"Who's got who?" Lucy challenged.
Pressing both of Lana's hands to the floor above her head, Lucy bent forward. "So Lana. Have you ever kissed a girl before? Come on...tell me. I know you have," she said teasingly.
She leaned closer like she was thinking about doing just that.
"You wouldn't dare!" Lana said struggling. Though truth was, she could have easily shaken Lucy off if she'd really wanted to.
Lucy continued leaning over, then stopped when it became evident that Lana had no intention of giving in, nor...in being threatened in this fashion either. Switching tactics, Lucy released one of Lana's hands, reaching down, cupping Lana's breast in her hand. As she did, she quickly located and recaptured her nipple.
"Give up or I twist it off!" she threatened.
"Ok, Ok. I give." Lana said expecting her to let up. To her surprise, and shock, Lucy gave it an affectionate little twist anyway, immediately causing her nipple to become erect.
"Padiddle" Lucy teased her.
"Am not!" Lana shot back.
"Yes you are. Look. One's hard, and one isn't," she said continuing to tease her. "You're Padiddle."
The boys used the slang term for whenever a car had one of its headlights out. One off...one on. Padiddle. It didn't take long for them to start using the term whenever they saw a girl with one hard nipple showing beneath her sweater or bra.
Eventually, Lucy had let Lana up off the floor where they soon after returned to bed. Much later that night while sleeping, Lana dreamed. Or thought she was dreaming anyway. Awakening to a very moist very wet pussy. "Had she imagined, dreamed, Lucy playing with her?" she wondered. Lana had opened her eyes, half sitting up. As she did, she thought she had felt Lucy turn, rolling over. But she simply wasn't sure. Reaching down, she felt herself. Her panties were damp, very damp. Had it been a dream? Or hadn't it? She never found out one way or the other. Less than a week later, she and Lucy had gotten into a major altercation. Surprisingly enough, it had been over Marcie and she going to the movies together. Why that had bothered her as much as it had, she didn't know. But...it was enough that they ended up not speaking to one another. Something that continued on through graduation. Lucy went off someplace to attend college, and sadly, Lana never saw or spoke to her again.
#
It was when Lana was laying there in bed waiting for Keith to come up, that she remembered. Lucy was Asian. Keith...had a thing for Asian women.
"Yeah...we're still going to fool around," she answered him. "By the way, did I ever tell you about my best friend Lucy in high school? She's Asian."
Lana almost laughed when she saw the sudden, interested look etched in his face.
"No. Don't think you ever have," he told her, feigning interest, but obviously so.
Keith climbed into bed next to her, his erection suddenly harder than it was a moment ago. Lana reached over and began gently playing with it. Now that she had his undivided attention, she decided to use the fact that her friend had been an Asian, telling him all about her while playing with him. That...and telling Keith all about that weird last final night they had spent together. Not too surprisingly, Keith lay there listening to her without interrupting, except to ask an occasional question or two. Beyond that, he was content to have his prick stroked and played with, all the while listening to Lana telling him about this cute little Asian friend of hers.
"So anyway...as it later turns out, I guess she really was bi. Someone told me a year later they had spoken with her. And, that she had mentioned to them that one of the reasons she'd quit being my friend was because she was starting to have feelings for me."
"What sort of feelings?" Keith huskily questioned.
Lana smiled inwardly. Jacking him off as she had been had certainly had its effect. But so had her telling him about Lucy.
"You know...sexy, sensual feelings. I think that she was just then discovering that maybe she did have a thing towards women. And not necessarily just because of Marcie. Though I think it was Marcie that made her realize that. The truth is, I think she was starting to wonder about it a lot sooner than that. I also know that I was pretty sure she sometimes masturbated there in bed next to me. Though she never did try anything. The closest she ever came was that last night we spent together."
"Did you ever masturbate in bed with her too?" Keith asked becoming more and more aroused.
"Once yes. But I think Lucy was already asleep when I did. I remember wondering at the time if she had been. And the thought of that made me horny. So later...I did."
"Why didn't you do it when she was?" Keith pressed.
Lana did laugh this time. "Because Keith, I wasn't sure she had. Not really, and...I hadn't considered the possibility of ever doing anything with another girl before then either."
"You mean you actually have thought about it?" he asked.
Lana watched her husband as his face screwed up with intense pleasure at her manipulations along with all this sexy erotic talk.
"Sure...a few times. Admittedly, I have wondered, been curious about it. But I've never actually considered doing anything because I can't think of anyone I really would be comfortable doing something like that with."
"Not even Lucy?" Keith asked now closer to orgasm.
Sensing that, Lana backed off slightly; she wanted to time this just right if she was going to convince Keith to go along with her to the reunion.
"Lucy would be the one person I actually might consider it with. But...like I said, it's been years since I've seen her. And...we hadn't parted as the best of friends. Still, it would be nice seeing her again. And perhaps if I did, we could make up."
"Yeah...maybe we could invite her over to dinner one evening or something." Keith suggested excitedly.
"So, does that mean you'll go to the reunion with me?" she asked him, simultaneously increasing the up and down action on his prick. Just as Keith felt his orgasm's arrival, he answered her.
"Yes! Oh fuck yes!" he said excitedly as Lana bent over taking the rest of his climax happily inside her mouth.
#
Lana was a little nervous. The day of the high school reunion had finally arrived. She'd spent days worrying over an outfit to wear. She didn't want to wear anything "too" sexy, she'd thought. But she didn't want to wear anything that wouldn't at least attract attention. Especially Lucy's if by chance she was even there.
"Ready?" Keith called out to her.
Lana had to laugh to herself. He seemed even more anxious that she was. "I'll be out in a minute!"
Lana checked herself one last time in the mirror. She'd chosen a rather slinky looking black dress that though floor-length, was cut high up on the thigh. Lana always had had fairly large breasts. The dress she'd chosen was cut just low enough to show them off without being too revealing.
"Perfect," she thought, remembering as she did how often Lucy had chosen to wear black herself. She'd constantly been trying to convince Lana to wear black, like she did. She was surprised that she found herself as aroused as she thought about it. The prospect of merely seeing Lucy again was a hopeful one. But to find herself actually becoming aroused over that was something else entirely.
"God...wouldn't it be funny if she really did come over for dinner one evening. What would I do?" she had to wonder.
Lana soon emerged from the bedroom looking spectacular.
"Wow. You're gorgeous!" Keith said when he saw her.
"Why thank you." Lana said purposely batting her eyes at him. "And I must say, you're looking rather handsome yourself!"
Keith really did clean up nice. So used to seeing him in work clothes every day, it wasn't often that she saw him wearing a white dinner jacket, black tie.
"Maybe I should have gone by myself after all," she teased. "As good looking as you are, some of those single spouses you mentioned might try and steal you away!"
Keith beamed proudly. "Well, not when they see who I've got on my arm!" he responded.
They arrived forty minutes later at the hotel where the reunion was being held. Though not early, they weren't fashionably, or unfashionably late either. By the number of cars in the parking lot, Lana knew that a great many of her classmates had shown up. She couldn't help but wonder if Lucy would be among them.
As they approached the desk where they were to check in and pick up their nametags, Lana quickly searched around, not only for theirs, but for Lucy's too. She felt a pang of sudden disappointment when she realized Lucy's name wasn't amongst those on the table. Keith, sensing what she was looking for smiled, speaking to her.
"Maybe she's already here."
Lana grinned. "Maybe she is," she said smiling, helping Keith with his nametag as she placed it on his breast above the pocket.
"Here. I'll help you with yours," he offered.
Lana brushed his hand away however. "No thanks. I know where it is you'd like to put it!" she said suddenly feeling a lot better.
"You're at table number twenty-one," their hostess indicated. Lana knew her of course; she just wasn't one of the friends she had usually hung around with.
"Thank you."
Taking Keith by the arm, Lana led him inside the banquet area where they'd be having dinner. As their table was on the other side of the room, they began to cross the dance floor in order to get there.
"Lana? Is that you?"
Lana looked up expectantly. It hadn't been Lucy's voice she'd heard. But it was someone familiar.
"Christy!" Lana said walking towards her. "God! It's nice to see you again."
Christy had been a friend amongst friends. Though never as close to her as she'd been with a few others, especially Lucy, it was nice at least to see a familiar face.
"And who's this?" Christy asked looking at Keith.
"My husband," Lana said smiling. As she turned towards him to introduce him to Christy, she looked past her and nearly forgot what she was about to say. Across the room near the area they'd been heading towards stood Lucy. And...she was looking at her. She was dressed in a bright red, very revealing dress.
"Hmm, maybe she really has changed," Lana mused. "Maybe more, than will allow us to ever be friends again," she considered. Interestingly though, Lucy had locked eyes with her, and had not turned away. Lana smiled. The semi-cold look Lucy had been giving her seemed to melt away. Then Lucy smiled.
"Excuse me. I'll be right back."
Leaving Keith in the company of her friend, with whom she had no idea if she was here with someone or not, she headed towards Lucy feeling a bit giddy, as well as extremely nervous. As she approached, she wasn't even sure what she was going to say to her.
Lucy spoke first. "Well Lana, how the hell've you been anyway? It's been a while."
"Yes it has, hasn't it? Too long I think."
Lucy gave her a curious look. "Married?"
"Yes. That's my husband, Keith, standing over there talking to Christy. And you?"
For a moment, Lana wondered if that had been the best choice of words.
"For a while. Not any longer though. I'm out on my own again," she completed without any further explanation.
Finding themselves standing there all alone, Lana decided if she was going to say anything to her, that now was probably the best time.
"Lucy? I've really missed you," she said. It wasn't exactly an apology. But she didn't really feel like she owed her one either. It had been Lucy that had ended their friendship, not she.
Lucy surprised her when she pulled Lana towards her, giving her a very warm kiss, hugging her closely as she did. Though Lucy had much smaller breasts than she did, she could feel the hard points of her nipples actually pressing against her own.
"Oh Lana! I have missed you so much too. I can't believe that we, that I..." she corrected, "...could have let you go as a friend. There's so much I want to tell you about, about myself, who I really am now..."
Lucy left off, realizing that she was running off at the mouth to some extent.
"But...lets save that for later, another time. Where are you sitting anyway?"
Lana told her what table they'd been assigned, then stifled a laugh as Lucy immediately walked over to her table, lifted the card with her name which had been her seating arrangement, exchanging it with one on Lana and Keith's table.
"There! Now we can sit together during dinner!"
As the night wore on, Lana and Lucy caught up on as much as they were able to. Keith continued to ogle Lucy every chance he got without being too obvious about it. When the dancing began, Keith was pleasantly surprised at Lana's suggestion that he and Lucy go out onto the floor for a dance together. She sat there watching her husband 'slow-dancing' with Lucy, wondering if he was sporting an erection, fairly sure that he probably was. Even after their return, she glanced down at his crotch and noticed a considerably larger bulge as he held out Lucy's seat in order for her to sit down.
"Enjoy yourself?" she whispered to him.
Keith didn't answer her directly, just grinning.
"You know, I'd really enjoy getting to know your husband a lot better," Lucy stated. "Not to mention having the opportunity to catch up and tell you a few things about myself that might surprise you."
"How about dinner one evening?" Keith interjected glancing over towards Lana looking for approval.
"Yes Lucy, how about dinner? Next weekend perhaps?" Lana asked, throwing Keith a knowing look.
#
Lana was even more aroused, excitedly so as she and Keith awaited Lucy's arrival. Opening the door to invite her in, she was stunned at the very enticing outfit she had worn. She'd told her to dress comfortably, casual, as they'd have a simple dinner with drinks and spend the evening getting better acquainted. Lucy had worn a tight fitting tank top that molded her breasts perfectly beneath it. It was obvious that she wasn't wearing a bra, but then she didn't really need to.



"God Lucy. You look great!" Lana told her. "I wish to hell I didn't have to wear a bra all the time," she whispered, letting her know as she did just how "attractive" Lana thought she looked.
"Careful what you say Lana, there's a few things you probably don't know about me! A lot has changed over the past few years."
Lana was feeling rather bold, deciding to take a small gamble with her friend.
"Well, one thing I did hear was that you are bi-sexual now. Any truth to that?"
Lucy nearly stopped dead in her tracks as she led Lana into the living room where Keith was anxiously waiting for them.
"Maybe there's not quite as much to tell you about than I thought there was," she replied slyly. "Does the thought of that surprise you any?"
"Not at all." Lana assured her. "And I just might have a few surprises of my own," she added.
They made it into the living room before Lucy could ask her what she meant by that. Once again greeting Keith, giving him an affectionate kiss on the mouth, which he happily returned. Keith took her preferred drink order, heading off towards the kitchen to fix them, leaving Lucy and Lana a chance to discuss things a little further.
"So. The fact that I really am bi-sexual doesn't surprise you? Or bother you?" Lucy asked her pointedly.
"Not in the slightest Lucy. Like I said, there's things that I could tell you about myself now that might surprise you!"
"Such as?"
Lana had led her over to the couch, taking a seat at one end. Rather than directing her to sit down either across from her, or at the opposite end of the couch away from her, she all but pulled her down, forcing her to sit next to her when she did.
Lucy smiled coquettishly at Lana's newfound boldness, placing herself comfortably next to her friend, one leg tucked up beneath her, facing her from the side. Lucy reached out fingering the collar of the blouse Lana was wearing. She had always been a 'touchy-feely' person anyway. Old habits were hard to break.
"Such as..." Lana teased, remembering as she did how they had often drawn things out with one another in the past to the point where they'd ended up in some sort of mock wrestling match with one another, much like their last night together had ended.
Lucy gave her a warning look. "Don't start Lana. Or Keith's apt to find the two of us rolling around on your living room floor together."
Lana burst out laughing. "Keith would actually enjoy seeing that," she told her.
"Oh really?"
"Yes. Really. What I was going to tell you was, that I've often wondered what it would be like to be with another woman myself. And just so you know, had you pressed it that last night we spent together, I'd have more than willingly gone a long with it."
"You're kidding me!" Lucy said, honestly stunned. "You really would have?"
Before Lana could answer however, she continued. "What does Keith think about all this? Or does he even know?"
"Oh...he knows alright. There's nothing we don't share with one another, or tell each other. He thinks that if the opportunity ever does present itself, that I should at least explore my curiosity. As long as he was there of course. We agreed a long time ago that neither one of us would ever do anything unless the other one agreed to it, or was present of course."
"Of course." Lucy said nodding her head in agreement, though obviously stunned that Lana had admitted all this to her.
"So...lets just say for shits and grins that you and I were to do anything, you'd be ok with Keith and I having a little fun too?"
"Sure. Like I said. As long as we were both in agreement with it, and neither one of us felt like we were being left out. Why not?"
"Damn Lana, I think that you've changed even more than I have!"
"So Lucy. Do you think you'd be comfortable fooling around with Keith and I?
Lucy swallowed. In the past, she had always been the one to appear more self-confident, sure of herself. Lana was showing aside of her that Lucy had never seen before. She followed that comment up by reaching out, placing the tip of her fingernail on one of Lucy's protruding nipple's and gently dragged it across the surface.
"Very," she assured her a second later. And to prove it, lets give Keith a special little treat to see when he returns."
Once again assuming her more dominant roll, Lucy began undoing the buttons on Lana's blouse. Maintaining eye contact with her while she did, she looked for any signs that Lana was becoming nervous or intimidated, which she didn't. Leaning back, she helped Lucy if anything, in the removal of her blouse, then her bra. Once her magnificent full breasts were completely bare, Lucy leaned over giving each one an affectionate welcome hello.
"God Lana, I'd forgotten just how beautiful your tits really were!"
It was at that moment that Keith entered the living room with their drinks, and nearly dropped them.
"Hi honey. We're just getting better acquainted," Lana told him. "Or rather, Lucy's getting better acquainted with my boobs. It has been a while since she's seen them last."
Lucy did look up towards him, curious to see his expression for one, and needing the assurance that what she was doing to Lana was ok with him.
"By all means...please do!" Keith said grinning, sitting everyone's drinks down on the coffee table, taking a seat in the chair across from them, watching.
Lana had to admit to herself that the sensation of Lucy's tongue as she licked her nipples, hardening them felt wonderful. Lucy took her time, giving each one of her breasts equal attention, sucking and kissing one, while massaging, caressing the other.
"You should see Lucy's cute titties Keith. I know you've always had a thing for Asian women anyway, but I also know that you actually like smaller boobs too."
Keith made some pretense of objection. "You know I love your tits Lana," he began. But Lana cut him off before he could finish.
"I didn't say you didn't Keith. But I know that you do like smaller one's too," she finished for him. "Why don't you show him just how pretty yours are Lucy?"
Reaching down, Lucy crossed her hands at the waste of her tank top, pulling it up and over her head in one swift fluid motion. Sitting back, she looked down examining herself.
"They really are pretty small," she said cupping them.
"Small, 'er' maybe. But certainly just as beautiful." Lana remarked, shocking Keith as well as Lucy when she bent over capturing one of Lucy's hard dark colored nipples between her lips.
"Well here's to both of your boobs!" Keith said raising his drink, toasting to the two of them, draining it.
"Here, here!" Lucy said picking up her drink from where Keith had placed it on the table. "I'll drink to that!"
Lana then retrieved hers and joined both Lucy and her husband in a mutual toast.
"Here's to an eventful evening!" Lana offered up, drinking hers down as well.
As she did, Lucy stood up. "Mind if I make myself more comfortable then?"
"I think we ALL should." Lana said looking over towards Keith, telling him in that moment that his wildest dreams were about to come true.
Joining her, Lana quickly removed her own clothing, holding out her hand towards Lucy.
"And speaking of being more comfortable, why don't we head into the bedroom? Keith? Would you mind fixing us all another drink before joining us?" she asked him.
In a flash, Keith disappeared towards the kitchen, somewhat shyly trying to hide the fact that his erection was sticking out a mile in front of him. Lucy had seen it though, and smiled.
"Hurry back Keith. You and I have some acquainting to do ourselves!"
By the time Keith returned to the bedroom, fresh drinks in hand, the girls were already engaged in a "69" together on the bed.
"Fuck!" he exclaimed the moment he saw them. "Do either of you realize how good the two of you look together?"
"Ever the romantic." Lana said lifting her face briefly from Lucy's pussy. "And to think, we could have been doing this for years."
"Shut up and eat me!" Lucy said, diving back into Lana's cunt. "We've got a lot of lost time to make up for!"
Keith drained his drink just as quickly as he had the first. Climbing up onto the bed, sitting next to them, he watched, feeling his prick twitch in anxious, urgent need.
Freeing one of her hands, Lucy reached out, wrapping her small tiny hand around his girth and began stroking it.
"Hmmm, he has a nice one," she murmured into Lana's pussy. "I'm looking forward to fucking it," she added sweetly.
"Speaking of fucking it. Keith's always had a fantasy that I know he'd love to experience with us," Lana confessed.
"What's that?" Lucy questioned, looking up towards him, grinning.
"Fucking my ass while watching me going down on another woman." Lana told her.
"Oooh. Now I'd enjoy seeing that myself!" Lucy squealed delightedly. "Would you like to do that Keith? Fuck your wife's beautiful ass while she eats me?"
"Grab the KY baby." Lana told him. "I think its time to make someone's dream come true!"
While Keith dutifully headed off to locate the lubricant, Lana and Lucy rearranged themselves on the bed. When he returned, Lana was busily licking Lucy's wet hot quim, shaking her ass towards him invitingly.
"Make sure you put plenty of that on your cock for me honey. And smear plenty of it inside my ass too!"
Keith took his time lubricating Lana's tight little sphincter with his finger, ensuring that she was not only well oiled, but that she was considerably loosened prior to his even making the attempt to bugger her with his prick. Lucy meanwhile lay there moaning and groaning, cupping and fingering her small breasts while offering encouragement for Keith's anticipated mounting of his wife's ass.
"God, I'm so looking forward to this," Lana stated.
"Me too!" Keith said, sounding much like a little boy who'd just gotten the best Christmas present of his entire life.
"Damn Lana, I wish I'd known you were curious before now. I can't believe how good this feels. I love the way you're tickling my clit baby. My pussy's on fire! You're driving me crazy with that talented tongue of yours!"
Lana was surprised at herself. The fact she was enjoying this as much as she was, made her want to please Lucy as much as it was possible to do. And even more importantly, by doing so, she was also pleasing her husband, giving him something that he'd never though he'd ever experience.
She felt the head of his penis nestle comfortably against the opening of her ass. Reaching back around herself, she helped him to begin inserting it inside, wiggling her ass suggestively as she did. Grabbing her twin ass cheeks, Keith slowly began to ease himself inside her, feeling the outer ring of her ass suddenly "pop" sucking the head of his prick in.
"Ah yes. That's nice Keith, nice. Slide it in honey....slowly. Yes, perfect baby...perfect!"
"Fuck! I bet that does feel good Lana. I only wish Keith was fucking my ass instead of yours!"
"Maybe later." Lana quipped in breathless anticipation, returning to Lucy's pussy with her tongue, driving away any further need for conversation for the moment.
Keith felt his prick slipping deeper and deeper inside his wife's ass. When he was buried inside her fully, he slowly began to withdraw, allowing her to continue to become accustomed to his width as he stretched her even more comfortably in acceptance.
Lana continued licking her friends pussy, gently swirling her tongue over and around Lucy's clit, sometimes nipping it, or sucking it, causing Lucy to yelp in unbridled glee and pleasure. Keith pressed himself deep inside Lana's ass, holding himself still momentarily, reaching up to fondle, caressing his wife's gently swaying breasts. Lana's nipples were so hard they ached. And she loved it when she felt him pinching them, rolling them between his fingers roughly as he once again slid nearly all the way out before plunging even more firmly back inside her.
"Oh!" Lana moaned happily. "God yes...fuck my ass Keith! Fuck my ass!"
Once again taking two very firm handholds of his wife's lovely ass, Keith began a continued steady rhythm as he easily began stroking off his prick inside her. Looking up, he grinned like the naughty boy he was feeling like, sharing that moment with Lucy as she in turn grinned just as lustily back at him.
"You like seeing your wife eating my pussy?" she asked.
"Oh fuck yes!" Keith answered her, his voice raspy, thick with lust and desire.
"God can she eat cunt!" Lucy added a moment later. "I'm going to fucking explode soon too if she keeps it up. And, she better!"
Hearing that, Lana placed her lips around Lucy's clit, drawing it deeply inside her mouth, holding it there and thrumming it with the tip of her tongue. Lucy began humping herself up against her face, thrashing about wildly as Lana assaulted her pleasure-nubbin, purposely doing so with the expectation of bringing her friend to orgasm. Seconds later, Lucy's pussy became pure sweet liquid. Lapping at her, Lana began drinking down her nectar as Lucy cried out, her orgasm engulfing her completely. Keith was literally frozen in place, taking everything in, hilted deep within his wife's cunt, his penis throbbed, reminding him that he too was nearing his pleasure.
Lana had allowed Lucy to sit up however, and in doing so, semi-forced Keith's prick to slip out of her.
"I want to see you cum all over her tits baby," Lana told him. Turning to face her friend, she smiled. "I want to lick it off you after he has," she told her. Lucy's grin split her face.
"Oh....I'd love seeing that!" Lucy shouted excitedly. "Come here Keith, let me jack you off all over my tits!"
Keith floated around the side of the bed until reaching her. Lucy had swung her legs around placing them on the floor, straddling him as he stepped into her. Taking hold of his blood-engorged prick, she began using it to caress, teasing her nipples with. Running the head of his cock back and forth between them. Lana joined them both, standing behind her husband, reaching around to help Lucy with the stroking of his shaft, kneading his balls, cupping them in her hands while looking over his shoulder as she watched Lucy continue to tit-fuck his prick.
Keith knew his orgasm was imminent. Lana knew it as well by the way his balls suddenly tightened within her hand.
"He's gonna cum," she told Lucy.
She'd no sooner spoken the words than Keith's prick began to erupt in several pulsating streamers of flying jisim. He watched as his copious ejaculate began to coat her cute pointed little breasts. Still stroking his shaft, moving it back and forth between them, Lucy reveled in the onslaught of his creamy bath upon her breasts.
"Yes! Yes! Oh fuck yes!" she cried out delightedly.
Moments later, spent, weak-kneed barely able to stand, Keith collapsed down onto the bed beside her. Almost immediately Lana reached over and began massaging in Keith's creamy rich fluids into Lucy's breasts. Pushing her back onto the bed, Lana climbed on top of her and began sucking, licking her tits, tasting her husbands essence which had already begun to absorb into her already soft skin.
When she had thoroughly cleaned them of every last trace of Keith's spendings, Lucy easily reached up, rolling Lana onto her back.
"My turn," she said lustily. Placing herself between Lana's legs, she deflowered her once again, splitting the creamy soft petals of her sex. Her tongue flittered atop Lana's hardened clitoris causing her to cry out in agonized pleasure. Lana had already been heated to the boiling point. Lying there, her once again best friend so wonderfully tonguing her, she looked over towards her husband. Keith smiled, reached over cupping her breast, giving her nipple a caressing tease.
"You look beautiful," he said. "You both....look so unbelievably beautiful!"
Lana was already beginning to experience orgasm. Even as she did, she locked eyes with her husband. He watched her, as she continued looking at him, even as she came, even as Lucy took her far over the brink into ecstasy, she still held his gaze. It was the most exquisite, pleasurable moment of her entire life.
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I have long been an avid outdoorsman. I love just about anything and everything having to do with camping in the wilderness. As such, I was careful to ensure before I married that my wife would share the same enthusiasm for it that I did.
When Jolene and I married, she was everything and more that I could have ever wanted or expected in a partner. And though we spent our wedding night in a comfortable hotel room, I was even more anxious and excited when we had at her suggestion, spent the remainder of our honeymoon, traveling and camping in the great outdoors.
In time, we befriended another couple whose interests were very similar to ours. We became very close, fast friends, often spending weekends camping together. Shelly and Ned had been camping for years, had a favorite, very secluded spot that they often went to a few times each year. Invited to go along, Jolene and I anxiously awaited the following three-day weekend where we would travel there together with them for the very first time.
As easy as we all felt around one another, it wasn't something we came right out and discussed exactly, but being in close proximity to one another in what I could only describe as a fairly intimate setting, presented some interesting challenges. For one, I became rather amorous whenever I was outdoors, as did Jolene. Which meant, that regardless of whatever sleeping arrangements we made, the aspect of our rather noisy lovemaking would become quickly obvious. We had jokingly discussed some of those aspects with our friends, delighted to find, as well as hear, that they too enjoyed a rather active sex-life, made more so by the freedom and thrill of simply being outside.
We'd arrived at the remote spot they had discovered several years ago, quickly pitching our near identical tents side by side. As it was already nearing sunset, the first order of business once the tents and bedding had been taken care of, was to dig a pit in preparation for an evening fire. Jolene and Shelly had begun preparing a simple meal for our first night's dinner while Ned and I busily hauled wood for later use. Although we certainly "roughed" it as we called it. We weren't without certain amenities. One of which was a solar shower that Ned and I set up for use the following morning. There was a nearby stream that was perfect for it. And one in which Ned had plenty of experience setting up as he had done so before. We'd just finished setting it up when Ned turned towards me with a very conspiratorial look on his face.
"Come with me. There's something I want to show you," he told me. "I think you're going to like this."
Crossing the shallow stream, I followed him up the side of the fairly steep hill on the other side. The pine tree's were thick, but there was a deer trail that we could easily follow as it wound up through the trees towards the top of the ridge overlooking our campsite. I continued to follow him, curious as to where we were going, and why. A few moments later we reached a small rocky out-cove where he sat down. Sitting down next to him I saw why he had brought me here. Almost directly below us, where it would be virtually impossible for anyone below us to see, even looking up, sat the shower enclosure that Ned had set up.
"Even Shelly doesn't know about this spot," he informed me. "And as funny as this sounds, I've come up here and watched her showering without her even knowing that I have. It's erotic as hell to see her standing there bathing with no idea that I...or anyone else for that matter can see her."
I didn't really quite know how to respond to that. As comfortable as we are were around one another, the thought of literally 'spying' on my best friends wife had remained so far one of those secret little fantasies guys sometimes entertained about one another's wives. If he was actually intimating to me that the two of us would have some opportunity to look down upon our wives while they showered, well...I was up for that.
"Shelly usually likes to come down for her shower around noon. By then the sun has usually warmed the water sufficiently enough to have a nice long shower. With luck, maybe Jolene will come down and join her," he said conspiratorially.
The enclosure was certainly big enough for two people. And even if the girls didn't shower together, the prospect of watching them both, even one after the other was extremely exciting. The aspect of my best friend getting to see my wife's naked body was also very arousing to me, as was my getting to see Shelly in the nude too. Ned had already explained that we'd make some excuse to go exploring after first ensuring that it was their intention of showering shortly before we headed off.
As we had both hoped, planned, and discussed, the following afternoon Shelly had in fact mentioned that she was preparing to head down and take her shower. I was delighted when Jolene indicated that she'd enjoy doing that too. And as we'd already prearranged of course, Ned and I soon headed out on our "hike" as we'd called it, leaving the girls to their preparations. Being a relatively short hike to our secret little overlook, we arrived well ahead of the women, patiently sitting there waiting for them.
"Look! There they are!" Ned said excitedly. And as though reading my mind, he added. "Don't worry. They can't hear us unless we actually made an effort to shout down at them. But...I have heard Shelly singing before. Sound travels up far more easily, so if we sit quietly, we might actually be able to hear them as well as see them too."
Somewhat disappointedly, it became obvious that the girls were planning on showering separately as opposed to doing so together. So though our mutually discussed fantasy of seeing the girls together, wasn't going to happen, we would be treated to a much longer version at least of seeing them as they took turns. Shelly had worn a simple bathrobe, laying a neatly folded stack of clothing down on a nearby rock for dressing later. As she briefly surveyed her surroundings, she removed the robe hanging it up on a nearby tree limb. Now naked, she parted the semi-transparent plastic covering that Ned had hung stepping into the enclosure. What neither of them knew however, was that from our vantage point, Ned and I could see clearly down inside the enclosure itself. The shower wasn't designed to run continuously. They'd use up all the sun-warmed water in a hurry if either of them did that. Instead, Shelly allowed enough of it to wet her completely before turning it off, and then proceeded to soap herself up afterwards. Shelly had much larger breasts than my wife did, though I'd always considered Jolene's tits to be pretty good sized. As easy as it was to see them, I was even more delighted when Ned produced a pair of binoculars he'd stuck inside his backpack, handing them to me.
"Here...this will help," he said grinning wickedly.
I quickly brought her into focus. It was almost like being there. Shelly had much darker, almost chocolate colored nipples that near covered the entire front portion of her breast. As she thoroughly soaped them, washing them over and over until she had worked up a nice thick rich lather, I then took notice of the dark patch of hair between her legs. Finding myself becoming aroused, I handed the glasses back to Ned.
Though he took them from me, gazing down at his wife for several long moments, he soon handed them back to me. "Go ahead...enjoy. I'm already pretty familiar with the way my wife looks," he said grinning. The obvious implication was, he'd take a much longer turn using the binoculars when it was my wife's turn to shower. Something that was very understandable.
"This is great!" I said once again bringing Shelly into view. She had turned on the shower long enough to rinse. But then I watched as she thoroughly soaked her hair.
"Jolene? Did you bring down the shampoo?" she asked.
I was surprised how easy it was to have heard them. Though when Jolene responded, I didn't quite hear her as clearly, realizing that she needed to be closer to the water perhaps. We both watched as my wife approached holding the bottle of shampoo.
"Want me to help wash your hair?" she asked Shelly.
"Oh...that would be great!" she answered. And suddenly, Ned and I realized we were going to see the two of them naked together after all. My wife quickly hung up the robe she was wearing next to Shelly's, stepping into the enclosure. I watched for a second more before handing off the binoculars back to Ned. This time he spent his fair-shared amount of time watching them, and I found a curious excitement in the knowledge that he was getting off on looking at my wife.
As we both hoped, Jolene stepped behind Shelly to help her. The thought of the two of them standing there together touching one another while naked was arousing of course yes. Unfortunately, they weren't doing anything sexual, which was highly unlikely given the circumstances. Jolene soon began to soap up her own body, also washing her breasts while Shelly stood there watching her in anticipation of helping her wash her hair.
"Wouldn't the boys love to see this!" My wife stated casually.
For a second there, I thought they had perhaps grown suspicious of our doing just that and actually drew back a little. "Don't worry...there's no way they can see us," Ned assured me. "I know, cause I've stood down there looking up at this spot. But with the sun behind us the way it is, there's too much glare for one thing. And for another, the angle to where we're sitting is too much of a stretch for them to see without straining their necks to actually do so. And we'd have plenty of warning even if they did become suspicious!"
Shelly not only helped Jolene with washing her hair, but she had also soaped up her back. Jolene then did the same for her before either one of them turned the shower back on in order to rinse.
"I admit Jolene. I always get aroused whenever we come here, especially when I shower. There's just something about being outside like this, naked...that gets to me."
"I know what you mean," My wife answered her. "Quite often when Ray and I go camping we often don't even bother getting dressed. It's so exciting to be able to walk around in the woods wearing nothing. And even better when Ray and I have found some secluded little meadow or something, and end up making love in it together."
Surprised that Jolene had just shared this piece of information with Shelly, I was even more surprised when Shelly shared a secret bit of information of her own. And I laughed, as Ned learned something he'd never known about before either.
"You know what else I like to do?" Shelly had begun.
"No what?" Jolene asked.
Shelly giggled, almost embarrassedly so. "I can't believe I'm about to tell you this. But I think of things, do things up here, that I'd never even consider thinking about or doing back in the city. There's just something about the out of doors that awakens desires in me that I otherwise wouldn't even act on."
"What? What?" Jolene prompted her excitedly. "Tell me Shelly...what?"
"Don't laugh," Shelly urged her. "But at night? I often find myself having to get up to pee. It's usually colder, so I wrap one of our blankets around myself before going outside. After I've peed, I usually go sit down by the still smoldering fire. With luck, it's still warm enough to take the chill off. But as usually the case with me, I'm now wide awake." "I know what you mean...that happens to me too whenever I have to get up," Jolene said interrupting her. "But...go on with what you were saying," she urged.
"Well, what I do then might shock you," Shelly giggled again, even lowering her voice, which caused Ned and I both to worriedly look at one another. Luckily, Shelly's voice rose sufficiently for us to hear her clearly though we had to strain our ears to do so.
"And so...I sit down by the warm embers of the fire, gaze at the stars, and masturbate!"
"Holy shit!" Ned stated. "I never knew about that!" he said truthfully. "Hot damn!"
"Once I've given myself a nice little orgasm, I'm ready to go to sleep again," she finished saying.
"Sounds like a good idea to me!" Jolene stated playfully. "Though admittedly I've never thought of doing that, I might have to try it while we're here," she told her.
Now it was my turn to be surprised. "Shit!" I exclaimed, just as surprised as Ned had been. "God Ned, if she gets up in the middle of the night now...."
Ned laughed. "I know what you mean. I wonder if there's someway either of us can sneak out to see that?" he wondered jokingly.
We watched as the girls finished rinsing one another off, and lingered long enough to see them dressing before scrambling back down the hill towards camp. We arrived shortly after the girls had.
"Enjoy your hike?" Shelly asked Ned after we'd returned.
"Yeah...it was nice. Enjoy your shower?" he asked back innocently.
I was sure I saw a slight blush in Shelly's cheeks as she turned to steal a glance towards Jolene.
"Yeah...we did," she quipped with a lot more behind that statement than she was letting anyone in on. Though I noticed my wife's sly smile as she returned her look.
"Yeah, maybe the two of you ought to think about taking one yourselves. Especially if you want to do anything...later." Jolene added now smiling directly at me.
#
The heat of the afternoon increased. Even sitting beneath the canopy of tree's that shaded us somewhat from the direct sun, didn't dampen the heat all that much. Ned and I had stripped down to nothing more than shorts. Sitting around the makeshift table we'd put together, Jolene had just brought us over a pitcher of Margarita's to help cool us down with.
"You know, the only thing better would be if I was drinking this in the nude," I said half-jokingly.
Fact was, most of the time whenever Jolene and I went camping together, I was nude...if not both of us.
"So do it then," Ned said speaking up. "I'm sure that Shelly wouldn't mind...if Jolene didn't object to it," he said glancing towards his wife. Shrugging her shoulders she looked towards Jolene.
"Wouldn't bother me any. I'm surprised that Ned hasn't done that already anyway. He usually does!"
Quick as bunnies, Ned and I were soon stripping off the rest of our clothing. Within seconds, we were both lounging there in the nude.
"Well?"
"Well what?" Shelly responded looking at Ned.
"Aren't the two of you going to join us?" he asked.
But it was my wife who responded before she did. "Should have known there was another reason behind that," she quipped. "The two of you just want to get us naked."
"Anything wrong with that?" I continued on with the tease. "It's not like we're not amongst friends here...and especially good ones at that." I said lifting my freshly filled Margarita up in a proposed toast.
Ned lifted his glass up next to mine, and the two of us patiently waited for the girls to join us. Shelly lifted her glass.
"Ah uh. We're toasting naked," he told her seriously. "No naked...no drinky!"
"We might as well," I was surprised to hear my wife saying. "If we don't...we'll never hear the end of it."
Much to my amazement, Jolene began removing her clothing even before Shelly had a chance to say anything one way or the other. Seeing that my wife was actually taking off her clothing, Shelly soon followed suit. When both women were finally naked, we picked up the toast where we'd left off.
"To good friends," I began. "To very good...naked friends," Ned amended.
"To horny men," Jolene jabbed looking across towards where Shelly was standing.
"I'll drink to that," Shelly said, and was the first to lift her glass, draining it. Which was a delightful picture to see as she tilted her head back, breasts rising almost in support of the toast.
"Your wife has nice tits," I said slyly looking towards Ned as I raised my glass to finish it.
"So does yours," Ned responded smiling at me.
"I'll drink to that," pouring us all another round.
"Now what shall we drink to?" Jolene asked lifting her glass once again.
"Oh, I don't know. Why don't we see what comes up?" I said lewdly, feeling my cock beginning to rise, noticing that Ned's already had.
#
It had been a fairly long day. Even though it was still early on in the evening, we'd allowed the fire to die down in anticipation of retiring to bed. Though none of us had come right out and said it of course, sitting around naked all day had been arousing, even if the girls weren't as ready to admit it as Ned and I were. Saying our "good-nights" to one another, I quickly crawled inside our tent, waiting expectantly for Jolene to join me.
"I'll be in, in a minute," she said, peeking her head through the door of the tent. "I need to go and pee first." Outside, I heard the sound of Shelly's laugh.
Making a small attempt to whisper, I still clearly heard her anyway. "I'll probably still get up later myself. I'll throw a little more wood on the fire. I might feel like coming outside later knowing the two of you."
Jolene snickered. "Oh, and the two of you aren't planning on doing anything?" she asked.
"Well yeah...but you know me. I'll probably still be horny later on too."
Moving off so I could no longer hear what they were saying, I lay there smiling, stroking my stiff member waiting for Jolene's return.
"Ray! Ray! Did you hear any of that?" Ned asked through the tent. In doing so, I realized with our tents pitched as close as they were, just how easy it really was going to be, hearing one another.
"Yeah...I did. This is apt to get pretty interesting," I told him through the canvas.
"You've got that right!" I heard him respond, but with the sound of the girls return, each of us quit speaking to one another.
"See you in the morning then," Jolene said speaking to Shelly as she pulled open the tent flap just before stepping inside.
"Or...sooner," Shelly retorted with a giggle quickly following up behind that.
Jolene stepped inside the tent, zipping up the screen, closing and securing the canvas flap. I was lying atop the sleeping bags lazily stroking myself. "Oh...so you started without me huh?"
Across the way, Shelly giggled. "Don't feel bad, Ned was doing the exact same thing."
"Oh great!" Jolene jabbed. "How the hell are we supposed to do this if we can hear one another this well?"
"Just try to fuck quietly!" Ned said chiming in, laughing. "Though Shelly's never been able to do that."
"Shut up Ned...or you won't be getting any!" she warned him.
Jolene slid in bed next to me, smiling wickedly though she really did whisper. "This really is rather exciting isn't it?" she asked in tones too low to have been heard, even as close as our tents were.
"Can't you tell?" I whispered back, waving my very erect cock back and forth at her, glad when she took over the waving with her hand.
I soon latched onto one of my wife's breasts and began to softly, quietly suck it. Jolene moaned in appreciation of the sensations that I was bringing to her, and I wondered briefly if that had been loud enough to be heard. Hearing nothing from our neighbors however, we continued fooling around. I soon scooted down, placing myself between my wife's legs and proceeded to orally tease her with my tongue. She once again began moaning even louder as I did so, playing with her breasts, rolling her nipples between her fingers while I in turn licked her clit. Something she always usually did if I wasn't, whenever I went down on her. As I sucked her clit inside my mouth, I heard another low soft moan. But this one didn't come from Jolene. It was obviously Shelly's. Neither of us said or did anything as we were now too far into the pleasures we were enjoying with one another. Nipping my wife's clit with my teeth, tonguing it in the fashion and manner that she really enjoyed, Jolene groaned even more deeply. I had no doubts whatsoever that Ned and Shelly must have heard that one, especially as she got closer and closer to climax. As she did, she was whimpering not at all softly which was very normal for her to do. And frankly, I was glad. I was really getting off on the knowledge that our friends could hear the pleasure that I was giving to my wife.



"Oh Ned...Ned. Yes!" I heard clear as day. And even through Jolene's pleasured sighs, I figured that she must have heard it too. Seconds later Shelly was crying out in pure ecstasy, followed up by the rapid sounds of their lovemaking as it became crystal clear that Ned was pounding into her, and pounding into her hard. The sounds of their flesh slapping together was the best aphrodisiac that either Jolene or I could have taken. As aroused as we both were now, we soon joined them in our coupling, though Jolene had climbed on top of me by this time, thrashing wildly above me.
"Fuck me Ray! Fuck me! Oh God...don't stop! Please....don't stop!" Jolene wasn't even trying to be quiet at this point. And as she continued to cry out in pleasure, I could hear the equally loud noises coming from next door as Shelly was groaning and moaning like all get out. Even Ned began joining the erotic craziness as he began bellowing out his pleasure in deep gut-wrenching breaths as he continued fucking Shelly's cunt in the tent next to us.
"Oh....Oh....Oh!" Make me cum Ned....Yes! Yes....make me cum!" Shelly's cry of pleasure nearly caused us to stop. And for a brief second we did, as Jolene and I both looked at one another, listening to their near simultaneous orgasm. Ned hadn't been joking. Shelly was anything but quiet, especially when she came. Just hearing them had brought me to the brink and I began humping myself up inside my wife's tight wet pussy, reminding her that we'd fallen behind and that we needed to hurry and catch up. But Jolene was a lot closer than I thought she'd been. Hearing her best friends cry of ecstasy had already seized her in a pleasured grip that shook her inside and out. Jolene came hard...crying out into the night. And a brief second later, I joined her.
For a few moments, there was silence. In a way, it seemed eerie, as none of us of course had been anywhere's near quiet.
"Good night John Boy!" Ned stated laughing.
"Shut up Ned...and go to sleep," Shelly admonished him.
#
It was well into the night. Jolene lay softly snoring by my side. There was no moon, or very little one. Pitch black, I lay there in the darkness. A light sleeper anyway, I had heard the sound of a tent zipper being pulled. A few soft shuffling sounds, and I knew that one of our neighbors had gotten up. I had my suspicions of course, finding myself now wide-awake; smiling at the prospect, wondering if it was Shelly getting up to pee. If that indeed, was what she was doing. "Would she then go and sit by the fire, actually masturbating as I had heard her confessing to my wife earlier?" I wondered.
Soundlessly, I rolled out of bed making my way over towards where I knew that the door was. Still too black to see anything, I felt for and found the nylon zipper on the screen. Slowly I worked it up, continuing to listen to my wife's gentle sleep, finally managing to create enough of an opening to slip through. Though it wasn't much brighter outside, the still hot coals around the campfire gave off enough light to reveal to me where everything was. Shelly hadn't returned as yet as far as I could tell. And I knew that I would still need to be stealthy if I were to pursue this now very dangerous attempt to actually spy on her this time. I knew where the ground was bare and followed it around the backside of our tent, across the way from where the fire pit was. Hidden somewhat safely back behind the tent, I squatted down and waited. Moments later I sensed movement, and saw Shelly emerge back into the clearing from wherever it was she'd had gone. True enough, she'd wrapped herself within a blanket and walked over to sit down by the fire.
Throwing a few additional twigs and sticks on it, she soon had a very tiny flame burning which gave her the additional warmth she had sought, without brightening the area more than she'd wanted to. Fortunately for me, it made it a hell of a lot easier to see her and remain hidden within the shadows.
My heart was beating a hundred miles an hour as I watched her part the blanket. Slipping a hand down between her legs, her eyes closed, she began a slow, steady, rhythmic motion with her hand. Purposely quiet this time, I could still faintly hear the sound of her increased breathing as whatever pleasure she was giving herself increased. Having long ago grown erect myself, I soon joined her, just as quietly, if not more so. Stroking my cock while I watched Shelly fingering her quim was one of those rare special moments that too few people ever get to truly enjoy. There is something so incredibly sensual about watching a woman doing that anyway. But it was made even more so of course for me, as she was completely and totally unaware that she was being watched.
I was surprised too that it obviously wasn't going to take very long for her to get off. By the sounds of it, she was rapidly approaching orgasm. I could also hear the very faint telltale sounds of her wet slippery pussy as she continued to slip what must have been several fingers in and out of herself. Rapidly she increased the motion of her hand, playing with one of her breasts, eyes still closed. I was jerking myself off with no intention of stopping. I didn't know if my orgasm would occur before hers or after. But it mattered not as either way, I'd enjoy the pleasure I gave myself having simply watched Shelly to whatever point she was when I did come.
As it turned out, we both achieved orgasm within seconds of each other. There was one brief audible gasp as Shelly succumbed to the pleasured numbness. A second or so later, I felt the first enjoyable ribbon of my spending leap from the end of my prick, disappearing into the blackness of the night. Though careful to ensure I didn't accidentally soil our tent, I didn't care at that point about much of anything else except watching Shelly, and feeling several delicious squirts as I stood there emptying my balls.
Soon after Shelly returned to her tent, completely unaware of my presence. Mindful to remain there until long after she'd gone back inside. I then made my way carefully and quietly back around the tent and back inside ours. Jolene's continued soft snoring told me she was still soundly asleep. Slipping back inside the sleeping bag, I soon after drifted off to a very deep, very relaxed sleep.
#
Much to my delight, it was at Jolene's suggestion that she and I head down to the creek to enjoy an early afternoon shower together. Naked, we walked hand in hand after assuring Ned and Shelly that we wouldn't use up all the hot water. Apparently, they had the very same idea we had and soon followed us. We took turns soaping one another up, turning that necessary task into a far more erotic one as Jolene massaged my prick to hardness, purposely stroking me off all the while we stood there conversing with our friends who stood waiting patiently outside for their turn. I was suddenly glad Ned hadn't decided to go off by himself on a hike.
As Jolene expertly played with my prick, she carried on a brief, friendly conversation with Shelly that I found wildly amusing.
"You still interested in hiking down to the lake with me later?" Shelly asked.
"Yes...what time do you want to leave?" Grinning at me she whispered. "That feel good honey?" She knew that it did, and she knew that I was enjoying it even more so because of the secret naughty play we were engaging in with our friends standing there but a few feet away.
"After lunch maybe? How's that sound?"
"Sounds good," Jolene responded, snickering under her breath as she made "squishy" sounds because of the soap as she squeezed my prick. "And so's this," she added considerably more quiet to me.
I was getting close and inadvertently groaned.
"Hey! You two fucking in there?" Ned asked a second later. "No fair if you are..." He trailed off saying. Shelly giggled.
"I was starting to wonder about that," she added. "There was something about Jolene's tone of voice that sounded horny," Shelly teased.
Hearing her mention that suddenly decided it for me. I didn't just want a hand-job any longer. And by the look on my wife's face, she wanted it now as much as I did. Slipping behind her, she bent over slightly and I swiftly thrust myself into her with her bent over in that position. Inadvertently, Jolene reached up to steady herself, grabbing onto the only thing available. Which was, the semi-transparent curtain we were enclosed within. It obviously wasn't meant to support her weight, and came away falling to the ground before either of us even knew what was happening. There we stood, Jolene bent over holding onto the remnants of the shower curtain, and me, prick deeply rooted inside my wife's cunt while I stood behind her.
Both Ned and Shelly were laughing hysterically. It was sort of funny. But I wasn't about to quit fucking my wife either. Which not only surprised her, but I also think surprised Shelly and Ned a hell of a lot more. Jolene had begun to stand up, but sensing that, I placed my hand on her back keeping her where she was. I then lunged inside her, driving my prick deeply into her pussy, causing her to moan, nearly buckling at the knees as the pleasure of my unexpected thrust took her breath away, as well as her senses.
Jolene fucked back.
Ned and Shelly quit laughing.
Just as naked as we were, it didn't take much prompting on our part for them to soon join us. The fact that we continued to fuck, totally uncaring if they watched us, or didn't...soon had them deciding on the latter. Moving behind Shelly, Ned was soon fucking his wife in much the same way that I was fucking mine. Facing one another, it was a wild setting to stand there, doing what we were, all the while enjoying the experience of seeing one another doing it.
"This is crazy!" Shelly exclaimed. "I can't believe we're actually doing this," she said through a pleasured grimace. Ned had his hand full of his wife's ass at this point and was thrusting in and out of her like a wild man.
"It is wild isn't it?" Jolene responded to her. "But damn Shelly...it sure does feel good!"
"I'll...say," Shelly somehow managed.
It was inherently obvious that she was having difficulty speaking. I couldn't have spoken a single syllable at the moment myself. The feel of my wife's silken pussy as I continued to pump myself in and out of her cunt had robbed me of the ability to speak. All I could do at that point was grunt, which I began doing in Ernst as my orgasm approached. Sensing that, Jolene began fucking back against me with abandonment, reaching her own ecstasy just seconds before I did. Together, we came in a near-blinding sweetness while our best friends continued on with their own coupling, watching and enjoying ours.
I had barely slipped out of my wife, backing away slightly, when Ned came. His deep pleasured groan soon triggered Shelly's. She joined him in his pleasure, crying out her own which was again loud...and all too obvious. Watching her cum, seeing the expression and look upon her face as she did was sensuality incarnate. It was one of the most incredible experiences that either Jolene or I, had ever had.
#
It was well after lunch. The girls had gone off on their short little hike together, leaving Ned and I alone in the camp to amuse ourselves. Too early to start drinking the hard stuff, we'd eased into the early afternoon over a couple of cold beers instead.
"Interesting day so far," Ned said simply.
We were both still feeling rather devilish. "What do you have in mind?" I asked pointedly. I knew when Ned had an idea by the look on his face.
"Something even wilder than this morning." Ned was grinning, the sparkle in his eyes speaking volumes. "If you're interested in freaking the girls out for a little added fun."
"I'm game." I said interested, matching the look on his face with one of my own.
"Well, since it is our last night here this weekend. I know that the girls will stay up with us later than usual. As they've always done before. Lets make sure we keep them drinking for one thing. Plenty of mixed drinks...and sex talk. You know Shelly, she gets a little inebriated, starts talking about sex, and gets wound up tighter than a drum."
"And?"
"And...after they're really good and horny, that's when you and I make like it's definitely time to go fuck."
"And?" I asked once again.
"But what we do is this. After you and I get the camp all bedded down for the night, and make sure the girls are in bed waiting for us, we go in. But we go in one another's tents. You in with Shelly. Me in with Jolene. It might be interesting to find out how long it takes for them to discover what we've done."
"Probably not long," I told him warming to the idea, but not giving it much chance of success before the girls caught on to what we'd done and thrown us out on our ears. "Even if they are a little drunk. And worse, we might find ourselves sleeping outside around the fire," I warned him, still liking the idea however.
Ned laughed in agreement, "Probably not...but it still might be fun, especially discovering their reaction when they do realize what we've done. I wouldn't worry about it though," he paused momentarily thinking about the consequences same as I was. "As long as they're really, really horny. I'm sure they'll just look at it as a naughty practical joke and nothing more."
I thought about that for a minute. "What if?" I asked.
"What do you mean what if?"
"What if...they don't catch on right away. What then?"
Now it was Ned's turn to think. "Well, they're certainly going to figure it out before anything gets too far along. So...lets do this. When we switch tents, we don't say anything of course, otherwise the jigs up anyway. But what we do, do...is this. Hopefully they'll both be nice and horny. Shelly loves to have her boobs sucked, so just start doing that. Who knows...she might not even discover it's you for a few minutes while you're doing that."
"Won't she freak out and get mad?" I asked.
"Shelly? No. Surprised maybe...might even squeal and yell for a moment when she discovers it's you and not me. But she'll actually find it funny when she has time to think about it. Now...what should I do with Jolene?"
"Go straight for the pussy. That's what I do if you're trying to pretend to be me. Middle finger right inside. Jolene knows how much I love seeing how wet she is."
"Really? You're serious? Her cunt?"
"Hell Ned...if you can put your dick in her...go for it!"
Ned laughed. "O.k., same here. Though I doubt either one of us will make it that far."
"No kidding. They'll probably know the moment either one of us enters the tent. And you know...the moment one of them figures it out, they'll both know a second later," I said reminding him how easy it was to hear things through the tents, especially as close as they were to one another.
"True...so we might as well see just how far we can go before they do figure it out then," he said laughing. "But the key will be getting them both really excited as well as a little drunk. Otherwise, we probably have no chance in pulling this off even for a few minutes, and we certainly don't want either one of them getting mad at us either!"
I couldn't have agreed more, as we began to set things into motion.
The evening went exactly as planned. After a light dinner, we cleaned everything up and then brought out the mixed drinks, proceeding to loosen up the girls. Before long, the conversation was directed towards sex of course, and we revisited the erotic episode we'd all experienced earlier together. After that, I was surprised when Jolene mentioned her one and only 'girl-girl' episode with a roommate from college, which even took Shelly by surprise, but she was soon pressing her for details. Many of which I hadn't heard before.
Periodically I glanced towards Ned, giving him a behind the back 'thumbs up' as things seemed to be going even better than planned. Jolene's titillating story had both Ned and I hornier than hell, and I was fairly certain by the way Shelly had sat shifting around in her chair that she was feeling a few clit-tingles herself.
But the really good part was, it was evident that both women were soon very horny again, and Jolene had already whispered to me that she was, expecting a longer than normal performance out of me later on that night.
Drawing Ned aside at one point while we fixed a last drink, I told him just how horny Jolene really was. "Forget the fingering," I told him. "The moment you get inside the tent, go down on her. She'll be expecting that as horny as she is...and as horny as she knows that I am."
"Won't she be pissed if she discovers its me and I'm doing that?" he asked nervously.
"No. I really don't think so Ned. She really is horny. And for all I know, by the time she does discover it's you, and realizes what we've done...she just might be too far gone at that point to even care. Provided that Shelly doesn't say anything about me before she is."
"Well...like I said, she'll expect you to suck on her tits. And she likes it when I do that for a long time. So unfortunately, you'll have to content yourself with that until she tells you she wants you to do something else. Which she will eventually. So...if you do make it that far, and provided Jolene hasn't discovered it's me that's with her yet...then you do whatever she asks you to do to her. Agreed?"
I nodded my head, "Can't believe we're actually doing this," I told him candidly, but looking forward to trying it even if we didn't get very damn far when we did.
"Well...I still can't believe we did what we did earlier today either," he reminded me. "I don't think I've ever seen Shelly quite this horny before. And especially when Jolene told her that story about her and her roommate. She's always been curious about what it would be like to be with another woman. She's admitted that to me. But hearing that Jolene actually has been...well, that definitely got her old juices flowing!"
We soon returned to the girl's side with their last drinks of the evening. Ned and I both informed them semi-privately that they were to go inside and get ready for us while we straightened up the camp and put the fire out.
They soon did just that. Ned and I took our time outside while the girls got ready for us, just as we hoped they would do.
"You ready?" Ned whispered to me.
"Ready!" I whispered back somewhat anxiously. We doused the outside lanterns throwing the campground into near total darkness. And then we disappeared inside one another's tents.
#
I had barely stuck my head inside the door of their tent when Shelly spoke. "God Ned, I am so fucking horny!"
For a split second, I nearly backed out giving myself up.
"Hey! I heard that!" Jolene yelled out from the other tent giggling as she did. "But don't worry...I am too. And Ray's already licking my pussy kiddo."
Good old Ned. Just as I had told him to do, he had. And right now he had his tongue inside my wife's split. Quickly pulling my shirt over my head, I semi-stumbled over to where I knew Shelly would be waiting for me. Reaching out, I easily located one of her magnificent full breasts, leaning over, capturing her nipple between my lips and began sucking it.
"Hmmm yes, oh yes!" Shelly purred.
"Shit!" I thought silently. "We're actually getting away with this!" I thought. The image of Ned inside our tent busily going down on my wife was erotic as hell. The fact that Jolene hadn't as yet caught on to it gave me hope that eventually I'd be doing something similar with Shelly.
"Oh Ned! Ned! Fuck me baby, fuck me!"
I'd seen Ned with an erection. There was little, if any difference between us in size anyway. The only real difference being that I was a few pounds heavier than he was. I needed to be very careful about that as I scrambled over between Shelly's legs, placing the head of my prick at the opening of her pussy.



"Please Ned please. Don't tease me...put it in!" she demanded.
"I can still hear you!" Jolene called out giggling even louder than before. "Keep going though...it's making me even hornier!" she added
Once again I envisioned my best friend licking my wife's cunt. That thought fired me up even more hotly than I already was. Thrusting my prick inside Shelly's cunt was pure heaven. Hearing her wail of pleasure as I did was even better.
"That's it Ned! Fuck the shit out of her!" Jolene screamed. "God Ray...eat me baby! Eat me!"
Reaching up I relocated Shelly's breasts and began playing with them. I was only sad that I couldn't see what it was that I was actually playing with, but the feel of those incredibly thick hard nipples I'd stared at earlier in the day, effectively filled in all the blank spots as I closed my eyes, seeing them with my hands as I rolled, twisted and played with Shelly's hard nipples.
"Oh, that feels so good...so damn good!" Shelly purred contentedly as I slowly fucked in and out of her pussy, simultaneously playing with her tits.
Slowly thrusting in and out of that deliciously wet pussy was incredible as hell. And though I had momentarily experienced misgivings about what we were doing, hearing my wife's very satisfied moans coming from the tent next door soon chased all fears of that away.
"Yes Ray yes! Fuck me! Fuck me! FUCK ME!"
I knew Jolene was well on the way to a very intense, very satisfying orgasm. As was Shelly by the way she was meeting each one of my spearing thrusts into her with one of her own as she met me fully in a pounding orgy of flesh slapping flesh.
"Do it! Do it! Fucking do it!" Shelly cried out. I felt her pussy suddenly liquefy, felt her tense, clenching my cock as I drove as deeply into her as I could. Wrapping her arms about me, she drew me tightly into her and I knew in that instant that there was no way the sham that Ned and I had been performing could continue. Surprisingly, Shelly held on, still fucking me, still clenching me, driving her fingernails down my back and into my ass.
"Come baby...come!" she urged me. And then I was releasing torrent after torrent of hot sticky sperm into her still quivering, convulsing sex.
Somewhere along the way I thought I had heard the familiar cry of Jolene's climax. Still too stunned to question my sanity however, I simply lay there, feeling Shelly's breasts still firmly crushed beneath my chest.
"That was really nice Ray. Thank you," she told me. "It was erotic as hell!"
"You...you knew?" I asked incredulously.
"Of course I did. The moment you started sucking my tits," she informed me. "I'm not so drunk that I couldn't immediately tell the difference in the way you sucked them as opposed to the way Ned does. And besides, Jolene and I had a suspicion that the two of you were up to something by the way you kept refilling our drinks all evening."
I laughed, my cock still resting contentedly inside her cum-rich pussy. "I should have known we'd never really get away with it," I confessed somewhat relieved.
"Jolene? You and Ned all done in there?"
Seconds later, they both appeared in the doorway, though Ned was now carrying a large lantern with him that lit up the entire inside of the tent.
"They knew," he said sheepishly as he entered.
"Yeah...I heard."
"Can't believe the two of you thought you'd actually get away with that," Jolene stated glaring at me. But it wasn't an angry stare. It was a playful one as though to remind me that I never could pull anything over on her without her figuring it out first.
"When did you figure it out?" I asked curiously emphasizing the word.
"Oh...about the time the two of you started trying to get us both drunk. We figured you guys were up to something. We just weren't sure how far you were going to push things. Decided early on that we'd let you take it as far as you could, and see what happened," Shelly explained.
"I'll admit, you did surprise us a little bit. We thought you'd try and convince us into having some sort of group thing inside one of the tents rather than doing what it was that you did. Still, we figured you'd attempt something, so we'd agreed earlier to pretend to go along with it and just see how far the two of you were willing to pursue it."
"Really?" Ned asked. "And...what would you have done if we'd suggested that?" he asked excitedly.
The girls turned looking, smiling at one another. "Well, maybe next time you'll find out," they said in unison.
"Damn...I wish we had another night here," Ned stated absentmindedly stroking his reawakening cock.
"Well...the nights still young," Shelly reminded us all. "Unless the two of you are incapable of getting it up again," she said lying down next to Jolene, drawing one of my wife's nipples into her mouth while Jolene in turn reached over and began fondling Shelly's cum-filled pussy.
I glanced at Ned, he was grinning from ear to ear, as was I, as the two girls began caressing one another even more seriously.
"And besides, we have next weekend too!" Jolene stated as she positioned herself over Ned's wife in a mutual '69".
And I for one...was one happy camper.
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#
David and Nancy had been looking forward to the annual workshop for months now. Once a year the official membership of 'The Masturbation Club', got together with specific workshops designed for the general public. Notices had been sent out for those who had participated as clients as well as for those who might have heard, but who had not as yet participated in the club. David himself had been asked to serve as an instructor along with Jackie in the oral workshop as he'd already been voted as being the best male expert in that particular area, as had been Jackie his female counterpart.
The schedule of classes and events were designed to allow everyone in attendance to participate in the vast majority of them over a weeklong course. And even though David felt like many of them wouldn't necessarily help him, or teach him anything new, he like many others still enjoyed the experience if for nothing else than the simple thrill and excitement of participating.
He was also pleased that he'd been on the committee for selecting a site and in helping to make the necessary arrangements and accommodations for what had now been confirmed as well over a hundred active participants. With the help of some well-to-do friends and contacts, David had secured a fairly exclusive lodge a short distance away from Park City Utah, that would ensure their privacy as well as provide everyone with the kind of atmosphere conducive for letting down one's inhibitions. Especially for those who would be attending for the very first time, and who had no real concept of what they might expect from such an exciting seminar as this one always was.
For the actual members themselves, David had procured each of them a luxurious suite above those available for those who'd be arriving as invited guests. He was also looking forward to the first two days of the seminar, before it actually began when he along with the rest of the designated instructors and members would have a chance to go over last minute details, scheduling, as well as enjoying a first night cocktail party that kicked the week-long festivities off, promising as always to be one wild affair.
Another thing that both David as well as Nancy were looking forward to, was in reestablishing friendships and acquaintances with so many members of the club whom they had not seen in quite some time now.
"You did say that John and Amy would be here?" Nancy had asked him excitedly as she finished unpacking already laying out her elegant evening gown for the formal cocktail party that evening.
David had already seen the 'confirmations list' and assured her they would be. Aside for a very few handful of actual members, well over ninety percent would in fact be in attendance. And for those who David actually knew well, all of them would be, making it even more exciting for he and Nancy as they both looked forward to spending some intimate time with their closest of friends.
"Yes, I saw their names on the confirmed list," he assured her, seeing her smile knowing full-well that Nancy was already reminiscing about John's humongous prick.
Although the cocktail party would indeed be a formal affair, Nancy knew better than to worry about wearing much beneath her dress, as by the end of the evening, she along with everyone else would be dancing naked together as part of the festivities. Even after that, everyone would wear very little beyond custom made robes designed and created for each of the participants in attendance. And only so to allow them to shuffle back and forth between buildings, or their lodgings for those who felt uncomfortable walking around in the nude all day, though there would still be many who would do so. Even the pool as well as the outside hot-tub were designated as 'no clothing allowed' areas, allowing first timers a chance to relax and meet one another in a relatively uninhibited setting designed to purposely put everyone on equal footing. Only during the actual served meals would anyone be expected and required to dress, but even then all were invited to wear clothing that would be as provocative or as sexy as possible in appearance.
"God Nancy, you look incredible!" David commented.
She had chosen a form-fitting, black silk floor-length evening gown that was slit well high upon her thigh, revealing a good deal of her long shapely legs as she seemingly floated across the floor. In addition to that, an intricate lace mesh bodice that was titillatingly see-thru, allowed her magnificent breasts to peek flirtatiously through the material, still without giving everything away. It was all she would be wearing, but it was enough.
"Why thank you," she said turning giving her husband a more thorough, appreciative look as she caught her own reflection in the mirror, smiling. As she did, she spotted the black gift-wrapped box sitting on the dresser drawer. One of which had been placed in every guest's room filled with a number of novelty items, as well as a number of things that Nancy herself couldn't make any sense out of. There was also an instruction sheet explaining when each of the items was to be brought along to a particular function or event, where the reason or purpose of it would be better explained. The first of which had been included just for the arriving members for that evening.
David helped to carefully attach the most elegant baby-pink rose to his wife's dress, while she in turn attached an equally small delicate white rose to his lapel.
"What are these for?" she asked admiring the beautifully shaped rose.
"It tells you at which table you'll start out the evening at," he informed her. "For dinner anyway. After that, as the night progresses, I don't think it will really matter much where you sit," he said grinning.
"Like on someone's face perhaps?" Nancy teased.
"No doubt we'll see quite a bit of that before the evenings over with," he agreed.
Nancy glanced at her watch. "I guess we should probably head on down to the main ballroom, everyone should begin arriving soon now," she suggested excitedly.
David slid into his white dinner jacket escorting Nancy out of their room towards the elevators just as John and Amy stepped out of their own fancy suite joining them. Nancy grinned in relieved welcome upon noting that John was wearing the same colored rose as she was.
"Guess we'll be dinner partners this evening," she commented. John smiled back kissing Nancy on the cheek in welcomed greeting.
"And not just that either!" he added with a lusty grin, but most likely partners for another specific activity shortly after dinner," he told her knowingly.
"Oh? And what's that?" she asked taking his proffered arm as they approached the elevators together. John merely grinned.
"You'll see soon enough," he said still smiling, looking back over his shoulder towards David and Amy who were now walking a short distance behind them also arm in arm with one another.
David had already noticed that Amy wasn't wearing the same colored rose that he was, and though slightly disappointed to discover that, he still looked forward to enjoying the company of whomever he'd be sharing dinner with.
"Perhaps later you and I will have a chance to get reacquainted with one another," he told Amy hopefully.
"Oh, I'm sure we will!" Amy responded, reaching down and giving David's cock an affectionate squeeze just as they stepped into the elevator joining Nancy and John who stood holding the door open for them.
"Going down?" John asked playfully.
"God...I hope so!" Amy teased back all the while looking into David's eyes. "I certainly do hope so!"
The four of them soon checked in at one of the banquet tables, locating the specific tables they'd been assigned by the color of roses they were all wearing. Interestingly, it was obvious that spouses were seated and situated about as far a part from one another as possible.
"I think that's so we can all let our hair down a little, and feel a bit freer to interact with our other guests!" Amy stated. "Intimately perhaps," she added with a sly smile.
"I think you're right my dear," John said giving Amy's breast an affectionate squeeze.
Amy had worn an equally attractive looking evening gown. Bright red with sparkling red sequins that seemed to catch the refracting light from the overhead system causing her to sparkle whenever she moved. Her dress was cut low enough in front to offer up a perfect view of most of her full rounded breasts, which she had purposely dusted with some sort of additional sparkling lotion so that even her chest seemed to radiate an erotic brilliance all its own.
"Well? Shall we?" John stated already beginning to lead Nancy towards their table.
Nancy looked over her shoulder back towards David blowing him a kiss. "Have fun honey, see you a bit later. Oh...and don't do anything I wouldn't do," she said giggling.
David could only laugh at that as he escorted Amy inside the room towards her own separate table from his.
"See you later too I guess," he commented helping Amy into her seat.
"Count on it," she grinned, turning just enough that her left breast peeked brazenly towards him, her nipple smiling with what appeared to be a small diamond piercing that sparkled even more brilliantly beneath the lighting than her entire dress did.
It took everything David had to look away from that inviting nipple. "Go ahead David, give it a kiss, it's waiting for you," she told him.
So he did.
#
David was elated to discover that Emily would be his membership partner for dinner. With each table designed to seat eight, Emily, David and two client-couples would be seated with them, as would be the case for everyone there. He was quickly introduced to Bob and Susan along with a very young looking couple who he wondered briefly if they were even old enough to be attending. Obviously they must have been as everyone had been screened thoroughly. And though both women were certainly attractive enough, it was Emily herself that David most certainly, and most fondly remembered. David leaned over giving her what he had intended to be a brief "how the hell are you" kiss, stunned when Emily placed her hand behind his head ensuring that he lingered there far longer than had been his original intention. David wasn't sure if she was putting on some kind of a show for the 'guests', but at any rate, he enjoyed the semi-brief, but certainly passionate kiss.
"Hello David, it's been a while," she said huskily, weakening his knees as she spoke, which she always seemed to do whenever he heard that sultry southern accent of hers. "I'd also like you to meet Tom and Beverly. They're newly weds, and believe it or not, have come to join us on what is the second week of their honeymoon!"
"Interesting," David thought silently as he turned shaking each of their hands in greeting.
Beverly blushed as she took his hand. Young looking as she might have been, her naïveté, made her all the more interesting as they spoke briefly with one another. Not to mention her rather modest, yet form fitting evening attire. Beverly would normally be considered 'petite' had it not been for her rather large size breasts, that though perhaps considered normal sized on any other woman's frame, on her...they looked enormous. An obviousness that was difficult to conceal, though by wearing a high-necked dark blue gown, she was making some attempt at trying to do so.
Susan was a bit of a looker in her own way. Not exactly model material, but she was certainly tall enough standing well over six feet with reddish blonde hair that fell way past her waist. Though she had small breasts, they were round firm and perky. She wore a simple "V" cut gown that took that enticing "V" shape all the way down to her waist. Whenever she turned, one of those perky pink breasts would reveal itself, each capped with an equally pink tipped nipple. She did a lot of turning whenever she spoke to anyone, which told David she was very well aware of the show she was putting on.
"So who'd Nancy end up sitting with?" Emily asked.
"John," David answered simply though adding a knowing smile. Emily laughed.
"I'm sure she appreciated that. As I recall, the last time I remember seeing Nancy at the members party, she was making an effort to actually try and deep-throat him wasn't she?"
David nodded his head, barely aware that the couples sitting with them could hear every bit of the conversation that was taking place. He glanced briefly towards Bob, noticing a bemused expression on the man's face. Susan was listening intently herself, though she appeared to be wiggling around in her seat a bit more than usual. Emily noticed the movement as well and began to laugh.
"I see you're the lucky one!" she announced.
"What?" Susan asked. David had nearly asked the same thing, not quite understanding until Emily explained.
"They rigged one of the chairs at every table. You just happen to be the one that got one of those very special chairs."
David still didn't quite understand what was going on here, throwing Emily a confused look. "Susan is sitting on a vibrating chair," she explained finally. "It's very subtle, hardly even noticeable at first. But after a while, it tends to cause one to begin to feel certain little stirrings," she added with a wide-open smile.
"Ah, that certainly explains it then," Susan stated settling back a bit more comfortably. "I was starting to think it was just me after all this stimulating conversation!"
Emily had scooted over a bit closer to David. He'd opened his dinner napkin in preparation for placing it in his lap when Emily reached over grabbing it away from him.
"Here, let me do that for you," she said with a mischievous twinkle in her eye. David certainly wasn't about to object. After all, with Emily he'd learned to expect just about anything. Sure enough, as she placed the napkin he felt her deft fingers reach for, casually unzipping his slacks. Emily had a knack for making any situation erotic and sensual as hell. David couldn't ever remember his zipper on this particular pair of slacks ever making any noise. But then again, it wasn't exactly something he had paid any particular attention to either. But as Emily slowly began to run the zipper down, it made an almost too obvious noise, which everyone at the table was easily able to overhear. David glanced up once again, saw poor Beverly's face blushing beet red, noticing that even Tom seemed a bit shy by what he was hearing. All David could do was sit there grinning like a horny teenager, which is pretty much what he actually felt like.
"Hmmm, you certainly are nice and hard," Emily, announced for everyone's benefit. Poor Tom nearly choked on his glass of wine quickly setting it back down on the table. Bob on the other hand had begun to get into the spirit of things.
"I have to say, I'm finding myself in that same situation as well," he announced proudly.
"Oh? Let me see!" Emily stated swinging about in her chair quickly facing Bob. In a second, the sound of his zipper being pulled down informed everyone that he too was now receiving the same kind of sensual stimulation her hand had briefly given to David.
"Hmmm, yes you are, now...we need to see what we can do about Tom here!" she licked her lips glancing over towards him. Now he was blushing nearly as furiously as his new wife was.
"Ah, that's quite all right. I'm just fine here!" he near stammered, swallowing hard before quickly downing most of his wine. Emily gave him a seductive pout.
"Sorry Tom, but do you remember the agreement everyone signed prior to their attending this weekend?"
He looked at her worriedly. Whether he had or hadn't actually read everything was of no consequence, and frankly, David was a bit curious as to where Emily was going with this.
"Ah sure...yes!" he finally answered, wondering as he did if by not following specific instructions, he would be in fact asked to leave with no refund coming.
"Well, under the terms..." Emily began, "It states specifically that any of the instructors can ask the participants to perform simple tasks in an effort to overcome their inhibitions so that the week can be a more productive one. Do you recall reading that?"
He was thinking. But then again so was David. He didn't recall reading anything like that, and realized that Emily was bluffing. It was a damn good bluff. Tom was shaking his head yes though still smiling worriedly.
"Good!" she answered him back. "Because one of the things we like to have everyone do is get to know one another intimately without going too overboard. So...since I happen to be sitting too far away from you..."
Emily turned facing towards Susan. "Susan? I'd like you to unzip Tom's pants and remove his cock if you would please!" Now it was Susan's turn to grin.
"No problem, as long as it's ok with you," she said looking directly towards Beverly who appeared about as speechless and dumbfounded as anyone had ever seen before. At least she nodded her head yes.
"And Beverly?" Emily continued. "Scoot a little closer to David here. His cock's already been freed, but begging for some attention. I think this would be a nice way for everyone to get a bit more familiar with one another while we're waiting for our salads to arrive."
Beverly's face couldn't possibly get any redder than it was, but it did. Even so, she scooted her chair closer to David's, her hand was shaking so badly that when he felt it tentatively wrap itself around his prick, she could have gotten David off without even moving it.
"And ladies?" Emily started in again. "Just before the arrival of dessert, it will be our turn!"
David thought Beverly was going to faint.
#
Somehow they all managed to make it through dinner with periodic in between cock strokings. David had to secretly admire Emily. Over time, even Beverly seemed to be getting more and more comfortable with the eroticness of the situation. Her face still red, but now more so from the excitement of actually enjoying the periodic fondling of David's prick between succulent bites of Salmon, Lobster and juicy thick steaks.
By the time they had cleared away the dinner dishes and had begun serving dessert, Susan was literally rocking back and forth within her chair. The subtle vibrations that had been going on not quite so subtle any more, at least for her anyway as she was now enjoying the constant titillating pleasures.
In fact, nearly every table in the room seemed to have some kind of activity taking place. Though the most outlandish, most notable of all was one of the women at a table not too far from where David and everyone else was sitting. This woman had been coaxed into disrobing entirely, which she had done, and was now the centerpiece for dessert as everyone at that particular table had spooned the arrival of their own desserts upon her nude form and were now gleefully devouring them off her.
"No way," Beverly stated anxiously, though her hand had once again found David's prick all on its own. She was almost greedily pumping it up and down much to his delight.
"Girls? I think its time for dessert!" Emily announced. By the looks of things, Susan already was. She had tossed her head back in her chair, eyes closed, her tongue running back and forth wildly over her lips. "Ah Tom? I think Susan there would appreciate a little help."
David watched as Tom glanced very briefly towards his wife, but he knew damn well she was still jacking David's cock off beneath the table. Sliding his chair over closer towards Susan, she grinned hotly at him, actually lifting one leg, laying it atop the table much to everyone's amusement, especially Emily's.



"That's the ticket!" she exclaimed excitedly, placing herself in a very similar position now as Bob slid his chair over next to hers. Emily began hiking her formal evening gown up so as to better accommodate his caressing hands and fingers looking over towards Beverly.
"Would you care to join us?" she asked her.
David was surprised. Letting go of his prick, Beverly actually stood. The dress she was wearing so tight and cumbersome that it would have been virtually impossible for her to hike it up around her ass. Instead, she reached behind unzipping it, letting it fall casually to the floor where she now stood totally naked before several pairs of admiring eyes.
"My, my. Look at the freshly made butterfly just having shed her cocoon!" Emily appreciatively spoke.
Beverly wasn't the only one who was heated beyond reason. All about the room several couples had begun to unabashedly fondle one another. Many already naked with men and women, women and women, and even a few men together already fondling and caressing one another openly.
David had expected Beverly to join the two other women at the table positioning herself exactly as they were. Instead, she hopped up onto the table sitting in front of him.
"It says in the brochure that you're the male instructor for the oral sex class," she questioned. "Is that true? I signed up for that one," she admitted before giving him a chance to answer her. "I wouldn't mind a little crash course right now!" she near demanded, inching herself closer towards the edge of the table, reaching down and unashamedly spreading her pussy lips a part. David sat mesmerized, literally staring at the pink little pearl of her sex as she exposed it to his view. "Lick me," she whispered excitedly. "Please David...lick me, I've never had anyone ever do that to me!"
Nervously David glanced over to where Tom was sitting. And whether he actually realized what his wife had just asked him to do was significant, she'd said it softly enough that he knew he'd not heard her. Still, to actually go down on her since he'd obviously not even done so himself was a slight worry to him as David began leaning over towards her in order to do just that.
"Now THAT'S my idea of dessert!" Susan exclaimed, all but knocking poor Tom over as she stood shimmying out of her dress. Within seconds, she too had climbed onto the table facing Tom just as Beverly had done facing David. Even David had had to look up briefly hearing that. The profound expression of uncertainty etched so deeply in the poor man's face as Susan suddenly reached out cupping his head firmly within her hands, pulling his face directly towards her heated pussy. Tom had no choice but to take the plunge and learn to sink or swim. Within minutes he was swimming freely and appeared to be truly enjoying it, as was Susan by the loud audible noises she began making.
"Well, I guess that settles it!" Emily added. "Bob? You ready for some heavy-duty pussy eating?" He didn't need to be asked twice. With all three women now sitting on the table, and each of the guys sitting before them dining on the most delicious desserts imaginable, it wasn't long before others within the room began to copy them as women soon began removing their clothing, scrambling a top their own tables to experience the pleasurable joy's that were being performed at David's table.
It didn't take long for Susan; she was so fucking worked up anyway! And though Tom may have been a pussy-amateur as it were, he obviously did it well enough to push Susan quickly over the edge.
"Oh fuck!" she blurted out loud enough to cause a few snickers to explode about the room. Soon after she screamed in a long drawn out high-pitched wail of such intensity, that snickers quickly died down to heated moans and groans that apparently triggered numerous cunnilingual explosions about the room. One of which, David could have sworn was Nancy's own guttural cry of ecstasy, so familiar was he with that particular deep-throated moan of hers that he'd heard so often himself.
David had just taken Beverly's sweet little hard clit inside his mouth, chewing it ever so gently when she began bucking against him like a woman gone mad. For a moment, he feared she might topple the table over as already one glass had fallen, breaking in the process. Far too gone to stop however, even had David wanted to, he began flailing at her clit with a madness of his own. David's tongue became a whirlwind of vibrating flesh as he stabbed at her clit as lightly as a feather, yet as quickly as it was physically possible for him to do. Poor Beverly arched her back, lifting her ass up and away from the table. David used her motion to slip his hands beneath her ass for support, lifting her up, holding her suspended as she was while he once again recaptured her pleasure nubbin, drew it in between his lips and sucked it for all it was worth.
Beverly exploded. Literally! A 'squirter' though David wasn't even sure she knew she was, Beverly's cunt began to jettison small little streams of sweet tasting female nectar that he began to hungrily devour.
Humping herself against his face, Beverly was thrashing wildly back and forth now, small whimpers of pleasure constantly escaping with each continued spurt of her nectar against him. As Beverly slowly began to take back control of herself, David pulled away, his face drenched, soaked as was his now near-ruined dinner jacket and shirt. It was the appearance of Emily, Bob, Susan and Tom amongst many others from nearby tables who he now realized was standing around watching all this that actually embarrassed him. More so, when several began clapping in honest wonder and appreciation for the wild spectacle the two of them had just finished performing.
"You did sign me up for his class too didn't you honey?" Tom asked his wife a moment later.
"Bet your sweet ass I did baby," she said dreamily. "And if you're half as good at doing it as he is...I'll be the best fucking wife you'll ever have!"
#
By now, most everyone was up and mingling about if they weren't busily engaged with someone. Wiping the honeydew from his face, David tucked 'Mr. Ever-ready' back inside his slacks. "I think I'll go over and see how the wife's doing!" he told Emily, who was still enjoying a rather nice pussy-licking herself.
"Gotcha!" she said with a wink. "And David? Make sure you save some of that for me ok?"
"No problem baby."
He wasn't at all surprised to find Nancy sitting in John's lap, his cock buried deeply to the hilt inside his wife's pussy. The expression on her face was intense; she was only moments away from orgasm, if not the second, possibly her third even as he approached.
"Hi honey...enjoying yourself?"
"Oh God yes!" she moaned opening her eyes. "Come over here and suck one of my tits!" she all but demanded. "Hurry David! Hurry! I'm almost there!"
Having heard that, one of the other guys at their table had obviously been introduced to his wife intimately earlier. As David leaned over to capture one of her hard erect nipples, this other guy did the same to her right breast.
"Hi...I'm David. Nancy's husband," David stated sucking her nipple into his mouth.
"Nice to meet you. Name's Andrew," he said smiling around her other tit. David noticed that his hand was down between his wife's legs petting her pussy, fingering her clit as John's massive erection continued to slip in and out of her wet-juicy fuck tunnel. One of the things David dearly loved was hearing the sounds of all that wet-juicy fuck noise that's his wife's pussy so easily managed to produce. Hearing John's cock as it plunged inside her, the sound of her dripping pussy sucking at his shaft, then making this nearly obscene 'popping' sound as he withdrew was enough to wake the dead. Especially a semi-dead cock, which his wasn't, as he had yet to even experience one orgasm this evening!
Hearing that same familiar low guttural groan he'd heard earlier convinced him this wasn't his wife's first orgasm of the evening.
"Oh fuck John! John!" she wailed, then groaned as she thrashed wildly up and down John's cock. "Come for me baby!" she urged. "Let me see that fucker squirt!"
She was barely coming down from her own orgasm when John reached around her, removing his cock from her pussy. "Here it is...all for you!" he exclaimed proudly. And with that, a geyser of sperm exploded from the tip of the man's massive cock head, shooting with such force and velocity that Nancy didn't even need to lean over in any attempt to capture any of his essence with her mouth. The first three spurtings reached her face easily, though the first crash-landed against the side of her head before she had a chance to reposition herself for the next two fountains, which she amazingly did manage to capture in mid-air. David had stood up in order to enjoy the 'show' as it were. As John had always produced more flying copious amounts of cum than any three men combined!
David's long neglected erection was pressing painfully against the front of his slacks as he stood there watching Nancy now milking the last vestiges of John's still pouring fluid.
"Would you like some help with that?"
"Hey!" David said recognizing, but not remembering the woman who he now saw standing next to him.
"Janice," she said smiling seductively. "The woman at the bar, remember?"
"Hell yes!" he said happily. "That's right...you never did give me your name did you?"
"Not that I recall, but even if I might have, it wouldn't have been my real one anyway. Now...about that hard-on you're sporting!"
Unlike before, anything and everything was permissible as long as there was mutual consent of course. One of the very few, but very strict rules of the club. Janice knelt down on the floor before David, easily unzipping his fly once again, fishing out his rock-hard erection. Slipping it inside of her mouth, David felt his knees buckle as he used the edge of the dining table to steady himself with.
"Oh God!" David moaned pleasurably as the tip of her tongue began skating across the surface of his prick.
He noticed that Nancy was watching, along with several others at the table including John. "God, just watching her do that is making me horny all over again!" Nancy exclaimed. "Haven't you even cum yet honey?" she asked David.
"Not fucking yet!" he said grimacing, though the hoped for anticipated orgasm was due any moment now, especially the way Janice's talented mouth was working it. "Shit that's good!" he exclaimed audibly. "And to think, you're not the one helping me teach the oral sex class!" he added.
Janice laughed with her mouth full of David's cock. "No, but I certainly signed up for it!" She stated teasing his prick with her tongue and lips. "Now...relax and give me all that sweet cum juice!" Moments later, David was doing just that as he leaned back gripping the edge of the table as his prick began to squirt copious built-up, needed to be released fountains of sperm.
"Oh yeah! Fuck yeah! Give it to me baby!" Janice was squealing pleasurably as David continued to pour semen down her throat as well as all over her face. Janice rubbed his cock back and forth across her lips feeling the warm essence cascade against her like a shower.
"Can I help?"
David looked up to see his wife kneeling down before him now as Janice handed off the baton of his prick to her. Still licking the shaft however as Nancy held it, gently pumping the last traces of his milky-white fluid, licking the tip of his prick, stabbing her tongue into the tiny eye-slit of his prick for whatever possibly remained.
#
A short time later it was announced that dancing would commence. Everyone was invited to disrobe, several large racks on rollers had been provided for all the guests to hang up their clothing on. The lights dimmed as music began playing.
"This is one of my favorite things to do at the beginning of these things," Emily announced having slipped along side David and Nancy as they stood waiting patiently to begin. "It's a great way to get to meet everyone and really get the week off to a wonderful start!" she added excitedly.
"I think things have already gotten off to a great start!" David replied as Emily's hand sought him out, bringing his re-aroused prick back to a semi-full cock stand.
Emily smiled without speaking, then stepped out towards the dance floor leading him there by the cock as several others began doing the same. David looked over his shoulder as Nancy waved at him, turning a moment later to introduce herself to one of the other guests where she too then placed her hand around the man's cock and led him on to the dance floor just as Emily had done.
The music was slow, sensual. Moments after stepping out onto the floor, Emily placed David's hand upon her heated mound. He felt his fingers melt into her sex as she placed one hand around his neck leaning her head onto his shoulder groaning pleasurably. Her free hand continuing to gently stroke and fondle his blood-engorged penis as they swayed slowly back and forth on the dance floor.
All about them now packed tightly together in a throng of swaying flesh, couples danced. Hands, fingers busily caressing to the soft beat of the music beneath the soothing soft lights. When the song ended, Emily reluctantly released David's cock giving it a momentary affectionate squeeze. "Don't forget David, I want some of this soon!" she said giggling. Then before he could even answer, Emily turned already locating a new partner directly behind her as he watched her hand introduce itself to the new hard pulsating phallus. David pivoted on his feet, feeling soft hands encircle him from behind, a pair of hard firm breasts, nipples erect stabbing into the flesh of his back.
"How do you do?" David said smiling to his still yet as unseen new partner. "Name's David," he told her.
"Bobbie!" came the response from a voice that was as soft as silk. "God I am so damn excited to be here!" she added finally stepping around David so he could actually see who it was that was now playing with his cock. She was beautiful too! Her hair was long, braided, falling well down to the middle of her back. Though dark, a hint of a red sheen showing through gave her a sultry appearance unlike any he'd seen. Additionally, she was tall. Taller than most including Emily as she stood a good six or seven inches taller than David with large well rounded breasts that presented themselves to him as she stepped in front of him. Without even bothering to ask, David leaned forward drawing one of her firm erect nipples between his lips sucking it. He felt her hands slip down his back taking a firm hold of his ass cheeks audibly sighing her pleasure as she did.
"Don't forget to say hello to the other one too!" she continued to sigh. David quickly did just that, tickling her firmness with his tongue.
"Hello!" he said lapping at her hard nubbin of flesh, then allowed his hand to drop between her legs where she stepped allowing his finger to slide smoothly and easily up her already dripping furrow.
"Hmmm, please David...make me cum before the song ends!" she implored him wantonly.
He had easily found her clitoris, as it was unusually large. Pinching it between two fingers, David massaged her pleasure center, rolling it like the small marble it was.
"Oh yes! Fuck yes!" Bobbie groaned into his shoulder, biting him nearly to the point of pain. In addition to her teeth sinking into his flesh, Bobbie's long sharp fingernails dug into the firmness of his ass, nearly causing him to yelp out in sweet agonized torture as she held on to him, humping her pussy frantically in rhythmic determination.
The song was nearing its end, but David knew with a great deal of certainty that even if it did, the 'dance' he was currently sharing with Bobbie wouldn't be over. Not until he'd dipped her into the throes of orgasm anyway.
"God I'm close!" she moaned loudly, thrusting her hips wildly now as she undulated against his hand, finally releasing his ass to cup both of her own breasts tweaking her nipples. "Almost! Oh fuck...I'm almost there David!" she exclaimed.
David looked into her face, saw her eyes were closed, her mouth beginning to clench, her face grimace as she hovered just on the edge, teetering on the razor thin line of ecstasy just as the song ended. There was a brief moment of silence when the song did end, just as Bobbie tumbled into orgasmic bliss.
"Oh David! Oh my God David! Yes! Yes! Yes!" Bobbie screamed at that very moment, causing one or two obvious snickers along with some laughter. Then from what was obviously at the far end of the dance floor, the most familiar voice of them all.
"That's my husband all right!" Nancy said with a brief chuckle, "Leave it to him to know just how to finish a song!" she said laughing, causing several others around them both to do the same.
David felt Bobbie shudder for long moments as her climax ebbed and flowed through her, her pussy clenching and unclenching around his finger as he continued to massage her passage. Careful now to stay away from her far too sensitive clit as she had had to use her own hand to gently guide his away from that particular area even as she soared into heavenly bliss.
All night long David enjoyed the pleasures of caressing several women, the joy of so many wet silken passages as his fingers explored more succulent quim than he'd known in his entire life-time! And likewise, he'd had his prick fondled in so many ways, with so many differing sensations. Some soft and gentle, others bordering on madness. He'd had his prick twisted, touched, pulled upon and stroked in so many different ways that it had by now began to ache painfully, though the orgasm he'd managed to stave off certainly hadn't helped.
Glancing at his watch, David saw that it was already nearing midnight. As Emily had confided with him earlier, he knew the highlight of the evening must be drawing near. With an early breakfast in the morning, along with the start of most classes, his in particular, he knew that everyone would be anxious and in need of sleep. Almost immediately, the lights flickered momentarily then went out entirely as a bright spotlight lit the center stage. David wasn't at all surprised to see both Emily as well as John step into the bright circle of light.
"Welcomed guests!" John began hushing the crowd. "For those of you who've attended these workshops before, you know that the next and last dance of the night is most looked forward to. For many reasons," he said smiling, allowing a brief splattering of applause and whistles to die down before beginning again. "And for those of you who may be joining us for the first time, we invite you to join in, in what we lovingly call our version of the "bunny hop-fuck dance!" he exclaimed amongst additional cheers and catcalling.
As if on cue, Emily turned so that her back was facing towards John where she bent over, allowing him to slip into her from behind. No sooner had he done so, than another female who'd obviously participated before, quickly stepped in behind John, throwing her arms around his waist, one hand cupping his balls as she too leaned forward, allowing a second man to then enter her from behind in much the same way that John had impaled Emily. One by one, couples quickly moved to find a position in the rapidly growing line, holding on to one another, all now joined as cocks rested impatiently inside the waiting cunts of their female partners. Though one or two couples had reversed the situation as a few women had brought along strap-ons, some with male partners, and others with female partners. But each now linked in the elongated line of anticipatory flesh as everyone waited for the familiar tune to the 'Bunny Hop' to begin.
David was extremely pleased to find himself standing behind Beverly who had rushed forward taking his hand before anyone else could. "I'm surprised you decided to do this!" he'd told her as she led him forward. "Oh hell David, after everything I've experienced tonight, I wouldn't miss doing this for the world! Especially with you!" she added, her bashfulness suddenly a thing of the past as the lusty look she cast his way spoke volumes as to the metamorphosis that had obviously taken place since the evening began.



David had no idea how far back his wife was, though he knew she would be somewhere within the long writhing line of "Bunny Hoppers" that extended now outside the double-wide doors into the garden area. Finally the song began, and David grinned as Beverly took her first three "Bunny Fucks" as they were called before jumping forward with David hanging on for dear life, as was everyone else.
Unlike the 'traditional' Bunny-Hop of course, the dance had been revised slightly to better accommodate the particular couplings, along with so many participants. Rather than the women jumping back, they simply grinded themselves against the men. When it came time to 'hop' forward, rather than everyone calling out "hop-hop-hop!" everyone yelled, "fuck-fuck-fuck!" instead. The sound of so many people yelling out "fuck" at once, was not only funny, but it had the somewhat bizarre effect of making the dance far more erotic than one might have thought.
Even as simplified as the dance now was, inevitably there were more than a few that fell giggling away from the line, along with many who after several 'fuck-hops', could no longer maintain their place in line either. Eventually the very long line became a convoluted grouping of much shorter lines that began intertwining like a room full of horny snakes. Here and there couples simply broke a part, fucking unabashedly, no longer content to adhere to the ongoing song and music. Others having already climaxed along the way, stepped out merely watching now as the dance continued, though it no longer resembled as much of a dance, as an all out orgy. Which by design, the dance was basically intended to create.
Beverly had come at least once already, now working on her second when David felt his own powerful orgasm begin to tighten his balls, threatening to erupt any moment within the honey slick cavern of her pussy.
Grabbing Bev's ass, he held on firmly enough that she was forced to release the guy she'd been holding onto. Knowing as David did that, that he was close to his own orgasm, it triggered her own. Her pussy gushed in rapturous release, bathing his prick warmly with her female fluids, her pussy tightening as though threatening to expel his already expanding cock. David shoved, shoved as deeply into her as he could, felt the pleasurable eruption as his sperm began filling that hot, wet cavity. He felt four, five, then six incredible pulsating ropes of sperm leave his cock, imagining each one splashing against the cervix of her womb so deeply impaled within her as he was.
"Oh my God David!" Beverly called out, thrusting back against him. "Yes! Yes! Fill my pussy with your cum baby, fill my pussy with your cum!"
David grinned beatifically, he already had.
Several couples merely collapsed wherever they fell. Others continued screwing though the frenzy of the dance had played itself out. Most, began leaving in small groups heading back to their rooms in order to get as much sleep as possible, though the excitement of the evening promised additional pleasures ahead for those who were somehow still not satiated by the evenings affair.
"You about ready to call it a night?" Nancy asked coming up from behind David before he was even aware she was there.
"Fuck yes," he said wearily. "Damn good thing I have a few hours after breakfast before my class begins. That...and a couple of those little blue pills if I should need them," he added.
Nancy took his arm beginning to lead him out of the ballroom after they'd finished dressing. "I seriously doubt you're going to need to take any of those," she said teasingly. "With all that new, fresh pussy to look at and lick tomorrow, I doubt you'll have any problems at all!" she assured him.
David smiled. Nancy was probably right. And good old Mr. Ever-ready throbbed as though nodding its already growing head in agreement. Tomorrow promised to be a very exciting, very pleasurable day.
#
It wasn't the sound of the alarm that woke him. No, the wake up call David was given was the feel of his wife's lips lovingly arousing him.
"Hey!" he spoke sleepily. "You forget? I have a class this morning!" he said struggling to sit up, though without any real effort to do so.
"I didn't forget, thought you could use a head start, something to get you in the mood, enthusiastic," Nancy stated continuing to swirl her tongue around the tip of his cock.
"Well, you're certainly doing that!" David moaned agreeably.
"Though with all that new wet pussy to lick, I doubt you'd really need any help becoming aroused," Nancy teased continuing to run her tongue up and down the now super hard shaft of his prick.
"Oh come on honey, its sort of like being a doctor. Like being a gynecologist in a way. I really am there to instruct a class, show the guys some proper techniques, and inform the women of what their men should be doing so they can better instruct them as well!" David offered by way of explanation.
"Yeah, right!" Nancy giggled wrapping her lips fully; firmly around the head of his prick giving it a hard pull until it 'popped' from her mouth with a deliciously wicked sound.
"God I love that! Remind me to tell Janice she needs to teach that one," David moaned pleasurably. "For that matter, maybe you should be teaching the class with me instead of her!"
"Now David, you know damn well that you enjoy Janice's blow-jobs, probably even better than mine. She is pretty good at it, and from what I've heard, she licks pussy pretty damn well too! Maybe even better than you do!" she added half-seriously.
David frowned. "You planning on taking the class yourself?"
Nancy laughed. "Well, if I do...it will be one of those private sessions being offered," she continued to tease.
David swallowed. He'd already booked two such sessions himself, and he'd not even begun teaching the course yet!
Reluctantly, Nancy finally released David's prick rolling out of bed heading for the bathroom. "Want to join me in the shower?" she asked wickedly.
David was tempted, but he knew full-well that if he followed his wife in there, they'd most likely miss breakfast altogether, and even more likely, he'd find himself late for his first class.
"Better not," he called out behind her just as she disappeared into the bathroom. "I know you too well," he added half under his breath. But Nancy had heard him anyway.
"Suit yourself, but I thought you might enjoy seeing me getting off with the shower massage!" she managed to state just before closing the bathroom door.
"Fuck!" David exclaimed, his cock still throbbing with obvious arousal. And had it not been for the urge to pee, he might have given in to the temptation. Instead, he waited until he heard the sound of the shower running before slipping inside the bathroom, urinating, then devilishly flushing the toilet.
"Hey!"
"Sorry!" David laughed quickly stepping back out of the room. "You deserved that though!" he said silently to himself, once again tempted to peek into the shower and see if his wife really was using the shower massage to get herself off with.
David quickly dressed, waiting patiently for Nancy to finish showering and do the same. They arrived mid-way through the serving of breakfast anyway, though glad to see that John, Amy and Emily had saved them seats at their table.
"Morning everyone!" Nancy spoke seating herself next to John, which didn't surprise David in the least as he immediately reached over giving one of Nancy's breasts an affectionate caress.
"I see you're scheduled for my class this morning," Amy spoke.
"You're teaching a class?" David questioned. He hadn't see Amy's name on the instructors list.
"Last minute decision," she offered taking a bite of scrambled eggs.
"Amy does those adult toy parties," Emily said joining in, as Amy wasn't about to say more with her mouth full at the moment. "We thought it might be a great addition to offer up another course in the use of various toys and novelties."
David laughed looking over towards his wife. "No wonder!" he exclaimed. "Hell, Nancy's got enough vibrators and dildo's to start up a business of her own!"
Nancy pouted. "Now David, you know damn good and well with you gone two weeks of the month away on business, that I need something new and interesting to entertain myself with."
"You mean besides our next door neighbors?" he questioned with a smile. Nancy blushed.
"Well, there is that!" she admitted. "But Amy was telling me about this brand-new vibrator that's just come into the market. And hearing from her how nice it feels, and all the wonderful things it does...I just had to see and experience it for myself!"
"What a surprise!" David quipped. "It's a wonder that men are even needed any more!" he said teasingly looking over towards Amy.
"You might be right David," Amy responded. "In a few more years, they're apt to invent the perfect Male Robot. Someone that doesn't make demands or expect anything other than to fulfill his requirements in pleasuring a woman."
David looked at her worriedly. "God, I hope not!"
Everyone laughed. "Don't worry David, a real live male will always be needed. Unless they find a way to duplicate that sweet tasting sperm you guys produce that is," Emily added. "As for myself...I have always gotten a kick out of watching a guys cock explode, seeing the look on a man's face when he does. So unless they can perfect that in a robot, I'm afraid I'll still need the real thing once in a while at least."
David leaned over kissing Emily fully on the mouth. "Thank God there's still a few women out there who realize they still need a real man!"
"Oh, I might need a real man once in a while, but I'm looking forward to Amy's course myself!" she added taking the joy out of David's smug smile.
"Then again...as nicely as David licks pussy, that's something else that I doubt even a robot could be taught to emulate."
David felt his smile broaden at Amy's compliment. "I hope you'll be attending my class some time this week yourself!" he winked.
"Not your class, but I do plan on scheduling a private session," she told him licking her lips. "And soon too!" #
David arrived several minutes before he and Janice's class was to begin. Janice had just finished placing several large, very comfortable looking pillows upon the cushioned floor. But it wasn't the pillows David was gawking at, at the moment. Janice had chosen to wear a very sheer black lace nightgown that did little if anything to conceal what was beneath.
"Wow, you look damn good this morning!"
"Thank you," she smiled in return. "Thought it might help to arouse the more nervous males who'll be attending our class this morning," she told him. "Nothing worse than wasting a lot of time trying to get a guys prick hard when he's feeling self-conscious, or nervous at having his dick sucked in front of a bunch of people."
"Never had that problem myself!" David said proudly.
"You're not like most guys either David!" Janice quipped looking towards the already growing bulge in his pants. "Which reminds me," she said. "You probably should put something on a little more sexy than a sports shirt and slacks. You look too stiff as it is, and I don't mean in a good way either!" she said smiling down towards his still growing erection.
"Yeah, thought of that myself," he said sitting down the small bag he'd brought along with him. "I brought along a silky kimono. Not only does it feel and look nice, but it's damn easy to get in and out of when I need to," he added.
"I'll bet," Janice said with a grin. "Too bad you didn't come earlier, we could have warmed one another up," Janice added dropping her hand down between her legs.
"I'll remember that for next time," David replied feeling his erection beginning to harden as he stood watching her. "By the way, just how many do we have for this first class anyway?"
Janice continued to finger herself as she spoke. "Three couples, three single males and two single females. Or at least I think the females are single, they could be another couple I suppose."
"Only eleven? I thought we'd have a lot more than that for the classes," David said in disappointment.
"Only for the first one. Perhaps it was too early given the party last night. Tomorrow afternoon's class is booked solid. We'll have over thirty for that one!"
"Oh God!" David thought to himself. "Fifteen different pussies to lick!"
"Personally, I'm glad we have a smaller class. We can pay more attention to each individual that way."
"Well you have a point there," David mused as he began dressing. Though he was still smiling at the thought of fifteen different cunts to lick and play with. "You have a gynecologist Janice?" David asked.
"Sure. Why do you ask?" Janice wondered.
"Ah, nothing. Never mind. Just something that came up earlier this morning. Long story."
Janice was about to press him, when people began to arrive. "Make yourselves comfortable," she spoke directing them towards the piles of cushions and pillows on the floor. "We'll get started as soon as everyone's here, and as soon as everyone's comfortable enough to begin."
Janice turned back towards David. "You want to start off? Or you want me to?"
"Be my guest," he relented. "I'll follow your lead."
They waited just a few minutes more until everyone who was scheduled to attend, had. Once everyone was comfortably positioned amongst the pillows and cushions on the floor, Janice stepped forward introducing herself and David.
"Good morning everyone, my name is Janice, and the gentleman standing next to me is David. We'll be your oral instructors over the next two hours. This class is intended to be not only informative, but hopefully fun as well." Janice allowed a few nervous snickers to die down before continuing.
"Now then, does anyone here have a problem with me partnering you up with someone else other than who you came here with?"
David noticed that only one couple appeared anxious about that, but no one really objected.
"Good! The reason I asked that question, because it's been my experience that when you're with someone other than who you're most familiar with, you tend to be a little more open to suggestions and recommendations. Especially when it's someone you've never been with before. And this class that David and I will be instructing, is designed to break down the barriers and inhibitions along with correcting a few bad habits that some of you may have. Now then, a few last questions before we begin. Who here has never performed or experienced oral sex before? And is there anyone who doesn't want to be paired with a member of the opposite sex?"
Only one woman raised her hand, and then only after a bit more prompting to be honest about it.
"That's ok, nothing to be ashamed or nervous about...ah, which is something else we should probably do before the class officially begins, is to introduce yourselves. So...you are?"
"Sherry," the young single nervous woman spoke. Not sure if she was to include her last name or not.
"Just Sherry is fine," Janice indicated realizing her uncertainty. "We're all here on a first name basis only. No formality, and no reason to reveal everything about ourselves to anyone else here either. Anonymity is first and foremost a concern of the club. But so is your reason for being here. And that is to learn, have fun, and improve your sex lives!"
Janice began re-pairing everyone, telling David that she would see to Sherry herself during the course of the class as she'd indicated that she'd prefer being instructed by another woman. With several extra men available, she would also see to working with them, forming a smaller more intimate group.
"You're just looking forward to having four people taking turns licking your pussy!" David whispered to her, causing her to smile.
"Damn straight!" she whispered back. "Which is one of the reasons I agreed to do this class in the first place!" she answered honestly.
Most everyone had worn their custom robes as had been recommended in the brochure for this particular class. Both David and Janice were glad to see that everyone seemed very comfortable and amiable to the new pairings between couples.
"Now then...to the introductions," Janice started. "And we're going to do this in such a way as to have some fun at the same time," she added mysteriously. "Ok ladies, I want you to reach over and place your hand around your partner's cock," Janice said easily, receiving a few nervous murmurings as well as numerous giggles. But both David and Janice were pleased to see the women doing so as hands traveled up and beneath the robes the men were wearing. Janice positioned herself amongst her small little group quickly locating the cocks of two men sitting on either side of her. "Nice to meet you..."
"James," one man answered grinning and blushing at her.
"Peter," the other answered with a nervous chuckle.
Janice shook their cocks "hello" before moving on to the third male of her little group, reaching inside his robe to greet him. "Oh my," she exclaimed suddenly leering. "He's a BIG one!" she announced to everyone in the room causing another round of snickering and laughter. "It would seem that John's got some real competition here!" she added, though most probably didn't know what she was referring to.
David had to laugh at that as well. "Probably a good thing Nancy isn't in this class, though I'm sure once I tell her, she'll make a real effort to meet you herself," David Paused waiting for the man to finally introduce himself.
"Larry," the man finally answered as Janice continued introducing herself to his obviously large prick.
One by one, all the men finished introducing themselves much to their obvious delight.
"Ok ladies, now it's your turn!" Janice informed them. The guys were far more eager to meet the women, hands suddenly disappearing beneath the robes they were wearing. "I know we've already met," Janice stated as she settled down next to Sherry, but I'd still like to get to know you officially," she announced slipping her finger inside the almost too tight warm wet passage of Sherry's pussy. She was pleased to hear a quick intake of shocked breath from her companion.
"Oh!" Sherry moaned loudly enough for everyone to hear, blushing profusely a moment afterwards. Janice gave Sherry's sweet quim a few more gentle finger strokings before reluctantly pulling away.
Janice stood once again joining David's side. "For the first half hour of the class, David will instruct the men on the proper way of orally pleasuring a woman. David?"
"Thanks Janice," David said stepping into the semi-circle of students patiently waiting for things to begin. "Men? What I want you all to do is to imagine a flower garden, already prepared and waiting for the tiny seeds to be planted. Imagine if you will, a soft warm mound of good topsoil, moist...yet warm ready for planting."
Once again there were a few brief snickers and giggles. David continued. "What I want you to do, is imagine running the tip of your finger up through the delicate soil, creating a shallow furrow. Not pressing too deeply, nor too firmly either. Just a nice slow light touch leaving an impression. That, is what I expect each of you to do with your tongues to your partner in a few moments here. And when you reach the tiny little seed at the apex of that soft moist furrow, I also want you to imagine pushing it into the soil as gently as in creating that furrow to begin with. I will first demonstrate to each of the women here exactly what I mean. It will then be their job to let each of you guys know if the sensation is exactly as I did it or not. Ladies? Now isn't the time to be bashful. Which is one of the reasons we haven't paired you with your original partners. So, feel free to instruct, advise, and inform the partner you are with if they do it too hard or too soft, too slow or too fast ok?" David waited to ensure everyone understood his instructions. "Good...lets begin then!"



David quickly positioned himself upon the floor in front of the blue-eyed blonde who'd introduced herself as Angel. David gently eased the bottom of her bathrobe out of the way, hearing a slight intake of breath as he exposed her neatly trimmed pussy, also blonde much to his delight. Placing his tongue in just the way he'd instructed that he would, David slowly allowed the bare tip to create the furrow he'd imagined himself. He drew his tongue ever-so-slowly up her already moistened slit, moments later easily locating the seedling of pleasure, which he tenderly pressed with the tip of his tongue, planting it firmly in the soil of her desire. He performed the same movement several times before sitting back and instructing Angel's partner to take up his place. David then moved on to Georgia a fiery redhead with enormous breasts.
Taking a quick glance back towards where Angel was laying, he was pleased to see a profound expression of pleasure etched upon the woman's face.
"Remember Angel, it's not your intent to experience an orgasm just yet. So if things are progressing a bit quicker than they should be at the moment, you need to tell Peter that he needs to slow down some ok?"
Angel barely managed an answer. "Oh, but it feels so fucking good!" she frankly admitted again to a smattering of laughter.
"And so it may, but just imagine how much better it will feel when you've allowed the tease of the tongue to bring you to that point slowly," David cautioned.
Eager, Georgia had already lifted her robe sufficiently out of the way, reaching down to spread her lips a part with her fingers.
"I'm glad to see you're excited Georgia, but let me create the furrow with my own tongue first before you begin smoothing over the dirt there shall we?" he teased her. Georgia removed her fingers, allowing the folds of her succulent pussy to close more tightly upon one another. "That's it...now, just lay back, relax, and concentrate on the planting of your seed," he instructed.
Soon after he moved on towards Julie, a full-figured brunette with enormous breasts. Rather than merely lifting the hem of her robe off to one side or the other, she'd undone the sash, exposing herself entirely to his appreciative view.
"Would you mind pulling on my nipples a little while you do that?" she asked. David grinned,
"Not quite yet...let the tease itself awaken the desire in your nipples Julie. When the time is right, we'll include that little additional bit of stimulation."
Julie frowned, but then quickly grinned as David proceeded to delicately draw his tongue almost magically up the glistening wet furrow of her split. "Hmmm, this one's recently been well-watered!" he joked, giving her hardened clit an additional pat with his tongue before beginning the process all over again for several additional 'plantings'.
"Oh my God!" Julie moaned. "I really could cum just like this!" she said reaching out her hands in a feeble attempt to capture David's head, keeping it there between her legs.
"Sorry baby...but we still have a lot of techniques to teach and enjoy here. But I promise you, when it IS time to cum, you will...and gloriously so. Trust me!" he said winking at her.
David included Janice as he moved away from Julie, simply because he wanted to taste the sweetness of her pussy just as much as everyone else's. And even Janice had suggested that he should as she could then better describe to the men who would be practicing on her, the techniques as David was so masterfully teaching them. When he had finished, he glanced briefly towards Sherry without saying anything.
"Oh hell, why not?" she stated much to everyone's surprise. "I am here to learn after all," she admitted openly. "And who knows? I might enjoy a man's tongue inside my pussy just as much as a woman's!" she stated matter of factly.
Pleased, David spent an extra bit of time running his tongue up and down the rapidly moistening furrow of Sherry's split. Soon she was moaning pleasurably as David continued to create his furrows, planting her seed until she was beginning to move against him in anticipation of the next caress of her hardened clit. Only when she was aroused beyond even her own expectations did David withdraw, sitting up once again.
"How's everyone doing?" he asked. "Ladies? I don't hear a lot of instruction going on!" he challenged them.
"I'm not sure I want to give any!" Georgia admitted. "What he's doing feels just fine as it is!" she nearly yelled as Larry cheated, drawing her tender clit between his lips, sucking it.
"Now, now Larry!" David cautioned, "You're getting ahead of the class. Though we are about to move on to the direct stimulation of the clit itself."
Moving back to reposition himself before Angel who now undid her robe entirely struggling out of it entirely until she lay completely nude and comfortably within the pillows.
"Do we get to have our nipple's played with yet?" she asked already beginning to caress herself.
"Not yet...next round," David promised as he once again nestled himself comfortably between her now outstretched legs.
"Another thing that many of you may or may not already know. Sometimes the positioning of a woman's legs can create variations in sensation, as well as stimulate the mind for both as far as the erotic-vulgarity of a woman being so openly displayed while oral sex is being performed. For example..."
David then placed each of Angel's feet upon his shoulders, forcing her to bend at the knee, rolling her pubic mound upwards ever so slightly in the process.
"As you can see, this also creates a much better angle for pleasuring a woman with your tongue, less tiring for the guys," David paused knowingly, "allowing also a much better freedom of movement."
Many had stood in order to get a better 'birds' eye-view as David placed Angel perfectly, exposing the lips of her pussy even more invitingly than they'd been before.
"Now we move on to the butterfly caress, adding to that the slow delicate draw of planting the furrow," he told them all. "And be sure to mix things up a little. There's nothing worse than the same sensation being repeated over and over again. At first it may feel good to the woman you're with. But I can assure you gentlemen, that continuing to do the same thing over and over again gets boring. And I'm not speaking for you. But for the ladies. How many of you have begun to perform orally on your partner, feeling their initial excitement, only to suddenly feel an explicable decline in their enthusiasm?"
Many acknowledged that they had in deed.
"Variation is the key," David spoke. "That...and communication. Let your partner tell you what feels good. Believe me, when it's time to change technique or speed, if the woman you are with is comfortable enough, and knows they won't be bruising any male egos, you'll both find the experience even more pleasurable and exciting than ever before! This is also where I like the women to more actively participate. And the reason for that is, by having her...or in this case by having Angel spread her pussy-lips a part for me, she accomplishes two things. One, she will now experience the subtle eroticness of being an exhibitionist, to which some degree, we all are. By exposing herself, she is also submitting to the man she is with, another subtle sensation that may be experienced by both. So Angel? If you would please?"
David wasn't at all surprised to see Angel tightly closing her eyes, leaning even further back within the cushions as she tentatively reached down, spreading her soft pink lips a part with her fingers. Many women did, even with an audience standing around watching them.
"Good!" David commented appreciatively. "See how beautifully she exposes her own clit gentlemen? She knows what feels good in doing that without stretching herself so openly so as to be uncomfortable or cause discomfort. And as all of you can see, her precious pearl is sufficiently exposed that I can now use the butterfly technique upon it, allowing her to expose either more, or less of her clit as the sensations demand."
David proceeded to show everyone what he meant, flicking his tongue out at the hard tiny nubbin of exposed flesh, doing so both rapidly, as well as slowly, yet barely skimming and touching the surface of her flesh.
"The idea is not to rub a woman's clit so firmly, or so fast that it becomes too sensitive!" he admonished everyone. "Don't forget to listen! She'll tell you if she's ready to feel a firmer more direct flick of your tongue, or even a faster or slower one. And again, variation, variation, variation! Even we men when we sit and jerk ourselves off vary in the length of strokes, or even the grip of our own cocks as we masturbate. And so it is for our tongues gentlemen. Let the differences in non-repeated sensations be your guide, and let the woman whose pussy you're licking, guide you. If you do that, I promise that she will return the favor ten fold!" David snickered himself with a wide-open grin.
David made his way around the room demonstrating the new technique as well as the combinations of both techniques he had now taught and shown everyone. Julie of course had eagerly placed her feet on David's shoulders, her rather large clit throbbing expectantly as David performed the rapid butterfly caress against her. Her juices flowed almost continuously, as she began to rotate her pussy against his fluttering tongue, once again attempting to capture his head between her legs as she hovered on the edge of climax.
"Soon enough," he whispered to her, giving her clit one last precious gentle suck before removing his drenched face from her cunt.
"Now then...we can add some nipple play for those who like and enjoy that, as well as several differing techniques for tongue-fucking her pussy, as well as clit-sucking her too. Again, firmness, speed, as well as what it is you're doing that she likes the best is the key to an intensely satisfying orgasm. Ladies? Everyone ready to cum yet?"
Not one indicated they weren't ready, especially Julie who now appeared to explode the moment anyone's tongue even came close to her.
"I think...I'll start off with Julie first this time," David announced, fully intending to keep his promise to her.
"You ready honey?" David asked mouthing her clit, pulling it gently between his lips.
Julie came. And not too unexpectedly either. But he continued to gently roll the pinky-sized nubbin of her pleasure center around inside his mouth until he felt her once again straining for release, climbing the mountain of ecstasy where he waited for her, before pushing her over the edge with the rapid flick of his tongue into a second even more powerful climax.
"Oh fuck me!" Julie wailed excitedly, loudly...much to the delight of everyone there.
#
Over the next thirty minutes, many of the women experienced multiple, hard-felt orgasms. Including Sherry who'd not only climaxed on Janice's tongue, but even more surprisingly on David's, twice! After a twenty-minute break so that everyone could recuperate, as well as practice if they wanted to with the partners of 'their' choice, Janice reconvened the class, with each of the guys already aroused and eager with lustful anticipation.
David had half expected Sherry to leave as the primary reason for her being there had cum and gone. But to his surprise, as well as Janice's, she decided to stay provided that David was willing to be her partner.
"As long as you're sure," he told her. "Don't feel like you have to do anything you don't want to. That would detract from the whole purpose of this," he reminded her.
"No really, I want to. It might very well be the only time I ever do, but unless I do, I'll never really know for sure now will I?" she admitted to herself as well as to David.
Janice now began to teach in much the same way David had done previously. She went into a great deal of detail, giving everyone a blow-by-blow description of what was actually involved in giving a man an erotically thrilling blow-job.
"But what if you don't want them cumming in your mouth?" Georgia asked.
"Personally, I happen to love the taste of a man's semen. Some women do, some don't. I think it certainly enhances the male orgasm if the woman he's with is willing to do that for him, but...there are things you can still do if you're not so inclined. For those of you who either don't wish to allow your partner to cum in your mouth, especially under the circumstances, we have provided you with flavored, as well as non-flavored condoms!"
"Yech!" Julie spoke up saying. "I'm like you Janice, I love the feel of a man's cream shooting into my mouth, but even if I didn't, I'm not sure that still wouldn't be preferable to sucking someone off through a condom!"
"Actually, it's not nearly as bad as one might think," Janice told everyone. "And it certainly does make it all the more pleasurable for the male, even if one is used! Plus...as I will now show you, putting one on can be an exciting part of your oral pleasure! David?"
David stood next to Janice as she placed a rolled condom inside her mouth, letting everyone see how she did it. In the next instant, she drew David's hard stiff cock inside her mouth, easily unrolling the condom over it.
"Now then...see how easy that is? Though I'd suggest for most of you, to use the condom only when your partner is nearing climax. That way, the sensitivity of the oral pleasuring will be much more intensified. The climax will certainly speak for itself," she added smiling.
David reached down in order to remove the condom that Janice had just slipped onto his prick with her mouth. "Would you mind David?" Sherry asked staying his hand.
"Of course not!" he told her, letting her guide him back over towards the cushions where Janice now began instructing the women in various pleasuring techniques of both mouth and tongue, including as David had informed her, that 'popping' technique that he so loved his wife doing.
For her very first blow-job, and quite possibly her last, David had to give Sherry credit for what she lacked in experience and technique, she more than made up in enthusiasm, much to his surprise as well as Janice's as she came over to further help Sherry improve the mouthing she was currently performing on David's prick.
"Not quite so much head-bobbing," she told her. "It really isn't necessary. Let your lips tantalize and pleasure, not quite so much 'face-fucking' she added demurely.
David soon felt the boiling release of his orgasm only moments away now. And though Sherry would probably never be considered as one of the best cock-suckers he'd ever known, for a first time, especially for someone whose tastes didn't necessarily go in that direction, she was doing a damn fine job! Melting back into the cushions, he allowed the pleasuring sensation to build. Nearly there, he was surprised when Sherry stopped suddenly. Opening his eyes, about to sit up and ask her if anything was wrong, he watched, stupefied as she reached over stripping off the condom entirely.
"If I'm going to do this, I'm going to do all of it!" she announced determinedly. With his cock now free of the condom, Sherry soon took him back into her mouth, her lips becoming a vacuum as she pulled the seed from his soul, his orgasm wrenching his spirit inside out as he filled her mouth with his creamy nectar.
She was sitting up smiling at him when he came down from the throes of his orgasm. "Well?"
"Well hell...you sure you're not into guys?" David asked her. She grinned again.
"I don't know...maybe. Guess we'll see!" she admitted smiling as she licked her lips.
#
It had been a long day. Rather than going down for dinner, David had requested room service instead, settling in to watch the evening news prior to retiring to bed. Nancy had opted for cocktails with dinner, and as David guessed, perhaps a quickie with John as she'd been salivating over his cock ever since their arrival. He grinned, wondering just how long it would take her to discover that there was another man attending the seminar, "Larry" he remembered, who had an even bigger prick than John did.
Though he was tired, he was also looking forward to his class tomorrow afternoon. It would be twice as large as the one taught today, and as Janice and Nancy had both teased him about, plenty of fresh pussy to look forward to licking.
He had in fact fallen asleep when he felt Nancy slip into bed beside him. Sleepily, he glanced at the clock on the nightstand, it read 1:30 a.m. "You asleep?" Nancy questioned softly in the event that he still was.
"Almost," he groggily responded.
"How was your class?" Nancy asked.
"Good. I think there will be a few happier men and women out there to be honest with you. At least one in particular," he added to himself smiling. "How'd it go with you?"
Nancy giggled in the darkness. "It was fun, Amy's a great instructor. In fact, she's promised to come visit us after we get home so I can schedule one of her adult toy parties. I think that would be a gas don't you?"
David murmured a response, already feeling himself slipping back off towards sleep. "Glad you had a good time honey."
"Oh I did, and plan to do so again," she sighed contentedly.
Moments later David heard the soft purring hum of a vibrator. Rolling over, he switched on the lamp sitting on the nightstand.
"Thought you were tired," Nancy lay grinning, running the bright purple interesting looking toy up and down her slit. "Ok, maybe not so tired," she added seeing his cock already beginning to lengthen.
"I can always take a long nap," he told her reaching over to begin licking one of her magnificent breasts. Nancy laughed.
"You might need to," she moaned reaching down taking a firm affectionate hold on his prick.
#
This time it was Nancy who slept in. And though it had been a long night without much sleep, David found himself more excited than tired. Slipping out of bed so as not to wake his wife, he showered, dressed, heading downstairs for breakfast. Almost immediately he ran into Julie and a girlfriend of hers, Cindy.
"Would you care to join us?" Julie asked.
"Sure! Why not?" David smiled remembering how hard she had climaxed against his face.
"This is a friend of mine, Cindy," Julie said introducing them.
"Nice to meet you," David responded shaking her hand. "And how come you weren't in my class yesterday?" he half-joked with her.
"I'm scheduled for this afternoon's class," she responded. "Especially after hearing how much fun it was from Julie! I'm really looking forward to it," Cindy licked her lips softly as she spoke.
"Well I'd have to say, I am too."
Cindy was an attractive looking blonde with hazel blue eyes and white sparkling teeth. Her smile was magnificent making him want to lean over and kiss her immediately though he refrained from doing so.
"So, what's on your agenda for today?" Julie asked, "aside from teaching the class again," she added.
David hadn't really thought about it, figuring to relax out by the pool, perhaps take that nap he knew he'd be needing prior to instructing that afternoon's class.
"Not really sure," he admitted. "Thought I might just wander around, peek my head in a few workshops and see what looks interesting." He paused still looking towards the two women, feeling his early morning arousal awaken. "So...what's on your agenda after breakfast?" he finally asked after too much silence had passed between them. Julie and Cindy looked at one another, grinning.
"Well, Cindy's quite the little exhibitionist, in her mind anyway."
"Julie!" Cindy shot.
"Well it's true! Isn't that why you signed up for this class so you could finally experience something you've always thought about doing?"
Cindy was blushing. "I haven't just thought about it, you know that," she added defensively.



"Flashing your boobs to people on a bus, or acting coy in a fast-food restaurant as you spread your legs for some stranger to see your pussy isn't exactly what I meant," Julie teased. "Come on Cindy, you've told me before that your real desire and fantasy has been having someone watch you actually get off!"
"I wouldn't mind seeing that myself," David grinned looking towards Cindy.
"Well, then come with us!" Julie told him. "Please David, it would make it all the more exciting, for both of us," Julie turned looking towards her friend. "Wouldn't it Cindy?" she pressed.
Cindy nodded her head.
David had seen most if not the entire curriculum for the week's workshops. He knew from that just exactly what was entailed from each of those courses. "You do know that others will be pleasuring themselves while they watch you don't you?" he asked Cindy. Again, she nodded her head.
"Would you be?" she blushed.
David laughed. "Maybe, depends on how much you get into it yourself," he quipped. "If you do a good job, really enjoy yourself and don't hold anything back, then yes, I'd have to say I probably would."
Julie was also smiling. "Are we allowed to touch anyone else besides ourselves?" she asked hopefully.
"Not sure, but I don't see that that would be a problem, unless of course you're the one standing or sitting center stage. Then perhaps it might be," he admittedly wondered aloud.
Their breakfast soon arrived, famished after a long night of sexual delights, David dug in to his stack of pancakes. "Would you care for some syrup?" Julie asked.
"Yes...please," expecting to see her pass him the warmed pitcher of maple syrup. Instead, he watched as Julie slipped her hand beneath the table down between her legs, moments later lifting her finger back up towards him.
"Obviously, I'm very, very horny," she quipped.
"Hmm, I can see that," David leaned, licking the sweet honey syrup from off her fingertip. Reaching for the actual pitcher of syrup, David poured a little over his stack of cakes, then dipped his own finger into excess sweetness on the side of his plate. To Julie's surprise, David slipped his own hand down beneath the table, where Julie met him, spreading her legs. He easily found her hard throbbing clit, smearing the dab of syrup upon it, swirling it around smoothly with his fingertip until she was groaning pleasurably.
"Enjoying your breakfast?" the waitress asked as she freshened everyone's coffee.
"Oh fuck...I'll say!" Julie moaned loud enough for those sitting next to them to look over curiously.
"Show her!" David said sternly,
"What?"
"You heard me, show her what it is you're really enjoying!"
Even the waitress appeared slightly confused, though they'd all been informed well before hand what they might expect during the week, and had been given an extra incentive as payment for knowing that.
She scooted her chair backwards just a little, David moving with her when she did keeping his hand and fingers firmly embedded within the moist folds of her cunt. "Now, finger yourself," he told her while the much more interested waitress continued looking on. Julie did. Slipping her finger even more deeply inside her pussy, she began fucking herself, slapping her clit with the palm of her hand loud enough that everyone sitting near by knew exactly what it was that she was doing.
"Holy shit Julie!" Cindy exclaimed, surprised to see this level of real exhibitionism being displayed by her girlfriend. Julie continued to pummel her pussy until the obvious ecstasy of her climax took her. Shuddering joyously, unabashedly, Julie came with her eyes tightly shut, face grimacing in rapturous pleasure. Her low deep-throated elongated moan suddenly quieting the room as everyone within earshot sat listening. As she calmed, collecting herself, a soft round of applause filled the air from those close enough to have known and fully understood just what exactly had taken place.
"Thank you, I really enjoyed that!" The waitress found herself saying, suddenly aware she was still holding the side of hash browns that Cindy had ordered. "Ah, let me get you a fresh warm side," she realized turning to leave.
Cindy caught her attention. "Never mind kiddo, I'm not quite as hungry as I was. Now...I'm just fucking horny!" she laughed, causing the waitress to laugh as well mouthing the words "me too" as she departed back towards the kitchen area.
They soon after finished their breakfast. And though he had in fact planned to return to his room, check on his wife, then head down to the pool for a swim and a nap, David found himself anxiously looking forward to the exhibitionist workshop where the three of them were now headed.
They'd arrived a few minutes late, so the class had already started. As David was well aware, "Long John" as he was affectionately known amongst the club members, was the one instructing today's class. As David and the two women entered, John smiled in surprise, happy to see David for one, but for another, taking a quick furtive glance at his two companions. But even more interestingly than that, John stood center stage, his massive penis firmly erect as he stood nonchalantly stroking it, all the while telling everyone what was to be expected of today's participants.
"Good old John," David leaned over whispering in Cindy's ear. "Always one to enjoy showing off the goodies."
Cindy could barely manage a response, her eyes glued to the massive erect organ that even both of John's hands couldn't completely conceal as he continued to stand stroking it much to the delight of the women sitting there.
"I'm not surprised," she said breathlessly. "My God! He's got a big prick doesn't he?"
"Ask my wife how it feels inside her," David continued to whisper with a gentle laugh.
"She's...she's...fucked that?" Cindy asked loud enough to disrupt the class momentarily, causing more than a few curious murmurings at her comment.
"Sorry John," David apologized leading the girls over towards their seats. "Please...continue!"
Fact was, John hadn't missed a beat of his hand as he stood stroking his prick, giving David an appreciative nod. "For those who've just joined us," we were talking about the two types of exhibitionist, the passive, and the aggressive. Both of which we will be learning and demonstrating in today's class."
"As I've already mentioned, the 'passive' exhibitionist will expose themselves, or perform some sort of erotic act at the command or urging of another. The 'aggressive', will do so usually on their own, without prompting, merely for the sole purpose of their own enjoyment, and not so much of their partners though there may actually be a partner present to witness the act itself."
John finally released his prick indicating towards a brown haired woman sitting on the front row. "What we will do is alternate between men and women so that everyone has an equal opportunity to enjoy watching our exhibitionists. In addition, each of you will participate in both the passive, as well as the aggressive form, beginning with the latter first. In that way, you can at least become comfortable with yourself, and what you are doing before someone else assumes control over the act, and begins instructing you as to what it is they want to see and have you do. Crystal? If you're ready then?" John asked leading her up onto the small platform stage by the hand.
It took her a few moments to collect herself enough to undo the sash on her custom robe, letting it fall to the floor surrounding her feet. Eyes tightly closed, she stood merely caressing her breasts, though so subtly that it was hard to tell she even was, looking more like her intent was to cover herself as opposed to exposing herself, though her pussy certainly stood boldly to everyone's view.
Finally, perhaps as her own excitement level rose, she began to fondle and caress her breasts with far more movement. Though small breasted, David noted that she had incredibly thick elongated nipples that continued to harden as she stood playing with them, tweaking them with her finger tips. David had always enjoyed seeing a woman do that anyway, but especially when she pulled on them stretching them out and away from her breast. Not too surprisingly David had felt his prick beginning to harden beneath the robe that he too had been wearing. Looking off to this right where he sat sandwiched between Julie and Cindy, he wasn't at all surprised to find Julie had already parted her own robe, and sat unashamedly stroking herself as she watched the young woman on stage continue to fondle her own breasts.
"Wow, this really is arousing David!" she leaned over whispering to him. "And the fact that I'm getting turned on watching a woman too!" she added with a devilish grin.
With a time limit so as to ensure everyone had equal time, John prompted Crystal that she was nearing the 'passive' portion of her particular session and would need to mentally prepare herself for it. Dropping one hand down between her legs, she parted them slightly allowing the middle finger of her right hand to slip inside her wet passage. She continued to finger herself, eyes still closed, but it was quickly becoming obvious that she was beginning to actually enjoy the experience.
"Ok, David? Would you like to play the roll as Crystal's passive partner? And instruct her as to what you would like to have and see her do for us?"
"Glad to John!" David said enthusiastically. "First, Crystal? I'd like for you to open your eyes," he told her. She did so, looking in David's direction. "Good, now then...continue to focus directly on me unless I tell you to do otherwise."
Crystal smiled nervously as she waited for David's additional instructions. "Now, if you would please, take some of your pussy juice and apply it to each one of your nipples for us."
Crystal quickly did so, alternating between each of her breasts as she dug for the proffered abundance of female nectar with her fingers, then smearing it across each of her very hard, very long extended nipples.
"Now, do that again, but this time, use two fingers inside your pussy, and then suck them nice and clean for us," he continued to instruct her. She hesitated only briefly before doing so, repeating the motion several times until David was satisfied with her performance. "Very good Crystal, now then...spank your pussy for us, softly and slowly at first...but I want to see you actually spanking it."
For several erotic minutes, David continued to tell Crystal what to do, patiently waiting for her to do it until it was soon evident she was actually on the verge of experiencing a climax.
"Thank you David!" John said stepping back up on stage. "Sorry Crystal, I know you'd have enjoyed cumming, but as I indicated at the start, we'd prefer it if everyone saved their actual orgasms until the very end of the class. And as I promised, if each of you would do that, you'll see why. Ok, Marshal? I think you're next!" he said pointing to a very dark-skinned very athletically built man. "And ladies? Who amongst you would like to play the roll of his passive partner when it comes time?"
Several pairs of hands immediately shot into the air, including both Julies as well as Cindy's. "And you are?" John asked pointing towards Julie.
She gave John her name, then as she'd already seen, she knew that she was to wait until John told her it was time for her to give Marshal his exhibitionistic instructions. "God...is this going to be fun!" she mused.
It became quickly apparent that Marshal wasn't a novice to this, quickly enjoying himself much to the delight of his captive audience. And as such, John cut his time a little shorter. "Ok, Julie? Why don't you go ahead and have Marshal here perform according to the way you'd like to see!"
Julie actually stood as though needing to in order to better instruct him. Her robe fell back to her seat where she allowed it to remain, becoming much the exhibitionist herself as she began.
Though not quite as nicely endowed, as John was, Marshal none-the-less had a magnificent prick of his own. "What I'd like is to see you use both hands and rub it back and forth as though you were attempting to start a fire, you know...like the boy scouts do." Julie received a few surprised laughs at her suggestion, but Marshal grinned at her, applying a generous helping of lubricant that had been provided for anyone's use.
"Like this?" he asked beginning to use both hands rapidly up and down his cock just as though he really was trying to make sparks.
"Oh yeah! Just like that!" Julie groaned, her hand suddenly disappearing down between her legs as she stood fingering herself while continuing to watch Marshal fire-sticking his prick.
Even David had to admit, hearing Julie coax Marshal through several variations, all the while watching her continue to finger-fuck her own pussy as she did to be extremely arousing. And as he also noticed, many in the audience had long ago lost all their own inhibitions, now openly caressing themselves, or their partners sitting next to them. When Julie and Marshal were at last invited to retake their seats, Julie was hovering on the verge of orgasm, with David reminding her to behave and quit playing with her pussy.
"Well I've got to play with something!" she announced, "so it might as well be you then!" she all but demanded, undoing the belt on David's robe releasing his also very hard erect prick from the confines of the material.
"Ok, Cindy? I believe it's now your turn on stage," John prompted her. He quickly selected one of the other gentlemen to perform as her partner when it came time, and soon both David as well as Julie sat enjoying Cindy's performance as she far more quickly than some of the others, began stroking and playing with herself in what could only be described as the more sensual act of exhibitionism of the entire day.
Before everyone even realized it, the class was nearing an end. At the end of the last remaining individual, John once again took center stage. "Ok, thanks everyone for participating. And now, as promised, I would like to invite each of you to join me here on stage."
With nearly thirty people in attendance, it became quite a scene, as everyone stood naked as well as obviously aroused. "What I would like each of you to do, is to begin masturbating. Feel free to mingle of course, watching one another as you do. And this time, please feel free to climax, and we would urge you to do so as loudly and as completely as possible!" John added with a chuckle.
Within moments, everyone including David as well as Julie and Cindy stood touching themselves, turning in slow revolving circles so as to better enjoy the wide variety of cocks and pussies being touched and stimulated. Loud moans and groans began to emulate throughout the throng as one by one, men and women began to experience orgasm, doing so for one another, as well as enjoying the erotic ecstasy of actually climaxing before such an aroused audience.
Even David had to candidly admit to himself that seeing so many men and women masturbating themselves, and in a few cases one another, to be one of the most thrilling and exciting experiences he'd ever witnessed.
"Oh God David! Make me cum baby! Make me cum!" Julie near screamed, taking his hand, shoving it against her pussy where he'd barely inserted his finger before feeling her soaked sex clench all but entrapping him as she came, crying out in unbelievable pleasure. Seeing and hearing her do that, brought David to the very brink himself. Much to his delight and surprise however, Cindy stepped behind him, her hands quickly locating his prick where she began stroking it with perfect rapidity, ensuring his momentary eruption.
"Oh yeah...yeah! Just like that baby! Just like that! Milk that fucker! Make me cum!"
Not to be neglected, Julie knelt down on the floor before him, and though this might not have been the intention of the class, many others had succumbed to more than simply masturbating themselves or one another. Several had now engaged in various acts of intercourse, or the oral pleasuring of one another, including John who had two sets of lips furiously tonguing his more than spacious cock.
"Give it to me baby!" Julie urged slipping her mouth over the end of David's prick as Cindy continued to expertly stroke his shaft bringing him nearer and nearer towards his pleasure.
"Save some for me!" Cindy said worriedly.
"Don't worry, I'll let you know," David promised her attempting with all his strength and willpower to delay the inevitable. "Ok honey, you'd better join your friend there, because I'm about to flood her mouth with about a gallon of cum!"
Cindy had barely made it around front joining her friend when David felt the first jettison of cream explode from the head of his prick. Reluctantly, though taking the first full spurt for herself, Julie withdrew David's cock from between her lips, now sharing it with her friend as she continued to lick the shaft, letting Cindy mouth the head of his cock, catching the second, near equally forceful streamer of cum into her mouth. They then shared the third, fourth and several successive eruptions though each naturally began to diminish in volume until they were each lapping at the residue that had merely drooled from the tip of David's still juicing penis.
With every ounce of strength he had left, David finally managed to scramble away from what had now turned into an all out orgy.
"So much for the swim and a nap!" he exclaimed breathlessly making it out to the hallway. Julie and Cindy both had slipped below the waves of writhing flesh that now seemed to merge together as one. For a moment, a brief moment, David considered returning back inside the room.
#
By the time David finally returned to his suite, he was exhausted. The second class had gone particularly well even though there had been twice as many attending it than the day before. But the highlight had been a petite, longhaired brunette who had sat on his face while demonstrating several pleasurable positions. When she came, it was as though someone had turned on a faucet! Renee' had soaked his face with several female squirtings that had come unexpectedly, but delightedly so. And had he known that she frequently did this, he'd have purposely shown several of the others what to expect and how to more sensually savor the moment. As it was however, he drank from her gushing fountain ensuring her bliss was beyond any she had ever experienced before.
Almost immediately David spotted an in-house message blinking on the phone. Sitting down on the edge of the bed, he dialed the service number to pick up his message.
"Hey honey!" Nancy's voice began. "I hope your class went well today, but even more importantly, I hope you're not too exhausted!" she paused with a cute little laugh. "We've been invited up to John and Amy's suite around eight this evening. A few others will be there too of course, but we thought it might be fun to get together and have a little fun ourselves this evening. So like I said, I hope you're not too tired. And even if you are...just pop one of those little blue pills for me because I think between Amy and I, and whoever else is going to be there, you're going to need it!"
David glanced at his watch, it was just past five which would give him time enough to shower, and perhaps catch a brief nap which he felt he was sorely going to need at the pace he'd been going, little blue pills or no. He had no doubt that whatever, or wherever his wife was at the moment, she was already warming herself up. She'd made no mention of meeting him for dinner, only at John and Amy's suite later on. And though he was indeed tired, the thought of licking as well as fucking Amy's sweet tasting pussy was something he'd been looking forward to ever since his arrival. David felt his prick actually twitch at the thought even though he'd already had four orgasms so far today. And no doubt with the type of parties John and Amy were known for, he'd have at least two or three in addition to that before the night was over.



"Fuck the shower!" he thought a moment later, then crawled into bed setting the alarm.
#
David had fallen asleep almost the moment his head hit the pillow. He woke at the sound of the too early alarm going off, though having given himself plenty of time to finally shower before arriving at John and Amy's suite shortly after eight o'clock.
By the time he arrived, the party was already off to a good start. Pleased to see not only John and Amy, but Emily as well as Janice, "Larry" as David laughed had been invited as well, no surprise as almost immediately he spotted Nancy and Julie along with Cindy busily taking turns licking and sucking the lucky man's cock.
"Well, I see we're outnumbered here!" David laughed discarding his bathrobe as the only thing he'd put on for the short ride on the elevator up to their suite.
"About time you arrived!" John grinned as he stood over Emily and Janice who at the moment were engaged in a sixty-nine with one another on the floor. "How about joining me?" John leered once again looking down towards the two women who were almost too caught up in licking one another to even notice David had arrived.
"No way! He's mine!" Amy called out as she entered the room with a freshly opened bottle of wine. "I've been waiting all day to feel David's tongue on my clit John, so you're on your own with those two...for a while away," she added suddenly taking an interesting in watching the two of them going down on one another.
"Let me at least say hello to my wife first!" David smiled walking towards her. Larry was currently sitting on the couch with Julie on one side, Cindy on the other holding onto, and playing with his prick while Nancy stood in front him, bent over at the moment sucking it. "Hi honey! I'm home!" David laughed as he slid his cock easily inside his wife's more than wet pussy giving her several quick deep thrusts.
"Hmm, hi David!" Nancy moaned around Larry's cock, "glad you could make it baby!"
He was tempted to remain where he was, the feel of his wife's pussy so warmly wrapped around his shaft as he continued to slowly ease it in and out of her tight fitting glove.
"Hey you!" Amy declared reminding David that she was seriously waiting for him. Spinning, he saw her seated on the couch behind where he stood, legs spread, heels planted down on the couch she was sitting on. She sat with fingers spreading her labia a part, the twinkle of her moistened clit beckoning to him like a tiny star.
"Oh fuck, I'll fuck you later honey!" David stated slipping out of his wife as she groaned in sadness at the sudden departure. Moments later David was on his knees paying homage to Amy's slick split. There was no need to create any furrows, plant any seeds. Her garden was already well watered with plenty of seedlings waiting to sprout. He began flicking her clit with the tip of his tongue, reaching up to begin doing the same to each of her hard erect nipples with his fingers. As he did, David was barely aware that suddenly his cock was being mouthed in the gentlest of ways. He looked down, pausing momentarily from tonguing Amy's cunt.
"Hi Cindy!" he said excitedly as she'd crawled between his legs now nursing on the tip of his prick, her hands already caressing his balls. By way of an answer, she merely drew the length of him between her lips, sucking him even more firmly as he went back to licking the silvery star that shimmered in the universe between Amy's legs.
With Emily on top, John now straddled her back, easing his enormous prick inside her split as Janice continued to gently chew and tease her clit. Janice welcomed John's cock, giving it an affectionate lick as he began sliding a goodly portion of the thick veined monster inside Emily's more than happy pussy before returning to lap at the abundance of female juice that was now beginning to run in rivulets of pre-cummed pleasure.
"Oh yeah! Fuck me John! Fuck my cunt!" Emily groaned out into Janice's pussy without lifting her head. John was only too happy to oblige her, driving not all, but nearly most of his mammoth cock deep inside the recess of her hungry quim.
Impatient, Julie had finally managed to wrestle Larry's cock away from Nancy. Standing, though leaning against the couch, he had managed to get a great deal of his very impressive looking member inside Julie's horny cunt. Not to be left out however, Nancy slid in front of where Julie leaned, sucking her breasts as well as toying with her clit as Larry began thrusting shallow quick strokes in and out of Julie's fiery hot pussy.
"Oh my God he's big!" Julie cried out rapturously. "This has got to be the biggest fucking dick I have ever had inside me!" Larry chuckled.
"Baby...not all of it's even inside you, yet!" he added knowingly, causing Julie to feel a catch in her throat as she swallowed, trying to imagine, but falling far short of being able to. David felt Amy's pussy suddenly clench, spasticating as she cried out deliriously, one orgasm after another enveloping her completely. The feel of Cindy's lips now furiously pulling on his prick nearly caused him to jettison his first climatic spunk throw of the evening, but he held back fighting tenuously to the urge to give in and do so anyway. Finally, he broke away from Amy as well as Cindy to sit down on the couch in an attempt to regain control over his very hard throbbing penis.
David had noticed a strap-on vibrating dildo sitting off to one side of the coffee table after he had first come in.
"Amy? Now it's your turn to do something for me," he said with a wicked gleam in his eye.
"Oh yeah? What?" she asked expecting the worst, and actually looking forward to it.
"I want to see you fuck Cindy, with that!" he pointed. Amy followed his gaze, smiling the moment she saw the toy.
"No problem, I've been wanting to fuck someone with that all evening, though admittedly, I was curious if you'd like to try it?" she half-teased. David choked, ah...no, a fingers just about all I can manage," he replied honestly. "But if you want to ass-fuck someone with that, then Emily's probably the one to give that a try!" he suggested.
Emily however was still in the throes of her own cuntillary pleasure as John stood behind her, straddling her ass, his massive penis buried half in to her exposed pussy as he continued to pump himself in and out of her as Janice held onto Emily's clit with her lips, now sucking it as the thunderous orgasm began, literally turning Emily inside out.
"God, she really knows how to have an orgasm doesn't she?" Amy admitted as she began putting on the harness before inserting the vibrating dildo. "I don't think I've heard or seen anyone cum as hard or as loudly as Emily does."
David laughed, "You haven't been around my wife much then, especially when she has one up her pussy, and another up her ass and climaxes. Fuck...you don't know loud when she cums that way!"
Nancy had been listening to David's comments, finally extricating herself from between Julie's legs now taking an interest as Amy prepared to give Cindy's own cunt a thorough workout.
"You know what I'd really like to try," she began hotly. "Having you up my ass honey, while Amy here fuck's my cunt with that thing!"
"God, I admit, I'd enjoy seeing that myself!" Cindy stated, letting Nancy know she was more than willing to defer her own pleasure for the moment, simply in order to see Nancy getting fucked by Amy's toy in one orifice, and David's cock in the other.
"Count me in too!" John exclaimed, "but give me a second more here, I'm almost there!" he grimaced, his face screwing up as the pleasure quickly reached the peek.
"Let us see you cum honey!" Amy pleaded. "Most everyone here has never seen that prick of yours when it really explodes!" she claimed looking towards the others as they nodded their heads in agreement. Most had heard of John's almost unnatural ability to throw what was more like coils of cum-ropes instead of just a few ribboned milky threads.
"Oh yeah! And this is going to be a really good one too!" he advised everyone already beginning to remove his cock from Emily's now spent twat as she collapsed in a heap on the floor, though rolling away from Janice so she could enjoy and watch the show. Janice too sat up expectantly, her eyes along with everyone else's now focused on John's vein-bulged cock as it shook and spasimed.
"Here...it...fucking...cums!" he screamed joyously.
David wasn't at all surprised to see the first voluminous eruption of cum sky-rocket from the head of John's prick to arch easily three or four feet into the air before falling in a thick ribbon of spunk to splash against Emily's breasts. Almost immediately, Cindy, then Julie dove to the floor beside her where John somehow miraculously held off the second jettison of his cream, aiming it now more purposely, jacking out the next thick streamer to catch Julie full in the face, near blanketing one cheek entirely before hosing down one of Cindy's breasts.
"Me! Me!" Amy called out kneeling down before her husband. "Only toss it down my throat!" she urged. Once again John was only too happy to oblige his wife, placing the head mere inches away from her wide-open mouth as he pumped his prick again, loosing yet another gyserous fountain of cum-cream that near filled her waiting mouth as the voluminous discharge exploded almost eerily from the mushroomed head of his pulsating prick.
"Any left for me?" Nancy almost pouted beginning to approach.
"Hell yes!" John smiled, "But stay right there," he told her. "I think I've got one more really good one left," he charged freezing Nancy in place. Pointing for a brief moment as though taking aim, he again cocked his prick giving it a couple of hard firm pulls, jacking it, then tightened his ass cheeks as though somehow further able to propel the streamer of cum. Amazingly, it appeared even more forceful than any of the others, crossing the distance of the room between where he stood, and where Nancy did a good six feet or more away. His screaming discharge flew from the head of his prick like a thunderbolt, a long thin streamer of flying jisim that caught Nancy squarely between the breasts, running a connected line of sticky gooey cum to attach itself there, falling almost perfectly against her chest, down to her naval before finally wadding up in a near perfect circle to cover the thin strip of pubic hair as though it had been placed there by a painter.
"God damn John!" Larry admitted to himself as much as to everyone else. "I might have a slightly bigger cock than you do, but nobody, and I mean nobody can come like you do!" he honestly admired even as John continued to stand, still milking out traces of his semen into Julie's waiting mouth as she sat kneeling beneath him.
"Speaking of which," Nancy stated returning back to Larry's still hard prick. "I still haven't seen you cum yet, and I think it's time that you gave me some of that," she said taking hold of his aching cock, wrapping her lips lovingly around the slightly thicker head than even John's cock had shown to have.
Moments later, Larry was pouring his sweet cream down Nancy's throat much to her delight as well as everyone else's.
"Looks like you're up David!" Emily announced walking over towards him. "So then...where would you like to give it to me?" she asked already knowing his answer.
"I've been fantasizing about this all day," he admitted. "I want to pop my rocks deep inside that lovely velvet ass of yours," he told her even as she placed herself purposely on all fours, knowing full well that was exactly where she knew he'd tell her he wanted to.
"Go for it baby! Fuck my sweet delicious ass then! And let me feel all that warm creamy juice pouring into it when you do!" she added lustily.
David eased the head of his dick inside her tight passage, savoring the feel of her warmth, the heat of her inner walls as his cock began to slide inch by precious inch inside her.
"That's it, slowly baby...don't shoot it off too soon, I know you want to, but I need you to fuck me, hard and fast before you do first!" he pleaded with him.
"Just don't wear yourself out David!" Nancy laughed half-warning him. Remember, after you've had a chance to recover, you're going to be fucking me like that while Amy use's that toy of hers on me too!" Just imagining that was more than enough. "Fuck! Sorry Emily, but I gotta cum!" David cried out, feeling the first magnificent spurt begin to travel up the length of his shaft.
"Then screw me David! Hard! Fuck my cunt hard damn you!" she cried out as David began to thrust deeply into her, his fingers digging into the fleshy cheeks of her ass nearly drawing blood in the process.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" he wailed as the cream exploded from his prick filling her ass entirely.
Exhausted for the moment, Amy retired to the bar to fix everyone something to drink. "I'm still horny!" Julie exclaimed. "Mind if Cindy and I try out that double vibrating dildo you showed us?" she asked.
"Not at all! Be my guest!" Amy cried out from across the room. "I've actually been wanting to see how it works myself, but it would be damn fun to watch too! And...with a little luck, maybe it will rouse the three worn out amigo's over there!" she said pointing at the three men, all of who sat limp-dicked, though their facial expressions spoke otherwise.
"Yeah, that might be damn exciting to watch!" Larry admitted, already beginning to fondle his flaccid member.
Without any need or reason to lube up the long double-ended toy, Julie placed herself on the floor first, inserting the device as Cindy quickly moved into position across from her, their legs tangling over and under one another's.
"Here, let me help with that!" Nancy said moving over to kneel by the two women.
"You can help with a lot more than that if you want to!" Julie grinned, giving one of Nancy's breasts an affectionate caress.
"I was planning on it," Nancy smiled back as she began inserting the other end of the toy inside Cindy's pussy. "How's that feel?" she asked as she took a much closer look to see just exactly how much of it Cindy had managed to take inside herself.
Emily soon knelt on the other side across from Nancy. "Doesn't Julie have great nipples?" she commented, pulling on them.
"Yes she does!" Janice added moving over to capture one of them between her lips. "You'd better hurry on over here Amy!" she called out. "We're going to need you here to play with some clitty's while we're sucking these tits!" she vulgarly explained. Cindy and Julie began to undulate upon the floor, though the toy was doing much of the work itself, rotating, vibrating as well as moving in and out of it's flexible sheath, making a very nice, though very slow fucking motion.
"This thing go any faster?" Julie inquired, obviously impatient and well beyond the simple teasing the toy was currently giving her. Amy laughed.
"Hell Julie, this thing as five speeds! But I think it will be fun to try them all one at a time so I can get a better understanding how this thing works so I can better sell it at my parties!"
"Well go to number two at least then!" Julie urged fucking her cunt more rapidly than the toy was currently doing in some effort to further enhance the stimulation. "And someone, for God's sakes, pull on my nipples!"
Emily loved pulling on a woman's nipples, probably better than anyone. She began stretching them upwards, twisting them though doing so gently with just enough pressure to keep it pleasurable, and not painful.
"Oh shit yes! That's perfect Em, simply perfect!" she moaned, still rolling her ass from side to side pressing against the toy as it continued to worm in and out of her pussy. "That's nice Amy...but I'd still like to feel a lot more!" she pleaded. "How about you Cindy? You ready for another increase?"
All Cindy could do was moan. Nancy was gently stroking her clit with the tip of her finger, spreading her pussy lips a part, using the free-flow of juice that began to pool there to further tease and stimulate her highly sensitive nubbin of pleasure.
"God this is fucking hot!" Larry finally exclaimed unable to remain silent, though he along with John and David had been equally mesmerized watching the throng of women all touching and caressing one another before them on the floor.
"Come on you dead-heads!" Julie suddenly called out to them. "Get over here and start stroking those pricks. I want to watch you make them hard while I get off on this thing!" she demanded.
As one, John, David and Larry stood, walking over to form a semi-circle around the women, each one now purposely fisting his cock, enjoying the sensation of masturbating themselves while enjoying the lewd view of luscious naked flesh wantonly writhing upon the floor below them.
"What if we come?" Larry asked curiously.
"Then cum you fucker!" Julie cried out as Amy once again increased the intensity of the vibrating, now far more rapidly fucking, rotating toy. "I hope you fucking do too!" she cried out pleasurably. "And squirt it all over my body when you do!"
"I gotta try this myself!" Nancy exclaimed, seeing the pure unadulterated pleasure now etched in both Cindy's as well as Julie's face as the women fought to maintain their sanity.
"Getting close?" Amy questioned as she bent to lick, then draw one of Cindy's marble hard nipples between her lips.
"Shit yes!" Cindy cried out even before Julie could.
"Well don't yet!" Amy warned, I want to see how the highest setting feels, so let me know," Amy added finally switching the almost bouncing toy up to the highest setting.
"Oh my God! Oh my God!" Julie began crying out over and over again. "Oh my God! I'm going to fucking...EXPLODE!" she screamed out with a near ear-piercing wail that took everyone by total and complete surprise. But it wasn't even that so much, as the sudden shocking release of female cum-cream that began squirting out of her pussy as though someone had hidden a large-sized water-canon somewhere inside her cunt.
"Oh fuck yeah!" Larry cried out in wonder, watching the female ejaculate pouring forth in rich abundance as Julie's pussy continued to contract, hold, then seemingly expel a semi-milky white spray of female cum cream over and over and over again. Cindy soon joined her, crying out with sheer bliss as her own orgasm overcame her, causing her to reach down manually ripping the toy from out of her pussy do to the sheer intensity of it's pulsating purring madness.
David had stood watching, as had John and Larry. But to his amazement, Larry's cock ballooned, he fisted it crying out, directing a rather decent cascade of sperm that fell near perfectly upon Julie's pussy, where she continued to hump herself deliriously against the toy, seemingly enjoying not multiple orgasms, but what almost appeared to be one incredibly long, long climax instead.
Once again stepping away to sit back down on the couch, Larry did so as Emily moved in, tonguing Julie's still quivering pussy, beginning to lick up the goblets of Larry's cream that had splashed and splattered against her near bare pussy.
"God I love eating this stuff!" she exclaimed happily, searching for and finding every streamer or droplet of Larry's prick cream that she could find. "You want to add to this?" Emily asked David hopefully. He was tempted, but finally quit fisting his own cock as had John.
"Sorry Em, but I'm saving this one for the wife!" he said winking at her. "And after seeing this, I'm sure she's more than ready to experience a double-fucking right about now aren't you babe?" he asked turning towards her. He laughed, Nancy was already placing herself upon the floor in eager anticipation.
"Come on Amy...time to fuck me you horny bitch!" she called out to her. "And fill my ass with that cock of yours too baby!"



Amy put on the harness and dildo, sliding beneath Nancy who quickly impaled herself on the thick stiff toy. "Oh!" she sighed pleasurably as the soft flexible prick filled her completely. She moved slowly allowing her pussy to better accommodate the shaft until her juices were coating it with her slick lubrications. "Ok honey, time to feel that cock of yours up my ass!" she exclaimed hotly.
David first coated his prick with an abundance of KY jelly, taking a liberal amount of it with his finger, applying it to his wife's tight puckered ring. When she was well lubricated, he placed the tip of his prick at her opening, easing himself in until he felt her sphincter relax, accepting him before slipping even more of his length and girth inside.
"Damn that feels nice!"
"Yes, it does!" David responded barely moving, merely enjoying the feel and sensation of his wife's lovely ass sucking him in.
"You ready for me to turn this thing on?" Amy asked anxiously.
"Oh yeah! Fuck yeah! Go for it!"
Most everyone had now crowded around to watch including Larry who'd managed to already recover as he ambled over looking down. Cindy stood by his side, her hand already reaching out to fondle his reawakened prick. Likewise, Emily stood beside John, fondling his massive cock and balls as was Julie who stood taking turns with her slowly stroking his member up and down with her hand, sharing the process with Emily who now began fingering her own pussy as they all continued looking on.
Not to be left out, Janice knelt on the floor cupping and massaging both Nancy's breasts as well as Amy's, taking turns alternating between the two women as she pleasured their respective nipples, toying with them as the double-coupling began in Ernst.
"God I wish I could do that!" John exclaimed. There was something to be said about having a prick that was simply too big, and though it had its advantages, it certainly had its disadvantages too. "How's that ass of hers feel anyway?" he asked lustily as Emily and Julie began frigging his prick up and down far more quickly as their own desires continued to grow.
"Fucking great!" David looked up smiling, grinding his prick fully and deeply inside his wife's ass now as he rested himself against her upturned ass, straddling her balls deep with the sensation of the vibrating toy stimulating his own cock as Amy continued thrusting into Nancy beneath them.
"You know Julie, what I'd like to do sometime is titty-fuck that wet juicy pussy of yours!"
Julie grinned at Emily. "How about now?" she asked. "You go girl!" she added releasing John's prick, quickly placing herself down on the floor in close proximity to where David was.
Emily let go of John's cock joining her. Suddenly John found himself standing alone, his rock hard cock sticking out in front of him like a javelin. "Come here John!" Cindy purred. "I'd be happy to take care of the both of you!"
Curious, John stepped over to where Cindy and Larry were standing. Taking John's prick in her free hand, Cindy then knelt down on the floor between them. Placing the heads of each of the men's pricks together, Cindy began sucking and lapping at the two of them simultaneously. At first, Larry flinched as he realized her intentions. "Don't worry Larry, I promise...John's cock won't bite. Though maybe I will!" she added with an evil sneer.
Larry relaxed as his prick came into contact with John's, but with Cindy's mouth teasing them both, he soon found the erotic sensation beyond what he could have possibly imagined.
Emily had placed herself at an angle between Julie's wide-stretched legs. Holding one of her firm pliant breasts within her hand, she slowly used it to stroke up and down the sweet wet furrow of Julie's cunt. "Hmm, you like that?" Emily moaned. "You like the feel of my hard naughty nipple fucking your clit? You like the feel of my breast pressing against the lips of your pussy?" she continued to taunt.
"Oh yes! Yes! That feels so fucking nice!" Julie purred as the sensation of Emily's firm breast continued to stroke the lips of her cunt, dancing against the hard swollen knob of her clit as Emily's nipple continued to tease pressing against it.
"Fuck that's hot!" David exclaimed looking over, still slowly stroking in and out of his wife's velvet soft ass passage. "How's your pussy feeling baby?" he asked his wife who seemed to be in some other dimension of time at the moment.
"What? Oh yes...good honey, feels good. Now shut up and just fuck me while I enjoy this!" she admonished him.
"Janice? Why don't you come over here and let me suck that pussy of yours while Emily does this," Julie coaxed, urging Janice to come over and join them. She did so quickly, happy to finally have a tongue spearing her clit which Julie began doing almost immediately as Emily continued to rub her breast against Julie's quim, ever increasing the speed and friction as she did so, using Julie's wet succulent juices to smear additional pleasure and ecstasy against her being thumped upon clit.
As far as Cindy was concerned, she'd gone all but mad with her own devilish devices. David watched in abject fascination as Cindy pulled, twisted often slapping the men's hard tools against one another before pulling one, then the other into her mouth sucking it furiously.
"Holy shit!" Larry exclaimed more than once.
"You can say that again!" John said calmly, sipping his drink as he watched the various spectacles taking place before him, occasionally glancing down to enjoy the erotic sensual pleasure that Cindy's wildness was bringing he and Larry.
"She's gonna make me cum!" Julie announced a few moments later. Emily giggled.
"Well after you do, you can do me like this then!" she told her. "I've always wanted to try this myself!"
Julie did climax then, thrashing wildly against Emily's breast as Janice fell away from Julie's face to actually watch, interested as well in the soporific dalliance taking place.
It was too much for Nancy to maintain her own sanity, turning to watch as Julie continued humping herself against Emily's milky-soft breasts. "Oh God! I'm cumming too!" she screamed. The exquisite sensation of Amy's fucking toy rotating and purring deep inside her passage as David's prick likewise stroked counter to that inside her ass. Feeling his own wife's explosion, David felt the cum-butter churn inside his shaft, loosing in a spearing white-hot fire of bliss as he began filling her ass with his cream.
Julie and Emily had by now switched places, as had Janice. As Julie enjoyed the sensation of tit-fucking Emily's pussy, emulating as much as Emily had taught her, Janice was nearing the throes of her own orgasm at the expert tunneling of Emily's tongue.
Cindy continued to jackhammer the two cocks she held in each hand, still moving back and forth between them, gnawing at the sensitive heads of their pricks as she strove towards forcing the release of their sperm against her face.
"Come on you two cock-suckers!" she screamed at them. "Give it to me! Give me your fucking juice!"
Larry stepped forward. The excitement of all he had witnessed and heard triggering yet another orgasm. Cindy now aware of the impending release turned his prick directly against her face, still coaxing him, urging him on to jettison his spunk against her.
"That's it baby, squirt on me! Cover my face with your cream baby, give it to me!" Which is what Larry then did.
Cindy continued to roll and rub Larry's spurting member against her cheek, feeling the hot liquid semen as it splashed against her in copious amounts, flicking her tongue at the spongy head, devouring his sperm as it continued to flow from his prick tip.
"Somebody fuck me!" Cindy bellowed in delirious need seconds later. "I need to be fucked! And now!"
John lifted her easily, raising her high into the air where he all but slammed himself into her as she settled perfectly, somehow gracefully upon the steel-like lance angled between his legs. The swift thrusting spearing of his prick inside her cunt, knocking at the door of her womb triggered the most powerful orgasm Cindy had ever known or felt before. She screamed once, passing out falling limp into John's arms as he continued thrusting inside her, feeling his own climax explode deeply against her cervix as he bathed her in yet another shower of cum.
Long moments later, all was silent except for the heavy breathing of so many trying to recuperate, trying to regain some semblance of reason, harsh breaths only then returning to normal.
"Ok you assholes! What about me?" Amy finally asked.
#
The seminar and workshops had been an arousing success with plans already in the works for next year.
"You are planning on coming again aren't you?" Emily asked as she walked out to the limousines standing by to take everyone to the airport.
David turned giving her a kiss. "I wouldn't miss it for the world!" he assured her. "And by the way, you're still planning on coming out for a visit this summer yes?" he reminded her. "Nancy and I have got some friends and neighbors we'd like you to meet."
"I'm looking forward to it," she confirmed. "But I wanted to ask if it was all right if I brought my sister along with me when I came," Emily asked.
"Sure! Hell Em, I didn't even know you had a sister."
Emily grinned. "She's my twin sister, we look identical, even act identical in more ways than you could ever imagine."
Which is exactly what David found himself doing as he thought of the possibilities.
#
End
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The first time I ever laid eyes on Ashley I was attracted to her. And not just in a physical sense either. Sure, she was easy to look at, beautiful in fact. But there was something about the way she smiled at me the first time we ever noticed one another that told me this was a woman I truly wanted to come to know better.
Ashley had just started work for the company that was next door to where I worked. For several days we would sometimes bump into one another, say "hello", but it was never really more than that in the beginning.
Like I said, just seeing her, seeing that warm welcoming smile in the morning put a hitch in my giddy-up! An attractive blonde with eyes that could make you melt whenever she looked at you, it was hard not to focus on another of her more attractive features. Ashley was very well endowed! The fact that she had fairly large breasts was simply icing on the cake as far as I was concerned. More than enough to make any man drool over, but I was careful to always wipe my mouth off whenever I saw her before she knew I was drooling!
As the days passed we became more and more friendly with one another, taking the time to learn about one another, eventually even going to lunch together on occasion where we began to share even more. There was very little we couldn't or wouldn't discuss, which was extremely refreshing. To learn that Ashley and I shared similar interests, were both pretty open minded about life in general, which included a few sexual topics we'd allowed ourselves to explore in discussion with one another, made for an interesting friendship.
Though I had certainly entertained some fairly lusty thoughts regarding her, I'd managed to keep most of those to myself. Sure, we flirted, joked and teased one another on occasion, something we both enjoyed doing. But I knew it was nothing more than that. Simple sometimes naughty fun between friends.
One particular afternoon we'd gone to lunch together. Ashley wanted to stop by her house briefly to pick up something as I tagged along. Showing me around, introducing me to her adorable Jack Russell terriers, we spent a few moments together until it was time to leave. Quite by accident, I had stood figuring Ashley was going one way, and I another. As it turned out, we all but collided with the firmness of those beautiful breasts coming into direct contact with one hand while I made a feeble attempt to regain my balance, reaching out and accidentally brushing against the front of her chest. Embarrassed initially, I didn't really know what to say, quickly lowering my hand and apologizing to her. Ashley merely laughed, easing my discomfort.
"See? I told you, they really are real!" she said teasingly. "I never doubted they weren't!" I replied still feeling the warmth bathing my cheeks. "Though I'll be the first to admit Ashley, I'd love to actually see them one day."
The truth was, I doubted I ever would. But we were now close enough that I also knew a comment like that wouldn't chase her away or cause her to run screaming into the night either.
"Oh you would, would you?" she asked with that disarming smile of hers chasing away all worry and fear that I'd overstepped any boundaries here.
"Yeah, I really would."
"You don't think I'd do it do you?" she teased back once again.
Ashley was great at teasing me to death. Something we enjoyed doing more often than not. But I had no doubt that this was all it was. One of our fun banters back and forth that though suggestive, certainly fun and exciting, wasn't really going anywhere or leading towards anything.
I laughed with her. "Sure Ashley, you'd actually show me your boobs," I said with ever-growing confidence that she never would of course.
Before I was even aware of what she was doing, Ashley had lifted the lightweight sweater she'd been wearing, along with her bra. In the next instant, I was staring at the most beautiful, firm pair of breasts I had ever seen! Perfectly molded, beautifully shaped, each capped with a gorgeous light brown nipple. I was so stunned, I am sure I must have looked like an idiot standing there. Not only were her breasts wonderfully large, but so were each of those erect firm nipples.
"Oh my God Ashley!" I finally managed to breath. She was grinning. "Well, they certainly look real!" I stated appreciatively.
"I assure you Mat, they are! Go ahead, see for yourself," she added. I couldn't believe what I was hearing, or just heard. "Really?"
Ashley simply smiled and I felt myself melting into the floor before her. It was all I could do to take the two steps necessary to get close enough. When I finally did, I tentatively extended a single finger, placing just the tip of it on one of her hard swollen buds.
"Hmmm," she moaned softly.
Only then did I allow myself the incredible pleasure of actually reaching up, cupping each of those exquisite treasures within my hands.
Ashley was soft, wonderfully so. Yet so firm, so deliciously full, pliant and tender. Her flesh felt warm to the touch, and I found myself palming each of her luscious breasts, feeling the hard taut nubbins of her breasts pressed against the palm of each hand as I stood there hoping I wasn't about to waken from some dream I'd been having.
True, we were only friends, albeit good ones. Very good ones. But never in a million years would I have guessed that Ashley would have allowed me the privilege of standing here like I was, caressing and gently fondling her near perfect boobs. Which is also when I kissed her. It just seemed natural at the moment, and no doubt unexpected for either one of us. At first, she sort of flinched away though not quite distancing herself enough from me to force me to relinquish the twin prizes I'd been admiring.
Which is when she suddenly kissed me back.
It was a light, gentle exploratory kiss. Nothing to initially suggest the heat of passion I was now experiencing. That first was quick, brief, and oh so soft. When I once again leaned in closer to her, kissing her again, this time she met me halfway, though perhaps more than halfway as her chest trapped my hands against my own, forcing me to withdraw them from her breasts. I quickly encircled her waist, one hand resting on the small of her back, the other on the nape of her neck as we came together. This time our lips and tongues teasingly explored one another, playfully yet erotically, as we allowed the passion of that kiss to escalate the sensations we were both now experiencing. Finally, Ashley stepped back breaking the kiss as well as the contact we'd had.
"We don't have much time," she whispered. I was still flying too high in the clouds to fully understand what she'd just said. I figured that she needed, more likely wanted to get back to work and that it was time for us both to compose ourselves and do that.
"Ok," I said simply expecting to follow her back out to the garage towards her car. Instead, she turned towards me holding out her hand as she headed towards a short flight of stairs leading up into the sitting room above. Confused, I hurriedly joined her as she now led me into the sitting room, taking a seat upon a cozy looking couch, standing before her still somewhat bewildered as to what was actually taking place. I felt her hands quickly locate the zipper on the Levi shorts I was wearing.
One of the few things Ashley and I had briefly discussed in the past was that she was capable, and seemingly enjoyed it, deep-throating a man's prick. Something that I had myself never experienced before in my life, and was reasonably sure I never would either.
Aroused as I was, it took Ashley a brief moment to finally free my erection, almost springing out at her as she unbuttoned, unzipping my shorts allowing them to fall down around my ankles. I couldn't speak, almost afraid to do so in the event that mentioning anything to her about what was happening here might somehow cause her to change her mind.
I did however allow myself to moan as her lips suddenly encircled the head of my shaft, drawing me in.
It had been a long, long time since I'd felt a woman's lips actually surrounding my cock. But Ashley began taking even that sensation a step further. Slowly, tenderly, I felt the softness of her engulf me inch by inch until she had all but swallowed the length of my prick. I felt my knees buckle, my head swimming in delirious pleasure as I stood before her. My hands now automatically reaching out, fingers suddenly combing the softness of her hair as I attempted to steady myself, holding on for support. As I felt her mouth slowly withdraw, then once again capturing me, it was all I could do to keep from collapsing on top of her. The pleasure so intense, so near overwhelming that I wanted to scream out the joy I was feeling, worried that if I were to do so, I would again remind her of what she was doing to me, and again chase her away.
To my surprise, she continued the delicious onslaught of my prick. I knew inwardly that much more of this exquisite torture, and I would explode. There was no denying, or preventing the sensation that had already tightened my balls, alerting me to the fact that I was only moments away now from filling her mouth with the essence of my soul.
"Oh my God Ashley!" I said by way of warning, sure that sensing my impending release, she would now remove my cock from within her velvety lips. Ashley stunned me, by if anything, increasing both the tempo and pressure of her hands as well as her lips. Looking down towards her in astonished surprise, she looked up towards me, smiling, her full lips wrapped so sensuously around my manhood.
The intensity of my orgasm was beyond anything I could ever remember. I'd only experienced the sensation of actually cumming inside a woman's mouth perhaps a handful of times my entire life. That sensation, added to the one I'd been experiencing seemed to short-circuit my entire body as the ecstasy I now experienced felt like my body was being turned inside out. I wouldn't have been at all surprised to find out that had happened, as I felt my toes curl, my buttocks clench, and face screw up as wave after wave of the most profound pleasure I'd ever experienced before in my entire life continued to wash through and over my body.
"Oh my, you came hard...and a lot too Mat!" I heard Ashley saying, though for a moment it almost sounded as though she were far, far away from where I currently was. I opened my eyes just long enough to see her licking her lips, the last trace of my creamy nectar being claimed by that succulent mouth. Unable to stand or support myself any longer, I finally did collapse beside her on the couch.
"Shit! I guess we really are going to be late getting back to work now!" I said worriedly. But again she was smiling.
"I need to make a phone call, let them know I'm not feeling well and won't be returning back to work this afternoon. How are you feeling anyway?" she asked with a mischievous twinkle in her eye. I coughed, coughed again.
"Hmmm, me too. Must be coming down with something. Or...about to go down on something," I added lustily.
Ashley made her call into work first, afterwards handing the phone to me. I watched as she disappeared up the stairs towards the bedroom looking back towards me with a wink and a smile that hinted at heavens as yet unexplored. It was all I could do to sound convincing enough to my boss to let him know I wouldn't be returning to work for the rest of the afternoon, barely giving him time enough to tell me to rest easy then and let him know how I was doing in the morning. Hanging up the phone, I called out.
"Ashley?"
"Up here," she said softly.
I began climbing back up the stairs unsure of what to expect, only knowing that my hopes were up as was surprisingly something else as well. By the time I reached the landing and turned in the direction of her bedroom, I could see that she'd undressed completely, lying between the cool crisp sheets of her bed.
"Fuck!" I moaned as though it was the most beautiful word in the world, which at the moment, it was. Looking every bit as beautiful and alluring as I'd imagined her in my own private fantasies, I crossed the room shedding the remainder of my clothing where they fell, soon joining her there on the bed. Once again, I gathered her into my arms, kissing her even more deeply, more passionately than we had before beginning to leave a trail of kisses down her neck, teasingly washing the heat of her flesh as I moved slowly, lower and lower down before paying homage to the twin spheres of delight that awaited me.
"Hmmm, that feels nice," Ashley groaned quietly.
I licked, sucking lightly, nipping at the hardness that greeted me. Her nipples so swollen, so erect that I was half tempted to bite them off with the sheer joy that was once again coursing through my entire body. The feel of her flesh as I cupped her within my hands, kneading her like a contented cat, continuing to kiss and suckle each one in turn, finally taking both, pressing them together so that I could devour each nipple simultaneously. The cry which escaped her throat as I did, telling me that she too was every bit as aroused as I was, if not more.
"Oh God Mat, lick me, lick my pussy baby, please!"
I'd had every intention of doing that anyway, but just hearing her say that had me sliding down even more rapidly than had been my original plan. The aroma of that succulent sweet slit nearly drove me insane! I wanted to devour every square inch of her pussy with my mouth, forcing myself to go slowly however instead. I allowed the barest of tentative tickles as I slowly grazed the soft lined furrow of her split. Running just the tip of my tongue slowly up the heated passage of Ashley's pussy, I finally came into contact with the taut pearl of her pleasure which I'd already more fully exposed with my fingers. Here too, I stabbed tentatively with the tip of my tongue, lightly, gently, allowing her to become accustomed to the kiss and dance of my tongue upon the surface of her flesh.
"Oh Mat, yes...Oh God yes, just like that!" she urged me.
I continued to tickle her, repeating the explorations of that rapidly moistening inner groove, delighting in feeling her body tense, her breathing becoming even more rapid with each passing second.
"Harder now! Harder!" she urged me unashamedly.
With quick flicks of my tongue against her tender flesh, I began to assail her clitoris like a butterfly in flight. Squirming beneath me now, it was all I could do to remain positioned as I was, occasionally capturing that sweet pearl between my lips, holding on to it, gently sucking it and rolling it around with the tip of my tongue.
"Oh God! Oh God...yes! Yes! Slower now Mat, slow...slow...slow!"
Hearing her give me direction as to how to best pleasure her was incredibly exciting, extremely arousing. So in tune with herself, so comfortable with her ability to share that with me, I listened, following and adhering to each and every command.
"Now! Now! Now!" she began screaming.
I had captured her even harder nipples between my fingers, slightly pinching them together as my lips now pursed tightly about her hard swollen clit. I felt Ashley as she arched her back from off the bed, meeting me in a strained groan as her orgasm finally began. The depths of which eluded me as it seemed to come from somewhere deep inside her, the mewling cry of release at first hardly even noticeable until it exploded from her lips in a near ear-piercing cry of pleasure as she fell off the edge of bliss into the chasm of unbridled climax as her body shook, tensed, clenched and then released over and over as wave after wave of rolling pleasure claimed her.
My face was drenched with her silky liquids, the sweetness of her taste intoxicating. I felt the almost hurtful throb of my prick as it pressed against the sheets, desire once again aflame, the need to join and be a part of her foremost on my mind. Even so, I treaded cautiously. Although there was now much we had shared and allowed ourselves to experience with one another. I knew that to expect more than what she was comfortable with was something I would have to wait and see on. I continued to languish there between her legs, occasionally licking her without urgency, just playfully as she slowly calmed finding her breath once again.
"Oh my...that was nice," she said almost dreamily.
"You could say that again," I said taking another light feathery lick, then a kiss against her almost too sensitive pleasure nubbin. She laughed, but it was a nervous laugh that I at first heard.
"Mat? You need to know. I'm not sure we'll do this again, not saying we won't either. But out of respect for one another and out friendship, I don't want this complicating either one of our situations more than they already are," she told me honestly.
"I understand that Ashley," I assured her. "And I promise, you're the one who's in control here. If we do, or don't...will be entirely up to you. I'll respect whatever you decide, you really are the one calling the shots here."
She grinned. "I like the sound of that, sort of nice being in control of things for a change," she near whispered.
I gently kissed her pussy again. "That makes two of us," I replied. "Whatever you want..." I left off saying.
"Well, right now...I want you. Make love to me," she asked.
And we did.



        Virtual Reality

        Lightning brings two lovers together over distance.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/virtual-reality-1

Title: Virtual Reality

Author: Many Feathers

Category: Sci-Fi & Fantasy

Description: Lightning brings two lovers together over distance.

Tags: lightning, magic, supernatural




The wind continued to buffet the windows just outside the den where Steve sat staring at his computer screen. Rain had begun to fall in heavy sheets slapping at the windows and sliding door with a gravel-tossed intensity that under normal circumstances, Steve would have found irritating. But not this time. Not at the moment anyway.
He had met a woman through the Internet several month's previous. They had exchanged emails, eventually a few photos. Over time, they had gotten more and more familiar with one another, discussing anything and everything. Eventually, "Chris" as she was called, had informed him that she had a web-cam, as he did. They began communicating back and forth with one another, enjoying the real-time images of one another, making their conversations all the more stimulating and exciting. Especially when on one particular night, Chris had teasingly revealed one of her beautiful full breasts to him on a whim. Something he had hoped eventually might happen, yet surprised when it had. Since that time, they had spent several evenings pleasuring themselves in front of one another. And though the distance between them was great, it was the next best thing to actually being there.
"Oh Chris," Steve typed. "I love it when you do that!"
Chris sat fingering her large extended nipples for him. Rock hard, excited as always, he could only imagine what it must feel like to actually touch them himself, wishing that he could as Chris continued to tease him unmercifully on her side of the world.
"I wish..." Chris stopped playing with her breasts long enough to answer back, "...that it was your hands and fingers touching them, and not my own!"
"Me too!" Steve replied, reaching down just long enough to give his hard stiff erection a few tantalizing up and down strokes before returning to the keyboard.
A peel of thunder shook the windows, as the intensifying storm approached. The flash of lightning outside giving berth to another, still closer roll of echoing thunder that once again shook the windows and door with ominous warning.
"Shit!" Steve typed.
"What?" Chris responded back a second later.
"Got quite a storm going on here," he told her. "Not sure how much longer I'm going to be able to stay on line. Getting a lot of lightning strikes here. Worried about frying my PC for one thing. Though most likely, I'll lose power before anything like happens."
Already the lights had flickered briefly once. Not enough to knock him off line, but serving as a warning that it was a distinct possibility.
"LOL", Chris typed. "It figures. I'm so damn horny, and sitting here on the edge. I'll probably be right in the middle of a really good orgasm when you lose power and miss everything!"
"Smiley", Steve inserted, watching the icon of a sun with a wicked gleam in its face pop up on screen. "Then we'd better hurry here," he began. "Because I'm pretty fucking close myself, and wouldn't mind shooting off a nice load for you right about now either!"
"I'd enjoy seeing that," Chris replied immediately. "Damn Steve, I wish you could touch me right now," she added as Steve watched her reaching down with one hand to insert a long delicate finger inside the wet glistening groove of her cunt.
"Oh fuck Chris!" Steve typed, reaching up to touch the screen as she zoomed in on her pussy, the folds of it so erotically displayed, her feminine juices pearly white, sticky and coating the neither flesh of her slit.
The second that he did, a blinding flash lit up the entire room. For a moment, Steve couldn't see anything but a bright white light. Seconds later, he still couldn't see, the feel of electricity coursing through his entire being, the hairs on his head standing straight up. Gradually his vision returned, fully expecting to see that the power had been knocked out, his connection with Chris severed. Instead, he was mildly surprised to see her image remained, though indeed the lights had appeared to be knocked out entirely, along with everything else...except his PC!
"What the fuck?" he asked himself. But it was the stunned, bewildered expression on Chris's face that alerted him more was going on than met the eye.
He typed, "Chris?"
For a moment or two, she merely sat there staring at him.
"Chris?" he typed again in capital letters, indicating he was worried about her.
She sat there, shook her head as though trying to clear it, then reached for the keypad and typed back a response.
"What the hell was that?" she asked.
For a second, Steve didn't know how to respond. He figured she must have seen the blinding white light on her end, somehow affecting her vision perhaps as weirdly as it had affected his own.
"I think...the house just got hit by a lightning strike," he told her.
"No, not that," Chris responded back immediately. "Something else...something really weird that I'm not sure I can explain."
"What do you mean?"
She laughed, "LOL, for a second there, I could have sworn I felt your finger slip inside my pussy," she told him. "Really, it felt just like someone had," she added still looking bewildered as she sat there typing to him.
"Don't I wish," he told her. "Odd though...all the lights are out, and even the clock on the VCR is off. Yet, my PC seems to still have juice. Pretty strange. I guess the lightning affected some things, and not others."
Steve took a moment to look about, perplexed as even the clock radio, which shared the same bank of electrical outlets, as his PC wasn't working at the moment either. He turned back to face his computer screen. Chris's wild-eyed expression still having not changed much.
"You think I'm crazy don't you?" she asked.
"About my finger? You feeling like someone...me, actually touched you?"
"Yes!"
Once again Steve typed. "I really wish I could touch you Chris, I'd give anything to actually be able to do that!"
"Tell me. What were you doing the second before the lightning hit?" she typed.
"Doing?" he asked himself leaning forward towards the keypad in response.
"LOL, I was touching the screen with my fingers, wishing that I could touch you," he told her.
Steve leaned back, Chris's expression curious as she sat there looking back at him, unmoving, obviously thinking.
"Touch it again," she typed. "But wait one...let me do something."
Steve sat there as Chris adjusted herself. He watched as Chris leaned towards the screen, one of her magnificent full breasts pressing against it tantalizingly.
"Now, touch it again," she asked him.
Steve laughed to himself. Though the image of that taut hard nipple pressing against the screen was enough of a temptation to actually do so. As he did, he felt a prickle of electricity seize the tips of his fingers, not unlike the shock of static electricity after walking in stocking feet across the carpet.
"Shit!" Steve exclaimed to himself, yanking his hand away in abject surprise.
Chris moved away from the screen, typing.
"You said shit!" she said typing in capital letters. "I heard you say shit! But not only that...I felt your fingers on my nipple!" she exclaimed excitedly.
"Not possible!" Steve thought. "Not fucking possible!" Yet, he too had felt something beyond the electrical current. Only briefly before taking his hand away, but as he sat there, he could have sworn he had indeed touched flesh. Her flesh.
"Ok, this is weird," he typed back a moment later. "Not sure what I felt...electrical current I think," he stated trying to explain the unexplainable to himself.
"Weird isn't the word I'd use," Chris said. "And like I said, I heard you say shit too! You did didn't you?" she typed.
Steve wasn't sure. Wasn't sure if he'd actually said it out loud, or thought it. Either way, how could Chris know he had?
"Maybe you read my lips," he told her.
"How could I?" she replied. I wasn't looking at the computer screen. I had my tits pressed against it!" she reminded him.
He sat back thinking about that. She had a point. "How could she?" he asked himself.
"Ok, lets try it the other way around," he told her. "You try touching me."
Steve stood, his only semi-erect cock in hand as he moved forward, placing the tip of it against his screen. No longer able to see her as he stood, he closed his eyes, felt the tingle of electrical charge suddenly envelope him. And though it wasn't at all painful, it was mildly stinging, though that quickly went away. He stood...feeling a bit foolish until the sensation, or what felt like the sensation of someone's hand reaching to surround him brought him back to his senses. He nearly stepped away from the screen.
"Can you feel this?" he heard Chris asking.
Which is when Steve DID step away. He HAD heard her! Heard her distinctly, just as though talking to her on the phone...or even more so, in person!
Looking back at the screen, Chris was smiling in wild-eyed wonder.
Steve typed, "Did you ask me if I could feel that?"
Chris shook her head telling him not to do it that way. She reached up, her finger touching the screen, touching him from her end. He followed suit, doing the same, and though she sat away from him in her chair, it was enough to reach out as though he were touching her across the room. The electrical charge once again running up his fingers, but the feel of it quickly went away as he maintained his contact.
"Can you hear me?" Chris asked, without speaking, without moving her lips.
"YES!" Steve replied talking to her with his mind, hearing her as clearly had she been sitting in the room with him.
"What the hells going on?" he heard, sensed her asking him.
"I don't know, but whatever the hells happened, this is fucking great!"
Steve closed his eyes, felt the contact somehow sharpen, focus. In his minds eye, he could see her sitting there, he envisioned reaching towards one of her breasts, his finger landing lightly atop the exposed nipple, circling it tenderly. He felt the touch, felt the softness of her skin, and heard a clearly audible sigh of pleasure.
"Don't stop!" she whispered magically. "Oh fuck that feels nice!" Chris added.
Chris had gone from being near two dimensional, to three. But even stranger was the fact he could now see his own arm extending towards her as though actually being there in the room with her. It wasn't exactly of flesh and bone, yet the touch was as real as it could be. But his arm appeared to be glowing, somewhat translucent, shimmering yet firm. Looking down at himself as though he were there, he saw his entire body in the same golden glow, featured, as he knew his face must look had he actually been standing there.
"Close your eyes," he told her. "Focus on me, focus on the sense of touch, see me with your minds eye."
Chris did so.
"What do you see?" he asked. "Can you...see me?"
Her eyes popped back open. "You were glowing!" she told him. "As am I!"
"Close your eyes again, just focus on that...on us."
Steve felt Chris shiver. Felt the pleasured involuntary response as he leaned forward capturing one of her thick long nipples between his lips, sucking it.
"Oh my!" Chris moaned shaking once again. Steve felt the touch of her hands suddenly surrounding his neck, pressing him against her, toying with his hair as he continued to tease, manipulate, and caress that glorious nipple with his lips.
"What the fuck is happening?" he heard her asking.
"I don't know...but don't worry about it, just go with it. Whatever's happening, I want to enjoy it for as long as we possibly can!"
"Yes! Yes!" Chris agreed, "Then lick me Steven!" she said using his more formal name. "Lick my pussy while I can still feel you doing it!" she admonished him.
Steve could see himself sliding down before her, as though actually kneeling before her on the floor as she sat in her chair. She spread her legs obscenely for him, wantonly, lustfully her hands even going so far as to spread her pussy lips a part for him, revealing her hard swollen clitoris even more fully than he'd seen earlier.
Steve speared the outer folds of her tender slit. Felt the heat of her moisture, the slippery texture of her cream as it coated the tip of his tongue. He lingered there, allowing the dance of his tongue and lips to explore the fullness of her, feeling her shudder excitedly as he did.
"Oh fuck...fuck me!" Chris wailed uncontrollably.
"Not yet, but soon!" Steve responded back. "Before whatever this is goes away," he added. "But right now, I want to enjoy tasting you, licking you, sucking your clit!"
He continued to do so, though one hand now returning to her breast, the hardness of her nipple rolling between the tips of his fingers while he licked, sucked, and nibbled the folds of her flesh and the hard nubbin of her sex. Steve now used his remaining hand to slip first one, then two fingers inside her. He heard her gasp, heard her cry of pleasured acceptance as his fingers penetrated her fully, moving slowly in and out of her ever increasing moisture. Steve could even hear the slippery, mushy sounds as Chris's pussy began to froth in rapturous desire. The squish-squish-squish of her cunt singing to him as his fingers worked in and out of her tight, pulsating quim. His lips continuing to kiss, his tongue now rapidly fluttering against the tiny shaft of her female prick
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck Steve! Oh fuck...fuck...fuck!" Chris was near screaming now. He knew she was on the edge, purposely keeping her there, alternating the contact of tongue to clit, the force, pressure and speed so that she could not gage, nor coax him along to completion before he was willing to allow her to go there, and share it with her.
"Now...please now!" she begged deliriously. "Please Steve please! Make me come! Let me come!" she amended, knowing full well that he was indeed the one in charge of her ecstasy.
Steve slid both fingers inside Chris's cunt fully. Walking them gently against the upper edge of her super-sensitive fuck tunnel as though finding the very back of some mysterious cavern wall. He drew her clit upwards between his lips, holding it there, gently sucking it with a continued pressure, though somehow rubbing the surface of its tip with his tongue simultaneously.
Chris exploded. There was no other way to describe it. Like a chain reaction of atoms suddenly bouncing off one another, the near cataclysmic eruption of pleasure threatened to rob her of all sense of sanity, reality. And for a time...it had.
When she at last recovered, it was to the sensation of Steve's hands gently, softly caressing her flesh from head to toe. Every traced outline of his finger-tips however, leaving a lingering tingle of electricity that burned intimately, pleasurably for a moment before dissipating like the vapor trails of jet in flight.
"My turn!" Chris said wickedly.
Steve saw himself sitting back, somehow landing within the comfort of his own chair. Chris now on the floor before him, her hands already seeking him out, grasping his firmness as though to assure themselves that his touch was real, that his firmness was real and not simply some figment of her now heightened imagination.
Even the touch of her hands as they surrounded his shaft was exquisite. It had been too long already since he'd even been with a woman. But as pleasurable as her soft hands felt as they gently coaxed his super-sensitive skin up and down his shaft, was nothing in comparison to the overwhelming sensation as Chris's mouth suddenly and fully engulfed him.
"Sweet holy fucking shit!" Steve cried out gasping, his breath momentarily stolen from him as Chris peeled his prick like a monkey with a banana.
The expertise of her tongue, the pressure of her lips as she captured, then drew,, then released before recapturing the head of his prick again was beyond anything he had ever sensed or felt before.
He felt the softness of her hand as it palmed the firmness of his balls. Felt the gentle edge of her fingernail as it dragged daintily, across the opening of his ass, probing, not quite entering as she toyed with him there, all the while her lips playing the flute of his sex expertly in ways he had never imagined.
Chris sucked him, maddeningly so for a moment. Her lips and mouth furiously assaulting him until slowing, torturously as she drew him in and out of her lips, from the tip of his tiny-eye slitted crown to the base of his now swollen ball sack. Over and over again, changing the rapidity and motion, easing the pressure, and then increasing it either slowly or fast. Steve's mind went wild with the pleasure of it, her own expertise in dangling him above the precipice of orgasmic delight just as precariously as he'd done for her. Sure that at any moment he would involuntarily spill his seed, filling her mouth with his essence without the willpower or ability to stop himself from doing so.
"I need to fuck you!" he somehow managed to say. "Please Chris please! Before whatever this is goes away, or ends. I need to know what it's like to be inside you. I need to feel my cock inside your pussy!" he found himself begging her.
Reluctantly then, she released him. Crawling upwards into his lap, the magnificence of her breasts now well within easy reach of his lips. He took one. Placing his hand tenderly upon the other, tweaking her nipple, once again feeling her involuntary shudder just as she slid her hot swollen cunt over the length of his cock, impaling herself fully and completely.
They fucked. Moving together as one. Slowly at first, relishing in the exquisite indescribable sensations of passion driven lust that now consumed them both. The pearly coating of her cream washing his prick in abundance, the knob of his prick bubbling out its own lubrications to further coat and kiss the passage of her overheated desire. They moved as one, coming together, their tempo slowly, gradually increasing until the same sounds and pleasured music he had heard and made with his fingers earlier began to rise into a crescendo of symphonic harmony as Chris's pussy began to gush in pre-orgasmic release, the sounds of her wetness as well as his, now splattering against them both in a fine tiny spray of velveteen sweetness.
"Come! Come with me!" Steve urged, the feel of his pending explosion already pressurizing his prick to the point of boil over.
"Let it go!" Chris shot back immediately. "Fill my pussy with your cum baby! Squirt it in me, let me feel you spending that thick delicious cum juice inside my cunt!"
Steve felt Chris's cunt suddenly spasm. Felt it tighten around and about him like a vise as the pulsations of her climax began, causing his own to sky-rocket up the length of his shaft until he was filling her with his creamy nectar, her pussy continuing to milk each and every drop from him with each continued spastic contraction of her own. So much so, he felt their combined juices mingling, and then pouring forth from whatever avenue of escape they could find. Deliciously erotic, naughty, decadent noises that sounded almost embarrassing, yet continued to heighten their continued pleasures as his spunk and hers, now joined, flowed from the depths of her femininity, bathing them both.
Long before their breathing had returned to normal, Steve leaned over to kiss her deeply, lovingly. But before he could, before his lips came within a hairs breath of hers, the lights came back on. Vaporizing instantly, in the twinkling of an eye her golden shimmering form spun off into a million tiny sparkling motes of electricity. Steve sat there staring at his now vacant dark computer screen, the faint odor of burned boards and circuitry assailing his nostrils. He could only sit staring at his obviously destroyed computer, which was what he was still doing when the phone rang.
"Chris?" he answered questioning.
"Yes!" she replied excitedly. "By the way, my PC's toast," she told him.



"Yeah, mine too. Fried," he said with half a laugh, still not sure if all that had happened had been real, or some imagined fantasy brought about by the likes of the eerie violent storm.
"No one would ever believe us," Chris finally responded after a few shared moments of silence.
"Not in a million years!" Steve agreed. "Hell Chris, I'm not sure that even I believe it, and yet...you experienced it right along with me. Unless I'm sitting here dreaming all this of course."
"But then I'd have to be dreaming it along with you," she said laughing into the receiver. "And yet...how could it have?" she wondered, the awe in her voice clearly heard.
"I don't know, perhaps we'll never know. Never understand what it was that happened, or how it happened, or why. Only that it did. And that we shared something uniquely special that perhaps no one else ever has, or ever will."
"Maybe. Maybe not. Just make sure that next time it starts to thunder or lightning again, you get a hold of me immediately!" she giggled on her end of the line.
Outside, the freak violent storm was already retreating across the horizon. The winds no longer blew, the rains no longer pouring. Only the calm peaceful silence of a summer's refreshment remained, that, and a golden glowing rainbow of spectacular color splitting the night's setting sun.
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Don't get me wrong; I wouldn't trade being a father and a parent for anything in the world. But since the birth of our son, I had seen subtle changes in my wife Jenny that had, over a long, slow period of time, drastically altered our sex life.
As I escorted our young son out to the car so I could drop him off at the baby-sitters, I turned and waved as usual back towards Jenny who stood, as usual, at the front door, waving and seeing the two of us off.
Like most "young" couples, we both worked. And part of our "daily" routine was for me to drop our son off in the morning on my way to work. Jenny would now begin the process of getting ready herself, and would be the one to pickup our son at day's end.
I thought then of Rob and Susan, our friends. Newly married themselves for less than two years, but as yet without children of their own. How when Jenny had landed the new job she now had, her friend Susan had come to "our" rescue in offering her services to watch our son for us during the day. Though I "knew" Rob through association, I had not had much contact with him beyond that. Susan however was a different story altogether. Though Jenny and Susan had been longtime friends, my mornings when stopping off at their place had resulted in a very friendly, sometimes "flirty" relationship over time with Susan. I found myself looking forward to the few minutes time I saw and spoke with her each day on my way to work.
Quite often when Jenny returned home in the evening, she'd also share some piece of gossip, or something she and Susan had discussed regarding Susan's relationship with Rob. I knew from these brief tid-bits of information that as newly-weds, the Honeymoon was over. Susan had in fact confided in Jenny that she and Rob's sex-life had been far less than what it once had been. A point seemingly lost on Jenny though not on myself for feeling and empathizing with the "changes" and loss of our once passionate intimacies together. The only difference of course being, we now had a child that consumed a great deal of our free time. Though I rarely offered up advice or suggestions for Jenny to pass along to Susan, my doing so now had of course a two-fold purpose. One, since I did have sort of an attraction towards Susan, and often fantasized or imagined her in specific situations or ways, I also wanted to possibly help her in reclaiming and once again enjoying a more active and stimulating sex life. After all, when she was happy, she seemed to flirt more with me too! And secondly, if I could get Jenny thinking along those lines, passing along, offering, or discussing various sexual possibilities for improving Rob and Susan's sex-life, it was bound to have some carry-over in our own. Or at least I hoped that it would.
The perfect opportunity for implementing our mutual suggestions and ideas came a few weeks later when a three-day holiday presented itself. Jenny's parents were traveling for the weekend and had at their suggestion, offered to take our son for the three days to allow us some time to ourselves. So with that minor obstacle out of the way, we contacted Rob and Susan and suggested spending some time together when them. Jenny had already talked with Susan earlier about Rob and I getting together for a round of golf. A good way for the two of us to get to know each other a little better at least, But the primary reason for getting the two of us out of the house, was in allowing Jenny to have the opportunity to have a chat with Susan and see if there was anything that could be done from that end.
As it turned out, it was one of the best moves we'd ever made. Several unexpected surprises awaited us all that would change things around drastically for the best.
On Friday, as it turned out, Rob and I had a great time together playing golf. We got to know one another a lot better, and found we had many of the same likes and dislikes as well. We joked, candidly discussed our wives, and spent the time becoming what I knew would make us very close friends. We knew that Susan and Jenny had also gotten together in the morning as they typically had done on other occasions. But I also knew what Rob did not, was that Jenny's main purpose was to come up with something in her discussion with Susan that would prove to be an unexpected sexy surprise for Rob, hopefully sometime soon. Little did I know just how profoundly that meeting would also change and wonderfully impact our own relationship.
I had arrived home after dropping Rob off at his place. Jenny met me just inside the door and I could see she was excited about something.
"How was golf?" She asked. Though I sensed her question was more rhetorical in nature.
"Great. We had a good time I think. Rob and I are alike in a lot of ways," I added.
"Yes, I know." Jenny said, and I saw what I knew to be the mischievous little twinkle in her eyes and the quirky little smile on her face when she had been up to something. She was dying to tell me what she and Susan had discussed, that much I did know. Not wanting to delay her telling me any longer either, I played along and asked her what it was that had obviously gotten her so excited.
"Well...for starters, we're going over there later for a Bar-B-Q" she drawled out enthusiastically. "But the really exciting part is this..." And as I sat next to her at the kitchen table, listening, I couldn't help but become excited over what it was she was about to tell me.
Jenny told me how over coffee, she had coaxed Susan into telling her what had been, or had not been happening for the two of them sexually over the past few months. As it turned out, it was the typical same old routine, stress, and pressures of day-to-day living that had taken its toll. And though I thought to myself "Gee...how come this sounds familiar?" I said nothing and continued to listen to her story.
"Anyway..." Jenny continued. "So I came right out and asked her if there had ever been anything that Rob had ever told her, was something he fantasized about, or had ever hinted at her wanting to do for him. That was when she told me, that he'd once mentioned how he'd love for her to shave her pussy for him sometime. It's something she said she's never done before, trimmed it yes of course, but never completely shaved it since she was uncomfortable with using a razor down there." Listening to Jenny tell me this had already gotten my full attention, but I now had to shift my position as I was becoming both aroused, and slightly uncomfortable situated as I was. In the next instant, I found myself asking Jenny to repeat what it was she had just said. I wasn't at all sure I had heard her correctly.
"You said you'd do what again?" I blurted.
"I told her that I'd be more than happy to help her do it, if she was willing to trust me."
So I had heard her correctly after all.
"Oh God!" Was about all I could manage. "And then what?"
"Well, after that we got up and went into their bathroom!"
Jenny proceeded to tell me then how they had gotten out a couple of fresh razors, and the scissors. She had turned the water on in the bathtub while Susan disrobed. Jenny then placed Susan on the edge of the tub and taking the scissors, shortened her pubic hair to a point where she could more easily shave it away. I could only imagine the erotic little scene that occurred as the two of them got to work shaving away Susan's pussy hair.
"We were both so nervous, you should have seen us, giggling and carrying on like we were..."
"I wish I had seen you!" I interrupted
Jenny shot me a quick teasing frown but she continued.
"Pretty soon, Susan was straddling the side of the tub as I shaved her, occasionally soaping her up and then wiping away the excess with a soft hand-towel."
I heard Jenny catch her breath pausing, almost like reliving the whole entire experience in a millisecond.
"Your driving me Crazy Jenny, what happened then?" I demanded.
"Well...basically, here I was, bent over so close the way I was. I mean I could smell her...smell her aroma, her heat. I looked up briefly from what I was doing, and saw that her eyes were shut, her mouth was open and her head was tilted back. She was enjoying this!"
"No shit!" I added.
Once again Jenny shot me a reproving look.
"Though I had finished shaving her, I don't think I was ready to let go of the moment quite yet either. Curious in a way as to what had happened, what might happen I guess."
Once again I had to shift my position. My hard-on was painfully positioned at this point, and I was far from being comfortable. I noticed that Jenny's hand was once again unconsciously brushing across herself, and this in itself was erotically stimulating on top of everything else.
"After I was done, I then began to apply some baby-oil to her, I used it generously and of course massaged it into her newly bared flesh. Her lips so recently covered and somewhat hidden were now slightly puffy and thickened by the process, and I am sure by my inadvertent touching and wiping of her with the soft towel she'd become very aroused."
"Should I?" I wondered to myself as Jenny continued. And eased down my zipper.
"I was still massaging in the oil when my finger slipped just for the briefest of moments inside her. Susan gasped and I heard her say "Ohhhh yessssss!"
Zipper down. Cock free. If Jenny made a point to look, she might know what I was doing, but the angle of how we sat next to each other at the table, prevented her from knowing perhaps. And I stroked myself. Slowly.
"In the next instant I was sliding my finger up her moist slit. And it wasn't the baby-oil either; the texture was different. Her fluids were pearly-soft, wet to the touch, exciting! And I heard a low soft moan escape from her lips.
"Oh yes!" I barely breathed, the pre-cum from my cock- tip already being gathered between two of my fingers as I smeared it around the head of my prick. I couldn't help but notice that Jenny's fingers had slipped beneath the edge of the shorts she was wearing as she continued relating their experience to me.
"Ever so softly, I began to lightly touch her still hooded clitoris. Her low throated moans of approval gave me the courage I needed to continue. I was wet now too, and my own ragged breathing was soon matching hers."
"Jenny," she said almost pleadingly. I stopped; fearful it had gone too far. "Let me, let me touch you too!" Susan had said.
I was palming the head of my cock at this point, squeezing it, and enjoying the sensations I was giving myself, much like a sucking pair of lips teasing and tantalizing me. Susan's fingers, definitely exploring herself now and even with the distance separating us, I could begin to hear the frothy sounds of her juices being played with the more she got excited in retelling her experience.
"The next thing I knew, I had undressed, now each one of us naked, sitting side by side on the edge of the tub, touching, playing. We sat, looking down at each other's hands, touching the other. Susan would stroke me, caress me in some certain way, and I would then copy her stroke, her touch, and do the same back to her."
My own strokes, though still slow and soft, were full and forceful. I still continued to squeeze my cock-head on the upstroke, enjoying the sensation of a new droplet of pre-cum, using it to coat my shaft in the downward stroke like a slowly lapping, licking tongue.
"With my freehand, I reached down, spreading my pussy lips more widely for her access. Then Susan did the same. We played more directly, clitty's fully exposed, vulnerable to our touches, caress's. We began to rub one another faster, a bit harder, what she did, I did. What I did, she did. I know we were both on the same level of passion, nearing that breaking point, that place where we'd both soon go crashing over the edge."
Just as I now was listening to her tell me this hot erotic little encounter with Susan! No longer caring, my strokes no longer concealed, I played with my cock, lustfully, hurriedly.
"My hand, my fingers, seemed to be flying over the top of her pussy, differing sensations, the feel of her slit, the flowing moisture. The hardness of her clit-nub, the folds of her lips, each stroke different, each one a new electrifying sensation, driving each of us to higher levels of pleasure. Soon, we were pussy-patting each other, hard, fast!"
Closer, edging closer now myself. That feeling, that exquisite delicious tingly feeling so few seconds away now.
"Are you close?" I heard Jenny ask me.
"Yessss. You?" I gasped.
"And then I was coming. As was Susan. I felt her juices suddenly fill my hand, she was ejaculating! I felt her female spurts gushing out, like a dam of ecstasy breaking. Her cum ran between my fingers, drenching my hand. My own orgasm triggered by this, and though I didn't squirt as she was still doing, waves of intense pleasure rolled through me, as I felt the moisture build inside me then flow from me as I came."
My first hard felt spurt shot a ribbon of white milky cream across the distance between us. I watched it fall as though in slow motion landing nearly on her breast, a second one, even more powerful than the first, joining in flight to land at her neckline above her tank-top. "Oh my God" I groaned loudly as still a third was sent flying, though far shorter in its trajectory towards my lovely wife.
"Ohhhh," I heard Jenny softly moan as she bean to shudder. I watched her head roll back slightly off to one side, saw her arching her back, her fingers fully buried plunging in and out in rapid repeated strokes as she came. "Oh fuck! She screamed, cupping her breast with one free hand, rolling and pinching her nipple through the fabric of the cotton-thin tank top she was wearing.
Cum still oozed from my cock head, it dripped down my shaft, covering my knuckles as I continued to slowly pump myself dry. The sensation still lingering, though the throbbing had ebbed.
We sat silently looking at one another afterwards, smiling.
"Did you enjoy that?" My wife asked.
I answered her with a lusty-evil smile on my face.
Suddenly she glanced at her watch, "David! We better get moving! We're supposed to be at their place in less than an hour and I still have a lot left to do!"
I could only sit there. Still somewhat breathless, still savoring the moment, still feeling the warm cum covering my hand and now slowly dripping down onto the seat.
"Come on. You'd better get a move on!" She urged. "Oh...and by the way, did you know that you and Rob have another common interest?"
"Oh? And what's that?" I finally managed to say out loud.
"You both have always wanted to see two women together. So if you hurry. You just might get your wish."
We arrived at Rob and Susan's exactly on time.
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It hadn't been just one of those days, but it had been one of those months! Brad Peterson had worked as an Advertising Executive for the past two years. He had moved up in the organization rapidly. At thirty-three, six foot one, with what could only be described as boyishly handsome features, he had achieved phenomenal success in a reasonably short period of time.
He had almost single-handedly saved the Evans-Account this past month. But it had required many hours late into the night. Though far from being in the kind of shape he'd been in younger years, Brad was considered quite the catch by a number of women he had known. Certainly the late-night fast-food take-outs hadn't helped. The small little paunch he carried, a constant reminder that he'd best take control of his eating habits.
It was widely known that the firm had an executive cabin situated in the mountains near Mirror Lake. As a reward for special efforts, or as a perk for entertaining clients, the cabin was made available for those who liked to spend a little time away in the ruggedness of the mountains. Mirror Lake was certainly known for it's superb fishing and hiking areas, but as it was an expensive piece of real estate in which to own property, there were few cabins. This gave the additional comfort and enjoyment of real privacy and seclusion.
Brad was already clearing off his desk in anticipation of an elongated weekend retreat. As it was about a two-hour drive, he had some final last minute details to attend to, home to pack, and then with luck, would reach the cabin shortly before nightfall.

He planned on spending two days all by his self. A chance to hike, to fish perhaps, but mostly to simply spend some time reading and relaxing away from the past month's intense pressures. The woman he had been semi-dating, though for pleasure more than anything else, had been invited to join him sometime Sunday.
With a smile on his face, Brad told Alice, his Executive Assistant to knock off early and headed home to finish packing. Brad was really looking forward to the weekend along with the scenic drive up to the lake.
As he left the building, heading towards his car in the parking lot, he noticed that the skies hinted at the possibility of an oncoming storm.
"Oh well," he thought. "I always have enjoyed a good lightning and thunderstorm." Even the darkening skies were welcome, more than what they otherwise might have been.
It had taken a little longer than Brad had anticipated to finish packing. Though he knew the cabin had a well-stocked bar, any other supplies would have to be purchased. Glancing at his new Rolex, he realized that he'd be arriving at the cabin well after dark. But even this didn't hamper his mood. Besides the ample supply of alcohol, he also knew that a rather extensive video library awaited him with a wide variety of some pretty hard-core X-rated videos. It was also rumored that some very private video's existed which remained under lock and key for V.I.P viewing only. He wondered if the set of keys he carried included access to those.
"Guess I'll find out soon enough" he said to himself.
Brad had just reached the mouth of the canyon when the storm finally broke. There was a 'Last Chance' grocery and gasoline store on the corner. And though the cabin was less than thirty miles away at this point, the winding tricky curves would cut down his travel time. He saw no need to stop. He had everything he needed. And with the onset of the storm, he also surmised that the weather conditions might delay him even further.
At first his windshield wipers easily handled the rain as it fell. But as the skies darkened, as the first peels of thunder and lightning began, the rain intensified to the point that Brad was forced to slow down. The wipers were barely allowing him enough time to see clearly up the gradually winding road. It was fortunate that the road was little traveled. Brad had seen only one other vehicle, an old light blue pick-up truck that had passed him a few minutes earlier from the opposite direction.
As he drove, his mind began to wander. He was driving safely enough for existing conditions and with no other traffic on the highway; he could once again indulge himself with fantasies for the weekend. He thought of Amanda, or "Mandy" as he called her. She worked at the same ad agency he did, and had on one or two evenings helped him with the Evan's account. But that had not been the only thing she'd helped him with late at night either. He was in the process of imagining her sweet lips sucking his cock when he was suddenly jerked back to reality by what he thought was a deer crossing the road.
Brad slammed on the car's brakes, barely avoiding the deer. The car fishtailed briefly until he brought it back under control again. For a second, he wondered if he had in fact actually hit the animal as he'd heard, or imagined hearing a slight "thump". As the rain was now more a deluge than a simple downpour, Brad wasn't real excited to have to go outside to have a look. But he felt he didn't have any choice in the matter either. He put his hand on the door release when suddenly the pounding of someone on the passenger side window startled him. He turned, half expecting to see some wild crazed deer trying to gore the side of his car. Instead, Brad sat with disbelief as he starred into the face of a beautiful young woman pounding on the window. Almost immediately he reached over unlocking the door.
"Oh thank God!" the drenched mystery woman stated as she climbed onto the seat beside him. "I didn't think anyone would be coming up this road with the storm and all".
"Are you O.K?" Brad finally managed to ask her. " I almost hit you back there!"
"Oh no. I'm fine really. Just soaked."
Brad noticed her for the first time. She was beautiful! Even with long dark stringy-wet hair, and mascara running all over her face, she was still beautiful. He saw her shiver, noticing that her blouse was clinging to her skin. Two very hard pointed nipples testified to the fact that she wasn't wearing much of anything to guard against the weather. He handed her his parka from behind the seat.
"Here, wear this," he offered. "What in the world are you doing out here dressed like that anyway?
She was already in the process of removing her wet blouse as Brad handed her the jacket. But as dark as it was, he could hardly see much anyway, figuring she knew that too.
"I was on my way up to my family's cabin," she began. "And then suddenly, out of nowhere, this deer suddenly appeared in the headlights. I hit the brakes, but hit the deer and spun out of control. My car went off the road down that embankment back there."
Once again Brad asked her. "Like I said before, are you alright?"
"Oh, I'm fine. Really. Just a little shaken up is all. And wet."
Brad couldn't see her smiling, but he heard it in the sound of her voice. In it, he could tell how truly grateful she was for his having stopped.
"Maybe I should go back and have a look at your car."
"Not necessary, it's a wreck. That's for sure. But I can get a tow-truck up here in the morning. Right now, I just need a lift up to our cabin, and a little more heat if you wouldn't mind."
Brad obliged her, turning on the interior heat full blast.
"There are some fresh towels in that bag there in the corner," he said pointing over his shoulder at the back seat. "Your welcome to use one of those to dry off with."
"Oh thank you. That really would be nice. I really am soaked!" She half turned to reach over the seat when a bright flash of lightening lit up the inside of the car. Though she was wearing the jacket, she had not zipped it up. Brad caught a glimpse of one of her very full rounded breasts as she leaned over retrieving the towels. He couldn't believe his good fortune at running into her like this, realizing he didn't know her name.
"By the way. My name's Brad Peterson."
"Vicky. Vicky Ellis," she replied. "And once again, thank you so much for stopping!"
Brad put the car back onto the road, and they began the drive even more slowly up the canyon. "Why on earth are you out here by yourself anyway?" he finally questioned.
"Well, for starters, it's my birthday. I just turned twenty one."
"Congratulations"
"Thank you. Secondly, I've invited several of my friends up to my parent's cabin for the weekend, you know, sort of a celebration. Anyway, I wanted to come up before hand so as to open the place up and air it out, you know, clean it up a little before they arrive."
Brad nodded his head in understanding. "And then the storm hit."
"Exactly. And then I hit the deer."
"And then I nearly hit you."
"Exactly!" she laughed saying.
Brad couldn't help but notice that even with the heat going full blast, and her having at least removed her soaked blouse that she was still shivering. "How far away is your cabin?"
"Oh...it's about five or six miles further up from here."
Once again she began to dry her wet hair with the towel she had taken from the backseat. With the little bit of illumination from the dashboard lighting, Brad looked briefly in her direction. She still hadn't zipped up the jacket she was wearing, and her breasts were clearly seen as she sat leaning forward drying her hair. He wondered briefly if she knew he could see her. Wondered if she was in some strange sort of way, thanking him for his having stopped for her. He quickly put that notion out of his mind however. After all, she'd just turned twenty-one, and her generation was even more open-minded about nudity and things like that than his had been. Brad had to force himself to keep from looking at her, keeping his eyes on the road. The rain may have let up a little from its earlier deluge, but it was still raining pretty hard.
"We should be there pretty soon," he offered. "Then we can get you out of those wet clothes." Brad realized how what he'd just said might have sounded to her. "Oh, I'm sorry...I didn't mean...."
"No need to apologize," she said laughing. "I need to get me out of these wet clothes too. There!" She suddenly pointed through the windshield of the car. " It should be just around this next bend, there's a turn-off, then a bridge over the river up the drive to our property."
Brad saw the turn-off shortly after that. But as they started up the slight incline to where the bridge should have been, he was forced to once again slam on the brakes.
"Holy shit!" he exclaimed as they came to a jarring halt. He quickly rolled down his window to look outside just ahead of where the car had come to a stop. The bridge was gone!
"Oh wow! We were lucky. It looks like the river's washed out the bridge." Instead of peering out her own window, Vicky leaned over across him to have a look. He felt her more than saw anything of course, but knew that her breasts had grazed his arm as she leaned over him.
"Damn. Now what am I going to do?" she stated. "We obviously can't get across the river with the bridge out, and I don't know if I can even find a safe place to cross in the dark!"
"Well. I guess you'll just have to spend the night with me." This time he laughed before offering up another unintended innuendo by way of explanation. But she had already caught his implied tease and sincere offer of help.
"Well, I guess I'll just have to do that!" she finally responded back. "My friends aren't due until the afternoon anyway. And hopefully by that time, this storm will have let up, and I can find another way to cross the river."
Brad told her how he'd first help her to get her car towed back in the morning, and then secondly, how they'd find a way to get her up to her cabin.
"What I really want to do more than anything else is get into something warm and dry. And then, if you don't mind, I'll help you fix us something to eat! Oh...and since I AM twenty-one, I could really use a drink too!" she added.
"So could I," Brad thought to himself. "So could I!"
By the directions he'd been given, he knew there was no chance the river had washed away the bridge to the Agency's cabin. It was on the opposite side of the road. Immediately ahead was the turn off, and Brad electrically opened the gate as he'd also been instructed to do as they turned up the long drive.
"We're here," he announced unnecessarily. "I'll get us as close as I can to the door, then we'll rush inside. I think I've got something you can slip into, and then we'll see about those drinks and something to eat."
He was able to maneuver the car just a short distance away from the cabin. Unfortunately, it was still far enough away that both of them would be soaked before either of them reached it.
"Run?" Vicky questioned. And then suddenly bolted out her side of the car.
Brad grabbed what he could easily carry, racing behind her, only reaching the door seconds after she did. Until he could figure out how to get the generator going, all they had for light was the flashlight he had thought to bring along.
"Here. Use this," he said handing it to her. "See if you can find a lantern or something."
Vicky spotted a pair of lanterns sitting on the counter. "I think this has already been anticipated," she announced. "There are two of them over here. And a box of matches too!"
Brad quickly joined her, and in seconds had both lanterns lit. "Here, take this bag and go upstairs, see if you can find something warm and comfortable to wear. I'll see about getting a fire going, and then we'll hunt down those drinks and eats."
He watched her ascend the stairs to the upper level of the cabin carrying one of the lanterns. The soft glowing light from it cast an eerie aura about her as she climbed. It was like watching an apparition floating in the air. Vicky soon disappeared from view to where the bedrooms were, and Brad finally took a few moments to acquaint himself with the interior of the cabin.
Along one entire wall stood an enormous fireplace. A neatly stacked pile of freshly cut wood waited to be used. It was a large 'A' frame structure. He'd managed to see on the short run up, that a balcony ran all along the outside of the unit. Inside, the layout was spacious and rustic. Just in front of the massive stone fireplace was a conversation pit, filled with oversized pillows and even a real bear rug covering the floor. The kitchen was behind them as was the bar which Brad had already taken stock of as being fully supplied with everything imaginable. A spiral staircase led upstairs to the bedrooms. Two were adjoining if needed, and could be opened into one large bedroom area. Brad could only imagine what that might have been used for. A separate bedroom was situated nearer the back, but had the open bonus of being half in and half outside of the cabin, enclosed only by a screened mesh to keep out the bugs from otherwise spoiling the whole affect. During the winter months the room could be completely sealed off against the elements by a concealed panel that expanded from within the wall and ran around a track so as to wall off the opening. Brad hoped the weather would certainly improve, as it would definitely be a lot more fun if they were able to enjoy that particular feature of this place. It was then that he caught himself in his thinking. "By they," had he been thinking about his girlfriend, or about Vicky sharing it with him? Though he had caught the thought, he wasn't sure which one he'd honestly meant. At that moment he heard Vicky coming back down the stairs.
"So, what do you think?" she asked.
She stood above him about half way down. She'd obviously removed her soaked jeans, borrowed parka, and now stood in nothing more than one of Brad's long sleeved flannel shirts. Dropping her arms, they both had a good laugh as the sleeves fell well beyond her fingertips.
"It's a bit big for me. But it was also about the warmest, most comfy thing I could find to wear."
"You look great!" Brad complimented. And he noticed that though her hair was still slightly damp, she had managed to dry it sufficiently so that it hung more naturally, accentuating her perfectly molded face. Likewise, she had repaired the mascara, and though she had a more natural look, he confirmed to himself just how beautiful she really was. He watched as she finished coming down the last few remaining steps. He noticed how her long legs looked, just ending beneath the tail of the flannel shirt. He caught himself wondering how little else she was wearing...if anything. Brad reached her side just as she got to the bottom of the stairs, handing her a drink.
"Not sure what you might prefer, but thought this would at least warm you up for starters."
Taking the wineglass he'd offered, she clinked it against his.
"Thank you. It's perfect. But I really think that you need to be getting out of your wet clothes too," she stated.
Not wanting her to misconstrue any more remarks, Brad simply smiled, excusing himself to slip past her. Surprisingly, she didn't move out of the way as he'd expected. Instead, she moved towards him and before he realized what was even happening, she kissed him. He felt her immediately press herself against him. Her wonderfully firm full breasts now rested comfortably against his chest. Their kiss lingered, he actually felt a little light-headed and dizzy by it. It was Vicky who finally broke the kiss. Brad was not sure he would have been able to if she hadn't.
As he had managed to get a pretty good fire going by the time she had returned, she led him over and down into the conversation pit. Once there, she quickly unbuttoned his shirt, helping him to remove it, tossing it off to one side.
"I thought you said you were hungry?" Brad managed to haltingly ask her.
"I am. But not for food at the moment," she smiled saying.
Even Brad had to admit given the circumstances; he normally would have tried to take advantage of the situation. But there was something about her that was intoxicating. If he'd barely had a sip or two of wine, he might have tried to blame it on that. But simply in kissing her as he had, he had become drunk with desire for her, unexplainably so. She was after all twenty-one. As such, he was content to allow her to lead him along in whatever direction she had in mind.
Having pulled him down onto the floor, she sat astride him, saddling herself near his knees. With the backdrop of the fire burning warmly and brightly behind her, she began to deftly unbutton the buttons of the flannel shirt she had borrowed. For Brad, it seemed like an eternity of time passed as each was opened, revealing more and more of her charms. At last, as the final barrier was breached, she shrugged off the garment with a simple gesture. He was tempted to stare directly at her fully exposed breasts. But he gazed into her eyes instead.
Whether it was from the flickering light of the fire, or the dancing shadows around the room, coupled with the intense excitement of the moment, he didn't know, or fully understand. But as he gazed into her eyes, he saw twin pools of tiny flittering lights, almost like stars in the sky and felt his self drawn to her unlike any other woman he had ever known or been with before. Only then did he finally dare to look at her. Almost as if he had to double check to make sure she was really there. He could not believe this was really happening to him. Here he was...alone with a beautiful woman that he had only just met. The softness of the fire's light the only source except for the occasional erotically added light of the lightening just outside. Even the peel and rolling waves of thunder seemed to add to the atmosphere that had been created.
This time, he pulled her to him. Once again losing his self in their kiss.
"It's strange," Brad thought briefly. "I don't remember feeling this way kissing someone." He kissed her more deeply, content to simply do this. But she escalated the situation by placing one of his hands against her breast. Even this sensation was overpowering. As he cupped her firm rounded tit, he caressed flesh that seemed to have a life of its own. His hand felt tingly as he touched her, his fingertips seemed super sensitive against the softness of her skin.



Vicky slid even closer against him and though still wearing his slacks, positioned as they were, had it not been for the clothing that separated them, Brad knew without a doubt that he would have slid into her heated opening. As it was, the sensation, the heat of her somehow permeated the covering of material that separated them still. He had the sensation of losing body heat as she drew it away from him sitting as she was atop of him. Her womanhood was sucking at him from below in a way that was causing him to shiver, and yet respond with a greater need towards her desires.
Finally, Brad began kissing downwards, tasting the softness and aroma of her neck, biting it in quick little nips, intermittent licking's and kisses as though drawing a stitched line of progress upon her flesh. He reached the gently sloping curvature of her breast, lingering there even longer. Kissing her, drinking in the fragrance of her heated and aroused passions, his desire rapidly grew.
As he drew her in, savoring the texture and feel of her hard tipped nipple, his own nipples seemed to suddenly intensify with the sensation as well. He was even forced to stop to look down at him self, expecting that Vicky was in some way touching or caressing his. Maybe that would explain why he was experiencing such erotic thrills. Vicky sitting astride him as she was, had both arms slightly braced behind her, her head tilted back, allowing him unrestricted access. Her beautiful breasts thrust forward, were the only other direct contact against him. Yet, the sensations continued, and he swam in its pleasure.
Amazingly he was more than content to continue just as they were. Alternately cupping and caressing each breast separately, while kissing and sucking the other. He could not imagine or recall a time when he had been satisfied in simply doing this.
Reluctantly, Brad watched her as she seductively, if not playfully slid away. Brad even attempted to reach for her, not yet ready to let go of that moment. However Vicky had other ideas. Reaching down, she unbuckled his belt, and slowly began unzipping his fly. Not even once did her eyes turn away from his. Again, those twinkling pools of dancing light seemed to capture him as their eyes met. Mesmerized, he felt himself being lifted upwards, almost as though floating on air as she easily and effortlessly removed his clothing. First his slacks, and then his boxer shorts. He didn't even know at first that she had really done this, for it had been more dream- like in a way. That was, until the electrifying bolt of electricity suddenly surged up and down his entire body as her hand sought him out, caressed and playfully teased his erect throbbing penis.
Brad had certainly enjoyed similar pleasures in the past. Had even joked with friends how if a hand-job was done correctly, that it would be a toss-up between that and a good blowjob. But the vulgar comparison of that to this was as different as night was to day. Her touch was not merely pleasing and self satisfying, but seemed to awaken nerves he had not known existed. Her mere touch, the finger tracings as she explored him, lightly, softly, as though redrawing every shape, every inch of him, was near enough to cause him to feel orgasmic. In his mind, he fought for control, fearful that he would not and thus lose himself far too quickly for the moment!
His eyes felt like they had been glued shut. The pleasure so intense that he was unable to open them, to look at her, which he wanted, needed to do. So it was that he was caught, totally unprepared. He felt then, the softness of her lips suddenly surrounding him. Frantic, he panicked with the worry of releasing his essence inside her sucking mouth. He fought for control, striving, fighting against the weakening ability of his resolve to succumb to her soft sucking manipulations.
Just at the moment he thought all was lost, just teetering on the edge of ecstasy and pleasure, he felt her releasing him, again distancing herself, moving away. Only then was he finally able to open his eyes. She had moved away, though not far away. He looked at her, and thought that she seemed to shimmer, but saw the light of the fire as danced on the sheen of her skin in an erotic display of lights and shadows. Wantonly, she beckoned to him, openly displaying herself to his staring eyes.
It wasn't just her pussy that he was looking at either. But her sexual being. Somehow he knew that. He had often delighted himself in the foreplay of caressing and teasing a woman's cunt before. But again, even this vulgar term could not do justice to the beauty of what he was gazing at. For it was far more than a cunt or a pussy, it was rapture incarnate. He seemed to lose himself in the maze of her lips, how they folded and intertwined upon one another, he was immediately reminded of the often used term of a woman's pedaled lips, opening, blooming as a soft budding rose. This is what he saw, a blooming flower, the faint trace of female dew shimmering upon her in its silky soft surface. It called to him, inviting him to taste her, to partake of her nectar like a bee to her flower. As though hypnotically controlled, he seemed to float towards her, his lips again kissing and tasting her essence, maddened by his desire for her as he began lapping at her with his tongue. Brad delighted in chasing every hidden fold, looking for her creamy dew... the manna that fed his hunger for her.
He heard her, but her pleasured voice seemed a thousand miles away. As his tongue danced inside her, as he caressed and lick-nipped her tiny hard clit-nub, he heard her gasp, and relished in her intake of breath. Once again she seemed to draw him even further inside herself. He had the uncanny sensation of melding with her, becoming a part of her, apart of her own flesh. As he sucked her, and licked her, the normal lubrications he had known previously with other women, were there, but somehow... hers filled him with an awe that seemed nearly life giving. Her juices coated his tongue, filled his mouth, and covered his own flesh, which once again tingled with a strange sensation he could not comprehend or explain away in simple terms. He knew only that he needed more of it, more of her, more of whatever it was her pussy was producing and giving to him as he devoured her fiercely.
Just when he felt that Vicky was on the edge of some mind-numbing climax, he felt her touching his forehead, pushing him away, and at the same time, extricating herself from beneath him.
Sweat drenched his face and hair, the saltiness stinging his eyes as the beads of perspiration dripped into them. But it was the sweetness of her that he tasted. Almost pleadingly, he looked towards her a sense of awe and wonder on his face. Her saw her standing above him, again that almost shimmering effervescence, as she smiled. For Brad, time seemed to stop. That smile, her smile transcended her beauty. It made her even more beautiful if that was possible. Above him she stood like a majestic Goddess. Her twin, perfectly sculpted breasts once again inviting him towards her, each one heaving with each intake of her breath. The soft nearly invisible patch of pubic hair between her legs now shut off his view as though a door had been closed, covering it, protecting it. Staring at her as he was, his cock stirred with a more, near painful throbbing need for her. It awakened him back to reality and again he reached towards her, and this time she came to him.
This time Vicky seemed to float above and over him. He felt her weight press finally upon him while on his back and could only watch as she lowered herself ever closer. He saw her hand, spreading herself, once again revealing the exquisite garden of her womanhood, but only briefly, for she engulfed him deeply and completely in one intensely satisfying capture of his penis.
Sure, Brad had fucked several women. Like any normal man, he reveled in the sensations that a woman's soft lubricated pussy could do to a man's cock. But this was beyond that. The warmth, mingled with the electrifying sensation of such a soft silkiness, the likes of which he had never experienced, threatened again to take him over the edge far too soon.
Vicky moved above him with slow deliberate strokes as she smoothly and effortlessly impaled herself upon his erect shaft. The walls of her vagina enveloped him, seemingly alive, kissing him tenderly like a hundred sucking mouths. Adding to this, the erotic smell of her seemed to increase and implode within his mind. All of his senses seemed on the verge of some cosmic overload. Her heat from within bathed him in a bewilderment that was indescribable. Her lubrications coated and caressed him like bathing in a sea of oil, for it was not just his cock that seemed coated and covered, but his entire body seemed to slip and slide somewhere inside her. It was simply not his penis that filled her now, but himself. It was not simply a stiff cock sliding in and out of her, but his entire being. Even the sounds of their lovemaking seemed intensified. Her breath became his. Their hearts seemed to beat in unison one within the other. Even the lubricated sounds of their coupling, became as lapping waves upon some deserted beach. Once again he looked into her eyes, and he saw the soul of her staring back at him.
In an instant, he was a part of her, as he had never been with any woman previously. Somehow he shared her thoughts, her feelings. His cock throbbed and danced inside her, each penetrating thrust causing him to soar higher and higher in a sea of ecstasy and wondrous exploration. Brad found himself reaching heights of pure pleasure and arousal never before experienced. All the while his eyes locked with hers, searching her out. Her penetrating gaze, imploring him, eagerly urging him on to their mutual and final destination.
It happened without warning. Brad had always known of course when his orgasm began, always enjoyed that split-second notification before the first powerful spurts of his ejaculation occurred. He often held that moment, albeit briefly and allowed the orgasm itself to delay until the impossibility of it overwhelmed, overpowered him.
This then, unlike any climax he'd ever known or experienced caught him completely and totally by surprise. He felt her release simultaneously, felt the dam of pleasure break somewhere far up inside her. Wave after wave of pleasure consumed him, rolled over and through him, carrying him away with it. Every fiber, every nerve within his mind, body and soul seemed to explode in a shower of brilliant bright-white stars, thousands, perhaps millions of them exploding all around him. And with each spasm, with each hard felt ejaculation of pleasure, he felt her, and felt hers as well. Brad floated in a never-ending sea of bliss and tranquility. He lost all sense of time and purpose. He lost all sense of himself.
Brad awoke to the sounds of happily chirping birds. For a moment, he though he was dreaming.
"Too soon to be morning," he thought. For in his mind, they were just seconds from having climaxed together. Only then did he fully and completely open his eyes.
It was indeed morning. The soft dying embers of the past nights roaring flame were all that remained. Half expecting to find Vicky lying comfortably still asleep next to him, he rolled over. But she was not there. Glancing up, he immediately saw the strewn piles of their discarded clothing. The flannel shirt having fallen, crumpled and somewhat entangled from last night's lovemaking lay next to him. Brad picked it up, immediately caught the scent of her still lingering upon and within the fabric. He quickly looked about, calling out her name.
Frantic, Brad had searched the entire cabin. Even after he had discovered that her clothes were missing, he still looked around the area for her. Eventually, he surmised that she had either gone in search of help for her car, or more than likely, as there was still plenty of time to call and get a tow-truck, that she had gone to her parents cabin instead.
Brad recklessly found himself speeding down the canyon in the direction of her cabin. Reaching the turnoff, he stopped pulling up to the fallen bridge. The water had indeed slowed to a much more manageable, and traversable level. With no other options before him, Brad made his way carefully across the ruined bridge, something that would have been dangerous at best the previous evening. Now at least, in daylight, it was easily seen that it could be crossed on foot.
He had gone only about an eighth of a mile when he saw the cabin. But what he saw surprised and alarmed him. He ran. From where he had stood, it was obvious that all the windows in the cabin had been purposely boarded up. No doubt from winter's harshness, and in some effort to protect it from damage. What concerned him however, was how the front door hung, obviously broken, hanging by a thin nearly pulled free single hinge. He could not imagine Vicky's dismay at coming up and finding their cabin in such a state of disrepair. Worse, he wondered if something might have happened, if some wild animal might have forced entry inside.
" Or had someone else been staying there, and caught her unexpectedly coming in?" he wondered becoming even more fearful for her safety.
Brad nearly crashed through the door in his haste to find her. Calling out her name, "Vicky? Vicky? Are you here Vicky?" Brad waited, listening. Nothing, no sounds of any kind, so he began to search for her. The place was a mess. Obviously she had her days work cut out if indeed she was planning to have friends over for the weekend. Dust covered the furniture. Obviously the place had not been used or stayed in, in a very long time. Brad quickly realized that Vicky must have known that. It was one of the reasons she was coming up ahead of everyone else. She had needed time to clean and ready the place for her friends.
"Her car!" Brad said aloud to himself.
No doubt it was filled full of her clothing, and perhaps cleaning materials. Items that she had needed when coming up here in the first place.
"So why didn't she wake me so I could help her?" he asked himself. No doubt after the past evening, she was either having second thoughts about what had happened between them, or...being a typically young woman with more energy than he certainly had even at thirty-three, she'd gone off to get a head start on things by herself.
Brad quickly made his way back to his car. And with a more cautious intent, drove somewhat urgently down the canyon road, all the while keeping an eye out for her. Nearing the point where he could only best guess where she may have gone off the road, he looked even more intently for her. Additionally, he also looked for signs of a recently struck deer carcass, or smeared, dried blood across the road. Though any signs of that could have easily been washed away with all the past nights rain.
When Brad figured he was well past the point where he had first encountered Vicky he sped up, heading down the canyon road. He now could only assume that she may have possibly hitched a ride and had gone all the way down the canyon to the grocery and gas station below in search of help or a tow-truck.
Within minutes, he rounded the last curve of the canyon. Only two cars sat in the parking lot. One of which looked to be the same light blue pickup truck Brad had seen on the road the previous evening.
He braked to a hard stop. As he entered the store, he saw it was poorly lit, and it took a moment for his eyes to adjust to the stores interior. One gruff looking middle aged man stood behind the counter reading a newspaper as he walked in. Brad quickly approached him.
"Excuse me. Perhaps you can help me. I'm looking for someone." Brad was surprised at the "worried" edge and tone of his own voice. He quickly gave a general description of her to the guy behind the counter.
"Ask him," the owner said pointing. Only then did Brad see the second person who had obviously been sitting there all along. He sat in the far corner of an area that looked to be a makeshift dining area. He was hunched over a cup of coffee, smoking a cigarette. Brad approached him and began his inquiry all over again. But the stranger stopped him.
"Yeah. I've seen her. Not last night, or even this morning for that matter. But I've seen her yes."
"So what the hell does that mean?" Brad angrily questioned.
Only then did the stranger's eyes soften with understanding. Brad even saw him begin to tear up as he began.
"I've been coming up here every year now for three years running. You see, three years ago, I came up to go fishing. On the way up the canyon one night I ran into this young woman. She'd been in an accident..."
Brad felt the hairs on the back of his neck rise in disbelief...
"I thought I had hit her myself, but as it turned out, she'd hit a deer just a short time earlier, and her car had apparently gone off the road. Anyway, I gave her a lift back to my place to spend the night, especially as the bridge to her folks cabin had been washed out by the storm." The stranger had to pause momentarily, collecting himself, but began with an obvious quiver, taking a great deal of effort in doing so before continuing.
"Came down the canyon in the morning looking for her. Never did find her. But I did learn a lot more about her, as now you will. You see she died in that accident, but not that night, but seven years before that even. And I'm not the first guy to have found her wandering on the road. Nor will I be, or perhaps you be the last. I've been up here every year since...on her birthday. The day she died in that horrible crash."
He told Brad about the wreck and once again indicated the storeowner who stood listening and watching the two of them talking. "They never did pull her car out of the river. You can still see it, rusted out, smashed between two large boulders."
Brad wondered if he'd forced the issue, "What might have happened had he gone down to look at her car, would she have disappeared? Or did she already know the outcome of that decision not to?" he considered.
"One or two others have come, and like me, have either come back looking for her, every year, or have simply disappeared and never come back here again. So I guess...last night it was your turn. And I guess, like me, or like some of the others, you'll have to decide for yourself what you're going to do. All I can say is, if it was for you, anything like it was for me, it will always be a night I will never forget, a night that I will always... remember."
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It was night; I remember the rain as it beat against the windshield of my car. Too fast for the wipers to keep up with. I remember too, the dark shadow off one side of the road; only it wasn't really a shadow, but another truck that had overturned, too late to do anything. And I remember sirens, lots and lots of sirens in the distance, then closer, much, much closer.
"You're awake!" I heard her voice saying to me. Yet my eyes wouldn't focus clearly. Bright lights, "too bright" I thought.
"Where am I?" My voice sounded strange, distant, much like the weird dream I'd been having.
"Mercy Hospital". The female voice spoke, saying. "You've been in and out of consciousness for nearly a week now." I remembered the lights, bright white lights as they passed above me, the feeling of movement.... excruciating pain.
"What, what happened?" I asked
"You were involved in an automobile accident, it's amazing you survived." My eyes were adjusting to the light, but the figure standing off to one side of the bed I was lying in, was in white too. It was hard to distinguish her from the harsh lighting coming in through the window of the room. As I lay there looking at her, she appeared much like an Angel having descended from the heavens above.
"Oh God! Bruce!" I exclaimed trying without success to raise myself up. Surprised when nothing worked, even more surprised to find myself suspended within the bed, both arms, legs completely covered in casts. I wasn't going anywhere.
"He's fine." The voice said. "You've been speaking his name over and over. For a while, we thought someone else had been with you, but no one else was found at the crash scene except for you. Even the truck you crashed into had already been abandoned, so that no one else was hurt at least. Eventually we figured out that you were talking about your dog."
"Where is he?" I heard a soft laugh, it sounded wonderful. The face it had come from was still distorted, still out of focus as I strained to see more clearly.
"He's with me." When I found out he was home all alone with no one to take care of him, I went to get him for you. I love dogs, always wanted to have one but never had the time to devote to owning one."
"Thank you." I said relaxing considerably. "By the way, what is your name anyway?"
"Angel." She said. Which didn't surprise me for some reason.
"I'm...."
"Jeffery Collins", she said smiling. "Yes, we learned that much after the accident. No family?"
"Call me Jeff." I told her. "No, no one. I live alone, no brothers or sisters, no wife, no family, only Bruce." Looking up I could see her checking my I.V. bottle; she made some notes on a chart she was carrying. My eyes had cleared. She was beautiful, breath- takingly gorgeous in fact.
"Well, you're certainly going to be with us a while." She told me. "You broke both your arms, as well as your legs, and one or two ribs, which barely missed puncturing a lung. Like I said, you were damn lucky." I made a feeble attempt to move, suspended as I was, feeling quite helpless.
"I wouldn't exactly call this lucky!" I exclaimed.
"Oh...I would. You have no idea Jeff, how close you came to dying." Angel spoke in the sweetest sounding voice I had ever heard before. "But the good news is, you're going to be fine. You're already well on the mend, and with some physical therapy once those bones have had a chance to heal, you'll be up and about in no time."
"Again, thank you." I told her. "And for taking care of Bruce for me."
"My pleasure. Now, get some rest. I'll be back in a while to check on you." I watched as Angel closed the blinds to my room making it considerably darker. "Get some sleep." She said. I closed my eyes, I was tired. I felt something atop my forehead, wondering for a moment, briefly what it had been. It had felt like a kiss. "Over active imagination." I thought, drifting off to sleep even as I considered the possibility.
#
I was dreaming. I knew I was dreaming in fact. It didn't make it any less real however. Even in my dream, I lay suspended within the bed, helpless, unmoving...alone. I felt a small tear roll from the corner of my eye. In a weird way, it felt good, comforting. "At least I'm alive." I thought to myself. I felt the tear roll down my face. And suddenly she was there. She'd been sitting there in the darkness next to me. I felt the tip of her finger gently catch the tear before it reached the bottom of my chin.
"You're ok Jeff, you're going to be ok." She reassured me. Standing up, I felt her presence more than actually seeing her because of the darkness. "Is this a dream?" I wondered. "Or am I awake?" She moved over towards the bed sitting down next to me. Once again I felt the light brush of her hand upon my forehead, I remembered the kiss then too, or what I thought had been a kiss anyway.
"You're not alone Jeff." She told me softly. She continued caressing my face. The feel of her finger as it traced invisible patterns across my nose, my eyes, and finally to my lips was soothing, comforting. And surprisingly...arousing too.
It was still too dark to actually make out any of her features; only the sound of her voice told me it was her. That, and her touch, that soft gentle reassuring way about her when she spoke, even when she moved. The room grew darker still, but I realized in an instant why. She had leaned over in front of me, her soft slips pressing so tenderly, so lightly against my own. It felt briefly like the wings of a butterfly as she kissed me, so light, so fleeting. And then her hand. The touch of her hand. I remembered being hooked up to a catheter, she'd told me that I think, or someone else had mentioned it perhaps. But suddenly, I wasn't. Once again I questioned this as dream or reality still unsure of which was which. It made no difference however, as I felt her hand deftly slipping beneath the hem of the hospital gown I was wearing.
"Relax Jeff, let me make you feel better." Angel told me. I couldn't believe what I was feeling, what she was doing. Her hand was warm, soft. I felt it encompass my flaccid member. For a split second I was embarrassed, ashamed. There was hardly anything there for her to hold on to. Slowly I grew however as she continued stroking me, petting me, whispering into my ear.
"I want you to feel good Jeff, I want you to relax, and know that someone cares about you, that I care about you." She told me.
"Oh God! Angel!" I exclaimed in surprise. I still couldn't believe this was happening, this beautiful, divine, heavenly creature was sitting here next to me on the bed, stroking my cock, teasing it to a firmness that I had all but forgotten, as to what it felt like.
"Hmm, you're getting hard, much harder now." She giggled. "How long's it been Jeff?"
I couldn't remember. It had been so long since I had even been with a woman. A year? Two years perhaps? It seemed more like an eternity.
"I don't know." I answered honestly. "Too long." I laughed. It felt good to laugh even though it still hurt a little to do so. Angel continued to stroke me, using two hands now, alternating, teasing me, squeezing me and continually pleasuring me.
"Feel good?" She whispered into the darkness.
"Oh Angel...yes!" I moaned. "Really good....damn good!" I heard her laugh, that sound, that wonderful delightful sound that reminded me of soft tinkling bells for some reason. "Oh geeze!" I exclaimed through clenched teeth. Angel had lovingly pinched the head of my cock, producing when she did a pearly drop of lubrication. She used it to further stimulate the head and shaft of my prick with.
"Hmm, I love doing that." She told me. "I love how slippery it is, how fun it is to play with it like this." She squeezed my cock again, another droplet of pre-cum oozed from the tip of my prick. Swiftly, she captured it; only this time I sensed her lifting it to her mouth, sucking her finger as she did. "Ahh, yes. Sweet." She stated. "Very, very sweet." I began to realize my pleasure was building. If she continued this much longer, I'd be spending myself everywhere.
"Angel....Angel." I said trying to get her attention. I felt her leaning over, felt her moist soft lips surrounding my prick, felt her drawing it fully into her mouth. "Oh Angel!" I moaned. "Angel, Angel...Angel!" I felt the delicious, extremely intense explosion as my orgasm began. Suspended as I was, it felt like I was floating in space. Every nerve ending, every sensation that I possessed converged within the shaft of my prick as I spurted geysers of pleasured cum-cream deep inside her mouth. Angel continued sucking, drinking my nectar, drawing it like a vacuum from me until I was drained, exhausted...complete.
"Sleep Jeff, sleep." She told me. "Don't worry...I won't leave you, I'll be right here."
I returned to the dream. Sleep came to me then, but I still wondered, "Had I not been sleeping, dreaming anyway?"
#
I woke. It was night, but not the same night. The blinds to my window were open. Outside, the moon was full, glowing brightly in the night sky. The incandescent light filtered through the window of my room casting soft shadows against the wall and across the chair next to it. Looking over I saw her sitting there, smiling.
"Your awake." I heard as well as saw the smile on her face and in her tone of voice. "You had us worried there for a bit." She told me. "We nearly lost you again."
"How long?" I asked, knowing I had been asleep, closer to ever lasting sleep than I had wanted to be.
"Two days, but you're growing stronger, getting better now. I think the worst has passed." She told me. I watched as Angel stood up from the chair. Watched as she removed her cap, unpinning her hair. It was long, dark, falling well below her shoulders.
"Time for your medicine." She told me. Angel crossed over to the window; I thought at first she was about to close it.
"No please, don't! Leave it open." I begged. "So I can see you."
I thought she was reaching to close the blinds, but she turned. Her hands were at the top of the uniformed blouse she was wearing. I watched as she slowly unbuttoned it, eventually peeling it away so that she stood only in her bra, skirt and white nylon stockings.
"I think I like this medicine." I told her. Angel unzipped her skirt stepping out of it. I had assumed she'd be wearing pantyhose, surprised when she revealed her white laced topped stockings, held up by a sexy, frilly garter instead. She wore no panties that I could see, and her dark neatly trimmed thatch of pubic hair was framed perfectly by the bold white lace surrounding it.
"Angel....you're beautiful!" I exclaimed from my bed, wishing more than ever that I could move in order to go to her. Gratefully however, she came to me.
"You like?" She said as she came over to sit on the edge of my bed.
"I like...a lot!" I didn't think it was possible, but Angel looked even more radiant that I remembered. Reaching around behind her, she undid the clasp on her bra. I watched as it partially fell away from her breasts, the full soft upper slopes suddenly revealed. "I wish I could touch you." I told her. Once again frustrated as I "willed" my secured hands and arms to move, neither of which did. Helplessly I continued to dangle there in my prison.
"You can." She told me.
"How?"
"With your lips." Angel allowed her brassier to fall the rest of the way down her arms. She dropped it carelessly to the floor revealing her magnificent charms, two perfect identical spheres. Her breasts were firm, full...teardrop shaped, looking almost elegant, certainly provocative as she sat there on the edge of my bed. Placing her hand around one of them, she leaned over towards me. I felt the tickle of her hard protruding nipple as she placed it gingerly against my lips. "Suck it."
I drew that taut nubbin of flesh into my mouth, rolling the hard little bud with the tip of my tongue as I sucked it, sucked it with a desire that burned within me, sucked it with the need to pleasure her, somehow show her what she meant to me. And more importantly, giving me the determination to escape the bonds that held me. After a few pleasured moments of licking each one of her nipples, kissing and nipping at the fleshy softness of each breast, she stood. Fearful that she would dress now and leave, I nearly spoke, begging her not too. To my relief, I watched instead as she stood, clasping one of her breasts, toying with the nipple, fondling and caressing her pliant breast. With the other hand, she inched it down between her legs where she casually began toying with her self. Angel spread her legs slightly, I heard her soft moan, watched the movement of her hand as she began frigging herself, enjoying it as she did, knowing however that she was doing so for my benefit.
"Oh Angel...Angel. I want to see you come. I want to hear you come. Will you...do that for me?" I asked. Without speaking, she merely rolled her head back against her shoulders. Continuing to massage her breasts, which she now began to include, pinching her nipples, I watched as her fingers began to quicken the pace, stroking her most inner self. The sounds of her liquid pleasure as her pussy began to flow, became frothy, sensual. I could hear her fingers as they played inside her pussy, imagined my own doing the same things to her that hers were.
"Jeff, imagine yourself doing this to me...imagine what it will feel like when you finally do." She stated, "Remember that...remember this!" Her cry of ecstasy was beyond anything I had ever heard before. For a moment I worried that someone outside of the room would hear her, glancing quickly through the semi-darkness towards the door. I heard nothing however, only the continued pleasure that she gave herself, climaxing in waves, hearing her shudders, sensing her joy. It took several long moments for her to compose herself, when she did she once again sat down on the edge of the bed beside me.
"And now, time for your pleasure." Her hand once again lifted the hem of my gown, only this time I was hard when she touched me. "Better! Much, much better!" She exclaimed gleefully. "Nice to see you up and about, so to speak." She teased. And then with her hands, her lips, her tongue...she teased me again. Stroking my penis, she mouthed the head of my prick, taking small little nips at the sensitive flesh. "Going to come hard for me?" She asked. Her hands began kneading my balls, massaging them perfectly as the up and down stroking motion upon my prick tightened them in obvious anticipation.
"Oh yes...yes. Real hard!" I replied.
"Then fill my mouth with your cum Jeff, let me feel and taste your pleasure." Moments later as her hand milked me, I began doing just that. As my prick erupted like a volcano, the hot molten lava poured forth from the tip of my cock, disappearing into the welcoming calm sea of her throat.
#
I again dreamed. In my dreams Angel came to me, meeting me in fields of lazily waving purple and blue flowers. The warmth of the sunshine bathed me in its sensual caress. As I stood there in the meadow, she floated towards me as though riding atop a cloud. We embraced, my arms finally free of their restraints, my legs strong, firm beneath me. Holding her in my arms was the most intense pleasure I had ever known. Simply being with her, touching her, was as erotic as our secret, naughty moments together there inside my room.
"Make love to me." I heard her whispering. "Be with me, be inside of me where I can know you in the only way that two people really can." She said. Pulling me down to the soft bed of flowers below us. I slipped into her as easily as sliding in between clean sheets. She was crisp, new...exciting. Angel engulfed me entirely, all at once. As my prick slid inside that tight moist sheath, I felt a sense of healing, renewal. We began to move together in perfect harmony. My slow forward thrusts were met with tantalizing warm, wet; welcoming's of her hips as they rose to meet me.
"Live! Live inside of me Jeff, feel my spirit, taste my soul...cum with me!'
#
The room was dark, darker than usual. I felt her presence, felt the slight pressure of her lips surrounding my penis, felt the ejaculation already filling her mouth as I came. And I could smell the scent of wildflowers in the air.
#
The sound of voices filled my ears. I knew the lights were bright behind my closed eyelids. I considered opening my eyes, refraining from doing so as I feared the light, feared the brightness coupled by the unfamiliar sounds I was hearing. Conversations, disjointed, fading in and out often reminding me of humming bees as I lay there listening to them. I wished only for the comfort of the darkness, praying in a sense to my Angel, my guardian Angel as I came to think upon her. The night was comforting, soothing, just as she was. The day became a nightmare, panic seized me, and I withdrew seeking the silence that waited for me in the depth well beneath the surface of the light. Anxiously I waited for her shift to begin, hiding in my corner of consciousness until the sound of her voice, or the mere presence of her being there alerted me that it was safe to come out.
"Jeff? Jeff? You awake? I brought someone to see you." I heard Angel telling me. I fought through the haze, swimming up from the depths of despair, opened my eyes. Thankfully the room was dim, nightfall approached. Angel stood in her nurses uniform at the foot of my bed; she was holding a leash in her hand. "I think someone's missed you." She said smiling.
I heard Bruce's familiar waffling chuff, pulling against the leash, he half-dragged Angel towards the side of the bed where he then pounced up, standing on hind legs, paws on the bed. Almost immediately he began lathering my face in anxious greeting.
"I missed you too boy!" I told him, allowing him his doggy pleasures. A twinge of sadness crossed my mind as I wished I could reach out, ruffle his fur and give him a scratch behind the ears as he so enjoyed receiving from me. "How'd you get him in here anyway?" I asked.
"Ve have our vays!" Angel said in a horrible German accent.
"God, he looks great!" I said. Bruce was a fairly large golden retriever. His coat looked better than I remembered it looking, he was strong, healthy, and obviously excited to see me, as it took a little exertion on Angels part to finally pull him off the bed down onto the floor.
"I told you I'd take care of him for you Jeff. And a promise is a promise." I watched as Bruce obediently walked over, sitting down beside her nuzzling Angel's hand.
"Well you've certainly become fast friends. He normally isn't like that with strangers." I'd observed.
"Well don't worry Jeff, he'll be waiting for you. Now, you get some rest. I'm going to take Bruce home, but I promise I'll be back later this evening. Get some rest now...because I think you're going to need it." Angel winked; the look on her face spoke volumes.
"I will." I said grinning at her. "See ya boy!" I added calling out to Bruce. "You take care of my Angel for me boy." I watched as Angel walked Bruce towards the door, already drifting off to sleep before they had even left the room. I heard one last soft waffle from Bruce as they left. He was in good hands.
#
Something was different. I felt different. There was more pressure on my back for one thing, a sense of firmness. I opened my eyes, the room again dark but the blinds were open. I realized almost immediately I was no longer suspended in air. I felt some sort of support against my back, "a brace perhaps" I thought. But my arms, legs though still heavily cast, lay unsupported against the softness of the bed.
"Surprise."
"Angel!" I greeted her happily. "What's going on? When did they do this?" I asked her feeling confused.
"Just before I came on." She told me. "You're doing better Jeff, much better. But you've still got a little ways to go." She'd been sitting next to me in the chair as she usually did during the evening, waiting for me to wake up. "Feel like a little therapy?" She asked seductively.



"Are you kidding? More than..." Her laugh was contagious, and I laughed with her, feeling a giddiness overtake me, filling me with longing for her. Angel stood. I watched as she slowly began removing her clothing, folding them neatly within the chair as she removed each piece. Naked, she moved towards the bed. Carefully straddling me now, she leaned forward allowing me access to one of her sweet succulent nipples. Feeling the teat brush my lips, I lunged at it like a hungry babe, missing, it, lunging again until finally capturing her hard firm nipple between my lips. Sucking madly, I felt my erection stiffen, felt her hand slowly guiding me towards the opening of her sex. Angel began rubbing herself with my prick. The furrow of her slit kissed the head of my cock as she drew it up and then down in a lusty, exploratory way.
"Do you want to feel it inside me Jeff?" She asked.
"Yes! Yes! Of course I do!" I panted breathlessly.
"Then promise me something...."
"What?"
"Promise me, in the morning, you won't hide from the light."
"Ok, I won't" I said, not fully understanding her question to me, but too inflamed with desire for her now to sit there arguing about it either.
With her hand, I felt her slowly ease it inside that satin-slick wonder. Felt her flesh devouring mine as I slid ever so slowly, ever so gently inside. "Oh Angel, Angel...don't tease me, I need you!" I begged unabashedly.
"Just remember Jeff, in the morning."
"In the morning." I replied, too lost in the ecstasy of her quim as it wrapped itself so lovingly around my prick, drawing so much pleasure in doing so that I would have given up my life for her had she asked for it.
Her moisture seduced me, like a thousand tiny lips kissing, nipping at my penis as it slid through the silken passage of her femininity. Over and over we moved, dancing together erotically in a sea of bliss, sensations washing over me in waves as her warmth, her heat enveloped me, burning away all thoughts of helplessness, hopelessness. I felt her orgasms approach, knew it as well as I knew my own as it too began to manifest itself somewhere deep within my consciousness. Angels sudden cry of pleasure became my own. Together we soared into the night, flitting amongst the stars in a climatic explosion of unparallel pleasure, rapture and bliss.
#
It was morning. Once again I could hear the sounds of voices, some familiar, others not. The light behind my eyelids almost burned. I briefly thought to once again retreat into the sanctity of darkness, what I had come to know and feel as my safety, my recluse. But I recalled her words, remembering my promise to her. Fighting against the light, blinding in a way, I felt the tears stabbing painfully at my eyes as I fought to open them. Seconds later I did. Blurry...yet there was motion. My eyes slowly focused, again movement, a white uniform.
"Angel?"
"Oh my God! Mr. Collins! You're awake! I'll go get the doctor!" She said excitedly.
"No! No! Don't! Please...wait!" I begged her. "What's....your name?" I asked
"Nurse...." She paused. "Kathy," She said starting over. "My name's Kathy, I'm your day nurse." She added.
"Angel. Where's Angel?" I asked.
"I'm sorry...I don't know anyone here by that name." She told me.
"Night nurse." I managed; my throat was parched, rough. "Water, something to drink please, water."
"Let me run and get the Doctor first." She stated, bounding from the room an instant later before I could detain her further. Long moments passed, then the door to my room flew open. The doctor I assumed, along with several other nurses including Kathy came into the room along with him.
"Well, well Mr. Collins. We were starting to wonder there for a while if you'd ever come out of your coma."
"Coma?" I thought. "Coma? What coma?" I asked pointedly.
"Yes, coma. You've been in a comma now for nearly three months."
"Three? Three months!" I exclaimed. "That's impossible, days maybe...but not month's certainly not month's." I thought.
"Bruce!" I near shouted, trying to sit up as I did.
"Easy son...easy. Who's Bruce?" The doctor asked me.
"My dog, he's my dog." I said in alarm, getting excited. I saw one of the nurses lean over whispering something to him. He nodded his head in understanding, turning to look back towards me, a sadness etched deep within his face.
"I'm sorry. We didn't know. No one thought to check, and then finally a neighbor remembered something about you're having a dog. By the time the police entered your apartment, he was already dead. I'm sorry Jeff, nobody knew about him."
"But that's not possible! Angel promised me she'd take care of him!" I was shouting then. Alarmed, confused...frightened.
"Angel." I said once again. "Where's Angel?" I watched the Doctor turn, looking at the rest of the nurses who were standing there. "Anyone know a nurse Angel?" He asked them.
"Perhaps I do." Everyone turned, as the gray-haired older nurse stepped into the room.
"You know of her?" The Doctor asked. "No one else seems to recall anyone by that name." He said simply.
Her eyes met mine as she began speaking. "As some of you may or may not know, this hospital was built on the very sight where a field hospital once was, back during the civil war....."
Silence suddenly filled the room, as everyone turned to listen to her.
"Go on." The Doctor told her.
"Well, anyway, as you're all aware, there was a horrible, terrible battle here. A lot of wounded, dying men. It was said that there wasn't enough supplies left to treat the wounded, lying in pain with nothing for it, a nurse, some called her Angel they say, came to them to sit with them and be with them. Doing whatever she could to ease their suffering. They say, she came to some of them in the middle of the night...doing what she could....." She was blushing, leaving off the obvious.
"Anyway, years later long after she had died, for those who had survived, they came here in remembrance of her, calling her 'Their Angel of Mercy', which is where the name for this hospital came from, 'Mercy Hospital', in memory of her. But suffice it to say, the story doesn't end there either." Taking a breath, she continued.
"When I was a young, inexperienced nurse, I had a young man in my ward, horribly burned from being trapped in a fire. The fact that he hadn't died was a miracle in and of its self. No matter what we gave him, did for him, he was constantly in agonizing, excruciating pain. Then one morning, I had come in to his room to check on him, he opened his eyes, looked at me and said: "Angel, Angel...thank you, Angel. At first, I thought he was thanking me his Angel for taking care of him. But then, one of the older nurses who was working here at the time told me a similar story, about Angel, this Angel of Mercy that has been visiting here on and off during the course of the years. As for my patient? Well, he survived and eventually left to live a normal life again. His name was Phillip Peterson, whom most of you know as one of this hospitals major benefactors. So as you can see, though it's been quite a while, it's not the first time that one of the patients here has claimed to have seen her, or....been with her." She said blushing once again.
As one, they all turned to face me, wonder clearly showing in everyone's eyes.
"Well son, if this was indeed this 'Angel' that's been visiting you, it looks like you were in the best care possible." The Doctor said simply.
And I realized then...so was my dog.
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My best friend Jerry had been trying to set me up with someone ever since my divorce nearly a year ago. At first, I'd agreed to meet at least for coffee with one or two of the women he'd introduced me to. But so recently after my separation from Cheryl my wife of nearly eleven years, the idea of getting into any kind of committed relationship again seemed far removed. And so far, each woman he'd set me up with had talked specifically of marriage, having children, and settling down. Something I no longer wanted nor was looking to find anytime soon either.
And lets face it. The last thing most of the women wanted that I'd met recently anyway, was a wolf in sheep's clothing. I really am a nice guy all things considered. But after eleven months of dating my hand periodically, short of painting lipstick on it, I was hoping for a little excitement as well as a little softer flesh than I was becoming used to.
I'd all but given up hope of meeting anyone who might just want to enjoy a reasonable friendship "with benefits" as we sometimes called it, when Jerry's wife Suzanne approached me. Even then I was hesitant, but at least it wasn't Jerry's idea. And Jerry seemed genuinely surprised when Suzanne mentioned to me over dinner that she might know someone who was looking for much of the same things I was. Provided that "Keri" would feel comfortable around me. I wondered what she meant by that, and Suzanne explained.
"Keri's been coming to my beauty shop for several years now. Twice a month, once to get her hair cut, and once for a facial and pedicure. Needless to say, I've gotten to know her fairly well."
Suzanne went on to explain that Keri had gotten divorced quite some time ago, and had had several really bad experiences with men since then. Because of it, she'd grown very cautious about meeting anyone, and like me, wasn't looking for any real long term relationships unless the absolute right guy came along. So far, none had. And so far, all the men she'd met were either phony, which Suzanne explained she hated more than anything. Or...that all they wanted to do was jump into bed with her. And not that she wasn't interested in sex herself, she was according to Suzanne. But, she wasn't looking for a couple of one-night "quick-fuck, wham-bam thank you mams" either.
Still, I was hesitant to meet her. After what Suzanne had told me, I envisioned this Keri as giving me the once-over, perhaps merely judging me in a single glance as just another guy looking to get laid. Which I was of course, but I was also willing as well as hoping for a little more than that. Not much perhaps, for now, but at least someone that I could go out and have some fun with, and then perhaps sleep with for no other reason than to have a good time. Like that was ever going to happen.
"Well? Think you might be interested?" Suzanne asked me.
She'd already given me a general description of her earlier. Average height, long dark auburn hair that she wore much of the time in a ponytail, slim, though Suzanne had added after the fact, having nice "tits" as even she'd called them. Though I know that was specifically designed to peak my interest. Which it did of course.
"Well, maybe. Yeah...I guess," I finally said making up my mind. "Why not?"
"Oh...there is just one more thing," Suzanne threw out at me as though having forgotten something.
I was already hearing the "but" in her comment. Obviously it wasn't the fact she wasn't at least reasonably attractive. Suzanne wouldn't do that to me. And I trusted her judgment enough, at least to know she wouldn't set me up with some homely lonely woman.
"Yes?" I questioned worriedly, wondering now if Keri had spent any prison time for anything. She laughed, seeing the expression on my face, which made the worried look even more pronounced as I began to wonder what the "but" was.
"Keri's blind," she said simply.
"You mean blind as in can't see at all? Or blind in that she wears coke bottles for glasses?" I asked, not at all sure if either one was much of an improvement over the other.
"Blind as in blind," Suzanne said, amusement no longer etching her face. "That's something that you really shouldn't let bother you, she really is a very beautiful and intelligent woman," she finished.
Though all I heard was, "And she really does have a nice personality!" Which is what half the women Jerry had set me up with didn't have.
"Shit Suzanne, I don't know," I said rethinking my earlier stance. "It's not that I really have a problem with that, but shit...that really sort of puts a cramp on the kinds of things we can go out and do together you know? I mean...it's not like we can go out to a movie together, or even bowling, or something like that."
"Why not?" she asked me point blank.
I stood, staring at her stupidly. "You can't be serious!" I exclaimed. This time at least she was smiling again.
"Be creative," she suggested. "Think of it as a challenge, something to get your mind off the normal women you've been seeing and dating recently. You just might be surprised at how interesting she really is, and how fun she can really be if you let yourself."
I thought about it. "Well, I guess she still eats," I thought aloud, sounding silly even as I said it.
"Yes, I'd imagine she does. Though I think she'd know the difference between a Big Mac and a New York steak," she stated sarcastically.
"Very funny Suzanne," I retorted, though to be perfectly honest, I truly was at a loss as to what to do, or suggest in doing with her when and if I called her.
"Oh Dan? I told her you'd call her later on this evening by the way. Might I suggest taking her out to Antonio's? I happen to know she really, really loves Italian."
#
Actually making the phone call had been easy enough, though it had taken me nearly twenty minutes to screw up the courage to do so, and only because of Suzanne's continued prompting until I finally did. And she did sound really nice over the phone. But so had my ex-mother in law, a viper with a nice smile just before she stuck her fangs into you and turned your skin black.
"Well?" Suzanne asked having left me alone once I'd actually said hello.
"I'm picking her up at her place at seven tomorrow evening," I said proudly. "We're going to Antonio's for dinner!"
#
I found myself nervous as hell as I began getting ready for the evening. I picked something out that I knew I'd be comfortable wearing, the last thing I wanted to do was sit there and sweat. But I also wanted to look nice for her too. I shaved, making sure I'd not missed any spots and left any rough patches of skin, combed my hair again, which made me laugh at myself. Suzanne had once nicknamed me "Every hair in place". Every time I went over there, she'd greet me by first running her hands through my thick head of dark hair mussing it up slightly.
"You look more attractive and sexy if you let it be just a little wild," she'd once told me. "Otherwise, you appear as though you'd just stepped out of some fashion magazine, which believe it or not, most women really don't find all that appealing," she'd added.
I'd lost a little weight because of the divorce, and though I'd never been on the heavy side anyway, flattening out my gut as well as removing the love handles that had begun to show was perhaps the best thing that could have ever happened to me. At least I had a better self-image as I stood staring at my face in the mirror. Which is when I realized how silly I really was being.
"Good hell, she's blind for Christ's sake! She could care less what I look like, or even how I'm dressed!" I realized, wondering once again if this really was such a good idea after all. "I could show up in my favorite tattered white tee-shirt, patched Levi's and she'd never know the difference!" Though I did have to admit shaving my face a little closer might not have been such a bad idea after all. Already I was imagining her later on during the evening running her hands all over my face, trying to get some sort of an idea as to what I looked like perhaps. The thought of which sent shivers running up and down my spine. I couldn't help but wonder how good she really was with her hands, amongst other things.
Still, I gave myself a final once over glancing at my image in the mirror, realizing it would for the most part be lost on her. I quickly ran my hands through my hair leaving the strands to fall wherever they felt like it, before grabbing my keys and heading outside towards my car.
"Shit Suzanne," I said to myself as I pulled out onto the street. "What HAVE I gotten myself into anyway? I mean, after all...what the fuck do we talk about? Oh hi Keri, beautiful day today wasn't it?" I would ask, and she of course would say something like, "How the fuck would I know? I'm blind you idiot!"
Half an hour later I was nervously pulling up in front of the secure apartment building where she lived. She'd already notified the doorman who stood waiting outside for my arrival, greeting me and accepting my keys though I assured him we wouldn't be long.
"I'll keep it waiting for you here then," he told me as he opened the door after first pressing the intercom announcing my arrival to her.
"Come on up!" Keri said enthusiastically. "I'll leave the door open, just come on in when you get here," she added.
It was a unique set-up where she lived. Each floor, of which there were twelve units had its own key to the elevator, and once inserted, would only allow you access to that particular floor of the apartment building provided a certain code was input along with the key. Keri had done so as the doorman had inserted his own card into the slot of the elevator, informing me I'd be getting off on the tenth floor. "Beautiful view!" I imagined, then realized once again, that I'd best be careful from making any such comments around her. No doubt, saying something like that might make her all the more aware that she'd never seen such a thing for herself. That, and asking stupid questions such as "So...what's your favorite color?" or something as idiotic as that.
As the elevator doors opened on her floor, I stepped out tentatively, noticing when I did that as she'd stated, the large doublewide doors to her suite were open. Crossing the short distance across the hallway, I stepped just inside the doors prepared to knock when I noticed her. Across the expanse of an elegantly furnished living room, which surprised me that she would surround herself in such a way, I saw her standing just outside on her balcony.
A slight breeze was stirring. The white floor-length lacy curtains billowed back into the room, parting just enough that I could see her as she stood out on the small porch as though catching the setting sun. Her hair long, free, played about her head as though a lovers hands were caressing it. I merely stood staring towards her, taking my time to check her out a moment more before announcing my arrival. At that very moment, she turned however, one arm coming up to feel for and find a portion of the curtains as they teasingly eluded her. Certain of her positioning, she entered the room.
"Ah, you're here," she stated taking me by surprise. I'd remained motionless, quiet up until then. "You're cologne," she informed me. "I caught a whiff of it outside."
"Damn," I thought silently belittling myself. I had wondered earlier if perhaps I had put too much of it on anyway.
"Too much," I said simply in defense. "I have a tendency to do that." Keri laughed, walking further into the room, reaching for and immediately finding the corner of the couch, which she obviously used as a reference point.
"Not at all, it's just right," she told me. "I just have sharper than normal senses," she explained. "So even a little I can usually pick up on."
One thing was certain. Suzanne's description of Keri hadn't done her justice. Even though she was wearing dark sunglasses, she was truly a beautiful looking woman. Far from being "Miss Every Hair in Place," especially as she had just stepped into the room from having gone outside, it was her easy demeanor, her simplicity that I noticed almost immediately. That, and yeah...she obviously did have nice looking tits too. But I glanced at them almost fractionally, even knowing I could probably stare at them if I wanted to without her ever being aware that I had.
All this had happened within a moment. Making her way from the corner of the couch, she seemed to sense what few steps it would take to reach me, stopping short, offering her hand. I took it, and saw her smile when I did.
"You have soft hands for a man," she said gently, covering the hand she held with her other hand.
I smiled without speaking. Laughing inwardly at my own private joke as soft hands or not, I'd been yearning for much softer hands, let alone a hell of a lot more than that.
"Well, shall we go then?" she asked, finally releasing my hand. Making her way towards the door, she again reached, easily locating her purse sitting atop a small nearby table. "Oh, I guess the lights are still on too," she said as an after thought. "Would you mind?"
I quickly located the nearby light switch, turning it off, throwing the room into darkness.
#
Dinner had been surprisingly good. I thought to send Suzanne a bouquet of flowers thanking her for the recommendation. We'd enjoyed our dinner, the wine, and had spent the entire evening simply getting acquainted. As much as I tried to steer the conversation back around to her, she had a knack of turning it back onto me so that before long, she knew everything there was to know about me, and I...very little more about her than I already knew.
But if I knew anything, it was that I wanted to see her again.
Arriving back at her apartments, I'd hoped to at least escort her towards the door where the security doorman stood waiting for us.
"Would you care to join me for a nightcap?" she asked.
I was grinning. So was the doorman. I slipped him a twenty, still smiling. He accepted it, smiling back.
"Ms, Peterson will let me know when its time to retrieve your car," he said taking my keys from me.
I quickly followed Keri to the elevators where she fumbled only briefly with her card, locating the slot where she inserted it, running her hands over the keypad briefly to acquaint herself before inputting the security code activating the card.
On the ride up to her floor, she moved closer towards me, just touching, barely. But enough that she knew where I was in relationship to where she stood.
Frankly, I liked that brief contact, even though there was nothing suggestive or even remotely sexual about it. Just touching, side by side as we rode towards her floor. When the doors opened, she actually reached down taking my hand.
"Lead the way," she said comfortably. So I did, remembering to turn on the lights once we'd entered her apartment.
"Don't forget the lights," she stated sitting her purse back down on the small table the moment we entered the room. "I'm used to wandering about my apartment in the dark, but I don't think you'd be," she laughed.
Keri seemed to pivot, her hand still lightly resting on top of the counter before heading directly towards a small bar off to one side of the living room. "What would you like to drink?" she asked.
"Wine would be fine," I told her, standing uneasily, unsure of where to go or what to do. I decided to head towards the bar where she now stood. The thought of her making an attempt to find me in order to hand me my glass of wine seemed certainly unreasonable. I watched as she quickly located a previously opened bottle of wine as well as two glasses.
"Merlot ok?" she questioned, already pouring.
"That's fine," I said accepting the glass that she'd perfectly poured, extending it out towards me where I took it.
"I know this will sound a little strange, but I really would like to make myself a little more comfortable. Would you mind taking our wine over to the couch? I'll be with you in a few minutes. Oh, and please make yourself comfortable too. If you're wearing a tie, feel free to remove it," she told me. I wasn't, but I did remove the sports jacket I had thrown on placing it over the back of a nearby lounge chair.
Sitting down on the couch, I watched as Keri disappeared down a short hallway towards her bedroom. Surprised, she entered her room without closing the door though I noticed she soon disappeared from sight around the corner. Still glancing in that direction however, I soon saw her image as it appeared inside a nearby mirror on her dresser. I made to avert my eyes as I saw her casually remove the dress she'd been wearing, fumbling momentarily with a hanger that she'd obviously placed in such a way as to easily locate it again. Having done so, she stepped, reaching behind, unclasping her bra. Again, I thought of looking away, but found that I couldn't. The lure of knowing I could see her, though she couldn't see me doing so was simply too much of a temptation to ignore.
"How's the wine?" she called out from the bedroom. "Why don't you grab the bottle and put it on the table?" she added a split second later.
I was still watching her, watching as she briefly massaged her breasts bringing circulation back into them after having removed her bra. Next, she sat down on the edge of the bed and began to remove her pantyhose, though at the angle I was sitting at, showed little or nothing more other than the fact that she was. I stood, making my way quickly back towards the bar retrieving the rest of our wine. I turned, heading back towards the couch when she reemerged back into the room. She wore an elegant, yet simple floor-length evening gown. It looked like silk, clinging to her precious curves, as she seemed to slide towards the couch where I quickly joined her. I picked up her wine glass, holding it for her, eventually directing her hand towards it as I boldly reached for her once she had settled.
"Thank you... Salute!" she offered tipping her glass. She hadn't waited, and I quickly tipped my own sipping from it.
"Very nice," I commented enjoying the taste.
"The wine? Or the way I look?" she asked flirtatiously.
I nearly choked on the second sip of wine, spewing it across the room. She seemed to sense my discomfort and giggled.
"Gotcha!" she exclaimed.
"Both," I answered back finding my voice. Which I believe took her by surprise, at least a little.
"Thank you," she said again, much more softly this time, setting her wine glass back down onto the table, leaning back more comfortably into the couch. "I really hope you don't mind. But most often, I wear very little, if anything around my apartment. Too constraining perhaps, but I prefer the freedom of movement and flexibility. Besides, it feels nicer."
"Looks nicer too," I thought. "No problem," I answered however. "It's your place. You should feel comfortable enough to do whatever you want to do," I informed her, taking another sip of my wine, careful to swallow it this time before speaking further.

Keri shifted on the couch, as she did, the front of her gown pulled a part slightly exposing a tantalizing portion of her right breast as she sat off to one side next to me. It was all I could do not to lean over and attempt to see more of it than what she was unknowingly showing.
Again, I was tempted to do exactly that, but I even averted my gaze from that too soft flesh, once again staring into her still sunglass covered eyes.
"Please, feel free. Kick off your shoes if you'd like, or even unbutton your shirt. I tend to keep my apartment a bit warmer than most because as I said, I hardly wear anything anyway. And I know you must be feeling a bit stuffy because of it."
I was...but not in the way she was thinking. Having seen a brief glimpse of her earlier, and now, with a goodly portion of one breast exposed, I had felt my erection growing finally reaching the point where it was now cramped, almost painfully so as I sat there on the couch. Risking it, I quietly slipped my hand down inside my waistband, rearranging myself, all the while forcing off my penny-loafers with my foot until I'd simultaneously managed to discard both shoes. It did feel better as I ran my feet briefly against the top of the thick plush carpeting.



"That better? Feel a little more comfy now?" she asked smiling in my direction.
"Oh yes, much better, thank you," I said giving my cock one last simple adjustment as I settled back into my side of the couch, angling away from her, and as much as I hated admitting it, thus taking the fuller view of her nearly exposed breast out of direct line of sight.
"More wine?"
I looked at my glass, it was empty, as was hers. "Yes, please, you?" I asked reaching for the bottle.
"Please," she said locating her glass, leaning forward waiting for me to pour. I did. And as I did, she leaned forward even more than she had been. And as she leaned, I saw even more of her breast than I had before. This time, it fell nearly all the way out of her gown, her extended dark nipple tantalizingly close, perfectly revealed. It was a wonder I didn't spill the wine as I poured gazing at it briefly before averting my eyes once again leaning back against the couch effectively distancing that luscious looking nipple from view.
We sat in silence for a moment or two longer, sipping our wine together.
"Can I ask you something," she said.
"Sure, go ahead. Ask me anything you'd like."
"Well actually, its more of a request than a question really."
I nodded my head, felt stupid, and spoke. "Feel free."
"Would you mind if I felt your face? Suzanne told me what you look like of course, but I'd really like to get a better idea myself, but I can only do that by painting a picture of you with my fingers," she explained.
Suddenly I was really glad I'd shaved particularly close. "Ah sure," I half stammered. "Be my guest!"
Keri scooted closer to me on the couch, her hand gently reaching up towards my face. Seconds later she was etching the outline of my eyes, cheeks and nose with both hands as she drew them slowly down, sensually along the side of my head.
I was holding my breath. She laughed.
"Do I make you nervous?" she asked.
"Ah no, of course not!" I lied. Feeling my penis actually throb excitedly, yearningly. The touch of her hands on my face left tiny electrical imprints that seemed to super-sensitize my flesh, not to mention super-charging my straining erection.
When the tip of one finger actually began to caress my upper lip, I kissed it. More out of reflex action than anything else I suppose, but I was shocked that I had, embarrassed really that I'd done so without thinking. She smiled.
"You have nice lips," she said softly. Now it was my turn to laugh, doing so more out of nervousness and shyness, which really wasn't like me.
"Ah thanks...I guess," I said trying to make the moment less awkward than it had been.
"Close your eyes," she said.
"What?"
"Close your eyes. I want to show you something."
I did. Keri took my hands within hers, placing them on her face. I opened my eyes.
"Keep them closed," she warned me. I closed them. "Now, go ahead and run just the tips of your fingers along the side of my face as though you were trying to draw the shape of my face on paper," she instructed.
I began to do so. It really was interesting. Just in the lightest of touches as I ran my hands down her face, then back to the top of her forehead, on down to her eyes and finally towards her nose. The sensation was not only incredibly sensual, but I learned from that simple exercise just how beautifully proportioned she really was. Though again, merely touching the softness of her skin had sensitized my own flesh towards the boiling point. Keri released my fingers having guided me through the process.
"Now, you do it," she told me. Once again, I repeated the process, arriving at her lips where I too traced her upper lip with the tip of my finger. She kissed it. My eyes popped open.
"Gotcha again," she said feeling my finger flinch in surprise. "Now that you know me a little better than you did, I want to show you something else."
"Ok, what?"
"Kiss me."
I sat looking at her, unsure that I'd just heard what I'd heard. She waited patiently just sitting there in silence. Finally, I leaned forward, my eyes still open expectantly searching out some sign of anticipation, curiosity perhaps, even surprise. Only when my lips finally descended upon hers did my eyes close once again, allowing myself to become fully absorbed in the sweet softness of them as gently, my upper lip found hers, meshing perfectly as our mouth's melded together in a tentative exploration.
The kiss lasted far briefer than I would have hoped, but far longer than I'd expected.
"That was nice," she breathed easily sitting up slightly. I hadn't meant to, but in pulling back from her I once again glanced towards the deep 'V' of her gown. It had parted even further than it had been, now one breast fully exposed, the other teetering on the edge of joining it.
"Keri? I can see your breasts," I told her, wishing I hadn't told her that, content to enjoy the sneaky peek for as long as possible, for as long as I had.
"I know."
"Excuse me?"
"Don't you think I'm aware that you've been able to see them a little bit anyway?" she questioned.
I was speechless, not knowing what to say. So I didn't, continuing to sit in silence. Keri slowly reached for, closing the front of her gown briefly once again sitting up.
"What are you thinking?" she asked me point blank. "Tell me, say what you're thinking right now without trying to soften your thoughts just because of me."
I swallowed, took another sip of wine buying myself a second more of time to think, to digest what she'd said before answering her. Even then, I knew that the truth of my thoughts would be found out if I attempted to do anything more than tell her exactly what it was I was thinking.
"A test?" I asked coming up with the only real question I had.
"In a way, but not to the extent you might be thinking," she answered. "I'm sure Suzanne told you a little about me, what I've experienced, gone through. Just as she told me a little about you, what it's been like for you ever since your divorce."
I was nodding my head in agreement, but Keri continued before I realized my foolishness and answered.
"Believe it or not Dan, being blind has its advantages. It's allowed me to see people in an entirely different way that most others see. A lot of the men I've met have tried to take advantage of my handicap, something I no longer see as such. If anything, it's given me a greater insight into who a person really is. I knew you were perfectly able to sit and stare at my exposed breasts if you wanted to. But I could also tell from your subtle repositioning, that you'd purposely refrained from doing so more than what any normal human being would if given the opportunity. I'm not some kind of monster that I wouldn't expect you to look, especially afforded that. And...I'm sure you did. But my point being, you didn't take advantage of that fact more than I would have hoped or expected you to."
Once again I was speechless. It was obviously very true that Keri had sharper senses in other areas, certainly more than I could ever begin to understand.
"The fact that I could excite you, teasing you to a large extent, and yet have you still respect and not take advantage of me said a lot about your character, the person that you are."
"How'd you know that?" I blurted, once again shifting position as my "excitement" she'd mentioned had placed itself rather awkwardly once again.
Keri actually laughed out loud. "Several things, one...I can smell you. And don't take that as an insult Dan, there's just a particular arousal that naturally comes out in anyone when they are excited. And two? Your constant shifting and repositioning. Earlier, when I told you to make yourself comfortable as you tried to mask what you were obviously doing by removing your shoes simultaneously, hinted that you were attempting to make yourself comfortable in another way. And just so you know...the thought of that got me a little excited too!"
"Damn!" Was all I could think of to say. "You really are a remarkable woman!" I confessed boldly.
"Maybe, maybe not. You may very well decide to put your shoes back on an leave and never see me again," she stated still holding the front of her gown closed with one hand.
"I doubt that," I offered easily. "I enjoyed our dinner, I'm enjoying this..." I said waving my arm as though taking all this in, once again feeling silly, dropping it back towards my lap.
Suddenly Keri reached up and removed her sunglasses. I stared into her eyes, expecting some sort of obvious distance, some blank sort of look or stare as she sat across from me. What I saw confused me more than ever. She was looking at me!
"What the hell? I thought you were blind!" I stated actually beginning to feel angry.
"Technically, I still am," she responded, a somewhat worried look showing upon her face.
"Would you care to explain that?"
"If you'll give me the chance to," she added, continuing before I could respond. "You see...I gradually began losing my eye-sight when I was a child. By the time I'd reached my teens, I'd lost it entirely. A genetic defect the doctor's had called it, nothing they could do. Then, two years ago there was a break-through of sorts, and though considered experimental, I was given the option of trying it. After all, what did I have to lose?"
I pressed further back into the couch, noticing as I did that my earlier 'excitement' was no longer such. Still, I was now curious as to why she'd felt it necessary to lie to me, let alone deceive me about her ability to see. And...the fact that she was actually looking at me while she explained herself had thrown a bit of a wall up between us, something I could tell she knew easily enough by the expression on her face as she continued.
"Anyway, I had the surgery, and according to the doctors it was a partial success, though they considered it a remarkable success, and given time, may even prove to be more of one than it already is now. As I said, I'm still technically blind. I can't see well enough to drive, and trying to read is still too difficult a task for me to perform. That, and bright lights still bother me considerably. But...I can see your face. Clear enough at least to actually know what you look like. Things are still a bit fuzzy, slightly blurry, but I am noticing, have noticed a slow gradual improvement even on that ever since the surgery."
I was still a little put off even knowing that what she'd said was most likely the truth. So technically speaking, she hadn't really lied to me, though I was also reconsidering sending Suzanne those flowers I'd thought about sending her earlier.
"Does Suzanne know you're not 'blind-blind'?" I emphasized.
"Yes, she knows. And she promised she wouldn't say anything to you as a favor to me. So please, don't be mad or hold her responsible for something I asked her to do. Dan...I'm sorry if you feel like I deceived you. But you have to know, I've met a number of men, all of which have tried to take advantage of this situation. In all that time, I've become a little bitter, a bit disillusioned that I might ever find anyone honest enough to respect me as a woman first. And not attempt to take advantage of me just because they felt like they could and get away with it. I had to know..." she left off saying.
I was starting to feel a tiny bit guilty at getting my dander up, especially as I had sat there on the couch earlier perfectly content to do just that by staring at her as she undressed in her bedroom.
"I'm not looking for anything permanent at the moment either," she emphasized. "But if it does turn into something long term, I'm not exactly against that either. I'd rather that it...like my returning eyesight to come about naturally without any attempt to hurry it along. Hurry us along..."
I was feeling more and more sheepish by the minute, absentmindedly running my fingers through my hair as I sat looking at her. She giggled.
"Suzanne said she called you Mr. Every Hair in Place. I'm glad to see you're not quite as set in your ways as that. Perhaps...you might be willing to forgive me my deception and give me another chance?" she wondered.
"I'd like that," I honestly admitted. "I really do like you. I haven't felt quite this comfortable around another woman in a long, long time."
"There's just one more thing I need to know first," Keri said suddenly standing up.
I followed her movement with my eyes, wondering what she was up to until I watched as the gown she'd been wearing suddenly slipped from her body to collapse in a heap about her feet on the floor. She stood entirely naked before me.
"And that is?" I asked in disbelief as I actually did sit staring at her. "Well, one thing more that Suzanne did tell me, was that it's been a while for you...just as it's been for me. And to be honest about it Dan, if...we're not sexually compatible for whatever reason, I don't want to get much closer to you than I'm already beginning to feel towards you already. I'd rather leave it as friends...good friends perhaps rather than get my hopes up...or yours."
"Like I said before Keri, you really are a remarkably interesting woman!"
Tossing her hair back away from her face, she laughed extending her hand towards me. "Would you mind catching the light first though? I'd really like to see you, learn about you with my fingers and hands before I actually do see you. Do you mind?"
"Not at all," I said turning off the table lamp, standing up to take her hand, turning off the wall switch as we headed towards her bedroom, the only source of light coming in through her window by the light of the night's barely half-moon.
"Dan? Are you willing to be patient with me? Just as I've been willing to be patient with the gradual return of my sight? Take things one step at a time, one day at a time until we actually do get to know one another better? And if its meant to be, accept whatever we do discover, or don't. No rush...no commitments unless and until we're ready?"
I had no problem with that. In fact, it was refreshing to hear her say it. "Teach me to see who you are," I said simply.
As she stood undressing me, I was nervous, giddy, excited all at once. I was trembling even as she placed my hands upon her near perfect breasts.
"You're stuttering," she whispered.
"What?"
"Inside joke...your hands, you're trembling."
"Oh," I said catching on. "Yeah, guess I am at that."
"Come here," she said pulling me towards the large soft bed. "Time for you to get to know me better, read me. Discover for yourself who I am."
As I lay beside her, I began to experience perhaps for the first time in my entire life what it meant to see someone. Where I had been blind before to so many things, I learned so quickly what it was like to see again, to feel again. And it took a woman with more insight than I'd thought possible to show me that.
It turned out to be the best blind date I'd ever been on.
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I was about to enter into my first year of College, having taken the summer off after graduation from High School. I'd spent some time looking for a small affordable place to live close to campus, and had lucked out in finding a place within walking distance. It was an older home that my soon to be Landlady and her husband who had a year ago passed away, refurbished for rental out to students. Part of the agreement, and which helped hold down the cost for me, was that I would take care of the yard and minor repairs that might be needed around the house.
She lived on the bottom floor of the home, but the upstairs had a separate outside entrance and three additional bedrooms, complete with my own kitchenette, bathroom and living room. Even with the costs cut for doing maintenance work, it was still a stretch for me to make the monthly rent payment, so I had immediately begun looking for a roommate to help share rent and expenses. I posted a notice on the bulletin board on campus, and within a week had several people call me or drop by to inquire about it. After screening out a number of people, I finally found a roommate who I thought I could become good friends with, and who wouldn't leave me standing high and dry when it came to meeting the rent.
Gene and I got along famously, and even had one class at the College together. I learned shortly after he'd moved in that he had a twin sister that had been looking for a place to stay. And that if it was ok with me, if she could come move in with us until she was able to find some place more suitable to live in later on. I had no problem with this as we had three bedrooms anyway, and thought it might of course be interesting to have a woman living with us even if it was for a short period of time. The Land Lady had no problem with it either, provided that the rent was met, so Sheri soon moved in, taking the bedroom across the hall from mine.
When I first met her, I couldn't believe my eyes. Thought she and Gene were twins, they looked very little at all like one another. And though I know fraternal twins didn't necessarily share the same physical attributes, Sheri was as different as night and day to her brother. She had long dark hair that she wore in a ponytail most of the time, with deep blue eyes and an olive complexion. Gene on the other hand had dirty blonde colored hair with a very fair skin coloring, which burned easily if he spent too much time out in the sun.
Things settled in pretty quickly for the three of us, and almost immediately we established a fairly workable routine for sharing the one bathroom, cooking, cleaning and even laundry. It was on the following weekend while doing my laundry that things looked like they could get fairly interesting. I had gone down to the basement where we had access to the washer and dryer to put in a load. I was standing there sorting things out into various piles when Sheri came in through the door carrying a basket of her own things that needed to be washed as well. It quickly appeared that the best solution so we both weren't waiting on each other to finish up with our own laundry was to combine them together, so we then quickly resorted things into wash loads that would speed things up. It was during this process when we put 'whites' in to be washed first that Sheri suddenly removed the tank top she had been wearing, and promptly removed the bra she was wearing as well, and threw it in with the things to be washed. As her wonderfully full breasts sprang into view, I tried to remain as calm as possible and not make an issue out of staring at her as she nonchalantly went about adding soap and such to the washer. All the while standing there in front of me with her bare breasts showing. Obviously being semi nude from the waist up anyway was of no big deal to her, and we continued to talk and finish sorting through everything. Eventually she put her tank top back on, and we headed upstairs to finish straightening up the apartment.
That evening the three of us had ordered a pizza for dinner, and settled in to watch a movie that Gene had rented. I sat in the only single chair we had and Gene and his sister shared the couch. Seeing the two of them interact and tease one another during the evening reminded me of them being more like a boyfriend-girlfriend situation than as brother and sister. But I thought no more of it, even though there were times when the topics of conversation turned sexual in nature.
We'd finished off the only bottle of wine that we had, and rather than doing much for me than make me sleepy, I soon bid the two of them goodnight and headed off to bed. I don't know how long I had been asleep, no more than a couple of hours when the urge to pee woke me. The single bathroom was down the far end of the hall next to Gene's room and I passed by his bedroom along the way. All the lights were out at this point, but I saw that the light was still on in his room from underneath his door. As I went by, I heard giggling coming from Gene's room, and knew almost immediately that Sheri was inside. I figured they were simply staying up together, talking or something, though once again considering the fact that for a brother and sister, their relationship seemed a lot closer than most I had seen or experienced between siblings.
I opened the door to the bathroom, went in and took a pee. When I came out, I noticed immediately that the light had been turned off and I could no longer hear either of them talking. I knew that Sheri hadn't left and gone back to her own room, as I would have heard Gene's bedroom door open if she had. I made some noise of heading back to my own room, opened the door and closed it again, though still standing outside in the hallway. Moments later, I could hear them talking again, and padded silently down the hall back towards Gene's room. I stood just outside the door listening, with my heart going a hundred miles an hour though I wasn't really sure why it should be. The sounds I heard then confirmed my suspicions; whatever was going on wasn't simply brother-sister chatting going on. They were doing far more than that. I returned to my own room shortly after, a bit confused as to how I felt about this, and decided that I would somehow raise the question about it with one or both of them in the very near future.
Sunday morning, Gene had already gone off to work at his part-time job. As was my responsibility, I'd already gone out to mow the lawn and do some basic yard work before it got too hot. Sheri left soon after with a list we'd made up the day before of some grocery's we needed and I decided that it would provide the perfect opportunity to talk with her when she got back, and while helping her to put the grocery's away.
When she did return, I had just finished putting away the mower, and helped her carry up the bags of grocery's she'd purchased. Sheri was wearing a pair of very short cut-off jeans that exposed the well-rounded twin cheeks of her ass as she reached up to put things away in the cupboards. But this wasn't the only show I was getting either. Sheri was also wearing a Tee shirt that she'd cut off baring her mid-rift entirely. As she reached up, it was also clearly evident that she wasn't wearing a bra as I could easily see her breasts, her shirt rising up enough to uncover them entirely. Although I was having trouble concentrating with all this delectable girl-flesh being exposed to me, I was still determined to discuss what I now knew had been going on in Gene's bedroom last night. Before I could do that however, Sheri beat me to the punch.
"David, there's something I want to tell you while you're here," she began. I decided to wait with what I had to ask about until after she'd finished, not aware that she was about to bring up the same very subject that I was curious to ask her about.
"Gene and I have had a very 'special' relationship with one another ever since we were kids."
The way she had emphasized the word 'special' I immediately knew that she was about to share with me right then and there what had been going on between them. I took a seat on one of the barstools, and settled in to listen to what it was she had to say.
"I think you know what I'm leading up to here," she began. "I was in Gene's bedroom with him last night. I also heard you get up and go into the bathroom. Gene thought we should keep things quiet until we had a chance to discuss this with you. But to be honest, I had even suggested inviting you in with us, though he wasn't sure how comfortable you might have been with that, so we didn't."
I couldn't believe what it was I was hearing. Not only had she admitted they'd been in Gene's room fooling around, but had even considered inviting me in to join them! I wasn't sure at all now how I felt about that, true I was certainly no angel, and Sheri was a very attractive and sexy woman. But getting involved with her and her brother was something I wasn't entirely sure I could handle. However, I refrained from saying anything, content to continue to sit and listen as she spoke.
"I've certainly had boyfriends, and Gene in fact has a girlfriend now that we're both very good friends with. But I've always felt more comfortable with him in certain ways that most men I've dated or been with. He treats me as not just a sister, but as a friend, and knows my wants and needs probably better than anyone. I know that most people would frown on our relationship, and maybe even you do as well, but I wanted to get this out in the open before it caused any problems in your relationship with Gene, as I won't be staying here forever." Sheri looked at me then, waiting for me to say something about what she'd just revealed.
"I'm not sure how I feel about it yet," I replied honestly. And I told her that I did know what it was that was going on in the bedroom last night. I even told her that I found her attractive, and though I wasn't currently seeing anyone myself, that as we'd already discussed, should any of us bring someone over to spend the night or whatever, that that wouldn't be a problem as that was something I had already agreed to. I decided that whatever her relationship was with her brother, probably fell within that agreement too, and that they were free to pursue whatever interests or desires that they had with one another. That seemed to relax her somewhat, and she stepped over to give me a quick kiss on the cheek.
"I'm glad your ok with that. But you still never answered my other question," she said. I looked at her once again not sure how to respond, still struggling with my own feelings about it. But losing that fight as the vision of her cute ass poking beneath her shorts, and the outline of her exquisite breasts peeking below her shirt were still vividly etched in my mind.
"Sheri, I'm not going to lie to you and say I'm not attracted to you. I have been from the moment I first saw you, and that was before you 'flashed' those gorgeous boobs of yours at me in the laundry room. But..." I never finished my sentence. In the next instant, Sheri peeled off her skimpy top and flung it behind her once again revealing those twin mounds of perfection.
Sheri immediately crossed over to where I was sitting. She reached up, placed both hands on my cheeks and drew my head towards her bare breasts. I didn't even hesitate or think twice about what I was doing at that point, and simply nuzzled her, began kissing and sucking her firm erect nipples, with all else we'd discussed suddenly flying out the window in being no longer important or of further concern to me.
All I had on at the moment was a pair of cut-off Levi's. Sheri then stood me up, reached down unzipping them, and pulled them off, along with my shorts in one quick swift motion. I stepped out of the pile, which had dropped to the floor around my feet, and as Sheri then instructed me to do, hopped up onto the counter top. Standing between my legs, she began soft-stroking my already erect cock but ensuring that I was at full and complete arousal before she then bent over slightly and surrounded the velvety helmet of my prick with her lips. Sheri began to tease me with her lips, just lightly nibbling at me and chewing at the sensitive flesh with her teeth. Having now gotten my full and undivided attention, Sheri began licking with long languish strokes the underside of my cock, traveling down the length of it to my balls which she also sucked, nipped, licked and kissed in repeated patterns.
"Oh Sheri!" I moaned. It had been quite a while since I'd actually had a blow-job, and certainly longer still since I'd had one that was feeling this good. She continued to play with my shaft, stroking it as well as my balls, all the while sucking me and tonguing every square inch of my cock and balls. I knew if I allowed her to continue much longer that I would soon orgasm, and, as I had no intention of allowing her to have me do that yet, I reluctantly forced her head away from me.
"My turn!" Was all I said. I sat up from the counter, jumped off and immediately undid the button on her pair of shortened Levi's as well. But as I had also suspected, she had not worn any panties, so the moment I unzipped hers, they fell away immediately revealing a very bare hairless pussy.
"Gene likes it when I shave it completely." She offered by way of explanation. "Says that it's more erotic to him to eat me when I'm shaved." Hearing her say that still sent a weird little shiver through me. The thought of her own brother licking that delicate slit of hers was something that was going to take some getting used to.
I picked Sheri up, sitting her down on the counter where I'd been laying only moments before. She reached down, spreading those wonderfully pink lips apart exposing her hard swollen little clitoris. I attacked it like a man gone mad. I was surprised as well as aroused by Sheri's total lack of any inhibitions. She was so open with her sexuality, her desire, and the freedom and joy that she expressed in all things sexual. I found it was more refreshing, arousing than anything I had ever experienced before. As she continued to hold her lips apart for me, sitting in an upright position so that she could watch, I tongued her, sliding the tip of my tongue up and down her extremely wet slit, and looked up into her face as I was doing it. It was incredibly erotic, watching her, as she watched me tonguing her.
That openness of hers continued to manifest itself in other delightful ways too.
"Yes... oh yes. That's perfect David." She began instructing me. "Lick it just like that for a few moments longer." I was powerless to do anything else, and began to hunger for her dirty worded instructions as I followed them exactly as she commanded me to do.
"Now suck it. Suck my clit, softly...really softly. Just like that yes. Oh yes. Right there, that's perfect!"
I don't know how long we did this, it seemed like time stood still for us at that moment, but the only thing I cared about doing, or wanted to do for that matter was to pleasure her. And if that meant following her directions, step by erotic step, then I would do so no matter how long it took, and no matter what it was she told me to do or how to do it.
"Hmmmm. I think I'm ready for you to fuck me now," she said after a considerable amount of time. Sheri slid off the counter grabbing the stool, bending over it so that her wide-open slit presented itself to me. Stepping behind her, I slid easily into her, holding it there without moving so that I could enjoy the near overwhelming sensation of how her cunt felt wrapped around my cock. We began to rock back and forth together; I stood behind her slowly withdrawing my cock until it nearly reached the point of slipping out before once again slowly thrusting it back inside her. Sheri began to wiggle her ass, thrusting herself more forcefully against me. I took from this her signal to increase the tempo of our fucking, and began to increase the urgency and the power as I slid in and out of her clasping cunt.
"That's it. That's it!" She once again began telling me. "Now faster, fuck me faster, as hard as you fucking can!" She yelled.
I was so immersed in the pleasure of Sheri's pussy that I hadn't heard the door open or anyone come in. I was still unaware of another presence being there until from out of the corner of my eye, I saw Gene suddenly step around us, totally nude, and with a massive erection throbbing like a purple veined vibrator, which in a way it almost was. Sheri looked up as I did, seeing Gene, and without missing a beat, wrapped her mouth around his thick throbbing prick as he stood in front of her. I had slowed in my intensity of fuck strokes in Sheri's cunt when I first saw Gene appear, almost immediately however, regaining my senses at the surprise of finding him now joining us, I once again picked up where I had left off. We continued in this erotic little newly formed threesome for a few minutes longer until I once again found myself getting too close to continue in this way without spilling my spunk inside Sheri's pussy.
"Switch!" Sheri could hardly speak the words, near breathless and so lustfully delirious, but it was enough that Gene and I quickly traded places with one another. Sheri knew how close I had gotten, so her sweet tongue licking and sucking of my more than aroused shaft was intended not to get me closer, or even get me off finally. But to tantalizingly slow down the need in order to match it more closely to Gene's rapidly growing one.
The pounding slap noises as Gene pummeled his prick into his sister were intoxicating to my ears. She fucked back against him nearly as forcefully as he was doing into her, the sweet sounding slap of his hips against her ass continuing to fill the room with heated passion and pleasures rapture.
"Don't cum in me," she told Gene, "When you're ready, I want both of you to stand in front of me." Sheri had been purposely holding me at bay, she seemed to know I was teetering on the edge, and kept me there, wonderfully so. The moment that Gene pulled out, and stepped around her one again, she quit sucking me and knelt down on the floor in front of the both of us.
She took us both in hand, stroking our cocks simultaneously, holding them against her breasts in the process. "Cover my tits with your cum...cum all over them for me." She urged us both. That's about all it took for me, and in one fantastic giant clench of my ass cheeks, I felt the sperm boil up from my balls and explode in a frothy white cascade of cum cream all over her targeted breast. Gene was only moments behind me, and I watched in abject fascination as his own prick began to shower her other breast in a bath of white-hot creamy nectar.
Sheri continued jacking us both off against her breasts until they were drenched in our cum, which ran in little rivulets atop them, over the curvature of each, and on down to her tummy as though heading for the wet sloppy slit between her legs. I could finally stand it no longer and stepped back, plopping myself to rest against the backside of the couch. Gene too had finally quit ejaculating, and sat down on one of the nearby barstools. Sheri however, had not as yet cum, and was about to do so for us while we watched.
She pulled herself atop the counter, one heel resting upon it, and the other one balanced on one of the barstools. Sitting there as she was, it was totally obscene, so vulgarly erotic looking that I felt my cock throb once again in renewed interest. Sheri began slapping her pussy with the full force of her hand that amazed and surprised me. I could not understand how she could sit there doing this without in someway actually injuring herself in the process. So it was that Gene and I sat there, watching Sheri spank slap her pussy towards orgasm. Only when she eventually reached that climatic plateau of ecstasy, did she finally embrace her exposed clitoris, twirling her fingers about it, tapping it with her fingers more gently until she finally came. I had once again risen to a rock hard erection in watching this, but looking at my watch, and in seeing the time, knew I was running late for my own part-time job. With a great deal of reluctance, I headed towards the bathroom for a quick shower, the heat and excitement still lingering in my mind long afterwards of the decadent images the three of us had shared together.



I stepped out of the shower shortly after that, once again passing by Gene's bedroom on the way back to my own. The door was open, and as I looked in, saw Sheri and Gene once again in bed together fucking. She was sitting astride him now, but turned towards the door so that I would obviously see them, and ensuring that she would also see me as well. She blew me a kiss, a wide grinning smile and winked all at the same time. I could have stood in the door watching the two of them for as long as it took, but had to steel myself away in order to get to work.
I wouldn't exactly call Sheri a nymphomaniac, but she was about as close to that description as anyone I had ever met or known before. It was going to be a long night for me too. I was still very much aroused, wishing that it had been me that was lying in bed with her instead of her brother. But I smiled too. The "temporary" living arrangement I felt had just become a permanent one instead.
I arrived home well after midnight, tired, exhausted, and ready for a good night's sleep. As I also had an early class in the morning, it was about all I could do to drag my ass into my bedroom. Sheri was already in my bed fast asleep, but woke long enough to cuddle up next to me once I finally managed to climb into bed.
"You have any plans for tomorrow night?" She yawned asking me.
"No. Why?" I asked.
"Never mind. You'll need your rest for what I have in mind, so go to sleep. We'll talk about it after you get home."
Suddenly I was wide-awake with excitement and anticipation. I could not believe the effect Sheri was having on me, even as tired as I was, she could raise the dead, or so I honestly believed.
"Damn you!" I cursed teasingly. And I felt her hand reach over and once again begin playing with me.
"I'll make you cum, and then you can get some sleep," she told me. So softly stroking me that it was almost more of a relaxing hand-job than a stimulating one. I know I did cum, somewhere in the fogginess of it all, and felt the tingly spurts of my ejaculation as I did, but fell almost immediately to sleep afterwards.
Early in the morning, Sheri had already dressed and left for an even earlier class than I had. I managed to rouse myself, and headed out the door having a pretty full schedule of classes waiting for me. I met Gene as we headed into my second class of the day, and the one we shared.
"Meet me outside afterwards," he told me. "I have something fun for us to do for Shelly!"
Shelly was of course Gene's longtime girlfriend. I had met her only once on the day he had actually moved in. With all our conflicting schedules I hadn't seen her since, though she had been over at least another time when I'd been gone.
"So what's up?" I asked Gene as we headed down the steps from our Chemistry class together. He held up a large vile with a rubber stopper capping it. "This!" He mischievously replied.
"What on earth are you going to do with that?" I one again prompted him to explain to me. But he only smiled, holding up a set of car keys and motioning for me to follow him. As it was a lunch break for the two of us, I had no worry about being late for anything, so out of curiosity more than anything else, quickly followed behind him as we headed for the student parking lot.
We quickly located Shelly's car, and unlocking the doors jumped inside.
"Again Gene, what are you up to?"
"Since Shelly and I hardly get to see one another anymore with our crazy schedules, we like to do things for one another that are fun, exciting, and sometimes a bit kinky. That way we tease each other even when we can't be together to enjoy it. Keeps us thinking about one another that way."
"So what's this got to do with me?"
Gene laughed. "You really haven't gotten to know Shelly very well yet." He continued, "But she's a lot like Sheri is, fun, erotic, and very, very sexual. I came up with a really wild idea that I know she's going to find a major turn on when I tell her about it afterwards."
"Oh? And what's that?"
Gene quickly looked around to ensure that no one in the parking lot was close by. Seeing that things were 'safe' I watched him as he suddenly unzipped his pants and remove his rapidly growing penis.
"We like to tease one another by doing things that are a little kinky at times. One of those is when I jerk-off for her into this vile, then leave it in the cooler for her." He'd already indicated one sitting in the back seat of her car. "After her next to last class, she has about an hour long break, so she will come out here, and then use the cum I've left her to masturbate with!"
Gene was already in the process of stroking himself off, completely uncaring that I was sitting in the car next to him while he did. And with all the other craziness of the past couple of days, I found that what he was doing now didn't seem all that wild to me any more.
"So what am I here for? To simply watch you jerk off?" I teased.
"Not entirely no. Though I am sort of getting a kick out of that too. But what I want 'you' to do, is jerk off into this as well, so that when she comes out here later, and uses 'our' cum to play with herself with, she'll not know she did so until I tell her later what it was we did."
"You're kidding me!" I exclaimed seriously.
Gene grinned holding out the glass tube towards me. "Pull out the stopper, I'm getting close. Stick it over the end of my dick...and hurry!"
I couldn't believe I was actually doing it. But I did as Gene had asked me. I pulled out the black rubberized stopper and slid the end of the glass tube over the head of his cock. He once again looked around to ensure no one was heading our way or watching us, then rose up slightly so he could get a better angle to ensure that all his cum shot inside the tube with none of it spilling in the process.
"Ahhhh, Ahhhh yesssss." He groaned. And I watched his spunk splash against the sides of the glass cylinder as he continued spurting into it.
He quickly zipped up after that took the cylinder from me and held it waiting for me to do the same thing he'd just finished doing.
"I really don't know Gene. This 'is' pretty weird you know."
"Sheri bet me ten bucks that you wouldn't do it," he said smiling.
"She knows?"
"Sure...I told her my idea last night. She said you'd never do it, and bet me ten bucks that you wouldn't."
I took a quick look around, then unzipped my fly and began jerking off into the vile Gene sat holding for me. "And you say that Shelly will actually get off on this?" I still questioned, all the while jerking off as Gene sat watching out, and watching me.
"She'll love it! Especially when I've told her about it afterwards. She'll get an even bigger kick out of thinking about the two of us sitting in her car whacking off. Oh yea, she'll probably end up masturbating while thinking about it again!"
Shortly after that I added my own special sauce to the concoction we'd just made together.
I finally arrived back at our apartment late that afternoon. I still had a few hours to kill before going to work, time enough to get something to eat, change clothes and relax a little bit. The moment I walked in however, I knew I'd be doing anything but relaxing. Sheri was standing in the small kitchen fixing dinner. She was wearing a pair of white cotton panties however and nothing else.
"Hungry?" She said as I walked in the door. I wasn't sure if she was offering me her tits or the spaghetti that she was making. I was actually hungry for both. Seeing her standing there like that, I knew instantly that nothing would ever be boring around this house again. The fact that Sheri hardly ever wore clothes to begin with was evident, but trying to maintain a normal everyday atmosphere around here was going to be difficult at best. I knew that for myself, seeing Sheri parading around nude all the time was going to eventually lead up to an overload in my sexual circuitry.
I sat my backpack down on the floor next to the single chair in the small living room we had. "By the way. You owe your brother ten bucks."
"Really?" She grinned in amused surprised. "I really am surprised. I guess you're a little more open-minded that I was willing to give you credit for! So, did you enjoy watching each other jack-off?" She wickedly teased.
Two could play at this game however. "Who said we watched one another? I thought it would be far more fun if we jerked each other off into the bottle."
Sheri tossed her head back and laughed. "I Guess I owe him twenty bucks then. He said you'd never go for doing that. The bottle maybe, but not jerking each other off. He bet me though just the same, so I guess you really are full of surprises then aren't you?"
I really didn't have anything to say for that one. Either she was calling my bluff, or they really had bet another ten dollars on the two of us doing that. Gene had never mentioned it however, so I wasn't really sure who was bull-shitting whom.
"Well I for one have been horny all day thinking about the two of you."
"Like that should surprise me? I'm beginning to believe you're in a constant state of horniness!" I chided her teasingly. "I'd be willing to bet you were masturbating ever since you discovered you even had a pussy!"
Sheri laughed at that one. "In fact, your right. I used to have a really favorite way of doing it too."
"I'll bet you did. So you going to tell me about it or what?" I was already getting aroused by this forever ongoing sex-talk and 'scenery' that was going along with it, so wanting to hear about her early masturbatory episodes sounded like a fun way to sort of start things off with.
"Mother used to take me with her to do the laundry. She'd sit me on top of the washer while the clothes were busy washing, I liked the way the vibrations felt while I sat there, and eventually learned that if I sat on one of the corners, it felt even better. I began having regular climaxes at a very early age, and looked forward to laundry day. Even now I sometimes sit on top of the washer while I'm doing the clothes."
"Well I guess that sort of explains the other day then. You must have already been horny when you came down to the laundry room and found me already there."
Sheri smiled. "As a matter of fact I was. I decided to see what your reaction would be like when I took my top off, and the rest as they say is history."
"I can almost see you sitting on the washer getting off. I'm surprised your mother never caught you doing that."
"Oh...but she did! Several times!"
"You're joking? What did she say to you?"
"The only thing she ever mentioned was how much I reminded her of herself when she was my age. By the way, you'll have a chance to meet her when she comes out next November for Thanksgiving!"
I knew only that Gene and Sheri's mother had been divorced now for several years, but she certainly wasn't without companionship, and traveled around quite extensively.
"Since it's harder for Gene and I to afford to fly home, she's coming out here to spend a week. That shouldn't be any problem for you would it?"
"If she's anything at all like the two of you are, I'm sure it will be a really interesting week." I said sarcastically.
"Oh she is too. Trust me!" And gave me one of her mischievously evil winks having said so.
I shook my head in exasperation. I could only imagine. Or then again, could I?
"All this talk about 'the old days' has got me horny again. Come on!"
Pulling me along with her, Sheri stopped long enough to pick up a pile of clean folded towels that we'd just washed, but had not put away yet from the other day.
"Where are we going?" I asked.
"To do some laundry!"
With a stack of towels tucked under one arm, Sheri headed for our back door entry to go outside and downstairs to the basement. "Sheri! What if someone sees you like that?" I said trying to remind her that she was still only wearing a brief pair of white cotton panties.
"So we'll hurry downstairs fast then!"
I knew our Landlady had to be fairly open-minded. She didn't seem to be upset by the fact that the three of us were living together. I wasn't sure about running into her in the basement however, in the event she was downstairs washing her own clothes. Seeing Sheri running around topless might be a bit more than she would care to know about, or see.
We quickly sprinted down the stairwell, I had to admit it, even this was exciting. I didn't see any neighbors outside anywhere that might have spotted us as we descended down the stairs, but then again, someone could have been standing inside a window looking out or something when we did. In which case, they would have gotten quite a pleasant eyeful.
Thankfully Mrs. Brookes was nowhere to be seen, and as there was a lock on the basement door, since it led outside, I turned the little knob ensuring we had some privacy.
"No...don't lock it." Sheri looked at me saying. "It will be more fun that way!"
Once again I could only shake my head in wonder at this woman. But I turned and unlocked it anyway. By this time she had placed the towels inside the washer and had started the load. Closing the lid, she jumped up and edged over to the corner where she quickly positioned herself in the exact same way as she had described to me earlier. I watched, fascinated as the washer began to dance beneath her in a slightly unbalanced load.
"Hmmm that feels good. I can hardly wait until the spin cycle starts!"
"Sheri. You really 'are' amazing!" I said as I watched her abusing herself on the old nearly worn out washer. "You know...if you do this too often, we'll end up having to buy Mrs. Brookes a new one! Wouldn't a nice much smaller vibrator do just as well?"
"Oh...I have several of those too. And I haven't actually done this in years. But I thought you'd enjoy watching it. Are you?"
I looked down at myself. If Sheri couldn't see the bulge in my pants now, she needed glasses.
"Take it out and play with yourself for me."
"Shit Sheri, I just came a couple of hours ago. It might take me a while."
"So what you're telling me, this isn't making you horny?" She pouted. But even the frowny-face she gave me was sexy as hell.
"What if Mrs. Brookes..."
Sheri smiled evilly once again. "Exciting huh?"
I pulled my cock out; still ready to quickly tuck myself away in the event anyone came down to the basement and began masturbating while watching Sheri getting off on the washing machine.
"Hey! I just thought of a wonderful idea!" She said. And she patted the top edge of the tub. "Why don't you 'cum" over here and join me!" I didn't miss the intended pun, nor did I decline her offer either. "Ah uh". She said then wagging her finger at me. "Pants off!"
A half hour later, after the towels had been rewashed, and after we'd both had a fairly interesting orgasm, I chased after her back up the stairs to our apartment. "I've got to get ready for work." I finally convinced her. She'd been teasing me with promises of the best blowjob of my life if I were to skip work and stay home with her. And though the offer was certainly tempting, I was actually getting a little sore, and more than a whole lot worn out by all the sexual escapades we'd been involved in lately.
"Tell you what," I said. "If when I get home later tonight, and 'if' your not already sharing the bed with your brother, I'll come into your room and give you the best oral orgasm you've ever had instead. How's that sound?"
"Even if I am in bed with Gene, come 'do' me anyway! Gene would enjoy watching that, provided he even woke up to see it."
"Be careful what you wish for!"
She closed her eyes, crossed her fingers, and then crossed both of her arms over her chest and began mouthing her wish.
"Ha ha. Very funny!"
"What? So if I'm laying there, legs spread, wide open pussy. You wouldn't come in and go down on me if Gene was laying there in bed beside me?"
"I'm just not sure I'm ready to go there yet," I said honestly.
"Oh? You sure seemed 'ready' and ok with everything in the kitchen when Gene came home and found us doing the nasty!"
"That was different. He caught us by surprise, and I was too far gone to care."
"So if I want to do the two of you again, I'll have to surprise you with it?
I had to think about that one briefly. After everything that had happened so far, it did seem to be a silly concern on my part. "No...I guess not."
"So...I can expect a good tongue lashing tonight after you get home then? No matter what?"
"No matter what." As much as I hated doing it, I turned heading out the door and off to work. But I was already looking forward to coming home again as soon as I could manage it.
On the following Friday, we had one of those very few rare days when none of us had to work. Although I had one very early class that morning, I basically had the rest of the day and all day Saturday as well. In a way, it was almost like having two full days off, and I was looking forward to it as we all were. Shelly too had the time off, and as expected would be joining us for dinner and "movies" which I had already learned from Gene included two extremely hard-core movies, Taboo II and Taboo III. I doubted seriously that if we began watching them, we'd ever get through the first one knowing this group. I picked up three bottles of wine this time, and still doubted it would be enough for us even then. I really had no idea what to expect, as I said, I'd only met Shelly briefly one time, but I had heard from Gene how excited Shelly had gotten when she found out she'd masturbated herself with our combined spendings. Gene and Shelly arrived early that evening. I had just gotten out of the shower from having performed my weekend chores for Mrs. Brookes earlier than normal. My intentions being to hopefully sleep in on Saturday morning, especially as I was unsure how the evening was going to turn out, which was going to very possibly be a late one.
Sheri wasn't nude. But once again, she might as well have been. I wandered out into the living room where Sheri was busily setting out snacks and preparing for the night ahead. She was wearing a very short silk robe, which was only loosely tied in front. As she bent over to place a couple of bowls of chips down on the coffee table, her short black robe hiked up well over her tight firm ass.
"You like what you see?" She said without even turning around. She knew I had been standing there watching her.
"Pretty nice. And pretty bold too. Don't you think you're a tiny bit underdressed for company? By the way, and I don't mean to pry here. But I'm not sure I fully understand your feelings, or how you deal with Gene having a girlfriend...and sort of..."

"Sharing him?" She said flatly.
"Yea. I guess so." I said
"There's a time and a place for everything," she responded, and once again turned away from me to finish setting things up. I wasn't sure how I'd read that one exactly, and decided to leave well enough alone, and wait and see how the evening turned out. Either way, it was bound to be interesting, especially as we'd all soon be drinking wine and watching X-rated movies together.
A short time later, Gene and Shelly walked in. Though the nights had certainly started to cool down, I was surprised to see Shelly wearing a floor length raincoat. I didn't think it had been 'that' cold outside. Gene stepped behind her to help her off with it, as she undid the front belt so that he could do so, she stepped out of it, and then I understood why she had worn it.
Shelly was wearing nothing more than a white lacy bra, panties, garter belt and stockings. In was in stark contrast with her deep dark rich looking tan, blonde hair, and exceptionally marvelous full rich breasts. She was a knockout, and I am sure that I stood there looking somewhat stupidly at her as it was.



"Put your tongue back in your mouth David," Sheri said, pretending jealousy. But then she laughed, proving she wasn't. Something else I wasn't sure I could get used too. Obviously Gene wasn't jealous with Shelly standing there dressed as she was either. In fact, if anything, he was proud of the way she looked and the obvious way it had affected me to begin with.
"If you'll all excuse me for a moment?" Gene said. "I'm afraid I am a bit overdressed for the evening, and intend on changing that."
As I had just gotten out of the shower, all I had on myself was a large bath towel wrapped around my midsection down to my knees.
"No sense in your changing!" Shelly said. "I like the way he's dressed anyway, don't you Sheri?
"It's up to him. But yes, I like the way he's 'un-dressed' just fine too."
Gene soon rejoined us, now wearing his own fluffy terry-cloth bathrobe and almost immediately inserted one of the movies we were going to be watching. Shelly had already seated herself on one end of the couch, and Gene sat down next to her. Sheri sat on the other side of him, which left the one single chair for myself. So as it was "obvious" then on seating arrangements, I took my seat and felt like I should buckle in or something. It was apt to be a wild ride indeed.
We'd finished one bottle of wine and were already half way through the second one by the time the movie had ended. It had been erotic. Not only watching the movie, but watching the occasional brief foreplay that had taken place throughout the evening as well. Nothing too wild had actually occurred up until this point, a little light caressing and fondling, though nothing too heavy. There certainly was a sexual tension in the air however that was thick enough to cut with a knife. I'm not sure if it was my presence that was holding anyone back, or if things just hadn't naturally progressed far enough ahead yet. I stood up heading for the bathroom in order to relieve myself. When I came back out into the living room, and in the short time it had taken for me to take a pee, things had suddenly changed, dramatically.
Gene was sitting on the edge of the couch, robe open and his rock hard cock busily sliding up and down in between Shelly's gorgeous, now very bare breasts. Sheri was kneeling next to her, and was obviously fingering Shelly's cunt from beneath and from behind as she semi knelt there, Gene tit-fucking those gorgeous mounds of hers.
"Wow!" I exclaimed when I came back out into the room. "So what happened while I was away to suddenly fire everyone up?"
"Gene thought this might be a better way to introduce you to the three of us," Sheri stated easily. "Actually, I told him that you wouldn't have any trouble understanding it at all. But we decided that if you came out, already aroused from the movie, that you wouldn't have any problem accepting the three of us fooling around together, and would in all likelihood, simply join in. So, was I right or not?"
I removed the towel, standing there with a very hard very firm erection. "How's this for an answer?"
"Hmmmm bring it here and introduce it to me," Shelly said. I gave Gene a brief glance, saw him smile in approval, and moved over to sit down beside him on the couch. Shelly moved over in front of me and began acquainting her self with my aroused stiff member.
Sheri moved back around to kneel in front of Gene, and he settled back down into the couch the way I was. Sheri now beginning to suck and lick Gene's enormous cock, which I had already guessed at being a good eight or nine inches in length. And though I certainly didn't have a small cock by any means, it looked smaller in comparison to his. Shelly immediately put me at ease however as she lovingly mouthed my dick between her lips.
"Hmmm I love a nice sleek cock, it's so much easier to suck on and swallow," she stated, mollifying my somewhat prideful ego. Sheri was of course busily 'knobbing' the massive shaft and cock head of Gene's plentiful prick. Sitting next to him, watching his sister while she knelt sucking him, while Gene's girlfriend busily deep-throated and played with mine was incredibly stimulating. The simple eroticism of what was actually taking place was mind boggling in a way. But the night was young yet, and I had a long way to go before I was totally blown away beyond my wildest imagination.
A few minutes later, Sheri extracted herself from sucking Gene's swollen prick. "I need some tongue-fucking!" She announced, and climbed up onto the couch hovering over me, and lowered her obviously dripping pussy onto my face. I rested my head against the back of the couch and slowly began to tease her clitoris with my tongue, swiping at it with long fluid flittering strokes, pressing her ass into my face with my hands as I toyed with her ass-cheeks, kneading her flesh with my hands as I buried my tongue inside her cunt.
I had moments ago felt Gene get up off the couch where he'd been sitting. I assumed that he was no doubt pleasuring and stimulating Shelly in some way while she continued sucking and licking my lust-throbbing cock. But when I felt the sudden sensation of two tongues gliding up and down both sides of my shaft, there was no mistaking what it was that was now taking place. I began to rise up, a little startled by what was happening, but Sheri reminded me quite forcefully that I wasn't going anywhere.
"Ah uh!" She reminded me in that "You've been a naughty little boy" tone of hers. "You've got a lot more pussy licking to do before I let you up." And with that, and the overwhelming pleasure my cock was receiving, I allowed my own inhibitions and uncertainty to melt away in the absolute sea of bliss that I was now floating in the middle of.
When Sheri came on my face, it more or less triggered what I would experience as only the first of many orgasms that evening. She smothered me with her juices as she rode my nose, literally, fucking it as I fucked into her with my tongue. I drank from her slit, where a river of pure sweet nectar flowed in heavenly abundance. I lapped at her quivering clit, sucked it, chewed it, and fingered her from beneath, actually inserting one finger inside her ass just moments before she climaxed.
My own orgasmic ride began with Sheri's cum. But even as I shared and experienced hers, I felt my own needful release rise up in glorious splendor. I felt my cock spewing a torrent of fuck juice, and felt two tongues fighting over the creamy explosions as they rocketed out of the tip of my gushing squirting shaft. I felt a finger probing my asshole simultaneously as well, and cared not, wondered not, who's it was. Only that it enhanced my orgasm beyond measure, thankful for the intrusion, and delighting in the intensity which it had added and increased to my pleasure.
Sheri slithered down the front of me, pausing to allow me to pay a brief homage to her pink-tipped breasts, she slid down between my legs, parting Gene and Shelly in the movement so that she was now cleaning and bathing my cock from the remaining traces of my incredibly powerful climax. Only when her tongue became too much for me to allow her to continue doing that did I finally force her away from myself.
"Enough! I can't stand it anymore!" She was tickling me now, and I was near tears in the over sensuous overload I had just gone through. I sat satiated on the couch, spent, exhausted, still fighting to regain and control my breathing. When I could finally open my eyes, I opened them to another erotic unbelievable sight.
Gene was now laying on the floor next to the couch, Shelly was sucking and toying with his thick-knobbed shaft in much the same way that I now knew she had been tormenting me so wonderfully with. Sheri was in turn lying on her side between Shelly's legs and was busily and hungrily it seemed, lapping at her soft fur-lined slit. I moved closer to the edge of the couch so I could watch, mesmerized as Sheri tongue-fucked Shelly's cunt. I watched her suck in Shelly's clit, watched her stiffen her neck, pulling on it, pulling back and holding it pressure-clenched between her lips, then letting it go with a lustfully sounding "pop' of wet succulent pussy flesh being released. I watched her recapture her clit nearly as quickly to once again slowly and tantalizingly draw back once again, clit held between firm sucking lips, and then the same sounding release as her elasticized cunt snapped back into place.
Gene was groaning just as loudly as well now. And in this I had a full appreciation for what it was that his cock must have been feeling like. Shelly was nipping and tonguing his cock, as she had no doubt done to mine, I saw in his face the same near contorted grimace that began to signal the onrush of his own impending orgasm. I had after all watched him throw a load into the vile while sitting next to him inside Shelly's car. It was the same look, although certainly far more intensified.
"He's coming," Shelly announced with a wicked gleam in her eyes. And I watched from my perch atop the couch as Sheri scrambled from between Shelly's legs, making it over to lay down beside him. I watched in awe and wonder as Gene rolled over atop his sister. Shelly still holding onto his cock began fucking the head of it inside Sheri with her hand. She rubbed the bulbous head up and down in between her slit, popping it with a near slapping sound against it and then fucked it inside Sheri's cunt with firm quick masturbatory strokes of her hand.
"Fucking -A!" I said from the couch above. It truly was an incredible sight to behold.
"Here...it...comes!" Gene screamed.
Shelly firmly shoved his cock just barely inside her, then yanked it out once again, watched waited, and until the first ejaculatory spurt came, held it there. She thrust it inside her opening, barely once again, withdrew it, watched waited until the second stream of Gene's cum came flying out from his prick head. Over and over she repeated this orgasmic fist-fucking masturbating cock shoving cunt fuck. It was the most intense moment I had ever witnessed before in my life.
Gene half dragged himself back up onto the couch after that. By now, my own cock once again began to rise. It had already begun to do so while watching the three of them anyway, but I was surprised at the sudden renewed interest in which my prick seemed to stir back to life.
Sherri, with a cum covered cunt, once again moved back onto the couch, but this time, she lowered her own pussy over Gene's face. It was still smeared and oozing his own juices, and he dived into it like a ready made desert of fresh creamy goo, devouring her and licking her slit clean with long slow probing strokes and swipes of his tongue.
Shelly then came up towards me. My cock now fully erect once again, she turned, lowering herself and easily slid my cock up inside her. Facing away from me, I reached around in front to fondle and caress those incredibly full breasts of hers. I pulled and pinched her erect thick nipples, rolled them between my fingers, and swiped pussy juice from her cunt to lather them and lubricate them while I continued playing, and while she slowly fucked herself up and down my straining prick.
Once again I saw as well as felt Sheri climb down from having gotten a thorough pussy cleaning. She moved around to kneel down on the floor in front of Shelly. When I felt her tongue slip out and flick against my cock, and Shelly's clit, I nearly climaxed once again right then and there.
"Don't move. Let me lick the two of you together, with David up inside your cunt, and your clit pressed against his cock shaft. Just sit, enjoy, let me lick the two of you together like this for a while."
Gene came over and stood by us. His long penis somewhat flaccid now, and I watched as Shelly grasped it in her hand and began wagging it back and forth. It flopped in a fleshy tail-wagging fashion until this unique stroking began taking affect. It wasn't long before it slowly stiffened to the point where it no longer flopped back and forth from side to side in the manner in which it had been. Shelly once again sucked it briefly, but then stroked it, masturbating it and squeezing the pre-cum from its tip until she had sufficient lubrications to coat his cock shaft with and began making the most obscene sounds as she milked his prick and purposely began making 'squishy' sounds as she did.
Sheri's talented tongue soon worked its magic on Shelly's clit. I felt her cunt tunnel tighten around my still impaled shaft, felt the inner juices begin to swell and release around me, running down my cock in tiny little droplets of her lubrication. Sheri continued to lick, chasing each one as it fought for its way out of Shelly's cunt, licking each droplet out, she coaxed for more, found more, and slithered her tongue up and round inside her cunt and simultaneously came into continual contact with my own cunt creamed cock.
I felt it once again begin, felt the explosion somewhere in the back of my head, saw the tiny stars of light, pinpricks of electrified miniature climaxes all exploding together at once, forming one gigantic cosmic release. Sheri snatched my prick from Shelly's pussy, enveloping it with her mouth as the first almost near miniscule ejaculation oozed from my prick head. It may not have been as voluminous as it had been previously, but for what my cum lacked in quantity, it made up for in the quality of pleasure produced.
As Sheri's room contained the largest bed, we soon all drifted off to her room. We were all tired and exhausted by this time. We turned off the lights and fell willy-nilly onto the bed, bodies overlapping hanging, breasts cocks and pussy's all pressing together haphazardly. And so we slept, for a while.
#
I awoke at some point, someone, I knew not, cared not, softly sucking my limp penis. I felt it grow, harden, and eventually release whatever fluids I had remaining. I drifted once again off into sleep, dreamed, and imagined myself licking someone's pussy, awoke; found the fragrant sexual arousal of either Sheri's or Shelly's wrapped nearly around my head. I licked, pleasured her, and once again fell back asleep afterwards.
And so it went, nearly all night long. Sensual silence, broken by the periodic moans of someone experiencing the sweet splendor of yet another orgasm, the movement of bodies, repositioning, seeking, searching, touches as light as a feather, dreamlike at times, and I wondered often if I was dreaming.
I felt Gene's cock resting on my leg at one point. I reached down, stroked him, felt him stiffen gradually in my hand and was surprised at the erotic thrill it gave me to experience another man's cock besides my own swelling and hardening. I continued to play with it, rubbing it back and forth across Shelly's breast until Gene covered it with a thin coat of his final and last pleasurable climax of the evening.
I finally got up to pee at some point just as dawn was finally breaking. I returned to my own room then, knowing full well that if I remained, someone would soon stroke or suck my already near raw cock. I climbed between the sheets and drifted off into the best sleep of my life.
Somewhere around mid-morning, I heard the shower running, heard Shelly and Sheri laughing, showering together. Cum-covered myself with caked on pussy and cock juice, I stumbled out of bed and made my way into the bathroom. There was plenty of room for all of us, and when I entered, they both invited me inside the nice warm cleansing shower.
"No hanky-panky!" I pleaded. "Not just yet anyway." Sheri laughed, reached down grabbing my prick, Shelly knelt down inside the tub, and sucked it as Sheri fed it to her.
"Ah fuck!" I moaned, both in exasperation as well as in surrender. And began to enjoy their manipulations of me all over again.
Things naturally reverted back to the same old hectic schedules we all had. Between work, school, and the occasional necessary chores of housework (yard work) and such, we had not been able to repeat the incredible night we had all shared together. Sheri continued on a near daily basis to tease and tantalize me unmercifully. Our sexcapades including a quick hand job while I stood washing dishes, or a quick fingering cum while one or the other of us studied. There were mutual masturbation episodes where we did nothing but watch one another, sometimes too tired to do any more than that before falling asleep. Each one was uniquely pleasurable in its own way, each one memorable for the way in which we did it, or shared it together. Sometimes Sheri slept alone with me; sometimes she slept alone with Gene, and on some few occasions with us both. For weeks we experienced one another in everyway possible and imaginable. I had thought then that I had experienced everything that I could; nothing else could arouse me, surprise me, or enlighten me in any way shape or form. And then it was Thanksgiving week. Sheri and Gene's mother arrived and I thought there would if nothing else be a respite to the goings on that had been taking place up until now. I couldn't have been more mistaken.
By chance I was the one to open the door when the door rang. Though she was certainly expected, I had not prepared myself for her arrival on another level entirely. Unsure of what to expect, how Gene or Sheri would act or possibly react while she was there visiting with us. She would of course share the same bed, bedroom with Sheri. That was a given. Frankly I was surprised she had not wanted to stay at a nearby hotel instead, but as she would not be there all that long, a week sharing the same bed with her daughter was of no major obstacle to overcome either.
She introduced herself to me as "Mona" a strikingly beautiful woman with coal black hair and a sensual maturity about her that was evident in her deep blue eyes and provocative smile. I knew she had to be somewhere around twenty or so years of age older than Gene and Sheri, but she certainly didn't look anywhere close to what I could even possibly guess at her age as being. Though she was dressed simply for the trip, her full breasts were as large perhaps even larger than Shelly's and I had to force my gaze away from looking directly at them or embarrass myself upon getting caught otherwise. Though she took my hand in greeting, I was surprised when she stepped into me, and pulled me close enough to give me a quick affectionate kiss on the cheek.
"I'm so glad to finally get to meet you David. Gene and Sheri have told me so much about you that I feel I know you already!"
I wasn't sure what it was 'exactly' that Sheri or Gene had told her about me, but assumed that it couldn't have been too intimately revealing of course. I quickly showed her inside, and was slightly relieved when Sheri joined us having heard her mother's voice. To my amazement, she was still wearing a very skimpy revealing outfit, but at least she wasn't nude or nearly so anyway. But her mother seeing her standing there with most of her breasts exposed in a very tight tank top made me concerned and wondering just how well this living arrangement would be accepted. Mona however made no notice or mention of how her daughter was dressed except to say she was looking good, and that College life seemed to be agreeing with her. Leaving the two of them to get reacquainted, I soon said goodbye and headed off to work.
I arrived home later that night well after everyone else had already gone to bed. I knew that Sheri and her mother were obviously sharing the bedroom, and as the door was closed I also knew that with Mona staying here for a week, there was little chance of a surprise wakeup visit in the middle of the night. I entered my own room as quietly as it was possible to do and finally went to sleep.
I awoke fairly early as I always do. The smell of fresh coffee having been made a definite bonus as it was usually always I who got up and made it. Both Gene and Sheri, unless they were up for an early class or off to work, hardly ever made coffee in the morning even then. So I could only assume that Mona had made it and that she was already up and about.



Although Gene was still sleeping, Sheri had gone off to work at the restaurant much earlier. I was still somewhat asleep heading towards the bathroom and nearly bumped into Mona just as she was coming out.
"Oh! Morning Mona! Did you sleep well?" I asked conversationally. She was wearing one of Sheri's heavy thick terry cloth bathrobes, and I briefly imagined her wearing very little else beneath it. My morning hard-on was obviously doing my thinking for me however, and I quickly shook the thought away as quickly as I'd formed it.
"Not too bad," she answered. "Though I'm pretty used to sleeping alone in my own bed these days, and sharing one with my daughter who likes to talk in her sleep certainly had some entertaining moments throughout the night."
I didn't ask. She didn't offer. Which by my way of thinking was just as well.
"Would you care to join me for a cup of coffee?" She asked with a friendly smile.
"Oh yes please. I'm dying for one. I smelled fresh perked coffee the moment I woke up."
Mona brushed past me then in doorway where we had stood conversing. I felt her breast brush my arm briefly through the confines of the robe.
"Well I'll get out of your way so you can take a leak," she said half kidding, "And will have a cup waiting for you on the counter when you're done."
Once again I was surprised by her 'friendliness' towards me, as well as her frankness. A trait, which she obviously shared with Sheri in many ways. But still, speaking as though we had known one another for years, was something I had not quite yet gotten used to.
True to her word, Mona had a fresh cup waiting for me after I'd had my morning piss. I sat down on one of the barstools, Mona sitting at the small kitchen table with hers. From my particular vantage point, I could see through the top of her partially parted bathrobe, the swell of her breasts. She didn't seem to notice that they had parted however as we continued talking, and I wasn't about to mention it to her anyway.
A few minutes later I heard Gene using the toilet, he never closed the door, and came out to join us afterwards. "Good morning mother," he said bending over her to give her a perfunctory kiss, and I turned my head away to give them a moment without appearing to stare at them when I saw from the corner of my eye what I initially thought was Gene giving her a hug as well. What I then thought I might have seen was his reaching inside her bathrobe and groping at her was confirmed in the next instant.
I saw Mona reach out to slap Gene's hand away, but he was quicker than she was and ducked out of the way. "You naughty boy you! Trying to grope at your own mother, especially in front of David here. I can just imagine what he's thinking now!"
"Well you're the one sitting here with your boobs hanging out. I'm sure that I didn't do anything differently than David would have liked to do. I'm sure he's been sitting here staring at your tits all morning, and you sitting here knowing full well that he was too!"
"I'm sure that David's seen prettier boobs than mine are. What makes you so sure he was looking at them anyway?" Mona closed the top of her bathrobe with one hand, turning towards me and winked. "Besides, knowing your sister, she probably runs around half the time naked anyway. I never could keep clothes on that child! David's probably seen enough boobies to last a lifetime around here!"
"Don't you know it!" Gene kidded back. "Sheri's teased poor David half to death with her antics, and her bare boobs hanging out all the time."
"I bet that's really made it hard-on you," Mona said, and then smiled with the same mischievous look on her face that I'd seen on Sheri's. The innuendo wasn't lost on me either. I nervously laughed in response.
"It's definitely kept things interesting around here, I'll say that much."
"I think what David's trying to say is, we have an interesting little family don't we mother?"
I had no response at all to that one. I didn't dare. And even with Gene baiting me, I wasn't about to bite either.
Mona let go of the top of her robe as though the show of pretense of modesty had been met in some way. Once again her breasts slowly came into an even fuller view as she sat talking with us, and shifting about slightly as she did.
"So what are your plans for today David?" It was a rhetorical question actually. "The reason I ask, is with the Holiday tomorrow, and with me cooking dinner, we obviously need to go pick up a few groceries." I knew Gene had a couple of classes, though I did as well. But it would be far easier for me to get out of mine in order to stick around and go shopping with her than it would for Gene to try and do so.
"No problem. I can skip classes this morning. There's nothing major that I need to be worried about that can't wait until after the Holiday."
"Good!" She said. "Well then, I guess I better get up and get dressed then huh? Do you need to use the shower first Gene?" She asked him.
I saw his look. Knew what was coming. "Go ahead and shower mom. I like to masturbate in the shower in the morning, so I might be a while, unless you'd care to join me instead," he offered.
Once again Mona appeared to try and hit him with a backhand, but Gene simply moved out of the way laughing. "Your incorrigible!" Mona yelled after him as Gene disappeared back down the hallway to his room. "Honestly David. I don't know what gets into that boy sometimes!" She exclaimed. But the same amused smile fell on her face as she'd said it.
"Oh David!" I heard Gene yell back at me. I left something for you on the bed that Shelly asked us to give her today. I need it before I leave for school." I knew what it was, and my face flushed a little. I just hoped Mona had no idea what Gene was talking about. But she didn't appear to.
"Well, guess I'd better get moving myself." I drained the last of my coffee and headed down the hallway. Mona was right behind me.
"You sure you don't need the shower first?" She asked me.
"No. You go ahead. I'll use it after your done."
I quickly ducked into my room, I didn't know if the "thing" Gene had tossed on my bed would arouse suspicions or not. But I wasn't about to take any chances either. I heard the shower moments later, and figured things were pretty safe for the moment.
This little 'kink' thing we'd been doing on and off for a few days was pretty wild. I noticed when I picked up the glass vile that Gene had already deposited his ounce or two of seminal 'finger-juice' for Shelly. And so now it was my turn to add my own to it. I still had a semi erection from having been peering at Mona's breasts. Gene had been right about that. And her tits were every bit as lovely as Sheri's were, if not more so in fact. Something about 'mature' women's breasts definitely got me aroused and excited every time.
I quickly began masturbating and after a couple of minutes was feeling my orgasm getting pretty close. I stopped long enough to un-stopper the vile, stood up, inserted my cock inside of it so that I wouldn't spill any of my ejaculation.
There was a brief light knock on the door, and then it opened. I really did need to get locks installed on all the bedroom doors. But it was a little too late for that now.
"I left the shower running..."
It was all she managed to say. She stood there looking at me, my cock wedged inside a glass tube. I had just squirted my first ejaculate into it when she knocked. So between the split second of orgasm and indecision, I'd lost all ability to respond to the circumstance either way.
"Oh! My!" She continued to stand there looking. Not bothering to excuse her self, (or me) or say or do anything for a moment. And of course, I didn't do much of anything either except to finish coming into the glass vile while Mona stood watching me.

"Anyway, when you're...ah...done here. I left the shower running for you. Would you like me to close this?" She said, still slowly backing out the door as she did.
"Please." I said. My now flaccid prick finally flopping out of the beaker. I felt like throwing it.
Once I heard the door shut and close to Mona's room, I dressed decently enough to head down the hallway to Gene's room, with the tube full of our cum-cream. "Your mother just caught me jerking off into this!" I yelled at him. I felt like throwing it at him, but handed it to him instead.
"Oh Shelly will love this!" Gene rolled on the bed laughing. "I bet mom got quite an eyeful then huh?"
"Damn near!" And then I started laughing too. Although it was, and certainly had been embarrassing, it really was funny when you thought about it.
"Oh shit David. I could just see mom's face with you standing there with your dick stuck in a glass tube!"
"I know. I know!" I finally calmed down enough to finally say. "And I have no idea how the hell I'm even going to be able to face her now before we go shopping!"
"Oh hell. Don't worry about it. She's seen worse pranks and fooling around from both Sheri and I to last a lifetime. One more addition from you isn't going to throw her into any tailspin!"
Gene was still laughing however when I went into the bathroom to shower. "Well at least I won't run into her with my cock hanging out next time I see her." I thought to myself. But I was wrong about that one too.
I stepped out of the bathroom; towel wrapped around me and collided with Gene as he was making his way down the hall to head off for school. My towel came undone, dropped, and of course at that moment, Mona came out of Sheri's bedroom. So once again, there I stood cock hanging out.
"Well, I have no doubt at all now that things are probably pretty interesting around here after all!"
Gene was still howling as the door slammed closed behind him. "Have a good time you two! See ya later!"
"Give me a chance to get dressed Mona." I said somewhat sheepishly. "Then we'll go see about grocery shopping. Oh...and about what you saw? It was kind of a fun practical joke is all...really."
"Oh. Gene already told me what you guys were doing with it. Remember, I know Shelly too. I know how erotically 'wild' she can be as well. So once he told me all about that, I though it was kind of interesting really. I think its great that all of you have such a wonderfully open attitude about your sexuality. I think people who are afraid to express it, or experiment with it are missing out on the fun aspects of life. So if you want to do something, do it. Don't worry about what I might say or think. And besides, you never know what I might be busy doing sometime either. After all, there's no locks on Sheri's door either!"
I quickly slipped into my own room to finish getting dressed after that. Admittedly, Mona was pretty cool, and obviously had a very close openly honest relationship with her kids. Something I was envious of.
Moments later we were in her car heading for the store. I noticed that Mona hadn't worn a bra for the trip either. And wondered briefly if that was for my benefit, or simply because she was wearing something comfortable and unrestraining that she dared dress as she was. We talked about the things we needed to pick up for the big feast, and decided on picking up several additional bottles of wine while we were at it.
We had just about gotten everything we needed. "What about dessert?" Mona asked. "Do you like strawberry's and whipped cream?"
"Oh yea. One of my favorites really!"
"I'll bet!" Mona said, licking her lips in a mocked teasing way. I'm not sure what it was that she was hinting at, but the sexual tension was certainly heating up between us. I'd felt it ever since we'd gotten in her car together.
"Lets go see what kind of fun things we can find." She grabbed the cart and headed down to the produce isle. "See if you can find a pint of real whipping cream. None of that cheap stuff!" I like to eat my desserts with real cream on top. There was that "Sheri" look once again, followed by that suggestively lusty wink of hers as well.
"I'll find it." I promised. "I love real cream too." Mona licked her lips again as though she actually tasted it. "Hurry David. We have a lot to do before everyone gets home this evening."
I couldn't imagine actually what that might be. But whatever she might be thinking about, if it had anything to do with me, was certainly worth hurrying up over.
We got back to the apartment and began putting everything away. I knew that Mona had also picked up some personal items, and soon after took a small sack away with her, which I assumed was her stuff.
I had in fact pretty much gotten everything put away, and noticed Mona had not as yet returned. It had been several minutes, and not that I was worried or anything, why would I be? But was definitely curious as to her prolonged absence. For no other reason than that, I went down the hallway to her room. The door was closed, and I considered walking away until I heard what I thought was a moan. So I knocked instead.
"Mona? You ok?
No answer.
I stood listening, wasn't sure I had heard anything for sure, and was about to walk away once again when I realized I had heard something after all. So I knocked one more time.
"Mona?"
Again no answer. Worried now, I opened the door. After all, I knew none of them had any locks on them.
Mona was lying on the bed, completely naked. But it wasn't 'just' that she was nude, playing with herself that took me by surprise, and wonder. But how she was doing it.
"I was wondering how long it would take you before your curiosity finally got the better of you," she said.
Mona was indeed playing with herself, but it was the dark green cucumber sliding in and out of her marvelously displayed cunt that took my breath away.
"Oh My!" I heard myself saying. And someplace I realized I'd heard those very words before myself.
My feet felt frozen to the floor as I stood there watching her. Unsure whether I should leave or simply stand there gawking at her as she fucked herself with the "cumber".
"Fuck Mona!" Was about all I could manage to say.
She continued to lie there playing with herself. My cock rapidly rising inside my pants, throbbing now with lust and desire. Mona was beautiful, sexy, and more alluring than ever. Something about an "older" woman perhaps, maybe the fact that she was Sheri and Gene's mother...perhaps the perversity of it. So many thoughts bombarded my senses, stirred my imagination and lust.
"Come here," she said.huskily.
Without even being asked, I undid my belt, unzipping my pants as I crossed the room towards the bed.
She cupped one of her beautiful breasts. "Kiss it while I 'cumber-fuck' myself for a moment would you?"
Like a bee drawn to honey, I crossed over, fully undressed now and lay down on the bed beside her, I began sucking her perfect breast, feeling her nipple harden even more so than it already was inside my pursed lips.
I continued to watch her however, even as I kissed, sucked and licked her tits. Watching her sliding the dark green knobby "fuck-cumber" as she'd called it was an incredibly erotic sight. It was then that I actually remembered her examining it at the grocery store.
"I watched you in the store. I didn't know it then, but I wondered about it. It almost looked like you were examining it then. I thought you were of course picking one out for the salad or something, but the way you seemed to caress it was almost sexual, just like you were imagining stroking a guys cock."
"You're very observant David," she replied. "I was feeling it like I will soon be feeling your cock. I wanted the right shape, the slight curvature to tickle my 'g' spot, to make me cum-squirt. Do you like women who do that?" She asked surprising me.
I'd only seen one woman truly do that in a movie and told her as much.
"Would you enjoy watching me do it for you?" She asked.
Like I was going to say no? "Oh hell yes!" Was how I answered that one.
"Let me play with you while I do this then...and watch. Enjoy yourself, enjoy me, watching me as you do."
I turned around on the bed with my face very close to her cunt as she continued slowly stroking the massive cucumber, or "fuck-cumber" inside her pussy. Mona began stroking my own very stiff prick in a matching rhythm with her own in and out pleasured strokes.
"How does that feel?" I found the courage to ask her.
"Hmmmm nice and thick and heavy inside me. Like a nice fat bulging cock. I feel full...and it touches all of me, I can even feel it pressing against my womb at times...or as I said, that particular special spot inside me. When I hit it just right...I know I will squirt when I do that."
After a short time while we lay together, her hand so wonderfully teasing me and playing with my cock, I felt the slightly increased pressure upon it as she neared the orgasm that she had promised to show me. My own arousal level suddenly went up several notches then as well. I could tell she was close. Her breathing was becoming more and more labored, my own, beginning to match hers.
"Oh...nearly there," she moaned softly licking her lips. "Watch me David, watch me squirt for you."
At first, small little clear liquid trickles of water seemed to begin flowing from around the sides of the cucumber, which was now buried fully inside her cunt. This would have been more than enough for me under any circumstances, but I was fully unprepared for what happened next. Mona seemed to hit that "spot" she'd been reaching for. Her deep-throated moan was intense and seemed to constrict her entire body. She released her hand from the "fuck-cumber" then, squeezing my own prick as though to show me through her doing it that she was indeed experiencing this overwhelming orgasm that was only then truly beginning to show its true form.
I looked from her face where her eyes were nearly glued-shut with pleasure. Her mouth still open, but the sound still somewhere far off in the distance yet which would be her penultimate moment of joy and ecstasy when it came. And then it did, in such a wave of pleasure that it stunned me with the pure immeasurable power of it. The cucumber popped from her cunt with a loud gushy sound, followed almost immediately by a torrent of clear liquid fluid in such quantity that it was as though a dam had broken somewhere up inside her, and in some ways, it had. I associated it not unlike the way my waterbed had once sprung a massive tear, and water seemed to gush from it all at once. This was how her pussy erupted, in a fountain of pulsating squirts of pussy juice. And then her climatic scream of joy joined it there, and my own cum ran in streams of white thick liquid down her still pumping hand.
We fell asleep like that. Curled up together as we lay. Still in an upside down, side by side positioning. It had been 'her' orgasm that was draining. Not so much my own though I felt as though it had. Just seeing her collapse as she had in extreme bliss had been mind-blowing, so as we settled in to the warm peaceful afterglow of the moment, we both drifted off to a soft comforting sleep.
It was the sensation of having my cock sucked to arousal that I began to finally awaken. I opened my eyes, looked at Mona, as she lay next to me, still asleep! Sheri, lying at the head of the bed somewhat awkwardly was the one who was sucking my rapidly hardening prick.
Seeing that I was finally alert and aware of what she was doing to me, she finally spoke.
"So. You and mom have a good time?" She wasn't angry. Not at all, and in fact seemed rather pleased to have found me there in bed with her. Hearing her daughter, Mona finally woke sitting up and stretching..
"Hmmm Hi Sweety!" She said. "I was wondering when you'd finally get home."
"I see you showed him your 'g-spot' thing," she said, indicating the cucumber that was still lying in the bed between us. I was still groggily trying to take all this in when I saw Sheri reach over and cup her mothers pussy mound, slipping her middle finger inside her as she did.



"You're still pretty wet too. It must have been a really juicy one. Was it David? Did you enjoy watching it?" Sheri continued finger-fucking her mother, and once again I found myself rising to the occasion, still in a little disbelieving shock at what I was actually witnessing.
"Yes...it was nice. And it felt very good, very naughty, just like you're being at the moment Sheri, worming fingers inside your own mothers pussy!"
"Like you aren't enjoying it," Sheri teased, then adding, "I need someone to play with my pussy too! David? Would you mind fingering my cunt, or perhaps licking it for me while I do mom here?"
Sheri swung herself around on the bed, as I repositioned myself in order more easily reach her, yet maintain a clear view of seeing Sheri fingering her mother. Sheri surprised me however, as she buried her face in her mother's cunt, while I in turn buried my face in hers. Licking Sheri's already sopping pussy was a wonderful treat. But hearing the sounds as she tongue fucked Mona's cunt, added to the indescribable sensations that I began experiencing as this tri-cunnilingual orgy took place.
I listened to those wonderful sounds as Sheri's tongued lapped at her mothers slit. I matched my own tongue lickings so that they mirrored the same ones that I was hearing. In a way, I felt as though I was actually licking Mona's pussy simultaneously, and then it hit me, in a weird sense of the word, I was. It didn't stop me from doing it however, if anything, it heated my own perverse lust to a fevered pitch, and I began chewing Sheri's hard little clit-nub with renewed excitement and passion.
"Oh shit mother. Has he licked your pussy yet? He's doing such a wonderful job on mine."
"No. I haven't had 'that' particular pleasure just yet."
"Oh you must, you must. David, trade me, lick Mom's cunt like you were doing to me."
We traded places, and not surprisingly to me by now, Mona began tickling Sheri's spread open slit with her tongue. I watched momentarily, I had to. It was simply too mind numbing not to. But then Mona's cunt beckoned me, and I devoured it hungrily.
She didn't squirt nearly as much as I had seen her do with the cucumber. Perhaps it had something to do what that "g-spot" after all, but when she came, she still drenched my face in a fine spray of her female juices, and I lapped at them greedily. Unable to withstand the sensitivity of my tongue any longer, Mona extricated herself from beneath me.
"I want to watch the two of you fucking. Come over here baby, and climb onto his prick for me so I can see his cock slide in and out of your pussy, ok?"
Sheri quickly scrambled over to me. Lying on my back, she easily mounted me, my cock sliding up inside her in one swift easy insertion. Mona lay beside us, watching, occasionally reaching in to touch me as I pumped into her daughter's cunt.
"Does he fill you Sheri? Does his cock thrill the inside of your cunt honey? Doesn't he fuck nicely though..." She added.
"Oh God mother yes! His cock feels so good inside my cunt. I can feel the tip of it pounding inside me, filling me completely."
"David...tell me when your ready to cum. I want to taste you...have you squirt your juices in my mouth."
I couldn't speak. I could hardly even think. My piston like strokes were urging the both of us towards orgasm now. Sheri was thrashing and bucking against me, the sounds of her ass slapping down against my legs was erotic to hear as well as see. She rose up as far as she could without uncunting me, and then slammed herself down against me in one swift final thrust. I felt her cunt constrict, pulsate, constrict and pulsate again. She came and she came, her head rolling back and forth, body quivering and shaking as she did.
"Now Mona Now!" I screamed. My own orgasm seconds away from exploding inside her daughter's cunt. But Mona was ready, waiting, anticipating the moment. She snatched my prick from inside Sheri's cunt, and quickly placed it within her own sucking lips. My climax exploding from my balls with such pressure and force that I highly doubted Mona would be able to contain the amount of juice, which I was even then filling her mouth with. She sucked it however, swallowing it all with great gasping breaths surrounding my shaft as she did until the last final spurt had played itself out. Only then did she finally release me.
"Too bad Gene and Shelly missed this," she said. They'd have loved being here.
"Oh don't worry mother. They'll both be over later. Shelly's planning on spending the night anyway, so we can all have a nice exciting time together later on this evening."
"Well then, you two scoot. I'm going to get some rest before this evening gets going, I think with the four of you, I'm going to need it!"
Sheri and I quickly left to allow Mona her rest. "So David, what do you think of our Mother? She's pretty hot isn't she?"
"Well now I know where 'you' get your wild ideas from anyway." I responded. "I'm not sure that I could keep up with all of you. I take it that Shelly and Mona have been 'aquatinted' then too?" I questioned curiously.
"Oh yes. Shelly's been out to visit mom's place in Malibu with us before. As a matter of fact, we're all invited out to the beach house during Spring Break. And you of course are invited along as well."
"I'll bet the four of you had some pretty wild times together yes?"
Sheri smiled. And there was that 'look' once again. "Remind me to tell you about mom and the pool cleaner sometime." How we all sat around on the edge of the swimming pool taking turns getting off with it. Now that's something you've really got to see and experience to fully appreciate it."
Already I had 'visions' of Mona standing in the swimming pool with the hose used to clean the pool with. "I have to tell you Sheri, never in my entire life have I walked around in a constant state of arousal as I've done since meeting all of you."
"Aren't you glad that Gene found your add? If it hadn't been for that, you'd probably have some frumpy nerdy type of room-mate instead of 'us', and then your sex-life really would be boring!"
"You can say that again."
Sheri still hadn't bothered dressing. She was still nude from the little threesome we'd had with her mother. "I'm famished." She stated. "Want to help me with fixing some lunch?"
That wasn't all I wanted to help her fix either. Just seeing her parading around in the altogether already had my cock stiffening with surprising passion and need for her once again.
"How about hotdogs?" I questioned her.
Sheri looked down as I held my cock out to her.
"Hmmm. Not a bad idea. And I have a nice warm bun for it too!"
It was early evening when Gene called to say he was picking Shelly up, and had also invited another classmate along, a guy named Jared. Sheri sounded extremely excited hearing this news and told her brother to hurry up along as she was already getting wet with excitement for the evening ahead.
After hanging up, she turned around to tell me about him. "Wait until you meet Jared!" She said. If you think Gene's got a big cock, wait until you see his!"
"Great!" I thought to myself. Then spoke out loudly. "Guess I'll be low man on the scrotum poll!"
"Don't be silly David. I love your cock, and it's a really nice one too. Besides, having a wide variety of toys to play with is part of the fun. Don't you enjoy all the different sizes and shapes of titties you get to play with?"
She had me there. "Yes, of course you're right. It's just a 'guy' thing I guess."
"Yes. Yes it is. And besides, since you are the size that you are...you're the only one I'd allow to fuck me in the ass anyway. So does that make you feel any better?"
I hadn't done that yet. So realizing what it was she had just told me, gave me something else to look forward to. "As a matter of fact Sheri. It does!" I said, trying to imitate the 'look' that she had so often given to me.
"It's been a while since I've had 'two' cocks inside me at the same time. So if you're a good boy tonight, you just might get your wish."
I stood there, fingers crossed, arms crossing against my chest and mumbling some whispered chant into the air. If there had been a shooting star just then, I'd have wished upon it too.
"Very funny. Now behave yourself until everyone gets here!" Sheri admonished me.
"And if I don't?" I said grabbing her bare breast in my hand and tweaking her nipple.
"Then I'll be forced to make you cum now, and you'll not have enough left in you to go around between the three of us."
Sheri was right about that. So I let go of her tit. "I think I'd better take a little nap too then." I said. "I think it's going to be a long night."
"You have no idea 'how' long." Sheri teased back. And I quickly headed off to my own bedroom.
I woke up sometime later, and heard almost immediately the sound of voices coming from the front room area. Throwing on nothing more than a pair of shorts and a tee shirt, I headed down the hallway to where everyone appeared to be.
"Wow. You guys have certainly been busy!" Gene and Jared had moved most of the furniture out of the way. They'd managed to cart in one of the large mattresses off Sheri's bed and had placed it in the middle of the floor next to the couch. Sheri was the only one who was fully naked however, and I learned that she had greeted everyone at the door as they arrived in nothing but her birthday suit, which had also included the delivery pizza guy.
"He wouldn't even accept a 'tip' either!" She had boasted. "Said that seeing me was more than enough of a tip for having made the trip over here."
Mona and Shelly were both provocatively dressed, if you wanted to call them being dressed. Mona was wearing a lavish and very sexy black floor length nightgown. The material was sheer enough to hint at her nude form beneath it, but still concealing in a deliciously teasing style, all her wonderfully displayed attributes. Sheri had once again worn her long trench coat to conceal that she too was wearing a bright red short nighty that prominently displayed her exquisitely shaped breasts. Each was totally bare, sticking through the wide-open holes of the outfit. A pair of obviously crotch-less panties matched her top, and had a simple tie on each side, which could be undone in the blink of an eye.
Gene was like his sister, totally nude and very comfortably sitting on one side of the couch eating a slice of pizza and drinking a glass of wine along with it. "We were about to go in your room and wake you up if you hadn't gotten up when you did," he said.
"Yea," Shelly added. "The party almost got started in your room."
I was finally introduced to Jared. He was tall, though slimly built without seeming too skinny for his size and frame. He was wearing a bright green pair of bikini briefs, which did little if anything to conceal the massive bulge protruding inside them.

"Hi David," he said. "Shelly and Sheri have spoken very highly of you."
"Likewise," I responded, pointing down towards his crotch. "And I've already heard quite a bit about 'that' too!" We shook hands in greeting however, and as the 'atmosphere' had already turned quite sexual with everything and everyone standing around as they were, Mona then brought over a cup, which she had been busily writing numbers on slips of paper, and had just finished placing them inside.
"I know that David and Jared haven't played the number's game with us before, so for their benefit I'll explain it. Since there are six of us this time, I've put six slips of paper in this cup. Whoever draws the number one, is our 'center-piece'. Number two is the person who may then place them selves upon the centerpiece anyway they want to, and then so on. However things end up, is how everyone is to experience and enjoy their first cum of the evening!"
The way Mona had emphasized the word "first" made me glad I'd taken a short nap early on. She went on to explain from there that after the first round, then everyone could participate, or not as they felt like, resting in-between, or simply watching, or joining in whenever. That was basically the 'jist' of things. And beyond that, it was have fun and everyone enjoy themselves.
Mona walked around and everyone drew out a slip of paper, taking the last one for her self. I looked at mine, on it was printed the number four. I heard Mona laugh holding up her slip with the number one printed on it.
"Guess I'm the center piece." She announced, and promptly went over to settle down in the middle of the mattress. "Ok, so whose number two then?"
Jared had the number two-piece of paper, held it up and asked. "So now what?"
Mona was smiling, "Well first thing sweetheart, remove the briefs and lets see what you've got. Then secondly, I'm yours to do with whatever you want too, however you want me to. But remember, the way you start out, is the way you finish up."
Jared quickly shed his shorts, and though his cock wasn't completely hard yet, I was somewhat amazed at the size of it as it swung to and fro between his legs as he approached her on the makeshift bed on the floor.
Jared's choice was soon obvious as he knelt near her face. Mona immediately began sucking him when he did. "Ok Sheri asked, whose got number three then?" And of course Shelly had it, and walked over to position herself next to Jared where she stood next to him holding open her own pussy.
"And you Jared, get to eat me!" So as Mona sucked Jared's rapidly growing monster cock, he in turn began lavishing tongue-flicking strokes up and down Shelly's clit-slit while she held her pussy open for him.
I stood and moved down between Mona's legs, as she was the center-piece, I chose to begin licking her pussy and let the chips fall as they may between Gene and Sherri.
It was Sherri however who had the number five paper, and she took her turn by laying on her side next to me as I lay licking Mona's cunt. Her lips immediately engulfed my own hard cock and began sucking and licking it. This left poor Gene as last, and trying to find out how he would best fit in for this first go around.
He studied everyone momentarily, and then made his decision and walked up behind Sheri, tapping her on the ass in signal to her to kneel up over me while she sucked me. She did so, and he immediately spit on his cock, lubricating it, and then slid it up inside her from behind in a doggy-style position.
So there we all were finally, hooked up and fucking up or sucking up a storm. From my own vantage point, I could see fairly clearly everything that was going on around or about me, not to mention the various 'naughty-sounding' noises that were occurring as cunts and pricks were being fucked or sucked. Mona had managed to suck Jared's cock to his fully thick-shafted length; she was having a great deal of difficulty even sucking it without gagging on it. And had out of necessity, began either licking up and down the full length of it with her tongue, periodically sucking and or biting on his massive knobbed head. Jared was also busily entertaining Shelly's cunt with his tongue, and continued to tongue-fuck her pussy, licking and nibbling on her clit while she stood before him, holding onto the back of his head at times with her hand, sometimes allowing herself to caress and fondle her breasts as she stood there. Behind me, as I lay on the mattress exploring the depths and familiar sensations of Mona's pussy once again, Sheri was delighting my own erection with long deep sucking strokes of both her hand as well as her mouth, often fingering and toying with my balls, probing my ass, and licking all around it with her tongue. And though I could not see him as clearly as the others, I could hear it as Gene fucked in and out of his sister. His thrusts producing the same hot sounding noises I enjoyed hearing previously as her ass-cheeks slapped back against his meaty full lunges as he continued to fuck in and out of her very 'noisy' wet sloshy cunt.
The simple fact that so much was taking place all at once was so stimulating as well as arousing. It was just a matter of time before someone finally had an orgasm, which began a slowly expanding domino type of effect as one by one others soon joined in their own orgasmic bliss.
Gene was the first amongst us to reach orgasm. He pulled his cock out of his sister's cunt and stood up behind her. The first jettison of his flying spunk shot out over the top of her head, and I watched it land atop one of Mona's thighs. His continued spray seemed to begin coating everyone after that, and I felt a portion of it land somewhere on my own back while I continued sucking Mona's pussy. He stepped around then as though trying to douse a fire with a wildly spraying fire hose. Seeing this, Mona briefly took Jared's prick from her mouth and quickly engulfed Gene's as the last of his fiery climax disappeared down her throat. As soon as she had sucked him completely dry, she immediately recaptured Jared's monster cock, and seemed to attack it with a raw lust that I knew would have him cumming before long as well.
Gene collapsed on the couch next to us watching, urging everyone on. And then Shelly's turn came next. Sticking a finger up inside her cunt, he began finger-fucking her along with licking her clit. Shelly gave in to the constantly building pressure between her legs, and humped her pussy against Jared's face, grinding into it until the onrush of her own climax overwhelmed her. She screamed out in a series of short raspy breaths, seemed to hold one, and then flooded Jared's face with her own sweet flow of pussy juice.
I knew that I couldn't hold out much longer myself, Sheri's tongue was simply becoming too much to withstand. Yet I fought desperately to hang on, wanting and needing to feel Mona's cunt once again bathe me in her own uniquely special way. With my own orgasm seconds away from claiming me, both with and against my own wishes, I felt the root of my cock engorge with cum, felt it begin the pleasurable travel within my own aching balls, and suddenly received a face full of Mona's warm sweet pussy juice. My jisim shot like a hot white bolt of lightening into Sheri's thirstily sucking mouth, she swallowed the first expulsion, but my own volume of cum was enormous, the build up to this point so incredibly erotic. Mona continued to squirt wonderful near vaporous 'sprays' against my face, it hadn't been as I had seen and experienced with her, perhaps hitting her 'g-spot' was the necessary mechanism to producing a more violent flow, but never the less, the amount of her female juice that covered my face was gratifying and wonderfully sensual to me, my own orgasm not withstanding.
Only Jared and Sheri remained amongst us now as having not quite cum yet. Perhaps she was breaking the rules, but Sheri slid up beside her mother and proceeded to lick and suck up and down once side of his cock, while her mother tongued, licked and sucked at him from the other side. The double stimulation was soon far more than Jared, or anyone else could have possibly been able to handle, and he announced his own earth shattering release.
"Ahhhhhhhhhh fucccccccccccccck!" Jared wailed with such a loud audible voice, that I momentarily thought of Mrs. Brookes downstairs below us, and wondered if she might have heard his incredulous climax.
Jared's spunk was a torrent of thick rich gooey cum-cream. His monster cock spewed thick ribbon's of it, arching in cascading streams of white hot spunk which landed all over Mona and Sheri as they continued pumping and playing with his cum throbbing prick. They fought over it, switching back and forth, sucking the last vestiges of his spunk, milking it until he could no longer stand, and fell sideways exhausted onto the floor beside them.
Only Sheri remained now, but Mona quickly moved over towards her, kissing her breasts, then beginning to trail lavish tongue kisses down her belly towards her own hungry waiting cunt. Sheri, half sitting, half lying, spread her legs and watched as Mona began to tongue-fuck her sweet pussy.



Gene, who had for the most part recuperated by now, stood up off of the couch and moved around beside the two of them, he bent down and began sucking one of Sheri's breasts, massaging her other breast with his hand until Shelly joined the three of them and took charge of the other one.
Sheri finally came, her mother's tongue stealing away the prize, and she humped herself against her mothers face while her brother added the additional pleasure of suckling her breast, and her best friend, kissing and licking the nipple of the other.
It was a while before most of us could catch our breath enough to talk let alone move around after that. I finally got up and went into the kitchen to pour myself a glass of wine, and pick amongst the snacks that had been laid out on the counter top earlier. I hadn't noticed until that moment, another tray filled with a different type of snacks.
Several large and small dildo's and vibrators had been set aside by one another on one tray, one of which was easily as big and as long as the cucumber I had seen Mona masturbating with previously.
"Oh good!" Sheri stated then. "I see you found the goodie tray. Would you bring it back with you when you come?"
Jared was sitting in the single armchair we had. Shelly was sitting beside him straddling one of the arms of the chair, and softly toying with his still large, but not fully erect prick.
"Is Mona going to do a "squirt-show" for us?" She asked hopefully.
"Oh most definitely." She responded back to Shelly. But I want some additional stimulation-taking place while I use one of these toys, that way I know I'll squirt really long and hard for you all when I do. Actually, what I'd really like as soon as David and Jared feel they're up to it, is to have Jared shove that nice thick cock of his up my cunt, and have David slip his upside my ass. Then I know I'll explode for you all when I cum."
The mere mention of finally getting to ass-fuck Mona had me interested almost immediately. And as Shelly continued to coax Jared's cock back to another nice full erection, Mona added to the list of things she wanted to feel before we began our own erotic dance with her on the floor.
"Gene and Sheri...I fed you my tit's when you were young, and now I want to feed them both to you again while I'm getting double fucked by Jared and David."
"What about me?" Shelly asked, pouting with a naughty teasing look. She of course knew she would also be included, and Mona then told us all how she would be.
"And you sweet Shelly, you come over here and lay down so I can lick your cunt while all this is going on. When I am ready to cum, then you may all pull out and step back and watch if you'd like. I can already tell it will be a real wet gusher. My cunts full, and I am ready to feel one of my massive multiples, so if all of you are ready, then lets get started!"
Shelly was the first of course to position herself beneath Mona. She knelt so as to have perfect access to Shelly's twat, elevating it with one of the pillows from off the couch.
Gene and Sheri both lay on their backs, sliding underneath their mother, and clutching on to her freely hanging breasts. Jared had likewise slid underneath Mona, inserting his cock deeply inside her. And that left only me as the last to join the entanglement of wanton flesh in front of me.
I applied a generous amount of KY to my cock, slipped around behind where Mona's ass awaited me, her puckered ass looked inviting and I trembled with desire to finally feel the sensation of it as I entered her.
Jared's own thick massive dick was having its affect on her already, and Mona anxiously bade me to hurry up and slide it inside her.
"Oh David, please hurry. I want to feel the both of you filling me up, I want to feel your cock sliding inside next to Jared's!"
I placed the head of my cock at her opening, felt it slightly begin to give way, then felt the 'pop' of her puckered ring sucking me in and I slid fully and easily into her all the way.
"Oh...stay there for a minute. Don't move, either of you. I want to feel your hot cocks throbbing against one another for a moment."
It was just as she said too. I was amazed how much I could feel Jared's prick resting against my own, only the thin membrane of her two passages separating us. I felt his cock twitch inside her, my own then responding in kind as shivers of lusty desire raced up and down my spine.
"Now fuck me....slowly at first." She commanded us. I began to slide in and out of Mona's ass in as gently a fashion as it was possible for me to do.
"Oh David. That's perfect. You have the perfect shaped cock for ass-fucking you know that? I love the way it feels inside me, can you feel it rubbing up and down against Jared's prick?"
I could, and I did. I felt Jared fucking in as I withdrew, then passed his own organ once again as I slid slowly back up inside her as his own penis began it's own teasing withdrawal of her pussy tunnel. Gene and Sheri lay hungrily sucking their mother's breasts, each taking a hard swollen nipple between their lips, chewing it and sucking it and as I later discovered, actually producing milk from her still very capable mammaries.
Mona was still licking Shelly's sweet tasting cunt as well, and as I stood behind them all, I watched as each pleasured Mona in their own unique way. I basically had the best seat in the house, and continued to enjoy the incredible sensation of fucking into Mona's tightly clenched ass.
"Now David now! Fuck ...me...hard! Now!"
I began slamming my cock in and out of her ass with an urgency and need I had not known existed. Jared was likewise then thrusting into her cunt from below with and equal amount of pressure and force while Sheri and Gene nipped and bit into her raw nipples, pulling them into their lips, sucking them with a near vacuum like force that finally drew milk as they ravaged and tore at her dangling titties.
"Cum in my ass you prick teasing bastard!" Mona screamed at me. "Fill my ass with your fucking cock cream until it runs out of me! Come on! Squirt it you mother-fucking son of a bitch, fill my ass, now!"
And as if on cue, I did. I felt the first powerful jettison of my spunk flood the inside of her ass, felt it splash against the inside walls of her asshole, and felt it surge around the opening of it as I withdrew, ready to fuck into her again and release yet another load inside her.
"Out! Out!" Mona cried then, and as I stood up, moving away, she rolled away from everyone, uncunting herself from Jared as well. Rolling onto her back, she pulled her pussy lips apart with her hands, spreading her cunt completely open so that the already widened fuck tunnel that Jared had been in only moments ago was vulgarly and obscenely displayed for everyone.
Mona's first release was like watching a geyser erupting. Sheri had known what to expect and knelt a short distance away from her mother. She caught the full force impact of the gush as though having been hit by a bursting water balloon. Shelly quickly joined her then as well, and as Mona's second, even more powerful emission expulsed itself from her cunt, she too was bathed in a shower of thick heavy cunt juice. Gene was now squeezing Mona's left breast, a fine thin spray of milk then joined the fluids which seemed to continually spray upwards into the air, he squeezed her tit, milked it and squeezed it again, directing the flow of this into Sheri's waiting mouth.
Jared had continued stroking his own organ while watching all of this, and now his too joined the magnificent display of white frothy fluids being produced in such quantity as to appear nearly surrealistic in the intensity and volume of what was being witnessed and so openly and freely given.
The mattress was soon soaked, drenched and dripping with Mona's fluids. Everyone had been affected in some way or form. Gene had also sprayed my own dick with a warm squeezed stream of Mona's tit-milk, and I once again masturbated, using it as the catalyst for a second, surprising quick cum of my own, though the dribble of actual cream simply ran down between my fingers and onto my balls.
For hours afterwards, we spent time recuperating while others played. Watching one another, the girls all using toys on themselves or upon one another in a near continuous orgy of sexual depravation and lust. At one point, Jared and Gene lay sucking one another's pricks until as there orgasms approached, Shelly and Sheri each took a cock from their own sucking lips, and jacked them off in order to watch this final climatic orgasm amongst us all.
I couldn't count the number of times I had actually come myself. I was beyond exhaustion, I could barely move and felt raw and sore in some ways, yet still lingered emotionally in a state of unabated excitement, my brain numb with the overpowering intensity of everything that had been experienced, felt, watched or enjoyed.
Even as the sun finally began to peek through the drawn window curtains, and as I drifted in and out of sleep nestled amongst a pile of nude forms, naked bodies sprawled over and against one another, I knew it to be a new day and a new beginning for me as well.
And not only that...but I had been invited along to Malibu too!
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"Good morning Christy," Bryan Jensen said, as he set his briefcase down on the floor next to the receptionist's workstation. Without glancing her way, he began sorting through the stack of correspondence, phone messages and inter-office envelopes that were waiting for him.
"Good morning Mr. Jensen," Christy responded smiling at him, though he really wasn't looking at her. "Oh...I'm supposed to tell you, your conference call has been postponed until this afternoon at two," she added quickly.
Bryan did look up at her then, smiling. He dreaded the weekly conference call meetings with the corporate office. They were always long and boring. The good news was, with the meeting rescheduled for the afternoon, it would in all likelihood be much shorter. They always were, whenever they had to be rescheduled.
"That's good news," he said, winking at her. It certainly wasn't a flirtatious wink. Bryan had been and was very careful about that. His number one personal rule was he didn't date, fool around or get too friendly or personal with anyone he worked with. It was not to say that there wasn't a fair amount of office flirtation on occasion. He'd flirted himself, if you wanted to call it that, but it was generally innocent. Never anything that his co-workers could construe as being forward or worse, sexually harassing. At 51, Bryan was still in pretty good shape. It was something he was proud of, as he still looked a lot younger than many of the men his age that he worked with. He still had a full thick head of hair with only a touch of gray beginning to show at the temples.
It was a damn good thing that no one could read his mind, however, or he really would be in trouble. He noticed Christy for the first time now, as he actually looked up at her, winking as he sometimes did. He saw she was wearing her long dark hair in a ponytail today, something he personally liked. It tended to give women a younger, innocent look that he found to be a major turn on. Besides the ponytail, Christy was also wearing a modest though alluringly cut blouse. Standing slightly off to one side from her, especially with Christy sitting down, Bryan had a nice, unobstructed view of her fairly large breasts. Not that she was wearing anything too low cut, especially for the office. Just the style of her blouse as it tended to push in on one side of the "V" cut, and puff out on the other. He just happened to be standing opposite the puff-out side, giving him a tantalizing view of her white, very lacy bra. Christy's smile widened even more, if that was possible, after he'd winked at her. Turning, he reached down to retrieve his briefcase, stealing one more quick view down her blouse, and nearly ran Rachel over.
"Oh, I'm sorry Rachel," he said. "I wasn't looking where I was going." She had dropped a handful of interoffice mail she'd been carrying. Bryan met her at knee level as they both quickly stooped to pick it up simultaneously. "No problem...Bry...uh, Mr. Jensen," she amended quickly. "As a matter of fact, there's an important looking letter in here for you someplace."
They both stood, Bryan handing Rachel his portion of the papers that had fallen, scattering all over the floor. "I need to hurry over to my office," he said. "When you find it, go ahead and bring it in to me." Without waiting for her response, Bryan turned and quickly headed down the hall without any further mishaps.
Rachel, who worked in the mailroom, made several interoffice drop-offs and pick-ups throughout the day. Bryan was fairly easy going and laid back for a quote "Office Manager". He hated the formalities, certainly hated having to wear a tie, which was one of the reasons he'd fought so hard for, and finally pushed through Friday's as being casual dress day.
Rachel had been working for the company for a little over a year now. In that time, Bryan had gotten to know her on a much more informal level. He'd told her a long time ago to call him Bryan, which she did whenever they were alone, though continuing to call him Mr. Jensen whenever anyone else was around. He smiled as he reached his office, flipped on the light switch, dropping his briefcase down on top of his desk. Rachel was another one that tended to wear her long, light brown hair in a ponytail. He'd told her a while back how much he liked it whenever she'd worn it that way, and suddenly, she'd begun doing so nearly every day. He wondered briefly if it was because he'd mentioned that to her, or if it was simply the style she preferred especially working in the environment that she did. Admittedly, he was attracted to her; she really was cute, but easily half his age. And besides, he was engaged to be married..."again" he mused to himself, in a little less than six month's from now.
Though their relationship had remained professional, she was one of the few women he knew that he actually did flirt with, though remaining very careful about whatever it was he said to her when he did. She in turn, flirted back, sometimes bordering on the more explicit innuendos, which Bryan admittedly got quite a turn on out of hearing from her.
"Knock, knock." Rachel suddenly said, catching Bryan by surprise when she did.
Looking up, he saw her standing in his doorway. "Have you got a second?" she asked him.
"Sure kiddo," he said. "Come on in." Bryan had called Rachel "kiddo" for about as long as he'd known and been working with her. But again, only whenever they were out of earshot from any of the other employee's. "What's up?" He asked her.
"I lied to you earlier," she said, stepping into his office, closing the door behind her as she did.
"This really must be serious!" Bryan said standing up. As often as Rachel had come by his office, she'd never once come in and closed the door behind her before.
"I needed an excuse to come see you," she began, leaning against the closed door. "I'm really going to miss hearing that," she added as an afterthought.
"Miss hearing what?" He questioned, obvious confusion and concern in his voice as he spoke.
Rachel laughed, came away from the door and walked over to stand directly in front of him. It would have been difficult sliding an envelope between them. Bryan was a good six inches taller than Rachel was, as such, she stood on tippy-toes, reached up placing both hands on either side of his face and kissed him, quickly...but kissing him all the same.
"Rachel?" Bryan said with more than a little surprise in his tone of voice. She stepped back, blushing. On top of the ponytail, blushing gave her even more of that sweet innocent look. Bryan saw something else too that had suddenly just appeared. Chalk it off to the cooler air in this section of the office for whatever reason perhaps, but looking at her now, he couldn't help but notice the twin hard little points that had suddenly appeared beneath the shirt she was wearing. Rachel was by no means chesty, far from it in fact. It was rare that he'd ever noticed her wearing a bra, unless it was a sports bra that she'd had to wear because of some outfit she'd chosen to wear that would not have allowed her to go bra less otherwise. The fact that her hard little nipples were so apparent now wasn't much different than many of the other women in this section of the office struggled with every day themselves. But now...added to everything else, Rachel was looking even sexier, sensual than she had been.
"I just wanted to let you know that I gave my two weeks notice starting tomorrow. I've found a new job paying twice what I've been making here."
Bryan knew it was pointless to try and convince her to stay, especially monetarily. Rachel also worked for an entirely different department from his, which gave him no sway whatsoever with her immediate supervisor.
"Damn...I'm happy for you, but sad to hear you'll be leaving," he told her honestly. "I hope they know what an excellent, hard working employee they're losing," he added.
Rachel blushed once again. Bryan felt his cock twitch inside his pants, immediately sitting down behind his desk before it became even more obvious.
"Well, I just wanted to tell you personally before you heard it from anyone else. And...I wanted to give you a personal thank you for everything you've done for me," she said, immediately reminding him again of her little kiss. Now it was his turn to blush, and he turned away from her.
"Fuck," he said, laughing to himself. When he turned back around to face her, there was a look of surprise on her face.
"I don't think I've ever heard you say that word before." Rachel said, a quirky amused expression showing on her face.
"What word?" He asked, honestly not knowing...suddenly realizing he had spoken it aloud instead of silently to himself.
"Fuck." Rachel said before he could respond back apologetically at her.
Bryan glanced past her; suddenly damn glad the door to his office was still closed.
"Actually...I think it's a very sexy word." Rachel said, putting him off guard. "I always get a kick out of people who say it, then seem to freak out whenever they hear someone else saying it. Fuck.... Don't you think it's kind of sexy when you hear it?" she asked.
"Well yes, I guess. If it's the right time, and the right setting, which I don't think this would be considered," he said seriously, once again looking past her at the still closed door.
Rachel laughed, once again coming around his desk towards him. Bryan didn't dare stand up this time, but she was too quick for him to have done that anyway. Hugging him to her suddenly, he found himself at the "perfect" height, suddenly feeling one of her hard little nubbins of flesh grazing his cheek. Bryan had an insane notion suddenly. He wanted to stick his tongue out and caress that little point of cloth covered flesh. Fighting back the urge, he simply waited for her to release him, which she did a moment later.
"I really am going to miss you," she said.
"Hey...would you like it if I took you out to lunch or something?" He asked.
"Lunch? Or something?" she winked. Bryan didn't know what to say or how to respond to that one without making it worse, so he didn't.
"You know...you're not like most men. I know, cause I've heard them say things about me before when they thought I was too far away to hear them. You know, little comments about my hard nipples, or how they could see my cute pinkish little areolas through my shirts. Even though I knew damn well they couldn't, they liked talking to one another, telling each other that they had, or that they did. But I never once heard you ever say anything, either to me, or to anyone else for that matter."
Now Bryan felt stupid. And not entirely honest with her, especially sitting there sporting a full blown hardon at the moment.
"Listen Rachel, I'm no saint. I might not have said anything to you, or anyone else for that matter, but it doesn't mean I haven't thought about things." Just telling her that much had crossed over that imaginary line in the sand. Bryan sat there nervously wondering what she thought after having said it, wishing momentarily that he hadn't.
She was smiling however, actually grinning quite broadly in fact. "Me too. It's kinda nice to hear you say that. I've thought about, and fantasized all kinds of things," she suddenly admitted.
Bryan swallowed, felt his prick lurch inside his pants hungrily. "Listen...about lunch," he said trying to change the subject before this got even more out of hand than it was. "When would you like to go?"
"How about tomorrow?" she said.
"Sounds good...my afternoon's pretty open. What time, and where would you like to go? You pick the place."
Rachel stood there thinking for a moment. "How about 1:00? I'll meet you out in the parking lot, and maybe by then, I'll have decided where it is I want to go."
"Ok...sounds good." Bryan responded. Rachel turned, opening the door but stopped briefly before leaving. "By the way, you might want to sit there for a while," she said. "Especially with that little problem you developed. If you get up and walk out now, you might be a little embarrassed," she added.
Bryan wasn't just blushing, his face had turned crimson as he watched Rachel quickly disappear, thankfully closing the door after herself when she did. Free to allow himself to look down, he expected to find a bulge in his slacks, but when he did look down, he also saw a rather round, very obvious wet spot showing on the front of his beige slacks.
"Fuck me!" He said loud enough that had his door been open; his assistant would have most likely have heard him.
A moment later his phone rang. "Bryan Jensen," he answered as business like as he could muster. "May I help you?"
"Having a bad day?"
"Oh...Marsha!" Bryan said, trying to sound far less tense than he had. Then suddenly remembering his fiance was no doubt calling to remind him of their dinner party that evening. "No...not really. In fact, the good news is, I'll probably be getting off a little earlier today than I thought I would," he said, remembering the postponed conference call. He also realized that he probably had sounded angry, though of course he wasn't really, unless it was at himself for allowing himself to get as excited, and as aroused as he had.
"Oh...well, you sounded like maybe you were." Marsha said suspiciously. "I hope you won't be in a bad mood tonight, you know how important this is to me, I really do want you to meet Nick and Kathy. I really think you'll like them. And they'll like you too...as long as you're not in a pissy mood," she said flatly.
"Don't worry Marsha...." Bryan said, now getting a little pissy. "I'll be just fine."
"Uh huh...well, whatever...pick me up at seven though, ok?" she asked.
"Yeah...ok, seven. Listen honey, I really do need to get going here, or I won't be getting off early," he said changing his tone, making an effort to end their conversation on a good note. It seemed to work, as he could hear the difference in hers when she told him good-bye.
#
The evening went pretty much as he'd expected it to. He did like Marsha's friends, finding he really liked Marsha's best friends husband a great deal by the time the evening was over with. He and Nick seemed to have quite a bit in common together, venturing outside for a shared smoke, joking and teasing about some woman they saw walk past them on the side-walk with half her ass sticking out beneath the short-shorts she was wearing.
"Shit...wouldn't you love to jump in and grab a hold of that?" Nick had stated. Bryan hadn't responded back to him immediately however, he was too busy picturing Rachel's ass at the moment to have heard him clearly.
#
He found her just where she said she would be. It was 1:00; Rachel stood waiting for him by his car. Bryan was glad it was Friday for several reasons, the least of which was he was wearing a dark blue pair of Levi's for one thing, along with a light blue denim shirt. Surprisingly, so was Rachel. She immediately laughed, holding her hand up to her mouth when she saw him.
"What's so funny?" he asked, though he'd said it with an amused tone, rather than an accusing one.
"Oh...nothing really. I was just thinking about something," she said. "Have any problems after I left your office?"
Bryan knew where this was going; deciding to dodge that bullet before it even came close. "Well, where'd you like to go?" he asked her.
Rachel looked at him briefly for a moment. "Your place?"
"Rachel...I really don't think that would be such a good idea," he said.
"Ok...how about my place then?" Bryan looked at her, unsure of what to say at this point.
"Why? What have you got in mind?" he asked, now curious as to what it was she wanted to do.
"To be honest...I'm really not very hungry, but I would like to talk to you about a few things. Things that I couldn't before, before now...with me leaving and all."
Bryan lived far closer to their office than she did, so he quickly decided to take her there instead. They drove along in silence, however. Bryan beginning to wonder if Rachel was having a change of heart the closer they got to his place. Pulling into the garage, he closed the garage door before allowing either of them to get out.
"No sense giving the neighbors anything to think about," he said glibly. Rachel followed him inside without saying anything.
"Would you like something to drink?" he asked.
"Sure...have any beer?"
He didn't unfortunately; he did have some scotch, rum...even tequila, but decided against offering her any of those. Normally he would not have a drink during business hours unless he was entertaining a client, and even then he would only have one. Now however, more than a little bit nervous, he thought a glass of wine or two perhaps would settle his nerves.
"Sorry, I don't. Just wine, or a soft drink," he added hopefully.
"Wine would be fine then," she told him.
Bryan quickly poured them both a glass, handing one to her before sitting down on the sofa across from her. It was a fairly warm day outside, and as he was usually gone during the day, the air conditioning though running, was set at a much higher temperature than normal.
"Whew...it's pretty hot today," Rachel said taking a sip of her drink. "Do you mind if I take off my shirt?" she asked.
It was hot. "Getting hotter by the moment, in fact," Bryan thought to himself. "No...of course not, go right a head," he told her.
Rachel quickly unbuttoned her shirt, pulling it out of her Levi's as she did. Beneath it she'd worn the equivalent of a white tank top. Bra less of course, Bryan could easily see her perky small rounded breasts as they pressed against the thin material. Though the air conditioning was still far less than normal, it was enough however to soon spring life into her nipples, which stood firm, straining against the fabric. Bryan had to force his gaze away from them. When he did, he caught a brief, coquettish look from Rachel as his eyes met hers.
"So...what did you want to talk about?" he asked, dodging what he believed to be another bullet fired from that same gun. "I hope you're only using a six-shooter and not an automatic," he said flippantly.
"What?" Rachel asked confused.
"Never mind...private joke," he said, shaking his head.
She didn't press it, which he was suddenly very grateful for. Instead of sitting down across from him on the opposite couch however, she walked over, sitting down on the same one he was sitting on, though on the far side, still leaving a short distance between them.
"Well, for one thing, I wanted to tell you that I was still a virgin," she began. Bryan stared at her...not only was he at a loss for words, he wasn't sure why Rachel was telling him this. "Had she just offered him her virginity or something?" he wondered.
"Ahh...is there a reason you wanted to tell me that?" he asked.
Rachel laughed, blushed slightly, then continued. "Well, probably not for the reason you're thinking," she said. "I'm not asking you to fuck me if that's what you're wondering. The point of my telling you that, was to tell you that I haven't yet met a man who I really wanted to do anything with, for one reason."
"And the other?" He asked.
"And the other...is because I really don't trust men all that much anyway...never have really. To me, they're pretty much all the same." Rachel polished off her wine, holding it up to him. "May I have another?"
Bryan stood, finished his own drink, carried the two empty glasses back into the kitchen, where he poured them both another one. Rachel followed him when he did.
"Anyway....the reason I wanted to tell you that, share that with you is because you're probably the very first man I've ever met who I felt like I really could trust," she finished finally. "Admittedly, I'm a little inexperienced when it comes to any real intimate relationships with men. Don't get me wrong, I'm certainly not a prude, and I don't think I'm really inhibited or anything like that. I have fantasies, just like everybody else. I just haven't acted on most of them, is all. So...since I'm telling you all this, might as well ask you while I've got the courage to do so. Do you have fantasies Bryan? Do you act...or just think of them like I do?"



"Well of course...sure I do," Bryan told her. "But I'm probably even more inhibited than you are if the truth be known."
"Oh really? Why is that...why do you think that?" she pressed him.
"For one thing...at my age, though I may have more experience in certain areas than you do, I've also had this so called "fantasy-life" for a lot longer than you have, too. I'm guessing around twenty-five, twenty-six years worth to be exact. And so...I've probably thought about things you've never even dreamed of, but never acted on. So in a way...I'm probably more inhibited sexually than you are...right now at least."
"Have you ever wanted to experience a threesome?" she asked.
Now it was Bryan's turn to shy away and laugh. Marsha and he had been engaged for quite a while by this time. Early on in their relationship they had discussed fantasies and such. One evening when things had gotten pretty hot and heavy, Marsha had been sucking his cock, teasing him almost unmercifully while doing so, finally coaxing from him what his biggest fantasy was.
He shared all this with Rachel, watching the expression on her face as he used the term's "blow job" and "cock-sucking". Surprisingly, she didn't flinch upon hearing him say this. He was in turn surprised he could speak so candidly with her about it without feeling either embarrassed or uncomfortable.
"So no....I never have, but Marsha knows it's something I've often fantasized about doing, several times. It's my BIGGEST fantasy perhaps, which is pretty close to hers as well. Though mine is of course with two women, hers...with two men. Ok...now that I've shown you mine so to speak...show me yours."
Rachel laughed, the meaning behind the question not lost on her. "Same as yours," she said quietly.
Bryan's eyebrows raised in surprise as he looked at her. "You mean...you, another woman and a guy?"
"Well, no...not exactly. More like...me, another woman...and you."
Bryan was surprised by this revelation. Dodging yet another fired bullet from her gun, though this one coming considerably closer than the previous two, he stuttered "Have.... have you ever been with another woman before?". He was curious...as well as interested in hearing what she had to say about that one.
"Once...sort of," she began. "Back in high school you know, one of those sleep over things with my best friend? Well...we'd been friends for years, comfortable enough to tell one another just about anything. Somehow we got on the subject of masturbation, and Cindy...my friend, asked me if I ever did it. Of course I did, though not often...but I'd never had an orgasm really. I always felt "tingly-good" but never that "wham, oh my god" feeling you know?"
Bryan stood there listening, drained yet another full glass of wine and poured another. Rachel had hardly even touched hers, which suddenly he was slightly grateful for. "Uh huh..." he finally managed.
"So anyway, she asks me to show her how I do it...so maybe she can help me with it, you know?"
"Uh huh..." Bryan said again.
"I felt a little weird though, you know...just suddenly expected to start playing with myself in front of her. So I basically told her I'd do it...if she did. Which of course...she did."
"Of course." Bryan said pouring another glass of wine for himself.
"So now, we're both masturbating watching one another, and one thing leads to another. Cindy sees that I'm having a little difficulty actually doing it in front of her, so she offers to do it for me. So...I let her."
Bryan realized by this time his erection had begun growing. With no place to go without revealing himself to her, he quickly stepped behind the kitchen counter as a means to further conceal his rapidly worsening condition.
"Hell Rachel, I think everyone has, or goes through one of those experimental, curiosity things...I certainly did, you know...the old circle jerk thing some guys experience with one another when they're growing up."
"I agree with you," she told him. "But it was very exciting for me too, Bryan. I really enjoyed it...I enjoyed her playing with me, and my playing with her. Things sort of escalated from there, and soon we were going down on one another, which is where I had my first really true orgasm."
"I can see why," he offered. "I rather enjoy doing that myself."
Rachel smiled almost evilly at him. "I bet you're damn good at it too," she stated.
"Bam! Another bullet." He thought. Only this one winged him as he felt his cock lurch involuntarily. "Good thing I wore dark blue this time," he congratulated himself.
"No complaints," he offered lamely.
"Uh huh..." Rachel threw at him smiling.
"So...what other fantasies do you have?" he asked. He was probably treading on quicksand here he knew...but the truth of it was, he enjoyed talking with Rachel. Not only was she easy to talk to, the fact that those beautiful, perky little boobs of hers were poking out there at him the way they were, might have had something to do with it.
"Another BIG one for me.......but maybe I'd better not tell you about it. You'd probably only laugh at me anyway," she said.
"No I wouldn't."
"Would too," she shot back...
"Wouldn't..."
"Would!"
Bryan felt in a way like a teenager all over again. The banter, the teasing...innuendo's galore. Rachel wasn't using a six-gun after all. She was armed with a full automatic.
She walked around the kitchen counter, coming closer to him where he stood. "Seriously Bryan, I'll tell you...but you've got to promise not to laugh at me, or tease me about it ok?"
"Ok..." he said seriously now. "So tell me...what is it?"
"I've never seen a man masturbate. I've always wanted too...but never have."
"Why would I laugh about that? Hell Rachel, I love seeing a woman do that! It's one of my favorite things in fact...I really enjoy seeing it. Certainly something I'd never turn down" he said grinning.
"Ok...well maybe you're not laughing...but at least you've gotten to see it...I haven't," she said sadly...truthfully.
"Well...maybe you just need to ask the right guy," he offered, not intending to mean himself, not wanting it to sound like he was trying to press himself on her, especially not like that.
Her face brightened however, when he did. "You mean...you would? If I asked you?" she said seriously.
Bryan felt a series of shots right through the heart. "If you'd like me to...I'd do it...for you," he said softly, meaning it. Admitting it to her hadn't hurt a bit. He was worried that their sudden intimate conversation would cause them problems. He was engaged to be married, for one thing, and Rachel was half his age, for an other. The fact that he was admittedly attracted to her wasn't the problem. The problem was, he didn't want to be just another one of those men that Rachel had told him about.
"When?" she asked. "Now?"
Bryan glanced at his watch; they had been gone nearly an hour already. Worse...he felt the affects of the wine. Not that he couldn't drive safely...he could, or she could, at the very least. No...it was the erection he was sporting that was sending all kinds of naughty delicious signals out.
"Can you get off the rest of the day?" he asked.
"Sure...Jane, my supervisor told me I didn't even have to come in if I didn't want to. I told her I would, only to help out until they got a replacement for me, but it's been really slow lately...so yeah, I think so."
"Ok...you call your boss, and then if it's ok. I'll call my assistant and tell her I'm taking the rest of the afternoon off!"
Neither had any problems. Though Bryan admittedly got a sudden case of the "shy's". Where moments before he had a very hard, stiff erection, he felt it now dwindling slightly, suddenly very much aware of what he'd promised to do, would do. But the thought of disappointing her somehow in that area hadn't really occurred to him, until now. He was an averaged sized guy. "Nothing to write home about," he thought in that department. "Would she in fact find him less than in her fantasies? Her expectations?" he couldn't help but wonder.
They headed downstairs to his den where it was considerably darker, especially during the day. With subdued lighting, it might help him overcome his sudden nervousness, perhaps even making it a little more sensual for them both. At least he found himself hoping it would, hoping as well that his erection would once again become at least as hard as it had been. If he were to simply sit there flogging a very flaccid, semi erect penis, he'd die from embarrassment.
Rachel however seemed keyed up...nervous in another way. Almost giddy with excitement over watching him...finally watching a man actually play with himself for her.
Bryan looked at it as though standing on the edge of a very cold lake. He somehow knew that if he simply dipped his toe in, he might never jump in all the way. There was only one way to get wet, by his thinking. And that was to simply jump in. Rachel had by now sat down on the couch next to him, once again hugging the corner, sipping her wine, but watching him expectantly.
"Uh...I'm not going to lie to you, kiddo," he said. "I'm being a little bit shy here if you know what I mean." Rachel laughed, though not at him...with him. Which helped ease the sexual tension somewhat, anyway. "What would you like me to do?" she asked seriously.
"Well...it might help if you were to maybe take your top off or something, so I'd have something to look at while I'm doing this," he told her. Much to his delight and surprise, Rachel leaned over, grabbing the bottom of her tank top and pulled it up and over her head. Sitting back against the couch, her perfect perky little boobs staring at him, suddenly opened the floodgates to his semi-hard erection, filling it with the much needed fluid to make it nice and hard for her.
Bryan removed his clothing. Again thinking to himself, if he was really going to do this for her, he was going to do it naked...not half clothed as though he was trying to hide anything. Or make it look like he was going to rush through this just in order to get it over with. Nude, he turned towards her, glad that his cock had at least reached a point of standing up by itself, anyway.
"I'm not one of those guys with a really big dick," he warned her.
"It's not the size of your dick that I'm interested in," Rachel told him. For a moment, he wasn't exactly sure that was a good or a bad thing.
Bryan sat down on the couch finally and began slowly stroking himself. Warming up, he began to tell her what he enjoyed doing to himself, how it felt when he did, and why he liked doing things a certain way. Rachel looked genuinely interested, even lusty as she continued watching. He saw the change in her breathing, glancing occasionally at her very hard, very erect nipples that he'd surmised by now were no longer acting that way on account of the air-conditioning. Especially as this was the warmest room in his entire house.
"How does that feel when you do it like that?" she asked him, after he'd shown her a particular grip and stroke that he enjoyed doing at the beginning.
"It's kind of a nice teasy-feeling," he told her. "Sort of like foreplay I guess...I like the first few moments when I'm just working up to the pleasure strokes, touching my cock like this is my way of "getting there" before "getting there", if you know what I mean."
Rachel actually nodded her head in understanding, licking her upper lip with her tongue as she did. Bryan again glanced over at her cute little breasts, without thinking, he reached over, thumbing and caressing an erect nipple. "Oh...I'm sorry, is that ok?" he asked.
This time she simply nodded her head. So he continued to explore her hard nubbin of flesh with his fingers, which in turn made his erection even firmer, much harder than it had been. After a time, he began stroking it in such a way that would eventually lead to an orgasm. He hadn't really thought about it until now...but under the circumstances, he thought he should at least ask her. "Do you want me to keep going until I cum? Or...have you seen as much as you wanted to see?"
"Until you cum," she said breathlessly, obviously very much aroused now herself. Knowing this made it much easier for Bryan to continue, beginning to press for the obviously anticipated, and now expected result.
Feeling her soft breast, toying with her very erect nubbin of flesh brought him to the brink of ecstasy. "I'm almost there." He told her. Rachel sat up, obviously interested and wanting to see "the show", as he thought of it when she did. He began jacking his prick harder now, striving for that feeling; wanting to reach it for her, share it with her.
"Oh yeah...oh yeah....OH YEAH!" Bryan groaned deeply. Though the climax was good, he himself was a little disappointed in the obvious outcum. From start to finish had been perhaps no more than five or ten minutes at best. It had certainly felt good, made even better by looking at, and fondling Rachel's tits. But his spendings had done little more than merely dribble out of and down the side of his cock. He felt almost embarrassed by the lackadaisical display.
"If I'd done this over a longer period of time...I'd have really ejaculated a lot better than I did," he told her openly. She seemed honestly pleased however, that she'd witnessed what she had, and told him so.
"Perhaps you'll do it for me again sometime then," she added. "I'd enjoy seeing that."
"Really? You'd like for me to do this again for you?" he asked.
"Yes," she said easily, simply. "I'd like that."
They sat together chatting talking for quite a while, until it was finally time for him to drive her back so she could at least pick up her car. By the time he had dropped her off, and driven home, he saw that Marsha's car was parked out in front of his place. Though they were not living together, he'd given her a set of keys to his house so that Marsha could let herself in anytime. As he pulled his car into the garage, he quickly tried to remember if he'd left any "evidence" out as to what had happened just a short time ago. He'd washed the wine glasses, putting them away before they left. There were no clothes to be found lying around, of that he was sure. Confident, he entered his house, calling out Marsha's name.
"Marsha?" he called, opening the door to his house from the garage. "Are you here?"
Hearing nothing, he ventured quietly into the house, almost creeping wondering where she was, what she was doing. He found her, lying on the couch, a vibrator softly buzzing purring in her hand. "Thought I'd have some fun while waiting for you to get home," she told him.
"I can see that." He responded. Admittedly, his experience with Rachel earlier had left him still excited, aroused and terribly, terribly horny.
"You know that's one of my fantasies," he told her. "Among others...."
Marsha had obviously been pleasuring herself for a little while. She had that lusty-eyed look that told him she was in one of her really rare, dirty-minded moods. "Hmm, and what other fantasies would you like to enjoy doing?" she asked, slipping the toy deeply inside herself, holding it there, and allowing the intensity to increase inside her pussy.
"Watching you with another woman, seeing her licking your pussy...wouldn't that feel really nice right about now?" he suggested.
Marsha gave him an inquisitive look, but Bryan continued. She was obviously close to reaching an orgasm, so he thought he would pursue this particular line of thought with her for as long as he dared. "She'd be down there between your legs, sucking, tickling your clit with her tongue." He walked over to the end of the couch, reached down, and began to fondle and caress her breasts, tweaking her hard nipples. "I'd stand here like this, playing with your breasts while she licked you."
"Hmm, that would feel nice," she admitted.
"You said you were curious about it," Bryan reminded her. "If I could find someone who might be interested...wouldn't you like to really try it and see what it was like?"
Bryan had let it all hang out there now. He hoped, with Marsha on the verge of climax, that she was vulnerable to the idea. Painting the erotic picture for her the way he had been doing, he wanted her to want to do it. Knowing however, it would have to be her who accepted the idea.
"I might...," she stated hotly. "But I'm not aware of anyone who might be interested," she said, almost sadly.
"I think I do," Bryan offered. "I remember overhearing something a while back at work, one of the women who used to work there," he added.
"Oh? Who?" Marsha asked, forgetting momentarily about the toy, allowing it to slip out of herself entirely.
Bryan thumbed her nipples, rolled them just the way she liked for him to do. She moaned, closed her eyes, reinserting the vibrating toy.
"Don't know if you ever met, or saw her. Rachel? She used to come into my office and deliver the mail? Wears her hair in a ponytail most of the time."
Marsha was quiet for a moment, trying to remember. "Oh yeah...I think I do remember her," she said. "You're serious? You really think she'd be interested?"
Bryan could tell by Marsha's level of excitement that she was actually considering the possibility. It wasn't simply a game being played between them now, not merely a fantasy to be toyed with and forgotten.
"I think if we approached her, carefully with the idea, she might be willing to go along with it." Bryan wanted to ensure that Marsha was being included in the approach. If he'd suggested it any other way, Marsha might have been suspicious that there was more to it than that.
"I guess we could invite her over or dinner or something, feel her out about it."
"Feel her up you mean," Bryan teased, wanting to keep things naughty, but with a teasing light banter.
"More like you wanting to feel her up," Marsha countered.
"So, who would you like to approach about a two guy threesome?" Bryan asked, changing the subject, but wanting to keep her aroused, open to the possibilities.
He watched as she again began stroking herself with the vibrator, obviously considering it. "I don't know...Nick maybe," she hinted. "But I'm not sure he'd be all that interested."
"Oh...I wouldn't worry too much about that," Bryan told her. "I'm sure he would be, in fact...I know he would."
"Oh really?" Marsha perked up suddenly very interested.
"Yeah...I'll arrange something with Rachel for one evening, then we'll set up a similar one with Nick, if you'd like."
"Ok..." Marsha said smiling, just as her orgasm began to over take her. Bryan continued fondling her nipples when she came...smiling to himself as he did.
#
The following Friday evening, Rachel came over to Bryan's place for dinner. He had gone down to the mailroom the previous Monday, motioning her to come out into the hallway when he saw her. He'd extended the invitation, not sure if she would really be comfortable in coming over. To his surprise, she accepted almost immediately. He told her briefly that the whole point in their getting together was to see if she was even remotely interested in a three-way with him and Marsha. Rachel blushed profusely, but he considered it more excitement than any real shyness. He was delighted even more when she accepted.
With a refrigerator full of beer, a light easy dinner planned, and Marsha about as horny as Bryan had ever seen her, they both waited excitedly for Rachel's arrival. Shortly after they had eaten, they immediately sat down in the warm, cozy den. Marsha had purposely worn an outfit that was suggestive without being vulgar. In addition, she had chosen to wear one of the sexiest bras she owned, more lace than support actually, that allowed her dark areola's to peek through the lacy cups suggestively. The white blouse she wore was a sheer, nearly transparent garment that allowed both him, as well as Rachel, to clearly see the bra she was wearing beneath it. Bryan was even delighted when Rachel commented on it after they sat down.



"I really like your blouse," Rachel told her. "And your bra is really pretty," she added. "I can't really wear a lot of things like that, obviously," she indicated, drawing attention to her small bra less breasts.
"Actually Rachel, you have a distinct advantage over most women. You can at least wear tops without having to wear a bra. That is just as sexy, just as sensual. Don't you agree Bryan?" she turned, questioning him. Bryan had been caught staring at her. Rachel had made herself a little more comfortable, undoing, but not taking off the denim shirt she was wearing. Her nipples were already hard, well defined in the tight fitting tee shirt she was wearing beneath it.
"Uh...yeah," he stammered briefly, realizing he'd been caught looking.
Marsha laughed openly. "Boy...you can sure tell Bryan's a tit man can't you?" she asked Rachel. "Show him a little hard nipple, or a fleshy breast, and he simply zones out."
Rachel laughed over that one too. "I've noticed," she responded. "I bet you have a difficult time keeping his hands off of yours," she told her. "There's not a lot of mine to want to play with."
"Oh I bet you've got plenty of titty," Marsha said, suddenly standing up, walking over to sit down beside Rachel on the couch.
Bryan held his breath. Seeing Marsha so boldly approach Rachel was one of his ultimate fantasies. The fact that the very real possibility of something actually happening was finally starting to dawn on him, awakening his still flaccid penis, giving him renewed hope. Only a short time ago, it was nothing more than that...nothing more than an exciting thought that he hadn't really considered as being all that realistic.
He watched as Marsha reached over, cupping one of Rachel's breasts, gently giving it an affectionate squeeze. "Hmm, soft...," Marsha purred like a contented kitten, as she continued caressing it and kneading it just like a cat.
"Well...this is certainly making me horny," Bryan threw out teasingly. "I almost feel like I'm stoned."
Rachel laughed. "I am stoned," she admitted. "I was a little nervous about coming over here, so I smoked a joint before I came. The only problem is...it really makes me horny!" Rachel reached over, cupping one of Marsha's breasts and began caressing hers in a similar manner to the way that Marsha had been caressing hers.
Laughing, Bryan stated how he hadn't smoked grass since his old days back in college. "I've got some out in my car," Rachel said. "If you'd like to smoke a little?"
"Wow...I don't know Rachel, like I said, I'm already horny now...I'm afraid if I smoke any of that, I don't know what I'd be like...or what I'd do afterwards."
"Oh well then, ...I think you should go out and get it," Marsha told her. "I for one would enjoy seeing Bryan hornier than he's ever been before...how about you?"
"I'll be right back," Rachel said, getting up off the couch, peeling off her shirt as she did. She turned to smile at Bryan, winking...just as he thought her hard nipples appeared to be doing.
The moment Rachel disappeared through the door, Bryan turned towards Marsha. "You still ok with this?" he asked, concerned.
Marsha stood, by way of an answer, promptly taking her blouse off, quickly sliding out of her bra, shortly after. "I guess we'll see," she said, getting naked rather quickly. "Especially when she comes back in and sees me laying like this," she said, as she laid out on the couch.
Moments later, Rachel returned with the joint. Spying Marsha nude on the couch, she looked over towards Bryan. "How come you're not undressed?" she questioned him. "Here...light this," she said passing him the thinly rolled smoke. He quickly produced his lighter and lit it. As he did, he was slightly surprised to see Rachel pull her tee shirt over the top of her head in one fell swoop, followed quickly by her undoing her jeans, stepping out of them, and then pulling down the cotton briefs she'd been wearing.
"Well?" she questioned him again, taking back the joint from him, pulling on it hard, drawing the smoke into her lungs, holding it there.
"Damn...it really has been a long time," he had to admit. One hit and he was already starting to feel a nice, delicious horny little buzz.
"That's not what I meant," Rachel stated accusingly. "You're still not naked yet!" she admonished him.
Rachel offered the rapidly dwindling smoke to Marsha, but she declined. "No thanks, never really did anything for me, besides...I want to have a clear head so I can see what Bryan's like when he's stoned," she said laughing, almost as though she were high.
Rachel gave it back to Bryan, though only after he'd finally undressed and now stood there with his hard cock sticking straight out like the proud little soldier it was. "So...feeling it yet?" she asked him.
"Oh hell yes!"he giggled. "Damn...I'd almost forgotten what it was like."
"Obviously your dick hasn't," Rachel said, looking at him. "I can see what you mean though...obviously you really are horny!"
"Shit...you can say that again. And speaking of horny...why don't we head up stairs and see what we can do about that?" he said smiling, feeling as though his smile had wrapped itself around his head three or four times.
"That sounds like a great idea," Marsha said jumping in. Standing up, she took Rachel by the hand, quickly leading her up the stairs towards the bedroom. "Coming Bryan?" she asked, looking back over her shoulder towards him.
"Not yet...but I plan too...several times in fact."
"Oh yeah...I'd say he's horny," Marsha chuckled.
"Obviously," Rachel agreed, continuing to follow her up the stairs.
By the time Bryan finally made his way to the bedroom, Marsha and Rachel were already on top of the bed. Even more surprising, however, Rachel was laying down on her back with Marsha having already positioned herself over the young woman's face.
"Like what you see?" Marsha asked him the moment he'd stepped inside the room.
"Actually...I'd like to lick what I see" he continued to giggle, though considerably more lustfully as he did.
"Then why don't you?" Marsha told him. "I'd enjoy seeing that, and I bet Rachel would enjoy feeling that...wouldn't you Rachel?"
"Ah huh...," she barely managed to say, as she lay there lightly tonguing Marsha's pussy with the flat of her tongue.
Bryan approached the bed. Positioned as she was, it was easier for him to kneel on the floor before her. Taking her legs, he spread them apart taking his first real look at her puffy swollen lips, reveling in the way she looked...so heated. "And so wet!" he thought almost immediately. He drew the tip of his finger down the soft recess of her slit, eliciting a choked, soft moan from her as he did. Rachel in turn, must have reacted simultaneously as she sucked Marsha's clit inside her mouth, giving it a quick pleasurable little kiss as her lips surrounded it.
"Oh...I don't know what you just did to her Bryan, but do that again whatever it was. I like what she did to me when you did that," Marsha laughed excitedly.
Bryan did...though he did so with his tongue this time, performing the same slow tantalizing exploration of her sweet little groove. Again Marsha responded, as again Rachel must have found the nubbin of Marsha's sex, sucking it gently...sweetly as she did. From his vantage point, looking up and through the tuft of soft downy fur he was also running the palm of his hand through, he watched as Rachel reached up, grasping each of Marsha's breasts. He watched as Rachel felt them with her hands, caressing and molding the soft tit flesh as she continued licking Marsha's aroused pussy.
"Fuck that looks good. Does it feel as good as it looks, Marsha?" He asked, his tongue deeply embedded inside Rachel's cunt, softly twiddling her clitty, teasing it as he knelt there watching everything going on above him.
"Oh fuck yes!" Marsha responded vulgarly. Whatever Rachel was doing to her, she was truly feeling it. Her eyes were closed tightly as she sat there above Rachel's face, chewing on her bottom lip, moaning contentedly over and over again. He also noticed that Marsha had leaned over slightly, now caressing and cupping one of Rachel's breasts.
Reaching up, Bryan began caressing Rachel's sole neglected tit. As Marsha played with her right breast, he in turn caressed and played with her left. Rachel was now moaning softly in accompaniment with Marsha's continued mewlings, which to Bryan, was like listening to a symphony of the sweetest sounds he'd ever heard.
"By the way...I really should warn you Rachel...Marsha squirts when she cums, even more than I do, actually."
Bryan and Marsha both heard mumbled, garbled sounds as Rachel attempted to speak, none of which sounded remotely intelligent, more like squishy frothy incoherencies, instead.
"Normally I'd say don't talk with your mouth full," Marsha quipped. "But as good as that just felt...maybe you should do it again!" she laughed.
She did however, rise up just enough to place her weight on her haunches, forcing Rachel to remove her tongue from inside her pussy when she did.
"I said...I've heard about that before, but never actually experienced it myself." Rachel said laughing. "Now...bring your pussy back here!"she demanded.
"Well...I guess you'll soon find out then!" Bryan said. "So be prepared, as she's apt to drown you when she does!" he told her.
Bryan just loved the way Rachel's nipples felt as he rolled them between his fingers. His cock throbbed achingly, feeling it stabbing the comforter on the bed uselessly, as though looking for a place to go. Reluctantly he removed his hand from her exquisite tit, slipping it down between his legs, finding, when he did, the river of pre-fuck juice that was leaking from his prick, coating the bedspread in a slimy sticky trail of unfulfilled desire. Spreading her pussy apart even wider as he now used both hands, he displayed her hard little clit even more openly than it had been.
"Oh Rachel...you have a beautiful clit!" Bryan exclaimed.
The sound of her mumbling something was heard, but the what that she'd replied remained unknown.
"I think she said thank you," Marsha laughed. "Now...quit making her talk Bryan, I was almost there!" she managed to say in a raspy breathless sounding tone.
Bryan had been slowly running his tongue through the folds of Rachel's cunt, gently...almost too gently. Having spread her lips apart with his hands, exposing her clit the way he had, he now pressed his lips around it, sucking, tenderly though firmly. Much like attempting to draw the pit from a cherry without breaking the skin.
"Oh you sweet wonderful bastard!" Marsha exclaimed lewdly. "I know what you're doing to Rachel...because she's doing it to me!"
Bryan was going crazy himself. Rachel's pussy was so deliciously wet, her clitoris so wonderfully hard, that he almost did not want her to cum. Not wanting this feast he was enjoying to end any time soon. The way Marsha was carrying on though, he knew that she was teetering on the edge of her own orgasm, capable of exploding any moment now.
"Lets change around a little," Bryan stated, suddenly.
"Oh no! Bryan...fuck...I'm so fucking close!" Marsha whined.
"All the more reason then, Marsha...if you cum in the position you're in, you really will drown poor Rachel, and besides...I think it's far more fun to watch you cum when you're laying down."
Marsha finally relented, moving away from Rachel, immediately lying down beside her instead. "Ok...damn you. But hurry up, I don't feel like starting over all over again, like I said...I'm fucking almost there now!"
Rachel immediately positioned herself so that she was towards the end of the bed in a lying down position between Marsha's legs.
"Hey...I know," Bryan said excitedly. "Let me sit on the floor with my back against the bed, then you sort of stand over my face so that I can continue licking you," he told her.
Rachel did as he asked, loving the slightly different sensation as she more or less straddled Bryan's face while leaning over to continue licking Marsha's pussy. She also enjoyed the freedom of teasing Marsha with her tongue a little more easily, all the while experiencing a myriad of differing sensations while Bryan continued tonguing and licking hers.
Moments later, Marsha was starting to buck against her. Rachel had latched on to her swollen clit, tenderly chewing it and sucking it into her mouth with tiny little nips of her teeth that made it tingle beyond Marsha's ability to endure.
"Oh fuck Rachel...make me cum now...please. Please make me cum, oh god I'm so damn close now!" she begged.
Bryan was simultaneously receiving a rather nice abundance of Rachel's female nectar at that very moment. With the tip of his tongue, he had been barely touching the tip of her clitoris ever so lightly, then alternating with quick-fire rapid full on strokes that had her quivering. He was enjoying the periodic convulsions and leg spasms he was causing while torturing her pussy that way. Rachel's breathing was coming quicker and quicker with each passing moment, though Bryan was trying as hard as he could to match the tempo and approach of Marsha's impending release.
"Oh...Oh...Oh....Rachel! Now........Now..........Now!" Marsha screamed at the top of her lungs. In the very next instant, her cunt erupted into a geyser of female cum cream. Her pussy squirted a milky-white cascade that looked very much like a waterfall as her cunt pulsated, throwing thin little streams of her musky spunk several inches into the air. Most of which splashed against Rachel's face, or simply disappeared down her throat. The onslaught was too great for Rachel to handle; she was forced away momentarily, though treated to actually witnessing the continued expulsions of juice from deep inside Marsha's pussy.
It was enough however, to trigger her own climax. Bryan felt her suddenly tense up, her legs pressing against his face, trapping him there briefly. Additionally, she seemed to collapse, surrendering herself, as well as her orgasm to him as his tongue flew back and forth across her super-sensitive clit like a thousand beating wings. Rachel wasn't nearly as vocal as Marsha had been, but her climax was every bit as intense, if not more so. Just the sudden rigidity that seemed to turn her into solid stone for a brief moment told Bryan all he needed to know, as Rachel literally turned inside out.
Marsha and Rachel both had collapsed on the bed together now. Each lying there, eyes closed, lost in a moment too special, too pure to share with anyone. Bryan could only sit back on the floor, watching them both...relieving the moment over and over in his mind. After what seemed like an eternity, Marsha was the first one to finally come around.
"Well...that was nothing short of spectacular," she said. "Are you ok, Rachel? I didn't think I'd cum quite that hard...or that much. I hope I didn't shock you by that," she said more than just a little sheepishly.
Rachel rolled over, lying next to Marsha, gingerly reaching out to touch her still damp glistening slit. "That was one of the most incredible things I've ever seen. Do you always do that?" she asked.
"Not every time..." Bryan said standing up finally, moving over to sit down on the bed. "But usually when she's really....really aroused, she does."
"Speaking of aroused..." Marsha indicated pointing at Bryan's very obvious erection. "I guess we really should do something about that don't you think?" Marsha reached over, clasping his penis. "Would you like to feel this inside you, Rachel?" she asked.
Bryan immediately looked over towards where Rachel lay. He remembered her mentioning to him about her being a virgin, something he wasn't about to confess to knowing about. "Maybe she's not interested in doing that," Bryan stated, hoping as he did, that he had given Rachel a way where she wouldn't be expected to.
"I'd enjoy that," she said instead, looking at him with eyes that told him she still trusted him. Trusted him to be gentle with her when he did.
Marsha sat up next to Rachel, immediately reaching over to begin caressing her perky soft breasts. "They really are nice to play with," she told her. "Your nipple's are even bigger than mine," she added. Bryan looked at Rachel one more time, still trying to convey to her that she didn't have to do this if she really didn't want to. Rachel reached out, fondling his erection lovingly. As Bryan knelt between her legs, she used his prick like a vibrator, teasing herself, sliding it up and down the slick groove of her moist folds. She began using the tip of his cock to toy with the hard little nubbin of her clit, sliding it from side to side, drawing moans of delight from herself as she did.
"Oh....that feels really nice," she admitted.
Bryan was delighted that she was doing this, not only did he enjoy the sensations that Rachel's hand, as well as her slippery wet cunt were giving him, but that she was preparing herself for him well ahead of time. A short time later, she placed him at the opening of her sex, withdrawing her hand. Once again he gazed into her eyes, but saw no fear or anxiety there as he looked at her, more like wonder and surrender. Bryan slowly eased himself into her, the head of his penis gently pushing against her lips until they engulfed the head of his dick, as though kissing it.
"Bryan?" Rachel said. He stopped, holding his breath, suddenly worried and concerned if he was hurting her or something.
"I'm a virgin technically," she said smiling. "This is my first time with a man. yes...but, it's NOT my first time having something inside of me," she laughed. "If you're worried about hurting me...I don't think that's going to happen. But I do like the slow thingy you're doing...so, keep doing that. It's kinda nice, actually."
Bryan looked towards Marsha, grinning sheepishly. She in turn blew him a kiss. "Go easy darling," she cautioned.
Bryan continued to ease his very hard prick inside of her. "Damn Rachel...you're really wet. Feels damn good!"
"Hmmm," Rachel managed in turn as he continued to slowly slide inside her warm tight sheath.
Marsha bent, drawing in one of Rachel's hard nipples, sucking it gently, and thumbing the other with her fingers. As she did, she brought one of her breasts within easy reach of Rachel's waiting lips. Rachel was soon sucking Marsha's tit with the same soft hunger that she was being fed.
"Damn that looks good...seeing the two of you doing that to one another," Bryan said excitedly.
"I thought you might enjoy this," Marsha said, looking at him. "After all, I've known for quite sometime that this was one of your major fantasies."
Bryan slowly withdrew, easing his penis backwards before thrusting equally as slowly back inside Rachel's pussy. "Ah yes...and it's certainly everything I imagined it could ever be," he responded with difficulty. Beneath him, Rachel began to arch her back slightly meeting his thrusts, timing her rhythm to his and increasing the tempo of their coupling as she did. Gradually, Bryan was stroking in and out of Rachel's hot liquid quim with needful expectation. She in turn drew him closer to her, forcing Marsha to temporarily let go of her breasts. Holding on for all she was worth now, Rachel locked her legs around Bryan's lower back, angling herself so as to feel him filling her completely.
"Oh Bryan! That's it baby...keep going. You should see the look on her face! It's fucking beautiful!" Marsha admired, watching the two as they headed towards obvious orgasm together.
Rachel's face was in fact, beginning to turn red with the strain of intensity that was suddenly starting to envelope her. Bryan was desperately trying to stave off his own impending climax, losing ground in doing so with every passing second, however. "Oh Rachel...Rachel....Rachel!" Bryan moaned, feeling his eruption already beginning, lost in a cataclysmic bliss that began to engulf him entirely from head to toe. From out of nowhere, Rachel suddenly groaned, deep...audibly, intensely as she climaxed, meeting Bryan as he poured his spendings deep inside her hungrily sucking womb.



He had felt her hands digging into his back, his shoulders, raking her fingernails down along his sides in passionate bliss. She continued to press her hands deeply against him, as though she were afraid to let go, afraid she would somehow fall if she did.
Eventually Bryan's softening penis slid from her of it's own accord. When it did, he sat up, weak kneed, as well as lightheaded, immediately sitting down in a nearby chair.
"Wow...that was fucking intense," he finally said, breaking the silence.
Marsha had lain down next to Rachel once again, easing her hands and fingers along her body, caressing, comforting without trying to stimulate. Rachel finally eased herself up into more of a reclining position, leaned over and kissed Marsha fully on the lips. Bryan continued to sit there, surprised though pleasantly pleased, at what he was seeing. After several long moments, they finally broke apart and looked over towards him smiling.
"What?" he said grinning back.
"So.....did you like your surprise?" Marsha asked.
"Sur....surprise?" He looked back at them both, questioningly.
Rachel and Marsha broke up into conspiritory laughter together.
"What?" he said again.
"When you go back to work on Monday, maybe you should drop by Jane's office." Marsha suggested.
"Jane?" he again questioned in his one-worded responses. Sounding a little like Tarzan when he did.
"Yes...you...see Jane. Say Thanks!" Marsha quipped at him, now imitating Tarzan herself.
Rachel was beginning to laugh hysterically. "Oh just tell him, Marsha!" she said laughing even harder now.
Bryan was about to speak, but he could only think to say "what" again, so refrained from doing so.
"Ok..." Marsha said, controlling herself enough to tell Bryan the story. "Kathy? Bryan?" she said, "Nick's wife? Well...she and Jane are sisters."
Bryan was still confused however, staring at the two women as though seeing them for the first time.
"Jane might have been my boss Bryan, but we were still pretty good friends too," Rachel said. "There wasn't much she didn't know about me. Anyway, Marsha confided in Kathy a while back about this little fantasy of yours. Eventually, Kathy spoke to Jane, who mentioned that she might know someone who'd be interested, especially as I already knew who you were. The only problem was, my working there. When I took the other job, Jane got me in contact with Marsha, we met for lunch and set the whole thing up as a surprise for you."
"So...you and Marsha were in on this in the beginning then? Everything?" he said looking over towards Rachel curiously.
"Everything..." Rachel said winking at him. "Marsha thought you might enjoy the little afternoon's get acquainted session. Which was fun...especially for me," she added winking at him.
"Well I'll be go to hell," Bryan said.
"So obviously...you two have known one another for a little while," he said looking at them, then raising his eyebrows as another question hit him. "How well?" he asked pointedly.
"Nothing quite this intimate, before today." Marsha confessed. "Though I wouldn't mind it at all if we enjoyed this again from time to time."
Bryan laughed...."I'd like that myself!" he exclaimed happily looking towards Rachel, who was already nodding her head in agreement.
"By the way Bryan...I still expect you to fulfill my fantasy some time too, you know," Marsha said.
"Nick?"
"Yeah...Nick, maybe Kathy too. Who knows?" she said. "Or...how about Rachel, me...and Kathy?" Marsha said slyly, tweaking one of Rachel's still hardened nipples.
"What?" Bryan said, triggering the girl's laughter all over again.
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It had already been a long drive as it was, but as Sharon turned the Jeep onto the dirt road, she knew she was now at least more than halfway towards her destination. At thirty-five, single, and reasonably attractive, Sharon was what most of her friends called a carefree spirit. She'd been looking forward to this vacation/camping trip for months, something she'd been doing now for the past ten years. Gayle, her girlfriend was supposed to have driven up with her, but at the last minute had had to postpone coming up until the weekend. And though she would be alone and all by herself for two more days, it was something she had in fact done before.
Sharon was fairly tall for a woman, nearly six feet. She was in great shape, athletic, and loved the out of doors. Her mousy-brown colored hair was long, though she kept it braided most of the time, hanging all the way down to her waist. Dark brown eyes, a natural olive colored complexion, which she knew, was in part to her Indian heritage, Sharon looked every bit the part of a woman that was comfortable by her self, especially out of doors.
Though she was now on a fairly well traveled dirt road, she knew that before too much longer she'd be traveling off that. And that's when the four-wheel drive would really come in handy. She'd found this place several years ago while out on another adventure with her then sometimes boyfriend. They'd gone off road, picking their own path until suddenly finding themselves in a near Garden of Eden type of paradise. Rich green meadows, a wide clear water stream, and a perfect bluff overlooking the valley from one of the highest peaks around. It had been simply beautiful, and Sharon had returned to it nearly every single year since then. And in all that time, she had never seen another single solitary soul up there at the same time that she had been.
Eventually the road became severe enough to travel on that she was finally forced to put the Jeep into four-wheel drive. But that also meant that she would soon start looking for the "secret" doorway into her own exotic little world of beauty, peace, and total relaxation away from the busy humdrum lifestyle she was forced to live and work in.
And once again, like nearly every time before, she nearly missed the turn off. It was nothing more than a deer trail really. It seemed to head straight down a very steep embankment, towards a gorge that seemed choked with tall evergreens and pines. But truth was, once down inside the area, a rocky dried out riverbed served a little like a roadway that wound up and along side of the mountain into yet another wide-open meadow. Straight across from this, was Paradise as she called it. No roads had been made or came anywhere near the area she'd discovered so many years ago now. And though she was sure there had perhaps been hunters up in these woods in times past, there was nothing to suggest by what she had seen so far that anyone had come up anywhere near here.
As she slowly coaxed and fought the Jeep along in deep ruts, jagged crags of rock and dirt, Sharon inched the Jeep along, which though distance wise. was the shortest leg of the trip. She'd have to leave early enough two days later in order to meet Gayle on the road. They'd agreed to park her car up there, and then once again take the Jeep back down together.
Though it was certainly much cooler in the mountains, it was till hot. And as Sharon was prone to do when she was finally off and alone by herself, she removed her tank-top all together, freeing her breasts and enjoying the sensation of the cooler mountain air caressing her newly exposed flesh.
It took Sharon as usual nearly two full hours to traverse the "Rocky-Road" highway, as she'd affectionately come to refer to it. Reaching the edge of the first meadow just beneath the tall overhanging pines and fur trees, Sharon once again hesitated. The meadow she needed to cross looked once again as pristine and beautifully untouched as she remembered it. She almost hated driving across as she trampled down the tall high grass that obviously many, many years before had been apart of some small hidden away lake. She had managed to figure out that the topography had all changed because of an earthquake that had possibly occurred hundreds of years before, and had left the lake dry and barren.
Crossing the meadow Sharon reached the last remaining hill that she and her trusty Jeep needed to climb before she'd reach the Plateau that would serve as her campsite and retreat for the next full week. Reaching it, she found the exact same spot she had camped at the previous year. Not a single rock had been disturbed from the campfire she had built and carefully watched over to ensure that no glowing embers had remained before she'd left it. A small cropping of tall pines served as a natural shelter in the event of inclement weather. And she had brought along a small two-man pup tent as well, though she left it inside the Jeep with no intention of using it unless she had too. Spreading out her sleeping bag and a few necessary items she had brought along with her, Sharon quickly had secured her camp and was now ready to take up her fishing pole and head down to the river below in an attempt to catch something for dinner.
So secure in her solitude and privacy, Sharon didn't even bother putting back on her tank-top and merely wore the cut-off Levi shorts she was wearing along with a pair of thick knee-high socks, and her hiking boots. She did take a bandanna, which she tied around her neck in order to wipe off the sweat with, but beyond that, she took very little else besides her pole and a small bag, which contained some fishing gear.
Carefully she made her way down the steep incline towards the river, which wound itself in and out of the thick tree line below. There was her spot where she had never failed yet to catch fish. She headed towards it, already looking forward to laying back, relaxing, and waiting for the fish to literally jump on her line.
It was still early afternoon by the time she had found her spot. Casting her line in, she positioned her pole on the bank so she could watch it. A nice patch of wild-grass would serve as her bed as she lay back to nap, think, perhaps even dream and enjoy the rest of the afternoon ahead.
As relaxed and sleepy as she'd become, she had twice failed to notice her line, losing two fish in the process. Giving up, she had decided to lay back and take a short nap, enjoying the comfortable, safe surroundings, which she'd become all too familiar with over the years.
It happened fast, violently, and long before she was fully aware or able to comprehend what was happening to her. One moment she was asleep. In the next, she felt strong powerful hands pinning her to the ground as someone sat atop her keeping her from getting up or trying to roll away. Another set of hands had immediately blinded her from being able to see who or what her assailants were. Seconds later she was forcibly turned onto her stomach, only then realizing as her bare breasts were roughly pressed into the dirt that she was vulnerably exposed to who ever it was that had accosted her. Almost immediately the thought of being raped entered her mind, and she found herself more frightened and afraid than she had ever been before in her entire life.
Blind as she was, with her own bandanna, she felt a length of cord being tied tightly about her hands. Even so, she struggled against it to no avail. Moments later Sharon felt the weight of one of her two attackers lift off her. The moment he did, she kicked out wildly in some hopeless effort to injure him or warn him off. It was at best a futile and feeble attempt.
"She's a wild one aint she?" She heard for the first time the sound of a man's voice, uneducated with a backwoods drawl to it that made her flesh crawl. An would ja look at em tits of hers? I don't remember ever seeing purtier tits an hers afore...have you?"
Sharon lay listening to the two of them converse for a moment. She had no hope of escape and the image of two wild, dirty-filthy hillbillies' standing there looking down at her, bare breasted frightened her beyond reason. If this was in fact her fate, she had no idea what they might do, or how they might end up doing it. The thought of dying fueled her fears as well. She imagined herself being violently raped, sodomised, and then having her throat slashed and left to bleed to death here on her precious treasured mountain.
"We gonna fugg her? I've never fugged anyone that looks as good as she does. Damn. You gonna fugg her first? Huh?
For Sharon, there was no mistaking the intent or the desire that was being excitedly expressed by the illiterate moron who she could actually hear swaying side to side, lifting one foot and then the other in anticipation and hope of burying his hard filthy prick inside her. The thought repulsed her, and without thought as to the consequences, she screamed.
Sharon screamed as loudly and as long as she was possibly able to do. She expended every ounce of her strength, expecting at any moment to feel someone slap her, or worse knock her unconscious, though at this point that might not have been such a bad thing.
Finally, almost hoarse from her screaming, her throat actually raw from the effort, she fell silent.
"You through doing that?"
The man's voice was gravely, rough, completely different sounding than the other's. And unlike the other man's voice, more like a boy's voice really, this one was far more educated in his tone and accent.
"Please, please...let me go." Sharon pleaded with him, with them. Still unsure of the relationship between the two men, or what it might mean as far as she was concerned.
For a few unbearable minutes neither man said anything.
"We gonna fug her now?"
"Shut up. Let me think."
Sharon waited, daring to at least sit up straining against the rope that had bound her hands behind her back and finding them not loosening in the least.
"Please let me go." Sharon attempted once again saying. "I promise...I won't tell anyone about this, if you let me go now, I'll leave immediately, and I won't ever return!"
"I can't do that." Gravely voice said almost sadly.
"Why...why not?" Sharon asked, her voice cracking, wavering in obvious fear.
"Because I don't trust you. Can't trust that you won't bring somebody else back up here looking for us."
"Why would I do that? You haven't done anything to me really. Not yet anyway. And if you let me go now, before anything happens, then I don't have any reason to bring anyone back up here!" Sharon felt her argument sound, hoped against hope that whoever these men were that they might be reasonable enough to at least consider it. But her hopes were suddenly dashed.
"Because I haven't made up my mind about NOT doing something to you...it's been a long time...for both of us. Willy...." Gravely voice began speaking, "Help me lift her up and tie her up to this tree."
Hearing one of them named wasn't much help. In fact, if anything it made it actually worse for her. Now...if she ever did in fact have, or get a chance to get away, she could at the very least name one of them. And with a name like "Willy", the odds of someone at least recognizing the name, or knowing who they were, was heightened, but the odds for her own welfare and safety, had now of course been lessened.
"Wadda we gonna do wid 'er?" Willy questioned once again. As they lifted her up from her sitting position, and led her a few feet towards a tree where she then felt her belt being pulled from around her waist.
"Take off your belt too." Gravely voice ordered. Sharon heard the sound of a belt sliding away from his pants, followed by her own coming away in his hand as Willy tugged with her own belt momentarily. Seconds later, she was once again securely held to the tree with both belts fastened together, linked through her wrists and wrapped about the rough feeling bark.
"I'm going back for the horses. You stay here and keep an eye on her until I get back."
"You're not leaving me alone with...with him are you?" Sharon said, panic filling her mind, her voice whimpering, quivering with fear as she pleaded once again for them to let her go.
"Don't you lay a finger on her Willy, unless she tries to escape or get away...you hear me? Not a finger!" Gravelly's voice was threatening, firm...and frightening. Though it had been a warning to Willy not to touch Sharon, it had also been a warning to her as well that cautioned her about trying to escape or get away. Because then....Willy was basically free to do whatever he wanted to do. She listened as the faint sounds of the other man slowly faded away, soon disappearing altogether. She could hear Willy pacing back and forth in front of her, stopping occasionally to look at her, commenting on her bare breasts.
"Those is really some great tits you got. I bet youse really likes em sucked on too don't you?" Willy asked her.
Sharon remained silent, not wanting to inadvertently antagonize him, or give him any ideas about actually doing anything.
"I bet your pussy's as purtty as youse tits are." Willy went on again. "Anyone with tits like dose has gots ta have a purty pussy too!"
Sharon was getting more and more nervous and worried by the moment. Left alone with Willy for not even ten minutes yet and already he seemed to be getting more and more worked up over her. As if to confirm her concerns, she heard him approach her his breathing harsher coming more rapidly with excitement. She could smell him now, his breath was foul, the stink of his body odor nauseating making her want to gag.
The sound of steel reached her ears and she knew by the sound of it that it was a knife as it left its sheath.
"Willy...he...he said that you couldn't lay a finger on me!" She threw that out at him hoping to remind him that he wasn't to touch her. And she made no movement to even hint or suggest that she was making any attempt to escape or run away.
But to her horror, all she heard was Willy's almost insane laughter.
"Yea, Pa tole' me that, but he dint say nothin about touchin ya with anything else!"
Sharon felt the sharp pointed steel tip of the knife just graze the skin of her breast. She felt Willy draw it across her skin. Sharon expected to feel the prick of his knife slice into o her, surprised when she felt no pain, only the continued threatening cold tickle of metal again her soft rounded breast. Sharon involuntarily sucked in her breath, fear coursing through her in waves of panic and horror as she thought momentarily that he might at any moment chose to use it on her and take her life with it.
Sharon felt the knife tip pressed against the button of her Levi shorts, as Willy stood toying with it, making some effort at prying it away. As sharp as the knife must have been, Sharon felt her shorts suddenly loosen as the button gave way to the knifes razor sharp edge.
"Don't move!" Willy warned, "Or I'll cut ya!" In the next instant, Sharon felt the edge of the knife slip beneath the leg of her shorts. The cold steel pressed against her legs, then the sound and feel of them being easily cut away. She had worn white cotton panties beneath, but these too were soon sliced away as the edge of the knife was slipped between the fabric of her panties and skin. He lifted the material, moved the knife he held in his hand only slightly, and she suddenly felt the material easily give way in his hand as he pulled it from her, baring her entirely.
"See?" Willy laughed happily. "I never tuched ya, not even once with my fingers. Not once!"
Mortified, there Sharon stood bound against the tree with nothing but her socks and boots on. Willy was obviously looking at her, violating her with his eyes if nothing else.
"Wow," he moaned breathlessly in appreciation for what he was looking at. "I knew you'd have a purty cunt...I knew it!"
Sharon sensed him actually get down on his knees close to her. Though she couldn't see him, his hot breath was obviously only inches away from her femininity, as he breathed her in, looked at her, and examined her most private intimate parts.
She thought briefly of kicking out, trying to hit him sufficiently to knock him unconscious perhaps. Then she could maybe find a way to undo her self and get away, get away for help. But she thought too of the warning, realizing if she failed, Willy would be free to do to her whatever he wanted to do. Sharon's indecision was decided for her however as she heard Willy stand up once again, the opportunity, if there had even been one, was now lost.
"I know!" Willy said laughing, half-cackling to him self once again. "Where'd I put my hat?"
"Hat?" Sharon wondered. "What does he want his hat for?"
"Ah...there it is!" He announced gleefully. And Sharon once again took alarm in the obvious excitement and joy that could be heard in the tone and sound of his voice.
"What's yur name anyway?" Willy suddenly asked.
"Sharon," she slowly offered him, remembering having read somewhere that if you made things a little more personal on some level with some people, then they found it harder to hurt or injure you once they had gotten to know them, or knew who they were.
"Sharon..."Willy said, mulling her name over for a moment. "Purty name too... purty tits...purty pussy, purty ass...purty name." Sharon heard him laugh taking pleasure in what Willy had thought to be a witty comment.
Knowing her name now obviously wasn't going to help. If anything, it had only made it worse. Now Willy felt even more attached, more interested in her than he had been before.
At that moment she felt something reach out and brush across her left nipple. It wasn't Willy, she knew that. Though he was standing close to her, he wasn't that close. And then whatever it was, it brushed her again, but this time against and over her right nipple. A feather! Willy was using a feather on her! That's what he must have been looking for when he wanted his hat.
"Willy...please. Please, don't do that. You promised!"
"Never promised not to touch you with this," he said, dragging the feather once again across her bare breasts and then down her stomach towards her now lewdly displayed femininity.
Sharon struggled briefly against the onslaught of the feather. Though not aroused, her body, particularly her nipples did respond involuntarily to the stimulation.
"You trying to get away?" Willy questioned her.
Sharon froze, unmoving. "No...No I'm not Willy, it's just that the feather tickles, that's all," she said trying to sound friendly, unthreatening.
Willy laughed. "Tickles huh? Feels good then." Once again he placed it against her flesh, circled her nipples with it, drawing on them like he had paintbrush, swiping the feather against her in broad flat strokes so that she felt it caress her breasts, encircle them and tease them. Shivers took her, though not pleasurably so, still...the stimulation although involuntary was both teasing as well as non-threatening.
"That's something anyway," Sharon considered. If allowing Willy to amuse himself like this, perhaps he would do so long enough to allow his "Pa" as she remembered Willy saying, to return.
And Willy did amuse himself in this way for quite a while. But he began to want and seek more from it as well. And Sharon was trying to buy herself some time. She felt him stab at her pussy with the tip of it, felt the soft feathers rub up her slit. She clenched her legs tightly together trying to discourage Willy from continuing.
"Ah uh. Open...open yer legs!" He demanded.
Sharon stood motionless, but she didn't open her legs up to him either. That was until she felt the cold press of steel resting flatly against her labia.
"Choose!" Willy said menacingly. " The feather? Or the blade?"
Sharon opened her legs, moving her feet slightly apart, revealing herself even more fully to him.



"Wider than that," he demanded.
Sharon stepped, spreading her legs. She could see herself in her minds eye, her pussy lips so vulnerable, so fully exposed. Still mortified, though angry and afraid, she once again felt the soft tickling feather floating up and down her slit. To her utter dismay, she felt her lubrications building as well as the tickling tip of it dancing and caressing her clitoris. It had taken time...too much time perhaps. But eventually the stimulation overcame her body, her anger and determination to withstand his repeated onslaught was failing her.
"Willy?
"Yea?" He responded, obviously lost in thought, still amusing himself as the feather once again returned to her hardened nipples.
"I gotta pee," she announced, hoping that perhaps this would dissuade him from continuing this weird form of mental and physical torture.
"So pee," he responded matter- of -factly.
"I can't. Not like this. Not with you watching me."
Willy didn't respond to her and went back to using the feather on her even more determinedly perhaps. Once again he brushed it against her pussy lips, using it to probe her cunt with. Once again teasing the nub of her clitoris, as he flicked the feather back and forth against it nearly as fast as it was humanly possible for him to do.
Again...Sharon found her own body beginning to betray her emotionally. The feather's intimate caress of her was beginning to pleasure her now much to her dismay. Her clitoris was responding, and as such, her nipples were now sending out their own signals of erotic stimulation no matter how hard she fought against acceptance of it.
"Willy please. I really do have to pee!" And she found that she really needed too, sometimes a lot of stimulation caused that, and though it had felt like an eternity as it was, Sharon knew it had been well over half an hour now since he'd begun his sexual torture.
"Like ah said...so pee."
"Ok....ok Willy, but please... no more feather or you'll stop me from being able to go."
Right now, any excuse, any reason to make Willy stop teasing her with the feather was worth any other kind of humiliation he could come up with. As much as she hated it...as much as it did humiliate and embarrass her, if she allowed him to continue using the feather on her without stopping him somehow, even for a while at least, she'd end up having an orgasm. And right now, that was the last thing she wanted or needed. Especially that.
She was grateful that he no longer was touching her with it. But it had become suddenly just as difficult standing there thinking about peeing as actually doing it.
"Well?" Willy asked her. "Ya gonna pee or not?"
Sharon grimaced, actually closing her eyes beneath the blindfold, concentrating with all her might to make herself go. She felt a faint release, a dribble really.
"That's it? That's all?" Willy asked, obviously watching her as she tried to urinate.
Another hard strenuous attempt, and whatever the mental block was, or had been finally gave way. With a sudden almost pleasurable sensation, she felt the pressure finally give way, felt the hot stream of urine burst out, splashing against the ground between her legs. Without thinking, she moved her feet apart even further, unable to see, and not wanting to get anymore than what was necessary on herself or on her shoes and socks.
She had just finished relieving herself when she heard the sound of a zipper being pulled down.
"No Willy no!" Sharon frantically begged, and then she did struggle against her bindings, hoping against hope that somehow one or both of them would suddenly break free.
"Not tuchin ya!" Willy said in a soft non-threatening tone of voice.
Hearing his words, Sharon quit struggling. But as she stood there quietly, the obvious sound of Willy standing near her fisting himself became obvious. His cock was lubricating, and he began making frothy-slick sounds as his hand continued pumping his cock up and down. Willy was breathing hard now too, the sounds of his need matching the tempo and intensity as his hand busily flew up and down his cock as he stroked it. Faster and faster he pumped himself, and Sharon knew by the sounds she was hearing that Willy was getting close, very close.
There was a split second of total and complete silence. Sharon couldn't hear a thing for a moment. Then a sensation of a warm thick slippery substance hitting her breast, her stomach and arms made her aware that he had climaxed. Only then did Willy allow the breath he'd obviously been holding as he found his orgasm to release itself in a low deep-throated groan of pleasure.
"Willy! You didn't!" Sharon couldn't see anything of course, but the sounds of a very startled and surprised "Willy!" suddenly whipping around at the sound of the other man's voice had obviously startled him.
"I didn't...I didn't touch her...Did I Sharon? Did I?" Willy worried, now urgently asked Sharon in hopes that she would confirm his story and assure his "Pa" that he hadn't done anything to her. But all Sharon could do was lean against the tree, relief flooding her mind and spirit, weeping, softly crying and surprised that she was actually glad that Willy's Pa had finally returned.
"Sharon? That's great. Just great!" Now we know your fucking name! Gravely man was angry. And that confused Sharon, and once again frightened her. Obviously this wasn't one of those situations when knowing someone a little more personally was a good thing.
"Did he touch you? Do anything to you?" Gravely man asked her. And the sound of his voice once angry was now mellowed, almost sad as he asked her if anything had been done, or had happened to her.
"No...just the feather. Only touched me with the feather," she said trying to once again regain control of her self.
There was a sense of relief in the man's voice as he turned back to address his son. "Bring the horse's over here Willy while I untie her."
"I'm sorry about your clothing," he said "Nothing I can do about it, they're ruined. But you can at least put on my shirt if you want to," he added.
"You'll need to untie me, free my hands at least for a moment so I can put it on," she replied wondering if he would do so and allow her some chance of escape.
"O.k. But no sudden movements, or you'll ride as you are until we get to where it is we're going," he warned seriously.
Sharon felt him fumble with belts and then finally the rope which had secured her wrists. She rubbed them slowly for a moment, working the circulation back into them, shaking them out for a moment, and then felt him offer her the shirt off his back.
"Here...put this on."
She accepted the shirt, put it on though it merely covered her breasts. She was still butt-naked as she considered it, and actually almost laughed as that image played itself out in her mind. Obviously her own sense of relief was playing games on her emotionally as she almost had laughed at her own insane predicament.
Willy came over leading the horses. "Can she ride with me Pa?" He asked.
"No!" His father said firmly. You're horse isn't strong enough to handle both of you. She'll ride in front with me."
Sharon heard Willy climbing up onto his own horse.
"Here....put your foot up in the stirrup, I'll help you up." Doing so, there was no help for it as she felt his large strong hand rest against her bare ass. But he merely pushed her up until she felt herself easily coming down within the saddle, though the feel of leather pressing against her exposed and bare pussy wasn't exactly comfortable. He handed her a piece of cloth, and though her hands were once again bound, in front of her, she was able to take it and place it down between her legs, cushioning her self against the leather of the hard saddle.
"Is that better?"
"Yes. Thank you." Sharon said honestly.
Blindfolded as she was, Sharon lost all sense of time and direction as they rode up and down hills, switching back and forth constantly following what she could only assume were often used deer trails. She could have been riding for an hour or two hours, she had no way of knowing or being able to tell, but there was a much more nagging problem facing her. Though grateful for the small wadded up piece of cloth she'd been given, the direct contact and pressure of her pussy against the saddle was once again giving her undesired and unwanted stimulating sensations.
Sharon was getting more and more uncomfortable as they road along. It was similar to the sensation she'd once experienced as a teenager when she and her boyfriend had dry-humped themselves to orgasm together. But then, unlike now, she had worked just as hard as her boyfriend to achieve it. Here, it was something that would happen sooner or later whether she wanted it to or not.
"Please...how much farther? I really need to stop and get off this horse for a moment."
"Just a little further now," he told her. "Hang on."
Sharon wondered if she'd be able to.
Just when she was just about ready to swing herself down off the horse no matter what happened, they stopped.
"We're here. Stay there until I get off and then I'll help you down."
Sharon had been hovering on the edge of orgasm, fighting it the last little while, silently berating herself, equally surprised that she could be thinking sexual thoughts of any kind under the circumstances, and once again attributing it to the fact that she was emotionally drained as well as exhausted beyond all reason. Giddiness was obviously setting in, and unless she was careful, she'd actually start liking the two madmen who had now added abduction to their list of crimes.
"Now what? She boldly asked. Exhausted and tired as she was, she was also still angry and stubborn enough to show them she was still full of fight too. If they were going to doing something to her, she wanted to know about it so she could at least make a decision one way or the other how she was going to deal with it. Either fighting in whatever way that she could, or in some last final act of desperation that she could at least feel good about her self in having done it, regardless of what happened.
"I'm sorry...Sharon." She heard the father say. "But I'm going to need to tie you up again for a little while. We ate the last of the Rabbit yesterday, and I need to go out and check the snares to see if we've been lucky enough to have caught anything else."
"I'm not hungry!" She stated.
"Well I am!" Willy spoke up suddenly joining in. "I'm hungry...hungry, hungry, hungry!"
Once again the sound of Willy's voice, his tone and his boyish actions reminded her of someone that definitely didn't have full control of his faculties.
"How old is he anyway?" Sharon wondered.
"Willy will stay here with you while I check the traps."
"Oh God no!" Sharon began pleading hopelessly.
"He won't touch you. He won't hurt or do anything to you unless you try to get away. So just remember that!" Once again the tone of his voice had changed from one of compassion, She had thought he'd actually begun to feel something towards her, and then suddenly his tone changed to one of anger and warning.
Once again her bindings were checked to make sure she couldn't do anything or go anywhere. But this time at least, she wasn't tied to anything. Her legs were now lashed together making it impossible for her to walk, but at least she had enough freedom of movement to sit up or stand up if she needed to. Sharon wasn't happy about being left alone with Willy once again either. She was still very much afraid of him even though she had been assured that he wouldn't touch or harm her in anyway...."Unless you try and escape!" She remembered being told.
Though she could hear Willy sitting somewhere nearby, surprisingly he hadn't said a word to her or made any move towards her either.
"Willy? What is you're fathers name anyway?" It was a gamble, she wasn't sure if Willy would be on guard against telling her that or not.
"Why ya wanna know?" He questioned.
Sharon thought quickly. "Well because you and he know my name now, and I know yours, but I haven't been introduced to him."
Willy was silent for a moment obviously attempting to think this through.
"Bill". He said simply. "Sorta like me, somes call me Billy Jr. After him, but I like Willy best."
Sharon was on a roll here, and decided to gamble one more time.
"Willy? You know I don't have any idea where we are now, and I certainly couldn't find my way back without help."
"So."
"So...I've had this blindfold on nearly all day. I can't go anywhere, or do anything, but it would be nice if you'd take it off for a few minutes at least so my eyes could adjust."
Once again he seemed to be thinking that over a little bit.
"Ok, but only if ya let me see yours tits again," he countered.
Now it was Sharon's turn to think. Doing that, would she rile Willy up again and make things even harder on herself? But being able to see, if even for a short time was worth the price.
"Ok," she said somewhat hesitantly, but then added. "But like Bill said... no touching ok?"
"Ok."
She heard him get up, moving towards her, she felt him fumbling with the scarf, which was securely tied around her head, over her eyes. And then suddenly it fell away. For a moment, Sharon had to continue to squeeze her eyes shut. Though it was already early evening and the sun was already beginning to go down, it was still light enough and bright enough that she had to squint momentarily until her eyes once again adjusted.
"Thank you." She said, only now opening her eyes fully and looking up to where Willy sat on a nearby log a few feet across from her.
Being able to see him now, she judged him to be in his late twenty's, even early thirty's which surprised her by the way she had heard him speak and act. Obviously there was something wrong with him and it wasn't just a mental incapacity that seemed to be affecting him, there was something else horribly wrong with him too. He honestly looked to her like he was dying or something. Had he been healthy, he might have even been attractive looking. But as it was, his face was pale, drawn almost sunken. Perhaps it had something to do with living here like this. And then, Sharon looked around for the first time.
Off to her left and behind her were the remains of a very old log cabin. So old and so run down that she realized it had to have been here for well over a hundred years or so at least. Obviously Bob and perhaps Willy had made some attempt at repairing the roof with tree branches and the like, and though crudely fashioned, it did appear that it would at least hold up under any kind of inclement weather. Several enormous tall trees protected it as well, having over-grown it, effectively blocking the harsh effects of wind, rain, possibly even snow.
"How long have you been here?" She ventured.
"Year, maybe a little less."
"You've been living here all this time?" She asked incredulously.
She could see Willy was getting uncomfortable now with all her questions though. And he once again stood up holding the bandanna in his hands.
"I think I should put this back on ya. Pa might get mad I took it off."
Sharon thought fast. Really fast.
"Aren't you forgetting about my tits?" She said, stopping him in his tracks.
Sick as he was, he still grinned suddenly remembering.
"Yea...show em to me agin."
Bound as she was, she still had enough movement in her hands to allow herself to once again unbutton the shirt that Bill had given her to wear. Having done that, she parted it slightly allowing her breasts to once again be revealed. Willy perked up at that and smiled.
"Ya sure does have purty titties...Sharon." He said calling her by name.
She began to cover herself back up but he stopped her, scaring her in the process.
"NO!" He yelled. "Don't! Till I says so."
He just sat there for a few minutes looking at her. And Sharon was beginning to get worried, once again thinking she had started something that she was soon going to regret having done.
Her fears were immediately confirmed as Willy stood up and began unzipping his fly, soon fishing out his enormous erect cock, once again stroking it.
"Willy...I don't think..."
"Shut up!" He commanded her. And Sharon fell silent as he sat back down on the log, though still slowly masturbating as he continued looking at her.
"Do you?" He suddenly spoke up never taking his eyes away from her exposed breasts.
"What?"
"Jerk off?"
"Jerk off?" she responded confused.
"Yeah, you know, do you finger-fuck yourself whenever you get horny?"
Sharon didn't know how to respond to that, choosing for the time being to remain silent.
"Well? Do you?"
She could see he was becoming agitated and decided against all reason to be honest with him. Perhaps in hearing her say that she did, he would calm down again.
"Sometimes."
He smiled. "Do yurself while I watch."
"No Willy. I can't. I won't!"
"Then I will!" He threatened menacingly, coming towards her with his cock sticking out in front of him.
"Your Pa... Bill, he could come back any moment, he told you...remember? You can't touch me Willy...he told you not too remember?" Sharon was desperate as he moved to just a foot in front of her.
"Won't touch you...with my hans," Willy said leering down at her as he once again held onto his cock, waving it in front of her face.
Sharon's mind raced, but she gave into her fear as well as all sense of modesty or inhibitions.
"Ok Willy...I will, but you have to go and sit back down ok? OK?" She said louder grabbing his attention finally.
He continued looking at her but she reached down with her hands dropping them into her lap and made some pretense of starting to touch and play with herself. Willy seemed pleased at this however and moved back to sit down on the log, once again watching her, while he continued playing with himself.
Sharon went through the motions for a few minutes, hoping against hope that Willy would soon cum and then perhaps lose all interest in her. Perhaps, if it was necessary she could even fake her own orgasm if it was something that Willy might end up expecting or wanting her to do.
"Open up....I wanna see you do it better." He spoke in a ragged husky breath. Obviously he was very aroused, and watching her, now wanting to see her even better than he had been once again put her into a very precarious position.
She did manage to spread her legs a little wider however, and though she was trying not to actually touch herself too much, it was evident that he could see what she was.... and wasn't doing.
"Tuch it. I wanna see you tuch it!" He demanded.
Sharon knew he was referring to her clitoris. She had no choice but to touch herself directly there, and did so though with no design of enjoying it in any way shape or form. But if it would pacify Willy...then she would do it and hope that Bill would once again return before anything serious happened.
Even going through the motions for him, the even slight stimulation of actually masturbating in front of him was inadvertently causing her to lubricate. Perhaps it was in combination with the horseback ride along with everything else. But her body once again was betraying her as it responded to this bizarre set of circumstances that had been forced upon her.
Across from her, she watched Willy's face contort, grimace, and then as he let out a long slow deep groan, he began to ejaculate, his cum shooting high up into the air, and then landing on the ground before him.
Sharon groaned too...mimicking his orgasm, hoping that by seemingly having had one herself, that he would lose interest in her.
"You get it?" He looked at her curiously. Not quite sure he was ready to believe that she had.
"Oh yes Willy. I did... yes."



He grinned slightly, still not quite sure. But then zipped his pants up once again putting his now flaccid cock away.
"Ya can put yur shirt back on," he told her. Sharon did, though not wanting to hurry in doing it, afraid that such an action would give doubt to her lie of having climaxed.
A short time later they both heard Bill returning to their camp. She watched him approaching holding onto a stringer of fish. Bill was carrying her fishing pole as well, and it was obvious he had taken it with them when they had left the place they'd first found her.
He stopped short however as he came within a few feet of her, realizing that Willy had for whatever reason removed her blindfold.
"Willy! He demanded. "What have you done?"
Willy glanced at his father with a surprised and confused look on his face.
"I din't do nuthing Pa!" He exclaimed defensively. "Ask her...she'll tell ya! I din't tuch her!"
"That's not what I meant." Bill said lowering his voice. "I meant about the blindfold."
Though Willy seemed relieved he was still in a fugue as to why that would be of any importance.
"She knows what we look like now Willy. You remember what happened to your mother? Now because she knows who we are...it could happen to her too!"
Willy looked almost sad now, even a little frightened perhaps. And Sharon was once again in fear of her life, now more than ever before. She had no idea of what they were talking about of course, but she feared that she had now somehow forced Bill's hand, and that her own fate was suddenly sealed.
"It wasn't his fault," she said. Having no intention of telling Bill what else had happened between the two of them either. There was no telling how he might react to hearing that on top of everything else.
"I know," Bill said slowly. "But it just makes everything worse...much, much worse."
Throwing the cleaned and gutted fish down by the carefully constructed fire pit that was prepared and ready to light, Bill came over and stood before her looking down at her and obviously considering to himself what it was he should do next.
"You really don't understand anything. And I'm sorry you've gotten mixed up in all this. I really am." He turned to walk back to the campfire and begin fixing their dinner.
"Bill?"
Once again he spun around to look at her.
"Guess I shouldn't be surprised. It was only a matter of time before that slipped out in addition to everything else," he added.
"Why don't you tell me what really is going on here. I think I at least have the right to know that now."
Sharon watched him remove a single match from the matchbox he had taken out of what appeared to be a well stocked first-aid kit. He'd already prepared a small pile of thinly shaved wood, having another stack of only slightly smaller twigs and branches ready to add to that one. Lighting the single match, he carefully held it to the small pile of tinder until it caught, then he nursed it, adding the only slightly larger pieces until he had a small sized fire going.
"It's a long story," he said suddenly.
"That's ok...I'm obviously not going anywhere."
He threw her a quick knowing look as though to confirm the truth of that for her.
"My sons dying," he began. "Obviously, you can see that."
She wanted to ask him why on earth he would bring him here if he was dying, why he didn't, or hadn't taken him to a Hospital for help, but she allowed him to continue on explaining it instead.
"He's been diagnosed with an inoperable brain tumor. Frankly, I'm surprised he's even lived this long. The Doctor's gave him maybe six month's even less to live."
Sharon spoke. "That still doesn't explain why you've come up here. Why not seek out some other kind of help, something..."
His look cut her off from continuing.
"About five month's ago Willy witnessed a murder. Someone high up in the Government, he...actually we...were supposedly given police protection. We were also told that if Willy testified, he'd be given the best medical attention possible. Anything that could be done...would be done for him, especially as time was against us, and the State had a weak case without his testimony. After the trial, and after whatever medical attention could be given him, we'd then be put in the Witness Protection Program...Willy, myself...and my wife."
Sharon could hear the trembling in Bill's speech as he fought to continue telling her the story.
"But they got to her first...killing my wife, and almost killing Willy and I at the same time. We managed to get away, taking what little money we did have with us, and simply disappearing as fast as it was possible for us to do. At first, I wasn't sure where it was we could go without them finding us, and they nearly did find us once again, but we were lucky enough to have seen them first as they burst into the motel room we'd been staying in. Willy and I ran, and kept running all night long until we stumbled onto this small ranch. Whoever owned the place had gone out for some reason, so no one was there when we robbed the place, took what we could, what we needed. Including two of the horses that we'd found there.
Sharon sat mesmerized as she continued to sit listening to his story. It sounded almost unbelievable, but she also knew he was telling her the truth.
"We rode up into the mountains after that, with the horses it made traveling a lot easier, and also allowed us to get up into areas that most people wouldn't be able to do themselves. Eventually, we stumbled on to this place. Remote, and from everything we'd seen, uninhabited and certainly near inaccessible. Finally, we felt safe. And as time went by, we did fairly well for ourselves. There's enough game here to allow us to eat, especially after what little food we'd stolen and taken with us had run out. And I didn't think that Willy would last even this long anyway. Since there wasn't anything that really could be done for him, I wanted to keep him with me, keep him safe, and take care of him and be with him when the time did come."
"But why me?" Sharon asked. "Obviously you must have known I wouldn't have anything to do with any of this. Why on earth did you do what you did to me?"
"I'm sorry about that." Bill said glancing over to where Willy was now laying down asleep on an old blanket.
"We'd gone out to check the traps. Though I was close by, Willy spotted you and began moving off in your direction. I couldn't yell at him, I didn't want you knowing we were even there. I was sure he wasn't going to hurt you or do anything to you, just curious to actually see someone, especially a woman...a nearly nude woman at that, laying there on the grass. But then...I saw him racing towards you and I realized then that he'd somehow gotten it in his mind that you were possibly there to hurt us, or were perhaps one of those who were still out there looking for us. Willy reached you just a split second before I did, and I had no choice but to try and keep you out of this as much as possible until I could figure out what to do with you."
Sharon considered the story he'd told her for a moment, and decided that he really had been telling her the truth of it after all.
"Why didn't you simply tell me all this in the beginning? I wouldn't have told anyone who you were, or even where you were."
"Because I couldn't trust you. I was pretty sure you weren't looking for us, but one of the people who showed up at the motel... was a woman. And she did look a lot like you. And because of that, I think Willy thought you were her initially."
Bill had finally placed several strips of fish over a wire-meshed screen he'd laid over the fire and began turning them.
"The tumor is having some kind of affect on Willy's memory, his actions. As you can see, he's mentally deficient. He might be twenty-eight, but he's acting like he has the mind of a thirteen year old. And he's been progressively getting worse each and every day, especially lately. " He added. "And I've noticed that whatever is happening, is happening quickly now. He's been sleeping longer and longer, his mood swings back and forth, and he seems to drift in and out of reality and fantasy. I'm beginning to think he doesn't have too much time left."
Sharon was looking over in his direction too. Watching him sleeping all curled up in a fetal position.
"After he dies, I'm going to go back, turn myself in and make myself available to testify to the few thing I do know myself. I'm not sure how much good it will do, but maybe describing the people that killed my wife, and tried to kill us at the motel will give the Police something to go on anyway. I don't care if anything actually happens to me now, but I wanted to give Willy whatever time he had remaining free from fear, and certainly free from death by someone else's hands."
Turning the fish over one more time, Bill stood up and walked around the fire, came over and then sat him self down beside her. To her surprise he reached over and undid her bindings.
"I had every intention of letting you go. I hope you know that. I wanted to keep you from knowing who we were, from being able to describe us, or know where we were exactly until I could have a chance to decide what to do. They really are out there, still looking for us. Only a week ago we spotted a party of men...and one woman up here in four-wheel drives scouring the area. They had guns...and it certainly isn't hunting season. Now I guess, it really doesn't matter any more. It's too late to try and take you back. In the morning, we'll take the horses and get you back to your campsite. But you need to promise me you'll leave. Promise me you won't say a word to anyone that you ever saw us, or that you know anything about us."
Sharon shook out the tension in her arms and legs, standing up, grateful at finally being able to stretch as she pondered over everything that Bill had been telling her.
"I can help you," she said. "If you'll let me. Maybe there is someone we can talk to, someone we can convince that will protect you, and more importantly...help Willy."
"It's too late for that now." Bill said, shaking his head no. "Nothing anyone could have done for him anyway. Like I said, inoperable. The tumor has spread too far, grown too big, especially now. No...he's dying, and it in all likelihood will happen any time now. After that...after I've buried him and taken care of him, then I'll go back...then I'll see if I can do anything to put these bastards away that killed my wife, ruined our lives..."
They ate dinner after that. But it was obvious that Willy had grown worse. He refused to eat, preferring to sleep, unwilling or perhaps not wanting to respond to anything even when Sharon tried coaxing him to sit up and take some nourishment from her.
As the night grew dark, they kept the campfire small. Tucked away inside the small little cove of tree's protected as they were by the surrounding hills, Sharon found herself sitting next to Bill huddled up together in one of the few remaining blankets they had left after ensuring that Willy was comfortably covered himself.
Above them the night sky twinkled with a billion tiny white pinpricks of light. Huddled together, Sharon finally felt herself growing drowsy. Exhaustion finally catching up to her along with the realization that she wasn't in any danger, never really had been. And even more strangely, that she felt some sort of affection towards this man, a man who looked a lot like Willy though only a slightly older more mature version of him. She felt safe now, comfortably wrapped in his strong supportive arms, her head resting on his chest as she listened to the beat of his heart and slowly drifted off to sleep.
Sharon awoke a short time later. It was still late, still dark. But Bill had somehow managed to get up without disturbing her. She looked towards the shack, if one could call it that and saw a small candlelight burning inside. She realized then that Bill must have carried his son inside and made him a little more comfortable if that was possible.
She walked over towards the door and saw him sitting by the bed of soft fur branches that had obviously been made some time ago. Bill sat stroking his son's head, running his fingers through his hair, watching him sleep. Feeling her presence perhaps, he glanced up and saw Sharon standing in the doorway looking at them.
"How's he doing?" She whispered.
"I don't know," Bill said shaking his head worriedly. "Just asleep I guess...but he seems different somehow."
Sharon saw the tears filling Bill's eyes and walked into the room towards him. He watched her approach, but also saw her shiver involuntarily as she did.
"You're cold," he noticed. Besides the thin blanket, all she had on was the denim shirt that Bill had given to her to wear earlier.
"Come on.... I think it's late enough...and safe enough to build up the fire a little bit."
Bill led her back outside and quickly got a much hotter stronger fire going.
"Oh...that does feel good." Sharon admitted sitting down on the ground. Bill had placed one of the horse's saddle blankets on the ground next to the fire so that they would have something to sit on at least.
"Better?" He questioned her.
"Much!" She responded. But she saw that Bill still had a far away look in his eyes as he sat there beside her.
She reached over without thinking and touched his cheek. Turning his head towards her, she leaned over and kissed him.
Startled, Bill started to move away from her, but in the next instant, pulled her towards him wrapping her once again within his arms and hungrily, urgently kissed her back.
Sharon began to lean back, pulling him with her as she did. It was crazy, even insane perhaps, but he needed comforting, and she needed to comfort him. Bill fumbled briefly with the buttons of her shirt, but then as the wild frenzied need and desire for her overtook him, he simply tore at it, popping off all her buttons with the effort and finally revealing her breasts.
Sharon placed her hand behind his head and guided him to her, she felt his lips brush and then tenderly kiss her rapidly hardening nipples. He began to devour her with an urgency that was fueled by months of abstention and loneliness, the likes of which she could not even begin to imagine.
With her hand she reached down between them, felt his hardness beneath his pants as it quickly stiffened even more so at the touch of her hand. She caressed him through the material as he continued nipping and sucking her nipples alternating back and forth between them. Sharon fought at his zipper, but Bill sat up, then standing as he removed his pants. Now as nude as she was, his stiff erect cock so wonderfully, so erotically displayed before her, she reached up, clasped him, and drew him towards her where she gingerly licked at the tip, licked away the little droplet of juice that she had squeezed out, quickly producing another as she continued squeezing him, licking at the fleshy spongy head of his cock.
Sharon continued to suck and lick him until Bill grew too weak-kneed to allow her to continue. She pulled him onto the ground, rolling him over onto his back, she slid herself up atop him, and slowly eased himself into her where she enveloped him, surrounding him with her velvety softness.
They sat rocking together with one another for what seemed like an eternity. Sharon felt Bill's hard smooth cock sliding in and out of her with a slippery teasing thrill of passionate desire and need. She found herself warming to him rapidly. Realizing that all the unexpected, undesired teasing, had actually been building her up towards this moment. As Bill toyed with her breasts, tweaking her nipples and gently pulling on them, she began thrusting herself against him more forcefully, feeling his cock filling her pussy, filling her with unbridled desire and passion for this man. She moved herself so that her clitoris was stroked, touched and caressed expertly. Sharon felt the first trembling twinge of her orgasm begin, and this time welcomed it as it suddenly took her by surprise and washed over her in a near overpowering surge of ecstasy and pure raw emotion.
Even as her first orgasm slowly diminished, she felt Bill's begin. She could feel his thick hard cock suddenly throbbing inside her, felt it as his first powerful jettisons of cum began to fill her and bathe the inside of her cunt in a glorious display of hard felt wondrous joy. Bill's still ongoing orgasm triggered within her a second, and she joined him on the sea of orgasmic ecstasy that they floated on together.
#
The sun was just starting to come up when they awoke, still lying comfortably and secure within one another's arms. A second later however, Bill bolted up off of the ground and dashed towards and then inside the crumbling shack. Sharon sat up staring in his direction, and just as she was about to get up herself and go in after him, she saw him remerge, carrying the body of his son through the door.
"He's..." He couldn't quite finish saying it. "Dead!"
Tears streamed down Bill's face as he carried Willy past her and down along a nearby deer path. Sharon quickly followed him and moments later saw Bill as he lay his son down on the ground next to a previously deep and well dug out grave.
"Willy even helped me dig it out." Bill said sobbing. "Actually picked out the very spot where he wanted to be buried."
"It's beautiful," Sharon offered, still unsure of what she could say or even do as she watched Bill carefully place his son down into the pre-dug grave.
"As soon as I'm done here...we'll leave," he announced. "I'll get you back to your own campsite, it's really not that far away from here. After that, I'll head into town and give myself up to the authorities."
"I'm going with you," Sharon told him, not about to take no for an answer. "I'll be with you, no matter what." She told him adding. "And no matter what else happens, after everything we've been through together now, I'll be with you afterwards as well."
Bill looked at her with hope filled eyes, but concern, worry and doubt could be seen there as well.
"Bill...my father is the Governor. I really will be able to help you. Trust me."
A short time later Sharon drove back down her mountain, Bill quietly sitting beside her lost in thought. "I really am sorry for everything that happened." He told her.
"Don't be, everything will be alright," she assured him. "We've both been captives, but we'll make it through this together."
#
Sharon placed a bouquet of wild flowers on the still unmarked grave. Bill had indeed been placed into a witness protection program just as Sharon had promised. But they'd secretly been meeting here now once each year for the past five years.
"Time to go," Bill told her extending his hand.
"Not before you've made love to me again," she admonished him leading him back inside the long forgotten little cabin.
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When I first thought about writing this piece, I had to ask myself: "What qualifies me as someone who actually knows what they're talking about?"
I can only add this in response, and will attempt to do so without sounding boastful about it.
The fact that I've gone down on a number of different women is a good place to start. Each one has taught 'me' what feels good, what they like (or don't like) and has given me the kind of experience that in those terms might make me a bit of an expert so to speak.
Secondly, I also had the unique and rare opportunity to prove that talent on two bonafide lesbians. (And please, don't be sending me hate mail for saying, or claiming that.) Truth of the matter is, I was given that rare opportunity to do so out of real curiosity to see if a man could in fact perform in that area just as well as another woman could. I can honestly state that both women enjoyed the experience, one of which had previously had difficulty even reaching orgasm through oral intercourse 'with' other women, yet was able to do so with me much to everyone's surprise.
So, having said that, allow me to share some of my own personal insights and techniques.
For starters, have fun. Sex should be fun after all. It's meant to be an enjoyable experience, for both parties. Sure, an orgasm feels great, but as they say, getting there is half the fun. So why rush it?
Setting the mood.
It's important that for a prolonged period of oral sex play, that both parties be as comfortable and as relaxed as possible. Make sure you have plenty of space. Don't be afraid to change positions periodically either. It keeps things from becoming tedious (on both sides) and heightens the affects of differing sensations.
Like any good feast, it takes plenty of preparation. Use your senses, and I mean that literally, all six of them. There is nothing more sensual or more intimate than preparing your partner (and yourself) for what can be one of the most intense physical experiences possible. So lets not just jump into anything. Lets first off enjoy what we're looking at. Lets admire, actually look at...and experience the beauty of that treasure we're about to so intimately come into contact with. Guy's (and Gals too!) Taking the time to actually do that can enhance your partner's desire and arousal level. (This is about having fun remember?) So explore with your eyes, your mind, and after a while, gently, lightly with your fingers. Tease, caress and tantalize your partner in preparation for what's to come. (No pun intended). Next, enjoy her smell, the aroma of her sensuality. This type of activity certainly involves a certain amount of personal hygiene, but the last thing I want to be smelling is a rose garden. We all exude a certain chemical smell that is meant to entice and arouse one another. Don't destroy that or cover it up with body oils or soaps too soon before oral sex play. Let that feast preparation produce the natural lubricants and odors designed to stimulate and enhance one's desires. It's important to note here, that giving the pleasure to our partner through oral gratification can also be a very pleasurable experience as well. Let yourself enjoy and savor the taste as well as the smell of your partner, along with the sensation of touch, moisture, heat and sound.
Yes sound. Communicate.
Guys, you might actually consider yourself a real tongue-stud. And the last person you were with might even have told you that you were. But it doesn't mean the person you're with now will find, or even think the same thing. The reality is, what may work or feel good for one woman, might not work or feel good for the next. It is here where communication is key, for both parties. And once again, if you're already being this intimate to begin with, then why not be intimate enough to share with one another what does feel good, and what doesn't. And there's lots of ways to communicate what we like, or what we're enjoying. So lets not be afraid to express that, or show that. Encouragement also goes a long ways.
As I've already mentioned, every person is different. Be ready to adapt or change from one technique to another. There is also something to be said for differing sensations, where one doesn't feel as good now, it may very well feel really good a little later.
Soft and slow.
It's a good place to start. And I don't mean directly on the clitoris either. I'm talking about getting her aroused, excited, "wanting" that tongue on the clitoris. But it's also about getting "you" to "want" to start licking that clit too. So once again, lets start with some gentle kisses, some light flicking licks of the tongue on other surrounding areas. Let her clit be aware that you're down there without actually introducing yourself. Take the time to explore her, enjoy her smell, her taste, and let her know that you are in the process. Trust me, she'll be able to tell if you are, or you aren't. And that can make all the difference in the world. They don't call them lips for nothing. Kiss them, gently or lightly suck them, and move on. Kiss and lick those soft tender areas between her legs and her pussy, without actually touching her there. (I thought about using the word vagina here, but the last thing I want to do is sound clinical. And besides, I personally think pussy is a sexy word to describe a woman's femininity).
Allow the tip of your tongue to explore her, let it gently, and softly slither just inside the opening of her lips, top to bottom, and back again. But once again, take your time, we're not in any kind of a rush here (or shouldn't be yet anyway). Hopefully by this time, that so-far neglected clit is actually ready for some direct and indirect attention. And clits, just like cocks, come in all shapes and sizes. (Yeah, they really do). They can also be very sensitive, to supersensitive. And you need to be sensitive to that as well. Sometimes immediate direct contact and stimulation can be too much too soon. Especially if you begin flicking your tongue against it like it was a tootsie-pop and you're anxious to get to the chocolate center. That might be your desire, but it might not be hers.
Once again, taste the candy, take your time. Those first slow, light gentle caresses of the tongue can do wonders for allowing a woman's clitoris to adjust, and prepare itself for more forceful, and harder stimulation. Let her tell you when, whether verbally, or physically. And Gal's, please don't be afraid to point that out either. Those first few minutes of slow tender tongue-touches can become less than enjoyable if you don't let us know it's ok to turn things up a notch or two. Or...to turn them back down again for a while if that's what you enjoy.
Techniques.
There are a lot of varying techniques. And what might feel good for some women, might not feel as good for another. So once again, listen to her body language, her sighs and moans to let you know if what you're doing is a good thing. Or even better, telling your partner if something feels really good...or just nice, helps a lot as well. If you want it softer, harder, slower or faster, then say so. A good lover listens. A better lover shares.
Like the head of the penis, (too clinical?) ok...prick. The head of a woman's exposed clitoris can be equally sensitive. And sometimes too much prolonged stimulation to that area can become annoying unless she's aroused and stimulated to the point of orgasm. But one technique is to lightly run your tongue up and down that delicate little shaft. Give it an equally light suck or two then let the length and flat of your tongue fully caress the full opening of her split, once again top to bottom before searching out and again directly or indirectly assaulting her clitoris. The amount of pressure, friction, tempo can and should be alternated as you explore and arouse your partner. Once again, changing positions periodically can also change the differing sensations for both partners as well.
When her breathing, or her spoken words alert you that she's "very" aroused now, then more direct stimulation and force can be better tolerated (if not downright needed and wanted by this time). Here, and again be open to communication, but a firm though still yet gentle sucking directly of the woman's clitoral shaft can be extremely pleasurable. Sometimes holding it there with your lips, using the flat of your tongue to press it deeply within your mouth, still holding, though sucking lightly at first, and perhaps a little more forcefully as indications of your partner's pleasure is expressed. I enjoy doing that, with an in-between variation of the old "butterfly" clit flick of the tongue. Whether that be also hard and fast, or soft and slow. Mix it up a little. Again, use your own imagination, and have fun. Enjoy yourself, and she'll enjoy it all the more as well.
Use your hands and fingers. But be aware of what she likes, or doesn't like here too. Not every woman enjoys a finger up there while she's being stimulated orally. And even those who do, just enjoy the presence of it being there more than any hard-fast thrusting one might be tempted to do. (If she wants that...she'll let you know hopefully). But this is also an ideal time to go back to those breasts. They're not just there for foreplay. Very often the direct stimulation and caress of a woman's clitoris can be heightened and intensified by the added stimulation of her breasts and nipples simultaneously. Most often a woman's nipples can become even more sensitive, more pleasure driven when you are by now directly stimulating her clitoris, and visa versa. With practice, you can vary the tempo of stimulation to both areas. Soft caresses and nipple touches while the tongue is flicking madly on the surface of her clit. Or harder (if she enjoys that) nipple pinches and squeezes, while one's tongue light as a feather, dances across the floor of her clitoris.
Finger scissors.
Not all women enjoy this. And it's certainly something you'd best ask about before doing anything. Don't assume. Once again, one woman might want only oral stimulation of the lips, mouth and tongue without any penetration at all. Others still might also enjoy that added sensation, whether it be secondary and passive, or firm and authorative. On some other occasions, a well lubricated, gentle finger in her ass in addition to one inside her pussy can produce exquisitely erotic pleasurable enhancements to the oral techniques I've described above. But that is again a personal preference, and not mentioned here as an absolute requirement. But I have through my own experience found it to induce very intense orgasms in most women who've allowed and enjoyed this particular technique.
The orgasm
Here again, all women are different. Half the fun is finding out how different they can be, and enjoying that difference, and sharing it with them. Some women excrete additional fluids when experiencing an orgasm. Some others actually have what is called "female" ejaculations. Whatever the case, it's her orgasm, and if you care about it, or care about her, then go with the flow as I say. Something I again personally find very, very enjoyable.
Be very much aware of a woman's sensitivities, or abilities to be multi-orgasmic. Some women having experienced climax can become supersensitive (just like guys can). Continuing to flick or suck her clitoris when the pleasure has receded can be downright painful. When she grabs your head, maybe its time to let up. But surprisingly enough, sometimes that same gentle soft linger of a lightly touching tongue after an orgasm, can bring about another one within a relatively short period of time in some instances. Be patient in that, if she's enjoying that post-climatic pleasuring, let her decide if it's going to lead to yet another climax, or simply if it's a nice slow gentle way to come down. If you've pleasured her well enough during this session, chances are she'll be ready and wanting a bit more. And remember that turnabout is fair play. Please your partner, pleasure her beyond her wildest expectations, and I can assure you, she'll do the same thing for you. I certainly welcome your comments thoughts or ideas. Feel free to contact me to discuss any of this, ask questions, or even disagree if you wish with anything I've said. All I've hoped to do here is share with you what I have learned and enjoyed through personal experience. Does that make me an expert? Not necessarily, but I've not had anyone complain yet either, on the contrary. But it's also something I love doing. And I think that's also just as important as anything I could try and tell someone how to do.
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Every one in a while, you have one of those kinds of experiences that simply stay with you in memory forever. This is one of mine.
Every year for as long as I could remember we would travel down to visit with my Cousins Brenda and her older sister Marsha. Don't get me wrong, I really enjoyed visiting with them, but I was a senior in High School and rather than travel off to visit my cousins over spring break, I wanted desperately to stay home instead. Brenda and I were the same age, but Marsha was two years older and had been attending College at a nearby University though still living at home.
As I had a girlfriend of course, the last thing I wanted to do then was travel with my mother and my Uncle, since he was coming up to get us. I said and did everything I could think of to get out of the trip, but it was totally useless. Resigned to it then, the only thing that would make the trip easier to stand was when I learned Brenda would be coming up with my Uncle to share the ride back with me. At least I'd have someone to visit with during the long fourteen-hour drive.
Admittedly, I hadn't seen either of my cousins for a couple of years. And it was one of the arguments made for going this time. We'd missed visiting with them the year before as my Uncle had been out of town on business during the time we would normally have gone to see them. So as it was, I was a little curious to see how my two cousins had been doing. We'd been very close ever since we were kids, and that closeness still remained over the course of the years.
They arrived late in the afternoon, and as it was going to be a quick turnaround trip for all of us, there was very little time to do anything but have a quick dinner and chat for a while and then head to bed early as my Uncle was planning on leaving at O'dark-thirty.
The first thing I noticed was how much Brenda had truly changed over the course of two and a half years basically. I had remembered her as being fairly "chubby" most of her life, thick glasses and mousy brown hair. The Woman that greeted me at our door was as different as night and day. For one, Brenda had colored her hair, and was now a blonde. Secondly, she'd changed over to wearing contacts, which made a hell of a difference in her looks right there. But the biggest, and I mean biggest difference was the fact that she had shed several pounds, and hadn't lost her bust line in the process. Brenda had always had fairly large breasts to begin with, as did her sister Marsha. But the fact that she wasn't the same old chubby cousin I once knew made a remarkable difference in her appearance as well as her self-esteem and her attitude.
"Well cousin. How've you been?" She said giving me a perfunctory kiss, a hug and a huge bright white smile.
"Wow Brenda, you've sure changed since the last time I saw you!" I mean I said the obvious, true. But we'd always been open with one another since we were kids, and to state anything different now when I was obviously thinking it wouldn't have been me, or us for that matter.
"So....you do like the new me then huh?"
"Yea. You look great!" I said having been caught looking at her breasts momentarily.
Once when we were a lot younger in years, Brenda had blackened both of my eyes once for teasing her about her then "budding" boobies by having swung a garden hose at me, and hitting me across the face.
"No "tit" jokes this time huh? She said.
And I caught the meaning as well as the memory. "Nope, not this time kiddo." And I meant it too.
My Uncle had driven up in a truck and camper. So at least Brenda and I would have some time to sit and visit on the drive without having to sit and listen to my mother and her father. Suddenly the trip wasn't looking all that bad, and we had some serious catching up to do anyway.
As we had a fairly small home, my mother of course took their bedroom, (Dad was away on business), and I gave up my room so that Brenda would have a bed to sleep in, taking a sleeping bag and a pad for myself in the front-room on the floor. My Uncle took what was called the Guest Room downstairs in a mostly unfinished basement except for that one spare bedroom. At ten o'clock then, everyone turned in as we were getting up so early. But ten was way too early for me under any circumstances. I lay on the floor in the dark for nearly an hour trying to get to sleep, but wasn't having much luck doing it. A few minutes later I heard someone approaching in the darkness from the back bedrooms and immediately knew that it had to be Brenda. Obviously she was having the same difficulty sleeping that I was. Though I was only wearing my shorts, I wasn't too worried about Brenda's coming in to see me. After all as I mentioned, we'd seen each other in various states of undress over the years anyway. Though probably not down to bra's, panties, and boxer shorts as I was now wearing perhaps.
I flipped the sleeping bag over myself, still sitting half in and half out of the bag when she came into the room and plopped down on the mat beside me. Brenda was wearing a yellow "baby-doll" nightgown, but with the darkness and her being my cousin, there wasn't anything real weird about seeing her like this. Only that she'd "obviously" changed since I had last seen her, and hadn't expected to see her wearing something quite as "sexy" as the nightgown was. But I put that thought behind me quickly however, reminding myself she was my cousin, and though we were close, her being seen wearing it in front of me was no big deal to her either.
"Couldn't sleep." She whispered to me as she sat down. "You?"
"Nope. Me neither." I replied. "Besides, we can sleep most of the way back to your place. Riding out back in the camper will have some advantages I guess."
I had to admit, with Brenda sitting cross-legged so close to me, it was still easy to make out the fact that her breasts were pressing against the material of that fairly sheer yellow nightgown. And I was a little surprised that even after two years she still felt comfortable around me to wear it without so much as a worry or concern I might be "thinking" about her obvious assets just sitting beneath it.
"It will give us a chance to talk about 'stuff' too." Brenda added then, continuing on with our conversation.
"Stuff?" I picked up. Curious a little then as to what 'stuff' she might be referring too.
I could tell she was hedging on starting any conversation about whatever was bothering her. Obviously she'd intended on talking about it with me during the ride instead. But I pressed her anyway.
"Come on Brenda, now you've got my curiosity all fired up. What stuff?"
"Don't know if this is the best time to talk with you about it. But I know once Dad's asleep that an earthquake wouldn't wake him."
I laughed at that. "Yea, mom's that way too."
Maybe that eased her mind somewhat, especially since we'd certainly hear anyone coming along time before they ever made it as far as the living room.
"Remember two years ago, you told me how you and that girl you were seeing were starting to get pretty serious?"
She was talking about Tracy* and though we'd discussed it back then, I was a little embarrassed to tell her we'd not made a whole lot of progress in our relationship until this year. And even then, nothing to write home about basically. Tracy and I still hadn't even gotten off first base with one another yet.
"Well what I wanted to tell you, believe it or not, was that I was a little bit jealous when you told me that. I know I shouldn't feel that way. After all I am your cousin. But you know how I was back then, certainly didn't look anything like I do now for sure."
"No kidding Brenda!" And I thought she was going to hit me again then, but she gave me a friendly, cousinly shove instead.
"I'm trying to be serious here David!" And I could tell by the inflection of the tone in her voice that she really was trying to be serious too.
"Ok. Ok. Why don't you tell me what's bothering you then?"
Brenda paused once again taking a deep breath. I could see she was having difficulty trying to come up with the words to whatever it was she was trying to say, so I patiently waited without bugging her about it again.
"Whew!" She said finally. "This is hard. But OK, here it is. I'm sure that by now, you've probably been with a girl."
It wasn't a question exactly, so I didn't answer her either. But I also didn't have the heart to tell her that I was still a virgin, I mean guys didn't admit to it if they were, but certainly loved to brag if they weren't. So I was caught somewhere between the two with her. I was actually more worried that she was about to tell me that she wasn't anymore, and wasn't sure I wanted to hear the details either. Now I was starting to feel a little jealous, and somewhat excited, as I knew we were about to travel down one of those sexual discussion roads. And though I had certainly enjoyed them in the past, talking with both Brenda and Marsha, I wasn't sure I was quite prepared to do so now all things considered.
"The reason I'm asking, is... I've never been with a boy, ever." She waited, letting this one sink in. I started to respond but she cut me off, so I let her continue, still wondering where all of this was going.
"I've started seeing a guy, and though nothings happened in any way shape or form between us, I know that he is experienced, I know his ex-girlfriend, and I know they had 'sex' with each other." Brenda had been talking fairly softly anyway, but the word 'sex' was spoken so softly I almost missed it.
"I'm really worried that he's going to end up dumping me, especially if I don't 'put-out' and I have no intention of doing that anyway. I'm still a 'virgin'. And once again Brenda spoke that word in the same low toned softness, that had I not been leaning even closer to her now than I had been, I'd have missed that one too.
"But what we've talked about, is maybe doing other 'stuff". And so, there was that word again. The other 'stuff' she had been referring to was the question she was eventually going to arrive at and ask me about.
"I'm not sure exactly what 'stuff" you think it is I can help you with." I finally managed to say. And I pulled the top of the sleeping bag up over me more than it had been. I was getting uncomfortably excited sitting here talking to Brenda about all this. And trying to hide a growing erection was soon going to be causing me some real problems.
"David. You and I have always been able to talk about anything right?"
"Yea........" I said, elongating the word to both answer as well as ask the question that was coming next.
"And we have been pretty close. Probably a lot closer than most cousins usually are too."
"And........" Once again, answered, asking.
Brenda one again drew in a deep breath, and paused before continuing. And I was sitting on pins and needles now wondering what the hell she was finally getting at. And excited and anxious to find out what it really was.
"OK. Here it is. I've never even seen a boy's penis before. Not for real anyway. Sure, I've seen 'stuff" in magazines, I've even seen one of those 'porno-books' but seeing that, and seeing a real one are two different things.
So the big secret was finally out. But the revelation of this was still beyond me, and I wasn't sure what it was that I could say or do......
"What I was wondering was, would you let me see yours?" Well, you could have knocked me over with a feather. That was about the last thing I ever expected to hear from my cousin Brenda.
"Your serious? You've never seen a man's cock before?" I was going to say something along the lines of "Your serious, you expect me to show you mine?" But I knew before I even responded, that saying it that way would more than likely end our discussion right then and there. And as excited, as this was all starting to get, that's the last thing I wanted to have happen. And then I used the terms, "mans" and "cock" to put a slightly more naughty emphasis on this increasingly interesting discussion as well.
I know she was blushing. I could still see enough of a color change in her face even in the dark to realize that she was.
"You don't think I'm weird for asking you that?" She finished saying.
"Weird? No. Flattered actually. I'm glad you feel comfortable enough to ask me, and if you really are serious, I don't have any problem with it if you don't."
So. It had taken awhile, but we'd finally gotten there. But now that we were there, the next obstacle was showing her. I was already erect, and was that the way she expected to see it? Or not.
"Ah, before I do show you. I think you need to know that all this talk about sex has me hard already, so if you expected to see it otherwise, it's going to be awhile." I tried to say this sort of tongue in cheek to put her at ease. But to my surprise, she seemed delighted in fact.
"You already have a hard on?"
Even I hardly ever used that term. We called them "boners" usually. Or "stiffies", but hard -on's were such a strange term to be hearing someone using, especially Brenda. So that now I felt like the one who was the less experienced of the two of us. And I simply nodded my head yes that I did.
What happened next happened so fast and so unexpectedly that I didn't know how to react, and in fact didn't. I figured it would be a simple matter of flipping the sleeping bag cover from off the top of me. As I was wearing boxers, I could already feel and tell that my cock had already long ago slipped through the constantly available opening.
It was Brenda however that suddenly reached down and pulled the cover off her self. But she didn't exactly stop there either. My cock obviously was sticking straight up and out of my shorts, and she did sit there for a moment looking at it, then at me, smiling. I figured the show was about over then, but like a snake to a snake charmer, she continued to sit there staring at "it" at me, until I was starting to feel a little embarrassed by the whole situation that had developed here. When she reached out and actually took me in her hand, I was caught totally unawares and unprepared for it. But not to the point of reacting to her, but in not reacting at all. Once again I seemed frozen in place, in time really. As everything around me seemed to suddenly go blank. All I could see was my cousin Brenda, sitting cross-legged in a see-through yellow nightgown, holding onto my cock, and I was basically paralyzed.
It was when she began to stroke it however that I suddenly seemed to come back down to reality.
"Brenda?"
She stopped stroking it. And I thought silently to myself. "Stupid ass!"
She looked at me then with a concerned and questioning expression. "Oh David. I'm sorry, I guess I just sort of went, I don't know, went....."
"Brenda, shhhhhhh!" I said. Her voice defiantly having risen to one in which made me fearful even, that we might actually wake my mother at least. "It's Ok, touch me if you want to. I don't mind. Really."
Thankfully, she'd never let go of me. If she had, she might not have touched me after that. But as it was, she continued to fondle my prick, actually exploring it with her mind as much as she was exploring me with her hands. And then she started asking me questions. And that did get a little weird, but extremely exciting as well.
"I'm so surprised at how hard it actually feels. Yet so soft feeling too."
I could only lie there now, watching her play with me. Perhaps too dumbfounded to believe that here we were, lying on the floor in my parents front room with my cousin Brenda jacking me off. Though I'm sure that wasn't her initial intention at the time.
"Can I see and play with your balls too?"
If I thought I'd been surprised before, I was even more so now with this very frank and very innocently honest request. And besides, who was I to say "No" under these conditions?
I reached down then, and simply pulled my boxers the rest of the way off so that she could see the entire 'package' together. I even bent one leg at the knee to help her accommodate that. And then she leaned over to lie down on her side to look at me. When she did this, she brought her own still pussy clad panties just mere inches away from my face. And then an idea hit me. But hell, I was starting to think with my cock now anyway, and since she was laying here playing with me, I figured "What the hell!" I knew I was taking a gigantic risk here. There was no telling how she was about to respond, but at least I'd never know unless I tried it. So I reached out and slid my finger up the impression of her pussy slit on the outside of her panties.
Brenda moaned.
I shivered.
Nervous, scared, frightened in case anyone should walk in and catch us doing this, all rolled up into one.
"You cold?"
"No."
I could have told her I was nervous, scared, frightened. And that would have ended everything too, possibly. But what I said only intensified everything.
"Excited!"
"You won't think anything less of me for this?" She asked me then.
"Shit!" I thought. Now I was worried.
Was she going to feel guilty afterwards, thinking about what we'd done that we still hadn't yet really been doing?
"Brenda. We are cousins yes. But we've always been close. Probably closer than most, maybe not quite as close as some." I tried making that a half joking statement to ease the tension, and it seemed to work.
"But as close as we are, probably even more so now, especially after this, I assure you, I won't think anything less of you, or us. If anything, I will even feel closer to you than I do now."
Maybe it was more of the way I said it, that what I said. But it seemed to answer her question. And she answered my unspoken one by suddenly standing up and removing her nightgown all together.
"Holy Shit!" I exclaimed when she stood there entirely naked towering over me.
"Shhhhh!" Was now her turn to caution me to be quiet. "We 'really' need to be careful now." She said. Like I wasn't well aware of that. But immediately toned my own voice down too.
"Oh Brenda! You really do have gorgeous breasts!" And I remember saying that to her as though it were yesterday.
She came over then and began to sit down on me. For a split second, I half wondered if she was going to slip my cock inside her or something. But of course I couldn't even begin to imagine that, but like everything else, wouldn't have stopped her from doing so either. Of course, she didn't and we didn't. But she did position herself so that my cock was resting right up against her cunt when she did. And once again she began playing with it while we talked.
"So you really do like the way my boobs look?"
"Oh yes, they really are beautiful!" I stammered out.
"As pretty as your girlfriends?"
She had me there on that one. And I wasn't about to say I had no idea. So I lied, but I guess it could be considered one of those little white lies as I truly had no idea if they were or if they weren't.
"Every bit as much, if not more so."
Brenda seemed to like that. I could tell by the sudden increased pressure and stimulation of my cock, which she was still busily toying with. I reached up then and cupped both of her breasts. They were after all within easy reach. As I began to massage them and caress them, I saw Brenda close her eyes and begin to experience what I later learned as the first time any boy had ever touched her bare breasts. She had let one other boy "feel her up" before, and he hadn't even been her current boyfriend either. But I didn't learn about this fact until we were in the camper and on the way back to where she and my Uncle lived.
"Will you come for me too?"
I guess I should have been prepared for that one. After everything else that was happening so far, it seemed like a reasonable expectation of what was more than likely going to happen sooner or later. But as had also been the case, I was still caught off guard.



"Sure. If you want me to, I will. Will you?" I sort of shot back at her. And finally, I surprised her with one.
But once again she stopped playing with me. And once again I thought to myself that I had inadvertently gone to far with my own request.
"I'm not sure I can." She said.
"Because of me? Because of this? Because of what we're doing you mean?
"No. No. It's just that I haven't ever done that. You know....come."
"You've never had a climax? Ever?"
"I don't think so, no."
I knew that if she'd had one, she'd have known it. "What do you mean you don't think so. Do you masturbate?"
She was blushing again, that was easy enough to see as she sat astride my legs. Our eyes having gotten used to the darkness long ago allowed both of us to see more clearly now.
"Sort of. Sometimes. But I just feel sort of good, but nothing much beyond that. I 'know' that other women have orgasms, I've certainly read about it, but I don't think I ever have had one no."
I pushed for details. After all, here we were talking so frankly and openly about everything. "When you play with yourself, how do you do it?" I asked her bluntly.
Thankfully she kept stroking my cock, but as she talked, either her nervousness or excitement picked up the tempo. And I was starting to have trouble concentrating on my end when she began increasing the strokes on my cock.
"Sometimes I put a pillow between my legs, under the covers in my bed at night, and squeeze them back and forth against it. Sometimes I sort of 'hump' the pillow, as I press my hand against it."
"That's it? That's all you ever do? Don't you just touch your clit with your finger?"
And that time I had gone too far. Brenda got flustered, and stopped playing with me, letting go of me entirely.
"Oh David. I'm sorry. We probably shouldn't have gotten started doing this in the first place!" And then suddenly she stood up, grabbed her discarded nightgown and headed back towards my bedroom, leaving me sitting there with a "very-close" very painful erection.
"Shit!" I said, pounding the padded mattress with my hand. I waited, hoping she'd return but she never did. And had to content myself then with pounding something else afterwards.
About three in the morning, my mother woke me up to inform me it was time to get up and get dressed. We piled into my uncles truck after that, and I took the upper bunk, which was the one, suspended above the passenger compartment. Brenda took the ready made bed below me, but which was also off to one side so I couldn't see anything but her leg sticking out of one of the covers. As it was still early, we didn't speak. I'm not sure she was ready too anyway, and we went back to sleep while my Uncle drove, and my mother stayed up front with him keeping him company.
A few hours later, we stopped at a rest stop so my Uncle could get some more coffee and a bite to eat in order to stay alert and remain awake for the long drive ahead. Brenda declined to go inside, opting to stay outside and 'locked-in' while we all went in to have something. It was afterwards when I once again got back inside the camper that she finally spoke to me.
"Did you "finish"? Last night?"
And I knew what she was referring to. I had forgotten that she had wanted to see me do that too. And I had really wanted to at the time, more than anything.
"Yes." I admitted. "After you left, I waited, hoping you'd come back so that I could. But when you didn't........"
"I'm really sorry. I guess I was just embarrassed. I've never told anyone that I've either masturbated, or that I've never come before either. I guess I just felt really stupid in a way, and that maybe you'd think I was being childish, or too naive to even want to continue talking about it with me."
"I'm sorry too Brenda. I didn't mean anything by it. I was just surprised that you hadn't 'touched yourself' in that way I guess. I thought every girl did, if she does masturbate that is. I mean, its not like I'm all 'that' experienced either you know?"
That really seemed to settle everything down between us once again. And suddenly Brenda was back to being the same curiously excited and inquisitive person she'd been the night before.
"You know, we'll know if they're going to stop anyplace before they do. And there's no way they can hear us back here or know what we're doing unless we get too loud or start jumping up and down or something......"
She left that last comment just sort of hang there in the air, questioning if I was ready to sort of pick up where we'd left off.
"Upper bunk?" I questioned. But Brenda was already way ahead of me, scrambling up into it even before I'd gotten out the question.
There was a window up there, but it had blinds and we closed them. Brenda lay closest to it so she could look outside and check in case the truck slowed down for any reason.. But as we were on the freeway by then, we'd immediately know it if my Uncle began to slow down or stop. As the window in my Uncles truck wasn't one of those that opened back into the camper, there was really no way to communicate back and forth either without actually stopping and getting out of the truck to do so. So we felt relatively safe. Even so, we both agreed that we'd need to be careful and that "I" would need to be ready to jump down and get into the other bed if necessary. Brenda could remain in the top bunk without causing any questions to be asked, and could easily slip back into her shorts only and tank top that she often wore to sleep in. As I slept shirtless myself, all I'd have to do was ensure I was at least wearing my Levi's and preferably a shirt as well if we did stop, or begin too. So with these precautions understood, I climbed into the bunk along side her, and we almost picked up from where we'd left off the night before. But this time, I intended to show her what it was I had been trying to tell her about.
We had pulled down the top cover for a couple of reasons. One, it would make it easier to get out of the bed without getting all tangled up in the covers in the event of an emergency. Two, Brenda could then easily slip into her clothes and if necessary, throw the cover back over the top of her self in a hurry. But three, and I liked her thinking on this one. We'd be able to see one another. And, it was daytime, and we were about to see each other nude for the first time in total light unlike the still visible, but still cloaking darkness of the evening before.
Seeing her in the daylight was even more exciting of course. I had certainly gotten a pretty good view of her overall 'figure', but certainly not in the same way as I was seeing it now. And she was experiencing the same thing as well with me. Her breasts had the lightest pink nipples I'd ever seen. It was hard to tell where her nipples began and where they merged into the rest of the flesh of her breasts. I'd seen several women's boobs in magazines of course, and even one or two here and there through either accidental exposures, or once spying on a friend's sister. But I had never in all this time seen any as light pink, or as erotic as these. Her nipples were fairly small too, but as I remembered when I'd been playing with them the previous night, they easily became erect and rather elongated though thinner than what I had actually expected. Never the less, I was once again excited beyond reason to be caressing them and playing with them once again. As I was doing this, Brenda of course reached down and immediately started playing with me as well. I wasn't quite as hard as I had been when she'd touched me the first time, but she found this experience quite rewarding as well, actually stroking me and getting me back to the point she had had me the night before.
"Sometime..." She began in very low soft tones, which would be how we would converse in this fashion for the remainder of the trip. ".....I want to see you totally soft, and then watch you get hard from the very beginning."
I laughed. "I'm not sure I can do that one either!"
"Why not?"
"Because the moment I even think about something like that, or that you want to do that, I won't be totally soft anymore. Maybe not fully hard like I am now...but definitely not totally soft either."
And Brenda had to laugh at that one. And she blushed again too. And this time I really could see the flush in her face. "I guess I'll just have to sneak up on you in the bathroom or something then, when you least expect it."
"I can just see you trying to do that with everyone there all the time."
"Who say's we won't have anytime alone? You never know. I guess we'll just have to wait and see."
We settled into a very long extended form of foreplay then. But I wanted to do that, as I had several reasons for prolonging it. I could tell by Brenda's breathing when it began to change that she was really starting to get excited. And it was then that I decided to do to her, what she had said she had never done to her self before.
"Trust me?" I asked her quietly. There was a curious questioning look in her eyes as I looked at her, asking that. But she only smiled slightly and nodded her head yes. I spun around on the bed then so that we could both continuing exploring the way we really wanted to, which was in and of itself an incredible situation and sensation to enjoy while driving down the highway. I spread her pussy lips apart with one hand, and slowly began to tease her pussy slit with a finger on my other one. This of course also more fully exposed her clitoris, and I occasionally brushed against it with my finger, which had her moaning softly within the space of a few short minutes.
"Is this the way you feel good when you're using the pillow?"
"Ah huh." Her response almost a breath rather than any kind of real reply.
"But better too. It feels........a lot.......better."
That's what I had been hoping for at least. And I could tell as I played with her slit, and with her clit, lightly encircling it with my finger, and flicking it back and forth against it that she was getting more and more aroused the longer I continued doing it.
"Is it feeling any better now?"
And again another long moaning response. "Oh yessssssss, yesssssss very..... very much so!"
She had stopped stroking my cock several moments ago, but I took this as a good sign as well. Though she still held it in her hand, and occasionally clasped it or moved her hand on me, I could tell that she was obviously losing more and more of her ability to concentrate the longer we went.
"Tell me if you start to feel anything different than what your feeling now."
"Like what?"
"You'll know. Just tell me if you do."
Her pussy was glistening with lubrication by this time, and it was getting easier and easier to slip my finger without ever attempting to penetrate her, up and down the inside of her slit. Her clitoris I bathed with her own juices until she was suddenly shuddering and somewhat humping my hand uncontrollably and without any realization that she was even doing so.
"I'm starting to feel something...."
I couldn't help grinning. "Yes...that's it!" I urged her. "Keep concentrating on that feeling. Let it build until you can't stand it anymore..and then just let it go!"
Her breathing was really ragged now, but she was indirectly signaling to me in another way as well. The grip on my cock was becoming almost painful, and I swore if she continued, I'd have to do something about it soon or I'd be in too much pain to continue what it was that I was doing.
I don't know why I suddenly did what I did then. But it certainly seemed to be the thing to do at the time. And I was glad I did it afterwards. As was Brenda.
She began moaning even longer now, and then suddenly with little sharp quick intakes of breath like she was running a fast sprint, I leaned over even further and licked her clit with the tip of my tongue. She seemed to freeze, holding her breath. I flicked it with my tongue faster; she nearly ripped my cock from my balls in the process. But she came then. And boy did she come when she did.
Brenda rolled into me forcing both my hands and my face away from her as she did. She sucked face with the pillow then, and I could hear a near muffled scream into the pillow when she did. She was convulsing and clenching her own hands, which she'd trapped between her legs after she had forced me away from her. Still groaning with an incredibly deep throated but thankfully muffled orgasmic scream, she clenched herself with one hand, and stuffed parts of the other, along with a portion of the pillow into her mouth. I could only lay there beside her and watch, waiting for her to come back from where ever it was she had finally discovered. And even after she quit trying to eat the pillow, it was a long, long time before she moved, rolling once again over onto her back and was able to look at me.
And Brenda was crying.
We spent some time discussing what had happened after that. Especially what it was, and why I did what I did that finally broke through whatever barrier had been sitting there all this time. She was anxious to ask me all kinds of questions about that too. And I answered each one as best I could, but given the fact that I was "winging" a few things myself, I could only tell her that most of it was done on simple instinct more than anything else.
And then I realized something else then, and laughed as the thought suddenly hit me.
"You said you wanted to see me go from soft to hard? Well now's your chance too!" With the somewhat calmer less heated passion and discussion, not to mention the slightly painful way my cock had been handled right there at the end, it had shriveled up considerably. As I was still naked, and with my cock sitting mere inches away from her face as we lay toe to toe talking about everything, Brenda's delight in discovering my very limp, though already stiffening member something of great personal interest indeed. She once again gripped my cock, and sort of wagged it back and forth, the 'softness' allowing it to sort of flip back and forth somewhat lopsidedly for a few moments, then gradually stiffening so that she was unable to accomplish this same exacting move with her hand. When it was once again fully erect, which had taken very little time to achieve; Brenda once again went back to stroking it and playing with it. And this time, she saw the pearl drop of lubrication, which she'd milked out with her hand.
"Is this cum?" She asked.
"Not quite, but it's called pre-cum." She rubbed her fingers in it, and then rubbed them together.
"It feels a little like oil, or lotion maybe."
"Hmmmm it feels good to me." I teased back moaning.
"But if you really want to see the white stuff, your going to have to do a lot more than what your doing now."
Brenda sat up then, and began playing with my cock in a much more enjoyable up and down manner. But what really made it hot for me was she seemed to enjoy asking me questions about what she was doing, and what it was I was feeling when she was doing it. In a way, it was as though she was using me to study for a test coming up, which perhaps in a way she was. But whatever the case, I didn't mind. If this was the quiz, I could hardly wait for the final exam.
"How's that feel when I do this?" Brenda would ask me, stroking me so lightly and softly that it was as though her hand wasn't even touching me. I was beginning to think that not only was she a natural at this, but maybe she'd been leading me on all along, maybe she had done this with another boy before, because if she hadn't she could have fooled me.
"Oh Brenda, that feels so fucking good!" The words had come out of my mouth before I realized I'd even spoken them. I'd never used that word in front of her before, ever. And I tensed up hoping I'd not offended her or once again ruined everything after I'd already said it. Instead, and keeping my eyes closed, still fearful of having misspoken, I waited, and felt as her hand began pumping my cock even more firmly with faster needful strokes. Thankfully, she'd not gotten upset with me or angry, and as I then learned, the language seemed to turn her on even more. And though she didn't say, "fuck" herself, she obviously enjoyed saying other words that she either found erotic or had wanted to say.
"You like how I'm playing with your 'Prick'? The word "Prick" as she'd said it, rolling off the tip of her tongue as though she was hearing herself say it for the first time. And for all I knew, she had.
"Are you going to shoot your cum-cream for me soon? Are you going to cover my tittys in it when you do?"
"If you want me to." I replied. "Would you like that if I do?"
"Yes, I'd love to see you cum on my tits." She responded, definitely getting aroused all over again. Her face was flushed once again, but not from embarrassment this time, but with wide eyed open lust spreading across her face. And I could see it in her eyes as well as she continued to stare at my cock which she was so delightedly playing with. Watching her doing this, seeing the expression on her face was as nearly as enjoyable as the sensations she was giving me. Almost, but not quite. And then I was close as well. And told her so.
"Oh Brenda, I'm almost there. Are you sure, are you sure?" I don't know why I felt I had to ask that. Not like I could have stopped myself from coming at that moment, but it was as though I had to have some sort of reassurance from her that she knew what she was doing, and especially what she was about to witness in a few more seconds.
"Very sure........" She drawled.
And then my first ejaculation hit her squarely in the face. We laughed about it afterwards of course. But when it happened, it took us both by surprise. I had opened my eyes to watch myself cum as well, I liked doing that, but I was more interested in seeing the expression on her face. After all, this was something she had wanted to see too. But neither one of us knew just how forceful or how intense my orgasm was going to be until I was having it. And by then of course it was too late to warn her about the possibilities, or the unintended explosion of the first spurt which landed across the bridge of her nose and into the corner of her left eye.
She flinched of course, but without missing a single beat, wiped my cum away from her eye, and continued milking my prick, though she now more carefully directed the remaining jettisons of my spunk against her breasts.
With all the build up and excitement, I had deposited quite a white creamy load against most of her breasts. And as this had been the first time she'd ever seen this, I was rather pleased that it had been such a big one, even for me. Brenda eventually released me when it simply became too tender for me to allow her to continue. Another lesson learned.
"Do all guys come as much as that?" She asked.
"Some more, some less." I offered, not really all that sure myself. "I think it has a lot to do with how many times they've come, how soon in between times, and probably, how intense or stimulated they are before they do."
I could almost envision myself on a well-known game show with everyone clapping and saying "Good answer! Good answer!"
But it was the best one I had at the moment, and Brenda seemed pleased with the results.
"So I take it then, that was a 'good' cum for you?"
"Oh my yes...one of the best ever."
More clapping...
With the 'edge" off now, we both decided to get dressed for the day. Twenty or so minutes later, we stopped at another place to eat. And this time Brenda was famished. We both were.
The only thing that weirded us out a little was when my mother asked offhandedly if we'd been having a good time back there. I wasn't sure how to respond initially, wondering if we'd said or done something they had somehow overheard. Thankfully Brenda responded before I could have, as I'm not sure how I would have sounded. She winked at me as we went into sit down and eat, and I felt like I had a Cheshire Cat, shit eating grin on my face the whole time we sat there too. But no one seemed to notice anything differently about me, though mom did make the comment that she was glad to see my attitude had changed about going along. Boy, if she had ever known!



Brenda and I sat down around the small table in the camper as we headed off down the road once again. We played cards, but spent most of our time catching up on what we'd been up to over the past couple of years. This was when I learned from Brenda that I had been the first boy/man to have ever touched her bare breasts.
With several hours still ahead of us in traveling, and with the continued discussions regarding sexual curiosities, our mutual excitement levels once again grew. I had managed to convince Brenda to let me see her breasts once again. And though she was now dressed for the day, and having to wear a bra, she did managed to lift her tee shirt and bra up in front, though she refused to remove it entirely as that would be too dangerous in the event we stopped suddenly. Still, it was an exciting bit of fun to continue on with while we teased and flirted with each other as we traveled. As horny as we were both becoming all over again, I wasn't too surprised when Brenda asked me if I would do something for her.
"David, would you masturbate yourself for me while I watched?"
"I will if you will." I challenged her.
"OK, but you go first, and then I will."
I quickly moved over into the far corner of the bench seat by the table, Brenda sat beside me in order to get a clear view of me while I did it. As we were still somewhat constrained by danger of stopping unexpectedly, I simply unzipped my pants, freeing my already stiff member. If we were to stop, I could quickly tuck everything away in a moment's notice.
Brenda watched as I began to slowly jack off. It was obvious by the concentrated look on her face that she was obviously taking note of how I pleasured myself; as opposed to the way she had done it earlier. And once again, asked questions of what it was I was doing and why. This certainly added to the eroticism of the experience, and helped each of us to quickly overcome any remaining inhibitions we may have had in being so bold in front of one another. Several minutes later as I was growing closer and closer to an orgasm, I realized that I had nothing prepared in advance for catching my cum with. And as we were dressed, simply letting it go was no longer the option it had once been.
"Brenda....I need something." I said, not quite stopping my masturbation, but certainly slowing it to a near crawl. She looked around briefly, and then looked back at me.
"Now's as good a time as any!" She said, and she suddenly leaned down over the top of my cock and drew it inside her mouth and began lightly and tentatively sucking the head of it.
Once again I wasn't all that sure that she knew what it was she was doing, or what to expect in the next few seconds if she kept this up. "You know if you keep doing that, I'm going to cum in your mouth!"
"Ah huh." She mumbled as she continued sucking the head of my dick. She didn't fully encompass it with her mouth, or attempt to "deep-throat" me as I'd seen done in a movie of the same name. But seemed content to simply mouth, sucking just the knob of my cock as I continued pumping the shaft myself, adding to the sensation of her lips as they pressed around the extremely sensitive skin of my cock tip.
I gave her as much advanced warning, as it was physically possible to do. But when that sweet overpowering sensation filled my balls, and as the cum cream rose up my shaft, I could only grab onto her head holding it there as I began pumping load after glorious load into her still sucking mouth. I was surprised that Brenda seemed to accept my ejaculation so easily, and with very little difficulty. I am sure that it had something to do with the fact that I had already cum a short while ago, and that the volume of my orgasm wasn't nearly as much as it had been earlier. Either way, I finished cumming entirely inside her mouth. Brenda finally quit licking and sucking me only after several minutes, and when the super-sensitivity forced me to begin squirming in near painful tickling, forcing her to finally stop.
"Are you ok?" Was the first thing I asked her. She smiled, licked her lips actually and responded back after a moment.
"That wasn't anything like my girlfriends warned me it would be like. They said if I did that, I could choke to death, and that sometimes it was really Salty and vile tasting. I actually liked it, it didn't taste anything like that at all!"
I felt better at least. The last thing I wanted to do now was turn her completely off some of the things we'd just started sharing together.
"Your friends may have been right on one point however, especially if the guy hasn't cum in a while. The amount of cum can sometimes be quite a bit more than that one was, but since I came this morning, I'm not surprised it wasn't."
"I figured that too. But also took the advice from my girlfriend Susan to just suck the head until it happens. She said if I got too much, then it was easier to quit sucking it, and just allow the excess to drool out. However, in this case anyway, I didn't have any problem with it."
We continued talking some more about what her girlfriends had shared with her about "guys", and I of course tucked myself all neat and tidy away once again. However, I was still anxiously waiting my turn to watch her do the same for me. When I mentioned that it was "her" turn however, she balked at doing it once again. "I'm still not comfortable doing that in front of you." She said. "I know that sounds silly, but I really want to try doing that alone first, maybe then...."
I understood what she as feeling and going through, but as horny as I knew she still was, decided to pursue it in another direction. We spread a bath towel on the bench seat; I placed a pillow on the floor in which to kneel on. It didn't take much coaxing to get Brenda to go along with what I had in mind now, and we still had plenty of time to react to anything as well. She was wearing short fuzzy cotton shorts, so pulling those down, or putting them back on again would be no problem for her. She placed herself so that she was lying down on the seat, with her legs just over the edge of it where I was now kneeling down in between on the floor. For the next half-hour at least, I spent licking and tonguing her wet moist slit, as well as teasing her hard little clitoris at the same time. Brenda enjoyed the tonguing of her cunt immensely, but as hard as I tried, she was extremely nervous about what I was doing, no matter how good it was feeling, and could not allow herself to relax enough to achieve an orgasm. When we felt the truck start to slow, we immediately scrambled back up, rearranging ourselves and ensuring we had not left any 'evidence' of our sex-play behind us. We had only reached the off-ramp to the City she lived in, but had less than half an hour before we actually arrived. It gave us plenty of time to calm down, clean up and straighten up, something we were both glad to have time to do.
One thing we had also discussed was the sleeping arrangements once we'd arrived. My Uncle's place was far larger than our home was, so there was plenty of room for everyone to sleep in. However, I was also given the option of sleeping in one of the extra spare bedrooms, or in sleeping outside in their other trailer. Brenda and I had discussed the possibility of utilizing the convenience of my sleeping outside instead of inside, and I had to agree. Not only would it make things easier on us to continue our explorations, but I also wanted the additional privacy away from everyone else as well.
Brenda told me that most likely Marsha wouldn't be home yet as she had a part-time job. I was looking forward to seeing her again too, but not in the same way that I had been enjoying my re-acquaintance with Brenda of course.
We had dinner, visited with both my Aunt and Uncle, and then after a short period of time, Marsha arrived home as well. She had also changed over the course of the two or so years since I had seen her last, though not nearly as remarkably as had her sister. Marsha still had dark brown hair, but she had cut it so it was considerably shorter than it had been before. At twenty years of age, she had a maturer look to her, but beyond that, she was pretty much as I had remembered her to be. But something I had forgotten, was just how sexy looking she really was.
Brenda and I were sitting outside on their front porch when she drove up. I began walking out to her car to greet her and when she saw me, she ran up to me as well and gave me a big kiss and a hug. As silly as it sounded, I actually felt a little guilty when she did this as Brenda was still sitting on the porch swing watching all this. However, if it had bothered her at all, she gave no notice of it when the two of us returned and rejoined her.
We chatted, once again catching up on old times until way late into the evening. As it was my first night there, Brenda and I had already agreed that to attempt to try and do anything that night might prove to be too risky. So that first very memorable day ended. But it proved to be only the beginning of the wildest week I could have ever possibly imagined.
We spent the balance of the next day with family, so there was very little time for Brenda and I to chat let alone do anything. We did manage to discuss the possibility of her sneaking out to my trailer that evening however, and agreed that if the coast was clear, and provided that everyone was absolutely and soundly asleep, then she'd come out for a 'visit' sometime around midnight. We also agreed, that if she wasn't there by one in the morning at the latest, she wouldn't be. That way I could go ahead and lock the door of the trailer if I wanted to.
Situated as it was, the trailer was parked around the side of the house, completely away from the back bedrooms, which were on the opposite side of the property all together. Additionally, the area was fenced in for storage purposes, and was a separate area altogether from where the cars parked inside of the garage. Sleeping out here was extremely private, and with no one the wiser that anyone was even staying inside the trailer, gave me all the assurance I needed that we'd be perfectly safe.
Shortly around midnight, I heard the door open and Brenda quickly slipped inside the trailer. She also informed me that should anyone come out into the yard, which the motion detector would kick on, and the backyard would be lit up as a further warning that someone had come out the back door. She explained that why she hadn't triggered it was because if you turned off the light and then went out back, it took a few minutes for it to start working again. And that is why she'd made it over to the trailer in the dark. Anyone else coming outside would have no reason to do that, and we'd know it ahead of time. She'd also worn a bathrobe over non-sexy, though simple sleeping attire that would also allow "us" greater flexibility in the event she and I needed to get dressed in a hurry. We weren't even too concerned about anyone coming out back and finding us together, we'd often stayed up into the wee early morning hours several times in the past. I had already spread out a deck of cards on the table as well as some soft drinks and snacks so that it would appear as though we'd just been sitting up talking and playing cards like we usually did.
We kept the one light over the table on, which was a soft glowing one anyway, and ensured that all the curtains were pulled and would not allow anyone from seeing inside the trailer. Feeling that we'd pretty much taken every precaution we could think of, we included locking the door, and with assurances that she'd crept quietly out of the house and that everyone was definitely asleep, we soon took off our clothing and lay in the bed, which was next to the table area. Though this was much smaller than the upper bunk would have been, it was also the easiest in the event we needed to get up and dress in a major hurry.
We hadn't really discussed doing anything, but with the confines being what they were, we found ourselves curled up in a head to toe combination on the small bed. We'd enjoyed that initial fondling and exploratory adventure of that first time so much, we decided to start up with that again.
I don't know how long we had been laying there side by side playing with one another, but we certainly never saw any lights come on, and we definitely didn't hear the door to the trailer being unlocked and opened either. In the next instant, Marsha was standing in the doorway of the trailer looking at us, but it wasn't until we heard the door closing behind her that we even realized there was anyone there.
"My, My! Look at what we have here!"
I didn't need to look up to know it was Marsha by the sound of her voice. And thankfully she was still alone at least. Had either my Uncle or mother been standing there with her, we'd have heard them before we'd heard her.
"Marsha!" Brenda didn't quite scream, still cognoscenti enough to still keep her voice down, even though the likelihood of anyone hearing us even then would have been a remote possibility at best.
"What are you doing here?" Brenda completed the question.
"No.....I think the correct question is what are the two of "you" doing here?"
There wasn't much of course that either one of us could say. And perhaps for the first time in my entire life, I was totally speechless. About the best I was hoping for at that point was that I'd be able to convince Marsha not to say anything to anyone, and then promise my life away if that's what it took that we'd never ever do anything again. I prepared this particular speech in a millisecond, waiting for what I expected to be a tirade of "Just what the hell do the two of you think you are doing? Or some such. But what we both got, fooled us completely.
"Frankly, I'm surprised it took this long for the two of you to end up in bed together. I thought you were doing it two years ago, but I was never able to confirm my suspicions, but when I heard Brenda get up and slip out of the house, I started to wonder. But the 'kicker' that something was up, was when she turned the light off and on, and slipped outside in the dark. If she wasn't trying to hide the fact she was coming out back to be with you, she wouldn't have done that."
I looked at Brenda who was looking at me. And both of us had the same puzzled expressions on our faces like "Now what?"
"Marsha, we 'weren't' doing it. I'm still a virgin if you must know, and intend on staying that way."
"So am I." I butted in saying. Like that was going to explain anything as it was anyway.
Marsha only laughed. "So you're just playing an advanced game of Doctor then huh?"
"Something like that." I again blurted out. At this point, I was getting past being scared, and was now starting to actually get angry. If she was going to say or do anything, then I wanted to know what it was going to be.
"Don't worry. I have no intention on ratting on the two of you. Like I said, I thought you were doing it two years ago. After all those conversations the two of you had with one another............"
"Don't forget you joined in on them occasionally too!" Brenda countered her sister.
"Yes, but the two of you have always been closer than David and I ever where. And I know that when we were considerably younger, that the years made more of a difference then. But not so much now."
Marsha moved over to the table bench and sat down. Neither one of us had made any effort to get dressed, and Brenda had sat up in fact although her breasts were still fully exposed. It wasn't like they hadn't seen one another naked before, I am sure they had. But sitting here naked myself, although I now did have a hand attempting to conceal my erection, it was still weird to have one of my cousins naked and the other one sitting there in her bathrobe. "So what do you intend on doing Marsha?" Brenda questioned her sister.
"Why joining in of course!"
I couldn't believe what I'd just heard. And I know Brenda couldn't believe it either.
"Your not serious!" She exclaimed.
"Very serious sis. The two of you have been flirting back and forth for years, and although I was older, I felt left out of your relationship with each other. Now....well now, I think we all ought to put things on an equal footing."
I know that Brenda was upset by all of this. But like what could either one of us do about it? And with this sudden turn of events, it was now a brand new and exciting ball game for me. I knew I'd be treading on thin ground here, the last thing I wanted to do was alienate either one of my cousins, so the best thing was to try and make peace, and somehow mollify the two of them before either one did or said anything that would spoil everything and get us all in trouble.
And thankfully I remembered the one thing that might ease the four of us past this extremely awkward moment.
"Well I guess this does sort of make us even in a way." I began.
And Marsha glanced over at me with a wide-eyed curious expression on her face of "So where's this going?"
And as I continued to begin the story, Brenda caught on, and smiled wickedly as well. I'm not sure what she thought I was doing, except perhaps to try and put Marsha on the defensive perhaps, but that really wasn't my intention at all.
"When I was here the last time, it was the night before we left to fly home. The "adults" had gone out to dinner together, Brenda and I had gone bowling, remember?"
"Yea........." And the way she said it sounded vaguely familiar, but I continued. Brenda was sitting there grinning.
"Well, when we got to the Bowling Alley, we discovered they were having some kind of tournament, so all the lanes were booked for the evening. All we did was turn around and come home. But what we never told you was, when we got home, Brenda told me that it was your boyfriend's car that was parked out front. And as we were both curious as to what the two of you might be doing, we snuck around back to go into the house that way, but as it turned out, the two of you were sitting in the swing." The same swing which was now sitting on the front porch. I saw the look of understanding begin to cross her face, but continued on anyway.
"We almost stumbled into the two of you, but as it turned out, you were too busy watching for any car lights to pull into the driveway to worry about anyone coming around from the side of the house. Brenda and I both ducked down behind the Lilac bushes then, and sat there watching the two of you after that. Do you remember what you were doing?"
Marsha finally realized we must have seen it all. And she was smiling back at me now too. "Yes, if I remember right, I was jerking my boyfriend off, and he had my tank top up around my neck if I remember right. I wasn't wearing a bra, so the two of you must have gotten a pretty good look at my tits too."
"Yea!" Brenda finally jumped in. "So we weren't doing anything more than the two of you were doing that night!"
"Except....David's our cousin. And that does seem to put a little different twist on it don't you think?"
That seemed to let the air out of Brenda's argument, which I was grateful for anyway. Especially as that hadn't been my original intention to do. And what had happened had basically worked in my favor anyway, and that was to defuse the situation with a shared little secret story, keep the sex talk going, and finally, submit as though there really was no alternative but to make the best of it and perhaps have some fun doing it in the process.
"Come on Brenda, she's right about that part anyway. We could get into a lot of trouble, even if we were to squeal on her. And besides, we "all" of us have been close, maybe not as close as you and I have been in the past. But since we're here, I don't see any reason to stop having fun now. I still want to do some special things to you, and if your sister rats on us, I won't be able to."



I know the argument seemed a little lame, but Marsha seemed to pick up on my reasoning behind it, and pressed Brenda into submitting to going along as well.
"Come on Bren...its not like the two of you are boyfriend and girlfriend, your just having some plain old naughty fun, and I want to have some of it too!"
"Oh, OK.!" Brenda finally relented saying. And I think I finally took a breath. I know I hadn't been holding it all this time, but it sure felt like it.
"So, what do you propose we do then?" She still said a little angrily and somewhat sulky.
"Why don't the two of you go back to doing what it was you were doing? I want to watch for a little while anyway, and then, David and I can do the same, and you can watch us."
Believe it or not, the thought of that actually intrigued Brenda. Not so much having her sister watching us, but her being allowed to watch her sister and I. And that surprised me a little. "Go figure." I thought, after Brenda now a lot more excitedly stated that she'd rather watch the two of us go first.
"Well, OK, if you're sure you want too then!"
Brenda quickly assured us that she did, and finally got up and put her bathrobe back on, now taking a much more guarded "look-out" position as well by the window. "You don't think they'd think to do the light trick too would they?" She asked.
"No way. Besides, you know dad. Once he's asleep, nothing would wake him. And he could care less that the 'three' of us were out here anyway. Especially, being the three of us."
"Well that's true." Brenda responded. "But one of us should probably keep a look out anyway."
At that moment, Marsha removed her bathrobe. All she had on was a pair of white cotton panties, and nothing else.
"Marsha!" Brenda exclaimed looking at her sister. "You came out here dressed like that?"
Marsha gave her one of those 'You've got to be kidding looks.' "Brenda, you know this is how I sleep, I never wear anything except for a pair of panties."
"I know, but what if....."
She never finished the sentence. Realizing how silly and absurd it would sound anyway. If we were ever 'caught' doing anything, the fact that her sister hadn't been wearing a bra to begin with would be the least of our problems.
I had to say one thing about the similarities and differences of the two sisters. Besides the difference in hair color, the hair color on their respective pussies was identical. Each was a light brown almost reddish tinted color. And they had both trimmed them so that they appeared almost identical in that way as well. I almost asked if the shaved side by side or something to see them turn out that way. But I didn't.
The other thing was that their breasts were roughly the same size and even the same shape, though Marsha's were perhaps slightly larger, and a little less firmer looking in appearance than Brenda's were. But the difference was so slight; it would still be hard to tell the difference between them. The one obvious difference however was in the coloring of their nipples. Where Brenda's were that sexy sensual soft pink color, Marsha's were almost totally and completely opposite. She had very large areola, which were a dark tan color. Looking at Marsha's only lovely breasts soon had me once again becoming excited. My erection once again began to grow and I was no longer concerned with trying to conceal my self from her.
We lay down on the small bed together, side-by-side, but not head to toe, as Brenda and I had been when Marsha first walked in on us. Almost immediately I began playing with her breasts, kissing them and sucking them while she began feeling and playing with my erection.
"I'll say one thing, you are bigger than my boyfriend was." She stated. And I felt pretty good about that. But she let the air out of my balloon in the next breath however, "But not quite as big as my current boyfriend is, he's probably an inch or two bigger even, but you have a nice cock too."
Up and then down, and then up again. My ego, as well as my cock as she began to stroke it with an obvious sense of experience to it as she did so.
Brenda continued watching, but eventually decided that if anyone were going to come out side, they would have done so by now. "Come on Marsha, you've had a turn, now its my turn."
I have to admit, it was exciting to not be fought over exactly, but knowing I was the 'only' guy in this situation, it was extremely erotic and exciting to be the one that they were arguing over.
"No body's going to come outside Brenda. So lets quit wasting time here. Lets all get up into the top overhead bed so we can all have some fun." That seemed to appease Brenda, and it certainly seemed like a wonderful idea to me as well. So we quickly all scrambled up into the larger bed, with me in the middle.
I had the best of both worlds of course. While the girls sort of took turns playing with me, I was laying there with a hand in each of their cunts. It was an incredible sensation to lie there, running a finger up inside and along their very wet slits, and then thumb and play with the hard little clits I found there. Doing what I was doing, was having its affect on both of them, and it was extremely sensual to hear their independent, but obviously aroused breathing which was nearly in unison with one another. I personally could have gone on doing that forever, but about that time, Marsha decided it was time to escalate the adventure to a new level.
"Have you two had oral sex with each other yet?" She asked.
"A little." Brenda confessed, not too much though.
"Don't you like licking pussy David?" She asked me.
"Oh yes! I like it a lot, we just haven't had much chance to do it much is all." I replied.
"That's good. Because that's the only way I can cum unless I'm playing with myself. So when I'm ready...you'd better be ready to do that to me so I can."
I think I was grinning ear to ear.
"Have you cum yet sis?" She asked Brenda.
"Once!"
And I know Marsha took that to mean she'd come one time while we'd been fooling around together, and not that her one and only time had been only recently.
"Orally?"
"Ah...no. Not that way, yet."
"Oh, well then. If David's any good at it, then you've got to experience having an orgasm that way. David?"
Marsha was half sitting up at this time, and directed me with her hand towards Brenda's waiting pussy. And I had no problem with that, excited that I'd be sticking my tongue in either one of their cunts at this moment. I quickly situated myself on the bed, once again lying down on my back. Marsha had told Brenda that she might enjoy it more if she was to sit on my face while I licked her. I'd also be able to more easily play with her breasts like that as well. I was delighted that Marsha was now choreographing our activity. I'd have never thought of doing it this way, at least not on my own for a while yet anyway.
There was barely enough room on the bed for her to sit on me that way without her head bumping into the ceiling, but somehow we managed it anyway. And I have to say; eating her like that became my favorite way of doing it, from then until now. I enjoyed being able to have the freedom to lick her, as well as play with her breasts. I filled my hands with her tit flesh and caressed her boobs and caressed my own mind in doing it. It was the most sensual thing I had ever encountered, but then again, I was crossing through new un-chartered territory as it was anyway.
When Marsha began sucking me however, I almost blew a pre-mature load right then and there. It took every ounce of willpower to refrain from doing so, and eventually I had to ask her to stop or else I would. And there was another noticeable difference between Marsha and Brenda. She'd obviously been doing that for a couple of years, and enjoyed doing it. Brenda had certainly been naughty-fun feeling when she'd sort of licked and sort of sucked me, but there was no comparison to the way her sister went about doing it. And not like I was any more experienced either. And I thought almost immediately when I did finally get a chance to lick Marsha's sweet quim that I'd no doubt show my lack of experience as well.
Knowing how close she had so quickly gotten me, Marsha's experience definitely took over then, and she did just enough to keep me near the edge, but never quite go over it after that. In the meantime, I practiced on Brenda's pussy, getting better and better in the little time I had to learn, and thought I was doing pretty well as her breathing soon became very labored and raspy sounding.
"You gonna be able to cum like that Bren?" Marsha quit sucking me long enough to ask.
"I don't know...I think so. Maybe. And as though her sister's question to her once again somehow broke through yet another self-conscious barrier, she suddenly added to that. "OH yesssss, definitely!" It was only seconds after that, and I felt her tense up, and literally freeze in position. I drove my tongue into her as fast as I could, not sure I was always licking her clit in the process, but I knew I was doing something right enough. Brenda seemed to press herself against me really hard then, and finally collapsed over the top of me nearly smothering me in the process. But I didn't mind, I had made her cum for only the second time in her life. And I was feeling pretty damn good about that too.
After a few minutes, Brenda finally stirred and Marsha asked her if she was ready to trade places with her.
"Watch out though Brenda," she said warning her. " I got him pretty close a couple of times. And if your not careful, he might shoot off inside your mouth."
"Oh...he's already done that!' She said.
"What? You let him?" And suddenly Brenda realized she'd done something her sister hadn't even done before.
And then. "So what was it like?" She hadn't responded as though she was repulsed or shocked that her sister had done so, and especially when she learned that she had, she now was curious to hear from her what it was like.
"It wasn't that bad. You mean to tell me you've never let your boyfriend do that before?"
And Marsha admitted that she hadn't. It was Brenda's turn to tease her sister then. "Gee Marsha, and I thought you had all the experience!"
"OK smarty. We'll see. David...when you are ready to cum, you tell me, I want to try it at least once then."
"But I'm the one who'll be sucking it." Brenda exclaimed.
"We'll share it when he does!" Marsha shot back at her. "That ok with you David?"
Like I would have said no? "Oh yea. That would be fine by me!"
"You tell me then, before you do, ok?"
"No problem!"
And then Marsha positioned her own sweet pussy over my face, and once again, I slipped my tongue into heaven.
I'm sure it had an awful lot to do with the fact that I was way excited enough already. But as Brenda began sucking me, she seemed to be a lot more animated in doing it that she had done previously. Maybe it was some sort of competition thing with her sister too, but whatever it was, I knew there was no way I was going to be able to hold out for very much longer. And if it took Marsha even half as long to cum like this as it did for Brenda, I'd still never make it.
Marsha 'was' enjoying what I was doing to her, albeit as inexperienced at it as I was, but she was breathing lustfully by then, yet still very much aware of how I was beginning to respond now as well.
"You're getting pretty close huh?"
"Ah huh" I muffled into her pussy.
Marsha lifted herself off me then, and slid down beside me on the opposite side of her sister.
"You tell us when your there." She told me.
"Oh...you'll know. I promised. And I was already starting to grit my teeth as that old familiar feeling began churning around inside my balls.
"You keep pumping him Brenda, no matter what." She then placed her mouth over the head of my cock and began sucking me the way she'd been doing previously. Brenda continued stroking my penis, and between the two of them it was far more than I could ever possibly hope to handle.
And I exploded.
I felt the first powerful jettison of my semen lunge itself inside Marsha's mouth. She seemed to flinch initially both from the sudden surprise of it, all things being new to her of course, but from the way it felt as it happened too. She kept sucking, Brenda kept pumping, now more furiously than ever, and Marsha managed to suck down every single drop of my cum spurts, which surprised me. I knew I had shot quite a load into her mouth, and at one point half expected her to gag on it while doing it. But she never did. I felt my toes curling back and forth, almost knotting up. I tend to do that when I have a very intense orgasm, and this was definitely one of those.
Marsha finally released me. "Wow! You sure fucking came a lot!"
"Marsha!"
"What?" She answered.
And then Brenda started laughing. She hadn't quite managed to handle all of it after all, a long stringy ribbon of my cum hung from the edge of her chin and had connected itself to her breast. I thought it looked pretty horny myself, but Brenda kept laughing, and finally made her sister aware of it sitting there like that.
"I've never heard you say that word before." She said.
"What? Fuck?"
"Yes...that!"
"Fuck Fuck Fuck Fuck Fuck!"
And then we were all lying there, laughing together. It had been extremely intense, the sexual excitement, the added danger of being caught, the fact we were cousins after all. It had all contributed to an incredible experience. And we weren't quite done either. We lay for a bit, still chatting and talking, but by now Brenda was getting sleepy and announced she was heading back inside.
"You coming?" She asked her sister then.
"I haven't yet." She reminded us jokingly. "David still owes me one, so I think I'll stay here until I do."
Brenda didn't seem to mind either. She was satisfied, and more than tired and ready to go to bed.
"Ok...have fun, but don't forget, there's only a couple of hours left before sunrise."
I glanced at my watch. We'd been at it for over three hours now already. "Holy Shit! She's right!" I said.
"You ready to throw in the towel too then?" Marsha said with a slightly disappointing sound in her voice.
"Not until you are!" I answered.
Brenda left soon after to head off to bed. And Marsha and I licked and sucked one another to another intensely satisfying orgasm. She came hard too, and it was fun sixty-nining with her as we did. We came almost simultaneously, her sudden orgasm, triggering my own, and I once again filled her mouth with my hot cum, though not nearly with the same force or volume I had done earlier. And this time she had no problem trying to contain it all either. Her own pussy juice flooded my face, she smeared herself all over me, grinding against me as she came and came. I didn't mind it at all either; it was extremely erotic and completely pleasurable beyond my wildest expectations.
Marsha finally did leave, and the signs of the morning just off the horizon were already beginning to reveal themselves by the time she managed her way back into the house. Exhausted, I managed about three precious hours before my mother came out to rouse me. Even then it took some doing.
"What'd you do? Stay up all night?" Mother asked me.
"You could say that." I responded, then wish I hadn't. I was almost punch drunk and feeling slightly giddy. But there was no sense casting any suspicion on anything either. Luckily, she didn't take it that way either.
We didn't even attempt to try and get together that night. We were all still tired and exhausted from horsing around the night before. And we didn't manage to get together the next night either, though we'd all three discussed it by then, but for some reason, our parents had stayed up late playing Pinochle, so it was well past midnight before they finally went to bed as well.
We managed one other night together, the three of us before my mother and I flew home. And though it was quite exciting as well, it seemed to lack the same sensual intensity that that first time together had held for all of us.
Marsha became engaged later on that year and Married the guy. Brenda wrote me about it, told me that Marsha had sucked the guy off, let him cum in her mouth, and they were engaged a week later. I got quite a chuckle out of that.
Brenda got accepted to a School back East on a scholarship. She did well too, and is a Plastic Surgeon today.
We never again got together as we'd done on those two precious nights. We never really talked about it much after that either. I think we alluded to it once along the lines of that "One Summer", or something like that. I don't know if it was a mixture of some guilt for what we'd so enjoyed and experienced, right or wrong. But it remained for me, then and now, a very fond memory of growing up, and being taught a little bit in the process.
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E.T. Extra Tra-sexual Experience
About the only way I can think of to begin this incredible story is to quote a famous saying, "We are not alone."
For as far back as I can even remember I have always had an interest in the possibility of extra-terrestrial life. I've never been a supporter of the fact thatbeing the human race are the sole inhabitants of this entire universe. I think that simply because we do not have hard facts to support a belief system, that for most of us, the possibility then simply doesn't exist.
I remember one summer sleeping out under the stars in my parent's backyard. I often did this, and so became accustomed to occasionally seeing satellites streaking across the sky at night. Or in watching when I was lucky enough to be in the right place, the frequent meteor showers that would light up the night's darkness.
On one particular evening then, I was gazing at all the thousands of stars that sat twinkling at me. I had seen one satellite slowly moving, and had watched it for quite a while until it finally disappeared from view. I began to watch what I also believed was another Satellite when suddenly the light, which had been moving, stopped. I blinked, thinking I'd lost it when it suddenly began moving again, but in an entirely different direction from the path in which it had been on. I watched it zigzag as well, and suddenly streak with such speed across the sky that it was obvious it couldn't have been a satellite, nor was it a shooting star as it once again stopped, and then slowly moved away until I could no longer see it.
I sat thinking about this marvelous sight, wishing that someone had been there to witness it with me. But having had this experience simply confirmed for me even then that we could not possibly be alone.
Several years later, I had gone on what I did at least once a year, and that was a camping trip for three to four days by myself. It was a chance to enjoy the out of doors, get up high into the mountains where I had an even better view of the stars, and enjoy some peaceful time to myself. As I said, I had been doing this for years, and in all that time had not run into anyone else camping in the area that I enjoyed going to. It was after all a very difficult place to reach even with a four-wheel drive vehicle, and then walking in nearly a mile and a half on foot after that.
I had reached the hilltop meadow where I had always pitched my small two man tent, made myself cozy and laid out the meager supplies I had brought along to sustain me for my three day adventure, and made my way down to the naturally formed pool that awaited me. One of the main reasons I liked this particular spot, aside from the remoteness, was the availability of water so I didn't have to pack any more than a canteen full of it in with me. There was a small fresh pool that was only about three or four feet deep surrounded on all sides by immense boulders, which served to naturally heat the water during the day. I had already stripped off all my clothing, and gotten into the pond to lounge around and skinny-dip when I heard the sound of something moving around above me. Unfortunately the glare of the sun initially prevented me from seeing who or what it was. Blocking my eyes with my hand, I peered up towards the top of one outcrop of hanging boulders and saw the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen in my life, sitting there watching me.
"Hi," she said suddenly when she realized I had noticed her sitting there. "I didn't mean to seem like I was spying on you, I was just surprised to find anyone else here."
Although I was nude, I remained in the water so that I didn't embarrass her or myself.
"I'm surprised to see anyone else here too. I've been coming up here for years and you're the first person I have ever seen that's even known about this place."
"It really is beautiful," she said. "Do you mind if I join you?"
"Suit yourself." I stated. Wondering then if she had planned on swimming nude as I was, or if she'd worn something underneath. She quickly answered that question as she peeled off the tight tank top she'd been wearing, revealing her perfectly shaped full breasts. She quickly discarded her cut-off Levi's, panties, boots and socks. She stood there completely and totally naked, uncaring or so it seemed, that she was nude in front of a perfect stranger.
This 'vision' then made her way down the face of the boulders, jumping in the last few remaining feet to land in the middle of the pool next to me. She didn't bother trying to cover her breasts from my gaze, though I tried with some difficulty not to look directly at her. We finally introduced ourselves more formally to one another, shaking hands. She introduced herself to me as Darla, told me that she was staying with her family about a mile or more on the other side of the hill from where I was camped. Darla went on to relate how she had discovered this particular place about two years ago, had kept the existence of it a secret even from her own family and friends. Ever since, she had come here by herself at least once or twice to do the same thing that she had obviously seen me doing, skinny-dipping and enjoying the peaceful serenity of this secret little paradise.
As I've already mentioned, she was a strikingly beautiful woman, with long dark shoulder length hair, cobalt blue eyes that seemed to pierce your very soul when she looked at you, and lips that any man could find himself getting lost in.
Along with all this of course was a body that would easily rival any found in some men's magazines, but it wasn't even this that gave her the sensuality that seemed to ooze from her, but the demeanor of her wit, personality and intelligence that was truly arousing. I told her that I was camped atop the small hill that was secreted inside a beautiful meadow only a short distance away. She asked if I'd mind taking her there to show it to her after we'd finished our swim, and I found myself ready to do whatever the hell she asked or told me to do for that matter. Normally I would have been irritated by the intrusion, by being forced to share this particular little place I had found with anyone. And not just because she was drop-dead gorgeous either, but again, it was because of the sound of her voice, the way she asked, how she asked that honestly struck me. I don't think any man alive could have told her "No" about anything she wanted from them, least of all me.
As we floated, swam, and continued talking easily with one another, I had on several occasions taken the (hopefully) unnoticed view of that magnificent body of hers. Her dark areolas were rather large and covered a fairly good portion of her full rounded breasts. Her nipple's hard and extended from the cool water where incredibly erotic looking. And though I certainly didn't feel that she was aroused in any way by my presence, seeing her erect nipple's had had an effect on me that would soon make my own situation a bit discomforting if we were to try and leave this place anytime soon.
I was able to concentrate on just how nice the day actually was, and how good it felt (even being nude in front of a woman, and she me) to be outside enjoying the sunshine. The 'urge' finally went away, as did my initial excitement, and I suggested that we go ahead and leave before it got too much later in the day, and especially long before she was missed by her own family. We soon climbed back up the rocks, but neither one of us dressed. We didn't even discuss it, it just seemed the most natural thing in the world to do. Walking naked together back to my secret little camp sight seemed like we'd been doing it together for years. Laughing, teasing one another, occasionally even holding hands as we slowly made our way back.
Although I had brought along my small little tent in the event it rained, I had pretty much used it as a place to store my things in. I'd already laid out my groundcover and sleeping bag before leaving for the pond, and had already prepared the fire-pit with nice dry firewood for lighting later that evening.
Darla placed the bundle of clothing she'd been carrying on one corner of my sleeping bag, sitting down next to it, crossing her legs 'Indian" fashion as she did. The small dark, neatly trimmed strip of her pubic hair pointed like an arrow towards her crotch where the 'slit' of her vagina slightly parted revealing more of her inner cunt lips than I had seen all day. Once again, forcing my eyes away from her was very difficult, but the added problem I had on an even more obvious basis began to rise once again. I had no choice but to quickly sit down across from her in a similar fashion, dropping my hands down into my lap to contain as well as hide my rapidly growing erection.
"You know Brad, I've been coming up here for a couple of years now, and each time I've wondered what it would be like to make love with someone under the stars here."
Darla looked at me and smiled. "Had she just offered what I thought she'd just offered me?" I wondered.
The sun had slowly begun to settle by this time however, and before I could even begin to respond, she stood up suddenly announcing that she needed to head back.
"I'll walk back with you," I offered.
"Oh, no. That's not necessary really. And besides, I don't want anyone to know you're up here."
Once again I briefly wondered if she had some other reason that I hadn't quite picked up on yet.
"I really would like to come back tonight after everyone's gone to sleep. I'd love to see what the stars look like from here. Would it be ok with you if I snuck back later? You could leave the fire going, and then I know I'd be able to find you in the dark, I'm really pretty familiar with this area now so it really shouldn't be too difficult."
"Sure, if you really want to," I stammered a little saying. "I'll make sure it's bright enough for you to see easily enough."
Once again Darla flashed me a very sexy very provocative smile, leaned over and gave me a quick friendly kiss on the cheek. "I'll see you sometime after midnight then," she promised, and with that, turned and headed once again back down the deer-trail, still nude, carrying her clothes. I watched until she disappeared into edge of the tree line surrounding the meadow, wondering if in fact she really would return later on that night. As darkness began to descend, I began to think about how incredibly dark it soon would be. It was one of the primary reasons I came up this time of year, no moon at all. It made gazing at the Universe of stars all the more spectacular. I also thought about Darla trying to make it back to my camp, even with a fire burning, it would be very difficult to even see it through the thick forest of trees. I could have kicked myself for not at least offering, and demanding that I at least meet her half way and guide her in. The more I thought about it, the less likely I believed she'd actually come back during the night simply because of the near total blackness we'd both soon be experiencing.
The wind soon picked up as well, and building the fire up any more would be a foolish and dangerous mistake. I quickly made a light dinner and settled down on top of my sleeping bag to stare at the stars. The hot day, the swim and the hiking had taken its toll on me, and before I knew it, I had fallen asleep.
I began dreaming, and in my dream I saw Darla, or at least thought I saw her. One instant she was there, in the next, my first girlfriend, then my first lover, and a woman I had once known only through association, but never personally, though I would like to have gotten to know her. Strange...all these women in my dream, passing by... some I had met, some I had only fantasized about, but one by one they were all there, any that I had thought about even remotely sexually, they passed by me where I lay in the hundreds, each smiling, each looking at me walking on. I noticed too, some were naked, some partially dressed, others fully clothed yet provocatively dressed. But still the procession of women continued.
And suddenly I saw Darla once again, the last one in the procession of women who had walked by me, looking down where I lay sleeping on my sleeping bag. Darla came over; lay down beside me, once again nude just as I had been...was again. And I don't remember her taking my shorts off, but she had. And now her hand was stroking me, not passionately, but softly and tenderly with a light feathering touch that was more intimately stimulating than passionately erotic.
I awoke, the dream so real so vivid. Above me a million stars twinkled in the darkness. And I felt her hand on me; Darla was laying beside me stroking me just as I had imagined she'd been doing in my dream.
"Darla?" I said, almost in a whisper.
"Who else would I be?" She responded back, speaking just as softly as I had, as though talking any louder, that the entire world around us would have heard.
The fire had already burned down to mere red-hot coals. It had to have been way past midnight already for the fire to burn down so quickly.
"What time is it?" I asked.
"Time to watch the sky," she responded. So we did.
We lay, the cover of darkness nearly so complete that it was hard to make out the features of her face, only the barest of outline's even hinted that she was laying next to me, that and the continued soft stroking gentleness which continued as she caressed my hard stiff cock.
I pointed out a slow moving light in the sky, watching the bright satellite as it traversed along its ordained path across the heavens. Darla pointed upwards halfway up from the horizon. "That's my star," she indicated pointing off towards some miniscule pinprick of light.
I had heard of people who for a nominal fee, had submitted to have a star named after them, and then have it plotted on a star map for referencing and location of it later. It had been something in fact I had considered doing, no matter how many people there were, there were far too many stars to ever worry about running out of them.
Twice Darla tried to make it out for me, and finally we counted out a semi diagonal path down from the Milky Way where I finally located the precise star she had meant for me to see. It was faint, dim against the brightness of the surrounding closer stars, but I could see it twinkling faintly.
"Boy, they certainly could have given you a brighter or closer star than that one!" I stated.
Darla laughed, rolled over on top of me then and kissed me fully on the lips. Her nakedness was soft, yet fiery as I felt her flesh against mine. It was warm, comforting as well as exciting against the mildly cooler air of the evening. Our tongues danced, explored and wandered around inside one another's mouths. Our lips pressed, bit, suckled upon the others, tenderly at first, then with ever increasing desire and passion, the kisses became more forceful, more urgent. And once again, images of women I had once known.
We broke apart her hand finally having left off playing with me and touching me so intimately.
"Brad? What would you say the perfect woman would be? What would she look like for you? How would she behave, or act around you?"
"Why all the questions?" I asked her. It seemed like a strange thing for her to be wondering about after we'd just been passionately rolling around on the sleeping bag together.
"Just curious I guess. But seriously interested too. I know you have known or been with a number of women throughout your life. Why are some more appealing to you than others? What about them makes them different or more attractive to you?"
Again the questions, but I began to answer her as best as I could. Darla asked me what type of breast I admired or enjoyed looking at the most. The shape of a woman's ass and legs, even the size or nape of a neck. Darla continued talking, asking me these things, and I had the same impression of seeing the face's or the bodies of the women in my weird little dream as I continued describing them to her, describing women I had known or even fantasized about. Darla listened as long as I described these things without ever interrupting. Only when I paused or ran out of anything to say, did she speak once again, prompting me, digging and coaxing me to tell her more.
We lay there like this for a good hour if not longer. Eventually I had told her everything, every little nuance about what I liked or didn't like, every little curve, every little sensation I had ever enjoyed or appreciated in a woman.
Once again her hand sought me out. Aroused from our intimate little discussion, I figured that all was fair in love and play, I reached for her, cupping her breast, fingering her nipple. It felt different somehow in the darkness than I'd remembered seeing it. Her breast seemed fuller than I remembered it, and not quite as 'perkily' uplifted off her chest as I had remembered seeing it. Her nipples too were larger perhaps, but as I twirled them between my index finger and thumb, I forgot all about everything else, they were perfect as they were. Hard nubbed, erect, and oh so wonderfully thick, I continued playing with them and enjoying the sensation of them in my hands as they rolled between my fingers.
"Do you like the way they feel?" she asked softly.
"Oh my god yes!" I hissed. Her flesh was so alive, so warm, and yet so hot too. I felt shivers running up and down my spine as I cupped them; squeezing them gently kneading her velvety feeling twin rounded mounds of pure delight.
"Kiss them, suck on them, and tell me what it is about them that pleases you the most."
Once again it was as though I were reliving a dream. Nearly hypnotic were her words to me, compelling, seeking, and searching me out in ways I couldn't begin to even comprehend.
I kissed each erect fat aroused nipple. I took each on in turn between my lips, sucked it, licked it and twirled it around in my mouth with my tongue, savoring the texture and flavor. I bit them, chewed on them, nipped at them and pulled on them so that they stretched away from her breasts. Darla moaned...delightfully so, and I continued, repeating the process over and over and over.
She moved once again on top of me. Only her silhouette could be easily seen in the close darkness, highlighted only by the thin vaporous, nearly translucent light of the shimmering stars above her. She still seemed different to me somehow, though I could not put my finger on it, nor explain it to myself in anyway. The way she felt seemed different, though I had only felt her earlier with my mind. Now...laying here touching her for real in the soothing blanket of darkness, I imagined that what I sensed, felt about her was what was real, not what I imagined of her earlier.
"My ass," she breathed. "Feel my ass. Tell me what you like about it, how it feels to you. Tell me what thoughts, what desires it produces for you in your mind while you touch it."
I told her then how I could almost see myself, hands clasping and clenching her ass cheeks. I could see me, behind her, fucking into her, impaled in the depths of her from behind as I slapped into her this way, my balls slapping her ass with each piston like stroke of my cock inside her.
I realized what I was saying, how I was saying it. Surprised that I had gotten so vulgar in my descriptions to her, but as my arousal grew, so did my passion and my lusty desire to express myself, my ever growing need for her chasing away any inhibitions I may have had. Darla somehow knew this, was drawing it out of me with every question, with every prompting searching question. She provoked within me the images that I had grown up with, women I had seen in men's magazines, X-rated films, women I had merely worked with, though had spent more than a brief few moments thinking about in sexual ways though I had never once acted on them or ever made them aware of the fact that I had. Each time I envisioned a supple well rounded breast, or a nicely pear-shaped tit, or a certain curvature of a woman's ass, or the sensual, sexy tummy of a woman who was imperfect...even this aroused me and excited me far more than a woman who's stomach was tighter and firmer than mine ever had been, or would ever hope to be again. These are the thoughts that flew through my mind, and these are the images I shared with Darla as on and on we went in our discussion and in our continued caresses and lingering touches over one another's bodies, minds, and souls.



As time passed, so did the intensity with which we touched, or how we touched one another. She asked me specifics on what strokes I liked best, how I felt when I pleasured myself, what was it that I did, and how I did it. As dark as it was, she asked me to show her. I began playing with myself for her, pleasing myself as I so often did whenever I was alone, her hand still resting atop mine, so lightly that I didn't even know for sure if it was still there. Darla followed me with her own hand, felt me, as I touched myself, the way I caressed and played with my balls, palmed my shaft, or finger cupped the knob of my cock to squeeze and pleasure it, producing lubrications with which I could continue my pleasuring.
Darla took over at some point. I felt her hand begin to seriously explore me. Eerily, it was as though I were doing it myself. Her touch was near perfect as to what I did, or had ever done. She perfected the sensations, teased me and aroused me to a point where I had to do something or I would all too soon climax.
Once again I rolled her beneath me. I re-explored her breasts, that lingering thought of how differently they seemed to feel to me in my hands and lips as to what I had seen earlier in the day. But I kissed and suckled them again with renewed vigor and lustful desire for them, enjoying each one, paying tribute with equal kisses and tastings of her sweet delicious nipple flesh.
I slowly moved down her body, trailing kisses and flicks of my tongue against her exposed bare skin as I moved downwards towards my ultimate goal. I paused at her naval, tongue-fucking it, licking it and kissing it as well. I moved lower still...pausing. The differences about her still there, subtle but enough to give me pause. There was now a slight almost insignificant 'paunch' to her that I had not noticed before, or had I? It mattered not...I was too aroused to wonder much more or care now. I could smell her heated aroma, the sweet musky smell of her pussy, the perfumed liquid that I already knew I would find waiting for me between her legs.
And I arrived between them shortly thereafter. Darla spread her legs, bent at the knee; she somehow knew I loved this particular position. Loved a woman who was comfortable enough with her self to open herself in a widely displayed pose such as this. I wished only then that it were noon once again so that I could more clearly see the exquisite detail of the folds of her pussy lips. But I felt them with my tongue; saw them in my mind at least as I licked up and down her wet deliciously tasting slit. I felt her clitoris, exposed it with my fingers and felt the smooth tiny tip of it with both finger as well as tongue. I flicked at it, my tongue darting out in short rapid thrusts that just barely touched her, then I attacked it fully, hard pressed tongue thrusts, flicking at it fiercely and with as much pressure as I could bare upon it. I backed off, repeating the slow build up, the softer, lighter, almost feathery touches of my tongue upon her small female penis once again.
"You are enjoying my pussy, as I am enjoying what you are doing to it. You like how my pussy is, how it feels, smells and tastes. I can tell by the way you kiss and lick me that it pleases you and arouses you."
"Oh yes Darla. You have the most beautiful cunt I have ever tasted or kissed before. I just wish I could see it better, see you better," I said.
She was silent for a moment saying nothing.
"Make love to me now," she simply, abruptly. "I need to feel you inside me. I want to share myself with you."
I slowly moved back up towards her. I could not pass her breasts by without kissing and sucking each one of them again, and did so. Only then did I find my cock resting at the opening of her femininity, I kissed her once again. Our tongues teased and played with one another, fencing, parrying in an erotic match of thrusts and lunges, each one emulating the sensations that soon my cock and her pussy would be experiencing on a far grander scale.
As though of it's own accord, my cock slipped into her as easily as though it had known before hand where it needed to be, where it had to be. I felt the hot wetness of her pussy engulf me, surrounding my thick meaty shaft in a bath of pure pearly feeling lubrication that sucked and caressed me in such splendor that I fought desperately to maintain my composure, but more importantly, my control.
I have fucked; have 'dicked' many women in my lifetime. It is not a boast, neither is it meant to measure my prowess, or stroke my ego. For I have been lucky, simply because I have been fortunate enough, caring enough, and patient enough to wait. But in all this time, I have never felt, never before experienced the pure sensual pleasure that I was enjoying with Darla. Her pussy was beyond words, beyond my ability to fully comprehend. She sucked my cock as I slid into her, grasped it as I tried to withdraw, milking it with the muscles of her cunt as I stroked in and out as slowly as it was physically possible for me to do.
Darla also clenched my ass, sometimes holding my head or my neck. She bit me, scratched me, and pushed me into her, sometimes forcing me to hold myself still when fully penetrated. We would lay there unmoving, my cock twitching and throbbing deep inside her. She could feel me doing this, as I could feel her cunt surrounding me, sucking at me in the mysteriously wonderful way that she did.
She soon rolled me over however, now she was once again sitting astride me. We had not disengaged at all as we'd managed this maneuver either. My cock was still nicely nestled deep within the silky soft confines of her pleasure center. I reached up, her dangling breasts above me, finding easily her erect hardened nipples. As I tapped them with my fingers, as I rolled them with my thumbs, using the lubrications that I stole from between us, from her pussy as it leaked its juices down my shaft, I took her essence, applying it to her breasts. I took more of her, applied it to her clitoris as well, exposing it with my hand as she continued to move against me, side to side, up and down, rotating her pelvis, grinding against me. Continuously she changed the stroke, the depth of my penetration. Darla held just the tip, the very tip of my cock inside her, and her pussy lips kissed it, sucked it in that way. I had never before experienced this, never knew a woman with as much control to be able to do this to begin with. Darla mouthed me...her cunt mouthed me and sucked, literally tightened around my prick and refused to release me or allow me to penetrate her beyond what she allowed me to experience. And I loved it, loved how she fucked me, how she made love to me, with me. And I with her.
Making love with Darla was like having an out of body experience. I don't know how long we moved against one another, for me, time stood still. I could see us, the imagery in my mind as though standing off to one side, looking down. The way she moved above me, the way I moved beneath her. I could see it as though I was standing off to one side looking down at the two of us as we meshed together in the orgasmic dance of lust and pleasure.
Usually, my orgasm as I neared it, gave wonderful little signs of the build up and anticipated expected release. That didn't happen. One moment I was simply enjoying the wonderful sensations that my cock was experiencing inside Darla's pussy. In the next, I felt an explosion of such incredible magnitude and duration that I was not only caught unaware, unprepared for it, but I was likewise unable to comprehend how or when it had even begun. I was simply washed away in a pure full-bodied climax that shook me from head to toe, suddenly, intensely without warning. I felt torrents of my juice pummeling the inside of Darla's cunt, felt the head of my penis expanding and contracting in waves of pure unadulterated pleasure which to me was simply incomprehensible. I had known orgasms, good ones, hard ones, near relaxing soft ones of simple stress relieving pleasure. But I had never before experienced any the way I was feeling this one to be now.
Somewhere in the night I heard someone screaming. The voice seemingly a great distance away, almost to the point of distraction as I bathed the ecstasy of this moment. I listened realizing only then that it was me, I was screaming in a deep guttural wail of such pleasure that it shocked me, surprised me, and in a weird way even frightened me a little. But I was so overwhelmed by it, by the intensity of the experience that I felt paralyzed in a way, and in a way I was.
As all the pieces and parts of my body reconnected to one another, I gradually made my way back mentally and emotionally to the sleeping bag where I now lay alone. Darla was curled up on her side against me, comforting me, soothing me. If she had cum, I didn't know it. I certainly couldn't remember her doing so, but then again, it was as if she wasn't even there in a way. I briefly remembered the vast images of so many women at the apex of my climax. All with whom I had been with, all the women I had ever known intimately. I had fucked each one of them simultaneously in my mind; I had spread my orgasm amongst them, but not in such a way as to diminish it, but to compound it in an infinite variety of ways that encompassed me, surrounded me, and absorbed my entire being.
Only when I once again began to feel somewhat human, I reached out towards her, wanting to touch her to assure myself in someway that she as real, that she was still there laying beside me and not simply some figment of my imagination. She stirred slightly at my touch, rising up so that once again the dark silhouette of her form, her shape presented itself to me.
"Are you ok?" She inquired honestly concerned. The tone of her voice curious and questioning.
"Oh my god!" Was how I first answered. "I have never before in my entire life..."
She placed the tip of her finger against my lips to quiet me. My breathing still harsh and raspy as though I had been running as hard as I could for hours on end. Faint streaks of new light barely touched the horizon, hours had passed, incredibly so. And once again I was amazed at my own stamina, at my ability to ride the crest of climax for so long without succumbing to it, but I knew I had not been in control of it anyway. At some point, I had passed this control, this involuntary ability of my body on to Darla. She had drawn it out over such a long period of time; she had been the one to manipulate the sensations, the feelings, and finally the orgasm I had been so totally overpowered by.
"Will you do something for me without question?" She asked me after I had finally calmed sufficiently down to understand her and comprehend more clearly my surroundings and what had just taken place. I would have promised her anything she asked at that point and she knew it.
"Yes," My simple one worded response was about all I could manage, and was all she needed to hear.
Taking my hand, she motioned to me in that simple gesture to come to her. As she once again lay on her back, and as I moved back up to lie atop her, I saw her a bit more distinctly as the sun finally began to rise behind us.
Though she was Darla, in subtle ways there were differences about her. She seemed older in some respects, younger even in others. I was filled with a little awe, a measure of trepidation and confusion. Darla must have sensed my emotional concerns, my growing fears and inability to comprehend or understand what it was that I was suddenly faced with.
"Trust me. Come to me and I will show you."
Once again I was inside her, fully erect, surprisingly so as I had not felt the arousal begin, had not been aware of the change from my moments ago flaccid state to the one in which I knew myself to be as rock hard erect as I had ever been.
I felt her arms surrounding me, her legs criss-crossing about my back. I felt the natural pressure of her breasts against me as well, but her entire body seemed to somehow meld with mine as inch by inch we came together joining in places that seemed to surrealistic to put words or definition to. Once again images came to me, flooding my mind and soul. But they were faceless without meaning and seemed more like manifestations of lights and colors, sensations and indescribable feelings of pleasure and joy...and heightened sensitivity.
Only now, long afterwards can I even begin to explain what it was or even who it was that I had become. My entire body became my cock. Darla was a vessel of pleasure that transcended everything I had ever experienced. Her entire being, her body against mine, absorbed me, drew me into her. I the cock, plunging deep within her depths. She, the pussy, caressing me, clasping me to her, holding me there. We...joined, becoming one another, were one another in a different time and place.
The word orgasm paled in comparison to the reality of what she shared with me, allowed me to discover with her. The raw awesome power was encompassing, with words failing utterly to even begin to describe it. What I experienced with her was more like a cosmic eruption. I was for the briefest of moments, apart of the universe. I was my very own star; my own brilliant burst of energy and matter, a thousand fragmented pieces of energy, each one a pleasure center of such unbelievable magnitude, that Darla could only allow me the briefest of moments to share it with her. Any more than that, and my heart would have stopped functioning, my nerve endings would have burned themselves out, every electrical pulsating neutron in my system would have collapsed like a dark star, a black hole imploding within itself.
Darla had shared with me, had given to me the knowledge of what was for her, her orgasm, her pleasure. I had, as was the only way that I could, climaxed in a flood of juices inside her. But I remembered not that sensation, for it was lost in the overall rapture of what had occurred. My cream oozed in liquefied frothy pools of my spending inside her, that portion of her which was or had been her pussy. But none of this mattered even, it was nothing more than the natural residue, the indication of the bodies natural function to release and expel the pleasure through the one and only means of any outlet that it had to do so.
It was early morning now. And Darla was Darla. At least she was as I remembered seeing her the previous day. I thought then as I looked over at her sleeping, that my mind had no doubt played tricks on me. Her breasts though full and wonderfully beautiful did not have the same shape or contour that I remembered stroking, kissing and touching the night before. Her tummy, Rock hard solid, muscles clearly defined, honed to perfection as though she'd been working out or weight-lifting all of her life, did not have the subtle paunch that I'd have sworn I had felt and kissed last night either. And there were other things I remembered, but none of which could be easily explained away in the darkness, nor grasped now in the sunlight of the new day. Darla woke then, looking up at me.
"You do understand now?" She questioned.
Though I was no longer afraid, I was awestruck, and could only shake my head yes as I answered her. Words coming to me very slowly as comprehension finally sank in, a thousand questions now filling my mind with the urgency to derive and have answers to.
"The star you pointed out to me last night. It's where you really come from, where you live!" I stated with the barest grasp of understanding.
"Not quite. It is where my family live yes, or 'my kind' as you call them." Darla explained to me then the concept of 'family' how it differed from my own rationalization. When she referred to family, she spoke in the concept of everyone of her kind being a gigantic family of sorts, with millions of brothers and sisters all uniquely connected together. She also told me how that she was amongst the first of her kind to have actually been borne and raised here on earth. She worked, played, learned and grew as any normal human child might have done. She did travel yes, as part of her learning and training throughout the universe, having gone home to visit her 'family' from time to time.
But even this I had trouble grasping. So Darla began to explain it to me from the beginning and all over again.
She told me how she had been borne of normal earthly human parents. Implanted within the womb with the realization of who and what she was. She grew with this awareness; knowing exactly how to react, how to behave, and how to develop both physically as well as mentally as any normal human child would grow up. But all the while, knowing that hers was a mission to intermingle, and slowly inbreed the natural order of the universe into the human species. She was one amongst thousands now who were part human, part alien, all of which who had grown, or were growing, working within the framework of earth's society in every conceivable way possible.
She also told me of time travel, how she could leave this world, traveling to others, and other cultures places within the Universe to complete her own studies, her own requirements to learn and develop within the Alien side of her genetic makeup. How she could travel back in time to nearly the same instant in which she'd left so that to all of those around her, her earthen family, she had of course never left at all. Darla went on to explain, that she could if it was necessary for her to do so, come back at the point where she had seen me in the pond, and leave, thus all memory of our being together erased as though it had never actually happened. And that in some instances, this had in fact occurred when situations demanded or required it. But this too had its limitations. Sometimes the travel within and around time was even too complicated to attempt unless it could be done so safely and without restructuring of all that was past, or had been done in the past. Sometimes changing one simple little thing could unravel all that she and her kind had already accomplished, so the risk in these instances was too great to try and tamper with very often.
Roswell could have been covered up entirely. But the initial contact, and benefits which had secretly come about because of it had been advantageous to her 'family' to her race as well. So there was much that stayed just as it occurred, for whatever reasons.
"So are you a woman then?" I wondered. "Are there sexes of difference in your species like we have in ours?"
"I am neither, and both. We can be, or take any shape we need to in order to exist and survive. I grew up as a woman simply because my earthly mother and father wanted a daughter. But I can come and go as either a man or a woman, or a compilation of many."
I understood then the images, which I had seen in my mind. Darla had touched the recesses of my most intimate thoughts, had drawn from them the sights, sounds, mental images and emotions, and had thus created for me a myriad of those women, incorporating them all into herself. So I had not only made love to and with Darla, but to every woman I had ever known or met as well.
"I must be going now," she announced suddenly. "I have already stayed longer that I should have. I will have to tamper with time a little as it is so as not to disrupt where it is that I should be."
"Then I will not remember you," I stated worriedly.
"No...you will remember. But it will seem as though in another time from now, but not today no."
Even this I could not follow clearly.
"Will I ever see you again?"
"Not as Darla. I cannot do that. But I will come; I will see you again. Perhaps as another with whom you once knew, perhaps as someone else who you will one day meet. So I will come, I will see you again someday. But I cannot promise you that you will ever know that I did."



She kissed me then. And even her kiss opened the heavens for me briefly. She walked a short distance away, her image, her form shimmering in the early morning sunlight. The pink coloration of her flesh slowly changing as did her overall form. She stood a short distance away, skin, now grayish in color, her eyes, extremely large, dark coal black, looking a little remorseful, a little sad as she turned. Her mouth, as small as it was, seemed to pucker in a kiss of farewell, She turned, shimmering once again until sparkles of light and effervescence claimed her and dissolved her almost magically.
The small glowing ball of bright white near blinding light rose up into the heavens and sped away, carrying with it the woman, the person, the being that I had so wonderfully and so erotically encountered that past night.
I often lay awake now at night, staring at the stars in the sky. In particular one very special, one very distant star.
And I am requesting it to be named Darla. And hoping that someone doesn't already have it named after them.
In the meantime, I watch and I wait for Darla to find me again. And I smile knowing now, We have never really been alone. Certainly not in the way we've thought it anyway. And there are now thousands of Darla's amongst us, waiting to share with all of us the pure joy and perfection that comes from peaceful cohabitation and understanding.
And not to mention mind-blowing orgasms.
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Like a lot of people, I'd seen the movie, far-fetched as it was. The idea that a man could impersonate a woman, and then try and fool his own wife and expect to actually get away with it was just a little bit much. But then again, it was only a movie after all, and meant for entertainment, not reality. Or so I thought anyway.
I had moved into a new Condo four month's previous. I was single, currently unemployed though I managed to make a living aside from a steady full-time job as a free-lance writer of sorts. I had a sizeable inheritance to draw from, as well if and when it was necessary, but even that wouldn't support me for long all by itself.
The Condo I'd just purchased was apart of a two Condo per floor type of architecture. I lived on the fourth floor of an eight-floor building. I had met my neighbors the same day that I moved in as we also shared an elevator that of course stopped at the same floor where we both lived. Donna and Steve as I met, and learned were my "down-the-hall" neighbors. Almost immediately I was attracted to Donna. She wasn't drop-dead gorgeous by any means, but there was something about her that caught my eye, and captured my heart. Silly as that was, especially with her being married and all, and a newly wed herself as she and Steve had only lived here not even a year yet themselves.
Donna had light brown shoulder length hair, nearly the same height, as I was at just under five foot nine perhaps, with nice full looking breasts, not too big, certainly not small. But of course, I'd certainly never seen them except in the occasional glimpses when we'd run into one another over the course of the days and weeks that passed when she'd wear a tank top, or tight fitting blouse, sometimes wearing a bra, sometimes not.
Steve traveled occasionally for his work. I knew he was in sales, some sort of regional or district Sales Manager or something, which required that he be on the road two or three days every week, and once in a while for a week or two at a time.
As time passed, I had even been invited over for lunch on a couple of instances, and even for dinner one evening when Steve had been in town. I enjoyed the opportunity I had to be around Donna, even though my "secret" desires and fantasies about her would certainly always remain that....secret. And, there was never any indication from her that we had anything more than just a neighborly relationship either, albeit a closely developing one. Still, whatever amount of time I could spend near her, or with her, I did.
I had just gotten out of the shower on a Sunday morning when the doorbell rang. As I had not gotten a phone call from security first down in the Lobby of the complex, I knew it had to be one of the tenants, and in all likelihood, it was either Steve of Donna above any others. I quickly threw on a bathrobe though I was still wet, and headed for the door. Answering it, I was delighted, though slightly surprised to see Donna standing there. She too was wearing a large fluffy bathrobe, and though I had received "glimpses" of her in the hallway, either saying good-bye to Steve on his way to work, or picking up a newspaper by the door, sometimes nearly less dressed than she was now. It was still a bit of an unexpected surprise to actually see her standing here now.
"Good morning Donna!" I said, actually holding the door open even wider as a silent invitation to come inside if she wished too. And without asking, or saying a word about it herself, she did.
"Morning Ryan. I hate to disturb you like this, especially this early on a Sunday morning, but as Steve is going to be gone for two whole weeks, I wanted to do something special for him, and I came up with fixing him breakfast in bed."
I stood listening, looking at her as she spoke to me, still unsure of what if anything I could do for her.
"I realized I hadn't had time yesterday to go grocery shopping, and wondered if you had a few things that I could borrow from you in order to fix him breakfast."
Donna actually produced a small paper from the pocket of her bathrobe with some of the things she needed on it. As she did so, I saw her robe part slightly, and for the first time got a brief glimpse of a rather well rounded and full looking breast. I'm not sure she knew, or saw that I had seen her, but "feeling" perhaps that her robe had parted, she quickly gathered it in with her hand and held it together while she handed me the small slip of paper she'd written a few things down on.
"Come on into the kitchen. I'll see what we can do for you." I told her.
As we rounded the couch in the front room, Donna happened to glance down at the woman's dress that was draped over the back of it.
"Oh Ryan. I'm sorry! I didn't think to consider that you had a "guest"!" She stated apologetically.
Confused, I looked over to where it was that she as looking and laughed. I'm not exactly the neatest person in the world to be sure. And spotting my sister's dress still lying on the back of the couch where she had dropped it almost a week ago was a little embarrassing. Not because Donna thought it belonged to some intimate "guest" that was staying over, but because I'd been too lazy to take and hang it up.
My sister and I were "Fraternal Twins". Regan and I certainly weren't identical, but even as fraternal twins; we looked a lot alike. Just the "obvious" differences between us being a man and a woman. Regan was an airline hostess, and as such, came through the city about every two weeks on either a layover or a rest stop between flights. The fact that I happened to live here made it much easier on her to save some additional money by staying with me when she did.
I quickly explained this fact to Donna, telling her that Regan had stayed over with me the previous weekend, just long enough to change clothes and fly out again. My sister had stayed with me a significant number of times, so that it became easier for her to literally take over one of the bedrooms and store a few articles of clothing here instead of always having to travel around carrying them with her.
It was then that I also pointed out one of the few pictures I had of my sister, which showed the two of us standing side by side. If it weren't for her having longer hair and a slightly different look with make up and all, it would have been hard for anyone NOT to see the obvious similarities in our appearance.
We finally entered into the kitchen, still laughing together over the initial thought that she'd had that I had a "friend" staying over, still sleeping in my bedroom. But the reality was, I did have a growing hardon, brought about simply by Donna's presence. The fact that I had a robe on wasn't helping much. The ease and "freedom" of having plenty of room beneath my robe wasn't helping to contain anything, and I had to ensure that I didn't twist or turn in certain ways that would have revealed this fact, or pointed out to her quite unexpectedly my rapidly growing discomfort. Trying to get my mind off the situation, I took Donna's list from her and began to look it over, pulling stuff out of the refrigerator, or down out of the cupboards. Before either one of us knew what was happening, I was suddenly making breakfast rather than just giving her the stuff to go make it her self. It seemed like the easiest thing to do, and I am sure I subconsciously wanted her to stay here as long as possible. I even had one of those "bed-trays" which Donna went and got from my bedroom, and we decided to prepare everything here, and then she'd simply take it home with her and wake Steven up with it.
As Donna and I stood together at times cutting things up, scrambling eggs, or making toast, I stole whatever glimpses and glances I could down her robe whenever it parted. I was reasonably sure that Donna never caught me actually looking, but it did seem to become apart of the "game" to some extent that we became aware of one another's nudity beneath our robes, and especially as I maintained an erection of sorts throughout the entire process.
Twice I know I had inadvertently touched her, brushing my hard cock briefly against her side once, and again almost directly against her bathrobe covered ass when she had bent over to pull out a frying pan from one of the lower cupboards. Neither of us said or mentioned a word, but I know that if "I" felt it....she certainly had to of felt it as well.
And as we cooked, we talked too. One of the subjects of course being my sister. I told her a little about Regan, and as we became more and more comfortable with one another, I also informed her that my sister was also "gay", or in more specific terms as defined by her gender, a lesbian.
"Maybe it's the fact that I know we're both naked beneath our robes...." She began. "And because of what you just shared with me, I don't know. But I confess, I have wondered about that myself. Even Steven and I have discussed the possibility at times when we've shared fantasies. Of course.....I'm pretty sure I'd never actually do anything like that, but I guess most women do wonder about what it would be like to be with another woman at one time or another."
Perhaps I shouldn't have been too surprised by her revelation. And she was right in one respect; our "covered" nakedness was still just on the edge of awareness for both of us. And I had seen both of her breasts fully exposed a couple of times now, and once had even thought I had seen the smooth surface of her sex when she'd sat down at the table and crossed her legs.
The image of Donna and my sister locked together in some sort of oral "69" with one another was still on my mind as we finally placed all the food we had made on the breakfast tray for Steve. Donna thanked me profusely for my help, even giving me a kiss on the cheek, and in doing so, allowed me to feel the softness of her breasts press against me even though it was through the material of her bathrobe.
Holding both doors for her, I escorted her down the hall as she carried the tray full of food, along with a fresh pot of coffee. Holding her door open for her, she once again turned to thank me, her robe now parting completely open as she did. With both hands holding the tray, she couldn't possibly reach to cover herself, and realizing this, simply looked down just as I did, and then looking back at me merely smiled, winked, and went inside.
I closed the door, smiling like a Cheshire cat I'm sure, and with a full-fledged hardon pointing the way back to my own place, whistled down the hall and looked forward to what I knew was going to be a rather extensive session of solitary abuse.
Even as I lay down on my own bed and began jerking off, I was surprised when images of my own sister entered my mind. I remembered a time not so many years ago when we were still fairly young teens, forced to remain inside the house due to a severe storm. Bored out of my mind, I'd asked Regan if she'd be willing to play one of my "War" board games with me to pass the time. She agreed to do so, but only if afterwards I'd be willing to do something that she wanted to do too. Perhaps I should have asked "what" even then, but was so excited to actually get to play one of my favorite games, I agreed, and perhaps too quickly as I later found out.
After the two of us had played "my" game, which she had won to make matters worse, we then played hers, which as it turned out, was to turn Ryan into Regan. For the next hour I was subjected to wearing eye shadow, lipstick, a play wig that was very similar to Regan's own hair, and after cutting it to look like hers, I was surprised at how much we truly did look alike. I had stopped short of her request for me to put on any of her clothes, though I did allow her to fix me up with a pair of similarly sized "tits", which I had to admit was sort of interesting in a weird sort of way. Seeing the two of us standing side by side, looking nearly identical was a little freaky. And as further "fun" to our game, I actually went downstairs shortly after that, and managed to fool our mother into thinking I was Regan for a short time. Regan had often worn more of my clothes, so seeing me dressed as Regan might was far easier to try and get away with.
Once again my revolving fantasy refocused on Donna however, and the memories of her bare breasts and that briefest of looks between her legs was enough to finally bring about the orgasm I was desperately trying to reach with the use of my hand.
The following morning I had just settled down at my computer to finish working on a piece that I was doing for possible publication when the phone rang. I picked it up, wondering who'd be calling me, especially since I knew very few people, and also knew my sister wouldn't be back in town again for at least a month. It was "Security" calling, telling me that Donna had had some sort of mishap and had fallen down the stairs. I knew that she quite often "jogged" up and down the stairs as apart of her daily workout routine, and had admired her determination for doing so nearly every day. What I was then told however was that she had slipped on something someone had spilled, tumbled down a flight of stairs, and had injured her legs. As Donna's husband had in fact already flown out for a flight overseas no less, she had Security call me.
I quickly arrived in the lobby a short time later, and though they had urged her to take a trip to the hospital by ambulance, she'd declined, allowing me to drive her there instead. Hours later, Donna emerged with both legs cast. And though they had recommended that she perhaps spend the night in the hospital, she once again declined.
Donna was able to reach Steve via phone even while he was still in the air. And they discussed the dilemma that she now found herself in. She would, for a short time at least, need some special help and care. I hung around, ensuring she was comfortable and did the kinds of things that she needed and Donna was pleased to get and receive my help with getting her a drink to even fixing her a sandwich. To "both" of our surprise however, Steve was adamant about getting another "woman" in to help her instead of depending on me to try and do everything. Though Donna argued with him briefly about it, she finally relented and said she's see if her mother couldn't fly out and be with her until Steve got back at least. Satisfied with that, Steve said he'd call her back after he'd landed and gotten settled in, and that hopefully by then her mother would in fact be on her way.
As I sat there listening, the weirdest little plan suddenly started to form inside my head. I couldn't believe I was actually even considering this, let alone actually intending on doing it. But in the next instant, I was telling Donna that my sister Regan was due in, in the morning, and had planned on staying with me for a couple of weeks. And that I knew that "she" would be more than happy to help out whenever she needed anything.
Of course, Donna declined at first, stating that she was confident her mother could be here in a day, or two at the latest. But I argued that Regan would be here long before then, and that it would be no problem, or bother for "either" of us to help her whenever she wanted or needed it. And that we'd "both" just be a phone call away, and she'd still have her privacy and home to herself instead of having her mother flitting about. I had gambled on that idea, but it seemed to hit home with her so she finally agreed.
Knowing that I needed to buy a "little" time to get the few additional things that I needed, having Regan coming in the following morning gave me that afternoon to run out and do some shopping. And yes, it was strange to actually go to the drug store and buy a wide variety of products that I knew I was going to need to make the transition complete. One of which included a realistic looking wig that I could shape and style to appear more like the way Regan wore her own hair. The second problem of course was finding a suitable pair of "tits" that would not be "too" large regardless of any desire to sport any otherwise, and in fact, be "toned" down to some extent instead. Buying a decent bra, and then explaining to the clerk who sold me the undergarment that I was doing so as a "costume" she provided me with the necessary "insertions" to complete the required illusion. The fact that she smiled at me in a certain way wasn't lost on me either. Though frankly I could have cared less at that moment what she thought. The idea of somehow getting closer to Donna, even in this particular way wasn't something I was about to throw away if I had the chance.
That night after first having checked in on Donna, along with bringing her home something to eat and spending some time simply chatting with her. I informed her that I "personally" had some appointments in the morning, but that Regan, my sister would drop in on her first thing. Donna then gave me an extra key to give to her, and told me she was really looking forward to meeting my sister, especially as we had now gotten to know one another so much better. Just before I left, Donna told me that she was really looking forward to having Regan help give her a sponge bath. I nearly choked on that, and almost decided to forget the whole thing. But again, my cock "lurched" and the chance of actually getting to see that terrific body of hers, even if somewhat innocent, though clandestinely, was again something I simply couldn't turn away from.
That night I practiced a far more effeminate voice. I had been a reasonably good singer in High School, and once again used the falsetto of my voice to give myself a half decent chance to pass as a woman in that way at least. All the makeup I had purchased could be washed off immediately with no telltale traces remaining if it was necessary. Taking several pictures of my sister, I sequestered myself in the bathroom and began practicing on making myself look as close to her as it was possible to do. Several hours later, I stood looking at myself in the floor-length mirror of my bedroom. Even if Regan herself had walked into the room just then, she'd have wondered which one of us was really her.
I went to bed that night, nervous, apprehensive, and horny as hell. I had no idea what I thought I would be able to get away with, nor to what extent. Mostly a little voyeurism in a way perhaps, and later as we became more confident and comfortable with one another, more, far more. As I was sure we would since Donna and Ryan had, my hopes then that I, as Regan, would become even more intimately associated with her in a confidant, female way.
In the morning I checked myself out meticulously, comparing my "new" self to every photo of my sister that I could find, I felt reasonably assured that I could pull this off. And, if at any point along the way I could come up with an immediate reason to leave and suddenly be called away due to my "on-call" flight status as a stewardess. Practicing my new voice, I then steeled myself and unlocked the door to Donna's place at a reasonable hour and called out.
"Donna? You up?" I called out in my well-practiced falsetto voice.
"In here!" I heard her exclaim. "I'm so glad you arrived, I was just about to try and crawl into the bathroom!"
Hearing that, I already had misgivings. I had of course considered that possibility, but thinking through it, realized that if nothing else I would simply on occasion help her into the bathroom, and then leave and wait for her to finish before she needed my help.
Walking into the bedroom, Donna looked at me and stared.
"Oh my. If I didn't know better, I'd swear you and Ryan were twins!"
Once again my throat caught, and I nearly fainted, almost playing the role too well here.
"I saw your picture in Ryan's front room. You're even prettier than your picture shows you to be." She added.



Things were starting to look up.
"I don't know if Ryan told you already or not." I started. "But he'll be gone most of the morning, perhaps into the late afternoon even. So he told me to stick to you like glue all day long and help you with anything you might need."
Standing near the foot of her bed now I hoped that my disguise was good enough to pass her inspection. I'd ruined two razors just shaving my legs last night, and had nearly rubbed my face raw as well. Thankfully, I didn't have much of a beard to speak of in the first place, but I'd still have to be careful of any five o'clock shadow, though in my case, it was more like ten-thirty.
"What I need at the moment is to pee!" Donna announced seriously. Helping her to sit up on the side of the bed, I reached down to lift her up and realized with a little bit of horror that my arms, though not extremely hairy, did have a dark patch that seemed to lightly coat them. I wondered briefly if women shaved their arms too.
Donna didn't seem to notice; at least she didn't say or give any indication to me that something was amiss. And, I was careful not to appear "too" strong either when helping to lift her up. Between the two of us, we just managed to get her into the bathroom where she could finally sit down on the toilet in privacy. I returned into the bedroom and waited. A few minutes later, still able to hear her as she peed solidly into the toilet bowl, I waited until she flushed before standing up to go back in to help her.
To my surprise, Donna had removed her nightgown entirely. Rather than expecting to see her dressed, she was undressed. And though she was still sitting on the toilet with the seat down now, it was obvious that I was going to be expected to help her in some other fairly intimate way as well.
"Rather than a sponge bath, I really could use a real bath." She said. "The Doctor said that with some help, and if I was careful to wrap up my casts in plastic bags or something, that I might at least be able to lay down in two or three inches of water, as long as I was careful and had some help. So, as long as you're here now anyway, I'd really like that if you think we can do it."
Tearing my eyes away from her luscious looking tits, I headed back into the kitchen in search of some plastic, or even garbage bags with which to wrap and waterproof her legs with. We'd already discussed the fact that she'd still have to keep them out of the water. But that if we positioned her legs on either side of the faucet, before even turning the water on, then we could regulate the water, still manage to give her a decent bath, and go from there.
Getting her comfortably into the tub was tricky as well. Especially as I had no choice but to almost bodily lift her up and help to coax her over the edge. That being done, I helped to spread her legs, once balanced on a corner of the tub, each carefully wrapped. But what I hadn't counted on nor expected, was the sudden wide-open gaping and truly beautiful looking pussy that was there to greet me. I know that Donna did catch me looking at her, at "it". I honestly couldn't help myself...it was there after all in full view. Realizing suddenly that I had been actually staring perhaps, I quickly turned my head away and actually felt myself blushing.
"Don't worry Regan. Ryan told me you were "gay". So I already knew that before you even came over here. If my being naked in front of you bothers you, then maybe we can still make other arrangements. But if it doesn't, then I'm still ok with it as long as you are."
"So what exactly did Ryan tell you about me?" I asked her.
And for the next several minutes we sat talking and chatting like a pair of high school girlfriends who had known one another for years. I kept my eye on the level and temperature of the water, stole fleeting quick glances at those incredible breasts, nice tan colored nipples, and the clean shaven pussy that continued to lay there, spread open like a beautiful flower in full and glorious bloom. I was extremely glad that I had worn not only a jock strap, but a second pair of extremely tight under shorts as well just in case. And as it turned out, though slightly painful and uncomfortable as it was, I was glad that I did.
"Would you mind handing me the razor?" She asked.
I gave her one, sat back down on the edge of the tub, but after a few seconds, we both realized her attempt to shave her armpits, and upper portion of her thighs was next to impossible the way she was laying.
"It really is amazing isn't it? You have no idea how difficult some things can be under certain circumstances."
"Oh, I don't know. I think I have a pretty good idea." I offered back.
Handing me back the razor after her aborted attempt to shave, she looked at me once again.
"I don't suppose?" She said without finishing the sentence. And I swallowed, though hoping it was a small one, and immediately pictured the way my ex-girlfriend had shaved herself in the shower, and figured I could at least emulate that. I was as gentle as was possible, and we seemed to get through the process ok. Though running the razor up and down her exposed thigh so near to where her pussy sat winking at me nearly caused me to slip and cut her at one point.
We finally finished, and I felt myself beginning to sweat. I had worn more clothing than what was perhaps needed. But having no cleavage to speak of, I had had to ensure that what I did wear was a reasonably high-necked dress. And my damn sister didn't have too many of those in her closet to be able to chose from.
At that moment, it was time to really get down to business however. Taking the washcloth, I then applied a liberal amount of soap and began washing Donna's nude body. I purposely refrained from washing her breasts initially, let alone getting anywhere near her pussy. But even that "obvious" delay soon reached a point where I knew I was going to be washing her there soon.
"You sure this isn't bothering you?" She asked me again.
I'm sure she could see the small beads of sweat beginning to cover my brow.
"If it does, I think I can manage...to wash my breasts at least."
Lying in the tub as she was however, it made it virtually impossible for her to actually do a good enough job on herself without the possibility of slipping and getting her casts wet after all.
I promptly washed her breasts then. Though ensuring that I didn't linger "too" long over either of them while doing so. And even when I applied a new helping of soap to the hand towel and reached down between her legs, I was also careful so as not to appear too eager to be doing that either. Even so, Donna gasped.
"Oh!" She said as the washcloth touched her there.
Yanking it away, I looked down at her...at "it" and once again felt my face flush.
"I'm sorry..." I said, almost forgetting to use my new voice. "Did I do something wrong?"
"Oh no, not at all. I guess I'm just not used to being touched by someone other than my husband that is." She said with a hesitant laugh. And then did laugh...loudly.
"I know what you mean!" I responded. And then caught a curious look from her once I'd said that, realizing what that had to of sounded like to her.
"Are you seeing anyone now?" Donna questioned me innocently.
"No, not really." I answered evasively.
"I mentioned to Ryan that I had in fact wondered about that."
"About what?"
"About being with another woman. I never have, though I nearly did once back in college. But I'll be honest with you Regan, I have considered and wondered what it would actually be like."
I wasn't sure what to say. So chose to say nothing instead. Perhaps Donna took my silence as understanding, contemplation, I don't know what. But she began speaking to me about it again.
"What is it like for you?" She asked. "If you don't mind my asking." She added softly.
"Oh, I don't know. Nice I guess. I mean I'm not exactly a virgin either. I have been with men before, and it's not that I consider myself a total lesbian, I guess I consider myself "bi" more than anything else if you want to put it that way."
Having said that, I felt that I might have perhaps redirected the conversation elsewhere but learned almost immediately that I hadn't.
"Do you think I'm attractive?" She asked. "I mean...if you saw me on the street, would you look at me and wonder what it would be like to be with me?"
All I could do was shake my head yes.
Donna smiled, relaxed and closed her eyes and slipped slightly inside the tub. The water had turned a little cold, so I had emptied it a little and had just turned on the water to warm up the shallow bath she was taking. When the water came on again as I turned the knob, I saw and Donna felt the water suddenly beating down near directly on her exposed wide-open pussy.
"Oh my!" She wailed, and though I expected her to scoot back up the tub, out and away from the water, she simply remained where she was, and if anything, opened her pussy even wider than it now was.
"I haven't done this since I was a teenager!" She exclaimed almost gleefully. "I'd forgotten what it actually felt like." Only then she opened her eyes looking up at me. And the look I saw there startled me. She was horny.
Watching as Donna continued to allow the cascading water from the faucet to playfully beat down on her exposed pussy was incredibly arousing. I watched as her eyes took on a near glassy look to them, watched as she reached up and began fondling and playing with her exquisite breasts. I wanted so desperately at that very moment to reach down and touch her myself, but knew that I couldn't. Watching her was one thing; secretly getting off on seeing her naked, even talking to her about sexual desires and secrets were ok. But actually touching her was something else entirely.
"Oh Regan this feels...so...good." She breathed out slowly. And I could hear the pleasure she was experiencing in the tone of her voice. And hearing her, hearing her admit it and confess it to me increased my own desire, my own arousal. And I knew I was entering very dangerous ground here.
It soon became obvious that Donna was headed towards a very needful, perhaps stress relieving orgasm. It didn't include me actually, even though I was there watching her, so I argued the point with myself that as long as it was "she" who was doing this, and not me, that I could remain detached from having actually done anything "with" her myself.
I told her. Realizing I had not used my false voice, and hoping that Donna was too caught up in the pleasure she was feeling to realize it.
Donna's eyes seemed to pop open then however. And for a second I was sure that I had been discovered. I actually "flinched", leaning back and away from her as I sat on the edge of the tub having been enjoying the "show" and now fearful that discovery had been made.
She said in words nearly so soft that I didn't hear them over the sound of the still running water. "Help me back to the bed now."
I knew she hadn't climaxed, figuring that she had in fact figured things out. But still I was confused. If she had, she still hadn't mentioned it, hadn't gotten angry or yelled at me to leave. Instead, she was smiling, waiting for me to help her, which of course I did.
Turning off the water, the tub had still been draining so it had not filled up any more than it had been. I began drying her off even as she still lay in the tub, reaching down to help her sit up once the water had completely drained, and then once again, picking her up in my arms and almost carrying her naked into the bedroom.
The sudden abrupt stoppage of what Donna had obviously been enjoying was still of some minor concern and confusion to me. Perhaps she had become embarrassed by it after all, or realized that with me being a "lesbian" perhaps, that it was making me uncomfortable, or for that matter, herself.
I quickly unwrapped the plastic bags that I had taped and covered her casts with. Looking about her bedroom for a fresh clean nightgown, I spotted the dresser and walked towards it.
"What would you like to wear? What would you like me to do?" I asked her, running the two questions together. And she answered me in the same fashion.
"Nothing...and lick me."
"What?" I said remembering a millisecond before I answered to use my "womanly" voice. Even then, it came out as almost a squeak. And Donna laughed at that.
"I told you earlier I'd never been with a woman, not that I wouldn't if I ever had the chance either. And as I see it, this is probably the closest opportunity I'll ever have."
"I don't know Donna, I mean, we just met and all, and you're just excited right now...after, after the tub thing. And I know if you take a moment to think about it, you'll probably reconsider..."
"I've already thought about it." She said interrupting me. "And I want you to do it. I want to know what it feels like!"
One thing for sure, Robin Williams hadn't had to face a situation like this one. I stood there wondering how the hell I had gotten myself into a situation like this in the first place. And secondly, actually mentally tried to imagine myself as a woman at that moment in preparation for trying to go down on this beautiful woman's cunt the exact way I imagined a woman might do.
Donna now on the bed, still naked, small drops of water still clinging in places to her near perfect looking skin was breathtaking. Even the minor distraction of the two heavy white casts on her legs couldn't deter me from lusting for her, watching as she spread her legs invitingly towards me. And in the next instant, "Regan" climbed onto the foot of the bed and slowly crawled up between her legs.
Almost mesmerized, I parted the lips of her pussy with shaking hands. Delicately, as I assumed, imagined a woman might, I gingerly and ever so lightly began to draw my tongue up the pink glistening folds of her sex. Her taste was sweet, sweeter perhaps than anything I'd ever experienced before, though I am sure it was in part due to my own excitement at finding myself in such an incredibly wild situation. Beneath me, Donna moaned as the initial brief light touch of my tongue flickered out.
"Oh Regan!" She hissed. "Yes...yes...just like that, oh yes!" I was happy to hear that she wasn't a "silent" partner. I'd hoped that by her signals to me, she'd let me know what she liked, and how she liked it. Sure, I'd gone down on a number of women, loved eating pussy in fact, but that still didn't make me an expert, anymore than it made me a woman trying to act like one though still a man. I continued my administrations of her sweet tender slit, tonguing the hard little nubbin of flesh in my explorations, not lingering there constantly, but returning only when I had teased her sufficiently elsewhere with my tongue lapping and probings. Donna's continued mumblings and groaning told me I was at least doing something right. Squirming beneath me in obvious ecstasy was thrilling to say the least. As I licked at her delicately displayed quim, savoring her constantly flowing nectar, I felt in some ways like a bee might, flittering from bud to bud, gathering her honeydew and devouring it greedily.
Reaching up, I soon replaced her hands with my own as I also began kneading the flesh of her tits that I now captured within my hands. Feeling their softness, their fullness as well as those incredibly erect taut nipples merely heightened my own burning arousal and desire, though of course making her pleasures more intensely felt too.
Donna had begun shaking almost continuously, and uncontrollably. I knew that she was extremely close to going over the edge, and sensing that, I now more directly attacked her tiny clit, sucking it in between my lips and suctioning it with firm pressures until it produced the desired affect that I hoped for. With one massive surge, I heard Donna's breath draw in, held, and then a surprising release of pure joy as her orgasm surged through her and enveloped her entirely. She screamed with an unintelligible array of sounds all jumbled together that simply allowed her the expression of supreme pleasure.
When I knew by the obvious sensitivity that she'd had as much as she could possibly handle, I sat up, my face wet and sticky with her fluids. Wiping my mouth, I still licked and sucked off her juices, enjoying them still. Donna finally seemed to climb down out of her revelry and beckoned to me.
"Now...my turn to please you." She said.
And then panic really did settle in.
Glancing at my watch, buying a moment of time, I was prepared to pull the plug on this little adventure and suddenly develop a need to "Board an Airline". And then as they say, I was suddenly saved by the bell.
Donna frowned, but rolled over in bed to answer the telephone. By the sounds of the conversation, I could tell that it was her mother calling to see how she was doing. Donna mouthed, "I'll talk to you later." And I smiled, mouthed back that I had some errands to run and would come back later to fix her some lunch and check in on her. I knew also that the cleaning lady Steve had hired to help out would be there in the afternoon, so for the rest of the day at least, I figured that nothing else could possibly happen, or entrap me the way our last encounter nearly had.
As my "errands" in fact took considerably more time than I expected, I returned as Ryan and remained that way. Dropping in to see how Donna was doing, she seemed pleased to see me, and even with the cleaning woman still there, we managed to have a nice visit and a late lunch early dinner together. I had told her that "Regan" had gotten held up at the bank along with running into an old "girl-friend" and since I "would" be around that night to keep an eye on Donna, that it wasn't necessary for both of us to be there.
Sometime later I finally did return to my own place and had just settled down into bed when I heard the front door open. For whatever reason, Regan had come home! Though it was nice to see her, it complicated the hell out of my particular situation. As it now stood, it was getting almost "too" complicated to even attempt to keep up the Charade. After we'd sat down and chatted as we normally did whenever Regan came to town, she studied me, as she seemed to have been doing nearly all evening long.
"Ok Ryan, what's up? Tell me. I know you, and I know something's going on!"
In all our years growing up together, maybe being apart of the "twins" thing, I never could keep or hide anything from her. And so it was that I spilled the beans, telling her everything and waiting for her shock and disappointment at hearing what I had done.
Regan sat listening intently the entire time, digesting every word without interrupting me even one time. When I was finished, I looked at her expectantly, waiting for the tirade that was sure to come about my deceit, my dishonesty, and worse, what I had done to Donna in her bedroom.
She was silent for a moment longer, and then simply burst out laughing.
"Well? So did I enjoy myself?" She asked finally when she was finished laughing, still holding her sides painfully so from laughing so hard.
"It's not that funny!" I countered.
"Oh no? I can just see you, lying between her legs, licking her pussy, and knowing you're cock wasn't going to get anywhere's near it! By the way, what "would" you have done if she'd insisted on "returning the favor" anyway?"
I remembered that tense brief moment of panic. "I don't know. If it hadn't been for the phone ringing just then, I'm not really sure what I would have done. On one hand, I wanted to give myself up, tell her what I'd done, and pray like mad she'd forgive me. On the other, I wanted to suddenly stand up, cock in hand, and fuck her to death."
Regan was still snickering, but at least she'd managed to control the continuous flow of tears from laughing so hard.



"And, so now what are you going to do?"
I had no idea and walked over to the small bar to pour myself another scotch...neat. "Maybe..........." I said now thinking to myself. "With you being here............"
"Hold it!" Regan said. "I'm not sure I want to have any part of this little brother."
I hated it when she said that. She was older than me by a big whopping six minutes. But whenever she reminded me of that, she usually meant she was really serious about whatever she was thinking.
"Listen, all I want you to do is go over to see her later, like I did. See if she needs anything. I'll be there, so then she'll at least see the two of us together. That way, if she was the least little bit suspicious, actually seeing us together will alleviate that suspicion anyway."
"And that's it then? Nothing else right?"
"Right!"
Regan thought about it for a minute and then finally relented. "Ok, but just remember, if she does come on to the real me again, and if I do like her, then if the two of us do get involved somehow, just remember who it was that started all this!"
"I'm not asking you to get involved with her Regan! In fact, I'd prefer that you don't, it would only make things even more complicated if something else happened between you...us. Shit! You know what I mean!" I said.
My sister didn't exactly start laughing again, but the smile on her face was bad enough. "Just remember, no promises if you expect to me to help you keep what you did a secret."
A short time later I dropped in on Donna to see how she was doing. By a prearranged plan, Regan would come over in about fifteen minutes and be surprised to learn that I had gotten home so early. I would then excuse myself, and allow Donna whatever time she needed to let it sink in that it was my sister, and not me that had been with her in the event that was a question wandering around in her head.
"Oh, and one more thing." I had asked her. "When you speak to Donna, could you lower your voice just a little bit?" And then I spoke as though trying to talk like Regan. And she spoke, trying to talk like me trying to be Regan. It wasn't perfect, but it would have to do. And I reminded her not to spend too much time with her to begin with. The more time either of us did, the harder it would be to keep all this a secret.
To my delight, Regan acted just the way I hoped that she would, even meeting Donna for the first time, she made only the "briefest" reference to having been over before. And shortly after that, Donna also indicated that she needed help getting to the bathroom again. As I was there however, I did in fact carry Donna into the bathroom while Regan went off to busy herself in the kitchen. I waited patiently in the bedroom until Donna was finished and then carried her back to bed. I told her I needed to leave again for a while, but that Regan was fixing her something to eat. I left shortly after that but not before seeing my sister in the kitchen.
"Don't worry Ryan...everything's under control. I won't stay too long...but obviously I should stay with her a little while, or she might still get suspicious that the two of us have been up to something."
Having heard her say that, I realized she was right and told her I would see her later on that evening then as I actually did have an important appointment I needed to keep. I left after that, confident that things were pretty much under control. Unfortunately, I'd forgotten just how naughty my sister could be whenever she got that particular "itch".
"How are you feeling now Donna?" Regan asked her after she had returned to the bedroom with a tray of food. Sitting it down next to the bed, Regan sat down on the bed and smiled at her. Not a suggestive smile necessarily, but a knowing one.
"Not too bad I guess. But these damn casts sure do itch!"
"I could put a little lotion on your legs for you." Regan told her. "Not sure how much good that would do about the itching beneath the casts, but a nice rub-down might help to get your mind off it."
"Oh yes...that sounds like a wonderful idea Regan, thank you!"
With the food completely forgotten now, Regan helped Donna off with her nightgown in order to give her a full body massage, sans her cast legs of course. As Donna's covering came up and over her head with a little help from Regan, she couldn't help but comment on the sudden appearance of her twin molded tits suddenly coming into view.
"You really do have nice looking breasts." Regan told her. "I wish mine were as pretty as yours."
Donna blushed slightly, but the comment reminded her of some unfinished business too.
"I'm willing to bet your boobs are every bit as nice looking as you seem to think mine are. And I'd love to see them, that is, if you don't mind my asking too."
"Not at all!" Regan beamed. And without another thought, stood up and began unbuttoning her blouse. "You know, it probably would be a lot easier if I just took off most of my clothing anyway."
"Easier?" Donna questioned, a smile forming on her face.
"Yes...to give you that massage."
When Regan was nearly nude, wearing only a pair of black lace panties, she crawled onto the bed next to Donna and began rubbing her down.
"By the way........." Donna cooed as Regan began caressing and massaging her smooth flesh with warmed baby oil, "...you do have nice looking breasts too. Especially your nipples. And I thought that mine were large!"
Regan's nipples were considerably pinker in color than Donna's were, but her areolas were big enough to near cover the whole of her breast in front from side to side. The nipples themselves were already standing thick and straight up away from her breasts with the arousal she was feeling simply from massaging Donna's back and upper thighs. As she continued doing this however, slowly and gradually she allowed her hands and fingers to draw closer and closer inside her thighs, several times just faintly and briefly brushing against Donna's pussy.
"Hmmmm. That feels nice." Donna crooned into her pillow as she hugged it to her. And then spread her legs slightly as Regan made yet another long slow soft caress up near her sex.
"Well, I warned him." Regan thought to herself. And as she traveled upwards, she continued to do so and purposely rested the tip of her finger just inside the long ago wet slit that now winked and peeked out towards her. Donna managed to spread herself a little more, inviting her, and welcoming her rested finger.
Donna said. "It feels really nice."
Regan began to gently slip her finger inside Donna's pussy then, teasingly at first, exploratory, but then as Donna began to move with her, almost playfully humping herself backwards against Regan's hand, and then into the bed itself, the stroking became more forceful and pleasuring.
"Remember what I said I wanted to do before the phone rang?" Donna asked.
Regan stopped finger-fucking her for a moment, trying to remember what it was that Ryan had told her.
"Uh huh." She said, lying, still trying to remember what it was he'd said. "I've always wanted to do that. And since you got me off so beautifully that way, it's only fair then that you let me get you off that way too."
Regan did remember then, and smiled beatifically. "Oh yes, I would enjoy that. I really would!" She stated honestly. Seeing her brother stretched out on the bed going down on Donna as he'd related that story, she knew that the circumstances wouldn't be conducive for the exact same position however.
"I think it might be easier if we do a "sixty-nine" together though." Regan told her. "At least that way, you'll stay on the bottom, and I can enjoy doing you again."
Donna was all for that, having not even considered the possibility until Regan had suggested it. Removing the black lace panties, Regan positioned herself over Donna's head and slowly lowered her own needful pussy over Donna's face. She waited patiently for a moment afterwards, waiting for Donna to finally take the plunge. Whether she was reconsidering, or simply just looking and admiring her or something, she didn't know for sure. But suddenly the soft light butterfly lick of a touch was lingering about her pussy lips, and she sighed with excitement, and buried her own face and tongue down inside Donna.
For a novice of sorts, Donna seemed to not only enjoy what she was doing, obviously eating and licking another woman's pussy for the first time, but she obviously knew what it was that she liked, and thus did the same thing to Regan. She also seemed to follow Regan's lead as she used various little tricks and pleasurable employments with her tongue. And Donna followed suit.
"Hmmm, how come you didn't do it like that the first time?" She'd asked her at one point, forcing herself to remove her own tongue from Regan's cunt.
"Ah, wanted to save that for another time?" Regan said, though having it come out as more of a question rather than a statement.
"Well. Keep doing that. It's driving me crazy!" She mouthed once again into Regan's own moist pussy, filling her mouth with it, and then capturing Regan's clit between her own lips and gently lipping it the same way that Regan had just been doing to her.
"Well, well, what have we here?"
"Steve!" Donna shouted in surprise, having to actually force Regan's ass to turn slightly so she could look over the top of it and in the direction where her husband was now standing.
Regan immediately removed herself from the now very awkward position she had been in. Though useless to try and cover herself with anything, she did manage to grab a nearby pillow, and now sitting on the bed next to where Donna still lay, placed it over the top of her breasts, hugging it to her.
"What are you doing home so early? How'd you get her so fast in fact?"
To her surprise, Donna didn't sound worried, or even fearful. Just surprised to see Steve standing there, and extremely happy to see him as well.
"I called the office on the plane. Told them I didn't feel comfortable leaving you in the hands of strangers." He said looking towards Regan, "So when I landed in San Francisco, I caught the next flight back. Thought I'd surprise you. And obviously, I did." And once again he looked over at Regan, smiling. "Oh, I'm sorry. Regan, this is my husband Steve. Steve, Regan, Ryan's "twin" sister."
"Nice to meet you Regan." Steve said, offering her his hand. She took it, and gave it an equally friendly shake.
"Maybe I should leave, give the two of you some time alone." Regan stated, starting to stand up and already looking around for her discarded clothing.
"Oh no, please. Don't stop what it was you were doing on my account. Donna and I have discussed this, a great deal. We both agreed a very long time ago that if the opportunity ever presented itself, that she should "go for it". So believe me, I'm not the least bit mad or angry. Only delightfully surprised!"
Regan lifted an eyebrow in curious surprise herself. "So, you want Donna and I to just continue what we were doing?" She asked him again, still unsure of the situation taking place.
"By all means. Especially if Donna's enjoying herself."
Regan looked towards Donna who was shaking her head yes, the lust still very much in her eyes and look.
"Well, I guess I don't have any problems with that if the two of you don't." Regan said, throwing the pillow she'd been using to cover herself with back onto the bed.
"Regan's a "lesbian" though Steve." Donna stated openly. "Ryan told me that she's not really into men."
"That's ok. I really didn't have any intention of wanting to do anything with her. I'd be happy to simply sit down and watch. Perhaps "enjoy" myself a little while I do if that's not a problem."
Regan wasn't sure just exactly "what" Ryan had told Donna. She didn't consider herself a "true" lesbian in that sense of the word. She preferred "most" women that was true. But she also enjoyed a good stiff cock once in a while too.
"No problem for me." Regan said, keeping it simple. No sense elaborating any more than she had too. And then she thought briefly of Ryan. "Boy, won't he be surprised." She thought.
This time she sat directly on top of Donna's face, facing towards him while he sat in a nearby chair. Steve had removed his own clothing, and was now slowly stroking his rapidly thickening penis. Donna immediately went back to lapping and tonguing Regan's slit, and had also reached up so as to fondle and caress her breasts at the same time.
"Damn honey, the two of you look good together!" Steve moaned, now jacking his cock with hungrier strokes, watching his wife as she probed and tickled Regan's near hairless quim with her tongue.
And Regan was enjoying it too. Not only did Donna seem to like what she was doing, and enjoy doing it. But watching Steve sitting just a few feet away from her playing with him self was an incredibly arousing turn-on to be seeing.
Regan reached up with one hand and placed it atop one of Donna's. She moved as Donna moved, caressing her breast, squeezing it, and gently rubbing and encircling her nipple. With her other hand, Regan leaned back slightly, inserting it between Donna's legs and once again began to finger-fuck her with gentle strokes. Walking her fingers in and out of Donna's pussy, and almost immediately causing delicious slippery sounds to begin to be heard quite loudly as she fucked in and out of her with her finger, Regan now began to strive to get Donna off once again.
Almost immediately Donna started groaning with the ecstasy and pleasure that Regan's playing, probing fingers were bringing to her. Likewise, Donna's tongue and lips continued the delicious onslaught of her tingling clitoris that was throbbing and straining towards its own needful release.
Regan continued to look up periodically, watching Steve. His cock was nice and hard now, not gigantic, or disproportionately large in anyway, but still nicely swollen with an angry looking purple head as he periodically stopped to squeeze it, producing little goblets of pre-cum which he then used as further lubrication to continue pleasuring himself with.
"Stroke it Steve." Regan urged him. "I want to watch you cum."
She was already approaching that moment herself, and began to grind her pussy more purposely against Donna's face. Donna in turn latched onto Regan's clitoris and sucked it into her mouth between her lips and began vibrating her tongue against it with a rapidity that she knew would soon have Regan crawling up the walls over.
"Oh...oh...oh. I'm almost there Steve. Come with me!" She hissed.
"Just say when baby." Steve replied through equally hard fought emotions he was trying to control, his own cock just seconds away from glorious eruption which he held back only wanting to savor the intensity and enjoyment.
"Now then...........NOW!" Regan screamed, exploding as her cunt erupted into a fiery molten release of her female cum cream.
Below her, Donna licked, sucked, and drank torrents of Regan's juices, which poured, from deep inside her cunt like a small stream overflowing its banks.
Across the room, Steve actually came to his feet, jerking his cock with quick powerful strokes of his hand. And then wordlessly, though his face grimaced in an almost painful look to it, discharged a massive amount of sperm which flew from the tiny eye-slit in his cock and arched across the distance between them, surprisingly landing atop one of Regan's breasts.
Feeling her husband's sperm beginning to coat Regan's tit, Donna began to search for more of the fluid, feeling it as it continued to pour from his prick. It continued to spurt in white frothy ribbons that began drenching not only Regan's tits, but had begun to land on her own face as she continued to lay there licking Regan's still quivering pussy. Tasting her husband's semen, she began capturing portions of it with her tongue, and then reinserted the white sticky fluid inside Regan's cunt, tongue-fucking her with it as she did.
Eventually Steve staggered backwards, once again collapsing back into the chair. Even Regan's pussy had become supersensitive, and she forced Donna to relinquish her own hold on her, and rolled away off to one side. Several minutes passed as they all lay silently trying to recover from the incredibly erotic atmosphere they had just all experienced together.
"Fuck!" Steve stated finally. "That was incredible. What a nice surprise to come home too!"
Regan did stand up then, gathering her clothing this time, and began to rapidly dress. She'd glanced at her watch, saw that she was "far" later than she'd intended to be in the first place, and knew that Ryan would be home in a couple of hours.
"Hate to eat and run." Regan began, "...but I'm running a bit late myself now. And besides, I "know" that the two of you still have some unfinished business to take care of."
Glancing back towards Donna, who was "still" obviously in need herself as she lay stroking and teasing her pussy with her own fingers. Donna grinned mischievously.
"Yes, I haven't cum yet, and I have no intention of being left hanging either!" She announced. "I'll let Steve have a breather, and then fully expect him to fuck me until I do!" She said laughing.
Nude, Steve escorted Regan to the doorway. "Feel free to come over anytime." He told her. "I could watch you and Donna together anytime!"
"Maybe I will then." Regan said, winked, and actually reached down squeezing his only slightly limp cock. "And maybe.........next time." She indicated, and then passed out through the door before Steve could do anything to stop her.
Regan walked inside their home and immediately saw that a message was waiting for one of us on the answering machine. She quickly accessed her message and learned that one of the other stewardesses had taken sick. She'd been asked to come in for her, and glancing down at her watch, realized she'd not even have time enough for a shower in order to get there on time. She scribbled a quick brief note, telling me that she had to fly out, but would be back in two days, and ran to the bathroom to freshen up as much as it was possible for her to do.
When I got home that evening, I saw the note that Regan had left for me, telling me she'd had to fly out for a couple of days. Additionally, I listened to the phone messages, and heard a new one that Donna had left a short while ago.
"Regan. I just wanted you to know how much I enjoyed this afternoon. I hope you'll drop in on me later, as I'm still horny...if you can believe it, and want to feel your wonderful tongue on my clit again. So, if you're up to it, come on over later. See ya then...bye!"
I stood there for a second, and then replayed the message over again. I could just imagine what my sister and Donna had been up to all afternoon long. I hesitated, and thought about going over as myself, and simply telling her that Regan had been called away. That would have pretty much ended things right then and there. But then I listened to the message one more time and thought about that succulent pussy of hers, and knew that this was perhaps my last chance, the last time that I'd ever get to see her naked again. I would as I had done before, merely go down on her, begging off as still being exhausted from the "afternoon" or something from her doing anything to me. Failing that, I would give up the hope of seeing her naked at all, and making some excuse that I had to leave in the event it went beyond that.
I immediately went into my sister's room, found a suitable dress that wouldn't be easy to remove. I figured that part was an important part of my plan, and then went back to work changing identity once again, and became Regan. Well over an hour later, I emerged from the Condo and headed down the connecting hallway from my unit to hers. Using my key to let myself in with, I opened the door and walked in calling her name.



"Donna?"
No answer, so I immediately thought she might be sleeping and nearly turned around to leave. I then decided at the very least to check in on her, after all, I was supposed to be doing that anyway. The door to her bedroom was closed, so I cracked it open and peeked inside. Sure enough, she was lying in bed, and appeared to be sleeping. Normally I would have backed out of the door and gone back to my own place, but to my surprise, she was naked, lying on top of the covers. Knowing very well this might be my one and only chance to ever see her like this again, I walked quietly into the bedroom.
"Donna?" I near whispered saying her name. But this time her eyes did flutter open, and she smiled when she saw me standing there at the foot of her bed.
"Come here." She said, beckoning to me and spreading her legs invitingly. "I'm glad you decided to come back over. I really enjoyed this afternoon."
"So did I." I replied, wishing to hell I'd known what all had happened. Knowing full well that this was once again a very dangerous situation I was allowing myself to be pulled into. But Donna's pussy held my attention like a moth to a flame, and I immediately found myself once again down on the bed between her legs. I had just given that perfect little clit a quick suck and a kiss when I heard the bathroom door open behind me.
"Back so soon?"
I started to scramble away from between Donna's legs, but she had somehow managed to lift those heavy casted legs of hers, and scissored me with them. Although I still managed to disengage myself, it gave me a moment to collect my wits and attempt to make some sense out of just having heard Steve's voice somewhere behind me. Not at all sure what to expect, I then pushed myself up, just turning my head looking in his direction. Steve finished drying his hair with the towel he was using, and I noticed he too was naked.
"Like I said." He began to say with a mischievous looking grin on his face. "Anytime you wanted to. Glad to see that you wanted to."
Steve walked over to the chair and sat down. "Not sure how soon I can get it up again. I've already cum twice today now as it is. I think three times would be a new record for me, but Donna here is as I can see, ready to go again. So, enjoy yourselves. I'll just sit here and watch."
"Come on Regan." Donna began to plead with me saying. "My pussy needs you."
Needing to buy myself a little time to let my head clear and figure out just how the hell I was going to get out of this alive, I once again began to go down on Donna's cunt. A combination of licking that sweet pussy, fear, confusion, and I realized I wasn't thinking very clearly at all.
"Damn!" I heard Steve comment from behind me. "Who'd of thought?"
Once again I lifted up slightly to glance over in his direction and saw that he was sporting a massive erection. His hand was slowly pumping it up and down. Almost at once, I dove back into Donna's cunt, this time figuring that perhaps the faster I got her off...the sooner I could make my own escape and get out of here. At this point, I was scared to death true, but astonishingly, I was becoming aroused. The thought that I might actually get away with this was thrilling. Here I was, licking Steve's wife's pussy right there in front of him while he sat there jerking off watching me do it.
"Hmmmm that's nice." Donna began. "But do what you did to me earlier."
"What?" I sort of mumbled into her cunt. Growing more and more panicky by the second.
"You know, that thing you do with your lips and your tongue all at once."
Once again my head swam as I tried to envision what the hell it was that she meant. Latching onto her clit then with my lips, I sort of vibrated my tongue in unison while holding onto her clitoris.
"Yes! That's it!" She nearly screamed.
And I nearly fainted with relief.
I kept at it this way for several minutes until my lips and tongue actually started to get tired with the effort.
"Wait...wait. Not yet!" She begged, and then forcibly extricated herself from beneath me. "I'm not ready to cum yet. Let me lick you."
Now panic did set in.
I began, just barely remembering to try and sound like Regan as much as it was possible for me to do. "I'm already running late as it is, I actually have to."
I had sat up while talking to her, her juices still covering my face and reached up to wipe them off with my hand while still continuing to speak to her. And in doing so, Donna had also managed to sit up, and in the twinkling of an eye, reached beneath the hem of my dress to caress my pussy. What she discovered however became immediately apparent.
I had stopped in mid sentence, looking at her not knowing how to react or even what to say. There was a brief moment of shock, surprise and I was sure she was about to say something. Then, her looked turned into something else entirely. And though she had been about to remove her hand, I suddenly felt her grasp my erect cock and lovingly begin to fondle and play with it beneath my dress.
"Oh your clit is SO big!" Donna said, her look now turning to one of near devilish delight. "Just fingering you like this...is so...so naughty!" She said still looking at me and then winking.
I had of course completely forgotten all about Steve at this point. Sitting there on the bed facing each other, Donna's hand still up and underneath my dress slowly stroking my cock and playing with the head of it as she squeezed it between her fingers, I hadn't heard Steve stand up from the chair and walk over towards us.
Suddenly he was standing there by my side, his cock still in hand, looking down as Donna even then continued to play with me knowing full well we were both perhaps in a great deal of trouble if Steve figured out what was actually going on here.
"Remember what you said at the door?" Steve stated, suddenly releasing his cock and waving it nearly under my nose as he did.
I heard Donna laugh then.
"Go ahead Ry-gan" She said...just catching herself and still somehow managing to make the name sound like she'd meant to say Regan instead. "It's only fair after all. And after everything that's happened, I feel that it's only right, don't you?"
Once again I looked in her direction and knew that she had me over a barrel. She had every right to be mad, angry or worse with me. And she could in fact make it worse, more so for me than for her obviously if she suddenly revealed our little secret.
I had never ever considered doing this to a man before. It hadn't been anything I had even thought about, even remotely. And now...here I was, faced with putting my mouth around his dick, or getting my lights punched out. I nearly opted for the latter rather than the former.
"Come on Regan." She did say then. "I know you're a lesbian, but in fairness to my husband, if you'd like to ever be with me again, then I think you should at least be willing to do this for me."
Steve threw his wife a curious look. "Listen Donna, if she really doesn't want to........."
And then I sucked Steve's cock into my mouth.
And so it was that I sat there sucking on his prick while Donna went back to masturbating and playing with me. Feeling her almost magically toying with me, knowing full well that as she was doing so, jerking off a man instead of fingering what she's at first thought would be my sister's cunt, I on the other hand was sucking on her husbands cock!
The next thing I knew, Donna somehow managed to reposition herself down on the bed, and managing to keep what she was doing out of Steve's view, using my dress to partially conceal herself, she began licking and sucking me simultaneously. The feel of her magnificent lips wrapped around my penis, milking and tonguing it was heavenly. And then I realized what she was doing in a way. What she did...and signaled to me, I then did to Steve. And he in turn seemed to respond delightedly with the sudden and renewed vigor as I copied her actions, her movements, and the sensations that she brought about while she continued sucking and licking me.
I felt my climax building, knew full well just exactly how close I was, and wondered how Donna was going to conceal and deal with that when it happened. She seemed to sense it as well, and began urging me forward with her manipulations and combined strokes now as her hands caressed my balls, gently squeezing them and coaxing the fluid to begin to rise to the surface.
There was no turning back. Not now anyway, and I soon felt the first powerful jettison of my spunk travel up the stem of my cock in a surge more powerful than anything I had felt before in a very long time. I wanted to scream out my pleasure, scream out my joy as Donna sucked, swallowed and devoured every drop of my cum juice down her throat. I'd nearly forgotten all about Steve once again when suddenly his prick spurted, and though thankfully it wasn't much, not after two other orgasms at least, I found myself startled as the first ejaculate filled my mouth.
Afterwards, Steve excused himself heading back to the bathroom. Donna obviously waited until he'd gone inside and closed the door. Still keeping her voice low, she then looked at me and spoke.
"Sorry about that, but you had it coming." She said. "And besides, we've talked about my being with a woman before. Steve's always wanted to see me do that anyway. And frankly, I've always been curious about it too. But I also told him that I wanted to see him with another man. And though he was adamant about that never happening...well, as you can see. I couldn't help myself."
I continued to sit looking at her, still not entirely sure what I should say or even do.
"So Ryan." She spoke, actually saying my name. "I got to enjoy my "secret" little fantasy, and Steve never has to know. And you got to do to me what you've obviously been wanting to do ever since you moved in. So in a way, we're even here. Now...I still have your "sister" to deal with yet. But I'll work something out with her personally. And whether or not that includes you...or doesn't, I'll think about what I might enjoy seeing."
And once again, another evil little smile spread across her face then. And I nearly shivered when I looked at her.
"You and Regan ever do anything growing up together?" She laughed out loud then. "Wow what a picture that would make. I might even have you dress up as Regan again...one more time at least just so I could see that."
The sound of the toilet flushing told me we were out of time for any continued discussions. Standing up, straightening myself up at the same time, I headed out of the bedroom just stopping at the door before I left. Donna's call to me freezing me in place.
"Steve's going in to work tomorrow. I'll call you after he leaves. I want to see what else that cock of yours can do too." She said
"Oh and Ryan? Tell your sister " Hi "for me would you?"
But already, I was wondering just how in the hell I'd ever convince my own sister what it was that Donna wanted us to do. And then I realized. I didn't have to. Donna would.
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It had been one of the worst years of my life. I had just gone through a very messy divorce, which had left me strapped financially. Then news came about my father being killed in an automobile accident. Being an only child, I knew my mother would be devastated, especially living alone and having no one else to comfort her during this critical period. As such, I made the only decision that made any sense under the circumstances, I moved back home.
Those first few weeks were filled with a lot of tension and stress. There was so much to do and sift through, but eventually things began to settle back down into some form of normalcy once again. After work we would often sit down for a nice home-cooked meal which mom enjoyed doing for me, and which admittedly I looked forward to as my ex-wife was no kind of cook at all. We would most often then settle in for a movie, laughing, sometimes crying, but thoroughly enjoying one another's company, something we hadn't really done in years.
One evening we happened across a movie called "Full Body Massage". It was erotic, sensual, without the sex. Watching it, I became aroused, and not just because of the nudity, nor the attributes of the actress that were nice to look at either, but because of a memory that came back to me every time I glanced over towards my mother.
When I was young, and after having a particularly hard day, mom would often ask me to rub her back for her. She would lie face down on the couch, I would crawl up and straddle her butt, then lift her blouse, or tee-shirt up around her neck, undo her bra, and proceed to massage her back for her. It was never more than that, and initially was as innocent as it could be. But I did begin to play a curious game with myself, though back then, I'm not even sure I knew what it was I was doing, nor did I ever have intentions of anything ever happening either.
After a time, as I continued to massage mom's back, I would very often include massaging her sides, which would bring me into close contact with just the beginnings of that extra bit of soft flesh just beneath her armpits as I worked my fingers delicately during her massage. For some odd reason, it had become a game with me to see how long, and then how far I could go before she would either shift and reposition herself to prevent my fingers from probing where they shouldn't be, or smile, sit up and end the massage session all together. Mother never said anything to me, one way or the other. There was never a cautionary word, nor a hint that she was aware of my silly game being played. But if she sensed it, or knew what I was doing, she was careful to allow only so much before ending it before I got very far. Very often, long afterwards when I had retired to my bedroom to sleep, I would masturbate with the excitement of whatever progress I had imagined I'd achieved, whether real or fictional in my mind. Again, and it wasn't the thought of this being my mother that excited me, because I had somehow distanced myself from that train of thought. It was simply the "game" the idea that my fingers were in such close proximity to a "breast" that excited me, that and nothing more.
In time of course, I grew up and as I did, the game ended. One that I never did win nor achieve reaching my ultimate goal. I found myself smiling in remembrance of those times, innocent as they truly were, yet exciting too in their own unique little way.
"You're smiling."
"What?" I turned facing towards my mother. She was smiling back at me though with a curious expression on her face.
"Something about the movie?"
"Oh yeah...in a way I guess," I replied feeling a blush begin to spread. "Was just remembering something."
She laughed, "Yeah, me too...it's been a long time since I've even had a massage," she finished.
"You want one?" I said half-jokingly. She giggled like a schoolgirl at the mere mention of it, shaking her head "no". But even as she did, I saw the slight hesitation as she'd considered it. "Really mom, I'd be glad to rub your back for you, just like I used to. Heavens knows you've gone through a lot lately, all that stress..." I left off saying.
At fifty-three, mom was still very, very attractive. She had always worn her hair shoulder length, which gave her an even younger appearance, but she'd also maintained her "girlish" figure as she called it through daily exercise and eating healthy foods.

"Come on," I said standing up from the couch. "Lay down on your stomach and I'll rub your back for you just the way I used to."
The memory, and the image of the "game" suddenly came rushing back to me. I was only wearing a tank-top and pair of sweat shorts. I felt my cock lurch with that old familiar interest, and immediately chastised "it" and myself for doing so. The last thing I needed was to stand there with an erection that would be impossible to conceal under the circumstances.
"Well, ok...that really would feel nice," she conceded as she grabbed one of the throw pillows and positioned herself face down on the couch. Suddenly I was transported back in time, no longer twenty years younger than my mother, but suddenly that much younger self that had so enjoyed playing the "game", one in which I had never achieved reaching my ultimate goal. And even as I positioned myself over my mother's butt, just as I had done so many years ago, I was smiling, nervous, as well as excited as I wondered at what I was actually doing here, or thinking I was doing here.
And like before, I lifted her tee-shirt up towards her shoulders, and then undid her bra just as I had always done before. But unlike those times, and without a word one way or the other, I saw mom pull her tee-shirt up and over her head, tossing it off one side towards the floor, then wiggling, without revealing anything, as she likewise discarded her bra.
"Much better," she said simply, folding her arms beneath her, settling her head comfortably down into the pillow.
I think I had seen my mother nude just once. I'd certainly seen her in various stages of undress, but that fleeting image of her entirely nude when I had once stumbled stupidly into the bathroom as she was preparing to bathe had stuck with me. And now, though all I was looking at was her bare back, that image of her suddenly sprang to mind, and once again I felt the unwelcomed lurch of my prick as it too remembered the image, and the after affects as I later on had crawled into bed.
I spent a great deal of time on her back, far longer than I ever had in a single sitting. The only sound she made, the occasional sigh, the near purr of contentment as I worked and kneaded her sore muscles. As I sat on her butt, I once again saw myself, those initial tentative strokings up and down her sides, inching ever further upwards, one centimeter at a time. As I sat there, I found myself massaging her sides now, once again the game being played inside my head, each centimeter of advancement causing me to hold my breath, so sure that any moment now, mom would shift, reposition herself, her arms or worse, sit up pulling her top back down, ending the massage. Only in this case, I realized, she wouldn't be able to do that, this time she was completely bare on top, and the idea of what she would do when the massage actually came to an end also intrigued and aroused me even more.
"Bobby? Would you mind doing my legs for me as well?"
She hadn't called me "Bobby" since I'd left home. The sound of my boy-hood name made me laugh.
"What's so funny?" she asked curiously.
"You called me Bobby," I replied. "It's been years since you've called me by that name."
For a brief second she said nothing. "Sorry, guess it's just because I was half out of it here, your massage feels so good, sort of took me back in time," she replied almost apologetically.
"No need to be, I'm feeling the same way, though admittedly, I don't ever remember massaging your legs for you either."
"You don't have to if you don't want..."
"No, I do...but once again to be honest, I think for me to do any good here, you're going to have to take off your Levi's!"
"You don't mind?" she questioned tentatively. "I'd just be in my panties, though I could run into the bedroom and put a pair of my shorts on."
"Oh for hells sakes," I told her. "You're my mother, don't be ridiculous, it's not like I haven't seen you naked before," I replied before I could reconsider the sound of that. But she laughed.
"Oh you have, have you? I don't recall a time when you might have."
"Well, just once," I said honestly. "But I saw you plenty of times running around the house in just your bra and panties, no difference here."
"When?" She said ignoring everything else I'd just told her.
"When what?"
"When did you see me naked?"
So I told her about the bathroom incident. Told her how I had accidentally barged in on her desperate in need of a pee. The image of that experience once again coming to mind...but there was more. Suddenly, there was more. She wasn't in the tub, or even the shower, she was sitting there on the toilet, but she wasn't going to the bathroom, and she wasn't shaving her legs or anything like that either. Suddenly I remembered, something at the time made no sense to me, so I had not thought about it again, until now.
"Oh yeah, I'd almost forgotten about that," she said turning slightly to one side in order to look at me directly in the face. She was blushing. "What do you remember?" she asked hesitantly.
I lied, laughing nervously. "Very little...it was a LONG time ago," I reminded her. "I think you were just getting in the tub, so it wasn't like I really saw anything. Often you called me into the bathroom to tell me something, but you were always careful to slink down beneath the bubbles whenever you did."
She looked at me quietly for a moment, digesting what I'd just told her. "So seeing me partially naked now doesn't bother you?"
"You're my mother," I said simply, as though that explained everything. Then added, "Your pants?"
"Ok, just close your eyes for a second," she instructed. I did. Heard movement as she shucked off her jeans, repositioning herself back down on the couch again. "Ok," she said somewhat breathlessly, "you can look now."
I have to admit, even though I was prepared for this, I wasn't. Seeing my mother lying there on the couch the way she was took me a little by surprise. I'd expected 'granny' panties or something I guess, she wasn't wearing those, she was wearing a thong! What I saw instead was her twin ass cheeks staring up at me, and they were actually still taut, perfectly molded with skin as smooth as any twenty year old.
"Wow!" I actually said before realizing I'd spoken the word aloud.
"What? You expected me to be wearing granny pants?"
I actually did laugh at that one. "Yeah, guess I was. Never thought you would wear something like that at..."
"At my age?" she finished for me.
I didn't respond to that verbally, but reached up instead and began working her calves.
"There's some lotion on the nightstand next to my bed," she said simply.
I stood, heading off into the direction of her bedroom when I noticed that my unencumbered erection was preceding me.
"Fuck!" I thought to myself. "What's up with that?" Then I laughed, inwardly. "I KNOW what's up with that," I actually said aloud.
"Robert?"
"Yeah?" I called back to her.
"You say something?"
I realized I had, but replied. "Where'd you say it was?" Pretending stupidity.
"On the nightstand!"
"Oh, yeah!"
I grabbed it, but announced myself as I prepared to re-enter the living room. There was no hiding my erection, not without drawing even more attention to it. All I could hope for was to let her know I was coming, and as she herself was nude, that she would once again simply lay face down with her head in the pillow so as not to accidentally expose herself. As I'd hoped, that's exactly the way I found her when I entered.
"Got it!"
"Ah Robert? If you wouldn't mind, would you mind doing my back again? Only this time with the lotion? My skin really is pretty dry."
"Ah, sure..." I half stammered, repositioning myself on her nearly exposed ass, careful so as not to come into contact with her, though the direction 'it' was pointing in at the moment, made any prospect of that impossible.
"Make sure you warm it up first," she cautioned me.
I filled my hands, then worked them together until the lotion was considerably warmer before applying it on to her.
"How's that?"
"Wonderful," she actually purred.
Long moments passed without another word between us. I continued working her back, finding it much easier now with the aid of the soothing lotion. And as I did, once again, the "game" came to mind. I allowed my hands to begin working along her sides, really digging into her flesh this time, pushing, then pulling as I worked up and down, up and down. Each pass, allowing my finger tips to creep that much higher, watching as I did, seeing the fleshly tid-bit of breast flesh oozing out from beneath her protective arms like syrup slipping away from a pancake. Which is when she moved.
"Oh...sorry!" I exclaimed.
"Hmmm?" she half moaned.
"Maybe she didn't know...maybe it hadn't registered," I thought, and said nothing. I'd been working my hands up beneath her just like I always did. But she had lifted slightly, as though to more comfortably position herself, but she had done so the very instant that I had slid my hands upwards. The simultaneous movement had placed her right breast firmly within my grasping hand. It was there only for a second, the briefest of contacts, but I had actually touched my mother's breast, felt the hardness of her nipple, though even then I recounted that, wondering if it had simply been my over-active imagination.
I went back to massaging her back, my erection even harder than before, now cognizant of that fact, careful as I leaned forward and upwards to ensure that 'it' once again, didn't come into contact with her.
"That feels good," she announced, "but my sides still feel pretty tight, would you mind working on them some more?"
"Ah sure," I replied. "But to do a really good job, you should probably quit laying on your arms. Then I can work on them a little easier." Once again there was a moment of silence. "Robert?"
"Yeah?" I responded in a 'Bobby-like' voice.
"Would it embarrass you too much if I were to turn over on my back? I could place a towel or something over my boobs if it would. Then you could work my hips and sides a little easier."
"Of course not!" I said in a non-threatened, non-worried, all grown up now sounding Robert-like tone of voice. "Don't be silly!"
And I was fine with that, until I stood allowing her to roll over onto her back. I followed her gaze, and horror struck me. But as I looked up, she had closed her eyes, no indication of shock, worry or concern on her face that she had seen my obvious condition. "Think I have ok tits for an old broad?" she asked suddenly.
"You're not old," I said defensively. "And yeah...you've got great looking tits!" Once again, having heard myself say that, I imagined her hearing it the way it must have sounded. Her eyes opened, and she smiled.
"Thanks for saying that, even if it's not true. It's been a while since I've heard anyone, including your father say anything like that to me."
"Well they are!" I said trying to sound as complimentary as possible without sounding like some horny teenage kid, though in truth, I was beginning to feel like one.
"Really?"
"Yeah...really!" And then I surprised myself, AND my mother by giving them both a quick affectionate little squeeze. The moment I had done that, I figured the massage was over. Already I could see mother suddenly sitting up, dislodging me from my sitting position within her lap, and bolting for the bedroom. She didn't. Instead, she merely closed her eyes and sighed.
"Been a while since they've even been touched," she whispered nervously.
I coughed, trying to clear my head, trying to think of the right thing to say...something to say anyway.
"So you wouldn't mind it if I went ahead and massaged them with a little lotion for you then?"
"No," she said softly...simply.
"Game...set...match!" I thought inwardly. Never in all my wildest imaginations did I think I would ever get to this point, let alone touch them with my fingertips. Now, here I was sitting on my mother's thighs, sporting a rock-hard erection which I still wasn't sure she hadn't seen, gazing down at her still very beautiful breasts, each tipped with a light brown tiny erect nipple, just waiting for me to actually begin caressing them.
"Yeah, caressing them," I thought to myself. I certainly wasn't massaging them, I was caressing them both, simultaneously. And as I did, I found myself paying particular attention to her nipples, those taut hard little nipples that were becoming even harder, firmer if that were possible.
"Ohhh," she moaned outwardly, unabashedly.
"Feel good?" I pressed, hearing the catch in my own voice, surprised by all of this, surprised to find myself playing with my own mother's exquisite looking breasts, even more surprised, that she was allowing it.
"Yes, but we shouldn't be...you shouldn't be," she finally did manage to say. "It's...it's...not right."
And though she'd said that, and though I had heard her, I didn't stop, and neither did she make any attempt to dislodge me, or force my hands away. Something she could have very easily done.
"We're not doing anything wrong," I said simply. "I'm just giving you a massage, and besides, massages are supposed to feel good aren't they?" I argued lamely.
"Yeah, but that's a naughty kind of feel good," she admitted, allowing her eyes to close firmly once again, as though she was afraid to look into my eyes, in fear of whatever she might find there. "And I don't think that I'm supposed to be feeling the naughty kind of feel good."
"Then don't think of it in those terms," I offered. "Just let it be a feel good 'thingy' and let it go at that."
I'd given her an out, as lame as it was, and she took it. I continued to massage/caress her breasts, finding with each handful of tit-flesh that I held, my cock seemed to be magically growing in proportion to those thoughts. For a brief moment, I even imagined the bizarre comparison of a Jack and the Beanstalk-like image of my enormous cock wedged comfortably between my mother's breasts.
"You're making me sticky."
"What?" I opened my eyes, they'd been closed. I followed her amused gaze, and once again to my horror, saw what she had so openly referred to. The front of my light grey sweat shorts was soaked thru and thru. A very large round circular spot had spread across the front of them, the excess leakage of my desire dripping down onto her exposed flesh with utter disregard of my precarious positioning. "Oh fuck! Mom! I'm sorry!" It was I who suddenly dashed from the room, into my own bedroom. Though I had closed the door, I hadn't locked it, though I sat on the edge of my bed in complete and total horror with myself. She knocked, but didn't ask to be invited in, she simply came in. And she'd done nothing to cover herself, her breasts still fully exposed, though she did fold one arm across herself as she entered the room, taking a seat beside me on the bed.
"Robert, please...don't chastise yourself, it's perfectly natural, perfectly normal for that to happen with men," she said as normally as though we were discussing the weather.
"It's not that...not really," I said with an edge of excitement still lingering in my tone of voice.
"Besides, it's really all my fault, I was enjoying it. I was enjoying the "naughty" feel good of it, and I shouldn't have been."
"Me too," I admitted honestly.
"Obviously," she laughed, trying to ease the tension. "Listen, lets not make this into any big deal," but once again she laughed, glancing down at my still very hard, very firm, very obvious BIG erection. But her laugh, made me laugh in return. "Not like I haven't seen it before either," she added a second later.



Once again I laughed. "Yeah, but that doesn't count, you're all grown up."
"So were you," she near whispered. "Just after you'd graduated from high school, and went to that graduation party. You stumbled into the house at 3:00 a.m. the next morning, remember?"
I did. But I didn't remember seeing my mother. But I did remember what happened next, and wondered.
"What did you see?" I asked pointedly.
"Everything," she admitted.
"Everything?"
"Yeah."
I had gone to the graduation party with my then girl friend Cheryl. We'd been seeing one another on and off for most of high school. We'd kept breaking up however, and I kept going back to her. All it would take is for her to 'offer' a little more than she'd been willing to give the last time we were together, then off we'd go again...for a time. So far, the most we'd done is a little heavy petting, well, mostly me doing all the heavy petting, which she seemed to enjoy. Enjoy to the point that I am fairly positive she'd had a few semi-silent orgasms along the way, though each time she'd had, she'd suddenly change from this aroused horny woman I was with, to an indignant one. Usually soon after, we'd break up once again...for a while.
I remembered how she'd been hinting at me that "this" night was going to be a very, very special night. How that something "more" might happen. And it did, but not nearly as much as I'd allowed myself to imagine it would. At some point during the party, we'd gone outside to my car, slipped into the back seat (at her suggestion) where she finally allowed me to actually finger her, and likewise, actually stroked me. I was nearing the point of climax, told her so in anticipation of staving off the inevitable if she continued, and thus go on to bigger and better things, when she told me "she wouldn't do that," not that far any way.
"What the hell do you mean?" I asked her.
"It's gross," she said. "If you want to do yourself, be my guest," she said almost indignantly. "I don't blame you if you do, after all...but I just won't do it for you," she said simply.
That was the night we broke up for the very last time. Though I was hurt, angry, and frustrated, I was still horny as hell. I had come home, but rather than go into the house, or even into my own bedroom, I had gone instead out to the back yard to sit in one of the lawn chairs. I knew that the moment I entered the house, mom would hear the creek of the backdoor, she always did. And no doubt, being as late as it was, would get up in order to check on me, and make sure I hadn't come home too drunk, or too sick or something.
What I had done...was to slip out of my jeans, and proceed to jack myself off to a much needed, much wanted orgasm.
"Where were you?" I then questioned.
Shamefacedly, she admitted, "I was outside having a smoke."
Mother never really was a smoker. About the only time she ever did was after she'd had a fight with dad, or after something had happened that got to her. I swear, she'd had the same pack of stale cigarettes hidden away in the empty coffee can for as long as I can remember. So it wasn't like I didn't know she smoked occasionally, or rarely actually. But I certainly hadn't been aware of it that night.
"And?" I pressed, still wondering how much she knew, how much she really had seen that night.
"Well, you certainly never knew I was there," she began. "I put my cigarette out the moment I saw you come out back."
She didn't need to tell me where she'd been standing. Suddenly I knew. Suddenly I remembered that feeling of maybe being watched, though I had just used that, included that in my masturbatory fantasy, a fantasy that I no longer wanted to include involving Cheryl. So I'd included my mother instead. Imagined her watching me, seeing me as I stood there caressing my prick. The fact was, she had been.
"So you..."
"Saw everything," she completed.
I'd forgotten how we'd gotten here in the first place. Or why even. It no longer mattered. For whatever reason, she was trying to sooth me, but all she'd done was remind me of a very erotic experience, an experience where I had imagined myself watching her, watching her do what I had once so long ago accidentally caught her doing.
"I guess that sort of makes us even then," I told her. Her eyes widened in surprise, then acceptance.
"So...you did see me, you do remember and know what I was doing!" She said in a combination of embarrassment, and surprise.
I laughed, trying to make light of it. "How could I not mom? I mean that thing was making more noise than your electric toothbrush, and besides being black, it was also half buried inside you when I watched you pull it out and drop it on the floor beside you. But it was already too late, I'd seen enough to know, and wonder, and think about it."
"You...you thought about it?" she questioned.
"For days! I was curious, so then I searched..."
"Searched?"
"Yeah...for your toy. And then I found it, found where you'd hidden it away, amongst other things," I stated without giving specifics. Even in the half light of my darkened bedroom I could see she was blushing furiously, and thought momentarily I had taken things a bit too far.
"The reason..."
"You don't have to explain," I told her.
"No, I want to, you need to listen to me," she began again. "Never once did I cheat on your father, but I did have needs, desires...things that were not being fulfilled. So I turned to masturbation, something I did a lot."
"Mom...really," I made attempt to interrupt once again. "You don't have to explain to me...I know."
"Which is why I'm not ashamed to tell you," she told me. "I knew you and Cheryl were having problems sexually, I knew how frustrated sexually you were...because I was. That night, when I watched you masturbate," she paused. But I heard the words before she even said them. "I masturbated while watching you. I imaged you touching me, touching me the way you did when you used to massage me, that silly little game we played, a game I knew we had no business playing, which is why I always shut things down before they went too far."
"You knew?"
Once again she laughed. "How could I not? When your whole focus turned into nothing more than repeating the same move over and over again, with each one a little more exploratory, a little closer to my exposed breasts. Admittedly, at first I thought it was amusing, your little boy curiosities, harmless really. But then I found myself looking forward to it, actually wondering, excited to see just how far you'd press it."
"Or how far you'd let me press it," I told her catching her off guard.
"Yes, admittedly," she stated. "And afterwards, when you would run off to your bedroom to sleep...to masturbate, I would head off to my room and do the same...with one of my toys."
"How'd you know I did?" I asked once again, curious. And she laughed again, shaking her head.
"Even as young as you were then, you couldn't hide from me the fact that you always had an erection, just as you had tonight...just as you still do now."
Trying to hide that fact was pointless. I still did. And I was still wearing the same pair of grey sweat shorts with the enormous round wet spot pointing that out.
"How long has it been?" she asked suddenly.
"Almost three years," I said simply. Though it had been just over a year since my divorce. For the last two years of my marriage, my wife and I hadn't had sexual relations of any kind, which was just the beginning of the end for us.
"What about you?" I asked just as curiously. And then she really did laugh.
"About the same, so I guess we were both going through the very same things at about the very same time."
"You mean you and dad?" "Quit having sex? Yes. About the time I discovered he was having an affair."
Which is what I had caught my ex-wife doing.
"So you haven't done anything with anyone else since?"
"No...you?"
"Nope...nadda."
For a brief moment we simply sat there in silence. The tension in the air was becoming unbearable. Then I felt her hand reach across my lap, grasping fully my somewhat weakening cock.
"Just say the word," she whispered.
"What word?" I screamed inside my own head. "Stop? Continue? What?"
"It's a naughty kind of feel good, I know. And if you want me to stop, just say so...and I will."
Instead, I reached for her breasts, felt them fill my hands just as my cock began more fully filling hers.
"Just this once, and never again," she told me. "This will be the end of our little game, it will be finished, here...now. Agreed?"
"Agreed," I told her.
She had me stand then, and just like that small child ages ago, I felt her pull down my shorts, only this time it wasn't to dress me, or undress me to dress me. When her soft warm mouth encircled my prick, I wanted to melt inside her mouth, right then and there. And I almost did. For the briefest of moments, I wondered how on earth my own father could have given this up for someone else. The way she sucked me, tickled me, pleasured me with her lips and tongue was beyond anything I had ever experienced before with anyone. And when I had reached that point of no return, I stopped her, reluctantly, even though I knew and saw within her eyes that she had wanted to continue.
"Not yet," I somehow managed to breathe. "Later...but right now, it's your turn."
The look on my mother's face was one I will never forget, and always remember. It was one of pure lust, pure desire, and pure wonder. Now it was my turn as she stood before me, as I slipped the tiny black thong down her legs, revealing the treasure of her femininity that was glistening with desire. I licked at her lips, savoring the taste of her nectar, sucked in the tiny bud of her clitoris, felt her shiver as she placed her hands on my head, running her fingers through my hair as she held me there, shivering, quivering expectantly. When she came, it was as though a dam had burst. A dam of pent up desire, frustration, and more. She literally exploded, the sweetness of her honey-dew spraying forth from somewhere deep inside her pussy, splashing my face as though I had stood beneath the shower. She laughed, cried, all the while crying out her joy and pleasures in wild abandon as I continued licking her, pleasuring her until the pleasure became more than she could continue to take.
"Fuck me," she said then. "Don't make love to me, I couldn't handle that under the circumstances, but fuck me...fuck me as a woman," she urged me with a desperation in her voice I had never heard before.
For the moment at least, she wasn't my mother, nor was I her son. She was a pussy that needed fucking, and I was a prick that needed to be fucked. It was that simple. Even the images and fantasies I had had of her, and perhaps she me, began to evaporate with each plunge of my prick inside her. All the frustrations, anxiety, and heartaches we'd experienced along the way began to vanish. Only the sweetness remained. The sweetness of her breasts as I kissed, sucked, and caressed them. The audible sighs of pleasure, a woman's pleasure, reached my ears as I licked, flicked, and once again devoured this woman's cunt in abstract pleasure and ecstasy. And all she asked of me was that I not climax inside of her. Not that she could become pregnant, as she couldn't, but it was a line for whatever reason she wouldn't cross, and I respected that. Nor did I mind it, as she knelt before me, once again sucking me deeply, fiercely into her mouth. When I came, it was harder and more glorious than I could ever imagine.
I feared for a short time afterwards that that would be it. That guilt, remorse and even sorrow would set in and chase her away from my room, possibly even from my life. It was a surprise then as we lay side by side there on the bed, still fondling, still cuddling, still playing abstractly with one another.
"Whenever you're ready," she said softly still stroking my cock as it slowly began hardening once again.
"But I thought..."
Mother placed a finger against my lips, shushing me just as she'd done years before.
"When the sunlight filters through the curtains, then a new day will have begun. A new tomorrow for both of us."
It did, though we stretched the night for as long as it was physically possible to do. Never again did we even discuss that night, nor make any attempt to become intimate again. The game had indeed come to an end. But we both knew, it was one we'd both very much enjoyed playing.
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My best friend Nick had gotten me a job with him working at a local, Mom and Pop Grocery store. It was small, but then again, so was the town. One of those places with a population that hadn't as yet reached a thousand, though there was hope of that happening sometime during the year.
I had just turned 18, and didn't as yet own my own car. Which was one of the reasons I had taken on a near full-time job while still attending school. I was in hopes of eventually saving up enough money to buy one, even though I knew it wouldn't be anything even near what I really wanted to own. Still, 'wheels' meant a certain amount of freedom and independence from having to rely upon friends. Though Nick was never one to complain as he more than willingly took us everywhere we, or I needed to go in his car.
One of the nice things about living in a small-sized community, was you pretty much knew everyone who lived there. Especially as most if not all, eventually made their way into "Ernie's & Eva's" Grocery store as everyone knew it to be called.
Most of the time, Nick and I were the only night-clerks available, along with Denise the checker, and Eva herself who helped out if things ever got busy. Which they rarely if ever did. There was one other younger guy who generally worked during the days, though he sometimes worked nights if either Nick or I had the night off for whatever reason. I didn't mind working there either. I made pretty good wages for what I did, and the work wasn't all that bad. Stocking shelves, sweeping up the occasional mess, and helping most people out to their cars with their groceries wasn't a bad way to make a living, especially for a young kid with a goal in mind for himself.
Another part of our jobs was keeping an eye on things of course. Especially whenever other kids, most of which Nick and I knew, who came into the store. Mr. Slater, or Ernie had had a number of petty thefts take place. All of which we knew had been from most of the kids that came in and never bought anything. The difficult thing, was having to rat on them. But rat on them we did whenever Nick or I caught someone trying to make off with this thing or that. We had plenty of secret little places to go and spy on people whenever they came into the store. Though thankfully, for the most part, we didn't need to go and do that very often.
I had just signed for a delivery of produce at the back dock when Nick came running up to me. He'd been working there for well over a year now, which is how he'd saved up enough money for his car.
"Rick! Rick!" You gotta come see this!" he told me.
"What is it?" I asked.
"Mrs. Green. She's here!" he said excitedly.
Like I said, I pretty much knew everyone who lived in our area. And I didn't recall ever hearing of anyone with the last name of Green.
"Who?"
"Mavis Bumgirgle, or whatever the hell her name is," Nick stated.
"You mean Mrs. Boregard," I said correcting him. Now that name, I had heard. Though I hadn't as yet ever seen her. The only thing I knew about her was from the bits and pieces of gossip I had heard on and off during the course of the last few month's since she had moved here with her husband. They had purchased the one true piece of really expensive property that encompassed several acres. Mr. Boregard was some sort of business tycoon who had recently purchased the bank. Mrs. Boregard was supposedly a real "looker" from what I'd heard. Though again, I had never seen her personally myself.
Still, interested in what she did look like, I figured she wasn't going anywhere at the moment and decided to finish putting away the fresh lettuce that had just arrived.
"Come on dude!" Nick pressed. "You're gonna miss it!"
"Miss what?" I asked in exasperation. "She can't look that good."
"It's not just the way she looks my friend," Nick said evilly. "But what she sometimes does when she thinks no one is looking."
Now that did grab my attention. "What do you mean...what she sometimes does?"
"Bob told me about it once. I didn't believe him until I saw it myself. Bob's the one who nicknamed her Mrs. Green, because of her fondness for vegetables!"
Bob was the daytime guy, and all around decent sort of a fellow. Though several years older than either Nick or myself, he'd grown up in this town like everyone else and had a bit of a reputation for being a wild one back in his high-school days.
"Come on, there's a perfect place to watch and keep and eye on her without her knowing we are."
I followed him along the backside of the store until we'd entered into the refrigeration area just behind the fresh fruits and vegetable section. Peering through several gallons of milk containers, I could indeed see the entire isle where she was standing. "Mrs. Green" as I now began to think of her myself, really was a very attractive looking woman, easily twice my age perhaps, and certainly worth a whole hell of a lot of money. I watched as she stood there fingering and pawing through several fruits and veggies, finally arriving closer to the cucumber bin.
"Oh! This is gonna be good!" Nick exclaimed expectantly. But I still had no idea what he was talking about.
"What is?" I whispered back, even though I was fairly certain at this distance she couldn't have heard either one of us talking.
Mrs. Green might have been twice our age, but she certainly looked a lot younger, and was far better looking than any of the cheerleader types at the high school we attended. Her nearly coal-black hair settled just below her shoulders giving her a sultry look, even from behind when you stared at her. Her eyes were equally as dark, and though I couldn't see what color they were at this distance, I assumed they were either a very dark brown, or a cobalt blue. But at my age, it was the pair of boobs that she was sporting that first caught my attention when she finally turned around facing in our direction.
"Holy shit!" I exclaimed almost a little too loudly. "Man, is she built!"
"Shhh!" Nick cautioned me. "She might hear you. And you don't want to miss this, if she does what I'm hoping she'll do," he added.
We continued to watch Mrs. Green fondling the cucumber pile, which is the only way I could describe it.
"Ok Nick. I admit, she's good looking. But you really getting off on watching her fondle a few veggies?"
"No, but with luck, she might," he answered giddily. "Look! Look!" He said a second later.
Turning back around in her direction, I saw that she was carefully scanning the store to ensure that no one was close enough to see her. In the next instant, she picked up one of the cucumbers she'd been handling. In a state of shock, I saw Mavis lift up the front of the skirt she was wearing. Even at this distance, it was obvious that she wasn't wearing any panties. We both watched as Mrs. Green, whom I would fondly and forever now call her, positioned that long fat cucumber at the opening of her sex.

"Sweet...."
"Jesus!" Nick finished for me.
Inserting the dark green naturally shaped toy inside the opening of her pussy, we sat mesmerized as she slowly managed to slip a great deal of it inside her. Taking another look or two around the store, she stood there, fucking herself with the cucumber, a rapturous look of pleasure clearly outlined in her face. Finally pushing most of it inside herself, she lowered her dress, and then pushed off with her grocery cart to finish doing her shopping.
"What the hell?" I asked to no one in particular.
Nick punched me in the arm however. "Yep. Just like last time," he told me. "Only then, it was a yellow banana."
"So now what's she going to do?" I wondered aloud.
"Finish her shopping. And get off like she did last time," Nick stated.
"Did you see her do that?"
"No damn it. Too hard to follow her without being obvious about it."
I laughed, wondering. "So, does she shoplift her veggies?"
"No. In fact she really does take them out at some point. I saw her last time, and she really did pay for one single banana!"
Nick and I both made our way up front, trying as carefully as we dared to keep an eye on Mrs. Green as she continued pushing her shopping cart up one isle and down the other. It was soon obvious that she was just about finished as she reached the last isle, and turned.
Nick and I all but sprinted towards that last isle, hoping to catch a glimpse of her as she removed the cucumber from her pussy. But she was too careful for that, obviously stopping at the end of the isle to do so before continuing on.
"Nick?" We both heard Denise calling out. "Would you mind bagging please?"
An older woman had reached the checkout line well ahead of Mrs. Green. And as luck would have it, Denise spotted Nick first.
"Shit!" he exclaimed under his breath, already heading off to help bag her groceries. Catching a slight movement out of the corner of my eye, I knew it had to be Mrs. Green. As it happened, there were several items on the shelf that needed straightening, so I made some pretense of doing that as she passed behind me. Turning, I looked directly at her and smiled. She smiled back.
"Hello," I said with a smile that split my face open wide. And worse, I felt my cheeks blushing crimson. "Find everything you need?" I asked hoping the tone of my voice wasn't giving anything away.
"Yes. Thank you," she replied. "You going to bag me?"
I swallowed. Not sure I had heard her correctly. "Excuse me?"
"You going to help check me out?" she asked again. I felt like telling her I already had.
"Yes, yes of course," I said now following her up front. And as I did, I noticed a single large green cucumber lying in the bottom of her cart. I caught myself staring at it...as she did. My face exploded into a beet red, and I felt like running off into the night with embarrassment.
"I really do enjoy a nice big cucumber," she said innocently.
"Yes mam," I said, watching as she rolled her eyes.
"Please. Don't call me mam. Makes me feel like an old woman. You don't think of me as an old woman now do you, uh...what is your name anyway?"
"Ah...no ma...miss." I corrected quickly. Then she re-corrected me.
"Call me Mrs. Boregard." She stated. "Or, if we're ever alone, you can all me May. Which is short for Mavis."
I didn't know what to call her. So I simply nodded my head and followed her up to the checkout line. Nick was already heading out the door with the cart full of groceries he'd just bagged. Throwing me a knowing look, as well as a teasingly angry one, he soon disappeared just as Mrs. Green and I reached the counter.
"How are you today?" Denise asked in a less than friendly tone of voice. "Find everything?"
"Yes. Thank you," May responded. "And by the way. You never did tell me your name," she said talking to me directly.
Once again I blushed, feeling more and more stupid all the time. "Rick," I said simply.
"Well Rick," she said emphasizing my name. "Would you mind carrying out these bags for me after I'm done here?"
"Ah, sure," I responded, still uncomfortable in calling her anything, though I'd nearly called her Mrs. Green. Especially after watching Denise reach down inside the shopping cart, retrieving the cucumber. After weighing it, she tossed it inside a plastic bag. I watched as it traveled the short distance down the conveyer to where I was standing...waiting for it. Even thought it was wrapped. I knew secretly where it had just been. I ensured that I grabbed nothing but plastic before tossing it into one of the other sacks. Glancing up, May was grinning at me.
"What? Don't like cucumbers?" she asked innocently.
"Yeah, matter of fact I do," I said finding my voice. Denise was looking at the two of us as though we'd both gone goofy. Mrs. Green stood there waiting, without saying a word.
"Rick? You going to help her outside with these? Or not?" Denise questioned.
Relocating my wits, I snatched up both bags of groceries and followed Mrs. Green outside to her car, passing Nick as he walked past us on his way back in.
"Need any help?" he snickered just under his breath.
"No thanks. I've got it," I retorted back.
"Lucky fucker," he mouthed at me. I was glad that May had walked on slightly faster ahead of me. She was already opening the door of her car and couldn't have possibly heard Nick's comments or see his silent statement to me either.
"This isn't my big shopping," she informed me as I placed both bags on the back seat of her car. "I usually do that on the weekends. But it also happens that I have a lot going on this weekend too. I don't suppose if I sent over a list of things, that you could do the shopping for me and bring them over later would you?" she asked. "There would be a nice tip in it for you if you did."
I knew that we sometimes did that for customers from time to time. But it all depended on how busy things got at the store. "I can check with Mr. Slater if you'd like. If it's ok with him, then sure. I can do that."
Mrs. Green pressed a five-dollar bill in my hand. I immediately handed it back to her. "No reason to tip me," I said. "It's all a part of the service."
"Keep it. And there will be a lot more for you than that for doing my shopping for me," she said with a wink.
I stood there watching her drive off in her silver BMW. Now I was lusting after two things. Her, and her car.
#
I'd arrived at work as usual early Saturday morning before the store even opened. Denise met me moments after I had clocked in.
"Mr. Slater wants to see you in his office," she said smugly. Denise seemed to get a twisted kick out of seeing either Nick or I get called on the carpet for anything. Which really was rare. Obviously, she was dying to know why too.
"If I can do anything," she left off bating her eyelashes at me. One thing Denise wasn't...was attractive.
"Thanks. I'm sure everything's fine," I told her. And immediately headed upstairs to his office.
Mr. Slater was busy working at his paper-covered desk when I first knocked before entering. It was a wonder he knew where everything was, though he always seemed to.
"Come in, come in!" he announced without even looking up at me. Holding out a sheet of paper, he waved it at me. "Mrs. Boregard would greatly appreciate it if I would have someone do her shopping for her," he said somewhat disgustedly. "Like I have time to spare anyone to do it. Here, get what she needs and hurry back to the store as quick as you can. You won't get paid for anytime you're away from the store mind you, but I will let you keep whatever tip you get out of it." Only then did he look up in my direction, "Now go! And be quick about it!"
I glanced at the list he'd handed me the moment I left his office. Most everything was easy enough. And then I spotted an item half way down her list. It said: "Two not quite ripe, large-sized banana's." She'd even placed a 'smiley-face' next to that entry. I wondered briefly if she knew, that I knew. After our past encounter, I had my suspicions, and especially now. I quickly located everything. Luckily, I had plenty of room for the things she had asked for so they would fit in both of the baskets I had mounted on my bike. I hated riding it, but as I really had no other means of transportation, I had little if any choice. And Nick wasn't due in to work until later than afternoon. As it was easily a three-mile ride to her home, I headed off pedaling as fast as my legs would go. A reasonably short time later, I pulled up into the circular drive-way of their expansive looking home, and began looking for the back door as I expected that's where she'd prefer for me to go. I located it a few moments later and knocked.
"Come in!" I heard her calling out.
The doorknob twisted easily in my hand. I opened the door, stepping into the kitchen/pantry area. Walking over to the kitchen counter, I put the first two bags down and headed back outside to grab the other two. When I returned, she was waiting for me.

"Did you get everything I asked for?" she said.
I noticed she hadn't as yet gotten dressed. Still wearing some sort of silky looking bathrobe, she otherwise looked like she'd showered, put on her make-up and made herself ready for the day. All except for dressing of course. She looked spectacular.
"I think so," I commented.
"Did you get the bananas I asked for?"
Once again we locked eyes. "I'm pretty sure they're in one of the two bags I just brought in," I stated. I watched as she quickly rummaged through one, locating them a moment later.
"Would you like one?" she offered.
"Oh. No thanks." I said feeling more than a little weird at the moment. I had no doubt at all now that we were playing some sort of "trippy" little head-game with one another. And I was becoming more than a little curious to see just exactly how far she was willing to push this.
"But if you want one, help your self," I challenged, hoping I had said just enough to let her know I wasn't as dumb as she seemed to be taking me for. I watched as she began putting things away. Opening one of the kitchen cupboards, she made some pretense of trying to reach the upper shelf where several other can goods were stored. As she did, her bathrobe parted, revealing a goodly portion of one of her obviously bare breasts.
"Can't reach," she said simply. "Do you mind?" Handing me the canned goods, I easily placed them on the upper shelf. When I had finished, I turned around to find her sitting down at her kitchen table, peeling one of the bananas. "Sure you don't want to share one?"
The way she peeled it, slowly, then inserting just the tip of it inside her mouth before nipping it off was the most sensual, erotic thing I had ever witnessed. Her robe was still parted, still concealing her breasts, though not by much. When she crossed her legs, my eyes immediately followed that movement. I'd seen the movie 'Basic Instinct' with Sharon Stone in it. It was one of the few sex movies as we called them that our local video store actually carried and rented. I had paused that particular scene over and over, watching Sharon spreading her legs, actually baring her pussy. But even that was nothing in comparison to the way Mrs. Green did it. When she first uncrossed her leg, she literally spread them apart for a much longer moment, before lifting it up, giving me an even wider panoramic view of her blushing split. And, there was absolutely no doubt where my eyes were still focused when she finished doing that either. Looking up, she licked her lips, and then inserted the banana deep within her mouth without taking a bite, obviously sucking it.
"Ever had a woman do that to you?" she asked bluntly.
The fact of the matter was, I really was still a virgin. I'd gotten to second base a time or two with a few girls, but never past that.
"No. Never have," I said surprising myself, though my voice sounded a whole octave higher. I wondered if she could detect the nervousness in my voice.
Taking the second, as yet unpeeled banana, she playfully passed it back and forth between her hands.
"So, did you see me in the store the other day with the cucumber?" she asked pointedly.
Admittedly, I was excited as hell. I began to wonder if she was actually going to shove that second banana inside herself for me. Something I now found myself desperately wanting to see. Her question had also made it obvious. She wasn't just fishing here. She knew I had seen her of course. What she was doing, or so it appeared, was an attempt to find out if I was brave enough, bold enough, to tell her that I had.
"Yes. I did," I said smiling, even grinning a moment later. "But not as good as I would have liked too," I added, surprised at my sudden newfound courage. I saw both of her eyebrows raise over that one. Obviously, I'd scored a few points.
"Oh really? You liked seeing that did you?" she asked me, once again doing her Sharon Stone routine.



"I liked it a lot," I said, trying to give her a Michael Douglas look, though at the moment, I couldn't for the life of me remember what he even looked like. I finally decided to throw caution to the wind, swallowing hard as I screwed up my courage. "I'd enjoy seeing you do that with your banana."
I had to find some moisture inside my mouth to say that one however. Nearly choking over my own statement as I wasn't sure how far she was willing to let me push this with her. By way of an answer however, she then lowered her crossed leg, lifting the other, where she placed the flat of her foot directly upon the seat of the chair. In so doing, she spread herself far more than lusty old Sharon had done. I then watched as she lowered the banana, licking her lips, and ran just the tip of it up and down the furrow of her near hairless mound.
"Was that more along the lines of what you had in mind?"
I felt my prick lengthening. As I tended to wear fairly tight Levi jeans anyway, I knew it was pointless to cover my rapidly growing condition. And May picked up on that as well, seeing the sudden bulge in my jeans as it continued to develop. She began to slowly insert the green-tinged banana inside her pussy. Moaning softly as she did.
"Bet you've never fucked a woman before either. Have you?" she stated as she slid nearly the entire length of that banana inside her wet quim. It wasn't necessary for me to answer her either, as she did for me. "No. I'm sure not. But I bet you've wondered about it plenty of times. Probably played with yourself a number of times too, just thinking about it. You have...haven't you."
It wasn't really a question, more of a direct accusation. I merely nodded my head in acknowledgement of that fact. Mrs. Green continued to slip the banana in and out of herself until I began hearing a real moist 'squishy-wet' sound emanating from within her pussy.
"You like the way that sounds?" she asked, making it even louder somehow as she did it.
My prick was painfully wedged against the front of my Levi's now. "Awesome," I commented. Which made her laugh out loud.
"Feeling a little uncomfortable are we?"
She was glancing at the front of my jeans again. It really was painfully obvious the condition I was in. "Would you like me to take care of that for you?"
My moment of truth had arrived. I'd wondered on and off all the way over if something like this might actually happen. And up until that very moment, I truly had no idea how I'd respond, or what I'd do if it did.
"Yes," I said meekly.
"Yes what?" she demanded. "Tell me exactly what you'd like me to do for you."
"I'd like you...to, to touch me," I said somewhat hesitantly.
"Is that all? Just touch you? I can certainly do that. But if that's all you really want, then I must say, I'm very, very disappointed in you."
Finding my courage once again, I drew in a deep breath, though I blurted more than told her what it was I really wanted.
"I want to fuck your pussy!" I said.
"Oh? You would huh? In other words, you're offering me your virginity. Is that right? Is that what I'm hearing you asking me?"
"Yes. I want you to take my virginity!" I retorted. "And, I want you to suck me. And, I want to lick your pussy. And..."
Now she really was laughing. "Whoa there boy. Hold on for a moment, one thing at a time. Why don't we both go upstairs to the bedroom where we can get a lot more comfortable?" she asked coquettishly. Which reminded me almost immediately, just where the hell was her husband at anyway? I almost lost my erection when I thought about that.
"Aren't you worried someone might catch us?" I asked.
"He's out of town on business. And, not that it's really any of your business, but he and I don't have sex anymore. He can't. So he knows about my tiny little indulgences. Including my 'veggie-fetish'. As long as I provide him with a good home-cooked meal, look good hanging on his arm at dinner parties, he looks the other way, and could care less about what it is I do in order to satisfy myself sexually.
I still thought that was pretty weird, but I followed her upstairs to the bedroom anyway.
"Nick's never going to believe this!" I thought to myself.
"Undress," she said the moment we stepped into her room. She began doing so, which didn't take much as she merely finished undoing one or two button's on her silk gown before allowing it to drop to the floor revealing her nakedness. As I began removing my shirt, unzipping my jeans, hopping up and down on one leg while attempting to remove them, I continued to eye her as she moved over to sit down on the edge of the bed, watching me. She began toying with her split while I stripped off my socks, finally pulling down my briefs revealing my erection to her for the first time.
"Oh my. That really is a nice specimen of a cock Rick. Why don't you bring it over here so I can kiss it?"
Like one magnet drawn to another, I followed my erection the short distance across the room until I was standing before her at the foot of the bed. I was enjoying the sight of those incredible knockers of hers, wanting badly to reach down and play with one. But the sensation of her mouth as she surrounded the head of my prick put that last thought on hold for the time being.
"Holy fuck!" I exclaimed. "Shit that feels good!"
May continued mouthing my prick and I began to worry that I was going to give her an unexpected mouthful if she continued. "Enough of that for now," she said removing it. Obviously, she was very well aware of a 'first-time' experience, especially for someone as naïve as I was.
"Why don't I show you how to lick pussy?" she stated, already sliding back up on the bed, spreading her legs apart as she did. "After you give me an orgasm, we'll see what we can do about your virginity."
Like a duck to water, I moved up between her legs, extending out my tongue tentatively, totally unaware of what to expect, and unprepared for what awaited me as well. Locating her nubbin of pleasure without any help or direction, I began flicking it with the tip of my tongue. May grabbed a hand full of my hair, pressing me even more firmly against herself, nearly suffocating me. But I latched onto her clit, sucking it.
"Damn Rick. You're a natural borne pussy-eater!" she exclaimed joyously.
What I lacked in experience, I certainly made up for in enthusiasm. I continued to suck her clitoris, alternating between doing that and tonguing her split.
"Stick a finger in. Finger-fuck me!" she now demanded. Slipping in my middle finger, I palmed her, slipping my finger in and out of her cunt rapidly, matching the tempo with the continued assault upon her clit with my tongue and lips.
"That's it! That's it! Make me cum!" she wailed. "Oh...fuck yes. Make me cum Rick! Make...me...CUM!" she cried out in pleasure as she certainly did.
My face was drenched, slick with her pussy juices. Rolling over onto the bed next to her, I fought briefly trying to catch my breath. She however, had other ideas, immediately rolling over, and then sitting on top of me. Before I even knew what had happened, I felt my penis slip far more easily inside of her than I would have ever expected. But then again, she was extremely well lubricated.
With her positioned as she was, I finally got to place my hands on both of her luscious looking tits. I began playing with them to my hearts content, all the while she slowly fucked herself up and down against me. The feel of that succulent silken passage was already threatening to unleash a torrent of cum-cream from my balls. But...she knew that too. Expertly, she stopped, biding her time, waiting patiently for the sensation to pass before starting up all over again.
"Don't worry. After you cum the first time, you won't come nearly as fast, or as soon the second time."
"The...the second time?" I asked.
"Yeah, you would like to know what it's like to cum in a woman's mouth wouldn't you?" she asked me.
A very short time after that, I was filling a woman's pussy with my cum-juice for the very first time. Twenty minutes later, I was squirting another heart-felt delicious load inside her mouth too. I was way past the time where I knew I was expected back. And figured I would indeed be in a hell of a lot of trouble with Mr. Slater. Denise would certainly enjoy knowing that. But as Mrs. Green lovingly fondled my prick, once again bringing life back in to it, I figured it was certainly well worth it. That, and the fifty-dollar tip I got for making the trip out to her place.
Every Saturday thereafter, I shopped, and delivered her groceries. The only thing I did differently, was ensuring I did so after putting in my regular shift. That way, Mrs. Green and I had all the time in the world to explore our sensuality with one another. That, and whatever selection of 'veggies' that I had decided to bring with me.
"By the way Rick? Tell your friend Nick, that if he still wants to see me use another one of those cucumbers again sometime, that he should pick out something special and bring it along with him."
I told him that. But he didn't believe that one either.
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She had been my English teacher, she was my next-door neighbor. I had known her for years now though we had always maintained a neighborly relationship. Had she known the private fantasies I'd indulged my self in over the years, not only might she have been surprised, but shocked by the numerous times I had climaxed just imagining being with her.
I had had one of those school crushes with her, though I had of course never acted on it, not in reality anyway. I spent as much time around her as I could get away with, without exposing myself in the literal sense. And since she had been my English teacher at one time, it had made any sort of relationship outside of that virtually impossible. Not that someone thirty years older than I was, would have even considered anything more than that anyway, but it was after all my fantasy.
She was around my same height, about five foot seven or eight, slender with short brown hair and green eyes. She certainly didn't look like she was 56 years of age either, not with a body like that anyway. Though she certainly wasn't large breasted, she wasn't exactly small either. And her boobs were beautiful too. Yeah, I had seen them on more than one occasion, though I am positive she never knew that. Ms. Jones, for I would always refer to her as that, would on occasion during the hot summer months, lay out in a hammock in the privacy of her back yard. A yard that had an eight foot privacy fence surrounding it, though I had long ago managed to chisel out a small brick that could easily be taken out and replaced without anyone being the wiser. Again, I couldn't even begin to count the number of times I had watched her lying there sunning herself on the weekends, hidden as I was by the small irrigation ravine that ran behind both of our homes. As soon as I became aware that she was lying out, I would find some excuse to be gone for a while, sneaking out around back of both properties. Here I would carefully and quietly make my way up the ditch to where my secret vantage place was, removing the small portion of brick I had worked so carefully on loosening, and then sit back, cock in hand, and quietly masturbate while watching her.
Of course many of my fantasies included her doing the same, masturbating while I watched her, masturbating while she caressed and played with those magnificent tits, or masturbating while she twiddled her twat, or shoved fingers deep inside herself. Unfortunately, that never happened, though it really didn't matter. Just as long as I could sit there secretly looking at her nude form, I could imagine her doing just about anything I wanted her to.
As the years passed, I eventually bought the home from my parents who had since moved into a larger, nicer home. They had willingly sold me the old home glad to have it stay within the family. But the real reason of course, was my fondness for Ms. Jones. As I had grown older, no longer that teenage kid she had once taught during my Senior year, I had now become her neighbor and friend, often doing odd-jobs for her on occasion, or even running an errand or two whenever she needed something. It had only been in the last two years that she'd actually been on her own too. Having gone through a divorce during that time, now living alone, which had afforded me an even greater opportunity to befriend her.
I certainly dated, though I hadn't been seeing anyone steadily for quite some time now. And it was usually during those periods when I was in between partners that my thoughts would return to Ms. Jones and those wonderful hot summer days when I would spy upon her in the back yard.
In hindsight, I wish I had known then what I was about to learn. Though it probably wouldn't have made much of a difference one way or the other. What really mattered was now, and how fate finally played a hand in bringing our relationship more intimately together.
We'd just had a period of very hard rains, some of which had produced some minor flooding, especially on the properties behind our two homes, along the old irrigation ditch where I used to sit and secretly watch her. I'd been outside mowing the lawn which had all but overgrown itself from all the rain when she came outside and started walking towards me.
"Andrew?" I heard her call out towards me even over the high-pitched motor of the mower. It was funny hearing her call me that even after all this time. My friends and family called me Andy, but Ms Jones had always called me by my formal name, Andrew.
"Ms. Jones?" I replied shutting off the mower. That made her smile. I knew in calling her that, it took us both back to another place and another time.
"Andy," she corrected still smiling.
"Nancy," I acknowledged still somewhat awkwardly. It was still difficult for me to be on a first name basis with her, though as 'just' neighbors now, she'd pointed that out to me several times over the past few years.
"Have you got a moment? After you're through mowing I mean?"
"Sure, what's up?" I asked.
"Well, after all this rain we've been having, I noticed that part of the ground has started to give way beneath the fence outback. Can you look at it for me? Tell me what I might be needing to do before it begins to collapse the fence?"
"Sure, be glad to I offered. I'll just finish up here and be right over."
"Thank you," she said already turning. "Take your time, I'll be outback in the garden area doing some weeding when you're finished. Just come through the house."
She was wearing a pair of tight fitting shorts that showed off her still shapely ass. It had been difficult enough not staring down the deep "V" of her cleavage as she'd stood talking to me. The men's long sleeve shirt she'd been wearing, the tail of which she'd tied in a knot revealing a great deal of midriff as well, had been a tempting feast for my eyes, which I'd been as careful as possible in not making it too obvious as I stole brief fleeting glances at those full breasts and tan tummy. But now, watching her return back towards the house, I allowed myself the indulgence of watching her go, imaging the shapely curvature of those twin ass cheeks and what it might feel like to burry my cock deeply between them. Just as she got to the door, she again turned for a brief moment, giving me a cheerful little wave before disappearing inside the house. I wondered momentarily if she knew I'd stood there the whole time just watching her...and wondered further if that made it at all curious as to just what I was wondering, or thinking about.
Once she had disappeared, I returned to my mowing, eager now to finish up and rejoin her. A short time later I had done just that. As she'd asked, I simply let myself in, though calling out to her as I did, anticipating perhaps that she might still be inside rather than outback where she'd told me to expect her. I heard no response and began making my way through the house out towards the kitchen area and her back door. For whatever reason, I did so quietly, not quite knowing why I did, nor what I hoped to see or catch her at when doing. I was glad that I did however.
I had caught a glimpse of movement out on the patio area. That very same patio where I had so often spied upon her sunbathing. I watched as she undid her halter, running a clean white handkerchief around her exposed breasts. It was hot, humid...sticky. But I found myself holding my breath for a moment as she stood there before finally retying her blouse once again covering those glistening silken breasts.
"Nancy?" I called out as though having just entered.
"Out here," I heard her respond.
I crossed the kitchen exciting through the back door. Already she was standing in the far corner of the yard next to the fence. I winced slightly noticing the secret brick I had chiseled out so long ago was actually missing. When she turned to face me however, I noticed she was holding the missing brick within her hands.
"The grounds already starting to give way beneath the wall," she spoke still holding the brick as though unsure what to do with it.
"I've got some lumber," I began. "We can fortify the foundation, then I'll repack it with fresh dirt and some wire mesh." I held out my hand to her, expecting her to hand over the brick to me. "I'll re-mortar that for you as well," I added.
I was surprised when she pulled back her hand rather than giving it to me. She smiled. "What? You no longer interested in spying on me?" "What?" I half stammered. Now she laughed, letting out a stream of almost hysterical guffaws.
"Oh come on Andy, I'm not that naive!"
"You knew?"
She was blushing.
"Lets just say I had my suspicions, though to be honest with you, I really wasn't sure...until now!"
"Let me explain," I began almost automatically, feeling a lot like that young teenage kid I once was."
"Please do," she grinned clenching the brick against her breasts. "Tell me what you were thinking when you peeked through the wall at me, better still...tell me what you were doing back here!"
Now it was my turn to blush. "I...ah...I..."
She laughed. "Oh for heaven's sake Andrew," she replied using my formal name, which surprisingly put me at ease somewhat. "That was a long time ago. We're adults now."
I was grinning, still not feeling too much like the adult I was trying to be. But I answered, "You know what I was doing," I countered.
"Every time?"
"Almost." Then I considered, and asked..."You?"
"Me what?"
"You know. You just admitted that you suspected I'd been spying on you, and thinking that, realizing my hormones were on over drive, you also must have suspected what a young boy would be doing looking at a naked woman."
"So?"
"So...did the thought of that ever turn you on?"
She paused for a moment considering. "Yes...yes it did."
"And?"
"And I think we should get this fence repaired," she responded totally avoiding my question.
It was hot. Sweat was pouring off me as I worked, though I had finally removed my shirt in an effort to cool off some.
"I do envy you that," she said a few minutes later as she handed me a cold beer.
"What's that?"
"Being able to take your shirt off."
"You wanna take yours off? Be my guest," I said jokingly.
"Oh, and that wouldn't bother you?"
"Bother me? No...not in a bad way anyway." I know my mouth was still hanging open when I saw her reach up and begin untying the tidy little knot in her shirt. I thought for a moment she was merely teasing me, until she pulled her shirt open and then off her shoulders. She stood in front of me, glistening in sweat just as I was, but it was the most erotic sight I had ever seen before in my entire life. Her bare breasts, full, mature, and exceptionally beautiful with light brown areolas the size of silver dollars, each capped with a hard thick erect little nipple.
"Fuck," I heard myself saying, and immediately apologized for my language.
"You offering?" she countered, "Or is that just a general statement?" I followed her gaze as her eyes dropped down towards my crotch. "I guess...that's an offer," she added coyly.
I didn't even realize it until now, until I glanced down myself and simultaneously felt and saw my erection. I was hard as a rock! I looked back up towards her, unsure of what I could say, or should say. But already she crossed the few feet that separated us, her hand already reaching for, and finding my zipper.
"Oh my, have you always been this big?"
I wasn't that big. But it was a nice ego stroke nevertheless, but one thing was for sure, I was hard! Fucking hard!
"Maybe I've gotten a little bigger...fatter!" I amended quickly. "But pretty much the same ever since..."
"Ever since you used to sit back here and masturbate while watching me?"
I avoided her question, re-asking another she still hadn't answered. "You never did tell me if you ever got turned on knowing I was."
She wrapped her hand around my hard stiff shaft stroking it. "Would it surprise you to hear that I've always wanted to do this?"
"Well, yes...and no. I mean, I fantasized enough about you doing it, imagining...but never in a million years..."
She laughed interrupting me. "Seems like a million years ago though doesn't it?"
I don't remember putting my hands on her bare tits, but suddenly I felt them within the palm of my hands as I caressed each of them, kneading the soft pliant flesh of those magnificent boobs. She moaned, then squeezed my prick even more needfully.
"Fuck me."
"Where?"
"Here. Right here!" She said seriously.
She continued to stand there fondling my stiff prick even as I struggled out of my shorts. As hot as it was, it still felt coolish when I felt my shorts drop down around my ankles, my dick hard as a rock now being caressed by both her hand as well as the fresh air suddenly surrounding it.
"Fuck me!" she repeated. "Hard, fast!"
"I will," I told her, but then forced her to release me as I dropped down to my knees before her."
"Oh fuck!" she moaned breathlessly, making me laugh as I reached for the button, then the zipper on her shorts pulling them down her still muscular thighs and legs. She had also worn a black thong, but this too soon followed the removal of her cut off shorts until she stood before me, exposed, vulnerable, and now naked. As I knelt before her, I couldn't help but allow my eyes to feast themselves on the swollen puffy lips of her sex. She was clean-shaven, something that surprised me and caught me off guard, but I found it erotically even more stimulating, decadent in a way I couldn't explain. It reminded me in a way of those very young days of exploratory curiosity with the next-door neighbor girl. And suddenly, I felt like that very same kid again, though with my teacher this time, my very, very naughty teacher.
Tentatively I allowed my fingers to dance on the surface of her swollen lips, parting them slightly as I merely looked, brazenly allowing myself a close look at her sweetness. She was trembling, her hands now holding onto my head for support as I glanced upwards into her face. Her eyes were closed; her head tilted back ever so slightly, pursed lips in expectation of what was to come. She didn't have long to wait.
"Oh my god!" she exclaimed a moment later.
I tickled the surface of her hard exposed clit with the tip of my tongue, ever so softly, ever so gently, introducing myself to her as I continued spreading her pussy lips apart, her clitoris so aroused, so wonderfully swollen and anxious as I flicked it repeatedly, though still lightly with my tongue. Her knees buckled for a moment, but I reached behind her, filling my hands with her exposed ass, drawing her even more deeply against my face as I gathered her in, now sucking, now probing the recess of her femininity with my fucking tongue.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" she repeated over and over again. Just hearing 'Ms. Jones' using such wonderful vulgarity was a turn on. For the craziest of moments, I could see her in the classroom writing on the black board, but in that thought, she was naked, me...kneeling before her there on the floor as she continued to write upon the board, "Oh fuck...Oh fuck...Oh fuck!"
I continued sucking her pussy, the sweetness of her fragrance intoxicating. As hot as it was, her pussy was just as fresh as though she'd just stepped from the tub. I devoured her, licking her over and over again until my face was smeared, dripping with her juices. I felt the pull of her hands upon my head, forcing me to stand, then felt as she slithered down before me on her knees as we exchanged places. I could only groan as her warm hot mouth surrounded me, gathering me in.
"Oh fuck Nancy, you know how many times I imagined you doing this? I felt her laugh around my cock.
"Probably the same number of times I imagined you eating me!" She responded openly.
"Really?"
"Yeah...really," she stated once again pulling my rock hard dick deep within her mouth, letting it go with a firm, slick 'popping' sound before gathering it back in again.
"Fuck me. Fuck me hard, deep, long and fast," she said finally.
"Yes mam," I responded using the same tone of voice I once used with her.
"Oh fuck, that's so naughty!" she giggled as she lay back on the soft grass, pulling me down upon her. "It's almost as though..."
"As though I was still in your class," I spoke, spreading her legs apart with my hands, my stiff throbbing member already poised at the opening of her wet glistening slit.
"Yes! Yes!" Was all she said. "Yes!"
I entered her. I felt the head of my prick suddenly surrounded by the slick heated moisture of that pussy passage. Then I slid into her fully, taking her, as well as my own breath away in the process. I pumped her, fucked her, slowly, then faster. Each thrust deeper and deeper as she clawed at my back, her legs wrapping themselves about me in a vise-like grip.
Though secluded from sight, there were other neighbors nearby. Even so, her screams of pure unbridled ecstasy surprised me, music to my ears as she cried out her pleasures, uncaring if the neighbors could hear should they be listening, or curious as the sounds of our frantic coupling continued.
Somehow I paced myself, and her. Every time I felt either one of us reaching the edge I backed off, allowing us to recover momentarily. When I did so, I changed positions with her, now behind, now fucking her doggy-style as we knelt there on the grass together. Her sweet dangling breasts once again filling my hands as I reached around her, driving myself deeply inside her, teasing the taut firm little nipples which had seemingly grown even harder, even firmer now pressed within the palms of my hands.
She rolled me over then, twisting about impaling herself before I had even realized that she had. Riding me like a bucking bronco, which I became as I lay beneath her, thrusting upwards as she thrust downwards. My hands once again clenching her ass as she moved against me, slithering sometimes like a snake, teasing me as she lifted herself, supporting her weight on her legs, just barely containing me within the slippery softness of that perfect pussy before lowering, engulfing, soft-fucking me in such a tantalizing way that bordered on madness.
"You like fucking your teacher?" she moaned, though her eyes were wild with passion and desire. "I bet in all those times where you sat there jerking yourself off, you never imagined it like this did you?"
"No more than all those times when you went inside the house afterwards, probably fucked yourself with a vibrator, or your fingers..."
She laughed, still fucking me, still teasing me with that now very gooey, very slimly slippery cunt. "Usually, it was either a banana or a cucumber," she admittedly hotly. "I didn't even know what a vibrator was in those days!"
"Fuck!" I said simply. "I'd love to see that!"
"You would?"
"Yes...fuck yes!" I admittedly openly.
"In that case, let me come now. Fuck me silly until I do. Then later, maybe I'll let you watch me pleasure myself the way I used to. Provided..."
"Provided?"
"Yes, provided you show me the way you used to jerk yourself off while watching me."
"Deal!" I said happily. Then once again rolled her over and plunged deeply into the very depths of her soul.
-end-
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It was the sound of her contented sigh that woke me.
Sleepily, I opened my eyes to the first faint rays of the morning sunlight attempting to peek through the still drawn curtains. There was just enough light filtering through the top of the window where the curtains failed to cloak the room into darkness, already chasing away the night with a promise of a new day. But a day I neither wanted to begin, nor end.
She was still lying on her side facing towards me. Her eyes closed, still in sleep, perhaps dreaming, hopefully so.
Only then did I notice my hand was still held within hers as I lay on my side facing towards her. Still firmly, yet comfortably entwined, my hand rested snuggly within hers, both trapped between her legs where the warmth of her femininity reminded me of the sweetness of that last explosive encounter.
We'd known one another for years. But in all that time we had never once spent the entire night together. We had spoken of doing so more often than not. But both circumstance and scheduling had never coordinated together allowing us that one precious moment we had so wanted to share together. Late nights yes. But always followed by regret at having to slip from the still warm bed to dress, hurriedly afterwards going our separate ways, back to our separate lives. It was the only mar on the most beautiful, passionate, sensual moments any two people could even begin to imagine experiencing with one another.
And I hated that.
"God RayAnn... you're beautiful," I thought, as I lay on my side, wide awake now, looking towards her.
The room was still warm, comfortably so. As though the heated passion we'd shared that past night had lingered within the room long afterwards, never dissipating, covering us both like a soft warm blanket. Uncovered by any need of sheet or comforter, her nude form stretched languidly atop the bed, still secure in her sleep, resting there like a perfectly sculpted statue that had been chiseled in place, meant to remain as the art she was, as the perfection she'd become.
"I truly do love you," I actually whispered, as I continued glancing towards her. Her soft alluring eyes still tightly closed, though their expression hidden, still appeared to me in thought as I remembered her looking into mine, our eyes making love just as intensely as had our bodies. I painted her portrait a thousand times as I lay looking towards her. I sketched each and every expression of her face that I had seen, her alluring smile, the laugh she'd given me when I had tickled her, and finally the vulnerable surrender when her face grimaced in explosive ecstasy. Each one separate, yet a part of the other. A mosaic of such magnitude that in my own mind at least, I could rival the beauty of Michael Angelo's masterpiece adorning the high vaulted ceiling of the Cisteen Chapel.
As my senses sharpened, awakening to the same degree, as had my thoughts, I could now smell the fragrance of her hair as I looked at it spread lazily upon the pillow. Jasmine, Violets perhaps, and herbal scents too numerous to mention, each one sharp, crisp, assailing my nostrils just as her womanly scent had assailed me earlier, driving me nearly insane with my lust and desire for her.
Once again I heard her sigh, a reminder that time was passing, far too quickly and I found myself wishing for some magical potion that would freeze the moment, freeze time, keeping her asleep. An apple perhaps, though non-poisonous, just enough to keep her contentedly in place, my own Sleeping Beauty.
Still she slept, though I knew that before long she would wake. I looked forward to her morning smile, dreading however that moment when she must rise and finally leave the sanctuary we'd created, the heaven we'd explored and existed within for a brief moment in time's eternity.
I watched the rise and fall of her breathing. And in doing so, taking pleasure in the gentle heaving of her perfectly formed breasts. Though small, they were firm, perfectly molded like twin fawns of pleasure. Each, capped by two of the loveliest pink tipped nipples I had ever seen. The memory, countless memories in fact, of nuzzling that softness of her flesh, taking the hard taut nubbins into my mouth gently sucking, licking each one in turn. The feel of her hand resting lightly against the back of my neck, holding me close, stroking me as I in turn stroked her with lips and tongue, lightly...ever so lightly, ever so wondrously until her ever growing need beckoned to me.
Looking at her, they were hard now, growing even harder while she slept. Perhaps the mere projection of my thoughts, so in tune with one another had we been, had aroused them in anticipation of my kiss, of my touch. I watched delightedly as they stiffened, bathed in the ever-growing light through the window. Yet another brush stroke, another canvas painted with the shapes and shadows of light as they stole across her chest, highlighting her perfections, accentuating her sensuality, awakening her soul.
I felt the moisture gather at the corner of my eye. I had promised her...no tears. With my free hand, I swiped away the single droplet that had formed, betraying my thoughts, and my promise. Gingerly, I reached out, placing the tiny bit of moisture upon the tip of her breast, kissing it with my finger, watching the pink tip respond ever so slightly as it glistened briefly in the approaching light.
I saw her tremble slightly, quiver as though cold, yet knowing in that subtle twitch of her body that she merely had responded to even that, the lightest, briefest of touches, just as she always had, always would.
Her entire body seemed to be one continuous extension of her sex whenever she was aroused. I had never before met a woman, nor felt like I would ever know another, who was more in tune, more harmonic with her spirit and sensuality as RayAnn was. Every nerve ending seemed to connect to one another. The merest of touches sending out waves of goose flesh that exploded across her body in an apocalyptic display of arousal and need.
I closed my eyes briefly remembering. Remembering the countless times I had lay by her side, her back facing towards me. I remembered the lightest of breaths caressing her skin, remembered the waves of goose pimples as they rose in excited anticipation. I remembered counting them in an abstract sort of way, marveling at even their beauty, naming each, as they stood shivering, the finest of hair downy soft and thin, standing up as prickled stems of electricity. And each tiny bump shared the same name...desire.
And I would spend whatever time she gave me, kissing each one. Content to draw from her the rapture of my lips upon her flesh, devouring and savoring each tiny bump as though it were a feast in and of itself.
And as I partook of her flesh, as I devoured that which was so freely offered me, it gave me strength, gave me the stamina, and gave me the determination to pleasure her for as long as it took before the purity of our combined coupling, combined ecstasy, robbed us of our hunger, satiated the thirst and pacified for the moment the longing of our internal souls.
Though I wanted to remain within the memories of my mind, at least a moment or two longer, I felt her hand clench mine, fearfully opening my eyes, afraid of what I might see. But still she slept, still contentedly holding my hand within hers, against that which I had so frequently found pleasure in, both in giving as well as in the receiving. The silkiness of her mound tickled the back of my hand. I pressed, allowing my knuckles to further sink into the downy softness of her fur. How I had loved running my fingers through it, through her.
I could still hear her gentle laugh echoing through my mind. Her near silent giggle as I toyed with those silky strands of hair as they slipped between my fingers, caressing each as though each finger had become a probing, penetrating penis seeking her depths, longing for the liquid pleasures I would find there.
Never had I felt such loveliness, never had I explored or been a part of such inner warmth as that which she gave me, as that which she produced in answer to my touch, in response to my initial gentle stirrings, preparing the way slowly until unbridled passion and desire consumed us, washing over us in a fulfillment that no other could ever hope to duplicate.
I wished that I were inside her now. Feeling her heat as it consumed me, wrapping me in such unbelievable passion that all thought of anything else vanished beyond the marvel of her femininity.
I could almost feel her. Closing my eyes once again I envisioned how we'd so often made love. Slipping in behind her, as we lay on our sides, gentle, tender at first, my hands, lips, exploring her flesh. The length of her exquisitely shaped legs as my fingers danced along them, playing her like the finest of musical instruments. The firmness of her molded ass pressing back against me, melded into it, a part of it, a part of her as we lay together, hardly moving.
So often we had made love in this position, warm, secure together. Her perfect breasts so beautiful as they filled my hand. The gentle cat-like kneading as I purred contentedly into her back, my lips and tongue savoring the essence of her smell, her taste, while my hands continued to cup those twin fawns, her hard nipples extended awaiting the touch of my finger tips.
"You truly are an incredible woman," I thought; daring to open my eyes again, glad to see that she had hardly stirred from the position she'd been in since my wakening.
And she was. Sensual beyond description, for those few that new her so intimately could ever begin to understand the incredible power she had. Complex, for she could be shy, act shy, yet inwardly resolved to those who truly knew her as I did. Strong, strong willed, intelligent, unafraid of seeking herself, but compassionate to those with whom she shared or gave her friendship.
And I had been given the gift of her vulnerability. She had trusted me, allowed me to explore with her the sensations of heart, body and soul. I had so often drawn from her the climax of her being. I had witnessed and been a part of her pleasures that she gave so readily, so completely, so unashamedly.
"How often," I thought, "had I nestled there between her legs," the thought of which even now stirred my lustfulness for her, wishing I were at that very moment, savoring the sweetness I'd so often found there with my tongue.
Here I had found the heart of her passion, her sensuality as a woman as she allowed me to caress her so intimately with my lips. God how I loved doing that for her, with her...to her.
The first time I had ever made love to her in that way, she had succumbed to it entirely. To me. I was thrilled that she would, that she did. It was one of the greatest gifts she had ever shared of herself. I took my time with her, there was nothing else of importance that I wished to know, wished to experience. Only the sweetness of her inner lips, the heat and aroma of her sex as I came to know her so intimately, so expertly. With my mind I learned what she liked, how she liked it and when to stop or begin again. I knew when to lick, slowly, teasingly drawing the flat of my tongue upwards, and then downwards towards the tiny pearl that I found anxiously awaiting to be caressed. And I learned when to merely kiss, allowing her to calm, collect herself, yet keeping her teetering on the edge of orgasmic bliss.
The soft moans that escaped her lips as my tongue danced upon the surface of her clit filled my head with the most incredible joy, increasing the intensity of my manipulations, hearing the increase of pleasured sighs begin to boil forth as she undulated beneath me in a matching rhythm of her own, as the tempo of the dance increased faster and faster.
When her fingers clawed into my neck, shoulders or head, I knew. When her back arched with a force that often lifted me up along with her, I knew. And I came with her, a thousand times within that fragment of a moment. Seeing her face screwed up with indescribable pleasure was yet another painting, another portrait to be hung within the walls of the museum I had built for her. Something to cherish and remember always. Something to periodically stand before in reflection and admire. As I often did, always would.
So absorbed in this memory, this incredible special memory of thought, I hadn't felt her hand finally releasing mine. Only when I felt the lightest touch of her delicate fingers brushing away a stray strand of hair from my forehead did I know she no longer slept.
"Doc, make love to me," she said.
It was all she said. It was all she needed to say. It was all she would ever need to say to me, and I would be there.
I came to her in the only way I knew how. Giving myself as completely to her as she had so often given herself to me.
Face to face this time, as we joined, our eyes never leaving one another. Kissing her passionately, yet softly. Feeling her lips as I kissed her, gently chewing and sucking each one in turn even as our bodies melded in union together, slowly beginning the dance that would eventually end in a frenzy of explosive ecstasy.
God how I loved kissing her. I'd often wondered if given enough time if I couldn't actually climax simply from doing that. How many times at night I had drifted off to sleep simply recalling the press of her lips against mine. Her taste, the sweetness of her spirit as she gave herself to me in this way. Kissing her was just as intimate, if not more so than the sharing of her body. I could lay there with her forever just touching her lips, touching them with tips of fingers, or running the edge of my tongue around them until fencing with her own.
Unlike before, our coupling was slow, soft and so very, very sweet. There was no sense of urgency, no unsatisfied lust or passion waiting to be quenched. For we'd already done that countless times in fact the night before. No this, this was unhurried, a melding of spirits forever joined. Even our mutual orgasm hadn't been as intense. But it had been complete. We lay for long moments afterwards, simply holding one another, quietly, listening to the sound of one another breathing.
Time was slipping by. Eternity was slipping by.
"I have to go," she finally whispered slipping away from within the confines of my arms.
"I know," I told her.
"He'll be waiting for me," Ry added.
I knew that too. But I didn't answer her. Just looking at her as she stood, painting one last final canvas as quickly as I could sketch it.
"You promised me you'd smile."
I did.
"You promised you'll remember," I told her.
"I always will," she said looking towards me, the tears freely flowing now, for both of us. A promise neither one of us found ourselves able to keep.
And with a final good-bye, she was gone.
I didn't see her again for several years, and even then only in passing. Once when she was unaware that I had. And once, when we actually saw one another and smiled, though the distance too great for either one of us to speak.
RayAnn had gone on with her life, as we both knew one day that she would, one day that she must. And she had. She was happy, content. Her life finally fulfilled as only she could make it be.
#
As I lay within the bed, the last moments of my life drawing near. I found myself smiling, remembering the woman who had shared such an important part of my life with me. Only minutes away now, the difficulty in breathing, the darkness already blurring what had seemed so sharp, so focused only a short time ago.
Then suddenly the touch of a too soft hand upon my forehead. Forcing my eyes to open, I saw standing before me an Angel, an Angel who had come to direct me, help me towards that final place.
"Doc?"
"Ry?" I questioned, certain of my deliriousness for surely I had not as yet crossed over. "I told you I'd return one day," she told me.
And she had.
And for that I would love her forever. In another time, in another place perhaps. But I would truly love her forever.
"Doc...I've always remembered," she told me as her voice grew fainter and fainter, the touch of her hand lighter and lighter upon my face.
The press of her lips on mine one final lingering moment, and as she did, I smiled, felt her smile, and knew for but a minute more that I always would smile, and always would remember.
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Long, Long ago Coyote and Fox were friends. They would play, sing and change shapes chasing girls within the forest then copulating with them after they had caught them. So good of friends were they, that they would often trade the girls they slept with later changing back into their animal forms from their human forms and running back into the forest.
One night Fox had gone out a little earlier than usual taking on his human male form as he had heard of a young nubile maiden who lived near by. She was said to be the fairest of all maidens so he wanted to see for himself. Sure enough she was more beautiful than any woman he had ever known and decided to take her as his wife. When friend Coyote came looking for him, he was introduced to his wife with a warning.
"This is my woman 'Does Eyes' she is my wife and you will not know her as I do," Fox told friend Coyote. "If you should ever try to sleep with her, then I will surely hunt you down and kill you."
Now as Coyote and Fox were the best of friends, Coyote promised him that though he was surely tempted, he would not try to sleep with Does Eyes even though she was indeed the most beautiful female creature he had ever seen.
And then one evening Fox had invited Coyote over for dinner.
"Does Eyes, Coyote is coming to eat with us this night. Here are two choice succulent livers I would like you to prepare for us to eat this evening."
"Only two?" she asked. "And what am I to eat?" She asked of him.
"You may have what is left and not eaten," he told her. "But I will go and fish so that there may be more," he added as an after thought, realizing that friend Coyote might arrive for dinner before he could return.
"Be wary of Coyote, and though he is my friend, he will surely try to place his hands between your legs in order to entice you into sleeping with him. I have warned him that should he ever do so, that I would indeed hunt him down and kill him." Fox then left to gather fish to supplement their evening meal.
As Doe Eyes cooked the tasty liver she realized that there would be none of it left over for her to eat and she became angry.
"I will eat a little of each," she thought smiling to herself. "And then neither of them will know."
But the liver was so tasty and so delicious, she had soon eaten all that there was. She knew that Fox would be sorely angry with her and beat her for having eaten all their dinner. She was still worried and contemplating what she should do when Coyote arrived.
"Hmmm", he exclaimed hungrily upon entering their Tipi. "If dinner is as good as you look, then there will be much feasting indeed!" he grinned appreciatively.
Does Eyes remembered her husband's words, and had known that friend Coyote had quite often flirted with her whenever he had come for a visit. But though he had made his hopes and intentions known to her, he had also always remembered his friends warning and never pressed it with any serious intentions.
"Fox has gone to gather us some fish to supplement our meal," she told him with a lusty looking smile upon her face, so he is apt to be gone for quite a while still." Does Eyes then turned, bending over to check the corn bread she had placed within the stone oven. She knew as she did so that Coyote was able to get a clear view of her soft rounded ass and even wiggled suggestively as she did so. Sure enough, Coyote stood and came to stand behind her.
"The sweet bread sure smells good," he stated. "Or is that you?" he questioned playfully, pressing his firmness against her backside as he had often done before though without hopes or expectations.
To his surprise, Does Eyes did not flinch or try to move away from him as she had always done in the past.
"If you are to take me, then we must hurry as I do not know when Fox is to return," she said wiggling herself even more forcefully against his hardened manhood.
Now again Coyote remembered the words of his friend and was quite worried, but as worried and concerned as he was, Doe's Eyes continued rubbing herself against him until he was too excited to heed the warnings of his friend's words. Enticed beyond reasoning, he soon slipped his hardened member within the sweet slippery passage of Doe's Eyes femininity and began to pleasure himself there.
After he had spent himself, Doe's Eyes told him to lie down upon the soft pallet and relax while she finished the preparations for their dinner. Coyote then looked up and saw that she was standing above him with a large wicked looking knife.
"What are you doing?" he said worriedly, sitting up. "What about dinner?"
"You are to be our dinner," she told him. "Why do you think Fox went away and allowed me to seduce you? I am to cut off your balls so that we might have meat with our fish," she told him. "So lie still, I promise I will do this quickly, and then it will not hurt nearly as much!"
With that Coyote bolted up from the pallet and ran out the Tipi just as Fox returned.
"What is wrong with friend Coyote?" Fox asked his wife.
"Coyote is no friend of yours," she told her husband. "He has had his way with me, but even worse, he has stolen our dinner!"
Fox glared at the empty pan that had once contained the succulent livers he'd been looking forward to eating, and saw the remnants of Coyote's pleasures still running obscenely down his wife's legs. Furious he began to give chase to Coyote, but even in doing so, remembered that Coyote had always been faster than he.
"Wait! Wait!" he called out to his friend. "I will forgive you for taking my wife, but at least bring back one of them so that I might also eat!"
But Coyote didn't stop, and to this day he runs away whenever Fox gets anywhere close to him.
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White Cloud was considered to be the most handsomest of warriors, he was also the laziest.
He'd been given his name due to his almost snow-like white hair that was long and shimmered like the sun on a new spring's day. He was tall, good looking with a smile that caused every maidens head to turn whenever he walked by. He was the most eligible of bachelors, though no maiden as yet, no matter how good looking, or how well off her family was had managed to entice him into marriage.
Though considered an exceptional hunter as well as lover, White Cloud had no intention of getting married, settling down, or especially having kids. Kids meant even more hunting, and less time for himself.
And as such, White Cloud was very careful about the women he slept with, all of whom would try as they might, enticing him with their feminine charms and promises of pleasures beyond his wildest dreams. And all of them much to their disappointments, would find that he would not copulate with them in the normal way, thus risking an unwanted, undesired pregnancy. Many would relent and allow him to use their asses for his pleasures, while others would fail in their attempts to get White Cloud to couple with them in the normal way of things. White Cloud didn't care. To those that submitted to his ways, he brought them pleasures in other ways. And to those who didn't, he would simply smile and walk away, knowing that often, many would return to him later on and relent to the only form of love-making he would dare chance.
Willow Wood had heard the stories of her friend's failures. And she too was infatuated with White Cloud and knew that he would father many beautiful children if she could only find a way to seduce him and get him to agree to entering a marriage contract with her. But as she listened to all of the failed attempts by the other young maidens within the village, she became sadly aware that none of them as of yet had managed to entice him into copulating with them normally.
Willow had all but given up any hope of ever marrying White Cloud let alone having any children by him. It was then that her mother Morning Star told her of a witch woman who might indeed hold the answer. And though nervous and afraid, as she had never been to, or even known a true witch woman before, Willow journeyed into the swamp where the witch lived in hopes of finding an answer to her desired hopes.
Willow then spoke with the witch woman over several long hours, telling her and explaining to her every single thing that every maiden had tried and yet failed in seducing White Cloud into a marriage contract.
"I myself have given him a glimpse of my pert young breasts," she told the woman shamefacedly. "I have stood at the communal fire and shifted my loin cloth so he could see a hint of my femininity. Other's have done the same and even more, and though he has looked at all of us with lust in his eyes, he has most often only smiled and shaken his head 'no' unless I, or they are willing to accept the only form of pleasure he is willing to risk."
The old woman had sat listening, speaking nary a word until now.
"Do you truly wish this man as your husband?" she asked.
"Yes, though he is indeed a lazy man, he is indeed most beautiful. I believe that he can be taught to care for and provide for his family, for surely his skills prove that he is most capable of doing just that. But he is cautious beyond reasoning as he knows that to have children, or become wed, that his days of self-serving luxuries would be over."
"Then listen to my words, and do as I tell you to do without question. Share this knowledge with no-other, for the magic I give you would surely be stolen and tried by many others who wish its powerful medicine."
Willow listened closely to the witch's words, surprised, even shocked by what she was hearing.
"You are sure this is the way?" she questioned worriedly.
"If you truly do want him, then yes, this is the way." The woman told her. "But again tell no one of this, nor share its power with them or they will use it in an effort to seduce him away from you."
Even armed with the knowledge she'd been given, Willow took three days to ponder the woman's words before convincing herself to follow them. Finally, she had enticed White Cloud into joining her within her lodge with the promise of pleasures, though without coupling.
Now White Cloud had indeed found Willow Wood the most fairest of all maidens and had lusted after her for quite some time. So he was well pleased when she agreed to share a bed with him, promising as she did that she would not make any attempt to seduce him into coupling with her, nor in starting any unwanted children.
White Cloud soon after settled into the soft bed of furs that awaited him, wondering as he did what Willow's true intentions might be, nervous, yet cautious of her attempts to seduce him into more than what he was willing to give, even for her. To his delight and surprise, she seemed merely content to kiss him, using her lips and tongue to sweeten the lusty levels of his desire. Though even this wasn't new to him, others had tried, all had failed. But it was when he felt the first gentle kisses of her mouth, her lips upon his maleness did he look up in surprise and wonder.
Willow continued, remembering the old woman's words, still not sure of what she was doing, or why. What magic this held, or how on earth it could possibly reward her with her hearts desire. But she continued on anyway, feeling his response, and gradually feeling his guarded suspicions and defenses slowly melting away.
White Cloud was well aware of these emotions, and became somewhat fearful. But the sensations had already gone beyond anything he had ever known before, his resolve and determination to never wed anyone already in jeopardy though even now he didn't realize it.
"What manner of sorcery is this?" He questioned, though already he felt himself succumbing to the powerful magic.
And Willow Wood continued until she had consumed his soul just as the old woman had told her. She swallowed the man's spirit, his essence until it became a part of her, inside her. And thereafter did he remain, no longer in control of himself, and forever more willing to do whatever it was that Willow wanted him to do, whenever she wanted him to do it.
They soon after married and had many, many children.
White Cloud soon became Grey Cloud and Willow kept the secret of the Old woman's power to herself...for a while.
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Dale looked up from his newspaper and smiled inwardly to himself. His wife Joy had just then come into the kitchen heading immediately towards the sink where she stood rinsing out her coffee cup before pouring herself a fresh one. He smiled, because she really was a joy to look at, never failing to arouse him whenever he saw her, especially when he saw her as she was now, wearing only a man's tee-shirt and nothing else. Her tight firm little behind was peeking out at him beneath the short hem of the tee.
At thirty-five years of age, and just over five and a half feet tall, Joy was a remarkably attractive looking woman who appeared much, much younger than she was. Her hair was lusciously dark and fell easily well past her shoulders whenever she chose to wear it down, unlike at the moment where she had it pinned loosely on top of her head in preparation for her morning facial. She had firm full breasts that had that look of maturity to them even though they had never had children together. Dale could clearly see them in his minds eye even though she now stood with her back towards him.
"Morning honey!" Dale heard his wife addressing him though she hadn't as yet even turned around to face him directly.
Dale felt a familiar twitch between his legs and nonchalantly reached for his rapidly growing member in order to readjust himself. Even before he could respond back to her with a morning greeting of his own, Joy spoke, now pouring her coffee.
"Doggy style in the hot-tub later tonight," she said as easily as if she'd been talking about the weather.
"What?" Dale finally responded back to his wife with a confused tone of voice.
"You were playing with yourself," she answered now turning around facing him, taking a simple slow sip of her coffee as she did. Dale saw the playful look in her eyes as she peered over the rim of her cup towards him.
"No I wasn't!"
"Yes you were," she stated mater of factly, still grinning, then taking another sip.
"I swear she has eyes in the back of her head!" Dale thought to himself. And then as though she could also read minds, Joy added.
"And no...I don't have eyes in the back of my head, I could see your reflection in the window."
"Gees, she's a mind-reader too!" He considered before replying. "I wasn't playing with it, I was readjusting," he said somewhat sheepishly.
"Ah huh."
Joy crossed the short few feet between them leaned over and gave him a quick sweet kiss on top of his forehead, then took a seat across from him at the table. Dale's eyes had followed the telltale movement of his wife's lovely full breasts as they moved ever so subtly beneath the thin confines of the light cotton tee-shirt. Her nipples already hard, pressing against the material, outlined now in wanton expectation.
"No really," Dale stated once again in his defense.
"Well, ok then," Joy finally relented. "I guess I have to trust you."
It was part of the game. A game they had been playing now for several months and one in which they had both found a great deal of excitement and enthusiasm for continuing. The rules were simple. Either of them would often and secretly masturbate with every intention of reaching orgasm. But they had to do so with the other person somewhere in the house at least while they did. If caught, then the "catch-ee" as they'd joked, got to name the price of catching them. Which as Dale thought about it wouldn't have been a bad thing at all, doing his wife "Doggy-style" as she'd termed it, but that was part of the game too. Being honest, as they had to be with one another for the game to continue with the same sense of secrecy and pleasure that it had been. And likewise, that same honesty was extended in the person who was able to masturbate without being caught, then informing the other of it later for the same type of reward being asked for: something of their choice or desire to be submitted to at their place of choosing.
"Besides, I wouldn't make it that obvious," Dale said defensively.
"What's obvious, is that you're hard," Joy giggled reaching her hand beneath the table and clasping her husbands firm thick throbbing erection.
"Well, what the hell do you expect?" He grinned mischievously. "Just seeing you dressed like that would raise the dead!"
Joy laughed, releasing his throbbing member much to his dismay, until she pulled the loose fitting tee-shirt up and over her head. "We still have some time before Bob and Cheryl come over this morning, wanna?"
Dale answered by standing up, his erection poking wickedly through the loose fold of his now open bathrobe, all that he'd been wearing to begin with.
"I guess you do," she smiled scooting her chair, turning it towards him as he stood in front of her, her warm inviting mouth only then encircling him, cutting off whatever words may have been trying to form inside his now pleasured mind.
#
They had only known Bob and Cheryl for a few months, meeting them shortly after moving in next door. Almost immediately the four of them had become fast friends, Joy and Cheryl nearly inseparable, which was ok with the guys as they had quickly become good and fast golf buddies as well, though their mutual interests didn't end there. Cheryl was a fiery little redhead, though unlike Joy, she wore her hair short with spikes of frosted blondish orange streaks in it that gave her an even wilder look which fit her outgoing personality. And also unlike Joy, Cheryl's breasts were considerably smaller, though very "perky" as Bob often commented, frequently reaching over to flick the tip of one whenever he thought he could get away with it without getting smacked. Something that still happened quite often. Not that Cheryl really minded, because she didn't. And she was always reaching over to pinch Bob's ass anyway. So all in all, things fairly evened out in that department.
Bob was equally attractive looking in a completely opposite way. He almost looked more like one of those rugged western cowboys with a constant five o'clock shadow about his face that never diminished no matter what time it was. And well over six feet, he made Dale look even shorter at just under.
"So where is this place again?" Dale asked his wife.
"Cheryl said it's about a two hours drive away from here," she said packing away a few things in an overnight bag for them. "Which is why we decided to get a room and spend the night at least, rather than turn around and drive all the way back."
"But a camp?" Dale stated once again less than enthusiastically. "I'm not sure I really want to spend a weeks vacation going to camp!" he emphasized. "The last time I had to do that, I was ten years old and bored out of my mind for the month I was forced to stay there."
"This isn't the same kind of summer camp you went to," she responded. "At least I hope not," she added just under her breath.
Cheryl had heard about it through a co-worker of hers that had been going there every year. It was a "camp" for adults, for adult fun and entertainments, and not for the timid or unadventurous spirit. Not that either of them was that, but Dale still had his reservations about it even so.
"It's a nudist camp!" He'd stated initially upon hearing about it.
"No...its not!" Joy had tried explaining to him. "Yes, people can be nude, but it's not a requirement to be so, any more than its required that anyone wear clothes if they choose not to. Its about the freedom of it, and participating in the activities together, having fun!"
Dale still envisioned a group of 60 and 70 something's all standing in a line trying to learn how to do the hula together, with nothing on but their smiles.
"I'm still not so sure about this," he pouted as Joy finished packing away their travel bags.
"That's the whole point of going up today and having a look-see, meeting with the camp counselors and finding out just what we can expect if we decide to sign up for a week."
"The drive up would be a nice one", Dale considered. That and the fact they'd be going up in Bob and Cheryl's new convertible had sounded like fun.
"And besides...didn't Cheryl and I promise we'd flash some truck driver along the way?" she added with a wicked looking smile.
"Well, there was that," he mused, then followed Joy out to the car where their friends sat patiently waiting.
#
As was usually the case with Bob driving, Joy took the passenger seat next to him while Dale and Cheryl shared the backseat. Since the boys and girls spent so much time together, it was during their forays out together that they would often pair up in this fashion, as the conversations were usually livelier and friendlier this way. Not to mention much more interesting whenever the girls were in a particular 'mood' as they obviously both were this day. They had barely been on the road less than an hour, already beginning the gradual ascent into the mountains, when Cheryl unbuttoned her blouse which she had worn specifically for this purpose, allowing her "perky" breasts to peek tantalizingly free, as Dale periodically reminded himself as they continued driving along.
"You're incorrigible!" Joy laughed glancing back over the seat towards her friend.
"Well we did promise!" she responded with feigned innocence.
"Yes, you did!" Bob agreed, reminding her.
Joy had worn a red with white polka-dot bikini top and a pair of white, tight-fitting shorts. Deftly, she reached behind herself unclasping the catch, but rather than removing her top completely, she just allowed it to hang there supported by her full breasts.
"Just in case," she winked back at her husband. "I'd hate for Bob to get a ticket for indecent exposure!"
"I'm not the one exposed," he laughed back.
"Ah...but you are growing harder, and I'd say that at least qualifies for indecent exposure!" Joy quipped.
They had been together long enough that such banter back and forth amongst themselves had become the norm. They had hot-tubbed together naked on several occasions, so being in various aroused states around one another came as no surprise. They had even gotten fairly soused one evening, and ended up making love in front of one another, which they had all found very erotic and very arousing. But they hadn't crossed any lines beyond that, at least not yet anyway.
Ahead Bob spotted an eighteen-wheeler heading down the two-lane highway towards them.
"Here comes one!" He announced unnecessarily, as the girls had already spotted its approach.
"Ready? Cheryl asked already lifting herself up slightly away from the seat, clasping the bottom corners of her blouse within her hands.
"Ready as I'll ever be," Joy responded readying herself as well.
Moments before the big rig came at them, both women sat up proudly displaying their magnificent breasts to the driver, receiving in kind as they hoped that they would, a nice long blast of the drivers horn as he passed, along with a friendly wave.
Settling back in their seats, neither woman covered herself up, content at least for the moment to drive topless, the feel of the warm hot summers sun dancing and playing about their exposed femininity.
"So tell me about this so called summer camp," Dale asked turning towards Cheryl, enjoying the view as he did.
"All I know is what I've already told Joy. One of the women I work with, she and her husband have been going there every year now for the past four years. She told me that it was something they didn't think they'd enjoy the first time they went either, but found out just how wrong they were. She also said it was something we had to experience for ourselves, and then decide. But to keep an open mind about it. A 'very' open mind."
"That's it? That's all she'd tell you?"
"Pretty much. But I know Darlene. And if anyone has a wild side wilder than hers is, I'd like to meet them."
"Me too!" Bob laughed from the drivers seat. "I've only met her once at a Christmas party, but she was running around half the night trying to get as many people as possible, men and women, to kiss her breast, then autograph it. By the end of the evening, she was covered in signatures!"
"Yeah well, that may be good and fine and all that. But the last thing I want to do is learn how to canoe, weave baskets, or learn the hula."
"Well, you would be naked!" Joy teased. "That could be fun, especially the hula part," she added.
"Yeah right."
"Oh come on now Dale sweetie," Cheryl teased. "Joy and I would both be naked too ya know. Wouldn't you enjoy watching us riding horses or hiking off someplace together for a nice friendly picnic?"
Dale couldn't help but smile over that one. The image of the two women riding together brought up delicious naughty little thoughts to mind.
"We'll see," he finished, not willing to so easily give in to all of this. "We'll see."
#
"According to the brochure, the turn off should be just around the next bend," Joy stated glancing up from the pamphlet she'd been giving directions from. The girls had already mad themselves presentable once again, much to Dale and Bob's dismay, but their drive up the canyon had been interesting to say the least.
"There!" Cheryl pointed out, the first to catch the small sign near the turn off.
"Camp X-Ta-C", Dale read shaking his head. "I wonder how many actually put two and two together," he commented.
"Well I'm sure they don't want it to appear too obvious," Joy told her husband. "The brochure guarantees privacy as well as security," she added.
They drove up the winding dirt road another half mile before reaching a security gate where an armed guard checked their I.D.'s, matching them against a scheduled appointment list before letting them through.
"You'll find the main lodge off to your right about another mile up this road," he stated stepping back and waving them through the security gate.
"You sure this isn't a prison facility?" Dale questioned still less than enthusiastic about coming here in the first place.
"Well it certainly will be if you keep thinking like that," Joy responded, giving her husband an aggravated look in the process. Dale thought better of responding afterwards and settled down in his seat for the short ride to the lodge.
"Here we are," Bob proclaimed as the enormous rustic looking lodge came into view. "Camp Ecstasy!"
#
There were actually two separate entrances into the main building. Off to the far left was what appeared to be the guest check in area. To their right, a sign indicated the general office business entry where they'd been directed to come. Upon entering, they were greeted by a young woman receptionist who checked off their names and invited them to have a seat while she contacted the camp director to let her know they were all here.
"There's refreshments and snacks while you're waiting," she pointed out. "I'll let Marsha know that you're here." With that the young attractive looking woman exited through another side door and returned a few minutes later. "She'll be with you shortly, she's currently finishing up with another couple," she informed them.
"Excuse me...miss?" Dale asked the receptionist. "Do you have another brochure, something a bit more detailed about what type of activities and such is offered here with the stay?"
The young woman smiled demurely. "Marsha will go over all of that with you inside," she said simply. "She shouldn't be any more than a couple of minutes."
It was true, the small pamphlet that Joy and Cheryl had been given hadn't explained much, just enough to spark some curiosity with phrases like "An adult experience unlike no other", and "Adventure and excitement in a pristine outdoors environment for the uninhibited explorer".
Just then a buzzer on the receptionist's desk sounded. "She's ready to see you now, please...follow me."
The four of them quickly stood and stepped behind the young woman into yet another hallway, leading into a massive, rich, though still rustic looking area that at first, the four of them took to be yet another waiting area. "Please, have a seat, Marsha will be right out." With that, the young woman left.
There were a number of plush leather chairs and a long couch that sat in a horseshoe like configuration in front of a massive looking oak desk. Upon it were neatly stacked forms long with a nameplate that read: Marsha Devarow - Director. Off to the left everyone noticed a fully stocked bar with a sign reading: "Please help yourselves". Easily seen were a variety of soft drinks, along with several wines and a fully stocked bar of 'mini's for just about every hard alcoholic beverage imaginable.
"Well hell, I'm going to pour me a wine!" Dale stated crossing over towards the bar.
"Get me one too!" His wife asked him.
Bob likewise joined Dale at the bar, though he quickly poured himself a scotch, fixing his wife Cheryl a light white wine. And though it was indeed still early in the day, they all felt a little excited, even apprehensive for one reason or another, and thought the alcohol a good idea for putting them in more of a relaxed mood. They had each just retaken their seats when the sound of a nearby door opening alerted them to the fact that someone was indeed about to join them. What they didn't expect, was to see a tall attractive brunette enter the room through that door, entirely nude!
"Hello, I'm Marsha Devarow," she said smiling. "Camp X-TA-C's director," she said emphasizing each syllable of the camps name exactly the way it appeared on the signage."
"Holy cow!" Bob exclaimed a second later voicing everyone's surprise in the process.
Marsha grinned walking over to sit at her desk. "Welcome," she said pausing for a moment, letting the still stunned foursome more fully digest her nudity before continuing. "The reason I am nude, is for several reasons. First to quickly let you be aware of the atmosphere of the camp. It is certainly not a requirement that you be nude while you're here, but many will be. Secondly, you are awarded special activity points for coming nude, or being nude at most of the activities. And trust me, there is plenty of incentive there for those who wish to participate, like 50% off of next years booking just for one. And finally, it helps me in getting an idea whether or not I think a person, or in this case persons are right for our camp and will be able to fit in and enjoy themselves. One major rule we have here and follow, is just because you may be interested and willing to pay for your stay, it doesn't mean we will even accept you unless we're confident that you're not only aware of what we offer here, but that you can participate and thus enhance everyone else's enjoyment and reason for being here. So, that being said, let me go through with you in greater detail about what camp X-TA-C is all about!"
Marsha spent the next hour going over a detailed list of the camps accommodations as well as many of the various activities. Dale couldn't help but smile inwardly at the flushed cheeks of his wife's face, as well as Cheryl's as they all listened. Even Bob shifted somewhat uncomfortably in his seat as Marsha answered several delicate questions courteously and professionally.
"Well, anyone have any other questions?" she asked. When it appeared that no one did, she then invited them for a camp tour. "Once again, as part of our incentive to participate, we're offering a hundred dollars off per person if you're willing to disrobe and join me on the tour naked. There's a pair of complimentary sandals for each of you that you can take with you, and bring back if you decide to stay with us, either way they're yours to keep." With that she stood expectantly waiting for the four slightly embarrassed people to make up their minds.
"Hell, I'm game!" Cheryl said leading, and immediately began removing her clothing much to Marsha's delight. "There's a bank of lockers right over there," she said pointing, along with a selection of sandals for you to wear." Dale wasn't too surprised when Joy, not to be outdone by Cheryl's boldness, began undressing as well.



"Well? It IS a hundred off the price," she said smiling at Dale. "Come on...chicken," she added with a mischievous wink.
Though somewhat reluctantly, Bob and Dale both soon joined the girls until the five off them stood naked together, with Marsha smiling approvingly.
"First, I'll show you our accommodations and where you'll be staying," she stated. "Please, follow me."
#
Two weeks later they were pulling into the same dirt road, only this time they'd be staying for the entire week. At first, Bob hadn't been too thrilled to discover that they'd be staying in Tipi's, rather than some sort of luxurious room accommodations. During their tour, Marsha had taken them to where the sleeping areas where, and pointed out the various sized Tipi's, along with the individual amenities offered with each. They had all four decided to split the cost of one of the larger units. There was certainly plenty of space, and to everyone's surprise including Bob's, as rustic looking as they were, they appeared to be both warm and cozy. There was a fire pit located in the middle of the Tipi flooring, and though it was certainly warm during the day, the evenings could become quite cool in comparison. A fresh supply of wood sat outside the Tipi, replenished each and every morning. There beds were spacious, and certainly comfortable with enormous Indian blankets covering each along with an authentic buffalo hide both for effect as well as for warmth. The flooring was a mixture of soft hides and pelts that felt delicious to walk on, and there was actually a sitting area within the Tipi itself for relaxing or awaiting one of the camps many scheduled activities. Located near by, each unit had its own self-contained restroom with running water.
"Where are the showers though?" Dale had wondered after settling in. Joy read their area map only to discover the showers were communal, and open. She laughed.
"I guess they get you naked one way or the other don't they?" she teased. "At least the bathroom's are private!"
"What I want to know, is where do we go for breakfast?" Bob questioned. They had all settled in, the girls already opting to go naked, though both Bob and Dale had chosen to wear brief swim suits in lie of going all natural. Cheryl quickly located the again open-aired restaurant area on their map, and they headed there immediately.
"So, what's first on the schedule after breakfast?" Dale questioned curiously. "Not hula dancing I hope."
"Nope! It says here that it's a 'get acquainted' meeting and that everyone checking in should be in attendance. It's worth 50 points for going," to which she looked up at both Bob and Dale glaring at them, "and an additional 50 points for each person showing up in the nude."
"Hey...I'm almost nude!" Dale argued.
"Not hardly," Joy sighed. "You really do need to lighten up honey if you expect to have any fun here. Come on, where's that naughty adventurous side of you I know and love so well?"
"But what if?"
"What if what?" she asked.
"You know..."
Joy laughed. "Sweetie? If you get an erection because of some good-looking pair of breasts standing nearby, then so be it. Didn't you read the 'bonus' point's category? It said right in there that any men who actually do sport an erection during any of the activities are awarded an additional 10 points. Hell baby, you could be racking up a ton of them if you'd just get into the spirit of things!"
"That's the problem," Bob actually interjected. "I'm worried I'll be too nervous too get one!"
With that, the girls laughed, taking their soon naked boys in tow, and headed off to breakfast.
#
During breakfast, Dale was somewhat relieved to discover that many of the people in attendance where just like themselves, and most if not all were indeed naked with the rare exception of one individual or another. Additionally, it wasn't the geriatric crowd that he'd been worried about finding either, though there were certainly several older couples in attendance, none of which at least required the use of a walker to get around with. After finishing a delicious breakfast of nearly everything imaginable being offered, they joined the throng of people who slowly made there way towards the main pavilion where they were greeted by a young naked man wearing a short breech cloth.
"Why couldn't we at least be allowed to wear one of those?" Dale questioned seriously. No one bothered answering him however as they were ushered inside, each given a colorful ribbon and told to tie it about their upper arm.
"Mine's blue," Joy, said pleased. Blue was her favorite color.
"Mine's red," Cheryl stated smiling excitedly.
Bob held up a yellow ribbon showing it off as Dale grimaced showing a black one.
"Go figure," he stated less than enthusiastically. "I wonder what we're supposed to do with these?"
"Shhh," Joy told him as they found a comfortable seat, taking them just as Marsha the camp director approached the podium.
"Welcome Camp X-TA-C!" she nearly shouted not even bothering to use the microphone that had been provided. "I am sure that most of you by now have had a chance to settle in, read through the programs, and hopefully sign up for many of the activities and events. For those of you who do, and who will participate, we'll be awarding some very valuable prizes during the last nights stay here. So it's worth your while to try and participate in as many functions or activities as you can. There will be plenty of competition, excitement, not to mention some fun surprises along the way for those of you who do!"
There was a nervous chitterling amongst the gathering, to which Marsha smiled, then calmed everyone in saying, "I know you're all wondering about the colored ribbons." Most everyone had already tied them around and about their upper arms as they'd been told to do earlier. "Behind me, through the opening you'll find six colored flags. Locate the matching flag of the color you're wearing, then form a single file line, man-woman, man-woman. Everyone understand that?"
Everyone did.
"Ok then, everyone follow me and I'll explain the rest of it to you all shortly!"
Stepping out into the warm sunlight, Dale saw that there were indeed six colored flags at the head of what appeared to be six lanes marked carefully within the soft grass of a long open field. Taking his place in line between a tall buxom looking woman with long blonde hair, and a rather petite, though slightly older woman than he was made him immediately nervous and apprehensive. And just as Bob had feared, the last thing he needed to worry about was sporting an erection. If anything, it was just the opposite and he had to fight to keep from dropping his hand down in some vain effort to conceal his discomfort. Many, if not most of the other men stood naturally, very relaxed. No doubt many of them having come here a second, if not third time already, and very much aware of whatever it was that was about to take place. The only good thing was, none of the men seemed to be aroused at the moment at least.
"As I mentioned to you all earlier, this is a 'get acquainted' type of activity, both for brand new participants as well as those of you who have been here with us before. But it's a great way to meet some of your fellow guests, and begin to shed some of that shyness and inhibitions that many of you have brought with you."
"Ah oh," Dale thought to himself, catching a knowing smile and a wink from the Petite older woman standing behind him.
"Don't worry," she whispered knowingly. "It's actually a lot more fun than you think!"
Dale quickly learned along with everyone else, that they were about to participate in a very unusual relay race, with the winning team each receiving ten points towards the final nights total accumulations.
"Now then, I want each of you to lie side-by-side, head to toe...male, female, just as I explained earlier."
"This should be interesting," Dale mused, looking over to see his wife standing in the next lane across from him. Only she wasn't looking his way, she was staring down at the very firm tight buns of the six-foot Adonis standing in front of her.
"Now obviously the object of this race is to finish first, but you have to over come the human obstacles, standing in front of you as well as behind you, and this is the way you're all going to do that," Marsha began.
Marsha then went on to explain that this relay race would require the last person laying down in line would then be required to roll over the top of the person in front of them and continue to do so until reaching the end of the line where the next person in line at the back would then do the same until the first person was once again the last person. At that point the second part of the relay race would begin with the traditional "leap-frog" until once again the first person had become the last person jumped over by everyone else.
"At the end of the race, both the 1st and last place teams will then join with me over here," she indicated. "So, everyone take your positions in your lanes and listen for the whistle to begin," she finished.
Moments later, the race began.
#
Dale had already calculated that there were at least twelve members per team, though curiously, on two of the teams there were more females than males participating. At the sound of the whistle, he lay waiting for his teammates to roll over the top of him until it was his turn to do so as well. The sound of laughter all about him told him that many were finding it a bit more difficult than originally expected. Seconds later, the older gal behind him suddenly rolled over the top of him, and then it was his turn. By the time he had taken his kneeling position for the 2nd part of the relay race, he glanced over to see how his wife's team was doing, only to discover that blonde haired Adonis in front of her, also kneeling, was happily showing a large firm erection.
"Damn!" he thought to himself as one of the camp workers walked by taking note of it. And as he did, he also noticed as Joy knelt on the ground directly behind him that she was taking note of it too, and smiling!
"And the 1st place team is the Red team!" Marsha announced minutes later. With the Black team coming in last!" she added with a friendly boo coming from the rest of the crowd. "So, would each of these two teams quickly join me?" she asked.
As everyone else gathered around, she motioned the two teams to take up sides on either end of a large mud-filled hole in the ground. A long rope had been laid out across the top of it. "As you can all see, this final challenge will be a tug of war!" The team who successfully pulls the other team into the mud pit will be given an additional 25 points per person," Marsha stated. So even though the Black team didn't score any points for the relay race, they can at least still score an additional 25 points here if they should win this event. Oh, and one more thing, Marsha paused before continuing. "Those of you not involved in the tug of war? You're invited to go up to those who are, and do whatever you'd like to do to them in some effort to distract them. You're not allowed to help by tugging on the ropes, or forcing them to let go of the ropes, but...you can touch, tickle, or do whatever else you'd like to do to any of them to try and sway the outcome of this particular little event."
Once again the whistle sounded, and Dale began tugging on the rope just as the face of a familiar petite little individual began tugging on something else entirely.
#
"Did you see that? Did you see what she was doing?" Dale asked his friends after the tug of war was over. And though his team had actually won that event, he was still in a state of surprise at the woman's own boldness.
Joy and Cheryl simply laughed as they recalled the entire incident. Though Dale, along with several other participants were rewarded with additional bonus points for eventually having erections.
"So, what's next on today's agenda then?" Bob asked.
"Nothing much until this evening," Cheryl told them. "Its sort of a free day to take a walk around, relax in the hot-baths, or take a nice walk through the forest, whatever we'd like to do. Later on this evening though, there is something called "Show and Tell" that anyone going to can sign up for once inside."
"Show and Tell?" Dale questioned. "That certainly sounds interesting," he admitted.
"Not only that, but it says here that 200 points can be awarded to the ultimate show and teller!" Joy said grinningly. "This really should be interesting!"
#
It was just after sundown, and after their evening meal when a majority of the campers began funneling in to one of the main lodges auditoriums. Joy had already taken one of the entry forms on their way in and was reading through it.
"What's it say?" Dale asked.
"Apparently there are two types of entries for show and tell. One is a hundred point award for the best naughty story told, which will be voted on by each of us in the audience. The other is a two hundred point award for the most arousing, naughty sex-act performed live on stage!"
"You're kidding me!" Dale exclaimed. "You're serious? You mean to tell me they're actually inviting people to go up on stage and have sex...in front of everyone else?"
"Apparently!" Joy mused thoughtfully.
"Don't even think about it," he told her. But somehow, he knew she already was. Even Bob was hesitant, though he admitted he was looking forward to see if anyone actually got on stage and did anything in front of everyone else. And obviously, someone would...eventually anyway. After all, that's sort of why many of the people came here, to show off, "exhibitionist heaven", he'd called it earlier.
"What are you doing?" Bob asked his wife as he saw her filling out one of the forms.
"I know a very...naughty story," she told everyone. "And I'm gonna tell it!"
"Which one is that?" Bob asked worriedly. "Not the one about your sister and those twins!" he said guessing.
"No, not that one, though that one was pretty good. I was thinking about the time that I met you at that party? When you were still with your old girlfriend?"
Bob grinned. "Oh yeah, that one. That WAS pretty naughty wasn't it?" He admitted openly.
"You never told me about that," Joy prodded her friend.
"Well, you're about to hear it now then," she eagerly explained, handing her entry submission form off to one of the camp workers who was busily gathering up several submissions from the rapidly growing audience.
"Wonder how many are signing up for the show part," Dale whispered in his wife's ear. Glad that she hadn't filled out one of the forms herself like Cheryl had.
Just then the lights flickered, growing dark as a spotlight suddenly appeared on stage. And once again, Marsha's familiar face and still nude body stepped into that light.
"Welcome to our naughty 'show and tell' night," she told everyone. "You'll notice that in each of the arm rests of the chair you are sitting in is a key pad. At the end of the evening, you'll all be asked to type in the number of the contestant who was your favorite naughty story told, as well as for the most erotic, naughty sex act performed live on stage for us tonight!"
There was much cheering as well as snickering coming from the audience as the excitement level grew. Obviously many in attendance had come to one of these before.
"And for those of you who are new here, even if you don't come up and perform for us live on stage, you can still earn a few points even where you sit. Our camp officials will continue to circulate around through the audience, gathering those last minute applications for those of you who may change your minds and wish to participate."
"Fat chance," Dale whispered to his wife once again.
"Shhh!" she cautioned, telling him to be quiet.
"But as I mentioned, for those of you in the audience, who might become aroused and a bit frisky during the performances tonight? Well, dependant upon how frisky, and what you may or may not being doing out there, those same camp officials will be taking note and awarding various points even for that. So have fun everyone, enjoy yourselves, and enjoy the show!"
Moments later the first naughty story teller contestant was announced. Admittedly, all four found the setting quite arousing and extremely stimulating as the first contestant was a female, with enormous breasts and gigantic dark nipples that couldn't help but be stared at. Sitting simply upon a stool, she began to tell her erotic little story, and as she did, they also all noticed that she quite often would reach up fondling one of those magnificent breasts, adding a bit of an unusual dimension to the story telling itself.
"Gonna be hard to beat that one," Bob exclaimed after she had finished. Everyone took note of the fact that Bob sat there with a pretty hard firm erection of his own after the telling.
"Think it was the story? Or watching her touching herself?" Cheryl wondered aloud.
Joy laughed, "A bit of both I imagine," she stated. "But I think she just set the standard for everyone else," she added with a curious look towards her friend.
"Yeah, I was just thinking about that too," Cheryl admitted quietly.
Three more storytellers took their turns on stage, and then Cheryl's name was announced as the last of this particular group.
"Make it good!" Joy encouraged her excitedly; watching Cheryl's sexy nude form make it's way up on stage.
Dale noticed that Bob seemed slightly nervous and uncomfortable. "You worried about what she's going to share with everyone?" He snickered asking him.
"No, not really. It's just that I'm the first to admit hearing all these stories has gotten me very aroused, and to be honest with you, I'm a bit embarrassed about it!" Dale laughed. He knew what his friend meant. Both he and Bob had been shifting themselves periodically, even attempting to rest his hands within his lap as a lame way to conceal his excitement, made worse when he actually had to stand up in order to allow Cheryl to pass. What he didn't think anyone knew, or even saw, was when Cheryl had lightly brushed her hand against his stiff prick as she walked by him. For a moment he thought it an incidental contact, but she had turned, looking at him with a knowing smile even as Joy wished her luck on stage.
Once again all eyes were on Cheryl as she sat upon the stool and began her erotic little tale.
All three of them sat listening, enthralled as Cheryl began to weave the imagery of her erotic naughty little encounter with Bob, all under the nose of his then long time girl friend who was completely oblivious to the first of their "quickie" fucks in the bathroom that evening. Not only was her story telling intriguing and exciting however, but Cheryl unabashedly caressed herself, touching herself throughout the telling, even stopping at times with brief pauses, soft mewling little moans coming from her as she caressed or touched before continuing. Towards the end, she had even incorporated the use of the microphone, which was pretty innovative as she slipped it carefully between her legs, or between her breasts during those short pauses before continuing.
Dale hadn't even realized in the beginning that Joy had actually placed her hand around his cock and had been gently stroking it up and down. So lost in the visuals and the excitement of hearing those naughty, almost dirty thoughts and words coming from his friend, he found himself looking at her through lust filled eyes and the passion and excitement she continued weaving through her words.
"Fuck!" he heard someone else mutter in the darkness behind them. It was as good a compliment as any to her performance.
When Cheryl finally finished just under the allotted time they were given, there was a momentary silence throughout the auditorium, and rightfully so. As Cheryl had finished her worded story even as she seemed to convulse there on stage, as though in the throes of orgasmic relief. Something that none of the other contestants had done. And unlike all of the others, there wasn't just a brief smattering of applause, but roaring, almost defaming explosion of cheering and clapping, many of the spectators actually standing, hardon's in hand in some cases.



Even as Cheryl began making her way back to her seat, she was congratulated by several people who continued to stand applauding her performance. Once again, she stopped in front of Joy, giving her friend a warm affectionate little kiss on the cheek, then smiled wickedly at Dale as well as her husband as she took her seat between them.
"So, did you like that?" she asked glancing down at her husbands swollen stiff member. "I guess you did!" she laughed kissing him.
It took a moment longer to quiet down everyone, but once again Marsha was seen taking center stage. "Well, I'm pretty sure we all know who the winner will be of the "tell" portion of the program, but to make it official, we'd still like all of you to go ahead and vote now, using your keypads. We'll announce both of tonight's winners a bit later. But now, we'd like to introduce our first daring couple of the evening..."
There were a number of available props that each of the contestants were allowed to choose from. The first couple had chosen a simple chair, with the husband or boyfriend sitting down while his female companion mounted him with her back towards the audience. And though it was indeed interesting as well as arousing to watch them actually doing it, Dale couldn't help but compare Cheryl's solo performance as being even more exciting than this. He did give the couple credit however as they did shift positions, and even replaced the chair in a sideways position. Having only a ten-minute time frame to work with, it did keep the action pretty fast-paced or boring, not that watching someone live was or could actually be boring, but even some porn movies tended to get that way for him.
"That wasn't too bad," Bob stated afterwards.
"What? Their performance or me stroking your cock?" Cheryl asked him playfully. Even in the dimly lit atmosphere of the room Dale could see that Bob was blushing furiously. He had also noticed that twice now, one of the camp officials had walked by their isle, taking notes in his book and smiling in their direction.
"Maybe its time I gave you a little pleasure too!" Dale told his wife.
"I was hoping you would," she said seriously. "I have to admit, between Cheryl's story and that last couple, I'm sitting here on the edge!"
The very next couple out was a bit of a surprise, though it shouldn't have been perhaps. Two women came out on stage and placed a comfortable looking air mattress down, to which they then took up positions in an erotic little '69' and began pleasuring one another. And though it was curiously interesting to watch, for no other reason than it was two women, unfortunately, there really wasn't much else to be seen or enjoyed. Finally with just a couple of minutes to spare, one of the women scooted back, now hand-slapping her partners pussy with fairly resounding pat-slaps of her hand. Something she seemed to be more than enthusiastically enjoying, suddenly crying out with needed release, and urges for her partner girlfriend to slap her friend's pussy even harder.
"Wow! Now that's hot!" Dale admitted openly.
"Yes, it is!" Joy said in agreement, even as she lifted her legs, resting them on the back of the seats in front of them, spreading herself even more openly, more lewdly than she ever had been. "Do that to me!" She told Dale wantonly. "Slap my cunt!"
Dale was both shocked as well as surprised by his wife's newfound boldness, but he found himself doing just that, hearing the murmurs of surprised delight coming from their two friends who sat watching him as he did, along with several others sitting around them as well. Dale even took note of one of the 'officials' once again walking by, stopping and actually watching the two of them for several long moments, even as the performance on stage ended.
"Maybe the two of you should enter this thing!" Cheryl quipped playfully. "Watching you two was even more exciting than watching the two of them!"
Dale was surprised when he found himself half-tempted. Never before in his life did it seem that he'd ever been 'this' horny before. Nor could he remember Joy being this aroused before either. She'd never been shy in their love-making to be sure, and usually quite vocal as well especially during the throes of climax. But to watch her, see her totally and completely abandon herself in this way with so many looking on as she did, gave him a sense of pride as well as a new-found appreciation for his wife's thrilling sexuality.
By the time the last performer was announced for the evening, Dale was on the verge of exploding. He and Dale had alternated turns pleasuring one another as they watched; delighted with the way the evening had turned out, much to Dale's surprise.
"And last...but certainly not least, a returning member from last year, Janet Farnsworth!"
"A solo?" Dale wondered aloud.
There was a cheering round of applause at the announcement of her name. Obviously several others who were sitting in the audience remembered her.
"This should be interesting," Cheryl wondered once again glancing down at Dale's hard stiff erection which Joy continued to slow stroke. "Though...this certainly has been as well," she added with a teasing laughter, shared with Joy as she nodded her head in agreement.
"Damn anxious to get back to the Tipi!" she stated seriously.
"I know what you mean!" Joy confirmed. "Looking forward to it."
"Me too," Cheryl smiled with a sly wink.
Dale saw her do that, and couldn't help but wonder. Not that they hadn't been in the same room and made love in front of one another before, but they'd all been a bit tipsy then, and not nearly as horny as he was sure they all were now.
"Damn!" Bob moaned, redirecting all their attention back on stage.
Janet, as they now knew her to be called, had begun with what appeared to be a nice sexy little solo finger-fuck masturbatory session. And Dale certainly enjoyed seeing that, often encouraging Joy to do so for him whenever she could, so he did find it erotic to watch, obviously as had many others.
Janet had large breasts too, perhaps even a bit larger than Joy's. But she certainly had much larger nipples. Even at this distance, Dale could see their firmness, especially when she would take one of them between her fingers, pinching, and then pulling on it, lifting it up and away from her breast, taking her breast with it and letting it hang there as she continued teasing it, simultaneously still working the depths of her pussy with her other hand.
"Ohhh, I bet that hurts so goo!" Cheryl shuddered with enthusiasm. "I wish MY nipples were that big!"
"Me too!" Joy admitted. "But I like having mine pulled on like that too, don't I honey?"
"Huh?"
"Never mind...just pinch my nipples, hard!" she said as Dale began doing so without really realizing that he was.
At that moment, a little red light appeared on both sides of the stage, signaling to the participant that they had less than a minute's time remaining. As though on cue however, and perfectly timed, Janet began that all too familiar hand-slapping technique to herself, doing so rapidly several times, then stopped suddenly. There was almost a hushed whisper that circulated the room at that point, then in the next instant, a fiery stream of clear fluid suddenly shot up into the air spilling forth from the woman's cunt as she ejaculated, slapping herself once, twice again, then spewing another even more forceful jettison of her female spunk high into the air.
"Holy shit!" Dale heard himself exclaim. "Did you see that?" He glanced over towards his wife who was at this point smacking her own cunt in a similar fashion, and he knew by the look in his wife's face, that though she might not be ejaculating the way that Janet had just finished doing, she was riding high on the waves of her own glorious orgasm.
#
They soon funneled out of the auditorium and began making their way back to their own Tipi. As expected, Cheryl had indeed won for best story telling, and Janet with her solo performance. But of interest, it wasn't the sound of Crickets that filled their respective ears on the way back, but the sound of love making that was beginning to occur throughout the entire camp.
"Are we that noisy?" Dale kiddingly asked his wife as they walked back between two of the individual units that were making particularly interesting sounds at the moment as they passed. And even more note-worthy, one of them had a nice large fire going, that easily silhouetted the couple inside as she sat atop her lover, thrusting herself up and down upon him furiously.
"Maybe a small fire," Joy whispered over to Cheryl as they walked, then giggled knowingly.
To the guys surprise, once inside their spacious Tipi, it was at the girls suggestion that they move all their bedding closer together.
"What are the two of you up to anyway?" Dale wondered asking. The girls simply looked at one another, nodding their heads. He had known earlier they'd been discussing something in secret.
"Well, we both know how much we all enjoyed that evening together."
Bob and Dale both knew of course to which evening the girls were referring. They had talked about it the entire next day on the golf course.
"Yeah? So?
"So...we also know that you've 'both' hinted at maybe doing it again, or more to the point, doing a lot more than we did that night."
They had talked about it of course, though Dale hadn't thought it to be something Joy would consider very seriously.
"And?"
"Well honey...I know you would love to taste Cheryl's pussy, just as I would..."
Now that was something he hadn't been expecting.
"And I would also enjoy pleasuring Bob too, unless he or you have any objections about that."
The girls stood together arm in arm looking towards their husbands. Dale turned sheepishly towards Bob. "So-k with me, if it's Ok with Bob here," he managed to stammer.
Bob answered by way of bending over in order to begin moving the beds.
"Just as I thought," Cheryl laughed as the girls began helping them.
They had started a small, but very warm fire. Then much to their surprise and pleasure, the girls quickly positioned themselves in such a way that Dale found himself at first licking Cheryl's sweet pussy while his wife was sucking on him. Likewise, Bob was enjoying himself with Joy's sweet cunt, having his own cock attended to by Cheryl as they formed a very relaxed and very comfortable daisy chain upon their now very large sized bed. After a time they switched places and Dale felt Cheryl's mouth engulfing his rigidly stiff member for the first time.
"Who'd have thought?" He spoke. "Camp X-TA-C!" he near cheered.
"Shut up and fuck me," Cheryl told him a moment later. So he did.
#
They had taken a late breakfast after sleeping in, though not before first showering in the open-aired communal shower. But even that had proven to be stimulating, as Dale had found himself standing next to Janet as they washed.
"Mind doing my back?" she had asked him, though she also sought Joy's approval simultaneously.
Joy grinned, giving her approval. "Sure did enjoy your performance last night," she told the woman.
"Thank you, and I enjoyed your story," she said addressing Cheryl. "That gave me all the incentive and excitement I needed in order to have a nice hard fluid orgasm!"
"Boy I'll say!" Joy enthusiastically agreed. "Wish I could do that, Dale would love it!"
"Oh but honey...you can! Hell, I couldn't, or didn't until three years ago, the first time I came up here to camp. But I took that course they're offering. In fact, its the one that's scheduled for this afternoon in fact."
Joy remembered looking over the schedule. "That masturbation class?" she asked.
"Yeah, that's it."
"We really didn't consider it seriously," she mused. "That's one area that neither Dale or I seem to have any problem with doing."
"Oh honey...its not a class for people who have problems enjoying it, it's a class for people who DO enjoy it, and who can learn so much more in order to enjoy it even more than they already are. The four of you really should sign up for it, I'm going to be there myself!"
"Well hell, in that case," Joy left off saying.
"Now...mind doing my breasts too?" she asked with a sly wink towards the two girls.
"Maybe they should each do one," Cheryl suggested with a laugh. But the boys had already agreed to that very same idea.
#
Frankly, Dale was surprised to find that so many people had signed up for the class. There were at least sixteen people in attendance all total. And the fact that the class was being held in one of the larger sized Tipi's made it even more interesting as they had all been instructed to form a perfect circle around their instructor as she stood in the middle of them.
Dale noted that she was obviously Native American, with long dark braided hair that fell well down past the middle of her back. Her skin was copper-toned, smooth looking without a trace of hair anywhere, causing her near fully exposed femininity to puff out invitingly so.
"Now then, before we begin, is there any one here that doesn't want me to touch them? Male or female?" she asked.
Taking a quick survey around the room, she noticed that no one seemed to object to her statement though there was a nervous chittering from a few.
"Good, because we're here to have fun and not offend anyone," she stated simply. "And hopefully, with what I'm here to show you today, and with what you'll experience here today, will prove to be both a rewarding as well as very pleasurable experience! Now then, lets start off with the guys shall we? Lets begin by getting those cocks all nice and hard!"
Embarrassment shown all around, but only briefly. One by one, either through their own doing, or through the help of their respective partners, each of the guys in attendance was soon fully erect. Joy couldn't help but find the many differences amongst them both arousing as well as interesting. There was virtually every size and shape of cock imaginable. One or two were enormous, others were thicker or fatter, a few shorter but still hard as a rock. Each one in its own way unique and wonderfully aroused.
Satisfied, the instructor took another quick survey off all the proudly displayed pricks in hand. "Wonderful!" she commented. "Now, the first technique I am going to show you, which some of you may already know, but for those of you who don't, it's still enjoyable to watch. Now, I'd like a volunteer to come stand next to me for a demonstration, then I will come around and demonstrate the technique on each of you individually as well, and show your partners how to do it, and also explain why."
To his surprise, Joy actually volunteered her own husband before anyone else had gotten up enough courage to do so themselves. Before he even knew what he was doing, Dale found himself standing in the center of attraction with everyone else looking on.
After first applying a small dab of lubrication to his prick, "Sonny" as she was called, then took Dale's member in hand and began her demonstration.
"Now I call this...the 'twist top,'" she stated simply. "It's not a motion designed to produce orgasm, we're along, long way from wanting to do that here. But...it IS designed to tease, as well as to further stimulate and increase the sensitivity and pleasure to the nerve endings on the tip of the male organ."
To be honest, Dale found himself wildly aroused by this otherwise embarrassing ordeal. To have this attractive and seductively looking instructor standing there holding on to his cock while she slowly turned him about the small circle they stood in as she performed her technique, was erotically stimulating beyond words. Even the looks on the faces of those who watched him were curiously fascinating. Many watched with serious expressions, though some with hidden lusty smiles, each one however enrapt with keen observations.
"Now the trick is, to firmly, but gently twist just the head of the penis much like you were taking the twist top off the end of a bottle. So I want each of you to grasp your partner's penis, hold the nice hard stem much like a bottle, then with just the tips of your fingers holding onto the tip, twist it about half way, letting go, then clasping and twisting it again. Your partner should at this point be willing to tell you to either do it harder, or a bit softer, dependant upon their level of enjoyment."
Obviously Dale had frequently masturbated himself, though unless doing so as part of the game he and Joy played together, it was otherwise mostly for a quick stress relief. He certainly preferred it when Joy pleasured him with her own hands, and was enjoying the sensation of this particular technique, which he had performed upon himself on occasion, but not with the sensations that he was currently experiencing. He noticed that both Joy as well as Cheryl were watching with pure and total concentration, even taking turns on Bob's cock as he benefited from the experimentation from both women.
The instructor again noticed the participation and progress of the entire group. "Very good...now, lets try going in the opposite direction!"
As there was actually one woman there without a partner, the instructor then invited her up to perform the technique on him. Which she happily did. And to which Dale happily succumbed. He was truly finding this bit of exhibitionism to be quite stimulating, and felt the first pearly drippings of precum to begin oozing from within the tip of his prick as the young single female continued her twist top technique.
"Oh good!" The instructor stated, noticing this first pleasurable release of fluid. "Once you begin to see the appearance of lubrication, I will show you another very teasing, and pleasurable technique."
Dale had half-hoped she would continue with him, but many of the other men in attendance had by now began producing this same horny fluid as well. Thanking him for his participation, she then allowed Dale to rejoin his own partner, selecting another.
"Enjoy that?" Joy teased him as he settled down beside her. "I certainly did!" she added winking at him. "That was fucking hot to watch!"
"It was fucking hot to feel!" he admitted to his wife.
After their instructor had demonstrated several more interesting little techniques, she then asked everyone to stand. "And finally, before we move on to the women, while we have so many differing men here with us, I would like, with the men and women's permission of course, to invite you all ladies to walk a circle around our men here, take a moment or two to get a feel or sense of some of the differences, practicing one or two of the techniques you've been given here. Don't be afraid to ask each of our willing participants if they like what you're doing or how they prefer it. Remember ladies, just like we are, men are equally as different in their sensitivity levels as well, so don't be afraid to ask them and find out."
Once again, it was amazing to Dale to feel the touch of so many hands upon him. Some barely so soft in touching that he barely felt it, others much firmer, more inquisitive or exploratory.
"Bet you're enjoying this aren't you?" Cheryl asked as she finally came back around with Joy still practicing on another gentleman, one who had a rather enormous looking phallus.
"As you will be, I'm sure," Dale chided her back.
#
Once everyone had settled down once again, their instructor began speaking. "Ok now it's the ladies turn. And I'd like to begin with introducing a very special friend of mine, and someone who has been coming here for the past three years. Not too surprisingly, it was Janet who then entered their Tipi and formally introduced. "Ok, who here among you has had what we lovingly call a female ejaculation? Show of hands?"
Dale noticed that perhaps a third of the women present either said they had in the past, or could frequently do so.



"Would it surprise you to discover that every woman can be taught to ejaculate with practice and patience?" she asked. "Well, you can! Not every woman may ejaculate the same way, nor is this really any different than most men. There are different ways to experience this sensation, with differing results. But as Janet and I will shortly show you, each and every one of you can learn how to do it, if you wish too," she added.
With eagerness, Dale watched along with his wife and friends as Sonny began explaining the basic caressing techniques using Janet as her more than willing subject. One by one, everyone who was interested, and as it turned out, they all were, came and had a much closer look as Sonny demonstrated where she placed her finger tips just inside Janet's pussy, and rubbed the upper lining of her pussy to excite and stimulate that particular "E" spot as opposed to the now known "G" spot.
"Much like stimulating or caressing a males prostate gland, it is here in the woman that we find this particular pleasure center capable of producing what we now commonly refer to as the female ejaculate center."
Many of those present where then invited to place their fingers inside Janet's cunt as Sonny continued to instruct them on the caressing techniques. She then for many of the other women present, inserted her own fingers inside them as well, and began showing them just what to do, and how to do it.
"In a moment, we'll have you, or your partners practice these techniques on yourself, but I am sure that all of you might enjoy seeing the actual explosive climax, so Janet has graciously agreed to masturbate herself to orgasm, and then she will do the same to me until I do. This way you will see how it can be done by self-inducement, as well as through partnership."
Having seen Janet's ejaculatory experience the previous evening, Dale was excited to see her do it again, but even more so as he would be much closer to the actual orgasm experience this time than he or anyone else had witnessed the evening before.
Without any hesitation, Janet began playing with herself, though Dale found it somewhat amusing to see Sonny affectionately playing and stimulating Janet's breasts at the same time. "Quite often for a lot of women, the addition of breast stimulation helps in the achievement of the arousal levels necessary to achieve female ejaculation," she explained.
And the fact that Janet seemed to be more than enjoying Sonny's tender caresses led Dale along with several others to believe this wasn't the first and only time these two had enjoyed this sort of experience together.
Even more surprising was the fact that it didn't seem to take even as long as it had the previous evening when Janet's subtle signal to Sonny that she was close prompted her to speak once again.
"Ok, she's almost there now," she informed everyone. "Now, as she begins to ejaculate, you will notice that she is NOT, and I repeat, she is NOT peeing! This release, this female fluid does not come from inside the urethra, as many would have you believe. This does indeed come from inside the vagina, as you will soon see. And nor will it have the odor or taste of urine associated with it. You ready then honey?" she asked turning to face Janet who's own face now mirrored the edge of ecstasy that she was even then teetering on.
"Fuck yes!" she hissed wantonly. And then a second later her pussy shot a long thin streamer of clear pearly liquid a good foot or two in the air!
"Holy shit!" someone exclaimed, followed by several very similar and surprised comments.
But she wasn't done yet either, another even fuller gusher of female cum cream spurted from the fiery depths of her inflamed cunt a moment later, causing an even greater stir of excitement and wonder from within the group.
During Janet's third and forth very forceful, still spurting explosions, Sonny had purposely moved closer, catching some of it within her hands.
"Now, for those of you who are willing, I would invite you to have a taste or a smell of her essence." Sonny then licked her own palm, savoring a bit of the taste and flavor of Janet's more than impressive orgasm. To his surprise, Dale watched both Joy and then Cheryl immediately walk over and partake from Sonny's hand some of the female cum cream she had managed to capture there. Having done that, with the exception of only a few, most everyone else then did so as well, including all but one of the men.
"Tasty!" Dale mused grinning at his wife.
"Yes...she was!" Joy agreed all the while wearing a most significant flush to her cheeks.
"Now, as Janet has showed you it can be done to oneself, she will now show you how easily it can also be done to your partner."
At that point, Sonny then positioned herself in a relaxed position, inviting everyone to form a half circle around her while watching. Janet then knelt down beside her and proceeded to stimulate the woman's pussy, not only stimulating inside her with her two fingers as previously demonstrated, but also gently rubbing the woman's blood engorged clit with the tip of her other hand.
"In combination with oral pleasuring, this can and often does produce even bigger, stronger, harder female ejaculations," she explained through a pleasured faltering tone of voice. "As you can see, Janet is expertly rubbing my clit in combination with walking her two fingers along side that pleasure center just inside the opening to my vagina. And though what she is doing is very pleasurable indeed, I quite often prefer the feel of a tongue or pair of lips upon my clit simultaneously."
And as though she'd instructed, Janet immediately leaned over and began doing just that.
Standing to the side of him, Dale heard his wife's gentle moan, then whispered comment towards Cheryl who was standing next to her.
"Oh my god...I've got to try that!" she half stammered. Dale heard Cheryl's giggle. "If you insist!" she offered.
"Hell...I insist!" Dale stated then, letting both girls know in so doing that he was more than happy to see them doing that to one another.
"I am...almost...ready," Sonny announced to everyone, including Janet who only then reluctantly sat back up, leaving the smear of female lubrications to remain on her face without wiping them away. "Everyone ready?" she just managed, and then allowed the first of several glorious spurts to explode from within the depths of her quivering pussy.
#
"For those of you who would like stay afterwards for some one on one instruction, both Janet and I will be glad to do so."
Dale and Bob were each surprised when their wives told them they wanted to stay, but in the same breath, ushered them along to busy themselves elsewhere. And though Dale truly would have loved to stay and watch, he knew that each of the girls wanted to try and learn to do this without the nervousness of their husbands hanging around.
"That was pretty fucking intense!" Bob exclaimed as they wound their way back towards the dining area. "And now I am fucking starved too!" he added.
"I'll say," Dale agreed. "On both counts!"
"Ah...you might want to do something about that before we eat!" Bob said looking down at Dales stiff pointing erection.
Dale laughed in spite of himself. He hadn't even realized he was still hard, realizing even as he thought about that, that he was indeed becoming more and more comfortable with the sexually arousing environment they were in.
"Fuck it!" He quipped. Maybe I'll find some left over doughnuts to go around it!"
"And who knows? If the girls learn how to squirt like those two did, maybe we'll have something to dip them into!" Bob jokingly stated.
The image of their wives masturbating together, making one another squirt soon filled each of their minds as they made their way towards the dinning area.
"Ah Bob?" Dale grinned. "You thinking about doughnuts now too?"
#
Bob and Dale spent the remainder of the afternoon ogling many of the females who had come to the resort out by the pool. Though unlike any of the resorts they had ever been to, it was perfectly acceptable and permissible to fool around whenever, or whenever the mood struck anyone. And there was plenty of that going on to maintain a constant state of arousal and interest. The two had sat sipping margarita's all the while watching two women giving a guy a double blowjob as he sat at the table next to them. It was even comical to see one of the waitress's who was as naked as everyone else, come by their table, stop momentarily to watch the action just as they were, before apologizing briefly, then taking their drink orders.
"Best fucking vacation I've ever been on!" Bob commented. And Dale couldn't agree with him more.
Moments later the girls returned from their instructive session wearing nothing but the smiles on their faces.
"Well?" Dale asked eagerly.
"Well what?" Cheryl responded with a Cheshire cat grin on her face.
Exasperated Dale shook his head in obvious frustration. "So did you? Either of you?" He pressed.
"I didn't," Joy said with a frowny face, that then brightened. "But Cheryl sure as hell did! You should have seen it!"
"Wish we had!" Bob said jumping in, standing to give his wife a congratulatory kiss and a hug. Cheryl laughed looking down at his obvious erection.
"There's an old line from a movie about you being happy to see me," she said giggling. "But in this case, I think it's quite obvious you are, though I suspect you were happy long before we showed up!"
The trio that Dale and Bob had been watching earlier had gotten up and moved off just moments before the girls had arrived. Dale wasn't exactly flaccid either Joy noticed.
"So unless the two of you were playing spank the monkey with one another..."
Dale then told the two women what he and Bob had been watching only minutes earlier. "But enough of that, tell us about your experience!" he reminded them.
"Well like I said," Joy began. "Cheryl seemed to grasp the concept fairly easily. For a moment I thought I might too, but all I had was an orgasm as Sonny fingered me."
"All," the boys chimed in unison grinning. "Like I said earlier to Bob, wish to hell we'd been there to even see just that!"
Cheryl laughed. "We are supposed to practice," she told them. "Sonny showed both of us some exercises to practice on one another, or to show you. So perhaps late we can go back to the Tipi and do that."
Both stood there grinning with their rapidly growing erections as proof of finding that idea to be more than agreeable. "But I definitely think you two should certainly practice on one another while we watch for a while, you know...to get an idea of what it is we're supposed to be doing."
"Sure honey," Joy told her husband. "I sorta figured you might feel that way," she teased him. "But we'll save that for later. Right now I could use a nice stiff drink, then perhaps we can look over the brochure and see what sort of activities we can sign up for tomorrow!"
About that time, the same cute little waitress that had come by earlier stopped to take the girls drink order. She noticed that Joy had the brochure spread out on the table and was going through it.
"If I might make a suggestion."
"Sure, go right ahead!" Joy told the young woman though she caught herself eyeing the girls pink nippled breasts as she leaned over their table.
"Not sure if you guys would be interested in this or not," she began saying. "Because its one of the activities not really listed. But see here where it says special events and activities? Then see where it also says check with Camp director for sign ups and participation?"
"Yeah," Dale nodded eagerly wondering where this was going.
"Well there's a late night bonfire orgy that's being held in the grove," she told them.
"The grove?"
"Yeah, you take the wilderness trail about 1/4 of a mile from here. There's a magnificent natural waterfall that plummets over a hundred feet from the rocks above into a beautiful pool. It's called "The Grove". Every evening at eight for those who've signed up and are interested, they serve a picnic like dinner there, then light a hugh bonfire near the bank. After that, it's a free for all for anyone who's interested. Anyway, thought I'd mention it to you in case you were."
"You going to be there?" Bob questioned. He felt a gentle kick beneath the table and glanced worriedly towards his wife. "What?" he quickly added. "I was just asking!"
"Ah huh," Cheryl said acting annoyed. But then she smiled at him. "I bet I know what you were thinking about," she said openly glancing purposely at the young woman's breasts. "I bet you were wondering what it would be like to suck on one of those weren't you?" she added.
Bob's face reddened with embarrassment as he glanced around the table at his now grinning friends. Even the waitress was smiling at him. "If he really wants to, he can," she said surprising everyone there. "That's part of the service here," she added. "We are in fact available for in Tipi parties or group gatherings."
"Actually, I wouldn't mind seeing that," Dale suggested hopefully.
"I'm sure you wouldn't," Joy commented. "So since you're both sitting here staring at her cute little boobs, you might just as well."
"Really?" Dale asked sounding like a kid who'd just gotten his wish for Christmas.
Joy and Cheryl both laughed at that. "Go right ahead, as long as she doesn't really mind," they said almost in unison.
Their waitress then set the tray she'd been holding down on their table and came over to stand between the two guys. "Be my guest!" she said holding up each one of her tits towards them. Eagerly, the guys quickly latched onto one of her proffered breasts and began sucking it.
"So what do you think?" Joy asked her girlfriend. "Wanna go to an orgy tonight?"
"Hell yes!" Cheryl ventured. "Maybe we'll find a couple of young new cocks to play with while we're there!"
"Oh there'll be plenty of available camp counselors in attendance," the waitress told them. "It's one of the nightly activities we all look forward to going to," she added.
"I bet," Cheryl said demurely. "Maybe we actually will!"
Sheepishly the guys let go of the women's tits and turned back to face their respective wives after the woman left.
"You really serious about wanting to go?" Dale asked his wife.
"Sure why not? It might be interesting," she told him seriously. "Unless you'd rather not..." she said turning her head to follow the cute firm little ass as their waitress made her way down the short sidewalk back into the bar behind them.
"Well, I guess we could go just for a look-see," he said in agreement.
"Ah huh," Cheryl said once again. "Just for a look-see." She glanced down at her husband's still hard firm erection. "Ah baby? Would you like me to do something about this now? Or do you want to save it for later?" she asked playfully giving it a friendly little shake.
"Well, it might be nice to maybe go back to our Tipi, perhaps watch the two of you show us what you learned in class," he said lamely.
"Yeah, just as I thought," Cheryl giggled giving Bob's prick a little slap.
"Hey!"
"Oh, like you didn't like that!" she grinned at him.
"Didn't say I didn't like it, you just surprised me."
"Well how about we surprise the both of you a little more then," she offered. "Joy? Wanna go show the boys what we've learned so far?" she asked. With that, the girls stood and began to wander off back towards their sleeping quarters. Bob and Dale followed, their hard firm erections pointing the way.
#
Once they had gotten back to their Tipi, the girls situated themselves on the middle of the bed together. Dale and Bob took up positions on either side, satisfied to simply watch and quite looking forward to it.
"Ever think we'd get to watch our lovely beautiful wives play with one another?" Dale said looking over the two women towards his friend.
"Flattery will..."
"Grant you your wish," Joy finished smiling. "Here sweetie, why don't you lie back and I'll practice on you first," she added. "After all, you managed to squirt at least a little bit, and I'd like to see if I can get you to do it again!"
"You almost did!" Cheryl told her seriously. "You were certainly wet as hell anyway," she added wickedly.
"I was that."
"She usually is," Dale interjected. "But maybe for her that's as close as she'll be able to," he wondered aloud. "Maybe not all women can," he said in her defense.
"Oh, I think she can, and that she will...with enough patience and practice!" Cheryl stated enthusiastically. "And trust me guys, Joy and I have every intention of practicing, a lot! Unless of course you have any objections?"
"Not from me!" Dale grinned.
"Me neither!" Bob joined in saying.
"I thought not," she said simply, then moaned as Joy eased one of two fingers inside her friends already glistening cunt.
#
Dale didn't even realize he was busily stroking his own cock until Cheryl mentioned it.
"Oh I like that!" she smiled wantonly. "That might even help to get me even more aroused and excited!" she stated.
Only then did Dale even realize that he had been stroking his own prick, feeling the flush to his face redden even more deeply as he glanced up towards his friend. He was relieved however to see that Bob was doing exactly the same thing, and surprised to find that rather than feeling awkward about it, he found it arousing to actually see his best friend playing with his own cock in much the same languid way he'd been doing.
"I think we should make them jerk themselves off for us all the time," Cheryl managed to say through raspy quick little breaths as Joy expertly walked two fingers now just inside the opening of her friends liquid quim.
"I think you're right," Joy agreed glancing back and forth between the two men. "There really is something wickedly erotic about that isn't there?"
"There's something wickedly erotic about watching you finger-fucking our friend!" Dale said stating the obvious.
"You've got that right!" Bob agreed, kneeling up slightly as Cheryl reached over grasping his swollen, angry looking prick.
"How about I suck it a little for you?" She asked him unnecessarily, while Joy here gets me off."
"Sounds good," he nodded happily as the feel of his wife's lips surrounding him cut off any further statements.
"Looks good," Dale interjected. "Damn fucking good!"
Before long, Cheryl was arching her back slightly, raising her pelvis up to meet Joy's heavenly stroking fingers.
"I think she's getting there," Joy announced to everyone. Even Bob sat back, forcing Cheryl to relinquish the mouth-hold she had had on his cock, more eager to watch now, hopeful in fact that he would indeed soon be watching his own wife's squirting pussy as her best friend continued finger-stroking her as she did.
"Oh yeah, I'm getting close Joy," Cheryl moaned. "Just...keep...doing...that!" she barely managed to even say.
"Don't forget, Sonny said you should start to feel a sensation like you're going to pee, but that you shouldn't fight it, just go along with it. When you're nearly there, just let it go, then you'll feel that need-to-pee sensation change into something else entirely."
"I remember...and I am!" she just managed thrusting herself up against her friends fucking fingers. "Right...NOW!" she screamed out suddenly. And as she did, they all watched fascinated as the first of three glorious little streamers of pure clear liquid suddenly erupted from deep within the confines of her quivering, spasiming pussy. Joy had immediately withdrawn her fingers, now slapping her friends exposed swollen clit with her hand, further enhancing Cheryl's orgasm, as well as the continued spurtings of her throbbing wet split.
"Wonderful!" Joy shouted in delight.
The boys remained silent, mesmerized at her glorious display. "Holy shit!" Bob finally stammered now stroking his prick with total abandonment. "That was amazing!"



"Now its your turn!" Cheryl smiled switching places with her friend.
"Well even if I don't, I'm looking forward to a nice naughty finger-fuck," she told her. "That made me extremely horny!"
"Ditto!" Dale added excitedly. "That was fucking hot!"
Cheryl blushed in spite of herself. "It really is an interesting sensation," she admitted to everyone. "It's a little different than a normal orgasm, and not sure I'd want to cum that way every time, but it certainly does feel good!" And with that, she began slipping her fingers inside her friend's pussy and began stroking her the way the two of them had been taught to do. "Play with her tits," she told the two boys, who were only too happy to help out in whatever way that they could. Delighted as Joy reached, taking each one of them in hand as they did.
"Fuck, just seeing that is making me horny all over again," she told the three of them. "I think going to that orgy later on this evening is a damn good idea!"
"So do I," Joy added in agreement. "Provided the boys aren't all 'petered out'," she said with a snicker.
"Trust me, a nice hard cum now will do wonders for me later," Dale told her honestly. "But first, I want to see if you can make my wife's pussy squirt the way yours just did," he said hopefully.
"Don't get your hopes up too much," Joy told him, already finding it much harder to talk as Cheryl began teasing her hard little nubbin with one hand, and continued the two-fingered walk just inside the opening of her pussy with the other. "But I will promise you a nice hard pussy clenching, wet sloppy one for sure," she said teasingly. "That I do know!"
It was more of a gush than a squirt. But there was no denying the fact it was a different sort of climax/orgasm than Joy had ever had before. In seconds, the palm of Cheryl's hand suddenly filled with a rich creamy white nectar that oozed down between the woman's still fucking fingers as Joy moaned, tossing her head from side to side in the obvious hard felt throes of ecstasy's release.
Dale had been keeping himself on the edge nearly the entire time now, but as his wife reached the pinnacle of pleasure, he felt the first delicious eruption of his own prick suddenly spewing forth a geyser of cum cream that leapt from the tip of his prick to shower down upon his wife's full hard nippled breasts.
"Oh yeah! Yeah!" Cheryl cried out in delight. "Cum baby, cum all over your wife's beautiful breasts!" she urged him, then turned towards her own husband. "And how about, you cum all over mine?" she questioned.
Only too happy to do that, Bob walked over on his knee's towards his wife, aimed his angry looking prick at her, pumped, then shot a rich thick wad of creamy cum directly between her tits, milking himself, covering one and then another, and another until her left breast was nearly obliterated in his thick male essence.
#
After taking a nice refreshing shower to make themselves presentable again, the girls made their way over to the main lodge while the guys stayed behind to take a brief stamina building nap.
"Can't believe we're actually going to do this!" Joy commented. "Never in a million years!"
"I know what you mean," Cheryl told her friend. "I'm just a little worried about Bob. As much as he seems to really be enjoying himself, I'm not sure how he'll really feel about including other people that we don't even know."
"Yeah, been wondering about that myself," Joy had to admit. "So I guess we'll have to see and take it one step at a time. Guess we can always leave if it starts to feel a little weird, or if the boys suddenly get cock-shy or something." Cheryl laughed at that, seeing just that in her minds eye. Moments later they were standing at the sign in desk, surprised to see that Marsha was actually manning it.
"We're here to sign up for the orgy tonight!" Joy said boldly.
"My my..." Marsha said smiling at them as she pushed the sign-up sheet towards them. "Didn't really figure the four of you to be quite that adventurous," she proclaimed.
"Well, no promises," Joy admitted. "But we thought we'd at least check it out."
"They can be a lot of fun," Marsha explained. "I'm quite looking forward to going there tonight myself."
"You're gonna be there?" Cheryl asked with a mischievous grin on her face.
"Yes, why?"
"Would you mind doing us both a BIG favor?" she asked the woman as Joy looked on wondering what Cheryl was up to.
"Just ask," Marsha responded just as curiously.
"Well, I was thinking..." And then Cheryl began to explain her thoughts and favor of the woman who sat back in her chair, smiled and nodded her head in agreement.
#
It was just shortly before eight when the four of them together swung by the designated pavilion to pick up two large fluffy blankets, and two picnic baskets. Each one was filled with a nice bottle of wine, various cheeses and crackers along with succulent sweet fruits, homemade rolls and freshly sliced ham. Even the short walk promised to be both invigorating as well as exciting as many couples, much to everyone's surprise, began making there way along the beautiful tree-lined path that was periodically lit with tiki-torches to show the way. In addition to that, a full moon lit up the night sky, promising that even the darkness of the night wouldn't fully conceal the myriad of activities they were all soon to be witnessing.
"Anxious?" Joy wondered asking her husband who seemed abnormally quite and reserved.
"No, not really," he offered. "Just not sure what to expect here I guess", he stated honestly.
"Just remember what Marsha told us, no one is expected or required to do anything they don't want to. The 1st rule is, no means no. And after that, each couple should be responsible enough to either join in.or leave rather than making anyone else uncomfortable by staying. So if anyone does start feeling that way, we can always go back to the Tipi and have our own party."
Dale smiled in spite of himself, remembering their afternoon. "Yeah, guess we could do that if things don't work out for us here," he responded far more cheerily. He then glanced over his shoulder towards their two friends, noticing as he did that they too seemed to be having much of the same conversation they'd just been having. Bob noticed Dale's look and smiled back at him nervously. He merely nodded at him in understanding. Minutes later however they reached the grove where the breathtaking display of the waterfall crashing into the pond below held their attention momentarily along with everyone else. Dale hadn't even realized that Marsha had appeared from seemingly out of nowhere.
"There's plenty of space," she informed them pointing off in the direction of a beautiful white-sandy beach area. "Pick out a spot, eat and enjoy yourselves. As things progress, you can choose to simply watch, or participate, whatever your desire. And I'll be back around in a short bit to see how you're doing." With that, she had actually reached down, allowing the tips of her fingers to teasingly caress each of their still very flaccid staffs before walking off. Bob and Dale each turned towards their wives, seeing the satisfied looks of approval upon their respective faces.
"There's a nice spot over there!" Dale pointed enthusiastically, his prick already lifting it's aroused head in agreement.
#
They ate by the pool, watching and listening to the roar of the falling water from above. Slowly, several couples soon made their way into the water, many of them swimming over to play beneath the cascade of the falling water. A few others made their way over towards the now fully lit bonfire, mingling with others who were also gathering. The sounds of laughter and gaiety suddenly emerging from everywhere at once as couples began to embark on their naughty little adventures together.
"Enjoying yourselves?" A familiar voice suddenly asked. Dale looked up to see Marsha had once again magically appeared from out of the darkness.
"Yes we have been. It's beautiful here," he stated easily.
"Yes, I love it here. It's one of my favorite places to come," she said with a look that indicated she'd actually meant what she'd just said.
"I can only imagine," Bob stammered wondering if he'd caught the not too subtle hidden meaning in her words.
"Would the two of you like to help me out with that?" She then asked surprising the two of them, but confirming the obvious unanswered question.
In unison, the men turned towards their wives who sat grinning at them with a knowing look in each of their eyes. "Yes, we asked if she wouldn't mind...to be honest, both Cheryl and I thought it would be erotic as hell to watch you, while we sort of practiced a little more with one another if you don't mind."
"Mind? Hell no," Dale said already hardening even more than he already was to begin with. "As long as you really don't," he added with just a tinge of uncertainty. Marsha however didn't let the conversation continue, immediately placing herself down on one of the large fluffy blankets, kneeling as she did. "Bob? Why don't you come around and put yourself down in front of me here while I treat you to something erotically special. And Dale? I think if you come around from behind me, you'll find something you can be doing as well."
Bob slid under the exotic looking woman as she knelt above him, then leaning taking his rock hard cock into her mouth. Dale glanced one more time towards his wife, but Joy had already positioned herself down on the other blanket, Cheryl between her legs, already lovingly tickling his wife's clit with her tongue. He turned back around, saw the wet glistening split of Marsha's pussy winking at him. In the next instant, he had placed his shaft at that pink hot opening and shoved.
"Fuck!" Marsha moaned around Bob's prick. "Again!" He shoved into her again, slowly withdrawing, then into her again, and again. Marsha pushed back, her pussy tightening around him with every thrust as though fighting to keep him inside her with every withdrawal of his prick from her tightly clenching cunt.
Expertly, her mouth worked Bob's prick simultaneously, her tongue slithering up and down his straining shaft, her lips pursing around the tip, sucking, pulling, then lip-locking around his hardness slithering down in between fuck-moans and unintelligible comments of urgency as Dale continued slipping his prick in and out of her with hard repeated fuckings.
"Oh my!" Dale heard his wife suddenly cry out. "I think...oh my...I think, yes, that's it, that's it!" He turned, resting his cock fully, deeply inside Marsha's warm silky glove, Cheryl leaned up on her knees, her fingers still embedded within the confines of his wife's split, her other hand now spreading her lips, exposing her hard nubbin of pleasure even more fully as she teased it with the tip of one finger, twirling it expertly. In the next instant, he watched as a tiny thin streamer of Joy's essence suddenly exploded from within the depths of her femininity, she cried out in a giggled, surprised release as another, then another ejaculation of female cum-cream spurted from her hairless hot pink lips.
"Fuck me!" Dale exclaimed ecstatically, not even realizing for a moment as he knelt there behind Marsha that his prick had ballooned inside her, his cock even then discharging copious amounts of his male nectar deep inside the recess of her tightly clenching pussy.
Bob's cry of release began just as Joy's began to end, Dale pulled out of Marsha's fuck tunnel and crawled over towards his wife, placing his mouth over her still quivering lips, tasting the remains of her essence, savoring the delicate sweet taste as his tongue paid a light sweet homage to her still throbbing desires.
Cheryl now made her way back over to Bob where she then joined Marsha in licking up the last remaining traces of his very forceful, very powerful orgasm.
"Damn!" Bob declared happily. "That was incredible!"
"Yes, it was," Joy mewled happily, sighing contentedly again as Dale continued to sweetly lick and tickle her almost too sensitive little clit-prick. Finally forcing Dale away from her, she sat up looking towards Marsha. "Now, I think its someone else's turn," she said wickedly.
#
"What would you like us to do?" she asked her.
"Anything?" Marsha wondered hotly, the flush of desire and arousal still etched within her face.
"Just name it," Dale added in agreement with his wife.
"In your picnic basket, there should be some condoms." Dale remembered seeing them earlier and quickly rummaged through the basket until he'd found them. "Either of you have any qualms about ass fucking?" she asked pointedly.
"I'd prefer not," Bob said almost immediately. Dale and Joy had done so on occasion, though not frequently, but it wasn't Dale who volunteered, but Joy who volunteered him.
"Dale would be happy to!" she stated easily.
"Good! Then what I would like is for you to eat me while he does," Marsha explained. "I really enjoy that. Then if you and Bob wouldn't mind playing with my tits while I play with each of you," she added looking towards Cheryl, "that would really excite me!"
Moments later they were positioned exactly the way Marsha had instructed them. Dale lay beneath her on the blanket, his cock deeply embedded within the tight opening of her puckered ass. Joy happily lapping at the woman's gaping split as she spread it with her fingers, delighting in the funky taste of the woman's desires as well as the remnants of her husbands very recent spending.
Bob and Cheryl had taken up positions on either side of her, each lavishing the hard sensitive nipples of her breasts, tonguing, licking, and sometimes pulling or twisting them with their fingers. Marsha delighted herself even more fully as she held Bob's reawakened prick within her hand, her other hand likewise exploring the rich wet depths of Cheryl's pussy.
"This sorta what you had in mind?" Dale asked from beneath her as his prick gently slid in and out of her tight little opening. He could feel his wife's tongue literally vibrating the woman's clit, her hand occasionally grasping his cock, fondling his heavy ball sack as he continued fucking her in this fashion.
"Oh yes! Yes!" Marsha cried out in delight, the feel of twin lips assaulting her sensitive breasts, her fingers alive with the sensation of hardness in one hand and the wet slipperiness of Cheryl's sweet opening with the other, all the while with Joy's tongue dancing majestically back and forth across the surface of her blood-engorged clitoris. Dale's shaft, perfectly fitted inside her ass filled with immense pleasure and ecstasy, threatening to overload her senses as the orgy upon her lust filled body continued.
"Suck it! Suck it hard!" She now urged Joy. "Suck and fuck everything hard....NOW!" she all but demanded.
Minutes later Marsha erupted in a volcanic display of orgasmic delight that pierced the night sky with her cries of unbridled release.
#
They had all chosen to sleep in the following morning, getting up for an early refreshing shower where the girls treated themselves to a thorough washing by two of the camp officials who'd offered to wash them previously. Seeing this, both Dale as well as Bob agreed to a washing themselves by two of the attractive looking female attendants who were on call for the same type of service.
"That was nice," they'd all agreed afterwards as they headed for the dining tent, now hungrily refreshed and famished. They decided to spend the rest of the afternoon lounging out by the pool and relaxing.
"So whets the big ticket item on the schedule for this evening?" Dale asked.
The girls both laughed eyeing their husbands.
"Us!" Cheryl ventured.
"What do you mean us?" Bob questioned worriedly. He could see by the look on his wife's face that they'd obviously been up to something.
"Something Joy and I also signed up for while we were signing up for last night."
"Ah oh," Dale said just under his breath. "Now what have the two of you gotten us into?"
"Well, not you two...unless you decide you want to," Joy began. "But Cheryl and I both thought this sounded interesting, and very naughty..."
"And very fun," Cheryl interjected.
"But very naughty," Joy continued.
"Yes, very naughty," Cheryl said again.
"Ok, ok...it's VERY naughty, I got that already, but what is it?" Dale questioned exasperatedly.
The girls giggled frustrating the boys even more. "Tonight is the side by side solo competition," Joy told them.
"And just what exactly is that?" Bob asked.
"Oh, something I KNOW you'll enjoy," she informed her husband. "Anyway you should, you're always after me to do it for you," she said slyly, and watched as Bob's eyes opened even wider.
"Holy cow!" he exclaimed catching on.
"What?" Dale asked still not fully understanding.
"Tonight they're having the masturbation contest," Joy said. "But everyone who's entered will be on stage at the same time together. There will be points awarded for the most erotic self-pleasuring as voted on by the audience, the wildest, and the most intense orgasm."
"How the hell can they know or tell that for sure?" Bob asked.
"Well Marsha explained to us that we will be hooked up to some sort of monitoring device, though it won't detract from our physical appearances, not like we'll have a bunch of wires attached to us everywhere, just a couple."
"I see," Dale said still not sure how something like that would actually be able to work.
"Anyway, Cheryl and I thought it would be erotic as hell to not only compete side by side, but getting off on the fact that not only would the two of you be watching us while we did, that so would a great many others."
Bob was smiling broadly. The thought of sitting there in the audience watching his wife, and Joy along with several other female competitors was just the type of entertainment he could really get into.
"And..." Joy ventured. "There's obviously a competition for men too," she said. "And..."
"And?" Dale asked suspiciously.
"And, Cheryl and I signed the two of you up for it as well, if you want to," she added. "You certainly don't have to, but the two of us would certainly enjoy seeing it every bit as much as the two of you would enjoy seeing us."
"Shit Joy, we can go back to the Tipi right now and do that if that's all you want to see," Dale told his wife. "I'm not sure I'd feel real comfortable doing it up on stage beneath a spotlight with everyone else watching me!"
Joy frowned, even pouted in her little girl sorta way. "There's a lot of points towards the weekend prizes that can be awarded," she reminded him. "Points for most innovative self pleasuring, biggest cum-shot..."
"Biggest dick," Dale said looking towards his friend.
"I doubt that," Bob grinned, though he had fisted his prick briefly as the images of the two girls on stage danced in his head.
"Well, we'll see," Dale said suddenly surprising his wife. "No promises...but maybe, so we'll see."
"Tell you what," Joy said turning towards her friend, winking. "If you guys agree to do it for us, then we'll treat you to a little something special before hand to keep those aroused juices and interests going."
"Oh? And what might that be?" Bob asked excitedly, taking an even greater interest as his cock lurched suddenly even more aroused than it had been.
"First you agree, then we'll tell you," Cheryl stated laying down the challenge.
The boys looked at each other questioningly. "Hell Dale, I will if you will," Bob told him. "After everything else we've seen and done here so far, it's not like this would be all that much different or even difficult for us. I never thought I'd get used to walking around naked all the time, and now it feels so natural that I might have trouble keeping clothes on after we get back!"



That was true. Even Dale had to admit the freedom of being naked had been quite liberating to him as well. And the sight of so many men and women quite frequently fooling around in front of them whenever and wherever anyone really liked with only a handful of exceptions had kept him in a near constant state of arousal anyway.
"Well, being under the spotlight, I guess we really won't be able to see anyone in the audience, and if I just concentrate, and close my eyes..."
"And think about us," Joy offered with a smile.
"Certainly that," Dale agreed grinning as Joy reached over cupping one of Cheryl's breasts in her hand. "I guess I'd be up for it," he finished.
"I certainly hope so!" Joy gleefully stated, giving her husband a nice warm friendly hug as well as a teasing little cock pull of her hand as she embraced him. "And knowing how far you can shoot when you're really, really excited, you just might have a chance at the best cum-shot too!" she said proudly.
"Ah huh. Well, if you really want to see that, or help me at least be competitive, then I'm thinking we need the two of you to keep your end of the bargain and do something for us so that we can."
"Lets go!" Joy said standing up from the lounge chair.
"Back to the Tipi then?" Bob questioned with obvious excitement in his voice.
"No. Somewhere else where it will be even more exciting, more arousing for you to see," they told them.
"Yeah? And where would that be?" Dale wondered.
"Come with us," his wife told them then. "Cheryl and I noticed this a couple of days ago, and thought it might be fun. Especially for you two!" she added with a knowing look.
"Ah oh...here they go again!" Bob said rolling his eyes as he felt his wife taking his hand and begin leading him off behind her.
#
The girls quickly led their husbands over to one of several poolside cabanas that were serving drinks. Many of the resorts guests sat on stools or small tables enjoying themselves. "Order something, relax, and wait here," Joy told the two men. Then they watched as Joy approached the bar tender, whispering something in his ear. They watched the man smile nodding his head as he then began fixing the two of them their drinks.
"This should be interesting," Dale told his friend. "Knowing those two," he added shaking his head.
"No doubt," Bob agreed accepting their drinks from the bartender.
They then watched as the bartender walked over to the big screen TV that was located just up and behind the bar. Several times during their stay as they had passed by, they had both noticed that quite frequently there would be erotic, sensual armature type movies playing on the screen. They had even stopped and watched for a while, waiting for fresh drinks, or for the girls to return from the restrooms. Curious as to what movie might be playing, they were both stunned to suddenly see their wives enter into a room. A small bench, much like a massage table stood within the center of the small but well-lit room.
"I'll be damned!" Dale exclaimed in abject surprise. The bartender was grinning as he turned towards the two men.
"Enjoy," he spoke still grinning towards them. Several of the guests who'd been sitting nearby began turning their chairs towards the television so they could get a better view. Exclamations of "beautiful", or simple "Ooohs and Ahhhhs" began emanating from nearly everywhere. But even those weren't enough to detract from the vision of their wives up there on the screen. Seeing them on this closed circuit TV like this was incredibly erotic, especially knowing that at this very moment, that more than likely there were hundreds of guests watching their wives on TV just as they were.
The guys had watched their wives enter the room. Cheryl immediately seating herself on the edge of the comfortably padded massage bench with Joy standing in front of her between her spread legs.
"Fuck!" someone moaned from behind them. Dale took a brief moment to look off to the side to see who might have spoken, caught a motion from the bartender who was pointing towards Bob, then pointing at a sign up above the bar. Dale followed the point, saw Bob absentmindedly stroking himself, then back towards the sign which read: "No masturbating within twenty feet of the bar." Dale laughed, then poked Bob in the shoulder and pointed out the sign to him.
"Oh...sorry!" he mouthed in apology towards the bartender who merely continued to grin and acknowledged the obvious hardship of refraining himself. "They do look good together though don't they?" he stated simply, keeping both hands firmly wrapped around his drink now.
"Yes, they do!" Dale nodded. "Yes, they do."
Together they, along with several others, watched as Joy began strapping on a rather real looking penis-like dildo.
"Man!" Bob barely managed to breathe. And again, Dale could only sit mesmerized in total agreement with his friend. Looking decadently obscene now, Joy actually looked towards the camera and smiled before placing her rather large-sized phallus at the opening of Cheryl's wet glistening split. She used it to tease the hard little nubbin of her friend's pleasure center for several long moments before easing just the tip of the rubber penis into her friend's already juice-filled quim.
Once again the sound of several guests appreciations to the action on screen could be heard as Joy slowly eased the enormous looking prick inside her best friends pussy. Dale heard Bob suddenly laugh.
"What's so funny?" he asked.
"I was just thinking, your wife's gonna fuck her even before you do." Dale laughed as well, realizing the truth of it, though up until now, he'd never even considered the possibility, at least, not until they had actually been here a few days anyway.
And Joy was fucking her now, nice slow smooth strokes in and out of Cheryl's pussy, the close-action lens of the camera occasionally zooming in to focus directly on Cheryl's swollen wet lips, the way they would cling to the rubberized prick as it pressed inside her, then clasping it equally as needful as she withdrew.
"Damn that's hot!" Dale heard the woman sitting next to him saying, glancing towards her noticing as he did that her fingers were deeply embedded deep within her own needful pussy. He then quickly turned to look back at the bartender, remembering the sign, but he was by that time as raptly involved in watching the screen, as was everyone else.
"I wonder if they actually ticket you, or kick you out of the bar for masturbating," Dale wondered half aloud. But either Bob hadn't heard him, or didn't care. Watching his wife being fucked by his best friends wife was simply too good to pay anything less than his full attention on.
Dale soon found himself just as mesmerized as everyone else seemed to be as Joy obviously fucked Cheryl ever and ever closer to orgasm. After it was obvious she had indeed climaxed, they all again watched as Joy knelt down between Cheryl's still outstretched legs and gingerly licked the still almost too sensitive lips and clit of her friends pussy. After an almost too short amount of time, the girls then stood switching places.
"Now you get to see you're wife fucking mine," Dale told his friend.
"Those are your wives?" The sexy looking blonde said who was sitting next to them.
"Sure are," he beamed proudly, once again noticing the woman's fingers remained deep within herself.
"Lucky man," she said with a wink, licking her lips. "I'd enjoy doing her myself!"
"Yes, yes I am....yes, we are," he amended looking towards Bob grinning just as he was.
At that moment the blonde stood scooting her chair between them. "Do you mind?" she asked.
"No, not at all," Bob smiled making more room for her. Seconds later she had wrapped each of her hands around their cocks and began slowly stroking them as all eyes returned back to the actions on the table. Dale quickly glanced towards the bartender, cognoscente of his earlier warning. But he too was still as raptly engrossed as was everyone else. Dale merely smiled, felt the pleasant teasing hand upon his prick, and watched delightfully as Cheryl began fucking his wife in ernst.
#
"So, do you think that will keep you horny enough until tonight?" Joy asked shortly after their return. Many had actually stood and applauded the two women, recognizing them both almost immediately.
"Are you kidding?" Dale blushed, standing up with the hardest, firmest erection he'd ever remembered even having before. Something that was duly noted by the barkeep as he wrote something down in one of his notebooks.
"And uh...this is Sandra," he said suddenly introducing the blonde who'd been sitting between he and Bob. "She ah...sorta,"
"I kept them nice and horny for you both," she said openly, shaking the girls hands. "But I really hope to fuck the two of you sometime before you leave here," she added with a lusty look. "My girlfriend and I are staying in Tipi number twenty if you want to look us up." They all watched in amazement as the woman left.
"I might just do that," Cheryl sighed watching her go. "I'm sure after what the two of you did, that you wouldn't mind now would you?" she questioned. Neither man said a word.
And Joy had been right too. Dale had never felt this aroused, this horny before. Even through dinner he had felt the leakage of precum dripping from his dick, periodically having to wipe the surplus away with his napkin.
"What time IS this thing anyway?" he asked.
"Getting anxious are we?" his wife asked. "Just don't squirt too soon," she warned him with a giggle. "You'll lose points for doing that."
"Fuck the points!" he stated half seriously. "I just wanna cum!"
"Soon baby...soon," she soothed him, giving his prick an affectionate little pat on its head.
"You'd better not touch it again," he warned her. "I'm serious...I'm so on the edge now!"
"Poor baby," she laughed along with Cheryl who'd overheard everything. "And to think, you're going to have to suffer through watching us first!"
Dale groaned, as did Bob, but they eagerly followed their wives into the auditorium.
#
As it turned out, there were over a dozen female participants involved in the contest. A row of chairs sat upon the well-lit stage with a single floodlight directed upon each of them. Dale noticed some attendants who quickly attached two nearly invisible wires to each woman, one somewhere near their breasts, and another far more intimately inserted between their legs. He also noticed what appeared to be some sort of digital readout above and behind each of them with some sort of measured meter reading, all of which currently read, "zero".
Each woman had been given a selection of various toys if they so chose to use one. Some had, some hadn't. He and Bob both noticed the girls had in fact selected a single toy each, one he was very familiar with as Joy actually owned one just like it. Cheryl had chosen a simple vibrating egg, which she quickly inserted though without turning it on. One by one, each of the women were given some basic instructions, along with the various rules of don'ts and do's and then asked if they were ready.
Once again, the woman who Bob and Dale were both now very familiar with came on stage and into the single spotlight.
"Ladies and Gentlemen, for you're entertainment tonight, we have the men and women's solo masturbation contests. We'll begin first with the women's round, followed by the men's. As each has been instructed, there will be a maximum thirty minute time limit, though more points will be accumulated for the woman reaching an orgasm before the time limit is up without going over. Additional points will also be awarded for most intense orgasm, for most favored by the audience in presentation and performance, as well as for most erotic, provocative self masturbatory arousal. So...without further adue, Ladies?"
Marsha stepped away, the light, which had followed her diminished, and a single bright white spot light then singled out each one of the individual women sitting on stage. A buzzer sounded, and they were off.
#
What both Bob and Dale initially envisioned as a race really wasn't. Each woman quickly settled down into her own pleasuring routine. For some, they didn't even begin touching themselves between the legs immediately. Joy was one of those, taking the time to tickle her nipples with her fingers, caressing her breasts, as were one or two others. Only one woman seemed to immediately go to work with a rather large oversized dildo that she preferred sitting on, having stuck it to the seat of her chair where she now bounced up and down upon it rather vigorously. And as arousing as it was to watch initially, the repetitive action soon became redundant, drawing Dales attention elsewhere along with most everyone else. And though he certainly paid attention to his own wife, and to Cheryl, Dale observed several of the other women whom he found erotic and sensual to watch, gauging their performances against his wife as well as Bob's. Although Joy continued the breast fondling, she had now added the "finger flutters" as he had called them before when watching his wife masturbate for him in private. Just using the very tips of her fingers, she used them to play teasingly with herself, not quite penetrating, nor rubbing, but fluttering about her lips and clit without any preciseness nor routine. Something he knew felt good to her and further escalated her arousal and intensity before climaxing.
Cheryl had now turned on the vibrating egg she'd inserted earlier, spreading her pussy lips apart with one hand, pinching, sometimes rubbing her very obviously swollen clit with the other. "Very nice," Dale moaned enthusiastically for his friend. Cheryl's eyes were closed, her head tilted back slightly as she continued the gentle stimulation of herself, occasionally inserting perhaps one, then two fingers inside, drawing them upwards to taste of her own juices before using them to coat each of her hard thick extended nipples, then placing them once again inside herself. "Nice touch," Dale admitted to his friend.
"Joy's doing pretty well too," Bob ventured, turning Dales attention back towards his own wife. She had in fact now turned on the rotating 'rabbit' vibrator as it was called, inserting just the tip of it inside herself, leaving a portion of the rolling vibrating unit exposed which allowed everyone to see most clearly. He watched as Joy teased herself with it, suddenly fucking inwards, driving the toy ever deeper inside the wanton hungry cavity of her sex, withdrawing it so that just the tip lay at the very entrance, gleaming with the juices of her desire as she then switched, using her fingers once again to tickle-flick her clit-nub with, or rub vigorously back and forth before once again returning to the battery-operated toy.
"That redhead over there is doing pretty well too!" Bob said breathlessly. "I think the girls are going to have some stiff competition with her!"
He was right too. Dale watched as the full breasted redhead lifted her tits, able to easily suck each one, her nipples long and extended which she twisted and pulled on with a great deal of force. Likewise, with pussy lips especially long and flexible, she would stretch them on either side of her pussy, pulling, twisting, and yanking on these much to the delight of several appreciative sounds coming from the audience.
"Ok, as horny as this is...its nerve wracking too!" Bob whispered over towards Dale. The time continued ticking away, but already three women had climaxed far before the end of the competition, though appearing to be striving for multiple climaxes perhaps.
"I wonder if doing that scores points too?" Dale questioned.
"Don't know, maybe!" Bob said wondering the same thing.
And again, the digital displays behind each of the women seemed to be registering some sort of heightened arousal level, Cheryl, Joy, the redhead and one other woman all teetering near the top of the ranges very closely together. Another reading of four, five then six orgasmic levels having been reached, though all appeared to be somewhere mid-range of whatever measurements were being taken.
"How much longer?" Dale asked worriedly, though Bob directed his gaze towards the timed clock off to the side on the stage.
"Less than ten minutes now," Bob affirmed worriedly.
Minutes later it was down to three by Dales calculations. All of the other women had climaxed, with one having come twice now, though her second orgasm was still barely towards the top of the designated range on the meter. Cheryl, Joy as well as the buxom redhead seemed to be striving for that last second, pussy clenching, cunt throbbing release that would tip the scale in their favor.
"Ah oh...there it is, that look," Bob stated. Sure enough, the meter Cheryl was hooked up to began to move ever rapidly upwards, within moments surpassing any of the readings of the other women, though still several points away from maximum. "She's coming now," he pronounced, watching her face. "I've seen that look too many times before," he said smiling. "But it does look like it's going to be a pretty good one at least," he added hopefully. Sure enough, Cheryl began to shake and quiver almost spasmodically in her seat, sucking her lips, her toes even curling in ecstasy as she climaxed. The low long groan of pleasure finally exploding from her lips, the sudden squeal of delight as wave after wave of intense satisfying pleasure overcame her.
"Nice one!" Dale agreed though he once again worriedly glanced towards the clock still ticking away. Less than three minutes remained.
Both to his relief and consternation, the redheaded beauty wasn't that far behind Cheryl when she finally came, doing so with a thrashing and a vocalization of pleasure that near filled the auditorium, causing many to applaud her orgasmic release with a myriad of moans and groans, many of which sounded like orgasmic releases as well. Her peak topped Cheryl's own by but a fraction or so, but it was enough, giving her the edge in what appeared to be orgasmic intensity.
Worriedly Dale continued watching the clock, ticking away, less than a minute now. But there was one little thing he knew that everyone else didn't. Somehow, someway, Joy had the uncanny ability to almost climax at will. But the longer she refrained, the more intense her orgasms could be. He wasn't sure this would top the redheads though, but he knew without any doubt Joy was milking this for all she was worth. She had tossed her toy aside now, merely using her hands and fingers to stimulate. When she began to actually slap her clit with the palm of her hand, the other with pressed fingers inside, Dale knew she was teetering on the edge.
"Come on baby...come on!" He urged unnecessarily. Seconds ticked down ever closer to ten...nine, suddenly she was convulsing, squirting, spurting, thrashing, screaming, yelling, spurting squirting...five...four....streamers of nectar flying from within the opening of her pussy to land with forceful splats upon the stage, three...two...one!"
Dale glanced at the meter...he screamed, actually standing in exaltation as had several others. Her climax had shown her to have exceeded those of the redheads by nearly a full point!
"Holy fucking cow!" Bob exclaimed in wonder and surprise. "And she squirted in doing it too!"
"Yes..she did!" Dale finally managed to say, feeling somewhat spent now himself though his cock had remained rock-hard, almost painfully so the entire time.
#
And then it was their turn!
Nervously, both Bob and Dale went up on stage, given instruction, and offered a variety of creams, lotions or lubricants should they desire any. To his surprise, only six men had even entered the competition, and only one sporting a prick that was as large, perhaps slightly larger than Bob's.



Bob had noticed it too and leaned whispering over to Dale. "I don't think they give points for big dicks here," he said with a chuckle.
"That's what my wife says too," Dale shot back with a grin.
They were soon led to the stage with the same type of monitoring devices being fastened to each of them. "If you'll bend over for me please?" A woman attendant then asked each of them. "This one actually will go up inside your ass, but I promise, you won't even feel it," she told each of them.
"Damn...too bad," one of the other men laughed flirting with her, but she merely smiled and continued her work.
"Interesting," Dale mused, bending over moments later, then being instructed to go ahead and take his seat, which he did.
Once again Marsha appeared on stage, gave pretty close to the same spell that she had for the women, mentioning the thirty minute time frame that each of them had, then stepped back into the dark just as the bright white spot lights centered on each of the male contestants individually.
"Three...Two...One...Go!"
#
It really wasn't a race, or certainly meant to be. The women had after all at least made some show of eroticism in their self-touching displays. For the most part, the majority of the males on stage seemed both inhibited as well as nervous as they began fondling themselves, one or two even having difficulty producing an erection. Dale however had no such problem, nor did he initially make any real effort to put on a seductive show either.
"Damn Joy, what's he doing anyway?" Cheryl asked her friend. It was obvious the way that Dale was already straining towards release, and they were barely into the first few minutes of the contest.
"Don't worry, just watch!" Joy whispered back confidently. And they did, and it also became immediately apparent that Dale was on the verge of climax.
"He's gonna cum too soon!" Cheryl whispered once again. Joy didn't respond, but merely smiled instead. Sure enough a few moments after that the first strain of held-back pleasure caused Dale to grimace his face.
"Fuck!" Cheryl exclaimed along with several others who had worded similar surprise throughout the audience. Though Dale had been slowly stroking himself with no rapid up and down manipulation of his prick, the urgency of his climax from the intensity of his arousal had brought him to the peak very quickly. But it was the force of that climax that took everyone by surprise as well. The first hard climatic spurt of cream from his prick literally sky-rocketed into the air several feet, as did the second, third and even the forth jettison of his spunk as he fisted out the enormous amount of cream with a pleasured satisfying cry. "Well I'd at least give him points for quantity if not quality," Cheryl said in surprise. "Does he always cum like that?"
Joy laughed. "No, not always, but certainly when he's really horny," she admitted.
They both saw that his intensity meter was indeed pretty huge, but not nearly high enough from what they gauged as being an exceptional climax.
"Too bad," Cheryl said softly a moment later.
"Don't count him out yet," Joy said simply. "Like I said...watch!"
Oddly enough, Dale's somewhat premature climax had caused one of the other participants to climax early as well. But unlike Dale, the guy shook his head sheepishly and stood up from his seat, disappearing behind stage.
"And then there were five," Cheryl laughed quietly.
To her surprise, along with several others, Dale was once again fondling his prick. Though it had softened slightly from his impressive looking orgasm, everyone could see that he was in fact beginning to harden once again.
"Bob's doing good," Joy encouraged her friend.
"Yes he is isn't he?" Cheryl sighed. Though there was indeed one other on stage who's cock appeared to be a bit larger than Bob's, it was still evident that he was struggling with it in even getting an erection. Rather than putting on an erotic display for the audience, it appeared more like he was playing with one of those novelty rubberized snakes instead. Meanwhile, Bob had eased into a teaseful touching of himself that didn't consist of a constant up and down cock-jerking routine. With as large as the head of his dick was, he was taking time to explore it with finger-tips, thumbing the bulbous head and using the abundance of lubrication that he squeezed from it to further stimulate and excite himself with.
"Now THAT is exciting to watch!"
Joy and Cheryl both grinned as the woman sitting just behind them uttered her own personal feelings and arousal. There was a chittering of agreement that came from those around her as well, many who were obviously finding Bob's performance in solo pleasuring to be far and ahead better than anyone else's, including Dales at that moment.
"Hey that other guys hard again!" Someone else stated, and again Joy smiled as she watched her husband begin to playfully slap his now rock-hard penis.
As all the chairs had hidden microphones inside them, it had been easy enough to occasionally hear a few moans and groans coming from the men as they played with themselves. And even more rarely a few slippery sounds as they would produce droplets of lubrication, adding those to the oils or lubricants they had chosen to use, creating an erotic symphony of squishy, juicy, slurpy sounds that many of the women in the audience often moaned along as though in song to. In fact as both Joy and Cheryl noticed, many of the female members around them had begun to unabashedly touch themselves, just as Joy had been doing all along.
"How about you doing me, while I do you?" Cheryl suggested playfully, "while we watch our husbands doing themselves!"
"Sounds like a wonderful idea," Joy moaned as she felt the fingertip of Cheryl's hand even then begin tickling her hard nubbin of pleasure.
"Oh my, can you hear that?" Cheryl groaned. The periodic "slap", "slap", "slap" of Dales hand against his member could be easily heard. Everyone watched, including the men on either side of him as Dale frequently hand-spanked his now very turgid member.

"Doesn't that hurt?" Cheryl wondered aloud.
"It would if he wasn't so aroused," Joy told her, "but he's had me do that for him several times, and once he reaches a certain fever pitch, he says that little slap-sting actually enhances his orgasm when it comes."
"You mean even more than the first one we just saw?" her friend asked.
"Sometimes," Joy responded grinning. Cheryl was about to ask her something else, but Joy hand-slapped her friend's cunt cutting her off. "See?" she said wickedly. When your nice and horny, doing that can feel really good.
"Do it again!" Cheryl moaned pleasurably. "And keep doing it!"
One other man had by now ejaculated, his score reaching a higher level than Dales reading on the intensity meter, though his actual ejaculation had been far from as copious or as skyrocketing as had been Dales.
"Well, that guy might be in the lead score wise, but certainly not cum wise," Cheryl proffered, "not in comparison to Dale's nice cum a while ago, but Bob's still in the running here too," she added pridefully.
"And that guy with the really big dick isn't doing much more than flogging it really," Joy observed.
"Yeah, I think the big snake's dead!" Cheryl mused trying hard to stifle a laugh.
There was less than five minutes remaining now on the clock. Bob had begun seriously stroking his dick now in firm, strong repetitive up and down motions with his hand.
"Look's like my baby's almost there now," Cheryl stated unnecessarily. By the look on Bob's tortured face, it was evident that he was already nearing the peak of his ecstasy. "Oh yeah, oh yeah...watch him...SHOOT!" she cried out in enthusiastic agreement just as he did.
Bob's first two spunk shots were massively unbelievable. And in the way he was sitting, it was as though he had purposely aimed his flying cum at a couple of the women who had chosen to sit in the first row closest to the stage, as he sent each of them a warm welcoming spray of his jisim.
"Think he did that on purpose?" Joy laughingly joked.
"Think those two women sat there hoping he would?" Cheryl retorted.
More importantly however, the intensity of Bob's climax clearly showed him taking the lead by over a full point on the meter.
"Nice go!" Joy stated sincerely, "That really was hot!"
"There's still five minutes left," Cheryl added now watching the only real competitor left in Dale as the guy with the enormous looking dick slowly began petering out of the contest. "I think he's finally given up trying to even make it hard."
Joy watched as Dale finally began pumping his prick in the familiar fashion he usually did when he was striving towards climax. "Look honey, Dale's gonna cum again!" And to everyone's surprise, he did.
Though his discharge wasn't quite as forceful as his first, his intensity reading surpassed his previous level, though it fell less than a tenth short of Bob's. Even then, many in the audience let out audible sighs of surprise and delight, followed by a few brief moans as it became miraculously obvious that his second climax of the evening had fallen just short of the mark.
"Still Joy, two cums, and both of them spectacular!" Cheryl beamed in excitement for her friend.
As the men returned to their seats giving their wives an appreciative hug and a kiss as they did, the spot-light once again appeared on stage with Marsha stepping inside it. She waited briefly for the continued murmurings of excitement to die down before speaking.
"Well, I am sure we're all in agreement that we've just witnessed some very powerful and erotic performances tonight from both the men and the women, so lets all give them a round of applause!"
Marsha stood patiently for the roar of the crowd to once again settle down. "We'll announce the winners of tonight's performance, as well as the grand prize winners for this week at tomorrow nights farewell dinner," she told everyone. "See you there!"
They filed out of the auditorium and began making there way back towards their Tipi, "I don't know about you guys," Joy began, "but watching you two made me horny all over again!"
"You're always horny," Dale lovingly teased his wife, "but you enjoyed watching us huh?"
"Did we ever!" Cheryl quipped, "But I've always enjoyed watching Bob jerk himself off, and after tonight, I think I'll be asking him to do it for me a little more often." Bob was grinning, as well as getting hard again. Cheryl noticed and lovingly took a hold of his lengthening cock. "But another time," she grinned. "Right now, I have a very wet moist place that needs some personal cock attention."
"Me too," Joy winked taking her husbands cock in hand as well. And together the four of them headed off for what would turn out to be a very long and erotic evening together.
#
It was the last night of their stay before checking out the following morning. Dale was surprised to feel regret at having to leave already, he'd gotten so used to the comfort of walking around naked all the time, that it had already become almost second nature to him. In addition to that, the feeling of a near constant arousal, had yet relaxed him more than any other vacation in recent memory.
"I think we'll be coming back here next year," he told his wife.
"Count on it," she winked back at him.
And as sad as they all were to be leaving, they were still looking forward to the big feast that evening which would consist of Buffalo steaks, burgers and ribs along with a variety of other exotic meats and vegetables as well as side dishes. In addition, there was the late evening dance which everyone found not only fun to participate in doing, but in watching as well, as dancing so closely with one another while naked, had never failed to produce several of the floor couplings that many had hinted at as the evening progressed.
As they enjoyed their meal together beneath the stars, Marsha along with several members of her staff had been setting up a prize table nearby with certificates and memento's for the week's winners. Moments later she stepped up to the podium and began making a few announcements as everyone finished their dinners.
Bob as well as Joy were both given fifty percent off gift certificates for next years stay for their award winning performances in the solo competition. Even Dale was awarded a years supply of "cum along" lubricant for his second place finish.
"Now for the grand prize winner of a brand new 2008 Mustang convertible!" Marsha announced.
There were several in the running as everyone knew, but even Dale, Cheryl and Bob held their respective breaths as Marsha began running through the final points list totals.
"This first month's winner for this summer's events has scored the highest of any previous month's winners," Marsha continued.
"For most days spent in the nude. Voted on by a majority of men, and women..." she said looking up with a big smile on her face, "as the one they would all most like to cum on," Voted as the best amateur video, awarded the most points for flirtation with other guests, awarded the most points for doing the nasty in public," she said looking up with an even bigger smile on her face. "And the grand prize winner is...none other than Joy Davenport!"
Even knowing that Joy had a chance to win, it was still a surprise when her name was actually announced. Amidst the cheering and applause, Joy carefully made her way up on stage where she was presented with her keys to her bright shiny new red sports car.
"Of course, you won't be eligible to win the car next year," Marsha informed her, but we certainly hope you'll be back to defend your title!"
"I may not be eligible to win the car again," Joy spoke taking the microphone from Marsha as they stood on stage together, "but I have two very dear friends and a husband who will most certainly give me and everyone else a real run for their money!" she challenged enthusiastically. "But you can certainly count on the four of us being here again next year, and making Camp X-TA-C an even wilder, more erotic adventure than even this one was!"
Joy turned at that moment, but rather than handing back the microphone to Marsha as might be expected, she ran it up and between the woman's legs instead in a slow teasing naughty little way. Flushed, Marsha allowed the innovative use of the microphone to continue before finally taking it back.
"And that is why this exotic little creature before you has won this event," she stated enthusiastically. "So hopefully we'll see a lot more of that, and a lot more of all of you next year!"
Joy held up her keys jingling them in her hand as she approached her friends.
"Congratulations honey!" Dale said taking her into his arms, kissing her as both Bob and Cheryl crowded around doing the same.
"What's say we go break in the new car?" she grinned suggestively.
"Here? Now?" Dale questioned glancing over towards his wife's new car that sat on the stage amidst the throng of dancers surrounding it. "Why not?" he quickly added taking his wife's hand, turning towards their friends as they did.
"Come on guys," he urged. "Come with us, only this time, we get the back seat!"
#
They had just finished unpacking, though very little of what they had actually taken with them had even gotten worn. Joy still couldn't believe she was the owner of a brand new car, which she'd won simply by having fun. As a memento, she had thrown one of the brochures in her suitcase just before leaving, now picking it up thumbing through it as she relived and remembered their fabulous time together.
"What's so funny?" Dale asked hearing his wife's sudden snicker.
"This," she said handing him the brochure, "on the bottom of the page."
Dale read: "Welcome to camp X-TA-C, where even the mosquitoes are too busy fucking to bite!"
"You know, I bet that's true. I don't remember even getting bitten once, not by anything."
"Not by anything? Or any one?" Joy asked. "Come here then."
#
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It had started out as a simple game, a way to signal one another in a single word of a mood or a desire, a need.
Tracy was as wild and uninhibited a woman as you would ever want to meet, and I felt lucky, and fortunate enough to have found her. Little did I know how wild and crazy she could actually be. Something I have thanked my lucky stars for ever since, though I might also add with a little reservation thrown in for balance.
That first year of our marriage, we had become so in tune, so comfortable with one another that the word "spontaneous" became the norm. Neither of us knew when the other would suddenly want, desire and need the other. So it became a game, a simple signal, a word to give some sort of notification that the crazy, wild, insane was about to happen.
"What better word?" Tracy had said smiling. "Decadent! We're in agreement then she asked?"
I could only begin to imagine. Long before we had married, I had always considered myself the wild one, willing to take a few risks, a few chances for the thrill of it all. Hell, next to Tracy I was an amateur.
"We're in agreement," I acknowledged, though truth be told, I was agreeing to a lot more than I'd ever imagined.
"So, if either one of us uses the word, then whatever we want to do, we do? No limits, no guilt, no saying no, yes?"
"Yes," I said once again, sounding a little less convincing.
"And the only real rule is we take turns, if I use the word, then I have to wait to use it again only after you've used it correct?"
"Correct!" I said agreeing with her, beginning to feel like one of those bobbing head dolls on the dashboard of a car.
It was in a way, the only control to the game. At least when I felt decadent, had a thought, a desire that might go beyond the norm, Tracy who seemed to have those thoughts and feelings all the time would still have to wait her turn before using it again.
"Ok," she giggled excitedly. "Decadent!"
#
I think it was my wife's photo that was situated along side the word exhibitionist in the dictionary. At least even if it wasn't, it should have been. She was simply incorrigible whenever it came to making her wear clothes, which point in fact I gave up trying to make her do, and in many ways, got a bit of a voyeuristic kick out of it whenever she didn't, surprising the mailman, or the pizza guy or some other door to door salesman as she'd most often open the door, her lovely full bare breasts just sitting there in all their glory. She could stand there, chat about the weather, the mail, getting her checkbook, or whatever without cracking a smile over the various startled looks or expressions on those she encountered. Most often, afterwards, that simple act alone would make her horny enough to want to jump my bones.
Whenever I was in the mood, I simply ordered pizza. Though to be honest I really didn't even need to do that. But the pizza was always good for afterwards.
At 5'10", Tracy was tall for a woman with equally long legs that seemed to go on forever, an equally nice sculptured ass, with a beautiful looking mane of reddish-brown hair that cascaded well down to the middle of her back. She had emerald green eyes, with natural eyelashes that any woman would die to posses, though she and I both considered her best features to be her breasts, which were full, perfectly proportioned, and had the thickest thimble-sized nipples you've ever seen. She loved showing them off, and I loved looking at them. As did most everyone else she ever ran into.
"I thought we were going to flip a coin," I told her watching her pout. "Ok, ok, obviously you already have something, or someone in mind," I said giving in.
She was of course grinning by now.
"Mark and Debbie are going out this evening," she began.
"So?"
"So...they've asked Rachel to come over and baby-sit for them again."
I knew who Rachel was, she was the daughter of another set of friends we knew, though not closely. "She's just a kid!" I stated, still not knowing where Tracy was actually going with all this.
"She's eighteen!" she responded back, and I know her. I mean not really personally, but we've talked, and I know she has these curiosities.
"What curiosities?" I wondered, still not getting where all this was leading to.
Mark and Debbie's house sat next to ours. From their family den, you could see easily into our back yard. I knew from conversations with Mark, that he had seen Tracy sun-bathing in the nude on numerous occasions. He certainly didn't seem to mind, nor did Debbie for that matter as she and Tracy were pretty good friends.
Still...
"After the kids go to bed, we're going outside to the hot-tub and fuck!" she said simply.
"I'm still not sure where it is you're going with this."
"It's simple, we're going out to fuck, and Rachel's going to be watching us!"
"How do you know that?"
"Oh, we'll know," she said smiling. Rachel always sits in the family room watching TV after the kids go down. Trust me, I know she'll be watching us."
At best it was chancy that she would. I mean after all, she'd have to be looking for it in a way, so perhaps we'd simply enjoy a nice fuck and Rachel would never even know that we had. If Tracy felt, or perhaps wondered if Rachel really was watching us, to be that decadent a thing, then why the hell not? After all, then it would be my turn.
"Ok, sure...why not?" I stated.
"As if you really had a choice," Tracy reminded me with a mischievous wink.
We had just finished clearing the table from dinner when Tracy glanced out the window looking up. "She's in the family room," she announced.
"How you know that?" I asked.
"Because the lights on for one thing, and for another, the curtains are still open and I saw her pass by the window."
I wondered. Not that Rachel would have any reason to believe we might actually be caught fucking at some point, nor that she'd be looking for it. But it was still a very curious thing.
"So whets next then?" I asked.
"We get naked and fuck of course!"
"Of course!"
With a flip of the switch, Tracy lit up the floodlights that would highlight the hot tub. And as she did, I remembered Mark telling me that every time they came on, he knew we were out tubing. It was like sending a signal beacon out whenever we did.
"See?"
"See what?" I asked as we stepped outside, naked, carrying a couple of large terry-cloth towels with us and nothing else.
"Now the lights off!"
I glanced up towards the window. "Could be she's left the room," I suggested.
"To do what? Sleep? Take a bath? I don't think so. That's where she'd be watching TV, but with the lights off now, I truly believe she's watching us standing a little ways back from the darkened window."
Admittedly there was some logic in that, and I actually did find myself getting aroused at the prospect of being spied on.
"We'll know for sure if we see the hallway light come on outside of Mark and Debbie's bedroom," she added. "She can see us a lot easier from there."
I had to laugh at that, knowing full well that was Mark's favorite vantage point whenever Tracy was sunbathing in the nude outside. "I wonder how many times that Mark has jerked off spying on you," I stated.
Tracy grinned, "A lot I would imagine. At least I hope so!"
We slipped into the tub, but it was immediately obvious that Tracy wasn't in the mood to be wasting any time here. I had barely situated myself in the corner when she stood up out of the water, positioning herself on the edge, spreading her legs and balancing herself in the opposite corner from where I was, but strategically facing our friend's house.
"Come eat me," she said simply. "That should get her attention if we already haven't."
We had done this before, and I wondered how many times that Mark, and possibly even Debbie had watched us doing just that. After only a few minutes of flicking my tongue against my wife's hot little pussy, she giggled.
"Just saw the hallway light turn on, and then off," she mentioned. "Am sure she's moved into their bedroom."
Even I had to admit Tracy was probably right, that we really were being watched at this point. And I also had to wonder what, if anything Rachel might be doing to herself as she did.
"Wonder if she's playing with herself about now," I mumbled into my wife's cunt.
"I know if it was me, I certainly would be!" she countered.
"That's a given," I said playfully sucking her clit firmly between my lips. Tracy groaned audibly, though I doubted that even as loud as it had seemed to me when she did, that Rachel could have heard her, even with the windows open. Still, I guess it was possible.
"Ok, your turn," she announced. Lay down on the side board for a moment, let her get a good look at this nice hard cock before it disappears inside my mouth," she instructed.
I did so, enjoying her continued manipulations of my prick as she slowly began stroking it up and down, careful so as not to block the 'view' as it were from the window.
"Don't be too obvious about looking over there," Tracy warned me. But keep an eye out and see if you notice anything, or see movement of any kind," she announced.
For several moments I did. And then I did.
"Damn, I think she left the room. Just saw the hallway lights turn on, and she didn't turn them off again."
"Hmmm," Tracy thought as she slipped back inside the tub with her back towards me. "Well, guess we'll wait and see," she added. "In the meantime, come here and fuck your wife."
I slipped easily inside my wife's slick tight little cunt and began fucking her from behind just the way she liked it. After several exquisite minutes of this, she whispered back to me, turning her head. "Don't look up, and for hells sake, don't stop fucking me either, but I just saw movement by the fence!"
I risked a quick glance, squinting my eyes as though concentrating instead on the sensations, and sure enough, she was right. There was movement, as a shadow continued to creep along the edge-line of the fence. I knew almost immediately where she was heading.
"Right in front of us," I whispered back. "See those split boards?" Tracy giggled.
"Yeah, I know...I've caught Mark peeking through them on more than one occasion," she told me.
"Mark tends to spy on you a lot doesn't he?" I responded teasingly, though half seriously as well. "I think he has a lot of reciprocation to be doing."
"Oh come on baby," Tracy purred. "You've seen Debbie's tits several times."
"Not nearly as much as Mark's seen yours!" I countered.
"Shih, she's at the hole." Tracy cautioned me. "Now...fuck me, and fuck me good!"
#
Though it was somewhat exciting to know that Rachel had actually come outside to watch us, it was somewhat of a let down however that we never knew, and could only guess and even fantasize about what she was doing or even thinking about while watching us. And even Tracy had been slightly disappointed that there hadn't been something more as we talked about it later on that evening before going to bed.
"I guess it wasn't all that decadent after all," she told me with a disappointed tone in her voice.
"I would guess that depends on your definition of the word. I thought it was."
"Good point. I think that there needs to be three things for it to be decadent, and before we use the word, I think that it needs to meet all the criteria."
"Ah oh," I said to myself. "Now what?"
"First, I think there has to be an element of risk, a little dangerous excitement perhaps."
"I thought there was," I countered, but she gave me a frowny-lipped look and continued.
"Secondly, I think it has to be just this side of the norm at the very least. Thirdly? It needs to be very...very...naughty. And forth..."
"I thought you said three things," I interrupted, once again getting a look.
"And forth," she continued, emphasizing the word. "The thrill of doing it has to be as intense as any orgasm itself afterwards."
As I thought about it, our naughty little encounter with Rachel had met three of those standards, but admittedly, the forth one Tracy had added there at the end had been a bit lacking.
"So...mine didn't count," she said grinningly. All I could do was shake my head and smile.
#
Late Saturday afternoon Tracy was being a bit fidgety, and more than a bit antsy.
"Lets go for a drive!" she announced suddenly.
"Where?"
"Decadent!" she responded with a lusty look that seemed to magically appear within her face. Obviously, she'd been thinking about something all afternoon. And I wasn't about to argue the point with her about whose turn it really was either. In the first place, I really hadn't been working on it, and in the second, I was suddenly horny and curious as to what it was she had come up with.
"Like I said, where?"
"You'll see. Oh...and I'm driving by the way!"
A short time later we were out the door and on the freeway. Obviously, where ever it was we were going was a little distance away or we wouldn't have gotten on this road.
"You gonna tell me what you have planned I asked?"
"In a minute. I'm still thinking it through, and I also want to sort of scout things out a little before I make my final decision."
"The criteria?"
She laughed, "Partially, yes. But just not sure about the location or possibilities yet," she answered.
We drove on for several miles until she turned on the blinker signal. I noticed only then that she'd taken the exit for one of the rest-stops located along the freeway.
"Need to use the restroom?" I wondered, though I already had a sneaking suspicion that wasn't why we were here.
"That depends," she once again giggled glancing towards me as she pulled our car into one of the parking places not too far away from the restroom area. Looking around, I noticed as was usually the case, that there were two large eighteen wheel rigs parked near by, and only one other car besides ours in the parking area.
"Now you gonna tell me?" I asked.
Tracy was glancing about without answering just as another man and woman emerged from the restroom heading towards their car.
"Wait!" Was all she said, though she opened the car door and stepped out, which is when I also noticed another eighteen-wheeler had just pulled into the lot.
"You stay here," she told me. "If I wave at you, then get out and come over to where ever I Am."
"Tracy?"
But she closed the door without answering and headed straight for the bathrooms. I sat there watching her go, and then watched as a few minutes later that the trucker who'd just pulled in to the lot, got out and headed towards the bathroom as well. Tracy must have been watching him too as she emerged from the women's restroom a moment later, walked over to stand by the door of the men's room and produced a cigarette though she failed to light it.
"Ahhh, I see." I said to myself from inside the car. "Well...sorta anyway."
Seconds later I watched as Tracy suddenly darted back towards the women's bathroom, spun, then slowed and began patting her pockets just as the other guy emerged. It was obvious that she startled him somewhat, but he immediately saw her waving the unlit cigarette, smiled, and fished a lighter from out of his shirt pocket. I also noticed as he did that, that Tracy had at some point undone another one of her shirts buttons. She'd not worn a bra, which I had already noticed the moment we got in the car, so I also knew that the guy was getting an ample look at my wife's deep cleavage. They stood talking for several moments, and then I saw the expression on the guys face suddenly change as he looked up in my direction. I froze in my seat wondering. Then watched, as they talked some more. Finally Tracy turned and waved her hand towards me. That was the signal I guess, for whatever, so I got out and casually walked towards them.
"George was it? This is my husband Brian, Brian? This is George, and he's agreed to participate in our little game."
George laughed nervously as we shook hands. We were approximately the same size, so I am sure he wasn't too worried about being robbed or manhandled or anything like that.
"At first, he thought I was a hooker or something," she mused. "Isn't that funny? Until I explained to him of course that I wasn't asking him for money, and that this was just a little naughty game we enjoy playing every once in a while. Once I had convinced him of that, he agreed."
I could only smile like I knew what was going on. I mean after all, I still didn't have a clue here. But Tracy continued, finally filling me in.
"I explained to George here that I have a thing for jacking off strange men, and how I love the feel of their hot cum spurting on my tits afterwards. Once I explained to him that's all I wanted, he agreed. That's also when I told him about you, and that you enjoy watching me do that, and could also act as a lookout for us in case anyone came. Oh yeah, and one another thing, that it had to pretty much be out in the open for me to really get off on it."
George was blushing at this point, still acting a bit nervous about the whole thing until Tracy began undoing the rest of the button's on her blouse. "And you can play with them as much as you like while I'm jerking you off," she added as further incentive, but afterwards, that's it...nothing else, agreed?"
George merely shook his head still looking at me for any signs of trouble or preferably, assurance. I smiled back at him giving him that.
"Where?" he glanced around worriedly.
"Well right here of course!" Tracy told him, already reaching out to begin unzipping his fly. Moments later Tracy had his rapidly hardening cock out and had begun stroking it. "Go ahead, touch them if you'd like," she urged. He did, and finally began to relax as his hands squeezed and fondled my wife's bare breasts. I watched, occasionally looking around to see if anyone else had entered the lot or might approach us from one of the other two trucks. So far no one had, even though we were obviously in plain sight from either of them where we stood, and where it was also very obvious that Tracy was happily and contentedly stroking the man's prick.
"Let me know when you're about to cum," she told him. "I want to make sure you squirt it all over my breasts," she reminded.
I had to admit, this was pretty decadent. Here we were with a complete and total stranger, standing outside where we could easily be seen as Tracy man-handled the guys hard stiff prick, her breasts bare for all the world to see, and me getting hornier and hornier by the second.
"Almost there," George said with a grimace of pleasured pain upon his face, once again looking towards me with some degree of uncertainty.
Tracy knelt down before him on the ground at this point, still stroking the man's prick, though now she aimed it, pumping it off directly against her firm exposed tits.
"Whenever you're ready," she teased him. "Shoot me a nice big hot load, really cover my tits George, ok?"
"Sure lady," he said with a grin on his own face now, then seconds later, granted her wish.
I stood there watching as Tracy pumped what seemed to be like a gallon of cum all over her tits. It was soon running down both breasts in tiny little rivers of white sticky semen. As soon as he was finished however, he stood back already tucking himself away with a sheepish look on his face.
"Want me to get you something? A paper towel? Some toilet paper?"
"Nah, I like it this way," Tracy announced. "I like feeling all that hot man cream on my tits."
He then thanked us both for an interesting time, and all but ran back towards his truck as he soon after pulled out of the lot and headed back out onto the highway.
"Well? We finished here then?" I asked.



"Not yet, wait a moment," Tracy told me as she re-buttoned her blouse though leaving that same extra button undone. I couldn't help but notice when she did, the sudden emergence of several wet spots that soaked through her white blouse as we stood there.
"What are we waiting for?"
"Just wait, wait a minute or two longer, then if nothing happens, we'll go."
Sure enough, a moment or two later someone emerged from one of the other trucks and began making his way towards us. We continued to stand there watching him as he did. He smiled as he approached, making it obvious he wasn't heading into the bathroom.
"How much?"
Once again Tracy laughed and began explaining it to him.
#
After Pete had finished emptying his massive load all over my wife's tits, rather than do has George had done, and race back to his truck, he stood there for a moment sharing a smoke, admiring the view as Tracy hadn't as yet recovered her now doubly cum-covered tits.
"So you two do this just for some bit of kinky fun huh?"
"Might could say that," Tracy once again giggled. "Why? Didn't you find it exciting she asked?"
"Hell lady, you already know the answer to that one! What man in his right mind wouldn't enjoy getting a hand-job out of the clear blue sky from a good-looking woman? Even if that's all she was offering."
"Which it is," she reminded him with a wink, then added. "What about your other friend over there? Where's he at?"
Pete laughed following her look. "That's Margie's rig."
"Margie?"
"Yeah, known her for quite a while now. Pretty much travel the same routes and run into one another on occasion. She's more into women if you know what I mean," he said knowingly.
"Ah, I see," Tracy said with a curious expression on her face. "That could be interesting," she said as an afterthought.
"Now what are you up to?" I asked.
"I dunno, maybe Margie would enjoy some naughty finger-fucking or something,"
"From me?"
"Well no, probably not. But maybe she'd enjoy it if I did."
Pete really began laughing then. "Tell you what, I'll go over and ask her. I know she's asleep, but if she's at all interested, especially after I tell her about my experience, she'll let you know. Wait here for a moment."
With that, Pete headed back across the lot towards her rig. About that time another passenger car pulled into the lot and parked next to ours.
"Um babe, you might want to duck into the restroom or something for a minute or two," I suggested. She was just about to do just that when two younger looking college guys got out of the car and headed towards us.
"No, think I'll just stand here like this for a moment, see what happens," she said excitedly.
"You're killing me here Tracy," I told her laughing. "Only you could pull something like this off."
"Or them?" she added with another lusty looking grin.
It was funny. I am sure at a distance we looked like any other road-weary travelers just stretching our legs. Until they got close enough to see Tracy's tits hanging out, still covered with glistening cum-cream.
"What the fuck?" One of the guys said as he nearly stumbled over his own feet.
"Would you care to make a deposit?" Tracy asked opening her blouse even further, displaying her obscenely coated cum-tits.
"You serious?" One of them asked, the other looking up and around.
"What're you doing?" His friend asked.
"I'm looking for the cameras, this has got to be some kind of a joke or something."
"They don't do this kind of a gag on that kind of a show," his friend told him. "Well, not like this anyway," he added once again looking down at my wife's dripping breasts.
"Come on Bill, lets go, this is too weird," the one guy stated and immediately turned around. With some obvious reluctance, and a shrug of the shoulders, his friend followed.
"Too bad," Tracy stated. "Might have been interesting."
"As if all this hasn't been?" I said stating the obvious. We watched the two college boy's race out of the parking lot. "Maybe we should leave." I told my wife. "They could be calling the cops right about now."
"And what? Tell them they were invited to cum all over some strange woman's tits? I don't think so," she grinned.
We both heard the sound of a truck door being closed. Watched as Pete and Margie began walking towards us.
"Ok, now maybe this might get interesting after all," I said softly as they neared.
"Nice tits," Margie spoke. She wasn't exactly typical of a lot of "butch-like" women I had seen. Her hair was short, but not butch-dyke short, and she wasn't exactly a big woman either though she certainly had what appeared to be muscular looking arms. She wore no makeup of course, which would have seemed strange on her under the circumstances, appearing more like an average typical tom-boy more than anything else.
"Thank you," Tracy grinned in greeting. "So, I assume Pete told you about our little game?"
"He did," Margie spoke sizing me up, then glancing back down at Tracy's breasts. "So this is for real huh?" she questioned again.
"It is, what would you like me to do?" Tracy questioned.
"What would you like to do?" Margie answered her back.
"Oh, I'd enjoy fingering you, taking some of your juices and smearing them on my breasts," she told the woman.
"Seems like your breasts are pretty well smeared enough already," she countered.
"They are pretty messy," Tracy agreed giggling. "You could clean them off for me," she suggested wickedly.
"I could," Margie countered. "And will if you two are willing to fuck for me while I do."
"I'd enjoy seeing that myself!" Pete added with a great deal of enthusiasm.
"Then lets do it!" Tracy said, and led me along with everyone else a bit further around the corner of the short brick wall that served as a waiting area.
I was a bit surprised when Tracy quickly stripped off all her clothing and placed herself down, laying on her back on one of the stone benches. "Ok baby, come fuck me, just like the woman said!"
"You keep an eye out Pete!" Margie warned her friend. "You already got something out of this, so don't be letting anyone sneak up on us and getting us busted because you're too horny to do otherwise."
"Don't worry, I will, but I'm still gonna be watching this too," he told her. "Maybe afterwards, you and I..."
She simply shot him a look. "Yeah...right," she stated. "In your dreams."
Admittedly I was surprised when Margie leaned over and began licking my wife's nipples, though by now, most of the sticky spunk had been absorbed into her skin or had been wiped away on her blouse. Still.
I spread Tracy's legs, positioned my prick and slid into her as easily as a hot knife through butter. She was soaked!
"Hmm, salty. Just like my brother," Margie announced, then continued licking and sucking my wife as I continued fucking her.
"Now THATS decadent!" Tracy laughed out loud hearing the woman's comment.
"Yeah I know," she grinned knowingly. "But this aint bad either!"
#
After the episode at the rest stop, things got progressively wilder and crazier for us both. We'd taken some pretty dangerous risks at discovery, which admittedly even for me had added to the intensity of the moment. We had fucked or fooled around several times in public, once in a downtown elevator that we both knew to be highly used, riding up and down inside it, me standing behind my wife as we rode it from the bottom to the very top floor and down again. Finally managing to enter her from behind as she had worn a specifically designed skirt we had created for just such an occasion without anyone else who had ridden on the elevator with us even aware that's what we'd been doing.
The other going through a nearby automatic car wash, several times where eventually a few other people became aware of what was going on, specifically because we eventually got naked of course, and kept going back through. And no one seemed to really mind either, though the manager of the convenience store eventually came out and threatened to call the cops if we didn't leave. I wasn't really too worried about that though as he only did so when someone else finally complained.
At any rate, it had surprisingly been a while since we'd done anything, and it was even Tracy's turn! So I guess I shouldn't have been too surprised when she had just gotten off the phone, walked into the kitchen, pouring herself a cup of coffee and said "Decadent" before I'd even realized that she had.
By now I simply smiled and waited to hear what she had in mind. Like I said, by this point it could be just about anything, all I could usually do was hang on and go along on the ride.
"You're going to need to go upstairs to the bedroom in about twenty minutes and hide in the closet."
"Oh? Why?" I asked stupidly.
"Because Rachel's coming over. I told her I was cleaning out my closet, and that maybe some of the stuff I am getting rid of might fit her."
"Shit Tracy, I don't know about this one."
"Oh don't get your shorts in a wad!" She exclaimed. "She'll never know you're in there, especially if you don't do anything stupid like start coughing or sneezing."
Suddenly I coughed.
"Yeah, like that," she added throwing me a stern look. "Anyway, like I've told you before, we've started to have some pretty interesting discussions, and I thought this might be a fun naughty way to include you without her knowing about it. And besides, if this goes the way I think it might, you will at the very least get to see her naked!"
There was that.
"So take one of the cushioned folding chairs upstairs with you," she instructed. "You might be in there for a while. Oh, and if you end up jerking yourself off while you're in there, do try and be quiet when you cum, ok?"
"Yes dear," I said leaving the room.
#
We had a large sized bedroom with nice-sized walk in closets on either side of the bed, his and hers. Sitting in my "closet" wasn't exactly all that difficult or uncomfortable. It was rather roomy, and with strategically placed slats in the door, also very easy to see inside the room from where I sat. Tracy had already opened the doors to her own closet, and had pre-selected several semi-sexy looking outfits she hadn't worn in quite some time. Most of which she thought Rachel might actually try on, which Tracy was sure she could convince her to do. But I also knew my wife. Just getting Rachel here to try on a few things, even if she did manage to get the young woman naked, wasn't the entire purpose of her decadent little scheme. I knew better. And I knew she was up to a lot more than just that. And it was indeed no more than fifteen minutes later when I heard the two women climbing the stairs towards our bedroom.
"Anyway, as I was saying," Tracy stated for my benefit. "Brian's out golfing for the afternoon, so we have complete and total privacy to spend as much time talking, and trying on things as you'd like."
"I really appreciate this," Rachel told her. "There really isn't anyone else I've felt as comfortable talking to about stuff like this as you've been. And I also appreciate that you're willing to give me your clothes, they're so beautiful and expensive!" she added.
"All the more reason you should have them and try them on," Tracy urged. "I hate giving them away to people I don't know, or who won't appreciate them, and besides, its sort of fun for me seeing how they might look like on someone else."
From my vantage point, I could see a slight flush spread across Rachel's face at the implication. "I didn't wear a bra," she informed my wife, which was also obvious the moment she walked into the room, wearing a simple pair of jeans and tee-shirt.
"Good! Less we have to worry about taking on and off then isn't it?" Tracy told her. "And besides, most of what I wear looks far better with a bra off anyway."
Once again it was fairly easy to see that Rachel was blushing, though I was quickly surprised when I saw the young woman place her hands around her own breasts cupping them as she spoke. "Maybe, but not sure they'll fill most of the clothes out the way you fill them, I'm a bit smaller busted than you are."
Tracy crossed the room and actually placed her hands over the young girl's breasts without a moment's hesitation, weighing them in her hands, giving each a cursory measure as though comparing them. "Oh I don't know, I'm certainly not that much larger than you are, see?"
Tracy had taken one of Rachel's hands, placing it on her own breast while leaving one of her own hands on Rachel's breast as though clinically comparing the two. "Not that much difference I think."
"Oh no, you're MUCH bigger than I am," Rachel argued.
"Hmm, let's see." And with that, as nonchalantly as possible, Tracy pulled the tight knit tee-shirt she'd been wearing up and over her head. She then stepped in front of the full-length mirror, which she knew damn well I could clearly and easily see from where I was sitting. "Easier to tell if we stand in front of the mirror side to side."
Tracy stood for a moment, bare-chested, waiting. Rachel finally got the hint and pulled her own tee-shirt up over her head, tossing the discarded garment back towards the bed.
"See? Like I said," a moment later as both women stood in front of the mirror comparing the shape and size of their respective tits.
"Mine are a little bigger than yours are, but not by much," she suggested, reaching over to once again gently lift one of Rachel's tits in her hand, while cupping one of her own. "And even if they are, a majority of these clothes are going to fit you just fine anyway," she added.
For the next several minutes I sat watching as Tracy had Rachel trying on several blouses, discarding a few, with Rachel happily accepting many others.
"Now, let's see about the skirts and dresses I have," she said glancing towards the girl. "Off with the jeans!" she prompted holding up one of her nearly see-through sun dresses.
"Oh that's really pretty!" Rachel commented, shucking off her jeans.
"Panties too," Tracy said suddenly. "They won't hang right with what you're wearing."
I nearly chuckled, glad that I didn't. Rachel was wearing a pair of white cotton panties that said "Monday" on them written in pink embroidery even though it was Saturday.
"I either wear a thong, or nothing at all with most of these," Tracy told her.
Shyly, Rachel tugged her panties down and tossed them into one of our nearby chairs. "Mother hates thongs," she said defiantly. "Every time I buy one, they mysteriously disappear when I go to wash them."
Tracy laughed. "See? All the more reason not to even wear any!"
Rachel laughed with her. "Yeah, wouldn't my boyfriend love knowing that!"
"Which reminds me," Tracy said, "How is that aspect of your love-life going anyway?"
"What love-life?" She countered. "All he really wants to do is get inside my pants, I don't really think he loves me."
"I take it you're still a virgin then?" Tracy wondered in asking.
"No, I lost that last year to another boy. But he didn't love me either. I just don't want to make the same mistake twice is all. But I have to admit Tracy, it is driving me crazy, I mean ya know? I still want to. I still get these urges and feelings..."
"You mean you're horny just like everyone else right?"
Rachel laughed. "Guess you could say that, yes."
"Don't you ever masturbate?" Tracy asked openly.
Rachel hesitated.
"Oh come on honey, we all do you know, I'd be willing to bet even your own mother does!"
That broke the silence as Rachel laughed hysterically. "I doubt that, seriously," she openly stated. "A while back I had purchased one of those really small vibrators? I wanted to try one, see what they were like? Anyway, I had accidentally dropped it on the floor without realizing it. And later than afternoon my mother had come into my room to put some clothes away and saw it laying there."
"Oh no! So now she knows you're using it to masturbate with?"
"No, not even that, that's not the funny part. The funny part 'was' that she turned it on, so when I came home later, she's sitting there at the dining room table running this thing back and forth around her neck and face!"
"You're kidding me!"
"No! I come in and she say's, 'Rachel! I didn't know you had one of these! I used to own something similar to this one myself until it wore out. Really good for keeping the skin toned you know.' "Honestly Tracy, I nearly died laughing about it later on!"
The girls laughed about it a moment or two longer. "But at least you do masturbate then to take the edge off," Tracy stated rather than questioned.
"Well, not often, but yes, sometimes," she admitted.
"Rachel honey, even IF your mother doesn't masturbate, which I still seriously doubt, it is perfectly normal and natural to do so. Hell sweetie, I do it every day, and sometimes twice a day."
"You do?"
"Hell yes! And so does Brian for that matter!"
I nearly fell off my chair hearing that.
"He does? She stammered in bewilderment. "But why would he? He has you!"
"Honey, just because we have a good and very active sex-life, doesn't mean we've stopped masturbating, if anything, we probably do it even more because we DO have an active sex-life. One seems to increase the desire for the other."
"It does?"
"Hell yes! And besides, one of the things we both enjoy doing and seeing is masturbating for one another. It's a great way to learn about ourselves, and about each other."
Rachel was quiet for a moment while considering that.
"I've never seen a guy jerk himself off before," she near whispered. "I mean I've only had sex twice, both times in the dark, and before that was when I was much younger, when Billy wanted me to do him beneath the blanket in the family room when my folks were away. Hell, I'd barely even touched him when he spurted, he was so embarrassed that he got up and took off. I didn't see him again for weeks, and by then, I didn't want to!"
Tracy was laughing, not at her, but with her as the two women tumbled back onto the bed together.
"And you want to know the really worst part? I'm not even sure I know what an orgasm is!" Rachel suddenly confessed. "I mean, I feel good doing it, and it certainly feels good while I'm doing it, but then I suddenly get all tense...and then its over, just like that."
"Over as in you have this wonderful magnificent explosion deep down inside your pussy?"
"Ah...no. Never that, just sort of this lingering ache that takes a long time to finally go away."
"Oh honey! Don't you know that's when you're almost there? You're just on the edge of having an orgasm?"
"It is?"
"Oh yes baby it is!"
"Hmm, I guess I'll have to try that next time then, maybe later on this evening in fact," she said smiling.
"Or..."
"Or?"
"Or...I could show you, help you, and teach you how it really should feel."
"You would?"
I had gotten hard a lot earlier than now. But hearing their conversation, seeing them on the bed together, Rachel entirely naked, and Tracy with those magnificent tits of hers still hanging out as well, had my prick about twice the size of normal, or so it seemed anyway.
"Sure, why not?" My wife said, standing before Rachel could say anything to stop her, and stripped her own panties off so that she was as naked as Rachel was.
"You're shaved," she commented.
"You're trimmed," Tracy responded back. "It's all a matter of preference," she told her. "And Brian prefers licking my pussy when it's completely shaved."
"That's something else I've never experienced either," Rachel admitted openly now. "What's that like anyway?"
"One thing at a time," Tracy said simply. "Let's begin at the beginning shall we? Now, lie back against the bed and relax. Close your eyes and concentrate on the feeling, what I'm doing. Here, spread your legs a little. That's it, much better, now just relax and concentrate on what I'm doing to you."



Tracy had placed Rachel sideways across the bed so that I could easily see what was going on. And though I couldn't exactly see the young woman's pussy from where I was sitting, I could at least see them from the side, which poised a rather erotic picture itself with Rachel spread out before her, my wife sitting comfortably between her legs, nice firm tits hanging there from above as she leaned over and began soothingly running her hands over and around the young girls cunt.
"Hmmm, that's nice," Rachel murmured.
"It gets better," Tracy promised. "Much, much better."
"So honey," she spoke as she continued to lightly run her hands over the young girls body, caressing her breasts, occasionally gliding her hand or fingers over Rachel's sex, causing her to shudder or jump involuntarily whenever she did. "Have you ever seen anyone 'fucking' before?" she asked, using the vulgarity of the word in either shocking her to arousal, or in seeing her response in using it.
Rachel stuttered momentarily, torn between confession or omission perhaps, which Tracy sensed, and purposely, even more directly now touching the tip of the young woman's clit, encircling it softly as she asked the question again.
"So have you?"
"Ah yeah, once..." she offered.
Tracy laughed. "You mean as in that night? When Brian and I were out fucking in the tub?"
I watched as Rachel's eyes flew open, nearly sitting up though Tracy had been expecting that, one hand still caressing her young tender breasts as she forcefully, yet softly pushed her back down on the bed.
"You knew it was me?" she asked in alarm.
"No biggy. We thought it was. We knew you were over there baby sitting, and truth be told, had you not been, we might have even invited you over to watch. Hell sweetie, you might have actually learned something."
"Watch? You mean actually sit there and watch the two of you...you..."
"Fuck? Sure, why not? If you really wanted to do that, it certainly wouldn't bother either one of us, hell, I know for a fact that Brian would certainly get off on your doing that!"
"He would?"
"He most certainly would!"
"And you wouldn't mind?"
"Of course not. We're very open and very liberated with one another. That's what keeps the sex between us so good."
"Damn Tracy, I wish I could be like you," she said honestly.
"No reason why you can't Rachel. It's all about how we think and feel about ourselves. Speaking of which, how's this feeling anyway?"
"Nice...very, very nice." Rachel purred once again settling herself down into the bed. "Fuck Tracy, even when I do this myself, it doesn't even feel half as good!"
"Like I said sweetie, you aint seen nothing yet!"
#
I had already cum once, pumping out a wad of cream that would have choked a horse around the time Tracy had begun fingering Rachel's near hairless quim. But I was already well on my way to another when I watched as Tracy slowly managed to get Rachel off for the very first time in her life as it appeared. Her high-pitched squeal of delight was ear-piercing and surprised both of them.
"Oh my god! So that's what it's like?" she managed to speak saying several long minutes later.
"That's what its like!" Tracy said sounding pleased. "But trust me, it can get even better than that!"
"Oh god! I don't see how!"
"Well it can, especially when you learn to do it yourself. Even as good as Brian is when he finger-fucks me, it never feels nearly as good as when I do it myself."
I winced hearing that.
"But, when it comes to eating pussy, there's nothing better than having a climax that way."
Suddenly I was smiling again.
"Here, now...you watch me while I do it."
"Really?"
"Yeah, just do what I do, follow along, and then experiment with yourself. If something I do feels good when you do it, then just keep doing it. Don't feel like you have to change or do it the same way I do. Just do what feels best, and what you like the best ok?"
"Ok," Rachel grinned excitedly.
Seeing the two girls sitting on the bed facing one another was again amazing as hell. I was still rock hard, my cock throbbing with abandon, enjoying this extremely dangerous, voyeuristic little excursion from inside my own closet.
"Oooh," Rachel moaned watching wife. "I do like that," she giggled. "That feels nice!"
"Good, now try this," Tracy instructed.
I couldn't see everything they were doing, but I could hear it, and I could see by the expressions on the two women's faces they were having a wonderful time watching one another touching themselves.
"You don't have to stick anything inside for it to feel good. Sometimes I do, but not always. If I just want to have a nice tender little cum, then I just keep rubbing the tip of my clit like this, or sometimes I like to slap it a little, like this."
I could hear the sound of Tracy slapping her clit, her lips with the palm of her hand. Then heard as both women sat doing it.
"That's it? See? How does that feel?"
"Hmmm, it sorta feels naughty."
"Naughties good!"
"Hmm, yes...yes it is!"
"Now try pinching it a little."
"Like this?"
"Perfect! That's it. Pull on it a little, twist it some, then let go and do it again."
"Ouch!"
"Not that hard, not until and unless you're really horny when pain can become pleasure too. Work up to it. That's it. A little less forceful. Ah yes, much better."
"Can I touch your breasts?"
"Be my guest."
"Strange."
"How's that?"
"Strange how touching you can make this all seem even hotter."
"Hornier!"
"Yes, hornier!" Rachel agreed.
"Would you like to make me cum this time?" Tracy questioned,
"Could I?"
"If you want to."
"I'd love to!"
"Ok, but first, you have to make yourself come for me, and then you can. I want to watch you do it, make sure than you can."
Two seconds later it seemed, she was squealing again in pure orgasmic bliss.
#
I had watched having now cum for the second time in my closeted domain, as Tracy instructed Rachel in touching her, how she liked it, and what to do all the way through her own nice little climax. The two girls now laying side by side in bed together, gingerly fingering, still toying, still caressing one another.
"So?"
"So?"
"So? How'd you like it?"
"I loved it! That was really nice. Thank you."
"You're welcome. And so...?"
"So?"
"How'd you actually like seeing Brian and I doing it again. But next time, close enough to actually see what's going on, and how it should go on."
"You were serious?"
"Of course I was."
"And he'd be ok with that?" Tracy burst out laughing.
"Oh honey, more than. Trust me."
Rachel laughed too. "Yeah, I guess most men would be wouldn't they?" she stated in saying the obvious. "Do you think..." Rachel stopped then wondering if she could or even should continue asking the question.
"Do I think what?" Tracy pressed sitting up.
"Well, like I said earlier, I've never even seen a guy jerk himself off before. And I've always sort of fantasized and wondered about that. Do you think he would do that for you, for me? For us?
"Oh my...yes," Tracy grinned broadly. "In a New York minute! I'll tell you what, as soon as he gets home, I'll mention it to him, but I'm willing to bet we can set something up for tomorrow if you're still interested. That will give you plenty of time to think about it, and think about all this before you finally decide."
"Ok," she said considering. "Ah Tracy? You going to tell him about this?"
"Of course I am darling. Brian and I don't hold secrets from each other. It wouldn't be right if I did. We don't cheat on one another. If we have fun on the side, like this...then we share it, and tell one another about it. That way there's no jealousy, no going behind one another's backs. And in the long run, it's exciting to discuss and share things like this with one another.
She thought about that for a few moments. "Wow...you guys are something else."
"You can say that again," I thought as I cleaned up my third mess of the evening.
But the beauty of the whole thing was, it really was now my turn to be decadent. And I had every intention of being just that!
# I was still in bed when Tracy came into the room to wake me. "Hey sleepy-head, she's coming over today at noon!" It was then that I felt my wife's lips encircle my prick getting my immediate attention. "How did she sound? Interested?" I asked. "Very!" Tracy said with a mouth full of cock. "Hmm, that surprises me a little," I said fully awake now. "Didn't think she would actually consider it." "Are you kidding? After I told her you'd be more than happy to jack yourself off in front of her? What woman wouldn't jump at the chance to see something like that?" "Well I know you would, but you're not any woman either!" "That's true," she said giving my cock a gentle nip before retreating from the bed before I could grab her. "Now, get up, she'll be here in less than an hour. You need to shower...and shave!" she said rubbing her chin. "Or if you'd rather, I can shave you myself." She wasn't talking about my face either, and preferred it when I was as bare as she was. "Ok, ok, give me a few to wake up, shower and shave. I'll be downstairs in fifteen. Oh and Tracy?" "Yeah?" "Decadent!" She was grinning. "You're going to do something very, very naughty aren't you?" She said hopefully. "Count on it!" I told her honestly. "I'm in a deliciously wicked mood!" Tracy laughed skipping out of the room like a teenage girl. "It's about damn time!" She threw back at me. "You're decadence has been slipping lately!" #
Rachel arrived exactly on time and she was definitely nervous. And though it was just past noon, Tracy poured everyone a light Chardonnay by way of settling her nerves.
"So honey? Did you give this a lot of thought?"
Tracy had felt it might be better for her to greet the young woman alone initially, so I stood just off the hallway waiting for my signal to head back into the sitting room.
"Yes," she giggled. "A lot!"
"Did you practice?"
Rachel knew exactly what my wife was referring to, causing her to laugh. "Three times!" she said honestly though a blush quickly spread across her entire face. Tracy was laughing with her.
"My, my, three times!" Tracy repeated back. "And where you able to reach orgasm?" she pressed.
"Well, not the first time, but that was only because my mother knocked on the bedroom door interrupting me. But after she'd left, though it took a while, I finally did. But the third time shortly after that, I did as well."
"Good for you!" Tracy congratulated. "So, you ready for this?" she asked still trying to keep the conversation going.
"I think so," she almost whispered.
"No sweetie, you have to know so, not just think so. This isn't something you can't be absolutely sure of. Neither Brian nor I want there to be any misgivings, doubts or guilt feelings about it afterwards."
With a new resolve in her voice, bolstered perhaps by the wine, Rachel responded in a much firmer tone of voice. "No, I really want to. I want to learn and quit being so damn shy and so naive about everything."
"Glad to hear that," Tracy said pouring the young woman another glass of wine, refilling her own as well as another she'd placed out for me. "Why don't we go ahead and take these out to the sitting room then where Brian is waiting for us."
I quickly took the few steps necessary to retreat ahead of them and made my way over to one of the oversized living room chairs sitting across from the matching couch. Seconds later Tracy and Rachel entered the room.
"Wine darling?" she asked handing me the drink.
"Yes, thank you. Hi Rachel, how are you?" I asked.
She was blushing again, but sat down on the couch next to Tracy as she did. "I'm fine thank you," she responded taking a large sip from her drink.
Though the girls were both dressed, I sat across from them wearing nothing more than a large white terry-cloth bathrobe.
"As soon as you feel comfortable enough to do so, we'll begin," I told her. "But before we do, it's important that you know that at any point, should you become uncomfortable, you need to say so. I think Tracy's pretty much filled you in on things, but if this is to be a hopefully, fun and exciting experience for all of us, then there shouldn't be any reservations or doubts whatsoever."
"No, I'm fine," she spoke up with an edge of renewed excitement. "As a matter of fact, I had a hard time sleeping last night because I was so excited in coming here today!"
"And speaking of cum here," Tracy interjected, using a play on words and letting Rachel know in saying that what she had really meant, "Rachel had three, oh that's' right, Rachel had two nice little orgasm's last night didn't you honey?"
Once again Rachel's face turned crimson, and her eyes suddenly became much larger, but she nodded her head all the while taking another sip from her drink.
"Well hopefully then, you'll have several others today, as I am willing to wager we all will!" I said with a knowing smile towards my wife. "So Rachel, you ready then?" She indicated that she was with another shake of her head, setting her glass down on the nearby end table.
"Well in that case, first things first. So that we're all even more comfortable, the two of you should go ahead and remove your clothes then."
Tracy immediately stood and began doing so, not giving Rachel a moment to think about it or shy away from getting undressed. "It's only fair that we give Brian something to look at and admire while he's jacking off for us," Tracy began. "It will help him to keep and maintain his arousal while being able to look at us as he plays with himself."
Rachel smiled at that, though still a bit shyly as she quickly removed the last remnants of her clothing. I smiled inwardly as she finished removing her jeans and stood in an emerald green thong as her only garment. Tracy had noticed it too, but didn't say anything as she quickly slipped the black one she'd been wearing off and down her legs. "Now honey, how would you like us?" she asked.
We had discussed this all earlier of course, and had decided to quickly strip away whatever defenses or inhibitions that Rachel might have that could prevent her from participating the way we hoped that she eventually would.
As Rachel finally finished removing her green thong, retaking her seat beside Tracy on the couch, I stood and removed my own robe, allowing it to fall to the floor. Though not fully erect, I was well on my way as I stood momentarily allowing Rachel to get a good view of my rapidly hardening penis.
"Well for one thing, it will be a lot easier for me to stay aroused if we just do what you and I usually do together honey," I said speaking to my wife. "Why don't you show Rachel how you sit for me while we're watching one another play with ourselves."
Tracy immediately raised both feet, placing them on the edge of the seat cushion, and then spread her legs obscenely. She glanced over towards Rachel who was watching her with more than a little intrepidation. "Don't be nervous honey, trust me. This will really help to put you in the mood and ease the tension, not to mention giving Brian here something wonderfully delicious to look at while he's stroking that big beautiful hard cock of his!"
My wife's comment immediately drew Rachel's attention back towards my prick which now stood fully erect, swollen and hard as a rock. I smiled as Rachel positioned herself so that the two women now sat side by side, legs spread with their lovely naked cunts winking at me.
"Ah yes, beautiful!" I told them both, looking though not so directly as to cause Rachel any additional embarrassment. I began to slowly manipulate my cock, as Rachel now looked on with a look of excited wonder.
"Go ahead and touch yourself if you want to," I told her. Tracy already was of course, to which Rachel looked over, watching briefly, and then began emulating the way my wife was doing it. "That's it!" I said softly, "very nice, very erotic...very naughty."
The word seemed to draw the young woman's attention back towards me when saying that. She was smiling, blushing, yet obviously very aroused as well.
"Its fun being naughty isn't it?" I asked. "Sort of a nice wicked delicious feeling," I added, watching as Tracy nodded her head in agreement.
I wasn't merely stroking my cock up and down when saying this either, but pulling and twisting just the head, in exaggerated movements so that Rachel could clearly see what I was doing, and that it was obviously a little different from the normal expectation.
"Does, does that feel good?" She questioned surprising herself.
"Oh yes, very. Sometimes I like to just sit here and tease myself a little, just the way the two of you are doing now. Men are no different in that way you know, it's not all about just jerking ourselves up and down in order to get off. It's about the teasing delightful pleasure we can give ourselves long before ejaculating!"
Rachel smiled at that, and I noticed that she had slipped one finger deeply inside herself drawing out a little moisture which she used to coat the tiny tip of her cute pink clitoris with. Likewise, I then squeezed my prick head, forcing a nice pearly little droplet of pre-cum to rise to the surface. "See this?" I asked.
Rachel looked closely, leaning forward somewhat just a foot or two away all the while nodding her head.
"Now watch as I take it and smear it all over and around the head of my prick. It's nice and slippery, nice and juicy. Want to see what it feels like?"
Rachel cast a quick glance over in my wife's direction.
"Go ahead honey, you don't need my permission to do or try anything here. Just relax, enjoy yourself, and let yourself explore these things, however else are you going to learn unless you do?"
Rachel did relax then, leaning forward far enough to swipe the little droplet of fluid from the head of my prick which I'd managed to squeeze out in waiting for her.
"Sometimes it's fun to rub it onto my nipples, or even my clit," Tracy suggested. "Go ahead, try it."
She did, enjoying the slippery sensation.
"See? It's a lot like your own pussy juices isn't it?"
"Sort of, but mine are more wet-like I think. This seems to be just a bit more slippery...like oil or something."
Tracy nodded. "Try taking some of your juice and then run it over and around the head of Brian's dick. He likes it whenever I do that. And Brian? Why don't you smear some more of your juice on Rachel's other nipple for her."
We continued doing this for several moments, smearing swapped lubricants upon one another, though I refrained momentarily from reaching down to do so to Rachel's somewhat exposed clit. I didn't want to rush things for one thing, and for another, I had another idea in mind I wanted to see again anyway. Sitting back, Rachel took her cue, doing the same.
"How was that?" I asked pointedly.
"Very nice," she grinned obviously aroused by the mutual exploratory contact.
"Now then," I continued. "Rachel? Go ahead and run some of your pussy cream over Tracy's clit, while she does the same to you."
Tracy tossed me a devilish looking wink and smiled as she slipped a pair of fingers inside her more than wet snatch, and produced a silvery little ribbon of female cum cream on the tips of her fingers. Reaching over with her legs still obscenely spread, she began running them over and around Rachel's cute pink little clit nubbin.
"Fuck!" Rachel moaned audibly, forgetting herself which was nice to hear. "Damn that feels nice!"
"It does, doesn't it?" Tracy purred as Rachel then did the same thing to my wife's waiting pussy.
I watched, still playfully teasing myself as the two girls now sat side-by-side, hands in one another's crotches busily frigging and exploring one another in mutual abandon.



I had been keeping myself on the edge for sometime now, and knew it was time to enjoy the first of many orgasms to come hopefully. "So Rachel, I am ready to cum for you. Do you want me to finish jacking myself off? Or would you like to finish doing it for me and watch as it happens?"
She considered my request for a moment. "I think I'd like doing it, and watching you while I do," she admitted freely. "I've only ever jacked off one another guy before, but I never even saw it when he came," she giggled as she turned towards Tracy, reminding her with a look of the story she had shared with her.
"Go ahead honey," Tracy urged as Rachel slipped off the couch now to kneel down in front of me. As she did, Tracy sat down beside her and began fondling the young woman's breasts as her hand tentatively sought me out, gingerly at first exploring the hard firmness of my throbbing organ.
"I'm almost there now," I warned them both. "Aim it towards your breasts Rachel so you can watch it when I cum. Now, firmly, not too hard, not too fast, just keep pumping my prick with your hand, yes...just like that until I cum."
Tracy knelt behind Rachel cupping each of the young girl's breasts within her hand, slowly and gently rolling and twisting her hard little nipples as she continued jacking me off.
"Here it comes sweetie," I told her only seconds away now. Then watched as the first of many hard felt spurts of hot white semen exploded from the tip of my cock, covering Rachel's cute perky little breasts. Tracy now began smearing the essence of my hot fluid over and around her tits, massaging my cream into each of them, toying and still teasing her young sweet nipples with the white sticky fluid.
"Wow!" Rachel spoke finally with an obvious quiver in her voice. "That was awesome!"
#
To our surprise and delight, Rachel continued to fondle my rapidly deflating member, where only minutes ago, she held it stiff, firm and swollen within her hand, now wobbling it back and forth delightedly as it shrunk to less than half the size it had been.
"This is really cool," she said in amazement. "It's so neat how it can get so big and so hard, and then suddenly feel like this!" she said, continuing to play with it. Then she frowned slightly looking up towards me. "Can you make it hard again?" she asked.
I laughed, "Sure in a few minutes I can," I told her. "In the meantime, Tracy told me there's something else you've never experienced before that I think you'll very much enjoy, won't she Tracy?"
"I'm sure of it," my wife responded. "Like I told you yesterday, Brian has a very talented tongue!"
"Ooh, wow," Rachel moaned just thinking about it. It was obvious she was very horny and more than ready to try just about anything at this point as evidenced by the fact that she had just slipped one of her hands down between her legs and had begun twirling the tip of her clit with her finger just as I soon would be doing with the tip of my tongue.
"Why don't you lie down here on the floor?" Tracy suggested, grabbing one of the couch pillows for her to rest her head against as she did. "Comfy?"
"Yes," she more purred than spoke.
"Good, now go ahead and bend your knees a little, open yourself nice and wide so that Brian can have full access to that sweet little cunt of yours." Tracy spoke wickedly, enhancing the level of excitement that was already permeating the entire room. She then did so, forcing her head back even deeper into the pillow, her legs so obscenely spread that her pink little nubbin poked its head out invitingly towards me.
Once again Tracy positioned herself around Rachel's head, the lips of her own cunt actually resting against the top of Rachel's head, one leg sandwiching her in between as she reached down, easily cupping her breasts, once again beginning to fondle and caress them as I moved into position between her outstretched legs.
"Holy shit!" she cried out mere moments after I'd begun lapping at her exposed hard little clit with my tongue. "That's fucking amazing!" she cried out once again.
"Nice huh?" Tracy responded cupping her tits, tweaking her nipples as I continued rolling that tiny little nubbin of pleasure around inside my mouth.
"Shit! You can say that again! I never knew it could be like this!" she stated excitedly, squirming beneath me now with an involuntary motion. "Wow! This is far better than my own fingers!" she added unabashedly.
She lost all sense of being however moments later as the only sound coming from between her lips was the rapid deep breaths she was taking as I continued to suck, lick and twirl the most sensitive parts of her very liquid, very sweet tasting pussy.
Soon afterwards she tensed, her ass coming up off the floor arching her back as her low throated whale of a scream pierced the air.
"That's it baby!" Tracy urged her just as excitedly. "Feel it! Feel it! Let it go!"
It took a long while to fully calm her down afterwards. So intense had her orgasm been that it had taken her completely by surprise.
"I never imagined in a million years that it could feel like that!" she spoke openly. "How can I ever possibly repay the two of you?" she asked innocently, honestly.
"Well..." I began. "The only person here who hasn't climaxed yet is Tracy. How would you like to try doing for her, what I just did for you?"
"Really?" she asked sitting up. "I'm not sure I'd be very good at it though," she realized a moment later. "I've never done it before you know."
"That's why we're here remember?" Tracy said smiling. "So that you can learn how to do these things, and how they should feel. And don't worry, I'll teach you, tell you want to do, how it feels good to me, as long as you're willing to listen and follow along."
"Sure! Wow! Ok!" she stated, and noticed in doing so that I was once again fully erect.
"Cool! It's hard again," she grinned wrapping her tiny fist around my re-aroused member.
"If you'd like, after you've given Tracy a nice little orgasm, I'll teach you how men like to be sucked and licked as well, if you're willing of course."
"Hell yes!" she beamed outwardly. "I want to learn everything, everything I can!"
Tracy gave me a satisfied wink then moved over towards the couch where she positioned herself, legs spread hanging over the arm of the couch.
"I like it like this," she told Rachel, openly displaying herself, fingers already toying with the thick swollen lips of her cunt. "Come stand over here where you can be comfortable. The height is pretty good actually, if you don't mind bending over a little."
"What should I do first?" she asked taking up her position.
"Well for starters, you should probably just stick your tongue inside me, find out how I taste, how I smell and make sure you're ok it with," Tracy instructed simply.
I stood off to one side, watching as she did, grinning down at my wife as she wrapped her hand around my hard prick giving it an affectionate squeeze.
"Sweet," Rachel murmured into my wife's split, still tentatively licking it and tasting her with her tongue. "Now what?"
"Just start doing what Brian did to you," she urged her. "I'll tell you when I want you to try, or do something different."
I soon walked behind where Rachel was standing, though slightly bent over as she continued lapping at my wife's exposed cunt. Reaching out, I began fondling her perky young breasts, teasing each of them as she continued teasing my wife with her tongue and lips.
"Very good Rachel, now draw my clit inside your mouth, using your lips and suck it a little, softly at first until I tell you to do otherwise."
I felt Rachel squirm slightly as I placed the tip of my rigidly hard prick against the softness of her ass. "No worries Rachel, I wouldn't even attempt to fuck you without your permission, I'm just going to stand here and tease you a little with my cock while you're eating my wife."
She relaxed at that, and continued even more urgently with her tongue and lips as I began sliding my once again slippery leaking prick back and forth against her exposed, firm taut little ass-cheeks.
"Oh yes Rachel, that's very nice, very, very nice. Now flick it a little with your tongue the way Brian did to you. Quick light little butter-fly flicks. Oh yes, that's perfect! Just like that!"
Reaching down, I sought out Rachel's creamy wet cunny, slipping a finger barely inside where I probed her lightly, then reaching for and finding her clit which I began rubbing with the tip of my finger in a circular motion. She moaned audibly into my wife's cunt as I did, though continuing to lick, then suck Tracy's cunt exactly as she continued instructing her to do.
"Now go ahead and really suck on it," Tracy told her. "Pull it hard, deep between your lips and work it for me! Oh fuck yeah! Just like that! Just like that baby!"
Taking my hard throbbing cock in hand once again, I placed the tip of it against Rachel's wet slippery pussy lips and began working it up and down that sweet slick passage. Using the head of my prick to masturbate her clitoris with, causing her to shudder as the thrill of her clit being so directly stimulated with my cock pleasured her.
"Oh yeah honey, make me cum now, that's it, make me cum now!" Tracy moaned desperately, obviously hovering on the edge of her own climatic release. I backed off slightly, not wanting to detract from my wife's pleasures as she came, though continuing to press the length of my prick firmly and comfortably between the full valley of Rachel's twin ass cheeks.
Tracy was soon after bucking herself upwards, humping the young girls face as she came, thrusting her pussy, rotating it as she often did whenever I got her off this way. Rachel obviously pleased as she held on for dear life, continuing to suck, lick and flick my wife's clit into several rolling waves of orgasmic ecstasy.
As Tracy gradually calmed, I once again slipped my prick back against the now very wet opening of Rachel's pussy and began again to slide it up and down that slick wet passage, teasing the inflamed lips of her cunt with my shaft, slapping the tip of her swollen, super-sensitive clitoris with the head of my dick as I slipped back and forth against her, though not in her.
"Please...please, fuck me!" she said softly.
"You sure?" I asked continuing to tease her with my prick.
"Yes! Yes I'm sure!" she announced with finality. "Please fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!"
Easing myself inside her, slowly so that she could comfortably accommodate my enraged prick, Tracy meanwhile sat up, moving forward and wrapped her lips around one of Rachel's breasts sucking it. At the same time, I felt the tentative touch of my wife's fingers twiddling Rachel's clit, as gently as I was now moving in and out of that hot wet slippery fuck-tunnel.
"Holy shit, Holy fuck!" Rachel moaned over and over again tossing her head back and forth side to side as she said it.
Tracy moved back and forth, kissing, sucking and even nipping at Rachel's exposed breasts, her fingers still thrumming, still caressing, even occasionally clasping my prick to beat it against Rachel's clit before stuffing it back inside the young woman.
I continued to fuck her, slowly, smoothly with nice long penetrating strokes, even as I slid out once again, pausing momentarily before re-entering.
"Harder! Fuck me harder! Faster! Harder!" she now screamed.
So I did.
When she came this time, she surprised everyone, including herself. Her body had completely succumbed to the onslaught of sensation, of glorious, never before felt ecstasy and desire. When she came, her pussy literally exploded in a dam-bursting, gut-wrenching wave of pure unadulterated intensity. She didn't even realize it, or know what she was doing as she did it, but suddenly her pussy was spurting streamers of silk-like ribbons of female nectar that drenched and filled Tracy's still fingering hand, likewise all but forcing my prick out of her cunt with a liquefied furry that sprayed backwards against my thighs, soaking my balls in a rich thick coating of creamy white fluids that ran copiously down my legs.
"Oh my god! I'm sorry! I'm sorry!" she cried out suddenly realizing finally what had just happened. "Did I pee? Did I pee?"
Tracy was laughing hysterically. "No baby, you didn't. You just came very, very nicely, and very, very hard. Sometimes I do that too when it's been really intense, really good!"
"That's normal?"
Still laughing she answered, "Very much so, now...slide over here so I can lick you clean," she urged her wantonly.
#
The timing of Rachel's orgasm couldn't have been any more perfect. Had it not been for my earlier climax, I would have emptied my balls deep inside her the moment she'd exploded. Even then I had fought with every ounce of control I possessed to refrain from doing just that.
Once again taking my seat, I waited for the long moments of Rachel's afterglow to burn itself out as Tracy's talented lips and tongue did indeed lick the young woman's pussy perfectly clean from the surprised results of her spending.
Afterwards, she sat with stupefied splendor etched within her face, recalling the joyous release that she'd experienced only moments ago. Her look turned to one of renewed lust however as she gazed over towards my prick which stood purple, angry looking, and throbbed of its own accord.
"Teach me how to suck you," she asked in a far more mature sounding tone of voice than either one of us had ever heard before. "Show me Tracy, let's do him together!"
#
Just watching, let alone feeling the two women as they knelt on the floor in front of me was almost enough to get me off. The feel as they took turns sucking me, or simultaneously licking my shaft, stroking it with hands together, sometimes kissing one another with my prick sandwiched between them was enough to drive me insane.
"I want to taste it when he comes!" Rachel announced. "So please tell me Brian, tell me when you do."
"I wouldn't worry about that," Tracy laughed, "I think you'll know it long before then, Brian can get pretty vocal whenever I suck him off," she explained. "And I promise you, there'll be plenty of it for both of us," she added with a knowing grin.
They continued on, passing my prick back and forth, feeding it to one another, lavishing it with kisses and sucks, tongue flicks and finger strokes that soon had me spiraling out of control.
"Oh yeah, fuck yeah, I'm gonna cum!" I announced shortly.
Holding my prick between them, Tracy pointed it directly inside Rachel's waiting mouth, receiving the first of many hard felt jettison's of my spunk before snatching it away to take the second, third, then passing it back once again where Rachel greedily consumed my shaft, mouthing it, pulling on it with her lips as though her intent was to suck the head off the top of my prick.
Even when it was over, at last finally drained, satiated beyond reason, I sat there watching the two of them, mesmerized as they playfully swapped sperm back and forth with one another, kissing, and then licking the residue of cum-drops that spilled or ran from the corners of their mouths. Before long, the pleasure, wickedness and wantonness of this very act had them unabashedly fingering one another there on the floor in front of me until each had finger-fucked the other into a nice quiet little oblivion once again.
#
It had been several days since I had seen or heard from Rachel. "Tracy? Have you talked to Rachel recently?"
"Yeah, why?" She asked.
"No reason really, was just wondering how she's doing, how she's maybe feeling about all this," I said a little worriedly. Tracy laughed at me.
"Don't get all upset," she snickered. Everything's fine. I spoke at length with her yesterday. I think she's gone through a really remarkable change. She even told me she'd sat down and had a seriously long talk with her mother. It was about time she did. Ever since her father left them it's just been the two of them trying to make it on their own, and I think that Rachel's mother has been living too sheltered of a life as it is anyway, and has been holding Rachel back. But like I said, after speaking with her, she's doing great and looking forward to coming over again for some additional lessons!"
I found myself smiling over that thought as well.
It was a week after that, that I had arrived home from work, setting my briefcase down on the sideboard, I stepped into the foyer, calling out to my wife. "Tracy? You here?" Which is when I heard the giggling, already heading towards the family room where I now knew I would find them. And find them I did, though somewhat unexpectedly.
Tracy was lying on the floor with Rachel sitting on my wife's face, another woman whom I'd never even seen before was happily licking my wife's cunt.
"Hi Brian!" Rachel spoke, rolling off my wife, allowing her to sit up and look at me, as did now the other unknown woman.
"Welcome home honey," Tracy said with a more than lust filled look in her eyes.
"You can say that again," I said grinningly, still somewhat surprised at what I was seeing here.
Then laughed as I realized. "I take it its back to being my turn then?"
Tracy shook her head.
"No?"
"Nope! This was Rachel's idea," she announced with a wicked evil grin.
"It was?"
"Yep!" Rachel stated excitedly. "Oh and Brian? This is my mom, mother? This is the guy I was telling you about."
All I could do was stand there with my mouth hanging open.
"Decadent enough for ya?" Rachel asked smiling.
And yes...it was, it really, really was.
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Steve and I had been best friends forever. We'd gone through Elementary, Middle School, and finally High School together. Sadly, after graduation I had entered the service, and Steve had taken a lucrative job out of state. Though we had maintained contact with one another during those years, I found I truly missed him as a friend.
Being an only child, Steve was more like a brother to me than just a friend. In addition to that, we had even passed as brothers being similar in looks and appearance, both at the same height, dark hair and hazel eyes. And as was typical back then when growing up, Steve and I had ventured into the world of sexual discovery together, leafing through the same dog-eared pages of Playboy, then on to even more explicit magazines we had confiscated from another friends father's stash. So comfortable together in this, we had often sat pouring over the pages of busty, lusty looking women, jerking off while we did. And even in this, we found ourselves to be virtually identical in size and shape of prick as we frequently masturbated ourselves in front of one another, discussed our once again similar preferences in women, and sometimes idiotic boyhood fantasies.
In time of course, we both married, attended one another's weddings, and over the course of the years vacationed at least once a year where he lived, or the following year, Steve and his (now ex-wife) would come and visit with us. It was always nice to see him of course, but eventually I learned that he and his wife Stacy had decided to split up, something that was hard on him and had placed a lot of strain on his life. For a time after that, we lost touch as Steve withdrew into a bit of a funk.
Then out of the blue, I received a phone call from him.
"Hey buddy!"
"Steve!" I shouted into the phone. "How the hell are you, and where the hell have you been?" I chastised him.
"I know, I know. So much has been going on, more than you know..." his voice softened, and I knew that there was more.
"So what's up?" I asked casually, hopeful, but aware by the tone of his voice that there was more to this call than just a friendly visit.
"Well, it just so happens that I have an appointment there," he began, "so how'd you like some company for a few days?"
"Great!" I replied, excited to see him of course, but now even more curious than ever about what kind of appointment would bring him back here. "So tell me Steve, what's going on that would bring you back here for such an unexpected visit?"
Which is when he finally told me he was dying.
The news of course was a shock at first, though I tried to sound light-hearted and skeptical about it in the beginng, pretending what he'd just told me wasn't as serious as he'd indicated. Unfortunately, it was. We talked for a very long time after that as he gave me the details. Finally I asked the unanswered question.
"How long?"
"A year? Six month's, tomorrow maybe? Hell Dave, who knows?"
I still couldn't believe it. I could only try and accept it and support him through it, whatever it took.
"Is there anything I can do for you?" I asked lamely as anyone might do. He laughed.
"Sure, let me fuck Diana," he said jokingly.
I didn't even hesitate. "Ok," I replied. Already wondering how I was going to spring this on my wife, and how she might take it or even accept the notion when I did. She and Steve had gotten along very well of course, and it wasn't like he hadn't seen her naked before as we had on occasion jumped in the hot-tub together though we'd never ventured into anything more than that. There had of course been the occasional flirting, kidding and joking around, but that was as far as anything had ever gone.
I heard Steve's tentative laugh on the other end. "Hey, I was only joking," he finally responded. "You know me, I've always had a thing for your wife, she has the greatest set of tits I've ever seen!"
Which was something else we had in common of course. Women with large breasts, which his ex-wife Stacy didn't have, something I had always thought strange knowing Steve.
"Well, I'm not," I responded back. "It's the least I can do for my brother," I told him, meaning it as well as feeling it. Steve really was my brother as far as I was concerned, and I knew that he felt the same way.
"You're serious!" he came back.
"Very."
"How?" he questioned curiously, as I heard the excited quiver in his tone of voice.
"Not sure about that part yet, but leave it up to me," I promised him, already trying to think of a way to broach the subject with Diana. I mean they liked one another well enough, and Diana always enjoyed it when Steve had come for a visit, though even she had never gotten along very well with Stacy whenever we went there, or when they had come here. "When you planning on being here?" I asked.
"Thursday of next week. I have an appointment with the Doctor then, returning first thing Monday morning."
"Ok, lets do this," I told him. "That gives me a few days to think things out and come up with something. I'll call you back with the details before you leave."
"You really are serious!" he exclaimed excitedly. "Listen Dave, don't do anything that will fuck up your relationship with Diana, I was after all only joking when I said that. I wouldn't want anything to come between you and Diana the way it did between Stacy and I, it wouldn't be worth it, no matter how lusty feeling I am towards your wife! It would kill me if the two of you went through what Stacy and I did."
I winced slightly at his candid remark, the last thing I wanted to be reminded of was his death, so I let the comment pass. "I know that," I told him. "Which is why I also don't mind..."
"Granting a man his last dying wish?" he finished for me trying to laugh it off.
"Something like that. But I know you've always had a thing for my wife anyway."
Once again he laughed, and we both remembered a specific time out in the hot-tub when Steve had come over on one of his fast trips alone, and had nervously tried to conceal his raging hard-on one evening while out in the tub together. Diana and I had laughed about it afterwards, both feeling sorry for him under the circumstances as he had then confided to us, how badly his own marriage seemed to be going at the time. Diana had even made an off-handed remark about "fucking your brother" and wondering if she could even tell us apart in the dark as we were both so similar in shape and appearance.
"I wonder," I thought to myself after hanging up the phone with Steve, "Could she?"
#
Unlike Steve and Stacy, Diana and I had a very active, very uninhibited sex-life though we had never included any other outside partners. Diana certainly didn't prohibit my looking of course, but had half-jokingly threatened me with bodily harm should I ever stray. She never worried about me, nor placed any restrictive demands when I had on the rare and infrequent occasion gone to one of the local titty-bars with friends, or watched a porn movie alone, or with her (though I always enjoyed it more whenever it was with her, as she often did.) She had once told me that she didn't mind where I went to get an appetite, as long as I always came home for dinner. A subtle reminder from her which I always took very seriously.
Another one of the many things I loved about my wife was her total lack of inhibitions in or even out of the bedroom. She was adventurous, playful, naughty as hell when she wanted to be, a seductress, and even cutely shy when she was in the mood to be so. With shoulder length auburn hair, a touch of natural red highlights, the darkest brown eyes you have ever seen, she was a constantly smoldering volcano that could erupt at any moment with just the right touch, or the right word spoken. Most often, it was merely the simple touch that was needed, or a lingering soft kiss that would start those lava-like juices of hers flowing. Especially on her nipples. She had the most sensitively responsive nipples I'd ever seen on a woman. One thing Diana loved was having her fairly large sized breasts played with. And one thing I enjoyed doing...a lot, was playing with them. All I ever really had to do was come up from behind her, place my hands around her tits, start nibbling on her neck and in the next instant, we were tearing one another's clothes off.
But even knowing all this, knowing how sexually responsive and open she was towards me, I was more nervous and afraid than anything to even begin to try and introduce the subject of including someone else, even Steve, even under the most unusual circumstances. For the next two days I continued to ponder the problem of how to approach her, not even telling her about Steve's condition or that I had spoken to him as an idea began to form inside my head.
One of Diana's fantasies, and surprisingly, one we hadn't as yet entertained, was to be dominated, tied up, blind-folded, and "have my way with" as she'd put it. She wanted to experience being totally out of control, pleasured, teased, pleasured again and forced to submit to my most decadent whims, "the naughtier the better even" as she'd once put it.
Which is what gave me the idea. And which is when I called Steve back two days before his expected arrival.
"You sure about this?" he'd asked me for about the sixth time.
"Yeah, I'm sure," I told him. "Just do it the way I told you," I once again warned. "Diana has always wanted to experience this, she calls it her "Stranger Fantasy", wanting to be tied up and dominated, touched, felt, pleasured without having any say, or saying anything," I reminded once again. "As long as you don't say anything, and do the things I told you that I do, which is what she would expect to feel, then I think we might actually pull this off."
"I dunno buddy," he said nervously. "After everything we've done together," reminding me in a simple thought of our boyhood days together when we'd circle-jerked with one another, and even on two instances jerking one another off. We had even once fucked sisters in the same room, on the same bed side by side smiling back and forth at each other while the two girls did the same thing, even later switching with them and going at it all over again.
"Yeah, I know, it's not exactly the same as the Mercer Sisters," I admitted. "But I will be in the room with you, and can signal to you if necessary, or be there in the event that Diana should get the least little bit suspicious. Like I said, if she does, we can do a quick fast switch-a-roo, and you can be out of the house in seconds if things start to get tricky."
"Damn man," he told me anxiously. "I still can't believe you're actually letting me finally fuck Diana, but like I said, not at any expense, it just wouldn't be worth it, no matter how much I've always dreamed and fantasized about doing this."
"Don't worry about it," I assured him. "Just stick to the plan. Like I said, am going to surprise her with her fantasy Friday night. Once she sees everything, the ties, the blindfold, the toys, all of it, she'll know what I have in mind and have planned for her. She'll be so aroused, so excited, she won't care what's happening to her, or even by whom, though she'll of course think it's me in her mind as long as you do the things I've told you that I do, and the way I do them to and for her. Just don't get too crazy beyond that. She might accept a couple of new things, techniques and such. We often try and do that for each other anyway. So that wouldn't necessarily be out of the norm. But if she says something to you, expecting a response, as we discussed, that's when you step back, step away as though you're getting something else, or about to do something else, which is when I'll stand next to you and answer her in my own voice."
"Ok buddy, I'll go along with this mainly because I'm still thinking with my dick when it comes to fucking Diana. But at the first sign...I'm outta there!"
"Agreed!" I said smiling. "Remember where I'll leave you the extra key. Just come in, get undressed, then come upstairs to the bedroom by 8:00. I'll have been teasing her for about a half an hour by then which should have her more than enough excited and ready to experience just about anything. Which is when you come in, and we exchange places. I'll be sitting at the end of the bed in case of anything, and after that, all you have to do is enjoy yourself, and pleasure the hell out of Diana!"
#
As I had hoped for and expected, after hinting that something special was planned for Friday night, it had given Diana a full twenty-fours hours to think about it and get heated up, which she did. Especially when after a nice long bath, she emerged into the bedroom, which I had now set with several soft glowing candles, a brand-new specially designed blindfold I'd recently purchased, along with a new vibrating toy she'd been dying to try. I'd already laid out the soft cords I'd be binding her legs and wrists with, one of the reasons we had initially purchased a four-poster bed. By the look of gleeful surprise and desire already etched within her face, I knew she was on the edge of orgasm just thinking about it.
"Keep in mind, I'm a stranger tonight," I told her. "I'm going to ravish you, and pleasure you, and do a few things to you that maybe I haven't even tried or done before. But I want it to seem real for you," I said trying to sound convincing "And I want you to do the same. I want you to think, even feel that I am a stranger, someone you don't know. And that maybe it will seem even more real to you if you do."
She was grinning wickedly, which eased my nervousness somewhat as I briefly glanced towards the clock, now reading 7:30. "And I'm going to gag you for a little while at first, so you can't say anything because I want this experience to be real for you, and as decadently wicked as anything you might ever imagine!"
Once again she sat smiling, the look in her eyes so trusting that I almost felt guilty enough to tell her what it was I was really up to. But I remembered Steve, and that suddenly took precedence over logic as well as any sense of morality I might have had regarding all this.
Hurriedly, I began to secure her to the bed as she moaned pleasurably with each tightly secured knot in the cord. She didn't even complain as I wrapped a silken scarf around her mouth, ensuring she could still breathe easily enough through it if she chose to, along with the blindfold, securing her assurance that she couldn't see a damn thing. I then switched on the CD player, sensual music just loud enough to muffle any curious noises hopefully, and relied on the half bottle of her favorite wine that we'd consumed earlier to relax, as well as excite and stimulate her the way it usually did. All was set, it was now 7:45 leaving me a mere fifteen minutes to begin the slow gradual tease that I hoped would excite her beyond reason or suspicion when Steve would then enter the bedroom and take up where I would eventually leave off.
Soon after I poured a more than generous amount of self-heating massage oil onto her breasts, lightly, and gently encircling her nipples with my fingers, watching them grow and stiffen excitedly, knowing full well as they did how much my wife enjoyed having them played with in this fashion, and how it had never failed to stimulate and excite her to her "naughty girl point" as she'd often confessed to me. Something I was of course counting on. Hearing her semi-muffled mewls of erotic delight, I knew she was already there as I continued to more forcefully caress and rub her magnificent breasts, seeing her squirm delightedly beneath my administrations, briefly hinting at things to come as I turned on the new toy, allowing it to be introduced to the hard extended nipple of each breast, then slowly, teasingly down her belly where I only very briefly allowed it to glide atop her cleanly shaven mound, dancing for only a split second upon her obscenely exposed clit which sat winking at me in wanton expectation and desire. Her juices already pooling within the open now gaping hole of her exposed femininity. Tucking the introductory toy away beside her for later use, I couldn't help myself as I slid my tongue inside that exquisitely exposed pussy of hers and drank from that sweet pool of nectar, which had already formed. I hadn't even heard Steve's approach when he entered. Which was a good thing. He was just suddenly there though the look on his face was a mixture of nervousness as well as wanton desire. I simply turned, gave him the 'thumbs up' which eased the expression on his face somewhat, and slipped silently into my waiting chair.
I think the fact that I too was naked actually helped to relax him to some degree. Aroused, sporting a full-on erection, wasn't anything new to either one of us though it had of course been years, not counting the brief semi-awkward glimpse of his ballooned penis out in the hot-tub the year prior to this. I watched, actually fascinated and highly aroused as Steve's prick began to grow in size matching my own. As we'd discussed, Steve poured an additional amount of the lubricant on my wife's body, once again covering her already soaked, slippery tits, and then down her belly and between her spread legs, though her cunt was certainly in no desperate need of additional lubrication. Still, by her soft moans, even the sensation of that was enough to arouse her to an even higher degree.
The first tentative hurdle of course was when Steve actually placed his hands on my wife's breasts, and began playing with them in the same fashion as I often did. Remembering my instructions to take things slowly at first before introducing anything else he might enjoy doing to them that I maybe hadn't already tried. I found myself holding my breath, as I am sure he was, watching for any telltale sign of discovery by Diana. But all she continued to do was moan and squirm pleasurably upon the bed as Steve delighted himself and her with his continued caress. The look on his face was still one of nervous uncertainty as he glanced quickly my way, but I sat, cock in hand stroking myself and actually enjoying the more than naughty decadence which I had promised, though I am sure not in quite the same way as Diana had expected it to be. Seeing me stroking my stiff cock in obvious pleasure and enjoyment immediately relaxed Steve as he continued to explore my wife's body with his hands for the first time.
#
After a while I silently pointed at the new vibrator still lying on the bed next to my wife. I had already told Steve of my purchase of course, and went on in some length how Diana preferred to be teased with one long before any attempt at penetration was made. She enjoyed the sensuous teasing feel of most of her toys in this way, signaling me when she was ready to be entered by a slight humping up and down motion of her hips when she was aroused enough and needful of that particular penetrating sensation. I watched in abject fascination as Steve turned the device on, watching Diana's face as she smiled beneath the silk scarf, knowing what was to come next. Steve indeed used it to toy with her aroused sensitive breasts and nipples briefly, then running it up and down each arm, along her sides, up and down between her legs as he moved silently around the bed, taking his time, and once again assuring us both that Diana was completely unaware that it wasn't me. After a lengthily time of this, Steve finally began using it to slide gently up and down between her exposed glistening split, teasing her clitoris unmercifully, though briefly, allowing the occasional dip of the tip to enter her and play within the squishy, frothy sounding juices that my wife's pussy was producing in rapid abundance. Sure enough, she began undulating her hips, humping herself gently up and down in erotic expectation. With a quick nod of my head as Steve looked towards me, I watched as he eased the softly vibrating device into my wife's grasping pussy one slow agonizing inch at a time until she had greedily sucked the entire length of it inside her self, now bucking against it even more openly, more need-fully. Teasing her just as I would have, Steve carefully slid the now slick toy from her velvet little snatch just as slowly, allowing a brief dance tip-to-tip on her clit before repeating the torturous little process.



I was oozing a great deal of precum from my own hardened shaft, seeing it dripping as well from the tip of Steve's prick as he continued exploring my wife's body with the sensual toy. But it was now time to move on. With a signal, I once again assured him that all was fine, and it was time for him to do something he'd been most wanting to do as well, and something I also knew wouldn't be too out of the ordinary for Diana either.
Placing the toy back onto the bed, with his hard swollen dick firmly in hand, Steve then moved around the bed near my wife's head and began to softly caress her face, forehead, cheeks with his much leaking prick. It was obvious by Diana's response that she too was enjoying this, once again softly moaning as his prick slid mere inches away from her mouth, then teasing her nose, eyes and cheeks once again as she squirmed frustratingly, wantonly, needful wishing it to rub against her lips which fought to no avail for contact beneath the confines of the silken barrier still covering her mouth. Steve then proceeded to inch down on the bed, slowly allowing himself to trace imaginary paths down her neck, between her breasts, then tapping himself, smacking his cock, squeezing it to procure another goodly amount of precum to be smeared against each of her harder than ever extended nipples.
Diana's moans came even more forcefully through the soft layer of silken material, speaking in muffled desire, "taste you", pleading simply.
Another hurdle, a major one in fact. But it was time, it was now or never by my way of thinking if we were to be discovered. Steve gently untied the silk scarf finally freeing her mouth. And as though forgetting, she struggled momentarily with the bonds that held her wrists, soon after giving up though her lips searched in futility for the throbbing, dripping cock perched only inches away from her face.
I couldn't believe how hard and swollen my own cock was, wishing really for the first time that it was I, and not my very best friend Steve who was about to place his hard fat prick against those hungrily seeking lips of hers. But he did, and I watched thrilled, aroused, and delighted beyond reason as Diana slowly encircled the head of his prick and began lavishing it with wet sucking kisses, and rapidly flicking tongue.
When he moaned, I nearly fainted! But even though Diana may have heard his quick brief moan of delight, she neither stopped nor hesitated, if anything, increasing her sucking, flicking exploration of my friend's cock with her lips and tongue. When it became obvious that if he allowed her to continue her pleasuring of his prick much longer, that she would be rewarded with a mouth full of his thick rich cream, Steve reluctantly withdrew himself, once again slithering down to pay homage to her breasts, nipping gently at her extended nipples just as I had told him to do once Diana was so highly aroused. And as expected, she again moaned, allowing the hiss-like sounding word of "yes" escape her lips as Steve suckled each breast alternating between each back and forth before finally taking them both, pressing Diana's soft pliant sensitive breasts together, then drawing each nipple inside his mouth simultaneously, sucking them together.
She loved that. As I loved doing that. And as was now Steve in doing it.
#
It had been nearly two hours now, and things had gone off without a hitch. Even when Steve had at last slithered down between Diana's legs and began tickling her with his tongue, I had once again found myself holding my breath. I remembered briefly our conversation, how funny it sounded now replaying it in my mind as I sat with Steve in a secluded booth at a nearby restaurant for lunch as I instructed him in the fine art of eating my wife's pussy between bites of the burger and fries we had purchased.
"Then she likes it when I draw her clit in, holding it there between my lips, and gently...gently mind you, sucking it. Oh, and one more thing, she likes a finger or two inside her, but not the whole time, just infrequently, once in a while as I'm eating her, as she prefers having her breasts played with while I am still sucking and licking her clit. When she comes, and trust me, you'll know it when she does, that's when she loves having her nipples pinched, and I do mean pinched! Hard! Really pull on them and lift them up with your fingers, pulling on them like you were going to pull them right off her breasts!"
There I sat holding two french-fries in the air clenched between my fingers like they were my wife's nipples, which is when the waitress came by with the check.
"Hmmm, I've never tried that," she said smiling towards us. Obviously she'd been standing close enough to have overheard part of our conversation. Gently I replaced the two french-fries I'd been squeezing back onto my plate, when she winked, smiled and drew both Steve and I's attention towards her chest as she quickly flipped each of her button-sized nipples pressing against the material of her white blouse. With that she turned and walked away.
"See?" I said smiling. "Even she likes it like that," I added.
Steve was blushing visibly, though returned to the subject. "You're serious? She really likes her boobs played with roughly like that?"
"Seriously! If you don't do that exactly like that, she really might wonder. That's how she likes it done, especially when I'm eating her to climax, so don't forget that. I'll touch your ass or something with my hand if she starts too, and if I see or think you've forgotten."
"That better be the only thing you touch my ass with!" Steve said playfully in return.
And once again I smiled, sadly in a way at the thought of that, at the thought of our all too soon ending friendship even as the sounds of my wife's joyful release began, drawing me back once again to the present.
"Fuck yes! Yes! Yes!" Diana screamed obscenely. "Suck my clit! Suck it! Suck it! Suck it!"
He was, just as I so many times had. And obviously sucking it just the way she liked it, pinched nipples and all as Steve pulled those magnificent puppies fully up and away from her chest as she writhed in the throes of unbridled ecstasy.
The final and last hurdle came soon after. This would be the really tricky part for a number of reasons. As noted, Steve and I were at least very similar in size and shape, so there wouldn't be any real noticeable differences there hopefully. It would all hinge mostly on technique and style, but I could only hope whatever differences there were, would be chalked up to the "stranger-fantasy" thing in her mind more than anything else. Diana was on the pill, though Steve had also had the big "V" over a year ago, so there were no additional complications there about his having to wear a rubber or anything, though I could have easily explained that away as being part of the "stranger" thingy perhaps.
It was more about timing than anything. After he/she had climaxed is when we'd once again exchange places. When Steve withdrew, he would slip out of the room as quietly as he came as I began removing Diana's restraints, taking her blindfold off last, allowing Steve those few precious moments to dress and leave without her knowing he was ever there. Diana always loved a second much slower sensual fuck after the first frenzied furious one. And there was no way she would be bound or blindfolded for that one, not to mention that there was no way I wasn't going to fuck my own wife after all this. I was as aroused and as horny as I'd ever been, and it would also give me a chance to "feel her out" so to speak as to how she enjoyed the experience afterwards.
I admit, it was strange watching Steve ease his hard stiff prick into my wife's cunt, watching him fucking her as he slid in and out of that sweet slippery snatch of hers. But it was obvious that Diana was enjoying it as she humped against him, meeting each thrust of his with one of her own, their coupling quickening with each powerful thrust of his prick inside her until she was squealing with delight, urging him to fuck her harder and harder until they eventually both came in a mutually satisfying climax.
As Steve extricated himself from my wife's cunt, he slipped from the room as silently as he had entered. As he did, I stood and began slowly removing the restraints from around my wife's legs, then her arms, and finally the blindfold.
"Whew! That was hot!" she exclaimed, fingering her still sensitive breasts.
"Did you like that?" I said impishly grinning from ear to ear.
"Oh yeah baby, very much so. Did you?"
"Hell yes!" I said slipping into bed beside her.
"Hmmm, nice," she purred. "But before we fuck, I want to ask you..."
It was the way she said "we" that caused me to swallow on my own tongue.
"...were you playing with yourself the entire time?"
"Excuse me?"
"I mean, did it turn you on? Were you jacking off the entire time? I was sort of picturing that once in a while, wondering."
I was still dumbfounded.
"Oh come on Dave, you don't really believe for a moment I didn't know?" she asked me.
I was still speechless, wondering what the hell to say, if I should even say anything and waited for the explosion to come. When it came, I wasn't prepared for that one either. All she did was sit there laughing as my prick deflated like a balloon with a pin sticking in it.
"Steven?" she called out suddenly.
Only Diana called him that. And Diana was the only one that Steve would allow anyone to address him by that name.
Suddenly Steve was standing inside the room once again, still naked and grinning from ear to ear. "Yeah?"
"Ok, what's going on here?" I asked finally finding my voice, but still as confused as hell.
"I think that's the question I should be asking, don't you?" Diana said folding her arms across her breasts in one of her defiant "Ok, you're really in for it now buster!" looks.
Steve was still grinning, and I sat there wilted, feeling sheepish as well as foolish.
"Ok, ok," Diana said smiling once again. "I guess you've been punished enough. Truth is, Steve called me the day after the two of you had had your initial conversation. He was concerned, and didn't want you getting in trouble when you approached me about this!" she said raising her arms to emphasize just what "this" she was referring to. "Which is when I explained to him that you hadn't even approached me about it yet. Steve thought you would have by this time, and again wanted to call and tell me it hadn't really been your idea, but his, and that you'd agreed to it only because it was sort of his last dying wish. Which personally I think was really sweet, but admittedly, I was a little miffed when you never came to talk to me about it. I kept waiting for you to do so, then called Steve back and told him you hadn't, which is when he told me the new plans, and asked me what I wanted him to do. Which was nothing. To just go along with whatever you had planned and let me worry about it."
"Shit!" I exclaimed feeling even more foolish, and a bit surprised at Steve for going along with it, leading me on when he was fully aware Diana knew about everything.
Once again she laughed. "I have to admit too, I had a hard time trying to imagine it wasn't you Dave!" She told me honestly. "You must be a pretty good teacher, and Steven's a pretty good pupil. He took to your instructions very well!:
"Fuck!" I continued with my one word monologue.
"Had you have asked Davey Darling," she drawled out slowly, "I would have said yes, as Steven is about the only other person I think I could feel as comfortable doing something like this with. And don't be getting all upset with him either, he was only looking out for your best interests, and mine." she added with finality.
Now I smiled. "How could I?" I thought to myself. Steve really was my best friend, the fact he couldn't, and wouldn't go through with this without Diana's approval or being aware said something. A lot of something. And suddenly I was feeling a bit melancholy as I realized I would soon be loosing him.
As though reading my mind, as well as my mood, Diana once again broke the tension. "So baby, did you cum yet?" she asked innocently and sweetly.
"Ah no...not yet," I half stammered. Steve turned to leave the room at that point.
"Hey baby, where are you heading off to?" Diana asked.
"Thought maybe the two of you would like some alone time together," he told us.
"See? Isn't he sweet?" she said looking at the two of us. "But no...Dave and I will have plenty of alone one on one time later. Right now, I have two gorgeous men here with me, and two cocks to play with," she said grinning. "Though in all fairness, I probably should take care of this one first," she said reaching over to reawaken my fully deflated prick. "And as for you," Diana said staring up at our still naked friend whose cock had also withered down to a shrunken state. "Since I believe its now my turn to do what I want to do and see, I want you to start jerking that sucker for me while I'm taking care of this one. Not every day a girl gets to see a guy jerking off while watching her, and playing with another one at the same time."
Steve quickly took his seat, which is the chair I had been sitting in all evening.
"And maybe later, we can do something else I've always been curious about too!" she suggested wickedly.
#
It was six month's later when we got the news. Diana called me at the office. "Dave?"
"Hi baby, what's up?" Then she told me.
"I just got off the phone with Steven. He's in full remission!"
"Holy shit! That's great!" I told her excitedly. We'd both been sitting on pins and needles. "How is he?"
"He's elated naturally, and said he's coming out for a visit for an entire week!"
"Way cool!" And it was.
The first night of his arrival, we had tumbled into bed together and enjoyed one of the most erotic, sensual, wickedly awesome experiences of our entire lives. Even later as we sat outside in the hot-tub reliving that very first night together, along with this one, we laughed, joked and kidded with one another just like we used to do in the old days. It was nice seeing Steve's tired worried look gone from his face, replaced by this new one at still being alive.
And though it didn't exactly end up being his last dying wish, he did say afterwards as we sat there in the tub getting aroused all over again, that he felt like he had died and gone to heaven.
So maybe in a way...it was.
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It had been a long time in coming. We had talked about it, dreamed, wondered and imagined how it would be.
There is always that initial excitement, knowing the possibility of passion, coming together for the first time. The frenzied furious groping, explorations and caresses.
That would come, later perhaps, but not now.
Now, as we knew it would be, had to be, was even more intimate. Many might not see it as such, but we did. This dance, our first dance together would be far more sensual, far more erotic than anything we could have ever imagined.
And like a dance, it is interesting that when people dance apart, they watch one another, observing the movements of their partners, enjoying the flow, the curve and lines that move sensually to the music. That intimacy can sometimes be lost when partners touch, the thoughts turning to doing things by the numbers. Stepping here, leading there, guiding our partner through a series of specific movements. The beauty and grace perhaps appreciated by others who may be watching, like actors upon the stage, but that's all it becomes, acting.
This dance now with you was how we imagined it. Intimate, sensual far more provocative and alluring than coming together for that first time.
There are smiles of course, a nervousness for both that adds to, rather than detracts from the heightened sensuality that pervades the very air we breathe. The very bed that monopolizes the room is more hindrance than help for what is now needed, desired. Though no doubt, the bed will itself come into play later, but again, much, much later.
"Dance for me," I say simply. "Dance for me."
That alluring smile says it all. The merest nod of your head as I take one of two comfortable, over-sized looking chairs sitting beside a small table decorated only with a lamp across from the bed which has suddenly become invisible to my minds eye. You are center stage, and you are all I can now see.
As you turn, like a magic act the first bare shoulder emerges from the simple flimsy sun-dress you are wearing. Already I find myself wanting to plant kisses upon that shoulder, and now like a mind-reader you touch it, caressing the smooth flesh with the touch of two fingers, torturously drawing them across yourself to your neck, now lifting the back of your hair where they again linger like a lovers lips gently kissing, exploring the explosion of goose-bumps that suddenly appear.
Somehow I have removed my shoes, socks without taking my eyes away from you. You again turn, but your eyes only fleetingly recognize my presence before again turning, your back now towards me as I languish in the curves of your body, sleek, taut and refined. A second shoulder appears, both shoulders bare now, hands once again embracing yourself, wrapping yourself in an imagined lovers embrace. Though I cannot as yet see, I know that your breasts are now bare. The image of twin capped peaks so tantalizingly close, yet hidden as desire mounts, needs increase. Yet I sit, mesmerized by the dance. You have turned, and for a moment I am unaware, so lost in the visuals of seeing you, without having done so. It is only when I feel your hands tugging on the belt of my pants, loosening them that I realize, and see the visual now made real as the loveliness of those twin fawns of pleasure dance dangerously close.
Automatically, hands reach as though having a mind of their own, but you dance away, your own hands now covering as though a suit of armor had been suddenly fashioned in protection of your treasures.
"Damn!" I sigh with a contented frustration that merely elicits another smile, a simple giggle of delight as like the dancer you truly are, you pirouette away from me, the gown falling easily to your ankles, your back once again facing me now bare.
And again, your hands caressing the smooth soft skin, though they have become my hands, somehow detached from my body as I run them up and down your silky form from armpit to hips, languishing in the curvature of your body, memorizing each square inch of sensitized flesh.
For the first time I sense the hardness of my desire just as your own eyes burn through the confines of material still covering my lust. A warning look as you approach, though the faintest of smile remains. Hands gripping the arm-chair as though fastened, awaiting execution, but it isn't the pain of death that I await, but the pain of pleasured torture as so easily your hands grasp, then pull as my slacks slide as easily as though torn away.
The fullness of me now stands, appreciatively at your beauty, looking once again towards your eyes, but they have again turned, admiring that which draws my look downwards. The tips of your fingers already encircling each of your hard erect nipples, a tender loving caress with the tip of fingers like a lover's tongue gliding across the surface of each simultaneously.
Again I do not see the knowing smile, only the suddenness of movement as you reach, surprising me momentarily, the barest, briefest of touches as finger tip quickly steals the first pearly drop of desire that has bubbled to the surface of my hardened prick. I now watch as you place it tenderly upon your breast, the sheen of its glistening coat now decorating the tiny tower which has risen even more delicately upon the perfectly sculptured breast you now hold within your hand, feeding it as you do the essence of my soul.
For the first time since this dance began, I hear your softly spoke words. Like a whisper on the wind, I hear them, yet not quite understanding, still lost in the fugue of desire until like the breeze they've become, I hear them again.
"Give me more," you say simply, waiting, though your hands now trace imaginary lines downwards, the black thong you are wearing revealingly concealing the wantonness of your sex.
I feel the surge of additional lubrications suddenly flowing, the tips of your fingers once again dashing in to capture the pleasured dew drops, then stepping back. And even though your tiny dark thong remains, I watch in abject fascination as the pearly fluid from my leaking prick is so lovingly placed upon that thin material, darkening it even further, fingers pressing inwards as though in attempt to break through the barrier that refrains them, fingers pressing seeking entry like the first tentative embrace of a lovers cock into the virginal passage of first rites.
I am again tempted to reach out, tearing away the thin material with my own hands, but you simply move it to the side, a slim finger tentatively probing, your head now tilted back with the suddenness of contact. I hear the softness of a low moan escape your lips as ecstasy finds you, delights you and begins the tantalizing tease of your still secreted clitoris. Your own juices now merging through the barrier to mingle with those of my own.
"Touch yourself."
I do so, hypnotized by your words.
"Now show me, show me how you touch, how you feel, what you desire when you're alone. When all you have is time to make love to your own body, to your hard throbbing prick."
There is no embarrassment, no shyness as I begin. And I have heard by your words want you want, what you need, what you seek. This is not the rushed hungry need of a morning's adventure when the furious fast pumping of hand to prick produces the quick immediate jettison of spunk that discharges fruitlessly into the bowl of a toilet, or beneath the streams of a hot cascading shower. Where release is all too quick, all too temporary, all too over with in the blink of an eye.
What you seek, what you desire is far more than that to be wasted. You ask for the intimacy of my pleasures, the secret, sometimes childish memory of explorations and self pleasuring that comes for each of us in a moment of time when we can safely, trustfully love ourselves in ways we might not fully share with anyone else.
As I now share with you. As you now begin sharing with me.
Your fingers are now mine as they continue to caress, probing, touching, tickling and playfully tease the maddened flesh that awaits them. I do not know how, yet I feel rather than see those fingerlings. I can even smell the aroma of your sweetness that so easily coats the tips and length of each finger as it reemerges to be licked, suckled and cleansed by your waiting mouth, my mouth as the taste of you assaults my senses, heightening my pleasure even more.
The hardness of my prick as I now share with you my secret strokings, touches and fondlings. With the tips of fingers, they encircle the head of my arousal, pulling upwards as though your lips have encompassed my manhood. Pinching ever so lightly, yet firmly before clasping and grasping again to renew the whole process. Your eyes again follow my own movements, as mine follow yours. The urgency of need finally giving way, the thin material of your thong suddenly torn away in desperate need revealing the pink puffy swollen lips of your femininity.
Two fingers now slide downwards on either side of those exquisitely petaled lips, like a searching mouth kissing its way along rapturous flesh, I watch your hand as it glides along the slick slippery surface. There is a tremble in your stance, barely noticeable, but non-the-less observed. An audible sigh matches one of my own as yet another release of pearly lubricant wraps itself around and long side the head of my now straining prick.
"More," you say softly, pleadingly. "Show me more."
As though your own lips have found me, I glide two fingers from the tip of my shaft to the bottom and back again. Smearing the traces of my seepage along the way. I watch as you now settle comfortably upon the bed which has magically reemerged into being, though more like a convenient prop for our purposes. Here you lay, the tantalizingly long display of legs so obscenely wicked, yet so shyly demure, still closed together though hands once again slither downwards, first cupping, pressing, then rotating against the mound that is concealed beneath them.
"Show me what you like, how it feels best, what you do," you now say so wickedly, so lustfully.
There is no hiding from you, no secrets to remain unshared as one hand gently pats, slaps, and runs itself in a twisting up and down motion so slowly, so very, very slowly.
"Yes, yes!" you moan watchfully as your fingers finally pry open the neither lips of your sex, displaying in all their wondrous glory the full reddened desire that now consumes you.
I don't remember walking, let alone standing. Nor do I recall having removed my shirt which now lays crumpled within the cushion of the chair. All I do know is that I now stand above you where you lay on the bed. I watch as with one hand, you scissor the nubbin of sweetness with your fingers on either side, even more fully exposing the sensitive shiny little surface as your fingers press against it on either side. With your free hand, you now glide the tip of your index finger across the tiny hard little surface, flicking it as though it were my tongue doing so instead.
"Watch me!"
Like I wasn't or hadn't been. But just hearing you say the words was erotic, the way you spoke them looking at me with eyes that were vulnerable, open, penetrating.
"Watch me as I touch myself for you, see how hard my little clit is for you?"
I watch you as you skin the tender skin surrounding it even more than you had been, in awe, pleasure sensitive in my senses, even more so than the touch of my own hand still slickly stroking my prick in a teased up and down motion that was more automatic than awares.
You begin tapping your clit with a finger, then two. Likewise I am doing the same, now following your lead as passion takes us on this crazy erotic adventure.
"Suck it!" You tell me. "As you know I would, as you know that I will!"
Somehow I know what you mean, what you would have me do. Placing just the finger tips of one hand about the head of my hard swollen cock, I grasp the sensitive head pulling upwards bringing pleasure to that purple headed crown, releasing, grasping it again, pulling, releasing over and over.
"Hmmm," you murmur pleasurably watching me, watching you.
Faster now, a combination of finger probing, clit flicking, rubbing, a frenzy decadent desire now assails your obscenely displayed cunt, a cunt so luscious, creamy and beautiful in its wanton display.
Without words, we are aware of one another's pleasures, already hovering on the edge of insanity, oblivion, into whose depths we will tumble in glorious release.
"Now!" you urge me, a single solitary word of desire, needful desire that triggers at once the volcanic explosion that has so dangerously hovered on the brink for so long.
I feel the first glorious jettison of my cream spurting freely, forcefully against the velvety lips of your pussy as fingers meet and greet the rich milky essence that falls in geyser like spurtings over and over and over again.
Lost in the throes of your own climatic release, the cry of pleasure that escapes your lips is ear-piercing, wanton and magical all at once. Your head tosses side to side, fingers continuing to pummel the now almost too sensitive nubbin of pleasure between your legs, though you continue to fondle, coating it with the protective lubrication of my spendings.
Once again, rather than walking or moving, I merely float even closer towards you, and though I have just climaxed with a force that has exceeded most I have felt, my prick glides effortlessly inside you, slipping upwards, meeting the warmth and sticky moisture of your own sweet creamy juices.
And there we lay, now joined and await the next dance.
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Let's face it. No one really knows what its like to die, I certainly didn't. The last thing I remember was someone saying, "He's gone." In the next instant I was somewhere else. I can't even explain it really, because the somewhere else was without substance, without definition really. Until images came to mind, places I had once known, been to, or had wondered about. Then suddenly...there I was!
It felt warm, comforting. I was standing on a hill, there was a breeze against my face, though again, there hadn't been until I'd considered it, then there it was! It was quiet, peaceful, just as I imagined it might be, would be. I looked down at myself, I was old.
"Damn! Arn't we supposed to change back to the best way we ever looked, or should look?" I wondered. And suddenly, I did. At least I wasn't just a thought floating around without substance. Then I grimaced, worried that I would be, but that didn't happen.
"Ok, that's better. Much, much better!" I said feeling a hell of a lot better admittedly. But it was still strange.
I mean, we all have our own ideas of what Heaven is supposed to be like I suppose. But this wasn't like anything I'd ever even heard of or imagined before either. No pearly gates, though they'd have looked really out of place from where I was standing. No white haired guy in a white flowing robe with a great big book with a bright green bookmarker holding the place open where my name would have been listed. None of that. Hell, there wasn't even a bird singing or a butterfly flying. And then...there was.
"Ok, maybe I'm starting to get the hang of this after all," I thought to myself.
But I was still surprised no one had come to greet me, no one had come to tell me where I was supposed to go, or what I was supposed to do. I even thought about my parents who had died years ago. Nothing. Unlike the sudden appearance of birds, butterflies and bee's (which I quickly decided I didn't want or need and made them go away) there was nothing else. At least no mom, no dad. No uncles, no aunts, no friends (only one or two of which I could actually remember as having died before I did). Bottom line was, no people.
"Well, this sucks!" I said aloud wondering if anyone could actually hear me.
I decided to go for a walk, and then wondered if I could fly. Sure enough, I was floating in the air and moving forward at an incredible speed. Problem was, the ground below me whizzed by faster than I could imagine it until I was standing in the middle of darkness.
"Lets try that one again," I thought. I was back on the hill again, oh yeah; the breeze thing, and the birds and the butterflies were kinda cool too. Except, I really am going to walk this time, at least until such a time as I get the flying/moving thing down a whole lot better.
So I walked. And I walked, and I walked. The only cool thing here was, when I got tired of walking and seeing the same scenery (cause I knew it usually would take several hours if I was to walk out of this valley and actually get anywhere else), all I had to do was think of another place, and I was there. One moment in the mountains, in the next walking through Canyon lands in Moab. At least I thought it was Moab, sure looked like it anyway, though once again there was no people. And that was the other interesting part. I tried thinking about the valley where I'd lived, my home, once again my friends and family. I think...though don't take my word on this, but I think I was in the valley where my home should be, once was, or would be. I mean who knows, when your dead, maybe when we're there, we're just borrowing the here, which is real, when that reality isn't. Anyway, no houses, no cars, no planes, no people. Nada...nothing.
I kept thinking that maybe I was on hold or something. Or that I'd failed to see the sign that had said "Out to lunch". I certainly didn't want to stand around in the dark, and I was sort of missing the birds at this point, as I'd forgotten to bring them along with me. So I went back. Back to the mountain, sat down and waited.
Who knows how long I sat there waiting. A year? A day? A century or two? Who the hell knows. I certainly didn't have a watch, couldn't even produce one. And who was around to tell or give me the correct time, or even what the hell day it was anyway?
So I just sat there and waited. And wondered. And began to think about my life and some of the people I knew, or once knew anyway. And then the last thing in the world I had ever expected to happen happened. I looked up the hill and saw a young woman walking towards me. She looked familiar, and even at this distance I could envision her face, see her smile, and she even waved.
"Thank God!" I said aloud, half expecting to hear a booming "You're Welcome!" but that didn't happen either. I really hate it when you can't remember a name. I mean I knew I knew her, I just couldn't remember from where, or when. Then it came to me. And was that because I suddenly decided I did know her name? That I'd actually thought about her in passing when I began thinking about my life and what I'd accomplished or failed to accomplish for one reason or another? Or because I just decided what her name was. Once again, I didn't know for sure, not really. But as Darlene approached getting ever closer, which is when I suddenly decided to do the half-fly, half hop thing, I was standing next to her.
"Darlene? Is that really you?" She smiled and nodded her head yes.
"Please tell me you can speak," I asked worriedly. "Or are we supposed to be talking with our minds and not our mouths or something like that?" I asked.
She laughed then, which was like music to my ears (and briefly, I swear I could hear the Sound of Music playing in the background).
"I've been looking for you," She said simply.
"You have?"
"Yes, ever since I got here."
"How long has that been?"
"Oh, I don't know, forever maybe? Who knows?"
At the moment, I couldn't very well argue with that. "Well, it's sure as hell nice to finally see someone else, and actually talk to them!" Then I hunched my shoulders worriedly, wondering if the word "Hell" was appropriate, or inappropriate under the circumstances.
"So, you seen anyone else?" I had to ask.
"Nope, just you. But then again, like I said, you're the only one I've been looking for anyway."
I still wondered why. Why was she here with me and not with her friends, her family. What was she doing here looking for me for? And why her anyway? I mean after all, Darlene had been the first girl I had ever kissed, first girl who two years later actually let me touch her boobs, and then the first girl I had ever gone down on in her parents bedroom when they were out for the evening. But what that had to do with us still escaped me. Or any of this for that matter.
"So, now what?" I had to ask.
"I don't know, you tell me," she responded.
Like that helped anything. I guess we could continue to sit here and wait. But I'd done that already. And it was Darlene that said she'd been wandering around for just about ever looking for me, so there had to be something about that that made some sort of sense, which for the moment at least, didn't.
And then I thought about something else.
"Was there a reason why you've been looking for me?" I asked.
"Yeah," she said finally grinning. "Why don't you lie down on the grass and I'll show you."
Now we were getting somewhere. Unless she suddenly turned into some sort of Vampire or something at the last minute.
"You're not a Vampire are you?" I had to ask. Once again she laughed.
"No, and I'm not here to suck your blood either. But I wouldn't mind sucking something else."
"Ok, this HAD to be heaven!" I decided. "No way in, well...you know, no way in that place could this be that."
She had a lot bigger, a lot nicer tits than I remembered too. But of course that probably made sense. I mean back then...anyways, at least now she had them and they were pretty nice looking too. She undressed and got down on her knees and oh yeah, that felt nice, really nice. And once again I was reminded how good this felt, how pleasurable this was, and that if she kept this up I'd soon be climaxing. And then the fear, "What if? What if I can't? What if she sucks and sucks me for ever and I can't?" But then I was, and I did...and all was right with the world again. Well, this world anyway. And besides, I sorta always figured that if a person went to hell, they probably couldn't have an orgasm, so that was at least a point on the Heaven side of the ledger I suppose. And the fact I'd just had one, and a damn good one in fact, tended to support that theory.
"Now what do you want to do?" I asked a while later.
"How about we fuck now?" she asked demurely. Once again I looked around. "Maybe you shouldn't talk like that here," I told her. "Mess around, or do it might be a little more appropriate, something like that."
"Ok, so lets mess around then," she stated.
So we did.
The only thing I remember about Darlene that I didn't like was that she was so clingy as they say. Seemed she was always touching me one-way or the other. A hand on my leg if we were simply sitting there, or if we walked anyplace, she had to hold my hand, or if we laid down in the grass, or on a hill, or sometimes when we just floated around off the ground (especially then) so I quit floating after that), she had to be holding onto something. I mean sometimes when she held onto things, or when even I did, I liked it. But not all the time. But if I said anything to her about it, hurt her feelings, then she'd sit there and cry until I told her I was sorry, to which there would come the hand into my lap again.
Oh yeah, and you don't sleep either. You don't go to bed and wake up the next morning feeling either tired, sleepy or refreshed. The sun's just sort of there, all the time, though you don't see the sun, or anything else like it for that matter. It's just sun-shinny with light all day long (all night long for that matter) but like I said. You don't sleep. I sorta miss that.
Then a while later. (I like to think in terms of days, but for all I know, a day is a year here, or a millennium, who cares?) Anyway, so like about maybe a week later we're hanging out, (oh yeah and I gave up wearing clothes, I mean whets the point? We're usually naked most of the time anyway, and it makes it a whole lot easier when we're in the mood to mess around). So we've just finished doing it...again, when I look up the road. (Made that one myself out of dirt, seemed appropriate anyway, somewhere to look down, or walk down when we weren't busy messing around). And low and behold, I see this other girl approaching us. And just like Darlene, I think I know her, and then I do know her. Brenda?
Brenda's the first girl I ever did it with. She smiles and waves, and I wave back and notice Darlene's not smiling. But she remains by my side as we sort of do the float walk thing towards where Brenda's standing.
Next thing you know, it's the same story. Brenda's been looking for me for quite a while too now, and finally knows where to find me, so she has, and here she is, and here we are all now.
And then we're all messing around, having a hell...I mean having a lot of fun, and its all good, and they're both beautiful and all that, even though Brenda and Darlene sort of fight over who's going first and that sort of thing, which is kind of cool in a way as I really never did have another girl fight over me, except for maybe Theresa, and then low and behold, I see her approaching, smiling and waving at us too.
Damn, now isn't this interesting? I think to myself. Then I begin to picture all the girls I've ever known, ever been with throughout my entire life. And the next thing I know, there's this entire flock of women walking down the road towards us, towards me rather as neither Darlene, Brenda, or especially Theresa are looking very anxious to meet any of them.
And better still, every damn, ah every darn one of them is as naked as the day they were born, or died...whatever.
And have you ever heard the term, "Too much of a good thing?" Well in a way I guess, this was the perfect example of that. Though admittedly when I saw my first wife, and my third I began to wonder. And though my second wife hadn't shown up as yet, I was sort of grateful for that, as I'd really considered her to be quite a bitch, and so she either hadn't died yet (and I couldn't honestly remember if she had, or if she hadn't...and who knows what time it is, or how long we've all been here anyway) the fact she hadn't shown up was a good sign, sorta. Because she really had been the meanest most vindictive woman I'd ever known. And seeing her here, really would convince me this was Hell, and not just some sort of holding area that I was now sorta hoping this really was.
But it was all still pretty much confusing. On the one hand, I could "do it" with any one of them any time I liked. And did so, but I had to admit, it took a lot out of me, and most of them afterwards got all pissy about it if I hadn't chosen one of them. (Especially Theresa). And have you ever tried doing it with someone else hanging over your shoulder yelling "Me next? Me next?" I tell ya, it's not exactly conducive to keeping it up even while your doing it, or even how attractive or how beautiful the woman are with that going on all the time.
Eventually, I did learn that if I thought about moving very fast when I flew, entered that black void, I would find myself alone. The only problem with that was, the moment I came out, wherever it was I thought I would be, they'd find me. Then it was fucking, sucking until I was totally exhausted once again, not to mention all the God damn bickering (yeah you heard me) it's starting to get on my nerves in case you didn't know it.
Point is, I'm still not exactly sure what's going on, why I'm here, or what this really is.
Mostly now I just sit alone here in the dark.
I miss my birds.
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It was her father's idea to name her that, since his last name was Day. Back then, it was a cutesy thing to do, though in the beginning Holly wasn't too sure about that. Eventually, however, she liked it as it always reminded her of better days and a happier way of life.
Holly and I had been best friends ever since grade school. With reddish brown hair that fell way past her shoulders, green eyes and a picture perfect figure that had the boys drooling, it was in a way comical to know, a secret back then, she had no interest in them, none whatsoever, even though I wasn't to learn this for a while yet.
I was a little chubbier then too, though that was partially due to the fact that I developed fairly early on, so my breasts seemed to fill out overnight, and with the insecurity that went along with that, having "tits" when no one else really seemed to, caused me to eat a little more than I should have. I got a lot of teasing about my size, but realized a year or so later, it was more jealousy because I had boobs, and most of the other girls growing up with me didn't. The only one who never teased me, and who befriended me of course, was Holly.
The fact that she lived just a couple of doors down made it easy for us to spend a lot of time together as well. And being an only child, my mother all but adopted Holly and welcomed her at our home as much as Holly's mother welcomed me at theirs, especially that first year of High School when everything seemed to happen at once. When Holly's father left her mother for another woman, and when I first learned the truth about who my best friend in the world truly was.
By now of course I had shed all of those chubby little girl pounds and had filled out most of my five foot nine inch frame. One of the advantages of that of course at the time, was that I was taller than most of the boys in my class, and held it over them to some degree for the torturing teases a lot of them had forced me to endure growing up through grade-school. Not that I was a knock-out or anything like that, Holly was the real beauty, but cute enough to receive a great deal of attention, though I still attributed a lot of that to my larger than average sized breasts. I had grown out my dark auburn hair, trying to emulate Holly's I suppose, though it wasn't quite as long as hers, but we had spent many hours brushing one another's hair together, and which in a strange sort of way, is what brought me onto the path of sexual discovery and the long hidden secret about my friend.
The big thing was, we had finally graduated from high school and with summer vacation finally at hand, Holly and I looked forward to spending a lot more time together, especially the sleep-overs which both of our families welcomed, primarily because they knew where we always were for one thing, and for another, neither of us was involved with boys at the time, not that we didn't get a lot of attention from them, we both did. But with Holly shrugging them off like water on a duck's back, I tended to follow along doing the same.
We had spent a good part of the evening brushing one another's hair as we often did, having first slipped into our PJ's, which for me usually consisted of a short baby-doll nightie of one sort or another. Holly had always worn simpler things to bed, such as a loose fitting white tee shirt, and plain cotton white panties. And it was of course no big deal dressing, or undressing in front of one another either. After all, I had seen her naked in the showers at school for a couple of years now, just as she had seen me. We'd watched one another develop, change, even on occasion commenting on those changes, and several times doing laughable, childish comparisons of one another. I was in the process of slipping into one of my night gowns as Holly sat at her dressing table, already wearing her favorite nightly attire when she spoke, stopping me in stride.
"You really do have beautiful breasts," she told me. Like I said, she'd commented on them before, we both had. But I'd never heard her call them beautiful before.
"Thank you," I said feeling a little silly, then slipped into the top I had brought along preparing to button it up. "No don't, let me look at you for a moment," Holly said surprising me once again. I don't know why that flustered me, or why it suddenly felt different as she stood and walked over. But in the next instant she stood cupping my breasts in her hands, and then kissed me.
For a moment, I didn't know what the hell to do, so I simply stood there kissing her back, letting her feel up my boobs with my mind racing a hundred miles an hour. Seconds later she broke off the kiss and immediately apologized.
"No reason for you to do that Holly!" I told her, a strange sort of excitement pulsating through my entire body. I certainly wasn't shocked by it either, not really. I knew a few of the other girls in school had kissed other girls, and many of them having done so long before we just had. A natural normal things for many women to do growing up, expressing curiosity, and romancing, or fantasizing about those first grown up kisses that would come later on, though most girls were using one another to practice on prior to that happening.
"Yes there is," she told me sitting back down in her seat. "There's something you need to know Mandy, something I've never told you about."
I knew she was being serious, she was wearing that serious expression on her face she always wore when it really was serious, like the time she had told me about her father's leaving, and then a year later when she informed me how her mother was dating another man, and how much she hated the guy already, primarily because of the way he looked at Holly whenever her mother wasn't around.
"So what? Tell me," I urged her now sitting down on the corner of the bed across from her. I didn't even realize, nor consider it really, that I still hadn't finished doing up the top of my nightgown. My full breasts continued to sit there in full view, my nipples actually hardened by the quick gentle caress of Holly's hands.
She spoke, though still gazing towards me, her eyes obviously locked onto my breasts though for a moment longer, the reason behind that still hadn't struck home, until she looked up into my eyes and then told me.
I was at first shocked. Back then, gays and lesbians really were in the closet, I mean you never really heard anything about them, and you certainly didn't openly see anything. The fact that Holly had come straight out and told me that she found girls/women attractive, and that she wasn't attracted at all towards men, still had me struggling to accept it. As I sat there listening to her, listening to all the years of pain she had struggled with her feelings, her hidden secrets, I began to see a side of Holly I had never known before, and finally, clearly had come to understand. Even having said that, I still wasn't sure how I felt about it personally. I knew that I was indeed attracted to men, a few of them anyway, but more importantly, had never really entertained thoughts or fantasies towards women. Until now.
#
As it turned out however, Holly's revelation to me came during the worst week of my entire life. Less than a few days later, she and I both learned that her mother had agreed to marry the guy that Holly absolutely despised, and worse, that her mother was pregnant. In addition to that, her soon to be stepfather had taken a new job in California, and had announced to Holly that they would soon be moving. Holly begged, even pleaded with her mother to at least spend some additional time with me. My parents had even agreed to let her do that, as there was plenty of room. All to no avail however, as both Holly's mother and soon to be stepfather were adamant about her moving with them. Holly's only consolation being that she had always wanted to see California.
We spent that last night together at my place. A night I wouldn't soon forget, and would spend the next year alone thinking about many a time.
#
A year later I had taken on a job at a local bar, and though we had continued to correspond, even talk on the phone several times, it just wasn't the same. We missed one another certainly, but I could tell that Holly was becoming withdrawn and even more depressed. Then one evening I received a phone call from her.
"Holly!" I said with delight when I realized it was her. "What's up, how've you been?" She was half laughing, half crying.
"I'm coming home Mandy," she told me. "I'm finally coming home!"
"What? What happened? What do you mean? What are you talking about?" I stammered into the phone. She laughed again trying to get me to shut up.
"If you'd quit talking for a moment, I'll tell you." Then she did.
I knew from previous conversations with her over the phone that she truly hated her new stepfather, and with good reason, which she now had confirmed with me as she spoke. She had told me before that whenever she had found herself alone with him, how he was always leering at her, making suggestive or totally inappropriate comments about her body, how she dressed, and that she was nothing but a slutty little cock-teaser. She had laughed at that, for little did he ever really know. But then one night less than a month ago, he had come home late from work, actually late from the bar as Holly new the truth of it to be. Her mother now admitting to having reservations about marrying him, though doing so because of the pregnancy and feeling like Holly's little sister had needed a father. A decision she would come to regret. Holly had heard her stepfather come home, pretending sleep of course as she heard him climb the stairs towards their rooms. Most often, he would simply turn and head down the hall in the opposite direction, but every once in a while, he would stop, quietly open her door and peek in towards her. Holly had once asked for a lock to be placed on her bedroom door to ensure her privacy, but he had forbidden it, using some flimsy excuse of needing to get into her room in the event of some stupid emergency. She hated that, hated when he would stand there in the doorway looking towards her in the darkness for several long moments before finally closing the door, leaving. Holly would be holding her breath, fearful of what she thought him capable of doing. This night, he had come up the stairs, and as Holly had feared, stopped, opening her door. But this time, he came into her room, closing the door behind him. He had walked over towards her bed, though Holly had tucked herself deeply beneath the covers. And though she couldn't see him, she could hear him. She heard as he unzipped his fly, heard as he began masturbating himself while standing over her, mumbling to himself about her constantly teasing him with her supple little body, her cute perky tits, and her near perfect ass that she was always showing off beneath her too short, short-shorts. Had it not been for the light in her bedroom suddenly coming on, the shriek of her mother's own voice yelling at him to get out of her daughter's bedroom, Holly wasn't sure what just might have happened otherwise. To her immediate relief of course, they had kicked him out and were coming home again. Holly's mother had already arranged to get her old job back as a hairdresser, and her Uncle had already managed to find them a new place to stay. They wouldn't exactly be living a few doors down as they once had of course, but they would only be living a few miles away.
"Oh Holly! I mean I'm sorry that all that happened!" I told her, meaning it. But I was also elated that I would soon be seeing my very best friend in the whole wide world once again. "When? How soon will you be here?" I asked.
"Well, mom did say I could come earlier and stay with you for a few days, provided it was alright with your folks," she said hopefully.
"Hell, I don't even need to ask!" I told her excitedly. "Just tell me what flight you'll be on, and I'll meet you at the airport!"
I had a hard time trying to get to sleep that night, just thinking about her. I had missed her horribly, more than I even realized, and more than I would eventually come to understand.
#
As I've already mentioned, that last night with Holly had been one I had never forgotten. We had spent the night sleeping in the same bed together, or rather trying to sleep which it seemed neither one of us really could, though at some point, we had both pretended to, not wanting to face the coming day. With mere inches separating us there in the darkness, I soon felt a subtle movement, wondering, and then realizing what it was she was doing. I mean after all, I did it myself then, frequently. But even more surprising, as I lay there, sensing, hearing and even feeling her movements, I became aroused, excited, and began doing the same.
She never spoke, but after a time I felt the touch of her hand upon me there beneath the covers, tentatively at first, and I'm sure worried. In an effort to ease her mind, as well as my own perhaps, I then reached over towards her, finding the touch of her, the surprising softness, and then the wetness to be mind numbing, thrilling, and exciting beyond imagination. Before long, we were openly finger-fucking one another with wild abandon, then Holly rolled over on top of me and began kissing me, all the while pressing herself against me as we humped like we were fucking one another, caressing one another's breasts, kissing some more, and finally fingering one another off towards two very intense, very heartfelt "this is good-bye" orgasms.
#
I picked Holly up at the airport late that afternoon. I was excited to see her of course, but almost missed seeing her even when I did. In the time she had been away, Holly had changed her overall appearance. I mean, she still looked like the Holly I once knew, but she was far more mature looking now than I remembered, and she had shortened her hair, considerably.
We had rushed home after that, settled her into my room, had eaten dinner with my folks and spent some time catching up with them before racing back upstairs in preparation for bed, though neither one of us had any intentions of sleeping. It was just like old times, with one little exception. I think we were both remembering that last night we had spent together, and it was something that was nervously on our minds.
"So I know about all the bad parts, tell me about some of the good ones," I prompted. "Surely there were some!"
"There were, but not sure you'd really care to hear about them," she told me truthfully. "I've gone through a lot of changes," she said wearing that serious look.
"That's obvious," I retorted, "But tell me anyway."
"It's pretty heavy stuff," she said warning me off once again. "And I'd hate to think I was corrupting you," she said with a bit of a devilish grin.
One thing was true, though I was almost twenty one, I was still a virgin and pretty naive about a lot of things. I'd only kissed a couple of guys, and only one of which I'd allowed to even feel me up, and that was through my blouse and not under it. But beyond that, not much else. And though I still masturbated nearly every day, that had remained my private little secret which I hadn't shared with anybody, including Holly.
"Well, don't say I didn't warn you," she told me once again very seriously as she settled down in the bed lying next to me. We hadn't changed our clothes or anything, no-where's near ready for bed as yet, just lying on the bed, side by side. In some ways I was nervously wondering about that, as perhaps maybe Holly had been, which is why we hadn't even made any pretense at taking our clothes off. It must have been a thought running around inside her head, it certainly was in mine.
"I met someone after we moved to California," she began.
I didn't ask who, or interrupt, I figured the unspoken question would quickly be answered, and it was a moment later.
"For something to do to occupy my time, and get me away and out of the house as often as I could, I went to work at one of those specialized boutiques they have there. Nothing like that here of course, and probably won't be for several years yet, but there...they were all over the place."
I still wasn't sure what kind of 'boutique' she was referring to, but I remained silent letting her continue.
"There were only three of us that worked there at night, me, another girl and the night manager who was also a woman. About the same age as my mother I guess," she added in reflection. "Anyway, I'd been there about three weeks, it was nearing closing time and I had just finished doing my cash drawer. Usually I just left after making sure I balanced as Jocelyn always closed up the shop. Anyway, I was over for some reason and kept counting and recounting and coming up with the same number over and over again. I mean it was better than being short of cash, but still, even being twenty dollars over was frustrating, as I couldn't figure out where the extra money had come from. I looked around for Jocelyn but didn't see her, and I also realized that Suzy, the other girl who usually worked with us in the evenings wasn't around either, though I figured she'd probably already gone home. I decided to find Jocelyn, tell her about the discrepancy, and then head on home."
In had been interesting to note that Holly had closed her eyes as she recalled the story, as though seeing it all so very clearly in her minds eye. I decided to do the same, closing mine as she continued.
"Anyway, so I checked the back storage area where Jocelyn usually went at night to check on any restocks we hadn't done, or that she could put out to have done in the morning with the day Manager and the one other girl that worked with her. But she wasn't back there. Which left only the one other place that she could be, down the hall past the dressing room area in the small little room she sort of claimed as an office, though it was so crowed inside there, it was hard to even find a place to sit. And it was even rarer that she went there, as it had become more of an additional storage room than office. As I started down the hallway and began walking past the three dressing rooms, I heard what was obviously some kind of moan coming from the third one. I slowed, stopped, and listened, hearing it again. About that time it dawned on me as to what was actually going on in there."
"What?" I asked stupidly, but Holly continued without answering me directly.
"I pushed on the door just a fraction and peeked inside. There sat Jocelyn on the small bench seat facing the mirror, Suzy was kneeling down on the floor in front of her, tits out as Jocelyn sat playing with them, but what immediately caught my attention, was that she was eating Jocelyn out!"
"She was doing what?" I then said sitting up eyes wide open, which caused Holly's to do the same, though she merely continued to lie there.
"You heard me," she said. "She was licking her cunt!"
I really was naive. I'd never heard of such a thing before. I had heard about some girls, though I'd honestly never met one personally who had given a guy what many had called a "blow-job" so the visual workings of that had managed to stick inside my head though I'd never seen it. But I for some reason had never really considered the other side of that coin at all.
And though I had certainly heard the word before, it was one that was always used as a major derogatory vulgarity when referring to one of those women who gave those boys I just mentioned a blow-job.
"Oh my god!" Was all I said. "Why would she do that?" Which is when Holly burst out laughing.
"Oh you poor innocent sweet young thing you," she said easily. "Anyway, there I stood watching the two of them for a moment when Jocelyn looks up in the mirror and sees me peeking at them through the crack in the door. All she says is, "Either come in and join us, or close the door and give us some privacy."



"What did you do?" I had to ask. Holly grinned.
"I joined them of course!"
"Shit Holly! Then what happened?" It was at that point that I noticed Holly had actually slipped one hand down the front of her jeans, there could be no other reason for her doing that, except to obviously be touching herself in some way, though she was very subtle about it. Laying back on the bed, I once again closed my eyes and listened as she continued on with the story.
"For a moment, I just stood there watching them. It was mesmerizing really, watching Suzy licking the woman we worked for's pussy, but rather than finding it vulgar or revolting, the longer I stood there watching the more aroused and excited I became."
"Would you like me to lick yours?" Suzy asked a few minutes later.
"I wouldn't mind doing that myself," Jocelyn added. "How about we all take turns lying down on the floor here, and then we can eventually switch places."
With my eyes closed, I suddenly had this very clear, very distinct vision of the three of them naked, lying on the floor in a connected circle licking one another. And as Holly had just stated, rather than finding it nasty, dirty or revolting, I found myself becoming fairly aroused by the thought of it.
"So what was it like?" I asked, hearing Holly's giggle once again though I kept my eyes firmly closed, not willing to look into her eyes and let her see the flush that had spread suddenly across my face, though if she was looking, she'd have seen it anyway, just not the curiously-lusty look I might have given her.
"It was heavenly," she sighed. "Especially when Jocelyn finally did it. I mean, Suzy enjoyed doing it, but Jocelyn was damn good at it! And it was the very first time for me too," she added with another long sigh. "And I knew there and then, there was no going back."
I opened my eyes once again at that one. Holly still had her hand down the front of her pants, and it was very obvious now what she was doing to herself.
"You ever think about that last night we spent together?" She asked suddenly.
I caught myself short, but there was no use denying it either. After a moments more pause, I admitted I had. "Several times."
"Did it freak you out? Bother you?"
"No, but you should know that. If it had, I would have told you," I told her.
She smiled at me. "Wish then I knew what I know about now," she added. "I wish I'd gone down on you rather than just finger you to climax."
I remembered the orgasm, several of them in fact.
"You can cum like that?" I questioned again stupidly.
Poor Holly just shook her head laughingly and smiled at me. "Even harder than what we experienced," she admitted to me. "I've never cum so hard before in my entire life!"
"Holy cow!" I retorted, "Who'd have thought?"
She giggled once again. "I did, several times. And several times, wondering what it would have felt like if you'd been there instead."
"You did?"
"Oh yeah, on more than one occasion too," she added with a little wink. "Oh and one more thing I need to tell you about," she said. "I'm no longer a virgin either!"
"Holly! No shit?"
"No shit Mandy, but this part might surprise you, it wasn't a guy who popped my cherry either, it was Jocelyn."
"Jocelyn?"
"Yeah, Jocelyn."
"Ok, now how is that possible? And how is it if you didn't do it with a guy that you're not still a virgin?"
"I see this is going to be a long night," Holly said slipping out of bed. "And if we're going to stay up all night, which it looks like we will be, then I'm at least going to get comfortable before I tell you the rest of it."
Holly immediately pulled the tight fitting tee shirt she was wearing up and over her head, quickly unclasping her bra, and throwing both items into the nearby chair. She then stooped, chucking off her jeans while I continued to lie there watching her. She wasn't wearing any panties, and as she turned to once again face me and slip back into bed, I saw the tiny little tattoo just above the neatly trimmed line of her pussy hair.
"Hold it!" I said flatly. "What the hells that? And what did you do to your pubic hair?"
She grinned kneeling down on the bed next to me. "Well, to answer your first question, it's a tattoo, and to answer your second, it just feels better this way, for a number of reasons."
"For real? You mean it's permanent and won't come off?"
"Nope!"
"Let me see!" I didn't really realize I was suddenly face to pussy, or nearly so with Holly's cunny mere inches away from my face. "It's a butterfly!" I stated as though she didn't already know that.
"You are correct," she said sarcastically, which is about the time I did realize I was hovering so close to her, and inched back a ways.
"Wow, you're brave," I stated. "What did your mother say?"
"She doesn't even know I have one," Holly told me. "And it's none of her business now anyway."
"So why'd you shave your pussy like that again?" I asked now actually looking at it, to which she laughed.
"Lets just say it's a lot nicer having it a little neater for whenever someone might decide to start licking it," she said almost in a way of challenge. "Now then, you going to continue to lay there with your clothes on and make me uncomfortable? Or you going to finally get undressed and get back into bed?"
I know she didn't mean for it to sound the way it might have, but the implication was there, and surprisingly, I think it had been all along. I wasn't one hundred percent sure of anything, nor was I expecting anything for that matter, after all, it had been a while, and we'd both gone down two separately total paths. I did slip out of the bed on my side at that point however and began to undress.
"You still wear those silly looking outfits?" she asked,
"Silly looking?" I shot back, "I thought you said they were cute!"
"Back then maybe, yes. But that was another time, another place," she told me.
Then it was my turn to surprise her. "Nope, now I just sleep naked!"
#
In seconds I was as naked as she was, flipping off the overhead light throwing the room into darkness. A moment or two after that, I had slipped back into bed beneath the sheets beside her.
"Why'd you turn off the lights?" she asked.
"In case mom or dad comes up to check on us," I lied. Truth was, they wouldn't do that. "If they come up and see the lights off beneath the door, then they won't even bother us," I said continuing the lie.
"Oh, ok," Holly responded.
The truth of the matter was, I felt a little embarrassed. Here Holly was, looking far more mature and grown up, a naughty little tattoo, much shorter hair, and a trimmed pussy. And here I was, still feeling like the same little girl I'd always been, even with big boobs.
"So, tell me how you lost your cherry," I reminded her.
"Ok, but if I do, then you have to let me tell it my way, and do it my way while I do," she said cryptically.
"What do you mean by that?" I asked. Then I felt her hand suddenly appear between my legs as she began slowly caressing me, just as she'd once done so long ago.
"That answer your question?" she asked.
I didn't answer her back, I was still trying to find my voice, but I did spread my legs a little, which was answer enough as she began speaking again.
"One night after we had closed the store, Jocelyn asked if I'd like to come over to her place and have a drink. So I did. We sat on the couch sipping our drinks for a while when she asked me if I'd like to go into her bedroom and fuck."
Though startled by the use of the word, the touch of Holly's fingers gently pressing against my lips as she related the story to me, kept me from responding to that.
"It was then I told her that I was a virgin, and had never been with anyone before. She seemed surprised by that, but then assured me if I was willing, that she would be lovingly gentle with me."
It was then that I felt Holly's other hand seeking mine, lifting it, and placing it upon her smoothly shaved mound.
"We got undressed, then I sat there watching her as she began to put on one of those strap-on dildo's we sold at the store."
"Strap on what?"
"You know, dildo's?"
"Dildos?"
"Yeah, fake cocks, women wear them to have sex with one another if they're lesbians, or in some cases, women use them on themselves to masturbate with when they can't find a decent man to do it for them."
"You're kidding me!" I stammered in disbelief.
"Oh Mandy, you really do have a lot to learn don't you?" she stated, giving my lips a little pinch before settling back into the bed and continuing.
"Anyway, she's really careful with me, takes a lot of time preparing me. She put a lot of baby-oil on the toy, which helped a lot, then had me kneel down on the bed "doggy-style".
I had heard that term before of course, but now it had a whole new meaning for me as I envisioned my very best friend kneeling on this woman's bed while she in turn had fastened some sort of fake prick and was about to shove it inside Holly's cunt.
"I don't know Holly, sounds kind of wickedly nasty to me," I told her.
"Oh yeah Mandy, it was, wonderfully wicked and nasty," she sighed remembering, and proceeded to give my hard little clit nub a nice stimulating twirl with her fingers. "Then she slowly eased it inside me, just a little at a time, and the next thing I knew, she was in, though she just stayed there for a while without moving until I got used to it."
"Didn't it hurt?" I wondered.
"A little, yes. But I think it didn't hurt nearly as much as it might have, if I hadn't been masturbating with all sorts of things before hand."
"What?"
Once again she laughed. "Not sure you'll even remember this or not, but I'll tell you anyway. You'd come over one afternoon after school, I'd stayed home because I simply hadn't felt like going remember?"
"Vaguely," I told her.
"Anyway, mom was out so you let yourself in and came upstairs. I was sitting at my vanity with my back towards you."
"Yeah, I remember, and you were naked."
"Yeah, I'd been masturbating, though at the time you didn't know that of course. When I finally heard you and realized you were in the room with me, I turned and lifted the hairbrush to my hair, remember?"
I did.
"But what you didn't know perhaps, I'd been sitting there using it on myself, to play with."
"You mean you were pushing it inside you?" I asked.
"Well, sort of, like I sometimes did. Never actually got it in all the way, it always seemed to hurt too much to do that, but I kept trying, and seemed to make a little more progress every time I did. Mostly, I just used the smooth handle to rub up and down my pussy, between my lips and against my clit. I got off that way a lot. Anyway, I think that's why it didn't hurt nearly as much as I thought it would when Jocelyn finally shoved that dildo all the way through my hymen."
"Fuck!" I said surprising myself, which I think surprised the hell out of Holly as well.
"Now THAT's the Mandy I remember," she giggled, then once again lovingly ran her fingers up and down between the now very wet split between my legs.
#
Everything she did, and everything I felt I did back to her. I was oblivious at that point towards everything else. Only the touch of her slick tender fingers as they probed and played with my pussy, strumming the tip of my clitty, flicking it back and forth with a tender finger tip as I repeated the same movements, copying them in kind as she did. Hearing her little mewl like moans thrilled me immeasurably, making me realize she was enjoying it as much as I was, that I was thrilling and exciting her every bit as much as she was exciting me.
"Mandy?"
"Yeah?"
"Would you let me..."
I didn't even let her finish saying it before answering.
"Yes Holly, yes. Eat me, please, please, eat me!"
I had of course no idea what to expect, or certainly what it might feel like. I felt Holly suddenly toss back the covers, revealing us, though there was no light to have done so. I felt her soft body slithering down mine, though she stopped for too brief a while to suckle my breasts, tenderly licking and kissing each until they were twin towers of fiery infernos igniting an ever greater heat down between my legs. Only then did she finally move further downwards against me. I soon after felt the press of her fingers as they continued to explore, though opening, spreading. Automatically, I spread my own legs even further, knowing how wickedly obscene I must have appeared had either of us been able to see it so openly. Even so, I couldn't have cared less. All I wanted now was to feel the touch of her mouth upon me, the tickle of her tongue as it lapped sweetly over and around my super-sensitive clitoris.
When she began doing just that, I nearly came up off of the bed, so intense, so sweet was the sensation, that within moments, I found myself in the midst of a very unexpected, very intense, very mind-blowing orgasm.
#
It took me a long, long time to recover from that. But when I did, I knew without any doubt in my mind whatsoever what I was going to do now. I didn't even ask. With Holly still lying between my legs, ever so gently licking me still, kissing me, I reached down, indicating as I did that I wanted her to move upwards against me. She did that. Then we kissed, passionately, needfully for a very long time. When at last we broke for air, I flipped her over onto her back unexpectedly and began slithering down her body just as she had done to me.
"Mandy, you don't have to do this," she said softly. "I'd didn't expect or mean for you too."
"I know that, I want to."
Sure, I was nervous as hell, scared to death I wouldn't know what I was doing and that she'd hate it or something. Or worse, that I would. But that didn't happen. When I first placed my mouth on her sweet succulent pussy, I merely kissed it, kissing her as though those lips were the lips on her mouth. Maybe it was a goofy, strange way to begin. But that's what I did, and she liked it. So I kissed her some more, and then began to lick her, tasting the sweetness of the nectar that greeted me there. Holly's sweet tasting little cunny was intoxicating, and I soon found myself lapping at her pink precious split like a cat at a bowl of milk. Almost immediately she began writhing and moaning beneath me, rotating her hips in perfect rhythm to the light tender flicking of my tongue upon the hardness of her sweet little love-button. And then just as I had, and would soon again in fact, she was thrashing beneath me, wildly, so much so that I briefly worried there for a moment that my parents would hear the cries of passion and ecstasy that escaped from her lips as she came.
I held her as she held me for long moments afterwards, only the sound of our still excited breathing filling the night air.
"Mandy?"
"Yeah?"
"I'm telling you the honest truth here when I say this."
"Yeah?"
"That was even better than the way Jocelyn used to do it."
"It was?"
"Yes baby, it really, really, was."
#
We did a "69" after that, which was fun and still pleasurable, though to be honest about it, I really couldn't concentrate. I came again however, much to Holly's delight, and then forced her to roll over onto her back where I pleasured her with my mouth again for what seemed like an eternity. I had no idea one person could have that many orgasm's at once, but she did.
After which we slept in one another's arms until the hunger and need of food woke us, each of us famished having spent so much energy pleasuring one another the night before.
#
It was Monday, so my parents had already both gone to work leaving us with most of the morning and early afternoon to ourselves. I had work that evening at the local bar here in town where I served drinks and waited on tables, but we had until then to spend the day together, though Holly promised she'd drop by the bar shortly before closing.
We'd even jumped into the shower together, washing one another when I got an idea.
"Holly? Would you do something for me?" I asked.
"Just ask," she said smiling. "Whatever you want."
"Would you mind shaving me?" I asked. She giggled excitedly.
"Sure! I'd be happy to. You want a shave and a nice trim? Or a full shave?"
I thought about that for a moment, "Oh hell, lets go for it, take it all off!"
"Sounds fun, and while we're at it, you might as well do me too!"
As silly as it might seem, watching Holly while she sat me down and began sheering me, then taking the razor to me was extremely erotic. Though she was almost clinical while doing it, the touch of her hand, the stroke of the razor, the soft brushing of cloth as she cleaned me off, re-soaping me before running the razor once again over my newfound smoothness was exhilarating. Even when she held up the small hand mirror for me to see, I couldn't believe the difference in the way I looked, but even more than that, there was a sensuousness about it that struck me, as Holly knew that it would as we stood there gaping at my vulnerably exposed pussy, my lips full, pink and thickening with each passing second.
"Kind of exciting isn't it?" She stated. "Seeing it like that for the first time. Haven't you ever actually looked at yourself up close like this?"
"No, not really," I admitted feeling a little foolish as I said that.
"Well then do so silly! Look! Look at it, look at how beautiful it is, all pinky slick, reddening, and getting all puffy like!" Then she ran the tip of her finger over the rapidly hardening little nubbin that she'd exposed with her pressed fingers. "Watch me touch it, play with it," she told me.
I couldn't help but do so, though it was a fight to keep my eyes from closing with the exquisite sensations that she was bringing me.
"Now, watch yourself cum while I'm doing this," she told me.
"What?"
"You heard me," she said seriously. Watch what your pussy does when you orgasm, look at it when you do, watch it, enjoy it, and learn from it."
Minutes later I had a deeply satisfying climax, watching my pussy throb, actually pulsating while Holly continued tickling my clit until I could finally stand it no longer.
"Now it's my turn," she said grinning as she put in a new razor blade.
#
"So which bar are you working at?" she asked me later than afternoon as I prepared to get ready for work.
"The Daisy Mae," I said sheepishly.
"Oh no! Don't tell me that place is still open," she said laughing.
It was.
"Old man Miller still make the waitresses wear those low cut peasant blouses with the tight-ass butt Levi short-shorts?"
I held the blouse up to show her we did. "Except the old man doesn't run the place anymore, his son does."
"Jerry? The high school basketball jock we went to school with?" she asked.
"Yep, same one," I told her, though I failed to tell her we'd gone out a few times over the past couple of months.
"Wasn't he sweet on you in school?" she pressed.
"No, not really, well...sorta maybe a little bit," I finally admitted. "But he was seeing Darlene at the time remember?"
Holly laughed. "Oh yeah, wasn't she the big-boobed blonde cheerleader?"
"Yep, that was the one."
"Whatever happened to her anyway?" Then it was my turn to laugh.
"Matter of fact, she's now a hairdresser, and if I'm not mistaken, she's working at the same place your mother will be."
"Oh that's funny," Holly guffawed. "I'm going to have to drop by and tell her hello!"
With that, Holly placed two fingers on either side of her mouth in a "V" shape and stuck her tongue out between them wiggling it obscenely as she did.
"You're incorrigible, you know that?" I told her.
"Come here," she said suggestively. "I'll give you a nice little clitty-cum to get you by until after work."



I was tempted, really tempted. But I needed to go in a little earlier and talk to Jerry before she came in later. It was important to me that I do, as he needed to understand how close the two of us were, had always been, and always would be. Holly had changed enough to know, or that most would know by now, just what her true preferences were, and I didn't want there to be a scene if he didn't quite understand or be accepting of her.
"I'd like to, but I can't," shying away before my resolve melted. "But trust me, after work as soon as we get home, I want you to lick every square inch of this bare little pussy of mine," I quipped.
Holly was grinning broadly at hearing that. "I'm going to hold you to that!" She told me. "Now, get that sweet little ass of yours inside those shorts, this I gotta see!"
#
Jerry was a lot more understanding and accepting than I'd imagined he'd be. Which I was extremely grateful for, though I neglected to tell him of course that we'd been licking one another's pussies. Something I am sure he'd have been more than happy to watch on the one hand, but not too happy about in hearing on the other, when I hadn't so much as let him lay a hand on me beyond feeling up my bra covered boobs the few times we'd gone out together. And I had admittedly mixed emotions about that too. As fun and exciting as this had all been, and as much as I really did love and care about Holly, the fact was, I knew I wasn't a lesbian. I was attracted to men, Jerry in particular, and I had every intention about doing something about that shortly before Holly showed up.
Now, here I was enjoying a newfound sexuality with a friend, a girl friend at that, and enjoying every minute of it though I knew full well that one day I hoped to get married and have children.
I didn't even know or understand what the word "bi-sexual" was either, nor would that label be one I would necessarily consider myself being. It wasn't "women" in general I was sexually attracted to, just one in particular, Holly. And I knew that eventually I would have to come to terms with that, but for now, it was nice simply spending time with her, discovering myself, and enjoying my new-found sexual freedom.
#
I was standing behind the bar talking to Jerry when Holly arrived. For a few moments I didn't see her, which was probably due to the fact that my lips were mashed against Jerry's at that particular moment.
"Ah hem," we both suddenly heard a moment later. "Am I interrupting anything? Or can I just watch?"
"Wow, it's certainly been a while hasn't it?" Jerry said extending his hand in greeting. "How've you been Holly?" He asked.
"Yes, it has been, and I've been fine, especially lately," she said giving me a curious look.
I knew Holly and I were going to have a lot to talk about on the way home.
"I'm off tomorrow," I reminded Jerry.
"Yeah I know," he responded. "We still on for the weekend?" I merely nodded my head yes, and then slipped my hand into Holly's heading for the doorway.
"Plans?" Holly asked with a crooked smile on her face. Then, "So why didn't you tell me you two were dating?"
"We've just started dating," I explained as we reached the car. "Nothing serious, we've only gone out a few times."
"That kiss looked pretty serious," she added.
"Maybe, who knows, he's nothing like you remember back in school, he's changed."
"Haven't we all?" Holly said cryptically. "Especially you."
"Me?"
"Hell yes, in the last twenty four hours you've blossomed into a whole other woman!"
I had to laugh at that, she was right.
"You thinking on doing the nasty with him?" she asked.
Truth was, I had been. But I was nervous about that too. I knew Jerry certainly wasn't a virgin, which Darlene had seemed to feel was her duty in life to tell everyone about. And I hadn't told Jerry I still was one either.
"Thought about it," I admitted. "But the thought of it scares me a little too."
#
Things were abnormally quiet between us as we slipped into bed. For the first time in our friendship, it felt awkward.
"Listen, Mandy, I've known all along that you'd one day end of marrying some guy, settle down and have a bunch of kids."
"One kid, maybe two," I interrupted glad she'd at least spoken.
"Whatever, my point is, we're friends, perhaps very special friends considering the circumstances. And I know you like me, perhaps even love me in that same special way, but I've always known that you're not gay, and that a permanent relationship between us beyond this just wasn't in the cards."
What she said was true. There was something special between us that I really didn't want to end. And even though I now had certain other feelings towards Jerry, I didn't want him to come between us as much as I hadn't wanted Holly to come between Jerry and I either.
"So now what?" I said sadly, nervously.
"Well, I guess that's up to all of us now isn't it?" She said simply. "We either learn to deal with it and accept things, or we don't. It's really that simple."
Fact of the matter was, it was!
"So, you going to fuck him or what?" she said with a teasing tone of voice that immediately made me relax.
"I want to, but like I said, I'm afraid."
"Afraid? Because you think it will hurt?"
"Not so much that, no. More afraid because I don't want to disappoint him, or myself for that matter. And as silly as this may sound, I'd rather he not know I am a virgin. I don't want him thinking he as to do some big honor my virtue thing if I were to tell him I was before hand. I just want to make love with him without any of that other stuff getting in the way."
"Well, I don't know what to tell you about that," she mused "Glad I didn't really have that problem when I lost mine."
Her comment gave me the opening I needed as I'd been considering something else.
"Holly?"
"Yeah?"
"Would you?"
"Would I what?" she said turning over in bed to face me directly. Though by the look on her face, she knew exactly what it was I was about to ask her.
"Would you be willing to take my virginity?"
She lay there looking at me for several long moments. "Are you sure about this?" she asked.
"Very sure. I'm more sure about this than I've ever been about anything."
"Will you be able to live with the thought that it was another woman who deflowered you, and not some guy?" she questioned me seriously once again.
"The only thing I've ever been sure of, is I wanted my first time to be with someone I truly cared about, and who truly cared about me. And I can't think of a better person, including Jerry, than you."
I rolled over on top of her then, and began kissing her passionately. "Whoa sport. If you're really serious about this, then we're going to do it my way, and it won't be tonight, not like this anyway."
"When then?" I asked anxiously.
"Well, you said you were off tomorrow right?"
"Right."
"Then tomorrow, you leave things up to me. I'll make sure it's the kind of evening and night then that you've dreamed about."
I laughed when she said that.
"What's so funny?"
"How'd you know what I've been dreaming about all these years?" I said teasing her back.
She slapped my ass then, hard! "Because I know you Sleeping Beauty, I've always known you."
"Speaking of which, how about you come here and give me another one of those enchanted kisses again then?"
"How about I lick your pussy?"
"That's what I meant," I said giggling.
#
In a way, I was that nervous bride on her wedding night. Holly had gotten up early, long before I had leaving me a simple note saying she had a lot of things to do, and that I was to simply try and relax and let her take care of things. The only thing I knew for sure was that I was to meet her at the one really nice restaurant in town around 7:00. She had made reservations, and when I arrived, the hostess on duty escorted me to our table with a very curious look. When I arrived, I could see why. Holly was wearing what amounted to a men's white dinner jacket, tie and all. Black slacks, shoes, with her short hair slicked back in a very mannish style. She even stood, taking the back of my seat for me as I prepared to sit down.
"Thank you," I said demurely as the hostess continued staring at the two of us before finally announcing our waiter would be with us shortly.
"You look terrific!" I said laughing.
"So do you," she told me, and then kissed me full on the lips as several surprised customers seated around us watched.
Holly ordered an expensive bottle of wine, which was comical as the steward confusedly presented it, uncorking the wine as Holly took a sip and approved of the taste before he poured me a glass and finished refilling her own.
"This will be the talk of the town, and possibly the main subject at the hairdressers tomorrow," she warned me.
"I don't care Holly," I said honestly meaning that. "This is my life, and I intend on living it the way I want to now."
She smiled at that and began looking over the menu. "Just don't eat too much," she warned me with a wink. "We can always order room service afterwards."
#
Holly had booked one of the hotel's more expensive suites. I hadn't intended for her to do all this, but obviously she meant to make this night memorable for me, as if it already wasn't. We first sat in the enormous sunken tub that was in the same room as our bed, gently washing one another, caressing and playing around until we were prunes.
"Relaxed?" she asked.
"Relaxed AND excited, all at the same time!" I giggled feeling shy for the first time, knowing full well what would be happening tonight.
We stepped out of the tub shortly after that as Holly dried me, then herself off before leading me towards the bed.
"I promise, we're going to take things very slowly," she assured me.
"I'm not worried about it," I told her, which I wasn't really. I knew she would be gentle, but we were indeed about to banish my virginity forever.
Holly began by kissing me from head to toe and back again. She lavished every square inch of my body with soul penetrating kisses, especially my more than aroused breasts, before finally settling down between my legs and gently tickling my clit until I thought it was going to come off.
I was certainly more than wet, but even then I felt Holly apply a liberal amount of some really slippery lubrication that she'd purchased especially for our purposes.
"This will help a lot, even as wet as you already are," she said grinning down at me.
It was then that she reached beneath the pillow where she had hidden the naughty wicked looking toy she now held in her hand.
"Where the hell did you get that?" I asked staring at the life-sized phallus she then began waving at me so wickedly.
"I brought this with me, among other things," she said. "We used to sell these in that boutique I told you about."
"No wonder you guys were always so damn horny!" I told her. "I would be too if I had to be around this kind of stuff all day long!"
"You might be right about that," Holly said in reflection. "We did tend to try anything new that came into the store before selling them. Jocelyn thought it would be a good idea that we should know what we were talking about should anyone ask us, or have any questions about the merchandise."
Holly took her time, which I truly appreciated, and which truly aroused me even more than I already was. Touching the head of the life-sized, real flesh feeling prick to my pussy, she gently teased the inside of my opening, rubbing it up and then down my super-slick lips. Periodically, she would press it even more firmly just inside until I could feel the pressure of it trying to enter me. Always she would stop whenever the sensation started to become uncomfortable, and would either then tickle my clit with her tongue, or her fingers for several moments before continuing. I know she was taking an inordinate amount of time doing this, but I appreciated it.
"Fuck I'm horny!" I finally told her, "You're driving me nuts!"
"Good, now relax, lay back and let's see if we can't pop your cherry now shall we?"
It really was time, and I wanted it more than I had ever wanted anything in my entire life. Once again she began to insert the hard stiff prick inside my virginal opening. I felt the slight discomfort as my hymen began to stretch though she pressed slowly at first, cautiously.
"We're almost there baby," she soothed. "You ready?"
I hissed, "yes" then, that I was.
There was a slightly harder press then, a slightly stronger sensation of discomfort, a wince of pain, and suddenly I felt the entire length of the phallus slip deeply inside me.
"Ohhhh Holly!" I wailed out in a mixture of surprise and delight as she penetrated me fully. I felt the rubber cock completely filling my passage, where she left it unmoving, though she now lowered herself, once again lightly licking and sucking my clit, then moving upwards against me, placing her lips against mine as we kissed in a gloriously long embrace, the sensation of prick so deeply embedded, now suddenly moving in and out with a slow dream-like sensation that sent shivers of delight and excitement coursing throughout every nerve ending in my entire body.
After a time, she removed the toy, slipped back off the bed and retrieved something else from out of a near by overnight bag.
Enthralled, I watched as she then slipped a set of straps around her waste, a second later easing the prick that had so recently deflowered me through a specially designed hole in front, and stood there before me, a woman with a hard-on!
"Now we're truly going to fuck!" she announced wickedly.
We did in fact do just that. I lost count of the number of orgasms we shared or gave one another. At one point I even dawned the strap-on dildo myself, fucking Holly from behind doggy style just as she'd once shared with me that Jocelyn had done with her, her first time.
When the morning sun finally came up, we were still wrapped within one another's arms, satiated beyond reason, and committed to a bonding between us that would never be broken.
#
Holly stayed in town for a while. She was there for me, and with me in spirit at least, when Jerry and I finally made love for the first time. As I'd hoped, the evening was far more beautiful and romantic than it might have been otherwise had it been all about his taking my virginity.
When Holly finally announced she was going back to California, I wasn't at all surprised. She had friends there, other friends besides myself that she needed to be with, in ways that I always couldn't be. And I understood that, just as she had. And she came back for my wedding, just as a few month's later I went for the first time to California for hers, though sadly of course, hers wasn't legal, though they went through with it anyway.
And I liked her life-partner too. Janice was very much like Holly was in nature as well as looks, and we got along famously during the week I had spent there with them after the wedding.
On the last night there before I was to leave and head back to my own life and husband, Janice knowingly gave us time alone without reservation, jealousy or fear.
"How's Jerry?" she asked.
"He's doing fine, though we're selling the bar and opening a much nicer place in town."
She laughed, "No more peasant blouses and tight fitting shorts?" she asked.
"Only at home now," I giggled back. "He still likes the way I look in my outfit," I told her. "Never fails to get a rise out of him."
"I'll bet," she paused then, that half-serious expression she sometimes wore showing on her face. "He still ok about us?" she asked worriedly.
On the day that Jerry proposed to me, I decided to tell him everything before I said yes. But it was a lot more than that too. Holly and I had of course talked long into the night, the night she had taken my virginity. I had told her then, making a promise, a vow that I swore I would always keep no matter what, as she then did for me.
I had told Jerry about us, about our very special relationship, and how we had come to care about one another. I explained to him that though I certainly wasn't a lesbian, or even bi-sexual in nature, that Holly was someone I could and would be with again. He had to know this before I said yes. I wanted to give him the chance to know all the facts and think about it before giving me his ring, or in my accepting it. I honestly thought it could very well be the end of our relationship, and had prepared myself for it. But I told him pointedly, that Holly and I had sworn and vowed to one another that we'd at least see and be with one another at least once a year until and unless we decided otherwise. If he could accept that, and understand it, then I would indeed marry him.
It was the same understanding that Holly had presented to Janice prior to their own marriage.
"Yes, he's still ok with it," I told her. "Though he keeps hinting at the fact he'd enjoy seeing us together the next time you come out to visit me," I added.
"I'll bet," Holly snickered. "And I bet that's not all he'd like to do or see either," she added.
I laughed at that too, she was right of course. Jerry was a lot more open-minded than I'd ever considered him to be of course, obviously. But he was also like any other typical male in that regard too.
"Who knows? It might be interesting to see what a guys dick really feels like," she told me suddenly.
"Holly? You, with a man?"
"Hell you never know kiddo, it could happen! Look at what happened to you!"
And I smiled at that, a lot had indeed happened, and I owed her for much of that.
#
It's been several years now, Holly is still with Janice, as I am with Jerry. We have a little girl, who I named Holly after my dearest friend. And as we once vowed, we still see one another at least once a year and spend some very special time together whenever we do. Jerry's turned it into a sort of secret joke with our other friends and family whenever I go off to visit her. He like's telling everyone that I'm off on a Holly-Day.
Oh yes, and he finally got his wish too.
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When I first heard about the course, I could only imagine. I'd been teased about having remained a virgin all through high school. Not that I hadn't had the opportunity, I had, but I'd refrained simply because for me, the timing just wasn't right.
Don't get me wrong either. It wasn't about waiting for the right girl to come along, many of the girls I had gone out with would have been "just right", but I really did want the mood, the setting and the girl to be perfect. Sometimes those three things just can't seem to come together at the same time. So now, here I was twenty-four years old and still a virgin.
And I'm no saint either. I'd had a few of those awkward make out sessions in the back seat of a car at the drive-in, and plenty of them on the downstairs couch at my current girlfriend's home on a weekend when the parents were away. But like I said, maybe the girl and the mood were right, but often the setting wasn't. I just didn't want to be caught in the middle of things and suddenly have to duck out of a window carrying my clothes.
My best friend Larry understood that, to a point, though he'd been amongst my worst critic's and teasers, never being able to understand why I had allowed so many "golden opportunities" pass by as he'd put it. Then one weekend he had come over to my apartment for our usual pizza, beer and the football game. But he had brought along a brochure with him as well.
"You've got to be kidding me," I told him after he'd handed it to me. "I don't need to attend a seminar on being a virgin." I explained testily. "I've had plenty of experience being one for one thing, and for another, it's not like it's been my goal in life to remain one either."
"Read the brochure," he said simply. "It's not anything like you're thinking it is. Diane's girlfriend Charlene took the course last summer, and according to Diane, it was the best thing that ever happened to her."
"I'll bet," I said dubiously. Diane was Larry's sister, and through her I had once bumped into Charlene. Having met her, I could understand why she had remained a virgin. "I can just see it now Larry, a fun filled week of lectures, seminars and god knows what with a bunch of nerdy, homely looking men and women with nothing better to do than to sit there gawking at one another and wondering just as I would be doing, why the hell they even took the course in the first place."
"If you were to see Charlene now, you'd know what I mean," Larry told me disapprovingly. "Like they say, don't judge a book by its cover. She's changed, and if it wasn't for the fact I was dating Susan, I might seriously consider having a run at Charlene myself."
"Yeah, right."
"Just take a look at it, read through it and then decide. According to what Charlene told my sister, it wasn't like anything she'd been expecting it to be either."
I glanced through it while we ate pizza, drank our beer and watched the game. The next available openings were less than a month away over a long weekend beginning with orientation night on a Thursday, and ending on Monday evening with a graduation of sorts for those who completed the course.
Though I had skimmed through it, I hadn't really read through it, pretty much discarding the whole idea in spite of everything Larry had told me. Once again, being forced to participate in a seminar specifically designed for self possessed virgins wasn't my idea of a good time, nor a way to spend and waste a long weekend.
As an afterthought, I took the brochure with me to work on Monday and decided to give it a more critical look before tossing it in the waste can. By nine-thirty I was on the phone.
"I know that the fee seems a little steep," the sultry sounding voice that had called her self Janet told me over the phone, "but it's to ensure a real commitment by those who choose to participate. Two hundred and fifty of which is refunded upon completion of the course."
A thousand dollars was a lot of money, though I was honestly now intrigued by a few of the things I had finally read and not merely skimmed over as I'd previously done.
"And that includes the room, meals and all of the classes and courses you've mentioned in the brochure?" I asked once again. I could almost see the smile in her voice as she spoke.
"All of that and more," she said hinting at more than what was obviously contained or had been mentioned. "Now, can I send out an application form and a profile study?" she asked.
"Profile study? This isn't one of those 'match your mate' sort of things now is it?"
She laughed at that. "No, it isn't Mr. Richards," she said taking a more serious tone. "After orientation we do group several men and women together for participation in the classes. We like to arrange them with people of similar interests, tastes and personalities if we can. It also makes the classes a lot more interesting and stimulating if you attend them with others more like yourself."
That made sense, in a way I guess. "Oh, ok, well in that case then, sure go ahead and send me out an application."
"Can I go ahead and tentatively mark you down for attendance then?" she asked.
"Sure, why not." I decided finally. "Maybe this wouldn't be quite so bad after all."
#
I had quickly arranged the time off from work, packed a small suitcase with the few things that the brochure recommended I bring. Most everything else I could want or even think of needing would be provided. It was a relatively short drive to the resort from where I lived, a nice little mountain hide-a-way that promised plenty of scenery and seclusion. And no wonder, a couple of the "classes" as they'd been more specifically outlined in detail would need a fair amount of seclusion, especially if held outside as many of them would be in order to create a more relaxed, less awkward environment.
I finally met Janet and was indeed a little disappointed that her voice didn't exactly match the image I had created of her. Not that she wasn't attractive in a way, she was at the very least certainly cute, but just plain enough to cause me to once again wonder what I was really doing here.
"So, have you been through the course?" I asked curiously sitting down in front of her as I finished filling out a few remaining forms.
"We all have," she responded simply. "I went through it about two years ago, and then came to work for them shortly after that," she explained. "But everyone who's hired, whether they're still virgins or not attends the course."
I merely smiled in response having satisfied my curiosity. But there was still one question I had remaining.
"It said in the brochure that I get the refund if I complete the course, but it also says there's a special graduation ceremony on Sunday night for those wishing to stay and attend that part. Aren't they one and the same?"
This time she laughed. "I'll let Mrs. Davies explain all that at orientation tonight," she told me. "But I'll at least tell you this, many of the people who attend this seminar choose to remain virgins for one reason or another afterwards, but they do so with a different outlook, understanding and self awareness than most other virgins do. A few who might find circumstances here conducive to losing their virginity while here, are given a very special graduation ceremony in their honor, but again, it's entirely up to you. The refund is assured simply by attending and completing the course, not necessarily 'graduating'," as she put it with an interesting emphasis on the word. "But like I said, Mrs. Davies the course instructor will go into a lot more detail about that during orientation this evening."
Shortly after, I was then escorted to my modest, but lavishly furnished room. I noticed a T.V., but had already been informed its intent was for evening homework assignments or other instructional applications and not for any other use. There was a bright green terry cloth bathrobe that had been laid out on the bed and was mine to keep. One of the few nice perks I saw from coming here. I'd also been told on the way over to my room as we'd passed by the enormous outdoors swimming pool that orientation would begin there at six-o'clock sharp, just over an hour from now. I was also told as I noticed, that there were several brightly colored chase lounge chairs all grouped together by color surrounding the pool area. My assigned color was green, and I was to join my particular "group" where the seats so indicated by color at that time.
Along with the bathrobe, there was a short welcoming agenda waiting for me. I quickly put away what very few things I had brought along with me, put on the swim-suit we'd been advised to bring along, as well as my new green robe, and headed out towards the pool where I noticed from my window that many who were already there began to congregate. I was pleased to note that some rather attractive looking waitress's dressed in white bikinis made the rounds taking drink orders and serving them. So far, I was the only 'green' person to have arrived as yet.
Having placed my drink order and awaiting it, I took a seat and allowed myself to begin scrutinizing some of the other's who'd already arrived. It was certainly a surprising mix, one I hadn't quite totally expected to see. And one that I also found curiously interesting, though I had remembered reading through one section of the brochure about "born again virgin's" which had something to do with those who weren't technically 'real' virgins, but had become through life's circumstance once again celibate for one reason or another. Thus, when I saw a few "older" men and women suddenly forming together in the red group of chairs, I understood why, though I found it somewhat amusing.
"Hi, my names Kate."
The sound of a female voice startled me as I turned to see a young woman taking a seat next to me. She too was wearing a matching green terry cloth robe.
"Hi, Dave, Dave Richards," I said introducing myself taking her hand in greeting.
Kate had short almost jet black hair that perfectly framed her almost pixie-ish like face. She certainly wasn't drop-dead gorgeous, which I wasn't expecting to see here anyway, but she really was fairly attractive looking, though because of the robe she was wearing, I couldn't tell much beyond that.
"So, you one of those born again virgins?" I asked, "Or a real one?"
She blushed at that, obviously shy. "No, I'm for real, you?"
"Ditto," I replied which seemed to surprise her for some reason.
"Seriously? You are too?"
"Yep," I said admitting it as I took a sip of my drink. "So tell me, what's a nice girl like you doing in a place like this anyway?"
Ok, maybe it was a lame line, but it seemed to work as she laughed and appeared to relax. "I'm hoping to change that tag a little maybe. At least enough to not be so damn afraid or embarrassed about being one anyway."
"Being, as in remaining a virgin then?"
Again she blushed nodding her head. "Not that I haven't tried to change that," she offered boldly. "Just never seemed to work out, and things kept getting in the way for one reason or another, know what I mean?"
Fact was, I did, and told her so. "Some of the classes looked pretty interesting," I stated, waiting for her reaction. She again blushed, though without looking away as she sipped her own freshly served drink.
"Boy, you can say that again," she added knowingly. "Some of which sound pretty embarrassing in fact, but I made a promise to myself if I was actually going to come here, that I would participate no matter what."
We were interrupted shortly after that with the arrival of four other green-robed group members as had begun to happen all around us as people filtered in. It was just a few minutes before six now, and obviously most had just started showing up before it was time to do so. As Janet had indicated to me earlier upon arrival, it was the sudden emergence of a middle-aged very professionally looking woman who came up to the microphone that had been provided near the edge of the swimming pool. She was likewise wearing a white terry cloth robe, and waited patiently for everyone to settle down into their seats before she began talking.
"Hello everyone and welcome. My name is Carol Davies; I will be hostess as well as counselor and instructor while you're here. I would now like to take a moment or two to introduce four other colleagues of mine to you who will be very much involved in several of the classes being taught, as well as acting as instructors in their own specialized capacities. After which, I will spend a few moments telling you what to expect while you're here, what we expect from you, and what the schedule will be during your stay. If any of you have any further questions for me after that, we'll spend a few moments of time answering those questions."
There were two male and two female instructors who she first introduced, then began by having everyone refer to the agenda notice that everyone had been given upon their arrival.
"There will be several classes being held each day that you are here,: she began explaining. "Each of you will attend three of them each day according to the schedules provided for your particular group. A map, as well as the times of each will be issued to you daily. There is an hour and a half break during the noon hour where you can come out to the pool, take a nap in your room, eat lunch, or whatever you wish to do. But all classes will again begin at 2:00 sharp, and you are expected to be there, and to be there on time."
Someone from the blue group raised their hand.
"Yes?" Carol asked.
"Um, it doesn't say anything about what the class is, only what time I'm supposed to be there," the young woman asked. Carol smiled; obviously this particular question was anticipated.
"And the reason for that is, we don't want you coming to any of the classes with a preconceived fear or concern for the course or class content. Each of you will learn soon enough upon arriving to the class what that day's subject matter is about, along with any assigned homework you'll be expected to do back in your own rooms later on."
Carol then reiterated the reasons behind the profiles we'd all filled out prior to coming here, the color-coded group assignments which would be the members of our own little groups we'd all be attending classes with.
"Now, as this is our first evening here together, we want you all to relax, have a good time, and hopefully get to know one another a little bit. And as the first rule we want you all to follow now, is to remove your robes, no hiding beneath them now. Feel free to swim, drink, and participate in the outdoors buffet whenever you get hungry. Beyond that, we'll see each and every one of you at your assigned class first thing in the morning."
Which I happened to notice for us on our schedule was 8:00 a.m., after a 7:00 breakfast assignment.
"No sleeping in here!" I said jokingly to my group, and then we all disrobed and began introducing ourselves to one another.
There were six of us in our group, three males, three females, though I noticed that a couple of the other groups were slightly larger with eight people in all in their groups.
Melinda as she introduced herself was a slightly overweight redhead with more freckles on her face and chest than I'd ever seen on anyone before. She was even more shy than Kate was, hardly saying a word except to give us her name.
Patty was a dishwater blonde who was on the opposite extreme, and certainly too skinny for my particular tastes with hardly any real noticeable boobs at all. She was also fairly short and just over five feet, and reminded me of a small child rather than a young woman who was a year older than I was!
Bill and Pete were the two other male members of our group. That "nerdy" definition fitting one of them perfectly. I had almost expected to see a pen protector in the pocket of the green robe he was wearing, along with several differently colored pens sticking out of it. But it was Pete who surprised me most of all. Here was a fairly tall, good looking kid that looked like some sort of super-jock just out of high school, which he was. The youngest of us at twenty, I couldn't for the life of it imagine why he was even here. Explaining my own presence here wouldn't have been nearly as hard to believe. But his was and I couldn't even begin to put my finger on the why.
Eventually we all drifted off to get a bite to eat, returning with trays of all sorts food and sat eating, getting to know one another slowly over the course of the evening. Kate seemed to attach herself to me, sitting nearby which was fine with me as I liked her too. And I guess it only seemed natural as we'd been the first to meet. But she'd obviously been wondering the same thing I had been when at one point she leaned over to me discretely and wondered why a guy looking the way Pete looked would even need to be here.
I merely shrugged my shoulders however, letting it for now remain a mystery. I was sure that in time, we'd probably discover it, or he'd somehow share his reasons behind it with us. All in due time I supposed.
#
The following morning after breakfast, the six of us in our group showed up at the outdoor Amphitheatre where we soon were met by Amanda one of the female instructors. As we'd been previously told we were all again wearing our green robes and swim-suits beneath. It promised to be a warm day, so I was glad that I wasn't wearing anything else beyond the suit and the bathrobe. We soon formed a small semi-circle sitting around where Amanda stood on the first row.
"Welcome to class," she began. "And before we begin, it's important for you to know that you will only have two opportunities to pass this class. Today, and then again on Friday if you don't chose to participate today. And unless you do pass this class, you won't be given a certificate. Now, just for being here and even attending the course, you'll still receive your refund provided you attend all classes whether you chose to pass them or not. But you won't earn a certificate, which I assure you, might not seem like anything, but will to those who do participate and manage to pass all their classes. Everyone understand all that?"
We all nodded our heads curiously. Then she removed her robe and stood before us completely naked.
"We're here this morning to begin shedding our inhibitions and alleviating some fears about ourselves, and one another." If I didn't know what was coming, I did now, though I hadn't as yet guessed all of it.
"I want each one of you to tell me at least one thing you find attractive about my body, and one thing you don't find attractive about my body, and why to each of them. You are free to come and have as close a look as you'd like, touch me wherever you'd like as well. But then you must state publicly your feelings about what you do and don't find attractive about me. After which, each of one you will in turn, undress, and stand naked before the other members of your group and got through the same exercise. Melinda was sitting next to me and I heard her anguished sigh upon hearing that, but surprisingly I heard Pete issue one as well.
I wasn't exactly looking forward to hearing everyone tell me what they didn't like about me either, but I knew the reasoning behind it and steeled myself for the inevitable anyway. I could also see by the look in Kate's eyes that she wasn't looking forward to this either, and spoke hoping to assure her. "Just think, if we get this over with here and now, then it's done and we don't have to think about going through it all over again on Friday."
She seemed to smile at that, nodding her head in agreement. "Just try not to be too critical of me," she whispered. "I know none of us is perfect, but it's still hard hearing it."
I had to admire our instructor. She had a large scar on her abdomen that she'd obviously received several years ago from some sort of surgery. Even after all this time it still had a faint purplish look about it that detracted from her otherwise smooth looking skin. But I also noticed that though she appeared to have nice breasts, one was obviously slightly larger than the other. What was difficult for me was that I didn't really find any of that to be unattractive, though perhaps someone else would. She again wasn't drop-dead gorgeous, but I certainly wouldn't kick her out of bed for eating crackers either.



One by one, everyone stood, examined for a moment, then stated what it was they did find, and didn't find attractive about her. Some mentioned the scar, which I'd expected, Melinda actually mentioning the woman's two differently sized breasts, which surprised me coming from her. Then it was my turn. I stood up walked over and then around her honestly looking. There were a couple of snickers as I did this as I was being a lot more methodical in my looking at her than most had. I even saw a surprised smile in her otherwise stony-eyed face as I looked at her face, scrutinizing that as well.
"Ok," I finally announced. "What I don't find attractive are your eyes. Maybe to someone else they would be, but I've never really been partial to women with hazel colored eyes. I prefer brown. So simply put, that would have to be the one thing I don't find attractive about you and why." I noticed she was smiling at that. "And what I do find attractive, are your breasts." Once again that seemed to surprise her as well as Melinda.
"Ok...now why to those?" Amanda asked directly.
"Actually, the fact they are a little differently shaped and sized is interesting to me, I guess in a way, it would be like being with two different women having two slightly different shapes and sizes of breasts in bed together at the same time."
That got a nervous laugh, but it also caused Amanda to smile broadly as well.
"Well done," she said inviting me to take my seat. "Now, would anyone else like to comment, change their minds, or discuss what everyone else has said before we continue?"
Once again the reminder of what was about to happen hushed everyone down immediately. "Ok, then, who wants to get it out of the way first?" she asked.
I wasn't at all surprised, and in fact pleased when Kate stood up, walked to the front and removed her robe, then began removing her swim suit as well.
"If the rest of you would like to do so, you can remove your swim wear first in the dressing rooms around the corner there, and return in your robes only, or...you can do it here just as Kate has done for us," she stated.
This really was a lot harder than it looked or appeared. I mean I already liked Kate as a person even though I still didn't know her that well. To find something about her that I didn't find attractive, and then tell her what it was a why wasn't an easy thing. But it was in a way equally difficult to tell her what I did find attractive about her, and find a way to explain that one as well.
"Ok, Pete? What's the one thing about Kate you don't find attractive and why?" she asked.
Kate stood there before all of us, naked, but I am sure grateful that Amanda had come over, placed her arm around her shoulder and stood naked with her side by side.
"I don't like her short hair," he said simply. "It looks too much like a boy's hair," he said by way of explanation. Kate nodded her head in acceptance with that. She could see and understand the why behind it, it was just one opinion, and she didn't have to agree or necessarily not agree with it either.
"And?" Amanda asked waiting. I turned watching Pete blush.
"She has a nice ass," he said simply once again.
"And what is it about Kate's ass that you like?" Amanda pressed.
"I like the way that it's shaped," he added shyly, suddenly looking away.
#
One by one everyone got up and expressed what they liked, or didn't like about one another. All except for Pete who refused to undress and come forward. Amanda didn't force it with him either. All she simply said was that she hoped to see him again on Friday when he and whoever else hadn't managed to get this far would try again then.
"Whew! That was hard! Damn hard!" Kate told me as we hurriedly headed towards the next scheduled class.
"Yeah it was, but it was sort of oddly exhilarating in a way too. Did you see the look on Melinda's face when Bill told her he really loved her freckles? She seemed really surprised by that, especially when he said it while looking at the one's dancing across her boobs!"
Kate laughed remembering. "And not one person said she had too much body fat, or that her smile was ugly or anything like that. It was just a bunch of minor things, things that others honestly didn't find attractive for one reason or another, but never the one thing we all assumed everyone else would be thinking it would be."
"Yeah, interesting wasn't it?" I had to admit.
All except for Pete, our little group had made it through the first hurdle. Now as we made our way towards the next class, we couldn't help but wonder what additional surprises would lay in wait for us. One of them was that Carol herself would be instructing this particular class.
We soon arrived at an enclosed pavilion that was rustic looking made out of old wooden logs and looked much like a large old cabin. Entering the building, it was interesting to see that the roof of the facility was completely open with warm sunshine filtering naturally down into the room. There were three comfortable looking tables sitting side-by-side in the middle of the room with Carol standing in front of them as we entered.
"Welcome everyone, today's class is on sensual awareness. What I would like each one of you to do is secure one of the face masks you'll find hanging on the wall behind you. Once you have placed those on your face, I would then like each of you to disrobe. We will then start with the ladies. Girls? Each of you will then move to one of the three tables and place yourselves upon it face down. Once you are situated, we will begin."
Obviously none of us had any clue which girl would be lying on which table. Once the girls had situated themselves, Carol directed the three of us to one of the tables where we stood beside them waiting instructions.
"This exercise isn't designed to be a massage class, though you are welcome to use some of the massage oil you'll find in a tray at the end of each table. I want each of you to begin with the woman's feet, I want you to spend as much time as is necessary in acquainting yourself with every square inch of her body from feet to head. I want you to touch, experience the contours and shape of her body, the feel of her flesh beneath your hands and fingers. I will monitor and observe. If I feel you are going too quickly, I will have you slow down and go back. Likewise, if you are going too slowly as well."
As I began, it was easier for me to realize that it was Melinda who was lying on the table beneath me, though she would have had a harder time distinguishing who I was as I began fondling her toes, her feet and in time running my hands ever so slowly up the calves of her legs.
"Very good," Carol acknowledged as she passed by where I was standing. "Take your time, explore her body and see it with your mind as you touch her."
I could feel Melinda's tremble beneath my fingers, especially when I reached her ass and began running my hands over the fleshy twin cheeks I found there. All around me, I could hear the contented sighs of relaxed pleasure, mixed with a little excitement and nervous giggles as hands continued caressing, touching, and fondling as we continued.
"Very good everyone. Ok girls, let's switch places now. Guys? Your turn to get onto the table, face down and let the person you were touching, now explore and touch you."
We all did that of course, and it was interesting to feel Melinda's hands so tentatively, almost too lightly running along my exposed flesh, but it still sent a wave of goose bumps running up and down my spine when she did. Carol eventually stopped and showed her how to use a bit more pressure and firmness without being too firm as she ran her hands over me.
"Alright everyone, time to switch places once again, and partners. This time girls, each of you will now lay on your backs."
There was a nervous chittering that went on having heard that one. "Hush everyone, concentrate. Concentrate on the sensations, not on who is doing what to who, or even what they're caressing or touching while they do it. Just on the feel and sensation itself, for both of you."
Once again I knew that it was Patty whose body I was currently touching, especially when it came to her small little breasts. What I found immediately interesting however, was how sensitive they obviously were to her as I continued running my hands over the firm soft flesh, felt her nipples immediately respond to my touch as I gently fingered them, and heard her sigh with contented pleasure as I did.
Moving lower now, across her tummy, sides and finally to her mon's, I allowed my fingers to gently probe without forcing, just as Carol now stood instructing each of us to do. I felt Patty's thick lips, lifting them gently, rolling them between my finger tips, exploring her so intimately in this fashion as Carol now coaxed us all through the process, step by step explaining to us what we were touching, how to touch as each of the women below us moaned or softly and contentedly sighed their obvious nervous excitements.
By the time I had reached her feet and toes again, Patty was still visibly trembling beneath my caress, her body obviously awakened to still lingering sensations of arousal and excitement.
"Time to switch places once again, guys? Time for you all to lay on your backs now."
Almost immediately, there was some hesitation coming from Pete. "You can do this Carol told him reassuringly. You wouldn't be here if you couldn't." she added calmly.
I had no idea who it was that had begun running her fingers and hands over my head and then face. But it felt very soothing, relaxing, even though I knew these same hands would before too long begin exploring my still flaccid member. I wondered momentarily about that, feeling a twinge of excitement begin there, and what might occur long before her hands finally arrived at that very place.
Minutes later, just as I felt hands begin to gingerly run themselves around my rapidly awakening cock, I heard a gasp come from the table next to me.
"See? I knew she'd freak out," Pete said in alarm.
"But I didn't," Kate's voice said by way of answer. "I was just surprised, that's all!"
I had no idea what was going on of course, but it was evident that Kate had discovered something I'd been wondering about myself now. And though curious, the blindfold made it impossible for me, or for anyone else to confirm that immediate suspicion.
"It's alright," Carol spoke in her still soothing voice. "Just relax Pete, let Kate continue to explore you now and see you in her mind the way everyone should see you, and not in the way you fear being seen."
#
All in all, it had been an interesting morning. We soon after headed for lunch and to spend some time absorbing everything we had gone through and learned. As Kate and I had become partnered friends in a sense, we took our meals together and found a nice secluded little table off to one side away from where most everyone else who had also finished their morning classes were sitting.
"So, I take it Pete's fairly well endowed as they say."
Kate grinned. "You can say that again, and though I didn't see him with my own eyes of course, I could tell the moment I began touching him that he was, and it surprised me a little as I did, and obviously that alarmed him."
"No wonder he had a hard time with the 1st class this morning," I stated. "He was obviously embarrassed about it."
"Why should he be? I would assume most guys that were hung with equipment like that would be more than happy to show it off."
"Not if it's caused him a lot of problems in life, he wouldn't," I explained to her. "Which explains a few things about his being a good-looking guy, and still a virgin."
"I guess it does," Kate said seeing my point. "Anyway, what do you think of that homework assignment we were given for tonight?" she half giggled. "You willing to partner up with me?" she asked.
"Yeah, I'd like that," I admitted to her. "I'd like that a lot."
We'd all been told that we were to spend an additional hour that evening in our rooms, either alone, or with a partner we would be comfortable with, going through the caressing touch exercise once again. But this time, without the blindfolds. For those who were not yet comfortable to include a partner, they could perform the exercise on themselves alone, but that all of us would be video-taped and monitored during it.
"So we can touch all we want."
"Yep, that was what I was given to understand too," I agreed.
"What if we should have an orgasm while we're doing that?" she asked pointedly.
"Then I guess we have one," I said smiling back easily.
"I really used to hate homework."
"Yeah, me too."
"Not this time though, I'm looking forward to it."
"Yeah, me too," I said smiling.
#
After the break we headed off towards the last class of the day. This one was being held in one of the resorts bungalows that normally served as one of their finest suites. Kate and I were the first of our group to arrive being met by Amanda who we'd had our first class with that morning and Chris, one of the two male instructors we'd met at orientation. It was curiously interesting that we were directed to the enormous outside deck area of the suite where we saw a simple chair, table and bench all situated close by one another. Six comfortable looking chairs were also strategically placed in a horse-shoe pattern facing the three props.
"Wonder what those are for?" Kate wondered voicing my own curiosity.
"Guess we'll find out soon enough," I told her just as the rest of our little group finally arrived.
"Nice to see you all here again," Amanda began once we'd all been seated. She re-introduced Chris to us at that point who immediately removed the white robe he'd been wearing revealing his nakedness beneath it. "How many of you have watched an X-rated movie?" Amanda asked suddenly.
Everyone except for Melinda raised their hands.
"Good. Now, how many of you have actually seen or watched another couple in real life actually having sex?"
I knew that seeing a friend in the backseat of a car while I sat in the front seat didn't really count, so I didn't raise my hand, nor did anyone else.
"In that case, this will be a first for all of you then," Amanda announced with a bigger than life smile on her face.
I know that opened my eyes, along with everyone else's!
"Before Chris and I begin, I want to go over a few things and let you know what to expect, and answer any questions any of you might have. The whole purpose behind this course is to give you all some first hand knowledge of the mechanics of sexual intercourse, even if you think you know, you might find you really don't know all that much. In this setting, you are invited to get as close as you'd like to. As Chris and I begin, you may stand, come over look, ask questions while we're doing it, and you can even touch either one of us while it's going on if you'd like to. Please, don't feel shy or embarrassed as we won't be. It is perfectly permissible and acceptable to physically participate in this way. In addition, as it can sometimes, and often does happen, watching another couple actually performing and having sex can be a very erotic and arousing experience. If any of you do become aroused or excited, that is also hoped for and expected. If you so choose to masturbate while watching the two of us, then please feel comfortable enough to do so."
There were several red-faced shy looking expressions on people's faces when hearing that one. I seriously doubted that anyone from our group anyway, would actively do so. Though it was curiously interesting to watch as Chris stood just behind Amanda doing just that in preparation for their encounter together.
A moment later Chris took his seat sitting in the chair which we all sat facing from the side. Amanda then approached him from in front positioning herself, and slipped easily and smoothly onto his lap, and onto his penis. It was evident by the look on her face as she did this that it was very enjoyable.
"As I stated earlier, if you want to stand and move about, come closer to look, please feel free to do so, and please feel free to ask any questions you might have." She waited for a brief moment before actually beginning to fuck Chris, but no one moved, and everyone seemed to be holding their breath.
"This particular position is highly stimulating for the woman," Amanda began explaining in a normal tone of voice, though for the life of me, I didn't know how she could do it. "Using a chair in this way allows her the freedom of movement to control the depth of penetration, speed and motion of the actual coupling. In addition, for the male, as the woman is the one doing most if not all the work here..." she paused once again while a brief moment of giggling passed, "he in this instance has better control over his staying power, especially if for a lot, if not most men, that initial moment or two of arousal and excitement could produce a too soon premature ejaculation. In other words, it's a great way for a lot of guys to get used to the exquisite sensation and control it, and then more importantly, enjoy it."
Admittedly, it really was quite an arousing thing to watch, and I felt my own firm erection rapidly growing beneath the confines of my green robe, wondering as I did if either of the other two guys were struggling with this as well. To my real surprise however, was when Bill actually stood up from his seat and wandered around to stand behind Amanda as she and Chris continued their slow tantalizing fuck there in the chair together.
#
As Bill stood directly behind Amanda watching so closely from behind, I was sure he wasn't even aware of the fact that his prick had somehow managed to worm itself free from the confines of his green colored robe. There he stood, and there it stood poking its head out as he watched. Amanda then purposely began lengthening her strokes, slowing them as she did, which permitted Bill an even greater amount of detail so he could watch the full length of Chris's prick strokes into her wet glistening pussy from where he stood.
"In many ways, this position can be far more comfortable for the woman in actually being able to control the depth and penetration of her partner," she announced, which is when I heard an audible sigh actually escape Pete's lips. I actually found myself feeling sorry for the guy.
Seconds later, Amanda slid off Chris's lap, turning herself around, which is also when Bill realized his dick was sticking out, which he quickly concealed, then returned shamefaced back to his seat.
"Another variation and use for the chair," Amanda began as she now sat down, slipping Chris's dick once again into herself only this time facing away from him, "is in this position. Slightly different, the angle of penetration can also be different, bringing on a slightly differing series of sensations. It is also far more comfortable for the male to now use his hands, including breast stimulation as part of their coupling." As if on cue, Chris reached around Amanda and began playing with and fondling her breasts. I also noticed as he did this, that Amanda had also reached down between her own legs and began stroking her own clit.
"As some of you may or may not know, though intercourse can certainly be pleasurable for most women, it is still the direct stimulation of the female's clitoris that brings about the greatest degree of pleasure and eventual orgasm. So once again, in this position, it invites the woman to pleasure herself, while still experiencing the additional pleasure of penetration."
Much to my delight, both Kim as well as Melinda had stood and made their way over to stand in front of Amanda, watching what she was doing, and what was actually happening more closely.



"Another nice thing about this particular position, is that it allows the female to bring additional stimulation to herself as well as her partner. Sexual play should be arousing and fun, and another way she can do this here is to fondle the male's penis as it penetrates," which Amanda then demonstrated briefly, "also allowing her to remove it," which she then demonstrated once again, "and use it as a way to tease and pleasure herself, as well as her partner."
Amanda had taken Chris's hard stiff cock from inside her pussy, now rubbing it more directly, tip to tip as it were against her exposed pink clitoris. "As you can see, this sensation is easily performed and appreciated by the male partner as well." Amanda had managed to squeeze out a nice thick droplet of precum from his dick, which she then used to smear against herself as he sat smiling wickedly behind her.
"What is that?" Melinda asked surprising herself along with everyone else. "Did he just cum?" she asked just as innocently. Many of us did laugh, though Amanda kept a straight face while answering.
"Just as the female produces a natural lubricant in order to ease penetration, so does the male produce a lubricant, which is not part of the ejaculate he produces during climax. Go ahead Melinda, place some of it on your finger and see what it feels like."
To my utter and complete amazement, she did. "It feels...sorta oily like," she announced rubbing it between her fingers.
"Which it's supposed to feel like," Amanda said in agreement. "And it's also fun to use as a natural body lubricant and oil on other parts of the body too." Amanda then applied another squeezed out droplet of fluid to each one of her breasts. "Go ahead, try that as well," she urged. Which Melinda also did, opening her robe, revealing one of her rather large freckled breasts, which she then coated with another finger tip full of Chris's natural juice.
"Anyone else?" Amanda asked as Melinda reluctantly returned to her seat. "I wouldn't mind," Kate half whispered, "If you'd let me try some of yours," she said to me a moment or two later after sitting down again.
We'd been told in the beginning, if we decided to actually and openly masturbate, we could. This wasn't exactly that, but as aroused as I now was, I was actually considering it.
"Be my guest," I heard myself telling her. "I have plenty," which I knew that I did.
Kate laughed excitedly, then in the next instant, her hand has disappeared between the fold of my bathrobe. Almost immediately she had sought me out, found me, and found that I indeed had been sitting there leaking like a sieve!
"Ooh that's nice," she said happily, as I just as happily watched her reveal both of her young firm looking breasts and placed a smearing of my lubrications upon each of them. Amanda had also noticed, watching and nodded her head in approval towards us as she did this.
"Ok, let's move onto the table next," Amanda then said once again removing herself from Chris's lap.
#
"This next position will probably be familiar to most of you as it's generally referred to as the 'doggy' position."
Amanda now draped herself over the edge of the table as Chris came and stood behind her.
"This position is of course very favorable upon the bed where the woman can then get down on her knees as well, though it can also be accomplished in a semi-standing up position such as this is, provided the height is adjusted for if necessary. But as most of you can see, this is the perfect height and angle for our purposes."
Once again Chris moved closer, now aiming his ridged cock in hand, placing it at the wide-spread opening of Amanda's pussy as she continued leaning over the edge of the table.
"In this position, there is of course greater movement and flexibility for the male," Chris once again began demonstrating as we all watched, and I found that I was leaking a fair amount of my own excitement while continuing to watch this.
"Want some more?" I whispered hopefully. Kate giggled, smiled and placed her hand around my prick where this time she left it.
Not at all sure how she might react, I then slipped my own hand into her lap and found a treasure-trove of equal delight in the moist warms lips of her quivering little cunny.
"Oooh," she moaned silently, though not enough for Melinda not to have heard it, causing her to look over towards the two of us, smiling in surprise as she did.
I had taken a moment to glance over towards Pete where he sat fidgeting uncomfortably, both hands draped across his lap where he tried unsuccessfully to hide his obvious arousal. Something made worse not only by the erotic coupling going on in front of us, but also as I noticed now that Patty of all people, had openly displayed herself and now sat unabashedly playing with herself while watching Amanda and Chris fuck. Even Bill had thrown caution to the wind to some degree, the movement of his own hand, though still concealed beneath the covering of his robe, giving name to the activity he was currently enjoying as well.
Leaning over towards Kate I whispered. "Tell Melinda to trying touching him," I said with a nod of my head in Pete's direction. Kate snickered, and then did so leaning over towards Melinda. She listened, her eyes suddenly wide, then glanced next to Pete, turned back towards Kate and winked.
We both held our breath. I wasn't honestly sure of what Pete's reaction might be, but then we both watched as Melinda actually did slip her hand into his lap, and began caressing his obviously enormously sized prick through the cloth. He looked at her, but she had already turned her head back towards the front again, watching Amanda and Chris who by now had changed positions, she now sitting on the edge of the table, explaining the mechanics of this as Chris stood in front of her currently just running the hardness of his dick up and down between the folds of Amanda's cunt.
I let out my breath, as did Kate, as Pete actually seemed to relax, allowing Melinda's seemingly absentminded exploration of him continue.
We all watched as Chris and Amanda demonstrated a few other basic positions on the table, the small couch, and finally even standing up.
"Now then," she at last said standing apart from him, "The climax."
#
"Ladies? Have any of you seen a man ejaculate before?"
Both Kate and Melinda had it appeared as they shyfully nodded their heads.
"Patty?" Amanda asked, "Would you like to come up here and watch this as I bring Chris to an orgasm?" she questioned.
"I...I think I'm ok here," she half stammered. "Ok then, anyone else?"
"I would!" Melinda grinned finally letting go of Pete's prick, though I noticed this time a portion of it had actually emerged beneath the confines of his bathrobe.
"Damn! He really does have a big one!" I whispered over to Kate, though he had quickly tucked it all away again by the time she had looked.
At that point however, everyone's eyes were focused once again on Chris as Melinda soon stood next to them, watching as Amanda expertly began pumping and stroking his prick up and down.
"Watch carefully," Amanda instructed her. "And let us know," she said grinning towards Chris, "when you're ready."
#
It was only a matter of a few moments longer when Chris informed everyone that he was.
"Here it cums!" he announced pleasurably. And with that, his prick shot the first hard felt jettison of his spunk high into the air as Melinda stood near by, excitedly watching it.
"Holy shit!" she exclaimed ecstatically as he then did so again, and again, and again.
Everyone seemed to be caught up in the spectacle of Chris's creamy eruption. Though Kate had continued holding onto my prick, she had ceased stroking it, though I too for a moment hadn't noticed. There was a clearly audible sigh of pleasure coming from Bill, whose head was now thrown back in the throes of his own ecstasy, as his hand all but flew up and down his now fully exposed prick as he added his own barrage of cream into the fray. Patty too had managed to climax almost simultaneously, her fingers running rapidly back and forth against herself as she sat staring over in Bill's direction watching him cum. Glancing back towards Amanda, she was only then explaining to Melinda about her cum-coated fingers, applying some of it to Melinda's hands which she wiped from herself in the telling.
"Whew! That was hot," I finally managed to say as Kate once again looked towards me.
"You can say that again," she said with a serious blush that had spread across her entire face.
"Want to skip dinner after this and race back to do homework?" she asked hopefully.
"Sounds like a great idea," I told her truthfully, which is exactly what we did.
#
We sat on the bed in my room facing one another, naked, nervous and excited all rolled up into one.
"Just touching," I stated as a fact, not a question.
"Just touching," she confirmed smiling. "Besides, that's the homework assignment anyway."
We might have been thinking it, even considering it, but I know that had we've done anything more, it could have easily turned out to be a disaster, and I didn't want that to happen for her, any more than I wanted it to happen for myself. Not the first time at least, for either of us.
We were silent for a moment longer, just looking. But it was nice just doing that too.
"That was pretty wild wasn't it?" she said at last remembering, which caused me to remember as well, and with that, a sudden lurch of my somewhat flaccid member as I did.
"Yes...it was," I admitted. "Who'd have thought?" I watched Kate's face grow crimson once again, a slight flush suddenly spreading across her chest.
"May I?" I asked, seeing her nipples harden suddenly like magic. I had extended my hand, one finger without touching, but ready. She glanced down knowing where I had indicated and breathed the word.
"Yes!"
I allowed the tip of my finger to land upon the tiny surface of her taut little nubbin then, caressing it gently in a circular motion. She closed her eyes, breathed in and held it as I continued.
"Do the other one," she finally breathed. "Do both," she added a second after that.
I continued to sit there fingers playfully dancing around her twin spheres.
"Pull on them a little," she coaxed me much to my delight, so I did so, carefully, easily.
"Do it a little harder," she then asked, which I began doing. "Oh yes, that's nice, very, very nice."
"Remember, someone's probably watching and filming this," I told her.
"I don't care," she said truthfully. "Besides, this is our homework assignment, remember?" she shot back though her eyes remained fully closed and her head now tilted slightly back as she supported her weight behind her on her hands, breasts thrust out in uninhibited joy and passion.
I began massaging them then, gently cupping, squeezing and fondling them, feeling the press of her hard extended nipples within the palm of my hand, hearing her increased moans of pleasure as I manipulated the soft tender flesh.
I had on some few occasions of course, enjoyed the softness of a female breast, but never before like this, for as long as this, nor so openly as this...with the lights on," I thought silently to myself with a snicker.
"Let me know when you get tired of doing that," she sighed happily.
"That might be a while," I sighed back at her. "A long while," I added as I began to playfully flip her nipples with the tip of my fingers.
#
By nine that evening we were famished and decided to see if we could grab something to eat at the snack bar. We had grown so used to running around in nothing more than our green robes, we didn't bother dressing into anything else, slipping into those as we headed outside towards the pool area and snack bar. A few people were still out by the pool, several sharing the intimacy of the hot tub with other's here at the seminar, something we considered coming back to once we'd curbed the hunger pains we were both experiencing. Though some still wore bathing attire, a majority were comfortably nude now, something we ourselves had found it easily to adjust to.
We ordered a couple of burgers, coffee and took our meal over towards one of the tables at the far end of the pool where we could people watch, chat, and discuss the days and nights events.
"Well," Kate began. "After everything we went through and experienced today, sort of makes you wonder what tomorrow will bring doesn't it?"
I certainly had to agree with her on that one. It had been interesting to say the least. "I nearly didn't come to this thing," I admitted to her at the point. "Glad I did though."
"You too?" Kate laughed. "Yeah, even after I had signed up and made arrangements to fly here, I almost didn't get on the plane." Then she smiled at me and placed her hand on the exposed flesh of my leg giving it a gentle little squeeze. "And I'm glad you came too," she told me.
I laughed at that.
"What's so funny?"
"Well I did, but I haven't," I said playing on her use of the word. Though we'd been allowed to touch and explore one another back in the room all we wanted, the exercise hadn't included having an orgasm. And frankly I was horny as hell, especially now after we had eaten and banished the hunger pains we'd been dealing with. We knew that the rooms were all monitored, so going back there to relieve myself was out of the question unless I decided to do so privately in the bathroom.
"I know what you mean," Kate added a moment later. "I was climbing the walls while watching Amanda and Chris this afternoon. And Bill! I was so surprised at that, he was the last person in the world I'd have thought would so openly play with himself like that in front of a bunch of strangers!"
"Don't forget Patty, she was having a pretty good time herself," I reminded her. And in reminding, we both suddenly found ourselves becoming aroused all over again.
"Wanna?"
I grinned, "Hell yes...but where?"
"How about right here?" Kate suggested.
"Here?"
"Yeah, it will be fun and naughty!" She giggled. "We can see everyone and everything from where we're sitting." Before I could respond to that, Kate had slid her chair over closer towards me so that we both sat facing the pool area.
Looking around to make sure the coast was clear, Kate then slipped her hand through the loose-fitting opening of my robe. She wasn't too surprised to discover when doing so that I was already firmly erect.
"You really are horny!" she giggled once again as she began toying with my stiff proud member.
"So are you," I said easily having now likewise slipped my hand into her lap where I quickly discovered the moist wet lips that greedily sucked at my finger tips as I ran them teasingly up and down her tight little split.
Only once did we stop playing with one another as another couple approached the snack bar. For a moment we worried they might take a seat somewhere near us, but after grabbing a snack, they soon headed back in the direction of their rooms, though not before throwing us a smile, which made us both wonder momentarily if they knew.
"Maybe we should go someplace else," I suggested nervously.
Though it was dark, there was more than enough moonlight to see by, and several walking paths that wandered around the grounds.
"Maybe we should go down near the river," Kate agreed, "No one could hear us down there for one thing, and for another we would have a little more privacy."
She laughed when I stood, my erection too obviously bulging against the opening of my robe. Grabbing it, Kate turned leading me away down one of the nearby paths away from the pool area. I followed, enjoying the feel of her hand on my aroused prick as she led us off into the darkness.
We could soon hear the gentle flow of the river below us and began making our way towards it. Stepping out onto one of the many sand bars near the river bank, we decided to use our bathrobes as a place to sit, spreading them out beside one another until once again naked, we sat facing one another there in the semi-darkness, which is when we both heard laughter coming from somewhere further up stream not too far away.
"Looks like we're not the only ones with the same idea," I whispered quietly to Kate as we heard a male voice speaking though we couldn't quite make out what was being said. But the laugh was much louder coming from the woman.
"You know who that sounds like?" Kate wondered curiously.
"Who?"
But rather than answer me, Kate stood, crouching over slightly and slipped over to the outcropping of rock and bend in the river that shielded our unknown neighbors from us from being seen. I continued to sit there waiting for her to return, watched as she poked her head up and over one of the rocks, and then turned back towards me waving for me to come over to her.
As quietly as I could, I soon reached her side and watched as she placed a finger tip to her lips, smiled, and urged me to have a look for myself, which I did.
Even in the covering of darkness it was easy to see that the woman who was kneeling over the man beneath her was Melinda. The moon's reflection easily highlighted the pair as they lay upon the blanket they had brought with them.
"Isn't that..."
"Melinda!" Kate finished for me whispering. "Yes!"
"But who's with her?" I more mouthed than spoke silently.
So we both looked again, now curious and finding it harder to distinguish who the guy was as his head and face were mostly concealed in shadows. Melinda however was half sitting beside him bathed in the moon's reflection off the river, and as she adjusted her position one last time, Kate and I both saw, then knew who it was she had to be with.
"Holy shit!" she spoke almost a little too loudly, then caught herself and lowered her voice. "It has to be," she finished.
I had seen several porn movies of course, but I don't recall even seeing anything like I was looking at now in any of them. I am sure there had to be some, but I'd never seen one before, not this big anyway.
"That has to be Pete!" I told her as she nodded her head in agreement. We sat there together watching them for several more minutes. Melinda was obviously enjoying stroking, while simultaneously lavishing his enormous phallus with her lips, which was also evident that he was too, periodically arching his back and moaning pleasurably as Melinda stroked his monster-sized cock with two hands like she was churning butter the old fashioned way.
"Come on," Kate eventually urged me, forcing me reluctantly to turn my eyes away as I followed her back to our own secluded little spot. She was giggling in delight by the time we reached our robes which we'd left behind us. "I'm actually pleased to see that," she stated simply.
"So am I," I grinned wickedly at her. Though my own cock wasn't nearly as big as Pete's was, it was about as hard and firm as it had ever been.
"I've never done that before," she then announced innocently.
"And I'm not expecting you to either," I informed her. "But there is something I'd enjoy doing for you," I added a moment after that. I gently pushed Kate back onto her back on the robes, then slid in between her legs catching the wild-eyed nervous look in her eyes as she realized what it was I was about to do. "Relax, and enjoy it," I admonished her seeing her do so and smile at me. Then moan softly as my tongue gently probed the softness of her now very wet slit.
#
As I lay there licking this sweet delicious tasting pussy, I couldn't help but wonder if Kate had experienced this before. Though by her immediate reactions, it was evident that she was thoroughly enjoying herself as her head tossed back and forth, squeezing and toying with her own breasts as I sucked, licked and manipulated her hard little clit with my tongue and lips. And though her moans and eventual groans weren't too loud, I began to wonder if perhaps Melinda and Pete might eventually hear and discover us just as we'd discovered them. I thought momentarily about reminding Kate about that, and then thought "fuck it, so what if they do?" Moment's later Kate's high-pitched scream of delight made the whole point moot as she cried out in obvious delight as her orgasm washed over her in waves. We lay together quietly for quite a while after that as Kate slowly re-gathered her wits about her. Listening, we then laughed as we could hear no further sounds, no further voices coming from around the small bend in the river.



"I hope I didn't scare them away," she said honestly concerned that she had. "But that felt too damn good to even try and be quiet," she grinned happily.
"Even if we did, I'm sure they'll pick up wherever they left off," I said grinning back at her.
Kat sat up then looking at me. "Your turn," she said softly.
"I already told you," I began. But she hushed me.
"I know you did, but I want to. I really want to. I only ask one thing," she said.
"What's that?"
"Just promise to tell me if I'm not doing it right, or should be doing something else, I want it to feel as good for you as it did for me."
"Trust me, you'll know." I smiled reassuringly, and then allowed Kate to push me down onto my back as she rolled over onto her side and began tentatively exploring me with her lips.
It may have been the first time she had ever done this, but what she lacked in experience, she more than made up for in enthusiasm. And as horny as I had been for the better part of the day and night, I also knew by the sensual and highly arousing touch of her mouth and hands upon me, that I wasn't going to be able to last very long either.
"I want to see you cum when you do," she mouthed around my prick.
I'd been worried about that for a moment, so hearing her say that to me resolved that particular little problem without really broaching the subject. I certainly didn't want to surprise her as I wasn't sure she was ready to travel down that particular road quite yet, especially the first time.
"So tell me when you're ready."
It wasn't more than a minute or so after that when I was.
"I'm ready," I informed her, "more than."
Kate sat up at that point, though continuing to slow stroke my prick, aiming it towards her firm breasts while she did so.
"I'd never even seen a guy cum until today." She informed me sweetly. "And you can believe this or not when I tell you, but I've never made a guy cum before either," she added.
"Well you're about to make this one cum...now!" I said with a pleasured grimace on my face, and then we both watched as my prick began to explode in a much needed, very intensive series of ejaculatory eruptions that began spurting, landing, and covering Kate's tits in a copious amount of white thick cream.
She continued pumping me furiously against her breasts, laughing, crazily excited until there was simply no more to give her.
"Ok, you can stop now," I finally had to tell her. She seemed briefly disappointed, but released my prick now running her hands through the sweet sticky substance covering her breasts.
"That was nice!" she said grinning. "How soon before we can do that again?" she asked.
I shook my head in wonder. "Well, not before tomorrow at least. It's already late and we'd better be getting back, we'll be getting up early again tomorrow, remember?"
I soon after left her at the door to her room, then skipped down the hallway to my own room a short distance away. Kate was still standing in her own doorway watching me as I turned and waved goodnight at her. Placing one hand on her breast and the other between her legs, she winked, and then disappeared into her room.
I was already looking forward to the next day.
#
Upon entering the room I saw that my bed had been made up and turned down. There was a new fresh green colored bathrobe spread on the bed that I was grateful for as mine still had bits of sand clinging to it. In addition there was another small Agenda note waiting to be opened for the next day's assigned classes. I sat down on the edge of the bed and read:
"Class begins at 9:00 a.m. sharp. If you can, please try and leave your inhibitions at the door." See you there...Carol Davis."
I smiled at that wondering. But looked forward to seeing what the new day's adventures would bring. I tossed and turned for a while, finding it difficult to sleep until I stroked myself off again once more, visions and the memory of my time with Kate finally sending me peacefully off to sleep.
#
Kate and I were the last of our little group to arrive for breakfast, though we still had plenty of time remaining before class. Everyone was all smiles, including Pete who was sitting next to Melinda.
"Well, everyone seems quite chipper this morning," Kate said greeting everyone. "Everyone have a good night then?" she asked trying to sound casual.
That brought a blush to Melinda's cheeks and an even bigger smile to Pete's face as well. But I also noticed that Bill and Patty had looked in one another's direction at the same time.
"Well, well," I stated smiling right along with everyone else. "Looks like we all had a nice evening!"
#
Carol along with the other male instructor we hadn't had any classes with yet met us as we entered the grove where we'd been directed to attend. Several large comfortable looking pillows were scattered about the ground around us, along with a stack of comfortable looking mats. It was again warm and sunny, and the sunlight felt good as we gathered up some pillows to sit on, making ourselves comfortable just as Carol had instructed everyone to do.
Both she as well as the male instructor who she soon introduced as Jim seated themselves on the ground facing us. "One of the reasons I asked you to try and leave your inhibitions at the door, is because today we'll be discussing and demonstrating the pleasures of oral sex."
That comment once again brought more than a few smiles, and a few reddened faces.
"As some of you may already know, oral stimulation can be a very pleasurable alternative to sexual intercourse if you're not quite ready to lose your virginity. Now then, how many here have actually experienced or performed oral sex on a partner?"
I smiled as for the first time everyone within our group raised their hands, though some did so a little hesitantly.
"Good, then hopefully most of you won't be too terribly shy about participating in today's class," Carol challenged. "Jim and I will demonstrate and perform a few techniques for you to follow, then if you've left some of those inhibitions behind as I hope you have, we'll instruct each of you in the performance of some of those either on Jim or myself, or if you'd rather, amongst one another."
One of the main requirements prior to even attending the course was to have a certified clean bill of health brought along with you. So there were no worries about exchanging any sort of sexually transmitted diseases. So that wasn't anyone's real concern, merely the nervous worry of inexperience and lack of knowledge for the most part.
Once again Kate leaned over and whispered to me as Carol began handing out some pamphlets regarding personal hygiene awareness.
"I did do ok last night didn't I?" she asked seriously. "It really was the first time for me you know."
"I wouldn't have known if you hadn't told me," I stated back just as seriously.
"It's very important to note that like any sexual activity, we should each of us ensure that we are free of disease, as well as clean and hygienically fit as we can be prior to performing any act, but especially when including any sort of oral activity."
There followed a few additional questions and answers, then Carol announced it was time to move on to the really fun stuff. That brought a nervous snickering from nearly everyone there including myself. After the previous afternoon's session watching Amanda and Chris actually having sex, we all had a general idea of what to expect here too, though Carol had added in her opening comments about more of an active participation upon our parts.
Once again it was quickly discovered that she as well as Jim were naked beneath the white robes they were wearing, and had quickly shed them, placing several pillows on the ground to lie on as we all gathered ourselves more closely around to watch the demonstration.
Admittedly, I was a little surprised to discover that Jim's cock was entirely flaccid, especially as Carol then leaned over, taking him entirely inside of her mouth for a moment. She took brief pauses in between doing that and speaking to us as she explained how even performing oral sex on one's partner could be highly arousing even when they weren't fully aroused and excited in the beginning. It didn't take long, but was still fascinating to watch as Jim's prick slowly grew as Carol spoke, sucked and licked it periodically all the while explaining what she was doing and why.
"It's important to note here ladies," she said grinning, "to be very careful and not accidentally nip him with your teeth."
"Is that what I did?" Patty suddenly said looking towards Bill whose face suddenly blanched his eyes wide open. "If that's what happened, I am so sorry Bill! No wonder you jumped!"
We all laughed at that, including Carol, it couldn't be helped, but she used that as a way to hopefully coax some participation.
"Patty? Would you be comfortable coming up here and joining me?" Carol asked her. She certainly hesitated, but Melinda as well as Kate then urged her to actually do so, then she did.
"Let's begin by my showing you a very basic and simple technique, then having you try it," Carol told her.
By now Jim's prick was nice and hard and far easier to handle. Carol demonstrated a nice easy way to stimulate just the head, using her lips only, then had Patty try it. She was obviously nervous, but seemed more than willing to at least try.
"Very nice," Jim spoke after several moments. "Good job! It felt lovely!"
Patty grinned and appeared very pleased at Jim's comment.
"Now, who'd like to go next?" she asked looking at the two girls. Melinda blushed as I'd expected, but then bravely scooted over to where Carol and Jim were still laying.
"What do you want me to do?" she asked nervously. Once again Carol demonstrated for her.
"One very nice sensation and a variation of what I just showed you is this," she added once again wrapping her lips around the very tip of Jim's prick. "While you're lips are surrounding the head just so, then actually suck, hold it briefly, and pop it out of your mouth," Carol again demonstrated, and did indeed make a 'popping' sound like noise as she did so. "That can cause a very pleasurable, non-painful friction that can bring about additional stimulation and pleasure, thus complimenting the softer, slower teasing mouth suck I just demonstrated. Ok then Melinda, let's see how you do. And don't forget about accidentally using your teeth," she said as a reminder. "Although as a more advanced technique, a little tooth nipping can be pleasurable as well under the right circumstances," she added smiling, including a wink.
After several minutes of what appeared to be very pleasurable stimulation according to Jim's face, Carol then turned towards Kate.
"Would you like to try it?" Carol asked her.
"Yes, I would, but I'd like to try it with Dave here if he doesn't mind it," she said surprising me along with everyone else.
"Dave? Do you mind if I show her on you then first?" Carol asked me
I felt my own face suddenly flush. "Ah no...go right ahead," I heard myself saying.
Carol then scooted herself over to where Kate and I had been laying and went through the simple pair of exercises with her, on me, then sat watching closely as Kate repeated what she'd just done.
"How does that feel?" Carol asked as Kate continued practicing.
"Wonderful," I actually moaned by way of acknowledgment.
Carol then spent an additional half hour going over several other interesting little techniques, but the real highlight came when Melinda asked Pete if he'd mind it so very much if she could practice a couple of them with him.
As shy and obviously ashamed or worried over the massive size of his prick, he actually relented, allowing Melinda to fully open his robe. Everyone, including Carol as well as Jim sat there briefly for a moment unable to say anything.
"That's what always happens," he said apologetically. "I seem to shock everyone the first time they see me, especially the women. Which is why to be perfectly honest, I'm still a virgin."
Though I had seen him in the darkness, the full extent of his enormity still hadn't fully hit me until that moment. Pete had the biggest, thickest, longest prick I'd ever seen before in my entire life. Two women could place their hands around it on top of one another, and even then they still probably wouldn't have covered the entire surface of his shaft completely.
Carol had managed to collect herself by then, though it was just as obvious that she probably hadn't seen a prick that big before, even doing these seminars. "There are other various ways to stimulate someone of this size," she began. "Let me demonstrate and show you a few of those," she said simply. She began doing so, literally wrapping her mouth around a goodly portion of Pete's shaft and then nibbling her way up and down along the length of it. Pete was grinning, obviously enjoying the new-found sensation.
"Oh, I like that, I like that a lot," he beamed happily. "That feel's good!"
"Ok then Melinda, why don't you go ahead and try it now?"
It wasn't long before we had so naturally paired ourselves off, making it far easier for Carol to conduct the class as she merely moved back and forth amongst everyone at this point, offering additional instruction, advice, or occasionally joining in. And though it was a class, it was visually stimulating, as well as erotic to look over and see the six of us all laying together as we were, Patty enthusiastically sucking Bill's prick, Melinda now far more expertly fondling and licking Pete's, with Kate excitedly experimenting on mine.
"Now then everyone...it's time we talked about a woman's oral pleasures!"
#
With some gentle urging, Carol somehow managed to convince all three girls to uninhibitedly display themselves so that everyone, including themselves could have a look at the subtle differences between them.
"Just as most men are, women too are not exactly identical as you can well see," she began, "Women can and do come in all shapes and sizes, and down there as well," she said teasingly. "For example," Melinda jumped nervously as Carol placed her fingers on either side of her lips and exposed her clitoris even more fully than it had been. Her clit seemed to literally "pop" out of hiding, blood engorged and as big around as the tip of my middle finger! "Melinda has a larger than average sized clitoris, but it is not to say that it is either more sensitive, or even less sensitive than any other woman's. It's merely easier to find," she said with a knowing smile and gave it a gentle soft caress before moving on towards Kate.
"And as you can see with Kate's clit, though somewhat smaller in size, she also has smaller labia than I do, another difference that can be found amongst women, whereas Patty here, has thicker, fuller lips than either I or Melinda has, which as I will demonstrate for you, can also be slightly stretched outwards or pulled a part, giving yet another pleasurable sensation to the woman if properly performed while doing it."
As erotically stimulating as I found all this, I also found it quite fascinating and worthwhile to have discovered these things, things I hadn't honestly considered or even thought about before.
"Now, let us begin with the oral stimulation of a woman's vagina. Jim? Would you mind joining me here please?" she asked as she placed herself comfortably down amongst several pillows, one of which she purposely placed beneath her ass. "First step, make sure you are perfectly comfortable, but likewise, position yourself so that your partner will be perfectly comfortable as well. If he's not positioned correctly, after a short time the neck, and head can become tired far too soon when trying to support the weight while attempting to satisfy his or her partner orally."
After several minutes of instruction, Carol once again asked if the guys were ready to show her what they knew and didn't know. "Dave? How'd you like to go first this time?" she asked.
I grinned sheepishly, but then crawled over between Carol's outstretched legs which she had bent at the knee, and positioned myself comfortably between them. "Why don't you begin by simply showing me what you know and enjoy doing," she said simply. So I did.
It was a major stroke to my ego to hear as well as feel Carol's pleasured moans a short while later as I continued teasing and pleasing her with my lips and tongue.
"Well Dave, it's obvious you do know what you're doing," then she poked my ego balloon with a tiny pin-prick, deflating it somewhat. "One of the few recommendations I might have for you is to go even slower, even softer in the beginning. I think if you do that, you'll find most women will appreciate it, and respond to you even more. Wait for her to catch up to the level of arousal you're at. Do try and force her to get there. Take your time, be patient, and enjoy what you're doing. Do that, and I can assure you she will as well. Other than that, that felt very nice. Especially that soft yet firm sucking part near then end there when you actually drew my clitoris into your mouth. I liked that, a lot!" she added smiling.
I sat back wiping my wet face, grinning from ear to ear as I did.
"Ok, whose next?" she then asked.
#
As before, we all ended up orally stimulating our respective partners as Carol watched, walked around and between us, and gave the guys occasional instruction and offered suggestions and recommendations.
"Most important of all," she said simply. "Listen to your partners, be willing to learn from them and let them guide you in what feels good, and what doesn't. Remember, no two women are exactly alike either. So what may work for one, may not work for the other."
"But what if they don't talk to you?" Bill asked honestly, causing a brief chittering of laughter.
Carol smiled. "She may not speak to you in words, though that would be far easier to do, and women really should feel comfortable enough with their partners to do that. But...she can also speak to you with her body, so listen to it. Listen for her moans of pleasured excitement. If you're not hearing that, or sensing those, then move on and try something a little different. Let her body tell you what she likes, even if she's too timid or afraid to do so directly."
I heard Patty as she leaned over and spoke softly towards Bill. "I liked the way you licked me," she told him. "And I promise to try and moan a little louder for you next time," she smiled when saying. Bill blushed, but grinned profusely at hearing that.
"Now then, why don't we finish up the class appropriately with the discussion of the male and female orgasms, especially when brought about orally!"
#
"At the beginning of class you all indicated that you had experimented or participated in oral stimulation. How many of the women here have allowed or entertained a man's climax in their mouth?"
No one had. Carol smiled, and then continued. "It is NOT a requirement that a woman do that. Nor should she ever be forced to do so. BUT, I will also add that it can indeed enhance and intensify the male orgasm whenever she does this for him. There are a lot of myths and rumors regarding swallowing a man's semen, so lets address some of those now if any of you here have any you would like to discuss."
There were a couple that I found pretty funny, though Patty was deadly serious when she heard that semen would increase a woman's breast size, especially if she swallowed it.
"No, semen will not enhance a woman's breast size whether taken orally or directly applied upon the breast. But it sure does wonders for the skin!" Carol smiled winking.
"What about swallowing a man's semen?" Melinda finally and boldly asked. "I've always heard it's really horribly salty!"
"The taste of semen can differ from man to man. It can at times be bitter, salty, even sweet depending upon the man which includes several factors." Carol then went on to explain several of those, many of which even I wasn't aware of.



"But as I have stated and mentioned time and time again, this is something that should be discussed before hand, openly and honestly with one another. It is a highly intimate act, so why shouldn't the discussion of it be treated just as intimately and openly? Find out what your partner likes or wants, even expects from it before you go rushing into it. And as far as actually swallowing a male's semen, there are other things you can do if you're still not inclined to do so, or find it difficult to do. Some women don't swallow, but still allow their partner to climax inside their mouth. Just spit it out afterwards."
That brought about a surprised gasp from everyone. Carol grinned. "But spit it out sensually, you'd be surprised but you can do it this way, and still bring about an erotic encounter while doing so. Even the visual of semen running out of a woman's mouth can be more provocatively stimulating to men than the knowledge of her swallowing it."
"Now, let's talk about the women! Women can have a wide variety of different kinds of orgasms as well. You may find that when a woman climaxes, she may become slightly wetter at that moment, or...she may go to the other side of that extreme and gush, or even experience a female ejaculation, or a wide variety of different things in between. Additionally, she may not climax or orgasm the same exact way every time either. A lot of that depends on the amount of stimulation she's received, how aroused she may be, as well as what kinds of techniques, toy's or even the kinds of fantasies she might currently be thinking about when she cums. All of these can have an impact on the type of orgasm a woman can have. From the slightly wet, to the very moist, to "puddling" as it's often referred to, gushing, squirting, ejaculating. There's all sorts and kinds of female orgasmic pleasures to be discovered."
Carol let that all sink in for a few minutes, then asked.
"Ok Melinda, let's begin with you. How many different kinds and types of orgasms have you personally experienced?"
Nervously she admitted to two or perhaps three of those.
"And which were they? How did they feel differently from one another? And which of those do you prefer experiencing the most?"
She was obviously a bit flustered, but like most everyone else, becoming aroused with the intensely explicit conversation taking place.
"Mostly I just get a little wet," she began shyly. "That's usually when I'm just masturbating for a little stress relief, or if I'm really tired and can't seem to fall asleep, then doing that sometimes helps."
"That's pretty normal and typical under those circumstances," Carol urged her to continue with a nod of her head.
"The other..." Melinda paused trying to collect herself though she was also blushing furiously. "If I'm really horny, spend some time..." she paused again becoming even more red-faced, "then sometimes, but not always, I sort of...there's this..."
"Go on honey," Carol said easily.
"I spurt a little. The first time I did it, I though I had peed, but I didn't, I mean it wasn't because it wasn't the same at all. I know, I even tasted it to make sure!" Now she was really blushing and hid her head shamefacedly.
"Nothing to be ashamed about Melinda, a lot of women can and do spurt as you call it, and you're right too, we don't pee when we're doing that."
Melinda looked up relieved that Carol had supported her statement.
"And the third?"
It became obvious to everyone that Carol was going to help Melinda work through this somewhat embarrassing admission.
"That's only happened once," she began. "One time my girlfriend Theresa..." Suddenly she stopped realizing what she'd just said. "I can't believe I just said that!" she stammered out in alarm.
"Melinda? I think the reality is that a lot of women have been curious at one time or another and have experimented with other women, that too is perfectly normal. I certainly have myself. Now please...continue."
Melinda gathered herself then rushed into it quickly. "I just sort of exploded, not sure how else to describe it, but suddenly there was this gush, and I just drenched her. On top of all that, it freaked her out and I've never seen or heard from her since. Needless to say, whenever I've even felt like that particular sensation is starting to happen, then I stop what I'm doing."
"So you deny yourself the pleasure of that particular orgasm then," Carol stated.
"I'm still not sure that's what it even was," Melinda thought back considering.
"Didn't it feel good?"
"I don't honestly remember, maybe, but like I said, it was so freaky that I can't remember if it was or it wasn't."
"Well, it a moment here, we'll see what we can do about that," Carol told her directly. "And how about you Patty?"
"Me? Ah well...I don't know really. I mean sure I get sorta wet, and get all tingly inside and kind of dizzy for a few moments, but that's about it."
"Do you masturbate often?" Carol asked.
"Ah no, not really," she admitted. "Once in a while is all, mostly at bedtime."
"I see. Kate?"
"I think I'm pretty much like everyone else," she said comfortably. "I can get pretty wet to be sure, dependant on how horny I am of course," she said smiling, turning towards me as she said that. "But there have been a few times when I'm sort of 'frothy' too I guess, which is the only real way to describe it. I mean I get all squishy inside, and then it sort of turns frothy and creamy I suppose, which leaks out of me when I cum, but not always," she added now feeling her cheeks redden.
Carol turned so she was now facing everyone once again. "These are all fairly typical and very normal examples and differences of the female orgasm. As I mentioned earlier, there are a wide variety's and ways that a woman can indeed orgasm, and not always in the same way. What I would like to do now is show everyone what one of those ways might be. But I would also like to ask Melinda if she would be brave enough to allow me to show her and all of you exactly what I mean."
Melinda looked up towards Carol in surprise and alarm.
"I don't know...I don't know if I can," she stammered uneasily.
"I'll help, if you'll let me," Pete stated smiling at her encouragingly. "You would? I mean you will?" Melinda asked surprised.
"Sure, if that's alright?" He questioned looking back towards Carol.
"That would be just fine," Carol agreed. "In fact, it would be my recommendation that you just place yourself here on these pillows, get all nice and comfy, and let me direct things and see if we can't give you a very nice, very intense orgasm. How's that sound?"
"Ok," she said hesitantly, but moved over and did what Carol had suggested.
"Jim? Pete? Why don't you two come over here on either side of her," Carol directed. "Do you enjoy having your breasts played with?" she asked directly.
"Yes," Melinda said nervously grinning. "I do that all the time when I'm, well...you know," she blushed. "But yes, I like that."
"Alright then, Pete? Jim? Why don't the two of you sort of just softly caress her then as I begin. Pete...don't forget to 'listen' to her signals, and watch her body language as we do this."
Even I had to admit this was fascinating. The rest of us gathered around, though not too closely to cause Melinda any further discomfort, but it was a bit of a surprise when it was fully realized what Carol's full intentions were. Spreading Melinda's legs quite revealingly, she began to lightly caress Melinda's wide openly displayed pussy, running the tips of her fingers up and down the slick folds, pausing to tease with the gentle tip of a finger, the hard pink nubbin of her femininity. Melinda moaned pleasurably, closing her eyes and affectively shutting everyone out, except for the presence of two pairs of hands that now began to kneed and caress her full breasts.
When Carol was confident Melinda was truly ready, she leaned over lying down, placing herself comfortably between her legs and allowed her tongue to now begin doing what her fingers had been doing only moments ago. Melinda squirmed beneath her, but not in some effort to get away, more in an involuntary control as her body responded to the titillating sensations that Carol's tongue and lips were suddenly bringing to her.
"Whew," Kate moaned in a near whisper kneeling next to me as we watched. "Who'd have thought?"
Though I didn't exactly answer her vocally, I couldn't have agreed more and knelt behind her cupping her breasts, toying with them softly as we sat there watching Melinda's pussy being eaten, along with everyone else.
Carol took a great deal of time, she was obviously in no hurry here whatsoever. Jim and Pete watched Melinda's responses, massaging, then more forcefully stimulating the young woman's breasts as Pete looked towards Jim for occasional direction, emulating the other man's techniques as the two of them played with Melinda's breasts. "Fuck," we all heard Patty moan in obvious pleasure and enjoyment. I'm not even sure she knew she'd uttered the word as she too knelt off to one side, allowing herself a clear view of what Carol was contentedly doing to Melinda's cunt. She had one hand down between her own legs, obviously frigging herself as she watched while Bill sat next to her, doing the same thing to himself.
Suddenly Melinda's eyes flew open. "I...I...maybe you'd better stop doing whatever it is that you're doing," she near panicked. "I'm starting to feel that one feeling..." she breathed harshly.
Carol spoke, though briefly remaining down between Melinda's legs. "Relax, that's what I want you to feel," she explained. "Just let it happen, give into it and let it happen. Trust me."
Jim had now leaned over and began licking and sucking Melinda's breast, taking his cue from that, Pete quickly began doing the same thing to the other as Melinda moaned audibly, her back suddenly arching upwards off of the cushion of pillows beneath her.
"Oh god, oh fuck...oh fuck!" She wailed suddenly.
At that moment Carol sat up slightly, her fingers taking over for whatever her lips and tongue had been doing. "Now, watch her, watch this as she cums," she announced to everyone.
A second later a flush of clear liquid exploded from Melinda's cunt in a wide forceful spray that literally drenched Carol's still stroking hand, not to mention splashing directly against her own magnificent looking breasts, coating them in a wet oily substance that dripped from her as though someone had thrown a full glass of water against them.
"Yes! Yes! Yes!" Carol continued to urge as Melinda's pussy seemed to continue pumping out additional little spurtings, though all those that followed, curiously interesting in their own rite, had not had the volume of eruption that the very first one had had.
Melinda all but collapsed at that point, exhausted, surprised, and had even begun weeping.
"Is she all right?" Pete asked worriedly.
"She'll be fine," Carol assured him. "She's just allowed herself to experience something she's been denying herself all along."
Everyone more or less scooted back to where they had once been sitting, still slightly amazed and in awe at the glorious pussy-spurting spectacle hey had all just witnessed.
"Wow, that was amazing," Melinda finally spoke a few minutes later. "In all this time, I've never felt one quite that intense before, wow...shit...thank you!" Was all she could manage to say.
"You're very well...cum!" Carol teased her emphasizing the true meaning behind the phrase.
"Well class, as much as I would love to try and show the rest of you what's possible, we unfortunately need to try and stick to the schedule. So, for any of you here who have make-up classes you would like to try and pass, you need to go to those from here. For the rest of you, you're free for the next two hours, and then the last class of the day is a general gathering of everyone."
"Everyone?" Bill asked curiously.
"Yes, something that I think a lot of you will find interesting and enjoyable," was all Carol was willing to admit. "So, until after the break then," she stood dismissing everyone.
As we filed out the door, I saw Pete's wide open smile towards Melinda. "I'm going to go make up that class session I failed," he told her.
"Want some company?" she asked.
"Sure!" he grinned back at her. "But only if you promise to be honest and open when you have to comment on what you don't like and do like about me," he said honestly.
"I promise I will," Melinda stated. "But I can tell you one thing I really do like," she said grinning, then reached down and once again slipped her hand inside Pete's robe.
"He's sure changed," Kate said as we passed the two of them.
"So's she," I stated.
"Haven't we all?" Kate added to that, and then reached down holding my hand as we headed off to get something decent to eat and talk about the intensity of the morning's class.
#
"I'm still on fire," she confided to me after we had sat down and begun eating. "And I don't mind telling you either Dave, had we had more time, I'd have volunteered to go next, and I've never even thought about having sex with another woman! But after seeing what Carol did for Melinda, I might have to reconsider that notion."
I laughed, "What? You didn't enjoy it when I did it to you?" For a moment she looked aghast until she realized I was only kidding with her. "Relax, I know what you mean, and it's not like I'm any kind of expert either you know? I learned a lot from all that too. And Carol obviously is one hell of an instructor!"
"She really is isn't she?" Kate had to admit. "And I'll tell you something else too Dave, I am really glad I came here after all. I mean at first, especially with everything we had to go through I was starting to wonder. But now, I can honestly say I have learned a lot about myself, and my sexuality. I don't feel nearly as uptight or as afraid as I once was."
Once again I agreed with her, I had learned a lot too, and was surprised that even with the way some things were presented, and the 'on-hands' kind of instruction we'd gone through might seem pretty wild for anyone not having gone through it themselves, I was more than glad that I had.
"Wonder what the BIG group class is going to be like," Kate stated a moment later.
"Was just thinking that myself," I told her. "Though perhaps it's more of a wrap up for everything else we've now gone through. And I do know we're supposed to find out more about the specialized one on one instruction that will be available for those who are interested tomorrow. So maybe that's it."
"Yeah maybe," Kate said still wondering. "Anyway, we've still got about forty-five minutes before we're supposed to meet in the main meeting room. Ya wanna?"
"Wanna what?" I asked back though I had a pretty good idea where this was leading. I just wanted to hear her say it.
"You know damn good and well what I mean, you want to practice some of that oral-sex stuff we just learned about? Or would you rather go for a swim instead?"
"Hmmm, tough choice," I said pretending to think it over. "I guess we could do both!" I suggested lamely.
Kate laughed, though we both looked towards the pool area. It was still interesting to see how many people now swam naked, other's lounging in chairs near by, most no longer even bothering to wear their color assigned robes.
"It probably wouldn't shock too many people if we did," I added.
"Probably not, but I wouldn't want to be the first one to start doing it either," Kate chuckled
"So, your room or mine?" I asked suddenly standing up.
"Which one's closer?" She giggled.
Mine was only a few doors down the hall away from hers.
"Yours," I said laughing at the obvious silliness of that statement.
"Well then?" Kate stood, dropping her robe which she quickly picked up, racing with it in hand so as not to slow her down as she did.
I followed along behind her at a much slower pace, though I was grinning wickedly upon reaching her beautiful nude form as she stood waiting by the elevator for the trip up to our rooms.
"Ever done anything in an elevator?" she asked just as the doors opened.
"Nope...not yet."
"Me either," she said reaching for me. "Until now anyway."
#
Thirty minutes wasn't nearly enough time for us to enjoy ourselves as much as we might have liked to, but it was all the time that we had.
"Consider it foreplay for later," she grinned promising me a lot more.
"Great, nothing better than walking into a room full of people sporting an erection," I told her even as I threw on my robe.
"Oh, you never know, in this place, it just might be!" she teased back slipping her own robe on as well.
By the time we arrived, there was a sizeable group of people all wearing different colored robes as we began making our way in. I had expected to see rows of chairs, benches or something along those lines as we did, but surprisingly, the entire room was merely filled with a bunch of large comfortable looking cushions and pillows scattered about the floor. Off to one side of the room they were serving refreshments, and though it was only late afternoon, I noticed they were also serving wine.
"Want one?" I asked.
"Yes please."
"Red or white?"
"Preferably white," Kate stated. "And while you're doing that, I'll go reserve us a place."
I watched as she began gathering a few cushions and pillows, making a nice comfortable nest for us to lie in when I returned.
Likewise, others began doing the same as the room quickly filled. Many began to gather in their familiar little groups by color, though we'd not been told to do so. Spotting us, Patty and Bill made their way over joining us. "Seen Pete or Melinda yet?" Patty asked.
"Not yet, but Pete did have a make-up class he decided to go to," she offered.
"Good for him!" Patty replied. But just then they entered, standing for a moment looking through the throng of people that had gathered. "There they are!" Kate announced, waving them over.
By this time there were at least fifty or sixty people in the room, Carol along with the other instructors stood in casual conversation with a few while waiting for the remaining stranglers who hadn't arrived as yet to come in.
Kate laughed out loud suddenly.
"What's so funny?" we all asked.
"Never in a million years would I think there would be so many virgins in one place."
"You've certainly got a point there," I said chuckling along with her, and wondered for a moment how many of them wouldn't be, before the weekend was over.
#
After a few minutes everyone quieted down as Carol then took a microphone and stood on center stage at the podium.
"Before we begin," she began, "There are a few announcements I'd like to make," there was a long table sitting off to one side, several books sat open on top of it which she now pointed towards. "After this session, each of you are invited to come up here and schedule any one on one session's you might like to do or try tomorrow. It's by appointment only of course, and will be on a first come first serve basis. Obviously each of the specialized appointments will be given by the instructor whose name appears on the front of each of these books. So if there is one of them in particular you'd prefer to meet or be with, then I'd advise you to sign up as quickly as possible as there are unfortunately only so many each of us can attend to during the course of the day. Also, tomorrow night we will have a going away party for all of you, thanking you for coming here and participating, along with a special graduation ceremony for a select few hopefully," she added with a knowing smile. "And with that being said, it's time to get down to business once again."
With that, Carol simply opened her white colored bathrobe letting it fall to the floor around her feet. As she did, so did the other instructors standing behind and beside her until all of them were just as equally nude.



"See?" Kate said pointing, "You're not alone!"
I looked, sure enough, and a little surprised by it, Jim stood on stage next to where Carol stood sporting a full-on erection.
"What the hell?" I wondered, as I was sure several others were too.
"All of us will be here for the next two hours," Carol informed us. "Consider this a pre-get acquainted party, party. But what we'd really like for all of you to do is to experience and enjoy, your new found sexuality. There is really only one firm rule here," she stated seriously. "As always, no means no, not maybe, not possibly, simply no. We don't want anyone here feeling uncomfortable or feeling pressure to participate one way or the other. If all you wish to do is sit, watch, relax, have refreshments or chat amongst yourselves, then please feel free to do so. However," she grinned pausing looking about the wide variety of wondering people who sat curiously waiting to hear what the 'however' was. "What we also want you to know, and feel comfortable enough in doing, is to go ahead and play amongst yourselves openly."
There was a few sprinkling gasps at that, along with several snickers and nervous laughter.
"The whole point is to invite you to approach others you haven't met yet, give these new thoughts, feelings and emotions a chance to work in the real world. Introduce yourselves and have fun. Sure, we're making it easy for you in a sense, but in the long run it will go a long ways to improving your sense of self-value, confidence, and helping many of you to overcome your shyness. So hopefully some of you will be brave enough to do so. Brave enough to be watched while you are, and brave enough to watch others if you aren't."
"Holy cow," I whispered to Kate. "Sure you don't want to go back to the pool and simply do what we discussed there?"
She laughed. "No one there to see us now anyway!"
"Just remember, if you approach someone and they're not interested in participating with you, that no means no. Otherwise, we hope that all of you will find this to be an enlightening experience as well as a rather exciting one to watch or become involved in. Now, to get things started, I and my staff are going to come down amongst you, if you're interested in having some fun with us, then please join us. And other than that, we hope that everyone simply has a good time."
It wasn't really that, which surprised me the most. By now I was pretty much of a mind to expect just about anything, so gathering everyone here as the last class of the day to explore some exhibitionistic desires, or even voyeuristic tendencies wasn't what surprised me the most. It was when Pete nonchalantly stood and removed his robe. Though many curious participants had already filtered down to where the instructors had placed themselves in the near middle of the room, the moment Pete had taken off his own robe, revealing himself to many startled onlookers, he began gathering a small crowd around him all by himself.
"Good for Pete!" Kate said enthusiastically, though she might have been drooling a little bit herself as she said that. "Shall we? Join them?" She then asked me.
"Oh, why the hell not?" I grinned back at her. After all, I still had a hard on.
Maybe it was because the six of us had already gotten quite comfortable seeing one another nude, not to mention a few other things, that we all felt so now too. And like us perhaps, people in some of the other groups who had gone through similar situations to ours felt also comfortable together, were gradually removing their robes as well. It wasn't long then when the vast majority of everyone there had in fact taken off their robes leaving only a small handful who hadn't as yet, though before the two hours were up, would themselves end up doing so.
It wasn't long before the chatter of conversations which were taking place became the erotic sound of people moaning and groaning throughout the room. Certainly the counselors and instructors had helped start things off, but so had a good many others like Pete and Melinda who had anxiously joined in, soon gathering a few others as they did.
The fact that Kate and I had left one another wanting back in the room helped ease each of us into it as well, as we now lay, playfully fondling one another, watching our new found friends, as well as several other semi-strangers who happened to have been sitting close by. Amidst all that, some mingled, some remained where they would, a few "No's" though rarely being uttered, as some few did then join with others in delightful play and exploration of one another, sometimes in small groups, sometimes in pairs or even larger groups as the time progressed.
I knew, and had known from the beginning that as much as I liked Kate and had enjoyed being with her, the likelihood of our continuing our relationship out side these walls wasn't very likely. We lived a goodly distance away from one another for one thing, and for another, I also knew that as much as I liked her, which I did, that I had no intention of losing my virginity with her, any more than she intended on losing hers with me. I had also known that she had, out of a natural curiosity wanted to explore what it was like to touch someone else besides myself, and the most obvious candidate to do that with was Pete. And though he was certainly enjoying Melinda's attention at the moment, I had also gotten the distinct impression from the two of them earlier on, theirs was also a mutual enjoyment and appreciation of one another, but nothing much more beyond that, beyond this time together anyway, just as it wasn't for many of those who were here. So it was that I smiled as I reached upwards giving one of Melinda's breasts a gentle tickle with my finger. "No?" I asked smiling at her causing her to laugh as she briefly caught a return smile from Kate as they moved past one another, Kate now towards Pete, and Melinda now towards me.
I soon nestled myself comfortably between Melinda's legs as we each lay on our sides, a moment later, I felt a tickle and a light touch, glancing up I was surprised, yet pleased to see Patty as she tentatively touched me. I nodded my head yes, noticing as I had that Bill too had joined with Kate and Pete in a much similar fashion so that the six of us, now gathered together exploring one another as well as ourselves, had brought to a new ending where we'd all began just a few days before a brand new beginning.
#
Oh yes, and I don't mind adding that I was amongst the special few who actually graduated from the course. Carol turned out to be the best fuck imaginable, especially for the first time. It was right, at least for me anyway. There was no fear, no nervousness, and I learned much during the time I spent with her, and more importantly, I will always and forever remember it, and thank her for it, for the time patience and understanding she was able to give to me.
#
As far as our little group? Well, Melinda and Pete were amongst the very few who ended up being together, married now, and giving one another their virginities. So for them it worked as it turned out. Kate eventually met and married an old high-school friend she had kept a crush for, more confident after the seminar to have finally approached him. Bill and Patty went their own separate ways too, though as I understand it, each of them have remained in close contact, just as Kate, her husband, and Carol and I do.
Oh yeah, I forgot about that part. I am now one of the instructors at the seminar. Best damn job I've ever had.



        Cum Fetish

        Mike & Brad enjoy meeting two women with a cum fetish.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/cum-fetish-1

Title: Cum Fetish

Author: Many Feathers

Category: Fetish

Description: Mike & Brad enjoy meeting two women with a cum fetish.

Tags: bukkake, orgy, mfmf, cum fetish, foursome




It wasn't something I would normally even consider doing. But when Brad came over one evening to watch the game with me, he mentioned that he had recently participated in a wild little evening with several other guys and two women. Knowing Brad as well as I did, I wasn't too surprised, he was always telling me about this or that, some conquest he'd recently had, or some gal he'd met in a bar who had given him a blowjob in the men's restroom or something. But I had to admit as I listened to his story, though it was pretty wild and far-fetched in my mind, it certainly was interesting.
"Listen Mike, I'm not pulling your leg here," he told me. "One of the guys I work with told me he'd gone there himself. So the following weekend, he'd invited me along, so I went with him, and sure enough it was just like he said."
"So how does this all work?" I asked skeptically.
"We have this email address, you email them and tell them you're interested in attending the party. You have to send a current photo I.D. of yourself, and some guy then checks that against you when you show up at the door. If he's satisfied, he lets you in. They only accept like a dozen guys at a time, so it's almost on a first come first serve sort of basis."
"First come is right," I laughed still thinking the whole idea was crazy.
"Anyway, if you're approved, they send back an email giving you the date and time, and room number of whatever motel or hotel it is they're staying at. Once you get that you just show up."
"And they're not charging anyone to do this?" I asked once again.
"Nope! Seriously, the two women just get off on all this, and do it just about every weekend, just for fun. And trust me, when I went it was fun! A little kinky in some ways perhaps, but damn fun!"
"So tell me what happened and what you did when you went," I asked becoming a bit more curious and interested now.
"Well, the two girls basically put on a show for the guys, though it's obvious they're really enjoying it. But you can touch em' or fuck em' whenever you want while this is all going on. You have to wear a condom of course..."
"That's nice to know."
"Yeah, but the main reason for all this, is they want you to cum on them when you do. Not in the condoms, so if you're ready to pop, then they want you to tell them, that's basically the whole point of doing this for them, they really get off on that. It can get pretty messy, especially with a dozen guys there, but that's the whole point I guess. Like I said, it looks and can get pretty wild."
"I don't know Brad, I can certainly see you going and doing something like this, but not too sure about myself, especially with a bunch of other strangers standing around as well."
He laughed at that. "Yeah, I wondered about that myself, but after you're there and see these two girls going at it, then you sorta put the rest of all that in the background and it doesn't really matter any more. And besides, both women are actually pretty attractive, middle-aged, good looks, nice tits, and put on a pretty good show with one another and obviously enjoy it when they do."
I thought about it, and then gave in. My curiosity and dick getting the better of me. "Ok, go ahead and tell them we're interested," I told him. He was smiling from ear to ear.
"Already did. Friday night, 8:00, room 431!"
#
We were met at the door by a guy that was bigger than the two of us put together. He scrutinized my photo ID against the photograph that Brad had already emailed into them. His expression remained sullen as he did so, finally satisfied, handing my driver's license back to me. He then looked at Brad's glanced up and smiled, actually looking friendly.
"Weren't you here last week?" he asked.
"I was, yes."
"Thought so," the guy nodded, then stepped back from the door letting us in. "We're waiting for three more to arrive," he added, and then the girls will be out. Have a seat, there's plenty of booze until they get here."
Once inside I noticed there was another obvious bodyguard type as he stood in front of the door which must have led into the bedroom of the suite we were now sitting in. I quickly counted and saw seven other guys besides Brad and myself who'd already arrived. Only two others seemed to know one another and were talking together, everyone else was considerably more quiet and reserved as they all sat there on the various couches and chairs, drinking, waiting for the show to begin.
"Was it like this the last time?" I asked Brad in quiet tones.
He grinned. "Yep, almost exactly. But once things get going, it won't be like this at all, far from it, just wait and see."
By 8:15 only one another guy had arrived, the brute standing at the door then signaled to the other guy guarding the bedroom door, he nodded his head, stepped inside and closed it for a few moments. When he came back into the room he indicated to us all we could go in. We did so, as the guy we'd met on arriving locked and bolted the front door and brought up the rear as we all entered the bedroom. There were few additional chairs, all of which had been taken as we entered, so we stood there for a moment as the two very naked women sitting on the bed next to one another introduced themselves.
"Hi, I'm Darlene, and this is Candy," she stated. "No need for any of you to introduce yourselves unless you want to."
I smiled inwardly. I remembered an old erotic story about a woman named Candy, and wondered if that's where her name had come from. Candy was a blond too, though I doubted she was a natural blond, though with a shaved pussy, there was really no way of telling for sure. She had nice naturally large breasts with fairly good-sized dark brown areola's that covered a goodly portion of her breasts, her nipples already extended and fat like a tiny fingertip as she sat there playing with them. Darlene, the woman who had spoken was a dark haired brunette with an olive like complexion, she spoke with a faint accent that sounded like she might have been Italian, or perhaps Greek though I didn't ask.
Darlene had much smaller breasts, but they were still full though a bit pointier as it was. Still, it made for a nice difference in seeing the two women together as they sat there.
"As you all should be aware, you can do whatever you'd like to either of us as things go along, regardless of whatever it is we're doing, or with whom. We're ok with a little roughness if that's what you're into, slapping our asses, stuff like that. But no major rough stuff. If we don't like something, we'll tell you. You only get one warning. If we have to tell you a second time, you'll be escorted out of the room immediately. Everyone understand all that?"
Every guy there nodded his head yes, including Brad and myself.
"And you can fuck our asses, or cunts, but only if you wear a condom. If you didn't bring any with you, we have some available. Also, you can cum as many times as you'd like, if you can while you're here. But whenever you do cum, we'd like that you do so on one of us, preferably both, so please let us know when you're going to if you don't mind. We sorta like seeing and watching it when you do. Other than that, we're just here to have fun as hopefully you are. Any questions?"
No one had any, though everyone continued to stand there looking and appearing a bit foolish or nervous. Candy grinned seeing that, just as I had. "Like Darlene said, feel free to join in whenever you feel like it, or just watch for a while," then she turned, pushing Darlene down onto the bed and began kissing the other woman all the while cupping and caressing her perky sweet tipped breasts.
Neither Brad nor I did much but continue to watch the two women, though a couple of guys finally did start to fondle themselves openly, one other finally standing from the chair he'd been sitting in and began removing his clothing.
"Guess I might as well be the first and get this party started," he said lustfully.
I had to admit, the bed was enormous, giving the girls ample room to maneuver around in even as other guys soon joined them, some just sitting down on the bed watching, stroking themselves, or as the first guy had done, slipping behind Candy as she took the top position in an erotic little "69" with Darlene.
He was soon fucking her from behind like that as Darlene continued licking Candy's cunt from beneath her, all the while having her own near-hairless split licked and tickled by Candy as the three of them continued. It wasn't long in watching that, that most everyone had finally begun to remove their clothes.
"As they say when in Rome!" Brad grinned and began stripping, I quickly began doing the same, realizing if I didn't I'd be the one sticking out in this particular crowd.
Still in their sexy little "69" one other guy had joined at the other end, where Candy now kneeling, though still getting fucked, proceeded to suck the guys hard erect prick, he in turn was fingering Darlene's now neglected pussy which Candy had only moments ago been thoroughly enjoying herself. At least two or three others had positioned themselves on the bed to either side, running their hands up and down the women's bodies, caressing and playing with Candy's free-swinging tits, or sucking on Darlene's as she lay there. Brad was one of those, feasting himself on one of a Darlene's breasts while she in turn wrapped a hand around his rapidly stiffening cock and began playing with it.
"Come on over here dude!" Brad called to me. Candy's got a free tit that no one's bothering to play with at the moment!"
It felt weird initially, having to sandwich myself between Brad and another guy as I squeezed myself onto the bed between them. But I had soon managed to capture Candy's wildly swinging breast in my hand and began playing with it, thumbing that nice thick nipple much to her delight. The other guy kneeling next to me was happily giving Candy's ass an occasional slap with his hand while she remained getting fucked doggy-style from behind.
"Gonna blow me a load baby?" she asked looking back at the guy behind her.
"Almost," he said with a knowing grimace on his face, then suddenly jerking himself out of her cunt, reaching down to strip off the rubber he'd been wearing just as his cock began spraying several long ropes of semen all over and across her back.
"Oh yeah! Yeah!" she cried out happily. "Squirt that hot fucking juice all over me baby...all over me!"
The moment he'd finished dumping his load all over her back, Candy slithered off Darlene face down lying next to her. Darlene then slid up onto Candy's back, pressing against her, smearing the guy's cum between them. Forced to let go of her tit, I now sat merely watching not realizing my hand had already strayed to my now rock-hard prick as had most of all the other guys, including Brad.
"Someone come feed me their dick!" Candy called out as Darlene kept slipping and sliding against her friend. Two guys stepped forward almost simultaneously, and rather than turning one away, Candy greeted and accepted both, now kneeling, taking a dick in each hand which she began alternately sucking one while jacking the other. Darlene turned placing her back against Candy's and indicated that she wanted to be doing the same as her friend was. As we were the closest at this point, Brad and I soon found ourselves as the other pair getting their prick's sucked and played with while the six other guys looked on, though one or two had moved close enough to begin fingering the women which they immediately took delight in while jerking and sucking us.
One guy who'd pretty much just been standing there jerking himself the entire time he'd been there, finally moved forward towards the bed. "Where do you want it?" he asked simply.
"Right here!" Candy indicated, cupping her own breasts, which she now wrapped around the guys prick as he stood there next to her. "Give me a nice thick load all over my tits!"
He granted her wish almost immediately, his prick suddenly ballooning, then his prick head began discharging ribbons of flying cream that hit her just below the chin, drenching her neck, which soon flowed back down between her breasts. Stepping back, he continued pumping his spent prick, still watching as Candy took up with the two other guys where she'd left off. Only moments later one of these announced he was ready to shoot his load as well.
"Oh fuck baby, you ready? You ready? Cause here it comes!"
Spinning, Candy turned towards Darlene, aiming the guys suddenly discharging penis against her back and ass, watching as spray after spray of his white thick cum splashed against her friend. When he had finished, just as Darlene had done with her, Candy then mashed her heavy full breasts against Darlene's back and began coating her tits with his cream as she chased the pattern of his spending with her breasts, once again smearing it all over herself as well as all over Darlene's back and ass.
"Fuck!" I heard Brad groan suddenly. Darlene took him into her mouth, milking his prick, which he began to unload as she simultaneously sucked and jacked him off. Obviously having quite a mouth full which she hadn't swallowed, Darlene then turned facing Candy and placed her mouth over one of the woman's breasts and released Brad's freshly tossed cream, spitting it as she sucked, creating one of the most wickedly sounding noises I'd ever heard as she did this.
"Fuck me," Darlene urged looking back towards me as she continued fondling Candy's cum-covered tits. "But tell me when you're ready to cum" she asked winking at me.
Candy now placed herself on her back, a new guy now kneeling between her legs, the other two 'friends' who had also obviously arrived together now kneeling over her as she began sucking them simultaneously, forcing both dicks inside her mouth where she held them together, stroking and sucking them wildly.
I was slightly surprised when I saw the very first guy who had come to begin with stagger over, still fisting his cock which he'd obviously been stroking the entire time, placing the head against one of Darlene's succulent looking tits which he held in his hand, rubbing his prick-head against when he again came, and though his second climax of the night wasn't nearly as copious as had been his first, he still treated her nipple to a nice slick discharge of spunk, rubbing himself against her until he'd managed to milk out every last drop.
See this, hearing everything that was going on around and about me, the wet slippery suck sounds, cunt sounds, and squishy frothy juices being finger-fucked, soon had my own climax teetering on the edge.
"Almost there," I warned her. Smiling, Darlene flipped herself over onto her back, arching her back as she did, presenting me with a nice birds-eye view of her pussy which she now spread obscenely open with her hands.
"Right here!" she told me. "Squirt it right here!"
I felt the 1st of many hard-felt jettisons of my cream leap from the head of my prick, splashing against that inviting little snatch of hers that was already wet and glistening before I began adding to it. Even I was surprised at the massive amount of jisim I had covered her cunt with. Darlene wailed in delight watching this, watching as I covered her pussy thoroughly with hot sticky goo, which she now began using to masturbate herself with, rubbing it into and onto herself, frigging her clit with my cream, finger-fucking not only her pussy, but her tight puckered little ass.
"More! More!" I need more!" she cried out enthusiastically. I then moved away just as someone else climbed between her legs, pumping himself off against her not but a moment or two later, adding to the copious mess now blanketing her twat.
He had no sooner finished emptying his hot thick load all over her pussy when Candy dove in, licking his cream and mine from her dripping cunt, smearing her face in it gleefully as she did. Taking over from her friend while Candy began slurping at her cum-covered fountain, Darlene now took on the other pair of friends whose cock's had suddenly been willfully neglected. I stood there watching as she placed them tip-to-tip, licked, tickled and sucked them just as Candy had been doing earlier.
"Gonna cum," one of them announced quickly. Darlene continued to hold his dick against the other, tip to tip as he began spurting, and as she continued licking, causing the other friend in the process to begin emptying his balls as well. Soon she had two squirting pricks discharging against one another as she now mouthed them both, sucking each simultaneously as they came.
Someone else walked forward, but his prick had already begun discharging, so he simply finished stroking it, squirting as he walked, his spunk landing everywhere or so it seemed as both Candy and Darlene realizing this, turned to face him, each cupping their breasts as though offering him a valued prize to aim at. Someone else soon joined, playing the same game, squirting his own load a foot or two away which landed perfectly against one of Candy's well-targeted nipples.
Surprised that I too was already getting hard again, now watched as Brad moved over towards Candy, once again feeding her his cock which she accepted hungrily and began sucking as I moved forward, slipping a hand down between her legs and began toying with her tight hard little clit.
"Oh yeah, rub that fucker! Rub it! Get me off! Make me cum!" she cried out deliriously.
I sat next to her on the bed, my fingers playfully moving in and out of her totally soaked cunt, the sounds of her pussy now liquefied with each finger-fucking stroke, her moans becoming more and more audible though she somehow managed to continue sucking and knobbing Brad's shaft.
I could hear the pounding going on beside me as well, someone having now entered Darlene's ass from behind, another beneath her inside her cunt as the two men double-fucked her in a furious frenzy.
With an ear-piercing scream, Candy reached orgasm through the workings of my nimble fingers. In the next instant, I felt a warm rush of pearly fluid suddenly cascade from her cunt, filling the palm of my hand.
"Give it to me!" Darlene called out towards me, "Come wash my face with it!"
Only a foot or so away, I leaned over, trying not to lose any more of Candy's orgasm than I already had, reaching up then tipping my hand over her wide-open mouth, watching the tiny little pleasure pool of female nectar spill from my hand into her open and waiting mouth, which she then drank down thirstily, soon after licking with her tongue in an attempt to drain every last ounce of Candy's spending from my hand.
I lost track of things pretty much after that. It never really seemed to end, as one group of guys, or a pair of guys would climax, retreat and sit back, two or three others would quickly take over for them. Finally, drained, exhausted and spent beyond my wildest belief, I managed to coax Brad into getting dressed.
"You know it's fucking four o'clock in the morning?" I told him surprised upon looking at my watch. He laughed.
"Time flies when you're having fun doesn't it?"
He was right about that, it was fun. More fun and wickedly exciting than I could have ever thought something like that could be. More importantly, Candy and Darlene had informed everyone there'd be a third girl with them the following week and since they'd all had so much fun with the ten of us, we'd get the 1st ten places out of the fifteen or twenty spots they'd decided on.
I had honestly never thought I could attend one of these so called "cum parties" and enjoy it as much as I had. But there wasn't any doubt in my mind now, and I was already looking forward to the next weekend.
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Carol and I had been married for nearly ten years. We truly loved one another and had what I would say at least, to be a better than average sex-life. We enjoyed spending whatever time we could together, though we had early on agreed that we both needed some time to ourselves. For me that was a round of golf with the guys on Sunday every once in a while, and for Carol, it was spending it with her friends in the little book club they'd begun.
Carol worked as a school teacher which in the beginning she'd started doing just to help out with things while I attempted to get my own business off the ground, which I had managed to do in the small work area of the basement that I'd turned into my own workable shop. It wasn't meant to be a full-time job for me, just something to do on the side for a little extra money. But after a while, it became quite lucrative, quite unexpectedly.
I had started out transferring videotapes onto disc, in the beginning for friends and family until word began to spread and suddenly I was inundated with requests to transfer people's entire collection of tapes. Before I knew it, I was working six hours a day making more money in that amount of time than I'd made at my full time job in an eight to ten hour day.
Then it really got interesting. A few closer friends had approached me about transferring their private little home movies onto disc as well. And before long, word spread that I was more than willing to do that for them too. The next thing I knew, I was getting business from nearly all over the country, just transferring people's naughty little x-rated videotapes.
Carol knew about that side of my business of course, yeah...admittedly we'd watched a few of the more interesting tapes together, some of which I'd made copies of and kept for ourselves. I had laughed though when Carol told me that if any of our friends came to me about transferring their videos, she didn't want to know about it, because she didn't really want to know what friends of ours were doing what behind closed doors.
At forty-one, Carol could pass for a woman in her early thirties. She had dark brown shoulder length hair, though she wasn't averse to cutting it shorter for the style of the day. Whenever she did that, it was like being married to a whole different woman, and often our sex-life renewed itself whenever she did that, which was certainly fine with me. She still had a knockout figure, though she was always complaining about the few extra pounds she was carrying, though damned if I could ever really see them, usually I was just staring at her tits. Carol still had lovely breasts, full, ripe and perfectly proportioned, though there again, she saw flaws that I never did, something about gravity and all that.
When the opportunity came for me to join a guy's golf club on Sundays, I thought Carol would really balk at that. After all, once in a while on Sunday was ok, but making a commitment to play every Sunday was pushing it. To my surprise however, Carol urged me to do just that, saying when she did that she could then host their little book-club at our house on Sundays when I was off playing, which had been difficult for her group in scheduling to do as most of the other husbands (who weren't out golfing) really didn't want to have their day or domain disrupted by a bunch of noisy women.
As it turned out, the offer to join was contingent on my participating more as a substitute when one of the other guys couldn't make it and fill out a foursome. But that worked out for me too, as there was usually always someone who couldn't make it for one reason or another. I'd even quit worrying about getting a call asking me if I was available to fill in or not, so I just showed up and had always been able to play.
This had gone on for quite some time by now, me golfing on Sundays, and Carol meeting with her group on Sundays at our place. The one and only time I'd been told I wouldn't be needed, informing Carol I'd be staying home instead, they had hurriedly made arrangements to meet elsewhere rather than have me underfoot or interrupting their discussions.
Then one day I had gone off to golf, arriving only to discover that everyone had shown up who was supposed to. It was one of those rare times when using me as a substitution wasn't needed. Turning around and heading for home, I thought about how that would no doubt annoy my wife as well as her bookish friends. I knew I could pull around the side of the house without being heard, using the back driveway entrance instead of the front, which would no doubt be taken up by most of her friends cars anyway. From there, I could easily slip into the back door, enter the kitchen, and with luck, disappear down stairs to my workshop without any of them even being the wiser. I could certainly entertain myself down there for the few hours that they met, and then explain it all to her afterwards. Provided I didn't disturb or interrupt anything, I didn't figure that would certainly pose any problems.
Of course, shortly after arriving home is when I discovered one of my wife's dirty little secrets.
#
By now of course, I had a pretty sophisticated little set up. I could record, do videos, and transfer a multitude of tapes simultaneously. I even had my own little refrigerator, which I kept stocked with a few beers, some soft drinks and enough munchies to keep me going until dinnertime. In addition to that, I even had my own bathroom, which is where I now headed in order to relieve myself prior to doing some work.
Sitting down on the john, I could clearly hear the distinct voice of my wife and her friends coming from the sitting room that sat directly above me. Obviously the air ducts were connected into those of the bathroom and I smiled inwardly realizing that.
"How does that feel?" I heard someone saying.
"It feels really good," I heard another woman's voice suddenly respond. "George would die if he knew I'd purchased this, but I just had to try it!" she giggled suggestively.
That got my attention. I still wasn't sure that I had heard what I'd heard, or even that it had meant what my dirty little mind suddenly thought it might mean. But I also knew George, and now I recognized the voice as coming from Margie his wife. I couldn't really say George and I were friends, more of an acquaintance, with Carol and Margie actually being friends. He really was a bit of a strange duck, prudish in a way, and not someone I could or would ever imagine doing naughty little tapes for. I had in fact transferred a few video tapes for them, but not one of which had even had an "R" rating!
"How's it feel against your breasts?" I heard Carol suddenly comment. "I really like it against mine," she added.
"What the fuck?"
"It sorta tickles, but in a nice way, you know what I mean?" I heard a bit of giggling again, then another low moan coming from someone else entirely.
"I think she's getting close," someone chuckled. "She always gets that same look on her face whenever she cums."
"Holy shit!" I thought to myself. I'd been sitting there, now standing with my ear pressed against the vent. I'd been trying to convince myself that what I was hearing and listening to, wasn't what it really was. They had to be discussing some damn book they'd been reading, even if it was a more provocative one. Now I had serious doubts. Though for the life of me, I just couldn't imagine my wife participating in something like what I was beginning to suspect was actually going on. They certainly weren't discussing any books, though perhaps the kind of books they'd been reading had somehow led to this, which was confirmed to me a short while later, but I digress.
"Oh, Oh, Oh!" I heard then.
"Yep! Like I said, there she goes!"
Someone giggled, someone else began moaning, and then I heard my wife. "Let me do that for you," she purred in that sultry sounding voice I had so often heard myself. "Always feels better when someone else does it for you doesn't it?" she asked.
"Oh hell yes," Margie was just barely able to say. "And like I said, George would never do this for me in a million years anyway!"
Moments later I was listening to the woman climaxing, as well as several others. Dumbfounded, I stood there not knowing what the hell I should do, or say, or react. I had mixed emotions, some of them bordering on the ridiculous when it came right down to it. Was this something I should be angry about? Excited? Offended? Shocked? Well a little shocked maybe, surprised yes...but now horny as hell too!
Things seemed to settle down pretty quickly after that, though they began talking in normal tones once again hearing them dress. "So, we read the next chapter of "My Secret Life", and then it will be Cathy's turn to share either a fantasy or preferably a real experience that ties in with that chapter of the book."
"I thought it was my turn?" Another woman spoke whose identity still eluded me. So far that made a total of eight women, including my wife who was there. Eight women!
"No, you're next week," my wife spoke informing her. "Then the week after that, it's my turn."
"Oh goody!" Margie said excitedly. "I like it when you share something naughty and fun with us, you and Pete seem to have the most exciting sex-life, I wish ours was even half as exciting as yours is," she stated. I heard Carol laugh.
"Yeah, especially these past few months, ever since we've been getting together like this, I've found myself becoming more and more aroused. And not only that, a bit more naughty and adventurous too! Even Pete commented on that Friday night when I decided to give him a blow-job in the parking lot at the supermarket."
I had to admit, I really had enjoyed that.
"That's what I mean Carol, I really envy you for being able to be so free and uninhibited like that."
Once again Carol laughed. "Now, if only Pete was half as much," she told everyone, or the rest of our husbands for that matter!" she added garnering a general round of laughter from everyone else when she said it.
"Now...who's ready for cake?"
I suddenly realized I was in a very precarious position here. For one thing, the last thing I wanted was for any of them, especially Carol, to know I was even here. And secondly, I suddenly had an idea, though it would take some planning and preparation. Only once before had I ever gone out the window in the basement when I had inadvertently locked myself in. I'd soon after corrected that problem from ever happening again, but had ensured that the window remained accessible as a way out in the advent of another emergency, which suddenly, this was.
#
I made it out to the car safely enough, and then from there to a local nearby McDonalds where I was sure no one would see me. I sat periodically glancing at my watch, the last thing I wanted to do was arrive early. I didn't want that spooking them or raising any alarms. When it was time, I drove home arriving in the same fashion as I always did after a round of golf. Everyone had gone by then of course, which was also usually the case.
"Hi sweetie!" I said as I entered the kitchen, leaning over to give my wife a kiss just as I also always did.
"Hi honey! How was golf?"
"Same old, same old!" I responded as I usually always did. "How was the book study?"
"Ditto, same here," Carol replied, then immediately wanted to change the subject. "Hungry?"
"Yeah...for you!" I grinned. "Wanna fuck?"
She did...and we did. And the whole time we were at it, I kept thinking about what I'd heard down in the basement, and began planning for the busy day ahead of me tomorrow.
#
Carol had gone off to work to teach her classes. A half hour after that, I headed out the door towards a particular little specialty shop. I had pretty much everything I needed, except for a handful of miniature little spy cameras. Soon after purchasing the units, I arrived home and began thinking about where I could hide the miniature cameras without their being seen. It was important that they were well hidden and impossible to discover or there would no doubt be all sorts of hell to pay.
Eventually I found the best places to be in the air vents themselves as well as a couple of smoke detectors I had installed. Carol never bothered any of these, nor would she have any reason to do so. I soon had more than enough coverage in the den where they obviously spent most of their time, one camera at floor level, another looking down from the ceiling. A simple joystick allowed me to switch back and forth between the two, zoom in and out, as well as rotate the tiny eye around the entire room if I needed to. In addition, I placed another in the front room in the event they should decide to use that room instead, and finally one in the bedroom that I thought might be interesting for future personal use along with another in the kitchen area.
I had one camera left and decided to go ahead and install it in the bathroom though initially I had reservations about doing so. But the reality was, should I get caught using any of them, it wouldn't really matter where I'd installed them, so I again checked, and then double checked to see if I could even see, hear or detect them when they were operating. I couldn't. Everything was set, now I had just one more thing to do, and then all I could do was wait for the next weekend to arrive.
I called Steve the club president and informed him I would no longer be available for substitution as I'd be pretty busy doing something else over the next few months. Having done that, I no longer worried about getting a call asking me to come and golf when Carol had thought me out already doing so.
I was unbelievably excited, curious and nervous as hell the following weekend when I got up, dressed, and left as usual to "head off to the course".
"Have fun!" she said giving me a kiss.
"You too!" I told her throwing my clubs into the back of the car. I noticed she was grinning when I turned to wave at her. I couldn't help but wonder what it was she was really grinning about.
And not that I needed the extra time, but I had told Carol I'd planned on lunching with the guys at the club after we'd finished golfing for the day, so to expect me a little later than usual. I had said that, wondering if that would make her, as well as the rest of the women a little easier of mind on the one hand, and curious to see if having more time, they might become more adventurous than normal. It was just a thought, but proved itself to be a good one as I found out.
I drove over to the park which was a short distance away, parked the car, then made my way slowly back to the house. As our property sat on a good sized acre of land, it was easy to conceal myself as I made my way up the tree line next to the small little brook that ran by one side of the house. Though there was a large grassy area behind the house that was open, I was also aware that unless Carol was standing in our bedroom looking out in that direction, the likelihood of being seen was pretty remote. Even so, I waited patiently until the women began arriving, and then knew it to pretty much be safe as she met them at the door on the other side of the house. I sprinted the short distance to the basement window that I had ensured wasn't locked, pulled it open and let myself in, slipping silently down into the basement area.
I wasn't too worried about being heard inside the house either as Carol had once told me she couldn't hear anything I was ever doing down there as it was so well insulated just for that very reason. Short of pulling a wall down, I didn't have to worry about tippy-toeing around, or even sneezing. I made my way over to the control panel, switched on the cameras and ensured they were functioning properly. Then, I adjusted the sound for each of them so I could just clearly hear what was being said.
At first, it was the typical normal chitchat as they waited for everyone to arrive, but once they had however, things really got interesting in a hurry.
I had of course recognized Margie, but was a little surprised to see Pat there as well. Pat was my wife's very best friend as they had actually grown up together. Carol and Pat were also alike in many ways too, same sort of humor and likes as well as dislikes. Pat wasn't exactly a knockout, but she was cute, and from the few time's I'd managed to peer down the front of some outfit she was wearing, I had managed to catch an occasional glimpse of her small, but attractive looking breasts.
And now seeing Cathy, I knew who she was now too, a fellow teacher from my wife's school though I had only met her once before. I had seen one of the other women at the grocery store a few times, had even chatted with her there once with my wife, but I honestly couldn't remember her name. The other three women with her must have been friends of hers which she'd brought along as they tended to group together in the beginning before pairing off as they were wont to do when things got going. Almost immediately they headed off into the den area, so I switched cameras from the front living room into there and watched as they filtered in taking up their seats.
"Ok, so as we mentioned last week, it's Cathy's turn to begin this week's discussion. Let's quickly recap the last chapter we were supposed to read, talk about what we found interesting or exciting about it. After that, it's Cathy's turn to share either a similar experience, or a fantasy regarding it."
I fully expected them to start reading, or talking about it as they had all brought their books along with them, but the next thing I knew, they had all once again stood and began removing their clothing, just like that!
"Oh that's a pretty bra!" Pat stated actually walking over and placing her hand on one of the other women's breasts, a woman I hadn't seen before, and whom I hadn't as yet heard her name mentioned naming her either. It was pretty, a nice lacy burgundy color that really accentuated her reddish brown hair. "Is it comfy?"
"Very much so," the woman stated, though at the same moment, she had reached behind herself undoing the clasp so that her bra came off in her hands. She had rather large breasts too, slightly bigger than my wife's as I looked in comparison. "And the really nice thing is, they don't pinch or ride up on my boobs either!" I watched as she lifted her breast, demonstrating as she did that she had no lines or markings left by the bra.
"I really do like the style and design," Pat continued now handling the discarded bra, "but I don't know if they'd have something quite that pretty in my size."
As I said, Pat certainly wasn't flat-chested, not by any means, but her breasts were noticeably smaller as she finally revealed them, and finally gave me a totally unobstructed view of her cute little pointed peaks for the very first time. The fact Pat wasn't nearly as large as most if not all of the other women wasn't something that I was really too concerned with. I simply loved looking at women's tits...all shapes, and all sizes! At the moment, I was currently enjoying a virtual smorgasbord of luscious looking titty-flesh, including my own wife's!
Much to my delight, they were soon all naked, once again taking their respective seats, though three women sat closely together sharing the couch. Carol was sitting on one end Cathy in the middle and another woman whose name I also didn't know as yet sitting on the other side of her.
"Fuck, this is great!" I said quietly to myself, just seeing the three of them sitting together like that on the couch was tantalizing enough! Reaching over to the control panel, I pushed "record" and sat back to watch the show.
"...as you recall, he had already caught the butler shagging the maid earlier that morning, watching them in secret and determined now that he would find a way to have her as well. Being new to the position, he thought he had a pretty good way of coercing her into submission, and thus waited until it was late, and once everyone else had gone to bed, he then slipped out of his own room waiting in the dark recess of the hallway for the maid to head off to her bedroom, anticipating her lover to meet her there in the hallway, she hesitated nervously looking about for him. But as we all know, he had already sent off the butler on an errand far out of town, unable to return until the next morning."



"I love this part, even if it is pretty far-fetched", I heard and watched Carol comment.
"Yeah, me too," Pat replied in agreement. "I've sort of always had a fantasy about that."
"Well it's not your turn to share yet," Carol reminded her. "At least not until Cathy has finished retelling the story, then sharing her own with us first."
By now, many of the women were quite openly caressing themselves, or touching themselves in semi-innocent little ways. Nothing that one would say or call openly masturbating as yet, but about as close to doing it as you could without really doing so. Even then, watching this woman or that one running her hand lightly over a breast, down a thigh, or a quick fleeting press of the hand between the legs was about as titillating a thing as I had ever seen before.
"Anyway, as she passes by where he is sitting, he steps out of the darkness from behind her, immediately wrapping his arms about her, and then kissing her neck. Thinking it is at first the butler, she swoons to his caress, even allowing his hand to raise her nightdress upwards, and giving him access to her obviously aroused femininity."
"So strange the different names they used for that back then, personally I like the word pussy," Pat said interrupting once again.
"Yeah, except they didn't say cutesy words like that back then either. They were always saying quim, or when they were really horny...cunt!"
"Never did like that word," Cathy stated.
"Oh? Why not? I think it's sexy whenever Brandon uses it," The dark haired brunet with the big tits said.
"Well, maybe that's different, just whenever I've heard it, it's meant to be vulgar, or obscene."
"I think that's the point of the book we're reading," Carol reminded everyone, it's supposed to be taken and felt that way.
"Speaking of felt that way, I'll feeling pretty hot myself," Pat said with a giggle.
"Yeah, me too!"
"Darlene, you're always hot," my wife chided the big-boobed brunet, but at least I now had a name for her, and wrote it down.
"So go on," Darlene pressed, "Tell us your story!"
Cathy blushed, but began, squirming in her seat, though I half wondered if it wasn't because Carol had reached over placing her hand high up on her leg, leaving it there as she gently caressed the small area of skin.
"We used to have this cabin that we visited at least once a year. I enjoyed going there with the family, but I hated having to use the outdoors outhouse which is usually why most of the time I didn't."
That brought a knowing chuckle from everyone, though she continued.
"So one night I saw Uncle David go outside in that direction,"
"You're uncle?" The previously silent blond sitting off by herself suddenly spoke for the first time. "Ewe!"
"Charlene! He really wasn't my uncle, we just called him that for some reason, he was a friend of the family really, but most of us just called him Uncle Dave. Anyway, I had always had a bit of a crush on him, and since I had just turned eighteen, and that this might very well be the last time I even went up to the cabin with my folks as I'd soon after be moving away to go to school, I figured I had nothing much to lose!"
"Go on!" Darlene urged getting obviously more interested and excited now, which was clearly evident as her hand had traveled purposely down between her legs, and she seemed quite happy and content to keep it there.
"Well like I said, I sorta followed him, but he too had decided to stand off to one side and pee in the dark rather than go into the disgusting outhouse. I pretended I had no idea he was even there, walked over a ways though I knew he could easily see me, and squatted down."
"You peed?" Pat asked, "In front of him?"
"Shhh, let her finish," My wife once again scolded her friend.
"Yeah, I did, but it felt naughty, exciting for some reason, especially knowing he was watching me there in the darkness. Anyway, that's when I stood, but rather than pull up my underpants and shorts, I just sort of stood there, and in the next minute, I had slipped my hand down between my legs and was touching myself. I was pretty sure I heard a twig snap, but then nothing, though I pretended I hadn't heard anything and continued doing what I was doing. Suddenly, just like in the story, I felt Dave's hands encircle my waist, one hand suddenly slipping down between my legs taking over for me."
"Wow, that IS hot!" Charlene exclaimed, and she too was now rubbing her self just as was nearly everyone else by this time.
"So did you?" Pat pressed.
"Hell yes! I'm not stupid!" Cathy grinned remembering. "We soon after headed off into the woods and good old Uncle Dave fucked the shit out of me!"
"That's gross," Charlene stated, but then she laughed, "Well...sorta anyway, but I know what you mean."
"Where's the toys?" One of the other women asked suddenly. "I think I'm about ready for one," she added.
"Where they usually are Suzanne," My wife pointed out. "Over there in the basket."
Though I had another name to add to my list now, I was more curious about watching than writing that one down. Suzanne was a strikingly beautiful woman with long thick dark hair that fell way down past her shoulders. She too had magnificent looking breasts with dark brown areolas, nice sized thick nipples that I'd been watching her thumb, but even more interesting as I now noticed, fairly thick elongated lips that actually peeked out from her pussy, not at all like my wife's lips that seemed to stay hidden unless I specifically brought them outside to play.
"So you liked using this one?" Suzanne asked Margie.
"Oh yeah, I did, I really did. I even ordered one for myself to take home, though I'm going to have to be very careful not to let George find it. The last one I had, he threw out telling me if he wasn't man enough for me, that maybe we'd best be rethinking our marriage."
"You go girl!" Darlene stated standing up and walking around the couch where she stood behind where my wife was sitting. "I'd be seriously rethinking that myself if my husband ever told me something like that."
"Jack? No way, he's too fucking beautiful to leave," my wife stated actually surprising me. If you weren't so damn possessive of him, I'd wrestle you for an hour alone with him myself," she said teasingly.
"Better not, you might even win, and I think Jack might even enjoy that," she said grinning. "Though, I am sure Pete wouldn't mind seeing that either."
"Which reminds me," Carol interrupted briefly. "We've got at least an extra hours time today, so don't anyone feel like they have to be in a rush to finish anything. We've got plenty of time."
"Golfing?"
"Golfing, and then lunch," My wife confirmed.
"Ah, well in that case then."
I sat there watching as Darlene slipped her hands down to my wife's breasts as she stood behind her, tweaking what I knew to be very sensitive nipples.
"Oh yeah, I love the way you do that," she told her. I watched, making a mental note of it, but didn't see anything really different than the way I usually played with them. I then watched as Pat suddenly slithered off the couch kneeling down in front of my wife. Carol lifted her legs, bent at the knee now, and spread herself obscenely, without hesitation or reservation.
"I just love going down on you," Pat told her.
"And I love that you do too!" My wife giggled, and then sighed once again as Darlene continued fondling her breasts. "And this...makes that...feel even better!" she added blissfully.
By now of course I was as hard as a rock. I don't even remember having taking my cock out, but at some point I must have. I was leaking pre-cum fuck butter like a sieve, and used it to further tease and delight the now very sensitive head with.
"How's the toy?" Cathy asked a moment later as she sat watching the two women using it on one another.
"I like it a lot," Suzanne said smiling.
"Yeah, me too," Margie agreed, "Especially using it on her," she added with a lusty grin.
Suzanne leaned back on the single over-sized chair, one leg thrown haphazardly over the arm, the other straight out in front of her as Margie sat on the floor in front of her, twisting and turning the vibrating toy in and out of her openly displayed pussy.
"Now turn the rotating thingy on," Suzanne moaned pleasurably, closing her eyes, biting her lip as Margie did.
"You like that huh?" Margie giggled.
"Fuck yes, just keeps doing it and don't you fucking stop either!"
"Debra? Why don't you come over here and join us?" Darlene urged the one woman whose name I hadn't learned yet, until now. "Carol's got a nice lonely tit I think she'd enjoy having you play with," she urged.
I had noticed early on that Debra and Charlene seemed to be the two shyest ones, but with that simple prompting, she immediately stood and came over to sit down on the couch where she'd been sitting earlier.
"You really do have lovely breasts," Debra told my wife, then began to gently suckle one of them.
"So do you," Carol commented back, reaching up to likewise begin caressing and playing with one of her equally sized, pear-shaped titties that had me just about losing a load right then and there.
I don't know how long I just sat there watching, but it seemed to go on forever. Each and every woman there had been gone down on, fingered, or toyed to an orgasm and some more than once.
"Well girls, I hate to call it, but even with the extra time, we probably should be getting dressed and have our dessert."
"I think I've already had mine!" Charlene laughed finally forcing Pat's head away from between her legs. "Seriously, I thought for a moment there you were going to eat me all the way to my eyebrows!" she stated lustily.
"I was just about to," she shot back just as wickedly. "Maybe next week!"
"Promise?" Charlene sighed contentedly, though somewhat reluctantly sitting up and beginning to dress.
I had already climaxed myself...twice. And figured it was about time for me to make my escape while I still could. I'd have all day tomorrow to review and edit the CD I had made, something I was already looking forward to seeing again. Soon after I was making my way out back across the yard, back to the tree line, and then onto where I had parked my car. As I sat there waiting for a little more time to pass, I nervously glanced around, saw that I was pretty well safe, and jerked myself off to yet another glorious orgasm. By the time I arrived home, everyone was gone.
"Hi honey, how was the golf game today?"
"Oh, same old same old, though I did enjoy it a lot more today than I normally do," I added meaning it, though meaning something else entirely.
"Same here!" she grinned, then winked, "So...wanna go upstairs and fuck?" she asked.
"Fuck," I thought silently to myself. "Why couldn't I have waited?"
"Maybe a bit later," I begged off feeling really stupid for having to do so. "I'm really pooped at the moment."
Though she seemed slightly disappointed at my response, I knew that given enough time, and having a rather interesting morning to think back on, I'd soon be more than ready once again, and certainly make it up to her, which I did...in spades.
#
I spent the better part of the next morning editing the video, though in truth, there wasn't a hell of a lot that I didn't keep. I then labeled the CD "Book Club #1" and dated it. I kept a very secret floor safe in my work area, after making one additional copy, I then placed both in the safe where I kept a few other "private" stocks as well as some really hard to find videos and CD's I had made. I then went back to work doing the really boring stuff and got lost in that until way after Carol returned home. Eventually I heard the basement door open and Carol's voice calling down to me.
"Hey baby, you about finished for the day? Dinner in about a half an hour!"
"That's about all I need to finish up," I yelled back at her, then hearing the basement door close.
Just for kicks while I finished up, I flipped on the monitor and watched my wife putter around in the kitchen for a few moments, and then head into the den as the phone was ringing.
"Hello? Hey Darlene! How'd it go?" She chuckled at something Darlene told her, and then said she'd call Cathy and Pat and let them know.
"Let them know what?" I wondered curiously.
I watched as she dialed the phone. "Hey, can you talk? Yeah, Pete's still down in the basement, so I have a few minutes yes. Darlene just called me, she said that she and Margie met with Suzanne's sister. No...all Suzanne would tell her was that there was a little more to our book-club than meets the eye, but that she wasn't at liberty to tell her what all it was herself, and that she'd have to meet with Margie and Darlene initially before she'd even be considered."
There was a moment's pause as my wife stood listening to whatever it was that was being said, though she laughed once again.
"Yeah, I guess when she came out of the meeting, her eyes were as big around as saucers, but Darlene said she was smiling. And afterwards, Suzanne spoke with her sister directly about it, got some assurances, and then called Darlene back and told her she was still very much interested. VERY interested as she put it."
Once again there was another moment's pause. "Yep, we're all set then for Sunday. It's been a while since we've had an initiation hasn't it? Not since Charlene joined our little group. Yeah, it is exciting, but we'll have to see once she gets here just how serious she really is. If she doesn't pass the three tests to everyone's satisfaction, then she won't be included, we just can't afford to take any risks! Oh...sure, I'll call you if anything changes, but I'm pretty sure she'll be here, yeah...I'd best get going myself, Pete will be up expecting dinner soon. Bye sweetie!"
I waited a few minutes longer, shut everything down, and then headed up stairs to eat. I didn't mention anything about hearing the phone, or anything else for that matter, as down in my workshop, I wouldn't have anyway. We enjoyed a nice pleasant dinner together, talked about the normal boring mundane stuff, and then Carol surprised me with a suggestion.
"Hey baby...you got anything new and naughty we could watch together this evening?" she asked coyly.
"You horny or something?" I said teasing her, but certainly interested. And it was odd, but I had a feeling that whatever the girls were planning for the weekend had something to do with my wife's sudden arousal and interest in watching a dirty movie together. "Anything in particular?"
"Oh, something preferably amateur provided it's not anyone we know," she amended quickly. "But I am in the mood to see something a bit naughty from real looking people," she said grinning.
We indeed watched just such one for a while, and then fucked like minks afterwards. And again it was interesting. Carol had like three stages of horniness, she enjoyed the occasional quickie like most everyone else, and could have a quick fast orgasm though it was usually a prelude to something a little more long lasting and satisfying later. Then, she had the normal loving, be tender, lets make love kind of horniness, which I also enjoyed. But then...she had the "I'm really fucking horny, and you'd better talk dirty to me, and do all sorts of crazy things to my body while I'm doing them to yours," kind of horny.
And that was the kind of horny she was in that night.
#
I honestly think I was just as excited, if not more so than my wife was for the weekend to finally get here. When it did, I told her that I'd probably stay and have a late lunch with the guys like I did last time, so to plan for a really light dinner, or a very late one either way. She smiled at that, accepting and looked rather pleased rather than annoyed the way most women might.
"Have fun!" she called out to me, kissing me as she usually did at the door. I gave one of her breasts an affectionate little caress through her bathrobe, then headed out towards the car, turning I waved just as she flashed both of her tits at me getting in.
"Yep...horny as hell," I mused waving back at her, and then drove towards the park.
As expected, I made it back into my workshop safely and immediately switched on the monitors and recording equipment, everyone but Suzanne, Darlene and this new person had already arrived. I noticed almost immediately that each one of them had changed, or were changing into matching red bathrobes.
"That's interesting," I thought. "A little spooky, but interesting." Moments later Darlene arrived and spoke with my wife as she changed in the bedroom.
"They're on their way," Darlene told her. "Should be here in about ten minutes. Everyone ready?"
"Ready and excited," my wife grinned in saying. "I do hope that Suzanne was right about her sister, it is a little unusual having sister's together in the club, not quite sure how that will go over in the long run under the circumstances. I know that Margie and I had some real reservations about it."
"We all did in the beginning," Darlene mused. "But after we talked to her about it in length, and gave her a pretty good idea of what was expected, and why, she was still very enthusiastic about it, even more so than Suzanne thought she might be after hearing a few more juicy details."
"Well, like I said, she still has to pass the three tests to "everyone's" mutual satisfaction before she's actually included."
From the monitor in the other room, I watched as Pat greeted Suzanne and her sister at the door. Though they obviously were sisters, the other woman was obviously a little younger than everyone else with the exception of Charlene perhaps. She seemed obviously nervous, though I am sure that was to be expected under the circumstances. Hell, I was nervous and I still didn't have a clue as to what she might be facing as yet, but I was sure as hell anxious to find out too!
"You're sure about this?" Suzanne asked her sister once again. "Just remember Laurie, you can back out anytime, but if you do, we'll need to leave immediately," she reminded her.
"Yes I'm sure Suzanne," Laurie replied with just a hint of exasperation. "I told you, I thought about this a lot ever since you told me what was really going on, and after I had met with Darlene and Margie. I have no doubt in my mind about it, and I'm ready to do whatever it takes to join your little club."
Carol and Darlene soon entered the room joining the others as Suzanne now slipped into her matching red robe. Carol quickly introduced a few of the others that Laurie obviously hadn't met yet, and then they got down to business.
"You ready?" Carol asked. Laurie nodded her head and immediately began to undress. Soon she was naked, standing before the rest of them as they sat.
"As Darlene and Margie explained to you in your meeting," my wife continued, there are three tests that you'll need to undertake as part of your initiation. You must pass all three unanimously by the group or you won't be accepted. Understood?"
Laurie nodded her head that she did.
"Good, and I know Darlene and Margie also told you what the first test would be and why."
Again Laurie nodded her head.
"So...do you have something to share that will convince us that you have a dirty secret that no one else knows about, that will satisfy the requirement?"
"I do," Laurie told my wife.
"Then you may begin, just remember, you must be very specific, the details must be accurate and it must satisfy all of us that what you share is a secret worth keeping amongst us."
"My dirty little secret is this," she began, still standing in front of the rest of the women, entirely nude as she related her intimate little story. "About a month ago, I was working late at the office as I sometimes do, though not often. Andrew, my boss, was working late with me on this particular project that needed to be finished by the following day. Now, Andrew, my boss and I have on occasion flirted and joked around a bit, much like everyone does, but we'd never really considered anything seriously beyond the normal day to day horsing around sort of stuff. I mean I even know his wife very well, and have met her on several occasions, so the last thing I ever really wanted to do was get involved with him intimately, even though I may have fantasized about it once or twice."



As I sat there listening to her, I realized, and immediately wondered, "Did everyone have a dirty little secret they had only shared with one another, and if so...what dirty little secret did my wife have?"
"Anyway, it had been a long night, we were getting a bit giddy especially as Andrew had ordered a bottle of wine to go along with the dinner he'd ordered in for us. We'd finally finished the project, and were sort of celebrating the fact that we had, and how much he'd appreciated all the time and effort I'd put into it...stuff like that."
"Go on..." Pat urged impatient as usual for her to get to the good stuff.
"So we're just sort of standing there by the window looking out at all the lights in the city, drinking our wine when I felt his hand slip around my waist as he began pointing out some landmark to me through the window. When he did this, I could feel the press of his erection against my thigh, though I wasn't positive if he'd done so on purpose, or by accident. I was after all feeling a little aroused myself by the closeness of his presence, and the flirtatious intimacy we'd been tossing back and forth to one another all evening long."
I smiled seeing a couple of the women slip their hands down between their legs through the fold in their robes, though none of them revealed much of anything, but I also wondered if they hadn't done so purposely to gage Laurie's response. She seemed to sense what they were doing, even faltered briefly in her telling of the story, but continued.
"The next thing I knew, we were kissing, and I allowed my hand to travel down between us, seeking and soon after finding the hardness of his prick pressing against the front of his slacks. I took it out, sucked him briefly, then stood as he pulled me up and began undoing my blouse. Before long, he had placed me over his desk, and fucked me for the longest time. We then moved over to the couch, fucked there, then back to the window where he pressed me against it for all the world to see had they been looking, and fucked me there. Eventually, when it was all over, we both felt a little guilty I suppose, I mean I certainly did, and not just because of my own husband either, but as I mentioned, because of Andrews wife, and the fact that I knew her and really like her. Because of that, we agreed not to let it happen again, and can honestly say that ever since that night, we haven't. Anyway, that's my dirty little secret for what it's worth."
I had been purposely keeping an eye on Suzanne most of the time, and was both surprised, but not surprised to see her reaction to the story her sister had told. She obviously really was surprised by hearing it as it wasn't something that she could have shared with her earlier and respond in the same manner she just had.
"Well?" Darlene asked the group. "Does that satisfy the first requirement?" she asked. "Accepted?"
Everyone answered in unison. "Accepted!"
Darlene then turned back towards Laurie. "If you pass the next two tests, then each of us will share with you our own dirty little secrets so that you have knowledge of them, as well as us, just as we will of you. Now then, are you ready for the next test?"
"Yes," Laurie breathed a little anxiously. Obviously she'd been told about it at least in order to prepare herself for it.
"Then please...begin," Darlene said sitting back down in her seat.
For a moment she stood seeming a little unsure of herself or what to do.
"Go ahead Laurie, make yourself comfortable in whatever way you'd like first." My wife stated easing her uncertainty.
I watched as Laurie grabbed a couple of cushions and placed them on the floor in front of everyone. She then positioned herself on the floor, one cushion directly under her ass, the other her head.
"You may proceed," Darlene stated once Laurie had done so. "Just remember, you must also climax while masturbating, and we must all be in agreement that you have, or you will have to do so again."
"Yeah, just like Charlene had too!" Pat quipped easing the tension just a bit with a smattering of knowing giggles. I saw Charlene blush remembering even as she spoke.
"But I did cum that first time," she complained, "So I really came twice!"
"We believe you," Darlene acknowledged, but then nodded her head towards Laurie who promptly closed her eyes and began stroking her pussy as the room quieted in response.
All I could hear was a bit of ragged breathing as not only did Laurie continue lying there on the floor fingering her own pussy, but that several others had begun doing so to themselves as well, some now openly as Pat undid her robe entirely, revealing her breasts as well as her juicy split which she thumbed and fingered quite happily all the while focusing her entire attention towards Laurie. I then glanced towards my wife who was sitting on the couch next to Cathy, they too were fingering, not themselves, but each other.
Once again I was hard as a rock, and had been, but it now strained for release so I stood slipping off my jeans, freeing my prick so I could stroke it while watching the decadently wicked scene taking place before my very eyes.
By now, Laurie was truly finger-fucking herself with one hand, caressing and pulling on one of her hard extended nipples with the other. Her moans were real, or so they seemed to me anyway, as they must have also done for everyone else. Eventually several of the other women were moaning right along with her as they toyed with, fingered themselves or even one another all the while continuing to watch Laurie as she quickly approached orgasm.
There was no warning beyond the sudden contortion of her face, which was followed by a deep guttural groan. In the next instant however, a tiny small sliver of clear fluid squirted from the depths of her pussy, followed by another, then yet another as she switched from fingering herself, to hand-slapping her clit with the palm of her hand as though through doing this, she was coaxing them out of her cunt.
"Very nice..." Someone moaned though I failed to see who had said it, my eyes still glued to Laurie's pulsating quim as I'd zoomed in up close to it with my joystick.
"I think that pretty much satisfies conclusively that she truly did have an orgasm did it not?" Cathy stated simply, as everyone readily agreed.
Laurie was blushing furiously, her eyes still closed, though she finally sat up examining herself. "Sorry about the carpet," she said sheepishly. "I really wasn't expecting that, it doesn't happen every time."
"Don't worry about it," my wife said grinning. "You have no idea the number of times I've done that in here myself."
That obviously pleased and relieved Laurie to some extent as she sat there waiting for the third of her required tests.
"And finally," Darlene did say now standing up, which was a signal for everyone else to do the same, which they did, allowing their red robes to fall away, revealing each of them in their full nakedness as they now stood above and around where Laurie continued sitting. "It is now time for you to acknowledge each one of us intimately, assuring us in so doing that you openly accept us as we openly accept you, and that you will abide by all of our agreements, keeping secret everything that goes on here, never revealing it to anyone else outside this sisterhood. Do you acknowledge and agree to that?"
"I do," Laurie said breathlessly, obviously still somewhat excited.
"Then come, and kiss each of us until you're told otherwise," Darlene stated.
What I had heard and expected, wasn't what was meant, or what now happened. All eight women had formed a semi-circle around where Laurie now knelt, first in front of Darlene. She didn't just kiss her there either, but she actually placed her finger tips on Darlene's lips, pulling them apart slightly to better exposed her hard little clit nub, it was this that she first kissed, then began licking for several long moments.
"I am satisfied," Darlene announced, "You may go on."
Laurie scooted over to where Cathy was standing next to her and repeated the process, once again spreading Cathy's lips, using her finger tip to more fully expose her hooded clitoris, then kissed it, licking it afterwards again for several long moments until Cathy too was assured that Laurie had full filled the requirement.
"I am satisfied," she said. "You may go on."
As I looked over, I saw that it was Suzanne, Laurie's own sister who stood next in line.
"I am satisfied," her sister told her, "You may go on." Laurie hadn't even touched her at all, though she continued kneeling in front of her own sibling.
"No sis, if I'm going to be an accepted member of this group, then I want to be accepted by everyone, including you, and including doing this." Laurie then reached for her sister, surprising her to some degree as she did, but Suzanne allowed it, feeling the touch of her sister's hands and fingers for perhaps the very first time as she gently opened her sister's quim, slicking back the tiny extended little nubbin of flesh, kissing it, then lingered for several long moments as her tongue lovingly tickled it afterwards.
"I...am satisfied," Suzanne finally murmured, though it was evident she'd truly been enjoying that. "You may...go on." Which she did of course, performing and repeating the same ceremonial greeting of her mouth, lips and tongue upon each of them, finally ending with my wife who stood last. Finally satisfied, I watched my wife gently help Laurie to her feet as she stood before her.
"Each of us has now fully and completely accepted you as a sister, and a member of our very special book-club. It is now your turn to accept each of us in a similar way," she stated. "Darlene?"
Laurie was now the one who was standing, Darlene approached her and spoke, revealing what obviously was a much shortened version of her own dirty little secret.
"I have been fucking my husband's brother for years!" she said without further explanation. Then she knelt and kissed Laurie's pussy, and then began licking it and continued to do so until Pat giggled.
"Umm, when you think she's done it well enough, and long enough, that's when you say I am satisfied and that you are pleased to accept her as a friend and as a sister."
"Oh yeah...sorry, I forgot!" Laurie stammered, once again blushing. "I am satisfied, and I am pleased to accept you as a friend and as a sister!"
She then did the same to Cathy, and then it was Suzanne's turn as they stayed in the same order as they'd begun. And once again I found myself curiously excited to see what would happen this time as well. Suzanne approached her sister, smiling and winked. "Don't hate me Laurie, please...but I have to tell you, I once slept with your husband before the two of you were married."
Even that revelation shocked me, and I half expected some sort of explosion because of the admission, instead, I watched as Laurie openly laughed instead. "I already know that one Suzanne, Rob told me you two had before we got married, he confessed it because he didn't want it coming out later after we were married. I'm just glad you finally could tell me yourself," she added with a continued smile. Suzanne's initial surprised look was one now of relief, she briefly kissed her own sister on the lips, hugging her, which I am sure wasn't part of the ceremony, though no one appeared to object. Then just as Laurie had done with her, Suzanne knelt before her sister, kissed her, and then licked her for at least several long seconds before Laurie spoke her words of acceptance towards her own sister.
I soon learned that Margie had likewise had a long-term affair with her boss, though she had ended it several years ago. Debra's was a little strange, but obviously acceptable to the group, which still brought a round of giggles and guffaws as she confessed it.
"Whenever I go grocery shopping, I always wear my vibrating egg, and I never leave the store until I've had at least two very satisfying orgasms!"
Even I laughed at that one, especially as I had previously bumped into her at the store when Carol and I had been out shopping.
Charlene then shared her fetish as she called it, about masturbating in public, which she had done on a fairly regular basis, though doing so in a way so as not to get caught, but running the risk even then as she did so, just something she enjoyed doing periodically for the fun of it.
It finally got down to just Pat and my wife, and I found myself holding my breath as I knew the two of them to be the best of friends obviously, but I was also a little nervous, worried and fearful of what I was about to learn regarding my own wife.
"Well, mine isn't so easy to accept for a lot of people," Pat began, though Carol certainly did even when our parents didn't...or wouldn't."
"Huh?" I said to myself, not sure I'd just heard, or even understood what I thought I'd just heard. Pat was Carol's sister? Why would they have kept something like that a secret in the first place? I found myself wondering again, and nearly missed it when Pat finished the explanation.
"I wasn't always a woman," she finished quickly. "I became a woman shortly after finishing high school when I started the process and went from being Carol's brother, to Carol's sister. Our parents disowned me shortly thereafter, so I moved away and began a new life. In time Carol came to stay with me, but I made her promise not to tell anyone who I had been, or who I now was, which she hasn't. As far as anyone else knows, we're just friends, albeit close ones, and have been for years."
Having heard this, I was dumb-founded. But the best was yet to come. Pat knelt before Laurie just as they'd all done by now, and received acceptance from Laurie as a woman, and not the man/boy she'd once been.
Then it was my wife's turn. "As Pat just told you about herself, I can now add to that and tell you that when my brother, now sister came to me and asked for help in becoming a woman, part of that was for me, helping her to deal with her new found sexuality as well. At first fearful of it, and how she'd be perceived and accepted, she wanted to know and experience her femininity for the first time. I helped her with that, and in doing so, became her lover for a time, and still from time to time even today. So I guess my secret in addition to being Pat's very secret sister, is that we've engaged in a somewhat incestual relationship for years now, and obviously...continue to do so even today."
I sat back...stunned, not at all sure how I was supposed to handle this revelation, though thinking about it even as I did...it explained a lot. A lot of things I had curiously wondered about, even considered as possible, and had then thrown out as being just the very special closeness of two friends enjoying one another's company. But now I knew, and I knew a hell of a lot more than that in addition to everything else. Even as I heard the words afterwards, I couldn't help but wonder how I was actually going to deal with the knowledge of all this information.
"I am satisfied, and I am pleased to accept you as a friend and as a sister!"
#
After hearing all the admissions and acceptance of one another, there followed some serious hugging and kissing all around, which eventually turned into much more than that as I continued to sit there, watching, and yet still digesting everything I had learned.
"Oh what the fuck! If they could accept everything they'd just shared about one another, and knowing how much it was that I loved my wife, and found myself still fond of Pat, even knowing what I now knew as the truth, then why couldn't I? Having finally reached that conclusion, I settled back and enjoyed the rest of the time remaining as this new sisterhood, "book-club" as they called it, now made of nine, pleasured one another towards several intensely satisfying orgasms, which I managed to finally enjoy myself with one of my own. It had been a most interesting day as I thought about it later, as well as the next as I added another CD to the safe, which would soon become a rather extensive collection over the next several weeks.
#
I think the most difficult thing for myself was having the knowledge I now had, being curious about a lot of it, and unable to say or do anything without revealing myself, especially as I had known Pat and Mike ever since they had gotten married. Pat, now Patricia, had she been Patrick before? I had no way of knowing, and no way of finding out either. But even more interesting, I now knew the real reason behind their decision not to have any children. It was the same one that Carol and I had arrived at and agreed on ourselves, though for obviously different reasons, but at least I could understand that to some extent. What I couldn't understand, or even begin to know, is how Mike wouldn't know being married to her.
Then a few days later Carol approached me. "Hey babe, we've been invited over to Mike and Pat's for a barbeque this Saturday, you don't have anything planned do you?" She asked.
We had often done that with them, and though I certainly liked Mike and considered him a friend, our relationship wasn't anything like Carol and Pat's had been, which was even more true for obvious reasons.
"Nope, nothing on this end," I told her easily enough, but I knew I would be far more aware of things seeing the two of them together, and wondered if in knowing that, I would pick up on anything I might otherwise haven't given a second thought to.
As was normal for all of us, we sat outside chatting, and then the girls disappeared into the kitchen to finish up with a few other things before setting the table up outside. Mike was busily standing over the steaks he was preparing when I joined him. "Smells good," I said looking over his shoulder.
I saw as Mike tossed a nervous glance back towards the house. "Have a favor to ask," he said in hushed tones.
"Sure, what is it?" I said speaking just as softly, aware now that whatever it was, he didn't want the girls overhearing us.
"I've got a tape I've been holding onto for a while, Pat and I did a few after we were married, and then a couple more a few years later. Was wondering if you wouldn't mind transferring this over for me if that wouldn't bother you doing it for me."
"You know it won't," I said easily. "I've told you before I've done that for other people," (though I certainly had never shared with him that I'd kept one or two copies for myself). "So sure...whenever you'd like me to do it, I will."
Once again glancing up, he reached inside his back pocket and handed me a small cassette tape. "This is it, we've put everything on here," he stated.
I took it from him and slipped it into my own pocket. "I'll be right back, gonna go put this in the glove box of the car." I slipped out the side gate towards the driveway where we were parked. "Damn!" I thought to myself, maybe now I'll get some kind of an idea...maybe," I reconsidered. A lot depended on what kind of movie's they had taken together of course, but having seen several of them now that other's had done, I had a pretty good idea of what a lot of men liked seeing, and if Mike was like everyone else, this might be the one and only time I'd get a good look at Pat myself!
In order to cover up the fact I was going to be transferring Mike and Pat's intimate movie, Mike had also given me a couple of others he'd been saving for me to do. And though we arrived home late that evening, I told Carol that I wanted to get Mike's tapes done and back to them and not have them delayed because of my schedule. Carol soon headed off to bed, and I slipped downstairs to my workshop and began reviewing their tape.
I did a quick semi-fast forward through a lot of it, though I would have a much closer look later on, but there were a few scenes he had taken that were what I was looking for, so I marked these for closer scrutiny.



One thing that Carol had never allowed me to do was film her. We had taken a few nude photos, though I never could quite understand why she was ok with doing those, and not a movie. Regardless of that, I kept a very select few of those hidden away in my safe as well, and now pulled those out by way of a closer comparison of the female anatomy. I then zoomed in on the frames I had marked on the film, Pat lying there on the bed with a very explicit close up of her pussy, and one in particular where she was actually spreading herself a part exposing her clit. Looking at this one specifically, then at the similar photos I had of my wife, I was actually surprised to see that I couldn't actually see any major differences. All women were a little different in general anyway, just as men are. But there was nothing that I could see without doing a personal physical exam myself that would lead me to believe she wasn't a woman.
"Well," I thought to myself, "As far as I'm concerned, if Patricia ever was Patrick, she certainly isn't now." But even knowing this, and satisfied with the answer, I still had to deal with the fact that my wife was then having an incestual, lesbian affair with her sister. The more I thought about it, and thought about the things I had seen and admittedly enjoyed, I also realized it hadn't detracted from my relationship with Carol, if anything, especially recently, our sex-life seemed to have greatly improved.
Though I found a few of the admissions, and some of what their little "Book-Club" enjoyed doing together a little strange, I also reconciled to myself that I was enjoying it nearly as much as they obviously were.
I quickly finished transferring the tape and stashed it away. I headed upstairs to our bedroom fully expecting to find Carol sound asleep. Even the faint light from the nightstand didn't alert me that she wouldn't be otherwise as she often fell asleep with it on. But as I entered the room, I was presently surprised to see her lying there waiting for me.
"Took you long enough," she purred. She was using one of the toy's I had seen one of the other women using on herself as I entered. I smiled wickedly at her as I quickly shrugged off my clothes before slipping into bed next to her. "Do you enjoy watching me?" she asked lustily.
"If you only knew," I thought to myself then spoke, "You know I do!" I said sitting down next to her on the bed, though my hand automatically reached out to begin fondling one of her hard erect nipples. She pulled away, dislodging it.
"No...not yet, just watch, and while you do..." she grinned looking down at my rapidly growing erection. "Because I enjoy watching you too," she added.
I stroked my cock for her as she watched, and as I watched her, realizing that I would no doubt be doing so again the following day, though this time with her being unaware that I was.
"You remember Jack and Darlene?" she asked still purring seductively like a kitten as she continued manipulating her pussy with the now vibrating as well as rotating toy.
"Yeah? So?"
"Well, they've invited us over one evening to hot-tub with them."
"Sounds nice," I said trying very hard to not sound too interested. By now I had of course met most of the women in Carol's little club. Over the weeks it had been impossible for me to always stay afterwards and have lunch with the guys. So on a few occasions, I arrived home just as I began seeing a few of the women leaving. And so it was in doing this, I had naturally been introduced to the few women I didn't know or hadn't met before.
"Yes, it sounds like it could be fun, but you need to know before we accept their offer, they don't allow swim-wear in their tub."
I smiled, still slow-stroking my cock as Carol watched. "Is there anything else you'd like to tell me?" I prompted her.
"Well, they're pretty uninhibited, just wasn't sure how you'd feel about that," she stated simply. "You know how those things go, a little wine, feeling nice and cozy there together, everyone feeling a little frisky, what if they started fooling around with one another?" she questioned.
"Well then, if they do...then perhaps we should as well. Wouldn't want them to feel uncomfortable about it, would you?"
She was smiling even more broadly after hearing that. "No, I wouldn't, and it might be wickedly fun watching them anyway."
"Yeah, and them watching us," I responded back still jerking my prick as Carol continued masturbating herself.
"I'll be seeing her tomorrow of course,"
"Of course."
"I'll tell her then we'll be there."
"Sounds fun," I reiterated, "and speaking of fun, how about we have some?"
"I thought we were!" Carol pouted in a cutesy little girl way, then removed the fuck-toy she'd been using on herself and leaned over me, placing her mouth around my prick. "Better?" she giggled.
"Much...much better!" I sighed happily.
#
As I got dressed and prepared to head out to play golf, I reminded myself to put a grass-stain or two on my pants at the park as Carol had actually commented and wondered how I kept my clothes from getting too dirty lately. I noticed that the book they were currently reading and in the middle of was lying on the coffee table as I walked by. They were reading, "The Story of O".
"Interesting book," I told Carol nodding towards it.
"Yes it is," she blushed slightly. "And it's been pretty interesting discussing it as well."
"I can only imagine," I said imagining. She laughed at that.
"Yeah well, it's one of the few luxuries we permit ourselves," Carol began. "A chance for a bunch of women to sit together and discuss their most private thoughts and feelings without anyone judging them for it."
"As in men?" I tossed back at her.
"Well, some men anyway, not you no. But some of the husbands would have a cow if they knew what we were reading."
"And doing," I thought to myself. "Yeah...I'm sure, like George," I finished the thought for her.
"Exactly. And it really is too bad he's like that. Margie's a pretty open-minded woman if he'd allow himself to be, their marriage might not be in trouble the way it is now."
We'd discussed that previously. "Well personally, I think she could do a hell of a lot better than George anyway, hell baby...I wouldn't mind jumping her bones myself, provided you were there too of course!" I added quickly, though making it all sound like I was just joking around with her about it.
"You would huh?" she grinned. "I bet you'd like that too wouldn't you?"
"Sure...what man in his right mind wouldn't enjoy being with two women at the same time, especially if the two of them enjoyed one another as well."
"Hmm, who knows," she said suddenly. "Stranger things have happened!"
I didn't dare respond to that, leaning instead to give her a kiss before picking up my golf bag. "See you a little after 3:00 then," I stated. "Enjoy your book discussion."
"Enjoy your game," she replied, "And maybe later after you get home...you can enjoy me too!" All she was wearing was her robe, and she opened it showing me she was naked beneath it.
"Maybe I should stay home and putter around here instead," I said half-seriously. For just a moment she looked alarmed as though I might actually do it.
"No...you go on, go golf. And besides, it's too late to call the girls and tell them not to come. You just be thinking about what's waiting for you later," she said teasingly, then once again closed her robe and escorted me towards the door. "Have fun baby!"
"Ah...you two baby," I grinned speaking more to myself than to her.
#
By now I had quite a collection of CD's all marked "Book-Club" that I had stashed away. What amazed me the most perhaps was that no two of them were exactly alike. It seemed as though each week there was something new or different going on than what I had seen or heard before. A lot of that was because of the books I supposed, depending upon what they were reading or the stories and fantasies they told and shared with one another. "Lady Chatterley's Lover" for one had been very interesting. That week all the women had actually driven to the meeting wearing nothing but their most revealing, alluring and sexy attire imaginable. Charlene had even shared how she had stopped for some fast food on the way over, and had forgotten that the guy at the drive-up window could see well down into her car. He'd given her, her food for free, telling her before she drove away that anytime she wanted to come by dressed like that, he'd pay for her order.
I had once again made it back into my shop safely of course and was already monitoring things though several women hadn't quite arrived yet. Carol had already spoken with Darlene about our coming over to tub, which was an interesting conversation in and of itself.
"After what you told me about his comments regarding you and Margie, I seriously doubt he'd balk at seeing you and I together," Darlene told my wife. "I know for a fact Jack wouldn't," she grinned. "He loves seeing that!"
"I'll bet," my wife giggled back. "Guess we'll see," she added, "But I have a feeling you're right about that. Even if we just start out playfully kissing one another, I'm willing to bet shortly after that the boys will be urging us to do a lot more."
They walked out of the kitchen and then down the hall towards the den, so I couldn't pick up any more of what might have been said, it really didn't matter though, I'd already heard enough and now looked forward to the naughty little tub party the two women were planning.
I soon after settled in for another erotic discussion as everyone had finally arrived. I think one of my favorite parts was actually just watching them all undressing together. One minute it was nine fully dressed women standing around together, and in the next it was nine fully nude women who could suddenly start doing just about anything. The fact that they were all so uniquely different added real spice to that particular soup. So many different sized and shape of breasts, some shaved as Carol was, others so trimmed they might as well have been. Only poor Margie so it seemed in the beginning had what one might call a naturally full bush, but even she as the weeks went by, somehow managed to trim it down to a much more modern-ish style.
"The part I liked the best was when she would sit on his leg, rocking herself very very subtly, as though he wasn't aware of what it was she was really doing, though we all know that he did," Debra had added to the conversation, which is when things started to once again get interesting.
"I used to do that as well," Laurie said joining in. "It was a great way of getting myself off."
"I wouldn't mind doing that now!" Suzanne giggled provocatively. "Any takers?"
"I'm game," my wife spoke up saying, been a while since I've masturbated that way myself," she mused. "Brings back a few naughty memories doesn't it Pat?" She said winking towards her sister.
I watched as my wife soon positioned herself in the middle of the couch. Suzanne, and then her sister applied a rather generous helping of KY lubricant to themselves, then each taking one of my wife's thighs, straddled it and began slipping and sliding against her this way. Carol sitting at the perfect height under the circumstances would first suckle one of Suzanne's available breasts while fingering and toying with one of Laurie's, then switching sucking hers while toying with her sisters. They in turn each placed a hand in between my wife's legs and pleasured her there with hands and fingers.
"That's fucking hot!" Darlene stated from across the room where she lay on the floor, Charlene happily going down on her while Debra knelt behind Charlene fingering her open available quim.
Pat was content to sit back in a nice over sized chair using one of several available toys to pleasure herself with while she watched, which she was obviously enjoying doing as Cathy and Margie lay in the middle of the floor, legs locked over one another in a scissors fashion, pussy to pussy, and sat rubbing against one another all the while watching everyone else.
Pat was the first to climax, pummeling her pussy with the toy fast and furiously.
"There she goes!" Carol laughed out loud. "Like usual!"
Hearing her sister, I watched as Pat stood up from the chair and slithered over to where my wife was sitting. Even as Suzanne and Laurie continued masturbating themselves against my wife's legs, she soon positioned herself between them and began licking my wife's very wide open pussy. "We'll soon see who comes last," she teased, then began a slow and very torturous tongue-licking against my wife's twat.
I lost track of who came next, or when someone who already had at least once did again. It was just amazing to hear the various sounds, moans and groans exploding almost at once throughout the room, then continuing in a wave of one orgasm to another. Laurie had spent herself against my wife's thigh, toppling over a moment later only to be assaulted by Cathy who immediately began going down on her almost before she'd even managed to catch her breath. This brought about a second very quick, almost more intense orgasm from her once again as she straddled the arm of the couch, one leg to either side with Cathy hungrily devouring the sweet ribbons of female nectar that Laurie had become known for producing.
Margie and Darlene had by now hooked up together with a double dildo and had been fucking one another with it in unison until Charlene moved in between the two of them and took turns licking them back and forth until they both came at nearly the same instant.
But it was when Pat finally allowed my own wife to climax that I finally exploded myself, not even realizing I had until I felt the first delicious spurt leap from the tip of my cock and actually splatter against one of the monitors. My wife was crying out in joyful orgasmic glee, Pat tonguing her clit rapidly back and forth just as she liked it, one of Suzanne's breasts almost painfully being squeezed in her hand as she did, though it was also evident by the expression on Suzanne's face that she was enjoying the painful pleasure of that very act, and then spent herself against my wife's leg just as her sister had done previously.
"Fuck," I need to get my ass out of here!" I thought glancing up at the clock. Not only was I running a bit late, but so were the girls, and a mad dash to dress and repair themselves took place rather quickly after that.
I was breathless by the time I made it back to the car, and horny as hell after having just witnessed one of the wildest orgasmic orgies of a sort I could have ever imagined. For whatever reason, either the story that had gotten them all hot and so bothered had done it, or just the pure decadence of rubbing themselves against one another the way they had, had inspired it. Either way, I now knew this would be amongst the favorite of my secreted CD's that I had stashed away.
I drove home soon after pulling into the drive, not too surprised to still catch a couple of women who hadn't as yet left. Pat and Darlene stood in the kitchen with my wife sharing coffee when I came in, still busily chatting away in excited tones though they soon quieted upon hearing me.
"Hey baby...your home! How was the golf game?"
"Damn nice one today!" I exclaimed, most exciting day so far," I told them all sitting down, trying to hide my rapidly growing erection. "I won't bore you all with the nitty-gritty details, lets just say I really had my putter working over time today," I said grinning, maybe even leering at the three of them as I spoke.
"And how was your dirty book?" I asked, "read anything interesting we should discuss?"
Carol shot me a look of course, but Darlene laughed. "That's one of the reason's Jack loves for me to come here and do this," she stated. "Because I always come home and fuck him silly afterwards!"
"Darlene!" Pat exclaimed in surprise.
"What?" She grinned. "That's what I do, and he loves it."
"Maybe so," Pat blushed looking towards her sister, "But maybe Pete doesn't need to hear that."
"What? Are you kidding?" Darlene continued. "I'd be willing to bet he'd love every fucking minute of it."
"Hell yes," I told them all. "As a matter of fact, I'm tickled pink that all of you guys do this every week. Carol seems to be a lot more enthusiastic lately for one thing, so I'm all for it. And if I could get away with it, I'd even put on a wig, shave my legs and wear a skirt just to join your book-club if these are some of the side benefits."
That brought about a wide-eyed nervousness from all three, though they quickly laughed it off.
After the girls had gone, Carol and I did indeed head upstairs to the bedroom where we fucked and sucked one another for hours. Like I said, the side benefits were certainly worth whatever else Carol enjoyed doing with her friends let alone her own sister.
But as in all things, this too would soon be coming to an end unless I could devise a way to do something else. The golf season was drawing to a close and with it my excuse for being away on Sundays. After that, I knew that they would go back to doing what they used to do, alternating between one another's houses (all except for Marie and George of course) kicking the men out to go and do other things while the girls met privately together and enjoyed their naughty little book-club.
At least I had a wide variety and collection to entertain myself with in reviewing again, not to mention the new possibilities that were beginning to present themselves with regards to getting together with Jack and Darlene on occasion.
I guess the one thing I have learned from all of this, is that we each have our own dirty little secrets. I certainly have one now. And I don't mean lying to my wife about my golf game or how much I've improved, because I certainly haven't. Even with all that weekend golfing, I haven't been able to lower my score at all. My strokes just keep on increasing for some reason.
But I don't mind...no I don't mind increasing my strokes at all.
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"You can't be serious," I told Jack. "Where the hell did you hear about this anyway?"
Jack was my best friend, had been for years. He'd been the high school basketball star, moved on and did well in college though he'd opted for a job in marketing where his good looks, charm and bright white smile made him a favorite amongst the ladies.
"A friend of a friend," he said simply. Yeah sure, I'd heard those stories before.
"Well I don't believe it," I told him. "No star, no icon would go out and purposely do something like this, and even if as you say, no one knows who she is, what's the point?"
"The point my friend," Jack began, "Is that you get a chance to do anything you want to with her, you have the knowledge that it IS someone famous, even if you don't know, or are not sure if she really is who she claims to be. The fact is, it's possible, maybe it really is someone famous. But the bottom line, it's a free-fuck with obviously a good looking woman with a hell of a lot of money, so what's to lose?"
He had a point there, but I was still leery of the whole thing. "O.k., so how's this work?" I asked. Jack was grinning now.
"So you are interested then?"
"We'll see," I said simply. "After I hear a bit more."
The marketing firm Jack worked for had a list of some pretty prestigious clients, one of these had told one of the V.P.'s of the firm about an experience he'd had, and had sworn by it that it was true. The client had even gone so far as to give Mark, the Executive V.P. the email address to contact, and the code that went along with it.
"So then what?" I asked.
Jack laughed, "Steve, your hard-on's showing, I knew you'd be interested!"
I actually did have one as I sat there thinking about it, but I knew he was only referring to my frame of mind and not my actual condition as he'd had to have been looking beneath the table to know that I did.
"Like I said Jack, then what?"
"You email them the code, along with three photo's, one a full face photo, the second a full body photo but distinct enough to know that it's still you, and finally, a fully nude photo of yourself in an aroused state."
I shook my head, "You're kidding me."
"Nope! That's what Mark told me he had to do when he went."
"So he really went, and she, whoever it really was, or wasn't, was actually lying there in bed, naked, with a brown paper sack over her head."
"Yeah, she was. I know it sounds weird..."
"Sounds weird? Fuck Jack, it IS weird!"
"Regardless, Mark said he had the time of his life, and that she had an obsofuckinglutely gorgeous body."
"And he went with this client friend of his."
"Yep, I guess she prefers it when it's two guys at a time, if not three."
I thought about that, I could handle doing something like this with Jack easily, we'd actually fucked a pair of sister's in the same room before and had even switched partners, so doing something like this with him was no big deal, even though Jack's monster sized prick made my average sized one puny in comparison.
"So after we send off the photos, then what?"
"We wait to see if we've been accepted. If we are, then we get another email giving us a time and place to be. We show up, a limo arrives to meet us, we're then blind-folded and taken to her home as I understand it."
"Holy shit!"
"Yeah, that's what I said!"
#
Nearly a month had gone by since Jack and I had submitted our photos to the anonymous email address. So far we hadn't heard a thing and I was beginning to think that it was either a poorly conceived practical joke on us, or that we'd actually been rejected.
I had heard the "ding" on my computer informing me that I had mail, I opened it and read:
"Be at David Letterman's star on the Hollywood walk of fame Friday night 8:00 sharp. You'll have a five minute window, don't be late."
I read the message again. "You've got to be kidding me!" I thought, just as the phone rang.
"Hello?"
"You just get what I got?" Jack asked.
"Yeah, what's up with that?"
I heard Jack laughing. "That's the other thing Mark told me about, apparently whoever this woman is, she's appeared on his show a number of times, sort of has a thing for him as I understand it, whoever she is."
I realized after this, I'd have to start watching his show a hell of a lot more often.
"Well that sort of makes it a bit more interesting doesn't it?" I had to admit. "So...we're going?"
"Hell, why not?" Jack said.
There was an address where we could of course find Letterman's star, though I drove down at noon to make sure I knew exactly where it was. On Friday, Jack and I arrived fifteen minutes early, feeling a bit foolish as we stood there waiting for a limo to pull up along side us.
"This could still be someone's idea of a practical joke," I told Jack. "We could be on camera right now with someone laughing their asses off at a pair of idiots who actually believe they're soon going to be fucking some famous woman."
"Nah...I think this is legit," Jack stated smiling. "Here comes the limo now!"
#
He was right of course, I watched as the limo turned the corner, then pulled towards the curb stopping where we were standing, though no one got out to meet us or even acknowledge that we were even there. Jack was the bold one, finally reaching for and opening the door. I stood there watching. "Well? You coming with me?" He grinned. I quickly slid onto the seat beside him, closing the door.
The panel separating the driver's area from where we were was up. The lights stayed on for a moment longer, and then went off. Almost immediately after that the car pulled away from the curb and began moving again.
"Gentlemen? You'll find a pair of black masks located in the small box in front of you. When I tell you to put them on, please do so. Until then, you're invited to enjoy a drink from the fully stocked bar if you'd like. I'll now be darkening the windows so that you can no longer see where it is we're going, as well as locking the doors. If at any time you wish to leave the limo, please say so before our arrival and we'll return you back to where we picked you up. Any questions?"
"Ah...no," Jack answered for us both. "Thank you," though neither of us heard any further response.
"Well? What would you like to drink?" Jack asked grinning from ear to ear.
#
After about twenty minutes we heard the anonymous voice speak to us once again. "Please finish your drinks gentlemen, and then place your blindfolds on. We'll be arriving at our destination shortly. Once we have done so, remain seated. Someone will open the door and help you step out. You will then feel an additional head covering placed over you, you will be led from the car into the house and into an elevator. Once inside, both your head covers and masks will be removed. You'll be given further instructions then."
Jack and I quickly did as we were told. A few minutes after that we both felt the car slow, then the sound of some sort of security gate being opened. If I'd had any doubts or reservations up until now, they were gone. Whoever this mysterious woman was, she obviously did have a lot of money at the very least.
Seconds later the car pulled to a stop and I heard the sound of the front doors opening, then closing. Then someone opened our door, and I felt a hand on my arm. "If you'll step out please?" The gruff sounding voice asked. I soon heard Jack being helped from the car in much the same way as I had been, then felt it as someone placed some other type of head covering over my head effectively shutting out what little light there had been to begin with. We where then led up a short walk to a door, escorted in, where the sound of some sort of tile beneath my feet gave an echoing ring to what have must have been an enormous entry way. The next thing I heard was the sound of an elevator door opening.
"Please step inside," we were told. "Once the door has closed, you may remove your masks, at that time you will also be given some last minute instructions. Please follow and obey them to the letter, or you could be bodily harmed!"
Personally, I wasn't too fond hearing that, but simultaneously, I also heard the elevator door closing, and quickly removed the head covering, and then the blindfold I'd been wearing. There was a box on a stand next to us, and Jack and I both dropped the coverings in there. Though we looked at one another waiting for our eyes to readjust to the light, we merely grinned saying nothing.
"Please be aware, you will be watched and monitored at all times. Should you make any effort whatsoever to learn the identity of your hostess, you will be immediately and bodily removed from the premises. Beyond that, you are invited and encouraged to enjoy yourselves in whatever manner or fashion that you desire, within reason, and along with whatever additional desires or requests that your hostess might ask of you."
At that point the elevator actually began to move up, stopping a few short floors later, finally opening. Much to our surprise, we were met by an older, kindly faced gentleman who was wearing a very typical butler's uniform. He stood holding a folded terry-cloth bathrobe for each of us, atop of which sat a pair of expandable slippers.
"Welcome gentlemen," he began handing us the bundles. "To your immediate right, you will find a dressing and shower area. Please wash yourselves thoroughly. You will find a place to put your clothing as well. Once you have finished washing and drying yourselves, place the bathrobes on and then follow the short hallway leading out of this room," which he then pointed towards. "At the end of that corridor you will see a set of double doors, knock, wait until you are invited to enter, and then do so."
Jack and I quickly headed off towards the showers at that point as the old guy stood watching us go before turning and heading away himself in another direction entirely.
"Wow, this is pretty strange," I stated nervously.
"Yeah, maybe so, but damn fucking exciting too!" Jack added which I found I had no disagreements with.
The bathroom, if you wanted to call it that, was nearly as spacious as the room we'd just come in from. There were several potted plants and ferns sitting about, giving the shower area a far less clinical type feel to it. The shower itself could have held a half dozen people comfortably with multiple shower heads encircling a stainless steel pole that stood in the middle of the area.
"Just like the showers we had in school," Jack reminded me.
"A little, but they sure as hell didn't look or smell this nice," I reminded him back.
"No, they didn't did they?" he stated turning one of them on, then stepping into it.
As we'd been asked, we soaped ourselves, washing ourselves thoroughly, and then rinsing off. There was a stack of big fluffy white towels available for us to dry ourselves off with as well, which we quickly began doing. As we did, I couldn't help but notice that Jack was already beginning to sport an erection.
"Excited?" I asked unnecessarily.
"Hell yes! Aren't you?"
I was...but I wasn't, at least not physically yet at this point. I was still a bit too nervous to already be getting an erection, and now felt a little self conscious about that as good old smiling Jack slipped into his bathrobe, the front of which was already poking out with a fairly obscene bulge showing through it.
We quickly made our way down the hall we'd been directed to go to, stopping at the pair of large sized double doors. "You ready?" Jack asked enthusiastically.
All I did was nod my head. Then he knocked. There was a brief pause then we heard a woman's voice, though try as I might, it wasn't one I could recognize, perhaps due to the fact after we had entered, we stood there facing a very beautiful looking naked body of a woman with nothing on except a brown paper sack over her head with two eye-holes cut out, as well as a place for her mouth as represented by a pair of red lips appearing on it.
#
She could obviously see well enough due to the two perfectly cut eye-holes, but as I quickly gathered my wits about myself, I saw that beneath the sack, two very alluring eyes peered at me, each of which appeared to have been darkened considerably, distorting perhaps any additional recognition, even so...it was eerie, as though being looked at, at a distance rather than someone who was standing right here in front of me. Even as she spoke again, she was either good at disguising her own voice, or had some sort of sheath in her mouth or something helping her do it, though her words were clear and soft spoken, there was the sound of an accent that really wasn't an accent that I could put my finger on anyway.
"Come, let me feel your pricks!" She purred wantonly.
Thankfully, standing there looking at her obvious nudity besides the absurd appearance of the brown paper bag, I had actually begun hardening. So it was that I didn't feel too embarrassed as Jack and I both quickly stepped towards her, though as I had already previously noticed, his prick was fully erect, fully extended, and already had managed to poke it's massive head out from beneath the robe he was wearing. She laughed upon seeing that, and her laughter sounded like a young woman's at first, then turning sultry like someone's considerably older than that. I knew then it would be utterly hopeless trying to figure out who the hell she really was that way. And besides, at this point, I truly didn't care any more either.
#
Jack and I stood to either side of her as she gently began fondling our erections, making mine harden even more rapidly than it had been doing thankfully. Seeming satisfied with that, our mystery woman then led us both over towards the enormously sized bed.
"I think I would like to fuck this first," she said giving Jack's prick a noticeable shake, "while sucking this one," she added now giving mine one. "So if you would please, lay down on your back so I can mount you."
Jack quickly did as he was told, and I stood by the side of the bed for a moment watching her as she then climbed onto the bed herself, though positioning her self facing away from Jack's head as she soon slithered onto his prick which she held within her hands, guiding it, then slowly easing herself down upon it.
"You have a very nice big cock!" she stated then, and her accent almost seemed to change once again entirely as she did so. "Not that yours isn't equally as nice," she said beckoning to me as she finished impaling herself. "Much easier and nicer for sucking though," she half laughed as she said it. "Now...give it to me."
Climbing onto the massive bed, I now stood near her head, or where her head should be at least, curious about the next part, and feeling slightly stupid about it as well. "Go ahead, put it through the hole," she told me. "Right through the nice full red lips."
I was about to get sucked off by a paper bag is how I looked at it, but regardless of how ridiculous this might have looked, and I'm sure that it probably did too, but the moment I had slipped my prick into the cut out mouth, I felt a real one wonderfully surround my stiff prick and begin sucking it.
"Fuck..." I moaned drawing the word out, which is what she, began doing to Jack's prick.
Glancing down as she sat atop Jack fucking him slowly, simultaneously with me fucking her face, I enjoyed the view of her gorgeous breasts as they bounced and jiggled excitedly below me. They certainly weren't large, though nicely proportioned for her shape and size, each tit nicely rounded and firm with the barest hint of each coming to a point, tipped with a lovely dark pink nipple that stood firm and erect, and to which Jack would occasionally reach forward around her and caress or rub with his fingers as she continued gyrating herself against him.
"Oh yeah, play with my tits, just like that," she urged, mouthing the words around my cock as she continued sucking it without losing a beat. She might have been wearing a sack over her head, but she managed to give one of the greatest blowjobs I've ever experienced too. And though I would have given my left nut to actually see who was doing it, I wasn't about to complain about it either.
"When and if you're ready sweetie," she told me, "you come on my face, and not in my mouth o.k.?" And you too sugar," she added referring to Jack. "You can come however many times you can manage, but always...always...always, on my face, never anywhere else."
"You mean...on the sack then," I thought, though I didn't say it aloud. Like everything else, that seemed a bit strange as well, but I wasn't about to argue, especially remembering that we were no doubt being watched and monitored at this very moment. If it weren't for the wonderful job her lips and tongue was currently doing, I might have wilted a bit just thinking about that, but as it was, she was far too talented in her lip service to allow that to happen, but she had also managed to set back and delay any pending orgasm I might have been considering too.
"Would you like to fuck my ass?" she asked me then "I love getting double fucked," she announced lustily.
"Sure...why not?" I responded. This would be a first for me in fact. Not something I had ever done before, so I really didn't know what to expect, nor did Jack for that matter as we'd once spoken how as big as he was, that was the one thing no woman had ever considered letting him do.
"You...stay right where you are," she informed him, and then spun slowly around still impaled on his prick without ever moving off of it. "Like that?" she laughed, and then began spinning herself around on him once again without waiting for an answer. She did another full circle, and then decided it was time for me to join in. Now facing Jack, she presented me with her cute little ass.
"Make sure I'm well lubed," she told me. "There's a bottle of KY on the night stand." Sure enough, there was, along with a whole bunch of other things, including some nipple clamps, which suddenly I wanted to see her wearing, a couple of interesting looking toys, and what turned out to be another odd looking stack of paper sacks, some of which were pretty small and certainly not big enough to go over her head.
I didn't ask.
Applying a generous helping of the KY not only to her cute little starfish, but all over my prick as well, I then positioned myself on the bed behind her as she leaned over towards Jack presenting herself. I placed the tip of my cock at her puckered little ass and pressed forward, feeling the head start to penetrate that tight little opening, until with a sudden "pop" of a sort, I had slipped the head of my prick just inside.
"Nice..." she moaned softly. "Oh yeah, fill me nice and slowly now," she purred suggestively.
It truly was an interesting sensation for me too, as well as for Jack. As I moved ever so slowly within her, I could feel Jack's stiff hard cock anxiously waiting inside her between the thin walls that separated the two of us.
"Feel that baby?" She cooed. "Can you feel your friends prick sliding against your own as he fills me? You two enjoy having both of your hard fucking pricks inside my cunt and my ass?" She questioned once again.
"Oh yeah," Jack moaned as she once again began rotating her cunt forcefully against his cock, likewise doing the same to my prick while I sat buried to the hilt inside her ass.
"O.k., now fuck me...both of you, nice and slow, in and out until I tell you to do otherwise."
That was easy enough, and felt damn delicious, though I wish to hell I didn't keep hearing that crinkling of the paper sack on her head every time she turned around to look at me, nor that idiotic pair of red lips that were painted on the bag, slightly more open now in fact than they had been since I'd recently been skewering that very opening with my dick.



Jack however didn't seem to be having the same distraction problem I'd been having. Then again, the only thing he'd really been looking at, and playing with, had been those beautiful pink tipped tits of hers too.
"I'm...almost...there," he managed.
Quick as a bunny, our mysterious lady uncoupled from us both, nearly sending me into a cartwheel backwards off the bed as she just as quickly un-cunted him and slid down his legs where she now proceeded to jackhammer his prick with her hand. "On my face baby!" She coaxed him over and over again. "Shoot it all over my face!" Mesmerized, all I could do was stand there and watch as he did.
"Here it comes!" he informed her two seconds later, then groaned loudly as the first hot streamer of white sticky spunk flew from the tip of his prick, splashing in force against the bag with a sound that I was unfamiliar with in hearing whenever I'd climaxed before.
"Splat...splat...splat," and then "splat" once again as she jacked him off against the sack on her face. I watched the material streaking, absorbing some of his spunk almost immediately, though additional wet lines quickly appeared as a lot of his semen still ran down the side of the bag, stopping briefly at the bottom edge before dropping off to land with a much nicer landing zone against her cute pointed little breasts.
"Now it's your turn," she informed me. "But I have something else special that I want you to do for me," she said with a thickness of voice that told me she was incredibly aroused by whatever it was she was thinking about.
Leaving Jack to recover on his own, she then headed over towards the nightstand giggling to herself as she did. "This one, you do for me, the next one...I do for you," she said in yet again an entirely different accent.
To be honest, I didn't know if there would even be a next one, let alone a first one as this chick definitely had some strange and fairly kinky ideas.
"I have to tell you lady, you're certainly the most interesting woman I've ever met."
She laughed at that, and for a moment there was something about it that seemed vaguely familiar, but she quickly covered it up switching over to what sounded like a Southern Belle when she spoke. "I'm certainly no angel, that's for sure," she giggled once again not at all like she had before.
I almost said something as she suddenly pulled out one of those long skinny paper sacks, sort of like the one's they put your wine bottle's in after you purchase them. I stood there, once again wondering, watching her as she then grabbed the bottle of KY and began pouring it all over my dick.
"Come, stand here in front of me," she asked as she sat down on the edge of the bed. Like a zombie, I moved towards her, sack on head, preparing to put another one on mine. If she had drawn some sort of funny face on it or something, then that would have been it for me, game over. Thank god that she hadn't. But even then I felt stupid as hell watching her bag my stiff prick with it anyway, even more so when she began jerking me off with it, and through it.
And then damn...I realized suddenly, it actually felt good!
She giggled, "Surprised?"
"Yes, I am," I said sheepishly as I stood there letting her stroke my penis with the brown paper sack, weird little crinkling sounds and all. But the bottom line was, it actually had a weird nice little feel to it as she moved the bag up and down against my KY coated shaft.
For some reason, it was at that moment that I glanced towards Jack. He was sitting there looking at me with a bemused expression on his face. "What?"
"Don't knock it until you've tried it," I informed him. "As silly as this may sound, and even look, it feels better than what you might think."
After everything we'd been doing, and with her body still wonderfully revealed, I was surprised to sense the approach of my impending orgasm, and told her so.
"Not to come in the bag," she spoke in yet again another foreignish sounding accent, "Wait...you wait," she said suddenly removing the bag she'd been using, and then grabbing yet another one, though this one I could see was open on both ends. Climbing up onto the bed again, she lay down beside Jack who was still curiously staring at the two of us, as I was at them. The bag lady now placed the two open-ended bag around one of her breasts, folding it down until just the very tip of her pink little nipple was protruding through one end of it.
"Now you cum, now you jerk it and squirt it towards me," she specifically stated. "Stand here," patting the bed beside herself. Which I found myself doing, and then proceeded to yank off my cock all the while staring at a very beautiful pink tipped, brown paper sack.
Good old Jack had gotten aroused once again as he sat there unabashedly stroking his dick. "Here use this, for me," she said tossing him another single bag along with the KY. "Then, when you're ready..."
"I know," he told her. "On the face."
I know I was thinking what he must have been thinking. "What face?" but neither one of us said it. I was too close to actually cumming anyway, and informed her I was. As I began pumping out what turned out to be a very nice hard orgasm, I watched streamer after jettisoned streamer of my spunk crash against the side of the bag, and perhaps just a bit of it actually landing atop of that tiny pink tip, though most of it like I said, hit elsewhere.
After that, Jack and I both stood over her while she masturbated herself having first spread a cut, flattened sack over her cunt, though this one had a drawn set of parallel lines, what appeared to be an overly exaggerated clitoris, and a furry patch of pubic hair spread out atop of it all. Through the cut out hole she had made, she inserted the pink stiff vibrating dick into herself and masturbated wildly all the while urging the two of us to squirt on her face. Which we eventually did.
After we had all climaxed, she excused herself telling us to remain until she came back. When she did, she had changed sack faces, this one now had a line of tiny tear drops falling from both eyes, and a downward turned mouth that was more of a pout than a frown.
"I am very sorry to see you go and say good-bye. But you will return again yes?" She asked.
For a moment, I swear she sounded a lot like Pene'lope Cruz, but then again, she'd been sounding like several different women all evening anyway, some of which I thought I recognized, and then didn't. But she did have the same nice looking breasts that Pene'lope had, so that made me wonder.
We finally dressed, left blindfolded and hooded once again until we'd gone a ways, and then allowed to remove our masks once again.
"Weirdest damn thing I've ever experienced," Jack admitted.
"You can say that again."
"Don't think I'll tell anyone else about this though," he added.
"Me neither, no one would believe it anyway."
"Not in a million years."
"Any idea who she really was?"
"Nope," Jack said. "And I was trying to figure it out all evening, but she kept changing her voice or something like that anyway. Never could get a handle on it."
"Ditto, me too." I paused for a moment, and then added. "Think you'll ever go back again?"
"Hell yes!"
"Me too."
#
I think I've got it down to three possible candidates. I've since poured through every Playboy and Penthouse I could get my hands on, not to mention the Internet. Sadly, I finally had to eliminate Pene'lope though, pretty close to the same size and shape, but wrong color of nipple. And I really had kind of hoped it was her too. I distinctly remember a very tiny dark freckle on her right breast, but as I fear with most magazines generally doing a bit of airbrushing on their photos I haven't found a matching breast from any of the three finalists with a dark little freckle on it. I'm gonna keep looking though until I figure it out.
In the meantime, I'm hoping to get invited back, I actually don't mind brown bagging it until I do either.
Oh yeah, one more thing. Something she said that's been bugging me. I still haven't quite put my finger on it yet, but if and when I do, I'll let you know.
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I was in my last year of high school when my parents were both tragically killed in a car accident. Being an only child, I went to live with my Aunt Jackie and my cousin Jill. My Uncle had passed away the year before due to illness, so it had been a very difficult period of time for all of us, but a natural normal fit when I went to live with them.
Jill and I had always been close cousins growing up, and the fact we didn't live very far from one another made it easier for us to see one another during those years. Jill was in fact just three month's older than I was, though she seemed to enjoy holding that silly fact over my head most of my life.
As for my Aunt, she looked a lot like my mother, and reminded me of her in many ways, though unlike my mother, my Aunt Jackie was a lot more liberal and open-minded about several things, including allowing my cousin and I to entertain having friends over provided nothing got seriously out of hand. That wasn't really an option for me however, as I had left most of my semi-close friends behind after graduation, and hadn't really been seeing or dating anyone.
After the accident, I continued going to the same school I'd been going to as I did have my own car, which I appreciated in not having, or wanting to transfer to the same school my cousin Jill was then attending. In time things seemed to finally settle down into some semblance of normalcy once again, though with the uncertainty of a future ahead of me as far as continuing my education, and needing/wanting to help my Aunt out financially, it soon appeared that I'd have to remain living with them for a while yet even after graduating from school.
Jill was in the same place as I was of course, working what was then a part-time job in order to help out, all the while trying to save up enough money to hopefully begin attending college the following year. And though my Aunt had a fairly decent job, she often worked long hours and often came home late in the evenings, requiring that Jill and I both help out around the house as well in order to keep things livable and pleasant for all of us under the circumstances.
It was funny in a way, I certainly didn't look on Jill as being like a sister, though that first year together that I lived there made it seem a little like that. But not having had any kind of sibling, growing up with, Jill was for me more friend than cousin even. And I know that Jill felt very much the same way. We could talk, share things with one another more like friends than even a brother or sister would certainly share, and sometimes those discussions could get pretty interesting.
Jill was fairly tall for a woman at just under five foot ten, another one of those things we teased one another about as I was exactly five foot ten, so there was but a hairs breath separating us height wise, though all she had to do was fashion her long dark hair just a little to make her appear taller than I was. We had the same color of hazel eyes to match the dark colored hair, and during that last year living together had actually passed as twins whenever we'd gone out as a family. Something that Jill and I often got a kick out of as passing off as the truth. And though she was indeed my cousin, I couldn't help but periodically notice the obvious differences, especially as we grew up. Jill had a knockout body with full breasts and the cutest tight ass I'd ever seen which she loved showing off during the summer when she wore those tight fitting cut-off jeans she was hardly ever out of.
But lets face it, looking and appreciating was one thing, imagining was something else entirely, which remained my personal never approached and never acted upon little secret.
Though we had both been seeing and dating other people on and off, nothing had been very serious, and as I was only then beginning to consider the possibility of eventually joining the service and seeing the world, I certainly wasn't looking to be getting involved in any long-term relationships. And ever since graduation when I found myself tied more to my Aunt's home rather than around my old stomping grounds, things had dried up for me considerably as far as having a girlfriend went.
I knew Jill had been seeing and dating one guy for several month's now, and had met him a couple of times whenever he'd come by the house to pick her up for a date, or spend some time hanging around the house. Personally, I didn't see what Jill saw in the guy as I thought he was a bit of a self-centered conceited jerk, but I kept those thoughts pretty much to myself.
As was usually the case for us on a Friday night, my Aunt Jackie was still at work and wouldn't be home until late. Jill had gone out with her boyfriend to a drive-in movie, leaving me home alone, dateless at the moment though I almost preferred it that way as I didn't have a lot of money to be throwing away on dates at the moment anyway. About the only thing I'd been dating was my right hand, and had pretty much resigned myself to the fact that I'd be doing so again this night, though I was actually looking forward to some self-time alone, a good porn movie which I had a few secretly stashed away that no one knew anything about.
Though I had my own room across the hall and a few feet away from my Aunt's room, we only had the one TV set which was in the den downstairs from the upper bedrooms. This allowed for a certain amount of privacy with Jill's bedroom being the only other room downstairs besides the washroom and another full bath. I figured I easily had a couple of hours to amuse myself in as my Aunt never got home before nine on a Friday night anyway, and with Jill having gone to see a double feature at the drive-in putting her in well past midnight.
So it was that I eventually settled in to enjoy myself, watch a dirty movie, have a nice little cum, and then head off to bed in preparation for a days work of landscaping where I made a little extra money in helping out around the house.
Then all hell broke loose.
#
I had worn only a bathrobe, something I could slip in and out of easily if needs be on the one hand, and on the other, allowing me quick and comfortable access as I began pleasuring myself while watching the rather erotic movie I was currently enjoying.
I didn't hear the door open upstairs, as Jill had come in through the front door. So I was totally unaware of her even being there, and as I now know she thought me to be upstairs in my own room, she had headed directly downstairs towards her own.
With the layout being the way it was, Jill wouldn't have known I was even in the den until reaching the bottom of the steps and turning the corner to head down the hall towards her room. As she did however, she was able to look into the den and see me sitting there, though my back was towards her as I sat on the couch, but what she obviously could see was the dirty movie I had playing on the TV.
The next thing I know is that she's standing there in front of me, tears streaming down her face, this horrified expression glaring at me as I glance up only now realizing I'm no longer alone, cock in hand busily and happily stroking it.
"You're all alike aren't you?" Jill nearly screams at me, "All you can think about is sex!" Suddenly she turns and disappears from the den in a dead run towards her bedroom. I sit there stupidly for a moment trying to gather my wits about me, as well as the robe I was no longer wearing, stood up turning off the TV, and listened. I immediately walked down the hall towards her room, stood outside for a moment and could hear the sounds of her crying coming from inside.
"Jill?"
"Go away."
"Jill please, I think we need to talk," I spoke through the door at her. "What's wrong? What happened?"
I knew there was a hell of a lot more to all this than her just coming home and finding me jerking off. She'd been crying for a lot longer than those few moments when she'd entered the den, though obviously crying fresh tears now as I stood hopelessly outside her door.
"Leave me alone!" she cried out once again. So I did. I quietly made my way up to my own room and went to bed, though I lay there in the dark for a considerable amount of time wondering at what the hell it was that had really happened before finally falling asleep.
#
The following morning I came downstairs to grab a cup of coffee and some toast prior to heading out and meeting up with the guys I worked with. As usual, my Aunt was already up having a cup herself and reading the paper out on the deck. Jill was nowhere to be seen, but it was early yet, and she was no doubt still in bed.
"Morning Aunt Jack," which is what I had always affectionately called her, leaning over to give her a quick kiss on the forehead as I also always usually did.
"Good morning Brian," she answered back lowering her eyeglasses as she peered over the tops of them towards me. "Anything interesting happen last night?" she asked inquisitively now staring at me.
I almost drowned on that first sip of coffee I had just barely poured into my mouth. "What?" I managed to say sitting down before I fell down into my seat. "What do you mean?"
"Jill," she said simply. "I barely caught her this morning before she was out the door for a run."
"Ah oh," I thought to myself. Though Jill had actually been active in school on the track team, and then later on in gymnastics, ever since graduating, the only time she ever ran in the morning was when something was bothering her. And usually, the earlier she got up to run, the more she seemed to be bothered by something. "When did she leave?" I asked.
"Five thirty," my Aunt said still staring at me. "So what happened last night? Do you have any idea? She wasn't about to talk to me about it," she added letting me know that she had at least tried.
"Not really, no." I said honestly. "I was in the den watching TV when she came home, no more than about an hour or so after she'd left. She was already crying when she came downstairs but went immediately to her room. I tried to get her to come out and talk about it, but she asked me to go away, so I did."
It obviously wasn't exactly the whole truth, but enough of it to sound reasonable.
"Damn kid," Aunt Jackie spoke shaking her head. "Never did like the little shit," she added.
I knew exactly who she was talking about, I had already gathered that much information based on Jill's appearance and condition when she'd arrived home, not to mention what she'd seen and then commented on to me.
"Think they broke up?" I wondered.
"I certainly hope so, it would be for the best though I'm sure Jill wouldn't see it that way." My Aunt then smiled at me assuredly. "I really wouldn't worry about it, she'll come around and tell us what's going on as soon as she's ready to do so."
I didn't find a whole lot of comfort in that, though I couldn't imagine for the life of me that my cousin would tell my Aunt she'd caught me jerking off while watching some porn flick on the TV. Still...
"Yeah, I'm sure she will," was all I could offer. "Well, I'd best get going myself, we've got six yards to do today," I told my Aunt.
"Oh Brian? Just so you know, I've got a date myself this evening," she offered which was rare for her. I'd only known her to go out with someone a couple of times since coming to live here. "So I may or may not be home still by the time you get off. There's some leftovers in the fridge from the other night that you and Jill can heat up if you wish, or a coupon for Pizza if you'd prefer that's by the phone."
"O.k., thanks Aunt Jack," I said smiling sweetly, then standing and giving her yet another kiss good-bye. "Have fun tonight," I said unnecessarily, and caught a bit of a blush flush her cheeks upon saying that.
"Let's hope so," was all she said, then lowered her glasses and began reading the paper once again.
#
It was early evening by the time I had finished up and arrived back home. Jackie was gone as was evidenced by the fact her car wasn't in the drive way, and Jill was as I came around back and saw her sitting there on the patio drinking a beer.
"Want one?" she asked holding up a second one towards me as I approached her. At least she was speaking to me again, and hopefully we could now discuss everything that had happened.
"Sure...thanks!" I said taking the beer from her, sitting down across from her at the patio table though I took a sip without saying anything, waiting for her to do so if she was going to.
"I'm sorry about last night," she began, "it wasn't your fault." I remained silent waiting for her to continue, I knew there was more, and my responding wouldn't have been very helpful at the moment. Jill took a breath, then another sip of her beer. "It's just that it was a really awkward night, all the way around," she continued. "First the fight with Jim over wanting to fuck me in the backseat at the drive in of all places!" she stated indignantly. "Not that we haven't before," she added surprising me to some degree as we'd never really talked about it. "But when I refused to do it with him, he got all pissy and told me that maybe it was time for us to take a break. So I told him I thought it was probably a good idea, so I got out of the car, called a cab, and came home."
"To find me..." I left off without filling in the blanks though I tried to smile at her knowingly for the sight that had obviously greeted her eyes upon entering. "Yeah, I'm sorry about that too," I finished for her. "I obviously didn't expect you to come home that early," I said by way of explanation, though that really didn't justify or explain what it was that I'd been doing either.
"I still shouldn't have taken it out on you," she told me. "You just sort of surprised me is all," she said blushing. "When I saw that you were home in the den watching TV, I first thought we could sit and talk about what I was feeling, then when I saw what it was you were actually watching, and then doing, I just sort of lost it."
"Perfectly understandable Jill, not exactly something you were expecting to see was it?"
She finally laughed. "No...not hardly, I didn't even know you had any of those kinds of movies."
Now it was my turn to laugh. "It wasn't my intention that you ever discover that I did either! Or see me doing what I was doing for that matter." Jill really was blushing now.
"No, like I said, it wasn't your fault, it really didn't have anything to do with you, and I know guys do that...a lot, at least that's what I hear anyway, it was just actually seeing you doing it when I was all upset over everything that had happened. It just hit me funny."
"Well, I don't do it a lot," I told her as though that again rectified anything. "Just every once in a while when...well you know," I left off saying. "I mean...don't you?"
Obviously my question caught her off guard and by surprise, she stammered as though about to deny that she ever had, or ever did, then thought about it and realized that we'd never really lied to one another about anything before. "Yeah, sometimes I do admittedly, especially in the beginning when Jim and I were just starting to sort of fool around a little. I would find myself getting excited by all the newness and wonder of it, then yes...later on that night I would before going to sleep, so I can certainly understand why you would now, and were last night," she admitted to me. "Just never considered the fact that you probably did...or do."
"So...we're good then?" I asked.
"Of course we are silly!" She said standing up, and then came over and sat down in my lap giving me a kiss on the mouth. This wasn't out of character for her, or even for us, as I said we'd always been close in a friendly sort of way. Always joking around and teasing one another, perhaps a little more intimately than brother's or sister's might do perhaps, but it had always been harmless innocent fun, even though I had been very acutely aware of my cousins full well-rounded breasts whenever they'd been in close proximity to me.
"Now, just one more question I want to ask you about," she said sitting there with her arms wrapped around my neck.
"O.k., what?" I asked curiously.
"Why do you enjoy watching those movies anyway?"
"What?" I stammered surprised by the question.
But she went on without really waiting for any further explanation. "I mean I've certainly seen a few fairly suggestive "R-rated" movies, but I've never, ever seen a hard-core movie like that one before," she said simply. "And the little of it that I did see, didn't look like it would be all that exciting. So why do you?" she asked again.
"I don't know, maybe it's just one of those guy things," I said lamely trying to beg off. "You certainly see a hell of a lot more than what you see in most of those "R-rated" movies you just mentioned."
"Oh? Well, then let me see one," she said standing up off my lap.
"Now?"
"Yes! Now!" she said enthusiastically. "Go get it so we can watch it."
"Together?"
Jill laughed at me. "What? You shy about watching some dirty movie with your own cousin?"
"Something like that," I told her.
"Oh come on Brian, I don't want to watch something like that by myself, I would feel weird then. And I'd rather be able to ask you about it while we are, find out what you find interesting, or why it appeals to you, stuff like that."
"I don't know Jill," I wasn't feeling all that easy about this for a number of reasons, most of which I wasn't about to tell her.
She wasn't about to take no for an answer however. "You go get the movie, I'll order the pizza, then we'll just sit and watch it like we would any other movie we've sat down and watched together."
"This isn't like any other movie," I said once again.
"Exactly, but maybe after this, I'll understand a little better as to why."
Reluctantly I agreed, though perhaps with the help of the pizza and both of us being fully clothed, we'd get through the experience without too much difficulty.
Though I had inserted the movie, we waited until after the Pizza had arrived before heading down stairs with the Pizza and more beer to wash it down with.
"What's the name of it anyway?" she asked.
"It's called, The Girl Next Door."
"That figures," she laughed. "O.k. lets see it."
I turned on the movie, and then purposely sat down in the chair with an end table between us, using that as an excuse to place my pizza and beer with Jill sitting on the couch next to me. She laughed at that, I wasn't fooling anybody, but her attention was soon diverted to the movie as it began. Initially, it really did feel a little awkward as things quickly began to unfold, a lot more so than they actually did in real life, which of course Jill commented on.
"I would never do something like that, not in a million years, no matter how good looking the pool-guy really was," she stated somewhat indignantly.
"I know that you wouldn't," I offered her. "But that's not really the point of the movie now is it?" I told her. "This girl is obviously flirting, showing off her body by the fact that she's actually sun-tanning on the diving board in the nude, then acting like she had no idea that the pool guy was going to show up today, and even though he has, she's not about to go running back into the house either. And yes, in fact, it's obvious that she is now enjoying teasing the guy whose simply there to clean her pool, and who is trying very hard not to stare at her the whole time he's doing it."
"Well that part is sort of stupid," she said once again still watching it. "I mean look at him," she then giggled. "He's not doing a very good job of hiding the fact that he has a hard-on poking out of his swim trunks now is he?"
Trying to watch an X-rated movie and be logical about it was like trying to teach a Cat to bark. Trying to explain that to Jill in reasonable terms wasn't happening either. Yeah, it was sort of idiotic to see this guy hauling a hose around the pool while trying to clean it with this enormous erection pressing against the front of his swimming trunks, and even more so with this girl (now actually sitting up on the diving board, flaunting her breasts while he's trying to do so). But that's not the real point of the movie either, it doesn't necessarily have to be logical when we all know we're about to see them get together and fuck, strangers and all supposedly.



"Do you think she has nice tits?" Jill suddenly asked me staring at the girl sitting on the end of the diving board.
I couldn't help but look of course, especially being directed to. "Yeah, I suppose they are," I told her. "Probably not real though."
"You don't think those are real?" Jill asked curiously.
I looked carefully once again. "Nope, I don't think so, just a little too perky if you ask me."
"Mine are perky!" Jill said in defiance. "Don't you think so?"
Now I was looking at hers of course, even though she had on a tee-shirt covering them. "Well sure...yes, but not like I've actually seen them either," I said in my own defense. "But I'm sure they don't look anything like hers do."
"Oh? So whose do you think looks better?" she asked once again. I was about to reiterate that I really couldn't fairly compare the two, when to my surprise Jill lifted up her tee-shirt actually baring her breasts. "Well?"
I had on some few occasions managed to catch a glimpse here or there of my cousin's tits, usually when she leaned over wearing one of her more loosely fitting tank tops. I'd even spied a bare nipple once, but only for the briefest of seconds, and never anything like this. Now, here she sat, tee-shirt fully pulled up and over her boobs, both of them staring at me with those perfect little twin, tan colored nipples sitting atop two of the most perfectly shaped orbs I had ever seen before. And I can honestly say, I've seen a few.
"Ah...wow," was all I could really say.
"Well?" she pressed once more. "Are they or aren't they as pretty as hers are?"
"Much more...beautiful," I stammered. "And besides, like I said, hers probably aren't even real anyway," I added, though that didn't seem to impress Jill a whole lot.
Jill looked at the TV once again just as the pool guy had finished putting some sun-tan oil on the girls back which she'd obviously coaxed him into doing for her, and then had turned so that he'd apply some of it to her breasts as well. His hands were still fixed on the girl's tits and he was now obviously playing with them, not just rubbing on the suntan oil.
"See how they hardly even move while he's touching them?" I pointed out. "That's one for sure way you can tell."
I didn't catch the movement at first, but then suddenly Jill had stood and had stepped in front of me blocking the TV.
"Go ahead, touch them," she stated. "Tell me if you like the way these feel better than the way those would."
"Jill, I don't need to touch them to know that," I said simply. "I'm sure I would."
"Then do it," she said once again. "I would really like to know what you think."
"Why?" I asked, but had placed both hands on my cousin's breasts even as I said that.
"Because Jim once told me he thought I should get a boob-job someday and get even bigger breasts than I have already, but I couldn't understand why he'd want me to do that, unless they aren't attractive enough or feel the way they should feel," she told me seriously. "So? What do you think?"
"I think that Jim's an asshole for starters," I said removing my hands from my cousin's breasts. "And secondly, you have nice boobs, and they feel just right, just the way they are."
Satisfied, she pulled her shirt down covering them once again and took her seat back on the couch. I was thankful for that, as at least the armrest concealed the fact that I now had an erection, which I'd been struggling with in the first place after the movie had begun. But now, actually having seen and then touched Jill's tits, there was no hiding it or willing it to go away after that either.
And of course, to make matters worse, the two were now fucking on top of the diving board.
Jill started laughing. "They get that thing bouncing too much more, they're going to bounce themselves right off of it!" Then Jill quit laughing as the camera zoomed in for some pretty explicit close-ups. "Damn, is that what it really looks like?" she asked seriously.
I had no idea what to say, so I didn't. I just sat there in my chair with an enormous erection watching two people fucking, thinking about my cousins bare tits, and trying very hard not to do so.
"Don't laugh," Jill began, which was the last thing I wanted to do under the circumstances anyway, "but though we only had sex a couple of times, I've never really even seen a guys dick before, I mean not a hard one anyway."
What she just told me didn't make any sense, and I as much told her so.
"We never really did anything except in the dark," she explained. And though I certainly touched him a couple of times, you know...played with it, I never actually saw what it was I was playing with, or what it looked like," she said seriously. "That..." she then added pointing at the TV, is actually the first hard dick I've ever really seen before now."
"You're serious?" I said disbelievingly. "You mean to tell me you and Jim have done it, and you've actually never even seen him when you did?"
"Nope...not even once. Most of the time he was in such a hurry to get it in me, that I never did see what he even looked like, or especially afterwards when he was always in such a hurry to put it away."
"Good hell, no wonder..." I heard myself saying before I could stop the words from coming out.
"No wonder what? No wonder that I was always coming home and masturbating afterwards?" she finished the thought for me. "Now you know why."
"So you never did with him?" I questioned.
"No," she actually admitted softly. "I figured that after a while things would sort of improve, but they really never did. If anything, it just got worse, at least for me it did."
"Damn, I'm sorry Jill, it shouldn't actually be that way at all. Trust me, it can be a hell of a lot better than that," I assured her. "And I'm sure with someone else...it will be."
We both sat staring at the TV for a few moments after that, the action if anything a lot wilder and more erotic than anything we'd even seen up until now. I also knew the inevitable cum-shot was only moments away as the pool guy was now sitting on the edge of the pool, the girl in the water now sucking and jacking him off which was a sure indication that's where this one was going to finish up.
"Seen enough?" I finally had to ask, hoping that she had as I was even more uncomfortable now than I had been.
"Never seen that either," she said indicating that she was fully aware of what we were only moments away from actually seeing.
"Yeah well," I spoke not sure what else to comment or say about that.
"Brian?"
"Yeah?"
"Would you do me a big favor?" she asked.
"Name it," I told her hoping that whatever it was, that it would involve turning off the TV before the inevitable happened on screen.
"Would you let me see yours?"
"Excuse me?"
"You heard me," she said softly. "I'm willing to bet you have one right now, and I'd like to actually see one, and not just on the TV, but actually see and feel one, she added while being able to look at it for myself."
"Holy shit Jill, do you hear what you're asking me? What you're saying?"
"Of course I do, don't be an idiot. We've known each other for a long time now, and I wouldn't have asked you if I was uncomfortable about asking it, or didn't feel like I could trust you. So...will you or won't you?"
Dumb-founded, I just sat there for a moment not sure of what I should or shouldn't do. "Maybe this will help," Jill said standing up, and once again lifted her tee-shirt, only this time she didn't just pull it up, she pulled it up and over her head so that both of her bare breasts were clearly visible to me once again. "Is that better?"
It was...and it wasn't.
#
Jill really was a beautiful young woman, and sure, I had had several naughty delicious thoughts about my own cousin in the privacy of my own mind, but that wasn't something I was about to confess having either. But now...being confronted with actually looking at her, let alone her wanting to look at, and possibly even touch me was something else entirely.
"Please?"
I couldn't believe I was actually doing this, but I then stood and began undoing my belt.
"Come sit over here beside me," she said patting the couch. "That way I can see you better," she said simply.
I was self-conscious as hell, without really having a reason to be. But she was after all my own cousin. And she was staring at my hard erect prick with an intensity I had never seen before, not from any woman I'd ever met at least.
Sitting beside her, she tentatively reached out placing her hand around it and began feeling it. She giggled. "Wow, it's so hard, and so warm to the touch," she stated as though she were hypnotized.
Just as I almost found myself to be as she kept fondling my erection, exploring it with both her eyes as well as her hands. "That's even better than I imagined it should be," she stated finally.
Thankfully, we had missed the cum-shot on the TV, though why I thought that I really don't know. But what we both looked up to discover at that very moment was another woman, a different one who was lying in a bed with another guy who was currently going down on her, licking her pussy with several very intimately revealing close-ups showing what he was doing to her while all this was going on.
"Fuck," Jill actually moaned out loud. "Have you ever done that?" she asked me point blank, "to a girl?"
Once again I was near speechless, "Ah...sure, several times," I actually found myself saying.
"Really? What's it like?" she asked me.
"What do you mean what's it like? For you? For me?" I didn't know what she was asking me really, and once again felt foolish like having just been turned inside out tongue wise. "I take it...you've never experienced that before."
Jill didn't immediately answer me though, her face was glued to the TV watching the guy's tongue rapidly flicking the woman's hard exposed clit back and forth as he now likewise wormed a finger inside her juicy wet passage.
"Oh fuck," Jill moaned even more deeply, and then actually slipped a hand down to her shorts, unzipping them as she did so. Sitting there next to her on the couch, my prick hard and as straight as it had ever been, became even more so as Jill quickly kicked off her jeans, removed her tiny black thong, and spread her legs, slipping a finger delicately into herself just as the guy on the TV was doing.
Things were obviously out of control at this point, and I didn't know what I should do about it, if anything one way or the other. But sitting there watching her as she actually began playing with herself wasn't something I suddenly wanted her to not finish doing either.
"Jerk it off for me," she said then. "I want to see it," she added as she turned slightly towards me, her own fingers now rubbing against her clit as she exposed her most intimate parts towards me.
Somehow I managed to convince myself this was all normal exploratory kind of stuff and that Jill was merely full-filling her curiosity with someone she felt safe and comfortable in being with. But whatever reservations or guilt I might have entertained in the beginning, soon flew right out the window as I sat there watching my cousin as she fingered herself so openly before me, and especially when the woman on the TV began climaxing as the guy continued going down on her. That seemed to trigger everything at once, and I knew I was only seconds away from shooting a load.
"Please...Brian? Let me."
The next thing I knew, Jill had once again wrapped her hand around my hard stiff cock and was gently, expertly milking it. A second or two after that, I was in heaven.
#
"Wow," she breathed lustily for what seemed like an eternity afterwards. "You came a lot!"
"Tell me about it," I said sheepishly, now feeling a bit guilty after all. I had cum running all over my chest and legs, and she sat staring at her hands and fingers that were still covered in my spunk, though she seemed quite curious about it as she sat there playing with it. "Someone at school once told me it's good for the skin," she said matter-of-factly, and then I watched as she began rubbing it onto, and into her breasts. "Who knows? Maybe they're right?"
"Maybe..." was all I could think of to say. But then I thought of something else, and wondered if I really dare.
"Jill? Would you let me do something for you?" I asked her.
"What?"
I didn't really want to tell her, so I just knelt down on the floor between her legs and leaned forward. She immediately got the hint. Wordlessly, she leaned back even deeper against the cushions of the couch, spreading her legs even more openly than they already were as my tongue darted out, spearing that hard little pink nubbin between her lips.
"Holy shit!" she cried out a second after that. "Holy fucking shit!"
#
Jill's ear-piercing little scream actually startled me, I hadn't expected that. But then again, I don't think she'd expected it either. I had never seen a woman thrash back and forth as wildly beneath me as she did. Her fingers all but digging into my scalp as she pressed herself against me as she came, and as she mashed my head so deeply into her that I could barely even breathe. But somehow I managed to, all the while continuing to gently flick the tip of my tongue back and forth over the surface of her tiny little clit, gradually slowing as the ebb of her intense climax slowly eased with it.
It was now late, and we were very much running the risk of her mother, and my Aunt returning home. Straightening up the mess, and ensuring we didn't leave one, I snatched the movie from the TV before I forgot about it and headed upstairs to my room, as Jill likewise did to her own. We both had a lot to think about, at least I know I did. We had crossed a pretty thin line tonight, and it worried me about what that might mean for the future, for our own relationship and the closeness we'd always shared together. Had we actually damaged it? Or would it survive?
I had been in my room for only a few minutes when I heard the front door opening. Aunt Jackie had finally gotten home, just after midnight, and for Jill and I, not a moment too soon. I lay in the darkness listening to the sound of her footsteps on the stairs, going into her bedroom for a bit, then out again down the hallway to the restroom that we both shared. I found myself needing to pee, the nervous tension and strain finally catching up to me, though I waited for a while even after hearing her return to her bedroom. I soon got up and quietly went to the door, peeking out and noticed that the light beneath her bedroom door was out. Why I felt the need to be quiet, sneaky perhaps was some sort of hold-over I imagined from what Jill and I had been doing earlier, as though she would see it in my face and suddenly know were she to look at me, at least before morning anyway when I had a chance to gather myself together a bit more than I was now.
As I passed by her bedroom door, I stopped hearing a faint noise as I did. It certainly wasn't her snoring, she hadn't been inside the room long enough to fall deeply asleep that fast. Then the familiar sound came to me, I wasn't so naive that I hadn't heard it before, nor knew what was going on inside. My Aunt had a vibrator, and she was using it! She had either had a lousy night after all, and was trying to get some relief from it, or...she had had a wonderful night, short of being really wonderful, and was trying to make it even more so. Either way, after what I'd experienced myself tonight, getting caught standing outside my Aunt's door listening to her masturbating suddenly didn't seem like such a very good idea, so I hurried on down the hallway to the bathroom, and returned to my own room without stopping to listen on the way back.
#
Sunday was my only real day off. And I usually slept in whenever it was. Though for me sleeping in wasn't much past 8:00 either. I woke, feeling nervous and edgy. Jill and I hadn't really had any time to discuss what had happened between us, and I couldn't help but wonder what she might be feeling about now, if she might even be mad, or disgusted with me. Having just gone through such an ordeal as breaking up with her boyfriend, then feeling vulnerable and ending up doing what she'd done with me, and what I'd then done to her...I was imagining all sorts of horrible things by the time I got downstairs and found my Aunt and Cousin out on the deck sharing a morning cup of coffee.
Jill smiled brightly towards me as I came out carrying an empty cup. "Morning sleepy head, sleep well?" she asked grinning like the cat that had eaten the canary.
"Ah yeah, you?" I asked back trying not to look in my Aunt's direction initially in the event I might give something away. She didn't seem to notice however, just smiling herself.
"Well I'm glad to see everyone's in a much better mood than yesterday," she once again said still smiling. "I certainly am!"
Obviously I'd been correct. Aunt Jackie had had a pretty good evening as well, probably reliving it to some extent just before going to sleep.
"Well, I'm off," Jill announced. "Need to get showered and get my butt off to work, see you two later," she grinned, then bent giving her mother a quick kiss, then danced over to me doing the same before disappearing back inside the house.
I watched as Aunt Jackie placed the newspaper she was reading down on the table, lowering her glasses as she looked over the rim of them towards me.
"Jill said that you helped her get over that idiot she's been seeing," she told me.
"Yeah, well we talked," I said a little uneasily. "I think there were just a few things she needed to get off her chest, but hopefully it helped."
"Oh I'm sure it did," she said still continuing to sit there and smile. "Nothing like a good orgasm to get you through the rough times hey?"
Every hair on my neck was standing straight up. I wondered briefly if there was a butcher knife hidden away beneath the newspaper on the table and that any moment now she'd pick it up and plunge it into me. I didn't know how to respond, so I didn't, continuing to play stupid, hoping against hope that she had meant something else entirely.
"I'm sure you're wondering..." she began now taking her glasses completely off, setting them down on the table. I got home a lot earlier than you actually think I did," she told me. "You see, I didn't exactly have the best night myself, and rather than stick it out and have an even lousier one, I decided to call it a night and come home. So...imagine my surprise when I walked by the window, you know, you really should check to make sure that it's closed next time," she informed me, interrupting herself. "Anyway, there the two of you are, watching porn movies together. So O.K., I find that interesting enough, but then when I crept down stairs and stood there watching the two of you touching and fondling one another, well then I really knew what was going on."
"Aunt Jack...it really wasn't like I'm sure you might think, it's a bit more complicated than that, but not as bad as it seems," I stammered trying to make it sound like less than I was actually making it, and especially as she'd obviously witnessed everything with her own eyes.
But what blew me away was when she actually laughed. "Brian, I got the jist of what was going on. And why and how that could happen. Honey...I'm really not mad at either one of you. The two of you have had a close relationship for years now, and frankly, I had thought that something like this might have happened long before now. The fact that it obviously hadn't until last night is what actually surprised me the most. Well...that and realizing that poor Jill's never had a man go down on her before either, that surprised me a little too, but the fact that you were at least her first, then she at least got to experience that particular little pleasure from someone that obviously knows, and cares about what they're doing."



Once again, I was speechless. Not only had we been caught, literally with our proverbial pants down, but now my very own Aunt Jackie was praising my talent and ability to get her own daughter off with my mouth and tongue.
"Just one word of caution, don't let it get in the way of your relationship with one another either, if you decide to continue these explorations together, then be careful about it. Some might not look on it the way you and I do, or the way Jill might. And just so you know, she's very much aware that I do know about it too. We talked about it in length before you joined us this morning."
"You did?"
"Of course we did. Hell Brian, I don't mind telling you that I got horny as hell thinking about it myself last night."
"You did?" I heard myself repeating myself.
"Damn straight, came twice once before you went to the bathroom, and then again just after you went back to your own room. Have a fun little toy I enjoy using that produces the most exquisite little orgasms, though not half as exquisite as the one you obviously gave Jill."
"Fuck me..." I moaned in disbelief.
"Maybe later...right now I want to finish reading the paper," My Aunt said.
#
I spent the better part of the day actually trying to avoid my Aunt Jackie. Not that I was ashamed or embarrassed by anything, though I probably was, but I was mostly confused. Finally, having enough of it, she cornered me in the hallway.
"O.k., enough's enough Brian, you come with me." The next thing I knew, we were sitting in her bedroom on the bed. "Listen Brian, like we spoke about this morning, I'm not going to be all weirded out about the two of you curiously enjoying one another or fooling around, provided you take precautions. Now, that being said, the other thing is this, you should know me well enough by now to know that I would never...ever...force you or anyone else into doing anything they didn't want to do, and I sure as hell wouldn't do something behind my daughter's back either. When she and I spoke this morning, I confessed to her, and told her that I envied her for what she finally got to experience with you. It's been a very long time since I've even been with a man, believe that or not, and longer still since I've had a man go down on me the way you did on Jill. So...do we understand one another?" she asked seriously.
I merely nodded my head.
"Good, then that's settled. Like I said, I don't have any problems with the two of you doing whatever it is you feel like doing together, but I'm also not going to hide the fact that that arouses me as well. I won't act on it...because I don't want it causing either of you any problems, but I'm not hiding that fact from either one of you. So, are we clear here now?" she stated.
"Yes Aunt Jack...we are." She smiled then, hugged me to her, and then kissed me no differently than she always had.
"O.K., now go busy yourself until dinnertime. I need to get myself off a couple of times between now and then."
I laughed at that nervously, thinking she was just fucking around with me until she actually reached inside her nightstand and pulled out the vibrating toy I'd heard her actually using the night before. She turned and saw that I was still standing there.
"Well? You going to watch me or go do what I told you to do?"
I closed the door to her room...reluctantly.
#
Nearly an entire week had gone by without any further discussions, bumping into's that resulted in anything other than an "excuse me". By Friday, I was beginning to think that everything that had happened or been said was nothing more than a figment of my imagination. Finally I had had it, if Jill was upset with me, I wanted to hear it and know why.
The opportunity came when I went downstairs carrying a load of laundry to do, she was in the washroom preparing to do the same thing.
"I'm doing whites," she said if you've got anything you want to add.
"I do, but I also think we need to talk."
"About what?"
"You know what Jill, it seems like everyone's doing their level best to not talk to me, or talk about it," I stated staring into her eyes.
"I know," she said finally lowering her head. "I've had a lot to think about, especially after talking to mom about it."
"Well I spoke with her too, and she told me she wasn't upset or mad about anything that happened."
"No, she isn't mad, that's not got anything to do with any of this," Jill said jumping up to sit on top of the washing machine. "What's been bothering me is that she was right about something."
"And that was?"
"That you're my cousin, just as she is your Aunt, there is no difference in that with regards to our relationship."
"I'm not following you," I told her. "Explain it to me."
Jill sighed, "Let me try this another way then. I enjoyed the other night with you, and admittedly I've been thinking about it a lot. And you know what I mean when I say that," she actually grinned. "But...I have no right to lay some claim on you especially since you are my cousin and not my boyfriend. The reality is, being that we are cousins, anything outside of that isn't going to go anywhere, any more than it would or wouldn't with mom either."
I was still confused. "So you've decided that it's just easier to forget everything that happened and go back to the way it was before all that happened and just pretend none of it did?"
"No...I'm not saying that at all Brian, what I'm saying is, that I don't have any claims on you, and if you decide you want to spend some time with mom too, then that's ok with me."
I was stunned and just stood there staring at her. "Am I hearing you right? You're telling me that it's ok if your mom and I, my Aunt...get it on?"
"It's only fair," Jill said nodding her head. "You and I both know that ever since she saw the two of us that it's something she's been thinking about too, she just hasn't acted on it because of my feelings as well as yours. So what I'm telling you is this, if you decide to do anything, I'm ok with it and won't get all weirded out about it. Nor should I. But I also don't want to run around hiding that we are from her either, and I don't want her feelings to be hurt if we continue to do so."
I seriously hadn't considered exploring that possibility any more than a passing thought. Not that my Aunt wasn't attractive, she most certainly was. But like I said, she reminded me of my own mother for one thing, and for another, I wasn't sure that being sexually involved with two women in the same house wouldn't cause more problems in the long run than the excitement of being with both of them would be worth.
"Anyway...what I've decided is this," she said reaching down and once again pulling her tee-shirt up and over her head. "It's up to you to decide, not me. I'm ok with it if you are. As I'm obviously ok, and still very interested in exploring a few new horizons with you if you're interested."
I was staring at her beautiful boobs once again which she'd just revealed to me.
"So, as long as we're both here, and if you're not too terribly busy at the moment, I was kind of wondering if you wouldn't mind doing that thing with your tongue again to me."
Though Jill sat, she quickly pulled down the flannel shorts she was wearing, slipping those off along with her tiny little thong. "It won't take long," she grinned suggestively, "I've been horny as hell all week long now!"
I started to move towards her, but Jill suddenly closed her legs, "Just remember Brian, I'm not going to hide anything or pretend that we aren't enjoying one another, if you start to feel guilty about that, or if mom knowing we are makes you uncomfortable, then you need to deal with it, and that means if we need to stop doing what we're about to do here, then it stops once and for all. Agreed?"
"Agreed," I told her shaking my head in wonder, and wondering as I did what I was really getting myself into. Jill once again opened her legs to me.
"You might as well take off your clothes," she told me. "They need to be washed anyway."
Moments later I was standing naked before her, leaning over the washing machine where she still sat, legs bent at the knee, her sweet succulent looking pussy staring me in the face and began licking it just as the washer went into the spin cycle.
"Hmm, that's interesting," she giggled as my tongue began doing a spin cycle of it's own upon her clit.
"Isn't it though?" I mouthed against her still lapping at her hard little clitty.
"You know you're driving me crazy here," She said several minutes later.
I had felt it every time she'd gotten close to having an orgasm, and had backed off, teasing her, reaching up to caress and fondle those firm hard tits of hers, and then going back to licking and sucking her pussy. Feeling her once again on or near the edge, I again backed away, but this time she wasn't about to let me stop, though she pushed forward, jumping down off the washer, turning and leaning over it when she did.
"Fuck me...fuck me now, and fuck me hard!" She demanded.
As wet and slick as she was, my prick slid inside her in the blink of an eye, surprising the two of us simultaneously with the deliciously erotic sensation that filled her cunt, and grasped my prick with those first sweet slow lunges in and out of her as we stood there together.
"Yes! Yes! Yes!" she cried out, fucking back towards me until the frenzy of our coupling became a blur. True to what she had told me, and perhaps because of what I'd been doing to her prior to this, Jill cried out with a suddenness that surprised us both as she came. The sweetness of her orgasm washed over me, sensitizing my prick even more than she'd already been doing. The moment I felt my own orgasms approach, I immediately withdrew my cock from that hot warm slippery fuck-tunnel and mashed it against her ass. She knew in my doing that, that my own climax was nearly upon me. Reaching back with her hand, she grabbed it, rubbing it against herself as I began pumping out ribbon after ribbon of hot sticky sperm that cascaded like a fountain all over her back and ass.
We stood there for long moments afterwards trying to catch our breath. Jill turned at that moment and kissed me, warmly and passionately, like lovers, certainly not like cousins or even friends.
"Like I said Brian, now it's up to you if we continue doing this or not." And with that, she turned and walked naked back down the hallway to wards her room, leaving me to stand there looking at her cute sweet ass as she walked away.
"Damn," was all I could stand there saying. "Damn."
#
On Saturday I had finished up fairly early arriving home in the afternoon. I knew Jill would be at work and thought it best to have another chat with my Aunt. Though Jill and I hadn't done anything else since our encounter in the washroom, I had also made up my mind not to do anything more until I had had a real chat with my Aunt about the way things truly stood with her regarding it. If she had changed her mind, or would look differently on me because of it, then I wasn't about to screw up my relationship with her any more than I already had.
As I approached the door to my bedroom, I could hear the bath water being run in the bathroom. Stopping by the door, I knocked and then spoke. "Aunt Jack? When you're out, would you mind if we spoke?" I heard her turning off the running water.
"Why don't you just come in and we can talk now?" she called out. "It's not locked."
I turned the doorknob and stepped into the bathroom. Aunt Jackie was comfortably soaking in the tub, facing me as I entered. She made no effort to cover herself beyond the layer of clear water that surrounded her, though I made some effort in not looking directly either as I took a seat on the toilet sitting next to her.
"So what's up?" she asked though I am fairly sure she already knew what was on my mind.
"Well for starters Aunt Jack, let me just say that you are my family, my only family, and I love you and Jill both very much." She smiled at that.
"Well thank you Brian, and you know that we both love you too," she said unnecessarily.
"Yes, I know, and that's sorta why I'm even here. I don't want to fuck that up," I said boldly, not sure if my use of profanity would surprise her as I had always been a little careful about speaking that way around her. She didn't even flinch however when I said that.
"Why do you think that it would?" she asked sitting up slightly, which caused her magnificent breasts to surface above the water slightly more than they already had been. Though I quickly averted my eyes, I was still very much aware of them as she sat there waiting for me to continue.
"Because this really is my home, and you are my family now, and I don't want to risk having you being mad or angry with me just because Jill and I had gotten caught up in things," I finally managed to say. She once again laughed at that, which eased my mind just a little.
"By way of getting caught up in things, you mean specifically fucking your cousin? My daughter?" She said looking directly at me.
"She already told you?" I stammered back.
"Of course she did," Jackie told me. "We made a promise to one another, and that was that neither one of us was going to hold any secrets or keep anything from one another. When I asked her if the two of you had managed to work through all the silence and tension that's been going on around here, she told me that you had, and that you'd even fucked down in the laundry room after working things out."
"Fuck..." I said simply groaning the word out. "Jill really wasn't kidding was she?" I thought to myself, but I heard my Aunt Jackie's laugh, once again reminding me of my language.
"That's what I said when she told me about it," my Aunt continued laughing. "Against the washing machine no less! I'm going to have to try that out myself, Jill said it felt wonderful, and I don't doubt that it did too!"
I had noticed that my Aunt had slipped her hand down between her legs, by the movement of the moments ago still water, it was obvious as to what she was now doing, and doing so unashamedly, still smiling towards me. I felt my erection grow almost immediately, and shifted uncomfortably as it did, mesmerized while sitting there watching my Aunt frigging herself beneath the water.
"I'd be more than happy to take care of that for you," she said simply, her gaze suddenly directed at the now obvious bulge in my jeans. "While taking care of myself," she added now letting me know in no uncertain terms that she was fingering herself while lying there in the tub. The next thing I knew, I was standing and slipping my jeans and underwear down around my ankles, stepping out of them. I watched as Aunt Jackie sat up in the tub, half kneeling as she beckoned me over towards her. Both breasts were now even more clearly revealed. Unlike Jill's only slightly smaller, somewhat perkier pointed tipped breasts, my Aunts were fuller, a bit more well-rounded with a sensual maturity of age that immediately excited and aroused me to an even higher level. I noticed that her areola were also larger, darker with two eraser sized nipples that were thick and well extended away from her breasts. Even as I felt her hand surround my stiff shaft, I reached down giving one of those sensitive little peaks a thumb roll with my fingers, causing my Aunt to mewl with renewed desire and need.
"I've been wanting to do this for so long now, it's not even funny," she told me, then she wrapped her lips around my prick and began sucking it like it's never been sucked before. My knees buckled, and if it hadn't been for the fact that I was still holding onto her breast, I might have gone down to the floor so sweet was the sensation. Looking down, she continued fingering herself, her hand busy between her legs as she held me with the other hand, licking and sucking my shaft that soon had me seeing stars. Fully aware of my impending orgasm, my Aunt drew me deeply inside her mouth, holding me there, sucking forcefully as the first hard-felt jettison of my cream began filling her mouth.
When I regained my senses, I stumbled back over to the toilet seat and sat down, watching my Aunt as she began draining the water, stepping out from the tub. Just as Jill was, my Aunt Jackie had obviously shaved her pussy too, her lips still full and swollen from her fingering as she stood there toweling herself off, suggestively licking her lips.
"Goodness, it's been a while since I've done that," she smiled wickedly. "I'd almost forgotten how much I enjoy doing that." she added with an even wickeder smile.
At that moment she placed one leg on the edge of the tub in order to dry it, as she did, I fell to my knees in front of her, almost immediately I felt her hands dropping the towel, now placed firmly on top of my head as I began rolling her slightly larger sized clit around in my mouth, between my lips, gently sucking it as she stood there.
"Oh Brian!" she moaned lustily, "Oh...Brian!"
I soon added a finger to that moist slippery passage and sat there fingering my Aunt's quim all the while sucking and flicking that magnificent clit of hers with my tongue. I could feel the tremors of her delight as she involuntarily stood there bouncing somewhat, shaking as I seized control of her body and pleasured her in ways she hadn't felt in a very long time now. Even her orgasm when it came washed over her with an intensity she hadn't counted on, her pussy gushing with a clear fluid that threatened to drown me at first, though I swallowed furiously, lapping up the sweet nectar that spilled from that heavenly split. Faced drenched with her fluids, she pulled me up to my feet, kissing me, tasting of herself as she did so. Taking my hand in hers, we soon left the bathroom heading into her bedroom where we spent the rest of the early evening fucking one another in every conceivable way that was possible.
#
Things rapidly improved around the house after that. Everyone was laughing and talking once again, and my sex-life had suddenly taken on a whole new dimension, though I found myself somewhat shy in response to that whenever both of them were home at the same time. Only once had I succumbed to Jill's urgings as she gave me a much promised blow-job in her bedroom as a return favor to a nice oral tickling of her clit out on the patio earlier that day. I could hear Aunt Jackie sorting through some wash in the room next door, and nervously kept glancing towards the door to Jill's room, which wasn't locked of course, fully expecting my Aunt to poke her head in at any moment.
"Would you relax and enjoy this?" Jill stated with finality, "Or would you rather we try this a bit later?"
I don't know why it was. I mean I knew that they both knew what we were all doing, but for some reason, I continued to act like it was something I still needed to do without the other one knowing it was being done, until after the fact at least.
Both Jill as well as my Aunt assured me repeatedly that it was ok, and to quit worrying about it, but even though they'd assured me of that, I still did anyway.
#
A week later my Aunt Jackie informed me that we would have one of those rare Saturday nights home together, so she was planning a nice sit-down family dinner. I was really looking forward to that as I so enjoyed a really nice home-cooked meal. I'd gotten started really early so as to ensure that I got home early as well, doing so only to find a note waiting for me on the kitchen table when I entered the room. For a moment I thought perhaps they'd gone out for some reason, then remembered seeing my Aunt's car still in the drive.
"Brian, you know where we'll be if you're interested. It's time for all of us to openly acknowledge what we're doing and how we feel about it. So if you're interested and willing, then join us. We'll be waiting for you. Love, your Aunt Jackie."



I noticed then a post script written in Jill's hand.
"P.S., please go upstairs and shower first, I know what you've been working with today." Love, your cousin Jill.
#
I think I hold the world record for taking the quickest, yet most thoroughest shower.
Only slightly apprehensive, I quickly dried myself off and jumped into my bathrobe, then made my way downstairs. Sure enough, I could hear gentle music coming from the den, as well as the flicker of lights and the scent of cinnamon filling the air. I wasn't sure what to expect when I entered the room, but it certainly wasn't what I then saw. Both women were entirely nude, I had actually half expected to see that, I mean after all. But what I hadn't expected to see was the two of them laying in the middle of the floor together, cunt to cunt, pressing themselves against one another in a scissors-like lock, one another's legs thrown over the others mashing and pressing against themselves in a slow titillating gyration as they lay there looking up towards me, smiles on their faces.
"Holy shit!" I exclaimed the moment I entered the room. Surprised wasn't the most accurate word for it, shocked as well I am sure. They both lay there looking up at me, still smiling, though the smile was a mixture of wanton lustiness as well. It was my Aunt Jackie who finally spoke first.
"Just so you know, Jill and I discussed this a few days ago, we thought it would be the best way to eliminate and resolve this silly issue about doing things behind one another's backs, even though we all know what's going on."
I didn't speak, I was still too engrossed on seeing the two of them pressed together the way they were to find any words.
"Like I told you once before Brian, mom and I have never had any secrets, or hang-ups from one another, she was there when I first lost my virginity, she was there when Jim and I first started having sex, and in fact...she actually gave me my very first vibrator and showed me how to use it. Now...just so you also know, this is a first time for us, doing this."
"Wow..." I allowed myself to say, finally walking over and sitting down on the floor beside them.
"Shocked?" Jill asked.
"A little...yes," I replied.
"Yeah, well we probably surprised ourselves a little too," Jackie added. "We started out just laying here on the floor together, talking about how horny we both were, waiting for you and trying to decide how we'd both approach you this way."
"Yeah, and then I noticed mother's laying here stroking herself while we're talking, and I had to admit that I found that pretty damn arousing, so the next thing I know..."
"Jill's rubbing herself, while I am," Jackie jumped in, '"then I lifted my leg, like this," she said doing it.
"And then it seemed like the most natural thing in the world for me to do this," Jill added once again, and repositioned herself directly against her mother's cunt once again locking their legs over one another. "We sort of thought that when you came down stairs and saw us like this, that whatever doubts you had about the two of us being squeamish about any of this, would be resolved. So...are they?" She smiled.
"Are they ever!" I told them reaching out and placing a hand on either of them as they continued to fondly move against one another. Then I had an even better idea and repositioned myself. With two succulent juicy sounding pussies inches in front of me, I began licking and lapping at them both, sliding my tongue up and down one sweet furrow and then back up to the other one, taking my time to tickle-flick the two sweet, though differently sized clits with my tongue as I did.
I felt Jill's hand stroking one side of my neck and back while doing this, and Aunt Jackie's the other as I continued on pleasuring them in this fashion for quite some time.
"Our turn," My Aunt finally spoke after a while. Un-cunting themselves from one another, Jill then pushed me onto my back, slithering down my legs where Aunt Jackie had already gone. Seconds later I felt two pairs of hands, and two tongues exploring my shaft up and down, one side and then the other over and over again until I honestly thought I was going to explode. Eventually Jackie came up and lowered herself over my face once again where I breathed in the aroma of her sex, her heat and her passion, sucking her cunt with a decadence that was born on madness. Jill had climbed of course on my cock.
"And just so you know Brian? I'm on the pill, so you don't have to pull out when you cum, though I enjoyed feeling that when you did it last time," she added.
Now with my Aunt sitting on my face, my cousin happily astride my cock fucking herself slowly up and down as I lay there, I knew without any doubt that whatever reservations I might have once felt to have been completely evaporated away. If the two of them could be this comfortable together, especially really for the very first time, then I certainly could be as well.
I knew this first orgasm wasn't going to take long, I was far too aroused and excited too easily keep it from happening, especially under the circumstances.
Sensing my impending climax, as though on a prearranged cue or signal with one another, Jill hurriedly removed herself from my prick and proceeded to lap at it once again with her mouth. Facing the way she had been, Jackie merely leaned over joining her daughter as she quickly added her own tongue and lips to my pleasures. Feeling myself on the edge, I sat up slightly, needing...wanting to watch this, the two women I cared the most about in the whole world so lovingly caressing my prick as it began to swell even more than it was with the first hint of ecstasy's release on the doorstep.
"Give it to us Brian," Jill coaxed, "Give us your cream, let us share it with you, and with each other."
That's all it took, just hearing let alone feeling that.
I'd certainly been horny before, and I'd experienced some pretty intense orgasms because of it, but never...never anything like this. When I came, I thought the top of my head was going to come off, literally...both of them in fact. Not only did I see stars, but I thought I could actually reach out and touch them. As though in slow motion, I saw the first powerful streamer of my spunk skyrocket into the air followed by another, and then another, each more powerful than the last. Like raindrops, cumdrops began falling down upon them, splashing against faces, breasts, arms, hands and legs...everywhere. And all the while, the sound of their joined laughter, delighting in the onslaught of my rapture, my voluminous release as I continued squirting streamer after streamer of hot sticky joy juice all over them as well as myself.
Like in a dream, I lay there, the feel of soft tongues devouring my essence, licking from my body as well as their own the copious amount of fluid that had rained down on all of us. I sensed their soft withdrawal, my eyes finally prying themselves open, only to be met with delight as the two of them sat facing one another kissing, hands caressing and exploring one another's breasts, massaging in the last remnants and vestiges of my spending.
I couldn't move, didn't want to move as I lay there. Though drained, and for the moment temporarily satiated, just watching the two of them together was one of the most erotic, sensual sights I had ever seen before. So many obvious differences, yet similarities too existing between them. I watched as Jill eased her fingers down between her mother's legs, hearing the little catch in her voice as she moaned as her daughter's fingers so expertly began to twiddle playfully the hard extended nubbin of her mother's clit. Likewise, Jackie reached, slipping her own hand into her daughter's slick cavern and began stroking her, pinching her own tiny clitoris ever so delicately between her fingers, rolling it, teasing it and pulling it playfully over and over again until they both sat moaning, enjoying and delighting in the pleasures they were giving one another as I continue to lay there more than content to watch the sensual love being portrayed between the two of them.
Just watching them they way I was, I quickly discovered I was becoming aroused once again, not too surprised by that, but still amazed that I had done so, so quickly.
"Let me fuck you...both of you," I pleaded, "Simultaneously...now!"
As though able to read one another's minds, or that we'd done this or rehearsed it before, Jackie rolled over onto her back, Jill stretching out atop of her mother, presenting both of their sweet juicy pussies towards me as I crawled over to kneel between them both. I watched Jackie's hands reach up and around, cupping her daughter's firm young breasts, kneading them gently like dough as I positioned the head of my prick first at the opening of my Aunt's cunt before slipping inside her with one long, slow penetrating plunge of my prick into that rich satiny recess.
"Oh fuck!" Jackie moaned in a low deep guttural groan of delight. And then just as slowly as I had entered her, I withdrew easing my prick back out, the tip finally popping free with a slick sounding little "pop" as her pussy tried so desperately to keep it from doing so. As though guided by itself, I then eased myself in my cousin's slick tender cunt, feeling her lips surround, wrap, and greet my shaft as I slid home deeply inside that smooth tight passage.
With each stroke, each plunge of my cock into their fiery depths, becoming quicker, harder, faster until two cunts became one as I fucked them both simultaneously, together.
I don't know who began to climax first, it didn't matter as one triggered the other, but within moments they both were, each one clasping my driving prick, spasming joyfully, clenching and unclenching me over and over again as I continued to pummel both slickened cunts until they were spent, frothy with the juices of their pleasures dribbling from each, soaking one another as well as myself. Even as their own orgasms had reached fever pitch, I felt my own once again boil up from the deepest depths of my soul.
"Cum on us," Jill cried out in wild abandon, "Squirt it on each of us Brian...please!"
Only then did I pull out, and pull back, watching my prick explode as I fisted it, jacking off and out the second amazing discharge of fluid that splashed wickedly against each of them bathing red swollen lips and clits in a torrent of white milky juice that appeared more like cream over a desert of succulent strawberries.
Truly exhausted now, sweat pouring down off my body as I collapsed back onto my haunches, watching the girls as they quickly disengaged, then reengaging one another mouth to cunt, licking, seeking, searching and devouring one another in a renewed frenzy of lust and eroticism that had no parallel. Their cries of additional release met my ears as they cried out in yet again another climax of such intensity that I feared momentarily the neighbors might hear. And I watched for long moments afterwards as their moans slowed becoming whimpers of satisfied joy and pure unadulterated lingering pleasure.
"So...we're good yes?" Jill asked after what seemed like an eternity.
"More than," I replied weakly.
I heard my Aunt giggle then. "Fuck, I hope not, we're just getting started here tonight," she said seriously. "Though perhaps we really should start dinner and gather some energy before we continue this."
Suddenly I really was famished, and though I had had two amazing climaxes already, I knew damn well that even I was far from finished.
"Well then? Let's go get some nourishment and replenish some energy. I think we're all going to need it before the nights through here," Aunt Jack said with a wink.
#
We spent the rest of the night enjoying and pleasuring one another, sometimes just watching, sometimes participating, often recuperating and talking together in the most relaxed atmosphere I had ever known.
After that night, I didn't think it was possible to recreate the intensity, excitement or passion we'd all shared together, but we did, sometimes together, sometimes in pairs alone. It didn't matter any more after that, the freedom and joy of just being ourselves, enjoying one another whenever and however we pleased without fear of jealousy was beyond anything I could have ever possibly imagined.
Looking back now, I remember just one such instance of how comfortable and trusting we'd all become. It was a typical Friday night, Aunt Jackie was working late as usual, but had even commented earlier on during the day that she'd most likely be arriving home very late, and not to wait up for her or worry about dinner, so I hadn't. Likewise Jill too was working the late shift at the restaurant she now worked at and would be home even later.
As tired as I was myself, I went to bed early not expecting to see either of them until morning. It was nearing midnight when I awoke to the feel of soft lips engulfing me there in the darkness. As I lay there half in dream half in reality, I felt the silky softness of cunt slipping down over me, hardening me almost immediately. With the feel of her breasts now filling my hands, I suckled them both there in the darkness, enjoying my Aunt's pleasured mewls until we were both soon spent and lay down side by side sleeping together in one another's arms.
I thought I had barely fallen back to sleep when once again that same pleasured torment awakened me, the red glaring numbers on the clock showing it to be just after 2:00, my prick reawakened, slowly stiffening with each delicate little suck. Rolling over more fully onto my back only to bump into my Aunt who lay still sound asleep beside me, Jill now naked herself slipping into bed on top of me, my prick soon finding the heated warmth of her passage as she began rocking above me rhythmically in tune to the soft slow thrusts of my shaft so deeply inside her now. Aunt Jackie soon stirred, turning on her side to watch us, smiling, giving her daughters breasts an affectionate caress before slipping off once again back to sleep, that same dreamy smile on her face that I'd seen afterwards, after her climax and pleasure had helped slip her away back to sleep even then.
And so it continued for long afterwards, the joy of walking into the house, finding one or the other, or both available, wanting and in need as was I for much of the time that we lived there together. So often waking up on a Sunday morning, going outside to sit on the patio enjoying a cup of coffee when one or the other of them would come out to join me. Remembering how natural and normal it then felt, Jill kneeling beneath me sucking my dick as my Aunt finally awake, coming out with her paper and coffee, sitting there simply smiling, laughing at our horny youthfulness, then going about her morning routine as though we weren't even there, until perhaps she couldn't stand it any more, then joining us, or in some instances, we her.
But as in all things, lives change, as do situations. Jill had finally earned enough money to go away to college, with a little additional help and support from her mother and I. A few month's after that, my entering the service that soon kept me away for long periods of time though I made it back at least once a year usually around Christmas time, just as Jill did. Where we would once again renew our relationship as though it had never ended, never stopped.
In time, I met a woman whom I married, as did Jill with a man she had met in college. Once again our lives changed as we all knew they would. But we made a promise and a commitment for each other, one that we honor and enjoy to this very day. We as a family, the three of us, set aside one very special weekend just for ourselves, where we meet, renew and enjoy that very special intimacy together that reaffirms our love and commitment together that only the three of us could ever possibly understand.
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Perhaps one of the most sensual and erotic experiences I ever had occurred nearly twenty years ago now. But the memory of it remains with me to this day.
Back then I worked with a woman named Lucille. I was in my early thirty's at that time, and Lucille was some twenty or so years older than I was. But the age difference hardly mattered between us, we got along famously, and I looked forward to seeing and working with her on a daily basis. At first there was nothing at all sexual even mentioned between us, she had a very 'rigid' upbringing, and things of that nature weren't easily discussed amongst coworkers anyway, especially between us. But as our friendship grew, I learned more and more of Lucille's personal life, and for her, it had been a very difficult one. We had worked together for several years before we'd even gotten to a 'familiar' personal working level, but as Lucille was easy to talk to, and sometimes even to confide in, we grew even closer and eventually began to share with one another things that were occurring in our lives outside of the workplace.
Our Company sponsored a weekly Bowling League, and I had signed on to bowl, as had Lucille, which surprised me a little bit. But I soon after learned from her, that it was basically her one and only night away from the 'boring' and uneventful life that she was leading at home after work. So for her, it was an outlet and gave her something to look forward to each week. As it turned out, she and I ended up on the same team so that made it equally special for both of us, it was a way to further continue our association and friendship away from work.
Lucille was a tall woman, just over six feet. And though she certainly didn't have all the curves in all the right places anymore, she was a very attractive mature looking woman, and still had (though of course I hadn't seen) fairly large full breasts. On the rare occasion she actually wore something that even hinted at a bit of cleavage, I found myself more than admiring that tantalizing sweet bit of flesh that was seen.
The place where we bowled at had an underground parking garage. Nearly everyone parked in the lot just outside the front entrance, but a few of us used the garage. I did, primarily because I had a fairly new car, and it kept down the incidental 'dings' from occurring in my doors. Lucille also preferred parking in the garage, as she didn't care to have to walk out to her car later on in the evening after it had gotten dark.
There were a few spots in the parking lot, which weren't very well lit. However, as I has teased her, there were also a few spots in the garage which had lights out that hadn't been replaced either, but she nearly always managed to park close to the door anyway, so a poorly lit basement garage didn't really bother her any.
We'd been bowling for several weeks already when on one particular night I knew by Lucille's overall attitude that something was bothering her. She wouldn't talk to me about it however, so we continued to bowl, but I knew that something was wrong, as she wasn't her same old normal self. My suspicions were confirmed when we as a group, always went into the bar for a few drinks afterwards, announced that she was going home early instead. I stayed long enough for one drink myself, but as it just didn't feel the same without Lucille there amongst us, I soon decided to make an early night of it too. I walked down the stairway to the garage and immediately noticed that Lucille's car was still there, and oddly enough that she had parked in one of the few areas where the lights hadn't been replaced, throwing a great deal of shadow over where her car was sitting. I immediately grew concerned as this was rather odd, and immediately went to her car and tapped on the passenger side window. It was obvious she had been crying, but upon seeing me, her face brightened a little and she reached over unlocking the door so I could get in.
"Lucille, what's wrong?" I asked slipping into the passenger seat, closing the door.
She just shook her head, though thankfully the tears had finally stopped. I waited patiently sitting beside her there on the front seat of her car, knowing that 'if' and when she was able to, she'd tell me what it was that was bothering her. After a considerable amount of time, she finally did.
"Brad, I really hate to burden you with my problems, but honestly, I don't have anyone I can even possibly imagine talking to about this. Certainly no one in my family would understand, and would no doubt be 'shocked' if I even told them. I'm not even sure I can honestly talk to you about any of this either without totally embarrassing myself, but if I don't talk to someone, I think I'll end up going crazy!"
She'd certainly said a mouthful, but it was evident that if it was important enough to actually sit and wait for me, which is what she'd obviously decided to do, then I was more than willing to listen, and I told her so.
"Just promise me you'll listen without saying anything, without passing judgment on me because I'm probably going to say some things that might surprise you. And worse, if you interrupt or stop me before I'm finished, I might not be able to even look at you again let alone finish what I want to say to you."
"Ok Lucille, I promise."
Lucille relaxed somewhat having heard that, and settled back in her seat though she no longer looked at me. Closing her eyes, she began.
"You already know a little bit about my 'life' at home, but what we've never discussed really is the sexual part of it as well. And this is what I guess is finally starting to get to me. I've been married now for thirty years. Our Anniversary was last weekend, and to celebrate it, I ended up cooking dinner like it was any other night of the week. My husband bought me what he thought was a sexy nightgown, but to me looked "Whorey" and completely out of character for anything I'd enjoy having or even wearing. Now don't get me wrong Brad, I consider myself to be a very sexual woman, and to be honest, I've done things I'd be too embarrassed to even admit to you that I've done. But, as hard as I have tried to be the wife, woman, lover that my husband has wanted me to be, it's the way he treats me when 'he' wants sex that I find degrading and totally unacceptable anymore. Needless to say, I refused to wear his 'fuck-gown' as he called it and we ended up fighting on our Anniversary instead of doing anything else."
I continued to sit there listening to her. I had certainly known that her marriage wasn't perfect, after all, who's was really? Even mine was on a roller coaster of good and bad days it seemed like lately, but I had no idea how difficult a time it truly had been for her either. And one 'big' thing, in all the time we'd worked together, I had never heard Lucille say anything harsher than damn or hell the whole time we'd known one another, so hearing her use the word 'fuck' even if it was in a description of something, she had always previously said "The 'F' word, and not even that unless it was absolutely necessary to whatever was being discussed. Obviously, this was another one of those very rare moments when she knew that actually saying the word would have more impact and underline the seriousness of the situation for me.
Although I remained completely silent except for the brief and occasional "Uh huhs", just to let her know I was really listening, Lucille still refused to look at me, for the most part keeping her eyes closed though she did open them on occasion staring out the front windshield of the car as though she could see whatever it was she was trying to tell me about as though it were actually happening all over again.
I knew that it was hard for her to even be sharing with me the things she was, Lucille was revealing to me a part of her that she hadn't obviously shared or discussed with anyone. So I continued to sit silently, listening and waiting for the time, if one even came, where I would or even could offer any advice, or at the very least, offer sympathy if nothing else.
Once again she 'warned' me, told me that if anything she was telling me made me uncomfortable, to just say so, and she'd stop. I of course, wasn't about to, regardless of anything she said.
"I know that this may shock you Brad, but in all the years we've been married, I've never had an orgasm with him when we've had sex. It certainly feels good yes, but 'he', 'it' doesn't last long enough for me, and frankly, he doesn't seem to care if I ever have or haven't either! The only time I've been able to is when I've touched myself."
This revelation, for that's truly what it was, didn't surprise me so much that this is what she'd been dealing with, more than I was honestly surprised, yet also flattered in a way that she could actually come right out and tell me all this as candidly as she had, though again, she still hadn't looked in my direction and I knew she was fighting off the tears which would have begun pouring down her face had she done so.
"What about oral sex?" I managed to ask just as candidly as she'd been doing. We were after all beyond the point of no return here if we were going to speak frankly and honestly about her home life situation.
"And that's another story altogether! I've 'done' him. But he's never reciprocated to me. Say's that a 'man' shouldn't have to do something like that to please a woman, and that only dykes and queer-boys would do things like that."
Even I had to laugh at that one, from what I was hearing her husband was one of the "old" boys in a very old fashioned way of thinking. But unfortunately, they did exist, and she was obviously married to one.
"I actually enjoy oral sex, I mean doing it for him. But it's something I've never personally experienced myself, and I am now getting to the point where I resent that fact, and because of it, refused to do it to him ever again unless he did. All I got from him out of that one was a total lack of interest either way. And that confused me, as well as hurt me. I began to wonder if I was even a very sexual woman, even attractive to him any more, or any other man for that matter!"
I still wasn't sure what if anything I could say or do that would help, short of telling her to get a divorce or something and find herself another husband, but she'd already indicated that divorce was out of the question because of her family and so called friends, that she'd be ostracized if she even attempted to do anything like this.
"So why don't you have an affair then?" I told her. Not fully realizing that for her, this was something someone couldn't simply run and out do.
"I've thought about that. You have no idea how often! But there isn't anyone I know, or have met who I'd even consider doing something like that with."
For the first time Lucille turned and looked directly towards me, "Until lately," She let that last comment hang there in the air for a moment, letting it sink in. "Brad," she began softly, slowly, "I've really struggled with even telling you about any of this. After all, I'm considerably older than you are, and I certainly know I'm no spring chicken either. I worried and fretted over even discussing half of this with you because you're about the only real friend I have that I could dare discuss any of this with in the first place. The more I thought about at least sharing some of this stuff with you, the more I thought about wanting to be with you as well. And so that's what's been bothering me more than anything the past few days, even more so than my feelings and situation with my own husband. Then, tonight at bowling, it all just seemed to come crashing down on me, and I decided to tell you what I was feeling and to hell with anything else. So, now that I've told you, are you shocked? Do you hate me? What?"
I answered her by sliding over to sit by her, and kissed her all in one sudden surprising motion. Lucille and I kissed and intertwined our tongues inside one another's mouths for an incredibly long period of time. I'm not even sure how long it was that we simply did this, but at one point, I felt her hand on mine, and felt it as she lifted it up to place it upon one of those marvelous full breasts of hers. I know she was nervous about sitting here in the garage in the event someone we might know would come down and find us. There were few cars however, and none that I knew of belonging to anyone we worked with. I told her to keep an eye on the door to the garage and to alert me if anyone opened it. I know she was wondering what it was I was suggesting and why, but then as I bent to undo the buttons on her blouse, she finally understood.
Though I certainly wasn't about to remove her blouse, especially under the circumstances, just seeing her bra-clad breasts showing more cleavage now than I had ever seen before had me stiffening in a hurry, though I certainly wasn't about to share that with her either. After I had finished undoing her blouse, Lucille leaned forward un-tucking it from her pants, then reached around and beneath her blouse, undoing her bra herself.
Lucille may have been in her early to mid fifty's, but the moment her bra fell away completely exposing those full mature looking breasts, all I could do was sit there and stare at them for a moment, disbelief I am sure clearly etched in my face that I was actually looking at her marvelous tits for the very first time.
"Touch me, please Brad, touch me," she whispered softly. I did. Cupping each of them within my hands, I hefted them upwards, they were heavy and full, yet soft, pliant and warm to the touch as I continued to sit there kneading her flesh like a contented kitten. Even when I released them momentarily, I was just as content to continue to look at them, the way they rested against her chest so sensuously, the full rounded curvature of each, and though certainly not 'perky', though I couldn't imagine them ever having been so in the first place for as large as they both were, but they still maintained a gentle upwards sloping, gathering towards the still firm, very hard erect little points that became her nipples.
Even these were a simple treasure all by themselves. Lucille's nipples were a true rosy-red in color, areola no larger than dollar sized perhaps, but capped by two of the thickest, hardest little tit-nips I'd ever seen! For the briefest of moments, I could see in her face that she was becoming self-conscious about them, a slight flush spreading across her face that I could still see even in the shadowed light we were sitting in. Before she could cover them with her hands, which I realized at once that she was about to do, I leaned forward, capturing one of those delicious protrusions with my lips, my hand and fingers likewise reclaiming the other.
I heard her moan, felt her hands suddenly pressing against my head, her fingers all but digging into my scalp as I first suckled one tit, then the other, alternating back and forth between them, by hands, fingers doing the same whenever I traded off. I heard her moan even deeper then, and went from gently sucking her, to tonguing her hard little points with my tongue, flicking them rapidly back and forth, once again trading, exchanging the sensation from fast to slow and back again.
"Oh my God, your tongue," she groaned, moaning the words even as she spoke them, breathless, excited, aroused beyond imagining. "Is that...is that how you lick a woman's...a woman's..." "Cunt?" I said mouthing her nipple, sucking it even as I spoke the obscene word. And don't tell me how or why I chose to say that instead of pussy, or twat, or even vagina. She needed to hear the word, needed to hear it being used, said, lovingly, excitedly, needfully. Lucille needed to hear my own lust, my own desire for her in its use; no other word or description at that particular moment would have accomplished doing that.
"Yes. Cunt!" She gasped, hearing as she spoke, her own wanton need and desire, letting the heat of her excitement freeing herself enough to say it, and say it without self recrimination in having done so. "Cunt," she spoke saying it again, though more softly letting the word melt inside her mouth like a heavenly treat being tasted for the first time.
"Though I like saying pussy too," I told her. "I like the way it sounds, like something sweet, tasty, delicious."
"Oh yes, pussy," she said, letting the word roll off the tip of her tongue as though her nipple had suddenly become her pussy, and that I was licking it instead of her nipple.
"I wish I was doing this..." as I flicked her nipple with my tongue, "to your pussy Lucille."
Her breasts as I said, so soft, so pliant, as I now cupped one with two hands, I held, not quite pinching two tiny folds of flesh near her nipple, forcing it if anything to harden even more fully than it already was, extending itself outwards towards me. "If this was your clit," I told her, once again flicking that hard little nubbin, still firmly holding the surrounding flesh of her breast in my hands, between my fingers as though they were the very folds of her puffy swollen labia themselves. I sucked her again, softly, pulling on her tit with my mouth, holding it there, and then rolling it with my tongue as she moaned audibly, loudly into my ear as she bent her head next to mine.
Suddenly I felt her hands on me, pushing me away from her. I thought momentarily I had gone too far, said or done too much and had frightened her back into some senseless guilty reality.
"I know I told you I had never experienced that," she hesitated, her breath still raspy as she fought for control. "But I didn't mean to imply..."
"Shh," I said placing the tip of my finger to her lips. "Right now, there's nothing in the world that I want to do more," I said simply.
I looked around the garage; it would be safe enough with one or two minor adjustments. I didn't dare suggest going anyplace else. Number one, I didn't happen to know of any place at the moment that we could go. And number two, I was afraid if we postponed this moment in time, we would never gain it back again. Lucille was fragile, vulnerable, if I ruined the moment, the mood, I knew it could cause her a great deal of suffering and grief afterwards if this deteriorated into something less than magical for her. Even if we'd postponed it opting for a more comfortable setting, I somehow sensed that Lucille would convince herself it was wrong, that it was something she was asking, forcing me to do something I might otherwise not have wanted to do.
We were already taking a risk here as it was. Our mutual excitement, the element of danger that had intensified that, coupled with the sudden lack of inhibitions she was now showing wasn't something I wanted to chance losing again.
Lucille drove a fairly expensive wide-bodied car with a very large and comfy looking back seat. "Get in the back," I told her, almost demanding rather than asking her as I didn't want any fear or hesitation getting in the way. She opened her driver side door, looking quickly about as she did, then opened the door behind her slipping in quickly as the overhead light came on revealing her disheveled appearance momentarily. As she had done this, I had slid over into the driver' seat, started the car then backed it out of the parking spot she was in. Down at the far end there were few if any other cars, this particular area even darker than where we were now as the cement wall in the corner of the garage shut out any additional light from outside. Backing the car in rather than pulling it forward, gave us additional security, privacy and forewarning should anyone approach.
And though all of this took only a few precious moments, I worried that while doing so, Lucille would indeed begin to have second thoughts, reservations about what the two of us were about to do, not to mention of where we were about to do it. Satisfied how I had parked the car, I glanced into the back seat expecting to see her. Not until I actually looked over the seat itself and saw her lying there did I realize that she had completely removed her clothing, using both her blouse and skirt as a pillow now, which she had folded up and placed behind her head.



As much as I desperately wanted to, I didn't remove my own clothing as yet another precaution. If we did hear anyone, I could at least get out and delay anyone from coming any nearer, finding Lucille undressed. She could then at least get up into the front passenger seat, and quickly drive away, dressed or not dressed as she had time to do.
This I had told her as I'd moved the car, wanting to alleviate any fears she might have on being discovered, or about to be. I was surprised to see her smiling as I drove and as she obviously undressed there in the backseat, her look one of wonder, giddiness at how ridiculously daring and dangerous this all really was.
As I had been with her breasts, so was I again now as I first looked and saw her laying there, her hand coyishly covering her sex, her brief moment of embarrassment as I moved it away, forcing her to reveal herself to me fully and completely. I hadn't known what to expect of course, nor even really thought about it, she wasn't shaved, not something someone her age was doing then I suppose, but she wasn't all bushy either as I'd partially imagined. She was trimmed, her triangular patch of hair looking more neat than unruly, I actually ran my hand and fingers up through it, watching it float through the gaps of my fingers disappearing as my hand floated upwards towards her breasts once again where I caressed them momentarily, before sliding my hand once again back down over her belly, back to the tuft of soft downy like fur that greeted me, and then into the wetness that surprised me, surprised her as I gently dipped a finger, then another, lifting them to my lips, licking off the sweetness that I had found there.
For as tall as she was, Lucille had purposely positioned herself into a half-sitting, half lying position. She could if it became necessary sit up just enough to look out should we hear anyone's approach or sense movement. We also knew we could hide if necessary there in the backseat as well lowering even more into the darkness if we had to, if there were no other choice. And though we were in the back seat, it wasn't at all cramped, there was plenty of leg room for one thing, and enough space on the seat still remaining for me to comfortably lean over her as I knelt there on the floor.
She was certainly nervous, as I was. But that nervousness of excitement, desire seemed to heighten both of our senses as I finally placed the tips of my fingers on her pussy spreading her lips just as I had pretended to do while sucking her breast. Lucille knew this, felt it, and even then shuddered involuntarily as I fully exposed her hard tiny clitoris, watching it emerge from the protective sheath that until now had hidden it from my prying eyes and fingers. Even in the subdued darkness of the back seat, I could see a tiny shimmer of moisture upon the surface of her clit, which I then licked, tickling lightly, ever so softly with my tongue. More like the caress of a feather, did I allow my tongue-tip to explore her there, running it up and along side the folds of her sensitive flesh, mouthing her twin labia, gently sucking each, rolling them gently inside my mouth, then tonguing her top to bottom tasting the renewed flow of her feminely juices as they pooled comfortably within the tiny little pocket of her upturned split. From here, I returned, taking my time and enjoying the heavenly trip having bathed in that pool, taking some of her essence with me as I slid the curled pointed tip of my tongue upwards, once again seeking, finding, then pleasuring that hard little button that made her bounce, squeal and even laugh pleasurably.
I smiled, kissing her clit, and then sucking it briefly, tenderly. "Breathe," I said, kissing it, and then licking it again. "Breathe!"
She'd been holding her breath, which I'd just now noticed. "Oh God, I'm not sure I can," she said breathlessly, "I'm all tingly," she moaned emphasizing her light-headedness.
I again laughed, laughed into her cunt which made her laugh, until I licked it again sucking it a bit more firmly now, feeling that tiny little knot of pleasure harden between my lips while I stroked it, sucking it much as I had previously suckled her nipples.
Her low agonizing groan told me she was at least breathing, her hands once again digging into the top of my head as I began the assault upon her senses, flicking her clit now even more rapidly, though still lightly, one finger bathing in the pool of nectar that had again formed, then worming its way inside her where I played, feeling the heated depths of her womanly passage, stroking her, finger-fucking her there while simultaneously continuing to suck, tickle, flick and toy with her swollen hard clitoris.
I don't think she even knew she was doing it, but I began to sense her movements as she began gyrating beneath me, her mound simultaneously pressed against my face, her ass bouncing softly up and down against the seat. Finding one of her breasts with my free hand, I now began tweaking her nipples, causing her to moan even more harshly than she'd been doing, delighting myself in feeling its tautness, much like her clit which I continued to suckle, tongue-flick, or merely lick as the mood struck me to do.
I too was aroused of course, and felt the hard press of my prick digging almost uncomfortably against my pants, and then into the side of the backseat as I sat there still leaning over her. But whatever discomfort I may have felt was overwhelmed by the joyous catch in her throat as she began panting in a series of sudden intakes of air that alerted me she was nearing the edge of sweet ecstasy.
"Oh Brad, Oh Brad, Brad!" She began crying out, I felt her tense, felt her body shudder then immediately go into a series of convulsions that took her and then shook her from the inside out. Her scream I feared could have easily been heard by anyone had they been down in the garage at that very moment, and though that thought alarmed me a little, I continued to hold onto her clit, still sucking it, though I tapered off both the firmness of sucking or licking it as she slowly began easing back down from whatever heights she had gone to. Only when she became far too sensitive to continuing touching in any way, did I finally sit back up and take a nervous worried glance about our precarious surroundings. Thankfully I heard and saw nothing, turning back towards her where she now sat eyes open, and the most wondrous expression on her face.
"I never knew," she said simply, then saw tears once again forming within her eyes as she lay there still trying to collect herself.
I gathered her into my arms for a moment, holding her, but the sound of voices finally reached our ears, and we both sat up watching another couple head to their car a short distance away. We knew then that soon many others would be leaving, it was time to get dressed and leave here ourselves.
"What about you?" she asked, which surprised me.
"Don't worry about me," I told her. "I'll take care of that a bit later after I get home. And besides, this wasn't about me," I added smiling. She quickly kissed me once again, and then hurriedly began dressing as I kept watch ensuring that no one else would now come by and discover us accidentally.
#
The very next day at work, Lucille dropped by my office slipping me an envelope along with some files I'd been waiting for. I'd been somewhat apprehensive at seeing her, wondering how she might react towards me now having had time to think through everything that had been said, and had happened. I was relieved when she smiled, though she quickly turned heading back towards her own office having dropped off the letter. I stood up closing my own door, even as I felt the sudden swelling of my cock begin inside my pants though I hadn't as yet even read her letter or knew of its content, but her smile and half-wink had given me some assurance that everything was fine between us.
She didn't address me in the letter, I was grateful for that, as I didn't want her to feel somehow obligated to me in any way, and then read:
"I just wanted to thank you. What I experienced last night was beyond anything I've ever felt before, and I'm not saying I am hoping for more, or expecting it. But...I also thought on the way home how I left you hanging, and it dawned on me that that was no different than what my own husband as too often done to me. And I regret we didn't have more time together to do something about that. So...I propose, if you're even still interested of course, that we park down in the garage, and rather than go to the bar, meet downstairs in the garage afterwards. If you'd like to do that, please let me know."
I wrote her back, feeling much like a teen back in High School again, and indicated to her that we should try, if at all possible to park our cars next to one another in the same dark corner where I had driven her car too. In that way we'd at least have my car to further block anyone from spying on us, or accidentally coming upon us. I managed to drop by her office then, and gave her my return letter. She looked up from her desk when I entered, pleased to see me, then actually laughed and indicated with her eyes where she was looking. I looked down at myself, knowing that I had indeed been fighting an erection, but was stunned to see the small wet spot that had appeared on the front of my beige slacks. Making a hasty retreat back to my own office, I stayed there until well after lunch not daring to embarrass myself any further.
The very next day Lucille once again came by my office even before working hours had officially begun. She again handed me another letter, though with no one else there yet to over hear anything said, told me that seeing my little wet-spot had been one of the best compliments she'd ever been given.
There was something else too. Though not totally out of character for her, she had worn a nice looking, though tight fitting sweater that showed off her ample breasts, and the fact that it was much lower cut without being too provocative, told me that she'd chosen it specifically for the most obvious reason.
"You look good," I told her. She knew what I was referring to of course, and then came over to where I was sitting and leaned over allowing me a simple peak down the front of her sweater at her magnificent breasts.
"Hope you're not wearing beige again today," she laughed straightening.
"Nope, black slacks today," I said grinning back at her.
It was like that all week long between us, flirting, though being very careful about it. Businesslike in every other respect throughout the course of the day, though we continued to toss managed smiles or a cautious wink one another's way whenever it was a hundred percent safe to be doing so.
It was like performing foreplay on one another, both of us anticipating and excited for bowling night to finally come around again.
#
I'd arrived a few minutes earlier than usual, and relieved when the spots I'd hoped we could park in would be vacant. They were, though there was one other car parked just one spot over from mine when I arrived. I didn't recognize the car, so didn't worry too much that it might be anyone we knew. As we didn't want to make things too obvious either, I then went upstairs to the bar and had a quick drink while waiting for the rest of our team members to arrive. Lucille arrived a short time afterwards, and we sat together putting on our shoes.
"Park next to me?" I asked nonchalantly.
She grinned nodding her head. I noticed she had already changed too, no longer wearing the skirt and blouse she had come to work in, now wearing a nice pair of jeans and another knit sweater, leaning over she pretended to be adjusting the laces on her shoe knowing full well from where I was sitting that I could see down through the opening.
"You're not wearing a bra!" I gasped in surprise. She giggled standing up straight once again.
"Surprised?"
"I am," I grinned.
"Well, we're not really at work, so I'm not too worried about not wearing one, and this is just bulky enough that you can't really tell for sure."
I was still grinning as she turned to go pick out a ball, as she didn't have one of her own.
"Oh...and I'm not wearing any panties either," she added.
By the time we finished the three games I was crawling the walls, as was she. Trying to act normal around one another all night hadn't been as easy as I thought it would be, if anything, it was far harder. We still laughed and joked along with everyone else just as we always did, but it was difficult as hell trying to maintain my ever-growing excitement as we finally finished and began straightening up the area.
Lucille didn't always stay afterwards to have a drink, only doing so on one or two previous occasions, so she immediately headed down to the parking area after having said goodnight to everyone. I stayed long enough to have one quick beer, which really was a quick one, then headed out myself.
Getting to the bottom of the stairs and looking down to the darkened area where are cars were parked gave me an instant erection as I quickly approached, seeing her sitting there in her car waiting for me. Taking a quick look about, I then ducked inside her car on the passenger side and slid in next to her. Much to my delight and surprise, she had already lifted her sweater up and over her breasts so that they were already bare and waiting for me the moment I sat down. Without any hesitation I reached over and began playing with them, caressing and toying with those hard fat tips, soon licking them and sucking them greedily.
"I want to see you," she breathed as I sat there sucking her breast. After having driven one another crazy all week, I wasn't about to waste any time asking her if she was sure, or pretending that more than anything at this moment I wanted her to see me, see how hard I was, see how horny I was, and actually finally touch me.
I immediately unbuckled my belt, and pulled the zipper down. Lucille wasn't about to wait any longer either, the moment I had, she slipped her hand inside my pants immediately finding my hard swollen erection and began fondling it.
"Let me see it," she said once again, not even content with doing this.
It was an easy matter for me to raise my ass up off the seat, slip both my jeans and shorts down around my ankles when I did. She never took her hand off me while doing this, continuing to stroke, fondle, and then thumb my blood-engorged head for several moments, finally squeezing out a nice fat droplet of precum fuck juice which she then smeared lovingly all over my cock.
"Fuck that's nice," I moaned, not even realizing I'd used the word, though she giggled. "What?"
"Hearing you say fuck sounds so erotic," she giggled again.
"Hell Lucille, hearing you say fuck is even more erotic!" I told her moaning as she stroked my cock up and down, once again squeezing it.
"In that case...fuck!" she said, saying it again. "Fuck...fuck...fuck!"
#
I loved the fact that Lucille's car had a bench seat, sitting beside one another without anything getting in the way between us made it a lot easier to reach over and caress her beautiful bare breasts while she was busily stroking me. I soon slipped my hand down to her crotch however, rubbing her through the soft almost flannel like material of the pants she was wearing. "You keep doing that, I'm going to soak through them," she stated, then lifted her ass and quickly pulled them all the way off. I began fingering her as she sat jerking me, enjoying the naughtiness of so simple an act, making us both feel like teenagers at the drive-in.
"You are wet!" I grinned feeling her moisture gather and pool inside her wet split as I continued walking my fingers around inside her.
"Damn horny too!" she grinned back, and then pouted somewhat. "But I can't stay as long tonight as we did last week," she added. "He's coming home earlier tonight, and he'll still be expecting dinner."
"Shit," I allowed, "If you need to go..."
"Not yet, not until you've come for me," she said simply. "I'm not letting you go in the same condition you did last time."
Though I was disappointed we wouldn't be able to repeat some of the pleasures we'd enjoyed previously, the fact that she was stroking and playing with me while I was doing the same to her was still very erotic and very sensual sitting here in her car in the parking garage.
"Damn!"
"What?" she asked concernedly.
I felt silly telling her this. "I don't have anything."
Thankfully she knew what I meant. "Not to worry, I've actually been thinking about this all day," she told me. "When you're ready, I want you to cum on my breasts."
"Hmm," I moaned simply as her hand continued to thumb and tease the super-sensitive head of my prick.
"I'm looking forward to feeling all that hot juice running down my breasts," she added now coaxing me to do just that by the way her voice changed, the lustiness of her urgings as she spoke increasing the pleasure and bringing me ever nearer that inevitable moment.
I was still finger-fucking her as well, twiddling her twat, flicking her clit with my fingers and then slipping them deeply inside her back and forth as she continued doing similar things to me.
"Almost there," I moaned feeling that all too familiar sensation beginning to tingle deep within my heavy-laden balls.
Having heard this, Lucille drew my cock even closer to herself, placing it almost reverently between her breasts, and then teasing her own nipples with the head of my dick as she rubbed it back and forth against herself.
"Oh fuck...here it comes!" I told her, and then watched as my prick began spewing a torrent of hot creamy cum against her breasts. Almost gleefully, Lucille kept jacking me off, watching each spurt land forcefully against her breasts, careful to ensure that each one received an equal allotment of my spunk.
When I was finally drained, when she had milked out every last drop of juice from my prick, only then did she release it and begin to massage the creamy substance I'd just dumped on her into her own tits.
"That...feels nice," she almost purred, "it's so warm and creamy," she half whispered as I sat there watching her massaging in all that natural body lotion.
"Whew," I exhaled, enjoying not only the pleasure of afterglow as I sat there, but likewise enjoying the erotic view of her as she caressed and played with her breasts. Once again I moved towards her. "Lay down." There was still plenty of room, and she did so.
I quickly went back to fingering her, she was close and began that quick pant as she breathed that told me she was nearing her own sweet orgasm. Spreading her lips, I exposed her hard little clitoris even more fully, now directly teasing it with the tip of my finger.
"Fuck...yes! Yes! Yes!" she wailed, then climaxed.
We sat kissing, still touching one another intimately, though she soon broke away and again apologized for needing to go.
"Next week? Same time? Same place?" She asked being silly.
I loved it. "Wouldn't miss it for the world," I told her. Dressing hurriedly after that, I stood beside my car watching her go, already dreading another long week ahead of us, but already looking forward to it at the same time.
#
Once again we spent the days teasing one another with our thoughts and words, careful to not openly flirt with one another even though we were both tempted to do so. Instead we exchanged notes back and forth throughout the day like a couple of kids in school, enjoying the erotic thoughts that we shared, each one becoming more intimate, more erotic and sensual in nature.
Lucille confessed to me how she'd begun masturbating again, frequently now every night, thinking about what we'd so far done with one another there in the parking garage. I boldly asked her to tell me what she did, where she did it, to share those naughty moments with me so that I could imagine them inside my own head.



I sat reading just one such note at my desk after she's swung by dropping it off.
"Last night, as I frequently do, I went into the bathroom to run my bath before going to bed, as I lay there in the tub, once again feeling horny, aroused, I remembered something I used to do as a teenager, something I hadn't done in years, and yet remembered fondly how good it had felt back then. So I scooted myself down towards the faucet where the water splashed and pounded against my "Cunt" she underlined the word, letting me know in writing it that she'd become comfortable with using it in the context she now was. "It felt good, the force of the waters flow pounding and playing against me, just laying there feeling it, imagining it as your fingers, your mouth sucking my clit until I finally climaxed."
Just reading her short note made me horny as hell and I wrote her back.
"The image of you doing that has aroused me like you wouldn't believe. I am sitting here at my desk, my prick hard and swollen just thinking about you enjoying yourself like that. I am tempted to take it out, and secretly jerk myself off as aroused as I am."
I waited until no one was around her office, swung by and delivered my note to her before she could say anything, and returned to my office.
Brief minutes later, she came by mine, dropping off another note to me, but she had also brought along a paper cup from the drinking fountain. I took it from her, wondering curiously why she had. She merely grinned, winked and then returned to her own office.
"At lunch, close your door and jerk it off for me," she began. "Jerk off while you're thinking about what I'm going to do with your cum after you put it inside the cup. Bring it to me afterwards, I will then go into the women's bathroom and pour your cream onto my pussy and use it to masturbate myself with."
The thought of her doing that aroused me even more. I was relieved that the noon hour was only twenty minutes away, and spent it composing another note while I waited before closing my door, and then doing exactly what she'd asked me to do for her.
"I wish I was squirting it directly on you myself," I told her. "I want to squirt all over your cunt, and then watch you masturbate with it until you cum. Just thinking about doing that, seeing you and knowing that you soon will be touching yourself while using my cream to do so with has me hard as a fucking rock!"
Most everyone had gone out to lunch, as was usually the case. As I often closed and locked my door when leaving and going out to lunch myself, I wasn't at all concerned should anyone come by and find it locked and closed as I secretly sat there jacking off thinking about what Lucille would soon be doing herself. After only a few short minutes, I placed the cone-shaped cup over the head of my prick, watching as my spunk began filling it. I almost laughed afterwards as I sat there holding onto the cup, unable to sit it down really, with my prick still exposed. I finally sat it inside my coffee cup, quickly zipped myself up once again, then retrieved it and walked the short distance over to Lucille's office. She was waiting for me as I entered, smiling, and handed her the cum-filled paper cup as she came around her desk taking it from me and immediately headed off towards the bathroom.
By the time bowling night had arrived once again, I could hardly concentrate on the game, already excited and looking forward to another adventure together down stairs in the garage.
"You need to rush home tonight?" I asked worriedly.
"Not tonight," she grinned in reply. "He's working late, so we have plenty of time."
We sat there discussing our week's worth of naughty wicked thoughts, her masturbation episodes both at work and at home, as well as my own. We touched, fondled and pleasured one another the entire time until we'd both reached fever pitch.
"I want you to fuck me tonight," she said simply. "I want to feel you inside of me."
Lucille wasn't comfortable remaining in the front seat. With her car backed into the stall, the additional darkness of the broken un-replaced light to further conceal us, as well as my own car parked next to hers as a further shield from any watchful eyes, we quickly slipped over the seat rather than getting out and back in again. Hurriedly we fumbled through removing our clothes, neither one of us wanting to fuck while wearing anything. The sense of our nudity, there in the backseat, in the garage, was intoxicating as it added to the sense of excitement and danger.
I sat, Lucille climbing into my lap though facing forward so she could also see as lookout while fucking me in this position. I soon eased my hard stiff prick inside that warm soft fuck tunnel, clasping both of her firm full breasts in my hands, tweaking and toying with her nipples as she began moving, gyrating herself up and down against me. We'd hardly even begun fucking however when she stopped suddenly, only then the sound of voices reaching my own ears. Lucille quickly climbed off my lap, sitting down beside me where we both sunk down even further into the seats, prepared to hide on the floor if necessary. It was thrilling, yet nerve wracking all at the same time as the voices came closer, drawing nearer with each passing moment. We could hear them talking, a male and female but a short distance away. Then there was laughter, an obvious giggle, and together we both sat up somewhat looking forward over the seat.
In the next row across from us, though at an angle from where we were, we could see another couple standing by a car. We watched as they stood kissing for a moment, then giggled quietly as he began caressing her breast through her clothing, finally lifting the tee shirt she was wearing to better feel her, even though she was wearing a bra. Likewise, the woman lowered her hand, rubbing the front of the guy's pants, obviously teasing his cock through the material.
"Damn," I said. Even though it was somewhat interesting to watch, especially under the circumstances, the fact was they were unknowingly interrupting our own naughty little session together. We didn't dare continue doing much of anything, though Lucille did reach over and begin fondling my prick as we sat there watching the other couple teasing one another as they stood by the side of the car. Luckily, that's all that was meant to happen between them at least, as they soon parted, and the woman got in her car soon after driving away. He likewise then walked over to his, getting in and left immediately after.
"That was interesting," Lucille breathed with a sigh of relief.
And though it had been, it also made me realize that we might not be the only one's to decide to have an adventure down here in the parking lot either. We'd have to be even more cautious and careful next week, and I made a mental note to look for the woman's car before we began doing anything in the event they decided to do a lot more, just as we had been.
"Now I am really horny!" Lucille told me, and climbed back up into my lap once again where we proceeded to take up where we'd just left off.
Thankfully the lot didn't have a lot of cars remaining in it, nor especially any that were parked too closely away from us. No one else ventured down to the garage while we sat there, joyfully, pleasurably fucking away like crazy there in the back seat.
As we fucked, I touched and frigged her clit, which she enjoyed my doing, likewise continuing to fondle and play with her enormous breasts. She began humping, fucking me fast and furiously, the obvious signs of her impending climax just beginning. She began tossing her head wildly from side to side, humping me almost spastically, then climaxed, somehow managing to force herself from screaming out as she did. I had nearly cum with her, somehow managing to regain control just before I did, and just before she slipped off of me, sitting beside me now still trying to collect herself.
"I want to taste you now," she said lustily. "I want to taste your prick with my juices still coating it."
I hated to admit it even to myself, but it had been a long time since I'd even had or been given a blowjob. As Lucille placed her warm teasing mouth over the head of my prick, I knew immediately that it wouldn't last very long. I'd been too close as it was while fucking her, and now the exquisite sensation of her lips milking me renewed that inevitable pleasure.
"Fuck Lucille, I'm sorry...but,"
She never let me finish the thought, her mouth and head suddenly working me in furious abandon, coaxing the eruption of my spunk, which immediately occurred as I began filling her mouth with my semen. Each skyrocketing jettison of my spunk inside her mouth sent me to even greater heights of ecstasy and pleasure as she consumed me, gulping down the nectar that her hands and lips continued pumping out of me.
#
As was usually the case, the week dragged by slowly, though we continued on with our naughty notes back and forth to one another throughout the day, which helped pass the time and the monotony of an otherwise boring work day. I was of course once again looking forward to bowling night, but just before leaving to drive there, Lucille popped into my office quite unexpectedly.
"I needed to let you know before we got there," she said obvious disappointment already showing in her eyes. "I won't be able to stay tonight, not for long anyway, perhaps just a few minutes."
She didn't need to go into any further explanations, we both understood that. I was obviously disappointed myself, but it was a fact of life for us.
"Meet me down by the car afterwards?" she asked hopefully.
"I'll be there."
Luckily, we actually finished bowling fifteen minutes ahead of schedule. "I'll meet you downstairs," she said quickly walking off to replace her bowling ball, and then heading for the restrooms. I'd already informed the others on our team that I needed to make it an early night myself, and then headed down into the garage to wait for her. Glad to see no one else was down there, I stood cautiously between our cars waiting for her. When she appeared at the bottom of the steps, I was surprised to see she had changed clothes once again, now wearing an all too familiar sweater and skirt. Passing by where I stood, she immediately walked around her car over to the passenger side next to the cement wall beckoning me to follow her, which I did.
"Fuck me."
"Here?"
"Yes here, right now," she stated, then lifted her sweater up and over her breasts, revealing to me as she did that she had removed her bra. I fumbled quickly with my zipper, removing my rapidly swelling prick, and quickly discovered that she had likewise removed her panties. Standing behind her, she leaned over the hood of her car somewhat, and I slipped inside of her wet silky cunt. Watchful and nervously cautious of our surroundings, and equally grateful that I had not even spotted the other woman's car from the previous week, I stood there slowly fucking myself in and out of that heavenly quim, feeling her magnificent breasts with my hands as she fucked back in unison against me.
"Hurry...fill me," she pleaded.
"But..."
"No, don't worry about me. Just fill my cunt with your juice."
Moments later I was doing just that, spending myself deeply inside her. Lucille quickly stepped into her panties, which she'd placed just inside her handbag, kissing me quickly and once again apologizing to me for the hurried departure.
"I'll explain it all tomorrow," she said huskily, then immediately got inside her car and drove away.
I was anxious to hear from her the following day, and soon after her arrival to work, she passed by my office once again slipping me a hand written note.
"Sorry for last night," she began. "But my husband's parents are in town and he 'required' that I be there to entertain them. I almost wasn't able to even go bowling, but explained that I had to as there hadn't been time enough to locate a substitute, and I wasn't about to let my team down. Anyway, I thought you might get a kick out of knowing that I did indeed entertain his family, cooking dinner, eating, and sitting around chatting with them afterwards, all the while knowing that I could feel your cum dripping out of my pussy, soiling the very panties I had put back on. All I could think about was how you fucked me while we stood there in the parking lot together, and how wicked it felt to know that I still had your cum in me while doing all that."
Reading her letter gave me an idea, and I wrote back.
"I assume you're wearing panties today too. So, if you are, bring them to me today before lunch."
Shortly before noon, she did, handing me an interoffice envelope, which by the feel, told me immediately what was inside. She looked over towards me curiously, but then left my office without saying anything. Once again I waited until most everyone was gone, and then stood locking my door. Opening the drawer where I'd put the envelope, I removed her panties from the folder, unzipped my fly and began jerking myself off. When I came, I placed her silk-feeling panties over my prick, shooting my juice into them, then refolded them and placed them back inside the envelope.
She was obviously expecting me as she'd remained in her own office during lunch. I returned the envelope to her and smiled, and quickly headed back to my own office. Less than a half an hour later, she came back, once again handing me the same envelope along with a short note.
"I just finished using these to masturbate in the bathroom with," she explained. "If and when you think you can, fill them again and bring them back to me."
Though the lunch hour was nearly over, and though I had indeed just jacked off a load for her a short time ago, with the thought of what she had done, and would soon do again, I managed to produce another though much smaller load, spilling myself once again into her now very messy sticky panties, and stuffed them back inside the envelope, returning it to her. She seemed pleasantly surprised by this, accepting my gift, and immediately stood once again heading off in the direction of the restrooms.
#
The following day she was waiting for me when I came into work. Not many others had arrived as yet, so it was safe talking to her.
"Brad? I want to buy a vibrator, but I don't know where to go to get one...do you?"
I did. There was in fact one of those adult novelty stores not more than ten minutes away from the office. We decided to go there during lunch together. We'd gone out to lunch together before, so doing so again wouldn't look or appear abnormal if anyone even bothered to notice that we had, especially as we hadn't done it very often.
She was obviously nervous when we pulled around back behind the store. Somewhat worried that we might be seen going in, we quickly did so, relieved that we didn't bump into anyone else that we knew.
"Shit, I had no idea there were so many to choose from!" she stated as we walked into the back of the store where they kept all the really naughty stuff. I laughed as she browsed through a few of the toys, wondering how people could even use some of them.
"Maybe we should just get you something simple for starters," I advised her, which she seemed more than willing to go along with.
We picked out a fairly standard, though flexible realistic looking cock vibrator, and I again laughed as she blushed while we stood in front of the clerk making our purchase. She smiled at us knowingly, rang us up and told us to "have a nice day," along with a suggestive wink. In addition to the vibrator itself, I had also purchased some new batteries to go along with it. Sliding back into the car, she immediately opened the package, putting in the batteries, and turned it on. It seemed to come alive in her hand with a steady all too familiar humming sound.
"Haven't you ever used one of these before?" I asked her.
"Are you kidding? Me?" she laughed seriously. "No...never! And this certainly isn't anything my husband would care for me to be using either," she added with a distinct sense of displeasure in her tone of voice.
And as she most often did and wore to work, Lucille then quickly glanced around the small enclosed parking area. There were only two other cars, and we immediately figured they belonged to the people who worked inside as there was more than enough parking spots in front of the store that people could easily and quickly use.
"Keep an eye out," she told me. "I want to see how this feels."
Turning sideways on the seat so I could watch for any additional cars coming into the lot, Lucille placed the still vibrating toy against her clit, through the material of the panties she was wearing.
"Holy shit!" she exclaimed a second or two after that. "I think I could come rather quickly this way," she informed me.
"Then why don't you?" I told her.
She grinned. "Let me watch you while I'm doing it then," she challenged me back. So far we hadn't seen anyone else pull in, and during this time of day, the prospect of doing so wasn't very likely. I immediately unzipped my fly, removing my already hard stiff cock and began stroking it for her while she watched, and while she then slipped her panties off to one side, and slowly eased the vibrating fuck toy inside herself.
Once again like an unprepared kid, I informed her I had no place to shoot my spunk safely without making a big mess. Without any hesitation she quickly slipped her panties down her legs handing them to me.
"Seems we're making a habit of this lately," I grinned taking them from her.
"Yeah, I've got quite a collection of cum-filled panties waiting to be washed," she teased back.
Then we sat back watching one another masturbating ourselves, seeing the look of pure pleasure on her face as she experimented with the new-found toy, my hand slipping and sliding over the head of my pre-lubricating prick as the juices of my own arousal poured out in wanton expectation.
She was soon climaxing gloriously on her new toy as I covered the head of my prick with her panties and began soiling them with my semen. Handing them back to her afterwards, she grinned stuffing them back inside of her purse along with her new toy as we headed back to the office.
#
When bowling night finally arrived once again, we were both about as horny as we'd ever been. After another week of naughty/dirty notes telling one another how we masturbated ourselves at night, what we thought about etc, we were both at fever pitch after reaching her car down in the garage. We had again climbed into the back seat, but I had already told her in no uncertain terms that I wanted very much to go down on her again. She was obviously delighted by this, though surprising me when she sat on the top of the front seat with her legs to either side of me in back. Positioned as she was, she was the perfect height for me to lean forward and begin tonguing her, and though she was sitting this way, and somewhat exposed, we still had the advantage of my car blocking anyone from seeing us, and hopefully the advanced warning of footsteps or conversation should anyone come down into the garage.
Without any rush to be home tonight either, I took my time with her, enjoying the taste and flavor of her exposed cunt, delighting myself in pulling her rather long labia, stretching the folds and fingering her simultaneously while flicking her tender little clit with my tongue. She came twice, surprising us both as she humped herself against my face almost immediately after climaxing the first time until she had quickly done so again, and then, just as quickly, slipping down to slide over my lap, capturing my prick inside that wet, sloshy passage.
I was two seconds away from shooting my spunk inside her when we heard footsteps, and frighteningly enough, hearing them almost too close to allow us to hide without being seen. Seeing movement far too closely away from us for comfort, Lucille merely toppled sideways taking me with her as we dove into the backseat of her car. We lay there listening for long moments, hearing the sound of a door opening, closing, then the car finally driving away.



"Do you think that they saw us?" Lucille asked worriedly.
"No, I don't think so," I said hopefully, though in truth, I really didn't know for sure.
It was evident that the closeness of the call bothered her, so we quickly dressed even though I had failed to climax, though seeing her fear, it was the last thing on my mind. This time I left first, doing so in the event there was anyone we knew who might be watching, but I saw no one as I left the lot and slowly drove down the street towards home, looking back in my rearview mirror just before turning to see Lucille's car leaving the lot, heading off in the opposite direction.
I didn't worry about it until the following day at work when one of the guys we bowled with stopped by my office.
"Hey, wasn't that your car down in the garage?" he asked me pointedly. "Didn't see you in the bar anywhere though," he added.
I knew without any doubt that he knew it was my car, and that it had obviously been sitting there for a while with me no where to be found.
"Probably...dead battery," I explained. "Had to call and get a ride home," I said lamely.
"Don't you have any jumper cables?"
I did. "No, been meaning to pick some up, planning on doing that today, along with getting a new battery." I added weakly.
"Should have come and got me," he continued. "Had a pair of them in my car."
"Yeah, well I didn't really think of that, and was no big deal anyway."
Mike left shortly after that, but our talk left me nervously worried. At least he hadn't mentioned anything about seeing Lucille's car parked next to mine, so hopefully he didn't know whose it was in the first place, nor had seen either of us suddenly ducking down into the back seat. I quickly scribbled a note off to Lucille however, explaining everything that had happened and gave it to her along with a troubled look. She read it even before I had left her office.
"Meet me after work," she said simply.
I knew where she meant without having to ask. We had done so a couple of times, just quick last minute note exchanges or quick little chats before heading off to home. I pulled into the park, which was a short distance away from the office and waited for her. Minutes after arriving, she did pulling in next to me, and then quickly got out of her car slipping into mine.
"Maybe we'd better cool it for a couple of times," she suggested. "As much as I hate to admit this Brad, if either one of us gets caught, we would both be in a shit lot full of trouble."
She was certainly right about that, we both would, not only in our respective relationships, but at work as well.
"O.K.," I agreed reluctantly, "maybe we should."
I made a point of staying in the bar with the guys after bowling the following week. Lucille went home immediately after bowling with obvious sadness in her face just before doing so, and as much as I hated seeing that, I felt better and somewhat relieved sitting there with the guys having a couple of beers before heading off myself.
Even our playful naughty notes seemed to taper off the week after, though we still discussed and shared our desires for one another, there seemed to be a hesitant cautionary underlying tone to them even doing this. We had but a few weeks bowling left remaining to us as well, and we both knew what that meant. Soon, neither one of us would have a reason to be staying after work on Wednesday evenings, and unless we came up with some other idea or justification for doing so, our time together was quickly drawing to an end as well.
We had one last encounter down in the garage before bowling season ended. But even that was far less than satisfactory for either one of us. Lucille needed/wanted to suck me off, which she did, and which felt marvelous, but she'd refused to allow me to reciprocate in any way shape or form, not even allowing herself to undress even partially so that I might do so. It was quick as well...too quick, and she immediately headed off home afterwards.
As it was a main Holiday weekend ahead of us, I had long ago scheduled to be off that Thursday through Monday before returning into work. Tuesday morning as I walked by her office, I nearly tripped over myself when I did. Alarmed, I headed quickly to my own office and saw the yellow sticky note pasted on the side of my computer. CYD was all it said, which was another secret code of ours for "Check your Drawer".
Far in the back behind all my normal work files, I found the special folder we'd both been using and keeping to pass along notes and correspondence when one or the other of us wasn't around. Opening it I found a thick heavy envelope waiting for me. Inside was the very first pair of panties she'd ever used on me to catch my spunk with.
"Brad, I'm so terribly sorry to do this, this way," she began. "But after everything we'd had and shared together, it's made me realize just how unhappy I truly am. But it also made me realize that I can't jeopardize either one of us, family wise, or job wise for a few brief fleeting moments of joy and pleasure. I'm leaving my husband, which is the first thing I've been needing to do. I am going to California to stay with my brother and his wife until I can figure things out, and figure out what I want to do with my life after this. I'm sorry that I am telling you this way, but I know I couldn't have faced you directly without loosing it, and making everyone suspicious in the process. I'll be fine, as I know you will. But it is truly best for each of us that I do this, this way. I hope you will keep these as a token of my love and fondest memories of you. Love, Lucille."
It was the last time I ever heard or thought of her again, until today. I am sitting here now outside on a Sunday morning reading the paper. I didn't even really recognize her photo initially, nor the name listed as she'd obviously changed the last name I had known her by. But I now knew looking at her photo, I knew it was her.
Twenty years now and I still have that pair of panties she once gave me. They're tucked away somewhere up on the shelf in my closet now. I think I'll go find them, and spend some time remembering with fondness a very special lady.
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Each of us has our own stories. This one is mine.
*
I'd been dating the same girl since my early days in Junior High. Theresa was a sultry looking woman even then. As the years passed, through High School, on through graduation, we began to consider the possibilities of marriage. Unlike many of our peers, we'd actually both remained virgins during all this time. It was our intent to "save it" for the wedding night as Theresa had once told me during a particularly heated evening together when we had both gotten a little too close in "going all the way" as it was referred to back then.
Obviously we had graduated to various forms of intimacy prior to this point with Theresa over the course of time giving in to my promptings and urgings one small step at a time. Which was exciting in and of itself, as these were small little advances over a fairly long period.
Theresa had a beautiful olive complexion. Considered 'short' at just an inch under five feet, she had long dark beautiful hair that cascaded well past the round curvature of her ass. She also had large full breasts, having been full figured for about as long as I can remember, which had been one of the reasons admittedly I'd been attracted to her.
It was during our final year of high school just before graduation that Theresa's mother and father divorced. I'd always respectfully called Theresa's mother Mrs. Ortega prior to this time, but was frankly at a loss as to what to call her shortly after their divorce was final. As was most often the case I was over at Theresa's on a Friday night as we were wont to do, anxious for Anita, Theresa's mother to go to work so we could 'watch' TV, though we usually ended up fooling around on the couch, or in some rare instances, her bedroom. It was this particular night that my relationship became far less formal than it had been with her mother.
Since we were both already eighteen, each of us had a bit more leeway and freedom than even some of our other friends had, which included my being there even though we'd be left home alone together.
"Ricky, please call me Anita." She'd said. Anita was the only person who ever called me that. Even Theresa called me Rick, unless she was mad at me for one reason or another, calling me far worse names. But Anita's favorite show was 'I Love Lucy' and because of that, she always referred to me as "Ricky" though I was glad she didn't include "Little" when she said it.
Theresa was the spitting image of her mother, though Anita didn't have as long as hair as her daughter did, she still wore it just reaching the shoulders. It was obvious where Theresa got her incredible breasts from, as Anita's were just as large and full, though I had never seen them of course. Taller than Theresa by a few inches perhaps, she easily could have passed for her older sister rather than her mother, which she always seemed to get a kick out of doing whenever they'd gone out shopping together.
Anita was in a particularly interesting mood that night as she finished preparing to head off to work. "Your brother should be home in about an hour." She informed us. "Or possibly even sooner..." She added giving us a look that implied all sorts of things. "So I guess you two can't get into too much mischief before then." Heading off towards her bedroom to finish getting ready, Theresa and I looked at one another, surprise etched in her face as much as it must have appeared to be in mine.
"Do you think she suspects anything?" I asked.
"Well, a few month's ago mom asked me if I was still a virgin, I told her we both were."
"You're kidding!" I exclaimed somewhat alarmed.
"Actually I think it put her mind at ease a little about leaving us alone together as often has she has, though she still prefers it if someone else is here of course, but I told her we were saving it for when and if we decided to get married."
I sat there with mixed emotions. Nervous to some extent that Theresa and her mother had even had this conversation. But I was also a little surprised to find the fact she'd actually talked to her about it at all...finding that to be more than just a little stimulating.
One thing Theresa enjoyed doing was taking chances. Not really big ones mind you, but things that were a little risky and slightly dangerous. She'd no sooner finished telling me about the conversation she'd had with her mother when she suddenly pulled the sweater she was wearing up and over her breast, pulling up the cup of her bra in the process flashing her boob at me. With her mother in the next room, the likelihood of her appearing at any moment, it made the quick simple flash naughty as well as exciting. Theresa loved teasing me anyway, especially when she knew I couldn't say or do anything about it. Seconds later her mother came out of the room preparing to leave for work. Theresa barely got her sweater back over her breast as Anita came walking back into the room. I wasn't even sure she'd managed to pull the cup back over her boob, but at least her breast was covered when her mother had entered.
"Ok, well...I'm off to work, should be home around one or so," she said. Anita worked as a waitress at one of the local bars. One of the things I admittedly found exciting, though keeping it to myself was the low-cut blouses she wore as apart of her "uniform", along with a skirt though it wasn't actually short, was slit up fairly high on one side revealing a goodly amount of thigh encased in black fishnet stockings.
Anita gave Theresa a hug and a kiss before leaving, and for a moment I thought she was actually going to give me one though she didn't. She did wink at me however, and as Theresa had just shared the news with me that her mother knew "something" about our relationship, it made me more than just a little sensitive to that knowledge, especially when she included the wink just before leaving. Needless to say, I was very anxious to ask Theresa what else they had talked about the moment her mother had left.
Wanting to give Anita plenty of time in the event she forgot something, unexpectedly returning, I waited patiently for a few minutes before asking Theresa what else they'd discussed. Theresa had also taken that time to head into her bedroom where she removed the bra, though keeping her sweater on. I already knew beforehand that we'd be enjoying another session of "lick the titty's" which I always looked forward to anyway, as did she. But knowing her brother would be home before too long, it was about all we could look forward to doing in the short amount of time that we actually had.
"Theresa? What else did you tell your mother?" I asked curiously. She laughed, finding it funny that I appeared to be as nervous about what they'd talked about as I was.
"Just things," she said trying to beg off from telling me.
"What things?" I now pressed, more curious than ever. Which Theresa used as simply another tool to torture me with, as she simultaneously lifted her sweater giving me a good view of those marvelous full breasts of hers.
"Do you want to talk? Or play with these?" She asked, holding her sweater above her bare boobs.
As we both new her older brother Michael could be home anytime now, I opted for some breast fondling and nipple sucking instead.
Though Michael and I got along ok, he was particularly protective of his sister, watching us like a hawk whenever he was around. He had told me early on in our relationship when things started to finally 'look' serious, that if I ever "touched" his sister...meaning intercourse with her, he'd punch my lights out. I found that to be quite ironic, as he had had quite the reputation himself back in high school. But then double standards seemed to be more in vogue back then than they are today.
As I've already mentioned, Theresa had large boobs. About the only way to describe them accurately is to say they had a 'tear-drop' shape to them with incredibly large dark areola's capping each one. I particularly loved the way they looked whenever I managed to convince her to lie down on her back, a position she personally hated. Her breasts were so large, they appeared to melt off of her chest like hot wax, and though she hated the way they looked when they did that, I for one loved it.
Theresa leaned back upon the firm cushions of the couch. She really must have been horny, her breasts spreading flatter against her chest as she did, knowing how much I enjoyed seeing that, though she still managed to cup them with her hands before they had completely flattened, which she did in offering them to me to come play with.
I put my questions for her aside and dove into the sea of tit flesh that awaited me. I still had several unanswered questions to ask, but at the moment, two hard pointed twin hills were beckoning to me.
As we'd both feared, twenty minutes later the sound of her brother's souped-up Chevy pulling into the drive alerted us that our sexual escapades were pretty much over for the evening. Especially when it became obvious that his buddies were with him, something Theresa hated as much as I did as they were always hitting on her, regardless if I was around or not. Immediately we retreated to the backyard where we'd at least have some measure of privacy, especially after the sun went down. The best part for me of course, was it allowed me to once again bring the 'subject' of what she and her mother had discussed together.
"So...what exactly did you tell her about us?" I asked.
"Well, like I said, I told her we were both still virgins and that we were planning on staying that way." She said it looking at me with an assuring stare that said she meant to keep it that way too.
"What else?"
"She asked if I'd let you feel me up."
"She did? What did you tell her?"
"That you had."
"You told her that?" I said incredulously. "Yeah," she said drawing the word out, immediately alerting me to the fact there was still more.
"What else did you tell her?"
Theresa knew this was just the sort of teasing chat she enjoyed torturing me with. "She asked if we'd done anything more than that."
"What did you say?"
"I told her the truth, that we'd touched one another intimately."
"You actually used the word intimately?"
"What'd you expect me to say? That I'd jerked you off while you finger-fucked me? So yeah, I said intimately, but she knew what I was telling her."
"Holy shit!" I whistled softly. "Did she freak out or anything?"
"No, all she said was that if I ever wanted to talk to her about it, or wasn't sure of anything, all I had to do was come to her. Mom made it very clear to me that she didn't want there to be anything uncomfortable between us in my asking, and that I was free to talk to her about it anytime."
"Wow," I said breathing only slightly easier. "I'm surprised she didn't want to have a chat with me too!"
Theresa laughed, "Actually...she said that one day she just might do that. I think she was only kidding though, but you know mother, she could do it just to freak us both out."
We played a little touchy-feely after that for a while until her brother discovered where we were, then he and his friends came out back annoying us both until I finally figured it was time to leave.
#
Theresa also worked as a waitress, though she worked at a café-coffee shop. She worked the afternoon to early evening shift however, which still left us most of the evenings over the weekend. We'd both been looking forward to this particular Saturday evening for quite a while now. My parents had a dinner party they were planning on attending which would leave us free to enjoy a nice quiet evening together at my place... undisturbed. Being an only child did have its advantages from time to time. The only minor concern we had, the place they were having dinner was only two doors down from where we lived. Still, it afforded us an opportunistic window that neither one of us was willing to pass up. Again, Theresa always got a little wilder if there was an element of danger or excitement involved. This particular situation certainly had enough of that with the possibility of their arriving home unexpectedly, catching us in the act.
I waited until they'd been gone for about a half an hour, then drove to her place and picked her up. Theresa lived less than two blocks away, so it was a quick five-minute drive there and back. We immediately headed into my bedroom, with the anticipation of this being a very special night for both of us. I had been hoarding candles, incense, even buying her a dozen roses just for the occasion. Within minutes of arriving, Theresa had gone into the bathroom, putting on a very sexy, very revealing nightgown she had purchased for this particular night as well. And although we would not be engaging in sexual intercourse, we had been discussing "oral" sex now for several weeks. Tonight was the night we'd decided to explore this particular little aspect together.
I was already in bed, naked, waiting for her when she came out of the bathroom. She was beautiful! The fact she was wearing the sexiest outfit I'd ever seen her wear before probably had a lot to do with it. But regardless of that, when she walked into my bedroom with that white "teddy" nightgown on, my cock immediately sprang to life with anticipation of things to come.
"Oh baby, you look beautiful!" I told her meaning it. And she did. The fabric was shear, just allowing a peek at the softness and curve of her flesh hiding beneath it, the darkness of her chocolate colored nipples really standing out in stark contrast to the white sheer fabric barely concealing them as she stood before me.
"I sorta had an idea you'd really like this one," she stated, and then came over lifting the covers and jumping into bed next to me.
Though we had on some few occasions played with one another, they had all been mostly under the cover of darkness, either in her back yard, at the drive-in, or just sitting in my car in front of her house. Neither one of us had actually up until this very moment, gotten a clear and unobstructed view of one another in real light before now. As Theresa lifted the cover, she saw the firmness of my erection, and I watched as her eyes actually widened before placing her hand, wrapping it around me, stroking it all the while laying there actually looking at me.
I immediately began touching her breasts as they were so conveniently available the way we were laying, even though I did so through the thin fine material of her nightgown.
"Nice," I moaned pleasurably, feeling her hard little nipples stiffening at my touch. "That feels good," I added as her soft hands continued to fondle and playfully stroke my cock without serious intention.
"Yes it does," she replied as I gingerly continued to trace the outline of her full breasts and nipples through the thin fabric, though at the moment I was in want and need of touching her elsewhere too.
We were both probably more excited than either of us had been before too, we'd already agreed that this night would be special enough, having decided to take things to the next level, as we'd indicated to one another with the dozen roses I'd given her, and the damn sexy nightgown she'd put on for me.
"Rick?"
"Yeah?" I moaned almost dream-like.
"Just remember, we've promised each other not to take it any further than this," she stated, though the "this" hadn't quite happened yet.
"I know," I said simply, only half meaning it.
"I mean it," she said again, "promise me."
At the moment, with my hard stiff cock in her hand, I would have promised her anything. "O.K., promise!"
A moment after that, I pushed her down onto her back and began untying the dainty little bows that held her top together. Soon I had more fully exposed her breasts, and secretly sat there enjoying the way they looked as she lay on her back, running my finger over and round her nipples, then down and beneath the hard firm curvature of each.
"Are all men like you?" she asked somewhat teasingly.
"What do you mean?"
"Tits, what is it about tits that arouses you so much anyway?"
"Do you really have to ask that?" I questioned. "Hell, I don't know...they just do! Especially yours!" She sat up in bed then forcing me back to some extent.
"What do you mean? Especially mine! Who else's boobs have you been looking at anyway?"
"No ones!" I said defensively, though I figured those in a few of the men's magazines my father had didn't count.
"Oh, so you haven't looked at any other woman's breasts and wondered what they looked like huh?"
"I didn't say that," I said honestly, then wondering if I should have admitted that after saying it.
"Oh? Whose?" She pressed.
"Well, your mothers for one."
"My mothers?"
"Well MY mother's too!" I added to that, making things even worse.
"Your mothers?"
"Boobs are boobs," I said defensively, adding to the hole I was digging myself into.
"I'll remember that," she said reaching down, closing her gown.
"Shit...fuck!"
She laughed, allowing her gown to open again.
"So...you've wondered what my mother's boobs look like huh? Not to mention your own mothers."
I didn't tell her I'd actually seen my own mother's breasts on several occasions, mostly by accident especially as I'd gotten older.
"Listen, its just a natural curiosity is all," I tried explaining to her. "Anita's got breasts nearly the same size as yours, so it's like wondering what yours will look like when you're her age is all."
"Bet you would like to see them if you could wouldn't you?"
I didn't answer that, I wasn't about to and leaned forward kissing her instead. That at least got us off the subject, especially when I slowly began making my way down to her breasts, kissing them, and sucking them for a considerable amount of time until her breathing told me she was becoming very, very aroused.
I made my way slowly downwards from there, kissing her tummy, gently flicking my tongue around in her naval. Theresa responded to that, realizing as I did that what I would soon be doing to her elsewhere.
But to be honest, I was sailing into uncharted waters here myself. All the information I'd been given had come from an older brother of a friend of mine. He had given me a few basic pointers is about all, telling me that doing this to a woman was a sure-fire way to get her to fuck. That really wasn't my primary objective here, but it had made me curious that if it was that good, or felt that good...then hell maybe. And so much for the promise I'd made. But that still remained to be seen at the moment.
Theresa was also wearing a matching pair of panties too of course, nearly as sheer as the top so I could see the tiny little patch of fine dark pubic hair that lay beneath the surface as I moved down towards her there. Nervous as I was, and as she was, I simply kissed her there, trying to work out the details as I did that, but she moaned softly nevertheless, so I continued doing just that for a bit longer. They were in fact, simple kisses, kissing her pussy through her panties, but it seemed to be having some sort of an effect on her, so I continued, though I now began to actually lick her through the material with my tongue. In doing that, I made her crotch wet from the outside, but she was likewise making it wet from the inside, and I could literally taste her and smell her while doing so. I began to press my tongue into her more forcefully until she solved the dilemma I'd been struggling with for me. The next thing I knew, she had drawn her feet up towards herself, lifted her ass, and in one fluid motion had yanked down her own panties flinging them half-way across the room. Settling back once again, I now looked down directly at her, truly and honestly seeing her exposed pussy in all its splendid glory for really the very first time.
Even then, I wasn't sure where or how to begin, so I did the first thing I was a bit more comfortable with, and slipped one finger inside of her, though I'd actually never witnessed myself doing this before. She once again moaned, letting me know as she did so that she liked it, that it felt good, which is when I then snuggled back down between her legs and got serious about really licking her this time, which I proceeded to do.



"Ohh," she moaned loudly the moment my tongue actually touched her exposed flesh. Seeing it this close and personal, I was also fascinated by what I found there, her hard pink clit protruding so delicately from beneath the hooded little sheath that normally covered it, her tiny "clit-skin" I would later call it. I began to lap at it lightly, not sure what to expect or discover as I was doing this, but it had been the one remembered piece of information and instruction I'd been given.
"Just go slowly at first, she'll let you know when she's ready for you to speed things up."
I did that until my tongue got tired, then I gave it a rest by slowly moving it downwards through her wet moist slit, something she seemed to enjoy almost as well, stabbing it inside her a little, though to be honest, I thought she might consider that a 'no-no', but she didn't. I soon went back to twiddling her clitty with my tongue, and then heard her speak for the first time since I'd begun doing this to her.
"Faster...harder," she breathed.
It was like music to my ears, and I did exactly that, listening to her as she began instructing me, telling me what she liked, how she liked it.
"Now...slower, softer, just like that, oh yeah, right there! Right there! Just like that!"
For someone who had never eaten pussy before, she was stroking my ego big time, and soon I hoped would be stroking something else with her mouth, so I had every intention of doing this the best way I knew how to do, and if that meant doing it whichever, and however way she wanted me to do it, I was all for it!
"Oh Ricky! Baby!" she cried out suddenly, and then she was thrashing beneath me like a Banshee!
I know that in all the time we had been together, she had only come twice. The first time we'd been out in her back yard lying on a blanket on the grass. It was one of those really rare times when we knew we'd be alone and totally undisturbed. She'd allowed me to get her down to nothing more than her panties, though no further than that. And I had rubbed her crotch with my hand, though never allowed to actually put it directly upon her let alone inside. Likewise, I too was in my shorts, and eventually ended up on top of her, which she'd also surprisingly allowed me to do. We had as it was then called, and maybe still is, "dry-humped" one another for what seemed like an eternity. She had indeed climaxed then too, though I think when she did, it surprised her that she had, no more than it had surprised me, triggering my own wet messy climax that I pumped off inside my own shorts. The second time she came had been at the drive-in, I'd been slow fingering her for most of the night, happy and content to do so, not realizing perhaps that the continued stimulation had really gotten her aroused to the boiling point. The next thing I knew she was grinding herself against my hand as I rubbed her there between her legs, not even sure then of what I was doing, but the next thing I know, she was cumming like crazy, bouncing around on the seat of my car much as she had on the blanket, and as she was beginning to do now as I continued licking her, then for lack of anything better to do, suddenly sucking her clit inside my mouth. It was when I did that, that she came.
"Oh my God!" she screamed, which she'd never done before, though perhaps she'd purposely been more cautious and refrained in both of the previous two places. And she sure as hell bounced around and thrashed a hell of a lot more too.
Shortly after that I peeled her like a banana, enjoying the delicious sensation of seeing so much flesh exposed at one time. We had never been, or seen one another entirely nude before now. I had of course been permitted to finger her on occasion, but it had always been with her panties on at least, the few glimpses of her pussy, the soft mat of pubic hair surrounding it had been more of a hand sensory sensation rather than a visual one.
My cock was so hard and stiff that I was finding it actually uncomfortable to be lying atop of the bed the way that I was. In addition to that, I was leaking like a sieve, leaving "pre-fuck" juice all over the sheets as I continued licking and sucking Theresa's wonderfully wet and extremely juicy pussy.
We'd perhaps been in my bedroom for a little under an hour when our worst nightmare actually happened. With my face buried deeply between her legs, I suddenly felt Theresa frantically scrambling beneath me. By the way she was acting, I considered briefly that maybe she was actually having an orgasm. Even the almost nonsensical sounds coming from her seemed to indicate that something was happening, and it was. I just hadn't discovered it for myself yet.
"What are you two doing?" I heard my father saying.
As fate would have it of course, the neighbors had brought up the idea of playing Pinochle after dinner was over. As there were a few minutes remaining before everything was ready to eat, my father decided to dash home and grab the Pinochle cards. We hadn't heard him enter the house, too busy and too absorbed in our pleasures to have heard even the slightest sound. Finding the door to my bedroom closed wasn't out of the norm, finding Theresa's clothing in the bathroom was. Upon discovering that, he knew immediately what the two of us were doing, though I doubted he expected to find his son with his face buried inside his girlfriend's pussy at the time.
I scrambled up from between her legs as quickly as I could, but by this time, dad had moved over to stand at the side of the bed looking down at both of us. Theresa had crossed her hands over her breasts trying to cover herself, but as I sat up revealing her pussy to his view, she immediately reached down struggling to pull up the sheet we were both still tangled in, which is when my father began laughing.
"It's probably a damn good thing it was me and not your mother that came home to get the cards," he stated. Theresa was staring at him with her mouth open; I was sitting on the edge of my bed, hands in my lap trying desperately to cover my rapidly dwindling erection.
Dad reached down taking Theresa's hand and indicated for her to stand up. I briefly thought he was going to personally escort her out of the bedroom, if not out of the house for that matter, but he simply stood her up, used his hand on hers to 'twirl' her around, patting her ass in the process.
"Very nice," he said, adding, "...just make sure the two of you are done here by ten. Oh...and make sure you don't leave anything behind to indicate to your mother what's been going on here either."
He left shortly after that heading back to the dinner party, leaving Theresa and I both speechless and somewhat in a state of shock. Theresa was too embarrassed to stay of course, which didn't surprise me. But she was also angry with me on top of that, primarily for what my father had done, which I thought was pretty fucking cool after I'd had time to think about it. She on the other hand didn't see it that way, remaining angry for several days afterwards.
We had barely heard the back door closing when Theresa was already dashing towards the bathroom to dress and head for home. Try as I might to comfort and console her, there was no use for it that night, nor would she allow me to take her home either. I was actually worried that because of what had happened, she would either break up with me, or at the very least, never again allow us to get even close to what we had been so wonderfully enjoying together before that damn door had opened.
Thankfully by Thursday Theresa had calmed down and we actually discussed everything that had happened. My father never mentioned another word to me other than to say well out of earshot of my mother, "Nice piece of ass there son...just be careful. No sense getting her pregnant if you know what I mean."
It was interesting in a way, because of this little incident, my relationship with my father went to a whole new level after that. Suddenly he wasn't looking at me as some teenage kid anymore, though I am sure he thought we'd already been having sex for a long time. Little did he know, and I wasn't about to tell him either.
#
I arrived at her house later than normal in the evening. She had called to inform me she would be working a bit later than usual as they had lost one of their waitresses' so everyone was working longer shifts to compensate for it until they could hire someone. Her mother had already left for work long before I got there, with Michael out for the evening with his own girlfriend, which left Theresa and I along with her younger sister Carmen. The nice thing about Carmen was, she could be bribed or bargained with. In this case, she wanted the freedom to hang out with her friends well past her given curfew. I'm sure she knew why the two of us wanted to be alone, so giving into her simple demands was easy, provided she was home of course long before her mother got home from work.
It was that night that Theresa and I finally managed to complete what had been so rudely interrupted just a few short days ago.
Our relationship finally got back on track with everything seemingly headed towards the day we'd always dreamed of and discussed together. And though thing's had indeed finally settled down, Theresa informed me that she would never again go back to my place again unless it was with a hundred percent certainty that we wouldn't be caught. Not that I could blame her for that, but she never could understand that I'd thought my father had handled finding us together a whole lot better than I'd ever imagined he might.
It was several weeks later when as usual I headed over to her place to wait for her to get home from work. I arrived a bit early as I sometimes did, but as Anita and I were on far more friendly terms now, she immediately invited me in to wait for her.
I noticed Anita was wearing a long bathrobe and had just finished setting up the ironing board in the living room where she always ironed. The TV was on so I sat on the couch patiently waiting for Theresa to arrive home and watched it. Anita stood just off to my left, keeping one eye on the TV; I used my peripheral vision to watch her out of the corner of my eye. The reason for that being, the front of her robe wasn't tight, and as she occasionally bent or leaned over while she ironed, there was a good portion of the upper curvature of her breasts that peeked out. The fact that she was Theresa's mom didn't really come into play here, at least not in my mind at the time. The plain and simple truth was it was fun trying to peek at another woman's tits without getting caught. Nothing more than a game that's been played by men and women everywhere for years, all I was doing was following my own simple instincts.
"So...what plans do the two of you have for the evening?" She asked.
Her question provided me with the opportunity to turn, facing her directly. Watching her eyes, I knew when to look, and when not too. "Oh, not much, watch TV for a while I guess, go out and get something to eat later maybe."
Anita continued ironing, keeping her head down concentrating on what she was doing while still talking to me. This of course gave me the most opportunistic position of calmly sitting there watching the front of her bathrobe come close to seriously revealing a lot more of her breast that I could have dared to imagine.
"Ah huh..." she said, looking up nearly catching me staring at her chest, though I had anticipated that possibility, looking off to one side as though interested in how she was ironing and not how precariously close one of her boobs was to spilling out of the front of her robe.
"I've noticed the two of you seem to be getting a little more serious about things," she said emphasizing the word. That caught me off guard a little but I took the best possible defense against her statement by remaining silent and not replying to what she'd said, waiting for her to continue her thought and see just exactly where this was headed.
Just then the phone rang.
"Whew...saved by the bell!" I thought
Anita answered it, and within seconds I knew she was talking to Theresa. Moments later she hung up the phone and came back into the living room to finish her ironing.
"That was Theresa. She called to say she's still waiting for her replacement to come in. She told me to tell you to wait here for her and that she'll be home as soon as possible."
Anita quickly finished her ironing, folded the ironing board heading off into her bedroom without saying anything further to me about what she'd began saying. I will still curious as to what she'd meant of course, but also relieved that she'd decided not to press the question with me either. About the only thing I was actually disappointed about was no longer being able to play "peek-a-boob" with her, as I'd actually been enjoying that.
I heard her come out of her bedroom, heading down the hallway towards the bathroom. I knew she was about to take her shower as apart of her getting ready for work. Seconds later I heard the shower come on. I grinned inwardly, knowing that she was naked, enjoying that wicked little thought for a moment that she was just a short distance away, and then went back to watching TV, shutting those particular thoughts out of my mind. Until I heard the door open and the sudden increase of noise as the shower running became immediately louder.
"Ricky? Would you come here for a moment please?" I heard her call out to me.
I was surprised to hear her call me of course. But I immediately headed off down the hall towards the bathroom wondering what it was that she needed. I spotted her immediately; she stood behind the door with just her head poking out, hot mist already billowing through the crack in the door.
"Yes?" I asked her from several feet away. "You called me?" It was a rhetorical question obviously, but I was curious as to what she wanted or needed from me.
"I'm out of shampoo. Would you mind running back to the laundry room and getting me a fresh bottle?" She asked.
I turned in the hallway far short of ever reaching the door, heading back the other way. I quickly retrieved a new bottle of shampoo, heading back to the bathroom where I fully expected to find her standing there waiting for me to hand it to her. The door was closed however, so upon reaching it I knocked.
"Anita?" I called out. "Here's your shampoo."
"Would you bring it in to me please?" She answered through the closed door.
I hesitated. Beyond that door I knew that my girlfriend' mother was naked, most likely in the shower...but still.
"Ricky?" She called out to me again. I turned the doorknob, walking into a room full of steam. I had noticed before that they had one of those tub enclosures that had the distorted foggy kind of glass in it. I figured that although the outline of her standing in the shower would be visible, she would also be aware that I couldn't possibly really see anything and used that as my excuse for entering.
"Here it is," I offered, expecting her to open the sliding door slightly, her arm snaking through taking the bottle of shampoo from me. And it did, but it opened considerably wider than I was expecting it to. I had walked over to the side; saw the outline of her nude form as she stepped to meet me, the door sliding open. But as it did, I saw her fully nude standing there in the tub. Shakily, I handed her the bottle, nearly dropping it as I did so. There was no way she couldn't have known I had seen her, even if it was for perhaps less than a full second or so.
"Thank you," she said closing the shower stall door.
I turned preparing to leave about as quickly as my feet would carry me outside the room when she stopped me mid-stride.
"Ricky?"
"Yeah?"
"Sit down for a minute would you? We need to talk...and since I'm in a bit of a hurry maybe we can do that while I'm showering."
I was really confused, my heart beating wildly about a thousand times a minute, fearful of what she had to say, wanted to ask, bewildered to some degree that she wanted to do that with me sitting on the toilet, and her in the shower.
"I know Theresa's told you about our little conversation," she began. I remained silent however, my stomach still somewhere up around my throat nervously waiting to see where this was all heading. I glanced towards the shower stall; I could see only that she was continuing to wash herself, appearing to actually be shampooing her hair as she did so. And as she did, I was just barely able to make out the shape and outline of her breasts and body as she moved about inside the stall.
"She told me you were both still virgins," she paused waiting for an obvious response.
"Yes, we were," I said agreeing with her.
"Were?" Came her immediate response.
"Are! Are! We still are," I amended quickly, "We're saving it," I stumbled, everything suddenly sounding far worse than I had ever imagined. At that moment I heard Anita's soft sounding laugh.
"It's ok, relax Ricky. There really is a reason I'm asking you about it, and it's probably not the one you're worried or wondering about either."
Once again I remained silent, waiting for her to continue, nervously wringing my hands, once again looking towards the tub enclosure as Anita continued rinsing.
"Do you know why Theresa's father and I divorced?" She questioned.
"No. Theresa never mentioned the reason to me, only that you were really unhappy."
"That's true, but do you know why I was unhappy?"
"No." Though I had the feeling she was about to tell me.
"Well, it was for a variety of reasons, but mainly because we really didn't have much of a sex life."
"Anita? I'm not sure I should really be hearing this," I said standing up.
The shower stall slid halfway open, in shock I found myself staring at her completely nude form. "Sit down Rick," the affectionate "Ricky" having disappeared in the seriousness of her request and tone of voice.
I sat down, Anita partially closing the shower door as she continued speaking to me, though now I had periodic glimpses of her naked body as she began rinsing out her hair. And though I now knew I could actually chance a real look at her while she was doing this, I was still nervous as hell, even more so than what I had been.
"You need to hear this," she told me.
She turned, ducking her head beneath the spray of the shower, rinsing her hair. Leaning forward, her full breasts came immediately into view. They were every bit as big, and every bit as beautiful as Theresa's were, and I sat there staring at them for a moment until I saw she was looking at me.
"The reason I'm telling you this is because I don't want to see the same thing happening to my daughter, that happened with me, IF and when the two of you get married," she left off with the implication that we may very well not.
I was fidgeting like crazy sitting there on the toilet seat listening to her, once again risking a glance her way as she began soaping up one of her legs which she had placed on the edge of the tub.
"I understand there's a lot more to any relationship besides sex, BUT no matter how good everything else might be, if intimacy between two people isn't as good as it should be, then one or the other will go looking for it someplace else."
To be honest, I wasn't sure she was telling me that either she had gone looking, or that her husband had, or possibly even both. "Anita, I can assure you..."
"No, listen to what I have to say," she said interrupting me before I could continue. "And I need you to answer my questions truthfully," she added. "I know what your intentions are, and I think they're very admirable. And I honestly believe you might actually love my daughter, but even that isn't enough."
Anita had finished soaping and then rinsing her leg, now turning to place the other on the opposite side of the tub. In doing this, I could see the faint fuzzy dark patch of her pubic area a bit more closely through the hazed over glass of the shower stall. At least she had moved away from the small opening where she'd failed to close the door fully as she continued.



"When Theresa told me you were both virgins, I was surprised. Not that she was, and to be honest, I'd hoped that she still would be. But I was surprised when she told me that you were too. Is that honestly the truth? Are you? But before you answer that..." which I was just about to do, she went on. "I know this will surprise you when I tell you this, but I really had hoped you weren't."
She was right, her comment had surprised me. "Why?" I said simply.
"Why?" She asked repeating my question back to me, and then laughed as she did. "Because I think that a man needs to have some kind of experience, otherwise I don't believe he honestly knows how to meet and take care of the needs of his partner, that's why. I know that my saying that probably surprises you, but it's the truth, especially when one partner is completely innocent and without any real experience. It's like the blind leading the blind."
I still didn't know how to respond back to her about any of this. And worse, I still didn't really know where any of this was going yet either. I half wondered if she was telling me, trying to convince me to go out and have sex with another woman, just to gain a little experience prior to her daughter and I getting married.
"Rick?"
"Yeah?" I responded hesitantly.
"I'm going to ask you a personal question, but I'd really appreciate it if you'd be completely honest with me about it."
"O.K.," I just managed to breath.
"Just how familiar are the two of you with one another?" "Familiar?"
"Yes, I mean I know that the two of you have engaged in some pretty heavy petting, Theresa told me that much at least, but she wouldn't elaborate any further than that."
"Ah yeah, we have," I admitted openly without adding anything to that.
I heard the shower being turned off, and she stood for a moment pushing the excess water off herself with her hands.
"So all you've done is touch one another? Nothing else?"
Once again I hesitated.
"You've masturbated one another," she said a split second later.
"Well, yes."
"What about oral sex?"
Once again I paused, just as the shower door opened. "Hand me that towel over there would you please?"
I averted my eyes from her as she stood there in the tub, now fully revealed to me, grabbed the towel, handing it back to her as quickly as I could, my eyes turned down towards the floor.
"Well? Have you?"
"Ah, yeah...couple of times I guess," I said lamely.
Anita had finished drying herself off, re-hanging the towel instead of covering her nakedness with it. She simply stood there looking at me, totally unashamed at her nakedness.
"Did she suck you?" she asked point blank. I couldn't help but look up at her then, shocked that she would have asked me that on the one hand, but still in a state of shock that I was sitting there looking at her nude body on the other.
"Ah, yeah, well sort of," I said remembering, for in truth it never had been very long, and certainly never ending in my climaxing.
"I see," she grinned, "just as I thought. So even though it's perhaps been exciting, it really hasn't been all that pleasurable for you now has it?"
I realized that Anita was holding one of her own breasts, cupping it with her hand. Stupidly, I wondered briefly if she was simply giving herself an exam, but then she began slowly caressing one of her nipples with the tip of her finger.
"Well yeah, I mean it does feel good..." I was getting a bit flustered now, both by her questioning, but also by the fact she was standing here in front of me openly touching herself.
"Did you like it when you licked her? Did that excite you? Did it excite her?" she asked.
Anita had allowed one hand to slowly move down between her legs, she now openly parted them as she stood there, allowing her fingers to gingerly fondle herself, one disappearing momentarily inside before taking it, placing it within her own mouth and licking it off.
"Did you enjoy the way she tasted? Or did that turn you off?" she asked, repeating what she'd just done once again.
The fact that I was now actually staring to grow an erection didn't surprise me. The frank bold discussion we'd begun having had already gotten me a little aroused as it was, but now, sitting here actually watching my girlfriends mother touching herself the way she was doing, had short-circuited common sense and logic, had my hard prick had any to begin with.
"No, I loved licking her," I now said, feeling the arousal in my tone of voice taking over, a new found boldness of wanting to be as explicitly clear with her as she was now being with me. "I really do enjoy licking her pussy," I added, seeing the impact of having said that etched so clearly in her face as she automatically dropped her hand once again down between her legs. "And I love playing with her tits, sucking them too," I continued, feeling the heat rise in myself, watching the impact of my words upon Theresa's mother as I spoke them. "You have nice tits too," I told her. "They look a lot like Theresa's."
She actually blushed, once again cupping them both as though willing me to compare them to her daughter's youthfulness.
"Thank you," she smiled, "I'm glad you like them, it's been a while since I've even heard a man tell me he appreciates the way they look."
"Well they look beautiful," I said once again, meaning it. Perhaps not quite as uplifted as her daughters, but with both women having fairly large breasts, they would have never been called "perky" anyway. Anita's had a natural maturity to them that I found just as alluring as I had her daughters, her nipples perhaps a bit longer, thicker and fuller as they stood up and off her chest so invitingly.
"So when you and Theresa had your little talk, did you discuss the two of us having oral sex?" I asked.
She laughed at that. "We did, and I told her that it was important that if you did it for her, that she needed to do the same for you as well. Something my husband would never do for me."
"You mean he never?"
"No, never. And as much as I enjoyed doing it for him, it wasn't something he felt like he should ever have to do, or be required to do for me. So no...he never did."
"Wow," was all I could think of to say to that.
"My point exactly," Anita sighed. "Like I said, it's been a while, too long in fact," she added wistfully.
Her hand was once again down between her legs, teasing herself though I could see she was more lost in thought than actually realizing she was playing with herself so openly in front of me. Then she seemed to become aware that she was, looking at me.
"Does it arouse you to see me doing this?" she asked.
I nodded my head. "Yes, admittedly it does." I told her throwing caution to the wind.
"So you are aroused then?" she pressed.
The reminder and confirmation of that causing me to fidget once again where I sat.
"Yes, very."
"Would you...do something for me?" she wondered.
"What?"
"Would you at least let me watch you."
"Watch me?"
"Stroking yourself, while I do?"
I was horny. Damn fucking horny in fact by this point. And if I'd been given any time whatsoever to think about this, I might not have agreed, but under the circumstances, we were just talking about touching ourselves here, and not one another. So somehow, that made it seem less wicked than it really was.
"O.K.," I said still not sure of what she wanted me to do though I unzipped my Levi's, fished around inside for a moment and finally freed my half bent over stiff cock.
"Not like that," she told me then. "Let me see you, really see you," she urged. "Take your pants off at least."
I quickly stood allowing them to fall down around my ankles, though I wasn't about to remove them either. Only now did I begin to remotely worry about Theresa arriving home a bit unexpectedly, though I'd been glancing at my watch every few minutes as it was.
"We've still got plenty of time," Anita said catching me as I did that. There was a clock on the bathroom wall too that hung above me. "You've got a very nice cock," she said suddenly, "and a very hard one as well."
It was. Very hard. And I began stroking it as she stood there watching me, as I sat there watching her as Anita went back to toying, and fingering herself.
It was then that the damn phone rang.
"Shit! I'd better answer that," she said slipping past me back out into the hallway without even grabbing a towel to cover herself with. I heard her answer, speaking softly for a moment, then say good-bye. It hadn't sounded like she'd been talking to Theresa, though now I was more nervous about that than I had been before.
"I'm sorry. Work, they need me to come in as soon as I can get there," she explained apologetically. In a weird way, I was relieved by that.
Her face was flushed as she spoke. "Rick, I'd still like to continue this another time if you'd permit it. Like I said, it's been a while, and I really was enjoying watching you. Would you think about it?" she asked, then adding. "And of course, there's no reason for Theresa to ever know any of it either."
"Sure," I said simply, not at all sure now that the lust had diminished, replaced by fear that Theresa could have come home at any moment and possibly have caught us, though the reality said, she still wouldn't be home for at least half an hour yet.
Still nervous and a little unsure of myself now, I scribbled a note for Theresa, told her that I'd call her a bit later, and then headed home. Under the circumstances, I really didn't want to face seeing her, let alone anyone else until I had a chance to think about everything that had, or had nearly just happened.
#
The following days were interesting enough to say the least. I began to believe that Anita had had second thoughts or if nothing else was dealing with a very guilty conscience as she avoided me like the plague.
Because of that, I had begun to feel more than a little sheepish myself, becoming moody as well as irritable. On top of that, Theresa, her younger sister and brother were all scheduled to travel to California for two weeks to visit with their father as that's where he had eventually moved to. I wasn't looking forward to her going, but it seemed that the closer and closer the day came to her going, the worse we seemed to fight. It had gotten so bad; I had actually given her an excuse to keep from seeing her two days before she actually did leave.
When Friday night came, we'd planned weeks ago to spend another "special" evening together as she'd be flying out first thing in the morning. Again, her mother had left for work; Carmen was spending the night with friends, and her brother Michael was out on a "heavy" date himself, as he'd put it. That left Theresa and I one of the few rare evenings where we actually would be left alone to our own amusements.
As stressful as things had been between us lately, a great deal of confusion and guilt sprinkled in on top of all that, I wasn't about to let anything else interfere with our last night together for quite some time.
This was also one of those rare few times where we'd taken off all of our clothing. Slipping into bed beside her, touching her so freely and without hindrance was well worth the wait. And though I still may have been a novice at it, I did well enough to give her two very sweet orgasms with my tongue. Afterwards, Theresa and I exchanged places, and I sat back prepared to enjoy the brief all too typical dick licking and a little sucking to which she would then decide enough time was spent, and finish jacking me off. Even so, I still enjoyed that, and would be allowed to fondle and play with her breasts while she did that until I came, which I again always enjoyed.
This time, it was different however. She took her time with me and did things to me with her mouth she'd never done before. When I knew I was on the verge of climaxing, I told her as a forewarning, again, expecting her to sit up and finish me off with her hand. But she didn't. She kept sucking me, even though I was all but ejaculating in her mouth already, trying to warn her without coming out and telling her so. Finally, she just hummed a sort of "Uh huh" around my prick as she sucked it, letting me know that truly was her intention.
I thought I had died and gone to heaven afterwards. Never before in my entire life had I had an orgasm as intensely satisfying as that one had been.
I don't know how long we just lay there in the dark holding one another, but it was quite a while before we realized we needed to get up. We'd barely gotten dressed, straightened things up with me already walking out the front door when her mother pulled up in the drive having gotten off work a little earlier than usual. I'd already said my good-byes of course and was in a hurry to get home. Anita stopped me at the gate however before I made it out to my car.
"I need to speak to you," she told me quickly. "Can you come over sometime in the afternoon tomorrow?"
"Ah, sure, yes," I said wondering, "why?"
"I'll tell you then," she said with a serious edge to her tone of voice, then headed on into the house leaving me to stand there and wonder.
I drove home and spent a very listless night trying to sleep. Images of Theresa as well as her mother, both nude kept swimming and dancing around inside my head. Even masturbating yet again didn't make the sexual emotions and images go away either.
As agreed, I arrived around three that following afternoon. Anita met me at the door, so she must have been waiting, watching through the window for me to pull up. She offered me a glass of wine, which I accepted though I really wasn't much of a drinker, let alone wine at that. But it did help to calm my nervousness, as I was even more nervous now alone with her than I had been that day in the bathroom.
"I wanted to give you some time and space to think about what I told you," she began. "I didn't then, or do now...want to make you feel uncomfortable around me."
"Oh...I'm NOT!" I assured her. "In fact, I thought that maybe you were angry with me or something."
Anita had taken a seat on the couch and patted the cushion next to her wanting me to sit down.
"Whatever gave you that idea?" She asked.
I sat down, though hugging the opposite end facing her. "Well for one thing, you ignored me completely, so I began to think that you were pissed at me or something, and started to think all kinds of things." I said honestly, especially as I had been.
Anita smiled softly. "Maybe, maybe I was a little angry, but certainly not with you, more like myself," she admitted.
"Why?"
"I think you know why without my having to say it," she told me. I got aroused, carried away in talking to you, knowing you could see me, wondering what affect if any it was having on you. And obviously it did, and that got me aroused even more, so much so, that I wanted to do a lot more than just watch you touching yourself," she told me.
"You did?"
"Yes, I did. And I thought about it a lot after that too. I used to lie in bed and masturbate, thinking about sucking you, you licking and yes even fucking me."
Hearing her say the word was like a jolt straight to my prick, and I felt it lurch in surprise and delight, especially that a grown woman would even admit to doing what she'd obviously been doing and thinking about in the first place.
I know my face reddened, "I've embarrassed you," she said. Anita closed the gap between us sliding over on the couch. She was inches away from me at that point. "Would you like to kiss me?" She asked. But rather than waiting for an answer, she simply leaned over doing just that.
I've kissed a number of girls, Theresa and I doing a considerable amount of that ourselves, but in all my life I don't believe I was ever kissed quite like that. When her lips first touched mine, it was a fleeting barely touching kind of sensation. Lured into a sense of easiness, I'd expected her to pull away. She didn't however, the pressure gradually increasing as her soft sweet lips melted against mine, her tongue suddenly sneaking out exploring my mouth as mine in turn began doing the same thing with hers.
She then sucked my upper lip, my lower, lips once again pressing, tongues fencing with each other. I don't know how long we sat there kissing like that, it seemed like an eternity. When she finally did break it off, I was left breathless and gasping excitedly. The surprises however had just barely begun. So absorbed in the kiss itself, I had not been aware that Anita had also managed to undo most of the buttons on her blouse. As we parted, she leaned back away from me, only then did I realize what she'd done as her blouse stood completely open, her lacy bra-clad breasts staring at me.
"Wow!" I said. It was about all I could think of to say. The kiss itself had been incredible, but as Anita had sat back revealing to me that her blouse was also open, I was saying "Wow" to the unexpected appearance of those luscious mature looking breasts of hers too.
As though afraid I wouldn't act, not taking the initiative to finish undressing her, perhaps fearful in fact that she might scare me away, Anita removed her blouse entirely. And that fact wasn't probably too far from the truth either. Theresa was several hundred miles away, yet for a moment, I feared that she might walk through the front door, finding her mother and I together on the couch at any moment now.
I was certainly aroused, her kiss had accomplished that much all by itself. Now as she reached behind undoing the clasp on her bra, I felt my cock twitch inside my jeans, reminding me that I was about to experience a hell of a lot more than simply a passionate kiss. I struggled with the guilt of all this simultaneously. I was aroused, far more than I had any right to be under the circumstances, but I also felt like if I didn't get up and leave soon, that I wouldn't be able to either.
When her bra came undone I knew then I was a gonner. Allowing it to slip down off her arms, her bare breasts stood out before me invitingly, her nipples puckered, hard swollen and in need.
"Did you really like the way my breasts looked when you saw them in the shower?" She asked.
My mouth was bone dry. I felt like a man who'd crossed the Sahara without water as I tried to speak. "They're...you're...oh yes...beautiful!" I somehow managed to finally spit out, and simultaneously reached out cupping them each within my hands.
Anita's laugh was soft, gentle. The smile that accompanied that was filled with promise of things to come as I sat there filling my hands with her tits, marveling at the fullness of them, as well as the incredible hardness of her two aching little protrusions.
"Are they as pretty as Theresa's?" She asked. I winced slightly at that remark, the unexpected reminder of who I was with and what I was doing once again drawing my attention back to the front door as though my girlfriend could walk through it at any moment. Anita seemed to sense my unfounded fears and immediately acted. If I thought our last kiss was passionate, this one nearly made me climax.
This time she sucked my tongue as though sucking my prick, and in my mind, she was! She was also very good at undoing buttons while kissing which I quickly discovered as her hands had magically undone all of mine. Anita then pulled my shirt out of my jeans, opening it, and began kissing and tonguing my much smaller nipples, though they responded to that with a tingling sensation that gave my prick an even firmer hardness. As adept as she was at undoing buttons, she was even better when it came to belt buckles and zippers.
I moaned as she continued sucking my tongue off, the cool air the first indication that my pants were undone, zipper down. The next, her warm hand seeking me out as she reached through the fly of my boxers fishing out my now very hard, very firm, very slippery erection.



Lightheaded, dizzy with the excitement that overwhelmed me, Anita finally broke our kiss moving quickly as she reached down jerking my jeans from beneath me, pulling my boxers down and away from my cock in the process. Without waiting for so much as a moment more, she slid down on the couch, engulfing my prick inside her mouth sucking me urgently. There were no preliminaries, no tentative explorations. Just pure, simple hard demanding pressure as her lips and mouth vacuumed my shaft.
"Oh shit!" I cried. The last thing I wanted to do was lose it this quickly. But there was no stopping it. Her mouth had caught me totally unawares, her lips vice-like as they wrapped around the head of my dick pulling the rich cream up my shaft and into her waiting mouth only seconds after having begun.
"Oh fuck! Anita!" I wailed, feeling spurt after delicious spurt leaping from my prick, bathing the insides of her mouth in an abundance of thick, rich creamy nectar.
As good as she obviously was, there was far too much of my ejaculation for her to take without choking or gagging on it. She allowed the excess to escape her lips, drooling it sensually back down upon my shaft. As her mouth masturbated my prick, I felt the additional slippery sensation of my own cum caught within her lips stimulating, washing my throbbing pulsating penis as it continued erupting in glorious ball- bursting ecstasy.
Weak-kneed still shivering with the tingling sensation of my orgasm, Anita sat up kissing me again. I tasted the salty-sweet mixture of my own spending still on her lips as we embraced. She then broke the brief kiss standing, pulling me up with her as she did. I quickly shrugged out of my jeans, kicking my shoes off simultaneously. Taking me by the hand, Anita led me towards the bedroom. I felt like a lamb being led to slaughter, enjoying every minute of it as I trailed behind her in a euphoric mind-numbed bliss.
Entering her bedroom Anita quickly stripped off her slacks removing her matching white cotton panties at the same time. It wasn't a strip tease, not by any means, but it was one of the most erotic things I had seen anyone ever do. I stood there, zombie-like, my cock once again hardening as though having a mind of its own.
"Come", she said, saying a thousand things to me with one word. As she slipped onto the bed, I seemingly floated towards her not even aware of my bare feet padding across the carpeted floor. Fluffing several large pillows up behind her head, Anita positioned herself, legs spread, obscenely, vulgarly. Transfixed by her pussy's beckoning I slithered up between her legs like a snake looking for a warm place to nestle. And I found one.
After the all too quick but incredible oral pleasuring I'd received in the living room, I was determined to bring Anita as much joy if not more than I had received in doing the same for her. As my tongue gingerly brushed against the soft moist lips of her slit, my taste buds were assaulted by the rich spicy flavor of her juices. Within seconds I was drunk, intoxicated, overwhelmed by the musky, lusty scent of her pussy as I devoured her.
"Oh Ricky, Ricky, Ricky!" She moaned over and over again as I flicked the tip of my tongue back and forth against the surface of her hard swollen little clit. Stretching my hands upwards towards her breasts, I included the additional stimulation there, finding and tweaking her taut fat little nipples, hearing her deep-throated groan of pleasure as I assaulted each, now softly but firmly sucking her clit as though sucking on them.
"Harder!" She begged. "Pinch them harder for me please!"
I did so, gathering her equally blood engorged clitoris between my lips, sucking it furiously matching the tempo and pressure of her nipples as I continued playing with them now squeezing them for all I was worth.
I sucked her hard little soldier harder as well now too, eliciting a deep-throated gut-wrenching moan from her in the process, my tongue becoming a miniature little vibrator, buzzing her nubbin of flesh until she was crying out in a mixed pleasure of pain and ecstasy.
"Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God!"
Her hands grabbed the top of my head fisting my hair forcing my face to bury itself even more deeply against her cunt, nearly smothering me in the process. In seconds, I was being drenched in a never ending river of female cum cream as she convulsed, spurted, convulsed and then spurted again.
Through tightly clenched teeth, she screamed out in a long low desperate moan that shook the foundation of her soul, exploding in the rapture of her pleasure as well as my own.
Moments later I sat up gasping for breath, face drenched, covered in her juices. Anita was sobbing uncontrollably, frightening me initially. Bewildered I asked her if she was ok. Her crying turned suddenly to almost hysterical laughter, confusing me even more so than I already was.
"Kiss me," she demanded through her giggles.
Now it was her turn to taste her juices, which coated nearly my entire face. That same musky scent that I had so deliriously become drunk on, now seemed to grow even stronger as we once again came together, kissing, tongues sharing and swapping the faint traces of her climax.
I had long ago become hard once again. My prick stood up between my legs, swollen, angry looking. As we parted from our kiss, her hand reached down clasping my stiff throbbing member.
"Fuck me."
As odd as it may seem, the mere mention of that word paralyzed me into near immobility. I of course had somewhere in my subconscious, knew everything we'd been doing had been leading up to this very moment.
"Fuck me Ricky...fuck me...now."
Emotionally, I had reached the height of epitome. I wavered on the ledge of uncertainty, grasping for a toehold, a finger-hold on my feelings. The promise I had made so long ago to Theresa the focal point of my thoughts, Anita's hand gently stroking my prick, coaxing it to even greater hardness became the prison of my soul.
Anita slowly fell backwards onto the bed, drawing me with her as she did. As though in slow motion, an out of body experience occurring simultaneously, I saw myself falling forward, collapsing upon her. I saw as well as felt my shaft nestle comfortably within the still warm wet slit of her wide-open beckoning flower. Her lips surrounded me in exquisite comfort, reassuring me, caressing me, tenderly kissing my penis as though her mouth itself had somehow changed places with her pussy.
"Fuck me," she said one last time, and I entered her.
There are no words that can adequately describe that first initial sensation, that first coupling. As my penis slid inside her, I was immediately overwhelmed by a series of sensations that seized my chest, tore through the tips of my toes, short circuiting every emotional thought coursing through my mind. As erotic and sensual as her sucking me had been out in the living room, it was nothing compared to this. Like warm butter she soaked my shaft as I slid deeply inside her, her pussy sucked at me, clamping down around me as though urgently trying to keep me inside rather than allowing me to withdraw. The pure pleasured torture as I did gave way to promises of even greater delight as I again slid back inside that perfect fitting glove, feeling the head of my prick expanding in eager lustful anticipation.
"Yes! Yes! Yes!" She cried out over and over again. Horrified, even as I withdrew and prepared for the third onslaught down the gauntlet of tingly pricking places I had never known or ever before experienced, I felt the unmistakable discharge of my first eruption spewing even before I had begun to thrust back inside of her for the third time.
"Oh no!" I cried out in frustration, feeling the second fantastic and glorious spurt exploding from the head of my prick as I did, fighting to no avail to keep myself from doing so.
"Let it go...let it go..." Anita whispered softly to me, the feel of her hands on my ass, pressing, pushing me into her, against her. I buried myself as deeply into her as it was possible for me to do. And there, I emptied myself into her, over and over again, feeling the hot glorious spasms of my release bathing the inside of those warm soft walls that grabbed me, held me, and milked from me the last of my sticky release.
Embarrassed, shamed beyond all reason, I neither had the strength nor the desire to vocally express my sorrow, my inabilities to have given her any pleasure what so ever. Or so I had thought. Stroking my head soothingly, holding me tightly against her breast we lay together unmoving for an eternity. My breaths finally slowing, my heart gradually calming until I was sure it would no longer come apart from the force of my orgasm.
My once proud stiff cock shrank, again reminding me of my inability to have proved to her that I could please her as I had only up until now fantasized about being able to do.
"I'm sorry...I'm sorry." I finally managed to say, still nestled sweetly against her breasts, still comforted by her hands slowly stroking and caressing my back, shoulders and head.
"Shh, Shh," she said, again reassuring me, comforting me as though I were a small boy who'd been injured. And in a disconcerting way, it was exactly the way I now felt.
I felt my cock slip from her pussy of its own accord. Knew without having to look that it would be less than half its size, and again felt embarrassed, even guilty by that realization. Anita moved, forcing me to move from atop of her. I lowered my hands towards my lap as I sat up allowing her to free herself from me. Though I didn't move any more than that, I was already frantically looking for my clothing, my instincts telling me to dress, to run, to hide my embarrassment at having failed to please her in this most intimate of ways.
Anita however had other plans. Standing on the floor before me, she began to slowly, methodically touch herself. Spreading her pussy apart with one hand, she exposed even more clearly her hot throbbing clit, fingering it lightly with the tip of her finger. Her face was etched in such erotic lust that it was more beautiful than I had ever seen anyone look or appear before. I watched as her tongue slowly wet, remoistening her lips, her eyes half-slits of lustiness as she looked down upon me where I sat watching her.
Stunned, I felt the first twitch of my prick as it suddenly reawakened. Within moments, it had begun to harden, lengthening, stiffening again. Taking my hands from within my lap, I allowed Anita to witness this particular miracle. I watched as the corners of her mouth turned up knowingly, expectantly, not at all awed by the miraculous.
Anita quit playing with herself and moved towards the bed, pushing me back climbing on top of me as she did.
"You fucked me, now, it's my turn to fuck you!"
By the time we again lay in one another's arms, I was smiling broadly, proudly, even boastfully. Contentedly Anita lie atop me her soft continued sighs of happiness wrapping me like a blanket of security.
After a considerable amount of time she again spoke, but this time her words were sad, filled with a knowing sorrow.
"Ricky, you know we can never, ever do this again." She spoke with a longing that was already being felt by both of us, as though this recently shared moment was already a memory having taken place in years past.
"I know," I responded back, knowing the uncertain truth of her statement, and yet relishing that this moment in time would somehow never end.
#
The Vietnam war was soon upon us, young men everywhere suddenly drafted or enlisting into the armed services. As such, so it was for me. With the uncertainty of the future, I could not in good faith marry Theresa only to leave her days later. Even she was not as yet ready for marriage herself, which held us both only to promises made, and hopes for reuniting if it was meant to be for us, which it wasn't. I never knew if she had remained a virgin until her wedding night. Nor did I ever know what eventually ever happened to her either. I heard only that she had met someone else, telling me that she was happy and would soon be married to him. I never heard from her again, and perhaps it was fitting that I never did.
Even now I still look back into that moment of time, I still think and wonder about my old girl friend and whatever happened to her. But I still even more clearly see the image of Anita's face, an older version of her daughter perhaps, and I smile and remember.
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Mark Mitchell had begun his building renovation nearly two years before today. Now he stood outside his luxurious apartment complex looking over a few last minute details, finalizing the last bit of needed landscaping before his units were ready to be inhabited.
A year prior, Mark had began advertising his units along with a fairly expensive brochure that went into more than sufficient detail about how they'd look, everything that was included, along with some pretty special rental requirements. Initially, he wasn't even sure there would be that many people interested in his properties, but that concern proved to be unfounded, far beyond his wildest expectations. Even before the first week had gone by, Mark had received well over a hundred applicants interested in moving in to only ten available, yet very spacious apartments, though one of these located on the top floor of one section, would be his own equally spacious living area. Most of the units were two bedrooms, but he had couple that were three bedrooms in the event that special or unusual circumstances would require that. Each unit was equipped with multiple baths, laundry facilities, though Mark had also included an inexpensive service for that as well should anyone wish to use it. There were only three units per floor that formed a sort of horseshoe like design around private grounds, which included a nine-hole golf course, swimming pool, spa and recreation area.
At 44 years of age, Mark was a self-made millionaire with nothing but a whole lot of time on his hands, and as some might say, some fairly peculiar tastes as well. Though sexually active, and dating several women at the same time, Mark's favorite pastime was voyeuristic in nature. Which is the main reason he decided to build this particular complex, and offer it to a very selected group of people who were willing to agree to the very specific, and very clearly defined terms.
To those who had applied, there came a multitude of questions of course, most of which he'd already explained in the brochure, but he'd expected that as he began going through the pre-screening and interview process.
As luxurious as his apartments were, it wasn't just the rich that could afford to live there, in fact, it was almost the opposite. Mark wouldn't be charging any rent for anyone to live there. The only requirement was that they had to agree to live there for a year minimum, responsible only for their own utilities, and accept the fact that every room in their entire apartment would be on a 24/7 private security camera system that Mark would operate from his own Penthouse apartment located on the very top floor of the building. The only area of any apartment not able to be remotely viewed would be in the self-enclosed bathroom stalls themselves. These would be the only true sanctuary of any of his units. Those who agreed to those terms and conditions could thus live a life of real luxury, rent free, provided they were willing to accept the loss of their privacy for a year.
In addition, Mark made everyone aware they were free to come and visit him any time and see exactly what it would be like, and look like to Mark while they were living there. He didn't want there to be any misrepresentations or misunderstandings with regards to his internal and external "Private Security Monitoring System", or "PSMS" as he affectionately referred to it. This would include cameras monitoring the spacious swimming pool in the courtyard, along with the Jacuzzi and spa inside, weight room, and game room. As stated to everyone that applied or who were truly interested, every waking aspect of their daily lives while living there would be on camera each and every day, though they were also all made aware, none of it would be broadcast to the outside world. It would strictly be for his interest and viewing pleasures alone, unless he invited someone else to view along with him of course. But beyond that, no one else would ever know or be made aware of the unusual living conditions unless they chose to do so.
#
Mark had of course done a very thorough background check on everyone that had applied for one of his units. In addition, he'd given each individual person a very detailed, often very explicit questionnaire that he also required to be filled out in full. Anyone refusing to do so was immediately discarded as a potential candidate for one of the Suites. Mark proceeded at that point to filter through those who had qualified, selecting a wide and diverse group of individuals so that no two, or groups would be too similar in looks, shape, size, or even in beliefs. The last thing he wanted was a commune like feel, or even a cookie-cutter like atmosphere of similar people all living together. For Mark, that would take away one of the aspects of his voyeuristic curiosities, and being interested in watching people as well as observing them, he needed them to be as completely different from one another as possible, but still willing and able to get along together as well.
Beyond the camera requirements, utilities, he only had one another specific requirement, one weekend a month he would have a building party, and with the exception of true emergency requirements, everyone would be expected to attend.
Satisfied with the almost manicured like grounds, Mark headed back up to his own penthouse apartment to go over the last minute review of applicants and begin making the phone calls that would tell them they'd been accepted.
"Stacy? This is Mark Mitchell calling. I just wanted to tell you that you and your sister have been approved. You can begin moving in anytime that you'd like."
Stacy and her twin sister Tracy would be occupying Suite 101 on the ground floor, along with a newly married couple Jack and Darlene who would occupy Suite 102 in the middle wing. Jack was employed by a local bank, Darlene was currently unemployed, but it had also been one of the reasons Mark had selected them. It guaranteed him that at least one of them would usually be home during the course of the day, and could possibly prove to be interesting in nature. Next to them in Suite 103, and rounding out the bottom floor of the building was a single male, Mike, who was also currently unemployed, but a local artist of sorts who made a reasonable living on the side selling some of the pieces he sculpted, which were most all nudes of women who came to his studio and posed for him.
Above in Suite 201, Mark had leased the suite to a lesbian couple, Pat and Pamela who'd been living together for several years now. Pat was certainly more masculine than Pamela, or "Pam" as she preferred being called, though even Pam had quite a bit of a tom-boyish look to her that Mark had found intriguing. And the fact that even though they were lesbians, and fully aware that Mark would be able to look in on them day or night, they had readily agreed to all the terms and conditions of living there, which had surprised him as two other lesbian and gay couples had declined once they'd been informed of the very special requirements.
In Suite 202, Mark had chosen a brother and sister who'd been sharing their parent's rundown decrepit old house together after their parents had died. Of legal age, though they were both still fairly young, Charlene being 18, and her brother Danny at 20, both attending a local junior college, and only able to afford to go with the money they were both saving by agreeing to live here.
Next to them in Suite 203, Mark had selected a much older single but attractive looking woman. Martha was in her late fifties, but after having read through her profile, and though she was fairly well to do herself, he'd accepted her as well as he knew from interviewing her that she loved to attend parties, and most often they were the kind that were very sexual in nature.
In the units just below his own penthouse, Mark had accepted another married couple, though having no children which had been another one of his pre-screening requirements, each middle aged, and reasonably successful in their respective careers. John was a contractor, and Mark had in fact hired him and used him in the final plans and building construction, offering John along with his wife Cindy one of the available units.
In Suite 302, Mark had selected an interesting older gentleman whose wife had died only two years earlier. Still active and fit however at just over 60 years of age, Mark had selected Robert, or "Bob" as he preferred being called, to act as the overseer of the grounds, with enough experience behind him to warrant that, along with a select group of hired grounds keepers and maintenance personnel that would see to the day to day needs of the building complex.
Last but certainly not least was his very own daughter Brandy, a recent graduate from high school, her boyfriend James, and another friend of theirs, Andy or Andrew who had come to live with them while all three tried to decide what they were going to do with their respective lives from here. They would be occupying one of the suites that offered up three separate bedrooms, though Mark already knew his daughter and boyfriend would in all likelihood be staying in one of them together. His only requirement in allowing them to stay there had been that they not disclose that fact, he being her father, to any of the other tenants. Something they had all three readily agreed to given the circumstance of their rent-free luxurious stay.
All total, there would be 17 people living together there in his complex, including himself. With that many, all under the watchful eyes of his camera's, Mark felt certain that there would be plenty of drama, entertainment, and perhaps a few wildly erotic sexual escapades to keep him entertained. And much to his delight, he didn't have too long to wait to discover that for himself either.
#
Suite 301
Initially both John and Cindy had been self conscious about the cameras, and had even tried to ascertain where they were all located, without any success. Mark had done too fine a job of concealing them throughout the complex for them ever to be discovered, with the exception of those that were outside and served a dual purpose of actually providing security and monitoring the grounds.
"Do you think we're being watched this very moment?" Cindy wondered.
"Who knows? Maybe, maybe not," John told her. "But it's something we'd both better get used to," he reminded his wife. "We're here for a year either way, and just because some guy will be looking in on us whenever he feels like it, I'm not about to act or behave any differently either. Besides, I helped build this place, and I really look forward to living here."
They were both still putting things away, though they hadn't needed to bring much with them as every unit was lavishly furnished. Hungry, they had ordered in Pizza, and now stood drinking a beer together, taking a break. John's idea of taking a break had included a little more than eating pizza and drinking beer however. With Cindy wearing only one of his old work shirts, the tail tied in front barely covering her large full breasts, and a very skimpy pair of cut-off shorts, John had immediately gotten other ideas.
"Come on Cindy, like I said, I'm not about to change the way I live or act if we're going to be here. And that includes the two of us doing what we enjoy doing, whenever we feel like doing it. You agreed to that prior to our moving in here," he told her even as he reached for and began untying his wife's shirt.
"I know, and I know I'll eventually get used to the idea," she told her husband, "and admittedly, it is sort of a nasty, naughty feeling when I actually think about it," she added. "The fact that someone might actually be watching us doing it, does sort of add to the excitement of it a little too."
"I thought you might eventually see it that way," John said grinning as he stood cupping his wife's firm breasts, squeezing and massaging them even as she began unzipping his pants, freeing his firm erect member.
Suite 103
Mike had been one of the first tenants to move into the complex. He had taken one of the lower floor suites specifically because it was easier to receive the large amount of clay he used. Having turned one of the bedrooms into a studio, it also offered the additional feature of having it's own private little patio outside the bedroom where he would often work outside, weather permitting, and where many of his models would sit posing for long periods of time in the nude and still feel comfortable while privately doing so. Mike of course didn't inform any of them that they could well often be looked at while there. A thought he honestly didn't really think about any more after living there for well over two weeks now.
Today, Mrs. Grayson, or Carol was modeling for him. Something she did more for personal fun than anything else. Mike didn't even pay her for the time she was there, giving her a percentage, and a small one at that, for whatever piece he sold that she may have modeled for. Most of the time, he didn't even sculpt their heads or faces, usually it was an abstract of their body, a line or specific curve, sometimes erotic in nature, which is what he mostly sold to a very select group of clients. Carol had gotten a kick out of the fact that her own husband had actually purchased one of Mike's pieces, and didn't even know that it was his own wife's breasts shown in the sculpture. Nor was she about to tell him either.
"It's a little warm out here today isn't it?" Carol asked appearing to wipe her forehead momentarily.
"Please try not to move around so much Carol, I'm trying to keep a particular line in mind for your right breast," he told her sternly. "And I need you to harden your nipples for me again too," he added. Carol picked up one of the ice-cubes he had given her in a bowl and quickly ran it across both breasts, immediately hardening each of them again.
"You know, if you'd just take your cock out and leave it there, I promise you I wouldn't need the ice-cubes in order to keep them hard," she said teasingly.
"Yeah, well last time I did that, you kept turning to look at it, and I kept loosing the lines."
Carol pouted, rubbed her nipples once again forcing Mike to stop where he was, waiting for her to reposition herself. He merely glared at her until she had done so.
"I have another appointment in less than an hour," she reminded him. "And you promised," she added with a pouty sulk on her face.
Exasperated, Mike put down the small trowel he'd been using. "I guess that's enough for today anyway," he stated. "Might as well let this harden and dry tomorrow, we can finish the piece on Friday if you're available."
Carol immediately stood, pretending to stretch though she'd been anxiously waiting for something else entirely. "I can be here Friday morning," she said easily, "for an hour or so anyway." Then she smiled, giving Mike that certain look that said she wasn't about to be denied any longer and walked over to where he stood, still cleaning off his hands.
"Now, how about you let me sculpt that cock of yours," she stated as she fumbled with his belt, unzipping him.
Suite 101
Stacy was just slipping into the shower in preparation for their date this evening. She and her sister Tracy had met a couple of guys at a party a week ago, but the funny part had been that Tracy hadn't been attracted at all to the guy she had ended up with, though Stacy had been. And since nothing of a real intimate nature had occurred yet, they'd agreed to do what they had sometimes, though rarely done in the past, in switching identities with one another prior to going out. As far as Pete would know, he'd still be seeing Tracy again, not Stacy. While Tracy on the other hand would be paired up with David, whom they had actually both liked reasonably well, so it all worked out for the best anyway. If in time the relationship continued, the girls would find a way of explaining it all as they usually did.
Now, with those thoughts in mind, and the eager anticipation of perhaps actually getting intimate with Pete later on that evening, Stacy began washing herself, though she began paying particular attention to an ever growing arousal situated between her legs. As she had done, self consciously perhaps, she glanced upwards and then around, wondering...but quickly disassociated the thought.
"Even if you are watching me right now," she thought, "You might as well enjoy it, because I'm certainly going to!"
Stacy enjoyed the feel of the water as it vibrated down against her. The specialized showers could be adjusted to any kind of pulsating or massaging spray imaginable, and she had quite by accident discovered that one such particular pulsating spray felt really good on her exposed pussy when she had inadvertently directed it there. Ever since, she frequently masturbated while using it there in the shower. With a nice comfortable little bench seat built into the shower stall, Stacy chose to sit down rather than stand. Resting one leg on a wide comfortably positioned ledge, she effectively opened herself, displaying her pussy to the warm water's caress as it pounded down in pulsating little bursts against herself.
"Hmm," she murmured to herself, pleased with the deliciously wicked sensations. With her hands free, she merely had to hold herself apart, further exposing her hard little clitoris to the more direct stimulation of the pounding water as it played against both the folds, as well as her sensitive little clit. She was enjoying the delicious sensation of doing that when her twin sister walked into the bathroom.
"You masturbating again?" Tracy asked, then laughing. Though the shower stalls were certainly enclosed, they didn't have those foggy glass over, being crystal clear so that Tracy could see exactly what it was that her sister was doing.
"Like you don't?" Stacy shot back, though she remained where she was, eyes closed, enjoying the feel of the pounding water against her cunt.
"I just prefer my vibrator," she said sitting down on the toilet seat, though continuing to watch her sister through the glass enclosure. "Though I have to admit sis, seeing you there does look interesting! I might actually have to try that sometime."
"Be my guest," Stacy told her. "But you'll have to wait until I'm finished here at least, now...shut up and let me enjoy myself, you're distracting me!"
#
"Not bad," Mark thought to himself as he flipped through a few of the other rooms. Most everyone else was either out, or busily involved with normal mundane routines to be of any real interest, but at the moment at least, he had three of the suites with enough interesting activities taking place to amuse him, so he quickly brought all three up onto the main large screen and split the images in order to watch all three side by side.
Suite 301
Having undressed her now entirely, John stood behind his wife as she prostrated herself over one of the chairs leaning over it. Her magnificent breasts swinging too and fro as he fucked her rhythmically from behind.
"Oh yeah baby, that's nice, that's really, really nice!" John moaned as he continued pounding away inside his wife's cunt. "You're so fucking wet!"
Cindy's own hand was busily twirling away at her clit as John fucked her, the sweetness of her own climax rapidly growing nearer and nearer.
"Harder you fucker!" she cried out abandoning any inhibitions. Something John had always loved about her after they'd met. Cindy had always had this hidden secret side to herself, shy and demure to an extent whenever they were around other couples until she really got to know them, but becoming a real horny, dirty fuck-slut the moment she truly became aroused. Once she had, she enjoyed rough language, "dirty talk" as she called it, and the hornier and hotter she became, then the dirtier and more obscene it became, both in hearing it as well as in speaking it herself. "Fuck my cunt you prick!" she called back at him, looking over her own shoulder as John stood behind her, hands on her hips now slamming himself into her just as fast and as furious as he could manage as Cindy ground back against him, meeting each and every plunge of his prick deep inside her wet glistening pussy with an urgency that heightened her own impending climax.



"Oh yeah baby, yeah! Here it comes you fucking cunt!"
As much as she was vocal about her sexuality, she was every bit, if not more so about being decadent in the act itself, which often included watching, and feeling her husbands spunk landing on her. Usually, she preferred it however when he shot his load directly against her pussy, where she would most often then finish off herself by using his cream to masturbate herself to orgasm with. And this, is exactly what she wanted him to do now.
Spinning around, Carol spread her lips apart with her hands giving John the perfect target as he began fisting himself, pumping the first hot spurt of his semen directly against her wide-open split.
"Shoot it! Shoot it! Shoot it!" she cried happily, watching each delicious spray of his cream splattering against her sex as she began capturing it with her hands and fingers, now spreading it upon herself, fingering her clit wildly as she soon joined him in sweet agonized pleasure.
Suite 103
Mike had positioned himself, lying down in one of two over-sized lounge chairs. One of Carol's favorite places to fuck was outside, she'd always been a bit of an exhibitionist anyway, the thrill of someone seeing her, catching her, or flashing her breasts at a complete and total stranger had a wicked appeal to her, as did fucking Mike outside on the patio as she was now.
"That feel good baby? You like the way my pussy feels around your cock?"
"Yes Carol, I do," Mike responded half-heartedly. He was still annoyed with her at the moment for causing him to quit working earlier than he'd intended. And he also knew that calling her Carol while fucking her annoyed her as well. She had a slightly twisted desire to be called Mrs. Grayson for some reason instead.
"Oh come on baby, you know what I like hearing," she cooed into his ear. "Please baby? For me? Pretty please? I promise to suck you off, let you come in my mouth if you'll say it," she offered.
Even Mike had to admit, Carol, "Mrs. Grayson" could suck cock like no one he'd ever been with before.
"Yes, fuck me, fuck me Mrs. Grayson, fuck my prick."
She was already in the throes of climax before he got her full name out, shuddering against him in pure ecstasy. "See? Now that wasn't really all that difficult now was it?" she stated, slipping down off his prick where she then proceeded to lavish it with that talented tongue and lips of hers.
# Suite 101
Mark watched Tracy head from the bathroom back into the bedroom. Opening her nightstand drawer, he saw her remove a rather realistic looking vibrating penis, which she turned on briefly checking to make sure it was still working. He expected her to perhaps lie down on the bed and use it there, especially as she tossed the toy down onto the bed and began removing her clothes. The moment she was naked however, she snatched the pink prick from the bed and headed back into the bathroom.
"Interesting," Mark mused feeling his cock begin to harden.
Both girls wore their blond hair relatively short, no more than about four inches long, styled in a cute bob that gave them both a pixyish sort of look, though with full sensual lips and enormous blue eyes, they looked far from innocent. And from what Mark could tell, especially now, they were identical in nearly every other way as well. Small breasted to some extent, the twin's boobs were very perky, pointed, and capped with the darkest pink tipped nipples he'd ever seen. They had both shaved as well, so there was no easy way to identify them as far as simply looking at them that he could discern.
Stacy was still sitting on the little bench thoroughly enjoying herself as the water continued to pummel her spread open pussy. Tracy re-entered the bathroom once again taking her seat down on the toilet.
"Now what?" Stacy asked her sister.
"Nothing, just keep doing what you're doing." Stacy laughed.
"What? Seeing your sister getting herself off turned you on huh?" But Tracy didn't answer her, simply continuing to sit there watching her sister as she began running the tip of the now vibrating toy up and down her hairless slit.
From where she was sitting of course, Stacy could see what her sister was doing. "I'm going to have to try that one sometime," she said lustily. "It looks bigger than the one I have, how's it feel anyway?"
"Now who's being the talkative one?" Tracy spoke with a hint of irritation in her own voice, though it was feigned. "If you'd like, we can switch places."
"No fucking way, I'm too close as it is, another couple of minutes and I'll be there."
And indeed she was, as only minutes after that Stacy's mouth came open forming a wide "O" that she held sucking in her breath, humping herself against the water's spray and began to climax. Simultaneously, seeing this, Tracy plunged the vibrating toy inside herself, holding it there by closing her legs together, then furiously began slapping her cunt with the palm of her hand until she too had joined her sister in her own climatic ecstasy.
Mark smiled, wiping the just spent cum from his hands with one of the tissues he kept nearby, quickly checking to see how Cindy and John were doing, though they had since gotten redressed and had begun putting additional things away again.
Likewise, Mike was back to straightening his own work area with Carol having made a hasty departure only moments ago.
It had been a satisfying afternoon all in all, and Mark was already looking forward to the next day as it was the weekend, and he hoped that with most everyone at home, that he'd have a lot more enjoyable pleasures ahead of him.
Saturday morning, 7:50 a.m. By the Pool
Pat and Pamela had gotten up for an early morning swim and exercise. Mark was just on his way back after checking on how the Golf shack was doing, as that was available to the public for use as well. Noticing Pat and Pamela as they did a few laps in the pool, he spoke with them briefly before heading up the elevator to his penthouse.
"Morning ladies," he greeted them as he walked by. Though Pam smiled in a friendly way, he barely got a nod of recognition from Pat. "Hmm, have to remember that, apparently Pat doesn't care to be considered a lady."
The girls sat treading water until Mark had finally disappeared around the corner heading to the main lobby area.
"I still think it's weird," Pat stated staring at her girlfriend.
"Well if it's so weird, why'd you agree to come here and live?" she questioned her friend pointedly. "You know damn well what all was involved, and so what if he gets his kick's peeking in on everyone now and then, we're living here free, in a beautiful place, so who gives a shit?" As though to prove her point, Pam suddenly reached over grabbing the front of Pat's bikini top, pulling it, and watched as it came away in her hand.
"Hey!"
But before Pat could do anything more than yell at her, Pam scrambled out of the water, grabbing Pat's top as well as both towels. "See you inside honey!" she laughed racing off.
"Pamela! You'd better get your scrawny ass back here!" Pat screamed. But Pam continued on towards the side door, dropping one of the towels at the last moment before heading inside. Pat didn't even bother to cover her breasts; she just strolled purposely towards the door, picking the towel up, but even then not bothering to cover herself with it.
Suite 201
Mark had just poured himself a fresh cup of coffee, turned on the multi-screened control board, and settled down into his large over-sized chair when he picked up Pat just then retrieving her towel off the grass near the side entry door. He followed her from there into the elevator, and then in the elevator as she headed towards the second floor. Though somewhat surprised, he watched as she stood there merely holding the towel in her hands without bothering to cover herself up.
Even though she was gay, Mark had to appreciate the well-muscled tone of her body. And although it was very masculine in nature, and though her breasts appeared more muscle than feminine, as he preferred seeing, it was still an interesting contrast between the two women. Additionally, her dark hair was cut short in a very mannish style as well, with Pamela wearing her light brown hair in a very long ponytail most of the time.
Pat soon entered their suite and went looking for Pamela. Amused, Mark watched on as Pat began to move through their apartment with a look of determination etched deeply within her face.
"Pam? Where the hell are you?" She demanded, though obviously Pam had decided to remain quiet and hidden for the time being.
As Pat passed by their spacious living room, she didn't see her as Pam scrambled around the backside of the couch crawling along on the floor, then springing up from behind her. Before Pat even knew what was going on, Pam had jumped on the woman's back and was now hanging on for all she was worth as Pat stumbled further into the bedroom with Pam riding her back.
For as strong as Pat obviously was, Pam wasn't any sort of weakling herself, and by now had a firm hold on her partner, legs locked around the woman's waist, her hands, each one firmly digging into, and holding onto Pat's breasts.
"You little shit!" she screamed, but it was one that had a mixture of surprised laughter along with the pretended sternness she was trying to portray.
"You want some of me? You want some of this?" Pam challenged, then dropping away, jumped up onto the bed stripping off her bikini top and bottom as she stood there bouncing up and down like a challenger in a boxing or wrestling ring.
Pam had even smaller breasts than the twins did, though they had a nice supple bounce to them as she continued jumping up and down on the bed in challenge to her partner who stood surveying her, biding her time before pouncing. And also unlike the twins, Pam had a near perfectly shaped little triangle of light brown pubic hair that she obviously trimmed, but not as most women seemed to be doing these days, in leaving a small little square patch, if any at all above their pussy.
Mark couldn't help but wonder what Pat's looked like, which is when she struck.
Pam had lost her balance briefly, trying to regain it when Pat saw her opening and took it. Flying onto the bed, she grabbed Pam throwing one arm between her legs, the other around her neck and head and near-perfectly body-slammed her onto the bed. Having done so, she quickly pinned the struggling woman, then proceeded to cup her mound with the palm of her hand while Pam renewed her struggle as though honestly trying to get away. She didn't though, and soon melted as Pat slipped first one, then two fingers inside the woman's cunt.
"Now, behave yourself, and I might even let you cum," Pat told her. Pam only moaned her acquiescence, and quit struggling, though now squirming hungrily against her partner's exploratory hands and fingers.
"Fuck me?" Pam pleaded a moment or so later.
"Not now, perhaps tonight," Pat said flatly. "And only if you're a good little girl," she warned. "We've got some shopping to do today, and I want to get in my exercises in addition to that."
Pam pouted, but it obviously wasn't going to win Pat over. "I'll give you a nice quickie little cum if you'd like that," Pat offered. "But no fucking until this evening."
Pam seemed to resign herself to that, immediately flopping down onto her back, head buried deeply within the pillows as Pat slithered up between the woman's legs and began going down on her.
Suite 102
Curious, Mark did a quick flip through the various units bringing up the additional screens one at a time. Jack and Darlene were just waking up, or at least appeared to be doing so. Jack was still on his side apparently fast asleep, but Darlene stretched, revealing one of her nicely sized breasts as she did so before slinking back down beneath the covers.
Suite 202
Danny was busily taking a shower, and doing nothing more interesting than just that, while his sister Charlene was in the kitchen fixing breakfast. She wore nothing more than a pair of white cotton panties along with a very tight-fitting white tank top that barely covered her enormous breasts. Zooming in with the remote control, Mark zeroed in on the woman's breasts whose pert hard nipples seemed to be pressing against the material as though begging to be set free.
He soon followed her back into her brother's bedroom, then into the bath as she entered without knocking. Once again, it was obvious that she could clearly see her brother's nude form as he stood there showering.
"Breakfast will be ready in five," she informed him. She stood for a moment longer, obviously staring at her brother. Danny finished rinsing the soap out of his hair and looked over in her direction.
"Be right there," he said smiling, to which Charlene finally turned and headed back into the kitchen.
Suite 101
Mark was surprised to find that Tracy was the only one who was home. Obviously Stacy had stayed out all night, and had slept elsewhere. Tracy was still fast asleep in bed, but Mark noticed that her large pink look-alike penis was still laying on the night stand.
"Damn, sorry I missed that," he thought. Then smiled knowing he could go back and check the videotapes later.
Suite 203
Martha was already up and about, early to bed, early to rise or so it seemed anyway. For her age, she was still a remarkably attractive woman with strawberry colored hair that he thought was probably dyed, though it didn't at all look like it. She was currently sitting at her kitchen table reading the morning paper, but she wore a robe that was loose fitting in front and displayed a great deal of her Décolletage that looked even more alluring, more sensual than even Charlene's sweet full breasts pressing against her tank top as she stood filling breakfast plates with heaps of food.
"I wouldn't mind sampling a bit of that myself," Mark mused, feeling his prick give a little twitch in anticipation of that very real possibility.
Mark didn't even bother looking in on Robert, he'd gotten up long ago and had met Mark at the course earlier that morning. Mike too remained in bed sound asleep, but usually remained so until the late morning.
Curious, he brought up his daughter's Suite.
Suite 303
As much as he loved his own daughter, he really didn't know her at all. He hadn't been a part of her life really, living with her mother on the East Coast for the better portion of her own life, only seeing her perhaps once or twice a year. When she informed him that she'd decided to come out to live on the West Coast after graduation and perhaps begin school somewhere out there, he was pleased and delighted to see her, though his ex-wife wasn't at all happy about her decision to do so, especially as she was dead-set against Brandy and her boyfriend James sharing a place together. Mark laughed out loud over the fact that Brandy's mother didn't even know that their other friend Andy had moved in with them. But, since she was nearly nineteen and having much of mind of her own, just like her mother, she'd made the decision to move even though it had supposedly broken her mother's heart. When she became aware of her father's new complex, she asked him if she and her friends could live there. He didn't really have the heart to turn her away for one thing. So he didn't. And he'd been honest with her about all the live cameras too. There was a lot about her own father she didn't know, but some she did know. And one of those being he was definitely a voyeur, which she couldn't fully understand, but had accepted, especially as she was well aware that he could peek in on her two any time he felt like doing so. But he hadn't, not as often as he did with everyone else rather, just once in a while out of simple curiosity, though Mark struggled with his wicked little voyeuristic thoughts regarding his daughter's private life.
Suite 201 9:00 a.m.
Pam was still lying in bed, lazily so, though also still touching and toying with herself.
"Maybe she didn't get enough, or wasn't completely satisfied," Mark thought. He found Pat in the bathroom showering, though disappointed to find that she had draped several large beach towels over the tub enclosure effectively blocking his view.
"Smart little bitch," Mark chuckled. But he was prepared for that, and switched viewing cameras to the one overhead. Peering down at her now, rather than across the room, he wasn't as fond with this particular angle, but it served his purposes. Pat however wasn't doing anything of any real interest, and again he still wasn't able to get as good a look at her as he would have liked either. So he went back, switching the camera back into the bedroom just as Pam got herself off with her fingers.
Suite 102
As Mark would soon discover, Jack really looked forward to his weekend wakeup hand-jobs. It was a regular routine with them, every weekend though sometimes on Saturday, sometimes on Sunday. This time it was to be a Saturday pleasure as Darlene spooned her husband from behind, her hand already busily moving beneath the sheets as Jack rolled over onto his back smiling.
"God I love waking up like this," he informed his wife.
"And I enjoy waking you up like this too," she grinned back at him. "Such a nice way to start the day isn't it?" She giggled.
Sometimes the hand-job turned into much more than that, but often it didn't. Until later anyway. Today it was to be just the hand job as Jack placed his hands up and over his head, content to just lay there and let his wife do all the work. Giving her a nice friendly morning spurt or two, it was over almost as quickly as it had begun. Wiping the remains of his spunk from her fingers onto her lovely breasts, Darlene then slipped out of bed and headed into the bathroom.
"Don't forget, we're playing cards with John and Cindy this evening," she reminded her husband. "So we've got some shopping to do before then," she added calling out to him from the bedroom.
Mark watched as John scratched himself and then farted, seemingly pleased with himself for having done so, though he waved his hand through the air a moment after that.
"Nothing spicy though ok?" He called back to her.
Suite 303 9:30 a.m.
Mark saw his daughter slide out of bed. He had mixed emotions about spying on her to be sure. But he was fascinated as well. She'd obviously developed into a beautiful young woman, reminding him very much of his ex-wife so long ago now when they'd first gotten married, young and so much in love, or so he'd thought anyway until catching her in bed with not one, but two other men when he'd gotten home early from a business trip, planning to surprise her. "He'd certainly done that," he thought remembering. Moment's later Brandy came back into the bedroom, entirely nude now slipping back into bed beside her boyfriend, when she began to climb on top of him, Mark turned off the cameras.
#
12:47 p.m. Poolside
It was shortly before one, most everyone had either gone out for the day, or had settled into the usual mundane routines of the day. Mark noticed that Martha had appeared out by the pool and decided to join her. Smiling, he flipped a few switches on the control panel, and then shut down most everything else. He quickly shed his clothing, jumping into a short pair of trunks, grabbed a towel and headed outside to get to know one of his tenants a lot better.
"Afternoon Martha!" He said grabbing one of the many lounge chairs and placing his large oversized towel on it. "How are you?"
"Fine, thank you," she replied smiling. "Certainly is a beautiful place you have here," she said easily.
"Thank you, I certainly hope you're enjoying it...I certainly am." Mark purposely grinned at her letting the innuendo hang there for a moment.
"You know, you did say during our interviews that if we ever wanted to, we could come up and see for ourselves just what it is you enjoy doing...you know, see your set up. I mean we all know...and realize that you could be watching us at any given moment, but knowing that, and actually seeing it are two different things."



"Yes, they are. But you're also right. I meant what I said and told everyone. I don't want there to be any secrets or misunderstandings. So anytime anyone wants to come and have a look for themselves, they're always welcome, just as you are."
Martha sat thinking about that as Mark took advantage of the moment to more openly enjoy looking at her. She really was an attractive looking "older" woman as it were, though she certainly didn't look her age either. She had that natural womanly voluptuousness about her as well, than Mark found extremely sensual and appealing.
"Do you have any plans for this evening?" She asked.
"Not really, no. Would you like to come up and have dinner with me? Then I'll show you the workings, and maybe one or two other interesting surprises as well," he teased. "After we've gotten to know one another a little better perhaps," he added quickly, wondering what she might think of that statement.
"I'd like that," she replied just as quickly, shifting comfortably in her seat allowing him a much nicer view of her full breasts which were threatening to spill from the suit she was wearing, even though it was a full piece, it was still cut sexily in front as well as diving deeply around in back. "And since you're here, would you mind splashing a little lotion on me? And I'd be more than happy to return the favor."
"I think I'd enjoy splashing a lot of lotion on you," he said reaching for the bottle she had sitting near by. "Any place special you'd like it?"
She grinned. "Well for now, you can begin with my back, and then we'll take it from there."
#
Mark had prepared a nice light cozy little dinner for two, though after their little workout he wondered if he'd made enough as he found that he was famished. Martha arrived promptly on time, wearing a simple but elegant looking shift that accentuated her more than ample curves.
"Hungry?" He questioned inviting her in.
"Famished!" She responded actually blushing. "Wow!" She then added as she really began noticing his penthouse. "And I thought I was living it up high on the hog! This is spectacular!"
Mark laughed, "You really haven't seen anything yet, wait until I show you the upstairs."
"Up stairs?"
"Yes, we'll be eating out on the deck for starters, then I'll give you a little tour of the rest of the place afterwards."
"Including your studio?" she asked smiling.
"Well of course, along with the master bedroom if you'd like."
"Oh yeah, I'd like that very much too," she grinned blushing even more than she had been.
It was a spectacular view from above, just high enough to look out into the valley below at the twinkling of lights from the city. They stood sipping a nice bottle of Raymond Vineyards Merlot, a 97' that Mark had particularly enjoyed and had purchased a fair quantity of.
"This is very nice," Martha said taking another drink. "And I honestly have to admit Mark, I never thought in a million years I'd be living like this. I mean, I do have enough money to live on so that I'll never have to work again, but if it wasn't for you, I certainly wouldn't be living quite this well."
"You're welcome," he said coming up to embrace her, taking her wine. "But it's because of your willingness to accept the conditions of living here that makes it nice...for both of us."
"Speaking of which," she said almost purring as Mark nuzzled her neck. "How about the rest of that tour?"
Mark picked up the wine along with their glasses and headed towards a winding staircase that led up even further into yet another area.
"This way," he said leading her. "I'm sure you'll find this interesting."
It wasn't exactly like she'd expected to find it either. It was certainly spacious like everywhere else, but it had coziness to it despite one entire wall lined with a series of small screens, each surrounding an even bigger center screen. Beyond that, there wasn't an awful lot of equipment beyond a very small control panel, joystick and a computer screen.
"Probably not a lot going on at the moment," he told her, "Most everyone's out still, though I do happen to know that John and Cindy are over at Jack and Darlene's place playing cards tonight, so we could peek in on them and see what's happening there."
Without waiting for her to respond, Mark flipped a switch and immediately brought things up on the big center screen. "Oh my God! It's like being there!" She exclaimed in surprise.
"Yes, it is in a way isn't it?"
Having a pretty good idea of where they would be sitting, Mark had pre-programmed the cameras to focus in on that location the moment he'd turned the unit on. He was pleased when the two couples nearly filled the screen, sitting around the table playing cards.
"Damn, I was sort of hoping they'd be playing strip poker or something like that," he said half seriously. "Here, sit down!"
Even though nothing was actually going on, Martha was mesmerized by watching them. She took the seat that Mark had offered her without even realizing that she had. "Wow, this really is fascinating," she said finally. "I mean, even this is sort of wickedly naughty, just watching them without them really being aware that you...I mean, that we are," she amended. "No wonder you enjoy this, it really is pretty interesting isn't it?"
Mark chuckled at that, refilling her wine glass and then his own. Handing it to her, he walked around behind her as she sipped. "One of the nice things though, is I can also video-tape each unit and go back later for a quick review and see if anything interesting occurred while I was away."
"You can? You do?" Martha exclaimed in surprise. "Like what?"
"Well, I could show you a naughty little clip of Tracy enjoying herself last night," he grinned wickedly. "She's got a really naughty little toy that she can get quite enthusiastic with."
Martha blushed. "Would you believe I've never used one of those?"
"I know,' Mark grinned once again, causing her to blush even more than she had been.
"I guess you would, wouldn't you," she grinned back at him.
"Or...we could also watch a pretty erotic clip of two people wildly fucking one another," he offered.
"Hmmm, that might be interesting too," Martha said warming up to Mark's touch as he slipped his hands down the front opening of her evening dress, cupping her lace covered breasts with his hands.
"Then go ahead, flip that little red switch in front of you and push play," he told her. She leaned forward just enough in order to do that, then sat back quickly again so that Mark's hands would continue to fondle and explore her rapidly hardening nipples.
"Holy shit!" She exclaimed a second after that. There on the big screen she saw herself, sitting astride Mark's prick grinding away on it like crazy.
"I told you," Mark laughed. "Like I said...wildly."
It wasn't long after that that Martha climbed up into his lap once again, after having first shed all of her clothing.
"I don't mind telling you," she began. "I've never seen myself like that before, you know what I mean? But there's something about actually watching yourself," she blushed furiously, pausing.
"Getting fucked?" Mark teased embarrassing her even further. "Yes, it is rather erotic isn't it?"
"Very!" She said huskily. "Now, I really do have a better understanding of why you enjoy doing this," she added.
"Thought you might. Speaking of which, would you like to go for a spin with the controls?"
"Fuck yes!" She exclaimed excitedly. "Show me!"
Mark quickly gave her a quick lesson on what to do and how to switch the smaller screens to the big screen if she wanted, and even how to split them and bring two or three up that way if she wanted to.
"Well, well. Would you look at that!" Mark said pleasantly surprised. They had gone back to see how things were going over at Jack and Darlene's place. Cindy was topless, her marvelous looking breasts clearly and plainly in view. She was staring at the cards in her hand, frowning.
"So if I call, it's my panties then right?"
"Ah huh," John grinned looking towards his wife. Though shirtless, he seemed to be the overall winner so far. Even Jack was down to his shorts and socks at this point, with Darlene wearing bra, panties and a single slipper.
"Who'd have thought?" Mark laughed drawing Martha back down onto his lap. "How bout we fuck while we watch the game?" He suggested hotly.
"Sounds like a fine idea," Martha said walking over towards the comfy looking couch and once again climbed up on top of him.
Suite 102
"Damn!" Cindy complained, "I really thought I had you!" She said sincerely, but her two pair didn't beat three of a kind. She stood removing her panties. "So, does this mean I'm out?" She questioned.
John turned looking over towards Jack and Darlene. "Well no, not necessarily," he hesitated, "though for you, the price of poker could get really interesting."
"Ah oh...here it comes!" Darlene joked. And Jack laughed at that as well.
"Yeah, from here on out Cindy, this game takes on a whole new meaning!"
"Oh? Such as?"
"Well, since you don't have any more clothes to loose, that means that whoever wins gets to have you do something."
"Like I said before...such as?"
"Well, lets say if you decided to stay in the hand, and I said the bet if you lost was that you'd have to suck on Darlene's tits...something like that."
"Oh, I see," Cindy grinned knowingly. "We're going to play that way are we?"
"Well, only if you want to stay in the hand," John told her. "You can always fold."
"Not on your life," she said. "Deal!"
Cindy suddenly had a streak of luck, and before long everyone was as naked as she was.
"Well, that sort of makes things interesting all the way around now doesn't it?" She grinned happily.
"So, who's in?" She asked as she began dealing the cards.
Jack looked at his and immediately folded.
"O.K., I'm in!" Darlene said somewhat nervously.
"Ditto," John replied. "And you?"
Cindy looked at her hand. "I'm in too," she said comfortably.
Jack laughed. "Well, now this hand should certainly get interesting." And he was right about that too as both girls lost to a full hand that John had drawn into.
"Damn...now what?" Cindy questioned. "Well, since you both lost," John smiled, "I think it's only fair that it involves the two of you...together."
"Told you!" Darlene giggled. "I knew something like this was bound to happen."
"And what is it exactly that we have to do?" Cindy asked already knowing the answer.
"Oh I don't know Jack, what do you think? A little mutual 69 should do it don't you think?"
"Yeah...yeah, I think that would do it John," he agreed.
"For how long?" Darlene questioned.
"Oh, I don't know, for as long as you want I guess, but for at least a minute or so."
"For as long as we want?" Cindy giggled. "We may not end up playing any more cards after that," she added wickedly.
"Fine by me," John said grinning from ear to ear. "Fine...by...me."
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Martha was delirious with pleasure and excited beyond reason. The added decadence of watching Jack and Darlene, Cindy and John as they began to engage in what could only be described as an all out orgy had her at fever pitch. Mark sat watching along with her as she sat in his lap astride his stiff cock slowly fucking herself up and down upon his shaft.
"Do you wonder if they know someone's watching them?" She asked.
"Dunno, maybe, but in all likelihood they probably aren't even thinking about that possibility at the moment, perhaps later they will after they'd had a chance to think about it."
"That's probably true, even I don't find myself thinking about it when I'm at home, but after seeing this, I'll probably be a little more aware of it from now on."
"Maybe for a few days, but then things will go right back to being normal again," Mark told her. "It's really a very natural phenomenon, sort of out of sight, out of mind as it were."
"Oh my God! Now look at them!" She exclaimed suddenly.
Cindy was prone over Darlene's body still lavishing her pussy with her lips, though Jack had now slipped his prick inside her from behind. John was currently getting an equally arousing blowjob from Darlene as he lay next to her, playing with his own wife's tits while Jack fucked her fast and furiously from behind.
"I wonder if we'll get a chance to party with them like that," she stated with a lust filled tone of voice.
"Oh, I'd imagine we will given time," Mark assured her.
They continued to watch, timing their own orgasmic releases to those of Mark's tenants, watching Darlene devouring John's prick as he came, while Jack had at Cindy's request informed her of his own pending orgasm, to which she turned and finished pumping his climax against the softness of her breasts.
"Oh do that to me!" Martha cried out excitedly, and then captured Mark's prick between her tits and jacked him off that way until he had shot a heavy load of his own spunk all over the woman's breasts.
#
Suite 302
It was well past midnight when they had finally gotten dressed and decided to call it a night. But before they did, Martha asked Mark to let her have another quick look in on everyone else. He was planning on doing that anyway before retiring to bed. And though the twins, as well Mike were all asleep at this point, Martha was surprised that Mark could see just as clearly into their rooms even in the dark, though everyone appeared to have blond hair and a green tint to them.
"So you can see in the dark too huh?" she giggled knowingly. "I'll have to remember that."
Mark quickly checked in on Bob though he really wasn't expecting to find him doing anything but sleeping either, then was surprised just as Martha was to discover him sitting up in bed watching a porno movie.
"My...my. Would you look at that!" she said with renewed interest. Mark knew exactly what she was referring to, and it wasn't the fact that he was actually sitting there slowly stroking his cock either, it was the fact that good old Bob had a rather enormous cock, larger than most, and one that would put everyone else's in the complex to shame.
"No wonder he's still a bit of a loner," Mark said speaking more to himself than to Martha.
"Why do you say that?"
"Well for one, it hasn't been that long since his wife died, and secondly, there really aren't that many women who can honestly handle a cock that size. They may talk about it, joke around about it, but when it gets right down to it, they find they can't and usually don't, once they've seen it."
"Hmm, I wonder," Martha chuckled.
"Maybe you should try and get more familiar with him yourself Martha. I think he could certainly use a real friend anyway, and if something were to happen or develop between the two of you, then so much the better for everyone involved!"
She continued to watch Bob jerking himself off, "too bad it's so late, I'm half tempted to pay him a visit," she said wickedly.
"Well, maybe not tonight," Mark agreed with her, "But you really should try to get to know him a little better, I think the two of you could end up having a pretty good time."
"You just wanna watch!" She teased him.
"Of course I do," he admitted. "Wouldn't you?"
"You mean?"
"Certainly! Might be fun you and I together, watching you and good old Bob there."
She smiled at that. "Yes it would, wouldn't it?"
#
It was nearing eleven in the morning by the time Mark rolled out of bed. Throwing on his robe and grabbing a cup of coffee, he strolled out onto his deck and stood overlooking the pool area. It was already warm with the sun well up and promised to be another hot day. He wasn't surprised to find the twins already sunning themselves out by the pool either, but he was a little surprised though pleased when only moments later Charlene sauntered out joining them. As was usually the case, neither of the twins had worn a top, something Mark had encouraged everyone in the brochure about having the freedom of nudity on the premises if they desired to be. Almost immediately the twins had taken him up on that one, though only partially as they were comfortable being topless by the pool, but hadn't as yet gone entirely nude either.
Charlene began chatting with the girls though he couldn't quite make out what was being said. He was again pleased to see it though as at least the twins were a little closer in age to Charlene, as was his own daughter Brandy, though he didn't think she'd even met the other girl yet. Scooting one of the other available lounge chairs over by the twins, she soon undid her own swim top and dropped it down onto the table beside her, opting to suntan topless just as the other two were doing.
Though looking down at the three girls certainly had its own appeal, Mark soon after made his way inside and decided to take a quick peek at how everyone else was doing.
Suite 202
With Charlene out by the pool, Mark didn't really figure to discover anything too interesting when he dropped in on Danny, and nearly changed camera's when he caught Danny walking over to the back bedroom window which was in his sister's room, looking down at the three girls, staring at them just back in the shadows.
"Can't say as I blame you Danny Boy," Mark chuckled thinking of the song by the same name as he sat watching Danny watching the girls. And once again he nearly changed cameras to go looking elsewhere when he saw Danny suddenly slip his hand down through the opening of his boxer shorts and begin stroking himself. "Now...that's interesting," Mark thought to himself, wondering just what it was exactly that Danny was actually thinking about. "Probably poking one of the twins," he said aloud. "If not both."
Mark watched in renewed curiosity as Danny suddenly began rummaging through one of his sister's drawers, producing what appeared to be a pair of black satin, or soft nylon panties.
"What the hell?"
Danny quickly stepped back towards the window, though remaining out of sight as he stood there, now using the black pair of panties to further caress and stimulate his cock with. Curious, Mark split the big screen on the control panel and brought up the pool area. He was just in time to see the twins picking up their stuff and about to leave. As Mark had more than enough microphones wired into the lighting and lawn decorations, picking up conversation down by the pool was easy.
"We're sort of having a girls night out," Tracy said inviting Charlene to join them later. "Actually, it was Pam who invited us to go to the club with them."
"You mean a gay bar?" Charlene asked incredulously. "But I'm not even gay!"
Stacy burst out laughing, "Well neither are we honey, but we still enjoy looking at the girls, and everyone really does have a pretty good time together, not to mention the dancing," she finished.
"Yeah, come on...go with us!" Tracy joined.
"Well, ok, maybe I will after all she said smiling. "Give me a call later," and with that, the twins headed back towards their apartment.
Mark had watched, and continued to watch as the twins left. As had Danny, but he was continuing to stand there looking out the window, still lazily stroking his prick with a pair of his sister's panties.
"Now that's interesting!" Mark smiled to himself, since Charlene now was the only one out by the pool, and who had either been from the beginning, or had just become, the sole object of Danny's lustful desires. Finally reaching a climax, Mark watched as Danny finished jacking himself off into his sister's panties, then followed him as he shoved them deep down inside her dirty clothes hamper before exiting her bedroom.
"Even Martha would get a kick out of that one," he thought.
Suite 102
Mark knew that John and Jack had scheduled a round of golf together so he knew they'd be off somewhere on the course. Peeking in, he found Darlene and Cindy still lounging around in their robes sharing some pastry and a cup of coffee together. After everything that had happened the night before, he wasn't at all surprised that the two women were quickly becoming fast friends, nor that they'd decided to start out the morning together, perhaps discussing the previous nights activities either.
"So did you say you'd do it?" Darlene asked.
"Well, I thought about it for a while, then decided, sure...why not? I mean I was surprised he'd even asked me, and more than a little flattered as he said that he really liked the shape of my legs, and really wanted to use them in a piece he was thinking about doing. But then, he told me that he wanted to include another woman in the piece, and would I have a problem doing that. So I thought about that for a while, and really wasn't too comfortable doing it, especially with someone I didn't know, and considering what he wanted the two of us to do while posing for him really embarrassed me."
"What does he want you to do?" Darlene asked even more interested to hear the specific details.
"Well...what he wants is for us to interlock our legs together, you know...pussy to pussy, literally. So the piece will just be the upper thigh area of both women, and then their cunts pressed together."
"Wow...I see what you mean," Darlene said letting out a low whistle.
"Anyway, to finish my story, I told him I might be willing to do it provided I did it with you, and after what we experienced last night, I knew without any doubt I'd be more than comfortable doing it then."
"Me? You want me to pose with you?" Darlene laughed. "What makes you think Mike would want to use me?"
"Because...I've already asked him?" Cindy said grinning, "To which he delightfully said "Hell yes!"
"He did?"
"He did! Said that he's never approached you because he hadn't really met you yet for one thing, but for another, he just assumed you probably wouldn't do it to begin with. He knew I would, especially after I saw a few of the pieces he'd done and commented on them, which is why he asked me in the first place."
"I don't know, Jack might not like the idea of someone buying my pussy," Darlene quipped, "Even if they don't know its me."
"So why even tell him?" Cindy said. "I haven't told John, and I'm not going to. Mike said we could probably do it in less that a couple of hours in the beginning, then perhaps another hour or so afterwards at some point as he finishes up the final touches."
"Two hours? Pussy to pussy with you?" Darlene gasped. "If we do that, we might end up doing something else later you know."
Cindy grinned. "And you have a problem with that?"
"Not if you don't," Darlene said suddenly reaching over across the table, opening the front of Cindy's bathrobe and tickling the tip of one of her protruding breasts.
"Hold that thought," Cindy grinned back at her, allowing her robe to come completely undone as she stood. She quickly dialed the phone.
"Hello?"
It was Mike, Mark could easily tell the sound of his voice, and hearing as well as seeing all this, brought Mike's room up on screen. He was just then laying out a clump of clay in preparation for doing some work.
"Hi Mike, this is Cindy. I'm just sitting here with Darlene, and we were talking about the sculpture you want to do."
"Is she interested?" Mike asked.
Mark watched as Cindy put her hand over the mouthpiece. "He wants to know if you're interested or not," she said.
Mark watched as Darlene opened her bathrobe suddenly cupping and then tweaking both of her breasts. "Tell him I am," she grinned suggestively.
Cindy laughed, "Not in me silly...in doing the sculpture with me!"
"Wouldn't that accomplish both?" Darlene shot back.
"Ah Mike? She said she's interested....very interested in fact, so sure...we'll do it. When would you like to start?"
"Can you be here in about an hour?" He asked.
"Ah hour?"
Darlene nodded her head yes, "That should give us plenty of time for a nice little warm up," Darlene half whispered as Cindy reached down between her legs and ran a finger gently over her split as Darlene watched.
"Sure...we'll see you in about an hour then," Cindy said hanging up the phone.
Mark watched as Cindy stepped back over towards the table, then climbed up on top of it, spreading herself openly in front of where Darlene was still sitting. "So...you don't mind putting yourself against this?" She said invitingly. "Maybe we should practice a little bit before we go over there," she hinted playfully.
"My thoughts...exactly," Darlene said leaning over and placing a kiss directly on Cindy's vulnerable little mound.
Mark watched the two women fool around with one another teasingly for a while until they both decided they needed to get "cleaned up" before going over to Mike's place. Mark went back to browsing, noticed Charlene still out by the pool though she was now sunning on her stomach. Moments later he found Pat and Pam where he'd fully expected to find them at this time of day.
1:20 in the exercise room.
Pam was spotting for Pat as she lay on the weight bench. Pat had just finished putting on another ten pounds and was about to test the bar when Pam slipped a hand down her shorts, and a second after that ran that same finger beneath Pat's nose just as she started to pull the bar off the cradle.
"You little shit you!" Pat yelled at her. "You trying to break my concentration? That could get me injured you know!"
"Now...would I do something like that?" Pam teased lifting her tank top, revealing her breasts. "Just trying to give you some incentive and motivation here, or don't you appreciate the way I do that?" she asked.
Pat rested the bar back in the cradle sitting up. "O.K., that does it," she growled. "You've been asking for it all morning long, and now you're gonna get it too!"
Letting out a squeal, Pam made a dash to the opposite side of the room, but Pat headed her off, easily jumping over one of the exercise bicycles, easily cornering her partner.
"You think I was kidding don't you?" she said menacingly, "Well just so you know, I wasn't!" Pat easily pulled Pam's arms behind her back, then led her over towards the rings. They struggled briefly, but Pam was no match for Pat's incredible strength. Within moments she had tied one of Pam's hands securing it to one of the rings, making it far easier for her to then subdue, and tie off Pam's other hand to the other ring.
"What are you going to do?" Pam asked worriedly.
"Like I said, something you've been asking for, for quite some time now, and I don't care who comes in and sees it, sees you...or who for that matter might even be watching it now. You've been asking for it, and now you're going to get it!"
Secured, and unable to get away, Pat walked over and began taking up the slack on the rings, increasing their height and lifting poor Pam up and off the floor as she did so until she could barely even stand on her tippy-toes. At that point, she even more easily stripped off the pair of shorts and panties that Pam had been wearing.
"What the hell are you going to do?" Pam cried out in alarm, but Mark also heard a faint lustiness to her tone of voice as she asked that. Without answering her however, Pat grabbed the bottom of Pam's tee shirt and pulled it up and over the woman's head, leaving it there so that she was effectively blindfolded; she then proceeded to walk over towards the wall where a number of jump ropes hung. Taking several of these, Pat then tied off each of Pam's legs using one of them, and then tied them off, stretching Pam apart although she initially fought wildly, trying to keep her from doing so until exhausting herself.
"Not so funny now is it?" Pat said as she took yet another length of rope and began wrapping it around the young woman's breasts tightly until they had begun to swell and redden with the coil of rope now encircling each. She even stood there flicking at Pam's nipples with one end, hearing Pam's whimpering cry as she tagged them repeatedly leaving long red lines criss-crossing each one of her breasts from the length of rope.
"Fucking A!" Mark thought as he settled down even deeper into his chair while watching all this. "Note to self...don't ever get this woman pissed off at you!"
Mark watched as Pat now took one end of the jump rope, placing the blue handle between Pam's legs, running it up and down her wide open split, then as Pam again struggled in vain hanging there suspended as she now was, Pat began forcing the end of the handled rope inside the woman's cunt until it was buried as deeply as she could manage it.
"Well now, don't we look pretty?" Pat said stepping back to admire her handy work. "See what happens when you insist on being a naughty girl?" she stated once again, then slapped each one of Pam's breasts firmly several times, likewise slapping her pussy with the flat of her hand as well, then walking around behind her, doing likewise to the woman's ass for several long minutes.
"Had enough?"
Pam nodded her head, then spoke, "Yes...yes, I'm sorry, I'm sorry."
"You should be," Pat told her. "I'm going home to shower now," she said turning. "But don't worry, I'll let someone know where you are so they can come and untie you," she said seriously, and with that...Mark watched as she actually left the room.
It wasn't more than a few seconds after that when his phone rang.
"Mr. Mitchell?"
It was Pat.
"Please Pat, call me Mark."
"O.K. Mark!" Pat said giving his name a little more emphasis than she'd really needed to. "I am sure you were probably watching, but even if you weren't, you'll find Pam hanging around in the exercise room. If you're not too terribly busy, she could probably use a hand."
And with that, she hung up.
Mark shook his head and laughed. "Interesting character that one," he mused silently. But he didn't really feel too sorry for Pam either, he had a sneaking suspicion that she'd gotten exactly what she'd wanted to, to begin with. Which is why he took his time getting dressed before heading down to the exercise room in order to let poor Pam down.
#
Mark had indeed been the one to finally let Pam down. Though she blushed profusely, it was easy to see that she was also more than aroused, and perhaps even more so being caught in so wickedly a fashion as she had been especially with the blue handled rope shoved as deeply inside her when he'd come into the room and found her hanging there.
"So, she called you huh?"
"Yep, which means either she really hates me, or she's starting to like me. I'm not sure which one it is yet though," Mark laughed to himself leaving the impaled rope for Pam to remove, which she did, but not before first untying and uncoiling her breasts, even massaging them first.
"Oh, I think she likes you," Pam grinned. "She does think you have a strange quirky side, but after all...don't we all?" Pam said grinning even more widely.



"That we do," Mark agreed watching Pam as she finally removed the jump rope from her pussy.
"I'll wash all these," she said reassuringly, and then began doing so as Mark stood watching her. Obviously Pam wasn't too inhibited that he would be there while she did so, and especially as she'd made no effort to redress herself either.
"Yeah, I'm glad that she does," Pam said once again. "You see though she isn't attracted to men at all, she knows that I am. So every once in a while, she allows me that particular little pleasure, but only with her approval of course."
"Of course," Mark said smiling watching her.
"And of course she has to be there, which some men wouldn't find very comfortable with her standing there looking on."
"Can't imagine why," Mark said sarcastically.
"Anyway, the fact she called you says something,"
"It does that," he offered back.
Pam finished cleaning up and putting away everything. "Sorry about all this, I'll make sure it doesn't happen again," she said shyly.
"Oh, no worries, and if it does, that's perfectly fine too. I'm just a phone call away," he grinned. "You know...I could make some really simple modifications, add a few things in here," he said "Might be interesting."
Pam smiled widely at that.
"You might be right," she told him. "Let me know if you need help doing anything, or making any suggestions."
"I will," Mark said and then waved as Pam hurried back to her suite where Pat was waiting for her.
#
On the way back to his suite, he again passed by the pool area. By now his daughter, along with James and Andy had come out to the pool for a swim and some sun. Andy was currently sitting next to Charlene though Mark noticed she remained lying on her stomach as she spoke to him.
"Hi da...I mean Mark," Brandy spoke waving at him as he approached.
She had almost called him dad, though it didn't appear that Charlene was even aware of the near slip as she was too involved with her own ongoing conversation.
"Hope you brought your sunscreen," he told her. "It's going to be a hot one."
"Of course, I was just about to have James put some on me," she indicated walking towards her towel which she'd spread out on the grass rather than in one of the lounge chairs. As she did, she reached around unclasping the bikini top she was wearing and allowed it to drop down on the towel. Mark didn't avert his eyes for a couple of reasons, mainly because he didn't want Charlene wondering why he wouldn't be looking for one, and for another it was an interesting position to be placed in, seeing how much his own daughter had changed and how she felt about herself in front of him. Obviously uncaring that she had displayed her breasts in front of him said something anyway.
At that moment Charlene noticed Mark's daughter as she smoothed out her towel sitting down fairly close to her and began rubbing in the suntan lotion. She leaned up on her elbows at least, her breasts suddenly dangling invitingly which brought a small secret little smile to Andy's face as he sat there looking at them.
"Hi...I'm Brandy," she said introducing herself to Charlene.
"Charlene," Charlene replied shielding her eyes with one hand as she looked over towards Brandy who sat with her back towards the sun. "Would you mind? Could I borrow some of that when you're finished with it?" She asked. "I just used the last of mine up, and I'm already starting to feel the sun again."
"Sure! Here Andy, "Catch!"
Mark had taken a seat nearby observing everyone as they introduced themselves though James continued doing laps in the pool.
Andy caught the bottle of suntan lotion that Brandy had tossed to him. "Would you like me to do your back?" he asked Charlene.
"Yes, thank you," she said lying down once again as Andy scooted over closer to her and poured a goodly amount in his hands warming it before applying it to her.
Mark smiled secretly, noticing the already tell-tail bulge that had begun to appear in Andy's swim trunks.
Just then James appeared sitting down beside Brandy. "Here, toss that to me," he said indicating for Andy to give him back the bottle, which he quickly did. He began applying some lotion onto Brandy's back as she lay down on the blanket.
Mark noticed as he did so that James appeared to enjoy running his slippery hands and fingers along both of her sides, affectively giving the soft flesh of her semi-exposed breasts a nice gentle caress as he sat on her back rubbing the lotion in.
"So, I'm thinking that our first get-together should be next weekend," Mark stated informing everyone. "That will be the first full month since everyone moved in, and give all of you a chance to meet and really get to know everyone else."
"Sounds like fun," Andy responded as he repositioned himself now sitting half crouching over Charlene's upper legs as he continued giving her now what appeared to be more of a back massage than just rubbing in the suntan oil. Mark noticed that she really didn't seem to mind either, obviously enjoying the young man's attention. Curiously however, Mark also noticed a strange look come from his daughter towards Andy as he did so, though she didn't comment or say anything beyond the look.
"Well, guess I'll leave the four of you to your sun and swim," Mark said standing up. "Enjoy yourselves!"
He had glanced at his watch only moments ago, realizing that Darlene and Cindy should be making their way over to Mike's suite by this time, and he wanted to tune in and watch as he was sure it would prove interesting. Before he did so however, he stopped and stood in front of his daughter briefly.
"If you're free later, come see me," he said in tones low enough that only James and his daughter could have heard. Brandy gave her father a curious look, but then nodded her head.
Mark quickly made his way back up to his own penthouse shortly after that looking forward to watching the two women as they posed together.
Suite 103
By the time Mark had returned to his control room and had turned on the cameras, Mike had already placed a low table out on his porch patio and was going over some last minute instructions with the girls as he explained what it was that he wanted from them. Nervously to some extent, they removed their clothing, and though Mike had told them that he'd only be sculpting them from their upper thighs to just above their lower stomach, the women opted to remove everything rather than sit there pressed together with tops on. Mike appeared to be all business-like, but Mark watched as Mike repeatedly stole looks directly towards the two women as they began placing themselves upon the small table.
"So...like this?" Darlene asked him. She and Cindy had indeed managed to interlock their legs over one another, but Mike approached having and enjoying an obvious look as he began telling them to move a bit more this way, or that way, stepping back...observing as though thinking about it, then making them readjust once again.
"O.K., I think that will work," he said finally. "Now, if you don't mind holding it like that for a bit, I'll get the basic shape down."
Darlene and Cindy were indeed pressed cunt-to-cunt, and seemed to be enjoying the closeness of their intimacy. "I don't think you're supposed to be moving," Cindy teased her friend.
"I'm not really moving," Darlene shot back. "Besides, its sort of hard not to!"
Cindy laughed pressing herself against Darlene, the subtle movement of her own hips giving way to the playful moment the two women where sharing together. Mike didn't seem to mind however as he was far from getting down to the specific details of what he had in mind, piling up the clay, molding and shaping it in more of a general appearance as his idea began taking shape. For the moment, the girls banter and subtle movements were of no importance beyond giving him a measure of some private appreciation as the two naked forms continued to sit mashing themselves together.
And though it was interesting to watch to some degree, Mark found himself curious and wondering what else might be going on in his complex.
Suite 201
He'd almost forgotten about Pat and Pamela. But as he flipped through their suite, he quickly located the two of them in their bedroom. Pat was lying on her back with Pamela contentedly lying between the woman's legs going down on her though she did so in no apparent hurry. Obviously Pat enjoyed a long slow sensuous suck of her pussy, which is exactly what Pam was giving her.
"Softer," Pat half-whispered, obviously enjoying whatever it was Pam's mouth and tongue was doing to her, and wanting to prolong rather than hurry along the pleasures as she did so.
Mark watched for a while, and then flipped back to see how the other two women were doing. Mike had by now gotten the basic shape down, and was now standing close to the women, using his hands to get some basic measurements and perceptions down in his mind as he closely observed, then touched and made slight modifications to their positioning.
"Ahh," Darlene pouted. "I can't feel her as close with her sitting like that," she complained. "Now we're not even touching!"
"Don't worry," Mike grinned "I just want to take a look at the angle from over there, then as I work on that, the two of you can go back to touching as much as you'd like for a while."
Cindy giggled, "So you don't mind if we enjoy ourselves while you're working?
"Not at all, as long as you hold still once in a while when I ask you to," he told them. "Beyond that, feel free to do whatever you'd like."
They held their pose for a few minutes until Mike was satisfied that he had what he wanted. "Ok, you can relax...or do what ever for a few minutes," he told them while I finish this part."
Almost immediately Cindy reached down between the two of them with her hand, giving Darlene's exposed little clit a gentle tickle with her fingertip. "You as horny as I am?" she said unashamedly.
"Hell yes," Darlene quipped. "Who would have known that posing for a sculpture could be so much fun?"
"Speaking of which..." Mark thought, and quickly brought up Pat and Pam's room again, though this time splitting the screen so he could watch them both simultaneously.
Mark was surprised to discover in the short time he hadn't been observing them that Pat had gotten out of bed. She now stood and had begun belting something on around her waist as Pam patiently knelt on the bed waiting for her to finish. Once she had done that, she slipped what appeared to be a life-sized flexible dildo through the opening that appeared near Pat's crotch and quickly secured that.
"Ready to get fucked?" Pat asked unnecessarily, obviously Pam was as she immediately assumed the position, posturing herself now on all fours and wiggling her ass back towards Pat suggestively. "I bet you would like to get fucked too wouldn't you?" Pat taunted her. "I bet you've been dreaming about some guys prick shoving itself inside that hot wet cunt of yours haven't you?" she pressed once again, wiggling her own fake dick up and down, even stroking it as though it were one. "Maybe Mark's even?" she ventured. "Oh yeah, bet you'd love to feel that nice hard dick of his sliding inside you right about now wouldn't you? Well? Wouldn't you?" Pat demanded expecting an answer this time.
"Yes damn you! Yes...I would! Now...would you please come and fuck me?" Pam pleaded. "Please?"
#
Darlene and Cindy were happily lying there frigging one another with their fingers now, though Mike soon strolled over towards them. "I know you're both going to hate me, but I need you to hold still for a few minutes," he explained smiling at the two of them. "And I need to do some finger measurements," he added grinning as he said that.
"Measure all you want," Darlene purred wantonly. "Especially with your fingers!"
Mark watched zooming in the camera as Mike placed the tips of his fingers just above the tip of Darlene's hard protruding little clitoris, he then did the same just above Cindy's though adding a third finger, actually resting it against the top of her clit itself.
"Don't just let it sit there, move it a little," she almost begged. Trying to maintain a sense of professionalism however, Mike merely smiled, speaking. "You two go right ahead, I got what I needed to see," he stated, then turned and went back to his clay. The girls quickly did just that, once again slipping their fingers into one another unabashedly masturbating one another.
#
"That's it...that's it you little cunt, fuck it...fuck it...fuck it!" Pat called out as she knelt behind Pam, unmoving, forcing Pam to do all the work as she impaled herself on the rubber prick slowly moving back against it, then forward again as Pat remained stationary. Finally, as Pam moved to impale herself as deeply as possible, Pat latched on to Pam's ass, shoving deeply and forcefully against her, finally fucking the woman with several quick rapid penetrations that had Pam moaning loudly with each forward slap of Pat's hands against her ass as she did so.
"Yes! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" she was screaming.
#
"Oh, fuck Darlene! Cindy cried, "Keep doing that, keep doing that...harder! Faster! I'm almost there!" She cried out deliciously.
Mark chuckled to himself while watching. He had just smeared a fresh dollop of precum that had oozed from the tip of his prick, further pleasuring his thick swollen head. Likewise, he watched as Mike sat, pretty much doing the same, the piece he'd been working on obviously forgotten for the moment as he'd finally succumbed to the erotic sensual display going on before him as the two girls wildly humped themselves now against one another, each striving to bring the other one to climax.
#
I bet you wish you could feel this prick squirting inside you don't you?" Pat nearly yelled at her partner as she continued driving herself in and out of Pam's wet glistening pussy. Zooming in, Mark indeed saw just how wet the woman's cunt really was, creamy white froth now forming all around the fuck toy, clinging to it every time it plunged inside, returning with even more of the sex-sauce suddenly appearing.
"You wanna cum? You wanna squirt? Well come on then you horny little cunt, give it to me!"
All at once Pam exploded, her ear-piercing scream of pleasure filling the room, almost causing Mark to readjust the volume as she did so. But he was too enthralled to think of anything else, as a millisecond after that, Pam's pussy suddenly began to expel several little cascading streamers of clear white liquid that began to splash against the bed, sheets, as well as herself.
#
Cindy too was thrashing about wildly in her own little throes of ecstasy, as was Darlene, coming together almost simultaneously, grinding, still humping themselves against one another pleasurably. Mike had himself stood, walking over towards them, watching, observing, as he continued fisting his prick now only inches away from the two women.
"Oh yes...yes! Shoot it! Shoot it!" They cried urging him on. Mike began doing so, pumping off his own jettison of white milky spunk that he directed purposely and specifically against the still mashed joining of their respective cunts.
#
"Ah Daddy? You wanted to see me?"
Mark's hand contained most of his still spurting semen, which he'd attempted by way of not making even more of a mess than he already had. His prick throbbing once again, squirting, even as he leaned forward cutting off the camera's, then forcing his prick back inside his pants. Obviously from where his daughter now stood, she was well aware of what he'd been doing, and watching, as she had no doubt been standing there observing things herself for God knows how long.
Mark snatched several tissues from the box near by, wiping his hands.
"I didn't hear you come in."
"Obviously," she countered, though she was smiling and not frowning at him as she said that. "You gave me a key remember? I sorta figured you'd be up here any way, so I just let myself in." Brandy walked over to the couch sitting down as Mark tossed his spunk-laden tissues into the trash. "Pretty interesting," she then added without going into any details about specifically what it was she had found interesting.
"Ah yes, they are," Mark stammered briefly. "Interesting pair those two, have you met them yet?" He asked.
"I did bump into Pam in the Jacuzzi a few days ago yes, and spoke with Cindy down in the lobby the day we moved in, but I haven't met either one of the other two yet," she stated confirming that she had indeed been watching for a time at least.
"Well then, perhaps at the party," Mark finished.
"Yes, perhaps," Brandy quipped waiting on her father.
"The reason I wanted to see you," Mark began "was mainly to see how you are, how you're doing here, and if every things o.k. with you."
"Why wouldn't it be?" She responded. "I'm enjoying it here...very much in fact, so why do you ask?"
"Well, for one thing, I know your mother wouldn't understand your current living arrangement..."
"No more than she doesn't approve of yours either," Brandy said easily.
Mark laughed at that one. "True, but I'm not her daughter. Secondly, I caught the look you gave Andy out by the pool."
Brandy tried to mask her surprise at her father's observance, "What look?"
"A look I've seen often enough before," he told her. "You weren't very approving of Andy's attention towards Charlene, had it been James's I would have understood it, but Andy?"
Brandy actually flushed, her face reddening deeply, which brought some relief back to Mark as now the awkwardness of the moments ago had turned in the other direction.
"What about Andy?"
"Nothing really...was just curious, wondering if perhaps the three of you have some sort of agreement or understanding or something."
"No, of course not. You know as well as James does, Andy's just our friend, nothing more than that."
"Ok, not saying he isn't, just saying that if there is anything more than that going on, that situations like that can get pretty complicated if everyone's not on the same page together if you know what I mean."
"Yes, I know what you mean, and I also know what I'm doing," she added alerting her father that there was in fact a bit more to this situation than she was ready or willing to admit to for the moment. "In case you haven't noticed father, I'm a big girl now."
"I have noticed honey," Mark said trying to sooth over the situation. "And since I haven't exactly been there for you as a father for most of your life, I am at least trying to be a little like a friend, and just cautioning you. You are as you say a grown up woman now, and can make choices for yourself. I wouldn't even begin to tell you to do, or not to do something that you've set your mind on doing. I'm only saying...be careful. Sometimes situations like this can get a bit sticky."
"Sort of like a few minutes ago?" Brandy said standing, smiling once again taking back the upper hand over their conversation.
"Just remember Brandy, if you don't want me to know, or see something I shouldn't, then you shouldn't be doing it in the first place."
"You know, you could always just keep the camera's off in our suite, then you wouldn't have that problem."
"Or...you could move and find another place to live too," Mark said firmly. "You're not tied into any kind of contractual agreements here like everyone else is. You're free to move out anytime you'd like to. But as long as you decide to stay here, then just be aware, I could be looking...so if you don't like your father looking in on you from time to time, or want to be caught doing something you shouldn't be..."
"You mean like the way I just caught you a few moments ago?" Brandy said interrupting him.
"Ah, but you see? There's the difference. "Maybe that was a bit awkward, but had it been anyone else except for you, it wouldn't have been. Everyone here knows who I am, and what I enjoy doing. That's why they've agreed to live under the terms and conditions that they are. You want to speak and act like an adult? Then accept the fact that sometimes adults do or enjoy unusual things. This is one of mine, and I've not tried to hide it from anyone, including you. And just so that we understand one another, I'm not going to pretend to be anything, or anyone other than who I am in the future. So next time you come to see me unexpectedly, perhaps you'd better knock unless you're prepared to find me doing whatever I feel like doing, or whoever I feel like doing it with. Agreed?"



Brandy nodded her head, but then she looked him straight in the eye too. "And just so you know and understand father...I plan on doing a little exploration myself, so if you do happen to look in and see something that surprises you, then don't say I didn't warn you. Fair enough?"
"Fair enough," Mark said, and then hugging his daughter, walked her downstairs to the door.
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"Bobby, be quiet, there's a news bulletin on the radio."
"What do they mean? UFO?" Bobby asked.
"Shh, shut up and listen or I'll box your ears, send you up to your room without dinner, or worse...make you wear a checkered shirt to school tomorrow, now be quiet, I'm trying to hear what they're saying!"
Helen Bendover listened intently to the news broadcaster. It seemed impossible that he could actually be reporting that an Unidentified Flying Object had actually landed at the Mall in Washington DC.
"Why would they land there? Bobby pestered his mother, "there's a lot nicer Mall just down the street from us," he said.
"Not that Mall you idiot!" Helen told her son, the Mall, Mall...the Park."
"Oh."
"Now be quiet!"
"It's been reported that an alien spacecraft has now landed, but that the Army National guard is actually surrounding the entire area. People are advised to use caution as no one seems to have a fucking clue...wait, I've just been handed something. What? What do you mean I can't say fucking on the air? This is a fucking space ship that's just landed you moron! I'll say fucking however much I want to, we're all liable to die here today, so I'm going to say fucking as much as I...wait, wait, you can't take away my microphone...I'm on the fucking...."
"Ladies and gentlemen, we interrupt this broadcast to apologize for the use of the "F" word during this news alert. We understand the excitement and concern that our ex-news reporter was feeling, it however in no way represents this stations views or content. We return you now to our regularly scheduled broadcast."
"Mom?"
"Yes Bobby."
"What does fucking mean?"
"Not now Bobby, we're in a crisis here. I need to go talk to Professor Barn Yard about this and see what he has to say about it."
"Ok, but before you go, there's a lady here, she's sitting in the study, said she wanted to see you about the room we have for rent."
"What does she look like?"
"Tall, dark hair though she wears it really short, nice tits too!"
"Bobby!"
"Ok...ok, I got the message. So you going to talk to her or not?"
"Well, we really do need to rent out that room, I guess the Professor can wait for a while longer."
Helen quickly entered the study where indeed a tall rather statuesque woman sat waiting for her.
"Hi...I'm Helen Bendover, can I help you?"
"I'm...my name is Clit-toe, I saw your sign out front advertising a room for rent?"
"Clit-toe? That's your name? Kind of unusual isn't it?"
"It is?"
"Well hell yes, what mother and father in their right minds would name a girl Clit-toe for Gods sakes! I mean bad enough your last name's Toe."
"It is?"
"Well isn't it?"
"Ah no...the names um, Catheter."
"Catheter?"
"Yes, Miss Catheter."
"You're telling me your actual name is Clit-toe Catheter,"
"Ok. My name is Clit-toe Catheter."
"Listen Clit, or whoever the hell you are, I really don't have time for this. Haven't you heard the news? Some sort of Alien space ship has just landed in the middle of Washington, I'm on my way to talk to Professor Barn Yard about it right now."
"A Professor? What kind of Professor is he?" Clit asked.
"Hell I don't know, does stuff with mathematics, way over my head...but then I only finished High School. He's currently working on some sort of a study with some nut by the name of Kinsey, something to do with reproduction I think."
"Where might I find this Professor Barn Yard?" Clit asked. "This sounds like someone I need to speak with, something to do with why I'm here in the first place."
"Well if you want, I guess you can tag along with me."
"That would be great, thank you."
"Oh, and do you still want the room?"
"Yes, I do...I'll only need it for a few days."
"You know, this isn't a fucking hotel, you could have gotten a room at the Y or at the local Motel Six, or is that sex? I never can remember which one it really is...anyway, I was thinking along the lines of renting it to someone who was actually planning to stay here a bit longer than that."
"Will this serve as payment?" Clit asked, handing Helen a full carat diamond.
"Are you kidding me? You're offering me a diamond for the room?"
"Do you need more?"
"Do you have more?"
Clit reached into her pocket and produced a handful of the precious gems.
"Jesus H. Christ! What are you a diamond smuggler or something?"
"Smuggler? No...I just always carry them with me, I've noticed that they usually get me whatever I may need."
"No shit Sherlock," Helen said taking several other diamonds. "Ok, so we have a deal and you have a room for a few days."
Just then the cab they were riding in pulled up in front of Professor Barn Yards home.
"This is it," Helen told Clit-Toe. "Let's go see if he's here."
"Is the Professor in?" Helen asked one of his assistants.
"He is, but he's up stairs with Dr. Kinsey, they've asked not to be disturbed at the moment as they're busy with a study, well...three of them in fact."
"I see," Helen said. "Would you at least tell him that Helen is here? And that a Miss Clit-Toe has something very important that she'd like to speak to the professor about."
The assistant soon left, and Clit-Toe walked over to a black board containing a lot of mathematical equations. She looked at it for a moment, then erased a section of it and added in a couple of strange looking drawings that appeared highly sexual in nature.
"What the fuck are you doing?" Helen asked grabbing the chalk away from Clit. "You can't come in here and erase work he's been working on for years now!"
"Don't worry, I think once Professor Barn Yard sees what I've done, he'll want to speak with me."
"I have to admit, you're pretty good with the chalk," Helen said eyeing the erotic sketches that Clit had left for him to see. You wouldn't be into women would you by chance?"
"Where I come from, there's no such thing as heterosexuals," Clit told her. "We're both."
"Oh...so you're bi-sexual then."
"You could say that, yes." Clit told her. "Perhaps I'll show you tomorrow what I mean by that, say about noon?"
"Why noon? Or are you really into nooner's?"
"Let's just say I'm planning a little demonstration that I hope will get everyone's attention."
"Oh...I see, an exhibitionist as well then?"
At that moment the assistant came back into the room. "I'm sorry, but the Professor is balls deep in his work and said he just can't see you right now. Perhaps later after they've finished with all three of their studies."
"I really must get going myself," Clit told Helen. "I think I'll walk down to the Mall and have a look at things myself."
"You're going down to see the space ship? I'd like to come with you, I understand there's also some sort of metallic looking robot or something that's standing guard it front of it that I wouldn't mind seeing either. They said he's 'well endowed' in fact, and I wouldn't mind having a look at that myself."
A short time later they were standing a few feet away from the flying saucer as well as the nine-foot Adonis that looking like molten metal, though he did indeed have a twelve-inch penis that was flaccid at the moment just hanging there between his legs.
"My God! Would you look at the size of that prick?"
"He's actually not so bad once you get to know him."
"What?"
"I mean, yes...he is big isn't he?"
Several others stood around gawking at the metallic looking creature, and though the entire area was surrounded by the Army, one woman slipped through the lines and made it all the way up to were the creature stood.
"Would you look at the size of this cock?" She said turning towards her girl friends, then reached forward to touch it.
"No!" Clit yelled out suddenly, but it was too late. The creatures phallus suddenly began to stiffen, glowing brightly as it did. "Now she's in for it," Clit sighed.
"What? What's happened? What's happening?" Helen asked worriedly.
"Just watch, you'll see." Clit told her. Sure enough, the woman stood frozen in place as the creatures dick lengthened even more, still glowing, then suddenly it sprayed out a bright white streamer of phosphorescent goo. The moment it hit the woman, she began convulsing uncontrollably. Several of the soldiers raised their weapons to fire at the creature, but it began jacking its self off shooting additional ribbons of its phosphorescent spunk at them as well, until they too had succumbed to whatever it was that was happening to the woman.
"What's happening to her? To them?" Helen pointed as several of the soldiers now fell to the ground writhing and undulating suggestively.
"They're having orgasms," Clit told her. "Which will continue for quite some time I'm afraid."
"Really?" Helen said with a smile. "Orgasms?"
"Yeah...really, really big ones too."
Helen started to move towards the creature.
"Hey, where do you think you're going?" Clit said grabbing her arm.
"It's been a while since I've even had one...I just thought..."
"No....not now, not here. Let's go back to my room, there's something I want to tell you and show you before that demonstration tomorrow."
"Your room huh?" Helen grinned looking at her watch. "Yeah, we should have time yet if we hurry. Bobby won't be home from school yet for a few hours. And after everything that I've seen here today, I'd damn fucking horny!"
Clit looked her over curiously. "I don't see any," she said, "unless they're beneath your clothing."
"You're really a strange duck aren't you?"
"Duck? No...we don't even have any of those where I come from, we're just..."
"Yeah I know you told me...bi-sexuals?"
"Well...sort of, but like I said, I'll have to show you and explain to you what I mean."
"Lets get out of here then," Helen said looking back at the still orgasming men and women, some of which had now begun coupling with one another on the lawn. This is starting to get out of hand here, and I prefer my pleasures in private."
"Yes...it's best of we go," Clit-toe stated. That substance can spread and affect everyone it comes into contact with."
They quickly left as more and more people began tearing their clothes off and began fucking all over the park, some of which had even begun to do so on top of the tanks that had encircled the UFO.
"That can't be comfortable," Helen said looking back one last time. "But those couples doing it on the Merry-go-round look like they're having fun!"
#
They made it back to Helen's house where her fiancé' met them inside.
"Shit!" Helen said entering her home. "Marvin's here."
"Marvin?"
"Yeah, he's my idiotic fiancé', we're supposed to be getting married soon, but I'm having second thoughts about it."
"Second thoughts?"
"Yeah, he's got some thing about saving it for the wedding night, and that's got me worried because the last thing I need is to marry a guy that can't satisfy me after we're married."
"Helen!" Marvin said interrupting them. "Have you heard about the space ship and the big pricked robot?"
"He's actually not that bad," Clit said.
"What? Who's this anyway Helen?" Marvin said eyeing Clit up and down, smiling with a wink.
"This is ah...Miss Catheter," Helen told him. "She's from out of town and is renting a room from me for a few days."
"Well, perhaps we can all get together later and..."
"Marvin? You said there was something else you wanted to tell me?" Helen said glaring at him as Marvin finally tore his eyes away from Clit's chest.
"Oh yes...as I was saying, Professor Barn Yard just called, he was all excited about some sort of drawings and sketches that someone had left for him."
"I'm not surprised," Helen said, "I thought they were damn exciting myself," she said with a giggle, winking at Clit on the sly.
"Well, he wants you to call him immediately, and I want to go down to the Mall and have a look at this creature for myself," he told them.
"I wouldn't do that if I were you," Clit said.
"No...let him go," Helen said grinning even wider now. "Who knows? It might even do him some good."
"What?" Marvin asked.
"Never mind darling...you go have a look at what's happening, and I'll show Clit..."
"Show who?"
"Ummm Clit-ton, here...her room."
"Very well," Marvin said turning. Then grinned suggestively at Clit, "Perhaps the three of us can have dinner later," he suggested smiling.
"Perhaps," Clit responded not really meaning it.
Marvin soon left, and Helen took Clit's hand leading her upstairs. "Come on, we don't have a lot of time left before Bobby gets home, and you were going to show me a few things. Yes?"
"Just as soon as you call Professor Barn Yard, and set a meeting up with him for tomorrow," Clit told her. "I really do need to speak with him before noon."
Clit was to meet with the Professor first thing in the morning. "You're sure he'll invite some of the finest minds in the world to be there?" Clit asked nervously. "It's important that they are."
"Don't worry...if he said they'll be there, they'll be there. Now...what was it you were going to show and tell me about again?" Helen said as she began unbuttoning her blouse. Clit quickly began doing the same.
"I'm glad you're more open-minded than most other's I've met here," Clit told her.
"Well, like I told you, I always have been sort of curious, not to mention being extremely horny."
Once again Clit looked over her body as Helen quickly stripped off the rest of her clothing.
"Well if you are, I certainly can't see it." She said curiously.
"Well, how about I show you then?" Helen said stepping over towards her, running her hands over and around Clit's firm enticingly pointed breasts. "Hey...you lactating?" she questioned in surprise as two tiny little droplets of phosphorescence cream suddenly appeared at the tips of each nipple. "This looks like..."
"Better to show you than explain it right now," Clit said. "Go ahead, suck on them."
Helen quickly, and greedily did so. "Hey...I'm starting to feel a little light-headed," she said almost dreamily. "Whatever this stuff is, it sure tastes good!"
"And feels good too I'll bet huh?"
"It's sure starting too...I almost swear I could have an orgasm just standing here."
"Actually, you could...and will. But I'd prefer to show you what I mean about that demonstration tomorrow, why don't we move over towards the bed?"
"You know, I've never gone down on another woman before," Helen told her. "Good hell...and you've got a really, really big clit too!" She said. "No wonder they call you that!"
"Go ahead, suck on it a little," Clit said with a needful moan. "There's something else I need to show and do for you," she added.
Helen began licking and sucking the woman's pussy, and to her surprise, as she did so, Clit's clit suddenly began to grow, bigger...and bigger...and bigger.
"Holy fucking A!" Helen said now actually wrapping her fist around the woman's clit. "This thing is huge!"
"Thank you," Clit said. "How are you feeling anyway?"
"I think I'm fucking as high as a kite! I don't know what's in those boobs of yours, but whatever it is, it's a whole lot better than that shit my ex-husband used to grow."
"You haven't seen anything yet," Clit informed her. "Just keep sucking on that for a few more minutes, and I'll guarantee you'll experience something you've never felt before."
"I think I can make that same bet," Helen told Clit. "I've been told I'm pretty damn good at this myself, so perhaps I can make you feel something you've never felt before too!" she grinned getting higher and higher by the minute. "I'm willing to bet I can make you see stars!"
"Oh? Which ones?" Clit asked. "I wasn't aware that your species had that ability,"
Helen was too busy sucking the woman's engorged clit to answer however, though Clit responded for her. "Damn...maybe you do Helen, maybe you really do!"
"I can't believe how fucking big you are!" Helen said minutes later. "You're as big if not bigger than that ex-husband of mine. In fact...I wouldn't mind actually climbing on and fucking this."
"I was just about to suggest that," Clit told her. "So I can truly show you what I've been talking about."
Helen quickly climbed up on Clit, sliding her own wet juicy pussy down over the woman's clit until it had penetrated her fully, "Wouldn't Marvin love seeing this!" she said lustily. "Always did want to have a threesome anyway...maybe later?" She said hopefully. "After dinner and after Bobby goes to bed?"
"I'm not sure you'll have recovered fully by then," Clit warned.
"Huh?"
"I'm going to shoot inside you now," Clit told her.
"Fuck! Already? We've barely even..."
She never finished the statement though. Clit began spurting her phosphorescent jisim into Helen's cunt, and the moment she began doing so, it quickly spread throughout her entire body absorbed into the blood stream.
"Holy fucking shit!" Helen wailed out screaming at the top of her voice, "I'm cumming! I'm cumming! I'm cumming!"
Clit had redressed herself looking down at Helen who still continued to thrash around on top of the bed, wild-eyed and still very much in the throes of orgasm. It had been nearly twenty minutes now, and she hadn't let up, even after Clit had all but forcibly extricated herself from the woman's spasimng pussy.
"Don't worry, it won't last too much longer," Clit told her. "It's not like Gert's spunk."
"Gert? Who the fuck's Gert? And who says I want this to stop anyway?" Helen said, her eyes nearly crossing as she continued to feel wave after wave of pleasurable ecstasy. "I've never cum like this before in my entire life, and hell...you're not even doing anything to me any more and I'm still cumming!"
Helen continued to lie there on the bed for a while longer, pulling on her own tits, squeezing her nipples harder than she had ever squeezed them before, slapping her cunt with her hand though she hardly needed to, she knew that she could keep climaxing without even touching herself. But finally...Helen began to feel the pleasure beginning to slip away. "Oh fuck no! No!" She said anxiously. "I'm just starting to enjoy this!"
"You certainly are different than most," Clit had to admit. "An orgasm of that intensity usually paralyzes people for a while afterwards, though I am confident you will be fairly drained once you've calmed down again."
"Yeah well, like I said, it's been a while. Maybe I just had some catching up to do." She said that, already feeling sleepy however, realizing that she was indeed finally coming down from the most hellacious orgasm she'd ever had before in her entire life.
"Helen?"
"Yeah?" She responded, now barely able to keep her eyes open.
"If anything happens to me tomorrow, I need you to do something for me," Clit told her.
'Sure...what?" Helen said barely able to even stay awake now.
"I need you to give Gert a message for me."
"Gert?"
"Yeah...that Robot that's standing by the space ship."
"That's Gert? The one with the big dick?"
"Yep, that's him."
"What do you want me to tell him?" Helen asked half asleep now.
"Give him this message in the event something happens to me, tell him: "Clit-Toe, Grab Ass, Nico-teen"
"What the fuck does that mean?" Helen wondered.
"Don't worry about what it means," Clit told her. "It's sort of a code, he'll know what it means and what to do about it. Just repeat it to him, but you have to do so before he shoots his spray or you won't be coherent enough to give him the message after that. Now...repeat it back to me."
"Ok...ok, I'm supposed to tell him, Clit-toe, Grab Ass, Nico-teen"
Helen soon passed out fast asleep after that. Closing the door to her room, Clit headed back to the space ship she had come in to make a few final preparations before the next days meeting.
#
Helen woke to the sound of someone pounding on her bedroom door. It was Marvin.



"Helen! Helen! Wake up! It's past eight-thirty for Christ sake! You forgot to pick Bobby up from school, let alone feed him, what the hells the matter with you anyway?"
"Go away," Helen groaned. She could still feel the tiny little pulsating beats deep inside her pussy. "Unless you're willing to come in here and fuck me!" She added.
"Helen...you're not making any sense. Now open this door, there's a lot I've got to tell you," he said.
"After you fuck me," Helen shouted back. "To hell with waiting until after we're married."
"Helen, listen to me. You know that diamond that Miss Catheter gave you? Well, I had it appraised; do you know there's no such diamond like that one that exists anywhere on earth?
"You were going to steal my diamond?" Helen said sitting up in bed.
"Not steal it Helen, just have it looked at. After you told me that Miss Catheter gave it to you, I got suspicious."
"Jealous you mean," Helen said finally opening the door naked as she did so.
Marvin stared at her body for a moment, hesitated, nearly taking her back in. "No...I can't, we can't...this space woman, that's who she really is. She's the one from the space ship, I know it Helen, I know it! There was something unusual about her that I couldn't quite put my finger on."
"You can say that again," Helen sighed pleasurably.
"Listen Helen, we need to go to the police."
"Police?"
"Yes, and the Army too. And speaking of which, they've put a solid block of bulletproof plastic around that space creature in front of the space ship. It'll never be able to get out of that now."
"Where's Clit?"
"Who?"
"Miss Catheter."
"I don't know, she wasn't here when I arrived. Anyway, are you coming with me or not?"
"No...I think I've cum enough for one day...for several in fact."
"What?"
"Never mind."
"Well I'm going to the Police Helen, I know they'll be interested in what I have to say, it will make me an important man Helen, my name...our name, will be in all the papers."
"Marvin?"
"Yeah?"
"Go fuck yourself."
#
Clit still wasn't back in the morning, feeling like she had a monumental hangover, Helen finally got dressed and headed into work even though she was horribly late. Getting into the elevator to head up to the floor where she worked, she was surprised when Clit appeared from out of nowhere, joining her.
"Where the hell have you been?" Helen asked. "That silly assed ex-boyfriend of mine turned you into the Police!"
"I know, I've heard about it, everyone's out looking for me," she told her. "Did you speak to Professor Barn Yard?"
"Yes, I spoke with him before coming to work, he said that everything's set for the big meeting tonight out in front of the spaceship. Listen...you really are from outer-space aren't you?"
"Yes Helen, I am. And like I told you, should anything happen to me before that meeting takes place, you need to get that message to Gert."
"What message?"
Clit frowned, sighing heavily.
"I was just kidding. I remember the message, as stupid sounding as it was."
Just then the elevator stopped suddenly, the power going off.
"What's happening?"
"What time is it?" Clit asked.
"I'm not sure...my watch has stopped too, but it says that its exactly noon."
"Then it's begun," Clit told her.
"What's begun?"
"My demonstration. I programmed the spaceship to send out a pulsating orgasmitronic wave."
"A what?"
"A cum shock."
"Cum, shock?"
"Yeah...right about now, for the next hour, everyone every where will be experiencing a very intense orgasm."
"You mean...all over the world?"
"Yep!"
"You mean to tell me... that everyone, right now at this very moment is having an orgasm?"
"Everyone except people in flight, or the dying and sick in hospitals."
"Boy are they gonna be pissed over that one...missing out and all."
"What?"
"Never mind...hey, how come I'm not having an orgasm?"
"Because I'm protecting you from the pulsitronic beam," he explained.
"But what if I don't want to be protected from it?" she said sulkily.
"I'd have thought you'd already had enough of that to last you for a while," Clit told her.
"Not on your life, and since we're gonna be stuck here in this fucking elevator for an hour, then we might as well make the best of it shouldn't we?"
"Well, if you really want to, I suppose..." Clit began.
Once again Helen began hurriedly shucking off her clothing. "Well? You just gonna stand there and watch me? Or you gonna actually join me for a while this time? By the way, how about YOU eat ME this time...will it still have the same affect?"
"Oh yeah...the same chemicals are in the saliva of my mouth too," Clit informed her.
"Well in that case bitch, get down on your knees and start sucking my cunt!"
#
"Professor! Professor! Are you ok?" His assistant asked. "What was that? What happened?"
"We all had terrific orgasms!" He told her wiping away the spunk from the front of his trousers. "Why did it frighten you? Were you scared?"
"Yes...it did Professor, I haven't had an orgasm like that in years!"
"Good!" He said turning back towards the window lighting his pipe up. There was nothing like a good smoke afterwards, he mused. "Good...I'm glad you're scared." He told her. "Oh...and it was rather fun watching you climax too," he added.
"Why Professor..." his assistant smiled.
#
"Clit? It's me...Helen." She said knocking on the door. "Come on, the cab's here waiting to take us to the meeting, we need to get out of here. I think Marvin's on his way over with the Police and the Army, and I think they're really pissed because when all that orgasmic shit started happening earlier, there was nothing but a bunch of guys hanging around one another when it all started happening, and with no women about for most of them...well, you get the picture," she stated,
Hurriedly, Clit and Helen got into the Cab. "Driver, get us to the Mall just as fast as you can get us there," Helen told him.
"Lady, I don't speed not for anyone."
"Here, will this help?" Clit asked handing over a single diamond.
"There you go with the fucking diamonds again," Helen said.
"Hell yes!" The driver said greedily taking the stone. Moments later they were speeding down the highway.
"Shit...there's a road block up ahead!" Helen pointed out. "We'll never make it through in time!"
"Driver? Pull over, let me out here, and then take Miss Bendover to the Park."
"Who?"
"Never mind...just get her there," Clit said opening the door. "And remember Helen, if I'm not there in an hour, then tell Gert what I told you to tell him. Don't forget, and for God's sakes, tell him before he squirts you, or it'll be too late for everyone after that!"
Helen watched through the rear window of the cab as they pulled away, but even as Clit dashed for the bushes, the Army and Police had already spotted her, and were shooting at her.
"Fuck!" Helen said, "Hurry...get me to the Mall!" She demanded. "It's a matter of life and death!"
"Listen lady, after today, nothing would surprise me. I sat here today in my cab at noon having the best orgasm of my entire life, and you know what else? There were two little old ladies sitting in the back seat finger-fucking one another like crazy, strangest damn thing I've ever seen in my life...and one of the hottest fucking experiences too! So don't tell me this is a matter of life and death, I think I've seen it all now!"
"Shut the fuck up and drive."
#
"We got her...we got the space woman!" One of the officers said.
"You fucking moron," his superior said. "You weren't supposed to kill her, we were supposed to just capture her. Whoever told you to shoot her in the first place? Fucking idiot!"
#
"What? No tip?" The driver said as Helen got out of the cab.
Helen gave him the finger, slamming the door, and then began making her way across the lawn to where the spaceship still sat.
"Oh no! Oh no!" She cried out, realizing that Gert was no longer encased in the airtight plastic container. "Now what the fuck am I going to do?" Behind her she heard a sound, turned and screamed just as Gert jumped out of the bushes at her waving his hard firm erection, which had already begun to glow. He was already stroking his magnificent phallus, and for a moment all Helen could do was stand there watching him, mesmerized until she came to her senses and knew he'd be spurting his spunk on her at any moment.
"Gert...listen to me, Gert...Clit-toe, Grab Ass, Nico-Teen" He was still stroking his prick, but a little more slowly now. So she said it again. "Gert...Clit-Toe, Grab Ass, Nico-Teen".
With a heavy sigh, Gert quit stroking his prick and it quickly began to grow flaccid as well as stop glowing. Reaching out, he picked Helen up, causing her to faint as he picked her up and carried her inside the space ship.
#
"Is everyone here?" The Professor asked.
"Everyone that is anyone," his assistant said with a smile on her face. "And after this afternoon, I'm ready to go again," she added.
"Later Miss Bradley," Professor Barn Yard told her. "By the way, did you notice that the Robot is missing?"
Just then an important looking official along with several Army officers approached him.
"Professor Barn Yard?"
"Yes?"
"I'm afraid the meetings been cancelled. The spacewoman has been captured. Well...shot actually."
"Shot?"
"Yeah...shot...dead in fact."
"Dead?"
"Yeah...dead. So I guess there won't be any more meetings, or noon orgasms either for that matter."
"Damn," Miss Bradley sighed, but she was interrupted from continuing as suddenly the doors on the spaceship began to open.
"What the fuck?" Someone shouted. "The doors are opening!"
Panic quickly ensued as Gert emerged from the spacecraft, his hard swollen prick glowing brightly, menacingly in front of him as he stepped out taking up station at the side of the door. Then to everyone's surprise, Helen as well as Clit walked out of the door just behind him, where she then stood looking over the crowd that had gathered, only then recomposing themselves.
"People of earth...I am here to deliver a message to you. "Yours is a race of violence and wastage, for too long, we of the united planets have allowed your planet to continue along the paths you have chosen. Up until now, we've watched and hoped you would all come to your senses and change your destructive, wasteful ways. But...obviously you've chosen not to do so. We therefore no longer have a choice. As I have tried to demonstrate and show you, yours can be a society of peace, tranquility, and more fucking pleasure than you've ever imagined. For ourselves, we created a race of pleasure-bots, much like Gert here, Capable of giving you as many orgasms as you'd like, for as long as you'd like them. No longer do we fight or make war on one another. But please note that this final decision is yours to make. If you continue to go on killing one another, wasting away your planet, using up all your resources, then we will have no choice but to send other robots just like these to cause all of you to have one continuous never-ending orgasm for the rest of your lives. Should we do that, then you will surely and slowly starve to death, though it will be a pleasurable way to die...I assure you. Choose to continue as you have and be orgasmically obliterated, or join the federation of Planets and live in peace and orgasmic harmony. The decision now rests with you."
Clit turned walking back into the spaceship, Gert following.
Helen quickly made her way down the disappearing platform and stood next to the Professor.
"Do you think anyone will listen to what she said?" she asked.
"We can only hope," he said taking her arm, then adding. "You doing anything after this?"
"No, why?" she asked
"Wanna fuck?"
"Lead the way Professor," then they turned just in time to see the massive spaceship return to the star filled skies.
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Mark started his day as he usually did with a quick cup of coffee and a morning stroll out on his deck. Being it was the start of the workweek, he knew there wouldn't be much of anything going on around the complex with most everyone off to work or attending school. He had an appointment himself later on that afternoon with a woman who was a Realtor and helping him look into some other investment properties. Until then, Mark decided to take his second cup of coffee and have a quick peek in on those he did know would still be home.
Suite 203
He shouldn't have been too surprised, but he still was. Martha wasn't in her bedroom nor the bath when he turned the camera's on in her suite. But he quickly found her a moment later in the kitchen, only she wasn't cooking or eating breakfast, if anything she was playing with it instead.
"I know you're usually up by this time, though I don't know if you're actually watching me or not, though I know you might be recording this and see it later. Either way, thought I'd amuse myself and you since I was in the mood," Mark could hear Martha saying. He laughed at that.
"Good ole' Martha," he chuckled once again, and then settled in to watch the show.
Martha stood with one leg propped on one of the dining room chairs, she was naked, and held a long slim yellow banana, which she was currently using to tease herself with as she stood there. She'd been at this for a while by the looks of it, and Mark made a mental note to go back later and view this from the time she actually began. There was a dish of whipped cream and strawberries sitting on the table next to her, several of which lay scattered with the tell-tail remnants of cream still smeared about her pussy giving it a rather decadent looking appearance as though someone had just finished dumping a thick load on her already.
"Been a while since I've used fruit to satisfy myself with," she continued saying, "thought you might enjoy watching this though, even if you aren't watching it right now, it's still erotic wondering if you are to be honest with you," she said.
Mark sat, his prick already beginning to harden as Martha now pressed the tip of the yellow fruit against the cream-smeared opening of her cunt and allowed the first couple of inches of the banana to enter her.
"I'd have preferred using a cucumber," she continued speaking more to herself as an ongoing diatribe as she had no idea if Mark was watching her now, or even would be later. "Unfortunately, I didn't have any. I must remember to pick a couple up from the store later, I remember how they used to feel, especially when I'd just taken them out of the fridge."
Martha had now managed to ease in all but the last quarter of the banana, leaving it there as she scooped another two-fingers of cream from the nearby bowl, and then proceeded to apply that to her exposed little clitoris as she twirled the sweet cream over and around her hard little clit moaning pleasurably as she did.
"I love the way a man's cum feels on my pussy," she stated. "And I love masturbating myself with it afterwards, so this cream feels quite a bit like that, though it's a little cooler of course," she actually said laughing. "Did you know that I actually have a fantasy about that?" she asked, not at all expecting an answer of course. "I used to masturbate thinking about it constantly when I was a bit younger, but have never actually experienced it, though perhaps that could still happen now that I'm living here," she grinned looking up towards the ceiling, then about the room though she never did look directly to where the camera was actually concealed.
Mark was curious of course, and hoped that Martha would continue with that thought as she also continued teasing herself with the cream, while the banana was still wedged deeply between her legs. And thankfully, she did.
"Anyway, just in case you are interested, my fantasy is this, I've always wondered what it would be like to lay on the floor in the middle of a bunch of guys, watching them as they all stand over me jerking themselves off, then watching them as one by one, they starting climaxing, squirting all that delicious hot cream all over my body, covering me from head to toe in it. After they've all shot their loads, then I proceed to masturbate with their cum, swiping it up with my fingers, from my breasts, my face, my legs, and then smearing it onto and into my pussy while I lay there finger-fucking myself."
Mark watched, her eyes were closed now and she was beginning to use the banana to truly fuck herself with now as she continued on explaining her fantasy in explicit detail, gathering more of the whipped cream, smearing it on her face, as well as her breasts and tummy as she really got into the mental image of her fantasy, actually living it to a degree as she got more and more aroused and consumed in the fantasy. Finally Martha crawled up onto the table itself, pouring the remainder of the bowl onto her breasts and pussy, the banana now forgotten and popping out of her with a slippery ease, falling to the floor discarded, temporarily forgotten. All Martha wanted to feel now was the cream and her own fingers as she twirled her clit maddeningly, using the cream as a cum substitute as she began thrashing about wildly in the throes of orgasmic bliss.
After several moments of just lying there on the table recovering, Martha finally slid off and began the process of cleaning up the mess she'd created. With his hard dick still in hand, Mark decided to do a quick scan through the other suites in the event anyone else happened to be doing anything of particular interest.
Suite 202
Mark knew that both Charlene as well as her brother Danny attended school, though not always the same schedule as one another, nor every day. He honestly didn't know if he'd find anyone home or not when he peeked in on them either, though he quickly found Danny at home. Curiously, he was lying on his sister's bed in her bedroom, one of her dresser drawers still open. He currently held a light blue satin bra in his hand, which he was using to run over and around his rock-hard prick with as he lay there. A matching pair of panties were currently wrapped around Danny's balls which he periodically handled, using them to masturbate with when he wasn't using the cups of her bra to run his dick around on, smearing the inside with dollops of his lubrication.
"So...Danny really does have a thing for his sister," Mark mused to himself. "That certainly make's things interesting. I wonder if she has any idea?"
When it was obvious that Danny was close to orgasm, he removed both the bra and panties, and then picked up a framed picture of his sister, which Mark hadn't noticed until now. He stared at her photo hungrily, lustily as he finished jackhammering his prick, soon splattering the picture of her face with a healthy load of cream. Almost immediately, Danny carefully refolded the bra and panties and placed them back inside her dresser drawer, closing it and then leaving her bedroom carrying his cum-coated picture with him. Mark followed him into the bathroom where he carefully cleaned and wiped off the photo, afterwards placing it back on the wall where it had originally hung next to one of his own.
"Like I said, I wonder..." Mark thought to himself, and anticipated a lot more curious revelations.
#
By three that afternoon, Mark had driven to the location where the realtor had told him she had a property for him to look at. It wouldn't be as luxurious as the building he was living in himself, but it wasn't intended to serve the same purpose either. This one he would rent as an investment. Marlene Andrews was a strikingly beautiful woman with dark auburn hair that she had woven into a tight long braid. Even in the business suit she was wearing, she was all curves with deep brown eyes that complimented her olive skinned complexion. Mark wondered if she wasn't half Indian with her high cheekbones and firmly set jaw.
They had wandered through the six floors, each floor having four separate yet spaciously designed apartments with spectacular views from private decks that looked out over the city.
"This one is my favorite," Marlene said stepping out onto one of the decks that faced to the West. "Sometimes you can see the most spectacular view from here in the evening."
"Yeah, I can see that," he said looking directly towards her, watching her face as it blushed, wondering perhaps if the double meaning was truly intended. Mark quickly approached the enclosed railing and looked over. Each of the private patio decks were staggered so that from his vantage point, it became evident that you could see down into each of those below him.
"Hmm, I can see that I'll have to pay particular attention to prospective renters," he stated looking down. "Don't want anyone living here who might take offense at sunning outside naked and being looked at."
Marlene joined him by the rail looking down as well and chuckled. "Yes, I have that same problem where I'm living," she told him. "Only mine is a rather obnoxious neighbor who's always hitting on me whenever he sees me laying out back."
"So you hate being hit on I take it?" Mark inquired.
Marlene turned giving him a more than friendly smile. "It's not being hit on, it's who's doing the hitting," she said easily. "And Frank isn't someone I find particularly attractive, so no...I don't enjoy being flirted with by him." Once again she turned looking back over the railing. "To be honest, I've even considered moving myself, and this wouldn't be such a bad place to rent either provided my neighbors were decent and interesting."
"Well, if you did decide to do that, "I'd let you have the unit below this one for a third off the price."
"Why that one and not this one?" she asked curiously.
"Well, because if you did decide to move in here, I might have to take this unit for myself as a second place of residence," he said grinning back at her. "Or would you consider that as me being too obnoxious?" he asked. Once again he watched her face turn slightly red as she thought about that and laughed.
"And like I said, it depends on who's doing the flirting," then quickly adding. "But what would it take for me to get this unit at the same price you just offered me for that one?"
Mark allowed a serious expression to cross his face momentarily, "Well, provided I'd be invited over to see the view on occasion, I suppose we could work something out."
"Hmm, might be something worth negotiating," she smiled with her eyes.
"Yeah, just something about the view I'd like to get a better look at," he teased back.
Marlene lifted her hands to the front of the jacket she was wearing and began unbuttoning it. "I knew I shouldn't have worn this particular suit today, it's almost a bit too warm for it don't you think?"
"I know I'm certainly warm, and yes...it does seem to be getting a little hotter doesn't it?"
Having heard that, Marlene threw all pretenses aside and began undoing the buttons on her blouse, dropping it along side her jacket so that she now stood in front of Mark wearing only her skirt and a matching black lacy bra. Moving towards her, he placed his hand on the short zipper of the skirt, nimbly undoing the single button he found there, then unzipping it, allowing it to fall around her feet. Now she stood in a pair of pantyhose, though she wore nothing else beneath them.
"That's the one thing I hate about pantyhose," she told him. "There's no real easy way to take them off is there?"
Mark laughed, but spun her around facing back towards the railing. "Sometimes it's sensual leaving them partially on too," he whispered against her neck as he kissed her there, his hands already unclasping her bra which now slid easily down her arms, discarding it even as he pulled her pantyhose down from off her hips, below her ass. "No...leave them right there," he told her as she'd begun to wiggle them down even further.
Mark quickly undid his own pants kicking them off along with his shorts, once again stepping up behind Marlene as she stood next to the rail. Though there were additional condominiums across the way, someone would need a pair of binoculars or a telescope to actually confirm they were seeing anything as Mark's hands now embraced Marlene's full luscious tits, molding them and caressing them as they hung sensually over the railing as they stood there together.
Mark felt Marlene's hand reaching back behind her, finding his hard firm erection and caressing it even as he pressed himself against the twin cheeks of her ass, rubbing his prick up and down as well as side to side against firm butt cheeks. She moaned softly as his hands continued to explore and caress her rapidly stiffening nipples, giving each a precious light little pinch, and then rolling them between finger tips just as she held and rolled his cock back and forth against herself.
Mark felt Marlene squeeze out a pearly drop of precum, quickly swiping it up with her finger, then placing it against her pink little starfish. "I like it in the ass," she said easily. "I'm also very clean, though I brought some condoms if you prefer...lubricated," she added.
"You've come prepared," he said spitting on his prick, using the additional lubricant to massage her tiny puckered ass with.
"Well, I was sort of hoping," she admitted. "After I met you the first time and knowing that no one but the two of us would be up here..."
"Breaking in your new apartment..." Mark finished for her, causing her to giggle.
"Yeah, maybe so," then moaned deeply as Mark allowed the tip of his prick to gently enter her as he stood there allowing her to accustom herself to it.
"Oh fuck that's good," she groaned once again, feeling him as he slowly allowed another inch, then another to make its way inside her tight fitting opening.
Bent over the railing as she was, Mark was forced to relinquish her breasts now, but he placed his hands on either side of her hips, spearing her fully until the entire length of his prick had buried itself deeply inside her.
"Oh yeah, just stay like that for a moment," she begged. "Let me feel it, feel you inside me just like that." Mark did so, enjoying her ass with his hands, running them up her back and along her sides, once again feeling the fullness of her pliant breasts which she now mashed against the upper railing.
"Now, fuck me, fuck me!" She urged.
Mark began doing so with nice slow easy thrusts in and out of that tight slippery passage as he again spit on his prick giving it further lubrication. Marlene stood up slightly, changing the angle of penetration, Mark's hands once again cupping her full breasts, squeezing them in synchronization with his thrusts, causing Marlene's breath to become heavy, harsh with each and every lunge of his hard stiff prick inside her ass.
"Yes! Yes! Yes!" she said grinding herself back against him, once again leaning forward though this time doing so even lower, dipping below the railing as she grabbed both of her feet holding onto them.
"Now harder! Harder!" she demanded.
She was certainly agile, though Mark had to be careful so as not to knock her off balance and into the privacy fence as he pounded against her, once again holding firmly onto her ass for support.
"Yes! Yes! Yes!" She again screamed out, her voice loud as she unabashedly stood there enjoying herself. "That's it! Fuck my ass! Fuck my ass!"
In the next instant, Marlene was screeching out her ecstasy with her fingers pounding her pussy, working her clit. Mark knew his own orgasm wasn't far behind hers either, which she seemed to sense. A moment after that she stood disengaging him entirely, but before he could voice any complaint, she had wrapped her hand around his prick, forcing him to step closer to the railing. Marlene continued pumping his prick as they stood there until it became obvious to him what she was up to. After doing that, he allowed the pleasure of his orgasm to occur, watching the first hard-felt spurt leap from his cock, hanging for a moment suspended in air before the pull of gravity overcame his spunk rocket and dragged it towards the ground. Another, and then another quickly joined the first until he had jettisoned every droplet from his spent prick. Marlene peered over the railing once again looking down.
"Well, I think we just christened the property," she said laughing still looking down. "I wonder if one day we'll find a little stain down there somewhere."
"So...you'll be moving in?"
"You'll be buying the property?"
"Yes."
"Then...yes," Marlene said, and knelt taking Mark's prick inside her mouth.
#
It was late in the evening by the time Mark arrived back home. He and Marlene had enjoyed another session with one another on the stairs, and then again on the kitchen counter. By the time they had finished, they were both exhausted, yet exhilarated as well. He'd also invited her over to the party the following weekend, which he was already looking forward to.
And though it was late Mark watched as one of the twins, either Stacy or Tracy headed into the Laundromat, which was next door to the parking garage. He didn't think much about it of course as the twins for some odd reason seemed to do their own laundry very late at night. Getting out of his car, he began to walk towards the lobby area and check with his night staff when he saw Pam turn the corner and head into the Laundromat as well.
"Hmmm?" he thought to himself. Taking his keys out once again, he walked towards the side service door and let himself in. It led into a small storage area adjacent to the laundry room itself, from there he knew he could secretly observe the two women inside without being seen. And though he could just as easily gone up to his suite and watched from several hidden cameras, sometimes being able to observe someone in the same room without their knowing it could be far more exciting for him.
Opening the door that led into the actual facility just a crack, gave Mark just enough of a view of what was going on inside, as well as allowing him to easily hear the girl's conversation. He noticed that one of the twins, and he surmised it to be Tracy just because of her demeanor, had just finished tossing in a load of clothes, and had in fact now stripped off what she was wearing, adding them in as well. She turned just as Pam approached her from the other direction.
"You're certainly up late," Tracy said greeting the woman.
"Yeah, couldn't sleep, and thought I might as well get some washing done, maybe read a little while I waited for the clothes to finish," she chuckled then. "You always wash clothes while you're naked?"
"Usually, that's why I come down here and do it late at night, just in case I should make anyone uncomfortable. You're not are you?"
"Me? Heaven's no!" Pam grinned appreciatively. "In fact, I just might make it a point to come and do laundry late at night more often."
She quickly tossed her own load of laundry in one of the washers, then as an after thought, removed the pair of shirts and tee shirt she was wearing, tossing them in as well.
"When in Rome..." she offered turning back around once again facing Tracy who had jumped up on the washer as it began going through its cycle.
"Something I enjoy doing...sorta helps pass the time," Tracy offered. Pam seemed confused for a moment, not fully understanding.
"Not as interesting until it goes into the spin cycle," she added, to which Pam's eyes opened in understanding.
"Oh!" She giggled, "Never even thought of doing that myself!"
"You should try it some time!"
Turning on her machine, Pam quickly jumped up on top of it so that now the two women were sitting together side by side, naked on the washing machines.
"It's a bit cold," Pam added.



"Give it a minute, with the hot water going in, it really warms up in a hurry." They sat in silence for a moment, then Tracy asked, "So...where's Pat?"
"Asleep. But I couldn't, which is why I'm down here doing this, needed to be done anyway. Your sister?"
"Ditto. And since it was my turn to do laundry," she left off saying as she spun around on top of the washer facing towards Pam, a smile spreading across her face. Pam blushed, realizing she'd been staring at Tracy's breasts.
"You really do have pretty boobs ya know," she said demurely.
"Thank you, so do you."
"They're too small," Pam said glancing down at her small sized tits. "But they're sure as hell sensitive!" she said looking up though she had cupped her breasts with her hands, actually touching her nipples. "Doesn't take much to make these grow at least," she added.
"Mine get pretty sensitive too," Tracy said now touching her own, "sometimes I can almost cum just playing with them."
"Me too!"
Mark was enjoying the erotic banter taking place between the two women, especially watching them as they fondled themselves. He was amazed after his evening with Marlene that he could even get an erection at this point, but he was.
"But it sure feels a hell of a lot better when someone else is doing it," Tracy continued, though she was genuinely caressing and playing with her breasts now. "Even watching someone else doing it is damn fucking hot!"
"Yeah, no shit. Just sitting here seeing you touching yourself is getting me hot!" Pam said honestly.
"Hmmm, so is this," Tracy giggled as the washer began the spin cycle. "Funny how that sensation just seems to tease me in just the right way, not too much, but enough that it's like a slow sensual tease."
Pam sat watching Tracy begin to enjoy her masturbatory little vibration caused from the washer, waiting for her own to finish and begin doing the same.
"Hey...you interested in trying something?" Tracy asked.
"Sure! What?"
"Slide over here and see if you can climb into my lap."
"You serious?"
"Shit yeah! Come on, I want to see if this does anything."
"Hell Tracy, just crawling into your lap will do something!" Pam laughed as she scooted across the one unit to the other where Tracy sat waiting for her.
"That's it, now put this leg under mine, yeah...perfect. Now, try and scoot up a little more. Yeah, that's it. Oh...that's nice," she all but purred.
"Sure as shit is," Pam agreed feeling her near hairless pussy against Tracy's bare smooth one.
"Can you feel that?"
"Are you kidding?" Pam stated pressing herself even more firmly against Tracy's cunt.
Tracy laughed, "I meant the vibrations."
"Oh yeah, those too."
"Hey, you're moving!"
"I can't help it," Pam grinned. "You just feel so fucking good like this!"
Mark was feeling pretty good now too. Once again aroused, he'd removed his hard stiff prick from his pants and now stood slowly pumping it up and down as he watched the two women rubbing their cunts together on top of the washing machine. "Shit!" He thought, realizing he didn't have a tape currently recording any of this down here. "Note to self...rectify that immediately!"
"Yeah, even I have to admit that," Tracy told her, "And these feel pretty good too," she said placing her hands on Pam's breasts.
"Oh fuck! Like I said, my nipples are really sensitive, especially when someone else is playing with them!"
Pam placed her hands on Tracy's breasts simultaneously, enjoying the feel of her slightly fuller breasts as they continued pressing themselves against one another, enjoying the feel of the washer's spin cycle though it was just then beginning to slow.
"Damn! Already?" Tracy pouted. "It was just starting to feel good!"
"I know something else what would feel good, if you'll let me," Pam half whispered making it difficult for Mark to even make out what she'd said, though he discovered what that had been a moment later as Pam disengaged herself and slid off of the washer. She then spread Tracy's legs apart, helping her to scoot closer to the edge of the washing machine. As Pam leaned over, Tracy draped her legs over the woman's shoulders.
"Fuck, that's better than the spin cycle any day!" she moaned as Pam began joyfully licking her clit.
"You can say that again," Pam mouthed into Tracy's pussy, her fingers now busily frigging her own clit as she stood there going down on her.
Tracy placed one hand on Pam's head for support, drawing her closer holding her there, the other behind her as she lifted herself up somewhat, further intensifying the pleasure that Pam's flicking tongue was bringing her.
"Oh yeah...right there! Right there! Don't you fucking stop!" Tracy warned, now literally humping herself against Pam's face as she drew nearer and nearer towards orgasm.
"I have no intention of it," Pam mouthed into Tracy's cunt, sounding just like she had a mouth full when she said it.
"Oh yeah...almost there, right there....fuck yes...yes! Yes! Yes!" Tracy screamed out as her orgasm suddenly claimed her, causing her to thrash wildly, almost uncontrollably as Pam tried desperately to hang on as she did.
"Fuck that was nice!" Pam said moments later, straightening as she wiped her face, and then licking off her fingers. "You always cum like that?" she asked.
"Not always no," Tracy said blushing. "Usually when I am just really fucking horny, then I do."
Obviously Tracy had squirted, at least a little," Mark mused, he had climaxed almost simultaneously with them, finding a bit of decadence in sticking his prick out between the crack in the door, pointing it towards them as he finished pumping his prick off, watching it spurt, throwing several little streamers of spunk in their general direction though obviously far short of the mark. He glanced at the floor smiling, wondering if the service maid would even wonder what the small stain was, if it was even still there when next she came to do the floors.
"Whew...thank you," Tracy said still trying to compose herself. Jumping down from the washer she opened the lid and began tossing her wet things into one of the nearby driers just as Pam's machine came to a stop moments later.
"Well the way I see it...now it's my turn to do you while our clothes are drying," Tracy said grinning.
"Hmmm, I'm looking forward to that too," Pam said as she took one of the seats near by, sitting in it and then spreading her legs as Tracy knelt on the floor in front of her.
Mark closed the door, now even more tired than he'd been before and made his way slowly back to his suite for some much needed rest.
#
Mark finally rolled out of bed well past noon. He knew that most everyone was again off to work or school, and with his libido satiated for the moment, he didn't even bother looking in on anyone, heading directly down to the pool for a refreshing swim. He was only slightly surprised to find Tracy sunbathing alone, with no one else around, but pleasantly so when he found her topless as he approached her.
"Afternoon Mark," Tracy said spotting him.
"Hi Tracy, no classes today?"
"Nah...took the day off to play hooky," she grinned at him. "Sort of had a late night."
"I know," he said honestly sitting down by her. "Not surprised."
She laughed, "You know, I actually wondered about that momentarily, just wasn't sure you had cameras down there too, or that you'd even be watching if you did."
"Oh, I was certainly watching, just not from my suite," he told her watching the surprised expression on her face.
"Oh really? Where?"
"In the back, you didn't see me, but I certainly enjoyed watching you," he informed her.
Once again Tracy laughed. "You know Mark, when you first told us about being able to see us all the time, I really didn't think about it much, and in fact, still don't really. But I have to admit, there's something wickedly erotic in knowing that you are, or could be. Doesn't matter what I'm doing, or where I'm at, all I have to do is consider that possibility for a moment or two, and suddenly I can feel myself getting aroused by it."
Mark was smiling. "Glad to hear that Tracy, but that was one of the reasons I chose you and your sister to live here. I know you're both open-minded and liberated enough to not let any inhibitions show through knowing that you're being watched from time to time. Had anyone been, they wouldn't be living here as it wouldn't really serve any useful purpose, nor given me as much fun and enjoyment as I've been having because of it...because of all of you. It's also why I don't mind telling you I was watching last night, that's part of the fun, and as I've always said, I have no intention of either denying that I do, or lying about it. It's still fun for me seeing if I can get away without getting caught."
"Well, admittedly it's becoming even more fun and exciting for me, knowing that someone might actually be watching. Which reminds me, so DID you find that exciting to see last night?"
"Very much so, had a nice little orgasm myself watching you."
"Damn, maybe you should have come in and joined us," she said grinning back at him. "I'd have enjoyed watching you cum too."
"Hey, it's a nice warm sun-shinny day, we could have some fun right here by the pool if you'd like."
"Right here?"
"Sure, why not?"
"You're right! Why the hell not?" Tracy said sitting up and removing her bikini bottoms. "Might be interesting to see who comes along and catches us."
"That, or who decides to join us even," Mark ventured.
"That too!" Tracy said mischievously. "I think, I'm really getting to love being here," she told him. "It just keeps getting better and better every day!"
As Tracy had already done, Mark stood removing his trunks. "Stay just like that," she teased, then sat on the edge of the lounge chair and proceeded to lick Mark's rapidly hardening prick to an even greater firmness.
"Well, well...looks like the two of you are off to an early afternoon start!"
Mark really wasn't surprised to see Martha appear, he'd actually been half expecting it. But he hadn't expected to see Robert standing there with her. Even Tracy seemed a little started to see them together, though she didn't exactly try to hide what she'd just been doing either as she sat there with her hand still firmly wrapped around Mark's prick.
"You're certainly welcome to join us," Mark laughed. "Tracy and I are just getting better acquainted."
"That's what Bob and I were doing earlier," Martha quipped. "Though seeing you two, I'm inclined to do a little more of that again myself."
"Feel free," Mark urged them both once again. "It's a great day for an outdoors blow-job, don't you think so Bob?"
Slightly more reserved than many of the others, Bob merely smiled though he certainly didn't complain when Martha sat down in front of him, fishing his prick out of his pants and began mouthing it.
"Holy shit Robert!" Tracy said eyeing him as Martha continued mouthing his organ. "You've got an enormous cock!"
"Doesn't he though?" Martha said proudly as she waved it a little with her hand. "And he knows how to use it too!" she added, "though admittedly, so does Mark."
Tracy smiled back, "I certainly hope so, I was planning on discovering that for myself here in a minute or so."
Not wanting it to be uncomfortable or any more awkward, Tracy then directed Mark to lie down on his back on the large oversized towel she had brought along with her. "I hope you don't mind me being on top," she told him. "I prefer doing it that way."
"Not at all, be my guest," he said lying down as Tracy climbed on top of him, just as Martha was now doing to Bob.
"Don't burn your self out either Mark," Tracy stated. "I'm sure that once Stacy hears about this, she'll want some of you too."
"Well in that case, you'd best do all the work," Mark replied back jokingly as Tracy began rocking herself back and forth atop of him.
"You mean like this?"
Tracy was gyrating herself in slow circular motions with Mark's prick deeply embedded inside her. While she did so, he enjoyed the fullness of her soft breasts, along with the hardness of her extended little nipples which he took turns thumbing, pinching, or simply rolling about with his hands and fingers as Tracy moaned and groaned pleasurably.
"Fuck that's hot!" Martha exclaimed as she rode Bob's cock sitting next to the two of them, even reaching over in order to toy with one of Tracy's breasts, which then caused her to reach over and begin doing the same with one of Martha's.
"Now THAT's hot!" Bob grinned watching the two women exploring one another as they fucked side by side.
They were enjoying themselves so much, that no one had even noticed that Mike had appeared, taking a seat close enough to them, watching as he sat drinking an orange juice as though he were watching something on TV in his living room.
"Looks like we've got company," Tracy mused, smiling and then blowing Mike a friendly kiss as she continued riding Mark's prick. "Enjoying the show?" she asked.
"Oh hell yeah, I'm even getting a few ideas for a new piece I might try doing," he grinned seriously. "If I had enough time and clay, I'd even consider starting it while watching the four of you."
"Don't think we'll last quite THAT long," Bob said easily. "Martha's not about to slow down for any one, and that usually means..."
"Shut up and fuck me," she scolded him.
"Yes mam," Bob laughed, and then proceeded to do just that.
Mike had slipped his hand down the front of the shorts he was wearing and had obviously begun caressing himself as he watched.
"Don't waste it," Martha said. "Bob's about ready to pop here from the feel of it, so I just might come after you next!" she stated. "If someone else doesn't show up and claim him first," Mark added, "Hell, if we keep this up, we just might have to turn this into the get acquainted party!"
"It's already a party," Tracy moaned pleasurably. "And Stacy's going to be pissed as hell that she missed it too!"
Moments later Mike ambled over to where Martha sat still happily riding Bob's cock, he offered his now rock-hard penis to her, which she accepted greedily, sucking and stroking it as he stood next to her.
"Now Stacy really IS going to be pissed!" Tracy laughed watching Martha now sucking and being fucked simultaneously.
It was obvious that Bob was drawing ever closer to an orgasm. "Hold that thought," Martha informed Mike suddenly dislodging herself from Bob's member. "I love watching and feeling this man squirt, he usually shoots a gallon whenever he does!"
"No worries, I'm not going anywhere," Mike told her as he stood there slow-stroking his own cock as Bob now stood, Martha kneeling in front of him.
"Here," Martha said pulling Mike over towards her as she now grasped his cock, adding Mike's to her mouth as she attempted to simultaneously suck and lick the two of them side by side. Mike did as he was told, now standing next to Bob as Martha continued alternately pumping or sucking the two of them.
"Here it comes babe!" Bob suddenly announced. And with that, Martha directed Bob's enormous prick towards her, catching the first vicious splurge of his spunk against the side of her face before engulfing the huge bulbous head of his staff with her mouth, catching the next discharge, then again redirecting his prick against her tits which he thoroughly covered in several quick rapid jettisons of thick creamy rich spunk.
"Holy fucking shit!" Mike exclaimed watching him. "Damn Bob, you can really throw a load can't you?"
"Told you he did," Martha said smiling, her face, neck and breasts literally covered in his thick milky cream. "Would you like to add to this?" She asked looking down at her cum-covered tits.
"Hell yes," Mike just managed, stepping forward now as Martha rubbed Mike's prick back and forth against her cum-covered nipples.
"Do it baby!" She urged him then. "Cover me with some more spunk, give me another nice hot sticky load!"
Hearing her say that, triggered the inevitable. Mike was suddenly weak at the knees as his cock began to disgorge his cream, and though he certainly didn't equal in volume to the copious amount of cum-butter than Bob had churned out of his prick, the force and jettison of Mike's own cream was forceful enough to splash decadently against Martha's breasts which she relished in glee, laughing with each hot delicious spurt than landed against her.
"Come on Mark...your turn!" Martha said. "Or does Tracy want it all for herself?"
"Actually, I'd love watching Mark squirt on you, but let me be the one to make him do it!" she said. "Why don't you lie down, and I'll have Mark stand over you so I can direct the spray when he's ready."
Martha quickly positioned herself on the towel as Mark stood, Tracy taking his cock in hand and standing behind and off to one side of him as she once again began pumping his cock. "Let me know when you're ready," she told him.
"I think you'll know," Mark responded, adding, "but yes, I will."
Martha was playing with her cum-covered boobs, watching with lust-filled eyes as Tracy continued pumping Mark's prick off while aiming it towards her.
"Come on baby, shoot it! Shoot that hot fuck-juice all over me!" she urged wantonly.
"Here it comes!" Mark announced with a pleasured grimace, suddenly loosing the first of several streamers of spunk which Tracy then began directing downwards against Martha's nude form, scoring an almost perfect direct hit against the woman's cunt, which she'd openly invited by spreading her legs obscenely wide. Tracy lifted Mark's prick, directing a second and third jettison of cream that landed on her belly, then against her left breast, though with all the recent orgasms Mark had enjoyed, his prick rapidly petered out afterwards until there was nothing left but a few forced dribbles.
"Sorry," he begged off, "but I've had quite a day of it already."
No one seemed to mind or complain however, especially Martha who simply added what quantity Mark had managed to that of the other two men as she spread their combined cream into her body as though using it as a body lotion.
"That was fucking fun!" she announced happily. "I wouldn't mind doing that again sometime soon, perhaps we can convince some of the other guys who live here to join us next time," she suggested.
"Maybe," Mark stated. "I don't think that too many would have any qualms about doing that if you really wanted them too," he told her. "Anyway, I need to get some rest," Mark announced not even bothering to dress. "You guys have fun, and remember to plan on being here this weekend for the party!"
With that, Mark feeling even more exhausted than he had earlier, headed back to his suite for some much needed rest.
#
Mark had just entered his home and was heading for his bedroom when he caught his daughter descending the stairs from the upper control room.
"Well, that was certainly interesting," she mused as she caught his surprised look.
"You wanted to see me?" Mark asked evading the statement.
"Oh, I certainly did that," she retorted with a flushed look on her face. "Admittedly old man, watching all that was pretty entertaining, and highly arousing. Oh, and I hope you don't mind, but I borrowed one of your lady-friends toys. Don't worry, I washed and put it away already," she added just then reaching him.
"So what did you want to see me about?" he again asked ignoring her comment.
"I was just going to tell you that I'm fine with living here, and in fact, I plan on being a bit more active if you know what I mean, and even if you're there, or watching me...or whatever," she grinned, "I'm not going to be all weirded out about it ok? I mean I'm certainly curious about several things, especially after the little I've seen, so just because you happen to be my father, I'm not going to let that stand in the way of having a bit more fun and being open about it. So...I guess my question is, can you handle it?"



"I can if you can," he told his daughter. "I've never had any intention of hiding what I enjoy doing from you," he explained, "as you've obviously just seen."
"And neither will I," Brandy informed him. "So now that that's all settled, we can both look forward to the party this weekend."
"How's James and Andy with all this?" Mark asked curiously.
"Well, after I'd sort of explained things, James seemed to accept it. It was either that or move out I guess. I told him I'm not ready for any deep-committed relationship, and that I had every intention of exploring a few options, as he could as well of course, especially living here. Once he thought about it, he agreed."
"Good, the last thing I want to have to deal with here is any petty jealousy or drama," Mark stated seriously. "That's why I chose the people I did to come and live here, you and your friends were the concerned exception to that, so I'm glad to hear that you've all come to some sort of an understanding."
"As we have," Brandy added.
"Yes...as we have," her father agreed.
#
On Friday, Mark had begun making his final preparations for the party. He'd sent out formal reminders to everyone living in the complex for Saturday, letting them know it would be a catered affair, held in his specially designed club-house, though no one as yet even knew about the underground portion of the club's lay out which he'd specially designed for just such a party. He also told each of them to make sure they left whatever inhibitions they might have at the door, to have fun, and actually get to know one another intimately, and expected them to do just that. Satisfied with his preparations, Mark headed upstairs to his control room for a last late-night look see at his tenants before turning in. And because it was late, he didn't really expect to see much going on anyway, nor was he all that enthusiastically aroused with all that he'd been doing and involved in himself recently, but he still caught a thrill, no matter how small it might be, just peeking in on everyone from time to time, so Mark settled into his chair for what he thought would be a brief look-see before turning in.
As expected, most everyone had already gone to bed, with the exception of Bob who hardly ever seemed to sleep anyway who was merely watching an old movie. He'd even hesitated when accessing the cameras to his daughter's place, but then went ahead and did so, finding both James as well as Andy sound asleep in their rooms. Curious more than anything else as he'd not accounted for his daughter, he did a quick search for her, finding her moment's later sitting in the living room watching a movie. He was again surprised, she had obviously 'borrowed' an X-rated movie from his collection and sat watching it. Even more interesting was the fact that she was watching one that was primarily all women, three of which were now involved together on screen, one woman being fucked behind from another who was wearing a strap-on dildo, while she in turn was hungrily feeding on the cunt of the third. Changing the angle of the camera, Mark quickly discovered that his daughter sat on the couch entirely nude, her shapely young breasts in hand as she sat there playing with them, caressing herself, and periodically reaching down between her legs which is when Mark saw the dark green cucumber comfortably resting between them.
Mark knew he probably shouldn't be watching this, but he couldn't help himself. And yes, maybe she was his very own daughter, but at the moment she was an aroused, horny young woman who was enjoying herself, using a cucumber to do so with, all the while watching a trio of lesbians exploring one another.
He felt his prick lurch in aroused interest, and though he hadn't been all that excited or even interested earlier, he certainly was now. Brandy began to methodically shove the green toy she was using in and out of herself with every thrust of the dildo on screen in use by the women as their tempo of erotic coupling increased. Their obvious moans and groans of delight seemed to heighten the need and want of his daughter as she now rapidly patted, and finger-rubbed her exposed clit, spreading apart her pussy-lips with her fingers, shoving the cucumber deeply inside of herself, attempting to hold it there by the mere clenching of her cunt-muscles together. Mark watched as the thick vegetable would slowly start to ease it's way out of her slick moist passage, where Brandy would then quit flicking her clit, shoving it back in as deeply as she could, repeating the process all over again, alternating on occasion by giving her lovely pink little nipples a hard rolling pinch with her fingers.
Mark didn't even realize for a moment that he had taken his cock out and was stroking it, so absorbed had he been in watching his daughter getting herself off. The site of her, watching her was indeed wickedly sinful, but he found himself enjoying it immensely as evident by the near constant flow of his excited precum, which he lavished in abundance about his hard stiff prick.
When he glanced casually back towards the TV, expecting to see the movie still playing, he was caught off guard by what he saw however. There on the TV, he was, sitting there jerking himself off, watching his daughter as she sat, now watching him. He glanced up, locating the web-cam she was using, and had obviously turned on and been aware of for quite some time without his realizing it. He then saw her smile directly towards him, even offering a small wave before shoving the green monstrous prick she was using in and out of her wide-open split suggestively, even lewdly as he continued to watch, now mesmerized and surprised all rolled into one. Already close, and now even more aroused, and surprised at his decadent arousal, Mark continued to pleasure himself, watching his own self as well as his daughter as she continued watching him, watching her as they both neared their respective orgasms. By her sudden whimpering cry of release, Mark felt his as well, his semen suddenly spilling from the head of his prick, his hand pumping out one pleasured explosion after another, and another as his daughter too, fucked herself into glorious oblivion.
For several long moments afterwards, they both sat simply looking at one another, regaining their composure before Brandy finally stood, blowing her father a kiss, and then walking naked back towards her bedroom, leaving the last image of her father still sitting in his chair, cock in hand, watching her go.
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I watched a man in a wheel chair today. Maybe that's not so unusual, we all have at one time or another. But it was a cold blustery day, and he only had one arm.
I had pulled up to the traffic light, and for a moment, time stood still. I watched this man as he slowly made his way up the sidewalk, with his one working arm he would push the wheel on his chair propelling himself forward, then reach over across himself and push the other side of the chair to correct his heading, and push it again.
I sat there wondering, "why would anyone in their right mind even do that?" Obviously he had done this before, it couldn't possibly be the first time. I of course had no clue as to where he was going, he made no obvious effort or movement towards the convenience store there on the corner, he just kept pushing himself forward, a little bit at a time, against the wind, wig-wagging back and forth on the sidewalk, constantly correcting himself.
And then his hat blew off.
I was half tempted to leap from my car in some gesture of compassion, some noble deed to scurry over towards him, retrieve his cap and hand it back to him, even though the light had now turned green and traffic had begun to move once again. Instead, I watched as he spun his wheelchair about, his cap running free behind him for a moment, before stopping back where I had first spotted him. I passed by as he leaned over snatching his cap back up from the ground, putting it back on his head, and then spinning once again, beginning the journey all over again that I had sat and watched him make.
And I wondered.
In a way, we all sit in our own wheelchairs. Most of us find a way to keep going forward no matter how difficult it seems to be, or how difficult others may see it as we struggle on through life. And for some, it's far harder than that, for some like this man, we do it with one arm, we keep going even though we sometimes lose the comfort of our own hats, and have to stop, retrieve that comfort, that security and find a way to keep going.
Maybe he would have appreciated the gesture, my stopping jumping out to help. But I also wondered, how many who sat behind me in their cars would have honked impatiently as I did so. How many others sat there as I did wondering at his determination, or stupidity? Would he have appreciated someone giving him a hand, walking behind, pushing him instead of his doing it himself? Or would he have found annoyance in that?
I think that all of us at times appreciate a little push, a little help once in a while. But sometimes, we need to push ourselves, even if we wigwag up the sidewalk, frustratingly so perhaps, against the wind, against the cold, against the anger and frustration for what life has given us to try and overcome.
To be honest, I don't know how I will face my own days ahead. I don't know if I will have that kind of determination to persevere, to keep going and not give up. I admit I admired his determination, even though I felt sorry for him. But did he want that? I think not. I don't think he was there traveling along just so people would see, wonder, and feel sorry for him even if they did, even as I did. I'm not sure I'd have gone back for my hat. I'm not sure I will when the day comes for me that I lose that comfort or my security, or even my desire for life. I wonder, will I step back and try again? Will I accept that not everything in life that we dream of or desire is possible. Maybe I won't care by then, I honestly don't know. I'll certainly find out at some point, as we all will.
Will I finally reach the corner and cross the street? Will the time allotted to do that be enough to accomplish so simple a task, complicated by whatever handicaps we're faced with? By an uncertain future and a past that haunts me still?
Will I welcome the push behind me to help me a long. Probably. Will I resent that someone has to do that for me? Probably.
We all have our own wheelchairs to push along.
But I guess I should be thankful that I have two arms to do it with.
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I'd worked late the night before, so it was a bit of a luxury to sleep in a couple of extra hours on a Saturday morning. I woke remembering that Darla my wife had a hair appointment when I did and knew she'd already left. Wearing only my boxers, I headed downstairs to the kitchen to pour myself a cup of coffee and clear my head a little before taking a shower. I had woke in the midst of a very erotic dream, frustrating enough as it was as I wished I hadn't. Now with a raging hardon, on top of everything else, I figured the coffee, a chance to wake up and let the last vestiges of that dream finally go away, and I could at last pee too!
I sat down at the kitchen table a cup of coffee in one hand and my cock in the other. I hadn't even realized that I was holding onto myself, absentmindedly stroking it, remembering, or rather trying to remember the dream I'd been having which was rapidly escalating into more of a fantasy type thought when I heard a firm rap on the back door, followed by JayLynn our next door neighbor suddenly stepping inside the house.
It wasn't unusual for her to do that, especially on a Saturday or Sunday when the girls usually got together for a cup of coffee and to share the latest gossip. But with Darla gone, I certainly hadn't expected her to do so. Had I, I wouldn't have been sitting there in nothing more than my boxers with my exposed hard prick sticking straight out with my hand wrapped around it. Luckily for me I was sitting down and seriously doubted she'd been able to see what I was doing even though she tossed me a curious glanced as she entered.
"Is Darla here?" she asked.
"Nope, had an early morning hair appointment," I explained, feeling my face flush as I sat there now trying to will my cock desperately into going down.
"She be back soon?" she asked again.
"Don't really know, said something about it last night around this time, so don't imagine she'll be back for a while yet."
Bad enough I still had the stiff prick, worse was the fact that my dream, now fantasy, now predicament had all centered around JayLynn, our sexy full breasted next door neighbor.
"Mind if I join you for a cup of coffee?" she asked.
"Help yourself," I stated, happy to see she was already making her way over to the cupboard where the cups were stored. I was in no position to stand up and get her one myself anyway. Not that there would have been any big deal in her seeing me in my boxer shorts for one thing, I often wore nothing more than a pair of shorts around the house on the weekends anyway, but having a stiff hard prick sticking out of them might have been a little harder trying to explain.
After pouring herself a cup of coffee she walked over and joined me at the table. She wore a loose fitting white sleeveless blouse that probably had one, if not two more unbuttoned buttons than might seem necessary under the circumstances, giving me a pretty clear view of some damn fine titty cleavage, which didn't help one iota with my current situation whatsoever.
"Going to be a hot one today isn't it? She offered wiping first her forehead with one of the napkins she pulled from the holder sitting between us, then dabbing at that succulent little valley of tit-flesh with another, forcing my eyes to follow the movement, catching a glimpse of a watery sheen between them that did little more than stir my already vivid imagination.
"You guys are lucky," she added a second later.
"Oh? Whys that?"
"Because you can go practically any where you like without having to wear a shirt that's why!"
I laughed.
"No seriously! The only difference is, we have tits, and men don't, good grief we both have nipples, which is really silly as women can show off much of their actual breasts just as long as the nipples don't show, how stupid is that?"
She did have a point, and I laughed with her again, even though all this talk about breasts and nipples was doing little if anything in causing my erection to go down any.
"Well anytime you want to come over here without having to wear a top, your certainly more than welcome to do so," I kidded only half jokingly.
"Yeah, I'm sure you'd like that, but not too sure that Darla would appreciate it any," she smiled back at me.
"Darla wouldn't mind," I dared saying, serious about it as I knew that Darla had quite a bit of an exhibitionist streak in her, herself, though I failed to add that her being there with me if and when JayLynn ever really did that might be an added necessary requirement. I'd come home on a Sunday afternoon after a round of golf with the guys and had caught the two of them laying out in the back yard together, sans tops. Had even gotten a quick glimpse of JayLnn's magnificent breasts before she'd managed to stuff them back inside her bikini top before sitting up.
"She wouldn't huh?" JayLynn smiled mischievously.
"Well, I know I wouldn't anyway," I thought silently to myself, and then watched in what suddenly became slow motion as JayLynn reached up, undoing the last few button's of her blouse, letting it fall open to reveal two braless, very tanned, and very full tantalizing breasts. She shrugged out of the garment, letting it fall onto the chair behind her, taking a sip of coffee from her cup, her eyes focused directly towards me, catching my own when I finally tore them away from her tits to meet hers.
"Surprised?"
"Ah yeah, a little anyway," I said trying to regain my composure though my cock throbbed with a mind of its own, though I no longer held it, now holding on to the coffee cup with two hands which had become very necessary as badly as they were now shaking.
"So Brad, what was it you were doing when I came in?" She asked.
"Just waking up," I tossed out innocently.
"Ah huh, that's not exactly what I meant," she stated still smiling at me behind the mug.
"I'm not sure I follow you," I told her feeling my face suddenly beginning to heat up once again.
"Looked to me like you were jerking off when I entered," she said easily. "Unless you were just scratching it, but I usually scratch with my eyes open, and without a pleasured, flushed expression on my face even if I do."
"I, uh...I was uh...just,"
JayLynn chuckled, "Just jerking off," she finished for me in a teasing way. "No sense trying to hide it," she continued. "I could see that lovely hard cock of yours sticking out of your shorts when I walked in the door. You make a habit of masturbating over a cup of coffee every morning?" she pressed. "Maybe I should try doing that myself, hell of a pick me up, that's for sure!"
I didn't know what to say, so I didn't. I just sat there though my cock had suddenly lost a great deal of its firmness for some reason.
"Well don't let me stop you," she started up once again.
"What?"
"Stop you from finishing what you'd began, after all, this IS your house, and I'm the one who suddenly barged in."
Once again she had a point. Not to mention she was the one who was now sitting across from me with her tits hanging out.
"Let me see it."
"Really?"
"Yes...really."
I simply scooted back, my prick standing full-on and hard once again now, splitting though the narrow opening of my boxer shorts.
"Hmm, that's a nice one," she said standing up already beginning to remove the pair of matching white shorts she'd been wearing. "Bet you've been a horny little boy all morning haven't you?" she teased, stepping out of her shorts, kicking them behind her. "And I've got a very, very wet pussy that would just love to slide up and down that big hard cock of yours, think we have enough time?" she asked already beginning to straddle my lap.
"Hopefully, if we hurry." I told her somewhat worriedly.
"Oh, I don't think it's going to take very long," she said easing herself down onto my prick. "Not for either one of us," she added lustily, the silkiness of her sweet juicy cunt already bathing the entire length of my shaft, which was now hilted deeply inside her.
"Fuck me baby, and fuck me hard!" JayLynn cooed. "Give it to me, give me all that nice sweet man cream of yours!"
The feel of that deliciously succulent cunt slipping up and down my hard shaft was exquisite, as was the feel of those luscious breasts of hers filling my hands as I rolled, pinched and pulled on those hard marble sized nipples of hers.
"Yes baby yes! That's it! Pull on em, play with em, suck em and kiss them while you fuck me!" She urged wildly.
"Oh yes! Yes!" I cried back thrusting deeply in and out of her with each breath.
"Hey! She's home!" JayLynn stated. "I can hear her car pulling up into the drive now!"
"Fuck! Not again!" I stammered out.
"What?"
"Never mind, too hard to explain, and you'd never understand anyway," I told her.
I looked up and watched as my wife entered the kitchen sporting her new haircut. "Well? You like?"
"Yeah, looks nice," I grumbled.
"Nice?" she said somewhat dejectedly.
"Well I think it's absolutely adorable!" JayLynn told her. "Maybe I should get mine cut just as short too," she added. "Coffee?"
"Yes, please," she said coming over to take a seat across from me. "So, what have you two been talking about while I was gone," my wife asked.
"Not much talking," JayLynn told her. "Mostly sipping coffee and looking at each other. Your husband usually this grumpy in the morning?"
"If you two will excuse me, I'm going back to bed for a while," I told the two of them.
Darla and JayLynn looked at each other, watching me leave. "Not usually no. Only when he's not been getting any, or when he's been working too hard," my wife told her friend. "And I assure you...it has nothing to do with me."
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I had known Chrissy ever since she was a prepubescent teenage girl growing up next door. Early on she had frequently come over to spend time with my own daughter who was five years younger, and quite often baby-sitting for my ex-wife and I whenever we needed a sitter for one reason or another. After my divorce, there was little reason for her to come over as when I did have my daughter for the weekend, I never went anyplace without her, though even then Chrissy usually made an appearance to say hello and spend some time with my daughter even with the age difference between them.
By the time Chrissy had graduated from high school, I fully expected that she would head off to college someplace and that I would rarely if ever see her again. To my surprise, she elected to live at home and attend a nearby Junior college instead. I always enjoyed her short brief visits when she would sometimes just drop by to see how I was doing. After my divorce, and with her now being of age, I sometimes allowed myself to flirt with her a little, something I had purposely refrained from doing when she was younger, and while married. But at twice her age, it was an innocent flirtation with absolutely no expectations whatsoever, especially as we'd established a long-term friendly relationship over the years that I wasn't about to jeopardize. And, Chrissy had flirted back, which certainly stroked my ego, though I never took her flirtation very seriously any more than she did mine. It was always good-natured banter back and forth with sexual undertones that were never meant to develop into anything.
I was in the process of doing some much needed laundry one Saturday when Chrissy dropped by for one of her chance visits.
"Here, why don't you let me sort that out for you," she told me. She giggled as she took the bundle of laundry that I had already half-stuffed into the washer and began resorting out the colors from the whites. "As a matter of fact David, why don't you let me come in once a week and do your laundry for you?" She stated simply. "If I do that, it won't be nearly so bad as this is."
She was sorting through a month's worth of dirty clothes. It had even gotten to the point that I'd gone out and bought clean underwear rather than wash any. "You sure?" I asked. "You wouldn't mind?"
I felt awkward asking her, and agreeing to her suggestion, but the simple truth was, I hated having to do my own laundry, and obviously I wasn't very good at doing it either. Once again she laughed and told me she'd be happy to do it for me. I told her that I would pay her of course, which she readily agreed to as well as I knew she could use the extra money for school, but that was only after she informed me that that would include some general house cleaning duties as well then, in addition to doing my laundry. Once again I agreed, happy and delighted that I would be seeing her a little more frequently than I had been, already appreciating her taut little body as she stood in a pair of tight fitting shorts and a tank top that did little if anything in concealing the near perfect curve of her pert young breasts.
As promised, Chrissy came in once a week on Saturdays to change the sheets on my bed, (something I hadn't asked her to do) did my laundry, and vacuumed and dusted whenever she thought it needed it.
I had been looking forward to seeing her the next Saturday when she informed me that she had something else she needed to do that day, so would be coming over on Sunday instead. I was slightly disappointed that I might miss seeing her as I had a committed golf outing with some friends that I couldn't really get out of. Having a key, I told Chrissy that I'd probably be gone when she came over, but to go ahead and let herself in to do whatever she felt needed doing.
With only three of us playing, our round went a lot quicker than I had anticipated, and rather than hanging around for lunch, I made excuses and drove home hoping to spend a little time with her before she'd finished up and gone home. Pulling into the drive, I was pleased to find that the back door wasn't locked, which meant that in all likelihood she was still there. I didn't exactly announce myself by making a lot of noise when I came in, but I didn't make it a point of calling out her name or telling her I was there either. I stood for a moment in the kitchen area just listening, but couldn't hear her walking around upstairs, but then the sound of the dryer being turned on alerted me where she was. I opened the door to the basement and made my way downstairs figuring to surprise her, though the reasoning behind that escaped me for some reason. And surprised she was, as we both were, she was indeed doing my laundry, as well as her own. It was obvious that she'd just sorted out some whites, and had then stripped off her own clothing adding them to my own. She stood in front of the washing machine with her back towards me as she finished depositing my clothes and hers into the washer. I stood there holding my breath, unsure of what to do or say, already trying to formulate a plan where I could quietly make my escape back up the stairs before she realized I was there. Unfortunately, it was at that very moment that she turned and saw me standing there staring at her.
"David! Good God you scared the hell out of me!" she stated actually jumping when she did, though she made absolutely no move to try and cover herself upon seeing me.
"Sorry," was all I could manage. "Just got home, thought I heard you down here," I said lamely.
She smiled, recovering herself, though she still had made no effort to conceal her obvious nudity from me.
"Hope you don't mind, but since you didn't have all that much white laundry to do, I've been washing some of my own with yours."
"Mind? No...of course not," I said grinning, feeling a little sheepish as we stood there discussing the laundry as though it was the most natural thing to be doing in the world with her standing there naked in front of me.
After a long pregnant pause when the awkwardness of the moment was becoming obvious, she spoke. "I hope this doesn't offend you," she told me, openly holding her hands out to either side of herself, putting herself on display for my perusal. "I've always been a bit of an exhibitionist anyway, and running around in the nude most of the time is something I've just gotten used to."
I immediately had a mental image of her running around like that at home and wondered about what her parents thought, then added the image of her making my bed, dusting, vacuuming in the nude as well, the image of all that was still with me as I answered.
"Of course not, no!" I told her, "It doesn't bother me at all, at least not in a bad way," I added, surprised I had done so, but finding the flirtatious comment as being one too good to pass up.
She laughed at that and immediately jumped up to sit on the washer, obviously no longer concerned with being naked in front of me. I continued to stand there looking at her, feeling a bit silly with no more to add to our conversation at that point and wondering if I shouldn't simply turn around and head back up the stairs.
"So tell me David, you ever see your wife do this?" she asked.
"Do the laundry naked? No...can't say I ever did."
Once again she laughed, shaking her head. "Not what I meant really, but not surprised to hear that either," she commented. "No, what I was referring to was sitting on the washer while it's going."
That was an easy one for me as well. "Nope, can't say I ever saw her do that either, why do you ask?"
I watched as Chrissy had planted both hands to either side of her on the washer, her legs spread hanging off the edge of the washer as she sat talking to me. The fact that I could see the perfect pink split of her inviting little quim didn't seem to concern her one tiny little bit.
"Cause it feels really good, that's why," she said easily. "That's how I learned to masturbate," she informed me, once again shocking me with surprise by her admission.
Dumbfounded, I continued to stand there saying nothing, though still looking at her.
"I've been doing this for years, though not nearly as often as I used to do when I was younger. But ever since I started doing your laundry for you," she grinned adding a lusty sigh as the obvious vibrations from the washer caused her to do so as she sat there.
"Never even imagined such a thing," I finally managed to say. Once again, she laughed at that.
"No, suppose not, not something I guess a guy would find quite as stimulating as a woman might, which is why I wondered if you'd ever seen your wife sitting on the washer before."
Once again I thought back, but could never remember her having done so, let alone do the wash naked either.
"So David...what do you do to get yourself off?" she asked me point blank. "Or are you seeing someone?"
"No, I'm not, not yet anyway." I said answering the second question. "Only my hand," I found myself saying, surprised when I did, answering the first one.
"Yeah, me too," she grinned, "though I do enjoy trying other things to see how they feel too," she boldly told me. "You ever do anything anyplace else beside the bed?" she asked.
As I mentioned, Chrissy and I had teased and flirted before, but never to this degree, and never this explicitly in our chats either. "Not really, no." I found myself admitting. "Though we did do it a few times in the car," I actually told her. Chrissy shook her head knowingly.
"Yeah, me too...but I've never found that as comfortable or as fun as some of the other places I've tried."
I merely shook my head, though now finding myself hoping she'd continue and tell me some of the places she had done it, or been doing it.
"Never done it on a washing machine before though, just sat on one and let the vibrations masturbate me. Would you like to try it?"
"Excuse me?"
She was looking at me straight in the eye. "I just asked if you'd like to fuck me," she said now very seriously. "So...would you?"
"Good God Chrissy, I'm twice your age!" I said speaking the obvious.
"Yeah, and twice as experienced too!" she tossed back at me. "So...wanna try it?"
I couldn't believe I was actually standing there contemplating it, actually looking at her, or rather actually looking directly at her now even more exposed pussy which she'd just spread for me even more invitingly than it had been.
"I think the height of the washer's a bit much," I informed her, disbelief in my own tone of voice that I was actually considering it as I surveyed the washer and the height of where my own now very hard cock was actually pressing against my pants. Something she seemed to notice as well.
"Try the step-stool," she said pointing.
I'd forgotten I even had one as I'd never had to use it. Glenn, my ex-wife had used it whenever she needed to get out fresh towels, or cleaning detergent, as she was considerably shorter than I was. I picked it up, setting it down in front of the washing machine where I now stood on the lowest step standing between Chrissy's legs.
"Maybe you should get undressed," she informed me. "And besides, I think it would be a lot nicer that way, don't you?"
I felt like I was in the middle of a dream. Seconds later I was as naked as she was, once again standing on the lowest step, the height perfect as she reached out to grasp my rock-hard prick, rubbing it against herself. She was already wet, her cunny glistening with juice as she rubbed and slapped the head of my dick against herself.
"Like that?" she asked.
"Ah huh," I stammered, enjoying the sensations, enjoying the view as my hands tentatively reached out to cup each of those perfect pointed little breasts of hers.
"Oh yeah, I like having my tits played with," she informed me. "Never feels quite as good as when I do it whenever I'm masturbating."
"I know what you mean," I told her, enjoying the sensation of her hand upon me instead of my own, it had after all been a while.
"Put it in me," she said. "But don't move for a moment after you do, you'll see why," she added.
My cock slid into her like a hot knife slicing through butter. Every square inch of my prick was greeted by the hot wet silkiness of her sweet snatch until I was balls deep, then stood there unmoving just as she'd asked.
"Feel it?"
"How could I not?" I thought to myself, and then realized what it was she was actually referring to. It was subtle at first, and then I felt the tiny soft vibrations of her pussy as it surrounded me, the washer thrumming away beneath and against us, as we stood there coupled together. "Oh yeah, fuck yeah," I said with a greater understanding now.
"Ok. now you can fuck me...but slowly," she purred.
It was almost painful. Painfully excruciating to merely slide in to her, ever so slowly, and then withdraw, nearly as slowly, but it was the way she wanted it, and so I did. And here I was, the one with all the supposed experience learning from a woman half my age.
"Hmm, nice," she cooed once again. "Pinch my nipples, twist them while you do that."
I did so, relishing in her taut hard little nubbins that felt so deliciously wonderful clenched between my fingers, looking up, her eyes closed, her smile one of complete and total ecstasy as my prick slid in an out of her at a maddeningly slow pace, yet the sensation so wickedly delightful as the vibrator washer tickled and kissed my balls every time I impaled her fully.
"Faster." she said simply.
I did so, thrusting in and out of her a little faster than I had been until she urged me to go even faster, harder, deeper if I could.
"Harder, faster, harder, faster!" she now wailed.
Now I was fucking her with a rapidity that surprised even myself, perched precariously on a step stool that I wasn't sure was made to stand up to this kind of activity. And yet, there I stood, slamming into her as fast as I could manage to do, holding onto Chrissy's tits for dear life, let alone my balance as we neared the precipice of bliss together just as the washer went into the spin cycle.
"Oh yeah, now! Now!" she screamed.
The only now I could think of, was the Now of busting my nuts inside her, which suddenly seemed to occur all at once, just as she cried out, triggering my release just as I felt the hot wet slush of her pussy damn suddenly breaking, a torrent of her own wet slick joy-juice bathing my cock in a copious frothy orgasmic wetness the likes of which I'd never experienced before as my own hard felt jettison of spunk filled her cunt with what felt like a never ending discharge of cream.
"Oh yeah, cum baby! Cum with me!" She cried out once again, feeling my ejaculate pouring into her.
Weak in the knees, I was forced to withdraw, stepping down from my stool before I fell off of it.
"Wow, that was great!" Chrissy stated still squirming around on top of the washing machine, taking a moment to finger and even taste the fluid that was obscenely flowing out of her still spread pussy.
"You can say that again!"
"Only one thing could have made it even better!" She suddenly announced.
"Oh? And what's that?"
"Well, I've always had this fantasy about fucking a good looking May Tag repairman."
"Seriously?"
"Seriously!"
"Well, I guess I could see if they'd let me buy one of those hats at least."
"Would you?"
"Sure...why not?"
"And I sort of have this other fantasy too."
"And what that might be?"
"Well, it sort of involves a hard hat."
"That I can get," I told her, as I was most often on site with my construction work.
"There's a few others too," she said grinning.
"Sounds like I'm going to need to make room in my closet," I told her.
Chrissy jumped down off the washer at that point and headed up towards the stairs.
"Well? You coming?" She asked, I still like a comfy bed once in a while too.
I was right behind her.
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Though given a promotion at work, I'd already been having second thoughts about it, as the additional stress had been almost unbearable. Many nights I couldn't even sleep, and when I did, it was restless at best. Kathy, my wife had been the brunt of a few harsh, stupid comments and remarks, most of which I apologized profusely to her afterwards, but she took it in stride at the time, understanding the real reasons behind my sudden grumpiness.
I had thought I'd begun to get things under control when one evening Kathy informed me that her sister and husband were getting a divorce, and that she'd be coming to stay with us for a short while. We had plenty of room, it wasn't a question of that, and I actually was very fond of Chris, but the notion of having one more person in the house, and something as silly as me being able to run around half naked most of the time, suddenly hit a raw nerve. Unfortunately Kathy and I had one of our more heated arguments that left me fuming for no good reason whatsoever.
"Steven, either you're going to have to find a different job, or you need to get in and see a Doctor about all this stress you're going through. I can't tolerate living like this any more, so something needs to be done about it, or Chris and I will both be moving into a different place together!"
Just by the tone of her voice, and the sudden cold shoulder I was given over the next couple of days, alerted me to the fact she was dead serious about what she'd said, as such, I scheduled an appointment with a doctor, and Chris and I went to see him to determine what if anything could be done about it.
"So tell me Steven," the doctor began. "Are you having trouble sleeping?"
"Yes, some nights I find I can't sleep much at all with so much on my mind, and other nights even when I do sleep, I'm still tired in the morning, restless, like I hadn't got any sleep whatsoever."
"Not only that," Chris interjected, "I've gotten up myself when Steven's either not come to bed yet, or gotten up in the middle of the night, only to find him sitting in his chair, on the couch, or even at the breakfast table. When I speak to him, he just looks at me with hollow eyes as though I'm not even there. Sometimes I can coax him into getting up and coming back to bed, but even then, a short time later he'll get up again and wander off."
"Hmm," Dr, Edwards mused leaning back in his chair. "You ever sleep walked before?"
"Sleep walked? Me? Not that I know of," I answered finding the implication fairly absurd, though I had to admit to myself, I couldn't remember or recall my wife finding me in the places she'd just mentioned in the middle of the night, not recently anyway.
"So Steven's walking around in his sleep?" My wife questioned.
"Sounds like it, but nothing to get too worried about right now. I can give him something to help him with the stress until he gets things under control. But you need to be aware Mrs. Mason, that even with the medication, he could continue to sleep walk for a time until things improve."
"Is this something I should be worried or concerned about?" She asked.
"No, not really. But if you do find that he is sleep walking, it's best not to antagonize him in that particular state. He may be dreaming about a situation or circumstance that his subconscious believes is real, and not a dream. If you find this to be the case, its often best to go along with it, gentle coaxing or suggestions as though you were part of his subconscious reality would be the best way to get him back to bed, or even to become aware or alert that he's actually been asleep. But again, I wouldn't worry about it too much, I am sure that with the medications I am going to prescribe for him, and with a conscious effort to deal with the actual physical stress he's going through at work as well as at home, that things will gradually improve."
Even after we'd left the Dr's office, I wasn't all that happy about his prognosis, to think or even imagine I was actually walking around in my sleep seemed absurd. But I vowed to my wife to work on it, and do whatever was necessary to improve our home life, which included welcoming her sister with open arms the following weekend.
We had put Chris in the bedroom next to ours, which shared a connecting bathroom. To expect her to go up and down the stairs to use the second bathroom was totally unreasonable under the circumstances. And though we didn't have locks on the bathroom doors leading out to either room, the "closed door" policy came into effect after that and was recognized as someone else was using the facilities.
On Sunday as I had actually managed to get some sleep, I had rolled out of bed late in the morning, actually feeling a bit more refreshed for a change, and headed downstairs towards the delightful aroma of freshly brewed coffee and pastries that the girls had made for breakfast. As I neared the kitchen area, I could hear them talking, actually discussing something about me, so I froze in mid-step so as not to alert them I was coming, and stood there listening.
"So anyway," My wife continued, "The Doctor said that if I do find him walking in his sleep, that I'm not to antagonize him in anyway, or upset him as he's apt to react negatively to me if I do. He might look like he's awake, even behave like it to some extent, but he's really asleep."
"That's pretty weird, even a little spooky," Chris responded back. "You don't think he'd try to leave the house, drive a car, or do anything like that do you?" She asked worriedly.
"No, I did ask the doctor about stuff like that, but he assured me in these cases that Steven's subconscious wouldn't allow him to do anything necessarily dangerous or anything, more his just doing things, even having conversations in his sleep as though it was really happening, even though it isn't. Stuff like that."
I'd heard enough. Back tracking a few paces, I counted to three, and then walked directly into the kitchen area for that morning cup of coffee I so desperately needed. Still consumed in their ongoing conversation, it took them both a moment to even realize I had entered, which was a bit of a nice surprise for me at least.
I was used to seeing my wife in the mornings wearing nothing but her bathrobe, which she rarely if ever tied securely in front so that a great deal of her exquisitely full breasts usually showed, but I noticed upon entering that her sister Chris was doing the same, two birds of a feather, or so it seemed, and for the briefest of moments I got a spectacular view of my sister-in-law's tits as I stepped between them grabbing the spare coffee mug they had placed out for me, along with the carafe of freshly brewed coffee.
"Morning ladies," I announced, startling them both, though it was Chris who immediately took stock of the positioning of her bathrobe and held it closed with one hand as I leaned over her to secure my mug. But not before getting a nice view down the front of her robe of course.
"Morning honey," My wife said smiling at me.
"Morning Steven," Chris joined, still holding her robe together until I had taken one of the seats across from her at the table before she nonchalantly removed her hand.
"So, did you sleep well?" My wife added. "I don't remember sensing you getting up last night," she smiled sheepishly. "But then again, I was pretty dead to the world myself."
"Have no idea," I said honestly. "I guess I could have, but I do feel like I got plenty of sleep either way." Turning to look at my sister-in-law, I added, "You hear me stumbling about last night?"
Her robe was open again, though sitting where I was, I only got a hint of that very similar looking tit-flesh peeking out through the narrow opening. "Nope, didn't hear a thing really, though I guess it's possible. Though I did hear something at one point, but assumed it was only the wind."
"As in my passing gas?" I chuckled, which seemed to ease the mood considerably, and we soon got into discussions about other things other than my sleepwalking.
Later that afternoon, out of curiosity I got onto the internet to read up on the phenomenon, only to discover that sometimes people did things in their sleep that they normally wouldn't do while awake, their inhibitions suddenly going right out the window for one, which I found interesting, having no recollection of doing whatever they had done the following day. I grinned at that, my libido suddenly going into overdrive with the recollection of seeing both my wife's tits, as well as my sister-in-law's, albeit all too briefly.
"I wonder," I said to myself, fantasizing to some extent, and wondered if I could pull off a little innocent hoax with the two of them out of curiosity, as well as a bit of self-naughtiness, especially because of the way I was feeling.
With a Monday looming ahead of me, I feigned a bit of anxiousness, even picking through my dinner, pretending not to be all that hungry, even though what I had sampled was actually delicious, and I wasn't at all irritated even though I pretended to be. If anything, I was actually excited and had to consciously conceal my semi-aroused state.
"Well, if you two don't mind, I think I'll head off to bed a little early," I announced. "Have a really big day ahead of me, with a lot to do and prepare for." I caught my wife's concerned, worried look, though she smiled sweetly, giving me an affectionate kiss, then turned and received an affectionate peck on the cheek from my sister-in-law as well.
"Sweet dreams," she added as I turned and headed somewhat glumly up the stairs, even though my mind was already working over time in the wickedly naughty thoughts I was currently entertaining. Even as I climbed into bed, I wasn't sure how far I was actually willing to take this, or how the girls might respond to it even if I did. But I did decide to test the waters just for the hell of it and see where it took me.
The most frustrating part was lying there in bed wide awake, pretending sleep especially when Kathy came into the bedroom to get something, though I fully believed she'd actually done so in order to check on me. Hearing her finally, quietly leave, I again lay there keeping an eye on the alarm clock that ticked by excruciatingly slow. By the time another hour had passed, I really was starting to feel antsy, and decided that if I was really going to do this, it was now or never. I was still trying to think up what I was going to do when the ideal circumstance presented itself. I could hear that Kathy and Chris had gone out back to the patio to have a late night cocktail and enjoy the cool evening air after a hot day. Hearing their somewhat muted laughter and conversation, I slipped out of bed, put on my best "glossiest" looking face that I could and headed down stairs in the nude, which is how I most often slept during the summer anyway, so doing that, especially in my own home wasn't out of the norm for me to be doing. Walking outside naked as I was now planning to do was going to be interesting to say the least, and I hoped that I didn't become too obviously aroused, too soon. But more importantly, I hoped that my act would be good enough so that I wouldn't cause any suspicion.
As I walked through the kitchen area, nervously approaching the back door, I glanced down at the table and noticed the new issue of Cosmopolitan that the girls had been leafing through earlier and discussing in those conspiratorial giggles and half-glances they had tossed back and forth to one another. Feeling I needed some kind of a prop perhaps to focus my intention on, all the while ignoring, or pretending to ignore them completely, the magazine offered me the perfect pretense in doing so. I even smiled, though became "glossy-eyed" once again upon reading one of the bold contents on the front cover.
"Ten ways to get your man to please you and tease you in bed."
Picking up the magazine, I tucked it under my arm and headed outside.
"Steven? Why are you up?" Kathy questioned softly as though already assuming I was actually walking in my sleep, especially as neither of them mentioned my obvious nudity, nor did I respond, glance in their direction, or even hesitate as I made my way over to one of the deck chairs, sitting down in it, and casually opening the magazine as though I were completely alone. Even as my sister-in-law spoke, I pretended that she didn't exist and that I was obviously in a world of my own.
"Do you think..."
"That he's asleep?" My wife finished for her sister. "Don't know...but I think that maybe he is."
"Should we do or say anything to him?" Chris asked.
"Not at the moment," Kathy told her. "Let's see what he does for a moment before doing anything if we feel we have to. Chances are he'll simply wander back upstairs to bed like he's normally done without me having to do or say anything to him," she half whispered.
It was difficult not looking at them or even in their direction, though I managed to catch a quick glance now and then as I sat there absently turning the pages of the magazine. It was also hard trying not to laugh when I saw the semi-worried concerned expression on their faces as they sat in silence staring at me. Had I have screwed up, and given myself away however, I knew in no uncertain terms that the two of them would have been furious with me, so that kept any undo smiles from spreading across my face.
"Ah Kath?" Chris spoke a moment later, "Is he doing what I think he's doing?" she asked.
As I said, I was already a little excited, though nervous as well when I stepped outside, but as I sat there, I felt myself becoming turned on by my exhibionistic boldness, and the wicked dirty thoughts I'd entertained earlier in the fantasy of my own mind, now taking form as my prick enlarged, grew firm and erect, especially as I now began to absentmindedly fondle it while pretending to read through the magazine, though I didn't stay on any one page for too long as I felt that would seem unnatural for someone who was dreaming to be doing, though again, I was winging this anyway as it was, but I doubted that either of them would have wondered about it either way. The fact I was sitting there playing with myself was reason enough to keep their attention on that, and not anything else I might have been doing while asleep.
"Do you think you should try and wake him?" Chris asked once again, though I heard a faint giggle in her tone of voice when she asked. "Or would that upset him, especially if he did wake up and discover what he was doing with us here."
"Yeah, you might be right. Let's just wait this out for a little longer, see what happens, if it isn't bothering you that is, and If things start to get a little too weird or out of hand, I'll try to gently coax him back upstairs to bed." Kathy said.
"Well, it is a little weird, but it certainly doesn't bother me no, especially not under the circumstances Kath, but if you think it might wake him up to help him with that, maybe you should," she then giggled.
"To be honest, I don't know what he'd do if I did," she told her sister. "Hell, for all I know, he might think I was you or something, and then where would we be?"
"Good point, maybe we should just sit here and watch for a while then," she said, actually sitting back as though to make herself more comfortable and watch the Looney jerking himself off in the backyard.
I was a little surprised at how really aroused that I was, and not only that, but I was really getting into this silly head-game of mine, and getting quite a deliciously dirty kick out of seeing how far I could actually take it. So it was, that I even surprised myself when I felt the first tickle of my impending orgasm approach. All my inhibitions, fears, or worries flew right out the window as I suddenly stood up, allowing the magazine to topple from my hands onto the ground as though I didn't even know it existed.
"There, looks like he's getting up and going back to..." My wife never finished.
"Oh my God!" Chris chortled, trying to suppress a nervous laugh as she spoke,
Only moments after standing up, I felt the first delicious spurt of my climax skyrocket from the head of my prick, my spunk jettisoned into the cool night air as I stood there, sideways towards the two women, yanking off one delicious sensation after another, then turning towards them, but once again unseeing as I slowly walked around them and headed back inside the house.
"Oh God, I can't believe he just did that!" I heard my wife saying. "I had no idea he was about to...to..."
"Come?" Chris giggled openly now, bursting into a fit of laughter. "I'm sorry sis, I really am, but it is rather funny if you really think about it."
I didn't allow myself to hear any more, heading purposely back up the stairs now to our bedroom, my heart beating a thousand miles an hour as I did. Once again, fighting to control my breathing and nervousness as sure enough, a few moments later Kathy once again came into the bedroom, only to find me securely tucked beneath the sheets, supposedly sound asleep and somewhat my self again.
As exciting as the experience had actually been, I didn't try doing anything like that again the following night, curious as well as interested to see what if anything might be mentioned to me about it. For the most part, nothing was, at least not by my sister-in-law, though Kathy had indicated that I had come outside the previous night, and wondered if I remembered anything when doing that. I told her I didn't, looked a bit confused and concerned in asking her what I had done while asleep. She merely smiled and said that I had come outside carrying a magazine, sat down for a while with it, then went back inside. She said nothing more than that, and I simply apologized if my walking around in my sleep, while naked had offended her sister. She said that it hadn't really, and that Chris was fully understanding of the situation at the moment and let it go at that.
The following night however, I decided to take things to a different level and see what happened when I did. This time I actually did allow myself to fall asleep, certain that I would at some point actually wake up, which I often did. Except that this time, I had no intention of going back to sleep, once again, pretending to be instead.
It was a quarter of one in the morning when I did, slipping out of bed as quietly as possible. Kathy was sound asleep and never even stirred as I opened the door, leaving it open, which I never did, and walked down the hall past the shared bathroom. I stood for a moment outside the door to my sister-in-laws bedroom but heard nothing but her continued steady breathing even as I cracked the door open and peeked into the bedroom. I was fully prepared to act startled, surprised, and even shocked if I had to, dependant upon her response once she realized I was even there.
It was again a hot and humid evening. Chris lay sleeping outside the covers with nothing more on than a simple tank top, which outlined in perfect detail her mature breasts. In addition, she wore only a pair of panties that barely contained the feminine mound pressing against the silky-like material. I stood for a moment, almost leaving as nervous and afraid as I was until her soft moan made me look towards where she lay once again. In her sleep, she had allowed her hand to fall comfortably between her legs where she held it, still moaning, or perhaps even groaning in her sleep. Hearing and seeing all this made my mind up for me, and I crossed over towards the bed, slipping in behind her. Once again, I lay there expecting her to wake up, alarmed perhaps, but she was sound asleep enough, deep within her own dream perhaps to not yet realize I had joined her in bed.
I had often cuddled with my own wife during the night, finding comfort in slipping my arm beneath her, cupping her breast and merely holding it within my hand before falling asleep once again. I knew that in doing that, if Chris mentioned it to her, that Kathy would recognize my sleeping gesture and hopefully accept that innocently enough as just one more sleepwalking experience. Gingerly I wormed my hand beneath Chris, doing so slowly enough so as not to alarm her, but fully prepared to react in the event that she did.



Slipping my hand up her loose fitting tank top was easy enough, as was finding her nipples already hard and erect. Whatever the dream she was having, played right into my hands as I cupped her full breast, even giving it a gentle caressing squeeze before finding and then capturing her hard taut little nipple. I continued playing with it, enjoying the sensation of doing so, listening to her heavier breathing, ever alert to the moment she would wake up, which I feared would happen all too soon. Hard as a rock, I pressed my stiff prick against the softness of her sweet ass, feeling her squirming back against it momentarily, suddenly stopping as if finally realizing this wasn't a dream. Even her breathing seemed to stop, and I was cautious about just laying there, content to cup her breast and nothing more as the reality of the moment finally came to the surface.
"What the fuck?"
She didn't scream it, or even seem all that frightened, just startled as she pulled away, rolling away from me and switching on the bedside lamp.
"Steven?"
I didn't respond to her question except to further snuggle into the pillow and fidget momentarily with the sudden loss and closeness of her nude body.
"Steven?" she asked once again. "Are you awake?"
Once again I didn't answer, listening to the padding of her soft footsteps as she left the room, no doubt heading towards our own bedroom where I fully expected the presence of my wife any moment now. Sure enough, within moments I could hear the two of them talking as they stood in the doorway looking at me.
"So you don't even remember him getting out of bed?" Chris asked.
"Nope, no clue when he did, or how long he may have wandered around doing God knows what before coming in here. Any idea how long he was in bed with you?" Kathy asked. "Not really no, I sort of remember having a dream, a very real, very erotic dream if you really want to know, then the next thing I knew, I felt Steve's hand cupping my breast and I quickly woke up rolling away from him, then came in to get you."
"Yeah, that's what he likes to do at night," Kathy told her. "He loves holding my breast while he sleeps, so I bet he thought this was our bedroom and crawled into bed with me, which was really you."
"Do you think we should try and wake him?" Chris asked.
Kathy considered it for a moment, and then responded. "Nah, lets do this instead. You go into our room, and I'll sleep here. When Steven wakes up in the morning, I'll explain all this to him, maybe he'll remember something when I do, and we'll take it from there."
Soon after Kathy slipped into bed next to me, and I again slipped my hand beneath her, finding and cupping her breast, and promptly fell sound to sleep. In the morning, I acted surprised, confused to find myself sleeping in Chris's bedroom instead of my own, and even more so when my wife told me what had happened, and what I had obviously done to my sister-in-law. I apologized profusely to her about what had happened, telling her I didn't remember a thing. She assured me that there was no harm, no foul under the circumstances, and even laughed with me about it when admitting openly she'd been having an erotic dream for whatever reason, though she didn't go into any details about it, only going so far as to say that waking to discover that I was in bed with her, caressing her breast had been a major surprise since she'd been having an erotic dream that she'd obviously incorporated into my actually being there.
The fact that Chris hadn't freaked out had been promising. At least I felt like I had gotten away with an almost childish prank, but all that did was feed my imagination and desire to see if I could take it to yet another level. I'd been cautiously trying to figure out a way to do just that when I overheard my wife speaking to the Dr. over the phone. She told him all about the "incident" with my sleepwalking into bed with her sister. At first I was alarmed and concerned, especially really only hearing one side of the conversation. Luckily, my wife had a habit of repeating things back that she was given to understand, so that helped fill in many of the blanks.
"So for now, until the medication has a chance to work, you're saying that unless the situation has gotten completely out of hand, that we shouldn't try and wake him out of these deep, sleep-walking sleeps then, but if possible where and when we can, keep an eye on him and gently guide him, back to bed and to sleep if possible. Is that what you're saying then?"
There was a moment's pause as he spoke to her further.
"Whew, well we'll certainly try. But the other night got pretty interesting, if my sister hadn't woken up when she did, he might have actually tried having sex with her in her sleep, and the fact that she's a pretty sound sleeper herself, it might have been a while before she realized she wasn't just dreaming it."
I smiled inwardly; at least there wasn't any suspicion by either of them that I wasn't really sleepwalking. But I still had to wonder just how far things could go before either Chris or my wife decided that enough was enough. Still, it was an interesting challenge, and I wasn't about to quit at this point having the opportunity to explore this madness a bit further.
The real challenge, and perhaps the most dangerous thing I had tried to do yet came about on the following Saturday. I had honestly had a long hard day that Friday, working very late and not arriving home until nearly midnight. Too tired to even contemplate pulling any stunts, I'd actually collapsed into bed and fallen fast asleep. Ironically, I wasn't all that irritated or stressed either, so perhaps the medication, or my finally getting used to the new job was actually working. Either way, I figured I didn't have a whole lot of time left to continue on with this bizarre game of mine.
The girls had spent part of the day weeding the garden, and planting some new flowers. I busied myself puttering around outside helping them, though I was in fact feeling a bit tired and announced that I might like to take a quick nap before dinner after the late night before, and the busy day we'd all had. Heading off to bed soon after, I nearly did fall asleep when the sound of someone going into the bathroom and starting the shower alerted me.
I waited for a few more minutes, then dawned my "zoned" look, and headed off into the bathroom. Once I had entered, a quick glance towards the glass shower stall informed me that it was indeed Chris who was inside taking a shower. With her hair beneath the water as she washed it, she wasn't even aware of my presence, so I took that time and opportunity to admire her still supple looking body. Her breasts were indeed very similar to my wife's though her nipples were a bit larger, and slightly darker perhaps. And unlike my wife who maintained a well-trimmed pussy, Chris had completely shaved hers, and I got a pretty good look at the sexy little split that stood out between her legs as she leaned back rinsing the soap out of her hair. I knew as she did this, that I needed to go into my act again, and pretend like I wasn't even aware of her presence. I then stood in front of the sink, keeping a side view of her in the mirror, and began applying shaving cream to my face, which I did as a normal routine before going off to work in the morning. Moments later Chris did indeed catch my movements, startled as she spoke out.
"Steven? It's me Chris, not Kathy," she said as though I had not realized who it really was taking a shower. I failed to answer her however, and continued on with my "morning" routine. "Are you asleep?" she asked once again, now sliding the door open a bit as she poked her head out towards me. "Steven?"
I continued on, ignoring her completely, and actually heard her laugh albeit a bit nervously, and then begin talking to herself as I stood there shaving my face.
"Damnedest thing I've ever heard or seen before," she said to herself. "He honestly has no clue I'm even here!"
I almost smiled, but made a face instead as I actually nicked myself with the razor. Figuring that I was obviously harmless, and certainly unaware of her, Chris continued on with her shower though she did cast periodic glances in my direction, wondering perhaps if I would suddenly wake up or something and realize where I was. She again laughed, a little less nervously so this time.
"Wait until Kathy hears about this one," she said. "I wonder if I should try and wake him, or just let him go about his business, though she did say we should try if at all possible to just keep an eye on him without trying to actually wake him if we could."
I turned at that point and stood momentarily frozen in place. Chris too froze where she stood in the shower, trying to determine what if anything I was up to next. Since there was only room enough for one person to enter or exit the shower stall door, I quickly moved towards it, stepping inside the shower in front of her, effectively blocking her from being able to retreat.
"Steven?" she said in surprise as I entered.
"Hi honey, it's been a while since we've taken a shower together," I said in a familiar tone of voice. "But I'm already late for work, so if you wouldn't mind, would you mind washing my back for me while I wash my hair?"
I didn't bother waiting for an answer, turning with my back towards her as I poured some shampoo into my hands and then applied that to my hair. Once again my heart was going a thousand miles an hour here. Before now, I had never spoken a word to either of them, though I had read that sometimes people who walked in their sleep actually carried on semi-intelligent conversations without ever being able to remember that they had. Which oft times surprised those who didn't realize they were still really asleep.
It was several long moments before I actually felt Chris's hands on my back as she began to lather me up. I had begun to wonder if I'd gone too far, raised suspicion or what, but the moment she touched me, I felt like she was still unsure enough, and not wanting to freak me out by making a scene, had decided to go along with the sleep-walking mistake.
"Thanks babe, I owe you one," I said as I began rinsing my hair.
"You're telling me," came the reply, though she spoke it mostly to herself when she did.
Having heard her say that, I used it as a chance to return the favor instead. "You're right honey, turn about's fair play. I stood holding the bar of soap and made a motion with my finger for her to twirl around with her back towards me. She hesitated only for a moment, perhaps deciding that it was better for her to stand with her back towards me, than her front. And the obvious confusion I saw in her face as she did told me that it was for her the lesser of two evils perhaps. She stood, as I washed her back, flinching slightly as I allowed my hands to reach down and run the bar of soap over and between her buttocks as well. But I didn't stand there and caress them as I was sorely tempted to do, but merely washed her as she might have done herself. I felt her relax slightly, though she was obviously bewildered and no doubt wondering what she should do if anything, which is when I then reached around in front of her with a pair of soapy hands and began washing her breasts from behind.
"You always did enjoy this," I said nuzzling her neck. "Sure wish I had more time to do more before work," I added.
"Ah yes, yes, you're going to be late enough as it is," she told me with an edge of real confusion in her tone of voice, along with a bit of excitement too however as my fingers found the hard nubbins of her pert nipples which I now rolled gently back and forth between my finger tips. Hard as a rock, I allowed myself to press it against her backside, nestled comfortably between the cheeks of her ass.
"Hmm, feel how hard I am for you honey?" I said sliding it against her. "Don't you wish we were fucking right now?" I half whispered against her neck as I kissed her there. She actually moaned, then caught herself.
"You're going to be late, remember?" she offered with the hopefulness that I would accept that and break off the intimate little encounter we were suddenly having.
"Yes, you're right, and I promise to make it up to you later on this evening after I get home,"
"That sounds like a plan," she said expecting me to perhaps hurry up and leave now or something. But it wasn't what I had intended at all.
"Oh yes, and I will too!" I assured her. "But please baby, at least give me some release now, I promise...it won't take all that long."
"What?"
"Use the soap, that's nice and slippery, I'll be cumming in two shakes of your hand."
"Steven?" she asked once again, perhaps a little frightened now, and I actually worried I had gone too far with this and was furiously trying to think of a way to sooth the situation over before she panicked.
"You promise, it won't take that long?" she asked.
I couldn't believe what I'd just heard. "I promise," I said truthfully. "And when I get home tonight, I'll make it up to you too."
She almost laughed, "That could be interesting," she mused once again more to herself than to me, but by then, I felt the softness of her slippery hand as it encompassed the firmness of my hard cock as she began jerking me off there in the shower.
"I wonder if you'll wake up when you cum," she said, but I chose to ignore that, pretending not to have heard, or at the very least understood her question, moaning pleasurably instead as she increased the manipulations of my prick, jerking it up and down, though I also noticed that she stared at it while doing so with a curiously pleasured expression on her face as she did.
Moments later I did indeed have a nice satisfying little orgasm, watching my spunk spurt deliciously from the head of my prick as Chris's hand continued milking me, even squeezing the head of my dick momentarily until the last precious drop had oozed from the tip of my penis.
Once again I thanked her, giving her breast an affectionate little squeeze and a promise of things to come, then made some comment about really being late now, and the need to head off back to the bedroom to get ready. I noticed the look on her face as I slid past her, her brows were furrowed for a moment, then she grabbed a fresh towel and slid past me out the door, no doubt heading off to tell my wife what had just happened. I had already figured that she would, and also figured that my best bet was to continue on with the Charade, act surprised, even shocked, and certainly once again very apologetic once I was awake and confronted with what had happened, though I also wondered if Chris would leave certain parts out, and tell Kathy only about the showering part. I guess I would soon find out, and play it either way once I did.
I went into the bedroom, standing near the vent in the floor. I couldn't make out their exact words, but by the sound of their conversation down in the kitchen below, it sounded rather animated and I fully expected a visit at any moment from my wife. I was surprised when it didn't come, as I lay there for a good long while, feigning sleep. Glancing at the clock, it was well past the time we had all planned for dinner, and I became slightly alarmed. For starters, no one had come upstairs to check on me, and for another, I couldn't hear a word being spoken, or any movement at all coming from downstairs in the kitchen area. Now it was my turn to be a little spooked, wondering if perhaps my wife was now on the verge of having me committed.
It was at that moment that I decided my sleepwalking days had come to an end. I had had my fun in a way, but the last thing I really wanted to do was upset or worry anyone. From here on out, it would be perfectly normal sleeping habits, and hopefully, I really wouldn't sleep walk any more for real either.
I took a few more moments to collect myself, got dressed, and headed downstairs in search of my wife and sister-in-law. I found them, but what I found threw me for a loop, and for a moment I thought I had entered the Twilight Zone, or something out of a Steven King movie. Chris and Kathy sat across from the table looking at one another with zombie-like expressions on their faces, but it wasn't even that which alerted me to the fact that something wasn't right here, it was the fact they were both entirely nude as they sat there just looking at one another without speaking, and without acknowledging me when I entered.
"Kathy? Chris?"
Neither moved, neither spoke, neither of them even looked my way.
"Ok guys, what's going on here...really."
Still nothing.
I stood, perplexed, confused....worried as I glanced at their nudity, wondering why they were in the first place. I mean Chris might have made a little sense to me, since she'd left the bathroom with nothing but her towel on in the first place. But why Kathy?
"Ok, so are either of you going to tell me what's really going on? Or do I have to stand here until you do?"
Finally, Kathy lost it, and burst out laughing, which was a little unnerving, but at least a relief after a sense. She could have exploded on me instead after what had happened. I was prepared to once again pretend stupidity, but Kathy nipped that one in the bud almost immediately.
"You can drop the act now," she said simply, a bit more seriously.
I almost made the mistake of pretending that I didn't understand what she meant by that, but then realized almost immediately that I must have done something to give myself away, so I asked.
"Where'd I screw up?" I admitted sheepishly, which is when Chris finally spoke with a not quite angry expression on her face, though again giving me a reprieve when she actually smiled a moment after that.
"I think it was when you said, "Thank you Chris, that felt really, really good."
"Fuck," I said chastising myself. Obviously I had called her by name, which is when I caught the furrowed brow look from her just before she left the bathroom. "You two have every right in the world to be angry with me," I said truthfully, now expecting the worst, though I still had to wonder why if they were mad at me, they were sitting here in the nude, especially Chris who suddenly didn't seem so shy about letting me see her, and my wife, who if she was angry with me, seriously angry with me, would no more let me see her naked for a week, or even an entire month, except now.
"Well at first, I actually was a little angry with you, that you would think you could actually pull this off and get away with it, but then thankfully, Chris here reminded me how better things really have been at home lately, and that in a weirdly strange way, you've been a lot nicer and much more affectionate in being around. So even though you were being a bit of a naughty little boy here with your shenanigans, it really was pretty funny when we both thought about it."
"Which is why we thought we'd greet you like a couple of naked zombies when you came downstairs. We both knew that would throw you off for one thing, and pay you back a little for the shit you tried pulling on us."
"Which is not to say, that your ass is still out of the fire yet," Kathy added with an agreed nod of the head from her sister.
"Yeah, you still have some punishment coming because of it," she added, making it obvious to me that this is something they'd long been discussing.
"Can't argue with you about that," I said simply.
"You'd better not, or I really will make you go without for thirty days," Kathy warned me.
I knew she'd invoke the thirty-day threat on me at some point, so wasn't surprised, though I was still concerned with what it was they had planned for me by way of punishment.
"So, what is it you want me to do? Dishes? Laundry? Housecleaning? What?" I asked as the two of them sat staring at me, then at one another knowingly.



"Nope," Kathy began. "From this minute on, all through tomorrow, and then beginning bright and early again next Saturday morning through the weekend, you will do whatever it is we want you to do for us."
"So you do want me to be your personal slave then," I interrupted.
"Not house slave no...sex slave yes."
"Sex,,,slave?" I stammered. "Both of you?"
"Yep, and that means you do want we want you to do for as long as we want it, as often as we want it, and whatever it is that we want. Understood?"
"Both of you?" I asked again, dumbfounded.
"Yes, both of us," Kathy stated without any doubt. "Chris has gone through a pretty rough time herself here," she continued. "It's been a while since she's even had a really nice orgasm, and the last thing she wants to do right now is get involved with any one else until her divorce is actually settled. But it doesn't mean she couldn't use a little necessary relief once in a while in the meantime."
"And you're ok with this?" I had to ask, which caused both of them to burst out laughing.
"Oh honey, one thing I never told you, as there really never was a reason to before now, though after Chris moved in with us, I was planning on bringing the subject up until you started doing this sleep-walking thing of yours, which really worried me..."
"Which was?"
"Ever since we were little girls growing up together, mom taught us to always share our toys with one another, and never, ever be stingy with them especially if it made the other one of us feel better by sharing them."
Once again, I couldn't believe what I was hearing.
"And since..."
"And since, you're one of my favorite play-things, and have one of my favorite toys between your legs, and after I had mentioned to Chris I was more than willing to share that with her provided she was ok with it, and you were...then I was going to tell you about it, that is...until you pulled this Zombie sleep-walking act on us instead.
"Fuck me," I said chastising myself.
"Well, not yet...but in a few here maybe," Kathy once again smiled, reminding me. "But don't ever pull anything like this on either one of us again either!" she said seriously.
"No way in hell," I assured her, surprised that this was something the two of them had actually discussed and come to an agreement on. "So...when do we start?"
"Why don't we get dinner out of the way to begin with," Kathy told me.
"Sounds good!" I said, turning, thinking to myself that this wasn't going to be so bad after all.
"Where are you going?" Chris stopped me.
"I was ah....ah..."
"Going to get naked?" She finished.
"Well yeah, that too," I said once again feeling a little confused. "After dinner?"
"No...I said we'd start with dinner," Kathy told me.
"I thought I wasn't going to be a house slave," I reminded her.
"You're not. While we sit here cutting up the vegetables for the salad, you're going to be busy pleasuring us beneath the table."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah," she added grinning at me, and then reached down beside her where only then did I notice the brown paper bag sitting on the floor from the local pet store just down the street. "Oh, and you need to wear this, and only this," she told me, and then handed me a leash and a collar.
"You want me to wear this? Really?"
Neither one spoke, just glaring at me. Almost immediately I undressed and put the new collar and leash on.
"Now then, whoever is holding the leash, then that's who you will obey and do whatever it is they want you to do, understood?"
I merely nodded my head, after all, I had it coming anyway.
"And after dinner, if you're good...maybe we'll even take you outside for a walk."
I looked at her.
"At least this time...you'll be awake. Wide...awake." She said grinning at me.
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Truth be told, I really wasn't looking forward to my daughter going away to school during the upcoming week. This would in fact be our last real weekend together for quite some time until she came home again in a few month's for a visit. After graduating from high school, Chrissy had hung around for a while, working a few odd summer-time jobs while she made applications to attend several universities. Raising her all alone, ever since my wife had died hadn't been easy either, and though I had dated on an off, it was primarily because of my daughter that I hadn't gotten really serious with anyone else, looking out for her welfare until such time as she did graduate, and decided what she wanted to do in life. Still, I knew I would miss her, and that the loneliness of being on my own would be truly felt.
Watching Chrissy grow up from the shy, sad little teen-age girl who had lost her mother into the outgoing, vivacious young woman she'd become was something I was truly proud of. Sure, we'd had our ups and downs, being both father and mother hadn't been easy, and it had even been a little uncomfortable at times, especially when we'd finally sat down and had the big "Birds and Bee's" discussion. But I had made it a point then, and forever afterwards to be frankly honest with her during those discussions, or when she'd had questions, or even needed advise. I was relieved to hear that her intent was to remain a virgin, even when I took her to start her on the pill. She'd been candid enough with me then to inform me that though she had no intention of sleeping with anyone until and unless the right guy came along, she still wanted to be on the pill and responsible when and if that ever happened.
It was another one of those difficult things for me to see, watching her grow up, watching her grow out of those first training bras, maturing and then eventually wearing a real bra was an often interesting and embarrassing adventure for both of us. Living in a small two bedroom, one bath apartment had its own obstacles to overcome, we'd accidentally bumped into one another in various stages of dressing or undressing, so I got a periodic update, although inadvertently, of my daughter's ongoing maturity. But because we had maintained a special bond and closeness with one another, as well as an openness that I am sure might have raised a few eyebrows with a few other parents, we'd gotten through most of those situations with a laugh and a chuckle over it later on, taking things in stride, but more importantly, maintaining an openness with one another that made it very easy for us to discuss or share thoughts, even when it came to intimate personal details.
Chrissy had once asked me why I wasn't seeing anyone, which wasn't the real question she had on her mind really, and giving her a less than satisfactory answer to her real question, she had come out boldly and directly with what was really on her mind.
"What are you doing for sexual satisfaction?" she had asked, surprising me with such a grown up concern for my well-being. And as such, I had answered her openly, though more with a gesture than words, by smiling and merely enclosing my fist, moving it up and down which she obviously understood, causing her to laugh. "Yeah, me too," she had offered, and that had been the end of that discussion for a time anyway.
And though we had a great relationship, and spent a fair amount of time together, I was also pleased that Chrissy had a very dear friend whom she had grown up with, and whom I had also seen grow with her, though in not quite the same intimate ways I'd seen with my own daughter. Early on, when they were much younger, I had affectionately referred to them as my favorite pair of "Salt and Pepper Shakers" as Chrissy, like her mother had been, was blond with blue eyes and a reasonably fair complexion. Chantel on the other hand had an ebony complexion with dark brown eyes, and short black hair that gave her maturity that went far beyond her years. Admittedly, seeing them grow up together especially as they developed, always brought about a certainly lusty curiosity that I would quickly shove back into the gutter of my mind where it belonged. I had never really known or dated any black women before, but as I got to know Chantel better, I found myself visually and emotionally attracted and curious about her, though I never did anything to pursue that train of thought.
So it was that I was only mildly disappointed when Chrissy informed me that Chantel would be spending the last weekend together with us, a "sleep-over" as she had always called it, as Chantel had spent more nights sleeping here, than Chrissy had spent sleeping over there at her place. And I knew that Chantel was just as anxious about Chrissy's going off to school as I was, as she'd be attending an entirely different school, much closer nearby and thus staying at home while she furthered her education. Obviously, I wasn't about to say no, or be selfish enough to keep the two of them apart during their last full weekend together either.
The girls had decided it would be an evening of popcorn, pizza and a movie of course, and had picked a silly comedy that had a bit of teenage raunchiness to it, including several nude shower scenes and the likes of large, bare breasted women in them. As mentioned, it wasn't that big of deal at the time to sit and watch a movie like this with the girls, we'd gotten more than comfortable enough over the years to be able to do so, but I still had to remind myself to behave and not get too intimately flirtatious, especially around my own daughter. Seeing them grow up and wear pajamas when they were younger was one thing, seeing them now as they wore little more than tee-shirts and panties as sleeping attire was something else entirely. And though they were obviously comfortable enough to do that around me, it still gave me lusty periodic thoughts that I had to keep chasing away or else risk sitting there with a massive hard-on.
And this particular evening was made even worse by the fact that Chantel just happened to be wearing a white tight-fitting tank top that did little if anything to conceal those dark chocolate sized nipples of hers, each of which could be faintly seen through the fabric of the material, and which would from time to time harden with the silly suggestiveness of the movie, or even getting up to get us all another of cold beer from out of the refrigerator, coming back with her "head-lights on" as she'd even teasingly indicated about herself when returning once with fresh beers.
It was difficult enough with all this going on, but then as we sat reminiscing about old times, I sat recalling a few of my own, though I didn't exactly mention them at the moment. Like the time just a short couple of month's ago, coming home from work, stopping to check in on the girls as I knew them to be home, knocking first, but then opening the door as I had so often done in the past, except this time they had made a frantic effort to hide something they'd been looking at, pretending then to have actually been looking at something else entirely. Later, after going out to pick us all up some fast-food, I had done a quick search check in their bed, sure enough finding the hard-core porno magazine that they had borrowed from my stash in my closet, obviously looking through it curiously perhaps, and giggling over what they'd found there. I'd never tried to hide the fact that I had a few such magazines stashed away in my closet, or that I read them (or used them as it were) late at night in my own bedroom. And as I said, in such close proximity to one another in a small apartment with thin paper like walls, I had heard, or thought I had heard at least a few times, the sound of soft gentle moaning coming from my daughters bedroom along with the soft purring whir of a vibrating toy of some sort. Something else I had seen Chantel quickly shove behind her back one evening when I had come up to say goodnight, catching the blue color of the vibrating dildo she had not quite hidden behind her back, as the girls sheepishly stood there smiling at me as I told them both good night.
Thoughts such as these soon had me aroused, horny, and ready to go off and relieve myself before I said or did something a little too stupid, especially feeling the effects of the wine, and beer that we'd been slowly consuming all evening long. Leaving the girls to their own further amusements, and leaving the outline of those two very alluring dark nipples behind that I'd been stealing glances at all evening long, I headed upstairs to my bedroom for some much needed relief, and sleep before spending yet another fun-filled day with the girls tomorrow.
I had had a small, less than satisfying little climax and had quickly fallen to sleep afterwards, even with the faint sound of the girls still giggling downstairs, especially when I also heard the all too familiar back ground music of one of my also not so secretly stashed porn videos. Obviously, the girls were watching that, something they'd obviously been waiting for me to go to bed so that they could do. I certainly didn't have a problem with them doing that either, they were well old enough anyway, and if they could feel comfortable enough seeing something like that together, who was I to complain about it or ruin their last night of silly, semi-erotic fun. Even so, as my head hit the pillow, and as my thoughts wandered off into my own dreams, the last images that I actually allowed were of the two of them together, curiously exploring one another as girls sometimes did at their age.
I lay there dreaming. It had been well over a year now since I had even slept with another woman, I'd almost forgotten what it felt like, but what I was feeling now was pure heaven, sweet, slow and sensually pure heaven, and then I realized, this wasn't just a dream, this was really happening as I slowly woke from my fugue, realizing only then that someone was actually with me in bed, and that they currently had my rock-hard cock inside their mouth!
"Whaaa?" was all I managed as I struggled to sit up, staring into the darkness.
"I was wondering how long it would take you to wake up," she said.
"Chantel? Is that you?"
She giggled, "Who else did you think? Chrissy?"
Her suggestively obscene comment took me by surprise, almost as much as finding her with my dick in her mouth.
"No, no...of course not, but,"
"But what? You're not enjoying this?" she teased, sucking me once again even more deeply into her mouth.
I was flustered, unsure of what to say, or even how to say it. And though I couldn't really see her, the room honestly being so dark as it was, I could still smell her, feel her pressing against me, and knew in that brief moment that she was as naked as I was.
"You shouldn't be here," I finally managed, fighting with myself emotionally, thrilled that she actually was.
"Do you want me to leave?" she said once again flicking beneath the super-sensitive head of my prick with her tongue. God it felt good, too good, and it had been even longer since I'd felt anything like this either.
"No," I admitted to her then there in the dark. At least I had the darkness to cover my guilt of admission, my desire that had fully taken over reasoning as she slurped my hot cock like an ice-cream cone. Another image I had to quickly discard before it became even more obscene, more decadent than it already was. "Chrissy?" I asked.
"Downstairs, asleep on the couch," she offered still licking my prick like an ice-cream.
"Chantel? Why are you here? Why are you doing this?" I had to ask.
"Honest answer?"
"Yes...please."
"Mainly because I was horny," she said simply. "We've been watching a few of your videos, then after getting one another off..."
"What?"
She laughed, "I thought that would get your attention."
It did, but I wasn't about to admit it, or pursue it either.
"But even after getting off with the vibrator, I was still really horny,"
"The blue one?"
Now it was my turn to surprise her. "Oh, so you did see it that day didn't you?" She asked. "I wondered about that, the way you suddenly left the room all flustered and all," she giggled. "I even asked Chrissy if you knew she was using one, and she said she thought that you might, especially with the paper-thin walls and all, since she'd certainly heard you jacking yourself off before."
"She told you she had?"
"Yeah, said that since you weren't going out and seeing anyone, that, that is mostly what you did whenever you were frustrated or stressed, and that you hadn't obviously been out or done anything with another woman in a very long, long time!"
I was a little surprised to learn that my daughter and Chantel had actually spent time discussing my sex life.
"So, does that turn you on to hear about what we were doing?" she asked slowly jerking me up and down there in the darkness. "Have you ever wondered if we've done stuff like that before when we've spent the night together? Have you masturbated thinking about it? Wondering?"
"Yes...yes!" I admitted to her, once again thankful for the darkness to hide my embarrassment and shame of admission to such wickedly decadent thoughts.
It was a struggle, but I reached down with my hands, finding her face and pulled that exquisite mouth of hers away from my cock. "Why are you really here?" I asked her. "And don't tell me it was just because you were horny."
Having forced her to release me, she took the opportunity to move up on me instead, I felt her soft wet sex situate itself on top of me, not entering mind you, but kissing me, almost sucking me the way her mouth had been doing. And even as she did that, she gathered my hands in hers, lifting, and then placing them upon her full breasts so that I felt the hardness of her firm nipples imprinting themselves within the palms of my hands.
"I'm here because I've always wanted to do this, that I'm technically still a virgin, that I've wanted my first time to be with someone that truly knew what they were doing, and seriously, I really am horny!"
"What do you mean? Technically still a virgin?"
"Just what I said," she informed me, now grinding herself in a circular motion against me. "I've never had a man's cock inside me," she added. "Though I did take my own virginity with your daughters blue vibrator, the same one she used to take hers with," she told me. "So technically, I'm still a virgin the way I see it, never having had a man's cock inside my cunt before," she finished obscenely, then moaning hotly as she continued grinding herself against me. "So Darren, will you fuck me?" She asked. "Please?"
"Chantel, I'm twice your age, and then some," I said relishing in the wetness of her sweet pussy lips as they continued to slither up and down against the firmness of my shaft.
"Age has nothing to do with it, and you know it," she said smoothly. "It's a matter of getting over and past the fact that I'm your daughter's friend..."
"And mine," I countered.
"And yours," she agreed. "And Chrissy's friend too, whose pussy I just got through eating no more than a half hour ago."
"Chantel!" I exclaimed, trying to admonish her comment, though the burned image of what she'd just told me would now remain forever engrained inside my head.
"Oh come on Darren," she quipped. "Don't tell me the thought of Chrissy and I licking one another's cunts doesn't excite you, obviously...it does!" she giggled once again as my fingers lied to my words, capturing and rolling those hard extended nipples of hers as I held them.
I felt I could actually explode at any moment, and I wasn't even inside her...yet! The image, no matter how wildly wrong it was, no matter how wickedly lewd and decadent such a thought could possibly be, in my minds eye I could see them together, laying there on the couch together in a passionate embrace, arms and legs entwined, licking, sucking, fingering one another there on the couch with some other couple busily fucking away there on the TV as they heard, listened and got even more aroused and excited by the sounds of lust-filled wantonness.
"So, are you going to fuck me or not?" she asked.
I moved backwards ever so slightly, then forward in the blink of an eye and slid hotly, fully into the silky-soft sweetness of her virginal pussy.
"Oh fuck! I guess so!" she squealed happily, causing me to worry for a moment at the sudden unexpected cry of her pleasure, and that it might wake Chrissy down stairs.
"Shh," I tried coaxing her. "Chrissy!"
I could only begin to imagine what my own daughter might think, coming upstairs to find us in here, me fucking her best friend, her own father's cock plunging in and out of this deliciously wet split, unable to stop, uncaring, the liquid pleasure now bathing me robbing all sense of morality and reason.
Try as I might however, Chantel made no effort whatsoever to quiet herself, wildly fucking back against me now, moaning and groaning with a deep-souled urgency that caused me to hold my own breath as though that might somehow lesson the noise of our coupling.
"Fuck that's nice!" She nearly screamed out once again. "Way better than that blue toy," she added a moment later. "As long as you can last anyway," she added giving me a precautionary warning about coming too soon, which is about the worst thing she could have warned me about. Already I could feel the fuck-butter busily churning away deep within my balls and knew that if we kept this pace up for much longer, that I'd be spilling it, shooting it deep within that hot fiery pussy of hers.
"Wait! Wait!" I cried out a moment or two later.
"Why? You THAT close?" she giggled, finally slowing her motions.
"No...No, it's just that I thought I heard something," I told her, truly worried now, listening for the sound of footsteps ascending the stairs, or the sound of my daughters voice wondering what was going on, what in hell we were doing.
Chantel listened, but only for a moment, then began riding me once again into oblivion. "Don't hear anything," she told me. "And I wouldn't worry about it anyway, I told Chrissy I was so fucking horny that I just might come up here and fuck you later," she said.
"You told her that? You actually said that to her?" I asked in surprise.
"Yeah, I did, and she knew I was serious too!" Chantel told me.
"What did she say?" I stammered, feeling my cock wilt slightly as the fear of her finding us together became even more possible.
"Hey, don't go getting all soft on me," Chantel stated. "I'm a LONG way from finished here yet!" she added. "Like I said, I told Chrissy I was thinking about it."
"What did she say to that?" I asked worriedly.
"She told me...to go for it!"
"She did?"
"Yes daddy...I did!"
Only then at the sound of my daughter's voice did I realize that the room had suddenly become brighter, the light from the hallway lamp now filtering into the room so that the outline of my daughter's form stood in the doorway, silhouetted, Chantel's beautiful ebony body sitting astride me in a glistening sheen of musky perspiration that highlighted every curve, every muscle of her magnificent body.
And on top of all that, she never quit moving, never quit fucking me, as though she had known that Chrissy was there all along.
"How long?" I asked.
"Ever since she came into your room," Chrissy told me. "Please don't be mad at her daddy, it really was my idea."
"Your idea?"
"Well, she told me to go ahead and do it, but she's always known I've always wanted to," Chantel added. "So no reason for you to be mad at either one of us really."
"Mad? Me? Yeah, I'm the one who's mad alright, for letting you two get away with this," I said simply, giving in to my raw unbridled emotions now. "This doesn't freak you out? Upset you?" I asked still staring at the not quite revealed shadow of my own daughter still standing in the doorway.



"Shut up and fuck her," Chrissy said, using the word for the very first time I could ever remember hearing her use it. "Try and pretend I'm not even here."
"Easier said than done," I thought to myself, though I now plunged purposely into Chantel's hotly clenching cunt, hearing the sound of my daughter's footsteps as she circled the bed coming up behind her friend, the realization as she did so that she could now visibly, and clearly see my prick plunging in and out of her friends cunt, her father's cock...hard, erect sliding in and out of the same sweet split that she herself had been eating and licking only a short time ago.
"How's it feel?" she asked. I knew she was speaking to Chantel, and said nothing.
"Unlike anything I could have ever imagined!" She admitted, once again grinding against me now in a circular motion as I lay still, allowing her to experience her own tempo, pace, and pleasure.
"Has he cum yet?" She then asked, speaking to Chantel as though I wasn't even there.
"Not yet, though he's been close a couple of times I'm sure." I could see her eyes now as she looked down at me, smiling. "Can you manage more than once?" she asked hopefully.
"Yes," I said directly. I'd never had a problem with that, even though it had as I said, been a while. Obviously Chantel was hoping to make a night of it, and under the circumstances with it being her first time, it was my intent now to see to it that she wasn't disappointed either.
"Good, because I have a feeling it's going to be a long night, a very long night indeed."
For some odd reason, I had to agree with her, though I wondered for just how long my own daughter would stand around watching us, before it started to weigh on her mind and forced her to finally leave the room.
"Do me....doggy style," Chantel told me then. "I've always wanted to try that," she announced. Quick as a bunny, she slipped off me and stood next to the bed, next to Chrissy, throwing her arm around my daughter's waist, and then giving her a brief sincere little kiss. I figured it to be one of reassurance, an attempt to calm her of any misgivings or concerns, until she lowered her head capturing one of my daughter's sweet tits in her mouth, sucking it momentarily, causing me to once again realize as she did that Chrissy was just as naked as we were. Chrissy moaned, allowing her hand to reach up and begin fondling one of Chantel''s breasts as they stood there together, the erotic scene taking place in front of me now, one that I didn't want to look at, but didn't want to look away from either.
"Ah so...you wanna fuck or what?" I asked, using the vulgarity of my words as a way to hide my nervous excitement, my own un-assured worries in having my own daughter actually standing there watching the two of us.
Reluctantly, Chantel gave up my daughter's breast and crawled onto the bed, her full sculptured ass now turned towards me, which she now slapped with her own hand, the sound of that firm slap filling the room as she did it again to her other cheek.
"Do me baby, do me! Hard and fast now, fuck me as hard and as fast as you can, I want to feel that first load of joy juice shooting into my cunt!"
I quickly mounted her there on the bed, sliding up and in behind her, thankful to some degree that Chrissy now stood off to one side and behind us, I wasn't sure I could look at her, see her as she stood there watching the two of us, even if she was, even if she enjoyed watching this, watching me, fucking her friend, my friend, I wasn't sure that I would be able to continue should I see even the slightest look of hesitation, disgust, or remorse cross her face.
I plunged deeply into Chantel's cunt, over and over again, holding on to the fleshiness of her ass, driving into her deeply, nearly forcing the air out of her every time that I did.
"Yes! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" Chantel cried out over and over again.
And I did.
I knew that it wouldn't last however, or that I would...not for much longer anyway. And just when I was about to give up the ghost, the edge I had been standing on for far too long already about to give way at any moment, when I felt, then heard Chantel's orgasm finally consume her. Her pussy became a whirlpool of slippery sucking silk that consumed my prick, then back-splashed against it as she actually discharged her female cream, surprising us both. Her cry of ecstasy was ear-piercing as she screamed her pleasure, thrusting back against me, her hand reaching down between us to capture me, holding me within her as I felt the first surge of my own explosion suddenly erupt, then like a fire-hose finally connected, jettising the streamers of hot thick rich spunk that filled her opening, bathed the deepest recess of her virginal passage, mingling now with the creamy sweetness of her own hard felt spending.
Weak-kneed, I collapsed off to one side there on the bed, sensing as well as feeling Chantel doing the same beside me, my eyes tightly shut as though glued for a moment as I fought desperately to regain my composure, just as I felt the softness of her hand, followed by the delicate exploratory tickling of my still purple swollen head, all sticky with the slime of my own juice, and Chantel's.
"Oh my God! Chrissy! No!" I fought weakly, my mind a blur with emotion as I felt the touch of my daughter's own mouth surrounding me, tasting me, and licking me. Seconds later, a second pair of lips joined hers as Chantel slithered down on the bed where the two of them now passed me back and forth like a baton in a race.
"No Chrissy, no!" I moaned. "This isn't right," but it came out as more of a whisper, more as to somehow assuage myself I'd said it, rather than feel it or actually mean it. The two of them continued, continued to lick and suck me clean, kissing one another, then sucking, licking, pleasuring me once again until I could feel the renewed surge of hardness bolstering my shaft.
"Daddy, now...I want you to fuck me," she said.
I had no words to answer that. We had already taken things too far as it was. But she continued, fearing perhaps that there would be.
"Please daddy, at least just this once, I don't want to go off to college and be some naive young girl about it if I really do meet someone. I want to know what to expect, what to experience, and how it should be, and know the difference if it isn't."
Maybe it wasn't the best reason in the world to give, but it gave me the justification I needed in hearing it. "Ok, just this once," I said meaning it. "As long as you don't hate me afterwards."
"Hate you? I could never hate you daddy, and besides, all this was my idea to begin with!" she said grinning now. "I was worried that you'd hate me for even trying it, that's why I hoped Chantel would be willing to go along with it, since she's always the one who keeps talking about doing you herself, with or without me!"
When Chrissy crawled up onto me, I still had to somehow see her as the woman she now was, the woman she'd become, and not look at her as my daughter. Strange as it may sound, as my hands cupped her pert breasts, fingering her small pink little nipples, I somehow managed to disassociate myself from her as being my own daughter, and looked upon her then as the sensual young woman that she now was. Even more so as she placed herself upon me, Chantel now standing off to one side, holding my prick, guiding it ever so gently into my daughter's cunt, rubbing it back and forth against the rapidly slickening surface of her split, until satisfied, holding it in place as Chrissy gingerly slid down my shaft, impaling it deeply inside her for the first time.
Chrissy was even tighter than Chantel had been if that were even possible, and certainly just as wet. The ease of motion, sliding in and out of her was heavenly, as were her surprised moans and groans of delight.
"Oh fuck Chantel," she said using the now erotically sounding word once again. "You were right, this is unfuckingbelievable!" she announced joyfully, lifting herself slowly, and then pouncing down on my cock rapidly, quickly like a cat stalking it's prey. "Oh fuck yeah!" she mewled once again, her hands now over mine as they caressed her breasts, pressing them even more fully against herself as we lay there rocking back and forth together.
At first, I didn't even realize it, until the sweet musky scent of Chantel's pussy forced me to open my eyes. For only a moment, I saw her sweet succulent cunt descend, then cover my mouth as she sat down on my face, facing towards Chrissy who sat astride my cock. I couldn't see, but could only sense their combined movements, touches as they fondled one another above me, Chrissy fucking my prick, Chantel's cunt rubbing back and forth against my face until my lips, tongue began to dance on the floor of her clitoris, capturing it to hold it, gingerly suck it before letting go, only to lightly flick it furiously in tune, and in tempo with each thrust of my cock inside my young daughter's glistening quim.
"How's that feel?" I heard Chrissy ask.
"Wonderful, he's damn good at it too," Chantel told my daughter. "You're going to have to try this too!" she added.
"Oh...I'm planning on it," she announced, "after all, we have the entire weekend."
I distinctly remember telling her that it would be "just this once", but perhaps to her, that meant just this weekend, or this time together, or whatever. At the moment, I wasn't about to argue the point, nor did I really care any more either. Never before in my entire life had I felt such exquisite pleasure, such joy, and such love. And though I lay there, my prick deeply embedded inside my own daughter's cunt, her best friend mashing her own against my face, I felt no guilt no sorrow for this moment in time we were sharing together. The closeness we had always had, always known, somehow becoming even more solidified than ever before.
Before long, Chantel came again, spending herself against my face, the rush of her liquid rapture cascading in a frothy rich torrent of cream into my mouth as I suckled her clit like a nipple, hearing her now all too familiar high-pitched scream of delight. Her release, triggering my own as well as my daughters, as I again pumped yet another full hot sticky load into Chrissy's cunt, the spasmodic clenching of her own orgasmic bliss, milking it, carrying us both away for a time into a completely different universe.
We lay together in a heap for a while, catching our respective breaths, clearing our heads, that for a moment concerned and alarmed me as I worried that the moment would soon come of realization and remorse for all we had shared together.
"Come on dad...up! Up!" Chrissy announced taking my hand as she and then Chantel pulled me out of bed. "We all need to shower before round three," she announced.
"Round three?"
"Hell yes! You're not THAT old...or would you prefer the two of us go downstairs and finish doing one another while you go back to bed and sleep?"
I found myself being pulled into the shower stall with the two of them, literally, as my cock once again hardened, surprising even myself as it did. Getting even more so as they stood there in the shower, washing and caressing one another, which I felt was more for my benefit than for theirs, though it became obvious to me that they were used to doing this together, and perhaps had done so more times than I could have ever imagined.
After our shower, I had followed them back downstairs into the living room, where they soon sat side by side, fingering one another, again perhaps for my benefit as I got more and more aroused. I watched as they used that little blue vibrator on each other, watched as they licked, sucked and tickled each other's breasts, and then curled up into a side-by-side 69 on the floor until I could take it no longer. Moving in, I soon captured my daughter's clit with my mouth, sucking it tenderly, expertly, feeling her spastic convulsions of ecstasy moments later when it came, feeling her come, tasting her sweetness as she did, just as Chantel did again, tasting my own as I came in her mouth at nearly the same exact moment,
We rested, we played, or rather they did, until I was hard and erect once again, joining them to explore, experiment in ways I had not thought possible up until now. Throughout the entire weekend we touched, fondled, fucked in every way imaginable, until pure unbridled exhaustion ended it, when I could no more even get it up. But they too had expended themselves, happy and delighted with the adventure we had all shared.
When Monday came, I drove Chrissy up to the new Campus where she'd be attending school. Chantel had come with us of course, to say good-bye to her friend for a while, until her next visit in a few months at least.
They hugged, saying their good-byes. "You take good care of my father now, promise?"
"You know I will," Chantel answered, turning to look, smiling towards me. "That's a promise."
"I'm counting on it, until he decides to find someone else, or we do..." Chrissy added as she came to give me one last kiss and a hug. "I'll be back in a few month's, so lets plan another special weekend together when I do," she said, then darted away up the steps and into the building before I could respond to that. Chantel merely laughed, taking my hand as we headed back to the car.
"She didn't mean..."
"Of course she did," Chantel grinned. "You know how she can be when she wants something."
She was right about that, I did. Chrissy would always be my little girl, even if she was all grown up now and a woman in her own right. All she ever had to do was look at me and say please, and I was butter in her hand.
"Oh and by the way, I'm supposed to give you something on the drive back."
"Oh? And what's that?"
Chantel grinned, leaned over and whispered in my ear, "A nice long slow blow-job on the way home."
I shook my head. "I don't know about that Chantel, maybe it's not such a good idea."
"Please daddy? Please?"
Now how could I possibly say no to that?
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I had recently joined the Forestry Service and had gone through training. I was pretty excited about my first real assignment when I was told that I'd be out in the back country with a husband and wife team that had been monitoring and documenting the current bear population in that particular area. I'd brought up fresh provisions with me, and then invited to stay for a two-week period to observe and learn some of the things they were doing. Needless to say I was excited to begin this adventure, knowing full well that it would be without many of the normal day to day conveniences we all take for granted.
I arrived at the out of the way rustic little cabin they were staying in, surprised to discover that it was a lot smaller than I had anticipated, and that while there, we'd all be sharing a single room to sleep in. In addition to that, every other day we would take two person shifts going out to check monitored locations, as well as spend some time in a tree blind that was situated in a well known area where many of the bears tended to hang out in order to observe them better in their natural environment.
One additional thing I wasn't prepared for was that Debra, a tall statuesque woman with long dark hair that she wore in a ponytail for most of the time, was attractive as hell. The drab green tee shirts she wore doing little to hide her voluptuous looking tits, nor the all most too short, shorts she preferred wearing as we hiked around.
At thirty-nine, she looked twenty-nine, and made me feel less like the novice I was having just turned twenty-five myself. Jack, her husband was a couple of years older than she was and had a woodsy maturity about him, complete with a five o'clock shadow on his face that for some reason never diminished, but never changed much either. They were both in very good shape too, though the life they'd chosen to live and enjoyed had a lot to do with that.
Upon my arrival I was greeted with open arms, not only for the replenishment brought with me of needed supplies, but they had not seen or spoken with another human being for a couple of months. We spent that first night getting to know one another while Debra fixed us a fabulous breakfast dinner of eggs, pancakes and slabs of sizzling hot bacon. I was informed they rarely if ever ate breakfast in the morning before heading out, aside from a cup of coffee and some energy bars they began their day with, they packed light with just enough provisions, including plenty of water to make the ten mile hike up to the tree stand and back again, sometimes the following day.
"So you sleep up there too?" I asked Debra.
"Sometimes, depends on if we've seen much sign or any activity. If we have, then sometimes we'll spend the night there and come back the following day. Sometimes we just hike around and check the monitors and cameras we've set up before coming back here to spend a day or so before heading back out again. There are times we go together, and other times that we actually go by ourselves. It can make for some interesting moments spent out in the woods all alone, so I'm glad that you'll be here with us for the next two weeks," she informed me.
"Do you ever get bored?" I asked curiously.
She smiled at that, nodding her head. "Every once in a while we do, but we find other things to amuse ourselves with whenever that happens, though to be honest, as beautiful as this country is with all the wildlife, we don't find ourselves getting bored all that often."
I had caught the subtle glint of mischievousness in her eye when she'd said that, though she didn't exactly elaborate.
We slept side by side on some air mattresses, getting up bright and early to begin the hike up to the tree stand. "We don't cook while we're up there," Jack informed me, "It's all sandwiches and energy bars, and of course plenty of water," he said, then led us on the ten mile trek up to where the area was they'd been monitoring. By the time we arrived, it was already late in the afternoon.
"Now you see why we often spend a day or two up here before heading back," Debra told me.
It had taken me a moment or two to locate the actual blind. They'd done such a good job of camouflaging it that I nearly missed it. I was also surprised at how large it was too. It certainly wasn't no cabin, but it was big enough to sit in side by side without being too cramped, or to stand up and walk around in without being observed. Below the stand was a small meadow complete with a small fresh stream of running water.
"One of the reasons we chose this place, a lot of animals come through here to get a drink, and it supplies us with that as well, also a way to freshen up some without having to use the water we've brought up with us to do so." Jack turned then and began making his way back down the tree to the ground. "I'm going to walk the perimeter, be back in a couple of hours," he told us.
We watched as Jack made his way into the woods, and then disappeared. "Steve? If you need to use the facilities, there's a box down behind the tree with a shovel and some T.P. in it you can use. Just walk back about a hundred yards or so to the North, there's an overlook back there, and the area is hardly ever traveled so it's the safest and best place to go." She also pointed to a couple of small folding chairs, just barely big enough to even sit down on. "You're welcome to use one of these if you get tired of standing or sitting on the floor," she told me. "I'm going down to the stream to freshen up some while I can since we probably scared away most everything coming up here. It will be a while before any of the bears or other wildlife return to the area, so I might as well do it now."
I watched her walk over to the little stream next to the meadow where she turned, looked back up towards me and waved. I waved back, and then caught myself short as she suddenly reached down and pulled the tee shirt she was wearing up and over her head. I was a little surprised as she stood there, her bare breasts for all the world to see, well...for me to see anyway. Then she rinsed out her tee shirt in the water, wringing it out a moment later before hanging it over a nearby tree limb to dry out. Next, she stripped out of the shorts she was also wearing and did the same thing with those, until she stood with nothing more than her shoes and socks on, enjoying the warmth of the sunshine on her bare skin as she splashed some more water on herself and with a small hand cloth, had a bit of a wash.
Perhaps I shouldn't have been surprised by this, after all it was obviously perfectly natural and normal for her to be doing so, especially this far away from everything. And the fact that she stood there in the nude, even though I could see that she was, with the distance involved here, didn't give me a birds-eye-view close up, though I was half tempted to pick up the binoculars that were hanging nearby.
Still. I wondered briefly if I should turn and look away, giving her some privacy. But then again, if she'd wanted some privacy, she would have indicated that to me in some way. After all, she had waved, so she knew I was watching her, even as she washed her breasts, taking her time with each one, and then washing between her legs and ass as she spread her feet, once again bending over to rinse out her wash cloth before applying it to herself again.
When she was finished, she retrieved her still wet clothing and began making her way back towards the tree stand, rather than putting her clothing back on however, she climbed back up still in the nude.
"Boy, that feels a lot better!" she grinned at me. "If you want to freshen up as well, you'd better do it now," she indicated as she placed her still damp clothing over one of the logs they had built as a railing around the stand.
"Ah no, I'm good," I informed her feeling a little sheepish, and trying very hard not to look too directly at her. She must have noticed that and laughed however.
"I hope my being naked like this doesn't offend you," she stated easily. "Up here, it just feels natural to be naked most of the time, which we often do, makes us feel a bit closer to nature if you will."
"Yes, I can see that," I said feeling a little easier since she was obviously so at ease with it herself, but then again, Jack wasn't here either, though I supposed he wouldn't have minded her being naked around me either by the way she acted in being so.
"I just love it up here, so peaceful and quiet," she said placing her hands on the railing and looking out over the meadow below us. Standing off to one side and slightly behind her, I was indeed enjoying the view, but it wasn't the countryside I was actually looking at either. Debra had a nice tight well rounded little ass, her breasts though full, were equally as well rounded, and looked especially alluring as she leaned out over the railing looking down.
"Hungry?" she asked. "There's some sandwiches in the knap-sack," she informed me
"Ah no, not yet anyway," I said thanking her. "But I do need to pee," I added without too much embarrassment with my admission. I slipped over the railing and began making my way back down the tree to the ground when I heard, then noticed her following me as I descended.
"Might as well go with you and pee too," she told me. "Then we'll come back, sit and see if something comes into the area, and wait for Jack to return."
Debra quickly grabbed the shovel and some toilet paper, and then led the way. "Follow me," she announced. After a brief walk, she stopped handing me the shovel. "You should always dig a hole to pee in too," she informed me, then stood waiting while I did. I handed the shovel back to her, expecting her to find another spot to dig one for herself. Instead, she squatted over the one I had just dug. "We only need one," she informed me, pee'd then stood and wiped herself, tossing the environmentally friendly tissue into the hole. "Your turn!"
Dumbfounded, I stood there for a moment trying to decide what to do. "Pee shy are we?" she asked. I was, but I wasn't about to admit it to her either. She laughed seeing my discomfort. "There's a lot you'd better get used to doing if you're going to be doing this for a living," she told me. "But if you'd like, I'll wander back to the stand and give you some privacy." She turned then and I watched her go, feeling a little stupid as I stood there willing my prick to finally pee. I stood there finally pissing into the already wet hole she had used, finding it strangely erotic for some odd reason to be mingling my urine with hers. I soon after filled the hole and then made my way back to the stand where I saw her standing up above me waiting. Once again she waved, and as I waved back at her, I watched her full breast bouncing up and down in greeting towards me, forcing myself to look away at that point and begin climbing back up the tree.
The sun was just beginning to set when Jack reappeared through the trees quickly joining us. "Saw some sign," he indicated, "and picked up a fresh trail. Think there's a mother and two cubs making there way around, probably see them tomorrow," he stated.
"Yeah, saw a few deer earlier," Debra told him. "Figured we wouldn't see any bears if they were still in the area, might as well settle in for the night."
By the time Jack had returned, Debra had gotten dressed again, so I was thankful for that, though I was still fairly certain he wouldn't have cared if she hadn't been. Jack made a few notes in the journal he carried with him, and then sat down for a quick bite to eat just as the sun finished setting. Although it was early time-wise, it had been a long day, and we'd be up bright and early again in the morning.
"Going down to wash up then turn in," he announced, "coming with me?" he asked looking back towards us.
"Nah, I'm good," I said once again, wondering if that particular phrase would become a permanent one with me. Debra however followed him down the tree, and then they walked off disappearing into the darkness together.
I stood at the railing looking off into the night. A full moon had backlit the meadow to some degree, and moments later I caught movement as the two of them made their way out of the darkness into the clear opening of the meadow near the stream. I knew with some certainty, they couldn't see me, not in the darkness anyway, though with the full moon highlighting the two of them, I could see them fairly easily. Once again, I watched as they both stripped off their clothing, and then washed and bathed one another, doing each other's backs. Once again, I found it slightly erotic to be standing there watching so simple, and so natural an act, until it took an unexpected turn and became much more than that.
At first, I wasn't even sure that what I was seeing was what I was actually witnessing. Debra had leaned over as though she was rinsing out her clothing just as I'd seen her do earlier in the day, the difference being, this time Jack stepped up behind her. At first I thought they were just playing around a little, but then his movements became obvious as he latched onto her twin ass cheeks, and began pumping himself into her from behind. I thought I had seen Debra looking back in my direction, but I couldn't be sure as dark as it was, though I again reminded myself that they couldn't possibly see me as I was indeed covered in darkness. So I stood, watching the two of them together, fascinated that they would be doing this without any real cover of darkness, and wondered if they had yet realized that the moon's glow fully accentuated what they were doing.
Even the sounds of their coupling made its way over to me, though the words spoken weren't entirely clear, the grunts and groans of their now furious fucking were. In a way, it was about as animalistic as it could be. If I hadn't known better, or been able to see them as clearly as I could and know who and what they were, I might have confused them with a pair of bears going at it there in the woods.
There's something to be said about being at one with nature, out in the woods like this, I was hard as a rock! When I saw Debra finally spin around, kneeling down in front of Jack, giving him what I knew then to be a blowjob, I lost it. Freeing my own prick, I began pumping it up and down, safe and secure in the knowledge there was no way they could know what I was myself now doing up here.
Jack must have come seconds before I did. I heard his soft moan, the tilt of his head backwards as Debra knelt in front of him sucking his prick. I watched my own semen shoot from the head of my dick, through the railing, and then disappear into the darkness below. I'd barely finished cleaning myself up when I heard them below me, making their way back up into the tree stand.
"Well, now I'm tired, and ready for bed!" Jack announced with a grin. "See you two in the morning!" Jack picked up his small tightly rolled sleeping bag and made his way back down the tree once again.
"Where's he going?" I wondered aloud.
"Oh, Jack hates sleeping up here for some reason," she told me. "He's not a big fan of heights anyway, which is why he usually spends more time wandering around than sitting up here with me."
"Is it safe?" I asked.
"Safe enough, he actually has made a place to hang a hammock, which is still high enough off the ground, though not nearly as high as this place is, so he's more comfortable sleeping there than here."
"Oh," was all I said.
"Here, you'll need this," Debra said handing me one of the small little sleeping bags they kept stored here. "It can still get pretty cold at night up here, though we'd be a lot warmer if you don't mind snuggling up together," she told me.
I didn't really have a problem with that, and told her so, until I saw her suddenly strip out of her clothing once again anyway. "That's good," she said smiling, and then put the two bags together to make a slightly larger one before laying it down on the floor of the tree stand.
She quickly slipped inside and held one side open for me to get in as well. "Ah, you'll actually be a lot warmer if you take your clothes off, and that way you won't be as cold putting them back on in the morning either."
I went as far as my underwear, which seemed to pacify her to some extent, though she again laughed at my shyness. "No worries, a few days from now, and I bet you're running around the woods as naked as a Jaybird," she told me.
I highly doubted that, but let it go, slipping inside the bag, though I turned my back towards her as I did so, trying in the same instant to ensure there was at least a few inches still remaining between us. That disappeared a moment or two later though as she snuggled up against me, putting her arm around me, the feel of those wonderful breasts of hers pressing against my back. "See? Much, much warmer now isn't it?"
I wouldn't have touched that comment with a ten-foot pole, and had I of not jerked it off only a short time ago, I would have felt like I had one too. Even so, it stirred once again with renewed interest, the softness of her magnificent breasts resting against me. But I soon heard the gentle snore of her sleep, finally relaxing, and drifted off myself.
#
I woke to the aromatic smell of hot coffee.
"Morning!" she said brightly. "Though we don't really cook anything up here, I can't stand to start the day without coffee," she told me. She had a single cup burner that barely heated, but just enough to heat up the coffee from the thermos she'd brought along with us. She was still naked too, now sitting with her back against the railing, knees propped up and bent towards her chest as she sat sipping her own coffee after handing me one. It was all I could do to not stare directly at the pink split winking at me between her legs.
"Jack?"
"Up and gone already," she informed me. "Wanted to see if he could pick up their trail, find out which direction they were heading in before coming back here."
"Oh," I said, once again using another phrase I had seemed to adopt as my own.
"So Steven, did you sleep ok?" she asked.
"Huh? Oh yeah...fine, just fine," I told her, not telling her that I had had several highly erotic dreams during the night, no doubt caused by the feel of her breasts pressing against me, and the knowledge that she was sleeping next to me naked the entire night.
"Did you find it exciting last night?" She now asked.
"Excuse me?" I asked, confused by her question.
"You know, sleeping outside like this...here," she told me finally standing up, though now I had an even better view of that precious slit peeking between her legs as she turned her back towards me, once again leaning over the railing. With her back towards me, she spoke again, catching me truly off guard this time.
"Could you see us? Hear us down there?" she asked.
"Ah, when," I asked, playing stupid.
She turned back around, facing me and laughed once again. "When we were down by the stream fucking," she said simply, openly. "I hope that didn't shock you too much, but like I told you before, when you've been here a while, you find that being outdoors tends to keep you aroused all the time for some reason, and it's a great way to end the day, and begin a new one as well," she added.
"Oh...yeah, then," I admitted feeling my face turning crimson. "No, didn't really shock me no, sort of understand what you mean," I found myself admitting to her.
"So, it did excite you too then huh? Watching us? Hearing us?"
I wasn't exactly uncomfortable talking to her about this, but it was a little awkward for me as I wasn't sure where it was she was going with all this.
"Yeah, admittedly it was," I confessed looking away, taking a sip of my coffee instead of staring up at her vulnerable looking pussy and bare breasts.
"So...did you jerk off?" she asked nonchalantly like she was discussing the weather with me. "Personally, I love doing that up here, and so does Jack, helps to pass the time away anyway," she added with a knowing smile. And like I said earlier, nice way to start off the new day too," she added.



I didn't answer her question, though I think the look on my face probably did. She merely smiled and nodded her head in my direction. "Wondered if you might have, we can get pretty vocal up here once we get going," she stated. "And being out here in the woods like this is very arousing too, at least for us it is."
"Yeah, I can see that I told her," glancing up once again and finding that her nipples were in fact rock hard and standing out and away from her breasts considerably. Though wondering if that was due mostly from the early morning chill, or the provocative little discussion we were having, or perhaps a combination of them both.
"Yeah, I can see that too," she smiled openly as I followed her gaze, only then realizing that I was still sitting there wearing only my shorts, which had tented out considerably. I felt my face redden even more deeply, shifting somewhat to conceal my condition though it was already too late for that.
"So, where'd you stand exactly when you did it?" She asked once again leaning out over the railing looking down. "About here maybe?"
"Yeah, I guess," I said stupidly, realizing I'd just admitted to doing it. "Why?" I found myself asking, wondering a second later why I had.
"Jack and I play a little game, something else to help pass the time up here," she told me. "Here, come stand by me," she indicated, urging me to get up. I did so, but walked a bit sideways as I did, trying my best to conceal the obvious which when I thought about it, seemed a bit ludicrous under the circumstances.
"So about here then?" she asked once again.
"Yeah, I guess so...why?" I also said once again, feeling just as foolish about it this time as I had the last, and wondering where it was she was going with all this, though I felt certain I was about to find out.
"Good!" she grinned with delight. "Lets see if you can beat his record."
"What?"
"You want to do it yourself? Or would you like me to do it for you?" she asked.
"Do what?" I said stupidly once again, though I wanted to make sure I was actually hearing her right.
"Jerk it off again, through here...down there," she said pointing. I just stood there, not believing I had just heard this. "Come on, you'll see what I'm talking about after you do," she informed me. "So...you want to do it yourself? Or would you like me to? Or are you cum shy too?" she asked pointedly.
As bizarre as this all was, I was highly aroused now too, all this talk, seeing her naked, talking about jerking myself off, or even better, her doing it, I surprised myself by throwing caution to the wind. "Would you mind?" I actually asked her.
"Not at all!" she said gleefully, and then before I knew it, she had pushed my shorts down around my ankles so I could step out of them, and then led me closer towards the railing.
"Just let me know when you're about to shoot," she told me. "Then I'll aim you properly and get the best distance out of you that I can."
I couldn't believe we were actually doing this, yet, here I was with my hard stiff prick poking between the railing as she leaned over it, holding on to me, jerking me off. "Just tell me when," she reminded me.
I had to admit, I'm not sure I'd ever been this horny before in my entire life. Maybe she was right, maybe there was something to be said about being naked outside, but I also think it had a lot to do with the fact that she was an attractive looking woman to begin with, that I was standing there staring at her gorgeous body while she stood playing with my prick that had a lot to do with it.
"I'm almost there," I found myself saying, feeling the first preemptive tingle as it began making its way up my shaft.
"Just say when," she announced, slow stroking me now as I bent forward at the knees a little, feeling the surge as it just about took my head off.
"Now!" I screamed out, feeling the release, feeling the pleasure of her hand expertly pumping the semen from my shaft which exploded with such intensity that I saw stars for a moment.
"Oh yeah! Fuck yeah!" She wailed, "Good one! More! More! That's it! That's it!"
I have no idea how many times I felt my prick squirt, but it seemed to go on forever, and she seemed quite pleased and delighted that it had.
"Come on, let's go down and see how you did!" she said excitedly. I still had no idea what she was talking about, and felt a bit silly following her down the tree to the ground with nothing on, but after what we'd just finished doing, what was the point?
By the time I had caught up to her, she was already on her hands and knees scrutinizing the ground. "See that little pile of stones?" she asked. "That's his best one so far," she indicated, "And for it to count, it has to be in the circle, and it can't be on anything that might move, like a leaf or a twig, has to be a good imprint in the dirt that we can verify."
I stood there in disbelief, she was actually looking to measure my cum splatter there in the dirt! "Fuck in A!" she said suddenly, "There it is, and you beat him by a good three or four inches too!"
I found myself kneeling on the ground next to her, the strangeness of this weirdly erotic as she moved the small little pile of stones over to the new mark. "Boy, Jack's going to be jealous as hell when he sees this!" she announced.
That suddenly hit home. "Ah, well maybe we shouldn't tell him then," I said worriedly.
"Not jealous, jealous," she assured me. "He's not like that, just jealous that you beat his best throw, and on your first time out too!" she added excitedly.
As though fate would have it, I looked up just in time to see Jack making his way towards us. The look on his face wasn't one of being too thrilled at seeing us however, and since he was twice my size, and obviously twice as strong as I was to boot, I thought for certain my days were numbered, if not minutes.
"Well?" was all he said as he neared us.
"Beat you by a good three or four inches!" Debra announced.
"Oh really?" He said none too happily. "With or without help?" he then asked.
"With!" Debra told him. "Only fair, as I did with your best shot," she teased him.
"Yeah, well, we'll see about that," he said testily. "Come on you two...get up here!"
Debra quickly scrambled after him, and I followed, though not nearly as quickly, wondering if once I had gotten to the top of the tree stand, that then he would punch me out and throw my limp body over the railing. By the time we had both arrived however, he was naked and fisting his enormously sized cock.
"I'm gonna want some stimulation," he announced. "I'm sure he had some," Jack said looking towards me.
"Not as much, or as long as you'd think," Debra said. "And I never touched him until it was time to do it either," she added. "So if you want to go for the new record, then you need to abide by the same rules and time that Steven had."
This was absurd, standing there in the nude, watching Jack as he stood fisting himself, stroking his penis, Debra still nude as well, touching herself, though she really hadn't been doing that for me, not that she really needed too.
"Ok, time's up," she announced, "come stand by the rail!" He did so, and then she stood there jacking him off the same way she had done it to me. A few moments later, he announced his pleasured release, and Debra finished pumping him off the exact same way she had done with me, urging out the best of his explosions, taking careful aim with it as he did, sending his spunk out as far as it was possible to do, and then watching it fall just as I now was, leaning over the railing looking down towards the target area.
I stayed put while the two of them went back down to investigate. I was beginning to wonder at that point if we'd all lost our minds. They returned a few moments later. "Close, but no cigars!" Debra announced. "You still have the record," she informed me.
"We'll try again later," Jack said. "Only next time I'll set the rules to ensure that it's fair."
"It was fair!" Debra scolded him. "You just hate that he beat you!" she teased, then Jack smiled, for the first time really, and patted me on the shoulder.
"O.k. you won that round fair and square, but we'll see how you do next time," he said challengingly.
I really wasn't planning on there even being a next time, already wondering if these two had been out in the woods for two long as it was.
#
We had finally gotten dressed, and then headed off in search of the mother bear and her two cubs. By noon, we'd picked up their trail only to discover they had circled back again, and were headed the other way.
"No sense going back this trip," Jack announced. "Might as well head back to the cabin. If we leave now, we should make it back easily before dark."
"Sounds good to me," Debra stated. "I could use a hot meal and a nice bath, not to mention a good nights sleep too!"
"Bath?" I asked wondering.
"Well, a shower really," she said. "Jack's got a pretty nice solar shower that he's rigged up, heats up the water and then keeps it that way until we use it and have to fill it up again. Takes about three days to do it, but it's worth it as that's about as long as I can stand myself...or him," she added pinching her nose.
"Very funny," he tossed back at her. "But with the three of us in need of it, I think we'd best shower together, or none of us will get much benefit from it, especially if we let you go first," he told her.
"Sounds good to me!" Debra quipped, and then sprinted off ahead of us just as the cabin came into sight.
#
Debra began preparing a nice tossed salad to go with the steaks Jack would be cooking later. It had been a while since they'd had fresh vegetables, and they were really looking forward to them. Jack had gotten a nice fire going in the pit he had made outside next to the small sized shower.
"Great way to dry off after we're done," he told me.
"Gonna be a tight fit isn't it?" I asked peeking inside.
"Big enough," he commented, and we'll all get a longer nicer, hotter shower that way too," he finished.
I was still a little uncertain about that, telling Debra that maybe she and Jack should shower together and I'd just have a quick one after they were done.
"Oh no you don't," she told me. "And you might as well get used to us being around you in the nude, and visa-versa," she added. "Or it's going to be a very long two weeks for you here if you don't."
I wasn't about to argue that point with her, so I didn't. Once dinner was prepared and waiting, with only the steaks left to be cooked, we soon headed outside to the shower and stepped in. It was cramped, but if we all stood with our backs facing one another, there was at least room enough to stand in without too much crowding.
"Ok Steven, you wash my back, I'll wash Jack's, and he'll wash yours." I was about to tell them that I could probably wash my own back, when Jack indicated that we'd walk around in a little circle, pull on the handle that would release a quick few seconds of water, enough to get wet, then move a little again for the next person to do so while the others began lathering and washing. I was glad at least that I was washing Debra's back even though Jack would be washing mine. But as we all stood there doing just that, I began to tell myself that living in the out of doors like this had its own quirky little ways, and that perhaps it was something I better start getting used to if I wanted to make a career out of something like this. Who knew? Maybe one day I'd end up in a place like this with my own wife, acting and being much the same way that these two were.
"Make sure you get my boobs too, especially underneath as I get all sweaty and sticky there," Debra said.
"Yeah, my wife hates sticky tits," Jack said laughing. "Personally, I rather like them that way."
"Only when you're the one who's making them all nice and sticky," she quipped back at him.
Once again I had found myself sandwiched between the two of them while they made suggestive erotic little comments, and with Debra's tits in my hands as I ran my fingers over them, under and around each one, I couldn't help but find myself becoming aroused.
"Oh baby, you're getting nice and hard," Debra cooed as she reached around in front of Jack, fondling his prick as she washed it. "Does the thought of Steven soaping my tits up turn you on?"
"Oh yeah sweetie, you know that it does," Jack admitted. Looking down, and off to the side, I could see her hand as she lathered up his prick, more playing with it than washing it, and found it strangely interesting in watching it grow, that was until I felt Jack's hand suddenly cover my prick with a handful of slippery lather. I jumped, nervousness, confusion and shock coursing through me all at once. But unlike what Debra was obviously doing to him, Jack merely washed me, and not all that long, so that I eventually relaxed, finding away to accept it and take it all in stride as we all stood there washing, then rinsing one another off.
"Feel better?" Debra asked as we all stood near the fire drying off afterwards.
"Much, didn't realize how dirty I had gotten over so short a period of time," I admitted feeling squeaky clean once again.
"Sometimes I like dirty," she said grinning at me, and the double meaning' wasn't left unnoticed either. "Sometimes being a little dirty can be a lot of fun, can't it Jack?" she said turning towards him as he finished throwing the steaks onto the grill.
"Yeah, I like a little dirtiness too once in a while, allows you to shed a few inhibitions, experience and enjoy things that you might not otherwise think you really could."
"Ah huh," I said simply having nothing better to say.
"Now honey, why don't we pop open that bottle of wine we've been saving and have it with dinner. Afterwards, I'd enjoy one of your special brandies too."
"Sounds like the perfect plan he told her, then went inside to get it while Debra finished setting up the small table we'd be eating at outside.
"God I love the out of doors," she said a moment later. "Just look at all those stars, something about making love, and then looking up and the night sky, makes you realize just how insignificant we really are, and how each one of us tends to make a big deal out of absolutely nothing doesn't it?" she asked.
Maybe she was right, but I couldn't help but wonder what if anything she was really referring to. I could only guess that in time I'd find out. In the meantime, my mouth was watering with the aroma of the cooking steaks, though I still felt my cock give a little twitch as she sat down at the table across from me, still naked, with those magnificent tits of hers that I'd actually been holding just a short time ago, still staring at me.
The steaks were delicious as was the wine, which we'd managed to polish off, two full bottles amongst the three of us. Not being much of a drinker myself, I could feel the affects of it already, feeling a bit giddy and light-headed, but in a good way without feeling sick. I'd even been smart enough to pass up on the brandy, which Debra for some reason had insisted on afterwards. While getting that, Debra had come back outside carrying a large oversized quilt, which she spread on the ground a short distance away from the fire, along with several pillows that she'd carted out with her. The night air had a bit of a chill to it, but with the wine, comforter and fire, I wasn't really feeling it any more than the two of them were.
"Here's the brandy sweetie," Jack said pouring her a large glass.
"Thank you babe," she responded, but then sat it down next to her rather than drinking it.
"Thought you wanted a brandy?" I asked her.
"Oh, I do...but it's for later," she said.
"Ah oh," Jack commented grinning. "I wondered why you wanted it, guess I should have known,"
"Am I missing something here?" I asked.
"No...not yet, and hopefully not later either," she said cryptically. "Come on you two, sit down by me and enjoy the warmth of the fire here."
We did so, sitting on either side of her. And for the first time, though I am sure with the help of the wine, I didn't feel all that awkward about sitting next to her in the nude, nor that she and Jack were of course either.
"Isn't this incredible?" she asked a short time later.
I had to admit, it was, peaceful, serene, all cozy and warm, and me sitting here naked. "Who'd have thought?" I asked myself.
"There's only one thing that could make this even more beautiful than it already is," she added after that.
"Oh? And what's that?" Jack asked her, though I think he already knew.
"Well, for one thing, to be sitting here with a cock in each hand, that would really be nice," she said lustfully.
I merely chuckled at hearing that, not sure if she was really being serious or just joking around.
"And the other?"
"Drinking my brandy the way I prefer doing it," she said.
"That's what I thought," Jack laughed. "Well baby, I'm certainly up for it if Steven is."
"Which is?" I asked.
"Ever had a brandy blow-job?" she asked.
"Ah no...never have," I said truthfully, glancing over towards Jack who was merely smiling and nodding his head.
"Nothing like it," he told me. "Go ahead baby, show him what you mean."
I certainly wasn't so out of it that I didn't have an inkling of what might happen next, as uninhibited as these two were, and feeling as good as I really was at the moment, I was just about ready for anything at this point, and surprised to find myself hopeful about it as well.
It was then that Debra picked up her drink, took a pretty good sip out of it, though I noticed she didn't swallow. Leaning over before I even realized what was happening, she engulfed my prick in her mouth and began sucking it, the sensation of the mild stinging brandy bathing my prick.
"Holy shit!" I exclaimed, surprised at the sensation in the first place, almost more so than the fact that I was getting my cock sucked with Jack sitting there urging his wife on.
"Is that wild or what?" he said.
"Oh yeah, that's an or what if there ever was one," I exclaimed as Debra finally sat up allowing the brandy to be swallowed, though she quickly took another sip and leaned over capturing Jack's cock where she proceeded to do the same thing to him.
My dick was still tingly, for a number of reasons as I sat there watching her mouth working that enormous cock of his. She then sat up after a moment, swallowed, took yet another drink of the brandy, and started doing me again.
"It's her favorite way to drink Brandy," Jack stated.
"I can see that," I said watching her mouth engulf me.
"Isn't that tingly sensation incredible though?" Jack asked me.
"Oh yeah, yeah it is!" I had to admit as she swirled her tongue back and forth against me, my cock seemingly more sensitive than I'd ever known it to be before.
"Yeah, and that's why she loves it when we do that too," he added.
"We?"
Jack simply laughed, "Here, take a drink and enjoy yourself," she certainly will.
Having heard that, Debra sat up swallowing the brandy, and then promptly positioned herself down on the quilt, legs spread in front of me. "You only need a little sip," she said. "Then just let it sort of flow out of your mouth naturally, into me while your doing it."
I couldn't believe I was actually about to do this, but I did. I took a sip of the brandy, held it inside my mouth, and then for the first time, introduced my mouth to her wide open, hungrily waiting pussy.
"Oh fuck! I do so love the way that, that feels!" She squealed in delight. I tickled her clit with my tongue, and then sucked it a little, all the while keeping most of the brandy inside my mouth while doing so. "Fuck I love this! I just love this!" she exclaimed over and over again. And I was happily content to lie there, licking her cunt, exploring it with my tongue, savoring both the brandy as well as her own sweet juices when she announced that she wanted to sit on my face now.



"What?"
"It's her favorite way to cum," Jack announced. "At least for the first one anyway, after that, it really doesn't matter, she can cum a hundred different ways, but she love's doing it like that for the first one.
"Oh...ok."
Quick as a bunny, Debra didn't even wait for a further response from me, pushing me back, propping my head with a pillow, and then mounting my face. "And play with my tits too!" she instructed, "Play rough with them, I really like that."
Her pussy still tasted like brandy, but had a delicious sweetness to it besides that. Her cunt was leaking like a sieve, her juices flowing in abundance as my lips once again found her extended hard little clit, sucking it and rolling it inside my mouth just as my hands and fingers now did to each of those incredibly hard thick nipples of hers.
"Oh yeah, oh yeah! That's perfect! Just like that!" she moaned deeply.
I was so engrossed with her succulent tasting pussy that it took a moment to register the fact that my cock was being playfully fondled too. For a minute I thought she had reached back and begun playing with it, until I realized that her hands were then covering mine as I continued caressing and fondling her breasts.
Confusion and shock raced through my mind, as did the unexpected, unanticipated pleasure. I felt Jack's hand thumbing the head of my prick, squeezing out my lubrications which he then smeared over the head of my prick, teasing it exquisitely as I continued teasing Debra's throbbing little clit.
"Oh fuck that feels good!" She moaned once more, heightening my own pleasure hearing her, but feeling the tingly caressing strokes of Jack's fingers as they split, riding up and down along both sides of my rock-hard cock.
When I felt his mouth suddenly engulf my prick, I froze, Debra's clit still captured between my lips, unmoving now. Obviously she sensed and knew what had happened. "I've been told that Jack can suck cock even better than I can," she said softly. "Just relax sweetie, and enjoy it. Oh...and please continue sucking me too ok?"
Once again I'd been caught off guard, my emotions a tangled mess of lust, desire, fascination, and confusion, all of it rolled up into one. But as I lay there enjoying the sweetness of this incredible woman's pussy, I couldn't help but respond to the delicious sensations that were now entertaining my prick as Jack sucked and licked it.
I felt Debra suddenly lift up, though she spun around on my face before I knew what she was doing. Leaning over at that point, I then felt the additional sensation of her lips and tongue caressing me, sucking, nipping and licking my shaft just as Jack continued to do. With the unexpected additional onslaught upon my prick, I felt the first tell-tail signs of orgasmic release begin. Simultaneously, the lubrications of Debra's cunt began to flow in ever increasing amounts, alerting me to the fact that she too was nearing her own pleasured threshold.
"Cum baby, cum. Squirt for us, squirt a nice big hot juicy one!"
Her lusty sounding words triggered the final barrier to fall, my prick suddenly convulsing in hard rapid discharges of my spunk that tore through the core of my being, exploding from the head of my cock in a series of tumultuous jettisons of my spunk that had me moaning in gratitude with each and every one.
Hearing me, feeling it, watching it perhaps triggered her own explosive little climax. Within seconds she was filling my mouth with her delicious nectar, sitting up on my face now, convulsing against me as I felt her quim throb, clench, and discharge once again another flow of her thick creamy sauce.
I felt, sensed rather than saw Jack standing, but heard his low moan of delight as he stood next to Debra now, "That's it baby, that's it, take it honey, take it! Oh fuck yeah...yeah...yeah!"
I was still licking my lips, licking hers of the last remaining vestiges of her orgasm as she drained the last of Jack's sperm from his prick before finally releasing him, releasing me and rolling over onto her back.
"Whew, was that wild or what?"
"That one was definitely a 'what' for me," I told them both.
She laughed at that, rolling over to once again wrap her hand around my rapidly softening penis. "But did it feel good?" She asked. Admittedly it had, though I was again in a state of confused satisfaction.
"Yes," I replied softly, having to admit it to myself that the entire encounter had indeed been pleasurable if not a bit unnerving all at the same time.
"Good," she said simply still waggling my soft prick. "Don't let things get to you so much," she added as an afterthought, as though perhaps reading my mind. "Out here, there really aren't any judgments, no rules, no labels to define us."
"No morals either," I added with half a laugh.
"That too," Jack confirmed handing me a drink of brandy, which I consumed in one full gulp.
Standing above me now, his cock was still semi-firm and erect. "Hmm baby, still horny are we?" Debra asked.
"You know it," he told her. "So whenever you're ready again," he said giving her a wicked lusty wink.
"Me? Hell Jack, you know I'm always ready!" she announced excitedly. "What would you like to do?"
"What would YOU like to do?" he asked back.
Debra gave my cock another waggle, surprisingly it stiffened just a little. "Well, whenever he's ready again, what I would like, and what I haven't been able to enjoy for a very, very long time now, is a nice double-fuck!"
"Hmm, I thought so, how about it Steven? You think you're up for a little double penetration?"
"Oh yes please Steven, please?" she begged. "For obvious reasons, I don't get to enjoy feeling that very often, especially having a cock inside my ass! Jack's simply too big for me to accept him, but your cock is a lot slimmer, as well as long," she stated, though I wondered if she had said that in trying to sooth my ego or something, but to be honest, I was way past that. But she was certainly right about Jack, he truly did have an enormous prick, and I couldn't even begin to imagine him trying to shove that up inside her ass, let alone her pussy, though she'd obviously managed to accept that well enough.
"I'm still gonna need a few minutes," I pleaded, still wrestling with this new request along with everything else. This would be another first for me, and I wondered if I should tell her that, then decided with everything else that had transpired so far, that I might as well.
"I've uh..."
"Never fucked a woman's ass before right?" she finished for me.
"Ah no...I haven't."
She smiled at that, "I promise you Steven, you'll enjoy it, I certainly will!"
"Ah, what's the best way?" I found myself asking. "How do we go about doing this?"
She looked down at my prick, as I did, surprised to find it already beginning to rapidly harden once more.
"Thought of fucking my tight little ass excite you?" she said, speaking the obvious.
"You might could say that," I responded, acknowledging my own suddenly wicked desire to experience just that.
"Oh fuck, it's been a really long time!" she cooed. "I am looking forward to this!"
"As am I!" Jack grinned just as wickedly. "How do you want it baby?"
"You on your back, I'll mount you first, and then Steven can mount my behind from behind!" She laughed at her own joke, as we all did. "But I probably need some lubrication first," she quickly pointed out.
I glanced about, spotting the tub of soft butter still sitting on the table we had eaten at. I remembered watching an old movie, 'Last Tango in Paris '. "Will this do?" I asked reaching over and picking it up.
"Perfectly, Marlin," she called me. She quickly mounted her husband's cock, taking a moment to let the monstrous size of it fully enter her before sitting still again. "Now, go ahead and lube me all up nice and slippery," she said, "As well as yourself too."
I did so, smearing a goodly portion of the bright yellow butter into the perfectly pink little starfish of her ass. "Oh yeah, that's good, all nice and slippery now," she moaned as I allowed my fingers to penetrate, exploring her a little, and feeling as I did so, the hot hard throbbing cock that waited patiently on the other side of the thin membrane that would separate the two of us.
"Butter up!" she said, once more making a joke out of the obscenely decadent situation.
I lavished my prick to excess, placing it at the opening of her tiny pink pucker and pressed. Surprisingly, the head slipped in somewhat easily with a tiny little pop, Jack continued holding still as Debra pressed back against me, allowing my cock to gradually slip inside her until I was buried inside her ass, balls deep.
"Oh, don't move for a minute," she breathlessly exclaimed. "Just let me enjoy the fullness of you two before you tear me a part!"
"You sure you really want to be doing this?" I asked worriedly.
"I didn't mean that literally," she said beginning to wiggle around. "I meant that fuckutively speaking."
"Oh!" I said speaking what had become one of my favorite sayings.
"Now you can move...or rather, fuck me."
"Fuckutively speaking of course," I said.
"Of course!"
Jack began moving now, sliding out as I slid in. I could feel his cock rubbing against mine as we did and couldn't help but wonder about the sensations that Debra must have been feeling if I could feel that.
"Oh fuck, that's insane!" Debra mewled hotly.
"Fucking insane is right," I thought to myself, "Maybe we're all fucking insane!"
But as insane as this might be, might look should someone actually catch us doing this, it was without a doubt one of the most pleasurable experiences I'd ever known before too! Debra's ass clenched at my prick as though fighting to keep it inside her every time I withdrew, then sucked, caressed, and welcomed it once again every time I thrust myself back into her. And the entire time I felt this, did this, I could feel Jack's massive cock plunging just as deeply into her each time, meeting and greeting it with my own each time I slid back into that tight slippery passage.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" Debra cried out over and over again. "Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck...ME!" She suddenly screamed, then the torrent of her spending backwashed around Jack's prick and balls, as well as the upper thighs of my legs. Looking down I was amazed at the amount of female cum-cream that her cunt was actually squirting as she pumped out spray after spray after spray of her wet slick silkiness against us both.
"Oh yeah! I'm cumming again too!" Jack shouted, launching his own cock-rocket deep inside his wife's liquefied cunt.
I honestly didn't think I had another one left in me, but I did. Hearing and seeing the two of them explode into rapturous pleasure, induced my own. Once again my nuts boiled, the pleasure suddenly creeping up the length of my shaft to erupt in several quick hard-felt spurts that bathed the inside of that tight sweet passage of her ass.
I don't recall falling over, laying down. But when I opened my eyes, Debra lay between the two of us, a beatific expression deeply etched within her face. Jack too seemed comatose in his slumber, and there we slept beneath the stars until the morning's light brought on the promise and excitement of a new day.
#
After a light breakfast and some much needed coffee, Jack spent the next few hours going over his maps and planning an excursion for the following day. I spent most of my time cutting up some wood and doing some general camp cleanup while Debra packed knapsacks and double-checked our provisions. After that, we slept on and off resting for the up coming hike, not to mention from the exhausting sexual marathon we'd all been through together the day before.
It was about an hour or so before sunset when Debra let us know she was horny again, and though I wasn't about to exhaust myself like I'd already done, I couldn't help but feel a bit excited myself upon seeing her, and seeing what she was then doing.
She had taken a quick shower as we all had, though much later in the day so as to ensure she had a bit more hot water than either Jack or I had. She came out drying her hair with a towel and just stood there. I had just finished dropping a pile of wood next to the pit for the evening fire, Jack had walked over standing next to me as we stood there looking at her. In the span of 48 hours I had sucked her pussy, fucked her cunt as well as her ass, and just seeing her standing there drying her hair still made me horny.
"I know what you mean," Jack said as though he'd actually read my thoughts. Unlike Debra we were both dressed, but as I looked down, then over, I saw that Jack like myself were both standing there with firm hard erections. "Amazing what she can do to a man isn't it?" he said chuckling.
She knew we were standing there staring at her, even though she didn't look our way or acknowledge our presence. She then walked over to the quilt we'd all slept on the night before and lay down upon it allowing what remained of the sunshine to dry the remaining droplets of water that still desperately clung to her, just as I now wished I was doing.
She bent one leg at the knee, and then spread herself, her hand worming its way down between her legs as she lay there, only then looking over towards us, smiling.
"Ah oh...here we go again!" Jack laughed openly.
"What?" I asked, though I had a feeling we were about to find out.
"Listen honey, we had a pretty exhausting night last night, and we've got a pretty hard day ahead of us tomorrow, I don't think that any of us is up for another sexual marathon, as much as the idea appeals to me."
"Not to worry Jack," she responded. "I'm well aware of that, but something a little simple, fun, and certainly naughty in nature wouldn't hurt all that much now would it? And besides, there's a nice prize for the winner at the end."
"Ah oh!" Jack said again, which had now become his favorite saying. "What are you up to Debra?"
"Like I said, something fun, naughty and simple," she smiled devilishly.
"Which is?" Jack prompted.
"Which is...the two of you come stand over here in front of me, the first one to cum looses."
Jack looked at me, and I looked at him. "There's got to be more to it than that," I said simply.
"No doubt. Go on Debra, spill the rest of it."
"Well, like I said, if you cum first, you loose...unless..."
"Unless?"
"Unless, the second one to cum doesn't hit my boobs when he does, then if the first person to come did, then they can still win."
"What if neither of us hits your boobs?"
"Then I win," she said happily.
"Ah huh...and how far away are you planning on being? After all, with the two of us being still pretty exhausted and used up from last night, I'm not sure either one of us is in a Peter North capability here either."
"Peter North? Who's he?" I actually asked.
"Never mind, I'll tell you about him later," Jack informed me. "Well Debra?"
"No worries, I'll make it fair. I'll kneel down in front of you shall we say, three feet?"
"Three feet? Good hell Debra, you call that fair? Not hardly, not even on a really good day!"
She giggled. "Just kidding, we'll make it two, one of you should still be able to manage that!"
Once again we looked at one another, and then nodded our heads in agreement. "So, what do we win if we do?" I asked.
"A nice long massage," she purred, "Complete with all the trimmings, unless of course neither one of you win, and I do, then I get one from the two of you."
"Ok, that seems fair," I said.
"She's not finished yet," Jack informed me. "I can tell by the look on her face." Which is when I saw it too. "Go on..." he coaxed her.
"Well, to really make it fair, as well as interesting, you can't do yourselves, but you have to do one another."
"Ok," Jack said quickly, "that's fair."
"Wait!" I exclaimed suddenly, not knowing quite what to say after that.
"Oh come on Steven, don't be a spoil sport, think of it as doing something fun and interesting for me, like I've done, and as Jack's certainly done for you!"
I thought about that for a moment, and finally gave in. "Well ok, guess you're right, not really a big deal after all," I added, then laughed as I looked down at Jack's enormous prick which he'd managed to wrestle free from his pants. "Maybe I should amend that."
Jack and I both took off our clothes once again as Debra knelt exactly two feet away from the two of us, and began playing with herself as she knelt there. "Thought you might enjoy this, and that it might help a little," she added, "by way of an incentive."
As Jack was left handed, and I was right handed, the problem of who was going to stand where was easily resolved.
"Ready, set, GO!" Debra announced.
As though it were a race of sorts, I started out of the gate furiously pumping Jack's prick with my hand like there was no tomorrow. He on the other hand was playing with it, more like a sensuous fondling caress, though he stroked it occasionally as well. I quickly discovered that he was in fact arousing me, which also meant that the chances were good, that being aroused, I would in fact reach orgasm a lot sooner than he would if I was to keep up this mechanical motion of mine, which I realized through my own experience, didn't produce the required result as quickly as one might think. I quickly changed tactics mid-stream and began teasing the head of his prick with my fingers in much the same way I had done to myself whenever I'd really gotten into a solo-masturbatory self-pleasuring mood.
"Oh yeah, much better!" Debra coaxed me. "Now you're getting it!" she laughed seeing the surprised expression on Jack's face as he realized what I was now doing.
As we stood there side by side, holding on to one another's cocks, looking at Debra as she knelt in front of us, happily frigging her clit, playing with her breasts, and now talking lewdly at us, I couldn't help but notice how strange it felt, not that I was standing there jacking off another man's cock, though that was a little strange for me as well, but how he felt in comparison to myself when I did it. It was uniquely different, yet the same in so many ways. Certainly he had a lot more than I did to work with, but I knew what felt good to me when I did it, so I began trying some of those same techniques on him. I actually smiled when I heard Jack give an involuntary little groan.
"Way to go Steven, I think he's actually weakening!"
Perhaps he was, but the reality was, so was I. What he'd begun doing, he continued to do, plus a bit more, sometimes thumbing the head, encircling and pulling on it, then rubbing it expertly up and down for several long quick strokes, then slowing and repeating the titillating process. Even though I had changed my technique, I began to realize that it was probably going to be too little, too late.
"Fuck!" I exclaimed realizing the inevitable, looking down at my prick as it betrayed me, beginning to tingle, that first discharge of spunk already on it's way out as I stood there watching my prick throb, then squirt. At least when I did, it was strong enough on the first flying release to cross the distance to where Debra knelt, hitting her squarely between the tits. It was a good thing too as the second and third pleasurable discharges fell short of the mark, which I attributed to our furious activity the night before, and the exhaustion we'd all felt afterwards.
"I win!" Jack exclaimed proudly watching my prick drain itself though he continued pumping it to ensure that he'd milked out every last drop.
"Not yet you haven't," Debra reminded him. "You may have made Steven cum before you did, but the rules were, you still had to hit my tits too!"



Jack frowned remembering. "I can finish it if you'd like," he told me.
"Nope, can't do that either or you'll both be disqualified! Steven has to finish you off, then we'll see who wins or doesn't."
It only took a couple of more minutes, and then became obvious Jack was teetering on the edge.
"No fair bending your knees or leaning forward!" She cautioned him. "Knee's straight!"
"Good hell woman, how many rules to this damn game are there anyway?"
She didn't bother answering him, just glaring at him instead, but I felt him stiffen in two ways, standing straight, then seeing the first bubble of cream appear at the tip of his cock. I'd seen him cum before of course, so fully expected him to easily launch a nice streamer of cream at the luscious twin targets we'd been looking at. Jack moaned deeply, further confirming the expectation, and he indeed did spurt, but watching him, as was Debra, we both knew it had not gone nearly far enough to hit her tits, falling short nearer her knee. And like mine, every squirt I managed to produce out of his prick seemed to lessen in volume and strength.
"Well?" He asked expectantly afterwards.
"Well what? You lost!"
"No way, I know that first one, even possibly the second had to have hit you."
"Sorry Charlie, you never even came close to hitting my tits, maybe it felt good enough that you think you did, but you didn't."
Reluctantly, Jack seceded to me. "Enjoy your massage," he laughed. "I guess the better man won today, but I promise you that you won't win the next time. And next time, I get to set the rules!"
"Next time?" I asked myself, and then thought that being out here in the woods like this all this time, maybe was starting to warp the two of them just a little.
And me.
Later that evening after another nice dinner which we'd all shared together, Jack left to do a little night fishing in a nearby stream, though I wondered if he had purposely done so in order to leave the two of us alone together. Debra had sat up a cot, which they never really used, but which ended up being a perfect massage table. And she was damn good at it too, explaining to me that she'd actually had to choose between being a Massage Therapist, and doing what she was now.
"Well obviously, you're pretty damn good at doing both!" I told her.
"Thank you," she half purred. "Though if I had become a Massage Therapist, I wouldn't have been able to do this, or charge you for it anyway."
After massaging my back and working on some rather sore muscles, she'd had me turn over finishing up with my legs and chest. But now, she leaned over, her mouth suddenly finding my very small, very almost insignificant penis, and gathered the entire thing up into her mouth almost including my balls.
"Shit!" I exclaimed with unexpected surprise. But then I began to feel an even bigger surprise as her mouth began to work its magic on me, forcing her in the process to gradually give up holding the entire length of me inside as she chewed, sucked, and tickled me to a full blown erection. "You really are amazing you know that? I'd be willing to bet you could raise the dead with that mouth of yours!"
She laughed, "I've been known to do that," she told me, and then adding, "Now, would you mind doing something special for me?"
"What?"
"Well, one of the things you didn't bring with you was the right sized batteries that I really needed." Now it was my turn to chuckle, realizing what she was referring to.
"And?"
"And...I rather do enjoy getting myself off that way every once in a while. But since I don't have any batteries, my second favorite way to masturbate, is to turn this," she said holding my now very stiff cock, "into one," she grinned.
I wasn't sure I knew what she meant by that, but I said "sure" and waited for her to explain it to me.
Moving over to the picnic table we'd been using for our meals, Debra spread the oversized comforter upon it, along with a couple of pillows, one for her head, and the other which she placed beneath her ass. "Now, you come and stand here," she informed me, which I did, and in doing so, realized that I was at just the perfect height for what she now intended.
"Now, don't worry, this is one time I enjoy doing all the work, you just stand there, enjoy it, and be my battery operated toy for me."
Once again wrapping her hand around my prick, I stood between her legs as she began rubbing it against herself.
"Oh, what you can do though, is play with my tits some, always feels a hell of a lot better when someone else is doing it instead of yourself."
I had no problem with that either, enjoying the feel of those large marble-sized nipples of hers that got larger, extending even further off her pink dollar-sized areola's than only moments ago.
"One more favor," she asked me breathlessly, then continued without waiting for a response. "When I cum, and trust me, you'll know it when I begin to, go ahead and pull on my nipples and squeeze them as hard as you can. Don't worry, it won't hurt, at least not in a bad way anyway!" she grinned, looking at me with lust-filled eyes. Moments after that, she proceeded to turn my prick into a real-live vibrator against her clit and silken lips as she moved it up and down, back and forth, even slapping it against herself, though she seemed to prefer flapping it furiously against her clit for several long moments. And as requested, I more or less stood there, letting her do that, feeling the delicious sensation of her hand, and pussy actually pleasuring my cock in a uniquely different way than I'd felt before.
"Oh fuck, this isn't going to take as long as I'd hoped for!" she told me. "I'm too fucking horny and too close to cumming already!"
Truth was, so was I. But she resolved that little problem for me almost immediately.
"Steven, if you can manage it, I'd love to feel your hot cum spraying on my cunt when I do, I want to feel you cum when I cum," she told me. "Oh...and don't forget about my tits!"
I almost laughed at that, but I was hovering on the edge as it was, prepared to start biting my lip if I had to, but then I felt her pussy suddenly liquefy, which I quickly added to with my own needful spending, somehow remembering her nipples which I continued to hold, now pinching, pulling and even twisting as her screams of pleasurable joy and ecstasy filled the night sky.
#
We headed out early the following morning. Within a short period of time, Jack picked up the bears trail which was less than a couple of hours old. Based on the direction they were slowly meandering in, he had a pretty good idea of where they were heading.
"Have you noticed that the nights seem to be getting a bit cooler all of a sudden?" He asked. "I think that they've picked up on it too, going to be an early winter this year, I'm fairly certain now that they're heading off in the direction where they've seemed to be making their dens in preparation for hibernation."
Taking a more direct approach to the area he felt they'd eventually show up in, we waited for a couple of hours when sure enough we caught movement below us where we sat quietly high up in one of the nearby trees. We observed the mother and her two older cubs, and noticed that she was quite often snarling at them and chasing them away from her. Jack made several notes in his journal while they were there, and was delighted to see the mother bear actually explore a much older den, even urinating on it after leaving it a short time later.
"I think she's picked out her spot," Jack told us. "At least I hope so, now for the tricky part."
He had been hoping for quite some time now to find a place where he could install and safely hide a small miniature camera that would quietly take photos whenever there was any movement, and also take photos every eight hours even if there wasn't. The battery was supposed to last several months even with several pictures being taken.
"With luck, she'll choose this place to sleep, and perhaps come spring we'll have a pretty descent series of photo's showing how she does, and what she does during the long winter month's."
After Jack had done that, we headed back to the cabin, satisfied with a good days work, and hopeful that Jack's camera would indeed end up being the home of the young mother bears choosing.
"Well, after we get back, we should celebrate!" He announced excitedly. "And especially since we've only got a few more days remaining to us here before we're expected to close the cabin up for the winter."
"Great idea!" Debra announced, and then like a jackrabbit, sprinted on up ahead of us in a flash.
"Where's she going off too in such a hurry?" I asked.
Jack just shook his head. "She's in one of her moods," he told me. "Which means that we should expect the unexpected."
"Does she always tend to make a game out of everything?"
"Most often than not, yes. Though I have to admit, I do enjoy playing some of the crazy games and ideas she comes up with."
Admittedly, I had to agree with him when I thought about it. She was indeed one of the most interesting people I'd ever come across, though so was Jack for that matter. We hadn't gone more than a hundred yards when we came across the shirt she'd been wearing.
"Ah yes, another one of her favorite games," Jack informed me. "Not surprised we haven't played it until now."
I merely waited for him to continue, which he did.
"It's her version of 'hide and seek', basically, as soon as she's naked, which we'll determine by finding all the clothes she's removed and left for us, we'll have one minute to try and spot her, wherever she is. The problem with that is, she can cover herself with dirt, hang a few branches or leaves on her to try and hide herself, but she does have to be standing out in the open where we could spot her. If we do..."
"We?" I said.
"If we do...then she has to do whatever we want. If we don't, then we have to."
Once again I said, "We?"
"Like it or not my friend, while you're here, you're a 'we', yes."
A few yards after we found the shirt, we found her hiking shorts. "Do you know if she was wearing a bra today or not?" He asked me. "I think she was wearing panties, so we still have those to find, but I can't honestly remember if she was wearing a bra or not."
"No, she wasn't," I informed him, remembering that much as I'd gotten a nice peek down her blouse once when we'd stopping during our hike to rest.
"Well in that case, the moment we find her panties, we've got only a minute to locate her and find out where she is. After the time's up, she'll reveal herself to us, and then she's the winner."
"Is that an ah oh?" I asked.
"Sometimes it is," he said laughing.
We walked on, each of us scanning the trail ahead of us and trying to catch a glimpse of her somewhere beyond us.
"Ah oh," he said after we'd gone quite a distance.
"What?"
"Well usually, it's not this far between articles of her clothing. I hope we didn't miss seeing her panties."
"Didn't you say that they had to be in plain sight?"
"Yes, but it doesn't mean we didn't miss them, if we did..."
It was almost at that exact moment that Debra suddenly moved, stepping out from where she'd been standing just behind us near a tree.
"I win!" she screamed excitedly.
"Fuck me!" I yelled. "You just scared the shit out of me!" I told her, which didn't help much with her laughing so hard, and looking a lot like some kind of 'Wood Nymph' out of a fairy-tail or something. "Fucking A!" I said again as I stood there looking at her.
"Gotcha didn't I?" she said grinning from ear to ear.
She had one leg enchased in tree bark, she had branches with leaves in them stuck in her hair falling off to either side, she'd discolored her breasts with dirt, reminding me of the old style face-paint I used to put on myself whenever I'd gone out hunting.
"Ok, so where'd we mess up?" Jack asked.
"Back there about thirty yards or so." Debra then led us back to the spot where she had placed her bright yellow panties.
"Fuck!" I said spotting them. "That's almost not fair!"
"Who said anything about her playing fair?" Jack stated.
"But they look like a damn flower or something," I shot back.
"Yes, maybe so, but they ARE in plain sight!" Debra said proudly.
Jack merely looked at me and shrugged his shoulders. "You gonna argue with her?" He asked. "Good luck!"
We were close enough to the cabin that Debra once again darted off ahead of us.
"Any point in hurrying?" I asked.
"No, whatever she's up to now will be waiting for us. We might as well go along at our own pace, whatever will be...will be when we get there."
Debra was already coming out of the shower by the time we arrived. "Didn't think you two were all that attracted to my tree disguise," she told us.
"Wood Nymph disguise," I corrected her.
She liked that, "Yeah...Nymph, that's what I am alright, and you're going to supply me with the wood!"
"Before, or after we eat?" Jack asked.
"Oh baby, after you eat...me!" she again laughed leading us inside the cabin.
She'd certainly been busy since getting back, especially with showering. Debra had managed to slide most of the wooden furniture we'd used off to one side, putting all three of our air-mattress's together in the middle of the room forming one large bed. Even this she had covered with spare blankets and pillows so it looked all nice and cozy.
"First, the two of you shower, I'm not about to be sucking and licking two sets of sweaty, stinky balls! But as soon as you're done, get your asses in here, I'll be waiting for you!"
She made a point of informing us that showering together would make things go a lot quicker, she wasn't about to let either one of us dilly-dally along too long. I was amazed that I was actually feeling a lot more comfortable being in the nude around Jack, and more importantly, that his big thick cock no longer made me feel any less of a man than he was either. Once again it was as though Jack had been reading my mind as we stood there washing ourselves.
"Wish my cock was more like yours," he told me. I laughed.
"I've said the same thing to myself about yours," I admitted.
"Nah, you really don't want one this big," he said holding it up. "For one thing, not many women, as much as you hear that they do, really want to take on a cock this size. And secondly, you'd be surprised at how many women can't either. Debra's only one of two women I've ever been with that can handle all of it, and only then if we take it really slow until she can accommodate it. Not to mention the fact, that when she gives me a blow-job, it mostly consists of her just sucking in most of the head, unlike you...when I saw how she can much more easily take you in, something I'll never be able to experience."
I hadn't really thought about it in that way before, and realized how lucky I was to be perfectly "normal" perhaps. Still, it had been an interesting experience for me to actually jack one that size off, in a way, I could almost imagine it being my cock, and what it would feel like to have one that big to jerk off.
"Well? All squeaky clean are we?"
We were, and marched out of the shower side by side back into the cabin where Debra lie waiting for us.
"So, where do you want us? And what do we do?" her husband asked.
"Yeah, and for how long?" I added.
"Until sunrise," she said simply, and hearing that, I knew it was going to be another long night. "Now, the first thing I want to do is to enjoy both of your cocks together, side by side, so...come lay down over here," she said patting the area on the blanket where she wanted us.
It was an interesting position to get into. Laying at opposite ends from one another, she then had us scoot forward until we'd had to overlap our legs over one another until we were literally balls kissing one another. "Perfect!" she exclaimed after getting us to both inch even further in to one another than I thought was possible. I watched, felt and curiously enjoyed the sensation as she took each one of our cocks and placed them side-by-side, rubbing them together like two sticks.
"Hey, you trying to light a fire or what?"
"In a way...yes. Though the one burning between my legs right now is nice and hot already!"
She finally leaned over and began licking and attempting to suck the two of us simultaneously, and I was immediately reminded about Jack's comment back in the shower as it became clearly obvious that it was hard enough trying to mouth him let alone the two of us together, still...she managed it to a degree, which did feel deliciously wicked in a way, and looked even wilder while she did so. Debra mashed our pricks together, then licked them with the flat of her tongue up between them and down again, over and over, sometimes rubbing them back and forth against one another, sometimes taking the heads of our pricks and placing those against each other where she nibbled, sucked, or merely rubbed them back and forth against one another that way.
"She love's playing with dick," Jack observed as he sat up slightly watching her as she fondled the two of us together quite happily.
"Obviously," I said somewhat amused, sitting up in much the same way that Jack was in order to watch her.
"Should we play Star Wars?' she asked glancing towards me, but I'm sure the look on my face said it all. "Just kidding," she assured me, though she still managed to "cross swords" for a moment as though fencing with them.
"It's gonna be a long night," Jack said unnecessarily, "and the nights still young yet too!"
When Debra finally grew tired of man, or rather woman-handling the two of us together, she then announced what she next wanted to feel and experience for her own pleasures.
"One of you to fuck me, one of you to eat me all at the same time," she informed us. "Doesn't matter who starts where either, because I want both of you to do that to me!"
"Go ahead, I'll lick, you fuck," Jack told me. Debra had already placed, and spread herself there on the large bed she'd created in anticipation of doing this. Kneeling between her out-stretched legs, I managed to get most of my prick inside her as Jack crawled up on top of her as though the two of them were going to perform a "sixty-nine" which in a sense is exactly what they did as Debra took advantage of the fact that Jack's prick just happened to be in the vicinity of her mouth. Once again, it was an interesting sensation as well as observation for me to see Jack spreading the very cunt I was busily fucking with his hands, while exposing her precious pink clit to lick and suck on while I knelt there fucking her.
"Taste me," she said a few minutes later.
"What the hell do you think I'm doing?" Jack asked.
"That's not what I mean," she retorted back. "Pull Steven's cock out of me, and taste me on it, tell me what it's like."
Jack did so without saying anything further. And doing so quickly enough that I really didn't have much chance to respond to it one way or the other either. Though I had also learned by now, it wouldn't have made much of a difference either way. Debra was going to get, see and do whatever the hell she wanted for as long as she wanted it, or until sunrise finally came anyway.
"Taste's like sweet pussy on a man's prick," he told her.
"On a sweet man's prick," she corrected him.
"Thank you...I think," I responded feeling foolish.
Jack didn't add to that which I was grateful for, shoving my cock back inside his wife's pussy instead.
"Ok, time to switch!" she announced several minutes later. As Jack had done, I now did, crawling up and over her with my head mere inches away from Jack's cock where it sat resting with it's enormously bulbous head just barely penetrating the opening of her now very wet pink glistening lips.



I soon felt Debra's mouth and tongue begin their magical work once again, and gave up all pretense of fear or concern over Jack's cock, which had begun to slowly ease in and out of his wife's juicy snatch.
"Oh fuck that feels good!" she cooed happily. "Getting my clitty sucked, and my pussy fucked all at the same time!"
We continued on for several minutes, me licking, sucking, and very often watching Jack's enormous prick slipping in and out of his wife's cunt, which eventually became covered in her milky sweet froth that began clinging to him like wall paper.
"Now, your turn to taste me on him!" she said simply.
I knew it was coming, how could I not? Yet, I was surprised at myself, for I hesitated not, taking Jack's prick, just as he'd done with mine, hefting it out of her opening, slick and slimy with her juices, and his...and mine, and sucked it, then licked off the nectar which I found there, finding the taste wildly intoxicating, certainly decadent and wickedly delicious.
"Hmm, that's nice," she purred happily. "My two very naughty, very horny, very hot lovers!"
We ended that first round, which was the first of many, by her wanting us to jack one another off, me against her cunt, Jack against her tits, which this time he covered in copious amounts of thick creamy cum that ran like tiny rivers down over and between her tits long before he was finished. After that, she got a return massage from the other night, using the natural lubrication we had covered almost her entire body in before we were through.
#
Two days later, we had packed up and left that place. Jack and Debra going their own way once again. I still wasn't sure I was committed to a career of being in the Forrest Service, I'd already half-concluded that you really had to be a bit of a strange duck to live that way, they certainly had been.
Still...
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David Miller and his wife Mandy were an attractive looking couple in their late thirties. Mandy stood just under five and a half feet, with David nearly six. Though David had always admired his wife's full rounded breasts as being one of her major attributes, her tight muscular ass was certainly another which he couldn't help but reach out and fondle whenever she walked by. Mandy of course thought her eyes to be her best feature, an almost cobalt blue that was accentuated greatly by her near coal black naturally colored hair which she wore long and full down her back.
"You sure you really want to do this?" David asked as they sat at the table together excitedly perusing an interesting brochure that one of Mandy's girlfriends had given them to check out.
They had been married just over fifteen years now, and though their sex-life had certainly been adequately satisfying, they had both come to realize over the past couple of years that the intense excitement they'd once had and shared with one another had lessened considerably.
"Carol told me that she and Matt had the time of their life," she stated, "Said that they had had their eyes opened to a whole new level of sensual delight that's renewed not only their relationship, but their feelings towards one another."
"Maybe that's true, maybe it worked for them, but it doesn't mean it will work for us too," he told her skeptically.
"Is that the real reason you're hesitant, or is it because the brochure stresses the fact that it's a "no-holds barred" type of encounter? Carol said that Matt too wasn't thrilled about going, and nearly backed out, he wasn't sure how he could handle that type of uninhibited environment, but after the weekend was over, he admittedly told her he'd had the time of his life and no longer looked on his sexuality with the types of labels most people gave themselves or each other."
David and Mandy had gone out with Carol and Matt on several occasions, and though the girls were more "friend-friends" than he and Matt were, he still liked the guy socially and had enjoyed his company whenever they'd shared an evening together.
"It's still a little hard to imagine it," he told her.
"But you can certainly imagine me well enough," she teased provocatively, even going so far as to open her bathrobe, revealing the fact that she was naked beneath it. David watched as Mandy cupped those magnificent breasts of hers. "Tell me you wouldn't enjoy seeing another woman sucking on each one of these," she said.
He wasn't about to do that, it had been something they had discussed and shared together in their fantasies. Mandy in fact had never been with another woman, short of kissing another girlfriend in high school and actually fondling one another's breasts that had been the entire extent of her experience in that area.
David loved the fact that his wife was curious enough to want to try it, and had gotten very excited, very aroused every time the subject came up, especially when she would verbally tell him what she'd like to do, how she believed it would feel and look with him watching her while she did. It never failed to arouse him to even greater heights of excitement whenever she did so.
"Yeah but..."
"We either do, or we don't," she said simply. "And if we decide against going, against both of us letting our hair down so to speak, then we need to accept right here and now that this is the way its going to be with us, and to quit trying to change what we're not willing to fix."
"Maybe you're right," he said giving in to himself even more so than his wife.
"Look, we've got another week to decide before we have to submit our applications, it's the last one of the year before the weather changes, the next ones not until spring. So we can always pass on this one, and think about it then if you'd rather."
"You said that Carol and Matt were definitely going?"
Mandy smiled, "She said they wouldn't miss it for the world, and were really hopeful and excited that we were even thinking about it." Her smile suddenly widened even more so than it already was. "Listen, I have an idea, you obviously enjoy Matt's company, and I think the two of you could become even greater friends if you two spent more time together getting to know one another. Why don't we invite them over this evening, but let it be known that it's to be a bit more intimate a gathering than we've shared with them before."
"What do you have in mind?" David asked enthusiastically, warming up to the idea.
"Well for one thing, let's be totally candid and honest about it with them from the beginning. Let's explain to them both that this is our 'warm-up' see how we feel about being together, how comfortable we are with it before deciding whether or not to go."
"Ok, that sounds like a plan. I can do some steaks on the barbeque, you can do your..."
"Let's keep it simple," Mandy interrupted, "this isn't one of those typical weekend barbeques with the neighbors. You want to do some steaks and a simple salad, while we sit getting to know one another better, that's fine. But I want to set a sexy mood right from the beginning, lots of candles, soft light, plenty of wine, that sort of thing."
One thing David had always loved about his wife was her ability to get right to the point, in whatever task or project she took on. Being an interior decorator suited her perfectly, as she tended to view everything they did always looking at the much larger picture.
"We'll even dress for the occasion, I'll wear something sexy and alluring, you can finally wear that black silk Kimono I bought for you last Christmas, the one you've worn maybe twice since then," she added with an edge of sarcasm in her tone of voice.
"What are you planning on wearing?" he asked.
"Well, remember that white corset and garters set you bought for me last Christmas too?"
"Oh yeah, that's one of my favorites," he admitted, remembering her in it. "That really IS hot," he added.
"Yeah, thought you'd like that, so thought I'd wear that one. I'll let the two of them know how to dress as well, that way they won't be too surprised by showing up and finding us dressed like that when greeting them."
"Would be a nice surprise though wouldn't it?" David snickered thoughtfully, already feeling his prick stiffen with the memory of how his wife's boobs looked peaking out of the top of that tight fitting corset. Mandy didn't fail to notice his erection either, especially when he stood, allowing his own bathrobe to fall open, showing her his arousal and interest when he did.
"Let me make a phone-call first, then you can fuck me!" she grinned.
#
David didn't mind that the quick phone call turned out to be anything but that. He even remained rigidly hard while his wife sat on the phone talking to Carol. The two of them had gotten pretty animated with excitement, discussing certain details that David was able to pick out here and there in their conversation, though he was only hearing one side of it of course.
"Ooh, I think David will love seeing you in something like that," she had stated, tossing him an appreciative little glance, then lifted one leg placing it on the kitchen chair, showing David her freshly shaved pussy which she now teased him with by running her finger up and down between her split.
David sat slow-stroking his hard prick all the while watching and listening to his lovely wife.
"Oh yeah, we thought it might give us both a chance to see how we really feel about things, as long as you're both aware, this is something entirely new for both of us, neither one of us has partied with another couple before, hell we've never even been naked in front of any other people except for ourselves." She laughed into the phone. "No...really! We haven't! We've never even hot-tubbed with another couple let alone thought about doing anything like this!" Once again she glanced over to where David was sitting, now sticking her fingers even more deeply inside her exposed cunt.
"Oh no, he's actually very excited about it, trust me...yes, he's sitting right here next to me, and I can assure you, he's VERY excited at the moment," Mandy laughed into the phone. "Yes, we both are, and looking forward to getting to know you both a lot better. We just thought that this would give us a much better opportunity to see where we are, how we feel before making that kind of commitment to attend or not," she added. "What?"
Mandy stood listening intently for a moment, drawing out the suspense as she looked at me and winked, then mouthed the words, "Not sure, but I think Matt is fucking her while we're talking," she said.
"You are? Really? He really is?" She nodded her head at her husband, confirming that in fact he was, and that they were. David heard Mandy laugh once again. "Oh yeah, I know what you mean, if we didn't already have a busy day planned ahead of us already, I'd say to hell with it and invite you over now."
Mandy took that moment to wave David over to her, which he immediately understood as she quickly dropped the bathrobe she'd been wearing onto the floor. Leaning over the table, she immediately stood, spreading her legs apart. David quickly did the same, and now stood behind her, slowly rubbing and teasing her with his cock as he pressed it against her backside.
"Oh yes, yes...my husband's busily fucking me now too," she told her friend, "Yes it is wickedly erotic knowing now that we both are, isn't it? Only wish I could see the two of you doing it!" Mandy told her friend. She paused for a moment, listening while David slowly slipped his prick in and out of his wife's deliciously wet cunt. "Oh yeah, I'm sure you'll enjoy it, perhaps you both will," she added boldly.
"What?" David asked wondering what had been said. Mandy covered the phone with her hand.
"Your cock," she said simply, seeing the look of shy hesitation cross his face, but spoke once again back into the phone before saying any more to David about it. "Yeah, wish we did have those picture phones, I'm sure it would be quite interesting, watching the two of you right now, and you both watching the two of us. But you're right, we've got a few things to do today too before this evening." Mandy giggled, "Yes, we'll have to do a repeat of this only live tonight so we really can see one another. Yes, yes...we're both looking forward to it, see you around six, six-thirty then? Ok sweetie, sounds good, see you then...bye!"
#
"So? Wha'd I miss?"
"Not much, I think you got the jist of it, but don't worry darling, they're both aware that this is our first time ever doing anything like this. Carol told me they'll take things slow, see how it goes, just like someone else did for them when they decided to try it." Mandy saw the look of relief on her husbands face, and then added. "But we've got to be willing to be open-minded about things too," she told him, "Or we'll never know for sure one way or the other, let alone how we'd act or feel if we actually signed up for the weekend!"
"True," David said agreeing with her, and then slid deeply back inside her once again. To his surprise, Mandy spun, forcing him to withdraw his hard cock from her pussy. "Where are you going?" he asked.
"We've got a lot to do and very little time to do it in," she told him.
"But I didn't cum yet!"
"Well neither did I!" she exclaimed.
"But you've got me all horny and worked up now!"
"Good! Stay that way, that way you'll be nice and horny for tonight, just like I will be!"
David wasn't sure that was a good or a bad thing really. "I'll probably have a hard-on all day long," he laughed once again reaching for her though she darted away out of his grasp.
"Save it for later baby, I promised Carol that you'd greet her with open arms and a nice stiff dick."
"No you didn't," he said, "Never heard you say that."
"No, I didn't, but she did!" Mandy laughed. "Now, go on upstairs and dress, we've got some shopping to do!"
#
Everything was ready and waiting when the doorbell rang.
"Well? Answer it," Mandy said with a smile on her face.
"You were serious?"
"I promised! Go on now, answer it before they think we suddenly changed our minds!"
Mandy had been slow-stroking her husbands prick, ensuring that it remained all nice and hard, though she hardly needed to be doing that in the first place, just seeing her in that white tight fitting corset, her breasts half spilling over the top, her legs encased in sheer white stockings attached with garters at the top, the twin cheeks of her ass poking out provocatively as she moved about ensured that he'd remained hard, even without the gentle touch of her hand maintaining his erection.
David went to the door, opened it. Even with the black Kimono he was wearing, his stiff prick managed to find its way out of the folded opening, though Mandy had ensured that it was as he approached the door.
"Hi, come in!" he said blushing, feeling the heat wash over his face as he stood there.
Carol stood in front of her husband. Both were wearing long coats, which didn't look all that out of place especially as it was fairly cool outside. David extended his hand in greeting, but Carol ignored that, immediately dropping her hand down to his prick, giving it a warm friendly little shake instead, and then leaned up in order to give him and receive a kiss back as she did before pushing past him in order to do the same with Mandy. Matt stood smiling towards David, and for a moment, David wondered if he was about to do the same thing as well. He merely offered his hand though, which David was relieved to accept, shaking it, and then leading him inside where he too embraced Mandy, though giving her a much more appreciative look, hugging and then kissing her hello.
"Here, let me take your coats," Mandy offered, accepting first Carol's and then Matt's as they slipped them both off, handing them to her.
"Wow!" David exclaimed involuntarily the moment Carol had done so.
"See? I told you he'd like that," Mandy said to her friend.
Carol was wearing a corset like style outfit as well, though hers was black which complemented her short blond hair, giving her the look of some sort of dominatrix after a fashion, though without all the studs, chains and such to make her appear even more so. Her slightly smaller breasts were brazenly bare however, merely supported by the half-cups that sat rigidly beneath each, her dark pink nipples, both hard as rocks extending outwards invitingly. She wore black fishnet stockings that though fashionably out of style for social wear, were perfectly in style for naughty wear.
"Wow," David said once again finding a lack of words in saying anything else.
"You're looking pretty handsome yourself Matt," Mandy told him appreciatively, Matt stood in a pair of bright red silk pajamas that looked really comfortable. And though it was obvious he didn't quite have an erection at the moment, the bulge in his loose-fitting pajama bottoms certainly gave promise of one, and a nice one at that.
"What can I get the two of you to drink?" David said, finally finding his voice. "Mandy insisted we get a little of just about everything!" he joked indicating the bar behind him, which was obviously well stocked.
"Actually, I'd like a Tom Collins," Carol said as she took Mandy's hand and headed over towards the couch.
"Merlot's good with me," Matt said following David over towards the bar.
"Yeah, same here, though Mandy prefers the Zinfandels."
"With dinner," she amended for him. "Been a while since I've had a Tom Collins, fix one of those for me too!" she said sitting down on the couch next to Carol.
Matt and David fixed the drinks, appreciatively admiring the two of them as they sat on the couch together. "Almost look like bookends don't they?" he said.
"Yeah, except they need something nice and stiff between them to support," David commented, garnering a chuckle out of everyone in doing so.
"That's better honey," Mandy said approvingly, then turned and whispered something towards Carol, who laughed knowingly.
"Hey! No secrets!" he warned her.
"You're right darling, no secrets. I was just telling her how nervous you were earlier on in the evening and that it's nice to see you loosening up some, that's all."
"Yeah well," David said a bit sheepishly, crossing over to hand the two of them their drinks. "Hard not to be a little nervous, though I think Carol's shaking my cock hello had a lot to do with ending that little problem."
"Glad I could be of help," she said reaching out, once again easily finding David's prick as he leaned over to hand them their drinks, "Though it's not that difficult to do with this thing pointing at me all the time!"
David nearly dumped it down his wife's outfit, feeling Carol's hand wrapping around him, though she did so only briefly.
"Ah Matt, why don't you and I go get the steaks on, I know that Mandy's been dying to have a little chat with your wife about something. So let's do that and leave the two of them alone for a few minutes."
"Ah oh...not sure leaving the two of them alone is such a good idea," Matt quipped. "Especially knowing my wife and what she might be up to all by herself, let alone with your wife somehow involved."
"Get out of here," Mandy scolded jokingly. "Go fix the steaks while Carol and I rub pussies together!"
That stopped David in his tracks.
"You wish, now go on!" Carol said shooing the two of them away, "Or we won't let you see us really do that later on!" She added.
#
"You do know that they really are up to something," David said as he flipped the steaks over.
"Of course they are, but it wouldn't really be all the exciting if they didn't let us know that now would it?" Matt responded.
David laughed, "No...I guess it wouldn't," he said wondering. "A bit too cold to be eating outside on the patio, half naked, so we'll take these inside." By the time they entered, the girls had finished setting the table, complete with a fresh bottle of wine, and candle light as the only light appearing anywhere within the room.
"Nice intimate little dinner," Matt stated.
"Isn't it though?" Mandy said taking her seat as Matt held her chair for her, with David doing the same for Carol.
Moments later the girls finished fixing up the plates, and then distributed them around.
"Ah, that one's mine," David explained as he began reaching for it. "I like mine a bit rarer than even medium rare."
"I know it is honey," Mandy said pulling the plate away from his reach. "And Carols going to feed it to you, just as you are hers, as I am Matt's and he mine."
David looked at his wife as though that was the dumbest idea he'd ever heard before.
"If you guys don't enjoy it, then we'll let you have your own steaks back," Carol then commented. "But for now..." She quickly sliced off a nice sliver of steak, scooting her chair over a little closer towards David's as she did, feeding it to him. And, David noticed that as she did so, her naughtily revealed breasts heaved, hovering just below her outstretched hand as she did.
"Ah, maybe this isn't such a bad idea after all," he suddenly concurred, then proceeded to cut a slice of meat off for her as well.
They all took their time for dinner, enjoying the banter back and forth of small talk, some of which had begun to get rather interesting as Carol and Matt related one or two of their experiences when they'd gone on the outdoor swinger's camp the last time.
"So what's it like?" Mandy asked curiously.
"Well, for us at first it was a little intimidating, I mean after all, we didn't really know what to expect, what was required or not, if we'd like the people who approached us, or wouldn't, if we'd feel comfortable seeing one another fooling around with someone else in front of us or not."



"Sounds reasonable," David said taking the last portion of meat being offered to him from Carol. "I'm sure we'd feel the same way ourselves," he added.
"Yeah, but the major difference would be, we'd be there with you this time," she told him. "So we could tell you a lot more of what to expect, things that happen there and how people are," she assured him hopefully, "Which is why we really do hope the two of you will go with us."
David didn't comment on that, though Mandy did. "Oh, I have a feeling that after tonight, that David will decide we are going," she assured the two of them, glancing over at him only briefly before he could give her a look either way.
"Well, everyone ready for dessert?" Mandy asked standing.
"Dessert? I don't remember you making anything!" David said standing to help take away the plates.
"I didn't," she grinned. "Carol planned it."
"Oh," David said, looking about and then remembering that he didn't recall seeing her bringing in anything when they got there. "Where is it?"
"Back in the living room," Mandy announced as she and Carol then led the two of them there. They quickly led the boys over towards the couch. "Sit down," the two of them instructed.
"See? Told you," Matt said confirming their earlier conversation.
Sitting as they'd been told to do, the girls moved off to stand in the middle of the floor, soft sensual music now playing as the two of them began to sway and dance erotically together.
"Nice," Matt whispered as he sat watching the girls.
"Very!" David agreed, suddenly becoming very interested in this unexpected dessert.
Once again, only the faintest flicker of candle light even bathed the room as the women stood sensually moving together, against one another, hands touching, not quite caressing themselves as well as one another as they swayed back and forth to the rhythm of the music. Midway through however, Mandy got down on her knees, Carol slipping one leg over her shoulder as she did so, effectively positioning her still panty covered pussy directly in front of Mandy's face. David watched his wife, enthralled, excited, feeling his reawakened erection suddenly become stiff and hard all at once, his heightened arousal which had begun so early in the day, a sudden reminder to him of just how horny he'd been.
He watched his wife suck at the tenderly concealed spot, saw her lips gather in a bit of the thin fabric as she tried in vane to poke her tongue through it, all the while still managing to pleasure her partner while doing so. Carol had placed her hands on Mandy's mane of thick hair, running her fingers through it, allowing it to fall, then picking it up in sufficient quantity to tickle, massage and caress her own breasts with.
"Fuck!" Matt moaned, causing David to do the same. "That's fucking hot!"
"Yes, yes it is!" David agreed, once again feeling his prick throb beneath the loose-fitting Kimono he was still wearing. He noticed as well, that unlike before when Matt first came here, and even later that he'd not yet shown nor had an erection, which was certainly not the case now. His prick stood straight and full, pressing against the silken material of his pajamas, noticeably so as Carol broke away from her embrace with Mandy momentarily to slither over, half dancing, and half floating as she did in order to reach down and release it, exposing his stiffness to view, not only to her delight, but to Mandy's eyes too as they widened in excitement upon seeing him. Mandy now came over and undid the sash on David's robe, purposely parting it, and thus more fully exposing his aroused flesh. Having done so, the two darted off once again before groping hands could keep them in place.
The girls took the opportunity to more or less exchange positions with Carol kneeling before Mandy, though Carol now took one of her partially exposed breasts in hand and placed the tip of her perfect pink little nipple at the opening of Mandy's split "V" in her crotch-less panties, which was the now very open doorway to her exposed pussy.
"Holy fucking shit!" David exclaimed once again, seeing Carol now purposely rubbing her exposed breast up and down, back and forth against his wife's cunt. Carol's breast was soon slick with his wife's juices, especially when she pressed it in deeply, as though actually trying to insert it inside her, trying to fuck her with it, and then pulling it back to lick it off with her own tongue, licking away the wet glistening nectar that had been there.
The song ended, though for a moment the two women continued their erotic play, until at last, reluctantly breaking a part just as a new and equally sensual sounding song began playing, they stood together once again, this time entwining their legs as they stood together, rubbing themselves artfully, gracefully against one another, hands and fingers now also involved, becoming more intimate, more urgent in their explorations with each beat of the music.
There was no mistaking it when David saw Carol's fingers suddenly disappear deep inside his wife's pussy. He watched as Mandy's head tilted back, her eyes closed, one hand still cupping a breast, the other holding onto the back of Carol's neck for support as her friend gingerly fingered her, seeking, finding, and then rolling Mandy's hard little clit between her fingers as she moaned deeply, allowing the sound of pleasure to explode from between her lips, just as it began to explode between her legs.
"Holy shit, is she..."
"Cuming? Yes...I think so," David affirmed, "Not too surprising as horny as she's been all day thinking about this, but she likes to have a nice quick little one in the beginning, sets up all the others to be even more intense and far more satisfying afterwards."
Only when Carol was sure that she'd managed to finger out every bit of throbbing pleasure from Mandy's pussy that she could, did she finally remove her fingers, smelling, and then sticking them inside her mouth to suck off.
"Oh, I am looking forward to more of that, a LOT more of that," she said lustily.
"Me too!" Mandy said, somewhat more composed now, though she still stood on somewhat unsteady legs.
"Well, shall we see how the boys are doing?" Carol asked, leading the way.
She quickly crossed the room towards David, as Mandy did towards Matt. With the music still going, the women purposely crawled into their laps.
"Lap dance?" they asked almost in unison, and then began doing so without formally being told yes, though the guy's pricks certainly welcomed the unexpected gyrations that began moving about and upon them.
Even with the silky covering of Carol's panty still protecting her pussy, he could feel the wetness, which had seeped through, the warmth of her sex now bathing his exposed cock with a plethora of sensations as her pussy sucked at him, caressed him, and kissed his hard firm erection through the silky-thin material.
Matt too seemed to be enjoying a very similar sensation, though David realized that with Mandy's cut-out crotch, he was no doubt feeling the more direct softness of his wife's smooth bare lips as she ran them up and down again along the side of his shaft.
"Remember earlier? On the phone?" Mandy said a few moments later looking over towards her husband.
He smiled, remembering indeed what they'd said, been doing...promised to do.
"Well? I'd really enjoy seeing that," she told everyone. "And I know just the perfect place for it too!" she added.
Once again standing up, David knew exactly where she was going as they headed off down the hallway towards the bedroom.
Long ago when they had first moved in, and after Mandy had begun redecorating the house, she'd used a series of mirrors to give an added depth to their room, making it feel and seem even larger than it was. Along one wall, across from their king-sized bed stood a giant mirror, floor to ceiling, which is where she now led the four of them.
"You two on this side, Matt and I on the other," she instructed, "facing one another."
Doing that, it was obvious that they'd all be able to turn to the side looking into the mirrors and not only see themselves, but watch one another as well.
"I'm getting naked first," Carol announced, and began stripping off the remainder of her sexy clothing. Mandy soon joined her, until both women now stood entirely naked.
"When in Rome!" Matt announced, and then proceeded to remove his pajamas too, which was a much simpler matter for David, as he merely shrugged off his robe until he was as naked as everyone else was.
The girls had already positioned themselves, bending over resting their arms and hands on the bed. David now placed the tip of his rock-hard prick at the wet juicy opening of Carol's cunt, just as he knew Matt was doing to Mandy's.
"Oh yeah," Carol moaned as David slowly slid his thick hard shaft inside her. He had noticed earlier upon finally seeing Matt's prick that he was perhaps a bit thicker, though only measurably shorter in length. But there remained enough difference between them perhaps to give each woman a new and interesting sensation as they stood, now fucking, now watching one another as well as themselves in the mirror.
"Oh yeah, this is much better actually getting to see it, to see us," Mandy sighed pleasurably. "I don't mind telling you Carol, when you told me this morning how Matt here had suddenly walked up, found you bending over talking to me on the phone, and then slid his prick inside you before you even knew he was there, I almost came just hearing that!"
"Me too," she giggled, wiggling her ass happily back against David's prick as he slid easily in and out of her from behind. "Though I actually did cum when I was talking to you on the phone, though I was trying to hide it when I did."
Mandy laughed at that. "You know, I could have sworn you were! I could hear this sudden change in your breathing, the slur of your words while we spoke. Had this image of Matt's prick slamming in and out of you from behind, which is when I invited David to come over and start doing the same thing to me!"
David had always enjoyed watching the sway of his wife's breasts while he fucked her, especially standing in front of the mirror like they were doing now. And though Carol's tits weren't quite as big as his wife's were, they were big enough to have a nice erotic little sway of their own as they slapped back and forth, swinging free, sometimes even rotating in unison as he plunged his prick in and out of her tight hot fuck-tunnel.
"Man oh man!" David moaned, feeling the far too long pent up need to cum to empty his full, if not over full balls.
"Don't cum in her David," Mandy told her husband, fully aware by the expression on his face that he was already nearing the point of no return. "I want to watch it squirt," she finished, answering the unasked question of "Why not?"
"Yeah, me too!" Carol moaned excitedly looking over towards the mirror which stood only a foot or so away from them, giving them all a very clear, very vivid, very unobstructed view of one another. "Whenever you're ready," Carol added, thrusting deeply back against David's prick, which triggered the inevitable.
Pulling out, barely in the nick of time, David fisted his prick, felt the first electrifying spasm of ecstasy balloon within the head of his cock, and then watched a fountain of thick creamy white sperm explode from the head of his prick. So forceful the ejaculation, that it flew over Carol's entire body, missing her completely, and actually hit his wife's shoulder instead as she knelt there, still getting fucked from behind herself.
Without missing a beat, as the next, equally forceful ribbon of spunk leapt from his prick, Mandy watched the streamer coming towards her, moving her head almost perfectly, catching most of it in her mouth as she did so.
"Nice fucking shot!" Matt exclaimed, amazed at what he'd just witnessed, just as they all were, including David.
"Wow, that was fucking intense!" he added as he stood milking out the remainder of his hard-felt orgasm onto Carol's sweet little ass.
"Ok baby, let's see you do that as well!" Carol told her husband. "See if you can land one of those nice creamy loads into my mouth!"
After all that had just happened, Matt too felt the familiar tingle of orgasm begin to tickle his balls. With only a few more deliciously felt thrusts inside Mandy's cunt, he yanked out his prick, jacking it, then aiming it as it launched a fairly nice ribbon of spunk towards his wife's waiting mouth. He missed, most of it splashing against her left breast instead, though this too was erotic enough. His second discharge, not quite as powerful as the first, falling far shorter, though splattering with enough volume to thoroughly soak Mandy's back and shoulder as well as along side her neck as he kept pumping out load after precious hot load against David's wife's back.
David had stumbled backwards to sit down in one of two side chairs they kept in their bedroom, with Matt now doing the same, finding the other. This left the girls having the bed all to themselves, which they quickly crawled into, laying side by side.
"I think that calls for some refreshments," Mandy stated simply. "David? Matt? Would be so kind as to go fix us something tart and refreshing? Please?"
They did so, leaving the room though Matt took a brief detour into the bathroom in order to take a piss while David went back into the living room to see what he could come up with.
He had just finished fixing their drinks when Matt rejoined him.
"Well, that was certainly interesting wasn't it?" he asked.
"Yeah, have to admit that it was. Especially watching one another in the mirror like that."
"You know David, that's not at all too unlike the way it is at the camp we went too. A lot of it is just like that, walking around, seeing people just socializing, mostly in the nude of course, and occasionally happening on a couple, or couples here and there simply fucking one another. It really is pretty interesting."
"Oh, I have no doubt about some of that," he said easily. "It's just that...well, I understand that it can get pretty crazy in some ways, and I'm not sure I'm quite ready, or open-minded enough for that yet."
Matt knew what he was referring to. "Yeah, I know what you mean, I was once there myself you know, though I'm sure you already heard most of the story by now. But it wasn't anything like I thought it would be, once I'd gotten past all that. But yeah...trust me, I really do know how you're feeling. Let's just party, have fun tonight, and see where it takes all of us shall we?"
"Yeah, that sounds like a plan to me," David told him, and then they headed off back to the bedroom carrying their drinks.
By the time they'd returned, the girls were in a fetal position, happily going down on one another. In addition to that, David spotted the large double-dildo they'd purchased and had played with, but never used for its originally intended purpose.
"Ah, here's your drinks," he said, sitting them down on the nightstand, though he'd have preferred to sit down himself, and continue watching the two of them. The girls parted however, thirsty and glad for the boys return.
"So, noticed you brought out our toy!" David said to his wife expectantly. "Always did wonder what that would actually look like," he said curiously. "But I was also enjoying watching the two of you going down on one another as well," he added.
"Thought you would, so...I'm guessing you'd like to see a little more of that too huh?" Mandy asked him.
"Yes, I would," David said sitting back a bit more comfortably in his chair, sipping his drink with expectation already stirring around inside his cock.
"Tit for tat!" She then said.
"What?"
"You know, this tit...for tat!" She said pointing at the boys cock's simultaneously, as was Carol now doing.
"Not sure what you mean."
"Yes you do David, and I'm not asking for a lot here, just a little something to show you're at least willing. And especially as we're obviously amongst good friends here."
David had known all along that at some point he'd have to decide where he was on this issue, and if it meant he wasn't ready, then he wasn't, but that also meant, and he knew it, that he wasn't ready to go off on some uninhibited camp with other couples who were either.
"Ok, so what is it you want to see? Want me to do?" he asked nervously, taking a quick moment to glance over towards where Matt was quietly, expectantly waiting to hear himself.
Once again David glanced over towards Matt who sat nonchalantly fondling his stiff prick. "Like I told you David, I'm ok with it, as long as you are. I've been where you are now."
"Oh what the hell," David said giving in to himself along with everyone else. "As long as we pretend this is Vegas, so whatever happens here..."
That got a laugh from everyone, which eased the sudden tension dramatically, and interestingly enough, David also felt a twinge of unexpected arousal as the girls smiled, motioning for the two of them to come join them on the bed. They quickly situated themselves on either side of the guys who now lay side by side in the middle, with Carol laying next to David on one side, and Mandy laying next to Matt on the other. Matt then initiated the contact, reaching over and grasping David's prick, which was nearly hard once again, and began caressing it, slow-stroking it so that in moment's he'd gotten it all nice and stiff and slippery.
"Go ahead honey, play with his too!" David's wife coaxed him excitedly. David could see that this was indeed something that was arousing his wife by the tone of her voice and the way her hands had already begun caressing her breasts in excited anticipation. Watching her play with her nipples, rolling them between her fingers the way she did was something that never failed to excite him whenever he watched her doing that. With Matt's hand actually bringing his prick pleasure, David tentatively reached over surrounding Matt's prick with his hand and began to explore it, the differences as well as similarities as Carol's fingers found, and then began toying with David's very sensitive nipples created some very interesting sensations in his mind.
For the most part, David just followed Matt's lead, doing to him whatever Matt began doing. As Matt squeezed the head of David's prick, eliciting some pre-cum fuck juice which he used to smear around the head, making it even more sensitive, David then did the same, finding it somewhat surprising as well as honestly interesting to produce a fair amount of lubrication out of Matt's prick simultaneously.
Mandy finally retrieved the double-dildo that had been lying on the foot of the bed and began running one end of it up and down between her legs. "Always wanted to see how this worked the way it was intended," she announced. Carol readily agreed, as they once again exchanged places and positions on the bed.
David's nervousness calmed considerably, having actually touched and fondled another man's cock, which hadn't freaked him out like he thought it might have, if anything, he'd enjoyed the experience as had the girls obviously who had now excitedly begun teasing one another with the large double-headed dildo.
The girls knelt on the bed, their asses facing one another as David helped to ease one end of the dildo inside Carol's pussy as Matt did the same with the other end inside Mandy's. Once both women were comfortably situated with a goodly portion of the large rubber cock connecting the two of them together, they began to explore this new sensation with one another, taking turns fucking back, gyrating and thrusting the fake prick into one another's cunts.
"I need a cock in my mouth," Carol announced.



"Hmm, me too," Mandy agreed.
In seconds, Carol was hungrily slurping on David's prick as he stood in front of Carol on one side of the bed, enjoying the view as he again looked into the mirror, watching the girls humping one another, in addition to seeing Mandy who was now likewise sucking Matt's prick as he stood fucking her face.
He loved the sway of his wife's tits, as well as Carols as they knelt, cock in mouth, prick in cunt, even if it wasn't a real one, though it looked wonderfully wild, and obviously felt wonderfully good too, as the girls teased and thrilled one another with their ever increasingly frantic thrusts back and forth against one another.
All too soon it became obvious that Carol was nearing an orgasm. No longer able to breath, pant and continue sucking David's prick, she reluctantly released him, crying out, moaning now as she slapped her ass back wildly against Mandy's.
"Oh fuck, rub my clit David, rub my clit!" she urged him desperately, "I'm so fucking close!"
David scooted back onto the bed, now kneeling between the two women, reaching down and beneath her, finding her wet sloppy cunt, enjoying the odd feel of the rubber prick that impaled the two of them together. Likewise, Matt now came to kneel on the other side, his hand beginning to toy with and rub Mandy's clit as the girls continued thrusting back against one another, the sound of their asses slapping each other only adding to the wildly erotic atmosphere that had become supercharged with sensual delight.
"Oh yeah, yeah, rub mine too!" Mandy cried enjoying the feel of hands and fingers probing, rubbing and stimulating her already super-sensitized clitoris as Carol continued pummeling the depths of her hot fiery-feeling pussy.
"Oh fuck, that's it! That's it! That's....IT!" Carol screamed, her cry of ecstasy, the ear-piercing scream of her pleasure suddenly filling the room, triggering Mandy's a moment later as she gleefully added her own wail of pure delight to that of her friends.
Moments later the girls collapsed upon the bed, for the moment exhausted, satiated, yet still highly aroused.
"How'd you like to try that one baby?" Carol asked her husband. David was surprised, more like stunned as Matt sat considering the request. "Maybe another time," he said finally. "It's pretty big, not sure I could actually accommodate that one!" he said simply.
"You're not serious!" David had to comment. "You wouldn't really try, even consider taking that up your ass now would you?"
"I might," Matt said easily. "We've got a few other toys at home we enjoy using that feel damn good, though nothing quite that large," he admitted, "Though I could certainly handle your cock easily enough."
"Oh David, I'd love to see that," Mandy said almost immediately jumping in before he could even react to that thought.
"I don't know," David responded, once again feeling nervous, his inhibitions once again wrestling with his conscience.
"I'd love seeing that too!" Carol quipped, "Especially if Matt was fucking me while you are fucking him," she urged.
"Vegas? Remember?" Mandy smiled hopefully.
"Alright, alright, but not without a condom," he told her.
"Yeah, I brought some too, just in case," Matt said. Mandy however had already leapt off the bed, running over to the nightstand where she quickly retrieved one of many they kept there whenever they'd decided to enjoy having anal sex together, something the two of them had often enjoyed, though then it was Mandy's tight sweet ass he was fucking, and not another guys.
As David pulled on the condom, Mandy handed Carol the bottle of KY that they kept readily available. She proceeded to liberally lubricate Matt's ass, handing it back to Mandy who then applied an additional amount of it to David's condom-covered prick.
"You mind if I'm the one to put it in?" Mandy asked. "I'd really enjoy seeing this," she added.
"Be my guest," Matt said kneeling, "Just take it slow and easy at first until I get used to it," he asked.
David couldn't believe he was actually doing this, but it helped having his wife kneeling beside him, holding onto his prick, which she now pressed against the tiny puckered opening of Matt's ass.
"Whenever you're ready," she said excitedly holding it there.
"Go ahead, slow and easy though," he reminded them once again. Carol was lustfully stroking Matt's cock, David felt his wife's hand slowly begin to ease, then press the head of his prick more forcefully until with a tiny little "pop" he felt himself penetrate Matt's ass.
"Ok?" Mandy asked.
"Oh yeah, it's all good," Matt groaned appreciably, his wife's hand still lovingly caressing his prick as inch by inch, David slipped his prick inside the man's ass until nearly the entire length of it had penetrated.
"Ready for me?" Carol asked, though she had already positioned herself beneath him, squirming herself under him so that he could slip his own rock-hard cock into his wife's waiting pussy.
"Oh yeah, more than," Matt grinned down at her.
David felt his wife's hand playfully cupping his balls from behind as she knelt off to one side, watching the lewd spectacle before her. Slowly, he began thrusting himself in and out of Matt's ass while he did the same, finding a workable rhythm while doing so to Carol.
"Feel good baby?" she asked.
"Oh yeah, damn good," Matt moaned happily. "How's it feeling for you?" he grunted pleasurably.
"Like I'm getting fucked by two men at the same time," she giggled.
"Oh! Now there's a thought!" Mandy said seriously. "That's something I have ALWAYS fantasized about!"
"Well then, you're next," David grinned, "I wouldn't mind fucking that tight little ass of yours again either!"
"I think your husbands starting to finally get into this Mandy," Carol half moaned with clipped breaths of air. "I certainly know I am!"
"Just one thing I want to see first," Mandy said still pleasurably fondling her husband's balls while he continued fucking slowly, though deeply into Matt's ass.
"Oh? What's that honey?"
"When Matt's close, I want to see you reach around him and finish jerking off his prick onto Carol's cunt, will you do that for me baby?"
David thought about it, and then grinned wickedly. "Ok, but only if you eat her after I finish doing that," he said tossing back the dare.
Mandy however didn't even think twice about it, "You got it sweetie!" She said excitedly, which was followed by a struggled deep-throated groan from Matt.
"Fuck, just imagining her doing that has me right on the edge," he voiced, still fighting for control.
"Well then? Just let David know when it's time,"
"Fuck! It's time! Its time!" he called out, and then lifted up un-cunting his wife.
"Grab it David! Grab it! Grab it and finish jerking him off!" Mandy yelled excitedly.
Once again it felt odd, though excitedly different to be holding, and now jerking off another man's cock, especially with his own dick firmly and deeply embedded inside Matt's ass. He pumped it once, twice, and then Matt's dick exploded with a fountain of cream that sprayed wildly as David fought desperately to direct the spurts against the opening of Carol's pussy, which she herself now held open as a wonderfully obscene target with her own fingers.
"Oh yeah, splash her clit, hit her clit!" Mandy was playfully directing.
"Oh fuck!" David groaned at that moment, still working Matt's dick up and down with his hand, he had felt his own precious orgasmic release, shoving himself in deeply, holding it there for a moment as his prick throbbed, spurted, throbbed and spurted again over and over. "Oh fuck!" he groaned once more, finally releasing Matt's spent prick.
"Eat it baby, eat it!" David said slipping out of Matt's ass as Matt collapsed to one side of Carol, and he the other, giving Mandy free access to her gooey, sperm covered snatch.
She dove into her friend's pussy like an Olympic diver, quickly swallowing the woman's clit in her mouth, her fingers already worming themselves between her lips, capturing as she did so streamers of Matt's sticky cum.
"David, empty your condom on me," Carol said glancing over just as David was about to remove it from his prick.
"Really?"
"Yes really!" she all but demanded. "Dump it on me, give her your spunk to lick up as well!"
David was only too happy to comply, his wife greedily devouring the supplement of his thick creamy cum which he carefully poured from the condom, ensuring that it filled Carol's pink glistening slit like additional whipped cream on a banana split Sunday.
"Holy shit!" Matt moaned upon seeing this, the level of the crazed lust not lost on anyone as Mandy's face quickly became smeared in the precious spending's of all three of them, for now, Carol too had begun to climax, her cunt suddenly becoming a liquefied pool of her own femininely creations.
It was almost comical. Matt, David and Carol had all just climaxed, content and still basking in the afterglow of the most intense pleasurable imaginable. Mandy on the other hand just sat there, almost wild-eyed, her face still gleaming with a mixture of perspiration, pussy, and cock juice.
"Oh baby, I shouldn't laugh, but you really should see yourself!" David told her. "I don't think I've ever seen you look like this before!" he added seriously. "And I'm not talking because of how you look, but the look in your eyes!" he tried conveying.
Mandy cast a quick glance in the mirror, saw what David had meant and burst out laughing.
"What?"
"I've only seen that look on my own face once before," she confessed. "And that was the first time I ever masturbated while looking at my face in the mirror when I came."
"You know, I've never done that!" Carol told everyone, might have to try that while we're here," she said spinning around, spreading her legs just to see what it might look like in the mirror while doing so.
David shook his head, finally standing up. "For the moment, I need to do two things, pee and get something else to drink." He'd only gotten a few steps when he heard Carol coming up behind him.
"Ditto, me too...and I'll help with the drinks afterwards!"
"Take your time!" Mandy called out to the two of them as they left. "Matt's promised me a long slow lick while you're gone!"
Sure enough, they turned just before exiting the bedroom as Mandy reached up grabbing poor Matt by the head, and all but shoving his face into her cunt as she began humping against it.
"Didn't she say slow?" Carol said giggling as she followed David out the door.
#
As they neared the bathroom, David stopped just outside the door. "Go ahead, I can wait," he told Carol.
"Don't be silly," she said. "Matt and I pee together all the time!" Before he could even object, Carol had grabbed his hand, all but yanking him into the bathroom. She immediately went over sitting down on the toilet and spread her legs. "Here' come stand between them," she said.
And though he did so, he spoke, "I'm not sure I can do this," he said feeling his face flush with embarrassment.
Carol laughed out loud. "After what we just finished doing? You're pee-shy?" she teased. "Here, give me that!"
Once again Carol took control before David had a chance to even object. She held his prick, working it much the same way he himself did when he sometimes stood over the bowl waiting for it to go.
"You really have done this before," he said feeling the sensation beginning to come.
"Countless times," she smiled, and then began urinating herself, the sound of her own piss-stream suddenly causing him to begin peeing as well, which he now did as Carol held onto his prick, aiming his own streamer against hers as they now peed together.
They quickly washed up and then headed back out to the living room for fresh drinks.
"I have to tell you David, I'm very proud of you!"
"Oh? Whys that?"
"Because most men have a real phobia about touching another man, yet in a situation like this, it's almost expected that the women should, even if they're inexperienced or a little uncertain about doing it too," she told him. "I mean think about it, you're not the only one with a lot of "firsts" going on here you know, Mandy's done a lot already that she's never done before either, yet men again just take that in stride as perfectly natural, normal, when that same kind of logic should also be applied to men as well."
"Maybe it was easier for me, because we do know the two of you very well, and I know that there's no labeling going on here," David told her. "I mean, I don't really feel any differently, I don't suddenly have this wild uncontrollable urge to suddenly fuck Matt's ass again."
"No, maybe not, but at least maybe next time if the situation presents itself, you won't be nearly as intimidated or as confused by it either!"
David thought about it, and admitted that she was probably right. "But it's still looking at you two that gets me horny," he explained.
"That, and watching us two!" Carol quipped, "Which in a way isn't any different for us, Mandy and I have both spoken about it long before this, and admitted and shared with one another that it can be just as erotic for us to see, as it is for the two of you to see us, so remember that."
"I'll try," he told her smiling sheepishly.
"That's all that we ask," Carol said reaching down to give David's prick and affectionate little caress. "Now, what should we fix to drink this time?"
#
As late as it already was, it was pointless for Matt and Cindy to go home. Having thoroughly exhausted one another, they soon collapsed into bed together falling fast asleep in a tangle of spent naked flesh.
It was the sensation of having his dick sucked that soon roused him from a deep satisfying sleep.
"Whaaa?" he suddenly questioned popping his eyes open with the first tingling of pleasure that had finally managed to work its way into what David at first thought to be a dream.
Looking down, wide awake now, he saw his wife and Carol taking turns with his prick, sucking and licking it as he lay there. Glancing up, he saw Matt sitting against the headboard with a smile on his face.
"Already had my wake-up call," he told him.
"So David, given any more thought as to if you've decided to go on the retreat with us or not?" Carol asked.
"Where'd you say it was again? Any where near Vegas?" Causing the three of them to laugh.
"Well, it is in Nevada ," Carol shot back with a smile on her face.
"Close enough," David moaned, and then closed his eyes, settling back to enjoy the new day.
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It was just a few weeks before graduation, my daughter Tracy who had been a member of the cheerleading squad had come and asked my wife and me if she could have an overnight party with the girls on her squad as a sort of graduation, going away thingy since most of them probably wouldn't be seeing one another again after that. Already eighteen by then, and wanting to give her a little more freedom and trust since she too would be going away to school in a few months, my wife and I agreed to let her and her friends over to party and enjoy the pool, provided it didn't turn into some wild-assed party with a bunch of their boyfriends showing up and crashing it later. Once we'd been given assurances that it was just going to be Tracy and her cheer-leading friends, all of whom were also eighteen by then, we agreed and even set up a bit of a tented sleeping area out by the pool, though all it really consisted of was a screened tent against any insects and a nice shady area away from the sun during the day.
Things started bright and early of course, and I had some few concerns and regrets about it early on with all the typical giggling and horsing around going on, but when asked by my wife to sort of keep an eye on things periodically and keep my daughter and friends in line from getting too out of hand, I suddenly didn't mind much upon seeing some of the bikini's the girls were wearing out by the pool. And not that my wife didn't notice that either, but she thought (and rightly so) with all that young eye candy, that I'd be a bit more tolerant (which I was) and a little more willing to check on all of them from time to time when things got too noisy or fear that our neighbors might actually complain, especially when it got much later on in the evening nearer bed time.
It was late in the afternoon, and I was sitting with my wife watching TV when the noise level outside suddenly seemed to increase dramatically.
"Think it's time for you to make another appearance," Susan told me.
I stood up, acting to some degree like it was a real inconvenience for me to have to do so, but the truth was, I'd been sitting there for quite some time trying to think up an excuse to go and do exactly that anyway.
Since Tracy had been a member of the cheer-leading unit at her school, we had actually gotten to know all the girls fairly well as they'd been over to the house quite often, though usually in much smaller groups to enjoy the pool or just hang around the house with Tracy. This was really the first time that I remember having them here all at the same time before though, and remembered that there was one or two girls on the team who I'd always considered a little wilder and far more mischievous than the rest.
I headed through the kitchen towards the sliding glass doors that led out to the pool area when sure enough, I stopped in my tracks. Danielle, or rather "Danny" as Tracy called her, stood on the end of the diving board, just slightly making it bounce, but what was also bouncing were her boobs, as she stood there topless, which is when I also noticed that several of the other girls also seemed to be, and had been playing a game of keep away with their bikini tops, which is what had obviously caused all the sudden additional noise. Tracy was desperately trying to get them to quiet down a little, motioning towards Danny who still stood on the edge of the board and worriedly pointing towards the house. And though I was positive there was no way they could see me, not with the glare of the sun hitting the glass as it always did, I stepped back some, still having a clear view of the pool area, but knowing that I couldn't be seen. Tracy did in fact manage to quiet things down considerably, which was a good thing or I'd have been forced to go outside, and most likely bring a complete halt to their mildly erotic play. Danny sprang off the board at that moment, and I watched as she gracefully dove into the water, her pert young breasts leading the way.
I caught several more glimpses of the few girls who were in fact topless, either getting out of the pool briefly to chase one another from one side to the other, or getting up to go and lay down on their towels. Seeing so much young tit-flesh all at once was beginning to arouse me considerably as I stood there in the safety of the kitchen, watching them.
And it wasn't like Susan didn't have a nice set of tits herself, because she did. But it was that voyeuristic little streak that's in most of us perhaps that kept me lingering there, not even getting a good close-up look at the girls breasts, but this semi-distant peek when all your really seeing is some rounded boobs, a few smaller pointy ones, and a color of nipple here and there. Not like pouring through a magazine, or even seeing it on TV, but yet I was far more aroused standing here than looking at any of that.
I glanced at my watch and knew that I couldn't stand there and dilly-dally much longer. Susan might begin to wonder what was taking so long if I did and come up to investigate for herself. When I saw Tracy and one of the other girls start to head towards the house however for more refreshments, I knew it was time to depart anyway, and quickly did so.
We'd allowed the girls to celebrate with a few mild alcoholic fruit beverages, especially since they'd all be spending the night and not driving anywhere, but as I headed back down stairs towards my wife, I couldn't help but wonder if the girls were somehow supplementing their alcohol, especially as they were all acting a bit wilder than normal, though it could have simply been they're all being there together at once. But I told myself to keep a much closer eye on them, as well as any real signs of intoxication after that.
Susan looked up and smiled at me as I came into the room. Luckily for me, the noise had abated about the time I had reached the kitchen without my having to actually go out there.
"Obviously, whatever you told them worked," Susan spoke.
"It was more of a look," I said hiding the truth in my statement.
"Ah yes, that works too," Susan grinned. "Nothing getting out of hand as yet I hope?" she asked.
"Not too much," I told her now truthfully, "aside from one or two of the girls loosing their tops while playing keep away," I then confessed feeling it better to say something to her of interest all the while keeping any of her suspicions about me from being formed.
"Well that explains it," she smiled even more, giggling to herself. "I'm sure seeing you walk outside quieted things down in a hurry then, not to mention everything else."
"You might could say that," I responded back, sitting down.
"Tracy?"
"Ah no...she wasn't one of them," I said with a reassuring, relieved look to my face.
"No, wouldn't imagine she would have been, probably one of the others, either Carla, or that girl, Danielle, or Michelle even."
"I think all three of them," I said once again honestly, though I had actually counted six pairs of naked tits while standing there.
"Not surprised," Susan added. "Just keep a good eye on things," she then said. "Not that you don't mind doing so." I caught Susan's teasing look, but then gave her a frowny face as though to reassure her that silly acting girls didn't interest me. Not sure she bought it though, though she also let the subject drop.
#
When we'd first discussed it about the girls coming over, Tracy had mentioned ordering in pizza for dinner. But with as many girls as there were, it would have cost a small fortune, so I countered with doing a simple easy barbeque of cheeseburgers and homemade fries which Susan offered to make. Tracy was happy and excited about doing that instead, which also gave me of course and additional reason and excuse for hanging around once in a while, which I'm sure Tracy realized and accepted.
By now the girls certainly weren't running around topless any more, but even then, some of the bikini's they were wearing left little to the imagination anyway, including one that my own daughter was wearing which I prudently refrained from looking at whenever she came near me. Michelle on the other hand was another matter entirely, and had in fact been one of the girls to periodically, and purposely strike up conversations with me. It wasn't unlike her to do so either, as when she'd been over before, she'd hung around my wife and I, though more me, even to the point of Tracy having to half drag her off instead of sitting there visiting.
Michelle had the biggest set of boobs than most of the other girls, though several were close, (including my daughter) though none were quite as big, nor as almost fully exposed as hers were. Because of the bright red bikini she wore she was constantly having to fidget with it. It seemed like all she had to do was turn or move in a certain way, and one (sometimes even both) of her boobs would shift and nearly bare her nipples, though I had actually caught a decent peek at one of them when she'd all but lifted her tit in order to re-secure it back inside the too small halter top she was wearing.
By the time the sun had set, with dinner out of the way, Susan and I retired back inside the house, leaving the girls to enjoy the rest of the evening together and have their "Pajama Party" as Tracy had called it, with the promise from us that we'd leave them alone, with the assurance from her, that we would as long as they kept the noise down. And that meant not being able to hear them at all from the TV room downstairs, which we figured was a reasonable request, and which Tracy and her friends agreed to. So, off we went, and the girls (which they all seemed to do back then for some reason) immediately changed into the sexiest damn nightgowns imaginable, (which was about the only time Susan said she'd take over in keeping an eye on them afterwards if it became necessary, effectively cutting off any more of my planned or unplanned voyeurism.
All the outside lights were off, including the pool lights, as the girls wanted it to be dark making it easier to sleep, but with it being still very early yet under the circumstances, I had my suspicions, but little did I know how right I really was until much later. They had perhaps a hand-full of small candles as their only light source, along with one or two flash-lights should they need to come into the house and use the bathroom, but beyond that, it really was pretty dark outside, especially as there was only a sliver of moon in the sky to begin with.
As Susan had a shift the next day at the Hospital where she worked as a nurse, she soon after retired to bed, and as she often did, wearing not only a sleep mask but a pair of earplugs as well. Once asleep, she was truly a sound sleeper, and it took an act of congress to even get her up and going when the alarm finally went off, and kept going off until I shut it off myself, or finally woke her up enough to hear it and do it herself.
With a promise to keep more of an "ear" on things, rather than my eyes, Susan went to bed, and I sat watching the TV, though it was just like any other night at that point with things being generally quiet as a mouse, almost too quiet, which is what I thought the longer I sat there listening, and not hearing a single thing.
Half an hour later I checked on Susan who was dead to the world, her gentle snoring telling me that she was once again, fast and sound asleep. It was barely passed ten at that point, and again, not hearing a sound, yet knowing there was no way the girls could be off sleeping themselves already, I decided to do a little investigative exploring and see for myself what if anything they might be up to. Little did I know.
I didn't go out through the sliding doors, that would have been a dead give-a-way, even in the darkness, going out instead through the side door of the garage, that led to a small alley way were we kept the trash cans for pick up. From there, I slipped quietly through the gate, then along the back of the yard where we'd planted, and used enormous Lilac bushes as a natural fence line. My neighbors to the rear of us had an even larger back yard than we did, so their house was a goodly distance away. We'd never put up a full fence separating the two lots, as there had always been a question of how much really was his, and how much was mine. The Lilac bushes had been the easiest solution giving us both the privacy we needed. Now, as I ran along the back side of those same bushes, nearing the most remote end of the yard from the house, which is where the girls were, I slowed nearly to a crawl, allowing me to catch and control my breath for one thing, as now if I were to be caught spying on them, there would be hell to pay, not only from my wife, but from my daughter too!
As I crept along hugging the ground, I could finally begin to hear their girlish giggles, suggesting that they were indeed up to something, even if it was nothing more than telling off-color jokes, or talking about sex with their boyfriends, which of course made me even more curious about Tracy, as that was a subject that had remained in confidence between she and her mother for all I knew or was aware of. And the fact that they were indeed being careful about the noise level, periodically cautioning one another to tone things down, made that suspicion a certainty as I finally made it to them, now half crouching just on the other side of the bushes. If it hadn't been for the few candles they were using to see by, it would have made it nearly impossible for me to know where they were at, seeing as I knelt there how they'd draped a couple of blankets on one side of the day-tent closing anything off from view from anywhere near the house, effectively back-lighting themselves in the process however from my vantage point.
Like I said, the fact they were sitting there in a semi-circle was interesting enough, never did understand why girls back then enjoyed putting on their sexiest nightgowns for one another, as though trying to show off their best attributes to one another or something, which I might have expected them to do if there were any boys around, though then again, I doubt that most of them would have even worn what they were wearing if there were, so it really was confusing to me in the first place. In the second, was the fact they were obviously playing a long standing game that's been around a while, called "spin the bottle", with a "truth or dare" theme attached to it from what I was witnessing.
I had in fact gotten there just in time to see two of the girls, one whom I knew well, "Danny" and another I'd only met once, and couldn't recall hearing her name. They'd just parted from having kissed one another, and it hadn't been a quick, silly simple kiss either. I'd managed to see most of it, and from what I'd seen, they'd sat there leaning over the imaginary circle separating them, passionately kissing one another until someone else announced it was "Times up" or something.
"Alright, my turn to spin," another of the girls spoke, though I was pretty sure her name was Cindy, or Samantha, not sure which, though I knew both of those girls were indeed here.
"Ok, truth? Or dare?" Danny asked her seriously.
There was a moment's pause as she actually considered it. "Ok, truth," she spoke.
"And you know you have to tell the truth, or we strip you naked until morning," she was warned.
"That was interesting," I thought.
"I know," came the meek reply.
"Ok, have you ever sucked a boys cock before?" Danny asked. There was only a moment's hesitation.
"Yes!"
"Verifiable?" Came the response. Which was a new one on me.
"Yes, Michelle was in the front seat, she saw me doing it," she answered.
"Michelle?"
"Yep, I was there, and she did it alright, right up until the moment Scott came in her mouth and neglected to tell her!"
There was a smattering of laughter upon hearing that, though Tracy once again quickly quieted them all down with another warning.
"How was it?" someone else asked curiously.
"Sorry Kathy, that's another question, and it's not your turn yet."
I watched as Cindy, or Samantha then spun the bottle, landing on Danny when it finished spinning.
"Truth? Or dare?" she asked.
"Dare!" Danny said almost immediately.
"Make it a good one!" Someone else said speaking up. "Something that even she might not consider doing!"
"Me?" Danny said challenging everyone. "Bring it on bitch!"
"I have one," I heard my own daughter offer up. "She showed it to me earlier, asked if I'd ever seen or used one before, said she might even use it later after everyone had gone to sleep!"
I heard a nervous laugh coming from Danny. "I'll get you for that," she snickered.
"Well? What is it?" Someone else asked. "Yeah, tell us, make her show us what it is!"
I heard Tracy whisper something to the girl who's turn it was. "Ok, I will," she agreed laughing.
"Like I said," Danny warned once again.
"Chicken?"
"Bring it on..." Danny said in defiance, nothing scares me, and I'm not embarrassed to do anything in front of any of you," she shot back.
"Ok, since you said that, I dare you to use it, in front of us, on yourself," the girl told her.
"What is it?" someone else asked, once again curiously.
"Shh, you'll see soon enough," Tracy told her. "Just watch."
I couldn't really see much from where I was now laying, trying to peer through what little opening there was through the bushes, but as Danny stood, and quickly retrieved whatever it was, from where ever it was, headed back and sat down again, it became obvious, and much clearer as someone actually moved one of the small burning candles closer in so they could see better too! I then heard the soft gentle purr of the vibrator as she turned it on.
"Is that what I think it is?" Someone asked.
"Shh, watch," Tracy once again cautioned everyone, glancing nervously back towards the house, though all remained quiet and dark behind them.
"Holy shit! I've heard about them, but I've never actually seen or used one before," Cindy giggled. "So, how many times have you used it Danny?" she added curiously.
"Lots of times," Danny giggled, nearly every day in fact," she added, as I lay there listening to the soft hum of the toy, which changed tunes slightly as she sat there applying it to herself.
"Damn, she's really doing it too!" Someone said.
"Here, try it," Danny challenged a moment later, see what you think!"
"Here? Now?"
"Sure! Why not! In fact, I dare each one of you to try it for one minute!"
There was total silence.
"Oh come on, cowards...chickens," she spoke. "Think of it this way, this is probably the last time we'll all be together like this, so this will give us all something special to remember our last night together by!"
For some silly reason, that seemed to do it, and then I heard the second girl groan as she actually began touching herself with it. "Do I have to put it in?" she asked.
"No, not unless you want too."
"Ewe," someone else half whispered, causing a laugh.
"No, you don't have to," Danny said again. "Just let it rest near your clit, wherever it feels best, you'll know." A few moments of nothing more than the hum of the vibrating toy, then someone else once again announced "Time's up".
"Ok Samantha, your next,"
There were some surprised giggles, nervous laughter, as the girls slid easily into the new game, surprising even me as they sat there using the toy on themselves before passing it on. I was tempted sorely so, to look away when I saw it finally handed over to my own daughter, but curiosity, as well as the pure decadence of what I was now witnessing kept me from doing so, even when Tracy spread her legs slightly apart, placing the toy against her clit. I was at least grateful that it was just dark enough I couldn't actually see my own daughter's cunt, bad enough that I could see quite clearly what she was doing to it however.



I watched, listening mostly to each as they made it around the entire circle.
"Anyone get close?" Danny asked. I along with everyone else knew exactly what she meant.
"A lot closer than I would have thought," Michelle spoke up brazenly. "Another minute or so perhaps, and I would have!" That brought another laugh all around, followed by another warning hush from my daughter.
"Ok, this time around..."Danny began.
"What do you mean? Someone interrupted her, but Danny continued, ignoring the question.
"This time, you just sit there, the person on your right is the one to use it on you."
There was again some nervous laughter, though only one lightly expressed concern, then I heard the soft sound of the gentle purr once again, and deadly silence suddenly filled the circle as though everyone there was holding their respective breaths, including me as I soon discovered, forcing myself to take quick shallow breaths moments later, even more fearful now of being found out.
"Fuck, that's nice!" Michelle said minutes later. "Damn that feels good," she said once again expressing herself almost as boldly as Danny had been doing, proving to me in the process just how wild, and possibly dangerous this young woman really was.
"Times up!"
"Shit! I was nearly there!" she exclaimed truthfully, a few moments more!"
"Let her, I want to see her do it," Cindy said encouragingly.
"Yeah, me too," Samantha added. "Go on Tracy, keep using it on her until she comes!"
I was hard as a rock, and it was an uncomfortable position to be in, not only for having to lay there as quietly as I was, but horny as hell, scared to some degree, and nervous in knowing that my own daughter was the one to help get this other young woman off.
"Just don't cry out or anything if you do," Tracy said, "All we need is for my father to come out here and catch us doing this!"
"Oh, he'd probably enjoy it if he did!" Danny stated.
Michelle laughed, "Wouldn't bother me any if he did!"
"Well it would sure as hell bother me," Tracy scolded her friend, "Now be quiet, or you can do it yourself...at home!"
There was indeed again silence, though not nearly as quiet as it had been, the sound of Michelle's pleasured breathing could easily be heard around the entire circle, including myself.
"She's really going to cum isn't she?"
"Damn straight!" Danny told her, "and then, I have an idea for an entirely new game!" she added.
"What a surprise," I heard one of the shyer girls comment. "And just when you thought it was safe to go back in the water."
Once again, that brought another laugh, easing the sexual tension that could obviously be felt by everyone, though even that quickly died away as Michelle's breathing became even more rapid, more harsh as she obviously neared orgasm.
"Oh yeah, fuck...don't move it Tracy, right there, I'm almost there!" she announced. "That's perfect, right there...right there, don't...ah fuck, ah fuck...AH!"
I watched my daughter lean over and cup her hand over Michelle's mouth as she came, silencing her pleasured delight, not quite stilling it, but muffling it enough so that Michelle choked down her own pleasured, surprised scream.
"Was it really THAT good?" someone else asked.
"Here, find out for yourself," Cindy said handing her the toy.
"No wait," Danny said snatching it away. "Like I said, I have a brand new game we're gonna play, a new even naughtier version of spin the bottle. But first...everyone has to get naked!"
I honestly didn't think that the other girls would so quickly go along with Danny's comment, but to my surprise, they did. She'd been the leader of their squad, and now I could see why, it didn't take much for any of them to not end up following their leader in whatever she might suggest in them doing, but I was a little surprised that my own daughter seemed to go along as willingly as the rest of them did.
"Remember the formation we did out on the field last year?"
"Yeah, the one we almost got in trouble over for doing afterwards?" Cindy stated reminding them all.
"Yeah, that one, well, we're gonna do it again, here, one last time, naked," she added with a grin, and pass the vibrator, the same way we passed the football, only this time, we keep going with the toy around the circle until everyone's had an orgasm."
"You can't be serious."
"Yes she can," Michelle quipped. "And I don't want to be the only one here who was gusty enough to cum in front of the rest of you either. If we all do, then none of us can hold it over the heads of anyone else, so we do it, and it stays here, or only some of us do, and we deal with the fear of it getting out and everyone else hearing about it."
There was again a brief discussion, but then finally Samantha asked the question that began the process and put an end to the debate. "Ok, how do we pair up?" she asked.
"Same way we did out on the field," Danny told them, "Except this time we're not passing a football between our knees to one another, this time...one of you holds it like a man's cock, the other holds it between her legs until she cums, then she turns and does the same thing to the next person and so on, until we all have."
"What if somebody tries to fake it?" I finally heard Carla asking.
"Maybe a lot of men can't tell when a woman does, but we should certainly be able to! Or at least, I certainly can!" she added letting them all know with that mere statement that she'd personally be the judge of that too!
In all my years, I'd never once suspected a woman of ever faking an orgasm, at least not with me, and I almost laughed out loud when hearing it, just catching myself, and reminding myself in that instant that if I were to get caught, especially now, there really WOULD be hell to pay, which chased off the laugh almost immediately, replacing it with nervous, excited fear all over again.
Standing in their circle now, they began, they had placed all the candles they had in the middle, allowing them to see themselves, but again effectively allowing me to see them as they stood there, each one fully and totally naked, though I was somewhat relieved that my own naked daughter was somewhat shielded by one of the other girls, though when it did indeed eventually come to her turn, to both hold the toy, as well as half mount it, I couldn't look away either.
Some came a lot quicker than others, perhaps because of the charged up sexual atmosphere, though I also wondered briefly if some might have tried faking it, though Danny as it turned out, became the "official" clit inspector or something, and "verified" as it were, that the girl was indeed at least wet as some form of acceptance that she actually had.
Others took a bit longer at it, but each one came, one by one as I lay there in the grass, not even realizing I had taken out my prick, stroking it up and down right along with the others as they all stood there masturbating one another until each one had been satisfied.
"Shit!" Michelle said moments later. "I really need to pee, badly. Every time I climax I have to pee shortly afterwards!"
Having heard that, I new damn well that I needed to get my ass back inside the house before anyone left or I could be easily caught out here in the open, not to mention I'd left the TV on, as well as the lights, and should someone see that, and find out I wasn't there, or obviously in bed, that would most certainly raise some major suspicions.
Luckily, with the girls having tossed their clothing into a massive pile, it took a few moments for them to sort things out and allow me the time I needed to make my way back along the bushes, back to the alley, and then back inside the house. I decided to turn off the TV, as well as the lights and head off to the bedroom when I heard the sound of the sliding glass door in the kitchen. Frantically, I looked where I could go, caught in no-man's land at the moment, then realized I was closer to the bathroom that anywhere else, and quickly ducked inside just as I heard footsteps round the corner and begin down the hall.
I forgot to lock the door however, though I was at least smart enough to be actually standing over the toilet as though I was peeing upon realizing I hadn't, and hearing the knob being turned, the door opening.
"Oh! Sorry!" Michelle spoke having taken half a step into the room, finding me there as she did. She quickly closed the door, and I stood there for a moment longer, until I again realized I wasn't peeing, and flushed instead. I took my time washing my hands, though I was also waiting for the excited flush in my face to go away somewhat, hoping she wouldn't really see it in the light, and finally exited the bathroom. She was standing just outside patiently waiting for me.
"Sorry," she said once again, "I had no idea...you'd made it back here already," she stated, and then slipped inside the bathroom closing the door.
I stood for a moment digesting what she'd just said. "No way," I thought to myself, "she must have meant something else, or been thinking something else." Yet I found myself waiting for her, scared...but now needing to know, deciding to play ignorant, ask how things were going, strike up an innocent conversation with her, though how I could reasonably do so with her wearing the nearly transparent nightgown she had on was a mystery to me.
She didn't seem at all surprised to see me standing there when she came out either.
"What time is it?" she asked.
"Ah, a little after midnight," I said looking at my watch, feeling a lump in my throat, clearing it twice afterwards.
"Meet me by the swing, around two," she said and began to walk off.
"I can't...Michelle? I can't...you know that I can't."
"Either that, or I go back and tell Tracy that I caught you spying on us," she said with an almost malicious gleam in her eyes, and don't think that I won't either," she added in a much firmer tone of voice. "Oh...and come naked."
I stood there watching her go, the lump in my throat now a solid wall of fear and mixed excitement that had nearly turned me into petrified stone. I glanced at my watch once again, I'd been standing there nearly a full five minutes frozen in place, thankfully, none of the other girls had come in to use the bathroom. Finally finding my legs, I hurried down the hall, once again checking in on my wife. She was still sound asleep, still snoring away as I hoped she would be. All thought of being tired fleeing from me like a thief in the night as I went back down to the den, sitting there in the dark, and watched the hands on the clock slowly move forward. # I didn't exactly go naked to the slaughter, choosing to at least wear a bathrobe just in case someone else woke up and saw me walking about. I wasn't about to do so in the nude, not with a bunch of young women sleeping nearby anyway. And I knew which swing Michelle had been referring to, it was off to one side of the yard, away from the pool area where Susan and I often sat and swung in the swing after a hard day at work. It couldn't have been a worse place for her to choose, but at least it was a much safer one, well away from where the rest of the girls were sleeping, or hopefully so anyway. I was also glad it was dark, though it was almost too dark to try and see much by, going more by feel on the rock path as I headed around the side-yard towards the swing. "Michelle? You there?" I barely spoke asking, almost wishing that she wouldn't answer, but knowing full well that she would. "You know I am," she said responding back as I finally began to make out the outline of the swing she was sitting in, though I also noticed upon doing so that she wasn't alone either. "Michelle?" I asked once again, now looking at her, along with Danny who sat on one side, and Carla who sat on the other. "What the hell is this all about?" I said, forgetting and actually raising my voice, though mostly out of panic and fear more than anything else. "Told you," she said coyly to her friends. "Like I said, he was there for most of the time, laying on the other side of the bushes, watching us. I spotted the gleam off his watch when the candle-light caught it, then kept an eye open to see if I saw it again, and did several times, especially when he was jerking himself off. Almost funny watching the glare off his watch bouncing up and down like that." The other two just sat listening to her. "Now what?" I found myself asking. "The what, is me!" Michelle said standing up. "Please, Michelle!" I half begged, though looking now at the other two girls who were smiling almost as evilly as she was. "Don't worry Frank, as long as you do what we ask, no one else will ever know, that's a promise, the same one you'll have to make me afterwards." "Afterwards?" "Yeah, after we fuck. Come on Frank, don't tell me you haven't known that I've always wanted to do you, you know that I have, and I know that you've had thoughts about me too, especially the way we've flirted, things we've talked about, hinted back and forth to one another without coming out and actually saying it." BIG mistake on my part. We had flirted some yes, but it wasn't in any proportion to the way she was saying it was, though it was obvious the two other girls with her wouldn't have believed me if I'd actually denied it, that we'd even flirted or talked a little was proof enough for the two of them. "And I thought I told you to come naked!" she said somewhat testily. I opened my robe, showing her that I was underneath it, though feeling ridiculously stupid in doing so, showing her along with the other two girls that I was far from being aroused as well. "Not much to look at, judging by that," Danny quipped looking down, only furthering my own awkward and discomforting embarrassment. "Not yet," Michelle smiled, "But I have seen pictures!" "You've what?" "Oh don't worry, Tracy doesn't know about them, and she certainly doesn't know that I saw a few." "How? When?' "A while back, she asked me to get something for her out of the closet, I heard the crinkle in your jacket pocket, found the envelope where you obviously keep them, wouldn't mind doing your wife either, but that's for another time, you really should keep your dirty pictures in a safer place Frank, Tracy might actually find them! After all, I did!" I stood there dumbfounded, once again seemingly unable to move, though that's exactly what she did as she approached me, her hand reaching out to grasp and fondle my very limp prick, waggling it purposely in front of the other two girls. "This might take a while," she told them. "You two wanna help me here?" she asked. "Michelle, please," I said once again. "Please what Frank? Please let me fuck you Michelle? You mean that kind of please don't you Frank?" she asked as the other two girls took each of my hands and led me over towards the swing. "Sit down Frank, relax, you don't have to lift a finger, unless you want to of course, maybe to play with our titties perhaps? Something along those lines? But even if you don't, all you have to do is sit here and be a good boy...or rather a naughty boy I suppose, while we do all the work." I had more emotions running through my head at that moment than ever before in my entire life. I was scared shitless on the one hand, angry on the other, nervous, paranoid, and confusedly excited too, especially as Michelle climbed up into my lap, stroking my rapidly stiffening cock that was doing so of its own accord, though having a beautifully young naked woman standing on each side of us didn't help matters much, nor especially when Danny placed my hand against her pussy. "See how wet I am Frank? See how horny you've made me? Made us? I didn't believe Michelle at first, but the more she told me, the more I did believe her, and of course, the hornier and hornier I got too!" Carla now did the same with my remaining free hand, placing it against her pussy too, though she merely smiled, even moaned some as I felt the press of her hand on mine, easing it up and down what was easily defined as a very juicy cunt. "Oh yeah, much, much better!" Michelle said, lifting herself, and then slipping down easily over my prick. "Don't worry Frank, just sit there enjoy it, I'll do all the nice slow fucking, you just relax, play with their cunts if you want, I sorta think they'd enjoy you doing that anyway, in fact, I insist that you do!" I may have in fact wished more than anything that I hadn't allowed myself to get into this situation in the first place, but admittedly, the feel of her slick young cunt was bringing pleasure to my prick as she slid up and down it, and that soon had me moaning whether I wanted to or not.
"That's it Frank, now you're getting into it," Michelle said moaning back. My fingers no longer held in place, began to explore, excite and pleasure each of the two girls who continued standing next to us. Both Danny's as well as Carla's cunts were equally as slick as Michelle's as I sat fingering them, finding and then enjoying the feel of each of their hard little nubbins that caused both girls to sigh audibly as I sat there caressing them.
Moments later I felt Michelle liquefy, shuddering with pleasure as she came, then grow still collapsing against me.
"My turn!" Danny announced suddenly, "But I want it from behind!"
Grinning, Michelle slid off my prick, pulling me to my feet as she did so. Danny had walked around the backside of the swing, leaning over it, patiently waiting for me. It was useless to argue, my cock now rigid with desire, lust and need as I stepped around behind her, placing the head of my prick at the wet slick opening of her cunt and shoved.
"Oh!"
It had nearly taken the breath out of her when I slammed my prick deeply inside her in one thrust, but only for a moment as she began undulating herself back against me.
"Michelle, get down here and start licking my clit!"
That took me by surprise, but it was obviously not the first time she had done so either, happily positioning herself beneath us, she began licking and sucking at Danny's cunt from below as I continued thrusting into her deliciously warm snatch from behind. Carla, who had stood off to one side watching this, now came over and began playing with Danny's breasts, leaning over to suck, lick and caress them. Obviously, this wasn't a first time for her either, though even if it was, the sexual excitement we were all feeling at that moment had overcome whatever inhibitions anyone might have had up until now.
"Oh yeah, that's good, that's really, really good!" Danny moaned deeply gyrating herself on my prick, as well as Michelle's mouth as the two of us pleasured her. Carla's cute pointed breasts beckoned to me as well, so I reached out capturing one with my hand, fingered the taut hard little nipple and heard her giggle with surprised pleasure.
"Oh yeah, pinch it too!" She urged me, "Pull on it and pinch it!"
I was a little amazed at myself, no where's near orgasm, though I think the fear of being discovered, along with this bizarre type of blackmail had something to do with delaying my own climax, the feel of Danny's equally tight cunt as I continued thrusting in and out of her with an even greater rapidity now, had her hovering on the edge of ecstasy.
"Oh yeah, oh yeah, oh yeah!" she moaned finally releasing, her sudden shudder, her head tossing back and forth from side to side alerted all of us that she was indeed in the throes of orgasmic pleasure, which is when the chain on one side of the swing broke, sending all of us to the ground in a surprised heap of naked writhing flesh.
"Shit! Shit! Shit!" I exclaimed, though reminding myself to keep my voice down even as I lay there looking at the swing that now dangled at an angle towards the ground. "How the fuck do I explain this?" I said aloud.
"Don't worry, we'll take the blame for it," Michelle quickly said. Then came the second worry.



"What if someone heard us?" I asked truly worried now.
"Michelle, run back and see if anyone did, if anyone's up or wondering where we are," Danny told her. "Hurry!"
It seemed like it had taken forever, but Michelle was really only gone for a couple of minutes. She appeared out of the darkness like a Wraith, but she was smiling when her form took shape as she approached.
"Everyone's still sound asleep, and everyone's accounted for too!" She added, which was more for my benefit than anything else. Thankfully, being on the far opposite end of the property didn't allow the sound of the swing breaking to alert anyone, and not that it had been all that noisy when it had, but it had certainly freaked me out, not to mention explaining why the swing had broken in the first place.
"Don't worry about it Frank, like I said, we'll take the blame for it if we have too," Danny said. "Now, let's finish up what we've started here before someone really does wake up and wonder where we are."
Once again, I was no longer really aroused, and though my prick wasn't fully deflated, it certainly wasn't rock-hard either. "I really should get back inside," I pleaded, "In case Susan wakes up and wonders about me."
"Oh no you don't," both Danny and Michelle warned me, "We're not quite done with you yet, besides, Carla hasn't had her turn with you yet either!"
Once again I felt helpless in preventing this, it had already gone too far as it was.
"Ok, ok, but we can't do this all night either," I said. "Susan will be getting up in just a couple of hours in order to get ready for work."
"Then we'd better hurry then hadn't we?" Michelle once again grinned, pushing me down onto the grass. "Here Carla, suck on this until it's all nice and hard again, then you can fuck him. Meanwhile, I'm going to sit on his face!"
Michelle quickly did just that, her wet pussy suddenly pressed against my mouth, and as she'd suggested, Carla's lips and mouth soon licking and sucking my shaft, though the additional sensation of a second pair of lips soon joined hers, alerting me to the fact where Danny now was too.
Moments later I felt Carla sliding down on top of me, once again fully hard and erect as she began fucking me. Danny sat by her side, fingering and playing with her friend, occasionally playing with my balls simultaneously as I fucked her. Michelle continued to sit on my face while I licked her, sucking in her tiny precious clit between my lips, holding it, sucking it, and then flicking it rapidly with my tongue until she was panting like a dog, once again heading towards climax.
"Don't cum in her Frank," Danny told me, "You save that for us...all of us," she said simply, "So let us know when you are."
Once again, I wasn't even sure if I could, or would for that matter, and though Carla's young cunt felt just as nice as the others had, the nervous fear and anxiety I was still feeling kept the elusiveness of ecstasy far from me, at least for the moment.
Hearing Michelle's muffled little cry of release triggered Carla's own climax, which was a good thing, as I was suddenly teetering on the edge myself. I gave her only a moment more to enjoy her pleasures, and then announced that I was indeed almost there.
Michelle toppled off my face, spinning around to one side, just as Carla did on the other. Danny was the first one to grab my cock, jacking it and licking it as the two other girls quickly joined her. It felt like an Octopus had surrounded my shaft, so many hands and fingers probing, touching caressing, not to mention mouths and tongues that danced wildly about me as my orgasm finally began.
Even in the near total darkness, I could clearly see their faces, lifting myself up to rest on my elbows, watching, as my cock seemed to stiffen even more than it already was, the first spasm of pleasure already making its way up my shaft.
"Ahhh," I moaned, watching the first major release as it exploded from my prick, catching the three girls by surprise momentarily, though they quickly recovered and delighted themselves in suddenly aiming, trying to spray one another with my ejaculations as they continued over and over again until I was finally drained and exhausted.
"Shit, I'm totally covered," Danny said sitting up, her boobs drenched with little rivers of cum, her hair matted in places as was Michelle's.
"A quick dip in the pool before we go back should fix that," Danny told them.
I wasn't about to comment on that, too tired to care at this point, and far too exhausted to do anything but lie there trying to collect myself.
"Not before the promise," Michelle reminded them.
"Promise?" I said my mind still reeling from the intensity of my climax.
"Yeah, remember? Now you promise that not a single word of this will ever get out, not to your friends, or your buddies. If we ever hear anything, and with the things that happened tonight, we certainly would hear if anyone says anything, then we promise you...that your wife and daughter would also hear about it! Understood?"
I merely nodded my head.
"Ok then," Danny said finally standing. "I seriously doubt we'll ever see one another again, but at least it was memorable, and just so you know, you're actually a pretty good fuck!" With that, she and the other two girls quietly disappeared into the night, though moments later I heard the gentle splash of water as they quickly slipped into the pool to rinse off.
I didn't dare go the way they had, thus risking being discovered in the event anyone had heard them getting into the pool, this time going even the longer way around, past the front of the house, though looking up I was relieved to see no lights on in our bedroom. I soon entered via the alley, back through the garage and into the house, then carefully made my way upstairs, once again cautiously checking on my wife before slipping into bed next to her, where I lay for the longest time, listening for any tell-tail sounds of her being awake, though all she did was continue to snore in her deep gentle sleep.
#
The alarm went off after what only seemed like minutes, but as I glanced at the clock, it was just after six. Susan finally woke and rolled out of bed, looking my way and seeing I was momentarily awake.
"Get much sleep?" She asked, "Girls keep you up all night?"
"No, not really," I said "Not really lying to her, but not saying what I'd meant by that either."
"Well I told Tracy that they needed to be up and gone before the day really gets started," Susan said. "I'm sure she'll have a bit of a mess to clean up anyway, and don't you be the one to help her do it either," she added.
"You don't have to worry about that," I said folding my head back into the pillow, "I'm going back to sleep for a few hours."
#
When I woke again, it was quiet. Susan was already at work by now, and I was grateful that I couldn't hear anything coming from outside either, which hopefully meant that all the girls had departed. I quickly made my way downstairs towards the kitchen, and then froze just inside the door, Tracy and Michelle were at the table eating breakfast.
"Morning daddy!" Tracy said smiling.
"Morning Tracy's daddy!" Michelle added, using the same semi-affectionate name she'd always called me by when ever Tracy addressed me.
"Morning," I said trying to still sound half-asleep, somewhat annoyed to find Michelle was still there. "Where's everyone else?" I asked, half expecting some of them to come bursting through the door any moment now.
"They're already gone," Tracy said simply. "I promised mom that they would be."
I tossed a single careful glance past my daughter towards where Michelle was sitting.
"She stayed to help me clean up the mess," she explained. "Oh, and Michelle told me what happened out on the swing."
I nearly poured the coffee over my hand when she said that. "What? What do you mean?"
"We sort of broke the swing last night," Michelle finally said as though I was hearing it for the first time. "We couldn't sleep, so Danny, Carla and I went out to sit in it, but I guess it couldn't handle our combined weight."
"I looked at it," Tracy said apologetically, "It looks like just one of the chains snapped is all, nothing else seems to be broken."
"And we'll be glad to pay for any damages to fix it," Michelle added with a careful wink.
"Ah no, that's ok, I'm sure it's something I'll be able to easily fix myself." I told them both. "And no sense telling your mother about it either," I added. "No reason to get her upset over nothing."
Tracy looked relieved, so I knew she wouldn't say anything more about it, "And the yard?"
"All taken care of," my daughter assured me.
I nodded, feigned a friendly smile, then walked out of the kitchen with my cup of fresh hot coffee and the newspaper, just like I usually did. But my knees almost gave out on me as I turned the corner, leaning against the wall momentarily to gather my wits about me and hopefully feel my heart slow back down.
"Wow, I thought he'd be a little more upset about the swing," Tracy said in a half-whisper thinking there was no way I could hear her if I'd gone on down the hall to my den as I normally did. "I can't believe you guys actually did what you did!" she then added, once again stopping my heart. "You should have woke me, I'd have enjoyed being there too you know!"
"Sorry Tracy, Carla said she tried to, but you were sound asleep, so she gave up rather than wake anyone else. Not sure any of the other girls, except for Cindy perhaps would have enjoyed watching the three of us going down on one another, or humping each other in the swing the way that we did."
"Still..." Tracy said, and I could hear the pout in her tone of voice.
"I promise, I'll make it up to you," Michelle said, and I could just imagine the two of them sitting there sharing a brief intimate kiss, especially with the brief pause that followed, allowing them to do just that.
"Well, Danny did leave her toy behind for me to try, and I really would like to play with it again, though explore it a bit more thoroughly than we did out there. Just wish dad was still asleep," she added with a slight giggle.
"Oh, I wouldn't worry about your dad," Michelle coaxed, "I'm sure he won't bother either one of us as long as we're quiet and careful," she said giggling once again.
Tracy laughed with her, "My, aren't we a couple of naughty girls!" she said, "Let's go!"
I quickly disappeared down the hallway, finding my feet, rounding the corner, once again stopping as they came into the hall heading off in the opposite direction.
"By the way, I forgot to tell you," Michelle stated. "I've decided to stay here for the rest of the summer before going back to school, want to take some time for myself."
"Oh, well...at least you can still drop by the house and visit my folks, especially my dad, I think he really likes you," she giggled once again as they walked. "I shouldn't say this, but I think he might even have a little crush on you too," she added.
"Well, I'll tell you a little secret," Michelle told my daughter. "I have a little bit of one for him too!"
They again laughed, heading up the stairs in a sudden hurry. I stood frozen in place, leaning up against the wall for a very, very long time.
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Never in a million years did I ever think I'd end up in the situation that I had along with three other sisters, one of whom was my fraternal twin. At twenty-four years of age, I had suddenly become more than a brother; I'd become father too and head of the household.
It had been over a year now since a horrible accident had claimed the lives of our parents. Penny and I had immediately assumed the role of guardianship though it certainly wasn't anything we'd ever planned for or expected to have to do. Bonnie who had just turned twenty had elected to stay at home and help around the house while attending a local university in her spare time. Penny and I both had steady jobs, and provided enough for the four of us to live on, but it meant a lot of personal sacrifice on our parts for doing so.
Gwen, the youngest at eighteen would soon graduate from high school, but had done well enough in school that scholarships, and a part-time job that she had would enable her to eventually continue her education as well.
Certainly the tragedy had brought us even closer together, but I again never suspected that it would eventually lead in the direction that it soon would either.
We had been going through a particularly hard time financially, dealing with some unexpected and certainly unanticipated home repairs. And though we'd inherited a little money from our parents after the accident, most of that was in trust for education and as supplement for meeting the required day-to-day needs of our little family.
We had just managed to get through the recent crisis and saw better days looming ahead. To celebrate, we'd actually ordered in pizza, something we hadn't been able to do for quite some time. In addition, I'd even stopped by the local video store to pick up a movie to watch while we ate it.
It was funny in a weird sort of way, I had actually begun to find myself being the over protective parent. Prior to the accident, I could have cared less what my sisters did when they were out and away from home, afterwards, I tended to question everything they did, and every place they went until Penny, who had assumed the role of mother, put her foot down.
"Brad, you're being too over protective," she told me. "You need to lighten up a little and cut them some slack, they're good kids, hell...they're really not even kids any more, and you need to quit treating them like that!"
She was right of course, Bonnie was an adult in her own right and could certainly come and go as she please, the fact she'd remained here at home helping around the house which had relieved some of the burden and stress off of Penny was something I had to continually remind myself of. And though Gwen was still in high school, she'd be graduating in less than two months and was every bit as mature as her sisters where in that respect.
After we'd enjoyed our rare pizza treat together and had watched the movie I'd brought home along with it, Both Bonnie and Gwen had headed out on "dates" leaving Penny and I alone in the house which had also become a rarity. They were barely both out the door when Penny turned to me asking, "Ok Brad, so where's the other movie you brought home?" she asked.
Stupidly, I tried to pretend I had no idea what she was talking about, which is when she stood up, walked over to the coat-closet, and reached into my jacket pocket producing the second movie I'd secretly, or thought secretly rather, that I'd brought home.
"Ah, now I see why you tried to hide this one," she said holding it up and reading it.
It wasn't exactly a hard-core porn video, but it was about as close a thing as you could get. Simple plot, lots of skin and an arousal factor that I was in desperate need of. I couldn't even remember the last time I'd been out on a date, let alone slept with a woman either.
"Put it in!" Penny said handing me the CD.
"What?"
"Oh come on Brad, neither one of us has been out lately, and I think we both could use a little stimulation! Besides, with the two of them gone, we can watch it without feeling guilty about it or worrying about them!"
It was true. On the one hand Penny and I had always been a lot closer being fraternal twins and all anyway, growing up we'd often confided in one another, even exploring curiosities about one another along the way as most kids often did. That had continued on most of our spent life together with Penny being there to talk to when I first lost my virginity, and she hers. So it wasn't like we had a lot of secrets that we kept from one another, but now in the new roles we'd suddenly been put in, that intimate friendly relationship we'd always had, had all but disappeared.
"You sure?" I asked. "It's pretty naughty," I added as a final additional warning.
"Good! The naughtier the better!" she told me. "It's been a while!"
I had to laugh at that knowingly. "Yeah, I know what you mean, been like that for me too."
At first I felt a bit awkward and uncomfortable as the movie began, going into a rather steamy sex-scene almost immediately, though its intent was to set up the rest of the story-line and plot which I commented on being really interested in.
"Ah huh," was all she said smiling at me. "You just want to see a bunch of women's boobs!" she said catching me in the lie. Which again was true, but I wasn't about to admit it to her either.
Midway through the movie, I was really beginning to feel uncomfortable, and not because of what we'd been watching, that had more or less evened itself out as we actually did both get interested in the storyline along with all the hot arousing sex-scenes. The real problem was, I had an erection that was giving me fits. And my own sister wasn't helping much either, though I tried very hard not to think about that.
Living as we had been, occasional glimpses of nudity around the house wasn't all that uncommon, especially as we only had two bathrooms that seemed to be constantly in use while the four of us where there. At night, Penny wore what she usually did once she'd gotten comfortable which was a simple pair of panties and either a tee shirt or tank top, which she then wore to bed to sleep in. So the problem for me at the moment was my sister sitting on the couch next to me with what I'd discovered a short time ago, as her hard little nipples had peaked, pressing against the tight form fitting tank top she was wearing anyway as the movie continued and obviously had aroused us both. Luckily for me in a way, my arousal, though less noticeable and far more uncomfortable, didn't stand out like a lighthouse beacon the way Penny's were.
I found myself periodically using my peripheral vision to look at her, or look directly whenever we spoke or commented about something we were watching. I know I shouldn't have, but under the circumstances I was allowing my arousal to guide my thoughts rather than in ignoring them as I otherwise might have done. Penny really did have nice looking breasts, I had seen them a couple of times when we'd either inadvertently run into one another in various stages of undress, or when she'd leaned over while doing something which had on occasion given me a view of her near perfect orbs. But here they were now, the tank top she was wearing almost too tight anyway, perfectly molding them with twin hard little points pressed against the all too thin material, making my own situation more and more uncomfortable to try and deal with. I'd actually begun to look forward to the movie finally ending so I could make the excuse that it was time for bed, then relieve the stress and arousal which I'd been doing for several month's now. Then out of the blue, she turned towards me and asked.
"Brad? You ever watch any of those old movies dad had?"
I had in fact, once. A few of them, though not nearly all. My father had a pretty extensive collection of 8mm black and white movies, though there were a few later colored movies as well, most of those of which I had watched. He'd kept them locked up in a large metal box however, with the only key that existed being the one on his key ring. The one time that he and my mother had gone away for the weekend together, he'd actually left his keys behind, and finding myself also alone as all three of my sisters had quickly scattered into the night on adventures of their own, had left me with "idle" hands and a curiosity about that secretly locked box that I couldn't overcome. I had been surprised of course to discover my father's collection of early-on porn videos, found many of them fascinating even though a lot of them if not most were without sound. Still, it had been an unbelievable adventure for me to spend time watching them, and then getting nervously worried about it having done so, and carefully putting them all back just the way I had found them. I'd never looked at them or watched them again.
"Once," I told Penny truthfully.
"Were they any good? You know, I've never even seen an X-rated movie before," she added curiously.
I really wasn't sure how to respond to that. I mean they were good in the respect that they'd given me plenty of jerk-off material to think on for a while, but did she mean good as in story lines or production capability? Probably not.
"You even know where they're at now?" she asked before I could answer her last question.
Even after a year there was a lot we hadn't dealt with yet, some things we needed to, but had procrastinated in doing for one reason or another. One of which was going through the attic where a lot of things were still kept in storage, including a lot of old clothes, furniture, and an old metal box with dad's movies sitting in it.
"Yeah, in the attic," I said simply. "Why?"
"Because I'd like to see one," she told me just as honestly. "The only reason I ever knew they existed was because I came home once unexpectedly, and found mom and dad actually sitting in the downstairs den watching them. I saw the flicker of the old projector and thought maybe they were watching some of our old home movies, and I thought it was kind of sweet of them to be doing so, so I took special care not to alert them I was even home and figured to slip quietly into my room and let them have that time together. When I quickly passed by the room heading towards my own room, which was downstairs then, I almost fell over. Mom and dad were sitting on the couch, naked, playing with one another, and one of those old black and white movies was playing with what turned out to be a rather wild looking orgy going on. I was in a state of shock for days after that. Couldn't believe my own parents would actually watch something like that together."
I was laughing, couldn't help myself from doing so. I knew exactly what she meant, what she must have felt when she caught them and saw what they were doing, I'd even walked in on them myself once, took a while for me to accept that my parents had a sex-life and that it was perfectly natural and normal for them to do so, even if it sometimes included watching a few dirty movies together.
"You've never seen a porn movie?" I asked seriously.
"No, I never have!" she admitted once again. "That old projector still even work?"
"I don't know," I told her. "Guess we could find out," I heard myself telling her, surprised now that I was.
It was early yet, so there was no real worry about either one of the girls coming home. Even so, we pulled the pull-down ladder back up into the ceiling with us as we entered the attic, turning on the only two dimly lit light bulbs that we had to even see by. The room smelled musty as well as dusty, but neither one of us really seemed to mind. In a way, it was like going back in time whenever we'd sneak up here together to explore our adolescent curiosities, so in a way, it felt a little like that once again as Penny soon confirmed.
"Just like old times, isn't it?" she said giggling. "Almost feel like we have to be quiet while we're up here, with mom or dad wondering where we are, and us having to be quiet about it being up here or else them catching us and wondering what we've been up too."
"Yeah, does sort of feel like that doesn't it?" I agreed, just then finding dad's heavy metal box, moving some other cardboard boxes that had been stacked on top of it.
"Damn, what about the key?" Penny asked.
I produced the hammer that I'd brought along with me. "Don't know what happened to it, but under the circumstances, we don't really need it any more now do we?"
It was a cheap lock, never intended to do anything but keep someone out unless they were anxious to get in, which we now were. One hard smash of the hammer against it, and it broke free. In a way, it really was like opening a treasure chest, as old as some of these movies were, I couldn't help but wonder if they might even be worth a little bit of money. Some of them looking more than a bit fragile as we carefully pried open their metal containers looking inside.
I quickly set up the old projector there in the attic as Penny took one of the old sheets she found folded in one of the clothes boxes. Making a makeshift screen, which we hung on the wall, I started up the projector, relieved when it actually began running. The movie wasn't a very long one, perhaps about 12 - 15 minutes is all, and one of the silent one's to boot. Still, it was interesting to watch, even in black and white, and surprisingly explicit.
Perhaps it was because we had a bit of that "old" familiarity going on from days gone by, added to the excitement of exploring dad's dirty movies together that we really didn't feel awkward or even uncomfortable while viewing them, especially as explicit as many of them were, though also feeling more erotic than dirty, simply with them being in black and white. I was certainly still horny, as was Penny, but even that we really didn't acknowledge, the excitement of hurriedly threading the next movie to watch suddenly taking precedence over that.
"Wow, this next one's pretty long," I told her, removing the much larger reel from its metal container, threading it through the projector. I laughed when reading the title.
"What?"
"It's called 'Peeping Tom', says it runs about twenty minutes too," I told her. Penny giggled excitedly.
"This should be interesting then," she said and settled back down on the floor where we'd attempted to make a comfortable place to sit using a couple of old sleeping bags which where sill folded up as chairs.
It was again a silent one, also in black and white, but in fairly good condition as the quality was far better than some of the others we'd already watched.
As it started off, the movie looked to be funnier, rather than erotic, beginning with a rather busty looking brunette sitting at an old style vanity table brushing out her hair which had been cut in the style of the day of course. She was wearing a black, very sheer negligee that barely concealed her rather full breasts as she sat there. The next shot was that of her window, the blinds not quite pulled all the way to the bottom, then an outside shot of a guy passing by on the sidewalk noticing that her window was open, looking in both directions to ensure he hadn't been seen of course, then making his way over to the window where he then stood peering in at her. More moments of her brushing her hair, but then suddenly for no apparent reason, she sits there and begins to caress her breasts with her hands. Meanwhile the guy outside the window takes his cock out of his pants of course, and begins stroking it, all the while watching the woman in the bedroom who is now suddenly naked, having obviously for whatever reason, chosen to remove the negligee she'd been wearing. She now sits, the hairbrush still in her hand, but is now rubbing it against herself down between her legs.
What I had at first thought to be a rather tame and even semi-silly movie has now become quite honestly very erotic. And I am again very much aware of my very stiff cock, which has become even more uncomfortable than it had been earlier, almost to the point of being painful in fact. I glance quickly over towards my sister, who is also as engrossed in the movie as I am now, and notice upon doing so that she too has shifted finding a more comfortable position, sitting now on one leg, the other bent at the knee, but I notice too that her hand seems to disappear down between her legs.
"Is she masturbating?" I wonder, thinking then just as quickly that surely she wouldn't be, not in front of me anyway, and that it is simply my very aroused over-active imagination running amuck here. But even those thoughts now make my own situation even more unbearable than it was a moment ago, and unless I do something, and quickly, I'm truly going to be in some pain here. Using the little bit of darkness that we have as cover, I shift once again, but this time pop the button on my jeans though allowing my belt to remain buckled. I then slowly unzip myself, keeping one eye on the movie, the other on Penny as I do. With the additional expansion of my pants, there is far less discomfort now, my cock no longer pressing against my pants the way that it had been, though I also realize, there is now no way of fastening them back up without making it obvious either.
On screen, the woman is obviously masturbating herself now, lying on top of the bed, the handle of the hairbrush being used as a dildo which she is sliding in and out of her very dark hairy pussy. She continues to fondle her own breasts, her nipples also large and very thick, which is an additional turn-on for me to watch her doing. Outside the window of course, our 'Peeping Tom' is excitedly jerking himself off, periodic close-ups of his dick showing how lubricated he is, little drops and bubbles of his pre-cum oozing out his dick-head which he smears around it with his fingers.
Penny moans at that moment, forcing my eyes towards her and away from the movie. This time there is no doubt in my mind that she's doing what I had only thought or even fantasized she was doing earlier. The movement of her arm too obvious for it to be anything else, especially as she periodically closes her eyes, her head tilted back for a moment, her nipples even harder than I'd seen them earlier pressing sensually against her tight white little tank top.
She moans once again, but then turns to look at me as she does so, the look on her face lusty, vulnerable, her expression pure pleasure which she is obviously no longer trying to hide, not that she had been, but it is evident that she no longer cares that I know, especially when she reaches over with her other hand, now lifting her top, baring her breast which she now cups, touching her nipple with the tip of her finger.
"Go ahead," she says softly, her face a mix of pleasured torture.
I mean I'd heard her, knew exactly what she meant, but even then I sat there unmoving, but it wasn't because I was shocked by her comment, or even that I had already decided to do so, but I was mesmerized by watching her, the movie long forgotten now. But it was my delayed response perhaps that caused her to speak again.
"Oh for hells sakes Brad, it's not like I haven't seen you jerk off before!"
Which is true, she had, but that seemed like a lifetime ago, in another place, another time. This was now.
Penny had all but given up any pretense of decorum or modesty at this point, openly fingering herself, the wet juicy sounds of her pussy being pleasured reaching my ears, her breasts fully exposed the tank top she'd been wearing now discarded as she used one hand to caress herself with, all the while continuing to finger her pussy, frigging her clit.
Seeing her, my own arousal well off the chart, any thoughts towards this being wrong, right, or otherwise no longer a concern. I stood, the movement surprising her a little as she jumped, opening her eyes fully, watching me now as I quickly undid the belt which had been the only thing holding up my pants, now slipping them down and off, along with my underwear.



"Better?" she grinned playfully.
"Oh yeah, much!" I freely admitted as I stood there absentmindedly fondling my cock all the while looking at her.
Once again she reached up openly fondling her tits, uncaring that I stood there fisting myself watching her.
"Damn Penny, you really do have nice looking tits!" I said in a lust-filled tone of voice.
She grinned, a small flush spreading across her face. "And you're a lot bigger than I remember seeing too!" she replied back.
"Yeah, well..." was all I said.
Just then the "tappity-tappity-tappity" sound of the reel having run through the projector alerted us both that the movie was over, which again I had completely forgotten all about. I quickly shut off the projector and pulled the reel off, placing it back inside its container. I had had to lean over while doing so, my cock actually sticking out far enough that it was almost in the way, which again caused Penny to laugh.
"Oh yeah...much larger!" she said again giggling.
Now it was a bit more awkward. With an erotic movie playing giving us an excuse of sorts, we now sat no longer really having one.
"Put in another," she told me, "another long one."
I was only too happy to comply.
I don't think either one of us really watched this one either. Though this one actually did have sound, and was in color. The background noise of moans and groans, along with the somewhat silly sounding music playing in the background, only served to add to our own arousal which we masked in watching one another by pretending to pay attention to it more than each other, though we managed to do that too... frequently.
This one too got very explicit, and very erotic. Several couples now played together, touching fucking, sucking, with even the women going down on each other, all the while being fucked from behind. As far as I was concerned, the movie ended far too soon as I was literally on the verge of having an orgasm, and not caring if Penny knew it when I did.
"Fuck!" she said, expressing my own thoughts, though in a much bolder way that I'd been thinking. Even then I laughed, Penny had always had a way of surprising me when I least expected it. "And I was so damn close too!" she freely admitted.
"So was I," I told her, my cock still in hand, leaking profusely as she looked down at it. Then I felt her hand as she placed it around me, gently moving it up and down. Penny slid over even closer sitting beside me. Wordlessly, I slid my own hand between her legs, found the very wet almost sloppy wet passage of her cunt and began worming my fingers around inside her.
"Oh yeah...yeah," she moaned as she continued pumping my cock up and down. "Keep...doing...that." She half begged me. I had no intention of stopping of course I was already well past the point of no return, Penny's hand feeling far better than my own.
She came in an unexpected shudder, a sudden warmth filling the palm of my hand, a tiny trickle of clear liquid spilling out of her cunt as she moaned deeply, audibly, her hand temporarily forgetting she'd been stroking me, which for the moment, I'd forgotten about too, once again enthralled, mesmerized as she climaxed, enjoying a series of one orgasm right after another.
When she finally did regain her senses, she began jerking me off in Ernst, her hands flying up and down my stiff prick as I leaned back against one of the boxes, enjoying the view as well as the incredibly erotic sensation as my own sister sat there jerking me off.
"Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum!" I announced, watching her, watching myself, then began spurting. Her accompanying giggle of delight only heightened my pleasure.
"Oh yeah! Yeah! Yeah!" she cried out with each hard-felt spurt of my cock. "Damn, it's been a while since I've seen a man cum!" she grinned happily. "That was nice!"
"You can say that again," I said smiling back, though already the lusty edge of wanton desire was rapidly being replaced by reality. "Listen...Penny," I began already standing as I spoke, jumping back into my jeans.
"No, Brad...you listen," she said interrupting me. "I know what you're going to say, but you need to hear what I have to say first," she demanded. "Now...sit down while you do." I did, as she continued.
"You and I both know that neither one of us has any time to even consider trying to date or see anyone, at least for the time being. We took on this responsibility knowing that, something which I have come to accept...for now. But I also know that one day, we'll both find someone, get married, and have kids of our own, and when we do that, I want to look back on all this, smile and remember it, with no regrets. Not a one. And I'm not going to start doing that now either!"
"I agree," I said simply. "No regrets," though I'd said it meaning that this moment between us, as good and as much needed as it was, was something I was willing to accept and not look back on, or make any attempt to repeat it again either.
"Good, because that's exactly the way I feel! We've both known all along that each of us had a high curiosity and interest in sex. The fact that we've had to put that on hold because of the situation doesn't make things any easier either, if anything a little unfair if you really think about it. So, If anything, what I don't want, is to become resentful towards Bonnie or Gwen, it's not their faults either that we're all going through this. So let's just accept things the way they are for the time being, and try not to make a big deal out of it. If you and I can enjoy, and pleasure one another from time to time, what harms it really going to do? As long as you and I are both ok with it. So, we're in agreement here then? Yes?"
It took me a moment to digest what she'd just said. "Ah...yes," I heard myself saying. "Yes."
#
"What time is it anyway?"
I glanced at my watch. "A quarter to," I told her. Though Bonnie certainly didn't have a curfew, Gwen did. Even on a weekend we expected her home by midnight unless there were special circumstances that we knew about ahead of time.
"That's good," Penny said.
"Yeah, we should have plenty of time to get all this straightened up and put away again."
"That's not what I meant."
I looked over towards her, she was busily unrolling one of the sleeping bags. "What are you doing?"
"What do you think I'm doing?" she shot back at me. "And don't you dare think that you can get me all nice and horny like that and up a leave me...don't you even dare!"
"I wouldn't dream of it," I told her somewhat surprised.
"Good, now...get over here and fuck your sister!"
#
Most of the neighbors certainly knew what had happened of course, and had been more than kind and helpful towards us, even delivering home cooked meals and groceries on occasion. Something we all greatly appreciated. But Penny and I both knew that would end in a New York minute if anyone outside the house got wind of the fact that Penny and I had been fooling around. A majority at least would look at us like we were some kind of monsters, sick and twisted perhaps, so we were well aware of the dangers and took every and all precaution against anyone becoming suspicious or ever finding out.
Too bad we weren't as cautious and careful about it inside the house, as we perhaps should have been.
Several weeks had gone by since that time we'd shared together in the attic. For days afterwards we acted and treated one another just like we always had, sometimes teasing, sometimes serious whenever it came down to some financial concern or problem that needed to be resolved. But there was another aspect that had entered our lives, and that was the emotional need and desires we'd both been lacking which had suddenly sprung back to life again for each of us. Maybe we should have seen it, stood outside ourselves and took notice of it, but we didn't. Bonnie did however, even though we were unaware that she had.
We were always careful to never do anything, not even in a semi-flirtatious way whenever either one of them was around. But the moment they were gone, leaving us alone together, we seemed to explode, crawling all over one another in complete abandonment.
There were times in the morning when I was dressed ready to go to work and had stood sipping a cup of coffee while waiting to walk out to the bus stop which was thankfully right across the street, so I never missed it. Bonnie would swing through, grab her lunch and head off to school, as would Gwen only moments later. The moment they were gone however, anything and everything could happen. I don't know the number of times that Penny had my cock out just seconds after the door had closed. Quite often I would bend her over the kitchen table, enjoy a nice satisfying fuck with her, and then speed off barely getting my pants zipped up in time to meet the bus.
So it was, that we took advantage whenever we could when the girls had some function after school they wished to go to, or in Bonnie's case a date mid-week since Wednesday was her only other night off from her part-time job when she'd often go out. On those nights Penny and I both hoped that Gwen too would eventually wander off, which she most often did, leaving us happily alone together.
It was the following day when all hell broke loose, mainly because of our own stupidity.
It had been several days since we'd had the opportunity to do anything. We never even tried to sneak into one another's rooms at night, as it just simply wasn't worth the risk. Thursday was Penny's day off. She only worked four hours a day at a nearby clothing store, so she was always home in the evening when the girls came home, and when I did, but with the hectic schedules we all had, it was the one day she used to sleep in and catch up on some much needed rest.
As it happened, I had a few days vacation coming to me, none of which I could certainly plan on using to go anywhere, we couldn't afford to. But taking one here and there was a nice luxury in and of itself. As a surprise, or what I thought would be one anyway, I had taken the day off without telling anyone. I had stood in the kitchen sipping my morning coffee, making sure that the girls got off to school ok, which they did, while Penny remained upstairs in bed sleeping. I finished my coffee, and then smiled as I made my way upstairs to her bedroom, opening the door and grinning at finding her nude, comfortably lying on top of her bed. I quickly removed my clothing and climbed into bed next to her, after softly caressing her for a short time, she woke, pleasantly surprised to find me there.
"I took the day off," I said simply.
Penny purred, pulling me to her. "Then come fuck me," she asked.
"In a minute," I told her, "Let me wake you up a little first."
I loved; truly loved going down on a woman, and Penny had one of the sweetest tasting cunts that I had ever had the privilege to stick my tongue in. She knew immediately what I had in mind, spreading her legs for me as I slithered down on the bed, my head immediately between her legs as I began licking her sucking her clit and enjoying her taste. I'd been doing so for only a few minutes when I felt her suddenly tighten up, stiffening. Surprised to find she was so close to orgasm already as I normally knew that she was well ahead of time. And then I understood why.
"So...how longs this been going on? Though I guess I should know, I've suspected it for quite a while now."
Quicker than I could even think, I rolled out between Penny's legs sitting up in bed and trying desperately to cover myself with part of the sheet, though in hindsight that must have looked ridicules as Penny had been laying on top of most of it. And also in hindsight, I had to admire Penny's reaction. Initially, she had frozen up of course, my first hint that something was wrong, but upon seeing Bonnie as she stood there in the doorway, she knew the worst thing she could do was react negatively towards her, so she didn't. Once I had rolled away from between her legs, she merely rolled over onto her side facing her sister with no effort made whatsoever in trying to cover herself, not that it really mattered.
"You want the full unabridged addition? Or just the Readers Digest version?" she asked trying to keep it light.
Bonnie could have done several things. She could have stormed out of the room, which is what I fully expected her to do, which thankfully she didn't. Or she could have continued to stand there and wait to hear some sort of explanation, which is what I actually did hope for, but which she also didn't do either. What she did do surprised me. Bonnie walked over and sat down on the bed instead, even with me sitting there naked just inches away from her.
"So, except for this, where'd we go wrong?" Penny asked her.
Bonnie looked directly into my eyes as she spoke. "It was several weeks ago I guess, you know how it was back then. Everyone seemed to always be getting on one another's nerves. I could hardly wait to get out of the house at night it had gotten to be so bad, and then suddenly, almost overnight, the two of you were joking around again, teasing one another just like you used to do. At first, I was really happy to see it, I began to believe that things were working out, and that we were all going to be ok. I even started to feel better about myself, and didn't mind it when I ended up staying home at night instead of going out. But then..."
"Then?" I actually asked interrupting her.
At least she smiled at me. "Yeah...but then, you two would seem antsy whenever Gwen or I decided to stay home instead of going out, like you wanted to be alone, which obviously you did. I even said something to her about it."
"You mentioned your suspicions to Gwen?" Penny asked worriedly.
"Yes, I did, but not about being suspicious you two were doing anything, only that it seemed like the two of you were trying to keep something from us, something you've never done before."
"Oh," Penny said nodding her head, realizing she was right.
"See, you two have never done that before, you've ALWAYS told us what's going on, no matter how bad it was, so you see...we're both sitting here wondering what IS going on, and wondering why you're not telling us."
"Damn," I said adding my own thoughts to my younger sister's reasoning.
"So you see? I was suspicious, I just didn't know what to be suspicious about. But then a few days ago, I saw something else, that neither one of you realized I had seen, and that confused me even more, until I began putting two and two together."
"Ok, so where else did we fuck up then?" Penny asked, though I was surprised that the tension in the room had lessened considerably.
Bonnie continued. "Two, maybe three nights ago? After Gwen and I had both gone to bed?"
"Yeah?" I prompted.
"Well, you were sitting there in your boxer shorts, which you started doing a lot lately, which is something else you didn't used to do at night, but I really didn't give it a lot of thought after that either. So you're sitting there watching The Tonight Show, like always, and Penny's sitting in her chair reading a book,"
"Like always," Penny interjected beginning to see where this was going now, though I remained clueless.
"Exactly!" Bonnie managed to laugh. "Anyway, I'm lying there in bed and suddenly realize that Penny had told me she'd already finished that book, so I thought that was a little odd that she'd be reading it again already. "
Now Penny laughed realizing her mistake, though she remained silent.
"By now I feel like I have to pee, since I can't sleep, and since I have this little twitch inside my head telling me that things just don't seem right for some reason. Anyway, I decided to be quiet when I came out of my room, noticed the lights were obviously still on downstairs, and crept down the stairway until I could see down into the room. That's when I saw you."
"Saw what?" I asked trying to remember.
"That's when I saw you kiss Penny goodnight, as she was heading upstairs to bed, except it wasn't one of those 'good-night sis' kisses, it was one of those kisses that I didn't even get from my ex-boyfriend!"
"Ex?" I asked bewildered, but all Bonnie did was Glare at me. "Yeah Ex...I told you that a few weeks ago," she said. "About the time you started flying around with your head in the clouds!"
"Oh...sorry, but that made you even more suspicious then," I finished thinking that's what had really done it.
"Almost...but when I saw your hand come up and caress Penny's breast, and her hand go down between your legs and begin caressing you...then I knew!"
It all came flooding back at that moment, I remember how good Penny's breasts felt in my hands as I had stood there caressing and playing with them. How she in turn had begun playing with me, standing there stroking my cock, moments later, dropping down to her knees, taking me into her mouth.
"I stood there on the stairs watching you sucking him," Bonnie turned speaking directly towards her sister. "It was one of the most erotic things I have ever seen in my life! The next thing I knew, I realized I had slipped my hand down the hem of my panties and had begun fingering myself while you blew him, his hands on your head, now fucking your face as he got closer and closer...and as I did."
I now had this image of my other sister standing there on the stairs fingering her cunt while watching us, I found myself aroused, yet ashamed, repulsed all at the same time.
"Bonnie, I'm sorry...we never meant..."
"No, don't!" She interrupted looking at me now. "I'm not stupid, I know how hard it has been on you two, on all of us. Neither of you have had any kind of life outside this house, and as I said, even my own relationship suffered to some degree because of it. After I had seen you cum in Penny's mouth, I ran upstairs to my room, masturbated furiously while thinking about it, and then afterwards thinking about how I felt about it too."
"And how do you feel about it?" Penny finally asked.
"Well, to be honest with you both, at first I was hurt. Not because you two were fooling around with one another, but because you were keeping it a secret."
"Or trying to," I added.
"But the point is," Bonnie went on, "You'd never kept secrets from us before, so Gwen and I naturally began to suspect the worse, that there was more than you were telling us about. But then it was Gwen who actually wondered if maybe the two of you were 'doing it' as she said, though I laughed that off at first. But she was the one who actually wondered if you were and suggested it."
"She knows?" I asked worriedly.
"Well no, not really. Like I said she brought it up as more of a passing thought, I actually convinced her that that wasn't possible, boy did I feel stupid after catching the two of you! Because of that, I had made up my mind I was going to confront the two of you this evening, then when I left this morning, I realized I had forgotten a report that was due today and came back for it. Low and behold..."
"Well I guess it was bound to happen," I said standing up and beginning to pace the room, no longer concerned about my nudity, or even aware of it as I did so. "I guess that's that then," I said turning to face the two of them.
"That's what?" They both said in sudden unison looking at me as I stood there.
"No more!" I shot back bewildered starting to feel angry, though for the life of me I didn't know why. Angry at being found out? Or angry because my sex-life suddenly went back to the way it was before, meaning me dating my hand again.
"I'll be damned if I'm going back to having things the way it was before," Penny suddenly announced. "For the first time in month's I've actually started to feel good about myself again, not to mention no longer feeling irritable or as stressed as I was either!"



"Then what?" I asked sitting down on the edge of the bed, now more confused than ever.
"She's right," Bonnie said. "And you're missing my whole point because what I was coming to was this. Being that the two of you are twins, you've always had a very special closeness anyway, so the fact that you ended up getting involved intimately isn't that big of a surprise, especially after everything we've been through. But...I'm your sister every bit as much as Penny is. I may not be your twin, but I am still your sister. So if this is to continue, it would make me feel like there was some sort of favoritism going on between you two with regards to this household and everything involved with it because of your intimate involvements."
"Like I said," interrupting her once again, "that's the reason this has to end between us then."
Now Bonnie was becoming irritated. "Damn it Brad! That's not what I am suggesting at all!"
"Then what are you?"
Penny laughed standing up next to her sister.
"What's so funny?" I glared at her, not finding anything funny at all in any of this.
"She's right Brad," Penny said and then reached over beginning to unbutton my sister's blouse.
"Penny?"
"Bonnie's your sister every bit as much as I am, no more, no less. And I have absolutely no intention of going back to the way things were, not now at least. So until then," Penny continued now removing my sisters blouse so that she stood in just the skirt and bra she was wearing, a knowing smile on her face as she stared at me. "You'd better come to grips with treating the two of us equally, and fairly in everything that's going on around here."
"Exactly!" Bonnie said grinning from ear to ear. "That's exactly what I decided to tell you, if you're going to fuck my sister, then you're going to start fucking me too!" she said with finality.
"Holy shit!" I said staring at the two of them as Bonnie began helping her sister as she stood there removing her skirt, quickly followed by her bra and then her panties. She now stood in front of me naked, as they both now were. I continued to sit on the edge of the bed, though speechless now, just looking at the two of them while they stood looking, and waiting on me.
Although there were obvious similarities between us, as I sat there looking at the two of them, now standing naked side-by-side, I saw the major differences, something of course I would never have known nor realized up until now. Penny was a natural brunette who wore her hair long and in a ponytail most of the time, Bonnie on the other hand being what they called a dish-water blond, as was also evidenced by the small tuft of neatly trimmed pussy hair, and unlike her sister who kept hers completely shaved. Penny had a bit larger sized full breasts, her nipples likewise a bit larger and darker in comparison to her sisters. Bonnie's breasts though slightly smaller, had more of a perky pointed uplift to them, each one capped by a delicately pink colored areola, though her nipples were larger than her sisters and stood hard, firm and erect well away from her breast almost invitingly so. She had slightly fuller hips than her sister as well, and I watched half mesmerized as Penny gently caressed Bonnie's ass with her hand as they stood there still looking at me together.
"Well?"
"Well what?" I said again stupidly.
"Well, are you going to fuck me now or what?" Bonnie said, and then walked over and climbed onto the bed. She lay back, spreading her legs and positioning herself. "Though to be honest sis, what he was doing to you when I first walked in here sure looked good too. Pete wasn't very good at doing that, is Brad?" she asked looking at her sister completely ignoring me for the moment.
Once again Penny giggled. "Oh yeah sis, he is...very good in fact!" At that moment Penny slid into bed next to her sister and began toying with those hard little nipples of hers. "Well Brad? You going to get up here and take care of your sister? Or am I going to have to do it?"
"Penny! You promised! You said you'd never tell!"
Penny laughed, "Sis...I think that under the circumstances, all bets are off here. You were the one complaining about there being too many secrets between us, remember?"
I saw Bonnie's face flush furiously. "You two have...have..." I stammered, causing them both to blush a little as well as continue to giggle about it.
"We'll tell you about it later," Penny said, seeing Bonnie shaking her head in agreement.
"Yeah, later...much, much later," Bonnie finished as she began stroking herself right before my astonished eyes, though I found myself slithering across the bed towards her as she continued doing so, until my tongue speared her tender sensitized flesh, hearing the groan of pleasure as she sucked in her breath as my tongue began exploring, tasting and teasing my other sister's clit.
#
Bonnie had climaxed within minutes of my going down on her for the first time, but it did nothing more than fuel the flames of her newfound desire. "Now we fuck!" she'd announced boldly, pushing me onto my back, sliding her wet slippery cunt down over my cock before I'd even realized that she had.
"And now...you also get to finish what you were doing to me when we were so rudely interrupted!" Penny said teasingly. In the next instant, she was sitting on my face, rubbing herself against me. Almost automatically, my tongue began flicking at that hard little nubbin of hers, my cock gloriously being bounced on simultaneously. Though I couldn't see much, I could sense my sister's touching, caressing and even kissing one another as they faced one another while sitting upon me. I reached up with my hands, finding one of Bonnie's tits as well as one of Penny's, adding to my own thrill and desire as I now fondled and caressed the two of them as they in turn fondled and caressed one another all the while fucking my face and cock into oblivion.
So heated, and so in tune to one another's needs, we seemed to climax simultaneously together. I felt the liquid release of Penny's pussy begin, the sweet tasting trickle of her pleasures as they began to slide into my mouth, her soft moans of ecstasy triggering my own, the sudden onrush of cream spewing from the tip of my cock into my sister's cunt, then hearing her own deep-throated groan of joy in feeling my cock throb suddenly deep inside her, the feel of her cunt suddenly tightening, clenching, and then drenching my prick in her own cascading release of pleasure.
#
As erotic and as stimulating as it had been between us, there was a moment of awkwardness as we dressed, the unspoken worry and concern we still faced.
"What about Gwen?" I asked finally.
"What about Gwen?" Penny said. "No more secrets remember? We have to tell her...everything."
"Including this?" I said speaking the obvious.
"Yes! Including this!" Bonnie adamantly demanded.
I hesitated while thinking about it. "I don't know," I said worriedly. "You caught us actually doing it," I said looking at Bonnie, "and as strange as that may be, that also gave you some time to think about it and decide how you wanted to deal with it, how you felt about it before approaching us. As far as Gwen is concerned, we're going to be springing this on her, it might be quite a shock."
"Maybe...maybe not," Penny interjected. "I don't think you're giving Gwen enough credit though," she added. "And you're certainly not treating her like an adult, which she is. She needs to decide for herself how she feels about it, one way or the other. But this isn't something any of us can continue to hide from her either!"
"Maybe we can sort of stage it so that she accidentally finds us fooling around the way Bonnie did," I suggested half-jokingly. "At least that way she can come to a decision the same way Bonnie did."
"No," Bonnie said disagreeing with me. "She needs to know, but not like that. And besides, all three of us are involved now too, and she needs to hear about all of it all at once, and not walking in on a mini-orgy when finding out."
I could see that in my mind, Gwen seeing us, freaking out and then doing God knows what afterwards. "Ok, so what do we do, and how?" I asked.
"I have an idea," Penny said, always the thinker when it came to working through a problem and finding a possible solution. "Let's have a comfy night tonight!" she said.
"Comfy night?" I asked curiously, "what's that?"
"That's a great idea!" Bonnie quipped enthusiastically, "It's been a long time since we've had one!"
"Comfy night?" I asked once again. "Someone want to tell me what is it that you're talking about?"
"If you'll hold still for a minute, I will!" Penny said impatiently. "On those rare evenings when mom and dad went out, and when you were out doing God knows what with your friends, we'd decide to get together and have what we called a comfy night. We'd usually order in pizza, slip into something really comfortable, which was usually our favorite nighties, or in my case, a simple tank-top and panties of course."
"Of course," I said knowingly.
"Then we'd usually watch a movie together or something, and end up having one of our 'girl talks' while we were at it."
"This might be a good time to tell Brad about what we hinted at earlier," Bonnie giggled, once again her face beginning to flush.
Suddenly I was even more interested. "Yeah, maybe it would be!"
"Well, this particular night we'd watched a pretty risqué movie together, and one of the scenes had suggested, without showing much explicit detail two women orally pleasuring one another. Anyway, Bonnie then asked me if anyone had ever done that to me, and I told her that yes, I had experienced it, with another woman when I was just out of high school and still a virgin myself back then."
I sat there listening, surprised that my cock was already beginning to show renewed interest.
"And then what?"
"Well that's when I told Bonnie and Gwen about dad's secret dirty movies, and that I had also seen one of those and had watched a woman being gone down on by another woman, and how that had made me curious about it too, which is how when the opportunity presented itself, that I decided I wanted to experience that for myself...so I did."
"Gwen was there too?" I said incredulously.
"Only for the chat and discussion," Bonnie stated. "I could tell she was aroused and curious about it."
"Fidgety," Penny said remembering, and laughed.
"Oh yeah, fidgety," Bonnie giggled. "She soon after excused herself claiming she was tired, but the truth was, she was damn horny and immediately headed up to bed to masturbate, something she was always doing, though she tried to conceal it from us, even though we both knew she always was. Sharing the same room together, I'd often pretend to be sound asleep, and then sure enough a few minutes later, I could hear her playing with herself. Anyway, so when she left to go upstairs to do her thing, Penny and I continued talking about it, and about the movie she'd seen."
"And that's when Bonnie told me she really wished she could experience that too, but that she didn't know, or would she ever dare approach any of her girlfriends about it, and certainly not her boyfriend who at the time, she'd not even allowed to touch her breasts yet let alone try doing anything like that!"
"And that's when Penny said she would, if I was ok with it, and to which I said I was, provided she never said anything to anyone about it, including Gwen, but especially you of course. I was worried about that to some extent, because even back then, you and Penny never kept any secrets from one another."
"Except for this one obviously," I said looking over towards Penny.
"You didn't need to know about this one," she informed me. "No sense giving you any additional jerk-off material to masturbate too, you're constantly barging into my bedroom when I was dressing or getting undressed must have given you plenty back then," she added with a knowing smile. "Oh don't look so shocked Brad, those silly reasons and excuses for coming into my room unannounced didn't go without notice. I knew exactly what it was you were trying to do...to see. And so once in a while I actually waited for you to do so, and made sure you'd have something to see when you did!" She laughed seeing my face.
"Looks like you got me on that one," I finally admitted confessing to her, but then quickly changed the subject and got them back on track as to what we were originally discussing. "So that was the night you and Bonnie..." I stopped trying to find the right words.
"Ate each other out? Yes!" Penny laughed looking at me, and then down at my now very aroused, very hard cock. "We tossed some of the pillows from off the couch onto the floor, and then lay there for the longest time just licking one another's cunts. We were having a damn good time too, until we heard the sound of your car pulling into the drive. We hurriedly straightened up, and then went to bed, me joining Bonnie and Gwen back in their room, because by now we were both still incredibly horny, and even if Gwen hadn't finished masturbating herself yet, we'd already decided we were going to surprise her with our coming in, and doing ourselves right there in front of her."
"And you did?"
"Boy...did we ever!" Bonnie laughed remembering.
"Fuck!" I said getting even more aroused, once again touching my cock, not even realizing I was as I sat there listening to their erotic, naughty little story. "So then what?"
"Poor Gwen doesn't even know we're there until it's too late. She's laying there in bed, knees bent, legs spread, shoving this cucumber that she stole from the fridge into herself."
"No shit!" I said envisioning all this.
"No shit, surprised us too!" Penny admitted, "But it was also hot...walking in, seeing Gwen with this green piece of fruit shoved up her pussy."
"And then what happened?" I pressed anxiously.
"Penny and I both walked over to the bed, poor Gwen realizes we're there now of course and is freaked out a little, trying to pull the covers up, but by then it's too late of course. Anyway, Penny slips into bed on one side of her, and I on the other. She's sort of wild-eyed and embarrassed, until Penny takes the cucumber she was using, and slips it into herself for a moment, then takes it out and hands it to me, which is when I did. Then I gave it back to Gwen. She's smiling now, relieved, and inserts it back into herself. We spent the next hour or so watching one another fucking ourselves with the cucumber, as well as one another until we'd all climaxed a number of times."
"After that...we had a 'comfy' night whenever we could get away with it," Penny told me.
"So you did this again?"
"Several times little brother," which is what Penny often referred to me as when she chose to tease me, being older by just eight minutes, "several times!"
"Damn!" I said seeing it clearly etched within my mind. "And to think, I never knew!" I added with surprise.
"You were always too busy trying to see my tits rather than thinking you might catch the three of us doing a hell of a lot more!" Penny grinned.
"Comfy night huh?" I said ignoring her comment.
"Yeah, comfy night. Only this time, you're invited."
#
"So how's this going to work exactly? Obviously Gwen might not react well if you tell her you're having a comfy night and I'm going to be there...just like that."
"No, but I will tell her that we're going to "sort of" have a family night together, which will include making ourselves comfy for it, and that we're going to have a chat about things, about the family and such. At least she'll be better prepared when she hears what we have to say."
"God sis, what if she freaks out or something?"
"Don't worry about it Brad. Let Bonnie and I do ALL the talking. You just need to be there, but don't say anything unless Gwen decides to personally ask you something. Let us explain the situation to her. After what the three of us have shared together in the past, I don't think it's going to be nearly as awkward for her to hear as you think it is."
"Still..." I said worriedly.
"Well, even if she needs to go off and think about it after we have, we let her. You know how Gwen is. You can't corner her into making a snap decision. Sometimes she needs to spend time by herself thinking about it from every angle before she commits to something one way or the other. We just need to give her that time, no matter what happens after we've told her. But that's also why it's important that Bonnie and I do all the talking, and you remain silent unless she addresses you directly."
"So...we do this tonight then huh?"
"Yes, I think the sooner the better," Bonnie agreed. "Now, if you'd give me a quick lift to the university so I can turn in my report, I'll call her and let her know not to plan anything this evening and to make sure she's gonna be home for a 'family comfy night'."
"Ah...maybe we should take care of that first," Penny pointed out, nodding her head over towards my very erect, very stiff prick.
"Good idea," Bonnie grinned once again pushing me back onto the bed as she and Penny began licking me up one side and down the other.
#
As it turned out, Gwen didn't have any plans for the evening, and was pleasantly surprised when Penny told her that we'd be having a comfy night, until she added the fact that I would be there, and that we had some family issues to discuss.
"Oh, I thought you meant comfy night like we used to have," Gwen said disappointedly. "I've really missed that," she added honestly.
"Well, you never know," Penny told her over the phone. "We'll just have to wait and see," she said, and then hung up before Gwen could ask anything else.
Penny had fixed a light but delicious dinner for everyone, though telling all of us that since it was a family comfy night, we'd be eating it in the living room, on the floor as they used to do, and that we'd also all be wearing something nice and comfortable to sit in while we talked. Gwen had questioned that briefly, until she was informed that I'd agreed to dress comfy too, and was forewarned that that meant I'd be wearing nothing more than a pair of tight-whiteys as she'd put it to her, and that Penny would as usual be wearing nothing more than her tank-top and panties, just like always even with me there. Likewise, Bonnie came downstairs wearing her favorite P.J.'s, which these days consisted of a pair of panties and a cut-off football jersey that barely covered the bottom slopes of her breasts.
"You're wearing that?" Gwen asked upon seeing her.
"Sure, why not? " Bonnie said easily. "Like Penny said, this really is a comfy night, even if Brad's going to be there, and he's only wearing briefs, so lighten up!"
Penny already had dinner waiting for everyone in the middle of the living room floor when Gwen finally came downstairs to join us. She was dressed far more demurely however, wearing a simple pair of flannel pajamas that though obviously comfortable to wear, were certainly not provocative at all in nature.
"Chicken!" Bonnie whispered over to her as she sat down, looking towards me, surprised perhaps to discover that I was indeed only sitting there in a pair of tighty-whiteys as Penny called them. I remained silent, almost awkwardly so through most of dinner, the tension thick enough that you could almost cut it with a knife. Nearly everyone sat eating in silence, with the few words being spoken as more polite mundane conversation more than anything else. By the time we were all finished, Gwen was acting about as nervously as I'd ever seen her.
"Ok, now that we've gotten through dinner, is someone going to tell me what's really going on?" she asked observantly.
"See? I told you," Bonnie said. "She's not stupid!"



"Never said she was," Penny was quick to point out seeing the look of consternation on Gwen's face, and then on mine as she peered over towards me.
"What's wrong?" she asked worriedly.
"Nothing's wrong Gwen," Penny began seriously. "It's just that we need to come clean with you about something, and be upfront and honest about it. So what I'm going to ask of you is to at least listen to what needs to be said. Then afterwards, you can ask any of us whatever you'd like, or you can go off and think about it first, whatever you prefer."
"Ah oh..." she said, "Sounds serious, but...ok, tell me. What is it? What's been going on around here lately that I don't know about...yet!" She added now glaring towards where Bonnie was sitting. "Obviously...you do!"
To my surprise, Penny started out with the very beginning, telling the story fully from when she and I had gone up into the attic to watch dad's old 8mm movies. I sat in silence listening, watching for reaction from my sister, surprised to get more of one out of Bonnie as Penny told the full story, not leaving out a single solitary detail as she did. Gwen sat in silence herself however, absorbing everything Penny said, sometimes shutting her eyes as though seeing it, thinking about it, and obviously wrestling emotionally with a great deal of it, which didn't surprise me. Only her reaction did, as there really wasn't one. I had fully expected to see he suddenly bolt up off the floor from where she was sitting and race up to her room, but she never did.
Bonnie soon after added her own little experience at coming home and catching us, then everything that had happened after that, once again between the two of them not leaving out a single detail, much of which was pretty explicit, and as far as I was concerned, not entirely necessary. But again, Gwen absorbed, listened and made no immediate comments except to ask a simple question here or there by way of clarification. For myself, I kept waiting for her to explode.
When the entire thing had finally been said and laid out, Gwen finally stood and indicated she needed a few minutes by herself to think about what we'd told her. She quickly turned and headed upstairs to her room without saying another word.
"Well, that certainly went well." I said sarcastically. "She's probably up stairs packing her bags right now thinking we're all a bunch of perverts or something."
"Oh hush Brad," Penny told me. "She's not thinking that at all, she just needs some time to digest it is all, you know how she is!"
That still didn't help to convince me however. "Maybe I should go up and talk to her myself, alone." I suggested.
"Don't you dare," Bonnie warned me. "That's the worst thing you could do right now. We threw a lot at her tonight," Bonnie reminded me unnecessarily. "And if she's going to be angry or upset with anyone...it's going to be me, not you or Penny. You forget, I'm the one who convinced her that the two of you weren't doing anything, when she was the one who was actually suspicious of it in the first place!"
We sat arguing and talking about it amongst ourselves for quite some time, blaming ourselves and sometimes one another, worried about Gwen, as well as our own future as a family.
"Regardless of what she decides about it," Penny began, "she's still our sister, and we're hers, and you're still her brother too Brad! Maybe she won't agree, or even accept what we've decided to accept amongst ourselves, but at least she knows now, and can make her own decision regarding it. Whichever one it is, we'll find away to work around and through it." Penny assured the two of us, though I remained highly skeptical, and still thinking that it might be best to try and forget everything we'd done at this point, and somehow find a way to go back living the way we had been, make it work somehow, and try and forget everything we'd now done.
We were still sitting there discussing it, heatedly at this point when Gwen stood at the top of the stairs looking down at the three of us and spoke in a fairly loud voice.
"So...let's see those dirty movies," she said simply. "Where's the projector?"
What we all noticed immediately as Gwen stood at the top of the stairs looking down at us was that she no longer wore the flannel pajamas that she had been wearing. Now she was dressed in what she considered to be her favorite "comfy" attire, which consisted of one of her favorite red-sheer teddy's that did little if anything to conceal her young, though full and well-rounded breasts, that were perhaps even a bit larger and a bit fuller than Penny's were.
Penny was smiling up at her sister as she stood, meeting her at the bottom of the stairs as did Bonnie, each of them giving her a reassuring hug as they did so.
"Well? Do I get a hug from my brother too?" she asked almost coyishly.
I quickly walked over giving her one, feeling the press of her near-naked breasts against me as she did so.
"So, let's see some of those movies," she suggested once again.
We quickly brought down the projector from the attic along with several canisters, some of which even I hadn't had time to go through yet. Penny set up the screen, which we hadn't bothered with the last time as I threaded in the first movie, and as Bonnie and Gwen went about fixing up everyone with something to drink and hopefully still settle a few honest nerves. I know I was grateful for it, downing the first margarita they'd handed me in one gulp.
"They're pretty explicit," I warned just before turning the first one on.
"Well duh...I certainly hope so!" Gwen said excitedly taking a seat. "I've never even seen a real porn movie before, though I've always wanted to. Not just with anyone I happen to know at the moment," she added with a grin.
As I had done with Penny the first time we'd watched any together, I now found myself doing again with the three of them. Keeping one eye on the movie, and the other on them, taking more interest in their reactions than I was on whatever might be taking place on screen. All three seemed rather absorbed in what was going on, especially Gwen whose eyes had grown wide as two women had sandwiched some guys cock between them, he laying on the floor, and each of them positioning themselves against one another on top of him where they attempted to mash their cunts together with his dick sticking up and in-between.
"That's certainly interesting," she exclaimed after a few moments, and then even more so when he stood jacking himself off above the two women as they finally merged their cunts together, humping one another passionately as he soon after came, showering them both with a massive ejaculation that sprayed obscenely down on the two of them. It had been a short movie, which I'd purposely chosen in the event that Gwen didn't find it all that interesting to begin with, but she as well as my other two sisters obviously did.
"Find a longer one," Gwen told me. "One that has a little of everything," she added almost demurely.
I selected one that I thought would do just that, poured myself another drink, then reached over and turned on the projector as Penny turned off the lights.
I had sat in one of two single chairs, Penny taking the other while Bonnie and Gwen shared the couch together. In doing so, I was able to at least partially hide my obvious arousal, the fact that my cock was pressing stiffly against the front of my shorts at least didn't feel so uncomfortable that I couldn't sit there like that. But I didn't dare, and wasn't about to openly touch myself either, even though I was by now highly aroused, curious, and somewhat anxious about the evening, even though everything seemed to be perfectly ok. Not too surprisingly however, I glanced over to where Penny was sitting across from me and found her once again sitting on one leg as she most often did, but lifting her other leg bent at the knee foot flat on the cushion of the chair. Once again her hand found its way down to her pussy where she pulled her panties off to one side and sat fingering herself. She glanced up occasionally to look at me, smile, and continue on with her pleasured finger fucking knowing full well that I could see what she was doing.
Glancing back over at the couch was a bit more obvious in my doing, but curiosity was killing me, so I tried to look back without making a production out of it. Once I had however, I found myself eyes glued on my sisters, no longer caring about the movie any more regardless of what was taking place at the moment, which was pretty steamy all by itself with two couples busily pleasuring one another simultaneously.
Gwen and Bonnie sat finger-fucking one another, openly and without any reservation whatsoever! Each sat side by side with their hands down between one another's outstretched legs which they'd over lapped upon one another allowing easier access. Even glancing over towards me and smiling, acknowledging as they did so that I was very much aware of what was going on, only seemed to heighten their desires and passions, soon openly moaning and groaning together as they fingered one another's cunts. Even Penny was soon alerted to their passions, standing up to move behind the couch where they were sitting to reach over, cupping a breast from each of her sisters, fondling and caressing them as they played.
After a few more minutes, the movie ended, the sound of the film flapping about on the reel alerting me to the fact that it had. I stood up quickly without thought, shutting off the projector, thus throwing the room into darkness for a moment, as Penny no longer sat near the table lamp. It took only a moment or so for my eyes to adjust to the sudden darkness however, and upon doing so, to realize that Gwen now stood near me, reaching out for and taking my hand. Wordlessly, she led me over to the couch, turning me, and then having me sit down. I felt her hands grab the waistband of my shorts just before I did as she yanked them down around my ankles. Sitting, Gwen without a word, without any preamble whatsoever simply crawled up and into my lap. I felt her hand seeking me out at this point, wrapping itself around my highly aroused swollen member, using it against herself momentarily, rubbing the head of my prick up and down that wet juicy slit of hers before placing it carefully at the opening, and then easing herself down onto it.
"Oh fuck!" she moaned pleasurably. "Oh...fuck!"
As I quickly discovered, Penny and Bonnie had taken up positions on either side of us, kneeling rather than sitting. As Gwen slowly fucked me, I reached out fondling one of Bonnie's tits as well as one of Penny's as she did so. I felt hands and fingers caressing, exploring us both playfully, oft times the additional sensation of a groping hand finding my cock, helping it as it went in and out of my sister's juicy cunt, other times frigging her clit, or even she theirs as they knelt beside us, welcoming her exploratory searching, reveling in theirs as we all touched, fondled and caressed one another simultaneously.
Leaning over, I delighted myself in sucking first one, then another, switching breasts from girl to girl as often as I liked, enjoying the differences and similarities of nipple, shape and softness. Gwen's pussy becoming more and more liquid with each thrust, each groan or moan of delight becoming more urgent, more needful as her upward, and then downward thrusts began telling me.
"Fuck me! Fuck me! FUCK ME!" Gwen screamed, and began to shudder in the throes of sweet pure ecstasy as she came.
Collapsing against me, I felt my cock slip out of her cunt, though it was more like being pulled out as I realized, Bonnie had gotten down on her knees behind us on the floor, now taking my cock in her mouth sucking it. But to my total and complete surprise, Penny had slithered down onto my lap, somehow worming her way between us as Bonnie bent my cock out of the way, almost painfully so, but I ignored whatever discomfort I initially felt as she began licking at her younger sister's still quivering snatch. Lifting herself up slightly, Gwen now draped herself over my chest, her head hanging back over my shoulder giving Penny easier access to her pussy which she'd now begun sucking , licking and tonguing just as Bonnie continued on doing to me.
I was amazed how quickly she came again, hugging my neck, pressing herself against me, the feel of her magnificent breasts mashing against my face now, which I quickly began to suckle even as she entered into her climax, Penny's lips and mouth capturing my sister's sweet clit, milking from it yet another explosive, joyful orgasm.
Feeling this, sensing this, my own orgasmic splurge began, too far gone to say or do anything, I simply let it, succumbing to the sweetness of my own pleasure, feeling Bonnie's mouth so securely wrapped about my prick as she continued sucking, feeling the release, the momentary surprise of it, then her mouth even more furiously working at my prick-tip, drinking, swallowing each successive jettison of my spunk into her mouth.
Finally Gwen collapsed off to one side, for the moment temporarily satiated, as was I. Each of us fighting to regain our collective breaths as suddenly the side table lamp came on once again throwing a soft dim light into the room.
"Give me some," Penny grinned walking over to where Bonnie still knelt, half smiling as she did so, a small trickle of cream emerging from the corner of her mouth.
"Don't make me laugh," she said lifting her face up, gurgling as she did so, the frothy juice now so readily apparent as Penny slid onto the floor beneath her.
Bonnie now leaned over, kissing her sister fully on the mouth, simultaneously spitting the cum-juice I'd only recently deposited there into her sister's waiting mouth, which she now sucked furiously in receiving, licking her sister's lips afterwards in search of any and all remaining residue.
Having collected herself, Gwen slipped off the couch, now standing over and above her sisters. "Leave any for me?" she asked.
"A little," Penny managed to say without drooling any of the remaining nectar that she held inside her mouth. Kneeling now, I watched my sister's kiss, watched as they swapped one little of my spending remained, then again shared with Bonnie who had joined them.
I continued to sit, wild-eyed and near hypnotized. Penny soon wiggled up between Bonnie's legs and began to lick her, likewise she doing the same now to Gwen, with Gwen completing the circle now licking Penny. I could only sit and watch the highly erotic, extremely sensual sculpture that formed, my three sister's all interlocked together, doing something they had obviously once done before. And like it had been practiced and repeated over and over again to perfection, they came simultaneously licking and sucking one another as moans, groans and hard felt cries of pleasure erupted within seconds of one another.
"See?" Penny said smiling up towards me long moments later. "If you'd just been a little more devious and curious, you might have actually caught the three of us doing this a long time ago!"
I could only laugh at that in agreement. "True," I told her. "But seeing each of your tits was enough at the time."
"Each?" Bonnie questioned me curiously. "Whenever did you see my tits? I knew you'd caught Penny a few times, and Gwen once or twice, but I thought I was always so careful about you ever catching me!"
"You only thought you were," I now admittedly freely, confessing it all. "I used to sit inside your closet when you came in to undress, watched you a number of times, even more than Penny or Gwen for that matter. You're the only one who had slats in the doors, which allowed me to sit there in silence and secretly watch you!"
Penny and Gwen burst out laughing with the admission of that. "And what else did you see and do?" They now asked.
#
It was just like old times now once again. Sitting there sharing with one another our little secrets, sharing our thoughts and feelings with one another as well as discussing our worries and concerns about a still very uncertain future. But there was a sense of closeness that we hadn't felt or shared in a very long time either, a belonging to one another that surpassed anything we had ever known or felt towards one another.
"Brad, your turn to get drinks," Penny told me after a while.
When I returned, I found all three of my sisters kneeling on the couch, their cute asses wiggling at me suggestively as they knelt there.
"Think you can handle all three?" Penny turned smiling looking back.
I sat our drinks down on the coffee table for later, my cock suddenly lurching to full size within moments.
I quickly stepped behind Penny, slipping my prick deeply inside her waiting cunt, we fucked for long precious moments before I moved over to where Bonnie waited, spending equal time inside her before moving on to Gwen, then back again, over and over, fucking each with more vigor, more intensity with each pass. Even when I came, I thrust, feeling the surge of my cream shooting deep into one, pulling out, thrusting again into the other, and so on until again spent, exhausted beyond my wildest dreams.
We soon after collapsed onto the floor where we spent the night curled up, sleeping in one another's arms. In the morning, each a little stiff and sore, but relaxed beyond measure, waking to smiles of assuredness and calm, Penny spoke.
"First expenditure when we can afford it," she announced, "Is a bigger bed, a MUCH bigger bed!"
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I had just finished going through a really nasty divorce, now single again I intended to remain so for a considerable amount of time. It didn't alleviate the frustration and desire of course, which had grown even more intense of late, no longer (knowing) you had access, even when most of the time you really didn't.
I had always enjoyed masturbating of course, going back as far as I could remember, finding pleasure in doing so, often even during the years when women were suddenly plentiful, or when the aspect of marriage supposedly guaranteed some form of release. Even then, especially then, pleasuring myself became paramount to maintaining my sanity.
But still I was alone now. Even having the freedom of browsing through hundreds of erotic photos if I felt like it, didn't bring about the excitement and level of desire I so needed, wanted, and lacked.
So out of touch with the "dating" scene as it were, the awkwardness of first meets, the knowledge of wanting, yet playing the gentlemen, waiting games wondering if and when something would or wouldn't happen.
I was miserable.
#
Quite by accident I stumbled across a blog where the subject was about masturbation. I read with renewed interest and excitement as many there posted comments about similar feelings and expressions so similar to my own.
I certainly wasn't alone in my thinking, but I was still lonely. And I now knew as well that I wasn't ready for another relationship, dating for the moment not an option, but neither was celibacy either.
I read on, vicariously envisioning the comments, fantasies shared, thoughts, feelings and emotions being expressed by so many. And then I read, "Cum Party Hostess invites you..."
"Damn!" I thought, "I wonder what something like that would be like?"
It was for real, or at least so it seemed. An honest to god invitation to come to a specific place at a specific date and time, and simply share in the eroticism of masturbation amongst many others, all doing, all sharing in the same simple aspect of shared, or self pleasuring. I was nervous, though tremendously excited as I soon after added my name to the prospective list, receiving soon after a replied to email, telling me where to go and when along with the time, a simple quick list of rules also given to be strongly adhered to. Masturbation only, period, nothing else, though mutual touching was ok, provided it was consensual, toys as well were certainly welcome, but the main theme remained, this was purely and simply all about masturbation, and nothing else.
It was also safe. In a world where things had so rapidly changed, where you no longer could trust someone's word, history or background, it was a safe way to play, please and experience pleasure without the additional worry and fear to take away the joy and excitement so temporarily felt.
Three days to the weekend, seemed like an eternity, each one dragging by irritatingly so, yet excitedly so as well, like waiting on Christmas to come when I was young, that same thrill and anticipation, until finally and at last the day arrived.
There was additional excitement in the realization, I would know no one, nor in most cases would anyone else. I knew before hand of course, there was one or two couples who would come together, but even they must have felt as I did, that we'd all be there amongst strangers, willing to be vulnerable in front of one another in an intimate setting, where we performed, shared, and showed one another the secrets of our hidden away pleasuring whenever alone.
I had nervously arrived early, well ahead of the appointed time, figuring in doing so to get a feel, making sure this was still legit and not some twisted bust where cops would sit secretly laughing in their cars waiting for unsuspecting, very horny normal, average every day people to walk into a nightmare.
These were my thoughts as I sat outside in my car, looking at my watch, keeping an eye on the door of the address I'd been given. It was a nice hotel, not anything seedy or suspicious, had it of been, I'd have driven off chalking it up as a foolish hope. But it wasn't. I had stayed in similar, so knew the décor and amenities.
I watched as the first one arrived, not knowing he was really second, then moments later a couple showing up together. Satisfied, I climbed from my car, soon joining the two of them at the door as it opened.
"Welcome!" She said, "Come in!"
Almost immediately I did feel welcome, welcome amongst strangers, peoples whose faces I'd never seen before, names I would almost as quickly forget.
She was neither porn star nor beauty queen, homely nor a whore. Attractive yes, with a friendly smile that reminded me of friends and coworkers, people I knew, liked and enjoyed being around. But never in this way, never with the thought that I would soon be participating in an erotic shared experience, that so many of my friends and family would look upon with shock and disgust.
We'd been met with her wearing nothing more than a simple robe, though it had told me in an instant that she was no doubt naked beneath it. Her partner too, whom the three of us were soon introduced to wore the same, fixing us all drinks as we chatted someone nervously at first, then quickly relaxing as strangers no longer seemed so.
I had also known going in as we all knew that couples were most welcome and wanted, but so were so many single males also very welcome as I counted myself amongst them. Even here, I knew that we would indeed outnumber the women present by three, almost four to one, but whatever inhibitions or fears I might have had about being naked in front of so many other men, all doing what I soon would be, seemed suddenly minor with the few women who would in fact be there. Within a short period of time, many more arrived, including the last of the three women expected, others uncertain as it was observed.
"Well," she spoke again, though I knew her as many of us did simply as "Cum Hostess", though I also remembered her giving me a name, already impolitely forgotten perhaps. "Let's have some fun shall we?" she began. "You're all aware of the basic simple rules here, if you're a couple then those rules don't apply to yourself of course, and you're welcome to do whatever you'd like to while everyone else watches. But if you're consensually in agreement to include someone else outside of that, then it must remain plain and simply, touching only, no oral, no intercourse whatsoever with anyone else while you are here. And finally last but not least, no means no. If someone wants to touch you, or be touched by you, each of us must ask and be granted permission. Nothing is to be taken for granted, and again, no means no."
She quickly got things started by removing her robe as did her husband/partner, though I never knew for sure which he might have been. But they now stood vulnerably nude as two additional women and ten men began taking off their clothing.
I had certainly been around a number of naked men/boys before in school or at the gym when showering, but never anything like this, not when you knew going in, and especially now as cocks came into view, some flaccid, some in between, and one or two already firmly erect. I was again in the middle of somewhere between all that myself.
With everyone now naked, and not much to hide or be fearful of, everyone relaxed almost immediately, now joking, even more friendly than before, amazing how being nude can do that, stripping away the falsehoods of what so many of us hide behind when we are clothed. Though even then, initial contact was tentative as consents were asked for here and there, all given. Not unexpectedly of course, all three women the center of attraction, each centered upon the bed, surrounded in a sea of male flesh many of which now stood, cocks in hand slow-stroking themselves, some to erection, some already there, now pleasuring.
And it helped me too of course, to see hands welcomed, touches begin, explorations, laughter and giggles further diminish whatever anxiety or fear might have remained. Carol, though I still thought of her first as "Hostess" welcomed the touch of hands upon her breasts, nipples tickled in delight, soft petting caresses, even a hand or finger gently probing as she sat herself, a differently sized cock held within each hand, happily exploring, stroking and enjoying the feel of each until new one's appeared waiting their turns.
To my surprise there were still indeed a few who seemed perfectly content to stand there playing with themselves, watching yes, but neither asking to touch, nor in wanting to be. Even in this I found fascination and excitement, men who so openly enjoyed jerking themselves off, finding excitement in doing so, watching or in being watched, most likely both. Intimate personal touches or motions of hand that they and they alone were all too familiar with, though sharing such as others noted, took note, smiling and enjoying the variety of pleasures being shared in whatever form that they came.
And interesting to me, though I hadn't really thought about it, only two men had actually reached out giving their consent of course, standing there fondling one another for several moments, finding perhaps some curious desires fulfilled, or fantasies expressed. No one freaked or came unglued, everything accepted whether approved of or not.
Standing close enough to see and enjoy everyone else, having already long ago given my own approval to being touched, and touching if allowed, I enjoyed the sensation of another's hand upon my prick, the newness of it as unfamiliar hands toyed and played, coaxed and teased, my own doing the same, enjoying the feel of a soft breast once again, a hard tipped nipple being playfully tweaked, the silken fluid soon after explored by the probe of a finger, the hardness of a tiny clit so openly exposed, one of the women now brazenly inviting it, legs widely spread pointing towards her head, her pussy so accessible to touch, which many now did, self included, delighting themselves in a momentary lingering, a minute or two of curious finger-fucking, while she in turn held cocks and teased them, rubbed them against her breast, or slapped them playfully against the hardness of her clit that more than welcomed the gentle sting of pleasure.
#
It was for me at least, and I would well imagine everyone else there as well, an erotic experience that transcended so simple an act. So private a one. Intimate in its own way, and thus intimately shared as well. The ultimate test of this coming, no pun intended, when orgasms began, when souls became bare as pleasures were expressed, given and openly displayed. The pure simple delights of cocks spurting, enjoyments being given by this hand or that one, or as mentioned before, by its owner. There was eroticism even in that, which transcended anything I had known before. Watching a cock squirting, the pleasure of seeing it, feeling it as it did, the playfulness of acceptance and excitement as prick's spurted one after the other, many on the women of course who welcomed them encouraged, or very often helped them along in doing.
I too found even more satisfaction in that that I had thought possible long before, and even perhaps during, looking down at my own prick so joyously being worked until the sensation of pleasure, ecstasy and excitement near overwhelmed me, seeing my own juices soon after added to those who had gone before me.
And afterwards, when all was said and done, when everyone had stayed their fill, some more than others, when the evening finally came to an end, we all left with smiles of joy and pleasure remaining on our faces, strangers perhaps still as we dressed acknowledging only then shared moments, but happy for having done so.
If ever invited to attend one, go...find out for yourself what I mean. I promise you it will be worth the experience.
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Rick Smith was feeling pretty good as he stood contentedly in the hot shower. He was still smiling after remembering his meeting yesterday with Larry his boss. Rick had done well over the past two years, and his company had recognized it, finally giving him a shot at landing a very important account.
"You've got Cart Blanch on this one Rick," Larry had told him. "Whatever it takes, no matter what it takes, you bring this one home for us. It can make the difference of a good year or a great year!" He'd told him. "And until this one's been put to bed, it's the ONLY assignment I've giving you to work on, it's that important!"
Rick knew it wouldn't be easy, there were three other competitors all vying for this account, but Rick's firm had been selected for the first real go through, so a lot was at stake and he knew it. It would also be the first time that he'd be working with an independent consulting firm to help him look at the overall picture, ensuring that he didn't leave anything out in his final proposal.
Rick stepped out of the shower and checked his watch. He had plenty of time yet. He was to meet over breakfast with the consultant he'd spoken with over the phone. Today's meeting was just to go over the proposed game plan, and then lay out the schedule of the various locations they'd need to travel to and perform some basic site surveys at each location prior to submitting their final proposal.
The other reason he was smiling was that the consultant he'd be meeting with was a woman, and she had sounded sexy as hell when he'd spoken to her on the phone. The only problem with that being, Rick had met with women whose voices sounded sexy, if not downright sultry; only to discover that the image he created of them in his mind fell far short of reality when he actually did meet them. So it was that he was half expecting it to be the same thing this time, though when they'd spoken, there was a flirtatious edge to her tone of voice that he looked forward to hearing again in person, no matter how she looked.
It was his intention to arrive early ahead of her, thus establishing his sincerity and eagerness in working this account, showing her that he was also punctual and professional in doing so.
"Table for one?" he was asked upon arriving.
"No, I'm meeting someone here," he explained to the hostess who had greeted him. "Diane Davenport?"
"Ah yes, she's already here," the hostess informed him. "Follow me please."
Rick smiled to himself upon hearing that, she was thirty-minutes early for their meeting, which told him she was serious about this joint assignment as well.
The hostess led him outside to the patio area that though open, was secluded with each of the tables secreted away in their own private little garden booths that had been uniquely structured to separate each of the tables from one another without seeming crowded, yet still giving the appearance of an airy openness and relaxation as well as privacy.
"Miss Davenport?" The hostess addressed her, she sat smiling, taking his hand as he sat down. He didn't know what he was expecting really, having gone through a number of possible scenarios in his mind, none of which had even come close to the vision of loveliness he was looking at now however.
Diane had long auburn hair that fell comfortably around her shoulders, her eyes appearing almost emerald green with a full set of lips that hinted at just a touch of lipstick that complemented the deep burgundy dress she was wearing. It was tasteful as he'd expected it to be, but there was still a deep though close "V" that hinted at a pair of extremely full breasts hidden beneath.
"Nice to finally meet you," he said still shaking her hand, finally letting go when he realized he'd been shaking it far too long than normal. "You look very nice," he complimented, then hit the back of his head mentally, fearing that he had sounded like some kind of lovesick puppy rather than a professional. But to be honest, her beauty had taken him by surprise, leaving him a bit flustered and off balance as he sat down.
"It's nice to finally meet you too!" She said smiling, her face even more beautiful when she did, and her voice just as alluringly sensual if not more so than he remembered it.
She had already ordered coffee and two large glasses of orange juice. Picking her glass of OJ up, she offered a toast with it. "To a successful relationship," she said clinking her glass against his. Rick repeated her sentiment, sipping from his. "Though tonight over dinner, we'll make it a bit more formal with Champaign," she informed him. "We're meeting with the clients at The Five All's," which was an elegant, old style restaurant that was difficult getting reservations for on so short of a notice.
"Wow, how'd you manage that?" He asked already impressed enough as it was, beginning to feel that perhaps this whole adventure was a bit out of his league and suddenly feeling a bit less self confident than he had been earlier in the shower.
"Trade secret," she half-whispered conspiratorially. "My sister knows the owner," she grinned easing his insecurity somewhat. "As long as I give them at least forty-eight hours, they can usually get me in," she added.
"Wow, but still," Rick said grinning back at her. "They should be impressed by that at the very least."
"Let's hope so," she added, and then pulled out a tentative schedule from her brief case that she wanted to go over with him. Diane slid her chair over a bit closer to his so they could look at the proposed schedule without having to read it sideways or even upside down. As she did so, Rick saw the front of her dress part slightly at the angle she'd chosen to sit, revealing even more of her lace covered breasts that continued to peek at him tantalizingly so. He found himself having to concentrate on what she was saying and showing him, rather than the remarkable smooth flesh that was and had been arousing him from the very beginning.
"Rick? You'd don't mind if I record our discussions do you?" She asked. "It helps me to remember and review everything we've gone over later so that I don't forget anything."
"No, of course not," he said, thinking to himself that it was probably a damn good idea to do that, and to purchase a small recorder for himself as soon as possible.
Diane smiled that alluring sexy smile at him, and then leaned over to reach for her briefcase, which she'd sat down between them. As she did so, the front of her dress opened again, giving him yet again another spectacular view of her breasts. She placed the recorder on the table, turning it on, and then accidentally bumped the table leg as she scooted her chair, knocking it off.
"Fuck!" she said irritated, and then, "Oh, I'm so sorry, I hope I didn't offend you with my language!"
Rick was already leaning over sideways in his chair, groping for the errant recorder. "No, certainly not," he assured her. "I've been known to use that same word myself on occasion." He grinned, still looking at her but not finding the device. "Here, if you'll excuse me," he said, and then left his chair completely having no other choice but to slip beneath the table in order to locate it. "Ah...there it is," he informed her, "just beneath your chair!"
Diane scooted her chair back slightly so as to allow him access to retrieve it, but as she did so, he glanced up briefly, seeing her legs part as she scooted. Her dress certainly wasn't short, but it had risen up enough on her chair as she sat, and now scooting backwards as her legs spread, giving him an entirely unobstructed view up her dress. Even as he reached for the recorder, missing it at first, he saw the briefest, thinnest of thongs that was nearly the same color of her dress, barely covering her pussy mound.
"Got it!" he announced a moment later, almost bumping his head as he stood back up replacing it on the table, once again sitting down.
"I'm so sorry," she said reaching over to cover his hand with hers. "Sometimes I can be so clumsy," she added with a flirtatious wink. "Though thank God I'm not as clumsy in some of the other things I'm good at," she added once again smiling towards him.
Rick wasn't sure how to take that, or how she'd even meant it to sound, but he wasn't about to make inquiry either as the last thing he wanted to do was to get off on the wrong foot with her. Larry would have his ass if he screwed this one up.
"Like I said, no problem."
They soon after finished their breakfast as well as their meeting. "See you around seven then?" she asked. "Oh, and I've booked a room at the Marriott, which is just around the corner from the restaurant. I live quite a ways away from here, and if I have anything to drink, which I know we will, I'd rather be safe than sorry. And besides, we can go there after dinner tonight, relax, have a drink and talk about how the meeting went."
Rick made a mental note to himself to consider doing the same thing as well if needed or necessary. Larry had said he had "Cart Blanche" to do whatever he thought was needed and necessary, which included in his mind taking a room for the very same reasons that Diane had given him. No sense getting pulled over, getting sited for a DUI, and risk jeopardizing his ability to work on this account.
Rick returned back to work to let his boss know how things went, and what sort of evening had been planned for their clients, the vision of Diane's sweet breasts filling his mind's eye however as he drove, not to mention the brief glance he'd had between her legs.
#
Dinner had gone perfectly, delicious food, atmosphere, and presentation, all of which had left their clients properly impressed, as had Diane in the black dinner dress she'd chosen to wear that had again hinted at a bit of full cleavage without going too far, but which had been just enough that Rick had caught the two men they'd met with, casting repeated glances at her chest throughout the evening as they sat discussing their business.
"Well, I think that went pretty good!" Diane stated as they left the restaurant walking back towards the hotel. Rick smiled, noticing earlier how Diane had secretly turned on her tape-recorder during their meeting, then discreetly turning it off just before they left. "There were a couple of points they made that we need to address however," she said sounding professional. "When we get back to the room, we can replay part of what they stated, and then discuss it and see what we need to do to satisfy their concerns."
Moments later Rick and Diane stood inside her room, which was more like a suite, spacious in its appearance for one thing, but looking almost homey in a way for another. "Almost looks like you live here!" He told her as they entered.
"In a way, I do," she told him. "Too damn far to commute in every day from my apartment, so for the time being, I'm planning on working out of here for the next two weeks until we've finished the project. Make yourself at home," she added as she headed back into one of two bedrooms. "I'm going to make myself comfortable and get out of this dress. Feel free to help yourself at the bar with whatever you'd like to drink, and pour me a Merlot if you wouldn't mind."
Rick walked around behind the bar, taking down two wine glasses, then selecting a Merlot from several differing vineyards that she had in stock. Glancing up in the direction she had gone while he poured, Rick noticed that she hadn't closed the door to her bedroom when entering. He could see her reflection in a large floor-length vanity mirror as she stood in front of her closet, just then slipping out of her dress. He glanced away from looking at her briefly, wrestling with his thoughts, glancing back just in time to see her hanging up her dress, now standing in nothing more than a black lacy bra and a matching pair of lace panties. She turned, reaching up and behind herself as she did, her hands quickly undoing the bra she was wearing, letting it fall down her arms as she removed it, tossing it onto the bed, then cupping and massaging her full breasts momentarily with her hands.
He couldn't help but stand there and stare at her, knowing that for the moment at least, she was unaware he was looking or could see her so clearly from where he currently stood. Her breasts were indeed beautiful and full, having a bit of an exotic tear-drop shape to them, each one capped with a nice sized almost caramel colored nipple that punctuated the briefest of tan-lines where her breasts remained white just barely above her nipples, and just hugging the lower portion of each of her well rounded breasts.
He now watched as she slipped off the tiniest of thongs she'd been wearing too, also black which came away in her hands, leaving him another quick view of her femininity, though unlike before, uncovered now, and completely shaved as she stood there. She disappeared from view at that point, obviously heading into the bathroom. Rick took advantage of that opportunity to carry in their drinks, placing them on the table between two single chairs, taking one for himself that was well out of the line of site of her bedroom.
Diane emerged back into the room a few minutes later, and in doing so, nearly took his breath away. "I hope you don't mind," she said walking immediately over to take the seat separating the two of them, picking up her glass of wine along the way, "but this is how I prefer to get comfy and relax in the evenings," she explained. "And even this is almost too much," she near giggled, "as usually I just walk around the room naked."
She was wearing a bright red silk-like robe that was short, barely covering the cheeks of her ass, the front already threatening to unleash her full breasts at any moment, the twin points of each clearly pressing against the thin material as she sat sipping her drink. The stark contrast of her dark auburn hair falling against the bright red material of the robe giving her a sultry appearance that soon had Rick's cock twitching with renewed interest. "You however, are making me uncomfortable though," she'd added before Rick could even reply to her previous statement.
"I am?" he said worriedly, wondering how.
"Yeah, sitting there with your coat and tie on," she laughed. "I told you when we came in to make yourself comfortable, so I really wish that you would."
Rick stood removing his tie, and then his jacket, tossing each over the back of one of the chairs. Diane had also stood, heading back to where she'd placed her small delicate purse on the counter when they'd come in, retrieving the tape recorder, turning it on. Bringing it over, she sat it down on the table between them leaning over when she did, her breasts billowing forwards against the loose fitting gown she was wearing, one actually appearing briefly, falling out as she leaned over.
"Ooops!" she grinned looking at him. "They're always doing that whenever I wear this," she told him, "hope that didn't embarrass you any!"
"Ah, not at all," he grinned back at her. "And I hope you don't take offense at this either, but you really do have lovely breasts!"
"Why thank you!" she beamed sincerely. "I'm glad you admire them, I like it when a man expresses what he likes rather than pretending he hasn't noticed or doesn't appreciate what he sees. It's nice to be complimented."
"Well, they really are pretty!" he stated again meaning it.
"So, it really wouldn't bother you if I skinny dipped here in the living room?" she asked. "That really is the way I enjoy relaxing the most after a hard day at work.
"Be my guest!" Rick said in near disbelief, realizing as he said it, and as Diane suddenly shrugged out of her small fitting robe, that she now sat naked before him.
"Ah yes...much better, much, much better," she said giving him a thankful sigh, once again sipping her drink. "But..."
"But?"
"Yeah, but...you're still making me uncomfortable," she told him. "Here I am all cozy naked, and you're still sitting there with all your clothes on!"
#
It was certainly the first time, and perhaps even the only time that Rick would sit naked while actually entertaining business. And though he wasn't entirely naked, having chosen to keep his bikini style shorts on, he still felt just as naked as she was, as they sat there listening to the tape and actually discussing possible solutions to the concerns that had been raised. Rick was grateful for that however, as he knew that had he been naked, the chances were he'd have had a full-blown erection too, which wouldn't have been exactly conducive to have while they discussed business. In a weird way, he was happy with that however, though he wasn't completely erect by any means, he knew from glancing down at himself that he was a bit fuller and thicker, thus giving him a nice curious bulge to look at as he periodically refilled their drinks.
Glancing at his watch, it was already well after midnight, and though they didn't have to be at the first site on their list until late in the afternoon the next day, he was already feeling the effects of the wine which had made him a bit tipsy and light-headed. He was just about to tell her that perhaps he should think about going when she stood asking him to excuse her while she used the restroom. He did, watching her walk from the room, now openly admiring her equally beautiful ass as she all but strolled with a seductive little walk, which he wondered briefly wasn't also showing her to be a bit tipsy, if not more so than himself.
A full minute or more had gone by without her return, and he was beginning to worry about her, wondering if she had in fact had too much to drink and had gotten sick or something. Though the last thing he wanted to do was find her passed out on the bathroom floor. Even so, he stood just as he heard his name being called out, bringing him a sense of relief.
"Yeah?" he said taking a few tentative steps down the hallway, wondering what it was that she wanted.
"You planning on staying up all night? Or are you coming to bed?" she asked, then giggled, "Or both?"
#
There was no way that Rick could misconstrue or misinterpret what Diane had said, which he quickly confirmed a moment later as he walked into her bedroom. A small bedside lamp cast a dim glow about the room, particularly upon the bed where she lay, dead center within it. She was on her back, legs spread, her pussy open and vulnerable, her fingers busily toying with herself as he walked in.
"Maybe it's a bit premature to celebrate yet," she spoke still lazily touching herself, "But I see no reason not to celebrate just a little, especially after the wonderful evening we've had," she finished looking up at him expectantly. "Do you?"
Rick answered in the only way that he could at the moment, grabbing the waistband of his shorts, pulling them down, kicking them off to one side and then moving towards the bed as his erection rose in perfect harmony as he did so.
He slid into bed next to her where they kissed, her hand already reaching down to fondle his hard firm erection, teasing the head of it with a gentle caressing finger, just as his own hands soon found her breast, likewise fingering the taut erect nipple that greeted him.
Diane soon pushed him over onto his back, slithering down his chest leaving a trail of gentle kisses as she did so, then setting out to explore a new trail of uncharted territory as she licked, kissed, and half-nipped with her teeth, the super sensitized area around his cock, his balls, and even his ass without touching any of them.
Rick groaned expectantly, delirious now with pleasure and desire as she teased him, her finger tips sprinkling butter-fly tickles up and down his shaft, fleetingly quick at times around the top of his prick, then down across his balls, brushing lightly, quickly against his ass, and back again, over and over until he thought he would scream with the sheer exquisite torture of it all, which is when he then felt her mouth engulf him, drawing him fully, sucking, holding, sucking and licking the head of his prick, his shaft until the feelings of arousal and desire had increased ten-fold.



When her tongue and mouth threatened to bring about his climax all too soon, he wrestled himself away from her, now pinning her back, his hands interlocking with hers, forcing them above her head as he kissed her again, then kissing her neck, leaving an equally wet, soft trail of gentle tongue flicks across her flesh until he'd reached the twin peaks of her hard-capped breasts, her nipples straining for his touch, for his lips and mouth to suckle, lick and caress, which he soon did, alternating back and forth between the two as she squirmed excitedly beneath him, moaning pleasurably all the while, urging him on.
Letting go of her hands, he reluctantly quit paying homage to her exquisite breasts, his lips and tongue now furthering their explorations, finding her belly button, which he now tongue-fucked, treating it like her pussy which he kissed, nipped and again licked as though having found her clit there instead. She reacted in a way as though he had, squirming even more passionately beneath him than she had before, her hands seeking and finding his head, the gentle guiding pressure of them pushing him lower against herself, which he did torturously so before finding the sweetness of her sex that so wonderfully greeted him.
Finding her hard little clitoris, Rick allowed the tip of his tongue to gently probe, flicking it softly for a moment.
"Oh yeah that's it! Lick it!" She moaned unabashedly. "Soft...now hard...now soft," she instructed him, breathing harshly through each word, holding her breath as she spoke, then moaning her approval as she continued. "Now suck it...suck it, hold it...oh yeah, yeah, now flick it again with your tongue, harder, harder, harder, faster, faster, faster!" she cried out, thrashing almost wildly now beneath him as he latched onto her clit, his fingers penetrating the wetness of her sex, her split welcoming the hoped for, anticipated intrusion, two fingers now seeking, finding the joy of her 'G-spot', his tongue lashing out at her blood-engorged clitoris like a bull-whip across a man's back.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" she screamed still thrashing, her hands now claws upon his back, raking him, leaving deep trails of reddened flesh that stung slightly, yet thrilled wantonly all at the same time. For the briefest of moments, her breath caught, her moans ceased, her body suddenly arching upwards beneath him with such intensity and strength that she lifted him up with her, though his mouth remained firmly attached, his lips and tongue suctioned about her stiff hard clitoris until she exploded with a sudden release that caught them both by surprise.
"Arrrrg!" she groaned unintelligibly, the sudden unexpected onrush of her pussy juice spraying outwards from her cunt, the at first misty-like wetness that almost felt caressing, soon followed by a thin sliver of pure sweetness that spurted far more forcefully, followed up soon after by another, and then another, and another.
His face was drenched, the sheets soaked, his hands slippery with her essence as she came over and over again, her high-pitched scream of delight, briefly worrying him that someone might hear, think her as being harmed in some way, until she calmed, slowly coming down from her exquisite bliss into oblivion, her hands no longer digging into his skin, nor tearing away at flesh that he knew would be streaked with lines of red in the morning.
She had no sooner finished climaxing than she suddenly sat up, rolling Rick onto his back, mounting him in one smooth fluid motion, capturing his turgid stiff prick deep inside her cunt, which she proceeded to fuck then at a near maddening pace, her head flailing from side to side as she did so, his prick spearing deeply inside, in and out until his orgasm arrived almost before he realized it had. Rick felt the explosive discharge of his spunk bathing the walls of her cunt, saw stars suddenly filling his head as the pleasure seized him, bringing an eerie sensation of blackness and then nothing.
#
Rick woke with the sensation of sunlight peering in through the windows, the smell of sex still clinging to the sheets. His eyes opened, he rolled expecting to find her lying next to him, but the bed was empty save for a half-folded sheet of paper. Rick quickly rubbed the sleep from his eyes, focusing as he opened the paper, then reading what she'd written there.
"Out for my morning run," she began. "I'll be back with fresh coffee and Danish, after our shower," she'd added including a 'smiley', which she'd placed beneath the sentence. "Should be back around 7:30, I'll meet you in the shower...'hint' - 'hint'!"
Rick glanced at the alarm, it was already 7:20. Obviously she had every intention of starting the day off with another fuck, and not that he minded, or wasn't already looking forward to that, but as he sat, swinging his legs out of bed, he felt the soreness in his back alerting him as well as reminding him of the near torturous pleasure from the night before.
Even standing in the hot shower, the subtle sting of red welts was a reminder of their intensity together. Hearing the door to the bathroom opening, then closing, followed a moment later by the sound of the tub enclosure door opening as well, hands now coming around his back, reaching for and finding his flaccid prick as he stood allowing the water to splash against his face as she stood pressing her breasts warmly against his back.
"Good morning sleepy-head she half purred. So...did you enjoy last night?" she asked.
"Fucking incredible," he answered only then turning. Amazingly, she looked as refreshed and alert as she had when they'd met. He'd seen his own reflection in the mirror as he stood to pee, seeing the darkness around his eyes from too much wine, and not enough sleep, and yet here she stood looking ever the vision of loveliness, having even come back from a morning jog on top of everything else. "How do you fucking do it?" He asked.
"Do what?"
"Look so damn beautiful in the morning," he told her. "I look like something the cat dragged in."
She laughed, "Plenty of good sex," she said simply, still fondling his now rapidly growing prick. "You'd be surprised what a few good orgasms can do for your complexion too!" she added smiling.
"I don't doubt that for a minute," he told her, seeing just how smooth and unblemished her skin really was.
"Plus, using some of this on your face from time to time doesn't hurt either," she added all the while wiggling Rick's prick with her hand by way of emphasizing just what she meant. "And since it's been a while since I've given myself a facial, I was sort of hoping we could this morning before heading out to the site later."
"Your wish is my command," he said grinning at her, quickly trading her places so she could wash as he stepped out to dry.
"Oh my...did I do that?" she asked only now seeing his back for the first time which was criss-crossed with angry looking welts. "I'm sorry, I'll try to watch that next time," she added apologetically. "I tend to get carried away when I'm aroused."
"Yeah, I noticed," Rick grinned broadly. "But I'm fine really, sort of a nice reminder anyway, something I'm sure I'll continue to feel and remind myself about throughout the day!"
#
Unlike the night before, their lovemaking was far less frantic, though equally as passionate, the slowness of their coupling erotic, sensual as they moved together. Diane was delicately careful, her fingers caressed his back, taking special care not to dig or drag her fingernails against him as she had. Even as she came, she did so almost quietly, a soft murmuring purr of contentment and physical joy as she climaxed. Knowing that he too was on the verge, she soon slipped from beneath him, taking his cock in hand, rubbing her face with it, sucking and licking it urging him ever closer to the moment.
"I'd like my facial now," she grinned sliding his cock back and forth across her face, occasionally sucking the sides, or licking, all the while slow-stroking it until the eruption began, which seemed to continue for an eternity as Diane gleefully got what she'd wanted.
#
"So? How'd it go last night?" Larry asked, after Rick had come back into the office early that afternoon, an hour before he was to meet Diane out at the first sight.
"It went well," he told him, "Really well."
"How's the consultant?" he asked curiously. "Heard a lot about her, which is why we hired them, heard they're amongst the very best at what they do."
"Oh, you can say that again," Rick said meaning something else entirely, causing Larry to toss him a curious look, to which he then smiled.
"Don't tell me."
"Ok then, I won't," Rick said, telling him everything in doing so.
"Holy shit!" He exclaimed. "Really?"
"Yeah really, best damn fuck I've ever had before in my life Larry!"
"Well, maybe so, and I really don't care one way or the other, just as long as you fuck her, and not fuck up the project."
"No worries," I assured him. "She is truly a professional, you should have seen her with the clients, she really knows her stuff, and knew all the right questions to ask, and between the two of us, had all the right answers to give, even on a couple that we weren't prepared for. But she's also given me a few new ideas, tricks of the trade as it were, some of which I think we should incorporate here!" Rick added.
They continued to discuss a few points, then when Larry was satisfied that things truly were moving ahead even better than he'd hoped for, he walked over, closing the door to his office. "Ok, so tell me...just how good was she anyway?"
"I'm not kidding you Larry," Rick said. "Most amazing woman I've ever been with! The night before she was this wild uncontrollable tiger in bed, and then in the morning..."
"You stayed the night and fucked her in the morning too!" He asked incredulously.
"Hell yes!" Rick burst out laughing. "Are you kidding? But like I was saying, and then this morning, she's this erotic, sensual little fuck that just wants to make you melt inside her and stay there for the whole rest of the day! I swear it Larry, I just wanted to turn into cum-soup and sit on a slow boil between her legs and never go anywhere. That's how good it was!"
"Fuck me," he moaned appreciatively. "Any chance..."
"No fucking chance at all," I told him. "Not until this is over with at least," I reminded him, "Which reminds me, I'm due out to the site. I'll call you later after we've had a chance to look at it and see what sort of things we're still going to need to bring in."
"Ok, keep me posted Rick," Larry said as he headed out the door. "On everything!" he yelled out towards him a moment after that.
#
Diane as he'd half expected was already at the site as he pulled in next to her car, a sleek looking black Mercedes convertible with a personalized license plate reading 'ACS-2', "Ah, Angels Consulting Solutions", he thought to himself, and then grinned upon realizing that she was obviously second ranked, and thus pretty high up in her place of employment to be able to drive a car like that.
She was talking to the foreman and two other guys who'd come out to have a look before construction started. Unlike the way he'd seen her earlier, this time she looked more like the way he'd first expected her to, her long dark hair currently stuffed up beneath a hard-hat, the pants suit she was wearing looking every bit professional with no hint of the smoldering sensuality that hid beneath it. Had she been wearing large round eye-glasses, she might have indeed appeared much like he'd first imagined she might, though even then, she was still far too beautiful for even the glasses to diminish that much.
Diane saw Rick's approach, though at first not really acknowledging she had, he found that initially surprising, but then realized this wasn't the bedroom, this was work and she had given him that very same look in the fraction of a moment, telling him so in no uncertain terms.
Only when he had finally drawn near her did she again turn, giving him a brief welcoming smile, and then making more formal introductions. "Rick? This is Steven Mason, he's going to be the foreman for three of the five sites," she said introducing him. "I've already told him what Jeff and Bill Bradford want to add by way of design, which is in your area of expertise, so I'll let the two of you take it from here. I'm going to do a walk around the area and look at the view from the two side's they spoke about last night and make sure we understand what it was they want to see in the finished product."
Diane's mannerism had taken Rick off guard to some degree, but he treated her with the same professional courtesy that she had given him, as he proceeded to paint a visual picture of the type of structures they were planning on putting here, rolling out the first of several blue-prints he'd brought along with him for the foreman to look at and ask questions about if he had any.
Thankfully, he didn't have too many, so the time was brief, with he and the two men with him soon after leaving. Rick had watched Diane out of the corner of his eye as she'd wandered off through the tree line, which in a few short weeks would be pushed back another hundred yards or so. It took him a moment to locate her, and when he finally did, she had once again surprised the hell out of him.
"Diane?" Rick called out as he wandered through the trees, hopefully heading off in the same direction he'd seen her go.
"Over here!" He heard her call out a second later, turning that way, walking a few additional feet until he suddenly found her sitting on a rock, naked, her feet dangling in a stream of crystal clear cold water. "Beautiful place isn't it?" she said as he reached her.
"Very, as are you," he added grateful to see much more of a familiar smile on her face, though with her hair drawn up tightly against the back of her head in the bun she was wearing, she still looked a bit different than he was used to seeing. "Pretty gutsy though," Rick said picking his way down the slope until he was standing next to her. "What if those other three had come with me so they could see the view and perspective we were talking about from down here?"
"Then I guess they'd have been in for a bit of a surprise to be sure," she grinned, then laughing. "But I could see you coming down," she added, "So I knew you were all alone."
Even seeing her naked, he still wasn't sure what to expect here, though he obviously had an idea.
"Always loved fucking outside," she said as though reading his mind. "One of my favorite places to do it is out in the middle of nowhere, and though this isn't exactly nowhere, in a few weeks we certainly wouldn't be able to!"
She was right about that.
"Well? You just going to stand there and gawk at me? Or are you going to take off your clothes and fuck me?" she asked.
Rick began to remove his clothing, watching as she immediately separated his belt from his pants, holding it almost impatiently.
"Here, use this to bind me to the tree with," she said.
"You serious?" he asked. Her look told him that she was, walking over and picking one out which she now stood against.
"Use your belt to tie my hands behind it," she said handing it back to him. "Then use my blouse to tie my feet together with as well, just leave me enough room to spread my legs apart a little bit," she grinned. Then use the rest of my blouse to blindfold me with."
"The rest of your blouse?" He asked.
"Yeah, you'll have to rip it apart of course," she told him simply. "Now come on, I'm fucking horny so let's get a move on here!"
He quickly did as she had asked, once her hands were well wrapped and bound behind her as she leaned against the tree, he tore her blouse in half, using part of it to secure her feet with, and then the rest of it to wrap tightly around her head.
"Perfect," she said struggling, trying to see if there was any way she could free herself, then moments later satisfied that she couldn't once again spoke. "Ok Rick, get over here and rape me if you would please."
"Ra...rape you?" He stammered.
"Yeah, rape me! Fuck the living shit out of me, nice, hard and fast! Make it hurt a little too, slap my ass, my tits, push me against the tree and even scrape my back up a little. That should even things out a little for what I did to your back."
"You really sure about this?" He asked her once again.
"Either do it, or I'll call the other three guys and get them back here," she told him seriously. "I'm sure the three of them might enjoy a really nasty gang-bang!"
He leaned over kissing her breast, cupping it in his hand.
"No!" she said almost angrily. "Nothing sweet, sexy. Mean...nasty!" she clarified. "Think of it this way, you grabbed me off the street, blindfolded me and brought me up here. I have no idea where we are, or who you are. You've now stripped me of my clothing, bound me to this tree here, and now you're going to have your way with me, however you want it, regardless of what I say or do from this moment on, think you can get into that?"
Her demeanor frightened him to some degree, but Rick found himself oddly aroused by it too. She had told him in no uncertain terms how she wanted it, rough, wild passionate yes, but he was to be in full control, which she wanted to experience without having any say in the matter. This time, he slapped her tit, hitting it with the palm of his hand before leaning over, once again capturing her nipple between his teeth, nipping it.
"Ouch!" she screamed loudly, once again confusing him for a moment. "That was perfect, now...do it again."
Rick stood for several minutes, pinching and twisting her nipples, sometimes slapping her breasts, seeing them begin to redden as he did so, likewise her ass, which he grabbed, twisting her painfully away from the tree in order to do so.
"Fucking cunt!" he called her, cupping her mound, then almost painfully pressing his palm upwards against her, once again nipping at her flesh. "Fucking whore!" he said again. "Fucking cock-tease!"
She was panting, her arousal obvious, so Rick relaxed somewhat actually getting into this bizarre little head game of hers.
"Here, you like cock so much, how about this one?" he asked pressing his hard stiff prick against the opening of her sex, which she tried to dislodge, moving herself away until he pressed even harder against her, grabbing her ass from behind within his hands, holding her still, shoving, feeling the tip of his prick just enter her, to which even then she fought back, trying to kick him, but finding with her legs so perfectly bound that she could not. She screamed out.
"You fucking sick bastard, go ahead, rape me...fuck me, get it over with if that's what you're going to do, try and make me cum, go ahead...try!"
It took nearly every ounce of strength that he had to pry her legs far enough apart to shove his prick inside her, as well as fuck her once he had, she fought back, trying to wiggle free, to dislodge him, even as he continued to slap her ass, now fully with the flat of his hand, leaving red angry welts on her cheeks until tears had begun to flow down her face.
"No, don't stop," she'd whispered giving him assurance. "I'm perfectly fine."
He drove into her even deeper, harder, and almost fearful of actually hurting her as he did so.
"You cock-sucking, mother-fucking bastard!" she screamed her voice filling the air as she did so, causing Rick to actually worry momentarily if someone might hear her, and actually come looking for them, but he knew that they were well and away from anyone else, at least that he'd seen on the drive up here anyway.
"Please, please..." she was sobbing again now. "Please don't cum in me at least...please, please don't cum in me."
In the short time they'd been playing this strange game, he'd begun to learn when she was giving him instructions, or when she was acting out whatever fantasy it was that was turning her on.



"Ok bitch!" he said hearing her, "I won't cum in you, I'd rather see my spunk splattering against your precious perfect little body anyway, I want to see it dripping down your face, between your tits, running down your ass, that's where I want to see it," he told her, and saw the brief fleeting smile flash across her face as her message had gotten across to him.
Moments later Rick began doing just that, finding his orgasm almost as equally intense as any of the other times he had fucked her. And he knew she hadn't climaxed either, nor had she wished to, not yet anyway.
Perhaps it was due to the strange sense of wickedness he now felt, the near overpowering decadence that had aroused him to new heights while they stood there playing this game, but for whatever the reason, when Rick felt the first surge, the first jettison of his spunk when it came, even that surprised him, the force and the copious amount of fluid that flew from his prick-tip was more than he remembered shooting in a very, very long time.
He somehow knew it would be a big one too, standing in front of her now, dislodging his prick which he now fisted, aiming it upwards towards her face as he stood there jerking himself off. It couldn't have been more perfectly placed, not if he'd practiced it over a hundred times or more. His first massive spurt hitting her squarely in the middle of her forehead, much of it splashing over landing in her hair, giving it a white sticky streak that stood out in stark contrast against her coloring. His second, equally forceful jettison of cream landing against her mouth, her chin nearly blocking her nose so that she was forced to blow it, clearing out the passageway in order to breath.
"You fucker!" she cried out once again.
Rick shot against her tits, hitting each, then as his orgasm began to feel like it was diminishing, he stepped forward, milking out the last cum-drops of his sperm against her cunt, covering her clit which he had pried apart with his hands, rubbing his semen into the folds of her pussy, which he now saw was wet and juicy with her own climatic juices which had begun to run freely down between her legs.
"Oh fuck...oh!" she stood moaning, her climatic ecstasy finally overtaking her, consuming her sending her into the abyss.
#
"You look like shit!" Larry said when he saw Rick a few days later. "Seriously, are you ok?" he asked. "You even look like you've lost some weight."
"I have," Rick admitted. "Best fucking diet you could ever go on if you really wanted to lose some," he tried joking, though he had seen himself in the mirror, he looked haggard and worn, certainly due to a lack of sleep to be sure. But as ravenous as he had been, eating nearly everything in sight, all the vigorous activity had been burning off calories faster than he could consume them.
"Well, things are well underway now," Larry congratulated him. "And as of tomorrow, Diane will no longer be needed," he added. "So maybe you should take a little time off, gather yourself together and get some much needed rest. But more importantly, take a few days off from fucking her too!" Larry said more seriously than it had sounded.
"Yeah I know, maybe I will. But I'm not kidding you Larry, for the past two weeks we've been fucking morning, noon and night! I wake up in the morning usually after one of our half-night fuck-fests, Diane gets back from her morning Jog, and we do it again, though thankfully it's usually long and slow, so I'm not quite as worn out or exhausted after we've finished. Then we'll run out and check on one of the sites a bit later, usually find someplace outside to do it, where she again gets pretty crazy and wild with her requests. Later, we meet someplace for dinner, afterwards going back to her suite at the motel, where the whole crazy cycle starts up all over again. I swear Larry, I think she's some kind of nymphomaniac or something!"
"Maybe she really is!" Larry said agreeing with him, "But no matter, regardless of what she is...you really do need to take a break away from her before she kills you my friend!"
"Well, I've already called and told her I'd be coming over to her offices this afternoon with the final check for their services, and as much as I have enjoyed all this, I really am worn out and exhausted, so I think I'll take your advice, and tell her that I'm going off on a nice relaxing trip someplace to rest up for a couple of weeks. After that...see where things are after I've returned."
"That's a good idea," Larry told him. "And once again, congratulations for getting this project started and well under way," he added. "We'll all be getting a nice little bonus for this one, so maybe you can finally get that new car you've had your eyes on."
"Nah, think I'll hold off on that for a while," Rick said. "Not sure I'm all that excited about getting a Mercedes now for some reason."
#
Rick pulled into the parking lot of ACS. He'd been running through what he was going to say over and over within his head, knowing that most likely he wouldn't be able to say or use half of it even then.
He had known all along of course that this would eventually end. They'd even talked about it, discussed it between fucks, that when the business side of all of this had been completed, that the odds were they'd eventually go off in different directions once again.
So it was with mixed emotions that he entered the building, wanting on the one hand to continue seeing Diane, yet on the other, needing a real serious break from her and a hell of a lot of rest!
He wasn't at all surprised by the spaciousness of the office, or by the modern style lavish décor. It looked and smelled like success, obviously something that Diane truly was, successful. Reaching the receptionist, she looked up smiling at him, sexy in her own right though not with that sultry maturity he'd found in Diane.
"May I help you?" She asked politely.
"I'm here to see Miss Davenport," Rick told the young woman.
"Just a moment please," she said. Rather than calling her on the phone or on the intercom as he'd expected her to do, she stood and quickly walked down the short hallway opening the door and leaning her head into the opening. Rick couldn't hear what was being said, but she quickly returned. "She'll be right out."
"Thank you," he responded equally polite.
It was no more than a few minutes after that, when he saw the door down the hallway open and Diane emerge quickly heading towards him, a broad smile clearly etched across her face.
"Jennifer?" She said addressing the receptionist. "We'll be in the conference area for the next couple of hours, please see to it that we're not disturbed, and hold any incoming calls."
"Next couple of hours?" Rick thought to himself. It wasn't going to take that long to finalize his business and hand over the substantial sized check she had earned either. But he followed her quietly back down the hall, though she stood opening a different door than the one she had come from, inviting him in.
As he entered, he nearly collided into the large conference table that nearly filled the room. Not because of its size, but because Diane sat at one end, and Diane still stood in the door holding it open.
"Twins?" he said totally confused and suddenly unsure of himself.
"Hi Rick," the second Diane said in greeting as the first Diane now came in offering him a seat and sat down beside him.
There was no mistaking it either, they were identical in every way as Rick sat there looking back and forth between them, unsure of which one really was Diane.
"This is my sister Debra," Diane said introducing the identical looking woman at the table, which is when the door opened.
"Sorry I'm late, but I was held up for a moment."
Rick sat there with his head spinning, looking in three directions at once as Diane number three entered the room.
"And this is my other sister, Darlene," she announced introducing the woman.
"So you ARE Diane," he said then turning back around to face her, when she smiled.
"Denise," she answered winking at him.
Now he really was confused.
"Then who, or should I say where is Diane?"
"Right here!" they all said in unison, "we're Diane!"
Rick couldn't believe what he was hearing, let alone seeing. "Excuse me? You mean to tell me there really isn't a Diane?"
"Oh but there is," Darlene spoke now crossing the room taking the seat directly across from him. "We are Diane, at least everyone that works with us believes it so, just as you did. You see, Debra, now she's the real brains of the business, she handles all the internal stuff, does the financials, and manages the office. Darlene, well, she's the one we call the closer, she sets up all the client meetings, does the wining and dining and such and handles the PR side of things. As for myself? Well, I'm better out in the field, I have an eye for detail and have a much better grasp of the overall picture from that particular point of view. So you see, it takes all three of us to do the things the way that we do, but obviously it works as you can well see in how successful we all are. We chose to use that name as a reminder that it takes all three of us to work as one. So when we're working, dealing with clients outside of this office, then we send whichever one of us is best suited for whatever aspect of the business is being addressed. Rather than confuse everyone, we decided to make it a lot simpler on ourselves as well as our clientele, and simply use the name Diane whenever we were working."
"Fuck," Rick said forgetting himself, garnering a bit of an amused chuckle.
"Actually Rick," Debra spoke, though in truth he was still a little unsure of who was really who yet, "You're only one of a handful that knows our little secret, usually we conclude our business without the client ever knowing."
"So why'd you tell me?" he asked curiously.
"Because, we were all in agreement that we would, that's why," Darlene said jumping in, "If we hadn't been, you'd have never known."
"Like I said, why?"
"Because silly," Denise said laying her hand down in his lap giving his extremely limp prick an affectionate squeeze, "we all like you, love fucking you in fact, that's why!"
It hit him then like a ton of bricks, alone, their differences too subtle to cause suspicion, but now, together, the obvious differences in their mannerisms, not to mention their individual tastes clearly coming through.
"Look Rick, here's the deal," Darlene said once again taking charge. "We all obviously enjoyed working with you, but we also all enjoyed fucking you too, and even though our business has now been concluded, we don't see any reason whatsoever to stop enjoying that part of our relationship, unless you're not interested."
Rick sat in silence for a moment letting all this settle in. The honest truth of it was, he really didn't want it to end either, but he seriously did need a little break, but knowing now what he knew, he also hoped he could better arrange his time around them in the future if any of this were to continue.
"Go on," he now said once again interested.
"It's very simple really, you keep what you now know to yourself, you never tell another single living soul about it, and if you keep to your word that you won't, then you can call any one of us, or all of us, and as soon as we can work things into whatever schedule, then we will. So basically, you can have one of us, two of us, or all three of us whenever you'd like. IF however, you tell anyone about us, or about any of this, you will never see or hear or speak to us ever again. Understood?'
Rick nodded his head, telling them that he did. "I still can't believe you could pull this off. I mean, now that I've met you, all three of you, I can sort of tell you apart, not physically I mean, well...maybe I could if I saw you all naked standing together perhaps, but hell...you know what I mean."
Three completely identical smiles greeted him however, throwing him off just seeing that. "Seriously, how'd you do it?" he asked.
They sat and explained to him about the tape-recorder, something they all had, and unbeknownst to him, was continually going whenever any of the three were ever around him or conducting business.
"At day's end, we send over that days tapes and the girls here in the office transcribe them for us, we're each then given a full manuscript to read of everything that was said or done throughout the day. That way, we're all fully up to speed on everything," Debra finished telling me.
Looking back, Rick could indeed recall how "Diane's" tape recorder seemed to be constantly going, and no doubt continuing to do so even when he wasn't aware of it.
"So, let me get this straight, at night I was with..."
"Me," Darlene said wickedly. "Then when I got up and went out on my daily run,,,"
"I was the one who would come back and crawl back into bed with you," Debra said smiling mischievously.
"So that means."
"Yeah, I'm the twisted one," Denise giggled. "Though judging by some of the things you and I did, I think you might be just a little twisted yourself."
"Holy fuck," Rick said to himself, still trying to sort it all out, not sure that he ever would fully be able to.
"So, before we formally and officially conclude our business here, we're gonna need an answer. You willing to keep our little secret? Or do we part company here and now?" Debra asked.
"No more tag-team fucking unless I'm up for that yes?" he asked.
All three women giggled, now smiling. "Only when that's what you, or the three of us are in the mood for," Darlene said joining in. "It'll be your call, but you also need to know, we are who we are, and that means we fuck the way we like to fuck, so don't try and change any of us because that's not who we are, it's who Diane was, but it's not us."
He was still fairly confused, even now. But figured that as long as he now knew he wasn't losing his mind or his prowess, which he was beginning to think he was before he'd discovered the truth of things, that maybe he could in fact handle it, on his own time, and terms.
"Ok, deal!" Rick said officially and formally concluding their business together.
"That calls for a toast," Debra said reaching over and hitting the intercom. "Danielle? Would you bring in the Champaign please?" She asked. "Thank you darlin," she said hanging up.
All three suddenly began to remove their clothes. "Bet you still won't be able to tell us apart," Denise said as she and her sister's finished undressing.
Rick was surprised enough by that, when the door again opened and Danielle entered the room carrying a tray containing some flutes as well as a magnum of chilled Champaign.
He blinked, staring at the young woman, a spitting image of her sisters as he was soon to discover, albeit a little younger perhaps, never-the-less a spitting image of the three of them in looks. "A few more years, and we think we might be able to bring her into this end of the business," Debra said smiling. "Maybe have her do a little more night work when it's not quite as noticeable a difference."
"Hell, it's not THAT noticeable now!" Rick had to admit as he sat looking towards her.
"Oh, and BTW, another one of the perks of keeping our little secret a secret?"
"Yeah?"
"Danielle's to be included as well," one of the girls told him though with all three, and then four of them naked, he honestly couldn't tell one from the other.
"Now, what's say we get those clothes off of you, and celebrate!" Danielle said coming towards him.
#
Rick stood, allowing all four women to literally tear his clothes off. Once they had, they directed him to climb onto the enormous boardroom table. He couldn't help but laugh in doing so. "Does this mean I'm the agenda?" he asked.
"Yeah, we're going to be discussing cock options," Debra grinned, "Though in all fairness, I think that Danielle deserves the first merger here."
As he had noticed earlier, Danielle looked to be the young version of her three sisters, her breasts not quite as large and full, having that more mature look to them, but they were certainly magnificent in their own right, a bit pointier perhaps, nipples not quite as dark in color, slightly more pinkish in nature, but certainly just as alluring, nicely stiff and hard as she climbed up onto the table.
Denise stood on one side, Darlene on the other with Debra now nearest Rick's head as they surrounded him completely. He felt Denise wrap her strong hand around his prick, rubbing it softly, yet firmly against her sister's cunt as she hovered just inches about him, straddling his legs. He then felt another hand gently caressing, teasing his balls as Darlene fondled them, caressing one of her own breasts as she stood there watching this. Moments later Denise held his prick, pushing it against Danielle's opening, he felt it begin to enter her, though there was a moment where he felt like a barrier was keeping him from doing so, also Danielle began to grimace slightly, though she moaned expectantly even then.
"That's it sweetie, nice and easy," Denise spoke softly to her. And then he realized there was even more going on here than he had fully understood. Danielle was a virgin! "Take it slowly honey, when you're ready, then push, you'll feel the head pop through, and then he'll be in."
Rick was again speechless, but how many countless times had he been with these three, now four anyway? Danielle continued to press herself upon him now, even more forcefully, until suddenly she groaned deeply, and then slipped fully over his hard stiff shaft until she had captured him completely deeply inside her.
"See baby? That wasn't so bad now was it?" Denise asked.
"Not even," Danielle moaned, now slowly slithering up and down Rick's prick, the sensation of pleasure rapidly taking over any initial discomfort she had felt. As she continued, Debra mounted the table as well like a gymnast climbing onto the balance beam, positioning herself quickly over his face.
"I love the way you eat pussy," she told him. "So eat me!"
Debra was already soaked, making him wonder if she hadn't already had a mini-orgasm just standing there, the sweet nectar already running in little droplets between her lips tasted refreshingly sweet, just as it always had, but he realized when considering that, "hadn't they all?"
Rick couldn't really see much of anything, though he could certainly feel it. Danielle's tight little cunt was happily stroking his prick now, her mewls and squeals of pleasure telling him that she was certainly having a good time as was Debra, who purred contentedly on his face, half rocking, half grinding herself on him as his tongue danced, speared, and slithered up and down her deliciously wet slit.
He soon felt each of his hands being held, then directed, the sensation of contact happening almost simultaneously as Denise placed his right hand against her also very wet cunt, as Darlene did the same with his left. He now lay, his face being thoroughly fucked by Debra who was now slipping and sliding on his mouth almost furiously as she strove towards orgasm. Danielle now all but jumping up and down on his cock, pounding herself unmercifully as she did so, his fingers now busily worming their way in and out of the other two cunts, delighting themselves with the similarities as he teased identical feeling clits, played with near perfect lips, pinching and pulling on them, then again slipping his fingers inside to fuck them each as they stood off to either side.
Debra's sweet tasting little trickle soon turned into a gushing flood. Her pussy exploded in a cascade of female cum-cream that threatened to drown him as he fought to swallow, gulping in massive amounts of her wet slippery cream. Hearing her sister's cry of release, Danielle likewise climaxed, shuddering and convulsing upon his staff, threatening to break it off accidentally as she did so, leaning back at that moment as Denise reached over frigging her sister's exposed tender clit, helping her achieve an even higher level of orgasmic bliss.



"Tell us when you're there," Darlene told him. "Don't cum in her cunt, we want to share the first one together," she added.
Rick was mere moments away from doing just that, quickly telling her so. Extricating themselves from him, Debra quickly dismounted the table, again like a gymnast in perfect form as Danielle sat up, un-cunting him, moving back just enough to remain closely positioned between his legs.
Finally able to see once again, Rick rested his weight on his elbows, lifting slightly watching four separate hands now surround, holding his prick as they began working it in unison together.
"Oh fuck!" he moaned, fighting hard not to close his eyes as the four stood, their hand's surrounding him, overlapping, yet pumping, as his prick inched closer and closer towards release.
"Let's see it spurt baby!" Darlene urged.
"Yeah, make it shoot," Debra added.
"Lots and lots of cum!" Denise giggled.
"Ditto!" Danielle added, just as Rick felt the head of his prick suddenly explode.
All four women squealed with delight as the geyser of spunk shot two feet into the air, falling in a streamer that separated like fireworks going off, splattering against Debra and Darlene who welcomed the sudden greeting with even greater joy as they reached for the falling cum, capturing it mid-air.
Sitting as he was, as though in slow motion, he watched the second equally strong jettison of his cream, which was now purposely aimed, Denise holding it against herself, mouth wide open in glorious expectation. Rick watched, felt, and then saw his second spurt flying, and then disappearing perfectly inside her mouth.
"Let me, let me try it!" Danielle said suddenly leaning over as Denise now positioned his prick against her mouth, where again Rick felt, watched, and fought against closing his eyes as his third cock explosion splattered against her upper lip, then into her mouth as Denise corrected her aim.
They continued pumping him his cum now drooling, dribbling out the head of his prick, though they scooped that up with fingers, tongues, smearing it upon their breasts, nipples, and as Rick watched Denise, now holding open her pussy as she rubbed it against her clit, frigging herself furiously with it afterwards as everyone stood smiling and watched.
"This should be good," Debra cooed.
"Always is, amazing how much and how far she can squirt isn't it?" Darlene added.
"Any moment now," Danielle said joining in, "Wish I could do that."
"In time," Debra assured her, "We'll show you how," she promised.
The ongoing conversation though bizarre hearing it as Rick continued to lay there on the table, his prick now partially forgotten as everyone watched Denise, the palm of her hand all but flying in a rapid blur back and forth over the surface of her clit that stood incredibly hard, stiff and erect well outside the protective covering of her lips.
"Oh yeah! Yeah! Gonna cum!" She cried out, and then bent her knee's just slightly, holding herself open, no longer using her hand upon herself as a thin stream of near constant squirting cum began spraying into the air, bathing Rick as she did so, then turning, squirting and bathing her three sister's simultaneously as they all stood together, catching, enjoying and laughing almost hysterically during the extremely long cum-shower she gave them all.
#
Drained, nearly exhausted, Rick collapsed back onto the table, though told not to move and remain where he was for the moment. Turning his head, he saw Debra pushing one of the buttons on the phone, Jennifer's voice quickly answering.
"Yes miss D?"
"Go ahead and order in lunch now," Debra said. "After that, go ahead and lock up once it's arrived. Also, if you and Brenda would then bring in the toy box? Oh, and grab that bottle of Viagra, I think we'll be needing that as well. Also, bring in some nice warm towels and some hot washrags, we've got cum all over the table, so you probably need to bring in some Windex and paper towels as well. Have you got all that?" she asked.
"Yes miss D," Jennifer added with a little giggle, "we'll get right on it!"
"You mind if I use the phone?" Rick asked.
Denise gave him a curious look.
"Don't worry, just going to call Larry and let him know I decided to begin my vacation, starting now," he smiled wickedly. "I think after today, I'm really going to need it!"
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We had known for a while now that my wife's sister's marriage was in trouble. So when Mattie told me that she'd just gotten off the phone with her sister Ellen, who had told her that it was over, I honestly wasn't surprised. "Rob? I know we've talked about it, but I just wanted to make sure before I mention it to her, she's going to need some time away while all this is going on, so you're sure it's ok with you if she comes here to stay with us for a while?"
I really liked Mattie's family of course, loved them dearly in fact. And though it had been a while since I'd seen either one of Mattie's sisters, and actually had missed seeing them, it certainly wasn't that. They were welcome to come for a visit any time, that wasn't the problem. The ONLY problem as I saw it was, Mattie and I had a very wonderful sex-life that allowed us the freedom to enjoy it openly together whenever and wherever we felt like it. Having guests obviously curtailed some of those wilder moments, but it was usually a short temporary thing. Now, with the knowledge that her sister would actually be coming here to live with us for a time, it meant giving up a few of those spontaneous naughty adventures we so enjoyed experiencing together.
But, family was family, and first things came first.
"You know that it is," I assured my wife sincerely. Neither one of us speaking the same shared thoughts, we didn't have to, knowing one another so perfectly the way we did. Mattie even addressed my thoughts though unspoken.
"And don't worry honey, we'll find naughty ways to have fun, even while she's here!"
I smiled at that, there was a certain edge to that which appealed to me of course. An element of additional excitement and danger associated with "getting caught" especially with it being her sister that tickled that decadent spot inside my head. She grinned seeing me smile.
"You thinking what I'm thinking?" she asked.
I unzipped my pants removing my hard stiff prick, showing her that I had been.
#
They might indeed have been sisters, and certainly had some similarities designating them as such, but that's about as close as it came in some ways. Mattie had wonderfully large breasts with incredibly nice sized nipples that she loved having me play with. I had seen Ellen's breasts once, seen her nude actually when she had visited us before and sat with us out in our hot tub. Nudity in our home, especially while doing that was of no moment, neither was it for Mattie's sisters and family whenever they'd come for a visit. So it wasn't without natural curiosity and observation that I'd taken note of a few points, among them being the difference in how Mattie and her sister's looked when being naked together.
Ellen had nice sized boobs as well, not quite as large as my wife's were perhaps, but nicely shaped with a similarly colored nipple. And unlike my wife who kept her pussy totally shaved, Ellen preferred the more natural though neatly trimmed look, which was quite a contrast in comparison, but made it interesting for me upon that discovery. Ellen was also a few inches taller than my wife, nearly my own height at five-nine though their natural hair color, as well as their hazel eyes was virtually the same. Mattie had chosen to include adding some red highlights to her own hair color, giving her a devilish little pixie look that really accentuated her eyes and her smile whenever she gave me one of those patented looks of hers, telling me in a moment she was in the mood!
As expected and planned for of course, Ellen arrived a few days later and immediately settled in. It was good to see her and talk to her again, even under the most difficult of circumstances. That first night after her arrival, we had again slipped outside to sit in the hot-tub, relax and have a few drinks along with some easy conversation which Mattie and I had agreed needed to steer clear of the obvious for the time being. There would be plenty of time for that later. So it was that we sat talking about some scenic places we'd enjoy seeing again, sharing with her Sister who seemed quite relieved and relaxed by our purposely chosen topic of conversation.
All this while Mattie sat next to me in the tub wonderfully fondling my cock.
With the jets going and the water bubbling the way it was, there was no way of course that you could see anything or know what was really going on there beneath the water, though Mattie's hand being in such close proximity towards my lap might have been a bit of a clue as to what was going on, though Ellen certainly never appeared to be aware of it, let alone say anything. And I was certainly enjoying the erotic play, until it was realized that we were all in need of fresh drinks, so taking a moment more to allow my stiff prick to soften considerably, only then did I unashamedly slip out of the tub and head back inside the house to make us all another drink.
Funny thing about water, sound travels very well across it, so as I stood in the kitchen making everyone another drink, I could clearly hear their conversation from outside through the open window as I stood there.
"Where you doing what I think you were doing?" Ellen asked her sister.
I could hear by her tone of voice it wasn't said in shock or embarrassed surprise either, having more of a light curious connotation to it that sister's might often share in open confidence with one another, and no doubt just as they had often done while growing up together by the sound of it.
I even heard Mattie giggle as she answered. "Not sneaky enough where we?" she stated still laughing. "I hope we didn't make you feel uncomfortable then," she soon added a bit more seriously.
"Oh not at all, actually...I found it very arousing," she said honestly. "Been a long time since I've even felt aroused," she now added with her own serious connotation being included.
"Would you prefer that I didn't?" Mattie asked her sister.
"Mattie, it's your house. I know how much you and Rob love one another, and if anything I've been a little jealous of your relationship and closeness, but I actually find it wonderfully refreshing that the two of you have and share such intimacy together, so what I'm trying to say here is, don't stop doing that, or sharing that together just because I'm here. I'd rather find some motel to stay in rather than cause the two of you any problems!"
"Don't be silly," Mattie told her sister. "You're not staying anywhere but here, and that's for long as you'd like, and you know that. But it IS nice to know that you don't mind the two of us being affectionate, we always have been, and I know that Rob enjoys that every bit as much as I do. And besides, he really is a bit of an exhibionist you know, just in case you haven't noticed."
Ellen laughed heartily at that one. "Oh yeah, couldn't help but notice that. He wasn't exactly hard when he climbed out of the tub to get our drinks, but he wasn't nearly as small as he was when he first got in either, so that pretty much confirmed for me that the two of you had been fooling around beneath the water a little."
"We'll try and tame things down a little," Mattie told her.
"Don't you dare!" Ellen said almost immediately. "I'm serious Mattie, just because I'm here staying with you, which I truly appreciate, I don't want it to disrupt your home-life OR your sex-life either for that matter. Just try and pretend like I'm not even here."
Mattie really did laugh then. "Not sure about that," she told her sister, "if we were to do that, you never know WHAT, or WHEN you'd walk into something!"
Ellen didn't comment further, just nodding her head though smiling, which is when I decided it was time to make an appearance again before they both started wondering what had happened to me. There was only one small problem with that, having stood there listening to them I was hard once again, not having a full-on massive erection perhaps, but it wasn't just sitting there dangling either. Grabbing our drinks, and hoping that the ever increasing darkness as the sun had finally began to set would help cover the obvious, I quickly made my way outside, pausing to place our drinks on the bar which was attached to the tub's gazebo, effectively hiding my situation for the moment anyway, and perhaps give me just enough time to relax somewhat, at least reaching the same proportionate size I had been when getting out to go into the house.
"What took you so long?" Mattie asked not helping the situation.
"Oh, I uh...had to pee too," I thought quickly.
"Ah huh," she grinned winking at me. "Didn't look like that's what you'd been doing when you came back outside," she said.
"Mattie!" I shot back at her, surprised by her comment, but taking it all in stride at the same time, another aspect about my wife that I truly loved so much, that she could be so completely honest, and so wonderfully wicked when doing it, all at the same time.
Ellen I noticed had the same smile on her face that Mattie had. Sister's yes, obviously, "But in their thoughts too?" I wondered.
We sat for a considerable amount of time after that, though with the water being as hot as it was, each of us periodically getting out for a minute or two to sit on the top of the corner, legs still dangling in the water cooling off a little. Mattie had quit playing with me, so my prick had gone back to a more normal looking relaxed size, though even then not fully which I certainly didn't mind, seeing an occasional glimpse at it from both of them whenever I got out to sit for a moment. And likewise, I enjoyed it whenever they did, taking the opportunity to enjoy the view even more fully without the covering protection of the bubbling churning water hiding their obvious attributes. But eventually, we'd all begun looking like and feeling like prunes, so it was time to get out, and being that it was also late, it was also time to turn in, though I was looking forward to going to bed for different reasons, and suspected that Mattie was thinking along those same lines herself as she gave my somewhat flaccid prick an affectionate little caress just before stepping out.
"See you two in the morning!" Ellen said giving us both a goodnight kiss, which I found strangely stimulating having done so while leaning over to receive one, cautiously careful not to accidentally bump into her as I did so, though very much aware of the press of her breast against my arm when we did.
I was hard as a fucking rock by the time Mattie and I had raced upstairs to the bedroom, closing the door, which we usually never did, and jumping into bed together.
"My, aren't we all nice and hard?" Mattie teased wrapping her hand around my stiff dick.
"And aren't we all nice and wet?" I answered back, my fingers easily slipping inside her extremely wet pussy.
"I figured you would be," she added then, "Especially with all that female titty-flesh for you to look at all night."
Mattie knew I had a thing for breasts of course, knew how much enjoyment I got just from looking at them let alone anything else. And the fact there was never any fear of me admitting that to her just made it a lot nicer to enjoy and appreciate even more about her when having done so.
"I think she was masturbating too," Mattie said then which really did surprise me.
"Huh? When?" I said trying to recall anything I'd seen or wondered about, but hadn't. "No way! When?" I asked again excitedly curious.
"I'm pretty sure she was," Mattie went on all the while slowly stroking my cock. "When you were sitting out on top of the corner? Ellen had turned around in her seat and was leaning out over the side while we sat talking?"
"Yeah?" I did remember that part, and was seeing it inside my head, replaying it back, though I couldn't for the life of me remember seeing Ellen doing anything suspicious.
"I think she was enjoying one of the jets!"
"One of the jets?" I repeated
"You know, letting it pulsate against her. When I was sitting next to her, my leg was against hers, and I could feel her sort of moving."
"Sure it wasn't the water?" I asked stupidly, hoping it wasn't as I sat there thinking about it.
"Nope, sure as hell wasn't," Mattie grinned. "She was the one who was moving alright, and I was pretty sure she'd discovered just how good that pulsating jet could feel, wondered if she'd continued all the way to an orgasm, but she didn't of course. But I really do think she was enjoying herself a little, especially after all that naughty talk we'd been having a bit earlier."
"What talk?"
"When we'd been discussing how your cock seemed to get a little bigger every time you got out, or back in again," she laughed. "Kind of hard not to notice," she quipped waggling it back and forth within her hands, letting me know what she'd really meant in saying that.
"Oh that," I grinned sheepishly. "Yeah...well."
"Oh you loved it, and you know it too. Every bit the exhibionist you are, love showing off this nice hard cock of yours don't you?"
"Just as much as you love playing with it too," I told her. "Even in front of your sister," I reminded. "Which is what got it that way in the first place!"
"Tell me you didn't like that," Mattie said now squeezing the head of it just the way she knew I liked it.
"Never said that, I'd be lying to you if I did," I admitted. "Something about that feeling naughty sensation, getting caught, it being your sister and all...you know, all of that."
"Yeah, I know!" Mattie said, and then slithered up on top of me, placing my rock-hard angry cock against the opening of her thoroughly saturated pussy and slid easily down on it. "If having my sister around is going to make you this horny all the time, then we're going to have to take advantage of it aren't we?" she said.
I was going to comment, but then as Mattie began to slide up and down upon my shaft so wonderfully, I simply forgot what it was I was going to say.
#
Since it was the weekend, we'd spent the better part of the day just sightseeing and running around. That evening the girls had fixed a fabulous, but light dinner, which we decided to eat outside on the patio. We had planned to tub once again once it got cooler, something I was already looking forward to, and now forewarned, curious to see if Ellen would indeed enjoy one of the pulsating jets again. Sensing the girls perhaps needed and wanted to talk however, I soon excused myself and began taking the dishes back inside, indicating it was only fair that I wash and clean up after all the work they'd gone into in making it. But I also knew it would give them a chance to have some privacy and talk if that's something the two of them wanted to do.
I had just finished washing and drying the last of the dishes when Mattie came in, quickly crossing over to where I was standing.
"How's she doing?" I asked.
"Better I think," Mattie told me. "A lot to deal with, but I think she's coping with it very well under the circumstances."
"That's good," I said, and then felt Mattie's hand tugging at my zipper. I glanced out the window, but Ellen continued to sit, enjoying some peace and quiet for a moment or two perhaps. "What're you doing?" I asked, though actually excited at the prospect of whatever it was.
"Been missing this," Mattie said now pulling out my prick, which had quickly, began hardening.
"Shit honey, it's been less than twenty-four hours!"
"Too long," she grinned up at me.
"Um," I purred, still glancing out the window. "Umm, not sure we have a whole lot of time here," I said.
Mattie had me quickly and very easily all nice and hard though, not too surprisingly.
"How quick do you think you can cum?" she asked.
Normally, I'd much rather prefer not to, it never really was about the orgasm itself, but about getting there. And the longer we both took to get there, the better it was when we did. But I had also learned that a quick hand-job could bring about a quick orgasm too, which I had often done to myself whenever I was in need of some real fast stress relief.
"Fast enough," I told her. "Why?"
"Because I'm obviously horny for one, and for two...because I want to feel you squirting on my tits for another."
"Really?"
"Yeah, really!"
"Try and keep one eye on Ellen while you're jerking yourself off for me," Mattie said. Kneeling, she quickly bared her breasts and began playing with them, making it even more difficult for me to keep one eye on Ellen in case she decided to stand up and come back inside, and the other on my wife as she fondled those magnificent tits of hers while I stood there furiously stroking my cock for her in an effort to cum on them.
Faster than I would have normally liked, I soon felt the first surge of liquid joy leap from the head of my prick, but it was every bit as exciting in a uniquely different way too, knowing that we'd had a quick bit of naughty fun together as I stood there watching my cum splatter all over my wife's waiting boobs. When I was finished, smiling happily and contentedly, though now hornier than ever, Mattie stood and began to walk back outside. The problem was, she hadn't pulled her shirt back down over her cum-covered tits as she did so.
"Hey! Where the hell are you going?" I called out.
She turned to smile at me, grinning broadly. "Why...to show Ellen of course!"
"What?" But by then Mattie had opened the sliding glass door and was already sitting down at the table across from her sister, cum covered tits and all by the time I stepped outside.
"Damn!" Ellen laughed. "I should have known better!"
"Ok, someone want to tell me just what happened here?" I asked. Not really minding that my wife now sat massaging the natural cum-cream into her breasts while she did, but that I was obviously unaware of what had brought that about in the first place.
"I was telling Mattie that Steve and I never ever did anything fun or spontaneous, and that it was one of the things that was driving me crazy, especially when a lot of it was simple silly stuff, just like this," she said pointing directly at Mattie's cream covered tits. "Which I find very arousing and exciting, but which Steve thought was stupid and childish, so I wondered if that was the way most men thought, and that maybe it really was me."
"And that's when I told Ellen that you'd do just about anything I asked without question," Mattie said grinning.
"So I said anything? And Mattie said yep, that you'd do just about anything she asked you, as well as anytime or anyplace. So then I said, OK, go inside and tell him to cum on your tits, seriously, I was only joking, but she said ok, knowing that you would, and obviously of course, you did!"
I could only stand there and shake my head, a little more relieved now having been filled in. "At least it makes me feel a little better about myself," Ellen said honestly. "That I'm not the only one running around with all these crazy naughty thoughts inside my head!"
"Oh? And what other crazy naughty thoughts are running around in there?" Mattie asked her sister.
She just grinned back at her though, answering, "Yeah, wouldn't you like to know?"
"I would!" I said jumping in.
"What a surprise," they both said in unison giving me that now famously patented look.
#
It wasn't too long after that, that we all once again made our way out to the tub, though this time I purposely didn't turn on the outside patio lights, leaving the tub area in a bit more darkness than we'd sat in the previous night. And I think the girls appreciated it a lot more too, seemed to even further diminish whatever inhibitions might have remained, leaving the air filled with a bit of still charged sexual excitement as our conversations continued along in that vein. Mattie really opened up to her sister about some of our wilder escapades, actually telling them in fairly explicit detail as she did, which was not only interesting to hear and relive in a sense, hearing my wife retelling them, but arousing me considerably in the process until this time I truly was as hard as a rock, and didn't care who saw it or knew it. Boldly, and feeling that exhibionistic side of me really taking charge, I sat up out of the water once again in the corner acting like I needed a quick cool-down, and using the excuse perhaps that it WAS darker outside after all, and in doing so, not at all making any attempt to hide my full-blown erection. I grinned inwardly seeing that both women had certainly noticed it as well, though Mattie continued to relate this story, or that one about things we'd had fun doing as Ellen sat quietly listening to her, yet quite frequently glancing over in my direction periodically at the same time.



Mattie was still sitting in one corner enjoying the pulsating jets against her back. Since I'd gotten out of the other corner seat, I had now slid over continuing to sit on the ledge, offering the now vacated corner to Ellen as she'd been sitting on the bench seat without any jets. She quickly moved over to it, but instead of sitting down in it as I'd expected her to do, she faced forward in it instead, half leaning out of the tub as sometimes we all had, but in particular as Mattie had told me she'd observed the previous night. I glanced over at Mattie, who smiled knowingly towards me, just then finishing a particularly erotic adventure of ours and noticed that Ellen did indeed seem to be rotating her lower body slowly back and forth against the jets as she sat there listening, occasionally asking Mattie about something she'd just said, which usually was some very specific or erotic little detail.
For myself, I didn't need to manually stimulate my cock in order to keep it hard, just listening to my wife, and now looking over at Ellen thinking that perhaps she really was enjoying the sensation of the jets on her cunt just like Mattie suspected she'd done the night before, was more than enough stimulation to keep me aroused.
This time, I really did think Ellen sort of got herself off. Maybe it wasn't a mind-blowing earth shattering orgasm, especially as she didn't cry out or even act like she'd had one. She'd just kept moving a little while we talked, still occasionally glancing over in my direction where I made no effort whatsoever to try and hide my rigidly hard cock. Then suddenly she just stopped, turned around in her seat and sat back with her eyes closed for a few before announcing that it was time for her to get out. We all did shortly after that, with me somewhat surprised that the evening had seemed to reach such an abrupt end to it suddenly. Even wondering for a moment with my sitting there the way I had been, that maybe it had finally made her uncomfortable perhaps.
Making our way upstairs, with Ellen's room right across the hall from ours, I slipped into bed as the two girls took turns using it in preparation for bed. Not bothering to close the bedroom door to our room as we often left it open to catch a nice cross-breeze, especially if we weren't planning on doing anything, which I now wasn't as Mattie too seemed worried and concerned about her sister's sudden change in mood, so it had to some degree turned down the heat on our previous aroused excitement.
Turning over in bed, I allowed myself to snooze, knowing that both Mattie as well as Ellen seemed to take a long time in the bathroom, and knowing because of that, the likelihood of doing anything had suddenly become fairly remote.
I don't know how long it really was, but I woke with the sensation of a hand groping me in the darkness. The lights were all off now of course, so I could only assume that Ellen too had gone off to bed.
"Want me to close the door?" I asked
"Nah, we'll try and be quiet," Mattie said simply as she quickly began to reawaken the arousal I'd allowed to go away without taking care of it. Needless to say, she soon had me all nice and hard once again, but more importantly, very horny now and in need of some cunt licking for myself. Which Mattie was only more than happy to oblige of course.
I slid down and began to happily tongue and lick Mattie's cunt, enjoying her sweet taste as well as the erotic sensation of flicking that hard little clit of hers with my tongue. Far too soon for my own pleasures, I sensed Mattie's hand on my head and shoulders, which was usually an indication that she wanted to feel me inside her, which again surprised me because she usually had at least one, sometimes two nice hard orgasms before we did that. But not this time.
As I slid up in preparation of doing that, she spoke whispering in my ear. "I think Ellen's watching us," she said almost too softly for me to hear. Obviously I couldn't very well turn around to look either, taking the hint in what Mattie had done by coaxing me up to her in order to speak.
Though the room was dark, it certainly wasn't so much so that you still couldn't make out objects or knew where you were. And I could certainly see my wife's face well enough as I peered into her eyes, saw her smiling, as I now did, then again slithered back down between her legs, taking up where I had just left off, still not knowing for sure if she had been right, and that Ellen might perhaps indeed be standing just outside our bedroom door peering in at us.
This time Mattie did cum, and came hard when she did, not even trying to lessen the sound of pure pleasure that I gave her, allowing herself to express it fully and completely. As she did, I was almost positive that I heard another much softer moan actually come from somewhere back behind me, though without turning to look and verify what I suspected, remained as only a possibility perhaps, fueled by the fact that maybe Ellen had been, and had in fact been playing with herself while peeking in on us.
"My turn!" Mattie said softly, though not trying to whisper it, using what would be a normal use of her voice under the circumstances, but effectively telling Ellen as she did so what we were now about to do, which was exchange places. As I situated myself upon my back, I couldn't help but look towards the door there in the darkness, though try as I might, I could neither hear nor see anything. With the now wonderful, erotic sensations that Mattie began applying to my lust-hungry cock, my attention soon focused on that and no longer quite so much on the door. At one point, my eyes naturally looked in that direction however, as though being reminded that it had still remained a possibility that Ellen might have at some point actually been there. The darkness seemed fuller for some reason as I lay looking, then movement, very slight, hardly noticeable at all but I realized that someone WAS standing there, just edging around the doorway. Mattie must have sensed it almost at the same exact moment I had, for she removed her mouth from around my prick where she'd been so expertly sucking it.
"You might as well come in here and join us," she told her sister plain and simply. "We're horny, you're horny, so why not?"
There was just a moment of silent hesitation at being discovered perhaps, then indecision. "You sure?" came her soft nervous sounding voice.
"Get your ass in here," Mattie then spoke with an acknowledged giggle. "I know for a fact that Rob won't mind that at all!"
I first heard, and then saw as Ellen's form took shape and crossed the room tentatively into the bedroom soon after placing herself on the edge of the bed where she now sat. "Lay down," Mattie told her patting the bed, then adding, "and spread your legs!"
She did so, quietly, obviously nervous. But as Mattie gently coaxed me with a look, and a touch of hand, I knew what it was that she now wanted me to do. I crawled up between Ellen's legs, spreading her pussy apart with my fingers, delighting in the discovery of the fact that she had much thicker fuller lips which I now played with, exploring even as my tongue and lips began to search and explore her pussy, quickly finding and then lightly sucking her hard blood-engorged little clit, her shudder of surprise and delight quickly telling me that it felt good, her soft deep moan confirming that a moment later.
Mattie now sat nearer her head gently holding her sister as I continued to slowly and softly lick her, allowing her body to tell me what she liked, what she wanted more of as I orally pleasured her in ways that she had no doubt not experienced in a very long time.
Occasionally looking up while I lapped, sucked and licked, seeing Mattie also gently caressing and teasing her sister's breasts, molding them, tenderly running her finger tips over her sister's nipples in much the same way my tongue was doing to her clit and wet slippery split.
When Ellen came, she did so with a cry of release that seemed to come from somewhere very far away, beginning at the center of her soul, and then eventually making its way out where she could in no way contain it. I think her ecstasy, the intensity of it surprised even herself, as it most certainly did us, though we reveled in it with her, encouraged her to continue, and continued to pleasure her until moans became laughter, and then laughter became tears.
No one spoke a word for the longest time, neither did any of us move away or even attempt to reposition ourselves, simply basking in what was, what had been.
"Holy shit," she finally said aloud. "It really has been a long time since I've felt that!"
"Not bad huh?" Mattie giggled. "I told you I wasn't marrying him for his money, but that I was for his tongue!"
"And I thought you were just kidding me!" Ellen said.
"What? You really told her that?" I asked.
"Yep! I really did!" Mattie laughed. "Now, speaking of which, how about you roll over again, I think we've both got some unfinished business that needs attending to here!"
"I'll leave you two alone," Ellen said rolling out of bed.
"And just where the hell do you think you're going?" Mattie asked her. "When I said we had some unfinished business here, I was speaking about the two of us," she said meaning her sister. "How longs it been since you've had a nice long hard fuck too?" she asked. "Too long."
"Well then?"
"You don't have to do this you know," Ellen spoke.
"Oh yeah, like it's a real chore for Rob to fuck the two of us," Mattie told her. "I'm sure he'll be complaining about it for days after this!"
That did make Ellen laugh, and I for one had absolutely no intention of ever complaining about anything...ever again for that matter. All I wanted to do was find a way to show my wife how much I truly loved her and appreciated her for who she was, and how caring and understanding she could be in understanding and knowing what her sister was going through. Maybe for most this might seem a bit unorthodox by way of a solution, but Mattie knew damn well just what it was her sister truly wanted and more importantly, needed.
Soon after that, as Ellen climbed back into bed, and then onto me, Mattie likewise crawled up over my face where I loved once again licking her in this way, reaching up to fondle and play with her boobs, and then wonderfully, doing the same with Ellen's as she slid down onto my cock, and just sat there with me deep inside of her for the longest time. I didn't mind though, it helped me as I was on the verge at that moment of spewing a load inside her almost from the moment that she did.
It was eerily erotic in a way, they both came so differently, yet sounding so much alike when they did so, hearing them together when they did, almost as one, triggering my own needed release as I filled Ellen's pussy with what seemed like gallons of fuck juice.
Waking in the morning, a woman snuggled comfortably on each side of me, only then waking up as I finally stirred.
"Morning," I said happily giving each a kiss to the forehead as I tended to wake with a bad case of morning breath that had a hint of pussy attached to it.
"Morning baby."
"Morning Rob."
Came two very happy replies.
"Well, anything in particular you want to see or do today?" Mattie asked her sister.
"Like what?"
"Well, we can go sight-seeing, or shopping, or just stay here and fuck. What would you like to do?" She asked.
"Guess!" Ellen grinned.
As I now did. And besides, the car was out of gas anyway.
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Admittedly, even with the mind-blowing evening we'd shared, not to mention the following day when we literally spent the day fucking one another's brains out whenever we felt like it, I couldn't help but wonder afterwards if that wasn't nothing more than a onetime shot borne out of pure simple eroticism that wouldn't be repeated again anytime soon. Especially when Ellen came to her senses and realized that she was fucking her sister's husband after all, even if Mattie encouraged it or not.
I kept waiting for the other shoe to drop, but it didn't. Even as I came down stairs having first gotten ready for work the following Monday to grab a quick cup of coffee and a Danish on my way out the door, I was greeted by both Mattie and Ellen sitting at the kitchen table already up and on their third cups when I came down. Both wore simple robes as they busily poured me a cup or served up a hot pastry for me to eat, neither of which was securely tied in front, so I sat eye-balling both of their luscious tits as they made all too infrequent appearances while leaning over to serve me, or turning this way or that way as I sat there letting my coffee get cold.
"So what are you two up to today?" I finally asked, "More shopping?" I noticed Ellen toss a quick secretive glance towards her sister with a sly smile that she tried to hide behind a pastry as she bit in to it.
My wife on the other hand maintained a stoic expression to my inquiry without giving away that they were up to something, but as far as I was concerned, Ellen had already done that.
"Couple of places I thought we might go window shopping yes," was all she told me. "I already have a nice roast that I took out of the freezer to thaw for dinner tonight, so we don't really need much by way of groceries either, though if you wouldn't mind dropping by and picking up a couple of bottles of wine to go with it, that would be nice, and would save us a trip."
As usual, Mattie managed to divert the subject letting me know only what she wanted me to. Whatever the girls were up to, I'd find out eventually, and hopefully this evening, as I really hated not knowing what was going on. I did receive a nice affectionate little kiss from each as I headed out the door, walking out to the car, opening the door and turning to wave good-bye as I always did. In return, the girls stood side-by-side in the doorway watching me leave, and then as though previously planned, which I'm sure that it was, both opened their robes fully, showing me as they did so they were completely naked underneath. Before I could react one way or the other however, they had just as quickly closed their robes along with the door, and disappeared from sight.
#
I had a hard time working, grateful when the hands on the clock finally told me it was quitting time. I soon after drove to the store, picking up the wine that my wife had requested, and headed home.
The first thing I noticed when I walked in the door was the delicious aroma of the roast cooking along with the smell of hot fresh rolls.
"Welcome home honey," my wife said greeting me as I came into the kitchen. Ellen was nowhere in sight, though my searching eyes was an obvious enough question that she responded. "Ellen's getting dressed," she said simply. "We're having a bit of a special dinner this evening, so go upstairs take a shower, and put on what I'll come up and lay out for you to wear."
"Good hell sweetie, do we really have to dress for dinner? I haven't done that since I was a kid!"
"Don't argue, and don't worry, I don't think you'll mind it one single bit!"
By the time I had showered and shaved again, Mattie had left my outfit all nicely spread on the bed. She'd given me a pair of black silk pajamas some years ago, but there really was hardly an occasion for me to ever where them for one thing, and for another, I never wore anything to bed.
"That's interesting," I mused as I put them on, and then bounded downstairs like a kid waking up on Christmas morning. By the time I arrived, dinner was all set and waiting for me on the table, along with both opened bottles of wine, giving them a chance to breathe, soft lighting, equally soft music playing in the background, and two very soft erotic looking women on top of all that.
"Well? What do you think?" Mattie asked showing off the rather sensual display, though at the moment I wasn't looking at the scrumpscious food they'd prepared, but at them.
"Wow!" was my one worded response, though I doubled it. "Wow!" I said once again really meaning it.
The girls obviously had gone shopping indeed, each of them still standing by their respective chairs waiting for me to seat them, which I soon did, but not before taking in the delightful provocative scenery first!
Mattie had chosen to wear a long very sheer floor-length black gown that did little if anything to hide all those luscious curves beneath it. Strategically placed folds of additional material covered, though more than hinted at her marvelous breasts, as well as the area between her legs that more or less played peek-a-boo with me as she turned allowing me to more fully appreciate the way she looked as I held out her chair for her before moving over to perform the same service for her sister.
Ellen had taken a slightly different route in her attire still elegant, but in a very sultry way that allowed both of her nipples to be openly shown while surrounded by just enough material of her emerald green gown that let me know they were there, all hard and pointed, though the fullness of her breasts was cleverly concealed beneath the form fitting bodice, matching patties and gartered stockings. I'd never really been a fan of green colors, but I certainly was now. Having helped Ellen into her chair, I finished walking around the table towards mine where I'd been seated in the middle between the two of them. My prick already having doubled in size though not quite fully erect, still pressed obviously enough as it was against the thin material of my pajamas as I walked, soon seating myself.
"I think he likes the way we look," Ellen said grinning.
"I noticed," My wife told her sister nodding her head, her eyes having followed me all the way over to my own chair, though she added as an afterthought. "Enjoy your dinner honey," she said sweetly. "But don't eat too much, we wouldn't want you having your desert on a full stomach!"
As delicious as everything looked and smelled, I hardly remember even eating it as I sat there. Watching the subtle movements of their breasts throughout dinner had kept my erection hard and full, a constant reminder of just how aroused I was for one, and still wondering what else might lie ahead of me for another.
We finished dinner, pouring additional glasses of wine, which we then took with us downstairs to the den where the girls had once again obviously prepared something else by way of entertainment. Though I was of course now expecting something, I was still taken by surprise as I was led into the room. Soft lighting once again greeted me of course, but it was red now, a sense of eroticism bathing the entire room in its glow. The girls had pushed most of the furniture aside against the walls, opening the middle of the room where they had spread out an enormous very comfortable looking blow-up mattress with several large throw pillows covering it. Having been led into the room, I began to walk towards it, intending to position myself right down in the middle of it, but Ellen stopped me, grabbing onto my hand before I could.
"Not yet," she said seductively. "Take a seat in one of the chairs, enjoy your wine first."
I did so, now wondering more than ever what they were up to, until they stood beginning to undress one another, slowly... which I knew to be for my benefit, as they seemed to spend an inordinate amount of time undoing ties or laces, or whatever else it was that kept their clothes on. But I found myself loving every minute of it too!
When they stood fully naked, I half expected for the two of them to come back over towards me, and perhaps perform the same sensual removal of my clothes that I'd sat watching and seeing them do. Instead, I caught the naughty wink and smile from my wife that I had learned a long time ago told me something very special, and very erotic was about to happen. I certainly wasn't wrong either.
Hidden beneath the pillows as both girls sunk down into the sea of softness below me, I watched as Mattie withdrew what appeared to be a giant-sized prick, a two headed prick actually, which as she held it up for me to see, flipping a small switch as she did so, also began to emit a soft humming sound as she held it.
"Would you like to help us with this?" she asked innocently without obviously being so.
I sat my wine glass back on the corner table after draining it, then followed my hard firm erection which pointed the way as I crossed over towards the girls who had now positioned themselves down on their backs, legs overlapping one another, pussies just barely inches apart.
"Would you be kind enough to put each end of it inside us?" Mattie asked in the sultriest seductive tone of voice I had ever heard her use before.
"Fuck!" I moaned by way of response taking the almost life-like feeling toy from her and laying it between them initially, more or less bridging the gap between them. Just reaching over to spread the lips of my sister-in-laws cunt with my fingers sent chills of desire running up and down my spine. As I did so, briefly exposing her hard pink little clit that now winked at me from where it had previously been hiding, I heard Ellen's soft moan of expectation and excitement. Already the pre-lubrications of her arousal pooling between her lips, a white almost frothy cream coating now clinging to her swollen lips which I again remembered playing with, pulling up and stretching with my fingers just a few nights ago now. Rubbing the toys prick head against her clit briefly by way of introduction, then likewise sliding it up and down between her even juicer sucking lips, I finally pressed it, easing it just inside her, watching the head of the prick suddenly disappear inside her with a nice squishy little welcome along with another deep-throated moan of approval.
I now took the other end, doing the same thing to my wife's cunt, as Ellen lay unmoving, expectantly, teasing my wife's precious clit with the head, though in doing so, not initially realizing I was also causing and giving unexpected stimulation to Ellen's cunt simultaneously.
When both women were properly impaled with the toy, I sat back on my heels waiting expectantly.
"Take a seat baby," Mattie purred. "Pull you chair up closer to us...and watch."
I had turned on the vibrator to its lowest setting so that it did nothing more than give off a faint gentle stimulation as the girls began to slowly move against one another with the toy now fucking between them. I wasn't sure that this qualified as an incestuous act, maybe it did, but they only touched themselves really, watching as I did, their hands kneading and toying with their own breasts in the way they obviously enjoyed and preferred doing. And though the toy certainly connected the two of them together, their movements and pleasures complimenting one another, it was for me a simple erotic act, and adventure of seeing two beautiful women together, pleasuring themselves while somehow pleasuring one another.
"Take it out baby, I want to watch you," Mattie finally spoke through glazed eyes as she continued to fondle and mold her tits with her hands, fingers pulling on hard extended nipples, pinching and twisting them just the way she loved it whenever I did. Likewise, Ellen too held her breasts, though teasing her own erect little nubbins with the tips of her fingers, sometimes flicking them against each, often lowering her hand to feel the head of the prick as it slid in and out of her, teasing and caressing her swollen hard clitoris that had now grown to twice it's normal size, no longer hiding beneath the protective folds of her lips.
I was glad to get out of the pajamas, though they had certainly felt comfortable earlier. My cock was now rigidly hard, swollen purple in color as I looked down at the two of them, still writing and undulating against one another so erotically, so sensually like cobra's entwined after a fashion as they slithered back and forth against one another there on the bed.
I stood up then, now standing as I looked directly down upon them, watching the toy first going inside one, and then out, while the opposite occurred for the other. Both women openly moaning and groaning their combined pleasures, looks that became vulnerably exposed, eyes that sparkled with the intensity of lust, wanton desire and need.
I stood, squeezing my prick, watching the large thick fat droplet of precum ooze from the head of my dick, slowly extending itself in a long sliver of pearly cum-string that I dangled, and then tossed like a fisherman with his fly, seeing it land perfectly upon Ellen's breast, capturing her nipple which she now tickled and caressed, using the essence of my lubrication to further her own pleasure and enjoyment with.
I continued to stand, fisting my prick, slowly, teasingly, once again urging forth another droplet that I again milked until it hung suspended from prick-tip nearly reaching my wife's cunt before separating, falling of its own accord to mingle with the wet slick-sounding juices she was already producing now with fingers furiously encircling her clit, sometimes exploring and joining the pink-headed monster that fucked ever so deeply, ever so constantly in and out of her slippery sounding sex.
"We want to see you squirt baby," Mattie told me.
"Yes, yes we do!" Ellen said joining her sister. "I want to watch your prick spraying on us from above, see you squirting on us, on me...on my tits, my cunt, my face, wherever you want to," she added almost challengingly.
"Yes! Yes!" Mattie stated, her eyes showing lust-filled agreement with her sister's request. "Watching us cum, watching us fucking one another as we do, making one another climax as you stand there, your prick spurting it's fuck juice all over the two of us!"
At that precise moment, Mattie reached down switching the toy to the second highest setting, I saw the sudden surprised look on her sister's face, followed by an intake of air, her lungs filling, holding, her fingers now openly spreading her lips apart, her clit once again even more fully exposed, harder, larger than I'd thought possible as she lay there allowing the new enhanced vibrations of the monster cock to work its magic inside and upon her super-sensitized flesh.
"Oh yeah Rob, yeah! Jack it honey!" she asked me almost pleadingly now, "Jack it off, make it spurt, make it squirt, make it cum!"
Though I had certainly been doing just that, I was hardly even aware of it, my eyes feasting on first one, and then the other, going back and forth, watching how each woman responded to the new stimulations, each reacting slightly differently, yet just as passionately aroused as the other. Mattie now humping herself against some unseen lover perhaps, her ass bouncing up and down against the bed, one hand almost violently stretching, tearing at a nipple as she pulled upon it, the other between her legs, two fingers likewise vise-gripped about her own extended little clit as she held them there masturbating herself with an up and down motion just as I now stood doing myself.
"Oh yeah, I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum!" I announced, feeling that first delicious tickle as my balls hardened fully, no longer bouncing up and down beneath my hand, now stiffly attached to the movement of my cock as I pulled it, milking the head for a moment, letting go, milking and squeezing the head once again, feeling the tingle of release begin to slowly make its way up and then out of my shaft. "Here...it...comes!" I groaned, my teeth almost gritting, my face grimacing in ecstasy, watching the sudden almost magical appearance of my semen as it exploded from the tip of my prick, split streamers of it as though I'd purposely planned it that way, bending at the knee, hovering, watching as my ejaculation splattered almost simultaneously against each woman's cunt, bathing it in thick milky white cream that momentarily obscured their precious pink clits from view.
Almost methodically, I turned back and forth between the two of them, my prick now lurching, spending itself repeatedly over and over against them until there was nothing more to give, even though the throbs continued, the pulsations still coursing through my entire being as my legs gave out, weak in the knees stumbling backwards again reclaiming my chair.
Two distinct eruptions of orgasmic bliss accompanied my own, Ellen frantically hand-patting her mound which suddenly erupted with its own little volcanic spray as her pussy suddenly shot one tiny little streamer of watery juice high into the air which was followed quickly by another and then another. Mattie meanwhile was coaxing her own sweet nectar out of her cunt, still manually jerking off her clit with two fingers, I watched as the white frothy foam of her spending completely enveloped the large thick fuck toy, bathing it in what almost looked like cum-bubbles, wrapping around it, then dripping out to add to the frothy, cunt-suck-fuck noises I so loved hearing her make.
#
Mattie had a way of getting me aroused all over again within a reasonably short period of time. Something that surprised Ellen for some reason, though she explained that her soon to be Ex usually fell asleep, or grew impatient with her afterwards the moment he had finished, whether she'd had an orgasm or not. Ellen confessed that most often, she would sneak off into the bathroom and finish masturbating herself, which is when she first learned she could really often squirt if she did it a certain way. Again, something her husband found thoroughly disgusting when she first showed him.
The one nice thing about a second, or even sometimes a third climax in one evening for me, each took just a bit longer to arrive at, thus ensuring Mattie, and now Ellen that there was no rush, nor any big hurry for us to be in. It truly was all about pleasure, and pleasuring one another. Now finally being invited onto the enormous bed they'd created, the girls simply took turns mounting me, fucking at whatever leisurely pace, or even quick one they desired, while I played, touched, fondled or sucked on a pair of boobs while all this was going on, and while the other waited her turn. Looking at the clock, seeing that it was already past two in the morning, I knew there and then I'd be calling in to work, taking the day off the next day. We soon after fell asleep in one another's arms just as we lay, each of us content beyond understanding.
#
Mattie unfortunately didn't have the same option that I did. She worked part-time three days a week at a clothing store, so though we'd stayed up fooling around half the night, she had to get up and go into work. While she showered, I made coffee and then headed upstairs to take her a cup while she dressed. "So what plans do you have for the day?" Mattie asked.
"Nothing really," I said sheepishly, hoping to get in a little naptime.
"Well try and spend some of it with Ellen," she said seriously. "I know she seems to be doing well, but I know this is still hard on her. And something else too," Mattie said which surprised me a little. "Don't be afraid to show her some affection today either."
"Affection?" I asked looking for some clarification here. "Like a hug here and there?"
"That too, but you know what I mean," she smiled softly.
We hadn't exactly discussed it in any length up until now. It had been one thing to include Ellen in our own intimate play, and certainly having Mattie always there and well aware of things was one thing. But I had had no inclination to even imagine doing anything else while Mattie wasn't there.



"Right now, it's helping to keep her mind off things," Mattie continued, "While she's here, I would appreciate it if you didn't treat her any differently than you do me. So show her some interest, even if she's not interested, or not in the mood when you do, at least it will make her feel like a woman again, and that someone else besides that shit-for-brains husband of hers actually finds her attractive."
"But she already knows that!" I told Mattie.
"Oh? Aside from telling her she looked good in that outfit last night, have you told her how sexy she is? Or how pretty she is when she's just wearing normal every day clothing? Women like being told they're attractive looking outside of the bedroom too you know!" Mattie half scolded me. When I didn't respond any further than nodding my head in understanding she continued. "Anyway, spend some time with her, don't just lay around in bed all day, unless she's with you," Mattie grinned. "But save a little for me too after I get home," she added with an additional smile.
I was surprised to feel my cock lurch after she'd said that, considering the workout it had already had the night before. Kissing her goodbye, I went to the door to see her off just as the two of them had done for me. Ellen was downstairs in the kitchen having her first cup of coffee and walked with us to the door.
"Remember what you two did to me yesterday?" I asked Ellen, "when I was leaving for work?"
She grinned. "Yeah? Why?"
I'd been wearing only a bathrobe myself, as was Ellen of course, so I quickly opened it showing her I was nude beneath it, and actually sporting a bit of a morning hard-on. Ellen laughed, removing her own robe so that we stood in the door together, both of us naked now and waiting on Ellen to turn to wave goodbye upon reaching the car, which she soon did, just in time to see the two of us standing there naked, waving at her. Mattie laughed, blew us a kiss, and then added what looked like to be a fairly obscene hand gesture towards us as she slipped into the car. Though I had an idea what it was, I still wasn't sure.
"You know what that meant?" I asked as we headed back into the kitchen area.
Ellen chuckled, "Oh yeah...it was one of the secret hand signals we used to give one another whenever one or the other of us was about to do something naughty."
"Oh? Like what?" I asked as we sat down at the kitchen table pouring another coffee and finding this intimate time alone refreshing. I really hadn't just sat down and had a chat with my sister-in-law before, certainly not like this anyway.
"Just silly stuff really," she said actually blushing.
"Tell me!" I pressed genuinely interested.
Ellen giggled, and the smile on her face suddenly made her look young again. "No really, its just silly stupid stuff and a little embarrassing," she added shifting in her seat.
"Oh come on Ellen, tell me...Mattie rarely tells me any of the naughty things she used to do before we met, and it always turns me on hearing it when she does. So...spill it, tell me something you two used to do that I can get back at her with," I said in my best conspiratorial voice.
Ellen openly laughed at that. "Well ok," she began, though her face was even redder than before. "For instance, when we were living at home, mom always used to keep a bowl of fruit on the table. One of the games that Mattie and I would secretly play together, was daring one another to do something horribly wicked."
"Such as?" I said very interested, and feeling that my cock was also very interested as I sat there listening to her with it growing harder and harder with each passing moment.
"If Mattie picked up a banana say like she was going to eat it, then changing her mind and putting it back, it was a signal to me that that was the item she wanted me to use on myself, which I would then have to do, and tell her about later. If didn't, then it meant I had to do her days chores for her if I didn't find a way to go through with it. And visa versa."
I wasn't about to allow Ellen to just leave it at that. "So then you'd have to masturbate yourself with the banana then?" I said grinning, also peering at a bit of bared cleavage as Ellen sat her coffee cup down on the table pouring herself another from the carafe.
"Yeah, like I said, it was part of the game we played. Once she'd put it back, I would then pick it up as though I'd decided to eat it myself, then I'd rush upstairs to our room and pleasure myself, then leave the remains of it as proof that I had."
I was grinning as I sat there, seeing this inside my head. "Ok, so...what sort of signal did she just give you now then?" I found myself asking.
"Same one really, she was telling me to find something to use to masturbate with, and then tell her about it later."
We didn't have any fruit on the table as I looked around, noticing as I did that Ellen automatically did so as well.
"Hmmm, will this do?" I said standing up. My robe was open, my cock was hard as a rock. Ellen grinned wickedly eyeing it as I stood there.
"Well she certainly didn't specifically state anything I had to use, so I don't see why not!"
Ellen stood jumping up onto the kitchen table, which was the perfect height, opening her robe, she displayed her open juicy split along with two very nice looking, hard tipped breasts. "Wait a minute, I have an idea!" I grinned wickedly.
Ellen tossed me a curious look as I picked up the phone and dialed a number. "Hi baby," I said grinning at Ellen while now speaking to Mattie. "Oh no, nothing's wrong, just thought 'we'd' give you a little call on your way to work," I said to her, only then walking over close enough so that Ellen could reach down grabbing my cock. "Yes, as a matter of fact she is, want to speak to her?" I handed the phone off to Ellen, trading hands with her as I now placed the head of my prick at her wet juicy opening and began sliding it up and down between her lips.
"Almost at work?" Ellen asked. "Us?" she giggled a moment later. "Well, we did find something I could use," Ellen told her sister. "Just happened to be quite handy too," she added snickering. "Matter of fact, Rob's using it on me now, he thought you might enjoying knowing, and hearing that," she spoke into the phone. "What is it you're wondering?" she giggled again. "Guess! Yep! That's right, just happened to be very handy and very available. What's he doing with it now? Well...at this very moment he's just slowly sliding it up and down between my lips, now he's tapping my clit with it. Oh yeah, that does feel nice when he does that doesn't it?" Ellen looked up at me, "She said she's just pulling into the parking lot at work, that it's early yet so she still has a few minutes."
I cast Ellen a curious look as she sat listening to whatever it was Mattie was saying, but by the look on her face, I had an idea.
"Now she says she's slipping her panties down her legs while sitting in the car, wants to hear us...or rather hear how wet you're making me!"
Placing the phone down between her legs, I made a concerted effort to slap my prick against Ellen's cunt while Mattie listened to the sounds of me doing that. Ellen added to the tease by inserting her fingers, finger-fucking herself so that her sister could also hear the sounds of her extremely wet pussy. Putting the phone back to her own ear, she listened for a moment, smiled and giggled. "She's masturbating now too," Ellen told me, "said that hearing that has got her really...really horny, and that now she might just have to step into one of the fitting rooms and do something about that later too! She needs to get into work now though, and told us to have fun and tell her about all of it later after she gets home from work." They hung up shortly after, and I went back to teasing Ellen's clit with the tip of my prick. "She say anything else?" I asked. "Yeah, she told me not to wear you out too much and to save some for her for when she gets home." "I really AM going to need a nap later on then," I chuckled. "Just as long as you don't take one here!" Ellen warned me, once again replacing her hand with mine. "Maybe you'd better let me take over before you exhaust yourself," she teased, and then proceeded to rapidly flick her clit and slit with my prick until she began breathing hard, well on her way to having a nice little climax. "I'd like to try something," Ellen said with a wicked gleam in her eye, "if we can manage it." "What's that?" "I'm pretty close here," she said honestly, "but I can also keep myself right on the edge for a while without making myself cum yet. When you're there too...tell me, though give me a moment after that to get myself there first. I'd like to try and cum at the same time you do, see if we can squirt on one another simultaneously!" I liked the sound of that, and happily agreed, still stroking my cock, rubbing it against her wet juicy split. It didn't take long for me either, letting Ellen know moments later that I was then hovering on the edge myself. She quickly changed techniques, beginning to fan the tip of her clit with her fingers rapidly back and forth. "Whenever you're ready," she grimaced pleasurably as she continued touching herself this way, just shout it out when you do!" she added. I soon did, crying out my release, first feeling it as my spunk boiled up my shaft just before shooting directly against her, as I did so, Ellen cried out as well, the first little gusher of fluid suddenly erupting from her cunt, meeting my own in mid-air where they collided, spraying and mingling against one another momentarily before collapsing back against ourselves, covering us both in a sticky torrent mixture of male and female cum cream. After we'd gathered our wits about us, and cleaned up the mess, of which there was a rather big one to clean up, Ellen told me she had another idea. "What?" "Let's go visit Mattie at work during her lunch today!" Mattie had worked there for well over a year now, but in all that time I'd never been to her store, primarily because it was just a women's clothing store, though she had often come home wearing some sexy new bra or pair of panties that always got my attention. "That sounds like a great idea!" I said, knowing without even asking what Ellen was thinking about when she suggested it. I soon raced upstairs to shower and dress, as Ellen did the same, now looking forward to surprising Mattie with what we both hoped would be some additional naughty fun.
# We arrived just before noon, entering the shop seeing the surprised look on Mattie's face as we entered the store. There was only one other customer inside, and she was being seen to by another younger woman who Mattie worked with. Before she could even speak or address us however, Ellen placed a finger at her lips telling her to be quiet and essentially not let on that she knew us. Almost immediately Mattie caught on, walking up to us in a very professional courteous manner instead. "May I offer some assistance?" she asked. The young woman working with her who stood only a short distance away looked up to see if she needed to take over for Mattie who was obviously handling the front area of the store. "Go ahead and help her," Mattie said nodding towards the woman she was with, "and ring her up if she decides to buy anything, I'll help these two myself. Now, what can I help you to find?" she asked once again turning towards her own sister curiously. "Well actually, I'd like to find a couple of new sexy bras, and some panties to match," Ellen told her as I pretended boredom, following behind. "We've got a very nice selection over here," Mattie said leading the two of us over towards some racks where Ellen began sorting through several very sexy looking selections. "I'd like to try some of these on." "Certainly, the dressing rooms are right over here." Along one wall of the store stood four curtained little dressing rooms, each with a full-length mirror inside. Mattie quickly led us to the first one, furthermost back, pulling the curtain open and then stepping inside with her sister while I hovered around just outside. "What are the two of you up to?" Mattie asked suspiciously as Ellen removed her clothes in preparation of trying on the new bras and panties. She also dug something out of her purse handing it to my wife. "We thought you might could use this," Ellen said handing her one of the toys we kept in the nightstand next to the bed. Mattie laughed upon seeing it. "Actually, I could!" It was one of our favorites, a small vibrating egg-like device, though this one had a non-attached remote control, which is the reason we'd purchased it to begin with. As Mattie held it in her hand, I reached into my pants pocket turning it on to the lower of the two settings. Almost immediately she felt it come alive, and quickly peeked out at me from around the curtain, giving me a mischievous little wink. "I think this is a really nice style on you," Mattie said turning back towards where Ellen was standing inside, "but I think you need a cup-size larger," she added. "Would you mind getting us a 36-C in this style and color?" she asked me. I turned thumbing through the rack, glancing briefly towards the front where the younger woman stood behind the counter, just finishing up with the woman she'd been working with. Finding what Mattie had asked me to, I turned taking it back to the dressing room and peeled back the curtain slightly handing it to her, and then continued to stand as I watched Mattie just then pulling her own panties back up. She had obviously managed to insert the vibrating egg inside herself, which I confirmed by turning the toy on once again, and seeing her face. Ellen stood trying on the differently sized bra, thumbing her nipples for me briefly before slipping it on. "What do you think?" she asked. "I think it looks beautiful on you," I said honestly meaning it. "But I'd like to see how you look in that black lacy one too." "We'll need that in the same size then," Mattie said, "but I'll have to get one for you," she indicated. Mattie then walked across the room towards the other wall where several different colored and styles of bras sat hanging. As she quickly thumbed through those, I turned on the vibrating toy to the highest setting for a moment, enjoying her knowing look as she stood there rummaging through several items looking for the right sized one that we needed. "Tell her to grab me a blue one too," Ellen called out from inside the dressing room. And then, "How do you think this looks?" she asked, drawing my attention back around the curtain where I looked in at my sister-in-law. Obviously horny every bit as much as her sister was, Ellen stood with another one of the toys from our collection protruding out of her pussy as she sat down on the small little bench, legs spread, entirely naked now with the slim purple toy she held in her hand slipping in and out of her pussy quite easily. "Oh yeah, that looks really good in...I mean, on you," I told her smiling approvingly, making her laugh as she continued fucking herself unabashedly with the toy, just as Mattie returned with two new bras for her to try on, along with a selection of matching panties. "Ok, let's see how these work for you," Mattie said stepping around me, then whispering. "Keep an eye on Jill," she said, "Without being too obvious about it, and let us know if she decides to come over this way for some reason." She didn't though, still minding the front counter at the moment, especially as there was no one else in the store. I stood, playing with the remote, switching it back and forth between settings every so often, enjoying the look of rapturous pleasure on my wife's face, not to mention the near twin identical view as both girls now stood in front of the mirror, watching themselves as Ellen continued to manually fuck herself with the hand-held purple vibrator, and Mattie caressing her own breasts having unbuttoned her blouse, and then pulling her bra up and over her tits for me to see while watching her do so, the vibrating egg totally under my control as it sat inside her, humming away. I was so engrossed in watching the two of them I almost fucked up, just catching movement off to one side as the young clerk made her way down the aisle, not exactly towards us, but near us. "She's coming," I warned quietly, stepping away and back out from around the curtain. "Hmmm, me too," Mattie sighed happily.
"You need anything Mattie?" Jill called out as she passed by heading towards the back room. "No thanks Jill," Mattie responded. "I think she's got what she needed here. Oh, you might as well go ahead and go to lunch, I'll go after you get back," she told her in addition, just then stepping back into the room though I was saddened to see that she'd put her bare breasts back again. "Ok, see you in a bit then," Jill said smiling towards me, though I thought she tossed Mattie an inquisitive look as she did so. Turning, I had a look for myself, and almost lost it when I realized in her haste, Mattie had miss-buttoned one button, leaving an obvious gap in her blouse which didn't sit right with the one below it either. Jill soon disappeared, and I quickly told Mattie about the wardrobe malfunction she was experiencing, though her hands were already moving to correct it as I did. She laughed openly. "That could prove interesting," she said moments later stepping back inside the small dressing room though she pulled the curtain open when doing so. "How's that?" Ellen asked curiously. "Well for one, Jill's a lesbian, secondly, we don't usually spend quite as much time in the dressing rooms with the customers, though with Rob standing right outside peeking in, maybe she didn't really question anything." "Maybe, maybe not," I added. "But there's no doubt she did see that your blouse wasn't fitting quite right," I added grinning even bigger. "Not to mention that 'I just came look' you still had in your eyes when you stepped out." "What look?" Mattie asked. "That one!" I said now pointing at her sister as she shoved the purple vibrator deep inside herself cumming with it as she did. "I guess we'll see if she says anything after she gets back from lunch," Mattie still grinned, "which could be interesting I suppose." "Very," I added, my eyes still glued on Ellen though she now stood and had begun getting dressed once again. "You would!" Mattie said slugging me in the arm. "But don't get your hopes up Robert," she said using my more formal name. "If I was to do something with another woman, it would be someone I knew a lot better than Jill, that's for damn sure." Then Mattie turned winking over towards her sister, "Someone like Ellen perhaps, if I was even going to consider it." Ellen laughed at that too. "Oh like we haven't done enough together as it is," she shot back. "Well some things we haven't," Mattie reminded her, and in doing so, reminding me that I now stood there with a raging hardon myself. "Umm, what about this?" I asked pointing down where my slacks bulged out a bit, a small tiny wet spot forming on the front of them as I stood there. "Did you have to wear beige slacks?" Mattie scolded me, and then giggled as Ellen stepped out, running her fingertip over the rapidly growing spot. "I think I'll take these two," Ellen told her sister handing back two bras and two sets of matching panties. We followed my wife back up front to the register where I stood on one side of the "L" shaped counter facing away from the window as Ellen stood keeping an eye on the door in the event someone might walk in. "I think it's safe enough," she told us both, though she spoke softly as though someone might actually hear, which only seemed to heighten the dangerous excitement we were experiencing at the moment. Mattie quickly unzipped me, releasing my hard prick then knelt down on the floor just behind the counter where I stood with her and proceeded to suck it as Ellen kept watch, on the two of us as well as the door. "You even have anything left in here for me to suck out?" she asked inquisitively, "Or did Ellen get it all earlier?" she teased. "Shut up and suck it!" I said teasing her back, "Before Jill returns and discovers just what kind of special customer service you're offering here!" As luck would have it, I was just filling my wife's mouth full of cum when two women entered the store. "Stay down!" Ellen said, and then moved to greet the two women soon after entering. "Welcome to Maxine's! Can I help you find anything?" she asked. Ellen's move gave me just enough time to shove my prick back inside my pants, then turning zipping up as I did so, and wander a few steps away from the counter, pretending to be curious about some additional lingerie hanging on the wall next to me. Mattie fumbled for a moment longer, then stood up behind the counter holding a new bag, which she snapped open, then placing the items Ellen had purchased inside it, handing it to me. "Thanks for cumming...in!" she said winking at me, handing me the bag. For a moment I was still confused as to what I should do, Ellen now helping the two new customers, so I couldn't very well go over to her. "Thank you, thanks for all your help in picking these out," I responded back, catching a curious but friendly smile from the two women who thought me brave and bold enough to actually come in and purchase something delicate and sexy for my wife. "Anytime," Mattie responded back, "We certainly hope you'll cum again...and soon," she added with a professional smile that had just a hint of playful naughtiness behind it. "Oh yes, I'll plan on doing just that," I said, and then tucked my package under my arm, smiled at the two women as I passed, and headed out to my car. It was at least another ten maybe even fifteen minutes before I finally saw Ellen as well as the two other women leaving the store. She hurriedly made her way over towards where I sat as the two other women moved on down the sidewalk and into another store. "Sorry!" she was giggling as she slid into her seat. "But Jill came back just as I finished helping those two women, you think she was curious before she left, should have seen the look on her face after she returned and saw I was still there, and you were nowhere in sight, and me talking to the two women at the register while Mattie hurriedly rang them up and got them taken care of before Jill could walk over to join us!" She was rushed, out of breath, and giggling the whole time. "I can only imagine what Mattie's coworker is wondering now!" she finished still giggling, "Though I certainly did get two really nice bra and panty sets out of it, at Mattie's employee cost too!"



#
I still managed to get in my much-needed nap, as did Ellen before Mattie finally came home that evening. Ellen had fixed a light simple dinner for the three of us, which we enjoyed outside on the patio table along with a glass of white wine. "Hard day at the office?" I asked. "For you maybe," Mattie quipped, licking her mouth as though finding some trace of my earlier climax still clinging to her lips. "It did make for an interesting afternoon though," she added mysteriously. "Jill kept looking at me all afternoon after that, though she never said anything, she kept smiling at me like she knew something, or suspected it anyway." "Won't cause you any problems will it?" Ellen asked worriedly. "Oh hell no! Jill? No!" Mattie smiled almost to herself. "If anything, she sort of owes me one, though we've never mentioned it really." "How's that?" I asked. "It was the same day I found out she was a lesbian, she'd been working there for a little over a month then, things were pretty slow in the store, so we spent quite a while getting to know one another better, which is when she confessed to me that she was. A short time after that, this very attractive looking woman came in, and I could see by the look in Jill's eyes that she was already half undressing her. "Go ahead," I said grinning at her. "Enjoy," I'd added, meaning for her to enjoy helping the woman herself. And like I mentioned, we normally don't spend much time with the customers actually inside the dressing rooms with them, but just like with me inside Ellen's room, I noticed that Jill seemed to be spending an inordinate amount of time in this woman's dressing room helping her with several selections she'd chosen. Normally we take a few back and forth, have a look, offer a word about the fit here and there, and that's about it. So no wonder the look I got from Jill today, but anyway...she's been in there for a good full minute, no one else is inside the store, so I casually wandered over to have a look for myself. I just peeked in through the curtain as quietly as I could, and low and behold, saw Jill down on her knees happily lapping at the woman's pussy. I quickly walked back to the front, a few minutes later the two reappearing looking quite happy and content. Saw Jill give the woman her phone number too along with her receipt, which she noticed I saw her do. But I just smiled and nodded my head, didn't say anything to her about it afterwards one way or the other. So I don't know if she ever knew I had seen her, or even suspected I may have. Either way, she owes me one." # Having finished dinner, Ellen and I cleaned up while Mattie relaxed. I brought out fresh drinks for each of us, and then stood behind my wife massaging her shoulders and neck. "Ah that feels nice," she purred closing her eyes. Grinning, Ellen stood up from her chair and pulled one of the air mattresses that was sitting next to the pool over towards us. "Here, take your clothes off and lie down on this, we'll both give you a nice massage," Ellen stated enthusiastically. Mattie quickly did so, warming immediately to the idea, though Ellen and I undressed as well, getting ourselves more comfortable too.
Laying on her tummy, I continued to work on her shoulders and neck as Ellen began with her feet, each of us spending a great deal of time treating her to the massage, slowly making our way equally towards the middle, eventually arriving at my wife' ass as Ellen massaged one cheek while I did the other. "Damn that feels good!" Mattie moaned appreciatively. "Turn over," I told her then, as Ellen and I also traded places with me now reworking her feet to some extent while Ellen treated her sister to a nice soothing face and scalp massage as I slowly worked my way back up her legs. I allowed my hands to just skim over and around her mound, then up and around her tummy, lightly caressing her breasts before traveling downwards again, repeating the process. Ellen too did the same, allowing her hands to softly touch, just skimming the surface, but gliding the palms of each hand over Mattie's breasts as her nipples grew harder and stiffer with each welcoming pass, leaning over her sister to meet mine at times as we worked our hands back and forth together, up and down and around Mattie's body. "Ouch!" Ellen said a moment later, feigning indignation. "What?" I questioned, having missed whatever it was that had happened. "She bit me!" "Bit you?" "Yeah, bit my tit, or tried to at least," Ellen said massaging her own wounded nipple, though I was in serious doubt that it really was. "I didn't bite it," Mattie said in her defense, "but it was dangling right there, so I thought I'd grab it." "Yeah, with your teeth!" Ellen scolded her sister. "Next time, try your fingers, or your hands...maybe even your lips," she added with a tempted giggle no longer using her wounded tone of voice.
"Yeah, I bet Rob would love seeing that," Mattie told her sister. "I bet he'd have loved being a fly on our wall growing up huh?" "Oh I'm sure he would have," and then she burst out laughing again. "Remember the vacuum?" "Vacuum?" I asked "Oh my god yes!" Mattie almost screamed as she remembered. "What? What?" I pleaded wanting to hear this. "The summer after Mattie graduated, she still wasn't working yet, and hadn't decided if she was going back to school again or not either, so she was being lazy around the house for the most part, and growing bored. Anyway, she managed to convince me to stay home with her and play hooky from work one day, so I did." "Ah oh," I grinned, "Nothing worse than two bored horny women spending the day together." "You're telling me!" Ellen nodded her head, "So like an idiot, I did," Ellen only then looking over at her sister remembering the incident like it was yesterday. "Hey, you're the one who suggested trying the vacuum in the first place!" Mattie stated in her defense. "Just tell the story!" I pleaded with them both once again. "Ok, so like I said, we were bored and horny, and looking for something interesting and new to try. Back then we didn't really have vibrators or anything like that, that we had access to anyway, and mother certainly didn't either. Which is when I saw the vacuum sitting in the corner of the bedroom, and started looking at all the various attachments it had, once of which was this cone-shaped thing that was meant to really suck out the gunk from out of the corners. The thing we both realized though, was it had never been used before to do anything! I'd certainly never used it, and I know I'd never seen mother using it either. So anyway, we first hooked that up and turned it on, seeing how it felt on our arms, legs...and eventually getting bold enough to see how it felt and pulled against our breasts, which it did pretty good. Then Mattie finally tried it against one of her nipples, and really enjoyed the way it felt while pulling on it." "Yeah, it did feel good, but you liked it even more than I did, it was all I could do to take it away from you once you discovered that!" Mattie teased her. "So anyway," Ellen said, "It was Mattie that decided to go all out with it, though she was really careful at first, just sticking it nearby her clit, not on it, but she loved how it picked up her lips, trying to suck them in and vibrating them wildly as she did so." "Yours especially when you did it," Mattie reminded her sister, since her pussy lips were indeed much larger and fuller than my wife's were. "Yeah, except it tickled me more than made it feel good, at least not as much as you obviously enjoyed doing it anyway," Ellen told her. "But finally, we both tried it on our clits, came like crazy when we did, I don't know how many orgasms I had that day, I actually lost count, and I know you did as well. After that, we both sort of fought over whose room the vacuum would be in, which was our first mistake, especially as neither one of our rooms was ever getting vacuumed really. Then one day when Mattie thought everyone was out and she was alone, she crawled into bed with the vacuum hose, turned it on and proceeded to masturbate with it. Meanwhile, mom came home, heard it, and went up stairs pleased to find that Mattie was actually doing something besides just laying around the house. Boy...was she surprised when she walked into her room!" "Oh my god no! Not your mother!" "Oh yeah, mom!" Mattie said her face actually reddening at the memory of it now. "When I looked up and saw the look of pure horror on her face, I thought I was going to die. All she did was reach over, yank the cord out of the wall, pick up the vacuum, storm outside with it, and threw it away in the trash. Never saw it again after that, but she never said anything to me about it either, not one word, and not one single word to Ellen either, though I told her what had happened myself." "Yeah, only after I'd asked mom where she'd put it when I went looking for it you mean. All she told me was that she'd thrown it away, and that was that." By now I was laughing, tears streaming down my face as I sat there thinking about the way that must have looked, especially with her mother walking in on her and all. "Oh sure, laugh it up Rob, bet you've tried the old vacuum trick a time or two didn't you?" Admittedly I had, but I wasn't about to admit it to her either. "Anyway, that was one incident, there were a few others, but none quite as embarrassing or as awkward as that one was." "Yeah you're right, I really do wish I'd been a fly on the wall while the two of you grew up, but then again, with my luck, you'd have sucked me up into the vacuum as well!" "Speaking of sucking," Mattie said grinning now, and since I'm suddenly rather horny all over again," she added pulling me down onto the mattress, "how about you let us have some fun with this?" she asked grabbing my cock, waving it back and forth like the hose on a vacuum. "Too bad it doesn't suck though," she grinned. "No, but this does!" I said pointing at my mouth, so how about you sit down on my face while I do that?" Mattie soon did so, while Ellen happily and contentedly climbed aboard my prick. They switched places after a time, several times in fact until each had climaxed the way they wanted and preferred to the most. I finished enjoying a bit of my own fantasies desire, placing the two girl's side-by-side, fucking one briefly, and then the other, back and forth until I came, still shooting a little in one, hurriedly shoving it in the other to feel another nice hard ejaculation shooting in her. We napped, played, and eventually headed back upstairs to bed, where we all collapsed there together, ending the day almost the same way it had began.
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She heard the alarm go off at 5:30, just as it had every day now for the past couple of months ever since her brother had begun attending classes at a local university. She waited until hearing the sounds of him pad down the hallway towards the bathroom which was directly across the hall from her own room, moments later the sound of the shower being turned on and the sliding door opening, closing. And like every morning since she'd first learned her brothers little secret, she rolled out of bed and quietly made her way to the bathroom easily picking the lock which she'd also learned how to do, cracking it open slightly and stood there waiting.
Jessica was the typical beautiful teenage woman who had only recently graduated from high school herself, one year behind her brother. With long blond hair, green eyes and a tight firm figure, Jessica easily attracted looks from a lot of men, so it wasn't that she had any problems meeting men, nor that she had a "thing" for her own brother either. It wasn't that at all, but Jessica did have her own little secret, something that she'd discovered quite by accident really, but something that now fascinated her, almost consumed her beyond reason. Jessica had a thing for cum.
She now stood with the door slightly ajar peering into the bathroom where her brother stood inside the shower, just steamy enough to prevent him from realizing the door was cracked open, but not so steamy that she couldn't see the movements of her brothers hand as he stood jacking himself off, just as he did every single day before heading off to school. She stood there in the doorway fingering her dark colored nipples, enjoying the sensation that it brought her in doing so while she stood there becoming more and more aroused with each passing moment.
The first time she had caught her brother jerking off had been quite by accident, she had gone to the bathroom, opening the door, which he'd forgotten to lock. Only then, he had stood over the toilet, his dick pointed down towards the bowl as the first streamer of spunk flew from his cock towards it the very moment that Jessica had walked in. She stood there watching it, watching him as another, then another leapt from his prick, though his orgasm long forgotten, eyes wild with shock and embarrassment as his sister simply stood there watching the jettison of cream with her own wide-eyed surprised interest. He had fled past her in a hurry, not even bothering to flush, the sound of his bedroom door slamming moments later, though in truth, she didn't even remember hearing it. She had walked over looking down into the toilet to see the milky-white curdles of his spunk still floating about lazily down inside the bowl.
Jessica certainly wasn't naive, but she'd never seen a man cum either, aside from a few video's she had seen, and the one half-blurred moment when she'd actually caught her brother, she'd never really seen a man actually climax, never got a good look at the creamy substance that spurted, nor did she know how it felt, tasted, or even smelled.
She smiled, remembering, just as she'd done before, now watching, waiting for the telltale signs that her brother was nearing his orgasm. She watched one hand come up bracing himself against the wall of the shower, the other still fisting his prick, which he now pointed down towards the drain, spreading his legs. She wished she could actually see his cum spurt, but it was nearly impossible for her to do so at this angle, and with the fall of the water concealing most of it when he did. And as much as she'd have liked to see it cum, it was enough to know he was about to. Turning the little lock with her fingers, Jessica quietly closed the door hearing the soft click, and then stood for a few moments more before pounding on the door with her fist.
"Come on Jared! Hurry up in there! I've got to pee!" she demanded impatiently.
He answered by turning off the shower, signaling to her as he did so that he'd had his little climax, unbeknownst to his sister, and stepped out of the shower once again opening and then closing the shower stall door.
"Hurry up," she added without knocking this time, though it was only moments before her brother stepped out, a towel wrapped around his still dripping body.
"Why is it you've always gotta pee when I'm showering anyway?" he asked her.
"Because of the shower running," Jessica said pushing past him, and then entered the bathroom closing and locking the door behind her. She heard her brother quickly head down the hall back towards his room, swiftly opening the shower stall door, smiling to herself when she looked down and saw what she hoped to find. "And today's was a good one too!" she thought to herself, finding a nice curdily wad of cum gathered around the plugged drain.
Scooping up as much of it as she could with two fingers, Jessica quickly sat down on the lid of the toilet stripping off her panties as she did so, lifting her night shirt up and over her full perky breasts where she parked the white splotch of curdled cum momentarily. Grabbing the hand mirror off the sink counter, she now held it between her legs, the closeness of her trimmed cunt staring at her, her pink lips already swollen with arousal and anticipation as she now took a portion of her white little treasure, applying it to her clit, which she now smeared, enjoying the sensation of it as it caressed her exposed hard little nubbin.
Jessica watched herself in the mirror, watched as she teased her stiff little girl prick using the almost egg-white textured sperm from her brother as she masturbated herself with it, moments later slicing off a bit more from her breast where it still sat, applying a bit of this to each of her nipples, feeling them harden and grow even more than they already were before taking the last of his spunk, once again back to her clit as she folded it between her lips, running her fingers up and down her now juicy split until the sensation of climax alerted her she was nearly there.
Still watching, she saw the first trickle of lubrication, her own feminine cum cream begin to run from the depths of her cunt, capturing this with the tips of her fingers as well, which she licked, and then sucked cleaning herself off thoroughly before gathering more, which she now used to tenderly tap the head of her clitty with, mixing her own juices with the last of that of her brothers.
As always, her orgasm was intensely satisfying, her tiny little wet spurts of pleasure soaking her hands which she cupped against her mound, feeling the warmth and throbbing spasms of release as she came, the image of seeing her brother fisting himself as he straddled the toilet firmly etched within her mind.
#
Jessica loved Wednesdays, it was almost a free day for her, though she often used it for study, having only a single class herself that day, though late in the afternoon. And though she wasn't so enthusiastic about the history class she was required to take, she often sat near enough to someone that she was interested in, a football star who was very popular and very good looking. The only problem with that being, he was two years her senior and had an attractive looking girlfriend, though even this hadn't stopped him from chatting with her in class, even flirting a little, unless his girlfriend came with him which she sometimes did, casting warning glances in Jessica's direction, though even that never stopped her from at least saying "hi" to him, eliciting a brief smile from him, and another warning scowl from her.
Still, it was the thought of seeing him later that had her bouncing happily downstairs to the kitchen where she quickly made one of her favorite breakfasts consisting of a bowl of fresh strawberries and a splash of thick cream. Had her mother not been sitting there enjoying a morning cup of coffee herself, she'd have been tempted to use some of that cream on herself, still aroused, still horny, and half tempted to secretly slip a dollop or two down between her legs anyway, even with her mother sitting close by.
"You're starting to really irritate your brother you know," her mother said looking up from the paper. "We do have another bathroom downstairs," she added once again reminding her that in addition to that, there was another room, though currently being used as a guest bedroom that Jessica could move into if she wanted. It was too "frilly" looking for Jared, or he might have done so himself. And like always, Jessica used the same excuse she always had in not moving into it herself.
"I would mom, but its only half the size of my own room, and doesn't have near the closet space!" she said once again fending her mother off.
"Then maybe you ought to give some thought to getting up before your brother does," she said letting the matter drop. Jessica merely smiled, knowing she had no intention of ever doing that, not for the moment anyway. "Well, I'd best get going myself," her mother said standing up from the table. "I have the late shift tonight," she added, "but I've put some meatloaf in the fridge that you can heat up in the microwave for you and your father when he gets home," she said.
It was another reason that Jessica liked Wednesdays, her mother usually worked late at the clinic on Wednesdays and Fridays, her father taking advantage of that as well, bowling on two different leagues each of those nights, bringing him home late on both evenings.
"Ok, have a good day mom," Jessica said giving her mother an affectionate kiss on the cheek as she left, finishing the last of her creamy strawberries before taking her plate to the sink, watching through the window as her mother backed out down the drive heading towards work. "Finally!" Jessica said aloud to herself, this time pouring a much larger quantity of the nearly pure cream into a glass, which she now took with her downstairs and into the den.
She was grinning excitedly when she arrived, setting the large glass of cream down on the coffee table, and then heading towards the entertainment center, turning on the TV. From there, she opened the large storage cabinet beneath, carefully rummaging through the tapes that she knew she would find there.
She laughed inwardly. It seemed everyone had their own naughty little secrets, including her father. His was a collection of dirty movies which he kept hidden, disguised as "war movies" by their covers, and kept on old VCR tapes which no-one else ever watched now that everything else was on CD's. Something else she had inadvertently stumbled onto years ago, and now going specifically to one of her favorites which she often watched more times than the rest. Popping it into the VCR, she hit play, then settled back onto the couch quickly stripping off her tee-shirt and panties, now comfortably nude as she picked up the remote and fast-forwarded through the opening moments of women inviting you to call this number or that one, pretending to be interested in you while you paid them money to jerk yourself off. Even so, Jessica had found some of these advertisements interesting, but only because there was usually a series of guy's cocks happily spurting their loads over the anxious women who were waiting to take your call.
There were several mini-movies on the tape, but there was one in particular she was really in the mood to watch at the moment. She even knew the name of all the actors by heart, eight men and one woman in this one, which she quickly found, once again hitting the play button and settling back into the couch to watch, legs lifted, bent at the knee, her pussy already throbbing in expectation of what was to come.
The movie began, and though she had watched it countless times already, it never failed to stir emotions and excitement in her every time that she did. A young blond headed girl that looked a little like herself was walking down the street late at night, suddenly a van pulls over next to her, and two men jump out abducting her. She is quickly thrown into the back of the van where terrified, she sees several other men who quickly blindfold her and bind her hands, along with gagging her preventing her from screaming. The next scene shows them arriving at some distant spot up in the mountains where she is again dragged from the van, her clothing removed, and where she is now secured to a nearby tree. Only then is her blindfold and gag removed where she is free to scream out all she wants, though she doesn't of course realizing the futility of it all, and now fearful as eight men surround her, each with enormous pricks that they begin rubbing against her nude body from all sides.
The young woman watches as all eight men stand stroking themselves, though Jessica always finds it amusing that none of them actually intend to rape or abuse her in anyway, choosing instead to merely whack themselves off against her, which the first of the men soon begin doing.
One of the main reasons that Jessica enjoys this particular video is that she doesn't have to pause or slow it down herself. The director, has chosen to slow each one of the deliciously thick creamy cumshots himself, showing them in slow motion, "An artsy attempt at decadence" Jessica muses to herself, though she welcomes it as she is now treated to one magnificent slow-motion cum spurting, one after the other as the terrified woman still bound to the tree, receives massive amounts of the men's cream which splashes against nearly every square inch of her beautiful body over a reasonably nice period of time. Just enough that Jessica can sit there envisioning herself as the woman, taking some of the cream she has brought with her in her glass, pouring it against herself in the exact places that the men stand, shooting their wads against the young woman, first her breasts of course, as well as her pussy, though towards the end, many of them ejaculating forcefully against the poor girls face until it is thick, sticky and covered in copious amounts of their cum-cream. By now, Jessica too has near emptied the entire glass on herself, frigging her cunt furiously with her fingers all the while, the last shot...and one of her favorites still coming up, where the young girl is finally released.
It is expected perhaps that now being free she might try to run off and escape, even though she is naked. But the transformation is obvious, she is aroused, excited, and now in need of some relief herself. With cum running down her body everywhere, her breasts sticky with the delicious treat, she kneels, pleading with the men to give her more, to allow her to suck them, to fuck them, and have them come again. They are obviously delighted and pleased by this, soon granting her most decadent of desires, so that now the abduction turns into an all out orgy suck-fest as she kneels in a circle of men, all of whom which are again jerking themselves, waiting for their turn to be sucked off, with even more copious amounts of spray being shot against her face, her tits, as well as her ass and pussy as she accommodates and welcomes each and every one. She eventually comes herself, somehow doing so without even being touched as she shudders almost violently, cum streaking her face and entire body.
Jessica wonders if that's even possible, though she knows through personal experience she has been close to orgasm herself merely by playing with her own breasts over an extended period of time. But she has also known erotic dreams and orgasm without having done so, waking to the memory of it, to the quickly fading images of enormous cocks squirting large thick streamers of spunk against her body.
She has made herself come three times during the course of the movie, savoring each and every climax, each one a bit more intense, a bit more satisfying than the last one. But even this has only served to heat her passion even higher, her thoughts of "Robert" the football star tying her to a tree somewhere, then standing there squirting against her, over and over again until he finally kneels before her, licking and sucking her cunt until she screams out with the sweetest of pleasure, the salty taste of his semen still running down her face where she stands licking her lips as her orgasm finally begins to ebb.
Jessica quickly puts the video away back where it goes, ensuring that nothing in the room looks disturbed or out of place. Even the mess she has made with the cream is taken care of with the towel she had carefully placed and used beneath her. No curious stains mar her mother's couch beyond those of normal wear and tear.
Satisfied for the moment, it is now time to shower and dress herself in preparation for attending class. Jessica wonders hopefully so, that Robert will be alone today, she intends to dress even a bit more provocatively for him than she has usually done, tease and flirt with him a bit more perhaps and do whenever she can, while the all too often boring lecture goes on. She is glad that they sit so far in the back in the large auditorium, where they can quietly whisper on occasion without disturbing the professor or the rest of the class.
It is indeed her intent to tease him, see if she can get a reaction out of him today, more than the simple friendly smiles and cautious knowing looks and winks he has given her before.
It is an easy choice, selecting a tight form fitting tube-top that will perfectly mold her not overly large, but well-rounded breasts. She also selects a short denim skirt, electing to not wear any panties beneath it, though she is uncertain that he will ever know that, depending on circumstance more than anything else. Yet just the thought of her not wearing any helps to keep her aroused as she finishes dressing, putting on a pair of high heels that make her feel even sluttier before heading off to class.
#
Jessica was amongst the first to arrive, which was a bit of a risk for her in doing so. Robert could in fact arrive late, and be forced to take another seat sitting away from her, though she did have an option of moving if she needed to. But her biggest fear of course was that he would take a seat elsewhere away from her, though he never had, or worse, that his girlfriend would be with there with him, thus spoiling her plans entirely.
She watched nervously as the auditorium gradually began to fill, relieved when she saw him come through the door, alone...actually looking up towards the back where she sat, smiling at her, even tossing her a quick wave before walking up towards her. She smiled happily to herself as he entered the row, already the moisture forming between her legs, worried a moment later as he took a seat, leaving an empty one between them. It wasn't unusual for his girlfriend to arrive late, sometimes even midway through the class, so she couldn't help but wonder if he was in fact saving her a seat.
Jessica was determined however, so even if she only had a little time to tease him some, and see where she might take this, she was going to use whatever time she had to the best of her advantage.
She was almost relieved when class started. Opening her binder, she cradled it in her arms, using one side of it to shield herself away from any prying eyes of those who sat on the same row, again only a few seats away from her. Having done so, Jessica lifted the bottom edge of her tube-top completely exposing a breast momentarily, making sure of course that Robert eventually saw that she had, which took a moment before he had glanced her way, then did a double-take doing so again when he realized what he was looking at. Jessica giggled, putting her boob back where it belonged and pretended to take interest in what the professor was saying, all the while looking over towards where Robert sat using her peripheral vision. He was busy scribbling something down on his note pad, which he quickly tore off and leaned over handing it to her.



"That was gusty!" He'd written, and then just beneath that another sentence. "And I don't mind telling you, you've really got nice tits!"
Having read the note, Jessica smiled, and then lifted her tube top up once again, this time baring them both briefly, and then penned some words on the same paper that he'd handed her, passing it back.
"The word should have been tit...not tits. But now since I showed you both of them, you can say that. And speaking of which, since I showed you mine, how about you show me yours?" She added a smiley face to that, and then handed over the note.
Rob read it, grinning almost as widely as she was, pointed at his chest as though wondering if that's what she'd meant. Jessica shook her head "no" and looked down towards his crotch, letting him know in no uncertain terms as she did so what she'd meant.
He chuckled quietly shaking his head, though he looked over towards her. Jessica held the bottom of her tube top in her hands once again, lifting it just enough to show the well-rounded bottoms of her breasts without revealing them completely, then shook her head "no", once again pointing at his crotch before covering them up again.
Robert looked nervously around for a moment, then positioned his own large binder so that the side flap also concealed what he was doing as he quickly unzipped himself with his free hand, reaching in, and then producing his rather hard cock, though this too he allowed to be exposed for only a moment before hurriedly putting it away again.
Once again she scribbled him a message. "I'll keep my boobs out for as long as you keep your cock out," she challenged him.
Robert read the note and shook his head. He might be tempted, but he was obviously nervous too. In a way, it was like having a fish on the hook, if she weren't careful here, she'd lose him.
Jessica waited until she was sure he was looking at her, then she slipped her hand down between her legs, turning his way just enough so that he could see she was indeed sitting there without any panties on. She ran her fingers up and down her split, and then lifted them to her lips, sucking the two of them off as she did so. Robert's eyes were wide open in disbelief, but she saw him once again unzipping his pants, removing his even harder looking cock, allowing it to stand there much to her delight though he was careful to keep himself shielded behind his binder. Jessica continued to finger herself, ensuring that he had an even better view of her now totally exposed pussy as she did so. Robert continued to sit, watching her, until she made a motion with her hand that she wanted to see him jerking himself off. She added exposing her right breast to him as further incentive as she continued fingering her cunt, showing him the glistening moisture that she withdrew on her fingers, before spreading it across her lips seductively as well as to the hard tiny little surface of her dark colored areolas.
As she'd hoped, Robert began stroking himself, slowly at first, and then much more quickly as it became obvious that they did need to hurry things along for whatever reason, though Jessica had a pretty good idea what that reason might be as Robert looked periodically forward, not towards the professor who continued to lecture oblivious to what the two of them were doing, but down towards the side door that led into the auditorium. Obviously, Robert had indeed been expecting his girlfriend to show up at any moment.
"You gonna cum for me?" She mouthed towards him, and then grinned hopefully.
Robert gave her a quick nod of his head, obviously he was pretty close already, he took one last quick glance around to ensure no one was aware of what he or she were doing, and then tore off another sheet of paper, making a pocket out of it to which he pointed the head of his dick at. Jessica nodded her head excitedly, urging him on. In the next instant he was shooting his spunk into the paper, which he carefully folded in half, then into thirds afterwards, scribbling something on it before handing it off to her to read. She read the quick note he had scribbled on the cum-filled paper. "Lick it," he'd written. She quickly unfolded the note, saw the creamy thick wad of sperm contained within, lifting it to her face which she first inhaled, then licked, and then stuffed fully inside her mouth chewing it up entirely. Robert's eyes had grown as big around as saucers as he sat there watching her do this, finally stuffing his still semi-hard prick back into his pants as he did.
He had just finished tucking himself away when he glanced up and frantically noted that his girlfriend had just then entered the chamber. Jessica followed his gaze, turning back around in her seat, but she couldn't help but wonder what if anything Amanda had noticed, though from her vantage point, it couldn't have been much of anything as she saw it. Even so, Jessica once again sat demurely, her breasts once again discreetly covered, though her hard pointed little nipples continued to poke through the material. She almost laughed as she watched Robert quickly wipe a few traces of his cum from his fingers on the edge of his seat, as Amanda began making her way up the side railing towards them. Reaching the isle, she looked down the row, not at Robert who sat smiling, patting the empty chair for her, but at Jessica, giving her a daggerous look.
"Pardon me," she said quietly as she stood next to where Jessica sat, forced to sit up slightly in order for Amanda to get by, though she could have done so without requiring her to do that. She took her seat next to Robert, gave him a look, and then leaned forward in her chair effectively blocking either Jessica's or Robert's view of one another, making it too obvious if they were to try looking with Amanda sitting the way she had chosen to do.
As the class finally came to an end, Jessica sat pretending to take notes, even after it had. Amanda stood, as did Robert, "Excuse...us," she added giving the word "us" additional emphasis. Jessica didn't bother looking up at the woman, though she did sit up giving her more room just as she did the first time, but this time, as Robert began to go by, she slipped a piece of paper into his back pocket, feeling sure that he felt her do that, especially as his hand came back to touch his pocket briefly once they'd reached the isle, though he didn't look back at her, following Amanda down the stairs instead, and who was in fact looking back towards her.
"That was interesting," Jessica mused to herself delightedly, but it certainly hadn't quenched her desires any. If anything, it had only inflamed them even more. "I need a night out," she thought to herself, and simultaneously thought of Jenny.
Jenny was her brother's ex-girlfriend. They'd broken up nearly a year ago now, but she had liked the woman and had remained close friends with her even after the split up with her brother. One of the reasons they had, was that Jenny tended to be a bit more on the wild side, something her idiot brother had been attracted to in the beginning, then got irritated over towards the end when Jenny kept being Jenny, and refused to become something other than what she'd been in the beginning. If anything, Jessica admired her for that, and had remained in close contact with her ever since.
Even though Jenny was two years older than she was, they got along fabulously, thinking alike in many ways. "Yes...it had been a while," Jessica told her self, and she knew that Jenny would have a few ideas about that if she were to call her."
#
"Hey sweetie! How've you been?" Jenny answered excitedly when Jessica called her. "What's up?"
"Well, I decided that I wanted to let my hair down a little," Jessica told her. "Actually...a lot!" she added. "Last time we went out together, I bailed on you because you were going into that club where you said things could get a little rough, a little wild."
"You sure?" Jenny asked pointedly. "Because I'm going there Friday night in fact, and you're welcome to come with. Still have that I.D. I got you?"
"Yep," Jessica said. "And yes...I'm sure." She added with finality.
"Cool, want me to pick you up? Might be better since you're under age anyway, and don't want you caught out on the road driving. Besides, you can tell that stupid brother of yours that I'm coming by to pick you up, that should irritate him a little!"
Jessica laughed at that, especially knowing that it would when she told him. "That sounds great, what time?"
"I'll be there around nine, nine-thirty," Jenny said. "Plan on it being a late one though, the real fun doesn't even start until after midnight."
#
Jessica wore a tight fitting pair of jeans with heels, showing off her tight ass, and giving her five foot eight height a little extra, making her appear even taller. She wore a loose-fitting white blouse, though somewhat sheer with no bra, a hint of her dark chocolate colored nipples occasionally winking through the material as she moved about.
Jenny pulled up into the drive right on time as Jessica's brother stood peering out the window. "What's she doing here?" he asked
"We're going out," Jessica told him. "Don't wait up."
Jessica quickly jumped into the seat next to Jenny who'd given her an appreciative look. "Well, you look dressed to kill," she told her. "Just keep in mind though, dressed like that, you're going to get hit on a lot tonight."
"Isn't that the reason we're going?" Jessica laughed.
"It is, as long as you realize that these guys won't put up with a prick-teaser," she cautioned. "Don't flirt, just to be flirting, they won't take kindly to that. If you let someone start buying you drinks, or allow someone to hang around you all night, they'll be expecting a lot more than a simple goodnight kiss. You ok with that?" Jenny asked once again.
"I'll just follow your lead," Jessica said. "But yeah, I'm in a rather horny mood myself tonight, so I have no intention of ending the evening with a simple kiss from anyone, unless it's planted right on my pussy," she laughed.
"I wouldn't mind seeing that myself," Jenny said giving Jessica's leg an affectionate little squeeze.
Jessica hadn't been with another woman before either, but suddenly the notion of doing that didn't seem entirely out of the question either, especially if it was with Jenny, and perhaps another guy or two or even three as well.
#
They arrived at the club and went inside, quickly locating a table. "It's not as busy as I thought it would be," Jessica said already eyeing the few single men that were there, many of which were shooting pool on the other side of the room.
"It's early yet," Jenny responded doing the same, then added as she spotted someone just coming in. "Oh, this should be good, Red's here!"
Jessica looked over to where Jenny was looking, but she didn't see anyone fitting that description, only a big muscular biker with bright white hair that he wore long in a ponytail down his back. He had entered the bar with two other friends, both of who were black, and one looking an awful lot like Isaac Hayes, though even bigger. "Who you looking at?" She asked. But it became a mute point as Red spotted Jenny immediately coming towards her.
"Well, well...look who' s here!" He said reaching down and lifting Jenny right up out of her seat and almost over his head, kissing her full on the mouth before setting her back down again.
"And who's this?" He said looking at Jessica appreciatively. "Not jail-bate I hope," he said leering at her.
"She's legal as far as that goes," Jenny assured him. "Jessica? Meet Red." Once again Red reached down picking Jessica straight up into the air with no more effort than it would take to lift a piece of paper. He kissed her as well before setting her down, Jessica in turn accepting the kiss and returning it fully.
"Why do they call you Red?" she found herself asking, though it was Jenny who answered.
"Because when he gets angry, his entire face turns bright red, that's why!" She laughed. "And trust me, you don't ever want to get Red angry."
Red shoved his face two inches before Jessica's staring her right in the eye, his face all tight and mean looking, "Yeah...you don't want to piss me off!" he told her, and then smiled, his face suddenly all warm and friendly again, giving her another kiss on the forehead before taking a chair, spinning it around, and using the back of it to lean on.
"You two going to be here for a while?" he asked.
"We're planning on it," Jenny told him.
"Good, I've got some easy money over there that I want to go get," he said nodding his head over towards where the pool area was and where his two friends had already headed. "Maybe later we can hook up for a little fun if you're interested," he suggested, and then stood and wandered off before she could even answer.
Jessica had to admit, Red had been a little intimidating, but he still seemed nice enough, and wasn't bad looking either, even under all that rough exterior. "I take it you've been with him before," Jessica asked.
"Couple of times," Jenny admitted, as well as M.D, and Big D who are with him. But he's more like an occasional fuck-buddy when neither one of us can find anyone else we might be interested in," she told her, then leaned over half-whispering, "though it wouldn't hurt you to be nice to him yourself if you decide to. Having Red as a friend, rather than an enemy wouldn't do you any harm, especially with this crowd." "So what's M.D. and Big D stand for?" She asked curiously, watching Red as he stood laughing and talking to his friends. "Well, most everyone call's him Mad Dog, or MD for short. But the truth of the matter is, the guy actually does have a doctorate, imagine, a guy with a Ph d who enjoys riding around on a Harley!" "And Big D?" "Oh, that one's easy. Stands for Big Dick! And honey, does he ever have one too, biggest fucking prick you've ever seen in your entire life, can't even begin to possibly take it myself, though God knows I've tried!"
Jessica thought about it and smiled. "Hmm, maybe we should party with them later," she suggested openly. Jenny's eyes widened at that, and she grinned.
"Maybe I'll mention it to him then," Jenny said once again reaching over to fondly caress Jessica's upper thigh beneath the table. "I think they just might like that, I certainly know I would!"
It was a little while later when Jenny wandered off to use the restroom, stopping by the pool-tables on her way, talking to Red briefly as she did so. He glanced back to where Jessica was sitting and smiled, nodding his head.
"Can I buy you a drink?"
Jessica turned, a tall, not unattractive guy was standing next to her, already reaching out to take one of the available seats.
"Ah, no thanks," she said quickly. "I'm with someone."
"Yeah, I noticed, but if that other girl is the someone your with, you're in the wrong place."
Jessica smiled, trying to keep it friendly, but once again refusing his offer.
"How about a dance then?" He asked, though he reached for her, pulling her to her feet trying to kiss her simultaneously.
"We having a problem here?"
Jessica felt herself being let go, turning to find Red, MD and Big D as well as Jenny standing nearby.
"Red!" The guy said suddenly, sounding like Red was some close buddy of his he'd known for years or something. "No, no problems here, was just asking if the lady would let me buy her a drink."
Red stood smiling at the guy, but it wasn't exactly a friendly smile. "Mighty nice of you, in fact...maybe you can buy us all a drink," he suggested with just a hint of "you'd better if you know what's good for you," thrown in with it as he spoke.
Nervously, he motioned for one of the waitresses to come over to the table. "Set them up for whatever it is they're drinking, on me..." he added, then sheepishly wandered back over towards his friends, all of which had suddenly turned away becoming interested in some other subject.
"Thanks," Jessica said.
"Best you stay close to Jenny," Red told her. "Or me," he added once again smiling. "Jenny mentioned you might like to party later," he asked curiously. Jessica returned the smile, nodding her head.
"Well, I've got a few more suckers to clean out first," he told them, "But I wouldn't mind a little appetizer before that if you two've got nothing better to do at the moment."
Red stood leading the girls over towards the bar. "Hey Mike, need to use the office for a few minutes," he stated simply not even waiting for a reply. The guy standing behind the bar merely nodded his head smiling. "Thanks," Red said and again led them down the hallway past the bathrooms to a back room where he produced a set of keys, unlocking it and let himself in. Jessica grinned at Jenny realizing that Red obviously had done this before, several times in fact if he had his own keys.
The room wasn't anything like Jessica had expected, it was clean with expensive looking furniture along with a working desk that was also almost as neat and orderly as the rest of the place. Red immediately took a seat on the massive couch, motioning for the girls to sit down on either side of him. Jessica continued to stand for a moment eyeing the room. "What? Surprised?" Red asked. "You expecting a big stinky mess?" he laughed. "Yes, well, sorta," She admitted to him. "Well, maybe another time I'll take you up to our spot if you'd like." "Your spot?" "Yeah, a place we like to go and party," he told her. "Outside!" Just hearing that made Jessica even more wet between the legs. "I'd like that!" she told him. "I'd like that...a lot!"
"Well then, I'll take you there, but for now, lets see some tit!" he said simply. Jenny didn't even hesitate, already beginning to unbutton her blouse. Seeing her, Jessica immediately began doing the same until the two of them sat there to either side of Red, their breasts bare and inviting as he reached out to fondle and compare the two of them simultaneously. "Very nice, very, very nice." he again smiled continuing to caress their breasts, playing with them like a kid with a new toy. "Unzip me," he added a moment later, it wasn't a suggestion.
Jessica was the first to respond this time, immediately slipping off the couch down on her knees, the zipper to his pants already coming down as Jenny now fumbled with his belt, undoing it. The moment she'd done so, it made it far easier for Jessica to take hold of Red's prick releasing it from the tight fitting pair of black leathers he was wearing.
"Oh my!" Jessica exclaimed the moment she had done so. "You sure this isn't the real reason they call you Red?" she asked. "It's all angry and Red looking!" she giggled waving his rock-hard prick back and forth.
Red burst out laughing. "I think I'm getting to like this one," he told Jenny.
"Thought you might," she responded already licking along one side of his massive swollen cock. Jessica took the hint and quickly began doing the same to the other.
"Ah yeah, that's nice," he told the girls as they teased his prick, continuing to take turns licking and sucking it, passing it back and forth to one another. "Kiss one another," he told them. "With my dick sandwiched between," he said crudely.
They did, though they struggled to do so, placing their lips on either side of his massive shaft, kissing, sucking and trying very hard to place their lips together. Jessica was highly aroused, just as Jenny was, as Red obviously was.
"Now, rub my dick against those nice hard nipples of yours," he told both girls. "Lets see some nipple flick-fucking here!" he told them.
Jenny held Red's hard angry looking cock in her hand, placing it against one of Jessica's breasts, her nipples stiff and hard as Jessica began rubbing Red's cock against her, then slapping it against the young woman's nipples, teasing them to an even greater firmness. After a few moments of this, Jessica then did the same to Jenny, enjoying the feel of his prick in her hand, now slick with his juices as she used them to further sensitize Jenny's tits, smearing his lubrications over and around them.



"Suck her boobs," Red told her. Jessica did, delighted to be doing so, tasting the semi-salty essence of Red's prick on Jenny's hard pink little nipples as she tongued and savored them both.
They soon went back to sucking and playing with Red's prick, his breathing becoming harsher, raspier as his orgasm approached. "Oh yeah, yeah!" he told them. "That's it...that's it. Gonna give you both a nice big load too!" he added happily. "Wanna see it, see you both taking it!"
Realizing the closeness of his release, Jenny as well as Jessica placed the head of his cock nearer their mouths, once again licking and sucking it together, their lips touching now as they also took turns jacking him off, urging his release. Red suddenly stiffened, groaning as he did.
"Here it fucking comes!" he told them. Sure enough, a massive spurt of his thick cream suddenly exploded from the head of his dick, showering them both as they fought to contain it, Jenny holding his dick towards Jessica's face, and then her own, still pumping out spurt after delicious spurt against themselves until he was drained. "Kiss!" he said simply, "Let me see it!"
Red hadn't been exaggerating when he said he was going to shoot a big one either. Jessica's mouth was full of his rich thick cream, which she now shared with Jenny, spitting it into the woman's mouth, though her face was covered in it as well where they had missed, not capturing all of it. "Oh yeah, now...give it back to her," Red urged them. Jenny did, once again placing her lips over Jessica's letting the slick substance once again roll from her tongue back into Jenny's mouth. "Now...lick her face."
With her mouth once again full of Red's spunk, she did so, licking up the traces of his additional spending from Jenny's face, adding that to the cum she still held inside her mouth before once again giving it back to her.
"Oh man...oh man," Red moaned approvingly. "Now, let's see a pussy-pour,:" he asked hopefully this time, not really expecting it perhaps, but suggesting it. Once again, Jessica was the first to respond, immediately stripping off her jeans as Jenny sat back on her haunches patiently waiting with a mouth full of cum.
Naked now, Jessica lay back on the floor, legs spread and bent at the knee. Almost immediately Jenny knelt over her positioning her mouth, then allowed the sperm she still held to slowly pour from her lips, dripping directly down onto Jessica's pussy which she herself held open with her own hands.
"Yeah! Yeah! Right on her clit! Right on her fucking clit!" Red directed now, once again fisting his cock which had already begun to harden all over again as he watched. "Now eat it!" he said demanding it this time. "Eat her fucking cunt!" He had stood up from the couch, standing over them now as he furiously jerked his cock, pumping it up and down. "Ready for another one?" he asked proudly looking towards Jenny. Jenny quickly peeled out of the short skirt she'd been wearing, stripping off her black laced panties as well, then spreading herself in much the same way that Jessica had done.
"Go ahead baby, ready whenever you are!" she told him.
Jessica sat up, watching, though as Red moved closer, now aiming his dick downwards towards Jenny's inviting little target, Jessica reached up caressing and fondling his massive balls which swung too and fro as he stood hammering his prick up and down.
"Jack it off!" He told Jessica, letting it go. She quickly replaced his hands with her own, using both to wrap around it, pumping it up and down all the while keeping it pointed towards Jenny's cunt which she likewise now held open with her own fingers, the tiny little nubbin of her clit throbbing with excited expectation. Red groaned once again, and though his discharge certainly didn't have the force or the volume that the first one had had, she was surprised that he had been able to cum again so quickly, a small quick spurt of his spunk shooting out to splash against her friend's pussy, though she now knelt, milking and shaking his dick back and forth in order to release the remainder of it which now dribbled forth, hanging lewdly from the head of his dick, finally falling to splash once again at the opening of Jenny's cunt.
"Now...your turn to lick that!" he said smiling, stumbling over to once again take his seat.
Jessica had never gone down on another woman before, but she relished it, licking her friend's pussy, which was lightly sprinkled with a fresh dose of Red's cream. She plunged her tongue into the woman's depths, tasting the sweetness of her own juices as she speared her tongue inside, lapping, and then licking up the mixture of cream which she found there.
"Well fuck, I hate to cum and run," Red began. "But I need to get back out to the table before someone else gets those idiots money. But stay...enjoy yourselves for a while," he told them. "And if you're not all worn out, come find me later." Stepping over them he headed towards the door. "Yeah, we've got to do this again, and soon," he added shaking his head, laughing, and then stepped out through the door closing it behind him.
"Wow, that was wild!" Jessica said.
"You can say that again," Jenny lay purring. "And unless all that was just for show, or for Red's benefit, I wouldn't mind a nice little orgasm myself," she said hopefully.
"I'm game...if you are!" Jessica responded, letting her know as she said that, that she expected a little reciprocation as well.
#
By the time they emerged from the office, it was near midnight. The club was considerably busier now too, though not too surprisingly, their table remained free. A folded card sat in the middle of it saying simply "Red's table". It was enough, no one had dared sit down no matter how busy the place had become.
"Oh my God!" Jessica exclaimed suddenly.
"What?"
"See that woman over there? The one out on the dance floor wearing the red dress?"
"Yeah?"
"Her name is Amanda, and I know the guy she's supposedly with, except the one she's dancing with isn't him."
"So?"
"So...I've been flirting with her boyfriend," Jessica proceeded to tell Jenny all about the episode in class.
"Oh, now I understand," Jenny said afterwards. "So in other words, the boyfriends off working tonight, and probably totally unaware that she's here dancing with some other guy."
"Exactly!"
"The only problem with that is...so far all she's doing IS dancing. That's not exactly a crime in my book, and maybe not in Robert's book either. He may even know that she's here!"
"True," Jessica had to admit. "But I think it might be fun to make her aware of the fact that I am here, and that I'm obviously aware that she is too. Might be interesting to see what her reaction is."
"You might be inviting trouble," Jenny warned. But Jessica shook it off.
"Honey? Trouble's my middle name!"
They sat watching the busty brunette literally humping the leg of the guy she was with as they danced. They also saw him running his hands repeatedly up and down her body, occasionally caressing her breasts along the sides which threatened to spill out of the top she was wearing on several occasions.
"Well, even if he was aware that she comes here, I'm not too sure he'd care for the way she's dressed, or almost undressed rather, nor the way that the two of them are almost fucking one another out on the floor. They might as well go and get themselves a room!" Jenny observed.
"Lets have some fun," Jessica suggested suddenly. "Why don't you and I go out and dance next to them?" She said with a wink, catching Jenny's nod of approval as she laughed following her onto the floor.
It didn't take long, Amanda glancing over, doing a double take when she spotted Jessica and Jenny dancing together, just as provocatively, if not even more so than the two of them were doing. Many had even begun standing off to one side in order to watch them.
"Well well, small world isn't it?" Jessica said looking directly at the woman. "And how's Robert?" she added. "Working late tonight is he?"
Amanda didn't answer, the look of surprise and fear suddenly etched within her face as she quickly exited the dance floor heading back to her own table where two other women who were obviously with her sat watching the spectacle with interest. They spoke for a moment, and then Amanda and one of the other women went outside. To her surprise, the busty blond who'd remained at their table suddenly motioned towards Jessica with her head, and then headed off towards the bathroom.
"This could be interesting," Jessica said. "Wait here...I'll be right back."
"I'll keep and eye on the door," Jenny told her, and then began looking to see where Red might be hanging around as well.
Jessica entered the women's room shortly after the blond had. "You wanted to see me?" she asked standing in front of the mirror as she began brushing her hair.
"Not me...Amanda," the woman told her. "She'd like to have a word or two with you, out in the parking lot, around back."
"I see," Jessica said turning at that point to face the woman. "Well tell her I'd be more than happy to chat with her, and that I'll come outside in a few minutes then."
The blond soon left, as did Jessica heading back to her table.
"Well?"
"Amanda wants to have a word or two with me," she told Jenny.
"Ah oh...sounds like trouble to me," Jenny stated concernedly.
"Nah...nothing I can't handle," Jessica said, "But I don't want you getting involved in things either," she added. "Promise me that you won't, and trust me...I can take care of myself if I have to."
"I don't know honey," Jenny continued still looking around for Red, though he seemed to have disappeared for the moment. Jessica didn't bother to wait however, she stood and immediately headed outside of the club, then down the sidewalk heading towards the back where she knew Amanda and her two friends would be waiting for her. #
Jenny turned back towards the table, saw that Jessica had placed her high-heeled shoes on top of it, and immediately bolted away in search of Red.
"Well, you did come!" Amanda said defiantly as Jessica approached her. Amanda and her two friends stood inside one of the few empty parking spaces between cars. The blond she had spoken with in the bathroom on her left, and the other a brunette with short hair, enormous breasts, standing on her right. Jessica stopped more or less forming an incomplete circle with the three of them as they stood facing her.
"Well you did say you wanted to talk...so talk"
Amanda stood with a smug smile on her face, feeling confident as she did. Jessica noticed that a few people realizing what was going on here had begun to watch, mostly at a distance, though some few others had also begun to inch closer with the anticipation of something more than just talking about to take place.
"If you know what's good for you, you'll forget everything you think you've seen tonight," she told her letting the warning hang in the air momentarily.
Jessica smiled, giving the woman a confused look. "It's not really a matter of wondering what I saw, but knowing what I saw," she responded. "And what I saw was you dancing with another man."
Amanda grinned once again, taking Jessica's comment as assurance that she would keep her mouth shut and not mention anything more than that, if that...to him.
"Though the way you were dancing together looked almost like you were fucking him instead."
Amanda's smile melted turning into one of pure hatred and anger. "I'm warning you Jessica," she said through gritted teeth, "You don't want to mess with me."
"Look Amanda, I don't want to spoil anyone's evening here, especially mine. And as for Robert, all I'd like to do is fuck him once, hell...you can even be there if you want to, might be fun, and he might enjoy that too! Then I promise I'll leave him alone, so...how's that sound? One little fuck, that's all I ask, then you can have him all to yourself again if that's what you want."
Amanda's expression had turned even angrier if that was possible, her face now beet red. "Get her!" She suddenly screamed, the blond and brunette suddenly moving towards her.
The blond had been standing a little closer to her, and as such Jessica waited for just a moment more before grabbing the woman's arm as she came towards her, stepping around her back using it as leverage and then placing her right foot in the middle of her back with a high-placed kick that sent her stumbling directly into the brunette who'd halted momentarily confused by the swiftness of Jessica's response. Both women then went tumbling to the ground, though rolling away from one another almost immediately jumping back up.
"Seriously Amanda, you really don't want to do this. I'd hate to rip that beautiful red dress of yours," she added giving the woman something to think about. Unfortunately however, all she was thinking about was punching Jessica in the face. With her two friends a bit more cautious and hesitant, Amanda stepped forward herself. Jessica saw Amanda's right fist close, saw it as she began to swing, She allowed the woman to think momentarily that she'd actually hit her, ducking just under the wild punch spinning as she did, her left foot sweeping the ground taking Amanda's legs out from underneath her, as Amanda careened forward towards the ground, Jessica reached out just grabbing the back of the woman's collar as she fell, feeling the material of her dress come away in her hand as Amanda smacked the ground, her dress torn and shredded down the back.
"Oh, I'm so sorry," Jessica stood smiling, tossing the remnant she still held off to one side. The blond charged, seeing Amanda's immediate distress, though it was probably her shriek screaming at the two of them to help her that did it.
Once again Jessica timed the woman's charge, spinning a second later, her foot coming up, planting itself on the side of her face, as the blond spun from the impact, once again losing her balance, Jessica was quick to move in, grabbing her arm and spinning her off in the opposite direction, but as she did so, she raked down the front of the woman's chest, every button on her blouse exploding as it parted, even the front clasp of her bra torn and shredded as her breasts suddenly fell free.
She sensed rather than saw the brunette coming up from behind her, once again Jessica ducked, feeling the woman's swing of her fist connect with nothing but air. Jessica pivoted on the balls of her feet spinning in a half crouch. Placing one hand directly on the woman's crotch, she lifted, allowing the woman's momentum to carry her forward. Jessica then lifted her shoulder, smashing it directly between the woman's breasts, she half tucked, feeling the woman's weight suddenly lessen as she took to the air, once again holding onto the front of her blouse, which came away in her hands.
A large crowd had now gathered around the four of them, Jessica standing, the blond just getting to her feet as was Amanda. The brunette was down, but only for a moment longer until she regained her senses, which Jessica hoped would include some rationalization as well, that this fight wasn't worth it.
Even with her tits showing now, a bruise already turning purple on her cheek, Amanda allowed herself to scream a blood-curdling cry of anguish and frustration, once again blindly charging towards Jessica, just as the blond did seeing some advantage in doing so.
As Amanda was closer, Jessica knew in a split second that her only option was a swift jumping forward kick that she landed squarely on Amanda's chest as she charged, effectively stopping her momentum, knocking the wind out of her as she did. She knew there was no immediate defense from the blond who now reached her, bowling into Jessica, but she allowed the woman to do so, falling back with her, though she just managed to place her foot into the woman's gut. As Jessica hit the ground, she straightened it and in doing so, launched the blond high into the air where she landed with a solid thud on the hood of one of the nearby cars. Jessica stood, all three were down, the brunette glaring up at her, but the fight gone from her eyes.
"If you insist on continuing this Amanda, I'll strip the three of you and leave you bloody and naked before this is over with. Now...what's it going to be?"
Commotion off to one side caused her to turn in that direction, she smiled upon seeing Red, M.D. Big D as well as Jenny suddenly breaking through the wall of the small crowd that had formed around them.
"What the fuck?" Red exclaimed with a wild-eyed look, his face beet red, as the people parted for him, like Moses with the red sea.
"You ok?" Jenny asked now reaching her, Jessica's high heels dangling from the woman's hand.
"Oh good, you've got them, those are my favorite shoes you know." Jenny laughed shaking her head.
"You really weren't kidding were you?" she said eyeing the three women, all of whom continued to lie on the ground in bewildered embarrassment.
Red merely turned facing the crowd, and with one look began to disperse everyone without saying a single word.
"You're one tough little bitch!" he said a moment later walking up to her. "And what do you want to do about these?" he said indicating the three women who only then had begun to stand gathering themselves together, trying uselessly to cover themselves with their hands.
"You really want to know?" she asked wickedly.
Red grinned back at her just as much. "Tell me," he said grinning.
#
They had blindfolded, gagged, and then stripped all three women, securely binding them afterwards and tossing all three into the back of Big D's van. "Now what?" Red asked her excitedly.
"Take them somewhere out in the valley, drop them off, cut them free, and let them make their way back into town," she suggested. "That should do it, scare them bad enough wondering what's going to happen to them, then let them go with a nice little warning."
"And I know just the place," Red smiled. "Not too far away from that other place I was telling you about either, we can go there and party afterwards!"
"Now THAT sounds fun!" Jessica grinned. Jenny had elected to remain at the club and find her pleasures elsewhere.
"I'm really not one for doing it in the dirt," she told Jessica. "You should be fine though, I really do trust these guys, and besides, after tonight, I think you've made a friend for life anyway!"
Jessica kissed Jenny goodnight, allowing it to linger a moment as she did, hinting that she wouldn't mind repeating again what they'd shared earlier in the evening. Then she climbed onto the back of Red's chopped Harley with M.D. sitting beside them on his. They soon after roared out of the parking lot with Big D following behind in the van with the three terrified women securely in tow.
After a while they reached a dark desolate spot on the highway, Big D opened the doors to the van and none too gingerly rolled the girls out onto the ground. He quickly cut away the duct-tape they'd used to secure them with, then stripped off their blindfolds allowing them to see where they actually were.
"You're....you're not leaving us out here!" Amanda exclaimed worriedly. "Where are we?" she said spinning around, having no idea in the world where they were, only the long narrow road heading off in the distance from the direction they'd come.
Jessica walked directly up to Amanda, staring her in the face just as Red had done to her when they'd first met. "It shouldn't take you too long, not if you hurry and walk fast," she told the woman with a wicked smile. "You should be back in town by sunrise at least, oh...and if you tell anyone what happened to you? I'd just say it was a dare that sort of got out of hand or something, and leave it at that. IF...you know what's good for you," she added using the same threatening warning that Amanda had given her. "Now, get your asses out of here!" she said and watched as the three women gratefully scrambled away at a slow trot down the road. "Oh...Amanda?" Jessica called out towards her. Amanda stopped turning back to face her, her look no longer one of defiance, but one of fear and shame instead. "Tell Robert I said hello ok?" she said smiling, and then laughed as Amanda nodded her head, once again turning to hurry and catch up with her two naked friends.



"Now...where's this place you told me about?" Jessica asked. "And do you have anything on you to drink?"
She heard the top pop off of a beer that Big D almost magically produced, handing her one along with everyone else as he reached down into the cooler that sat on the floor between his seats.
"Let's ride!" Jessica announced a moment later, once again crawling up to sit on the back of Red's bike as he swung back onto it himself.
"Let's party!" He shouted out above the roar of his bike as he turned it back onto the highway, heading off in the opposite direction from where the three black dots hurriedly scurried off together into the night.
#
As Red had told her, the turn off onto the dirt road was only a short distance away. From there they headed up towards the hills just entering the tree line where they stopped and dismounted.
"It's about a hundred yards that way," he pointed giving Big D a hand with the cooler. "Oh, and Jessica? I'll let you wear my jacket on the way back," he said.
"Why? It's not even cold out here," she told him.
Red gave her an apologetic smile. "Because, one of the rules we have up here, no girl goes back wearing the clothes she came in."
"Damn...can I at least keep my shoes?" She asked slipping them off her feet. Red laughed shaking his head.
"Yeah, I think we can allow that one," he told her, and then grinned even more broadly as Jessica completely stripped out of her clothing, tossing them off to one side.
"Bring them with you," he said. "We'll be building a fire."
Jessica followed as Red and Big D carried the large cooler full of beer, they soon arrived in a small clearing where a fire pit, well used though by the signs of it, none too recently sat in the middle of it. Off to one side of that lay an old worn out mattress that smelled musky, and stained with urine from animals that may have wandered down into the area.
"Funky!" Jessica said tossing her clothing down by the make-shift fire pit as M.D. began to liberally dowse her clothes with lighter-fluid, tossing in a few additional twigs and branches in along with her clothing. Tossing in a match, the pit exploded into flames, Jessica's clothes, one of her favorite blouses along with an expensive pair of designer jeans going up in smoke.
"Home away from home," Red announced handing Jessica another beer.
"She really ok with this?" M.D. asked Red off to one side. "You know how it can get, especially once Big D gets into it."
"After what I saw tonight, I wouldn't worry about her," Red told him. "She's one tough little cookie, and besides...I have a feeling she enjoys it a bit rough!"
Jessica sat sipping her beer and watched as the three men quickly began shedding their clothing. She'd seen Red's prick earlier of course, and knew that he had a large one, surprised somewhat when M.D. turned towards her, his prick nice and hard, but not quite as large as Red's. With the nickname given him, Jessica expected Big D to have a large cock, but even then she wasn't prepared for the monster prick that hung down between his legs as he walked over sitting down beside her, and then casually laying it across his thigh onto hers.
"Holy fucking shit!" Jessica giggled. "That's the biggest fucking cock I've ever seen before in my entire life!" She reached out grasping it in her hand, not at all surprised to find that she couldn't quite close her fist around it when she did, and then she realized, he wasn't even really hard yet either! "This one I wanna fuck," she said flopping Big D's cock back and forth against herself like it was a bull whip, "And that one," she said pointing at the doctor's prick, "is going in my ass! But not before I've had a chance to sample some of each," she said "with my mouth!"
Red was the first to approach her standing in front of her as she sat. "Get it all nice and sloppy hard for me," he said grinning down at her, "And I promise to give you a nice big load if you do."
As much as she was enjoying flinging Big D's prick back and forth, watching it slowly grow and stiffen as she did, she reluctantly let go of him for the time being, taking Red's cock in hand instead, stroking it briefly before wrapping her lips around it, swallowing as much of his length as she could possibly take. Even with it near fully inside her mouth, Red fucked, shoving even more of himself in, Jessica gagged, choking, but continued to throat-fuck his prick as best as she could. Forced to hold her breath, she sucked for as long as she could until she was forced to breathe, removing his prick, gasping for breath as spittle and drool dripped from her mouth.
"That's it, spit on it, and suck it again!" he told her. "Get it all nice and sloppy, I love hearing that!"
Jessica noticed that "The Doctor", or "Doc" as Red had sometimes referred to him, now stood behind her, rubbing his dick against her back, even running it through her hair.
"Hope you like a nice cum-shampoo," Red stated, "Doc here loves doing that."
"Whatever you want," Jessica moaned smiling around Red's prick as she continued to suck, gagging on his prick as she took it as deeply as she could, once again spit and saliva pooling inside her mouth, drooling out and around the corners as she stuffed her face with Red's dick, too much to contain for one thing, and enjoying as she knew he was the visual of watching her doing that for another.
Jessica could feel Doc rubbing his prick with massive amounts of her hair, using it to jerk himself off with. "Do it Doc! Do it!" She urged him, her mouth still wrapped around Red's dick as she spoke, coming out as more of a gurgling sound as she said it.
"Fuck yeah! Fuck yeah!" Doc moaned, grabbing massive fist-fulls of her hair, pulling it, wrapping it as he began pouring his spunk into it, so much so that Jessica even felt it running down her neck onto her back. She didn't have much time to think on this however as Red near simultaneously warned her of his own impending orgasm.
"Open your mouth," he said, "Let me watch it!"
Jessica continued to pump Red's prick up and down, his stance informing her he was only seconds away now from filling her mouth, which he soon began doing.
"Don't fucking swallow it though," he told her while grimacing through his climax. She didn't, allowing him to fill her wide-open mouth with spurt after delicious spurt of his cream into her mouth, almost to the point where she either had to swallow, or spit it, far too much for her to contain and still breathe. "Oh yeah, perfect!" He told her again. "Now...spit it out onto your tits, see if you can get some on each one of them," he asked almost gently. "I really like seeing that!"
Jessica did so, allowing his cum to drip from her lips as she pursed them together forming a funnel of his cream which she now allowed to dribble in a long string of white sticky cum that reached ever so slowly forward until the edge of it wrapped around her hard extended nipple, where she then guided it like a rope climber dangling the length of it below her, using her head to wrap the filament of cream around one breast, then over to the other, repeating the entire process.
"That's fucking amazing!" Red said watching her.
"Here, suck this clean too," Doc stated suddenly pressing his still stiff prick against the side of her face. It was hard black and shinny, with traces of his white spunk still clinging to it, Jessica quickly lapped at it with her tongue, spearing the head, skinning back his foreskin in order to ensure that she found each and every trace of his cum-froth that had hidden itself in the folds of his prick-skin.
As Doc and Red both headed off for fresh beers, their pricks waggling happily down between their legs once again, Jessica glanced over to where Big D continued to sit having watched and enjoyed her performance. He sat fisting his enormous prick, which though big, still didn't seem as rock-hard as had the others, and she wondered briefly if it was even possible for him to get it that way, so much blood being required to stiffen the full size of that massive staff. In fact, as she thought about it, it looked a lot like a policeman's baton, stiff and shiny black with a glistening sheen that made it look even bigger than it really was.
"Like me to suck you off now?" she asked turning towards him.
"Nah, maybe later after I've fucked you," he told her. "Right now I just wanna cum on you," he said.
"Where?"
"Everywhere!"
Red and Doc were laughing, her look asked the question.
"Maybe we should call him Big C instead!" M.D. stated continuing to snicker.
"Yeah, Big C for BIG CUM!" Red added. "You think I cum a lot? Fuck girl, you haven't seen anything yet!"
Jessica grinned making herself more comfortable on the dirt covered mattress, brushing away a few leaves and twigs that had accumulated since the last time they had been there. "How do you want me?" she asked sexily.
"I'll tell you," Big D said finally standing. "An when I start cummin, I'll tell you where an how I want you," he added. "But for now, that's good, just lay on your back and finger your cunt for me while I watch you."
Jessica began doing so as Red and Doc walked over to stand on the other side looking down at her, enjoying the show as well. "Here, give me that," she said reaching up for the near finished bottle of beer that Red was holding. He handed it down to her and then watched as she placed it against her cunt, pouring what was left of the beer inside her pussy, then shoving the neck of the bottle inside herself. "How's that?" she asked lustily, seeing Doc already beginning to fondle his rapidly growing prick in answer to that as she lay there masturbating herself with the beer bottle.
Big D had to use both hands. One to hold and support his enormous cock, the other which he slid fully along the length of his shaft stroking it, up and then down, up and then down in an almost slow-tortured motion as he stood above her looking down while she continued to fuck herself with the bottle, frigging her exposed clit with her free hand, occasionally reaching up to pull, pinch and even twist her nipples bringing herself pleasure as they all stood watching her.
There was no warning, just the sudden eruption of spunk that flew from the head of his prick, the first jettison catching her squarely on the side of her face. Jessica cried out in surprise, which quickly turned into delight as a moment later came another, this one equally as copious, once again splashing against her face, then her neck and breasts.
Big D aimed his prick like he was fighting a fire, now hosing the split between her legs. "Move the fucking bottle!" he demanded. Jessica snatched it, flinging it away into the darkness where it landed with a resounding crash, shattering into pieces as it did. Through cum covered eyes that burned and stung a little, she wiped just a bit of his spunk away with her finger in order to see better, watching as he now stood over her cunt, another streamer of spray splattering against her there.
"Hold it open!" he once again demanded, "open your fuck hole all nice and wide for me!"
Jessica dug her fingers inside herself, spreading herself a part as far as she could, hoping that it was enough. Once again he spurted, miraculously, the jisim he stood there producing hardly diminishing in volume, or even in strength as he continued to slow stroke his prick, hovering above her, literally giving her a cum-bath.
"Roll over!" he said simply, almost squeezing his prick, clamping it shut, turning off the fuck butter plant that amazingly continued to produce his semen. "Spread your ass, just like you did your cunt!"
Jessica did so, not even lubricated except for the small trickle of her own feminine cum-cream and some of the beer that had luckily run towards her ass-hole, giving her a little lubrication, which she used, once again impaling her fingers, spreading herself, pulling herself a part as she knelt, leaning over, her ass high in the air as Big D stood behind, his prick once again jettising his spunk against the target of her open ass.
"What'd I fuckin tell you?" Red exclaimed, seemingly surprised, though he'd obviously been aware and known what to expect.
"Fucking Freak!" Doc added affectionately speaking. "Never seen another human being fucking cum so much all at once in my entire life!"
Jessica was in fact drenched, literally from head to toe taking in all the spunk that the three of them had generated and deposited on her. Her mascara smeared, running wildly down her face, her eyes blackened where she'd rubbed them trying to see.
"You look like fucking hell," Red said staring at her. "But beautiful too!" He added seriously. He handed her another beer. "Here, wash yourself up."
#
Jessica finished her bath with a second bottle of beer. "Fucking love watching a woman bathe," Red stated.
"I loved watching her fuck herself with the bottle," Doc added. "Yeah me too," Big D said grinning. "How about taking one up the ass too?"
She didn't even question the request, once again positioning herself down on the now cum-stained mattress on top of whatever else had been there to stain it. Jessica took one of two bottles, using the first to lubricate it, and then teased her ass until she was able to insert it fully into herself. Having done that, she stood, one bottle securely hanging out of her ass while she inserted the second until they clinked together quite by accident.
"Look at that, her cunt and ass just gave one another a toast!" Doc actually giggled.
"Yeah, look ma, no hands!" Red added. "Wouldn't fucking surprise me if she could open them like that either!" he continued to joke.
Jessica stood, one hand behind herself now easing the bottle in and out of her ass, the other she likewise pushed in and out so that she now stood double fucking herself with both.
"Fuck...I'm ready!" Red said tossing his own half-finished beer into the darkness, seconds later he'd removed both bottles from Jessica's cunt and ass, adding them to the ever growing pile of broken glass that lay somewhere off in the distance.
"Come fucking mount me!" he told her lying down. "Then Doc here can actually slide his up that tight pretty little ass of yours!"
While Red continued fucking her from beneath, Doc walked around in front motioning for her to suck his cock a bit, thus lubricating it with her own spit. Satisfied, he once again walked back around behind her, kneeling now, and placed the head of his cock at the opening of her ass while Red finally held still for a moment, allowing Jessica to impale herself on Doc's shaft, taking her time in doing so.
She soon felt the soft little "pop" as the head of his prick slid inside her, and then she eased back, gradually engulfing a greater amount of him as she did so.
"Ok, push it in...slowly," she asked not at all sure if he really would or not, though thankfully he did. She soon had both pricks buried deeply inside, the two men now moving in tandem together, one fucking in, the other fucking out as they began thrusting their pricks in and out of her body with ever increasing speed. Finally, Big D once again approached her, this time offering her his cock which he held near her face, waiting for her to accept it, which she did by grabbing it with both hands, even then not fully able to cover his rigid length, not by half! She managed to stuff the head of his dick inside her mouth, even then causing her cheeks to bulge when she did so, holding it there, sucking him, allowing the tip of her tongue to explore the fat thick ring around his cock head as she held it there, her mouth stretched almost painfully so in doing.
Jessica had herself been hovering on the edge all night. She had come so close to actually climaxing, but as things would end, or the sensations of even touching herself were stopped, she could only enjoy the briefest bit of promise that throbbed hungrily between her legs. Now, stimulated beyond comprehension, Jessica felt the first wild surge of orgasmic pleasure rip through her body, her seizure of joy nearly paralyzing her with the force of intensity that she felt. In her mind, she saw stars, actually losing consciousness for a moment, her entire body one large spasm of ecstasy and pleasure as she came over, and over, and over again.
And in the midst of all this, the wildly jerking cocks, one in her cunt, one in her ass, and last but certainly not least, the one in her mouth that nearly suffocated her to death as she came, came as well. Filling every opening of her body with yet again another flood of sweet milky cream.
#
Jessica woke with the sun prying into her eyes. She lay atop of Big D, or rather now The Milk Man, Red to one side of her, and Doc on the other. She smiled, snuggling against him in the coolness of the morning, remembering, remembering how Big D had once again bathed her in a shower of cream before finally collapsing on the ground next to her. She had affectionately dubbed him "The Milk Man" which he'd loved, and now insisted that everyone call him, preferring it over Big D, something he had gone by for years.
It was also exhilarating to ride on the back of Red's bike wearing nothing more than the black leather jacket he'd given her to wear, along with her high-heels of course. She was glad to see that her mother's car was gone when they pulled up to her house, knowing she would be at work, and at this hour, that her father would still be in bed, probably until well past noon. She began to remove Red's jacket.
"Keep it until you come back to the club again," he told her. "Give it to me then."
Jessica smiled all the way up the drive and into the house where she half suspected her brother would be waiting for her, and he was.
"Just where the hell have you..." He caught himself, a loss for words as she came in through the door, oblivious and uncaring that she was entirely nude beneath the jacket, which she now slung over her shoulder.
Jessica laughed, "Had a girls night out," she told him as she walked past him heading towards her room. "Oh...and by the way, Jenny really is a hot fuck you know that?" she smiled wickedly, and then hurried on enjoying the silence that continued behind her.
#
On Monday, Jessica sat patiently waiting in class just where she always sat, watching for Robert to arrive. And soon he did, considerably earlier than normal, bounding up the steps, entering the row she was sitting in, and then taking the seat next to her rather than leaving one in-between.
"Guess what?"
"What?" Jessica asked seeing the wide-open smile on Roberts face.
"Amanda and I split up! She told me over the weekend that she was no longer interested in me, and that was that. Now we can start thinking about us!"
"Us?" Jessica asked?
"Oh honey, the only US I'm interested in is US getting together and maybe fucking a time or two, I'm not ready to settle down into any kind of a relationship, not with anybody. So Robert honey...sweetie. There IS no US!" She told him watching his face fall.
After class, which had been a rather quiet one as they sat together, Jessica stood giving Robert's upper thigh an affectionate squeeze. "Like I said, if you want to get together one night and fuck, give me a call. Oh, and if you've got any friends that might like to join us, bring them along too!" she added.
By the expression on Roberts face, she wasn't sure if he wanted to cry, or grab her and fuck her right there. "Probably a little of both," she thought as she exited the auditorium, and wondered if he ever would call.
She got home just in time to answer the phone.
"Hey sweetie, how've you been?" Jessica exclaimed when she realized it was Jenny on the line. "Sure! I'll be here," she told her friend. "Come on over!"



Jenny had told her that Red had given her something and specifically asked her to personally hand deliver it. She'd asked Jenny what it was, but was told that she wasn't really sure, though she did know it was one of those six can coolers you could put beer or soda in, except that Red had tied a big red bow around it, and had given Jenny instructions she was not to open it, and to make sure she hand delivered it personally.
Jessica was pleased to realize she was home alone too, and hoped in being so that she and Jenny might actually have a little fun together after she'd arrived, which she did just a few minutes later.
"How odd!" Jessica said taking the present from Jenny.
"Open it! Open it!" Jenny pleaded excitedly. "Let's see what it is!"
They were sitting on Jessica's bed as she undid the ribbon, opening the lid. Inside sat one single bottle of beer packed in ice with a small tiny note attached to it.
"Cheers!" was all it said.
"Ok, Red's done some strange things before, but this has got to be one of the strangest of them all!" Jenny told her. "Something significant about the beer?" she asked.
"I dunno...maybe," Jessica agreed, then screwed off the lid smelling it. Her eyes immediately wild. "Oh my God!" she exclaimed, handing it to Jenny.
Jenny too sniffed the bottle, then held it up to the light looking at it.
"Is this what I think it is?" she asked.
"Absofuckinglutely!" Jessica exclaimed laughing her head off. "An entire bottle full of cum! And you know what? I've got an idea too!"
"What?" Jenny asked.
"Well first, we need to get naked."
Jenny grinned, nodding her head. "Now that sounds like a wonderful idea!"
In moments, both nude and hugging one another closely, Jessica held the bottle up tipping it, and then pouring the contents of it between them.
"Cheers!" Jenny laughed,
"Yeah, Cheers! And...bottoms up!"
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Penny
Authors note:
This was an interesting, and challenging piece for me to do. Most of my works are usually pure fiction with perhaps a sprinkling of fact based on similar experiences, or people I've known thrown in. As many of us here at Lit sometimes find, we get emails or feedback from people who have read and appreciated our stories. Sometimes a friendship can come from this, or at the very least dialogue begins borne from someone's desire to see a particular story written, or an idea or fantasy shared.
This is a story about a very interesting lady, a woman who candidly told me how she went from having no sexual desires whatsoever, to blossoming into a sensual, open-minded, even sometimes kinky woman who explored her desires with the help of another individual who helped her discover who she truly was, and not what she'd become because of a horrible accident.
For obvious reasons I have changed the actual names of the people and places in this story to protect their identities. Most of what follows is what was described to me very often in candid, though explicit detail. I am not sure I have done justice to the emotion, fears, concerns, and eventual discovery and freedom for the woman who I now have come to know and believe to be a very special individual, all the while trying to tell her story within a story. But I tried.
This is her story.
#
Penny.
Penny was just sixteen years old when a horrible car accident caused her to lose both legs just above the knee. She had been a gymnast in school, had tried out and been accepted as a cheer-leader for the following year, with dreams and aspirations to perhaps further her gymnastics abilities in the very near future while attending college. All that came to a horrible and tragic end with the accident, along with Penny's self esteem and hopes for the future. Though she had always been considered attractive, good natured and outgoing, after the accident she withdrew into herself, no longer caring how she looked, felt or even behaved around friends and family who shared her pain, her loss, but who also unfortunately and sadly, distanced themselves from her over time, though she did much of that herself in pushing them away, preferring to look upon herself as a horribly disfigured woman who no man would ever want or love.
Seeing and believing herself in this way, sex was of course the last thing on her mind and something she found she had no desire to experience or share with anyone.
By the time she was thirty, Penny had learned of course to be self-sufficient, though she remained for the most part glued to her wheel chair. She'd made some effort at trying to walk again with the help of artificial limbs, but had eventually given up any hope or desire of accomplishing that, self-pity, frustration and anger winning out over any desire other than to spend the rest of her life in her chair. Her only real accomplishment was in buying one-half of a duplex that she soon after moved into that had room enough for her to move around in as well as easy access for exiting and entering. She learned to use a moveable step-stool ladder in her home in order to cook, store groceries, and try to live as normal a life as she could on her own, content to do so having long ago accepted the fact emotionally that she would in all likelihood never marry, never have kids, and since she'd also chosen to remain a virgin having never had any sort of intimate sexual relationship with anyone, short of the very rare instances when she would sometimes masturbate, though even those moments were far and few in-between.
Her one and only real friend was William, though he preferred being called "Will" over "Bill" as he'd informed her after they'd first met. Will owned the duplex that Penny was purchasing her half from. As such, he'd helped her move and get settled in to some extent, offering her help only when he knew she needed and wanted it, astute enough to not offer unless she actually asked. It was because of this perhaps that over time, she had actually begun to look forward to his visits with her, though he was twenty years older, divorced, with two teenage daughters she couldn't really stand whenever they came to visit their father, and not because they were bratty or obnoxious, but because they reminded her too much of herself back when she was their age, just before the accident.
And just like Will's daughters, she had once worn her naturally blond hair long, well past her shoulders. Now, she kept it short, cutting it herself as it too had become too much of a nuisance, too much of a burden, and too much of a reminder of her past. Penny had even seriously considered having a breast reduction, and though her boobs weren't overly large by any means, they were enough so that she thought herself even more top-heavy and grossly miss-proportioned whenever she looked at herself in the mirror, which she hardly ever did anyway, not liking what she saw there whenever she had.
It was on a particular very hot summer evening, Penny sat outside on the back shared Patio that Will had built. He was in the process of barbequing some chicken for them for dinner, Penny volunteering to make a nice green salad to go along with, watching Will as he cooked, enjoying the glass of wine he'd given her, though this was already her third, and she was already feeling it. Still, all in all she hadn't felt quite this much at peace with herself in quite some time, and Will had truly proven himself to be a good friend and neighbor, so she was very relaxed and comfortable around him. Perhaps it was because of that, along with the several glasses of wine that she'd consumed already, Penny found herself in one of her very rare, very infrequent moods when normal, natural desires and curiosities caused her to question Will intimately about his own personal life as they sat down to eat.
"Why is it that I never see you bring anyone home, or ever go out on the weekends?" she asked suddenly. "Except for when you're working, you're always here just like I am."
Will gave Penny a knowing look. "First of all, because I hate dating, especially at my age, and secondly, because every woman I've ever met has tried to make me into something I'm not."
Penny grinned in spite of herself, she knew exactly what that felt like. But it was the wine that had loosened her tongue as well as her curiosity. Had it not been for that, her next question might never have been asked. Will certainly was an attractive looking man, even she had to admit that to herself, but he was the first one she'd ever met and gotten to know whose world didn't seem to revolve around sex.
"Do you miss not being with a woman?" she began, continuing before Will had time to respond to that. "What I mean is, do you prefer being celibate?"
He laughed openly, almost a boyish kind of laughter as he nearly spilled wine on himself, barely setting his glass back down on the table before doing so. "Do I miss not being with a woman? Hell yes I do! I miss it every day, though I'll freely admit this to you, it's not my ex-wife that I miss. It was because of her that I met and actually fell in love with someone else who showed me what intimacy, love and adventure could really feel like. And it's not even her that I miss either, but that! And as far as being celibate goes, it's not by my choice that I am Penny, I've just not met, nor really tried to meet anyone else that could share with me the kind of passion and excitement that I'm talking about!"
Penny was surprised by his answer, as well as intrigued by it too. And though she was certainly naive when it came to just about everything of a sexual nature, she wasn't without feeling that every once in a while came on her like a plague until wrestling with her emotions, guilt and anxiety, she'd finally give into it and then masturbate like crazy for two or three days in a row before finally putting the beast back where it belonged for a while.
"How do you manage it then?" she heard herself asking, without realizing the response that might come from having done so.
"Probably the same as you, I jerk off a lot," he said truthfully, not seemingly embarrassed by that admission at all.
Penny felt her face reddening, and not from her own embarrassment either, but from his simple honest admission that immediately painted an image for her inside her head that she couldn't seem to shake off as she sat imagining it.
"I don't," she said softly, lying to Will as well as herself.
"Why not?" he shot back, catching her off guard. "You may have lost your legs, but you're certainly not paralyzed, hell Penny, as strange as this may sound, you could probably do more interesting things in bed than most men would ever dream of having a woman be able to do!"
For the briefest of moments, she didn't quite know what to think, or even how to respond to that, so she told him the Gods honest truth about herself in three simple words. "I'm a virgin."
Maybe his eyes registered some surprise by this revelation, though he didn't exactly pounce on it the way every other man she'd ever met had, which is one of the reasons she'd quit sharing that personal tid-bit about herself with anyone, until now.
"When you meet the right man," he said very seriously, "then you'll know when it's right for you. Just because you've chosen to remain a virgin up until now, doesn't mean you'll always be one either. Most important advice I could give you is, don't worry or keep thinking about it. When the time comes, it will. Until then, just keep being yourself."
Penny truly was amazed at what he'd just told her. Once again, every other man she'd ever known that she'd confided that personal little secret with had suddenly taken it upon themselves to voluntarily offer her their services, as though they'd be doing her a big favor in having done so. Will hadn't, if anything, he'd all but told her to stay one until she felt doing otherwise. Which in a sense, she had been, though she'd also resigned herself to remaining a virgin the rest of her life too.
She didn't know why, even later afterwards as she thought about it, why she would share even more intimate personal thoughts with him, but she did. It was as though she was offering Will the key to her most private place, daring him to take it, open it, and discover what was inside, though she really didn't know herself what could be found there, only that there was a nagging, burning desire that had been a part of her for as long as she could remember. "The beast" as she called it and thought about it, the "monster" that she was constantly having to find a way to appease before she could make it go away again, and this...was becoming harder and harder for her to do every time she'd fought with it.
"It's not that simple," she began actually feeling comfortable in telling him all this. "It's not like I want to remain a virgin, just never met or found anyone who could accept me for me in that way. I keep feeling like I'd be some sort of conquest, or looked upon like a freak-show exhibit that promises to know the secret sexual abilities of the universe or something. And I don't, sure...I understand the basics, I'm not stupid either, but beyond that, I don't know a damn thing, and to be honest with you about it Will, that scares the hell out of me!"
Will sat back in his chair looking at her, neither smiling, nor frowning, and certainly not judging. "What do you want to know? To learn?" he asked simply, just as seriously.
She laughed at that, feeling her defenses rising up once again, even though her fifth glass of wine kept liquefying the foundation so that it kept tumbling down around her rather than continuing to stand as it had in the past.
"What? You're offering to teach me all about sex?" she asked laughing, trying to use humor to mask her real feelings which she knew to be the beast inside her having perked it's ears up at hearing this.
"Only as much as you're in the mood to want to know, nothing more...nothing less, everything at your pace and speed. But yes, if you want to put it that way, I'll teach you as much, or as little as you really want to know, it would be entirely up to you."
She tried laughing his answer off again, but his expression remained, as well as his silence as he sat waiting on her, waiting for her to actually think about it, to decide for herself what it was she truly wanted to know about herself, had always wanted to discover, but been too afraid to find out.
"So, sort of like sex for dummies?" she'd thrown out, again hiding her sudden fear and anxiety in humor as she goaded him into turning this into some sort of joke as well.
"You're not dumb," he told her, an edge to his tone of voice she'd not heard before, though he didn't press it any further with her, just letting that simple statement settle in. "And like I said, as little as you want to know, or even care to," he added. "But it's entirely up to you."
Will stood at that moment and turned heading back into the house. Penny thought for a moment that she might have actually offended him, made him angry with her, and she was surprised to feel that this was the last thing she'd ever wanted to do, probably for the first time in her life for that matter.
"Where're you going?" she asked worriedly, not wanting this evening, nor this conversation to end quite yet.
"We're out of wine," he told her finally smiling. "But I think you've had more than enough of it already," he added. "So I'm going to put on a pot of coffee, after that, you can tell me what you'd like to talk about first, and we'll take it from there."
#
Penny sat while Will went inside to make them some coffee, thinking about what'd he'd told her, trying to find some hidden reasoning behind his intentions, the struggle one she'd often had with herself before, though finding this one entirely different. She'd certainly been aroused before too, but as with that, she fought against it, convincing herself that it was a disgusting abnormal urge and desire to have until succumbing to it, giving in to it, then hating herself for many days afterwards. As she sat there, she couldn't help but think that this is how that would end too, hating herself the next day, but accepting that it was already too late to do anything about it now. She was aroused, curiously aroused, and the beast had been set free.
"So? Thought about what I said?" Will asked when he came back outside carrying two cups of freshly brewed coffee with him, setting one down in front of her, then taking his seat.
Penny was tempted to use humor on him once again, but found the beast wasn't feeling too funny at the moment, and now very much in charge of her thoughts and emotions. "You really were serious then?" she asked not at all smiling when she said it. "As slow as I want, I can ask you whatever I want to, and you won't try and push anything any further than that."
Will just looked at her without speaking, giving her a subtle nod of the head instead.
"Hmm, where to begin?" she asked smiling, not really joking now, but wanting desperately to see the smile return to his face, making this less serious than she herself was now making it. And then he did smile.
"Why not begin with what you know? Or don't know about whatever it is you'd first like to know," he told her.
"Like what?" she said allowing him to turn the key she'd actually given him in the lock, the door slowly opening.
"Why don't we start with masturbation?" he asked.
Hearing that, she did laugh, but it was a nervous laugh too. "I already know how to do that!" she told him.
"Do you?"
His simple question paralyzed her momentarily, she found herself tongue-tied and unable to speak as words failed to say what she was honestly feeling in trying to just as honestly answer that.
"Let me ask you something," he said giving her a reprieve which she found herself greatly appreciating for the moment.
"Ok, shoot!"
"First off, the rules."
"Rules?"
"Yeah, rules. Number one, honesty. No bull-shit. Tell me how you feel, or don't feel about something if I ask. And likewise, if you ask me about something, then expect an honest and totally candid answer in response, don't shy away from what I say, or in what words I use to say it. If you do, then this isn't going to work, and it ends right then and there. Understood?"
"Ok, what other rules?"
"Actually, just that one, let's keep it simple for now. Let's just agree to be totally and completely honest with one another from the very beginning. After that, if we think we need more rules, we'll discuss them. How's that sound?"
"Fine with me," Penny said meaning it, though she wondered if she would actually be as truthful with him as he was expecting her to. She'd never been so with anyone else before, so she wondered if she even could be now though she'd promised that she would be.
"I mean it Penny," Will said as though he'd seen the hesitation in her eyes. "If you can't be, or don't want to be, then this discussion ends, or any other future discussions for that matter too!" he said once again letting her hear the edge in his tone of voice as he spoke to her.
"Ok, so what was it you wanted to ask me about masturbation?" she asked letting him know that she was a least willing to try by reinitiating the subject.
"Do you enjoy it?"
"Enjoy it?" She said aloud, though inside she was already trying to find some way to evade, or dance around the honest answer. Looking into his eyes before she spoke however, she realized she couldn't, not if this really was to continue the way she now realized she wanted it to, she couldn't. "If you mean do I feel pleasure? Then yes, in a way I do I guess, while I'm doing it. But most of the times afterwards, I'm disgusted by it, disgusted that I did, or that I even had an orgasm, if an orgasm is even what it is that I feel afterwards or during," she added as honestly as she felt she could try and explain to him under the circumstances. By the look in his eyes however, he seemed to know and completely understand what she'd meant.
"You said you were a virgin, but have you ever had any intimate personal experiences with another person? Man or woman?" he asked.
She again laughed, a nervous laugh perhaps that told him she would answer him rather than hide or attempt to hide the truth. "Sure, I went through the normal curious phase of wondering, exploring, once with a boy my age, and even once with a woman I met a few years after the accident when I thought perhaps I really did hate men and was now secretly a lesbian or something. But the truth of the matter is, I've never even seen a man's penis before, a boy's dick yes, but not a man's!"
"Hard or soft?" he asked her.
"What?"
"Hard or soft? How would you like to see it?" he pressed.
She thought about it, "Both I guess...yes, both!" Will made no movement however, though she was sort of expecting it. She waited until she couldn't wait any more. "Well? You going to show me or not?"
"Was waiting for you to ask me," he said turning it back on her. "I'm not going to assume anything, and neither should you. If you truly want to see or do something, then you have to tell me."
"Rule number two?"
"Rule number two," he grinned as he stood and began removing his pants.
Once he had done so, he stood in front of her, fully exposed, though she couldn't honestly say if he was fully soft, certainly not hard, but more importantly she looked, and found fascination with it in looking, seeing really for the very first time. "OK, now make it hard...please?" she added looking up into his eyes.
Will stroked it briefly, coaxing himself into firmness, and then released it allowing it to stand of its own accord.
"Goodness!"
"What?"
"It looks totally different!" she exclaimed, actually surprised by it.



Will looked down at himself, smiled, and then met her eyes once again. "Yeah, sometimes it even surprises me, when I get really aroused, it even looks different than it does now."
"Really aroused?" she asked.
"Yeah, really aroused," he told her.
"And how do you do that?"
"Well obviously, playing with it, enjoying myself when I do, or when someone else does preferably, but that's when," he said sitting down now, though he didn't make any effort to put his pants back on as he did.
"Will you do that?" she found herself asking.
"If you really want me to, yes."
"I do," she said feeling even more aroused herself, wondering if this time she'd really have to wrestle with the demons inside her for admitting to that afterwards, after all this was said and done and she was alone back inside her own house once again.
"For how long?" he asked.
"What do you mean for how long?" she asked him back.
"Until you're satisfied, or I am?" he said letting her know in no uncertain terms what he'd meant by that.
"I've never seen that either," she freely admitted.
"You still haven't answered my question either," he told her. "Be specific!"
"Rule number three?"
This time he laughed, the tension that had grown between them easing somewhat. "Yeah, rule number three, maybe we'd better get a pad and pencil," he suggested.
"Nah, I've got a good memory, I'll write them all down for us later," she grinned.
Will continued to sit, though now Penny watched as his hand came up once again encircling his prick. She watched his eyes close, watched as his hand began to caress, touch, and tickle himself in ways she could have never imagined. She'd honestly expected to simply see Will pumping his hand up and down on his shaft, just as she'd heard and learned long ago by what her then girlfriends had told her, or shared with her as to what they'd done, and how. Seeing him now, both fascinated, as well as repulsed her, repulsed because she was witnessing pleasure in his face, pleasure that he was openly enjoying and bringing on to himself. Repulsed because it aroused her, excited her to be watching him, she felt her own wetness begin just as it had in the past, when she'd finally fought against it long enough, giving in to it, the only way she knew to make it go away. Knowing as she sat there, the longer she sat there, that it would get stronger and stronger in her as well, until it wouldn't, until it couldn't go away until she eventually found time for herself and helped it do so. And Penny was repulsed by that even more so, because she looked forward to doing it!
Penny knew all the basics, all the mechanics of course. But she didn't know, had never seen, never experienced or knew what it was like when a man actually ejaculated. She found herself once again struggling with her emotions, apprehensive, fearful, once again repulsed, but there was another side to that coin, a side that was growing stronger and stronger with each passing minute. She was also excited, curiously interested anticipating the moment, and more than she'd ever allowed herself to feel or be, more aroused than she had ever been before in her entire life!
Will didn't just sit pumping his cock up and down either. Something else which surprised her, fascinated her, and drew her interest. He actually sat there, enjoying it, enjoying himself as he touched himself in ways that she honestly believed most men would never admit to in doing, only when alone. But here he was, showing her what he enjoyed, what he liked, and in many ways how it felt through the expressions on his face, his breathing, and even his escaped sighs of pleasure and ecstasy as his orgasm grew nearer and nearer.
She was almost afraid to speak, fearful that if she did she would break his revelry and passion, but she formed the words, speaking them before she could catch herself.
"How does it feel for you? By the look on your face, I'd say it feels good obviously, and that you seem to be getting closer to the end."
"I am," he said opening his eyes, lust-filled eyes that spoke volumes of what he was feeling, and so vulnerably now sharing with her as he did so. "It does feel good yes, I know better than anyone what to do and when to do it, how to tease and tickle, how to increase, or even decrease the pleasure in order to intensify the climax when it does come, when I allow it to happen."
In a way, she could understand all that, though she'd never really allowed herself to experience it.
"But as good as this feels, as good as I can make myself feel, it always feels better when someone else is doing it for you," he told her freely and honestly.
She didn't know she was holding her breath, until her body demanded that she do so. "Better?" she asked then, though the pitch of her voice reflected her sudden intake of air. "How?" she added, suddenly berating herself for having done so, for interrupting the ecstasy and joy he was obviously so near.
"Because," he said grinning at her, though his hand continued to move, continued to play, continued to fondle, tease and now more purposely stroke. "When you allow someone else to share with you that pleasure, give and bring you pleasure even if they don't know you as well as you know yourself, the intimacy of that, becomes an even greater pleasure, an even more erotic thrill, so when release does finally come, it is usually far greater than you could have ever done, or given to yourself, that's why!"
Maybe it was because of the way he said it, maybe it was because of the look in his eyes as he looked at her, the truth of what he'd said revealed to her, the door pushing even more wider now, a bit of light from the outside beginning to seep in, she would wonder and ask herself afterwards why she did it, coming up with the only answer that made any sense, 'because she wanted to.'
A simple movement of her chair brought her directly next to him at that moment, and then her hand slipped into his lap replacing his own, which though surprising him perhaps, he allowed, smiling happily towards her as she began exploring the strangeness of his sex, and the passion of wonder and joy to bubble to the surface of her mind in ways that she had never before experienced.
#
It was such a silly, simple thing really. But Penny was glad to see Will kept his eyes closed as she explored him with hands and fingers. Perhaps he did so as he truly was enjoying the sensations she was bringing to him, though for the life of her, she didn't know why he would. It was more exploratory than coaxing as she considered it, but she was grateful none-the-less for the privacy he afforded to her as she scrutinized his hard throbbing prick not only with her hands, but with her eyes as well. Had he sat watching her every movement, Penny knew she would have been far too embarrassed and shy to continue doing so, but knowing he wasn't, without having to look up and see for herself that he wasn't, she continued, her fondling becoming bolder and bolder.
Even with the periodic small sighs of pleasure that Will occasionally allowed himself to make was erotic for her to hear, so much so that she found herself becoming more and more aroused with each passing moment. When his breathing suddenly took on a much deeper intake, along with his moans becoming a bit throatier as well, she knew that Will was on the verge of climax. Only then did she look up into his eyes, seeing them open, a small pleasured smile spreading across his face.
"I'm very, very close," he told her in a near whisper. "If you'd like me to finish myself off, I will if you'd rather not," he said simply hovering on the edge as he did so. Penny didn't answer him in words, she wasn't sure she could have at the moment. Her mouth was dry, words failing her, so she answered him by merely looking back down at his prick that she held in her small delicate hand, and began pumping it up and down with an anticipated fervor. "I'm going to cum," he again said softly, and then a millisecond after saying so, he did.
Penny watched, transfixed, mesmerized in a way as the first geyser of Will's spunk flew from his prick tip in a high skyrocketing arch of white almost phosphorescent streamers as the patio lights reflected off it briefly in the ever diminishing light as the sun had now almost fully set. Again and again Will's cock exploded with even more juice, which Penny found herself almost happily laughing about as she continued pumping it out of his cock, not wishing for it to cease, though of course it finally began to. Penny felt his warm moisture seeping down between her fingers, finally releasing him, lifting her hand to her face where she smelled the musky scent of his spending, then without thought or hesitation, placed the tip of her tongue upon the silky-soft residue and licked it.
"Salty," she said with a surprised tone, licking her fingers once again, then looking up into Will's eyes, once again seeing him smiling at her.
"Did you enjoy doing that?" he asked.
"Oh yes!" she grinned back at him, "it was...fascinating!" she blurted excitedly, honestly meaning it.
"Did it arouse you?"
She thought before answering. It had, and she could feel the all too familiar moisture which had gathered between her legs. "Yes," she finally admitted, though she'd answered with a nod of her head that was barely in acknowledgment that she was.
"Would you like for me to do the same for you?"
"No!" The word exploded from between her lips before she'd even realized she'd spoken it. She even pushed her wheelchair away from him as though needing the extra distance to separate the two of them even further. And though her reaction had been a bit startling, Will kept his tone of voice soft in response to that.
"Why not?"
"Because."
Rather than prolong this sudden childish game, Will redirected his train of thought in hopes of drawing more out of her.
"Why does the thought of that make you uncomfortable?" he asked. "Are you afraid to let someone else touch you?"
The simple truth was, she really did want him to, but she was ashamed and embarrassed because of how she looked, and then screwing up the courage to tell him the truth, which is what she'd promised to do, she told him so.
"When are you comfortable being naked?" he asked.
"When I take a bath I guess," she sat thinking about it. It was the one and only time she ever did really, but then she could still hide herself beneath a layer of bubbles so she wasn't confronted and reminded of her disfigurement and ugliness.
Will stood, zipping himself up. "Well, that's probably enough for today anyway. But I would appreciate it if you'd spend some time thinking about what we shared together here, and then plan on discussing it at length some time tomorrow. In addition to that, I want you to consider allowing me to join you in your bath tomorrow while we talk. You can make as many bubbles as you'd like while you do so, but I would like to begin there if we may, so think about it."
For a moment, Penny nearly told him that such a request was impossible, but to her own surprise, she didn't, though she didn't say she would either. She merely smiled at least admitting to him in doing so that she'd indeed think about it, and then turned around in her chair, wheeling herself back into the house.
#
It was late in the afternoon of the next day before Penny even ventured to go outside. She had seen Will sitting out on the patio that morning reading the Sunday paper, but had remained sequestered inside her own house out of fear perhaps, that he would suggest the bath. She hadn't made up her mind about that as yet however, so had chosen to remain inside as much as she hated hiding from him. Eventually, he had gone back inside too with the heat of the day, and until early evening, had not again appeared. Now he had, sipping a drink, reading a book.
It was time.
Penny knew that Will carried his cell-phone with him of course, and chose to let him know by calling, rather than facing him that she had decided. First, she wheeled herself into the bathroom, then began filling up the tub, ensuring that she had used twice the normal amount of bubble-bath that she normally did. Once the tub was filled to her satisfaction, Penny took off her remaining clothes and slipped in to what almost looked like an ice-field as the bubbles grew so thick together that you couldn't possibly even see the water, let alone any part of her except for her head and shoulders. Satisfied, Penny picked up the phone and called Will.
She soon after hung up the phone after speaking with him, being told that he'd be over in a few minutes time. Penny had left the door unlocked, and had told him so. She sat waiting in the hot soapy tub for only a few minutes when she heard the door open down the hallway, and the sound of footsteps as Will approached. He knocked, and then let himself in to the bathroom. Almost immediately, before even saying a word however, he switched off the lights, though leaving the bathroom door partially open. It had the effect of diming the harsh glare of the room immediately, giving her some surprised comfort upon doing so, but allowing the two of them to see just enough of one another without it being pitch-black inside the room.
"Better?"
"Yes, much, thank you!" she told him, actually feeling it, a bit more relaxed and at ease as Will knelt on the floor next to the tub taking up the wash-cloth that he had seen laying next to her. He placed it into the water wetting it, and then had her lean forward as he slowly washed her back with the cloth, further easing her worry and anxiety.
And once again, as he did so, she allowed herself to feel the touch of his hand upon her, which was soothing and comforting more than anything else. When he had finished washing her back, which he had taken great care, if not an inordinate of time in doing, he then had her sit back against the tub, much more relaxed now of course.
"Close your eyes," he told her softly. "And continue to try and stay relaxed," he added.
Penny did, now feeling the comforting touch of the soft warm cloth as Will ran it along her face, down across her neck, and finally began to slowly ease it towards her still firm full breasts. She tensed only for a moment, once again relaxing as his ministrations upon her continued to be soothing rather than exploratory, though even that she felt began to change in accord with her own surprised level of arousal as it grew.
Penny again flinched when she first felt the cloth brush tenderly, lightly across her nipple, and then the other, but she soon forced herself to lessen the tension she was feeling, her eyes firmly closed, feeling much like an Ostrich burying its head in the sand as though it couldn't be seen. And though she was grateful, not only for the slowly disappearing layer of bubbles, but for the added protective darkness of the room, it hid not only her own fears and expression, but hid from her Will's eyes, though she knew he wouldn't be looking at her judgmentally, there was still the fear of that which near paralyzed her as she sat there.
So absorbed in her initial thoughts of these things, she didn't even realize that Will no longer touched her through the use of the cloth. It was the soft gentle tips of his fingers now that encircled her breasts, exploring, and playfully arousing her extended, rapidly growing nipples. She felt a surge, a tingling within each as he went back and forth one to the other, the barest and briefest of touches upon each, but she soon found herself wishing him to dally a bit longer as he did so, finding the contact arousing, stimulating, and exciting!
Penny enjoyed how he allowed his fingers to probe beneath the gentle slopes of her tits, relishing in their buoyancy as he lifted them, caressing, replacing only to perform the same gentle exploratory search of one and then the other, again going back to her nipples, now firmly hard and erect, perhaps even more so than she ever remembered them being before.
"How's that feel?" he asked, his tone of voice dripping with desire, perhaps even lust which sent a torrent of chills racing down her spine, even though the water remained nice and hot.
"Nice," she admitted, almost purring the word. "Very nice," she added by way of emphasis, and giving him continued encouragement in having said so.
She now felt his fingers and hands do more than lightly touch or caress. Hands became bolder now, fingers even more playful as they flicked at sensitized nipples, tweaked and rolled them, pulling them upwards or outwards, this way or that. Never too hard, but not nearly as soft either, each tug, each roll of a hard nipple suddenly sending another signal, this one an aroused one, down to the very depths of her femininity which still lay concealed, protected by her own hand which only then she realized she had placed there as though to hide it, even though it couldn't be seen. Penny drew a breath, holding it for a moment, then forced her own hand away, breaking the surface of the water where she now rested it along the side of the tub. No sooner had she done so, she felt Will's hand slowly begin to make its way down her belly, pausing to linger, to again caress, explore before pushing on. Penny allowed herself to expel her breath before taking another in anticipation of what was to come. Her senses heightened now, a mixture of fear, anxiety, nervous excitement, all of which struggled against emotions she had never felt quite so strongly before...arousal and desire!
The first real sense of him was when she felt the palm of his hand firmly cupping her mound, holding it there, and pressed tightly against her, though unmoving at first. Next, the tip of his middle finger as it slowly teased, probed and again pressed at the tight slit of her sex, which Penny realized she'd held closed with the simple press of her legs together there beneath the water. Will stroked, his finger tip shallow at first, urging her without words, and Penny responded, slowly easing her legs further and further apart as his finger continued to slide easier and easier up and then down her now far more relaxed split. Will introduced his finger tip briefly to her clit, just letting it know he knew where it was, coaxing it from hiding which it began to do, even against Penny's will at first as she fought it, strained against it, then succumbed to it as thrill of touch and desire overwhelmed the mountain of inhibitions she still carried there.
She heard herself moan, "Oh!" a word sounding foreign to her, in a familiar voice yes, but not in a familiar tone as she heard it again softening even more as Will's fingers danced playfully up and down her rapidly lubricating quim. "Oooh, Ahhh, Oh!" she spoke involuntarily, her hips likewise beginning to dance beneath the surface of the water seemingly without control, as though having a mind of their own as she swayed in perfect rhythm against the dance of his titillating fingers that now gently probed ever deeper, finding more and more wet pearly lubrication that began to seep upwards from her depths, coating his fingers which he now used to tenderly tease, tickle and delight her rapidly hardening little clit.
"Relax Penny, not quite so tense. That's it, relax, open your legs just a little more for me, that's it honey, yes...you're doing fine, just try and let yourself feel, nothing more, no thoughts, just feelings."
Penny heard his words, they too were soothing, yet arousing. He began telling her what he was feeling, and then doing to her though she already knew, yet his words, somehow erotic now, stimulating, suggestive and arousing as she heard them in this setting as opposed to upsetting her had she heard them at some other time.
"Your pussy is so soft, so wet, so slick Penny," he whispered against her neck then, one hand now teasing her nipple, the other likewise teasing her hard extended clit as though it were the other. "Your clit is so hard, so sensitive now, can you feel that? Do you like the way my finger glides across it Penny?"



"Yes," she moaned openly. "Yes!"
"Ah, so much juice inside you, yearning to come out Penny, your pussy is so warm and slippery inside, my fingers want to fuck you there forever, to probe you, tease you and touch you over and over and over."
"Oh God!" Penny cried out, the pent up frustrations and guilt she had fought with and against for so long, suddenly evaporating with the twirl of two fingers, each one capturing her clit, holding it, gently pulling, then rubbing, then flicking it softly back and forth."
"Harder!" She heard herself saying, surprised at the words that fell from her mouth. "Faster!" she added as the sensations began to swirl around her like smoke, consuming her with passion and desire. Even the lap of the water as it splashed and danced against her became erotic, like the slap on slap of flesh, two lovers caught in a frenzy of lust, need and want.
"Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!" Penny now moaned over and over like a spiritual mantra, her far too long suppressed need blossoming into a rich beautiful garden of bliss unlike any she had ever known before.
"Just feel it," he told her, his lips gently pressed upon her breast now, "let yourself go Penny, let yourself go."
Her orgasm swept her away, taking her completely by surprise. The enormity of it overwhelming her, her high-pitched scream of release not near enough to compensate for the heart seizing sensation that tore through her entire being, nearly causing her to black out, which for a moment she couldn't help but wonder if she had. When she truly regained her senses, she found herself no longer beneath the water, her hands firmly wrapped around Will's neck as he stood with her, hugging her to him, both dripping wet, but so warmly comforting all the same.
#
Will wrapped Penny's naked body in a big fluffy bath-towel, then holding her basically in the crook of his arm as she continued to hang onto him with her arms wrapped around his neck, he carried her out of the bathroom, down the hall and into her bedroom. Here too, as they stepped inside, Will turned off the overhead lights. With the sun having fully set now, the room was dark, Will leaving the door open in order to catch just enough light from the hallway, he quickly crossed the room, tossing back the comforter on her bed, then placing her upon it, removing the towel.
For the briefest of moments, Penny struggled with the thought of scampering across the bed, yanking the comforter that Will had turned down, pulling it up and over herself as though to hide from him...but she didn't. She remained where she was, though she felt her face burning with embarrassment as well as anticipation and excitement.
"I need to remove my wet shirt," he told her already beginning to do so along with his shoes, though once he had, he merely sat on the edge of the bed next to her where he once again began to caress her face, running his fingers along her forehead, around her eyes, nose and lips. Penny gave an involuntary shudder as he leaned over, kissing her then, his lips soft and tender against her own as she met him in a deep passionate kiss. His lips then traveling down her neck to the soft upper slopes of her breasts where he lingered, planting soft quick kisses on tender flesh, back and forth, slowly moving down until Penny felt his tongue lightly dance upon the surface of her still erect hard little nipples. Once again she shuddered, moaned, and placed her hands upon the top of his head, running her fingers through the thick dark strands of his hair.
Will began to kiss, touch and caress every square inch of her body, always moving down, slowly, ever so slowly, her mind whirling with the sensitive contact, though her eyes exploding wide open, once again catching her breath as she felt the first gentle kiss of his lips upon her upper thigh, then lower still towards the end of her stump. Penny grabbed his head as though to pull him back up towards her, but he resisted, his next kiss, next touch gentler still as he kissed that part of her that she found revolting, caressing her rounded appendage, then kissing it and lingering there to continue doing so. He soon moved over and began lavishing the same tender explorations upon her other leg, feeling her beginning to relax, her body less rigid with each passing moment.
Penny had just settled back into the bed, allowing herself, forcing herself really, to relax when she felt Will's tongue briefly travel up the still wet slippery groove of her sex. She again stiffened briefly, but only for a moment as Will placed his hands on either leg, parting them easily, boldly as his mouth now covered her pussy entirely, his breath hot against her as he licked, his tongue traveling up and down her slit, her clit tickled, kissed and lightly suckled as Will repeated the process, now firmly positioned between her legs as hands continued to hold and caress her smooth bare stumps.
When she came, her orgasm was even more intense than the previous. It had been a slow teasing, almost torturous buildup to the penultimate release. She wasn't even aware of it until it was suddenly upon her, then there was nothing she could do but succumb to the glorious rapture that she felt, her mind almost going numb, her body seized in a fist of pleasure that threatened to rob her of all sanity which it very nearly did. Penny cried out into the night, the sound of her climax reverberating around the room as Will's tongue, lips and mouth continued to devour her spent essence, the liquefied pleasure pouring from her cunt in small creamy little rivers which he drank from enthusiastically like a parched man out on the desert. For the longest time they lay together in the darkness, unmoving, only the lightest touch of his still working tongue barely moving, but maddeningly there as she felt him continuing to lick her long after the fires of pleasure had finally died down.
She opened her eyes only upon feeling him move, now standing, as he undid the belt on his pants, the sound of his zipper coming down. Even in the dim light, she could clearly see and make out the firmness of his erection as it sprang from the confines of his briefs as he removed them, once again crawling into the bed next to her. Penny surprised herself, her hand automatically venturing out to find him, seeking his hard stiff prick, finding it, then wrapping around it, holding it as she rolled over him, her mouth now replacing her hand as she drew him inside and began to explore him with her lips.
As foreign to her as this was, his contented sigh of pleasure told her that whatever she was doing to him seemed to please and pleasure him. And again to her surprise, Penny found pleasure in this, renewed chills of excitement sprinkling her body in little bumps as her hands cupped, fondled and explored his tight ball-sack, her lips firmly pressed around the head of Will's prick, sucking it, pulling on it and releasing it with a little "pop" sound that merely added to the erotic, sensual atmosphere and mood they had created together.
"I want to make love to you," he told her. "Even if you're not ready for that now, I want you to know that I do."
There was only the briefest hesitation on her part, though she reminded him in doing so that she was still a virgin. She saw him smile knowingly in the darkness, sitting up slightly, his strong arms already reaching up beneath her arms, lifting and pulling her up effortlessly until he had repositioned her, Penny now literally sitting on his hard erect prick. Penny began to move against him then, sliding herself back and forth, side to side, up and down, feeling the wetness of her sex sliding against the firmness of his, her lips at times gathering around him, holding him as his hands continued to again tease and tenderly tickle her nipples.
As she slid against him, she felt her pussy capture the head of his cock, felt the head of it pressing firmly against the barrier that prevented it from slipping fully inside her.
"If you're not ready yet..." Will barely managed to say, then swallowed the rest of his words as Penny sat down even more fully upon his shaft, pressure suddenly increasing, though only for a moment as her cry of pleasured pain escaped her throat. In an instant, Will felt his prick fully engulfed within her, Penny now unmoving, merely holding him inside as she grew used to the foreign sensation of it, the brief pain gradually ebbing, replacing itself with one of wonder and joy as she began to slowly undulate upon him, allowing her pussy to accustom itself to the fullness of him being inside her.
Will allowed Penny to move at her own speed and tempo, marveling at the newfound dexterity and freedom of movement which she herself began to explore, almost like a child finding delight on a new playground as she lifted herself, her strong arms easily supporting her own weight, rocking back and forth upon him as though on a swing that she herself had created, then turning around and upon him like a gymnast on a Pommel horse, experiencing the differing sensations and touches of his maleness inside her as she did so.
Will too felt a unique and erotic difference, never considering himself an exceptional lover, or having had countless numbers of women, but enough so that he felt pleasure unlike any he had ever known before either. Penny found herself laughing, often even crying as they tumbled around in bed freely together, the ease of their coupling allowing them to move in ways that Will had never thought possible or remotely imagined even in the privacy of his own secret decadent thoughts and fantasies.
It was early in the morning with the sun already peeking in through the draw curtains when they both finally collapsed from exhaustion. Will called, taking the day off, spending the morning in bed with Penny where they both caught up on some much needed sleep. They would spend that evening talking and discussing what they had both learned and shared together, Penny's metamorphosis, for that's how Will saw it, only then just beginning. But it would have a pronounced affect, not only on their own relationship, but on Penny's drastic change in attitude and outlook on life as well in the coming days and weeks ahead.
#
Author's note:
It was my intention to write and describe a few more specific encounters at this point in the story before drawing it to a close. After discussion with "Penny" however, she felt it important to address how she emotionally swung from one extreme to the other, though I felt it detracted from the mood and theme which I'd originally felt was the purpose of this story. After listening to her reasons for it however, I found myself in agreement with her, thus deciding to elaborate to some extent on some of the future encounters she experienced, much of which was at her urging and desire, aside and apart from Will's initial fears and concerns and over all reluctance to do so in the beginning, though he too eventually participated willingly, and in time instigated much of what Penny termed her "Kinky - Exploratory - Period". Penny felt it was not only necessary and important to include this, so that the reader might in some way understand the continued struggle she herself was experiencing, though it was a new and entirely different struggle in finding herself, which had now headed off into an entirely different direction.
#
Several months passed where they spent nearly every free moment they had together, most of it in bed, along with everywhere else they could find to engage in some form of sex. Penny's appetite became almost insatiable, her desires and needs nearly consuming the two of them to the point of physical exhaustion at times. And not that Will didn't like it, and find Penny's new found freedom and sudden loss of inhibitions exhilarating, because he did, but he also expressed concern as Penny's desires increased along with her imagination and sudden new found fantasies which began to fill her thoughts more and more with each passing day.
During this period, Will had installed a swing from the ceiling which easily accommodated Penny's weight. It had become for them both an exciting adventure that they often used, but it was yet another contraption that Will himself invented and installed that gave Penny an even greater sense of thrill and excitement. Will had mounted on the wall for lack of a better term, a "slider" that could be raised or lowered and locked into position at whatever height was needed or required. Penny would attach herself into it, either right-side up, or upside down, totally dependent upon her mood or desire at the time. She actually preferred being hung upside down in it most often, suspended in such a way and at just the right height, that Will could fuck her in this fashion which she loved doing, and having the perspective of looking at him, and playing with him from beneath as he did so. Will loved it for raising her up and going down on her, while she in turn sucked him simultaneously which they both very much enjoyed.
Over time, they began to include various other toys, vibrators and dildo's, soon after finding that Penny enjoyed anal sex nearly as much as she enjoyed regular vaginal penetration. They would often use various toys to stimulate her pussy with while Will performed anal sex, but it soon became a desire and fantasy of hers to eventually begin discussing and including another man so that she could experience the pleasure of a double penetration.
"I'm not sure I'm up for that," he told her once again, now having had the same conversation it seemed for the second time that day. "I'm sure it's not all that different from the life-like prick I've been using on you already," he'd argued. But the truth was, Will wasn't sure he'd be comfortable in including another man into their relationship. Though they hadn't spoken of it, discussed it in any way shape or form, Will found, and felt that he was falling in love with this woman, and had no desire to sharing her with anyone else. Obviously, Penny didn't feel the same way towards him as he believed, and thus remained persistent in wanting to include someone else.
Several days passed when they hardly spoke, let alone had sex or any fun together even in conversation. Penny now spent most of this time alone, fantasizing and experimenting with more of her toys while alone, though this only seemed to enhance the desire and need to feel what it would be like to be with two men simultaneously. Finally she had had enough of her forced exile and with the weekend now upon her, decided to go out.
Penny dressed in the one outfit that she knew would draw attention to her prominent best features and away from what remained of her legs, though even those she had garnished with a specially fit pair of black stockings. She wore a tight deep "V" black leather halter top with matching shorts, wore her hair in a spiky, sexy style and soon after called a cab.
Not too surprisingly, she saw out of the corner of her eye as Will stood in his front room window looking out at her as the cab arrived to pick her up. Climbing in, she gave him the address of a local strip joint that catered to both men as well as women, taking one last peek back through the window as the cab drove away, but saw that Will no longer stood there looking out at her.
#
As it turned out, the club that night was having a 'Wet Tee-shirt' contest, and though she wasn't exactly wearing a tee-shirt, she was more than welcomed to participate though being given several various and curious looks from many of her female competitors. When Penny had screwed up enough courage with several drinks along the way, it was finally her turn to get up on stage and dance, all the while being sprayed with water bottles from the men sitting around the stage in the front row. Knowing that she couldn't very well compete on the same level as any of the other women there who danced and displayed their breasts, most removing their tops entirely once their tee-shirts were soaked, Penny removed her leather top entirely before even climbing onto the stage, lifting herself out of her wheelchair in order to do so, much to the surprise and delight of everyone there.
What she did do, was cartwheel herself about, using the strength she had gained in her arms, hand standing, and even walking on them to some degree and maintaining a perfect balance as she did so. Her large full breasts defying gravity, which she managed to shake and rotate much to the delight of everyone watching her, including most if not all of the other females.
By the time she had finished her turn, the applause was almost deafening. Penny had been the hit of the night, as well as hit on by more men than she could shake a stick at. And though tempted, she chose not to go with anyone, still cautious enough and smart enough to realize how vulnerable she would be, especially with a total stranger.
The owner of the club actually offered her a job, something that Penny would seriously consider at length, though she did indeed do another dance, when it was later announced that she had won the evening contest, picking up a grand prize of 500.00 in addition to the money that had been tossed her way during both of her rather decadent performances.
It was well past midnight when she finally left the club, she knew she'd had far too much to drink, her head spinning in circles by the time her cab dropped her off at home, she intended to give herself a quick, but nice satisfying little orgasm, especially as she'd allowed several men there in the club to actually fondle and play with her exposed breasts, leaving her horny and aroused. But as she began to wheel herself up to the door, she saw Will suddenly emerge from inside the house and begin heading her way. It became obvious that he had waited up for her to get home.
"Have a good time?" he asked, though his tone of voice was neither sarcastic nor enthusiastic as he asked the question.
"I did...yes," she said fumbling with her keys, realizing just how intoxicated she really was as she dropped them before opening her door. Will quickly leaned over retrieving them, and then unlocked the door for her, already beginning to help her inside as he did so. "Thank you, but I can manage," she said with just a bit of anger in her voice at finding herself actually needing the help as she fumbled about trying to take over and get herself inside.
"Penny! Stop it!" Will said genuinely angry with her as well, but also concerned and worried about her simultaneously. "I don't know what it is, or even why it is that you felt like you needed to prove something to me tonight or not..."
"It wasn't about you!" she interrupted. "And what I needed to prove, I needed to prove to myself! Now, either go home and leave me alone, or take me inside and fuck me, your choice. But I'm not going to discuss tonight with you one way or the other."
For a moment Penny didn't know which way Will would decide to go, and frankly would have bet on his going home given the choice, but he surprised her then, picking her up, lifting her out of the chair where he carried her down the hall and did exactly as she'd asked him to do. Their love-making, even though passionate and sometimes wildly wicked, wasn't anywhere's near that, Will did as she asked him to do, merely using her, fucking her as he might any other woman he'd just picked up off the street. And unlike most other nights, afterwards, Will slipped out of bed, and went home to his own bed to sleep.
#
In the morning, Penny watched and waited until Will had come outside to the Patio to have his morning cup of coffee and read the paper. Seeing him, she screwed up her courage and wheeled herself outside. Hearing her approach, Will turned, actually smiling as he did so. "Well, am surprised you're up," he told her. "Thought that maybe after last night you'd been sleeping most of the day."



Penny did have a bit of a hangover, that was true enough, though she supposed it penalty enough for the way she had treated Will after arriving home. "Will, I'm sorry about the way I acted last night," she began, but then Will held her off from continuing.
"Like you said, there's no need to discuss last night any further. It was bound to happen, and it did, so let's just accept things the way that they are, and go from there ok?"
His tone told her almost immediately that things had indeed changed between them, though she wasn't as yet sure if that change would come to be one she'd regret, or be thankful for. Only time would tell, but at least the awkwardness of the past night seemed to melt away as they shared coffee together, laughed, and even flirted with one another over their pastries.
"I have a friend," Will began after a while. "Actually a couple I know very well whom I have actually been with, partied with, though it's been well over a year now since I have. But...I called him last night shortly after you left, told he and his wife a little bit about you, and asked if they might be interested in getting together for another 'party', which they both enthusiastically accepted since it's been a while since we've visited anyway. So...if you're interested, I'll set it up," he told her simply.
"What made you change your mind since you were so dead-set against it?" she asked.
"Because you were hell-bent on doing it, with...or without me," came the simple reply. "At least this way I know who the people are, and you won't be as vulnerable as you might otherwise be. But you also need to realize, I have been with this couple before, and Marsha will have every intention of sampling us both if you know what I mean."
Penny thought about that only briefly, the thought of being with another woman not at all repulsive to her whatsoever, it had in fact been the subject of more than one masturbatory fantasy in the past, but she did feel for the briefest of moments, a slight jealous little twinge as the image of Will actually fucking another woman in front of her, gave her pause, but only for a moment.
"Sounds fun then!" she answered enthusiastically. "When?"
"Tomorrow night," he said. "I figured you'd be interested, so I've already set things up with them. They're both very anxious to party with you...with us," he amended. "Just promise me one thing," he asked her once again sounding very serious.
"What?"
"If at any time you feel uncomfortable about anything that is going on, or is about to happen, you say so, don't just accept it and let it happen if it truly doesn't feel right...promise me that much at least," he asked.
"Ok, I promise," she said, wondering even as she did so, if she really would.
#
Pete and Marsha was an attractive and very friendly couple, immediately putting her at ease within a very short time after meeting them and spending some additional time getting to know them both. Pete was in fact ruggedly handsome with what appeared to be a permanent five o'clock shadow on his bronzed face. Muscular in build, it was evident that he took special care of himself, and though Will was certainly no slouch in that department either, it was obvious by way of later comparison that he worked out frequently, building muscles that appeared where they didn't form quite as pronounced on Will's body. Likewise, Marsha was near equally as toned and even darkerly tanned with long naturally blonde hair falling well past her shoulders. Her breasts were equally full, though it was soon brought up during their discussions that she'd had them enlarged, though Penny had to admit it was one of the better boob-jobs she'd ever seen done. Marsha even proudly displayed the near non-existent scars beneath her breasts while they sat drinking together, long before Pete finally suggested that they move things inside in order to become a bit more friendly and intimate.
When Will and Pete both cleared the table and took their drinks and snacks back inside, Marsha leaned over towards her. "Pete's really very anxious to fuck you," she told her. "Especially after Will described you to the two of us, said that you'd really become something of a wild little tiger in bed."
Penny listened without saying much if anything however, curious now as to what all Will had shared with the two of them regarding their sex-life, but decided not to ask her and let the facts sort themselves out later, even if it was necessary for them to do so.
"I told Pete however, that as anxious and excited as he is to do that, I wasn't about to let him until I'd had some time with you myself first. Will told us you hadn't been with another woman, so was wondering just how you feel about that?" Marsha asked then, already running her fingers up alongside Penny's arm.
"No, I haven't," she admitted to her. "But...I AM looking forward to it, so...why don't we go inside and get things started then?" she said already turning her chair and heading back towards the house.
#
By the time Will and Pete entered the bedroom, the girls had already undressed and were rolled up into an erotic little ball as they lay busily lapping at one another's cunts.
"Wow, didn't take the two of them very long did it?" Pete exclaimed the moment they came into the room. Will stood watching as was Pete, though Pete had already begun to strip off his clothing. Penny rolled over taking Marsha with her, now sitting on top of the woman, easily sliding upwards upon her torso.
"Mind if I tit fuck my pussy?" she asked.
"Not at all!" Marsha grinned wickedly, amazed at the lightness and dexterity of the woman who sat atop her, Penny's arms supporting much of her own weight as she balanced above Marsha's breasts, slowly lowering herself until her pussy came into contact with one of Marsha's breasts.
Marsha cupped her breast making it form into a firmer mound for Penny to hump herself against, tickling Penny's clit with her hard extended nipple, passing it back and forth rapidly as Penny slid back and forth against her equally excited. By now, Pete stood naked, happily stroking his prick which had already become slick with his lubrications which could easily be heard as he unabashedly stood there pulling on it making hot erotic sounds as the slippery fluid continued to ooze from his prick. Will finally began to undress himself, now admittedly aroused as he stood watching the sensual display before him that was heightened with the additional sensation of erotic sounds taking place within the room. The girls moaned and groaned happily together as Penny switched tits with Marsha, now rubbing herself off against the other one.
"Bring that nice big cock of yours over here so I can suck it," Marsha said looking at Will. Will stepped over to the edge of the bed, Marsha's mouth immediately engulfing him as he leaned over her just as Pete now did climbing up onto the bed to stand next to Penny, feeding her his stiff cock as she continued to ride Marsha's now very wet slick breasts which Penny's cunt had began to cover with a slick layer of her own female lubricant.
After a short while, Penny once again moved upwards now planting her pussy over Marsha's face. Taking Will's prick into her mouth as she did so, she took over where Marsha had left off, sucking and stroking it as Pete in turn nestled himself comfortably between his own wife's spread legs and began licking her cunt.
Hearing Will's groan of ecstasy, Penny knew he was already on the verge of climax, urging him on with her mouth, her hands helping to stroke him, fondling and caressing his now very tight ball sack as he stood fucking Penny's face.
"Squirt it baby! Squirt it!" she again urged, wanting desperately now to feel Will's hot sticky cum squirting and pouring into her mouth. Moments later she got her wish as Will's prick head ballooned, and then began ejaculating a torrent of thick hot cream into her mouth as Will shuddered, crying out his release.
"Give it to me!" Marsha cried out into Penny's cunt which she'd continued to lick until hearing Will's climax. Penny quickly slid back, most of Will's spending still held within her mouth as she then placed her mouth on Marsha's allowing the drool of Will's cum to drip from her own mouth into the woman's who lay thrashing lustily beneath her as Pete triggered Marsha's own little climax with his tongue.
Will went for fresh drinks as they all took a breather for a moment, he would need a short time to recover anyway before attempting to grant Penny's long held fantasy which was the whole reason for the four of them coming together in the first place. Penny had now rolled onto her back, feeling more openly vulnerable than she ever had been in her entire life, not the least bit shy at the moment, uncaring that Marsha and Pete could so easily see her rounded stumps which she almost decadently now pointed towards the ceiling, spreading her legs as she did, inviting Pete's mouth upon her while doing so which he readily accommodated. Marsha continued to lick and suckle Penny's breasts, teasing her hard extended nipples with her fingers as Will came back into the room. She smiled to herself watching Will's prick suddenly begin to rise once again with anticipation of what was to come, something that she herself was nervously, yet excitedly looking forward to.
"Whenever you're ready," she grinned looking up at him.
"Where would you like me?" he asked pointedly, his prick now reaching its full hardness once again.
"Nice and deep...inside my ass," she moaned hungrily.
Pete soon after positioned himself on the bed as per Penny's direction, she quickly mounted him slipping her pussy firmly over his rock-hard prick, giving it a couple of nice welcoming pussy strokes before they both felt Will climbing onto the bed, now kneeling behind Penny.
Marsha happily helped Will to apply a great deal of KY jelly on his waiting prick as well as lubricating Penny's tight puckered little starfish, worming her finger inside her, lubricating as well as helping to stretch her for what was to come.
"You ready sweetie?" Marsha asked
"More than!" Penny moaned looking back over her shoulder towards Will as he began pressing the head of his dick against her. She felt the head gently begin spearing into her now very slick hole, then with a sudden 'pop' he slid a couple of inches just inside. "Ahhh, yes!" she squirmed back against him, feeling his length slowly sliding into her even more deeply. In moments, Penny sensed both cocks embedded into her fully, resting against one another separated by the thinnest of membranes. "Oh yeah, fuck me! Fuck me now!" she told them both.
The sensation of both pricks sliding in and out of her simultaneously was almost more than she could bare. Never before in her entire life had she felt so stimulated all at once. Will's cock continued to slowly ease in and out of her ass, while Pete's had chosen to pummel her from below a bit more rapidly, giving her two completely differing sensations that threatened to short-circuit her senses. Even Marsha had found the erotic scene before her transfixing, moving off to one side in order to watch, standing, spreading her legs, holding her own pussy apart with one hand while she spanked the soft sensitive folds of her pussy lips with the other.
"Oh yeah, spank that naughty pussy!" Penny cried out deliriously. "Finger fuck it, spank it, slap that naughty clit!"
Marsha continued doing so, watching with lust-filled eyes as Pete's long stiff prick continued to slide in and out of Penny's cunt with blazing speed while Will's on the other hand continued to ease in and out of her at a much slower, methodical penetration, the affects of which were driving Penny nuts with ecstasy and desire.
"Oh yeah, fuck her! Fuck her hard Pete! Ram that hot wet cunt of hers with your big fat prick!" she cried out, her hand beating against her own cunt matching the tempo of her husband's thrusts.
"Get over here," Penny caught her breath long enough to say, "Let me lick that sweet cunt of yours!"
Marsha all but leaped onto the bed, standing over her husband, placing while still spreading her pussy apart with her fingers against Penny's face. Penny quickly drew Marsha's clit into her mouth, sucking it, holding it and rolling it around with her lips and tongue, enjoying the sweetness of her female nectar which now flowed freely from the depths of her split.
"Fuck I'm going to cum!" Pete announced, who'd been on the edge now for quite a while all things considered. Reaching down, yanking his own prick out of Penny's cunt, Pete fisted himself momentarily, a geyser of spunk suddenly erupting from his prick which Penny felt beginning to bathe her breasts as she continued leaning over him, still expertly licking Marsha's pussy which twitched and throbbed expectantly.
"Shoot it baby! Shoot it! Shoot it! Shoot it!" Marsha screamed pleasurably as her own sweet orgasm began, as Penny latched onto the woman's clit with her lips, pulling hard on it as she climaxed. As she did so, Penny felt her own glorious release begin as well, triggered by the other two, Pete's spunk now running freely across her breasts, dripping from each of them to rain cum-drops of spunk back down onto his own belly. From behind, Will now grunted, his tempo increasing as he plunged even more deeply inside Penny's ass, holding still for a moment, then lurching. As she came, she felt Will's prick exploding spasmodically deep inside her, his second climax of the night filling the depths of her ass causing the intensity of her own still ongoing climax to suddenly intensify. Her scream of pure pleasure soon split the air, and then she collapsed into blissful darkness.
#
Several weeks passed. After their wildly erotic experience with Pete and Marsha, Penny found her sexual desires and fantasies had seemingly gone wild and uncontrollable. The beast had been released, and there was no way now for her capture it and put it back, nor did she really want to any more either. If anything, she allowed her thoughts to run wild, each one seemingly more decadent than the last. She managed to convince Will to go along with most of them, which he at first did so reluctantly, and then eventually giving in to her bizarre wild little thoughts and desires, helping her to fulfill most of them. She had even gone back to the club, not to work, but to participate in yet another amateur night, with Will coming along for this one, even cheering her on just as enthusiastically as everyone else did with her winning again, and taking home the additional prize money. But it wasn't that which was the highlight of her evening, but yet another fantasy she had shared with Will, and to which he helped her achieve without the normal or usual reluctance he had shown in the past.
As was usually the case, the club was packed on amateur night, a ratio of four men to one woman at the very least, with every table filled or shared by as many people who could be comfortably and legally seated. Likewise, Will and Penny had been seated at one of the few available booths with two other women and another man who sat on the other side of her so that she was sandwiched between Will and the man who'd they'd been introduced to as Jeff. Feeling far more comfortable now having Will carry her around, she'd even left her wheelchair at home, enjoying the shoulder ride now preferably, which Will had no problem giving her.
It had been during one of their shared evenings while fucking together, that they had each shared fantasies and hidden desires, one of which for Penny had been to masturbate, and eventually suck off a perfect stranger, someone that she would in all likelihood, never meet again, but she also wanted to do something like that in a public place where there was an element of danger attached to it.
As there were several contestants this night, and with the Host of the festivities fully aware that Penny was in attendance once again, and knowing a good thing when he saw it, had saved Penny's performance and participation for next to last. Thus it would be a while before it was her turn on stage, plenty of time to watch the other girls dance, see the men getting hornier and hornier with each one, and looser and looser with their coin the more they drank and cheered the girls on.
She and Will had started up a pleasant conversation with those who shared their booth seat with them in particular with Jeff who kept ogling Penny's tits most of the night, especially as she had again chosen to wear the same leather outfit she had worn on that first night.
"You like staring at my tits do you?" she'd teased him after catching him doing so for probably the tenth time.
Jeff had tossed a respectful glance in Will's direction before answering, receiving an appreciative smile in response before doing so.
"Hell yes, I can hardly wait to see you up there on stage!" he told her.
"Would you enjoy a little sneak peek? It's still going to be a while before I am."
"Really?"
By way of an answer, Penny pulled her leather halter top up and over her breasts, freeing them allowing not only Jeff to have a good look, but the other two women sitting with them as well.
"Wow, nice tits honey!" The dark haired brunette spoke eye-balling them appreciatively.
Penny took that moment to spring over Jeff's lap, ensuring that she brushed her breasts against his face while doing so, landing in the small space between Jeff and the woman sitting next to him, making her laugh in surprise as she landed. "Damn girl, you sure as hell can get around easy without..." she stopped herself, though Penny finished her thought for her.
"My legs?" she said. "Yeah, almost makes me glad I don't have them anymore in fact, Will here as taught me all sorts of tricks if you know what I mean," she giggled suggestively. Penny had placed her hand in Jeff's lap, feeling his erection, and in doing so, turning herself around just enough that her short skirt had ridden up quite a way's from behind.
"Nice ass too!" The brunette added looking down at her, watching with an amused expression as Penny suddenly freed Jeff's cock beneath the table and began stroking it.
"Feel free," Penny told her seriously, now enthusiastically jerking Jeff off as Will sat looking on though keeping a sharp eye out in the event anyone else took notice of what was going on. She soon felt the woman's fingers probing her from behind, beginning to play in the wetness she found there pulling aside the thong she had worn beneath her short skirt.
They had all just been served fresh drinks with no one needing a refill just yet. "Keep an eye out for me," Penny told Will, receiving an acknowledgement of her request as she then leaned over even further, engulfing Jeff's prick in her mouth. Simultaneously, she exposed herself even more so from behind, the blonde's fingers now probing her even more intimately, finger-fucking her from behind as she sucked Jeff's prick.
"She's fucking hot isn't she?" The brunette exclaimed continuing to watch. "Don't suppose you'd like to party together after this?" she asked pointedly.
"You'll need to ask her," Will spoke continuing to glance around ensuring that no one had as yet discovered what Penny was still doing, though he also cast a knowing look in the brunette's direction.
"Can I come too?" Jeff asked through grated teeth, causing Penny to laugh around his prick.
"Thought that's what you were going to be doing here," she mouthed around him. "Unless you'd rather wait until later," she added.
"Fuck!" he responded. "Can't I do both?"
"Sorry Charlie," Penny said releasing his prick. "Either now or later...but not both."
"Fuck!" he said again indecision showing on his face, but his prick quickly won out. "Now then...now!" he said wantonly as Penny went back to work, pulling on his prick for all she was worth now until the cum erupted from his cock filling her mouth. Penny soon after sat up again, wiping her lips, her breasts still exposed, which the blonde now fondled briefly as Penny returned the favor though doing so through the material of her clothing.



"You here to dance?" Penny asked.
"No, just here to watch," she responded. "Sometimes we get lucky afterwards with a man here or there or occasionally a woman, Sharon and I are considered regulars," she told Penny once again glancing past her towards where Will sat looking at her.
"I see," Penny grinned, eye-balling her curiously, then she gave them directions back to their place after the contest was over, just as she heard her name being announced.
"There's something I should probably tell you after you're finished," Will said as Penny made her way back over everyone's laps in preparation for going back on stage. She replaced her boobs back beneath the Halter, and then crawled into Will's arms.
"I think I already know," she giggled wickedly. "Might prove to be interesting," she added. "Now...carry me up to the stage!"
#
It was late by the time the four of them arrived at the house, though not having to work the next day would give them a chance to catch up on some much needed sleep once the night was finally over.
"You sure about this?" Will asked once again seeking reassurance.
"I'm sure," Penny responded. "Might prove to be interesting," she added.
"That it will be!" Will turned giving her a wink, and then carried Penny inside as the two she-males followed.
"I might not have known for sure," Penny said addressing the two who'd come home with them as they entered the bedroom, until Sharon finally spoke, her voice isn't quite as feminine sounding as yours is Jackie," she told her beginning to undress, just as their two companions now began doing.
"Which is one of the reasons she doesn't talk much when we're out," Jackie stated. "We're pretty good at fooling most people, especially when they've had more than a few drinks, but a few catch on, and then either freak out or even get angry, while others seem to find it a lark, curiously interesting and end up going with us anyway once they do."
"Like me you mean," Penny said now nude and bouncing onto her bed.
"What about him?" Jackie asked after Will who had gone in to use the bathroom shortly after dropping Penny off into her bed.
"Up to him," Penny said, "though I figure he'll most likely just hang around and watch, which he doesn't mind doing at times, since he enjoys seeing me being pleasured," she told her and then adding, "You know, I've never been with a black woman or man before," she giggled, "So in a way at least, I guess I'll be enjoying both!"
Jackie finished undressing herself then at that moment, her slim, though long black cock finally emerging from where she'd somehow managed to tuck it away. Likewise, Sharon too revealed herself, though white, her much smaller pinkish looking cock also began to harden as the two women climbed into the bed with Penny each one immediately finding an available breast to begin sucking and playing with as Will re-entered the room.
"Care to join us?" Penny asked.
"Nah, think I'll just watch this time," he told her taking a nearby seat.
"Told you," Penny said to the girls whose cocks she now held within each hand and had begun stroking.
"Too bad, I love sucking cock as much as I enjoy eating pussy," Jackie frowned trying to coax Will into joining the three of them.
"Well, you can always suck her cock," Will said with a straight face, "have to admit, that would be a new one for me to see, that's for sure."
Will indeed sat, watching Penny and the two she-males romp and bounce upon the bed together, watched as Penny placed the two of them side by side, then giving them a simultaneous blow-job as she licked and sucked the two of them together, trying as she could to fit both cocks into her mouth at the same time. Eventually Penny mounted Jackie's prick, while jerking off and fondling Sharon's until Sharon climaxed, squirting his/her juice all over Penny's breasts which Jackie lovingly cleaned up with her mouth afterwards.
Penny and Jackie exchanged places, with Penny now lying on her back as Sharon went down on her, Jackie knelt by the side of her head, feeding Penny his cock which she sucked happily, periodically glancing over to where Will continued to sit, though she was pleased to see him after a while, remove his cock and begin jacking himself off as he watched.
Penny had had countless orgasms by now, and was actually beginning to tire when Will stood and moved towards the bed, still fisting himself.
"Would you like to squirt that on me?" she asked, then turning..."on us?" she grinned with a wicked gleam in her eye.
"Sure, why the hell not!" Will stood nodding his head and continuing to fist his prick as his orgasm neared. Excitedly, both Sharon and Jackie now knelt on either side of Penny, watching Will as he stood there, anticipating the inevitable eruption which soon came. Will purposely aimed his prick in Penny's direction, watching the first of many hard-felt eruptions as he sprayed it into her face, quickly turning and then doing the same to the two she-males kneeling beside her. When he was done, he zipped himself up, smiled and headed towards the door.
"Going home to bed," he announced simply. "See you sometime tomorrow."
#
They really didn't talk about that night or even discuss in any great detail any of the other evenings they had shared in the past either. They made love, alone together passionately and frequently, but Will made it known to her shortly after their evening with Jackie and Sharon that he was done "Partying" as he'd put it. He told her she was more than welcome to continue to do so herself of course, that he wasn't about to convince her to do otherwise, and that he'd even be there if she wanted him to, he'd watch and primarily just make sure she was ok and safe more than anything else, but he'd never do anything more than what he'd finished doing after that last shared party together, and that's all that Penny could expect of him beyond that. And Penny never coaxed or approached him in doing anything after that ever again.
#
It was their third New Years Eve that they'd spent together. Until she'd first met Will, she had truly hated the Holidays, spending most of them alone and by herself, by her own choice however, as she'd certainly had invitations from her family to come home and spend them with them, though she never did. And eventually, the invites stopped coming as had all contact with her family eventually ceased as well.
Will had twice now tried to coax her into contacting her family again, which she said she'd consider doing but never had. He had not asked her to do so again this year as he'd done previously just before Christmas, something that she was saving to tell him about later, as she had indeed done so. Screwing up the courage to call her folks, finding them not only receptive, but anxiously hopeful that Penny would indeed come for a Holiday visit.
She had decided to go, see if some of the wounds she'd created could be healed and give herself a chance to bond with her family again.
Penny was comfortably snuggled in Will's arms by the fire as they waited for the midnight hour to arrive. It had become their tradition to make love at the stroke of midnight in front of the fire, just as they'd done the previous two years. Penny noticed that Will was a bit more subdued however than normal, his still flaccid cock a major clue that he wasn't thinking about the usually great sex to come shortly.
"What's on your mind?" she asked, not willing to wait for him to tell her in his own time, if he was even going to. "And don't tell me nothing either," she added waggling his limp dick. "I know when something's bothering you."
He laughed then, breaking the tension somewhat, giving her some reassurance as he did so that whatever it was, it wasn't too horribly bad at least.
"Something I've been wanting to ask you," he told her.
"Oh? What?"
He hesitated for a moment, and then turned her so she could look into his eyes when he asked. "Penny? Will you marry me?"
"Ma...marry you?" she stuttered, confused, surprised...shocked.
"That's what I said," Will said trying to maintain a grin, though by the look of surprise on her face, and not one of joyous surprise, he had a difficult time doing so.
Penny melted into his arms, suddenly cold.
"Well?"
"I want to," she began feeling him relax slightly, "But I can't...not yet anyway."
"Why not?" he asked spinning her back around in order to look at her when she answered.
She just shook her head, half talking to herself as she spoke. "You've been after me every year to contact my family, see about visiting them, mending fences as you put it."
"Yeah? So?"
"Well...I did. Just before Christmas I finally screwed up enough courage to call home, talk to my folks. I was planning on telling you that tonight after New Years had come in, wanted to surprise you with the news."
"That's great news! So what's the problem? We can still get married, then go and see your folks, surprise them with the news!"
"That's just the point," Penny said sadly. "I don't want there to be any more surprises for one thing, not yet anyway. And for the other, I know that this isn't going to be a quick overnight fix either. I really do want to reestablish myself with my family, get to know them again, see if some of those wounds can indeed be healed, and it's not something I know can be done over a weekend, or even over a week, or perhaps even a month...or two," she finished.
"So you really have decided to go home then."
"For a while, yes. I need to Will. This is something I have to do first before I can think about myself again, or us for that matter. I really need to do this, its way past the time that I do before it's too late, which it might be already for all I know."
"You're right of course," Will said accepting her decision. "I'll wait...for however long this takes, I'll wait until you return to me."
Neither of them knew it, but it would be the last time they would ever make love again. Penny had booked a flight home the following day having every intention of returning back to Will as soon as she felt things had been settled at home with her family.
Events seemed to interfere with her returning however. The death of her father, the hardship of finances which Penny then stayed on to try and help with, one thing after another seemed to keep her from returning home to Will. She wrote often, promises of her eventual return always spoken, but as the months passed, and then a year, she received her last message to him returned unopened. She called, but the number had been disconnected. Eventually, Penny settled into a new life at home with her family and friends, though her heart still ached and wondered about Will more often than not.
Two years passed, and then three without any word from him whatsoever though he knew how to contact her and where she was. She had even flown back only to discover that the duplex they had once shared together had been leveled, a Super Store now standing in its place. Penny eventually learned that Will had indeed sold the place so that the store could be built there. He'd soon after traveled to Paris, a place he had always wanted to go to and visit, and finally had. But from there she lost his trail, and never picked it up again.
She returned home, eventually met and married another man who had two young kids of his own since the death of his wife. After her accident, Penny learned that she herself could never have kids, another reason why she felt that no man would ever want her or be able to love a woman who couldn't. And though it wasn't something she and Will had ever talked about, with him being considerably older than she was, she never gave it another thought, until Daniel came into her life and gave her the chance to be a mother which is something she never thought she'd ever have the chance to be. And though she did indeed love her husband, she always held a special place within her heart for Will.
#
Authors note:
As a post script to this story, "Penny" (P) has asked to insert an ending in her own words, which now I include for her here.
"I wanted to thank Rick for telling my story. I know that this was often trying for him to do as we didn't always agree on what should be said or included. But I am grateful and appreciative of his efforts. I honestly believe he has captured the mood/tone and emotional turmoil I once felt and lived with, the strangeness of my actions at times, along with my sense of being and purpose in life which was mostly confusing for me to learn to live with and deal with. But I feel he has indeed accomplished this for me in ways even he could never begin to understand. So to Rick I will be eternally grateful for putting together my story.
And as Rick has already mentioned, I was never able to find out whatever happened to (Will). I did try to find him, but whether he eventually just gave up on me, which is most likely, or eventually found love with someone else I will probably never know. I'm not sure that he is even still alive, or where he now lives if he is. But should this ever reach him, should he ever read this story and realize that it's about him, about us, I would want him to know that I never forgot him, though in truth I know I must have hurt him terribly, and ask only that he find it in his heart to forgive me if that's even possible. I hope that he is happy in life, that he's found love and is content with it, just as I am. But I also want him to know, that I will always love and cherish the man who saved me from myself and helped me become a better person, even though it cost me the very love I had always dreamed of finding to do so.
P~
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I was recently divorced, and had been forced to move into a much smaller duplex unit. I was still paying Alimony at the time, and had been laid off from work, so finances were tight enough as it was. I'd been doing a few odd jobs as a handy man when I could as well as some gardening for a few loyal customers just to get by. In addition to that, I wrote stories in my spare time, and had done well enough with those that I'd managed to supplement my income just enough to make it worthwhile to continue writing whenever I could.
So it was that I'd been looking for a new place to live, something I could afford without digging myself in debt any deeper than I already was. I soon after found an ad in the paper advertising one-half of a duplex that was available for rent, which included lawn care and general maintenance as part of the rent, which suited me just fine as that would save me an additional expense, the only drawback being that there was no air-conditioning, unless you could classify a constantly open kitchen window as having "air" as I jokingly called it.
At forty-five years of age I wasn't in bad shape, though the past couple of years had taken a toll on me. I could see flakes of gray beginning to sprinkle my dark hair, though not enough to get too excited or worried about it, not like I was dating or anything, because I wasn't. Couldn't afford to on the one hand, and didn't really want to on the other. And though I didn't exactly have a "gut" yet, I'd noticed a bit of a paunch that I hadn't had before and made a mental note to do something about it long before I did.
What this all added up to however, in conjunction with my recent divorce, was a sudden fit of depression and anxiety about my "date-ability" as a recently eligible man. It had been so long since I'd been single, let alone dated, that I felt out of practice and a little inhibited around women, not that I was inhibited mine you, I wasn't, but it had been so long since I'd even been with another woman that it was driving me crazy!
I had no idea what crazy could really be like until crazy stood in my doorway looking at me in the form of a way too sexy, way too young woman named Karen, my land-lady's nineteen year old daughter.
As I had been humping in boxes full of my things, I had left the front door of my duplex propped open. I turned around from having set down one of these, and that's when I saw Karen. She stood in the doorway resting against the doorframe, hands behind her back, and one leg bent at the knee, with her foot propped up resting against the frame. The way she was standing, she looked like she was posing for the front cover of one of those 'The Girl Next Door' magazines or something, which it just so happened I had written a few articles for, which is why she reminded me of that.
I had to admit, Karen was beautiful. But it wasn't just her long dark hair, or the beautiful deep alluring brown eyes and gorgeous features of her face that I took in initially, it was because she was wearing the shortest pair of cut off Levi's I had ever seen. Added to this was the tied in front man's long-sleeved shirt she was wearing that revealed a substantial amount of tight-taut tummy muscles, and tit's that were honestly beyond description. She was wearing the shirt unbuttoned revealing a great deal of cleavage, which did little in concealing the soft perfect twin mounds of braless flesh that were very nearly spilling out of her shirt as she stood there leaning against the door.
I could only stand there staring at her. Seeing this vision of femininity standing in my doorway was breathtaking to say the least. I thought for a moment that maybe I was dreaming, and that if I said or did anything, this luscious apparition was likely to dissolve and disappear. "Hi Neighbor! " She said, the sound of her voice like naked flesh slipping between the sheets as she spoke. "Mother told me we had a new renter, so I thought I'd drop by and see if you needed any help moving in."
I immediately noticed she was chewing gum. And because she was, she tended to speak slowly, like she was deliberately slowing her words in an effort to continue chewing, though it still sounded like she was having sex even as she spoke.
I could have listened to her all day. Her voice was so sultry, so excitingly sensual that I would have thought her a much more mature sounding woman. That, and what I was obviously looking at was a beautifully attractive woman, but she was young too. Way too beautiful, and way too young for me.
"Ah no. I think that pretty much just about does it," I said, looking around the room as though I was taking inventory of everything I'd already carried in. Though the only real inventory I'd been taking had been her! "Though I appreciate the offer," I added smiling.
Karen smiled, pushing herself forward away from the door, her magnificent breasts leading the way as she did so. "Too-da-loo's", I heard her say. "Catch ya later then!"
"Too-da-loo's," I responded back into the empty space that had only moments ago contained her apparition, feeling much like a teenage idiot as I did so, and then realized almost as quickly I hadn't even introduced myself.
#
As my duplex was a split-entry, it naturally had an upstairs bedroom area.
I had finished hauling the rest of my belongings upstairs to my room. Dripping with sweat, I went over to the window to try and catch some air, any air with even a mild breeze to it would have felt good under the circumstances, and thus stood there looking down into the yard. And there she was, sunbathing in one of those cheap plastic folding lounge chairs, the kind that had those criss-crossing strips of plastic all woven together. She had changed out of her "Would you like to fuck me," clothes, into her "Yes...I definitely want to fuck you bikini," which was bright red, giving her an even more sultry look with that thick mane of dark hair that fell well down past her shoulders as she lay there. She had on a dark pair of sunglasses and appeared to be flipping through a magazine, which I only then glanced at. Even at this distance I could see several photos of what looked like men and women together, all naked of course, though I certainly couldn't tell what they were doing at this distance, it was enough knowing what they were.
"Damn!" I thought to myself, wondering why she'd be looking at one of those magazines in the first place, though obviously she was, and seemed to be enjoying it as she did so, which she confirmed moments later.
I was about to turn and walk away from the window, starting to feel very much like the 'Peeping Tom' I now was, when her sudden movement froze me in place.
She reached behind herself, the clasp of the bikini top coming away in her hand like she'd performed some sort of sleight of hand trick, with the next thing I knew, her top being pulled away and off of her, her full firm breasts now clearly revealed, hanging down beneath her invitingly so, too invitingly so as the sudden lurch of my cock reminded me. I expected her to lie back down concealing her breasts, but she didn't. What she did was, was to roll over instead!
"Holy shit!" I exclaimed, startling myself, and realized as I did so that my bedroom window was open. I stepped back into the room out of sight of the window, my heart beating wildly as I wondered if she had somehow managed to hear me, though at the distance from my window to the yard, I hoped not. Still...
I counted to five, slowly...then took small little baby-steps back towards the window until I could just barely see down into the yard, by now she had surprised me again, though I was half-grateful I hadn't been standing there to see it, as by now she was entirely naked having taken off the bikini bottoms as well, which now hung playfully over one corner of the lounge chair she was laying on, her top dangling provocatively over the other one.
I had only gotten an imaginary glimpse of them earlier in the doorway, my mind already picturing the way they must have looked. I wasn't too far off the mark either! It was obvious that Karen's breasts were fairly large sized from what I'd seen earlier, but they seemed to be even more so as she now lay on her back with each of them fully exposed. And though they flattened out somewhat as she lay there, it was obvious by the way they did with each one still fully rounded and pointing towards the sky that she had incredibly full breasts. Her nipples were a dark tan, which is pretty much the way I'd envisioned them to be, though her areolas were a lot larger than I'd pictured them, giving each of her breasts a look as though someone had placed small dollar-sized pancake over each one.
In addition to that of course, her long sensuous legs seemed to stretch out forever, a small thin black strip of hair perfectly trimmed seemed to point downwards between her legs like a signal beacon, even more so as she suddenly bent her legs at the knee bringing the back of her lounge chair up into a half sitting position. Once again picking up the magazine, she began looking through it, though in doing so, effectively hiding her breasts from my view, though I didn't mind as she now sat there facing me, legs even more obscenely spread with the pinkness of her pussy winking at me which even from this distance was clearly evident.
Had I known where my binoculars were packed, I'd have been tempted to retrieve them for a closer look. And it was that very thought that reminded me that what I was doing was wrong...somehow, and that I shouldn't be standing there gawking at her the way I was, especially with a raging hard on, which I now had.
But it was like trying to pull two pieces of glued paper apart, it was damn near impossible for me to tear myself away from the window as I continued to catch periodic glimpses of her magnificent breasts as she thumbed back and forth between the dirty magazine she was reading, occasionally placing it off to the side in order to take a drink from her iced tea, or when she would raise or lower her legs, teasing me with the glimpses of that pink tender pussy flesh sitting between her legs.
I don't know why I didn't consider this, with Karen sitting in her chair actually facing me from below. Perhaps it was the dark sunglasses she was wearing that did it, but I realized that it might be very possible for her to look up and discover me standing there, if she hadn't already! Once again I decided to back away from the window, when catching the movement of her hand as it suddenly fell down between her legs, likewise the magazine she'd been holding tossed casually off to one side. Once again frozen in place, I saw her hand, and fingers begin petting herself, languidly stroking her sex obviously beginning to masturbate!
"Fuck me!" I exclaimed, once again forgetting about the open window, though unlike before, I continued to stand there gazing down at her, it was simply too tempting, and too horny not too! Karen was obviously now playing with herself, her fingers worming around inside her split, one hand now cupping a breast as she held it, toyed with it, and periodically pinched or pulled her hard extended nipples between her fingers. I felt a surge of goose bumps suddenly race up and down my arms as though someone was standing behind me, so much so that I actually turned half expecting to see Pauline standing there when I did, "Alright asshole, get your shit together and move out of here!" I imagined her saying having caught me spying on her daughter, cock in hand, which it now was. "Stupid fool!" I said to myself, though relieved that Pauline hadn't been standing there when I'd turned around. I was now more determined than ever to walk away from the window, just as Karen stood. She had obviously heard something, and I fully expected to see her sprint from the chair back inside the house, she didn't though, though she appeared to be waiting for something, or for someone, which as it turned out happened to be Pauline as she emerged a few moments later from around the side of the house carrying two large overfull grocery bags. Karen quickly retrieved one of them from her mother, who said nothing, nor made any comment about Karen's nudity, so obviously it wasn't something too upsetting, and no doubt something she was fully aware of as she handed her daughter one of the sacks and then began leading her back inside the house.
Pauline disappeared inside with Karen behind her, turning, the bag of groceries cradled in one arm as she extended her hand. I thought for a moment she was reaching out to close the door, which she did, but not before giving me a brief friendly little wave first, looking up in my direction before stepping inside a moment later disappearing from view.
"Holy fucking shit!" I exclaimed once again, finding myself stumbling backwards hitting the edge of the bed which caused me to sit down, collapsing upon it, my cock already trying to find a place to hide as it withered away back inside my pants as though seeking escape. "Had she seen me?" I wondered, "Or had she only been guessing I was there?" I had no way of really knowing one way or the other, but at least I was aware of the fact that at that angle, and with the window certainly being high enough, there was no way she could have seen me standing there with my dick out, at least that much I was certain of. But it was still bad enough as it was.
I don't know how long I sat there on the edge of the bed before I finally screwed up enough courage to go back downstairs, but I almost wished that I hadn't. I was heading towards the kitchen, intent on grabbing a beer from the fridge in an effort to calm my nerves when I looked up just in time to see Pauline standing at my back door, just getting ready to knock. She had two beers in her hand, which she now held up showing me, smiling as she did and as I entered the room.
"Ah, Hi!" I said somewhat surprised to see her standing there.
"Hi!" she responded back, care if I come in?"
"Ah no...not at all," I responded, quickly looking down at my crotch to make sure there wasn't any evidence remaining there to give me away, like a wet spot for one, or a too noticeable bulge for another, though by now my prick had all but turned inside out with the fear of having been discovered.
"Just got back from grocery shopping," she told me. "Thought you might like to take a little break from moving in and enjoy a nice cold beer, especially as hot as it is," she added holding one of the beers out towards me with one hand, and placing the other cold beer against her face with the other. "Too fucking hot!"
"Yes, yes it is," I agreed accepting the beer. "And I'll see what I can do about getting that swamp cooler fixed as soon as possible," I said, reminding her that I had remembered to do something about it as soon as I'd moved in.
"I think we'll all appreciate that," she said nodding her head, "it will certainly be nice having someone handy around the place to do things like that for us again, both Karen and I have missed having someone who could take care of things for us," she told me.
Maybe it was my over active imagination running wild at the moment, but I detected a hint of something else in her tone of voice as she said that. Even the bemused smile on her face said she'd meant something else entirely, as she now trickled a small dollop of the ice-cold beer down the front of her blouse between her breasts as she stood there.
"Not exactly a waste of good beer," she said grinning. "Feels wonderful actually, especially in this heat! Half tempted to run around the house the way that Karen does, but would be afraid of offending the neighbors if I did. I'm sure most of them don't mind seeing her running around like that, but not sure they'd appreciate it as much if I were to do it!"
There was only one other neighbor that I could think of that might be able to see into the backyard, but he'd have to be standing on a ladder or something in order to do so, or purposely peeking through the fence as there weren't any upstairs windows facing into the backyard as I recalled.
"No offence here," I told her. "And besides, it's your place anyway, you can do whatever the hell you want to as far as I'm concerned." Pauline smiled at that, taking a sip of her drink before crossing over to sit down at the kitchen table. "May I?" she asked.
"Be my guest," I said taking a seat across from her, sitting down myself then taking a nice long pull from the bottle.
"I know you've probably still got a lot to do yet, but wanted to come over and invite you to dinner later, thought you might like that since then you wouldn't have to worry about going out to the store, or fixing anything," she added. "Actually, I was just going to order a pizza," I told her honestly.
"You like Italian?" She asked, "I know that pizza's sort of Italian, but I'm talking some home-made Ravioli and sauce that I put up and bottled for it earlier. So, how'd you like to come over for dinner later?"
The thought of that sounded wonderful. It had been a long time since I'd actually had a good home-cooked meal. "Sounds great! You drink wine?"
"Already picked some up, but you can bring some for next time if you'd like, next time you go shopping. So no...just bring yourself. Oh, and since it's so hot outside, I thought we'd just set up the patio table and eat out there, say around seven-thirty, eight?"
"Sounds good!"
"Great! Oh, and I'll make sure Karen puts something on, hate to embarrass you or the neighbors with her running around naked most of the time, unless you'd prefer that," she winked suddenly standing.
My mouth had gone dry however, and words failed me, so I merely smiled with a confused expression on my face I am sure, not quite knowing how to take her last comment. Was she indeed aware that I'd been looking at her daughter while she'd been laying out? Had Karen told her I had? Or was she like Karen just guessing I had been? Either way, it didn't make any difference as I stood watching Pauline cross the yard back to their side of the duplex without looking back and seeing the expression on my face as I stood there.
#
She might just as well have been naked for all the good her red bikini did, which is what she'd obviously put back on again and was now wearing, though Pauline wasn't wearing much more than that either, though she looked damn good in her own right, in a tight fitting pair of tennis shorts along with a light blue halter top that barely covered her own goodly-sized breasts. "Hope you're hungry Matt," Pauline told me as the two of them carried out what looked like to be a feast the way I saw it. Two feasts actually, one of food, and one of flesh, each one I was half-starved for sampling, though I cautioned myself against doing so.
"You look hot," Karen said sitting down. "Go ahead, unbutton your shirt if you'd like to," she told me, "or even take it off if you'd prefer, we're not exactly being formal here you know."
I was wearing a loose-fitting Hawaiian shirt, which was about the coolest as well as cleanest thing that I owned at the moment. "Thanks," I said unbuttoning it at least, though I wasn't about to take it off either. Though I was again half expecting Karen to remove hers as I sat there thinking about it, and then as though Pauline had been reading my mind, she commented herself.
"It was all I could do to get Karen to put her bikini back on," she said laughing, "told her until we'd at least gotten to know one another a little better, might be a bit more polite before we start lounging around in the nude in front of one another."
I kept my eyes focused on the dish of Ravioli's as I spooned some onto my plate, giving me the excuse of not looking at them as I responded to her last statement. I still wasn't sure if the two of them were bull-shitting me half the time or not. "Well like I said, it's your place and as far as I'm concerned, what you do in the privacy of your own home, inside or out is your business and not anybody else's!"



"Now I see why you decided to rent to him over anyone else mother," Karen said grinning.
"Only because I know you dear," Pauline told her daughter. "The last thing we need is for someone to turn us in for being lewd and obscene."
Once again Karen laughed, looking up into my eyes as she took the bowl of green salad from me. "I'm the one who's lewd, she's the obscene one," Karen teased.
"Well if that's the case, I wonder what that makes me?" I said trying to sound glib before I realized what I'd just said, or opened myself up to when saying it.
"Why, that would make you the friendly next-door pervert would be my guess," Karen grinned broadly looking over at her mother, catching her smiling too as she said it. "Wouldn't you mother?" she asked.
"I guess that depends on if he owns a pair of binoculars," Pauline quipped glancing towards me, then burst out laughing as she saw the shocked expression on my face. "I guess he does! She added laughing hysterically.
Somehow we managed to make it through dinner along with two bottles of wine without things getting much worse, though we were all feeling a little tipsy at the moment, though it was a nice relaxing tipsy and I had begun to feel really comfortable around the two women, even as skimpily dressed as they both were.
I had helped to take in the last of the dishes before getting shooed back outside to sit as Pauline began washing them, telling Karen to keep me company for a while until she had finished.
"What is it that you do for a living anyway?" Karen asked, "Besides just being a handyman I mean.
"Oh, I write some, or at least I try too," I commented glibly.
"Oh? Anything I might have read?" My attention was immediately drawn back to the magazine she'd been flipping through earlier, though I didn't allow myself to go there. "I doubt it. I write articles for men's magazines, you know short fictional stories and the like."
"You mean like the ones you read in Playboy or Penthouse magazine? Those kinds of stories?" Obviously she knew what kinds of stories I was referring to, she was nineteen after all, and even some of the models I'd seen appearing in some of them were a year younger than she was too.
"Yea, those kind of articles," I emphasized with a bit of a sheepish acknowledgement etched in my tone of voice.
"Do you write from experience? Or just fantasy?" she asked genuinely interested now.
"Mostly from just a very active imagination," I told her honestly, "believe it or not, I'm not all that experienced."
She seemed to be thinking about this for a moment, and then caught me off guard entirely. "Do you think I look good enough to pose for one of those magazines?" She asked.
"Well uh sure...yeah sure you do, but why would you want to?" I found myself saying, not even sure why I had.
"I like being looked at," she answered simply. "It arouses me, arouses me to think that maybe someone's getting aroused looking at me, weren't you?"
She had said it, if there had been any doubt or uncertainty whatsoever, there wasn't now, and I couldn't think up a single thing that wouldn't sound idiotic in trying to deny it either.
"Sure I was," I admitted, seeing the smile of confirmation spread across her face when I did so. "You're a beautiful young woman," I added, "who isn't afraid to show off her sexuality, or sensuality for that matter either."
"So you think I'm sensual?" she asked, her voice once again taking on that purring sexual sound that reminded me a little of Marilyn Monroe when she spoke.
"Very," I said admitting it. "And you're obviously not too afraid in showing it either," I further admitted, though I knew in doing so it was the wine that was doing all the talking at the moment, not to mention the all too familiar stirring in my pants as I recalled her exhibionistic little scene outside on the patio earlier in the day.
She giggled, once again sounding more like herself. "I enjoy doing that," she told me glibly. "Even have a couple of 'guy-friends' who I enjoy doing that for, and enjoy them doing it for me too, she confessed.
"Guy friends?" I had to ask, maybe it was the new way of saying 'boy-friends' or something, I'd been out of the loop for so long, it wouldn't have surprised me.
"Yeah guy friends, no boyfriend at the moment," she said frowning for the first time I'd ever seen her do so. "Greg and I broke up a few months ago, he's the only boy I've ever really considered to be a true boyfriend."
"Oh? What happened?"
She laughed, "If I told you you'd never believe me, especially under the circumstances," she said peaking my interest even more. "Try me."
"Because he wanted to fuck me," she said frankly and boldly. "And I wasn't ready to do that with him yet," she added. "I've been saving it for just the right man, and I knew he wasn't it."
"You're a..."
"Virgin?" she finished for me. "Yes, I am...well technically anyway."
"Technically?" I said once again now more confused than ever, especially the way this conversation was suddenly going.
"Technically because I've never had a man's prick inside me before," she said still grinning at me. "But once I discovered mother's vibrator and what it felt like, I sort of took care of the other little problem myself, which to be honest with you, I'm glad that I did so there won't be any of that awkwardness when I finally do decide to have sex with a man." She must have seen the look on my face, and the hundred or so questions that went with it. "Oh, I'm certainly not naive when it comes to everything else," she told me, "I've done plenty of that, and been told I'm pretty good at it too...just not intercourse...yet!" she added with a mischievously wicked gleam in her eye.
And now I sat there with yet another image bouncing around inside my head...Pauline using a vibrator on herself, which is coincidentally, when she suddenly came back outside to rejoin us.
"Hey sweetie, it's getting late," Pauline said as she sat down, "You'd best think about getting dressed and ready for work."
"Work?" I said glancing at my watch, it was nearing ten-thirty by this time.
"Yeah, work," Karen moaned grumpily. "I have the late shift this week," she added, but next week, I'm on days again, which I prefer, but at least I only have this shift once every two months or so," she added. "But...better get my ass in gear, can't afford to be late either!" And with that Karen headed off back towards the house.
"Oh and Karen?"
"Yes mother?" Karen turned though continuing to walk.
"Don't forget to wear some panties this time either, you can't afford to get written up again like you did last week for forgetting to put them on."
Karen giggled and then sprinted into the house. Once again the expression on my face must have said it all.
"Long story," she said with a bemused expression on her face.
"I'm all ears," I said seriously.
"Well, if you don't know already, though I'm willing to bet you already do, Karen is a bit of an exhibitionist, and not like I'm not one myself either...like mother like daughter as they say. But she really is in ways I would never have imagined."
"Yeah I've kind of noticed that," I said candidly.
"Thought you might have," Pauline laughed. "Anyway, she enjoys getting herself off in front of a couple of friends of hers, and they of course enjoy seeing her do that. Harmless fun when you think about it," Pauline told me, which I had to admit as I sat there listening to her, surprised me to some degree, as open-minded an uninhibited about it as they both obviously were. "Sometimes when Steve or Jerry picks her up for work, she'll get herself off in the car when they take her, as she likes to have a nice orgasm or two before working, says it helps to relax her and get her through the shift. Needless to say, the guy's love it that she does, and love watching her, which they also do for her according to what she's told me. And that's it...nothing else beyond that because as she puts it, they're "just friends" and she enjoys having a bit of "just friends" naughty fun with them."
"Ok, I follow you so far...but what does this have to do with her getting in trouble for not wearing panties to work?" I had to ask.
"Just that," Pauline laughed once again. "Last week, she'd taken them off on the way to work, and forgot and left them in the car. I guess that when she'd bent over to pick something up she'd dropped, she'd forgotten she hadn't put them back on, and one of the other women who she works with complained about it."
"Ah, no wonder. I'm sure had it have been a guy that none of them would have."
"No, probably not, but unfortunately there's a lot more women than men who work there, and you know how women can get when they feel like they're in competition with one another, particularly this one gal who has a thing for one of Karen's guy-friends, though he doesn't care for this other woman whatsoever. So naturally, Stacy would love to see Karen fired if she had anything to do with it."
"Good thing you reminded her about the panties then," I snickered finding this whole conversation wildly bizarre though certainly entertaining.
"More wine?" Pauline asked.
"No...thank you," I told her. "I'm about to burst as it is anyway."
"I know the feeling!" Pauline told me The fact that my bathroom was upstairs also told me that if I needed to go in, maybe it was time to call it a night anyway. "Listen, I really do need to pee, so maybe we should call it a night..."
"Oh for hells sake Matt, just go pee over there," she pointed towards a dark corner of the yard. Unless you really are tired of my company," she added.
"Well, ok..." I said standing up, figuring if she didn't care, I certainly wouldn't, which is when she stood up too.
"Mind if I join you?"
Her comment took me by surprise, but I shook my head no. "Like I said earlier, your place, your yard..."
I soon found a spot where it didn't look like I would kill anything, and unzipped myself to pee, just as Pauline pulled down her shorts and panties and squatted next to me doing the same. I was a bit pee-shy for a moment, though hearing her helped, though she finished long before I did, standing up, spreading her legs to 'drip-dry' for a moment while watching me.
"Mind if I shake it off for you?" she asked. Maybe I was just drunk enough that the notion didn't take me too much by surprise, or perhaps I was already getting used to the idea that these two weren't your average typical next-door neighbors or something.
"You know what they say don't you?" I asked.
"No...what?"
"Shake it more than once or twice, you're playing with it."
Pauline had already shaken it twice, and then she did so again. "Guess I'm playing with it now," she told me.
"Yes, I guess you are," I responded in more than one way.
Pauline then led me back over to one of the lounge chairs, though she now unbuckled the belt on my shorts, pulling them down along with my boxers. I finished removing my sandals as well as my shirt, watching as she finished undressing too until we both stood entirely naked in front of one another.
"No fucking fair!" Karen suddenly blurted from behind us as she came out dressed and ready for work. "You two are about to play, and I can't even be here to watch!" she tossed out, which once again, caught me off guard.
"Perhaps next time honey," Pauline told her. "Now...you'd better get your ass in gear, I just heard Steve's car pull up outside in front," she added.
Tossing us both a pout, she then turned it into a naughty smile as she headed off around the side of the house. "I expect details in the morning!" she said as she disappeared.
I just stood there shaking my head. "Should we take notes?" I asked half seriously.
Pauline laughed, "No...but maybe I should dig out the video camera, she'd probably like that." "Yeah...bet she would too!" I thought without saying it.
Pauline sat herself down on the lounge chair, still holding my rapidly hardening cock within her hand, which she examined and toyed with while it grew, familiarizing herself with it, which I found to be refreshingly exciting as she just didn't sit there pumping away on it as many women had. She actually did touch and caress it in a totally new way as my own hands reached down and began fondling her well-rounded wonderfully mature breasts.
"Hmm," Pauline purred as I stood there thumbing her nipples. "It's been a while since anyone's played with them," she told me. "Feels nice." "Me too," I admitted. "And yes...it does."
I soon felt her hand place my prick against her breast as she began teasing her nipples with it, rubbing the head of my cock back and forth across them, tapping the hard capped nubbins, slapping them happily as they grew even harder and stiffer. Pauline didn't have quite as large of breasts as Karen did, her areola considerably smaller, pinker in color, but her nipples were incredibly thick and stood immeasurably long which allowed my fingers to hold and tweak them easily as I stood there. I felt her tongue begin to slide around the tip of my prick, tongue-fucking the tiny eye-slit, lavishing soft nipping little sucks on the now super sensitized ridge of my prick-tip.
"Fuck that feels good!" I moaned pleasurably, feeling my knees already beginning to weaken. Pauline then pulled me down onto the lounge chair with her, stretching out behind her.
"Fuck me," she half whispered. "Put that nice hard cock inside and fuck me!" she near pleaded with me now.
Even then she tickled herself with it for a while first, handling my prick, rubbing it slowly up and down the wet slick groove of her sex, the sounds of our combined lubrications making the act even more erotic, sticky hot squishy noises as she became wetter and wetter with each passing moment.
I felt her press the head just inside then, lifting her leg slightly to better accommodate my entry. I pushed, felt the head of my prick bury inside her, heard her catch of breath, followed by a deep pleasured sigh as my hands once again found her breasts, kneading and caressing them as I slowly began to move in and out of her, her soft fleshy ass pressing back against me, meeting each slow delicate thrust with renewed excitement and anticipation.
"Don't cum in me, I want to suck you off," she told me. "But fuck me now, fuck me forever if you can," she groaned deeply once again as I hilted myself fully inside her, spearing her cunt, impaling her for a moment and laying there, letting her feel the hot deep throb of my prick as it danced inside her.
We indeed lay there, slow-fucking for what did seem like an eternity, until her undulations became almost frantic, my fingers now twiddling her clitoris, capturing and teasing it, pulling on it and rolling it as my dick continued to slide in and out of her at an almost frustratingly slow pace.
Her breath quickened then, her body shuddered involuntarily as she began thrusting herself faster and faster against me, urging me on, spearing her deeper and deeper with each lunge, each plunge of my prick into what had become a virtual pool of liquefied delight. I could sense the trickle of her cream bathing my prick, dropping down to cover my balls before rolling on down to my upper thigh.
"Fuck you're sloppy wet!" I marveled in rapturous pleasure.
"And...you're...fucking...hard!" she squealed in delight, her single worded sentence spoken with each continued plunge of my prick into her depths.
"And...I'm...going...to...cum!" she screamed a second after that.
I was on the verge myself, but somehow fought off the desire to fill her pussy with my spunk. I drove forward one last time as her legs virtually clamped together, imprisoning me deeply inside, the sudden eruption of her orgasm, the tickle of an almost light misty spray that suddenly emerged from around the opening of her pussy, the force of her pleasure exploding, showering my balls and stomach with even more of her silky soft treasure.
Dogs barked in the distance. Her cry of delight filling the night air, the warmth of her spending coating us both now, hardly ebbing in its flow.
"Fuck, I'm going to shoot," I sighed warning her. Pauline uncounted me in a heartbeat, flipping herself around on the lounge chair, once again taking my cock in hand, mouthing it, sucking the head with lips that became vice-like, drawing me out.
It had been a very long time since I'd felt that, felt the joy of release and pleasure that was so magnificently intense as she slow-stroked my prick, each ejaculation seemingly stronger and harder than the last, her mouth filling with my semen, though she didn't swallow, milking my prick until the last drop had been pulled from my inner core.
Only then did she sit back, her mouth open, my cream drooling, and then dripping decadently from her lips down upon her exposed breasts. I sat, watching in abject fascination as she purposely placed my rich creamy nectar upon her tits, covering each with an equal amount of cream until she had spit as much of it as her mouth had contained upon herself, and then began rubbing it into her breasts like lotion.
"Rich with vitamin E," she grinned wickedly. "Good for the skin, and feels wonderful on my tits."
Together we lay there, massaging in the sweet cream of my spending until it had completely soaked into her flesh.
"That...was amazing!" she said long afterwards. "Wait until Karen hears about this! She'll be wild with jealous desire for you!" she exclaimed.
"You're really going to tell her about this?" Still finding this openness between mother and daughter a bit unnerving, yet highly arousing at the same time.
"Of course I am," Pauline told me. "We've never kept any secrets from one another...ever. And I know that she's looking forward to actually fucking someone for the first time too. And I'm pretty sure I know who that someone's going to be!"
#
Exhausted, I had slept past ten, already later in the day than I would have liked with two yards to mow and trim today, including the property I shared with Pauline and Karen.
I slipped out of bed into the shower, emerging a short while later feeling refreshed and alert once again, that alertness signaling the strong smell of freshly brewed coffee downstairs. "What the hell?" I asked myself, wrapping a towel around my torso and heading downstairs to the kitchen.
I guess I shouldn't have been too surprised really, and though I didn't recall actually locking my back door, it wouldn't have mattered as I knew my landlady kept a spare key for me anyway, but as I entered the kitchen, following the delicious aroma that had tickled my senses, I stopped dead in my tracks upon entering the room. There sat Karen, entirely nude, tickling herself with something else all the while smiling up at me as I entered.
"Banana?" she asked pulling it from her pussy holding it up towards me. "Or don't you like eating banana's?" she asked.
I couldn't help it; already my prick had begun to lengthen just standing there looking down at her.
"What I like to eat...is pussy!" I said lustfully, letting my towel drop revealing my hard firm erection. Karen giggled looking at me, at it as it bobbed up and down of its own accord.
"I was sort of hoping you'd say that," she said tossing the now very bruised banana onto the table, and then adding, "Mother's already told me about last night...and I am SO fucking horny I can't even see straight. So, come over here and eat your breakfast!" she smiled once again, spreading her legs apart even wider as she did so.
#
Karen's pussy was the sweetest thing I honestly, had ever tasted.
Even as I think about it now, it was a weird comparison to have made. But licking and nipping at her cunt reminded me of eating a freshly baked, hot honey buttered scone. And I couldn't get enough of it.
Per my suggestion, Karen scooted up onto the table, her legs just dangling over the edge as I took one of the chairs placing it in front of her, the towel I'd used to wrap around myself, now serving as a make-shift pillow for her head as she became the centerpiece on my kitchen table as I prepared for what I knew would be some very fine dining.



"Play with me, drive me nuts...the way you drove mother nuts last night!" she demanded hotly. I had every intention of doing just that!
Karen's lips were tight, pink and full! Spreading them with my thumbs, I ran each up and then down her tender puffy lips, listening to the delight of her pleasured sighs as I did so. It was fascinating, watching her hard little clit emerge from its tiny protective cocoon already glistening with desire as I spread her even further, caressing each side of her tender nubbin with my thumbs, gently pinching, holding it between them before backing off, once again running them fully down the depths of her glistening plumb. Placing both thumbs together, I eased them equally, gently inside, basking in her heat, her moisture, withdrawing them, now sticky coated with her essence which I then reached up, applying it to her nipples, smearing them with her own juices and flicking gently at her hard erect nipples before repeating the process.
"Fuck! You really are driving me nuts!" she cooed as she shuddered beneath me, my fingers once again exploring her depths, my tongue only then the lightest of touches upon her extended clit.
"Oh fuck!" she moaned once again as my tongue now lapped softly, tenderly upon the tiny little girl prick that poked playfully upwards, extending itself as though seeking an even firmer lap of my tongue.
"Suck it, please suck it!" she begged me.
One hand now caressing her breast, her nipple a sensation of delight as my fingers pulled upwards upon it in perfect harmony with my lips as they surrounded her tiny clit doing the same. An additional finger probing her depths, stealing the moisture inside which I used to then coat and cover her neglected nipple with, feeling her lubrications as they softened her hard nipples, my tongue dancing happily, excitedly up and down her clit, then slithering like a snake downwards between her lips, probing her cunt before traveling upwards once again to where her clit waited anxiously, expectantly for my tongue.
"Oh my God! My God!" Karen squealed, now undulating herself on the table, hands gripping the edge of it, holding on, though she humped upwards against me now in a feverish desire to fuck my face into oblivion. "Don't stop! Don't stop!"
I had no intention of doing so, though I slowed her pleasures, torturing her even further as I merely wrapped my lips about her sweet clit, holding it there, gently sucking as though nursing at her breast.
"Oh you fucker you!" she cried out, hovering, dangling on the edge of bliss, my tongue slowly increasing the tempo, flicking her clit as fingers once again began to pinch, judging the amount of pleasured pain she could tolerate as I once again tweaked them, pulled them in conjunction with my lips now fervently sucking her clitoris.
Karen's orgasm was upon her before she knew it, sneaking up on her, seizing her in a paralyzed spasm of pure white-fire ecstasy that burned through the very core of her soul. Her scream of delight was ear-piercing, her fingers now white-knuckled as she gripped the edge of the table, her ass coming up as she arched her back in an impossible span that she held indeterminately as my mouth continued to suck, swallow and vibrate her clit with a thousand flicks of my tongue that robbed her of her senses.
That hot honey buttered cream oozed from her pussy in a cascade of sweetness unlike any I had ever known before. I devoured her, drinking her nectar, then plunging my tongue as deeply into her depths as I could in search for more of it as she continued to tremble, her orgasm washing over her in wave after wave until she lost track of where one ended and another began.
#
I sat there, simply licking her, my tongue no more than a tickle of thought upon her almost too sensitive little split. She continued to moan, her breath a whisper of pleasure now, the tremors only then gradually subsiding as she found the strength to sit up, glancing down towards me.
"I have never...and I mean never, been eaten like that before in my entire life!" she told me with a look of wonder truly shown in her sparkling surprised eyes. "Did you eat mom's cunt like that?" she asked making me laugh as she asked it.
"Ah no...not yet anyway," I said sitting back now, licking my lips of the residue of her spending.
Karen grinned wickedly at the thought of that. "Good, now I have something to tell her about and make her jealous!" she replied contentedly.
Gazing down at my somewhat softened prick Karen now slid off the table standing before me. "Your turn!" she told me. "Lay down on the table, I want to make you just as crazy as you did to me!"
I soon lost all sense and track of time. Her mouth at first working like a vacuum, sucking the life-force from me, then so gentle I could hardly feel it, yet exquisite in the light delicate touch as her tongue flittered about my flesh like a butterfly seeking refuge, suddenly turning into a swarm of bees that enveloped, stung with tiny prickles of sweet pure pleasure that coaxed the volcanic eruption that now boiled deep within my balls.
"Oh! Oh! Ohhhhh!" I screamed, feeling the torrent of juice suddenly explode from the depths, her mouth first catching the initial splurge, then releasing me in order to watch, watch the spray of my ejaculate which she now directed fully against her breasts, slapping her tits with my cock, still stroking it, milking it as I continued to spray my semen, drenching her breasts in the thick creamy substance.
And like her, I lay for a time in what felt like suspended animation, now watching her as she smeared and massaged my spending into her breasts.
"Like mother..."
"Like daughter," she finished for me.
#
I managed to get both yards done though it was late in the afternoon when I returned and made preparations for mowing our lawn. I finished the front, saving the back for last, accepting a nice ice-cold beer from Pauline as she greeted me along with Karen who I noticed was already nude, now lounging contentedly in her chair just beneath the canopy of the awning on the deck smiling upwards towards me.
"Obviously, she was telling the truth!" Pauline said, drawing my attention to her and away from her daughter. "I've never seen her as contented, or relaxed as she is now," Pauline added, "And she's right...now I'm jealous!" though she smiled with a look that appeared anything but, hinting at more expectantly, though she continued. "I picked up some nice thick juicy steaks for dinner," she added taking a seat in the lawn chair next to her daughter. "Once it's cooled down, thought we could enjoy another nice meal outside later."
"Sounds good," I said suddenly feeling famished, though for food this time. "But I really do need to finish mowing the yard here first."
"Don't let us stop you," Karen said finally speaking. "But I hope you don't mind if we just sit here and watch you work," she added.
All I could do was laugh at the two of them, walking over, pulling on the cord and firing the lawn mower up as I began to make my way back and forth across the property.
I had made two full passes not once looking up or over in their direction, but when I did, I accidentally released the handle stopping the mower. I'd expected to see Karen still laying there in the nude as she watched me, I was actually beginning to get used to seeing that, but now Pauline was as well, each of them just sitting there looking at me with smiles on their faces.
Once again I pulled on the cord, firing the mower back up and began making my way down the side of the lawn away from them, smiling outwardly to myself at how wonderfully strange it was to be living here.
Though strange was a mild word to use perhaps as I turned on my row now heading back towards them, once again glancing up. This time I was greeted with something new entirely. Both women now sat with their legs bent at the knee, openly spread with fingers busily twiddling their twats as I turned and began to approach them.
Reaching the end of the yard, I turned passing by, once again looking over and called out above the noise of the mower.
"You ladies enjoying yourselves?" I asked, shaking my head in wonder, though not in surprise at their uninhibited teasing display. "Very much so!" Pauline answered back grinning as she did.
Admittedly, it was wickedly hot seeing the two of them together like that, openly masturbating themselves in front of one another while watching me, and perhaps one another for all I knew. As I continued to move along the backside of the yard, I felt my erection growing, and then grinned inwardly as I approach the far side of the yard, which I knew would momentarily take me out of their sight. I decided in that split second to tease them as much as they were teasing me with a little surprise of my own.
Knowing I had stepped from view, I managed to keep one hand on the mower keeping it engaged, though dropping my shorts, stepping out of them, kicking them off to one side. Now buck-naked, with my hard firm erection leading the way, I continued on along down the side of the yard, once again re-emerging, but this time giving them a nice view of my ass as I continued on making my loop, once again turning and mowing sideways as I faced them. The peals of laughter that I heard told me my surprise had indeed caught them unawares, only then turning looking up as they both clapped their hands in appreciation for my unexpected ploy and daring action.
"Ok, you win," Pauline said as I drew closer, just then finishing the last of the yard. "We thought we would try and break your concentration, but you ended up breaking ours!" she told me still chuckling. "Wish to hell I had a camera!" she added, "Quite the picture you made there pushing the mower along with your prick sticking out in front of you like that!"
"Could say the same for you two myself, not every day I get to see two women sitting side by side fingering themselves while I mow the lawn, though I do think I saw Mrs. Benson standing in the window touching her breasts earlier today when I was mowing hers!"
I saw Karen's eyes widen, her hand reaching up to remove her sunglasses. "Which one is she?" she asked her face suddenly frowning.
I laughed, "Gotcha!" I grinned towards her. "There IS no Mrs. Benson, Mrs. Browning yes, but she's that little gray-haired lady I mow the lawn for.
Pauline laughed at her daughter's obvious real jealousy. "Maybe she is, but I bet she was standing in her window watching you too!" she added. "I certainly would if I was her, even at that age!"
"You know, I think she was too come to think of it!" I said continuing the game though Karen had now caught on, feeling embarrassed in showing her emotions and feelings the way that she had. I walked over picking up my unfinished bottle of beer and drank from it, sitting down as I did. "You know, all fun aside, maybe we really should sit down and talk about all this sometime," I told the two of them. "I really do like it here," I went on, "but the last thing I want to see happen is for anyone to really get upset or jealous about anything going on."
"I'm not jealous!" Karen stated indignantly, though she had crossed her breasts with her arms, affectively concealing them. Pauline sat glaring over at her daughter. "Ok, well maybe just a little bit," she smiled quirkily, but not with you mother...you should know that."
"Yes I know dear," Pauline acknowledged, "But Matt's right. What if he decides to bring another woman home with him some evening? What then? What will you think about that if he does?"
She sat thinking about that for a moment. "Yeah, you're right, I guess it is sort of silly of me to think that he wouldn't sometime, but it has helped me to make up my mind about something else though."
"Oh? And what's that?" I asked.
"Well, before you ever do get serious about someone else, or maybe even mother herself!" She added with a knowing look tossed her mother's way, "which I guess at some point you probably will, that maybe it's time you fucked me first before that happens," she said simply and boldly, though this time surprising her mother as much as she'd surprised me with her statement. "Ok if we have dinner first?" Pauline shot back trying to evade the statement though glancing towards me. "And might be that Matt would like some time to consider your request himself first before making that kind of a commitment to you," she added.
"I wasn't talking about right now!" Karen responded, though catching on her mother was trying to make light of things. "Just sayin...maybe it's time."
"Yeah, maybe it's time we get dinner started too," Pauline said glancing towards me once again as I sat there nursing what was actually an empty beer bottle, not knowing quite what to say about all this. "And you're forgetting something else too," Pauline reminded her daughter.
"No I haven't," Karen said as she stood in preparation of going inside. "I just haven't told him about that yet," she told her mother. "Maybe you can and see what he has to say about it," she finished, and then turned before either one of us could say any more.
"Ok, so...what did I miss?" I asked, obviously there was more, and with any luck I wouldn't be kept in the dark with regards to it either.
"After we eat," Pauline grinned. "I want to have a quick chat with Karen before we continue this any further," she explained. "So perhaps after dinner, we'll continue this discussion and give you a chance to think about things without feeling any pressure from us regarding it."
"It?" I asked myself curiously. "It?"
#
The steaks were delicious, dinner fabulous, though most of it was eaten in silence. It was perhaps the first time since having moved in and having gotten to know the two women that it had ever been like this. And though it certainly wasn't an uncomfortable atmosphere that we ate in, it certainly was a subdued one.
"Ok, so anyone ready to discuss what we'd started talking about earlier?" I asked. There had been sufficient time that I knew they must have spoken about it by now. I had showered, shaved and actually put on some fresh clean clothes by the time I'd begun barbequing the steaks, so I was fairly confident that they must have.
"If you are," Pauline said looking at me, though getting a nod of approval from her daughter simultaneously before she continued.
"Whenever you're ready," I said sitting back in my chair, wondering as I did so what it was I was about to hear.
"Well, let me begin at the beginning," Pauline said trying to find a place to start.
"That's usually the best way to do it," I answered back, trying to ease the sudden tension that had developed for whatever reason.
Pauline smiled, nodding her head. "As you're already well aware of, Karen and I have always had a very open, very honest relationship with one another, perhaps at times too open, and too honest even, at least which most of the people we know would frown upon it, or even find it too disgusting to ever imagine."
She had a point there. Not many people I knew would see their relationship as being a normal one, but I held my tongue waiting for her to continue.
"For example, the day that Karen discovered my toy stash, and decided she wanted to try one for herself, rather than trying to hide that she did, or sneaking off to experiment with it, she came directly to me instead, just as she always had done, and hopefully always will rather than be ashamed or embarrassed to ask me about something, or sit down and discuss it."
"Nothing wrong in that," I reflected honestly. "Too bad more kids can't approach their parents in that way either."
"Exactly my feelings," Pauline agreed. "So anyway, I was there when Karen first came to me, told me she wanted to try out the toy, which wasn't at all that surprising to me when she did, especially since I'd known she'd been openly masturbating for years, just as she knew I did, which again I never tried hiding from her in knowing either."
I didn't speak, just nodding my head in agreement with that.
"But what I'm trying to say here," Pauline paused, "Is that I'm actually the one that helped her break her hymen, so though she's still technically a virgin, never having been with a man before, which I know she's already told you about, it was me that was there to help ease her through losing her hymen, so in that sense...I was her first!"
I realized now what she was saying, telling me. "You actually were the one to penetrate her then, the first I mean, even if it was with a vibrator."
"Yes, she was," Karen finally spoke after sitting there in silence for most of the conversation so far. "And it was because of her gentleness, kindness and considerate caring for me that I made another decision with regards to that afterwards."
"Which was?" I asked.
"Which was...her wanting me to be there with her when she had intercourse for the first time," Pauline said simply. "We talked about it at length for quite some time afterwards." "I can imagine you did."
"Yeah, obviously there would be a few obstacles in trying to overcome if she continued to feel that way, and still want me to be there if and when the time came."
"Obviously," I said seeing several of them already without even expressing them, nor did I need to, as I was sure they'd already done that several times over.
"Not many men would probably understand, or let lone want a woman's mother there when it happened the first time."
"Not many no," I agreed. "Though perhaps a few," I added remembering my own wicked past. "A few perhaps...but the likelihood being, not many would be as understanding or as accepting of it, which is one of the reasons why Karen has waited this long, as she has mentioned it to one or two, all of which thought her to be joking with them, jerking her around when she mentioned it."
"I'm sure, but I'm still trying to see this from your point of view, is it because you're worried that it would hurt? Or that someone might try and hurt you if they got too carried away?" I now asked Karen directly.
She laughed at that, "Heavens no, and it's got nothing to do with that either, which is the part most people don't or wouldn't understand." I waited.
"Like we've shown you, and like few others understand or accept, mother and I have always been close, we've shared a great many things..."
"Like me you mean."
"For one, yes," Pauline interrupted, "But like Karen was saying, this was something she wanted me to be there for, to share it with...her first time. Not because she was afraid, not for any of those reasons which is what most people would think, if they even allowed themselves to think about it or consider it in the first place. She simply...wanted me to be there to share this special intimate moment with her. So you can see now, and perhaps understand why very few would accept it, let alone allow it."
"Ah yes...I see what you mean now," I said finally understanding.
"So the questions remain, Karen has obviously decided she's ready to take that next step, and she's chosen you as the man she wants to do it with. So the first question is, do you want to be that man."
"And the second question is then, would I have a problem with your being there when we do?" "You are correct," Pauline sat looking towards me, waiting for an answer.
I paused for a few moments, for dramatic effect, perhaps I shouldn't have, but I wanted them both to feel like I'd given it reasonable consideration before answering.
"Yes...and No."
They both had confused expressions on their faces for a moment, which I figured they would have by my response.
I laughed, confusing them even more for a moment. "Yes I'd like being that man, and no Pauline...I have NO problem with your being there when it happens, does that clarify my response a little better?"



"Whew! Well I'm glad that's finally settled!" Karen breathed a sigh of relief. "Now I can relax, and now maybe we can get naughty and have some fun, this evening's been a bit stressful up until now!"
"Wait a minute!" I said jumping to conclusions; you don't mean right here...right now do you?"
"Of course not silly!" Karen said laughing. "Mother and I have obviously discussed this at length, and we both know what we want to do when this happens."
"And where," Pauline interjected. "Which I'll set up now, shall we say for Friday night then if everyone's in agreement with that? That will give Matt two days to think about and make sure it's something he's truly ok with. How's that sound to you Matt?" she asked me.
"Sounds like a plan," I told her. "Just tell me where and when."
"I will, once I've confirmed everything, but now...like Karen just said, let's have a bit of naughty fun ourselves, we can go over the other details tomorrow."
Karen had already begun removing her clothes again as Pauline began to spread out an enormous quilt over the freshly cut lawn, soon after removing her own clothing, as I then began doing the same.
"So, what do you have in mind?" I asked beginning to feel aroused, especially as the more I thought about it, the more wildly erotic it became to me to soon "technically" deflower her daughter, with her there watching me do it. There was certainly something decadently wicked about that for some reason, and it had aroused me rather quickly just thinking about it.
"Well for starters, you're about to lick my pussy the way you licked Karen's earlier," she told me in no uncertain terms.
"And while you're doing that," Karen said coming over to lie down beside me, I'm going to get myself off watching you do it, and then after that..."
I spread Pauline's lips and began doing to her just what I'd done to her daughter as Karen continued on, filling my mind full of all kinds of deliciously wicked thoughts.
#
As strange as this may have been or sounded to everyone else, it was actually starting to make a little more sense to me, enough so at least, that I could understand where they were coming from.
Pauline had booked the "bridal suite" at a local hotel near town, sparing no expense for the room in doing so. And though Karen and I received some really curious looks after checking in, we were still given the royal treatment, though I am also certain everyone thought we'd just gotten married, even with the obvious age difference between us. Pauline was already in the room waiting when we arrived, a wise choice as that had would have been an even harder thing trying to explain, though the bell-boy who had carried our bags up certainly wondered about it when finding Pauline there already waiting for us.
The suite was lavish, including a deep sunken tub right there in the bedroom, which of course is the first thing the three of us tried out together, relaxing and soaking in it, drinking champagne and over all having a rather good time together, though I still felt curiously nervous for some reason, a lot more so that either one of the two girls.
"So, how do you want to do this?" I asked, deferring to the two of them as they'd obviously talked and discussed this countless times already.
"Well, I want to try it all," Karen said excitedly, "If you're up to it that is," she said teasingly. "But for the very first time? On my back so I can see you as you enter me, and...I'd like mom to be there and help put you inside me," she added.
"Ok, that was interesting," I mused. But this was after all, their party.
We soon after climbed onto the bed, Karen comfortably positioned on her back, legs spread with me kneeling between them. Pauline knelt next to me, gently stroking my cock to its full potential in preparation for the more formal deflowering of her daughter.
"Whenever you're ready," I told her then, my cock just about as hard as it was ever going to get with the continued soft stroking of her mother's hand keeping it that way.
"I'm ready," Karen sighed contentedly.
Pauline held my cock against her daughter's cunt, slowly rubbing it up and down against her split in preparation for putting it in once she was well lubricated. It was strange in a way, well in many ways actually, but it wasn't about trying to be gentle with her, not wanting to hurt her or anything, this really was about a first time and nothing more. I'd only deflowered one another woman before in my entire life, and it had been less than satisfying for either one of us to say the least. This...was nothing like that, nothing like that at all. "Feel nice?" Pauline asked her daughter still masturbating her daughter's cunt with my prick. "Oh hell yes!" Karen giggled wiggling her ass upon the bed enhancing the sensation.
"So you ready to feel it go inside you?"
"Fuck yes!" she answered again even more excitedly, which is when I felt the gentle press of my dick head beginning to penetrate Karen's pussy for the very first time. And again, in a way I was still treating it like she was a real virgin, somewhat concerned for her, wondering how this felt, how it was for her as I slowly slid inside, Pauline now having removed her hand, though she'd placed it behind me, gingerly cupping and fondling my balls.
"You ok?" I asked somewhat worriedly.
"Are you kidding?" Karen said her eyes full of wonder, "I'm more than ok...now, shut up and fuck me!"
And fuck her I did. After that, it became a whirlwind of pure erotic lust, Karen turning to be nearly insatiable as we went from one position into another. Pauline for the most part simply watched, though she masturbated herself almost constantly, occasionally reaching out to caress or fondle one or both of us as we fucked.
It was quite a while before she actually joined us, giving and allowing her daughter most of my attention rather than expecting anything for herself, but when Karen decided it was time for her to try being on top, she invited her mother to use the adjacent available space, which just happened to be my face, which she readily and happily accepted, as did I.
Licking Pauline's cunt while fucking her daughters was one of those "too wild to even try to describe" sensations, about all I could do was revel in it. Above me, both women giggled, squealed and moaned passionately, thoroughly enjoying themselves, as was I. Pauline continually dripped her sweet slick syrup into my mouth, which I lapped at with a fervor of a man dying of hunger. Karen meanwhile performed acrobatics on my prick, doing tricks that I for one had never considered or even dreamed of, somehow spinning herself around on my shaft while impaled, as though taking a spin on a ride at the amusement park, which in a way, I'd become.
I don't know how many times Karen came, but it seemed like it was near constant towards the end. I felt the little rivers of her spending shower bathe me, my flesh soon soaked with her climaxes, as one after the other they came, each one accompanied by delightful screams of pleasure, many of which had me wondering if anyone heard us, and if they did, what they were mostly likely imagining at that point.
Pauline too came gloriously, though a bit quieter when she did, not quite doing so in silence, her mewls of pleasure certainly loud enough to be heard, but her body quite often spasmodically convulsing with each orgasm that she herself experienced, whether by my cock, mouth or fingers.
As per Karen's request, I had indeed filled her pussy full of cum the first time that I came. There was no worry of pregnancy, which I had shared with them both beforehand having had a vasectomy a number of years ago. She had requested it specifically for a reason that I neither asked about, nor really understood until later.
And it was interesting to note, aside from a rare touch here or there, there had never been any real incestuous dealings between the two, watching one another masturbate certainly didn't qualify as being incestuous in my book, nor was the occasional fond loving touch here or there, as none of it was done in such a way as to even suggest it.
After I had finished climaxing however, I was indeed surprised to see Pauline immediately lay down upon the bed, Karen just as quickly moving over to straddle her mother's face, not quite sitting directly down on it, nor did I see Pauline make any attempt to place her mouth against her daughter's cunt either, all she did was lay there and wait...mouth open, as slowly the massive amount of my spunk began to drip from Karen's cunt into her mother's waiting open mouth. Once again, I couldn't categorize this as an incestual act, albeit it was indeed a very naughty, very decadent one by any standards. After having watched this for several long minutes, I was amazed at myself when I looked down finding myself hard and very much aroused all over again. Seeing that I was, but for the moment at least, both being very much satisfied themselves, Karen and Pauline soon snuggled up between my legs, taking turns licking and sucking me, passing my prick back and forth to one another as though sharing an ice-cream cone on a hot summer's day. I didn't mind it however, there seemed to be plenty enough to go around as they stroked, licked, sucked and handled my prick until I was once again on the verge of orgasm.
"Here it comes girls!" I said giving them fair warning, then sat up just enough to watch them passing the baton back and forth to one another as it erupted, squirting violently, yet oh so pleasurably as they giggled and laughed hysterically catching my spray.
#
It's been over a year now since I first moved here, very little has really changed in all that time. Karen does date, though she claims she still doesn't have what she calls a "formal" boyfriend according to Pauline, nor has she chosen to fuck anyone else besides me, though I do know she still enjoys her exhibionistic masturbation sessions with her friends.
According to Pauline, she's just as content with the way things are that we are, though she says that when and if the right one comes along, she won't have any misgivings about doing it then, and that it will most likely be the guy she would seriously consider marrying.
For myself, admittedly I am beginning to have feelings for Pauline, more so than just the friendly kind we have expressed and shared together, and she me as well. But for the sake of the situation being what it is, neither one of us has pressed it towards going any further either. There's still plenty of time for all that, and as long as we continue to have the open dialogue that we have had, it remains a very comfortable and satisfying situation.
#
I'd eventually started my own landscaping/handyman business, with Pauline's help, and was now doing pretty well with it, even being able to hire a few employees, which had greatly expanded the business. And...I was still writing as well, enjoying it more now for the simple pleasure rather than for the necessity of it, though it too had supplemented my income quite nicely.
"Writing?" Karen asked coming up from behind me, the feel of her bare breasts pressed against my neck as she stood there telling me in a moment that she was horny again and wanting to fuck.
"Just finished," I answered hitting the save key.
"What's the title?"
"The Handy Man," I grinned turning, drawing her down into my lap where I proceeded to kiss and suck her hard waiting nipples.
She purred contentedly as I did so. "When do I get to read it?"
"You already have," I told her. "You already have."



        Because I Love You

        Syblling Rivalry brings about unexpected consequences.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/because-i-love-you-2

Title: Because I Love You

Author: Many Feathers

Category: Romance

Description: Syblling Rivalry brings about unexpected consequences.

Tags: love, rivalry




Because I love you
I was fourteen when my mother and father divorced. Being an only child for most of my life had been something I'd come to appreciate. Seeing my friends and how they so often fought with their sisters or brothers gave me an even greater respect and thankfulness that I didn't have to go through all that.
I rarely saw my father after that as he'd moved to the East coast because of a new job, and I hated it whenever I'd gone for a visit. After a while it really didn't matter much to me anymore and I was perfectly content to live alone with my mother. It was only natural of course that after an appropriate amount of time that she started dating again.
That was never an issue for me either. I wasn't so self-centered that I didn't care about her happiness, or her sex-life, which even back then I assumed she wanted, so didn't mind it much when she finally began dating as it actually gave me more time to myself which over time I had again begun to appreciate.
And not that I was some kind of loner either, I had plenty of friends, even a few girl friends who on occasion would come over, especially when mother was out for the evening, giving me the opportunity to hone some basic skills in the make-out/petting department. So as far as I was concerned, I was happy with the status quo. The problem was, my mother wasn't.
I knew things were getting serious when she began dating Ken nearly every weekend. And not that I minded that either, as now I had most Fridays and Saturdays to do whatever I felt like doing, though still required to obey whatever curfews my mother had imposed on me, that or face the consequences of losing some of my extra ordinary privileges, especially at my age, and that I wasn't about to screw up as I was smart enough to know how good it was that I really had it.
In time, I learned a lot more about this guy as mom seemed to find it important enough for me to eventually get to know him better, so I had an inkling even then that things were proceeding along to what I felt would be an eventual union between them. I had also learned of course that Ken had a daughter who was my age. Her name was Kathy, whom I soon met when Ken and my mother decided to spend the day at a local amusement park, dragging the two of us along as well in an effort to have us meet in what they hoped would be a reasonably fun-filled day without too much awkwardness coming between us under the circumstances.
Almost immediately we began fighting like we actually were brother and sister. Kathy had no desire to ride the rides I wanted to, and I had no desire to go on most of the ones she did either. We ended up compromising, which as I saw it wasn't much of a compromise either, with me going off with Ken, and Kathy often going off with my mother for much of the time we spent there. Because of that, they didn't end up having much of a good time themselves either.
In a way, I felt bad for mom, like I said, I really did want her to be happy, and living alone even with me there wasn't the same thing. And I really did like Ken, I had no resentment towards him whatsoever, nor did it appear that Kathy had any towards my mother as they seemed to get well enough along whenever the four of us were thrown together for one reason or another.
The problem as I saw it was Kathy. And the problem as she saw it...was me.
#
As expected in a fairly short period of time, mom and Ken decided to marry, what I hadn't expected or even really thought about wither, was that we'd end up moving into Ken's place as it was considerably bigger as well as nicer than where we lived, but that it would also necessitate me leaving most if not all of my friends behind. And worse, I was now forced to accept the fact I had a sister, even if she wasn't my real sister, who I already didn't get along with, and whose house I would soon be living in.
The only plus as I eventually came to accept, was the fact I had a much larger bedroom than I'd had previously, and was allowed to decorate (or not decorate) as I saw fit. Part of my mother and Ken's desire to make me feel more at ease and at home for giving up so much of what I felt I had lost perhaps, which for a time I took advantage of though looking back on it now, I came to feel guilty about for having done.
The one other good thing about it was that my room was fairly secluded downstairs near the den, whereas Kathy's room was upstairs across the hall from our parent's bedroom, so at least in this respect, I still had some privacy, though quite naturally still forced to share space in the den with Kathy whenever it came to watching TV, listening to music or trying to play a video game. It seemed that for whatever reason, she and I were always at odds over things like that which continued to remain so over the course of the next few years.
#
In time, we'd both learned to accept the situation as well as one another, so that we at least got along well enough to stay out of one another's ways, and even at times actually have some fun together. Even graduating from high school together was a big thing that our parents went out of their way for in celebrating, gifting us each a (used) but reasonably nice looking car as a graduation present.
I as yet hadn't made up my mind about continuing on with my education, even considering joining the service instead, though I had also decided to take that first summer off to think about my options, though working part-time in order to afford the use of my car, not to mention dating. Likewise, Kathy had chosen to do pretty much the same thing, and so it was we found ourselves with more time on our hands than we'd ever really had before that first summer, which is also when our entire relationship began to change in ways neither of us would ever have thought possible.
And don't get me wrong, though we sometimes fought like cats and dogs, Kathy was an attractive looking young woman, had she not been my step-sister, I might have even been attracted to her as a potential girlfriend, which now in hind-sight looking back, I probably already was, though I didn't see her as such simply because of the forced circumstances.
What I did notice whether I wanted to admit it to myself now or not, was that she had grown, changed over the years, and truly was very beautiful, something I had taken recent note of since my own girl friend and I had broken up, so I was once again alone and spending more time at home, growing increasingly bored with that as well. Kathy on the other hand seemed to have more boyfriends than she could shake a stick at, going out nearly every other night at least, and unlike me, not having to have to pay for doing it either, so she seemed to have more luxuries for herself than I could even begin to afford, part-time job or no.
I had noticed a day earlier that she had purchased a particular music CD that I'd been dying to get for myself, but needed to wait until payday before getting it. Normally, we'd both been respectful of one another's privacy, always knocking and being invited in to one another's rooms, and NEVER going into them without us being there. Under any other circumstances, I wouldn't have. But since I wanted to hear this CD before deciding to actually purchase it for myself, and knowing Kathy had it, the temptation not to enter her room, "borrow" it briefly and return it before she ever knew that I had was simply too tempting not to. I might have even asked her before hand, but she'd already gone out for the evening, and I didn't feel like wasting an entire day waiting to ask her. So it was that I broke an unspoken rule between us, and entered her bedroom without permission.
Surprisingly, her room was even messier than my own. Not that she was a slob mind you, but whereas most of my stuff was somewhat organized, most of her things seemed to be haphazardly scattered from hell to breakfast. Most of her CD collection lay scattered on top of her work desk along with several magazines, books and other personal items. I quickly began searching through the mess trying to find what I was looking for, and did, when I also came across a rather well worn, rather thick book that immediately drew my attention. Across the front of it were the words: "My diary".
I didn't even know she kept one, let alone wrote in one, and out of natural curiosity, I picked it up finding no lock on it though at one time there had obviously been one. I opened it somewhere in the middle I guess it was, curious to see what sort of things she wrote to herself about, though I also know that somewhere in the back of my mind, I was hoping to read some private or dirty little secret, something perhaps that I might even use against her should the situation ever call for it. What I read however floored me, hitting me like a sledge-hammer as I scanned over the words, reading them again over and over until I'd finally convinced myself that what'd I'd just read was correct and that I wasn't imagining it. The entry was dated a few months ago during the summer just before graduation.
"I know I shouldn't, but I can't help wondering what Mark's cock looks like. I stood in the window watching him today as he mowed the lawn, though he didn't see me of course. He might be my stepbrother, but he has a fantastic body, and the way he looked in his cut-off Levi's had me wet between the legs in no time. I wondered what he would have thought had he known that I stood there playing with myself the whole time, having an orgasm in fact just as he finished."
I was speechless, and I was weak in the knees, as I stood there suddenly afraid that I might get caught on the one hand, but now even more curiously interested to read what else she might have written about me. Against my better judgment, I quickly retreated from her room, taking her diary with me, figuring that at the very least I still had several hours alone to myself before anyone was expected home. As a precaution to that however, rather than going downstairs to my own room, I headed into the main living room where we hardly ever sat, but where I could easily hear any cars pulling up into the drive, giving me plenty of time to put Kathy's diary back where it belonged before getting caught with it.
Positioning myself on the couch with a portion of the curtain pulled back so I could quickly look out in the event I heard anything, I thumbed back through to the date I had accidentally first opened her diary at and began scanning backwards from there. It didn't take long to find another entry with my name in it either only a few days prior to the one I'd just read.
"Let Steve finally play with my boobs, and not just through my blouse either! Something he's been dying to do for the past couple of months now. Though he'd probably be upset with me if he ever knew or found out that the only reason I even let him was because of how horny I was. Horny, because I'd actually been thinking about Mark and not him, which is why I even let him finally get to second base in the first place. I saw Mark kissing Darlene after school, though I know he didn't see me. Can't believe I'm actually jealous of her, can't help but wonder if they're doing it. Played with myself again last night wishing it was me and not her he was kissing. Anyway, it was exciting finally letting Steve touch me, but sat there wishing it was Mark doing it the whole time that he was."
My mouth was dry, and my cock was rock hard. I actually felt light-headed as well as aroused and confused as I again scanned backwards looking to read more.
"He'd probably kill me if he ever knew this, not to mention what dad or Jill would do if they ever found out, but I snuck into Mark's room today, don't really know why I did, or what I was looking for, certainly not the dirty magazines I found stuffed under his pillow though that surprised me a little, nor the used cum-hanky I found in his drawer, though that at least does explain why he as so many of those in the wash when it's my turn to do the laundry, didn't recall seeing him blowing his nose all the time to be going through so many of those, now I do."
I felt my face redden with shame and embarrassment, reading that, though I was angry too as I sat there reading how Kathy had invaded my privacy, but then I continued reading on, invading hers.
Found a dirty note that Darlene had sent him, tore it up, don't think that he'll miss it though, not the first one I've found. Still wonder if they're doing it, though so far it seems she's only hinted to him about it. Threw away the pair of panties she stuffed into his folder too, that was gross in a way, though I later wished they'd been mine he was jerking off into and not hers. I know I shouldn't be feeling this way about my own Step Brother, but I can't help it. I keep wondering what will happen after graduation if we'll all go our separate ways after that. Maybe it will be for the best if we do, then maybe I'll quit having these thoughts about Mark."
"Damn! I wondered whatever happened to those," I said to myself now knowing what really had happened to the panties Darlene had given me as a tease back then. I'd looked all over my bedroom for them, then decided that perhaps mother had accidentally found them, realizing who they were even from perhaps, and had thrown them out herself. I certainly wasn't about to ask her about them either, so let the matter drop, wondering if something might be said at some point, though there never was! At least now I knew!
It was at that very moment that I heard a car pull up front. I took the briefest glance out the window, confirming that it was indeed Kathy who had just arrived.
"Fuck!" I said aloud, racing from the living room upstairs to her room as fast as my feet would take me. I'd managed to safely get the diary back into her room, but hearing the front door open, knew that I was caught on the upper level of the house where only Kathy's room and my parent's own bedrooms were, leaving me no reasonable excuse for even being there. I had only one other option, and that was the bathroom. With luck, Kathy wouldn't even know I was in there, and if somehow she did discover it, at least that gave me some sort of excuse for being on that level of the house if nothing else.
I quickly sat down on the toilet, even as I heard the front door slam, then moments later the sound of Kathy's feet as she literally flew up the stairs, then running down the hall past where I was at, into her bedroom with the door once again slamming behind her.
"Ah oh!" I thought to myself, "She's pissed!" Giving me even more reason to try and hide my presence from her, which I now hoped I could accomplish by quietly slipping out of the bathroom and back down the stairs to my own room before she discovered I was even there.
I'd even gone so far as to remove my shoes, figuring I could slip out even more quietly, soon after turning the knob on the door, easing it open and stepping out into the hall. The moment I did however, I could hear Kathy crying, sobbing almost uncontrollably through her door. I nearly continued on down the hall towards the stairs anyway, but her cries of sorrow finally got to me, and without having any real good reason for my being there, I walked over to her door and knocked.
"Go away!"
"Kathy? It's me...Mark."
There was a long silent pause before she spoke again, though this time the tears had stopped.
"What do you want?" she asked sounding irritated now.
"What I want, is to come in and see how you are," I said simply, continuing to wait.
There was another pause, though a shorter one this time.
"The doors open," she said.
Realizing I was still holding my shoes, I tossed them behind me onto the floor, and then walked in.
"What's wrong? What happened?" I asked.
Her eyes were streaked, mascara running every which way, which she only then tried in vain to repair as she sat in front of her vanity mirror. "I'm sorry, didn't know you were home," she said. "I didn't mean to upset anyone," she offered.
"You're still not answering my question," I said. "What happened?"
For the first time in recent memory, Kathy turned towards me, both her face and voice softening as she spoke.
"You really want to know?" she asked honestly.
"Yes, I do."
Even then she hesitated. "It might shock you a little," she told me candidly.
"After today, nothing could shock me," I thought, though I didn't say that. "Try me," I said instead.
"You know that Steve and I have been dating for quite a while now yes?"
"Yes," I said, though I now knew a whole lot more to that story than she realized.
"Well, he's been pressuring me to, well to you know...have sex with him."
"Not surprised, but am guessing that you haven't yet."
"No, no we haven't, though I have let him do a few other things."
Once again I knew what some of those "things" were as she'd put it, though I hadn't read forward yet, so perhaps there were a few more besides that I wasn't really aware of.
"Go on."
"Well the truth is, I've been putting him off, giving him just enough the way I thought about it to keep things under control without getting out of hand, but I guess even that wasn't enough. Finally, last week he told me that if things didn't happen between us soon, that he'd find someone who was willing."
"And?" I asked, already having an idea where this was going, though as I was about to learn, having an even greater impact on me that I realized.
"Obviously, he did, which I only found out about today. I wondered why Steve wanted to see me in the middle of the day, what it was he wanted to talk about, expecting more pressure from him about the other thing. But that's when he told me that he was breaking up with me, because he had in fact found someone else, and that they had already done what I was obviously unwilling to do with him.
"Who was it?" I asked, already having a sneaky suspicion by the look on Kathy's face as she looked at me.
"Darlene," she said softly.
My break up with Darlene had indeed been a difficult one as well. She had been the first girl I'd really cared about, but strangely enough, it was I who wasn't yet ready to have sexual relations beyond the a-typical petting and fondling which we had done together. She wanted more, not just the sex, but a commitment of sorts towards the future as well, which was something I wasn't totally sure I wanted to share with her.
"Go figure," I answered finally sitting down on the edge of the bed next to where Kathy was now sitting.
"Pretty ironic isn't it?" she said trying to smile.
"Very," I admitted, though Kathy had no clue that I knew how truly ironic all this really was. "Did you love him?" I asked.
She actually laughed at that.
"No, I didn't. Though I tried to convince myself that I did...or eventually would at least."
"Ok, so why are you so upset then?" I found myself asking. "Obviously you didn't have sex with him, so no harm, no foul. And I can understand you being upset with him because of Darlene, but if you didn't love him or want to have sex with him, then why are you so upset about it?"
"The reason I'm upset, is because life isn't very fucking fair!" she said bluntly, using a word I had never heard her use before. "That's why!" she nearly yelled, once again beginning to cry.
"Ok, you lost me." I said sitting there now more confused than ever.
"Fine! The truth is, I don't love Steve, because I'm actually in love with someone else, but he doesn't even know that I am. And even if he did know, there's not a damn fucking thing I can do about it, nor would he even knowing that for that matter! So...there, now you have it. That's why I'm crying and upset, because what I really do want, I can't have. And what I thought I wanted isn't there anymore either, which only makes me want to have the thing that I now know I can never have. There...is that better?"



She was rambling, carrying on...standing up waving her arms about wildly as she spoke pacing back and forth in front of me.
The next thing I knew, I had reached out, grabbing her arm as she walked by, pulling her towards me, off balance where she collapsed falling against me as the two of us tumbled back onto her bed, and then I kissed her. For a moment, Kathy tried pushing me away, even kicking, but only for a moment. With tears now streaming down her face once again, I kissed her again, even deeper this time, my tongue forcing its way inside her mouth where it met, and then danced with hers. After several long moments, she did push me away from her, but not forcefully this time, gently, asking for some space as she did so, which I then gave her.
"What the hell was that all about?" she said suddenly coming to her feet, trying to act like I had suddenly lost my mind or something, which in a way, I had.
And to be honest about it, I wasn't sure what to say, or why I had done it, and so said the only thing that suddenly made sense to me.
"Because I love you," I told her, "because I love you."
#
"Wha...whad' you just say?" She asked me again, her eyes wide open in surprise, her hand now bracing herself against the work desk, leaning against it as though it were the only thing holding her up, which perhaps it was.
"You heard me," I told her half tempted to stand, grab her and kiss her again, though I didn't.
"But why would you say that?" she asked seriously, looking at the moment like she really was about to faint and fall over by the looks of it.
"Why else? Because I do!" I continued on with this weird word game we'd begun playing, stating the truth, all the while dodging the reason though I was honestly feeling a bit dizzy and faint myself as I sat there.
We both just stood there staring at one another without speaking for quite some time. Finally like a light-bulb going off inside her head, Kathy spoke.
"How did you know?"
To this day I'll never know why I did it, it was a stupid move that I regretted for a very, very long time afterwards. But I turned my head towards the desk, not realizing that I did really, not really meaning to. But as I did, so did Kathy, looking where I had looked, and seeing her diary sitting on the desk the moment that she did.
"Please tell me you didn't read it," she said her voice quivering, both in shock as well as in guilt, fear and embarrassment.
Even by not talking, I spoke volumes, my face said it all though even then I tried to feign ignorance as to what she was talking about, she immediately picked her diary up however examining it. It may not have been locked, but the page saver that now dangled from the book told her it had indeed been looked through. In my haste and stupidity, I had failed to see it, or replace it back where it had belonged.
"How could you!" she screamed at me. "How could you just come in here and go through my personal things!"
My only defense was in offense as they say. And another stupid tact that I also wished later I hadn't used. "Me? What about you?" I tossed back. "You're the one who came into my room and went through my things!" I screamed back at her. "My magazines, my hanky's, and Darlene's panties too!" I also included stupidly, now reminding her of the other reason she'd come home all upset in the first place.
I had in effect, knocked the wind out of her though, she had nothing to say, couldn't say anything to me after that. All she did was point at the door, throwing the diary at me, just missing me as she did so.
"Get out!" she finally managed, even though I was nearly through the door as it was, then heard her as she slammed it behind me.
I looked down seeing my shoes, which I'd tossed down earlier, along with her diary that had just gotten through the door before I did. I picked it up along with my shoes and slowly walked downstairs back to my room, listening to Kathy's once again uncontrollable crying as I did so.
#
I don't know what excuse it was that she gave for not coming down to dinner that night, mine was along the lines of not feeling well due to catching a cold or something which is why I didn't. Perhaps with the two of us giving Ken and mom that excuse, they actually bought it without questioning it further, only telling us both to stay in bed the next day, and to call them if either of us needed anything.
It was weird, laying there in bed as I was, knowing full well that Kathy was doing the same thing upstairs in her room as the hours ticked by. Finally around two in the afternoon I had gotten thirsty, and not just for a glass of water that I could have easily gotten out of the bathroom next to my room. Deciding that regardless of what had happened, and even the mistakes I had once again made, I wasn't going to hide out in my bedroom forever either, so steeled my courage up enough to head upstairs to the kitchen for a glass of orange juice.
I'd just finished pouring myself one when I heard Kathy's voice behind me.
"Pour one for me too please," she said sounding tired and exhausted, which is pretty much the way I felt, though more than a little guilty too.
"I'm sorry," I said still not facing her, though I reached for a second glass pouring her a juice. "It was a stupid thing to do."
"No more stupid than my writing it down so that someone could read it...like you," she added.
We stood drinking our orange juice, though still looking at one another before sitting down at the table.
"Did you really mean what you said? Or did you just say that because you thought I needed to hear it?" she asked seriously.
It was time to be honest with her, about everything, so I was. I told her the truth from the very beginning, how it hadn't been my intent to go through her diary, but once finding it, how I had curiously picked it up, intending to find something I could have as ammunition against her later should I ever need it, then finding that part about mowing the lawn, and everything that followed after that.
"What I'm trying to tell you is this," I began finally getting to where I'd intended to go in the first place, "was that I didn't really know that I did...until I said it. And when I said it, I realized that I did, and had felt that way all along. I was just unwilling to admit it to myself, not even realizing that I actually had been all along."
We sat discussing the past, hashing out every mean thing we had ever done to one another, finally coming to the truth of it, that for the most part, we had each done so as it was a way of hiding the truth, not only from one another, but from ourselves. We had played tricks on one another, fought over silly things, made accusations all in an effort to keep ourselves from growing close, being Step brother and sister to one another, it was an easy way of escape, though a harder one had we not been true siblings, or even half brother and sister. The reality was, we'd had an attraction for one another from the very beginning, each one of us too afraid, too ashamed and obviously too embarrassed to ever act upon it.
"What now?" Kathy questioned.
"I don't know," I said truthfully. "Knowing it doesn't help make it any better does it?" I questioned her back.
"No...it doesn't," she agreed. "If anything, it just makes it harder, because now you do know my thoughts and feelings, and I can't very well change them or take them back."
I smiled as a certain image came to mind, though I tried shaking it away the moment it had.
"What?" she questioned seeing my face.
"Maybe if I did try and lighten the mood some," I thought, and besides, the cat was out of the bag now anyway. "Did you really play with yourself while watching me mow the yard?"
Kathy's face turned crimson. She looked on the verge of turning, running from the room as I rethought the brilliance of my comment. "You know that I did," she stammered holding her ground, "or I wouldn't have written it down!"
It was once again time for truth telling, and besides, I owed her one. "I've done it thinking about you too," I finally admitted to her, as well as myself, as I had done so, on more than one occasion.
"Really? You have? When?"
I laughed at that. "Sure you want to know?"
"Yes!" she actually giggled excitedly. "Tell me! Tell me when, where you were, what you did, what you thought about when you did it. I want to know everything!"
Now it was my turn to blush. "Tell you what, I'll tell you one, and then you tell me one...that's only fair," I told her.
She thought about that, but only for a moment, and then grinned, nodding her head. "You first though," she said. "Only fair!"
#
We sat there telling stories, revealing to one another nearly every single instance where we had thought about one another during the course of our time together. I was amazed at Kathy's candor, her willingness to so openly share with me those personal intimate moments where she actually had pleasured herself while thinking of me. And because she did, so did I, revealing the countless times I had slipped into my room, some image of her dancing about inside my head as I jerked myself off, though also admitting to my frustrations in having done so a good deal of the time, because she was after all my step-sister, and virtually unapproachable.
As we sat there swapping tales, I couldn't help but notice the sudden appearance of twin hard little points suddenly pressing against Kathy's tee shirt. As was usually the case, she always wore one of her father's long tee shirts to bed, hiding the white cotton panties she was also wearing at the moment. An outfit she had often worn, and one that I had in fact masturbated while thinking about on more than one occasion, which I now shared with her.
"Ok, your turn again," she sat grinning wickedly towards me. I couldn't help but notice at that moment that her hand had slipped down beneath the table, the subtle movement of it catching my eye.
"Is she doing what I think she's doing?" I wondered, the very thought of that heightening my own arousal, my hard stiff cock throbbing as a reminder of how arousing this ongoing conversation had been. The fact that I was just sitting there in my boxers made it far easier for my prick to have wormed its way through the opening of my shorts, which I too sat periodically fondling as we spoke.
"It was shortly after mom and I moved in," I began. "You were having your bedroom repainted remember?"
I watched Kathy's expression, waiting to see if she'd realize what I was recalling seeing as I related the instance to her.
"I remember that yes," she said easily, but obviously not knowing where this was actually going yet. I smiled and continued.
"Well because of that, you had temporarily moved out to sleep in the living room, you were wearing pretty much the same thing you are now as I remember as we all turned in to bed to sleep. At one point during the night, I got up to pee, then decided I needed something cold to drink so I came upstairs heading towards the kitchen, I didn't get much further than the landing next to the living room though because I heard you moan."
"Moan?" she said trying to remember, though a small smile had begun to spread across her face.
"Yeah," I affirmed, feeling my prick give a little twitch as the memory of her lying on the couch suddenly filled my head. "I remember there was a full moon that night because the living room wasn't all that dark, and I could see the light from the moon filtering in through the window, just enough that I could clearly see you laying on the couch, you weren't beneath the covers either as it was a fairly warm evening, but what I immediately noticed was that you had lifted your tee shirt up and over your boobs, your hand was caressing one of them, and your other hand had slipped beneath the hem of your panties, so I actually stood there just around the corner watching you touching yourself."
By the expression on her face, she clearly recalled that particular night, her face reddening.
"You actually watched me masturbating?"
"Oh hell yes!" I sat grinning, now slow-stroking my cock as I glanced over towards her, the subtle movement of her hand now not quite so subtle the way it had been a moment ago.
"So what did YOU do?" she asked in a breathless tone of voice.
"Well at first I was just going to turn around and go back down stairs, we weren't exactly getting along then if you remember, but then you lifted your ass up and slipped your panties completely off, spreading your legs."
Kathy was blushing profusely at this time as she recalled that night, especially as I began painting the image of it for her all over again.
"Oh yeah, I remember," she admitted her cheeks rosy-red at the moment.
"Well that stopped me dead in my tracks, I could easily see your pussy lips as you sat there playing with them, then begin to stick your fingers inside, finger-fucking yourself. About that time I felt my cock getting hard, and since I was only wearing my boxers, it soon poked out of them making it almost impossible for me not to stand there stroking myself as I watched you, just the way it's doing now," I added, telling her in doing so that I too was sitting there touching myself.
"Oh fuck!" she moaned obviously teasing herself now openly as we conversed, the confirmation clearly evident that I was stroking my cock just as she was sitting there petting her pussy. "I wish I'd have known!"
I laughed at that, "Oh yeah right...back then, had you knew I was standing there beating myself off, you'd have flown upstairs to tell our parents that I was spying on you, and telling them that you had caught me jerking myself off or something."
"Are you kidding?" she giggled, "Not with me playing with myself," she reminded me. "Especially since I was thinking about being with you while I was!"
"You were?"
"Oh hell yes!" she admitted. "This was on Saturday night wasn't it?"
I thought back, "Yeah, I think it was in fact, why?"
"Because Friday was the dance if you remember, the night you first went out with Darlene."
"Oh yeah, it was! But what's that got to do with any of this?"
She laughed, "Well after the dance Darlene had driven you home because you still didn't have a car yet, you were parked in front of the house when I came walking home with Jenny."
Jenny was the girl who had lived next door to us, and who Kathy considered her best friend at the time. "After she went inside, I came around the back of Darlene's car, though I didn't recognize it then, and wondered whose car it was, and what it was doing just sitting there. When I looked through the back window, I could see you sitting there in your seat, and that she was obviously jerking you off."
"Holy shit! You saw all that?"
"Well that much anyway," she admitted, "I almost banged on the window to disrupt it, but then thought better of it and hurried around the side yard into the house at the back. Anyway, what I was thinking about the following night there on the couch, was wishing it had been me doing that to you, and not her!"
Now it was my turn to laugh, "Damn, wish I'd known that's what you were thinking about when I was watching you!" I grinned broadly. "I wanted so much to just walk over, bend over and start licking your pussy!"
Kathy's eyes widened considerably upon hearing that. "I'd have died had you done that," she said. "But I'd have welcomed it too," she admitted. "At that moment, I wanted you more than anything else in the world, and it was all I could think about!"
"Speaking of thinking about," I said suddenly standing up, revealing my enormously hard cock to her as I did so. "Is you sitting there touching yourself right now, with me sitting here doing the same thing, and thinking to myself that what I'd rather be doing, is going down on you!"
Kathy stood a second after I did, though pulling the white tee shirt she was wearing up and over her head as she did so. Those twin points of hers which had been so erotically pressing against the material of the shirt, now pointed towards me, openly and invitingly, her firm full magnificent breasts so wonderfully rounded, begging for attention as they almost magically appeared, Kathy now standing before me wearing only that pair of white cotton panties. I saw almost immediately the dark colored spot of moisture that had seeped into them, springing me into motion. I closed the slight gap between us, folding her into my arms, kissing her deeply as her breasts crushed against my chest, my prick poking into her belly as we embraced.
"Your place or mine?" she giggled wantonly breaking the kiss.
We soon after raced downstairs to my room, as it was just slightly a little safer for us to do so in the event mom and dad came home unexpectedly. Kathy all but tore her panties off herself before bouncing up and onto the bed, with me stepping out of my own shorts just as quickly in joining her. Once again we kissed, but this time hands and fingers seemed to be everywhere at once, the feel of her soft breast filling my hand as I bent to kiss it, then sucking it. The touch of Kathy's hand as it wrapped around my stiff cock, just holding me for a moment, gently caressing, squeezing, and fondling it exploratorally as I soon after began doing to her.
"I need to kiss you there," I half whispered against her breast as my fingers twiddled the stiff little nubbin that poked expectantly, hotly between her legs.
"Don't just talk about it," she moaned excitedly. "Do it!"
Quick as a bunny, I slid down between her legs, my hands still capturing each of her tits, her hard firm nipples prisoners between my fingers as I teased them unmercifully, likewise now doing the same to her clit with my tongue.
"Oh fuck...fuck, fuck! That feels good!" Kathy wailed openly.
"Hmm, and tastes good too!" I responded back, my tongue now spearing her split, her juices flowing freely as my mouth and lips fought to drain them from the reservoir of her cunt, which refilled itself almost as fast as I could drink it down.
As excited as we both were, had been, Kathy's orgasm began almost immediately, her cries of delight alerting me first, the convulsions of her sweet pussy suddenly beginning. In a flash, I raised up, moving up, and in one plunge, sunk my shaft into her, hilting it. Her scream then was one of joyous surprise, rapture and pleasure all at once, filling her with my prick as she climaxed, continued to climax, and then climaxed again as we made love was incredibly beautiful beyond believe. I too had been hovering on the edge for far too long, feeling my own release now joining hers as we came together as one for the first time.
We lay together for long moments afterwards, slowly regaining our senses, collecting our breaths.
"What are we going to do Mark?" Kathy asked worriedly as I held her. "I can't deny loving you, and won't."
"I can't either," I said simply. "We can't go back now, it's no longer possible."
That very night after mom and dad came home, we sat them down and told them how we felt about one another. Understandably, there was a great deal of anguish and apprehension about it after we did, we talked with our parents long into the night about it, but as there were no laws about it, nor any real moral reasons that we couldn't be together, they both soon came to accept our decision, and days later finally came to embrace it.
We did agree to give it a year before getting married, though living together as we were felt like we already where anyway by the time that we did. Kathy now slept with me downstairs in my room every night, our relationship strengthening with each passing day, the atmosphere at home now pleasant, joyful and comfortable nearly all the time, unlike in the past. Even mom and dad seemed to grow closer together during the course of that year, eventually helping us to find our own place, giving us a down payment on a small house as a wedding present.



Perhaps some wouldn't agree with our decision, would find some reason to believe that we shouldn't have come together, and married as we did. But the plain and simple truth of it was, I loved her from nearly the first day that I met her, though it took time and patience and a lot of hard knocks to finally come to that realization for each of us.
Even our own personal wedding vows reflected our feelings, summing up the very thing that had finally brought us together.
As Kathy stood before me, a vision of beauty beneath the most beautiful wedding dress one could ever imagine, friends and family all gathered around to witness it, she held my hands, the ring I had already placed upon her finger along with the one she had just now placed on mine, looking up at me so lovingly, and asked. "Why do you want to marry me?"
"Because, I love you," I told her, "Because I love you."
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"I'm not sure I can believe you Chris," Donna told her friend as they sat together having lunch. "Not that I don't believe what you're saying isn't true, but that what your brother's friend told him isn't," she added trying to clarify and mollify her friends hurt look.
"Pete has never lied to me," Chris stated, "and I know he wouldn't have told me all this if he didn't honestly believe it too!" she added. "Which is why I decided to come to you with it, if anyone could look into it, I know you could, especially with all your connections!"
"I don't know Chris," Donna sat thinking it over, "too much hearsay for one, and if what your brother's friend told him is really true, it might be next to impossible to even prove it unless someone was idiotic enough, and willing enough to somehow get inside under cover as it where. Donna paused momentarily as her sharp mind tried to find some sort of solution, though she just couldn't see any way around it given the information that she had. "And to be honest, I can't think of anyone in their right mind who'd be willing to even do that!"
"What about you?" Chris asked. "You've sort of done things like this before haven't you?" she asked, "Which is why I told Pete I'd come to you in the first place. If this really is going on, if it's for real, don't you think someone should expose that it is and inform everyone?"
It could indeed be a big story, especially if it was true. But finding a way to actually prove that it was might prove to be next to impossible.
"There's a big difference between my pretending to be a care-taker at a home for the Elderly and something like this," Donna went on. "All I had to do there was basically keep my eyes and ears open, help out a little with the help of the trusted staff, and eventually discover who it was that was actually molesting all those women. This is a hell of a lot more complicated than that. I couldn't just observe things the way I did there, I'd have to pretend to go along with everything for a while until I was trusted enough to be accepted. And after what you've just told me, I'm not sure that I could, I'm not sure anyone could for that matter."
"Well, perhaps you're right," Chris said dejectedly. "It was just a thought, but I thought at the very least I would mention it to you, see if you were interested in looking into it."
At just thirty-three years of age, Donna Jones was a highly regarded, very well respected investigative reporter. Aside from the Care Center report she had done, which had eventually helped the police capture and convict an individual who'd been working there for years, Donna had also gone under cover, eventually exposing a Prostitution ring at a well known and up until then, highly regarded health spa, as well as numerous other though not as highly publicized stories. She was good at what she did, having several connections as well as a team of very efficient experts with various skills that she often tapped into in order to help her in uncovering her stories and bringing about the truth.
Donna wasn't afraid to get her hands dirty either, short of actually breaking the law, doing whatever it took which had at times included her wearing disguises as her face and identity were often too well known. But as she sat there thinking about what her friend Chris had just told her, she couldn't for the life of her find a way to get inside on this one, short of actually pretending to go along with it for a time, put up with what she knew would eventually prove to be a harrowing experience if nothing else, before she'd have enough proof to substantiate her story and expose everyone involved. She was good, but she wasn't sure she was good enough, let alone emotionally strong enough to pull this one off.
"Let me think about it for a while," Donna said picking up the check as they finished their lunch together. "In the meantime, tell Pete to tell his friend not to say or mention this to anyone else, if I do decide to look into it, it could jeopardize any real hope of exposing this, especially if someone becomes aware that either I, or someone else might be, not to mention my safety," she added as a concerned thought.
In her line of work, Donna had known there was some risk, but she'd always taken precautions before hand to ensure her own safety. In this situation, there wouldn't be much she could do to honestly protect herself should she be discovered. This time, she really would be placing herself out there on a limb.
"I'll do that," Chris told her assuring her. "But promise me, if you do decide to look into this, you'll be careful, don't take any unnecessary chances or risks if it means your safety, or perhaps even your very life. Pete's friend said these people can get pretty rough, and he meant that very seriously!" she cautioned.
"I will, and I'll keep that in mind," Donna told her friend, and then headed back to her office to give this some more thought, do a little research, though she didn't expect to find much that would initially help her going in.
If there really was much truth in what she'd been told, then this would be a difficult nut to crack, the people involved where very careful, did a lot of background research themselves, had people investigated and followed before ever permitting them to be trusted enough to use once they'd been trained.
She didn't know if she could even do that to begin with. Donna would be required to act and behave in ways she had never imagined before or even thought possible.
#
"I don't know Donna," Jerry told her after listening to her for the better part of an hour. "This would be the deepest you'd ever had to go without much of a safety net," he said telling her what she already knew. "And I'm not sure Dan would even go along with it to begin with," he added.
Jerry was her best male friend and co-worker. He was also the best brain with the best technological background she knew. If she ever needed or wanted anything, Jerry could find a way to get it, which had included faking I.D.'s as well as a complete new identity with history behind it if she needed it, which in this case, she would. As for Dan, he was the owner and managing editor of the newspaper she worked for. Though she was more free-lance than a hired on employee, she had worked exclusively for Dan, and had earned a decent enough salary in doing so.
"We're not going to tell Dan anything about this," she told her friend. "Not until I've got a lot more to go on, then we'll bring him into it," she told him. "If what Chris told me is true, then there are too many people in high enough places that they could bury all of this, including me if I don't find and get the proof that we need first before going to Dan with any of this."
"I still don't like it," Jerry told her. "But I'll be there every step of the way if I can," he added already knowing as he said that, that Donna had already made up her mind. "So, what are you going to title this story if you do manage to expose it?" he asked.
Donna laughed, "Oh I don't know, something along the lines of 'The Stepford Wives meet the Marquis De'Sade?" she said.
"God Donna, just the sound of that sends chills up and down my spine," he told her.
"Yeah, me too," she said seriously, already feeling them.
#
As Jerry began work on giving Donna a complete new identity, which anyone having access to the network would easily be able to find, Donna began her own initial research on the company in question, a perfectly legitimate one on paper, and one that was also highly regarded in the industry, yet low key just enough to fly just under the radar where it mattered.
She brought up their web site. It looked just like a number of other temporary hiring/placement agencies that specialized in temporary part-time help for numerous Fortune 500 Companies for which it served. Donna shook her head wondering, just how many placements where there, where the type of activities going on were actually happening? Real? It could also be entirely false, some disgruntled ex-employee with a chip on their shoulder hoping to seek revenge for all she knew, though she'd been given assurances from Chris that this wasn't the case.
Pete's friend had stumbled into it, though even this was a "friend of a friend's" sort of thing, and Donna had learned through experience that most of the time, those sorts of rumors and accusations never panned out. Pete had insisted however, to Chris, that what that friend had told him was held in the strictest of confidence, bragging about it to him, exclaiming the truth of it, and sadly enough, how exciting it had been for him to have personally experienced it on top of all that.
"Women hired, and then trained and placed to be willingly humiliated, abused, and even tortured, all for the amusement of other men and women in high places, in highly respected positions, for well known companies and organizations, all under the guise of temporary help," Donna mused while reading through "O.B. & D Services," which stood for Office, Business and Document Services, specializing in temporary employee placements.
It was again all legit, on paper. There was nothing that she could find anywhere, where there were any filed complaints against the agency. Any firings had come from just cause, each one thoroughly and appropriately documented, but even those were far and few between. Even so, Donna knew Jerry would be thorough in checking those out.
What was odd to her in comparison to most of the other similar agencies, were the disproportionate amount of accolades and letters of excellence that the organization proudly displayed on their website, proclaiming their years of professional service to the community, backed by hundreds and hundreds of letters of support and recommendations by a majority of the major Corporate organizations and leaderships.
Donna could only sit there and wonder just how widespread and how far this really went, if any of it were in fact even true. She still had no real basis in fact to go on, nothing more than a mere rumor really, and a totally unsubstantiated one at that.
"What the hell am I doing?" she asked herself as she picked up the phone and dialed Jerry's number. As always, he knew who was calling him before he'd even answered.
"You're in," he said simply picking up the phone. "You've got an interview at nine in the morning, I'm faxing over your work history, back ground history and identifications. You'll need to drop by my place for the hard ID however on your way in tomorrow. I'll have it ready for you by then," he assured her.
No longer a blond, Donna had gone with a dark brunet look, including fairly expensive hair extensions which she added, giving her shoulder length hair a fuller, longer appearance which now fell well down to the middle of her back. In addition, even going so far as to get contacts, which now made her eyes green rather than blue. Even Jerry had been amazed at the transformation with a little change in makeup and eye shadow along with her sunglasses, which did well to hide her real look and true identity.
"You sure no one will recognize me?" she asked for about the tenth time.
"About as sure as we can be," he'd told her. "You haven't done anything significant in several months now, so you've pretty much kept your face off the news."
"Gee thanks," Donna said sarcastically.
'You know what I mean," Jerry told her. "Most of what you do is behind the scenes anyway, you've never been one to seek that kind of exposure, so I'm still reasonably confident with the new disguise, no one will know who you really are, and your new name, education and work history are bullet-proof, even if they send someone out to interview the people we have in place, they'll all verify you are who you say you are, so we should also be covered there too."
"Let's hope so," she told him. "We had to call in an awful lot of favors on this one," she added.
"Yeah, but a lot of them owed you those favors too," he reminded her. "If it hadn't been for you, some of them wouldn't be where they are now, or have the kind of justice given them that each one of them deserved to have either."
"Yeah, I know, but it was never my intention for any of them to feel obligated to me in anyway because of my help either."
"They all know that," Jerry reassured her. "They're just trying to do for you, what you did for them, so that you can hopefully do what you're about to do now in helping a few others who may no longer realize or even hope that anyone will. Right now kiddo, you might be their only hope in exposing any of this."
#
It wasn't the interview she was nervous about. Donna knew she'd breeze through that with no problems, it was getting noticed, without being noticed that concerned her. Everything else was in place, as well as it could be. She met all the criteria from the little bit they had been able to dig up and gather. She was new to the city, had no real family to speak of, her parents having long ago died, no sister's no brothers, aunts or uncles. A loner. She came from a typical midwestern background, smart without being too overly intelligent, she'd attended a trade school too poor to graduation from college, with just enough skills to get her by. Slightly above average looks, had competed in a few beauty pageants, none of which she'd ever won, though coming in as first runner up once.
She read through her bio and background again until she felt she knew it by heart. The problem was, was it enough? Was it too much? There was no real way of knowing. All she could do was go through the interview and hope for the best. After that, it was entirely up to fate the way she saw it. This was an investigation that could end right here before it had even began.
There was one small tiny piece that she had insisted Jerry include, they had argued about it initially, until she'd convinced him about the wisdom of hiding it somewhere in her background, hinting about it perhaps when required to fill out all the necessary forms which Jerry had gotten for her to look at well before hand so that they knew everything they'd need to have.
For Jerry, breaking into the Oklahoma City Police files and leaving a false record of a man Donna, now Linda Franks had once been married to was of no moment. That he had been convicted of drug abuse as well as physical abuse was just one of many such files that remained in their archives, though his was also marked as "deceased" from a drug over dose shortly upon his release. But it wasn't even this extra tid-bit of information they'd established which was as important, as the one where by Linda's own admission, she'd never reported the physical abuse to the police, because she'd never seen it as being that. Some other concerned neighbor had been the one to report it, and had she not, chances were Linda's husband might never have been found out.
Donna had swung by Jerry's apartment with plenty of time to pick up her new ID's including a drivers license, passport, social security card (all appropriately worn and weathered looking to boot) and spent a few additional minutes going over a last few minor details. Then she was off to the offices of OB & D Services.
She spent the first few minutes of her appointment filling out all the appropriate forms, all of which she'd already seen and had become familiar with well before hand. There was nothing new there.
"Mrs., Franks?"
"Miss Franks," Donna corrected the receptionist as she stood and followed the woman into a small tiny little conference room where she was told that one of the reviewers would be meeting with her shortly, and then watched the young friendly receptionist leave closing the door behind her.
Donna didn't think there would be any hidden cameras within the room, no reason for it, but she purposely didn't sit there looking around for any either just in case that there was. She acted appropriately nervous without being too nervous, and waited. Just a few moments later a young, certainly younger looking man than she was entered the room.
"Miss Franks," he said getting her marital status right, obviously that small point had been addressed prior to his coming into the room. Donna stood taking his hand, shaking it.
"I'm Dave Elliot," he said in greeting, "please take a seat, and make yourself comfortable."
"Thank you," she told him sitting down, and then waited quietly as Dave scrutinized all the required forms she'd filled out. He then asked one or two additional insignificant questions, seemingly satisfied.
"It looks like everything's in order," he told her. "But if you'll wait for just a couple of more minutes, I'd like to pass this by one of the executives, if she has any additional questions she'd like to ask, I'll come and get you and see you to her office. If not, then you'll be free to go now and wait for our call."
"Ok, thank you," Donna said once again sitting and waiting patiently as he left. As she sat, her mind quickly ran through the all the corporate names she had looked at, one in particular coming to mind, Sylvia Grant. She had seen her photo, though she was sure it didn't truly do her justice. The one thing that was strange about it, was the way she wore her nearly white-blonde hair, in a pinned up quaff reminiscent of a late forty's early fifty's type of hair-style, though many of those had once again become popular. Problem was, according to the various photos Donna had been able to dig up on her, or rather the one's that Jerry had, she'd been wearing it that way for a lot longer before it had become vogue once again to do so.
The door opened. Dave was smiling. "If you have a few extra minutes, one of our chief executive officers would like to speak with you for a moment."
"Certainly," Donna responded, and then followed Dave out back into the office area, down a short hallway, and then through a door which opened into what appeared to be much more extravagant and lavishly decorated executive style offices. She looked up at the nameplate on the door as Dave knocked.
"Sylvia Grant" Donna smiled inwardly as she heard the invitation to come in, which Dave did only so far enough to open the door for her, allowing her to go by, then stepping back and closing it. Donna noticed that her file lay open on Sylvia's antique mahogany styled desk.
"Linda?" Sylvia said addressing her by her first name, extending her hand to Donna as she did so. "Sylvia Grant," she acknowledged herself as Donna took it, shaking. "Please sit down."
Donna sat, taking a deep purposeful breath, though trying to look like she hadn't as Sylvia once again flipped through a few pages of her application.
"Only have one or two additional questions to ask you about," she began.
"Go right ahead," Donna told her sounding a bit nervous.
"I noticed that on your application you indicated that you're currently single, and though this is a voluntary question that you're not legally obligated to answer, nor that we even require, the reason I'm asking you about it, is that I also noticed one other entry on the back where you also indicated that you had been married at one time. But since you didn't check or indicate divorced, I felt I needed to ask you about it."
"Yes, well, my husband's dead," Donna told her though without an ounce of regret when she said it.
"Oh, I'm sorry."
"Don't be, it was a life-time ago," Donna responded back.
Donna watched, as Sylvia appeared to make a few notes, scribbling something on the forms. She noticed the woman as she did so, smiling to herself. She looked every bit the way her photo's depicted her to be, though taller than she had imagined reaching at least six feet. She was properly attired in a business suit, not looking too overly sexy, yet exuding her sensuality and sexuality all the same. If there was ever a picture of a Dominatrix, she was it. All she needed now was an old style German officer's cap, a whip and some sort of tight leather or latex body garment and she'd perfectly fit the bill.



"Well, just a couple of additional questions for you then and we'll be done here," she said suddenly putting the file down.
Donna just smiled and waited for her to continue.
"What sort of aspirations do you have?" she asked. "The reason I ask that," she said continuing before Donna could respond, thus letting her know it was a rhetorical question in doing so, "is because we here at OB & D, pride ourselves in offering specialized services above and beyond those that most companies of our stature can afford to offer. You're certainly qualified to be placed in just about any of the companies we hire temporary employee's for, many of which go on to work for those organizations on a more permanent basis, but we also fill positions for executives, women and men who we feel have the aptitude and potential for going a lot further within an organization, people who don't mind doing a bit more of the lazy work that these Executives just don't have enough time in the day to do for themselves. I know this sounds callus, and maybe it is, but as they say, first impressions in business can go a long ways. And the Executives we do business with place a lot of emphasis on that. They like, and expect to see attractive men and women doing various odd and sundry jobs, hanging around, working with other executives. It sort of gives them a feeling of even more importance, which of course they are already. But let's face it, many of them like to feel and be treated as though they're Kings or Queens, whether they're willing to admit it or not. We know that, and we cater to it, which is something that other companies do not!"
"Of course," Donna said looking curiously interested.
"Some don't find the opportunity to be to their liking, even though many of our placements end up making a lot more money in the long run, or even end up landing executive type positions themselves eventually if they're willing to work hard enough. So my question to you is, are you one of those people? Are you willing to work just a tiny bit harder in what may sometimes turn out to be a seemingly unrewarding position in the beginning, yet one that can turn quickly lucrative and ultimately satisfying in the end? Or would you be perfectly content working in an office somewhere behind a computer? The choice is certainly yours either way, but I say this, because I'd like to offer you the chance and opportunity to decide between the two. I think you have what we're looking for if you chose to go the other way."
#
"Well? How'd it go?" Jerry asked when Donna showed up at his place shortly after her meeting.
"Too soon to tell," she admitted concernedly, "but I think she liked me, especially after I told her that I was VERY interested in her proposal. I met with Sylvia Grant herself after my initial interview, so I think that was another good sign. But she told me it may be a few days before I hear back from them."
Jerry knew all about Sylvia Grant, he'd done most of the research on her himself, though her background looked clean, almost too clean when he did as he wasn't able to pull anything up on her except for a very squeaky clean record.
"Sounds like just enough time to do a thorough background check on you," he commented.
"That's what I thought, let's just hope we covered all the bases."
"Don't worry, we did. And as long as the people we contacted just confirm the info we gave them, there shouldn't be any reason whatsoever for them to be suspicious about a damn thing. After that, it's all up to you."
Jerry paused seeing the worried look in Donna's face.
"You sure you still want to go through with this?"
"Oh yeah, I do, now more than ever," Donna said smiling towards him. "It's just that I know this time, I may have to go a bit farther with things than I normally would. I have a feeling that this time I'm going to be pushing the limit though, and I'm just a little worried just what that limit for me might be."
"Maybe we should set you up with some sort of a wire," he suggested.
"Can't afford to take that chance," she said dismissing the idea immediately. "I have a feeling that's something they'll be very careful in watching for. Sylvia told me that if they decide to bring me on, there's a party for some corporate bigwig that they'll give me a bit of a run-through test with. Some sort of special "attire" as she put it that I and several other girls will be asked to wear while we're there. I can only imagine what that will be," she concluded.
"I'm just not really comfortable with you flying without a net," Jerry said somberly. "There's no way to back you up safely the way I see it."
"Nor me neither," Donna admitted. "All I can do is watch out for myself, see if I can pull this off. If I can't, then I need to be smart enough to back out before anything seriously goes wrong."
#
Three days later Donna received a call from Dave Elliot asking her if she could come in and meet with Sylvia again. She didn't have time to stop by Jerry's office on the way in, it was too far out of the way, so she sent him a text message instead.
Sylvia met her wearing a similar outfit to the one she'd worn during their first meeting, though she greeted Donna in a much more familiar way, even giving her a brief hug as she did so. After they had shared a few brief pleasantries, Sylvia got down to business.
"Well Linda, I'm very excited to tell you that we'd like to offer you a temporary working position here with OB & D, you understand that since you indicated you were more interested in the specialty end of things rather than a mere office position, we need to do a better evaluation for those types of jobs, and the only way we can really do that, is to send you out on a temporary assignment and see how it goes."
"I understand," Donna told her smiling.
"Good! I'm glad to hear that! Now then, there just so happens to be a party going on this evening for one of our clients, we'll be supplying the service staff for it. Simple duties really, serving drinks, mingling and chatting with the client and his friends who'll be in attendance, that sort of thing. I'm sorry that it's on such short notice, and hope that won't be any kind of a problem for you."
"Doesn't sound too terribly complicated, and no...no problem for me at all," she added. "I'm actually looking forward to it!"
"No, it's usually not," Sylvia ventured letting the emphasis on the word usually hang in the air for a moment before continuing. "But it's important for you to know that sometimes these parties can get a little wild, and more important for you to know that we're not asking you to do anything you're not comfortable doing while in attendance. If at any point you feel like you are, or that you find something totally and completely unacceptable, it's our policy that you feel free enough to leave immediately. I'll be in attendance there myself, so at any time during the night if you find that you feel that way, just come and tell me and we'll see to it that you get home ok."
"Ok," Donna answered simply wondering as she did just what she was really getting herself into, and how far she really could go once she had.
"Now then, there's a sort of a uniform we've put together for the girls who'll be working the party there tonight, if you don't mind coming into the back dressing rooms with me, I'll see to your fitting personally."
Donna was smart enough that she knew going forward, that everything that she was asked to do, or shown, would be some sort of a test to see how she'd react or respond to whatever it was Sylvia came up with. Her fitting, which she soon realized, was no exception.
"Let's see how this fits," Sylvia said pulling off a very sheer white blouse with a small little black tie attached to the collar. She'd included a very short tight mini-skirt with black fishnet stockings as well. "You'll need to supply a black bra," she added. "Preferably something lacy and low cut so that you can show off your lovely breasts through the blouse. I know that perhaps it's a bit tacky, but as I said, we cater to our client's wishes wherever possible, and as long as you're comfortable with this..." she left the statement hang in the air for a moment waiting for Donna's response.
"Oh, no problem," she grinned removing the blouse she was wearing as Sylvia stood eyeballing her appreciatively. "I have several bras that I think will do nicely."
Donna quickly finished removing her skirt as well until she stood in nothing more than a pair of panty hose and the white bra she was wearing.
"We'll need to remove these too," Sylvia stated, "So we can ensure the fish-nets will fit properly, and see how they look on you."
Donna quickly did so, feeling slightly embarrassed, but fully aware that any real inhibitions she showed going forward at this point would work against her. Slipping off the panty hose, she now stood entirely revealed to Sylvia's gazing eyes, though she stood there smiling appreciatively as she did so.
"Nice to see that you shave completely," she added glancing purposely and directly down between Donna's legs. "Never did understand why most women leave that little strip of hair just above their mounds, looks sort of silly to me whenever I see that. I'd rather they just trim their bush if they're not going to shave it rather than do that. I myself prefer the shaved look as well, and besides, it keeps me feeling sexy and aroused most of the time whenever I do."
"Me as well," Donna offered, seeing the hoped for and anticipated smile of approval spread across Sylvia's face when she answered.
"Ok, let's try the blouse on now," she stated walking around Donna's back holding it up for her to slip into. Donna knew even before doing so that it would be too small, she wondered why Sylvia had obviously chosen a smaller blouse for her to even try on, knowing full well it would never button properly over her breasts.
Sylvia stepped back around in front of her, made some effort of trying to close the blouse over Donna's breasts, realizing as she did so it was simply too tight. As she did so, she managed to touch Donna's breasts, making it appear as though it was all incidental contact as she did so, though Sylvia continued trying to tug on the blouse making some pretense of adjusting it, still running her hands against the side of Donna's tits before giving up.
"You're a bit larger than I realized," she said feigning surprise. "You really do have lovely breasts by the way."
"Thank you," Donna said trying to sound thrilled by the compliment, though she felt squeamish inside as she said it. She'd never had a thing for women to begin with, let alone ever gone through that curious experimental stage either except when she was younger, though only briefly even then, but especially with Sylvia man-handling her, it made it even more difficult for her to stand there and put up with it, though she did.
"Let's try on another size, but let's see if I've got another bra we can try on with that too, not sure I like the way the one you're currently wearing will look beneath it, even though it's not black, but we really need this blouse to look right on you."
Donna quickly reached behind herself unclasping the one she was wearing, letting it fall until she stood there with her boobs hanging out for all the world to see, though in this case at least, it was only Sylvia, though the door to the dressing room hadn't been fully closed when they first came in either, so there was the additional expectation of someone else walking in on them as they stood there.
"Hmm, thirty-four, thirty-six, D right?" she asked as she rummaged through a few spare bra's hanging on some hooks on a nearby clothing rack.
"Thirty-four D, yes," Donna confirmed for her, though she had an idea that Sylvia knew damn well which size she was. Donna had nearly crossed her hands over her breasts as she stood there, forcing herself to keep her hands and arms down however, knowing that even this bit of awkwardness was being done to her on purpose just so Sylvia could gage her reaction to it.
"I know we've got some additional one's in the next room," she complained giving up, wait here for a moment, I'll be right back.
She wasn't about to just stand there entirely nude, taking the opportunity to at least slip on the fishnets and skirt when she heard someone entering the room. Donna turned expecting to see Sylvia, but to her surprise, it was Dave Elliot who peeked his head inside the door.
"Oh sorry, I thought Sylvia was in here with you," he stated apologetically, "one of the other girls is here for her fitting," he added as though that made perfect sense for his even being there.
Donna once again fought very hard not to reach up and cover her breasts, which she didn't, though she did turn away from him slightly showing him her bare-back instead as she placed her leg onto the small dressing bench pretending to readjust one of her stockings. "I think she's in the next room," Donna said easily. "She's looking for another bra for me to try on."
"Ah, ok...thanks," Dave said finally leaving the room, though this time at least, he closed the door behind him as he did so.
Once again, Donna was fairly confident this was also a set up, testing her reaction to having someone "accidentally" barge in on her to see what she might do or say. Moments later Sylvia came back into the room carrying a couple of bras as she did.
"I'm so sorry about that," she stated. "Dave said he came in here looking for me, there's another girl who'll be joining us in just a moment, I need to see about getting her fitted for this evening as well."
"Yet another test?" Donna wondered. "Oh, no problem," Donna said shrugging it off as though it were no big deal, seeing the look of satisfied confirmation on Sylvia's face when she did so.
"That's good, not like there won't be several men, and women looking at you tonight anyway," she said teasingly. "Especially as attractive looking as you really are!"
"Thank you," Donna said once again, trying to give Sylvia her best smile in acknowledgment of that just as a knock came on the door, which she continued smiling over as this time Dave had knocked before opening it and entering, though again doing so without being invited in.
"Sylvia? Melinda's here for her fitting as well."
"Thanks Dave," She responded as Donna watched another young woman brush past where Dave was still standing. "Will there be any others?" she asked.
"No mam, everyone else has been taken care of. These are the last two," he indicated purposely glancing over towards where Donna still stood, though this time she had screwed her courage up enough to actually stand there and face him with her breasts clearly revealed.
"Thank you," Sylvia said once again dismissing him, "then that will be all."
And this time, both the bra and the blouse fit of course, though again Sylvia insisted on helping Donna on with it, once again taking the opportunity to brush her breasts lightly with the back of her hand, even going so far as to adjust the cups, ensuring that she got a nice good feel of her tits while doing so.
"Much better! Much, much better!" She said standing back looking at her appraisingly. "Now Melinda, let's see about you!"
#
The party was scheduled to start around eight, though Donna had been asked to be there an hour earlier for some last minute instructions and a final going over to ensure that everything looked and fit right. Once again, Sylvia took the opportunity to pull on her blouse here and there, adjusting it as well as her fishnets and skirt, effectively touching Donna repeatedly until she felt like she'd been felt up more times than she ever had been in high school.
There were six girls who'd be working the party, all of which Sylvia went through the same motions with, adjusting their uniforms here and there until they had all passed her initial inspection. Donna learned as she stood there, that only two of the women had worked similar functions like this one before, three others including herself where brand new potential hires.
"Now Darlene and Susan have worked for us before, so they pretty much know what to expect, but for the four of you, let me go over a few basic guidelines and rules once again so that there aren't any misunderstandings. Greg Somerset as you all know is a highly respected businessman in this community, his corporation is amongst one of the biggest here and employs thousands of people worldwide though his Corporate center here is a very important part of the community, and as such, a very important client of ours as well. I expect each of you to act accordingly," she said letting that thought sink in for a moment. "However, you are all important to this organization as well, so it behooves me to be up front and honest with you, and keep this conversation strictly between us. Greg, along with several of his invited guests do have shall we say, some rather wild tastes whenever they get together like this, so I'm giving you all fair warning that you could expect to see just about anything and everything going on here tonight at some point. Whatever you see, hear or do here tonight is to remain here if you get my meaning. We are contractually obligated to keep it so, and should I ever hear anything reported back to us that it wasn't, and if we found out that someone leaked any information, you will of course be terminated immediately, but not only that, you will also be put on the black-list from ever being hired or reviewed with any other temporary or employment agency in town as well. Everyone understand that?"
Everyone did, including Donna as she stood taking all of this in.
"Now, once again, we certainly don't expect any of you to participate or do anything you're uncomfortable doing either. It is our wish to protect your rights as individuals, and as our employee's, every bit as much as we wish to protect Greg's rights and those of his guests while we're here. So if at any time, any of you find that you're uncomfortable working here tonight because of something you've seen or heard, then you're to come to me immediately, and we'll see to it that you're paid for the time you've been here, and then given a ride back home. Everyone understand that?"
Once again, they all did.
"Very well, you all know what's expected and required of you then, and beyond that, all I can tell you is to have fun tonight, as I am sure some of you will, and let's just make sure there aren't too many problems that arise so that we'll be invited back for the next party, or perhaps those of Greg's friends and associates once they see how good we are in handling one of these affairs for him."
With that, each of the women headed off to their various stations, which would be rotated throughout the evening, giving everyone a chance to mingle, as well as not get too overly bored with the same required functions. As Donna had learned, she'd spend the first hour mingling amongst the guests serving drinks and thus headed over to the bar where another girl would be making them and taking Donna's orders.
"So, you're new here tonight too huh?" Donna asked.
"Yes!" The girl Donna had been introduced to as Melinda and who had endured nearly the same type of scrutiny in the fitting room that she had, stood nodding her head nervously. "Exciting though isn't it?" she added. "Never in a million years did I ever think I'd be hob-knobbing with so many powerful and influential people such as this, I mean especially like Greg Somerset, who's got to be one of the richest most eligible bachelors around!"
Donna had already done some personal research on Greg Somerset as well. He was devilishly handsome, just over six feet with dark hair, a touch of grey at the temples giving him a distinguished look, though his smile was mischievously boyish whenever he did. He had brown eyes that looked almost black, giving him a deep penetrating gaze whenever he looked at you. He held several Master's Degrees, spoke at least six different languages, and was rumored to have bedded several well-known celebrities.



Turn back to face the young woman standing next to her at the bar, Donna couldn't help shaking her head. Melinda was certainly perfect for the position, or "positions" she considered, half expecting to find Melinda on her back at some point in the evening. Star struck for one thing, and obviously more than willing to do whatever was expected or required of her to ensure that she remained in good standing for whatever future work or opportunities came around.
"Yes, it will be interesting and exciting working here tonight," Donna confided in her, just then watching several guests as they began to arrive. "Well, that's my cue!" Donna said grabbing a tray of Champagne, "time to start working!" she added, and then headed over towards the door as Sylvia stood nearby watching her with a head nod of approval.
#
As Donna had expected, it took some time for the party to really get going, but once it had, it seemed to go from one extreme to the other rather quickly. As she had being doing for the better part of an hour now in serving drinks, she'd overheard bits and pieces of conversations, mostly of the flirtatious kinds, which had in some cases verged on the edge of being vulgar and obscene, all of which she'd either ignored as though having not heard it, or in the few rare instances where comments had actually come her way directly, had received all of those with a flirtatious smile, or laugh back at as though enjoying the attention rather than finding much of it too lewd to even want to repeat in mixed company.
And she was again reminded of just how far she was herself willing to go for a story, even one as potentially big in magnitude as this one could turn out to be. It would be an even later night for her than just the length of the party. Once she had arrived home, she knew she would spend several hours writing down her notes, attempting to recall as much as she had seen or could remember, along with names in the event at some point, some might be called in as eventual witnesses.
Donna had twice felt a hand rubbing her ass as she stood holding a tray of drinks, each time she had stood there allowing the violation, accepting it, gritting her teeth, and nearly just as often, finding Sylvia as she also mingled about keeping an eye on the girls as well as the party, giving her a knowing nod of approval as Donna stood letting who's ever hand that it was, continue to fondly caress her ass. She hoped that that was as bad as it would get, or all that she'd be forced herself to endure, though she'd seen one of the other girls, Susan as she remembered her being called, and not one of the new hires, having her breasts openly fondled as she'd leaned over offering some fresh made crab cakes to a couple of men who were seated together on the couch.
"I'd rather be served one of these beauties," he'd told her, reaching up, grasping one of her breasts even though it was through her blouse as he did so, and then fondling it as she continued leaning over him allowing it.
"Yeah, I wouldn't mind nibbling on one of those now myself," the other guy stated agreeing with his friend, only then reaching up to likewise begin handling her other tit. "So...what would it take?" he asked, "for you to let me have a little bite or two of this one anyway?"
Donna watched the woman giggle, then lean over even more so than she had been as she whispered something into his ear, seeing the smile on his face widen as he listened, shortly after that reaching into his coat pocket for his wallet.
"I think we can certainly handle that, he told her, then slipped her a bill which Donna couldn't see clearly, though it must have been more than enough, as she nonchalantly undid the buttons of her blouse, then pulling upwards on her bra, freeing them and allowing each of the men to openly sit there sucking on her tits as she stood there kneeling over them.
Donna had been distracted just enough that she hadn't heard or even sensed Sylvia's approach, her voice startling her, causing her to jump slightly when she heard it.
"Susan certainly appears to be having a good time doesn't she?" Sylvia had stated startling her from behind, though Donna quickly recovered in response.
"Yes, it appears so," she said finally prying her eyes away.
"Just remember Linda, we neither condone, nor judge what any of the girls do here of their own free will, just as long as they perform the tasks we've asked them to do, anything other than that, and outside of that is their business. So if you, or any of the other girls are invited to participate to one degree or another, that's perfectly acceptable, as long as it's also acceptable and agreeable with you."
"Yes mam," Donna answered letting Sylvia know that she wasn't being judgmental, or finding Susan's actions to be anything out of the ordinary, especially for a party such as this one was turning out to be.
"Good, and what I really wanted to tell you, was that it's time for a new rotation again. For starters, I understand someone has spilled some champagne up in one of the bedrooms, there's a mop and a bucket in the service closet next to the bathroom upstairs, if you wouldn't mind seeing to that, it would be greatly appreciated. Also, there's been a request to get some fresh towels as well, I guess one of the women who happens to be upstairs can get quite messy when she climaxes as I understand it, so they've asked if we'd get some for her before she does, think you can handle doing that?" Sylvia asked, "Or should I find someone else?"
"Oh, no...I can do it, no problem," Donna assured her, though she agreed to it with more than a little reservation in having done so. "It really is turning out to be quite a wild little party though isn't it?" she said now trying to act as though she was curiously excited by all of this.
"Yes, yes it is, and the nights still young yet," Sylvia added winking at her, then walking off over towards where Susan still stood having her tits sucked.
"Fuck!" Donna allowed herself to say just under her breath. She had no idea of what to expect when she went to mop up the spilled booze let alone grab some towels just so some woman could squirt on those instead of a pair of expensive sheets on the bed. But even she had to admit to this story getting off to an interesting start, and this as she realized, was only the beginning, not to even mention the party! She'd barely scratched the surface to what she knew was an even more decadent, clandestine aspect of all this according to Pete's friend. This was perhaps the way in to that, but Donna had a long way to go, obviously a lot more to have to put up with before even getting there, and once she was there, if she ever somehow found a way to manage that, then what?"
Steeling herself, she quickly headed upstairs, there was time for all that to think about later, right now, she had another distasteful job she had to do.
Donna found the service closet easily enough, but when she looked inside, she found no bucket or mop to speak of. Wondering if someone else had gotten to it before she had, she quickly crossed the hall to the linen closet, finding it just as quickly, and retrieved several large bath towels from it. By the laughter and noise coming from one of the nearby bedrooms, she had a fairly good idea which room she was expected to deliver them to, even though that wasn't with any real certainty. She could end up walking into just about anything at this point, and did.
To her surprise, Melinda was already mopping up the floor when she came in, which was the first of many surprises when she did. The first thing she noticed was a pair of women lying on the bed stark naked with an equally stark naked man lying on the bed busily going down on one of them, while the other woman was fondling that woman's breasts, watching as he did so. Melinda was busily mopping the floor, though Donna noticed as she did so, that she stood doing so topless, her breasts free-swinging back and forth as she mopped.
"Careful Linda, there's glass everywhere!" she cautioned. "I think we're going to need to get a broom too so we can sweep up the rest of this glass!
Hearing Melinda speak to Donna, the guy on the bed looked up, his face literally glistening with pussy juice. "Hey! You know the rules, only bare tits in the room!" he demanded somewhat drunkenly.
Donna looked over towards Melinda who just shrugged her head smiling sheepishly. "Yeah, that's why I am," she again grinned looking back at her, still chasing glass with her mop.
"I'll get the broom," Donna replied, then left the room back to the service closet. "Can I do this?" she asked herself, realizing if she didn't, that it might somehow get back to Sylvia, especially if the nut-case in the bedroom was someone actually important, which by the look of things, he must have been to so casually be using one of Greg's bedrooms in order to be having some fun with two other of his important guests.
At this stage in the game it was way too early to be thinking about backing out now. Grabbing the broom and a dust pan, Donna made her way back into the room, catching a momentary look of annoyance until she stood the broom off to one side and immediately began undoing her blouse, moments later removing her bra as well until she too stood there topless, helping Melinda finish cleaning up the mess they'd all caused.
"Oh yeah, much better, nice looking tits too!" He said looking up at her.
"Hey! You gonna eat me or sit there looking at her tits?" the woman beneath him demanded. "You can't do both you know, not if you want to see me squirt anyway!"
At least with the two of them working together they could hurry up and clean up the mess and get out of there, preferably before anyone started squirting, male or female the way Donna saw it, even if she had to do so with her own boobs doing gyrations as she worked.
Finally, the two of them had finished cleaning up the mess, sweeping up as much of the glass as they could find, and hurriedly left the room. The only good thing that came out of it, was seeing Sylvia along with one of Greg's business partners and another of the new girls walking down the hall as they came out. Even that caused Sylvia's eyebrows to rise curiously, seeing "Linda's" bare breasts as she and Melinda emerged from the room.
"Problems?" she asked stopping briefly as well as peeking inside.
"Not unless you don't mind taking your clothes off before going in there," Donna told her, "it's sort of a rule..."
"Oh, I see..." Sylvia said stepping back out, though not before she'd got a good look at the threesome still fooling around on the bed together.
"But at least one mess has been cleaned up anyway," Donna said grinning, eluding to another one that was about to occur at any moment.
"Well, you and Melinda have done more than your fair share for a while, feel free to party a little if you wish, have a few drinks, some fun, relax for the next hour or so. I'll come find you when it's time to give someone else a break," she added. In the meantime, I'll be down the hall here having a little fun myself, if you need me for anything, you'll know where I'll be."
Donna hoped desperately that wouldn't be the case. For some strange reason, she had a feeling that if she were to walk into a situation where Sylvia was involved, she might be asked to participate with her herself, which is something she honestly felt would be the one true deal breaker for her, story or no story.
"Thank you," she said instead, "I really could use a drink right about now," and then turned walking down the hall in the opposite direction back towards the main room, still topless, and intending to remain so until she'd at least gotten around the corner at the top of the stairs before putting her bra and blouse back on again. She just hoped that not too many people would see her before she did so, though remaining so as she walked away from Sylvia had at least scored some points with her, she hoped anyway.
By now however, most everyone there could have cared less about her being topless, most if not every other woman in the place already was herself, if not more so. More than one couple actually engaged in some form of sex act while others gathered around to watch, egging and urging them on.
Donna looked over and saw one of the other new girls, Sam, which was short for Samantha as she'd been introduced to her earlier on, was currently giving an older gentleman a blowjob as he sat on the couch next to his wife, who was herself at the moment getting herself licked by the only other male who had shown up a short time after she had, and who'd taken over the bar-tending duties for Melinda after that.
And though she had managed to dodge several bullets so far during the evening, she was wondering when her luck might run out, and she was forced into a too compromising position herself, where she'd have to come to a hard decision and end up walking away from the only way in that she had.
It was only moments later when she ran headlong into that, and in a way she had never quite expected to do.
Donna had given up smoking several years back, no one seemed to be worried about serving drinks or doing much of anything else except for fucking or sucking it seemed, so the only thing she could think of to do was grab a drink for herself, and then head outside to the veranda and pretend to get some air, though even that might look suspicious, so she cornered Darlene asking her for a cigarette as she'd seen her outside smoking one earlier.
"Bum a smoke from you?" she asked. Darlene was mostly naked, even the fishnets she'd been wearing earlier had been torn away from her in places, specifically around the crotch area. "Sure sweetie, help yourself," she said a bit drunkenly, pointing at her pack, which was lying on the table. "Having fun?"
After seeing the craziness going on down below her, Donna had decided against putting her blouse and bra back on, which at this point in the party would have looked almost as suspicious to everyone going in the opposite direction, as Donna had again noticed and realized, every woman there, including the working staff was at least topless by now.
"Oh yeah, just came from a fun little party up in one of the bedrooms," she said fishing out a smoke, and then two from Darlene's pack. "Damn fucking exhausted from it too!" she added smiling.
Darlene laughed, "Yeah, know what you mean, damn interesting work though isn't it? She mused, and damn good fucking money too!" she added.
"Sure is," Donna agreed, and then turned to head out onto the balcony nearly running over Greg Somerset when she did.
"Whoa there sport!" Greg exclaimed as Donna all but ran into him nearly spilling her drink on him in the process, but spilling enough of it on herself that she'd managed to douse one of her breasts with most of the champagne she'd carried outside with her. "Here, let me get that," he told her before she could even say or do anything, watching as Greg leaned over licking her soaked breast off with his tongue. "Normally I'd say that was a waste of some damn fine champagne, only in this case...it wasn't!"
Donna actually felt herself blush, bad enough feeling her nipple harden of its own accord as he licked it, though whether some of that had to do with the colder night air, she couldn't really say, but the fact he now stood there devouring her with his eyes, one hand still holding her breast didn't make things any easier either.
"I'm sorry," she said again, finally stepping off to one side, forcing Greg to reluctantly let go of her tit. "Was just coming outside for a smoke."
Greg noticed she was holding two in her hand. "Care if I join you?" he asked, holding his fingers out in a "V" asking her for one of them, which she quickly gave him, only then realizing she had nothing to light it with.
He laughed, fishing a lighter from out of his pants pocket though he fumbled with it for a moment in doing so. "Isn't this where you say something along the lines of, is that a lighter in your pocket? Or are you just glad to see me?" he laughed once again at his own joke.
"Both, I'd have to say," answering him. "By the smile on your face anyway, and the lighter I really do hope you have since I obviously don't have one, though I guess I could try rubbing my tits together like the boy scouts do, and see if I can light it that way!"
Greg laughed at her joke, smiling that beautiful smile of his which hadn't really done justice to him in the photo's she'd seen, though he once again stood there looking at her exposed breasts until she reminded him about the lighter, drawing his attention away from her and back to the unlit cigarettes each held.
Donna found it an odd sensation to be standing there with her breasts fully exposed carrying on a conversation with him, and feeling so comfortable while she did, had it not been for his occasional looks down at her breasts, she wouldn't have thought anything otherwise as they stood sharing a smoke together. One comment he made initially alarmed her though he soon soothed her fears regarding it.
"You're different than most of the other girls your agency usually provides for these functions," he'd said. "There's something different about you, something special, I can sense it."
Donna felt her mouth go dry with concerned worry and fear, but then he smiled, telling her that she was obviously intelligent, and wondered if she'd consider coming to work for him. Not knowing quite what to think about that, she told Greg she'd think about it, and let him know.
They finished their smokes just as one of Greg's guests came outside looking for him, apparently there was quite a party going on upstairs in one of the bedrooms, and he was being asked for.
"Want to come up?" he asked Donna hopefully. Once again she was nearly paralyzed with indecision and fear by way of an answer, or commitment, and perhaps by the look on her face, he didn't press it with her. "I understand this is all pretty new to you," he said seeing her look. "But think about what I asked you," he finished, and then followed his friend back inside and upstairs to the room.
Donna managed to keep herself busy and otherwise indisposed for the remainder of the night, returning home at nearly four in the morning where she collapsed into bed, exhausted, apprehensive, but surprisingly exhilarated by everything she had witnessed and seen. For the first time in a very long time, she found herself having to masturbate in order to relieve some of the tension and stress, only afterwards being able to sleep and doing so until late in the afternoon when the phone rang waking her up.
She grabbed for the phone still half asleep, expecting it to be Jerry who was calling her, though she'd told him she'd call him when she could. Perhaps he couldn't wait anymore she surmised when she answered.
"Hello?"
"Linda?" Still sleepy, she nearly said whoever was calling had the wrong number, and then the all too familiar voice registered waking her up fully.
"Sylvia?"
"Good morning," she began, and then added, "I'm sorry, did I wake you?" Knowing full well that she most likely had.
"Oh no, I was up," Donna lied to her, trying to sound far more alert than she really was.
"Good, just wanted to see how you were doing and feeling this morning, I wanted to get your thoughts and reactions to the 'function' last night," she called it, "while it's all still fresh in your mind. Can you come in so we can meet for a while this afternoon?" She asked not really waiting for an answer. "And...I have another proposal for you that we need to discuss as well."
Donna got herself together, dressed and soon after left for her appointment, curious about what Sylvia wanted to go over with her for one thing, trying to recall anything she might have said or done while at the 'function' that might have caused there to be any suspicion. She couldn't think of any, and quickly rang Jerry giving him the Readers Digest version as she drove.



"Call me back the moment you know anything more," he demanded from her, "and I want to hear ALL the juicy details from the party when you do to!" he'd added.
She laughed at that, "good old Jerry," he might have been a friend and co-worker, but he was like just about every other guy she'd ever known too, always horny and always wanting to talk about sex, except this time, she had quite a story to share with him.
#
Donna had once again been seated across from Sylvia's desk though she hadn't as yet entered the room. She waited nervously, wondering what it was Sylvia wanted to discuss with her, not to mention the proposal she had for her either. Perhaps this would be the opportunity she'd been waiting for, a chance to really get inside the organization. As she sat, she recalled part of her conversation with Jerry, even then wondering how on earth she'd ever finally get accepted, her shyness though she tried as hard as she could to blend in at the party, might keep her from getting into the more decadent aspects of what was really going on, and thus keep her from ever exposing what was really going on with the agency, or the girls they using to satisfy the decadent wishes of their clientele.
"I don't know if I'll be able to do this," she'd admitted to Jerry. "It's definitely a well concealed trap either way. You're told right up front that it's by your choice and your choice alone if you decide to participate in some of the things going on. Sylvia made that very clear, adding that the moment we feel uncomfortable with anything, that they'll pull us out immediately and ensure we don't have to do or see anything that we're not completely and totally comfortable with. But doing that also means we certainly won't be invited back again to anything like that either. It's a neat trap, they make the claim that they're backing their employee's one hundred percent on the one hand, yet on the other making it known if this isn't your cup of tea, that you won't be considered for any other positions at that level of the business either."
"Well, just be careful Donna," Jerry urged. "No story, no matter how big it might end up being is worth jeopardizing your safety either," he'd reminded.
Donna was sitting there thinking about that very fact just as Sylvia entered the room joining her.
"Well good afternoon Linda, I'm glad you could make it in. As I mentioned, I wanted to get your thoughts on the party last night," she said using the word for what it had really been. "Did anything bother or trouble you about it?" she asked. Though continuing on before Donna could respond as yet. "I know that sometimes, some of those functions can get pretty wild, and the last thing we want to do is have any of our employee's feeling uncomfortable while attending one of those." Sylvia paused, now waiting patiently for a response. She'd be almost constantly drumming into her how the Agency wanted to protect and shield their staff, it had become almost a mantra the way she kept impressing those thoughts upon her, seeking continuous assurances from her that she was still fine with everything.
"No, nothing bothered me," Donna told her easily. "Yes, it was a bit wilder than what I was expecting perhaps, but nothing I wasn't prepared for," she added with a reassuring smile.
Sylvia nodded her head appreciatively in hearing that. "You did outstanding work while you were there," she added, "And especially in having to deal with some of the lecherous old men that were there," she said, totally ignoring the fact that there were just as many lecherous women there as men, and even worse in some ways as Donna recalled. "I've already spoken with two of the new girls who were there, both of which have expressed they're not interested in doing anything like that again, which we perfectly understand of course, and will ensure that they're given other less complicated and stressful assignments. So, having said that, what are your thoughts?" She asked pointedly.
"Well, it was certainly interesting, but nothing I didn't feel I couldn't handle," she told the woman. "I've never been one to judge someone else's pleasures either," she added. "So I really didn't see or do anything that I felt was uncomfortable or unacceptable to me either."
Sylvia smiled upon hearing that. "Very good," she said standing up coming around her desk. "I also wanted to pass along to you that Greg took a personal interest in you as well."
"Oh really?" Donna said feigning surprise. "I barely even spoke with him," she added.
"Well, enough that he indicated to me that he'd like to bring you aboard as part of his personal staff," Sylvia told her. "Of course initially it would be a temporary assignment until everyone was confident and in agreement that you were the right person to fill that position. So in the beginning, you'd still be under contract with us. You might be working with Greg, and for Greg, but he couldn't fire you directly if things didn't work out. That's where we come in as a go between for you, so you'd still be working for us, and we'd see to it that if anything came up or caused you any concerns, we could immediately pull you out and find something else for you to do. Our employee's welfare is one of our primary obligations and concerns."
Once again Donna thought how it also made it virtually impossible for Greg's firm, or any other of OB & D's clients to be responsible or accountable for anything that might go on either, all the liability protected as long as the "employee" was willing to accept the situation, and the moment they weren't, all they had to do was say so and they'd be reassigned, thus protecting them from any sort of uncomfortable or unacceptable environment.
"Now, before we officially offer you the position, there are a few additional details we need to discuss, then if you're still interested, we'll proceed."
Donna sat listening as Sylvia explained everything to her. Greg had decided to hire on a second "personal assistant", someone who wouldn't exactly function as a secretary, as he had already had several, this was his "Girl Friday" as Sylvia called it, someone who was willing to be at his beck and call, run odd errands, be there to assist him in whatever capacity he needed or required, even if a goodly part of her day was just sitting next to the phone in the event he needed her to perform some immediate task. It would also include helping him with more intimate dinner parties where OB & D's services weren't actually required, or when going off on business meetings, to go along with him as his assistant and continue to function there again in whatever capacity might be needed or required. The pay was exceptional for doing this, for being on call virtually twenty-four hours a day, unlike a typical secretarial position, and now knowing all that, was she indeed still interested?
"Oh one more thing you do need to be aware of," Sylvia managed to slip in just before Donna had excitedly agreed. "And this is where we need to advise you in the strictest of confidentiality here, and once again stress that if at any time you are unable to continue working with and for Greg, that you are to immediately inform us of such so that we can transfer you from that position into something better suited for you," she added.
"Ok," Donna said waiting.
"You got a taste or an idea of some of the clients, business associates and even friends that Greg knows. Some of which have shall we say, some quirky or interesting tastes. There may come times when Greg is entertaining some of these people, and you may be subjected to witness or see some of the things they often do in the privacy of those gatherings, you may be called on to perform a few chores, help out if you're asked to do so, as long as you're comfortable doing it," she once again stressed for the tenth time. "But there are serious consequences to ever divulging any of this to anyone outside of the business, or with us, though we're certainly always here for you should you have any questions or concerns. Do we understand one another?" she asked letting Donna know in saying so that there could be serious repercussions if she wasn't, or didn't.
"Yes, I understand perfectly, and it's nice to know that if I ever find myself in an unacceptable position, that I can come to you and be reassigned elsewhere if I find I can't handle it. But I'm fairly open-minded for one thing, and confident of my own judgment, so I don't really see that there will be any problems, or anything I can't personally deal with either."
"We'll see," Sylvia said leaving it. "But I'm satisfied, for now anyway, so I'll go ahead and draw up the paperwork. You'll be starting work for him first thing in the morning then."
Having been given the address where she was supposed to go, along with her own personal access code to the Executive parking level, elevator and Executive entry, Donna left with a sheaf of additional papers to read over and fill out, along with a list of appropriate attire she would sometimes be expected to wear for one reason or another, most of which she already had, though there was enough of a subtle hint included that Greg liked his personal assistants to dress "attractively" and not so business like as many of the others might normally do.
"In other words, show a little cleavage," Sylvia grinned suggestively, showing Donna as she did so a little of her own as she bent over from behind, undoing one additional button on Donna's blouse by way of emphasis. "He's quite a tit man you know," Sylvia told her, so get used to leaving one more button undone than you might normally allow," she'd said now walking around back in front of her taking a look. "Yes, much better, especially with as full of breasts as you have, no wonder Greg wanted you to come and work for him," she'd added. "If I could afford to pay you what he will be, I might have even offered you the very same position here too."
Donna smiled as though the thought of that was tempting to her. "Well, unfortunately the money IS better," she responded, "But...if for some reason I don't like working there, maybe we can discuss this again," Donna said standing in hopes that the meeting was now over.
"Perhaps," Sylvia smiled back cautiously. "But, I will of course be involved with you and Greg from time to time, he is one of my own personal accounts that I like to closely monitor, so it's not like we won't be working closely together anyway," she added letting Donna know as she did so, that she would certainly continue to keep a close eye on her.
#
"Well, I'm in!" she told Jerry, "At least for now anyway. I've already been faxed over an agenda of some of the upcoming parties and events I'll be personally assisting with, the first of which is this very Saturday at Greg's estate. This may be the break we've been waiting for Jerry," she said enthusiastically. "The only question is, can I pull it off long enough until I have enough to expose and uncover everyone else who's involved? I do think that getting this job with Greg as his assistant is the key, as he seems to be high up on the list, and might thus lead me into who else might be as well."
"You're still going to be flying without a net," Jerry said concernedly. "Sure it's not time to bring Dan into this?"
"No, not yet. Not until we've got something concrete to work with, something to give him, to show him. Not until then," she demanded, getting Jerry's word he wouldn't say anything until they really did have something to go on. "And besides, you'll be there for me," she added "You're the one person I know I can truly count on if I need to."
"And you know I always will be too!" He assured her, feeling somewhat better. "Though I still wish you'd let me fit you with a wire or some sort of recording device anyway," he added, "for your own protection!"
"Well considering the fact that I'll be showing off a lot more of my boobs than I'd really care to, and that I also know they'll be looked at a lot more often that I might like, I seriously doubt it would be a very safe thing to be doing in the event someone were to discover that my under wire bra really wasn't one now do you?"
Jerry laughed at that, commenting. "Well it still sucks on this end, the one time I could sit there and stare at your boobs and get away with it, but since I'm not on that end of things to be doing so..."
Now Donna laughed, "More fun when you're trying to do it and get away without me catching you at it anyway," she told him. "A hell of a lot different than putting them on display to be looked at, and knowing you really don't have any say in the matter. Sort of takes all the fun and excitement of flirting wouldn't you say?"
"What, now you tell me you've been flirting with me all this time and I didn't know it?"
"Well, now you do," Donna said hanging up the phone.
#
Donna had an appointment first thing in the morning with Greg in his private office, which as she soon learned, was entirely different than his Executive office one floor below were all the other staff was housed and worked.
She'd worn a tight red dress which was fairly low cut in front, wanting to make a good first impression, which by the look on his face when she came into his office, she had.
"Perfect!" he said grinning down at her. "You look beautiful!" he added with a boyish smile on his face.
"Thank you," she smiled back appropriately, accepting the compliment along with the continued look at her chest as he sat there.
"You got the itinerary I sent over for the weekend?" He asked.
"Yes, I did," she said removing it from the portfolio she now carried. "Though I've got several questions regarding it," she added taking it out.
"Figured you would, which is why we need to go over them," he said offering her a coffee, or even something stiffer if she preferred it.
"Coffee's fine, thanks," she said accepting a cup. "Now, you've indicated the approximate time of your guest's arrival, as well as the number, but you made no mention of them as to who they are, or what you'll be needing me to do."
Greg smiled at that. "Primarily for reasons of confidentiality and security," he told her. "One of my guests, who'll you'll of course meet and be introduced to there, is a major CEO of another company we're thinking about doing some business with, he and his wife will be in attendance, along with two other friends of mine. In addition, I've also invited Sylvia to be there as well, for reasons you'll discover while there."
Donna wasn't too excited to hear that, which meant she'd have to be doubly on guard while she was, but she grinned looking pleased at the prospect.
One of the things about doing business," he began, "Is getting to know the people you're about to do business with, and that includes their hobbies, their likes, or even their dislikes. That's why I make it a point of catering to some of those wishes and desires in the privacy of my own home where they can feel safe in a comfortable and relaxed setting, where what we do or discuss remains private and where I can get a much better feel or idea how a business relationship might prove beneficial for everyone involved."
"Makes sense," Donna agreed continuing to listen, though she was saddened to discover that the document she held hadn't contained the names or even the company that Greg was alluding to. She could have really used some hard evidence, but...it was still early in the game yet, she told herself.
"Now, judging by the way things were the other night at the party, is it safe to assume that you won't have a problem with any nudity?" he asked watching for her reaction.
"No, not really, why?" she asked curiously, already wondering as she asked that what might indeed be required of her if she were to be.
"Good," Greg said sitting back in his chair looking relieved. "The reason being is, eventually they all will be, especially with what is planned, now the reason I asked that, is that though you won't be involved directly in certain things, having someone around who was still dressed can cause a bit of uncertainty and mistrust. And we can't have that now can we?" he asked.
"I guess not," Donna replied seeming to go along with what he was telling her.
"And though you may only be asked to be there to get things, or freshen drinks and the like, having a bit of additional eye-candy doesn't hurt either," he'd added once again appreciatively checking out her breasts. "But with everyone else being naked, or nearly so, having you there and not being, would make everyone else self conscious or concerned as to why you weren't. So, as long as you're ok with that, and know what to expect, then I think the evening will certainly prove to be an interesting one for you as well."
"Do doubt," Donna thought, though she didn't say it.
"I left you with a list of things to look into he told her. "Most of it is all follow up, such as the catering, though it's not to be an elaborate dinner affair, just simple refreshments, snacks and the like, though I know everyone's apt to work up a considerable appetite before the evenings over, so things like that. Make sure the Champagnes on ice, and that everything else on that list has been reviewed and provided for, other than that, not much else to do at this point except for to see you there," he told her, effectively dismissing her.
"Do I need to do anything else while I'm here?" She asked.
"Nope, all the normal every day stuff is being attended to," he assured her. "I'm paying you to see to the other kinds of stuff that no one else really needs to know about," he added. "Unless of course you wouldn't mind doing a really personal favor for me," he added, "though it's certainly not expected of you, or obviously part of the job either," he amended quickly.
"And what might that be?" she asked trying to sound interested, but hoping that it wasn't going to be something that would end up being a deal breaker for her, which to some extent, she now worried and realized that it might be.
"Well, since I'm not really your boss, since you're technically still working directly for Sylvia, this is more along the lines of a personal request, something I sort of enjoy in getting my day started off with."
"Which is?" she again asked, though already beginning to suspect the worst, and wondering as she did if she'd be able to go through with his "request, or rather favor" when she learned what it was.
He was actually blushing a little as he came around from behind his desk sitting down on the nearby couch. "Was wondering if you wouldn't mind giving me a little stress relief," he now openly admitted to her. "Whatever you're comfortable with," he added, "if you're indeed comfortable with it. But have always enjoyed a nice long pleasurable hand-job, if you think you can handle that," he looked at her questionably.
"Could she?" she asked herself, knowing that she'd need to answer that question quickly here. "It could have been worse, he could have asked for or expected more," she argued with herself briefly, then by way of answer she stood up from her chair approaching him. "Be more than happy too!" she smiled surprising herself. "With? Or without the dress on?" she asked, surprising herself even more.
#
She had only struggled with it briefly, though she knew without any doubt she would never tell Jerry that she had. He was more than delighted when she included the additional suggestion of removing her dress, which she'd actually done for a couple of reasons, one...she didn't want to take any chances of soiling it for starters, it really was brand new, and fairly expensive outfit. Two...by making the suggestion herself, without his requesting it, she'd gained a little more trust, even if it wasn't a lot as yet, but just enough so that he wouldn't be quite as fearful about including her into his confidence as his very...very personal assistant. Something she also hoped would eventually make its way back to Sylvia, which she was sure that it would.



With nothing more than her panties, pantyhose on, which she made no effort to remove, and which he didn't complain about in her not removing them either, she did take off her bra, allowing his hands to roam over them freely as she sat down beside Greg on the couch, unzipping his fly, and then reaching in and eventually freeing his hard stiff cock. And though she had managed to convince herself she was doing all this for a story, the honest truth of it was, she was attracted to Greg, and quickly becoming aroused by him as well. It made it easier for her to do, had he been unattractive, chances where she'd never have gone even half this far with it.
Donna sat on the couch while Greg continued to caress her breasts, her nipples hardening beneath his touch, arousing her even though she had told herself she wouldn't allow herself to get that way. She played with Greg's prick, feeling it harden even more so in her hands as she did so, rubbing the sensitive crown with her fingers, teasing it, and then squeezing it, seeing a large fat droplet of his precum oozing out which she quickly gathered up with her fingers, using that to further stimulate his prick with.
"Fuck that feels nice!" he told her.
"Glad you like it," she purred back continuing to stroke him, now making squishy erotic noises with his juices as she continued to do so.
"If you're half as good at doing this as you are in sucking, I can only begin to imagine what that feels like."
"Perhaps another time," she said playfully, though hoping she would be able to dodge that particular bullet if and when it came, though she was also once again surprised to find the thought of actually doing that, not as far-fetched as it might have been at one time either. She realized she still had a little latitude before crossing that imaginary line yet that she wouldn't be able to cross, but she again wondered, how soon before she had to make that decision, and what she'd have done just short of that by then.
Moments later Greg was happily and joyously shooting off. Donna pumped his prick, catching most of his spunk in the palm of her hand until she had milked him completely dry. As he sat admiring her nearly nude form, Donna used his attached private bathroom to wash up in, bringing him back a nice warm towel so that he could finish cleaning up himself.
"Well, guess I'd best get going, I have a few phone calls to make," she said as she hurriedly dressed before he came up with another excuse to keep her there.
"Yeah, ok," he said smiling totally content. "Plan on being at my estate at six, I'll take you for a little tour then and give you some idea of what to expect during the course of the evening."
Donna had his address and phone number information, leaving by the way of the private express elevator, she was soon back on the equally private parking garage level where she'd left her car. As she drove home, she felt the trickle of excitement which had pooled between her legs, touching herself even through her pantyhose as she drove until she'd managed to finally relieve a little of her own stress by the time that she got there, though doing so again, far more leisurely finding herself fantasizing about actually making love to Greg while she did so.
#
Checking her watch, she was just a few minutes late when she finally pulled into the private driveway of Greg's estate, parking her car and then hurrying towards the door. Traffic had been a nightmare with an accident closing part of the freeway, though she'd finally managed to get off the interstate bypassing most of it. Ringing the bell she waited, she half expected a butler or some sort of house staff to greet her, but it was Greg who opened the door.
"You're late!" he said sternly surprising her. Maybe she was, but it was only by a very few minutes.
"Sorry," she said stepping past him. "There was an accident..." She never finished her sentence, before she even realized it, she felt a firm hard slap on her ass.
"Ouch!" She spun on her heels glaring at him for a moment, but only for a moment, his eyes piercing as he stood there.
"You should have anticipated any contingency," he warned her. "That was just a little friendly reminder to not let it happen again."
His demeanor frightened her for a moment, the slap on her ass totally unexpected, and as she thought about it, uncalled for and unwarranted. But she knew she couldn't really say or do anything about it, not and continue to work for him anyway.
"I won't," she responded meekly seeing Greg smile then as she responded.
"Sorry I had to do that," he apologized now looking and sounding more like the person she thought he was though she could still feel the tingle of his stinging little slap on her ass cheek. "But there was another reason for doing that as well, primarily because of the guests that will be here," he explained as he quickly led her on a tour of the house.
Donna listened, following, her eyes wide with surprise and interest and just a little bit of excitement too as she realized that she might indeed finally meet and thus get some names of some of these Corporate Executives who were engaging the services of some perhaps unwilling participants in their decadent bizarre little games. If she had to put up with a hand slap here or there, it was just one more necessary step in order to get the story she was really there to get.
"As you know, there will be some very powerful and influential people here tonight, I've got two other girls who will be joining us later who have been here before, they will bear the brunt of most of the activities as you will eventually see, but be aware that your ass might feel the occasional slap of one of the guests, though if they do, it will most likely not be nearly as hard as the one I've already given you, so you can know what to expect, though not likely when to expect it."
Greg took her down a steep flight of stairs to a lower level, though he had taken her through a false bookcase that had been the opening, leaving her to wonder just what other secrets this house held. He showed her a separate room that was filled with ready-made refreshments that she would have immediate access to during the course of the evening.
"You'll be paid well for your services tonight Linda, and if you obey well and quickly, you'll also receive a substantial bonus on top of that."
"Obey well?" she thought to herself, though she had every intention of doing so as she now felt this evening could very well be the one thing she needed to break this story wide-open once she had enough information and names to back it all up with. "Yes sir!" she said addressing him a bit more formerly. He smiled at that as she said it.
"Perfect," he said continuing to grin. "Though it's preferable if you don't say a word unless spoken to first by any of the guests, but as you've already surmised, don't call me by my first name here either."
They had just finished the rest of the tour when one of Greg's house staff appeared leading two young attractive women towards them. "Ah, they're here!" Greg said in greeting, then introduced Patricia and Holly to Donna.
"There's a changing room just down the hall," he told all three. "Linda, as already mentioned you'll be nude from the very beginning, but there is a robe in the room you may wear until you are summoned, which will come in the form of a bell tone you will hear from anywhere in the house. The house staff already knows the difference in tones that are used around here, so this one..." he said sounding it, "Is yours. When you hear it, come immediately into the room I will show you in a few minutes, then take whatever request is given you and act upon it immediately without question, without hesitation. Understood?"
Donna nodded her head without speaking.
"Patricia, Holly? You two have been here before," he reminded them. "So you both already know what's expected of you, go ahead and take Linda with you into the dressing waiting room and wait there until you are summoned, our guests should be arriving here shortly." With that Greg left heading back up the stairs to await the arrival of his guests. Linda quietly followed the other two girls as they led her into the large sized dressing and waiting room.
"You're new," the attractive looking blonde with enormous sized breasts who'd been introduced to her as Holly said smiling even as she began removing her clothing.
"Yes, I am," Donna told her. "Just started less than a week ago," she added.
Patricia the brunette with amazingly long thick hair, though with hardly any boobs at all was far less pleasant in speaking to her.
"Be interesting to see how long this one lasts," speaking to Holly as though Donna wasn't even there. "His last 'personal assistant' didn't last the entire evening," she added still speaking to her friend, though her ocean blue eyes continued to be directed towards Donna.
"Why'd she quit?" Donna asked, though Patricia just shook her head smiling and continued to undress without answering or even now looking towards her, so Holly did.
"I guess she couldn't handle what she saw, finally went to Mistress Grant and asked to be taken home."
"Mistress?" Donna thought, "Sylvia?" she questioned without thinking. Both women turned looking at her.
"I wouldn't call her that while she's here," Patricia warned seriously. "Though maybe that hasn't been explained to you yet," she added. "But knowing Master Somerset, he probably did tell her to keep her mouth shut while she's here tonight," she said once again speaking past her rather than to her as she looked at Holly.
"Master?" Donna thought once again, though this time she refrained from commenting.
Both of the women where now entirely naked and began applying a thick slick oil to their bodies, and then to one another as Donna sat watching them, now naked herself though she applied none of the oil to her own body, wondering if she should, though that question was answered for her a moment later.
"Here, you might need some of this," Holly said pouring a bit of it on Donna's back rubbing it in, and then applied some more, now rubbing that into her ass as well.
"What is it?" Donna asked curiously.
"A specially designed liniment, keeps the skin from bruising too much, and keeps a nice long lasting sheen on it which also repels the perspiration. They like to see the sweat pouring off you rather than staying on you," she added by way of explanation, as though that actually explained everything.
Donna finished applying the rest of it to herself rather than allowing Holly to continue, though she looked slightly disappointed when she did. Patricia laughed seeing that. "Here baby, you can put some more on my tits if you want to, maybe she's girl shy," she all but gritted her teeth while saying. Holly grinned at the suggestion and immediately began doing so. "Too bad, she's got fairly nice tits too, perhaps later on she'll change her mind and let you have a little suck or two on them."
Donna ignored the comment, finishing herself, lavishing the oil into her own skin until it shined with the same intensity of sheen that the other two girls had.
Once they'd completed doing that, Donna again watched as each woman began fastening collars and wrist shackles to one another's arms and legs, complete with chains that now connected them to one another as well.
"Well, guess we're all set. Now...we sit and wait until we're summoned," Patricia said to no one in particular. "How about you getting me aroused some while we're waiting?" She then added looking towards Holly who seemed most eagerly to do so. Once again Donna caught Patricia's hard stare and slight smile as she sat down on one of the nearby couches, spreading her legs as Holly quickly fell to her knees between them.
"That's it baby girl...eat my pussy until it's all nice and wet and juicy! But don't you dare try and make me fucking cum like you tried to do the last time either, I want to stay as highly aroused as possible for as long as possible," she warned her friend.
"Yes Pat," Holly said subserviently, now using an entirely different tone of voice as she obeyed her friend.
Donna could only sit there as Holly lapped away happily at Patricia's pussy, by the sounds of which, she could tell that Holly was indeed making her very wet and slippery indeed. To her surprise, she felt her own pussy suddenly moisten, though she'd never really entertained the thought of being with another woman, she still found it mildly arousing to sit there and witness it nonetheless. So lost in thought while watching, she nearly didn't hear the soft sounding tone that rang inside the room, though both of the other girls did, immediately scrambling back onto their feet.
"That's us," Holly said looking towards Donna, "Guess we'll be seeing you in a little while," she added looking flushed as well as extremely excited.
"Shut the fuck up and get your ass moving!" Pat yelled at her, nearly knocking Holly over as she headed towards the door. "You know that Mistress Grant doesn't like to be kept waiting!"
#
Donna sat nervously waiting, listening expectantly for the soft ringing tone that would summon her into the next room. When it came, she jumped, though immediately standing, steeling herself as she quickly allowed the robe she'd been wearing to fall to the floor. Reaching the door, she turned the doorknob having no idea what to expect, taking a deep breath as she did so, and then entered. What she saw nearly took her breath away, and she stumbled slightly as she entered the room.
"Please return with the Champagne Linda," Greg told her simply, "for our guests."
Almost as quickly as she had entered the room, she left it scurrying down the hall to where she knew trays of Champagne waited for her. As she did so, she shook her head in disbelief, the image of Holly and Patricia burned deeply inside her mind's eye.
Both girls had been chained to the ceiling, arms extended high above their heads, each with a ball-gag in their mouth, though there feet touched the ground, each one had a bar fastened between them, spreading them obscenely as they partially hung there suspended as they were. In addition, each girl was hooded above the nose, completely covering their eyes. Though it had been the briefest of glances before she had left, she had also caught a knowing look and smile from Sylvia who had stood off to one side as Donna had entered. Except for the German officer's cap, Sylvia was dressed almost precisely in the way that Donna had once pictured her. She had stood in a tight form fitting black latex body garment that clearly revealed every curve of her body, the woman's nearly white hair standing out in stark contrast to it as she stood, a small horse whip tapping impatiently against her own thigh.
Donna hadn't had time to look at the guests seated around the room, just a bare image of them even being there, though the one closest to her nearer the door appeared to be wearing a mask of some sort. "Damn!" she considered as she made her way back down the hall carrying the tray of drinks, though moving a bit more slowly in her return taking special care not to spill them. "I hope they're not all wearing masks!" she told herself as that would make positive identification next to impossible!
Donna reentered the room carrying the tray, remembering to first serve the guests before going over to Greg as he'd instructed her to do. Leaning over slightly, feeling her breasts suddenly swaying, careful so as not to knock over any of the drinks on her tray, she offered without speaking first stopping in front of the older gentleman who currently wore the partial face mask hiding his identity. Donna was still careful not to look at him directly in the face, even with the mask on, though her attention was immediately drawn to his hard stiff cock while he sat there, though not touching it, removing one of the flutes.
"Thank you," he said politely, though this too surprised her as she quickly stepped sideways in front of the next guest, once again offering a drink silently towards the woman.
Donna was able to quickly observe as she did so, that though considerably older with streaks of gray in the woman's hair, the face she had seen seemed vaguely familiar to her, knowing she had seen the woman somewhere before, but unable to place a name with the image, though she again looked quickly away not making eye contact as she'd been told to do, once again stepping over to the next guest, though stepping a few feet away over to the next couch that sat closer to where she knew Sylvia was standing.
From behind, she heard a resounding "crack" of the whip as it connected with flesh, once again causing her to wince, though quickly recovering even as another loud resounding slap fell against flesh, flowed quickly by an approving moan coming from around the ball-gag of one of the women, though she couldn't tell which one of them it had been when she heard it.
There was only a momentary silence as she finished serving the drinks, the last two neither of which she recognized, though both much younger in their appearance. As she did, she saw the woman's hand reach out, tweaking one of Donna's extended nipples as she leaned over. Though the move had caught her by surprise, she was quick enough to not flinch from it, receiving the unwelcomed touch standing her ground even though the nipple pinch had been less than welcome and more than a bit painful as she stood there enduring it, until satisfied, the woman released Donna's tit, finally accepting a drink from the tray. Thankful to once again stand, distancing herself from the woman who'd pinched her, she turned crossing the room careful to keep her eyes straight though she could see Sylvia observing her from out of the corner of her eye as she headed towards were Greg was standing. He too was nude, though his prick remained somewhat flaccid as he stood there. Donna offered him a drink which he accepted, and then expected to be dismissed back to the waiting room, she turned to leave and do just that when Greg's voiced froze her in place.
"You weren't dismissed," he informed her sternly. "Turn around, bend over and don't you dare spill any drinks!"
She did, knowing full well what was about to happen, bracing herself for the impact which came, though as he'd told her earlier, didn't feel nearly as painful as it had the first time he'd slapped her. Even so the sudden sting of his hand upon her ass tingled hotly for several moments as she remained in position, wondering if she'd soon receive another, though this question too was quickly answered.
"Now, sit the tray down on the table," he said pointing towards it, "And then go and apologize to our guests as well for your insolence, just as I asked you to do for me," he told her, telling her in so few words what exactly was expected of her as she did so. This time, she did glance over to where Sylvia was standing and caught a look of amused disappointment in the woman's face though she quickly turned away from her, stopping in front of the older masked gentleman, bending over and presenting her twin ass cheeks towards him. When the slap came, it was nothing in comparison to those she'd now received from Greg.
"You can do better than that," Greg said addressing the man. "Go ahead, do it again, and this time a little harder!"
Donna continued to stand, once again waiting, feeling another smack against her ass, this one a bit firmer, slightly harder, but once again not nearly as hard or stinging as she might have expected.
"Better," Greg said approvingly. "But let Mavis show you how it's really done," he then said.
"Mavis!" Donna thought to herself, now she had a name with the face, though she still couldn't recall where she had heard it or seen her before yet. But she knew she would given enough time to think about it, it would surely come to her.



The slap she received this time was even harder than those, which Greg had given her, causing her to wince with the pain of it, slightly moaning as she did so, though it had sounded like one of pleasure as she expelled her breath from the sudden impact.
"Very good!" Greg said approvingly. "See Tom? Just like that," Greg said, now having given a name to his masked guest, though this as yet remained only a clue to the man's true identity.
Donna endured three more hand smacks against her ass from four of the remaining guests, none of which was as hard as what she'd already been forced to submit to, though she could feel the hotness of each spreading across her ass, and formed the image in her mind of how the redness must have looked to each of them as she stood there bending over. She quickly stepped over to the last guest, once again preparing herself, but she was totally unprepared for what next happened.
"Ouch!" she said involuntarily, actually standing upright, reaching around herself to attempt to sooth the injured area. Rather than getting slapped, the woman who had first and quite painfully so, pinched her nipple, had now done the same to her ass cheek, taking her more by surprise than anything, though she'd responded to it when she had done so.
"I'll give you that one," Greg warned Donna a second later. "I should have warned you that Tracy is a pincher, so consider yourself warned now," he told her though his voice sounded almost sympathetic as he did so.
Donna's only solace came in the form that she at least had another name to go with a face, and one, which she would make sure she'd remember.
Donna's major fear now came from the fact that she hadn't addressed Sylvia, who continued to stand there tapping the whip she held in her hand against her own thigh. She started to move obediently towards her.
"That's not necessary," Greg said catching her intent. "She's strictly here for the girls, not for you," he added giving Donna immediate relief now realizing that she might not have to deal with "Mistress Grant" as she now thought of her, the rest of the evening.
Fully expecting, and hoping to be dismissed now, she wasn't, once again Greg looking at her, though smiling as he did so. "Sit, watch, observe," he instructed her, now motioning to where a small stool sat off to one side in the corner of the room, though it faced the entire room, including Greg's guests as she took it.
Greg nodded his head towards Sylvia who quit tapping herself with the small whip, the expression on her face turning to one of eager expectation, "almost too eager," Donna thought. Sylvia immediately struck out, another resounding crack of the small horsewhip against what she now knew to be Holly's bare ass, her cheeks already reddened with several criss-crossing welts that had risen angrily in appearance atop her ass cheeks. Stepping over, she now did the same to Patricia's, Donna watching her struggle against her bindings as she hung there, moaning "Pleasurably?" Donna wondered as she sat there watching her, listening.
Donna watched as Sylvia now walked around back towards Holly, encircling the two women, reversing the whip she still held, pressing it against the girl's cunt, almost gently caressing her with it, causing her to moan around the gag in her mouth. Sylvia then slid it fully between the woman's legs, forcing her to straddle it, as Sylvia caught both ends in her hands, lifting, enough so that Donna saw Holly's feet actually lift from the ground momentarily. Letting her back down to the ground, she next did the same to Patricia, though even more forcefully so than she'd done to Holly, lifting her slightly higher and longer before letting her down, now brushing the whip against the woman's breast, then flicking it quickly, suddenly landing it perfectly against the tip of the woman's hard extended little nipple.
Movement drew her attention away from this, which she only then realized she'd been caught up in and watching, her breath actually held as she slowly allowed herself to expel it. "Tom" as she recalled, now sat his hand slowly working his prick, even more swollen and firm that it had been when she'd first seen it, amused as Mavis who sat next to him now reached over forcing his own hand away as she began to manipulate it, playing with it as he sat there.
Likewise, Tracy, or rather "Pinch cunt" as she referred to her was unabashedly playing with herself, several fingers embedded inside her openly displayed pussy, her free hand purposely twisting and pinching her own nipples, and though she couldn't feel it herself, Donna's own breasts tingled suddenly with the sense of it while she sat there doing so.
"Linda!" she now heard Greg calling her name for the second time, which she only then realized having missed it the first, too engrossed in everything that she was seeing, and momentarily forgetting the false name she'd been using when he had.
"Yes Master!" she said jumping from her chair standing next to him, surprised at her own response in calling him that, but seeing the pleased expression on his face when she did so.
"Touch me," he said far less forcefully, almost questionably which she immediately began doing, her hand reaching out to grasp his cock which had hardened considerably since she'd last seen it. Even Sylvia seemed surprised by this, her own look giving it away, though she smiled broadly, now walking over towards the younger man sitting next to the sexy looking redhead whose name she still hadn't heard yet.
"Would you like to play some?" Sylvia asked her. "Go ahead, try it, don't be afraid, they like the feel of the whip on their skin," Sylvia told the woman who stood almost immediately accepting the whip from her. She too had enormous breasts which bounced sinfully as she had stood up from the couch, she crossed the short distance to where the two women still hung, repeating the gesture she'd seen only moments earlier, though not just brushing the handle of the whip against their sensitive mounds, actually placing one end directly, then pressing it until the handle near fully disappeared into Patricia's pussy as she stood there. Once again, Pat thrashed against her bindings, though she obviously made every attempt to fuck herself upon the end of the whip as she did, the redhead joyously holding it, thrusting it, then removing it suddenly and slapping Patricia's ass with it surprising her with the harsh loud crack as it fell against her flesh. She then repeated the entire process with Holly, though upon removing the handle, Donna noticed that it was thickly covered with a great deal of the woman's white creamy juice, which she then rubbed against her own cunt, wiping the whip off as she did so.
"Nicely done," Sylvia complimented, taking the whip back and offering it to someone else to try. Not too surprisingly, it was Mavis who now stood, taking it from her.
"I'd rather use it on someone else," she then stated. "Tom?" she asked looking towards him.
Without saying a word, he stood then, his hard prick standing well out in front, which for an older man, Donna found to be fairly impressive, perhaps even more so than Greg's own cock, which she continued to stand there and fondle while she watched.
"I'd like...a cock ring too," he then stammered, almost embarrassed by the admission.
"Linda," Greg said telling her what to do without saying it. Immediately, she turned heading out of the room back to the refreshment room where she had noticed and seen earlier and array of additional whips as well as various and sundry sex-toys, which had been arranged on a sterile looking table. Though she had never seen one, certainly never used one herself before, she knew exactly what to look for, and found it within seconds. As quickly as she could, she returned, having first placed it within the center of a much smaller silver tray, which she now carried back into the room.
Once again Donna caught Greg's pleased look upon seeing her, then nodding towards where Tom stood expectantly waiting. "Put it on," he told her. That she hadn't expected, but she quickly knelt before him, taking the cock ring off the tray taking a moment to figure out how to do it, then almost expertly slipping it over and down his hard shaft, gently urging his tight swollen balls through it once reaching the base. Satisfied, as Tom obviously was too, Donna stepped back, once again reaching out to begin fondling Greg's prick without being asked to.
"What else would you like?" Mavis asked speaking at Tom. Almost meekly, he stepped over until he was standing next to where Holly was, mouthing her tit he began sucking it, much to her delight as she'd certainly not been expecting that. "Now!" Tom said mouthing the word around the woman's breast, "Now!"
Mavis grinned, her hand swinging out far behind her, then coming forward, the whip landing harshly, directly against his ass, causing him to cry out painfully as it did, though he held onto Holly's breast with his mouth continuing to suck it, one hand now grasping his prick which he jerked on wildly as he stood there, again and again, the whip coming down on him, his hand furiously flying now up and down his shaft, though he had switched, now sucking Holly's other breast as he traded places with them back and forth.
To Donna, it seemed like and felt like an eternity, though it could have only been one or two minutes at best, she soon heard him groan, watched him shudder and sigh pleasurably, one last swing of the whip landing against him at that moment as he came, squirting his spunk, jacking himself off as everyone watched, his semen flying wildly, some of it hitting Holly's belly which then ran down towards her openly displayed cunt as though seeking refuge as it ran down towards it, suddenly pooling and collecting itself in the upper folds of the woman's pussy.
Mavis handed the whip back to Sylvia as Tom retook his seat, removing the cock ring, tossing it back onto the tray Donna had used when bringing it in.
"Does she have you close enough yet?" Mavis now asked looking over towards Greg.
"Almost," he told her, though he turned walking over towards her as she sat down waiting for him expectantly. Not knowing what else to do, Donna followed though staying behind.
"Finish him for me," Mavis said speaking at Donna. "Jack him off into my mouth," she added lustily, her hands now covering her own fleshy breasts as she sat there playing with them, her mouth partially open now as Donna once again held Greg's prick more quickly stroking it now, pointing it in her direction.
All around her, everyone else seemed to be engaged in some sort of perverted act of one kind or another, Even Sylvia now stood in front of the redhead, undoing the zipper that had run from her naval down between her legs and half way up her back, her cunt obviously exposed and available as the woman leaned forward licking her, Sylvia's hands resting on the woman's head keeping it there while she rhythmically fucked the woman's face.
"Pinched Cunt" was doing exactly that, though she'd repositioned herself almost obscenely, her head pointed towards the floor, her ass still resting upon the couch, though her legs were spread as she draped herself over the back of the couch. The man who had come with her, now standing behind it, her large sized labia pinched within each of his hands which he stood there tugging on, pulling on, and stretching outwards so decadently that Donna could barely tear her eyes away from the woman while looking at her. Had it not been for the sudden throb and lurch of Greg's prick in her hand, she might have missed his climax altogether, though she now began pumping it, watching the explosion of his semen which he shot forcefully into the hungrily waiting open mouth of the woman who laughed gleefully, almost childlike as he did so.
#
"You're excused Linda," Greg had told her, actually turning with her, escorting her towards the door. Then almost kindly he added, "Have something to eat, drink, relax...it's going to be a long night yet, just listen for your bell-tone, I'll call you when we need anything else."
Donna had quickly retreated back into the room, glad in a way that she had a bit of a reprieve, though curiously saddened that she wouldn't be there to watch and witness whatever else was about to take place either. And, there was one additional sensation she hadn't counted on either...she was aroused, so much so that she succumbed to her own needs of the flesh, taking one of the life-like dildo's from off the table, placing herself down on the soft plush couch, spreading her legs obscenely wide, and then began fucking herself with the rubberized prick all the while wishing it had been her mouth that had been the receptacle of Greg's thick rich creamy semen.
#
Twice she'd been recalled back into the room, once with more drinks, and once with a tray of strawberries and cream which she gave them, though this time managing to dodge Tracy's fingers, causing the woman to laugh delightedly with the just missed exchange.
The last time she'd gone in, even Holly and Patricia had been unshackled from the ceiling, each one now uncovered and un-gagged as well, though they both had knelt, hands once again secured behind their backs as they sat giving each of the two younger men who were there, blowjobs as they sat kneeling before them, forced to do so without the aid of their hands.
In a way, it had reminded her of Royalty at a Roman Orgy, everyone was spread about the room, some on the sofas, most on the floors still curled up together, spent, glistening with perspiration from their exertions, the smell of male and female spending filling the air, wickedly intoxicating as she offered up slices of strawberries and cream to everyone, some of which was immediately used for other purposes.
#
At some point during the night, Donna actually fell asleep. She awoke with the added surprise of finding herself luxuriously bedded, the room spacious, decorated lavishly. The sliver of sunshine peeking through her drawn curtains telling her it was already well into the day. She sat up, still nude, though finding her clothes all neatly folded and spread upon the dressing table, along with her watch and personal jewelry. She reached for it, picking it up. "Holy shit!" she exclaimed aloud to herself, it was just then past noon. Tiredly, Donna dressed, saving a much-needed shower or bath for later. Right now she just wanted to go home, and get there as quickly as it was humanly possible for her to do.
She was relieved not running into Greg as she descended the stairs from the upper level bedrooms, wondering as she did so if Greg wasn't still asleep himself. Having no idea when the "Orgy" as she thought about it had finally ended, or how for that matter she'd been taken to her room, worriedly not remembering any of it or how she'd gotten there, a question to be asked later perhaps, though there were many more questions now bouncing around inside her head, too many questions, and too few answers for.
She was met at the bottom of the stairs by an alert house servant, the woman pleasant, though whose expression remained passive as she met her. "For you miss," she said handing Donna a thick envelope, bowing slightly, and then holding the door open for her as Donna stepped outside. Just by the feel of it she knew what it contained, and it contained a lot of it too.
"Damn, Damn! Damn! Damn!" Donna said as she slid inside her car, starting the engine and backed out of the drive.
She might know a few names, but even those remained somewhat of a mystery to her. She still had no concrete evidence of any sort that could even be used. A packet of only God knew how much cash, handed to her by a servant no less, and not even from Greg himself, proof positive of nothing. And she had no real witnesses either, other than herself, and what was she witness too anyway? A private, albeit a decadent gathering of "friends" which she herself had been a participant in, that...and nothing more by the way anyone else would see it even if she was to somehow try and explain it all.
The only real lead, the only real witness she might have, if she could find a way to locate her, talk to her, was the woman who had been there before her. "But how much had she even seen before leaving?" Donna wondered. "And could she even identify anyone there while she had been?" "Maybe...maybe Holly might be willing to help her, if she could find a way in convincing her to do so, though she doubted it. It certainly wasn't much to go on, but it was all that she had. But at least it was something, though it would require much from Jerry, though even with his genius at uncovering the impossible, this might prove to finally be impossible for him to come up with anything with the little information that she actually had come away with.
#
As expected, Jerry was less than pleased with what she told him, giving him over the phone once she'd gotten home and had showered first. And there was much of course that she hadn't told him, failing to share with him much of her own active participation.
"This might take a while," he told her. "I'll run some names through the corporate data base, see if we come up with any possibilities. Maybe if we get a few names, we can try and match them up with some potential look-alikes, or Corporate I.D.'s, not much to work with though," he once again told her dejectedly, disappointed they hadn't been able to somehow hook her up with a wire.
"I was naked most of the night," she had shared with him. "There was no way I could have been able to record anything," she'd said, though telling him she was sure it was for that very reason that she'd been required to "serve drinks and such" in the nude. "They're very careful Jerry, very...very careful."
"As you still need to be," he also said in reminding her. "Though by the sounds of it, maybe you should throw in the towel, give up on this," he admonished her. "It might be this is a bit tougher than you imagined it might be in trying to get to the truth of it all. Obviously they've been doing this for quite some time, and whoever it is that's involved in all this, they're obviously aware they might be looked at, or looked into by someone. So they're obviously taking precautions against anyone doing that."
Jerry was right of course, but she was so close now, she could almost feel it, taste it, and she wasn't about to give up just yet.
"Just a little while longer, then if we still don't have anything, I will," she assured him, hearing a sigh of relief on his end. "Ok, but you still need to be careful too," he added. "You sure you're not ready to bring Dan into this?"
"Not yet Jerry, we still don't have anything, and especially if we don't get anything, there's no sense in even bringing him into this at all, he'd only be worried, and more than likely furious with me...with us, for not telling him about it in the first place!"
"You're right of course," Jerry agreed. "Meanwhile, I'll see that I can find out anything with what you've given me, though I'm not going to promise you very much."
"I understand," Donna told him sighing dejectedly, then hung up the phone, hearing it ring only moments later.
"Hello?"
"Good afternoon Linda, just wanted to call and see how you're feeling," Sylvia said casually.
"I'm feeling good! Thank you!" Donna responded back, trying to sound cheerful even excited at hearing Sylvia's voice.
"Good, I'm pleased to hear that," she said, "As will Greg, who wanted me to call and check up on you, see how you were doing, feeling. Oh, and before I forget, he also wanted me to tell you how pleased he was with your..." she paused for a moment as though taking a breath, "services" she finished, letting Donna know as she did so what she'd really meant by it. "Very pleased," she added by way of emphasis. "As was someone else who was there too."



"Oh?" Donna asked curiously. "Who?"
Sylvia laughed. "Someone you might not expect to be so, though she was quite taken with you and spoke with Greg about you afterwards.
"Mavis?" Donna wondered, though not guessing it aloud, rather waiting. "Who?" she asked once again. "Who was it?"
"I'm sure you'll remember who she was," Sylvia continued to tease her. Donna didn't take the bait though, and sat silently, patiently waiting. "Tracy, Tracy Milton, the woman who spent half the night upside down, the one who enjoyed having her pussy lips pulled on, twisted and played with?"
"Oh yeah...her," Donna said unexcitedly, though inside she had finally made the first real connection. "Milton, Milton Motors," Donna thought to herself, "It had to be, and though George R, Milton himself hadn't been there, his wife obviously was, it had to be her, but more importantly, this was something she could find out about one way or the other very quickly. "What about her?" Donna asked trying to sound less than enthusiastic when doing so.
"Well, for one thing, she's having another private little party next week, she's already invited Greg and I to be there."
"I only work for Greg, for you..." she amended quickly. "And unless I'm given the option to do otherwise, I don't, and won't be working for her!" Donna considered the thought that she might be wringing her own neck here, but she had to take that chance.
"Nothing like that," Sylvia assured her. "You won't be working for anyone, she's invited you to the party...as a guest!"
#
It didn't take long for Donna to confirm that she was indeed "thee" Mrs. George R Milton of Milton motors. And though she had answered that single question, it had now raised many more. Did her husband even know about her extracurricular activities, and even if he didn't, would he even care? And what could she gain or even do in telling him that if he didn't? She still didn't have much proof of anything that would serve any useful purpose here. Tracy Milton was a pillar in her own community, she had contributed to more charitable organizations than you could shake a stick at for one thing. She was the current chair of the local woman's organization that had fought steadfastly and un-tiredly for women's rights, equal fair pay, and had even started a shelter for the welfare and care of homeless neglected animals. Tracy Milton was virtually untouchable, regardless of the fact she enjoyed having her pussy pulled and pinched while standing on her head.
Two hours later Donna received a phone call from Jerry, he sounded excited when she answered.
"I might have something for you," he said grinning over the phone, which she could tell by the sound of his voice. "Two something's actually," he teased her, though one is pretty big, and which I'm sending over to you now."
Donna sat down in her chair, bringing up the email on her PC, waiting for it to inform her she had mail. "What's the other?"
"Michelle Stevens," he said. "Name sound familiar?"
"No, not really," she answered honestly.
Jerry grumped into the phone. "Don't recall hearing that name last night?" he asked again hopefully. Donna thought for a moment, and then replied.
"No...sorry, who is she?"
"I think...she's the girl who asked to be excused from their last get-together," he told her. "I managed to get into OB & D's employee files, seems they've neglected to purge her information as yet, though there wasn't a whole lot to go on even then. But what I did learn is this, she was indeed employed by OB & D just a short time ago, then apparently went to work temporarily for Greg Somerset, just as you were, and for the same exact position as far as I can tell."
"Must be her!" Donna said excitedly, "Where can we find her?"
"That...I don't know. Not yet anyway. The one thing that does bother me about it is this, I was able to track down her last known address, but when I went there, she wasn't. What I mean to say is, she doesn't even live there any more either, her neighbors said that some big moving company came in a few days later after she'd left, and up and moved her out. When I contacted them to see where they'd moved her too, they had no record of the move whatsoever, no one by that name, being moved anywhere either."
"That's not good Jerry," Donna told him. "Sounds like maybe someone paid the moving company off, hushed them up and destroyed whatever documents they might have had."
"Yeah, I was wondering about that too, which is also why I didn't press them to see if either OB & D, or Greg's company was involved either way, just in case they were, and might find it suspicious enough an inquiry to go back and tell them that someone was looking into it."
"Good thinking, although it might already be too late, maybe they'll tell them someone was asking, and tip them off to it."
"Let's hope not," Jerry agreed.
"So...what's the good news?" Though her email just then told her she had one.
"Get it?"
"Just looking at it."
"Well?"
She read his brief comment, and then opened the attachment. "Oh my God! That's him Jerry, that's him! It must be!"
Even with the mask, the hairstyle, as well as body stature was very recognizable, that...along with the name. "Tommy "Tom-Tom" Madison," Fifth Circuit Court Judge!"
"What's with the nickname?" she asked curiously. "Tom-Tom?"
"Well, word has it that whenever he's sitting the bench, everyone marches to the beat of his drums. He's very strict, doesn't ever deviate from the rules of law, regardless of how archaic or asinine they may be, he holds a tight quiet court, and won't allow anything to get out of hand, he's been known to toss out more spectators than any other judge."
"What else?" she asked, knowing that there was even before he told her.
"Well rumor also has it, that he has the nickname for another reason."
"Which is?"
"Sources...good sources, also say, he enjoys beating his own drum, if you get my drift, while courts in session!"
"Somehow, that doesn't surprise me," Donna said, "Doesn't surprise me at all!"
#
She had hung up the phone with Jerry shortly after, now having two confirmed pieces of information to go with, though neither of which still gave them much proof of anything to be able to use. They still needed a collaborating witness, someone who'd be willing to back up Donna's own words. Michelle Stevens was one, Holly, whatever her real last name might be was another, though even that was still a long shot. A friendly smile wasn't any sort of guarantee that she'd be any more willing than Patricia would be, in helping her to substantiate her story.
Bottom line was, she still needed a lot more proof. Suddenly going to Tracy Milton's private little party seemed the only other real option presenting itself to her. Maybe there she'd get something more, find another lead, make another connection. At the moment, there were still too many loose ends, too much he said, she said, to even go to Dan with. She stared at the phone for a very long time before picking it up, dialing the number.
"Yes, may I speak with Sylvia Grant please? Thank you."
#
The following Saturday, Donna arrived promptly this time at the address she'd been given, even having to use the password she'd been given to get through the gate, something she found clandestinely amusing. Valet service parked her car, though she had no idea where, as no other cars even seemed to be around, though she assumed they must be, especially with Tracy's husband being an antique collector for many of them according to the papers, one of which was the very one she herself worked for.
And though a bit early, she wasn't the first as she was escorted into the main sitting room where several invited guests were gathered, all socializing drinking and happily chatting amongst themselves, several of which she recognized almost immediately, the mysterious "Mavis" whose name and face seemed vaguely familiar to her, though she had yet to figure out where from, and even Jerry coming up with a blank as far as she went. Another was Sylvia, though she was pleased to see her in something other than a black latex body suit, though the equally low cut black gown she was wearing did little if anything to look all that different either. She noticed that Holly as well as Patricia was there too, along with several other girls she had met at the first party. Seeing her enter, Sylvia made her way over to where Donna stood, though she'd made her way over to the bar requesting a Tom Collins, which made her smile at when ordering it, thinking of "Tom Tom" as she did so, though she was also just as pleased in finding him not in attendance, or yet anyway.
"Glad you decided to...come," Sylvia said, once again using that knack of hers for pausing on the wrong word in a sentence, thus giving it a whole other meaning entirely when doing so. Donna ignored the obvious meaning however, smiling.
"Think I'm underdressed," she said looking at herself, and then at Sylvia who seemed to better match most of the way the other women in attendance seemed to be. She had worn a simple shift, but perhaps it was too simple for this crowd.
"Don't worry about it," Sylvia said leaning over, allowing one of her own large breasts to brush against Donna's arm. "In an hour or so, everyone will be naked anyway, and no one will give a rat's ass about what anyone else is, or rather was...wearing!"
Donna had watched expectantly for Greg to arrive, but he hadn't as yet done so. Neither had she seen the infamous "Stands on her Head" Tracy, Or maybe even better, "Stands with a fist up her cunt," as she envisioned her doing so, laughing inwardly at picturing Kevin Costner doing a "Dances with Wolves", porno version of the movie with Tracy as his co-star.
Once again Donna looked at her watch, it was eight-thirty five when the doors to the sitting room opened, looking up, she saw Tracy standing in the doorway greeting everyone, she was naked, and so was Greg.
"Sorry we're late," she said trying to sound amusing. "But something came up, and I had to see to it immediately."
Everyone laughed, chuckling at that by the look on Greg's face, though he obviously looked a little uncomfortable while standing there naked, since no one else except for Tracy was as yet.
Donna stood back, everyone else pushing forward around her while she stood there wrestling with her feelings and emotions, all of which confused her, though she also made another decision, which surprised her as she thought about it...and smiled.
#
She waited a couple of minutes longer after everyone had entered the other room, taking a deep breath, she then entered the room herself. It took a moment, but then began spreading like wildfire, a few whispers, several chuckles, until someone actually clapped. Donna stood there entirely nude as everyone in the room turned to look at her, including Greg whose face she was delighted to see was smiling though clearly surprised.
"Oh, I'm sorry...did I miss something?" she asked looking purposely perplexed, and then glancing about she added, "Perhaps this isn't entirely appropriate, I feel...overdressed for some reason," she said pausing on the word, just as Sylvia might have done, just then finding her, and seeing an even wider grin, then an out loud laugh bursting from the woman's mouth.
"Good show darling! Good show!" she heard her saying, and then Sylvia stepped out of her own dress quickly joining her.
As she stood there, she caught both Holly as well as Patricia amongst the throng of people who had stood clapping. Patricia even smiled at her approvingly, and then waved as she quickly stripped off her own clothing standing next to Sylvia. There were others too, many of the young women she had worked with at Greg's party as well as Dave Elliot from the Agency and finally "Tom Tom" himself who had entered just moments ago, and who was already happily stroking himself while watching everyone else undress.
#
Within moments, everyone had taken their clothes off, what had begun as a social event of sorts, had now turned into a virtual orgy as a massive sea of flesh now began writhing below her on the plush carpeting. Donna continued to stand there for a moment, knowing even as she did so that she was now about to find out just what her limits truly were, how much father she could possibly go in taking them. Looking up, she saw Greg still standing, smiling at her as be began making his way towards her, reminding her as he did so, of Moses, parting the Red Seas, the slithering naked flesh moving out of the way as he neared. She saw Tracy standing well back behind him, a surprised look on her face obviously none too pleased at being left there all by herself.
Even so, she felt confused as Greg grew nearer, pleased on the one hand that he was coming, yet disappointed with him on the other, though she certainly had no real reason to be feeling that way.
"It's not what you're thinking," he said finally reaching her side. "She wanted to make an entrance, I agreed to go along with it, but nothing actually happened."
"Does it really matter?"
"It does if it matters to you."
She smiled at that, taking his hand, and together they dove into the sea of flesh that rolled in waves beneath them.
Even as he kissed her, she looked about, but Tracy had long since disappeared. "Where's her husband anyway?" Donna wondered.
"George? Oh, he'll be here shortly," Greg told her. "He needed to stop by and pick up a good friend of his, you met his wife last night, Mavis? She's over there," he said pointing, though one hand continued to fondle Donna's sensitive breast.
And then it came to her, she remembered seeing her though they had never spoken, never met before last night. The photo on the desk, another on the wall of his office taken at last year's Golf tournament where George and Dan had taken the championship. Mavis was Dan's wife.
All at once Donna knew with a great deal of certainty, she knew exactly where her limitations fell, suddenly realizing as she lay there, Greg's prick even then sliding into her, that she didn't have any...not any more.
#
It was inevitable of course that she ended up speaking to Dan, there was no way to avoid it now in the first place, especially when he had spotted her with Greg as they lay fucking on the floor together, giving her a brief look before passing by. Now, taking a breather, she boldly, brazenly approached him, still nude as he stood next to the bar.
"Hi Dan," she began. "Surprised to see me here?"
"A little," he admitted though admiring her body as she stood there. "More surprised to be talking to you like this, not exactly something I ever expected to be doing," though he'd failed to mention the fact he was just as nude as she was at the moment.
"Yeah, don't exactly see us meeting like this in your office either."
He laughed at that, "No...not hardly." He looked at her, his face expressionless as he spoke. "Working on anything?"
"Me? No...just myself," she told him. "The only story I'm currently doing is where I am at, at the moment. So if I'm working on anything, it's me."
Dan nodded his head, finally smiling at her. "Good to hear," he said. "Always best to worry about ourselves first, rather than wondering or worrying about what someone else is doing, especially if it really doesn't have anything to do with breaking any real laws, or hurting someone on purpose, you know?"
"Yeah...I do," she said meaning it, and catching his meaning as he spoke. "Oh Dan? One more thing though, you know being sort of a celebrity and all in a way, and especially in my line of work, everyone thinks my name is Linda, Linda Frank. You mind keeping it that way for me?" she asked. "Understand if you don't, but..."
"I think we can leave that one be," he assured her. "At the moment...don't see any reason not too," he added. "Now, I'd best go find Tracy, promised to participate in a private little party with her and Mavis," he said actually blushing. "Anyway, come see me some time next week, have a piece I'd like for you to consider doing," he said.
"We'll see Dan," she responded. "Sort of have a new job I'm interested in trying out for a while, sort of on a sabbatical from doing any reporting for the moment anyway."
Once again he smiled at that, knowingly. "Well, have fun then, nice to see you too," he grinned meaning more in that as well as he smiled at her, then turned off in search of the "Pinch Lady" and his wife.
Donna got herself a fresh drink and stood there sipping it, collecting herself. There was a lot that wasn't said, but still understood between them, at least she felt like that nothing more would come of it at least, though she knew she would have to now find a way to protect Jerry as best as she could, there would be eventual questions that might be asked...looked into, so she knew she owed him that much at least.
Spotting Greg as he stood outside on the porch talking to Sylvia, she made her way outside, joining them, even slipping her arm around Sylvia's waist and Sylvia hers as they stood there, soon after, the two of them fondling Greg's rapidly rising cock together.
"Well, what do you think, shall we go back inside, or call it a night and go elsewhere?" Greg asked.
"What do you think?" Donna asked, "This was fun, certainly interesting, but I'm in the mood for something a bit more intimate."
"Suits me," Greg agreed. "Let's go in and grab our things, I'll call around for the car."
As Donna waited for Greg's car to come around, she knew that her life had changed, and probably changed forever. Maybe not permanently so, there was still so much to think about, accept, even adjust to. "Could she do it?" she wondered. She still didn't have the answer to that one yet either. There were limits, and there were limits. She thought she'd finally reached hers, and maybe she had. But upon having done so, she then found and discovered there was a whole other set of them sitting there waiting for her to look at. And look at them she would. There was plenty of time yet to find out who Donna really was.
#
"Hey, where are you going? Greg asked as she rolled out of bed listening to the sound of her phone ringing.
"Sorry, I need to get that, I've been expecting a phone call," she said.
"Hurry back!" Sylvia purred, still glowing from her own orgasmic ecstasy that she'd experienced only moments ago.
Donna raced down the hall taking the call in her private office, closing the door behind her when she did.
"Hey!" Jerry scolded her. "You were supposed to call me the moment you got home from the party last night!"
"I know, I'm sorry, but things got complicated," she told him.
"Yeah, well I do have some additional news for you," he said, "I found her."
"Found who?"
"Michelle Stevens," he said excitedly. "And guess who paid the bill for her move?"
"I'm not doing the story," she said suddenly. "I'm throwing in the towel on this one Jerry, like I said, it's gotten too complicated, too dangerous now to continue with it."
There was a brief pause, but then she heard him breathe a sigh of relief. "Actually, I'm glad to hear it," he told her. "I think this one was over your head, over both of our heads," he said. "You ok with it?"
"Yeah, I am," she said with finality meaning it. Though Jerry had no idea what it was that she really meant by that.
"Ok kiddo, well in that case, I'll drop everything else I was working on," he told her, Though I have to admit, it was starting to get pretty damn exciting!" he added.
"You don't know the half of it," she thought to herself, but responded back to him saying, "Yeah, do that Jerry, pretend that none of this ever happened, that's what I'm going to do. And I'm going to tell Chris that there wasn't anything to the story, nothing serious enough to look into anyway."



#
Donna returned moments later.
"Who was on the phone calling you this early in the morning?" Greg asked.
"Oh, just a friend who's soon going to be unemployed, I told him I'd be more than willing to give him a good recommendation, even help him find another job too if I can."
"That's sweet of you," Sylvia said, "Maybe we can find him a job through the agency?" She suggested.
"Ah no...I don't think that would be a very good idea under the circumstances, he knows too much about me," she told the two of them.
"Well, perhaps not then," Greg said, "though I'm sure I can find him a nice quiet little job somewhere well out of the way where he'd make plenty of money and be nice and happy being there."
"That might work," Donna said, feeling a little guilty, but knowing deep down inside, it really was for the best. "Now then, where were we anyway?"
"Well let's see, you were about to come over here and sit on my face, while Greg here fucks you from behind, that sound about right?"
"That sounds perfect!" Donna laughed.
"See aren't you glad you came to work for OB & D, which reminds me, you do know what that really stands for don't you?"
Donna thought, "No...what?"
"Obedience, Bondage and Discipline Services of course!"
Donna laughed in spite of herself as she jumped back into bed with them.
"Of course it does," she thought to herself. "It makes perfect sense."
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I had gone into the service straight out of high school, primarily because there was no way at the time to further my education by going to college. My younger sister Janice had done much better in school than I had, given several scholarship opportunities, and upon graduation which was only a couple of months away now for her, would be able to take advantage of going back to school where I had not. Already eighteen, she was an attractive young woman with long dark hair, ocean blue eyes, and a flirtatious smile that she often used to her advantage, which she immediately began doing to my service buddy Dave who had come to stay with us for a while, looking for work and hopefully finding a place of his own to stay in shortly after that.
There was plenty of room at the old house, I had two older siblings, a brother and sister who had moved out long ago, now married with families of their own. So when I asked my folks if Dave could come and stay with us for a while, they (along with my flirtatious sister) welcomed him with open arms.
At six feet, an inch perhaps taller than I was, with similar builds though he had green eyes instead of brown, we could nearly pass as brothers, with even our looks somewhat being the same. But Dave was, and immediately became part of the family after moving in with us, as he and I began searching for work, though enjoying the "down time" as we called it having just been released from the service.
Janice had more than enough credits to graduate from school already, and though she continued to attend school, she had a light afternoon schedule, which allowed her to come home far earlier than most of her classmates did. With mom and dad at work during the day, I began to see a side of my sister I hadn't seen before, and though I'd been gone myself for the better part of two years now, it wasn't just the sudden growth and maturity she had gone through during that time, but the obvious change in attitude that I also saw whenever mom and dad weren't around. The only way I could describe it accurately, was to simply say my sister Janice was a naughty woman.
That very point being expressed one afternoon to me by Dave shortly after my sister had come home. I had been sitting downstairs in the den watching TV when Dave came down to join me.
"Man, I really don't know what to think about your sister," he said candidly.
"Why? What'd she do now?"
We lived in a very large, three-story room home, the main or master bedroom where my folk's slept being on the top floor, along with several other rooms now used mostly for storage. The second floor consisted of six additional bedrooms, along with two baths, one of which was shared by Janice and I, the other being given to Dave for his own use, though connected to the smaller of the bedrooms, though he didn't mind as he didn't have much in the way of personal clothing and items anyway. The main floor contained all the living, eating, and entertaining areas, including a large added on den that my father had built. Though the property surrounding the place was still substantial at just over three acres, at one time during the civil war, it had once operated as a small plantation, a summer home in fact for the people who'd originally owned this place in addition to another (somewhat famous one) further south.
"Well, I was just coming out of my room, thought I'd head downstairs and raid the refrigerator," he began. "About that time, your sister comes out of the bathroom, it was obvious she'd been in taking a shower as I'd heard someone go in and do that earlier, anyway, she's busily drying her hair with a towel, has another one wrapped around her as she comes out. Next thing I know, the one she's wearing, well...let's just say she's suddenly not wearing any more as it falls off her."
"That must have been funny," I said imagining it, "I can just imagine her embarrassment and surprise when that happened."
"Yeah, more like me who was the one embarrassed and surprised, not your sister! I expected her to make a grab for the towel or something you know? But all she did was stand there smiling at me, even took the towel off her head, shaking her wet hair out some, and THEN leaned over picking up the other one, still smiling, still looking at me, and then walked by me without covering herself up, before going into her room!"
That was a little surprising to hear. As I recalled, Janice had been considerably a lot shyer than that as I remembered just before leaving, even the swimwear she'd worn back then had been considered fairly modest, though I had seen her wearing a very skimpy, somewhat revealing one shortly after arriving home.
"I think she likes you," I responded, joking around with him more than anything, especially as I knew that my shy friend was still a virgin and intended on staying that way until he got married.
"Yeah?"
"Yeah, I think she's sweet on you. Hell...maybe next time she'll invite you into her shower."
He blushed upon hearing that. "Next time I hear the shower running, I think I'll turn around and head the other way, might be safer that way."
"Yeah, might be," I said continuing to laugh at him.
I had no idea of course, nor had I really thought about it, if my younger sister was in fact sexually active already, or just going through the motions. In a way, I half thought she was just trying out some moves on him or something, still unsure of herself, but with Dave being a somewhat safe target to shoot at, the fact that she was, didn't surprise me.
It was a couple of days later however, that I got a firsthand idea of what Janice was doing to poor Dave, and actually found it amusing, though additionally somewhat exciting too, though I had certainly never thought about any of my sisters in that regard before either.
On the second and third floors of the house, there was a small walkway that ran all the way around, just large enough to sit a few chairs or a small table outside of our rooms, each having its own entryway leading out to it. At the time I was doing just that, enjoying a book I'd begun reading along with nice cold beer when I saw Janice come out of the house directly below me, tossing out a large fluffy comforter on the grass which was next to the pool a few moments later. She was again wearing the same bright blue bikini I had seen her in once before as she obviously prepared to do a little late afternoon sunbathing. I really didn't think much about it, until I saw her sit down, glance about briefly, though for whatever reason, she never looked up towards where I was sitting, and took of her top.
As kids, I had seen her nude perhaps a handful of times, and there again always only briefly, and always usually accompanied by a wailing and gnashing of teeth for having done so, either inappropriately walking in on her in some manner or fashion of undressing, or barging (sometimes purposely) into her bath in an effort to purposely embarrass her yes, as kids were sometimes often wont to do. And sure yes, as she grew and matured, so did her figure, which I now realized had continued to do so, though I hadn't seen her for a number of years now by this time, as her fairly large sized, very supple, very firm breasts came tantalizingly into view.
Not wanting her to catch me looking at her, I quietly scooted my chair back, though still being able to lean forward through the slats in the railing that served as a safety rail for the walkway and still be able to see her. I knew that spying on my own sister was weird enough, but I was curious to get a peek at what she now looked like. But content with just seeing her boobs wasn't enough as I watched her also quickly glance about before removing her bottoms as well, though she now rolled over onto her stomach, giving me only the briefest glimpse of her totally shaved pubic area. And though she had now concealed her pert breasts and mound, I was treated to the visual of my own sister's lovely tight tanned ass. It was clearly evident she'd been doing this for a while, as she had absolutely no tan lines to speak of.
I had just about decided to go back into my room through the sliding glass door when I saw Dave come walking outside heading towards the pool area. Carrying a towel, wearing a pair of swim trunks, I knew he was coming out for his afternoon swim, something he always did around this time, and something as I now realized Janice damn well knew as she lay there, expectantly waiting for him. Coming around the side of the house, Dave didn't spot her immediately, not until he was nearly on top of her, causing her to look up towards him upon hearing him.
"Oh, sorry, I didn't know you were out here!" he stammered awkwardly upon seeing my sister.
I grinned, shaking my head as I sat there looking down at the two of them, it was almost comical in a way. Janice lifted herself up, using her elbows to do so, but simultaneously allowing her breasts to be exposed as they dangled down invitingly, giving Dave a clear and unobstructed view of them as she did so.
"Going for a swim?" she asked though obviously she knew that was his intent. "Just got out myself," she lied lying there.
"Ah yeah, I was planning on it," he continued to stammer, trying hard not to stare at her, though she wasn't making that any easier on him either as she suddenly sat up.
"Well don't let me stop you," she now said, once again smiling, though fully revealing herself to him in the process. I watched as poor Dave slid by her, diving into the pool, which was even the shallow end, causing Janice to laugh, along with myself, though I chuckled quietly in doing so, seeing Dave re-submerge rubbing his head, which he'd obviously hit diving in.
As Dave swam doing a few laps, Janice continued to sit watching him, though her back was turned towards me, but she was obviously still trying to give Dave a view, even though he seemed to be trying to ignore her the best that he could while she sat there.
Finally having enough of the silly game going on outside, I went back in all the while chuckling to myself over my own sister's new found boldness, and poor Dave's equally shy Puritanism, an interesting match.
It was a few days later when Dave came to dinner, wincing with pain as he sat down. He had been nursing a back injury for some time, something he'd sustained while in the service, and which I knew about. He'd already told me that the bed he was sleeping on was too soft, and I had mentioned to him that mine was considerably harder, and that perhaps we should go ahead and switch beds, if not our rooms, something I didn't mind doing for him, knowing how bad his back really was.
Even mom applied some sort of deep-heating ointment on it for him, which seemed to help, but then suggested herself that perhaps the two of us should switch rooms for the night, and perhaps next day make it an even more permanent swap. Personally, I'd always preferred the old feathered beds we still had, and had missed them in the service, still never really getting used to the harder firmer mattresses we'd been given to sleep on, not to mention the ground.
We had nearly finished eating dinner when Janice arrived home, one of her rare days when she'd stayed over after school helping out on one of the many committee's she was involved with. Around mom and dad she was once again that other self, barely speaking, let alone acknowledging mine or Dave's presence, and disappeared shortly after that up to her own room where she spent the rest of her time until it was time for all of us to head off to bed.
As we'd already agreed earlier to do, I soon after went into Dave's room to sleep, and he into mine. As I had always done, I slept naked, it was a hot summers night, though a cool breeze usually drifted through during the evening just enough to make it comfortable while sleeping, so I along with everyone else, usually kept the sliding doors to our rooms open. The room was pitch black, there was no moon out at all, so the room along with the rest of the house was considerably darker than usual because of it.
Sound asleep, as I was also a very sound sleeper, it took several moments for me to begin to realize that something weird was going on, though initially I thought I was just having a very erotic dream...too erotic as it turned out.
As I began to come around, and realized in doing so that I had a very hard firm erection, and that someone was currently sucking it, I started to sit up, my voice groggy, sleepy as I did so, which is probably why Janice didn't pick up on the fact that it was me and not Dave who's cock she currently had in her mouth.
"Janice?" I managed to squeak out in surprise and alarm, trying to sit up.
I felt her hands pushing me back however, her mouth still securely wrapped around my prick as she tried speaking. "Shhh, you'll wake everyone," she cautioned, and then added, "Please, don't stop me or make me go, I've been wanting to do this ever since you came here."
There was no excuse really, which I later blamed on my own confusion and sleepiness, though I was within moments no longer so as I felt my sister's mouth hungrily devouring my prick. A thousand thoughts entered my mind all at once, none of which made any sense, or gave me excuse for allowing her to continue doing what she was doing. There is no doubt I should have more forcefully made her stop, making her realize the mistake she had made, and though she'd have no doubt been mortified, I know that we'd have sat laughing about it later afterwards when we thought about it. Instead, I lay there letting her suck me, lick me, pleasure me in ways I hadn't felt in too long a time, another excuse, another reason I remained silent, letting her continue to touch me, suck me, and fondle my shaft. Somehow I blanked out that this was my sister, it was dark after all, and I couldn't really see her, or she me obviously. At the moment, it was all about the sensation, something I hadn't felt or enjoyed with another woman for almost a year now, and something I had been missing for far longer than I cared to admit.
To be honest, I don't know what might have happened had I continued to just lay there letting her mouth work its magic on me, which it was. The first tingle of knowing release not that far away now, but when she spoke again, the very words she used made me realize I couldn't just lay here and continue on with this charade without her realizing the mistake she had made. I felt her mouth finally release me, the movement of her body as she slithered upwards, attempting to straddle me as she did so.
"Please, please fuck me now," she breathed in a half whisper.
For a moment, it was as though time stood still, yet in that moment I knew exactly what I had to do, and how I had to do it. I knew the moment she realized that she had made a mistake, she was more than likely to freak out, especially as I'd continued to lay there, allowing her to suck on me, suck on her brothers cock without telling her she was sooner than now anyway.
Before she could cunt me, which she was attempting to do at that moment, I shifted, wrapping my arms around her and rolling her over as I did so onto her back. Taking this as some sort of accepting sign however, she rolled with me, expecting I am sure for me to plunge into her at that moment, which I was sorely tempted to actually do. Instead, I placed my hand over her mouth, using the weight of my body to pin her to the bed instead.
"Don't scream, listen to me," I said, letting her know in the heartbeat of a moment, hearing the sound of my voice, that she had indeed made a mistake, but also in that very same moment, telling her as I did so, that I'd allowed her to continue making it.
And of course she did struggle, briefly, until I again asked, pleaded with her to remain calm and listen to what I had to say before she bolted from my room back into her own, which I knew she would have done, leaving a tornado of debris in unspoken words behind if I'd let her.
When I had finally secured from her the promise that she wouldn't run from my room, would let me say something before she did so, I finally took my hand away from her mouth, and lifted some of my weight from her, though fully expecting her to flee as I did that. She didn't however, feeling her more like collapse in her own confusion as the reality of what had just happened washed over her like a tidal wave. Now I did sit up, allowing her to do the same.
"What the fuck!" she exclaimed finally, which I knew now was a defense of anger, and had fully expected, though thankfully she spoke far more softly when even saying that than I would have under the same circumstances.
And again, had I not allowed it to continue, I could have made the claim that I was myself confused, sleepy and groggy when first feeling her, realizing then she had made the mistake, explaining to her about the switch of rooms that she couldn't have known about, but I hadn't done that. I'd allowed it to go on instead. All I could do then was apologize, somehow...if I even could, and admit that I had succumbed to my own desires, sensations, and somehow get her to understand that, perhaps not enough to as yet forgive me for doing it, but enough so that she could at least find a way to do so later. It was the best I could possibly hope for at that point.
She listened, which surprised me as I said that, as I actually sat there on the side of the bed naked as she was, telling her all this. And I was again surprised as she didn't move away from me as I might have expected, our thighs close enough to actually touch as we sat there in the dark together.
"There's no excuse for it Janice," I said once again for perhaps the fifth or sixth time. "It's just been a long time since I've even been with a woman, and using the fact I was at first sleepy, and groggy that I didn't even know it was you, let alone anyone else, is no good reason for letting you continue on without realizing it was me. Again, I'm sorry, but the simple truth of it is, it felt too fucking good, and I didn't want it to stop!"
There was only a momentary pause, I sat quietly waiting now for the explosion to come, hoping when it did, it would still at least be a quiet one, but when she spoke, the only explosion that came was the one inside my own head as I tried to make coherent sense out of what she asked me.
"It did?"
"Yes, it did," I said simply, still expecting her to now stand up and leave, but she didn't.
"Really?"
"Yes...really."
There was a momentary pause before she spoke again, though it seemed like an eternity before she did.
"Promise you won't say anything to anyone about this...ever!" she said.
"I promise," I said honestly, for the very first time feeling relieved.
"Promise?" she asked once again
"I promise!" I said assuring her that I wouldn't, though short of tearing out my own heart, I didn't know any other way of convincing her that I meant it either. Then I felt her reaching over, her hand once again wrapping around my somewhat still stiff prick. She stroked it.
"Janice?" I said questionably, now confused all over again, this is not what I had expected, though neither had she obviously.
"Have you ever thought about anything like this? Growing up together I mean?" She asked still stroking me, feeling me suddenly begin to stiffen within her hand.
"Well yeah, a few times," I admitted, though still wondering myself now what the hell the two of us were doing, or rather what she was, though I again sat there allowing her to do it.
"Me too," she said softly, then adding as though this made any more sense than anything else had up until now either. "I once caught Debra and Mark fooling around," she whispered excitedly.
"You did? Where?" I asked suddenly interested, and then in a strange way, Janice and I seemed to slip back in time together, back to a time when as kids we'd naturally formed an alliance against our much older siblings, who had seemingly formed an alliance of their own, a far more intimate one than I'd ever realized, and was just now hearing about. Once again, we were sitting together just like the old days, sharing confidences, secrets, against the two of them, even though they were no longer here with us, no longer doing or involved in doing as far as either one of us knew anyway, what they had once been doing together.



"Didn't you know?" she asked without telling me, the tone of her voice excited, just the way it used to sound when she'd come to me with some tidbit of information that we might use against them, or in some way even out whatever imaginary score we were keeping while playing against them.
"Are you kidding? No...I certainly never caught them doing anything," though as I thought about it, I nearly had, memories coming back to me only now, things I should have been more aware of, though I'd never really considered the possibilities of it until now, which I then did admit to when thinking about it. "How...where?" I asked her once again, actually getting excited wanting to hear about it.
Janice laughed, the fact that she continued to sit there still slowly fondling my prick had actually become secondary to the excitement of hearing whatever it was she was about to tell me.
"It was the year you graduated," she began, "just before Christmas that year. You'd gone out shopping with mom and dad, I hadn't gone with because I was still home with a cold if you remember."
I did, I remembered that as though it was yesterday.
"Well Mark and Debra must not have known that I'd stayed home instead of going with you, I was in bed sleeping in fact determined to kick this thing and start feeling better again, especially with Christmas being only two days away. But that's when I heard voices coming from the bedroom next door, I rolled over listening, which as you well know was too easy to do as thin as the walls are."
That I remembered too, for a number of reasons, it was almost impossible to listen to music without someone else complaining about it, no matter how low you thought you had the volume on so it wouldn't disturb anyone.
"Go on!" I said anxiously, then felt Janice actually remove her hand from me, though she now scooted back onto the bed resting her back against the headboard, which I now did as well, somewhat surprised, relieved, and again thrilled to feel the touch of her hand upon me as she sought me out in the dark, though continuing her story as she did so.
"That was also the year that Mark proposed to Cindy, New Years Eve, though none of us, except for Debra knew that, and which as I soon learned, she was actually crying about in her bedroom when Mark came in to talk to her about it. I couldn't say anything to anyone about it, because then they would have known, would have known I'd not heard only that, but everything else they had said and done too."
"Like what?" I pressed anxiously, though my sister's hand was pressing my prick somewhat anxiously in response to that.
"I'm just getting to that part," she said letting me go, though I could now barely see her spreading her legs as she sat next to me, the feel of her thigh now resting against my own as she sat there, her hand slipping down between herself, though I couldn't positively confirm she was doing what I sat there imagining she was doing, which now aroused me even more.
"I heard Debra telling Mark through her tears, that though she was certainly happy for he and Cindy, that she was also sad by it, because she knew that she wouldn't be seeing him anymore. I thought that was an odd thing to say, I mean we all knew they'd eventually get married, we just didn't know when, though we also suspected it was going to be pretty soon. And even if they did, it's not like Mark would suddenly disappear from the face of the earth or anything, hell...having Cindy around was like having another sister all of a sudden, and we all felt that way, including yourself," she told me which I most certainly agreed with.
"Yeah, I know that," sounding a bit impatient now, though I had noticed that Janice was in fact touching herself with the subtle motions of the bed telling me so, and just enough closeness between us that even with the room being as dark as it still was, that I could just barely make that out.
"Which is when I hear Mark say to Debra, 'Just because I'm getting married to Cindy, it doesn't mean that you and I can't still have fun together from time to time,' which at first I didn't understand, I mean I was still what, fifteen? Not quite sixteen at the time, still a virgin then," she added, giggling when she said that. "So naturally, I thought they were just talking about his leaving, and how we'd never be living together as a family again after he had."
"Yeah, I can see that," I admitted, though still more anxious now than ever to hear where this was going.
"Then came the good part!" she giggled conspiratorially, making me feel like this was just happening now, and that she'd just come running up to my room to share it with me, which is how I think we both felt at that moment, now even more so as I did something quite unexpected, placing my hand between Janice's legs, which she simply allowed as though expecting it, wanting it, and once again doing the same thing to me. I now felt like I was that age again in fact, the excitement, thrill of doing something naughty, sharing something with my sister, my alliance with her as we sat there touching one another.
"Suddenly, she's gone from crying, to moaning, which for a moment I thought was just a different kind of crying, but as I sat there listening, I realized it wasn't, especially when I heard Debra telling Mark how good it felt for him to be inside her, how she was going to miss not having that...as often...as she had had."
"No shit!" I said, still feeling like the kid I had been back then as I listened to her.
"No shit! And I don't mind telling you Mike, hearing them now knowing what they were doing inside her bedroom was making me horny!"
"Would me too!" I agreed, though I was also extremely horny now with my finger swirling around inside my sister's wet juicy pussy, which I'd even begun making sounds with as we sat there talking.
"So now, I'm sitting there laying in bed with my head against the wall, playing with myself, listening to the two of them doing it, first time I ever heard the word fuck too," she told me honestly, used by any of our family anyway, she amended. "Though I certainly knew what it meant, but here's Debra, almost screaming it out at the top of her lungs, so they obviously thought they were the only one's home at the moment."
"Obviously," I said over the top of her as she went on.
"Debra going..."Oh Mark, Mark! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!"
"Shhh!" I suddenly said holding my finger up to my sister's, in her excitement, her voice suddenly raising up a level, dangerously so, making her realize she was almost screaming it out as though she was herself experiencing it.
"Sorry," she giggled once again whispering. "Got a little carried away, especially with you sitting there fingering my pussy, and me holding onto your dick."
"Yeah, me too," I smiled into the dark, though the tone of my voice told her I was just as excited as she was.
"Anyway," she again continued, "After hearing that...I knew I had to see it for myself!"
"No...you didn't!"
"Oh yeah! I did! Just imagine, if you can remember, it had just snowed, been doing so on and off all day, anyway, all I had on was my nightgown, though I did throw my robe on, along with my slippers, then slid open the sliding door, and slipped around to their room from the outside. Though the door was closed, and I couldn't hear them nearly as well now, I could see them since the curtain was still parted, and gave me just enough protection to stand behind while peeking in on them. And because of the way they were on the bed, they weren't facing in my direction either, so I could safely stand there and watch them without them even being aware that I was."
"What where they doing?" I asked, the image already forming inside my mind, though now rubbing Janice's clit had a lot to do with that too, I'd asked breathlessly.
"They're doing it doggy-style, there's Debra kneeling on the bed with Mark fucking her from behind, her tits are swinging wildly beneath her while she is, and there's me, now standing outside the window looking in with my own fingers doing myself while watching them."
"Holy fuck!" I exclaimed, causing Janice to suddenly shush me.
"Quiet!" she added with a giggle, "Or I won't finish the story!"
"Ok, sorry," I said sheepishly, once again whispering now myself.
"Then the really nasty, naughty part," Janice teased, just as her hand was now doing to my prick, squeezing out some nice pearly lubrication which she'd begun using to pleasure the head of my cock with, rubbing her thumb and finger around and about it as she did, and just as I was doing to her clit, my fingers likewise tickling her with her own juices.
"Suddenly Debra sort of collapses, I watch her hand disappear beneath her down between her legs, she's frigging herself like crazy, and now I can actually hear her again clearly as she cums, next thing I know, Mark's pulled his prick out of her, and he starts squirting, I watch it as he shoots like four or five clear up over her back, the first two over her head hitting the bed when he realizes it, and starts pumping himself off against her back, and then her ass instead."
"Oh fuck," I moaned remembering to keep quiet.
"And of course, I did too," she told me.
"I bet...I would have too," I said agreeing with her.
"But the point is, something I want you to know and understand is this, I came thinking about you, wishing that was you, doing that to me!"
Once again there was a moment of silence, but only a moment.
"Really?"
"Yes...really!"
"You wished that was me fucking you like that?" I asked, seeking some sort of reassurance, confirmation from her as I asked it.
"Yes...and I still do," she added, giving me all that and more. "So...will you, right now?"
This time there was no pause, no hesitation, no nothing except me rolling over towards her, just as she turned rolling over with her back towards me. In the next instant, I had slipped deeply inside my sister, my cock buried to the hilt inside of her, the warmth of her pussy engulfing me, caressing me, capturing me as I began fucking her, slowly at first, then gradually faster and faster until her breasts where swinging wildly, even though I couldn't see clearly that they were, I didn't have to, I saw them inside my head, saw them as surely as I was the one standing outside the window looking in at my older brother fucking Janice and not Debra. Though this time, it was me doing it, and as I now suspected and hoped for, would be doing again, as often as we could safely manage it until we'd decided otherwise.
"Make me cum Mike, make me cum...please, and then pull out and shoot on me, just like I told you in the story, she said. Let me feel your hot cream splashing against me!"
Moments later she was, and moments after that, I was. Squirting just like she'd asked me to do, and though I didn't, couldn't really see it, I could feel it, and knew simply by the force of the explosion, that I was squirting well over the top of her head, and finally aiming down to finish pumping myself off against her ass as she cooed pleasurably beneath me still very much in the throes of her own orgasm.
#
We lay there together in the dark for the longest time just holding one another, our hearts only then beginning to calm when something she said prompted me.
"What did you mean by 'like I told you in the story' was it?"
Once again there was silence for a moment, though she snuggled even deeper against me.
"Yes, it was," she admitted. "I lied to you."
"Why?" I asked, now back to feeling totally confused.
"Because I don't think you would have let yourself actually do it unless I hadn't aroused you again," she said honestly now. "And I was being honest with you about the part I had thought and fantasized about the two of us several times. But there's something else you need to know too," she told him then.
"What?"
"That I knew you had switched rooms with Dave."
"What?" he said again bewildered. "You...you knew?"
"Please Mike, please, don't be angry with me. But I over heard mom telling dad how soft the bed was that Dave had been sleeping in, and how the two of you had decided to switch rooms for the night, I knew then that if I pretended to come into the wrong room, that you might go along with it, at least long enough for me to do what I did, and still pretend I wasn't aware that it was you. I figured you'd kick me out once you woke up...but you didn't.," she reminded me.
"What about Dave then?"
"Dave?" She actually laughed. "That day I came out of the bathroom? Well, I was actually hoping it was you when I heard someone come out into the hall. I was actually disappointed that it wasn't you, but then when I saw it was Dave, I decided to drop the towel anyway, I figured he'd go straight to you with it, and so if nothing else, that maybe you'd wish it HAD been you coming out, and not Dave. I'd thought maybe it would make you a little jealous even if you thought I was interested in him."
"What about that day by the pool?"
Once again she laughed. "That too! I heard you go downstairs into the kitchen to grab a couple of beers and then head back upstairs to your room. I knew you'd head outside and sit on the walkway, so I purposely came out so that I knew you could see me. I didn't have to look to know that you were, but I peeked briefly just to make sure, and saw that you were indeed sitting up there. When Dave came out to go for a swim, I honestly wasn't expecting him, but used that to once again try to make you a little jealous perhaps, but trust me, I was never ever attracted to Dave, only to you."
I guess I should have seen it coming, though how I don't know. Janice had gotten one of her scholarships in writing, her hopes of one day becoming a journalist, so I guess I shouldn't have been so surprised that she had taken me in so entirely.
"So that never really happened between Mark and Debra?" I then asked, changing the subject, and ignoring the rest of what she'd just told me, which spoke volumes to her since I'd obviously accepted her reasoning, by asking her the unrelated question.
"No, I never saw them," she did say, and then giggled. "But the part where she said that she was sad because they'd probably never do it again, I did hear."
"Really?"
"Yeah...really."
"So maybe they really had been messing around all that time."
"I think they were," she said, her hand once again finding me in the dark.
"You're not just telling me another story to get me all excited and aroused again?" I asked.
"No...I'm not," and then adding. "So, are you?"
"What do you think?"
"Yeah, I think you are," she giggled. "Only this time, can we turn a light on? I want to see you this time," she said.
"I'd like that too, and this time, I'd like to see you on top."
"Oh yeah, and I want to feel that too, feel your hard stiff cock all nice and deep inside my pussy."
"And I want to play with your tits."
"As much as you want."
"As often as we can," I said hopefully.
"Whenever you want to," she said turning on the light, climbing over to sit down on me.
"Fuck you forever."
"Forever," she moaned sliding down and over my cock until it filled her. "Fuck me forever, and forever, for as long as you want to, wherever you want to."
#
As for Dave? Well, he left the following day without saying a word to anyone for some reason, moved back to his own hometown. Never heard from him again either, didn't make any sense to my parents who thought he'd liked staying there with us.
"Maybe it had something to do with the bed," I'd told them. "Maybe he'd had a hard time trying to sleep."
Anyway, that's the way I figured it.
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Mom and dad divorced when I was still fairly young. I saw him every other weekend for a few months after that until he landed a new job out on the West coast. After that, I saw him once a year for a couple of weeks during the summer. Obviously we didn't spend a lot of time together, and because of that, we never were very close.
Though I continued to get a card here and there from him on birthdays, or a parcel with presents in it around Christmas time, dad became for me nothing more than one of those distant relatives that you knew you had and probably enjoyed visiting with whenever you saw him, but with mom eventually remarrying, my stepfather became more of a father to me simply because of circumstance and logistics.
Busy as he was in his business, which I think had contributed greatly to my own parent's breakup, dad never remarried though he'd certainly dated enough women off and on to keep him sexually happy as I later learned.
By the time I had graduated from high school, I was already looking forward to entering into college, wanting to eventually become a marine biologist. As it turned out, some of the best schools for that were on the West coast where I was eventually accepted. By now my parents were getting along reasonably well, and I'd heard them talking on the phone together about my coming out for a visit in order to take a look at a couple of the colleges in the area before deciding which one I wanted to attend. I already had a pretty good idea of what they'd been talking about, and actually found myself in agreement with it when mom called me into the kitchen area.
"Randy, can you come in here for a minute? There's something I want to discuss with you," mom had said.
Sitting down across from her, she began.
"Your father and I agreed that it might be a good idea if you were to go and stay with him for a few weeks while you're looking at which university you'd prefer attending, which I think is a good idea as you can take your time before making any final decisions. There's just one other detail you need to be aware of before doing that."
"What's that?"
"Your dad has a live in girlfriend, someone he's been seeing for the past few months," she told me, which was news to me, as I hadn't been aware he'd been seeing anyone as of late, let alone letting her move in with him, something he hadn't done before.
"Sounds like he's getting serious with this one then," I replied
"I don't know...maybe, but before heading out there, he wanted to make sure you were ok with that before showing up since she'll be there, and though you'll certainly have your own room, you know how small your father's place is. It's apt to feel a bit crowded."
It wasn't exactly a beach house, but it was within walking distance to the beach, which I was looking forward to. The last time I'd even been for a visit was over two years ago, and dad was in the process of remodeling the place then when I'd gone for a visit. With the mess of reconstruction, I'd spent a lot of time at the beach when we weren't sightseeing or going to the amusement parks. His intent had been to extend the small attic into two bedrooms upstairs in a loft overlooking the bottom floor, and then converting what had been then the single large bedroom into a larger living area. I couldn't help but wonder how three of us would keep from tripping over one another's feet. Even so, I looked forward to my arrival and did so three days later.
I have to admit, I was surprised. What had initially been, or looked to be a fairly run-down shack more than home, had been converted into something quite spectacular in comparison to the way I'd last seen it. There was now a large standing deck off the back of the two bedrooms which shared it, each with its own private access, and built just high enough that you could actually see the ocean view from there. It was airy with an opening in the ceiling that could be rolled over and closed whenever there was bad weather or too windy to allow it to remain open. Below, the living room was indeed far more spacious with a conversation pit that dad had had excavated around a small cozy open fire pit, with a semi modernized kitchen that though compact for its small size, was extremely functional.
The only odd thing was as I followed my dad up the stairs to the new bedrooms was the fact that there was no door leading into either one. They were both open, though separated by a wall, but each led out to a small overhanging balcony looking down into the rooms below, thus keeping the 'loft-like' feel to them, but sacrificing whatever privacy might have been needed or required from time to time. Still, it was an interesting set up, and architecturally beautiful in design.
"So where's Kathy?" I asked after tossing my bags onto the bed.
"She should be here anytime now," my father told me. "She's out doing some grocery shopping, thought it might give us a chance to have a little time getting reacquainted before joining us."
As I'd grown older, I had certainly taken on more and more of my father's looks. Mom and dad had only been nineteen when they had me, which was the main reason for their getting married in the first place. And though it had been over eighteen years since that time, dad didn't look a whole lot different now than he had then, a bit more mature looking perhaps, but he'd kept himself in great physical shape, had a natural California tan most of the time without overdoing it, and had maintained the same thick dark hair that I had, along with matching hazel colored eyes that made us look even more alike in comparison.
"Darla's gonna love you!" Dad said slyly.
"Darla? Who's Darla?" I asked then.
"Mom didn't tell you?" he asked in surprise.
"Ah no...she didn't," I stated, suddenly concerned. In my mind, I had this picture of some snot-nosed teenage kid that would constantly be hanging around me.
"Hmm," dad mused. "Wonder why?" he said more to himself, before speaking directly to me. "Well, Darla's Kathy's daughter of course, she's currently attending a college a bit further North of here, has her own apartment that she shares with some room-mates, though she makes it down for a visit every other weekend or so, "he explained. "Anyway, we thought it would be nice for her to come down for a visit next weekend, finally meet you after you'd had a week to yourself settling in."
At least Darla was around my age, slightly older even, which couldn't be all bad, though I still had no idea what she looked like, and found myself asking him.
Dad grinned, "When you meet Kathy, you'll know," he told me. "She's the spitting image of her mother, with blonde hair halfway down her back, blue eyes and a figure most women would die for!" he further explained, then caught me off guard a little as he cupped a pair of imaginary breasts, thus telling me as he did so that Darla was obviously well endowed in that department.
I felt my face flush somewhat, and though I was no longer a virgin, I'd only really been with one girl, so was still pretty naive and inexperienced when it came to girls, being somewhat shy most of my teenage years, even though I'd been considered good looking and had never had any trouble going out on dates, though it always made me extremely nervous whenever I asked.
Dad turned smiling, the sound of car tires on the gravel drive outside alerting us both that Kathy had arrived. Moments later she came inside with two arms full of groceries.
"There's more in the car," she told us both smiling heading over towards the kitchen area where she placed both sacks on the counter, immediately turning to embrace me rather warmly rather than merely shaking my hand as I'd expected to do.
"Nonsense," she'd said, ignoring my hand, drawing me against her, hugging me, which had the effect of capturing my offered hand between us before I could withdraw it, the sudden contact of Kathy's full breasts pressed against my hand between our chests making my introduction to her most awkward, though not without a mild thrill and amusement as we stood there hugging for a moment before she released me and my hand stepping back.
"You're the spitting image of your father," she told me checking me out. "Not at all like any of the picture's I've seen of you either," she added.
"Dad says the same thing about your daughter," I responded, now seeing Kathy for the first time really as we stood gawking at one another.
Her hair though short, framed her oval shaped face beautifully, with what could only be described as ocean blue eyes, a full set of Angelina Jolie lips, I actually found myself standing there wondering what it would be like kissing her, an unexpected thought that caused my cock to twitch, reminding me as it did so that I was imaging thoughts I had no business thinking about. But the fact that she was also standing there in a short pair of cut off Levis revealing a great deal of beautifully tanned, very shapely legs wasn't helping much. And added to all that, was the tight fitting white tank top she was wearing that molded her round full breasts as though it had been painted on.
"Why thank you," she said grinning at me, twin hard nipples pressing against the front of her shirt that I found myself having to tear my eyes away from. "Like father, like son," she said grinning even broader as she turned towards my father, her comment once again catching me off guard, and I wondered for a moment what she'd meant by that, though she quickly explained that when speaking to dad.
"Looks like your son is a tit man too," she said shamelessly. "Not surprised either if he's anything like you are," she added giving dad a quick affectionate kiss. "Now...how about helping me with these groceries? So unless you feel like cooking dinner yourself, I need to get things going here!"
Kathy's smile was infectious, disarming, as was her obvious open attitude. Once again I felt my face flushing with embarrassment for she had indeed caught me looking a bit too long at her chest, though in all honesty, I didn't realize that I had been doing so to the extent that I obviously had been.
Following dad outside to the car where we collected the rest of the groceries, he once again smiled looking at me, "Well? What do you think? Is she hot or what?"
Just hearing my father speaking to me about her like this was oddly different. I mean he was my father after all, but it made me feel more like he was a friend too in a way, and I liked his easy going attitude, making me feel suddenly a lot more comfortable than I had ever felt around him before.
"Yeah, she is!" I actually admitted smiling back at him.
"And like I told you, as good looking as she is? Wait until you meet Darla," he told me, though the thought of doing that suddenly made me extremely nervous, even though she wasn't even there yet."
"Yeah, well we'll see," I said more to myself than to my father, though he'd heard it and chuckled to himself as we carried the rest of everything back inside.
#
Dinner was wonderful, as was the view. Dad had barbequed steaks, cooked to perfection, Kathy had added a nice potato salad along with fresh corn on the cob also barbequed on the grill. We'd eaten outside on the new deck overlooking the ocean, though that hadn't been the view I'd found nearly as spectacular as the one I was looking at now, and had been on the sly most of the evening. Kathy had slipped into a white bikini, further showing off her gorgeous tan, but also revealing if that was even possible, more of her heavenly formed breasts. I am sure that since it had been a while since I'd even gone out on a date with a girl, a couple of months now at least, that my mind wandered far more than it might have under normal circumstances. I simply just wasn't used to seeing women in bikinis, especially when they weren't even swimming, but just lounging around. It was all I could do to keep my eyes and mind focused elsewhere every time Kathy leaned over, or turned off to one side, her marvelous full sized breasts drawing my eyes to them as though they were magnets.
We sat out on the deck talking and getting to know one another better far into the night, until I'd actually started to grow sleepy, not really used to drinking so much wine for one thing, but even the two hours difference in time was having an effect on me.
"Time for bed," I exclaimed excusing myself, glad there was at least a door on the bathroom downstairs, though still finding it somewhat disconcerting to walk upstairs and into my semi-open bedroom.
I had nearly fallen asleep when I heard dad and Kathy come up the stairs from using the bathroom below as well, slipping into their room. And though they spoke quietly and softly, I could still make out a few things they were saying.
"God I'm still horny!" Kathy half whispered though I could hear her quite easily as she said that.
"You're always horny," dad answered her back, and I could hear the smile in his tone of voice when he did.
"Yeah well, fucking you out on the deck always does get to me," Kathy giggled still trying to be quiet without much success.
Where I had actually been tired and near sleep only moments ago, I now found myself wide awake, the image of the two of them outside on the deck where we'd all been sitting together only a short time ago, now filling my thoughts with lusty images of the two of them together, my own father for one thing, which was bad enough as I pictured it, his hard stiff prick sliding in and out of Kathy's cunt, but the additional image of what I had some basis to picture inside my head, causing my own prick to harden almost painfully so. And not only had I not been dating any girls as of late, I hadn't been doing much of anything else either, so when the flush of arousal and excitement hit me, it was nearly overwhelming!
"Oh, I need to suck this," Kathy moaned, then I heard her as she sat on the bed, my mind's eye now creating the image of dad standing naked before her, her lips...those magnificent full lips of hers wrapping around his member, sucking and licking it. My own hand now encircling my cock head as though it were her mouth sucking me, listening carefully to the sounds she was making, obviously aroused, enjoying whatever it was she was doing and not being all that cautious about my ability to even hear them as well as I was, though I also imagined that in all likelihood, they hadn't really considered that before now.
"Oh yeah baby," I heard dad moaning. "God that feels good," he moaned once more even more deeply. "You are one hell of a cock-sucker!" he spoke a little too loudly, causing Kathy to giggle, reminding him as she did that I was in the next room and that maybe they'd best quiet things down a little.
They did, making it harder for me to be able to hear much of anything, though just enough that when they obviously began fucking again, I could actually hear the sounds that Kathy's wet sloshy pussy was making every time my old man thrust into her, that and her eventual squeal of ecstasy when she came, though she tried very hard while doing that to keep it down as I once again imagined her with her face buried in the pillow as she did so.
I came soon afterwards myself, my prick jettisoning what felt like a gallon of cum as I climaxed, the image of the two of them forever burned within my mind as I continued pumping out one deliciously hard-felt squirt after another, having to use several tissues out of the box on my nightstand afterwards to clean up with.
#
I woke to the smell of freshly brewed coffee, stumbling out of bed still sleepy-eyed, but also in desperate need of a pee. I headed towards the stairs after throwing my robe on, my morning hard making the decent even more difficult as I had to rearrange my bathrobe halfway down the stairs in order to conceal it, just as Kathy came into view holding two cups of coffee, watching me as I readjusted my robe, briefly revealing myself in the process. If she noticed, she didn't really let on, though she did smile upon seeing me. She placed the cups on the small kitchen table, sitting down as I passed by on my way into the bathroom.
"Where's dad?" I asked.
"Out for his morning run, though he should be back anytime now," she answered. "Normally I go with him, but thought I'd wait here for you so you didn't wonder where we'd both disappeared to when you woke up."
As I stood in the bathroom trying to will my cock down so I could pee, it only then dawned on me that Kathy had been wearing nothing more than one of dads long white tee shirts. Maybe she was also wearing panties beneath that, but I had no real way of telling that from my angle.
"Fuck!" I exclaimed, my cock hardening even more rather than softening with the urge to pee lessening, and the urge to actually jerk myself off once again strengthening as I stood there.
Giving up on both for the moment, I flushed the toilet without going, washed my hands as though I had, and emerged back into the kitchen area where Kathy sat sipping her coffee, mine sitting on the table across from her where I now took my seat.
"Sleep well?" she asked peering at me over the rim of her cup as she sipped it.
"Oh yeah, like a baby!" I answered truthfully, for I had after the hard intense climax I'd experienced working better than any sleeping pill any doctor could have prescribed.
"That's good," Kathy smiled sitting her cup down and looking pointedly towards me. "I was a little concerned we might have kept you up," she said smiling once again, and I actually noticed a slight flush in her cheeks as she said that. "We tried to keep it down, but your father has a way of bringing out the wild woman in me."
I couldn't believe what I was hearing! Kathy had come right out and intimated what they'd been doing last night, obviously well aware that I could possibly hear the two of them after all.
"I guess that's the only downside of the rooms being the way that they are," she added conversationally. "There's not a whole lot that goes on here that remains very private is there?"
"Ah...no," I grinned somewhat awkwardly, letting her know as I answered that I had indeed been aware of their coupling the night before.
"Did it keep you up?"
I almost said yes, the now formed image of my own hard cock in hand as I jerked myself off while listening to them. "No...not really. I was pretty tired and actually did fall asleep, so whatever the two of you ended up doing, I wasn't really aware of it."
"Liar!" she laughed playfully. "But we really will try and keep it down better next time."
I didn't have a response to that, so I picked up my coffee and drank from it instead, watching her as she stood and walked over to the sideboard to pour a second cup. Reaching for the cream, I saw the hem of her tee shirt raise just enough to reveal the fleshiness of her twin ass cheeks. I'd been wrong, she wasn't wearing any panties! Returning with the coffee pot, she freshened mine then took her seat once again.
"So, anything special you'd like to do today?"
"Yeah...cum all over your tits," I thought to myself. "No...not really," I actually answered, somewhat ashamed with myself for even thinking such a thing with her being my father's girlfriend and all. It was Saturday, and I hadn't really planned on going to visit any of the Universities until Monday, and one a bit further up the coast, which would necessitate a nearly full day's drive up and back later on during the week. "Thought I'd just go for a swim later," I then added once again catching myself looking across the table at Kathy's tits, her nipples once again hard, pressing against the thin material of the shirt she was wearing.
"That sounds like fun, mind if I come with you when you do?" she asked.
"No, not at all," I answered easily, the image now forming of that sexy brief bikini she'd worn the night before, once again re-stiffening my cock which had just barely begun to soften, the additional coffee only now adding to my ever growing discomfort, so much so that I finally had to excuse myself and go do something about it before I burst...one way or the other.



What I didn't realize or catch immediately as I stood, was the way too obvious bulge that tented out my robe as I stood up, looking down in horror, seeing the obvious, then looking up to catch Kathy's eyes staring at it, though she tried hiding the smile that suddenly split her face as she did so, as she took another sip of her coffee.
"Ah...I need to pee," I stammered feeling stupid as I said it, and then dashed off towards the bathroom once again.
"Take your time," she giggled after me. "I'll get some breakfast going," she added though I could still hear the smile in her tone of voice as she said that.
#
Though I finally managed to pee, I still ended up jerking myself off in the shower afterwards, emerging a short time later just in time to catch dad standing behind Kathy as she stood scrambling some eggs. Though he quickly removed his hand away from her ass, it was obvious what he'd been doing, especially when her shirttail hung for a moment, bunched against it until she turned causing it to fall down covering her firm tight ass once again.
"Hungry?"
"Famished!" I said truthfully.
"Enjoy your shower?" she once again smiled looking at me, and then quickly looking down just before I sat, the obvious tenting no longer in evidence.
Her question was flirtatious, though it might have been my own vivid imagination when hearing it, causing my face to once again blush profusely. I glanced over towards where my father still stood, he standing there grinning at me almost as much as Kathy was.
"Better get used to it sport," he told me. "I've always thought Kathy was a bit of an exhibionist anyways, trying to get her to wear clothes half the time is a real battle with her, so I tend to walk around aroused most of the time myself, so don't think anything of it if you are, or be embarrassed by it, it's just the way that it is!"
The fact that they were both eluding to my earlier condition stunned me, obviously Kathy had seen, and had even mentioned it to my father!
"But if it bothers you..." Kathy began, "I'll try and be a bit more modest around you than I have been," she told me seriously.
"Ah no...NO!" I said almost a bit too forcefully. "I don't want anyone doing anything differently just because I'm here," I told them both. "In fact, I find it refreshing," I said seriously surprising myself. Dad knew how it was at home, or at least remembered things well enough. Mom wasn't exactly a prude, I'd even heard her curse on occasion, but I'd never seen her wear anything even remotely sexy or provocative either. Never in a million years would she be caught dead wearing cut off Levis or a tight fitting tee shirt with no bra on.
#
After breakfast was over, we headed off to spend the day at the beach. Though Kathy didn't wear the same white sexy bikini I had seen her in the day before, she did wear an even skimpier red one that revealed most if not all of her ass in a French thong cut design, with the barest of material even containing let alone covering her breasts. The area of beach we'd gone to was also fairly secluded with not many tourists ever coming here, mostly locals and people who lived near the area, and even those in scant attendance, leaving us mostly alone and to ourselves as we staked out a nice clean stretch of nearly white sand near the water.
I'd barely even thrown my beach towel down before heading off towards the surf, dad and Kathy chasing right behind me. The water was exquisitely refreshing though a bit chilly at first, as the three of us splashed water playfully at one another. Seeing my father and Kathy this way was delightfully entertaining, and was giving me an insight into my own father that I'd never had before, making me wish that I had gotten to know him a lot better before now. Even so, I found his boyish qualities to be much like my own, rather than a constantly, or nearly so straight-laced attitude towards life in general the way my mother and stepfather always seemed to behave. Dad, and Kathy were obviously far more free-spirited, seemed to be enjoying life, laughter and everything else that came with it, including their obvious openness regarding their sexuality.
As I wasn't nearly as used to the water as they were, I soon headed back to the beach, teeth chattering and laid out my towel, laying on it. I watched as dad swam out a bit further, enjoying his swim as Kathy soon after headed back in joining me on her towel. I was immediately grateful for the sunglasses I was wearing, watching her openly as she approached, her nipples even harder now than I'd seen them already, pressing so hard against the wet clinging top of her bikini that I thought they could poke through it if they got any harder.
"Cold isn't it?" I said as she lay beside me.
She laughed, "Oh...you noticed!"
Once again her comment easily taken two ways, though I continued to glance at her breasts behind the protection of my glasses though this became immediately unnecessary.
"Would it bother you if I took off my top?" she asked.
"Ah no...be my guest," I said trying to sound suave and sophisticated, though the truth was, I was suddenly excited as hell just with the prospect of actually seeing her tits. It was obvious that dad wouldn't mind, already alerting me to the fact that trying to keep clothes on Kathy was next to impossible anyway.
With Kathy lying there next to me, her tanned breasts pointing towards the sun, my own pointer began rising, forcing me to turn over onto my stomach hiding what was quickly becoming a rather awkward position for me.
"Maybe you should make a hole in the sand," she said suddenly out of nowhere, though her face remained unlined as she spoke.
"What?"
"To hide your erection in," she then added, finally beginning to smile, trying to hide it.
"Oh yeah...right," I said joking back with her, pretending that wasn't at all why I had rolled over."
"Though I'd certainly be willing to help you with that if you wanted me to," she then said, which nearly took my breath away.
"Oh sure...especially with dad around," I said half-jokingly, though she sat up slightly leaning on one elbow, her hand pulling her sun glasses down just far enough so I could see her eyes.
"You really don't know your father very well yet do you?" she asked, her question confusing me as I saw no relevance in her answer to my comment.
"What's that got to do with anything?" I shot back, feeling a bit off balance.
"Only that your dad looks at life a lot differently than most, a lot like I do for one thing, which is why we get along so well together. Our relationship is based on trust and understanding, not suspicion or petty jealousies." Kathy then sat up fully, removing her glasses entirely as she spun around on her towel facing me.
"The fact that we can be so open with one another, about anything and everything is what keeps our relationship so fresh, so exciting. I don't have to worry about hiding my thoughts or feelings, I can speak openly and freely around him, and I'm hoping at some point to be able to do that with you as well, but even more importantly, have you doing the same with me and your father."
"Does that include sex?" I asked still trying to make light of her comment, thinking she had indeed only been joking, or at the most semi-flirting with me.
"As long as we both know about it, yes," she said. "We never would, or ever will do anything behind one another's backs. But that I can find you attractive, I am sure because you look so much like your father, just younger, that I can share those thoughts with him openly and without fear."
"You telling me you've spoken to dad about...about,"
"Having sex with you?" She laughed, "Hell yes!" she giggled. "I even bet him that you had jerked off in the shower because we'd made you horny the night before, not to mention in the morning when you woke up and came downstairs. I saw your erection Randy, couldn't help but notice it the way it was poking at the front of your bathrobe."
"Holy shit!" Was all I could manage to say. "You're serious?"
"Only when it comes to sex," Kathy grinned once again covering her eyes. I could only sit there staring at her, and for once I wasn't staring directly at her openly exposed tits either.
"So...did you?"
"Did I what?" I answered back, my mind reeling with what she'd just told me.
"Did you jerk off in the shower? Now be honest...there's ten bucks riding on it!"
"Man, you two are crazy!" I exclaimed once again feeling the flush in my cheeks.
"Yeah, maybe we are," Kathy said softly, and then rolled over facing away from me. I lay there looking at her, rather looking at her back for a long period of silence.
"Hey, I didn't mean it like that, I didn't mean that you and dad are off your rockers or anything, that's not what I meant by that."
Kathy rolled over, this time facing me, once again her glasses coming off as she looked at me.
"So, what did you mean then?"
"I guess, what I meant was, I've never seen, been around anyone who's obviously so open minded and free-spirited as you two are. It's different, that's for sure, just not used to it, but I certainly don't mind being around it either."
She again smiled, easing my discomfort. "You still haven't answered my question."
This time I removed my glasses and looked her right in the eye. "Yes...yes I did."
#
Dad soon after joined us, tossing his towel out on the other side of Kathy. "Enjoying the view?" he asked, though he wasn't looking out over the ocean when he said that.
"How could I not?" I responded, actually enjoying the fact that I could actually say that to my own father with his half naked girlfriend lying between us.
"My point exactly," he said.
"By the way Reid, you owe me ten bucks!"
Dad laughed, "So you finally managed to seduce him huh?"
"Well, not entirely, though he at least told me that much, so like I said, ten bucks mister."
"How about we take it out in trade?" he asked.
"That might get you a hand job," she said once again surprising me with her candidness.
"Only that?" Dad pouted playfully.
"Wait a minute!" I said jumping in. "I'm confused here, didn't she say that you owed her the ten bucks?"
"Yeah? So? Oh wait! I see! You're thinking since I owe her...but the truth is, Kathy loves sex so much that whenever she can convince me to do something, which is quite often, it's like paying her in a way so to speak."
"I'm not sure I follow that," I said still somewhat confused, but I'll take your word for it."
"Listen, I'll make it easy on you both, how about I give you both a nice long slow hand job, right here, right now."
"Here? Now?" I said flabbergasted, looking all about me, seeing several people about, though none of which was too terribly close to us. "You're not serious!"
"Oh yeah, she is!" Dad laughed, "You can always tell by that wicked little gleam in her eyes!"
Without waiting for any more discussion Kathy sat up. "Here, both of you move closer to me so I can reach you, then roll over onto your tummies and let me do the rest."
I watched, as dad didn't even hesitate, scooting up next to her though at a distance that would prove most comfortable for her as he did so. "Ok Randy, now you," she said extending out her arm, placing it along with her hand where it was that she wanted me specifically to lie down. Even then I still hesitated, looking about worriedly for one thing, but for another, in a dazed state of mind as I realized I was about to get fondled by a woman twice my age, good looking as hell, and who was currently dating my father on top of all that.
"Very nice," she purred as she lay there a hand beneath each of us, the feel of her as she fumbled briefly with my swim trunks before finally freeing my erection, cupping it within the palm of her hand, just as she must have been doing with dad, and then proceeded to stroke and massage the two of us while laying there on the beach, looking for all the world to see as though she was just sunbathing, though the position of her arms if anyone looked close enough, would have given away what it was she really was doing.
Now as silly as this may sound, this was for me one of the most erotic, exciting, thrilling experiences I had ever had. And though I certainly didn't have a lot to compare to, even the loss of my virginity was nothing in comparison to this. Half of which I was too nervous and fearful to even remember, happening so fast, and without all that excited wonder and joy I'd been expecting to experience after which, which neither of us really did.
But here...now, lying there as we were, people milling about, though again not too terribly close so as to take notice of what was going on, though some few may have wondered without saying or doing anything, which merely added to the thrill and excitement of it, while Kathy fondled my now even harder cock, and knowing...just knowing that she was doing the same exact thing to my dad at the exact same time, felt wickedly delicious. When my orgasm finally came, it took me by surprise, so intense, so mind blowing as I lay there feeling her fingers and hands milking every precious drop out of me, squirting into her hand, feeling my juice then being used to further stimulate and pleasure my cock with.
And not too surprisingly, dad and I had cum at nearly the same exact time. It was as though each of us could sense it in the other through Kathy who in a weird sort of way, had connected the two of us together. Even watching her as she wiped the remaining juice from our spending onto her breasts, rubbing it into herself like it was suntan lotion was erotic as hell. Knowing that was "our stuff" she was rubbing in to those gorgeous tits of hers. I thought I had died and gone to heaven, but I had no idea how close I was to doing just that when she told the two of us to finish rubbing it in!
Hell, I was happy just being able to even look at her tits when she bared them, let alone getting a hand job from her, and then invited to actually touch her, which I immediately and happily did of course, just as my old man was doing, rubbing his thick creamy cum into her other breast just as I was doing.
"Well boys, I think I've had enough sun for one day," she announced standing up, reluctantly having to cover herself for the short walk home. "And I could use a nice long shower about now too," she added. "You two care to join me?"
I don't think the three of us could walk home fast enough.
#
The other nice thing about the shower was, it was really big. There wasn't a bathtub, just the shower, but it could easily fit several people inside without being crowded. There were two separate showerheads on the wall, which allowed for two people to shower side by side with plenty of room behind them to spare. Dad had installed a couple of little bench seats to sit down on, one of which I had taken, content for the moment to just sit there and gawk at Kathy's nude form as she showered off the last remaining traces of our semen, most of which we'd massaged into her skin. It was also a little bit of a surprise to see that she was completely shaved, her bare pussy lips currently swollen and puffy with desire, so vulnerable in their appearance, not to mention her hard aroused little clit, which she playfully flashed at me while washing herself.
The momentary hard part, leaving me with a few mixed emotions initially was seeing my own father in the nude. I never even remembered seeing him before now, but especially now, his cock hard and swollen as Kathy unabashedly toyed with it, keeping it so as she washed it, or simply toyed with it. Try as I might, I couldn't not look at it...it was after all out there, and dad didn't seem to be uncomfortable at all that it was, enjoying the erotic playfulness of the situation even though his son was sitting there only a foot or so away watching it all.
"Your turn!" Kathy announced vacating her spot, taking my place as we switched places.
"Oh my! Twin cocks!" she suddenly announced looking at the two of us. "Come here...both of you!" she all but demanded.
Once again, not something I had taken serious note of here, but she was right. Looking at myself, then at dad, we were very similar in size and shape, there was very little difference between us, though his was perhaps a bit fatter in girth than I was, though not by much, and where I had a slightly thicker tip than he had, though again not by much. Size and length wise, we were perhaps both slightly above average, but neither longer nor larger than the other.
Dad had already stepped towards her, and then I did. Still not fully knowing what to expect here until she took both of our cocks in hand, placing them side by side against one another, and then from there, into her mouth which she just managed to get most if not all of the two of us inside while she tickled and sucked them with lips and tongue. I felt weak in the knees almost immediately. Only two girls had ever done that, or anything remotely even close. One was Chris the girl I'd lost my virginity with, and the other a girl I dated a year later who loved giving head, (or so she claimed) though when doing so, left much to be desired, at least the way it felt to me anyway, I got more pleasure in using my own hand than the way she had begun doing me with her mouth, making me wonder at the time why guys seemed so anxious to have a woman suck them off. If this was the way it felt, I was better at doing myself.
Now I knew and understood the difference.
The feel of Kathy's mouth on my prick was unlike anything I had ever known or felt before. The fact that I could also feel my father's cock resting against mine as she sucked us both was initially a bit disconcerting, but that lasted only for a moment or so, the exquisite sensation of her sucking the two of us, (hearing it as she did) sent shock waves running up and down my spine until I felt the sudden inevitable explosion once again coming. I even tried to dislodge my cock from her mouth, warning her a split second before losing it, but once again surprised, shocked even, as she maintained her hold, only then slipping her mouth entirely around me, sucking, sucking...sucking, until the juice exploded, my balls suddenly tightening into a hardness of their own as they emptied themselves into her fucking mouth.
"Oh my! So much cum! And so soon after the beach too!" Kathy said licking her fingers. "I'm not even sure your father could match that!" she challenged him.
"Well, why don't we find out?" he suggested hotly, drawing Kathy's head back towards his rigidly hard shaft, which she immediately engulfed, sucking it just as she'd been sucking me.
The fact that I was standing there getting aroused all over again was mind boggling, watching Kathy sucking my father's cock was arousing to me, curiously so. Even when he came, filling Kathy's mouth with his spunk, and according to her, matching my own orgasmic release was wilder beyond my best imaginings.
We soon after stepped out of the shower and began drying ourselves off. I turned towards dad, nodding in Kathy's direction. He laughed.
"What's so funny?" Kathy asked curiously.
"I think Randy's wondering about you, why it is you're not getting off...yet," he said winking at her, and then she laughed.
"Well you see honey, it's like this. Everything so far, for me has been like foreplay. I like to get very...very aroused before I finally allow myself to get off, and so far, I'm off to a good start here, but there's still lots of time in the day yet. I like to think about the things that have just happened, as well as the things I'm looking forward to happening. So you see? There's no rush here, no worries, we've got all evening to continue to enjoy one another, and enjoy one another, we will," she finished then giving me a quick sultry kiss on the lips, which immediately caused my somewhat flaccid prick to lurch having finally kissed those magnificent looking lips of hers.



#
True to what I'd already been told, Kathy remained in the nude even as she rustled up a few snacks along with some cold beers in order to watch the local afternoon college football game with. I could only sit there shaking my head in amazement as she relaxed on the chair next to us, one leg thrown over the side, her pussy so openly displayed, which she occasionally would sit there and finger while watching the game as though it was the most natural thing in the world to be doing.
"See what I mean?" Dad grinned. "And trust me...you haven't seen anything yet either! Just wait until half time!"
By now I believed him, and could only wonder what he'd meant by half time, actually looking forward to that more than the game, which I'd, had trouble keeping my eyes on anyway.
"Two minute warning!" Kathy announced quickly disappearing.
"Ah dad? There's no two minute warning in college ball," I reminded him.
"Yeah I know," he grinned. "She's giving us a two minute warning," he informed me. "She's starting to get seriously horny now, and this my son...is only the beginning!"
Sure enough, just as the first half ended, Kathy came down the stairs carrying several large throw pillows along with what appeared to be a rather complicated looking vibrator, which I was soon informed was something called a "rabbit" or something. I soon discovered why it was called that too.
Kathy made herself comfortable amidst a sea of cushioned pillows, lying on the floor in front of the TV facing us as we sat on the couch. Dad muted the TV, and then Kathy began. At first, she just lay there caressing herself, which was erotic enough. I'd never ever even seen a woman do that to herself before, though I'd certainly thought about it often enough. Just the way she caressed her own breasts, pulling on, rolling, and even pinching her nipples soon had me hard as a fucking rock!
"Enjoying the half time show?" Dad asked. Looking over, I was surprised to see his hard stiff cock had already been released from his pants which he now sat stroking and playing with while watching her.
"Fuck yes," I responded, using a word I'd have never thought saying in front of one of my own parents up until now at least.
Kathy finally turned the toy on placing it against the wet glistening opening of her cunt and began teasing herself with it, initially just the hum of it being turned on, then watching as it slowly began wiggling back and forth a little as she held it against her clit, moaning pleasurably as she did so. Eventually she pushed another button, now adding some sort of rotating motion to it as well as she now slowly began shoving it inside herself until she had taken as much of it as she could, just as slowly removing it then, showing us both the white creamy substance that now clung to it, her own sweet nectar which I found myself mesmerized while looking at. Increasing the speed slightly, she again slowly inserted the device, this time working it in and out of herself several times before removing it, once again showing us both the even thicker creamier lines of girl spunk now coating the toy. She placed it against her mouth, licking off her own essence, once again returning it back to her pussy, increasing the speed as well as the wiggle and rotation of the toy until it was on full, and proceeded to fuck herself forcefully, deeply, all the while maintaining eye contact with both of us.
I don't even remember releasing my cock, but I had. I felt my own precum juices running down my shaft as I gathered them up with my fingers, smearing them all over and about the head of my cock, just as dad was himself doing as we two sat there watching Kathy pleasure herself.
"Gonna be a big one honey!" she exclaimed looking towards my father, then towards me as she asked, "Ever see a woman squirt before?"
"Fuck...no!" I barely managed to say, once again something I had only heard about, but never seen, and half wondered even then if it wasn't one of those urban legends.
"Well, keep watching sweetie, I'll tell you when," she told me, the look in her eyes already saying that she was on the verge of doing just that.
One hand on her tits again, pulling on her nipple even harder than I'd ever thought of doing, she twisted it, yanked it, all the while shoving the rapidly vibrating toy in and out of herself until she suddenly yanked it out. For a moment, I honestly believe she had stopped time. I know I quit breathing, she just seemed to be suspended there in mid air or something, her ass coming up off the ground, pointed upwards, even her fingers no longer moving though they still clenched her hard nipple pulling upwards on it. And then all at once, she screamed, and as she screamed I saw the most incredible sight I had ever seen or witnessed before. A long thin streamer of milky-white fluid suddenly erupted from somewhere deep down inside her pussy, sky rocketing into the air, though it didn't really spurt, it just kept streaming. Out of the corner of my eye, I sort of saw Dad stand walking towards her. Kathy then re-directed her now pulsating stream against him, actually hitting his prick which he stood there jerking, suddenly discharging once again, watching his spunk crossing the path of hers, landing against her pussy which had only then begun to suddenly diminish, though I still saw a small little trickle of her climax still pouring out of her cunt.
"Give it to me Randy," she moaned contentedly. I stood before her, looking down at the white glistening mess, and soon added my own.
#
The half time show had lasted perhaps fifteen or twenty minutes, that was all, but it had seemed like an eternity. The second half of the game started, dad removed "mute" from the TV, and Kathy disappeared back upstairs with an armload of pillows as though nothing had just happened. I sat back drained, excited, amused, more emotions running around inside my head that I could shake a stick at.
Once again things seemed to settle down into some sense of normalcy, if you can call Kathy running around the house still in the nude normal, though I was beginning to see and think of it in that way. We eventually had a light pleasant dinner out on the deck, though Kathy had put on one of her long tee shirts primarily to keep any nearby neighbors from getting upset with her being out there nude as we ate dinner. After the sun set however, Kathy walked over to the railing, removed her shirt once again and turned towards the two of us as we sat in our lounge chairs watching her.
"So, who's going to fuck me first?" she asked.
I heard dad laugh when she said that, though I couldn't tear my eyes away from her. She was already leaning over the railing, standing there with her legs slightly spread, the barest hint of light coming from inside the house that had back-lit her slightly, which is when I noticed the small trickle of glistening moisture actually running down her legs.
"Fuck!" I mused once again more to myself upon seeing it, though it again caused dad to chuckle as he was obviously seeing the same thing I was.
"Told you," he said. "Foreplay all day, and now she's damn wet, and damn fucking horny!"
"Well? You two going to just sit there and talk about my dripping cunt? Or come over here and do something about it before I do?"
I did look over at my father then, saw him merely nod his head in Kathy's direction adding as he did, "Be my guest," he told me grinning.
I was out of my own clothes in two shakes of a second, moving up behind her as she stood there, now leaning over even more so than she had been, her full breasts now hanging down and over the railing. Placing my cock at her opening, nervous and breathless as I did so, Kathy reached behind actually grabbing my ass with both hands and simply said, "Fuck me!"
As quickly as I had stood to move towards her, I had just as quickly slammed my prick inside her moments afterwards. She was tight, but she was slick. It was like fucking butter the way her cunt seemed to feel as I slid deeply inside her, so much juice inside that heavenly passage that I immediately heard the most wickedly delicious 'frothy-like' noises coming from her pussy as I began thrusting in and out of her, her own moans now adding to the moans of her cunt as I began shoving in and out of her, slowly at first until I felt my knees already beginning to buckle.
"Harder! Faster!" Kathy demanded suddenly. "Fuck me hard Randy...hard!"
I did, and I was, but doing so brought on my own climatic release far sooner than I would have preferred. I am sure it was because of the newness of all this in part, but I had been in a constant state of arousal all day long with her walking about in the nude, and that after having climaxed more times in one day than I could ever remember doing before.
Not knowing at the time that she was taking birth control, I had no other option but to pull out as I climaxed, though she didn't seem to mind it when I did, actually enjoying it, spinning around the moment I had, grasping my cock in her hand and rubbing it directly against her cunt, particularly against her clit as I began squirting against it. Almost immediately I felt this light tickling spray, realizing only then that she too was cumming, her pussy squirting its own wet delicious nectar back against me as she slapped my prick faster and faster against the surface of her clit.
I stumbled back towards my chair, collapsing down inside it just as dad stood now moving over to take my place. Kathy placed one leg on one of the sitting benches as dad slid his prick deep inside her, then lifted her up completely, which amazed and surprised me. Holding onto the railing for balance and support, dad then stepped back until she was almost completely prone in the air before he began fucking himself in and out of her in this way, Kathy's legs sticking straight out and around my father's ass as he continued to hold her like that, slamming in and out of her furiously much to her delight which she half screamed into the night, causing me for the first time to actually worry about the neighbors overhearing them.
"Fuck me baby! Fuck me! That's it Reid, slam that hard fucking cock into my wet slippery little cunt!"
I had never heard so much erotic naughty language spoken before either, just listening, hearing the passion in her words, her tone of voice aroused me, again. Though I had collapsed in complete and utter exhaustion, sweat dripping from my brow not only from the exertion, but from the humidity of being outside, I was nevertheless rapidly growing hard once again as I watched dad and Kathy fucking, her pleasures filling my ears, my father's grunts and groans of ecstasy matching hers as he slammed his prick in and out of her with a rapidity that amazed me, especially in the difficult position they'd taken.
"Fill my cunt baby, fill my cunt with your cum!" she urged him, I want to use it to get myself off with again!" she added.
Seconds after that he was, his face screwed up in a pleasured grimace as he obviously jettisoned his spunk deep inside her pussy, his own legs finally giving out then as he gingerly set her back down onto her own feet, backing away, and as I had done, collapsing back into his own chair.
Taking the bench seat behind her, Kathy sat upon it, legs spread obscenely, and then digging her fingers inside herself, soon began to excavate the white sticky spunk that dad had just filled her pussy with.
I watched in abject fascination as she began smearing it over and around her lips, in particular her enormous swollen clit that now stood out clearly as she surrounded it with two fingers in a "V" shape causing it to protrude even more fully, her free hand now allowing a single finger tip to glide back and forth across the surface of its miniature length just as though she were stroking or petting a cock with her fingers, faster and faster she sat frigging herself in this way, using the cream that she occasionally felt dripping out of her cunt to further coat and pleasure her hard firm clit with.
"Oh fuck, gonna cum, gonna cum!" she announced a short time later, once again looking up towards us, her eyes focused, yet with a glazed look that was sexy as hell as her face soon screwed up in pure pleasured release, a thin streamer of juice suddenly exploding from the depths of her pussy to arch out into the night, then collapsing in a free-fall against the deck, splashing with the tiniest sound of beginning raindrops as she came.
After what seemed like an eternity, Kathy collected herself and came over to take one of the lounge chairs sitting between us.
"That was fucking fun!" she said still sounding out of breath. "Did you two enjoy it?" she asked.
I was still speechless, and amazingly now had an erection again. Dad noticed that I did, and laughed shaking his head. "Oh to be that young again," he announced, then adding, "but save it for tomorrow Randy, its blow-job Sunday!"
"What?"
"Never mind, you'll see what I mean tomorrow."
#
We soon after retired back inside the house where I promptly fell into a sound deep sleep. I was indeed exhausted from such an incredibly hot erotic day, images still filling my head as I drifted off to sleep, the sound and smell of fresh brewed coffee coming all too soon afterwards alerting me to the fact that a new day had indeed begun.
"Blow job Sunday!" I said sitting straight up in bed suddenly wide awake, and then followed my morning hard-on downstairs to pee, not even bothering to put on my bathrobe when I did.
"Well, look who's finally...up!" Kathy said upon seeing my erection, stifling a giggle. For a moment, I thought about going back upstairs to retrieve my robe, but suddenly that seemed silly under the circumstances, and though Kathy was at least wearing her long tee shirt once again, I knew she wore nothing else beneath it.
"Coffee?" she asked still smiling at me as I passed her, receiving a quick slap on the ass as I headed off into the bathroom.
"Yes, please. Dad?"
"Out for his run," she reminded me. "Though not a long one today," she added just as I reached the bathroom door. "The game doesn't start for an hour yet," I heard her say as I stepped inside closing it.
"Game?" I asked myself, and then smiled remembering it was Sunday and my dad's favorite team and mine were playing against one another.
Kathy had made pancakes with lots of homemade strawberry jam for topping. I'd just finished eating four plate-sized cakes when dad returned home from his run.
"Shower before you eat," Kathy told him as he walked by the table spearing a dollop of jam on his finger from the jar, which he quickly offered to Kathy to suck from his finger, which she quickly did. "Looking forward to the game are we?" she giggled suggestively. Without answering her however, dad turned towards me.
"Ready to make a little wager on the outcome?" he asked.
I didn't have a whole lot of money on me, in fact very little. "Can't really afford to do that," I told him simply.
"Not talking money," he said understanding now grinning. "I'll let Kathy explain the rules to you while I shower."
"Rules?" I wondered, though curiously interested as she poured us both a fresh cup of coffee while dad showered.
"It's simple really, and a whole lot of fun, certainly makes the game even more interesting," she began telling me. "Every time your team scores any points, you'll get that many sucks from me. And those of course are added to the next points should they score again."
"Nice!" I said smiling, already imagining it.
"Now, the trick is, you can't cum until the game is actually over with, then you get the total combined score of both teams in sucks added together when you can cum, but only then. If you still fail to do so, I win, and obviously, if you cum before the games over, I also win."
Even with her explaining the rules to me, I still didn't see any real losers here no matter how you looked at it, unless my team failed to score at all that is.
"Now, at half time, I get the combined total of points scored in clit sucks from you two, and if I cum during that time, then I lose."
This was getting better and better with each passing moment. I'd been anxious to watch the game enough as it was, but now...I had a hell of a lot more to look forward to as well.
"So, what happens if I lose?" I finally asked.
"Dishes for the week," Kathy said simply, and then I realized that dad had in fact been washing them after we'd eaten ever since I'd arrived here.
"Ah, ok!" I said grinning. Win or lose, I was certainly more than willing to play.
#
Kathy made the game even more interesting when she appeared wearing nothing more than a football jersey of her favorite team. With the air holes in it, it made the peek-a-boo appearance of her breasts quite enticing as they giggled and moved beneath it. Neither dad nor I wore anything, taking our respective seats to watch the game in with Kathy taking a neutral position on the small love seat between us. It was oddly arousing to be sitting there in the nude watching the game as it began, with the additional excitement of knowing every time your team scored, you were going to have your dick sucked. That was until the Colts (dad's team) scored the first two touch downs midway through the second quarter. Up until then, it had been a defensive game and I was beginning to wonder if anyone would get to do or feel anything the way it was going, which had been a surprise as both teams (mine being the Chargers) were both explosively high scoring teams which had promised a lot of action (in both forms) as we watched.
I had watched as Kathy had knelt between my father's legs giving him his first seven slowly delicious "sucks" after the Colts scored the first time, realizing as she did how deliciously wicked that looked and must have felt as she took her sweet time in doing it. When they soon after scored again after getting an interception, I then had to watch as she treated dad to a total of fourteen of them, all of which he obviously enjoyed, and no where's near reaching an orgasm even with that many. I was beginning to think I wouldn't enjoy much of anything at all, (except for sucking Kathy's clit at least fourteen times during the half) when the Chargers finally scored midway through the second quarter, and then adding a field goal just before the half, making the score 14 - 10 in favor of the Colts. Enjoying my ten total sucks, which worriedly me a little as they had in fact been too pleasurably delicious, I'd still managed to maintain my control, and now looked forward to finally licking Kathy's cunt as she once again positioned herself on the floor amongst several comfortable looking pillows which she'd tossed there.
Since dad's team was ahead, he went first, treating Kathy to twenty-four total clit flicks and or clit sucks before it was my turn to give her the same. Her pussy so incredibly sweet, and now incredibly slick with her juices as I really for the first time ever, stuck my tongue into a woman's pussy and actually sucked a woman's clit. Had it not been for the fact she was mentally counting in her head, I would have over-licked her, but she quickly stopped me, admitting when she did that I had almost brought her to the brink of orgasm, even though it had only taken me twenty four licks to get her there, though I'm sure the first twenty four dad had also given her had had a lot to do with that.
When the second half finally got underway, all hell broke loose. Both teams seemed to suddenly start scoring changing the lead back and forth, midway through the fourth quarter I was having doubts about being able to last that long, though thankfully, so was dad. It was beginning to look like if either one of our teams scored again, neither one of us would make it to the end, when they were tied with less than two minutes remaining in the game, and facing sudden death, I knew then and there I'd never make it even if they did win. Sure enough, the Chargers kicked a last minute field goal winning the game 34 - 31. I just managed to get through the last few glorious sucks, though teetering on the edge when the last final seconds of the game finally ended without cumming, though I didn't need even half that many after the game ended when I did.



Sitting there, feeling as well as watching my spunk shooting into Kathy's mouth was a pleasure unlike any other. Her mouth was like a soft humming vacuum as she drained me of every last vestige of cream that I had. And unlike before, since I had now officially won, dad went first, giving Kathy her 65 clit flicks, or clit sucks as we counted them down before it was my turn, but once again, she never made it through even half of those either before climaxing herself. Though I had certainly seen and watched her squirt, licking her when she did still caught me by surprise, the taste of her exquisite, the surprise of her when she came even more so. I loved every fucking minute of it as I lay there between her legs, feeling the spray of her pussy soaking my face for long moments afterwards.
We decided afterwards that though Dad once again had to do dishes for a week, that Kathy would have to at least dry them since she hadn't really won either. And though we didn't do anything but actually rest up the rest of the day after that, I was actually grateful for it, I had a big week ahead of me in researching the various schools I was thinking about attending, and had an even bigger weekend ahead of me when we drove up to the very same school that Darla was attending to have a look at that before bringing her back with us for a weekend stay.
#
I was a nervous wreck by the time Friday finally came, and not because of my visiting the school, but because I would finally be meeting Darla, Kathy's daughter. And there were several things about that, which bothered me as well. For starters, dad and Kathy said very little about her to me at all, merely telling me that it was more important for me to meet her and see for myself rather than either one of them filling my head with who she was as a person. I also wondered and was curious as to how her visit with us might indeed curtail some of the activities we'd enjoyed and been sharing together, another subject that the two of them absolutely refused to even discuss.
As we'd planned, I spent the better part of the morning getting familiarized with the campus, checking out the biology department to see what it offered, which helped in keeping my mind off the obvious. Dad and Kathy wandered around as well for a while, and then the three of us drove over to pick Darla up from her apartment for the two-hour drive back to Dad's place. We pulled up in front, dad honked, and then we simply sat waiting.
"You win," dad said suddenly laughing.
"Win what?" I asked.
"I bet your father that Darla would be even more scantily dressed than the last time she came to visit us, mainly because you'd be here," she offered. "And obviously, she is!"
Only then did I glance out the window in the direction where Darla's apartment was, seeing her as she came around from the back hauling a luggage carrier on wheels behind her. Dad stepped out of the car to help put her stuff in the trunk as we all then did. But I noticed as she approached that she was wearing a skimpy pair of white shorts with more than enough ass cheek showing below the cuff, but even more so was the cut off university shirt she was wearing that clearly revealed, hinting at the braless perky breasts that were barely even concealed as she walked up towards us.
"Hi mom, hi Reid!" she said smiling, giving them each a quick hug and a kiss, though when doing so with my father, she'd had to stand on tiptoes slightly in order to do so, and upon doing so, damn near uncovered her breasts in the process. "And you...must be Randy," she grinned. "Like the name, I'm often called that myself," she grinned even more broadly holding out her hand towards me as she said that. I took it, expecting her to shake it, but instead she drew me in towards her, quickly hugging me just as fully as she had Kathy and my dad. "Gotcha!" she laughed sexily, finally releasing me and jumped into the back of the car. I looked up, saw dad shaking his head.
"Like mother like daughter," he said looking towards Kathy, who then looked at me.
"Like father...like son you mean."
We'd only been on the road for a few minutes when dad stated that we'd probably not be stopping for lunch after all, the reason for that being quite obvious. Darla would draw quite a bit of unwanted attention being dressed the way that she was.
"Yeah, and I'd say even pulling into a drive-in's out of the question now too," Kathy added, "especially after last time!"
"Hey, that wasn't really my fault you know!" Darla giggled wickedly.
"Ah, someone want to fill me in here?" I asked curiously, though I was once again having trouble keeping my eyes off of Darla's nearly bare breasts as she sat next to me on the back seat, though facing towards me somewhat hugging the window. Though her posture wasn't telling me that she was trying to keep her distance, if anything, she was very much aware that I was forced to look at her and was enjoying the attention she was getting out of it whenever I did.
"Well, we had just pulled into a drive thru for a quick bite to eat, pulling up to the window, the young clerk at the window started to hand us the tray with our drinks on it when good old Darla here chose that moment to flash the poor boy. Seeing her tits from the window as he started to hand over the tray, he accidentally caught the corner of it on the half open window and knocked everything over instead.
"Like I said, wasn't my fault."
"Ah huh," Kathy said simply. "Needless to say, especially the way she's dressed now, we're not going to tempt fate once again."
Darla was every bit as beautiful as her mother was, but in an entirely different way. Where Kathy had that aged maturity about her that was more of a smoldering sultriness, Darla was indeed the prom queen, with a titch of hot porn actress thrown in for effect. Her hair was indeed long and blond which she was currently wearing in a ponytail, giving her an even wickeder look if that were possible, suddenly bringing to mind the "naughty cheerleader" look as well, sans panties as she jumped up in the air leading a cheer, though it continued to be the occasional movement as she shifted about on the seat that kept threatening to reveal either one or both of her full perky breasts as they played peek-a-boob with me over each and every bump or swerve in the road.
It wasn't long before I was sitting there with a massive erection either, though still not quite sure how to take Darla yet, as she'd not really shown any real interest in me beyond the initial hug I'd been given just before getting into the car.
"So, what's on the agenda for this evening?" she asked.
"Not much really...light simple dinner, then we thought we might go down to the beach just before sunset for an evening swim."
"Cool!" she grinned happily. "But can we watch Jaws first before we go?"
Dad rolled his eyes, which I saw through the rear-view mirror, Kathy snickered and shook her head slightly back and forth. "Sorry Randy, as you're already beginning to learn, which is also why we didn't tell you anything before hand, Darla has a rather sick sense of humor to her, something that you'll have to try and get used to."
"What? Just because I enjoy watching that particular movie?" she asked innocently. "It has nothing to do with the shark really," she said smiling towards me. "I just love the scene when she's out swimming in the water naked, just like the way I'll be doing to night when we all go out for a swim."
#
Sure enough she did, though we all did in fact. Though it was also very dark out since there wasn't any moon, so I never really did get a good look at her, though even that I was grateful for when I realized what the cold ocean water had done for my nonexistent manhood.
We soon walked over to a local coffee shop after getting dressed for some much needed warmth after our invigorating swim, where I really took notice of how beautiful Darla really was, even with her hair still damp and wearing very little makeup now afterwards.
I felt awkward briefly on the walk back as Darla took my dad's hand in hers, walking beside him, though Kathy immediately fell back beside me, taking mine within hers as we followed behind.
It was already quite late by the time we got back, though we soon headed out on the deck for a late evening drink before going to bed, which is when I realized there were only two bedrooms, the only other option being the short couch which I wasn't looking forward to having to sleep on, deciding perhaps to simply sleep out on the deck then instead.
When dad and Kathy went inside prior to going to bed, I headed towards the storage closet and began pulling out one of the sleeping bags that was stored there.
"What are you doing?" Darla asked curiously.
"Giving you the bed," I answered simply.
"Why? Don't you enjoy sleeping in it?" she asked.
"Well sure...but I ah,"
"With me?" she said speaking over my confusion.
"Excuse me?" I asked still somewhat bewildered, not sure that I'd actually heard her correctly.
"I said sleep with me, not fuck me," she clarified. "The beds plenty big enough for two." Which I had to agree that it was.
"Ok," I stammered, tossing the sleeping bag back inside the closet. "Which side do you prefer?" I asked.
"Which way do you prefer facing when you sleep?" she questioned back. I actually had to think about that for a moment.
"Probably facing this way," I said pointing in that direction.
"Good, then I'll sleep on this side then with you behind me," she said, and proceeded to pull the rest of her clothes off while I stood there.
"I need to pee," I said turning in order to give her a moment's privacy, not that she needed or even wanted it. As open as she obviously was about herself, I still wasn't getting any clear signals from her, except for a few negatively confusing ones, so I'd offered to go pee while she undressed, though suddenly I saw her racing ahead of me, wearing nothing more than a pair of white cotton panties.
"Me first!" she giggled flying past me, and then all but flew down the stairs as I stood there gawking after her.
#
By the time I had finally managed to pee and returned upstairs, Darla was in bed on the side we'd agreed to, the single sheet pulled fully up and over her. I walked around to my side of the bed and crawled in, turning off the single lamp as I did so.
"Thought you said you liked lying on that side," she announced a moment later as I settled myself in, my back facing towards her. "You want to trade sides?" she asked.
"Ah no...I just thought,"
"Quit thinking so much," she said jumping in once again. "Now, come over here and snuggle me, put your hand on my tit, I like sleeping like that," she announced happily. "Makes me feel all warm and toasty inside."
"I can only imagine," I thought to myself, though delighted when she actually took my hand placing it on her soft warm breast, and then held it there by folding her arm over it, effectively taking my hand prisoner as she did.
But there was another immediate problem that suddenly arose because of it, and I squirmed slightly as though just settling my position in order to sleep. The fact that she was nude, even though I wasn't choosing to at least wear a pair of my briefs, my cock was still hardening rather quickly, and with Darla's ass merely inches away from it, unless I did move, and did so quickly, she'd be aware of it any time now.
"Comfy?" she asked after I finally had settled.
"Yes, very, thanks," I said actually being so now, and admittedly enjoying the soft firm breast filling my hand as we lay there.
"Good!" she said, and then wiggled back against me until her ass was indeed pressing against the front of my hard rigid erection. "Take off the fucking underwear," she said suddenly, which I quickly did, as she then contentedly pressed herself back against me. Neither one of us said a thing further and for several long moments I lay there with my eyes closed trying to find a way to actually go to sleep, let alone try and control my breathing which at the moment was very hard to do.
"Hear that?" she whispered suddenly in the darkness.
"Hear what?" I answered back, not really hearing anything, but not really trying to either.
"Shh," she then whispered again, "Listen!"
I did, and then I heard what she must have heard only moments ago. It became painfully obvious that dad and Kathy had started to mess around in the room next to us.
"Isn't that hot?" she said there in the darkness. "I so love hearing the sounds people make whenever they're doing it, especially when I've heard mom and your dad going at it when I've stayed here before!"
I didn't know how to respond to that really, so I didn't, though I was now listening to the same erotic sounds that she was listening to.
"Do you think he's inside her yet? Or just fingering her?" she asked, like I had any idea or even a clue from the way they were moaning and groaning.
"I don't have any fucking idea," I finally answered truthfully, and honestly still a bit bewildered, laying there with my hard stiff cock pressed against her ass, one of her tits in my hand, and no real indication that she wanted anything more from me than that, though I was after all pretty naïve when it came to women to begin with. Especially women like Darla at least.
"Oh yeah, I think he's just fingering her cunt a little, doesn't really sound like they're going at it yet," she told me. "Sure has hell made me wet though," she added then. "Here, give me your finger, she said removing my breast held hand as she suddenly reached, moving it down between her legs. "See?"
Did I ever! Maybe I was Naïve in many ways, but I wasn't dumb either. The moment she did that, I began tickling that incredibly wet pussy of hers with my finger, drawing it gingerly upwards between the folds of her slick cunt, easily and quickly locating her hard throbbing little clit, which I then tickled and petted with the tip of my finger.
"About fucking time!" she told me. "I was starting to wonder if you were actually gay or something," she announced, only then beginning to wiggle her ass against me. "Though I guess with you having a nice boner, you wouldn't have been now would you?"
"Not fucking hardly," I said breathing in the scent of her skin as I nuzzled her neck, my fingers happily dancing there between her legs.
"Oh yeah baby yeah...put it inside me!"
"NOW they're doing it!" Darla giggled openly, making me laugh as well.
"About fucking time," Kathy called out from their side of the almost shared bedroom. "I was wondering how long before the two of you started doing it too!" she laughed back at us.
"He was shy," Darla called out. "But his prick sure as hell wasn't!" she giggled, then calling out once again, "So...has Reid got his nice hard dick inside you mother?"
"Of course he does!" she responded, "But you already knew that, how about you?"
"Not yet, but I'll let you know the moment he's tired of fingering my clit," she answered back, "Or whenever I am," she added a bit more softly.
This was insane, laying there listening to the two of them as they spoke back and forth to one another. But as insane as it all was, I was loving every minute of it, especially when I lifted her leg slightly, guided my hot hard cock towards her opening, and shoved.
"OH MY GOD!""
"Yep...that's what I said the first time he fucked me too!" Came Kathy's reply.
#
After that, things sort of settled into some sense of normalcy, if you consider normal lying there fucking like animals, listening to one another while you do, knowing full well what was going on in the next room and actually getting off on the sounds being made, being heard, and actually striving to make a few of your own in the process. The one thing that kept bouncing around inside my head however, was the fact that Kathy had quite openly admitted to the fact that she and I had actually fucked, something that Darla neither acknowledged that she'd heard, nor had in any way responded to as yet. Until that very moment.
Somewhere during the process, Darla had rolled me over onto my back and was now straddling me on top, happily grinding herself against me in a slow motion sort of tease-tantalizing fuck that was threatening to do me in any moment now, especially as her breasts, both of them this time, filled my hands, adding to the delightful sensation.
"So Randy, how was it anyway?"
"How was what?" I asked not really thinking clearly, Darla's juicy wet pussy having taken control of my thought process.
"Mom's cunt! Nice and warm inside like mine?" She asked grinding against me even more wildly now.
"Yeah, I guess so," I said not sure what the hell to say, or where she was going with this either.
She laughed at that. "Yeah, I'd imagine that it probably is, your cock feels a lot like your fathers, I'm willing to bet there's not a whole lot of difference between the two, which I imagine I'll get to see again sometime tomorrow."
Well, there it was. If I'd been curious, or had wondered about it before now, I no longer did.
"Yeah, that's what your mom said too," I told her then.
"What'd I say?" Kathy asked having missed that last part.
"That Reid and Randy's pricks are pretty close to the same," Darla shot back.
"Oh yeah, they are! They are! Wonderful aren't they?" she called out once again.
"Hell yes, now...shut up and fuck me, really fuck me Randy!" Darla told me, and proceeded to drive me into the bed.
Now I've heard of women being on the same menstrual cycle together, but I've never heard of them being on the same cum-cycle, even if there were such a thing. And it wasn't a matter of one starting to climax first, thus triggering the other, this was an exact split second timing sort of a thing when they both came, simultaneously, and just as noisily when they both did. The only difference being, whereas Kathy literally squirted, when Darla climaxed, it was more of a warm flood that suddenly bathed my cock in its silken essence, which had the immediate effect of triggering my own climatic release.
"Oh yeah baby," she cooed then still bathing my cock in her juice. "Fill my fucking pussy lover, fill it with all that hot juicy cream!"
#
The ONLY reason that Kathy was wearing an apron and nothing else, was because she was frying bacon at the time. Darla stood next to her at the stove, scrambling eggs as I stood there in the doorway looking at the two of them, neither of which had noticed I was even standing there as yet.
Darla was a good two or three inches taller than her mother, somewhat longer legs for sure, Kathy certainly had more of a well rounded ass than her daughter did, not quite the "bubble butt" that Darla's was, though each had its own unique beauty as they stood there side by side un-intentionally mooning me.
It was at that moment I felt dad's presence as he joined me in the door way, appreciating what it was that I was standing there looking at myself.
"You know, of all the houses in this neighborhood, none of them has as nice a view as this one does," he said alerting the girls to the fact that the two of us were standing there behind them.
"Thank you," they both said simultaneously, once again reminding me of the instantaneous climax they'd experienced together the night before.
"Breakfast is almost ready," Kathy announced, only then reaching behind, undoing her apron, which she then placed on one of the nearby hooks behind the door.
As she did so, I really got my first good look at the two of them as they stood now in front of me, the biggest and most obvious difference being their tits, though each of them was once again uniquely beautiful and different in their own ways.
Kathy had much larger breasts of course, with a certain maturity that came naturally with age. They were certainly full and heavy against her chest, unlike her daughters whose breasts still had that pert, "perkiness" about them, a bit more pointed even, though still being well rounded.



Kathy's nipples were also darker, slightly thicker, though it would have been measured in millimeters as to who's was longer when fully erect. Darla's nipples were a rosy pink color, that became more so when she was aroused, and which as I stood there, were becoming now.
"I'm famished!" I said finally taking a seat as we all did.
"Good, eat up," Kathy said smiling, "as I'm pretty sure after breakfast, the two of you are going to need all the energy you can muster!" Darla merely grinned nodding her head as she stared at the two of us, and then fingered her nipples, which had already grown stiffly erect.
"Been a long time since I've had them both sucked on at the same time," she said still playing with them, "Been looking forward to that!"
And then suddenly, I was too!
#
Even breakfast turned out to be erotic. With Darla sitting across from me at the table, I couldn't help staring at her magnificent tits, suddenly yearning for poached eggs instead of scrambled. And though watching her spear the eggs off her plate with the fork the way she did was a bit disconcerting, the way she drew them off the fork with her mouth was something else entirely.
I know scrambled eggs would never make it to the top ten list, as far as erotic foods go, but the way Darla sucked them into her mouth while looking at me, causing my cock to twitch every single time, would certainly make anyone at least give eggs further consideration the way she did it.
"Well? Who's ready for dessert?" Darla asked after we'd finished eating breakfast.
"Desert?"
"Yeah, desert!" she said grinning as she stood, her finger suddenly traveling down between her legs, running up her already puffy looking split, then inserting it into her mouth sucking it off. "Yeah, desert," she said once again looking towards me.
I was both standing.
"Obviously, you are!" she grinned seeing my hard firm erection which had gotten that way a long time ago during the scrambled egg adventure. Even dad was starting to get aroused, his prick just then peeking through the fly in his boxer shorts, though Kathy walked around the table yanking them down around his feet which he quickly kicked off, then as I did, followed the girls down into the conversation pit where Kathy and Darla had already made one of their cozy little play beds out of the throw pillows.
"Someone's been planning something," Dad grinned stepping down into the sea of pillows.
"Yes, we have!" Kathy smiled looking over towards her daughter.
"Now then," Darla began as she led me down into the pit behind her still holding my cock firmly in hand as she did so. "Are either one of you squeamish about touching pee-pees together?"
"What?" I said worriedly, having no clue what it was she was wanting us to do, but not even being able to imagine it either as I looked over towards my father.
"Might as well find out what they're up to," he told me. "I think we're going to find out one way or the other either way."
"I promise, it won't hurt. Well...maybe it might hurt me a little, I don't know, but it's something I've always wanted to try."
I still wasn't sure what the hell was going on, but as Kathy positioned dad down on the pillows, Darla began doing the same with me until dad and I were pressed against one another, balls to balls so to speak, with our respective erections now being held in the girls hands pressed against one another.
"You sure you really want to try this?" Kathy asked her daughter. "I'm not sure even I could manage it myself!"
"Maybe, maybe not...but I'm certainly going to give it a try!" Darla exclaimed excitedly.
Still holding our cocks together within her hands, Kathy held us while Darla poured an obscene amount of silky smooth lubrication over our two pricks, then began lowering herself down over us.
"What the fuck?" I said only then realizing what it was she was about to attempt.
"You can say that again," dad added, though he was obviously curious to see her do it as only then did the two of us actually feel Darla's hot tight cunt actually make contact with us.
"Easy baby!" Kathy warned instructing her daughter. "Nice and slow here," she said still tightly holding our two cocks together as Darla wiggled herself down against us, spreading her pussy apart with her own hands as she did so.
I felt a great deal of tightness suddenly add pressure to my prick, there was no way she was going to be able to accomplish this, and nearly said so when I felt her actually manage to surround the two of us together completely.
"Oh fuck, that really IS tight!" she moaned audibly, though she hovered there for a moment allowing her pussy to relax and further accommodate the two of us, though only the heads of our pricks actually were inside her.
Kathy released her hold on us as Darla actually managed to slip down against us, though it had been an almost agonizing process while doing so. "Don't fucking move yet!" she half grimaced, though she was obviously beginning to enjoy the fullness of having both of our pricks wedged tightly inside her stretched cunt.
"Wow, you did it!" Kathy exclaimed excitedly in surprise. "How's it feel?"
"Fucking incredible!" Darla moaned audibly, as she began moving ever so slowly up and down against the two of us. "Oh mom, you're gonna have to try this yourself to see what I mean!"
Just hearing the two of them talking about it, let alone feeling it was amazing. Kathy had already agreed she wanted to try it after Darla was finished, though by the looks of things, she'd be at it a while as slow moving as it was. I didn't mind it though, now able to sit up slightly, reaching out with my hand to begin caressing and toying with her right breast, noticing as I did so that dad was already doing that with her left one.
"Oh yeah, that's nice, really nice," Darla purred as she continued to fuck us, though the added stimulation of now having both breasts played with was adding to that. Gradually, she became even more accustomed to the tight fit, the ease of our coupling now faster and faster as she began to seriously fuck the two of us together.
"How's that feel for you two?" Kathy wondered.
"I don't know about Randy, but it's sure as hell different," dad grinned obviously enjoying it.
"Ditto, same here," I responded, the sensation of being wedged tightly inside Darla's cunt, my prick resting against my father's as she fucked the two of us simultaneously was something I'd never even heard of before.
"Fuck, I'm gonna cum!" Darla announced moments later, and then the onrush of her warm slick orgasm began bathing us both, her pearly fluids cascading out of her pussy in a torrent of climatic bliss as her ear-piercing scream of pleasure filled the room.
Several long moments later after finally collecting herself, Darla stood with a loud sucking, popping sound coming from her cunt as she did so.
"Next?" she said looking over at her mother.
"Perhaps later," Kathy said obviously uncertain, though her face told us both she now had something else in mind. Almost immediately she held both of our pricks together once again, and began sucking, rather than fucking them together. I was already close as it was when fucking Darla, but now with Kathy's mouth sucking the two of us, I knew I was going to lose it at any moment. Sure enough, after a few more delicious teasings of her tongue and mouth on me, I did, beginning to squirt hard thick bursts of juice, most of which Kathy caught, until dad feeling my orgasm begin, triggering his own, became too much for her to accommodate all at once. Pulling her head and mouth away, the two of us soaked her neck and breasts liberally, though even that sight was something to behold, two pricks going off together with such force that even Darla gasped in surprise while she sat there watching us.
Taking a break and a bit of a breather, there was still no doubt this little party was far from being over with. Too my surprise, the old man actually recovered quicker than I did, though Darla partially helped with that by sitting there absentmindedly playing with herself while we sat there talking. Eventually, she noticed dad was getting aroused again and immediately decided to mount him as he lay there on the floor. Of course seeing that, watching the two of them soon had me equally aroused, and soon after Kathy came over to sit on top of me, so that we now lay fucking once again side by side with the two girls on top. Long before anyone even reached a second orgasm (Kathy finally getting off with me) the girls switched places as well as positions, and we then proceeded to fuck side by side doggy-style, which I loved seeing and watching, especially with Kathy's free-swinging breasts gyrating wildly beneath her as dad slammed into her from behind, just as I was doing to Darla.
By the time we had all eventually reached and enjoyed a second orgasm together, I was exhausted, though still curiously invigorated. Even dad appeared to be thoroughly satisfied and out of it for a time though both girls still had devilish looks on their faces.
"I think they're both fucked out!" Darla said sounding disappointed. "Good thing Miranda and Stacy are driving down here tomorrow," she said suddenly. "Might have to get my satisfaction and pleasures elsewhere if neither one of these two are up for anything by the time they get here."
"Sorry? Say that again?" I said. "Your roommates are coming down?"
"Yeah, they come to get me every time I come here for the weekend," she explained.
I looked over at dad, he was grinning from ear to ear. "And you thought Darla was bad!" he added still smiling.
"Yeah, and Miranda has a thing for mother too," she added winking at her. "They haven't done anything yet, but she's thinking about it."
I glanced over towards Kathy then, her face blushing, dad grinning from ear to ear. "Yeah, been hoping she might sometime," he added "would love to see that!"
"Men!" Kathy exclaimed turning, then looked back over her shoulder looking at the two of us. "We'll see."
#
After another light dinner, Darla and I decided to head down to the beach for a sunset swim, Dad and Kathy deciding to stay home and watch a movie together rather than joining us. The beach was again fairly deserted as Darla spread out a large sized quilt on the ground, then stripping off her bikini and racing into the surf well ahead of me. I still wasn't as used to the water as she was, and thus hesitant about even getting in. But as she stood waist deep with the waves caressing her the way they were, I quickly steeled myself up against the coolness of the water quickly joining her.
"Ah, the power of tits!" she said wiggling them back and forth at me as I approached her.
"Yeah, how fair is that anyway?" I asked. Cold water makes yours grow," I said leaving off the rest of it, making her laugh.
"Yeah, but it's more fun for me, making YOU grow!" she said reaching out, quickly finding me, and then beginning to do just that.
As we stood there together, we noticed one other couple sitting up on the rocks snuggled together watching us. As dark as it was now with the sun just then setting, they were obviously aware of our nudity, but shape and explicit detail would be lost to them beyond that. Even so, as Darla guided me into her, the obvious movements of our pleasures as we took them there in the surf, wouldn't be lost on them either, and we both found it adding to the pleasure and excitement we felt as we periodically glanced their way, saw them as they continued to watch us, and realized in doing so that they too had begun touching and fondling one another, though again, it was more a knowledge that it was taking place, rather than being able to specifically see anything.
"Now I'm getting cold," she told me, leading me by the hand out of the surf and back towards the shore. "And besides, it's far too difficult for you to lick my pussy out there anyway!"
She had a point there.
And though we had moved out of sight from the couple on the rocks, just lying down on the blanket together with the thought that someone else could come strolling by and stumble onto us was exciting enough. Spreading her legs, bent at the knee, I lay between them, the tip of my tongue just barely even touching her as we began.
"So, tell me about these roommates of yours," I asked. "What was it you meant about Melinda..."
"Miranda," Darla corrected, "and you're not supposed to talk with your mouth full."
"I'm not...yet," I told her, only then giving her clit a quick firm suck. "Though I intend to, meanwhile, you can do all the talking while I do."
"Ah yes, found that interesting did you?" she giggled, and then caught her breath momentarily as I gave her hard little clit several quick fast little flicks with my tongue.
"Go on," I coaxed.
"You too!" she responded pleasurably. "What I said earlier is true, about Melinda I mean."
"You mean Miranda?"
"Oh yeah, Miranda," she moaned. "Miranda! Sorry, I'm not thinking clearly."
"Want me to stop?"
"Don't you fucking dare...I'll kill you if you do."
"Miranda?"
"Oh yeah, Miranda, well she and Stacy actually share a room together now. When she first moved in, we all had separate bedrooms of course, but it didn't take long for the two of them to get familiar if you know what I mean," she giggled, though partially because I was flicking her clit with my tongue once again.
"Anyway..."
"Anyway," she said finding her train of thought, Miranda is into women almost as much as she's into men, and so is Stacy, though to be honest, I really think she's far more of a lesbian than she's willing to admit to. And yes...before you ask the question, I have...with both of them, just not as often or to the extent that they would like. It's fun, sexy, certainly arousing, but I really do prefer a nice hard cock inside my pussy more often than not."
"Continue," I said softly lapping at her wet split once again.
"So the first time she and Stacy came down to pick me up from a weekend stay with your dad and my mother, Miranda immediately got the hot's for mom, it was almost funny the way she tended to drool over her, even made Stacy a little jealous I think, until I let her go down on me out on the deck while your dad watched us, and while Miranda did everything she could think of to convince my mom to have fun with her. Almost did too, but then some friends of theirs came by out of the blue, and that ended that."
"Have to admit, I wouldn't have minded seeing that myself," I told her honestly, having never done so before, though I'd certainly thought about it enough times.
"Well, you may just get your wish knowing those two, and even though I told them that you were staying here this weekend, Miranda still is hoping to sort of pick things up from where they left off last time with mom."
"So dad watched the two of you huh?" I snickered just imagining that.
"Yeah, and that was hot too, him standing there jerking himself off while Stacy and I fooled around, yeah...that was pretty hot, made me even more horny seeing that than what she was doing to me at the time. And speaking of which, go back to what you were doing a moment ago."
"You mean this?"
"Yeah...that. Just ...like...that."
#
Although normally it would have been "Blow-job Sunday", we decided to watch the early morning game without the benefit of enjoying that, especially knowing that Darla's roommates would be showing up any moment now.
Kathy seemed to be acting a little more nervous than I'd seen her before, to which dad eventually asked her about.
"What's got you buzzing?" he said smiling at her. She blushed.
"You know damn well what," she teased back at him, "and don't tell me you're not buzzing about it either!" she quipped.
Dad laughed, "Hell babe, I'm just surprised is all, especially since you've obviously felt more than comfortable with Darla being involved, and now Randy even."
"Not quite the same," Kathy explained. "Darla being there is one thing, we haven't done anything, though some wouldn't see the difference, but I do, and I'm more than willing to admit that Darla and Randy now being involved with the two of us is damn fucking exciting, and that I can actually get turned on watching my own daughter...and your son taking pleasures with us. But I've never been with another woman before, not even once. And sure, maybe I've thought about it, even fantasized about it, but I've never done it before, that's all. So I'm just a little nervous."
"And horny."
"Yeah, that too," she grinned taking a swing at him, which he ducked. "Now...go back into the living room and watch the game, leave me to my own thoughts here," she added.
"And your fingers," dad joked, and this time when she swung, she connected, dad not quite fast enough in getting away.
"Ouch!"
"Oh yeah, like that really hurt!" Kathy said tossing him a look. Now behave, or I might just let Miranda do me in the bathroom where you can't see if you don't!" she threatened.
Moment's later dad rejoined Darla and I.
"Well?" Darla asked curiously. "Think she will?"
"She's considering it," dad grinned. "But I think so...yeah."
"God, I'm looking forward to seeing that," Darla said.
"Me too!" I added honestly.
"Oh you will for sure, with me at least," Darla winked. "That and a hell of a lot more knowing those two, its just mom we're not really sure of yet."
#
Less than an hour later, Darla's roommates arrived. While dad and I continued to sit and watch the game, the girls quickly busied themselves in the kitchen working on dinner together.
"So Randy, made any decisions about which college you're leaning towards going to yet?"
"Well, I have narrowed it down to two. One that's close to here, it would be less expensive for me if I could stay here for a while until I got on my own two feet, but the other one is where Darla's going. They do have a much more extensive biology department, and my scholarship there is a little better if I do go. But, I need to find a place to stay, and that might make it financially impossible for me at the moment."
"Well, you're certainly welcome to stay here for as long as you'd like, though I'm sure your mother won't be too happy about it," he added.
"Well, maybe it's time she got used to the idea that it's time for me to get to know my own father a little better than I have."
Dad laughed at that. "Son, I think under the circumstances, you know a hell of a lot more about me that most sons know about their fathers."
He was certainly right about that. I guess in a way, even though he really was my father, we would never really have that with one another, too much time and distance having gone on between us, so he was more like an older brother perhaps, or better yet an even better friend, which I told him.
"Then let's just leave it at that for now, take it from there," he said.
"Works for me," I responded, and then just as quickly noticed that I could no longer hear the girls. "Hey, where'd they all take off too?" I wondered aloud. Even dad looked up curiously, though it was immediately obvious they were no longer in the kitchen area either.
"Don't know, maybe they all went for a walk or something, or down to the beach for a swim."
"Without saying anything? I doubt it!" I said standing up. "Maybe they went up stairs." But even that didn't make any sense, we should, and would still easily be able to hear them if they had.
"Beats the hell out of me, maybe they're outside on the deck," he suggested, which is the only thing that made any sense, though even then, unless they'd closed the sliding glass doors, we still should have been able to hear them. Together dad and I climbed the stairs to the bedrooms, and then noticed that something looked really strange when we got there. Normally, the bright sunshine would have brightened the rooms from outback, but it was almost dark instead.



"What the hell's going on?" dad wondered, and headed towards the closed sliding glass doors. Even I could tell there was some sort of partition that had been set up out on the deck, blocking off a great deal of the sunlight. Reaching the door at nearly the same time he had, we both stood there with our eyes as big around as saucers.
"HOLY SHIT!" he exclaimed a second before I did.
#
The girls had indeed been busy while we'd been involved watching the game. They had taken the canvas from dad's beach gazebo, which he had sometimes used down on the beach for privacy, and even to sleep in while there. Stringing it up around the deck, they'd effectively closed it off from any prying eyes or curious neighbors, even giving themselves shade with the roofing which they'd included, which had made it considerably darker out on the deck as well as back inside the rooms.
But it wasn't that which we stood looking at, but four naked, very beautiful women all sitting in a semi-circle watching one another as they played with themselves.
"About damn time!" Darla said impatiently, "We've been waiting to see how long it took before you discovered we were missing, just about to give up on you and de-virginize mom's pussy without you're being here to watch it!"
Kathy grinned. "Surprise!" she said blushing.
"You're telling me!" Dad exclaimed enthusiastically.
"Ditto!" I added, excited to see this myself.
"Well then? Mom? You ready?" Darla asked her.
"More than!" Kathy giggled expectantly. Dad and I both took seats, the girls once again making Kathy comfortable as Miranda knelt between her legs in preparation.
"Here, wear this for a moment, that way you'll be forced to just concentrate on the sensation for a moment and nothing else."
Darla had handed Kathy a sleeping mask, which she quickly slipped on over her eyes.
"Like I said, don't think about anything else, just concentrate on the pleasure of it," Darla said, then tossed dad and I a warning look along with a finger to her lips telling us both not to say a single word.
"Ready?" Miranda asked her a moment later.
"A huh," Kathy sighed contentedly, expectantly. And then, Miranda quietly exchanged places with Darla. Once again dad and I both got a look from her, but neither one of us said a thing, both of us too shocked, too aroused to even think about it all at the same time.
We watched as Darla leaned forward, her long pink tongue suddenly flicking out at her mother's cunt, her fingers gently pulling her pussy lips a part, her hard little clit now fully exposed, rock hard and excited as Darla's tongue tip briefly found it, caressing it, and then kissing it as Kathy moaned pleasurably.
Both Stacy as well as Miranda began caressing Kathy's breasts, soon kissing and sucking them, as they did, I realized that Kathy had to be aware that one of those mouths sucking her tit as far as she knew, had to be Darla's of course, though she didn't respond to that in any particular way, though perhaps the pleasure that Darla was giving her cunt at the time had superceded any thoughts about that for the moment.
Dad had already removed his stiff hard prick and sat stroking it as he sat watching Darla licking her own mother's cunt. I'd seen his stiff prick several times by now of course, but to be perfectly honest, I don't think I'd seen it AS hard, or AS swollen, or AS purple in color as I was currently seeing it now. And admittedly, I was pretty fucking hard myself, but with what I was witnessing, I was almost afraid to touch myself for fear of ejaculating the moment I did!
Within minutes, it quickly became JUST as obvious that Kathy was on the precipice of her own climatic explosion, her moans coming harder and quicker, her breath faster, her breasts heaving up and down, her pussy grinding against her daughter's face as she strove ever closer and closer towards ecstasy.
"Oh yes please...please! Suck it! Suck my clit! Suck it! Suck it! Suck it!"
Darla certainly did, and seconds later was rewarded for her efforts. Screen or no screen, I had to sit there and wonder briefly what the neighbors had heard, or wondered was happening when she came, even if they couldn't see it, they had to have known. Kathy's cry of pure wondrous delight exploded from her lungs, as did a fountain of clear white pearly fluid that erupted from her cunt, spraying wickedly against her daughter's face, forcing her away with the massive impact of it, half drowning her in the process though she continued fingering her mother's cunt, still massaging her "g" spot until Kathy collapsed in a contented heap beneath her slow gentle caress. While doing so, the girls quickly moved about, Darla and Miranda once again exchanging places.
"Can I take this off now?" Kathy asked, already reaching upwards to remove the mask without being given approval to have done so.
"Thank you," she said simply looking at Miranda with a warm smile.
And thank you my darling daughter, for giving me my first taste of another woman's delight," she added, letting everyone know as she did so, that no one, especially Darla had fooled her one bit.
"Now, you dear, get over here and fuck me, fuck me with that nice hard cock your showing!" she said looking at my father. "And you...my sweet darling daughter, let your mother return the favor and bliss you've just given me!"
As much as I really wanted to watch, Darla now sitting on her mother's face while dad thrust his enormously hard cock in and out of Kathy's wet dripping pussy, I was myself a bit busy at the moment, with Miranda having laid claim to my own cock, and with Stacy surprisingly sitting on my face, which she didn't seem to mind at all as I too began lapping at her clit.
And it didn't really matter much anyway, hours later we had all enjoyed and pleasured one another in ways and positions I could only dream of. Miranda as well as Stacy both got their turns with Kathy, and she with them, which was just as exciting to see as the first go around. But as strange as it sounded, just waking up in bed with three gorgeous girls, all still naked was a smile that I carried with me all day.
#
"So Randy, decided on which school you're going to yet?" Darla asked. I then told her how I had made a decision, accepting the offer to stay with dad and Kathy due to finances, though admitting that the program where Darla was going to school was better.
"Eventually, I will transfer there," I told her, "Once I've gotten things together a little better financially."
"That's the reason your going to Berkley?" she asked exasperated. And then looked at me with a determination I'd never seen before. "No...fucking...way!"
"Excuse me?"
"Yeah, no way Randy, you're coming back with us, and you're going to be staying with us. Like I said, we really do have another bedroom you can stay in, though I seriously doubt you will be," she added. "We've been considering a forth, which would help us all splitting the expenses, and make it a hell of a lot easier on all of us. But more importantly, you go to the best school, the best program, and have the best roommates you could ever imagine!"
"You sure about this?" I asked.
"Well, even if she wasn't, we certainly are!" Stacy and Miranda said coming into the room.
"Sorta like three's company, only better!" Darla said grinning at me as she sat stroking my rapidly awakening cock.
"Oh yeah, way better...way, way better!" I sat grinning as Stacy and Miranda quickly pushed me back into the bed.
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Dianne hadn't seen her sister-in-law Ellen in well over a week, though she had spoken with her the night before on the phone, learning that her brother Bill was out of town on business and wouldn't be returning until Sunday evening.
"Any plans for Saturday?" Dianne had asked.
"No, not really, just the usual, dusting, mopping, changing the sheets on the bed," she'd added with a smile in her tone of voice.
Dianne envied her sister-in-law in that way, knowing her brother as well as she did, remembering when growing up together how sexual he had been back then, and especially when he'd met and had begun dating Ellen. Thinking back, she laughed...the number of times she'd covered for the two of them, keeping an eye out for their parents if they were out for any length of time at all, just so her brother Bill and Ellen could spend the time fucking one another's brains out while she stood guard. She'd even seen them doing it, neither one of them squeamish at all at her being there, which had on many occasions made her horny, so much so that she'd ended up masturbating in her room later just for some relief.
"He always did like fresh sheets," Dianne chuckled still remembering. "They always aroused him for some reason."
Now it was Ellen's turn to laugh, "Yeah, I know," she giggled excitedly.
Ellen really did feel more like a sister to her rather than just her brother's wife. They had always gotten along very well, sharing secrets not only about Bill, but about some of the other men in both of their lives. When it came time to marry, Dianne had been Ellen's maid of honor, and visa versa when a year later Dianne married Steven.
"So how about you?" Ellen asked. "Anything fun and exciting happening for you over the weekend?"
"Nah, you know Steven," Dianne said once again trying to hide her disappointment, once again envious of her sister-in-law. "All he ever thinks about is watching the games, or going to them over the weekend, so I'll probably just curl up in bed with a good book later on and enjoy that."
"Maybe you should make it a naughty one at least," Ellen suggested. "After all, we are meeting on Wednesday for the naughty book review," she reminded her.
"Well I'll certainly be doing that, but it sort of sucks getting all aroused after having read something, and then half begging Steven to even do something about it after I am."
"Who said anything about Steven?" Ellen quipped suggestively.
Dianne felt herself blushing over the phone, she'd been doing a lot of that lately already. "Yeah well," she grinned back speaking. "Even that gets old after a while," she finally admitted.
They had shared a few more pleasantries, and then had hung up looking forward to their weekly little get together with the rest of the girls, which included Ellen's younger sister Michelle and her partner/lover Sharon. There was also another woman who'd recently joined their group, Laurel, who currently worked for one of those erotic stories websites, and who had often read excerpts from some of the stories posted there. One of the highlights of their evening as everyone had found many of the stories she'd brought with her highly arousing as well as entertaining.
#
It just so happened that Dianne's errands on Saturday brought her within just a few blocks of where Ellen and Bill lived. Since Ellen had already told her she didn't have any real plans other than cleaning the house, she decided to swing by and visit with her, especially as Steven wouldn't even miss Dianne until it was dinnertime.
Pulling up in front of the house, she saw Ellen's car parked in the driveway, and knew she was home. Walking up to the front porch, she knocked. Inside, she could hear movement, expecting Ellen to open the door for her momentarily, but after several seconds without her having done so, she knocked again, this time getting a response, but even that an unexpected one.
"Be right there!" Came Ellen's voice from inside. Dianne waited, finally hearing the lock being turned, the door opening though she'd been standing there for several minutes patiently waiting.
"Dianne!" Ellen said breathlessly and with a surprised tone and look in her eyes upon seeing her sister-in-law. "Sorry, I wasn't expecting anyone," she offered sheepishly beckoning for Dianne to come in. They kissed one another in greeting, but Dianne could see that Ellen's face was flushed and that she was still trying to catch her breath as though she'd been running or something. But even more oddly, she was also wearing her bathrobe, and it was well after noon, which was once again strange for Ellen to be doing as she never seemed the sort to be lazy, especially when she said she had cleaning to do.
"Come at a bad time?" Dianne asked curiously looking about. The house was spotless, just as it always was.
"Oh no, not at all, I was just ah...well cleaning, like I told you," she offered, but her explanation seemed forced when she spoke, especially with any real lack of evidence about that that's what she'd been in the middle of actually doing when Dianne arrived.
The only room that appeared a little disheveled, if you even wanted to call it that was the den as they entered, though even that was to be expected since it was the one room in the house Ellen and Bill spent a majority of their time in whenever they were home. The problem was, Dianne had been here on several occasions, and it had never looked quite this much in disarray before, several pillows that were normally on the couch now lying on the floor, the TV remote on the floor as well, another minor oddity as that was one of Bill's minor quirks, he always had to have it sitting nearby his chair on the table.
"Sit down, sit down!" Ellen beamed smiling, seeing Dianne's curious expression as she scanned her eyes about the room. "Like I said, just doing some cleaning, going through the couch cushions for loose change," she said apologetically, tossing a couple of the pillows from the floor back onto the couch for Dianne to use. "Would you like some coffee? I think I still have enough for a couple of cups if you'd like, or...I can even make fresh!"
Ellen was talking a thousand miles an hour, obviously there was more going on than what met the eye here, though Dianne couldn't for the life of her think of what it was. If she didn't know her sister-in-law better, she'd almost be suspicious she'd been entertaining someone, but as she'd heard no other sounds, voices, not to mention the fact she felt like she knew her sister-in-law better than that, especially as she and Bill certainly didn't seem to be having any marital problems, she chocked it up to her own overactive imagination.
"Sure, that would be great," Dianne told her, and then watched as Ellen scurried off into the kitchen to pour their coffee.
Once again spotting the remote, Dianne retrieved it, intending to place it back on the table next to the chair where she'd seen it sitting over a hundred times or more whenever she'd come over. Glancing over towards the TV, she noticed however that the CD player was still showing "play", so obviously a movie of some sort was still on even though the TV screen itself was off. As she rose to replace the remote back where it belonged, she reached for and picked up yet another throw pillow, intending to toss it back behind her on the couch, as she did so, she felt something odd stuffed inside the cover protecting the pillow itself, and curiously slipped her hand in retrieving the object, when she did, her eyes opened wide turning into saucers just as Ellen came back into the room carrying their coffee's.
"Oh...my!" Ellen said in confusion, her face suddenly turning scarlet. Dianne smiled however, holding up the toy she had found.
"Now I understand everything," she said grinning, handing over the toy as she accepted her cup of coffee in return for it. "For a minute there, I thought you were fooling around with someone, not something!" she grinned enjoying the uncomfortable, embarrassed look on her friends face.
"Me? Never!" Ellen replied emphatically. "You should know me better than that," Ellen said somewhat indignantly. "Using one of these when Bill's not around is one thing..." She stood there waving the toy in her hand, it flip-flopped back and forth as she did so in a bizarre, almost macabre sort of way, stopping her cold as she stood there looking at it, as was Dianne. Both women burst out laughing as it sat in her hand, once again righting itself.
In an effort to keep the conversation even more friendly now that the awkwardness had finally passed, Dianne shared with her, "You know kiddo, I've never even used one of these things myself, how are they anyway?"
"Seriously? You haven't? Even with...with..."
"Steven?" Dianne said finishing the question for her. "No, even though Steven and I hardly even have sex any more, I never have, not that I haven't considered it, or even been curious about them before, just never saw myself using one, always relied on the old standard," she said wiggling her fingers once again making Ellen laugh, which is when Dianne saw the robe Ellen was wearing part, revealing the fact that she was indeed naked beneath it. Dianne had seen Ellen in various stages of being undressed before, she'd certainly seen Ellen's breasts when they'd gone out to try on new bra's together before too, but she couldn't honestly recall a time when she'd seen her entirely naked before, let alone the fact that Ellen had shaved her pussy, since she did recall clearly one other time when they'd dressed for Ellen's wedding, and she'd seen her briefly then, but also remembered her having a neatly trimmed, dark haired little bush.
"So when did you start doing that?" Dianne asked curiously, looking down and thus alerting Ellen to the fact that she was asking her about her shaved pussy. Realizing her robe had indeed parted, she modestly folded it over, retying the sash before sitting down in the chair across from her, setting the still wobbling life-like flesh-toned penis dildo down on the table next to her.
"Several months ago I guess," she said blushing. "Bill told me he actually preferred going down on a bare pussy, and since he's so good at doing that, how could I not? I've been shaving it ever since!"
Now Dianne was blushing, the words out of her mouth before she even realized they were. "Fuck! I wish Steven was willing to do that!"
"You're kidding me!" Ellen shot back in surprise, you mean in the two years you guys have been married, he's not once gone down on you?"
Dianne couldn't believe she was admitting it, but she was, and felt comfortable enough around Ellen telling her so. "No, not once. And even though he seems to enjoy it when I do that for him, he told me shortly after we were married that a 'real man' didn't need to do things like that to satisfy a woman, nor did SHE need to use any fucking toys either!" she added trying to sound a little like the way her husband would say it for Ellen's benefit. Not only that as she further explained things to Ellen, Steven insisted that she keep hair on her pussy, though she did keep it trimmed. Though he hardly even looked at it, all he ever wanted to do was fuck it, and it had been hard enough getting him to even do that much.
"Fuck!" Ellen responded back genuinely surprised. "Oh kiddo, I'm so sorry, I had NO idea!"
"Obviously, I didn't either," Dianne hated to admit, but there it was. But as she sat there looking at Ellen, the almost obscene statuette now sitting beside her on the table, Dianne asked. "Tell me something honey, obviously you and Bill do indeed enjoy and have an active sex life, so...why the toys?"
"Oh sweetie, it's because of that, that we've included those, amongst other things!" she added without elaborating. Bill has always been excitingly experimental, you know how he is! He's even the one that suggested I get this thing," she said picking it up once again by way of emphasis, "amongst a few others we have too," she said sounding excited to finally be sharing all this with her sister-in-law. "And I don't mind telling you, even Bill has a few he uses, or which I get a kick out of using on him!"
"T.M.I.," Dianne laughed, though she was suddenly even more curious than she had been a moment ago to hear more, a lot more.
"But my point is, it seems the more I use them, even when I'm all by myself, the more aroused I always seem to be, which Bill certainly benefits from, and he knows it. That's why he encourages me to enjoy myself, think about things..." she wavered, realizing that she might have shared a little too much.
"What things?" Dianne pressed, her eyes now glued to the once again wobbling prick that Ellen held in her hand, talking as she did so, continuing to wave it about like a magic wand or something.
Ellen hesitated. "Maybe it would be easier to show you," she said boldly, suddenly picking up the remote.
With the press of a button, the TV turned on once again, along with the movie that had been playing, though the sound was still muted. "This is what I was watching just before you came," she told Dianne. "And...to explain things a bit further, one of the reasons it took me a moment to answer the door, wasn't because I was trying to put any of this away, or straighten up, it was because I was right in the middle of having a really intense orgasm when you knocked!"
"Oh my God!" Dianne finally breathed, though she couldn't tear her eyes away from the picture on screen. A very attractive brunette was lying on an oversized bed, she was alone, but had one end of a double dildo deeply inserted inside her pussy, some sort of hand held vibrator held against her clit as she moaned pleasurably even though Dianne couldn't hear it. "You're watching a woman masturbate?" Dianne questioned finally turning towards her near sister.
"Yeah, like I said, Bill's sort of been encouraging me to explore myself, see what sorts of things other woman use or do when they're using some of these," she explained.
"Where the hell did you get this anyway?" Dianne asked once again turning back towards the TV, finding what the woman was doing to herself to be curiously arousing, though she was still too afraid to admit it, even to Ellen.
"You'd never believe me if I told you," Ellen sat grinning.
"Try me."
"Michelle gave them to us," she said now including Bill in on it.
Michelle was Ellen's younger sister, and an admitted lesbian who'd been living with another woman now for the past couple of years.
"Wow!" Was all Dianne could think of to say for the moment. "I guess I just never imagined you watching something like this, Bill maybe," she added grinning. "But the fact that Michelle obviously does too surprises me a little, though I also guess it makes sense that she'd have movies of women playing with themselves, or even other woman too for that matter. It would have been more odd if she'd given you a porno with men and women in it together."
"Oh, she's given some of those to us too, she might be considered a lesbian, but I do happen to know she still enjoys a man's cock once in a while, just for the heck of it. She even has a friend who she calls her 'boy toy' who she and Sharon occasionally like to play with every once in a while."
Again, Dianne couldn't help but find all this newfound information interesting, as well as mildly arousing, once again looking back up at the TV as the brunette now slipped the interesting little toy inside her pussy having finally removed the almost giant-sized double dildo.
"Anyway, that's what I was doing when you arrived," Ellen said looking back at the screen now herself, a slight quiver of arousal clearly showing in her tone of voice.
"Cumming, you mean," Dianne now teased, because that was what Ellen was actually in the middle of when she first got there.
"Well yeah sorta, I mean I was, but it like got sort of interrupted there for a moment."
Dianne noticed as Ellen spoke to her, her own eyes were still glued to the TV. "Oh, oh! Watch this! Watch this! This is one of my favorite parts!" Obviously it was too, as Ellen had quite absentmindedly slipped her hand down between her legs, and though the robe she was now wearing hid what she was actually doing to herself, it was clearly obvious. Dianne didn't know what she wanted to look at more, Ellen, or whatever the hell it was taking place on screen that aroused her so much. She finally did turn then in order to look, and once again finding herself amazed if not somewhat shocked by what she now saw.
"Turn up the sound!" Dianne actually heard herself saying, and then adding, "Rewind that!" She heard Ellen giggle though she didn't turn facing her, watching as the screen paused briefly, and then everything moving backwards at high speed for a moment until Ellen hit normal play again.
"Wild isn't it?" Ellen said once again enthralled.
"Never seen anything like that before," Dianne had to admit, though she'd certainly heard about it, even wished at times she knew what it felt like, but she'd never actually seen another woman squirting before. "Play it again," she said feeling a flush come into her cheeks, along with an arousal that she hadn't felt or certainly expected in a long, long time either.
"That's one of the reasons I have this!" Ellen said suddenly producing yet another toy that she'd managed to just push beneath the couch Dianne was still sitting on. "It's the same vibrator that she's using," Ellen said now holding this one up. "Even the package calls it the 'juicer', something about being able to stimulate a woman's 'G' spot better than anything else out there on the market."
"Good God girlfriend!" Dianne exclaimed smiling. "Aren't you full of surprises! So tell me," she began in nearly the same excited breath, "have you managed to do that?" she asked once again turning back towards the screen, though by now an entirely different woman was shown, this one a blond with enormous tits who currently sat licking her own nipples.
"Ah squirt? No...not yet, but I do think I am certainly getting a lot wetter than I used to," she said candidly. "Like I am right now in fact," she also admitted, once again her attention directed back towards the screen.
"You are? Really? Right now?"
"Yes, right now!" Ellen said looking at her, "Would you like to see? I mean, I know that must sound really weird under the circumstances, but I'm telling you Dianne, ever since I started using these things, I've gotten a lot wetter, a lot more aroused lately, and Bill has definitely seen and appreciated the improvement!"
Dianne couldn't believe they were even having this discussion let alone anything else, but she couldn't help but be curious about it too, throwing caution and all reasoning to the wind at this point, finding herself not only aroused, but devilishly wicked feeling, which was something else she hadn't felt in too long a time either. "Really? You'd let me? I mean, that doesn't weird you out or anything if I do?"
"No, of course not, actually kind of fun sharing all this with you, you are after all my best friend, not including being my sister-in-law, and more like real sister's in fact, which is why I don't feel quite so embarrassed now telling you, or even showing you all this!"
Like school mates, curiously exploring one another in the old days that was to some extent the same type of emotional high that Dianne was experiencing now with Ellen. And even Ellen seemed to be feeling the very same way as she stood, but this time allowing her bathrobe to not only part, but to drop to the ground behind her now standing completely naked in front of her friend.
"Let me show you what I mean," Ellen said enthusiastically excited. She quickly retrieved the naughty looking vibrator, along with the life-like penis looking one and sat down on the floor again amongst the pillows. "I'll show you the way I was doing it just before you came, and just before I almost did," she added with a very lust filled gleam in her eye as she spoke.



Likewise, Dianne positioned herself on the floor, but not before kicking off her tennis shoes, close enough to see clearly though without looking like she was interested in doing anything more than just looking, though in the back of her mind, she was already wondering what it might actually feel like to try out one of these things.
"Now watch," Ellen purred, slowly beginning to insert the life-like prick into her pussy. "The only reason I'm doing this is, because I actually like the way it feels inside me when I'm using this one to stimulate my clit with. But after a while, I just remove this one completely, and then put this one in and let it do whatever it was designed to do. I've had some of the most intense orgasms doing it that way than I've ever had before!"
Dianne was indeed mesmerized as she watched. She felt her nipples harden, more so in fact than she'd remembered them being in a very long time. But in addition to that, she felt her own wetness, her own moisture pooling between her legs and knew without any doubt that she would soon be showing a wet spot through her jeans if she didn't take them off, which she then did much to Ellen's amusement.
"Well? I can't very well go home looking like this!" she said brazenly revealing just how wet her panties already were.
"Fuck that's hot!" Ellen said through half glazed eyes as she lay there looking up at her near sister.
"What?"
"That! You!" Ellen spat, her voice suddenly taking on a completely different tone now, one full of excitement, lust, desire. "You have no idea how fucking hot that looks, seeing how wet your pussy is, how much you've already soaked through your panties just standing there!"
Dianne actually ran a finger down against them without looking, almost afraid to see it for herself, or see it the way that Ellen obviously was, though she continued to feast her own eyes on Ellen's pussy as she now removed the fake prick casting it aside, inserting the other vibrator in its place, simultaneously increasing the vibration speed as she did so.
"Oh yeah, finger it a little for me while I cum," Ellen said, her voice quivering with hopeful expectation, her nerves raw, on edge, her breath shallow, fast almost panting as she now pressed the vibrator inside herself, holding it there in position, allowing the thousands of miniscule vibrations to caress and tenderly please her cunt inside and out.
Without evening thinking about it, without any hesitation or sudden shyness or embarrassment, Dianne found herself doing just that, though she still hadn't gone so far as to insert her finger inside herself directly, just locating her clit through the fabric of the material, which was enough as she stood there playing with herself, her clit throbbing wildly, the intensity of the moment escalating rapidly as she stood directly over her friend, between her obscenely spread legs, watching the way Ellen lay pleasuring herself while she in turn stood above her doing the same.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck! I'm gonna cum, gonna cum!" Ellen announced suddenly, her eyes closing, her ass coming up off the floor by more than a few inches, arching her back, in a momentary pause as though time had suddenly ceased to exist as she held there for a moment. Even Dianne had quit working her fingers, her own breath held as she stood there, then like the sound of a trains whistle in the distance, she heard the slow agonizing moan of pure pleasure begin to whistle from deep within Ellen's throat, suddenly exploding outwards as the intensity of her orgasm claimed her, washed over her, and consumed her.
"Holy fucking shit!" Dianne spat as Ellen thrashed wildly beneath her now amongst the pillows in the throes of cataclysmic release. She was momentarily lost to herself, oblivious to anyone, or anything apart from the earth-shattering orgasm that seized her body from head to toe. And as she stood there, Dianne saw the sudden eruption of clear liquid as it ran in small little rivulets down between Ellen's legs soaking the floor. She herself was wet, drippingly so, but never before in her entire life had she ever experienced even that much as she was witnessing now. And though it was no where's near the woman's discharge on the movie, when she had actually jettisoned a long lasting streamer of clear liquid from deep inside her pussy, far enough to sprinkle droplets upon the camera lens as it filmed her, even this much was beyond her wildest imagination as she watched Ellen continue to climax, spinning now into yet another one as she continued fucking herself, crying out, groaning and sharing her pleasured joy with her friend.
#
Though she hadn't climaxed, she might as well had, her knees just as weak as though she herself had just had the orgasm she'd just witnessed. Collapsing down into the sea of pillows on the floor, she watched as Ellen slowly surfaced again from her revelry of pure erotic joy.
"Whew! That felt good!" Ellen grinned from ear to ear, though feeling a little sheepish.
"Damn fucking fantastic!" Dianne had to admit still feeling a little overwhelmed by it all, but also hornier than she'd ever been in a while too.
"Try it, try them both," Ellen said standing up on wobbly knees, just let me wash them off for you first," she said now feeling slightly embarrassed.
"No!" Dianne heard herself saying, catching Ellen mid-step.
"No? You don't want to try them?"
"Yes, I do, but no...I don't want you washing them off first," she again heard herself saying, the thought of masturbating with them still fresh with Ellen's recent spending coating them, somehow a part of the naughty wickedness she was still feeling.
Ellen grinned back at her with the same knowing expression on her own face that she was now seeing. "You feeling what I'm feeling?" Ellen said now sitting down on the floor beside Dianne once again.
"Maybe..." Dianne chuckled, "tell me what you mean."
"I'm sure you'll remember this," Ellen began, once again absentmindedly fingering one of her hard extended nipples while doing so. "Bill and I had already done it of course, several times, but we'd been teasing one another for several days mercilessly in fact because neither one of us had had the opportunity to do so again. Then your mom and dad dashed out to go pick up some dinner for all of us, remember?"
Dianne did, but now she was enjoying the memory of that moment being retold, as well as enjoying seeing Ellen still fingering her own nipple. "I do, but keep telling the story," she said through a half breath as she brazenly stood, struggling out of her wet panties, along with the tee-shirt and bra she'd been wearing, until she herself was just as naked as Ellen still was as she spoke.
"Anyway, we didn't really have a whole lot of time, the KFC was just down the street around the corner as you recall."
Dianne did, but she wasn't about to interrupt the story for that.
"As horny as we both were, and since you and Bill had always been close enough and comfortable enough to discuss anything and everything with one another, that was when he asked you if you'd be willing to keep an eye out for mom and dad while we did it, right there on the couch."
Dianne could still see it as though it had happened yesterday. As Ellen continued talking, Dianne closed her eyes, the images forming inside her head, even the sensations, smells, the erotic conversation that began between them now blending with Ellen's words, though they'd become merely background to the memory.
"Please Dianne please," Bill had half begged his sister, just sit there on the couch, keep an eye out for their return," he'd asked. The sound of clothes being removed, zippers coming down, belts being unbuckled. She glanced quickly, seeing her best friend and future sister-in-law reaching behind unclasping her bra, already having slipped out of her shorts and panties now straddling her own brother whose hard massive prick she caught the briefest glimpse of as it disappeared inside Ellen's cunt. Seconds later the sounds of them fucking as she peered out the window looking for headlights, her breath coming quickly, the sudden throb of excitement emanating from deep within her own needful pussy.
"Hurry up you two!" Dianne had warned worriedly, "They'll be on their way back any minute now!" Though she had turned once again to watch them, watch as her brothers hands cupped her friends tits, caressing them pulling on them, just as she herself now sat doing as she remembered doing it to herself even then, though wearing clothes while she'd done so.
"That's it baby!" Bill had cried out, "Make it cum! Make it cum! Make it cum!"
Though Ellen was on birth control even then, they hadn't wanted to risk any pregnancy this close to the wedding, and as there hadn't been enough time for Bill to race off and locate a condom, there'd been no other choice either. Dianne watched as Ellen suddenly extricated herself from Bill's prick, mouthing it instead as he began ejaculating his hot creamy spunk into her mouth, surprising Dianne as she did, as she watched, even as headlights suddenly bounced in the window telling them all that their parents had returned home.
"Oh my God they're here! They're here!" Dianne screamed as Bill and Ellen had scrambled off the couch gathering up their clothes as they did, one racing downstairs to his room, the other upstairs to Dianne's as Ellen had been invited over to spend the night with her just as they'd always done on most Friday evenings.
Dianne now heard Ellen's voice, once again in the present. "But it was later on that evening," she continued. "After we'd all gone to bed. I remember that I'd pretended to fall asleep quickly, but the truth was, I was still horny as hell. Obviously I hadn't gotten off myself yet, and was just waiting for you to fall asleep so that I could masturbate."
"Oh my God!" Dianne laughed remembering the night. "That's what I did!"
"I know!" Ellen now smiled knowingly. "I know! And that is what I was leading up to, because as erotic naughty as it had been with Bill there on the couch, it was even more so for me after we'd gone upstairs to your room."
Dianne sat listening to her near-sister, her pussy still throbbing with excitement and expectation, her emotions swirling like a whirlpool inside her head, though she felt more alive, more aroused at this very moment than she'd ever felt before.
"I remember lying on my side pretending to be asleep, though I had closed my eyes, I could still squint just enough to see you, though after a while it wasn't really necessary anymore."
Once again Dianne could clearly recall that night, even seeing herself as she lay in one of the twin beds separated only by the small nightstand sitting between them. After she had assured herself that Ellen had fallen asleep, she had unabashedly began touching herself, though the sound of the sheet moving, even though she felt certain it wasn't heard, had caused her to pull it down and away from herself, but she also preferred to bend her legs at the knee, spreading herself whenever she masturbated anyway. Dianne glanced over towards Ellen several times, but had seen no movement, hearing only the soft gentle sounds of her slumbered breathing. Her excitement, and arousal from seeing her brother and Ellen there on the couch, very much on her mind as she twirled the tip of her clit with her finger, occasionally slipping a finger inside herself, withdrawing a bit of moisture which she used to further tease and stimulate her hard aroused little nubbin with.
"When I saw you lower the sheet, bending your legs in order to access your pussy more easily, I couldn't help but slip my own hand down between my legs, though it seemed to take me forever, not wanting to move, fearful that I might alarm you in some way and that you would stop. But thankfully you didn't, and as I watched you in the semi-darkness, I lay fingering my own pussy, wishing as I did so that we were lying in bed together side by side, doing each other instead."
Dianne couldn't believe she was hearing this, couldn't believe that Ellen had been thinking the very same thoughts and desires that she herself had felt and been thinking about as the two of them had masturbated together there in the darkness of her room. She had been so tempted to stand up, walk over and begin caressing Ellen's breasts as she rode her brother's cock, had it not been for the fact that her parents were due back at any moment, she might have. Her brother no doubt would have welcomed it, encouraged it along with a lot more had she done so.
"Touch me," Dianne moaned softly when Ellen had finished. "Please Ellen, touch me, and let me touch you."
They stood, embracing, suddenly kissing though neither had expected to do that. Dianne felt her breasts tickle the hard twin peaks of Ellen's breasts as they too embraced, fencing one another, purposely so as they looked down at themselves, Ellen suddenly cupping one of her own breasts, rubbing it against one of Dianne's as she soon mirrored the playful encounter, her taut hard nipple now flicking against one of Ellen's as they laughed joyfully, teasing one another tit to tit, nipple to nipple, breast to breast.
"Let's go into the bedroom," Ellen suggested, taking Dianne's hand in hers, leading the way until they both collapsed on the bed together. Side by side, Dianne felt the gentle exploratory probe of her near-sister's fingers, the tingling touch of them sending an ocean of goose bumps, which spread rapidly across the surface of her flesh. Even as Ellen touched her, finally stroking ever so tenderly the hard stiff nubbin of her sex, her own fingers found simultaneously that same hard little knot sitting between Ellen's sex, that caused her to moan deeply, hotly as she touched her, just as she now began to do as Ellen's slick finger probed, fucked, and twirled about her super-sensitized little clit.
They came almost simultaneously. Hands and fingers had been everywhere, she had pulled and tugged on Ellen's nipples, just as Ellen had been doing to hers. They had kissed one another passionately, tongues doing what she momentarily considered doing to Ellen's clit, though lacking the courage to do so, still fearful of taking it that far, as must have been Ellen in her mind, for she made no move to do so either. But it was enough, she felt the surge, felt the sudden prickle of joyful release suddenly seize her as she cried out, hearing Ellen's own sweet sigh of pleasured ecstasy joining hers as they fingered one another frenziedly after that until each was satisfied, satiated in a blur of unbridled, uninhibited lust.
#
"See you on Wednesday then?" Ellen asked after having walked Dianne to the door saying goodbye. Dianne smiled, grinning even as she quickly hugged her near sister to her, though not daring to kiss her though she felt safe in doing so had she decided to. As erotic/naughty as it had felt, her rational thoughts had returned, though still somewhat confused by her arousal, her attraction towards her own sister-in-law.
"Yes, Wednesday," she confirmed. "At Michelle's place this time right?" she asked having already forgotten, her mind still in a fugue as she stood there. Ellen still only wearing the robe she had been in when Dianne had first arrived, the impulse too great to ignore, not chancing a lingering kiss, but leaning forward for a sisterly one which she gave, yet allowing her hand to sneak forward, briefly parting the fold of her robe, seeking and quickly finding the softness of Ellen's tit which she touched, quickly caressed, then stepping back catching the broad smile on Ellen's face as she did so.
"Sure you don't want to take one of the toys to try out?" Ellen asked as Dianne stepped down off the porch step.
"Maybe next time," she stated, realizing as she said that, that she was already looking forward to, and hoping that there really would be a next time though she was still struggling inwardly with herself over having enjoyed this encounter with her sister-in-law as much as she had. Finally using the excuse that she'd been gone far too long, and that Steven would be wondering about where she was, even though she knew that to be a lie. He would be indifferent to her whereabouts, or even what she was doing, just as long as she was home in time to fix his dinner.
"I'll bring one with me on Wednesday, just in case you decide you want to," Ellen continued grinning, and then waved somewhat flirtatiously, even briefly baring one of her breasts, flashing Dianne as she slipped into the front seat of her car, laughing with her as Ellen waved once again just before closing the door.
#
They had been meeting every Wednesday night for several months now. For Dianne, it had become the highlight of her week, a chance to get away and have some time for herself. Since it was also Steven's bowling night, it was the perfect opportunity for her, she could relax, enjoy the company of her friends without worrying about getting home early, or even late for that matter as Steven usually stayed late himself afterwards in the bar sharing a few beers with his friends.
But there was a difference this time, she had always looked forward to Wednesdays, but she'd never been this excited before in looking forward to it. She'd only spoken once, and that all too briefly with Ellen when she'd called, Steven sitting too closely nearby to allow the conversation to take on any sexual overtones.
But now, driving over to Michelle's, she could already feel the moisture gathering between her legs as she openly looked forward to some erotic discussions, hearing each of the women sharing a favorite passage or two with one another, and then discussing it. That, and wondering if Ellen would remember to bring along one or two of her toys as she'd hinted at doing. Wondering further if indeed that she had, would she be brazen enough to take them home with her and actually try them, "though better yet," as she thought about it, "letting Ellen use them on me!"
As was usually the case, Dianne was the last one to arrive, having to drive the furthest except when they met at Ellen's place when she was the closest. Parking her car she entered into Michelle's home, knocking, but then simply walking in. They all did whenever they gathered together.
"Oh good, she's here!" Michelle said jumping up from the couch to give Dianne a quick friendly hug. "Laurel's been reading a few passages to us already while we've been waiting for you to get here. Hot fucking stuff!"
"So are you," Dianne thought to herself, chastising herself almost immediately afterwards for giving birth to that thought. But the plain and simple truth was, Michelle really was a hottie, obviously with looks much like her older sister, but in a younger, even wanton sort of a way. And the way she was dressed didn't help much either, a simple pair of men's flannel shorts, but also wearing a man's sleeveless underwear tee shirt that hugged her firm braless breasts like it had been painted on. And likewise, as Sharon just then came into the room carrying a tray of drinks, fruit punch laced with more than enough alcohol to send her head spinning, she too was dressed just as provocatively, if not more so than Michelle was. Much fuller breasted than even she was herself, Sharon's breasts likewise strained against the simple tee shirt she also wore, though she also stood in nothing more than a pair of simple white cotton panties, her favorite outfit whenever lounging around the house staying at home. Everyone else was more appropriately dressed perhaps, especially as they'd all driven there, but even Ellen wore a simple sundress that hinted at curves laying just barely beneath the material as she stood next to the window, the last of the fading light still enough to outline that incredibly sexy body of hers, which Dianne had already twice masturbated to while thinking about.



Dianne took a few brief moments to say hello, accept her drink and settle in on the couch next to Ellen who'd shown her more than her usual excitement when seeing her, going so far as to let her lips linger perhaps a bit longer than usual when she kissed her hello, a moment, no matter how brief, wasn't lost on Sharon as she sat there watching the two of them.
"You sure you're sister isn't gay?" Sharon had quipped teasingly as she spoke to Michelle.
Dianne felt her face flush, saw the same momentary coloration in Ellen's as well as they quickly settled back into their seats trying to look innocent and bewildered at the remark.
"Who knows, maybe she really is after all," Michelle said teasingly. "You finally coming out of the closet here sis?" she asked, though she too had found the sudden blush in Dianne's face curiously amusing.
"Nah, I prefer staying inside the closet when I play," Ellen tossed back at her sister. "Just feels a bit naughtier that way."
Everyone laughed at that, but Ellen had managed to defuse the sudden awkwardness that they'd both felt, at least Dianne had anyway, still wrestling with emotions, thoughts and admitted interest which she was taking in while looking at all the women gathered together more so than she might normally have done any other time.
"Now Laurel," Michelle spoke, "Re-read that last passage you'd just read for us before Dianne got here. It was pretty damn hot even if I do say so myself, so set up the scene for us again, and then read it for her."
"Basically, it's a story about a group of women who had all gone on a cruise together. To make a long story short, there's a severe storm that comes out, knocks out all power to the ship, and it starts taking on water and begins sinking. Ten women in all, find themselves alone, basically abandoned and adrift in their small boat, eventually nearing a small deserted, uninhabited island the following day. After nearly a month without rescue, they've managed to make their little island somewhat inhabitable and comfortable to stay on, plenty of fresh water, fruits, and even a few wild pigs that they're able to live on while awaiting rescue. Eventually of course, as they grow closer and closer together, now relying on one another in order to survive, there is the additional human need that suddenly arises, and with no men anywhere in sight to satisfy those urges and specific needs, they turn towards one another. Early on in the story, it becomes evident that if intimate relationships do form out of this, it could very well cause petty jealousies and arguments amongst many of the others. As they've also established a bit of a leadership within their group, they further decide to formulate and draw up some sort of pact that would prevent that from ever happening. Essentially then, they all agree that there are urges and desires that each one of them is now beginning to have, to experience, so their only solution in guarding against any dissention amongst them, is to agree to an 'orgy only' format, when everyone is included together during a specific night in the week, something they can all look forward to..."
"Sorta like now," Ellen whispered over to Dianne as they sat listening, even taking her hand in hers as they sat there, though it was wedged hidden between them.
Dianne nodded her head in agreement, listening to Laurel as she continued.
"Even women who had never thought of, or considered being with another woman now agreed with this, and found their meetings, their orgies, not only pleasurable, but far more exciting and enjoyable than they had ever experienced or even imagined before. Anyway, that's the set up, what I was just starting to read to them before you got here," Laurel said glancing towards where Dianne was sitting, "was the part where they'd decided to incorporate a simple ceremony of sister's before their real orgy began, but something that they also agreed to do before any meeting, and in addition, adding it also the close of any meeting. In that way, they all felt in perfect harmony with one another, even through heated discussions or disagreements, coming together in this unique intimate little way then, ensured that there was always harmony and friendship amongst their newly formed tribe."
"So what did they decide to do?" Ellen asked curiously.
"It was agreed," Laurel continued smiling, a small blush spreading across her own face as she spoke, "that they would all sit and form a circle together, like I said, at the beginning of any meeting or discussion, as well as at the end of it. As they did this, each one would put her left hand in the lap of the woman sitting next to her, until the entire circle was now formed, connected in this way. Each one would then simultaneously, finger that same woman, and continue to do so until everyone had reached a relaxed stage of euphoria, not necessarily climax, though that happened upon occasion to, but at the very least that much, until a smile was seen on each and every woman's face before they then went on to other important matters."
"Wow, maybe we should start off our little get-together's with something like that too!" Michelle suggested teasingly, though everyone there knew she was more serious about actually doing something like that than she was letting on to.
"You just want to stick your finger in another woman's cunt," Sharon teased her, even reaching over to give one of Michelle's breasts a friendly little squeeze. "So having an excuse like that to do so would be perfect for you wouldn't it?"
"Oh, and like you wouldn't?" Michelle teased back, now actually grabbing one of Sharon's boobs for emphasis, nearly starting a brawl in doing so.
"Um, should we throw down some Jell-O into the middle of the floor and watch these two go at it?" Laurel jokingly suggested, "Or do we continue on with what we came here to do?"
That seemed to quiet things down in a hurry, though everyone had found the playful banter between the two actually exciting to watch.
"Whose turn is it to read now anyway?" Sylvia asked, another woman friend of theirs now who'd joined them a month earlier shortly after Laurel had invited her along.
"I think it's actually my sister's turn to read and share something with us," Michelle said just as Ellen had stood.
"Yeah I think it is, but I need to pee first," she said heading towards the bathroom.
While she did, everyone decided to freshen their drinks, have a pee themselves, or step outside for a quick smoke break before continuing. Dianne stepped into the small kitchenette fixing herself another of the semi-strong fruit punches. Already her mind was reeling with all sorts of thoughts, brought about by Laurel's descriptive little story that had reminded her of her own wicked little encounter with Ellen.
A moment later Ellen joined her there in the kitchen, "Want one?" Dianne asked.
"Yes, please and make it a stiff one too!" she added grinning. Just then Ellen's sister called out to her from the living room.
"Hey sis! Where's your book anyway?" she asked. "What are you going to read to us?"
"It's called 'She'!" Ellen yelled back out towards her. "Written by an anonymous author several years ago now, but very enlightening," she explained and then adding, "it's sitting just inside my purse!" The moment she said that, her eyes suddenly widened in alarm. "Oh no!"
"What?" Dianne asked but Ellen had already spun around and was heading back out into the living room not even taking her drink with her when she did. Dianne raced immediately after her, arriving only a moment later, but it was obviously already too late. Michelle stood, a silly knowing grin on her face, holding up a life-like penis in one hand, and Dianne's "G" spot vibrator in the other.
"Um, you come prepared? Just in case you needed to dart off into the bathroom again did we?" she said waving the two toys up for everyone to see, causing a great deal of snickering laughter as she did so. "Though that's probably not a bad idea either," she added once again suggestively, would certainly make the readings a lot more fun and interesting if we all started doing that."
"I'm game if anyone else is!" Sharon said grabbing one out of Michelle's hand, "I've always wanted to try this one, just couldn't afford it on my salary," she said honestly.
"You're serious?" Ellen said gawking at her sister's lover. "You wouldn't be embarrassed or feel uncomfortable doing that in front of everyone?"
"I wouldn't no...only if it were to make anyone else feel uncomfortable or embarrassed, then I wouldn't. So...would it?" she asked seriously looking about at everyone. To Dianne's amazement, no one voiced a complaint or any real concerns, if anything, blushing excitedly at the mere thought of it, wondering if in fact Sharon really would, or if she was just teasing everyone in suggesting that she might.
Even before Michelle could comment on what Sharon had just said, Sylvia spoke. "I wouldn't mind trying out the other one, as long as no one was offended by it," she said surprising everyone there. "Though I would ask that you maybe dim the lights just a little so I wouldn't feel quite so brazen or vulnerable while I do."
Once again, no one seemed willing to object to that either, everyone now at least curiously excited with the realization in seeing where all this was going.
"We've got a few more toys in the bedroom," Sharon suddenly offered, "if anyone else wants to try one while Ellen reads to us," she stated already removing the top she'd been wearing along with her white cotton panties so that she now stood there entirely naked, as Michelle soon joined her, also having removed her clothes. Sylvia now stood, undressing herself, once again to everyone's surprise and amazement.
"Well? Like they say...when in Rome!" she said grinning as she carefully folded her skirt and blouse over the back of the chair she'd been sitting in.
"I'll pass...for the moment anyway," Laurel said easily. "But I certainly won't mind watching anyone else either," she added smiling.
"No one's expected to do anything," Michelle said then taking over, suddenly becoming this particular tribes little leader, much like in the story Laurel had been reading earlier. "But maybe we really should lay out a few ground rules here, just in case this does turn into something more than what we've been doing."
"Like what?" Ellen asked though Dianne detected an enthusiastic tone in her voice when she questioned her sister.
"Well for one, maybe we should all get naked when we do this, even if a person or individual chooses not to do anything themselves, it would at the very least make everyone else feel a bit more comfortable, and less conspicuous or self conscious about being watched. Anyone have any reason to object to that much at least?" she asked.
Dianne nearly did, but saw no other dissention from the group, including Ellen or even Laurel, both of which suddenly stood and began removing their clothes. The only other person that Dianne thought might voice any strong objection was Margaret, the oldest woman in their group at sixty, though she'd been there from the very beginning and had seemingly enjoyed herself immensely in being there, though she hardly ever spoke or really shared anything about herself, let alone her sex life. That too had obviously ended a few years ago with the sudden death of her husband, which was one of the reasons she'd found herself enjoying this particular little book club of theirs. Perhaps it had given her some sort of an outlet for her still very active and needful desires.
Dianne glanced towards the older woman, expecting to find some sort of shocked horror or indignant expression in her face perhaps, but to her surprise, she didn't. If anything, Margaret merely shrugged her shoulders and smiled, and suddenly began unbuttoning her blouse, leaving Dianne as the single solitary person who hadn't begun doing so as yet. So she did.
"Way cool!" Sharon said enthusiastically after all the women had finished undressing, once again settling in comfortably, some actually holding various toys or vibrators in their hands, some of which Michelle had retrieved from their personal stash for the women to use.
"Ok, before Ellen begins here with her reading, how about we add one more little item to the new club rules here," she said, though continuing before anyone could ask what that was. "Next week, everyone just plan on bringing with them whatever they'd like to try or use. You're certainly all welcome to borrow or enjoy whatever we have, but I know that most, if not all of you probably have your own little fun toy you enjoy using, so like I said, next week feel free to bring those along with you as well."
Glancing up, Dianne saw Ellen wink at her, she was the only person as far as she knew, that also knew, Dianne had never even used one before let alone had one.
"Here, try this one," she said holding out an egg-shaped vibrating toy that she almost magically produced from her purse. "I brought an extra one with me, just in case you didn't like either of the other two," she honestly admitted as she sat down once again on the couch next to her friend.
"But now you don't even have one!" Dianne said holding onto the strange feeling devise.
"No worries kiddo, we'll share," she winked with a whisper causing Dianne to feel a pleasant unexpected jolt in her pussy upon hearing that.
"So, everyone all comfy and ready for Ellen to begin reading now?" Michelle asked. Dianne looked about the room, amazed to see so many women gathered together like this, each one of them naked, most of them either holding onto a toy, or at the very least, already caressing themselves with hands and fingers, something that Sylvia had begun doing from almost the moment she'd gotten a hold of the other toy she'd wanted to try. She'd truly been the biggest surprise next to Margaret, unusually shy, though she'd certainly gotten excited whenever she'd given her own reading, she now sat unabashedly working the life-like prick in and out of herself, almost oblivious to whatever else anyone was doing.
"Start reading!" she'd said suddenly from out of the blue. "Before I lose my nerve here!" she'd added though she also continued to fuck herself openly with the fake prick.
Ellen quickly began reading, "The room was dark, made even more so by the blindfold Patricia wore, something her husband Jeff had placed around her head shortly after binding her to the bed she now lay in, though he had done so, securing her naked body with silk scarves after reassuring her that she had nothing to fear, nothing to worry about. Patricia trusted her husband, implicitly, excited now more than perhaps she'd ever been, listening to his movements about the room as he prepared to pleasure her, promising to do so in ways she'd never known or experienced before, all the while speaking to her in his soft comforting voice..."
Dianne quickly peered around the soft dimly lit room now, since Sharon had quickly extinguished most of the lights, turning off some, dimming others until only the barest of lighting filled the room, enough to read by at least, and see by as well as Dianne noted many of the women, including good old Margaret, as they sat listening, enraptured with the story as they all touched and pleasured themselves in one fashion or another. Some with the toys they had chosen to do so, others like Laurel or Margaret using their own hands.
"...Patricia then felt the gentle soft probe of something foreign, something wickedly strange as it began to penetrate the moist wet opening of her sex, only then realizing the sound of her husband's voice, still speaking gently to her, soothingly so, was too far away from being a part of the soft hands that gently teased and caressed her aroused flesh. "Just trust me honey, don't say, or ask anything, just trust me..."
Dianne could no longer refrain, her pussy felt like it was on fire, seeing the women around her, all of whom now touched or pleasured themselves in one way or another as Ellen read to them from her book, even touching her own self as she sat there, one hand down between her legs, frigging her clit while she read, periodically glancing over towards Dianne, smiling, nodding her head in approval, urging her on. For the first time ever, she pressed the switch, feeling the toy come alive in her hand, even on the smallest setting, the vibration sending shock waves through her fingers, her hand, which she now placed against the swollen needful lips of her pussy.
"...Though tempted, her mind awash in curious wonder, she could only lie there, feeling the softness of the pliant toy as it penetrated her sex, slowly, teasingly, deflowering her femininity as though for the first time all over again. The hands were smooth, another woman's, it had to be she thought though she lay silently, allowing this unexpected, now wanted violation of her body to continue..."
For herself, picturing it inside her own head as Ellen read, she couldn't see, couldn't even begin to imagine Steven ever doing anything like this, but she could see, could imagine, and now did, the image of herself being bound in such a way, the touch of Ellen's hand upon her flesh, caressing her, teasing her, splitting her sex with the softness of the now shared prick which had entered her as her own brothers voice continued on in the background.
"...feel her pussy next to yours. Feel how wet it is, how wanting of you it is. Feel her as she fucks you, fucks herself. Feel the press of her delicious lips kissing yours, the hardness of the prick which you now share, fuck her back honey, allow me the exquisite pleasure of seeing yours, fucking her back, urgently, hotly...excitedly as I stand here stroking my prick while watching you..."
For Dianne, it was indeed Ellen's body doing just that, though again Bill's voice as he urged the two of them to fuck one another as he stood there. She could feel Ellen's hands touching, caressing, though she could not, the sensation of want driving her near madness, ever closer towards orgasmic release as she fought against the bonds that imprisoned her.
"...her climax indeed great, perhaps far greater and pleasurable than any she had ever known, and suddenly all too soon, almost the way it had begun, the silence once again filling the room, a patter of feet upon the floor, someone leaving, a hushed whisper perhaps, then nothing more until her husband's soft kiss upon her lips wakened her like the prince in the fairytale, that this was indeed no longer a dream."
Ellen closed her book looking up, smiling at the various expressions upon the women's faces, many having obviously climaxed in perfect tune with the ending of her reading, others still hovering just on the edge, though no one spoke either way, the sounds of pleasure clearly filling the room, a few whispers here and there, a slick moist touch suddenly reverberating about the room, now joined by another, and then another as frenzied fingers strove towards finishing their work, or vibrators merely murmuring before, now turned to higher settings, each one now openly screaming their purpose.
"Holy fuck!" Michelle's voice now filling the silence, "right there baby, right there!" Everyone's attention drawn towards her now, including Dianne's. She found herself envious, watching as Sharon knelt on the floor between her legs, her mouth gently sucking, licking, kissing her lover's split, keeping her on the very edge of orgasm, and then finally allowing her to topple over the edge as Michelle's hands grasped the side of Sharon's head, clinging to it, forcing it even harder against herself if that were possible.
So engrossed in watching this, as was everyone else, she didn't realize for a moment or so, that there was a differing touch upon herself, only then tearing her eyes away from the two women, looking down, seeing Ellen's fingers now caressing her exposed clit, the vibrator deep inside, it's humming thrills captivating the audience of her lips, her juices, now applauding in joyous rapture as Ellen's finger brought about the climatic end to her cunts performance. Dianne felt her eyes closing like the curtain upon the stage, the applause still ringing in her ears, becoming now the sound of her own voice as she cried out the last note to pleasured song her cunt had just finished singing.



#
It had indeed been one of the wildest nights she could ever remember having. They had all soon after dressed, all smiling, some embarrassed by the fact that they were, including herself. But it had indeed been the most erotically charged night that many of them could remember experiencing in recent history. The enthusiasm for already looking forward to next week, this one at Ellen's place, with Dianne being the main reader at their next gathering. She stood for a moment with Ellen out by their cars before driving themselves home.
"Well that was certainly something wasn't it?" Ellen had said stating the obvious.
"Yes, yes it was," Dianne replied, still feeling the exquisite aftershocks as they continued to reverberate deep inside her pussy even as they stood there.
"Wait until I tell Bill about tonight," she added nonchalantly, "I bet he's hard as a rock within seconds after I do."
"Tell Bill?" Dianne stated somewhat aghast at hearing that. "You're actually going to tell him what happened here tonight?"
"Of course I am!" Ellen said looking surprised. "You of all people should know, Bill and I don't hold any secrets from one another, I tell him everything."
"Everything?" Dianne said once again alarmed. "Did...did...you tell him about the other day?" she finally managed, now trembling, the pussy shocks finally abating as a near panic took over from them.
"Well yes, later on after he'd gotten home and we were in bed...yes," Ellen said now sounding a bit bewildered. "Why wouldn't I?"
Dianne didn't know why she wouldn't, or why she found the admission so overwhelming to hear. She knew her own brother, and knew just in that he'd no doubt have any worries about it, none whatsoever knowing him, but it was still the thought that he actually knew, or knew most of it anyway.
"Shit Dianne, whose idea do you think it was for me to read that particular passage tonight anyway?"
"Bills?"
"Yeah...Bills! He thought you, along with everyone else would enjoy it, and obviously...you did, didn't you?"
"Yes, yes...of course I did, but you already know that. It's just that, well, I never thought that Bill would actually find...find, what we did acceptable."
"Are you kidding me?" Ellen laughed. "You can't even begin to imagine the number of times he's actually suggested, and encouraged it! Good hell Dianne, he knows the shit head your husband really is, and he also knows you, he knows you'd never go out and fool around with another man, but...he also knows that you might not struggle so much with the thought of finding relief and comfort with another woman, especially if that other woman just happens to be your best friend, and the wife of your very own brother!"
#
Ellen was certainly right about one thing, as was her own brother Bill for that matter. Whatever had gone wrong in her marriage, or even why that it had, she wasn't yet ready to throw in the towel just yet either. But at the same time, she also knew she was no longer content to live, or lead an almost celibate life either. Maybe it was like splitting hairs, on the one hand, she wouldn't feel like she was really cheating on him had she gone out and been with another man, yet on the other...here she was, playing and fooling around with her own sister-in-law, even though they both had Bill's approval and support in doing so.
It was yet again another emotional dilemma for her to try and work through, that and her own marriage to Steven if she could. But she knew until she found satisfactory answers for that, she could, and would no longer deny herself the needed pleasures that she had now experienced once again. She could never go back to that, not now anyway. And at least for now, she could accept what she was allowing herself to feel and experience at the hands of another woman, and perhaps even...women as things obviously had begun to progress in that direction.
She was even more pleased and relieved when arriving home to discover that Steven wasn't even home yet. It was still a bit early even for him, but she treasured the silence that greeted her as she came into the house, only then removing the egg-shaped vibrator that Ellen had given her to take home with her, experiment with, and pleasure herself.
"Try it in the tub," Ellen had suggested, and then explained to her what she'd meant by that.
Amazingly, Dianne was still very much aroused. She had had one of the strongest most intense orgasms ever, yet here she was only a short while after having done so, wanting to again.
"Maybe Ellen's right," she thought to herself. "The more you do enjoy it, the more you can and will enjoy it too." She smiled thinking about her own brother, how he was so very much like her in many ways, ways she hadn't allowed herself to think or feel for several years now, though thankful that he did, still was, looking out for her own welfare though it be in a very strange way perhaps.
Dianne soon after closed, and then locked her bathroom door. Even if Steven came home early, he would never try and enter a closed bathroom door, so she'd have plenty of warning should he arrive home. Dianne lit a few scented candles, had turned off the bathroom light when her cell phone suddenly rang. As she'd brought her purse into the bathroom with her, as it was also her intent to keep her new found toy secreted away inside it, she quickly snatched up her ringing phone and answered it, seeing that it was in fact Ellen who was actually calling her.
"What's up? Everything ok?" she'd asked.
"Oh just fine, just wanted to call and check on you, was a little worried about you kiddo, you seemed sort of out of it, perhaps worried a little just before you left."
It was true, she had been until she'd had a chance to really think about everything on the drive home, which she had done, and was now feeling better about herself and her decision regarding it, amongst everything else, and even said so to Ellen.
"In fact, I don't mind telling you, I am at this very moment about to embark on that adventure you told me to try," she said grinning into the phone.
"You are? Right now? Right at this very moment?"
"Yes, I am! I am in fact standing here in the bathroom, the water's running in the tub, I'm naked, and I'm holding that marvelous little toy of yours in my hand even as we speak!"
Ellen giggled, she then heard as Ellen obviously turned and said something to Bill.
"Don't tell me you just told my brother what I'm sitting here about to do!"
"Ok, I won't, even though I did," Ellen giggled back even more suggestively. "So I guess I'll let you go, so you can finish doing just that then."
And Dianne nearly did, until a totally wicked thought suddenly crossed her mind. "No...don't not quite yet anyway," she said sounding suddenly out of breath, but it was the mere thought of what she was about to suggest that had taken her breath away.
Ellen could tell by Dianne's tone of voice that something else was suddenly going on. "Wanna tell me what it is you're thinking?"
"Something naughty, something really, really naughty," Dianne said stepping down into the tub.
"Oh yeah? What?"
"Remember the other day when you said it was easier to show me than try and explain it?"
"Yeah?"
"Well, maybe I can't exactly show you what I'm thinking and about to do, but you can certainly hear what that is."
"Oh my God...don't tell me!"
"Don't tell you what it is that I'm now doing?" Dianne quipped knowing perfectly well that wasn't what Ellen had meant.
She could hear the catch in Ellen's own voice when she spoke, ignoring the question altogether. "Tell me, tell me everything you're doing, everything you're feeling while you're doing it," she said, "don't leave a single solitary thing out either, or even if you do, let me hear what you're doing at least!"
Dianne laughed, feeling suddenly giddy, naughty, and more than aroused. "Right now, I'm doing what you first told me to do. I'm slipping the egg inside myself, not turning it on just yet, just putting it in."
"Oh fuck!" Ellen moaned into the phone, and then Dianne heard in the background behind her the sound of Bill's voice.
"What? What?"
"Shh, just listen, but stay quiet," she warned him "Or I'll lock myself in the bathroom! Now...go on!" Ellen urged once again turning her full attention back to her near sister.
She hadn't stoppered the tub, so there wasn't enough water in the bath to cause her any problems while she spoke on the phone, just enough that it warmed her, comforted, and took the chill out of the porcelain as she lay there.
"Now I'm lying down, the water's running, I'm inching forward now, ahh..ahh yes, right there, it's beating against my pussy, playing with my clit, just like you told me it would."
"Oh my God, you're really doing this aren't you?" Ellen said excitedly, and then held her hand over the phone though Dianne could tell that she was as she turned speaking to her brother. "She is! She is! She's actually masturbating over the phone while I'm listening!"
Dianne smiled to herself, now knowing that her own brother was very much aware of what she was doing now too, and found the thought of that oddly arousing.
"Hmm, that really is nice Ellen, sort of feels the same the way I sometimes slap my pussy when I'm playing with it, the way the water is pounding against it. Now I'm going to turn on the egg and see how that feels."
Dianne heard Ellen moan on the other side of the line, "Fuck this is making me horny just listening to you, and Bill too!" she added as an afterthought.
"Nice!" Dianne responded back. "So...hearing me playing with myself is making you hot is it?"
"You know damn well it is," Ellen moaned once again. "So much so, I'm now touching myself, just slipped my finger inside of my pussy in fact, and Bill is standing next to me, rubbing his cock back and forth against my left tit."
"Oh yes, yes!" Dianne moaned hearing this. "The egg is vibrating nicely inside me, the water is still beating against my clit, I'm holding my pussy open with my hand so that I can feel it even more directly now, fingering it...rubbing it slowly back and forth like it was someone's tongue."
"Oh fuck!" Ellen groaned deeply, "I wish my tongue was doing that to you," she said surprising Dianne upon saying so.
"Really?"
"Yes, really. I'd enjoy doing that to you, licking you, tasting you," Ellen paused, Dianne could hear her speaking to Bill though the phone was muffled and she couldn't understand what he'd said. She did hear it when Ellen giggled. "Bill said I could eat you anytime you wanted," she declared excitedly, "And he'd even enjoy watching me do that sometime if you allowed him to do so," Ellen told her.
At the moment, Dianne would have allowed her own brother to go down on her as horny as she was, but she didn't admit to those thoughts as she answered. "Oh fuck, I'd love to feel that again, it's been so fucking long since I've had anyone go down on me!"
They continued on with their erotic banter back and forth for the next fifteen minutes. Bill had soon after begun fucking her from behind doggy-style while she knelt on the bed frigging her own clit, listening to Dianne as she neared ever closer to orgasm.
"Oh baby, we want to hear you cum, both of us," Ellen asked questioningly, "can I put you on speaker phone?"
"It was decadent yes," as she thought about it, her own brother wanting to hear her as she climaxed, but it was just wicked enough to nearly put her over the edge. "Go ahead," she barely managed to say, already hovering, only moments away from feeling the delicious tingle of her clit, her pussy before it exploded. She heard the sudden echo as Ellen did so, in addition to that, she could also hear the sound of Bill fucking his wife furiously from behind as flesh slapped against flesh.
"Oh fuck, I'm there! I'm there!" Dianne suddenly yelled into the phone, and heard as she did so, the likewise agonizing groan of mutual delight coming from the two of them.
#
Nearly three days passed before Dianne and Ellen managed to schedule lunch together during the day. It had been a hectic week, but also a stressful one. Dianne had made some concerted effort to interest her husband Steven, though it had turned sour almost immediately.
"So what happened?" Ellen asked after they'd been seated down together at the table. Dianne had only briefly informed her of the disaster, along with the aftermath.
"Well you remember that God awful outfit Steven gave me for Valentines last year?"
Ellen did, "Oh yeah, that black and red corset thing, or whatever it was? The one with the fishnet stockings and black boa feathers?"
"That's the one!" Dianne said nodding her head. "Anyway, I decided to put it on for him since I hadn't worn it since then, I figured if that was what turned him on, then I was going to wear it for him, even if I thought it was ugly as hell. So I did. I had fixed him his favorite dinner, which granted he did appreciate, and then afterwards went up stairs, put on the outfit and came down into the den where he was sitting. I stood in the door waiting for him to notice me, which he did after a few minutes when a commercial finally came on, looked at me in surprise, and simply said, "Oh baby, not tonight, I'm beat. How about you wear that for me tomorrow night? Then maybe I'll be in the mood and not so tired."
"Holly...shit!" Ellen said disgustedly, "He didn't!"
"Oh yeah, he did. So then guess what I did?"
"What?"
"I stood there and began seductively taking off the fucking outfit like I was still trying to tease him or tempt him into having sex with me, he sat there watching me, but not with any sort of aroused expression on his face, more like annoyance that I wasn't willing to wait until the following day. When I finally had taken everything off, and stood there in the nude, I then reached down, gathered everything up and tossed it at him. You should have seen the look on his face when I did that. I then told him that if he ever wanted to see that outfit again, he'd have to wear it himself. Needless to say, I locked the door to the bedroom, and he ended up sleeping in the guest room where I intend for him to continue sleeping for a while until we either work things out, or call it quits!"
"Good for you!" Ellen said happily, laughing. "God, I wish I'd been there to see that, I can just imagine what he must have thought when you stripped just before throwing it at him."
"Well, it was funny when I thought about it afterwards, but it certainly wasn't funny at the time. But I have to tell you Ellen, I'm beginning to wonder if there isn't something more that's been going on. I haven't figured it out yet, but I will, especially now that I'm suspicious about a few things that haven't been adding up yet. But they will, I know eventually they will."
They soon after finished their lunch together and then walked out to their cars which they'd also managed to park side by side there in the lot of the diner. "Heading back into the office?" Ellen asked.
"No thank God!" Dianne smiled. "I've got one house to show this evening, so I'll busy myself preparing for that at home. What about you?"
Ellen checked her watch, "Well I know David isn't expected back until after two, even told me to take a long lunch today since he wouldn't have the rest of the information we're working on for his proposal until then, so I still have another forty-five minutes before I have to head back."
Dianne couldn't explain it, but she suddenly felt aroused, the sexual tension between them almost immediate. "You thinking what I'm thinking?" She asked.
Ellen grinned, "Yes, I am...but I have been ever since that night on the phone," she said honestly. "Just wish we really had more time to go someplace, but it's basically the same distance to your place as back to work, and I'd never make it back in time either way."
"Yeah, I know damn it!" Dianne said wishfully resigning herself to the fact that she'd just have to stay horny until she could get home and do something about it herself. Which is when she felt Ellen reach up, cupping one of her breasts though glancing about the parking lot ensuring that no one was watching or could see them. "What are you doing?" Dianne giggled unexpectedly.
"Being naughty," came the simple reply. "Always wanted to do something naughty wicked in a public place, but just never got around to it."
"You mean to tell me that Bill hasn't managed to fuck you in an elevator or someplace like that yet?" Dianne chuckled, though half moaning at the same time as Ellen continued caressing her breast, even though it was through the material of the blouse she was wearing, along with her bra.
"Not yet, but after I tell him about this, I'll bet he'll be out searching for locations!"
"I don't doubt that for a minute!" Dianne agreed, and then suddenly a thought came to her as she noticed Ellen stood with her car keys in hand. "Give me your keys," she said suddenly, which Ellen did without questioning, though her look was certainly curious. "Just keep an eye out for a moment," she added.
Dianne had already noted the fact that no windows looked out directly towards them from the diner as they'd parked around back. Even someone driving by would only see what would appear to be two women standing there chatting between their two cars. Taking another last quick glance around, Dianne lifted her already short dress, showing Ellen in the process her pantyhose, which she pinched with her fingers pulling the material away from herself, then pressing the car key against them, and then into them tearing a small hole which she then quickly made larger by ripping it.
"What the hell are you doing?" Ellen finally did ask, though once again looking about as she did so.
"Making it easy," Dianne grinned. "There, now you can finger me!"
Almost immediately Ellen began doing just that, with her back to the building, sandwiched between their two cars as they were, they were somewhat shielded as Ellen continued to look over Dianne's shoulders behind her in the event anyone else came out into the parking lot, though there weren't all that many cars that had parked close by where they had.
"God you're already wet!" Ellen announced unnecessarily as she slipped her middle finger in and out of her friends hot slick cunt.
"Tell me about it," Dianne moaned pleasurably. "God Ellen, I haven't been finger-fucked like this since high school!"
Ellen laughed, "well sweetie, I haven't finger-fucked anyone since high school either!"
Dianne shot her a surprised look. "Sounds like you need to tell me about that sometime," she said breathlessly as Ellen's finger now twiddled her sensitized little clit, working it back and forth, making her weak in the knees.
"Yeah, I will," she spoke nearly as breathless, though concentrating now on what she was doing, still watchful that they weren't being observed or discovered.
"Fuck, I'm already close!" Dianne announced moments later. "But after I do, then it's your turn!" she told her.
"Damn fucking right it is!" Ellen giggled expectantly. "At least I'm not wearing any pantyhose!" she informed her, which Dianne had noticed earlier she wasn't. "Just wish I could also suck your tits too!" she said her voice filled with lust and excitement.
"Oh fuck yeah, do it!" Dianne said rapidly unbuttoning her blouse, and then popping the front of her bra open freeing her tits.
"God this is insane!" Ellen laughed pleasurably as she leaned forward capturing one of Dianne's breasts in her mouth sucking it.
"Yes it is! Wonderfully so!" Dianne spoke, no longer really caring if anyone could see them at this point, actually finding the thought of that additionally stimulating, wondering what someone might think, or wonder should they in fact actually notice them.
Ellen switched tits, now sucking the other, the subtle switch for whatever the reason being the trigger to the climax she'd been hovering on having, suddenly seeing stars, the exquisite pleasure of release happening all at once.



"Oh yeah, come baby come!" Ellen said feeling the sudden extra moisture as it filled the cavity of her near-sisters cunt. Dianne was, shaking almost uncontrollably, hands reaching out to steady herself, uncaring now if anyone could see, her orgasm far too intense to ignore or in worrying about actually being discovered.
Several long precious moments later Ellen released her, stepping back slightly, once again surveying their surroundings, assuring them both that nothing had changed, other than the fact that Dianne now stood there, her breasts bare, pantyhose ripped and torn, and a small trickle of fluid running down the inside of her leg.
"Now it's your turn!" Dianne announced, reaching forward, lifting the hem of Ellen's short skirt up, and then yanking down almost to her knees the tiny black thong she was wearing.
"Fuck this feels wicked!" Ellen near screamed in her excitement.
"Looks pretty damn wicked too!" Dianne grinned reaching forward with her own hand, placing it between her dear friend's legs, finding her equally as wet if not even more so than she had been.
"Not gonna take me very damn long either!" She said seriously. "Damn near came when you did!" she added hotly.
And it didn't either. No sooner had Dianne placed her right hand, palm flat against Ellen's mound, middle finger worming excitedly inside her, she came, almost spasmodically, humping herself against Dianne's hand, thrashing wildly for several moments, her low deep-throated moan of release accompanying her pleasure. Only then did she open her eyes swimming back into reality and gasping in surprise, causing Dianne to turn in the direction she was looking, both of them now seeing the equally surprised look on the gentleman's face who had just reached his car only two spots away. Giggling, they embraced, quickly kissing, once again looking over towards the man who continued to stand there, now smiling however, no doubt thanking the Gods for whatever reason at his luck, and jumped into their cars. Dianne didn't even bother to cover her breasts, taking some delight in their exposure, even turning to face the guy directly, smiling, and giving him a quick titty-shake before jumping behind the wheel of her car pulling out of the lot right behind Ellen.
#
It had felt like an eternity before they had all gathered together again as a group over at Ellen's place. And though he had pleaded, promising to remain sequestered down in the basement, hoping to perhaps hear something through the vents, Ellen had kicked Bill out of the house for their weekly meeting, much to his chagrin, though she had sent him off to a local nudie bar with a fist full of dollar bills.
"Have fun, come home horny and fuck me, because I will be!" she had told him sending him out into the night.
Everyone agreed that they'd all been anxiously looking forward to the evening, especially now with the new set of rules that had been put in place. There was only a moment or two of uncertainty as they arrived, each one wondering if indeed the previous week had been more of an anomaly as opposed to being something they would actually continue to observe and to do now whenever they gathered as a group. But as each one arrived, with Ellen as well as Dianne along with Michelle and Sharon already naked, each woman quickly did the same, shortly after producing whatever toys they had brought along with them, along with their books.
Once again Laurel shared a few delicious excerpts of some of the site's stories she had found, using them as an appetizer of sorts for the main course which was Dianne's turn to do this evening, and which she had found herself openly looking forward to.
Most surprising of all perhaps was Margaret's own personal choice of pleasure device, which both amazed and amused everyone there, though many afterwards commented and shared the fact that they too had experimented on occasion with what she had shown them shortly after everyone was comfortably situated.
"Back in the day," she'd announced causing everyone to laugh, "when I lived and worked on my father's farm, we didn't have things like what they have now a days, or even if they did, we certainly weren't aware of them," she'd begun saying. "But we were just like a lot of women regardless of that, sexually curious and experimental, which is when I discovered the delights of using these!" Which is also when she opened her purse removing a zip-lock bag, then retrieved what appeared to be a rather thick, long very dark green cucumber. "Best damn dildo I've ever used," she said unashamedly.
The one big advantage in meeting at Ellen's was the amount of space. With several long comfortable couches, most everyone sat beside someone, only Sharon opting to position herself on the arm of one couch, though she'd done so purposely, having first placed a riding dildo on the arm of it before mounting it, soon after stuffing it fully deep inside of herself, which she sat, slowly rocking back and forth on as Laurel read hot little excerpts. Margaret, much to everyone's delight, began working the enormous looking cucumber in and out of herself as well, many watching as she did so, fascinated that she could and indeed would stuff most if not all of it into herself sometimes leaving it there, allowing it to slowly slip out of her on its own accord before easing it back inside once again, repeating the process.
Also surprising as Dianne and Ellen observed, once again sitting side by side one another with Laurel on one end, was Sylvia who had chosen to half sit, half kneel on the floor instead in front of Laurel, and had almost from the very beginning as Laurel had begun reading, chosen to begin toying with her pussy, delighting her with her fingers while she read.
Even Michelle had taken over for Margaret, now working the woman's cucumber in and out of her cunt, enjoying the slippery sounds she began making as Margaret's pussy began producing a nearly over abundance of liquefied nectar as Michelle did so.
"Ok, time for everyone to read one of their own special passages they've brought along to share," Ellen announced excitedly when Laurel had finished reading what she'd brought along with her for the night to get things started. "Then of course it will be Dianne's turn to read a full chapter to us while we all masturbate listening to it."
She soon sat down again next to Dianne, turning towards her as she did so. "And don't think you're having it easy tonight either," she half whispered. "I have a surprise for you while you're reading," she told her, causing Dianne to feel a surge of additional excitement to throb deep inside her sex.
"What?"
"Sorry sweetie, you'll just have to wait and see," Ellen said smiling, and then turned her attention back towards the group as they one by one read their own favorite passages from whatever books they were reading, taking time out in between for refreshments, or simply for quick naughty moments in pleasuring one another or themselves.
Finally it was indeed Dianne's turn to read from her book, having chosen "The story of O" in doing so much to everyone's delight. Opening her book, Ellen slid from the couch where she'd been sitting next to her, suddenly positioning herself between Dianne's legs.
"Surprise!" she grinned suggestively, then parting, spreading Dianne's legs even more widely.
"Oh my God!" Michelle suddenly exclaimed, "Maybe my sister really is gay!" she squealed delightedly. "Too bad she's not into incest too!" she added receiving a nervous chuckle from around the room, though none took her all too seriously, except for Ellen herself perhaps.
"Don't you wish," was her response, now turning once again facing her friend, peering directly at the puffy swollen lips of her cunt. "Now, just so you know, if you quit reading, I quit licking," she told her. "So...whenever you're ready!"
She read, though she found it far more difficult in doing so that she'd initially thought after Ellen had announced her intentions. It had been a long time, a very long time since she'd felt the touch of another person's tongue on her clit, the sensation exquisite, beyond torture as she sat reading, feeling the sensation of Ellen's tongue happily lapping away at her, periodically sucking her softly, tenderly, especially when she came to and read specifically explicit passages from the book.
Just hearing the way Dianne read, obvious lust and desire coming through the tone of her words, added to everyone's increased desires, the added spectacle of seeing Ellen as she hungrily licked, sucked and tickled Dianne's clit while she struggled through some semblance of sanity, wavering on occasion, whereby Ellen would indeed stop, waiting for Dianne to once again collect herself before continuing on.
The sexual atmosphere went far beyond any that they'd even experienced the week before, Sharon soon after replacing the rubber dildo she'd been riding, putting it back into the harness it was designed for, strapping it onto herself, and then standing against the same arm of the couch she'd been sitting on while Michelle now balanced upon it, giving Sharon access to her cunt while she fucked her from behind. But not to be left out, she in turn now leaning over even as Sharon slid the fake prick in and out of her juicy split, now teasing and tickling Margaret's pussy with her mouth, much to the woman's delight as she excitedly exclaimed to everyone present that it had been well over twenty years since anyone had done that for her.
Even Laurel had rolled off of the couch onto the floor, her head quickly buried between Sylvia's legs, as was Sylvia's now between hers as they tangled together their on the floor in an exotic little sixty-nine, though each including the vibrators they had brought along with them, now pummeling one another with them all the while continuing to lick, suck and tickle one another's clits simultaneously.
Dianne was finding it harder and harder to concentrate, the words sometimes blurring on the page as she read, the feel of Ellen's tongue, lips and fingers playing with her cunt almost too much to bear, finally tossing the book off to the side, no longer capable of continuing, lifting Ellen up as she did, drawing her downwards upon her.
"My turn please! My turn!" she whimpered and then sighed pleasurably as Ellen climbed up onto her face sitting down. Reaching up, she cupped Ellen's breasts toying with them, rolling her hard taut nipples between her fingers even as she rolled her near-sister's clit with her tongue and lips in much the same way. Ellen groaned, thrashing, rotating her hips in conjunction with that, essentially fucking her face while she did so.
All about them the sounds of heavy, harsh breathing, pleasures sighs, moans and groans of every depth imaginable. The occasional soft humming purr of a toy as it added to pleasures already given, or the juicy wet slurpy sounds of a woman's cunt liquefying as fingers played boldly in the cream they created, or in the smack of hands slapping ass, or lips sucking clits making deliciously erotic little popping sounds as they did so.
Dianne lost track of the number of times she had climaxed, Ellen herself doing the same, switching positions with her, sometimes reaching out to fondle or probe others nearby. In time, though slowly as it seemed, the evening gradually wound down, though Ellen already alerting everyone to save something for the finale, before they departed for the evening, heading for their respective homes.
Ellen soon after gathered everyone in a circle on the floor. "Like we sort of discussed and talked about last time, I thought it might be a good way to end the night, something fun that will continue to bond us all together." Everyone watched quietly as Ellen then picked up an egg timer, setting it for ten minutes time. "Now then, for the next ten minutes, everyone is to place your right hand into the lap of the person sitting next to you. It doesn't matter if you do, or don't climax while we do this. If you can, great, enjoy yourself, but even if you don't, the main purpose of this is to simply unify us intimately as an entire group together." Ellen then began the timer, taking her place surprisingly between her sister and Sharon forcing them to scoot apart, and then slipping her hand down between the legs of her own sister.
"Surprise!" she grinned simply.
#
Bill nearly fell off the stepladder he was standing on. He'd just finished splashing his spunk against the window actually watching it as it ran down the pane, he had stood outside most of the evening peering in from his vantage point, all inside oblivious to his presence as he'd watched carefully from a much higher window than anyone really noticed or even realized that was there. He'd almost lost his balance trying to stuff his prick back inside his pants, and then hurriedly running back down the street to where he had parked his car earlier before anyone emerged from inside the house. He didn't want to risk angering any of them, especially his own wife, vowing to keep this one small little secret to himself in hopes that when it came around to Ellen's turn once again, he would enjoy once again, another very erotic, voyeuristic little moment watching them.
#
As they had all agreed in the very beginning, if there were ever two or more of them that couldn't make it to the next meeting, they would either reschedule it for the first available day thereafter, or cancel it entirely until the next week, whichever was easiest.
So it was unfortunately that Laurel had another commitment she had to keep, and Margaret had been called away to attend to her sick sister. They had decided to cancel until the following week because of that, though Dianne had purposely failed to inform Steven they had done so, though she'd hardly spoken to him at all in well over a week now as it was.
Keeping herself busy instead, she had purposely scheduled an open house with a client for that very evening. When she finally began the drive home, she realized that the bowling alley that her husband went to on Wednesdays was just around the corner. More out of curiosity than anything, she pulled into the parking lot, quickly searched for his car, but didn't find it. Parking her own car, she entered the building, seeing as she did so that most of the teams had already finished, many of the guys even then heading off into the bar for an after bowling drink. Spotting one of the men on Steven's team as he entered the bar, she followed in after him.
"Jeff? Hey Jeff!" she called out finally getting his attention. He turned at the sound of her voice, his face suddenly ashen in color as he saw her and knew who she was.
"Ah...hi Dianne, what brings you out here?" he asked looking most uncomfortable.
"I'm looking for Steven, is he here?"
Almost immediately she knew something was up as he took too long trying to come up with something to say that would make any sense. "Gee, I don't know, I think he was here a few moments ago, but I don't know where it was he headed off to. Maybe he went home," he suggested finally deciding that was the best answer he could give her.
She knew better however. Steven NEVER came home early on a bowling night, especially when he could stay after with his buddies and drink beer instead.
"Ok, thanks," she said letting him feel like she'd accepted his answer. "Just wanted to let him know I was working late tonight," she offered by way of her own false explanation, seeing the look of relief in the man's eyes. "Maybe he's using the restroom," she now added again, "but I can't wait to tell him that, so if you wouldn't mind," she left off saying, and then turned hurrying out of the bowling alley after receiving Jeff's assurance that he'd pass along the message.
"I'll bet!" she told herself as she walked out the door. "More like tell him how close a call he'd just escaped," she continued thinking to herself, and then stopped just before reaching her car. She remembered at that moment, that when the weather was bad, Steven had told her about parking across the street in the covered parking lot that they were allowed to use when that particular company's business day was done. Acting on a hunch, Dianne crossed the street on foot, took a quick glance on the first of three levels of parking, saw only one or two cars still parked there, neither of which was her husband's. She almost turned around, and then decided to go ahead and check the second level as it too was enclosed and covered, unlike the third. Silently, she made her way up the short flight of steps to the second level, peering around the corner of the cement wall before fully revealing herself, and not at all too surprised to actually see her husband's car parked there, and directly next to it, another car, this one a small little sports car convertible. Parked off at an angle away from her, Dianne managed to slip quickly from one cement support beam to another, effectively concealing her presence until she was standing just a few feet and behind where her husband's car was parked.
Dianne looked, but at the moment it appeared her husband wasn't there, no movement came from within either car. Then oddly enough, she spotted her husband's bowling bag sitting on the trunk of the car, not in it, where he always kept it. She knew immediately that something was amiss, his ball was one of his prized possessions and he had spent a small fortune on it, so it wasn't something that he would have so easily forgotten to secure away. "Not unless he had other things on his mind at the time at least," she thought to herself.
Dianne had very nearly stepped out of the shadows from behind the pillar when suddenly she saw someone sit up in the back seat of her husband's car. It took only a moment more to clarify who it was, and what was going on as she saw the woman bouncing furiously up and down, her breasts bouncing obscenely as she did so. Then just as quickly as she had appeared, she then disappeared. Taking that moment and opportunity, Dianne had already formulated a revengeful little plan, lowering, she quickly moved in between the two vehicles, removing a small pocket knife that she kept inside her purse, she first punctured both sets of tires on either side of her, only then being able to hear the sounds of their coupling as they fucked in the backseat of her husband's car.
"Tell me I'm your man!" Steven cried out, "Tell me how good and how big my fucking cock feels inside of your hot tight little cunt!"
Dianne wanted to puke as she heard the woman repeat word for word everything Steven asked her to say. She quickly scurried around the side of the woman's car however, and then punctured each one of those tires as well, making her way back around to the driver's side of her husband's car, and then doing the same to those. Once again she found herself crouching back and behind her husband's car, reaching up for and silently retrieving the bag containing his bowling ball.
"Oh yeah baby!" Came her husband's voice once again, "That's it, fuck my stiff hard cock, tell me how much you love fucking my stiff hard cock!"
Dianne had heard more than enough, grabbing the bowling bag as both cars slowly settled down onto their rims, she walked back across the street to her car, then dialed Ellen's phone.
"He sweetie, what's up?"
"Well, for one thing...Steven."
"What? I'm not following you."
"Well, at the moment he's banging a woman in the backseat of his car in the parking lot across the street from the bowling alley."
"You've got to be shitting me."
"No, I'm not. It's for real. But there's something else that I just realized."
"What?"
"Remember that blond with the ginormous tits at our wedding?"
"Yeah?"
"Well that's who he's presently fucking. Remember how neither one of us could figure out who she was? Well, I think I just figured it out, that's the gal Steven was dating for a while, until she off and married some ugly rich guy. He even told me about her once, so I'm pretty sure that's who she is."



"Holy shit...what are you going to do?" Ellen asked.
"Well, actually, I need you to do something for me, is Bill there? Or is he out on patrol?"
"He's out," Ellen said grinning, already starting to get an inkling of what Dianne was up to.
"Do me a favor then, would you mind getting word to him to run a license plate for me?"
Dianne gave Ellen the number, which she'd scribbled down. "Ok, got it. Now what?"
"The moment I hang up, get a hold of him, tell him where he can find Steven and his friend here, oh...and they're gonna need a tow truck, two of them actually, as they're both sitting on four flat tires. Also, there was a small accident in addition to that."
"What kind of an accident?" Ellen asked.
"Something about a bowling ball crashing into the window of the woman's car."
"Just be careful," Ellen cautioned her, "You don't want to get yourself hurt."
"No worries, for one thing, they'll have no idea what happened or who did it as I'll be long gone before either one of them can put on enough clothes to come out and see what the hell happened. But I'll wait for five minutes before doing it, that should give you enough time to get word to Bill as to where I'm at, and where he can expect to also find Steven and his friend."
Ellen laughed, though she also felt bad for her friend. "God sis, I'm so fucking sorry!"
"Don't be, I should have seen this coming for one thing, obviously it's probably been going on ever since we got married. I'd always been suspicious that Steven had married me just to get back at whoever the hell this bimbo is, and now I'm fairly certain, that's just what he did, so as far as I'm concerned, good riddance to bad rubbish!"
#
With Steven now out of the way, a week later Dianne offered to hold their book club readings at her house for the first time. Everyone was anxious once again in getting together, and there was even a new member who'd be joining them who Margaret had invited along after getting it approved with the group.
"She is aware of what goes on here yes?" Dianne had asked her over the phone.
"Honey, Doris and I go a long ways back together. She and I were finger-fucking one another long before you were even born, so yes...I daresay she has a pretty good idea since I've explained everything to her. And she's very much looking forward to becoming the newest member of our little group."
Doris was indeed a pretty sexy looking gal for her age, and the group as a whole were thrilled to see her and meet her after she'd arrived.
Just before things started, Ellen pulled Dianne off to one side. "Hey kiddo, wanted to ask you something."
"What?"
"You don't happen to have any tall step ladders laying around outside do you?"
"No why?"
"I'll tell you later," she said winking at her.
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I was in my senior year of college as Halloween drew closer and closer. I attended a rather small campus in a rural area that didn't have a very large student body. As such, most of the seniors were a tight-knit little group of friends that loved to party and have a good time whenever we could. Many of us had even dated one another's girlfriends, sort of like an ongoing square dance where every once in a while, everyone simply changed partners.
Halloween was for us a bigger reason to party and let our hair down, much like Spring Break was for most larger college campuses. Every year we'd get together and plan some kind of wild-assed party, but to be honest, we were running out of ideas when my best friend Jim, or JJ as we called him as his last name was Jensen came up with what sounded like a great idea.
Almost thirty miles away was an old Ghost Town secluded away in a little mountain valley out here on the West Coast that had been deserted ever since the old gold rush days. It wasn't really any kind of tourist attraction or anything, though a few people had gone to visit there, primarily because the roads were what they called unimproved and you needed at the minimum a four wheel drive to make it through a few of the really rough spots. We'd all been sitting around the local burger joint wondering what we should do when JJ pulled up in his Toyota 4X4 which was covered in dirt and dust to the point you could barely recognize it for what it was.
"Hey David!" He called out at me when he came inside and saw me sitting at one of the large booths with a group of friends, including my girlfriend Tracy and her best friend Tina. Fact was, she was one of the most open-minded and sensual women I had ever known. She wasn't drop-dead gorgeous or anything, don't get me wrong. But for what she lacked in the beauty department, which wasn't all that much, she more than made up for in the teasing-sensuality department. She simply exuded it, not just in how she looked, or dressed, but in her actions and speech as well.
"What's up JJ?" I yelled across the room at him as he approached.
"I've got the perfect idea for a Halloween party!" He exclaimed excitedly.
At well over six and a half feet, JJ was an imposing character anyway. Muscular in a way that made a lot of women fawn over him as it was, he also had a pretty-boy face that was almost too cute for as big as he was. The thing I liked about JJ the most however, when he spoke...everyone listened to him.
As we'd already thrown out a dozen or so ideas, we were more than happy to entertain ANYTHING new at this point.
"We're going to have a naked haunted house party!"
"You want to do what?" Tina said piping up.
Two years previously we had gotten permission from 'Old man Simpson' as we called him, to turn his weather-beaten barn into a spook-alley. We'd even gotten quite a bit of help from the locals in decorating the place, and made quite a bit of money from it charging admission. The down-side however, we didn't really get to party the way we'd all initially wanted or intended to as many of the towns-folk came out to see and go through the place, so we were all too busy pretending to be monsters, ghosts and aliens to really do what we had wanted when we first came up with the idea.
"Remember what happened the last time we tried to do something like that?" Billy Joe said speaking up.
Billy Joe was something of a local celebrity. His older brother had made it to the Pro's playing football, which was something that Billy Joe was attempting to do himself. Another big sized kid, though not quite as tall as JJ was, he never the less had a deep booming voice that told everyone who met him that he wasn't someone you messed around with. I always thought it was nice to have him amongst one of my closest friends.
"Yeah...but this wouldn't be anything like that at all!" JJ continued excitedly. "In the first place, we wouldn't have to worry about a lot of town's folk coming up there to bother us. In the second place, we only tell those people who we know, or who we want to know. That way we still get to party and have fun the way we wanted to last time, and even better, we do it in a place that really IS haunted!"
We were all pretty familiar with the area. Aside from a few lone houses that were actually still standing, there was an old Mill that though in disrepair from years of neglect, was one of the few stone-built buildings that was still in pretty good shape. It would be the perfect place for us to go and celebrate Hallows Eve without any interference from any of the locals. But the real kicker was the fact that it actually was supposed to be haunted. Rumor had it that several of the old gold miners had gotten into a good old fashioned gun-fight during a card game in which several were killed, including one of the whores who had worked there and who had gotten in the way of things when the gun-fight began. It was rumored that the guy who had actually shot her had been her long time lover, and that he'd immediately shot himself after realizing what he'd just done.
"You still haven't addressed the naked part yet." Tracy said curiously, but with a tone of excitement thrown in along with that.
"I was just getting to that." JJ stated. And then he began to tell us what it was he had in mind when he thought the whole idea up.
The truth of the matter was we were always trying to come up with ideas to see and get the girls naked. Whether it was skinny-dipping at a nearby lake, or playing strip-poker in someone's basement, it was always fun to see what we could try and come up with next that the girls would all be willing to go along with. Most of the time in fact, that's all it was, though occasionally one couple or another would disappear for a little while, it was usually nothing more than good harmless exhibitionism on the girls part, and a whole lot of voyeurism on ours.
"You all know what that Old Mills like. It's got all sorts of corridors, rooms, chambers and even a basement of sorts that looks like it could pass for a dungeon. I thought it would be fun if the bunch of us went up there and readied the place, you know, decorated and set up a few gag-props to scare the hell out of everyone, that sort of thing. But the kicker would be the admission price, because no one would be allowed to enter with their clothes on! The girls could dress up as sexily wicked succubus, some of us as incubus maybe...or just horny fucking monsters!" He said grinning while glancing over towards Tina who was frowning at him; she hated anyone who used the "F" word as she called it. "Sorry Tina," he said, and then continued.
"But the whole idea is, a bunch of us could be scattered all over the place, and jump out from all sorts of neat cubby-holes or places we can fix up ourselves to jump out at people from. Imagine all the naked girls screaming and running around after that, not to mention a few guys too for the girls benefit," he added looking and nodding over in Tracy and Tina's direction.
"You know JJ, that's not really a bad idea," Tracy said enthusiastically agreeing with him. "We really could decorate the place up, and make it even spookier looking than it already is. Even when I've seen it in the daylight, that place gives me the creeps, so it really would be the perfect place for a naked spook alley, and it would certainly weed out a lot of locals from just dropping in on us who hadn't been invited!"
"That really does sound wickedly fun!" Tina added, "We spread word around the campus, as well as to a few select open-minded adults we know, tell them about the 'admission' price, and have the kind of party we've been talking about. Especially as this year with us being seniors, it will be the last time we're probably going to have an opportunity to do something like this ever again!"
#
The following morning we all piled into a couple of 4X4 vehicles and made the short trip up to the mill. One of our other friends who'd come along with us was planning on being an Architect, and he'd come up with the brilliant idea of mapping the place out and making assignments of where everyone would be. We spent the better part of the day touring the building and making notes as to the kinds of things we'd need to bring back with us when the decorating and rebuilding part began. I'd selected a terrific little alcove that used to be an intersecting hallway of one kind or another, and was just deep enough and dark enough even in the daylight to provide me the perfect place to jump out and scare all the unsuspected naked girls from. And even as I scouted out the area, I was getting aroused just thinking about it. In addition to locating the perfect hiding places, we figured out the kind of lighting we'd need, candles mostly, and where they would best be placed for the spookiest effects. Billy Joe was a whiz with anything electrical, and would provide the generators needed for power where we would and did need it for some other special affects, along with some eerie sounds he'd provide and pump into various places throughout the entire building.
I had gone back to look at the place I'd picked out for myself and Tracy to perform our Halloween spookiness in, and while clearing away a little rubble and debris, discovered that the strange little alcove I was planning on using wasn't really an alcove at all, but what appeared to be a bricked up section of the wall that didn't at all match the other section. I quickly discovered that several of the bricks were loose, and carefully began removing them until I'd managed to make just enough room to squeeze through into the chamber beyond. As I did that, I came up with a great idea and started thinking about what materials I would need to bring back with me in order to make it work.
With only minimal effort I finally managed to squeeze through the opening I had created. Having done so, I turned on the flashlight I had with me, as it was totally and completely dark inside the small room. I'd half expected to find something bricked up behind the wall, but it appeared to be nothing more than some sort of storage area perhaps that had been closed off for whatever reason. The only item inside the room was a single chair, nothing else, which I thought odd, but then, smiled as I realized I'd have a place to sit when I came into the room. I turned intending to head back out through my small opening when I felt something brush against me. Spinning, the flashlight leading the way, there was of course nothing in the room other than the chair, but I had sworn I had felt something, like a hand grabbing my ass in fact. Hadn't I known any better, I'd have sworn that Tracy and somehow followed me into the room. Giving it one more good look over with my flashlight, satisfied that it was just my over active imagination, I squeezed back out through the opening I'd created and back into the little alcove I had found. As I did, I could hear voices, Tracy and Tina were talking just down around the corner from where I stood about fifty feet away and they seemed excited about something as they spoke. I hurriedly ran down the hallway joining them as they walked out of a small side room, one of few that actually still had a working door to it.
"David!" They both spoke in unison seeing me as I approached. "Come look at what we found!"
Joining them inside, it was indeed an old bedroom, though it was dusty and cobwebbed in places, it was perfect for what the two of them began planning as they mapped it out for me. Of interest, what was once the ceiling was now gone, looking up into the next floor, it gave the room an eerie look as blackness completely cloaked whatever the area was, or had been used for above it.
"We can haul up an old mattress for the bed, Tracy began, and this mirror will work perfectly for setting up the room to look like an old motel room or something with the nightstand next to it, putting a couple of soft flickering candles on that, and using the reflection from the mirror will make this room look really creepy for anyone looking in."
Tracy's intent was to make her face up really ugly, almost grotesque even, but then leave her beautiful nude body alone as she lay on top of the bed. She would place a simple cloth over her head, but the moment anyone stepped into the room, she would sit up, allowing the cloth to fall.
"What do you think?" she asked as she told me her idea.
"Sounds good!" I said agreeing with her. "Shouldn't be that hard setting it all up, and I think I have an idea for the open ceiling here too," I added. "The moment someone opens the door, in addition to your being here, we can rig it so that a giant spider drops down through the opening or something."
"That would be great!" Tracy said excitedly surveying the darkness above. "Though to be honest, that will probably scare me every damn time it does too!"
We all laughed at that, as Tracy was easy to scare, jumping every time you said "boo" at her if she wasn't expecting it.
"What about you Tina?" I said turning towards her.
"I'm going to be the ghost in the hallway, JJ's going to rig up something for me using dry ice. Where the hallway "T"'s, there's a pull down ladder there that still works just around the corner. I'll walk across the hall in that direction then simply walk up the ladder pulling it up behind me and disappear. When people reach the junction, I will be gone, and since that end of the hall is partially collapsed, there is no way that anyone else can get through there, and they'll wonder where the hell I went. It's just dark enough that they won't be able to see the trap door above them even if they look up wondering where I went to."
As we headed back outside to join up with the rest of our friends, I quickly showed the girls my own little discovery, explaining to them how some simple colored poster-board could be made to look like the missing bricks I'd removed, allowing me to enter and exit at will into the closed off area. Once again I showed them the room with my flashlight, then we made our way back towards the opening.
"Hey!" Tracy said looking at me though she was smiling. "Save that for later!"
"What?"
"You know what!" she said grinning, and then reached behind me pinching my ass.
"What was that for?"
"Payback," she said simply as she followed Tina back out through the opening. I could feel the hairs standing up on the back of my neck, once again waving the flash light back inside the empty room save for the one solitary standing chair.
"Must have been Tina," I considered as she'd been standing there as well and always was messing around like that. I'd even suspected she had a thing for Tracy though she'd never really acted on it openly, though Tracy herself had once indicated that she thought if she was open to any advances from her, she might actually consider the notion.
I quickly slid through the opening to my secret little room and followed the girls back down the corridor back up the steps and out into the court yard outside where everyone else was beginning to gather, the thought of Tracy and Tina fooling around together very much on my mind, already forgetting the nasty pinch I'd been given.
#
I was surprised at how well everything was coming together, not to mention the kind of response we'd already begun to receive from the people we'd contacted and told about our naked haunted house party. It was evident that if everyone who said they were planning on showing up did, that it was bound to be one of the wildest, biggest parties we'd ever thrown.
The day before Halloween, we did a test run of everyone's ideas, made corrections and adjustments where they were necessary, and finalized whatever decorations that were needed. Nothing was hokey in our preparations, everything was in fact almost too perfect in what we'd done and gave everyone there a sense of really eerie expectations for the evening to come.
The fact that the Old Mill was reported to actually be haunted left an edge of excitement about it as we finished up, anticipating the arrival of those who were as adventurous as we all were to begin showing up there.
I for one personally felt that Tina and Tracy's little "chamber of whores" as they referred to it was among the best ideas. If not one of the more elaborate ones. The mirror had been perfectly positioned, facing the door, and Billy Joe had rigged it to light up the moment anyone crossed the threshold into the room. That would immediately draw their attention towards it just as Tracy sat up in bed, and as our nasty looking spider slowly lowered down into the room from the non-existent ceiling. The mirror would show her lying there normally, just as she really did look with the help of a video recording projecting her image into it, but as she sat up in bed, and as the cover fell from her face, she would of course appear to transform, a simple touch of the remote laying next to her shutting off the projection. It worked perfectly, and even gave me the creeps watching it work. Had it not been for the delicious looking appearance of her nude little body lying there, I really would have been weirded out myself!
Exiting her room, and heading down the dimly lit corridor, they would pass right by where I would be hiding. One of the other girls who had done some special effects using body paint for some theatrical productions had turned me into a really good-looking skeleton. And even though I was nude, with most of my body painted in black, the skeletal portion of it in a phosphorescent white, the little light that was needed lit me up perfectly so that I could emerge briefly in the hallway once a group had passed, hitting the sound button on the speakers we'd placed there so that the sound of bones clanking together could easily be heard. If anyone turned or began heading back towards me, I could quickly duck back into my secret opening and literally disappear inside the room I'd discovered that now looked just like the bricked up wall it had once been. The idea however was to scare everyone forward into the other connecting hallway where Tina's ghostly image would be hovering at the end of that hall.
"How long between groups did we agree on?" Tina had asked no one in particular.
"Ten minutes." Billy Joe stated. "And no more than six to a group, and preferably less than that if possible. I guess it depends on how many people actually show up, but part of the fun will be seeing how many of them actually wander around in the dark naked...trying to find their way out. Can you imagine how scary and actually frightening that could be?"
I for one was glad I wouldn't be. I might be naked, but at least I knew where my little corner of hell was, which in a way is exactly how I thought of it. Maybe my being naked had something to do with it perhaps as I kept getting a few chills every time I entered that weird little room, but with luck, no one would turn back around towards me and I wouldn't have to even end up using it.
We had mapped out a pretty good, and pretty confusing little maze, blocking some corridors where we needed to, or leaving others to lead into dead ends forcing everyone to go back out the way they had come. JJ would serve as a constantly moving threat, though it would be his job to eventually herd everyone in the right direction.
For as tall as he was, it was JJ's intention to wear plat formed stilted shoes that would easily give him another six inches in height. He planned on painting his body in a phosphorescent green paint that would pick up whatever lighting he came near, and would be wearing a Frankenstein mask of some sort. But the really funny part was, he'd somehow managed to locate one of those incredibly long double-dildo's hallowed out one end that he could then use to place over his own fairly good sized cock with, paint it green as well...and then walk around the hallways arms stretched scaring the hell out of everyone. Even I had to admit, than when seeing him coming towards me with that enormously green humongous dick of his swaying back and forth, it scared the hell out of me too!



Mel Brookes, Gene Wilder and Peter Boyle would have been proud.
#
We'd arrived way early of course waiting for the sun to go down and for the people to show up, many of whom already had and had decided to pitch tents or camp out in back of their 4X4's for the night. It looked like it was going to be a rousing success and one hell of a party later on too by the looks of it.
"Everyone ready and in position?" Billy Joe ran around asking everyone. He was the "Humpback of a naughty dame" according to the sign he'd burned into an old piece of wood and had hung down in his make-shift dungeon that had all kinds of wicked looking devices and contraptions he and a few of the other guys had managed to rig. Along with a few carefully placed mannequins they had managed to borrow from somewhere, a couple of the other girls were positioned in a one or two of their torture devices, appearing as though they too were false dummies until someone got a little too close.
Our haunted house officially opened immediately after sundown, and the first group of four to come through consisted of two men and two women we all knew from college. It was a nice test run for everyone's gags, and seemed to go perfectly as we began to hear screams from the women, and excited cursings and laughter emanating from the men as they all began to wind their way through the myriad of props gags and spooks that we'd positioned along the way. Tracy and I had come up with the idea of using two-way radios between her area and mine so we could communicate with one another in case anything went wrong, but mostly to alert me when people had left her room and were heading my way.
"Sounds like JJ's steering them in our direction!" She said excitedly into her set. "Should be here anytime David, so get ready!"
A short time after that I could hear the excited approach of our first party of four, and they immediately discovered the small little room where Tracy was lying comfortably nude upon the bed. As they looked inside, she beckoned to them, inviting them into the room. Surprisingly, they all did, just managing to trip the switch that lit up the mirror.
Obviously the guys had their eyes glued on her beautifully naked form when they came into the room, but just as they did, down came the hideous little spider just as she sat up with the most grotesquely distorted face and head you've ever seen. The spider actually brushed against one of the guys, causing him to scream out even more than either of the two girls did as they all turned and fled out of the room. I didn't even need to hear Tracy alerting me they were on their way, I could hear them as they fled, JJ now blocking their escape back the way they had come, sending them on towards and past where I was hiding.
As a further bit of fun, I had stockpiled several cans of Silly String back inside my secret little room, stepping out only when I was safely able to do so, and shooting off some of my goo onto the unsuspecting women as they nervously passed me. I waited for a moment until they'd gotten just slightly ahead, and then stepped out spraying the two girls who walked nervously behind their boyfriends, hitting them both perfectly. They spun turning around seeing me as I stood there, as the sound of bones clinking together came through the speakers, though one of the guys made motion of coming back towards where I was, so I immediately took flight into my alcove passing through the paper door I'd created into my dark little room. I'd positioned the chair just behind it so I knew where it would be, sitting down, listening for any sounds of pursuit, or even searching should they decide to do so, though it was once again JJ's job to not let them linger too long in this area doing that.
So focused and concentrated on listening for them, the sudden touch, which there was no other way in describing it, as I felt something briefly tickle my prick as I sat there for a moment, causing me to jump up and once again switch on my flashlight, scanning the room. If I didn't know any better, I'd have thought one of the girls had come in and been waiting for me, just to scare the hell out of me. The fact was, it did feel like someone had actually taken a hold of my cock briefly, holding it, until I'd stood up. But as I searched with the flashlight, once again, I found no one else there except for myself.
"Sounds like YOU scored!" Tracy said into the radio. Obviously she had heard the additional peels of nervous laughter coming from the two women after my attack.
I picked up my radio intending to respond back to her, bringing it up to my ear, but as I did so, I could hear the sound of someone breathing, but even more interesting, breathing hard, almost panting, like they were in the middle of having sex.
"Tracy? Is that you?" I said finally speaking into the unit.
"Of course it's me, who the hell else do you think this is?" she answered back.
"Are you...um, uh...doing anything at the moment?" I found myself asking her.
"Just laying here relaxing until the next group," she responded. "Why?"
"Sounded like you were doing more than just relaxing," I offered back, snickering a little. "Laying there naked getting you horny a little maybe?" I once again questioned.
"Maybe," Tracy giggled responding back. "Might have to come pay you a visit between groups here once in a while," she said teasingly. "Oops, gotta go. Just heard some more screaming back up the stairs, they must have let the next group come in already!"
Several groups came through, and by the sounds of shouts and giggles and a few ear piercing screams, it sounded like our haunted Old Mill was living up to its name. I could even hear people talking far down the hall, wondering where the hell the sexy naked ghost had disappeared too as they spent a few moments looking for Tina before moving on.
"Hey David!" Came Tracy's voice over the walky-talky a few minutes later.
"Yeah?"
"You see any single guys double back on you?" she asked me.
"No, I don't think so, why?" I asked back. Except for the very first group, there'd been only one other group that had turned and headed back towards me, forcing me to retreat back into my alcove, but it sounded like once peering into the blackness of my little area, they'd thought better of it and continued on.
I heard Tracy giggle nervously. "Because someone must have, a single guy opened the door briefly, I wasn't even expecting anyone because it certainly wasn't time yet, hadn't even put the cloth back over my head when I saw the door open, and this guy step inside briefly."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah, but the funny part was, I noticed he had an erection. I mean I guess that's to be expected maybe under the circumstances, but I thought we'd agreed not to let single guys, or even girls for that matter to come through alone."
"Yeah, no...we're not!" I answered back. "So what happened?"
"Well, he was only there for a moment, then suddenly he was gone and the door was closed again. Figured he'd just come back for a quick second look, but the really strange part was, he didn't trigger the spider into dropping down either, at least I don't remember seeing it."
I quickly walked down the hall and then around the corner leading into the hallway where Tracy's room was. The hall was empty, and though there was only a pair of single candles burning in sconces on either side of her door, it was sufficient for me to see that the hall was completely clear.
"Well, no one's there now," I informed her. "Maybe they went back upstairs and got pass JJ somehow," I told her. "I do hear another group making their way down."
"Ok, just thought I'd mention it in case there is something wrong with that God awful spider, though to be honest with you, I sort of hope it is broken, every time I see it, I jump!"
I laughed at that, knowing Tracy probably would. "Ok, better get back into position myself," I told her. "Sounds like they're coming down now!"
I turned heading back in the direction of my own spot and saw Tina up where my little niche was, though she quickly disappeared.
"Hey! What are you doing up at this end?" I called out. "We've got another group headed our way!" I soon after reached my cove, but Tina wasn't there, and then I heard her voice coming down from the far end.
"You just call me?" she called out. I had to admit, the special effects were pretty good. There was a lot of dry ice that was forming a thick cloudy vapor along the floor that swirled in the dim light, and with Tina standing there in the nearly transparent white night gown she was wearing, it did in fact make her look like she was floating on it as she moved.
"Where you just here?" I asked her.
"No, why?"
Once again another chill raced up and down my spine, but just then Tina and I both heard a pair of women's screams come from inside Tracy's room. I saw Tina quickly duck back down her own hallway closer to her escape hatch as I took up position in my own little corner waiting for the next frightened group to pass by.
"Shit! I forgot to grab my silly-cream!" I thought to myself, and dashed inside my secret chamber to retrieve another can.
I had placed my flashlight under the chair so I knew where to find it, groping about on the floor looking for it when I heard the all too familiar screams coming from down the hall back in Tracy's direction.
"Shit!" I actually said aloud once again not finding it, thus giving up momentarily and beginning to now fumble around on the floor searching for my spare cans of Silly string. Blind as a bat, and knowing that the next group would be coming by any moment now, I'd decided to forgo the squirt and just do my appearing, disappearing act instead. But even as those thoughts filled my head, I found myself suddenly being spun onto my back, pressed against the cold clammy floor of my chamber.
"What the fuck?" I actually said aloud, or thought I had, but the only words I actually heard were inside my own head. I could even hear voices just outside in the corridor as they passed by my dark little alcove. I even called out, though the whole idea was to remain silent so no one would know where I was, but once again, even though my mouth opened, and the words filled my head, I heard no sound coming from my throat, nor could I move any more either. It was as though some force, some incredible weight was holding me against the ground, against my will.
Now I was scared. For the first time in my life, I was truly and honestly frightened. There was no reason why I couldn't move, and though I couldn't see a damn thing, I couldn't sense the presence of anyone else in the room with me either, unless and indeed, some smart-assed wise guy had indeed somehow managed to double back and jump me. But that didn't explain my inability to cry out in alarm either!
I quit struggling, as my mind fought to regain some form of sanity, thinking as I did so, that by relaxing, whatever force this now truly was, would lessen its hold on me, and allow me to escape. And escape is just what I was going to do, once I'd managed to get Tracy and Tina out of this place along with me.
And then I felt my cock being played with.
There was no mistaking it either. And neither was there any doubt that whoever, or whatever was doing this to me, was arousing it, even if inside my own head, I was fighting it with every ounce of my entire being.
It was then that I realized, someone was indeed holding me down, and someone else was now sitting on me, I felt the sensation of a warm slippery cunt suddenly enveloping my prick. Oddly enough, it felt damn good, too good!
"Please, don't be alarmed!"
"What?" I thought, though again no sound came from my lips even as I opened them still trying to speak.
"We won't hurt you," the voice said once again. "But we do need your help!"
"Help? Help doing what?" I again thought, though they could obviously hear me even if I couldn't actually hear myself."
"If you help us, if you do this thing for us that I'm about to ask you, then we'll go and leave you alone, but you need to do what I'm about to tell you to do and not ask any questions."
I couldn't believe I was actually hearing this, let alone lying here on the cold floor with some ghost's cunt wrapped around my hard dick, much as I tried willing it not to be.
"Ok, ok!" I said giving in, still frightened out of my wits, though I was suddenly feeling considerably calmer, realizing that no one I'd ever heard of before anyway had been fucked to death by a ghost. "What do you want me to do?"
"Close your eyes, and let us guide you," I heard the woman's voice telling me. So there WHERE two separate spirits involved here I thought. "And please, keep them closed no matter what you think you see, or feel," I heard the soft soothing voice telling me. "Should you open them before we're finished here, you will wrench not only our spirits from this plane of existence, but very likely your own as well!" she now said with an edge of real cautionary fear to it. "Just promise to keep them closed, no matter what happens, and I assure you, everything will be ok."
I closed my eyes, which didn't help much as I was still laying there in the darkness wondering to myself what difference doing that would make, when suddenly...it did!
I mean I know without any doubt my eyes were closed shut...tight! At that moment I wouldn't have opened them for all the tea in China! Not after being given the warning I'd been given. But what was really odd, was that I could actually see, just as though someone had turned on a lamp there in the room, and what I saw was me, lying there on the floor, though I now could move my arms which were no longer being held there or pressed against it. Not only that, but I was looking at this beautiful woman with long dark hair, full exquisite looking breasts and a well rounded shapely ass that was currently sitting on me, or rather still impaling me with her cunt.
"We must hurry," the voice that was now inside my head was saying. "We don't have a lot of time left."
I am still standing there, or at least I think I am anyway, though my body is still lying on the floor, which I now see standing up as this vision finally releases me. The moment she does however, I'm back in myself, now seeing the two of them standing together in front of me, though they're also sort of transparent, unlike a moment ago when she seemed solid, actually having form and shape, not to mention flesh.
"Come with us," they're saying. "Please...do what we ask, you won't be harmed, just please do what we ask you to do."
I follow along, back out into the hallway, we quickly arrive in front of the door where I know Tracy is laying on the bed inside. Inside my head I hear, "Open the door," which I do, and upon walking in, see that Tracy is once again in her ready position, scarf over her face.
"Quickly now, go to her, touch her, just touch her!" The voice commands me, and as I do so, Tracy of course begins to sit up. It's perhaps a fraction of a second only as the words come out of her mouth.
"David? What the..." Hell, her mouth tries to say forming the word, though no further sound comes out of her mouth.
Suddenly, she's no longer Tracy, but once again the same woman that had been sitting on my prick earlier back inside that dark little room. And though I can't see myself at the moment, I have a pretty good idea that I no longer look like me either.
"David?" I hear this almost frantic, panicked sense of bewilderment as Tracy tries to make sense out of what she's seeing or feeling here.
"Tell her to close her eyes," I hear the voice inside my head telling me, and then watch as this ghostly apparition moves over to sit beside us, the shimmering essence of this long haired brunette settling down upon my girlfriend like an enveloping cloud.
My thoughts are quicker than my actual words, and in the span of an instant, I have told her everything that has happened to me, everything I have felt, all that's been said, including the warnings given to me.
"So please baby, don't be afraid, I'm not. Not any more anyway. Just close your eyes, and don't open them again, not until we've been told it's ok to do so at least."
She finally did so, and as she did, I saw this cloud, this mist that had been hovering over her suddenly descend, once again taking shape, but now it wasn't Tracy who was lying there, but this other woman. As this was taking place, I glanced down at myself, surprised to find I still had an erection, but even more oddly now, this too began to change, though not the erection itself, which remained, but suddenly an entirely different looking cock, certainly not mine.
"Oh my love, my love...after all these years of searching for you, I finally found you again!"
"Come to me my darling, make love to me, touch me, be with me again while we have this chance, this moment together!"
It was like watching a bad movie in a way, though the actors in this case weren't acting. Even their speech seemed odd, words spoken out of the past with an entirely different inflection in how they were used. And though I was there, I wasn't there, don't ask me to explain it, because I couldn't. No more than Tracy could either.
"David?"
"It's ok Tracy, we're still here...well, sort of I think. You're still lying on the bed, and now I'm lying on top of you, only I don't look like me, and at the moment, you don't look like you."
"That's an understatement," she said inside my head. "But I can feel what they're doing...oh my God can I feel what they're doing!" she said in surprise.
And so could I for that matter, on the one hand, seeing this entirely different looking woman, though inside my head, I was still hearing and speaking to Tracy, though as I continued to caress and touch her, I also knew that it wasn't Tracy at all. The shape and feel of the woman's breasts so entirely different, and as I slid this strange cock into her, felt her capture and began to surround it with the flesh of her reawakened femininity, this too felt so unlike Tracy, yet so wonderfully different that I was soon awash in the sensation of it.
And all the while the two of us are talking, communicating, we can hear their words of expressed love, longing and devotion for one another being openly expressed, as the two of them make love, allowing the two of us to feel it and experience it, though neither one of us having any control over it as they do.
"Oh man! Would you look at that? How the hell did they do that anyway? Best fucking special effects I've ever seen!"
I could hear the sound of strange voices coming from behind me at the doorway, though I certainly couldn't see them.
"Yeah, two ghosts fucking! Wow, that's hot!" Someone else said, just as the sound of JJ's hard footed clomping coming down the stairs alerted the group in our room it was time to move on.
"I'd still like to know how the hell they did that," one of the woman's voices wondered just before they closed the door.
Obviously I knew it wasn't Tracy I was looking at, nor was it my body that was actually fucking her either. Not at the moment anyway. But I could see this faint glow surrounding the two of them as they lay there moving against one another, sensually at first, but then with an urgency borne of lustful need and desire as they strove ever closer and closer towards orgasm.
I had no doubt, and neither did Tracy, as we somehow shared all this together in whatever corner of the universe we were sitting in, seeing all this, experiencing all this together and apart, all at the same time, but the sensations were real, real enough anyway to alert us both that we, they, us were all hovering on the edge of climatic ecstasy.
"You will know when it is safe, when we are free," Tracy and I both heard at the exact same time, though once again no vocal words were spoken, and then added..."And thank you."



What I felt, and what I know Tracy felt, was unlike either one of us had ever felt before in our entire lives. I've experienced the sensation of seeing stars go off inside my head before, especially when Tracy and I have had a particularly wild, erotic night of passion. But none of those times, compared to this one. We both heard the faint echoing laughter then that suddenly seemed to fade growing distant, along with the words trailing off as they were spoken.
"Thank you...thank you...thank...you."
I opened my eyes, as did Tracy. We were still seeing stars, still feeling the rapturous release that even then gripped us, but the stars were real, falling, cascading all about us in a thousand pin-pricks of little lights that fell about the room, winking out like snowflakes as they hit the ground, or any other solid or tangible object.
"Did that really just happen?" Tracy asked me as we lay there together, now my cock resting happily inside my girlfriend's pussy.
"Well if it didn't, I'd sure as hell like to know how I got here," I told her. "But it must have, we felt it, we saw it, we heard it, it just wasn't our imagination, that much we do know!"
About that time, the door opened into the room once again, only this time it wasn't any group coming through. JJ was standing there with his Frankenstein head held in his hands, which was strange enough, though so was the look on his face when he saw us together.
"That was uh...the last group," he informed us, though he continued to stand there in the door just as Tina came up behind him.
"Someone want to tell me what the hells going on here?" she asked trying to shove past JJ as he stood there in the doorway. "That last group said something about some sort of ghostly fuck going on in..." She saw us then, still coupled, though I finally rolled off as she finished her sentence. "...here?"
"Yeah, that's what I said," JJ said still gawking at the two of us as well. "Seems these two decided to turn things from a spook house, to a fuck house, though it certainly went over really well for the last group that came through here. Kept asking everyone how the hell we did it. Had no idea what they were talking about of course, so came down to see for myself. Have to admit it did look odd, some skeleton fucking a dead girl, but still didn't look anything the way they described it to me after coming back out.
Tracy and I just looked at one another and then burst out laughing.
"What's so damn funny?" Tina asked sounding confused.
"You'd never believe us in a million years even if we told you," Tracy said honestly.
"Somehow, I do believe that," Tina responded. "Now, what's say we get the hell out of here anyway, this place really is starting to give me the creeps. A while ago, I thought I saw some guy walking around here with an erection, then I saw him go into your little cubby hole," Tina said looking at me, so I raced down the hall after that to check on things, but by the time I got there, no one was here, just that last group that came in, so I rushed back to my own position thinking I was seeing things. Like I said, maybe I was, but I'm more than ready to call it a night and go back upstairs and start this party. How about you guys?"
Tracy and I couldn't have agreed more, the dead had already had their party, even though we'd been their unexpected guests. And as wild and as strange as it had all been, we were more than happy to go up and be amongst the living again, though for a while there at least, even the dead had enjoyed living and loving once again.
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I'll be the first one to admit, I didn't much care for my stepfather. Although I had recently turned eighteen, I still had a few months before graduation, and then after that I was seriously considering entering into the service for the simple reason of moving out and getting away from a man I despised and had always disapproved of.
Ever since they had gotten married, he and I had been at odds over nearly everything, which had also included a great deal of favoritism over his daughter who was a year older than I was, but thankfully was living on campus at a dorm he was also paying for, so I didn't have to put up with her crap as often as I did either.
And yes, I held some resentment against my own mother because of it, often taking advantage of that whenever I could because I knew deep down inside she too had thought this marriage a mistake, and had married Darrel "Dick" as I called him out of convenience and necessity even knowing that when she did.
But I'm not a total shithead either, though I know I often act like one carrying a grudge on my shoulder most of the time. I often found myself feeling sorry for my mother because she too put up with a lot of things she shouldn't have, but I had once heard her telling a friend over the phone that she'd made her bed, and now she had to learn how to sleep in it. So as far as I was concerned, "so be it" if that's what she wanted. But I certainly wasn't married to the man, nor did I consider myself his son, or stepson either.
And that was something else that irritated me as well. Mom was still a very attractive looking woman, and for the life of me I could never reconcile the fact that she could marry a balding pot gutted beer drinking idiot like Darrel Dick even though he owned his own business and made a lot of money, none of which I really ever saw as he wasn't very generous with his wealth when it came to me, though again, he could lavish his own daughter with a brand new car, informing mom that he had only done so because his ex-wife couldn't afford to do so, and that Karen needed transportation when she went upstate to attend college, his further excuse being that he wanted her to drive a safe and reliable car so that she could come down often enough to visit with us.
And maybe she did. But a BMW? I don't think so.
And as I said, mom really was an attractive looking woman, the one thing that "Darrel Dick" did admire and appreciate as she really was for him his trophy wife, so he saw to it that she always looked sexy, wore sexy clothes whenever he was around, bought her most everything, some of which she liked and did wear, others that she only wore around the house simply because she knew he'd go off on her if she didn't.
But this too became problematic for me. I couldn't help but look at and notice my own mother whenever I was around her, simply because of what she often wore, and worse, how damn good she looked whenever she did.
A year before, when I had started looking for a part time job in order to give me my own spending money, Darrel the dick had suggested I come to work for him, something my own mother even supported, once again adding to my resentment. The last thing I wanted to do was work for him. Bad enough that he bossed me around the house, telling me to do things that he was too damn lazy to do for himself was one thing, having to work for him, and getting paid at the bottom end of the scale was another. So mainly out of spite more than anything else, I took a job working for one of his competitors which added additional friction between us in the home, not to mention between he and my mother as well, but it was one of my few minor little victories and had a lot to do with what happened, and what suddenly became for me a way to get back at everyone, though I certainly hadn't planned it or even thought about it until the situation simply presented itself.
Because of my job and responsibilities at home, which I did do even though I did so reluctantly and certainly not cheerfully either, I had no time for dating, nor could I really afford to. I rarely went out even with my friends, had only dated a few girls, none of which I had grown or gotten close to, and certainly never brought home either because the two instances in which I had, Darrel the dick had also proven himself to be somewhat of a letch, ogling and fawning over my female friends to the point that it became not only awkward, but actually quite disgusting, and had even made each one of them so uncomfortable afterwards that we never went out again, which was another reason that word got around, further hampering my date-ability, and gave me even more reason for despising the man.
I had gone into work after school at the copy shop where I worked only to learn that the schedule had been changed and that I actually had the night off. Maybe this shouldn't have pissed me off, but it did. Had I of known, I would have made plans to do something, and now I actually found myself having to cancel plans which I'd made for the following Friday night as I'd be working now instead. Needless to say, I drove home once again irritated; my only consolation coming from the fact that Darrel Dick was out of town for a few days on business.
When I pulled into our street, I saw that one of my mother's friends cars was parked in the drive, once again adding to my ever worsening mood as that meant I'd have to find another place to park myself, somewhere along the street, which I soon did, but then forced to walk half a block back towards the house fully intending to give mom as well as her friend Michelle a very unfriendly stare when I entered.
Little did I know what awaited me when I started heading around the side of the house towards the back door. It just so happened that my room was downstairs in the finished basement area, as was one other guest room that Karen occasionally used whenever she came for a visit. The odd thing was, the light to that room was on as I glanced down and over towards it. Now being that the windows were below the level of the driveway, I actually had to get down on my hands and knees in order to look in. Though there were blinds on both my bedroom window as well as the guest room, the way they were hung allowed you to see in over the top of them. Curious, I dropped down to the ground peering in, and got the surprise of my life!
On the bed, there in the guest room lay my own mother and her best friend Michelle, they were both naked, and at the moment, had their heads buried between one another's legs.
Stunned, I could only sit there, my mind suddenly a blur full of surprise along with many mixed emotions. The fact that mom was actually laying there licking another woman's pussy was surprising enough, never in a million years would I have ever thought her capable, or even wanting in doing such a thing. I mean obviously she wasn't any sort of prude, or she'd never allowed herself to go out in public wearing some of the semi-revealing outfits that she had, but if she was going to fool around on my stepfather, which I certainly wouldn't find her at fault for doing, I hadn't even considered the possibility that she might do so with another woman, and Michelle no less, one of the few friends of hers I actually liked, and found very sexually attractive.
"Holy fucking shit!" I said softly to myself, struggling with the notion of charging into the house, surprising them, and demanding some sort of an explanation. Neither of which would have bought me anything, which is when I suddenly realized there was an entirely different option here.
I quickly ran back to my car, opened the trunk, and took out my camera's, one with a telephoto lens. One of my hobbies and one of the few things I enjoyed doing and was reasonably good at, was taking photos, and had been doing so for the school paper for throughout high school. Racing back to the window I was relieved to find the two of them still at it, though by now they had changed positions slightly with mom now laying on her back, comfortably positioned while Michelle snuggled up between her legs, still going down on her.
It was perhaps the first time that I could remember seeing my mother's breasts, though I vaguely recalled having done so when I was a kid, but long before they held any sort of interest for me. Now, seeing her laying there the way that she was, they certainly did. Like I said, mom was actually very attractive with dark shoulder length hair, which she always wore down at Darrell's insistence, which did make her look considerably younger than she was. But her breasts were also youthful in their appearance, even for as large as they were, flattened out against her ribcage only a little as she lay on her back, nipples wonderfully full, dark, and at the moment incredibly hard.
I quickly zoomed in on them with my camera, and began taking photos one right after the other, catching every detail, every movement, and every new position as they teased and played with one another for the next half an hour.
I sat there, fully erect, though I struggled with that only for a moment. For one, I was also getting a nice wicked little view of Michelle, a woman also married, though I knew very little about her husband. Two, I wasn't exactly innocent when it came to harboring inappropriate thoughts towards my own mother. Years of her dressing sexily, and provocatively around me had seen to that. And Three, I was watching the two of them together, two women who were obviously enjoying one another in ways I could only begin to imagine...until now.
Having shot quite a bit of film and comfortably sure that I would have more than what I would need for my purposes, I sat back stroking myself, though doing so only for the pleasure of it, purposely refraining from allowing myself to orgasm. That would come later, though even the thought of that, and what I was even considering still held an edge of excited nervousness to it, this was after all my own mother, and how she would initially react just before, as well as afterwards was anyone's guess. But I knew once I had committed myself, there was no backing off. And even the thought of that excited me to no end!
After watching, and even hearing my mother orgasm through the closed window, they soon after dressed, re-straightening and remaking the bed. Even before they had turned off the light and left the room, I was already making my way back to my car where I sat and waited for a short time, finally seeing Michelle backing out of the drive heading home. I gave it a few minutes, and then drove home myself, though I shut off the engine as well as the lights as I coasted into the drive way.
Still not sure of what to expect, or even what I was going to do myself for that matter, armed with what I had, though I had nothing as yet to show her until I could develop the film secretly and safely at school, I entered the house through the back door, doing so quietly, and then stood there in the kitchen listening. The sounds of water running through the pipes in the house alerted me to the fact that mom was no doubt upstairs preparing a bath. Once again I slowly ascended the stairs leading up to their bedroom as well as the bath and stood just outside the closed door listening. I could hear my mother inside happily humming a melodic tune to herself as she fidgeted about, though I nearly jumped as a moment later the bathroom light was turned off, the brightness that had shown beneath the door suddenly growing considerably darker, though immediately replaced with an entirely different light, this one wavering, flickering, so I knew she had lit several candles, which I also now smelled as they began to give off a gentle scent of cinnamon and apples as I stood there outside the door.
I could hear the water still running in the tub, so I tried the handle on the door, though finding it locked which I had expected and anticipated. But this was certainly no deterrent to me, as I'd picked the lock before when Karen had spent far too much time in the bathroom, and I had done so, purposely surprising her, not to mention embarrassing her as she'd hogged the bathroom to herself for far too long than what was necessary, especially since it was the only other bathroom at the time.
It took only a moment, the water still running, masking the tiny click that I more felt than heard as the knob turned in my hand. I eased the door only partially, cracking it, peering in, and once again found myself being surprised.
I saw mom lying in the tub, she'd positioned herself beneath the faucet so that the running water fell, beating against her wide open split. She was far enough down inside the tub that I couldn't even see her head, it was obvious she hadn't plugged it, or she'd have been drowning herself by now, content to just lay there and pleasure herself this way, though I could and did see her hands and fingers holding herself open, her pussy lips parted decadently so as the water splashed, beating against her cunt.
My heart was beating a thousand miles an hour, but I stepped in, quickly taking a seat on the toilet across from her, grateful she hadn't as yet noticed my entry, content for the moment to continue to watch her, not quite wanting to alert her as yet to my presence, waiting for what I hoped would be the perfect moment when I did.
And that moment, came but a few moments later when she started to moan and groan deeply, hovering on the edge of what I now knew to be yet another orgasm.
"Still horny are we?" I asked breaking the silence and revealing my presence to her.
I don't think I've ever seen anyone move so fast in all my life. For as little water as there actually was in the tub, as she suddenly shot back, sitting up, the water went with her, splashing over the back of the tub spilling out onto the floor, the look on her face wild-eyed, shocked, bewildered.
It was perfect, even better than anything I could have hoped for as she scrambled to find a way to cover herself with her hands, though even that for a moment was almost hilarious as there weren't enough arms and hands to cover everything at once as I stood up and made my way over to sit down on the edge of the tub looking directly down at her as she finally found her voice.
"Jake? What the fuck are you doing in here?" she now demanded, though she sounded far more scared, far more embarrassed than mad. The fact that she'd used the word fuck was interesting as well, as I honestly don't think I'd ever recalled hearing her use it before, until now.
"Didn't have to work tonight after all," I informed her, though even that at the moment didn't make any sense, or explain my reason for even being here, not at home maybe, but certainly not inside what had once been a locked bathroom, something I would never have done before, until now.
"What?" she said looking at me, still very confused, still very unsure of herself, though gradually she began to collect her senses as I continued to sit there on the edge of the tub looking at her, enjoying the fact that I was now making her extremely uncomfortable as she tried to hide herself, still failing with the shifting of her arms and hands.
"Got off early," I now added, and then smiled. "But obviously, so did you."
I truly have never seen my mother quite so flustered before. At the moment, I truly don't think she knew which end was up, and so I used that to my advantage, once again speaking to her, confusing her even more.
"That was pretty fucking hot mom," I said staring directly at her near-shaved pussy, the image already forming itself inside my head once again of her laying there, spreading herself beneath the spray of the water. "But not nearly as hot as watching you and Michelle licking one another, now that...was really hot. Really...really hot!"
"You...you what?"
I could hear the edge of uncertainty and fear quivering in her tone of voice, so much so that she actually dropped her hands, now gripping the side of the tub in order to support herself as she sat there, no longer concerned with the fact that I could now see her entirely, unprotected of herself as she sat there looking like a deer staring into the headlights of a car as she did so.
"You really do have gorgeous tits!" I now added, not letting up, keeping her off balance. "Watching Michelle suck them sure made me horny too," I now told her admitting it openly. "And watching you sucking hers was damn fucking hot too, though I think what made me nearly blow my load was when you masturbated her hard little clit with your breast, now that's something I've never even heard of, let alone imagined two women doing before!"
I honestly think mom was on the verge of passing out.
"What is it that you want Jake?" Mom said finally collecting herself, though I could tell she was no where's near willing to gamble on trying to take control of the situation yet either, not until she knew more about what I knew at least.
"Oh, not much really, nothing to get too horribly upset over, unless you allow yourself to," I added, though I reached over simultaneously, touching the tip of her still hard nipple with my finger, causing her to flinch, which I'd half expected, though I'd also expected her to perhaps slap my hand away, or even take a swing at me, neither of which she did.
All she did was stare at me however.
"You can't be serious!"
"Oh but mother...I am! Very serious, and very horny! Watching you and Michelle doing one another, and then coming in here and seeing you getting yourself off beneath the faucet? You bet I am!"
Once again she just sat there looking at me.
"I can't, and you know we can't," she said weakly, "It's wrong and you know it!"
"Oh, and what you and Michelle were doing is different?" I shot back at her. She melted somewhat hearing that, her shoulders slumping, her grip not nearly as firm now on the edge of the tub as it had once been, but she wasn't about to give up...or give in for that matter yet either.
"Maybe it was," she admittedly softly. "But that would be worse...far worse!" she said once again steeling herself, raising her voice.
"Oh well, too bad," I said standing up, once again seeing the look of confusion in her face, though there was also a look of hopefulness that I was perhaps giving in, giving up and about to leave the room. "Wasn't asking for much, just a little relief, that's all," I said unzipping my fly, reaching in and boldly removing my hard stiff cock, which she now stared at with eyes as big around as saucers. Even I was surprised at my own boldness, though my heart was still beating a thousand miles an hour here, I had reached the point of no return, and there was no going back, not even now. So whatever happened from this moment on would have consequences associated with it, one way or the other.
"Jake," she said though her tone had softened considerably, her eyes still glued to my cock. I could tell she was trying to reason with me, though she was still struggling with how all this had even come to pass in the first place.
"No mother, you need to listen," I said interrupting her, shocking her with the sternness of my tone of voice, which she did, once again just sitting there looking at me, listening.
"Dickhead has all but ruined my social life, not to mention my love-life." I had never called Darrel 'Dick Head' in front of my mother before now, so hearing me do so once again put her on the defensive by the look on her face, though I continued on anyway. "But obviously, you have one, and one I am willing to bet he knows absolutely nothing about!" Which is when I told her about the pictures, that I had sat outside the window and took picture after picture of she and Michelle having such a wonderful time together downstairs there in the guest room.
This time I saw a look of pure fear crossing her face, once again calming her defiance, shaking her to her very core. She knew Darrel's temper, and she also knew because of their prenuptial agreement that he'd insisted on prior to their getting married, that should they divorce, he'd leave her without a damn dime to her name.



This time she slumped down into the tub, defeated, which again left me with mixed emotions though only momentarily. "What is it you want me to do?" she asked now resigned to do whatever it was I asked of her. She hadn't said that exactly, but I could see it in her eyes.
"Well, for starters," I began, "How about sucking me off?"
#
Though hesitant, certainly reluctant, I expected a half-hearted feeble attempt at best. She had reached out, grasping my cock pulling me towards her as I stepped over closer towards the tub, nearer her mouth.
"If we're going to do this, then we're going to do this," she told me. "Take off your clothes."
Now it was my turn to be surprised. But I began doing so as mom sat in the tub watching me undress. But I also noticed as I did so, that she lifted her hand and began toying with one of her nipples, making it hard once again.
I now stood entirely naked before her, something I hadn't done since I was a kid, and certainly never like this. Even the look on her face had turned different, there was a resigned expression to it yes, but there was also a look of undefined curiosity and wonder as well. Without saying another word, she slowly wrapped her lips around the head of my prick and began gingerly sucking it. I could feel the dance of her tongue tickling the supersensitive crown of my prick's head, something that I'd certainly not expected to feel, expecting as instead a once again half-hearted open-mouthed head fuck and nothing more.
The fact she was good at this, and seemed to be actually enjoying this, nearly brought me to my knees far too soon, and with far more pleasure than I thought possible as she did so.
Once again I reached out, thumbing her now very hard, very erect little nipple with my finger tip, eliciting a soft mewling sound from her as I did so, her lips tightening even more pleasurably around the shaft of my cock, her hand gently cupping my heavy ball sack, kneading it with her fingers, as her lips slowly moved up and down over my shaft.
Though I had stood with my eyes closed momentarily enjoying the sensations that her lips, tongue and mouth was bringing me, I soon opened them, sensing movement, and was glad that I did, as I now watched, mom's free hand moving busily between her legs, frigging her clit. I marveled at how big it actually was, how stiff, hard and swollen it had become, along with the redness of her lips, which had also swollen, now puffy as they filled with desire, pleasure and need.
Normally I had pretty good control, could last quite a while most of the time, but I was already feeling the surge of intense climax beginning to run up the length of my shaft. As it did, I stepped back, forcing mom to release my prick, though looking back now, I'm not sure she would have done so had I not forced the issue. But through some warped sense of concern for her perhaps, some measure of mercy for not wanting to force her into an even more decadent act, though that very reason was unreasonable in and of itself already, I removed my cock from my mother's mouth just as it exploded. Even then, she reached out towards it, once again finding it, stroking it, and now resigned to jacking it, which she did as I continued to spray massive amounts of cream which she now directed against herself, bathing her beautiful luscious tits with copious amounts of my jettisoned spunk splashing all over them.
I staggered back, once again collapsing down onto the toilet seat. Mom continued to sit in the tub, the water still running, the only sound masking my breath as I fought to catch it. Looking at her, thick pools and gobs of fuck-butter running down between her tits, which she only then lifted her hand to catch, rubbing it into her breasts as I sat there watching her.
"You said for starters..." she suddenly spoke, "Now what?" There was a lusty edge to her words, not to mention the look in her eyes. I was a little surprised to see that, expecting her to take more of a resigned position, a defeated one perhaps even, but she appeared more aroused, obviously still excited more than anything else.
"I want to see you finish what you were doing before I came in here," I said adlibbing it. "I want to watch you get yourself off."
Once again she looked at me, nodding her head. "Ok, but I want you to get me something then," she said simply.
"Ok, what?"
"In the bedroom, my side of the bed, in the nightstand, top drawer..." she paused though she was already sliding back down in the tub, once again positioning herself beneath the pounding beat of the running faucet. "There's a pink dildo, it's hidden beneath some of my handkerchiefs, bring it in to me."
I didn't even think twice about it, dashing from the bathroom into the bedroom naked, already the renewed throbs of interest being felt in my dick as I opened the drawer, searching, though quickly finding the toy she'd told me about, never even suspecting that she had one. But there were others too, also hidden beneath the stack of delicates that she kept there, which I quickly took note of for another time.
Racing back into the bathroom, I handed her the life-like flexible toy prick, this time sitting down on the edge of the tub, watching her as she slowly began easing it into herself.
"Didn't even know you had something like that," I told her already caressing my somewhat flaccid cock.
"Well, up until tonight, there was a lot you didn't know," she told me.
"Touché'," I said in agreement with her.
"And ditto to that too!" she added with a moan as she finally managed to get most of the enormous fat fake prick inside herself.
Once again I watched as mom lay back in the tub, just an inch or two of water surrounding her, her legs propped up on either corner of the tub, spread, the water pounding against her cunt, which now held the majority of the pink prick sticking out of it.
"Play with my tits," she moaned though her eyes remained closed.
This time I didn't have to be asked twice about doing something. I repositioned myself, leaning over in order to do just that, but still maintain a stance where I could watch, watch her humping herself against the water, one hand still spreading herself, the other slowly working the fake prick in and out of her swollen puffy lips that sucked at it like she'd been sucking me earlier.
Her nipples quickly became marble-sized, her areola's scrunching up in a taut hard surfaced area that only helped to lengthen them as I rolled them between my fingers, somewhat pinching and pulling on them as I did so.
"Yes! Yes! That's perfect!" she moaned once again pleasurably. I continued playing with them watching her, watching the water pounding against her cunt until she let go of the dildo still deeply embedded inside herself, now reaching over, once again grasping my re-aroused, hard stiff cock stroking it up and down in perfect tempo with her own upwards humping motion against the faucets spray.
"You going to cum?" I asked expectantly, excitedly, seeing her eyes finally open, the words they spoke in doing so saying yes only a moment before she actually did.
My first clue that she was, was the grip she had on me with her hand. I felt it tighten even more forcefully, though she continued to stroke it, perhaps a bit more wildly, more rapidly in addition to that. The second however, was the deep moan unlike any other that I had ever heard before. It was guttural, long, and exploded from her depths just as the orgasm, which suddenly seized her as she thrashed and convulsed there down in the tub beneath me, once again splashing the bare few inches of water up and over the edge of the tub as she did so.
Her climax enough, to once again trigger my own, unexpectedly and without warning, though the amount of spunk my prick now produced was nothing in comparison to what I had earlier jettisoned.
Feeling the warmth of my fluid suddenly running down and over her fingers, mom sat up, almost as quickly as she had when I'd first surprised her, only this time, her mouth engulfed me, the next pleasurable explosions of my second glorious orgasm disappearing down the velvety smooth opening of her throat as mom milked, sucked and drained every precious little droplet.
#
"Jake, I told you I'd do whatever you wanted me to do, as long as no one ever found out, or got hurt because of it," mom told me. "But please...please, not this!" she pleaded worriedly.
There had only been two classes that I had had to attend, coming home from school early, one of which had been my photography class, where I had quickly developed the roll of film I had taken, blowing several of the pictures up so there could be no mistaking who it was I had photographed.
"You're exactly right mom," I told her having already shown her copies of all the pictures I had taken. "You did say you'd do whatever I asked you to do, and as long as you do, no one else will be!"
I am sure that after our rather enjoyable session in the bathroom the night before, which mom would once again find herself back in control, at least to some extent, but that wasn't to be the case, which I quickly reminded her of.
"But Michelle's my friend!" She pleaded once again. "She'll hate me after this!" she cried almost desperately.
"Not if we do this the way I told you," I reminded her. "Hate me for it perhaps yes...but I know she won't hate you for it, not as long as we do this the way I told you to do it."
When I saw the same defeated expression come into her face that I had seen the night before, I knew that the argument we'd been having was over, mom was once again surrendering to the inevitable, after all, she really didn't have any other choice.
"As long as you do this exactly the way I told you, there's no reason she'll suspect you were involved with this, and will place all the blame on me, not you. And like I promised, I really do have no intention of actually using this against her, or revealing any of it to her husband, I'm not even going to say that, merely imply it and then let her decide if I might actually do it or not. But don't you tip her off to that either, or then I will!"
I had already told mom that my intent was for her to call Michelle, inviting her over on the pretext of having a bit more fun together, only this time, I would indeed come home unexpectedly on purpose, letting them both know upon walking in and catching them, that I had planned on doing so after having seen them together the night before, and upon overhearing mom speaking to Michelle sexily over the phone, inviting her over. In the midst of all this, and especially if they were both nude and vulnerable, I would then produce the photos, letting Michelle along with my mother know what it was that I had, the idea being that as far as mom was concerned, she was just hearing about it and seeing what I had on the two of them for the first time there together.
I had met Michelle's husband Jeff a handful of times, though he was tall, a few inches more so than I was, he was also gangly and skinny, not at all athletic, let alone menacing, and for the life of me, I couldn't see what she saw in him, but to each his or her own I guess. Michelle was nearly the opposite of that. She was by womanly terms quite voluptuous, certainly not fat or really over weight, she just had a lot of full body to work with, including even larger breasts than my own mother had, pendulous perhaps, without looking grotesque by any means, if anything tantalizing in their own right as I had watched them swaying back and forth as she'd knelt there on the bed with mom fucking her cunt from behind while using a strap-on dildo. It was one of my favorite pictures, and one in which I had blown up exclusively for this as it clearly showed the pleasured expression on her face as she knelt there on the bed looking back towards my mom while being fucked by her.
"Ok, ok...I'll do it, but only as long as you keep your promise that if she fights you on this, you won't force the issue, or actually go to her husband with any of these pictures."
"I promise I won't, but only so long as you hold up your end of the bargain," I reminded her. "You act just as surprised as she will be, but you also give in to my demands, letting her know that whatever I say or ask of the two of you, that you're willing to go along with it, just as long as I promise not to tell Darrel about the two of you, which I'll promise not to do, as long as the two of you are willing to do what I want you two to do. If Michelle still refuses at that point, then she's free to go home if she wants, and like I said, her husband will never hear anything about it from me. But she needs to do all that on her own, let her own fears tip the scales one way or the other."
"Ok," mom said softly, once again fully resigned.
"Now, go ahead and make the call, but make sure you sound like you're horny and want to continue more of what the two of you were doing last night. I'll be sitting right here listening, so you'd better sound convincing, or she may wonder if something else is going on, and we certainly don't want that to happen now do we?"
Mom took a few moments to collect herself, and then picked up the phone dialing Michelle's number.
"Hi sweetie! What's up?" Michelle said answering the phone.
"Well me actually!" Mom giggled into the phone, which I was glad to hear her doing. "Been flying higher than a kite all morning long, just thinking about yesterday," she added letting the thought hang there.
"Me too!" came the immediate reply. "I've been trying to get a few household chores done all morning, but my minds been elsewhere," she responded back. "That really was nice."
"Yes it was," Mom responded. "Really nice, I've had a hard time trying to keep from touching myself just thinking about it."
There was a brief pause, and for a moment I was worried that Michelle might not respond as favorably to that as I might hope.
"You too?" came the almost breathless response. "God Shirley," Michelle said calling mom by name, "I've been tempted to pull out my vibrator twice now, just to get a little relief and relive the experience all over again."
"I've already got mine out, I've been sitting here playing with myself, thinking about playing with you, which is why I decided to call you. Thought maybe...wondered, if you'd enjoy coming over for a bit, while we have the time and can be alone to do so."
"You sure? Is it safe enough do you think?" Michelle asked worriedly.
"Yes of course! Like I told you already, Darrel won't be home until Sunday."
"What about Jake?"
"Well he has school of course, and then he told me that he was heading to work directly afterwards, so he won't even be home until well after ten or so this evening."
"Hmm, well maybe..." Michelle hesitated briefly thinking about it. "Oh hell, why not? I've hardly been able to keep from touching myself now anyway, I can be there in about half an hour... that work for you? That will give us a couple of hours before I need to be home and get dinner started before Jeff gets home from work."
"Two hours of bliss would be perfect," Mom assured her, "I'll be waiting for you in the bedroom," she added just as I'd told her to tell her, and then hung up before giving Michelle a chance to comment on that any further.
"Well? Think she'll come?" I asked.
Though giving me a less than friendly smile, she nodded her head. "I'm willing to bet she's already on her way."
"Then I'd better move my car down the street. You'd best get up to your bedroom and get ready for her, get naked like I said, that way she'll be just as anxious to get that way herself without wasting a lot of time in idle gossip or chit-chat."
"Just remember your promise," she said one last time reminding me.
"Just remember yours," I shot right back at her, and then headed outside to move my car.
#
I sat quietly downstairs in my bedroom, the kitchen area above me. After a while, I heard the back screen door opening and then closing. "Shirley?"
I glanced at my watch, Michelle was a good five or six minutes earlier than I'd actually expected her, which meant that she'd had to have broken a few speeding laws in getting here. "Good, that mean's she's anxious, possibly even horny too!" I thought.
"Up here! In the bedroom!" Came mom's reply.
I then heard the sound of Michelle's footsteps crossing through the kitchen area and then into the living room as she headed up towards the stairs.
"Ten more minutes," I thought to myself, the envelope with the photo's I had taken sitting next to me on the bed. I was already hard, half tempted to stroke it a little, but refrained from doing so. With any luck, I'd soon feel the two of them doing that together!
Ten minutes seemed like an eternity as I sat there, but as I counted down the last few seconds, I snatched up the envelope and quietly made my way upstairs towards the living room. I stood for a moment listening, heard a giggle along with a pleasured sigh, and smiled. If mom did what I'd told her to do, she'd be lying on her back at that very moment with Michelle happily lying between her legs eating her when I came in. The moment I opened the door, mom would of course feign surprise, shock, alarm, and then it would be all up to me after that.
It couldn't have worked out any more perfectly, because that's exactly the way that it happened. I had managed to get all the way to the door, stood listening for a moment wanting to make sure they were in fact doing just that, which upon hearing mom through the door, knew they were doing.
"Oh fuck that feels good!" Mom moaned pleasurably, and somewhat surprisingly, I think she really meant it too by the way she said it, even though she knew I'd soon be coming through that very door.
"I love licking your pussy," Michelle managed to mouth into her continuing to do so, just as I walked in.
"I can see that!" I said from behind, watching the two of them suddenly scrambling, which was pretty amusing at first, the wild eyed look on Michelle's face as she spun around on the bed facing me, grabbing for sheets that wouldn't quite come away in her hand the way that she hoped for, finally giving up, using her arms and hands instead by way of trying to cover herself, neither of which she succeeded very well in doing. And though my mother's face didn't hold quite the same look of surprise and alarm that she'd actually shown me the night before, she was nevertheless just as equally convincing.
"Jake? What are you doing home?" she cried out in alarm.
"Oh my God!" Michelle added to that, shaking her head looking as though she was about to burst out in tears. "Jake...it's not what you think," she began wildly, as though whatever she had to say to me would convince me otherwise.
"Oh? It's not? And what about yesterday?" I tossed out. As they say, for a moment there, you could have heard a pin drop.
"What?" Michelle allowed, now looking even more stunned than ever, which is when I then told my fabricated story, seeing them through the window, about taking the photos, overhearing the phone call and deciding to wait until she'd shown up, parking my car down the street, waiting for the two of them before coming up stairs with the photos, which I then dumped out onto the bed so that each of them could see what I had, and how clearly I had them.
"Oh my God!" Michelle did start crying then as mom went into her promised role, acting fearful, begging me not to say anything to Darrel about this, promising to do whatever I asked of her if I promised not to.
"Anything?" I tossed out though my gaze was currently directed towards Michelle. "What about you?" I then said looking at her as she stared back at me for a moment, then turning her head to look at my mother.
"Please Jake, leave Michelle out of this, I'll do whatever you tell me to do, just as long as you don't say or do anything to hurt her."



That wasn't part of the plan, and I knew it was mom's one and only attempt to try and get Michelle clear of this if she could without coming out and telling her to simply walk away. But if anything, it helped rather than hindered, as Michelle bolstered her own courage to stand by her friend.
"Whatever you want," Michelle said looking towards me. "Just as long as you promise not to say anything to Jeff or to Darrel about any of this!"
Michelle certainly knew of course the animosity and friction that existed between us, so my very real threat to expose all of this to him was even more serious than my exposing her to her husband. Maybe he might eventually accept what she'd been up to, perhaps in a weird sort of way, even condone it, encourage it, want to see it sometime for himself. But she also knew as my mother knew, that should Darrel ever hear about it, and then it would all be over with. And that...she definitely knew.
"I'll tell you what," I began sitting down on the edge of the bed. "I'll agree to keep this all hush hush and quiet, just as long as you two agree to get together with me every once in a while, or let me join the two of you whenever you are if I happen to be around. That's all I really want, just a little naughty pleasure, same as the two of you seem to want to enjoy and have together."
"But she's your mother!" Michelle actually tossed out, "You don't seriously expect her to..."
"It's alright Michelle," mom said calming her. "If you're willing to go along with this, so am I, even if Jake is my son." As she said that, she rolled out of bed, once again acting out the scenario just as we'd discussed it. If things were to get this far, she was to instigate the initial encounter, thus drawing Michelle along and into it with her.
Still somewhat stunned no doubt, Michelle sat there on the bed looking on as mom walked over to me, standing me back up from the bed and proceeded to undo my pants, eventually pulling them down, freeing my cock. I quickly pulled the tee shirt I was wearing up and over my head just as mother knelt down on the floor before me, mouthing and holding onto my rock-hard prick.
"Oh my God! I can't believe we're really doing this!" she exclaimed to no one in particular, then she too rolled off the bed and knelt on the floor beside mom, adding her tongue to my mother's as the two of them began licking and sucking me side-by-side.
I allowed the two of them to lick and suck on me until I was about as hard as I could get, then I enticed them back onto the bed with me.
"Now what?" Michelle asked curiously as we climbed back onto the bed.
"Well what I'd enjoy doing, seeing and feeling, is fucking mom's hot wet cunt here while you lay beneath her and lick it while I am, and perhaps give me a few nice sucks every once in a while too while I'm doing that," I suggested lewdly.
"You ok with this?" Michelle asked my mother.
"Do we really have any choice?" she asked already positioning herself on the bed, but then added surprising us both. "Who knows Michelle, maybe we'll even enjoy it ourselves!"
I almost laughed, but held it in as Michelle gave my mother a crazy look, though she simply scooted beneath her at that point as I in turn took up position behind mom placing the head of my prick against, but not in my mother's cunt.
"You get to do the honors," I told Michelle. "Go ahead, help me fuck my mother!"
#
It was interesting, seeing Michelle's hand suddenly snaking up between us, grasping my rock-hard prick, and begin to rub it up and down and against my mother's hot slick cunt. The fact that she was, said something as well, there was no hiding her obvious arousal at this point, something that Michelle though slowly, eventually came around to, soon obviously enjoying it as she actually masturbated her own friend with her son's cock, all the while licking and sucking that very same pussy while doing so.
"Put it in!" Mom told her friend when she simply couldn't stand it anymore, and was in fact highly aroused by this time and in need of a nice hard cock filling her cunt.
And Michelle did, guiding it in, pressing it home before I finally took over and allowed the last few inches or so to bury themselves in as deeply as I could. I began slow-motion fucking mom's nice wet pussy, listening as I did so, and even occasionally feeling it as Michelle went to work on mom's clit, the sound of her lips sucking, her tongue flicking, and even the playfulness of her fingers dancing around the two of us as she did so.
And of course, it was only natural at that point that mom now leaned over and began giving Michelle's sweet hot pussy an equally pleasurable dance of the tongue.
Periodically, I felt Michelle reach for and then remove my prick from mom's cunt, licking it, cleaning off mom's sweet sticky juices with her mouth before reinserting it, and going at it again.
"Let's switch, I'd like to do that myself," Mom said suddenly. I was soon fucking Michelle's cunt while mom licked it, and occasionally then also licking me. Unlike the night before, I was managing a little better control, though I had stopped a time or two in order to collect myself or I would have been spewing a fountain of cum all over the two of them, and I wasn't quite ready or willing to do that just yet.
"Ok," I said easing out of Michelle's cunt just before I did. "Now, let's see some nasty naughty girl-girl stuff just between the two of you," I said directing them.
"Like what?" Mom asked curiously.
"Oh, how about some breast fucking for starters," I asked hopefully. "I'd really enjoy seeing that!"
To my surprise, neither one of them had even thought about, or considered doing that before now. They even smiled at one another thinking about it, and then quickly positioned themselves, with Michelle going first, mom on her back legs spread while I knelt between them taking Michelle's tit in my hand, placing it against my mother's clit and began rubbing it back and forth, nipple to clit, nipple to clit, over and over again.
"Damn! That's nice!" Mom actually giggled pleasurably, as did Michelle as I delighted myself with the feel of her breasts in my hand, but also with the knowledge that I was masturbating my own mother's cunt with her best friend's breast.
And as I did that, Michelle reached over, once again grasping my cock and began playing with it, quite delightedly so, though she again spoke when doing it. "You really do promise not to reveal any of this to anyone she asked. Not ever?"
"I promise," I said honestly, enjoying the feel of her hand on me as she continued stroking my prick, just as I continued masturbating my mother's cunt with her friend's tit.
"God Shirley! I still can't believe we're doing this," she added excitedly however. "And I know this is going to sound really strange, especially coming from me, but damn it feels good to actually be doing something like this, you know how Jeff is, wham bam thank you mam and it's over!"
"Yeah, I know the feeling, if I even get that much," Mom moaned back at her enjoying the sensations her friends hard little nipple was giving her, even though it was my hand that was rubbing it against her.
"It just feels so...so...wicked!" she actually grinned then.
"Oh yeah, just like this does," mom said as she began to climax, the sound of her first pleasures filling the room.
#
Even I had to admit to being exhausted by the time Michelle left in order to fix dinner for her husband, but the wicked horniness I still felt wasn't.
"Just wear your bathrobe, if you're going to wear anything at all," I had told my mother.
"Why?"
"Because we're not done yet," I told her plain and simply. "There's still a few things I've been thinking about, stuff I've fantasized about before that I might like to see or do yet."
I saw the nervous, excited flush spread across her face, maybe she had thought that after everything we'd done that that would be it, but in telling her what I did, she knew now that it wasn't, and by the look on her face, I could already tell she wasn't all that disappointed in hearing that, especially when she just threw her robe on and went down stairs into the kitchen to begin preparing something for dinner.
After taking a shower I came into the kitchen while she sat cutting up some vegetables for the salad she was preparing. Knowing she was still obviously naked beneath her robe suddenly began to arouse me as I sat there watching her.
"What?" she said looking at me, though she smiled when she realized I was literally staring at her.
"Open your robe so I can see your tits," I told her. She blushed furiously, which was erotic to see as I knew she was still struggling with this on the one hand, yet undeniably excited on the other, even if she wasn't willing to verbally admit it, just her actions were enough as she quickly undid the sash keeping her robe closed, allowing it to open now as she sat there and went back to chopping up some celery.
Feeling my cock stiffen, I soon unzipped my Levi's fishing it out and began petting myself as I sat there. It didn't take long for her to notice the subtle movement of my hand beneath the table as I sat across from her.
"Are you doing what I think you're doing?" she asked inquisitively, somewhat surprised that I actually was, but as I merely smiled at her, answering her question, she grinned at that, though continued on with her preparations as I sat there taking in her exposed breasts which I now noticed had twin hard little nipples now protruding away from them.
"You know what kind of salad I think you should make?" I then asked still stroking my cock even more obviously now.
"No, what?"
"A cunt-cumber salad."
"What kind of salad?" she asked, but she'd heard me, her face suddenly beet red as I grinned wickedly at her.
"See that cucumber?"
"You can't be serious."
"Oh but mother, I am! I am! And don't you think it has a nicely thick shape and length to it?" I asked her as she actually picked it up as though hypnotized by my suggestion. "Go ahead, try it," I urged.
Hesitantly at first, she held the cucumber in hand, and then placed it between her legs beneath the table. Wanting to see this, I stood, and in doing so revealed to her my hard stiff erection that was already dripping with precum, which had bubbled out on the end of my dick.
"Scoot your chair back so that I can see."
She quickly did so, the fat green prick sticking out of her pussy looking wonderfully obscene as she slid back across the floor revealing herself to me as I stood there.
"That's it, now fuck yourself with it while I watch you."
"I can't believe you're making me do this," she breathed deeply though her hand began moving the cucumber in and out of herself while she sat there. But the truth was, I wasn't making her do anything, I had merely suggested it, but as I stood there, I realized that she was obviously more than willing to do so as long as she perceived that she was being forced to do so, and thus could do it, and even enjoy it as long as felt like she had no real choice in the matter.
"Feel good?" I then asked, watching her as she nodded her head yes without verbally admitting it. "Looks good too!" I stated smiling to myself as she lifted one hand up towards her breast, tweaking her own nipple. "Now try the carrot."
This time she didn't even hesitate, slipping out the now sticky coated cucumber that was already heavily smeared with her juices and exchanged that with the skinned, fat-sized carrot which she now slipped inside herself and began masturbating with that.
"Oh yeah, that's hot," I said grinning at her, walking over to stand in front of her now, still working my own cock up and down, leaning over just enough to rub the head of it across one of her breasts, smearing her nipple with my juices, and then watching her as she immediately fingered it, once again pleasuring her nipple though using my own slick lubrications to do so with.
Even I had to admit, this was becoming even more wickedly erotic than I had imagined it might be when we'd started out, and by the look and expression on my own mother's face as she sat there pleasuring herself with the carrot, fingering her breast, she was feeling it too.
"Try some of the lettuce against your clit," I now urged her. Her eyes lit up at that one though she looked somewhat confused.
"Huh?"
"You heard me," I said a bit forcefully, not wanting her to get cold feet about doing this now. "Take some lettuce, pat your clit, your lips with it, and use the cucumber again too," I instructed her, giving her a reason to do so as she obviously had enjoyed the feel of the cucumber she'd been using even more so than the carrot.
I think she surprised herself, as well as me, as she began doing so, finding the sensation of the green-leaf lettuce rubbed against her clit to be as decadently enjoyable as it was. She shredded several large sections of it, using them all in this way, and then added them to the bowl as I instructed.
"Ah yes, our cunt-cumber salads coming along just fine now," I teased her. "Try some of the miniature tomatoes now, rub them up and down your split, get them all nice and creamy and then add them to the lettuce."
It was easier now. Whatever I told her to do, she did. And I could also see as she did it, she was getting more and more aroused, as well as closer and closer towards orgasm. All that remained was the cucumber as she sat there pummeling her cunt furiously with it now, though occasionally leaning forward to wrap her lips around the head of my dick while doing so.
"Come on it!" I soon urged her, hearing the sound of her excited breath starting to pant, her moans getting deeper, throatier as she neared ever closer and closer towards climax. Her fingers were now twirling her clit furiously as she fucked herself with the cumber, until she suddenly screamed out her delight, her orgasm seizing her, taking control. I waited until she'd calmed down once again collecting herself, smiling as her eyes met mine.
"Very nice, now slice it up and put it in the bowl."
We added some croutons along with the sliced carrot peelings to the mixture. "Still can't believe you made me do this," she said a moment or two later, though she tossed her salad happily, mixing it all together.
"Ready to add the dressing?"
This time her face really did light up when she looked at me, realizing what I was suggesting. But without saying another word, she reached out grasping my still very hard cock and began jacking it, holding it over the now nicely tossed salad.
Having watched her fucking and playing with herself for as long as I had been, I knew that when I came, I would add a considerable amount of special dressing to the salad, which I soon did. Gleefully, mom continued jerking me, giggling even as she directed the spray of spunk spurting from my prick across the top of the salad until it had a pretty nice coating sticking to it. She even shook it off, ensuring the last little driblet of my spending was included.
"Damn," she said half laughing, shaking her head as she sat admiring her creation.
"What?"
"Such a waste!"
"I don't think you wasted a thing," I said pleasurably only then stepping back to admire her handy work.
"Not you, the salad!" she laughed looking at our creation together.
I then confused her further, tearing off a strip of saran wrap covering the bowl, placing it inside the refrigerator.
"What are you doing?"
"Didn't you tell me that Darrel rarely if ever goes down on you, and even then, only long enough to ensure that he's going to get a bit of a blowjob out of it himself?"
"Yeah? So?"
"Well?"
"Oh my God Jake, you can't be thinking what I think you're thinking!" she said genuinely aghast at what I was intimating here.
"Just think of it as a naughty little way to get back at him a little," I pressed. "You know how much Darrel loves eating salad, so now...you can delight in the fact that he's finally really eaten your pussy, whether he knows it or not."
"But the...but the..."
"Just add a little ranch to it. He'll never even know."
#
I don't know if she actually served it to him or not. I didn't stick around for dinner on Sunday evening after Darrel came home for his trip, though Monday morning I noticed the Salad was no longer in the fridge. Mom came down into the kitchen just before I headed out for school, though once again only having a couple of classes that I had to attend before heading off to work that afternoon myself.
"How was dinner?" I asked.
She just smiled without elaborating. "You're going to be late," she said still standing there grinning at me.
I don't know if she did, or she didn't, but I wish I'd been there on the one hand just in case she had.
"Oh, by the way, Darrel told me that Karen is coming down for the long weekend next Friday," she informed me.
"Oh wonderful," I said sarcastically. The odd thing was, I actually did like her a little, and by the way she often teased or flirted with me, I got the impression she didn't mind being around me either, though she still had an uppity side to her that she continued to express, letting me know as she did so that she still thought herself more important and better than I was. The fact that she enjoyed showing her body off at me whenever she could get away with it, and knowing or rather thinking that I would never actually do anything about it, had been a slightly annoying little game she loved playing with me. As I headed off to school, I began thinking how I could turn the tables on her, and smiled inwardly as I began to formulate a plan.
#
By the time the weekend drew near, I had already gotten a few things in place, all that was required now was a little luck in bringing everything together, along with tempting her into doing what I hope I could get her to do in order to make everything work. There was certainly an element of risk involved, not to mention needing to get Darrel out of the way at some point in order to do so. But as luck would have it, that opportunity came when Darrel came home Friday waving two tickets for a Saturday baseball game he'd been given at work. As neither my mother nor myself enjoyed baseball, though even if I had, I'd have been the last person in the world he'd want to take to the game, Darrel had in fact already invited a co-worker to go with him that evening.
I knew then that this might be the one and only opportunity I had to try and pull this off if I could, so immediately set up my little trap in hopes that Karen's usual snoopiness would pay off.
I had learned from some of her previous visits that she had indeed gone through my stuff, finding my stash of porn magazines along with several DVD's that I also had, all of which Darrel had specifically forbidden to have in his house. Interesting enough that I still had them anyway, but even more so that his own daughter obviously enjoyed watching porn too as I'd discovered my DVD's had been gone through, and had even located one that was missing out of its box still sitting inside the player which was hooked up to the TV in the guest room where she always stayed.
I had purposely gone out and bought several new ones with a wide range of various choices, not entirely sure what it was she enjoyed seeing, but wanting to ensure that I had something that would make her curious enough, and thus tempted to borrow one from me to watch when she was reasonably confident she could do so secretly when I wasn't around to be aware of it, not to mention her own father which was now no longer a problem with his going to the game on Saturday evening.
I had let it be known that morning that I had been called into work, though I had already scheduled the entire weekend off, with the hopes that Karen would indeed busy herself with snooping through my bedroom once she was assured she could safely do so with both her father and myself out of the way. The tricky part, though even that really wasn't, was informing my mother that I needed her to go out and do some shopping herself for a couple of hours, though the reason for that I explained would be given to her later on that evening.



Once again I had driven my car down the block, parked it, and then made my way back to the house. The problem this time however, was the fact I couldn't hide out in my own room as it was obviously my hope that Karen would take the time, finding herself all alone to get bored, and once again curious enough to poke through my room. But what I had done, was unlatch the window to the laundry room, slipping through it which was just down the hall from the two bedrooms that Karen and I occupied. And though it was a small risk to hide out in there, I was reasonably sure that Karen wouldn't have need for going in there, and thus crouched behind the door quietly, hopefully and waited.
Thankfully, I didn't have to wait very long either, though I had heard her bustling about upstairs shortly after slipping in through the window. Eventually I heard her coming down the stairs and knowing that my room was the first one she would pass by before entering her room, sat there waiting and listening. Sure enough, she only took a few steps more once she had reached the bottom of the stairs. I heard her open the door, go inside my room and within seconds after that could hear her rummaging through my porn tapes where I normally hid them, and hoped she would find something she found interesting and wanted to watch.
Moments later I heard her leave my room, closing the door, and then take the few additional steps to her room going inside. Once again the door closed, and I heard the faint familiar 'click' of the idiotic door lock being turned as I sat there smiling to myself, my pick for that lock already in hand.
Now came the fun part. Earlier that week, I had already hooked up two of my video cameras hiding each of them in the air vents of her bedroom, one facing directly towards the bed, and the other on the sidewall. I could by a simple switch on my remote, go from camera to camera, recording whatever I found there, playing it live back to myself as I sat there watching her. The first thing I noticed was that she indeed had a couple of my porn movies and sat on the edge of the bed trying to decide which one of the two she was interested in watching first. Zooming in briefly, I saw that she'd selected an all girl "Fuck Fest" as it was labeled, which surprised me as I'd almost not selected that one, only having done so just in case. I watched her turn on the TV, put the DVD into the player, and then immediately disrobe, making herself comfortable on the bed. Also to my delight, she reached underneath her pillow and produced what was obviously a vibrator, that had a slight bend at the end but which still looked a lot like a fat pink cock.
She sat it aside for the moment however as the movie began playing, content to watch for a moment, though her hand began massaging her breast as she did so, soon after allowing her fingers to begin exploring herself down between her legs.
Karen's tits weren't nearly as large as my mother's let alone Michelle's, but they were certainly well rounded, "perky" with two very nice pink tipped nipples capping each one. And though she wasn't entirely shaved, Karen had the briefest bit of closely cropped pubic hair just sitting above her mound, which she toyed with briefly for a moment before finally allowing her fingers to gently probe her widespread opening as she lay back upon the bed watching the movie.
I was grinning openly to myself, Darrel would have a conniption fit if he was ever to discover his precious innocent little girl was even remotely interested in watching porn, let alone doing what she was doing to herself now. Aside from the fact he'd probably kill me as well, I was gambling on the fact that he'd be just as equally upset with his own daughter as I along with my own mother knew, that he thought her still to be all sweet and innocent, which is exactly the way she acted as well as dressed whenever she was around him.
"Oh if he could only see what it is you're doing now!" I thought to myself, watching as Karen finally picked up the vibrator and began teasing her clit and pussy lips with it as she held open her cunt and began playing with it.
On screen, a woman was doing something quite similar to herself on the bed she was laying on when her girlfriend/room-mate stepped into the bedroom fresh out of the shower.
"Hmm, that's nice, when did you get that one?" The young hot vixen asked coming over to sit down on the edge of the bed beside her girlfriend, placing her hand on the toy, taking over, and began using it to fuck her friend with, just as I now watched Karen doing, once again caressing one of her breasts while slow-fucking herself with the life-like looking penis.
I watched with additional interest as she took a small section of her long blond hair and used it to further stimulate her own breast and nipple with, massaging and caressing her tit with the silky smooth softness all the while still working her own cunt with the vibrator, her eyes glued to the TV, now watching the two girls as they curled up into a little ball together licking one another's cunts.
"Oh God I wish someone was licking my cunt right now!" Karen spoke aloud to herself.
It couldn't have been any more perfect had I of planned it myself. Hearing what she'd just said, having already quietly unlocked the door as I stood outside her bedroom, I quickly pocketed my mini video viewer though aware of the fact she was still being recorded, and entered her bedroom.
"Be more than happy to help you with that," I said scaring the hell out of her when I did.
Funny how people can jump, or scramble stupidly for a moment while trying to collect their wits about them. Karen was no exception, clawing desperately, briefly for the covers which remained tucked too tightly beneath her, giving up, grabbing the spare pillow instead, using it to cover herself with as I stood watching her.
"Wha...what are you doing home?" she stammered obviously embarrassed.
"It was slow, so they sent me home," I lied. "Thought I heard one of my dirty movies playing when I came down to my room," I said continuing to lie to her. "Pretty good one though isn't it?" I added glancing over towards the TV, forcing her head over to look at it, seeing the two girls still all wrapped up together. I almost laughed when she searched briefly for the remote, realizing she'd left it sitting next to the TV. She sat up still holding the pillow against her breasts and leaned over reaching for it.
"Not yet! You'll miss the best part!" I exclaimed, freezing her in place for a moment, a look of bewilderment etched within her face as she first looked back towards me, and then back towards the TV screen. Once again, it couldn't have been any more perfect had I choreographed it myself. Suddenly the door to the girl's bedroom opens, and the boyfriend walks in, catching his girlfriend busily eating out her friend's cunt. Of course, he's not the least bit mad or upset with her, calmly reaches down, pulling off the convenient pair of sweat pants he'd been wearing, revealing the fact he's already got a nice stiff erection.
And it was at that very moment that the toy that Karen had shoved deeply inside herself, chose at that very moment to slip out of her pussy, busily and happily humming about on the bed. She quickly snatched it up, turning the offending thing off, blushing furiously.
"The offer still stands," I said simply staring at her. "I'd love to lick your pussy for you, all you have to do is ask, but if you send me away, I won't offer to do so again either."
She looked like she was on the verge of tossing me out of her room, but my comment had stopped her cold, once again confusing her perhaps, but just enough so that she stopped herself from yelling at me to get out.
"Oh, so if I suddenly changed my mind, you're telling me you wouldn't be interested after that?"
"It's sort of a onetime offer yes," I said easily. "Since we happen to be alone at the moment, it's probably the only time we even will have, but if you're not interested, then I'll go, but if you tell me no, meaning that you're not interested, then unfortunately my answer will be no to you later on as well even if you decide that you are. So Karen...what's it to be? You want me to leave, just say so, you want me to lick your pussy, then...spread your legs."
She sat for a moment actually thinking about it, but I was almost ready to put my money down on her asking me to leave. That's just how she was most of the time, doing things in spite of herself, just to have it her own way, when and how she wanted things, not how anyone else did. Except this time of course, which is the only alternative I had given her.
I turned however, forcing the issue, making out like I was leaving the room.
"No! Wait!" she actually called out at me, stopping me in my tracks as I turned once again facing her. To my delight and surprise, the pillow came down, revealing her breasts, and as it did so, she spread her legs bending them at the knee expectantly.
"Does this answer your question?"
I quickly slithered up onto the bed positioning myself between her legs. Moments later, I was sucking and licking her cunt, twirling her clit around between my lips until she was climbing the walls, one glorious orgasm after another.
I had always known that Karen liked me, far more than she was ever willing to admit or let on, but as her father was married to my mother, up until now there wasn't a whole lot we could really do about it either, so she'd settled for flirting with me, teasing me unmercifully as that was the only way she felt like she could do it, and still keep me interested, but at bay, until now.
"Fuck me! Fuck me! She said soon after that, which I did, reminding myself to edit the tape later on.
#
And just as I'd thought, the rest of the weekend didn't allow either one of us to do anything else again either. Darrel was mostly around, wanting to spend time with his daughter being a good and caring daddy, which for the first time as I saw and realized it, actually more irritated Karen than pleased her, especially when she tried desperately to do something else with me again, though the opportunity never again presented itself before she had to leave and head back.
It would be sometime before Karen came back for another weekend visit, but I was fairly confident that the next time she did, things would be a hell of a lot different between us. Little did I know at the time just how different things really would be, or how they would suddenly and so drastically change quite unexpectedly.
#
A couple of weeks had gone by, things had settled back into some semblance of normalcy, though I did enjoy another mid-day romp with both mom and Michelle, once again experimenting and having fun as wickedly as it was possible to do with the two of them, something they both suddenly looked forward to with abandon. And...I had even managed to videotape one of our little get togethers one afternoon without either one of them being aware of it.
Later that afternoon I had gone down to secret away the video I'd managed to record of it, sticking it along with the one I'd taken of Karen for safe keeping, and noticed when I did so that my other secretly hidden away stash of dirty movies had in fact been disturbed, and that...I found interesting.
I knew without any doubt that mom never came into my room, nor would she snoop around through my stuff the way I'd discovered Karen loved doing. The fact that I had quite carefully placed my stash of x-rated movies in a certain order in a certain position that once disturbed would alert me they'd been gone through, I had to come to the realization that good old Darrel was one fucking hypocrite. Only now, I needed to prove it, and better yet, get something even better on him, far better than just revealing the fact he enjoyed watching a dirty movie now and then just like everyone else.
Once again, an idea came to me, but this was the riskiest thing I'd thought about doing yet, and I also knew it would take a lot of patience and careful planning if there was to be any hope of pulling this one off.
The first thing I did, was to once again set up my porn stash to see if his going through it had been an anomaly, a one time thing and that perhaps he wouldn't do so, or go through it again. A week later, he had, and I had also managed to pin it down to the night that he had, which was also very useful and beneficial to me as it was the one night of the week that mom and Michelle went out to dinner or a movie together, and when I of course had also been at work myself. Now armed with that bit of info, I waited once again for the following week, and sure enough, good old Darrel had gone through my movies again, same night, and this time I was prepared for him, even going so far as to record his private little moment alone with himself, though I was somewhat disappointed that he didn't actually jerk off, though it was very obvious he did have an erection as he stood, ejecting the movie once he'd finished watching it. Now at least, I was reasonably certain that the following week he would do so again, and this time when he did, I'd have a big surprise for him, a really big surprise for him.
#
I had in fact edited the DVD. Placing it inside a cover labeled simply "Karen" and then hid it beneath one or two other movies. There was only one place that I knew Darrel would certainly enjoy watching his movies from as he had already proven by doing, and that was in the den on his new giant-sized flat screen TV. I had already prepared well ahead of time, once again hiding my own video cameras safely within the room, the remote operational clear down inside my own bedroom where I could safely monitor everything he did, and everything that went on from there. After mom had left to go out with Michelle, I too left for work, doubling back shortly, and then waited secretly outside my own window, watching for the light to turn on, which it soon did, and then saw Darrel as he went immediately over to my secret stash of movies, a big grin on his face as he picked them up and began thumbing through them, that was...until he discovered the DVD with the cover marked "Karen" on it. For a moment, I wondered if he'd actually take it, or find the thought of what he mind find there to be too disgusting to even contemplate. I guess I should have known better as he took it, and it alone back upstairs to the den with him.
#
The entire movie was just under thirty minutes, after I had edited out anything having to do with just the two of us of course. And I sat there watching him watching it, video taping him doing so the entire time of course, which in the beginning as I did so, had me wondering if I hadn't finally made a big mistake in having done so. At first, his expression was one of shock, even anger as he sat watching his own daughter pleasuring herself. Twice I saw him reach for the remote, wondering if he was about to turn it off, though both times he sat back, continuing to watch it anyway. When it was finished, I prepared myself to exit back out through the window in the event he removed the tape, though even then I wasn't sure if he was planning on returning it, or confronting me with having it in the first place. A paradox for him I am sure, as then he'd also have to explain what he was doing watching it in the first place, along with the others, which I'd also been smart, enough to get him on tape doing.
What I didn't really expect is what happened next. Though Darrel stood up and moved back to the TV, he reset the DVD in the player, and began watching it again, only this time, I watched and thus video recorded him as he slid off his slacks, settled down comfortably in his seat and began watching the video, all the while jerking himself off while doing so, something he had not done before, though I had managed to at least show him as being aroused.
"Oh this is great!" I said capturing every minute detail on disk, even splitting the screen at times to show him jerking off, and also showing what it was he was jerking off too. Which got even better when he continued to do so, starting the movie up from the very beginning, watching it yet a third time now, as he continued to sit there playing with himself.
As the DVD neared the end just before I had come into the room, though I had added a bit more footage to it where I was out of the scene, and where it looked like Karen was just doing some additional odd stuff to herself, when I wasn't involved, I watched Darrel suddenly stand up, cock in hand, fisting it furiously as he walked over to stand in front of his giant sized TV screen. Fascinated, I watched even more closely as he stood there, fisting himself, pleased that I had caught and edited one portion of the movie when Karen had teased me by sucking off the vibrator, though at the moment there was no way of knowing that of course, it simply looked like she was getting off on doing it, opening her mouth for a supposed squirt that never came on film, though indeed I had done so when we'd actually been together.
It was here that Darrel paused the movie. His daughter, mouth wide open, one hand buried deeply between her legs, the other pulling hard on one of her very aroused extended nipples. I watched then as he approached the TV screen, now furiously pumping his cock until he began to spurt, his spunk flying out, hitting the screen exactly where his daughter's mouth was. I watched almost in horror with a bit of amusement thrown in, as Darrel stood there, smearing his daughter's face, though it was really the TV screen itself which he stood rubbing against, spreading several thick gobs of his semen across her frozen open mouth, then downwards along her neck, finally to her breasts, in particular the one she held in her hand, pinched nipple and all, and rubbed himself there giggling like a mad-man the entire time.
"Oh my God! Did I just get all that on disk?" I asked myself excitedly, because I knew then that I had.
#
What I now had, I honestly considered only using as an insurance policy, if and when the day ever came when I might actually have to use it to threaten him with. To do so now, using it against him for something frivolous would have been stupid on my part.
And this, the original, along with my other originals, I now had locked up in a safety deposit box, though I certainly had other copies which I kept in an entirely different place, almost as safe and secure as those were.
#
I continued to monitor, occasionally recording Darrel, and was amused to find that he quite often now borrowed two tapes, which he always returned, always watching the tape of his daughter, saving it for last, sometimes squirting on her like he had done the first time, though not always, still giving me a bigger and better insurance policy that I could use against him if and when I ever felt a reason for doing so.
In the meantime, I went about enjoying my new pleasures, which still included from time to time my own mother whenever the whim or the mood struck me, or for that matter...whenever hers did, which happened more often than not.
#
It was a week before thanksgiving and I knew that my stepsister would be coming down for the weekend for another long visit. And that I was actually looking forward to it when she did. Still half asleep I lay there in bed, and felt more than heard my bedroom door opening. I knew it was mom, as Darrel was once again off on business and not expected to return until late Sunday evening. The sound of soft footsteps crossing towards my bed alerted me to the fact that mom was in the mood for doing something, which was confirmed a few moments later as I felt the soft press of her mouth suddenly engulf and surround my semi-flaccid prick.
"Good morning," I said contentedly feeling my prick suddenly being lavished with the sweetness of mom's lips surrounding it, softly sucking me.



She didn't answer however, continuing to suck my prick until it was fully hard before finally removing her mouth from it, though continuing to lick me now instead.
"I need to tell you something," she said though she immediately went back to sucking me firmly. Obviously, whatever it was she needed or wanted to tell me could wait, so I did, enjoying the sensation of my mother's mouth until I soon felt the release begin, the first intense ejaculations of my spunk soon filling her mouth.
Afterwards I sat up in bed, mom still contentedly sitting next to me licking her lips and smiling.
"Nice wake up, but that's not really why you're here now is it?" I asked.
"Not entirely, no. I really did want to tell you something, but when I came in, I saw your semi-hard prick, I couldn't help myself."
I laughed at that, mom had indeed changed so much over the past few months, she was happier than she had been in a very long time, though her demeanor still changed whenever Darrel was around I noticed.
"So tell me, what's going on then?" I asked curiously.
"I wanted to tell you that I've decided to leave Darrel," she said simply, though there was a look of worry that had now formed across her face.
I knew how tough that decision must have been for her, with the prenuptial agreement that Darrel had in place, it would leave mom financially strapped as she had very little in the way of personal assets, and would get nothing by way of support from Darrel if she was the one to divorce him without cause. I didn't need to discuss the obvious with her, we had already spoken at length about it long before now. But before now, there wasn't much I could do about helping her either.
"If that's what you've really decided to do mom, I think I'm in a position to help you with that, but I need your help too. And I need you to be patient about saying anything to Darrel about this until everything is ready. Can you do that for me? For yourself?" I asked.
Her worried look now turned to one of curiosity. "Sure, what is it you need me to do?" she asked me.
"Well for starters, I want to show you a video, but you're going to need to remain calm about it even after you see it. I've been saving it in the event that something like this happened, sort of an insurance policy of sorts," I told her still being cautiously mysterious about it. "And then after that, I'll tell you what we're going to do, and how we're going to do it, with the help of someone else being involved, who doesn't even know that they will be."
I soon after showed her a copy of the video I had of Darrel. By the look on her face after she had watched it all, she didn't even look that surprised.
"I hate stating the obvious," she began. "But as perverse as that may have looked on screen, it's not much different than what you and I have been doing for real," she said still somewhat confused on how this was going to help her much.
"That may be so," I admitted, "but the difference is, he doesn't know anything about us, or what we do know about him, and I also agree with you that the movie in and of itself may or may not be enough to accomplish what we want to do, which is why I have another plan that I'll need your help with. With that, I do believe we'll have more than enough documentation to ensure you won't be left out in the cold when you file for divorce."
Now mom took a renewed interest in what I had to say.
"I'm in, so tell me...what do we need to do?"
#
Before we could do anything we needed to wait for the following holiday weekend when Karen came for a visit. Mom was still skeptical about involving Karen, even though she would be initially unaware of her involvement, and would remain so if everything went according to plan.
And I was aware of course, that Michelle was still involved in holding what was referred to as adult toy parties for women, mom frequently went whenever Michelle had booked a party, buying several toys herself though she had done so without Darrel's knowledge of it.
Mom had once shared with me that she and Karen had in fact had several conversations regarding these parties, had even attended one herself though without her father's knowledge of it, and had purchased a small inexpensive vibrator for herself, which now explained the one I had video-taped her using.
"So here's the story you're going to tell her," I began. "You inform her that you're considering going into this business with Michelle, expanding it so to speak, but before you're willing to do that, you need to get a better feel for which products are more likely to sell better to make your investment worthwhile."
"Go on," mom said sounding interested, but still hesitant about how this was actually going to work.
"Well, that's when you tell Karen that you'd like her to help you by giving you an honest evaluation about some of the toys, how they feel, what they do...etc. We plan it on a night when you and I are scheduled to be out, but you inform Karen that you need the results back on the following day as you'll need to make some sort of inventory purchase commitment, so her opinions on what she enjoyed using will be very important. That way, we set her up to actually plan on masturbating for us, thus controlling the fact that she will be. The next step will be to ensure that Darrel finds out that she is, and with luck, let nature take its course afterwards, which we'll both be there to see and to record when he does."
There were a lot of ifs, a lot that had to happen and come together to pull this off. But the first obstacle was taken care of when Karen happily, and excitedly agreed to her role in this, though she had no idea at the time that she would be. I would be working of course, though the story was I'd be dropping my mother off at Michelle's for their weekly night out together, thus leaving Darrel home alone with his daughter.
I had already placed and tested all the cameras and equipment we would be using. One camera facing the bed where Karen would be, another directed towards the window where I hoped Darrel would eventually be. Another was hidden away in the neighbor's hedge across from the bedroom window. I would be up on the garage roof looking down the driveway using a telephoto lens on my camera. Shirley would be parked in Jake's car just around the corner from the house monitoring and controlling the cameras and everything that was being recorded from there.
"So how do we get him to realize what she's doing, let alone watch her while she does?" Mom had asked.
"Well, that will require a bit of luck there," I had to admit. "But I'm also counting on the fact that he will know and be aware of the fact that she is and will be in her bedroom alone, and banking on his curiosity of that to lead him into doing what I think he will do once he sees her, and that's where you come in."
A lot had to happen. A lot of it was luck, but I was confident that things would turn out exactly the way I had planned them to do. The first thing was to ensure that Karen indeed had begun masturbating, pleased when shortly after we had left, that she began doing so, researching the numerous toys that mother had asked Karen to try out for her prior to purchasing many of them for resale.
"Ok, she's doing it," Mom said excitedly as she watched her step-daughter as she lay on her bed, beginning to experiment and pleasure herself with the wide selection of toys she had chosen.
"Good, now...go ahead and make the phone call to Darrel, call me back on my cell the moment you hang up with him," I reminded her. "So we can keep in contact with one another, while we're doing this."
The plan was for mom to call Darrel and tell him that she couldn't find her car keys inside her purse, and that chances were she had once again left them in her car, something that drove Darrel nuts when she'd done that before.
I waited patiently and then felt the phone vibrate alerting me to the fact that mom was calling me back.
"Well?"
"He should be coming outside any moment now," she told me.
"There he is!" I whispered into the phone and watched as Darrel exited the back door walking around the side of the house heading towards the parked cars. Now came the luck part, hoping that Darrel would notice the single solitary light on, coming from Karen's room. I knew from past experience that all Darrel had to do was be curious enough to look, and he would immediately discover that he could and would indeed see very clearly into her room.
"He's stopping!" Mom spoke into the phone as she monitored his movements and actions through the video cameras.
"Shh," I whispered back to her. "It looks like he's taking the bait. Time to hang up now until afterwards," I said hanging up, picking up my camera with the hopes of getting some very revealing pictures.
Much to my delight, I watched as Darrel indeed stopped, glancing quickly about before walking over, and then bending over, peering over the top of the window looking in just as I had hoped that he would. It didn't take long for Darrel to discover what Karen was doing inside her own room, soon after positioning himself for a much better look while she was. But even more importantly, I now watched as Darrel unzipped his pants, soon after releasing his prick, and began stroking it. I smiled, zooming in on him with my telephoto lens and began taking picture after picture of him as the man sat there, watching his daughter masturbate while doing so himself.
The pictures I took couldn't have been any clearer. I'd even gotten one with Darrel's spunk flying out, hitting the window as he sat there jerking himself off. I also hoped that the videotape we'd eventually edit and put together would be as equally clear and revealing as I knew the photos would turn out to be.
Soon after that Darrel headed back inside the house after first checking Shirley's car, locating the keys she had purposely left inside before returning back into the house.
I quickly scampered down off the roof, then back out to the street to my car where mom sat waiting for me.
"If the video is even half as good as the pictures turned out, then I think we've got everything we're going to need," I told her after slipping back inside my car.
"Well from what I was able to see, we did. Though until we've actually had a chance to review the recordings..." she left off saying, and then noticed as she glanced down at the monitor that was still focused on Karen's bedroom where she still continued to lay there pleasuring herself. "Oh my God!" She announced suddenly.
"What?" I asked excitedly.
"Unless I'm mistaken, that idiot just cracked open the door to Karen's room!"
I couldn't help but laugh, "Good, and we're still recording all this too," I said zooming in on the door that was indeed partially open. "He must have picked the lock too, though it doesn't take a scientist to be able to do it either. But he's taking a real chance here in being discovered, especially if Karen glances back behind her, though at the moment, she appears obviously too busy to do that."
"You wanna hear something strange? Especially under the circumstances?"
"What?" I asked.
"Doing this, doing what we're doing is actually exciting, arousing me? Not seeing what Darrel's doing of course, certainly not that...but this, you and I sitting here in the car together recording all this."
"That's not so strange," I said agreeing with her, smiling. "I was just thinking the same thing, so yeah...I'm a little horny myself."
"Just a little?" Mom giggled reaching over to begin unzipping my pants.
"Well, a whole lot more now that you've said that," I told her, feeling the coolness of the night air suddenly envelope my exposed prick just before my mother's mouth did.
She had worn a simple pull over sweater, so lifting it up and over her breasts along with her bra, soon freeing them was relatively easy. I sighed with pure pleasure, molding her soft pliant breasts in my hands as she continued licking and sucking my very hard cock.
"Oh fuck, you'll never believe this."
"Now what?"
"Look, see for yourself," I told her.
Mom did so, now gazing into the small monitor that I held in my hand, still controlling it remotely as I now zoomed in towards the door.
"Is that what I think that it is?" Mom gasped in astonishment.
"Sure looks like it to me!" I mused laughing. "Too bad Karen doesn't see it, she's got the perfect opportunity to slam his prick in the door!"
We sat there watching with amused surprise at Darrel's boldness. As he had in fact stuck his prick through the small opening, pointing it towards the bed where his daughter continued to lay, pleasuring herself. Karen was in fact nearing the throes of her own orgasm in fact, the vibrating toy she was using, a rather expensive one with a rotating beaded shaft along with the various vibrations, including a clit stimulator was fully embedded deep inside her own cunt at the moment as she tossed her head from side to side wildly, just then tumbling over the edge of ecstasy, climaxing.
As we both sat there continuing to watch this, suddenly the prick, which was pointed through the small door opening, began to spew its load, most of it landing on the carpeting far short of the bed.
Shortly after the door closed again, with Karen being none the wiser concerning it, still basking in her own pleasured afterglow.
"Fuck me!" Mom said quite excitedly. "Fuck me hard and fast, right here in the car." She quickly slid out of her pants, tossing aside her well soaked panties as well, and then climbed on top of my stiff hard prick and began doing exactly that. Even the occasional passing car only enhanced the dangerous feel of excitement, the thrill of sitting just off the side of the house, fucking away like we were, the feeling wickedly decadent until we both soon after exploded simultaneously sharing one of the more intensely satisfying climaxes we'd ever had together.
#
I stayed up most of the following night editing the footage we had, more than pleased with the results as I watched it. In addition to that, the still photos, many of which I had blown up where even more revealing. After showing everything I had to mom, we decided not to approach Darrel with what we did have until after the holiday was over, and also only when Karen had left going back to her own dorm on campus.
For myself, I had enjoyed one quick very brief encounter with Karen just before she'd left, frustrated at never having any time alone with me, she had cornered me in the downstairs bathroom when I'd gone in to take a shower, even though Darrel and mom were upstairs at the time. I had just stepped out of the tub enclosure, spotting her there as she sat entirely naked on the toilet seat waiting for me to get out.
"I'll be heading back within the hour," she informed me. "But not before you give me a nice hard fuck before I leave."
I smiled, admitting to myself that there was a bit of irony in that. It may very well be the last time I was ever with her as mom would soon be informing Darrel she was indeed divorcing him, and with cause, which we would then show him and enjoy watching him squirm when doing so. And to be honest about it, I was really looking forward to that too.
I did feel a little guilty as I stepped behind my stepsister, slipping my cock deeply into her warm welcoming cunt. But only for a moment, and then the guilt became lust, pleasure and joy as I fucked her furiously, while she fucked me back just as furiously taking advantage of what would very possibly be our last time together, though she had no way of actually knowing that at the time.
#
Things went pretty much the way we'd expected them to. At first, Darrel was of course shocked, angry, and wildly erratic as he threatened the two of us, constantly reminding mom about the prenuptial agreement, until I finally got it through to him that what we had, we would thus use in court, breaking the prenuptial the way it was written, something we had also both discussed with mom's attorney. But in addition to that, I had also let it be known, that if I had to, if Darrel was still foolish enough to want to try and fight this without ensuring mom's financial stability and equal entitlements to their holdings and assets, that Darrel could expect each one of his clients to receive an interesting little DVD in the mail.
Not too surprisingly, mom soon after was granted her divorce along with a very reasonable settlement. But more importantly, Darrel was now and finally out of her life for good.
Several weeks went by, and then on a Friday evening as we sat down to watch a little TV together, I heard someone pulling into the drive. Peering out the window I realized it was Karen who had pulled in, though the car she was in wasn't the BMW she'd been given by her father.
"Who is it?" Mom asked.
"You'll never believe it, but it's Karen!" I told her already heading towards the door. She obviously was aware of the divorce of course, though not necessarily how it had all come about, or the real reasons behind it, or how my mother had finally obtained one so easily.
"Hey, what a surprise!" I said greeting her at the door. "Didn't expect to see you again anytime soon," I added, wondering at her reason for actually being here.
"Can I come in?" she asked somewhat meekly. "I need to ask you something," she said as I showed her in.
Mom stood in the living room. "Good, I'm glad you're here too," Karen said, though she walked over giving mom a friendly hug and a kiss upon seeing her.
"So, what's this all about?" I asked curiously.
"I think you already know, or at least I think you do," she began. "I already know that you must have had something on my father in order to be granted the divorce, and be given what you were in the settlement. One of the reasons dad had to take back the lease on my car, because he could no longer afford it. But that's not the reason why I'm even here, I need to confirm something, something I think I'm already aware of, but I need to know the truth of it, and I think you know just exactly what that truth really is."
The three of us soon after settled down on the couch. "Ever since just before Thanksgiving, dad had been acting really weird around me. He had even barged into the bathroom once when I was taking a shower, acting like he had every reason in the world to have done so, looking for his razor, acting like he was late for some damn meeting or something, and needing it, when I knew without any doubt that he'd gotten up much earlier than that, and had done so then as I'd heard him using it. So there was that just for one thing. But...there was another."
Mom and I looked over at one another expectantly as she continued.
"That night when you asked me to try out a few of those toys you were thinking about purchasing?"
She was blushing a little as she said it, glancing over towards me, but well aware that I now must have known about it as mom and I quite obviously didn't hold any secrets.
Mom acknowledged the evening of course, as did I.
"Well anyway, shortly after that I got up to take a shower and get ready for bed, which is when I reached for the door, and realized it was no longer locked."
"Stupid fuck," I thought to myself silently, realizing Darrel had forgotten to relock it before closing it.
"I know for a fact I had locked the door, especially since I'd be doing what I began doing shortly after that. But when I stepped back, thinking about it, I stepped in something, and looking down, examining my foot, I realized what it was that I had stepped in. At first, I wondered if you hadn't come into my room, intending to surprise me or something," she said admitting with a small smile on her face, though mom knew as I had certainly told her about the few experiences I had had with Karen, and not at all surprised by that either.



"But then I remembered and realized it couldn't have been you, especially with dad just being upstairs at the time, which is when I suddenly realized, that it had to be him! When I thought about that, along with a few other things he'd been doing lately, it suddenly made sense to me. And then after the divorce, when he informed me that because of it I'd have to give up the car, as well as his paying for school, thus forcing me to move back home, I did...though at the time I still wasn't entirely sure about anything. But then night before last, I came home unexpectedly..." she faltered for a moment as mom reached over hugging her closely to her.
"Go on sweetie...tell us what happened."
"Well, I came in through the back door, but he obviously didn't hear me," she said. "And there he was, watching the TV, which was a video of me masturbating on the bed. I watched him as he walked over to it, actually licking the TV screen where my pussy was, as though he was actually licking me. Can you imagine that?" She said with an edge of pure disgust in her voice. "But then...but then he stood up, jacking himself off and came all over the picture of me on the TV which he'd paused, my mouth wide open as though I was expecting, wanting him to cum in my mouth."
The cat was certainly out of the bag at the moment, and I was entirely unsure of what I could even say.
Karen turned towards me. "Yes Jake, at first I was a little angry with you too, realizing that you must have made that recording, but after I watched it, saw it again, and realized what was really going on, I then realized why you did it, and the reason you had for doing it, and though you used me a little in doing it, I understood why. Anyway, it was at that moment that he turned, saw me standing there, his cum still running down the TV screen, he held out his hands towards me, begging me to forgive him for what I'd just witnessed, but then in the very same breath, telling me that he and I could have an intimate relationship together, only if I was willing to listen to him and try to understand how he'd now come to feel about me. Needless to say, I left. I took a day to myself to think about things, and then decided to come here and ask if I could live here with the two of you for a while until I could at least get back on my own two feet again."
#
I can tell you that it's been a few weeks since Karen moved back in with us now. And I have to admit, life's been good, really, really good. And though I still haven't managed to figure out how to bring the two of them together quite yet, I'm working on it.
Oh yeah, I'm working on it.
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Mind Fuck II
It had been several years since Jared had left the dating service where he'd once worked for Cindy. And though she had claimed him to be a partner, the reality was, he still worked for her, but had grown tired of having to work for anyone. But even more importantly, he'd grown bored with what he was doing as it no longer felt challenging to him, and so he began to look at other more interesting possibilities.
When the series "Hero's" came out, Jared watched the program with obvious interest. And though he knew it to be nothing more than pure fantasy of course, he couldn't help but wonder, and thus remind himself that he was in a way uniquely different than everyone else. And though he certainly didn't consider himself any kind of a Hero, or run around in an attempt to save the world, he did know and accept the fact, he could do something that as far as he knew, no one else could. And the last thing he wanted to happen, was for someone to discover his unique ability, lock him away in some government facility, and then study or try to learn why he could do what he did. Even Jared didn't understand why he could "tune-in" to people's thoughts as he called it, though he had read every piece of scientific literature on even remotely similar subjects without gaining any better understanding of the phenomenon other than the one he had now.
But there was also something else, something new, which had happened quite by accident, and which he'd begun looking into though progress so far had been less than satisfactory in doing so and frustrating at best.
After Jared had left the Dating Service he'd been working at with Cindy, he had begun to think about where his special little ability might be better suited for him, and make him a considerable amount of more money than he had been making. Not so much that he would stand out because of it, he didn't want that either, but enough that he could at least live comfortably, be his own boss, and still fly under the radar without anyone giving him a second thought about whatever business savvy he might possess. Thus it was that Jared went into business for himself as a financial planner, stock broker, where he was able to use his unique abilities very much to his own advantage, often picking up private thoughts from other men and women he knew, learning more over lunch, just picking up thoughts than he ever could actually monitoring the exchange. And like everyone else, he had his up and down days, sometimes something he had gleaned as a good, safe investment opportunity didn't pan out the way he might have hoped, but overall, Jared had already made a name for himself in the business as being more astute to the way the market was headed more than anyone else. It didn't take him long then to acquire a fairly good-sized list of very wealthy clients who paid him well, and counted on him to invest their money wisely.
It had been while he was doing just that, having met a brand new potential client in his office that an entirely new manifestation of his unique ability to tune into people's thoughts, literally reading their minds, suddenly happened without any rhyme or reason for it in doing so.
If it hadn't been for the fact that she was an extremely attractive looking woman, especially for her age, which he'd learned was sixty two, that this might not have happened at all when it did, or perhaps much later on if even then.
Kris Nelson was a widower, owned a fairly large estate with numerous investment properties, but she had recently gone through a rather difficult and trying time when a close personal friend and associate of the family, who had been overseeing her finances for her for several years, suddenly absconded with several million dollars. Though he'd certainly not left her destitute, not by a long shot, it had put some of her properties in jeopardy, not to mention her over all trust in anyone else seeing to her investments after that.
Jared had just finished explaining to her everything his services involved, had gone over her financial portfolio, and had already indicated and pointed out to her several areas where she better needed to protect her liquid assets, as well as where she could further improve and enhance some of her investment returns.
He had hoped during their interview and time together that he'd pick up on her thoughts. Unfortunately, it didn't always work like that. Sometimes it just did. Sometimes he would hear what the person was thinking to themselves almost immediately as though they were speaking out loud. Then there were other instances where he would pick up a faint buzzing inside his head, and as though tuning into that person's particular frequency of thought, once he had done so, then he could also hear them thinking very clearly after that. And once Jared had established a link, he could continue to hold it even at a small distance unless he severed the connection himself, or unless they got too far away from where he was, when he could also lose the ability to continue hearing their thoughts.
But try as he might, he'd never been able to simply read a specific person's thoughts no matter how hard he concentrated on doing it. They were either there already, or he'd hear that all too familiar buzzing sound inside his head. It was the only way it ever worked, and he didn't always get to chose the person whose thoughts he was about to hear either, though he always left himself open to taking advantage of whatever situation was presented to him, which is why he spent a lot of lunches hanging around Corporate Executives, merely wandering around amongst them until picking up on some interesting thought or tid-bit of information. Jared had in fact been privy to some fairly secretive maneuverings, quite often saving his clients a substantial amount of money in potential loss as well as making them substantial amounts of money in being aware of a particular merger, long before anyone else ever was.
Jared had just finished pointing out one or two additional things for her to consider, he was just close enough that his hand still rested on her shoulder as he leaned over talking to her about them. As he did, he quite naturally glanced down the front of the blouse she was wearing. She certainly hadn't worn anything that anyone would construe as being entirely inappropriate, especially at her age, but the blouse she was wearing did balloon out slightly as she tipped forward looking through the sheaf of paperwork she held in her lap. Jared admired the still firm, still smooth contours of her magnificent full breasts, allowing his mind to wander briefly for a moment as he stood there.
"God I'd love to see you caressing your own breasts for me," he thought, and then picturing her doing so in his mind as she sat there in her chair facing him. To his sudden and complete surprise, he saw Mrs. Nelson's hand suddenly come up, cupping her left breast, the moment she did however, she realized it, yanking her own offending hand down as though she had scalded it, her face suddenly turning crimson as she spun around in her chair facing him. Her face had a wild-eyed look to it, her mouth opening as though intending to speak, though initially no words came to her that she felt would make any sense as she struggled with the "why on earth would I do something like that?" kind of thought behind the startled look as she sought some sort of inner explanations for her actions.
Surprised himself, Jared had also picked up a new sound, not quite the buzzing he had heard or had become familiar with before, this one more of an echoing sound, totally and completely different than anything he had sensed or dealt with before. But much like the buzzing sound, he held on to it, the echo becoming sharper, more focused until he was sure he had established a connection of sorts. But even then, he still couldn't hear her thoughts, which he'd initially half expected to hear suddenly.
"That's odd," he thought to himself.
"Yes...it is, and I'm sorry. I don't know what came over me there for a second," Mrs. Nelson answered him as though he had actually spoken to her. "I guess at my age it's expected that I could become a little senile, but I certainly never expected it to come on me like this. I have no idea why I did that, and I apologize to you for having done so, I certainly wasn't thinking anything, it just happened!"
What Jared now realized, was that somehow, Kris was hearing his thoughts, but not only that, his suggestion, his mere thought of what he'd like to see her doing had been enough that she'd actually done it without even thinking about it until well after the fact, as though she'd had no outward control of the thought, except to accept it, and thus do it as though it had been the most natural thing in the world to actually have done.
Jared was also very excited at this discovery, but he also realized that he had to act now, had to experiment now before whatever link had been established between them was broken. There would be enough time for further examination and thought towards it later. But for the moment, he needed to find out where he could go with this while he could, and while he had someone who was sitting there connected to him, though she was for the moment just as confused as he himself was.
Calming himself, he thought quickly, expressing his thoughts clearly defining the direction he wanted to take them without alarming Kris with regards to them.
"You really do have very beautiful breasts though," he thought now sitting down across from her smiling at her, though making it clear he had actually said nothing directly to her as he sat there. "And you really should show them off a little more often, show that you're still sexually alive, that you still have needs, wants and desires," he continued on saying to her.
It was obvious by the expression on the woman's face, that she was indeed hearing these thoughts inside her own head, though not necessarily in his own words or speech, but more like her own. Thoughts that she now must have been struggling with in hearing, thinking to herself, wondering why she was having them why she was thinking the things that she was without any real reason for doing so.
"It's been a long time since you've even been with a man," Jared thought, "And at the moment, the thought of possibly seducing me sounds very appealing, so much so that you find yourself more aroused than you have felt in a very, very long time!"
Finally Kris spoke, her face still flushed, her mannerism off balance unlike the way she had first presented herself when they'd initially met.
"I am, uh...yes, it has, what I mean is, what I meant to say," she stammered trying to make sense of her thoughts in doing so, "was that this uh...these uh recommendations of yours, well, this one here for example..." she said pointing one out on the paper, hoping to direct Jared's attention towards it, though he was at that very moment telling her something else.
"So simple a thing, just undo another button, see if he looks, if he's interested, if he'll say or do anything," he was thinking to her, and then watched delightedly as she leaned forward, her outward intention to direct his gaze towards the paper and away from her hand which even then reached up, quickly undoing another button on her blouse further exposing the bit of cleavage she'd shown to him earlier while he'd stood behind her looking down her blouse.
"I know this is going to sound very unprofessional, and I apologize to you beforehand if it is," Jared began saying, "And I truly mean no offense by it either," he added. "But I must tell you Mrs. Nelson, you really are a very attractive looking woman, and there is something about you that I find very alluring, very appealing, so I am truly in hopes that we'll be able to work together, and that you'll allow me to handle your financial affairs both now, as well as into the future."
She was smiling at hearing that, even more so when Jared allowed his gaze to be caught by her own as he glanced at her breasts, saw the added bit of exposed flesh which she herself had allowed him to see.
"And I don't mind telling you, that there is something about you that I find very familiar, very comforting in a strange sort of way. I really can't explain it, except to be truthful and honest about it..."
Kris was still stammering a bit, still awkwardly unsure of herself, though her intellect was once again starting to take over as she carefully chose her thoughts before expressing them.
"...but in a way, you have made me feel like a young woman again, and I appreciate that, I feel a bit giddy perhaps even, and have perhaps even acted that way for a bit here which I can neither explain, nor really chose to do so. But I can say that I do indeed like what you are offering, and would very much like to do business with you, and further cement our relationship going forward. So...having said that, would you care to join me for dinner this evening?"
By now Jared had a raging hard-on, he was indeed excited, for a number of reasons, though admittedly, the first of which was this unexpected newfound ability, though he also realized he didn't know too much about it yet. Why it had happened the way that it had, or what limitations it might have when trying to use it. Kris stood at that moment however, making it obvious that she was preparing to leave, though he still hadn't as yet accepted her invitation to dinner, though only mere seconds had passed since she'd asked him.
Jared smiled inwardly, he knew the moment he stood up, she would see his obvious arousal, there was no way of hiding it, nor did he really wish to do so. It would be interesting to see her reaction to it, to him when he stood. And though he knew he might still very well lose her as a client if she took his obvious reaction to her as anything other than a real compliment, then so be it. If nothing else, it had certainly proven to be a worthwhile and very interesting experience.
Jared stood, holding out his hand towards her, which she took though she also clearly saw the enormous bulge pressing against the front of his slacks as he did so.
"I'd be happy to join you for dinner," he told her as he stood shaking her hand, though she in turn continued to stand there looking at his very obvious erection.
"Are you um...uh, is that, well, is that, um..."
"An erection?" Jared stated simply. "Yes Mrs. Nelson, it is. And I again apologize if my having one offends you, but I honestly couldn't help myself, nor very easily hide that I had one when you stood now could I?"
Even as he spoke however, trying to once again interject his own thoughts, he found that that interesting new connection was no longer there. When it had severed between them he didn't know, or why it had for that matter either. He only knew that it was no longer there the way it had once been. But...just as suddenly as it had been there, and was now gone, he distinctly heard Kris's thoughts clearly being received by him again without warning, and again without any of the previous familiar signs that they would be. They were suddenly just there as he heard her immediate thoughts.
"What I'd really like to do at the moment, is fuck you...right here and now, right on top of this very desk, and to hell with dinner for that matter, I'd prefer at the moment just to eat you!"
She finally let go of his hand, her face once again taking on color, though it took a moment more before she could tear her eyes away from the front of his pants, which Jared swore had now protruded outwards even more fully as aroused as he truly now was especially so clearly hearing her thoughts.
"You know Mrs. Nelson..."
"Please... call me Kris."
"You know Kris, we could simply order in here, and continue on with our...ah, conversations and such, and really get to know one another a lot better, especially if we're going to be working so closely together," he told her.
She was grinning from ear to ear.
"Yes, I would enjoy that," she said demurely, far more confident now of herself than she had been. "Though I hope I'm not keeping you from any other appointments or commitments?" she questioned once again taking her seat. "God I want to fuck you right now," she thought further without actually saying it, though even her posture was as she again leaned forward slightly displaying her breasts.
"Oh no, no other appointments today whatsoever, though I do have one small problem that's come up that I need to do something about, unless of course you're willing to help me take care of it while you're here," Jared grinned suggestively, letting her know as he said that what he was openly eluding too.
"By the looks of it, I don't think that's a small problem at all, in fact, it looks like a very big problem and something that needs some very urgent attention the way that I see it," she said, suddenly standing, though this time as she did so, she quite casually reached up and began undoing the few remaining buttons on her blouse.
"What I wish you would do, is lay me down and fuck me right here on your desk!" she thought as she finished removing her blouse followed quickly by the black laced bra she was also wearing as she stood there openly showing him now her large full breasts.
"Ever wondered what it would be like to fuck on someone's desk?" Jared asked, seeing her smile widen even larger than she'd been smiling moments ago.
"You know, funny you should say that, always wanted to, never have."
"Well then, I can't think of a better way to sign this contract then can you? Though, do you mind if I use this as a pen?" Jared asked as he suddenly unzipped himself, releasing and thus exposing to Kris his hard purple-veined member.
She laughed, quickly slipping out of the rest of her clothing as he began to finish removing his own.
"Got enough ink in that pen to do that?" she asked wickedly.
"More than enough," Jared answered, and then patted the desk after clearing it for her, as she climbed on top of it with the ease of a teenager, quickly and expectantly spreading herself.
#
Though Kris was in fact nearly twice his age, she was built like, and fucked like a woman who was half that. Her breasts certainly didn't look like a woman in her later years, still full with a natural maturity to them that Jared found very appealing. Her areola were large, though a soft pink with thick almost eraser like hard little protrusions that stuck up invitingly off her breasts. Her tummy certainly wasn't taut like a young woman's might be, fleshy yes, but not without splendor in its own right, even her pussy, not quite hairless, yet trimmed with an aged beauty to it, soon had him devouring it with a hungry urgency, something which had taken her completely by surprise as she had fully expected him to simply mount her, and fuck her there on the desk. Which he did, but not before licking and sucking her clit until she'd had a full glorious cum in his face orgasm.
Kris was in fact still awash with the sensation of climax still coursing through her body as Jared stood only then placing the tip of his blood-engorged cock at the opening of her sex, further teasing her still almost too sensitive clit for a moment before shoving it fully and completely inside her, literally taking her breath away.



"Oh fuck me! Fuck me!" she thought, then said it aloud a moment later, "Oh God Jared...fuck me!"
Jared had never really fucked an older woman before. He had fucked several a few years older yes, but as he did, he found far more pleasure and giving with her than he really had with many other women far less her age. And what he really liked and enjoyed, was her total and complete lack of inhibitions, her spontaneity, her self-discovery and willingness to tell him what she wanted, and how she wanted it.
"Oh baby!" she moaned, "Come fuck me from behind, take me deep hard and fast!"
With an agility he hadn't expected, Kris suddenly extricated herself from his prick, flipping over onto her knees there on his desk, her ass winking at him invitingly. He had no option but to climb onto his own desk with her, kneeling behind her as he did so, once again pressing his hard stiff erection at her slippery opening that was even then oozing a delightfully creamy substance that still coated his cock. He slid back into her once again feeling that slick substance bathing him, grasping him as she began humping herself back against him. Jared took delight in the sensual sway of her breasts as they began to swing, sometimes rotating in completely opposite directions as he fucked her cunt, pummeling her deeply from behind. Kris moaned, occasionally lifting up balancing herself on one arm using the other to capture one of her free swinging tits, caressing it, pinching the nipple, then once again collapsing back onto the desk, fucking back against him almost violently as she neared ever closer and closer to yet another orgasm.
Kris soon after did just that. Jared felt her sweet tight cunt clasping his prick as she shuddered, her pussy convulsing like a pulsating heartbeat around him. He felt his own pleasure suddenly intensify, felt the liquid release boil up from his balls just as Kris sensed his orgasm begin, uncunting him, spinning turning over on his desk top and then grabbing his now throbbing cock with her mouth. Jared felt his semen burst forth from the head of his prick one delicious ejaculate after another as Kris greeted each one laughing, drinking, and draining him dry.
#
Jared ordered Chinese from a nice little restaurant just down the street and around the corner from his office. Kris had freshened herself up in his private bath, soon after emerging wearing one of two white terry cloth bathrobes he had told her she'd find there. She carried the other handing it to him just as he hung up the phone.
"Should be here in about twenty minutes," he told her slipping into his robe.
Several papers lay strewn about the floor, which he had carelessly swiped off his desk just prior to their frenzied fuck together. Kris stooped over intending to pick many of them up.
"Don't bother," Jared laughed stopping her. "We're not done yet."
He watched as the few she had already gathered toppled from her hand, she too was smiling as she faced him. "God, I'm glad to hear that," she sighed happily. "I was hoping that was only the first round."
Kris settled herself comfortably into one of Jared's large oversized leather chairs while he stood at his private bar fixing them drinks. Once again the front of her robe parted showing him a great deal of one of her breasts as he stood there admiring the view, handing her a glass of wine.
"Thank you," she said accepting it, and then felt his now free hand slide down the side of her neck into the deep plunging "V" of her robe caressing her breast. Her nipple quickly became erect once again as he briefly thumbed it, his prick already beginning to lengthen just as a buzzer went off in his office alerting him to the fact that someone stood at the door downstairs.
"Dinner," he announced releasing her breast, and then crossed the room to the intercom pressing it. "Come on up," he announced only then checking the small monitor next to it confirming that indeed their dinner had in fact arrived. "Cute!" he thought to himself as the young woman holding two large sacks let herself in and began climbing the short flight of stairs up towards his office where he stood waiting for her.
Jared opened the door meeting the young Asian woman as she arrived, startling her slightly as she greeted him wearing only the white terry cloth robe. Behind, she could see Kris likewise wearing another one, and couldn't help hiding the brief quick smile that appeared on her face as she brought in the sacks containing their food.
"Ah, where would you like them?" she asked.
As she spoke, Jared heard that echoing sound, he turned studying Kris but knew almost immediately that it hadn't come from her as the echo was now coming from beside him as he pointed towards the bar directing her.
"Over there," he told her his mind already a blur at the moment wondering how he might once again experiment with this new found ability he'd just discovered, anxious to learn if what had happened with Kris would also be possible with the cute Asian woman who now stood before them.
Even as he stood wondering and thinking about that he picked up Kris's own thoughts.
"God she reminds me so much of Kaya!"
In the twinkling of an eye Jared discerned the longing in her thought, the forgotten memory that had suddenly emerged confirmed a second later by a followed thought, "God, I still miss her after all these years!"
"That will be eighteen seventy-five," the young woman spoke having set their dinner down on the counter top though she was currently looking towards Kris, surveying the room as she did so.
"That's right," Jared thought reaching out to her, following the echo, sharpening the connection as he had done previously with Kris. "Take it in, know that we were fucking here, picture it in your mind, the frenzy, the lust, the wild crazy abandon taking place just before you arrived."
She was indeed doing just that as Jared purposely took his time looking for his discarded pants that he'd tossed over one end of the couch, drawing her attention to that as he did so, fishing for his wallet.
"More than anything, you'd like to stay and party with us," Jared suggested, forming the mental image of the three of them together, the young woman naked, lying on the couch her pussy being licked pleasurably by Kris while she in turn began sucking Jared's hard stiff aching cock.
As he found his wallet withdrawing it from his pants, he purposely slipped off to one side the fold of his robe so that his prick stood proudly poking out towards her as he turned, wallet in hand even then withdrawing the cash from it handing it to her.
As he'd hoped, her eyes immediately locked on to his exposed erection. He followed her gaze, pretending surprise at his exposure, quickly covering himself.
"Sorry," he grinned sheepishly holding out the cash to her, which she accepted, though she was also smiling as she took it.
"Don't be," she grinned back at him. "I'm only sorry I never get to do anything like this," she found herself saying, though Jared had implanted that very thought, hopefully, expectantly as she spoke it.
"You're welcome to stay," Kris suddenly announced surprising Jared as she said it, though he couldn't have been more pleased when she did.
"What's your name?" Jared asked taking her by the hand, leading her over towards where Kris was sitting before she could collect her wits or reconsider what had just been suggested or come up with any sort of reply that would keep her from wanting to do that.
"Aryia," she answered softly, Jared sensing the hesitation and uncertainty in her tone of voice as she spoke.
"Relax," he soothed mentally, "It's just the excitement you're feeling, you really do want to do this, experience this, now...with us."
"That's a very beautiful name, for a very beautiful young woman," Kris had added standing up taking the young woman's hand as Jared passed it to her.
"Thank you," she said blushing, catching her breath just as quickly as Kris placed one of her hands on the young woman's breast.
"Would you like to stay and play with us?" she asked hopefully, continuing to lightly caress and massage the young woman.
She glanced over towards Jared, his cock once again fully exposed as he stood purposely stroking it for her, his thoughts still connected, the image he had formed of her standing there, Kris continuing to do what she was already doing, though slowly undressing her now.
"I need to make a call first," she announced grinning. "Or they'll wonder what happened to me."
She quickly produced her cell phone, spoke briefly though rapidly in Chinese and then hung up. She was again blushing as she did so. "Told them I tripped going down the stairs and sprained my ankle, said I was catching a cab on my way to the hospital to have it looked at," she giggled.
"You won't get in any trouble?" Jared asked worriedly, honestly concerned.
"Oh no, family owned business, and I assured my mother it was nothing more than a bad sprain. I'll wear an ace bandage on it tomorrow, limp around a bit. Everything's fine," she assured him, and then began undoing the buttons on her tight white little blouse.
#
As Jared had suggested in his thoughts to her, she had begun removing her top, though she quickly approached Kris once again standing in front of her, letting her know as she did so, that she expected Kris to finish doing that. Only too happily to oblige her, she began doing so.
Aryia's breasts though very small, were sensual too look at as Kris peeled away Aryia's blouse revealing as she did so that she'd not been wearing a bra and had no need for one. Her nipples were incredibly long however, perhaps longer than any Jared had ever seen before and as he stood there itching to suck one, he watched as Kris leaned forward taking one of the young woman's elongated nipples into her mouth and began doing just that.
As she did, Jared walked over now standing behind Aryia. She wore a simple black skirt with a side zipper that he now pulled down quickly freeing her of the garment as it came away in his hand. She wore the briefest of tiny black thongs, the twin cheeks of her small very firm ass fully exposed which he now cupped within his hands caressing her though also allowing the firmness of his erection to rest against her, alerting her to his aroused presence.
"God I want to eat you!" Kris said still licking and sucking the young woman's tit. Once again Jared formed the image of that, one he'd created earlier within his mind, though the image was even sharper now as Aryia stood there envisioning it herself.
"Yes! Yes! I'd like that," she moaned softly.
Interestingly enough, Jared now saw the woman's own mental picture, being drawn down to the floor rather than upon the couch as he'd first imagined it. He quickly moved helping Kris to do just that, tossing one of the pillows from off the couch towards her which Kris expertly placed beneath the woman's ass effectively elevating her mound which Kris was only then revealing, sliding the tiny bit of black fabric away from her, down her legs and then tossing it off to one side.
Jared smiled while looking at her bare little cunt, she was completely hairless, her tight thin lips somewhat swollen in arousal as Kris knelt before her, her hands already spreading the light brown flesh that hid the delicate pink core of her sex, her hard little nubbin already protruding forth and upwards like a little pea just begging to be licked.
Jared sat down beside the two women, his hands already reaching out to begin manipulating one of her very hard erect nipples, rolling it as he did so between his fingers, hearing her soft contented pleasured sigh as he did so, and then her sudden intake of breath which she held as Kris wrapped her lips around the young girls precious little clit and began sucking it.
Jared then felt the woman's hand reach out for, quickly finding his prick which she began stroking, squeezing the tip with her delicate fingers until she had produced as well as captured a fat droplet of his pearly precum. She smeared it across her lips licking it tasting him, and then once again seizing his prick, rolled slightly towards him though remaining in position so as to allow Kris to continue licking and toying with her sweet tender cunt.
Just like what had happened before, the echo was suddenly no longer there, but her thoughts were. The images he'd still been seeing inside his own head faded out like a morning dream, but her thoughts now crystal clear, equally as sharp as though they were his own.
"Oh fuck me, finger fuck me!" she said to herself, "suck my clit!"
"Stick your fingers inside, finger her "G" spot," Jared told Kris. He saw Aryia's amazed expression as he said that, just as though he had in fact been reading her mind, which he had been of course, though his words merely suggesting the obvious as he sat there watching, felt the first delicious sensation of the young girl's lips as she nibbled at the head of his prick toying with it.
"Oh yeah, make her squirt," Jared added, picking up on the fact that she would, her thoughts tumbling about inside her own head, half worried with the knowledge that she most often did, not knowing for sure how Kris might receive it when she did. Just hearing that, wondering if this young Asian woman could and would do that, she attacked her pussy even more hungrily than she had been, her fingers probing and caressing the swollen pouch just inside her opening, lips still sucking her clit, sometimes flicking it with her tongue causing Aryia to bounce uncontrollably beneath her.
"Oh yeah! Right there! Right there!" she thought without saying it, though her deep throated moans certainly did.
"Keep doing that," Jared informed Kris, "I think she's going to explode soon!"
Perhaps it was just hearing his words, so in tune did it seem that Jared was so aware of her body what she was feeling. His urging, the touch of his hands still encircling, tweaking her nipples merely enhancing the erotic lust that now fully consumed her. With an upward thrust, she launched her cunt uncontrollably against Kris's face, mashing it against her, her hand now letting go of Jared's prick as she reached forward with both, grasping the back of Kris's head as she hung suspended there for a moment, still grinding, humping herself as Kris in turn latched on to Aryia's clit holding it between her lips and sucking it for all she was worth.
The sudden cascading spray of sweet nectar surprised them all. Aryia didn't just squirt a little, the force of her female ejaculation sufficient enough to force Kris's head and mouth away from her, though Kris laughed delightedly catching the bulk of Aryia's very wet climax upon her face and breasts as she sat back, still fingering, still palming the woman's clit watching the continued almost endless spurting of her pussy as it discharged it's nearly clear essence drenching them both.
Aryia collapsed in a heap for a moment after that, trying to collect her senses, the connection between she and Jared suddenly severed as her mind became a fugue of pleasured thought and wonder.
"Oh my God!" she finally managed to say, actually sounding a little embarrassed as she struggled to sit up. "I'm sorry, I had no idea I would cum like that," she once again apologized unnecessarily. "I mean, sometimes I do squirt, a little maybe, but never have I done so like that!"
Kris was smiling, still massaging her own breasts, the liquefied pleasures of the girls spending still coating her flesh in a clear wet sheen.
"No reason to," Kris told her. "I loved every fucking minute of it!" She added. "I had a very dear friend, a companion once who you remind me a lot of. And she very often did that herself, something I was always envious of her being able to do. The fact that you did, that you can, I am actually very grateful for, and excited to have experienced once again."
#
They took a break to further collect themselves as Jared fixed everyone a drink. The girls continued to sit on the floor excitedly sharing experiences while Jared sat in one of his comfy leather chairs listening to them. Oddly, he could still pick up some of Kris's thoughts, but his connection to Aryia's had definitely been severed for the moment. He could no longer hear the echo either, a phenomenon that he still hadn't as yet figured out as to why or how it happened, or even when it would.
"I think someone else needs to have his cock sucked!" Aryia soon after suggested to which Kris readily agreed. Both women soon half crawled over towards him, taking up positions on either side of him as he sat within his chair, contentedly watching the two so totally completely different women as they began stroking and playing with his cock, passing it back and forth to one another just as playfully, licking and sucking it, gently fondling his balls.
As good as it felt however, Jared wanted to fuck the two of them simultaneously together.
"Kris," he began instructing. "Lay down on the floor face up. Aryia? You lay on top of Kris, also face up," he said smiling and winking at them. They got the picture almost immediately and soon after scrambled into position.
Jared knelt between the outstretched legs of both women, piled erotically on top of one another, twin cunts winking at him as he first twiddled their respective twats with his fingers, relishing in the juices that he found there. He watched delightedly so as Kris reached up and around Aryia, once again beginning to toy with the woman's breasts as she lay comfortably atop her, her nipples once again fully hard and erect.
"Doesn't she have the most amazing nipples?" she said as she continued playing with them pulling them up and away from the young woman's chest, eliciting a pleasured giggle as she did so.
"You both do," Jared responded, just then placing his cock first against Aryia's cunt, slapping her exposed still tender clit with it, making her bounce, then doing the same to Kris's pussy, likewise beating her lips and clit with his hard firm erection momentarily, teasing them both in this way for several long moments.
"Are you going to fuck us or drive us insane with your teasing?" Kris asked, which is when he quickly speared her cunt affectively taking her breath away.
"That answer your question?" he asked and then slid in and out of her several times, coating his prick with her slick juices before removing it, placing it against the opening of Aryia's before slipping it for the first time inside her.
"Oh fuck!" Aryia cried out. "Fuck that feels good!" she moaned excitedly, enjoying the half dozen or so thrusts of Jared's prick in and out of her before he once again removed it, causing her to moan with the sudden loss of it from inside her, though he quickly speared Kris's cunt once again, causing her to gasp with the sudden unexpected intrusion.
"Oh yeah fuck us! Fuck us!" Kris cried out as though somehow Jared was indeed fucking the two of them simultaneously.
He indeed then varied his strokes, sometimes fast, sometimes slow. Sometimes only once in and once out, never the same. Both women were now writhing hotly excitedly before him, urging him on to continue, hands a swarm over one another as they petted each other, Aryia occasionally capturing her own breasts, her hands holding Kris's upon her, squeezing her breasts, pinching quite cruelly her amazingly long nipples.
Jared in the meantime thoroughly and completely enjoyed himself as well, fucking into one cunt, and then into the other. He soon felt his orgasm begin however, knowing when it did that the intensity of it would be near over whelming. But he wanted to enjoy and experience their pleasures as well, and thought wickedly to himself as to how he'd like to see that, quickly informing them both.
"I am going to cum all over the two of you," he announced pulling his prick out of Aryia's pussy though continuing to stroke it with his hand, pointing it towards them. "I'm going to drench these two sweet cunts with my cream, and then after I do that, I'm going to watch the two of you, grind your cunts together, smearing my fuck juice between you until you get one another off," he announced lustily.



"Oh yes! Yes!" Aryia screamed out excitedly in agreement though Kris quickly joined her in doing the same.
"Shoot your fucking spunk all over the two of us!" Kris now urged him excitedly. "Let us feel it hitting us, splashing on us, covering our hot dirty naughty cunts!"
Jared indeed did so, watching his intensely felt ejaculations leap from the opening of his prick, his semen strong, thick and powerful as it cascaded in a high hard-felt arch against the two women. He purposely aimed it, watching his semen explode first against Aryia, her clit disappearing beneath the blanket of his white sticky essence which drowned it, and then turning continuing to milk his own prick, now doing the same to Kris's, her puffy swollen lips suddenly criss-crossed liked a French pastry as his spunk collapsed against her in thin ribbons of erotically artistic delight.
No sooner had he finished, Jared weak-kneed, half stood and collapsed back into his chair, his prick still throbbing with heart-felt delight as the two women once again wrestled themselves into position, cunts coming together, legs entwined overlapping one another as they quickly began humping themselves together, the sound of flesh slapping flesh just as erotically sounding as though he'd been fucking either one of them himself.
It wasn't long after that they both cried out their joy in rapturous pleasure, their orgasms combined, simultaneously carrying one another over the precipice of climatic release until only the sound of their contented breaths could be heard within the sudden silence of the room.
#
Several days passed since his wildly erotic evening with the two women. And though he continued to receive that faint familiar tickle in his ears alerting him to the fact that he could "tune in" if he chose to on that person's thoughts, which very often he did, if only briefly once discerning there was nothing of importance or significance worth listening to. Not once had he again heard that odd echo. Jared had even tried concentrating, though all that had produced was a headache, so he'd given up doing that. Whatever had caused that to happen hadn't occurred since for whatever reason. He replayed each encounter over and over within his mind, but couldn't discern any major similarities which had caused it to happen, though the abilities he had gained from it, though also different, had been very much the same.
Jared finally decided that whatever it was, however it happened, it would do so again in its own place and time, so he quit worrying about it for the moment, though telling himself that if and when it did so again, he would take advantage of it as much as he could and find out what limitations he might have, if any, with regards to using or controlling it whenever it did happen.
In the meantime, Jared continued to mingle at lunch around high financial executives listening for secrets that he might exploit both to his, as well as his client's advantage. He had also fulfilled a couple of promised requests as a guest lecturer at a local university, attended a book signing for his newest release which promised to be yet another best seller, and went about his days just as he'd always done though listening for an echo that never came.
#
"Mr. Anderson?"
"Yes?" Jared answered having answered his desk phone.
"My name is Doreen, Doreen Johnson," she said introducing herself.
"How can I help you Doreen?" Jared asked already enjoying the sensual tone of her voice over the phone, his prick even twitching a little reminding him it had been several days now since he'd even had a nice fuck.
"Well, it just so happens that my daughter attended one of your lectures on campus, it was one of the rare few times I've ever really seen her enthusiastic or as excited about something as she actually found herself while listening to you. But the point being is this, Jillian, who is actually one of my twin daughters has known I've been looking at diversifying some of my financial holdings as they've seemingly grown stagnant. And for a while now, I've been thinking about getting a new financial advisor that could help me with my finances, but being that I am a Professor at the same university where the girls are going, and where they caught your lecture, I've honestly not had the time or even the inclination to spend a lot of time looking for someone. So to make a long story short here, I was wondering if you might be free one evening to come over to my home, sit down with me, and help me decide what sort of things I need to do."
Because of his busy schedule, Jared informed Doreen that they would have to meet on a Saturday afternoon, which she readily agreed to do. Had it not been for the fact that he'd found something intriguing in her tone of voice, he might have passed on adding her on as a new prospective client. The last thing Jared wanted to do was bury himself in his job. He already had more than enough money to meet his needs and then some, but there was indeed something about Doreen that he had found intriguing, as he'd sat there talking to her. He had even gone so far as to release his prick from within his pants, stroking himself though all they discussed was a few brief minor details about what sort of holdings and assets that she had. But he had found pleasure in her sensual sounding voice, imagining her naked, legs spread, his prick embedding itself between her legs.
"Thank you Mr. Anderson, I really look forward to meeting with you on Saturday then," she had said hanging up.
Jared reached over swiping several tissues from out of the box, wiping the cum from his hands and between his fingers, tossing the Kleenex into the trash, then tucking his spent prick back into his pants already looking forward to Saturday.
#
Jared arrived shortly before three o'clock, which is when his scheduled appointment was for. He surveyed the grounds as he approached the door. The house was large, though older than most, obviously and recently remodeled and refurbished. He paid particular attention to those things as he'd learned through experience that people who took pride not only in the way that they looked, but in their households and property, also took very seriously in the security of their financial status. Jared hated wasting his time if someone wasn't willing to follow his advice.
He rang the doorbell and saw movement down the corridor, though the thick stained glass windows bordering the door didn't allow him to see specifically who it was. It was only a moment more before the door opened. When it did, he was greeted there by a young attractive looking woman with dark brown shoulder length hair and equally alluring dark brown eyes. But as pretty as her face was, it was her enormous chest that first captured his attention, and he had to force his eyes away from her quickly so as not to offend her, or unprofessionalize himself.
"Hello, I'm Jared Anderson, I have an appointment to meet with your mother I assume," he said smiling at her still careful so as not to stare directly at her enormous looking breasts though he was still tempted to do so.
"Yes, come in, we've been expecting you," she said in greeting, stepping back still holding the door open for him, though he found he needed to turn sideways upon entering as he did so in order to keep himself from literally brushing against her breasts as he passed by. "And by the way, my name is Jan," she said holding out her hand towards him once Jared had entered. He took it, shaking it, and smiled inwardly at the brief quick jiggled of her full-sized breasts as she did so. "She's downstairs in her study, please follow me."
As he did so, he wondered briefly if she was the other twin to the daughter whose name Doreen had already mentioned to him. He smiled inwardly at that, already imagining what it might be like to have twins, something he had never done or had before, wondering if they would fuck differently, or exactly the same.
Jan quickly led him to another room where she knocked briefly, and then opened the door to her mother's office. Once again Jared had to turn sideways passing Jan by as he entered the room, glancing back briefly before formally meeting Doreen who had now stood in preparation for meeting him and now physically introducing herself.
"You look enough alike to be sisters," he said in greeting taking and thus shaking her hand.
"Thank you," Doreen said gesturing for Jared to take a seat. "Many have told us that, and of course I'm very flattered by it, especially as attractive as all my daughters are."
"Is that uh..." Jared said once again glancing back, though Jan had already disappeared once again closing the door behind her.
"One of the twins? No," Doreen laughed. "That's my eldest daughter Jan. I'll introduce you to the twins later, Jennifer was the one who attended your first lecture, though it was actually Jillian who recommended you to me," she stated.
Doreen in fact looked very much like her eldest daughter. Same color of hair, size and shape, including once again having rather large sized breasts, which he again couldn't help, but noticing. Which is when he heard a slight chuckle coming from her, and he lifted his eyes, realizing as he did that he'd allowed his gaze to linger a bit too long on her breasts.
"Runs in the family," Doreen said easily. "We're all rather large chested, and we're all very used to being looked at, can't be helped I suppose, and not that any of us mind either, because we don't."
Jared felt a slight flush spread across his face, but he didn't apologize for looking either having heard her say that, and besides he was momentarily distracted as he'd picked up an old familiar buzzing sound and had been quickly trying to tune it in as he and Doreen continued on in their conversation together.
"Well...didn't I tell you he was good looking?" Jared heard one of the girls saying. "Wouldn't you just love to fuck his brains out?"
Unfortunately, or fortunately, dependent upon how one looked at it, there was a lot to go over with Doreen, and Jared knew in looking at what he was, that it would require a couple of hour long sessions. Not that he minded that, but with the chatter going on between the twins and their other sister, he was having trouble concentrating on what he was doing, which was an ironic place to be in as he did see himself as a professional when it came to planning out someone's financial future. He was half tempted to tune the girls out entirely when he heard another snippet of conversation between them.
"Well I don't know about you Jan," one of the girls was saying, though Jared had no way of knowing which one of the twins it was that was currently speaking. "But I'm so fucking horny I'm tempted to take my vibrator out and get myself off right here and now!"
Jared heard Jan laugh at that. "Well don't let me stop you if that's what you're going to do, but for myself, I have an even better idea!"
"What?"
"I'm going to put on my bikini and go out back and sunbathe."
"Well that's dumb!" One of the girls said. "Why?"
"Because I'll have to pass by the window of mother's office that's why," Jan said giggling. "I saw the way he looked at me, and no doubt the way he's ogling mom at this very moment too, there's just something about him that excites me, so it might be fun to see if I...or we," she added. "Can maybe excite him and see what happens!"
"Well Doreen...I think that gives us a pretty good start," Jared said letting her know as he said it that it was time to wrap things up for the day at least. "I've given you some pretty good options to look at and think about, most of which are the important ones for now. We can look at doing a few other things with the rest of your assets once we've made these changes first, and then take a closer look at some of the less important ones for now."
Jared saw a slight look of disappointment in her face, obviously she wasn't quite ready to see him leave just yet either. He smiled at that.
"Could I trouble you for something to drink?" he asked. "Such a nice day out, perhaps I could suggest we do that outside?"
Doreen looked greatly relieved upon hearing that. "Oh that sounds like a marvelous idea!" she enthusiastically stated standing up with him. "What can I get you?"
"Anything with alcohol in it," he told her winking at her as he did.
She laughed, "Hope you came by cab, I make a pretty mean Long Island Iced Tea."
"I can always call one if I have to," Jared said just then looking up at the window watching as Jan, Jillian and Jennifer suddenly strolled by the window, each one of them wearing one of the skimpiest bikini's he'd ever seen before. Doreen had noticed them too and laughed.
"Should have known," she said still chuckling to herself. "I know that the twins were anxious to actually meet you in person, I just didn't know to what extent they would take it," she said shaking her head knowingly. "I hope you don't mind having a bunch of half naked flirtatious women hanging around you."
"Me? Certainly not!" Jared grinned back at her. "Sort of wish I'd worn something a bit more comfortable myself."
"Well at least take your coat and tie off," Doreen told him. "If you don't mind, I think I'll slip into something a bit more comfortable myself," she said handing him his drink. "Go ahead, I'll meet you out back in a few minutes. And don't worry, the girls won't bite, unless you let them," she added smiling, and then turned leaving Jared to his thoughts as he strolled out back towards the patio, draping his coat and tie over one of the deck chairs as he did so.
The moment he walked outside the three girls spotted him, immediately standing in order to more formally greet him, even though each one of them was half naked as he saw it since the tops of their bikinis barely even covered their respective breasts. He was already thinking how much he'd love seeing them completely naked when he first took Jennifer's hand as she introduced herself to him.
The echo he heard inside his head was clear and immediate, her thoughts so sharp almost loud if you could call an image loud, that it startled him briefly. In her mind, she was already on her knees sucking him.
Jared was soon introduced to Jillian, the echo he was hearing now suddenly amplified as was the visual picture he saw inside his own head as Jillian imagined them all sitting around the patio table talking, though she had sat off to one side of him, her fingers toying with her pussy having pulled the bottoms off to one side so that he could see that was what she was doing as she sat teasing, flirting with him.
And though Jared had been briefly introduced to Jan, he again acknowledge her, also taking her hand, but the echo wasn't there when they again greeted though he could still very clearly hear her innermost thoughts.
"I'll bet you're already undressing us in your mind aren't you?" she giggled silently to herself. "And wouldn't you be surprised to know we've already discussed how you must look naked too," she added simply smiling at him though she then invited him to take a seat at the very same patio table that Jillian had been fantasizing about, taking the very same position next to him in fact as he sat.
"Ah, I see you've met the girls!" Doreen spoke having come out side carrying a tray of Long Island Iced Teas she had just made for the girls. She sat them down on the table, taking a seat on the other side of him. Jared eyed Doreen appreciatively as she was every bit as attractive and good looking as her daughters where. He could see how the four of them could all be mistaken as sisters as they sat together.
And Doreen had in fact made herself VERY comfortable. Though she wasn't wearing a bikini the way her daughters were, the one piece she was wearing was cut in a very low "V" in front and in back so much so, that her equally large breasts threatened to spill out of it even more so than the girls own tops were hinting at doing.
"Well, I'm happy to say that Mr. Anderson..."
"Jared," Jared interrupted her saying, "Please, just call me Jared."
"That Jared," Doreen smiled nodding at him, "Will indeed be handling our accounts for us going forward," she told the girls excitedly. "So thank you Jillian, and Jennifer," she included nodding towards the two girls as well, "for turning him on to me."
"Don't you mean getting turned on to him?" Jan thought to herself laughing at her own joke, though she quickly caught her laugh when the twins glanced towards her also chuckling having picked up on the very same thought she'd only shared with herself.
As they spoke, Jared realized just how challenging and difficult this particular situation might be. Not because of any financial problems, those were easy and he knew with a great deal of certainty that he'd be able to substantially increase their holdings. What he was thinking about was the almost overwhelming input his mind was receiving from the four of them, the echo no longer there in his head, but the crystal clear images that the twins kept throwing at him which he had to force himself to keep separated which was no easy task. And then on top of all that, the continued thoughts that kept worming their way inside his head from both Jan and Doreen, though these at least he could tone down or even tune out back to the soft little buzz if he had to.
But Jared had already decided that this might indeed be the perfect opportunity to further explore, and somehow gain an even better understanding of these shared images, something he still wasn't clear on how, or why they came about in the form that they did. Additionally, he also knew it was going to be an interesting challenge for him, especially under the circumstances, to see if his own power of suggestion could indeed cause either or both of the twins to comply to his wishes or thoughts, especially with their mother and other sister sitting there.
Since it was Jillian that had given him the idea, especially as she'd actually sat down in the very same chair that he'd seen in her brief quick fantasy, he decided to work on her first, easily chatting with the girls about his new book as well as his travels, though he now reformed the same mental image that he'd been given from her, picturing her as she sat there, her hand slowly inching its way down between her legs, pulling off to one side the tiny bit of fabric covering her pussy.
Jared looked without looking, allowing only his peripheral vision to alert him if she was indeed succumbing to his now shared suggestion. He had to hold his smile seeing that she was! Her hand indeed down between her legs, the look on her face gathering color as she sat there. Only then did he purposely glance her way, asking her a question but allowing him to make full and complete eye contact as he did.
"So, what is it you're studying?" he asked, and though the question was certainly innocent, he allowed his eyes to look directly at where her hand was, which she had indeed now slipped inside herself, her fingers quite obviously tickling her exposed clit which he sat staring at briefly before looking up once again catching her eyes and smiling at her, letting her know as he did so, he was enjoying what he was looking at.
"I haven't really decided on a major yet," she smiled back, her fingers if anything even more openly fingering her wet slick opening. As she spoke Jared looked over towards her twin sister. Jennifer too had noticed what Jillian was doing, leaning over to then whisper something into Jan's ear having seen the sudden boldness of what her sister was now doing, and that Jared had obviously noticed that she was.
"Is she crazy?" Jared heard Jan thinking. "Damn, I wish I had her guts," she added just as quickly however, and Jared even sensed a sigh in her thoughts as she did so.
"Oh yeah, keep fingering that pussy for me," Jared thought, now focusing on the image of her doing just that, but ready to push it a little, see just how far he could manage to exploit this under such unusual circumstances.



He now focused on her twin sister, it was much easier to form pretty much the same mental image for the two of them since they looked exactly alike, and also much easier to picture them identically naked rather than with them wearing the non-identical bikinis they had on. He couldn't see Jennifer, but Jan's glance downwards towards her sister soon confirmed for him that she too was now playing with herself, along with Jan's sudden added thoughts.
"You're both crazy!" She said somewhat startled though her emotions clearly showed Jared she was finding this weirdly arousing, exciting even though she was surprised by the boldness of her two sisters.
Jared continued holding, pressing the image even though he continued asking innocent questions to all four of the women, though he was finding it most difficult in doing so for a number of reasons. One, he was himself now very aroused, very erect, and the alcohol was indeed strong giving him a light headed buzz of another sort which was making it even harder for him to maintain the erotic naughty image he was holding onto as a suggestion back to the two girls.
"Can I get you another?" Doreen asked noticing that Jared had just sat his empty glass down on the table.
"I better not, I am feeling it a little, and to be perfectly candid with you, I tend to let my inhibitions get away from me when I've had a little too much to drink, and I am also finding it difficult, though admittedly very pleasurable to be sitting here looking at the four of you, though again I am perhaps already showing my lack of inhibitions in even saying that. It's just that, well...shall we say you're all very extremely and attractively sexy looking women?"
It was the truth, but he was also hoping to heighten everyone's awareness, and open their thoughts even more intimately with the sudden knowledge that he was in fact...horny, which he'd basically informed them without coming right out and saying it.
Doreen laughed however at his remark, gathering his attention towards her when she had done so, which Jared could see by the pronounced press of her twin hard nipples against the thin material of her swim wear, that his comment had obviously aroused her to some extent as well.
"I know what you mean," she said agreeing with him. "These have the same sort of effect on me too."
"Yes, I can see that," he now boldly pointed out to her with not only his words, but also his gaze as he looked directly down and towards her obviously very erect nipples seeing the blush in her face as it began to spread, though she smiled excitedly towards him as he sat looking at her.
Jared turned however now pressing the thought in his mind directing it towards Jillian, it was time to see if he could force it even more than he had been, willing her to seriously sit there and finger-fuck herself loudly enough perhaps that not only he, but everyone else would have no doubt about what it was she was doing. When he heard the slippery finger-sucking sound she began making with her hand as the juices began to cling to her fingers and became louder, he smiled inwardly glancing directly towards her just as the other three women now where as well.
"Oh my!" Doreen said with a great deal of surprise in her tone of voice. "Jillian! What on earth are you doing?"
"It's not just her mother," Jan interjected. "But Jennifer's doing the exact same thing over here too!" she boldly confessed to her. "I think you may have made the drinks a little stronger than usual as they obviously seem to be having quite and affect on everyone, including yourself!"
Jan had given her mother's obvious hard and pronounced nipples a nod, indicating that they were every bit as much telltale as was the sudden naughty juicy sound of Jillian's fingers working her cunt.
Doreen in fact did look a bit embarrassed then, not to mention obviously confused and startled by the extremely shocking actions of her twin daughters.
"Oh my goodness, I'm...I'm not sure what to say Jared," she began saying almost apologetically.
"Please, don't say anything, I'm quite enjoying it, and like I told you, I tend to lose my own inhibitions rather quickly myself, if I thought it wouldn't offend anyone, I'd honestly consider doing something about it as aroused as I admittedly am at the moment."
It was of course at that very moment that Jared picked up on Doreen's thoughts.
"Oh, if you only knew," she was telling, and thinking to herself, "how many times my daughters and I have actually sat out here and masturbated together, now...wouldn't that shock you?" she finished thinking and saying to herself.
"And let me be perfectly candid with all of you about something," Jared suddenly announced. "I've always had, always entertained this fantasy about pleasuring myself in front of a group of women while they did the same," he paused for a moment letting his words sink in, seeing the amused expressions on all the women's faces having said that. "Though again I hope that doesn't offend anyone by my having said or admitted to that, it's just that under the circumstances here, since we all seem to be a little open at the moment to our various arousals..."
"I for one would LOVE seeing you jerking off!" Jennifer suddenly spoke out interrupting him, though Jared had indeed planted that very same suggestion inside her head, urging her to speak it aloud, which she had, though she admittedly looked immediately embarrassed afterwards for having said it.
"Jennifer!" Doreen exclaimed equally as shocked by her daughter's sudden admission.
"I wouldn't mind doing that at all," Jared quickly exclaimed, "Like I said, I've always fantasized about doing that, but I would certainly hope that the four of you would join me in doing the same."
There was indeed a brief moment's hesitation and uncertainty, Jared knowing that the thin thread he still held in his mind could quickly unravel at any moment, though their actions might be enough to propel things forward anyway even if it did. He again focused his thought towards Jillian, knowing he had only mere moments to continue controlling this if he still could.
"Scoot your chair back," he pictured her doing, let me along with everyone else see you have no intention of stopping, if anything, that you're more than ready to do that but a lot more as well..." even as he thought this, he added the image of Jillian suddenly undoing her bikini top removing it, which she now did simultaneously scooting her chair back making it quite obvious to everyone that she was more than willing to do as Jared had only conversationally entertained.
"Oh yes, very nice, you have a lovely, very beautiful pussy, and I very much admire your amazingly full breasts!" He stated boldly smiling as he said so, and then nodding his head approvingly at the other three. "As I am sure...you all do!"
Not too surprisingly, it was Jennifer who then stood, likewise undoing her bikini top, removing it. Jared noticed that her nipples were the same tan color that her sisters were, fairly large areola encircling both women's breasts with now very thick hard extended slightly darker nipple tips which Jennifer allowed her hand to reach up towards gathering it briefly, caressing and fingering it.
"Well, if we're really going to do this, and since it looks to me like we are, I'm at least going inside to get one of my favorite toy while we do. Fingers can be fun..." she said smiling down at her twin sister, "but I personally prefer fucking myself with something nice stiff and hard!"
"Um...uh, would you mind grabbing mine while you're at it?" Doreen asked her daughter, the grin on her own face one of aroused and excited acceptance of the situation.
Much to Jared's relief, Jan laughed joining in. "I'll get it mother," she announced, "Since mine are all at home, I'll need to borrow one of yours anyway."
Jared looked over towards Doreen.
"Jan is my only married daughter, at the moment anyway," she added thus explaining the comment, "though came over today in order to meet you when she heard you were coming."
"Well, I'm not cumming yet," Jared quipped keeping their conversation sexual, "But I hope I eventually will be! And I am looking forward to watching the four of you do so as well. I mean who is lucky enough to ever see three sisters doing so, along with their equally beautiful mother!"
By the time Jan and Jennifer had returned with their own favorite personal toys, Doreen had removed her own bathing suit so that she now too sat uninhibitedly naked in front of him. Jared had waited purposely for the girls return, even standing as they came back letting them all know he had done so just for them. Once they had all again taken their seats, handed out their respective toys, Jared quickly unzipped and began slipping out of his slacks.
His hard stiff erection immediately presented itself, his own pair of bikini briefs barely containing it as he turned towards the four women, each one of their eyes glued to the obviously noticeable bulge which he then revealed for them having slipped his hands into the waistband, then bending over in an instant removing them. Once again standing erect, they all saw that he was indeed and they all smiled and sighed approvingly.
The girls had already repositioned their chairs in a semi circle facing towards Jared as he soon after sat down in his. Jillian, content with using her own fingers, continued to do so, though she occasionally removed them smearing the juices that she found there, applying them to her own supersensitive nipples which Jared very much enjoyed watching her play with.
Jennifer preferred the enjoyment of a rather sophisticated device that obviously had some sort of clit stimulator attached to it, along with a beaded rotating midsection that she quickly inserted into herself, turning it on.
Jan had chosen a simple vibrating egg which she likewise quickly inserted into herself, though choosing to use both of her free hands to sit and play with her each one of her enormous breasts, also lifting them in order for her to lick and suck her own nipples.
Doreen's favorite toy appeared to be a hollowed realistic looking penis which she managed to slide up and beneath it, sitting down on it, and slowly fucking herself against it. And though there was another vibrator laying on the table which she could obviously insert inside the fake prick, for the moment, she had chosen to leave it there and simply fuck herself through her own movements.
Jared's prick was already leaking a well of precum, though he continued to squeeze more and more of it out as the girls watched, delighting them all as he captured it, further coating his prick with it until it virtually glistened with his pearly slick cream as he continued teasing himself with it as they all watched him.
"This is fucking hot!" he exclaimed, hearing the same unvocalized sentiments being expressed by the four women, only then realizing as he heard them, that once again, the image connection he had once had with the twins had disappeared, though the thought connection now existed as it had with Jan and her mother.
Curious about the why of it, now was not the time however for delving into that, it would be food for thought later. Right now, his entire focus was on the four beautiful naked women sitting in front of him, each one pleasuring herself in her own unique little way, each one of them watching him while he did so himself.
"I love a man who's not at all shy about touching himself in front of a woman," Doreen announced with a followed moan in her tone of voice as she continued to slow thrust herself up and down in her chair, the thick enormous prick obviously bringing her pleasure while she did so.
"Isn't that one of the reasons you married daddy?" Jan stated excitedly, as she sat there manipulating her own breasts often pinching quite hard her own nipples.
Jared realized up until now, he hadn't even thought to question the whereabouts of Doreen's husband, and though the interesting situation that had developed here really didn't concern him, he wondered if the husband's sudden appearance should.
Doreen's laugh gave him a slight reassurance against that concern. "Well, certainly not the only reason, but yes darling...it was one of them," she added, then turning back towards Jared, seeing perhaps the slight look of concern on his face.
"And don't you go worrying about Mike," she said further reassuring him as she spoke. "We don't have what some would call an "open" relationship exactly, but we're neither one of us shy about enjoying other people around us, which as you can well see, has included the girls."
Jared allowed his expression to show interest in that. "Go on, tell me more, I'd be interested in hearing about that, as its obvious to me, this isn't the first time the four of you have done something like this together," he'd already correctly surmised.
"No, you're right...it isn't," Doreen confirmed quickly, still self-fucking herself as they continued on with this rather interesting conversation. "Mike and I have always been open with the girls about not only their sexuality, but our own as well. Don't get me wrong, none of us has gotten physically involved with one another, though some might consider open masturbation to be a form of incest I suppose, but we've never seen or regarded it in that way. And though it's true that if Mike and I feel like fucking, we simply do so, even if the girls happen to be around. We always felt and believed that it was more natural to show them that we still have and give affection to one another and not try to hide it. The girls have sometimes watched us while we do if they felt like it, or leave if they chose not to."
"I always loved watching mom and dad fuck!" Jan announced proudly. "Sure as hell taught me a thing or two!" she added.
"Same here," both of the twins said simultaneously.
"And even Mike has occasionally just jerked himself off, if the girls wanted to watch, they did. And if they...which they've done on many occasion obviously, felt like masturbating, then they were free to do so without feeling like they had to run up to their rooms in order to do it. I in fact taught all of them how, showed them a few of the toys they could use if they so wanted to, and then showed them openly how I preferred doing it myself, which is how they all learned, but more importantly, came to be comfortable with their bodies when doing it, as well as their open-minded uninhibited sexuality."
"Yes, I can see that, and I'm certainly at this very moment most grateful for it too!" Jared grinned at each one of them.
Jared watched as it became obviously clear that Jillian was just beginning to enjoy yet another quick orgasm. He'd wondered if she already had earlier, and now knew since reading her thoughts that she had, and was again hovering on the edge of yet another one, which is perhaps why he didn't immediately pick up on the sound that everyone else obviously did.
"Speak of the devil!" Doreen said smiling, now directing Jared's attention to the sound of a car's engine just then turning off in the drive way next to the house. "That would be Mike."
#
Jared was again somewhat relieved that none of the girls suddenly jumped up or made any effort to cover themselves, nor did Doreen, still sitting there with her toy deeply embedded inside her cunt, though she did stop humping herself against it as she looked up expectantly across the yard. Jared quickly followed her gaze, saw the man who was obviously her husband only then entering through the side gate.
"Back here babe!" Doreen called out waving towards him. "Come over and meet Jared!"
Mike briefly had a look of surprise on his face yes, but at least it didn't turn into one of anger after that. He smiled instead, genuinely so as he waved back at his wife, acknowledged the girls, and even gave them each a quick brief kiss, soon giving his wife a much longer one, even briefly cupping her exposed breast as he did so before finally turning his attention towards Jared.
"Nice surprise," he said smiling at everyone. "And you...must be..."
"Jared!" Jared said taking the man's hand, though he remained seated, feeling a bit awkward in greeting him this way, and not wanting to stand up in order to do so for very obvious reasons.
Almost immediately Jared heard another echo, and knew it was coming from Mike. He quickly focused on it, narrowing the path until the connection was made, Mike's thoughts suddenly his own, the mental image he was now thinking or considering clearly being expressed. He too sitting down with everyone, cock in hand, enjoying himself as he sat watching his daughters, wife and even Jared as they continued on pleasuring themselves.
"Can I get you something to drink honey?" Doreen asked.
"Ah, no thanks, not yet anyway," he said smiling now taking a seat. "I don't suppose any of you will mind if I join you?" he asked. "Been a long day, and I could certainly use a little stress relief," he grinned saying.
"Of course not," Doreen stated easily, though she looked over towards Jared for his reaction.
"Fine with me," he told them all. "The more...the merrier I always say!"
The fact that he now had this connection with Mike was of extreme interest to him. He wondered what he could do with it for one thing and had already begun to consider a few possibilities, out of nothing more than experimental curiosity perhaps. But now was the perfect time to do so as he further thought about it.
Mike had already unbuckled his pants, unzipping them and slipping them off, quickly dropping them down onto the ground next to his chair. His prick already well stiffened as he sat and began stroking it as nonchalantly as if he'd just lit up a cigarette and had sat back in order to enjoy it.
"Your wife was just explaining to me how the two of you managed to raise your girls so openly with regards to their, and your sexuality." Jared began. "I find that very admirable for a number of reasons," he continued on and then listened to much of the same things that Doreen had already told him about though Mike did expand on it to some degree.
As Jared sat listening however, his mind was still thinking about other things, his curiosity now working in overdrive as he considered the possibilities. He wondered..."You obviously enjoy watching your own girls masturbate, not to mention your wife, but I wonder..."
And he was too. It was obvious by the look on his face that he was indeed finding it very pleasurable to watch his own daughters having fun, as well as his own wife who once again had gone back to enjoying herself, though she had now slipped in the additional stimulation of the humming vibrator which she'd slipped inside the hollow shaft of her toy.
Jared knew as he thought about it that he first needed to establish a reasonably easy base of suggestion to work from in order to ensure that he did have a good suggestive control over Mike's thoughts. So as he sat, though continuing to enjoy watching the girls not to mention the side pleasure of still stroking himself, Jared pictured the image of Mike walking over to his wife, offering her his cock to be sucked, then concentrated on that, holding it firmly within his mind through the connection he still held, and waited.
He was pleased when only a moment or two later, Mike actually did stand, walking over to stand next to her. "Baby, I know we're all just sort of doing our own thing here, but I'd really appreciate it, if you'd catch me up a little here perhaps, and I was just thinking how damn nice it is when you mouth me a little, so...would you mind?"
And as he had also hoped, Doreen didn't mind it at all, nor did the girls for that matter as they again were very accustomed and used to seeing such intimate happenings between their parents, though indeed by some of the thoughts Jared was picking up, this was the first time, with the exception of Jan's own husband, that anyone outside their immediate family had been there to witness them doing so.



While Doreen continued to playfully suck her husband's cock as he stood there still watching the girls enjoying themselves, Jared relaxed somewhat himself now, enjoying the physical erotic stimulation he was witnessing, hearing now as Jennifer began to climax, the expression on her face one of intense satisfying joy.
Using that moment of vulnerability, Jared refocused his attention back towards Mike.
"Seeing Jennifer climax so wonderfully, it's so thrilling to see isn't it?" Jared began to suggest, painting and creating the image in his mind as well as the same one he now knew he was painting in Mike's. "You would love to feel your daughter's lips wrapped around your prick, sucking it...how good it would feel, how expertly her tongue would tickle and please your prick..."
For a moment Jared sensed as well as felt the excitement of that in Mike's mind, but it quickly fragmented and he fought back trying to maintain it, almost having to recreate the whole entire thought over again. Having done so, he continued to suggest the erotically naughty idea, but this time it was as though he had hit a brick wall, the image wavering, shattering a barrier of sorts suddenly firming against it.
"Mike! What's wrong baby?" Doreen suddenly questioned her husband worriedly. "You suddenly don't look very well!"
To Jared's surprise, it was true. Mike staggered back away from his wife gripping the patio table for support. "I don't know," he said closing his eyes shaking his head. "I suddenly got this horrible migraine headache that came out of nowhere," he told her. "I certainly don't know why...one moment I was standing here enjoying myself...enjoying what you were doing to me, and the next...well the next I suddenly, well lets just say I felt this sudden horribly painful pounding in my head."
Mike turned facing Jared along with his daughters.
"Sorry to be a sudden party poop here, but I think I'm going to go inside and lie down for a while, see if I can kick this."
"Maybe I should be going," Jared said actually standing up.
"No! Please don't... stay, enjoy yourself. "Don't let me ruin everyone else's fun and excitement," he stated, then turned without another word and headed into the house.
"That certainly was interesting," Jared considered thinking to himself. He would need a lot more time, perhaps a few more opportunities to further explore this, but it did appear as if there were some actual limitations in getting someone to act on an implied thought or suggestion. Perhaps it was easy if the person was of a mind to be open to those, in which case, a prompt, a mild hint in that direction along with the encouragement was enough that a person actually would. If however, a thought or suggestion in trying to force a person to do something that they would never imagine or consider themselves as ever doing was given, it might be found that like what had just happened here, that that persons natural aversion to ever doing such a thing would act as a subconscious block to that, perhaps triggering as it had for Mike, a mental severing of the connection that Jared had established with him, but which had indeed been severed as though cut with a knife the moment whatever barrier in Mike's head had formed.
It was an interesting thought, and one indeed that Jared fully intended to explore further. But at the moment, with the subdued mood that everyone was now in, he wondered if it wasn't indeed time for him to leave.
"Maybe I really should be going," he announced.
"Oh please Jared, not yet!" Both the twins suddenly implored him. "We really were so looking forward to watching you...cum," Jennifer grinned openly. "I so enjoy seeing that," she added.
"So do I", Jan likewise exclaimed suddenly. "Please don't go!"
"I'm sure Mike will be fine Jared," Doreen said chipping in. "And I'll go inside and check on him in a bit here anyway, but we really all were very much enjoying this, and we'd hate to see it end on such a sour note here."
But it was when Jillian stood up out of her chair quickly kneeling down on the grass in front of him, taking his prick within her hands that Jared relented into staying. "Here, allow me, you just sit back and enjoy it. I love doing this myself anyway."
"Hey, I want to help too!" Jennifer said almost immediately, soon joining her sister. Once again Jared wasn't too terribly surprised that neither Jan nor Doreen commented, or suggested doing anything more themselves, obviously content to watch, and quite happily so as they went back to masturbating themselves while the twins began making a game out of playing with Jared's prick, which he quickly grew fond of their doing, and allowed himself to sit back and enjoy their girlish manipulations of his rapidly re-aroused prick.
It wasn't long after that that he felt the first delicious beginnings of his orgasm, informing the twins only moments before he began to climax. Both girls elatedly stroked his prick, their hands entwined over one another as they did so, jacking him up and down excitedly as well as expectantly now. Jared noticed too that even Jan now stood, coming over to stand just behind where the twins still knelt for a better look. Doreen was content to remain where she was, though her view certainly wasn't obstructed, and began cumming herself the moment he did.
"Oh yeah, fuck yeah...here it comes!" Jared shouted pleasurably, and then managed to keep his eyes open as his prick suddenly lurched sending a geyser of his pent up cum cream flying into the air.
The twins giggled happily as it did, stroking his penis, aiming it purposely at one another's breasts, taking copious amounts of his discharge which sprayed against them almost wildly as they took turns waving and still jerking his prick back and forth against one another.
"Whew, that was damn fun!" Doreen said finally collecting herself as had everyone a few minutes later. "But...I probably should go in and check on my husband," Doreen announced, bidding Jared good-bye, but confirming the future appointment they had already made in getting together again. "And I do hope we'll find time to enjoy something like this in the future as well," she added with a wink and a smile, and then left the three girls to see Jared to the door after that.
#
As he drove himself home, he thought through the few bits and pieces that he had managed to put together now finally. Looking back, he also now realized that that "echo connection" as he now termed it, usually occurred only when he was himself imaging a specific thought or idea inside an image of that, and that he also had to be thinking that when he physically and actually touched another person. But it wasn't just that, which brought it about either, he also knew he'd been doing that before, but the echo hadn't always come or been there like it had before now. He wasn't positive yet, he would still have to do a bit more research until he was, but he felt most likely that whoever he did touch while maintaining those thoughts, also had to be mentally picturing something in their own mind as well at the time. Only then did the "thought echo" happen, and only then when he focused on it, much like he did when he first heard the buzzing sound, tuning it to that as he called it, did the connection then complete itself.
It was still only a working theory, one he would have to think on and pursue further.
But Jared was indeed looking forward to that. And there was something else he was now wondering about now as well. He had learned there was something new he could now also do, and he couldn't help but wonder, "Could there be more?"
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At forty-two years of age, Jackie Anderson was an attractive looking brunette that looked more like a woman in her early thirties. She still wore her hair long, usually in a ponytail that helped to make her look younger as well, which probably helped to contribute to her being mistaken for a much younger woman. She worked out, though not as often as she would have liked, but enough that she kept her still firm figured well toned and in reasonably good shape. Though her breasts weren't certainly overlarge, they were still full and "almost" perky as she once thought while examining and admiring them in her bathroom mirror.
Jackie had been married at twenty-four, divorced ten years later and had remained single ever since then. Her career as a freelance photographer had kept her busy, more importantly, employed as she had a keen eye for detail and was often given assignments by several agencies she worked for, enough at least to make a reasonable living at.
But it had also contributed to some extent to her divorce as her ex hadn't been real thrilled with her traveling as often as she sometimes did, though that wasn't the only reason for her marriage eventually ending either. After the first year of marriage, the sexual desire and interest once shown to her by her husband slowly began to diminish until it had reached the point where it was virtually non-existent. When she had caught her husband having sex with his "personal assistant", in her own home, that for Jackie had been the last and final straw.
The problem with that was, Jackie was the first to admit to having a strong sex drive, though she wasn't the type to jump into bed with just anyone either. She had found that most of the men who were even close to her age were already taken. And those who weren't, preferred staying single themselves. As such, she'd all but exiled herself into being celibate, though she still continued to masturbate frequently and had a very active fantasy life whenever she did that. But that too was beginning to grow old, you could only fantasize about so many things before you turned them into reruns, and Jackie was beginning to do that!
Her life soon after took an interesting turn, and one in which she would never have thought herself possible in pursuing or exploring. Though pursue it she did, and began to enjoy it more and more though the risk associated with it was well on the dangerous side, the intoxicating high that came with it was for her an addiction.
Jackie had gone to a local mall to shop for a birthday present for her best friend Marsha who she had known ever since high school. Having done so, she now strolled through the large mall merely window shopping and amusing herself. She considered herself a "people watcher" often finding her artistic eye capturing images of people who she passed, sometimes spoke with, or merely contented herself with observing while she would sit and relax for a moment before moving on.
She had spotted a shoe store and took a moment to peruse some of the summer sales and styles. Standing just inside the store she had glanced out spotting a very young, very attractive woman sitting down on one of the bench seats just outside the store. Normally she wouldn't have given the young woman a second thought, but she found that she reminded her of herself quite a bit when she had been her age. She sat with several packages, obvious that she'd been out doing a considerable amount of shopping most likely for herself by some of the name brands on her parcels that Jackie had read. She wondered briefly if this young girl might indeed be fresh out of high school and very possibly spending her first real paycheck on herself as an initial reward, just as she herself had once done.
But it was at that very moment that Jackie observed something she felt certain she shouldn't have. Sitting across from the young girl was an older gentleman whose wife Jackie had quite by chance followed into the store. She'd overheard their brief conversation where the older guy had sighed somewhat disgruntled at his wife's sudden interest in going inside in order to browse around. He had opted to remain outside where he'd said he'd prefer waiting for her, and had taken a seat, though he now sat with his back towards Jackie from where she stood, and from where she now observed the young woman.
It was then that Jackie also noticed the young woman was wearing a very, very short skirt, certainly not outside of the style of the day by any means, but as she sat fidgeting with her packages for a moment, she had opened her legs just far enough apart that even from where Jackie stood, she could see the girl wasn't wearing any panties whatsoever! She even laughed to herself wondering if the young girl was even aware of exposing herself, of if the older guy sitting across from her might now likewise be aware of it himself. Curious, Jackie stood still pretending to be looking at shoes on the other side of the window, though her eyes remained focused on the actions of the young woman. To her amazement, the girl once again shifted, her legs once again parting, even wider this time if that were at all possible. She glanced quickly to the left and then again to the right before focusing her own eyes on the old guy sitting in front of her. What Jackie saw next shocked and surprised her. She saw the girl purposely spread her legs, which was interesting enough, but she soon after followed that action by slipping her own hand in between them, a gesture that couldn't be misconstrued by any means. Jackie observed further as only a moment later, she lifted that same hand to her own face, sucking and licking her finger, smiling, suddenly standing, retrieving her packages and quickly moving off.
"Oh my God! Did I just see what I think I saw?" she wondered to herself.
Jackie quickly exited the shoe store and headed immediately over to a small Kiosk where she pretended to show interest in a pair of sunglasses. She now faced the older gentleman who still sat patiently waiting for his wife, but Jackie noticed that the somewhat irritated and impatient look he had shown on his face just before sitting down had now been replaced by a secretive smile which he now held, and which would no doubt remain so even if his wife unexpectedly spent money on a new pair of shoes.
Jackie then headed off in the same direction that the young girl had headed off in, spotting her a short time later once again taking yet another seat across from a younger guy who sat with what was obviously a baby carriage parked next to him while his wife obviously browsed some nearby store as he sat waiting for her. Once again Jackie observed nearly the same exact routine, at first leading the unsuspecting guy into thinking he was inadvertently getting a sneak peek up this woman's short skirt where she was exposing herself. Then after taking a quick look herself at any nearby traffic, slipping her hand up between her legs, running her fingers through her pussy, and then sucking her finger off once again much to his surprised delight. And just as she'd done before, soon after standing and hurrying off knowing full well that her intended victim wouldn't follow or make any sort of a scene because of it either.
#
To her own curious surprise, she followed the young woman out of the store into the parking lot at a safe distance, she noted as she did so, the girl wasn't parked that far away from her own car, though she began heading off in that direction though still keeping an eye on the other woman. She watched as she got into her car expecting her to pull out momentarily, but when she didn't, Jackie once again grew curious. Having reached her own car, she slid in, pulling out of her spot. She even chastised herself briefly for her own foolishness, but soon drove around to the lane where the young woman still sat, locating another open spot just two cars away. Still curious, Jackie climbed out of her car and began heading back towards the mall acting as though she had just arrived to do some shopping. She purposely angled over towards the woman's car intending to walk by it on her way back into the store, soon did so glancing in looking at her. When she did, she was again surprised, seeing the young girl sitting there in her front seat, one hand openly massaging and playing with an exposed breast, and though she couldn't see much more of anything else, just the placement of her free hand told her all she needed to know.
So stunned was she that the girl was openly doing this, she actually halted by the side of the car, the girl now acknowledging her presence even going so far as to roll down her window.
"Can I help you with something?" she asked.
"You're uh...masturbating?" Jackie stated matter of factly still looking at her.
The young woman laughed, and though her hand was no longer playing with her own breast, it remained exposed even as she reached for her keys starting her car. "Yes...yes I was until you came along," she added though still continuing to smile. She put the car in reverse backed out of her spot and drove away leaving Jackie to stand there in wonder at all she had seen and witnessed.
With no reason to actually go back inside the mall now, Jackie returned to her own car, sat for a moment, and much to her surprise, found herself thinking about everything all over again, but even more importantly, found herself very much aroused as she did so.
"I wonder..." she considered briefly. "Nah...no fucking way," she was about to start up her own car and drive home when another pulled into the spot just ahead of her and facing her. Before she even knew what she was doing, or why...Jackie reached down pulling her tee-shirt up and over her head much to the startled delight of the middle-aged man still sitting in his own car facing her. The look on his face was one of amused surprise, which sent a torrent of shivers running up and down Jackie's spine, especially when she suddenly removed the bra she was wearing, baring her chest momentarily, as he continued to sit there watching her. Jackie then put on the tee shirt she'd actually purchased as a gift for Marsha as though it had been her intent to do so the entire time. With her breasts now covered, she smiled, even gave her parking lot neighbor a friendly wave, and backed out of the stall. Jackie felt giddy, lightheaded as she straightened herself out, once again glancing over for a quick peek, catching a friendly returned wave along with a smile that split the guys face from ear to ear.
#
It was a day for firsts, as Jackie now did something else she had never done before either. She had felt the all too familiar trickle of moisture gathering between her legs. It was of no moment for her to reach down popping the button on her shorts, and then lowering the zipper as she drove. Sliding her hand down the waistband of her bikini panties, she soon found her wet swollen lips and began to playfully finger herself as she drove along. Pulling up to the light in the left hand turn lane she continued to do so, oblivious at first of her surroundings until a young kid in a high lifted pickup truck pulled up next to her at the light. He had naturally glanced over towards her looking in, and then down, and then did a double take as she caught the expression on his face. Just then the light turned green for her to turn, which she did, leaving him as he sat at the light with his mouth wide open.
Only a few streets from her own home, Jackie continued to play with herself, the excitement of the somewhat minor little exhibionistic episodes more than enough to stimulate her, though her intent now was to climax before pulling up into her own drive and then again the moment she went into the house.
She had almost accomplished just that when she turned down her own street. Hovering right on the edge as she continued to tickle her clit, she glanced up and saw her very married next door neighbor outside mowing their connected front yards.
Jackie was so close now even as she pulled into her own driveway, the thrill and excitement as she hovered there, knowing now that if she didn't finish as close as she was, that it would in fact spoil the intensity of the moment. Mike, her neighbor looked over her way, though Jackie had now placed her cell phone to her ear as though she were talking to someone, though she wasn't. She sat, one hand holding the phone, the other still stroking her pussy, though now she had every intention of drawing out her impending orgasm even longer than she'd originally intended. She knew that Mike always mowed her side of the yard as well for her, and as he was just finishing his own, he now did smile, acknowledging her as she continued to sit there as though still listening and speaking to someone on the phone. As she had already removed her bra earlier, Jackie now lifted the bottom of her tee shirt up and over her breast exposing it enough so that she could fondle herself playing with it, though remain hidden just beneath the top of the car door. All Mike had to do was come close enough, look inside and he would have been able to see what she was actually doing.
Jackie's heart was beating a thousand miles an hour now. As Mike happily walked towards her now mowing her side of the lawn, she knew that he would soon turn and pass directly beside her. She had but a second or so to pull down her tee shirt once again covering her breast in the event that he did look over at her, and then inside. Jackie found herself more excited at that very moment than she had found herself feeling in a very, very long time. Still holding the phone to her ear, she steeled herself, letting her breast remain there as it was as Mike indeed turned now mowing along the driveway beside her. He passed however, continuing on, and then proceeded down along the sidewalk heading in the opposite direction.
Jackie came, her climax intensely sweet, shaking the very foundations of her being with the pleasure of it as she strummed her clit happily, feeling the flood of juice which she knew had soaked the front of her light blue cotton shorts not to mention even more thoroughly soaking her panties. With the edge off, and though still somewhat aroused and excited, reality soon kicked in however, so she bolted from her car up the drive and into the house before Mike had made another turn which would have had him passing by her. She knew he most likely would have turned off the mower, speaking with her momentarily had she allowed him to catch her and do so. She unlocked her door stepping quickly inside however before the sound of the mower as he passed by her walk informed her that she'd just barely made it.
Looking down, she shook her head crazily, surprised with herself at how close it had been. Her shorts indeed thoroughly soaked, though as she stood there still leaning against her own door, she could have perhaps explained to him that she'd "lost it" and had inadvertently wet herself. Even the thought of that sent a wicked naughty jolt through her however, imagining the embarrassed expression on Mike's face that he would have had for her, Jackie herself feigning embarrassment at having accidentally wet herself, and then worse, being caught by him at having done so. She stood their imagining their very awkward conversation. She, wet soaked shorts and panties, Mike trying to advert his gaze away from her, sharing her embarrassment, awkwardly so, but the whole time with Jackie standing there, cunt throbbing, clit itching wantonly.
With her back still pressed against the door, Jackie once again slipped her hand down the front of her wet panties, the surge of excitement upon her in an instant, the sound of the mower once again passing by as she stood there frigging her clit until her knees buckled and she finally allowed the pure agonizing moan of pleasure to escape her lips as she cried out joyously, even then hoping that the sound of the lawn mower passing by would drown out the sound of her pleasure.
#
Finally Jackie managed to collect herself. The first thing she did, removing her friend's birthday present, inspecting it to ensure she'd not dirtied it or mussed it up in anyway. Marsha, along with Beverly and Kimberly were expected in just a couple of hours now, coming over for a cake she still had to bake, along with coffee and ice cream in celebrations of her dear friends' forty-second birthday.
But even as she baked her friends cake and straightened up her house in anticipation of their coming over, she once again found herself aroused, the excitement of the day and all she had seen, done and discovered once again igniting the smoldering coals of her newfound desire.
#
She finished her shower and began to dress. As she opened the drawer on her dresser intending to put on fresh panties and bra, she spotted her stash of toys, which she kept there. Smiling, Jackie fingered the small vibrating egg that she realized she hadn't used in a very long time. Slipping it inside herself, she felt the soft hum of the toy gently stimulating herself while on the slowest, softest setting possible.
"I'm I horrible or what?" she asked herself though already her body was responding to the delicate caress. "They're just my friends," she further considered, "doing this for my own personal fun," she allowed further as she stood there trying to convince herself that she wasn't crazy for doing this, it was fun and it did feel good after all..."didn't it?"
She soon switched the toy off, though keeping it snuggly inside herself, and then slipped on a pair of panties though she giggled wickedly as she tossed her bra back in the drawer and slipped on a very tight form fitting tank top that she knew would clearly reveal the shape of her breasts.
Jackie had just finished decorating her friend's birthday cake when she heard the doorbell. As she walked over to answer it she flipped the remote control switch on and felt the tiny egg come alive inside her pussy. She was grinning outwardly as well as to herself when she opened the door.
"Hi sweetie! Happy Birthday!" she continued to grin giving Marsha an affectionate hug before leading her into the house.
"Well, look at you!" Marsha smiled back appreciatively. "If I didn't know better, I'd wonder if you'd also invited over some young hunk to strip for the party or something, that...or you've suddenly turned gay!"
Jackie giggled knowing full well that Marsha was surprised to see her the way she was dressed, Jackie never went without a bra on, including just hanging around the house. She even reached out with a quick finger giving one of Jackie's hard little protrusions a friendly hello.
"Hey!" Jackie squealed playfully, turning as she did so breaking the contact.
"Well it's certainly not cold in here at the moment," Marsha continued teasing her, "so obviously you've either been doing..." she paused grinning, "or thinking about something anyway!"
Once again the doorbell rang however, and Jackie pirouetted away from her friends inquiring look in order to answer it. "Saved by the bell!" she tossed back at her.
"For the moment..." Marsha allowed.
Even Beverly and Kimberly who had arrived together noticed a difference in their friend. Usually subdued, not nearly as vivacious as she appeared now, they had all three teased and asked her about it, wondering if she'd suddenly found herself a fuck buddy finally, something they'd all been urging her to do rather than continually looking for Mr. Right all the time.
They had finished their cake, ice cream and opened presents, while Marsha helped Jackie carry in the dishes to the kitchen, Beverly slipped in a movie they were all going to sit down and watch while Kimberly poured them all some more wine.
"Ok, give!" Marsha said cornering her friend against the sink. "If I didn't know you better, I'd swear you were wired! You've been grinning half the night, and there have been times when you've had the strangest look on your face, not a bad one...just, goofy sort of."



"Well in a way I am wired," Jackie finally confessed, and then quickly told her everything that had happed to her since going to the mall.
"You're telling me you've actually got it inside you right now?" Marsha asked her eyes suddenly grown wide though her shocked smile was one of approval. She burst out laughing then.
"Shh! They'll wonder what we're laughing about in here!" Jackie giggled along trying to suppress it.
"Let me see!" Marsha pressed suddenly.
Jackie was about to tell her no and head back into the living room, though she could hear Beverly and Kimberly still talking in there. But suddenly the thought of showing Marsha that she did indeed have the vibrating egg inside herself, and that she'd been secretly enjoying it all evening long felt wonderfully wicked and delicious. Hurriedly, she popped the button on her jeans unzipping them, and pulled them down just below her groin. Sure enough, Marsha could see the tiny thin wire leading from just beneath Jackie's panties where the vibrating egg was definitely inserted, up towards the tiny little remote she had hidden away just behind the belt she'd been wearing.
"So now you know..." Jackie said pulling her jeans back up before Marsha could stick her own finger inside her pussy which she teasingly threatened to do. "Marsha!" she quipped, feigning shocked surprise at her friend's gesture.
"Hey! Don't look at me!" Marsha shot back. "You're the one with the vibrator in your cunt!"
Laughing, Jackie turned heading back into the living room rejoining their friends though not before warning Marsha from saying anything to them about it.
"Or what?" Marsha half whispered behind her, but by then she had already entered the room.
"So, what's on tap?" Jackie asked Kimberly seeing the look on her face, which she'd seen often enough before to know that the two of them had been up to something, though she'd correctly guessed it just seconds before Beverly pushed the play button on the DVD player.
"Oh, just something a little naughty in honor of Marsha's birthday," Bev answered sitting back in her seat as the title came up saying "Friends" on it briefly.
"I have a feeling this isn't the series," Marsha laughed taking a seat on the couch next to Jackie, which was confirmed immediately afterwards as three rather scantily clad busty women appeared on screen. "Where ever did you get this anyway?"
"I borrowed it from my little brother," Kimberly confessed. "Though it took me a while to find something I thought might be interesting to watch. Most of the stuff he had looked pretty gross to me," she stated blushing furiously.
"Only because you haven't tried most of it!" Beverly teased her. "Maybe if you did, it wouldn't be!"
Even the set looked similar to the series, and though the girls were made up to look a little like the stars on "Friends" it was evident this was just a hard core parody of it, especially when the three women suddenly found "Ross's stash of dirty magazines, as well as a box of interesting toys he had hidden away inside the closet."
Both Marsha and Jackie burst out laughing simultaneously when the really busty blonde made up to look a lot like Phoebe pulled out a vibrating egg, looked at it curiously for a moment and tossed it aside.
"Why would Ross have all these cat and dog toys hidden away in his closet for?" she asked questioningly to the other two.
"Phoebe, sweetie," Monica explained holding up a rather large double dildo waving it. "This isn't a dog bone," she said grinning.
"Well what the hell is it then?" she questioned curiously.
"Rachel? Maybe we should show her what it is...what do you think?" The busty brunette turned asking the Rachel character.
"Yeah...maybe we should!" Then the two girls immediately began stripping as Phoebe looked on somewhat aghast.
"Oh my God! You mean to tell me it's laundry day already?"
#
Obviously Kimberly and Beverly had thought the sudden burst of laughter coming from Marsha and Jackie almost simultaneously had had something to do with the movie, so they didn't question it immediately. On screen, Rachel and Monica began showing Phoebe what the so-called dog and cat toys were really used for.
"I should have brought mine!" Beverly quipped jokingly, though half actually suggesting it.
"Don't you dare!" Jackie said seeing the look on Marsha's face, but it was already too late.
"Hell, we really should, Jackie has been all evening!" she said squealing on her friend.
"Marsha! You promised!"
"I did no such thing!" she answered back.
"What the hell are you two talking about?" Kimberly asked now highly curious.
"Go on Jackie," Marsha challenged her, "show them...and then tell them what you've been up to, today!"
#
Normally, Jackie would have been embarrassed, but she also wouldn't have put herself in this position before either, so in a way as she thought about it later, she'd been asking for something like this to happen. But the thing that Jackie noticed almost immediately, was how aroused she was as she sat there actually considering showing them. Maybe because she had been sitting there the entire time with the toy pleasurably teasing her, that she was so highly aroused, but the moment she actually thought about showing them, even if they were her just her friends, she was suddenly extremely aroused with just the thought of that.
And unlike before with Marsha in the kitchen, this time when she stood, Jackie peeled not only her jeans down, but her panties along with them as well, even further surprising, yet delighting her friends, including Marsha whose look was one of absolute surprised shock that she actually did so.
"Holly fuck Jackie!" Kimberly exclaimed giving vocalization to what each one of them was thinking. "You really have been!"
Jackie continued to surprise herself, half naked now, she kicked off her jeans entirely, once again taking a seat on the couch, the movie for the moment forgotten even though the "boys" had stumbled in and were falling all over themselves while trying to peek around the corner of the door into the bedroom where the three girls now wrestled with one another on the bed.
The fact that she was sitting like that, even though it was in front of three girls, all of them her friends, still sent a delightful shiver of excitement coursing through her as her three friends sat there silently looking at her.
"Wish to hell I'd brought mine!" Marsha finally said breaking the silence. "I haven't even used it in well over a year!"
They had in fact purchased them together. Though like Marsha, Jackie had only tried it out once or twice before now.
"I have others...if you're seriously interested," she said letting the suggestion hang there as her three friends sat looking back and forth between one another, each one of them wondering perhaps if someone else would actually decide to take Jackie's offer, all wanting to by the looks on their faces, yet hesitant in doing so.
"Suit yourselves," Jackie said when no one spoke, each one of them obviously too embarrassed to admit to their thoughts. Boldly, Jackie placed her legs beneath her, bent at the knee, spreading her legs one hand suddenly dropping down between them in order to better caress and fondle her now fully exposed clit, the other hand only then reaching down to the hem of her tee shirt, pulling and lifting it over the top of her head until she now sat entirely naked, her girlfriends still sitting there open-mouthed looking at her.
"Where the hell do you keep them?" Marsha asked suddenly standing, and as she did so, she too pulled her own tee shirt up and over her head, reaching back undoing the clasp of her bra which she then allowed to fall down her arms and on the floor where she stood.
"Top drawer of my dresser," Jackie giggled hotly. "Why don't you just bring them all in, and then if these two shy friends of ours decide to get over their inhibitions, they can maybe find something to amuse themselves with."
Seeing Marsha head off in the direction of the bedroom, now nude herself, Beverly shrugged, stood up and immediately began to undress. As she did, Kimberly too quickly began doing the same so that by the time Marsha came back out carrying several naughty toys with her that Jackie had collected, they were all just as equally horny and anxious to use them as Jackie had been doing.
Jackie had certainly seen Marsha naked before as they had gone out and tried on new clothes together, but certainly never like this, nor had Marsha in fact seen Jackie so openly displayed the way that she was either. Kimberly was indeed a real redhead, a sprinkling of light faint freckles across her firm breasts gave them a very sexy little girl look to them, and the fact she was the smallest breasted amongst them just slightly smaller than she herself was, gave them a very enticing and erotic look.
"You really have cute boobies!" Jackie smiled openly looking at them.
Kimberly blushed, though she immediately placed one of her hands on one of them caressing herself. "Thank you," she continued to color. "And they're damn sensitive too," she admitted. "I've even made myself cum just playing with them!"
"Kimberly!" Beverly exclaimed in mocked surprise. "You never told me that!"
"You never asked," she said grinning, though she now began playing with her nipples even more than she had been as though trying to prove it to her.
Likewise, Jackie had never seen Beverly naked up until now either. Beverly had the largest boobs of the group, even larger than Marsha's were, though hers were easily a double, if not triple D cup. They fell heavily against her chest, which Jackie found interesting to watch as she lifted one, holding it, and then flicking her tongue out licking her nipple.
"Damn, wish I could do that!" Kimberly complained, but her boobs were simply too small to hold up and be able to reach though she made the attempt and failed while trying to do so."
Laughing, Marsha leaned over taking her by surprise, licking it for her instead, causing her to moan though she now continued to hold her own breast while Marsha did so.
"Now this party's getting really interesting!" Jackie once again laughed, finding it deliciously wicked to be sitting there masturbating herself while watching all of her friends now doing the same. Each one had selected one toy of one kind or another, Marsha almost immediately selecting Jackie's favorite, which was a fairly thick flesh colored latex prick that was bent slightly at the end with lots of little knobbies on it that she enjoyed feeling whenever she used it.
Beverly had chosen two, one a very slim vibrator which she held against her clit, the other more of a dildo that one could use to sit on and fuck themselves with. This, she merely pressed inside, slow fucking herself with it while she continued teasing her hard little clit with the other.
Kimberly preferred her own hands, though she continued fondling her own tits even after Marsha had quit sucking them herself, she hand patted her pussy, pinching her clit between her fingers, or merely easing one to two fingers inside periodically fucking herself with them.
"I can't believe we're all sitting here doing this!" Beverly exclaimed excitedly, her attention along with everyone else's now watching one another with only the occasional glimpse back at the movie, even though it had turned into a virtual orgy of sorts by now with the three girls and three men all over one another in the bed together.
Even watching her friends cum was interesting, more so than she could have ever imagined in fact. Marsha was the first to do so, her face screwing up in a tight grimace as though she were in pain, her pleasured orgasm beginning, silently at first, only towards the end as it rolled over the peak of her ecstasy did she allow herself to audibly sigh.
Beverly was completely the opposite, which also surprised her, though she enjoyed watching her friend cum with a great deal of enthusiastic delight, just as she was.
"Oh yeah! Oh yeah! Fuck that feels good!" Beverly announced, no longer inhibited or shy about what she was feeling, or even what she was now doing to herself either as she bounced wildly up and down in the chair she'd been sitting in, now using the dildo the way it was originally intended, still holding the other vibrator against her clit as she did so. "Oh yeah, fucking gonna cum...gonna cum...gonna cum!" she announced loudly, not caring that everyone knew it now, and actually enjoying the sensation of that while they all sat watching her do so, including Marsha who was already striving towards a second one now herself.
"Oh yeah...do it! Do it!" Kimberly urged, climaxing almost simultaneously now as her best friend did so, though she also held her breath, her own face a glassy-eyed look now as she stared at Beverly, climaxing just as Beverly began doing so.
"Oh fuck! Fuck! Here it comes!" she wailed, and then filled the air with her high ear-piercing scream of delight that caused both Jackie as well as Marsha to giggle as they sat watching her.
Each one of her friends had climaxed, though Marsha had now done so twice.
"Well?"
"Well what?" Jackie responded to Marsha's simple question though she knew what she was asking of course.
"You're the one who started all this you know," she said slyly.
For the first time since all this had begun, Jackie now actually felt shy, though for good reason.
"So what gives?" Marsha questioned seeing her friends hesitation, obviously though she'd continued to masturbate, and had enjoyed doing it, she had purposely held off from allowing herself to climax.
"I um uh...make a rather big mess when I do."
"What do you mean?" Bev asked now curiously interested.
"I bet I know!" Kimberly giggled, and then Marsha caught on as to what she was eluding to.
"You squirt don't you!" Marsha said suddenly, her excitement coming through in her words. "I've seen a few women do it in movies, but have never actually seen anyone do it for real!'
Though her face had turned crimson with the acknowledgement that she did, she now felt herself hovering on the edge of excitement, especially by the way all three of her friends now openly expressed the desire to witness it, watching her as she did so.
Whatever inhibitions she might have once held suddenly melted away. The fires of her desire, that sense of naughty exhibitionism that she had suddenly begun to enjoy after having witnessed the young woman in the mall suddenly seized her, those slow burning embers that had been inside her all day, suddenly bursting to life with the thought of masturbating herself in front of her friends, watching them watching her as she squirted, which she very often did, especially when she was as highly aroused as she was now.
"Just be aware," she said grinning, "if you get too close, you're apt to get soaked when I cum!"
"Really?" Beverly said honestly curious about it.
"Yeah...really!" Jackie said, and then began patting her pussy mound hard, the way she enjoyed doing whenever she wanted to have a really good, really intense little squirt.
Marsha sat nearly as close as Beverly was, though Kimberly too hung over her friends shoulder, each one of them staring intently at her pussy while Jackie pleasured herself.
"Wanna help?" she asked looking at Marsha, the look on her face beyond lust. "I always squirt harder if I've got a finger worming around inside while I'm doing this," she told them.
"Fuck yes!" Marsha said, "Just tell me what you want me to do!"
With the help of Marsha's finger twirling around inside her cunt, Jackie continued to pat-slap her clit, sometimes holding onto it, pinching it, jerking it up and down as though it were a man's prick as she jerked herself off.
"Never thought of doing it that way before!" Kimberly exclaimed excitedly, "I'm going to have to try that!"
"Oh yeah, any moment now," Jackie warned, giving them their only real warning that she was about to climax, though her facial expression said it all when she began to, her eyes having closed, though she fought to keep them open, excited to watch, not only watch herself as she squirted, but excited to actually see the expressions on her friends faces when she did.
"Now!" she cried out, and then began to squirt, the first ejaculate a quick little precursor to the one right behind it that suddenly streamed out of her cunt like someone had turned on a faucet.
"Holly fucking shit!" Marsha exclaimed in pure wonder saying what both Beverly as well as Kimberly were thinking themselves.
#
It was Saturday. Jackie had slept in, though she'd been lying there for the better part of a half hour reliving their wild little party the night before. She had indeed surprised her friends, but they had also surprised her to some extent as well, openly masturbating in front of one another the way that they had, promising to do so again, each one of them actually looking forward to it in fact, and especially in watching Jackie make herself squirt once again, which she had thoroughly enjoyed doing for them. Which is probably why it had been one of the biggest and longest ones she'd ever experienced before too as she lay there thinking about it.
Dressing, she had made plans to meet up with Marsha later to do some shopping. Her first stop being at a particular little lingerie store where she bought the majority of her most intimate apparel.
Though she had planned on meeting Marsha there just before noon, after which they would continue on with their shopping as well as taking in lunch together, she decided to go a little earlier, browse around some while she waited and perhaps try on a few more things until Marsha arrived.
And though that's what she told herself as she dressed and prepared to head out, she held in the back of her mind the thought that if the situation felt right, or presented itself, she might see what it was like to "accidentally" flash someone too. She knew from previous experience, even though it was indeed a lingerie store, it was in fact a very sexy one, and because of that, did on occasion have a few men who weren't so nervously squeamish who came in to find something for their respective wives or girl friends.
Jackie had worn a fairly short skirt, one of her favorite thongs, and a blouse she could easily slip in and out of. She'd chosen to wear a bra this time as well, though her intent in doing so having additional purposes as she thought about it.
Jackie soon after arrived at the intimate little store, and was glad to see that Susan one of the women she knew fairly well was working there. Jackie also noticed as she entered, that there were only a few people inside, though sadly, none of them at the moment where men. Jackie browsed, shopped, found a few items she decided to try on when Susan finally managed to break away from the woman she'd been helping and approached her.
"Hey Jackie, nice to see you again."
"You too Susan!" Jackie said actually giving the clerk a brief quick hug.
"Help you find anything today?" Susan asked.
"Trying on a few bras for starters," she told the woman. "Wanted to try something a bit more sexy for a change," she said holding up a few she had selected. "That and some matching panties," she added.
"Sure thing," Susan said directing her towards the row of dressing booths along one wall.
Jackie had already noticed the very first stall was open, which it usually always was as most women preferred not to use it as it was the closest to where everyone browsed or shopped.
"This one," Jackie said sliding open the curtain, "I'm waiting for a friend of mine to get here," she added by way of explanation, "so I can sort of keep an eye out for her while I'm trying on a few things."
Susan nodded, but then cautioned her as well. "Just keep an eye on the curtain," she advised. "It's not that difficult to see into this stall from the floor if you know what I mean..." she said with a conspiratorial wink.



Jackie entered the changing booth and immediately slipped out of her blouse and skirt, she took her time trying on a few bras, and had Susan exchange a few for her while she did so. She was beginning to give up on the idea of actually flashing anyone since no men had entered the store since she'd arrived when she stood peering out pretending to be waiting on Marsha who she knew was still a good twenty minutes from coming yet. As she did, she saw a nice looking middle-aged man actually walk into the store. As he stood several feet away somewhat nervously pawing through a selection of rather revealing negligees, Jackie took that moment to call Susan over to her, once again exchanging a couple of bras for another style. Accepting them from her, Jackie closed the curtain, though not fully this time leaving a wide enough gap that should anyone happen to glance over towards where she was, they could see her if they indeed stood in a certain position. Likewise, as Jackie stood in front of the mirror looking at herself, she could also see out, hoping and waiting, when sure enough she saw without revealing that she had, the same man suddenly stop looking up and over towards her, though he too was just as careful about doing so as she was in watching him. Jackie reached back around behind herself undoing the bra she'd been trying on, but rather than putting on another, she now took that opportunity to remove the thong she'd been wearing as well. She soon after slipped on a particular pair of laced panties, admiring how they looked on her as she stood in front of the mirror bare breasted. She was pleased to see the guy was still standing there watching her, though pretending to sort through several items on the rack, many of which he had three and four times pushed by while pretending to stand there looking at them.
Jackie was startled slightly when Susan suddenly poked her head in around the curtain. "How's it going?" she asked.
"Great!" Jackie responded having once again fitted on another bra as she stood looking at herself in the mirror, wondering as she did if her voyeuristic friend would still be there when Susan left.
"And like I said, be careful of the curtain, there is a guy just standing a few feet away outside here," she said softly.
"No worries," Jackie said smiling at her. "I know him, so no big deal, you don't have to worry about him," she lied, though she saw the relieved expression on Susan's face when she told her that.
"Oh, good...in that case," she nodded her head knowingly. "Just thought I saw him looking over here a few times, thought maybe you should know."
"Well like I said, no big deal at all, nothing to worry about."
Susan soon after left, but much to her disappointment, the guy was no longer standing there either. She peeked her head around the curtain, spotted him standing a few feet away from her, though he also appeared to be heading back in her direction. Jackie once again opened the curtain slightly, and once again slid off the bra she'd tried on and prepared to try on another pair of panties as well, this time a bright pair of red ones.
Jackie quickly glanced at her watch. She knew that Marsha would be arriving any moment now. If she was actually going to do this, "it was now or never," she thought. She waited a moment more, saw the guy once again standing in her line of sight, and cupped her breast within her hand. Out of the corner of her eye, even with the distance that separated them, she could see the surprised expression on his face as he stood there watching her. He started to move away in fact, which is when she lowered her hand down between her legs, openly fingering herself as she stood there. She was pleased to once again see him stop, fidget with a few clothing items for a moment, look about, and then step even more closely over towards her as she stood there now even more obviously finger-fucking herself.
Her heart was beating wildly. And though she'd assured Susan that the guy posed no threat to her, there was still the chance that she could return at any moment to once again check on her. So she knew her time was precious and that most likely she had very little of it, but she also realized that the guy would in fact give her, her first real warning that someone was approaching. Placing one leg upon the bench now, Jackie knew without any doubt that she was opening herself even more widely than she had been. Her lips swollen, her cunt spread as she held it apart with her hand, her other hand now fingering her hard little knot, rubbing it back and forth swiftly now as she actually felt the first beginnings of an orgasm actually approach. As she did, she looked up directly into the mirror for the first time, locking on his eyes with hers as he stood there watching her. She smiled, still fingering her slit, letting him become aware that she knew he had been watching her. The expression on his face priceless as she climaxed, humping her fingers now, feeling the wetness begin along with the first pleasured squirt of her spray which shot out arching across the distance to the mirror, splashing against it.
It was barely a moment after that, that she saw him glance over in another direction and suddenly walk away. She knew then that someone was nearby, grabbing her own thong to put back on even as a small trickle of her spending ran down the mirror in front of her. All she could do at the moment was move over standing in front of it, expecting to see Susan once again peeking her head in around the side of the partially open curtain. And though she didn't, Marsha did.
"Hey sweetie, Susan told me you were here already, find anything you like?"
"A few things yes, but...I need you to do me a favor."
"What's that?"
"I had a tiny little accident, would you mind asking Susan for a paper towel and perhaps a bottle of Windex or something?"
Marsha looked at her questionably, but nodded her head and soon after disappeared quickly returning with the paper towels and spray. By then Jackie had finished dressing. Handing Marsha the few things she'd brought in with her to return, she told her to take them back to Susan while she finished up, quickly spraying and wiping down the mirror in the few extra moments that she had.
Even Susan gave her a curious look as they came to the cash register to pay for the selected items she'd chosen.
"Unexpected girl problem," she said whispering to her, receiving a knowing look back from her. "Nothing to worry about though," she added reassuring her.
They soon after left the store with the intent to wander on down towards the eatery for lunch.
"Girl problem?" Marsha asked curiously.
"Well, for me anyway," Jackie teased without telling her seeing the confused expression on her face. "Wait here for a second," she quickly added spotting the guy who'd been watching her now coming out of the store himself, parcel in hand. He immediately saw the two women standing there together looking at him as he did so. Jackie smiled. He smiled back, and then she took Marsha's arm in hers and led her away.
"What the hell was that all about?" she asked.
"I'll tell you about it over lunch," Jackie said grinning adding a suspicious wink to that statement as they walked.
#
"You didn't!"
"Oh yeah, I did!"
"You mean to tell me you actually stood there and finger fucked yourself while he watched you?"
"Could you say it a little louder Marsha? I'm not sure everyone heard you," Jackie responded, seeing the look on the man and woman's face who were sitting across from them, though hers was one of mild disgust, and his one of obvious amusement.
Marsha quickly lowered her voice as they spoke, or rather as Jackie leaned forward sharing with her all the naughty intimate details.
"Ok, I can sort of understand what happened yesterday, but here you are again today doing the same thing. What's up with that?"
"To be honest with you Marsha, I really don't know. All I do know is that I've never been this aroused before, something about doing that, letting someone see me when I know there isn't a damn thing they can really say or do about it, but sit there any enjoy themselves. So I sort of understand now why that young woman I watched enjoyed doing it. I know what it was she was feeling, because I'm feeling it too."
The couple who'd been sitting next to them now stood, "I'll be right back," she told her husband just before heading off in the direction of the restrooms. "I'll meet you out front," she added and then turned and walked off. He soon gathered up a few of their obvious purchases, and then turned walking by their table.
"Wish to hell I'd been that guy," he said in passing, smiled at the two of them and then continued on his way.
Marsha's mouth was hanging open. Jackie was smiling, "You're drooling," she told her friend.
"Unfucking believable!" Marsha finally spoke shaking her head.
"Try it, you might like it," Jackie dared her.
"Oh yeah...right!" Marsha said. "What do you want me to do? Spread my legs?"
"Only if you're not wearing any panties," she shot back somewhat seriously. "Though if we're going to do that, I know a much better place."
"We?"
"Come on...get up, we need to go into the restroom first!"
"We?" Marsha asked once again, though she followed Jackie still shaking her head as she did so.
#
It just so happened that as the girls walked into the women's restroom, the woman who had been sitting across from them was at the sink washing her hands. She cast them a disgusted look as they entered.
"Hey!" Marsha spoke seeing her expression. "Don't be looking at us like that, take a look at your own husband, he's the one with the hard-on right now, so why don't you take him home and do something about it, you can send us a thank you card later."
In a huff, the woman quickly exited the restroom leaving the two of them alone.
"Think she will?"
"Not likely," Marsha answered. "If anything, she'll probably give him an earful instead, and miss a great fuck because of it!"
"You're probably right," Jackie agreed, and then switched gears almost immediately. "Now...take off your bra as well as your panties."
"You're actually serious about this."
"I am, now do it," as Jackie quite easily slipped off her own stuffing them into her purse afterwards.
"All set?"
"You're crazy...you know that?" Marsha told her.
"Maybe, but you're my crazy friend too...now, let's go look at some shoes!"
#
They had both selected several pairs to try on, the young male clerk anxious to wait on them, obviously finding both women very attractive so that he was eager to serve them as they tried on different pairs of shoes.
"I'm not sure I can do this," Marsha admitted nervously after he'd gone off to find their size.
"Just take it slow and easy, that's half the fun," Jackie told her. "Which is why I suggested to you to take off your bra, you're the one with the big tits anyway, and with the blouse you're wearing, it should be easy enough for you to lean over just enough to give the sweet kid a nice friendly peek down your blouse while he's helping you. Try that for starters."
"Still can't believe you talked me into doing this."
"Oh yeah, it was really hard. You took off your panties faster than you did for Jack Peterson back in high school!"
"Shh, he's coming back," Marsha stated though she poked Jackie in the ribs as she said it.
"Here we go," the young kid said kneeling on the ground before them helping Marsha as he placed the shoe on her foot, rocking back on his own leg for balance looking up at her expectantly. "How's that feel?" he asked.
Marsha leaned over as though examining where her toe ended against the point of the shoe. As expected, her blouse ballooned open in front, there was no way the young kid couldn't have seen her breasts, every bit of them in fact as he knelt there. Jackie held her smile, pretending interest in the look and the fit of Marsha's shoe as she went on examining it, though she too was well aware that her breasts were all but fully exposed.
"I don't know...what do you think?" she asked him. "That about where they should be?"
"Um...uh, what? Oh yeah...yeah, that's pretty much where they should be alright," he said forcing his eyes away from her breasts once again back down on her toes, though Jackie had enjoyed seeing him staring at them, pretending not to. "I can try another size though if you'd like to see how they feel."
"That would be nice, thank you," Marsha said and waited until he was out of earshot. "You think he got a good enough look?" she wondered grinning.
"Oh yeah, for a minute there I think he was going to start drooling. Now, time to give him an even better show, you up for it?" Jackie asked.
Marsha was grinning broadly now. "I sort of see what you mean," she admitted nodding her head. "It really is sort of intoxicating isn't it?" she said. "Knowing that someone can see you, but pretending you don't know that they can."
"Even better when after all that, you let them know that you did," Jackie informed her knowingly.
"Ok, let's try these on," the clerk said setting down another pair of shoes, then adding, "I can bring over another clerk if you don't want to wait," he said speaking to Jackie.
"Oh no...take your time, we're in no hurry here," she told him, and then spread her legs slightly as though making herself more comfortable, re-crossing her legs as she did so, his eyes very much aware of the movement as well as the brief quick discovery that Jackie indeed wasn't wearing any panties.
Once again he helped Marsha slip on a different size shoe. Knowing what Jackie had just done, she too positioned herself as though attempting to look at her shoe from the side, spreading her legs slightly as she sat directly in front of the clerk, leaning over a bit.
"What do you think Jackie? You like the way it looks?" she asked bending her foot, though she had also spread herself wide open for a moment in doing so, the clerks gaze now glued to the lips of her exposed pussy.
"I like the way it looks, what do you think...Brian?" Jackie said pausing, catching his look as he turned towards her, his face reddening as it did. "You like the way it looks?" she asked grinning at him.
"Ah...looks?" he asked somewhat bewildered. "Oh...yes, yes. I think it fits her very well," he stammered out obviously very flustered at the moment.
Jackie had taken a moment to remove her own shoe, trying on a similar style herself, examining it. "And what about this one?" she asked. "About the right size? Or would you suggest something larger?"
She had uncrossed her legs once again as she lifted her foot so that the clerk could examine the shoes himself, removing it, but given a breathtaking view of her exposed cunt in the process. "Maybe even a bit smaller," he suggested, his voice sounding oddly different as he spoke. "I think I have it in a size down from this," he offered. "be right back."
He had turned quickly even angling off to one side as he walked away ensuring that his back remained towards them as he went out back into the stock room.
"I think he's got one," Jackie laughed.
"Ya think?" Marsha agreed. "Hell, if that bulge had gotten any bigger, he could have used it for a shoe horn without even using his hands!" she laughed.
"I bet he would have liked that too," Jackie added, "which makes me wonder."
"Wonder what?"
Jackie quickly pulled a piece of paper out of her purse and scribbled something on it.
"What are you doing?" Marsha asked.
"You'll see," Jackie grinned, and then hurriedly placed it up and between her legs.
"What the fuck are you doing? What does it say?"
"Shh, here he comes," Jackie warned her friend.
Once again Brian knelt down between the two women, took a new shoe out of the box.
"I'm sorry, we didn't have that one in a smaller size, but we did have this one, and it's in a very similar style. It's actually been a more popular shoe even." He quickly reached for her foot, lifting, which she allowed him to do, placing it on looking at it. Jackie waited, his eyes only then beginning to glance upwards as she slowly opened her legs.
"Yeah that does look nice doesn't it? What do you think Brian?"
He was obviously looking at the note, his face coloring, his eyes suddenly wide open in surprise. He looked up at her directly catching her grin. "Holy shit!" he said lowering his voice, averting his eyes as his face turned scarlet. Jackie giggled.
"No reason to be embarrassed Brian, if we didn't enjoy you looking, you wouldn't be, and we wouldn't enjoy seeing how aroused you certainly are now either!"
Brian automatically looked down at his own crotch, there was no denying it, it was too obvious that he did indeed have an erection.
"Here's the deal," Jackie said continuing. "We both like the shoes, so we're probably going to get them, provided you show us a little cock first, or rather show us your nice big hard cock first. Or...we can walk out and get them someplace else. So, what's it going to be Brian, a nice naughty fun little sale? Or no?"
Brian did a quick look around the store, everyone else was still busy and thus otherwise occupied. He continued to kneel in front of the girls, but his hand was already busy unzipping his pants, freeing his prick, which he now allowed to poke out through his fly easily exposing himself and showing off his erection.
"Oh very nice," Marsha added once again leaning over, pretending to be fooling around with the shoe she had on, her breasts once again hanging down right in front of his face. "Have a nice long look," she whispered, as her hand reached out wrapping itself around his hard stiff prick. "Think I can make you cum?" She asked wondering.
Brian's eyes once again lit up, there was a moment's hesitation. "As long as you hurry," he told her, and as long as one of you at least keeps an eye out," he added obviously nervous.
Jackie laughed, "Go for it, Marsha, I'll keep watch!"
Brian continued to kneel, Marsha's hand a busy blur around his dick as she continued to lean over stroking it, her breasts clearly revealed, even spreading her legs a little so that he could enjoy that view as well if he wished to.
"Fuck I'm gonna cum," he announced, once again worriedly looking about, though Jackie was already ahead of him, lifting up the shoe box scrunching a great deal of tissue towards one end of it. "Let her rip," she giggled giving him a place to aim. Brian's prick suddenly exploded, his ejaculations squirting hard thick and strong into the tissued paper of the box. The moment he was finished, his hand stuffing his prick back inside his pants, Jackie only then replacing the lid sitting up.
"We'll take the shoes, but I think we're gonna need another box," she told him.
They walked out of the store carrying their shoes smiles on their faces, as they'd even gotten an additional employee discount added on to the sale.
"So tell me, what did the note say anyway?"
"Didn't say anything, I just drew him a smiley face," Jackie grinned as they soon after left the mall together.
#
They soon after slid into Jackie's car, turned facing one another and burst out laughing.
"I'm so fucking horny I can't even see straight!" Marsha admitted. "I don't mind telling you Jackie, at first I was really skeptical about all this, but now...I see why you enjoy doing it. It's fucking hot!"
As she spoke, she didn't even realize she had slipped her hand down between her own legs feeling the wetness.
"Keep doing that," Jackie told her as she started the engine, "Stay nice and horny for the drive back."
"To your place I hope," Marsha told her.
Jackie looked in her rear view mirror, saw another truck coming up behind them with a couple of young men inside.
"What are you doing?" Marsha suddenly asked.



Jackie had undone her blouse, her breasts now fully exposed. "Play with them," Jackie told her simply. "Come on Marsha, reach over and play with them." She hadn't told Marsha why yet, pleased when she simply began doing so as she slowed coming up to the light which had turned red, changing lanes quickly as she did so. As she'd hoped, the truck soon pulled up alongside of them. Only then did Marsha realize what Jackie had done and nearly sat up.
"No don't!" Jackie exclaimed. "That's the whole point, see if they look over at us," she said giggling.
Sure enough the driver did, immediately informing his buddy who was sitting next to him who was now craning his own neck over in order to look down. Marsha's hand was still cupping Jackie's tit fondling it as the two of them sat there together waiting for the light to change.
"Go on, show them yours," Jackie urged.
Letting go of Jackie's breast, Marsha simply pulled her blouse up and over her enormous breasts freeing and revealing them both much to the delight of the two young men in the truck sitting next to them as the light turned green. They drove slowly along side for as long as they could gawking at the two women all the way to the next light when Jackie finally slid over into the left hand turn lane at the last moment, leaving their two excited friends disappointed as they sped off in another direction.
As they turned however Marsha noticed the truck speed down the road suddenly, making an illegal "U" turn.
"Ah oh," Marsha said nervously. "They just turned around!"
Jackie made an immediate right hand turn into another strip mall parking lot pulling around the side of a convenience bank essentially doubling back on themselves. Marsha had recovered her breasts, though Jackie's remained fully exposed as she drove. Pulling around, they reentered the street seeing the boy's truck just then making a right hand turn onto the street they had just left ahead of them. Jackie turned left heading off in the direction the boys had originally been heading in.
"Ok, that was a little scary," Marsha managed to breathe a bit more calmly.
"Not really," Jackie assured her. "Just a couple of horny kids hoping for a bit more," she said confidently.
"Just the same, I think I've had enough excitement for one day, or at least until we get back to your place," she added once again smiling.
In the event the boys doubled back looking for them, Jackie took the first main road turning left once again though she was in an area she normally didn't drive through as they began making their way back to her place. It was only a minute or so after she had done that that she heard the "whoop whoop" of a police siren pulling up closely behind them at the same time the driver hit his lights informing her to pull over.
"Holy fuck!" Marsha exclaimed worriedly. "Now what?" Glancing over towards Jackie, she only then realized her friends tits were still showing. "Fuck Jackie!"
"I know, I know," Jackie said remaining calm, "Don't worry."
She found a safe spot to pull over, doing so, and quickly re-buttoned a majority of the buttons on her blouse before she saw the officer get out of his car and begin walking towards her.
He approached the window looking in at the two of them. "License and registration please," he said without showing any sort of emotion, friendly or otherwise.
Jackie quickly produced both documents and handed them to him through the window. "Did I do something wrong?" she asked smiling at him.
"You were doing forty-five in a thirty-five," he informed her as he stood looking at her license.
"Oh, I'm sorry," Jackie began, "I don't normally drive home this way," she added. "I must have missed the sign. Isn't there anyway you can overlook it this once?" she asked as she fingered the topmost button of her blouse that wasn't already undone as he stood there looking at her as she popped it open revealing even more cleavage than she was already showing as it was.
"Lady? Are you trying to bribe a police officer?" he asked a bit more sternly.
"Bribe? No. Entice...maybe yes," she said smiling even more broadly than she had been.
"Wait here," he said simply, then turned heading back to his cruiser.
"Are you fucking nuts?" Marsha finally burst looking at Jackie. "You trying to get us arrested?"
"For undoing a button? I don't think there's any law against doing that," Jackie told her. "And besides, he's really cute."
"Yeah, and probably married too," Marsha continued scolding her.
"Relax Marsha, I don't have a single solitary ticket of any kind, so even if this ends up being my first one, I seriously doubt they're going to haul us in for my flirting with him over it."
"I'm not sure he'll look at your showing him your tits as simple flirting," Marsha said looking over the back seat, and then sighed even more concerned. "Oh great, he has a friend with him, and now they've both gotten out!" she said even more irritated now.
"Relax Marsha!" Jackie stated once again as both cops approached her car on either side now, one soon after leaning and looking in through Marsha's window making her even more nervous as he stood there staring at her.
"I really should site you," the first officer spoke handing Jackie back her license and registration. "But I am curious, what exactly did you mean?" He asked her further without saying more.
Jackie looked at the name just above the badge he was wearing on his chest. "Officer Wright is it?" she asked.
"Yes mam," he confirmed.
"All I meant by that was, that I really am sorry for speeding. Like I said, I'm not that familiar with this area for one. But for two, I really did think you were cute, and was sort of wondering if you were married or not."
"Jackie!" Marsha suddenly blurted no longer able to sit there with her mouth shut. But then both cops laughed still looking in at them.
"Told you they were harmless, and both were damn good looking Jim," Officer Wright spoke saying to him.
"Well you were certainly right about that!" Jim agreed now smiling at Marsha who suddenly found herself smiling back at him.
"I'm still trying to decide if I should site you or not though," Officer Wright said smiling at her.
"Would one more button help you decide?" Jackie asked grinning at him.
"It might," the officer laughed. "Might help me decide to let you go and ask you out," he added quickly. "And what about your friend there?" he added curiously. "She single too?"
"She is, but that's obviously up to her to decide," Jackie said easily, glancing over towards Marsha, though you'll notice, she doesn't have any buttons, except maybe for the two pressing against the front of her blouse," Jackie added noticing the sudden twin little protrusions that had suddenly appeared there.
And that again caused both officers to laugh, even causing Marsha to giggle far more relaxed now than she had been.
Jackie popped another button open all but baring her entire breast now as she did. Officer Wright coughed, his face suddenly showing color. "Wow, I must say, you do indeed have really nice..."
"Tits?" Jackie giggled flirting openly with him now. "Thank you," she added quickly, "but Marsha here has nicer boobs than I do...much nicer. Show them Marsha!" Jackie said startling her friend.
"Yeah, show us Marsha," Jim said joining in. "And I think that will be more than enough to satisfy any ticket here," he added grinning at her.
To Jackie's surprise and delight, not to mention the two officers, she did, once again lifting her blouse up and over her enormous breasts revealing them completely to the two officers.
"Oh yeah, I think that more than covers the offense don't you Jim?" Officer Wright stated.
"Oh yeah, couldn't agree more," he added. "In fact, I think we now owe them something in fact, like a nice dinner or evening out or something if these two are interested that is."
"I certainly am," Jackie grinned.
"Ditto, me too!" Marsha responded still sitting there with her large breasts exposed.
They quickly exchanged phone numbers and set something up for the following Friday night.
"Ah you need my address?" Jackie asked as the two men started to walk away.
"Already have it," he grinned smiling back at her. "But...please, watch the speed limit on your way home," he added. "Drive safely."
"Oh...I will," Jackie waved.
"Oh, and it might be a good idea to button your blouse up again too," he added. "Don't want you causing any accidents either."
"Or having some young teenage kids running themselves off the road either," Marsha said whispering towards her. "So, can we go home now?" Marsha pleaded. "Even after all this...I'm still horny!"
Jackie laughed. "Yeah, me too. And by the way, did you catch his name?"
Marsha thought for a moment, and then laughed.
"You've been telling me that I've been spending too much time looking for Mr. Right, maybe I just wasn't spelling it correctly!" she added
"Yeah well, that still remains to be seen, but if nothing else, maybe you'll get a nice fuck-buddy out of all this if nothing else."
"Speaking of which, we need to make one more stop before heading home speaking of fuck-buddies."
"What do you mean?"
"We drained all the batteries the other night," Jackie giggled. "And I have a feeling we're going to need fresh ones."
"Fine, just promise to keep your tits covered and your legs closed this time. I'm horny enough as it is, don't think I need any more stimulation than I've already had today."
#
"Look, there's one of those dollar stores over there," Jackie informed Marsha pulling into the lot. "Whenever I need a good supply of fresh batteries I always come to one of these," she told her.
As they browsed around in the store Jackie spotted someone she thought she vaguely recognized.
"Marsha? Isn't that Shawn Edwards?"
"Gee, I don't know, it might be!" she said, "Go over and find out, it looks like he works here...ask him where the batteries are."
Jackie had in fact dated Shawn during high school and had gotten fairly serious about him until he'd informed her of his plans to enter the service upon graduating, which he had done, which is when she also eventually met and then married her ex-husband shortly after that.
"Wish to hell I'd waited for Shawn to get back instead of marrying Frank," Jackie told her as the two of them stood still trying to figure out if it really was him or not.
"Yeah, but then you probably wouldn't have met good old Mr. Wright remember?" Marsha said reminding her friend that they'd just met two guys, and police officers to boot that they'd already set up a date with.
"Yeah, well we'll see how that goes on the weekend. At the moment, I need to find out if that's really Shawn!"
As she slowly approached him where he stood straightening the shelves she grew more and more certain that it was him. Certainly far more mature looking now than she last remembered seeing him, and wishing as she neared that she'd done more with him than she had. They had indeed fooled around a few times, once at his place, twice at hers, not to mention countless petting sessions in the back seat of his car, though they had never gone all the way back then.
"Shawn?" she questioned as she finally reached him. "Shawn Edwards?"
His grin split his face the moment he saw her. She hadn't changed all that much after all she was grateful to say.
"Jackie? Is that really you?" He said actually embracing her briefly. "My God, how many years has it been anyway?"
"Too many I'm afraid. You work here now huh?"
"Actually, I manage an entire chain of these," he said grinning at her.
"Oh that's nice!" Jackie said sounding impressed.
"What are you doing here anyway?"
"Well actually, Marsha and I are here to get some batteries."
"You don't mean Marsha, Marsha now do you?" he asked remembering Jackie's best friend though he'd cupped his hands as though lifting up a large pair of breasts, which is how the two of them had always referred to her even back then.
"Yep, that's the one," she answered back smiling. "And they're every bit as big as they where back then too!" she added with an additional giggle.
Just then Shawn spotted Marsha as she stood down the aisle looking at them and waved her over. Shawn quickly gave Marsha a friendly hug as well the moment she'd joined them. "Let me tell Debbie we'll be upstairs in my office if she needs me," he told the two of them, and then hurried off pointing out the doorway towards the back. "Go on up, I'll meet the two of you up there," he stated before disappearing.
"Well this is certainly interesting isn't it?" Jackie said as they entered the back stockroom doors and headed up the stairs. "Just like old times in a way."
"Oh yeah, just like old times, you two fooling around and me keeping an eye out for you while the two of you did. By the way, did you finally ever fuck him?" Marsha asked. "I was never sure about that if you ever did."
"Nope, never did," Jackie admitted. "And I've regretted it ever since," she added.
Shawn rejoined them only minutes later, taking a seat across from them as they shared a couch.
"God, I can't believe you're actually here!" he said looking at her fondly. "Married?"
"No...divorced. You?"
"Same here," he smiled looking at her in much the same way that he used to.
The two of them sat just staring at one another.
"Oh for hells sakes, why don't the two of you just fuck and get it over with?" Marsha said in exasperation, though being sarcastic as she said it. "You always wanted to, never understood why you didn't!"
They were still looking at one another, no doubt thinking the very same thoughts.
"If I thought we could get away with it here, I might actually consider it," Jackie said surprising the two of them, though she stood up and walked over to the large window behind Shawn's desk allowing her to see down inside the store.
Shawn laughed. "Well if you were serious about it, I wouldn't mind that at all, it's actually been a while since I've dated anyone. And...just so you know, the windows are all mirrored from below down there, so you can't actually see into this office from down there. If anyone needed me, Debbie usually just calls up, though Marsha could certainly keep an eye out just in case."
"Oh yeah, just like old times," Marsha said once again, though she actually smiled as she said it. "Me watching out for you two, getting all horny as hell, which I've been most of the day as it is...and you two having all the fun. Oh yeah, just like old times like I said."
"Well how about we do things a little differently then?" Jackie suggested. "I'm willing to bet Shawn certainly wouldn't mind, she said walking over behind Marsha, and then suddenly grabbing the hem of her blouse yanking it up, exposing the fact she wasn't wearing her bra which was still stuffed inside of her purse.
"Are you serious?" Marsha and Shawn both asked almost simultaneously.
"Hell yes, why not?" Jackie said seriously. Shawn always was admiring and talking about wanting to see your boobs, so now he finally has. And as far as the two of us go, just like you said, we never did it, so why be stupid and pass up the chance when we have one now?"
All three now stood grinning at one another.
"Lock the door," Shawn said, and then picked up the phone calling Debbie. "Debbie? As far as you're concerned? I've gone home for the day...ok?" He hung up after talking to her briefly and about not wanting to be disturbed.
"Ah, won't she be suspicious?" Marsha asked.
"Or perhaps even jealous?" Jackie added.
"Suspicious? Yes. Jealous? No. At least not of me, you two...maybe," he added grinning. "She's gay."
"So...are we or aren't we?" Jackie asked noticing that Shawn seemed a little nervous.
"Fuck that, I'm too horny not too!" Marsha exclaimed now removing her top entirely much to Shawn's delight, as both girls then began stripping out of their clothes. "And to hell with the batteries," she added.
"Huh?"
"Never mind, it's a long story," Jackie told him. "So you just going to stand there and watch us? Or you going to join in?"
He grinned hearing that. "So you two have..."
"And that's another long story," Marsha said walking over towards the two of them. "For another time," she finished now helping Jackie as the two of them sat Shawn on the edge of his desk and removed his pants together. "I guess it's only fair that the two of you go first," she said looking down at his hard firm erection. "Just don't take forever doing it though, I might explode if you do."
"So...you're sure no one can see us?" Jackie asked.
"Nope!" Shawn assured her, "Why?"
By way of an answer, Jackie walked over placing her hands firmly against the window and bent over. "Fuck me like this," she told him looking down into the store, already feeling the additional thrill and arousal of doing it this way beginning to course through her entire body.
"She has a thing for this now," Marsha quipped walking over looking down into the store herself.
"Another long story?" Shawn asked as he walked up behind her, already placing his stiff prick at the opening of her cunt.
"You might could say that," Jackie giggled. "Now...shut up and fuck me."
#
Marsha watched getting more and more aroused by the minute, actually touching herself while she did so as Shawn happily slid his prick in and out of Jackie's cunt as she continued bracing herself against the window.
"Oh yeah, I definitely think Debbie's curious about what we're doing up here, she keeps looking up at us...you sure she can't see anything?" Jackie asked, though her question seemed more hopeful that she could rather than couldn't.
"Pretty sure," Shawn said breathlessly. "But I don't think these windows were meant to have someone actually pressing themselves against them to fully hide that either," he added wondering himself now.
"You two going to talk or fuck?" Marsha said now sounding irritated.
"I think it's her turn," Jackie mused, uncoupling Shawn's prick inviting Marsha to come stand where she had been, which she quickly did.
Jackie stood behind Shawn, her hand on his shaft as she placed it against her girlfriends split, teasing her with it.
"So do you two get along ok?" Jackie asked as she continued to look down where Debbie stood, once again looking up in their direction.
"Sure...why?"
"Just wondering," Jackie said thinking to herself.
"Ah oh," Marsha moaned.
"What?"
"I think we're about to find out," Marsha said shaking her head though she groaned deeply as she felt Shawn's prick finally slide into her filling her completely.
Debbie had moved closer towards the back, still occasionally looking up towards them as though she really was trying to see something.
"Do you think I could get her to flash her tits if we asked her?"
"You serious?" Shawn asked.
"She is," Marsha answered for her, then adding, "Don't stop Shawn, she reminded him pushing back against him until he began thrusting into her again. "Whatever she's up to, I'm sure we're about to find out."
"Well, maybe...but not if I asked her, that's for sure. But perhaps if you did."
"Can I call her on the phone or something?" Jackie asked.
Shawn looked down into the store. "Yeah, see where she's standing? Dial 686, she'll answer that phone that's nearby her," he said.
Jackie grabbed the phone off Shawn's desk still standing next to the window as she dialed. She watched as Debbie headed immediately towards it.
"Yes Shawn," she answered immediately. "What do you need?" Sounding less than enthusiastic as she said it.
"Hi Debbie, this is Jackie. Shawn's a little busy at the moment, but I was wondering if you'd do something for me," she asked.
"Yeah what?" Debbie asked sounding even more put out now.
"Well, I suppose you're sort of wondering what we're doing up here correct?"



Debbie hesitated before answering that, though her expression suddenly became very curious. "Yeah, I sort of was wondering about that," she admitted allowing a small smile to cross her face. "Why?"
"Well to be perfectly honest about it Debbie, we're being a little naughty up here, well actually...a lot naughty up here. And I was wondering if you wouldn't mind being a little naughty yourself for us since we're all standing here looking down at you."
Debbie looked quickly around. There wasn't anyone in the store who was currently anywhere close by where she stood. The only other person working there at the time was Jeff, and he was manning the check out. Aside from one or two customers who were up front, one about to check out, there was no one else around her.
"What do you have in mind?" she said sounding very interested now.
"Well we can see there's no one around or anywhere's near you, so would you mind showing us your cute tits?" Jackie asked hopefully, wondering if the young woman actually would.
To her delight, she didn't even hesitate, quickly lifting her tee shirt as well as her bra as she stood there.
"I'll be go to hell," Shawn stated as continued slow-stroking himself inside Marsha's slick cunt.
"You sure as hell will if you stop now damn it!" Marsha warned him one again.
"Very nice Debbie," Jackie said speaking to her.
"So tell me what the three of you are doing?" she asked.
"Well, at the moment, I'm just standing here by the window playing with myself while looking at you. Shawn's fucking my friend Marsha, though they can both see you while they are!"
"Holly shit!" Debbie exclaimed seeing it inside her head.
"So, still interested in continuing?" Jackie asked.
"Sure!" Debbie admitted willingly. "What else would you like me to do?"
"Well, I can see the entire store," Jackie began as I'm sure you well know. So I'll tell you should anyone come in, or head back your way. So if you wouldn't mind, how about getting naked for us?"
Once again Shawn shook his head in disbelief, then watched as Debbie nodded, setting the phone down briefly and stripped off the rest of her clothes.
"Very nice Debbie," Jackie told her, "And like I said, I'll warn you if anyone heads back your way. If they do...just come up the stairs."
Debbie was standing right in front of the stock room doors, she could be through them in a heartbeat if she had to.
"Now what?" she said sounding somewhat breathless as she stood there naked looking up towards where Jackie was, though she couldn't obviously see her.
"Now...touch yourself for me," Jackie said. "For all of us!" she added her voice filled with lust and excitement. And they all watched as she did, now blatantly fingering her pussy, legs spread one hand cupping a small breast, which she caressed.
Marsha meanwhile was teetering on the edge of climax, her breathing was such that Jackie knew she was nearly there.
"Here, listen to this," Jackie said, "Marsha's about to cum," Jackie told her, then held the phone nearer Marsha as she indeed began to do so, Shawn's tempo suddenly increased, the slap of flesh against flesh as he pounded himself away inside her, then the deep throated moan of her orgasm as it claimed her.
"Fuck!" Debbie spoke back into the phone, her own fingers furiously pummeling her cunt as she stood there looking up, listening to the sound of their coupling over the phone. "I wish to hell I could see that!" she said excitedly.
"Well tell you what, if you cum for me while you're standing there, then after you do, you can come up here and join us, how does that sound?"
"Hell, I'm almost there now!" she said breathlessly.
All three now stood against the window looking down at the young woman as she stood there fingering herself.
"Can't believe you got her to do that," Shawn stated watching his employee.
"You'd be surprised what she's been able to get people to do, including me," Marsha told him.
By the look on her face, it was obvious she was nearing her pleasures. "Oh fuck, I'm almost there...almost there," she spoke quickly and hotly into the phone.
"Oh yeah, cum baby cum!" Jackie urged her. "Cum nice and hard for us when you do!"
They all stood there watching her as she did, dropping the phone momentarily, severing the safety net briefly as she did so, her mouth agape, her fingers busily stroking herself as she moaned with her mouth wide open, which they could still hear through the phone even though it lay at her feet at the moment. She finished, realizing she'd lost contact and grabbed for it.
"Well?"
"Get your ass up here!" Jackie told her, "Someone's headed your way!"
They all watched as the poor girl scrambled, gathering her clothing and streaked through the doors.
"That was mean," Shawn said knowing full well that nobody had been.
"Better unlock the door," she told him hanging up the phone, "Or she's apt to break her neck trying to get in." Seconds later Debbie burst through the door, closing it behind her.
"I was only kidding," Jackie told her "but I bet it was a rush wasn't it?"
"It was certainly that!" she said still trying to catch her breath, but then enjoying the fact that all three of them were in fact nude just as Jackie told her they were. "Have to admit Shawn, never thought I'd see you like this," she smiled "Or that you'd ever see me like this either!" she added.
"That's an understatement," he shot back at her, his prick still fully erect as he stood there unashamedly.
"Ok now that we've all got someone to play with, how about you come over here and give me a really good long fucking now," she asked as Jackie positioned herself on the edge of Shawn's desk.
"And how about we take the couch?" Marsha suggested as Debbie shook her head in agreement quickly joining her there.
#
Two hours later they had finally made it home. Shawn had even given them a large bag filled with various sizes of batteries for their personal use, though first securing the promise that he'd get to see and be with her again. She had agreed to that, though informing him that she was no longer looking for Mr. Right any more, and had every intention of remaining free and single for quite some time to come. She felt like she still had a few more adventures to try out before she was ready to settle down again. But if he could accept that, then she was willing to continue seeing him.
He'd agreed, naturally of course, though Marsha had laughed when he had, telling him he had no idea what he'd just gotten himself into. Which was true, especially when Jackie and Marsha both left his store walking straight out to her car without a stitch of clothing on when they did.
"I really like your friends," Debbie said still nude herself standing next to him as they watched the two women walk out the front door. "And look at poor Jeff, the expression on his face is priceless, I'm sure he can't believe what it is that he's seeing," she said giggling loudly.
"I'm not sure I can believe it myself," Shawn said agreeing with her. "But I'm sure as hell looking forward to more of it."
#
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They had met a little over a month ago. The club was a favorite hangout for amateur musicians. Kat enjoyed going there and had been doing so for quite some time, often just hanging out with friends, listening to music, and finally urged to play a couple of her own favorite songs on the guitar. It had been after she'd just finished playing and had gone back to take her seat, the high of excitement in having just finished still with her as she glanced up and saw him, the same guy she had briefly spotted while she had been playing, the look in his eyes as he watched her so intently. As she walked back to sit at the booth where her friends were, she walked by where he was sitting just as he stood preparing to go up onto the stage himself.
"Enjoyed it," he said smiling at her. "Would like to talk to you after I'm done if you're willing," he said getting a nod yes that she'd like that.
Kat retook her seat at the booth she'd been sitting at with her friends. "You know him?" Amanda asked.
"No, do you?"
"Not personally no," Amanda responded. "All I do know is, that his names Brett and he plays with one of the local bands here, understand he's pretty good too!"
"Looks pretty good too," Kat said just under her breath as she watched him setting up and begin playing.
Brett as she now knew his name was extremely tall, well over six feet with extremely long dark hair, a mustache and matching goatee, along with several interesting tattoos which she now admired, especially as Kat had several of her own.
As she sat listening to him play his guitar, she felt herself becoming aroused, wondering what it might be that he wanted to talk to her about, her mind already imagining what it might be like to make love with him. It had in fact been a while since she'd been involved in a relationship with anyone she really cared about. And to be perfectly honest about it, she'd been rather horny lately, and masturbation just wasn't cutting it any more either. And not that she didn't have plenty of guys that she knew, many of which had hit on her at the club, though she just wasn't interested in most of them for one reason or another.
At five-six, Kat was the very attractive, somewhat typical blue-eyed blonde with one major difference, she certainly wasn't dumb or scattered brained, knew what she wanted...especially in a man, and also knew when to show off her voluptuously shaped body, and when not to.
As it turned out, this was one of those nights when she was in fact showing off a bit, since she also knew she'd be performing on stage as it were, and a little hint of her sexuality went a long way in exciting the crowd and more than ever now was thankful that she had been.
Kat had worn a fairly short skirt, showing off her shapely legs, her white blouse somewhat see through, though she was also wearing a black lace bra beneath it for a sexy contrast which had really hinted at her lovely full breasts without really showing them. Her long blonde hair seductively falling across one eye as she played, brushing it out of the way, spotting Brett briefly that first time as he sat there, though then she hadn't known his name. Now however, it was her turn to ogle him, listening to him play, his hands and fingers a blur upon the strings, mesmerizing in a way, as was his look as he turned to face her, playing for her as she locked eyes with him listening.
"That was incredible!" she said honestly when he'd finished, coming back asking if he could join them for a quick drink.
"Thanks," he said simply. "Enjoyed listening to you too," he added, "Might be fun to see if we could do something together sometime."
"Wow, really? I'd like that!" she smiled, chills already traveling up and down her spine as he sat next to her, the simple movement of his thigh suddenly pressing against hers more than enough to cause that.
They had chatted for a while, had their drink together, and then he had told her he had an early day in the morning and unfortunately had to leave. Scribbling his number on a napkin, he handed it to her.
"If you're interested, give me a call," he'd told her. Kat smiled, he hadn't asked her for her number, leaving it up to her to decide if she wanted to see him again, learn more about him, which is how it had all begun actually as she sat at the counter of another bar. This one a place she wasn't all that familiar with, waiting for him to arrive which is where he said he would meet her at. In the short time she had known him, he had already figured out her inner most secrets and desires, her sometimes shy inhibited side suddenly exploited, turned upside down and inside out. At first, a little unnerving, especially for her, but she found from it an excitement and pleasure she had never known before.
As Kat sat sipping her drink waiting for Brett to arrive, she recalled their very first real evening out together.
#
She had called him the following day, something out of character for her perhaps, but he was obviously delighted that she had by the tone of his voice.
"So, you doing anything on Friday?" he'd asked.
"Nothing planned," she'd told him, though she had in fact planned on going out to the club once again with her friends, plans that she was more than happy to cancel.
"Cool, how'd you like to go see Metallica with me?"
"You're kidding right?" she'd said excitedly. "That concerts been sold out for over a month!"
"So that means you're interested?"
"Hell yes!" she'd said enthusiastically.
"Pick you up at six-thirty then, grab a bite to eat and then go," he told her soon after getting the address where she lived from her.
"Just one thing," he then said, "Something I'd like you to do for me if you would."
"Ok," she hesitated wondering, but already knowing she would do just about anything he asked her as long as it wasn't too far out there.
"I'd love it if you'd wear the same outfit you wore the other night," he'd said. She was smiling to herself hearing him say that.
"So, he liked the way I looked did he?" she thought to herself.
"But with one tiny little difference, if you're willing to do it for me," he finished.
"Oh? And what would that be?" she asked curiously.
"Don't wear the bra. I'd really enjoy seeing you in that particular blouse without one."
Kat actually sat there considering it for a moment before answering. "Let me think about that," she said honestly. "But even if I do decide to wear one, does that mean no concert?"
He laughed, "No...of course not. Was just curious to see if you would, that's all."
And Kat had spent some time thinking about it, had finally put on the blouse without one, looking at herself. There was just enough of a pattern in front to somewhat conceal her nipples, though the rest of the blouse clearly revealed the shadowed softness of her full breasts hidden beneath. It was an adventurous thing for her to do, but she honestly did like the way she looked, and knowing that Brett would too, she set aside her insecurity about being that revealed, even if she really wasn't as she considered it, and met him at the door with a smile on his face as he stood there admiring her.
"Thank you!" he'd said, even leaning forward to give her a quick brief kiss, and then a second one as she warmed to the first, leaning forward for the second, which they shared considerably longer there in her doorway.
The concert itself as she knew it would be was as good as always. They'd stepped out into the night heading back towards his car, the parking lot already a crowded mess as everyone sat waiting trying to get out of the lot ahead of everyone else.
"You in any kind of a hurry?" he'd asked.
"No, not really," she said perfectly content to sit there with him and let the crazy one's in a hurry get out in order to do so without becoming a part of it themselves.
Once again he leaned over to kiss her, doing so, which she'd honestly been hoping he'd do. But as he did, she also felt his hand resting lightly on her side just beneath her bare breast though he hadn't as yet made any indication he would attempt to touch her. And she found herself sitting there wondering for a moment if she'd allow him to continue doing so if he made the attempt. The arousal she'd been feeling all night as she sat next to him, laughing, appreciating the music together, letting it awaken her desires even though she didn't realize it at the time. Before she knew it, she had placed her hand on his, lifting it, placing it against her breast before he had.
To her surprise however, he had given her a small quick affectionate squeeze in being told that it was "ok," but had removed his hand from her. "You're not ready for that yet," he'd said shocking her slightly.
"What do you mean?" she'd asked. "Certainly just touching my tits isn't moving too fast now is it?"
"No, not exactly," he'd said looking at her. "But you don't want just that, I can see it in your eyes. But you need to realize what it is that you do want. Copping a feel in the front seat of my car isn't it. There's more to you than just that, I know it, and you know it, even if you don't realize it yet," he told her.
"Ok Brett? I'm not sure I'm really following you here," she told him.
He sat looking at her in silence for a moment as the parking lot slowly cleared out, enough so that he started up the car without responding. He pulled out onto the street.
"I know this is going to sound a little conceited perhaps, even a bit crass, but the reality is this, I've been out with enough women to know which ones are just going through the motions, and which women are genuinely enthusiastic about enjoying life, and that includes being willing enough to be a bit more daring than someone else is. That's what I'm looking for, and I think you could be that kind of woman, even if you don't think that you are. But...it's up to you to decide that. So, I'll give you something to think about here. We've got just a couple of miles before we reach the highway, by the time we do, you'll tell me whether you'd prefer I take you back home, or that we go to the club for a couple of drinks, and then see what happens after that."
Kat was curious, she still didn't know what he was alluding to with regards to herself, but she was also willing to find out. "Ok, so tell me what it is."
He glanced over towards her in the semi darkness as they drove along. "When I asked you earlier if you'd be willing to go without a bra tonight, and then arriving at your door and finding that you'd done as I asked, told me then that you were at least gusty enough to go outside of your obvious comfort zone, and that meant a lot to me. So now...I'm going to ask you to do that again if you're willing. But like I said, if you're not, that's ok too, just wanted you to know before I asked you."
"Asked me what?" she again questioned curiously, somewhat nervously.
"Take off the blouse."
"Here? Now?"
He didn't answer her, just continued to look forward eyes on the road. There was a long drawn out silence between them as they continued to drive along, Kat knowing that the turn off was just up ahead now, as was her decision.
"That's seriously what you want me to do, show you my boobs?"
He finally looked over at her, the intersection already looming just up ahead.
"It's not just about staring at your boobs," he said. "It's about your willingness to do something without really questioning it, to allow yourself to experience something, allow yourself to find excitement, arousal in even the small things. If you can do that, if you can begin to trust me, then you'll find yourself enjoying things in ways you've never even begun to imagine. But like I said...it's entirely up to you. So...which way?" he asked as he slowed the car.
Kat looked into the rear view mirror, there was traffic coming up from behind them. For a moment she almost told him to take her home, but the moment that very thought entered her mind, she knew it wasn't what she really wanted either. Without another word, she began undoing the buttons on her blouse. As she did, Brett signaled and turned into the left-hand turn lane, which would put them onto the road heading back towards the club.
To her surprise, she found herself sitting there next to him with her breasts fully exposed. Simultaneously, she felt the tingle of her nipples as they hardened, perhaps caused by the slightly additional coolness of the night, but she knew the reality was, she truly was excited. Sitting there beside him as she was, her breasts fully revealed, though he had made no such motion to reach over and touch her, just the thought of him perhaps doing so had heightened her desire and want for allowing him to do just that if he eventually did.
"You really do have beautiful breasts," he told her, saying again, 'Thank you." They were less than a mile away from the club. "Go ahead Kat, you can put your blouse back on now."
#
It had been like that ever since then. It had been nearly a month now and aside from his kissing her, which she loved doing, and which he found quite enjoyable as well, the only time he had even touched her was when she had placed his hand upon her own breast that one brief time after the concert. Since then, she had in fact bared her breasts for him whenever he'd asked her to do so, sometimes for only a few minutes just prior to dropping her off at home, or once just after pulling into the parking lot of the restaurant he'd taken her to, watching her unbutton her blouse, only to rebutton it a moment or two later once she had before going inside to eat.
In a way, she thought it strange, sometimes wondering if Brett was actually treating her a little too strangely, but then suddenly anxious to hear from him again after a day or two had gone by without a single phone call.
And now, here she was sitting in an unfamiliar bar waiting for him. He had called her earlier, told her where to meet him and when. He had once again told her what he'd like her to wear, so she had, another short skirt, a tight pullover sweater, and no bra. She had gotten used to dressing for him this way now, though it was starting to drive her a little crazy that he hadn't touched her yet.
She had arrived on time, even a few minutes earlier than he'd asked her to. She glanced at her watch, it was fifteen to seven, a bit early perhaps, only a few patrons had come in, one or two other couples was all, but she had also noticed as the signs had indicated that it was "ladies night" Thursday, drinks were half-priced for the women, so she ordered a second one, once again looking about the room and discovered that there were far more single women who'd begun arriving, still only the two other couples. And then finally saw Brett as he came in already heading towards her.
He took the stool next to her. "You're late," she said with a smile, not meaning it in a nasty way whatsoever.
"Didn't tell you I'd be here when I asked you to be," he said indifferently, taking a small box out of his coat pocket setting it down on the bar as he ordered himself a drink. "Saw you arrive in fact," he then admitted smiling at her mysteriously.
"Why didn't you come in if you saw me arrive?" she asked.
"Anticipation for one," he answered grinning back at her, his hand still resting on top of the box, whatever that was. "And two, to let you relax a little, have a drink, order another, which you've already done," he said still smiling as she took another sip of her drink, her curiosity now getting the best of her.
"What's in the box?"
"A special little gift for you," he said. "Something you might enjoy, for me..." he added once again cryptically. He then showed her something else he held in his hand, which she hadn't seen until now. It was small, looked a little like the kind of remote control you would use for a car to unlock it, but there weren't any keys with it.
"What's that for?"
"For this," he said once again indicating the box. "But you might want to take it into the bathroom before opening it," he suggested. "After that, it's up to you."
Kat slid off the stool taking up the box. Brett caught her hand briefly. "You'll have five minutes," he told her once again cryptically.
"Five minutes to do what?" she asked.
"You'll know what," he said glancing down at his watch.
Kat took the box, glancing back towards him briefly as she entered the women's restroom, but he was still looking at his watch even as she did so.
There was no one else inside, even so, she entered one of the stalls shutting the door securing it before opening the box. She sat there staring at it. She knew what it was, she'd seen them before though she had never used one. And this was one of the expensive ones too as she considered it. All of the others she'd seen or had heard about previously had connected wires leading to the remote. This one had a chip inside that could be activated without the wires, totally remote.
"He can't be serious!" she thought to herself though she removed the small silver colored cylinder from the box holding it within her hand for a moment. Mentally, she knew she had but a couple of additional minutes to decide. "Decide what?" she asked herself. "Does he really expect me to put this in?" she again asked, already knowing the answer to that. He did. But...would she? Could she actually do that? What would happen if she did?
#
She was walking towards him when she felt the first faint tingle deep inside her pussy. She faltered only briefly continuing on as she stared straight ahead taking her seat next to him once again.
"Like it?" he asked.
"How you even know I decided to put it in?" she shot back, almost immediately feeling the intensity of the vibrations turned full up inside her.
"Ok, Ok!" she quivered, "Fuck!" she said just under her breath. Brett laughed though she felt the gentle pleasuring hum become nothing more than a sensitive tickle.
"So now what?" she asked.
"So now we just have a little fun and enjoy the evening," he told her. "A very special evening with everything I have planned," he added without telling her anything more, though he did add. "And depending on how things go here tonight, maybe later there will be something even more special that I will share with you."
"Oh?"
But Brett didn't elaborate further, though he did gently increase the vibrating hum just a titch, causing her to squirm briefly for a moment while she got used to it.
"You purposely trying to drive me crazy here?" she asked once again sipping her drink, though as her pussy convulsed, she found herself draining it instead.
"Easy on the booze honey," Brett told her. "We've got a long...long night ahead of us, and I don't have any intention of getting you too drunk to enjoy it either." Brett stood retrieving their drinks. "It's starting to fill up, let's go grab us a booth before they're all gone."
The place was indeed beginning to fill up. Before long, not only was the music louder, but also several were out dancing on the floor, most of them women dancing with women. Kat realized as they sat watching, the gentle hum between her legs now more of a pleasured reminder, keeping her aroused yes, but not nearly at the edge like she'd been too close to a while ago.
"This isn't just ladies night now is it?" she stated confirming it for herself as some of the women who were dancing had obvious masculine like characteristics about them, though many others were for her a conundrum, too hard to tell one way or the other, though it was also possible, some girls were just there for the inexpensive drinks and a night out with their girl friends, that...and to dabble perhaps with their own curiosities in an atmosphere that was rich with the possibility of it.
Brett nodded his head towards another table where two girls sat watching a couple of their other friends dancing. "See the brunette?" he asked.



"Yeah?"
"Go ask her to dance," he said.
"What?"
Once again Brett sat silently just looking at her. He never said twice to her what he knew she had heard the first time, even if she always tended to ask him again. She glanced back towards the brunette. She really was attractive.
"Just ask her to dance, if she says no...she says no. No big deal," Brett told her.
Kat stood, Brett once again grabbing her hand briefly. "But if she does, after the dance, invite her back here for a drink with us afterwards," he added. Releasing her hand, Kat headed over towards the table, stood just behind for a moment gathering herself until she felt a sudden increase of pleasured tickling between her legs, she almost jumped at it, moving towards the brunette as the vibrations once again simmered down.
To her surprise, the brunette who introduced herself as Mandy accepted her offer, moving out with her to the floor as they danced closely together to a slow sensual song that soon turned into a fiery beat as though passing from quiet foreplay into hot passionate lovemaking as it went. She felt the other woman pressing against her at one point, her own breasts also full and firm against her back, hands slithering up and down Kat's sides as they swayed in tempo to the beat together, though Kat also was forced to endure another kind of beat, one that gradually got more and more intense just as the music did. She had in fact nearly climaxed when the song ended, along with the purring rush of ecstasy between her legs.
"Care to join us for a drink?" she'd asked showing Mandy where Brett was sitting having been watching them.
"Sure," Mandy said following her over. Kat slid in next to Brett, with Mandy slipping into the booth on the other side of her. Moments later a waitress had taken their fresh drink orders and left.
"You two looked very erotic together out on the floor," Brett stated easily. Kat blushed, Mandy did as well, though she was smiling at Kat. "Yeah, that was pretty hot," she admitted. "You're girlfriends very sexy."
"Thank you," Kat said. "So are you."
"Did you like the way her breasts felt pressed against your back?" Brett asked stating the obvious. Obviously there was no denying that she had been.
"Yeah, that was nice," Kat said nervously, but saw a smile of delight cross Mandy's face as she admitted to it.
"You should show her your tits," Brett suggested, "Before the waitress comes back with our drinks." Mandy's eye widened as Brett said that, but she was obviously interested in actually seeing them. "Show me yours, I'll show you mine," she offered in response to that, giggling a little after she'd said it.
Kat took a real quick look around, no one was really looking their way at the moment, so she lifted her sweater, her breasts revealed just for a moment as she secreted them away once again, feeling the unexpected exhilaration of having done that, even though it had been only a very brief exposure.
"Nice tits!" Mandy exclaimed appreciatively. "Mine aren't nearly as pretty as yours are...but, here they are!" She too then lifted her tee shirt confirming the fact she too had been braless, which Kat now realized Brett had learned earlier on, targeting the Brunette just for that very reason. She soon lowered her own shirt, once again covering herself however just seconds before the waitress arrived with their drinks.
"Would you mind if she touched them a little?" Brett asked for Kat, surprising her with this unexpected request.
"Only if I get to touch hers a little too," she stated.
"Kat?" Brett asked, as she sat there, the sudden increase once again of the pleasured egg between her legs making her decision an easy one.
"Fuck yeah!" she said fighting through the sudden intake of breath, though this time Brett didn't turn down the humming pleasure now working her clit quite as quickly as he'd been doing.
Mandy lifted one side of her tee shirt, her bare breast suddenly available as Kat reached out, caressing and fondling it for a few pleasurable moments.
"How'd that feel Kat?" Brett asked. "Feel nice playing with her soft tits?"
"Oh yeah," she moaned, unable to do much of anything else at the moment as Brett increased the vibrating pleasure until it was nearly full on once again.
"Would you like to know a secret Mandy?" Brett asked her. Kat knew what was coming, but at the moment, she was so aroused she could have cared less.
"Sure!" she again stated, almost reluctantly covering her exposed boob once again.
"Well it's pretty naughty," he said teasingly, though immediately garnering her interest as she leaned over so he could share whatever secret it was he had with her.
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. You see, Kat here has a vibrating egg inside her pussy right now, and I've been turning it up and down all evening long. Right now, she's hovering right on the edge I think...aren't you Kat?" He asked.
"Yes, yes!" Kat moaned audibly confirming it.
"No fucking shit! Really? She is?"
"Oh yeah, she is aren't you baby?"
"Ah huh," Kat said almost closing her eyes now with the pleasured sweetness of it.
"Go ahead Mandy, stick your hand between her legs, see if you can feel the vibrations."
Kat felt her doing so, felt her hand as it pressed curiously against her sex, the sudden exploration of a single finger, finding her pleasured warmth, pushing aside the thin strip of her panties until her neither lips were being caressed, the addition of a finger now worming itself inside her, finding the vibrating egg that continued to purr pleasurably, wickedly inside.
"Oh that's fucking hot!" Mandy expressed still continuing to finger fuck Kat's cunt.
"Would you like to help me make her cum Mandy?" Brett asked. "Would you enjoy seeing Kat climax right here, sitting between us, without anyone else but the three of us knowing that she is?"
"Hell yes!" Mandy exclaimed excitedly. "But after that...I think I'd enjoy doing that too!"
"Sounds fair to me, what do you think Kat?" Brett asked her. "After she's helped you to cum, think you'd be willing to help her out a little?"
"Fuck yes!" Kate nearly spat. "But do it, do it soon...you two are driving me insane!"
Suddenly the vibrations stopped. "Nah, not yet...not quite yet, you're still not horny enough," Brett told her.
"Are you fucking kidding me?" Kat stated.
"No...in fact Kat, I'm not. In fact, I think that I'd like to see you going down on one another, how's that sound Mandy? You game for that?"
Kat looked at Brett quizzingly, "Really? That's what you'd like to see?" she asked.
"I would yes...but only if you'd like to feel that," he told her. "Up to you though, if not, then we'll just let you cum right now, so...which is it? What would you like to feel or experience Kat?" Brett asked her seriously.
"Where?"
Brett smiled, "Where else...outside!"
#
Minutes later the three of them walked outside together heading towards the back of the lot where Brett had parked his car early on. Kat noticed he had parked it on the last row against the fence, backing it in. "Oh, so is this why you wanted to come early? Just so you could get this spot?" she asked.
"Maybe...maybe not," he said smiling, opening the passenger side door, leaving it so. "Sit here Mandy," Brett said suggesting to her to sit on the seat as Kat stood in front of her in the doorway, Brett standing behind. "Don't worry, I'll be keeping an eye out for anyone just in case," he assured them.
Eagerly, Mandy helped Kat with her skirt and thong, removing them completely so that she now stood nearly naked between them. And then for the first time, as Mandy leaned forward running her tongue gingerly between Kat's swollen puffy lips, Brett placed his hands beneath her sweater, cupping her breasts within his hands, kneading them gently, fingering her rock hard pointed little nipples. "Now Mandy, eat her pussy, eat it good and get her off really, really well."
Whether she would have admitted it or not, Kat was hot, more aroused than she'd ever been before in her entire life. And here she was, standing behind an open door in the parking lot, basically naked, another woman sitting down in front of her licking her cunt, Brett standing behind her, now openly and happily fondling her boobs, something she'd been fantasizing and dreaming about for weeks now, though not entirely the way it was actually happening at the moment, but still.
"Oh, you've got great tits babe!" he told her nuzzling her neck, kissing her, causing a flood of chills to race up and down her spine as he did so, as his fingers danced playfully, pleasurably about her hard erect nipples, just as Mandy's tongue was also doing to her super sensitive little clit. "You like the feel of her tongue in your pussy baby?" he asked.
"Yes!" Kat moaned conceding the point.
"Suck her clit Mandy," Brett told her. "Suck it and finger fuck her cunt while I turn this on again," he added giving her the barest of warnings as to what he was about to do.
"Oh my God!" Kat wailed a second after that, the intensity of the vibrating egg deep inside, the capture of her swollen hard clit between Mandy's lips, and the pressure of her nipples suddenly being stretched, twisted and pulled on all at once, sent her over the cataclysmic edge of ecstasy into total unbridled oblivion!
Still trying to catch her own breath as Brett now supported her, the girls soon after switched places.
"Take it out and put it inside her," he said. Kat did so, wiping her own cum off it with her panties, and then slipping it inside Mandy's equally wet passage. "Ever licked another girls pussy before?" he asked curiously.
"No...fingered a girl once, but that's about all," she admitted nervously.
"Go ahead," Brett urged her as Mandy stood spreading her legs allowing Kat easier access as Brett turned on the vibrating egg, though starting out with the lowest setting as she began gently flicking her tongue out at the other girls exposed clit as she stood, holding her legs apart, her hands likewise spreading her pussy lips apart even more so.
"Oh yeah, nice looking clit isn't it?" Brett said standing beside the two of them, his hands once again reaching out, this time finding one of Kat's breasts, as well as one of Mandy's as he stood fondling each simultaneously. "Go on baby...lick it."
Kat did. Spearing the tiny little pink knot with her tongue, she lapped at it playfully, feeling Mandy shudder with pleasure as she did. Sliding her tongue between her neither lips, she tasted the sweetness of the woman's pussy, wondering as she did if her own juices tasted even half as sweet as Mandy's did.
"Oh yeah baby, lick it! Lick it! That's fucking hot!" Brett encouraged her. Kat enjoyed the sensation of Brett's hand once again fondling her breast as well, though she also knew he was still playing with one of Mandy's too, yet it aroused her knowing that he was as she licked and sucked Mandy's cunt even more excitedly, the heat of her arousal once again flaring deep inside her own pussy.
Kat was surprised when she noticed after a few more moments of this that Brett had let go of her breast, as well as Mandy's, she heard the zipper on his jeans, and then suddenly the appearance of his hard erect prick as he stood off to the side gently stroking himself while he watched them.
Kat was so enthralled over watching Brett, the first time she'd actually even seen his erection as he stood there, that she didn't realize for a moment that Mandy was in the middle of her own climax, her hands suddenly burrowing into Kat's hair, pushing herself even more forcefully against Kat's face as she stood there, the intensity of the vibrating egg inside her cunt going wild, Kat's lips wrapped around the hard nubbin of Mandy's clit sucking it firmly as she screamed out her pleasure.
"Oh yeah, that's it baby, make her cum, make her cum nice and hard!"
#
When she'd finally recovered, Brett moved forward now standing directly in front of where Kat was still sitting inside the open door of his car. She reached out with her hand intending to touch him, but to her surprise, he turned off to one side, denying her.
"Only with your mouth," he said. "No hands. Mandy? You come stand behind me, be her hands for her and feed her my prick!"
It was Mandy's hands that now held Brett's cock, waggling it playfully, allowing the tip to caress the side of Kat's cheek before she was able to finally capture it with her mouth.
"Play with your tits," he told Kat. "That will keep your hands busy," he said grinning at her.
Admittedly, Kat enjoyed the feel of the night air as it touched her breasts, just as her own hands began doing. They could still hear the music coming from inside the bar, occasionally growing louder as people came and went, though no one had as yet approached anywhere's near where they were. Before long however, the bounce of headlights highlighted where they stood, and for a moment she panicked releasing his prick.
"Keep sucking!" he warned, "Don't worry about the fucking cars!"
Even as she heard the car pull into a space just a short distance away, the sound of doors opening, footsteps that faltered briefly and then paused, moving on after that, Kat continued her manipulations of Brett's prick, sucking it as Mandy continued fondling it, feeding it to her.
"Oh yeah, almost there," Brett announced suddenly, stepping back, forcing Kat to release his prick. "Now, jerk me off against Kat's tits," Brett told Mandy. "That's it, hold them for me honey, give me a nice sweet titty-target to shoot at!"
Kat sat watching as Mandy pumped Brett's prick off against her tits. She found herself a little jealous watching it, and though she had actually sucked him with her mouth, she had as yet to even touch him, which Mandy was happily doing, though she in fact hadn't mouthed him at all.
"Oh yeah, yeah...here it comes!" Brett announced, the explosion of his cream suddenly bursting from the tip of his cock splashing against Kat's breasts as she held them, watching in delight as Brett's spunk began to cover her breasts, rivers of his cream suddenly running down between them towards her belly. "Oh yeah, fuck yeah, that's good, that's good!" Brett cried out pleasurably as Mandy now rubbed his prick head directly back and forth across Kat's very hard very erect sweet nipples wiping the last vestiges of his sperm upon them as she did so.
#
Mandy returned back inside the bar to her friends a few minutes later, Brett then climbing into the driver's seat of his own car pulling out of the lot.
"Where are we going?" Kat asked.
"Back to my place, not too far from here. Like I told you earlier, I have a special evening planned for you," he added.
Though Kat had put her skirt and blouse back on, Brett hadn't allowed her to button it, his cream still running in little rivulets off her breasts towards her tummy. Kat continued to capture it with her fingers, finding it oddly erotic and arousing as she did.
"Just rub it into your breasts," he told her. "I love watching you touching them."
Kat did so, finding a great deal of delight in massaging in his thick cream as though it were body lotion, her breasts soon absorbing much of it into her skin.
"Just ahead now," he informed her turning onto his street. Seconds later Brett pulled into his drive, walking around the car letting her out and then escorting her inside. Kat was surprised, being a musician, she'd expected his place to be sparsely furnished, even cluttered perhaps, but it wasn't. Most of his furnishings were modernistic, a lot of glass, chrome, blacks and whites that decorated his home. Several erotic photographs, also in black and white hung framed upon his walls as they entered through the main hall leading down into an enormous and very comfortable looking living area.
"Here, this is for you," he said handing her what appeared to be some sort of a blindfold. "Go ahead, finish taking off your clothes, and then put that on. I'll guide you up the stairs," he told her smiling at her with a mischievous grin on his face, though hers was again a bit worried. "Just trust me Kat," he said softly. "I promise you, it will be worth it."
In minutes she was entirely naked, Brett had remained clothed however, guiding her towards the steps leading upstairs, she now wore only the blindfold as she held onto the railing with one hand, Brett walking beside her guiding her upwards. They soon reached the landing, where he turned her down another short hallway, the sound of a door opening as he then led her inside.
"Now, I'm going to ask you to lift your feet one at a time Kat, you'll feel me slipping something around your legs when I do. Just stand there and relax while I do it. But like I told you, just trust me."
Kat felt Brett indeed slip something around one leg as she held onto him for balance, soon after lifting the other as he repeated the process. When he'd secured both legs, he cinched up whatever it was and then began working on her arms. Kat felt some sort of loop which she soon placed an arm through, and then again the other moments later.
"Now, this is going to feel weird at first, but don't worry, you're completely safe." In the next instant she felt herself suddenly lifted, falling back though only for a moment. She realized as the fall ended suddenly that she was entirely and completely suspended. "Yeah, you're in a swing," he confirmed for her though she'd not asked the question. Even with the blindfold that she wore, he could tell by her expression that she was still somewhat confused. "Go ahead, swing yourself a little, get used to it," he told her.
Kat was surprised with the comfort and ease as she did so. In a way, it felt as though she were floating. Her arms and legs held securely, obviously restrained though supported easily as she hung there.
"Comfy?"
"Yes," she finally responded much more relaxed now though still nervous as to what it was that Brett had in store for her. Kat jumped when she felt the sudden light touch of his hands encircling her breasts. She felt her nipples teased, immediately hardening even more than they already were. She allowed a pleasured sigh to escape her lips as he circled about her, his hands tracing imaginary patterns against her exposed flesh. Brett lifted each of her breasts slightly, allowing them to fall back comfortably against her rib cage before lifting them again, letting them fall again.
"You really do have nice tits," he told her, his fingers now flicking her nipples, not painfully so, but enough that she felt a tiny jolt of something different than she'd ever felt before. She next felt the stiff hardness of something being dragged across the top of her upper thigh, something foreign in touch that she could not place a name for. He continued to circle her, allowing the brush of whatever it was he held in his hand to cross over the tops of her breasts almost caressingly so as he did.
She felt it lift as though he'd removed it, then in a surprised sensation, she heard the sound of the brief quick slap even before she felt it, a tiny little sting, nothing really painful, though it had at first shocked her, as though it would, or actually should have been.
"Trust me," he again said softly, once again dragging what she now knew to be some sort of a soft whip, some sort of a riding crop or something once again dragging it against and over her tender flesh. She felt it now trace a line against her ass, and once again the briefest of withdrawals before hearing the sound of it, then the heat of it as it landed on her backside, causing her to wince though not with pain so much as the surprised shock of it as it landed.
"Very good," he told her as she'd managed to keep from crying out or saying anything, it hadn't really hurt that much after all, and had in fact felt pleasurable as she hung there totally helpless, thinking about it, now waiting expectantly for the next strike, welcoming it when it did.



Brett continued to repeat this process several times, still circling about her, occasionally reaching over to lift her breasts, or play with her nipples ensuring that they remained hard, though as aroused as she certainly now was, she had no doubt that they would remain so. Her pussy too, she knew was moist, wet, and richly lathered. Brett had finally and thankfully actually dipped his finger inside her, though not quite fucking her with it, lifting her moisture, and then placing his finger tip against her own lips. "Suck it," he'd asked, which she had, pleased with her own taste, finding it even sweeter than Mandy's had been as she cleaned off his fingers completely.
After a time, she could hear Brett move away, the sound of his clothes being removed as he tossed them off to one side. Though she couldn't see him of course, her mind did, watching him undress, the memory of his stiff swollen angry looking cock as Mandy had held it teasing her face until she'd found it, capturing it with her mouth. She now felt it again, felt it as Brett placed his stiff hard cock against one of her breasts, teasing her nipples with it.
"Like that?" he asked.
"Oh...yes!" Kat sighed pleasurably, her senses somehow heightened, her nipples tingling with each touch, each slap of his prick against them as he beat her little nipples furiously for a moment before once again moving on.
She soon felt herself being lowered, though remaining suspended as she hovered just off the ground. She heard movement, felt Brett's presence now as he repositioned himself directly between her outstretched legs, which she blushed at, realizing how vulnerably open she must be, almost obscenely so as she hung there.
"God you've got a gorgeous cunt too!" he told her, confirming the fact he was gazing directly at her exposed as she was. Once again the tip of his finger introducing itself against the hardness of her clit as he spread her lips with his fingers, revealing it even more fully than it already was.
"Fuck!" Kat spat unexpectedly, for Brett's mouth had indeed found her, encircling her hard pink little nubbin, kissing it, licking it, and then sucking it softly for the briefest of moments.
She then felt his fingers once again worming around inside her, tickling and caressing her "G" spot, feeling the exquisite sensation as he did so, knowing her juices were now flowing in abundance. Taking some, she felt his finger glide against the tiny puckered opening of her ass, caressing her there, applying her juices before retrieving more, doing the same. Kat felt herself holding her breath as he did so, another finger now penetrating her pussy again, teasing and pleasing her there while the caress against her ass continued, the probes now becoming more forceful, penetrating as she heard Brett spit on her, adding to the lubrications he had already placed there. She now felt his finger slip inside, just barely, but enough so that she now felt the twin pleasured violations of both openings. Scissored, he began to finger fuck her gently, one finger still teasing her cunt, the other now playfully caressing the inside of her ass, the sensation of both sending shivers of wicked naughty delight coursing through her as she struggled against the pleasured/pain, free swinging as she was for the moment until Brett halted her movement having once again placed his mouth over her cunt kissing and licking her there.
"Holy fucking shit!" she cried out unable to keep herself from doing so. She felt almost spasmodic, her body convulsing uncontrollably, his fingers continuing to probe, speed slightly increasing as he began finger-fucking her in Ernst now, her pleasures multiplying dramatically so as he did. Her clit felt on fire, as did her ass, the finger now fully embedded inside, as was the other inside her cunt, working together, pressing one another through the smallest of membranes separating both passages.
Before she even realized it, she felt the sweetness of her climax suddenly upon her, the tingling sensation just milliseconds before the explosion that filled her head with a thousand twinkling stars of pure orgasmic delight.
#
Never before in her entire life had she climaxed like that before. The sensation of floating, spiraling out of control while she did, the intensity which gripped her, coursing through her entire being from the tips of her toes, to the top of her head, and then outward as well. Her nipples glowing hotly as though each had had hot wax poured upon them, even her finger tips grew numb from the hard-felt orgasmic delight that she succumbed to as Brett latched onto her clit, sucking it for all he was worth as she screamed out her pleasure, her voice filling the room.
Kat felt limp, drained, thoroughly exhausted, and yet...exhilarated as well. Every fiber of her entire being still tingled pleasurably, a further reminder as to the intensity that she'd just moments ago experienced. Once again, Kat felt herself being lifted, still hovering, still suspended off the ground.
She had just barely managed to catch her breath when she felt the press of Brett's prick against the opening of her pussy. She felt him as he stood there between her legs now, teasing her almost too sensitive clitoris with the tip of his cock, rubbing it back and forth, side to side, up and down until the sensitivity once again turned to pleasure causing her to moan audibly.
"Oh God...oh God!" Kat repeated, surprised yet delighted that her body could respond as quickly as it was.
She felt Brett's fullness begin to penetrate, felt her own cunt wrapping itself warmly about him as he did so, slowly moving inwards one agonizing inch at a time until he had fully and completely embedded himself inside her, where he now held himself unmoving, allowing her to accommodate herself to his thick massive erection.
"Oh Brett! Fuck me baby, fuck me!" she pleaded then, squirming about on the swing trying in vain at the moment to fuck herself upon him if she had to, though he held her in place, unmoving, though allowing her to feel the gentle twitch of his cock as it throbbed wantonly inside her.
"Say it again," he told her.
"Fuck me."
"Again!"
"Fuck me!"
"AGAIN!"
"FUCK ME!"
Each time that she had, he did. Thrusting his blood engorged prick inside her, spearing her very soul. Thrusting in and out of her repeatedly, but only as she called out, now delirious with the rapturous pleasure once again coursing through her.
"Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" she cried out over and over again until her words became unintelligible, no longer able to keep up with the intense frenzied piston-like thrusts inside her cunt as she bounced wildly still suspended within the confines of the swing.
An eternity seemed to pass, time standing still, only the renewed pleasure, even more heightened than before as it claimed her driving her on towards the brink of madness. She felt her body once again convulsing, the orgasm now more intense than any before, rolling upon her like a wave, crashing against her. She hadn't even felt it when Brett removed his cock from her, only the warm surprising spray of his own climax alerting her to the fact that he was as it landed upon her everywhere, feeling it as it splashed once again against her breasts, the side of her face, down along her tummy and even against her cunt as Brett rubbed her there, spilling his spunk against her as it continued to spew in torrents of frothy thick creamy delight.
She felt the mask that had been shielding her eyes suddenly removed, though she remained constrained, still dangling in the air. Brett stood beside her now, his prick still somewhat erect, though not quite as angry looking as she remembered seeing it before. He soothed her body, his hands once again massaging in the lotion of his spending upon her, leaning over to kiss her now as he released the pin allowing her feet to swing downwards now touching the floor. Even then, she had to stand for a moment finding her legs, her balance, her body still weak, though gloriously so from her almost too intense pleasures.
Brett now helped her out of the swing, leading her by the hand weak kneed into the shower where he washed her, soaping her sensitive skin, bathing her with gentle caresses intermingling kisses between them as he did so.
#
The sun was well up when she opened her eyes. She had gotten in late, practically morning in fact by the time Brett had driven her back to the club just so she could pick up her car.
"Well, look at what the cat dragged in, or rather should I say look at how Kat dragged in," Amanda chuckled as she walked towards the bed handing Kat a steaming cup of freshly brewed coffee. And though it was already past noon, she was grateful for it, sitting up in bed, still naked, allowing the sheet to fall away from her breasts. As it did, Amanda saw a few reddish streaks still criss-crossing her flesh.
"Holy shit sweetie," Amanda stated seeing the marks. "You care to tell me about it? Obviously, you had quite the night!"
"Tell me about it," Kat said easily, still weary, feeling a little groggy as well, though even then she felt a tingle between her legs as she vividly recalled the night before.
Amanda quickly sat down on the bed next to her, wearing only a man's white tee shirt, which is what she usually wore to bed, she anxiously waited, wanting to hear all the juicy details.
"So tell me...tell me...tell me!" Amanda repeated expectantly. "How'd it go between you and Brett anyway? Looks like you finally got some, and then some!" she added smiling at her.
"Oh yeah, and then some is right," Kat continued teasing, taking another sip of coffee before putting it down on her nightstand.
Kat was in fact wide-awake now, and amazingly quite aroused. Just the thought of, the memory of, the pleasures of, the past night reawakening the desire she had felt so intensely.
"So, you want to know all the naughty, juicy intimate little details huh?" She said scooting herself back against the bed, propping her own head up against a pillow.
"Hell yes!" Amanda said excitedly. "And don't leave a single thing out either!"
"Ok I won't, but...the only way I'm going to tell you, is while you're eating me," she said, seeing the expression on Amanda's face, her eyes suddenly growing as big around as saucers.
They had been roommates for a little over two years now, and though Kat knew Amanda was truly bi-sexual, enjoying a woman every bit as much as she enjoyed being with a man, in all that time she had never once pressed or forced anything between them, though she had certainly hinted at it several times.
"Really? You're actually serious?" Amanda said looking at her, especially as Kat lay naked, almost expectantly with her head comfortably pressed against the pillow. She spread her legs then, bent at the knee. "Damn! I guess you are!" Amanda said, suddenly pulling her tee shirt up and over her head, revealing the obvious, that she too had been naked beneath it. She quickly positioned herself between Kat's legs, thrilled and delighted that this was finally happening after all this time with the two of them living together.
"Just one thing...you stop, I stop," Kat told her. "So if you want to hear it all..."
Kat felt the sweet tickling touch of Amanda's tongue as it began to dance pleasurably upon the floor of her clitoris.
"So I'm sitting there at the bar waiting for him to show up, when after a while he does, and slides this interesting little box over towards me..."
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Grocery shopping wasn't one of my favorite things to do, but like anyone recently divorced and in their early fifties, it became a weekly past time and got me out of the house once a week at least.
I wasn't really dating either. Not that I wasn't trying, but I think there's some sort of unwritten rule of the universe that says a man recently divorced less than a year is either too needy, or someone that is unapproachable until a proper period of availability is achieved. Whatever the hell that is. So around the office at least, I was "the guy who just got divorced," as I was often whispered about by the few available single females, most of which were all considerably younger than I was anyway. I was half tempted to legally change my name from Brian, to Divorced Guy, just so people could at least address me directly. But even that wouldn't have helped much under the circumstances. Being fifty, even if I was still in reasonably good shape and didn't really look fifty in many respects, it still didn't give me a lot of dating options, especially as I wasn't the going out to the clubs or the bar scene type either.
I'd just about finished up with my weekly shop, heading over to the meat counter to treat myself to my one real decadence, which was a nice thick steak. As I walked up to the counter, there was a very attractive looking woman standing there ahead of me, the look on her face told me she was indecisive about what it was she wanted to order, along with the butcher's, who'd given me an apologetic look briefly before turning back to the good-looking brunette as she stood trying to decide between some thick cut pork chops or a pork roast.
"If you're out to impress him, go for the roast," I told her smiling as she glanced up with a somewhat startled look on her face, though she immediately returned the smile.
"No him to impress," she said simply, still smiling. "Just cooking something for my sister and me," she informed me.
"In that case, go with the chops. They're easier and honestly more flavorful if you barbeque them correctly," I added. Even the butcher agreed with me on that one.
"Not so bad in the kitchen, but lousy at trying to barbeque."
"I bet you're not bad in the bedroom either," I thought silently to myself, giving her the once over as I stood talking to her about chops, realizing as I stood there that my hormones were working overtime, it had after all been a while, but it had also been a while since I'd allowed even the simplest of fantasies to run free like they were now, and I had every intention of allowing them to do so. After all, I was just thinking, I wasn't doing or even suggesting it, until she did in a rather odd way.
"You cook?" she asked.
"Not in the kitchen really," I answered back, once again the words in my head saying something else. "But I do fire up a mean barbeque, and I'd be more than happy to show you how to prepare those," I then added, surprised at my own boldness, though totally expecting a "That's nice of you to offer, but no thanks," sort of a response. I mean after all, we were two total strangers who didn't even know one another's names yet, let alone anything else. To my surprise however, she didn't say "no", though she hadn't said anything else to me either, just standing there looking at me curiously.
"You mind if my sister came with me?" she asked now surprising me with her own boldness, though I took her sister coming along as some sort of safety in numbers sort of a thing, which I certainly couldn't blame her for either."
"The more the merrier," I answered back, even more surprised that the two of us were actually discussing this, and still not knowing one another's names. "And by the way, my names Brian," I said offering her my hand, which she took shaking it.
"Myra," she answered back introducing herself. "And my sister's name is Mattie," she added to that. "And she's going to think I'm crazy accepting an offer for dinner from a man I just met at the meat counter, but ever since my divorce all I've done is sit around the house cooking or cleaning, so I don't mind surprising her and showing her that I can meet someone on my own without hanging out on a bar stool all night feeling like one of these pieces of meat here."
"I know what you mean, I'm recently divorced myself," though wishing I hadn't said it the moment I did, especially when I caught that knowing look for her, confirming her suspicions.
"Thought you might be," she stated with a hint of a smile turning one corner of those gorgeous full lips of hers. "You sort of had that look about you," she included, "and...you're obviously shopping for one. Only a single or divorced man buys one single baking potato," she said eyeing my grocery cart.
"Ah, I'll have to remember that and buy two next time," I said grinning broadly now, actually feeling my face redden just a little. "So, you're serious? You'll really let me cook dinner for you and your sister?" I asked half expecting her to have changed her mind suddenly now that she had a minute to think about it.
"Sure, why not? As long as you let me prepare something to go with it, you cook the meat, and Mattie and I will do the rest."
"Well, that sounds like a plan then, only one more question remains, your place...or mine?"
#
As we stood in line to check out together, we decided it might be prudent to get to know one another a little better, doing so over a cappuccino in the coffee shop next door. I learned that since her divorce she'd been living with her sister who was a little over a year older than she was. Her sister had never married, though she had been engaged twice. Mattie as I further learned was a business professional, more married to her work than willing to settle down and become some guy's wife, for the moment at least anyway. But even as she told me about her, as well as about herself, it was Myra that I was truly interested in and curious about. She told me she would soon be turning forty-four, she had no children as she hadn't been able to have any, nor did I as I had become sterile due to a childhood disease early on, though it was years before I'd discovered that. As she spoke, I sat there admiring her shoulder length hair, the fullness of her lips, and of course the fullness of her breasts though they were demurely concealed beneath the sweater and jacket she was wearing. Myra had the deepest brown eyes I'd ever seen too, almost black if you caught them just right, giving her a real sultry look that was enhanced by her olive complexion, a mixture perhaps of Spanish decent somewhere in her background as exotic as she looked to me.
But I honestly had to admit, it was her smile and friendly carefree attitude that was the most disarming about her. Obviously she'd already proven her boldness and sense of adventure by agreeing to let me cook, or rather barbeque the pork chops for her, and though we'd initially started out with her coming over to my place, we soon amended that to my coming over to her and her sister's place instead, since she felt Mattie would be more inclined to go along with her recklessness as long as it was on their home court, and not on mine the first time. Luckily, they did own a barbeque, though she said they rarely if ever used it.
We next decided on my coming over on Saturday early evening, giving her a day in between to soften her sister up to the idea of a strange man coming over for dinner, though I also made her promise to call me and let me know if her sister would prefer meeting me over coffee someplace first before agreeing to it, which she said she would.
I was surprised when I did in fact receive a call from Mattie herself later on that same evening, chatting with me briefly, asking a few pointed, but probably very necessary questions before agreeing to my coming over on Saturday. She had indeed seemed pleasant enough, though nowhere's near having the bubbly personality I thought Myra had, but under the circumstances, I fully understood where she was coming from.
I arrived with the chops and two bottles of a nice light white wine to go with them, wondering only upon my arrival if they even drank wine, realizing I still knew very little about either one of them, though nervously excited that I was actually standing on their doorstep about to cook dinner for the three of us. And though Myra and I certainly wouldn't be alone or anything, it had been several months since I'd even been out with anyone, so spending it with Myra, even if her sister was there and chaperoning us after a fashion, still wasn't half bad either.
What I hadn't expected, or even really thought about, was how attractive Myra's sister would be too. Perhaps it had something to do with my perception of her as Myra had described her sister's personality and business, more than her personal self. And because of that, I had mentally painted an entirely different picture of her than the one that soon greeted me at the door.
"Brian? Hi...I'm Mattie," she said taking my hand. "Please come in," she said cordially in greeting, though her smile was just as beautiful as her sister's was, and for being the older sister, even if it was only a little over a year older, to be perfectly honest, she looked the younger between them, though I later chalked that up to how divorce can age anyone more quickly, especially after seeing photos of the two sister's together when they looked more like identical twins of the same age rather than being born over a year apart. "So...you make it a habit of picking up women at the grocery store?" she asked.
At least she was smiling when she said it, though I could also see in those same dark eyes that she was half serious about it when she asked.
"Not generally no," I said smiling back trying to maintain my boyish charm which was one of the few things I felt I still had going for me, aside from a full head of dark hair that held only a touch of gray at the temples. "Usually I prefer hanging out in front of the beauty parlors, and picking up women that way."
For a moment she actually wondered if I was being serious, but then I smiled at her with my eyes, turning on that old boyish charm of mine, and seeing her smile back with her own, adding a bit of color to her cheeks as she did. "Ah, that way you get to see us at our best," she actually did grin then.
"And their worst too!" I told her, "When they first go in, that way I have a much better idea of how they really look."
"In the morning no doubt, afterwards..." Mattie said surprising me a little with her candor, though by now we'd arrived in the kitchen area where Myra was just finishing up with the prepared salad she'd created, saving me an awkward response.
"So, Mattie...like I said, he certainly doesn't look like any sort of serial killer, or a rapist now does he?"
I was a little taken aback by that, though I shouldn't have been too surprised by her comment either. I'm sure they'd had a pretty lively discussion once Myra had informed her by saying "Guess who's coming to dinner?"
"Well Myra, it's still early yet," Mattie said straight-faced. "But I'm also willing to hold judgment until I see how well he can barbeque pork chops."
Thankfully after the initial awkwardness of first meeting, things seemed to settle down quite rapidly after that, and I actually found Mattie to be as good-natured in a totally different way than her sister was. She was perhaps a bit more cautious, but there was nothing wrong with her being like that either, and was a good ying for Myra's yang as it were.
And even as I stood outside on their nice private little patio deck barbequing the chops, I could hear, though not quite make out their animated chatter coming from the kitchen area. Hearing the occasional giggles and laughter was at least reassuring, though I of course wondered if they were laughing at me at times, double checking to ensure my zipper wasn't down, or that my shirttail wasn't out, or that I didn't have something stuck between my teeth. Once I had reassured myself that I was putting my best foot forward, all I could hope for after that, was that I was at least making a reasonably good impression on the two of them and held to the promise I had made myself to behave, watch my language, and under no circumstances make any unwarranted advances. Though doing that with Mattie hovering close-by all the time, would have been near to impossible for me to do anyway.
And not that I didn't think about it, or was occasionally reminded either, I couldn't help but be. Myra looked far different than how I'd first met her. For starters, she was wearing a nice pair of form fitting white jeans that molded her near perfect ass, with a fairly low cut red blouse that hinted at the smoothness of her full breasts concealed beneath it, further teasing me a time or two as she leaned forward refilling our drinks or setting things out on the table. And in doing so, giving me an even better look at her supple curves, allowing my mind to wander briefly, though I again admonished myself and usually averted my eyes before getting myself caught while looking, though I am pretty sure Mattie once did catch me looking a bit longer than I should have as I turned catching her eyes while she'd been watching me.
#
Luckily for me, the chops were perfect, as was everything else the two girls had prepared. We enjoyed our dinner together, got to know one another even better while we ate, and eventually became more and more comfortable around one another, laughing, even flirting, though mildly, though I began to wonder if the wine wasn't having something to do with that.
Even with the dinner, I could still feel a small buzz inside my head as we polished off the second bottle of wine. And it was also obvious, so were the girls as they both admitted to not usually drinking quite as much as we all had, yet just as quickly suggesting that we retire inside the house, make ourselves even more comfortable, and open another bottle of wine as we continued on the evening together.
While Mattie uncorked the wine, Myra put on some music and began swaying to it almost erotically so while she did. Mattie soon joined her sister there in the middle of the living room floor, treating me to an unexpected floor show as I sat watching the two of them dance, enjoying it immensely in fact until I felt the unwanted and unexpected arousal suddenly pressing against the front of my pants. At least I was sitting down, sipping my wine, though now I was trying very hard not to look at the suggestive gyrations I was seeing, which were of course next to impossible.
"Come...dance," Myra said holding her hands out to me.
Her first word spoken was bad enough as my mind had been elsewhere at the time anyway, but when she said the word "dance", I almost spit out my wine, glad I had merely taken a small sip before answering.
"I'm not a very good dancer," I lied, actually enjoying it whenever I did, but unfortunately, now was not the time or the place, especially with the beginnings of an erection that I was desperately trying to avoid getting fully.
"Maybe I was wrong after all," Mattie said looking over towards me. "Serial killers and rapists don't and won't dance, so maybe you really are one after all," she said smiling, though once again she did so with that smile that hinted at a bit of serious concern behind it.
"I didn't say I didn't like to dance, I'm just not very good at it," I amended my last statement, though digging myself in a hole as I did so.
"Well then?" Mattie said holding out her arms towards me just as Myra continued to do, coaxing me to get up, though they soon after came over and took my own arms, forcing me to stand up.
"Shit!" I said silently, feeling the tightness of my pants when I did, though grateful that neither one of them happened to be looking down in that area at the time as I stood, though that became a mute point a second later as Myra folded my arms around her as I stood swaying with her to the beat of the music, making it even worse when Mattie stepped behind me now doing the same.
I felt my erection pressing against Myra's ass, though I tried very hard to keep it from doing so, which again became next to impossible as Mattie pressed the three of us together, the feel of her breasts mashed against my back, causing my erection to firm even more so.
What surprised me at this point, was when I felt Myra actually grinding herself back against me, there was no mistaking the movement, nor the contact. The press of her firm ass against the hardness of my shaft could not be mistaken, nor misinterpreted in any way. And as though to confirm this confusion of mind as I continued to sway with her and her sister, in what was becoming a very erotic, if not nearly obscene dance at this point, was the sudden placement of her hands upon mine, now lifting, replacing them over each of her firm full breasts.
"Surprised?" she half moaned pleasurably, moving my hands upon herself, then releasing them allowing me to continue the gentle caress of her magnificent tits all on my own.
"Surprised isn't the word I'd exactly use at the moment," I mouthed against the nape of her neck, though it was the word I would have used a second after that as I then felt Mattie's hand suddenly reach around in front, and begin to methodically caress the hard firm erection between my legs.
"Hmmm," Mattie moaned still pressing herself against me, the feel of tits in my hands, the sensation of her breasts rubbing against my back soon had my head swimming with lustful desire and pleasure.
"Holy shit!" I expressed, "You two are driving me insane, you do know that yes?"
"You like what we're doing then?" Mattie giggled lustfully. "Does it shock you, or surprise you that we are?"
"Yes to both," I answered them both, "But you'd damn well better not stop now!" I added totally succumbing to the sensuality of the two women who had so wickedly seduced me. It was now obvious this was something they had planned and fully intended to do once Mattie had met me and had given Myra her approval, something I didn't learn until much later on. And there was much in addition to that which I learned later on as well.
When the particular song ended that we'd essentially been dry-humping ourselves to there on the living room floor, only then did Myra step out of our embrace, turning towards me, unbuttoning the elegant red blouse she was wearing. Likewise, Mattie began doing the same, shedding her own clothing with a sensual tease that had my prick leaking lubricant like someone had left the kitchen tap dripping.
"I have to admit, this was the last thing I would have ever expected," I told them as my eyes began to feast on delicately molded flesh, two pairs of breasts suddenly revealed, uniquely shaped, Myra's a bit fuller perhaps than Mattie's, each capped with a dollar sized dark pink nipple which stood out thick and well rounded from the tips of her breasts. Mattie's a somewhat lighter pink, more pointed and a bit more uplifted perhaps, with amazingly hard thick nipples which protruded from each breast invitingly.
Once they were both naked, they walked over and sat down on the couch beside one another across from me.
"Now it's your turn," Mattie said.
"Yeah, your turn to strip for us!" Myra agreed.
I felt a little self conscious about actually doing any sort of a strip tease, which to some extent is what they both wanted me to do, so I balked at it briefly until they said they'd give me something to watch while I did, and as long as I did, wanting me to take my time undressing just as they had both done for me. At that point Mattie spread her legs, lifting one onto the couch bent at the knee and she began playing with herself. Seeing this, Myra soon joined her, lifting and bending the opposite knee so that they now looked like a pair of matching decadent bookends as they sat playing with themselves. Seeing this made it a whole lot easier for me to stand there and slowly remove my own clothes while I watched them. When I was down to just my bikini briefs, Mattie told me to rub my cock through the material for them while I watched.



"Rub that hard cock for us," Mattie told me, "but do it through your boy panties," she called them.
I then did so. There was already a substantial dark spot in them already from the amount of lubrication I was leaking, but Myra drew me over closer to her, and delighted herself, as well as me...as she rubbed the head of my dick with her finger through the material, playing in the slick leakage which was coming through the material at this point quite easily.
"Oh yeah, give me some of that!" Mattie concurred, and soon joined Myra as they squeezed my prick still through the material, managing to get even more of my pre-fuck cum oozing through it, which they then applied to their hard swollen nipples with their fingers, teasing and pleasuring themselves even further.
It wasn't long after that, when Mattie decided it would be fun to try sucking and chewing on my hard dick through the material of my bikini briefs. And admittedly, it felt damn fucking good too, as she nipped at me, sucked on me, gathering in part of my swollen hard shaft into her mouth. Myra soon had a go at doing that herself, and I found myself hovering on the edge already because of it, surprised that this simple little act could get me as close as they had. I finally managed to fight them both off however, warning them how they'd gotten me too close as it was already, so they finally relented, though not before making me remove my briefs now revealing entirely my hard dripping prick which they still fought to reach for even after I'd told them I was too close already.
Relenting, I then knelt on the floor in front of them, and took short turns licking them both, now pleasuring the two of them as they continued to sit side by side on the couch. It was erotic as hell to look up, see the two of them playing with their own breasts as I sucked and flicked my tongue up their wet splits and against their equally hard little clits, though that is in fact a misnomer of sorts, as where Myra had the bigger breasts, Mattie in fact had a much larger, obviously noticeable clit in comparison to her sisters. In a way, as I sucked it, it was like sucking my own pinky finger as it was nearly that long when I skinned it back, much like pulling down a clit's foreskin, which in a way it was.
It was obviously very sensitive as well, as Mattie was soon bouncing around on the couch like a madwoman, thrashing and moaning whenever I took her clit in my mouth sucking it in almost the same fashion as she'd been doing to me.
"Myra! Pull on my tits sweetie...I'm gonna cum!"
It was the only time, and only thing I ever saw the two of them do that was even borderline insestual in nature. As Mattie leaned over towards Myra, making it far easier for her to hold her, and thus capture Mattie's tits in her hand playing with them, I continued licking, and now finger-fucking her pussy, easily locating her swollen "G" spot, and caressing that as I continued to flick and suck Mattie's clit. It didn't take long for her to explode, she'd obviously been hovering on the edge nearly as much as I had been.
"Oh yeah fuck! Right there! Right there!" she announced loudly, and then seconds after saying all that again, she did. Holding on to her with my mouth as Myra literally stretched her sister's nipples away from her breasts, pinching and pulling on them, Mattie screamed out her orgasm, as her pussy screamed out it's pleasure, suddenly filling my mouth with the sweetness of her frothy creamy nectar, that amazed me with the volume she'd produced as it honestly flowed into my mouth.
When Mattie collapsed trying to collect herself, I soon after leaned over and began gingerly playing with Myra's pussy, which she held open with her own hands, exposing her much smaller clit, which I now tickled rapidly with the tip of my tongue, causing her to squeal delightedly. Hearing and seeing this, Mattie now began caressing her sister's breasts in much the same way Myra had done to her.
"Oh yeah, lick it baby, lick it!" Myra urged me unnecessarily, which I continued to do until she too announced to us both that she was about to climax. If I thought Mattie produced a lot of juice, it was nothing in comparison to the amount, or the way that Myra did when she came. Though hers was definitely more of a liquid squirt that suddenly streamed from her pussy, erupting in a spray that actually bathed my entire face for a moment, forcing me to sit back in surprise with the quantify of it as she did so. Fascinated however, just kneeling there watching this little streamer of almost perfectly clear liquid shooting up in the air and splashing against me, I quickly pressed my mouth back upon her, drinking her in though her female ejaculate had by this time greatly diminished, though her orgasm certainly didn't seem to do so.
"Time to fuck!" Mattie exclaimed without any further preamble, suddenly standing, taking Myra by the hand as she did, and pulling her up off the couch. "Let's go get comfy," she added, and then led her sister back into the bedroom while I followed behind, my own still very stiff prick leading the way.
I was still a little unsure as to how we were going to go about doing all this, but as I was beginning to realize, Mattie was indeed the leader of the two, which Myra seemed to prefer her doing, going along with just about anything and everything her sister suggested.
"Lay on top of me sis," Mattie told her as she planted herself face down on the bed. Without questioning her, Myra climbed on top of her sister, presenting me with a pair of wet pink cunts piled on top of one another.
"Go ahead Brian, have at us!" Mattie told me.
I felt like a kid in a candy store, but told he could enjoy each, which I immediately began doing. And I couldn't have missed if I'd tried. Myra's cunt was so sloppy wet that the moment I placed the head of my prick near it, she seemed to latch onto it, drawing it inside her. I slid inside her, the feel of her silky softness suddenly enveloping me entirely, the heat of Myra's cunt already threatening to milk the fluid from my shaft, and I hadn't even plunged inside her sister's sweet cunt as yet!
Somehow I managed it however, thrusting briefly for only a few short strokes inside Myra's pussy, reluctantly retreating, but then surging ahead as I slid just as easily, and just as powerfully into Mattie's equally wet sticky, slippery cunt.
"Oh fuck yeah!" she moaned loudly when I did. "Fuck us Brian! Fuck us!"
This was indeed a first for me in so many ways. For starters, I'd never fucked two women simultaneously before, which was amazing enough, but surprisingly, in all the years, I had never had intercourse with someone fully laying down on their tummy either. I'd certainly done it "doggy style" of course, but was amazed at the difference in sensation that so simple of a change in position could produce, though I am sure having the visual of the two girls lying atop one another had something to do with that as well.
"Now Myra!" Mattie instructed, once again taking charge, as though sensing or feeling my own pleasure, knowing how quickly and close I was getting to the edge that I'd almost super-humanly managed to keep away from. "That's it Brian, pound my sister's cunt with your cock!" she demanded, turning her head looking back towards me, one hand now down between her own legs as she frigged herself watching me doing just that.
"Fuck, I don't think I can hold out much longer," I informed them both, already the sensation of climax starting to seize control of my shaft, the pleasure too great, too intense to ignore or control any longer.
"Go ahead Brian," Myra now joined, "cum for us, shoot your spunk all over us, let us feel it when you do!"
Just hearing her words triggered it, if I'd had any more control, it evaporated with the sudden image of me doing just that. And in fact, it was almost like having an out of body experience as I felt the first powerful surge of my ejaculate race up the length of my shaft. Pulling myself out of Myra's cunt, I grabbed my cock merely holding it for a moment, trying as I might even then to delay the inevitable, but it soon came, as I did, the first glorious spurt of my semen skyrocketing into the air, shooting well over the two of them, splashing against the headboard. Re-aiming myself quickly however, I watched as the two girls now separated, as though having choreographed the move as Myra rolled off to the right on her back, and Mattie rolling to the left onto hers. The maneuver coming just in time to catch the next several squirts of my spunk as I did indeed watch it landing upon the two of them, hitting breasts, bellies, and finally cunts as I finished milking out the last of my almost too intense ecstasy.
#
I soon after collapsed between the two women, satiated beyond my wildest imagination, I was merely content to just lay there basking in the afterglow of my pleasure, just as the two of them had been. But if I thought the evening to be drawing to a close, I was gladly mistaken. Though initially feeling movement, I remained laying on my back eyes closed. Moments later I felt the softest tickle of a mouth surrounding me, almost embarrassingly so as my prick had now gone completely soft, less than one quarter of its aroused size in fact, which Mattie easily surrounded with her mouth and lips. It was for me, an interesting sensation, though still somewhat sensitive, the way she mouthed me, was just light enough, and soft enough, to be pleasurable to me in a whole new way.
What I soon discovered was that Mattie was in no hurry to get me hard again yet either. She seemed to take delight in sucking me, again ever so softly, that my prick began enjoying her ministrations in such a soft lazy way, and decided to remain so for the moment at least.
Myra had gotten up off the bed, and I thought her to have gone into the bath to freshen up, which is what I am sure she must have done while there, though she soon after returned with a bowel of hot soapy water, towels and a wash cloth. Seeing her, I now expected to be given a cleansing as well, but was once again surprised, and certainly confused when she began giving my feet a complete and thorough wash. Though curious, I didn't ask her what she was doing, or why. It felt good, as everything was still feeling at this point, including Mattie's mouth that continued to work its soothing magic on my still very limp prick.
When she had completely washed my feet, I expected her to continue on doing so, but the next thing I felt was something totally unexpected, and once again something I would have never imagined ever doing in a million years.
#
I sensed more than saw Myra's movement, Mattie was effectively blocking my view at the moment, though my eyes also remained closed as I continued to enjoy the pleasurable softness of Mattie's mouth as she continued to slow-suck me into a relaxed lazy euphoria. The next thing I knew, Myra had repositioned herself on my foot, the press of my toes against her wet passage suddenly alerting me to what it was she was attempting to do.
Now I sat up, eyes wide open looking over towards her. As I did, Mattie released me as well, quickly slithering down the bed where she now placed herself gently over my other foot. I couldn't honestly believe my eyes for the moment as both women obviously intended on fucking my feet!
"Holy shit!" I actually exclaimed looking at the two of them, each facing one another, my toes easily slipping inside first Myra's, and then Mattie's cunts. I had heard and seen on video and pictures what was termed as "fist-fucking" of course, but had never seen anything like this. As they squirmed pleasurably upon my feet, soon somehow managing to get most of my toes inside themselves, they began riding my feet, slowly working themselves up and down, the slippery passage of their delicious cunts now caressing my feet, which I found amazingly pleasurable much to my surprise.
"Feel good?" Mattie asked.
"Yeah, it does actually," I admitted, half sitting, laying there watching them as they continued on with their somewhat bizarre little foot-fuck-fest. I then wiggled my toes, receiving a pleased look of pleasure from each of them, continued to do so, even though my toes were being pressed tightly together inside each of their respective wet slippery passages. The girls continued to watch one another as well, caressing and fondling their own breasts and occasionally one another's. Where my prick had been soft and flaccid, it had once again risen to full size, throbbing now with renewed desire and excitement.
"He's all nice and hard again for us," Myra said speaking to her sister though she now eyed my cock, which was indeed bouncing all on its own with aroused interest.
"Don't!" Mattie told me when I reached down to caress myself. "As soon as we're done here," she said smiling, "We'll give you a foot-treat ourselves!"
Once again, I had seen that in a few videos, but had never experienced it myself, nor did I think I would find it all that pleasurable to do either. But now as the girls truly began to reach their orgasmic pleasures, I couldn't help but wonder as the juice from their respective cunts once again began to coat my feet, bathing my toes in this delicious creamy warmth as they both came.
It was again a rather odd positioning on the bed. "Spread your legs as far apart as your comfortable doing," Mattie instructed, which I did as the two girls then positioned themselves side by side, their feet now coming into contact with my prick. I was indeed delighted much to my continued surprise and pleasure, as their toes began to fondle, tease and caress my prick with great tender care. I had no idea, let alone the expectation of how something like this could even remotely feel pleasurable, yet...it did!
"Feel good?"
"Unbelievable!" I had answered, honestly enjoying it as Mattie's toes tickled, stroked, and even slightly pinched the head of my dick while Myra somehow managed to work her big toe along the base of my shaft, and occasionally my balls, somehow stroking me, or caressing me simultaneously while her sister did the same to the head of my prick. It felt to some extent the way their mouths had when they had nipped and licked me simultaneously with their tongues.
They took their time, which was a long drawn out pleasure I suddenly found myself not wanting to end, but the inevitable eventually arrived, the sensation of orgasm quickly approaching, which they smiled at seeing and feeling as I moaned audibly alerting them both to that fact. Mattie's toes now worked the supersensitive head of my prick, Myra's continuing to jack my shaft up and down, the force of my ejaculate exploding wildly from the head of my cock, the spray of juice shooting upward, then falling back to bathe their feet and toes as they continued pumping out geyser after geyser of my hot sticky cum cream.
"That was fucking incredible!" I announced once I had managed to gather my wits about me. "You two are the most amazing women I have ever known!" I added honestly meaning it.
"So, we're not too quirky or too kinky for you?" Mattie asked.
"Quirky maybe, kinky no," I teased back. "But I also have to admit, the two of you had me pretty fooled, at least Myra did when I first met her at the store, I don't think I've ever met two women as sexy, or as insatiable as the two of you are!"
"Well, you haven't even seen Kinky yet!" Mattie said now crawling up towards me.
"But you do have the insatiable part right!" Myra added now joining her sister on the other side where I continued to lay. "And as soon as we get you all nice and hard again, we're going to show you how to do the pussy press, with your cock sandwiched between the two of us," she then informed me. "How's that sound?"
#
I think moving in with the girls was the best decision of my entire life. In the months since I had, I don't think there was a single night that went by when I wasn't with at least one of them, and usually both. And interestingly enough, I've managed to lose a bit of weight, even though I eat like a horse! The girls are still every bit as insatiable as they were that first night we spent together, but I can honestly say now...so am I.
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I met my best friend Mike at the club on Saturday morning, just as we'd been doing every Saturday now for the past several months. But unlike every other Saturday since we'd been meeting there, there was something different about the way Mike was acting, which included the almost goofy looking smile on his face.
"Ok, spill it!" I told him as we went into the locker room in preparation for taking a shower and heading home again.
"What?"
"You KNOW what!" I responded somewhat irritated, as it hadn't been the first time I had questioned him today either. But each time that I had, he merely shrugged his shoulders, though that same damn smile had remained.
"David? To begin with, you wouldn't be interested even if I told you for one, and for another, you wouldn't believe me either!"
I felt like punching him in the face, but I didn't. "Listen Mike, in all the years we've known one another, never once have you kept anything from me, and as I recall, I've never kept anything from you either, which includes that time when your then fiancé' approached me about having a fling with her just two weeks before you two were to be married remember?"
That had indeed been a trying time for him, as well as for me. I had been honest with him about it, completely so. Admitting that it had been a hard temptation not to succumb to, especially when Janet had come walking out of the bedroom she and Mike were then sharing, entirely naked, and obviously horny as she'd approached me wanting me to jump her bones. It had gotten worse when I'd declined, and when she immediately accused me of being the one to approach her about fooling around, which Mike in the beginning had nearly bought into, nearly ruining our friendship.
Thank God I wasn't the only one she'd approached, another friend of a friend informing Mike of his future wife's promiscuity that finally opened his eyes, and caused him to cancel the entire wedding just days before it was to have happened.
"You'll think I'm crazy," he continued, still trying to get out of telling me anything, which was making it worse as I was now more curious than ever.
"I already know you are...but then, so am I for having you as a friend in the first place, so spill it!" I said once again, now seriously contemplating actually punching him if he didn't.
One of the guys we'd been playing a little two on two basketball against had just then walked into the locker area. Mike cocked his head towards the showers without speaking, reaching down grabbing his towel off the bench and headed towards them as I followed. The fact Mike was giving this such a secretive aspect to whatever it was he'd gotten himself involved in, suddenly worried me, causing me to wonder if he'd done something foolish enough to be borderline illegal or something. I couldn't for the life of me even begin to imagine what it was, especially when he remained silent, still hesitant to say anything as he stepped into the shower turning the water on.
"So no one can hear what I'm about to tell you," he said speaking just loud enough to be heard over the sound of the shower, which only served to make me even more nervously worried than I had been.
"Yeah?"
He was grinning again too, but when I clenched my fists as I stood there standing next to him, he finally began telling me.
"I had the wildest, craziest sex I've ever had in my entire life last night," he finally said.
And for that, I nearly did hit him. "Jesus fucking Christ Mike!" I yelled at him, "I thought you were going to tell me you'd gone out and robbed a bank or something!" I said fully irritated now. "That's the big fucking secret and the reason behind that idiotic smile on your face?"
"Not entirely no..." he said ducking around behind the shower pole just as I did swing at him.
"I'm serious Mike, I think you've lost it," I said stalking him, though had anyone come in to the shower area just then, they'd have thought we both had.
"It was anonymous sex," he said simply, stopping me cold as I stood there glaring at him.
"Excuse me?"
"Best fucking sex I've ever had David, and I have no idea who they were before during or afterwards either."
"You wanna run that one by me again?" I asked. "What the fuck are you talking about? You mean you didn't get her name or something? Shit Mike...even I've done that!"
"Their names," he said still grinning effectively shutting me up as I stood there mouth agape listening to him. "And not only that...I have no real idea of what they even looked like, nor do they have any idea of who or what I look like either!" he further added. "And like I said, it was more exciting than it ever was even with Janet as wild in bed as she was."
"Or out of it," I thought to myself without saying it. "Ok, you've got me totally fucking confused, so why don't you humor me, and start at the beginning here before I really do knock your fool head off!"
"Ok, I know this is going to sound really...really weird."
"It already does," I said interrupting him, receiving an exasperated look in return, though he continued.
"Ok, you know Brian, who would have been my future brother in law yes?"
I had met him once, actually liked the guy, especially when he'd all but disowned his own sister after learning how she'd managed to fuck up her wedding with Mike.
"Yeah, sure," I confirmed nodding my head. "Go on..."
"Well, he called me last night, guess he'd heard how I have been mopping about these past few weeks ever since Janet and I broke up." Which was true as Mike had been, even though I had in fact tried my level best to shake him out of it, which was why I was more than a little surprised to see him far more cheery, smiling the way he had been all morning long without telling me why he was.
"All he said was, was if I wanted to experience something beyond my wildest dreams, that he'd pick me up in an hour...and that I was to have my recent health certificate in hand when I met him."
"What? Why?"
"That's what I said, but I'll get to that part later. Anyway, he soon picked me up and drove me to this parking lot downtown. There were several limos' there, and we soon got into one of them. The windows were all tinted black so you couldn't see outside at all. I thought it was pretty weird, but Brian told me the whole purpose was so that no one would know where it was we were going, and that the reason for that would become perfectly clear afterwards."
"Clear is what I'm still waiting for," I said still somewhat annoyed even now, but also becoming curiously interested about where all this was going.
"We must have driven for nearly an hour, though there was plenty to drink inside the limo which certainly helped to pass the time. But eventually we arrived, pulling up in front of this enormous mansion that must have been worth millions! Anyway, Brian had already filled me in to some extent, telling me that some eccentric Billionaire with a voyeuristic fetish had been having this kind of wild party once a week now for several years, and that it had grown and grown into something enormous. One of Brian's clients had actually told him about it, so Brian had gone to see for himself just the week before, and now had invited me. It didn't cost a thing to go, which was certainly nice, and with the limo ride, free booze, and the totally and completely safe sex requirements being one of just a few rules, I figured what the hell and decided to see for myself what it might be like after everything Brian told me about it on the drive up."
"Go on..." I said simply, now totally enthralled about what I was hearing, yet still finding it just as Mike said I would, to be borderline believable.
He did so. "There was a list of rules we had to read and agree to in signing, once we did, we were then given a mask we had to wear at all times while inside the house."
"Rules?"
"Yeah, the first being the mask, the second being that no one was allowed under any circumstances to try and talk to anyone else in attendance, or try to find out who they were. If anyone was caught doing that, they'd be immediately asked to leave and never invited back again."
"Silent sex?"
"Well, not quite...the sex itself was anything but silent, quite wicked in nature actually, but no one was allowed to just chat like they were trying to get to know one another or anything like that. And thirdly, no one got naked in front of one another, once everyone had arrived, the men and women were then divided up into groups and led off towards the dressing rooms. Only then did everyone take everything off, except for the masks of course."
"Of course," I said once again somewhat frustrated, as Mike seemed to enjoy dragging everything out.
"You want to hear what happened after that or not?" he said giving me an ultimatum, which I quickly backed away from in my attitude.
"Then what happened?"
"Well once everyone is naked, we were led into this enormous room, it was comfortably furnished, plenty of refreshments, though the lights glowed red, giving it a really eerie like atmosphere, but was yet sensual in a way, even though I now found myself standing in a room filled with nothing but other naked men just like myself. But the really interesting part was, this wall that was standing there."
"Wall?""
"Yeah a wall...with all sorts of holes in it, which the purpose for became immediately apparent just a few minutes after we'd begun entering. Obviously there wasn't enough room for everyone who was there at once to use, so Brian and I held back watching everyone else."
"Do what?"
Mike grinned that damn fucking grin again.
"I'm just getting to that." I sighed an exasperated sigh, but he continued. "That's when we saw all these luscious looking tits starting to poke through our side of the wall, that...and a few arms and hands through other available holes, and as I soon learned, more than a few available pussies to be touched and explored through some of them as well. Not to mention the one's that the guys began sticking their own dicks through."
"Glory holes?" I asked.
"Yeah, I guess that's what they normally go by, but it just wasn't guys sticking their dicks through them like you and I have both seen, the women were certainly doing it too, along with arms and hands in some of them. And like I said, there was a LOT of nice looking, differently sized tits being poked through a bunch of them, so the wall when we first saw it before all that started happening, sort of reminded me of a big piece of Swiss cheese, but now I understood why that it did."
"Yeah, now I can see and imagine that," I told him.
"Anyway, like I said, it was wild...amazing what it felt like, not knowing who was on the other side of that wall or what they really looked like. Even in the sitting room when we all came in and gathered, there was such a mix of people there, a lot of the women even with the masks on looked damn nice, so you couldn't help but wonder, but wonder is all you really could do, as there was no contact made or even attempted as we sat waiting for the last people to show up. Once they all had, like I said, we were then split up to our own side of that Swiss-cheesed wall!"
Mike went on to tell me how Brian had told him the eccentric Billionaire who owned the place and lived there, had some secret vantage point up above where he could see down into both sides of the room. And since the ceiling was in fact mirrored, he was no doubt sitting up there enjoying himself the entire time, he and a few very selected guests who he would sometimes invite up to sit with him and watch the spectacle below.
"Fuck!" I finally relented, though I still couldn't begin to imagine even the half of it.
"Anyway, that's why I've been grinning all morning long, so now that you know...you interested in going back with me next weekend?"
And then...I was grinning.
#
It was just the way Mike told and explained it to me. We'd gone to the parking lot, got into one of several limousines, arriving at a specific time we'd been told to, and then departing only moments later, doing so as to keep anyone from seeing or bumping into anyone else who would also be arriving. I had read and signed the form, put on my half-mask covering everything from my nose upwards, and then waited in the large waiting room along with everyone else, which was eerily quiet as we all sat, sipping our drinks in silence. Yes, there were plenty of smiles, nods of heads, and I did notice a few hand signals that did seem to be going on, perhaps a way of communicating and letting someone know who it was that they might be enjoying behind the wall. By the looks of several women who were there, it promised to be a very interesting night indeed, so many attractive women, though there were also a few who were a bit overweight perhaps, though even the thought of that aroused me as I wondered how that might affect the festivities of the evening since everyone would have no idea of who it really was sticking their dicks or tits through the wall to be fondled and played with during the course of the evenings adventure.
And like Mike had said he and Brian had done, the two of us held back momentarily, watching as men and women on both sides of the wall approached one another. Some men immediately sticking their pricks through a few of the holes, waiting their respective turns to be played with in one way or another, several women doing the same, an array of different sized tits, nipples suddenly poking themselves through, anxiously awaiting to be fondled as well, as were also a few suddenly dark holes that alerted the men some woman had positioned herself with her cunt easily accessible, and since the wall was thin, yet solidly built, it wasn't at all difficult to see one of the guys kneeling down licking at whoever's pussy had appeared there.
I watched and noticed two openings in the wall suddenly appear. Obviously the wall was designed to meet several differently sized shaped pairs of tits, along with various heights as well, as holes opened and closed periodically in different places along the wall. I happened to be the closest one standing to them when they did, and decided to take advantage of that fact the moment those wonderfully full breasts began to fit themselves through, though as big as her breasts were, even using what was obviously the largest holes, she had a difficult time getting them through. Immediately, I walked up, grabbing each one and sensing a welcomed greeting on the other side of the wall as I did so, now thumbing the hard erect nipples which greeted me, hearing a pleasured sigh from the woman on the other side of the wall, though neither of us spoke a single word while standing there. I soon began sucking them as well, alternating back and forth between the woman's breasts, her dark pink nipples puckering even harder than they'd first been.
"Pinch them!" I did hear her say, which somewhat startled me, but as long as the communication back and forth remained erotic in nature, then it was indeed permissible to speak.
And so I did, standing there pinching them, hearing her as she told me to do it harder, and then harder still, now twisting them as I pulled on them, surprised and delighted that she could tolerate it as I did, yet obviously finding it pleasurable while I did so.
"Now chew on them a little," she urged me, and slap them!"
Hers weren't the first tits I'd seen another man slap. Many women seemed to enjoy it, as did the men, hands spanking a tit here or there, some harder, some softer than most, but if anyone didn't like whatever they were feeling, it was a simple matter of stepping back and closing the portal. Few did.
"Let me see your cock," I heard the sultry sounding voice asking me. I looked down, found a hole that was perfectly at my height directly in front of where she was standing. I triggered the little button next to it, watching the hole opening, and stuck my prick through which by now was fully erect. I watched as she retrieved her tits, the holes where they'd been now closing, but almost immediately felt her hands capture me, fondling my organ, teasing it wonderfully as I stood there, until the sensation of lips engulfing me instead took over.
"Nice cock lover," she more breathed than spoke through the small opening as she continued to mouth it. I stood there enjoying the pleasured sensation of her mouth and hands upon me even as two more openings suddenly appeared just next to me. Two different much smaller sized breasts suddenly filled the openings, and I quickly began fondling one closest to me as another guy standing just a few short steps away began doing the same to the other, until we were both sucking and licking each of her breasts, he with his prick through one hole, and mine through another, each of us being toyed with as well by some unseen woman standing, or rather kneeling on the other side of the wall.
I could hear the soft moans coming through the wall as I suckled the enormous nipples that had appeared there. Each was considerably darker than the one's I'd been playing with, as well as being substantially thicker and longer as well.
"Milk them," she groaned moments later. Pull on them like you're milking them," she asked, which I then did, and was delighted to see a bubble of actual milk suddenly form, then begin spraying outwards as I indeed stood there pulling on them, milking them just as she'd asked. Even the guy playing with her other breast now stood doing the same, though he left momentarily coming back with a very tall chair which he climbed up into, presenting his hard stiff erection at just the exact height for him to rub his prick against her breast, and then fascinatingly as I watched, began once again to cause her to squirt her milk against his shaft as he sat there stroking it.
Wrapping my lips back around her nipple again, I sucked, rewarded with her warm breast milk, drinking it for several moments.
"Oh fuck...I'm going to cum!" The guy sitting next to me announced, and then jumped down from his chair, quickly sticking his prick back through the hole on the other side. My breast filled tit likewise disappeared as she obviously prepared herself on her side for his spending, but the mouth and hands that had continually been playing with me, continued to do so as my own initial orgasmic release began.
I felt my spunk lurch from the head of my prick, and though whoever it was on the other side of the wall ceased sucking me as I did, her hands continued to pump out my deliciously joyful spending as she rubbed the head of my prick quite pleasurably against the soft smooth surface of those tits I'd been playing with earlier.
When I had finished, I heard her softly say "thank you," and then simply disappeared, the holes once again closing, her identity indeed fully and completely unknown, and forever would be.
I stepped back, locating a seat after first grabbing something to drink and sat down. All along the wall, tits, pussies and even asses presented themselves for probing or fondling. Several men enjoyed the sensation of sucking tits, playing with them or having their cocks sucked as well as fucked through the wall. By now the moans and groans of pleasure seemed almost constant, even though holes opened and closed all along the wall as many finished to briefly retire as I had, and as others stepped up taking their turns.
It was somewhat amusing, and oddly arousing to sit there and watch my best friend Mike fucking the wall, which is how it initially appeared or seemed to me, though I knew by the expression on his face, rapturous as he stood there, was one of silky smooth heaven, as I was later to experience for myself. He stood, thrusting his prick through the small opening, whoever the woman was on the other side, enjoying the secret fuck herself no doubt, allowing some stranger to violate her cunt, fucking her wildly as he did so. Just watching this, soon had me once again erect as well, and I waited patiently for a place along the wall to open, soon after taking it, and finding a nice warm wet pussy waiting for me when I did.



She had pressed herself against her side of the wall, my fingers quickly probing her wetness, hearing the pleasured sigh that came from her when I did. I located her hard little clit, tickled it gently, and then at her urging, knelt to do so again only this time with my tongue. I could feel her gyrating herself against the wall, thrusting herself forwards upon my tongue as I speared her, then fingered her, then tongued her again.
"Fuck me," she soon after said. "Fuck me nice and hard..." she cried out. She was again at the perfect height, I merely stuck my prick where my mouth had once been, and immediately felt it slip inside that heavenly slick wet passage. Plunging into her now, just as I had seen Mike doing earlier, I now realized what it was he had felt, experienced, as the strangeness of the situation heightened the pleasure. The ecstasy of her own moans penetrating through the barrier as each time I plunged into her, she thrust back, her delirious groans of joy being expressed with each and every thrust of my hard stiff cock into her, through the hole that separated our identities from ever being known.
It was amazing feeling her climax. As slick as she'd been, she suddenly bathed me in a rich warmth that seemed to flood around my prick, her cry of pleasure nearly a scream, many looking over towards me, watching now, as I knew the women on the other side of the wall must have been doing as well, watching her as she came.
"Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" she wailed over and over again, which I of course did, slamming into her cunt, which I'd now figured she was feeling while bent over, somewhat doggy fashion, though I saw it only in my mind of course. And it was again weird the moment she had finished, or collapsed, I would never really know, the sweetness of her cunt left me, the hole moments later closing between us. I'd been hovering on the verge myself only seconds away from a second orgasm, and thus aroused, went immediately in search of another to satisfy my pleasured need.
I saw another pair of much smaller breasts hardly able to even poke through the openings that appeared, more nipple than breast really, but there was something about them that looked erotically sensual, youngish, without being so, especially with the wall concealing anyone's identity. I immediately captured one of those pointed little protrusions in my mouth, gingerly sucking upon it and instantly hearing a soft pleasured moan come from its owner on the other side of the wall.
"Oh yes, yes. Suck it please, please!" she sighed delightedly as my mouth pulled on the hard extended nipple as though I was attempting to pull it right through the wall. I then heard and looked as yet another opening appeared, knowing immediately that she was now offering something else for me to play with as well, which I did. Her pussy was liquid as my fingers found it, her juices already free-flowing as I inserted one, and then two fingers inside her, feeling her squirm, rotating, and humping herself against my hand. "Make me cum," she said simply, half whispering as she said it, my finger tips quickly locating the hard little knot between her legs, rolling it sweetly between my finger tips as she groaned audibly on her side of the wall.
"Like that?" I asked, still mouthing her sweet tit.
"Yes, yes...that's perfect, just keep doing it like that!" she continued to moan excitedly, thrusting herself wildly now against my hand as I somehow managed to hold onto her clit, not quite pinching it, but firmly rolling it between my finger tips.
Not unexpectedly, she came very hard as she stood there, her cries of pleasure easily heard through the wall drawing a few casual, yet interested glances my way as she did so.
Like many others, I expected her to soon after disappear, but to my surprise, she had a request for me.
"Are you close?" she asked still sounded excited, breathless as she asked me.
"Close enough," I answered back, wondering if I'd be soon fucking her cunt, or feeling the warmth of her mouth surrounding my prick as I climaxed.
"Could I ask you...would you, please would you, cum on my tits? I want to see what it's like to feel your hot juice splashing on them from your side of the wall."
That wasn't exactly what I had had in mind, but as I stood there thinking about it, her cute little titties still pressed through the hole in the wall expectantly waiting for an answer, I decided right there and then, that the idea of jacking myself off onto them wasn't a bad idea at all.
"Yeah, hell. Why not?" I told her. "Stay right there though, I need a stool!"
Grabbing one of several available, I quickly adjusted myself to the perfect height, now comfortably positioned, I found the idea of sitting there rubbing my prick back and forth against her nipple to be quite enjoyable indeed. I slapped it against her a little, and then rubbed it back and forth, hearing her delight on the other side of the wall as I did so.
"Don't tell me when you cum," she half begged. "I just want to feel it, feel it splashing, squirting against my tit when you do!"
Only too happy to oblige, I continued playing with myself against that luscious boob, feeling the sensation of pleasure begin to make its way up my shaft, then watching as it began to explode from the tip of my cock, showering that pointed little cone-shaped breast, completely enveloping her tender pink nipple with my cream.
"Oh yes! Yes!" she cried out, and I could tell that she too was in the throes of yet another orgasm herself on her side of the wall. Her breasts still pressed through my side of the wall, but jiggling nicely as they were, the movements telling me that she was no doubt frigging herself with her fingers as I finished pouring out the last remaining vestiges of my warm spunk against her.
"Thank you! Thank you!" she soon after said, and then as everyone else did, she silently disappeared, the holes once again closing.
I stepped back with my stool, replacing it, quickly locating a nice comfortable chair to sit down in again, grabbing a fresh drink, and sat watching as others came to the wall, some shoving their respective hard dick's through, getting them sucked mostly, though a few others found delight in a woman's cunt as she presented herself to be taken in that way, either facing or as I was learning, preferably bent over, ass pressing against the wall as their unseen lovers fucked them in this fashion.
I noticed that Mike had been one doing just that, suddenly backing away, his thirst quenched for the moment as he'd just had his prick sucked off nicely through the wall.
Spotting me, Mike sauntered over, his semi-erect prick still swinging to and fro between his legs, looking quite satisfied by the expression on his face.
"Fuck that was nice," he told me taking a seat. "God could she suck a cock, just wish to hell I know who that was," he admitted freely though speaking in low quiet tones. "As erotic and kinky as this all is, I'd still like to see who that woman was!"
"Yeah, know what you mean," I had to agree. "There was a sweet gal, really small breasts, but damn they were cute looking. Wouldn't mind seeing who they were attached to myself."
"Really small tits?" Mike asked curiously. "Damn near flat chested maybe?"
"Yeah, probably would look so if you were to see her," I told him. "Why?"
"There was a good looking woman I saw after we first got here, noticed she was wearing a really tight black top, hardly any boobs at all, but damn was she hot looking, maybe it was her, no real way of telling perhaps, at least not dressed...but hell, maybe there's a way."
I laughed, "This is starting to sound like a fairy tale, looking for Cinderella, except in this case, it's not trying to find the size of foot to fit the slipper, but the small firm little tit that I got to shoot my wad off against. Yeah, Cinderella's Prince would have had an easier time finding her than I would this one. I could just see it, walking up to small-breasted women and asking them to show me their tits. I'd find myself sitting behind bars in no time!"
"Well, just in case you do, was there anything about them specifically that you can remember?" Mike asked.
I sat there thinking about it for a moment. "As a matter of fact," I said grinning. She had twin tiny little moles, not even that really, maybe they were mere freckles, but there were two of them just a millimeter apart from one another right next to her areola. I guess if I got close enough to look at them, I'd remember seeing them again. But like I already said, not sure I'd dare run around asking to see women's tits just so I could see if they had those particular little marks on them or not."
"Might be fun," Mike grinned, "though you're probably right, you'd probably get yourself locked up in a hurry should you even attempt to do anything like that." Mike paused for a moment thinking. "There might be another way though, but we need to hurry if we're going to try and do this."
"What?" I asked curiously.
"Well, if you've had enough, let's get dressed and get out of here as fast as we can, and get back to the parking lot. I have an idea!"
We did indeed hurry to dress, and stood waiting only a few minutes later for the next available limousine ride back to the parking area where we'd left our car.
As we rode back, Mike told me what he had in mind.
"Well for starters, there's no way of knowing if that's the only parking area they're picking everyone up from," I told him. "And secondly, she may have already left before we did even if she did leave her car here. And speak about looking for titties in a haystack! Easier said than done, even that!" I grinned trying to imagine what that might actually look like while doing it.
"Yeah, that might indeed be interesting at that. But I seriously doubt it that she left before we did, we didn't shower for one, and most everyone else was doing that before leaving. And I'm willing to bet she did. But even if she didn't, even if she just went back and got dressed, maybe she's with a friend too..."
"Yeah, maybe even a boyfriend. Maybe he was with us on our side of the room," I said pessimistically.
"I doubt that, but even then, we'll get there ahead of her, that much I'm fairly confident of. All we need to do is sit, wait, and watch as some of the other limos arrive. As they do, we'll keep an eye out for small breasted women getting out of them."
"Oh right. And then what?"
"I don't know exactly, haven't figured that part out yet, but it's worth a shot, see how things go from there."
I shook my head in exasperation and sighed. "Hell, that's going to be like looking for Cinderella, without the fucking shoe even! I don't give us very good odds in doing that! Not to mention the fact, this particular Cinderella might not want to be found either!" I added realizing she had gone there for the anonymity in the first place.
"Well, doesn't hurt to sit and wait, see if anyone even closely looking like it might be her shows up. We can always take it from there if someone like that even does, and just play it by ear after that."
"Great plan," I told Mike.
"Got a better one?"
#
We hadn't exactly left early, but we hadn't left late either. It could turn out to be a long night with us waiting, sitting out in the parking lot watching as other limos arrived dropping of their guests. Spotting another turning into the lot only ten minutes after our arrival, I felt the excitement and hopefulness make the thought of waiting this out for a time, worthwhile.
"Damn, not her," I said as Mike and I watched a couple emerge, a man and woman. Mike confirmed it wasn't the girl he thought he remembered seeing for one, and for another, she was obviously well built too.
"Guess that does sort of confirm one thing though, there certainly were a few couples there, so not everyone showing up was alone, or with friends like we were."
A few minutes later another limousine arrived, but this one had two guys in it that got out.
"Maybe this wasn't such a good idea after all," I said feeling a little silly. "We could be sitting out here all night at this rate!"
"Give it a little more time," Mike urged. "If she did decide to leave not too long after we did, at least figure in the time for a woman to shower, get dressed, and make herself presentable again before leaving. So let's give it another hour, if we don't see her or anyone else with small boobs, then we'll call it a night and let the carriage turn into a pumpkin again, how's that?"
I laughed, "Funny you should say that," I told Mike. "Remember how I used to call my girlfriends "pumpkin" all the time?"
"Yeah. Which is probably one of the reasons why you're single again, I don't think too many women enjoyed being called pumpkins." I shook my head, though I couldn't help but agreeing with him on the one hand.
"Yeah, well, right now I wouldn't mind calling her that, because I feel an awful lot like Peter, Peter, Pumpkin eater at the moment!"
We were still laughing over our own silliness twenty minutes later when at last another limo pulled into the lot. But this time, a small slender looking dishwater blonde stepped out, along with a much taller brunette with obviously big tits.
Unfortunately, it was too hard to tell especially at this distance, and as she was wearing some sort of a jacket as we both sat there staring at the blonde.
"Well?" I asked Mike hopefully, "What do you think?"
"I don't know...maybe."
"Maybe?"
"Yeah, maybe. Maybe you should get out, walk over and just ask her. We do know she was obviously there, so it's not like she'd get too terribly upset perhaps if you just walked up and said hello or something."
"She might," I told Mike, though my hand was already on the car door opening it. "It was supposed to be anonymous sex you know, so maybe she won't like being approached."
"You won't know until you try," Mike said though he remained seated, as we'd already decided two of us approaching even the two of them might freak them out even more.
I watched as they made their way over to another car a short distance away, walking towards, but not hurriedly, still trying to come up with some reason to approach them, when I remembered something she had said to me in the heat of passion.
"You like my tiny pretty tits?" she had asked. "Do you think they remind you of ice-cream sundaes?"
Just about then, the tall brunette spotted me, giving me a curious, somewhat worried look. I kept walking towards them, but slowed, smiling.
"I'm sorry, I said still a reasonable distance away. "But I had to ask...you wouldn't be the ice-cream girl by any chance would you?" I ventured looking directly towards the blonde now. And though her look was one of puzzlement for a moment, she did offer a brief slight smile.
"Ice cream?" she asked as though that statement had indeed triggered something.
"Yeah, a while ago I enjoyed one of the most beautiful ice-cream sundaes I have ever had, and was just wondering if by some chance, you might have been the girl whose ice-cream sundaes, I put a bit of whip-creamed topping on."
She smiled, and as she did, the brunette relaxed no longer looking like she was about to walk over and spray me with mace or something, especially as I had seen her hand disappear inside her purse. She pulled it out, holding only a pair of keys, but I couldn't help but wonder what it was she'd actually been holding before finding those.
She was still smiling, eyeing me however, which at the moment was a good thing.
"So anyway, was just wondering, you don't happen to have two very cute, very tiny little freckles sitting right next to one another by any chance do you?"
Now she was grinning. "Maybe, but I happen to have several little freckles, it depends on where they are," she said slyly.
I swallowed, it was now or never, but I had a good feeling about it. "Right next to your very lovely looking nipple?" I ventured, and saw her smile even more broadly.
"Ah...so, that was you?" she breathed obviously relaxed, though she just as suddenly lifted the tight black top she was wearing. "And are these the two moles you remembered seeing?" she asked.
Here cute little tits were every bit as lovely, if not more so than I remembered seeing as she cupped them in her hand, allowing me to lean over closer to her and inspect the twin little dots near her nipple.
"Oh yes, I think they are!" I said grinning back. "And I would very much enjoy doing that again too."
This time she frowned, or pouted really, and my heart stopped.
"I am flying out in the morning," she told me then. "I only came here to spend the week with my girlfriend, Samantha," she said only then really introducing her friend to me, who at least was also smiling though she stood with one foot just inside the door, ready to drive away.
I looked at my watch, stupidly perhaps. It was a quarter to twelve, fitting under the circumstances.
"Well damn," I told her. "Perhaps when you come back for a visit again then," I said throwing in the towel, preparing to turn and head back to where Mike was curiously, and I am sure anxiously waiting for me.
"Wait," she said suddenly surprising me. "I can always sleep on the plane!"
I quickly told her about Mike who was waiting for me, and that seemed to please Samantha somewhat as well. They then told me where they were staying, and in which room at their hotel. I quickly made my way back to where Mike was waiting for me.
"Well?" He asked curiously the moment I got in. "Was it her?"
"Yep!" I grinned at him. "And...we've been invited over for some ice-cream."
"Ice cream?"
"Yeah...ice cream. Now...shut up and drive."
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College life as I thought in the beginning was supposed to be fun. And for a while, it was.
I met Chris in a sociology class, a fiery redhead that had a bit of a temperament to go along with it, that...and an amazing pair of breasts that she didn't mind showing off to some degree.
Almost immediately we hit it off and began dating with the only problem of that being, our class and work schedules didn't give either one of us as much time with one another as I would have preferred.
Which is when I also met April. I shared yet another class with April, a tall Brunette with legs that just seemed to go on forever, especially whenever she wore a tight fitting pair of cut-off Levi's that she seemed to always be wearing, though I think she'd been poured into them, which may have been one of the reasons she always seemed to have them on. And though she wasn't nearly as large breasted as Chris was, for me being a bonifide, card-carrying breast man, enjoying the differences between them was a very pleasurable past-time indeed.
You think I would have been content with that, two gorgeous women whose schedules were just different enough to make it easy to juggle time between them, and with neither of them being the wiser.
But that's when I got friendly with Diane.
I had been looking for a place close to the University, and something reasonably inexpensive to boot. Neither of which had been very easy to come by, but as luck would have it, I stumbled into the place because of a friend of mine who's sister happened to be living in the apartment below me, in an older home that had been converted into three separate apartments. Diane lived below me, so it was only natural that we became friends, especially as I knew her brother.
There was one other apartment above, a simple one room studio apartment that the guy who had been there, who had moved out the same day I had moved in, hadn't as yet been rented as there weren't many who cared to live in such a small confined space, which included only a sink and toilet as a bathroom, with no shower or bath included in it either. Needless to say, it remained unoccupied even though the rent was dirt-cheap.
Needless to say, on the nights or days when I didn't see or go out with either Chris or April, it turned out that I found myself spending a lot of that time with Diane. We both enjoyed cooking, so did so on those nights when I did stay home, inviting her over to try some new dish she'd been working on, as that was what she eventually wanted to do was become a Chef and own her own restaurant.
Life was good. One thing had led to another, and along with several glasses of wine, which had helped, Diane and I had fallen into bed together, and the rest as they say is history.
Yes, College life was indeed better than I could have ever expected. I was seeing and dating three separate women, all of them different enough to make things really interesting for one thing. And for another, it had been really easy keeping things separate between them as well, schedules were perfect, classes even more so as I knew there was not much of a chance in any of them running into one another as none of them were taking or sharing any of the same classes.
I should have left well enough alone perhaps. But then I met Janet.
Janet was a very petite dishwater blonde with perky medium sized breasts, but incredible nipples as I eventually learned. My pet name for her was in fact "Nips" though she tolerated my calling her that only in private.
I met "Nips" when I had gone to do a photo shoot at a wedding reception that she was a bridesmaid for. That was what I did on the side, and earned some pretty decent money doing it too, which allowed me to have what little spare time I did have to share between the girls, and keep me in expense money, that and a small monthly stipend I received from my grandmother who had left me something in her will that was given out at a fixed rate for the duration of my attending college. Upon graduating, I would then be given whatever the balance was of that trust, which at the time I had no idea, nor would have until then. It wasn't much, not like I was rolling in dough, but enough to at least help pay for all of the college finances, and leave just a small tiny amount afterwards for required necessities.
It was just enough that I wasn't like a lot of college students who were on the go twenty-four seven, either studying or working with not much else in between.
Like me, Janet was into photography, and had found the pictures I had taken of her friend's wedding to be incredibly beautiful, which I don't mind saying so myself, really were too! So naturally having the same interests, and with there being an obvious mutual attraction, Janet eventually began accompanying me whenever I had a wedding shoot, or some other family photo scheduled to do for someone, coming along and acting as though she were my budding assistant or something, which in a way is what she became, even though I certainly wasn't paying her for it. She just enjoyed helping out, being with me...and yes, after a few weeks, had become the fourth girl I was suddenly bedding.
The difference with Janet was, I really felt like she might actually be the one I could separate myself with, and settle down with.
I wish to hell now, that I had done that. But at the time, I just wasn't thinking all that clearly. I mean really...four girls? All of them uniquely different in so many ways, with so many wonderful treats and pleasures to offer. And even those, so different that there really weren't many comparisons. But Janet indeed seemed to possess a little bit of everything, which is what I think I had always hoped to find or discover with someone. But when I did, it was already too late.
With my need to keep a planner, mainly because of my photo shoots and appointments, I found it became a very needed tool in managing my "dates" as well. The last thing I wanted to do was schedule something on the same night with two different women. I also kept notes, made comments to myself about their likes, dislikes etc, as a reminder to not bring something up to one girl who liked something, as opposed to another who didn't. But I also used it as a diary of sorts, highlighting the more erotic adventures we had all shared in fairly explicit detail.
Who'd have thought?
My other rule of course was that I never brought any of the other three back to my place, always stating that it was small, messy, and to some extent an embarrassment as to the way I kept it, hardly ever being there anyway. But I couldn't have done that obviously with Diane being too close to home, but it at least gave me the excuse and reason for keeping them all apart from one another.
So like I said in the beginning, life was good, really good, almost too good, and then it all turned to shit in a handbag.
I had gone to shoot a particularly large wedding, one of the biggest I had ever done, and also one in which I would end up making a pretty sizeable chunk of change. I had taken several pieces of equipment with me, given free rein to try out all sorts of artsy-fartsy shots that I'd been wanting to do for a while now. And this was one time I was really glad that Janet had gone with me to help out.
Several hours later, we'd packed up having finished for the day, and though I really wanted to spend the rest of the evening with Janet, I had already planned an evening with Chris, which I was already late for as it was. I got back to my apartment, unloaded my gear, and realized that my prized, cherished, dangerous to have in someone else's possession planner was missing! With my tongue deep in my throat, I called Janet.
"Hey babe...I noticed when I got home, that I must have left my planner behind by accident, you didn't happen to see it or find it by any chance did you?"
"As a matter of fact Dave, I was just about to call you," she told me. "I must have picked it up along with some of the other stuff by mistake while we were packing up. "Would you like me to bring it by?" she asked.
"Ah no...no. I'm in fact on my way over to a small little family photo shoot, so I'll swing by and pick it up from you on my way there."
"Need any help?" she asked. "I could bring it with me and meet you there," she suggested.
I was already nervously looking at my watch. My next call would be to Chris, apologizing for already being late as I know now I really would be by the time I met her at the club.
"No, no biggy really. Just a couple of quick family poses and I'm done, and then after that, I have some exams I really need to study for. So I'll just swing by and pick it up, and be on my way."
"Well ok," she said sounding very disappointed, as I was to be honest about it, as I really was starting to care a great deal about her, and wishing that I hadn't booked the evening that I had with Chris as I considered it.
And luckily for me, Chris was understanding enough to know that the photo shoot had taken longer than I'd planned for, so she wasn't too terribly upset with me when I called her and told her I was running late. Minutes later I pulled up in front of Janet's apartment, where she sweetly met me outside handing over my planner. I gave her an affectionate kiss, reminded her about our afternoon date tomorrow, and headed off shortly afterwards, once again feeling that all was well, and that I had managed to dodge a real bullet.
Arriving at the club just a short time later, I was more than relieved to see the warm sexy smile on Chris's face, not to mention the hot outfit she was wearing. She was in a white peasant blouse worn just off the shoulders, her enormous breasts so beautifully displayed with her long bright red hair falling sensually over them. She was also wearing a pair of tight black slacks that accentuated her nice ass, and gave her a very stark contrast, sultry, sexy...if not downright dangerous. And I knew by the look in her face, she was in one of those moods, which usually meant a wild night of uninhibited sex. Suddenly all thoughts of everything else evaporated as we sat down at a booth, ordered fresh drinks, and began to talk dirty, which again was another sign that Chris was feeling damn horny tonight.
"I'm going to drive you nuts tonight," she told me, already reaching beneath the table as we sat there, her hand already hardening the bulge she'd found there as she toyed with my cock as we waited for the waitress to deliver our drinks.
"You're driving me nuts right now," I responded, seeing her smile, then watching as she turned, her back towards the bar area, and most of the other patrons who were sitting there. She pulled down one shoulder of her blouse, showing me that she had daringly worn her blouse without a bra, though I'd already figured that part out. Her large pink nipple winking at me, my hand immediately coming out to tickle it, though she turned away once again before I could.
"It's early yet," she teased, as I paid for our drinks, getting a knowing look from our waitress as I did so. Obviously she had been just in time to see Chris's marvelous tit before she'd been able to put it away.
"I'd ask if you wanted to start a tab," she said still grinning at us. "But for some reason, I don't think you're gonna be here that long."
"Probably not," Chris answered for me not even looking at the waitress as she seductively licked her lips looking at me, her hand still beneath the table, the pull of my zipper slowly being brought down even with the waitress continuing to stand there, though she then turned and walked away just as I felt the warmth of Chris's hand snaking inside my jeans.
"Fuck!" she said suddenly as her phone rang. She quickly retrieved her purse grabbing her phone looking at it. Her expression curious as she read whatever the text message was that had just been sent to her. "I'll be right back," she told me, and then headed off towards the bathroom leaving me with my fly open, though thank God she hadn't taken my dick out of it yet or I'd have never gotten it back in under the circumstances.
Chris was gone for several minutes and I was beginning to worry when I saw her suddenly emerge from the bathroom heading my way. She slid back into the booth beside me.
"Everything ok?" I asked.
"Oh yeah, just my sister...you know, boy friend problems and she needed a shoulder to cry on for a moment that's all. Now then... where were we anyway?"
Chris once again fondled my prick beneath my slacks as we sat sipping our beers. After only a short time, I was about as aroused as I could be, which Chris sensed and immediately made a suggestion.
"If you're as horny as I am, I've got something in mind I've been dying to do to you," she told me with a mischievous grin on her face. "You interested?"
"Hell yes, what do you have in mind?"
"Something really, really special. But I want it to be a surprise, so we'll go in my car, and you have to wear a blindfold so that you will be after we've arrived!"
I followed Chris out to her car and got in as she fumbled around for a moment tearing up one of her denim work shirts that she happened to have in the back seat. "Here, lets puts this on you," she said grinning, "Like I said, I want this to be a surprise!"
I did so, feeling a bit foolish, but at the same time, considerably excited as well. I knew how Chris could get whenever she was in one of her moods, and it certainly appeared to me that she was.
We drove for a while, and I had lost track of where we might be headed with all the twists and turns she made, though we soon stopped.
"I'll guide you," she told me. "So just wait there and I'll come around and help you out, and then lead you inside."
I had no idea where we were, or what she was up to, but she once again gave my prick a friendly little caress as she stood me up on the sidewalk after I'd gotten out of her car.
"Good, nice to see you're still excited, because I certainly am!" she told me as she now began leading me up a short flight of steps into some sort of building, and then up another flight of steps and yet another walking me down a short hallway where I then heard the sound of a door opening as she led me inside.
"Come over here," she said, sitting me down on what was obviously a bed, where she began removing my clothing only after ensuring my blindfold was still very secure. Once I was entirely naked, she had me lay back and then proceeded to secure my wrists to the bedposts as well as my legs. Obviously this was something she had planned out and been wanting to do as she'd obviously prepared this room just for the occasion.
"Comfy?" she asked.
I tested my bindings, they weren't tight at all, but I was also very limited in my movements, obviously just the way she wanted me. My prick was rock hard, begging for attention, which she gave it though only briefly.
"Still excited I see," she laughed, "ready for the big surprise?"
"Oh yeah," I said anxiously, and felt it as Chris reached around to undo the blindfold. It took a moment for my eyes to adjust, as Chris stepped away. When she did, I lay there with my eyes in total and complete disbelief. Standing near the door facing the bed I was laying in, stood Chris, April, Diane, and Janet.
"Surprise!" they all said in unison.
"What the fuck?"
"What? You don't like your big surprise?" Chris asked with a pouty expression on her face.
Truth was, I was speechless, and now more anxious than ever at seeing them all standing there together, which is when I also realized, this was the small studio apartment located just above my own, and Diane's.
"Would someone please tell me what the hell's going on here?" I asked, my erection already dwindling to nothingness.
"Well, it's like this," Janet said holding out what appeared to be a photocopy of several pages from my planner. "I happened to read some of the things you wrote in your planner about me, along with some of the other comments you made about the rest of the girls here, and so I made copies for everyone, and gave them to the others to read while we sat here waiting for you. And since you were kind enough to include everyone's phone numbers, I thought it might be a good idea for all of us to get together and have a sit down meeting of sorts. But as April then suggested, getting you here with all of us might not happen unless we found a way to get you here without knowing, so that's when Diane came up with this idea."
I glanced over towards her, she wasn't smiling any more, she looked hurt and downright angry.
"Yeah, since the room was obviously available, I thought it might be a good place to have you taken to while we sit down and think about what we're all going to do about this," she told me.
"This? This what?" I said getting agitated myself now. "If you want to talk, fine...we'll talk, sure...I've probably got a lot to answer for, but I'm certainly not going to do it laying here like this."
"Oh? You're not? Appears to me like you don't have much of a choice now does it?" Chris said sternly, the easy going naughty tone of voice I'd heard only moments ago, long gone now as she spoke.
I just looked at her, bewildered, honestly a little frightened though beyond some additional humiliation perhaps, which I probably had coming to me, I really didn't think they were contemplating any real bodily harm.
"Anyway, thanks Sis for calling me, things sort of really do make a lot more sense to me now that we've shared notes," she said speaking to Janet.
"Sis?" I said feeling even more bewildered and alarmed now.
"Yeah, Janet's my step-sister," she told me. "Small world isn't it?"
"That's the sister you told me about on the phone?"
"Yep!" she said grinning, though this time her grin looked anything but friendly.
"So now...what ARE we going to do about this?" Diane asked the others. "Obviously, he's been sleeping with all of us, and leading us all on I think. So maybe he deserves some sort of punishment for having done that, don't you think?"
There was a mutual consensus on that, though no one really seemed to know quite what they should do, or how they should go about doing it. Many of the suggestions actually beginning to worry me as they began discussing and wondering if my ass could handle taking a baseball bat. Luckily, I saw the truth in April's eyes as she mentioned that, she wasn't being serious. At least...I hoped not anyway.
"Well I do think a little torture is certainly in order," Chris now said totally serious.
"I don't want to hurt him," Janet told her step-sister, "As much as I might think about doing that, I still don't want him physically harmed," she said looking at me, the hurt still clearly showing in her eyes, but so was the mixture of concern she had for me along with that.
"Oh we won't hurt him, not really," Chris said. "But he certainly does deserve some sort of punishment after what he'd done to all of us. And I have a few ideas of what that might be. Why don't we leave Dave here to think about what he's done for one thing, and give him a chance to worry and wonder what we're going to do while we go downstairs to Diane's apartment and discuss it over a glass of wine?"
"Good idea," Everyone agreed, and soon after left me to lie there wondering just that.
#
I don't know how long I lay there, though it certainly seemed like an eternity, and well over an hour at least before I heard the sound of footsteps coming down the hallway. By now I had been imagining all sorts of things, most of them unpleasant as my imagination got the best of me. I had actually worked myself up into a very feverish state, wondering what they would do, or could do and get away with, which left plenty of options. None of which prepared me however for what I saw next as the door opened.
Stunned, I could only lay there wondering as all four women walked into the room together, and each one of them nude.



"Well, we've decided," Chris said looking at me, and then walked over sitting down on the bed wrapping her hands around my very flaccid, limp as a noodle cock and began playing with it.
Words failed me, so I just lay there waiting to hear what their intentions were, which certainly weren't any I'd been contemplating, not seeing the four of them in the nude together certainly.
April soon joined Chris on the bed, leaning over and wrapping her mouth around my prick as Chris continued holding it, and semi-stroking it while she did so. As bewildered and confused as I was, the sensation was still pleasurable enough that I felt my prick slowly begin to stiffen. And then I wondered if they were going to cut it off or something once they'd gotten it hard, so I began fighting against that briefly, until reason took over and told me that as angry as they all obviously were, they certainly wouldn't actually do something like that. But this...sucking my cock as punishment? That didn't make much more sense either.
"Oh yeah, all nice and hard again. Nice work April," Chris told her. Chris let go of my cock then as Diane moved over to take her place, with Janet taking over for April as the two of them now played with my prick somehow making it even harder than it was. I was moaning and groaning now in complete abandon, somehow thinking the girls had temporarily lost their minds for a moment, but grateful as hell that they had.
"Feel good?" Chris asked as she stood next to April, her hands suddenly coming around her, beginning to fondle and caress April's breasts. "Look nice?" she added as she teased them looking at me, as April did, sighing her pleasure as Chris thumbed her hard erect little nipples. "So...you like what you see?" she asked me once again as Janet continued sucking my prick as Diane fondled it as well as my ever-tightening balls.
"Oh yeah...yeah," I moaned pleasurably, still stunned by this turn of events.
"Thought you would," she then added. "Ok Diane, go ahead and put his blindfold back on then, he's got an idea now of what he'll be missing doesn't he?" she stated simply.
"What? What?"
It didn't matter what I said, or how I pleaded. Diane quickly re-secured the blindfold that Chris had originally placed around my eyes when she brought me up here. In the next instant, I was again blind to what was going on, though I continued to hear it as Chris seriously continued playing with April, her own pleasured moans now coming as they positioned themselves on the bed, which is when Janet released my cock, allowing it to sit there throbbing wantonly as I blindly lay wondering what all was going on around and about me.
"Too bad you can't see or appreciate any of this," Diane spoke moments later. "Janet really does have cute little tits doesn't she? And they certainly feel good in my hands."
"Yes, yes they do feel good in your hands," Janet added breathlessly as I lay there visualizing what she was doing, along with the same sort of wonderment as Chris and April fooled around pleasurably at the foot of the bed, sounds of what I could only imagine as pussy-licking, and clit sucking being performed, though I was of course powerless to see or do anything about it.
"You enjoying the way I'm licking your cunt?" Chris asked. "Is it as good as the way Dave did it?"
"Oh yes...and yes, much better than the way he does it," April responded pleasurably, groaning loudly now as Chris went back to licking her. Likewise, I now began to hear similar sounds coming from the side as Diane informed me that Janet was now kneeling before her, spreading her pussy lips apart, licking and sucking her clit.
"How about me?" Janet asked. "You like this as much as when Dave licked your pussy?" She asked.
"Oh yeah, you're much...much better at it too!" Diane told her, once again moaning with a great deal of satisfaction as I lay there listening to them, my prick long forgotten, and now throbbing almost painfully with desire.
I lost track of the number of orgasms I heard, the sounds of their lust intermingling as they exchanged partners enjoying one another to the fullest.
"I don't know...think we should give Dave a little relief now?" Chris ventured. "He has shown some remorse, and he has been punished to some extent by not getting to see what any of us have been doing or enjoying with one another. What do you think?" she asked in general.
Much to my relief, I did feel a pair of soft warm hands suddenly surround my rock hard prick, once again stroking it pleasurably.
"That feel good?" Diane asked me now telling me who was doing it anyway. I could only moan in response to that. Already hovering on the edge.
"Too good I think," April added a moment later. "You getting close there Dave?" she asked.
"Yes...yes, almost," I managed already beginning to feel the tingle of anticipation at my impending climax, which is when Diane quit playing with me, and which is also when I heard the sound of the door opening.
"Wait! Wait, where are you going? What's going on?" I asked stupidly.
"We're going back downstairs for another drink, some more chat, and another look at your...our...diary," Chris amended. "Shouldn't be gone too long, or maybe we will. Either way, doesn't really matter to you now does it?" she said.
All I heard after that was the sound of the door closing and footsteps once again going down the hall towards the stairs along with a lot of giggling laughter.
#
So lost in thought, I didn't even hear the door open when it did. But I did know that at least I hadn't been laying there in the darkness as long as I had the first time either. And I had hopes that the girls had finally decided to release me, having decided I'd been punished enough for my stupidity.
Almost silently, I heard footsteps crossing over to my bed. Whoever it was, was alone however as I heard and felt no one else. What I also felt was again the touch of someone's hand stroking my cock, reawakening it which didn't take much to do as I had been and was to some extent, still very much aroused.
"Please, say something," I begged as her hand continued to manipulate my cock pleasurably. But I heard nothing but silence answer my request. "Please...which one are you?" I then said, and felt a very unpleasurable squeeze surround my cock, making me wish I hadn't said that the way that it had sounded. "Ouch!"
Thankfully, whoever it was quit squeezing me, but also whoever it was stood up and walked back out the door without saying anything to me either. And try as I might, there was nothing about her touch, or anything else for that matter that even gave me a brief hint as to who, "or which one" I thought once again chastising myself, it had been.
This time, it actually was a bit longer before I heard the footsteps, which I now lay listening for though my mind had continued to wander. Once again I heard the door open, bare feet padding along the floor towards my bed, then "someone" actually crawling up into bed, hands again wrapping around my cock, stroking it back to hardness which surprisingly didn't take all that long. By now, I had no idea of what to expect, or what direction anything would come from when it did. So needless to say, I certainly wasn't expecting the feel of a silky slick pussy suddenly engulfing my prick, easing itself down over my shaft, though it did indeed feel glorious when she did.
"Oh fuck!" I moaned thrusting upwards, but in doing so, felt her uncunt herself from me. Only after I lay still unmoving did she then again slip herself over me, slowly lowering up and down briefly, and the feel of her sweet wet cunt driving me nearly insane. "Oh God that's good...that's nice," I moaned as once again I began to feel the tingle of anticipation and sweet ecstasy just around the corner.
"Oh no! No! No!" I pleaded only a second after that as the sweetness and pleasure left. The sound of footsteps going back out the door, once again the sound of it closing as my unknown lover departed, leaving me to my thoughts and frustrations there in the darkness.
And so it began. I lost track of time, as well as the intervals when someone would come. Sometimes it felt like only five minutes had passed, even my cock having remained somewhat erect. But then other times, the silence and wait maddening, expectantly laying there until I had realized I'd actually fallen asleep, only to be awakened by the feel of someone touching me, sometimes sucking or licking me awake, though not a single word was ever spoken or given me. Just the arousal, the awakening of my desires, which by now of course, I'd come to realize, would go on unfulfilled.
I honestly thought I was beginning to hallucinate, hearing sounds when there were none, and then not hearing anything when there was. And not always did anyone touch me either. Sometimes I just heard the door open, someone standing there, and then hearing it closing again.
"Please...please, say something," I said finally upon hearing the door opening again. "Look...I'm sorry, I really am sorry that I've hurt anyone. But you've got to at least listen to reason here, you can't keep me all tied up like this."
"Oh? And why can't we?" Chris said. The sound of her voice breaking the too long silence I'd been sitting in, sounding almost heavenly, even if the tone of her voice wasn't.
"I've gotta pee for one," I offered as though that would really carry any weight with her, which it didn't of course.
"We've got a bottle for that," she said simply. "And a bed pan for the other," she added already answering my next question before I'd even asked it, which I didn't.
"Chris please," I then pleaded honestly and sincerely. "I really am sorry...but you can't keep me tied up like this."
"And like I said...why can't we?"
I knew that tomorrow was Saturday, or perhaps maybe it already was. I honestly had no way of knowing for sure. So using going to class as an excuse was out of the question. But I smiled inwardly, I did have a family photo shoot scheduled for the afternoon.
"I have an appointment," I told her. "And I can't not show up, it's my livelihood, if word should get out that I'm unreliable."
"Oh...but in a way you are Dave!" Chris admonished me. "But not to worry, Janet's already called and said she is more than willing to come over and do the shoot for you, even made apologies for you already, telling them that you were unfortunately tied up at the moment and couldn't get away."
"Very funny," I said angrily.
"We thought so too!" Chris responded. "Now...you want me to get you that bottle?"
"No!"
"Would you like something to eat?"
When she said that, I really did wonder what time it was. "Chris...what time IS it anyway?"
"It's tomorrow time," she told me. "And it promises to be another long...though very busy day, and we really should get started don't you think?" And with that, I felt her slowly begin to suck and tickle my cock with her lips. I fought hard this time however, willing it NOT to rise, though I soon began to fail in the effort. Her lips really were magical, her tongue dancing around the supersensitive crown of my cock teasing it maddeningly.
"How's it going Chris?" I suddenly heard April's voice asking. "Need any help?"
"Yeah, how about you help me to cum," I could hear the grin in her voice asking. "Have to admit, I am getting a bit horny here, and probably could use a little relief."
"Fuck!" I moaned hearing her, and then hearing her even more as she began to moan as she rolled over onto the bed, the sound of April crawling up between her legs, and beginning to lick that sweet tasting pussy of hers as I laid there listening to them.
"Maybe we should give him a little reward for behaving himself," Chris said, "What do you think?"
"Maybe," April offered, "What do you have in mind?"
I heard them whispering briefly, then April laughing. "Sounds fair," she said and then got up off the bed. The next moment, I felt my blindfold being thankfully removed. And I was indeed surprised to discover it was well into the morning, though the blinds were still drawn, there was sunlight filtering into my room through them. It took several moments for my eyes to adjust, and as they did, the honest urge to pee really did hit me then, as I always had to pee like a racehorse first thing in the morning.
"April? Chris? I really do need to pee! No kidding...honestly. Please, untie me so I can," I said almost desperately.
Sadly, I saw Chris walk over to the nightstand, grabbing a Mason jar, which she brought back to the bed with her. Taking my dick in hand, she bent it forward aiming it into the bottle.
"Whenever you're ready," she told me.
"You can't be serious!" I exclaimed.
"Suit yourself," she said taking the bottle away getting back up off the bed.
"Ok, ok! I really do need to go!" I told her, whatever inhibitions I had, or insecurities suddenly evaporating as she once again repositioned the bottle...just in time before I had soaked myself accidentally.
#
After I had relieved myself even as the two girls sat watching me, they immediately went right back to doing what they had been. Forced to watch, which was both torture as well as pleasure, April cupped Chris's breasts together, her thick fat nipples being sucked together at once, the sight of which soon had my prick dancing in want, though again purposely neglected as I lay there, still straining against the bindings that held me. I don't think I have ever felt my cock throb as much as it was at that point, April hungrily lapping at Chris's tits as she sat running her fingers through April's hair, holding her head against her as though she was actually nursing her.
But if that wasn't bad enough, Chris had also reached down between April's legs, her fingers toying with her pussy, fingers already beginning to produce the slippery sound of juice that she began to finger-fuck, making even more lovely decadent sounds as she probed, slid, and fingered April's obviously juicy wet cunt.
"Come here baby," Chris cooed, "Let me hump that deliciously wet slit of yours," she said confirming the obvious.
Agonizingly so, I then watched as the two girls repositioned themselves on the foot of the bed, my feet actually brushing against Chris's ass briefly as they situated themselves. April slid one of her legs through Chris's, and Chris likewise then slid her leg up and over one of Aprils until they had managed to press themselves together in a scissors-like fashion, pussy to pussy, which they now began rotating and gyrating together sighing pleasurably. I could even more clearly hear the squishy, slurpy cunt kissing sounds they were both making as their neither lips caressed, teased and sucked at one another sensually.
"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" I cried out in total exasperation, my cock throbbing wildly, swollen, purple and angrily hard.
"Poor baby," Chris half purred reaching over, giving it a sweet little pat that sent shivers of delight racing up my shaft. And then to my surprise, I felt the surging tingle of release suddenly racing up through it, realizing I was about to have a wide-awake wet dream.
"Oh yes!" I literally screamed out, watching my cock explode all on its own, the geyser of spunk which flew from the head of my prick enormous, the streamer of cum skyrocketing into the air, one after the other as my penis continued to throb, continued to pulsate, and continued to ejaculate one glorious ribbon of cream one after the other.
Both Chris and April sat fascinated as my cock continued to spew its molten lava, neither one of them moving, merely watching with wide-eyed surprise.
"You made a mess!" April announced almost happily seeing the aftermath of my much needed orgasm as it fell back upon me, drenching me literally everywhere, along with the sheets as little rivers of cream collected, and then ran off in varying directions down between my balls, or off my stomach.
"Yes he did," Chris added as the two girls disengaged themselves beneath me and then slid out of bed, each one coming to sit on either side of me as my prick just then finished oozing out the last remnants of my much needed release.
"Guess we should clean him up some don't you?" April asked looking across me towards Chris who even then was already running her fingers around and through my wet sticky spunk playing in it.
"Oh yes, definitely," Chris told her. "Can't very well leave him like this," she added, and then leaned over immediately engulfing my prick in her mouth, the single runner of cum that was clinging to my shaft suddenly disappearing as she licked it off. April began doing the same, her tongue chasing lines of semen all over my stomach, eventually moving down to help Chris as the two of them spread my legs even further, lapping at my balls cleaning them off as well.
To my delight, and theirs, I felt the twinge of renewed arousal already twitching inside my shaft as it firmed to everyone's surprise.
#
It didn't take long, my cock was soon as hard and erect as it had ever been. "That was very naughty of you, you know," Chris stated. "Coming all over yourself like that, and without our permission!"
"Sorry," I stammered, "But it couldn't be helped," I added with a twinge of a smile on my face, it had after all felt damn good...just the release itself taking the edge off of what was becoming the most uncomfortable feeling I had ever known before.
"Yes well, we're going to have to punish you for that some too now," Chris told me, though she said it in that tone of voice I was all too familiar with, which also informed me she was damn horny herself now.
I watched with a great deal of curiosity as Chris positioned herself on her side, the move looking much like the one she had just been in with April, her cunt coming into direct contact with my prick, though she merely pressed herself against it, not placing it inside that juicy wet passage.
"Come on April," She said, squeeze in here and get yourself pressed against the other side of him.
It took a moment as April figured out what she needed to do, the "pretzel-like" position suddenly taking shape as the girls managed to sandwich my once again fully hard cock between them, each pair of their lips now pressed against it, slippery, soft and wonderfully warm.
"Holy fucking shit!" We all heard a moment after that as Diane entered the room and stood there looking at the three of us.
"Come join us!" April grinned hotly.
I could only lay there and wonder how, though Diane soon answered that question after she'd removed what little clothing she had on, quickly running over to the bed where she kneeled by my head, leaning over, and somehow managed to find the head of my cock as it remained pressed between the neither lips of the two women who lay grinding themselves against it.
Quite by accident, as Diane leaned over the way she had to, I realized my fingers could just reach her pussy, immediately running up the length of her split which was already moist with her free dripping juices. Finding her hard extended little clit, I pressed it between my fingers, rolling it as she knobbed the head of my prick with her mouth, sucking it lightly as I likewise continued to feel the press of two soft warm pussies kissing it as they pressed themselves together around it.
"So where's Janet?" April asked.
"Was just coming up to tell you, she's on her way back, should be here any time now," Diane spoke though still mouthing the head of my cock. "Oh, and that lunch was ready, though I am sure that will wait for later," she giggled once again wriggling her ass back against the palm of my hand as I slid my fingers deeply inside her now pummeling her cunt from behind as best as I could, though the bindings holding my hand limited my movements.
I felt before hearing Chris's orgasm begin. The sudden additional warmth of her creamy nectar cascading and surrounding my cock, followed moments later by her deep guttural groan of pleasured joy. As she did so, she likewise triggered April's climax, soon joining her as the two girls humped themselves pleasurably against one another with my shaft still wonderfully sandwiched in between. Even Diane impaled herself more fully on my fingers, finding her own joy upon them, crying out in ecstasy as her slickness ran down my hand.



"Whew, well...that was certainly nice," Chris said extricating herself as they all did. "Now I'm hungry!" she announced as the three of them stood and prepared to go back down stairs and have the lunch that was waiting for them.
"What about Dave?" Diane asked.
Chris turned to look towards me, my cock once again all alone, still furiously hard and throbbing. "We'll send Janet up with something for him once she gets back," she stated, then turned and disappeared through the door behind the others.
#
It was another thirty minutes or so before I heard the sound of footsteps coming down the short hallway to my room. The door opened and Janet walked in, holding nothing more than a bright red shiny apple.
"Heard you had an interesting morning," she told me. "You must be hungry after all that." Her expression was less than enthusiastic however, so I said nothing, just lying there looking at her. Janet walked over holding the apple in her hand. "Open wide," she told me. I did so, as she placed the apple in my mouth. "Now...bite down." Once again, I did, but she left it that way, me with an apple in my mouth unable to speak now even if I'd wanted to.
I watched as Janet slowly peeled off her clothing then, when she was naked she crawled into the bed positioning herself over me, her pussy just resting against my cock. She rocked against me momentarily, ensuring within moments that I was fully erect once again before allowing herself to capture my rock-hard cock inside her wet juicy split, easing herself down over it until she had fully impaled herself on my member.
"When this is finally over, I can't help but wonder if you're actually going to have regrets about this," Janet began speaking. "Knowing you will never again put this nice hard cock of yours inside my pussy, nor ever again see or play with these breasts," she said holding them in her own hands, fingering her hard extended nipples as she did so.
With the apple still held inside my mouth, I could hardly even breathe let alone speak as she slowly began moving herself up and down my shaft, still speaking to me as she continued.
"Will you even miss the way my mouth feels as I'm sucking your cock? Or was it not good enough that you needed to feel someone else's mouth doing it more than mine?" she asked neither expecting or wanting an answer, though I groaned one around the apple I held, trying to show her the desire I had for her in my eyes, though that too went unnoticed.
"And I will miss working with you too," she told me sadly. "I was really starting to enjoy doing that," she added as her tempo increased, the pleasure of her slick satin split sliding easily up and down my shaft as she strove towards climax, her hands still busily caressing her sweet breasts, my own hands frustratingly bound, wishing that I could be.
Even her orgasm was silent, which was strange for her. And though she came, she did so almost reluctantly, allowing the sensation to happen without much, if any of the joy, which came with it. Slipping herself off of me then, she reached for the apple, taking it, allowing me to chew off the last bit that remained.
"I wish you'd listen to me," I managed to tell her as she stood once again dressing herself. "There's a lot you don't know...things I was about to do, about to say."
"Yeah right...well Dave, I think it's too late now for any of that," she told me, and then before I could say anything else, Janet quickly left the room, once again leaving me to my thoughts and frustrations.
#
I had been in this one position for so long now, that it was becoming almost unbearable. With hardly any slack whatsoever, I had just enough to lessen the tension on my arms, though it firmed with the bindings holding my legs. Shifting back the other way gave me some relief for a moment, but I again thrashed slightly, trying to work a kink out of my back when I heard the sound of the cloth binding my wrists catch on something. Looking up I saw what appeared to be the head of a small screw snag one side of the cloth. I shifted off to one side ensuring it was caught, and then pulled on it. To my surprise and delight, I heard it tear again, saw a portion of the material rip away, and knew that another hard pull would sever it entirely. Before doing that however, I lay there thinking to myself, a plan of sorts coming to mind.
It was quite a while before anyone else came up to check on me, by then I had to pee again, so Diane thankfully held my pee bottle as I filled it.
"You need anything else?" she asked, almost apologetically. I had gotten the impression from her that the girls were staring to have second thoughts about what they were doing, though it was Chris who was obviously making all the decisions about continuing on with it, for a while at least.
"I am a little cold," I told her. "Would you mind at least covering my feet up with the blanket? That would help considerably thank you."
"Sure," she said, and then placed it up and over my feet and then just beneath my groin, though ensuring my cock remained uncovered, just as Chris had demanded it would be.
I knew only that Chris would be away at work this evening as would Janet, leaving Diane and April to keep tabs on me and see to whatever immediate or necessary needs that I might have, including their own, though the sexual teasing had begun to diminish, another clue that the girls were not finding their vengeful binding of me quite as entertaining as they had in the beginning.
It had already grown dark once again inside my room, and I waited for one final visit, which April soon after gave me, again, merely checking on me with the promise of bringing up some soup she and Diane had made for me a bit later.
The moment she left, I pulled on the nearly torn through binding and smiled as it easily finished tearing away from the post it was attached to. Hurriedly, I undid the rest of my bindings, and then began to tear a series of strips from the outer sheet until I had several, which I then stuffed beneath the blanket. I waited only a short time after that, hearing someone's approach and repositioned my hands off to either side of the bed and behind me, looking as though I were still bound, and waited for the door to open.
April came in carrying a small tray with a bowl of soup and some crackers on it. "Hungry?" she asked.
"Very...but would you do me a small favor?" I asked.
"What?"
"I'd enjoy seeing you naked again while you feed me," I told her.
She looked at me curiously, but then shrugged her shoulders sitting the tray down on a nearby table, and then quickly undressed. I waited until she had begun to pull the sweater she was wearing up and over her head before I moved, faster than she realized and certainly without having any idea whatsoever that I was no longer bound.
Even as she screamed out of surprise more than fear, I knew that the sound wouldn't reach Diane below us. Holding her firmly, hands now clasped behind her back, I maneuvered her towards the bed.
"April, listen to me. I'm not going to hurt you, though I am going to get even with you just a little bit. But also know, that this will be all over with tonight."
I was pleased when she quit struggling, looking almost relieved to hear that, though she still wasn't too happy when I began tying her up to the bed, using the torn strips I had made to secure her in much the same way that I had been. Unfortunately however, it was also necessary to gag her, even though she promised to remain quiet. It was a chance I wasn't willing to take until I had captured all the girls and turned the tide on them.
Once she was secure, I looked down at her and smiled. The look in her eyes wasn't exactly panic, but she did look nervous as hell, wondering what it was I was about to do to her. "Relax...enjoy it. Well...sort of," I said teasingly. And then knelt between her legs and proceeded to tickle and caress her wide open pussy with my lips and fingers, making her squirm, moaning deliriously, though stopping short of allowing her to climax, easing off...waiting until she had calmed before torturing her with my tongue once again.
In my mind I figured this would most likely be the very last time I was either with, or saw any of the girls. After all that had happened, there was certainly no going back to the way things had been for one thing, and for another, I did realize how much I had come to care about Janet, more than I was willing to admit, though after our last encounter together, I also knew that to be a lost cause as well.
April was still writhing about on the bed, the arousal I'd given her with my tongue just enough to keep her aroused as I then placed my cock at her opening, sliding into her as she greedily welcomed it, fucking back against me now as I slid in and out of that hot wet fuck tunnel. With all the pent up frustration and excitement I'd been forced to endure, it didn't take long for me to feel the sensation of orgasms approach, but I also wasn't of the mind-set to be too worried about April's pleasures at the moment either. There was a brief moment of satisfaction for me, and frustration on April's face as I withdrew my prick before spewing a large load of cum all over her pussy, wetting it down, streamers of spunk dripping down her slit onto the sheet. All this having occurred in less than a few minutes or so.
I figured it wouldn't be too terribly long before Diane became curious enough to wonder what was taking April so long. And it didn't. Hearing her footsteps down the hall, I quickly made my way over to the door, standing behind it after first turning off all the lights and throwing the sheet up and over April covering her entirely.
As expected, she came in without any concerns or suspicions whatsoever, though she stood there in the doorway for a moment trying to let her eyes adjust to what she was looking at there on the bed, which gave me just enough time to grab her, which did freak her out a little as she put up quite a fight for a moment until as I had done with April, quickly assuring her I had no intention of hurting her, she finally calmed down and quit struggling. I then explained what my intentions were, and that as long as she cooperated, just as April was doing, it would all be over with soon. I had soon bound her to the bed as well, though facing in the opposite direction. I also removed April's gag with her vow to remain quiet which she was only more than happy to promise me after getting her assurance as well as Diane's that neither one of them would sound out an alarm when either Chris or Janet returned.
Seeing the two girls now bound and facing in opposite directions was erotically stimulating. And as I had done to April, I now began doing to Diane, taking time to enjoy her sweet naked body most likely again for the last time. Diane had nice well rounded tits with incredibly hard sweet nipples, so I amused myself in licking and sucking them, reaching down to finger, not at all surprised to find her pussy just as wet and slick as I had found Aprils. And it was an added treat as I continued fondling and playing with her to see April once again moaning and pleading to be released, promising as was Diane now, not to give me away if I would just release them both and let them go.
Naturally I ignored their requests and began tapping my cock against both of their breasts until it had again grown stiff and hard. I then climbed in between Diane's legs, teased her clit briefly with the head of my prick, hearing her moan her delight as I did that, and then slid it inside her, once again thinking to myself that this too would no doubt be the last time I ever did. When I felt my orgasms approach, I stood at the side of the bed facing them both, and then watched as my cum spray showered down upon the two of them, watching the ribbons of spunk criss-crossing over both of their nubile young bodies enjoying the nearly obscene look of it afterwards as milked out the last remnants of my spunk on each of their faces.
"Turn abouts fair play," I told them both. Diane had in fact managed to smear her own sweet juice on my face leaving me there to smell her essence, aroused by it, yet left alone with it clinging to my face afterwards, so having done so myself to the two of them, neither one looked upon me with any disgust or anger. If anything, it was interesting to watch April as she actually tried to lick up a small patch of my cream that had run down to the corner of her mouth.
"It won't be much longer," I assured them both. "This will all be over with tonight."
I soon left the room, after checking their restraints, and then turned off the light, giving them a little dose of what they'd been giving me. I finally reacquainted myself with the time, having had up until then no clue as to what time it really was. Glancing at the clock in Diane's apartment, I realized I had less than an hour before Chris would be arriving home from work. And as for Janet, she could literally arrive anytime, either before or after Chris did, so I knew immediately that I had to hurry.
But first things came first...and I immediately headed off into the bathroom.
#
Diane and I had sometimes incorporated the use of a few toys, so I knew where it was that she kept them. Opening her nightstand, I quickly grabbed three of those, and then added to that a roll of duct tape, taking that back with me upstairs, after first leaving a note for either Janet or Chris, whoever arrived home first, printed in what I hoped would look like a feminine hand, telling them to get naked and come up and join us whenever they arrived home. Whether they actually did or didn't, really didn't matter, it would make it easier of course, but either way, I was fairly confident I'd subdue them just as easily as I had the other two girls.
When I entered the room and turned on the lights, the girls merely looked at me in wide-eyed wonder, especially when they saw me carrying in several of Diane's naughty little toys.
"What are you going to do?" April asked worriedly.
"What do you think? Drive you both nuts the way you did me. But...I will give you one option, you get to choose. And since these are yours Diane...you get to pick first, which one would you like?"
What they didn't count on, was what I intended to use the duct tape for. Once I had inserted the vibrating toys inside the two girls, though leaving them on the lowest possible settings, I then taped the toys into place, ensuring there was no way possible the girls could have worked them out of themselves, which I am sure they both felt they would easily be able to do. Boy...where they in for a surprise when they realized what I had done, and what they had to endure for however long that it was.
I was so enamored with watching the two girls writhing about on the bed that I nearly didn't hear the sound of footsteps coming up the stairs. Quickly turning off the lights, I stood behind the door and waited. Moments later, it opened and Chris walked in.
"What the hell are you two doing?" she'd asked just as I stepped around quickly pinning her arms behind her.
"Surprise!"
"Dave? How..."
"Doesn't matter," I said as I quickly marched her over towards the bathroom door. The tenant before me had been considerate enough to hang several hooks high up upon the door, so it was just a matter of briefly struggling with Chris as she still tried to fight me until I had finally managed to secure her wrists to the hooks that were so conveniently positioned for me.
"Listen Dave, I was just coming up here to release you," she told me.
"Oh? In the nude?" I answered back. "I don't think so." I then secured each of her legs with a long piece of cloth tying one to the bed, and the other to the space heater on the opposite wall, thus making her stand there with her legs spread wide open. Seeing both April and Diane on the bed, each with a toy inserted into their cunts, duct-taped in place, she had a pretty good idea of what I was about to do to her.
"Look Dave, ok...I admit, this has all gotten a little out of hand, but I think we can all agree to sit down and discuss it rationally now, especially since I think we've all had a chance to calm down and think about it."
"Who says I'm calm? Or rational?" I told her. "And besides, it really wouldn't be fair to either April or Diane if I didn't treat you fairly now would it?"
The one thing about Chris was the fact she had a really super-sensitive clit, and could have several orgasms in a row just by having it stimulated. I then knelt, spreading her lips apart with my fingers, drawing that hard little nodule into my mouth, sucking and rolling it around until her moans, which she initially tried to suppress, told me she was already hovering on the edge. Only then did I stand, my prick now hard as a rock once again, placing it at the opening of her cunt where I began teasing that same hard clit of hers with my cock, knowing full well what I was about to do and enjoy with her as I did so.
I had to admit, I loved watching Chris squirt, which she always did whenever I masturbated her clit with my prick. But I also knew something else about her as well, that after she had climaxed this way, she would most often continue to experience wave after wave of additional pleasure so long as I continued to stimulate her clit after she had squirted. Letting her cum just the once, squirting nicely I hoped, I knew then she would hover their on the edge for long afterwards, frustratingly so as I had thought about and planned it.
Before doing that however, I then produced a pair of nipple clamps, attaching them each to her large breasts, her sensitive nipples responding to them almost immediately, which I also knew would send an additional charge straight down to her pussy as she hung there against the door. I then began to tease her clit with my cock, rubbing it up and down against her, watching her straining against the door, finally succumbing to the inevitable as I felt the first delightful spray of her pussy juice, stepping back, watching her squirt as was both Diane and April as they lay on the bed seeing this, actually orgasming themselves around the toys still purring away contentedly inside them both.
Chris then began to plead with me, even as her pussy continued to stream out the last bit of her very wet climax, seeing me step back, she knew I wasn't going to allow her to climax as I had usually done. "Please Dave, please! Don't leave me hanging like this!"
I could only laugh at that, because she literally was.
But I wasn't quite finished with her yet either. Taking the last of Diane's vibrators, along with the duct-tape, Chris almost smiled knowing what I had done to the others, but that wasn't my intention for her at all. I positioned it, taping it firmly and securely against her thigh, just inches away from her cunt, before turning it on. She literally stood there glaring at me.
"You can't be serious!" she exclaimed almost wild-eyed. "You can't just leave me like this and not do something!"
I didn't say anything to that, merely turning around and heading back towards the bed, checking the other's restraints once last time. I then spoke directly to Diane.
"I'll start looking for a new place to live tomorrow," I told her. "Then none of you will have to worry about running into me any more after that. And...as soon as Janet gets back, she can let the three of you loose. Hopefully, we can call it even after this." I informed them all, and then headed downstairs to my own apartment for some much needed rest.
#
I know I had fallen immediately asleep, finally allowed to position myself comfortably in my own bed. The next thing I knew, or rather felt, was a soft pair of hands gently touching me coaxing me awake.
"Huh?" I said groggily starting to wake up. "Who's there?" It was still dark, so I had no idea who it was, but I guess I shouldn't have been too surprised by it.



"It's me," Janet said simply. "I've already been upstairs and let the girls go. They told me what you said. Diane told me to tell you, that there's no need for you to find another place to live, that as far as everyone's concerned, we're all even now, and hopefully there will be no hard feelings over all this."
"Ok," I said. "That's good to hear, so...what about you? Why are you even here?" I asked.
"Because I owe you an apology too," she told me. "We were just as wrong to do what we did, as what you did to us I think, so I needed and wanted to tell you that. That...and to tell you that I don't want things to end between us either, nor...do any of the others."
"What?"
"It's something we talked about earlier this evening, when we really had decided to set you free and to tell you what we'd decided, that none of us wanted our relationships to end, especially after all this, but if you're still dead set on moving away, or not wanting to have anything to do with me, or with anyone else, we'd certainly understand."
I had to laugh at that. "So you're telling me that the four of you are all good with my sleeping with each one of you?"
"Well, that...and with one another," Janet admitted openly. "We've all sort of gotten pretty close too, so if you don't have a problem with that," she told me.
"I think I need to think about that some," I said simply, and then gathered her into my arms, only then realizing she was naked as I positioned her on top of myself. I quickly slipped my hardening cock inside that tight wet furrow, feeling Janet as she further slid herself against me until she was fully impaled upon my shaft. "I think...I'm good with that sort of arrangement, if you are," I told her.
"Well, for now at least," she admitted as she began rocking back and forth against me just as April, Chris and Diane walked into the room.
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I guess we all have them, I certainly did, but you don't realize that others do too until something happens, that many times brings them out into the open.
My mother had been sick for quite some time, dad having passed away a few years before so she had pretty much lived alone, though she had many friends that she spent a considerable amount of time with, which I was very grateful for as at the time, I lived a considerable distance away out of state.
So I guess depending on how you look at it, I was fortunate enough, or unfortunate to have been going through a divorce, and because of it, had moved back closer to home, and thus got to spend the last couple of months spending more time and visiting with my mother before she died.
But like I said, I was grateful that mom had so many friends and neighbors that spent time with her during the time I wasn't, and who were still there for her, as well as for me, afterwards.
After dad's death, mom had moved into a much smaller place a duplex that she shared with a woman who soon became her dearest of friends and neighbors. "Mabel" though everyone called her "May" had come over to help me sort through some of her things a few days after the funeral. Having already done this before when my father had died, I wasn't looking forward to doing it again, especially alone and with no real idea what to do with much of her stuff. The only direction I'd been given shortly before her death, was her desire and request that May be given first choice to take or have anything of hers that she wanted, that I didn't want or couldn't use. Needless to say, I was extremely grateful when she came over to help me sort through all of mom's things.
But it was while doing that, that I learned that my own mother had a few secrets too. Things I would never have suspected, guessed at, or certainly ever imagined. The one thing it did do besides surprise me, was teach me that my own mother was a normal human being, just like everyone else, still sometimes hard when you think in those terms regarding your own parents.
It was weird enough going through my mother's "unmentionables" as she called them as I had begun packing up several boxes of her clothing, things that would either be donated or thrown away, which is when I came across a vibrator, something I initially just stared at, trying to justify, somehow accept that she actually owned one, let alone used one. For some oddball reason, not quite able to wrap my head around the fact she'd even know what they were used for, though obviously she did...and had.
But as awkward as that was, it was made even more so as May was sitting next to me packing a few other boxes at the same time that I was, and saw the shocked look on my face when I pulled out not only that particular item, but several others as well, including what turned out to be a double-dildo, which for the life of me, stunned me even more than the somewhat normal looking vibrator. I know I was blushing furiously as I looked up and saw May looking at me with a smile on her face.
"Let's go have a cup of coffee," she told me standing up. "I think maybe now's the time you and I had a little chat."
May was in her sixties, though I never learned her exact age, nor was it important that I ever did. But she also didn't look like she was either, even though she'd allowed her hair to turn naturally gray, almost white in fact somewhat prematurely, though it looked really good on her. She kept it cut really short, "easier to maintain," she had once told me, which I'm sure it was, but it also somehow made her blue eyes even bluer, which in turn made her face a bit younger looking giving lie to her true age.
May also had a reasonably nice shape, and like everyone in the middle years, an extra little padding here and there, but nothing that I felt detracted at all from her natural attractiveness, as May truly was a good-looking woman, which was another reason why I didn't fully understand her reason for never remarrying after her husband had died many, many years ago.
I had followed May next door to her place where we sat down at her kitchen table after pouring us both a cup of coffee. She sat looking at me over the rim of her cup as she sipped it, and then sitting it down in front of herself, reached her hand over placing it over mine as she spoke.
"Brad? You need to know...your mother and I were more than just friends or neighbors, for the last year...we were also lovers."
You could have knocked me over with a feather. At first, I didn't know what to say or how to respond to what May had just told me, it was too hard to believe for one thing. I was still struggling with the fact that mom 'masturbated' and actually used toys to do that with, and now this, which was even more shocking to me under the circumstances.
"Mom was a lesbian?" I blurted out in disbelief.
"Lesbian? No, I don't think so," May told me. "She was just a woman with normal every day needs, no different than you or I is all. And that I happened to be a woman, and the one person she could feel comfortable with, and confide in without fear, is what brought us together as lovers. So lesbian? No...she wasn't. Did we do things that lesbians do together? Yes, of course we did. But I've never considered myself a lesbian either, and your mother was in fact the first and only woman I've ever been with. So...just so you understand, neither one of us ever looked at it that way. We just saw it as two women who had grown close to one another, who felt comfortable enough with one another, to share a little needed pleasure from time to time."
I was still struggling with the image that had suddenly popped inside my head however, sitting there looking at May, having already mentally undressed her, seeing her with "mom" all tangled together on the bed, and then adding in my mind the scenario of the two of them hooked up together with the double-dildo I had found. I actually shook my head trying to dislodge the image. May laughed.
"Having a hard time with it I see," she said simply. "Cookie?"
"What?"
May pushed a plate of homemade chocolate chip cookies my way. They were my favorite, though I seriously doubt she knew that.
"Have a cookie, you'll feel better."
At the moment I wasn't sure I could, the only thing I felt was a little numb.
"How?"
"How what?" May answered back as I took a bite of my cookie. "How did the two of us become lovers?" she asked me back already surmising I was curious as I merely nodded my head. "Do you want the simple short version, or the long one with all the nitty-gritty details?"
To be perfectly honest, I wasn't sure I wanted to hear all the intimate little details, but then as I sat there looking at her, I decided that I did.
"Tell me everything," I responded. "I really am curious to know how mom could end up..."
"Being with, making love to...having sex with another woman?" May finished for me.
I took another bite of my cookie without answering, just waiting for her response, though she smiled at me as I did understanding my feint.
"Well, ok Brad I will. But only as long as you understand a few things first, number one, your mother was a very sensual, and very open-minded woman, probably more than you know or would ever give her credit for being. So you need to understand and accept that first, or you'll never be able to understand or accept anything I tell you. And just because she was your mother, didn't mean she didn't have desires and needs and wants...just like everyone else does, including yourself!"
"Ok," I responded trying to assure her I could do that, though she shook her own head negatively, still smiling however.
"Ok, secondly, you also need to know that your mother loved your father. So much so, that she had made a vow to herself, right or wrong, that she would never remarry. Oh Brad, you have no idea the number of evenings we spent discussing that one. Not that I was trying to change her mind about doing that, I mean after all, look at me. I never remarried either, but I also didn't live a life of celibacy. I had often discussed the point of her going out and at least dating, not with the intention of ever getting married or serious again with someone, but just for a little fun, and some sexual relief."
I was still having a hard time getting my head around the fact that mom needed sexual relief, though I was slowly warming to the fact she obviously masturbated, and how could I look down on her for that when it was something I did nearly every day myself?
May continued as she stood pouring us both another cup of coffee, taking the pot back to the kitchen counter giving me a chance to look at her with an observant eye, she really wasn't a bad looking woman for her age, and I again briefly saw mom and May together in my mind's eye as she turned and came back to the kitchen table sitting down.
"Your mother refused to get involved with anyone else however, stating that it would simply complicate things, inevitably, she felt like there would either be pressure on her to remarry again, or she would find herself falling in love with someone else, and then wanting to."
"And what's wrong with that?" I asked knowing that I would never be given an answer to that, not really anyway.
"Nothing," May agreed. "And even though I never remarried myself, it wasn't because I was afraid to do so, or had any misgivings about doing it, it's just that I liked living alone and not having to be accountable to anyone other than myself. Your mother however didn't look at it that way, she enjoyed the companionship, missed it. But she had also made that vow to herself that she just couldn't accept going against."
"So how...why?" I asked once again, alluding to their relationship.
"Oh yeah, the nitty-gritty part," May said smiling at me though I saw an unexpected warmth in her eyes as she obviously recalled that period of time when things obviously happened between them. "Very well...but don't say I didn't warn you," May said pushing the plate of cookies towards me once again. Automatically I took one, it seemed easier to hear what she was saying while munching on a cookie for some reason.
"It didn't happen overnight either," she began. "We'd been speaking rather personally, and eventually quite intimately over a very long period of time. Eventually your mother felt comfortable telling me her deepest darkest secrets and fears, and I did the same with her, sharing confidences, making her more comfortable as we both did, so that soon there wasn't any subject, any topic, or even any fantasy we'd ever had not being able to be shared or openly discussed with one another, which is when she asked me if I still masturbated, which I told her of course that I did, all the time in fact."
Just hearing May admit to that caused my cock to twitch, though I mentally chastised myself about it, reminding me as I sat there looking at her, that this wasn't some tawdry dirty story I was supposed to be getting off at in hearing, though for that brief second, knowing that she did, still did as she'd just admitted to, had pushed one of my arousal buttons, though I'd immediately shut it off again.
"Your mother was struggling with the most natural normal personal activity in the whole world, and she was feeling guilty because of it. You see Brad, your mother and I grew up during a time when that wasn't discussed, certainly wasn't taught. And though everyone knew...even expected that boys did it, girls weren't supposed to, and even if we did do it, we certainly never admitted to it, or ever talked about it, not even amongst one another. So you see, your mom was still dealing with a holdover to those times, and was feeling horribly guilty because of it. So we talked about it, several times, and I assured her it was a perfectly normal thing to do, and then even told her that I had gone out and purchased a vibrator to use whenever I did, and that she should probably think about getting one for herself. Well quite naturally, she was at first genuinely appalled at the notion, so I dropped it. But then after about a week, she brought the subject up again, and asked me if I would show it to her, which I did."
"Wow," I breathed trying to let all this sink in. "So you taught her how to use one?"
"That first one? No, not really. I know what you must be thinking and what's probably bouncing around inside your head. But that's not how it happened. I showed her the one I had, but even that one she was way too squeamish about even holding, let alone trying. Eventually I brought over a magazine I had ordered for her, which had several different kinds and types to chose from of course, so I merely gave her that to look at in privacy, and told her that if indeed she wanted to pick, or order something, that she could do so, and that we'd have it delivered to my address even, in the event she was too worried or nervous about it arriving at her place, which is...what we actually did. We sort of made a game of it then, pouring through the magazine together right here at this very same table, over coffee while eating cookies."
I had just taken another bite, and now sat with the image of the two of them looking at adult toys together over coffee and cookies almost funny.
"I'm glad to see you smiling," May told me. "I can still see that clear as day myself," she said knowingly as for a moment I had kept a faraway look on my face. "Your mother still ordered a very simple, very basic vibrator, which didn't surprise me of course, as even mentally in the beginning, I think she wanted to fool herself into thinking it wasn't meant to be used for the very purpose we were ordering it for."
"Now that sounds like mom," I said affectionately, still trying to imagine it, which was slowly becoming easier and easier for me to do now.
May once again nodded in agreement. "About a week later, our package arrived, so I invited her over...for coffee," she grinned, "and so we could open the box together, since I knew she was already having misgivings about having ordered one already." May paused briefly. "You sure you really want to hear the rest of it?" she asked "It gets pretty explicit after this," she warned me.
Even if I didn't, my cock did, as it had hardened, though I'd been sitting there trying to consciously will it not to, without success.
"In for a penny..." I answered back using one of mom's favorite sayings, obviously one which May had heard her use quite often, as she burst out laughing when I said it.
"That's pretty much what she said one evening when we actually were in bed together, but that's well ahead of my story," May said fondly. "Anyway..." May began again, picking up her thoughts. "Like I said, I knew she was having second thoughts, even as we opened the box and took our purchases out. Mine was considerably more decadent looking that hers, more life-like if you know what I mean, and I saw your mom's face flush as she saw it, even though she was already blushing as she sat there holding the one she'd purchased. I quickly inserted the batteries that each one needed, under the pretense of making sure they even switched on of course, but wanting her to get comfortable with just holding it, looking at it, before she lost her nerve and stuck it away in a box or a drawer somewhere without ever actually using it."
"Yeah, I can see her doing that," I admitted.
"So then I told her how I was looking forward to trying mine out, and as a tease, which was one of the few ways I knew of breaking down your mom's barriers, by joking about something as it turned out, I then slid it down between my legs while sitting here at the table, and though I really wasn't doing anything, I held it there as though I could actually feel it, and told her that it felt really good, and no doubt would feel even better when I'd actually put it inside myself."
"Damn," I actually sighed seeing that inside my head once again as May continued.
"What I didn't expect, is what your mother did then, which even surprised me, she put the one she had purchased down between her legs, turned it on, and held hers there too!"
"Holy fuck! Oh God...sorry May, I didn't..."
Once again, May burst out laughing. "That's what I said when I saw her, and not because she'd done that, but because of the look on her face while she did. She really was enjoying it, obviously she was feeling something she hadn't felt in a very...very long time!"
"So then what?" I asked still trying to collect myself, feeling my own face flushed at the inadvertent slip for one thing, and sitting there trying to imagine the two of them sitting at this very table with humming vibrators positioned between their respective legs.
I still knew she was struggling with it however, you could always tell by her sudden change of expression whenever she was, or whenever she was about to retreat back into her past, back into her upbringing, which I hated to see as she always struggled with her guilt for several days after that, no matter what I said or did. Seeing that, I decided to do something bold, risky perhaps, but I saw no other way around it.
"Which was?"
"That's when I asked if she'd like me to show her how to use it, and took it even further, telling her I'd even show her how I did it on myself using mine. Which is when I stood, actually pulling down the pair of shorts I was wearing at the time, before she could even comment. Oh Brad, you should have seen her face when I did that, she was shocked as well as surprised that I had of course, but she soon after smiled too, seeing me as I actually revealed myself to her."
"Fuck!" I said once again, not even realizing that I had, this new image too ingrained, too crystal clear for me to even know that I had as I reached for, grabbing another cookie from the plate.
"You shave your pussy?" she asked.
"What?" I said not sure I had just heard her right, it was a weird thing for me to have heard her just say.
"That's what she asked me when I slipped off my shorts and my panties. You shave your pussy? Which I did, and which was. That surprised her obviously, again, another hold over from another time, though she had no reason to want to do so anyway, but she was rather curious as to why I had, so then we got into a why I shave mine sort of discussion, which I then re-sat back down in my chair, though not before pulling it over to sit down in front of her, spreading my legs, showing her my quim as I did, and still holding my new toy in hand, began teasing myself with it, showing her how I did, and how I enjoyed pleasuring myself, trying to give her some idea of what to expect, and what sort of things she might want to go and try on herself later. But...once again, your mother surprised me. That's when she stood up, and took off the simple dress she'd been wearing, rather than just hunch it all up, she slipped out of it instead, along with her own panties of course, so that now she sat with nothing more than her bra on as she sat there watching me, and soon began emulating some of the things I was doing to myself. Before long, we were both sitting there watching one another while we masturbated."
"Holy shit!" I said amending my language some, though I was again reminded by the hardness pressing against my own pants of the erotic images that had formed there, whether I wanted them to or not. Just seeing May and my mother sitting across from one another while they began to explore and experiment with their vibrators was still erotic, even though I kept trying to remind myself, it was my own mother I was visualizing here.
"Anyway, that's basically how things began. One thing led to another, but like I said, it didn't happen overnight either, it was very gradual, and over a long period of time. But your mother really began to lighten up, and we began to joke more and more, discuss sex, actually laugh about it and reminisce, not that she still didn't miss your father, the touch of his hands on her, she did, and I think because of that, because of our sitting there sharing all this one evening, both of us crying our eyes out, that we sort of started touching one another, and the next thing we both knew, we ended up in bed together. Obviously Brad, I could go on and on about it, but I'm not sure that's what you really want to know about now is it? You just wanted to know how it happened, and why. So that's how it did. So now you know."



Actually, I did want to hear more, all of it in fact. But I had to wonder if that was me, or my cock that was thinking that way. I was hard as a rock, and now most uncomfortable as I sat there once again trying to will my erection away.
"So, tell me. How's it been with you anyway? Your mother told me ever since your own divorce that things had been difficult for you, and she had often told me how worried and concerned she was about you."
"She was?" I mean I knew mom had been concerned and worried, but that she'd actually been concerned about my sexual welfare as May had put it came as a surprise to me, though again I was just getting used to the fact that my mother was in fact a sexual human being with obvious needs and desires just like everyone else had, and thanks to May...which is how I saw it now, she'd at least had some form of intimacy to enjoy in her life once again, for a while at least, unlike myself now which I freely admitted.
"So you're not even seeing anyone?" May pressed.
"Not at the moment no. Been too busy to even think about it for one thing, but for another, I have to be honest with you May, it's just not my thing to go to bars or clubs looking for women. And on the construction site, the few women that are there, are either all married, or really are...ah,"
"Lesbians," May finished for me smiling. "Another cookie?"
I laughed, this time refusing the offer. "Right now, the last thing I want is another cookie," I told her though telling herself something else entirely, feeling much like my mother had become with her, that I too could feel comfortable being totally candid with her.
"Been a while has it?" she asked knowingly.
"Too long," I near whispered once again shaking my head, feeling the ever-growing awkwardness and uncomfortable position of my erection pressing against the front of my jeans.
"How long has it been?" May pressed, surprising me.
"Not since Carol," I told her, and six months before that even while we were having our problems with me being gone and on site for so long at a time. Which is when Carol started having her affair, and eventually left me for. So...probably nearly two years now," I stated thinking about it.
"So no one else in all that time?"
"Nope, nadda...nothing," I confirmed sheepishly. "Just me and my hand," I freely admitted, though blushing even as I said that, though somewhat relieved to see the accepted expression on her face. After all, she had as much admitted the same to me earlier herself anyway.
May sighed, looking at me. "We need to do something about that," she informed me.
"Like what? Take out an ad in the yellow pages? I could just see it, divorced thirty something with no money, plenty of debt, horny as hell and in need of an attractive woman, oh yeah, they'd be beating my door down wanting to jump into that."
"Well, maybe not jump into...but jump onto something," May told me, though she'd frozen my thought which I was about to speak as I watched her hand suddenly come up and begin undoing the button's on the blouse she was wearing.
I know my mouth was open as I sat there watching May remove her blouse, and soon after her bra.
"Your mother once told me that Carol was rather large breasted, and that you always had had a thing for women with bigger tits," she began as she suddenly revealed herself to me. "And though mine aren't as perky or as full as they once were of course, even at my age, I still don't think they're too bad...what do you think?" she said suddenly as she slipped out of her bra. "Go ahead Brad, touch them if you'd like, I think we'd both enjoy that."
I finally closed my mouth, still stunned, still surprised, but I couldn't help but admire May's lovely breasts. They were indeed truly beautiful, full and well rounded, with dark pink nipples that were as thick as small thimbles as they stood off her breast.
"But only if you want to," she told me as she sat there. "And I am not suggesting anything else to you either, nor is it my intention to try to force you into doing anything you're not comfortable with, especially since I am twice your age Brad, but I think I can at least give you, just like I was able to give to your mother, a little self confidence, not to mention a little needed relief. So...if you'll let me," she said as she suddenly reached over undoing the buckle on my belt.
I was to say the least, literally speechless. May had absolutely gorgeous breasts, something that up until now, I really wouldn't have given a second thought to. Now however, I would certainly be taking a much closer notice of women her age. They were indeed full, certainly nowhere's near 'saggy' as one might think, falling heavy against her ribcage yes, but so sensually shaped, her nipples even more alluring than most I had seen. I was so fascinated by looking at them, that until the moment I felt her hand actually sneaking itself inside my pants, I was almost unaware that she had. And it felt good, feeling it released, the sensation of her small delicate hand wrapping itself about my shaft, stroking it as my own hands hungrily reached forward capturing each of her twin teats, lovingly caressing them, fingering and toying with those hard extended nipples of hers, hearing her sigh pleasurably as I did so.
"Oh God that feels nice," she told me wistfully, sighing again as I continued to fondle her full breasts, taking pleasure in them as she in turn gave pleasure to me, enhancing it all.
I didn't really realize how aroused I had become with all this talk, but obviously so had May as she'd sat recalling those times together, which only then did I come to understand in how much they had come to mean to her. I now had a better understanding of the intimacy they had shared, something that transcended any sort of stereotype or label anyone could have given it, including myself. It was, and had become for them something more, something much, much more that had obviously reawakened May's own arousal and desire along with my own.
When she snuggled closer, now imprisoning my hard shaft between those sweet succulent breasts of hers, I thought I was going to die right then and there myself. I think that the intimacy of so simple a thing such as that, is more of a mental stimulation than even a physical one. But it can be far more powerful a pleasure than one might think, simply because of that. Seeing May as she cupped her large breasts around my shaft, slowly stroking it with her tits as she held them, jerking me off in between them, I was soon hovering on the edge of pure orgasmic delight, which she almost immediately sensed.
"Don't hold back," she said simply. "Just enjoy the pleasure of it and allow yourself to succumb to it, whenever you feel it."
I was already feeling it, and basically told her so in the next heartbeat.
"Fuck! May!" Was all I said, and in the next instant felt the first surge of sweet ecstasy burst forth from the tip of my cock. Delighted, May continued masturbating me with her tits working them up and down as my prick discharged what seemed like a gallon of creamy white nectar, most of which splashed against her chin, falling back, dripping and splashing a second time against those same beautiful bare tits of hers.
"Yes baby," she cooed still milking me. "Give it to May, give May all that sweet delicious joy juice," she said urging me on unnecessarily, but her words, spoken with the lusty bravado she was using, merely enhanced, increasing if that were even possible the amount of semen that I had almost magically produced.
When there was simply no more to give, May finally released me, sitting back in her chair once again, her upper body from the neck down, a milky white mess, which she immediately began smearing into herself, caressing her breasts, neck, as well as her belly massaging all my spunk into her skin as though it were body lotion.
"Damn good for the complexion," she said smiling, "especially for a woman my age."
"I'll have to remember that," I told her. "Anytime you need or want a fresh supply."
She smiled, but it was a subdued smile. "I want you to take some time and think about what I told you, along with what we just did here," she told me then making no effort or move whatsoever to cover herself, so neither had I. And though her eyes did indeed glance at me several times as we spoke, she made it very clear that she needed me to think about all that had happened, how I truly felt about everything, and that we would then talk again about it later.
"I'll help you finish up in your mom's bedroom," May told me then. "After that, I'll fix us a nice light Italian dinner, and we'll talk...about whatever you'd like to talk about, or not...if you'd rather just sit and relax," she added.
The rush was indeed ebbing now, reality once again taking control. It had been a sudden unexpected turn of events, and not one I would have expected, or certainly turned down either once it had happened. But I wasn't quite sure yet how I felt about it, or felt about pursuing something possibly even more intimate with May, which I realized had also been her very thoughts in shutting things down as quickly as she had after that.
"Sounds good," I said finally zipping myself up and then standing, as she did, though she had again allowed her breasts to remain exposed as she stood there.
"I'll clean up a little and meet you over there," she told me, only then giving me a quick brief hug before turning, and heading off down the hall towards her bedroom.
#
May joined me a while later, once again dressed, though I still took occasional glances at her chest having so recently seen and actually touching her boobs. We'd begun sorting out the clothes closets, placing things into piles, a few items that mom had specifically expressed she wanted to give to May if she wanted them, with most everything else being given to the women's shelter.
"So after that..."
May laughed interrupting me. "You really do want to hear all the juicy details don't you?" she stated. I winced at the word "juicy", but yes, admittedly I did. "Very well...but like I told you Brad, some of it can get pretty explicit, so let me know if anything I tell you makes you feel uncomfortable ok?"
"Ok," I said easily, yet already excited to hear more.
"Well let's see, I guess it was several days, not as long as a week after the vibrator incident in my kitchen. As I'd half expected, your mother needed the time to digest what we'd done and experienced together, come to terms with it, which is what she always did, though each time in between got shorter and shorter, so that before long, she had just come to accept things for what they were, for what we were...which was good friends who enjoyed making one another feel good, that...and nothing more than that. We didn't consider ourselves as a couple, or obligated to one another in anyway, except as friends. And that's how we always looked at it after that. But...I digress here," May said giving me another soft friendly smile.
I had just pulled off a hanger a pair of my mother's favorite comfy sweat pants that she loved lounging around the house in.
"Funny you should bring those out just now," May told me.
"Why?"
"Because that's what she was wearing the next time we did anything together. I had just finished baking some pies, so had called her, inviting her over for pie and coffee naturally."
"Naturally," I added as it seemed like everything seemed to happen over coffee and treats as it was starting to sound.
"Yes well, after she arrived, and while we were waiting for the pies to cool down a little, she brought up the subject as to why I still shaved myself, especially if I wasn't dating or seeing anyone. She just couldn't understand why I would do it, or continue to do it after that."
As May continued, I thought back myself, I had only seen mom naked perhaps once or twice when I was young, and as much as I did have an attraction towards the female breast, I honestly couldn't even remember what mom's had looked like, though I clearly remember seeing them. What I did remember however, and quite vividly, was the dark thick patch of pubic hair between her legs. For some reason, as I sat trying to picture my own mother naked, that was the image as I recalled which stood out inside my head.
"Apparently, ever since she'd grown pubic hair and had it, she'd never shaved it, though she confessed to trimming it all pretty close once for your father, though that's as far as she'd been willing to go with it, and only because he had asked her to at least do that much, so she had. But she'd never willingly shaved herself, had never seen herself any other way, but was once again curious as to why I had, and still kept it that way."
"Do you still?" I asked interrupting her, curious, to which she merely smiled nodding her head.
"Once again I told her how it personally made me feel more sensual, sexy...even if no one else ever saw it, or knew. But I did...and doing it for myself was enough that I decided to keep it that way. She didn't understand that at first, but we kept discussing it, even to the point that I also offered to let her watch as I 'groomed up' as I told her I needed to, which she said she'd actually like to see me do. Next thing, we're in the bathroom, I'm naked, soaping myself up, and then proceeded to shave myself, all the while positioned over a hand-held mirror, which I usually placed down on the toilet seat. Now she's telling me that she's never even looked at herself like that before, and wonders what she actually looks like! Can you imagine that Brad? Your mother had actually never really had a good look at her own pussy!"
There was a lot I couldn't imagine yes, and a lot I was still having trouble trying to imagine even being told about it, but that was an unexpected one, that mom had actually never had a really good look at her own cunt.
"Next thing I know, she's taking off her sweat pants, pretty soon she's straddling the toilet seat looking down at herself for the first time really, and then shocks me by saying, "No wonder! It's ugly!"
"What? No wonder what?" I asked having heard that.
"That's pretty much what I asked her too. I asked her, 'why on earth would you say something like that?' and she's going on how she thinks her pussy looks all nasty or some such, unlike mine she says as she looks at it again, closely this time, actually asking me if she can while she kneels down in front of me while I spread my own lips apart with my fingers for her so that she can. She tells me that mine is indeed beautiful, so pretty. To which I tell her, that so is hers, especially if she'd let me either trim her up, or actually shave it for her."
"Damn," I said simply, once again a vivid image being painted for me, though I did at least have a vague memory of it myself.
After assuring her for the hundredth time that she didn't have an ugly looking pussy at all, I finally got her to explain to me as to what she'd meant when she said 'no wonder'."
"And?"
"And...that's when she told me that your father had never once gone down on her in all the years they'd been married, and she'd always thought it was because of the way her pussy looked, and that he'd, being your father I mean, hadn't found it very attractive looking, certainly not attractive enough to do that for her, though she had certainly sucked him off a number of times."
"TMI," I thought to myself without saying it, but wanted her to continue on, so said nothing even if the thought of my own father's cock getting sucked off by my mother was also now part of several bizarre images I'd soon try and find a way of locking up once again.
"Anyway, I then told her to let me shave her, like me...I mean after all, it can always grow back if she didn't like it, so she finally consented and told me to go ahead and do it. It took quite a while, and not that you're interested in all that either Brad, but truth was, I think just having the attention given her helped to arouse her during the process. And it can be something erotic, sensual, if you do it right, and the last thing I wanted for your mother was for it to be a bad experience. So I took my time, soothed her, pampered her, teased her a little yes, and of course joked with her, which never failed to ease her mind, or put her into a much more uninhibited state of mind. Eventually of course, we were finished, and she was as bare as the day she was born. She nervously looked at herself in the mirror of course, and then insisted that we compare ourselves side by side together so that she could see us both, which we did. And all of which was getting me aroused, as well as her, though neither one of us was actually trying to do that, it was just happening."
And I could admittedly see that, I could visualize the two of them, legs propped open, the mirror on the toilet seat with them looking down at themselves.
"And?"
"And...that's when she actually saw herself as not ugly at all, but indeed as something quite sexy, quite beautiful. You're mother had the pinkest fullest lips I had ever seen, and I held them for her to look at, which she did, and while doing so of course, I teased her a little, playing with them, and then actually exposed her clit, which had started to get rather aroused at this point, and something else she had never really gotten a good look at before, her own fucking clit for hells sakes!" May said sounding almost angry as she said it.
"May?"
"Damn idiotic generation of ours," she said shaking her head from side to side, "sorry, didn't mean to come off sounding angry over it, still frustrates me when I realize looking back at it all now, the sensual woman your mother really was, always had been perhaps, only to have most of that all locked up inside her for years without having any idea what she'd been denying herself all that time."
"Go on...continue," I told her then after she calmed down some.
"Sorry, didn't mean for that to come out the way it sounded, I just remember looking back at the surprise on her face at really seeing herself for the first time as I sat there on the toilet seat holding her pussy lips apart with my fingers so she could hold the mirror and actually look at herself, especially her clit, which I had now fully exposed so she could see that, and felt her jump when I touched it, though she giggled when I did. So I touched it again, and she giggled again, happily, which is when...I kissed her there, and then kissed her again, and then placed my lips fully around her clit and sucked it for the very first time."
"Holy...shit!" I said seeing that easily even with my eyes wide open. "And that literally was then, the first time for her."
"According to what she told me, yes. No one ever had, before I did. Just hearing her moan, that soft little gentle cry of hers as she did, as she then placed her hands on my head, holding me in place, so I began to lick her, seriously now, trying...wanting to pleasure her as no one ever had, and sorry Brad, not to belittle your own father here because your mom really did love the man, but the fact that she'd openly admitted to getting him off that way, and even enjoying it when she did, told me a lot about her, but it told me a lot about him too, especially as he never once did that for her."
"No reason to apologize," I told her. "I never knew that of course, though admittedly I haven't exactly sat around thinking about it either, until now at least. And now that I do know...I'm actually very happy that you did that for her."
"Well then, you should find this interesting too, after I had actually given her, her first ever clitoral climax orally, she wanted to reciprocate, and even though I told her it wasn't expected or necessary, and that hadn't been the reason I had done it, she said she knew that, and she wasn't doing it for that reason herself either, only that she wanted to, wanted to see what it felt like doing it, and especially...as she wanted me to do it to her again too!"



"Fuck!"
"I know...tell me about it," May grinned and then I noticed she actually had one of her hands down between her legs, rubbing herself through the shorts she was wearing. "Still gets me hot thinking about it."
"I can see that," I said easily, not at all embarrassed about pointing it out to her now either, which is when she also looked at me, pointedly direct and saw the obvious bulge in my own pants as well.
"You thought at all about what we did a while ago?" she asked me. "Having any thoughts or concerns about the fact that we did?"
"No," I said simply. "Didn't then, certainly don't now either."
"Just don't want you thinking like you owe me anything, or that I'm some sort of special charity."
"May, stop it! I would never, ever think that for one thing. But for another, you're the one who's opened my eyes to a few things, most of which was that my own mother was indeed a sensual human being, thanks to you. And that if it hadn't been for you being a sensual sexy woman yourself, my mother might never have known, or experienced the pleasures that she obviously did experience with you."
May was blushing, though she stood, once again removing the fresh blouse and bra she had on. But this time, she didn't stop there, continuing on as she quickly removed the shorts she'd been wearing along with a small thong, which surprised me a little that she would actually be wearing one. She must have seen the look on my face.
"Just because I've turned sixty, doesn't mean I don't feel like being sexy," she told me.
"You do!" I told her honestly meaning it, once again catching a return smile as she now stood before me entirely naked, and just as she'd also told me, completely hairless!
"You're grinning," she said looking at me as I stood there looking at her.
"I am," I admitted. "Was just thinking, even Carol never completely shaved herself. She always insisted on having a small thin patch of pubic hair, never did understand that really, always referred to it as her Velcro strip. Don't think she appreciated me much, calling it that, but that's what it reminded me off. Even asked her several times to shave it off completely for me, but she never would. Never thought I'd actually see a bare pussy either."
"Well, you certainly have now haven't you?" May said. "And feel free to look more closely at it if you'd like too," she added. "But...only if you get naked too, so I can have a better look at you as well."
I don't think I've ever gotten undressed as fast as I did then. In seconds it seemed like I was just as naked, my hard firm erection bobbing up and down with anticipation, which she seemed very impressed by, almost immediately pushing me down onto the bed, where we both quickly got into a head-to-toe positioning, though neither one of us immediately doing what seemed most naturally normal to do under the circumstances. I seriously wanted to look, and explore her with my eyes and fingers first, and did so, just as she likewise began doing to me as we lay on the bed together, getting very intimately acquainted with one another in the process.
May had, as I realized, a fairly large clit. Bigger than most I had ever seen, which I was suddenly a great deal fascinated with while looking at it, touching it lightly with my finger, especially hearing her moan as I did so. She was also well lubricated, allowing me to easily access her almost pearly-like juice, taking a dab of that with my fingers by merely running it down the glistening split of her sex, and then applying it to the surface of her hard shinny little, or rather not so little clit, caressing it with her own juice, teasing it as I played with it, again fascinated in doing so, and pleasured in hearing it in her soft mewls and moans as I did so.
Likewise, May was doing the same to me too. Squeezing my shaft, milking out a droplet of my own pre-lubrication, then taking it, using it to smear about the head of my engorged cock, the slipperiness of which added to the incredible sensations she was giving to me as she playfully explored my cock, my shaft as well as my balls, looking at me with her hands as well as her eyes just as I was doing to her, doing...until I couldn't stand it anymore and then wanted more than anything, to taste her and have her in my mouth, which I then did.
"Oh, fuck yes Brad!" May cried out the moment my tongue began lapping at that hard clit of hers, which I actually held between two fingers for a moment, licking at her tiny little erection, sucking it gingerly between my lips, alternating back and forth between doing that, and flicking it softly, yet rapidly with my tongue. I then felt May's mouth engulf me, her sweet lips suddenly sucking the supersensitive head of my prick, causing me to gasp loudly, releasing her for the moment.
"Been a while for both of us I think," she said giggling, and then went back to pleasuring my cock with her mouth, just as I began doing to her sweet lips with mine.
Neither one of us was in any kind of a hurry, nor was there any reason to be either. I marveled at the pinkness of her lips, the hardness of her clitoris, the volume of female nectar that ran down her slit, soaking the sheets. I explored her in ways I had never been permitted, nor had explored anyone, taking my time, being silly about it perhaps at times, almost like a kid again on Christmas, that same sense of awe and wonder as I probed her, licked her, sucked her, finger-fucked her, and played in her heavenly passage.
Just as she did with me.
I lost track of time and sense, the pleasure exquisitely sweet, and even when she pushed me over onto my back, climbing up on top of me so that she could lower herself over me, there was no rush about that either, the gentleness of her cunting me, the slickness of her passage as she slowly lowered herself down, easing herself on me, and then sitting there unmoving atop me, with me buried as deeply inside her as I could be. Just marveling at the sensations, taking note of them, and then kissing, kissing passionately for the very first time.
"I don't think...I'm gonna last all that long," I told her in clipped speech, trying to be honest about it, yet feeling somewhat foolish and self conscious about it as I said that.
"Neither am I," she said sweetly, and then began fucking me into oblivion.
#
We had of course done it again, taking our time, slowly and sensual as May rode my cock, the feel of her slick pussy stroking my cock even better than it had been the first time. Lying there, playing with her full breasts was heavenly, especially as she neared orgasm. I was pulling on those incredible nipples, just as she'd asked me to do when I felt a surge of additional warm moisture suddenly begin bathing my cock as her climax began.
"Pinch them Brad! Pinch them!" she screamed out in delight.
I was indeed literally pinching them as hard as I could, both nipples sandwiched between my fingers, pinching, pulling as she wildly fucked herself against me. I had managed to maintain a much better control now myself, though my own orgasm was nearing as well. Knowing that I hadn't yet however, May extricated herself from me and immediately slid down, her mouth soon capturing my cock where she began lavishing it with kisses, tongue tickles and head sucks.
"Fuck that's nice!" I moaned pleasurably. It had been far too long since I had felt that as it was, but May seemed to know a few tricks I had never felt before, and proceeded to show me all of them as she worshipped my cock in ways I didn't even know existed.
"Give it to me," she moaned her mouth gripping my cock. Just hearing her words caused the inevitable explosion to come, my spunk suddenly rushing up the length of my shaft, feeling it as it burst from the head of my prick where May greedily welcomed the sudden splurge, gulping, capturing, and swallowing as quickly as she could before I choked her with the force and volume of my climax.
We collapsed then, sleeping for a time together just as we lay, until hours later I felt the tender touch of her hands and mouth once again waking me up. It was morning. I was surprised we had slept the night together as we had. The sex between us had been both tender and furious, alternating at times between the two. As I lay there still smelling the funky sex smells that covered us, I grinned inwardly at the sensuality of this incredible woman, already feeling my cock stir in appreciation of that.
"Good morning," she said sitting up. "Hungry?"
"For you," I said reaching out towards her, but she darted out of the way laughing as she did.
"Later," she told me easily. "At the moment, I need to pee, and then coffee and something to eat," she added. Suddenly I had to pee as well and followed her down the hall to the bathroom intending to wait outside. To my surprise, May had sat down, leaving the door open as I stood there watching her.
"You need to go too huh?"
I nodded my head, content to wait, but enjoying her uninhibited display as I heard the beginning trickle as she began to pee.
"Come here," she told me.
I walked over, thinking it was her intent to fondle me as she sat there, but the urge to go myself had intensified as I heard her relieving herself. To my surprise, she spread her legs even more widely, looking down, I could see the stream of her urine splashing into the water of the toilet bowl. May did indeed grasp my cock, but not to play with it, she held it, aiming it down between her legs instead.
"Go ahead," she told me grinning. "Been a while since I've done this," she continued smiling. "I want to watch."
I stood watching my own urine intermingling with hers, finding it weirdly erotic that we could stand and sit there doing this together. But in doing so, May showed me a playful almost childlike curiosity that I found intriguing as well as extremely sexy. We soon showered, though it was a quick one, May dashing out heading down stairs to start the coffee long before I was done washing myself, though she had purposely left me standing there with a full erection once again having soaped it to fullness, then again playfully leaving me to stand there as she got out.
"See you downstairs," she said grinning at me. "Food then fuck," she said simply, and disappeared.
#
She had already poured the coffee by the time I had joined her, wearing only a bathrobe which she had provided for me, she stood in one as well, though it remained open, periodically teasing me with a glimpse of her breasts as she busily scrambled up some eggs and bacon, the smells now alerting me to just how hungry I truly was.
"Damn that smells good," I told her.
"Yeah, it does," she agreed. "Really worked up an appetite last night didn't we?"
"Yeah, two kinds of appetites I told her, and though my cock wasn't fully erect now, it still wasn't fully flaccid either as I sat there watching her dishing out the eggs onto our plates, one of her lovely breasts again playing peek-a-boob with me as she scrapped out the last equal portions, refreshed our coffee and then sat down across from me winking at me as she did.
"Eat up, you're going to need your strength today," she said seriously.
We sat conversing after that, getting to know one another even better than we already did. May telling me a little more about her own life, and then sharing with me some of the goofy fun times she and my mother had shared and enjoyed together. As she did however, I couldn't help but see the two of them together, making love, fooling around, which brought to mind the double dildo I had also discovered as we'd cleaned out her dresser drawers.
"Tell me about the double dildo," I asked May. "I just can't imagine mom using one of those," I said honestly. "Though I'm obviously beginning to realize there was a whole other side of her that I never knew existed."
"To some extent, I don't think she knew it did either Brad," May began as she cleared away the breakfast dishes, once again taking a seat across from me as we started on our third cup of coffee together. "But what I began to truly appreciate about your mother was her ability to explore, allow herself to discover who she was, even at this stage in her own life. She wasn't so dead-set in her ways that she wasn't willing to try or do anything, which brought about our going to the porn shop where we purchased that double dildo together."
"Mom went into a porn store?" I said in surprise. "No way!"
May laughed remembering. "Yeah, that surprised me a little too, considering how she'd been embarrassed just looking through the naughty toy catalog we had ordered our vibrators from, and here she was now, actually excited and enthusiastic about actually going inside the store for a look around. It told me how far she had come in gaining confidence about herself, her open-mindedness, and willingness to explore her own sexuality."
I sat back digesting what May was sharing with me, once again feeling my erection growing as she continued on with the story, though the occasional glimpses of her breasts peeking through the opening of her bathrobe may have had something to do with that as she spoke.
"Now remember Brad, though we obviously were enjoying one another as women, and certainly were, your mother still missed, still desired, and still wanted to feel and experience the sensation of being 'fucked' as she put it."
"Mom said fuck?" I asked, once again making May burst out laughing.
"Oh yes, and she said it a lot too, especially when we were," May told me.
I couldn't remember a single time being around her that I had ever heard her speak the word, even my dad had only said it once or twice when he was really angry, but even then, never in front of mom.
"Anyway, as much as she liked...hell, loved everything we did and experienced together, she still enjoyed the sensation of being fucked, especially doggy-style."
Once again, May had painted this image that was a little weird for me to picture in my mind, mom on all fours, her breasts swinging to and fro as May fucked her from behind, which is the mental movie that was playing inside my head now as she continued.
"We had gone into the store with the specific intention of finding something we could get to emulate that. I had already suggested the possible purchase of a strap-on for our mutual use, which we also got, and which I obviously still have, but it was your mother who found the double-dildo you found, which we also purchased as she was very curious, and honestly excited to see what it would feel and be like, for the two of us to be fucking one another simultaneously. As it turned out, we tended to use that more than the other one, especially as we could very easily use it in several positions, allowing us both the freedom to move far more easily, and naturally with it rather than the other. And as uninhibited as your mom gradually became, she still had a few minor insecurities, and for whatever reason, my wearing the strap-on, which she never did. It for whatever reason, made her feel more like she was trying to be a lesbian, or pretending to be one, and like I already told you, she didn't see herself that way, even though we basically were living together and loving together as two women who were... would do."
"So it was actually mom's idea to get it then?"
"Yeah, much to my surprise...and delight," May grinned thinking back. "Like I said, we used that one a lot, and yes...I remember her telling me to 'fuck' her with it, especially when she was as aroused as she would often get whenever we took it out to play with."
"Damn...mom said fuck," I said still not fully comprehending the fact that she had, or trying to envision her kneeling down while she and May coupled together with the erotic naughty looking toy connecting the two of them together.
"Yeah...she did," May sighed affectionately. "God your mother was an erotic sensual woman, I really miss her," May said as her eyes filled remembering.
"I'm beginning to realize that," I stated feeling my own begin watering as well.
"And that reminds me," May said. "Something else I should probably give you, though I'm not sure if you'll be too comfortable with it, but you can then do with whatever you'd like to with them."
"Them? Them what?"
"Maybe I should show you, and then you can decide for yourself," May said standing, and then hurried out of the kitchen back towards her bedroom, returning a few moments later. When she did, she handed me a manila envelope. "Here, there's some photo's inside that we took, under the circumstances, I don't feel comfortable having them, and was wondering what I should do with them. I considered burning them, and not even telling you about them, but then I realized, as naughty as they obviously are, they are of your mother, and that you should be the one to decide whether you wanted to keep them or not," she said handing me the envelope.
"Oh my God! You and mom took dirty pictures together too?"
"A few...yes," May told me. "And that wasn't my idea either!" May added grinning at me.
Once again, I wasn't exactly sure how I felt about this, or if I should even be looking at them, but curiosity got the better of me, so I undid the clasp and peeked inside the envelope briefly, the top photo, surprisingly in black and white catching my eye.
"Yeah...she didn't like colored photos," May told me. "She thought the black and white ones were far more erotic and sensual. See for yourself Brad, don't be too freaked out by them, they really are quite remarkable."
I poured the contents of the envelope out onto the kitchen table. May was right, the photos were provocative as well as highly erotic and sensual in nature. And even though they were for the most part all mom, even those showing the two of them together were more erotic and sensual as opposed to being considered pornographic in nature.
"Wow, these really are incredible!" I stated glancing through them. And oddly enough, I didn't see mom as mom in any of them really, but as an attractive woman who wasn't afraid to display her sensuality or playfulness that clearly showed through in the photos.
For the most part, they looked like photos you would see of pin-up models in the fifties, a hand or arm demurely positioned here or there, just enough to give hint at her obvious nudity, yet tastefully done. I could even see myself blowing up one or two of them, framing them and hanging them on the wall they were so artfully done. And yes, there were others as well, certainly a bit more naughty in nature, most of those showing May and mom together, though even these couldn't be considered vulgar by any means, though I might not necessarily be of a mind to blow them up and frame them, though May might.
"They're beautiful!" I exclaimed after having sorted through them.
"She was," May stated as she had stood looking over my shoulder at them now with me. I felt the soft brush of her bare breast against my neck as she leaned over, pulling one in particular out to show and share with me again. "And I remember this one specifically," May said. It showed mom, just the tip of her tongue barely even touching May's hard extended nipple. May's head was tilted back, her own mouth slightly open in what looked like a pleasured moan caught on camera. Her hand resting against the back of mom's head, fingers entwined in her thick head of hair, another hand gently cupping one of May's sculptured breasts.
"God, that's gorgeous," I said looking at it. "How in the world did you manage to time it to take one like that anyway?"
"We didn't," May said smiling knowingly at me. "Neither one of us was very good at capturing images on film, so had someone else do it for us," she stated once again surprising me.
"You mean...someone else took these for you and mom?"
"Yep, a good friend of mine," May told me. "Someone that was a good friend to us both after a time," May now added waiting for my response. "He was the only man your mother ever had sex with, and only a couple of times, and never alone, always the three of us together whenever we did."



"Holy shit!" I said once again, using a term that was becoming one of my most frequently used, but lately, there were a whole lot of reasons to be saying it. May was slowly showing me that I didn't know my mother half as well as I thought I had.
And I now had a thousand additional questions to ask, but May headed me off once again holding the photo.
"But getting back to this one, it is as you can plainly see, one of the more erotic, most sensual photo's I've ever seen taken before, even if I'm saying that about myself and your mother."
"Yes...it is!" I had to admit looking at it again, "and like I said before, how did you manage it anyway?"
"That was something that Tom did, the guy I knew and who took all of these," May stated. "He had us do something that your mother was at first reluctant to even do, but as aroused as we both were, she finally consented to it, and was damn glad she had afterwards, especially the way that these photos turned out."
"What did he have you do?" I asked.
"Tom wanted to capture the pure orgasmic bliss on our faces, but in order to do that, he needed to see us vulnerable, needed for the both of us to be vulnerable, and in that way, the look you see in the photos would show through, which obviously it did."
"Obviously...but again, how?"
May walked around to stand in front of me again on her side of the table. "By doing this," she said opening her robe, spreading her legs a little revealing herself as she leaned back against the counter for support. "Tom had me stand here, your mother there, against the table facing me, likewise standing just as I am now, displaying ourselves for one another, and for him too of course as he stood there watching us, eventually joining us as he stood jerking himself off while we all did."
"Fuck!" I moaned seeing it. "The three of you actually stood masturbating yourselves in front of one another?"
"Yes. By doing that, we got extremely aroused, amazing how so simple a thing as that could do it, but it did, as you can clearly see a few minutes later when he allowed us to come together for that particular photo. It wasn't posed, planned or anything like that, it just happened, and when it did, Tom caught it on film. I think...and so did your mother, that it was the most sensual photo any of us had ever seen."
I couldn't disagree with that at all either. The look on both of their faces was sheer magic, the beauty of their expressions clearly showing through in the photo, their vulnerability, their surrender to one another captured so perfectly on film.
May continued to stand there, one hand spreading herself, the other slowly teasing her erect clit which she purposely exposed allowing me to relive a bit of that moment as I watched her, and watched it happening inside my head just as though I was also there so many, many months ago now. I stood, my rock hard cock already sticking way out in front of me.
"Yes...yes," May moaned looking down and over towards me. "Stroke yourself, let me watch you, while you watch me," May moaned once again, her fingers busily pleasuring herself, one hand now cupping, fingering and fondling her breast as she stood there across from me, watching me as I likewise stood, touching my prick in ways that I only did while alone, never having shared them with anyone, not even my ex-wife Carol as I stood doing so, allowing my own vulnerability to surface. "I love seeing a man who isn't afraid to do that for a woman," May told me. "It really is incredibly erotic isn't it?"
"Yes...yes, it is," I said simply as we stood merely watching one another, feeling the arousal we mutually shared intensify. And as it did, I understood even better the moment that their friend Tom had forever captured on film, a moment I would forever treasure that he had.
#
I watched May climax, but even more amazing than that, was seeing her do it, her eyes still locked onto mine as she came, the vulnerability in them much like the look I saw in the photo. I had never seen someone climax quite that way before, eyes wide open, the expression on her face sheer pleasure, pure beauty as she did.
"Come for me too," she asked, her orgasm though slowing, still continuing as she encircled her almost too sensitive clit with her hand, watching me, urging me on as I stood a few feet away from her.
"What about..."
"Don't worry about it," she giggled. "I'm sure we'll be making more than one mess we'll have to clean up today," she informed me seriously. "Just come...let it squirt, let me watch you while you do," she urged me once again as I stood fisting myself, feeling the beginnings of what I knew to be a very powerful, very intense orgasm well on its way now.
"Fuck...May..." I said, my voice quivering with emotion and excitement. "I'm almost there," I told her, now slow stroking my cock as though in slow motion, something that very often produced an even greater intensity when I came, not to mention an even greater force behind the ejaculation itself when I did.
May placed both of her hands on her pussy now, prying apart her tender pink lips, the glistening wetness of her own spending still clinging to her neither lips which she openly displayed for me, the pink knot of her enlarged clit poking out towards me now, inviting the onslaught of my climax to find it's mark.
"Come on baby, shoot it! Squirt on me! See if you can hit my cunt!"
I could not believe the force of my release when it came, the sudden intensity that momentarily paralyzed me as I stood there, and as though seeing it in slow motion, the surge of spunk leaping from the head of my prick, arching across the room towards her, though I had aimed a bit too high, the first ribbon of my semen splashing against the lower portion of her breast instead. Adjusting slightly, now watching the second spurt likewise skyrocketing towards her, this one perfectly hitting the target as it landed near perfectly upon her clit, hearing her giggle at the contact, looking down to see it then even as another landed against her upper thigh. The remainder of my ejaculates now began to fall far short, though even these felt powerfully hard, and amazingly good even as they splattered against her tiled floor instead of her flesh.
Even as my cock dripped the last remnants of my spending, my hand only then milking out the last vestiges of pleasure, May gathered up the sticky ribbons of my cum, once again swirling it against her clit, triggering yet another orgasm which she cried out in delight while having, her legs nearly giving way, one hand going back up to her breast, squeezing her nipple just as she had begged me to do for her when she had come while riding me the night before. Seeing it, I wished more than ever to have had a camera in hand with me now. But barring that, I at least had an indelible image forever burned within my mind of a very erotic, very sensual woman sharing her pleasures with me as I stood there, cock still in hand, watching her.
#
We soon after did in fact clean up the mess we had made, along with washing and drying the breakfast dishes. We then dressed, hauling out the many boxes we had packed, setting aside some personal items I wished to keep, amongst those the photos that I would forever now cherish. Grateful to Tom a man I had never met, nor knew about until now, though I hoped to meet him one day soon, and thank him personally for doing what he had done for my mother, as strange as that may seem.
After running around, we returned back to May's place where she fixed us a light lunch.
"Have a proposition for you," she told me.
"What?"
"I'd like you to consider moving in to your mom's place," she began. "I really don't want to rent it out to anyone else at the moment, if ever to be honest with you. And I'll match whatever you were paying to make it worth your while."
I didn't even need to think about it. "Really? You're sure?" I asked.
"No...I'm just messing with you. Of course I'm sure!" she told me. "You'd have to function as my handy-man a bit, though I'm sure with your experience, you could handle anything that comes up," she said grinning at me. "As I'd certainly be willing to do myself," she added demurely speaking. "And speaking of which," she said glancing down towards my crotch, her mere look in that direction causing my cock to twitch expectantly.
"You're insatiable," I told her even as I unzipped my jeans.
"That a problem for you?" she asked walking over towards me.
"Not at all," I told her even as her hand fumbled briefly for a moment, finding me, and then releasing me as she leaned over once again surrounding me with her mouth sucking on it for a few moments until releasing me, looking up into my eyes then, a question already forming.
"I'm in a rather decadent mood, as if you can't already tell that," she stated. "Do you have any major 'no-no's' that you wouldn't even consider doing?" she asked me.
I couldn't really think of any, at the moment anyway. But also at the moment, with the pleasure her mouth was again giving my cock, I'd have lifted bricks with it if she'd asked me. "No...why? What would you like to do?" I asked curiously excited, wondering already what other kinds of surprises might be in store for me. Little did I know at the time either.
"You have any problems with ass-fucking?" she said pointedly.
I had never actually done that, tried it once with Carol but we'd soon given up on that notion when it simply became too unbearable for her to continue trying it, and as such, we'd never attempted to do so again.
"No," I said softly, surprised to hear that this was something May enjoyed doing, obviously wanted to do.
"Good," she grinned broadly, leading me back upstairs to her bedroom. "But first, before we do that, I'll tell you another story while you're eating my pussy."
I laughed, following along, already looking forward to doing just that. "What kind of story?" I asked her excitedly, and then nearly tripped over myself on the stairs.
"How much your mother came to enjoy ass-fucking," she said simply, continuing on even as I stood on the step looking at her my mouth once again wide open though I could find no words to express myself.
#
After I had found my legs again, as well as my speech, I scrambled up the few remaining stairs. By that time, May had already positioned herself in the middle of the bed, legs spread bent at the knee waiting for me.
"Did you just say what I thought you said?"
"Eat me," she responded obscenely, wickedly displaying herself, "and I'll tell you about it, but you stop...I stop," she warned me.
Certainly curious, but aroused now as well once again, which I figured to always be the case whenever I was around her now, I slid into the bed between her legs, my tongue automatically snaking out to feast on the delicacy before me.
"Well, like I said earlier, your mother never did have intercourse with another man, that part was the truth, but she'd never experienced anal sex either, and when she saw Tom do that with me, she wanted to experience it for herself, something she managed to wrestle with and eventually come to terms with by never having done it, or even consider doing before. So that part...in her mind at least, wasn't something she had vowed or committed to herself to never do. And since by this time, she was obviously comfortable being around Tom, she decided she wanted to see what it was like."
Though tempted to ask a question or two, I refrained from doing so, hoping as I lay there flicking my tongue against May's enormously wonderful clit, that she'd eventually get around to answering my unasked questions, which in time, she did.
"As Tom was with me, which your mother had seen, he took his time, was very, very gentle and considerate, so she had firsthand knowledge of to some extent anyway, of what it would be like that first time. And he was careful and considerate with her too, both of us taking a great deal of time relaxing her, exciting her, and preparing her for when it finally did happen. But something else she wanted to feel, which I think made it even more interesting all things considered, was the fact that I was wearing my strap-on at the time too."
Now I did quit licking her for a moment, rising up onto my elbows looking at her. "You mean to tell me..."
"Yeah, exactly. Tom and I fucked her together that first time. Does that shock you?" May asked.
It did, but it didn't. I was learning more and more about my mother, beginning to more fully understand this incredible change in her, how she had come to embrace her sexuality for one thing, but her too long locked away desires and needs for another.
"No, not really, I guess," as I went back to pleasurably enjoy the sweetness of May's wet glistening cunt once again. "Go on!" I urged her as I went back to lapping at her clit with my tongue.
"Well, I certainly enjoyed doing that myself every once in a while, which is why I wondered and asked you if you would, but for someone who'd never done it before, let alone even consider it, your mother seemed to enjoy it even more than I do. Though she also only enjoyed doing it when I was inside her as well, or as long as something was anyway. Sometimes we would pleasure one another with two vibrators, which we did quite often, but she always enjoyed it more whenever Tom was able to come over, where he would then be the one to fuck her ass, while she sat on top of me while I wore the strap-on. Inevitably, she'd have several orgasms while doing this, she became multi-orgasmic, and eventually learned how to squirt whenever she did it this way."
I had to rise up hearing that one. "She learned how to squirt too?"
"Oh yeah, she did, and boy could she! After that, she did so nearly all the time, but mainly whenever the three of us where together and did it that way. Fascinated the hell out of me to see her do that. As hard as I tried to learn how myself, never really did. Came close a few times I think, bigger wet puddles than usual for me, but never did it the way I saw your mother eventually do it. Hottest damn thing I've ever seen," she said her eyes showing a sudden blankness as she lay there remembering. "Anyway, was thinking and remembering that a bit earlier, which is why I wondered if you'd enjoy doing that."
"I never have," I finally admitted to her.
Now it was her turn to be surprised. "Never?"
"Nope...never."
"You don't have to you know, not everyone cares to try it, or even think about doing it."
"Hell, I've thought about it plenty of times," I continued to admit. "Just never knew, or ever been with anyone, including my ex-wife, who was really willing to want to."
May smiled, rolled over slightly opening her nightstand drawer. Seconds later she handed me a bottle of KY. "Put plenty of this on yourself, as well as me," she instructed. "Then just do what I tell you to do after that."
In addition to the KY, I noticed she had also pulled out a life-like looking penis vibrator, though it was considerably longer and thicker around than I was. May saw the expression on my face as I looked at it and laughed.
"You're perfectly suited for ass-fucking," she told me. "Not too big...not too small. Trust me Brad, if you looked anything like this," she said holding up the toy, "you'd never get anywhere's near my ass."
I got over myself, and comfortably positioned myself behind her on my side after that, which is how she preferred it after telling me. Well lubricated as we both were, it didn't take but a moment after that, though I am sure because May was experienced and knew what she was doing, though I was also pretty good at following instructions too.
I had slowly eased myself into that tight hot passage, eventually hilting myself fully, after which laying there unmoving while May accustomed herself to the sensation, relaxing, before she then added the fake prick inside her cunt, turning it on.
"Feel that?"
"Fuck yes!" I responded as the titillating vibrations found their way over to me, stimulating my cock as it continued to rest unmoving inside her.
May began to slowly work the fake prick in and out of her cunt after that, the sensation of movement actually rubbing against me, likewise stimulating, as was the continued tickle of the vibrations that caressed us both.
"Fuck me," she purred. "Nice and slow."
I began rocking with her, slowly at first, just easing myself in, and then out, much as she was doing with the enormously sized cock that now pleasured her pussy. I soon after found a very pleasured rhythm, which we stayed with, my hands reaching around to capture her full breasts, kneading them contentedly, once again finding and playing with those rock hard nipples, thumbing and rolling them about as she sighed pleasurably, moaning her joy urging me on to handle them even more roughly after a time than I had been.
"Harder now baby, don't worry...it doesn't hurt, it just feels good, so feel free to really pull on them, and then pinch them when I cum, you'll know when...I assure you!"
Indeed, I did. May's ass seemed to tighten even more so around me just moments before I felt her tense up, the beginnings of her orgasm claiming her. As she did so, I then pinched her sweet hard nipples, pulling on them roughly, stretching them up and away from her breasts, heavy in my hands as I did so. But her pleasured cry told me that was exactly how she wanted it, needed it, and then succumbed fully to it as she came, just as I did, feeling the surge of my own prick's release, bathing the inside of that tight wet passage, slowly fucking in and out of her, holding onto her tits, hearing her scream, as mine then joined her becoming a duet of pleasured ecstasy as we sung the same song together.
#
Days later I was all moved in, living next door to her now, though we spent most if not every night together. The following weekend she had invited Tom over for dinner, so I finally met him, and thanked him for the beautiful photos he had taken, along with the gratitude for giving my mother the kind of sensual joy she had come to know shortly before her passing. And as I'd initially considered and thought to do, May and I had in fact blown up a couple of those photos, had them framed, and now hung on the wall of her bedroom, one in particular, which was a constant reminder of who my mother was, had become, just as I was only then beginning to learn about myself.
And there were many secrets yet to discover about things I didn't know. May dishing them out to me slowly over time, like succulent sweets to be savored one piece at a time. Though at times, I found it maddening for her to do.
Inevitably, she would tease me with one of their adventures while we made love, her stories both arousing, as well as enthralling as I lay there listening to them, oft times fingering her pussy while she did, or licking it, or even laying behind her, my cock either in her ass or her pussy while she shared with me their secrets.
I was still trying to catch my breath after a particularly arousing tale, we had shared a mind-blowing orgasm together, the image of Tom lying behind my mother, May having positioned herself in front, licking her as she came with Tom deeply embedded inside her ass.
"Fuck that was intense!" I told her still trying to collect my wits about me.
"Yes it was," she purred contentedly. "Almost as intense as the incidence with the clowns," she added a moment later.
"Clowns? What clowns?" I asked her.
But May had already drifted off to sleep, leaving that little secret to be shared another day.
#
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For years I had kept a very private secret. I had run the gauntlet emotionally because of it too. Sometimes forcing myself to abstain, thinking it wrong, bizarre, even disgusting as many would see it. But eventually, I'd give in to the urge, usually resulting in a frenzy of activity in order to satisfy what I believed then to be an absurd form of sexual pleasure and gratification.
Looking back, I couldn't pinpoint the exact moment or reason why this particular fetish of mine as I came to understand it had even come about. I considered myself a normal teenage kid in every way, and enjoyed the simple exploratory pleasures that everyone did. But I had taken it one step further than that perhaps, which became for me an obsession, but one in which I could neither deny myself, nor wanted to, even though I tried over and over again without success to keep from doing it.
I didn't have a thing for my sister either, though she was certainly attractive and had the attention of several boyfriends who fell all over one another vying for her attention. But I discovered because of that, I did have a thing for her soiled panties, that for whatever reason inflamed my desire and need to masturbate myself with them until I came adding my own sticky discharge to the stains she had herself already placed there.
I had come home late from a date, frustrated as usual at the time, a little light petting permitted that did nothing more than arouse and excite me to the boiling point, where I stayed without any sort of release or pleasure to conclude that. Something I once again knew I would satisfy later in my own bed.
Stacy, my older sister by three years had just turned twenty-one and though still living at home while she attended a nearby university, had been given pretty much free-reign to come and go as she pleased, and to basically do whatever she pleased now as well, since mom and dad considered her an "adult", though still treating me like a small child in comparison the way I saw it.
Arriving home from my very frustrating date, I saw that one of Stacy's boyfriend's cars was parked out front of the house. As I walked by the side of the house towards the back door, which is the way I always entered the house, I glanced down through the basement windows, having to stoop over in order to do so. Sure enough, I could see the dim light in the den, though even at this angle I couldn't see much of anything else, but knew damn well that's where Stacy and her boyfriend where. Mom and dad having long since retired to bed as it was late even on a Saturday night for them. Obviously, Stacy had once again taken advantage of her new adult status, inviting her newest boyfriend over for some heated 'heavy-petting' as opposed to my barely getting a hand on a boob through the bra she was wearing kind of petting.
I slipped into the house as quietly as possible, and though my own bedroom was upstairs just down the hall from my parent's bedroom, I had no intention of going there, not at the moment anyway. Just as quietly, I then proceeded downstairs towards the den.
For a while now, my father had been remodeling the downstairs basement, specifically so my sister could have an even bigger bedroom than the one she had upstairs next to me, which was now a sitting room for my mother, though I never saw her 'sitting' in it. Another justifiable reason in my mind at least, to hold a bit of animosity towards my sister for that, amongst other things. As such, though the den itself was finished, the one wall separating the den from the laundry area remained framed, but still open. Making my way down the hall, I then entered into the unfinished still under construction portion of the laundry area, which was as usual, darkened with the only light coming from the one dim table lamp that was on. I carefully made my way over next to the furnace and water heater, crouching down between the two as they stood side by side, leaving me an unobstructed view of the couch directly across from me where my sister and her boyfriend sat, at the moment busily engaged in some of that very heavy petting I had as yet to enjoy for myself.
And sis had reasonably nice tits too, which were certainly interesting to see, but again, being my own sister, it wasn't her that I was interested in, not really. Bob, Brad, or Billy, whatever the hell his name was, sat completely naked on the couch, though his jeans remained wrapped around his ankles on the floor where they had just finished pushing them off to. Stacy still wore a pair of bright red panties, though nothing else, as Bob, Brad, Billy, or Butt-head sat fondling her tits, his rock-hard cock begging for attention, which for the moment, Stacy was obviously neglecting, enjoying the attention he was giving her tits with his mouth, along with the hand that now reached over, cupping my sister's groin as she sat there next to him.
It was seeing that which had aroused me beyond measure. Stacy's boyfriend, fingering her pussy through those red panties, knowing that she was 'juicing' them as he did so, pressing his fingers into her wet split, smearing her essence, her arousal into the crotch of them before finally teasing her enough that she finally slipped them off, tossing them off to one side.
I wasn't interested in watching them fuck, which they now began to do. And besides that, I wasn't too keen on getting caught watching them either, with Stacy's newfound adult status, I had no leverage on her whatsoever, so telling mom and dad that she had caught me spying on her while she and her boyfriend "messed around" as she called it, would have had me doing dishes for months.
I slowly backed out of the room, glancing off to one side as I did so at the pile of laundry waiting to be done, saw another, almost identical pair of my sister's panties to those she had just taken off, sitting on top of the pile, and hurriedly grabbed them on my way out of the room and then back upstairs to my own.
I made it safely back into my own room of course, closed and locked the door, then hurriedly stripped, jumping into bed holding my sister's panties in hand. I carefully examined the crotch, saw the telltale stain of her female secretions, and then placed her soiled panties over my cock and began to pleasure myself. I enjoyed the feel of the silk-like material as it caressed my prick. Another reason I enjoyed masturbating myself with them. But I also had the mental stimulus of soon adding my own spunk to that of my sister's, though again it wasn't the fact that it was my sister's fluids in the panties I held, but only that it was female cream that I was adding my own with. Again, not something anyone would certainly ever understand, accept, or approve of. It was a decadent, bizarre, weird desire of mine that I knew my parents would lock me up, and throw away the key, should they, or anyone else ever find out.
My thoughts were of my then girlfriend, the brief encounter where she had allowed me the simple touch of her almost too small boobs, through the confines of her bra of course, gave me only a hint of hopefulness at furthered and continued explorations. But it wasn't even that, that I was thinking about then as I stroked my cock happily with my sister's panties. But it was the thought of Janet, my girlfriend, being aroused, which I was reasonably sure she had been, thus leaking a little anyway, and then going home afterwards, tossing her own now soiled panties in the laundry, and perhaps even masturbating herself afterwards while thinking about the way her tits had been stimulated while I'd touched them.
I came hard, the pleasure exquisite as I pumped off my fuck-juice into my sister's twice now soiled underwear, and fell pleasantly asleep.
#
As was usually the case on Sunday mornings, everyone slept in. And though I had done a little of that myself, it was still early yet in comparison to everyone else's Sunday habit as I made my way downstairs once again, not as sneakily quiet this time, as I knew my sister would be likewise sound asleep in the privacy of her new much larger bedroom. I dropped the pair of panties off back into the dirty clothes pile I had taken them from, not at all surprised to see the new addition, which now sat on top of the pile. Almost immediately, I felt my erection growing, quickly lifting the reasonably fresh pair of my sister's red panties, inspecting them, and delighted to see the salty outlined stains of her previous evenings encounter. Immediately, I unzipped my jeans, releasing my rock-hard cock, and placed this new pair over my prick, immediately pumping a fresh morning's cream into them before adding them back into the pile.
If it had just been this, just the rubbing off into a pair of panties, or even the occasional bra or sexy camisole, maybe it wouldn't have been considered all that bizarre or decadent an act should I ever be found out. The problem was, it became even more than that, though this too had come about unexpectedly.
I think I owe our past President Bill Clinton, and his "Never did anything with that woman" friend of his, Monica Lewinsky, a big thank you. Hearing how they had discovered her soiled dress hanging in her closet, with his cum stains on it, sent shivers of unexpected delight coursing through me when I heard the news. I had sat in my bedroom later on that evening thinking about it, the thought of somehow doing that myself, and getting away with it more arousing than I had ever realized it could be. The problem was how, where, and whom?
And the answer to that one presented itself the following weekend.
I had gone to the mall with my girlfriend. Graduation was just a couple of weeks away, and Janet was anxious to pick out a new dress, along with a plethora of matching accessories along with some sexy underwear, though I knew without even asking, I'd probably never see her wearing, except on the hanger as she removed them. Taking them into a nearby dressing room to try on while I stood outside feeling nervous and more than a little silly while waiting for her, I glanced about and realized the store wasn't very busy at the moment, and the only two clerks who seemed to even be working were both up front at the register helping one other customer.
My window of opportunity wasn't a big one, but it was an opportunity to do something that I had for the past week now been thinking about. Once again glancing about, ensuring that it was reasonably safe, I sauntered over to a clothing rack that held a variety of rather sexy and somewhat revealing negligee's, a couple of which Janet had actually thumbed through, teasingly commenting on earlier, and then taking one of them with her to try on. I knew that she would be a while inside the dressing room she'd gone into judging by the number of items she had taken in with her, none of which I knew I would see her model for me, so there was no fear or worry about her coming out and asking for my opinion.
I was also, already fully erect, my prick throbbing with eager anticipation. I then pretended to thumb through some of the items on the rack we'd just gone through, keeping an eye out on the front counter, which was also conveniently situated next to the door so I could also see the arrival of any additional customers who might come in and head back towards me. Unzipping my jeans, I hadn't worn any briefs beneath them, going "commando" as it was called, quickly unleashing my prick, grabbing the garment in front of me, one which had a nice soft slippery feel to it, and wrapped it around my prick, thus stroking myself as I stood there, keeping an eye on everyone, along with a peripheral glance towards the dressing room where my girlfriend was.
The excitement I felt was unbelievable. The added danger perhaps of getting caught, doing what I was doing as I stood there with the clerks occasionally looking my way. Seeing me as I continued on with the pretend nervousness of being a single guy waiting around in a woman's lingerie store, was just enough to keep them at bay, as they no doubt took pity on my being there, having to wait patiently for my girlfriend as she tried on things that even they no doubt somehow knew I would never see.
I felt the first delicious surge of pleasure racing up the length of my cock, I wanted to watch this however, not just wanting to off load my spunk into the material as I jerked off, but watch it as it splashed against it, soaking the material that had so teased and delighted my prick with the feel of it. So aroused as I was, I truly hadn't expected the volume or intensity that came as I did, standing there watching my spunk as it soared from the head of my prick, splashing against the black satin like material of the nightgown I still held, though holding it away from my cock, seeing ribbon after ribbon of my spunk splashing against it, the contrast of my white sticky semen clinging to it sending even greater shivers of delight coursing up and down my spine.
"Well? What do you think?"
I jumped. I'd been so engrossed in my pleasure, watching my spunk as it hit and clung to the material I'd stood holding, jerking myself off against, that I hadn't heard or seen Janet as she actually emerged from the dressing room briefly, though not quite stepping all the way out. She had indeed surprised me in more ways than one. She was in fact wearing this same sexy camisole nightgown that I had just finished relieving myself against. It covered her just enough, hiding away the real interesting bits, that she had for whatever reason, decided to give me a tantalizingly teasing taste of how she looked in it, without giving anything away.
"Hot!" I told her. "You look damn fucking hot!"
She had smiled at the hot part, which is probably where I should have left it. But she quickly tossed me a disapproving look at hearing the "F" word as she called it, and immediately disappeared back inside the dressing room, which is actually what I needed and wanted her to do as I quickly put my prick back inside my jeans zipping up, then casually repositioned the now very soiled, very sticky garment I'd been fondling back in amongst the others, and soon after as casually as possible, sauntered away though standing closer now to the actual dressing room, once again appearing bored and uneasy at having to stand around there.
Moments later Janet came out, and much to my chagrin, had chosen not to purchase the same black camisole she'd just modeled for me. There was a brief momentary fear that one of the clerks would too soon discover what I had done, remember it was me, and then of course all hell would break loose no doubt.
"Here, hang this back up for me," Janet said handing me the sudden discard, which I was only too happy to do for her. We soon reached the register, Janet paying for the few items she had chosen, and we left with several "come back soons" and quickly headed off to the food court for something to eat.
It had also been our intention to take in a movie, so while eating we discussed a number of shows that were playing, finally coming to a consensus of one we both wanted to see. It was a recent release, and a very popular one, so we knew it would be crowded, which it was after we had purchased our tickets and gone inside. Forced to take seats much higher up than I would have preferred, we settled in to watch the movie.
We had taken a couple of available seats in the middle of an upper row, Janet going in ahead of me of course, sitting down, as I then did, next to a rather good looking middle aged woman who was there either with her husband or boyfriend. We smiled politely at one another as I scooted by, taking my seat next to her. And as good as the movie was, I couldn't help but occasionally glance at her, fantasies of cumming on her, or rather cumming on the outfit she was wearing, suddenly filling my mind, as well as the blood in my prick as I sat there, a full blown erection making it almost uncomfortable for me to even do as the movie finally drew to an end.
With the credits rolling, the theatre remained dark as everyone stood and attempted to file out, it was a congested mess with so many people there. Janet and I slowly followed behind the couple we'd been sitting next to, everyone watching their feet more than anything else, trying to see the dimly lit guides on the floor directing everyone out. Jacket in hand as I barely moved, almost tip-toeing behind the other couple, I managed to unzip my fly, my cock already springing forth though I hid it well enough with my jacket, balancing it against myself as my hand rapidly began stroking my prick, we moved a few steps, once again waiting as people converged, halting our progress, my hand slippery against the head of my cock, just jerking the head really, though I very often produced and brought about a rather quick orgasm this way whenever I needed or wanted to. And under the circumstances, I needed to do both. I felt the sensation of orgasmic delight racing up the length of my prick, moving my jacket off to one side briefly, saw the first shot of my spunk as it flew from the head of my prick, splashing against the pair of jeans the woman in front of me was wearing. I watched as yet another hit near the same spot on her ass before thrusting my still spending prick back inside of my own jeans, though zipping them up now was out of the question. I merely held my jacket in front of me, soon after taking a different path the moment one became available to us, and led Janet out a different way as we left the theatre.
"Good movie!" Janet said, "really exciting wasn't it?"
"Oh yeah, damn exciting," I agreed as we left the mall and headed back out to the parking lot.
By the time we arrived at the car, I was no longer erect of course, holding open the door for Janet as she climbed in. As she did, she glanced over, saw my zipper was down and giggled.
"Hey baby...your zippers down," she informed me still giggling over it. "I wonder how long it's been like that?" she wondered aloud.
Once again, I feigned a bit of embarrassment, quickly zipping myself up, and then walked around to my side of the car getting in. I soon after drove Janet home, dropping her off as she had evening plans with her parents, and then drove home myself, though I once again unzipped my jeans, released my prick, and stroked myself off once again during the drive, enjoying and reliving the memories of both of my unexpected encounters. I knew then even as I did so, that I would do so again, and was already trying to envision of where and how I might go about doing just that.
#
We weren't rich, not by a long shot, but my parents were well enough off that it allowed my mother to hire in a woman to do some general house cleaning twice a week. It was one of her few real luxuries the way she saw it, as she hated to do house cleaning, or laundry, though Stacy and I were also supposed to handle our own. Carlotta was in her mid to late forties, a fairly attractive woman that had been working for my mother for several months now. I got along reasonably well with her, and one of the reasons I really liked her was because though she was the "maid" as mother referred to her, she didn't really act like one, not really taking any guff from anyone, going about her business of cleaning which she did thoroughly. But I admired the fact that she could do that with an air of confidence about her, often chasing either my mother or father out of the way if they happened to be there while she cleaned. Though she did have one annoying habit which I didn't care too much for, was knocking yes, one knock on my bedroom door, and then stepping in whether I'd invited her in or not. A locked door meant no cleaning, and though I would have preferred her not even coming in to do that, since I wasn't very good at doing it myself, mom had insisted that I allow her in at the very least once a week. And as I had already missed the first attempt, I didn't dare miss another.



The problem was, I wasn't expecting her to come in when she did. Usually, Carlotta arrived in the early afternoon, spent three or so hours cleaning, and then left. I had once again confiscated both a bra as well as a matching pair of my sister's panties, a tiger striped design that I found peculiarly sexy, and loved the feel of. I hadn't had the opportunity to do anything with them until now, as my sister had been hanging around, finally going off to do some shopping with mother. Dad had left earlier, as he usually did to spend the day over at a buddies house watching the college football game, especially with Carlotta coming by that afternoon to do cleaning, and he hated it when he was trying to watch the game as she ran through the house with the vacuum on.
So with all that, I was finally left all alone, plenty of time on my hands to sit back, enjoy a nice leisurely stroke, and dump a nice wad inside my sister's bra and panties.
I was so engrossed in doing that, that I didn't even hear the first knock, nor would I have had time to do anything even if I had. Seconds later, Carlotta walked into my room carrying her cleaning gear and stopped stone cold there in the doorway as she looked over at me, sitting upon my bed, cock in hand, my sister's bra and panties wrapped around it like a present, with me sitting there eyes closed, just jerking away without a care or a worry in the world as I did so.
"My husband enjoys doing it that way too," she said simply.
I think I must have jumped three feet straight up in the air, though I know it only seemed that way, sitting there, eyes wide open now, the damage already done, so there was no point in even trying to hide what I was doing, let alone remove the offending garments as that would have only revealed my hard prick entirely.
I don't know what it was I expected to happen either in that brief moment of time when I heard the sound of her voice, not hearing really what she had said, only that she had said something, and there I was, jerking myself off into my sister's underwear. I thought then that I'd hear her scream out, yell something in Spanish, perhaps even come over and take a swipe at me with her feather dust broom or something, but certainly not what I only then realized she had said, as she calmly stood there looking at me.
"What?"
"I said, my husband enjoys pleasuring himself that way too," she said now walking over to actually sit on the side of the bed, which stunned me even more when she did so. "And I love it very much when I watch him," she added smiling at me, which I had seen her do before of course, but never in quite the same way that I saw her smiling now. "Do you mind if I do?" she then asked.
I was still speechless up until that moment, but then I finally found my own voice, though it honestly quivered a little when I spoke.
"You're uh.... you're husband enjoys doing this too?" I somehow managed, realizing as I said that, I had just confessed to doing it more than once, though even that thought would have appeared ridicules under the circumstances, though I had briefly entertained saying that by way of some excuse for what she'd just caught me doing.
"Very much so, and even I find it very erotic whenever he does, though mostly, he prefers shooting himself onto me instead while I watch him."
"Oh my God!" I thought to myself as I continued to sit there looking over at her.
"So...is it ok then if I watch you?" she asked once again. "I promise I will not say anything to anyone of what I see here," she said with an edginess to her tone of voice, that told me she was actually aroused, or at the very least, becoming so.
"He uh...he uh.... likes to squirt it on you?" I then asked, my hand once again fondling my prick beneath the material, the movement not going unnoticed as I did so, Carlotta's eyes immediately drawn towards it.
"Oh yes, all the time," she grinned, "Every day in fact," she added lustfully, "and I too enjoy it when he does, I love seeing his creamy sperm splattering against my clothing, especially if I am wearing something dark in color."
I felt my cock suddenly harden even more if that were possible, allowing the material I had been stroking myself with to fall off to one side, now allowing her to see my hard swollen prick in all its majestic glory.
"You have a very nice hard stiff prick," she said in her somewhat broken English, though again I could hear a lusty edge in her tone of voice as she did so. "Have you ever cum on someone who is clothed?" she asked, "Or do you prefer just jerking off into a pair of panties or something?"
She could see it in my eyes that I had, even before I had answered her directly, her smile suddenly widening. "I prefer the later," I stated, though I think my answer wasn't as clear to her as I'd intended. Seeing the confused expression on her face, I made it a lot clearer for her. "I like squirting on women's clothes while they're wearing them."
Now she really grinned. "Would you like?" she asked.
There was no mistaking that. "Yes! Yes I would!" I replied enthusiastically.
"Not here," she said, and I thought when she said that, meaning here in my room.
"On here," she then said, as she unbuttoned her blouse, revealing to me as she did that she happened to be wearing a black lace bra beneath it. "Here," she said grinning. "You like?"
It was obvious to me, long before now even, that Carlotta had some reasonably nice-sized tits, though that's about as far as I'd ever let my imagination go concerning her. Now however, as she finished removing her blouse, sitting there beside me, her full breasts half spilling out of the top of her bra, I realized just how big they really were, the hint of a very dark areola just winking at me out of one side of one of them, as she readjusted herself, the lace in front giving a further hint as to the size of them as the thin almost see-thru material gave way not only to their coloration, but the enormous diameter of them as well.
"You cum on my tits for me then?" she asked hotly. "You spurt your semen all over them both yes?"
"Yes, yes...and fuck yes!" I told her, my arousal suddenly way off the charts as I now rolled, kneeling on the bed beside her, stroking my dick, rubbing it in fact against the front of her breasts, across them, feeling the soft material of her bra as I pressed the head of my dick against it, against her tits, then slapping my prick against her as well, all the while as she cupped them for me, urging me on with her sexy sounding accent, now punctuated with erotic words, thoughts and ideas as I found myself now having the time of my life!
"I like seeing you, play with your dick!" She spoke urging me on, "I like feeling it slapping my breasts," she added, watching me do that. "And I will like it even more...seeing it squirting all over my black bra, so I can wear it, your cum drying on it, seeing it later, and remembering the way your prick spurted all over them."
Just hearing that was enough. A mere second later, I was doing just that, squirting and spraying more cum than I think I ever had before, the volume of it shooting out, hitting her bra covered breasts as she gleefully and excitedly laughed, watching it, catching it, both of us seeing it splatter, sticking against her bra, much to both our delight.
"Yes! Yes! Cum! Spurt! Squirt on me!" she wailed enthusiastically, even as the volume finally ebbed, though my prick still yet throbbing wildly, excitedly. Carlotta scooped what portions had actually hit flesh instead, of which there was a great deal of, sliding her hand down inside her bra, coating her breasts as I realized it with my spunk, seeking more if it, and then doing the other. "This will feel much pleasurable as I work," she then told me. "And...I will be able to smell your cumming all day while I do."
And then as though nothing had even happened, she put her blouse back on, though the knowledge that she now wore a cum-covered bra beneath it, even then gave a twitch to my cock as she began busying herself with dusting my room. I slipped out of bed, jumped into a pair of jeans as she did, still trying to convince myself this had really just happened.
"You may...whenever you'd like, when I am here, and it is safe...cum on me again, no matter what I am doing, ok?"
"Ok," I answered simply, grinning broadly myself now upon realizing I had stumbled into the perfect fantasy of sorts. Though the incidents at the mall had been exciting, the danger associated with doing that had been almost too dangerous to contemplate ever doing again. But now, I'd been given the perfect opportunity to continue on with my fetish, and with someone who would indeed appreciate, understand, and accept it without any sort of judgment whatsoever!
"And I bring you...some panties," she said gathering up my sister's which she soon after took with her downstairs to wash.
I wasn't sure what she had really meant by that either, but decided to let it go for the moment, whatever she had meant, I was now sure I would discover soon enough, and delightfully so whenever that was.
I sat for a moment after she had left, hearing her as she bustled about the house cleaning, wondering if she had indeed meant what she'd said when she'd said it, sometimes, though I usually understood her clearly, the words spoken which I used, or which she did, didn't always necessarily mean the same thing. But it was also a difficult thing for me to entirely misinterpret as well, and as I sat there thinking about it, wondering...I felt my prick once again stiffening, and decided to test it out, see if what she had told me, was indeed what she had actually and literally meant by it.
I could hear her down stairs, whistling, which she usually always did whenever she stood sorting out the laundry. I quickly headed down, soon after reaching the landing, unzipping my jeans, my prick once again hard. With it sticking out in front of me, I then walked the short distance down the hall, entered in through the open portion of the laundry room frame work where she looked up, spotting me immediately dropping a load of clothes into the washer, and then turning towards me.
"Again?" She smiled with a bit of surprise in her eyes as she saw me, saw my hard prick even then bobbing up and down of its own accord.
"Yes!" I replied, the word coming out more as a hiss...lust filling my mind, envisioning what I might do, or how.
"Where would you like?" she asked. "Or you rather just come here and do it?"
"Your...panties?" I asked, wondering if that's what she'd meant earlier. Had she offered her panties to me to jerk off with, and into, or...onto, as I now decided I actually preferred and wanted to do.
These too were black, as I hoped they might be, especially as she had been wearing a black bra. Carlotta unzipped her jeans pulling them down though keeping them around her thighs, just revealing to me as she did so, the black matching lace panties that she wore, surprising me a little that she would be. But then again, I was learning more about her with each passing second, discovering as I did, there was a lot more to Carlotta than meets the eye.
I began jerking myself off once again, just standing there looking at her as she stood, then she in turn surprised me even more, slipping her hand down inside the waistband of her panties, obviously fingering herself momentarily before withdrawing it, then showing me a bit of glistening fluid on her fingers, which she now smeared on the front of her panties, pressing inwards so that the outline of her lips clearly showed through, the crevice of her cunt, now sucking in the material, which stayed captured inside her, her fingers again smearing more of her female juice upon them, and through the material, which I also now knew must be leaking through from the other side as well.
"Fuck that's hot!" I said openly.
"You like?" she asked once again, and once again reaching down inside to gather up even more of her own moisture, her fingers busily smearing it, playing in it, rubbing it around the still confined lips of her pussy.
"Yes!" I told her.
"You come, stand...bring me your prick," she told me, and then held open the top of her bikini panties, taking my cock in her own hand, slipping it beneath the hem, allowing it to close around me. I next felt it as she caressed my prick, the material smooth, soft and slippery against my organ, though I also felt the softness of her bare flesh as well, the head of my dick actually being tickled by the soft bit of fur that surrounded her cunt, the wetness of us both, slippery slick as my prick yielded an abundance of lubrication, just as her own wet cunt was also doing.
"You cum for me again yes?"
"Yes!" I told her breathlessly.
"You squirt in my squirt?"
"Yes!" I said again.
"You fill my panties with cum that I wear all day then yes?"
"Yes! Yes! Fuck Yes!" I exclaimed, and then felt the rapturous discharge of my spunk as it once again poured out of my dick, spilling as I knew it to be doing, filling up the crotch of her own juicy underwear, as she too moaned in delight, soon joining me in her own precious orgasmic release.
#
Saturdays quickly became my favorite day of the week. Carlotta even changed her schedule slightly, coming earlier now as we both knew, my mother and sister would usually go out, as my father always did, leaving the two of us alone. There were still a few times of course, when either mom or my sister would still be hanging around, making it even more interesting, giving it an edge of excitement and danger as I would soon seek her out, wherever she might be, doing whatever she might be doing, and then quickly discharge a load of my spunk onto her. I did so, usually against her bra which she'd present to me, or again as we had, slipping down her jeans, or even pulling up the sundresses she'd begun wearing to work in, allowing us an even greater freedom of ease in order to allow me to cum on her panties. She would wear various and differing dark colors so we could both enjoy the erotically wicked sight of my semen clinging abstractly against the material as it ran down.
One day shortly after her arrival, which I'd been eagerly anticipating, she came immediately upstairs to my room, reaching into her purse she soon withdrew something, then handing it to me, which I accepted, unfolding as I did, realizing what I'd been given. A dark blue pair of bikini underwear, but I also realized as I looked at them they were far smaller than those I had seen her wearing.
"Whose?" I asked curiously, though already turning them inside out, seeing the white splotch so clearly stained within the crotch of them.
"My daughters," she said. "I will need to return them," she added, "to wash, clean...but not until you have enjoyed adding your semen to them."
"Wow!" Was all I could think of to say at the moment, surprised by this, and then understanding what she had told me weeks ago about bringing me some panties.
"May I? Make you to cum in them?" she asked me.
I was both surprised and delighted by her request. As much as I enjoyed, truly enjoyed jerking myself off with the feel of a nice silky, satin like smoothness against my cock while I did, I had never yet, nor thought I ever would, feel someone else doing that for me.
"Really? Oh hell yes!" I told her more excited now that ever, immediately undressing, scooting back into my bed, head propped against my pillows, cock all nice and stiff as I sat back waiting for her.
Carlotta soon joined me on the bed, she had worn a simple cotton shift, something I had seen her wearing more and more often now. Sitting in bed next to me, she bunched up the hem, showing me she had indeed worn my favorite pair of her underwear, some silky blue ones that allowed a nice discoloration to show through when she became aroused, to which I could see was already beginning to happen.
"May I then?" I then asked, watching as she shook her head yes, her hand already surrounding my stiff prick with her daughter's stained panties, my fingers now playing in the slickness of her lips, still shielded by the material, yet already slick with the lubricant now soaking through them.
Carlotta jerked me, and I fingered her, the sensation of the material around my prick as she slowly and lovingly stroked me was exquisite, as was the sensation of my own probing fingers as I pressed the material of Carlotta's panties into her cunt about as far as I could manage it. I loved the feeling, the silkiness of her lubrication soaking through them soon clinging to my finger tips as I continued to work them back and forth, up and down, and then eventually locating her hard knot of a clit, wrapping around it a thin bit of material, which I also used to jerk her off with, as she continued doing to me.
Watching one another climax in this way, hearing the pleasured sighs of release that we gave to one another was music to my ears, and something I had grown so fond of enjoying with her, that I had begun losing interest, or any real desire to continue on seeing Janet. I knew and realized of course, that nothing more could, or ever would be possible with Carlotta. At some point, this would inevitably come to an end, and when it did, I would feel the loss of so simple a pleasure.
I had decided then to see if pursuing this with Janet was even remotely possible. We had during the course of the past few weeks gone out together a few times, and somewhat to my surprise, at Janet's coaxing, not my own even, as I had all but given up even trying, had hinted at, and then all but came out and started things herself by unzipping my pants, openly fondling my prick, inviting me to do the same thing to her.
Which I did, though initially, far more content to simply rub her between the legs, enjoying the sensation of doing so through her cotton panties, which I enjoyed, though the texture and softness of them wasn't quite what I preferred feeling. Still, I could feel the liquid moisture beginning to seep through them as Janet became more and more aroused, so much so, she eventually forced my hand, my fingers inside her cunt instead. And though I did indeed finger-fuck her, and eventually got her off, the experience for me wasn't quite as erotic, or as arousing as I also would have preferred.
I knew after arriving home that evening that I would never have or ever know the same level of excitement with Janet that I had known and shared with Carlotta.
I became somewhat moody in fact because of it, everyone keeping their distance from me over the next several days, finally informing Janet that I honestly didn't see any real future together, which merely darkened my mood even more. The only bright spot for me of course being Saturday, once again expectantly looking forward to Carlotta's arrival, though even that seemed to have less enthusiasm and excitement for me than it usually did.
She immediately sensed it too, and we sat as I poured out my fears and concerns to her, sharing with her how I felt, what I knew I needed and enjoyed, and how I had also come to grips with, that Janet could never be that, or ever do that for me in the way I might wish her to do.
And Carlotta understood, just as I knew that she would, and then she said something that as she often did, surprised me.
"You must come to know and meet my daughter," she told me.
I knew very little about her, only her name and the fact that she was a year older than I was in fact. She had according to Carlotta, gone through a countless number of boyfriends, dating for a while, but soon losing interest in each for one reason or another.
"I think only, your mother and father will not approve of this," she told me then worriedly. "I am a working for your mother, not to be your mother in law," she said reasoning things out in a way that I could understand her own honest concerns.



"I will date, and see, and marry whomever I feel like," I told her, though not meaning I was already thinking in those terms about a woman I hadn't even met as yet.
"Then you will meet her, and see if she is or can be for you, this woman you hope for," Carlotta told me.
I laughed it off, not thinking it seriously possible, having never even seen her for one, though if she looked even remotely like her mother, I could, and would indeed, no doubt find her attractive.
"Yes," I said. "Yes. I would very much like to meet her."
#
In the meantime, I still had my Saturdays with Carlotta, enjoying the all too brief moments we had when she would come over to do the cleaning. But we made a game out of it when she did, something we both very much enjoyed. One afternoon she had gone into the upstairs bathroom to clean, and though my mother was downstairs in the kitchen baking, I had watched her go in, timing it so that I had a nice firm erection, soon after walking into the bathroom myself where she knelt on the floor scrubbing out the bath tub. I had noticed she had once again worn one of her work-shifts, giving me an idea as I stood in the bathroom doorway looking at her. Carlotta looked back over her shoulder at me smiling, especially when she saw me standing there fisting my rock-hard prick.
"You must hurry," she said. "Your mother is just downstairs."
I wasn't too worried about it, I knew that the moment anyone even began coming upstairs across the hardwood floor before reaching them I would hear them. Even so, the warning wasn't without merit, along with the urgency. Carlotta didn't even say anything, our "game" now being one we both understood all too well. She quickly hiked up her shift, bunching it up so that she continued to lean over the tub. I walked over standing behind her, stroking myself, and felt the first delicious ejaculate already racing up my prick, watching as it shot out, seeing ribbon after ribbon of my spunk landing against her back, mostly against the black material of her bikini panties until only the dribblings of my cum remained. Walking over to her then, I pressed my prick against her ass, smearing and rubbing off the last remnants of my spending against them.
"Someone's comming," I warned suddenly having heard the all too familiar footsteps crossing the floor heading towards the stairway. Quickly sticking my prick back inside my jeans, just as Carlotta readjusted the shift she was wearing once again covering her backside, which I now knew was sticky wet with my spending. Having no time to exit the bathroom myself now, I merely turned grabbing my toothbrush and began brushing my teeth at the sink as Carlotta began rinsing out the tub. Mom passed by on her way to her room, giving me a quick smile as she passed and continued on without another word into her own room. Carlotta had by now stood, gathering up her cleaning supplies and passed by me, but not before running a finger along her backside, gathering up a bit of my spunk which she showed me as it stuck to her finger, licking it off with a smile and a wink as she then headed back down the stairs to finish up with the laundry. I smiled in thinking about that, as I had managed to leave her several cum-filled pairs of my sister's panties for her, along with a very special silk handkerchief she had given me as a gift for really special strokings.
That too had been another one of her pleasant surprises. As I had begun doing, much to my mother's surprise, though she was glad to see me doing a better job of picking up after myself, and in a sense making less work for Carlotta, I had stripped the sheets from my bed, and as was now usual, carried them downstairs to the laundry room where I knew Carlotta now to be as she sorted it out in preparation for washing it. Not at all surprised to hear me coming down the stairs, as it was now pretty much expected and anticipated that I would be, Carlotta turned towards me as I rounded the corner.
"I have a present for you," she said lifting the lightweight sweater she was wearing. And indeed she did, though at first I wasn't sure what it was I was really looking at. She had managed to place a black silk scarf over her braless breasts. It looked sexy as hell when I realized what it was. "Come, fuck my tits," she told me. Closing the lid on the hamper, she sat down on it, the perfect height as I walked over. Wrapping my prick in the delightfully slick material, she then pressed her magnificent full breasts around it as well and began jerking me off with them as I stood before her. It was the most incredible sensation, standing there watching as she cupped her breasts, capturing my black silked wrapped dick as she worked it lovingly up and down.
"Fuck this is nice!" I told her delightedly hearing her giggle.
"Even more nice to come," she informed me, though at first I had no idea what it was that she had meant by that.
I knew that no one else was home at the moment, everyone out doing their own thing, so when I heard someone's voice calling out from the kitchen upstairs, I was a little surprised by it.
"It is Theresa," she informed me. "I told her to come over and to meet you," she said simply, and then yelled out at the top of her voice, informing Theresa where we were. I began to step back, but she held me in place seeing the wild-eyed expression on my face. "Not to worry," she added, and continued to slow stroke my prick even as the sound of footsteps starting to come down the stairs reached my ears.
Theresa was a spitting image of her mother, though younger. Her long dark hair fell well past her shoulders, her olive complexion exotic, dark brown eyes, full lips that smiled warmly as she rounded the corner, seeing me as I stood there, my cock still comfortably held between her mother's breasts.
"Do you like it?" she asked walking over to stand next to us, her hand already reaching out to wrap itself around my silk covered member, which she then took over the stroking for, though still rubbing it up and down between her own mother's tits.
"Ah...ah, yes," I said a little dumbfounded by all of this, obviously surprised, but now more excited than ever at finally meeting Theresa, though I would certainly never have expected to be doing it quite this way.
"Mother has told me very much about you," she said as she stood fondling my prick. "I have been very anxious to finally come over and meet you."
It was almost funny, as she stood shaking my cock in greeting rather than my hand as we stood there conversing.
"You will have a nice creamy load for this yes?" Carlotta asked me.
"No doubt!" I responded, already the sensation of orgasmic bliss beginning to tickle my balls.
I felt the first gigantic eruption of my sperm begin soaking the scarf as Theresa excitedly pumped it out of me, still doing so between her mother's tits until she had milked out each and every drop, only then releasing me, unfolding the scarf to reveal the white sticky mess I had placed there. I then watched in amazement as she removed her blouse along with the bra she was wearing, revealing yet another pair of amazing breasts, each one also capped with enormous dark brown nipples, so wonderfully erect. Reversing the scarf, Theresa then placed it against herself, smearing the fresh cream against her own breasts, caressing and rubbing them with the scarf, the pleasured look in her eyes telling me in an instant that I wanted this woman more than anyone I had ever met before.
"You two go and get acquainted," Carlotta told us both. "I have much work to do here," she added only then covering her likewise gorgeous looking tits. She quickly shooed Theresa and I back up the stairs, where we immediately headed up to my room.
"Would you like to see my creamy pussy?" she asked the moment we had entered my bedroom.
"Hell yes!" I said, amazed to feel my prick already stiffening once again as I stood there watching her undress.
Theresa spread herself out onto my bed then, her hairless split winking at me as she spread herself with her fingers, the female nectar she was already producing, oozing erotically, sensually out of her cunt as she snatched it up with her finger offering it to me. I quickly took it, sucking it off her finger delighted with her sweet delicious taste.
Producing the black silk scarf still fresh with my most recent spending, Theresa once again wrapped it about my reawakened hard stiff cock. Leading me towards the opening of her delicate wet glistening split, she placed the head of my now wrapped penis against her.
"Fuck me," she said hotly. "Let us mix our juices together!"
#
Three months later we were engaged. Three months after that, I stood waiting for her as her father walked her down the aisle towards me.
At first, my own parents were dead-set against it of course, and did everything in their power to keep us from getting married. But Theresa as I quickly discovered was in fact, the love of my life. I had landed a decent job, though Theresa had an even better one. I'd put myself through school at nights, with or without the help my parents had always promised to give me, setting aside funds over the years that were to be used for my college education. When they realized they couldn't use that to deter me either, they finally relented and came to accept not only Theresa, but her entire family into ours.
And yes, Carlotta still works for my mother, but she got a nice raise out of it as well.
I stood looking at my bride to be as she approached, smiling at the promise of such a bright, fun-filled future together. She wore as was traditional, something borrowed, something new, something old, something blue.
But not everyone knew what was what of course. The dress being the same one her mother had been married in, fitting her just as wonderfully as I knew it must have fit her mother. But she also wore a pair of dark blue panties beneath the dress, those borrowed from her own mom, the new...being the fresh creamy deposit of cum I had placed in them earlier that morning, handing them then to Carlotta to give to Theresa to wear, which I of course knew that she was.
We stood side by side, vows given, taken. Giving me her secret sly smile, the one she always did when she felt the erotic sensation of my cum dampening her panties along with her own as she turned towards me and said, "I do...and I always will."
#



        Family Gathering

        A family comes together in a highly unexpected way.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/family-gathering-1

Title: Family Gathering

Author: Many Feathers

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: A family comes together in a highly unexpected way.

Tags: 




For years we'd been going up to Blue Mountain Lake where my parents had built and owned a cabin, though my grandfather had been the one to originally purchase the land. It had become a family tradition, and one in which we had all come to look forward to especially as it was so far tucked away, affording us a great deal of privacy. As such, running around in the nude was never a big deal for any of us, including mom and dad back in those days. They had brought each of my siblings and I up with the same sort of openness about being nude in front of one another, so much so, that none of us even gave it a second thought as we grew up and matured.
The other interesting thing about the four of us was, we were all paired fraternal twins. Jack and Jessica, (though my father had initially fought to have my older sister actually named Jill, which my mother adamantly refused to do) were not quite two years older than my twin sister Darlene and I. They had named me David after my grandfather, and Darlene after my mother Darla. So in some ways it was cool being paired twins as that was a rarity of sorts, though I believe that kept the four of us a lot closer than most siblings because of that.
We had all been looking forward to our annual stay at the cabin especially with my sister and I both planning on attending college soon, which meant it might be a while before we'd find and have the time to do so anytime soon. Jack along with Jessica were both engaged to be married, and that meant there would be inevitable change coming soon after that, so it might very well be the last time we all went to the cabin together alone as a family, not to mention the fact that though we called it our annual trip, it had been nearly two years since all four of us had been able to go up there together. So it was another reason that we truly were looking forward to going. With so much going on in our respective lives now, it was a chance to renew the closeness we had all shared together during the course of the years, an opportunity then to just enjoy being around one another again the way we all used to do.
And then only a day before we were scheduled to leave dad experienced some chest pains, requiring an emergency trip to the hospital, though the preliminary tests they ran, soon ruled out his having had any sort of heart attack or anything like that. But his doctor did want to keep him for twenty-four hours for observation, and then run some follow up tests the first of the week. And with that, our planned trip seemed to suddenly fall apart understandably so.
Unfortunately, with everyone else's plans there was just no other time that we could all reschedule and make the trip up to the lake, which is when mother stepped in and insisted that the four of us go up anyway, especially as it might indeed very well be the last time we did so as just the four of us together. After that, we all knew there would be additions to the family, including grand kids knowing Jack and Jessica, shortly after their respective marriages.
With the assurance that dad was doing just fine, and that it might not be anything more serious than intestinal flu or something, our parents insisted we still go up anyway, making the trip without them this time. This would be a first, and in a way fitting as we had never done so before, nor in all likelihood, would we ever be doing so again.
Maybe it was the realization of that which caused the four of us to decide to take a bit more up with us to drink than we normally would, especially with mom and dad around, though they never frowned on us for that either as long as we kept things to moderation. Without them being there this time however, we decided to make the best of it, and planned on having a really good time together enjoying the rest and relaxation of the Lake, fishing, and rowing around in the small boat we kept there. Though I for one enjoyed going for long walks in the woods, something that Darlene and I had both enjoyed doing ever since we'd been going up there as kids.
It wasn't an enormous cabin, but it wasn't a small one by way of comparison either. There was a large family gathering room with one entire wall holding an enormous fireplace for when the nights grew cold. There was a master bedroom which was our parents of course, and then two additional bedrooms each with king sized beds that we had shared together as kids growing up, all of which were on the top floor with an overhanging balcony which we called the loft, both inside as well as outside the cabin, giving it a really unique feature to enjoy the surrounding mountain view with.
Perhaps out of respect for our parents, we took our old rooms with Jack and I taking the one, and the girls taking the other. After we'd put away all the provisions we'd brought along with us, we did some general cleaning and straightening, just as we'd always done, and then settled in preparing the evening meal we had planned.
We had gotten a nice warm fire going in the fireplace as the nights were definitely cool now, making it all warm and cozy inside, almost unbearably so. Both Jessica and Darlene were wearing next to nothing to compensate, simple tee-shirts and panties, which is what they normally wore to bed to sleep in, though it had been a couple of years since I'd seen either one of them naked. Something I became painfully aware of as they soon after came downstairs to rejoin us wearing only that. Jessica didn't appear to have changed too much, though again it had been a while, but my own twin sister certainly had, as her breasts were noticeably fuller.
Jack and I had even looked at one another sheepishly upon seeing them, the unspoken acknowledgement that our very own sister's were actually quite hot looking, passing between us. Darlene soon brought out a tray of Jell-O shooters which they had made earlier in the day in anticipation of our first evening together, and we also knew that Jessica had brought along some sort of a game she had purchased at a novelty store thinking it might be fun to check out and try amongst the four of us, though even Darlene had raised her eyebrows upon seeing it and reading some of the directions on the back.
"You do know this is one of those naughty games don't you?" she'd asked her sister.
"Only if you include the 'sex-cards'," she'd responded. "Otherwise it's not really all that bad, and might be fun to try out anyway, see if it's something we might enjoy with some of our other friends," she'd stated smiling.
Jessica had always been considered the wild one of the family, including my brother Jack, who had a fair bit of a reputation himself with the girls, though his fiancé' Patricia, soon to be my sister in law in a few months, had somehow managed to take him off the market. Even so, Jack was a bit leery about playing the game as he knew how Jessica could get, especially after she'd had a bit to drink when her inhibitions really flew out the window. She'd once been dared to run out to the street in a blinding snowstorm completely naked, which she'd done, and which should have been simple enough. But she had done so waiting until a car finally came by, shocking the hell out of the passengers, before running back inside the house, cold as she was by then.
She and Darlene had already had a couple of the rum-filled Jell-O shooters before Jack and I had had any ourselves, so the girls had gotten a pretty good head start as Jessica laid out the game and began explaining the simple rules to us.
Although we'd decided not to even use the "Sex cards" as Jessica called them, there were two other decks to be drawn from, which were labeled "naughty" and "nice", though even the nice ones weren't anything you might expect as we eventually found out.
"So what happens if someone refuses to do something?" I asked curiously, as I was already wondering about a couple of situations that might possibly arise as I thumbed through a few of the cards beforehand.
"No fair peeking!" Jessica said taking the cards away from me as she did so, placing them back where they belonged on the game board. "But you're right, there should be some sort of penalty involved, should someone chicken out or refuse to do something."
"Like what?" Jack asked curiously.
"Well, for one...if you guys refuse to do something when it's your turn, then I say you have to wash and dry all the dishes for the week while we're up here."
"Then you guys need to clean all the fish we catch should you refuse," Jack counter-offered, knowing full well how much both Jessica and Darlene hated having to do that. Jessica even thought about that for a moment, and then agreed, though Darlene wasn't too happy about going along with that decision when she made it. Eventually we all decided we'd be allowed a single 'pass' letting us all off the hook just once, but then after that, the penalties would come into play.
Since Jessica and Darlene had very little on themselves, Jack and I had stripped down to socks and shorts to even things out. The fact we were, and had been used to seeing one another naked before wasn't a significant factor in playing the game even though there was a good chance that eventually we'd all wind up being naked anyway. The problem as I saw it, was what sort of things we might all be required to do while we were playing it. These were after all my own brothers and sisters here, and though we'd all gone through periods of sibling curiosities while growing up, it had never really gone beyond that.
"Let's just play and see how it goes," Jessica finally stated after seeing Jack and I's still concerned hesitation. "You can always refuse to do something," she added.
"Yeah...once!" I reminded everyone, catching a laugh out of Darlene, which surprised me, as she actually seemed to be growing excited about playing the damn game, though I was already beginning to wonder if the Jell-O shooters she'd so quickly consumed had anything to do with that.
Jack was the first to roll the dice, landing on a square that said simply "Take a Drink", so he got off easy, consuming one of the Jell-O shots sitting on the tray beside us.
"My turn!" Jessica said excitedly, rolling the die moving her nude little caricature forwards on the board landing on a "Naughty or Nice" square, thus drawing a card which happened to say "Nice" on the top when she drew it. "Show the person on your right something nice they'd like to see for thirty seconds," she read, which just happened to be Jack.
"Hmm," he pondered teasingly for a brief moment. "Ok, it's been a while since I've even seen them sis, so...show me your tits!"
Jessica rolled her eyes. "Like you haven't seen them before," she said lifting her tank-top tee shirt up and over them, revealing herself as she sat there, though Jack only really glimpsed at them briefly, just as we all had before replacing her shirt.
Then it was my turn. I soon landed on a square that was a silhouette of two people engaged in some sort of sex act, which would have normally required the drawing of one of the sex cards.
"Free space?"
"Not hardly," Jessica said, "Not in this game anyway. But since we've decided not to use those particular cards, we'll declare those an article of clothing to be removed space instead then."
Since everyone agreed, I removed one of my socks though there was some discussion about that as well since Jessica was only wearing the single tee-shirt and panties, though Darlene was wearing a bra beneath hers giving her three items as well.
Darlene then rolled and was required to draw one of the Naughty/Nice cards, this one showing as being Naughty as she reached for it. "Ah oh!" she said somewhat red faced as she looked at the card.
"What?" Jack asked seeing her expression as she quickly glanced over towards her sister.
"What's it say?" Jessica asked as well, "Read it!"
Darlene took a quick swallow, and then did so. "Show everyone how you prefer touching yourself when you masturbate!" she exclaimed with a somewhat shocked tone of voice, and then looking up. "No way!"
Jessica laughed, "So...you taking your first refusal?" she asked. Darlene thought about it briefly, as bad as that might be, it could get a lot worse, and we all knew it.
"No...but you're really going to make me do this?" she asked once again as though somehow Jessica would take pity on her and let her off the hook.
"Are you kidding? Hell no sis! I happen to know you masturbate all the time," she announced telling Jack and I that she did, though I think we all knew that from the number of inadvertent discoveries we'd all made throughout the years, but being placed in a position of openly doing it with everyone else watching was something else entirely.
"Jessica!" Darlene declared back indignantly.
"Well, you do...so don't even try denying it!" she answered back boldly.
"Didn't say I was denying it," Darlene responded in a much softer tone of voice, "just didn't think I'd end up sitting here showing everyone how I did," she finished saying even more softly.
Personally, I was surprised that she'd actually consider doing it instead of taking her refusal, but she did, though I could see both Jack as well as Jessica took a serious interest in her doing it as she decided to actually do so.
"And you have to do it for real too!" Jessica warned, otherwise, it's the same thing as a refusal, and I happen to know how you like and prefer doing it, so I know if you're trying to fool anyone and get out of actually doing it for real," she had thus told us all.
"Just remember when it's your turn to have to do something like this," Darlene somewhat playfully hissed back at her. "Because I'm not letting you off easy either," she warned her.
For myself, I was surprised, delightedly so yes, admittedly, when Darlene flipped herself around onto her tummy, then slid her hand down the front of her panties though she also knelt now on her knees with her head resting against one of the throw pillows.
"That's how you enjoy getting off huh?" Jack said as we all sat there watching her actually masturbating herself for the full 30 seconds of time that was required of her.
"Yeah, it is," she admitted after the time had expired. "Well...one of the ways anyway," she said suddenly grinning though her face had turned crimson upon admitting that.
"Ah, don't get too embarrassed by admitting it sis," Jessica told her. "After all, we all do it...and I've certainly seen everyone here doing it too!"
"When?" I said suddenly curious, "Whenever did you catch me?" which they all laughed at.
"I'll tell you all later about it," Jessica shot back at me, "Maybe as a naughty story requirement or something," she contemplated, already making me wonder what she had seen, and when, though I now knew, I'd probably hear about it soon enough, along with everyone else.
We continued playing the game, most everyone taking shots of Jell-O, and eventually getting entirely naked as we continued using the silhouetted spots for that purpose. In time, everyone but me was entirely naked, though all I had left on was my shorts. Jack then drew a naughty card, telling him that if he wasn't already erect, he was to play with himself until he was, and though shy at first to actually have to do so, eventually did, much to my sister's amused expressions as we all sat there watching him making it get hard.
"My turn!" Jessica soon after announced rolling the dice, likewise drawing a Nice card, which she then read. "Sit on the lap of the person to your right, and do something nice for them," she read to us all, as we all in turn glanced over at Jack who continued to sit with his nice solid erection showing.
"This could get interesting," Darlene commented giggling as she did so.
Jessica soon crossed over sitting in Jack's lap, but I watched as her hand actually slipped down between his legs, grasping his prick, which was indeed hard as a rock as she sat there holding it.
"I wonder, is this naughty? Or nice?" she asked jokingly.
"I think it's a bit of both," Jack sighed pleasurably as sis sat in his lap fondling his erect hard penis.
"Ok, I think time's up," Darlene stated as she now rolled the dice, though now landing on one of the silhouetted squares that we hadn't decided to do anything about yet as everyone except for myself, who was still wearing shorts, was already naked.
"Well, either we start using the "sex cards" or we need to come up with something else for anyone landing on those squares, including David here, though I think after he finally does lose the shorts, he'll be doing whatever we've agreed to do if anyone else lands on one of those," Jessica announced.
"Like what?" I asked curiously, though I was staring at Darlene's boobs as she leaned over, her twin nipples about as hard and erect as they could be as she did so. Seeing me looking at them so brazenly, Jessica smiled.
"I know!" She said suddenly, though the three of us all looked at one another worriedly. Whenever Jessica got that particular look in her eye, we knew she was up to something that was apt to be out there. "But first, before I say anything, let's all of us right here and now make a promise to one another."
"A promise?" Jack asked. "About what?"
"That whatever happens here this weekend, whatever we do stays here amongst the four of us, and that none of us will ever say or tell anyone else about what happened here this weekend."
"Ah oh..." Darlene said looking at her sister. "What are you saying sis?"
"Simply this, let's face it, we're ALL horny at the moment, can we agree on that?"
We all looked at one another, but there was no denying it. Jack certainly couldn't, his prick was still about as rock hard as it was when he first made it that way, and even though I was still wearing my briefs, my own cock was almost painfully concealed inside them as aroused as I was myself.
"Ok, agreed," We all eventually said with Jessica's prompting. "Whatever we do..." Jack added ensuring we were all willing to abide by that promise to one another.
Jessica sat back smiling, though I noticed her hand was unabashedly down between her legs as she nonchalantly sat there slow-fingering her slit.
"We use the sex cards, but...there is one other option, you can either pick a card and do whatever it tells you to do, or the other three decide what it is they want to see or have that person do."
Once again we all looked at one another, but as we'd all agreed to the promise we'd made, there was a sudden air of expectation and excitement that transcended whatever inhibitions or misgivings any of us might have had.
"So Darlene, since you landed on the square, we'll give you a pass this time, but only if David removes his shorts, so that we're all totally naked and on even footing now going forward."
Seeing that that was only fair under the circumstances, and also seeing the look of gratitude on my twin sister's face, I soon after removed my briefs, revealing to everyone there that I was just as excitedly hard and aroused as my older brother was.
"Nice cock little brother," Jessica grinned looking at me. "Been a while since I've seen it," she added making me blush and raising a few curious questions by Jack and Darlene having said that. Jessica laughed, waving them off however. "Save that for the chat room," she'd said.
There were two squares we hadn't visited as yet, one was the orgy room, and the other was the chat room. With the incorporation of the sex cards now, it was very likely that at some point we'd end up in the orgy room now for sure. The chat room was part of the normal play where if you landed in that square and someone else either landed on it with you, or passed through it while someone was there, they could ask you anything they wanted to, and of course the rules were, you had to tell the truth about whatever that subject was. A short time later Jessica was in fact sitting in the chat room when Jack passed through though finishing his turn on one of the silhouetted squares.



"Now what?" he asked somewhat nervously.
"Well first, you get to ask me about anything you'd like, then after that, either draw a card or let the three of us decide what we'd like to see you do."
Jack thought for a moment, and then smiled as obviously something came to mind.
"Have you and Darlene ever fooled around together? And if you did...what did you do?"
"That's two questions!" Darlene immediately stated, her face already beginning to blush furiously as she said it. Jessica laughed however.
"True, it is sis, but in all fairness, we need to abide by the intent of the question and not make it even more complicated in asking or the chat room won't be as interesting as it should be."
I noticed her face was even redder now than before as Jessica continued.
"Yes, we have," she began. "And in fact, the most recent time was just three weeks ago," she informed us all. "Darlene and I had gone out shopping, and had come home with several of the items we'd purchased, which included a few new sexy negligee's, one I picked up that I plan on wearing on my honeymoon, as well as a couple of others. Darlene picked up a couple as well, so we decided to try them on and show one another how they looked on ourselves."
I could see by the look on Jack's face he was sitting there envisioning all this, just as I was, not even realizing my hand had dropped down into my lap until I felt the delicious smear of pre-lubrication that I just then realized I was using to further stimulate the head of my cock with.
"Darlene was modeling a bright red baby-doll nightie she had purchased, and had told me that it even had a crotch-less panty, I told her to come over and stand closer to me so I could see it, which she did of course, but when she did, and as I sat there staring at her pink little split, I couldn't help myself, so I placed my finger on her hard swollen little clit, and rubbed it."
"Ok, I think everyone's got the picture," Darlene interrupted trying to head Jessica off from saying anything more, but to no avail as she continued on ignoring Darlene's pained very embarrassed look.
"Obviously she was enjoying it as she stood there, allowing me to continue fingering her, so then I simply leaned over and captured her clit in my mouth and tickled it with my tongue until she came."
"I did not!" Darlene claimed emphatically.
"Oh yes you did!" Jessica challenged her. "I heard and felt you cry out a few moments after that, so don't tell me you didn't enjoy it, or that you didn't actually cum when I did it."
Darlene looked at Jack and I, but finally acknowledged it was the truth, "I couldn't help it," she told us. "It really did feel damn good!"
"Well, now that that little secret's been shared, time to find out what Jack's decision is," Jessica said now looking over towards him. "So...which one is it going to be?"
"I think I'm fucked either way," he said still trying to decide, though once again Jessica laughed at this comment.
"That depends on the cards, or on us," she said still laughing.
I honestly hadn't really considered that very real possibility until now. Though it was also true that Darlene and I had gone through a brief period of masturbating one another, we'd never taken it beyond that. And now...the very real possibility existed that something far beyond that might actually happen. And though on the one hand I was unsure about doing that, on the other, especially as I felt my cock lurch with the anticipation of that, I also found myself looking forward to it if it did happen too.
"Let's go with the cards," he said almost immediately. "I have a feeling they'll actually be easier to do than something the three of you might decide to come up with!" Jack drew the card, his eyes widening as he looked at the silhouetted image of a man going down on a woman.
"Well?" Jessica asked curiously. "What's it say?"
"Roll the dice, and then perform oral sex on the person to your right for that number of minutes," he announced placing the card back at the bottom of the pile. We were all looking at Doreen expectantly.
"Really? Me? You're actually going to do it?" she asked.
"That's what the card says, and that's what we all agreed to," Jack stated. "Unless of course you're going to claim your first refusal!"
It was interesting, no one had even done that as yet, I had in fact almost forgotten about doing that myself, and was actually surprised when Darlene indicated she wouldn't.
"Roll the dice," she told him. Jack rolled a four.
"Four minutes then," Jessica confirmed looking at her watch. "So ok Darlene, lay back and spread em kiddo!"
She quickly did so, laying on her back as Jessica propped one of the large comfy throw pillows behind her head, Jack then positioned himself between our sisters legs and began licking her with his tongue as Jessica and I watched, my sister keeping one eye on her minute hand as we did.
"By the way, according to the rules, if anyone cums, they're out of the game. So the last one who does is considered to be the winner."
"Sound like they'd be the loser the way I see it," I added in, my arousal level suddenly going up a notch as Jack continued to probe and tongue fuck my twin-sister's pussy as they lay there next to me.
"Yeah, have to agree with that," Jessica giggled still watching them herself. "And by the look on Darlene's face, she might not make it through the four minutes either!"
She did though, just barely, her breathing becoming rapid well on her way towards orgasm when Jessica suddenly announced that the time was up.
"My turn is it?" Darlene asked still sounding a bit breathless. Jack returned to his own seat on the floor, though I noticed his cock looked even harder, certainly more angry looking than it had, all purple and swollen with a drop of moisture actually leaking from the tip of his prick as he retook his place.
Almost shakily, Darlene rolled the dice and ended up having to draw a Naughty card. "Go directly to the Orgy room and wait there until you roll doubles before you can leave," she read.
"Now it's really going to get interesting!" Jack stated upon hearing that. Jessica then read the rules regarding the orgy room. Once someone was there, anyone else either landing on, or even passing by, had to stop and remain in that room until they were able to roll doubles on the dice before being allowed to leave. In the meantime, one of the silhouetted sex-cards had to be drawn, and whoever was inside the room had to do whatever the card told them to do, for the entire time they remained in the room, or until someone else joined them requiring the draw of a new card, though both cards then had to be incorporated together as much as possible.
"Holy shit!" Darlene said drawing the card, which showed the picture of a female on her hands and knees getting fucked from behind.
"Ah...what if it's Jessica that ends up in the room before one of us?" I openly asked out of curiosity.
The girls looked at one another simultaneously and laughed, "We'll figure it out," they said almost exactly in unison, causing an even bigger laugh saying that.
But as luck would have it, I was the first to roll the die and move through the "Orgy Room", and since Darlene hadn't rolled doubles on the dice yet, I was the one that was now stranded with her, the sudden realization of the position we'd soon be taking foremost on my mind as I did.
"So have you two ever..." Jack began the question.
"Not with each other, no," I said simply, "and that sounds like a chat-room question anyway," I quickly added as I scooted around behind my twin sister, who was kneeling now waiting with eager anticipation as I came around behind her. "You?"
"Ah, same same," Jessica said jumping in. "Guess you'll have to wait and find that one out," she teased, though she had once again gone back to gently frigging herself as I placed the head of my prick at the opening of Darlene's very wet slippery opening.
"You ok with this?" I did ask before sliding inside her. But she merely smiled, nodded her head in approval, and then spoke.
"I'll be honest David, I've often wondered what it would be like if we ever did, so I guess in a moment or so now, I will."
My head was still buzzing from the Jell-O shooters as we'd finished one tray and had started on a second, but my cock was buzzing as well, especially as I began to slip it inside my own sister, feeling the slickness of her cunt as it began to wrap itself around my shaft.
"Oh fuck that's nice!" I moaned pleasurably, the sensation of her sweetness robbing me of my senses as she wiggled back against me, likewise moaning out her pleasure as well.
"Damn that's nasty looking!" Jack said as he sat seriously stroking his cock now all the while watching Darlene and I as we sat there fucking in front of them.
"Just remember Jack," Jessica warned him. "You cum...you're out!" she teased looking at him as well as he sat stroking his prick, though she was frigging herself now just as furiously.
"Come on, roll!" Jack half demanded. "It's your turn!"
Jessica did, just managing to land in the Orgy room along with us. Drawing a new card, it again showed the image of a woman getting eaten. "Hmm," she murmured, "under the circumstances, it looks like there's only one real option here!"
It would have been very difficult for me to do it, kneeling behind Darlene as I was, so Jessica quickly straddled her sister's face, which she didn't balk at, at all, stating as she did so, that this was something they had indeed experienced together before.
When it was Darlene's turn again, she rolled the dice, though she was moaning and groaning pleasurably at the time even as she did. "Damn! Doubles!" she regretfully acknowledged, and un-cunted me, though I was somewhat glad for it as I wasn't sure how much longer I could have held out if she hadn't, even slow fucking as much as we had been up until then.
"Now what?" I asked.
"Well, since I drew the oral sex card, looks like you're going to be eating me now instead," Jessica told me, which was something we'd never done, though she had once jerked me off when she'd caught me doing it myself in the shower. Being my older sister, Jessica and I had never really fooled around much the way Darlene and I had. I found myself pleasurably excited, almost as much as she was as she assumed her new position, just as I did, now placing my mouth over her pink glistening split and began tonguing her even as I rolled the dice, delighted to see I'd remain in the room with her for a time anyway, just as she then did.
Jack rolled landing on the "Get entirely naked square" but since he already was, we treated it as a free space, though he was only two squares short of having reached the orgy room on his roll. Darlene then rolled, and drew a Nice card, which she then read.
"Give the person of your own choosing a nice oral pleasuring for two full minutes," she read aloud, and then wondered aloud as well, "Wow...it doesn't mention anything about which sex here either!" she stated. "Wonder what would have happened if either Jack or David had drawn this one?"
He and I just looked at one another, neither one of us being homophobic by any means, but neither one of us finding ourselves as being bi-sexual in any way either. Nor did either one of us say anything as Jessica responded for us.
"Rules are rules," she said wickedly. "Maybe if we keep playing this game, we'll eventually find out!"
I then rolled doubles myself, leaving the room though Jessica remained, with Jack soon after joining her and redrawing a card. This one showed the silhouette of a male with a stiff cock obviously getting a blowjob.
"Whew! See? That could have happened right now!" I stated realizing how close it had been had Jack come into the room and found me alone.
"Keeps it interesting doesn't it?" Jessica said as she leaned over and began lavishing Jack's prick with her lips and tongue. What no one realized however until it was almost too late, was that Jack had been hovering on the edge now for so long, that the moment Jessica began giving him one of her superlative blow-jobs, he quickly reached the point of no-return, warning her when he had.
"Fuck, I'm not going to last!" he cried out in a mixture of relief and regret in doing so.
"One down, three to go," Darlene giggled as we both sat watching our sister milking our brother's cock, his hard-felt spurts obviously filling her mouth now as Jessica contentedly finished sucking him off.
It wasn't long after that when Jessica fell out of the game as well. Drawing a Naughty card she read, "You enjoy being the center of attention, as such, you are required to masturbate yourself for the total number of minutes showing on the dice!"
She rolled, throwing double sixes.
"Fuck! I'll never be able to last twelve minutes!" she stated. And truth spoken, she didn't even make it for ten, finally succumbing to the pleasure of her own fingers as we all sat there, watching her, enjoying it when she actually came.
"And then there were two," Darlene said once again eyeing me. "So which one of us is going to outlast the other?" she asked. I knew without any doubt that I wouldn't, not after everything I'd seen, done and felt. The moment anyone touched my hard swollen prick again, including myself, I knew I'd explode.
And it didn't take long to discover that either.
Landing on another sex-card square, the image showed a woman sitting on top. Darlene had barely even done so, slipping herself over my prick, a couple of nice slow thrusts, and I was a gonner. I felt my release, warning her even though she was herself on the pill. And though still not wanting to take any chances herself, she almost immediately climbed off me, grabbing my cock, placing her mouth over it as I came. I cried out deliriously with the incredible explosion, and then collapsed almost immediately.
Darlene sat for a moment surveying the three of us, all spent, and looking like it as well.
"Guess I won huh?" she said looking not at all enthusiastic about having done so.
"Yep, guess you did sis," Jessica told her. "But as the winner, the three of us get to treat you to the best orgasm of your entire life!"
Suddenly Darlene's frown became the biggest smile you've ever seen before in your entire life!
#
Exhausted, we had all eventually gone up to bed, but surprisingly, and without really discussing it, Darlene and I took one bedroom with Jack and Jessica taking the other. Darlene and I had slept together before when we were younger of course, but it had been many years since we'd done so. And though we both fell immediately to sleep, in a way, it brought back a lot of wonderful fond memories of those earlier days.
The sun was well up when I woke, but it wasn't the touch of sunlight on my face that woke me either, but the soft gentle feel of Darlene's lips as she lovingly caressed my shaft.
"Wha...?" I said groggily upon waking, wondering if I was dreaming when I did, the sensation only then alerting me to the fact that someone was sucking my cock.
"Morning!" Darlene grinned looking up at me. "Sorry...but I couldn't help but noticing your erection," she half giggled. "It was poking me in the ass when I woke up this morning," she stated still smiling. "So I thought I might as well take advantage of it."
Though I was obviously already erect, my arousal soon caught up to my hard-on, especially with Darlene leaning over me the way that she was, her firm young breasts dangling so tantalizingly in front of me, which I immediately captured, thumbing the hard sweet nipples that I found there.
"Spin around," I said simply, which she did, placing her pussy over my face so that we were soon enjoying a nice pleasurable '69' with one another there on the bed.
"Ahhh, how sweet!" We both heard Jessica saying as she stood in the doorway watching us. Both Darlene and I looked up towards her, not too surprisingly to find when we did that she was still naked herself, with her hand down between her legs. "Please, don't let me interrupt things," she said grinning at us. "Jack woke me with a nice long fuck this morning too!" she added with an even bigger grin on her face now.
Having heard that, I went right back to licking my sister's deliciously sweet cunt, her lubrications already pooling inside her as I dug them out with tongue and fingers. And though I soon felt the playful lapping touch of her tongue on me once again as well, I quickly felt another added to that as Jessica had walked over sitting down on the bed next to our sister, and joined her.
"So where IS Jack anyway?" I mouthed still licking Darlene's cunt.
"Taking another morning nap, I think I wore him out again," Jessica said likewise still licking my cock. "So as soon as you two 'get off' to a good start," she paused emphasizing the real meaning, "we'll get some breakfast started, I think we're going to need it today!"
Darlene moaned and I felt an additional trickle of her essence as I hurriedly lapped it up, feeling her quiver, her now deep-throated moan of ecstasy filling the room.
"That should wake up sleepy-head!" Jessica laughed hearing her sister's obvious cry of release, though mine was just seconds away now as well, which I also quickly announced. Jessica continued stroking my cock as Darlene was still somewhat out of it, and I felt my prick suddenly expand, the white creamy juice of my pleasure suddenly spurting everywhere, though mostly against Darlene's breasts as Jessica continued pumping it out, gleefully laughing as she did.
"Good hell David, do you always cum this much?" she asked seriously.
Darlene rolled off onto her back, still basking in the afterglow of her own orgasmic bliss, her breasts covered in my spunk. Even as I lay there trying to recover my own breath and senses, I watched as Jessica leaned over running her tongue over one of Darlene's nipples swiping up a streamer of cream that had splashed against my twin-sister's tit.
"Can't let it go to waste now can we?" Jessica smiled looking up at me as she continued to lap up my spending, causing Darlene to once again shiver with the tickle of Jessica's tongue as she did so.
"Should have known!" Jack stated now standing in the doorway. "Looks like I missed the party!"
Jessica rolled out of bed, "Come on Jack, let's you and I go down stairs and start breakfast, let these two have a moment to collect themselves. Then we'll let them clean up and do the dishes afterwards."
The smell of freshly made coffee and bacon cooking soon fired up our appetites. Darlene and I immediately heading downstairs to join our somewhat older siblings for a feast of scrambled eggs, bacon, hash-browns and several badly needed cups of coffee, all of which were consumed in short order.
"So what's on the agenda for today anyway?" I asked as Darlene and I began clearing off the table, though watching her as she did so, wearing only the briefest of bikini bottoms as she did was still quite eye-catching.
"Jack and I thought we'd tow out the pontoon aways out into the lake, spend some time swimming, sunning and just relaxing." She smiled as she said that, peering over the rim of her coffee cup. "Or...whatever else strikes our fancy," she added.
"Sounds like a plan," Darlene agreed, "I could use a little nap out under the sun after last night, and...this morning," she stated as she handed me one of several plates to dry.
Jack and Jessica got the boat ready along with a few needed supplies for the time we'd be out there. Darlene and I soon after finished up, and I helped Jack to inspect the pontoon to ensure it was still in good shape, which it was. Then we fastened the twelve by twelve foot floating platform behind the small launch and headed out into the lake.
"Didn't see any other campers when I came out for my walk this morning either," Jack told us. "Didn't figure too anyway, not on this side of the lake at least since it's all clearly marked private property."



It was rare when we did see anyone, unless we spent the thirty minutes it took to go across to the other side where there was public camping and a few small boats out on the lake fishing. But with the remoteness of the lake itself, and this far into the season, the likelihood of actually running into anyone while we were here was extremely unlikely. As such, neither one of the girls was wearing a top, both allowing their magnificent breasts to be kissed by the sunshine as we slow-poked it across the lake towing the somewhat heavy and awkwardly towed pontoon behind us.
We finally reached the point we usually went to, securing the boat to the pontoon so it wouldn't get away from us. From here, we would slowly drift back towards the shore, a good hour or so in making the return trip, which was usually the perfect amount of time for us to spend out on the lake. Once the boat was lashed down, Jack and I went for an immediate swim, the water not yet so cold that it made it unbearable to swim in, though it always did take some getting used to at first. A fact that was accentuated as Darlene and Jessica sat on the edge of the floating platform, dangling their feet in the water, which had immediately caused both girls nipples to grow fully erect.
But unlike the girls, the cold water had a completely opposite effect on both Jack and I, which Jessica giggled at as I shortly after climbed out of the water and onto the pontoon. I didn't even think about it initially until I looked down and saw I had "turtled" as it were, my cock having shrunk down to next to nothingness.
"That is SO fucking amazing how they can do that!" Darlene commented as I hurriedly grabbed a towel sitting down next to them, though as I dried myself off, I conveniently managed to hide myself from their continued staring at me.
"Yeah it is isn't it?" Jessica agreed. "Especially David, as hard and big as he can get, to go from that all the way down to teeny-weenie!"
"Hey!" I objected taking offense at my sister's comment, though I knew it all to be in good nature. "I bet your clits react much the same way too!" I stated, though in truth, I had absolutely no idea if they did or not.
Though Darlene had worn her bikini bottoms, and was still wearing them, Jessica had only brought her swimsuit along with her in case it was needed. She sat still entirely nude, and suddenly opened her legs peering down at herself. "I don't know sis, this look any smaller or bigger to you than it does normally?"
I sat there watching as my older sister spread her pussy apart with her fingers, examining herself, though she had turned slightly in our direction so that Darlene could have a closer look at her, herself.
"No, not really sis. But then I think your "naughty knot", which is something both of my sister's called their clits, "is always hard and horny anyway!" she finished saying, then reached over before Jessica could close her legs, or even react, and tickled it with her finger. The move caught Jessica by surprise, so she jumped slightly, but then she smiled and spread her legs even wider.
"You have any idea how many times I came out here all by myself and just masturbated all the way back into shore?" she asked.
Darlene burst out laughing at that.
"What? What's so funny?" she wondered honestly.
"Oh if you only knew..." Darlene left off saying.
"Knew what?"
Darlene was still giggling when she began. "The very last time we were all up here together, you'd gone out onto the lake by yourself. Jack and David had gone around the lake with mom to pick up a few things they'd forgotten to bring up from the General Store over in Lake Point. I'd gone out for a hike and was just returning when I noticed that dad was sitting out on the upper deck looking out towards the lake."
"Yeah? So?"
"Well, when I saw him, I noticed that he was looking at you through his binoculars!"
"Dad? Dad was...was..."
"Watching you masturbate, yes! If that's what you said you were doing, then yes, he must have been. I know that he was always a little worried about any of us if we went out on the lake by ourselves, so I'm sure he'd just decided to check up on you, make sure everything was ok and all that, but I noticed as I stood there watching him, that it wasn't just a quick look-see as to how you were doing, but a rather long and constant look too. But...there was one more thing that he did, that I thought curiously odd at the time too now that I think about it."
"What?" Jessica and I both said simultaneously just as Jack swam up to the pontoon having heard the last part of Darlene's observance.
"Dad had a woody!"
"A woody? How do you know that?" Jack asked her.
"Well, he must have, though I didn't know why at the time, or even realize that maybe he did until just now. But I remember watching him as he opened his jeans and stuck his hand down the front of his pants. Don't remember him taking it out or anything like that, and at the time, just thought he was sitting there scratching himself or something, or that maybe his pants were just a little too tight. But now that I think about it, with him sitting there looking through the binoculars at Jessica, with his hand down the front of his pants, well...let's just say it doesn't take a rocket scientist to figure that one out!"
Jessica was actually blushing, though she laughed about it. "Holy shit! Daddy was watching me get myself off!" she stated now giggling openly about it. Then she paused. "Hmm, I wonder how many other times he must have watched me then," she pondered. "Because I don't remember a single time that I came out here all by myself that I didn't. And since we all know dad was always keeping an eye out for us, at mother's request I might add, that he must have seen me..."
"And me..." Darlene suddenly quipped, "or very possibly so anyway, because I did it a few times too," she added.
"Good old dad, jerking off while he watched his daughters doing the same," Jack joined in laughing.
What was interesting however, that during all this, Darlene had continued lightly and softly petting Jessica's cunt. "Maybe I shouldn't be, or admit to any of this, but the thought that that might have happened is naughty as hell, and as such...now I'm feeling a bit nasty, naughty myself. How about you Darlene? How about joining me in a little side-by-side finger fucking out here on the lake? I bet the boys would enjoy seeing that, and maybe even, their cute little dickey's would get all nice and big again for us. What do you say?"
By way of an answer, Darlene lifted up, sliding off her bikini bottoms, and tossing them behind her on the deck. Reaching over then, she went back to fingering Jessica's pussy, as Jessica reached over and began fingering hers. Seeing all this, Jack floated on his back, being the excellent swimmer that he was, and began stroking his cock which rapidly hardened, which even I had to admit was interesting to see him do as he just lay there on the water jerking himself off. I felt my own turtle-cock suddenly make an appearance, restoring my self confidence and allowed the towel I had draped over my lap to be removed as I soon joined the three of them in our mutual masturbation session, enjoying it even more when Darlene took her freehand, now wrapping it around my cock and began jerking me off at the same time she sat fingering our sister.
"Oh if dad and mom could only see this!" she stated, causing us all to glance up across the lake towards the cabin, and then laughing as we did, realizing that under the circumstances, it wasn't at all possible.
#
As Jack and I watched, slowly pleasuring ourselves as we did, the girls got one another off with their hands and fingers, something that I thought to be incredibly erotic, seeing the two of them frigging one another's respective "naughty knots" until they had both climaxed. Nearly joining them myself as they did, I then saw an all too familiar look on my sisters face, and immediately knew she was thinking about something, as Jack must have done too, as he was the first to comment on it.
"Ok sis, I know that look of yours, so what are you thinking or up to anyway?"
"Oh...had an idea for another naughty game of sorts, if you two are up for it," she stated.
"Yeah? What?"
"Was just wondering how far you two think you could shoot out across the water, while Darlene and I get in, and see if we can catch it when you do."
"Where does she come up with these ideas anyway?" I asked, though I was already imagining the thought of that as Jack climbed up out of the water.
"From all those erotic stories she reads on line I would imagine," Jack stated grinning at the girls as they both slipped expectantly into the water, and then sat treading water waiting for us.
"Not so far out," I stated realizing where they were. "That would be some sort of a world record for me, even on my best day, and I'm no Peter North either!" I added.
"Who's Peter North?" Darlene asked turning towards our sister.
"Remind me to show you when we get home," she told her. "Jack's got quite a collection of his movies, once you've seen one...you'll know why David said what he did."
"Oh," Darlene grinned knowingly. "Remind me to remind you to do that," she added as they both came a bit closer towards the pontoon Jack and I were now standing on, cocks in hand.
"It's not really a race is it?" I asked. "Cause I hope not. I get a much better, further shot when I slow-stroke it when I cum."
"Yeah, no it's not," Jack confirmed. "And I do too," he admitted to me as we both stood there slowly jerking ourselves off while the girls continued to tread water below us.
"Just tell us at least when you're about to squirt!" Jessica asked, "So we can try and be ready for it."
"Will do," Jack and I both agreed, and then went back to jerking ourselves off as we looked at the two luscious bare breasted mermaids in the water beneath us.
I soon felt the pleasured telltale release beginning to race up the shaft of my cock, with Jessica treading water the closest to me, I stepped over towards the edge as far as I dared, maintaining my balance though the lake was extremely calm at the moment. Seeing this, Jessica pressed her breasts together, giving me a secondary target to aim for, though the first of course was the small bull's eye of her open mouth, which would take a miraculous shot in, and of itself.
"Oh fuck, here...it...CUMS!" I cried out, then watched as I launched a streamer of cum across the water, and though it might not have been a world record attempt, it was indeed a fairly strong toss that actually reached her, though landing just off to the side of her in the water as she tried to lean over catching the ribbon of spunk as it flew. A second one was already on the way however, and this time I had adjusted my own aim, and though it again didn't land anywhere's near her mouth, even though she tried to catch it as well, I did manage to hit her shoulder, which wasn't all that bad considering the actual distance I'd achieved. That was it though, as the remaining expulsions of my pleasure dropped off considerably, though only in distance, not so much the ecstasy of the climax, with the weirdly erotic sight of seeing my semen shooting off towards my sister across the water.
"Fuck, here's mine!" Jack soon after announced as Darlene too waited expectantly below him, though she'd gauged the distance between her and Jack having seen what I'd just barely managed to do with Jessica swimming below me. She came in a bit more, just as Jack shot, his first flying streamer of cream actually skyrocketing over my sister's head.
"Holy shit! Now THAT was a Peter North cum-shot if I've ever seen one!" Jessica announced in surprise. But it was only one, as his second fell way short of the mark, and never did come anywhere's close to where Darlene was after that.
"Well, guess you win that one David!" Jessica announced as the girls both hurriedly climbed out of the coolish water.
"Cool, so what do I get for a prize then?" I asked jokingly.
"What would you like?" My sister asked seriously. "Anything you'd like..." she added winking at me. "Anything at all. In the meantime however, while you're recuperating and thinking about that, how about you come over here and eat me," she grinned.
"Yeah, me too!" Darlene agreed as both girls now lay down on their backs as Jack and I situated ourselves comfortably between their legs and began doing just that.
#
"How're they doing?" Mom asked as dad placed the binoculars he'd been looking through down on top of the table sitting next to him.
"Oh you know the kids, they're out having fun on the water," he told her. "They'll be a while yet, the lakes calm today, so it will be another half hour or so before they've drifted in closer to the shore. That gives us a little time to ourselves," he added with a lustful look on his face.
Mom laughed, "I figured as much," she grinned knowingly, then slipped out of the blouse she was wearing so that dad had free access to play with her tits. "What would you like?" she asked, already knowing the answer.
"How about one of those world class blowjobs of yours," he told her, his hands already lovingly caressing mom's tits as she knelt down in front of him, taking his already hard prick in her mouth and beginning to suck it.
"Won't the kids be surprised to find out we're here?" she asked as she ran her tongue around the head of dad's cock.
Picking up the binoculars once again, he looked through them. "Oh yeah, I'm sure they will be," he stated as he smiled, and then moaned, and settled back to enjoy the job mom's mouth was doing to his cock as he sat back enjoying the sensation along with the view.
#
Half an hour later we had drifted in close enough to shore that it was time to get back into the launch and pull the pontoon in the rest of the way.
"Oh my God!" Darlene announced, pointing.
"What?" Everyone asked, now looking in that direction.
"Isn't that..." "Mom and dad's car!" Darlene finished for me. "They came up here anyway!" she stated excitedly, then worriedly as she glanced over towards the three of us as we all stood there looking at one another.
"Well, at least they won't be surprised to find us all naked out here...so there is that!" I stated, though the realization that what we'd all be involved in had just come to a sudden and abrupt halt. Jessica must have been thinking that as well, as she quickly commented on it.
"Hey, we can still have some fun while we're here," she stated. "We'll just need to be a bit more careful about it when we do. And that can be fun too," she continued, "adds a bit of dangerous excitement to it don't you think?"
"Well, there IS that," Jack agreed. "But after everything we've done, it might be a bit harder for me to walk around in the nude in front of everyone, especially if the two of you do," he told her. "A bit easier for me to get a hard-on now, and that might be a bit hard to explain in front of mother."
"Yeah, being hard...might indeed be hard," I laughed agreeing with him, and once again frowning as I realized that Jack and I would be sharing a bedroom together once again.
"Damn! I mean...I'm glad they're here, that they made it up, but...at the same time," I said leaving the thought unfinished.
"Yeah, I know what you mean," Darlene agreed, just then making out our dad as he stood up and walked over to the railing waving at us in the distance.
"You don't suppose..." She said looking over at Jessica somewhat worriedly.
"I doubt it," Jessica said. "Cause look, there's mom standing next to him, and she's waving at us now too. So I'm willing to bet they've just barely even got there, and I seriously doubt dad would have with mom hanging around."
"But...what if he did?" Darlene wondered aloud.
"Then he did," Jessica said simply, as we all stood waving hello at our parents.
#
Unlike the first night, we spent it together fully clothed, which was odd enough in its own way. It was nice seeing mom and dad there however, and the evening soon relaxed into one of pleasant sociability's, much like it always did whenever we all went up there together. But the four of us occasionally cast glances back and forth at one another with sly looks on our faces whenever mom and dad weren't looking.
"How about some poker?" Dad soon suggested just as we all knew he would. It was another family ritual, though we all enjoyed playing together.
And to keep things interesting of course, we all bought in for twenty dollars, not so rich that it wasn't affordable for each of us, but enough so that the eventual winner would come away with a decent sum making the game worthwhile. And, it was also one of the rare few games that mom really enjoyed playing as well.
We'd only been at it a little over an hour, Jack had been the first one to go out, going all in on what he thought was a sure thing, only to find out that dad had an even higher straight than he did, taking him out after only a few short hands. I lasted a bit longer, slowly losing hand after hand, even though I thought each one of them to be a good one, until I too was forced to go all in, not catching the card I needed to win at the river, and thus being the second one to go out. Dad as usual was playing rather well, but so was Darlene, just about equal to him in total chips with mom just behind her, and Jessica hanging on by a thread.
"And then there were three," Darlene said, causing the three of us to laugh as we did so looking at one another knowingly as Jessica finally went out.
"What's so funny?" Dad asked.
"Oh, nothing really, just sort of an inside private joke," Jack told him. "Darlene sort of won the last game we played, and said the very same thing just before she did. So perhaps it's her way of jinxing you or something," Jack told him trying to misdirect the real reason for our laughter over her having said that.
"Oh yeah? Well, we'll see. I think the stakes are about to get pretty high here," dad said looking at his hole cards. Both mom and Darlene appeared to be sitting on pretty good hands as well, and it didn't look like anyone was about to fold either, if anything, this promised to be the final winning hand, one way or the other.
"Just seems a shame to call it on such a small insignificant pot," Dad stated trying to scare everyone, especially when he still had a goodly sized pile of chips and win or lose would still have enough left to keep playing.
"Well, I don't really have any more extra money with me to buy in any more," Darlene stated.
"Nor do I," Mom spoke agreeing with her.
"Well, we could still make it interesting," dad suggested. "Tell you what dear," he began. "You need to get a bit more capital if you want me to put in a few more chips than what you have there, provided you think your own hand is good enough of course," he told her once again peeking at his hole cards.
"What are you suggesting dear?" Mom said sarcastically speaking, as she knew dad well enough to know he was no doubt fishing for another one of her world class blowjobs if nothing else. And not that she minded doing it, because she didn't, but she generally saved that for a once a week sort of pleasuring as she figured dad would appreciate it more that way and not come to expect it all the time by her way of thinking.
"Tell you what, I'll give you twenty dollars credit for your blouse and bra," he told her, that should give you just enough to make me nearly go all in."
Mom looked at him and laughed. "Why? You see my tits all the time, and anytime you want to," she stated curiously.
"Yeah, but I wouldn't mind seeing them right now too," he added mischievously. "And it's not like the kids aren't used to seeing you running around naked every once in a while, especially when we're up here. So...how about it?" dad asked once again. "Now's your chance if you think you've got a better hand than I do!"



"What about me?" Darlene asked. "I think I've got even less chips left than mom does!"
"Well, then same offer to you too," dad said a little surprisingly, though again, we'd all spent a goodly amount of time running around the lake naked, so it wasn't like he hadn't see the girls naked before, and we really had all gotten rather used to being around one another that way anyway.
"Sure, ok," Darlene agreed, "that sounds fair then."
"All right then, hand over the ah...chips," dad grinned as mom and Darlene soon after exposed their breasts, baring them at the table as mom dealt the river card.
By the looks of it, dad was indeed sitting on another good hand, there was no real way of knowing what mom had, she always had had a pretty good poker face, but it was clearly evident that Darlene was out as she sighed forlornly, not getting the final card she needed for whatever hand she'd been hoping for. There were two queens now, two tens and an ace showing on the table. Everyone was fairly sure dad had either a full house which was the more likely, or even a straight, though holding onto something like that with the cards that were showing would have been risky at best.
"Too bad sweetie," dad grinned seeing the expression on her face as he turned over his hole cards and revealed that he did indeed hold a third ten as well as an Ace, giving him a full house, Ten's over aces.
"Not so fast there Bradford," Mom said using my dad's formal name, one that he hated hearing whenever she used it that way, which usually meant she had him by the balls, and in this case she really did as she revealed that she had two more queens sitting in her own hand which had given her a four of a kind!
"Fuck!" dad said in surprise, as mom had really suckered him in, leaving him with barely enough chips to even meet the next higher ante.
"And then there were two," Darlene sat smiling as mom looked over winking at her.
"So dear," mom began. "Looks like this will definitely be the last hand, one way or the other. So how about we really do make it interesting then?" she said.
"What do you have in mind?" he asked somewhat nervously.
"I know!" Jessica piped up, only then leaning over and whispering into mother's ear. We all watched as her face turned a little red, but she smiled and nodded her head.
"Great idea dear," she said giving our sister an affectionate kiss. "No different than what he'd want me to do!"
Now dad chuckled. "Oh, I see what we're up to," he stated. "Ok, we're all in on this hand then agreed?"
It was getting late, so mom agreed this would be the very last hand, it was all or nothing start to finish as Darlene rolled the cards with the hole cards showing this time.
We all groaned seeing that dad had been dealt pocket aces, with mom getting a two of diamonds along with a six of diamonds.
"Doesn't look good," she announced somewhat worriedly.
"You can always fold, I'll even make it easy on you tonight," he offered.
"That means he'll settle for a hand-job," Jessica spoke, causing my mother to blush furiously, though dad laughed heartedly at hearing that.
"She's right though," dad said agreeing with her. "If...you fold now," he stated, otherwise..."
"Deal the cards," Mom said determinedly.
Darlene turned the card, a three of spades, giving neither one of them a better hand than what they were showing.
"Your bet," dad said warningly.
"Ok, I'll bet TWO orgasms!" she tossed back, garnering a nervous giggle from everyone, though we were now enjoying this sudden erotic play between our parents as they sat there, mom still sitting bare-breasted, which I had found myself looking at far longer than I probably should have, but even I had to admit to myself that mom still had a good looking pair of tits, and that her nipples were even considerably larger, not to mention harder at the moment than either one of my sisters were.
Dad sat back in his chair. "Two Orgasms?" he asked looking at her. "Ok, you're on!" he grinned wickedly. "Next card Darlene!"
Darlene rolled an Ace of diamonds, now giving dad three of a kind, though mom was only one diamond away from having a flush now as well.
"It's getting interesting now isn't it?" he said looking across at her. "What's the bet now?" he asked, "unless you're ready to give up and fold on two promised orgasms."
"No way in hell," mom shot back at him, making us all laugh as this had gotten pretty interesting under the circumstances, sitting here listening to our own parents betting on sex acts more or less. "And the bet is...anywhere, any place, any time either of us wants it!" she spat at him challengingly.
"Oh yeah? Really? Anywhere? Anytime? Anyplace? "
"That's the bet! Now...shut up, or put up!" Mom told dad much to everyone's surprise.
"I'm not sure you realize what you could be getting yourself into," dad warned her once again. "Might could be, or even happen in front of the kids you know," he said as though that would somehow back mom off, which we all sort of wondered about too as we sat looking at one another. A few of us had walked in on the two of them when they'd been doing it before, and it wasn't as though they ran around behind our backs pretending they never did. We all knew mom and dad had an active sex-life, we'd just never seen the two of them so openly chatting about it like this, even though they were doing it in the heat of the moment, using it as a betting chip as they did.
"Go ahead Darlene, deal the river card!"
It was a queen of diamonds, and mom smiled standing up. "Come on Bradford," she said holding out her hand to him. "I think there's a little matter of two promised orgasms to start with," she said as he laughed, standing himself and taking her hand as she began leading him up the stairs towards their bedroom.
"Good night kids!" she smiled out at us, "See you in the morning!"
Dad looked back at us as well, shrugging his head. "I really didn't lose you know," he laughed as he followed her up the stairs. And none of us could very well argue with that either.
#
One thing we were all very much aware of, was that the walls upstairs though not exactly paper thin, did allow for everyone to hear just about anything and everything that was going on. Deciding to give the two of them a bit more privacy to enjoy and express themselves, the four of us decided to make it a sleep-in down stairs and quickly gathered up a great deal of bedding to make it as comfortable as possible, along with stoking up the fireplace to keep it all nice and toasty warm too. But we also knew, in doing so, and using that as an excuse for our parents, that it would also give the four of us an opportunity to have a bit of fun ourselves, which was obviously apparent, as both Jack and I had been attempting to hide our now very obvious erections.
"All that sexy naughty talk make you horny?" Darlene asked me.
"That, and staring at your tits half the night," I told her.
"Oh? Sure it was just my tits and not moms?"
Darlene's comment took me by surprise, and for a moment I couldn't answer that, though she let me off the hook by continuing.
"Truth be told, mom really does have a nice set of boobs still," she confessed, and it really was rather interesting to see the two of them sitting there talking the way they were, and getting all naughty flirty with one another. Sort of made me a little horny too!" she confessed.
"Ditto that!" Jessica said having overheard our conversation. "I'm horny as hell now too, so let's get this enormous bed of ours made up...and get to it!" she said quietly, "before I explode!"
#
The fire was almost too hot for me to sleep comfortably, though everyone else had done so easily, all curled up on the floor together huddled within the pile of comforters and blankets we'd piled up. Still naked, I had gone over to the refrigerator, now thirsty as well, pouring myself a glass of orange juice, which I now took with me outside as I stood on the porch. Even as cool as the night air was, it felt good, especially as hot as I'd been. And even though I had enjoyed a rather nice slow sweet climax in Jessica's pussy earlier, I found myself standing there once again aroused. It had always been like that for me however, the mountain air, the idea of being outdoors, standing naked as I now was, and masturbating as I had so often done up here. Just enjoying the peace and quiet, the freshness of the mountain air, for whatever reason, always seemed to arouse me more than normally.
"You remember the first time I ever caught you playing with yourself?"
I jumped at the sound of my mother's voice, spinning around as I did, though all that did was succeed in embarrassing myself even further as I stood there before her, one hand holding onto my orange juice which I'd partially spilled, and the other on my cock, which I now stood pointing at her.
"Mom!" I stammered seriously embarrassed. "I thought you'd be asleep!"
"Obviously," she smiled though I noticed her looking directly at me. "But you didn't answer my question," she added then, finally looking up into my eyes as I stood there, though rather than holding my dick, I was attempting to cover it with that same hand instead.
Her comment did make me laugh, and smile however as I remembered. "Yeah, I do," I said simply.
"And what did I tell you then when I saw you kneeling beneath the water faucet in the bathtub as it splashed down on you?"
"That it was a perfectly normal thing for people to do, and that I should never be embarrassed by doing it," I told her remembering the conversation we'd had about it then as though it was yesterday.
"Same thing holds true now," she told me as we stood there somewhat awkwardly. "And just so you know, I very often used to go outside onto the upper deck and do the very same thing myself during the warm summer nights," she confessed, though I had in fact once caught her outside doing just that, and then confessed to her I had.
"I know...I watched you doing it once," I admitted to her openly.
"Hmm, always wondered who that was," she responded back. "Now I guess I know."
Though mom was wearing a bathrobe, it had no sash to it, so she'd been holding it more or less closed with one hand. "May I?" she asked reaching for my orange juice, which I then gave to her to drink from. As she did, her robe fell open revealing her obvious nakedness beneath it, though upon handing me my drink back, she allowed it to remain open as we both stood side by side one another looking out at the night sky.
"I always enjoyed watching your father when he did that," she said softly turning back to face me as she leaned against the railing, her robe fully open as she stood there looking at me. Though my cock had softened somewhat, it was still hovering on the verge of being fully erect, and I had given up all pretense of hiding it now under the circumstances. "And I didn't mean to interrupt you while enjoying it," she added. "Like I said, something about being up here, enjoying the out of doors has always been sensual and erotic feeling to me as well."
"That's ok, you didn't really, I was just sorta...well, not really just jerking off to be jerking off, I ah probably didn't even realize that I..."
"David?"
"Yeah?"
"You're rambling. If you'd feel more comfortable, I'll go back inside, but to be perfectly honest, I'd enjoy watching you," mom said softly speaking.
"Really? You would?"
"Yes David, I would. Maybe that sounds horrible, that your own mother would enjoy watching her own son playing with himself, but up here, for some reason, I feel like it's a different place, a different world almost, where we're the only people that exist, and that there isn't moral judgments to be adhered to or placed on anyone. Does that even make any sense to you?" she asked.
"Yeah mom, it does. I probably shouldn't say anything..."
"Then don't," she said interrupting me. "If there's something to say, then it will be said when it's time. I already have a pretty good idea as it is now, but let's just leave it at that for the moment shall we?"
I smiled, nodding my head, though simultaneously watching as mom dropped her hand down between her legs, she laughed slightly as she did, seeing the look in my face. "Never did get that second orgasm," she told me. "Though the first one was nice enough," she added. "Before your father fell asleep anyway."
I had to laugh at that though I found myself becoming rapidly aroused as mom stood there slowly encircling her clit with her fingers as she openly spread herself. "So...do you mind?" she asked somewhat nervously.
"No...not at all," I answered, my own hand once again grasping my prick as I stood there, slow-stroking it as it hardened within my hand, the pleasurable sensations quickly returning, even more so now as I heard the subtle increased breathing as mom increased her own motions matching my own as she leaned against the railing, one hand between her legs, the other now reaching up to clasp one of her breasts which she likewise began fondling and playing with as she watched me.
"I hope you don't take this wrong by my saying this mom, but...you still have a damn fine looking body," I said with a bit of a quiver in my voice as I spoke, still somewhat nervous perhaps that I was standing there yanking on my cock in front of her for one thing, but for another, finding it extremely arousing to be doing so while watching her doing the same thing.
"Thank you," she beamed, and though I couldn't clearly see it, I believed she was also blushing, though that too may have been from the sudden flush of arousal she was experiencing at the moment too. "Not too bad for an old lady then huh?"
"No mom, not bad at all, and you're certainly not old either!"
I could see by the half-glazed look in her eyes that she was rapidly approaching orgasm, as I now was, just seeing that. The sudden sensation of tingling pleasure already beginning to tickle the release that I now knew was only moments away. She must have seen it in my eyes as well however, as she commented on it.
"You getting close?"
"Oh yeah...you?"
"Oh yeah," she smiled, "Come closer to me, so I can feel it when you do."
"Feel it?"
"Yes, I want to feel it squirting on me," she announced wantonly. "I like that, I like to feel it splashing against me," she stated as I stepped forward only a mere foot or so away from her.
"Where?"
"Where ever you'd like," she said through gritted teeth and I knew she was even then hovering on the edge of her own pleasure, waiting for me.
"Fuck!" I said seconds later, the sweet pleasure of ecstasy already making its way up my shaft before I could prolong or delay it any further.
"Yes! Yes! Give it to me!" Mom cried out, tumbling over the edge now herself, as the first spurt of my lurching prick bathed the bottom half of the breast she was still holding, watching as another, and then another likewise sprayed out against her covering her other breasts along with her lower belly. Mom swiped up a bit of my essence with her hand, hurriedly placing it back against her clit, which she then used to finish off the orgasm that she was obviously still having. "Oh fuck David!" she cried out one last time, then collapsed fully in the chair sitting behind her, still gently fingering herself, though her eyes had closed now as she savored the last moments of her pleasured release.
Afterwards, she stood there before me, cum hanging on her, dripping and running everywhere. "Good grief David, do you ALWAYS cum like that?" she asked. She really was a mess, but it looked damn erotic too as she continued to snatch at it with her fingers, licking it off, or merely rubbing it into her skin.
"Most of the time yes, especially when I'm really...really horny," I admitted, then adding, "And watching you a few moments ago, really did." Mom smiled, grinned really, and then leaned over giving me a quick affectionate little kiss.
"Well, I'd best get inside," she said yawning, "I'm sure we're all going to have a busy day tomorrow."
If I hadn't been sleepy before, I certainly was now. We affectionately hugged briefly, receiving yet another kiss, and then I followed her back inside where she quietly made her way back up the stairs as I tiptoed through the sea of my brother and sister's still curled up in a ball together on the floor.
"Good night David...and thank you," she said turning as she continued the climb back up the stairs.
"Good night mom," I replied and then slid back in between my two sisters, though Darlene's eyes popped opened as I did so.
"What was mom thanking you for?" Darlene whispered quietly.
"Oh, nothing really, we just had a little chat outside while we shared an orange juice together," I told her.
"Ah huh..." she said, and then took my hand placing it over her bare breast, and rolled over quickly going back to sleep.
#
One of the things that Darlene and I had always enjoyed doing together whenever we went up to the lake, was going for a long hike, enjoying the scenery as well as the wild life that we very often stumbled across. After breakfast we set out to do just that, just as Jack headed out down to the lakeshore to do a little fishing off the pier, as did Jessica. And even though she hated cleaning fish, she enjoyed fishing almost as much as he did.
Darlene and I had been gone about two hours and were just making our way back to the cabin. Much to my delight, she had worn a cut off pair of Levi shorts with a great deal of her butt-cheeks hanging out, and nothing else. Though she had taken a tee shirt along with her, she had tucked that inside her belt, thus walking sometimes ahead of me, or beside me with her beautiful bare breasts bouncing about.
We soon after reached the cabin, spent a moment or two there only to discover no one was around, and decided to head down to the lake shore to see how the fishing had gone for Jack and Jessica. Making our way down the deer path towards the lake we could just see through the trees the outline of the shore where Jack and Jessica also appeared to be, but they also appeared to be doing something more than just fishing, though their poles remained in the water, it was clearly evident that Jack's pole was inside Jessica's cunt.
"Wait!" Darlene said grabbing my arm just before I began to head off in their direction. "Look!" she then whispered pointing in a slightly different direction.
Following her gaze I soon spotted mom and dad. They stood a short distance ahead of us, or rather dad was as he stood behind mom who was bent over, her hands resting on a fallen tree, using it for support as the two of them stood naked together, fucking.
"Wow!" Darlene giggled. "They're watching Jack and Jessica going at it!" Which they obviously were, with dad fucking mom in the exact same position that Jack was currently fucking our sister a few yards away down on the beach from where mom and dad remained hidden within the tree-line. We stood, my eyes going back and forth, watching two pairs of tits swinging to and fro as both mom and Jessica got fucked from behind, almost stroke for stroke as it appeared as we stood there watching them.
"You thinking what I'm thinking?" Darlene asked.
"I am now!" I told her, and quickly stepped out of my own shorts just as she did. Carefully and quietly, we made our way over to a nearby tree, where Darlene leaned forward against it, likewise bracing herself as I stepped up behind her and eased my now rock hard prick into her slick wet pussy.
"I wonder how long they've known?" Darlene asked.
"I think, probably longer than any of us realized they have," I told her. "Mom sort of eluded to that last night when she and I stood out on the porch together."
"That reminds me, just exactly what did mom thank you for anyway, and don't tell me it was for sharing a glass of orange juice with her either!"



I laughed, though quietly, still enjoying the feel of Darlene's slick cunt as it caressed my prick, which I slowly continued to slide in and out of her as we slow-fucked together, watching mom and dad, watching Jack and Jessica doing the very same thing.
"I jerked off for mom while she watched me," I told her.
"Nah ah!" Darlene said looking back over her shoulder towards me. "You did?"
"Oh yeah, and not only that, I watched her get herself off while I did, I tell you sis, mom's still got a pretty good looking body too."
"Yeah, I can see that," Darlene said once again looking over towards them. "She really does, I just hope I'll still have the looks she does when I'm her age."
"I think you will," I told her. "It's in the bloodline, but yeah...have to admit, it was pretty erotic standing there watching her, as she stood watching me."
"Sorta like this then?"
"Oh yeah...very much so, except of course, they have no idea that we are."
"Well, they probably will in a minute or two then."
"Oh? Why's that?"
"Because...I'm gonna cum!"
It's funny how sound really can travel over the water as well as through the forest if the conditions are right. And it just so happened that they were. Darlene wasn't kidding when she said she was about to cum either, we were both pretty horny from our long hike together anyway before we'd even gotten here. One of the things we'd always enjoyed doing, was teasing one another as we walked. Sometimes I did so, my cock sticking out of my shorts, which Darlene enjoyed holding onto, stroking it as we walked along, and obviously with her beautiful bare breasts showing, I had taken advantage of several opportunities whenever we'd stopped to look at something, to stand behind her, thumbing and fingering her incredibly hard nipples whenever we did. Even taking it further to occasionally worm my finger up the almost crotch-less covering of her shorts, enjoying the slickness of her wet pussy as we stood their briefly together before moving on.
Darlene's shrill cry of pure unbridled ecstasy filled the air, even a few birds took flight as she came, though my attention wasn't drawn to them so much at the moment, as it was towards where mom and dad were, as like one, they both turned their heads around spotting us, surprised looks on their faces briefly, soon turning into broad smiles as they realized we'd caught them watching Jack and Jessica below them. And looking that way, Jack and Jessica too had now looked up, spotting mom and dad, and then us as we all stood there looking back and forth at one another.
"Well, you certainly brought that all out in the open, I'll give you that," I told my sister as we slowly walked towards where mom and dad were now standing, though it was still a little weird for me as we did so, to see him step back as mom stood up, his prick still angrily hard as he calmly greeted us, mom now laughing as both Jack and Jessica made their way towards them from the beach so that soon the six of us stood in the small little clearing together naked as jay-birds, with the male half of that species, still sporting fairly erect cocks.
"Well, how about we go back and fix some lunch while we talk?" Mom suggested and immediately began heading back towards the cabin. "Obviously, it's probably time we had a family chat."
"Obviously," Jessica said smiling as she walked by our father looking down at his prick as he stood next to Jack just as Darlene joined the other two heading off towards the cabin.
"And of course, we're the one's standing here with our own dick's in hand," dad said, and then slowly sauntered behind the girls with Jack and I soon after following.
#
We had done it before, but it somehow felt different for some reason. As we all took seats outside around the large patio table, still in the nude as the girls carried out the lunch mom had prepared to eat, there was an air of uncertainty as we sat down.
"So, how long have you known?" Jessica asked bluntly, which didn't surprise anyone.
Mom laughed looking over towards dad. "Not long," she admitted, "to be perfectly honest about it. I mean, we always knew that as kids growing up together that you'd no doubt explore some of your curiosities together, and we certainly never frowned on it as it was a natural and completely normal thing for the four of you to do, especially being twins and all. But as far as either one of us knowing you'd actually decided to take it beyond that? Not until we got here and saw you all out on the lake together. Then we knew!"
"I knew it! Jessica said looking over at the three of us. "Told you!" Then she turned back around to mom and dad, "But just so you know...we hadn't done anything beyond what you already stated, until this very weekend, then we played a game, and it just sort of happened after that."
"That still doesn't surprise us," mom said speaking for them both. "We've kind of been half expecting it anyway, as close as the four of you all are, and with all the changes that will soon be taking place within this family before long. Was just a matter of time before it did happen, and like your father and I discussed, as far as we're concerned, you're all adults and free to make up your own minds about yourselves and one another, just as we have."
"Meaning what?" Jack asked. "Sounds to me like there's more behind that comment than you're telling us."
Once again mom turned towards dad, but he merely smiled and shook his head in acknowledgement of that, giving her the "go ahead" to whatever she was eluding to. "Well, since we're obviously all coming clean here, might as well fill you in on the rest of the story," she stated as she quickly took a sip of her wine. The four of us sat expectantly waiting, wondering as we did what else was about to be revealed to us that we didn't know about.
"You might as well know, especially now, that your aunt Jackie and I have enjoyed a similar on-going experience over the years now, just as you have."
Jack had in fact been named after our aunt, mom's younger sister, who we hadn't seen in nearly three years now as she lived out on the East coast, and didn't come to visit as often as any of us would have liked, especially as we now discovered, including mom. We all loved Aunt Jackie, always looked forward to her visits whenever we did see her, but had never in a million years ever considered or thought that the two of them had enjoyed an even more intimate relationship together than that.
"So maybe that will explain to some degree, why your father and I aren't too terribly surprised, or certainly upset or worried about the fact that the four of you finally came together."
"So...tell us," Darlene urged, obviously you've managed to keep it a pretty good secret, even with her living so far away."
Mom then explained how when Aunt Jackie would use to come for her annual visits, it was usually during the time just before school let out for the summer, which we all clearly recalled. And the reason she did that, was to ensure that she would still have time, especially over the weekends to spend with us, but that during the day when we were all off to school, she and mother would have some special private time alone to themselves. Obviously dad was well aware of all this too, and as mom continued, she also informed everyone that once in a while, he would take off from work, come home earlier than usual, and join the two of them for a nice erotic little threesome together.
"Holy shit! Aunt Jackie!" I said aloud not even realizing that I had, producing more than a few amused chuckles in the process. "Who'd have thought?"
It wasn't that our Aunt Jackie was any sort of a prude, or even dressed like one. She didn't, and certainly wasn't. She would often joke with us, even tell dirty stories or jokes on occasion with us individually, dependent upon our maturity level at the time. But something we had all known for a long time, and had come to embrace and accept about her, was that Aunt Jackie was a lesbian, and had always been one as far as we knew, and as far as mom had explained to us. So to hear that she and mom had fooled around, wasn't nearly as big a surprise as to discover that the three of them had fooled around together.
"The one thing about your Aunt Jackie was, she hated being labeled, though she certainly lived with another woman at the time, and preferred a woman's company as opposed to a man's, didn't mean she didn't occasionally enjoy having sex with a man either. But she likewise didn't wear the label of being considered bi-sexual either. Anyway, shortly before your father and I decided to get married, your Aunt Jackie and I sat down and talked about it, talked about everything the two of us had done and shared together over the years, and made a promise to one another that just because I was getting married, and because she was herself then living with her companion at the time, that neither of which would keep the two of us from periodically enjoying one another just as we've always done. But...part of that agreement, was that I needed to tell your father about it before hand, before we were married, so that he'd know, as well as willingly accept that fact so there wouldn't be any surprises when we did. And the last thing I wanted to do was run around behind his back, even if it was my very own sister. And, to sweeten the pot so to speak, it was your Aunt Jackie that actually suggested that we occasionally included him whenever she came for a visit, which obviously...he agreed to."
"Obviously," Dad said grinning, the first word he had even spoken since mom began telling the story.
"So...to make a long story short, now you know why we weren't really all that surprised. If anything, I think we're more surprised to discover that at least some of you, if not all of you, hadn't done something like this together before now!"
"Well, things certainly make a lot more sense now," Jessica stated, as it really did to all of us, though it was still a bit of a surprise to imagine Aunt Jackie and dad getting it on. Not that Aunt Jackie looked like a lesbian really either, or at least not a stereotypical one that most people often thought of in the real sense of the word. Jackie wore her hair long, which she usually kept in a ponytail, and still did. She wore makeup, though not a lot of it, and even dressed in very feminine attire on occasion, though she preferred the natural more comfortable fit of a good pair of jeans and a blouse or sweater more than anything else. Even most of her previous lovers, especially her last companion, looked anything BUT like a lesbian might be expected to look.
"Anyway," mom continued. "The other reason why I thought it was best to bring this all out into the open now, is because she decided to tie this year's visit into this week we're spending up here together, especially after the small little scare regarding your father. So...she'll be here tomorrow. Dad and I are driving down to the city to pick her up, so we'll probably be gone all day, and won't be arriving back until later on in the evening."
"Way cool!" We all announced excitedly together upon hearing the news.
"Um mom?"
"Yes David?" she asked.
"Um, ah...you gonna tell her about us?"
"Why of course!" Mom said simply. "I've never kept a secret from your Aunt Jackie, and I'm certainly not about to keep one from her now. And just so you know, she's the one that told me that she thought the four of you would eventually end up getting together, only sooner rather than later. That's the only area she sort of missed, as she thought you'd have been doing something together far earlier than now."
"Well then, that's a relief!" Jack said feeling a lot more comfortable about everything. "So in other words, we don't have to run around behind anyone's back now...not ever again in fact!"
"Not as far as your father or I are concerned no, nor your Aunt Jackie either I can safely say. But, I will say this...I think that while we're here up at the cabin that whatever we do, whatever we experience or enjoy with one another, needs to stay here. Outside of that, it could cause a great deal of problems for everyone, especially for your father and I, and even your Aunt Jackie. So...can we all agree on that?"
We did, unequivocally, which in a way, we'd already agreed to even before now.
"Well, now that that's all settled, anyone in the mood for a game? Because I certainly am!" Jessica said.
"Ah oh..." Darlene mused. "She has that look in her eye once again."
"What look?" Dad asked looking over towards her.
"You'll see," Darlene warned him, but then dad suddenly had the same look on his face that Jessica did.
"Now I know where she got that from!" Jack stated looking back and forth between the two of them as they sat with the same silly grin on their faces.
#
Long ago, mom and dad had made it a point of keeping the modern conveniences down to a minimum, which was the main reason we still didn't have a TV at the cabin, not even for watching movies on. They did have a couple of radios, though those were primarily used for emergency purposes, though later on, as kids, we were allowed to occasionally listen to music, though only then as long as we kept it down and to a minimum. So it was, we'd collected a rather extensive amount of board games that we often played together as a family. One of the reasons perhaps that Jessica still had such a pension for playing games, and seemed to delight in it, whenever we still did, especially lately, when it came to playing the more adult versions she'd soon got the rest of us involved in.
For as late in the summer as it was, the days were still warm though the night had begun to get cooler. Jessica had gone in, coming back out a short time later with an all too familiar game in her hands.
"Twister?" Mom said raising her eyebrows? "God Jessica, I'm not sure I'm agile enough to play something like that...and naked?" she asked secondly.
"Nonsense!" Jessica stated already unfolding the multicolored plastic mat laying it out on the ground. "And besides, I think you and dad might actually enjoy this version of the game."
Even dad had frowned, starting to wave Jessica's idea off until he'd heard her say what she had. Suddenly, he had that same silly grin on his face he'd been wearing only moments ago.
"Which is?" He then asked interestedly.
We all quickly gathered around to listen to whatever "rules" Jessica had obviously come up with, which was something she was famous for doing, and we'd all learned to simply accept whatever it was once we'd decided to go along with it. And under the circumstances, playing twister in the nude suddenly sounded really interesting.
"For the most part, we play normal rules, the difference being in this x-rated version, we all score additional points for managing to accomplish different things."
"Like what?" Jack asked impatiently.
"I was just getting to that," she said staring him down. "After you've spun the wheel and placed whatever body part it's told you to place on whatever color comes up, when anyone can then either manage to connect up," she said grinning making it clearly obvious as to what she meant by that, "They both get five points. Anyone who's in a position to perform an oral sex act on someone else scores three points. And anyone who can at the very least touch someone else in a sexual way, scores two points. Now then, anyone falling over, or unable to position themselves according to the way the game is normally played in the meantime, is then out for that round. We'll play a few rounds, see how it goes, and keep track of everyone's individual points, how's that sound?"
It sounded deliciously wicked, especially as we'd now be including our own parents in our newfound intimate adventures.
"Ok David, looks like your first!" Jessica stated as I spun the wheel and placed my right foot on a blue circle.
Eventually everyone including Jessica had done so, the mix-mash of positions already getting interesting as we began the second spin of the wheel. We decided that there had to be at least two turns before anyone could start claiming points, but I immediately did so, having to place my right hand on a yellow circle, still keeping my right foot on a blue one. This put me directly in front of mom, so since I was in the position to do so, I placed my mouth right next to her pussy and licked her.
"Oh my!" Mom exclaimed, half jumping after I had, not entirely expecting it, much to the surprise and delight of everyone else, including dad who laughed uproariously. "Leave it to David to be the first one to lick someone's split!" he stated.
"Which scores three points by the way," Jessica grinned as Darlene was next to take a turn, though the best she could come away with was a cock grab as she found herself standing, spread legs apart and just managed to reach over and grab Jack's. "And that's only good for one point," Jessica noted.
It probably would have been a fun game under normal circumstances, but this wasn't, not really. No one had said or mentioned anything about not doing what was begun. And as I continued to kneel there, I continued licking mom's cunt. Pretty soon, she threw away all pretense to what I was doing, and simply sat down in front of me laying back, likewise, I gave up as well, and began to seriously suck her clit like there was no tomorrow.
"Well, so much for that idea!" Jack exclaimed laughing, seeing the surprised look on Jessica's face as she stood there holding her neatly arranged clipboard with our scores on it. Seconds later, she was laughing too, and tossed it over her head behind her.
"Well, don't just stand there watching the two of them going at it!" She exclaimed. "Someone better get their ass over here and start eating me too!"
I've never seen my father move so fast before.
#
It was probably a damn good thing we were in such a remote spot and that it was such a nice warm day. Everywhere you looked, there seemed to be someone doing something to somebody. The fact that I had gotten my own mother off with my mouth didn't really dawn on me until afterwards. And even then, it didn't feel strange or weird in anyway. Maybe the fact that we'd all come to accept that "up here" was something that transcended normal value, morals or rules. I don't know, but the incredible closeness we all felt while being here now included our own parents. I had watched both Jessica as well as Darlene eventually fondling or sucking off our father, with each eventually fucking him until they'd exhausted him thoroughly. I had also watched mom lovingly pleasure Jack while she sat on my prick, facing away from me, Jack standing over the two of us as she held him in her mouth, Jessica and Darlene at the time in a very similar position over dad.
The following morning mom and dad left to pick up our Aunt Jackie from the airport. The four of us spent the better part of the day recuperating from the past couple of days, wondering while we did what our Aunt might do or say once she'd been told everything. And though we had all learned much about her own relationship with mom and dad, it didn't necessarily mean, nor had any of us given thought to the fact that she'd willingly accept that, or have any desires whatsoever to include any of us should she even wish to continue on her own intimacies either with mom, or dad let alone any of us.
So it was that we just spent the day together out on the lake, sunbathing, napping and doing a little swimming without any sort of sexual activities whatsoever. We had just finished preparing a light easy dinner, something that could be served shortly after their return when we heard dad's car pulling up on the gravel driveway next to the cabin. The four of us scurried outside to greet my Aunt, somewhat nervously as we did.



Aunt Jackie had hardly changed at all since the last time we had all seen her, but obviously to her, we had as she came to embrace us all individually the moment she got out of the car. She still wore her hair in the same long ponytail she always had, and had the same somewhat freckled tan that spread across her more than ample breasts, just peeking through the man's denim work-shirt that she wore, one more button open than what some might consider appropriate. But that was Aunt Jackie.
"Well, well! Obviously the four of you have certainly grown up some since the last time I saw you all, in several ways," she paused smiling, letting us know as she did that mom and even dad most likely had already filled her in. "Well, don't just stand there with shit eating grins on your faces! Get the rest of my luggage and bring it in, we have a lot of catching up to do!"
Jack and I grabbed the luggage, one large and two small bags, looking at one another curiously. Aunt Jackie was only going to be here five days, but from the looks of it, you'd have thought she was staying over a month!
"Beats me!" Dad said shrugging his shoulders, as though he'd been reading our minds, obviously he'd been surprised too when they picked her up from the airport. But Jack and I soon followed everyone inside as the girls were already chatting away merrily as they showed Aunt Jackie up to what would have been our room, though we'd already discussed the sleeping arrangements previously, with Jack and I already prepared to be sleeping downstairs next to the fire place on the floor.
And we did indeed catch up over dinner, soon after coming back inside as the night cooled. So far, nothing at all had been mentioned about our mutual family intimacies, though we had all silently wondered about her thoughts during most of the evening, waiting for Aunt Jackie to be the one to rise up the subject, if she even did. But that question was soon answered for us.
After we had come back inside, Aunt Jackie had gone upstairs to her room coming down a short time later wearing a comfortable looking bathrobe, and carrying one of her two small bags she'd brought along with her.
"We're going to need some comfy space," she stated simply tossing her small bag down on the floor along with several throw pillows off the couch. We all looked back and forth at one another wondering, though I noticed that mom was already smiling, if not downright laughing as Jackie continued to rearrange things to her satisfaction. Once she had done so, she turned facing Jack and I along with dad. "You three take a load off for a while," she began. "You're certainly invited to watch if you'd like, but in the beginning, I just want some time to really get to know my nieces," she stated. I honestly thought when she said that, that she was talking about "just the women" spending the balance of the evening yap yapping together or something in front of the fire, but even before she'd finished speaking, she had taken off her robe, revealing the fact that she was entirely naked beneath it.
"Well? You two just going to stand there gawking at me? Or are you going to join your mother and I?"
Mom indeed had already begun removing her clothing the moment Aunt Jackie had peeled off her robe. Darlene and Jessica suddenly flew into action, soon doing the same, moments later the four of them all naked together now, settled into and onto the sea of couch cushions and throw pillows she had so carefully arranged.
"Like I said, you three can certainly watch if you'd like, and even do whatever, but for a while, it's just gonna be us girls," she said with a no nonsense tone of voice as she looked at us.
Dad quickly took a seat on one of the nearby over-sized chairs, Jack taking the other matching twin leaving me with the couch, though I didn't mind that so much as I was also the closest to the four women as they soon joined one another down on the floor. And then acting as though we weren't even there, Aunt Jackie soon positioned herself, directing mom to join her, which she soon did, sliding almost immediately into a position that the two of them were obviously very familiar with. Scissoring themselves against one another, they began an erotic dance of sorts, slowly pressing themselves pussy to pussy as Jackie had Darlene pour a small amount of lubricant between them until they were slick, gliding even more easily against one another.
"Play with my breasts honey," Aunt Jackie told Darlene, and you play with your mothers," she likewise directed Jessica. "Then afterwards, we'll do the same thing for you two," she finished.
Once again, the four of them didn't even acknowledge the fact the three of us were even there, not even when dad slid his pants down around his ankles and sat fondling his hard prick did they even acknowledge that. They were so absorbed in their own little isle of Lesbos there on the floor, as mom and her sister reacquainted themselves, joyfully grinding their cunts against one another until they seemed to reach a mutual climax, their ecstasy and pleasure clearly being seen and heard as they came.
Uncunting, and without even speaking the words, Darlene soon slipped between mom's legs, with Jessica doing the same to our Aunt, now licking them both simultaneously as the four lay side by side, turning that into a mutual daisy chain as Mom began licking Jessica, who was of course licking our Aunt, who was then eating Darlene's pussy as the four of them lay erotically so intertwined with one another.
"Damn!" I heard Jack groan softly, only then glancing over towards him, seeing that he too had now freed his own prick and like dad, sat contentedly jerking himself off while he watched the spectacle of soft female flesh below him. With both Jack and my father now doing that, I soon joined them, my prick was already throbbing urgently enough as it was. Kicking back on the couch, I soon removed my jeans entirely, now laying on my side watching the girls on the floor below as they moved from the circle of cunnilingus delight into something else entirely once again at my Aunt Jackie' suggestion.
She'd instructed my sisters to pretty much get into the same "scissored" position that she and mom had gotten into themselves when all this began, which they did, but then I watched as she reached over unzipping the small bag she had carried down the stairs.
"Ah yeah, thought you two might enjoy trying this," she stated reaching in, and then drawing out what appeared to be one of those double dildo's which it was, though obviously a bit more than that too. Turning on the small side switch to show them, we all watched as it seemed to wiggle about all by itself, twisting and turning randomly as it rested within her hands. "Obviously, you can increase the speed too!" she announced, "but this one's nice while you're getting used to it."
"Holy shit!" Jessica exclaimed wide-eyed, but more than eager to try it out. We all watched as mom gingerly guided in one half of it into Darlene's cunt as Aunt Jackie helped Jessica with her half of it. Once it was comfortably inside both of them, and once they had managed to press themselves together again, Jackie switched it on.
"Fuck me!" Jessica exclaimed almost immediately, though the look on Darlene's face said the very same thing though she remained speechless, yet wild-eyed. Both Jackie and mom laughed.
"It is indeed doing just that sweetie!" Jackie exclaimed, "Though it feels even better when you help things along by pushing with it, and against it," she further instructed.
I lay on the couch watching, my prick harder than ever as I stroked it, watching the look on my sister's faces as they lay there humping against one another, the double-dildo completely out of sight now however, connecting the two of them internally as mom now pulled on and played with Darlene's breasts and nipples just the way she liked it, with Aunt Jackie doing the same to Jessica's, though leaning over on occasion to suck and nip at them just as she liked as well.
"Obviously, they've already shared notes!" Jack commented, once again briefly stealing a look his way when he did, seeing him fisting his prick rapidly now, sitting up, though leaning forward as he did as Darlene looked at him through glazed smiling eyes watching him jerk off only inches away from her face.
"Give it to me!" she breathed hotly. Jack slid from his chair onto the floor now joining them, and though it might not have been my Aunt Jackie's initial plan, she soon smiled towards me, motioning me over towards her as well.
"Might as well come join us too then," she stated inviting both dad and I over simultaneously. "Been a while since I've had two cocks to suck," she then stated, informing us both as to what her intentions and desires were. Dad and I just smiled at one another somewhat shyly at first as Aunt Jackie placed our respectively sized pricks against one another, holding them there within her hand, then somehow managing to place her mouth over the two of us together, not quite fitting us both fully in, but enough so that it felt oddly nice, and looked even more so as she knelt there sucking the two of us with our cocks pressed together side by side.
Kneeling there, seeing this, feeling this, I then glanced over towards Jack, saw that mom had now joined Darlene in licking his cock, two pairs of lips wrapping about it as he tossed his head back, eyes closed, obviously enjoying it. The sensation below of Darlene and Jessica, still rhythmically humping against one another, the soft whir of the vibrating spastic prick inside the two of them as they continued fucking one another, merely added to the almost overwhelming sensory input my own cock was feeling from all of this. But it was Jessica's probing finger that did it for me quite unexpectedly a moment or two later. She had wet her finger, sucking it, and then placed it against my ass, teasing me for several moments. I soon felt the gentle push of it inside, then more as her finger slid home tickling my prostate as she wormed it around, the simultaneous sensation of Aunt Jackie's mouth still soft-sucking the super-sensitive head of my dick.
"Oh fuck!" I exclaimed, feeling the surge, unable to control it as it had come about so unexpectedly.
Truth was, I didn't know who actually came first, me or dad, as we both seemed to do so simultaneously. Looking down, feeling the eruption begin, I was surprised to see an almost identical one leaping from the head of dad's prick as well. Aunt Jackie was suddenly fighting to consume the two of us, eventually giving up and just delighting in watching us as we sprayed her, as well as one another as she continued holding onto our pricks, pumping them up and down against one another, both cocks still spurting, juicing, and spraying fuck butter everywhere.
It was at that moment I then heard Jack's own cry of release, the deep-throated groan, drawing my still half-closed eyes over that way. I watched as his spunk flew into my sister's mouth as she greedily accepted it, only reluctantly giving way, as she then shared his prick with our mother, feeding it to her as she too then sucked it, drawing from it the last remaining spurts of his own powerfully intense orgasm.
I along with Jack and dad soon after collapsed, all three of us retreating back to our respective positions on the chairs and the couch.
"Well, now that the three of you are all out of the way again for a while, we can go back to enjoying ourselves," Aunt Jackie stated, though she was grinning lewdly at us when she said it. "At least when we're all ready for you three again, you'll be able to last a bit longer perhaps."
It was clearly evident that both Darlene as well as Jessica were nearing their own pleasures by now, as punctuated by my one sister's breathing, and by Darlene's continued glazed look, that looked even further away at this point. Jackie then scooted over to one side, some sort of silent signal passing between her and my mother as she then did the same, inching along down the opposite side, where they both then reached over, spreading the respective splits of my sisters, and even more fully exposing their tender hard pink clits. Then as one, they leaned over, capturing each, and sucked.
It was a single explosive comment announced simultaneously, "Oh fuck!" As they both came.
#
As Darlene and Jessica lay there trying to collect themselves and gather their wits about them, Aunt Jackie once again reached inside the small black bag.
"I forget, who went first last time?" she asked.
"You did," mom answered simply.
"Ah yeah, you're right," Jackie said smiling as she then drew out what appeared to be some sort of strap on device, a black leather harness with a rather real looking cock like appendage hooked to it which she soon after handed over to mother.
I said nothing, as neither did any of us, watching mom as she nonchalantly strapped on the enormous fake prick and then stood patiently waiting on my Aunt. "How would you like me?" she asked.
"How else? On your knees!" Mom grinned wickedly as Aunt Jackie immediately assumed the position facing towards me as I now sat up, as was my prick in facing her.
"Hmm, that's something I haven't enjoyed doing in a while," she then added before mom could snuggle herself up behind her. Aunt Jackie then half-crawled over towards the couch where I was sitting. "How'd you like to titty-fuck me?" she asked, "While your mother's fucking me from behind?"
"Oh...hell yes!" I responded eagerly, then slid forward on the couch just enough that I remained comfortably positioned as Aunt Jackie cupped her breasts, placing them warmly and snuggly around my erect prick.
"Ok Darla," Aunt Jackie said addressing mom, "Put it in!"
Mom began fucking my Aunt, as she in turn held her breasts sandwiching my cock in between them. Her enormous hard nipples actually rubbing along the side of my shaft as she bent them inwards, ensuring she too felt pleasure from it as she self-stimulated her nipples while simultaneously masturbating my shaft with her tits.
"Pour a little lubricant on us," She told Darlene who had finally sat up, taking a renewed interest in what was now going on. I felt the warm slick oil bathing my cock, now far more slippery as my Aunt worked her tits up and down my shaft, mom still kneeling behind, driving the fake prick in and out of my Aunt's cunt, causing her to groan uncontrollably as she did so. "There's another one in the bag if you want to try it out," she told Darlene, who grinned looking over towards her sister.
"Sure! Why the hell not?" Jessica agreed, helping my sister with it as they soon after joined the three of us side by side.
"Would you like me to titty-fuck you Jack?" Jessica asked, only having to ask him once as he quickly came over to the couch sitting down next to me, Jessica now likewise wrapping her own marvelous tits around my brother's cock until the two of us were being gloriously tit-bated side by side, while Darlene fucked Jessica, and Mom continued slamming into Aunt Jackie's wet slippery cunt from behind her. Each one now making wet slapping flesh noises as they thrust away, sloppy slick cunt sounds as the juices flowed becoming even more abundant during their respective couplings.
Dad was the only one seemingly left out, though he obviously didn't seem to mind it too much, now standing and walking over to stand behind mom and Darlene, once again fisting his re-aroused cock.
"Let me know when you're getting close, so I can try and time mine with yours," Jackie told me, which I did several minutes later, feeling the telltale sensation of sweetness suddenly build alerting me to that fact.
"Ah...fuck, soon!" I warned her. "Soon!"
"Now Darla, now!" Aunt Jackie responded, as did mom, now thrusting into her from behind hard and fast, making it even more difficult to keep my cock sandwiched between my Aunts tits though I somehow managed it. Moments later I felt the surge, felt the pleasure grip my prick, and then the joyful release as I came. It wasn't quite the explosion I had had the first time, though the sensation was nearly as pleasurable. I had in fact literally shot my wad so to speak, so there wasn't much juice that leapt from my prick, but it did ooze deliciously out of my dick, and then like warm syrup over pancakes, pouring over and down my Aunt's tits, mingling with her fingers as she continued pumping her breasts up and down together, all the while screaming out her own wanton pleasure.
Looking up, I saw dad's face grimace briefly, then watched as he too again came, only surprisingly so, as unlike myself, his cock lurched, showering a rather impressive load over the backsides of both mom as well as Darlene as he expertly finished jacking himself off. And as had been the case in nearly every instance, hearing, seeing, and watching one another, Jack too soon climaxed once again, though Jessica quit pumping him with her tits, mouthing him instead as she took whatever load he still had, sucking it down as she engulfed him, all the while moaning and groaning around his half-swallowed prick as she came.
"Well, what a nice start to a vacation!" Aunt Jackie announced some time later as we all lay sprawled around the room together, fully exhausted, and fully satiated. "Coming sweetie?" she asked holding out a hand towards my mother, pulling her up as she did. "You too Bradford," Aunt Jackie said smiling at dad, and though she'd called him by his formal name, which he usually hated even hearing, he smiled up at her delightedly, stood taking her other hand, and allowed Aunt Jackie to lead the two of them upstairs behind her.
"She's going to out distance us all, you do know that," Jack said smiling contentedly, and then the four of us collapsed in a heap on the floor falling asleep together.
#
Once again I woke to the smell of freshly brewed coffee, soon slipping out of the heap of flesh I'd been snuggled in against, joining my Aunt and mother as they sat at the kitchen table quietly chatting over a cup. Pouring one for me, Aunt Jackie invited me to sit down, joining them.
"So, obviously you now know it all," she began. "Still ok with it?" she asked.
"How could I not be?" I answered back truthfully, and though it had all been quite a bit to digest at once, I now saw my Aunt, let alone the rest of my entire family in a whole new way.
"Good," she said simply taking another sip. "Perhaps later, when you're more fully awake, you wouldn't mind slipping it to your Aunt then," she grinned slyly, even making mom blush the way she said it. "Always wondered what that would be like with you," she said honestly. "Sort of always hoped that we might, but now that everything's out in the open like this..." she left off smiling at me.
"That sounds wonderful," I told her, but then also added. "But I probably do need to wake up a bit first," I said sheepishly, not quite fully awake yet.
"Oh no rush, and besides, the girls are taking the boat and the pontoon out later for a little nap in the sun out on the water as well. So most likely, later on this evening then," she said once again smiling at me.
"That sounds good," I agreed. "Might take a little nap myself up on the deck later, make sure I'm all invigorated and energized for tonight then."
"What about you Darla? You coming out with us?" Jackie asked.
"Oh no, not me. Can't swim a stroke, but you already know that," she said glaring at her sister. "Never get me out on that tiny boat on the water for all the tea in China!"
Jackie just shook her head laughing. "Never understood that," she said. "Ever since we were kids, couldn't even get you to run through the sprinklers with me, but you were sure as hell fond of the water faucet in the bathtub!"
Mom laughed, chastising her sister, taking the ribbing she'd just been given good-naturedly. "Running through the sprinklers didn't do anything for me," she said. "But laying beneath the faucet in the bathtub did!" Which is when Aunt Jackie looked at me, still laughing.



"And of course, now I know why you enjoyed doing that back then too!" She added knowingly. They both laughed at that, as I sat there blushing furiously.
#
Once everyone had finally gotten up and going, my Aunt Jackie along with Jessica and Darlene did indeed take the boat out. Dad and Jack had planned to go fishing, and though invited to join them, I was looking forward to a little sun and a nap myself up on deck. Mom busied herself about the cabin, straightening up just as she always did, though I heard her footsteps about an hour later as she came out to join me, carrying out a cold beer for both of us.
"How are the girls doing?" she asked.
"What? Oh...I don't know. Saw them go out but then I think I nodded off there for a while afterwards," I told her, glancing over, spotting dad's binoculars sitting on the table just as they always were. I picked them up, looking through them and quickly found the girls.
"Looks like they're...having fun," I finished smiling. "What a surprise," I added half laughing.
"Let me see," mom said taking the binoculars from me to have a look for herself.
Sure enough, even at this distance you could see something was going on, but through dad's high-powered binoculars, it was almost like being there.
Even mom laughed as she looked through them. "Leave it up to your Aunt to come up with something like that," she told me as she handed back the glasses to me.
I looked through them again, now taking even more of an interest as I felt my cock beginning to swell. Darlene and Jessica were on their backs, once again almost pussy to pussy with Jackie kneeling between them, fingering one, licking the other, though she often switched off going back and forth between them.
"She really is something, I'll say that," I said still looking through the glasses, then feeling the touch of mom's hand as she began to lightly caress my ever growing erection which wasn't hard to conceal as I'd been sitting there naked basking in the sun.
"Keep telling me what they're doing," she said huskily as she stood slipping out of her sundress until she too was as naked as I was.
Once again I felt mom's hand on my prick as she began playing with it, taking a moment to look over towards her as she sat in the other lounge chair beside me, her free hand down between her own legs playing with herself. I looked through the glasses once again.
"Well, now they're switching positions. Aunt Jackie's laying down, Darlene's now sitting on her face, and Jessica's now laying down between Aunt Jackie's legs, and it looks like, she's now starting to go down on her."
"Hmmm," mom moaned, her eyes closed, though I could now easily hear the moisture of her own pussy as she played in it, making erotic little sounds with her fingers as she finger-fucked herself, all the while still slow-stroking me.
I watched mom for a moment, actually finding what she was doing even more erotic than what I was seeing out on the pontoon, but I soon looked that way once again and remarked.
"They're still at it," I said. "Though Jackie's also playing with Darlene's tits now while she's fucking her face, and Jessica has now switched around so that she's cunt to cunt with Aunt Jackie."
"Oh yes...I do love that myself," Mom moaned, her fingers even more busy now, the sound of her sloppy wet cunt even more so as she sought to slip additional fingers inside herself, though sometimes merely slapping her own cunt with the palm of her hand as though it were perhaps Aunt Jackie's cunt mashing against her instead. Her other hand continued to fondle my cock, taking moments to squeeze it, producing a droplet or two of my own lubrications, which mom then used to further stimulate the head of my prick with, causing me to groan pleasurably as she did.
"Oh nice!" I said a few minutes later.
"What?" Mom asked breathlessly.
"Well for one, your hand, that feels nice too. But for another, they just switched positions again, now they're all curled up together in another daisy-chain, sort of like the one you all four where in last night."
Mom giggled, "Yeah, and your cock feels nice too," she told me. "I love stroking it, its all so nice and hard," she said giving it another friendly little squeeze, and then changing the subject, asking. "So who's doing who?"
I looked. "Well at the moment, Aunt Jackie's licking Darlene, and Darlene's licking Jessica, and she of course is licking Aunt Jackie."
"Oh God, I love it when she does that," Mom wailed audibly. "But I enjoyed it when you did that to me too," she added.
"Would you like it now?" I asked putting down the binoculars, and without waiting for an answer, slid out of my chair, tossing a cushion down on the deck to kneel on as I snuggled in between mom's legs, draping one of them over the arm of the chair, and the other over my shoulder as I leaned in and began to tickle her hard sweet clit with my tongue.
"Oh yes! Yes! Just like that David, Yes!"
I loved the way mom's pussy tasted, it was so preciously sweet.
"Oh baby, that feels so damn good!" Mother moaned loudly giving herself into it then. I smiled around her clit, softly sucking it.
"Finger me too," she then added, and then added after that a question. "Would you mind if I squirted?" she asked.
"Squirted? You do that?" I asked in surprise.
"I do when you finger me just right," she admitted shyly. "Always feels so good when I do, and especially when I'm having my clit sucked as well."
"How? Show me!" I said excitedly.
She laughed, "Put two fingers just inside, then curve them upwards a little, you'll feel a soft fleshy little spot, massage that with the tips of your fingers like you're walking them...that's my "G" spot," she informed me. "Yes...yes, just like that," she said as I did so. "Just keep doing it like that, but go back to soft-sucking and flicking my clit again with your tongue. "I'll tell you when I'm going to cum so you can watch it," she informed me.
I continued walking my fingers against her spot, feeling her shudder beneath me as I did, alternating between sucking her clit firmly with my lips, and flicking it softly, though rapidly now with my tongue.
"Now harder! Harder!" she cried. "Suck my clit harder now, and keep working your fingers!"
I did so, soon after feeling her tense, and then feeling her hand on my forehead as she shoved me out of the way, though in truth, I'd have enjoyed continuing to lick her, though the streamer of nearly clear fluid that suddenly arched out of mom's cunt would have half-drowned me if I had.
"Holy shit!" I remarked watching her pussy spray as she agonized almost deliriously through the eruption, now slapping it herself with her hand, making the continued squirts pulsate in quick thin streamers as it continued to shoot out of the depths of her cunt farther than I had ever shot a nice hard load myself, or so it seemed anyway.
"Damn mom, that was hot!" I told her minutes later after her pussy had finally quite convulsing, her face bright red with the exquisite pleasure of it, though I think too with a bit of embarrassed excitement that I had actually witnessed it.
"Really? You enjoyed watching that?" she asked.
"Hell yes, doesn't dad?" I questioned making her blush even further then.
"Well, he says he does, but I think it still freaks him out when I do it, so I don't do it very often, usually when I'm just by myself, or whenever I'm with your Aunt Jackie of course. She's the one who taught me how to do it."
"Does she do it too?"
"Oh yes, whenever you do to her the same thing you just did to me, she does," mom said still trying to catch her breath.
I smiled, making a note of that. "Don't tell her you showed me," I stated. "Let me surprise her a little next time we're together."
Mom laughed at that too. "Oh, it will alright," mom grinned. "It certainly will that! Now then, what you'd you like to do?" she asked.
Her pussy was still obviously soaked. "I think I'd like to fuck that, see how it feels," I told her.
"Hmm, I'd enjoy that too," she grinned. "Why don't you lie down on the deck, let me sit on you."
"Just what I was thinking," I told her, laying down, grasping my mother's free swinging tits in my hands as she did, mounting me, sliding that gloriously wet slick pussy over my shaft just as we heard footsteps coming out onto the deck behind us.
"What do you want to bet they were watching us through these?" Jessica said as she held up the binoculars. "Any bets? And why's the deck so wet anyway?" She then asked. "You guys spill something?"
#
After dinner that evening, I went for a short walk with my Aunt. "Don't be gone too long," Jessica told us both. "There's a fun naughty little game I thought we could all play later," she told us. "We're making up some Jell-O shooters for it now."
"Sounds fun," Aunt Jackie said. "And I promise, we won't be gone too long, just long enough," she grinned broadly, and then took me by the hand leading through the woods along the deer trail towards the beach.
"Well...don't wear him out either!" Jessica called out at us as we disappeared, laughing as she did so.
I followed behind as Aunt Jackie led me down the trail, suddenly veering off heading in another direction. We soon reached another clearing where we stopped briefly.
"Years ago when your grandfather first bought this land, his intention was to build a small little cabin right here. But as you know, he died before he could ever do that, and your dad eventually built the other one where it is instead. But I wanted to bring you here to this place to show you something," she told me, and then led me off towards the tree line on the opposite side of the clearing. Moments later we arrived at an old tree stump that had been cut perfectly leveled. Behind it stood another majestic tree and I noticed that there were two nylon ropes hanging down from it. Aunt Jackie took them handing them to me. "Here, hold these."
I did so, watching now as she slipped out of her jeans and the all too familiar denim work shirt she always wore. Not surprisingly, she was braless beneath it as she soon revealed her still magnificently shaped breasts. Although it was beginning to cool in the late afternoon, it was still just warm enough that being naked outside wouldn't be uncomfortable, though I noticed her nipples had already hardened. I wondered briefly if that was indeed from the sudden caress of the mountain air, or her being aroused, though most likely a combination of both.
She turned smiling at me. "Now, tie both of my wrists while I finish the story," she said standing on the tree stump now which was buttressed up against the tall living tree she leaned against,
As I began tying her wrists with the rope as she'd asked, I felt my erection already growing in curious excitement at what we'd soon be doing here.
"This is the spot where your mother and I used to come, hide, and watch as our dad and mom fucked, here on this very stump."
"Really?" I said then seeing it in my mind, though I barely remembered my grandfather now as I'd been so young when the two of them had died.
"Oh yeah," she grinned as I finished securing her. "It was really exciting to watch them as they did, mom tied just as your doing to me, standing here on this very stump while dad fucked her while she stood here. Eventually when your mom and dad married, Darla and I showed your father this place, and sometimes he'll bring us both here, tie us up and fuck us, taking turns at it." Aunt Jackie told me. "Anyway, I wanted to share the tradition with you," she finished just as I did.
I was hard as a rock, which I quickly proved to her, slipping out of my own clothing with lightening speed, seeing her somewhat suspended there now having secured the ropes, her hands now well above her head, her breasts naturally lifted which I began toying with as she stood there.
"Oh yeah, tease me," she begged. "Touch me in any way you'd like, spank me even," she added waiting for my response.
She turned, offering me her backside, which I then hand slapped though not too terribly hard when I did it, though the slap on her twin ass cheeks sounded loud even then.
"Harder!"
I did it again, a little harder this time, now seeing the redness of my hands imprint on one of her cheeks.
"Again! On the other one!"
Once again I spanked her, the sound seemingly louder this time, though the redness matched her first spanked cheek.
"Slap my tits!"
"What?"
"You heard me, slap my tits too!" she now demanded.
I took a little off it, slapping one of them, watching her breast woggle somewhat after the impact.
"Again, and trust me David, as aroused as I am at the moment, it really doesn't hurt, not in a bad way. Now...do it again."
I did so, slapping her other tit, likewise watching it woggle briefly, then hit the other one again doing the same thing.
"Yes!" she groaned appreciatively. "Now, come over here and fuck me!"
Standing on the stump as she was, she was right at the perfect height, stepping up to her, I decided to tease her a bit more, suddenly remembering what my mother had told and shared with me, grinning to myself as I approached, taking my cock in hand which I now began rubbing against the outside of her lips, caressing them, teasing her, teasing her clit.
"Oh fuck that's nice!" she moaned straining against the ropes holding her hands as I continued gliding my prick up and down her wet split, slapping it against her clit, spreading her lips apart with one hand while I did.
"Fuck me!" she demanded once again. But I wasn't about to, not yet anyway, I had something else in mind I wanted to do before doing that, and I then knelt down in front of her, hinting at what was to come as I touched her clit with my tongue, tickling it.
"Oh yes...yes! YES!" she cried out feeling it as I did so, then adding a finger, then a second, finding her sweet spot as I began walking my fingers gently back and forth against it, only then looking up into her eyes, seeing her expression, the knowing look. "She told you didn't she?" Jackie grinned broadly.
I laughed, "Remember the wet deck?" And then she laughed.
"Oh fuck, I should have known," she stated as I began sucking her hard precious clit even more firmly now, my fingers beginning to stroke her precious spot feeling her squirming against me, the pull of the ropes around her wrists as she strained them.
"Oh fuck, David...David! I'm going to cum!"
Still sucking her clit, I felt the force of the explosion hit me squarely in the face. Though I had expected, even anticipated it, it still took me by surprise. Catching her sweet essence in my mouth, there was still too much of it. I leaned back, her streamers still splashing against me as I continued to pummel my Aunt's cunt with my fingers, now taking delight in her warm juice as it continued to spurt, bathing me.
"Oh fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" she screamed, the sound of her pleasures filling the night sky. Only then did I stand, once again placing the head of my prick at her opening, shoving it in even as she continued to cum, and continued to squirt.
"Had a feeling you two would be here, especially once I heard her screams," I heard mother saying as she walked up behind me, the feel of her naked flesh pressing against me, effectively sandwiching me between the two of them. I felt her hand reaching around, down, grasping my cock with each thrust, her fingers now twiddling her sister's clit as I did, occasionally feeling them as she grasped me, fondling before reinserting my prick back inside my Aunt.
"And I'm sure we'll have additional company soon too," Aunt Jackie stated as I continued fucking her, feeling my own pleasure rapidly building, mom's hand now rubbing my prick up and down my Aunt's slick sloppy split.
"Oh fuck, gonna cum, gonna cum," I warned already feeling the surge as I spoke, looking down now as I saw the first spurt of my cream explode from the head of my prick, covering Jackie's clit as mom continued milking it, pumping out more, covering her lips in a voluminous cascade of creamy white fuck butter.
Spent, I stepped back half staggering as I did. Mom, now kneeling in front of my Aunt, her sister, and began lapping up the sticky mess of my cream that coated and covered her cunt. Jackie moaned pleasurably as mom did so, and then laughed looking up.
"Told you!" she said laughing even harder now as I looked in the direction she was, and grinned myself upon seeing the entire family heading this way. But even funnier, they all carried folding chairs, and also noted that Darlene seemed to be balancing a tray as well, which could only be the Jell-O shooters they'd made earlier.
"Looks like we're going to be here a while," Jackie said as dad came over and began undoing my Aunt's wrists.
"Your turn?" he then questioned my mother as she excitedly shook her head yes.
#
Our time at the lake flew by all too quickly. Days later, it was time to leave, though we'd spent that last night pleasurably enjoying one another in ways I could only dream of. The following morning we sat down as a family around the table, enjoying one last breakfast together before packing up and getting ready to leave.
"So when's the big day Jessica?" Aunt Jackie asked her. Jack's was still several month's off yet, though he too would be working towards that himself.
"Two months from now," she answered. "Maybe..." she added with a cautionary response.
"Why maybe?"
"Because after everything we've enjoyed, experienced and shared here this week, I don't want to go without knowing it again," she answered simply. "And I think it's only fair that I tell Mike about this before we are. If he's freaked out by it, which he may very well be, then I now know it's something I can't settle for, as I have every intention of coming up here again next summer, with...or without him."
One of the things we had all discussed previously during the week, was plans to come here again of course, something Aunt Jackie had also insisted on doing, scheduling her own vacation around it, though for two full weeks next time. We'd also agreed as a family, that though we had all enjoyed and shared this time together here, we also knew and were aware, that back in the real world, we'd all have to act and conduct ourselves like any other family. Also agreeing to refrain from any further intimate contact with one another, saving it for here, for this place only. Though in a way, it would make it, and keep it even more special when we did.
"Ditto that," Jack added after hearing Jessica's decision. "Though I think Patricia might be more inclined to go along with it, along with us once she's a member of the family," he said. "I happen to know that in the heat of the moment, she's shared a few things with me, things that she and her brother Tim used to do together. And though it's been a very long time since they have, she did tell me she still looks back on those times with a great deal of fondness. So once I explain everything to her about us, about all this while we're here...especially here, she just might be so inclined to go along with it all."
Though neither Darlene nor I had any ongoing permanent relationships ourselves at the moment, we too both agreed and knew that one day we'd most likely have to deal with that same situation ourselves. But for the time being at least, that was a worry and concern for another day.
Right now, we were already looking forward to next summer.
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Jack Hammond was forty years of age, a successful businessman who'd made it big on the internet, and in doing so, had gone into business for himself, working out of his own home which saved him a lot on overhead. He was still considered attractive too, kept himself in reasonably good shape, working out during the day on his treadmill while on the phone doing business. With dark hair, just a touch of grey beginning at the temples, almost emerald green eyes, he'd had more than enough women take an interest in him. And under normal circumstances, he might have responded to that, but he had lost his wife just under two years ago, and hadn't found it appropriate to begin dating again. Something his own eighteen year old daughter had urged him to do.
Chris was his one and only daughter, being both mother and father to her had proven to be a full time job in and of itself, and though he tried to be a fair disciplinarian, he found himself caving into his daughter's wishes more often than not. It was simply too hard telling her no, especially when she gave him that cute little frowny faced expression she often did, though she did it knowing full well that Jack would most likely give in to whatever whim that she had, provided it didn't cost him a small fortune whenever she did that.
And to make matters worse, she reminded him a lot of Christina, his wife. Like her, Chris had blue eyes, almost a cobalt blue in color that was further enhanced by her nearly coal black hair, which she'd inherited from her mother. With an olive complexion to match, she looked very exotic, especially for her age, which often worried and concerned him with the number of boys that Chris seemed to be entertaining at the time, though luckily, she hadn't seemed to settle down seriously with any one of them...yet.
And in a way, he was also thankful for Chris's best friend Rachel, who spent most of her time over at their place as she had a house full of brothers and sisters, and loved the solitude that the two of them very often enjoyed together, even though Jack was usually home most of the day. So when the weekends came, and Chris wasn't in school, Jack usually found the two of them hanging out together around the house, with Rachel very often spending the night.
So in a way, it was as though he had two daughters, treated them very much the same, expecting them to be grown up enough to clean up after themselves without his having to chase them down in order to do something. And, as discussed and agreed to, Chris did most of the cooking on the weekend while Jack handled it during the week, ensuring Chris as well as Rachel, as she very often came over then too, had no excuses for not doing their homework.
It was early on the following Saturday morning when Jack received a call informing him that there had been some kind of foul up at the small manufacturing plant he processed his orders through. It didn't happen often, but when it did, he most often found himself staying late sorting everything out, and this sounded like it was going to be one of those nights. Jack had just hung up the phone when Chris as usual came racing around the corner heading upstairs to her room. He stopped her in mid stride just as she was about to bound up the stairs.
"Chris honey?"
"Yeah?" she immediately responded, somehow pirouetting perfectly on the steps just as though she'd choreographed the move.
"Looks like I'm going to be working late tonight," he told her. "So don't go to any big effort for dinner, whatever the two of you want to do tonight is fine, I'll pick up something later for myself." Jack was already assuming Rachel would be coming over, and by the look on his daughter's face, he knew that she was as Chris smiled broadly, meaning "Pizza" whenever that happened.
"Sorry dad," she honestly stated meaning it. Though he knew she was also delighted that she and Rachel would have the evening alone together, which meant they'd most likely being turning their music up considerably louder than he allowed them to do whenever he was home. And though there was also a good possibility of boys coming over now too, he had also put a great deal of trust in the two of them to behave themselves, "within reason anyway," he considered remembering how he was when he was their age.
He watched as Chris bounded up the remainder of the stairs, once again reminded of his own wife who very often did the very same thing.
Jack slowly followed Chris up to his own room, which was just down the hall from hers, though doing so at a significantly slower speed. Even as he reached the top of the stairs, he heard Chris closing her bedroom door, thus invoking the one rule they'd agreed on, and which he'd never broken. A door closed meant plain and simply, they weren't to be disturbed. Even Jack appreciated the fact that Chris honored that one herself, never bothering him whenever she found his own bedroom door shut. Not that it was very often, especially lately, but even though he hadn't been seeing anyone, Jack still had natural urges and desires, that he very often took care of himself. And in addition to that, he had kept and maintained a small collection of x-rated movies and a few pornographic magazines that he also kept in a safe place within his own room that he very often watched, or looked through whenever he did that.
Seeing her closed door, he couldn't help but wonder if his own daughter did that at times as well, and though he figured she probably did, usually for her closing her door meant that she wanted some privacy while on the phone. As he neared her bedroom, he in fact could hear her speaking and knew she was doing just that. Normally Jack would have walked right on by towards his own room, he'd never been in the habit of listening in on his daughter's phone calls before, and he wasn't considering it now. Until he heard her speak, unavoidably catching the words, stopping him cold just outside the door to her bedroom.
"Yeah, daddy's got to work late tonight Rachel, so yes...bring it over with you, I've always wanted to try it, so now would be the perfect time to do so!"
Jack had never feared that his daughter would ever involve herself with drugs, he had certainly worried about it to be sure, but he'd also candidly discussed it with her as well, receiving her assurance that she wouldn't as she had no interest in ever doing that. What he couldn't say the same thing for was Rachel, he also knew that one of her brothers had in fact been busted for smoking grass, and had always wondered then if Rachel herself had ever tried it, though he'd never asked her about it.
And that was another one of those, "Do as I say, not as I did things," which caused him a little grief as well, once again remembering what he'd been like at his daughter's age.
Jack was just about to leave when the phone rang again, he was relieved to hear that they had managed to sort out the invoicing/shipping problem and he wouldn't have to come in after all. Jack headed towards the kitchen to inform Chris of the very same when Rachel arrived, walking in carrying an overnight bag, which she very often did. Except that this time, he saw a subtle nervous expression showing on her face as she entered, and once again couldn't help wondering what it was she had brought over with her that he now knew they were being so secretive about. In the blink of an eye, Jack knew what he was going to do. And again, it wasn't because he didn't have faith in, or trust his own daughter, and as much as he really did like Rachel, he didn't have the same level of trust for her.
"Alright sweetie," he said speaking to Chris. "I'll most likely be home really late, so you two go ahead and order in Pizza, or whatever you'd like, just save a slice or two for me for later will ya?"
"Ok daddy," Chris said giving him a hug and a kiss, just as Rachel likewise did, seeing him out.
Jack drove down the street, quickly parking the car, and then made his way back to the house surreptitiously coming back down the alley that was used for garbage pickup out behind the row of houses. Quietly entering in through the service gate, Jack then made his way around the backside of the house, entering in through the garage as he had his keys, and stood by the door listening before entering. Though it was risky, he heard nothing and decided to chance entering. When he did, he could hear that the girls were already upstairs, though by the still muffled sounds, he also knew that the door to Chris's room was closed. And even though he wasn't expected to be there of course, no doubt Chris had chosen to close it as a further precaution in the event that he did, also knowing that Jack wouldn't disturb them even then, not as long as her door was obviously closed.
Slipping off his shoes, which he'd have done anyway leaving them at the back door, Jack quietly made his way up the stairs, cautiously approaching his daughter's bedroom, prepared to act quite naturally as though he had just then returned if he had to, using the real reason for doing so should he be caught. He soon reached the door, listening as the girls spoke in normal toned voices, obviously unconcerned and still somewhat assured they were alone.
"Wow, it really does look like a real one doesn't it? How's it feel anyway?" Jack heard Chris asking.
"Here, let me show you," Rachel responded.
Jack now knew what they were doing, and what Rachel had brought over with her. He could hear the tiny hum of the vibrating toy as they turned it on, heard his own daughter giggle as she must have touched herself with it.
"It tickles," she giggled, and then hearing a deeper tone of voice that he wasn't used to hearing when she added, "Oh...but that doesn't!"
Jack then heard another, and likewise knew that Rachel was now using one too. The image of her being the one stuck in his mind, imagining as he stood there what she must have looked like. He didn't even realize he had stood there rubbing his self through his pants, his prick hard, straining against the material.
"You know what would really be fun?" He then heard Chris asking.
"No what?"
"If we did this while watching one of dad's naughty movies!"
Jack froze, panic seizing him for a moment, still listening for the sounds of movement, his head turning looking back, realizing as he did so that he was further away from the landing than he was from his own bedroom.
"They still in the same place?" Rachel asked as Jack heard movement on the bed, or rather off it as someone got up.
He couldn't afford to just stand there any longer, sprinting in his stocking feet, hoping that his own hurried movement wouldn't be heard as he made it to his own room, immediately realizing however he was just as trapped there as anywhere, but then ducking into his own private bathroom, hoping against hope that Rachel wouldn't bother looking in there when she came in. He'd just barely stepped inside when he heard the door open to Chris's room, the sound of bare feet padding down the hallway. Jack could sense it, even before her heard her when she entered the room going immediately to the bottom drawer of his dresser where he kept all his porn stash.
He could hear Rachel rummaging around for a moment, the sound of tapes being looked at and returned. He found he was holding his breath, hoping she would soon select something and leave, allowing him to then do the same. Then she sneezed.
"Shit!" Jack heard Rachel say to herself as she sneezed again.
He heard the drawer close, she'd obviously chosen something, and then heard the sound of footsteps on the carpeted floor, but he realized too late they weren't heading out back through the doorway, but into the bathroom!
"Holy shit!" Rachel said, though thankfully not loud enough to be heard down the hallway, especially with the music playing in the room. Rachel stood, naked...one hand holding onto what was obviously one of his tapes, the other to her nose where she embarrassedly wiped it as she'd walked in, surprising Jack, surprising herself. "What the fuck?" She's said, then just as quickly collected herself and apologized, though still obviously off balance, as was Jack as they both stood there awkwardly eyeing one another. "I'm sorry...it's just that, what are you doing anyway?"
Rachel might have been naked, and under any other circumstances, Jack might have allowed himself to continue to stand there looking at her, but he soon followed her own gaze looking down at himself, and saw what she saw, now looking back up into her eyes with a horrified expression on his face. Not only was Jack still hard, his prick not yet aware of the consequences of still being so, but what he hadn't realized until now, was that he had a fairly obvious, fairly good sized wet spot that had appeared clearly on the front of his beige slacks.
"Jack?" Rachel asked once again, though she had lifted her arm covering her breasts, and then likewise realizing as she did what she held in her hand as she did so.
"Fuck!" Jack said sitting down on the toilet, he was screwed and he knew it! The moment Chris learned what he'd done, she'd probably never trust or believe him again. And Jack knew as he continued to sit there, with Rachel likewise standing in front of him as she was, just as stunned, if not more so than he was, that what Chris had been doing was perfectly natural, normal. What he had...wasn't, not really the way he saw it. And it was certainly something he'd never be able to adequately explain to her either.
"Wait here!" Rachel said suddenly surprising him. "Don't go anywhere, or do anything! I'll be right back!"
Rachel soon disappeared the sound of her hurried footsteps running down the hall, the door opening, closing again, leaving him to sit there wondering what the hell was going to happen now.
It seemed and probably felt like an eternity, but he soon heard the sound of the bedroom door opening, and then closing once again. For a moment he heard nothing, and then realized that Rachel had in fact reentered the bedroom, this time purposely quiet. He noticed that she had at least put on a bathrobe covering her nakedness, she put her fingers up to her lips, telling him as she did so that he was to be quiet as she took his hand and led him out of the room, past his daughters closed doors which they crept by even more quietly, and then down the stairs. Only when they reached the kitchen area did Rachel finally speak. "Go down stairs to the den, wait for me, I'll be right back!"
Once again she left, leaving him just as confused if not more so than he already was, returning a short time later, finding him just where she'd told him to go.
"You mind telling me what's going on?" Jack asked, finding his question to her to be as equally absurd as hers had to be in asking him the very same thing.
Rachel was still a bit breathless as she began. "I told Chris that when I stepped out to go get the tape," she blushed, "that I heard someone knocking on the door downstairs, so I went to have a peek, which is all I could do because I was naked, but then I saw it was my boyfriend Bobby, and so I told him to wait there for a moment, and that I'd be right back, which is when I then went back up to put on this robe. Anyway, to make a long story short," which Jack was happy to hear as he was still nervous about being there, she continued. "So I told Chris that I sorta had been expecting Bobby to show up, which he won't be by the way, and that I needed to spend a few minutes with him, and that I'd shoo him out as soon as I could. Since Chris doesn't really much care for him anyway, I know she won't come down and bother us. And besides, she's sort of busy herself at the moment," Rachel left off saying not really needing to say more.
"So now what?" Jack asked, figuring it was now time for his own explanation, though he still hadn't been able to come up with anything that would make any sense, or excuse himself for even being there, let alone caught in the condition that he had been when he was.
Rachel smiled, throwing him completely off at the moment, in a way he'd expected her to get angry now, and he knew Chris certainly would if she were to tell her. But she continued to stand there smiling at him, though he also knew she was thinking about something else as she did.
"I won't say anything to her," Rachel began, "If you don't!"
"Are you kidding me?" Jack stated. "I'll never say a word about any of this!"
"Not this...this!" Rachel said, and then she let her robe fall away, once again revealing her nakedness.
"Rachel, I...I can't! You're my daughter's age, as much as I might like to, want to...I can't!"
Though Jack had glimpsed at her nubile young body earlier, he hadn't really taken stock of it then, not like he did now as he stood there looking at her, Rachel so seductively posing herself, one finger actually near her lips, turned off to one side showing him her firm young body as she did so. Her pert young breasts so full, so firm, each capped with a rosy pink nipple, which were obviously, erect, something she now drew his eyes to as she stood there beginning to finger one.
"Maybe I am Jack," she said calling him by name in a tone of voice she'd never used before, sounding somehow far mature than her age, even dangerous in a way as she spoke. "But I've thought very often what it might be like to be with you, I've even thought about just coming up and telling you, but never found a way I could really do it, not until now anyway. And we don't have a lot of time either. I told Chris I wouldn't be gone any longer than a half an hour, just long enough to get my boyfriend off, before sending him home."
Jack continued to stand there dumbfounded at her words, almost paralyzed, speechless, and unable to think of anything to say, let alone do. Already he could feel his cock once again firming, hardening, even as much as he stood there trying to will it not too.
"Come on Jack, obviously you're horny, thinking about it, you certainly were earlier when I first saw you, so I know that you must have been. And I can tell that you are now too," she said suddenly reaching out, her hand coming into direct contact with Jack's cock through his pants as she drew closer to him, rubbing it, allowing her breasts to graze against his chest. "Like I said Jack, I'll never say anything about any of this...if you don't."
Whether it was her hand stroking his cock, or her nude body pressing so tantalizingly against him, he would perhaps never really know, but in the next instant, Jack picked her up, carrying her to the couch there in the den, laying her down on it as he quickly removed his clothing. He knew he had thrown all caution to the wind, all sense of moral values going right out the window. Even the thought of his daughter being upstairs added to the dangerous thrill and excitement of his fucking Rachel with the knowledge that she very well could walk in on them at any time. And even with that, he no longer cared, he felt the surge of excitement coursing through him. Jack soon joining Rachel there on the couch, his lips capturing one of those hard twin towers of lusty hardness, sucking it, nursing at it like a baby as she held his head, her fingers running through his hair, coaxing him to continue, and then urging him to taste and pull on the other with his lips.
"Are you..."
"A virgin?" Rachel giggled, finishing it for him. "No, though I might add, Chris still is, well...technically anyway." Though Jack didn't ask "And I'm on the pill too," she added, "Just in case you're wondering," which he had been. "But I've only done it a couple of times too," she now added once again, letting him know as she did that she was still inexperienced, yet anxious, hoping to become more so as she invited him to enter her.
"Not yet," Jack said as he slid down once again paying homage to her breasts briefly before lingering at a moment at her naval, kissing and licking it, giving hint to her as to his intentions.



"Oh God!"
"What?"
"Now that...I am!" she giggled pleasurably now well aware of what he was planning on doing to her.
"You mean no one has ever..."
"Nope! Not ever!" she giggled once again pleasurably, excitedly, all but pushing his head down even further now wanting to feel that even more than the other. Now for the first time, Jack grinned.
It had been a long time. "Too fucking long!" Jack told himself silently, and he made a mental note to change that, which in a way, he was doing now. Jack took another moment to part the young woman's lips, devouring them first with his eyes, taking in the sweetness of her womanly smell, and then lightly placing the tip of his tongue on the hard little knot of her clit as he tickled her there briefly.
"Oh my God!" Rachel moaned loudly, almost too much so, though Jack felt somewhat secure in the knowledge they were at least down stairs, far away from his own daughter's bedroom.
Jack began tonguing her seriously then, alternating between doing that and lightly sucking, drawing in her hard sweet clit, holding it, and then flicking it rapidly, his fingers finally joining the onslaught of her young tender cunt as he devoured her, tasting her juices which began flowing in abundance. Before either of them knew it, she was in the throes of orgasm, her pussy suddenly exploding, and the orgasmic bliss she began to feel seizing her body. Jack slid up, his prick easily locating her wetness, sliding in, filling her in one fell swoop. He heard the surprised intake of her breath, even as she continued to cum, cumming even harder then, if that were even possible as he began thrusting his prick in and out of her. Jack felt her hands surrounding him, felt her nails as they raked his back, knowing full well as they did that they'd leave marks on his flesh. He drove into her even deeper, harder. He felt her begin to climax once again though he was no longer sure when one climax began and another ended for her. It seemed to be continuous as she thrashed wildly beneath him crying out her pleasures until his own soon after joined hers as he felt his prick unleash his pent up frustrations, desires and needs, too long held inside.
"I'd better get back upstairs," Rachel said shakily, "Before Chris comes down here looking for me," she added with a wink. "Give us another half hour or so before you come home," she stated then.
Jack shook his head in understanding, only then beginning to dress, his mind reeling with what had just happened, mixed emotions regarding it flooding his senses.
Rachel reached the hallway looking back towards him. "And by the way, Chris sleeps like a rock once she is," she added. "So don't lock your bedroom door later," she grinned, and then disappeared up the stairs.
Jack felt his prick twitch, and smiled.
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It had been six months since I'd moved in next door to an amazing lady. She was in her early to mid sixties, had a vibrant warm personality, and immediately befriended me showing genuine concern after my divorce. Madeline and I became good friends. I very often stopped by after work to check on her, see how she was doing, and generally on the weekends, did a few odd jobs for her. Having Madeline as a friend, someone to talk to, made the days easier to deal with and not quite so lonely.
She was also a very attractive woman too, and even though she was at least twenty years older than I was, I had in fact entertained fantasies about her, though I would never have acted on them.
It was in the middle of the week that I woke to the sound of sirens and emergency vehicles just outside my window. Throwing on my robe, I dashed outside and stood waiting out on the sidewalk as the paramedics soon brought her out on a stretcher, loading her into the ambulance.
I managed to catch the real true fear in her eyes as they carried her by, reaching out to touch her forehead only briefly. As I did, I saw the telltale signs of stroke, now just as fearful as she as they loaded her into the emergency vehicle for the trip to the hospital.
I called a bit later of course, but as I wasn't a family member, there was little information they were willing to give me, except for saying Mrs. Jones was stable and that was all. The next day however, Janice, the older of her two daughters came by the house. Janice was my age, though perhaps younger by one or two years. And though we had never met formally, I knew enough about her from Madeline that I felt I knew her.
Janice too, like me...had recently been divorced. Seeing her pull her car into the driveway, I immediately headed over, though hesitant to ask, too curious and worried about my dear friend not to.
I stood at the screened kitchen door and knocked, moments later Janice appeared, saw me, and smiled, though it was an acknowledged friendly smile that she in fact somehow knew who I was.
"Hi, I'm Mark Edwards," I said introducing myself. "I live next door to your mother."
"Yes, I know, mom's told me a little bit about you, thank you for helping her around the place," she added, though her look now took on a more somber serious note even before I asked the question.
"How is she anyway?"
"Not good, but at least she's alive. She had a stroke."
I had already guessed that, but hearing it confirmed still shocked and saddened me.
"The doctor's said it may be a while yet before we know the true extent of everything, but right now, she can't do much of anything. Can't speak, can't move her arms or legs..." She stood and began to cry. Though I didn't know her from Adam, I quickly gathered Janice in my arms as she sobbed uncontrollably. When she finally managed to compose herself, we sat down at the kitchen table together.
"With a great deal of physical therapy and time, mother might regain some of her normal functions, but until we know for sure, I've taken a leave of absence from work, and will be moving in to help take care of her when she's finally released to come home."
I of course offered whatever help or assistance that I could, which Janice seemed very grateful to hear, then returned home, saddened and once again feeling alone with the loss of my friend as I saw it, knowing that things would probably never be the same again.
Several weeks later, Madeline came home.
#
Out of respect, I gave Janice and her mother some privacy and a chance to settle in before sticking my nose in the screen door several days later. When I did, Janice smiled upon seeing me, surprising me with a warm friendly hug as I entered.
"How is she?"
"Ok I guess, but it is bad, she's pretty much paralyzed just as I told you before, though the doctors are still optimistic that in time, she'll regain some things; though she may never walk again, in time, they do think she'll be able to speak. But right now, not much of anything."
"Can I see her?"
"I'm sure she'd like that, but let me check first. Though she can't say anything, I can see some emotion in her eyes, so let me tell her you're here and how she responds to that. Right now, she's sitting in her favorite chair by the window, it's about the only exercise we're able to give her at the moment, just getting her to sit up for a short while. But at least that's something."
Janice came back down a few minutes later and told me to go ahead up to her room.
"I promise, I won't stay too long," I said taking Janice's hand for a moment, trying to give her some sort of reassurance that everything would turn out ok, though I didn't feel that myself. And I wasn't prepared for what I saw either, as vivacious and full of life as Madeline had been, she was hardly a shell of her former self as she sat looking at me with her face seemingly frozen in time. What Janice had told me however was true, even though she was unable to speak, or even really acknowledge my presence in any way, I saw a slight movement in her hand as it quivered in her lap, a look in her eyes that told me she was still fully aware of everything, and even brightened somewhat upon seeing me when I entered.
I kissed her forehead and sat down, taking her hand in my own and felt it as she stopped shaking. There seemed to be even a bit of a press from it as I did, though it was almost negligible. I told Madeline that I would continue to be around, help out Janice and herself however and whenever I could, and then holding to my word soon after left.
The days passed, and though Janice continued taking her mother to therapy, there seemed to be little if any progress being made, though she did manage to sit for longer and longer periods of time in her chair by the window than she had done in the beginning.
The first real sign of recovery came when Madeline managed to somehow get from her own bed into her wheelchair all by herself, stunning Janice when she went up to check on her. How she had done it, she wasn't even sure, though there was marked improvement in her hand. And, though she still couldn't control it well enough to be able to write with it, at least it seemed, she was beginning to be able to use it if even in a very limited way.
Like I said, Madeline was a remarkable woman.
#
The one very unexpected by-product of all this, was that Janice and I had grown close now ourselves, much closer in fact. On rare occasions after Janice had gotten her mother to bed for the night, she would come over, and share a glass of wine with me, or just sit with me on the couch. It had been just such an evening, when unexplainably we shared a brief, yet very passionate kiss together, which had led to a great deal of fondling and petting though we both soon recovered our wits ending the session, chalking it up to emotional frustrations. Janice had soon returned home after that, but I found myself thinking about her more and more, my own frustrations getting the better of me as fantasies about her increased to the point where I couldn't take it anymore.
I was sitting on the very same couch where we had kissed, where I had sat caressing her soft breasts, feeling and enjoying the hardness of her nipples as they pressed wantonly, invitingly against the palm of my hand. Before I even realized it, I had undone my zipper, freeing my cock, and began stroking it. I allowed my fantasies of Janice to continue until I felt the warm sticky fluid of my eruption coating my hand. I then stood, preparing to clean myself up, grabbing a tissue out of a nearby box though I hadn't placed it there for that reason, and began wiping away my spending which I had sprayed against myself nearly everywhere. I don't know why I suddenly did it, or what it was that triggered the action or thought, but I suddenly spun around glancing up through my window.
The window by the couch I'd be laying on, masturbating as I had been, faced the side of the house where Madeline and Janice lived. Why I hadn't realized it, or considered it until now shamed me. I was almost fearful to look up, but that same fear caused me to do so, and as I did, I saw Madeline sitting there in her large oversized chair looking down at me!
Embarrassed, ashamed, I quickly stepped away from the window, though without drawing the curtains, as that would have made things even more obvious. I could only hope that Madeline hadn't really seen anything, or even if she had seen me lying there for a bit, was unaware of what I'd been doing. Gathering myself, I waited for a while, and then headed over to their house just as I very often did to check on things.
At least Janice was pleased to see me, though not quite for the reasons I'd been hoping for as of late. "Oh Good! I was just about to call you," she stated. "I need a favor."
"Sure, whatever you need," I told her nervously, yet mildly relieved at the moment.
"Would you mind sitting with mom for a bit? I need to run out and do a couple of errands I've been neglecting to do. Shouldn't take me any longer than an hour...would you mind?"
"Not at all!" I assured her. "Take whatever time you need."
Janice grinned. I think it was the first time in a very long time that I had actually seen her do so. "Thank you, I really appreciate this. And...I'm going to pick up something special for dinner tonight, so I want you to come over and join us later," then adding before I could even respond to that, "And I would also like to pick up where we left off the other night, after mom goes to sleep," she said boldly intimating to me that she too had been just as aroused as I had been, even though we'd both half-ashamedly ended it as though neither of us should have even been entertaining such thoughts.
"You sure?"
"Very sure," Janice said, standing up to kiss me, once again thanking me as she gathered up her purse and started to head out. "Mom will be glad to see you," she added, and then left. I couldn't help but wonder though, if she had indeed seen anything, "would she be?"
I slowly climbed the stairs to Madeline's room, nervous, apprehensive of what I might see or find when I got there. In a way, over the weeks I'd been coming over, I had in fact learned to gage change in her emotion, just through her eyes. It was amazing that so simple a thing could indeed express joy, sorrow, or even exhaustion whenever I looked in on her. The only one I hadn't seen, and never hoped to see in her eyes was anger or disgust. As I turned the knob on her bedroom door, I wondered which of those I might actually see in her eyes.
#
Madeline wasn't sitting in her chair when I entered, but in bed. I could only assume that Janice had come up and helped her back into bed after having sat up for a while, and gave a quick nervous thought to her accidentally seeing me as well, making a mental note to never again be so foolish as to do what I did there on my couch by the window.
I was relieved to see what almost looked like a smile in her eyes, even in her face as I entered. I noticed there was the slightest of movements of her lips, as though she was attempting to speak, though she obviously couldn't, giving up. There was a tray near her bedside, and I noticed a small jar of lip-balm on it, her lips looked dry as I picked up the jar and gingerly applied a small bit of the ointment to them. As I did, I again saw a knowing look in her eyes, her lips again trying to move, then surprisingly, the touch of her tongue on my finger as she licked it!
Her response startled and surprised me, though I attempted to hide it, finishing her lips ensuring they were well coated, then sat next to her in the bed, once again holding her hand as I most often did. And as I did, I again felt the press of her hand as it held mine, there was noticeable difference in that now since the first time I had held it. She was indeed trying to show me she was very much aware of it, and was trying to return the affectionate contact in whatever way that she could.
There was no doubt about it. As I looked into her eyes I could see a brightness there I hadn't seen in a very, very long time. Even as she looked away, I followed her gaze naturally, realizing as I did where she now looked. I felt the flush spreading rapidly across my face, not sure if she was indeed looking at, where I was myself now looking. But as I looked up once again, as she did, I caught a hint of movement in her lips, almost but not quite a smile, along with an extra press of her hand as she increased the firmness of her grip on mine, as much as she could, more than she ever had.
"Had she seen me?" I wondered. "And if she had, what was she telling me? Or was all this my own over active imagination, reading into things that weren't there?"
With every ounce of strength that she had, I felt Madeline release her grip on my hand, felt and then saw the movement of her arm, though she didn't lift it so much, as merely forcing it to graze across my thigh as I sat next to her on the bed. I thought at first that it was some sort of involuntary movement, but then I felt it as she rested it fully, relaxing it as it came to sit in my lap, her hand once again pressing. It was the lightest of pressure really, but there was no mistaking it. Her hand now sat, her palm beating like a heart, gently, softly, yet continuously as it lay against my penis!
I almost bounded up off the bed. My mind was a whirl of mixed emotions, confusion, yet I continued to sit there, once again telling myself that what I was feeling, thinking, wasn't at all what it was. I was again disgusted with myself for even imagining it, though the look on my own face must have carried over to Madeline, as I somehow managed to look her in the eye, seeking some form of assurance I hadn't lost my mind...or worse, that she had!
There was indeed a look of sadness there, but it wasn't a sadness directed towards me, as much as at me, as though she herself had somehow offended me in some way.
"Madeline, I know you can understand me; we've, or rather I, have sat here talking to you before, and I know by the look in your eyes, that you do indeed understand me, and have even communicated with me in a way whenever we've done that. So...I'm going to ask you to do something for me, if you do indeed know what I mean, what I'm saying, then I want you to blink once for no, and twice for yes. Ok?"
Madeline blinked twice, and I again saw the brightness and recognition coming back into her face, though more so her eyes as she lay there looking at me.
"Madeline, could you...did you see me through the window earlier?"
Once again she blinked twice. I swallowed, hard.
"Do you know what I was doing?" This time, she didn't just blink twice, but four times in succession, rapidly. Her eyes grew wide, there was even excitement in them, and again, another emotion I hadn't seen before, until now. I was again dumbfounded by all this, not at all sure what to think about, or make of it. As I sat there, I felt movement in her hand once again as she managed to lift it, placing it over mine, I gripped her hand, felt her pull it, and knew as she did there was reason and purpose behind it, thus letting her do so, though giving her motion to it myself at her direction.
"You want me to do something for you?" I asked, as Madeline again blinked twice. Her strength wavering, though she fought with every ounce of it that she had left as she seemingly pulled on my hand, helping her as she did, following her movement, guiding her until it came to rest upon her, upon her breast.
"Madeline?" I said looking at her, where she again blinked twice. "You want me to...to...touch you?" I asked, not believing I had actually heard myself say that.
Two blinks.
With my hand lightly resting on her breast, I felt her grip release, much as it was, and then again movement as she managed to coax her arm back towards her side where it now rested comfortably. I watched as her eyes closed, her breath suddenly quickening.
"My God!" I thought. "She can't mean what I think she means, can she?" I sat there for a moment, unmoving, her eyes once again opening, this time showing me an almost pleading expression in them as I looked down on her. But I continued to sit, my hand remaining where it was yes, but motionless. I could just see Janice coming home, or someone else walking in, catching me. I envisioned myself being hauled away in handcuffs, thrown into a jail cell, and them throwing away the key. I'd be convicted for molesting Madeline against her wishes, and even if she was to somehow convey to them she had wanted it, I'd still be convicted for doing it anyway as Madeline was obviously in no condition to know what she was doing either.
"God Madeline! I can't!"
One Blink
"No."
One Blink, then two blinks, and then two more blinks in rapid succession once again.
I cupped her breast, heard her sigh and watched as her eyes closed once again. Dressed in the simple shift she was wearing, she was very thinly covered by the soft flannel material, immediately evident that she was wearing no bra as I continued to sit there, softly touching and caressing her breast. To my surprise, I felt the hardness of her nipple now pressing through the material, I allowed my finger to dance upon it, gliding about in small short feathery circles upon it, her breathing again intensified as I did so.
Even as she lay there in the bed, she seemed to squirm contentedly as much as she could manage. "Does it feel good?" I asked. She opened her eyes, and though she didn't at first blink I could see from them as she looked at me that it did. I reached up, placing my other hand on her neglected breast, now likewise caressing and teasing that one, both nipples now responding, her eyes once again closed as she slipped into a revelry of relaxation and peacefulness that I couldn't begin to comprehend or understand.
I touched and caressed her ever so softly and slowly for a very long time, until I heard the sound of her gentle, peaceful snoring as she drifted off to sleep. Quietly I stood, leaving the room, and went back down the stairs where only minutes after that Janice returned.
#
We had taken our meal upstairs in Madeline's room, Janice feeding her mother small bite sized portions, much of which she had had to mash up together, more liquid than solid, though I am sure it must have tasted as good to Madeline as it did to us. I went back down the stairs shortly after that, as Janice prepared her mother for bed, joining me a short time later.
"Wow, she's already asleep," Janice told me. "I haven't seen her that relaxed since I got here!"
I could only smile. "You know, you can talk to her," I stated. "She can communicate, with her eyes," I explained further, though without going into detail as to what it was we actually did talk about, I did tell her that Madeline had answered me in simple blinks of her eyes to yes and no questions."
Janice was excited to hear this of course, chastising herself that she hadn't considered that earlier before now. "And something else too," she told me just as excitedly. "She made a sound tonight that I haven't heard her make before. Honestly Mark, I thought she was actually trying to talk to me!"
"What did she say, or rather what was the sound?" I asked.
"Well, she did struggle with it at first, but I could tell she wasn't choking, or coughing or anything like that. But she did stick her tongue out just a little, I thought at first that her lips were dry, and that she wanted me to put some ointment on them for her, but then she did this soft T F sound, or something, but it sounded like "thff" or something like that anyway."
"Thff?"
"Yeah, but then after that...she also made an 'o' sound, and that was an 'o' sound easily understandable.
"Thff O?" Hmmm, I wonder what she was trying to say.



"I don't know, and she seemed to become rather exhausted after trying to, but I couldn't help but wonder if she really was trying to speak."
"Maybe she is Janice, I guess only time and her ongoing therapy will eventually tell."
I still felt a little guilty about what had happened earlier, wondering in some strange way that maybe Madeline was trying to convey to her daughter that I had in fact taken advantage of her, molesting her against her wishes, against my own sensibilities as well. But I shook that off, remembering the look in her eyes, her lucid understanding of what I had asked her, and what I honestly believe she had asked of me.
Janice and I made love for the very first time together that night, where I stayed with her downstairs in the living room on the couch. And though things weren't certainly awkward in the morning when we woke, I knew Janice had a lot to do, and had to get up early in order to help her mother get ready for the day.
"I'll be back later," I told her, giving Janice more than an affectionate kiss this time, and hurried home to then shower and shave myself.
#
After I had showered and shaved, I grabbed myself a cup of coffee and went out to sit on the couch by the window, turn on the TV and watch the early morning news. Glancing up, I saw that Madeline wasn't sitting in the window, it was early yet, and I figured that Janice was still helping her mother through the more intimately difficult routines of their morning together.
I had finished my cup, deciding to pour a second, and just happened to glance up and out my window. Madeline was indeed there now, and not looking out as one might have assumed she would, but looking down, obviously towards me. I smiled, waved, and then felt a little foolish as there was of course no real response from her that I could see at this distance. In addition to that, I felt myself blushing again, remembering what she had seen me doing, and then worse...what I had allowed myself to do to her.
To complicate the situation even more, I felt myself becoming erect as I stood there wearing nothing more than my robe. I don't know why I even considered it, perhaps because I had managed to convince myself she'd actually enjoyed it, and that it had brought her some measure of enjoyment. "Had it?" I asked myself, as it had certainly seemed so from our unique little conversation, not to mention the almost exhausting one afterwards as Madeline eventually made it known to me what she wanted.
It was then that I realized, we could still talk in our own unique little way. I hurriedly ran upstairs to my room, fished around in my closet for a moment until I found what I was looking for, and then dashed back down stairs to the den. Looking up towards her through the binoculars I had grabbed, I could clearly see her face as though I were sitting next to her. I swear as I did, that the corners of her mouth actually turned, but it wasn't even that so much, as suddenly she blinked twice, and then blinked twice once again.
"Yes...yes," I said to myself speaking for her. "Yes...did she want to watch me? See me again?" It was still an uncertain thought, certainly a dangerous question to be posing to her, even now. But I also knew that unless I was as clear and succinct about it as I could be on my end, I'd never really know. And if in my doing that, actually did bring her some measure of pleasure, some break away from the horrible boredom she must have been dealing with, then so be it.
Still looking at her face for any expression, any sign whatsoever, I pulled the sash on my robe, allowing it to part. I was indeed erect already, just standing there thinking about it, and though I wasn't entirely sure just how much she could clearly see from her vantage point, just the fact I had done that would be obvious enough.
Her eyes definitely grew wider, and once again, I caught the unmistakable double blink, a brief pause and then another one. I reached down with my hand, grasping my prick, she blinked again, twice again, and this time, her mouth formed an oval, her tongue came out to rest on her lips, which she then unmistakably licked. I continued to stand there stroking my prick, until I was entirely satisfied that this was indeed what she had wanted me to do, to see. Unfortunately, the angle wasn't as conducive for her as I knew it could be, and for the moment anyway, I placed the binoculars down on the table and leaning now laying down on the couch sideways to her, where I knew she could still easily see me, began fondling myself quite pleasurably, more so, because I knew she was now watching me.
I was really starting to get into it, now wondering if Madeline was in her own way, enjoying it as much as I was, which is when I heard the sound of Janice's voice calling out to me through the kitchen door. The way our yards were set up, it was easier to cross back and forth between the two houses through a small side gate on the fence connecting the two of us, both leading to the rear entries. Hearing Janice's voice as she called out, startled me into action, jumping off the couch, quickly gathering my robe and throwing it back on, I immediately answered inviting her in. Seconds later she appeared, likewise wearing a robe, smiling at me.
"I could use one of those," she said seeing my now cold cup of coffee sitting on the table. She passed by, giving me an affectionate kiss and sat down on the couch. I didn't dare look up, though standing where I now was, I couldn't have seen Madeline anyway, and could only hope that Janice wouldn't realize the logistics of her positioning, and become aware that her own mother could most likely see her from where she was sitting.
"Be right back," I said pleasantly and dashed back into the kitchen to pour her a cup along with refreshing my own.
When I returned with the coffee's I was surprised to find Janice now sitting there entirely naked.
"Surprise!" she grinned. "In case you don't know...I didn't really want the coffee, but what I do want...is for you to come over here and fuck me!" It was obvious that like myself, Janice hadn't been wearing a thing beneath her robe either.
"Ah...maybe we should take this upstairs to the bedroom then," I suggested actually turning, still holding the two cups of coffee in my hands.
"No, I really don't have the time," she said simply. "I shouldn't leave mom alone for too long really, but was still so aroused from last night, wanting to jump your bones this morning even, that I thought I'd come over, force a nice quickie out of you to tide me over until later. So please Mark, just put the coffee down and come make love to me, like I said, I really need to hurry and get back to her."
To put it mildly, I was torn. Bad enough that I had been standing there jerking myself off for her mother, not one hundred percent sure even then that I fully understood her, or that she was agreeing to what I was standing there doing, but to then fuck the woman's daughter, in front of her while she watched was something else entirely. Aside from closing her eyes, she had no way of not watching it if I did as Janice was asking me to do. And on top of that, I had no idea how she'd feel, respond or act towards me if I did.
"Unless you'd rather not," Janice suddenly stated waking me from my fugue though it had only been seconds since she'd asked me to.
I was damned if I did, and damned if I didn't the way I saw it. But with Janice sitting there naked as she was, it would be far easier trying to explain things to Madeline afterwards. At least she'd be a captive audience, were as Janice would most likely be wounded, take offense, and never want to have anything to do with me again if she felt like I wasn't interested.
I put the cups down, made my way over to the couch, letting my robe fall as I did. I was also very careful not to look out or up through the window, too afraid of what I might somehow see, or feel...when I did. There would be plenty of time for that later. But for now, there was Janice once again smiling, open arms, and open legs as she suggestively beckoned me to join her on the couch.
The only real plus side to this, as far as Madeline went, was I knew that even though she'd be very aware of what we were doing, at least with me being on top of her daughter, she wouldn't actually see anything. It wasn't much, but I hoped it would be enough to lessen any animosity she might show me because of it later. And though these thoughts remained very much in my mind, the moment I felt my prick slide into that hot slick tunnel, I forgot everything else and concentrated on the pleasure I now felt and shared with her.
"Damn!"
"What?"
"No condoms!"
Janice had told me the previous evening she had gone off the pill, she hadn't intended on getting intimate with anyone again for quite some time. And though I had driven down to the store shortly before going over to dinner and buying some, we had left them next door.
"Just don't cum in me," she said simply enough. "I know it's not the best plan...but, I'm not about to get up and run over to grab one either!" she informed me. "And besides, I want to taste you when you do," she added suggestively, which nearly made me lose my load the moment she had said that.
I managed to hold off, long enough at least that Janice soon afterwards climaxed, joyously digging her fingernails into my back as she did, crying out once again with a mixture of stressful release and pure pleasured need as she came. Just hearing her brought me to the brink, and I immediately pulled out, not wanting to spend myself inside of her, sitting back on my haunches as I did, Janice sat up with me, now grabbing my cock, sucking it, pumping it as the first delicious squirt raced up my shaft, soon filling her mouth.
#
As much as we'd have both preferred it, Janice hurriedly dressed rushing back to check on her mom. We'd been at it for perhaps less than five minutes total. Truly a quickie in a sense, yet erotically satisfying, both of us knowing that we would continue on with it later, taking things a lot slower and even more pleasurably.
Before she left however, once again she asked me to do her a favor. "I need to run home, check the mail, water the plants and check messages. Would you mind sitting with mom for an hour while I do that?"
"Not at all," I assured her, though once again somewhat fearful and nervous when I next looked Madeline in the eyes.
#
Janice called me a couple of hours later. "Ok, I'm heading out now. Just got mom back into bed, so chances are she'll already be asleep when you come over. I shouldn't be gone any longer than an hour, so...THANK YOU!" she said grinning over the phone by the sound of her voice. "And I promise, I'll thank you properly later on this evening, too!"
I was about to tell her that she didn't need to thank me for anything, even feeling sheepish about all of it as it was, but all I heard was the dial tone, telling me she'd already hung up. I had little enough time as it was to wave at her as she backed out of the drive as I crossed the yard entering the side gate into their yard, and then into the house. I knew I should go upstairs, check on Madeline, hoping in a way that she would indeed be asleep. I figured I would open the door checking on her, and if her eyes didn't open when I did, that I would then return and wait on Janice's return. I don't know what I expected to hear, but I stood there for a moment hesitating, and then turned the doorknob. Stepping in, Madeline's eyes were indeed closed, and I nearly shut the door, but then they opened as she turned her head more easily than I'd seen her do before, and looked towards me.
"Thh ooh!" she said, looking at me, her eyes clear and bright. I stepped in, the hairs on the back of my neck and arms suddenly standing straight.
"Say it again," I told her walking over to sit next to her on the bed, taking her hand just as I had always done.
"Thaaa Ooh!' she managed breathing deeply as she did so, but the sound coming out of her mouth sounding more like words than ever before.
"Madeline, are you trying to say thank you?" I asked her.
She blinked twice, rapidly, and there was indeed an upturn to her lips as she did, her eyes widening, her hand pressure on mine clearly felt. But even more importantly, I noticed a tear in the corner of her eye as she said it again, watched as it rolled spilling down her cheek. I caught it with the tip of my finger.
"Why are you thanking me though? For what?" I asked myself. Though there was obvious improvement and progress being made here, there was still far too much uncertainty as to what we were really talking about. "Madeline, could you see me earlier? By the window? On the couch?"
Once again, she blinked twice, her lip quivering. "Ya a a" she moaned more than spoke, but it was evident she was trying to speak to me in words, rather than just blinking the way she had done.
"Then you also do know that Janice and I had sex," I said nervous about her response, but she gripped my hand, her eyes again blinking, and forced the word, "Ya!" But there was also a smile in her eyes, which spoke even more clearly to me as she did all that. I couldn't help but let out a relieved sigh, though even as I did, I felt her hand release mine, traveling on its own once again resting directly in my lap. I felt her hand squeeze, once again no mistaking her intent.
"Pla...pla...ssse"
I sat there, stunned looking at her. "You just said please, yes?"
She blinked twice, easier and quicker still for her to do so, but her hand continued to press against my crotch.
Once again my mind was a blur with whatever it was she wanted me to do, my concerns likewise boiling over as I sat there trying to justify it if I did.
Then, right or wrong I reached down unzipping my pants, soon standing and removing them entirely as Madeline lay there watching me. I sat back down next to her, her hand immediately coming over to touch me, her fingers wrapping themselves around me though it seemed to take a lot of effort out of her in doing that. It was evident, she just needed, wanted to see me, touch me, which she had, for whatever reason that might have been. But then without asking, I once again reached up, and slowly lifted the flannel nightgown she was wearing up past her hips, over her breasts revealing her still marvelously nude body beneath as I did. Her nipples were already hard, long before I leaned over to kiss them, sucking them tenderly softly. She moaned, it was an obvious moan that brought pure joy to my ears as I continued to lick, kiss and gingerly suckle her breasts.
I then chased away the image of uniformed officers hauling me off, beating the hell out of me first in the driveway before throwing me in the back of the car, hauling my ass of to jail.
I made my way down her tender flesh, licking and kissing her slowly until finally finding myself directly over her pussy, my finger tip just brushing against the surface of her clit, more fully exposing it. I licked her there, felt her shudder beneath me, licked her again and then again and again. And each time that I did, I could feel and sense her response to it. I slid one finger inside her, felt the moisture as it gathered, still flicking and licking her tiny little nubbin of pleasure. Madeline again moaned, the sound itself bringing me far more pleasure than I was giving her.
"Oh!"
I continued licking, continued to softly finger-fuck her pussy, gently sucking her clit until it became obvious to me that she was truly on the verge of having an orgasm.
"Oh!" she said once again, the sound clear, sharp even more so than the first. Then I mouthed her, licked her, until she came shaking uncontrollably beneath me as she did.
I sat up looking into her eyes. There was a look of pure relaxation and hopefulness that I found there. Even so, I stood preparing to once again dress and leave, and though there was still plenty of time yet before Janice was expected to return, I was now nervous about her doing so. The movement of Madeline's hand actually startled me, she reached out, immediately finding my still hard penis.
"Pla...eeese"
"Madeline? You...you want me to...to..."
She blinked twice, blinked twice again, and again and again, over and over until I finally touched her forcing her to stop. "Ok, ok...easy now, easy."
There were again tears in her eyes, but I quickly settled myself between her legs, allowed the head of my prick to kiss her there for a moment, seeing her eyes only then close, somewhere the thoughts and memories perhaps now mingling with whatever images or sensations she was remembering. I slowly began to slide inside her, finding her warmth welcoming, enticing, and oh so heavenly!
I began moving within her, slowly at first, then quickening the pace as I felt her respond to it, her one good hand now coming up to rest comfortably upon my back, giving me the assurance as she did so, that this was indeed what she wanted, needed and desired more than anything else at the moment.
I made love to her then, no longer caring even if Janice came home early, walked in on us as I fucked her own mother, right now, at this very moment in time, all I was concerned about was Madeline, how she felt, what she was indeed feeling, and somehow knew as we lay together that it was only the beginning.
#
Janice returned home a short time later. I was sitting in the kitchen waiting for her when she came in.
"How's mom?" she asked.
"She's doing well," I told her honestly. "In fact Janice, you should probably go upstairs and see her, I think she has something she'd like to tell you."
"What?"
I didn't answer her though, I just smiled and watched as she flew up the stairs.
#
It's been several months now. Several months of intensive, hard fought effort on her part, but Madeline is walking and speaking again. Sure, she has to use a cane now to steady herself, and not always are all her words understood. But she's living again, enjoying life again, spending time in the garden, and looking forward to spending time with her first grandchild, who will soon be arriving before too long now.
Janice and I married of course, moving in with me where we can still help out when we're wanted, or needed to, which even now isn't all that often. But we're here, and Madeline is back to being pretty much her same old self again, perhaps even better in some ways.
We've never spoken or discussed what happened between us, there's no point in it really. And for whatever reason that it did, or that we did, that much remains between the two of us, and always will.
We occasionally share a knowing smile with one another, but it's still the smile in her eyes that I remember even more and which speaks volumes more than words could ever say when she does.
But it's also the frequent twin blink she often throws at me whenever no one's looking that says it all.
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So the truth was, I'd hired her for her tits. The benefit was, she was sharp as a tack, the heart and soul of the daily operations as it turned out. The fact that Theresa had looks, and like I said a great pair of tits that she (sort of) enjoyed showing off was an obvious factor when I had hired her on. Being damn intelligent and multi-functional, I only learned after she had started working for me. Theresa had an olive complexion, long dark hair with deep-set brown eyes and full lips that were just begging to be kissed every time she looked at you. And boy was I tempted to do that too. Something made harder by the fact we spent a great deal of time alone in the office with no one else there to walk in or bother us, except on very rare occasions.
As a small business owner, most of which was conducted via the Internet, we had a staff of twenty additional employee's all of which worked from their homes, so it was rare that any of them had to come in, unless it was for training, especially new hires, which Theresa and I handled together. But beyond that, it was usually just her and I that were there all alone during the day.
Maybe it wasn't such a good idea that I had hired her either. Though I'm not sure I could have done without her once she had settled in. The problem was, I couldn't stop thinking about her, what she looked like nude, and those amazing tits...always the tits. Sometimes Theresa would wear something just a "little" lower in the neck on occasion, that would give me a titillating view of those soft firm slopes, though never anything overly suggestive, or even daringly sexual if there even was such a thing. And I was always careful about looking too, never making it obvious or overtly flirtatious in any way. For one, I didn't want to chase away the best employee I'd ever had, and two...Theresa had a boy friend.
Oh and three. I was twice her age. Theresa was just a year out of high school at nineteen, and for all I knew, still a virgin though just to look at her, I highly doubted that. I was thirty-eight, married and now divorced, and adding to that, being so busy with the new business as of late, I had put everything else on hold, including my sex-life. Now that things were starting to take shape the way I'd envisioned it, the old urges were coming back again, but there were no prospects on the horizon at the moment. Just my right hand and secret fantasies of Theresa that I allowed myself to indulge in periodically throughout the course of the day.
But that's as far as it ever went.
Theresa had been working for me for over three months when she came into work on Monday after a long three-day weekend. She looked like shit, first time I ever remembered her looking all haggard and worn out. I could only imagine, but then I saw the look on her face and realized it hadn't been one of those kind of weekends.
"Hey? You ok?" I asked. She looked like she was about to cry at any moment. I'd never seen her look like that before.
"I will be," she answered, then stiffened her lip to keep it from quivering. "Eventually."
Normally I wouldn't have pushed it, given her some space, but I was truly concerned as she sat there not at all looking like she had any desire to be.
"Listen kiddo," something I always called her around the office, which usually never failed to bring a smile, but this time it didn't. "If you need some more time..."
Theresa hadn't as yet earned any time off work, but I wasn't about to offer it without paying her for it either and told her so. "Thank you, I appreciate the offer, but really Jack, I'm better off here than moping around at home by myself."
She'd only called me "Mr. Meuff" once, I'd told her straight away that from now on, it was Jack, and she had called me by my first name ever since. Though that first initial conversation had been interesting enough the day I'd hired her. She had sat looking at me for a moment, then with all seriousness on her face she grinned. "I'm sorry, but you do know what that sounds like yes?"
Yeah, I'd heard it a lot, especially growing up in the States though my parents were Dutch and had brought me over here to live when Dad got transferred, and though my last name wasn't exactly pronounced like that, it didn't take long for people to pick up on the obscene phrase and most often question me about it.
"Yeah, but it's pronounced more like 'Meeuuf', not...me off," I told her, though it obviously did sound a little like I was saying that whenever I introduced myself. "Jack Meuff," I said once again...and laughed as Theresa blushed. Another reason I had decided to hire her on the spot, obviously she was a good sport, open-minded, and didn't get all freaked out over something that could be even more awkward than it already was.
"So...what happened?" I asked her back in the present though the memory of that day still lingered in the back of my mind as I looked at her, her face still reddened with the non-meant implication as I had shook her hand.
"Bobby and I broke up," she said simply. Though I was pleased that she felt comfortable enough to tell me that for one, and pleased in another way as though I had only met him one time, I hadn't liked him then when I did. He seemed smug, over confident, and obviously full of himself, though I had never told her that.
"How come?"
"It's pretty icky," she said her eyes threatening to spill over.
"So's my name if you say it wrong," I told her, "Not that that is mind you...but sometimes people look at me like I am or something."
That she did smile at...remembering, just as I'd been doing, and then actually laughed. "Thank you...I sort of needed that," she said, though once again, the smile had disappeared.
"Seriously Theresa, you can tell me, anything...you should know that by now," and hopefully she did as she looked up and began speaking though the tears which had been threatening to fall began to.
"Well, on Friday when you let me off half a day to make a long weekend even a longer one? I drove over to my boyfriends place to surprise him, and got a little surprise of my own." I handed her a tissue, she blew her nose, took another for her eyes that were now smeared with mascara and continued. "Wanting to surprise him, I let myself in, and first thing I heard was some girl screaming out at the top of her lungs as she came."
This was getting pretty nitty gritty here, but I wasn't about to stop her either. "Go on..." I coaxed instead, and saw her relax, once again giving me a half smile along with a nod of her head and began.
"So anyway, I walk down the hall towards the bedroom, though I don't know why I didn't just turn around and leave. I'd been suspecting something for a while now, but I guess I needed to see it in order to confirm my suspicions. Sure enough, I walked in to the bedroom, and there Sherry was, facing me, riding my boy friend's cock. He couldn't even see me, had no idea I was there, but Sherry did. And all she did was smile at me, continuing to ride him, and now screaming even more loudly than she had been as Bobby's yelling 'Yeah baby yeah...fuck my hard big cock!"
Obviously I had never heard Theresa talk like this before, and I wasn't about to go in to some sort of diatribe about appropriate conversations or words we should or shouldn't speak in the workplace. Especially when I had been thinking far worse thoughts than those nearly every single day since she'd started here.
"Damn kiddo, I'm sorry." Even that one didn't bring about a smile, she was way past that one now.
"Yeah well, should have been expecting it. But like an idiot, even though I wasn't a hundred percent sure the two of them were over one another, I started seeing him anyway. All he wanted to do was get inside my pants, which he eventually did of course, my bad...but I guess I wasn't even good enough in that department to keep him from wandering back to her."
"Listen, Theresa, I don't think it had anything to do with your being bad...or even good in that department as you call it. I think...the boys an idiot, and would have done what he did regardless, he thinks too much of himself, and far less about you, or any other woman for that matter to give it a second thought."
It was the truth, but I could see that she was obviously still upset by it, and had just as obviously been crying over it nearly the entire weekend as I could see. "Maybe, but I still feel like a total idiot!"
"You shouldn't..." I began.
"Not because of what he did, but because I knew better, I had even told myself it was eventually going to happen, and I went ahead and dated him anyway, and even let him take me to bed. That's what I'm mad about more than anything...not him so much, but myself!"
"Why?"
Theresa took a breath, and really did blush then as she sat looking at me, mulling over whether she should say anything more to me or not about it. "You sure you want to hear that too?" she asked.
"Another icky one?" I smiled.
"Depends on how you look at it I guess, and maybe you'll look at me differently if I do tell you," she stated with a very serious and very worried expression on her face.
"Every time I introduce myself to someone who doesn't know me, I get a pretty different look too kiddo." I had thrown her a double punch there, hoping to lighten her up some. It seemed to help, and though she didn't exactly smile at me, she did take a deep cleansing breath.
"Well, don't say I didn't warn you," she told me. "And I truly hope this doesn't shock you too much, which it may."
I steeled myself wondering what on earth she could possibly say that would shock me any more than she already had in speaking so freely, though I had chalked that off to her being upset and needing to tell her story. But then...she did.
"It's not like I've slept around, or been with a lot of men. I haven't, in fact...only two. But I decided a long time ago that if and when I did, I wasn't going to hold back either, I was going to explore it, explore myself and enjoy it, which is something I have always done Jack, and never looked back on it with any regrets. The bottom line is, I am a very, very sexual person. I enjoy sex, I crave it, and I love it, and I'm not about to deny it either. But having said all that, and in doing so, I'm telling you that there wasn't anything Bobby didn't ask me to do for him that I wasn't willing to do. And I did, even when I wasn't at first sure about it, I still did. Things I can't even bring myself to tell you about. But the bottom line is this, even after all that, even after giving him whatever he wanted, whenever he wanted it...however he wanted it, he still ended up going back to his ex-girl friend. So that's what I'm really upset about Jack, not Bobby so much and what he did, I should have known better. But I'm more mad at myself for allowing myself to be this way more than anything else."
I truly was speechless and just sat on the corner of the desk looking at her with my mouth hanging open.
"See? I did shock you didn't I?" she said, the water works once again starting up.
"No! No! Theresa, shock me? No. Surprise me a little? Yes!" I said, standing as I did, surprising myself then, and perhaps her to some extent as I pulled her up from her chair and hugged her, letting her cry, sobbing now into my shoulder as she did. "It's gonna be ok," I said soothingly. "You'll see...you'll eventually forget all about him and go on..."
"I already have," she said gathering herself. "Bobby I mean. But it's me that I'm worried about because of the other thing."
"The other thing?"
"Yeah...the sex thing. Maybe I should get help or something Jack, I mean, is it normal for me to want it as much as I do? Enjoy it as much as I do? Even if it was with....with what's his name?"
That made me laugh. "I should be so lucky," I said not realizing I had spoke that aloud. "It's been so long since I've been with anyone, I've forgotten what it even feels like!"
Theresa stepped back, looking at me. "You?"
"Yeah...me, and since we're being honest with one another here," I told her. "I think I've got an even higher sex-drive than you do, and here I am...damn near celibate again, though not on purpose mind you, hell Theresa, I'm constantly thinking about it, all the time in fact...especially when we're here..." Now I did catch myself, and shut up, though my wide-open eyes had already spoke volumes.
Theresa stood looking at me. I wanted to swallow...anything in fact, but there was nothing too swallow, my mouth had gone completely dry. "You've had thoughts...about me?" I felt my face suddenly turning scarlet. There was no denying that I had, and I didn't need to say the words to tell her I obviously had been either.
"How could I not?" I heard myself saying, though it sounded like someone else's voice was speaking when I did. "You're a beautiful woman Theresa, and yes...I've fantasized about you, a lot in fact, but out of respect for you, I've kept my distance, for obvious reasons." I added. "And I would never...never want to do anything to chase you away either, so I have behaved myself, as much as I wish I hadn't."
For a moment she just stood there looking at me. Even the expression on her face didn't give anything away, confusing me further. "I don't want sex coming between us," she stated. "I like working here, I like my job...and I like you."
Somewhat relieved, though simultaneously disappointed too, I answered. "Listen Theresa, I would never ever ask you, expect you, or force you..."
She interrupted me, not with words, but suddenly reaching down and pulling the form fitting lightweight sweater she was wearing up and over her head. Whatever words I was about to say, dissipated like rain on a hot sidewalk.
"No one forces me to do anything," she said as she now stood there, her gorgeous boobs even though encased in a black lacy bra, stood prominently, beckoning to me. "As long as you promise me a couple of things, sex is just sex between us. I don't want it to change how you treat me, or that you will show me any favoritism. I couldn't handle or accept that. And if and when you decide no more...and that door closes, then you need to know it will never open again either, just as it never will for Bobby, or anyone else as long as we are. So if you decide you want to have sex with someone else, then fine...I'll accept that, but the door has to close then too, ok?"
"Ok," I said simply, still stunned that I had just heard what I had, but she was smiling, tears no longer rolling down her face. "Cool, now...go lock the front door and meet me in your office."
By the time I got back to my office, Theresa had already cleared off my entire desk. I wasn't exactly a neat freak, not by any means, but I had never left my desk really cluttered either. She was entirely naked, lying on my desk when I came in. I stopped, trying to catch my breath, she was beautiful, a vision that I thought would certainly shimmer and fade away as though dream.
"You're not the only one who's had fantasies Jack," she informed me. "Once, when you'd gone out to lunch, I came in here, and masturbated, right here on your desk, just like this..." She was doing so even now. Her legs spread, bent at the knee, her fingers busily working the folds of her pussy as she lay there looking up at me. "Surprise you? So see? I've thought about you too, like I said earlier Jack, I am a very sexual person, and I don't mind admitting it, I just am. And yes...I have thought about you, wondered what it would be like to have sex with you, though I wouldn't have acted on it either, until now."
I was so hard, I could have become petrified as I stood there. Even Theresa looked down towards my crotch, seeing the obvious bulge that had formed there. "Come here..." she said wiggling her finger at me. "I have something for you. But first...take off the clothes!"
In two seconds, I was as naked as she was, stepping up to the desk, she was the perfect height as she reached down, grasping my hard cock for the first time and began using it to masturbate herself with. "Jack? Did you know I never wore any panties to work since I've been here?"
Suddenly images filled my head. Obviously we dressed casually at work, almost too casually, or rather I did anyway. Theresa had very often worn shorts yes, but she had also worn several summer dresses, always looked nice, and now I had images of her wearing them, with nothing on beneath. "Oh my God!" I mewled as she continued rubbing my cock against herself.
"It made it so easy for me to sit at my desk and finger myself, even when you were back here in your office working, I think I came at least three times a day doing that," she informed me, making me even harder than I already was, if that was even possible. "And once...when you were leaning over my shoulder, pretending to show me those new spread sheets? Though I knew damn well you were also looking down my blouse? Well...what you didn't know, was that I had a vibrator in my pussy at the time, something I always keep in my purse, and was getting off as we sat there, and you never even knew that I was."
Once again I moaned, the spunk threatening to explode from the tip of my cock any second now, far too soon...but oh so needed. "It's nice being able to tell you all this now Jack, telling you all my dirty, naughty secret thoughts, all the fantasies I've had about you, and now...now holding this stiff cock against my pussy, feeling it throb, knowing how much I want to have you inside me." She let go then, and I shoved, slipping into her easily, fully. I felt the warmth of her sweet tight cunt engulfing me as I hilted myself into her as deeply as I could. I heard her breath escape between her lips as I did so, and without thinking, simply leaned over, kissing those full luscious lips of hers, something I had been dying to do ever since the first time I had seen her.
"Fuck me Jack, fuck me!" she hissed as we continued kissing, our tongues dancing together as I began sliding in and out of that hot wet passage, slow at first until I felt her hands digging into my back, urging me on. "Fuck me hard Jack...hard, make me cum with you, let me feel your hot juicy cum filling my cunt!"
The urgency was too much, the need too great. In moments, I felt the first hard surge of my spunk filling Theresa's pussy, her own lubrications suddenly joining mine, the near ear piercing scream of her pleasure filling the room as we climaxed together.
#
Coming to work before had always been a joy and pleasure for me. But now, not only did I come into work with a smile on my face, but also a hard-on in my pants. Theresa worked just as hard and efficiently as she always had, perhaps even more so that she had put her idiot boyfriend behind her. There was a constant smile on her face now, which naturally kept one on mine as well. But what I loved about her beyond all that, was the excitement, spontaneity and unbridled excitement that she had brought into my life.
Now knowing that she never wore panties to work made other things a lot easier as well. And if I had thought I had a high sex drive, I soon learned that Theresa's was probably even greater than my own. She hadn't been kidding when she'd told me that, and enjoyed teasing me, flirting with me whenever she could, or whenever the job actually didn't get in the way of her doing so. There were times I would come out to hand her something that needed to be added to the spreadsheets we kept. Wearing one of those sexy comfortable dresses she had been, Theresa would hear me, stand, without even looking back towards me, and then lean over the edge of her desk, facing out towards the window. Something else that never failed to get a rise out of me whenever she did that. Our office was small, sandwiched between a small print shop next door, and another small shoe repair business on the other side. Because of that, there were the occasional few people coming and going, walking or passing by our own store. We both knew of course, that unless you walked right up to the window and peered in, it was difficult to see much of anything. There was only a hint of activity inside, as we had both seen and realized. But it was the thought of standing there, as I was now, having walked up behind her as she leaned over, revealing that sweet juicy split which sat winking at me. Even as I saw her as I emerged from my office, I was already unzipping my pants, my cock long ago hard as I had sat looking out towards her, watching her working.



She had already given me a blowjob the moment she had come in this morning, and now...here I was horny again, as was she. I walked up, reaching around to cup her magnificent breasts. The bra she had worn, now stuffed inside her purse, her full breasts now filling my hands, her hard extended nipples tickling the palms as I returned the favor, tickling them. People passing by on the sidewalk, going about their business, throwing the occasional glance our way wondering perhaps what sort of business we were, but never venturing inside. All the while, me standing behind her now, my thick hard cock already working in and out of her hot sweet cunt, the sounds of her pleasures greeting mine as we groaned, grunted, and fucked one another unashamedly.
I don't know how she managed it, even when the phone rang, and I was deeply inside her, though slow-fucking her the way we often did, pleasurably, but without the urgency of our first coupling, though that often would come later in the day. Theresa managed to pull it off, something I could never have done.
"Enterprise Services," Theresa said answering the phone even as I thrust inside her, my cock hilting her, knocking at the very opening of her cervix. "Yes...we are hiring," Theresa spoke somehow managing to stifle a giggle as she continued. "Jack is currently filling several openings and positions we have available," she added somewhat breathlessly, making me wonder if the other person on the line was envisioning some sexy seductive administrative assistant talking to them. I mean, I was standing there with my dick in her cunt, and I was!
"No, I'm sorry, he's not available at this very moment, he's currently working on a hot project, but as soon as he cums...in, I will certainly pass along the message and have him call you back."
It was like that all the time with her, and I loved it. She made me crazy with desire and lust for her, the days went by far too quickly in fact, and I had come to find myself hating the evenings when I had gone home to an empty place, an empty apartment.
There had been one or two close calls, but even these had kept things stimulating and exciting, something we would look back on and laugh at afterwards, long afterwards, as each would usually drive us both into a frenzy of passion and desire for one another. I had been sitting on the edge of her desk, we had in fact been discussing and reviewing the numbers for the month, all of which looked good and promised to be another record breaking month for sales. Sitting there as I had been one moment, I soon felt Theresa's hand reaching over, unzipping my fly. Seconds later, the warmth of her hand as she surrounded me, drawing out my rapidly stiffening cock which she began playing with, stroking, just as the door to our offices opened, the little bell we'd installed 'just in case' alerting us to the fact someone had come in though we both looked up as the young woman entered carrying a completed application. Without even batting an eyelash, nor taking her hand away from my cock, which was thankfully hidden as I continued to sit with my back towards the young woman, Theresa addressed her.
"Go ahead and take a seat, I'll be with you momentarily," she had said.
We had a really small reception waiting area, though the couch was comfortable enough. Once the young girl had sat down, she was hidden behind the small standing partition that separated Theresa's work desk from that area, even though it was only a few feet away from where we were. To my surprise, Theresa leaned over, engulfing my cock with her mouth and proceeded to suck me. "Horny enough to make this a quick one?" she asked quietly. I merely nodded my head, looking back over my shoulder, just seeing the top of the young girls head as she sat on the couch facing towards us, though unless she stood, she wouldn't be able to see anything we were doing. But it was the added risk of her doing that, which made what we were doing even more exciting at the moment. Had she stood, for whatever reason, there would have been no mistaking the head-bobs currently taking place as Theresa sat there at her desk, sucking my cock.
As horny as I was, it didn't take long. I was soon filling Theresa's mouth with my cum, which she drank, then stood wiping her mouth as I hurriedly stuffed my prick back inside my pants as she went over to finish the interview with our new prospective employee, before sending her back to meet with me after all that.
Another time we had been inside my office with the door closed when we heard the little bell. Theresa loved giving me hand jobs and blowjobs, just as much as I enjoyed getting them. As we didn't always have enough time to enjoy a thoroughly good fuck, we quite often amused ourselves throughout the day with either me fingering, or going down on her, and she me, even if it was only for a few minutes at a time. But the prolonged foreplay as it was, kept us both on an aroused edge all day long, often ending at the end of the day with us fucking one another's brains out back inside my more private office.
Theresa loved watching me squirt, loved the feel of my hot warm semen on her body, wherever we happened to feel in the mood for me to shoot it. When we heard the bell, I was only seconds away from doing just that.
"On my tits!" Theresa told me, then yanked down the top of the dress she was wearing. Luckily, the elastic of the garment allowed her to do that, revealing her braless breasts, which I proceeded to cover with gobs and gobs of my spunk. No sooner had I finished doing so, Theresa allowed the garment to return back into its normal position, and then walked out into the reception area to greet whoever it was that had just come in. The thought that my cream was still clinging to her near perfect breasts aroused me all over again, even though I had only cum moments ago.
This then, is how it was for us, day in and day out. I had never known such joy or such pleasure with any woman before, and though Theresa was again half my age, I felt better than I had ever felt before in my entire life.
As I sat at home one evening however, the feel of the place once again empty, useless, I realized that more than anything, I wanted to be near her, with her. Not just at work anymore, but at home too. I had no idea how she'd react, or respond to my suggestion. My fears that expressing my desire to be with her on a more permanent basis was something we had never discussed. There had never been words of "I love you" or anything like that spoken between us. And I couldn't help but worry, should I say them, tell her I did, that she would in fact finally be scared away. I spent several days pondering my dilemma, even at work, things suddenly strained between us, which Theresa picked up on. She had finally come into my office one morning, closing the door behind her, which at first I assumed was a signal that she wanted to fool around. But as I looked up smiling at her, actually looking forward to doing something as we'd gone the entire day the day before without doing anything, I saw the look in her eyes. And it wasn't a sexy, aroused one either.
"We need to talk," Theresa said taking a seat in front of me. "Jack, something's going on, and something has been bothering me, and obviously bothering you for the past several days. I think I know what it is."
"Oh?" I feigned, trying to pretend that nothing was, and now suddenly worried that she had indeed guessed it, and was already preparing to head me off at the pass.
"I told you, that if and when the time came, then we'd deal with it, but that once we realized it was time to close that door, then we would. But...I also want you to know, even if it is time that it does, I still want to continue working here. That hasn't changed."
For a moment I felt my heart stop. Obviously, something had happened and that Theresa had decided it was time to end things between us. I couldn't imagine life without her however, nor could I imagine not seeing her, even if she'd decided for whatever reason to end the sexual relationship we'd been having. I felt weak in the knees however, dizzy, almost sick and felt like I could throw up at any moment.
"I only want to know one thing," she then added with a very serious look in her eye. "What happened between us to change it?"
"What?"
"Obviously something did, and I think you owe it to me to tell me what it was."
She wasn't making any sense, or I wasn't...one of the two anyway. Dumbfounded, I just sat there, trying to reason it all out in my mind as she sat glaring at me, and I couldn't. Frustrated, she finally stood. "Very well," she said simply, resigned. "So be it."
"Nothing happened!" I finally said finding my voice, stopping her just before she reached the door.
She looked at me with even more confusion on her face than before. "Then do you mind telling me what's been bothering you, and what the hell exactly has been going on?"
There was no denying it now, no evading the way I felt about her, and it was time to say it, lay my cards out on the table as it were. And then, once I had, be prepared for whatever she said or did after hearing it.
"What's been going on is...I've fallen in love with you," I said fearfully. She continued to stand there looking at me in what I could only describe as a look of shock. I knew then just by the expression on her face, it was the last thing she had expected to hear, and more than likely, the last thing I'd ever say to her either.
"What did you just say?"
Ok, so I was sort of wrong about that. "I said...I love you."
Theresa turned, finished opening the door to my office and walked out. I watched as she headed over towards the front door, not even bothering to go near her desk. I couldn't believe she was about to walk out the front door, and out of my life forever, but obviously she was. I sat there, stunned, in disbelief that I could do something so horribly stupid as to have told her that. Then I also watched as Theresa turned the sign from "Open" to "Closed", locking the door as she did, and then head back towards me, shedding her clothes as she did, dropping them, leaving them to lay wherever they fell as she approached me.
Now I was really confused.
"So..." she said now standing just inside my door entirely naked. "You mean to tell me, that all this time while you've been brooding and moping around the offices, it's been because you realized you were also in love with me too?"
"You...you..."
"Yes Jack, I am. I love you. And have been ever since that first day we made love, but I couldn't tell you that either, I didn't know how you'd act, or respond to that, so I never said anything...until now. So yes Jack, I do love you...I love you very much, and with all my heart, and I have no intention of ever leaving you either. And you'd damn well better get over here and fuck me!"
We had had some pretty amazing sex, all over the office in fact. But never in the middle of the office on the floor, like we did now. Even as she sat on top of me, riding me wildly, more passionately than she ever had, we heard someone knocking on the door, knowing we did in fact have a few prospective employees we had scheduled to interview. We ignored them, though I made a mental note to somehow make it up to them for their inconvenience. But right now, Theresa's sweet wet cunt was more important than anything in the entire world, just as she was.
That night after work, as we drove back to my apartment together, we discussed the fact this would be a first time for us as well. In all this time, never once had I gone to her place, or had she been to mine. Something that was now about to change as we drove along together, enjoying the sensation and the knowledge that we'd now include waking up together along with the joy of simply working side by side.
"Tell me your name," Theresa said snuggling up next to me in the car. I laughed.
"What? Why?"
"Tell me your name...your full name, first and last," she repeated.
"Jack...Jack Meuff," I said somewhat bewildered. Theresa grinned, reached over and began unzipping my pants as we drove.
"Anytime," she grinned enthusiastically. "All you have to do is ask."
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Chapter One
When my friend and soon-to-be partner Mike came to me with the idea, I thought at first he was crazy. But the more we talked about it, and began laying everything out, the more it began sounding less crazy, and far more feasible. We already had the van, a nice one, and with a little modification, we'd soon have the first Pleasure Van ready to roll with the hopes that eventually there'd be more as the business grew, which we hoped that it would. We'd even had it specially painted already with the letter's P.V. emblazoned on both sides, with the image of an attractive woman's face, eyes partially closed, mouth partially open, seemingly naked, though that was cleverly concealed as she held onto the back of a man's head, holding him to her, looking like she was in the throes of orgasmic bliss. Wherever we drove, we got several curious looks, not to mention a number of inquisitive phone calls as we also had the telephone number prominently displayed as well, with an additional amusing message just above it. "For a good time...call."
But in the beginning, I wasn't as sure.
"A fuck mobile?" Trying to imagine it, which at the time I still couldn't. "Isn't that illegal or something?"
"No!" He'd responded. "We're not pimps, and we're certainly not hiring out girls to perform sex acts either. All we're doing is renting out a place where others can. No different than someone coming in and booking a motel room for an hour. The only difference is, this one's on wheels, and it can go anywhere anyone wants day or night. Hell Steve, we can drive it right up to their door, pick them up for a fun night out, and depending upon what they wanted, how long they wanted it, and even where they wanted to go, we bring them back at the end of the ride to their home again all happy and content."
Even I had to admit; I wouldn't mind doing that myself.
"The best part is, we make it as affordable as they want it, from the full-on first class treatment, wine, fruits, cheese, whatever they want. Hell, they can even pick the music they want us to play; we pipe it in, offer up additional services..."
"Such as?" I asked carefully.
"Well, like if they want themselves videotaped? We even do that, giving them the only tape of the whole evening afterwards. We drive wherever they want us to take them and charge out the mileage accordingly. So like I said, if they just want to climb in the back and fuck for an hour in their own driveway, we'll even do that, keeping it as affordable as possible for everyone."
"You know Mike, this might actually work!"
"You're damn right it will!" He said grinning. "We give them a plush place to fool around in, as much privacy as they want, or even don't want ... because who knows, maybe some of them will even get off on their being watched for all we know!"
I was envisioning that too, or trying to anyway, though I wasn't sure my wife Tracy would be too keen on that part. But if that was the only real concern I might have, the rest of it sounded realistic. And not all that surprisingly, even Tracy was all for it when we sat down and laid it all out for her.
It was only a couple of weeks later with a very small amount of cash needed to get started in really poshing up the van that we sent out some fliers, did a bit of advertising on some local radio stations, and went into business.
None of us really had any idea what to expect, but it certainly wasn't anything like what happened either. Within twenty-four hours, we'd been flooded with phone-calls, were booked solid, so much so that we'd actually started taking special reservations in advance now, months ahead, just for events like Anniversaries and Birthdays. It quickly became obvious that we needed to carefully schedule our bookings, leaving more than enough time for cleaning and servicing between them, as well as ensuring that we had everything we'd agreed to on our simple contract to ensure that the customer's wishes were all satisfactorily met!
Our very first booking was a First Class, Grade-A-the-whole-nine-yards excursion. And though we had quite a collection of CD's people could chose from to listen to, they could also bring their own at no additional charge, as was the moon roof we'd installed they could open as wide as they wanted, if that's what they wanted, and fuck beneath the stars as we drove along, or bask in the sunshine in the middle of the day if that's what they preferred doing.
The bed itself was enormous, all things considered, with places to sit their drinks, snacks, not to mention a compartment of brand new sterilized toys they could purchase if they chose, or wished to include them during their adventure! Directly behind the drivers compartment, which could be closed and sealed for total privacy, there were two chairs for sitting and changing clothes, or even for coupling in if they chose to do that in addition to the bed. The bottom line was, it was a comfortable innovative little honeymoon suite on wheels with nearly every amenity you could think of, including a space where you could special order something if we could do it, or find it, that we hadn't already offered or mentioned as being part of whatever package was desired.
As it was basically our maiden voyage, as it were, Mike and I went together, though even Tracy had expressed the desire to Chauffer people around herself eventually. We'd booked this particular trip for four hours, a drive up to a specific pre-specified location, a two hour stay there, and then another hour's drive back. Wearing our new snazzy, without looking too ridicules Chauffeur's uniforms, as most people we'd spoken with in the beginning tended to like the idea of being Chauffeured, even though we weren't exactly driving in a limousine, Mike and I pulled up in front of the first clients house.
Because of the special additional request and services we'd been given, Tracy and Mike's girlfriend Amber had driven up ahead of us to the prearranged location in the service van with the prepared meal, wine and delicacies we'd been asked to provide. By the time we arrived it would all be set up and waiting for them.
I stood outside the custom van we were driving and held the sliding door open for our first clients as they soon after emerged and stepped inside. I looked up smiling towards Mike as he smiled back after the woman had gotten in. It was still warm enough in the day, especially this time of year that no coat was needed or certainly necessary. Yet she was wearing one, and I had smiled towards him, receiving a return smile as we both acknowledged in our mutual guess, that that was all she was wearing as she got in. try this perhaps "was all that she was wearing as she got in" - up to you, but that that sounds bad
Even the guy who'd hired us gave me a knowing smile as he stepped in behind her, after which I then closed the door, securing it, and settled into the passenger seat as Mike took the driver's side.
Looking back into the plush compartment, I quickly informed them of all the available luxuries and amenities at their disposal, along with approximate drive time to their scheduled destination though Brad, our client had specifically asked us not to divulge where it was we were going to his companion.
"The button's on the control panel next to you will open or shut the privacy screen between us," I then informed them, also pointing out the moon roof. "Whatever music you'd like can also be accessed through the same panel."
It was our hope that perhaps on occasion, our clients might indeed find it thrilling or exciting to have a silent audience, so we'd opted to let the client shut the privacy screen themselves if they so desired. We had barely even pulled away from the curb when it came down, effectively shutting off any further communication between us except through the intercom system which they could also access if they wished to speak with us as we drove.
"Damn!" I said, though having half expected it as we pulled away, though noticing moments later that Brad had turned on the cameras so they were indeed recording their adventure together. Likewise, the Moon Roof light came on, telling us that he had also opened that. Not too surprising as they could turn up the air conditioning if they preferred or open the roof if that was sufficient enough for their purposes. I settled back in my seat for the hour's drive as Mike drove, surprised some fifteen minutes later when he and I both heard the privacy panel beginning to open. I turned in my seat looking back.
"It's not necessary to open the panel if you wish to speak..." I'd begun, and then grinned, tapping Mike on the leg with my hand as he glanced into the rear view mirror towards them himself.
Though he was still partially clothed, the dark haired brunette who was with him wasn't, somewhat confirming our original suspicions that she hadn't been wearing anything beneath her coat in the first place. At the moment, he was sitting in one of the two oversized chairs; she was already in his lap, which they had swiveled around so that they were sitting on the side as we looked back towards them. Once again grinning as it gave both of us a perfect view of her at that angle as she slowly moved up and down grinning towards us as she fucked him there in the seat.
"Just keep your eyes on the road," I reminded Mike as he occasionally glanced in the mirror.
"And just remember, you're the one driving back on the return trip," he added to that as per our agreements.
I watched as Brad fondled her rather nice-sized breasts, soon sucking them as she continued to hump herself slowly up and down his shaft for a few more minutes until at his suggestion, she dismounted; now standing.
We had also installed a single railing from the seats towards the bed area where a person could safely hold onto it for support as we drove should they decide to stand up and walk back and forth between the two areas, which she now did. Only she had no intention yet of going back to the large bed which was turned down and openly inviting. Instead, she now stood with her head clearly poking through the moon roof opening, enjoying the feel of the warm breeze as we slowly drove along the now winding highway heading up into the hills near the city. But that wasn't her reason for doing so either, now using the support bar as a means to balance herself, now leaning forward as Brad stood up himself, now standing behind her, reinserting his prick inside her cant once again. Mike and I both watched, though his direct view was partially blocked, though now having turned in my seat so I could directly watch, which is what I assumed they had wanted and were enjoying as I did so. The brunette obviously enjoying herself with her head still partially above the moon roof opening as she occasionally stood straight, though mostly leaning over and forward while facing me, looking at me. Her smile wickedly erotic, as were the expressions on her face as Brad stood fucking her slowly from behind.
I felt my own cock stiffen while watching them, not too surprisingly so, seeing the woman's tits wildly swinging to and fro beneath her as they coupled, her moans of pleasure easily heard as we continued to drive along.
"Oh yeah baby, fuck my hot wet pussy!" She urged him unnecessarily, but I figured her erotic commentary wasn't just for him either, as she looked forward towards me, ensuring that whatever she did or said would be captured on the video as well. "Fuck my cunt baby, that's it...fuck my hot wet sticky cunt!"
A short time later, they switched positions, with Brad now holding onto the rail for support as he stood, and as she knelt in front of him lavishing his rock-hard prick with her mouth. My own was now straining against my slacks as I'm sure Mike's was as he too occasionally reached down trying to readjust himself.
"How much longer before we get there?" Brad asked me, startling me somewhat when he asked, his cock still firmly embedded within the woman's mouth.
"Another fifteen, twenty minutes," I told him, seeing him smile.
"Good, time enough for a nice little cum, cocktails and Hors d'Oeuvres before we're there then!"
Having heard his comment, the brunette began to busy herself even more enthusiastically, hand-pumping as well as now sucking his prick ardently, expectantly now wanting him to cum, which moments later he soon did.
"Oh yeah baby, that's it! That's it! Gonna shoot it now...fill your mouth with my fucking cream...take it baby, that's it...take it! Take it! Take it!"
It was clearly obvious that he was indeed doing just that, as she swallowed his load greedily, moments later licking her lips, still slowly hand-stroking his cock as she cleaned it off with her mouth, soon after allowing him to retake his seat, which she likewise did, now sitting across from him as he poured them both a glass of wine from the bar.
"Can I interest you in one?" he asked.
"Ah sorry, no. Not while we're working," I informed him.
"Of course," he acknowledged, handing the brunette a glass of white wine as he poured himself a red.
"Would you like to see her masturbate?" he then asked, looking at me without even having asked her if she would, though she immediately grinned having heard that, already swinging her seat even more directly towards me, one leg over the single arm of the chair, the other she had tucked up beneath her, sitting on it. "It's one of her own personal fantasies," he then informed me. "And I told her that most likely; she'd be able to enjoy doing it."
"We're here to do whatever you'd like us to do," I announced. "And it will certainly be our pleasure as well to watch her do so if that's her wish."
"It is," she spoke. "And by the way, my name's Cindy," she said introducing herself as she spread her legs even more obscenely, giving me a clear view of her wet glistening cunt, though Mike's was again not nearly so.
"You're definitely driving on the return trip!" He announced good-naturedly, to which I laughed as I considered the very real possibility they might actually close the partition between us for the drive home again.
Though we had made it clear in the beginning that there were adult toys available for purchase and for use should they desire them, Cindy seemed to prefer using her own fingers as she spread herself, now dipping a finger in her wine glass, applying the liquid to both her nipples as well as her clit as she sat there playing with herself.
"Very nice," I commented softly, watching her, as Brad likewise did, though I also noticed his cock, even having just squirted, was already rising in aroused knowledge of seeing her touching herself.
Cindy seemed to enjoy putting on a show, which I certainly did too of course, seeing her as she twirled that hard little clit of hers with her fingers, sometimes sinking two, even three fingers inside herself, withdrawing them, showing all of us the creamy white substance which was sticking to them which she then either fed to Brad, or cleaned off herself. Had she offered, I would have done likewise, but she didn't.
"Almost there," Mike announced shortly. "About five minutes," he added.
"Me too!" Cindy giggled, though she quit playing with herself much to my own disappointment, once again slipping into her long lightweight coat, just as Mike pulled into the designated area we'd been told to go to.
Looking out, I was pleased to see the girls had indeed gotten here, and had everything set up. A nice little table for two, white linen table cloth, corked wine, and Italian pasta with all the trimmings lay waiting for them upon our arrival. And also as asked and requested, at an additional small cost of course, was Tracy and Amber standing there waiting to serve them, each wearing a sexy serving girls outfit, though both were obviously bare-breasted, with their tits gloriously exposed.
"Damn, they look good too don't they?" Mike immediately observed as we got out, helping our guests out, and then seating them at their awaiting table. Once we had done so, Mike and I moved off out of the way, letting the girls take over as they began serving them their specially prepared dinner.
"What's the deal with all this anyway?" Mike asked me.
"Well, from what little I know, this guy owes all this property up here, and eventually, he has plans on building himself a real fancy little place, right about where we are now, with the deck being pretty much where they're being served."
"Boy, I can see why!" Mike observed. "The view is breathtaking from up here isn't it?"
I knew what he really meant of course, but at the moment, Cindy had once again removed her coat, now sitting entirely naked herself, as Tracy and Amber likewise with a good deal of themselves exposed, gaily chatted, joked, teased and catered to nearly every whim of our guests while they sat at their table as Mike and I stood off and well away to the side, enjoying a smoke while watching it all.
"You know Steve, one or two more first class adventures, and we could actually be in the black here," he said excitedly as we continued to stand there watching the four of them.
"Yeah, I know," I agreed though my mind really wasn't on business at the moment, I'd been riding along for the past hour now with a hard-on, so that's what I happened to still be thinking about at the moment as we stood there.
The truth was, we actually did have another first class booking scheduled, along with several only slightly less expensive excursions, and at least a dozen or more one to two hour bookings, a couple of which were nothing more than just parking the van in their drive-ways while our couples fucked one another's brains out for an hour, which even then was certainly worthwhile for the relatively inexpensive cost associated in doing that.
We had parked the van with the side doors, and the back doors open, giving them easy access to the bed either way, if they chose to climb back in and use it after they'd finished eating. After having finished a light, but deliciously tasting meal, but not so much that they'd feel too stuffed, and no longer amorous, Brad and Cindy did indeed sit sipping a cognac together afterwards.
"Question for you," Brad said waving me over to him.
"Yes?"
"I was wondering, while we're sitting here digesting our dinner, enjoying our drinks, if the four of you wouldn't mind putting on a bit of a sexy show for us, something to reawaken our appetites for afterwards."
I was hesitant myself, not so much for doing it, but as to how either Tracy or Amber would react to the suggestion.
"I'll make it worth your while, would another five hundred be sufficient?" he asked.
"Um, let me check with my partners," I told him, and then moved off towards where Tracy and Amber were busily packing up and putting things away as Mike helped them. I spoke to them briefly, telling all three what he'd just asked, and offered us, and waited for their response, not at all sure what it would be. To my surprise, Tracy grinned, caught a nod of the head from Amber, and then began walking back towards the table where Brad and Cindy were still seated.
"What would you like us to do?" I heard her asking.
"Whatever you'd like to do," Brad told her. "Just as long as you're all naked while you're doing it," he added simply with a lusty grin on his face. Mike and I watched, somewhat in surprise as both Tracy and Amber quickly slipped out of their naughty little uniforms, waving us over to them as they did.
"Holy shit!" Mike exclaimed grinning as he walked towards them with me right behind, glad at least to finally be doing something about this massive erection I'd been sporting ever since we'd arrived here. Just seeing my wife Tracy slip out of her clothing was enough to put me at full staff almost immediately, though as I watched Mike doing the same, it was clearly evident he'd been just as aroused as I had been.



Tracy had slightly larger breasts than either Cindy or Amber had, though not quite as perky as Cindy's were, much fuller, hanging far more heavily against her rib-cage, though I had always found that more provocative and preferable for my own tastes. Amber was smaller than both, though her breasts had an equally sexy up turn to each of them, capped with almost chocolate brown colored nipples, as opposed to my wife's lightly colored pink ones, with Cindy's almost a light tan, by way of comparison. Still, it was a virtual smorgasbord of tantalizing titty flesh as Mike and I stood feasting each just before joining them.
Using one of the other spare chairs they had brought along to sit in patiently while Brad and Cindy enjoyed their dinners, Tracy now took one for us, as Amber likewise grabbed the other one for she and Mike. I at first expected her to have me sit down in it, which is what Mike himself did, but instead, Tracy placed it, standing behind it, leaning over.
"I take it that's how you'd like it?" I asked leering at her.
"One of my five's," she said grinning at me as she stood there all nice and naked. "But...you already know that it is," she added as I nodded my head, stepping up behind her, quickly glancing over towards our guests, noticing as I did they had already pulled their two slightly more comfortable looking chairs together.
Amber had already crawled up into Mike's lap, giving Brad and Cindy a clear unobstructed view as his prick began sliding in and out of Amber's already wet slick cunt, something I found quite exciting to see myself as I'd never anticipated ever seeing that to begin with. I soon placed the head of my own cock at Tracy's opening, felt her sweet nether lips quickly wrap themselves around me, and slid home.
"Oh yes!" Tracy moaned happily as I gradually began to pick up the tempo of my thrusting in and out of her, both of us, if not all of us, looking about, watching one another as we continued. Even Brad and Cindy were now openly fondling one another as they sat side by side, something I had always found erotic myself to watch, seeing two people mutually masturbating one another, though they didn't do it long as Brad eventually slid out of his chair, now kneeling between Cindy's legs as he spread her, and proceeded to go down on her.
"Oh yeah baby, do that! Do that!" Tracy urged me, with very little coaxing to do so, as it was something I truly enjoyed doing to her, and for her anyway. Now taking her own seat, I too knelt down in front of her and began licking her only a few feet away from where Brad did the same to Cindy. Not too surprisingly, I heard the sound of Mike and Amber walking over, setting their chair up once again next to us, and Mike likewise now kneeling down on the ground as Amber happily draped her feet over his shoulders as he began licking her.
"How is it you prefer being eaten?" Cindy asked Amber speaking almost too nonchalantly as though they were having coffee together and that we weren't even there.
"Me?" she laughed, giggling, "Much like he is right now, I enjoy a quick little tongue flitter for a while at first, until he gets me really, really excited, then after that, I like it when he really works my clit with his lips," she spoke honestly, surprising me when she did so, though I then heard Tracy snicker, adding her own two cents to the now unusually strange conversation taking place.
"Ditto that," Tracy added, "though I also love it when Steve alternates between the fast soft tongue flickers, to some really hard clit pulls with his mouth, especially when I'm getting close," she surprisingly shared with everyone. "What about you?"
"Soft...really soft, slow and soft right up to the end, just when I can't hardly stand it anymore, and then Brad will just suck it and flick it with his tongue as hard and as fast as he can until I cum, which I'm about ready for him to do now," she added with a low deep moan as he obviously began doing that.
"Ready for that hard clit pull?" I half joked looking up at her now, though I had in fact eased a finger inside her wet split, teasing her "G" spot as I did, something else she enjoyed my doing when the time came.
"Shut up and eat me," she said still grinning as she looked down at me. "But yeah, do the finger thing too while you do!"
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Amber was the first one to cum, her ear piercing scream of delight filling the night as she did, triggering Cindy's. She came soon after, though her own moan of release was much deeper, though equally as long and drawn out as she came. Minutes later, Tracy joined the two others, though her cry of delight a bit more subdued in volume, more than made up for in her actions. Tracy thrashed wildly, grinding and humping herself against my face and fingers as she did.
"Before we head back," Cindy now stated, having looked at her watch, "I'd enjoy seeing the guys cum for me," she asked almost politely. "I really enjoy seeing that, and it will keep me all nice and horny aroused for the ride back."
"Sure, whatever you'd like," I told her, once again seeing it as part of the job, no matter how much we'd all been enjoying it, this was their evening. Whatever they asked us to do, as long as it was within reason and we were all good with it, made no difference to me.
Cindy giggled excitedly. "Ok, well...in that case, what I'd really like to see, and feel if neither one of you has a problem with it, is for the girls to stand behind and masturbate you until you eventually squirt all over my tits!"
I looked quickly towards Tracy, but she simply nodded her head yes, she obviously had no problem with doing that, nor did Amber it seemed as she was already standing up behind Mike, sort of walking him over to stand in front of where Cindy was sitting as Brad sat back, pouring another cognac for himself, content to watch the show. I soon joined Mike as he stood there, now the two of us side by side, the girls behind us, as they began pumping our pricks, though also rubbing them back and forth against Cindy's breasts as she cupped each of them separately, enjoying the feel of our dicks being rubbed against her nipples as Tracy and Amber caressed her with us, all the while still jerking them as well.
"Fuck man, I'm almost there," Mike announced moments later.
"Yeah, me too," I admitted, having been hovering on the edge now for most of the evening anyway.
Without another word however, I then saw a white ribbon of spunk suddenly erupt from the head of Mike's prick, immediately showering one of Cindy's tits as she held it, as Amber now feeling his climax begin, began pumping it even harder, aiming his spray at Cindy's breast, covering it in his white, milky essence.
"Ready baby?" Tracy asked me, and I answered her with several hot forceful squirts of my own.
After we'd gotten the girls loaded up, they left. Brad and Cindy once again climbing into the van, though this time shutting the privacy window as we drove away heading back into the city. I don't think Mike minded very much however, soon after dozing off as I drove. In back Brad and Cindy happily enjoying themselves as we did, only the somewhat muffled sounds of their coupling occasionally being heard through the partition. After we arrived back, I settled up the final bill with Brad, and as promised, he added in the additional five hundred dollar, "gratuity" as we called it. We drove away back to the house where we knew the girls would be anxiously waiting for us.
"Not bad for a first night out," Mike said looking at the night's final total. There were equal shares all around with a small portion of it set aside for expenses just as we'd all agreed to.
"Not bad at all," I agreed, already looking ahead at tomorrow's two bookings, one in the early afternoon, the other in the evening, though it was only a short hour's adventure with the van parked in the lot of a nearby apartment complex later on that night. Both of us wouldn't be needed for that one, so we'd flipped for it. I won, so I took the run, meaning Mike would then take the next single excursion. We did agree we'd also all agreed to pool whatever tips on the side we might be given.
But it was the early afternoon booking that looked the most interesting, and which neither one of us would be taking as four women had contacted us, letting us know right up front they only wanted a female driver to chauffer them during their adventure, and could we provide that? Obviously, Tracy was more than willing to do so, a four-hour adventure where we were told the girls wanted to be taken down by the beach, and get off in the van while parked there.
"Might be interesting," she grinned as she put on her cute sexy chauffeur's hat, white sexy blouse, black tie and slacks and prepared to drive off and pick up her four female passengers for their erotic adventure together. "Anything worth telling, I'll fill you in after I get back," she told me. "Oh...and just in case there is, make sure you're up and ready for me too," she added.
There weren't a lot of additional expenditures on this trip either, aside from the time and mileage, we'd only been asked to include some beverages of choice and a few snacks. Pretty easy trip all in all and relatively inexpensive as the four girls had agreed to it, splitting the costs though sharing the adventure.
Tracy came back five hours later grinning from ear to ear.
"Well? How'd it go?" I asked her.
"I'll tell you...while you're fucking me," she stated. I soon followed Tracy inside, while Mike and Amber prepared to go through the van. They changed the sheets on the bed, restocked where it was needed and took a quick inventory of everything that was there in the event we had missed something, or neglected to properly itemize the bill.
Tracy and I would do likewise, whenever Mike or Amber had to drive, which we'd now decided to try and split shifts with that way whenever it was possible to do so in the future.
"Just make sure you tell us all the juicy details later," Amber asked us as we went inside.
"Oh, I will!" Tracy promised, "While Steve's out on the SFP this evening," she stated, winking at me. "Maybe the three of us can have a little adventure of our own while he is too!" she added mischievously, making me wonder if they really would while I was gone.
An SFP stood for "Short Fuck Park" as we logged it in the books, something we all knowingly understood, though for anyone else, it was just a simple code to know how to bill it and charge it for tax purposes.
"Well, try to hold off on any of the SFP'ing around here until after I get back tonight," I stated anxiously, though Tracy had already pulled me inside by then, heading back towards the bedroom.
"So? How DID it go anyway?" I asked as the two of us scrambled out of our clothing. Excitedly, Tracy scrambled into the bed, legs already spread wide as she lay there twiddling her own cunt with her fingers, anxiously waiting for me to join her. "Obviously, it went rather well," I said looking down at her.
"Oh, hell yes," she grinned with a real naughty twinkle in her eye, "Now, get down here and lick me while I tell you all about it," she stated. I was only too happy to comply.
"So?"
"You lick, I'll talk," she said, and then she began. "Well, like you already know, it was the four girls, all of them actually damn attractive looking, even though one was obviously very masculine in her mannerisms, she was still attractively sexy in her own way. I had wondered in the beginning, after we'd gone through everything together of course, if they'd close the partition once we got going, but they didn't of course, which made and kept it interesting for me as we drove along."
"Oh yeah..." I mouthed, still licking my wife's cunt. "Go on..."
"I had no sooner pulled away from the curb in front of their apartments, when they started removing their clothes. Minutes after that, one of them, Crystal I think she said her name was, poured them all Margaritas from the pitcher we'd made up for them, and then settled back to drink, chat and get comfortable with one another. Through their conversation which I could easily overhear, it was evident that though they were partnered, and knew one another, they had never partied with one another like this before, so there was obviously a little nervousness in the beginning."
I felt myself growing hard as I licked her, listening, trying to imagine what they did, what they said. "Tell me what they looked like," I asked curiously. Tracy laughed.
"Yeah, I guess you'd like to know that wouldn't you?" she stated. "Well, interestingly enough, they weren't young, if that's what you were expecting," she said surprising me as I hadn't. "They were all in their late forty's; maybe even early to mid fifty's which surprised even me when I arrived. Crystal looked to be the youngest perhaps, longer dark brown hair than any of the others, which she wore in a ponytail. Jules? I think was the older, Crystal's partner, and very possibly the oldest, though I have to tell you Steve, of the four, she had the most amazing breasts, not really big, but beautifully full and still firm, enormously thick nipples that looked like twin gum-drops sitting atop each of her breasts."
"Hmmm," I purred still licking my wife's cunt, my prick now hard pressed against the bed as I lay there.
"Kathryn and Susan were the other two, with Susan being the one that had more masculine features, little if no makeup, and wore her hair really, really short, though it looked really cute on her actually. Anyway, as they all sat enjoying their drinks, occasionally reaching over to playfully touch, even while they talked, eventually Kathryn and Crystal moved back to the bed where they hooked up, as the other two women joined them, kneeling on the side, touching and caressing them as they did."
"What do you mean, hooked up?" I asked, trying to envision it myself.
Once again, Tracy laughed. "Well you know, sort of overlapping their legs together so that they were pussy-to-pussy in a scissors sort of position, and then started rocking back and forth against one another, humping each other as it were."
"Damn...I bet that was something to see," I said still lapping at Tracy's hard sweet little clit.
"Oh yeah, actually it was. And I couldn't enjoy seeing it as much as I would have liked either, because I honestly did have to keep my eyes on the road. But I could at least hear them for the most part as they enjoyed themselves, with the two of them eventually getting one another off that way, where they then switched partners, with Jules and Susan soon after doing the same thing while the other two woman knelt off to the side, touching caressing and kissing them while they did."
"Holy fuck!" I moaned, now seeing it clearly. "Damn, I bet that was hot!"
"Oh yeah, it was!" Tracy smiled knowingly. "But even that wasn't as hot as what happened after we arrived at the beach!"
"Yeah? Then what?" I asked looking up.
"No licky, No talky!" Tracy reminded me, so I immediately went back to licking and sucking her cunt as she continued.
"So anyway, pretty soon I pulled into the parking lot at the beach where they wanted to go, there were only a few cars parked there, middle of the work week and all, so it isn't very busy. Found a nice little corner in the lot away from everyone else, then turned around to watch, though asking them if they had any questions about anything, which is when Jules rummaged through the "Toy Store" as we call it, and asked me about one in particular."
"What's this one like?" she asked. "Have you ever used one like this?" she said looking directly at me.
"Happen to have one just like it," I told her, "Really enjoy it too," I said.
"Then she said, you know what would be really hot? Is if you were willing to come back and join us, show us how you do!"
"No shit?"
"Yeah, no shit, she really asked me if I would."
"And ...?"
Tracy grinned, "What the hell do you think I did?" she asked me. "Of course I did! I ran around, got inside, and soon took off my own clothing. Then I proceeded to demonstrate for them how I enjoyed using it the best while they all watched, and sat fingering one another while I did. Was damn fucking exciting I'll say that," she told me.
"God, no shit!" I responded back, now more horny than ever. "Here, roll over."
"Why?"
"So I can slow-fuck you from behind while you finish the story."
Tracy got on her side, one of our favorite positions and I soon spooned her, slipping into her from behind as she continued.
"So now there I am, sitting in one of the chairs, got myself all spread wide open for the four of them while they watched, showing them all the various speeds and things that sweet toy could do while they fingered themselves, though most often one another, occasionally switching partners back and forth until they'd all pretty much had a turn at it, until I came...and boy Steve, did I! Wow that was intense, sitting there, masturbating for four complete total strangers was hotter than I could have ever imagined!"
"Fuck!" I moaned, having to slow down if not stopping entirely, the image inside my head threatening to unleash my load far too soon as it was. "Then what?"
Tracy giggled. Well, then I watched as the four of them went back and got on the bed, formed up a naughty little circle, with each of them going down on one another for a while until they got each other off that way too. After which, they all got into their swim-suits, ran out into the ocean for about half an hour or so, came back, undressed, drank some more margarita's, then bought two of the strap-ons I'd urged you to include, which you can thank me for later, as they bought both of them. Then drove back, watching as the four of them fucked one another silly during the ride back."
"Damn!" I moaned seeing it inside my head. "No wonder you're so fucking horny!"
"That I am," Tracy acknowledged. "Now...fuck me, fuck me hard. I really need it!"
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John was excited for a number of reasons. The biggest perhaps was their leaving on vacation to Mexico in the morning where they would spend a week relaxing at the beach, sightseeing, as well as enjoying one another inside their hotel room. The other reason John was excited, was because he'd stopped by an adult toy store on his way home, picking up his wife, Diane something special to hopefully enjoy using during the trip.
Just thinking about all of it made him hard. He'd even removed his prick, stroking it occasionally during the drive home just thinking about her. She was an attractive woman that never failed to arouse him whenever he did, but even though she was, she was a bit more reserved than he'd like her to be, especially when he knew how she could get when she too became aroused.
They were both in their early forties, though Diane looked actually younger than that especially with her dark brown shoulder length hair and brown eyes giving her somewhat of an exotic look. At five foot nine, the same height he stood at, Diane also had amazingly long legs, which John loved her showing off. He especially enjoyed the few times he'd convinced her into wearing short skirts, revealing just how shapely her legs really were. She had great tits too, very full, firm and heavy against her chest, which again John loved whenever he held them, feeling their weight in his hands as he played with her, or sucking on her dollar sized light tan nipples. Nipples that grew amazingly hard and erect, especially whenever she sucked them herself, which she knew aroused and excited him whenever she did that for him.
They had arrived at their hotel, already anxious to head out and relax, enjoying a few drinks together at the hotel bar. He had surprised her of course with his naughty gift as they had begun to dress, taking the time to tease her a little as they did so. It was next to impossible for him not to want to touch her whenever he saw her in some state of undress, and used the opportunity to do so now, especially when he realized she had surprised him with a little gift too. Normally Diane kept her pussy closely trimmed, though on occasion she would completely shave herself for him as she knew how much this excited him. As she came out of the bathroom from her shower, he saw that she had done so again.
"Oh baby, I love it whenever you shave your pussy like that for me, it's so damn sexy!"
Diane blushed hearing his words, though she had known of course that it would indeed excite him, as well as herself in knowing how he would react and respond to her in doing it.
"And...I got you something fun, something special I thought we could have fun with tonight down in the bar."
"Oh? What's that?" She asked curiously.
John took out the butterfly vibrator he had secretly purchased for her. What was really interesting about this one too, was the fact it had a wireless remote control. She was hesitant at first about actually wearing something like this out in public, but John urged her to try it, especially as they were on vacation and that it would arouse him even more than he already was if she did. Diane finally relented, fitting on the device, and then John tested it by giving her a little soft humming vibration as she stood there.
"Nice?"
She grinned, nodding her head. "Just don't turn it on full blast!" she warned him seriously, "just go slowly with it, and I'll let you know if it gets to be too much," she added. They'd been seated at a nice secluded corner booth at John's request. Diane had worn one of her sexiest bras too, the lacey design clearly showing through her equally elegant white blouse, just a hint of that tantalizing tit flesh showing through the two garments. But it was the thought of her actually having worn the butterfly vibrator that he had purchased for her that he appreciated the most. He had turned it on the lowest setting after they'd been seated, and then given the drinks they had ordered while waiting for their dinner to arrive.
"How's it feel?" he asked. "You like it? Would you like me to turn it up a little more?" he'd asked excitedly.
"It feels good," she said still somewhat nervously, glancing about as she sat there. Though there was no way anyone could possibly know she was actually wearing it, she was still a little anxious about it. "But no...keep it where it is for the moment anyway, it's just enough to feel good without feeling 'too' good," she emphasized with a smile. She then surprised him by reaching over, placing her hand within his lap. She wasn't at all surprised to find him all nice and hard when she did, giving John's prick an affectionate rub through his pants even when the waitress came by with their dinners. Just her doing that as they were served was exciting, and he knew then that the butterfly was definitely affecting her in a very positive way.
"God babe, it's making me SO horny thinking of you sitting there with your pussy being pleasured," he whispered over to her, taking a quick look about ensuring no one was looking their way, and then giving one of her breasts a quick loving caress. Even through the blouse and bra she was wearing, he could feel her hard extended nipple pressing against the material as he thumbed it briefly. Diane giggled, and sighed pleasurably.
"Go ahead, try the next setting," she suggested seductively.
John knew Diane was enjoying this sensation, her having no control over it, with John holding onto the remote, he increased the vibration slightly, saw and enjoyed the expression on her face as she felt it even more directly begin to stimulate and caress her cunt as they sat there together picking through their dinner.
They had ordered another round of drinks as their dinner dishes were removed, the affects of which had helped to settle both their nerves and excitement somewhat, though also easing their mutual inhibitions to some extent as well. Once again, John felt his wife's hand caress his cock, then actually pull down on the zipper on his pants, her hand worming inside to actually make contact with his hard swollen prick.
"You're sure nice and hard," she again giggled somewhat, feeling him with her hands, feeling the pearly drop of moisture that had escaped from the head of his prick which she now used to rub playfully about his hard cock head with. John turned up his wife's toy to the next setting without telling her. She squirmed in surprise, but then quickly accustomed herself to it and smiled at him stroking his prick beneath the table even more openly now, though continuing to keep an eye on everyone around them. "Let's go back to the room," she whispered hotly into his ear.
Eagerly, John somehow managed to stuff his hard swollen prick back inside his pants though even then, he knew it would be difficult trying to hide his erection. They soon made their way over to the elevators, stepping inside where John now turned his wife's toy onto the highest setting, causing her to moan uncontrollably as he pushed the button for their floor. One other couple got on, joining them, and it was exciting to stand there knowing full well that his wife stood next to him being pleasured, the vibrator tickling her clit as they stood there trying to look normal and composed. A few moments later the elevator stopped and the other couple got off. The moment the door closed, Diane came into his arms where they kissed passionately, her hand once again reaching down to the front of John's pants rubbing him through the material. Likewise, John now openly fondled his wife's breasts, teasing her hard nipples, pinching them slightly with his fingers through the material, separating only when the elevator stopped on their floor.
As they stepped out of the elevator, John noticed there was a small alcove around the corner where they kept the ice-machine for their rooms along with a small vending machine for snacks. Passing by, John pulled Diane into it. He was in a naughty mood, and knew by the look in his wife's eyes that she was too. Though curious, she neither questioned nor complained when she felt John reaching down, lifting her short skirt. Seconds later, John cupped her pussy, placing his hand over the vibrating toy they had fixed in place. As he did, he once again unzipped himself, freeing his cock. He knew as they stood there, they would easily hear the sound of the elevator should it stop, or the sound of anyone coming down the hallway towards it too. Taking his own cock in hand, John now rubbed it against his wife's hard tender clit, teasing her with it, now adding to the sensation of the vibrating toy inside her.
"You're going to make me cum if you keep doing that," she warned pleasurably.
"Good, I want you too...right here," he grinned lustfully. Diane placed her hands about his neck in order to steady and support herself. Her legs already threatening to give way with the erotic naughty pleasure she was experiencing as they stood there, John still rubbing his own pick up and down, back and forth against her clit, masturbating them both as he did so.
Moments later, she began doing so, humping herself even more purposely against his prick, especially when the warm streamers of his spunk began splashing against her, using his own cream to now further stimulate her with as she came, trying hard as she could to muffle her cry of pleasure just as the sound of the elevator coming back up reached their ears. Quickly adjusting themselves, they hurriedly walked down the hall towards their room, John's cum running down her legs in little rivers as they unlocked the door stepping inside just as the elevator doors opened.
#
The following morning they had sat out on their small little balcony enjoying their room-service breakfast. They were both ravenous after a long night of fucking and sucking one another like crazy until they had both fallen asleep from pure exhaustion. Below, the almost white sandy beach beckoned to them both, though as they sat eating, John couldn't help but notice the occasional woman strolling by, her breasts bare on the clothing optional beach below them.
Diane laughed. "This why you picked this particular hotel?" she teased. He honestly hadn't known, but now he was interested yes, and excitedly wondered if his wife would be daring enough to do that herself. She had purchased a brand new fairly revealing bikini for the trip, and he was anxious to see her in it as well. He knew that his wife would attract several looks, and he always enjoyed it when other men and women looked at her, admiring her whenever they did.
Eventually they had wandered down to the beach, Diane only then taking off the cover she had worn over her swim wear, revealing as she did so how prominent her nipples were, pressing against the thin material of her bikini top. John was tempted to reach out and thumb one, barely able to contain himself as they spread out their large beach towels over a pair of lounge chairs they would be laying on. They were neither too close, nor too far away from anyone else, though it was still early yet. Almost immediately, Diane lay down on her stomach.
"Would you like some lotion?" John asked sitting next to her, already the feel of his cock growing in interest.
"Yes please," she said reaching back, undoing the clasp on her bikini top, letting it fall off to the side, her breasts now covered only by her laying on them. John applied the lotion, enjoying the feel of her bare skin beneath his hands as more and more people began coming down to the beach, filling up many of the vacant spots. Not at all unexpectedly either, many men and women were either nude or nearly so, enjoying the sun, and openly displaying their bodies to it as they lay basking in the warmth of it. Much to his delight, Diane eventually turned over, though at first she held her bikini top against her breasts.
"Go ahead, leave it off," he urged her, smiling when she finally cast it aside, allowing her own twin spheres to remain exposed, her nipples not quite so hard as they had once been, though he sat watching as they began to harden and stiffen all over again.
This time he didn't ask, pouring a liberal amount of lotion into his hands, which he began applying to the newly exposed flesh. "Don't want to get these beauties sun-burned," he had cautioned, though Diane had given him a knowing look as he sat beside her, more caressing than applying the lotion onto her breasts.
As the beach continued to fill up, another couple placed their beach towels just down in front of them, and another couple off close to one side. Though Diane now lay with her eyes closed, John smiled inwardly, catching the occasional looks in their direction from several people, both men and women, though it was the dark-tanned young man who'd positioned their towels just below them that seemed to glance his wife's way more often than most.
"Don't look up or anything," John told his wife. "But you have an admirer," he whispered towards her. "I think he's enjoying looking at you almost as much as I am." She lay unmoving for a few minutes more until the curiosity got the best of her, then she half sat, readjusting her lounge chair into more of a sitting position, just enough for her to relax back while allowing herself to look about. Almost immediately she caught the man glancing her way, he smiled when she did, causing her to blush briefly, though she returned the smile. "I'm going to go get us a couple of drinks," he informed her. "Go ahead, flirt with him a little while I'm gone, tease him a bit," John added curiously wondering if she would, though her initial look told him she thought he was being silly. "Seriously," John added once again as he stood up and headed over towards the beach bar in order to get their drinks.
It was only a short distance away, and he stood waiting for the bar tender to make their drinks, casting a glance back in his wife's direction, pleased to see the young man had turned over onto his belly, now looking directly towards where his wife was laying. From the side, he could see she had once again closed her eyes, but then to his surprise, he also watched as she nonchalantly opened her legs just a little as though attempting to make herself more comfortable as she lay there. John knew without even seeing it himself, that his wife's pussy lips would be more clearly defined, outlined against the crotch of her bikini panties as she lay there. Something that didn't go at all unnoticed either as the young man then tapped his girlfriends shoulder, her own eyes opening, looking up in that direction. John smiled, seeing the young man and woman both smiling as they lay there staring at his wife.
He quickly made his way back to their spot, carrying their drinks, though fighting the lusty desire that was threatening to lengthen his prick as he did so. John took a moment to gaze down at his wife's crotch upon approaching, pleased to see that indeed there was a clearly defined indentation outlining his wife's split as he sat down rejoining her. Diane opened her eyes, simultaneously pulling one leg up into a knee bent position as she once again adjusted her chair into a full upright position. Now her breasts were even more prominently displayed, which John again appreciated, just as was the other man who was sitting beside them as he lifted up the drink he was holding in his hand, acknowledging them both in greeting as he did so.
"I hope you don't mind my saying this," he spoke in a thick Spanish accent. "But you're wife has very, very beautiful looking breasts," he said boldly, his gaze just as boldly fixed on each of them. John grinned, seeing his wife's blush, but enjoying the sincere smile on her face as she held up her own drink towards him, nodding her head and then thanking him for the compliment.
"Thank you," she said easily enough. "But I think there are many more women on this beach more beautiful than I, and certainly with just as lovely, if not even lovelier breasts than my own," she told him.
"Ah, some more youthful perhaps," he agreed, "but none more sensual and attractive looking as those of a mature, seductively attractive woman such as yourself."
They sat chatting with the man sitting beside them for a while, the conversation easy and pleasant, though John also enjoyed the ongoing tease his wife continued to give the young couple laying in front of them, now likewise occasionally joining in as John and Diane spoke, enjoying the day together until they finally felt they had had enough sun. They had made plans earlier to go down to the market, browse around through a few shops and stores for souvenirs. Though Diane had of course replaced her bikini top before leaving, John had asked her to leave her cover up off momentarily as they drove towards town. He was enjoying the view of her incredibly hard nipples, which had remained so as they'd sat chatting with everyone, knowing full well that Diane had found herself aroused, being looked at, and having her tits actually commented on.
"Well, that was interesting," she stated after they had gotten into the car.
"It certainly was," he said no longer content to refrain himself, reaching over to brush one of her hard thick protrusions with his finger tip for a moment before backing out of the lot. "And I think that young guy in front of us had an erection too," he added, though naked, he had managed to remain on his stomach, though lifting up periodically, resting his upper torso on his elbows whenever they spoken to them.
"Yes, he did," Diane giggled knowingly. "I saw it a couple of times," she added. "Once I think, he repositioned himself purposely so that I could see that he had one. He grinned at me when he did that, and caught me looking at him."
John smiled even more broadly than he had been. "Not too surprised, he was certainly enjoying the view of your tightly pressed crotch, as was I!" he told her. "God babe, your pussy lips were so full, and so wonderfully defined, I wanted to reach over and rub you there so badly!"
"Did that...make you excited? Knowing they were looking at me, and not even pretending not to?" she asked.
"Oh hell yes!" John admitted. "And I don't mind telling you honey, I was having a few very naughty thoughts about it myself, wondering what they were thinking as they were."
"Yeah, me too," Diane admitted, and then surprised her husband as she pulled her bikini top down once again exposing her breasts, even as they drove along the highway in the car, her fingers now toying with her hard extended nipples, finally cupping one, lifting it up to her own mouth to suck on and flick with her tongue. Diane knew how much John enjoyed seeing her do that, and especially now, sitting next to him in the car as they entered the highway heading towards town. What she didn't realize or see until it was entirely too late, was the eighteen-wheeler that had merged onto the highway pulling up alongside of them.
"Oh my God!" she squealed with embarrassment, suddenly looking over and up, seeing the driver of the truck driving next to them peering down, though he was grinning from ear to ear holding one of his thumbs up with obvious approval.
"No! Don't put it away," John told her. "Keep playing with it," he urged hotly. "We've only got a couple of miles until the turn-off, so keep doing it, let him have a look and some fun while you do!"
Much to the truck drivers delight, as well as John's, she did so, suddenly getting into it even as she more fully displayed her held breasts through the window, letting the driver see her cupped tits as she pressed them together, then held on to her own nipples, lifting her full heavy breasts just by that means, and then shaking them for him as he drove along side, once again giving Diane a thumbs up of approval as she did so.
"Play with your pussy too," John urged. Only then did Diane give her husband a concerned look. "He can't really see it..." John pressed, "He'll only be able to know what you're really doing...please?" This time she laughed, actually finding it wickedly erotic to be doing this in the first place. Still bare breasted, she now slipped a finger inside herself, fingering her pussy, though how much the driver could see wasn't at all certain. It was enough however that he could obviously still see her tits as she now sat, fingering her own hot juicy quim, and getting rather turned on while doing it.



"God John, I can't believe how hot this is making me!" she exclaimed in surprise. And even John had to admit, this was a side of his wife he hadn't really seen before, not in public anyway.
"Making me pretty fucking hot too!" he now told her, his hand down in his own lap, grasping his now very hard stiff cock through his pants. He could now hear the liquid squishing as she fingered herself, unabashedly so.
"Shit!"
"What?"
"There's the turn off!" He heard the sound of the driver's horn thanking them as he pulled the car off the highway, down the ramp.
"Find a parking lot."
"Where?"
"Doesn't matter...anywhere. Just find one and then pick a somewhat secluded area within it," she suggested still playing with herself, though she now tossed her bikini covering over her bare breasts, though keeping them readily available in doing so.
Only a moment or two later John spotted the perfect place to pull in. Pulling off to the side, there were few other cars around them. He even backed in, making it easier to get out if they had to, but also giving them a perfect vantage point to see from should anyone head in their direction. Diane then slid over closer to him, freeing John's cock entirely, sucking it into her mouth and began licking, flicking her tongue out at the super-sensitive head of his prick.
"Oh fuck honey...that's nice...so damn nice!"
It was easy to also reach over and latch on to her still free-swinging breasts, capturing one, holding it and then locating her hard swollen nipple, which he rolled around between his fingers while she continued sucking his prick.
"Let me know when you're close," she told him. "I want to feel your hot cream spurting against my breasts!"
"Oh fuck babe...just hearing you say that's got me close!" he told her, the tickled feeling of pleasure already beginning to surge up the length of his shaft.
Lifting her cover, Diane once again bared her breasts to his view, taking his prick and rubbing it between them, pumping him until she felt the warm delicious splash of his climax saturating her boobs. After she had milked him dry, John watched as she then massaged in the white creamy spunk into her tits until her flesh had absorbed most of his cream. Only then did she replace her bikini top, along with her covering.
"Take off the bottoms," he said grinning at her. "Your turn!"
John had of course finger-fucked his wife on numerous occasions, but usually just as an additional stimulation included in foreplay. It was rare that he ever did so, bringing her to orgasm, and rarer still to be doing that here. He couldn't even recall a single time where he had fingered her like this in the car before, and began doing so, still keeping an eye out, but enjoying the feel and sensation of his wife's hot slippery cunt as he played with her, teasing her clit with the tip of his finger, swirling it, tapping it, and sliding one finger, and soon after two, in and out of her as she sat next to him on the seat, her hands once again fondling her bikini covered breasts.
"Oh my God! Yes! Yes John, Yes!" she cried out pleasurably soon after, humping herself back against the seat, as well as his fingers as he continued to finger-fuck her wet delicious cunt, hearing her cry of ecstasy as she came hard against the palm of his hand.
Once they had both collected themselves and straightened up somewhat, they then pulled out of the lot, heading into the city with smiles on their faces.
#
They had spent the rest of the day sight-seeing and browsing a few shops together, but to his delight and surprise, Diane appeared to be just as excited as he still was himself. He had taken the opportunity whenever the chance presented itself, to give his wife's ass a friendly caress, once or twice managing to grope her tits when no one was looking or could see them. She too had done the same, once even bending over pretending to look at something, though purposely grinding her ass against the front of his crotch. By the time they had returned back to their hotel room, they were once again horny as hell. John would have been content to just jump into bed and spend the rest of the night there, but it was Diane's suggestion they go downstairs to the bar and have a couple of drinks first.
"Oh baby, to hell with the drinks! Let's just stay here and fuck!" he'd said wantonly, lustfully.
Diane emerged from the bathroom a moment later however, dressed to kill by the looks of it. She had worn the shortest of skirts that she owned, her long legs attractively displayed, but even more surprisingly, she had also worn one of her very revealing low cut blouses as well. Her breasts threatening to fall out of the deep plunging "V' neck, which he also only then realized she was wearing without having a bra on, something she honestly never did.
"Just a couple of drinks," she stated. "I want you as horny as you've ever been by the time we get back up to the room," she told him. I have plans for us a bit later," she added suggestively. In seconds, John was dressed, once again groping his wife playfully on the ride down in the elevator.
#
The place was far busier than the night before, most of the tables already taken so that they had had to sit at the bar instead. Neither one of them minding it however, especially as it tended to show off Diane's legs because of it, a fact that didn't go unnoticed by several couples sitting together at a nearby booth next to them. Perhaps because they were similar in age and appearance, one of the women struck up a conversation with Diane, asking where they were from etc, soon laughing and having a good time as they conversed, even whispering on occasion back and forth, giggling whenever they did. Curious, John eventually inquired what it was they'd been talking about.
"She told me I looked very sexy, and asked if I'd ever had the pleasure of another woman," she told him honestly. She hadn't, but she was obviously flattered by the remark, and John had found it intriguingly delightful that his wife seemed to warm to the woman's continued attentions of her, not to mention the attractive man sitting with her who continually eyed Diane throughout the evening as well. Sitting high on the stool, Diane's skirt had ridden up considerably, showing off a great deal of her exquisite thigh. Seeing this, John mentioned it, and then told her to swivel around on her stool, giving the two of them an even better look. Flushed, yet obviously excited, Diane did so, revealing as she did a very quick brief glimpse up her skirt. John saw their eyes drawn there when she did, though she pretended she herself hadn't realized she had, still chatting, laughing and talking to them the whole time. At one point, the girl had gotten out, excusing herself to use the restroom, her lover standing up in order to let her slide out, though he didn't return immediately to his seat, preferring to stand now next to Diane. John noticed he was tall, well over six feet, and with his height advantage, standing next to Diane as he was, it was easy for him to peer down the front of Diane's low-cut blouse, which became even more revealing whenever she leaned this way or that, the "V" billowing out to one side or another, threatening to spill her breasts out entirely.
The other couple had introduced themselves as Mike and Cindy, like themselves here on vacation, and coincidentally staying on the exact same floor they were.
"Hey, you two interested in something adventurous and fun?" Cindy had asked Diane.
"Sure! What?" She had answered.
"Well, we noticed...there's an adult store just down the street from here. We thought earlier about going there, having a look around, and see if we could maybe find something naughty fun to bring back with us, you interested in going with? Having a look?"
Though Diane certainly didn't mind John's going into any himself, especially when he'd always chosen, or brought back something naughty and excitingly fun to see or use, she herself had never been inside such a place before. Surprisingly, she hesitated only for a moment. "Sure! Why not? I've always wanted to see what it might be like to go in one," she freely admitted. "And at least here...no one would recognize me if I did!"
It was only a couple of blocks away, so the four of them walked there together rather than driving. Nervously, yet excitedly, Diane entered the rather large shop, immediately surprised at the wide variety of toys, movies and sexy apparel that the shop sold. They browsed together through several items, finally finding themselves entering a small curtained partition, which led down a small hallway with several doors leading off to the left and to the right, each one with a separate entry door leading inside.
"What are these for?" she had asked, and John had informed her that you could check out a movie to watch, bring it inside one of these booths, and preview it in privacy, along with a few other things if you chose to do so. John had already grabbed a particular movie he thought Diane might enjoy seeing with him, paying for the use of the room for an hour, and then led Diane inside, having watched Mike and Cindy doing the same right behind them. There was a small, yet comfortable looking couch facing the screen, after putting the DVD in the player, sitting down, John had already freed his cock in expectation as Diane grinned looking down on it, and then lifting her skirt, revealing to him when she did that she hadn't been wearing any panties on beneath it.
"Damn babe, you mean to tell me they knew you weren't wearing anything on underneath?" he asked excitedly, hearing her giggle as she answered.
"Well, I'm sure they eventually saw that I wasn't," she said simply. "But Cindy wasn't wearing anything either, or didn't you notice that? I saw hers several times too when she managed to flash me from where she was sitting."
"Damn, no...I didn't. Must have been at the wrong angle to see that, but just knowing they could see you, is horny enough!"
What was also pretty horny, was the movie. A woman, looking very much like his own wife was sitting on one man's dick, just as Diane was sitting on him now having easily slipped herself over John's hard stiff prick. The other woman however, was also sucking another dick as she did.
"That's hot!" John said peering around his wife up at the movie.
"Oh, you like that do you?" she said teasingly. "You find the thought of me doing that exciting? Sucking another man's cock while you fuck me?"
"Ah hum," John moaned pleasurably, not quite sure how to answer that, though it was obvious he was excited and thinking about it.
"John?"
"Yeah?"
"Is that...what I think it is?" she suddenly said, pointing towards a hole in the wall separating their room from the one next to them. Glancing over, even John was stunned to find what was obviously another man's hard cock poking through the hole in the wall. He actually laughed upon seeing it. "Yep, I think it is...those are called 'glory holes' in case you've never heard the term before," he added, and realized upon doing so, that it had to be Mike's prick sticking through the opening as he and Cindy had gone into the room next to them earlier. "That's got to be Mike's cock," he now added, telling her what he had only then remembered.
Tentatively, she reached out, grasping it as John looked on, amazed that she had, though she was obviously excited at the prospect, especially with John's cock lovingly stroking her cunt at the moment.
"Go ahead honey...play with it," he urged her, which she began doing, feeling the equally hard penis currently sticking through the opening in the wall. "Lick it," he then told her. "Go ahead babe, give it a little suck."
Diane leaned over, her mouth slowly enclosing around the head of Mike's cock as John continued fucking her from behind, hearing the pleasured gasp as he did so, and as she gingerly sucked and stroked Mike's cock through the opening in the wall. After several more minutes they could both hear pleasured giggling on the other side, then the sound of Cindy's voice coming through the opening.
"My turn!" she stated, waiting expectantly. Diane laughed, jumping off her husband's prick, and then leading him by it towards the opening, then putting it through, standing beside him in order to watch, fondling his heavy laden ball sack as she did so.
"Is she?" Diane asked though the look on John's face told her she was. And though it felt good, erotically naughty just because of the way it was being done, John soon after withdrew, once again needing the feel of his wife's soft sweet pussy milking his cream from him. Diane leaned over the arm of the couch, John now standing behind her, once again slipping himself inside her, enjoying the feel of her super-slick pussy, as he began fucking her wildly as they stood there together. The sounds of a likewise heated coupling taking place in the room next to theirs only heightened their own passion, hearing Mike and Cindy moaning and groaning together as they soon came, triggering their own pleasured orgasms within moments after hearing that.
They emerged from the room just as Mike and Cindy did a few minutes later, soon after heading back to the hotel. "You guys like to come down to our room for a night cap?" Mike offered.
"It's late," Diane said and we've got a sight-seeing tour scheduled for way early in the morning, perhaps another evening," she said then saying goodnight as she and John headed off to their room.
John was initially concerned that Diane was troubled or put off by what had happened, but as she turned with a wickedly wild look in her eyes, he knew better. "I hope you don't mind John, but as erotically naughty as that all was, what I needed and wanted more than anything, was to come back here and fuck my husband," she told him. "Out there..." she then pointed, towards the balcony.
#
Their room was on the fifth floor of a six-floor hotel. The likelihood of anyone even seeing them was remote, especially if they had merely sat down in one of the two chairs by their little patio table. John stood outside waiting for her, wearing only his bathrobe while she had excused herself to change, joining him momentarily. He had turned off all the lights in their room further concealing them from being backlit should anyone look up from below. He turned at hearing his wife coming towards him, grinning from ear to ear at seeing her entirely naked as she approached, but also once again to his delight, wearing the vibrating butterfly he had given to her their first night here.
"You like that little device do you?" he said gathering her into his arms.
"Very much so," she giggled handing him the remote. John laughed accepting it.
"I have to admit honey, ever since you tried this out, ever since then, you've really seemed to blossom in a way, you're certainly more adventurous, that's for sure," he indicated with a nod of his head towards her as they stood outside on the deck together, entirely nude as she slipped his robe over his shoulders, allowing it to fall to the ground. And as if to punctuate that, Diane moved towards the railing rather than taking a seat as he might have expected her to do.
"Come fuck me honey, fuck me against the railing, fuck me while this naughty little toy of yours is vibrating my clit!"
The railing was at a perfect height in a way, Diane leaning over it, her large breasts dangling over the side, erotically so as he looked at her, her pink pussy winking at him invitingly, knowing even as he stepped in behind her, turning the vibrating toy she had strapped in place on the next to highest setting, watching her jump in response to that, though he didn't give her much time to get used to that before he slipped his cock inside the opening of her warm wet cunt and buried himself deeply inside.
It was erotic as hell to look out over the railing, seeing people walking about below them, some wandering off into the darkness down by the beach, others laughing, standing on the boardwalk enjoying a drink, or just marveling at the warm wind as it caressed each where they stood. Likewise, John and Diane enjoyed the warmth of the night wind as it caressed the two of them, though they stood naked together, coupling slowly at first. John reached around his wife, cupping her full breasts, holding onto them, fucking into her and enjoying the harsh slap of flesh against flesh whenever he did.
"Harder baby...harder!" she soon urged him as he also turned up the vibration on the butterfly still tickling her clit. "Oh yeah! Yeah!" She nearly screamed, the sound of her voice briefly worrying John that someone might overhear and look up, then that very same thought becoming erotically charged as well, wanting someone to actually do just that, look up, seeing Diane's luscious breasts freely swinging to and fro beyond the railing as he stood behind her, stabbing his cock into her violently from behind as they came together.
#
It was the last day of their vacation together. As a surprise, John had scheduled massages for them both, very special massages that Diane had no idea as to how special John had wanted them to be. Though taking a bit of a chance, Diane had indeed transformed in many ways, so he was in hopes that she would warm to the erotic naughty session he had scheduled for her.
John smiled inwardly when the two masseuses's arrived. One was a very tall, very attractive looking Latino male that John knew Diane would find attractive, and did as she turned immediately shy while undressing and laying down on one of the two massage tables they had set up in their room. Likewise, the Latino female was also extremely attractive with long dark hair, and with what John could only surmise, a full firm set of breasts though perhaps not quite as large as Diane's were.
As good as his own massage felt as the pair began, he couldn't take his eyes off his wife as her masseuse began working on her. He had given the man a knowing nod of his head, telling him as part of a prearranged signal that he was to proceed exactly as they had discussed.
Initially, John watched as Diane relaxed, enjoying her massage, though he watched her eyes pop open a short time later, knowing when they did, that her masseuse must have come very close to touching her bare pussy. John knew the man was taking it slowly with her, also as they'd discussed, each pass of his strong hands lingering briefly, just hinting at, but not quite directly touching her there though he slowly got closer and closer to doing so with each pass of his hands.
Just by the look on her face, John was able to see that it was beginning to arouse her, she shifted as though adjusting herself, making herself more comfortable. But once again, receiving a knowing smile from the man's face just as they'd discussed. John knew that she was secretly responding to his touch, as Daniel winked, grinning, telling John in so doing that she was. Daniel likewise began working his hands beneath her ribcage, now massaging, yet caressing her there too, fingers probing, hinting, teasing at her still hidden flesh, though she had found herself lifting up ever so slightly allowing him easier access each time.
John was able to see as Daniel gingerly probed her flesh, his fingers expertly sliding beneath her full breasts, briefly, but methodically. Each pass once again seemed to linger a bit longer, as well as a bit further as his fingers reached beneath her upper torso, though John could also tell she was beginning to help him as he began doing so.
When Diane's eyes popped open again, John knew that her masseuse had touched her directly, letting her know when he did that this time it hadn't been an accidental caress or touch as a few of the others had seemed to be. Seeing her look as she gazed over towards him, John mouthed the words, "I love you," and then smiled, winking, letting her know at that moment that what she now felt and experienced had been part of his surprise for her.



"You may turn over now," Daniel said, as Diane remembered her masseuse being originally introduced to her as. Simultaneously, John was given the same instruction, knowing when he did, that his now very rock-hard cock would be easily seen which, was also part of the plan. John wanted his wife to know how aroused he had become while watching all this, though it had the added benefit of letting Theresa know how much she'd been helping in doing that too.
As John half sat, and then rolling over onto his back, Diane saw how erect his prick was, and knew immediately that he was just as aroused as she was. As John's attractive looking masseuse, Theresa, began working on him again, Diane grinned, finding it extremely erotic to see the woman as she seemed to teasingly work around her husband's hard stiff prick as he lay there on the table. Likewise, Daniel now massaged around her breasts in circles, sometimes touching them even more lightly than a feather as he skimmed the tiny tips of each nipple. She moaned pleasurably, just as John was now doing with each passing stroke, each lingering touch of the hand as each of their masseuses began getting bolder and bolder with their touches.
"God babe...just watching you is making me horny!" John told his wife. "Seeing the pleasure on your face is so fucking erotic!"
"Ditto baby, ditto!" Diane replied looking over towards him, though she was having trouble keeping her eyes open. Daniel's fingers now slid easily into her wet honey spot, the tease of which now began to pleasure her thoroughly as she began to succumb to it.
Likewise, his hands now fingered and manipulated her taut swollen nipples directly. Rolling them, sometimes pulling or pinching them lightly, he alternated between doing that, or fingering her wet juicy split. Only when she heard John's occasional pleasured sighs did she again open her own eyes to briefly look, seeing Theresa's hand now working John's hard stiff cock up and down, slowly, expertly.
"Feel good baby?" she asked moaning herself as Daniel once again teased the hard little knot of her clit.
"Oh yes...you?" John moaned, deeply groaning out his own sweetness as Theresa surrounded just the tip of his prick with her oiled hands, teasing it by firmly twisting, then releasing only to grab and do it all over again.
Her answer came in the form of a pleasured gasp, she felt Daniel ease one finger just inside her ass, another still working and caressing her "G" spot, as she now felt the double intrusion of fingers scissoring her tender flesh. "Oh fuck!" she moaned loudly, audibly, and not prone to openly using vulgarities except when extremely aroused, which John now new, she obviously was. She felt him double fingering her, the sensations driving her mad with pleasure, his free hand alternating back and forth between her breasts, her nipples continuing to play with them as he stood beside where she lay still scissoring her cunt.
The pleasure Theresa was giving John was greatly enhanced by the look on his wife's face. Knowing that she was hovering on the edge of orgasm at that very moment, threatened to have him spilling his own seed. Theresa pumped, jacked, played with, and continued to surround the head of his sensitive prick, teasing him unmercifully. John felt his climax beginning, just as he heard the deep-gutted ecstasy and joy escape from his own wife's mouth, her cry of pure pleasure triggering his own. John grimaced, and then allowed the force of his climax to erupt through his prick, showering his masseuse with his cream, streamer after streamer of which began spurting from the head of his dick as Diane opened her eyes, still moaning as she watched.
Together, they lay side-by-side, though apart, climaxing, cumming, and enjoying their pleasured expressions as they watched one another enjoying pure bliss.
#
John had tipped them both liberally as they had prepared to leave for the extra special treatments they'd been given. Curiously, Diane had drawn Theresa off to one side, speaking to her momentarily in private. She in turn then spoke briefly to Daniel who smiled, nodded his head, and then grabbed her massage table along with his own and carried them out through the door. John turned, still holding it open for Theresa, but then got a surprise of his own as he watched his wife suddenly reach up and begin undoing the buttons on the woman's blouse.
"Close the door...and your mouth John, now it's my turn to surprise you!"
Up until now, it had all been pillow talk between them. He never thought he would see the day when his beautiful wife would actually be bold enough, horny enough, and wild enough to ever touch or play with another woman. Closing the door, he felt his prick already beginning to stiffen once again, though it had only been minutes since he'd just had an orgasm.
By the time he had crossed the room, taking a seat in one of two large oversized chairs, Diane had finished helping Theresa to undress. He had been right about his assessment of her, her breasts though not quite as large as his wife's were, were nevertheless just as full and pliant to the touch. But unlike his wife's lighter tanned, dollar sized nipples, Theresa's were much darker, and somewhat larger. Seeing the two women standing side-by-side for a moment as they stood touching and playing with one another's tits, sent a renewed surge of lust-filled delight coursing through his entire body.
Watching his wife as she and Theresa crawled into the bed, they soon interlocked their legs over one another, now pressed pussy to pussy. And though Theresa's quim wasn't shaved, she had a very thin, neatly trimmed little patch of pubic hair, which in addition to the differences in their breasts and nipples, gave John even more to enjoy viewing.
"You are so warm, and so wet!" Theresa giggled delightedly as she slowly rubbed herself against Diane.
"So are you," Diane moaned pleasurably, enjoying the sensation of fondling the woman's soft breasts as she pressed her own sweet split against Theresa's grinding rhythmically against her.
"Damn, that is fucking hot!" John blurted unable to contain himself, even as he now sat unabashedly fisting his cock.
"Why don't you come over here and sit honey, so you can see us better?" His wife directed, patting the side of the bed as she continued humping against Theresa. Standing, John looked down at his own hard firm erection, soon after following it towards the bed where he now sat, peering directly down and between the two women's legs where they met. He could clearly hear the sound of their sweet juices mixing, playing together.
"You like what you see baby?" His wife asked. By way of an answer, John's prick dribbled a pearly drop of pre-cum, which Diane immediately snatched up with her finger, applying it to the tip of one of her nipples. Theresa then leaned over, mouthing Diane's breast, sucking it off. John quickly squeezed out another thick droplet, to which Diane repeated the same process, applying that to her other breast. And Theresa again, licking and sucking that off.
"Ooh, give some to hers now," Diane moaned. The sight of his wife hungrily sucking, licking and even kissing Theresa's breasts soon had him leaking like a sieve as even more lubrication leaked forth from his prick.
As much as he would have liked to join in, he was mesmerized in just watching them, something that he now knew Diane was enjoying, not only because it felt good, but also because she knew how much it excited John in watching her. Moments later, she and Theresa had repositioned themselves on the bed, now with them licking one another, tongues lapping, teasing and exploring one another's splits. Diane groaned deeply as she felt the woman's mouth encircle her clit, holding onto it, and then sucking it. Following her lead, Diane quickly followed suit, drawing in Theresa's hard stiff little clitoris, finding the sensation of sucking it wildly erotic, decadent, and naughtily perverse.
"Oh yeah, lick her pussy baby! Lick it, finger it and suck it, and lick it...lick it...lick it! John urged hotly, now fisting his prick almost as wildly as he sat beside them, hearing the sounds of their tongue-tickles and slurping as they devoured one another's sweet juicy quims.
John last track of the number of times both women had made one another cum, or had in fact even cum together. He had nearly blown his own load several times just watching them, content to do so even, but Diane had told him not to, to hold out if he could. Just when he thought he couldn't stand it anymore, Diane finally spoke.
"Come fuck me John, fuck me from behind, doggy style, while Theresa eats me!"
John quickly slid around behind his wife as she knelt there on the bed, Theresa wiggling beneath her, once again locating her well lubricated slit. But to John's delight, she also grabbed onto his prick, guiding his shaft into his wife's cunt, teasing her with it, as well as himself as she did so. After a few delicious moments of this, she then guided him inside though it certainly wasn't necessary. Below, he felt, as he knew his wife certainly did, as Theresa's tongue went back to work on his wife's clit, occasionally licking his shaft as well as he slow-stroked his wife's creamy cunt.
"Oh fuck John! Fuck that feels good!" Diane moaned, her head slowly being tossed from side to side, her breasts free-swinging as John glanced over in the mirror of their room, watching the spectacle of the three of them together. Diane's hand reached out, her fingers finding Theresa's pussy as well, fingering and toying with it as John's prick picked up the tempo. "Yes! Yes! Fuck me baby, fuck me and make me cum!" Diane cried out.
Seconds later John felt his wife's pussy erupt, the sudden creamy warmth of her climax bathing his prick. Below them, the sounds of Theresa as she captured their combined essence, John now grunting out his own pleasure as his prick began to spurt. He felt Theresa's hand, then her mouth surrounding him, taking a portion of his pleasure, sucking his prick, and then ramming it back inside his wife's cunt where she finished milking out the last remaining droplets of his spunk.
They had spent the next hour fucking and sucking one another in ways that John hadn't thought possible, until it was unfortunately unavoidable. They needed to pack and prepare to check out of their room if they were to make their scheduled flight on time.
After Theresa had left, they had quickly showered, once again making love though softly with less urgency this time. Dressing, and then packing, they prepared to return home.
"Hey babe, I didn't see the butterfly I bought you. Did you pack it?"
"Pack it hell John, I'm wearing it home...on the plane!" She then handed him the remote control, once again kissing him as she did so. "I'm planning on you driving me nuts during the flight," she giggled suggestively.
John couldn't help but laugh at that either. Before coming here, he couldn't have imagined her doing that, let alone the things they had now enjoyed and shared together during their trip.
"You know honey, I can't help but feel that new toy I bought for you had a lot to do with all this," he said reflectively.
"I think you're right John, it really did have quite an effect on me, and it's helped me to see myself for the sexy, sensual being that I am, always have been. But you've known that all along, you just helped to coax it out of me, help me to see it was there all the time too." Then she handed him a small package.
"What's this?"
"Go ahead, open it."
He did so, finding what appeared to be a cock-ring with a small little vibrating egg attached to it. Diane then held up her own little remote control. "Should be an interesting flight back don't you think?"
John could only shake his head in wonder and smile.
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David -
It had been at least two years since I'd seen my mother, and two years longer than that since I'd seen my sister. Not exactly a workaholic, I had been working overseas in Scotland for the past two years. I'd been gathering research on many of the medieval castles there, not for any real historical reasons, though that was part of it. But I had been working for a fairly eccentric billionaire who having nothing better to do with his money, wanted to build an exact replica of one of the more elaborate and infamous castles still standing. My work then, was seeing to all the detail required in replicating something of this magnitude. Not that I didn't mind, he was paying me a rather nice salary to do that. But it had meant a great deal of time away from friends and extended family.
And to make things worse, it was the rainy season. Everything was always cold and damp or so it seemed, and I was more than ready to jump at any excuse just to get some time away, feel the sunshine on my face let alone see it. When the call came from my sister Sharon, it gave me the reason and excuse I'd been looking for. Initially, I thought for sure it was something really serious. The fact it was Sharon calling me told me it had to have something to do with mom. And the fact Sharon was calling me in the first place, gave it a measure of some importance.
One of the reasons I hadn't seen my sister in so long, wasn't because I didn't want to, or even could have made a point of being there whenever she came for a visit to see mom. The reality was, Sharon and I had agreed it was best not to be around one another for a while, something we'd both reluctantly agreed to do some four years ago now.
"Sharon? What's wrong?" I'd asked worriedly, "How's mom?" I then asked figuring it had to be about her, or Sharon might not have called.
"Nothing serious David," she told me. "But you know mother, unless I called you, she wasn't about to. And like I said, not really serious, but she was involved in a car accident, had her leg broken in two places, so she'll be in a cast for a while. Had a few other abrasions and scrapes, but besides the broken leg, nothing life threatening or serious. Anyway, like I said, she wasn't about to call you. So I figured I'd better, at least let you know so you didn't hear it from somebody else and get all upset about it," she stated calmly.
"Tell mom I'm catching the next flight home," I told my sister, and then asked. "Or would you rather I not?"
There was a brief hesitation. "No, she'd like that David, and...it has been a while since she's seen you, since I've seen you," she said pausing again. "It's been hard, on both of us I know, but admittedly, I've missed seeing you too."
I felt a great deal of relief in hearing that, it would be good seeing my sister again, though she put an almost immediate damper on my relief when she added. "As soon as you are here though, I'll be returning home myself. I think it would still be best that way."
It would be a long flight back to the States, and another long leg just to get back to Utah when I did. Sharon lived in California now, held a nice job at one of the Movie Studios and was in fact married to some sort of Studio Executive, though I had only met him once shortly before their wedding, and then of course again at the wedding and reception. I hadn't seen either of them ever since. As we had agreed so many years ago, feeling it best that we not, and always finding a reason or excuse to never show up around the holidays at the same time together. No one ever knew the real reason why, which was best for everyone involved or we knew, we'd both be ostracized under the circumstances.
As the plane lifted off for the long flight across the ocean, my mind drifted off back to that period in my life, in our lives really, nearly five years ago now. Five years of regret, but also a two week period of some of my fondest memories, especially during a time of stress not to mention a great deal of internal turmoil. Even as I sat there recalling it, I couldn't shake the memory of it from my mind, nor did I really want to.
Sharon had just turned twenty-one, it was a time of celebration and family togetherness. Little did any of us know at the time, just how dramatic things would be, how horribly and irrevocably they would all change in a single evening. Five years older than my sister, I for one should have known better, foreseen the ramifications of our eventual actions. But I wasn't thinking very clearly either, nor was anyone else for that matter during that time. What happened had affected us all in ways none of us could have ever imagined.
I had married my high school sweetheart just the year before. At the time, my entire life was laid out ahead of me with promises of a bright and exciting future. I had just graduated from the local university, landing a job in historical research which is where I eventually met, and eventually came to work for the man I was working for now. Sharon's twenty-first birthday was another reason for that celebration, a reason that all of us made a point of coming together and combining that with celebrating the fourth of July weekend, her birthday. At the time, mom and dad owned and lived in what to some could only be described as a small mansion. More rooms than anyone could shake a stick at for one thing, but for another, it made coming home to visit all the more enjoyable as there was plenty of space to spread out, and then some.
The party had been going on all day it seemed, with a hell of a lot more alcohol than normal, even for our family. Dad had gone out and hired a private fireworks show, something we were all looking forward to seeing as he'd spared no expense. Having the size of property we did, we were far enough and away so as not to endanger any of the neighbors, inviting many of them just to be sure, along with additional guests, family and friends. It was a hell of a turn out with well over two hundred in attendance.
As darkness neared, we were all expectantly waiting for the fireworks to begin, and they did, just not in the way any of us had ever expected or imagined they would.
"You seen dad?" Sharon had asked. I'd been looking for him myself for the last half an hour now.
"No, and I've been looking for him too," I told my sister. "He's nowhere on the grounds that's for sure."
"Then he's got to be inside." Sharon and I had gone back into the house looking for him, even stopping mom along the way, asking her if she'd seen him.
"That's funny," she said. "He and your wife came in here about a half hour ago looking for you," mom had told me, which only then made me realize I hadn't seen Gwen for quite some time myself either.
"Did you see where they went?" I asked curiously.
"Back outside," mom stated simply. "Though I thought I saw them heading over towards the garage, perhaps they thought that's where you'd be, especially as...well, you know," she grinned now looking over towards my sister.
"Of course!" I thought stupidly to myself. "Sharon's present!"
Unbeknownst to her, until now anyway, dad had gone out and bought her a new car, something of a family tradition of sorts, as he had done the same thing for me on my twenty-first birthday. I had known he was planning on bringing it out just before the fireworks were to start, by way of surprise, so I figured that that's where he was at, preparing to do so. And in doing so, had decided to show it to Gwen beforehand.
I headed out the door with Sharon following. "Hey sis, maybe you should wait here, after all, you weren't supposed to know about it," I told her, though the look on her face told me otherwise.
"Are you kidding? No way am I going to wait to see it now, what if it's something hideous? The last thing I'd want to do is stand there in shock in front of everyone, if it was!"
I had to remind myself, Sharon wasn't a little girl any more either. Hadn't been for a very, very long time. Attractive almost to a fault, her long brown hair fell well beyond her shoulders. She was long legged, something she always enjoyed showing off either in short skirts, or almost too short of shorts whenever she could get away with it. And though I hated admitting it, she also had a great pair of tits, which she always seemed to have growing up, even at such a young age.
"Suit yourself," I told her, and then headed off towards the garage area with Sharon following.
Oddly, none of the lights were on in the big six-car garage as we rounded the corner by the side of the back entry. I had heard no engines, or cars being started up either, so I knew dad hadn't as yet driven down Sharon's new car to where everyone was now impatiently waiting for things to start.
"Strange," I said turning towards my sister, just as a faint light came on. Had we not been standing near the side window, we'd have missed it. But under the circumstances, it drew us closer to the window like a beacon. Looking back, I wish now that we'd have been late, or never even gone there at all. Not that that would have changed the eventual outcome, but perhaps it would have at least delayed it from having happened on Sharon's birthday.
"What the..." I said, and then stopped dead in my tracks, unable to speak as I stared through the side window, just as Sharon was now doing. What we saw shocked us both, paralyzing the two of us momentarily. Dad was just exiting Sharon's new car, the interior lights having come on, the only source of light inside the garage. As he slid out, stepping back, it was obvious to see his exposed hard cock, Gwen, my wife, still playfully reaching for it as she half chased him out, now standing as well, topless, her breasts fully exposed, and the short skirt she was wearing, still bunched up around her waist.
"Oh my God!" Sharon exclaimed shocking me back into reality as I turned towards her, the obvious hurt clearly showing through in my face, once again turning, seeing Gwen now kneeling, gathering dads' cock inside her mouth though he pretended to urge her to go, now giving into her ministrations of his prick as they stood just inside the open door together.
It was bad enough as it was, stunned into speechlessness, immobility as Sharon and I stood there peering in, but then the sound of my mother's voice breaking the fugue as we stood there.
"Go inside," she told my sister and I sternly. "I'll deal with this myself."
Even though it was my own wife inside the garage with my father, I felt in many ways like a young small boy again, hearing the tone in my mother's voice, obeying her immediately and without question. There would be time enough for Gwen later. She would no doubt come looking for me, or head home, and wait for me there. Either way, I wasn't of a mind to see her just yet, not until I had calmed down some at least, and not until I had comforted my own sister, whose birthday celebration had suddenly come to a screeching halt.
Steeling herself, Sharon went out to inform everyone there would be no fireworks, save for those already going on inside the house. With the cat now out of the bag, and with tempers flaring all around, it came out as my soon to be ex-wife, stood holding my father's hand as he told mom he was leaving her, had fallen in love with Gwen, and she he. To add insult to injury, I also learned, he had fucked her the night before our wedding, and had been doing so on and off ever since.
With the shock of the night still hanging on us like wet blankets, dad and Gwen had gone back to our house together, a place I myself never returned to, sending someone else to collect my things once they'd all been boxed up and ready for me. Mom and dad divorced of course though it took a while for mom to get the eventual settlement she was after. The only real highlight as it turned out for me, was that dad soon after left Gwen, even before his divorce from mom was finalized, leaving her with nothing, as she had given up all her entitlements with me in the hopes of eventually marrying dad.
It was a small measure of satisfaction, especially as the nightmare was far from over.
#
I guess I should have seen it coming. Even after Gwen and I were married, it was never the way I'd always thought it should be. Gwen never seemed quite satisfied enough with what we had. It was something we constantly fought over, and that eventually led to a nearly non-existent sex-life, and we'd not even been married a year yet! Sharon had always been my confident and friend, far more than just being a sister to me, albeit a very close one as I had shared things with her regarding Gwen and I that I wouldn't have even shared with my best friend. And Sharon had always been the one to comfort me, to reassure me throughout all of it, that she'd never really liked Gwen, but had supported the marriage out of her love and concern towards me.
Still, I should have seen it coming. And more importantly, I should have known better too. After all, that was my job as my sister's older brother. But I failed at that too, miserably.
We had managed to get a couple of sleeping pills down mom, and after ensuring she was finally resting comfortably in her bedroom, had headed down into the den where we promptly popped open a thousand dollar bottle of wine that my father had been saving for a special occasion. We thought it was ironic that we should open it now, and did, finding a brief measure of satisfaction that he'd never ever taste it himself.
Sharon and I had polished off that one, and soon started in on another somewhat less expensive, but still equally nice bottle of wine. Both on empty stomachs. It didn't take long. Sharon and I were both soon buzzing from the affects of the booze, along with the stressful events of the evening, searching for, each in our own way, some way of alleviating the stress. Eventually turning towards humor in order to do that, though again, another mistake, one in which, neither one of us knew at the time.
It was bizarre to say the least. First starting out to laugh at the way dad had looked, his semi-erect prick flopping about the way that it had as he initially sought to exit the car with Gwen following. So we laughed about that. Then we laughed at the way she had looked, her boob-jobbed tits, which she'd insisted upon getting just a few months before the wedding. Something which, she had done against my wishes, much to my dismay, hard as rocks as she fumbled with dad, chasing him, making the whole scene look even more surreal than it already was. And then we laughed at how ironic it all was, how Sharon and I had sat sharing our own intimate secrets with one another, our mutual frustrations with partners that didn't seem to know us as well as the two of us knew one another. We laughed at how sad it was that here we were, brother and sister, and felt more intimately aware, more in tune to one another than anyone could ever be. By then, we were no longer laughing either.
Perhaps we could look back on it, I knew I often tried to, and tried in the process to convince ourselves, or at least myself, it was due to the stressful situation. Adding on top of all that, the booze we'd both consumed on an empty stomach. But the honest to God truth of the matter was, Sharon and I both knew what we were doing, even if we could have found some excuse to try and justify it later. Especially when it didn't end that same night, but continued on afterwards for the better part of a week. Like I said, I knew better. And after that first night, there were no longer any excuses I could find, or could use for what we did.
#
It was a short lay over and I was soon on the final leg heading home. I was nervous of course, certainly anxious at seeing my sister again as well as my own mother. Even that relationship had been strained somewhat after that night, though for reasons mom never cared to share with either one of us. Obviously the events of that particular night had far reaching affects on all of us for a very long time afterwards.
I closed my eyes, trying to will myself to sleep and pass the last few hours of the flight in peace, hopefully finding a restful sleep. But all I could see as I sat there was the image of my beautiful younger sister as she undressed herself standing before me.
One moment we were sitting there laughing, half crying. And in the next, we were kissing, kissing passionately certainly unlike any brother or sister would be doing. And even then the warning signals were going off in my head, but I didn't care. The pent up frustration, anger of the evening suddenly justifying everything, whatever morals I had, or lack thereof, flew right out the window. As did Sharon's. But even then I didn't hold her accountable either, she was just as confused, frustrated and angry as I was. And in addition to that of course, were the secrets we'd shared, the openness we had had with one another. We knew one another inside and out, we had openly and freely admitted to one another in having higher than normal sex drives, desires, and even shared fantasies. These we had shared, innocently, no matter how decadent, and sometimes perverse in nature they might have been. There was always the fail-safe, we were brother and sister. So it mattered not what we told one another, in secret, in private, we could do so without fear or repercussion from one another. It was safe to do so, for we felt and shared many of the same things, thoughts and desires.
It was a volatile cocktail coming together the way that it did. But it did, and then we did.
My hands suddenly found Sharon's breasts, becoming glued to them, just as my lips had become against her own. Perhaps in kissing her, lost in the kiss, I could forget about my hands for the moment, pretend even that they weren't doing what they were. But soon I heard her pleasured sigh, felt her nipples hard and erect as I touched them teasing them unmercifully. Then it was hands everywhere, her hands, my hands tearing at the buttons, the sound of her blouse tearing even as we both fought to get it off her. The sudden feel of exposed flesh, now barely covered by the thin support bra she was wearing. Looking down, her hard nips pressed wantonly against the material, straining, yearning to be set free. I tore at her bra, even as she did, reaching back around behind herself to undo the clasp, even as I caught the cups within my hands, yanking them away just barely as she released it. Now, twin spheres, twin beautiful full spheres of pure delight now stood before my eyes, and I bent to suckle one, and then the other.
"Oh David! David!" Sharon moaned pleasurably.
Perhaps the sound of my own name coming out of my sister's mouth should have shaken some sense into me. But it didn't, I was too far past that now for it to matter. Only the soft touch of her breasts in my hands, those hard erect nipples as my tongue pleasured them, danced upon them, fingering, rolling, and playing with them. That's all that mattered to me at the moment. Nothing else. After the heartache we had shared that evening, the ruined surprise, a car she would never drive or ever want to. Two marriages destroyed in the blink of an eye. After all that, all either of us wanted was a little simple pleasure, some release and relief from the agony and pain we had been forced to endure.
It was easy to tell myself that then. Easy to convince myself as I felt my prick harden with desire, easier still to forget Sharon was my sister for a moment, thinking only of the things she had told me, shared with me. The visions of her masturbating as often as she did, the stories we had shared with one another concerning it, spying on one another as kids, watching one another doing it, and then masturbating all over again while thinking about it.
And now, here we were adults, adults free to make our own decisions, right or wrong. Free to indulge our fantasies, desires. Right or wrong. What I then saw wasn't my sister, but a very sexy, very sensual woman as she suddenly stood. I sat, watching as she spun the skirt she'd been wearing, locating the zipper on the side, undoing it. I watched her skirt fall, as though in slow motion, seeing it as it hit the floor, her delicate feet stepping out of it. Sharon now stood before me in nothing more than the briefest of thongs, a tiny thin sliver of material still protecting the as yet un-violated sweetness of her femininity.



I reached out, my eyes locked onto hers as she stepped forward, one step and then two, suddenly standing before me as I leaned forward, my lips and mouth now sucking in and through the material of that small patch of black fabric. Even through that I could taste her, smell her, feel her. I became mad with lust for her then, yanking the thin strip aside with my fingers in order to impale her on my tongue, finding her taste intoxicating, the aroma of her arousal breathtaking as I consumed her, as I allowed myself to become consumed.
"Fuck me David, please...fuck me....fuck me...fuck me."
#
Sharon -
I looked at the clock on the wall. David would be landing in less than an hour, it would probably take slightly less than another hour before he arrived here. I had offered to come and pick him up from the airport, but he had declined, saying he would take a cab. I was relieved upon hearing that. I wasn't sure how the ride back with him would have been, no doubt awkward at best.
I busied myself in the kitchen preparing a light dinner for the three of us. It was inevitable that I'd eventually see David again, I couldn't exactly just disappear with me being there, and him coming home. There was no reason I could use to come up with to explain something like that away, especially to mother. And it wasn't that I didn't want to see David, I did. That...was the problem. A lot had happened between us, a lot had changed. A lot...had changed us.
I loved David a lot. Perhaps too much. But there was also a lot he didn't know, would probably never understand. Too much to try and explain and make any sense of, especially now. I had come to accept much of it, had come to accept much about myself, but I wasn't sure David could ever do that, and I wasn't about to destroy the last bit of closeness we might still have and share together. Seeing him would be nice, and I looked forward to doing so. But I also knew that under the circumstances, I would soon leave and head back to California. It really was for the best after all.
Even now after all this time, I could close my eyes and see him then just as though it was yesterday. The memory, vision really...that had stayed with me nearly every waking hour since that time together so long ago now. I could still feel the way his prick felt when it first slid inside me. The incredible sensation of my own brother's cock splitting my femininity in what could only be described as unbridled lust, a lust we both shared and enjoyed together.
I couldn't even compare David to my husband Jack. It would have been like trying to compare apples to oranges. The fact that Jack had a slightly larger dick wasn't part of the equation either. Jack fucked my cunt, David made love to me. What made it even more difficult, especially after everything that had happened, was the discovery that my own husband had also been sleeping around with several of his "personal assistants", and had been ever since we'd gotten married. Perhaps it was because of everything that had happened to our family already that I chose to ignore it, pretend it wasn't happening. But all that did was serve the desire and unfulfilled need I still had towards my own brother. Going back to California, back to my own unfaithful husband was hard enough. Being around David, especially as vulnerable as I now was, would be harder still.
Even as I stood in the kitchen cutting up vegetables preparing one of David's favorite dishes, I found myself fantasizing about him. I allowed myself this indulgence, only because I knew I would never act on it again. Couldn't act on it for the fear of what it would do, what he would learn, secrets I now had and had to keep from him. Something we had never done before. But I allowed myself this brief bit of pleasure, simply because it had become for me my only release, my only real joy and satisfaction.
And, just as I always did, I fought with the turmoil of my desires for a moment. Finally shooing them away, at least long enough to enjoy myself. The guilt of having done so to be dealt with later, also just like I always did. Just thinking about David, I felt the pool of liquid already gathering between my legs. My shorts just loose enough to allow my hand to slip beneath the waistband as I stood next to the kitchen counter, one hand on it for support, the other now fingering the wet sticky furrow of my slit as I stood there remembering.
Those incredible days, nights that had followed the first. Over and over again, I relived each and every one of them, savoring those moments like a fine wine, especially one in particular, though it was that single moment perhaps that once again changed things and caused the eventual separation between us. Something I would set aside and again deal with later. But for now, it was the memory and thrill of that moment.
I undid the top button of my shorts allowing my hand and fingers even freer access. The need to masturbate stronger than ever, even the decadence of doing so here adding to the overall pleasure of doing so. The memory of going into David's room that night as he lay sleeping, crawling into bed with him naked, and looking down in the dim moon light that filled the room. Seeing his prick, even flaccid as it then was, exciting to me as I knelt beside him, taking it into my mouth, slowly, softly sucking it. Stroking my pussy now, my fingers twiddling the surface of my hard clit, I moaned audibly, enjoying the sound of my own pleasured sigh. David's cock slowly hardening inside my mouth as he gradually came awake. His brief struggle, his own moral fight perhaps, which my sucking lips soon made him succumb to. God how I loved sucking my brother's prick! Feeling it stiffen so wonderfully, so fully, tasting his flesh, playfully squeezing out the droplets of his lubrications, and then applying them to my own nipples. The memory of how that felt, the slickness of his pearly drops teasing my hardened flesh, David then licking them sucking them as I offered them up to him before diving back down on to his cock repeating the process.
Feeling David's pleasure, knowing that I was bringing him pleasure so exciting to me. Even in doing so, I too felt a series of what could only be described as mini-climaxes. So lost in the erotic sensuality of it, I hadn't heard nor was immediately aware of my mother's presence. How long she had stood there in the doorway watching us, though obviously long enough. At first startled to see her standing there, backlit by the hallway light, David's climax even then already beginning, my own ongoing, yet somehow escalating even as I felt the first spurt of his semen beginning to fill my mouth. Had there been any other reaction, perhaps my own would have been different as well. But there stood mom, her nightgown pulled up at the hem, her hand furiously working itself between her legs, her free hand cupping and massaging one of her breasts through the thin wispy material of her nightgown.
It was a surreal moment in time. My thoughts separated going off in two different directions at once. David's lovely hard prick squirting his pleasure, his deep-throated moan of delight accompanying, and thus holding me to my actions. My confusion, thought felt only for a moment, soon giving way to the added eroticism of seeing mom standing there masturbating, wondering even as she was, was she aware that I knew she was? Then looking up, catching her eye to eye even as I knelt swallowing David's cream, licking my lips, seeing the look on her face as she silently orgasmed, seeing her own pleasure as she did so. Seconds later, seeing her as she stepped back once again out of sight, silently as though having been only an apparition. David, never even aware that she had been.
As always, I felt my climax begin, that moment in time forever frozen in memory, the decadently delicious experience somehow enhancing my release. I grabbed on to the kitchen counter, feeling my knees weaken as the ripples of pleasure began to surge up and down my entire body. God it felt good, the intensity as great then as it had ever been, even the smells, the taste of David's spunk rolling around inside my mouth as I swallowed it, standing there looking up, licking my lips, seeing the pleasured orgasmic look on my own mother's face just before she stepped away, back into the shadows.
"Oh fuck! Fuck! Fuck!"
#
Still trembling, the aftershocks of my fingered climax as I stood gripping the counter, then the "thump" upstairs from my mother's room coming through the ceiling above me, alerting me she was once again getting out of bed without any help.
"Damn it mother!" I said more to myself, racing out of the kitchen and then up the stairs towards her bedroom.
I heard her take three more hops towards her bathroom before I arrived, standing in the doorway, once again repeating the words I had spoken earlier to myself. "Damn it mother! You know you're not supposed to be doing that, and I told you to call me if you needed help getting into the bathroom!"
She had taken yet another hop, once again pausing, balancing on her one good leg before I could reach her.
"You worry too much," she said simply. "One more hop and I would have been there," she added a bit more sheepishly, though I could see by the look in her face she was somewhat grateful for the added support as I placed her arm around my shoulder, helping her step in through the door into the bathroom.
"At the very least, you should have used your crutches!" I admonished her.
"You know how much I hate having to use those," she told me. "And besides...it's not that far anyway!"
"It would be if you ended up falling over and breaking your other leg, or even worse, your neck!" I stated as I helped her to sit down on the toilet seat. Once again she merely shrugged me off however.
"I knew you were busy in the kitchen," she offered. "And I wanted to come in and wash up, David's plane is due in any time now."
Just the mere mention of his name sent additional tingles through my groin, the lubrications of my recent spending still lingering as a reminder to the orgasm I'd most recently had.
"But as long as you are here..." she left off saying as she pulled the simple night shift she was wearing up and over her head. "You can at least help me get in the tub to clean up before he gets here."
"Wouldn't it be easier to just wash up a little?" I asked.
"No! I stink, and am in need of a bath!" Mom said. "So, grab the plastic garbage bag and the duct tape," she instructed, which we'd done once before.
Seeing her naked was again another reminder. Mom was still very beautiful, her breasts full, heavy against her chest as I eased her down into the tub. Though she had a slight paunch, which I knew she was self conscious about, there was something sexy about it, giving her a sensual maturity that was hard for her to understand, even though I had actually tried explaining it to her the last time we had done this. But that wasn't the only thing that my eyes were drawn to either. And it was impossible for them not to be.
Mother had of course balanced her legs on the rim of the tub thus keeping them out of the water, especially her casted leg as I held it and began wrapping it up in the garbage bag in order to keep it from getting wet. Displayed as she was, her pink splint was obviously noticeable, and the fact that she had shaved it, and had done so for years never failed to surprise me as I glanced towards it, though trying not to make it too noticeable as I did. Unlike my own pussy, mom's lips were a bit fuller, thicker, and protruded a bit more than mine did. But I had noticed something else as well the first time I had seen it, her clit was twice the size of my own, a tiny knot the size of my pinky-finger tip, or so it seemed anyway. And I once again remembered the image of her standing in the doorway of David's bedroom as she stood there rubbing it.
I finished wrapping up her leg and stood. "You want me to help wash you?" I asked.
"No...thank you. I think I can manage that well enough by myself," she said smiling. And besides, I'd just like to lay here and relax for a while."
I reached over to turn the water off.
"No, leave it...and in fact, unplug the tub, just let in run, it won't fill up any higher that way, and the water will stay warmer for a lot longer. I'll call you when I'm ready for you to help me out."
"Well, don't dilly-dally too long mother, David should be here in a little over an hour from now," I reminded her. But even as I spoke the words, looking at her laying there in the water the way she was, reminded me of another time, days later after David had left. I turned, heading out of the bathroom with the image of that now firmly in my mind once again too.
I nearly closed the door, shutting it, but then turned leaving it open partially. "I'll leave this open so I can hear you better when you call. And don't you dare try getting out by yourself either mother!"
She didn't really answer, just waving me away with the flip of her hand, her eyes closed. I left the door ajar, and then headed out through her bedroom, deciding to make a quick stop at the linen closet for some fresh bath towels. Once I'd retrieved them, I headed back into the bedroom intending to take them in, but the sound of something else froze me in place just before I had pushed open the door. Stopping, I peered into the room without making any sound. From where I stood, I knew she couldn't see me. Her head was too far down inside the tub to see me standing in the doorway, her legs were still balanced, positioned over the edge of the tub, but she had managed to reposition herself slightly, just enough that within seconds I realized what she had done...was now doing.
Fascinated, I stood there in the doorway peeking in, watching the water from the faucet as it pounded directly down against her cunt. I could hear her moaning, the sighs of pleasure very distinct, even the slight thrashing of her body, as she slowly rotated her pelvis as though thrusting against an imaginary prick as it fucked her was lewdly stimulating to me as I stood there. I had only a short time ago climaxed myself, and yet within seconds, found myself aroused as I stood there observing her, once again the image of mom standing in the doorway as she had observed me sucking her son, my brother. But even that image wasn't the only one that now coursed through my mind once again as I relieved and remembered another. I fought briefly through the barrier of guilt, though only for a moment or two this time before giving into the urge. And this time, I didn't just stand with my hand down the front of my shorts. This time, I removed everything completely, letting them drop to the floor beneath me, standing naked now. Once again my hand finding the pleasure of my sex, my legs spread a bit further apart granting my fingers even easier access. Imagining as I did, the hardness of mother's clit, how it must look, how it must have felt as the water beat against it, something I had very often done myself, yet still wondered if it felt the same way to her as it did to me.
"Oh God! Oh God!" Mom moaned pleasurably, and I heard my own softened sigh of pleasure escape my lips as I watched, fingered, and then pat-slapped my mound and clit, fingering my nipples, now pulling on them and twisting them. I would of course berate myself later for this, I would chastise and deal with the guilt of having done so, along with the guilt of other things as well. I always did, probably always would. But it was the price I was more than willing to pay for the pure ecstasy and pleasure I was now feeling and experiencing, and would no doubt, do so again.
Hearing the water slap a bit more than it had been, I could tell just by that, mother was humping herself even more forcefully against the pounding spray as it fell against her cunt. Added to that, her longer, deeper moans than seemed to come more frequently, the pant of ecstasy's approach, knowing as I heard it, she was on the verge of orgasm. Just that was enough to race my own towards completion as well, feeling the first delightful tingles of pleasure begin to seize my clit, which I now rubbed more directly, furiously with my fingertip. Standing, legs spread, one hand spreading my lips, further exposing my clit as I now pinched it, pulled it, and jerked it off like a miniature prick, a flash back again for a millisecond, the drive to the airport to see David off, giving him a sad, almost farewell hand-job there in the car on the way.
"Oh fuck David! David! David!" I heard mother suddenly cry out.
And I stood there, the orgasmic bliss I'd begun to feel suddenly wavering, shimmering away like a mirage in the desert, had I heard correctly? Had I actually spoken my brother's name out as I came, or had it indeed been she who had spoken it. For a moment, I was confused as to which one of us actually had. But then realized the truth of it, and stood shocked, even more so than I had been before.
#
Grabbing my discarded clothing, I raced naked back down to the kitchen area before dressing. Guessing as I did so that mom would first collect herself to some degree, and then finish washing before calling me back upstairs to help her out of the tub and to dress. Still shaken by what I had heard, I could only wonder at it. And then decided it was nothing more than an anguished relief of stress, through masturbation, the thought of David's finally coming home again after such a long absence as being the only thing that really made any sense. The fact I had reacted to it the way that I had, yet another reminder to my own horrible secret, guilt and desires that I still had, still held, and probably always would.
Once again the memory of driving with David to the airport. The call he'd received, an opportunity coming at the most inopportune of times, though in hindsight now, perhaps a much needed one, for us all. He had jumped at it of course. A chance to get away, collect himself, something we had all needed back then, though I for one hadn't realized it. Only afterwards, only after David had gotten on the plane and I had returned did events lead me to the conclusion that I needed to stay away from him, and he me until I had found a way to deal with the demons and ghosts that now haunted me.
Even he had fought initially with my fumbling, but I hadn't taken no for an answer. My own selfish thoughts, desires and needs overcoming reason. He had finally relented of course, he always had, though I now looked back on that with regret. He was my own brother, yet I hadn't looked at him in that way, forgetting everything, somehow overlooking that, pretending it wasn't so, just to satisfy my own personal needs.
Too risky to actually suck him off while he drove, we had both settled instead for the easy long slow hand-job I had given him during the drive. Nearing the entrance to the airport, he had slowed the car, just long enough to allow me to lift my bra, baring my tits, and then leaning forward just enough to watch and thus catch my brother's spunk as he spurted delightfully, deliciously against my aroused flesh. I had seen him to the gate, his cream still clinging to my tits, the aroma of his funk filling my nostrils, my cunt heated, soaked, leaking with its own desire which I wouldn't even bother waiting to take care of during the drive home. Instead, locking myself in the bathroom stall at the airport after having seen him board the plane. Finger-fucking myself furiously only then, licking my still sticky breasts, tasting for what would be the last time, my brother's pearly essence.
"Sharon?"
I heard mom calling me from the bathroom. It was time to help her get out, to dress, and then wait with me as the two of us waited for David to arrive home once again. Something I both looked forward to, as well as dreaded simultaneously. How mom was dealing with it was something I couldn't understand, any more than I am sure she could understand, accept, or know about me either. Too many secrets, too many changes, too many unspeakable desires that could ever mend or heal the wounds that had come between the three of us. Perhaps in time they would, but it was still too soon for that. Far too soon for that now.



"Coming mother!" I called out as I slowly made my way back up the stairs.
#
Mom's face was still flushed as I helped her out of the tub, dried, and then helped her to dress. As I did, I couldn't help but wonder if mine was too, stealing a glance in the mirror, and seeing that it was.
"It's been a long time, too long," Mom said out of the blue. For a moment, I wasn't sure what she was referring too.
"What?"
She looked at me, saw the confused expression on my face, and realized my mind had been elsewhere.
"Long time for that too," she said, but turned her face away slipping a fresh shift on over herself, then grabbing the crutches I had brought into the bathroom with me rather than hopping, or leaning on me the way she had coming in here.
This time I didn't reply, simply looking at her, wondering if she had alluded to what it sounded like she had. But I wasn't about to go there either just in case she hadn't been.
"Images! Images! Images!" I found myself thinking, looking at her as mom crawled up into her bed. I stood at the end of the bed watching her, watching as she plumped up the pillows behind her in order to sit up, and though one leg was now in a cast, she sat arranging things, her legs bent at the knee slightly parted. Almost identical to the image I recalled the night after David had left. For a moment, I saw her now as I had then, shaking the thought off temporarily. "You need anything else?"
"No, I'm fine for the moment at least, but let me know as soon he gets here," mom told me.
I laughed. "Hell mother, you'll probably know it before I do, and be downstairs greeting him at the door even." She did smile at that.
"Maybe so, but just in case I don't..."
"You know that I will," I said turning and then walking out of the room once again heading back down the stairs, though the previous memory, images once again returned even as I did so.
#
It had been the second night after David had left. And just like David and I had done, mother and I had proceeded to sample several bottles of my father's private wine collection. Not much of a drinker, she had gotten pretty loopy just as I had. Neither one of us feeling much pain, which was the whole point of course, but suffering in our own unique little ways, sharing it together, though perhaps not quite thinking about the same exact things while we did.
We had finally stumbled up to the bedrooms together, helping mom into bed where I was sure she would literally pass out shortly. Finally getting her undressed, she had refused to let me help her on with one of her nightgowns, so I had left her naked, tucking the sheets and blankets up and around her, leaving on the bedside lamp just in case she needed to tear off into her bathroom to throw up. Like I said, mom wasn't much of a drinker, so I was half expecting that.
I had stumbled back to my own room to undress before collapsing into bed myself, and then needing to pee. I did so, once again passing by mother's bedroom on my way to the separate shared bathroom. As I came near her room however, I could hear sounds and thought for a moment that she was crying, understandably so, especially after everything we had all been through. Stepping in through the door, I fully expected to comfort her, but was totally unprepared for what I then saw. Mom was sitting up in her bed, pillows propped behind her comfortably. Her legs spread, obscenely so, but even more wickedly, something I had never dreamed of, or considered her really doing before. What I then saw, long before she saw me standing there mouth agape, was her shoving in what appeared to be a rather large double-ended dildo. Half of it obviously inside her, mom holding onto the other half, fucking herself with it, eyes closed and moaning audibly.
"Oh my God...I'm, I'm sorry!" I had blubbered, though in truth had I merely stepped back out of the room, she might not have known I had even been there. I raced back to my own room, my head buzzing from a combination of the booze we'd consumed as well as the erotic display I had just witnessed. Something else that I now fought with, as it had indeed been an erotic sight to have seen. I sat there in disbelief for a moment, visualizing it, though coming to reason that she was fairly intoxicated, and that often, as had been the case for myself, inhibitions seemed to fly right out the window whenever I had been. So must have been the case for mom, openly masturbating, abusing herself the way she had been for some sense of relief, some tortured need that had gone too long unfulfilled.
"Sharon?"
I had been so lost in my own thoughts that I hadn't seen her come in, hearing the sound of my name I looked up, watched as mom stumbled over towards the bed, weirdly, still carrying the obscene vulgar looking dildo in her hand as she half sat, half fell over me on the bed.
"Mom?"
"Oh God baby, I'm sorry...couldn't help it, forgive me, forgive me," she pleaded over and over. In my mind, she was delirious, drunk yes, but obviously horny and aroused, a state that I hadn't seen her in before, not like this anyway, and was at a loss as to what to do about it, or her for that matter.
"There's nothing to be sorry about," I stated simply, finally easing her onto her back next to me on the bed, seizing in hand half of the rubber dildo she still held onto herself, though my intention had been to take it away, and set it aside on the dresser. To my surprise, she didn't let go, almost fighting me for it instead.
"Please..." she half cried. "Please..."
"Please what?" I asked bewildered.
Now she was crying, but she didn't let up. "Forgive me baby, forgive me, but fuck me with it...I need you to fuck me...make me cum so I can go to sleep, so I can finally got to sleep," she half slurred.
Only then did she release her half of the fake prick we both held as though having been engaged in a tug-of-war with it, which I had just won, though she had given it up. I nearly set it aside on the dresser just as I'd planned in the first place, until she looked at me pleadingly and said it again.
"Please Sharon, I need to be fucked, please!"
I found myself living in an entirely different universe, certainly not the one I had grown up in. Bewildered, confused, and somewhat inebriated myself, my thought then as befuddled as it was, to simply do the obvious. After everything she had been through, to give her a simple needed orgasm in order to get to sleep, it was the very least that I could do. So in this other universe I now found myself in, and since I had already crossed over into this other world with David, I found it no harder to do so for mom, especially under the circumstances.
I even spread her legs, helping her bend them at the knee, and saw then for the very first time the sensual, erotic display of her neither lips, puffy, swollen, her clitoris engorged, huge in comparison to my own. I was fascinated, suddenly consumed with curiosity, lust and desire to fulfill her desire, her need. And her need then became my own.
I knelt between her legs, positioning one end of the double-headed toy at the opening of her sex. I watched as though in slow motion, as I began easing it in, watching the lips of her pussy wrap themselves tenderly, wantonly, around the head of the thick phallus. I could feel the trickle of my own sweet moisture beginning to gather as I did so, seeing hers as it glistened, accepted, and then coated the thick prick which I began pushing in, and then out of her. Mom's eyes were closed, oblivious as to me or what I was now doing to her. Where ever she was at, whichever world she was in at the moment, had nothing to do with our world, with this place. Only the need of relief, the desire to feel wanted, needed, accepted could be understood here, just as I understood it, had come to know it with David. And so I knelt there, fucking my mother's cunt, watching the thick prick easing itself in and out of her until I too wanted to feel it. And then, just as though she'd been reading my mind, she turned, rolling, the toy still deeply embedded inside herself. Mother was now on all fours, her ass facing towards me. She had reached back behind herself, gathering up the free end of the wicked looking toy, holding it. I turned around, reaching beneath myself, felt my ass now pressed against hers. I then took what was to be my portion of the shared prick, inserting it, sliding my cunt over the end of it until it was hilted deeply inside me. Again feeling the press of mom's bare ass next to mine, slowly grinding now, gyrating, and then in unison, humping against one another in this fashion, fucking one another in and out furiously against the impaled prick we now shared.
If there was any other word to describe what I now felt, I couldn't think of it. Decadent was what came to mind. Sinfully decadent, and sinfully pleasurable. Even the slap of mom's ass against my own added to the pleasure, the stimulant as cunts liquefied, hers and mine both. The frothy sounds of lusty pleasure as they poured forth. The slippery suckings of cunts impaled, fucking hungrily back against one another, the squishy juice of pleasure suddenly increasing ten-fold with each passing second until I could no longer stand it, could no longer continue on with just the feel of it, the sense of it without tasting it and smelling it as well. Uncunting myself, I then spun, seizing her as I did, tearing away from her the enormous prick which I'd been fucking her with. Rolling her onto her back once again, I then buried my face between her legs, easily locating that blood engorged clit, sucking it as though it were a prick, David's prick, hungrily, wildly with total and complete abandon.
If I thought I got juicy whenever I was aroused or horny, it was nothing in comparison to the way mom did. The sweet tasting nectar that poured from her cunt was thick, rich and creamy. Like a wild-woman, I went mad on her, devouring her, forcing my tongue as deeply inside of her as I could in search of even more of the God's succulent fruit sap that I could find there. And as I did, she came, and she came again, and again, and again. Exhausted, my face smeared with her essence, I rolled away finally, each of us trying to catch our respective breaths. Eyes closed, I think I drifted off, only to wake later, though how much time had since passed I couldn't have known. Only the sense, the touch of her own mouth on my split alerted me to the fact of the present. I thought briefly in stopping her, what I had done, I had done freely, for her...for her need which had become mine. But I could not accept that she too might have the same desire as I had, nor that she was aware of the implications, the actions as I knew I had been. Even as these thoughts filled my head, so did the renewed arousal between my legs grow as she continued to lick, suckle, and kiss me there. The flame of desire burning away all thought of uncertainty, inhibition once again. The tickle of tongue to clit maddening, just as it had been for her. The mewled sounds of pleasure, approval. The grunt and spasmodic twist and turn of delight, acceptance. I felt my pussy begin to tingle with delight, the hotness of the act overwhelming, the intensity of pleasure erasing names and faces from memory momentarily.
Even the maddened climatic release had no rhyme or reason to it, though I would learn later I had called out his name over and over again as I came.
"David! David! David!"
#
After that we had both slept for a time, I remembered feeling her close, holding her. At some point towards morning, I was only half conscious of the fact that she'd slid out of bed, padding quietly down the hall back towards her own room. Once again, the silent passage of time until a new sound truly woke me. The sound of mom retching her guts out in the bathroom. I could only lay there, listening to her, knowing the pain and guilt she must be feeling at what we had allowed to happen, what we had done. And I knew then and there, it was time for me to leave before I destroyed this family entirely if I hadn't done so already.
It was in fact a very strained period of time. Mother and I never spoke nor discussed what had happened, though she had tried doing so once. I had adamantly told her I hadn't wished to talk about it, so we hadn't, never bringing up the subject again. When Jack asked me to marry him, I agreed almost immediately. Seeing a way out, a way to put all this behind me, and a way of allowing both mother as well as David to come together as family again with me no longer around.
David had in fact come back briefly a few months later, long enough to meet Jack, and long enough to be there for the wedding. David in fact walking me down the aisle. Shortly before the wedding, we had our last really deep discussion where I told him, informed him really, that I thought it best we not see or communicate with one another for a while. It would give us both a chance to put what had happened between us, behind us. And though my heart and desires said otherwise, it was because of that very fact that I knew it to be the right decision. And a decision David didn't argue with, nor object in having heard either.
Maybe it was a mistake to marry Jack, I certainly didn't love him, though I felt in time that perhaps I could. But I felt it a bigger one to stay there, to pretend to feel other than the way that I did. Especially with the added complication of what had transpired between mom and me. It was too much to have to deal with, accept. And I wasn't about to try and explain all of that to David either, bad enough to have done what I had done with him, let alone, his learning what I had then freely done with our own mother.
Time passed, just as it was passing now. I glanced at the clock hearing the sound of a car pulling into the drive, and knew that David had come home.
#
Kathryn -
The moment Sharon had left the room and gone back downstairs, I retrieved my hated crutches and quietly made my way over to the window, propping myself against the back of the easy chair. I stood gazing out the window towards the street. Below, cars passed by, children played and there was the sound of dogs barking in the distance. Though aware of these sounds and passings, none of it really registered. My thoughts had begun to drift elsewhere as I stood waiting for David to finally arrive home.
It seemed like a lifetime ago now. And for all intents and purposes, it was. So much had happened, changed, and forever would be changed. But it was my hope and desire that somehow, someway, the closeness we had once shared could be found again. But the reality was, with the intimacy that had happened between us, could that ever be possible? Had things gone so far that never again could we come to accept those moments and find a way to live with them?
That first night, horrible and as stressful as it had started out, turned into something that I could have never imagined, never thought myself capable of accepting, let alone actually becoming aroused, curious, and excited about. But I did.
Sharon and David had given me a couple of mild sleeping pills with the hopes I would finally get some rest and relax after the horrendous events of the evening. Having learned that my own husband and David's wife had been involved to the extent that they had been, had been a hard blow for all of us. Even Sharon had been affected with all this occurring on her birthday of all days.
I had tossed and turned in bed, unable to sleep, even with the help of the pills that merely made me a bit groggy, though sleep itself wouldn't come. It was then that I heard laughter coming from the living room, and again wondered if in fact I was asleep...dreaming. The sound of laughter itself seemingly so out of place after the events of the evening. But then I heard it again, a bit louder this time and recognized Sharon's giggle as well as David's deeper throated chuckle. Curious, I rolled out of bed, making my way quietly out of my room, down the short hallway towards the steps leading down into the living room. Reaching the landing, I took two steps, finally clearing the overhang and wall, which prevented me from seeing into the room itself. When I did, I stopped peering down and over towards them. What I saw at first surprised, and then shocked me. My initial reaction to barge down the remaining steps, furious at the obscene spectacle that now greeted my eyes, nearly doing so. But it was the simple action I now saw that cemented my feet keeping me from doing so. I had watched David nearly tear away Sharon's bra, his hands suddenly, and lovingly cupping one of her breasts. As though in slow motion, I watched as his lips pursed, the hard bud of her nipple, which I could clearly see even at this distance now surrounded by his sucking lips.
Seeing David as he sucked his sister's breast, her beautiful almost perfect orb that he now held, was one of the most erotic, beautiful and sensual things I had ever witnessed. What I saw now was not my son and daughter, but two people who were sharing something intimately sweet, borne out of ugliness perhaps, but nevertheless beautiful in its own way. And though the ramifications of such a coming together were obvious, that moment transcended all moral judgments, especially on my part.
Mesmerized, the next thing I became aware of was my hand fondling my breast through the thin wispy material of my nightgown. I felt the hardness of my nipple as I pinched it, as though pinching myself to wake. It had been weeks since I'd even masturbated, let alone anything else. The sex between John and I so infrequent, so unfulfilling that I no longer missed it. But I did miss the sensuality I had once known with him in the beginning. The same sensual scene now playing before me down inside the room as I stood there watching them as though in a theater. I even gasped, fearing for a moment of being heard as I watched Sharon leaning over, gathering David's hard stiff cock inside her mouth. I watched as she lovingly, even playfully sucked it, now jealous in mind as I did so. Wanting so very much to be doing the same thing myself, even to the point of sharing such a moment with her if I had too. The image of us both, licking up one side and down the other of David's beautiful hard cock, the taste of his aroused flesh, the sweetness of his pearly dew drops that we would squeeze from the head of his prick, playfully taking turns and passing back and forth to one another with tongues and fingers.
Fingers. Once again I found myself unaware until now. Though one hand continued to mold, fondle and caress my own breast, the other I now felt between my legs, the hem of my gown bunched up, the moisture of my sex dripping, fluid as my fingers slid easily in and out. I felt the tingle of anticipatory pleasure as I rolled the hard knob of my clitoris, the too long locked away need of pleasure and excitement suddenly flooding my mind like a dam breaking. I was forced to let go of my breast, knees shaking, light headed as I gripped the banister for support. My fingers even more busily now between my legs as I unabashedly stood there finger-fucking myself. Somehow I saw myself where Sharon was, saw myself as I was the one to lay back, legs bent at the knee, so wonderfully, and so obscenely spread just as hers now were as David crawled between them. I again gasped, this time uncaring if I was heard, the fantasy of my cunt being the one now licked, sucked and kissed all too consuming to care anymore.
"Yes David yes! Make me cum David, please...make me cum!"
Though it was Sharon's voice speaking, they were my own words. I closed my eyes, immediately felt the touch of my son's lips gathering the hard knot of my soul sucking it, the light yet firm tonguing of my clitoris sending a tidal wave of pure pleasure up and down my entire spine. The thrill of his fingers now penetrating, adding to the wonderfully naughty joy of his mouth as it worked my clit, pulling it almost fiercely now, savagely until the eruption of bliss would claim me, just as I heard it now claiming Sharon.



"Oh fuck baby, fuck! Yes David yes...I'm there! I'm there! Oh my God!" she screamed.
Her scream, her cry of release, was both a warning as well as a reminder to us both. I took a step back, and then another up the stairs, just as I saw David's head begin to swivel away from his sister's still throbbing glistening sex.
"What?" Sharon had asked still breathless.
"Nothing, I thought I heard or saw something," David had said.
I had stood motionless on the steps, holding my breath, just out of sight, though had either one of them moved much at all, or looked further in my direction, the likelihood of being discovered would have been unavoidable.
"Your turn," Sharon said instead. "I want to taste you again, completely," she added.
#
I had made my way back up to the landing, only then turning and taking one soft step at a time back to my room. As I entered, I knew the need for relief, swearing to myself upon realizing I had left my purse downstairs on the end table, right next to where the two of them now lay pleasuring one another. Inside, I had kept a small inconspicuous little vibrator, and though I hadn't used it often, I had found it needfully accessible for those few precious moments when the urge and desire had found me. As it had now. Turning, I stared at my dresser drawer. Inside remained the unopened, unused monstrosity that John had long ago brought home to me, something I had ardently refused to try much to John's dismay. I opened the bottom drawer where I had placed it, wondering even as I did why I hadn't thrown it out in the beginning. I could only wonder if some inner sense had kept me from doing so for this very reason, for this very moment in time as I withdrew the plastic package, tearing it open.
What I had once viewed as something too vulgar, too obscene to ever use, now became a substitute for David's prick. Though double ended, it was in a way like having two of David's cocks to hold, the width, though certainly not the length similar in appearance. Even the shapely head much like my sons, the spear point appearing like a tiny shaped heart, the ridge of the crown wickedly delicious as I allowed my fingers to tease it, thumbing the edge which I knew my pussy lips would soon delightfully be kissing, sucking as I fucked it in and out of myself.
I carried David's cock into the bathroom, closing the door, washing it, and then oiling it making it slippery, though I knew that was totally unnecessary, the feel of my own fluids already pooling, even running down the inside of my leg as I sat on the toilet seat, one leg resting on the edge of the nearby bath tub, the other braced over the clothes hamper as I pulled it closer towards me.
I placed the head of the long pink thick prick at the opening of my sex, felt the spear point of the phallus kiss the tip of my clitoris, then slide down in the slippery furrow of my split before seeking access to the recess of my now throbbing cunt. I pushed, felt the head slip inside, gathering more of the length hand over hand, and slowly pressing more of the monster inside me.
"Oh! Oh! Oh!" I heard myself moaning, once again uncaring if my own words of desire, need and lust could be over heard. But I knew they weren't. I knew that the ecstasy of expressions being felt, sounded, and expressed downstairs would overshadow anything I was doing up here.
I had pummeled my cunt into oblivion. I had always had wetter than normal orgasms, the juice of my cunt often soaking my panties to the point that I had even worn pads, especially during those times when dating, when I hoped, or rather expected there to be some form of stimulation, even if "back then" I had no intention of going all the way.
But it wasn't often even then, that I felt the sudden release, the near overwhelming sensations I now felt as my pussy exploded, the spray of my climax actually forcing itself around the prick that I held as fully inside myself as I could. I watched in abject fascination even as the force of my climax threatened to blind my eyes, I saw the voluminous clear liquid emerge from my cunt, only then yanking out the toy, feeling it even more forcefully now when doing so. The jettisons of my own female ejaculations hard enough, and long enough to actually hit, splashing against the closed bathroom door.
I imagined as they did, David's mouth attempting to capture my essence....and then eerily, Sharon's as well as they both did.
#
I had slept in the following morning, or rather in being truthful, staying in bed. Even going so far as to feign sleep when Sharon came in to check on me later on, softly closing the door as she left, leaving me to my thoughts of the night before. At first, once again angry, then confused, then ashamed, guilt ridden by all of it, and confused once again. But finally...aroused too. I retrieved David's cock as I now came to know it, once again introducing it into my slit, trying to recapture the moment I had experienced the evening before, doing so briefly, but not long enough to achieve the same level of satisfaction that I had.
I had finally emerged, looking disheveled, exhausted, which I was, but not for the reasons and concerns that were expressed as I finally joined my son and daughter at the table, sipping coffee in silence with them for a very long time.
The day passed, slowly. The awkwardness and reality of the events finally spoken about, discussed. Acceptance came from that, for each of us, though it hadn't made it any easier, but it had in a way drawn us somewhat closer together. And yet, I was still outside of the secret now shared, held and experienced again that very evening. Once again, two pills to put mom to bed with, two pills I took but didn't swallow even though their effects had been negligible. I had determined to keep myself alert and aware in the event more was to happen, which did.
Like a young child being sent to bed, looked in upon later, I again pretended sleep, hearing the soft closing of the door as both David and Sharon backed out.
"She's exhausted," David had said.
"With good reason, we all are," Sharon had spoken, "though admittedly...I'm,"
"Horny again?" David had chuckled softly, though the sound of their voices and conversation trailed off as they moved towards their bedrooms.
I knew even as I rolled out of bed, creeping towards my own bedroom door to stand there listening, that this time, unfortunately, though odd that I would think of it in this way, they had decided to go into David's bedroom, the furthest away from my own. I found disappointment in that, knowing there would be no way to see them, share with them again the excitement of the night before. Hearing no sounds, no noises, I again crept out into the dimly lit hallway. The single lamp at the far end of the hall near the landing the only source of light, but well enough to see by as I stared towards the closed door just beyond the shared bathroom between their two rooms.
I might not be able to see anything this time, but I could still listen. Like a cat stalking its prey, I cautiously approached David's door, my entire attention focused on whatever sound or noise could be heard as I did so, including the sound of my own soft feet padding across the carpet. In moments, I was standing outside his bedroom door, my head cocked towards it, the faint almost too faint sounds to be clearly heard reaching my ears. But I had come prepared, and felt ashamed that I had, yet excited in having done so.
I had to give John credit on the one hand. Though he was a lousy husband, and now considered by me to be a lousy father as well, he had been and most likely still was, a good practicing physician. As such, he had kept a number of items at home, one of which included a stethoscope, which he'd kept in the bedside nightstand. The fact that he sometimes insisted we incorporate it into our sex-life, was another matter entirely. The purposes of its use during those times, often seeming too bizarre for my own understanding. But I was happy now to be holding it as I placed it against the thin plywood door.
"I love the way you suck my tits," Sharon was saying. Her now audible pleasurable moan as David obviously did so filling my ears. "God that feels good, especially when you put them together like that, and suck them simultaneously," she'd added.
I had come prepared in another way as well, this time, naked. Standing outside my own son's bedroom door, entirely naked, my fingers already twiddling my twat as I pressed the stethoscope to the door, listening. I continued to play with myself, alternating between caressing and fondling my own breasts, my cunt, fingering or merely toying with it dependent upon what the two of them did, or were doing. I envisioned myself, laying there feeling, experiencing whatever it was that they did, especially when Sharon suggested another simple pleasure that I had actually never done, finding it less than rewarding, but now suddenly intriguing as the image of it filled my mind's eye.
"God that's nice!" David has said pleasurably. I knew from standing there, Sharon had made the suggestion of wrapping her full breasts around her brother's prick, slicking them up with the use of some baby-oil she had handy. I could hear the slick, decadent sucking and squishy playfulness of her breasts as she jacked her brother's prick, using her breasts to do so, occasionally capturing it with her mouth in order to suck, teasing the head. David's ongoing commentary filled in the gaps of my imagination as I tried to visualize how it looked, must have felt, and then saw myself doing the same to him in Sharon's place.
When they eventually began fucking, even that image was clearly burned into my mind. I could hear the slap of flesh upon flesh, Sharon kneeling on the bed, David positioned behind her in the all too familiar "doggy-style" a personal favorite of mine. I could see the sway of Sharon's breasts as David thrust his blood-engorged, hard as a rock prick inside her, in and out, in and out. My fingers keeping tempo with myself as I stood there listening to the sounds of their sexual fury, the liquid squishy erotic sounds of my daughter's cunt as she sucked, accepted, sucked and fucked back against her brother's impaling prick. Hearing their almost simultaneous orgasmic release, triggering my own as I stood there, the stethoscope only then dropping from my hand to tap lightly against the door as I came, joining them as my fingers dove as deeply as I could manage them inside, shuddering to completion.
"Shh!" David said suddenly.
"What?"
I didn't wait around to hear any more, half sprinting back to my own room, slipping inside, closing the door just as I heard the door to David's bedroom being opened.
#
For three nights in a row, I either watched, or listened to the two of them going at one another. Almost to the point of madness where I couldn't stand it anymore, and had decided on another course of action myself.
That particular evening had brought about a slight change, one that I was very thankful for as we had sat down together, eating the first decent prepared meal in days. We had sat down in the living room, relaxing, even laughing together as we consumed more of my soon to be ex-husband's vintage wine.
As expected, and somewhat hoped for, Sharon not being one to hold her liquor as well as most might or would, became tipsy far sooner than either David or I had, though even I had begun to feel the effects of the wine as we finished off the third bottle. And though feeling it, I exaggerated my own state, soon after excusing myself to bed. And also has hoped for and expected, I later heard the giggling sounds of laughter as David finally managed to coax, and help Sharon upstairs to her room, disappearing inside for a while, though emerging a short time after that. Once again, I pretended sleep, hearing my own door open, David peering in, and then walking off back to his own room.
There was really no way of knowing if they had done anything, though I could only assume from Sharon's slurred giggling speech they had not. And even though she may have been in the mood to do so, which it had sounded like she was, I felt Sharon was in no condition to do so, and had probably eventually passed out, which is when David had finally left her room.
My heart was beating a thousand miles an hour as I lay there in bed, the darkness of the night complete, save for the luminescent hands of the alarm clock on the side of the bed as they slowly ticked off the hours, minutes, and seconds. Now just after two a.m., I again slipped out of bed, taking a moment to stare outside my window at the blackness of the night. There was no moon, there would be no light coming into the window of David's room. What I now considered was pure foolishness on the one hand, but I had gone beyond the point of rational reasoning on the other.
Though Sharon and I shared certain features and attributes of course, the similarities ended there. But in the darkness, we could pass for one another, as long as I didn't speak of course. I was also wise enough to realize, that in all likelihood, the thought I would actually get away without David's knowing who I was to be ridicules. I wasn't that stupid to think or suggest otherwise. But what I did hope was that until that moment came, I would have had at least a shared moment, something I could at least keep with me even after my discovery whenever that occurred. Such were my thoughts at the time.
Again naked, I stepped out into the hallway, this time shutting off the single light illuminating the area. In seconds, I stood in complete and total darkness, allowing my eyes to adjust to whatever light remained, which wasn't much after standing there for several long minutes. Satisfied it was as good as it was going to get, I felt along the hallway, soon after locating the door to David's bedroom. I wasn't surprised to find it unlocked, quietly turning the knob stepping inside and then closing the door behind me. Nor was I surprised to find David's room nearly as dark as my own, the single window facing the side of the yard, even more away from the street lights than my own was. I could barely make out the shape of the bed, let alone see him laying in it, which I knew he was by the simple sound of his quiet breathing. With my heart once again up in my throat, I slid my feet across the floor as though scouting ahead for any unforeseen obstacles, my knees actually touching first, letting me know I'd arrived. I again stood, listening, focusing my eyes on what little light there may have been, quietly slipping into bed beside him now, only the sheet for covering as I lifted it, then slid into bed next to him.
David stirred, still in sleep however as I gingerly snuggled up next to him. Feeling the soft warm flesh of his skin next to mine as my breasts pressed lightly against his back, my nipples already hardening in excitement and nervousness. I lay again unmoving for the longest time, almost willing him to wake up, realize it was me, and have it over with. But he didn't. Reaching around in front, it was easy enough to locate his flaccid prick, all comfy and tucked away against itself, though my hand soon woke it into stirring. I expected David to likewise do the same, but again he didn't. I now felt it as it began to grow, felt it lengthen in my hand and marveled at the almost immediate transformation. The excitement between my own legs growing with each passing second, as I now began stroking his erect cock with purpose, finally eliciting movement, awareness as slowly he came to know that I...or rather perhaps Sharon in his still groggy state had come into his room, joining him. And though he spoke, his words still slurred with sleep, I replied not, instead pressing my breasts even more fully against his back, my leg entwined now with his as I cupped his balls with one hand, still stroking his hard firm cock with the other.
"Fuck me," I whispered about as quietly as I could, trying to will myself to sound like Sharon somehow, hoping that perhaps in his still sleepy state, David wouldn't have heard or realized the difference between us...yet.
I felt David roll towards me, and as he did, I rolled with him, away, onto my back. I felt him hovering over me briefly, now settling between my outstretched legs, also spread as I felt the point of his arousal nestle curiously at the opening of my sex. I felt the head nuzzle, and then press, and then slip inside as my arms came around his back, drawing him even deeper, more fully into me. His first thrust, then his second and third impaling me completely, only his fourth, resting against my cervix, deep inside as he allowed us both to accustom ourselves to the moment, the sensation we both felt.
I felt David's hands locate my breasts, his tongue quickly flicking out to further harden the already hardened nubbin of pleasure he found there. The memory, the vision of his pursed lips as they surrounded it, sucking it in, causing me to gasp gloriously with pleasure. David's prick already sliding home again, then out, then in, and then out with a slow thorough coupling of pleasure that threatened to rob me of all thought.
I soon began meeting him somewhere in the middle of all that, feeling the surge of his strength as it consumed me, the liquid rapture of my joy now cascading from my cunt in a series of pulsating little squirts that began soaking the sheets bathing us both. As I thrust up, feeling the orgasmic explosion which preceded that begin filling my mind, body and soul, I heard as well as felt David's release, his cock suddenly lurching, the ejaculation of his seed splashing against my womb.
I held my pleasure in for as long as I could until it burst forth through whatever silent barrier I had created hearing my son's words.
"Yes mother...cum, cum for me...cum!"
#
David -
As the cab pulled into the drive way, I glanced up and caught mother standing just behind the window of her room. Fittingly, ironically perhaps, it was the same place I had seen her last when I had left for the last time so long ago now. After I had retrieved my luggage looking up once again, I wasn't at all surprised to find she had gone, no doubt already making her way downstairs to greet me, which I fully expected as I approached the front door. I had barely set my bags down, preparing to ring the bell when it opened, once again, not too surprisingly that it had. Sure enough, it was mother and not Sharon who I first saw as the door opened.
"Welcome home David," she said, slipping her arms around me, holding me close as I in turn held her in kind.
"Mother!" Sharon's voice suddenly sounded from the entry heading into the kitchen, "I told you..."
She stopped, her eyes locking onto mine. For a moment there was nothing but complete and total silence as the two of us stood there staring at one another.
"Oh for hells sakes," mom said. "Go kiss your sister!"
And though we did, it certainly wasn't the type of kiss we had once shared together, far from it. This time kissing just as brothers and sisters might, that and nothing more. Though there was a hint of longing behind it even then, a remembrance of sorts that had us both standing there with faces flushed, as the awkwardness of the moment sat in once again.
"Come on, help your invalid old mother into the kitchen," she'd said, throwing one arm around my shoulder, the other around Sharon's as we literally carried her through the doorway, letting her down near the table as she carefully took a chair sitting down. At least in that way, it felt like home again, not too much had changed, a few odds and ends was all, along with a fresh coat of paint along one wall where there used to hang wall paper.
"Better?" Mom had asked as she noticed my looking at it. I never had much cared for the flowered design, and nodded my head in approval.



"Much better," I actually grinned, seeing my sister's smile as I did so, giving me some measure of relief.
We spoke, catching up, even laughing and joking together just like old times, though I also noted there was never any mention of anything that had ever happened between us since that time. Nor did any of us discuss anything about Dad, or Gwen, as though the two of them no longer existed, which for us...they didn't.
Though time had passed and we had all changed a little over the past four years, after a short time it felt like I had never even left. Perhaps four years was still too short in fact, especially as I sat there, watching as mom moved about in her chair as we all spoke. She had worn a bathrobe over her nightgown of course, trying to be careful with her leg, but it occasionally parted, once again giving hint at the two well rounded swells of flesh just barely concealed beneath the material. That brief glimpse, those brief moments, more than enough to send me spiraling back in time, the memory of her as she'd come into my room that night. Yes...I had known, I had heard the door opening though she'd tried being quiet about it as she did. And I knew, just from that, it was her and not my sister. Had it been Sharon, she'd have simply come in, no pretense at cautionary quiet in doing so. But I had also seen the shape Sharon had been in as well, and knew without any doubt, she was dead to the world after all the wine she'd consumed. So I knew...yes, and I wondered even as she entered, slipping into bed beside me what I would do if it turned out to be what I figured it might. And of course it did, as I did, as I willingly slipped my prick deep inside my own mother's cunt.
Somewhere along the way, I heard Sharon mention something about flying out on Sunday afternoon, giving her just one more day, and an evening to visit before doing so.
"You sure you can't stay?" Mom had asked. "David's just got here!" she added unnecessarily.
"I can't mom, I really do need to get back, I will have been here two weeks already, and that's as long as I said I'd be away."
"It's not like Jack misses you, or needs you back right away," mom said allowing the rest of her thought to trail off, a hint of something more going on unsaid. I looked towards my sister for clarification, but she offered none, choosing instead to ignore the comment, and purposely shying away from looking me in the eyes as well.
"I have my own job as well," she added, by way of explanation and the only one she was offering. "So though I would like to," she said now finally looking towards me, even giving me a brief sisterly smile, "I have to get back."
"Well, in that case, since this is going to be our one and only night together then, neither one of you better make any plans except to spend it together. I've been saving something special, just for the occasion, and we're going to enjoy and amuse ourselves with it later after dinner."
"Ah oh," I said jokingly, though not meaning to allude to the last time we'd all gotten drunk together, though I caught a brief fleeting look from mom after saying that.
"One doesn't get drunk on hundred year old Scotch," she informed us both. "One sips, savors and enjoys it," she added.
"Straight?" Sharon asked.
"Straight," Mom said nodding her head, "though you can have it over the rocks if you'd like," she condescended to my sister.
#
We had enjoyed a light, though delicious meal together. Afterwards, Sharon and I had cleared away the table just like old times, even going so far as to stand side-by-side, hand washing the dirty dishes rather than simply loading the dish-washer. The only real difference being, we didn't stand there and tease one another the way we once did, as a way to pass the time of having to do the dishes by hand. For the most part, we stood in silence, though in close proximity to one another, a brief awkward pause as my hand inadvertently touched hers as we passed dishes.
"You're not going back until we've had a chance to talk," I said finally. Though she nodded her head, she said nothing, though mom did as she sat behind us at the table having overheard my comment.
"That's something we're all going to do tonight," she informed us then. Drawing our attention back to the unopened hundred year old scotch that stood waiting for us on the table. "We're going to have a drink, talk, have another drink, talk some more, drink again...and talk," she said with some finality. "So, finish up, and then help haul my ass downstairs to the den."
#
We had already done all the catching up we were going to do. But that wasn't the point of any of this either. Before either Sharon or I had a chance to ask her what it was she wanted to talk about or discuss, she insisted that we all first sit, and finish the first drink together before doing that. Which we then did.
It was then that we sat as mom outlined a few things we didn't know, going over the estate, what was there, where it was etc in the event of her death, something that neither Sharon or I was too comfortable listening too.
"Well, now that that parts out of the way, it's time for another drink," she said pouring an even fuller glass than she had the first time. "Finish up, then we're talking some more," she admonished as she soon after drained her glass already pouring another for each of us shortly afterwards.
"I thought it was time to talk now," I said eyeing my third.
"It is, but this time, you might want to have another to sip at while we do. There's things I need to say, and things the two of you are going to sit there listening to while I do. But...you might want to have a sip or two along the way as I do that."
Sharon and I looked at one another nervously, and with good reason. We had only heard this particular tone of mother's voice a few times, the last time at the window as we stood watching my ex-wife sucking my father's cock.
"Go inside, I'll deal with this myself!"
Words that I still clearly remembered, just as was the tone of voice she had used then, which she was also using now.
"Sharon? You need to know that I purposely tricked, and then fucked your brother."
Before Sharon could even respond to that, her mouth already forming words, an expression of shock on her face, she then turned towards me. "And David? You need to know that I also seduced Sharon."
Now it was my turn to look surprised, which I was, but there was more to all of this that either she or Sharon actually realized. And as I would soon learn, visa versa.
"So, having said that, if either one of you is going to be angry with anyone, for any reason, then let it be me. I'm the one that obviously caused the division between you two, and after everything that happened, I'm damned if I'm going to just stand here and let it continue either!"
"You knew about David and I?" Sharon finally stammered.
"From the very beginning," I said interrupting her before she had said anything more. "It wasn't until later that I realized it, but someone had indeed been standing at the top of the stairs that first night you and I fooled around on the floor in the living room. I never really saw her of course, but swore I had heard something, and thought I had seen movement. But it wasn't until afterwards that I realized, she'd been there for most of it. That, and later...outside the door to my bedroom, that was you too wasn't it mother?" I now asked her directly, seeing her shake her head in acknowledgement.
"Yes it was David, I freely admit it, and don't apologize for having done it either. The only thing I will apologize for, was for letting it lead me into doing what I then did. I was jealous..."
"Jealous?" Sharon spoke incredulously.
"Yes, jealous, of you and the intimacy you and David had found together. I was jealous of that, and wanted to experience in whatever way that I could, what the two of you had found together and were being able to enjoy, especially during that period of time. Something I didn't have. You two had one another, you always did. David's loss at his own marriage was no less devastating than my own. And not that all this happening on your 21st birthday wasn't important Sharon, because it was. That...and suddenly losing your father in a way, which is what you did, you were no longer "daddy's little girl", nor did you ever want to be so ever again after that. So yes, it affected you in an equally big way as well. But again, you two had one another, and so it was almost natural in a way that you came together to console one another, and eventually end up sharing the intimacy that you did. I didn't have that. And I was jealous of the two of you because of it, so I more or less, tricked you both into sharing that with me."
"You didn't trick me into doing anything I didn't want to do mother," I then spoke using the same serious tone of voice that she had been. "I knew it was you the moment you came into my room."
Now it was mom's turn to look surprised. "You did?"
"Yes, I did." And then I explained it to her, how I knew, how I had guessed it, and how I even then put all the other pieces together as well. "So you see? I knew, and I made a conscious decision to do what I did, allowed myself to do, because of you. So it wasn't something that happened because you tricked me, even though you were obviously aware that I knew it was you afterwards, but because I did love you, and did understand what you'd been going through. I allowed it to happen, because I had already decided I wanted it to, it was only a matter of time based on everything else that was going on back then. My guilt came from not being able to tell Sharon I had, or why...or that I wanted to do so again. And that was confusing enough, because I also wanted to continue doing the things with Sharon that we had been as well. I knew deep down inside my heart that I had no business to judge you for it, any more than either you, or Sharon had the right to judge any one of us."
Having heard that, there was almost a look of profound relief on my sister's face. "Sharon? I said looking at her, knowing that there was something by the look in her eyes that she needed and wanted to say. Perhaps just saying her name gave her the courage to do so.
"That night, when you came into my room," she said looking at our mother, "I could have very easily turned you aside, helped you back into your own room. You know that, you must have known that. The fact that I didn't, the fact that I later realized I hadn't wanted to is what upset me the most. I felt like I had betrayed David for feeling that way, for having enjoyed being with you almost as much as I had enjoyed being with him, though obviously for separate reasons and in separate ways. But I felt afterwards, should he ever find out, that he would hate me for it. I know, it sounds crazy in a way, but though David was my brother, and fucking him was in my mind perfectly acceptable, me having fucked my own mother...wasn't. And because of that, I then felt David could never, and would never forgive me, nor ever understand the reason that I had."
We all took another drink as mom collapsed down onto the couch.
"So...you mean to tell me that for the past four and a half years now, we've all been carrying around the guilt that we were the ones who caused the separation and distance between us!"
"Sort of looks that way," I said standing, pouring myself another scotch as Sharon held out her glass for a refill as well.
"So, you're not shocked, upset, angry with me because mom and I..."
"Fucked one another?" I actually laughed. "Are you kidding me Sharon? I'd have paid to see that!"
Even that made mom laugh. "I would have too! And I was there!"
She now stood though Sharon and I both cast a disapproving eye in her direction. "I'm not going anywhere, but you two are coming over here," she told us holding up her drink. We soon held ours up next to hers.
"No more secrets between us," she began. "And from now on, we admit to whatever feelings or desires we honestly have. But even more importantly, let's put this family back together again."
We clinked glasses and once again drank from them. Curiously, I watched as mom suddenly began undoing her robe, but it was Sharon who suddenly smiled as she did so.
"Ok, am I missing something?" I asked.
"Obviously," Sharon quipped. "I think what mother is trying to say here, is that even more important than clinking glasses together in agreement, that we should do a bit more than that, which I'm in full agreement with here. But...before we do that, there's a couple of phone calls I need to make first."
"Oh? Such as?" Mother asked, having removed her robe, now standing in only the sheerest of nightgowns, her full magnificent breasts clearly showing through the lacy material.
"Well first, I need to cancel my flight reservations. I have no intention of leaving tomorrow. And secondly, I need to call into work and let them know that I won't be returning."
"What about Jack?" I asked curiously.
"Oh, well...he's in London on location at the moment, no doubt banging his new personal assistant. He'll be hearing from me too, but not directly," she said grinning as she turned and headed off.
"What about you David?" Mom asked, now slipping out of her nightgown entirely, so that she stood with nothing more than the cast she had on her leg.
I began removing my shirt, "I'm here for thirty days at the least, after that...back to Scotland and the project. It's far from over with a long way to go yet," I informed her. "But...until then."
I began undoing my belt.
"Here, let me do that, it's been a while," mother grinned. In seconds I was as naked as she was, sporting a massive hard firm erection, which she quickly held, leading me back towards the chair where she sat down, and then proceeded to suck me almost ravenously. She was in the process of doing just that when Sharon re-entered the room.
"Oh I see...can't leave the two of you alone for even a minute now after all this can I?" she giggled mischievously, and then began stripping off her own clothing. Moments later she was kneeling down on the floor next to mom, licking and sucking my dick as well.
"Funny, but I had quite the fantasy about this," mother stated. "Never thought I'd ever see it come true though," she added as she went back to licking one side of my cock.
"Ditto that," I grinned pleasurably. "Had one or two fantasies about this myself too!"
"Oh, you did did you?" Sharon then asked. "So...you just going to stand there with a big shit-eating grin on your face, or are you going to tell us about it while we actually do it?" she asked.
It wasn't long, knowing that I couldn't stand the double sucking I was feeling without blowing a load, but I also knew it was going to be a rather long night all things considered, and figured getting that first one out of the way would help calm me down, give me a bit more stamina for later, which I felt I was going to need.
"Fuck you two...I'm gonna shoot already!" I exclaimed, already feeling the sensation of my spunk starting to race up the length of my shaft as I spoke.
"Then do it baby," mom said excitedly, stroking my cock even harder than she had been, as the two of them now waited expectantly for the eruption that was imminent.
I couldn't say anything more, my cock speaking in volumes for me as the first delicious spurt of my cream shot up high into the air, surprising them both, though they then settled into sharing it, passing my prick back and forth between them like a baton, capturing my cream, still milking my dick. Even long after I had finished spurting, I stood watching the two of them, my mother, my sister, as they kissed, swapping cum back and forth between one another like it was some sort of French delicacy, which in a weird sort of way, it was.
With no more pretending, shame or guilt about feeling the way we all did, I soon settled back into the chair taking a moment to recoup as Sharon and mom got reacquainted with one another. Just watching the two of them was one of the most sensual expressions of passion and love I had ever seen. It wasn't just sex, the raw energy that I watched emerge from the two of them transcended all that. Seeing them as they kissed, licking one another delicately at first until desire escalated well beyond that, the inclusion of fingers, tongues now fucking, sucking. The sound of their need and wants suddenly expressed, moans and groans of pure unbridled delight began reaching my ears as did the delightfully decadent sounds of their squishy wet pussies as they played with one another unabashedly.
"He's hard again," Sharon spoke trying to catch her breath after the intense orgasm she had just shared with our mother.
"Isn't he though," mom said in agreement.
I placed a quarter, balancing it on my dick as I now stood above them.
"What's that for?" Sharon asked.
"Heads or tails," I grinned. "Call it!" I made my cock lurch, tossing the coin, though it was more of a falling off. Even so, she called it.
"Heads!"
"Heads it is," I grinned now lying down on the floor. "Which means, you sit on my face baby sister, and you mom...well, you sit on this!" I said holding my cock in hand, which she was only too happy to sit on herself. Though Sharon was just as excited, if not even more so when my tongue once again split her lips, locating her clit, and began driving her nuts just the way I used to do.
#
Thirty days went by a lot faster than I would have liked. Needless to say, we spent a great deal of that time in bed together. But thirty days also gave us time to heal old wounds, and forgive one another for the mistakes we had all made. Finally coming together again as a family, unique in a way perhaps yes, but nevertheless, a family again.
And...thirty days also gave us time to plan and prepare. Sharon and mom came back with me to Scotland. Since I have the use of a nearby mansion for as long as I need it, it seemed only natural that they should come back with me. Sharon now works side by side with me as we do the research for eventual construction back home. We're greeted every night with a marvelous home-cooked meal, and lots and lots of raw naked sex afterwards.
But I'll be glad when she finally gets the cast off. That's been a real pain in the ass.
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I had known Larry Thompson for years, we had grown up together as kids. Larry and I had even lost our virginity together on the same night to the Jackson twins, though we'd been in separate rooms at the time. We had played football together, though Larry was a starting tight end, where I usually sat the bench. Though I was fast, I was also the smallest member of the team. My role then was returning kickoffs and punt returns, something I was very good at even though I didn't play much of the game.
What I appreciated however was that Larry appreciated that, perhaps more than anyone. And we remained the best of friends even long after we had graduated high school. We had both gone into the service too, Larry into the Army, and I into the Navy, so it was several years before we saw one another again, but when we did, it was just like old times.
Larry married soon after getting out, also pretty much picking up where he'd left off. He married one of his high school sweethearts, to which I was his best man of course. And then a year later, he was mine when I married a woman I had met when I was stationed in San Diego.
And though Larry worked at an auto repair shop, whereas I worked for a local newspaper, we managed to get together as often as we could, including nearly every Sunday morning where we played basketball with a group of guys Larry worked with at the shop.
Like I said, Larry was my best friend and I thought I knew him inside and out. I was soon to find out that I didn't know him nearly as well as I thought I did. And that took a little getting used to after having known him for all these years.
I had gotten to know several of the guys Larry worked with fairly well though I only saw them once a week when we played ball. One of the guys father was a janitor at a local high school, though not the same one Larry and I had gone to. He had given Brian a set of keys in order to let ourselves in and use the gym. And as long as we cleaned up after ourselves, and left everything the way it was before we got there, he allowed us to play a little ball on the court. We'd been doing so for several months now, something I looked forward to, and something my wife Chris encouraged me to keep doing. Another reason why I loved her so much, she supported my friendship with Larry and the guys, not to mention becoming rather fast friends herself with Larry's wife Suzie.
"Hey Larry, you playing poker with us on Friday?"
We had just finished playing ball and were dressing after showering. Most of the other guys had just left, though Larry and I usually hung around for a bit, sometimes grabbing a cup of coffee together afterwards. Mike was a new guy that had just joined us, he'd only been working at the shop where Larry did for a little over a month. He was likeable enough I suppose, but there was something about him that I found a little off. Not that he was stranger than anyone else mind you, hell, every one of us was a little strange in our own ways. But there was something about Mike I could never quite put my finger on. And when he addressed Larry in the locker room about the poker game, something I knew nothing about, I thought that pretty strange too. Especially when I saw the look on Larry's face that looked less than pleased about Mike's bringing it up.
"I dunno, maybe," he responded sounding somewhat irritated about it when he did, receiving a shrug of the shoulders from Mike as well as a confused look.
"What's up with that guy anyway?" I asked after he had left, purposely and completely evading the reference to the poker game. Larry knew how much I enjoyed playing poker. But if this was a private game just between the guys he worked with, then I somewhat understood his being uncomfortable by having it brought up since I obviously wasn't invited.
"Well for one, he's Stan's son-in-law, which explains why after he got laid off where he worked, that Stan invited him to come work for him...with us," Larry explained. "And since one of the other guys took another job out of state, Stan hired him on."
"Holy shit! You're kidding me, you mean to tell me he's married to Jaylin?"
I had known Stan for years. Everyone did. He'd started up the auto-parts/repair shop in the small town we all lived in years and years ago. Back then, he worked mainly out of his own home, his own garage. Eventually making enough of a go of it to lease a new building and grow the business. Now he had two additional stores in other small towns just like our own. As for Jaylin, I had once had a crush on her myself. She had been the head cheerleader at school, dated all the jocks or so it seemed, and eventually went off to some beauty college nearer the big city. I never saw her again, though I did hear she had eventually gotten married. Obviously Mike was the guy she had gotten married too.
"Man, that surprises me," I added. "He doesn't seem the type..."
Larry cut me off with one of his less than friendly looks, another oddity as I didn't get those from him very often. "Yeah well, he's the bosses son-in-law, and obviously one of the guys now, so that's that," he said standing in preparation of leaving.
"Want to stop for a cup?" I asked not really wanting us to part on hard feelings, though for the life of me, I couldn't understand what I might have said or done to see Larry's change in demeanor the way that it had.
"Nah, I really need to get home, promised to spend a little more time with Suzie today, which reminds me, she mentioned something about the two of you coming over for dinner tonight anyway."
Once again, I wasn't aware of the invite, but that was to be expected too, no doubt Suzie had just mentioned it in passing, and by now had called my wife setting it all up. By the time I arrived home myself, she'd no doubt inform me that we were going over there for dinner.
"Well alright then, I'm guessing we'll probably see you tonight."
"Probably so," Larry said finally smiling again, and then giving me a quick brief "guy hug", just as we always did whenever we'd said good-bye to one another. Something else we'd been doing even when it probably wasn't a cool thing to do as kids. But he had continued to do so, even in high school, especially if I had managed to score a touchdown during one of the games.
Sure enough, shortly after arriving home, Chris informed me we were going over there for dinner. I smiled at that, it meant two things, no doubt a great meal with good friends, but it also meant Larry and I would get to watch the afternoon football game together on TV.
We'd enjoyed the game as well as the meal, and now sat together at the kitchen table enjoying a cup of coffee along with the dessert Chris had made and brought along with us.
"By the way, Pete called, he said they're switching locations for the poker game next Friday, it's going to be at his place now instead of Brian's."
Once again I saw a brief look of surprised irritation cross Larry's face, which then turned to one of near panic as Chris spoke up completely unaware of the change which I saw in him as he sat there. But in addition to that, I also saw the same look on Suzie's face when my wife spoke.
"Poker? Damn, Steve's been dying to find a group of guys to play poker with, why haven't you invited him?"
Like I said, I loved Chris, but sometimes she had a way of speaking her mind before thinking about the reasons why she might not have. Though in her defense, at the time, it seemed like a totally innocent question.
"Ah well, um...it's not really my place to invite him," Larry stammered, his face suddenly growing beet red. He was obviously uncomfortable for whatever reason, though it was his wife who suddenly came to his defense, and rightly so as she'd been the one to bring it up in the first place.
"Larry just started playing a few weeks ago himself," she informed us. "The guys he works with have been doing so for a long time. The only reason Larry got invited was because one of the other guys quit coming when he took another job elsewhere, which is also why Mikey came to work for Stan."
"Mikey?" I thought to myself. That was a strange way for Suzie to address him, though she continued on without elaborating about the way she had spoken his name.
"So not that Steve wouldn't be welcome I'm sure, it's just that Larry just got invited to start playing himself." Suzie then turned towards her husband, though I saw a curious look pass briefly between them. "Maybe you could bring it up to the guys that if ever you're short someone, that Steve here might be able to come and play as a substitute," she offered, only then turning towards Chris and I, smiling as she said that.
"Yeah, I'll bring it up," Larry said simply, and then dropped it as quickly as that, which we all did.
Not too surprisingly, we had called it an early night after that, Larry stating something about needing to go to the shop earlier than usual as there was a lot of work waiting for him. On the drive home, Chris and I both mentioned and discussed how odd the last part of the evening had gone.
"Who's Mikey anyway?" she had asked me. And I then explained to her just who "Mike" was, though we had both found it odd having heard Suzie address him in that way. I then told her about the weird little conversation earlier that morning in the locker room after the game, and how I had thought there was something peculiarly odd about him, and even more so as he happened to be the one who had eventually married Jaylin.
Chris sat silently after that for a time mulling things over in her head. I knew she was, because she tended to chew on her fingernails whenever she did that, and I knew better than to interrupt her whenever she did.
"Suzie and I are having lunch on Wednesday, I'll see if I can find out more about this Mikey guy," she stated. "And why someone would be married to a girl like Jaylin according to the way you described her to me and told me who she was."
Which I had done, even going so far as to admit to her that I too at one time had had a crush on her during high school, but that she had never even given me a second thought, though she had in fact hooked up with Larry briefly. Just long enough according to Larry for the two of them to actually end up in bed together, though it ended shortly after that.
"Well, there's something weird going on there, has to be," I told my wife. "I've known Larry all my life, and I know when there's something going on that he's keeping from me, though I can't for the life of me figure out what it might be, or why he is. Just be careful when you talk to Suzie. I know the two of you have become pretty good friends and all, but I also saw the same look pass between them, so she's in on whatever it is, unless I'm completely mistaken here."
#
I arrived home Wednesday night, anxious to learn how lunch had gone. Chris was waiting for me when I came in with a smile on her face.
"Well?"
"Well, I'm not sure I learned a whole lot, but I did learn a couple of things," she told me. "For starters, Larry and Suzie have been spending quite a bit of time with them it seems. They've sort of been doing dinners at one another's places for a while now. And according to Suzie, she did mention that because of that, she can see why Jaylin is attracted to him, and she also called him Mike, not Mikey, not even once while we were there."
"That's it?"
"Pretty much," Chris said seeing the look of disappointment on my face. "Sorry baby, but it was like pulling teeth just to get that much out of her without my sounding overly suspicious about it. I got the impression that she and Larry were trying not to hurt our feelings by actually spending more time with the two of them than they have been with us."
Which made sense in a way, though I thought I knew Larry better than that. If he and Suzie had made knew friends with someone, he wouldn't have hesitated in the past in telling me that, and even more likely, because we were friends, by including us as well if that were at all possible. I then explained that to Chris.
"Maybe that's why," she said guessing. "Maybe because this Jaylin, whoever she really is, never did like you for whatever reason, and still doesn't. But if what you say is true about her and Larry, who knows...maybe she's still carrying a bit of the hots for him, so having him as a friend, she can safely flirt with him a little if that's something she enjoys doing."
Chris's reasoning was as good as any other perhaps, but it still didn't explain the way I'd seen Larry react, nor the way he had purposely tried to keep whatever was going on between them a secret. Something else Larry had never done with me was keep secrets, unless it was between him and me.
"Oh well, guess there isn't much more we can do about it," I said giving into the notion. "They're certainly free to see and have other friends without us, but it's just not like him to do that is all. Maybe he'll say something about it to me in time. I guess all I can do is wait and see if he does and take it from there."
Friday came and went. I knew that Larry was off playing poker with his co-workers, something that normally wouldn't have bugged me before even had I known it. But this time it did. I was anxious then to see how he was around me on Sunday. We had gotten together, played ball with the guys like always, and had a typically good time. Larry seemed pretty much like his old self, and even Mike seemed friendlier towards me during and after the game. The big surprise came when he mentioned something about a barbeque at their place in a few weeks, and that Chris and I were invited. I was surprised at the invitation, and accepted it. But I was even more surprised by the look on Larry's face after I had. After Mike had left I once again suggested we go out for coffee, and was pleased when Larry agreed that we should. As we stepped outside to head towards our cars however, he stopped me.
"Man, we need to talk," he said seriously.
"Ok...here? Or over coffee?" I again questioned.
Larry turned and started heading over towards his truck without answering. I followed as it seemed to me that's what he wanted me to do. When he climbed in, I did the same sitting in the passenger seat next to him. He seemed nervous and more than a little uncomfortable.
"You wanna tell me what the hell's going on?"
He swallowed and fidgeted. Something a guy Larry's size just didn't do, not unless he was truly nervous about something, which obviously, he was.
"Man, this is weird," he began.
"You can say that again," I stated interrupting him.
He shot me one of his patented looks, informing me as he did so that I was to remain quiet and let him speak, which I did.
"We don't really play poker on Fridays," he started again. "I mean...we do, but we don't."
Now I did interrupt him again, even after receiving the look. I couldn't help myself. "Ah Larry? You wanna run that one by me again? You're not making any sense!"
I had never seen him this nervous before, even scared in a way, and that just wasn't Larry. Not a guy that had even been given a tryout with the Pros, though he hadn't made it. Larry was the kind of guy you wanted walking with you down a dark alley. He finally let out a sigh collecting himself, and I knew then he had found the courage to tell me whatever it was he was going to say.
"Jaylin," he began again, which I wasn't all too surprised to hear, I figured whatever it was, she for sure was part of it, though I was still curious to see how Mike, Mikey, fit in to all of this. "You know her...at least a little bit, and you know how wild she was back in high school. Hell man, even I fucked her!"
"Yeah, I know," I tried teasing him. "Lucky bastard!"
"Well, as wild as she was back then, she's even wilder now," he went on, grabbing my attention. "Like Suzie told you, I got invited to start playing poker with the guys, but not before I was informed as to what actually went on when the guys got together to play. It's not just poker Steve, not by a long shot!"
I was obviously intrigued and settled back in my seat. At least now I didn't think the world was coming to an end, though I had no idea at the moment how things would turn upside down and inside out from the way I had known them.
"Man, I don't want to lose you as a friend," he then said suddenly switching directions on me.
"You won't!" I assured him, though I was now becoming nervous as well as a bit irritated with him the longer this went on with him not getting to the point, or telling me the full story here.
"Yeah well, we'll see about that," he almost spat. "But I might as well start at the beginning."
As he finally spelled it out, I sat in stunned silence, listening to him, disbelief on the one hand, and total shock on the other. I couldn't believe what I was hearing, or what he then told me, which had included some interesting tid-bits about Suzie, another unexpected surprise.
The poker games had indeed started out to be just that, poker games. Long before Larry had ever gotten involved, or even started working for Stan at the shop, the weekly poker night had become for the guys a part of the job, almost a brotherhood or ritual of sorts. One particular night however, the stakes had gotten a little out of hand, as had the free flowing booze. Added to that, Stan's wife Michelle had sat in as one of the guys hadn't shown. No one thought anything more about it, everyone liked Michelle, and like Stan, she spent a great deal of her day working at the shop as well, handling the customers, and maintaining the books. And Michelle was a looker too, Stan was a very lucky man the way everyone saw it. She had nice tits that she enjoyed showing off even at work, and Stan seemed to enjoy the attention she received because of it. But that night, as the stakes went up, and with everyone feeling a bit more tipsy from all the booze they'd consumed, added to the fact that Michelle had been obviously flirting with all the guys half the night, it had come down to a "winner takes all" last hand.
According to what Larry then told me, which he had eventually heard and learned about, one of the guys who was playing was well ahead on chips. Several others had even bought in again, though promising I.O.U's in doing so. Though Stan himself had already gone out, Michelle was still in the game, though far behind the leader in chips. It was then that Stan, with Michelle's approval, bet her as part of the last hand.
"What do you mean? Bet her?" I asked.
"Just what I said," Larry told me. "She bet herself, telling Brian who was the chip leader, that if he won, he could do anything he wanted to with her, or have her do to him."
"You're kidding me? And Stan was ok with that?"
"Hell, the way I heard it, he was hoping she'd loose just so he could see her do it!"



"Damn!"
"Yeah, no shit! Anyway, as it turns out, she won. And that chaffed everyone big time. Not only did she wipe everyone out, but that also meant they didn't get to see her do anything either. That's when Stan actually talked her into playing yet another hand, with even crazier stakes."
"Sounds crazy enough as it is," I told him, but I wanted to hear all of it, especially while Larry was in the mood to do it.
"So she does, but she tells everyone that in addition to equal shares of her and the money, anyone who stays in to play, in case they lose, she expects something special in return from each of them."
"Which was?"
"Pud pudding."
"Excuse me? What the hell's pud pudding?"
"I'll tell you in a second, but first I'll tell you what happened. So after she tells them the stakes, and what that is...they're not too excited about it, squeamish even and all that, which you'll see why in a minute. But then she says that any one of the four of them who are still in the game, all it takes is one of the four of them to beat her, and they all get an equal share of the money, as well as an equal share of her too. So then...after they think about it, they agree."
"So what the hell's pud pudding?" I ask again.
"Apparently, she's got a thing for cum, I mean she really does. Loves drinking it down and all that, and Stan's like excited beyond believe to see it, enthusiastic enough that he tells the guys if they do it...go along with it, he'll even give each and every one of them a raise if they do."
"Fuck me! So then what?"
"So they agree, realizing if they lose this time, that they have to jerk themselves off into this bowl that sitting there, but not only that...they can't do themselves, but have to do each other while she watches. After which, she gets to drink it all down."
"Holy fucking shit!"
"Yeah, for sure. So that's why they're a bit squeamish about it. A bunch of straight-laced guys that have to jerk one another off for her, even though she's the one going to be drinking their combined spunk. Yet on the other hand, if even one of them wins, not only do they get an equal share of the money, but then they get to have their way with her, with Stan's blessing!"
"They lost didn't they?"
"Yep...they did. Hence the pud pudding."
"Ok, so now I understand all that, but what's any of that got to do with you and playing poker now, but not playing poker?"
Once again Larry looked nervous and uncomfortable. "Anyway, so the following week no one wants to play because everyone has outstanding I.O.U's as it is. But then Stan tells them that he'll forgive all the debt, and that they won't be playing for money next time if they agree to it, and Michelle of course is once again part of the deal. Only this time, each hand carries some sort of sexual favor to it, and from what I heard and learned, she had some pretty wild fantasies, which became part of the bet. But as the guys then did win several hands themselves, and no longer owed any money, and finally got to do Stan's wife whichever way they wanted to, it became a weekly event after that...and still is.
"Oh my God!" I then said looking at him. "So how..."
"Yeah, I got sucked into it too, but so did Suzie."
"Suzie? How the hell did that happen?"
"Suzie and Jaylin had once been lovers."
You could have heard a pin drop.
#
Eventually the poker games got wilder and crazier. And as they did, so did everything, and everyone else. When Jaylin and Mike moved back to town, Jaylin was very much like, and had always been like, her mother. When the two of them were then included, it not only added additional spice to the game, but with their being both mother and daughter involved and now included, everyone seemed to begin accepting anything and everything that could possibly happen.
"Jaylin and Suzie had even gone out to lunch together shortly after her return, and she had confided in Suzie about their Friday night poker games, and how wild and crazy fun it all was, and that she would love messing around, and fooling around with her again, provided of course that I was ok with it," Larry continued. "So admittedly Steve, and maybe this will be hard for you to hear and accept, but the thought of seeing Suzie and Jaylin together really got to me, it aroused me like nothing else could. And as much as that may shock you, even disgust you to hear me saying it, I was all for it, and agreed to go, sit in on one of the games in the hopes of seeing something just like that."
"Fuck man," I breathed, understanding it sort of, but at the same time surprised to be hearing it. Even Chris and I had shared fantasies, some of which I would dare say were pretty out there as well. But so far, all we'd done is talk about them, fantasize about stuff, but had never gone so far as to actually do anything beyond that.
"So that particular night, it's Stan and Michelle, me and Suzie, and Mike and Jaylin, and two of the other guys from work, Brian and Pete. Fuck Steve, I honestly don't know what I was thinking, and maybe I wasn't, or at least I wasn't thinking with the right head or something. But the very first hand I win, and after I do, I'm told that I can have anyone...anyone at all, any two people at all, do anything I want them to do to me, or to one another. That's the bet, those are the rules. Needless to say, I'm all about seeing Suzie and Jaylin licking one another's cunts."
"Yeah well, I can see that," I told him understandably, but still more than a bit surprised by all this nonetheless.
"Yeah, and it was fucking hot too Steve! And it got hotter and wilder and crazier after that too, for all of us. Stan wins the next hand, and though he wasn't into doing anything incestual with Jaylin, which was certainly cool with me, he did want to see something else, something else that sort of blew me away, especially as I had known him, worked for him for all these years, and all this time now."
"Which was?"
"He wanted Mike and Suzie to suck him off...together."
I didn't know what to say, the image of that suddenly planted firmly inside my head. "Stan? Stan wanted his own son in law to do that...and, and...your wife?"
"That was...the bet, yes. Like I said Steve, up until then I maybe didn't realize the stakes we were really playing for. I mean I'd already come to accept, and was ok with it, that Suzie would be doing other stuff with the guys there, and certainly the girls. We'd already talked about it beforehand, so I was ok with it, like I said. And it was exciting to think about, consider, and since neither one of us had any qualms about it, we went. Especially since I knew that it was the only way according to Jaylin, that she and Suzie might actually end up fooling around together. She wasn't willing to do it otherwise, outside of that. But there again, even that had a lot to do with Stan and Michelle."
"Obviously, Mike is what...bi-sexual then at least yes?"
"Yes, not gay exactly no, he does enjoy being with women too, but...he also enjoys being with men almost as much. Something Jaylin knew about from the very beginning, and which was something she had always wanted to see herself. Especially as she likewise considered herself more bi-sexual that either totally straight, or lesbian for sure, as she enjoyed being with both sexes just as much as her husband did. So it was the perfect solution for the two of them."
"Well, that makes a lot more sense now," I said thinking about it. "He certainly doesn't act gay, not like a few men I have known who certainly are gay, but I knew there was something about him that I couldn't quite put my finger on, now I know."
"Yeah, now you know...about Mike, Mikey as Suzie and Jaylin call him in private, not to mention Stan and Michelle. But what you don't know, is the rest of the story."
#
"Like I said, we played several more hands and things got wilder and crazier as the night went on. It was like each time someone came up with something they wanted someone else to do or see, then someone else came up with either a variation of that, or something even more kinky, more decadent the next hand. Of course by now, we're all naked too...everyone is."
"No surprise there either," I admitted.
"So it's starting to get well on into the evening, and we decide to play two last hands, no holds barred as Michelle put it, no limits on what, or whom or the number of people involved. Winners choice to decide what happens etc etc etc."
"High fucking stakes," I said trying to imagine it.
"Yeah, it was, and here's where it gets hard for me Steve, and where I hope you try and understand, and not get too freaked out when I tell you the rest of it, but...here it is. Stan wins the next hand, he then informs everyone that he wants the guys to have an equal amount of time fucking the three women. After each hand, there was a ten minute time limit, so we figured out what that would be, and then with the girls all lined up together, we fucked them doggy-style until it was time to play the last hand."
"Interesting, but that doesn't freak me out any," I informed Larry. "In fact, I find that pretty damn exciting, just imagining what it must have looked like. So where's the freaky part?"
"I'm getting to that," he said nervously. "Now...since it is the last hand, there's no ten minute time limit on this one. And in fact, only Stan, Brian and Michelle have actually had an orgasm during the evening, so the rest of us are about ready to bust a nut at this point. I certainly was. Even sticking my dick in each of the three girls didn't quite get me there. So anyway, we play the next hand, and it's Jaylin who wins that one."
"Ah oh..."
"Exactly," Larry said once again taking a deep breath. "So that's when she tells everyone what it is she wants to see for winning the last hand." Larry paused taking another breath. I could see he was really struggling with this.
"Go on Larry, tell me. What happened then?"
"Well by now Steve, you know that Jaylin, and her family for that matter, which includes Stan and Michelle who both had some pretty wild tastes, not to mention Jaylin. So we're all sitting there wondering what she's going to want to do or see, but it still comes as a bit of a shock and a surprise when we do. For starters, she wants Suzie to go down on her while she watches everyone else, which she then informs us is Brian and Pete sucking one another off, as well as me and Mike. As for Stan and Michelle, she just tells them to amuse themselves in whichever way they see fit."
"Holy shit Larry...so you,"
"Yeah, so I sucked another guy's cock, and he did the same thing to me. So...like I said, I don't want to lose you as a friend, my best friend over this, but there it is."
I could only sit there in stunned silence for a moment, trying to digest all this. The images he'd just painted for me still swirling around inside my head. But even more oddly, I actually had an erection myself as I sat there.
"So...did you, um ah...did you cum then?"
He blushed, "Not yet, but damn near. I mean you need to understand, we were all pretty damn fucking horny at this point, with everything else that had been going on, and with no one else having busted their nut yet, we were all sitting there with prick's leaking and about to go off without even being touched. So though I didn't come yet, I was laying there enjoying it. When Mike started sucking me, I just sort of closed my eyes and forgot it was him doing it, and let the sensations take over. And likewise, when I began sucking his prick at the same time, I just sort of focused on what I was feeling even more than on what I was doing."
We'd probably been sitting out in the parking lot in Larry's truck for the better part of an hour, but I wasn't about to leave yet either. I knew that it had taken a lot for Larry to admit to all this, after all we'd been friends for years, and I felt like to leave now, would leave him wondering how I truly felt about hearing all this.
"Finish it," I told him. "Tell me the rest of it, all of it, and don't leave anything out."
He looked at me in surprise, with just a bit of relief in his eyes when I said that. "You sure? I mean, that's pretty much the jist of it all, without going into all the dirty details."
"No...I mean yes, I am sure, but no...I want to hear all the dirty details as well. I want to try and experience what you did to some extent so I can wrap my mind around it a little easier, so please Larry...tell me. Tell me all of it."
He took another deep breath and began to finish it, "Well, Jaylin was obviously really getting off on watching all this, especially with my wife going down on her. Which to be honest with you Steve, helped me with everything else that was happening. Just being able to look over towards them kept me aroused enough, though as I said, just focusing on the sensations was doing that too. I mean it's still strange for me to think back on it, let alone say it, but Mike knew how to suck a cock, even better in some ways that Suzie does it."
"I can sort of see that," I told him. Especially the part about Suzie and Jaylin going at it. That's something that even Chris and I have discussed, you know...naughty dirty pillow talk and all that. And I'll tell you something else too, Chris has even said she's fantasized about being with Suzie, and we've had some of the best sex we've ever had afterwards."
Larry finally laughed, which was a relief of sorts in hearing him do so. "Yeah, well we've done the same thing too," he told me. "Suzie's even hinted at perhaps mentioning it to your wife, just to see how really open she might be to the idea. But I told her to hold off from doing that, until you and I had had a chance to discuss it, and then...all this happened of course, so I never did."
"Well, now that I do know that," I grinned. "But anyway...go on, tell me the rest of it. But before you do that..."
I'd been sitting there thinking, wondering how I could ever convince Larry that what he had finally managed to share with me hadn't turned me away from him as a friend, nor would it. And though what I was about to do myself was a bit of a gamble perhaps, I also felt it was one for sure way to show him that. I reached down, unzipping my fly. The look on his face said it all.
"Fuck, what are you doing?"
"I'm going to jerk myself off while you finish the story," I said. "Believe it or not...hearing it's got me rock-hard and horny. So yes, I am...unless you tell me you'd rather I not."
He didn't say a thing, just sat there watching me as I fished out my prick, which was indeed hard swollen and leaking pre-cum fuck juice already, which I immediately captured with the tip of my fingers and began rolling around the head as I sat there.
"So? Then what happened?"
It took him a minute to gather himself, but he finally spoke though he glanced nervously about, out the windows of the truck around the parking lot, and then back to me. "By this time, Michelle comes over, and the next thing I know, she and Mike are now licking and sucking me together. Pete's on the verge by the sound of it, so Stan tells he and Brian to come over to us. Michelle's already informed everyone that she wants us to come all over her when we do. Next thing I know, she's rolled over onto her back, spreading her cunt a part with her fingers, sort of a target if you know what I mean."
"Oh yeah...I can see that," I said actually groaning, still slow-stroking my own cock as Larry sat watching me do it, his eyes no longer looking anywhere else but at my prick as I did so.
"Anyway, so now all of us are standing up, gathered around Michelle. I now feel Stan's hand on my dick, Mike's now holding Stan's, and Pete's jerking on Brian. Next thing I know, I'm doing the same thing to Pete, so we're all standing there jerking one another off when Pete groans and I'm standing there watching his prick squirting while I'm pumping it, and then aiming it at Michelle's cunt. She's going crazy of course, fingering herself while Pete's shooting on her, and then suddenly Brian is, and shortly after that, we all were!"
"Fuck man...that had to be messy!"
"Oh yeah, it was. And that's when Jaylin and Suzie come over and start massaging all that cum cream into Michelle's body, I mean she was fucking covered in it! Like someone had dumped out an entire bottle of lotion on her or something. And as weird as it all was, it was fucking hot to see them doing that too."
I nodded my head, now more forcefully stroking my cock as I sat there. "I wouldn't have minded doing that myself," I told him then. "Always wondered what it would be like, and look like, something that Chris has even mentioned to me as being one of her really secret, private, most decadent fantasies."
"Yeah, but what about the other?" He then asked. "I mean, a bunch of guys jerking themselves off like that onto a girl is one thing...but doing another guy?"
"I don't know...never really thought about it, certainly haven't done that before either. But hell Larry...I'm sitting here jerking myself off in front of you now. And it's not freaking me out any to be doing so...is it you?"
"No...it isn't. But shit, after everything I've experienced lately, why would it? And I don't mind telling you this now Steve, just remembering how that looked, how it felt, well shit...I'm hard myself now too."
"Then go for it," I told him. "Go ahead, take it out, jerk yourself off, never seen you do it before either."
I was pleased when he did so, obviously it was somewhat of a relief and acceptance for him, that I had accepted without too much difficulty everything he had told me. And I wasn't too surprised to realize his cock was somewhat larger than my own, which I'd never considered as merely average in size either. But his was indeed considerably thicker around. He had no sooner taken it out and began working it, when I suddenly reached over placing my hand around him.
"Man!"
I looked at him, saw the surprise in his eyes as I gripped his prick, but he let go, allowing me to fondle it.
"Might as well find out for myself what all the fuss is about," I told him. "Never touched another man's prick before."
"Fuck!" he said again as I began jerking it. "You sure?"
"Yeah Larry...I'm sure."
I proceeded to fondle his prick pretty much the same way I fondled my own. It was an interesting sensation. Though his cock was obviously a bit larger than mine, it was a strange sensation to be doing so, feeling and sensing the subtle differences between us. Especially the ridge around the head of his cock which was a bit more pronounced. He had a slightly larger, more bulbous head, whereas mine was a bit longer, more pointed than his was. And as I sat jerking him, thumbing that ridge which I enjoyed doing to myself, I then felt Larry reach over wrapping his hand around mine.
"We're gonna need to talk again," he told me.
"I'm sure we will," I said simply. "But right now, I'm ready to bust a nut here."
"Yeah...me too. You got anything?" He asked me.
"No, you?"
He thought for a moment. "There's some napkins in that McDonald sack in the back seat," he informed me. I took a quick look about the parking lot as he did before reaching back, grabbing some. No one else had pulled into the lot, so we were still alone, though as time passed, we wouldn't be for much longer if we didn't hurry here.
"How close are you?" I asked.
"Damn close...you?"
"Might be a minute or two yet," I informed him.
"Go ahead then, finish me off," he stated and sat back a bit more comfortably in his seat, still keeping his eyes out as I began working his prick up and down holding one of the napkins in my other hand for when he told me he was about to shoot off.
Seconds later, he did. "Gonna cum!" he moaned, and then closed his eyes as his face screwed up in pleasure. I held the napkin just slightly away from his prick, saw the first hard felt spurt of his cock erupt, watched his spunk fly from the tip of his prick into the napkin before placing it over the head of his dick catching the rest of it, continuing to jerk him until he was finished.



Larry finished wiping himself off, and then put his prick away tossing the used napkin back into the McDonalds sack. Without saying another word, he began doing to me what I'd just finished doing to him.
"Tell me when."
"Oh, you'll know Larry...you'll know."
#
"You did what?"
We had discussed the fact that I might be late getting home. I was in hopes that after the weekly game, Larry might be willing to go out for a cup of coffee, perhaps even breakfast. If he did, I was then hoping that he might then open up to me, which he obviously had. After getting home, I then proceeded to tell Chris all about our conversation, everything that had happened, and had just now told her about unzipping my fly, taking my cock out.
"Seriously, you guys jerked one another off?" she asked for the third time. "Right there in the high school parking lot?"
"Yep, we did!" I said answering her for the third time. "We really did!"
"Fuck! That's hot!" Chris said sitting down for the third time. She'd been bouncing up and down from her chair the entire time I'd been speaking to her. So much so, she was starting to make me dizzy.
"It is?" Though the fact she'd said "fuck" told me that much. About the only time she ever used that word was when she was horny, and then she used it liberally.
"Oh yeah, way fucking hot!" she said once again. "God! I wish I'd been there to see that!"
"Seriously Chris, the thought of Larry and I stroking one another's cocks...you find that horny? Arousing?"
"No different than how aroused you get anytime we discuss my being with another woman!" she said simply. "It does work both ways you know, some women can get just as turned on by the thought of seeing two men together, as men do at the thought of seeing two women!"
To be honest, I'd never really thought about it that way. And even society in general was far more tolerant and accepting of two women fooling around than it ever was regarding two men.
"So would you do it again?" she asked, "And perhaps even more than that?"
"I don't know...probably. But probably only with Larry too. At least I sort of know where he's coming from. I'm not sure I could do anything else with any of the other guys. I don't really know them. And I'm also not sure I'd be very comfortable with you being there with any of them either."
Chris smiled, came over and threw her arms around my neck, kissing me. "Glad to hear you say that baby," she half giggled wantonly. "Not sure I'd be very comfortable with any of them either, especially Stan or Mike...Mikey," she grinned again. "But...what about Larry?"
"What about Larry?"
"I don't think I'd have a problem fooling around with him a little, or Suzie for that matter. Hell, she's hinted at it, and suggested it enough. We've even discussed it somewhat, but I've never indicated I was ever willing to take it that far, even with the two of them."
"So you...might?" I asked incredulously.
"I might...under the right circumstances," she implied seriously for the first time. She paused then, thinking, once again chewing her nails. I let her do it without interruption as she once again stood up from sitting in my lap, pacing the kitchen. She finally stopped and turned towards me. "Did Larry say if they had any plans this evening?"
"No, he never mentioned they did, but then...we weren't exactly discussing anything like that at the time either."
"Is there a game on this afternoon you two would enjoy watching together?" she then asked.
"Hell babe...there's ALWAYS a game on we'd enjoy watching. Why? What are you thinking about?"
"Not saying...or promising anything," she went on. "But maybe I'll give Suzie a call and invite them over for dinner tonight. Think Larry would have mentioned any of this to her by now?"
"Hard to say. Maybe...but maybe not. Might be one of those 'guy' things that he's still a bit too uncomfortable talking about, even with her. Though there's no telling after everything I've learned recently, so maybe he would too."
Chris was chewing her fingers again, though only for a moment. "I'll call Suzie, if he has...I bet she drops a hint or two about it, especially if she's curious or wondering if you told me anything. Either way, we'll invite them over for dinner, and see where things go from there."
"Ok," I said a bit dumbfounded by this interesting turn of events, but I was grinning broadly too.
"And after I speak to her, I want to hear you tell me the entire story all over again."
I actually felt myself blush at that, feeling a little strange about it. Chris saw the look in my face as well as the hesitation.
"While I'm busily sucking on your prick...how does that sound?"
It sounded good....damn fucking good!
#
I had completely lost my erection. Chris was on the phone for nearly an hour with Suzie in the bedroom. I had given up waiting on her, and had turned on the TV to watch the early morning game. When I finally heard her calling down to me after getting off the phone, I raced up the stairs taking them two at a time, curious as to hear what they'd been talking about all this time.
When I entered the room, I was a little surprised to see my wife naked, sprawled out in the middle of the bed, she lay fingering herself, though she then beckoned towards me as I stood there with my mouth open in the doorway.
"Well?" I said somewhat confused, as well as becoming aroused all over again. "What did she say?"
"Come eat me while I tell you about it," she said slyly.
"Ah, weren't you supposed to be doing something similar like that to me while I retold you MY story?"
"Oh...and we will, after I tell you what we discussed," she said with a wink. "Unless of course...you'd rather do things the other way around, whichever you'd prefer."
Needless to say, hearing what Chris had found out had far more importance, and not that I minded licking her cunt while she told me about it either. I just wasn't sure how much attention I'd be able to give her while doing it.
As I began licking my wife's sweet split, she began telling me what she and Suzie had discussed. "Apparently, because you two were gone so long, and since she wasn't expecting Larry to be away, she immediately cornered him the moment he came home, especially as she said she could tell something had happened. So...after only a few minutes of coaxing him, he told her...everything!"
"Damn, and what did she say about that?" I asked, though most of that said while still licking my wife's cunt. Luckily, she still understood most of it.
"She pretty much said what I said, that she found it fucking hot that the two of you actually did that, and then she said, she also thought it was even hotter that I thought it was hot that you did too!"
"And?" I said running my tongue slowly up her wet glistening slit.
"Ooh, oh....and, she said they didn't have any plans, and were excited about being asked over."
"Excited?"
"That's what she said."
"You mean excited, excited? Or what?"
"I don't know...she didn't say. Just said they were excited, and that they would be here in a couple of hours to watch the game, and then dinner later. Like I said honey...not sure if she meant anything by that either, and still not a hundred percent sure that I'm there yet myself. So we'll see...see what happens, if anything, and take it from there. But right now...what I do want to do, is cum on your face. And then after that..." she grinned.
"What?" I teased back sucking in her clit.
"Pud pudding maybe?"
I laughed.
#
The four of us sat watching the game until half-time when the girls scurried off into the kitchen to start working on dinner. It was nice to see Larry being more of his old self again, joking around, getting excited when his team scored and pulled ahead of mine. And though neither team was one of our personal favorite teams, it had been a standard practice for us to cheer for one and place a small side-bet on the outcome. Occasional laughter coming from the kitchen area assured us the girls were acting normally as well, so for the moment at least, everything seemed and appeared to be back to the way it once was.
We'd enjoyed a nice quiet dinner with a couple of bottles of wine that Larry and Suzie had brought over with them.
"Why don't you two go on down to the den and watch the evening game while we clear away the dishes?" Chris suggested, which was a surprise to us both, as it was a rarity that either Larry or I watched or saw the evening game as well. Fair was fair...and spending the entire day watching football was more than just a little selfish. But added to that, the girls had not only cooked, but were cleaning up afterwards should have told us they were up to something.
I had barely turned on the TV when I turned towards Larry. "Something tells me we're going to be paying for this," I told him. "When's the last time you watched all three games on a Sunday anyway?"
He thought about that. "You may be right," he told me. "But I'm not about to look a gift horse in the mouth either. Maybe they're just glad we don't have any more secrets between us. Even Suzie was struggling with it, and told me I should have told you what was going on a long time ago. I don't think she didn't mention the poker game the way she did without meaning to have the true story brought out about it afterwards. Something we discussed...at length after you guys left."
The second quarter had just started when we heard the girls descending down the stairs from the living room kitchen area. Looking up from the TV as they appeared in the doorway, both Larry and I sat with our mouths hanging open. They were naked...both of them, with big shit-eating grins on their faces.
"Thought we'd mention that we'll be upstairs in the bedroom if you two are interested, unless of course you're too involved in the game." With that, they turned and headed back up the stairs.
"Told you we'd end up paying for this, though I'm not sure where we're paying for anything, more like being treated the way I see it."
"I'm not sure I'm willing to quite make that call yet," Larry told me as he soon after stood with me following him up the stairs. "You forget Suzie, and the fact she and your wife were on the phone for over an hour together, not to mention whatever the hell they were discussion and laughing about in the kitchen earlier."
"True," I said as I followed Larry up the stairs. And now knowing how Chris felt about things, the realization of that had me wondering what we really were walking into.
#
We found out a few minutes later. As Larry and I walked into the bedroom, the girls were already sitting on the bed. Suzie was shuffling a deck of cards while Chris fidgeted with an egg timer she held in her hand.
"Poker?" I asked
"Nah, takes too long," Suzie answered. "We're just cutting for high card, see who goes first, though the ten minute rule seems to work well, so we'll use the egg-timer for that one."
"One other rule though," Chris now said eyeing me as she did so. "We won't do anything you won't," she then turned getting a nod of agreement from Suzie. "So keep that in mind, one of you asks us to do something, then you'd better be prepared to do the same thing yourself when its someone else's turn, or this ends right then and there."
I looked at Larry as he looked at me. "You ok with that?" I asked.
"Up to you bro...I've already crossed that line, so just depends on where you're at with everything," he told me and then began to undress.
I took one look at our lusty looking naked wives, and started taking my clothes off as well. And I noticed while doing so, our wives were indeed similar in many ways, with just enough subtle differences to make it interesting. It would have been a tossup trying to decide whose breasts may have been bigger, though neither of the girls have overly large breasts, just perfectly proportionate for their similarly built frames. My wife had dark pink colored nipples, which stood out like two fat erasers away from her breasts when erect. Suzie's were a lighter tan color, though her areola were much bigger around, covering nearly the entire front portion of her tear-drop shaped tits, which just like my own wife's fell heavily yet comfortably against her ribcage. And whereas Chris was completely shaved, Suzie's cute cunt still had a small very thin patch of pubic hair, though it had been trimmed short and thin just above her pubis.
Suzie finished shuffling the deck and laid it down. "Go ahead Steve, cut for a card."
I did so without looking at it, as Larry and then both girls did the same. Chris showed first, a two. "Guess I'll be going last," she announced, though I actually would have preferred that myself. Larry then showed his card, which was an eight of spades, and smiled when he did. Obviously, it seemed everyone was more inclined to go later rather than sooner.
"Go ahead baby...show, not like you aren't already," Chris giggled as my erection continued to rise. I turned over my card, an Ace of hearts.
"Kind of tough to beat that," Suzie giggled, showing a Queen. "Like I said...looks like you get to pick first," she announced.
I found myself chewing on my nails as I stood there thinking about it. Realizing I had been when Chris laughed. "We a little nervous are we? Though by the looks of it, you could have fooled me!"
Larry and I were both hard as rocks, it was hard not to be looking at the girls as they sat anxiously on the bed waiting for me to decided what the first thing I wanted to see or do was.
"How about...you two, give Larry and I a couple of blowjobs to start off with then," I stated. Suzie burst out laughing, turning to look towards my wife.
"What?"
"You were right Suzie," Chris stated looking at her. "I owe you one."
"What?" I said again.
"She bet me that you'd choose something reasonably mild your first turn. I thought for sure you'd want to see the two of us going at it first. Guess I was wrong. She said you'd still need time to warm up to the idea of having to do whatever we did, if you wanted to see that. Figured after what you'd told me, you wouldn't have a problem with it."
"I don't have a problem with it!" I said defensively. "Just thought...oh hell, maybe I did," I then said. "Too late to change my mind?"
The girls looked at one another. "Nothing in the rules about that, as long as we haven't already started, so sure...why not?"
"Rules?" I said looking at Larry. He laughed.
"There's always rules Steve...even if they make them up as we go along, there's always gonna be rules."
Even then, I still managed to hedge my bet a little, though neither one of them said anything about it. "Ok, what I really would like to see, is the two of you grinding cunts together, how's that for a different beginning?"
Without any further discussion, Chris set the timer and then they positioned themselves in the middle of the bed as Larry and I stood nearby looking down. Throwing their legs over one another, and then locking themselves together in a scissor like position, they began grinding against one another, mashing their cunts together, which admittedly was damn exciting to see.
It was also nice to see in a way, as Larry stood fisting his own prick, obviously this was arousing to him too, just as it was to me as I began doing the same thing. It was funny as I stood there thinking about it, we had earlier jerked one another off in the front of his truck of all places, and here I was now, acting all shy and uncertain about things again. But watching the girls, quickly turned my thoughts elsewhere, along with the fact we were very much amongst friends here, and whatever happened between us after that, wasn't going to change anything either.
Even the girls were somewhat disappointed at hearing the timer go off. They'd been having a pretty good time, and it was evident that each one of them had enjoyed it immensely. Obviously, it was now Suzie's turn to pick.
"You boys ready?" she said. "Cause I'm not wasting time here, and you both probably already know what I wanna see, and what I'm more than willing to do myself, as is Chris here."
There was no doubt in either one of our minds what she was going to ask us to do, which she confirmed for us shortly. "Ok boys...let's see you suck cock!"
Though we both moved towards the bed, we did so slowly, Larry looking at me briefly and commenting. "You sure about this Steve?" he asked concernedly. "I mean...I've already crossed that bridge, and a little hard to go back now, but you haven't."
"Hey, I'm already half way across now," I reminded him. "Might as well go the rest of the way."
We soon settled ourselves in the bed as the girls now traded places with us, them now standing as Chris set the timer for ten minutes. "One more thing..." she began before letting it run.
"Must be another rule," I laughed easing the tension somewhat.
"No doubt," Larry added.
"No fair cumming too soon," she said. "Let's say, no one can at least until the second round!"
"I don't think either one of us is in much danger of doing that...yet," I replied. Though as Larry actually placed his mouth around my prick and began sucking it, I had to wonder.
It was admittedly an interesting sensation for me as well. The fact that I loved it whenever Chris sucked my cock went without saying, but to actually do that myself, which was totally different than going down on her, or anyone else for that matter, had a uniqueness all its own. Feeling Larry's hard massive prick inside my mouth as I sucked it, and as he sucked mine, sent totally different sensations, thoughts and feelings all over my entire body. Holding onto his shaft as I did so, felt somewhat familiar of course. And in a way I was actually grateful that I had already held him in my hand, jerking him off earlier, or it might have seemed and felt even stranger than it did. But even more surprisingly to me, was how Larry sucked my prick, actually taking the time to mouth the head with hard firm pressured sucks that felt wonderfully intense, certainly far different in some ways than the way Chris did it. Something she noticed as well as Larry sucked me.
"Fuck! I'll have to try that myself, how's that feel anyway baby?" she asked directly.
I wasn't about to lie to her, or anyone for that matter. "It feels fucking good!" I stated honestly, damn fucking good!" And then to punctuate that, I began doing the exact same thing to Larry's cock that he was still doing to mine. Had we gone a minute or two longer, I wasn't honestly sure I would have made it. The feeling of pleasure, intensity was almost too great to submit myself to. Had we gone any longer, I'd have had to call a time out to keep myself from cumming.
"Time!" Chris called as the timer went off. "Time! Time!" Neither one of us had heard it go off.
"I think...that puts me up," Larry grinned as we once again exchanged places with the girls. "And I think you know, since we just did...what Steve and I both want to see the two of you do!"
It was erotic as hell to watch the girls going down on one another. Something I had always wanted to see and experience anyway. To me, it was beautiful and sensual as hell, something that later on that evening, Chris would claim the exact same when watching me, though I had trouble believing that even then. But seeing her as she lovingly sucked, kissed, and even finger-fucked Suzie's cunt, as she did the same to my wife, was worth whatever supposed price I had to pay to see it. And I knew right then and there, that we were indeed amongst friends, and forever would be. And after that moment, after I felt like I had shed whatever inhibitions or hang-ups I might have had, I no longer looked back at that moment again, at least not in the same way that I might have otherwise.
"Ok, now it's my turn!" Chris said smiling moments after the timer had gone off again. "And what I want to see, is a reenactment of this morning! Oh, and just in case one of you decides to cum? It's ok now...go ahead and do it if you want to."



"Don't bother saying it," Larry told me. So I didn't.
#
We had indeed explored and done things I would have never imagined before, eventually moving on to what would be considered more normal couplings and touching amongst one another. I enjoyed fucking Suzie as Larry knelt behind Chris fucking her, watching one another as we did. I enjoyed hearing the occasional laughter, certainly the grunts and groans of pleasure, not to mention all the decadently lusty sounds we created together while doing so.
We had all come at least once, though Chris was well on her way to setting a world record in orgasms achieved by my count, though even that I lost track of.
As it was getting late, well on into early in the morning already, we'd agreed to one last draw, high card amongst us calling the final climatic act, which no doubt it would be whichever way things went.
Chris drew high card and looked at the three of us. "Pud pudding!" she announced smiling.
"Pud pudding?" Suzie asked. Surprisingly, even she had no idea what that one was, even making Larry blush looking sheepish as Chris began to explain her version of it.
Minutes later the girls lay on the bed, pussy to pussy forming a rather crude, though erotic bowl with their cunts pressed together.
"There you go!" Chris stated, "Shoot it right there, right there between us whenever you're ready!" Larry and I stood above them there on the bed, hands on one another's cocks once again jerking each other off as the girls watched expectantly, occasionally touching themselves as we did creating an even more erotic atmosphere as Larry and I handled one another striving towards orgasm. I felt him stiffen even more so in my hand moments later, his quick brief warning to me as the surge of his release began. "Now!" he cried out, and I watched, pointing his prick, seeing the first thick streamer of his spunk leap from his cock spraying the twin pressed cunts of the girls below us. Over and over again he shot his thick creamy wad against the girls, and then as I continued milking him, still holding onto his shaft, I began doing the same.
"Fuck! Fuck Fuck!" Chris cried out delightedly. "Fuck! That was hot!"
But I thought it was even hotter when the girls licked up all that pud pudding.
#
Larry quit playing poker after that, bowing out of the weekly Friday night game, and eventually paid the price for it when he was laid off. Being employed at the local newspaper however, I had access as well as some decent leads towards even better jobs, and Larry found one within days of being let go.
I do miss playing ball with the guys on Sundays as we quit doing that too. But we now spend more quality time with our friends every chance we get, which is often now, more so than it had ever been. We didn't go to the barbeque, no point in it really, nor did Larry and Suzie show up either though they were still invited. Jaylin got into a big spat with her father over letting Larry go, and last we heard, they were no longer speaking. Guess she still did have a bit of a crush on him after all.
Bottom line though, Larry and I get to watch at least two of the three games on Sunday during the season. And, we spend the rest of the time together playing poker. Usually for fun, and a little money. We no longer need cards to give us the courage or desire to do anything else. We do that now whenever we feel like it, or whenever the mood strikes us.
Or whenever anyone feels like having a bit of pud pudding.
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My heart ached and went out towards my daughter Sharon when she was involved in a serious car accident. She was both a gymnast as well as a cheerleader for her high school and had broken both legs in the accident. Spending several days in the hospital, she was then moved home and informed that she'd be spending the next month or so there while she recovered. It was devastating news for a young woman who would miss much of the last remaining months of school convalescing at home, rather than spending time with her friends. And though they did come for visits, the girls who were Sharon's age had lives and activities of their own. Sadly, the visits to see her came less frequently and far less long in their stay even when they did.
The only bright side to any of this, if there was a bright side to be looked at, was that we were close enough to not get on one another's nerves. Some had even said we looked enough alike to pass as sisters rather than as mother and daughter. Something we had both come to laugh about, but finding flattery in as well. Me looking younger than my nearly twenty-year difference in age, and Sharon looking far more mature in hers. And something else we had established very early on, was an openness to discuss anything and everything. Something my husband Robert and I had also agreed on, to be open with our kids while growing up. And though we had only had Sharon as it turned out, being totally and completely honest with her from the onset had proven its worth in gold.
As I said, having two broken legs was hardship enough for her, forcing Sharon to spend a great deal of time in bed, though I spent as much time with her there as I could. When she had improved a great deal, Robert would then carry our daughter downstairs, placing her on the sofa before leaving for work. In doing so, it allowed me to do the few odds and ends that needed doing, and still be within easy earshot of our daughter if she needed anything. I also enjoyed having the excuse to take a break from the mundane, share the couch with her for a while and just visit, or watch some movie on the TV together.
Though Sharon always wore a modest lightweight robe as her dad carried her down stairs to the sofa, the moment he had left for work, she removed it. She hated the confined feeling of movement, especially with both legs still being in casts from her ankles to just below her knees. Since it was only me spending any time around her, Sharon usually wore something equally comfortable to lounge around in. Most of the time a simple tee shirt and panties, though since she'd been home, she'd quit wearing her bras as well. Occasionally however, she would wear one of her more revealing nightgowns, one or two I had actually given her of my own. She seemed to enjoy wearing them the most, and did so on more than one occasion.
Robert had just left for work. Sharon like always had taken off her robe making herself more comfortable when I came in with a breakfast tray for her and a cup of coffee for myself. Sitting crossways to her in my favorite chair, I couldn't help but notice the way she looked as she sat there enjoying her breakfast. I mean I obviously knew she had matured, and we'd certainly had several interesting "sex" conversations over the years about boys in general, but I'm not sure I had come to fully appreciate just how beautiful my own daughter was. And even more importantly, just how truly mature she really was too. At the moment, she was wearing one of my discarded night gowns, an emerald green one that was fairly sheer, perhaps even more so than some of the others I had given her, and the first time I had seen her in it.
"You like?"
"I'm sorry...what?"
She had caught me off guard. I'd been sitting there looking at her, not realizing I was actually staring, or that I had actually taken note of my young daughter's revealed form beneath the nearly transparent nightgown.
She laughed, "You were staring," she said openly. "Too revealing?"
It was actually. "Maybe a little yes, but that's not what I was actually thinking about."
"Oh? What then?"
"I guess I was just realizing how grown up you really are," I said honestly, and then laughed feeling a little silly.
"What?"
"Oh, it's just that in a way...you really do remind me of me a little I guess. The way I used to look when I was your age."
"What do you mean by that?" Sharon asked curiously now sitting back against the couch, and I noticed as she did that, just how prominent her firm perky young breasts really were.
"Well for one thing," I said now sitting back more into my chair as well. "I used to have breasts as pretty as yours are, but obviously, mine have started to droop a little with age." In saying that, I had made it obvious that hers were revealed enough to look at. At least the hint of them behind the thin green chiffon was enough to cause her to look down at herself. She surprised me however when she actually cupped them in her own hands, hefting them up a bit.
"I don't know mom, I think maybe they're already starting to droop a little already."
"Not hardly," I said again, suddenly feeling a little strange by this direction of conversation. And it wasn't like we hadn't had similar discussions in the past, including at times talks about sex, what sort of things she should expect from boys and some of the tricks and lines they might try using on her as she began dating. Even those discussions hadn't had me feeling quite this "tingly" as I called it, and which I was certainly feeling. Tingly for me, was a term I had often used around Robert to let him know I was aroused. And to admit to myself now that I was, was rather unnerving for obvious reasons.
"Let me see yours," Sharon said suddenly, innocently. Once again her comment catching me off guard.
"What?"
"Your boobs mother, let me see your boobs!"
I was still trying to digest the words I'd just heard let alone find an answer for, when she suddenly reached down yanking the nightgown she was wearing up and over her head. Once again, her hands now cupping her own breasts as she tried looking at them, lifting them and then letting them go. I caught her eyes locking on mine as I sat there staring at her once again.
"Why?" I thought without saying it actually, and found myself reaching down to begin undoing the buttons on the blouse I was wearing instead. And unlike my daughter, I was wearing a bra, so it took another moment to reach behind myself, undoing the clasp.
"You've still got great looking tits," Sharon said once again very easily, very innocently. But I felt myself blushing at her comment nonetheless, especially as hearing her use the term "tits" was far more erotic sounding that when she'd said "boobs" to me previously.
"Thank you," I said a bit sheepishly, feeling even sillier as I briefly held my now loosened bra against myself before shrugging it off, baring my own breasts for my daughter. Then almost as she had done, I looked down at myself, cupping my breasts and then lifting them. "See?"
"Not really," she answered. "Come here...come sit beside me," she asked scooting over in order to make room as she patted the couch next to herself.
Perhaps I acquainted that moment to times in the past when I'd been with girlfriends of my own growing up. I had remembered times when very early on, we had all sat comparing and admiring the changes in our bodies as we developed and began growing up. So in a very strange way, it felt somewhat like that as I finally stood, walked over the few feet, which separated us, and sat down.
My daughters continued innocence still unnerved me a little, though why I didn't know. When I felt her hand actually cupping my breast for a moment, lifting it, I felt a little lightheaded.
"Well for one thing, yours still are a bit larger than my own," she said now bouncing them up and down with her hand, likewise lifting one of hers as though comparing them. "So they're obviously a bit fuller...a bit heavier. See?"
If I was lightheaded before, I was even more so now as I felt Sharon's hand taking mine, placing it on one of her breasts. "See mother? Not quite as heavy as the way yours feel are they?" she asked bringing me back to the present.
"Ah no...not quite," I stated having given my daughters breast a quick inquisitive inspection as I bounced the weight of it in my hand, doing so long enough to not raise suspicion that I was doing anything more than that, when the truth was something else. Something else that I didn't even dare acknowledge, to myself! And added to that, I was again looking at her as she took over, once again comparing our breasts together, scooting over just enough to now press them side by side as though judging our somewhat similar shape and size. What wasn't similar however, were our respective nipples, something else now that my eyes had come to focus on momentarily. When I had first walked over to sit down by her, my nipples were normal, natural in their appearance. I felt myself blush, realizing as I looked at her, they were now hard, the areolas suddenly puckering and crinkly with arousal, the nipples themselves now hard, swollen and fully erect. Just as my own daughters were!
"I wish I had nipples like yours," she now added, once again shocking me briefly, though it was more embarrassment than anything else upon hearing her comment.
"Why? You have gorgeous nipples!" I informed her, meaning it, but hearing myself actually telling her that sent a jolt of unexpected excitement coursing through me.
"Too pink," she said as I saw her hand actually fingering one, though I'm not sure she even realized she was as she did so. Her eyes blatantly looking towards mine. "You can even hardly tell where they are, almost like they're invisible at a distance when you look at them," she said. "Yours are a lighter brown, almost tan in color, and you can see where and how they surround the tips of your breasts. I think that looks a lot sexier than mine do."
"They're plenty sexy," I then told her, finally willing myself to stand up and cross back over towards my own chair. I reached for my bra, but then discarded it, deciding to hurriedly put my blouse back on instead, doing so with my back towards her, turning around facing her again only as I began buttoning it closed.
"You've got a nicer ass than I do to," she now added. "Damn mom, you're just plain sexy!"
#
I was actually relieved when she put the top back on she'd been wearing. And though I could still clearly see the sensual outline and shape of her breasts beneath it, at least now they weren't openly as obvious to me. I could more purposely direct my gaze back to her face now, without having the obvious staring back at me.
"Almost time for our soap," she reminded me. "Would you mind getting me a couple of towels?"
Ever since she'd been home, we had gotten hooked on one of the daytime soaps and had begun watching it together. In order to make her more comfortable so that she could, we would very often sit on the couch together, and I would fold a couple of large towels, and then support her legs across the coffee table while we watched the program. I had lost all track of time, not realizing it was almost time for the show to begin.
"Of course, I'll be right back with some," I told her and then headed upstairs to the linen closet to retrieve a couple of them. As I returned and began heading back down the stairway, I nearly stumbled, breaking my own leg in the process. Looking down into the living room, I could see Sharon's hand had slipped down the waistband of her equally sheer bikini panties. For a moment, I actually thought she was touching herself, which she was, but not in the way my sordid mind had suddenly pictured. As I continued down the steps, even managing a fake cough to let her know I was coming in case she hadn't heard me, she continued on with her hand, only then realizing, she was scratching herself and not doing something else. As far as I knew anyway.
"Ah, got an itch?" I asked letting her know as I said it that I had noticed her hand. This time she actually blushed just a little.
"All over," she told me. "Bad enough that the casts itch me to death, and I can't even scratch there, but I'm getting itchy here now too," she said openly. "Where it's starting to grow back."
I had just learned something else about my daughter I had never thought about either, not that she wouldn't, or didn't, I certainly did myself. But she was in need of a trim or a shave. "I've got a new razor if you want it," I told her as I then began folding the towels placing them down on the coffee table.
"It's not that," she told me. "It's these damn casts, I can't really prop myself up well enough to see what I'm doing. So I gave up trying to do it, and now...I'm paying for it. And I hate the feeling of that too!"
I finished folding and placing the towels, only then helping her with one leg as I lifted it, placing it down on one of the rests. As I did, I glanced at my daughter's crotch as the subject had now naturally drawn my attention towards that. As I did, I could see the pressed, indented crevice of her young split, the material of the sheer panties having been sucked inwards a bit. It was both obscene as well as arousing to see my own daughter's pussy lips outlined as distinctly as they now where. Once again, I had to tear my eyes away from her crotch before she noticed I had been staring at her there too. I then helped her with her second leg, lifting and placing it, glad when I did that it more naturally closed the intimate space I'd been looking at.
"I don't suppose..." she started.
"What?"
"That maybe after the show, you'd be willing to shave me? Or would that weird you out too much, to be shaving your own daughter's pussy?"
I laughed, trying to make it sound like her concern was ridicules, and that it was an honest simple request, something I was certainly understanding of myself under the circumstances.
"Of course not," I told her. "And we can do it right here too if you'd like. I'll get a bowl and a towel and a razor after the show."
We sat down side by side on the couch after that as our favorite soap came on. But all I could see as I stared at the TV was my own daughter's wet glistening cunt.
#
After the show was over, which I only then realized I hadn't really been watching like I normally did, Sharon reminded me about the shave, though adding, "And would you mind getting me another pill?"
She had been on pain medication of course since the accident, but it was nearing the time when the Doctor had told us she'd have to be weaned off the meds. She had less than a week's supply remaining of the Percocet's the Doctor had prescribed for her.
"I'll give you one if you really need it Sharon," I said concernedly. "But you also need to be aware, the Doctor said we need to start getting you off the need for them. After they're gone, you'll have to do with Aspirins."
"Yeah, I know," she told me somewhat irritated. "But right now, it still really aches, so hopefully in a week, it won't be quite as bad as it still is now. So...would you mind?"
I smiled by way of an answer, and then left to get her pill along with the razor, bowl and towel. I knew that within a short time after taking it, she'd no doubt relax, and then nap for a bit just as she always did. Usually, I used that time to do a few chores around the house while she slept. I returned a short time later, handing her the pill along with a glass of water, which she took.
"Ok," I said calming myself, trying to look at this clinically. I was still somewhat confused with myself as to why I had found the morning's conversation and brief show and tell so arousing. It wasn't like Robert and I weren't having sex, or didn't have a pretty decent sex-life ourselves. We did, but why on earth I had allowed myself to become so irrationally aroused the way that I had, remained a mystery to me.
"Mind giving me a hand here?" she now asked. She had managed to raise her ass just enough, taking the waistband and pulling her panties down, to a point. I found myself reaching forward helping to take them the rest of the way off, and now faced for the first time in years with the sight of my young daughters naked quim staring at me. By the starting stubble around it, it was obvious she had made some effort at keeping it bare, but it was also just as obvious in other areas where she hadn't been able to manage it at all. Her pussy looking unruly, unkempt even.
"See what I mean?" she now asked sounding embarrassed.
"It's not that bad," I said actually looking at her, still trying not to focus any sort of attention whatsoever on the actual split where her pink puffy lips protruded protectively. My effort at doing that went right out the window however when she leaned forward somewhat, actually spreading her legs even more than they were as though to examine her own efforts. The moment she did that, her split widened, even the cute sweet knot of her clitoris suddenly came into view winking at me as it did so.
"It's a fucking mess!" she said sarcastically.
"Sharon!"
"Sorry," she said sheepishly. "I think it's the meds, you know they get me a little loopy." They did, but I hadn't heard Sharon ever use that particular word before, not even in anger. So having heard my own sweet innocent daughter using it now, had shocked me somewhat. And not that I hadn't used it myself, I did...especially when I was aroused and excited, but that was something I only shared with Robert, in a fun sexual way. And never said or spat at in anger or for any other reason either for that matter.
"You're forgiven," I told her softening my tone. "Just be careful with your language," I reminded her. "Drugs or no drugs!"
But it was obvious, the potent painkiller was already starting to take effect, which meant we needed to get this done now, or wait and do it later.
"Hmmm, what's the best way you think we should do this?" I asked, though asking myself the question rather than Sharon, though she answered it.
"Probably, you just get down on your knees between my legs," she giggled, and then laughed openly at the way that had sounded, especially when she looked up and saw the red blush spread like wildfire across my face. "Good thing no one else heard me say that huh?" she giggled somewhat again.
"Yeah...good thing," I said, realizing it really was the pain meds taking over now, and letting her comment go. "But you're right too," I now added, and then stepped over one of her propped up legs and settled myself down between them, now properly positioned, though slightly cramped between Sharon and the coffee table. I then took a fine thin, though liberal splash of shaving cream and began applying that to the first area I intended on shaving.
"Tickles," she again giggled.
"Yeah well, don't move, even if it does. I don't want to nick you."
"What?"
"I said...don't move, I don't want to nick you!" I said a bit louder, once again hearing her giggle. No doubt, the pain pill was kicking in.
"Oh, I thought you said something else," she told me, once again laughing.
"What?" I said as I began running the razor taking the first swipe at her stubbled area.
"What I thought you said...was dick me."
"Sharon!" I said, but then even I laughed at that, hearing her burst out in laughter once again, though I honestly blamed it on the pills, and my own nervous embarrassment at finding myself aroused while doing this. Which my own pussy had informed me...I was.
Though she had started off being ticklish, that soon turned into something else entirely, which I again forced myself to ignore, or at least pretend wasn't happening. Holding her with one hand, and then carefully gliding the razor, it was inevitable that I brushed against her, or touched her to some degree, once as I realized it, even directly doing so against my daughter's clit. I heard her gasp softly, quietly even, as though realizing or sensing that I had. Her own effort in pretending not to acknowledge it, supporting my own in pretending I hadn't noticed I had. But there was one aspect of doing this that neither one of us could pretend wasn't happening, and that was my daughter's cunt was starting to moisten with arousal.



As I moved over and began shaving away the stubble on the opposite side, I couldn't help but notice the glistening sheen that now appeared quite obviously between her lips. Though I glanced up quickly, I was pleased to see Sharon had closed her eyes. Though she seemed to be almost sleeping, I had also noticed her hand was cupping her breast. She wasn't doing anything when I had looked, but she was. Even through the chiffon, it was easy to see her nipple was still hard firm and erect. I quickly looked back at what I was doing, needing to smooth over her left side labia in order to reach a particularly difficult spot. When I did, I heard her groan very quietly as though caught off guard, still trying not to even when she did. In addition to that, she shuddered involuntarily. I watched as a small little droplet of her essence oozed from her split, rolling down between her lips and then forming a small puddle for a moment before flowing over and dribbling down onto the towel we had placed beneath her ass. Once again I ignored I had seen it however, looking back up towards her face briefly. I noticed again that her hand was still on her breast, though I had just caught a brief movement in her hand as she'd scissored one of her nipples between her fingers before letting go.
I finally finished shaving Sharon's pussy and stood up on weak knees, or rather tried to. Unbalanced slightly, as well as suddenly light-headed when I did so, I began to topple forward. With the razor in one hand, I could only reach out with the other in an attempt to keep from crashing into her. As I did, I came into direct contact with her breast, felt it briefly full in my hand. Sharon's eyes popped open of course in surprise, though I had caught myself and straightened.
"Sorry, lost my balance there," I told her feeling the flush spreading across my face.
"Yeah, know what you mean," she said almost breathlessly, though she didn't elaborate.
We quickly cleaned up and then straightened her out more comfortably on the couch. "Why don't you take a little nap?" I suggested. "I've got some laundry to do, and beds to change." I informed her. "After that, if there is still time, and if you're not still asleep, maybe we'll watch a movie together how's that sound?"
"Sounds like a wonderful idea," Sharon agreed settling back into the pillows as I covered her with a lightweight blanket. Hurriedly after that, I headed upstairs, not so much to change the sheets, but to collect myself while sitting on the end of the bed afterwards.
"What the hell's wrong with me?" I thought as I sat there. I had in fact gotten very much aroused shaving my daughter's cunt..."cunt?" I thought to myself once again, "cunt?" I never used that particular word, though I didn't mind hearing it said whenever Robert did, though that was only when he was aroused and we spoke dirty to one another in bed as we had sex. But to actually think it myself, told me, affirmed the fact, I was very horny at that moment too. Only once before during one of our sex chats had I found myself becoming somewhat excited. But even that had been nothing like this. We had talked about masturbation. I sat now remembering then how Sharon had openly asked me about it. Her fears regarding it and some of the rumors, silly rumors in fact, she had heard. I had told her then, reassuring her how perfectly normal it was for people to do it in order to reach some personal satisfaction. I had even shared with her the fact that I had often done so as a form of stress relief. Sharon had come right out and asked me if I did. And though her question had surprised me, I felt that to lie to her would have gone against the trust we'd established. So I had admitted to her that I did, and even when she then asked about her own father, I likewise confirmed that yes...he still did too every once in a while. Later, after returning to my room, just as I had now, I had realized my own personal arousal over our conversation. But I had also come to accept my own horniness simply because it had been several days since the last time Robert and I had done anything. I had even masturbated then, just to take the edge off as it where, and didn't think anything more about it.
But this, this had been even more intimate, even though the act itself hadn't been meant to be sexual in nature, not really anyway. But I couldn't shake the image of my own daughters 'cunt' as I'd touched it, even innocently meant. The way she had dribbled, the glistening moisture of her own obvious arousal sliding down between her lips, pooling, and then dribbling down onto the towel. I had also caught her, or at least I think I had caught her, playing with her breasts as I shaved her. It had to be arousing to her, that much was evident, and it made me wonder what she had been sitting there thinking about as I did so. Perhaps it was merely the intimate contact, which couldn't be helped, even though I was her mother who was doing it. I then tried to imagine if the roles had been reversed, would I have not also become likewise aroused even involuntarily?
Though I felt I had finally explained things to myself enough to have found rationalization in it, the tingling pleasure, and yes the moisture too between my own legs wasn't going away. I rolled across the bed, opening the dresser drawer where Robert and I kept our "naughty things" as we called them. A couple of vibrators we occasionally took out and used when the mood or the moment struck us, along with some lotions, lubrications, and even a cock ring I had purchased for him more as a gag gift, though he had come to love using it, which we now did very often.
After I had retrieved one of my favorite toys, I quickly stripped myself naked, resituating myself in the middle of the bed. Across the room, Robert and I had mounted a full-length mirror, which we used when dressing. But it had another purpose as well, which had been his idea in the first place, and again, something else we had enjoyed using in the past. Admittedly, we both enjoyed watching one another as we fucked wildly in the middle of the bed.
I had to adjust myself only slightly, the image of me laying, my legs parted, my pussy swollen, throbbing and oh so very wet as I initially fingered and toyed with it. I was incredibly horny and knew it, though I again chocked that off to Robert and I not doing anything for several days now, and also the fact I hadn't even masturbated either. I wasn't about to accept the fact that it had been at seeing my young daughter naked, and then shaving her that had caused my arousal to reach the level that it had.
And there was something else that I didn't realize, at least for several moments anyway. I wasn't looking at my own pussy as I lay there, but was seeing inside my head, my daughters! When moments later I did realize it, realize I'd been laying there fingering my hard knotted clit, I tried shaking the thought from my head, and managed to do so for a moment or two, only to slip back towards doing that as the pleasurable sensations I was bringing myself intensified.
I gave off using my fingers, finally grabbing my toy and purposely conjured up an image of Roberts hard stiff cock, the way it felt in my hand, or inside my cunt as I now inserted the toy and began fucking myself with it. I felt the pleasure increase and knew I could easily achieve orgasm at any moment, that's how excited and aroused that I was. And, I decided to bring it about quickly too, arguing with myself that once I had satisfied this excitement, that I could again compose, and go about doing what needed to be done and not lay here entertaining thoughts I had no business imagining.
Thoughts of my daughters sweet innocent cunt, the way it had glistened, even smelled as I knelt close enough to her to have done so, the aroma of her precious femininity further heightening the decadence I'd permitted myself to entertain. The droplet of her own arousal, so wanting to capture it with the tip of my finger, drawing it into my mouth, tasting it...tasting her. Robert's cock no longer apart of the fantasy now as I edged closer and closer to orgasm, the final release seizing me as I pummeled the hard knobby ridged toy in and out of my daughters slick cunt as I came.
#
I had dressed quickly, likewise stripping the bed and bundling the sheets together making them easier to carry back down the stairs to the laundry room. I stepped out into the hallway and headed towards the landing, reaching it just as I heard Sharon groan. I stopped, holding my breath as though that would help me to hear better. Sure enough as I stood there I heard her again. I took the next several steps down the stairs as quietly as I could, now curious if it was just my overactive, still somewhat aroused imagination controlling me. Though I also rationalized that if it wasn't, that perhaps Sharon was either dreaming, or actually in pain with the meds no longer giving her the relief they normally did. I finally reached a point on the stairs where I could peer down into the living room where she lay. For a moment I neither saw nor heard anything, and nearly took another step. Then...she moaned once again, and this time I saw the telltale movement of the lightweight blanket, which still covered her. It was obvious, and clearly so, as to what she was doing.
Though her legs were of course cast, and hard to maneuver about, she had managed to allow one of them to slide off the couch where it now rested on the floor beside her. The other, slightly bent, though even that must have been awkward for her, but it proved clearly without any doubt that she had done so in order to more easily access, and thus stimulate herself. I stood there, indecisive, wondering if I should go back up stairs to my own room giving her some additional privacy for a moment at least until she had finished. But even as I struggled with that, I stood watching her. I had no more than ten minutes ago gotten myself off, and yet...here I stood once again feeling arousal begin to course through me. I heard the quick intake of breath, the quick pant of ecstasy as Sharon obviously strove towards it. The movement of the blanket no longer as subtle as it had been when I'd first seen her, now moving rapidly as was her hand beneath it.
"Oh...oh....OH!" she moaned deeply then, her back coming up from the pillows briefly as she hovered momentarily, the surge of release only then escaping her before collapsing back against the pillows, her body quivering almost spasmodically for several long moments. I took the time to retrace my steps, quietly walking down the hallway to my bedroom. I stood, opening the door, then loudly closing it, and returned down the stairs towards the living room.
This time, Sharon appeared to be sleeping, so I passed by without comment, though noticing as I did she had managed to reposition her legs back onto the couch in repose. I then headed downstairs again into the basement, dumping the soiled sheets into the washer. I gripped the side of it, standing for a moment, feeling my heart pound, once again the image of my own daughter gripped in orgasm as she came.
Had she too then become inappropriately aroused just as I had...as I was again? Just as I had lost my own struggle with it, so must have she done, finally submitting herself to the need and desire to climax. Though I had indeed struggled with it, I had also finally accepted the simple fact, it had been a very erotic, intimate moment that the two of us had shared. And right or wrong, I had enjoyed the experience. And if, in having done so had found the need to seek release, just as she had obviously done as well. Then so be it, we had done so privately with our own thoughts, and it needn't be spoken about or discussed with one another after that.
#
Sharon had in fact gone to sleep and I busied myself around the house with some light cleaning until she woke up a little over an hour later catching me as I walked back through the living room.
"Wish I could help," she told me, alerting me to the fact she was indeed awake now.
"Oh, don't worry. As soon as your back on your feet again, you'll make up some lost time around the house, I assure you!"
She laughed at that, acknowledging she no doubt would be. "You almost finished? Want to watch a movie or something?" She asked.
"Sure, why don't you find us something while I fix our lunch? Then we can sit down and eat and watch it together."
I returned to the kitchen, fixed us up a couple of nice tuna salad sandwiches along with a tall glass of ice tea for us both and returned. Sharon was still holding the remote, scanning through a list of movie titles when she obviously found one, clicking on it. I had just sat the tray down with our lunch on the table when I caught the title, along with the rating and content beside it.
"Sharon!" I exclaimed in surprise. "I'm not sure that's appropriate for you...for us to be watching," I amended.
"Oh mother, sometimes you do treat me like a child you know, I am after all eighteen, and it's not like it's one of those other kinds of movies I've seen and heard you and dad watching from time to time you know."
"That's different," I stated, once again feeling embarrassed by the admission that we obviously did, or even worse that Sharon obviously knew about it too. Maybe this one wasn't a hard-core porn movie like Robert and I did on occasion enjoy watching together, but the title and subject content indicated it was damn close to being one.
"Oh come on, let's watch something a little sexy. Hell mom, even our soap gets pretty risqué from time to time, and you certainly don't mind watching that with me."
She was right about that. It was amazing how suggestive some of those daytime soaps could be, and short of actually showing anything, they still didn't leave much out in the way of suggestion.
"Well, ok...but if I think it's a bit much," I warned sitting down on the couch next to her as it came on, "then we'll pick something else."
It turned out to be one of those coming of age sort of movies. And though there were in the beginning a few suggestive scenes, which were primarily discussions between the two main characters, it wasn't really any worse than the soap opera. The problem was, it hit a little too close to home, and that's what had me fidgeting at the moment. Both girls were cheerleaders like my daughter, one of them even reminding me a little of her. I had managed to get through half of the movie well enough, but then came the good old shower scene. Amber, the girl who looked a lot like Sharon, had stood watching her best friend Cindy as she'd gone into shower. She had followed with the intention of doing the same. Oddly, it was after school of course, and most everyone else had already left. So the story was leaving you with the idea that Amber had feelings towards her friend though she hadn't quite acted on them. Cindy stood, watching as Amber stood in the shower, her hands caressing herself, not what you'd call washing.
"Hmmm," Sharon moaned softly, and then squirmed on her seat next to me, causing me to look over towards her. The fact that I could clearly see her breasts through the green chiffon wasn't helping any, nor that I could also tell that my daughter's nipples were once again extremely hard."
I forced my attention back to the movie, which was a Catch 22 in a way, as now Cindy had walked in joining her friend beneath the spray. They had stood for a moment without speaking, and then kissed. The camera panned to their hands cupping one another's breasts, tweaking each other's nipples as they stood there. Once again I heard a low soft moan come from my daughter, though this time I didn't turn to look at her, my eyes were glued to the screen as the camera hinted at the movements of the girls hands, and what they were now doing to one another though you couldn't actually see it.
"You ever do anything like that before?" Sharon asked surprising me. And then before I could answer her, which to be honest, I wasn't sure how I was going to even answer it as I sat there, she continued. "You know Kristen, right mother?"
I knew who Kristen was yes, amongst the girls on my daughter's squad, she was one that had come over to visit, and up until most recently, had been doing so more than any of the others. She had also come over a few times for what the girls called a sleepover, and had spent the night. I had chuckled to myself, even then, as Kristen had the smallest breasts of any girl on the team, reminding me of more boy than girl with her slim petite figure, little if any hips at all. Had it not been for her ponytail, she could have easily passed for a boy in some ways as she hardly wore any makeup at all either.
"Yes, why?"
"She's gay," Sharon said simply as though telling me what time it was the way she'd said it. "She's been with a boy before, and told me she's no longer a virgin, but she also told me she prefers girls, so she's actually more gay than bi-sexual."
"And is there a reason you're telling me all this?" I now asked, though deep down inside, I think I already knew what the answer was, but for another reason, I actually wanted to hear her tell me.
"We've sort of done that...a few times," she paused still looking directly at the scene on the TV, which I now turned away from, looking towards her."
"Would you like to explain that...sort of?"
"Have you?" she asked once again evasively, now looking at me.
I couldn't help but smile, she was fishing and I knew that, but I also knew she wasn't about to tell me anything until I told her something. It had always been like that between us, establishing trust in a way perhaps, but at the same time, not giving anything without getting something for it in return.
"Once, when I was about your age," I finally admitted, hoping it was enough that she would share more with me now.
"How was it?" she asked still not giving me anything.
"It was ok I guess, certainly different."
"Exciting?" she pressed.
"Well yes, I guess so, I don't think I'd have done it if it hadn't been," I offered in return, now actually feeling awkwardly excited just as I had felt earlier, and now as it seemed, having felt that way most of the day.
"Me too," she finally gave. "I mean, and all we did was touch one another...you know," she said leaving off. "We didn't do anything else. In fact, no one has," she now told me giving me far more than I had asked for or expected. And even that was strangely odd in a way, as Sharon had come to me, candidly informing me she was no longer a virgin. We had of course had one of our private sex-chats then about that, and after which I had gotten her on the pill. So I was surprised in many ways to now know she had never done that, when she'd obviously done other things that she'd openly confided in me about.
"So...you and Kristen have um, uh...masturbated each other then right?"
"Yes, several times," she freely admitted, even smiling when she said it.
"During your sleepovers I suppose," trying to use my mom voice as though I wasn't too happy hearing about that.
She laughed however, seeing through my feint. "Yes, and once when she came here to see me after the accident."
"Sharon!" I once again exclaimed in surprised shock. "You mean to tell me, I was here when the two of you, when she..." I had lost whatever other words I was going to say, especially having the image now of the two of them laying in Sharon's bed together with me somewhere down stairs.
Even after telling me what she had, I knew she wasn't about to shock me with some revelation about her sexuality. She liked boys, always had. And had been seriously dating Jeff, the guy who I knew she had given her virginity to, though they had recently broken up shortly before the accident. He'd even come by to see her at the hospital, bringing her flowers, though she was headstrong enough even then to refuse their delivery.



She was actually blushing though. "Well, it does help with the pain a little," she informed me by way of excuse, when the pills start wearing off, and before I can have another one."
Obviously I knew she masturbated. "Isn't that something you can do by yourself without anyone else's help?" I then asked.
Once again she smiled, "Well of course I can, and do...but it feels a lot better when someone else does it for you, doesn't it mother? And because it was and has been Kristen, it's not like its anything serious between us. It's just been a little pleasurable fun. I still like boy's mother, so if you're wondering if I'm turning gay or something..."
I didn't answer her first question as it was rhetorical in a way anyway, "No, I'm not saying that you are, and like I already told you, I was once your age myself," having every intention of going on, until she interrupted me once again.
"So did the two of you just play with each other? Or did you also go down on one another too?"
I turned my attention back towards the TV by way of buying some time while I thought about my answer, which was just about the worse thing I could have done. By now, the two girls were in bed together, once again kissing, but both clearly naked as Amber lay on top of Cindy grinding herself against her, with a look of pure pleasure showing on each one of their faces.
"That looks hot too," Sharon said lustily, hearing the edge of excitement clearly showing through in her voice. "I wonder what that feels like?" she now added further shocking and surprising me, but I also felt the surge of excitement at the memory of my own past experience coursing through me at that moment as well.
"It is," I heard myself saying, surprised that I did, and seeing the look of curious wonder on my daughter's face as she forced me in looking at her.
"Did you go down on her too?" she then asked, and as she did, I saw her hand disappear beneath the lightweight blanket that still covered her lap.
Certainly she wouldn't actually touch herself, not now...not like this in front of me would she?" I sat there asking myself. But it was too obvious that she was, too obvious for me to ignore without commenting on it.
"Sharon, are you doing what I think you are?" I said purposely looking down as though that might embarrass her back into some sense of rationality.
"Yes," she said blatantly, "I think the pills starting to wear off for one thing, so it's helping with that too, but to be perfectly honest mother, I'm also a little horny here, imagining you...with another woman."
"Another girl," I corrected as though that made any difference, though her hand continued to purposely move back and forth beneath the covering. "And anyway...it's too soon for another pill," I heard myself saying, completely ignoring the obvious now though my eyes seemed glued to the blanket in her lap, not to mention the brief additional glimpse of Sharon's nearly revealed breasts with her nipples about as hard as they could possibly get.
"So does it?"
"Does it what?" I asked back more confused now than ever, not to mention a little disoriented in a way as we had somehow seemed to accept what was taking place here, allowing it to continue without my further acknowledgement of the fact, and with Sharon boldly continuing to masturbate herself with me watching her and not saying anything!
"Doesn't it feel a whole lot better when someone else does it for you as opposed to doing it yourself?"
"Well yes, I guess so...sure, of course, but..."
Sharon pulled the blanket away from herself, she had managed to pull her panties down just enough to reveal the freshly shaved smoothness of her mound, but it was the puffy swollen pink lips of her young pussy I now found myself looking at.
"Mom?" she said simply.
I looked her straight in the eye, disbelief showing on my face that she had just asked me to do something without coming out and actually saying it.
"You must be joking!" I said trying to sound indignant, yet I didn't stand up, walk away or do anything else either.
"Please?" she almost wined sounding more like a little girl, the little girl she once was more so than the young mature woman she had grown into.
"I can't do something like that, you're my own daughter!" I said stating the obvious.
"It will help me to relax, help me get through until it's time for the next pain pill," she argued, though her argument was flimsy at best, though giving me a reason to discuss that rather than arguing about the other.
"A couple of strong dosage aspirins can see you through until then," I suggested, but I could hear the sudden change in my own tone of voice, my lips felt dry, and my head was actually spinning. And my eyes were once again drawn to my daughters lap as she actually spread her pussy lips apart, even more fully revealing her hard knotted clit, which she now sat fingering directly.
"It won't take long," she said lustily. "A nice hard cum will help me relax, help me to sleep for a while again, until later when I can take one. I promise...no one ever needs to know you did this for me," she said then. "You've already touched me anyway, when you shaved me. I felt your hand brush my clit a couple of times then," she continued weakening my resolve. "So it's not like you already haven't, so...please mother? Please?"
I knew I'd be struggling with this later, later when I had a chance to sit down and think about it, but the "tingly" I was now feeling myself was overruling my morality and better judgment.
"Ok, but two things."
"What?" she asked sounding suddenly delighted.
"One, you can't EVER tell anyone I did this, they would never understand why I did, or would for one, and that means Kristen too!" I added as a further concerned warning.
"Don't worry...I won't mother, and besides, I don't think I'll be seeing Kristen again anytime soon anyway. The last time she was here was to tell me she probably wouldn't be coming back, and that we certainly wouldn't be doing anything more together either. She's found someone that she's decided to commit herself too, so for that reason alone...we won't be. Anyway, what's the second?"
"I'll only do it beneath the blanket where I can't really see what I'm doing," I now told her, though even as I did, it sounded just as silly hearing it as to have said it. Sharon smiled at that, but agreed.
"Ok," she said grabbing the blanket again, though not before yanking down her panties all the way to the tops of her casts. But help me take these off first before you do that...ok?"
I did, catching another brief glimpse of Sharon's wet glistening split, which seemed even moister, far more wet than it had earlier, and with good reason. Once again she pulled the blanket up fully over herself, and then I sat beside her, allowing my hand to slip beneath the covering and down into her lap.
I was also grateful to discover that the show we'd been watching was over. Perhaps that would at least make things easier for me, but then Sharon seemed intent on making that even more difficult.
"It may take a little longer unless there's something really naughty going on for me to think about," she informed me.
"What do you mean? Want?" I then asked.
"Well, either tell me all about you and your girlfriend and what the two of you did to one another while you're doing me...or turn on one of those other movies, the kind that you and dad enjoy watching together."
With my hand and fingers already worming themselves around inside my own daughter's cunt, I'd already committed myself to helping her get off, but as bizarre as it might have been to anyone else, I knew without a doubt there was no way I could tell her about my own personal experience, and not end up licking my daughters cunt after doing so. I quickly flipped to the adult channel and selected the first erotic movie that I came to.
Boy...was that a mistake.
#
As the movie began it opened up with a large breasted woman lying in the middle of her bed, she was playing with herself while using a vibrator, which of course reminded me of what I'd been doing earlier. Moments later a second woman walks in on her, surprising her. The gal in bed at first seems embarrassed at being caught, but then the second woman, an obvious friend starts asking her about the toy, how it feels...and then as expected of course, she strips down and soon joins her.
"How does that feel anyway?" Sharon now asked me. "I've never used one of those either. Do you use it when you and dad fool around? Or mostly when you're alone?"
"God Sharon, what's gotten into you?" I asked, though I continued to sit there beside her, finger-fucking her cunt even as I said that.
"Just curious," she said simply, softly. "Just wondered if dad got jealous of you using one, or if he's more open minded than all that."
"Sometimes we do yes," I found myself admitting to her, once again trying to get back into more of the "sex-chat" type of discussions we had freely shared with one another, forgetting for the moment at least, that I was in fact masturbating my own daughters pussy while we did. "Though mostly I use it when I'm alone," I then added hoping that would settle the question.
"Can I try it sometime?" she now asked. I tore my eyes away from the movie, it was far worse now than the other as the two women on screen finger-fucked one another while licking each other's cunts pleasurably.
"I'll get you one," I told her, "then you can see for yourself."
"But how do I know which one to get? Or even if I should get one and try it if I've never had one before?"
"Maybe I'll let you try mine sometime," I then said, hoping that would settle it for the moment anyway. Which to some extent it did, though now...I sat listening to my daughter's sudden escalated breathing, added to the increased panting on the TV as the two women still locked in a mutual "69" strove to get one another off.
"Oh yeah, right there mom...right there. That's it...just like that, keep doing what you're doing...I'm almost...there!"
I felt the additional wetness, the lubrication as it suddenly coated my fingers. Finding her hard little knot, I teased it with the tip of my finger just the way I enjoyed doing myself whenever I came. Hearing Sharon's deep-throated moan of pure delight sent a series of jolts quivering up and down my own spine as well, even the tingly beginnings of a self non-touching orgasm seemed to linger on the surface briefly as I fought desperately to control them. Looking down at her now however, eyes closed, her face contorted into one of pure orgasmic bliss, Sharon also openly fondled her breasts, pulling each one of her nipples as hard as she could, just as I did...just exactly the same way I did whenever I came like this. Which I suddenly began doing.
#
Shortly after we had both climaxed, though I certainly hadn't told her that I did of course, Sharon once again fell asleep. I wandered upstairs to my bathroom much in a daze, and sat down inside the tub with the shower running as hot as I could stand it. As I sat there, I promised myself that never again would I allow something like that to happen between us. It had been too tempting, too obscenely tempting and too decadently wicked to ever allow myself to indulge in again. I was determined to tell her so that very evening, but Robert came home a bit earlier than usual, so I had to put it off as much as I had wanted to do otherwise.
The rest of the evening passed uneventful thankfully, with all being normal once again, and with Sharon even complaining less than normally, even when it finally came time that she could indeed take another pain pill again.
"I should be ok until morning," she told me, though the look in her eye said something else. Even the kiss goodnight that she gave me, lingered perhaps a millisecond longer than normal as well, though that could have been my own overactive imagination.
Robert stood in the doorway of our daughter's bedroom having carried her back up, waiting for me as we said goodnight.
"She seems to be in much better spirits today for some reason," he stated as we closed the door to her bedroom and then headed back down the hallway towards our own room. "I think you're being home with her as helped out a lot," he then added. "Nothing like a mother's touch I always say."
I nearly fell tripping over myself on the carpet, thankful that Robert had his arm around me at the time or I might have actually done so.
He then grinned as we entered our bedroom. It was early yet, even for us. "Well, what's say you and I have a bit of fun?" he suggested wantonly. "I've been horny all day!"
"Yeah, me too," I said. "Me too."
#
It was Friday, one more day before the weekend when Robert would be home. Then he would spend most of the day with Sharon as she lay on the couch. And that meant, if nothing else, that she would at least dress a bit more demurely in front of her father. As for myself, it meant that Sharon and I would eventually get around to having a chat, one in which I firmly intended us to have with a promise given, and one being received, that we wouldn't again allow to happen what had already happened.
The moment she had woke though, it was obvious she was in a bit more pain than usual. I then had to question the logic of her not taking a pain pill prior to going to bed. Though she had obviously slept through the night comfortably enough, she was now in some discomfort as she lay on the couch shortly after her father had carried her downstairs.
"Worse today?" he had asked concernedly just before heading out the door to work.
"She'll be ok, soon as the medication kicks in," I assured him, and then kissed him, perhaps a bit more passionately as he stepped out the door, but it had been a rather wild evening in bed together the night before. Robert left with a nice smile on his face, leaving me with one too. It had been at Robert's suggestion that we incorporate a couple of toys, which we'd done. Though it had been the vision of using one on Sharon that had filled my warped mind as I came, the image of that once again filling my head, erasing the smile.
Sharon dozed for a bit as the medication once again kicked in. I puttered about until an hour or so later I heard the TV come on. Heading out into the living room to check on her and see if she was hungry enough for breakfast, I was flabbergasted to see what it was she'd decided to watch.
"Don't you think it's a little early in the morning to be watching something like that?" I asked coming in to the living room.
Sharon had selected another of the really dirty movies from one of the adult channels. The first thing that had greeted my eyes was the sight of one woman sitting on a rather large sized cock, and another woman sitting on his face. As they did, they also faced one another, kissing and fondling each other's breasts. Sharon completely evaded my question to her however, asking me one instead.
"You and daddy ever consider doing something like that?" she asked.
Now it was my turn to avoid her question, though we honestly had. "You want anything to eat?" I said instead though my eyes were on the TV now instead of her, watching the two women fondling one another's breasts, reminding me briefly how Sharon and I had been doing that the day before.
She giggled, and I knew when she did she was feeling the effects of the pain medication. I also noticed as I stood there that she had chosen to wear one of her father's sleeveless underwear tank tops and a simple thong that barely covered her nearly exposed mound. I saw that her nipples were already hard, pressing firmly against the tight form-fitting shirt outlining each one of her breasts as though it had been molded to them.
"Yeah...you!" she said teasingly, and then giggled again.
"Sharon!" I exclaimed, feeling my face redden. I feigned shock at her comment, trying very hard to show disgust as she lay looking up at me, but my body was saying something else as I felt a brief quick tingle between my legs. Her statement had already painted a very vivid, very vulgar picture inside my head of her doing just that.
"Ooh look mother, look what they're doing now!" she said redirecting my gaze.
I was more than willing to look anywhere rather than at her at the moment, especially when I saw her hand slipping down beneath the small little piece of material covering her mound. On the TV, the male actor with the large sized dick was now kneeling between the legs of one of the women, the other woman was holding his prick, teasing the opening of the other woman, simultaneously licking them both as she did so.
"God that's hot...I wonder what that would feel like?" she stated. I stood there wondering the same thing myself briefly, then again collected myself and turned back towards her. Obviously, trying to have any sort of discussion with her at the moment was useless, at least until she had come down from her mixed euphoria, a combination of the pills effect in addition to the sexual arousal she was also experiencing.
"I'm going to pour myself a coffee," I then said turning to leave. "You want anything?"
Once again, she just looked at me and grinned, though at least this time she didn't say anything. Exasperated, I finally turned and left heading back into the kitchen area. After pouring myself a cup, I stood there with my hands flat down on the kitchen counter. I was angry, more with myself than with Sharon for allowing things to get so out of hand. The tingling sensation I now felt between my legs further enhanced my frustration as well as my resolve to deal with this as soon as I felt Sharon was in a more rational state of mind to do so. But until then, I could either stay in the kitchen until then or rejoin her and wait it out. Against my better judgment, I decided to return to the living room. I knew in doing so where things would end up of course, I wasn't so naive as to think things wouldn't. As she had already begun doing, which was of course obvious, it was my hope that after having an orgasm, she would calm down enough to collect herself. The excitement and arousal likewise dulling the effects of the pill she had taken. Perhaps then she would be more willing to sit down and discuss what had been happening between us and accept the fact that it simply couldn't continue on the way it had been.
Returning then, I wasn't surprised to find that she had removed her tee shirt, her breasts once again fully exposed as she cupped them, occasionally fingering and playing with her nipples. I had known of course that Sharon was very sexual in nature, we both were. But her lack of morals and inhibitions at the moment surpassed being that, making it more difficult for me as I sat down across from her in my favorite chair.
"Would you like for me to make some room for you," she asked sweetly. "You could come over here, sit by me while we watch the movie together," she suggested.
"Ah, no thanks. I think it would be better if I stayed here," I told her, turning my attention to the TV rather than staring at her as she continued pleasuring herself so openly in front of me.
"Mother?"
"Yes?" I said answering without looking at her, feeling the heat in my own face, not to mention the frustration at feeling it also between my legs. The visual of the ongoing threesome on screen not helping things any either. But I was determined to sit there and at least act like none of this was getting to me, even though it was.
"Can I try that vibrator out now?" she asked. Now I did turn towards her, prepared to tell her no, prepared to demand that we turn off the TV, sit and have a rational discussion about all this and end it before it got even more out of hand than it already was. When I did however, I saw that Sharon had managed to reposition herself, even with the casts on her legs, she'd managed to bend them at the knee as much as possible, now sitting with her legs spread. She had pulled the small patch of material off to one side and was openly displaying her wet glistening cunt as she sat fingering it.



Words failed me as I sat there looking at her. Her expression one of pure unbridled lust and desire. And I knew there and then, that any attempt at talking to her now was pointless, not until she had climaxed at least and calmed down enough to do so. My decision then, perhaps not a wise one at the time, was to help her do just that, and if it meant getting the vibrator for her so that she did so, then I was willing to do whatever it took at the moment.
"Ok," I said simply without any further response, and then headed upstairs to retrieve it.
#
I made my way over to the nightstand opening the drawer. As I did, I felt the trickle of fluid running down the inside of my leg and realized my panties were soaked! I quickly retrieved the thinner 'massage' type vibrator rather than the one that looked more like a man's cock. Somehow I couldn't justify giving her that one to use, it would be even more erotically wicked in doing so, in my mind at least, and thus retrieved the other one. After I had done so, I slipped off my drenched panties, only then remembering that all my clean ones were down in the laundry room still sitting on the folding table. I wasn't about to put my soaked panties back on, and thus grabbed my robe after first removing the rest of my clothing. Though I was now naked, I had stood there telling myself that I would explain to Sharon my intent to shower, which I'd decided to do, after giving her the vibrator to use. I also knew that I would come back up to my own room, sit in the tub and masturbate furiously. The desire I now felt having spread through my own cunt like an out of control fire, needing to be quenched.
I couldn't believe I was actually doing this either. Walking down the hallway back towards the stairs wearing nothing but my own robe and carrying one of my vibrating toys in my hand which I was about to give to my daughter to use, and get herself off with. By the time I had returned, she had positioned herself comfortably upon the couch, entirely naked, and entirely exposed as she lay there fingering herself. She smiled, and then grinned as she saw I had changed.
"Finally decided to join me huh?" she stated. "Way cool! I'd love to see how you do it," she then said.
"Sharon," I began as I stood there holding the vibrator, but she headed me off.
"Show me how you use it while I watch before I do it," she told me. "I'm a little nervous."
Hearing her say that actually made me laugh at the ridicules comment. "You nervous? Not hardly!" I said looking down at her, especially the way she was so openly displayed. "God Sharon, I'm your mother for hell's sakes, and I'm the one standing here with this...this...toy in my hand about to show my own daughter how to use it!"
Once again she smiled. "Open your robe so I can see you," she told me. "You're so beautiful mother, you really are you know."
I felt all resolve, all rationality and reason escape me. I had no business doing this, there was no justification for any of it, yet I knew without a doubt as I stood there, my hand already loosening the belt on my bathrobe, what I was about to do.
"It's not all that complicated," I began. "And you just do...or touch yourself however it best feels pleasurable, you don't even have to insert it inside, most of the time I don't in fact, just teasing my...um, just teasing my ah..."
"Clit?" Sharon giggled, fingering her own as she said it. "Go on mother...say it," she teased suggestively. "Say clit."
"Clit," I said actually giggling, the giddiness, the eroticism of the moment robbing me of my senses. I then placed the toy against myself turning it on. Almost immediately I felt the humming vibration of it as it pleasured my soul, my eyes closing involuntarily for a moment until hearing the sound of my daughter's voice.
"Come closer so I can see it better," she told me. I took a couple of steps. "No...really close, come stand right next to me," she then said, which I did, feeling eerily wicked as I did so, the vibrator pressed against my own bare pussy which Sharon could now clearly see even better than I could myself.
I had once again closed my eyes, not so much in having done so because of the titillating sensation of the vibrator itself, but because of my own somewhat awkward embarrassment of standing so closely to my own daughter, with my own sex so clearly revealed to her as I stood there.
"You have a beautiful pussy!" I heard her say.
"Thank you," I responded, not knowing what else to say, still keeping my eyes tightly closed nevertheless, not wanting to look at her, see her as she sat there looking at me so intently the way I knew she was doing.
But then I felt something, something I had not expected to feel, and for a moment, the sensation of it didn't even register, but when it did, my eyes popped open as I looked down. I saw Sharon had first slipped a finger just inside my opening. She was worming it inside me, the pleasure of which was immediately apparent as my knees weakened nearly giving way.
"Oh Sharon, we shouldn't...you shouldn't be doing that!"
"Too late!" She said smiling, looking up at me, "I already am!"
Just the touch of her finger itself felt better than the vibrator did, and I took it away, still holding onto it as it hummed wickedly within the palm of my hand. I sucked in my breath, holding it as I felt her fingers spread my lips apart, the delicate touch of another finger now gliding over the smooth slick surface of my exposed clit as she caressed it, toyed with it, and played with it as I stood there.
"Feel nice?" she now asked.
It was obvious to her that it did, and I couldn't very well say otherwise, giving in to the sensation of it as she continued to fondle it, touching it, playing with it so provocatively.
"Yes! Yes! It does!" I freely admitted, once again the lightheadedness of my own daughter's touch threatening to make me collapse as I felt the first tingling promise of orgasmic delight begin to course through me.
I then felt a second finger enter, her hand now walking two fingers inside, exploring, caressing playing. I felt myself shudder, goose bumps suddenly blossoming everywhere all at once as she did so. I was so lost in the exquisite sensation of it all, that when the intensity of what I soon felt began, I succumbed to it without even thinking about what had happened for a moment, until my eyes again opened and l looked down. As I did, I watched Sharon's tongue as it came out to continue flicking, and then sucking my hard obscenely exposed clit.
"Sharon! Oh my God! Oh my God! Oh my God!"
#
The orgasm I then felt was overwhelming. Stars filled my head, the convulsions of such orgasmic delight seizing my entire body. I knew that unless I had support, I would collapse as I stood there. My hands automatically reaching out, quickly locating Sharon's head as my fingers entwined themselves in her hair. I held onto her then, felt her tongue and lips as she mouthed my clit so softly, gently sucking it as I came. I felt the tickle of her tongue stabbing at the release of climatic joy that spilled from my cunt like a faucet turned on. Her fingers now slick with my essence, continuing to probe, fucking me furiously. I could likewise hear the erotic sounds my cunt made, the obscene sucking, slippery squishy noise that her fingers produced as she continued to strum the instrument of my sex, the song heard one of lusty fulfillment.
"Yes! Yes! Fuck it! Fuck it! Suck it Sharon! Suck it! Suck my fucking clit!"
I in fact did collapse next to her on the couch, though it was several minutes before I was aware that I had. As I gathered myself, the smell of sex, the aroma of climax still thick in the air between us, I glanced over towards her. Sharon once again now lying back, though I watched as she did so, licking her lips and fingers. Knowing that it was my spending, my essence that she now tasted as she looked at me so wantonly while doing so.
There was no point in commenting, saying anything. I knew, as well as she knew what I was about to do to her...for her. She had already positioned herself for it in fact, expectantly as I'd sat there collecting myself, finally breathing again. Her hands already toying with those near perfect breasts of hers, nipples so hard and so firm that I couldn't deny myself the pleasure of sucking them, sucking them the way she had once sucked upon mine.
I slid up onto her then, replacing her hands with my own, surrounding each one of her rounded orbs, feeling their weight, their softness and fullness as I now gathered them together, making her twin nipples one. I captured her, sucking them in, heard and felt the intake of breath which she held as I did so. I tongued the tender surface of her twin peaks, and then sucked even harder, forcing her to gasp audibly. I began kissing her sensitized flesh, slowly making my way down her taut belly, lingering briefly at her naval, spearing it with my tongue. I played there for a moment, teasing and hinting at what was to come as I journeyed onward, taking my time.
By the time I had reached the glistening split of her sex I could already smell her, the intoxicating aroma of her desire, her want and her need. It assailed my nostrils as I took her in, long before I tasted her, long before my own tongue speared the heavenly split of her opening devouring her when I did. And then when I did, I couldn't get enough of it, enough of her...my own daughter!
It was then that I felt as well as heard the faint gentle hum of the vibrating toy that had somehow fallen beneath me, long forgotten until now. Grabbing it, I then placed it at the opening of Sharon's pink pettled flower and probed her teasingly with it, just as my lips and tongue did against her hard knotted little clit.
"Oh fuck! Yes mother! Yes! Yes! Yes!" Sharon wailed, bouncing almost spasmodically beneath me as I slowly slid the toy inside, holding it there, buried almost completely now, though I didn't as yet move it. I continued to tongue her instead, lapping at her split, tasting the pure sweetness of her oozing nectar as it filled my mouth, dancing on the tip of my tongue which I then used to further caress and stimulate the surface of her hard little nubbin with.
"God! Fuck me mother! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" She pleaded as I finally began doing so with the toy.
No words passed between either of us as we recovered. Perhaps the guilt I now began to feel at doing what we'd just done, Sharon now feeling herself. And though I did, and though she may have as well, she touched me, motioning to me to turn around, which I did. I soon after settled myself over her face once again. My own now positioned over my daughter, her sweet split once again beckoning to me, which I kissed and then tasted again, just as she began doing to me.
For the next hour or more, we slowly, almost quietly pleasured one another. I had lost all track of the number of orgasms we either shared, or gave to one another. We soon collapsed however, finally satiated, exhausted, and then slept until the feint sound of the mailman slipping letters through the opening in the door woke me.
"God Sharon! Your father will be home soon!" I said once again alert, now fearful and worried as I exploded into action, surveying the scene of our too wicked to think about adventure. Gathering up the toy I had used on my own daughter, I quickly gathered my robe, sprinting upstairs to shower and dress before Robert came home, but not after first assuring myself that all looked normal again, including Sharon as I had likewise helped her to dress.
"Mom?" Sharon spoke freezing me in place before I had sprinted upstairs, the shame of what I'd allowed to happen already threatening to overtake me.
"Don't!" she said simply. "I wanted it too...perhaps even more than you did, so please...don't."
I kissed her then, sweetly, like a mother to her daughter, reestablishing in a way what we had had before, "before this" I thought chastising myself momentarily. Knowing even as I did so, that I had enjoyed what we had done, had enjoyed it immensely in fact, something which I would have to accept and acknowledge eventually. But for the moment, it was enough to know that Sharon had as well, and that what we had done, what I had so foolishly allowed to happen, hadn't caused any permanent rifts between us. So there was at least that much to help me deal with what it was we had done, and which I knew deep down inside, I wanted to do and experience again!
#
I had stood in the shower for a very long time, barely getting out and drying off before Robert arrived home from work. But it had given me the time that I needed to think and rationalize things out. I had never kept, nor hidden from my husband anything before. We had shared the most intimate of secrets, fantasies and desires. And though NOTHING had ever bordered on what I had now allowed myself to experience or do, I knew without any doubt, without any hesitation whatsoever, that I was going to tell him. I knew the risk was great. There was no telling how he'd respond to it when I did. What I had done, what I had allowed to happen was unforgivable. But to continue it beyond that, which had now happened, would be even more so should he ever discover it himself. Steeling myself, I sat on the edge of the bed waiting for him to come in, which a short time later, he did.
"Busy day?" he asked as he came into the room seeing the look on my face as I sat on the edge of the bed, worriedly, frightened, certainly more fearful now that I had ever been before in my entire life.
"You could say that," I said feeling the tears wailing up in my eyes. "We need to talk later, after Sharon's gone to bed," I informed him. "There's something I need to tell you about."
"Want to tell me now?" he asked worriedly.
"No, not now. Later. And I don't want Sharon aware of anything until after she's gone to bed either." I added still sounding mysterious about it, which I was sure concerned him even further though it couldn't be helped.
"Well, ok," he acknowledged, leaving it be for the moment.
The rest of the evening was spent somewhat quietly, which I was more than grateful for. Though periodically receiving worried concerned looks from my daughter during the course of the evening. Once, when Robert had gone out to the kitchen to pour himself another glass of wine, Sharon had caught my attention.
"You're going to tell him aren't you?" she said.
"I have to. He's my husband...your father." I told her. "I can't live with this being a secret," I then added. "But don't worry...we'll deal with it I assured her. "We'll work through it...together."
#
It was a short time later that Sharon announced she was tired, and asked her father if he wouldn't mind carrying her up to bed. After telling her goodnight myself, again kissing her trying to give her some assurance that all would be well between us, he then did so.
When Robert failed to return within a reasonably expected amount of time, I knew then that Sharon had decided to talk to him herself, knowing full well it was my own intention to do so. I half thought about going upstairs, now fidgeting, worried thoughts almost paralyzing me as to what they were discussing, talking about as Sharon no doubt told her father everything we had done. I kept waiting for the explosion, the sound of a slammed door, the angry shocked look on his face when he came back down the stairs.
It seemed like an eternity, like time had stopped before I finally did hear the door, though it had opened and closed softly, almost too softly in fact.
I sat in my chair facing the stairs, my heart had stopped beating, or so it felt anyway. I looked up expectantly, waiting to see him descend, expecting to see the angry look on his face that I had prepared myself for. Moments later I heard, and then saw him as he began to come down. He smiled at me however, shocking me as he did so.
"She's asleep," he said easily, not at all what I'd expected to hear, and sat waiting for the other shoe to drop. "And yes...she told me everything," he then said taking his own chair across from me. "And I know it was your intention in doing so before she did," he also added. "But she knew you were going to do that, and take the blame for everything that happened yourself, so she told me about it before you did, and she told me in very explicit detail everything...from start to finish."
"And?"
"And what?" he said. "I think right now, we all need a good night's sleep. I told her that tomorrow, the three of us would sit down and discuss it further. I think at the moment, that's all that really needs to be said about it." Robert then surprised me by standing up, taking my hand and kissing me warmly, affectionately. "So...what's say we turn in and get some sleep. I think tomorrows going to be an interesting day."
#
It was somewhere towards the middle of the night. I woke feeling the press of Robert's hard stiff cock against my ass, his hand already cupping, kneading and tweaking my aroused nipple, which had become so even before I had awoke sensing that it was.
"Rob..."
"Shh," he whispered against my neck. "We'll talk...tomorrow. But right now, I need you," he told me. Which was music to my ears, as more than anything at that moment, I needed hearing him say that.
I was surprised to find myself already lubricated as he slipped inside me, the feel of his long thick cock spearing my cunt, and then lodging itself deeply, unmoving for several long moments. We fucked almost wordlessly afterwards, for a very, very long time, until I felt his cock lurch, spurting his hot semen deeply inside me, triggering my own climax when he did.
We fell asleep, still coupled together, and though his prick had at some point slipped out of me during the night, I had long since fallen asleep before it had, waking only when the sunlight came through the window alerting me to the new day as we lay still affectionately resting against one another.
#
I had gone downstairs to start the coffee. Robert going down the hall to see if Sharon was up yet, and wanted to be carried down. I knew as I stood watching the coffee drip into the pot that we would at some point be having that chat, that discussion that my husband had alluded to. And though we had obviously come together affectionately and reassuringly so during the night, it was still with a bit of intrepidation that I stood there, not waiting for the coffee to finish being made, though that's what I am sure I was trying to make myself think. But what I was doing, was waiting to hear the sound of Robert bringing Sharon downstairs, and then the inevitable discussion we would soon have.
When I finally did hear Robert's footsteps coming down stairs, I exited the kitchen heading towards the living room. He met me there, though it was obvious Sharon hadn't come down with him.
"She still asleep? Or wanting to?" I asked, almost feeling relief that she may be.
"No, she's awake...and wanting to see you, us..." he quickly amended.
"Now?" I asked feeling the knot in my stomach at realizing the "discussion" I still felt myself dreading was only moments away.
"Yes, now. No sense putting things off, and I agree with her on that," he told me, though his brief smile told me that I was perhaps fretting over it a bit more than necessary. "Don't worry, everything's ok."
I slowly followed Robert up the stairs towards our daughter's bedroom, knocking before we entered hearing her telling us to come in. Robert then held the door as I did, seeing Sharon still lying between the sheets.
"Morning mother," she said smiling at me.
"Good morning honey," I responded almost automatically, though feeling a rather surrealistic atmosphere about all this as I did.
"Obviously you know daddy and I already talked," she informed me, to which I glanced towards my husband, seeing him again smile, nodding his head.



"Yes, and I guess that means that you and..." I never finished my thought as I turned back to face her, seeing then as Sharon casually tossed the sheet away from herself. She was naked beneath it, save for the casts on her legs.
"And he also knows, that I still want to continue," she now added, shocking me into momentary silence. "But it was also my suggestion, and admission, that to do so without his approval, and without his knowledge wasn't right, or without yours either," she then added.
Once again I turned to face my husband, speechless as I did so, looking at him. "I don't have a problem with it," he said almost quietly. "And yes...we did talk about it, and afterwards, I understood how and why that it happened, and that it was an erotic experience for the both of you."
"For all of us..." Sharon now said including her father, once again drawing my attention towards her. "If you're ok with that too," she now added. "But I'm not going to sit here and pretend otherwise, not anymore," she now confessed. "Especially now, after having actually been with you mom...and that I so very much want to be with you again...now in fact."
Her obvious invitation towards me had made that clear enough, but I certainly hadn't expected it either. Nor had I expected it to be likewise directed at my husband...her father either. I stood looking at her, immediately feeling the same want and desire I'd known and felt the day before. There was no denying it, no pretending to stand there and convince myself that I didn't either.
"No one can ever know about this if we do," I then said. "If we do this, if we allow this to happen between us, it must stay that way...just between us, no matter what the future brings, or when it brings it, or when you eventually find someone and marry them. When that time comes, which it will, then all this...whatever we do, for however as long as we permit it to continue. It must end then and there, and never be spoken of or brought up again."
Sharon was grinning, as was Robert. "We already discussed and agreed on that," he said.
"You did?"
"Yeah, we did," he told me, and then walked over, undoing the sash on my robe revealing my nakedness beneath it.
"You too daddy!" Sharon spoke as she now scooted herself back against the headboard, and then pointing towards the bed. "Come on, I think it's only fitting now that I watch the two of you fuck..." she said saying the one word that still surprised me hearing her say it. Though in doing so, I then knew she was very much aroused and excited upon hearing it, not to mention seeing Robert as he likewise removed his own robe, showing the hard stiff massive erection he now sported. "And besides...there's something else I want to do, especially after seeing it in the movie we watched yesterday," she now added.
"Movie? What movie?" Robert asked as the two of us crawled into the bed.
"Obviously, there's a few minor details she didn't mention," I now commented.
"Obviously," Robert said eyeing his daughter. "Anything else I should know about that you haven't told me?" He then asked.
"How about...we show you instead," Sharon grinned. And I knew exactly which scene it was she was referring to when she said it, already placing myself in position, as Sharon went on. "Ok, now you dad, kneel between mom's legs, yeah...that's right, just like that, except don't do anything, that's MY job!"
Somehow she had managed it, even with her casts on, now lying crossways between us. I had propped myself up as well, just enough to see what she was doing, let alone feel it as she did. Taking her father's cock in hand, placing the hard swollen purple tip of it against my clit, and then simultaneously licking us both as she did so.
"Which movie was it?" Robert asked. "Because we must have missed that one," he announced pleasurably as Sharon tickled his cock and my clit with her tongue at the same time.
"I'll show you later," Sharon told him. "It really was a good one too...and there's an even better scene in it that I'd like to see again too," she added.
"Oh? I don't remember another one," I said fighting to remain in control, though at the moment I was finding it very difficult to do that.
"Not surprised," Sharon grinned. "You'd just finished coming and had collapsed on the couch when I glanced over to see it," she stated. "That was the part when the two women were sucking his cock? And he came? And he was squirting his hot fuck juice everywhere while they both fought over it? That one?"
"No...I definitely don't remember seeing that," I assured her. "But I'm sure your father wouldn't mind seeing it, or experiencing that himself now would you?"
Robert's answer came in the form of a hot juicy squirt that Sharon continued to pump out, directing it at my clit as she did so, still licking me, causing my own very intense orgasm to begin seconds later. It was only one of many that the three of us would experience together throughout the course of the day, not to mention the following day too.
And yes, Robert got to see his movie, and after we had done so, we repeated everything we had done all over again. And we also watched the one where the two women shared a double dildo together. And though we didn't have one of those at the time, we did make do with what we did have, amongst other things.
We've also made a list of all the things we want to pick up and add to our "naughty collection", but even more importantly, we're looking forward to Sharon finally getting her casts off. It's been a bit of a challenge for us all with them on, but we're almost grateful in a weird way, that she broke them in the first place.
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5:15 a.m.
I heard the alarm going off for the second time. I rolled over in bed hitting the snooze alarm turning it off. It was 5:15 a.m. I could hear the shower running and smiled as I did so, my hand already reaching down to say good morning to my dick, which was all nice and hard just like it usually was when I woke up.
I wondered briefly as I fondled myself if this was one of those days when Susan was in a hurry to get to work. If she was, then fucking her in the shower was out of the question. Perhaps a hand or blowjob at least if she wasn't too rushed, though there was always Diane.
As I rolled out of bed, I heard the shower turn off. "There'd be no fucking this morning," I thought, she was in a hurry. By the time I stepped into the bathroom needing to pee, Susan was already leaning over towel drying her hair. Her sweet pink split winking at me as I came in, placing my prick at the opening I slipped the head in. One thing about Susan, she was always wet, but then...she was constantly masturbating too. No doubt, she already had while in the shower as evidenced by how easy it was to slip inside her.
"Damn it Jack! You know I have an early shoot this morning!" She complained, though she remained hunched over now holding onto the toilet bowl. I speared her a couple of more times, then slipped out allowing her to stand.
"Sorry, couldn't help myself," I said grinning at her. She grinned back however staring at my hard cock.
"Wish I could stay," she said honestly. "But I can't show up to work with an already fucked cunt, I'm working with Guy this morning, and you know how he is!"
Guy was indeed a Premadonna with a ten inch dick, and he had a homophobia about other men, which is why he only worked alone, though usually with a bevy of beauties servicing him. Susan was one of them for the schedule shoot. "He'll never know," I told her as I stood to pee lifting the lid, hearing the stream of piss pleasurably splashing as I spoke.
"Yes he would," she said as she glanced over brushing her hair. "He can smell another man's cum from a mile away. I'd end up getting sent home for a violation of agreement, and I'd miss out on a good-sized paycheck for just a couple of hour's worth of work."
"You don't need the money," I told her for about the umpteenth time.
"I know, you take good care of me, but I'm saving it for the future too you know, maybe one day you'll get bored with me and toss me off to the side. So then what? I still have to look out for myself you know, even if you are damn fucking good to me!"
She did have a point.
Susan finished brushing her long blonde hair before drying it, walked over and stepped around behind me as I stood shaking my dick off. She took over for me at that point. I felt the press of her large full breasts against my back, her hard little nipples suddenly growing as she began stroking me as we stood there.
"I've got maybe five extra minutes, long enough?" She asked.
I was horny, so it would be, though in hindsight I probably should have saved it for Diane. She'd be disappointed, though I certainly wouldn't be. But at the moment, it was all about Susan's hand as she stood stroking my cock, moments later watching my spunk as it shot down into the toilet bowl.
"Nice cum!" she said washing her hands at the sink, making me wonder if Guy really did have a nose for another man's cream after all. She then began blow-drying her hair as I turned heading back into the bedroom to dress. Once again I glanced at the beside clock, it was time to dress and head off to work myself, though I now planned for another stop along the way.
I walked over to the refrigerator, reached inside and grabbed a small covered container, pocketing it, and then walked out the door.
5:45 a.m.
I pulled into the local nearby Starbucks for my morning cup of coffee. Diane took my order. I pulled out and drove over to my spot parking the car. A few minutes later I saw Diane coming out with my coffee, she came around to the passenger side opened the door and slipped in. There was no problem with her doing this. I knew the owner of the franchise. Occasionally Bob would come by the studio if we were shooting something indoors. I'd allow him to sit in and watch, sometimes get one of the girls to give him a blowjob. It was a small price to pay for free coffee anytime I wanted it. That, and not having anyone give me, or Diane any guff when she came out to bring it to me either.
She sat my Mocha Late' Grande in the cup holder and turned to face me with her back against the door after first spreading out the folded towel I had placed there for her on the seat. With dark tinted windows in my Mercedes, no one could see anything going on as she unzipped the upper half of the uniform she was wearing. I liked this particular outfit for several reasons, it was quick and easy. Once she'd opened the top, showing me as usual that she wasn't wearing a bra, she then pulled the lower half of the outfit up, bunching it around her waist. She wasn't wearing any panties either.
Diane's kink, or fetish, whatever you wanted to call it, was having people watch her masturbate, men or women, didn't really matter. She had even hit me up for a job a few months ago, which is how we met. I was basically waiting for her to turn twenty-one before I did. Though eighteen was legal age, I had made it a personal policy that I didn't hire, or work with anyone who wasn't twenty-one. There had been too many problems, and a lot of hassles with girls claiming to be eighteen who really weren't, and I was tired of dealing with it. I could have gotten her another job with another studio, but she didn't want that. She wanted to come work for me. So until she did turn twenty-one in a few months she worked here instead as she put herself through school.
At the moment however, I was content to sit there drinking my coffee, watching as her hand began working her bare pink split. She had incredible labia; they were so stretchy that she could literally fold them around a man's cock. She'd done that several times to mine, jerking me off with them as she did so. I already had a few ideas in mind for that when she did come to work for me, but for now...
"How much time do we have this morning?" she asked.
6:10 a.m.
"Not as long as I'd like unfortunately," I said glancing at my watch. We've got a shoot scheduled at 8:00, and I have a few things to go over at the site before we do that."
"Hot cum or cold cum?" she then asked.
For once I was glad I was pressed for time. Easier to use that as an excuse, rather than admit I had wasted a nice load of cum, spilling it in the toilet bowl at home instead. I reached into my pocket retrieving the container with last night's cum in it and handed it to her.
She looked disappointed, as I knew she would be, but took it from me, popping the lid. That was the second part about Diane's fetish. She would only masturbate while doing so with someone's cum, though there were always plenty of volunteers about to help her with that whenever she performed for someone. I watched, sipping my Mocha as she poured the contents of my semen onto her cunt and began working it into her lips, teasing her clit with the slick sticky mess.
Yeah I know...it was pretty weird, but I liked it, as did a lot of people. And once again, it would set her apart from many of the other girls on set when she actually began working for me. She'd even chosen a name for herself, "Lady Labia". It was catchy, I'll give her that, but we'd have to work on that one a little and see if we could come up with something for her to really go by. At the moment however, the last thing I had on my mind was her name. I was too busy enjoying watching her work her cunt, using last night's spunk on herself while doing so.
I felt my cock stiffen, sitting the coffee back in its holder. I unzipped my fly, seeing the surprised expression on Diane's face. "I can be a little late," I told her. "I am the boss...after all."
She enjoyed watching me too, which is what we usually did especially as cramped as the car actually was. It was rare that we ever did anything more than that, unless we had the time to do so, which we usually didn't. I didn't mind it however, nor did she. Like I said, she preferred simply masturbating as long as she could do so with a fresh supply of slippery sperm to do it with.
"You already cum this morning?" she asked.
"Yeah, I did," I freely admitted. I wasn't about to lie to her either, no point in it. And besides, I never failed to at least give her a saved up jar of it if I had just in case I didn't have time for it, or had already done so like this morning. I sat jerking my cock as she watched, as I watched her.
"Enough for my tits?" she then asked.
She enjoyed the feel of that too, provided of course she had more than enough for her cunt, which she did.
"Dunno, maybe," I said not really thinking I would even by now. "You tell me when then," she offered. Even if I couldn't hit her from where I sat, even leaning forward a little when I did, I knew she'd be there to catch it, and apply it to herself if she had to.
She was already starting to hum, which was another peculiar little signal of hers that she was almost there. Not sure how that would go over in a movie, but we could work around that if we had to. At least she didn't keep humming when she came. She mostly screamed after that when she did. As she began doing now, just as I felt my second sweet spurt of the morning begin racing up the length of my shaft. I leaned forward, her eyes glued to my dick, her hands coming out to catch whatever shot out, especially if it wasn't forceful enough to actually make it to her breasts. It wasn't. I mean it felt good, but it looked more like the bubbly stuff that floated around inside one of those lava lamps as it spilled out, oozing down the side of my dick rather than shooting anywhere. She didn't seem to mind though, quickly cupping her hands around my prick, swiping upwards as she did so, gathering as much of it as she could before applying it to her tits.
Diane really did have great tits. She had dark, almost chocolate looking nipples that were also large, part of her exotic Spanish heritage I suppose, that and her long dark hair. She didn't have overly large tits either, though certainly moldable enough for some good old fashioned titty-fucking, which she also enjoyed. Provided of course you had plenty of spunk to cream on them, otherwise, she wouldn't let you.
Luckily, there was just enough to give them both a reasonably good coating as she rubbed it in.
"Tomorrow?" she then asked, already reaching for the moist towelett's I kept in the service tray.
"Imagine so," I said zipping up. "But I gotta run now."
Diane finished cleaning off her hands, even giving her face a quick brief wipe though nothing else as she then straightened and zipped up her uniform. She stepped out of the car, blowing me a kiss before heading back inside. I pulled out of the lot, heading for work and for several morning appointments. It was...
6:35a.m.
I parked the car in my reserved spot and entered the building. We were currently in the process of shooting a few, what we called dream or memory scenes. A collage of quick brief images of several girls we'd be using for "Pussy Passion", the movie we were currently working on.
Andrea, my production assistant was waiting for me with a stack of folders as I came in. "How many?" I asked taking them from her. I really liked Andrea, she was something special, as was the way she looked and managed herself. She had short, bright white hair that she could quickly style in any number of ways. Depending upon her mood, she could look wickedly evil, or extremely sensual, even naïve if she had to, which wasn't very often. Only when it gave her an edge did she ever appear to look that way.
"Twenty three," she answered walking with me down the short hallway to my office. "Twenty four including myself, thought it would at least be fun to have my own cunt in the movie, even if no one else knows that it is," she added smiling.
I smiled at that, Andrea really did have a sweet tasting cunt. "You sure you don't want a speaking part? Even a small one?" I asked.
"No thanks, I'm no actor," she told me for about the hundredth time. "But I don't mind being used as a stand in, or an extra from time to time, unless the perfect part should come, then maybe I'll consider it." I had one in mind actually, but now was not the time to discuss it. "Anyway, they're all here, waiting in the green room."
Don't know why we actually called it that, the room wasn't green. The walls were painted a dark deep red, we'd actually learned that that particular color helped to settle any jitters or nerves any one might have while waiting there.
"Ok, have them all get naked, I'm only needing around ten or twelve, besides yourself," I quickly added. "I'm going to be looking for specifics, something that sort of stands out, so tell them that. I'll be in to have a look at them in about ten, so make sure they're ready and waiting for me, don't have any time to waste this morning on shy insecure women."
Ten minutes later I walked into the green room, glad to see everyone was indeed naked.
"Ok girls, listen up, I've got a busy day ahead of me, so we don't have a lot of time to be wasting here. So, what I need you all to do is form a circle around me, bend over and grab your ankles, so let's hope you can all do that." They could, and did.
Andrea stood next to the door holding a clipboard. I slowly turned on the ball of my feet taking a close look at the enticing splits that greeted my eyes. I was tempted to be sure, might have even been fun and interesting, for a future party perhaps. But for now...it was all about work.
"You...you, and you." I said tapping their asses as I walked by, taking a quick second look before having made my decision. "You three are my bendovers," I informed them. "Give your names to Andrea as you leave. She'll also give you a release form to fill out along with a set of directions as to where you need to be and when you need to be there. My advice is...be early."
As the three left, each one with smiles on their faces, I turned to the rest. "Ok, now...we're going to need at least four sitting down wide-spreads. So...let's take two of you at a time and have you sit down on the couch over there." Andrea and I both stood together examining the cunts of the women as they sat down on the couch.
"Ok, let's see you really spread em' "I said. "That's it...legs wide apart, let's see some hot looking pussy, even better if you can moisten them up a little," I told them, though that wasn't really necessary. Even Andrea hid a smile behind her hand as the girls all began fingering themselves. She knew I was just getting off on watching them do that.
We picked four more, adding a fifth just in case, though she'd still be paid even if we didn't use her. After giving them each the same instructions as we'd given the first three, they too were excused.
"OK, now I need five really hard clit close up girls. And I mean hard clits ladies. And I need them to be somewhat larger than normal. So if you've got a teeny-weenie one, don't even bother showing me. I wasn't surprised when none of them refrained from doing so, even if they did.
We had soon chosen the five, which were easy to do just for that very reason. "Ok, and now last but not least. I need one of you, and only one mind you, who doesn't mind having her cunt licked by another woman. And that woman in fact being Andrea here. So...I'm going to let her be the one to pick the last girl, since that's whose pussy she's going to be licking in the movie. So if any of you aren't into that, you might as well leave now.
Once again, no one did.
"Ok, Andrea? I'll leave the final selection up to you then, since you'll obviously be the one actually licking her cunt, which you might want to do now as part of the selection process." Once again Andrea was smiling, but this part of it was actually work, and not my own pleasured idea.
Nervously the girls once again rearranged themselves on the couch as well as the chairs. Not so much for actually having their cunts licked while everyone else watched, hell...they'd better get used to that anyway. But more so because this was the last pick of the day and the last opportunity most of them might have or be given for a while.
Andrea began circulating, I watched as she knelt between each woman's legs, giving the girl's cunt a quick brief lick as though savoring her taste and flavor, licking again before moving on. Though it was interesting to see her as she took a swallow from bottled water, swishing her mouth, and then spitting that out into a pitcher that she carried along with her as she moved from girl to girl.
"I dunno Jack, I think it's between these two," she told me. "Tell me what you think."
This time, it was for fun...for me personally, which I knew Andrea had set up and was doing. She'd already made her choice, but it would be interesting to see if I could pick out the same girl she had.
I licked them both, though I pretended to struggle with the choice, finally picking the one that I thought Andrea had. She was indeed sweet tasting, though perhaps not quite as sweet as Andrea was, or even Susan for that matter. But I was fairly certain she was the one. I received a very brief nod of Andrea's head as I stood up. I was right.
"This one," I exclaimed.
"Yes, I agree," Andrea confirmed, quickly writing down the woman's name.
"Michelle," she said giving it to her.
"Michelle?" I now addressed her directly having heard it.
"Yes?"
"Let me make a suggestion. You're sweet, but...you could even be sweeter. Quit wearing panties."
"Really?"
"Yes, really." It was pure bullshit, once again garnering a brief smirk from Andrea as she turned and dismissed everyone else. But at least there might be one more woman running around town without any panties on, so I felt I'd at least accomplished that much anyway.
It was now...
7:15 a.m.
"I need to leave here by seven-thirty," I told Andrea as she finished up. "In order to be at the outdoor set where we're shooting today by eight, so come see me when you're done getting the information and the forms from the girls. I need you to do something."
Andrea gave me a knowing smile. She knew what it was that I needed her to do, and she would come into my office prepared for it.
The phone on my desk began to ring just as Andrea came in. She quickly walked over to my desk picking it up as she situated herself on the edge of it facing towards me.
"Jack Anderson Productions, Andrea speaking, may I help you?" she asked.
She had already bunched up her short skirt, her bare pussy smiling at me as she did so. I leaned forward in my chair, running my tongue up that sweet split of hers as she spoke.
"No...I'm sorry, Jack's busy at the moment, can I take a message?"
I sucked in her clit, feeling her stiffen a little as she gasped slightly.
"I'm sorry...what was that again? Oh yes...no, he won't be, he's on his way out to the site now. After that he has a lunch meeting he needs to be to, so he won't be able to return your call until sometime after that. Yes...yes, I'll be sure to get him the message. Thank you."
"Who was it?" I asked still licking her split.
"Not that important," she informed me. "Make me cum first, and then I'll tell you."
I licked her a bit more until I could tell she was more than ready. One nice thing about Andrea, she could cum almost as fast as any man could, not that that was a virtue or anything, but sometimes it was handy too.
"Sorry...wish we had more time," I said standing up. "But we've got a busy day ahead of us."
I fished out my rock hard prick placing it at the soft wet entry of her cunt and slid in. As I did, Andrea removed her top along with the bra she was actually wearing. She knew how much I enjoyed looking at, and fondling her tits as we fucked, which I now began doing.



"So...who was it?"
"Bill Thompson, he's the agent that has that new young Starlet he keeps bragging about? Only that he hasn't been able to land her anything as lucrative as he's promised her? Anyway...he wondered if you might have anything coming up you could use her in. He's starting to sound desperate."
I laughed at that. No doubt he was. Odds were that if he didn't find something for her soon, she'd cut him off, not to mention go looking for another agent. I had heard she was a fairly decent looker too however, so that wasn't the problem. The problem was, could she actually act?
"After I leave, call him back and set something up for this evening, preferably around dinner time. I don't really have any plans, and Susan's going to be out of town for a couple of days herself."
"Need a dinner date?"
"Only if you don't mind fucking Bill later," I told her, or joining the two of us maybe, that might be fun, just not sure we'd be able to dump Bill very easily after dinner is all."
"You let me worry about that, just tell me where and when you'd like reservations, I'll set something up."
"What would I ever do without you?" I then said, now slamming into her hot juicy cunt even more forcefully than I had been.
Andrea cupped her own breasts, pinching her nipples as she came. Her response would have to wait. That, and I'd also need a change of clothes after this, but I didn't mind having to do that either. I kept a second wardrobe here in the small little suite where I sometimes slept if I was too tired to make the drive home at night.
I shot my own load inside her, backing out and then zipping up. Yep, I'd need a new shirt and a pair of pants before I went anywhere. "Fuck, call me on my car phone, let me know when you've got it all arranged," I told her, leaving her to lie back still collecting herself, though I wish to hell I'd had a camera. The image of all that white fuck butter oozing out of her cunt would have made a great photo cover for one of our cream pie movies.
I decided it was too good to waste in fact. "Stay there don't move!" I picked up the phone and used the intercom speaking to Stacy our receptionist.
"Yes Mr. Anderson?" she asked professionally.
"Call me Jack, unless someone's actually in the waiting room," I told her.
"Yes Jack," she answered and I could hear the smile in her tone of voice. "What can I get, or do for you?"
"Find Curtis for me, tell him to grab his 35mm camera, and come to my office. I won't be here, but Andrea will be. He'll know what I want from him when he sees her."
"Yes Jack, right away," she said hanging up.
"Sweet girl."
"Yes she is," Andrea responded. "Two bad she's not twenty one huh Jack?"
"Yeah, I could use her that's for sure. But just because she isn't, doesn't mean she doesn't enjoy fooling around, bet you've sampled that yourself already haven't you?"
Andrea merely smiled, teasing me without answering. "You'd better get moving or you're really going to be late!"
She was right, I was running late now and I still needed to change. It was,
7:35 a.m.
I was half way to the location when Andrea got me on the car phone. "Yeah babe? What's up?"
"Reservations are for six-thirty, Maxims," she said hearing the smile as she said it.
"Fuck babe, you must have given the Maitradee' a blowjob a time or two to get us in there!" I told her.
"Nah, he's actually gay...but so's his sister," she laughed.
"Work's for me," I grinned back into the phone. "So...what else?"
"Larry called too. Though I told him you were already on your way there. He said the guy that we're renting the place from for the day wants to hang around and watch. Wanted to know if that was ok, or what he should tell him."
"What are we paying him for the three hours we're scheduled to be there?" I asked.
"A thousand."
"Ok, that's not too bad. Call Larry, tell him the guy can stay, provided he stays out of the way and doesn't cause us to run overtime. If he does, or even if we do while he's there, we're not paying him anymore than we've agreed to. In fact, if we do run over we'll deduct rental fees from him if he's the cause for any delays. Tell him that when you call him back."
I heard Andrea laugh.
"What?"
"I already did. Figured that's what you'd tell me to tell him," she told me.
Then I laughed. "You think you're pretty smart don't you?"
"That's what you pay me for sweetie, see you a bit later then." And with that, she hung up the phone.
It was ten after eight when I pulled into the driveway at the home we'd be using. It had a magnificent overlook of the valley below, along with an enormous swimming pool. But besides the obvious layout, which was perfect, situated as it was, it also gave us a lot of privacy, which was even more important. There'd be a lot of naked people running around today, and I wasn't about to have any unnecessary prying eyes looking in on us.
Besides the fact that I didn't hire or use any actors under the age of twenty one, the other thing I did a lot differently than any other studio, was also insist that everyone involved be naked. That included the production crew, cameras, makeup, you name it. The reason I had always insisted on that was, I had found that with everyone being naked, that even the actors themselves, especially the new ones, felt less inhibited, and far less shy about fucking on camera. Not to mention the fact, it also seemed to heighten everyone's mood and arousal level. I always got a kick out of seeing one of the lighting or camera guys with a woody. It was a good indication to me that the scene had gone well if it was exciting enough to arouse those guys.
"Everyone here yet?" I asked as Larry came walking up towards me. He was already naked,
"Yeah, they are...just waiting on you."
"What about the owner? He sticking around to watch?"
"Yeah, he is, though he's agreed to keep and stay out of the way, especially after I told him he'd have to be naked too if he decided to hang around."
"Ok, let's get everyone together then and get this done. The rest of the girls should be showing up for the dream shorts we'll be shooting after this, so I don't want to keep them all waiting either!" Larry then led me into the house where I could change and get comfy naked, plus have a brief quick chat with my two Stars before we began rolling. It was now already twenty after eight and we were slightly behind schedule.
The moment Misty, my female star saw me, she came walking over towards me. "Oh yeah, forgot to mention it to you, but Misty's a bit miffed, some sort of problem with her co-star."
"What else is new?" I said shaking my head, though smiling as she approached me, even though she wasn't.
"What's wrong?"
I liked Misty, I particularly liked the way she fucked, especially on camera. She had great natural tits that I loved to see swinging on film, especially while she got pounded from behind. In addition to that, she was also a squirter to, and did so every time she came, which was frequently and copious. And she also gave pretty good head.
She was naked, though she was wearing a silk pink robe around herself even though it wasn't done up. Just enough to make her look good enough to eat, which I was in fact considering, until I saw the frown on her face.
"Brad!" She said simply which in her way of thinking explained everything.
"What about him?"
"He says he wants to do my face for the money shot, claims it's his trademark and that he always does that. You know I don't care for it, and that's one of the reasons I agreed to do this movie anyway, no facials! Not for me anyway."
"It's not in the script," I reminded her. "And certainly not for this scene, or the movie really. It's not facial passion, its pussy passion!" I was getting agitated now myself, already seeing delay written all over this one. "Don't worry...I'll talk to him," I told her, only then seeing the smile return to her face as I told her that.
She stepped towards me, and I reached down easily locating her slit. She was moist, which was a good sign at least as I stood fingering her for a moment or two. I then fed her my fingers as she licked her own juices off of them. "Now, be a good girl for me and go finish getting ready for the scene. I'll go talk to Brad and get this straightened out."
I decided to keep my clothes on long enough to talk to him. When he saw me still dressed, he'd know I was all business and not about to take any guff from him before we shot the scene.
"Brad? A moment please?"
One of the new script girls was giving him head at the moment. She had cute looking tits, and I decided I wanted her to stand next to me as we filmed. If anything went wrong, at least I'd have something worthwhile to look at if it did.
"Yeah?" He said somewhat sheepishly as he approached. He obviously knew Misty would have come looking for me the moment I'd arrived.
"No facial shot, not with Misty anyway," I informed him. "It's not even in the script for this one Brad, but you already know that."
"Yeah...but it's my..."
"Yeah, I know, trademark. But not THIS time it isn't. You wanna come on someone's face, then come on Julies. She's up for that, though you can pay her the extra three hundred out of your own pocket to her if she does. But the scene doesn't call for it, and you're not going to do it. You're going to cum ON her cunt, not in it...not on her tits, nor anywhere else, and certainly not on her face. Now...do we understand one another? Or do we need to call it a day here while I look for another actor?"
I was sort of bluffing, but I wasn't either. An extra day would cost me a small fortune. But it would also end Brad's ever working for me again too. And I had given him a number of jobs, which had all earned him a great deal of money.
"Ok, ok. I got it. It's just that she's never let anyone ever squirt her face before, yet she squirts every guy's face she's ever been with. Just sort of think that's a little unfair is all."
"Maybe that's HER trademark? Either way, you two work out who squirts on who later, after all this is done and put in the can. But until then...follow the script and no more arguments between the two of you until then. I can't afford it."
I finally undressed and got naked, taking my seat next to the camera and monitor. "Where's the girl?" I asked.
"Here!" she said stepping around from behind me. "Right here Mr. Anderson."
"Jack, call me Jack. Now, stand beside me so I can see those cute tits of yours from time to time, and let's get this movie going here! Everyone ready on set?" I then asked.
It was now 9:10 a.m.
Tina as I came to learn the young woman's name was the script girl. "It's your job to make sure they follow the script. Now, the dialogue, though there's very little of it obviously, doesn't need to be exact, just as long as it works and follows the story line close enough. But what you do need to tell me, if they deviate too far from it, is the actual action taking place. If they do...alert me and I'll say cut. Got it?"
Tina shook her head yes.
"Very good. And it's also ok if you sit down next to me while you do that. I promise I won't bite, though I may maul your cute tits a little, how's that sound?"
She giggled at that, so I assumed that was an affirmative answer as well.
Larry stood waiting with the board as everyone took their places. "Scene ninety-three, take one!"
"Action!"
The camera panned as Brad carried Misty out towards the pool area. There was a nice wide comfortable air mattress that was situated next to it, all he had to do was carry her over, let her down, and then the two of them would slide onto it and start messing around. Brad stepped on the corner of it before doing so, popping it up, and then tripping him as he lost his balance. Two seconds after that, the two of them tumbled into the pool together instead.
"Cut!" I said shaking my head in exasperation. " Fuck! There goes the day."
As the two so called Stars stood in the middle of the pool screaming at one another, I told Tina to follow me as I headed towards Larry.
"As soon as those two are finished throwing water on one another, tell them to head to makeup, get dried, and get back on set as soon as it's physically possible. Meanwhile, I'm going to find a nice quiet corner someplace where I can work out my frustrations, and go over the script to see if we can change anything. Like the fucking air mattress for one. Secondly, as soon as Andrea arrives, find me...or better yet, tell her to do so. Maybe we can at least shoot the memory scenes and get those out of the way while we're waiting for those two, to dry off and collect themselves. Maybe we can salvage some of the days shoot anyway. Oh...and find out from our naked bald fat friend over there what it's going to cost us if we have to come back here tomorrow." I then turned back towards Tina.
"Come on honey, you and I have a couple of things to discuss, and some stress relief to attend to."
Once again, she was smiling. And after everything that had just happened, I found myself smiling too.
9:35 a.m.
It was early yet, but as we passed by the bar I stopped long enough to pour myself a scotch. I felt like I needed one. "Want anything?"
"Ah, no thanks," Tina said as she stood holding the clipboard she'd been carrying against her perky little breasts.
I found Fat Man's office and walked in, closing the door. I thought about locking it, but then remembered than Andrea would no doubt coming looking for me after Larry met her. And even if the Fat guy came in to use his room, I'd toss him a hundred bucks for the use of it if I had to.
"Ever thought about acting?"
I sat down on his private couch, motioning for Tina to join me, which she did.
"No, not really, I'm not pretty enough," she said. "Not like those other women, especially not as pretty as Misty May."
Which was true in a way, though there was something about Tina that I did find particularly appealing for one reason or another, and it wasn't just because she really did have cute perky tits either. "Well, I think you could be..." I began. "In fact, I'm working on an idea for another movie now in fact, this one with totally new people which is the way I'd prefer it, a lot of newcomers and unknowns starring in it. I want it to be a typical "girl next door" sort of movie, so no real glamour, just lots of innocence and sex...first time sort of stuff. Sound interesting?"
"Yes, it does!" she said sitting up straighter. "Really? You'd consider using me?"
"Sure, but you know of course, that I would first need to find out how well you can act, but even more importantly, how enthusiastic you can perform too. Think you can do that?"
"Sure! When?"
God I loved my job. "How about we do some of that right here and now then?" I suggested. "I'll lay the scene out for you, give you a chance to think about it, and then we'll try it...ok?"
Tina nodded her head yes. I took a quick glance about the room. I was winging it of course, but I think I had enough to work with, at least enough to convince her that I really was working on a new movie. And hell, who knows, maybe I really was for all I knew. Looking over towards the freestanding row of bookcases, it came to me.
"Here's the scene. Once maybe twice a week you come over to help Mr. Roberts do a little light housecleaning. You're not a maid or anything like that, like I said, you're the girl next door just trying to earn a little extra money in order to put herself through school." I could see she was getting into this by the faraway look in her eyes as she sat there. "You've been dusting off the bookcase when you notice a manila file folder which looks out of place, stuck between a couple of books as though shoved in between them in a hurry. Curious, though it's also your intent to straighten it, you pull it out. As you do, it drops spilling out some of the contents. You notice they're photos, and as you kneel down picking them up, you also realize they're photos of you!"
Tina was nodding her head, seeing it in her mind's eye as I laid it out for her. But as I continued, I now reached over giving one of her nipples a soft lingering little caress, watching as well as feeling it stiffen as I did so.
"At first you're shocked, angry that he's been taking photos of you through the window. That is, until you find one of yourself lying in bed masturbating. The memory of that takes you back and you remember that you were secretly thinking of him while you were doing that. It's at that moment Mr. Roberts walks into the room, discovers that you've accidentally found his private photos of you. He sits you down on the couch trying to explain, though it's obvious he can't. That's when you decide to surprise him. So...there's the scene, now that you're in character...you are aren't you?" I asked seeing her pause briefly thinking about it and then nodding her head yes. "Good. Now, let's see you act, I'm obviously Mr., Roberts, so let's take it from there."
"But we're already naked," she said seeming somewhat perplexed by that. I quit flipping her nipple as that also seemed to be distracting her.
"Well, we'll just pretend for the moment that we're not. Whatever we do for the next few moments, we're doing to one another as though we had clothes on." She seemed to accept that. "So ready?" She again nodded her head. "Ok then...action!"
"Mr. Roberts! Why were you taking photos of me?"
"Call me Jack," I said thinking that it might be easier for her to actually use my real name. "And the reason I did, was because I accidentally saw you through your open window one night. I saw you masturbating...Darlene," I paused just grabbing at a name.
"Can I be Samantha?"
"I saw you masturbating, Samantha, and I couldn't help myself, you looked so beautiful laying there touching yourself, and I had to. I just had to. I had to capture that moment so I could come in here and relive it over and over again."
"You came in here to look at me and..."
"Jerk off? Yes! And I've jerked off, rubbed my prick, stroked my dick, thinking about you, wanting you, wondering what it would be like to actually fuck you," I said getting into it, feeling my cock rising as we sat there. "Go ahead...Dar...um, Samantha, see how hard I'm getting now just seeing you sitting here, unzip me."
She actually went through the motions of doing that, staying away from my hard prick for the moment as she pretended to undo my zipper, only then reaching inside my invisible pants, grasping my cock, which she now held. "See? See how hot and hard I am for you?"
"Oh yes Mr...Jack!" She amended. "You ARE hard, so very...very hard!" Without any direction or coaxing, Tina/Samantha leaned over drawing my rock hard prick into her mouth and began sucking it. Once again I reached out fondling her tits as she did so just as the door opened. I looked up and over as did Tina as Andrea stood there in the doorway, smiling looking over towards us.
"Ah, cut!" I said grinning. "Scene two! Take a break for a moment, I half whispered and then stood up.
"Making a movie are we?" Andrea grinned knowingly.
"Ah yeah...and you just became part of the next scene," I winked. "But...where are we on THIS one?" I then asked sounding all boss like once again.
"The girls are all here, they're in makeup now. Brad's acting shitty, but what else is new. At least his hairs dry and all back in place again. Misty of course is still sulking in her room, but I sent Shawn in to put a smile on her face, so she should be fine in a little while."
"Speaking of Shawn, how many cum-boys do we have with us?"
"Two others is all. Why?"
"Not gonna be enough, especially now. I don't want Brad wasting his during the memory scenes, he was supposed to save that one for Misty. Now...we're gonna have to work around all that. How soon before the girls will be ready? I glanced at my watch as she spoke, it was...



10:05 a.m.
"Maybe, fifteen, twenty minutes...half an hour at the most."
"Ok, do this. Round up every guy you can, tell them we'll be needing an off camera cum shot from them," I grinned thinking about Fat Man. "Include our host in that too, if he even has one we can use. So get them prepping their dicks, we're gonna need a lot of cum shots in a hurry once the girls are in place. After you do that...return here."
Andrea looked at me inquisitively.
"You're my wife...you walk in, catch the two of us fucking. Tina...I mean Samantha here and I don't realize it at first, but you're not angry at finding us doing that. You've been fantasizing and thinking about this young woman yourself."
Andrea turned smiling heading out through the door though she looked back, "And I will be too," she added.
I turned back towards Tina. "Ready for the next scene then?" I asked. She was grinning broadly.
"Never been with another woman before," she told me honestly.
"Fuck! I thought, wouldn't that be nice getting that on film for real! Well, that's good in a way," I told her. "Because sometimes actors do things they normally haven't done before, so it will be a good test for you to see how you handle it!"
I positioned her over one of the arms of the couch, which she leaned against for support as I walked around standing behind her. I probed her pussy for a moment with my fingers, she was nice and slick waiting for me.
"OK, Scene two, take one," I announced and then pausing as I placed the head of my prick at her sweet juicy opening. "Action!"
I thrust my hard cock deeply inside her sweet cunt and slowly began fucking her as she leaned over the arm of the chair. "Oh yes...yes! Fuck me Jack, fuck me!" she began crying out. For a moment, I had no idea if she was acting as she said it, or actually meaning it when she did. I decided I liked the second idea better and continued doing so. Several minutes later the door once again opened, Andrea came in giving me a quick nod of her head, everything had been taken care of.
"Oh my God..."
"Jack," I mouthed towards her.
"Jack! What the fuck is going on here! You're....you're fucking our..."
"Neighbor," I mouthed at her once again.
"Neighbor!" she said as she began removing her clothing. "Why didn't you invite me?"
Andrea soon joined us, slipping beneath Tina as she now slid over Andrea's prone form as well. The ease of transition couldn't have been any more perfect as the two of them slipped into a '69" together there on the couch. Climbing over the arm of it, which was a bit awkward, I quickly rejoined the two of them however, once again slipping my cock back inside Tina's cunt, fucking it while I felt Andrea's wild little mouth sucking in the young girl's hard little clit. I could feel my nut sack finally tightening and knew I was only moments away from blowing a full load in her pussy. And though as much as I would have liked that, I wanted even more to feel and watch the two of them draining my pud together.
"Scene three!" I exclaimed just managing to hold on. "Ok, this one's the money shot. This is where the two of you now come and suck and lick me together as I shoot all over your faces!"
Both women scrambled over towards me as I stood there, each one now kneeling before me, taking my cock in hand, sucking it and licking it together. "Oh yeah...that's it, that's it...here it comes!" I announced, and then stood there watching my spunk as it skyrocketed from the end of my dick, splashing obscenely against both of them as they fought over it. They continued passing it back and forth between one another, soon after knobbing the head, sucking the last vestiges of my remaining spunk from it before letting go.
"Ok, cut!" I said stepping back weak in the knees. "Scene four, camera fades from Mr. Roberts, Samantha and Darlene now lick his cum from one another's tits and faces, and then once again curl up on the couch together, finishing one another off."
I stood up making my way towards the door as the girls began doing just that.
It was now 10:37 a.m.
I walked back out by the pool area. Everyone was standing around naked, but just as I had asked, most of the guys were sporting woody's and keeping them that way. The girls we'd interviewed and looked at that morning were standing around nervously as well. I spotted Larry and waved him over.
"Ok, this is going to be a series of quick shots, one right after the other. I'm going to assign spots to each of the girls and have them just sit or wait there. Our Star..." I said pausing looking over to where Brad stood ogling the fresh meat, "Will make the rounds himself to where each one of them is. We only need a half dozen or so thrusts of his prick in the girl's cunts, but then I want a nice cum-shot from someone to follow up with that. So make sure there's someone assigned to each of the girls we're planning on dumping a load on, and have them be ready. I want spermage on cue...or as close as we can get it at least!"
I happened to glance over and noticed that Fat Man was standing there stroking his. I was surprised to find he actually had a rather large prick, which was even bigger than our star's was.
"Damn...get that on camera. Try to keep his fat belly out of it, but make sure you get his prick, especially when he comes."
Larry laughed, "Yeah, he was way excited about it when I asked him if he would. Even said that he was willing to forgo any additional rental in the event we had to come back here and shoot again tomorrow."
"Well, that's something at least," which had been only one of a few bright spots of the day, though I again smiled as I looked up and saw Andrea and Tina walking towards me with smiles on their faces as well.
"See if we can find a spot for Tina somewhere," I told him. "Let's use her...I think she'd like that."
"I wouldn't mind cumming on that one myself," he told me. I laughed.
"Then make it happen," I grinned back. "Now...let's get this part wrapped up and in the can. It's still going to be a long fucking afternoon."
We'd be using an over the shoulder hand-held camera for most of these shots, which included using a filter. The images wouldn't be quite as bright or crystal clear as the rest of the film was, but these were all going back in time, memory shots. The purpose being, that Brad was recalling each and every woman he'd ever fucked that he'd brought here while actually doing Misty, which would now have to be shot later.
We had a cum-boy standing by each girl just out of camera, every one of them stroking their dicks, keeping themselves on the edge, which included the Fat Man.
"Better shoot his scene first, looks like he's about to pop as it is," I suggested. We positioned Brad behind one of the three bend-over girls we'd hired, then filmed his prick fucking into her that way perhaps a half dozen or so times.
"Hard and fast Brad!" I told him. "Hard and fast, half a dozen or so times, then when I say cut, you move the hell out of the way, cause I'm gonna say action again the moment you do, and that's when I want the cum-shot, or as close to it as possible at least!"
Fat Man was standing by with a shit-eating grin on his face, his prick all purple and angry looking as he stood there fisting himself.
"Like I said Larry...we'd better hurry on this one, this guy's about to lose it any moment now!"
Brad slipped his cock inside the first girl, getting her accustomed to it at least. "Alright, quiet on the set...ready? Action!"
Brad speared the girl's pussy hard and fast just as I called for. "Ok, Cut!" He slid out, stepping back as the Fat guy moved forward, Larry zooming in with the camera standing just off to the side of him. "Action!"
I'd been right, no sooner had I said that, than the guys prick exploded, no one, especially me thought he would throw the size of a load the way he did either. It was fucking impressive! This guy didn't just lay down a couple of quick minor squirts. He bathed the poor girl in his spunk! I sat there actually beginning to count them as he continued on jacking his prick, his cum ropes actually reaching well up and over her head until he'd adjusted his aim and began lashing her back with them.
"Holy fucking shit!" I finally said when I'd reached thirteen. "Ok...cut!" He was still milking out dribbles wiping them against her ass now, enjoying the feel of his prick head sliding across her soft cheeks, as was she. I wondered how long it had been since he'd even been with a woman, let alone seen one naked.
"You fucking do that every time?" I asked him.
"Mostly, yes. As long as it's the first one of the day I do...then yes. Usually the second or third one is about only half as much," he added looking somewhat embarrassed.
I spun around locating Andrea, she was already heading towards me. I then turned back around towards the Fat Man. "What was your name again?" I asked.
"John, John Edwards," he told me.
"You interested in making a little extra money on the side?"
"Jerking myself off...onto women?" He asked with a wondrous look in his eyes.
"Yes! Andrea? Get him a contract to sign, we can go over the details later." She already had one in her hand, handing it to him. "How soon before you can do that again?" I asked.
"Oh, I dunno, twenty, thirty minutes I guess."
I turned back to Larry. "We'll use him in the final fuck scene with Misty. To hell with letting Brad splooge her, we're using this guy! Andrea? You go have a chat with Misty, let her know she doesn't have to feel Brad's spunk shooting on her, we've got somebody else to do that now. Larry? Tell Brad he can pick one of the girls to actually come on himself, that should make him happy too. Then let's finish this up and break for lunch. Which reminds me, Andrea?"
"I've already called Mike and told him you'd have to reschedule lunch together since we're running behind. But I told him we'd be out here, so he was welcome to come out and discuss his project with you then if he wanted."
I smiled, Andrea was always two steps ahead of me. I liked that. "And do you know if I'm going to like or dislike his project?" I asked somewhat sarcastically.
"Oh, I think you'll like it. He told me the title of it had something to do with a girl next door sort of idea."
We actually wrapped the afternoon shoot ahead of schedule. We got more than enough film in the can to work with, and some pretty amazing cum-shots as well from the crew. But then again, most of them had been pretty worked up thinking about it and looking at all the naked female flesh we had on hand anyway.
"Ok, that's a wrap until after lunch!" I announced.
11:45 a.m.
As usual, there was quite a spread. The gal I used who owned and operated the service for whenever we needed it, had even gone out and purchased some real sexy, skimpy outfits for her staff to wear as they laid out the table and served everyone. Which is another reason I used her exclusively. Not to mention the fact she was a pretty good fuck herself.
"Barbra! As usual, you're looking sexy as hell, and the food is as delicious looking as you are!"
"Flattery will get you pussy," she quipped leaning into me as we kissed, letting me know as she did so that her large firm breasts were braless and begging for attention, which I then attended to, feeling her up some as we stood there embracing.
"Everything go well?" She asked stepping back, though my hands remained just where they were.
"Well enough I suppose. A few surprises, good and bad, but just another typical day at the office," I laughed finally letting go of her tits.
"So...how long before you start shooting again?" she asked.
"Long enough," I answered feeling my prick already beginning to stiffen. And though it was, I happened to glance over at the table, spotted several stacked plastic cups. "Are there lids for these?" I asked one of Barbra's scantily dressed serving girls.
"Yes," she said leaning over beneath the table, giving me a nice luscious view of her tits as she did so. "Will this do?"
I took it thanking her, and then grabbed an empty cup.
"Don't you want something to put in that?" Barbra asked as I turned passing completely by the well stocked bar.
"Just about to do that," I told her without telling her why...or what. "You did bring your personal van yes?"
She smiled. "Of course I did."
"Good...I'll meet you there in say about ten minutes?" I watched as she walked off, she had her blouse off thrown over her shoulder before she even reached the doorway as I stood for a moment more looking at her bare back.
"Where's John?" I asked spotting Andrea.
"He's back in his office," Andrea grinned..."Or rather your set from this morning," she reminded me. "Going over the contract I gave him."
I smiled in a much better mood now than I had been. "Extend lunch another thirty minutes," I told her. "Barbra's here." I looked at her. "Don't tell me...you already did that didn't you?"
She walked off laughing.
I then headed off in the opposite direction, back towards John's office. The door was open, but I still knocked. He was sitting at his desk, though I was surprised, yet pleased to see he was still naked looking over the forms Andrea had given him.
"Any questions about it?" I asked as though that was my reason for actually being here.
"No," he said looking pleased. "So, I get a hundred dollars a pop then? Really?"
"Yeah, really. Except for this one. I need a favor," I said handing him the empty cup along with the lid.
He looked at me curiously. "It's for a friend," though he still didn't quite understand what it was I was asking him. "She's a big cum lover, and it's sort of a tradition that I give her a fresh new jar of it whenever we sign on a new star."
"Me? A new star?" he said excitedly.
"Well, a behind the scenes one," I amended. "But you very well could receive an award next year at the academies, for best cumshot. Who knows? Anyway...if you wouldn't mind."
Eagerly he took the cup from me and stood. "In here right?"
"Right, oh...and don't forget to put the lid on afterwards."
I glanced at my watch as I headed outside to join Barbra in her van where I knew she was waiting for me. It was straight up noon, plenty of time before we were schedule to start shooting again.
12:00 p.m.
I still couldn't believe it, even after watching him do it. I held a half-full plastic cup full of cum in my hand, spotting Tina handing it to her on my way out the door. "Put this in the fridge for me," I told her, "and don't let me forget to take it with me before I leave!"
I then headed out towards Barbra's van parked out front in the circular drive way. The interesting thing about Barbra was, she was mostly into women. Taking it on good authority and my own experience, she'd never allowed a man's cock anywhere's near her pussy, though her ass was another thing all together. That she loved, or at least well enough that she enjoyed a nice hard cock screwing her up the poop shoot. Her comment earlier more an ongoing tease more than anything else. I'd been after her pussy for years, but she'd never let me go there. Only in the ass.
Though I knocked, I pulled on the handle of the sliding door and stepped inside. Barbra owned a rather plush Van with Captain's chairs that swiveled for easy access sitting down. But she wasn't sitting in any of them. She was already in the back, in the large custom bed she'd had designed and fitted behind them. And...she was naked too. I noticed as I quickly began undressing that she already had a vibrator in her cunt, as well as a finger in her ass obviously lubricating and preparing it.
"For a moment there, I started to wonder if you'd forgotten about me," she said. "So I decided to start without you."
"I can see that," I said now slipping onto the bed beside her, reaching out and immediately glomming onto one of her magnificent breasts. Barbra had probably the thickest nipples I had ever seen, though perhaps not the longest, they were never the less nearly the size of gum drops as I leaned over sucking one, feeling it thicken and harden even more than it already was.
"You do suck good tit," she sighed happily. "And fuck ass nice too," she then added, reminding me what I'd come here for in the first place.
"I fuck pussy rather nicely too," I told her eliciting an expected laugh from her, which I got.
"Dream on Cowboy," she told me. "Maybe when you grow your hair out and start wearing lipstick, I might think about it...but until then."
"Fuck Barb, if that's what it takes...I might actually do it."
"Nah...even then, you're too flat chested for my taste," she said continuing to laugh. "So...we gonna banter back and forth again about my cunt? Or are you now thinking about getting a boob job now too? Either way, you gonna fuck my ass or not?"
"How you want it?" That was the other thing, it was always her call. Just depended upon the mood she was in, how she wanted to be taken that way, is how we did it. I'd even taken her once like that with her damn near standing on her head. Luckily, there was no room for that in here this time.
"Behind me, but on our sides this time. That way I can more easily use and feel the vibrator too," she informed me. "And don't forget..."
"Yeah I know. No spunk in the trunk!"
I didn't mind that too much either though, there was something devilishly satisfying in splurging on her body afterwards. Sort of getting back at her for not allowing me to fuck her cunt. I wished at that moment that I could cum like the Fat Man did...now wouldn't that be something?" I thought silently snickering to myself. "Wouldn't she be in a surprise if I did?"
I soon let those thoughts drift away however as I placed the head of my hard swollen cock at her pink tiny little starfish and pushed. Like always, even with the lubrications, it took a minute for me to finally begin to press my way through. After a moment or two of doing this however, I finally felt the tight barrier give way with an erotic sucking little pop as I slid in. She always did enjoy that part, waiting for the pop and the sensation of my dick head just sitting barely inside her. Only after feeling that for a moment or so did she press back, gathering more of me in, which she did, inch by slowly creeping inch until I was finally balls deep inside that tight heavenly passage.
"Alright baby, go ahead...fuck this horny lesbian's tight little ass now."
And boy...did I!
Barbra had a nice well-rounded ass too. Slamming into her the way that I was, even while lying on our sides together, still caused the slap of cheeks as I continued ramming myself home. Once we'd actually begun, there was nothing soft, slow or easy about it. Only in the beginning. After that, it was almost impossible to stay up with her. Twice in the past, she had nearly broken my dick in half when I hadn't lunged at the exact same time that she'd shoved even more forcefully back against me. And even as she plunged the fuck toy she was using in and out of her cunt, it was hard to imagine how she could coordinate everything with the fast-paced tempo she created. But somehow, she managed it.
"Oh baby! Here comes the first one...now hold it...go deep baby deep...and hold it there!"
I was glad for my first pit stop in this amazing race of hers, it would be the first of two minimum, after that, I could cum any time I wanted to, but she always had to have and feel two of them first. I could feel her cunt spasiming, not to mention her ass as it clenched itself around my shaft as I held still, buried as deeply inside her as I could be. But it gave me a bit of a breather too as I fought whatever urges I had that may have been building.
"Ok, I'm good...let's go again!"
Once again we moved slowly at first, picking up speed until it was simply the slap of flesh against flesh, the cheeks of her ass actually getting hot as I pummeled her fuck tunnel, until she reached back, her hand on my thigh, my hands squeezing her tits, nearly tearing off her nipples with my fingers, adding to her pleasures.



Her hand being a signal, so I shoved, once again holding myself deeply inside her as she came, this time crying out unabashedly as the orgasm washed over her. Convulsing wildly, thrashing about though I held on for dear life as she screamed.
"Ok...ok, fuck Jack...that was a good one. Shit, I'm almost tempted," she said trying to catch her breath. Then she looked back at me over her shoulder. "Almost..." she said smiling.
We both heard the knock on her car door.
"Um Jack? Everyone's ready for you," Andrea's voice said coming through it. "You about finished in there?" As we then heard her giggle.
"Ah yeah!" I answered back. "Gimme five more minutes," I added already starting to fuck that tight hot passage again. "Make it ten!" But I could hear Andrea's voice already saying that before I had, as she turned and walked away.
I took several more nice deep plunges inside her, and then felt the first delicious tingle of my sperming begin. Feeling it as well, Barbra reached down yanking my prick out of her ass, holding it, and then jerking it as I spurted, though only the first two spunkings were forceful enough to actually shoot up past her cunt onto her belly. The rest was pure pleasured dribblings, which was about all there was left.
"Busy day huh?" she said not all that disappointed in seeing that. "Glad you could fit me in today," she added.
"Yeah, ditto. Wasn't planning on sticking around for lunch today either, so glad that I did. But...speaking of which, lunch time is over now too. Back to work!"
It was 12:45 pm
I staggered out of the van and back inside the house. There was no point in dressing for the short walk back inside, so I didn't. Everyone was waiting for me, even the lighting had been set for the last scene, hopefully the last few takes so we could wrap it.
I walked over towards my chair where Andrea and Tina both stood waiting for me. I watched as Andrea suddenly leaned forward, her hand reaching down, forcing me to look down as she stuck out her finger, catching a long swinging fiber of dick drool that still clung to my prick. She wrapped it around her finger like she was cooking spaghetti, and then slipped it into her mouth.
"Thanks," I said shyly. Then noticed Mike standing off to one side, he had finally made it. I waved him over.
"Ah...you'll need to strip if you're staying on set...one of my rules," I told him. "But after we're done here, which hopefully won't take too many takes, we'll relax, have a drink and discuss this new project of yours that you have for me."
Though we wouldn't be needing them any more today, even the new girls all stood around, drooling over Brad, Misty...or both. I let them stay simply because Brad was enjoying the attention, which was stroking his ego, while one of the fluff girls stood beside him stroking something else.
"Alright, this is the culmination of everything up to this point. Brad's now envisioned every woman he's ever been with, but it's this one...Misty, that's the fuck of his life. He's never had anyone or anything better. So...this is it, this is the penultimate moment, he's about to fuck the most beautiful woman he has ever known, ever had, and...it's going to be the best fuck of his entire life!" I added.
I hadn't told anyone what the ending was yet. That was MY particular trademark. I never did. Not until we were ready to film it, only then did I tell or direct everyone as to how the ending would actually go.
"Oh, one more thing," I want make up ready to come in here. "Ask John to start wanking himself too. I want him nice and hard for me." Someone giggled, but I let it go.
"Ok Brad? Misty? This is it. "Give me a good five minutes or so of some good old fashioned fucking. I want Misty on the couch legs spread as wide as you can possibly spread them and as far up in the air as you can get them. I want you Brad...spearing her cunt like it's the best thing you've ever seen, ever felt. I want to see that exact look on your face until I say cut. Then we'll prepare everyone for the last series of shots and hopefully call it a day. Ok? Everyone ready?"
They all were.
"Ok then, quiet on the set...lights? Camera? Action!"
I was actually surprised that we got five minutes of some pretty decent fucking on film without any screw ups.
"Ok...CUT! Makeup! And where's John?" I asked turning towards Andrea. He was standing behind her, hard cock in hand. "OK, good." I stood up and walked towards my two stars. My two naked make up girls quickly joining us as I likewise waved over towards John inviting him to do so as well.
"See that?" I said pointing at John's dick. "Make that..." I now said pointing at Brad's, "Look like that one. We're going to be doing the next series of close-ups beneath Misty here while Brad fucks her from behind, and I want that cock...to look like this cock at least as much as possible before we do the cumshot scene. Brad didn't look pleased, but I could have cared less. "Ok then, get at it...you've got less than fifteen minutes while we readjust lighting and get set up for it. Oh, and try and keep it hard Brad? Ok? Otherwise, I just might let John here finish the scene himself if you can't." I smiled to myself as I headed back over to where Andrea stood waiting for me.
"You know, he may never come to work for you again you know," she said whispering.
I then whispered back. "That's ok, I don't plan on him ever doing that again either."
Make up did a reasonably good job, making Brad's cock look far more purple and angry looking than it actually was. They'd even drawn another line, making it look like a large swollen vein sticking out, just like John actually had. They could pass as twins in a way...cock-wise at least.
"Ok, now...let's get the last close up shots done and then get ready for the last and final scenes. John? Don't worry about keeping yourself on edge, we're still a while yet from the final cum shot here, and I have an idea for that anyway. So...just relax and enjoy yourself...but not too much."
By the time we finished, doing all that, it was...
1:47pm
"Ok Larry...what I want to do here is catch John's cum-shot, and hopefully, it will be another good one. But I want to catch it, and then do it...showing it in slow motion. I want the whole entire fucking thing shown that way in the final cut. I want as many elongated, flying, hanging, ropes of jisim that we can get out of him captured that way. And I want to watch every one of them landing on...and splashing against Misty here. So...we'll need two, maybe even three cameras for this, because I want to get it at every conceivable angle that we can. Got it?"
This was going to be good and I knew it. Even Andrea knew it as she prepped John talking to him, even fondling his prick, placing his hands on her breasts letting him feel her up in preparation for the next to last and final scene.
"Misty? Will you give me, let me have at least one shot to the face? Just one?"
She grinned, even stuck her tongue out at Brad. "You can have as many as you want to," she told me. "Just as long as you pay me for them of course," she then added.
"But of course," I likewise acknowledged, though turning towards Andrea and Tina. "You two count every single one that actually hits or touches her face in anyway. I don't want her gauging us for any that don't. Got it?"
We got Misty repositioned on the couch sitting up. Andrea led John over by the hand as Brad stood off to one side not at all happy about the turn of events. But he had no choice, we could if we had to, finish the picture without him, it would cost me another day while I got a stand in for what I needed, but I'd prefer using him, but if he didn't, I wouldn't have to pay him anything either, and he knew that.
"Ok John, you're up...whenever you're ready. Camera's will be rolling, but don't worry about them, just enjoy yourself. When you feel it...let it go. Shoot on her wherever you'd like, just try and get most of it actually on her...someplace, Ok?"
John nodded his head nervously, but he was already fisting his massively erect prick.
"Ok then, let's do this. Camera's ready?"
I have to honestly say, this had to be the best fucking cum shot ever caught on camera. I had long been a fan of the scene where Marilyn Chambers had taken a series of slow-motion cumshots in the Movie "Behind the Green Doors", but as erotic as that was, I knew without any doubt, this one would far surpass that.
I wasn't expecting John to surpass his first one earlier in the morning either. Especially after what he'd told us, not to mention the fact I'd had him drain yet another in a cup for me which was sitting inside a refrigerator somewhere. But somehow...he managed it. The set was so quiet you could have heard a pin drop...though actually we could hear a cum drop, several of them, as John's prick unleashed a torrent of flying, spraying hot white sticky sperm-spunk all over her entire body, from head to toe. It was the most amazing incredible sight anyone had ever witnessed before. He'd even gotten so into it himself, that he'd nearly stepped in camera. Larry smart enough to at least move with him when he did so. John jacked his enormous prick, literally aiming it, pointing it...then holding it just enough to actually spurt it against wherever he pointed it at, and hitting the exact precise area when he did!
When he was finally drained, which had seemed like an eternity, Misty was so thickly covered in his spunk that you'd have thought we had faked it. Even Brad stood in stunned surprise, suddenly giving John an admiring thumbs up, his own cock rigidly hard as was everyone else's who stood there. Including my own!
"Ok. Misty, as much as I know you probably want to...don't move. You need to stay there and sit like that. Ok everyone, we need to hurry this up now, so chop! Chop! Brad? You get back here and stand between her legs, just as though you in fact just finished doing all that. Ok I want one camera on Brad's face, one on Misty, and one taking them both at the same time. Everyone got that?"
When everyone was ready, only then did I give them directions for the last scene.
"Ok, Brad? I want you to stand there looking down at your work here, I want to see a look of pleased pleasure on your face, just for a second. Then...I want a sudden look of pure agony as you reach up, grab your chest, and keel over."
Everyone was looking at me in surprise.
"What? You heard me...he dies!" I told them. "Best fucking cum of his life, best fucking fuck of his life...and yes, he dies! It's the best one...and it's the last one. Now...let's do it!"
Easier said than done I suppose. We took fifteen takes of Brad dying, keeling over onto Misty. By the time we had finally finished and gotten what I wanted...sort of anyway. She was a caked up, dried up, unhappy actress. But I knew in the long run, it would probably be the best fucking movie either one of them had ever appeared in, and no doubt in my mind at least, nor in anyone else's one of the best one's filmed for that year.
"Ok everyone...that's a wrap!"
4:15pm
I caught up with Andrea, letting her know I was headed back to the office for a shower, shave and change of clothes prior to meeting her for dinner later on that evening. Tina arrived just in time to hand me a small sack, giving me a brief smile as she did so. I gave her a thankful kiss, and told her about the meeting I'd had briefly with Mike about a new project that I thought might be just perfect for her, and that I wanted to talk to her more about it tomorrow...perhaps over lunch. She seemed delighted at the prospect, as was I.
I got back to the office and picked up my messages from Stacy, skimming through them briefly, none where of any major importance.
"Go ahead, call it a day honey," I told her, "We're done here." Besides me, she was the only one there. Everyone else had gone to the shoot, or were off on other assignments. "Make sure you lock up when you leave though, I'm going back to take a shower so I won't hear it if anyone comes in."
I stopped by my office first to make one additional phone call before doing that, checking to see if Susan had left any messages for me. She hadn't. By the time I had finished with that and headed back into my small private little suite, I could hear the shower running.
"Hmm, now that's interesting!"
Even more interesting, I noticed that I had fresh clothes all laid out on my bed for me. A change of underwear, socks, my dinner jacket along with my dress slacks. Even my dress shoes looked polished as everything sat all neat and tidy waiting for me.
"Andrea!" I thought to myself. She must have called Stacy earlier, ensuring that I'd have everything I needed prior to dressing for dinner. But as I again stood there listening to the shower, I couldn't help but wonder if that was something else she thought I might need.
I stripped off my dirty clothes tossing them in the hamper, grabbing a fresh terry cloth bathrobe I headed into the shower area without putting it on. Sure enough, Stacy was already in the shower waiting for me. She had piled her long reddish brown hair on her head into a bun, but it wasn't that so much that I was looking at as I gazed at her through the clear sliding shower doors. It was the first time since she'd started working here that I had seen her naked.
"Thought I said you could go," I stated as I slipped into the nice hot shower with her.
"You did, I'm on my time," she told me smiling.
Her breasts were small, but they were perky firm capped by twin little rosy-red tips that protruded away from her breasts invitingly. So...I accepted her invitation as I reached out to grasp each one of them with my fingers giving them a brief light pull. She moaned, her hand already reaching down to begin fondling, and then soaping my somewhat flaccid prick.
"Your cab will be here at six," she informed me as I continued to stand there tweaking her nipples. "I'll drop off your car at your place, and then take a cab home from there," she finished saying. "Andrea didn't want you getting pulled over for having too much to drink."
"Once again...Andrea," I thought to myself. It was time to give her a nice fat raise, I couldn't afford losing her, she was far too valuable an assistant, not to mention sexy as hell and better in bed than almost anyone I knew. Even better in some ways than Susan was, though I'd never tell her that of course. And then too...there was Stacy. She hadn't worked for me for very long, but she was damn efficient, nearly as much as Andrea was. And as I stood there with Stacy now slow-stroking my soapy cock, I knew what I wanted and needed to do for both of them.
"How'd you like to work directly with Andrea?" I asked. "She needs an assistant herself, and I think you'd enjoy working with her and with me out and away from the office. It would come along with a bit of a raise too," I said smiling.
"Really? I would love that!" She said coming into my arms though her hand remained wrapped around my now very stiff prick. "But the only raise I really want...is this one."
"Oh you can have this one, in addition to the other," I told her spinning her around in the shower. Stacy leaned over gripping the safety handle as I stood behind her. I eased the knob of my head through her tight little opening, felt her wetness already coating it as I lingered briefly, and then slid the rest of the way in.
"Oh God!" She moaned pleasurably, as I did.
Stacy had the tightest cunt of any I had ever fucked that was for sure. Even as slick as she was, it was still difficult to some extent to slip in and out of her as easily as I was accustomed to. But it felt fucking great too! I reached around her, grabbing those sweet breasts of hers once again and enjoyed fondling them, feeling her hard little nips pressed so firmly against the palm of my hands.
Stacy was rotating her hips now, grinding herself against me, panting heavily as she edged nearer and nearer towards orgasm. "OH fuck! Fuck!" she cried out, the transition in my mind of our sweet almost innocent little receptionist into this hot horny very sensual woman was exciting enough. But she had become a tiger as she screamed out her need to me, not only reaching her own climatic pleasure, but causing me to reach mine as well as she did.
"Fuck me, give me that hard fucking cock of yours!" She cried out, the sweetness of her normal every day voice suddenly going two octaves deeper, sounded more sultry than any of the stars I worked with could pull off on a good day. "Give me your hot fucking spunk," she said looking back at me over her shoulder, which she'd said almost in a whisper, her eyes locked on mine as she said it. "Come on Jack..." she now said speaking my name. "Fill me!"
Just hearing her say that, triggered my release as well as hers. I not only felt my own orgasm begin, but hers too. Her cunt suddenly liquefying as her climax began, coating my prick in a warm comforting juice that clung to my prick as I continued pumping it in and out of her. The fuck noises we now made sounding obscenely wicked, as I added my cream to hers, a crescendo of pleasure suddenly peaking as we came together.
"Oh yes! Yes! Fill my pussy baby...fill it...fill it...fill it!"
The cab arrived promptly at 6:00pm.
My cab dropped me off in front of the restaurant at 6:25. I stepped out and saw Andrea strolling towards me, she'd just arrived moments ago herself. My grin must have split my face from ear to ear as I looked at her, she was stunning. She had worn a simple black dinner dress that was anything but simple looking. But the stark contrast it made with her short almost boyish bright white hair was amazing. Her long bangs were swept in front to one side across her forehead giving length to one side once again in contrast to the other. Her walk as she slowly approached looking more like a model during a fashion show highlighting her long sensual legs. Her dress cut just low enough in front, hinting at the gentle slopes of her magnificent breasts without giving anything away, shoulders bare except for two tiny small straps over each holding it up.
"You look beautiful!" I said as she reached me leaning in for an affectionate kiss.
"And you...look handsome as ever yourself," she responded in kind, then adding. "Stacy have everything waiting for you that I asked her to do?" she asked smiling.
"You know she did," I said escorting her towards the door, holding it open as we were likewise greeted, invited in. "And remind me to tell you later about a decision I've made...regarding that," I said hinting. She smiled, and I wondered if as always, she already knew what I'd decided to do.
"Thank you," she said taking my arm. "She'll be a big help."
We were soon seated at a nice roomy circular booth up and away from the main seating area, a view of the city below us stretching out towards the horizon. City lights twinkling as far as the eye could see. We ordered drinks while waiting for Bill Thompson and his budding new starlet to arrive. They did so several minutes later, escorted and then seated where we were.
Bill began the introductions. "Jack Anderson, Andrea..."
"White," Andrea finished for him.
"This is...Crystal Sweet," he said introducing the woman he'd been dying for me to meet.
Though I had never really liked Bill, finding him to be a bit of a pompous ass, he was right about one thing, Crystal, if indeed that was her real name, was a real looker. Her own alluring contrast almost as stunning as Andrea's was. Crystal had almost coal black shoulder length hair, her dress blood red in color though it was even lower cut in front than Andreas was, threatening to spill her somewhat overly large breasts out of it if she moved suddenly in any one direction.
We shook hands as she slid into the booth seating herself next to me, with Andrea sitting on the other side. The waiter once again came over taking their drink order as we made pleasantries before getting down to any real business.



"I've been telling Crystal here, that of all the directors/producers in the business, you're one of the very best," he'd begun flattering. "And that your pictures aren't just porn, but in many ways a real work of art with not only a good story line, but usually including a significant message with real meaning behind it besides the hot erotic sex you're so good at creating."
I was waiting for him to take a breath so I could get in a word edgewise. I then looked directly towards Crystal without responding to him whatsoever. "At the moment, I do have two projects I'm working on. The first, I've already got someone in mind for, and I don't think you'd be good for the part anyway. But the second...perhaps. It's a Cinderella-ish type of story, you know...the unhappy overworked, stepsister having to always cow down to her two mean though not at all ugly stepsisters. Anyway...she's the one eventually discovered of course, and in time becomes the sensual, erotic, passionate star as opposed to either one of them. Sound interesting?"
By the look in her eyes, I could see that it was.
"You'd have to be willing to actually try out for the part," I told her then, seeing a bit of a disappointed look from her, the expectation obviously that upon seeing her, and meeting her, I'd automatically give her the leading roll. Even Bill seemed somewhat disappointed at hearing that.
Not too surprisingly, it was Andrea who now spoke. "I've seen the first draft of the script," she then stated. "And am familiar with some of the scenes we'll be including. Perhaps later, up in the room I have booked for the evening, we can run through a few of those, get an idea, and give Jack an opportunity to get more familiar with your abilities," she said candidly.
That seemed to bring a smile to everyone's face.
"I'd appreciate that," Crystal said almost too sweetly as I felt her hand suddenly resting itself on my thigh beneath the table.
We soon after ordered dinner along with fresh drinks when I felt yet another hand fumbling about, though this one being Andreas. And this time, she didn't just merely sit there gently rubbing my thigh either. As deft as her hands and fingers were, she nonchalantly managed to unzip me, all the while sitting there sipping on her drink as we chatted pleasantly together. I did notice however, that she had purposely directed Crystal's gaze down towards what she'd accomplished, my cock all nice and hard once again, poking up through the fly of my dress slacks.
"As good of a director, producer Jack is, I've tried convincing him that he should actually appear in a few of his own movies, perhaps make a cock appearance," Andrea said slightly lowering her voice from being overheard. "Something along the lines of what Alfred Hitchcock used to do in his films. But so far...Jack prefers remaining behind camera, though I can assure you, he's just as talented in that area as anyone else I've ever personally worked with myself."
"I'm sure that he is," Crystal agreed having now reached over, her hand deftly exploring my hard prick along with Andreas as the two of them now sat fondling me beneath the table, continuing to do so even as the waiter delivered our meal.
"Part of the fun in the movie business, is in taking a risk, exploring one's abilities, willingness and aptitude for going beyond one's capabilities, and certainly one's inhibitions," Andrea then stressed. To my surprise, along with everyone else's, she leaned over, though it was only for a brief moment or two, the sensation of her mouth now surrounding my prick, sucking it firmly, though quickly before sitting back up. No one was staring at us or looking our way. Andrea then placed her lap napkin on the table as though that's what she'd bent over to retrieve having done so.
She smiled at Crystal allowing her tongue to erotically wet, remoistening her lips.
"I see what you mean," Crystal answered, taking a quick brief glance about the room, then she too leaned over, her lips likewise now surrounding my shaft, kissing and sucking it before sitting up herself once again.
"Nicely done," Andrea complimented as the two of them continued on with their playfulness beneath the table.
"Well then, after we've finished eating here, I suggest we go up to the room Andrea's reserved for us, and take this all a bit further."
It was well past eight by the time we had done so,
8:17pm
As expected, Bill came up to the room with us of course, I knew that before the evening was over, he'd need to walk away feeling like he'd accomplished something of worth, even if there was no firm guarantee that his new Starlet would be promised or given anything. And I also knew, that would be up to Andrea to provide for him one way or the other.
We arrived at the suite Andrea had booked for us, a large oversized king bed greeting us as we entered along with a nice-sized sitting room with comfy, equally oversized looking chairs and a fully stocked bar. She immediately walked over to it, fixing me a drink along with one for herself.
"Help yourself," she stated, immediately letting them both know she wasn't there to wait on anyone else but me. Andrea soon handed me my scotch, and then slipped out of her dress as though she hadn't even been wearing it when she came in. Her breasts bare as I knew they would be, almost immediately catching Bill's look, along with Crystals as Crystal only then began making one for herself. Bill walked over, pouring himself one as well a moment after that.
I took a seat waiting for the expected show to begin. Andrea knew what I liked, and she knew that Bill would likewise enjoy seeing it too. The rest depended upon Crystal and how she'd respond, which was part of the reason for being here anyway. Bill took my cue, now seating himself beside me in an identical chair. As Crystal reemerged from the bar, Andrea stepped in behind her, her hands immediately reaching around, cupping the woman's breasts. I was pleased to see her reaction when Andrea did so. It was evident she wasn't unfamiliar, or so it seemed at least, with the touch of another woman fondling her. She sat her drink back down on the counter top.
In seconds, Andrea had removed Crystals dress, allowing it to drop at her feet as she stepped out of it. She too now stood in only the briefest of red sheer bikini panties and matching garters which she'd worn holding up her nylons.
Andrea now reached once again, still standing behind the dark haired woman, the contrast between the two of them even more appealing as they stood there together. Andrea's hand now petting the woman's crotch playfully, stroking it as her other hand still held and caressed one of her very large, but well shaped breasts.
"Something like this in the movie?" She asked.
"In a way," I agreed smiling. "Though it would be Cinderella's role to be doing what it is Andrea is now doing. The Stepsisters, each one, requiring it of course, amongst other things. You have any problem with doing that?"
By way of an answer, she easily glided around Andrea, now taking the same place and position Andrea had been in. Crystal now cupping Andrea's twin peaks, fingers quickly locating her aroused extended nipples gently tugging on them.
"What else would you enjoy seeing?" Crystal asked sexily.
"I wouldn't mind seeing you going down on her, see how sensual and erotic you can do that, though of course, in the movie it would be two women initially side by side that you'd be going back and forth between while licking and fingering them.
I was again pleased to see Crystal lead Andrea over to the bed, easing her down on it. Unlike Crystal, Andrea hadn't worn a stitch of clothing beneath her dress. Her bare pussy already available and open to her as she scooted back on the bed, spreading her legs. Almost immediately, Crystal began planting a series of soft lingering kisses all over her, working down after having first given Andrea a deep passionate kiss on the mouth, to kissing her neck, then further downwards finally reaching her breasts.
I had always enjoyed watching that, and didn't see enough of it in film either. So I always included a great deal of that in my own. I was delightfully surprised when she remained there before hurrying on elsewhere. Obviously, she had at least done her homework.
My cock had stiffened a long time ago, already well aroused from the brief teasing it had received earlier in the restaurant. Without any sort of preamble, I once again unzipped my fly fishing it out so that it could stand firm and erect without any interference.
I almost laughed upon seeing Bill now quickly doing the same as he sat there, though I also noticed he refrained from stroking it, just as I was, glancing over to see what if anything I was doing, or wasn't doing. So he didn't do anything either.
On the bed, Crystal continued lavishing sweet suckings on each of Andrea's hard nipples, treating them equally to the simple pleasures of her tongue and lips. As was evidenced in the look of Andrea's face, she was doing a reasonably good job of it too.
"Alright, let's see...and hear some pussy licking," I directed.
Crystal reluctantly vacated Andrea's tits, slowly working her way down, the tracing tickle of tongue momentarily pausing to pay homage to Andrea's naval, giving brief hint at what was to come.
I felt my cock lurch upon seeing that, mentally taking note to include that in the very same scene when we filmed it. My hand now finally reaching up to wrap itself around my prick, noticing as I did so out of the corner of my eye, that Bill did the same thing to his own.
Having finally reached the treasure between Andrea's legs, I now stood, slipping out of my clothing entirely, watching the two of them as I did so. I then walked over standing above and next to them, as though seeing this through the lens of a camera, trying to envision it, and the look I would want when I did.
"Spread her lips a bit more, expose her clit. Then let's see some delicate, yet rapid tongue work against it."
I could sense Bill's standing behind me, the rustle of clothing as he stripped out of them. I knew then that I would include him shortly, more in keeping him busy, and no doubt satisfied later when he was finally asked to leave.
"That's it, now let's see you ease into sucking it, probing Andrea's cunt with a gentle finger as well."
Obviously I knew how Andrea liked being eaten, and that always included a finger or two caressing her "G" spot preferably at the same time. By the look on her face, eyes open now looking towards me, I could see that Crystal now was. Andrea grinned, once again closing her eyes as she basked in the pleasured attention.
I now looked over towards Bill, saw that he had a reasonably stiff prick more than adequate in size. "Ok, Bill? I'm trying to envision something here...for the movie," I added. "Come over to the bed and slip your dick inside Crystal. Let's see how this looks, how she's able to react to that and continue to manage licking Andrea's cunt while you do."
He was only too happy to accommodate my request, now playing the part of porn star, which he wasn't, to that of the role of agent, which I felt he really wasn't either. At least not a very good one.
Almost clumsily, he finally managed to spear Crystal's cunt, though she accepted it well enough making it look even less awkward than it really had been. Points being awarded to her in doing so.
"Alright, that's good...keep doing that," I once again directed, now putting Bill out of mind as I leaned in closer, actually joining the girls on the bed where I could again get close enough to watch, once again pretending to be the camera, focusing in on the way Crystal licked, sucked and devoured Andrea's cunt.
There were two surprises coming, both of which I felt would no doubt tell me everything I needed to know about her, and if I could and would...actually use her or be able to work with her. If she was, then in addition to no longer wanting to work with Brad, I could find a way to likewise dump Misty, though she had done well by me. But I was now tired of putting up with her "stardom" demands and attitude. It was time...well past time for some fresh faces, not to mention far more respect and gratitude for even working or acting in one of my films.
"Ok...two things here that I want to see," I now explained. "First, no cumming yet until I tell you Bill. So if you're getting close before then, then step back and leave it be for a moment until you recover. Got it?"
He nodded his head slowing down, though not quite taking it out. At least he was good at following directions. Points for him.
"Alright...Andrea honey? You don't need to hold back any longer now...whenever you're ready," I said cryptically as she smiled knowingly at me with her eyes. "Crystal? Go ahead and make Andrea cum honey, let's see some really intense clit flicking, cunt fucking fingers going to work here now shall we?"
"And as for you Bill? Now I want you to come over here...kneel down on the bed right beside them, keep stroking your prick, but don't you dare cum, but I also want you right on the edge of actually doing it, so that you will the moment I actually tell you to do so, think you can handle that?"
Once again he nodded his head excitedly, as though he was actually auditioning for a role in my film himself, which in a way is what I had hoped for of course, and which in the long run would also make it easier in negotiating with him over Crystal's financial requirements, and the offer I'd actually give her in the beginning. It would be between the two of them to work it all out. But that wouldn't be any of my problem by then either.
I continued to watch...closely in fact, waiting for the inevitable which Andrea soon signaled as she suddenly held her breath. "Ok Bill...go ahead and squirt, try and do it right against Andrea's pussy, all over her clit, and you Crystal, you baby keep licking, I need to see how well you handle all this," giving her the only warning I intended on giving her.
Luckily, Bill was close enough that Andrea didn't have to hold back for too long...she was hovering on the edge now herself, fighting it as Crystal's talented little tongue and fingers kept busy pleasuring Andrea's about to explode pussy, which did, the moment Andrea felt Bill's first spurt of cream landing against her pussy.
Only then did I sit up in order to watch all of it.
It was a delight to see the sudden spray of Andrea's cunt envelope Crystal's face, drenching her, just as Bill likewise continued to squirt a reasonable jettison against the two of them now, of his own sticky cream.
As expected at first, Crystal was surprised, briefly jerking back, but she just as quickly leaned forward once again, accepting the still continued streamer of Andrea's massive squirt which continued to pump out of her pussy like someone had turned on a fire hose.
Bill was finished, but he'd obviously gotten off in a good way, and I wondered briefly when he did by the somewhat surprised look on his own face, if this hadn't been the actual first time that Crystal had been forced, to some extent anyway, to lick down his mixed cream as it mingled now with Andrea's still leaking cunt.
"Yes...keep going Crystal, it's important to finish the scene, show the viewer that you're enjoying this just as much as everything else. It needs to seem believable, even if it isn't...that's what you're paid for." I told her.
She virtually cleaned Andrea's pussy, which included Bill's own spunk as well which had covered Andrea's lips sufficiently to make it even more decadent looking than I'd imagined or expected. I decided to include that particular act in the new movie as well now having liked it so much. I knew that Andrea would very much enjoy playing the role of one of the wicked stepsisters too.
"Ok...CUT!"
The clock on the beside night stand read:
10:05pm
It was now time for some pampering, and a parting of the ways for the moment at least. I neither wanted nor needed an audience for the second act soon to come. Andrea wisely led Crystal into the bathroom to freshen and clean up. I then extended my hand to Bill, which he took shaking it.
"Nicely done," I complimented. "I'm impressed with her, and think we can do something together in the next picture I do," I also assured him. He was smiling broadly. "Anyway, good to see you again, and I'm sure we'll get in touch here within the next few days. Oh...and don't worry, I'll see to it that she gets home." I now stood silently, letting the subtle dismissal settle in, which he finally realized.
"Oh yes, well...thank you," he said finally taking the hint and beginning to dress. "I'll ah...call you in a couple of days then."
"I'll call you..." I said heading him off. "Still got a lot of things on my plate I need to do first, but I will. And I'm sure that you and Crystal will have a few things to work out as well first, before then." I grinned knowingly.
I soon saw him to the door, letting him out with a brief fair well nod of the head in good-bye, and then closed it behind him as he stood there.
Moments later both women strolled back into the room, neither one of which looking the worse for wear. Crystal seemed quite pleased to also notice that Bill was no longer there.
"You've got the part," I informed her. "Andrea knows what I'm willing to give you to come work for me, you can schedule an appointment with her later in the week and work out the details."
She seemed pleased enough with that not to pursue it. The business part of the evening was over with. Now it was time for some pleasure. Mine.
I walked over to the bed getting on to it, propping a few pillows behind me while still sitting up slightly. "Come sit on me...facing forward," I told Crystal. Andrea already knew what I wanted her to do, what I liked as she waited.
She quickly did so, easing herself down over my rigidly hard shaft. I felt it sink in, felt the liquid softness of her cunt surrounding me. I reached forward cupping her breasts in my hands and began playing with them molding them as she began moving against me. Andrea now joining us, leaning forward. I enjoyed the sensation of her hand, her tongue upon each of us. Sometimes removing my cock, sucking, and then licking it clean of Crystal's pussy juice before reinserting it, or slapping it against Crystal's clit for a moment or two. I fucked, feeling Crystal fucking back, felt Andrea's hand caressing my balls, or finger stroking Crystal's clit while we did that.
"Come stand," I said a short time later. "Eat her again," I then told Crystal, until she's close again. She'll know what to do when she is."
Andrea now stood as Crystal once again began licking her, fingering her, as she continued fucking me. I continued to pinch, pull and toy with Crystal's nipples, which seemed to enhance her own pleasures, her cunt getting wetter and wetter by the minute as I did so, though it seemed she was getting off just as much in eating out Andrea's cunt as it was in my fucking hers.
"Ready whenever you are Jack," Andrea said a while later, she'd obviously been enjoying Crystals mouth and tongue again, so it hadn't taken her all that long to get there.
"Then do it baby...do it!" I said, always looking forward to this, which I did each and every time.
Andrea now slid down, placing her cunt next to Crystals, leaning back supporting herself on her arms. "Play with my tits," she told Crystal, "Really yank on my nipples too!" she added lustily. "And rub Jack's dick on my cunt now."
I felt Crystal almost reluctantly removing my cock from her split, though she did so, now rubbing it rapidly back and forth against Andrea's cunt. With her free hand, she reached out just as Andrea had asked her, and began pinching and pulling one of her hard extended nipples.



"Perfect!" Andrea nearly cried out. "Keep doing it like that!"
The moment I felt Andrea's second wet spray of the evening, I felt my cock lurch, now spurting a fresh creamy wad of its own. Crystal continued pumping it, watching in delight and surprise as I came and as Andrea continued flooding the two of us with her own climatic display.
"Stuff it back in...and come on me," I told her. Which she then did.
I had the cab drop me off briefly back at the office before taking me home. Letting myself in, I saw the message light flashing on the kitchen phone, it was just then 12:49am.
12:50am
I walked over towards the refrigerator opening the door. I retrieved the half-filled cup, which contained the Fat Man's load intending to put it inside when the phone rang. Still holding it in my hand, I answered.
I could hear Susan's voice speaking even before I could say hello.
"Hey baby, didn't wake you did I?"
"Nope, just got home in fact myself. How was your day?"
"Just finished up a while ago," she told me. "How did it go for you, wrap it up?"
"Yeah, we did...went well too. Better than I expected," I told her.
"That's good...tired?"
"A little...why?"
"Cause I'm still horny...that's why. But then again I knew I would be."
"Guy," I said saying the obvious.
"Yeah...Guy. All looks...big dick, nothing else."
I realized I was still holding onto the cum-cup, thought briefly about Diane and how pleased she'd be, perhaps not so much at having to use another cold-cum to get herself off with, but at least she'd be pleased with the volume of it when she saw it. I continued to stand in the open door of the refrigerator my only real source of light on at the time, though sitting the cup down on the counter top next to it.
"What are you wearing?"
She laughed. "Nothing of course silly...but you should know that."
I did, already picturing the way she looked as I retrieved my almost too tired prick and began stroking it.
"So tell me what you're doing then...what are you using?" I asked. Susan knew how much I loved it when she masturbated herself for me, watching her in particularly, especially when she did so, finding something a bit unusual to do it with.
"Let's see," she said into the phone, and I could tell then she was looking about. "Ah...there's something," she then said. "Wait one." She was back a second later.
"What is it?"
"A coke bottle." I grinned, Susan never drank, so I wasn't surprised.
"You fucking yourself with it?"
"Yes," she moaned pleasurably into the phone. "And you?"
"Oh yeah...stroking it now, all nice and hard." Which it was.
"How many today?" she asked giggling.
I had to think back, "Eight?"
"Not bad Jack...not bad, even for you...better than me today anyway."
"How many?"
"Three."
"No wonder you're still horny."
I could hear her pummeling her cunt with the cock bottle. "Can you hear that?" she giggled. I could. It sounded really nasty. "Oh yeah baby...keep doing that, sounds nice, really naughty nice." I looked over, popped the lid on the plastic cup.
By then she was already screaming into the phone.
I held the cup over my dick and squirted, heard the grandfather clock in the living room chime.
It was 1:00am
"Make that nine," I told her.
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In the beginning I wasn't too thrilled about taking the bus in to work. It meant getting up an hour earlier for one thing, and for another, it also meant arriving at work a half hour earlier than I needed to be. As far as I was concerned, it was a good waste of my own personal time. On the other hand...it was saving me a great deal of money in gas, not to mention paying the exorbitant parking fees just to leave my car sitting in a spot all day that wasn't even really secure.
I boarded the bus, the sun hadn't even come up yet, and though lit, the light was still dim inside as I made my way towards the back where there were few if any other passengers. As I neared the back section, I spotted one young attractive looking woman, surprised to see her look up meeting my eyes and actually smiling. I returned the smile and immediately took a seat directly across the aisle from her. For a moment I felt somewhat embarrassed in having done that. I could have taken any other number of seats. In my mind, I wondered if I was being obvious in having done so, but she was certainly worth looking at. And the fact she continued to glance over my way told me that she had some minor interest in me as well. That...or my overactive imagination was working overtime.
Deciding that I shouldn't jump to conclusions or make any assumptions about a simple look and a smile, I opened my morning newspaper and began reading. Though I soon realized I had read the same paragraph three times trying to digest the content. Glancing up and over the paper in her direction again, I pretended not to look as I did so, but then I was suddenly forced to look. "Had I just seen what I thought I'd seen?" I asked myself. This time, I lowered the paper just enough to allow myself to appear to be reading it, yet once again looking even more purposely towards her.
She wore her hair short sort of spiked and wild looking, which for some odd reason really set off the rest of her features as well. Nice full succulent lips I had seen smile at me, and a first glance that showed me she'd been wearing a rather short black skirt and a simple pullover sweater that matched it. She had repositioned herself there on her seat, likewise now pretending to glance out the window of the bus as we moved along. But she had turned her legs, and thus her crotch in my direction. Just dark enough that I couldn't really see anything, it was nonetheless a nice fantasy to sit there entertaining. Half another movement, and her legs would spread far enough apart that I could have easily seen what was sitting there hidden between them. But then again, that was just me, enjoying the fantasy and playing it out in my mind, though it was never really going to happen.
I realized I'd allowed that gaze, that fantasy of thought to play itself out far longer than I should have when I once again locked eyes with her, realizing I'd been looking, and that she'd caught me doing just that. Once again, she smiled however, and as she did, she spread those same wonderful long legs of hers, and treated me to the fantasy I'd been entertaining. Only this time it was real, and this one was even better. Taking a quick sneak peak forward where the only other person who might have taken an interest in whatever she was doing, was three rows ahead of her. Satisfied no one else could, she raised herself up very quickly, and in doing so, bunched the very short skirt she was wearing all the way up and around her waist!
"Holy shit!" I just barely vocalized, certainly not loud enough for anyone to have heard me, though she had...or had at least managed to lip read the words I'd just spoken.
"You like?" she mouthed back at me, easy enough to know I hadn't misinterpreted her words, and answered by almost idiotically nodding my head.
I watched as she then spread her legs even further, dim light or no...there was no mistaking what I was looking at now. She was shaved, her lips puffy and swollen as she ran a finger deftly up and down the slit of her cunt. When she retrieved her hand, sucking the middle finger she had used, I felt my cock suddenly throb, not even realizing until that very moment that it was as hard and stiff as it could possibly be.
The bus slowed, pulling over to the side of the road picking up another passenger. Taking a quick glance back her way, I saw she was prepared to yank her skirt back down if she had to. Looking back up towards the front, I saw another guy begin to head back our way.
Normally, I consider myself a nice, really easygoing guy. Which in fact, I am. But I found myself glaring at him as he approached. Maybe it was the look in my eyes that caused him to take the seat that he did, though to be honest I really don't think I had meant to look at him the way that I had. Or...maybe I did. Either way, it served its purpose as he took his seat thus removing the threat of my "Bus Girl" as I now thought of her, from having to reposition her skirt. As I turned back to look at her, she actually laughed, her face blushing a little. But more importantly, her hand was once again down between her legs, and this time, she made it even more obvious as to what she was doing to herself as she openly finger-fucked her cunt.
This was, one of the most wildly erotic experiences of my life. A complete and total stranger, a very attractive younger woman was sitting there masturbating in the aisle across from me! I wondered for a moment if I'd boarded the bus to heaven as aroused as I now was.
Even the ride itself seemed to contribute to the erotic atmosphere. Lights periodically reflecting inside, seemingly showing a brief spot-light here and there against that openly displayed pussy. The glistening wetness of her arousal briefly, momentarily highlighted, giving the entire adventure we were sharing a somewhat surrealistic feel. When she lifted the lightweight sweater she was wearing, revealing two very beautiful full looking breasts barely encased inside a black lacy bra, I felt my prick again twitch and knew I was in the process of creating a very large wet spot. Thank god for dark Levi's or I would have really been in trouble arriving to work like that.
Bus Girl, then managed to pull one of her tits free of the bra, giving me an additional thrill as she fingered the rather dark looking nipple, which was obviously erect and fat looking. She applied a bit of her pussy juice to it with her finger, the lifted it with her hand, licking the substance off she had just placed there.
"Give me some," she mouthed towards me.
I had no clue what she had meant by that, though my mind wasn't thinking clearly at the moment either. "What?" I mouthed back barely speaking, my lifted eyebrows clearly messaging my confusion. She laughed, understanding my lack of interpretation at her request. Like a street mime performing, she then made motion with her hand like she was jacking off...a pretend cock, which she pumped, and then squeezing it. With the tip of her finger, she swiped off what I then knew was pretend precum, and then applied this to her nipple, though she actually did touch it once again looking towards me.
"Oh my God! She wants me to give her some juice!" I thought, and realized that in order to do so...I'd have to pull out my cock and actually do that. But as I sat there thinking about it, I realized I wanted to do that just about more than anything else at the moment.
I knew no one could see what I was doing unless they suddenly stood up for whatever reason and actually walked back. Freeing my prick, which was no easy process under the circumstances, Bus Girl sat grinning at me as I did so. I then copied her mimed movements as I actually did stroke, and then squeezed my prick until a nice fat juicy droplet of precum oozed out of the tip. She slid over on her seat closer to the isle, took a quick glance up towards the front, and then suddenly she was across the aisle sitting next to me! The fact she had managed this feat with her skirt still bunched up around her waist and one tit hanging out was amazing enough. Had anyone looked back as she'd done so, there would have been no mistaking what was going on back here, though even then I wondered if the bus driver had taken note of the sudden movement in back through his rearview mirror. As he made no sudden movement to pull the bus over against the curb, stand up and walk back and kick us off, I figured he hadn't. That...or maybe he was now enjoying the show. There was really no way of knowing for sure. But at the moment, I could have cared less. Bus girl was holding my dick, and squeezing it.
"By the way...my name is Julie," she then said, and swiped a droplet of juice from my dick, applying it to her tit just as she'd requested. "Wanna feel?"
I had to check myself for a pulse. For a moment, I actually did wonder if I had died, and that this bus was taking me anywhere but to work. If it was...I didn't care, I was along for the ride for the duration. Accepting her proposal, I reached over, cupping her breast and then thumbing that hard erect fat nipple of hers. She sighed pleasurably. Then to my added confusion, she lifted herself up, once again straightening her skirt back into place. As she did, I removed my hand, and she then stuffed that beautiful tit of hers back into place as well.
"Sorry...but my stops coming up," she informed me. "Tomorrow?"
Once again I nodded my head stupidly, though I think I added the words, "Hell yes!" when I did so. She again smiled, leaned over kissing me on the cheek, and then stood pulling the cord alerting the driver to pull over at the next stop. I sat there, my cock still exposed, throbbing like mad as she gathered up her purse and promptly made her way forward. I noticed as she did so, several appreciative glances followed her, along with mine. I looked out the window as she looked back, even waving as the bus pulled away. Which is when I realized, I hadn't even introduced myself, nor had I put my exposed cock back inside my pants yet either. Which I hurriedly did as another passenger got on and came all the way back to take the seat behind me. Look...or no look. Though I think my now worried and fearful expression wouldn't have scared anyone as I just managed to pull up my zipper.
**
She wasn't on the bus for the ride home, which wouldn't have made a difference even if she was. It was far too crowded, though I managed to slip into one of the few vacant seats remaining. And it was of course too well lit anyway. But even on the ride home I tended to think back of the morning and the incredibly erotic experience we had shared together. It was perhaps the first time in recent memory that I was actually looking forward to going to work again the next day.
I stood at the bus stop the following morning wondering if she'd in fact even be there. And though she'd indicated she would be, it wasn't the only bus along this particular route, though it was the same bus and time I had taken the previous day. As I stepped up, paying my tokens, I turned looking back. It took a moment, but there she was! Unfortunately even as I noticed her, I also noticed another man sitting two seats behind her. As I approached, Julie slid over from the aisle seat she'd been sitting in to the one next to the window. An obvious invitation to sit down next to her, which I did.
"By the way...I didn't introduce myself to you yesterday," I began whispering. "My name..."
Julie put a hand on my leg, shaking her head. "No...don't tell me, I don't want to know. I'd prefer to keep it this way," she told me seriously. "And my real name isn't Julie either, but...you can call me that, or think of me by that name if you'd like."
I wondered then if she wanted me to give her a fake name, but then decided it was redundant. Obviously she preferred thinking of me as "Bus Guy" perhaps, and so let it go at that.
Though the bus wasn't nearly as full as it had been the previous day, the guy sitting two rows behind us concerned me. I soon discovered however, his presence there didn't concern 'Julie' one iota. She was again wearing an equally short skirt, though this one had a plaid design, and the red pull over sweater was again likewise similar to the one she had worn the previous day. Though this one was a bit more low-cut and considerably tighter, which really accentuated her full shapely breasts, not to mention looking like it had been painted on. Almost immediately she had bunched up her skirt once again, though this time she took my hand, placing it down between her legs.
"I am already so fucking wet!" she whispered, which was an understatement. Her pussy felt like she had poured a full bottle of baby oil on it, even the seat she was sitting on felt damp as I sat there trying to be nonchalant about what I was now doing, which was finger fucking that wet juicy slit, having the time of my life while I did. "Oh yeah...that's nice," she moaned pleasurably. "Now...pinch my clit and pull on it."
Once again, I was already fucking hard. Though I'd boarded the bus with half an erection already. Just seeing her sitting there had caused it to balloon to full staff even before I had taken my seat. And now...sitting there next to her fingering her cunt, and now pinching her hard knotted clit between my fingers just as she'd asked me to, had sent a series of almost painful throbs surging through my prick.
"Read your paper," she told me grinning. "Open it up and hold it out towards the aisle."
I checked the paper to make sure I wasn't holding it upside down, and then proceeded to pretend to read it. As I did, I felt her hand fumble with my zipper, soon pulling it down. I was glad I had thought well enough ahead to forgo the necessity of wearing briefs, otherwise it would have been near impossible to fish out my rock hard cock. As it was, it just sort of popped out, much to her delight.
Holding my prick in one hand, she proceeded to toy and play with it, fingering herself with the other as I sat there staring at black squiggly lines trying to look all professional and business like. But what I really wanted to do was moan out and tell her how fucking good her hand felt. Especially when I realized she was now smearing it with a considerable amount of that cunt-cream she was producing. Which made it even slicker than it already was, though the juicy slippery sounds she began making as she did so, sounds I would have normally found extremely erotic and sensual, were making me somewhat nervous. I flipped my paper as though to straighten it, looking up and about as I did. But found relief in the fact no one was looking back at me...us, and that no snot nosed kid had piped up and yelled, "Mom! Mom! Some ladies touching this man's penis and doing naughty, dirty, disgusting things to it!"
Which did feel wonderfully, naughty, dirty and decadently disgusting as we rode along in the bus. Even as we pulled over to pick up a couple of additional passengers, Julie never quit fondling me. The problem with that was, sitting there pretending to read the paper, I couldn't very well glare at everyone who had boarded, or hope to cause them all to squeeze in to the few available seats up front with so many available empty seats all about us. And worse, there was no way to even casually discuss it in the few brief moments we had. Holding my paper, I bent it back towards me to some degree as well as lowering it as best as I could. We both watched as a middle aged woman passed by taking the seat across and behind us. And though that made things a bit more difficult, the guy who had come down the aisle behind her, made it even more so by taking the seat directly across from where I was sitting.
As he did, I heard Julie giggle knowingly, though she continued to pump my prick slowly, teasingly, and oh so wonderfully, which was already causing me to feel the first warning signs of tossing my salad everywhere. And to make things worse, as I sat staring at my stupid paper, though what I was really doing was glancing down towards her, and what her marvelous hand was doing to me, was to then watch as she again revealed her beautiful tits by pulling up the front of her tight fighting sweater up and over them. She then somehow managed to pull down the cups of her bra, so that each of her beautiful, magnificent globes were just sitting there, cradled in their cups, she now added some of my juice and hers, to each of them, fingering her nipples.
"Cum on my tits," she told me then. "I want to feel your hot juice spurting all over them!"
I glanced up over my paper, but the guy sitting across from me was looking out the window. If he'd heard anything, he certainly hadn't indicated he had, nor had he suddenly taken his cock out and started to stroke himself off, which I might have done had the roles been reversed.
"Whenever you're ready," she told me. "Because I am!"
I don't know if anyone else has ever tried holding a newspaper still while someone else is busily jacking them off, and causing you to hover on the edge of orgasm. But it's a hell of a lot more difficult than one might think. And you can only shake a paper so many times without turning the page, which I didn't dare do as I couldn't run the risk of dropping it for one thing. But likewise trying to use it as a shield in covering up what it was Julie was now doing as she leaned over even closer to me, her soft breasts actually touching my cock, was in itself a monumental feat. I could only wonder at what the guy two rows back might actually be thinking. Standing up, leaning over our seats and wondering if she wouldn't mind doing him next.
Once again...had the roles been reversed.
My answer came in the form of a groan, one in which I fought with every fiber of my being to keep from being heard, though even then I did see the guy who'd been sitting there looking out the window turn his head and look over towards me. I caught his eyes, smiled...I mean what else was I supposed to do? As I felt spurt after deliciously wonderful spurt leaping from the head of my prick to splash against the softness of Julie's breasts as she milked out every single available drop from my prick. What I really wanted to do was pull down the paper and show him I'd just had one of the best fucking orgasms of my entire life. I wanted to see the expression on his face as she looked over to see all that cum cream smeared all over this beautiful woman's tits, and make him envious as hell. Though with my luck, he'd turn out to be an undercover member of the bus police or something.
I knew that her stop was coming up soon, so wasn't at all surprised when she flipped the bra back up over her cum-smeared tits, likewise pulling down her sweater and readjusting her skirt back into place. With the orgasm I'd just had, and the sudden nervousness of the bus stopping, I wilted like a flower out in two hundred degree heat, making it very easy for her to stuff me back into my pants, which she thankfully did. Though even that embarrassed me somewhat as I'd shrunk down next to nothing. Julie didn't seem to mind though, even giving it an affectionate little pat as she tucked me back into place, pulling up my zipper just as the bus made ready to pull into her stop.
"I won't be on here tomorrow," she told me. "But I will Friday. And Friday is usually a lighter day for people taking the bus," she informed me. "I'll be in the back seat, if we can...plan on fucking me," she stated, causing me to raise my eyebrows at her. "Wear something easy...like sweat pants." And with that, she stood as the bus came to her stop. Once again, I watched as she walked up the aisle, glanced out the window as she stood there watching the bus pull away. Knowing as it did, she was standing there with a gallon of my fresh cream still clinging to her tits.
**
The following day I drove myself to work, I saw no point in taking the bus for one thing, and for another, I needed to stop at the store on my way home. I didn't own a pair of sweat pants. Nervously, I contemplated on how the hell we were going to get away with fucking on the bus. I mean it was one thing to think about it, imagine it, and another one entirely to actually manage to do it. I decided that the odds were, it would be next to impossible, and that we'd no doubt just end up masturbating one another again on the way into work, though the sweatpants would certainly make that far easier to do to. Especially with me not wearing any underwear again, that would at least speed up the process of taking me out and putting me back in.



She was right, which meant she'd been traveling this route, this bus for far longer than I ever knew. For whatever reason, there were less than a half dozen people on board when the bus stopped. And true to her word, this time she was sitting all the way in back, with the six bodies all sitting near forward. Two of which must have been a couple as they were the only two sitting together. Even so, we didn't have anyone within eight rows of us, though I still couldn't imagine how we could actually sit in the back and fuck without someone being the wiser.
Obviously, I hadn't done this before.
As I neared the back row, Julie scooted over allowing me to pass. "Sit with your back against the window," she told me. "After you've pulled your sweats down first," she added with a wink. I did so, as she then slid in closer towards me, once again bunching up yet another very short skirt. "We're just two young lovers cuddling together on the backseat," she then said filling me in. "Let me do all the work."
I mean it's not like I had visions of fucking her doggy style on the back seat or anything. Ok, well...maybe I did. But that wasn't very realistic. What was...was how she just sort of settled back in towards me, managing to slip down and over my cock in one fell swoop, with no one the wiser as I folded my arms about her chest, the feel of her soft, braless...breasts, pressed against my arms. I felt her cunt contract, which was another amazing sensation. Without even moving, she seemed to be stroking my cock as though her mouth was in fact sucking it. This was again something new. I'd never fucked anyone without moving before. Which we were. Though after a bit, we finally did begin to move some, always alert and keeping an eye out should anyone grow curious and look back towards us. If they did, we stopped, Julie turning her head towards me as we kissed, looking more like what she'd told me we would look like should anyone look back towards us. And I guess two people making out, tended to keep other's eyes averted from watching. Sort of a privacy thing I suppose. Though I seriously doubted that same rule applied towards actual fucking. Again, anyone discovering that would no doubt alert the driver, who would no doubt pull the bus over and kick us off. Or worse, we'd be hauled off to jail in chains for perverting the mind of the ninety-year-old grandmother sitting up front directly behind the driver. Obviously, they didn't have buses back then when she was of fooling around age. If she ever did. Though I did briefly wonder what it might feel like on the back of a hay cart or something.
Julie's wet slick pussy reminded me of what we were doing however as she very slowly, and very teasingly began working herself against me. Each of us with eyes glued forward should anyone decide for whatever reason to look back towards us. And likewise being aware of the height of the seat we were sitting behind, no one could see much of anything else unless they stood either. Which meant that when I pulled up the top Julie was wearing in order to cup both of her braless breasts in my hands as we sat there fucking, I got the additional enjoyment of playing with those wonderful fleshy soft pliant boobs while we did.
"Oh yeah baby, I'm getting close here," she told me. "I want to feel you cum inside me when I do," she then added. "I want to feel your fresh hard squirts filling my cunt as I cum," she said a bit too loudly, and I noticed then for the first time the bus driver appear to be actually looking up into his rear-view mirror. For a moment I held still, but she wasn't about too, now thrusting, pushing back against me as she came, as I did. I felt my cock lurch, explode and began to empty itself deep inside that amazingly wet cunt of hers, drenching us both, along with the seats as she exploded in pure unbridled ecstasy.
And this time, we did get more than just one or two curious looks our way, including one from the ninety year old, though truth be told, I think she was smiling at us.
Long before Julie's scheduled stop, she'd climbed off making herself presentable again, as I did.
"Well, it's been nice," she told me. "I've certainly enjoyed this week with you," she then added, "And wish we'd had more time to enjoy one another the way we have."
"What are you saying?" I asked, already knowing the answer to that.
She hesitated briefly before continuing. "Well, you see...the driver? He's my husband. And this week he's been filling in for the regular guy who's been on vacation. Next week, he's doing the fill in for another guy on another route, so obviously...I'll be on that bus."
I looked at her with what had to be an incredulous expression on my face, though at the moment, words failed me.
"Maybe, if you're still taking this bus, the next time Larry fills in on this route, we'll bump into one another again. I'd really like that," she told me, still leaving me without a word in response as the bus slow rolled at the next stop, where she stood and once again made her way forward. This time, it was far easier to see without so many people in the way. She paused briefly, leaned over kissing the driver, turned, looked back at me smiling and then waved. She got off, standing there as the bus pulled away from the curb, me looking back, knowing it would no doubt be the last time I would ever see her again.
But the really weird part was, getting off at my stop, passing by the driver, having to stand there and wait for the doors to open letting me out.
"Hope you enjoyed the ride," he said simply grinning at me.
And admittedly...I did.
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When David and his girlfriend Megan graduated from high school, he was more than supportive and enthusiastic about her moving out of her parent's home and into her own apartment. It would give them a lot more private time together for one thing. Which was something they hadn't had a whole lot of while dating up until now. But when he heard that she was actually moving in to an apartment with two other guys, he nearly had a fit over it, until she then explained, that her two roommates were gay.
David had of course helped her move in, and in so doing, had met Jared and Michael. He had liked them almost immediately, both of them easy going and laid back. And neither one of which acted like a lot of the stereotypical "gays" he had heard about, or very often seen. Had he not be told they were actually gay, he wouldn't have known to be truthful about it. And had he not seen them together in the apartment, he'd never have suspected anything there either. But they were loving, affectionate, and extremely playful with one another, always joking and having a good time. He could see why Megan felt comfortable being around them, as he suddenly found himself being too.
The one thing he had always liked about his girlfriend was the fact that Megan was so down to earth herself. Open-minded, almost to a fault. She wore little, if any makeup whatsoever. And though some might call her a plain-Jane, the truth was, he preferred her that way. She had a natural beauty to her, which he admired and appreciated. And loved the fact she didn't chase hairstyles, or clothing, or especially makeup fashions, trying to make herself into something she wasn't.
As the weeks went by, David became more and more comfortable hanging around the three of them, often doing so in the evenings as neither he nor Megan had a whole lot of money to spend going out on dates. Very often, they went in on pizza with Jared and Michael, and spent an evening of it together. By this time of course, he was used to seeing the two of them quite often cuddling up on the couch, occasionally sharing an intimate kiss or a touch here and there. But there had never been anything that he had found repulsive or disgusting about the way they acted around one another, no more than either of them did when seeing he and Megan likewise doing the same things.
The only thing David didn't always like was Megan's job. There were times when her schedule got messed up, or other times when she was due to get off work that she'd be asked to stick around for a while longer if things got busy at the restaurant she worked for. Or if someone didn't come in for one reason or another. But even then, he didn't mind hanging around the apartment waiting for her to come home, as again he had come to value and appreciate the new friendships he'd created with her two roommates. In time, he almost felt like he was living there with them as much as he found himself being over there. And it had even been hinted at once, though Megan's father had put his foot down whenever the subject was brought up. David guessed that with Megan living with two gay guys, that was one thing...but dating, seeing, even if they still slept together with a straight guy, was something else entirely. The bottom line was, he'd been given his own key. So it was just as though he did live there, and even helped out with expenses when he could, even though David was still living at home, working a part-time job while going back to school.
It was on a Friday night when he and Megan had made some very special plans together. Michael and Jared had likewise planned to spend the evening out, so they would actually have the apartment pretty much to themselves until later on that evening. He'd gone over to meet her there where he'd actually cooked up a nice dinner for two, rented a movie, one of Megan's favorites, and then of course, hoped to seduce her soon after that. He was right in the middle of fixing dinner when the phone rang, which he answered.
"Hello?"
"Oh baby...don't be too upset ok? But I'm going to be at least two hours late before I can get there, does that fuck things up for you too much?"
David looked over at the expensive Pork Chops he'd just finished barbequing, the baked potatoes only then having come out of the oven. Megan was supposed to have been there half an hour ago, he should have expected it and waited. But he hadn't. He'd wanted to surprise her with dinner all ready and waiting for her. As it turned out, he should have waited, and actually cursed himself for knowing better.
"I really am sorry baby, but Bill booked a large party tonight, and one of the other girls called in sick, and another one just up and quit. I'll be home as soon as I can get away. Please...don't go anywhere, just wait for me!"
Not sure what he could do to save the dinner, David cleaned everything up, sticking it all back in the fridge, and then headed off into Megan's room with a now pounding headache. He decided to lie down, let it pass, and wait for her to get home. He had immediately fallen asleep. The sound of voices somewhere in the back of his mind told him that someone was there, but even then he didn't get up, half hoping, half expecting for Megan to have arrived home, though he realized a bit later it had been Michael and Jared returning home instead from their night out. When he did wake, his headache gratefully gone now, he rolled over and looked at the clock. It was nearly midnight, and Megan still hadn't gotten home as yet. Frustrated, he decided to head home rather than wait for her as she'd asked, even though he'd intended on spending the night there with her after their fabulous evening together. David opened the door to her bedroom, stepping out into the hallway. Beyond, into the living room he could see the flickering lights coming from the TV, and though he couldn't hear anyone talking, he rightly assumed that the guys had both gotten home much earlier, and were still up watching TV, or most likely asleep there on the couch all cuddled up together as they sometimes did, especially as he couldn't hear anything at first. Quiet, so as not to disturb them if they were, David crept softly down the hall, just reaching the entry when he froze, stopping dead in his tracks! Before him, on the floor, Michael and Jared were busily pleasuring one another in a mutual "69" together. At first, David didn't have a clue as to what he should do. The doorway would necessitate his walking directly past them to reach it, though he could of course simply turn around and head back into Megan's room. He did neither.
To his own surprise, David continued to stand there, watching the two of them. Never before had he seen, or really thought about two men being together. And though he'd easily accepted and acknowledged the fact that Jared and Michael obviously had...did, and were now doing, he had never found himself curious enough to contemplate it, or ever wonder what it might actually be like, or feel like. Seeing them now, seeing how honestly erotic it actually seemed to appear, caught him entirely off guard.
David nearly turned around heading back towards Megan's room anyway. He stood fighting with his morality on the one hand, and wishing to give his two friends the privacy they no doubt would prefer having. Though for the life of him, why they weren't back in their own room doing just that went unanswered. Surely they had to know that Megan wasn't home as yet, and could very well be arriving any time now in fact. Maybe upon hearing her climbing up the steps, they'd bolt like rabbits back into their room, which is what David decided they must have already considered doing when the time came. David however, continued to stand there, watching the two of them, unable to move for one reason or another. The sight of them both, each slow sucking one another, tenderly, teasingly, and erotically, had given David an unexpected, unanticipated erection. And he found himself standing there rubbing it through the front of his jeans, though initially not realizing he had been.
But even more stupidly than that, standing where he was, for as long as he did, eventually gave away his presence. He'd forgotten about the TV, and the fact that his image could be clearly seen in the reflection of it as he stood.
"If you wanna watch, then you might as well come in and make yourself more comfortable," Jared suddenly said looking up directly at him. There had been no malice in his tone of voice, no surprised hurt, shock or anger in saying it. He was sincere, and sounded just as friendly as he ever was, just as though David had just been invited to sit and stay for dinner.
"I'm ah...sorry, I didn't mean, I was just waiting for..."
"Megan, yeah...we know, she called a little while ago, said she'd been asked to stay even later and then help clean up afterwards. Said the extra bonus money, not to mention tip money was just too good to pass up."
To David's surprise, Michael and Jared stood, each still sporting thick massive erections, though Jared crossed over to the kitchen counter pouring a couple of drinks. "Want one?" he asked, and then continued where Michael had left off. "She wondered if you were still here when she called. Jared went back into her room, saw you were asleep, and told her so. She said not to wake you, but to tell you what had happened when you finally woke up. Which obviously...you did."
Once again David was somewhat surprised, though not at all ill at ease as the three of them stood there talking, though Jared and Michael of course were still naked, and still obviously somewhat aroused. Accepting his drink, though trying very hard not to look down at Jared's stiff prick when doing so, he took a sip as the two of them moved back over towards the couch sitting down on it. Now feeling somewhat awkward, though mostly embarrassed for having interrupted their intimacy, David took the chair across from them, intending to finish up the drink he'd just been given and then leave.
Much to his surprise, Jared and Michael reached over, each of them now stroking the other unabashedly, without any inhibitions in doing so in front of him whatsoever.
"Sort of hot...having someone watching you have sex," Michael commented. "We saw you standing there for several minutes, even whispered about telling you we knew you were there, then deciding against it until we saw you begin touching yourself."
"Yeah...that's when Jared decided to ask you if you'd rather be more comfortable while actually watching us..."
"Or..." Michael now added.
"Or what?" David asked curiously as the two of them looked at one another smiling.
"Or...let us enjoy watching you while you stroked yourself off, while watching us do it. That's pretty damn fucking hot too!"
At first, David was again speechless, not knowing what to say, or how he should even feel about that. He was having difficulty enough accepting the fact he had gotten aroused, seeing the two of them sucking one another's cocks, and now sitting there in front of him, still openly fondling one another.
"It's no big deal David," Jared added. "Megan enjoys watching us do it all the time!"
"What?" David said, not sure he had heard them correctly.
"Not to worry...we're gay remember? Neither one of us has a thing for your honey, nor does she for either one of us. But it's still a bit of a kick, knowing that she's enjoying watching us, and exciting as hell for the two of us to be doing it while she's watching. So...like I said, if you're interested, it's no big deal!"
David was now thoroughly confused. On the one hand, he wasn't sure if he was supposed to feel threatened or jealous over anything or not. Because the confusing part was...he wasn't. What he was, was honestly excited and aroused, his erection growing thicker and longer with each passing second.
"What if...ah, she ah...comes home, which she could, any moment now!"
"And so? What if she does? You seriously don't think she's gonna wig out at seeing you sitting here pulling on your pud watching us while we mess around. Not when she does it all the time now do you? Seriously David?"
"Is this where we tell him that she fingers herself while we are?" Jared asked turning back towards Michael with a shit-eating grin on his face.
"Seriously? She does?"
"She does." Jared and Michael said in unison. "So...like we said earlier, you're welcome to watch, or not, but...we're horny, and whether you decide to stay, go, or go back into Megan's room and wait for her there is up to you. But...I've got a nice hard dick that needs sucking, and I need to suck this nice hard dick that I have here in my hand!"
With that, David sat, watching as Jared once again leaned over, taking Michael's prick inside his mouth and began lavishing long slow stroking sucks as he did so, and as Michael sat back, comfortably so, feeling it, eyes closed and once again smiling.
David looked towards the door, then down the hall, but his eyes were again drawn to the two men. His prick now just as equally hard and straining to be free as theirs were. To his own amazement and surprise, David stood, undoing his belt, allowing his jeans to fall down around his ankles, which he then stepped out of.
"Ooh, he has a nice sleek long one," Michael said commenting, as Jared then was forced to look up.
David felt a little shy at first, though his arousal was rapidly overcoming whatever inhibitions he might have had. Still stroking one another, which they were now doing again, Jared urged him.
"Do it David do it...let's see how you enjoy playing with that nice hard stiff prick of yours," he asked.
David did so, surprised at the level of arousal he was suddenly feeling, especially when Michael squeezed Jared's cock, producing a nice fat thick droplet of precum which he then smeared about the head of Jared's cock making it glisten, and then further using it to stroke him with, creating a very wet slick, slippery sound as he did so.
"Ooh, doesn't that look nice, and sound even naughtier?" Michael asked. "Let's see you produce one David. Go on...milk your dick for us, give us a nice droplet of cum to see, and then hear you work it around your prick!"
David did, finding it quite easy to do at the moment, hearing and seeing the two of them as they continued pumping one another all the while watching David doing the same.
He didn't even realize it at first, he certainly wasn't aware of anything for several moments, until the feel of Megan's hands coming from around and behind him as she leaned into him, pressing her bare breasts against him did he even know she was there.
"Megan?" David said suddenly standing in shock, disbelief and surprise. "How long have you been here?" he asked.
"Maybe, twenty, thirty minutes is all. I came home, saw you were asleep on my bed," she said smiling. David continued to look at her with a confused expression on her face.
"We talked about it...thought maybe we'd surprise you, see what you thought, did...reacted. I've been waiting back in their bedroom," she further explained, wondering if you'd be comfortable enough to go along with this. Like they said, we've all enjoyed watching one another. I mean...I certainly do, and I told them that I honestly didn't think you'd have a problem with it, and that you might actually find it exciting to see or watch. Like I said...I was right...wasn't I?"
There was absolutely no point in denying it. He was, and admittedly said so, though he felt slightly embarrassed by the admission.
"Oh for heaven's sakes David. It's not like I haven't been with a few girls myself before either," she then admitted to him, though by the look on his face, she realized he'd never considered the possibility of her having done that before, nor in being attracted to another woman either.
"Men!" Megan said rolling her eyes. "And even gay men at that too!" she said rolling them again. A guy can get all hot and bothered about seeing two women together, but we're not supposed to maybe find it just as equally as hot in watching two men? Well...I do, and I'll be the first one to admit it!" She then smiled, reaching down to begin fondling David's prick. "So tell me...and be honest about it David. Have you? Have you at least ever wondered about it? Thought about it? Considered it?"
To pretend he didn't know what she was talking about, or asking him was just as ridicules as sitting there stroking himself off while watching Jared and Michael together, and saying that he hadn't been.
"A few times perhaps...yes," he openly admitted to her. "But...I never have," he then added.
"So...it's not something you'd absofuckinglutely refuse to do then?" she asked. "Especially if I asked you? If it was something I wanted to see you do and enjoy...for me?"
David glanced over briefly towards Michael and Jared who now sat anxiously waiting for his answer, smiling hopefully.
"No...maybe once it might have been something I'd never have considered. But under the circumstances, and especially as I really feel like the four of us have gotten so close...as friends, no. It wouldn't bother me any to do that at all."
David was surprised at the pure delight he then saw coming into Megan's eyes. "So...you've never sucked another man's cock before then huh?" she asked.
David smiled...he wouldn't lie, and the truth was, he really hadn't. "A man's cock? No. Have I sucked a cock before? Yes...once, well a few times, but only with the one other person," he amended a bit sheepishly. Everyone was now grinning.
"So...which one would you like to try first?" Jared asked anxiously. "While the other one sucks on yours!"
"Let me choose!" Megan responded to that, making it easier on everyone in her doing so. "And then after I've enjoyed that for a while...you can all switch."
Sitting on the couch, David felt Jared as he knelt on the floor between his legs, gently fondling and caressing his balls initially. When he felt Jared's mouth softly surround his hard prick, he was surprised at the intensity and arousal that immediately coursed through him, especially as Megan stood off to one side moaning, fingering herself and caressing her breasts as she watched.
"Now you," she directed Michael, "Feed David your cock!"
Michael then climbed up onto the couch, leaning in as David watched the hard thick member slowly approach. Without hesitation, as it neared, he accepted it, tasting the heady funky taste of Michael's prick, the sensation of his erection, the firmness and stiffness not unlike his own as he wrapped his hand around the shaft, slowly, softly stroking it, all the while sucking the head, getting the feel and familiarity of doing so, remembering how it felt whenever Megan had sucked his.
"Fuck that's hot!" Megan cried out moments later, the sound of her fingers milking her pussy, the squishiness of her own juice, now easily heard as David's mouth began producing nearly the same sounds around Michael's prick, and as Jared began doing to his. Jared's sucking, every bit as good...if not better even in some ways than Megan's had been. The delight at what he then did, teaching him as he did so, feeling the various sensations, and then applying those same ones to Michael's prick.
"Ok, now...switch!" Megan asked, which Jared and Michael then did, with David remaining seated on the couch.
Once again, it was the same, yet different. The taste, textures and similarities all too familiar, but the increased arousal he was now feeling and sensing continued to heighten. He enjoyed the feel of Jared's slightly thicker longer prick inside his mouth as he licked it, sucked it and continued jacking it, just as he was feeling his being done to.
"Man...I need to fuck now!" Jared exclaimed. "I'm too close to blowing off my load!"
Though a bit nervous yet in taking things quite that far, David was somewhat relieved when at Megan's suggestion that, the two of them fuck, or rather while Jared fucked Michael's ass, as David continued to suck on Michaels cock while he did so. Megan in turn had informed them all, she now wanted to suck on David's prick while the three of them did that.



With Michael now getting down on all fours, Jared proceeded to slick up his prick, having first applied a condom to it, and then eased himself inside Michael's well lubricated ass. After he had, David slid beneath the two of them, once again taking Michael's prick back into his mouth, sucking upon it, as Megan then lay between David's legs, now sucking on his.
It was indeed, one of the most erotic experience's David had ever known, and certainly not one up until now he would have ever considered doing before. But there was no denying the pleasure he felt, the pleasure he now knew he was giving. He could feel the excited throb coming from Michael's prick as Jared fucked him from behind. He could even see Jared's cock going in and out of Michael's ass, the bounce of his tight firm balls as he did so, suddenly reaching back to grasp them in his hand, gently kneading them.
"Oh fuck! That does it!" Jared cried out, and immediately began pumping himself off inside Michael's ass. As he did so, Michael reached down removing his cock from David's mouth.
"Jerk it! Jerk it! Jerk me off!" he cried out. David watched as Michael's spunk flew from the tip of his prick, splashing against David's chest. He continued milking it, squeezing as much of it out as he could until at last satiated, near exhausted, Michael rolled over, taking Jared with him when he did.
He looked down, Megan gingerly still licking and sucking his cock. "Whenever you're ready," she said grinning towards him.
"We want to help too!" Jared and Michael both then stated, quickly moving down so that each one of them now lay on either side of Megan as she began feeding David's cock back and forth to the two men, allowing each a quick brief suck or two, before taking another one herself.
"Man...I can't hold out any longer here!" David then warned, already feeling the surge of his sperm as it began racing up the length of his shaft. All three now stroking him together, his prick fondled magnificently as they all watched the first jettison of his spunk tear through the tiny opening of his prick slit.
"Oh yeah! Yeah!" Megan squealed, as did Jared and Michael at seeing the incredible voluminous eruption taking place.
David saw stars, collapsing back against the carpeting, the intensity of his orgasm electrifying. How long he, and they all lay there, he didn't know for sure. But finally it was Megan who stirred first.
"So ok...think you can get it up again and fuck me now?" she asked David. The thought of doing so, with Jared and Michael watching as he did, suddenly seemed just arousing as everything else had been. And even as he settled easily and comfortably between her outstretched legs, soon after inserting his prick inside her extremely wet cunt, he grinned, watching as Jared and Michael each took one of her tits and began sucking it, much to her delight.
"What? I like breasts!" Jared said looking bewildered. "If I had a choice, I'd have tits and a cock!" he then grinned.
David laughed looking down at the three very close friends he now truly had. Even as he slid his prick deep inside Megan, he nodded his head knowingly. "Yeah I know what you mean," he said. "I truly do know what you mean!"
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Anna was what you might call a fun fiery looking redhead. She wore it short, spiked and wild, just the way she looked. Her breasts were full and depending on the situation, she usually enjoyed showing a bit of cleavage whenever she went out.
It was Friday. And like most Fridays, she and a co-worker, Mattie, had stopped by a local pub after work for a few drinks before heading home. Being that it was a Friday, it seemed like everyone else had the same idea as well. And though it was still early, the place was already busy with several men and women stopping in for a drink, relaxing, and chatting it up with friends.
"Busy tonight," Anna commented, though she had spotted a couple of vacant bar stools at the counter. She and Mattie immediately made their way over, sitting down, and soon ordered their drinks. She had already enjoyed a few casual looks thrown her way as she sat down. Wearing a skirt, though it wasn't inappropriately short, it was slit up one side allowing her a bit more freedom of movement. A goodly deal of her upper thigh showed through however as she sat, though she smiled inwardly, allowing it to do so without adjustment. Her blouse likewise was modest, though she had undone one more button than normal just before leaving work. Showing just a hint of her more than ample breasts currently incased in a satin like bra matching her red blouse.
"Be right back," Mattie commented a few minutes later. "Need to use the Lou and then make a phone call."
Unlike herself, Mattie was married and knew that she needed to call home and see if her husband Robert would be working late. Sometimes he did, so they'd stay a bit later at the pub enjoying their drinks. On nights that he didn't, they would only have one or two, and then head out far earlier than she liked. Anna hoped this wouldn't be an early night. She was enjoying her drink the ability to relax while listening to the music coming from the jukebox. So absorbed in her comfort, she at first didn't hear, see or even sense it when a man stood next to her, not quite sitting on the stool that Mattie had vacated, but looking as though he might when she realized he was there.
"Oh sorry, I'm with a friend, that's her seat," Anna said. His eyes smiled in acknowledgement, he took his glass off the bar and walked around behind her. Anna thought he was leaving, her response taken as she was not at all interested, though in truth she might have been had he continued to stand there talking to her. He was tall, sandy colored hair, a nice smile and certainly a smooth sounding voice as he'd said, "Oh...sorry luv," and then walked around behind her. To her surprise, he merely changed sides, now standing on her right, leaving the bar stool open for Mattie's return. "Can I buy you another?" he asked. Anna realized she had already finished her first drink, and while waiting for Mattie's return with the news if this was going to be an early night or not, hadn't as yet ordered another.
"Yes, thank you," she found herself saying, surprised to some degree that she had, though again the smile she was looking at was disarming, putting her immediately at ease. "Haven't seen you in here before," Anna said.
"We just moved here," he told her, "took a flat just around the corner."
"We?" Anna asked somewhat disappointedly, already deciding he was married, though a quick glance at his hand indicated no ring.
"Yes, my brother and I," he said easily. "We just started up our own business together," he explained once again smiling.
Just then Mattie returned, surprised to find Anna engaged in conversation with an attractive looking man. "Sorry Anna, but I'm afraid I can't stay, Robert's already home."
"Anna?" The man smiled once again gathering her attention away from her friend. "Nice to meet you, my name's Gary," he said finally introducing himself. "And my brother Larry is over there, he's just gotten us a table. Would you two care to join us for a drink?" He had asked hopefully.
Anna followed his gaze, spying a booth, looking twice as she did, once at the table, and quickly back to the man standing next to her, they were identical.
"Twins?" she asked mildly surprised. Obviously they were.
"In every way," he responded secretively, his comment adding a hint of naughtiness behind it, which caused Anna to feel a brief quick involuntary twitch between her legs.
"Sorry...can't stay as much as I'd like to," Mattie said already standing up off her stool. "You?"
"For a bit," Anna said grinning at her friend knowingly, receiving a quick quirky smile back in return. Mattie leaned over giving her friend a quick kiss on the cheek in good-bye, though whispering.
"Do everything I wouldn't...though would want to," she said, adding a laugh behind it. "See you on Monday then," she added, though placing her hand up against her face next to her ear and mouthing the words, "Call me!" Anna smiled nodding her head briefly.
"See you Monday Luv," Anna said, and immediately turned her attention back towards Gary who had stood there waiting patiently. Anna answered by standing, taking her drink. Gary grinned, leading her over towards the booth where his twin brother Larry was anxiously waiting for them.
In was only natural that she slid in between them, Gary soon after introducing her to his brother, who in turn introduced himself. They sat in casual chat discussing the business they were in, asking about Anna and what it was she did. She felt comfortable, and it felt good having the attention she was suddenly receiving, from both men, and identical twins at that. What she hadn't expected was the sudden rush of arousal, which had begun coursing through her. She could even feel the flush of it within her cheeks, making her warm, though it had been a rather hot and muggy day as it was outside anyway. As though attempting to cool herself, off, Anna toyed with the front of her blouse, giving it a brief subtle flutter with her hand, though she had managed to undo yet another button on her blouse while doing so. Not enough to be considered inappropriate even then, but certainly inviting a more direct glance down her blouse at her captured twin peaks.
They continued to chat, getting even more comfortable and friendly, laughing together over silly things, which is when Anna felt the sudden warmth of Gary's hand on her leg, though he had done so as a mere chance, his hand resting only briefly there before removing it. But she had liked the quick brief touch of it, and when the opportunity came, she then did the same. Anna allowed her own hand to come into contact with Gary's thigh, though as it did, she allowed it to stay there, as he had. And he had even leaned closer towards her, using the excuse to gather up their now empty glasses and pushing them together on the table so that their waitress would see and come refill their drinks. The movement however now had them sitting there touching, which Gary didn't shy away from in sliding back over where he'd been. His own hand now coming to rest upon her thigh beneath the table, as he too left it there, just slowly inching it back and forth upon her as though doing so without realizing that he was.
Fresh drinks were soon brought, and as Larry slid them over to everyone, he too used the movement to move closer to Anna on the other side. She felt his hand then resting itself upon her leg, where it too now remained. The combined touch of both upper thighs now being gently caressed, sent a series of surprised shudders and twitches coursing through her. Anna felt the beginnings of her arousal, a brief bit of moisture as it accumulated, and as she briefly entertained thoughts of the impossible, unlikely.
"Would it be too forward of me to say you have lovely looking breasts?" Gary asked, and then adding before Anna could even respond, "Doesn't she Larry?"
"Oh yes, definitely," Larry responded back. "Twins, perfect twins...just as we are," he finished with the exact same smile she likewise saw on Gary's face. But it wasn't just that which had sent yet another jolt deep between her legs, but the subtle gentle squeeze on her thigh once again, as she felt Gary's had travel upwards a bit higher. His finger tips just inching up and beneath the inverted "V" of her dress slit where it ended. And though his hand remained well far of her pussy, his teasing touch might as well have been touching it directly the way that her clit throbbed involuntarily as his fingers continued toying with her where they were.
"I'm not sure they're exactly identical," Anna had teased back. "In fact, most women's breasts really aren't you know. One is usually a bit larger than the other, though most of the time, it's hardly noticeable."
Both men were grinning. "It would be interesting to see if either one of us could figure out which one might be," Larry said half jokingly, quickly adding. "And as identical as we are too, there is subtle differences between us as well, would likewise be interesting to see if you could tell who was really who...though we'd have to be naked of course in order to do that."
It was an obvious invitation, but suddenly the thought of exploring that was more arousing than anything Anna had entertained for a very long time.
"I bet I could tell, figure it out," she then challenged, waiting to see their response, which came almost immediately.
"Last drink then? And then we'll go back to our flat and see how good you are," Gary paused briefly grinning with the suggestive pause speaking volumes, "At telling us apart?" he then finished, though Larry immediately quipped.
"We should make it a game, offer some sort of prize if she does, if she can," he grinned, and likewise, if we can...distinguish between which one of your breasts mightn't be somewhat larger, or smaller than the other."
**
The twins were correct when they said their flat was just around the corner. It took only minutes to arrive, where Anna then followed Larry up, as Gary followed behind. She couldn't help wondering as he did what he was looking at as the steps were steep as they climbed up. Though their place was nice and well furnished, it was small. And she was further surprised to find there was only one bedroom, though the bed itself was rather large.
"Best place we could find on short notice," Gary explained as though reading Anna's mind. "We'll look for a bigger place later," he added. "Though for now...it suits us just fine." He was smiling, the twinkle in his eyes as he said that giving lie to the comment as his words had hinted at more than that.
And though she felt comfortable, Anna was still nervous, though she also knew part of that was due to her arousal as well.
"Would you care for something else to drink?" Larry had asked crossing over towards a spacious side bar where there was plenty of liquor. And though she had probably had enough already, with her head already buzzing, she accepted the offer, promising herself to just sip it.
She followed the men inside the bedroom, standing at the end of the bed holding her drink. As though somehow communicating to one another with their minds, they both approached, each one stepping towards her. They each one now kissed the nape of her neck simultaneously, and as they did, Anna felt two pairs of hands deftly undoing the last few buttons on her blouse. As one, they worked together, taking it off her as it fell away now leaving her to stand there in her red satin bra. She then felt the same being done to her skirt, buttons opened on the side, suddenly the feel of fresh air bathing her ass, and her legs as she now stood in the briefest of thongs. Anna sipped her drink, enjoying the tantalizing tease of their undressing of her as they did so expertly without a single word of communication passing between them.
"Are you two this smooth when you work together as well?" she asked. Her answer came in the form of her bra suddenly coming away. She allowed it to slide down her arms, now joining her skirt, which she stepped out of. Gary then took the drink she'd been holding, setting it down next to the bed as Larry stood in front, his hands gently cupping each of her full firm breasts in his hands as he stood looking at them.
"Hmm," he said, first lifting one and then the other as Gary came over standing beside his brother scrutinizing the two of them as well. "I don't know Gary, they sure feel the same, certainly no difference in weight as far as I can tell either. What do you think?"
Letting go of her tits, it was now Gary who cupped them within his hands, likewise lifting them up, looking back and forth between the two, which only further hardened and crinkled her already well aroused nipples. "They look perfect to me," he then added. "I couldn't tell which one might be larger, if in fact they really are," he accused, though leaned forward capturing one hard nipple between his lips, sucking it before Anna could even respond. Almost immediately Larry did the same, now likewise sucking the other as the three continued to stand there together. Anna placed her hands on the back of each of the twin's heads, holding them in place, feeling the delight as they teased each of her hard twin peaks pleasurably. She was amazed as well as delighted at the similarities as they stood sucking her, flicking her hard extended little nipples with their tongues, doing so almost as if choreographed.
They stepped away only momentarily, each one undressing themselves quickly until they too were naked, though Anna remained with only the briefest of thongs on, still covering her pussy. At first glance, even she couldn't see any noticeable difference between the two of them either. Each with a lovely, hard, thick straining penis, even the swollen purple angry looking heads of their cocks appeared exactly identical as they once again approached her as though giving each some sort of secret telepathic signal to have done so.
To her delight, she felt their erections pressing against the thin wisp of material still guarding her sex. And even more delightfully, as each then slipped just the tip of their blood engorged heads inside, literally touching one another, though now trapped to some extent beneath the strip of smooth satiny material holding them there. Anna reached down, now rubbing each against herself, as well as each other. She enjoyed the erotic, naughty contact, the indirect sensation of her hand, and the direct stimulation and sensation of their throbbing hard pricks as they came together, tip to tip as she continued touching and caressing them both simultaneously.
Likewise, they in turn once again began caressing her tits, toying with and pulling upon her fat hard nipples. She felt little bolts of electricity surging through each as they sucked, pulled and lightly nipped at her more than aroused flesh.
No longer content to simply stand there, though delightful as it might have been, Anna now boldly stepped back towards the bed, forcing them both to come with her. Having slipped out of their imprisonment however, Anna now took the time to quickly remove the last remaining item she wore. Her bare freshly shaved cunt stood out invitingly. She could already feel the wetness of her desire pooling deeply within, as she crawled up and into the enormous bed. As one...Gary and Larry soon joined her as she knelt, letting them know as she did what her intentions then were.
"I want to suck you...both, at the same time," she stated, enjoying the looks on the men's faces as they grinned in twin approval at the suggestion. Playfully, she lined up their tiny little cum-slits together, pressing them together as though they were kissing. Holding them there, she licked, nipped and sucked at the two of them before finally gathering each as though one, inside her mouth, sucking.
"Oh fuck that's good!" Though now Anna could no longer tell for sure, which one had spoken, each naked, their individual clothing no longer a marker of their differences.
"Yes, yes...way fucking good!" The other then said, as she continued to pleasure them both simultaneously, once again holding their cocks together, now side by side as her hands surrounded, stroking them both up and down together, still sucking each as one, though at times alternating back and forth between the two. She continued to do so for quite some time until she could no longer stand it, which they again seemed to sense even before she had.
"What would you like us to do?" One asked.
"What haven't you done, you would like to try?" The other then said as she took but a moment to tell them.
"I would like...and have never done, a double penetration," she said easily. "Something I have indeed enjoyed, but never at the same exact time," she confessed.
Almost immediately one of the twins located a bottle of lubricant within the night stand. He soon slicked up his prick, handing it to his brother as he then did the same. They proceeded to slicken Anna's tight puckered little ass. She felt a gentle finger worming its way around inside her, gently stretching, caressing, and teasing her there as one of them then lay down upon his back on the bed. He presented his hard stiff cock for her to sit on, which she now did, first sitting herself upon his chest, reaching back and then grasping the hard swollen phallus she found there. Anna felt the tip slowly ease itself inside her. Her cunt long since juicy, dripping, and more than enough lubricated to permit access. She felt it slide in, going deep until she felt the fullness of his balls as they rested against her. Holding still, they each savored the moment and the fill of being inside her.
"Ok, whenever you're ready," she said. Anna now felt the gentle press and tease as the other twin placed his equally hard cock at the opening of her ass. She felt it caress, moving softly back and forth, up and down from side to side. A moment more of this, and then she felt the pressured press of it, though it was again soft, slow and gentle as he did so. To her amazement, but a second more the sudden welcomed intrusion as the head passed almost effortlessly through the tight barrier. He held still though however, allowing her to get used to the unfamiliar entry, the hard throbbing cock still in her cunt, now dancing of its own accord, welcoming the additional arrival of another prick, separated now by only the thinnest of membranes.
"Bloody fuck!" Anna moaned appreciatively. Never before had she been so fully filled in this way. Twin perfect cocks, one in her cunt, the other her ass, now slowly beginning to work themselves in and out of her two openings. Sometimes together, sometimes in complete opposite directions, though each sensation she felt had a difference and uniqueness aside and a part from one another. "Yes! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" she cried out as they did, though again slowly doing so. The tease of penetration not yet asking for the decadence of so swift a coupling as she knew soon to come.
Below, Gary, though she still wasn't sure, reached up to again fondle and play with her breasts as his prick slid in and out of her effortlessly. She reveled in the sensation of his lips now forcing both breasts together where he took her nipples into his mouth as one, just as she had done with their pricks when holding them together sucking each. He lavished each with his tongue, licking and sucking them simultaneously, Larry now reaching behind, still yet thrusting his prick in and out of her ass, grasping her breasts from behind, holding them for his brother as he continued sucking and playing with them both.
Anna soon felt the surge of orgasmic delight begin. The intensity of climax already beginning to rob her of her senses. Her head felt light, her skin now exploding with a sea of goose bumps as her toes began to curl in anticipation of what she now hovered on the verge of.
"Cum in me! Squirt in me! Bathe me with your cream!" she screamed as the two men now pummeled each of her aroused, supersensitive orifices in pure unadulterated abandonment. Even as she felt the tickle of her beginning climax, she felt the sudden surge, and then the release of Gary's semen suddenly exploding deep within the recess of her cunt. In that moment, that very first throb of his prick as it lurched inside her over and over again, Larry too began doing the same deep within her ass. His grunt, his moan of release matching hers, the first squirts of his prick triggering her own frothy, creamy pleasures which exploded from her cunt, somehow manifesting themselves inside her ass as she cried out in total abandonment.



"Oh my god! Oh my god! Oh my god!" she yelled at the top of her lungs, as they too grunted, moaning, spilling their semen, their pleasures inside her as one.
They soon after collapsed in a heap together upon the bed, though it was long moments afterwards before anyone could move.
"A bit of rest...and then, again?" she asked hopefully.
They had showered and refreshed, enjoyed another drink with mouths parched and dry. Soon after returning to the bedroom however, where this time Anna was treated to another doubling of a different kind.
She again knelt upon the bed, though this time it was Larry who slid beneath her, his mouth and lips immediately locating, and then begin teasing her re-aroused hard little clit. Behind, Gary too knelt, his lips, tongue kissing and exploring her well used, thoroughly satisfied tight opening. The feel of his tongue rimming her, probing her as Larry's likewise tongue-fucked, sucked and tickled her from below.
As intense as her orgasm had been previously, so was the next. It had come upon her almost unexpectedly, far more quickly than she had anticipated. She felt the wetness of her cunt suddenly increase, the sweetness of her nectar cascading into the hungrily sucking mouth below. The press of tongue now deep inside her ass, worming it's way pleasurably about as she came, over and over and over again, crying out.
With two very hard, very full, very swollen cocks filling her hands once again, Anna now knelt on the bed, rubbing each against her breasts, playing with them just as she had done in the beginning. Taking delight in seeing them mashed together, firm hard heads bucking against one another as she jacked them both off, working the aroused tender flesh, seeing the leakage of twin bubbles of precum oozing forth, and then using it to rub against each cock with.
"Cum on my tits," she urged after a while. "I want to see each of these splurging against me, bathing my nipples in your cream."
Before long, they soon were. Watching first one as it ballooned within her hand, the sudden emergence of a tiny white little drool, then the following explosion of Larry's spunk as it shot out of his prick in a series of spectacular white little streamers. Seeing this, Gary's then did the same, adding to the criss-crossing displays of his brothers, until each of her breasts had been decorated with ice-frosted coatings that made her breasts look like freshly baked delicacies.
Anna then lifted her tits, licking off the fresh creamy nectar, savoring the taste and the sweetness of their now combined spunk.
**
She had slept in late, a smile still upon her face as she did so, memories still fresh, her pussy even then quivering with the reminder of it. The phone rang. She smiled answering, knowing who it would be. The curiosity too much to refrain from waiting any longer.
"Well? How was it?" Mattie asked excitedly. "So...did you?"
"Did I ever!" Anna told her hintingly.
"God, Anna...tell me, please tell me...and don't leave a single solitary, disgusting, and decadent thing out while you do either!"
Anna laughed.
"No wait! Wait before you do that," her friend said. "I want to get something first!"
Anna laughed once again, there was a momentary pause, then the very familiar sound of something she herself now held in her hand. Anna heard the vibrating teasing hum of her girlfriend's toy as she obviously began using it upon herself.
"Ok, now tell me...right from the start, and like I said...don't leave a single fucking thing out either!"
And she didn't.
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I had just finished my last class of the day and had returned to my dorm room. Steve, my roomy was sitting at his PC doing what he seemed to always be doing. Looking at porn. The fact he was also jerking himself off while doing so wasn't much of a surprise either. He didn't seem to care if someone simply barged in while he was. Steve figured that it was their problem, not his if they did so. He did what he did, because he enjoyed it. And anyone else having a problem with it could just leave. Which included me, his roommate. The fact of the matter was, it didn't bother me, and for another thing, Steve always left his special porn pages up so they were accessible to me as well whenever he wasn't around.
I walked over tossing my books down onto my bed. Steve was truly enjoying himself at the moment too, and hadn't missed a stroke. Like I said, at the moment he couldn't have cared less that I was there, and for good reason. The one thing that did surprise me a little however, was the fact he was getting off while watching a woman on his web cam, while she in turn was watching him. This was something new which I hadn't seen him doing before until now. Fascinated, I sat there more or less looking over his shoulder as he continued to enjoy himself, all the while watching this very attractive, but much older woman getting herself off with a vibrator.
"Damn, that's hot!" I actually heard myself saying without realizing I had.
"You're telling me!" Steve said. "Just found this new porn site, it's called MILF's."
"MILF's? What the hell's that?" I asked.
Steve took a brief moment to toss me a weird look before turning his attention back to the very wet looking cunt he was watching this older woman burry a vibrator into. "It means Mother's I'd Like to Fuck," he said simply.
Moments later Steve shot his wad, though I had turned my attention away from watching him and back to looking at her as she obviously climaxed soon after herself. They both thanked one another on the keyboard, and soon after signed off.
"Fuck! I'm gonna be late for class!" Steve suddenly announced and then jumped up preparing to leave. Before he did so however, he turned towards me knowingly. Go ahead Dan, take a look around, maybe you'll see someone on there that will interest you. If you want to cam with her, just click on that little movie camera button. Provided you even find someone that wants to with you," he stated half seriously.
Steve left, and I quickly settled down into his seat, now curious as I began browsing through page after page of rather interesting MILF's as he called them. I began to notice that some had a little icon telling me if they were on line at the moment. I then tested the camera, which promptly showed a picture in the top of the screen of how I appeared, which at the moment was less than interesting, though I was rapidly getting there. Unlike Steve, I got up, locked the door to the room, and returned to my seat, quickly unzipping myself and taking out my now very hard cock. I scrolled through a few more women looking for one I would enjoy talking to, and looking at, when I damn near swallowed my own tongue. At first, I didn't know what I was looking at, and then it registered. I was staring at a photo of my very own mother. And though the screen name that was listed there wasn't her real name, there was no mistaking the fact that it was her! Ever since I was a kid I had had somewhat of a fascination with regards to her, though it was something I of course had never pursued. But I had secretly found her very attractive looking, which she was, and had on more than one occasion found excuses for barging in on her whenever I knew she was dressing. Just so I could catch a glimpse of her nude, or semi-nude body. She always treated it as no big deal, almost like it was a game I enjoyed playing, which she was very much aware of. But in all that time, I had never seen anything like this. There was a series of six personalized photos that were shown, and I took my time thumbing through each and every one of them. "Darlene" as she was calling herself, though her real name was JoAnn, not to mention being my own mother, had a nice pair of very mature looking tits. Something else I had been infatuated with. I never had been into the so called "standing up there and out" perky tits a lot of younger woman had. But had always preferred the soft, full, somewhat gravity prone hangers, just like what I was looking at now. Her nipples were pretty good sized as well, and in the second photo, it showed her holding one of her breasts up in her hands, actually licking the rose colored very thick and very hard looking nipple. I sat there, realizing I was stroking my own dick while looking at it, and getting hornier and hornier by the second. Which is about the time her little icon lit up, informing me that she had just signed on!
"Damn! Did I dare?" I wondered. Since I was signed on under Steve's screen name, which I noticed had said "Horn Dawg" I knew that as long as I didn't ever show my face, there was no way she would ever know who I truly was. Excited, somewhat scared, but certainly excited and aroused, I typed a message to her, telling her she had a hot looking body, and that I'd enjoy seeing more of her. I sat back waiting, half expecting her not to respond, especially while using an idiotic screen name like "Horn Dawg!" Moments later when she did, I nearly jumped out of my seat. Suddenly a live web cam of her appeared, and though I couldn't see her face at the moment because it wasn't in view, there was no mistaking the background of her bedroom, or the fact that it actually was her! I had forgotten that my own camera was on, and at the moment that it was showing my very hard cock, which I was still at the moment sitting there stroking. When she typed in the words, "Nice Cock" I realized then she could see it.
"Nice tits," I responded back. "Would love to see more of them."
I watched as she slipped out of the blouse she'd been wearing. Her 'Heavy Hangers' now sitting there bulging out of her black lacy bra, hinting at all that succulent flesh I'd been infatuated with ever since I was a kid. And now, here she was, my own mother, unknowingly responding back to me with those gorgeous tits of hers hanging out.
"Very nice!" I typed. "Fuck...you're making me horny!"
"I can see that," she typed back. "You're making me horny too," she then added. "Would you like to see?"
"Oh, fuck yes!" I came back at her. And then watched as she not only removed the bra she was wearing, but then scooted back in her chair, pulling the matching lace panties she was wearing off to one side, showing me her wet looking juicy split. I could now see her face too, and she looked lustier, more erotically horny than I had ever seen her before. I sat mesmerized as she fingered her split, sticking several fingers inside her cunt before removing them and licking the juice off her fingers.
"You like?" she reached forward typing. "What would you like to see me do?"
"Lick your tits for me," I told her. "Suck them, and put some of your pussy juice on them before you do."
"I like naughty boys," she responded before doing so, and then watched as she did that. Watched as she once again speared her pussy with two fingers, the creamy substance her cunt was now oozing very noticeable as she then rubbed it all over and around one of her extremely hard looking nipples. After she had, she then licked it, and sucked it, giving me a nice close up view of that gorgeous nipple of hers as she did.
We spent the next twenty minutes watching one another pleasuring ourselves, though all she saw of me during that time was my very hard cock and balls. Nearing release, as we both were by now, she typed, "Would you like seeing me squirt?"
"Holy fucking shit!" I thought. "My mother squirts too?" I rapidly typed back, "Fuck yes! Please!"
Seeing her smile, seeing the look on my own mother's face as she scooted back onto the bed, a rather large sized cucumber lying next to her which she now picked up and inserted inside her cunt was probably the most erotic, most decadent thing I had ever seen before. Especially when she lay there, sledge hammering that thick green monster in and out of her cunt with all this white frothy juice suddenly clinging to it every time she halfway took it out. I was almost there when she leaned forward, once again typing.
"You ready to cum? Because I sure am. I want to see that nice hard cock of yours squirting for me while I do...you ready? Close?"
"Fire away," I responded back. "Ready to shoot whenever you are!" Once again she smiled, sat back, and again began pummeling her cunt with the veggie as I likewise began spanking my own monkey furiously.
I watched wild-eyed as suddenly my own mother's cunt erupted. This very wet juicy little geyser of female cum-cream suddenly jettison, spurting high into the air as she took out the cucumber, allowing it to squirt before reinserting it, fucking herself once or twice more, removing it again, and squirting again. Seeing that was all it took. I looked up in the monitor in the self-cam photo that was showing of me just as my own cock exploded. The spunk literally skyrocketing out of my prick, so much so that it flew out of camera shot in fact, though it was obvious she seemed to enjoy watching it as I did.
"Nice spunk cum," she typed seconds later. "You made me very...very horny watching you!"
"Fuck...you too!" I typed back, and then added, "I would love to watch you again sometime."
"Ditto...me too. I'm usually on here about this time every day," she then told me. "You?"
I had to think about that. Steve had this class at this time three days a week, so with luck I could at least see her that often, and told her so. Making a date for the day after tomorrow, same time, same place, as it were, we signed off both promising to be here.
After we did, I went back in and looked at her photos again, saving her profile into Steve's "favorites page" which I didn't figure he'd mind. And even as I did that, I began to form an idea inside my head, though it was pretty far-fetched and pretty unrealistic as I did so. But I figured the next time we got on line together, I would mention it and see where it went.
**
It was like deja'vou. I had just gotten back from my own class, and Steve was once again sitting at his computer doing what he liked best, which had now become one of my personal pastimes as well, though I didn't tell him that. He was again on the same site, though he had just finished getting off and was about to sign off when I asked him to leave it up for me.
He smiled. "Ah, found someone last time did we?" He asked. I told him I had, and then asked him if he'd ever met anyone real life that he'd met and jerked off with on line.
"Couple times, not very often though. Mostly, all they want to do is get themselves off, and watch guys like us do the same? Why you ask?"
Since Steve was in fact a for real "Horn Dawg" I figured I might as well tell him what I'd discovered and been doing. If there was any hope of eventually pulling this off, he had to be let in on it anyway, otherwise it wasn't going to work. And on top of that, mom had to be willing to meet, and I knew she wasn't about to even consider doing that unless she saw what I...or rather Steve looked like.
And the one plus there was, Steve wasn't a bad looking guy. But even more importantly, his cock and mine from what I'd been able to determine, were very similar in appearance. He wasn't overly large, nor was I, and we seemed to both have the same shape and size of heads too. Had we not have, or at least been as similar in appearance, the idea I had in mind wouldn't have worked either. So I told him.
"No fucking shit! Your mom?" he'd said after I told him all about my discovery, and what had happened. I then told him I was expecting to meet up with her again here shortly, watch her again, and hopefully set something up in actually meeting her if he was willing to go along with my idea.
Steve laughed, "You're one sick motherfucker, you know that?" he joked. "But I like it!" he quickly amended. "I'm thinking you're maybe as perverted and twisted as I am. And I can't think of anything more fucking hot, than getting a chance to fuck my roommates own mother, and then watch him as he does!"
Steve immediately decided to skip class, much to my delight. And then minutes later as we brought up "Darlene's" profile waiting, she appeared. This time it was Steve however sitting in the chair, hard cock and all, which I figured would be the first test in seeing if we could pull this off or not. The other being, he now allowed his face to be seen which I hadn't done. And though I had to be careful to stay out of the camera myself, I was still able to get a nice view of my mother as she once again sat back on the bed in her bedroom, finger-fucking herself while my good old buddy Steve, jerked off for her while she watched.
"I do love your cock," she had typed, which to me had been a pretty good indication we'd passed the test. "I love watching it squirt, I'd love feeling it squirt on me," she'd added.
"Fuck man, that's our opening!" I'd said. "Ask her...ask her if she'd ever be willing to actually hook up and meet somewhere!"
Much to my surprise to be perfectly honest, she responded back that she would. She even gave us a place she often enjoyed going to, a fairly nice Hotel that wasn't too far away from where my mother and stepfather lived. Steve responded back he'd be there of course, which we both would, and made a date for the very next day at two in the afternoon. It would mean that we'd both end up skipping classes, but under the circumstances, who wouldn't have?"
We had also learned that one of mom's fantasies was being tied up, and blindfolded. Steve had then told her, that's what he intended on doing for her when he showed up. She had given us the room number she'd be in at the hotel, and once let inside, Steve would then proceed to do all that. As soon as he was able, he would then sneak me in.
We showed up at the agreed upon time, with me hiding out down the hallway as mom let him into the room. They must have gotten right down to business, as it wasn't more than a few minutes later when I saw the door open and Steve waving me down to it. I hurriedly did so, quietly stepping in as he made his way back over towards the bed. Sure enough, my mother was spread-eagled on the bed, hands and feet tied to the corner posts with a black scarf tied around her head, covering her eyes. The fact that I was actually standing there inside the room, looking at my very own naked, tied down blindfolded mother, gave me an instant erection. I watched for a while as Steve went about teasing her to death, fingering her wide-open pussy, sometimes licking and sucking her clit, then rubbing his hard cock around her nipples, and against her mouth as she nibbled it, sucked it, and licked it. All the while with Steve looking over at me as I quietly undressed, waiting for my turn and the inevitable switch we were planning.
The only thing I had asked, and which Steve had agreed to, was that I be the first one to fuck her. When the opportunity came for us to make the switch, Steve stepped back to where I'd been standing as I crossed over and got on the bed. Staring at her juicy wide open split, I then allowed myself to run my tongue up and down my own mother's cunt, tasting her juices, and then sucking on her clit. Hearing her moans and sighs of pleasure nearly made me cream right then and there. Especially with Steve standing there getting photos of all of this with his cell phone as I did so. Something else we had planned on doing.
"Fuck me! Please come and fuck me now!" Mother cried out. "I want to feel that big beautiful prick of yours filling my cunt!"
In the next instant, I was doing just that, driving my hard thick shaft into her as fast as I could as she humped back against me, fucking me back just as furiously.
"Oh yes! Yes! Make me fucking cum! Make me fucking squirt!" she screamed out deliriously, and then she was...and then I was. Feeling her wet hot juices actually spraying out against me, soon had me unloading a copious amount of thick rich gooey cum butter inside my mother's cunt. After which, I then walked around, placing the head of my prick against her mouth so she could lick off all the wet sticky residue, which again, Steve managed to get several nice photos of her doing. When she then asked to be untied and released, we hurriedly switched places, though Steve stalled once again teasing her clit, pinching her breasts, which she liked, and which bought us a little time as I dressed and hurriedly slipped back out of the room.
It was another thirty minutes before the door opened, and Steve came out, once again meeting me down by the elevators.
"She's one hot fucking cunt!" he told me. "Man...would she ever freak if she was to find out what we did!"
I wondered about that. And in fact knew that I wanted to fuck her again...and soon too. But the concept of pulling this off again like we just had wasn't very damn likely. Fantasy was one thing, and doing it on occasion was a possibility. But certainly not every damn time you did either.
I was scheduled to spend the weekend at home for a visit. And knowing that my stepfather would no doubt go off and play a round of golf the following morning once again gave me the incentive to attempt to do what I'd only then decided I was going to do. I wasn't at all sure how mom would react, but again, under the circumstances I felt like it was worth the risk, and see how it all played out.
I showed up Friday evening as expected, and mom had cooked one of my favorite meals in anticipation of that. As I didn't get along all that well with my step-father, as I'd already gone off to school by the time the two of them had met and had gotten married, we really hadn't spoken all that much, though I had sensed in the beginning, he wasn't the best thing to happen to my mother, even though she herself had realized it shortly before they had gotten married. He was more or less a form of security for her, which she admitted to, and to which even I had to be somewhat grateful for, as they had helped me out with some of my college finances.
After watching the news, Greg excused himself and went upstairs to bed since he'd be getting up early the following morning to go out and play golf with his buddies. It hadn't been my intent to do anything that night whatsoever, though I still wasn't sure how I was in fact going to approach mom with what I knew...had done, and honestly wanted to do again. But that golden opportunity presented itself quite unexpectedly. After Greg went up, mom informed me she was going up to say good-night, and wanted to change into her "comfy" clothes as she called them, provided I didn't have a problem with that. I told her I didn't of course, and in fact, wouldn't mind doing the same, which for me as she knew, consisted of a simple pair of boxer shorts and one of my sleeveless tee shirts. Something I had worn and been doing most of my life, long before heading off to college.
It wasn't long when she came back down into the living room where I sat thumbing through the TV channels looking for something to watch. Though my mind was going a hundred miles an hour, trying to think of how I was going to approach her. I had still decided to wait until the following day when Greg wasn't around, so wasn't really anticipating doing anything. But when mom came down stairs again, and upon seeing her, I felt my cock immediately begin to stiffen and knew I'd soon be in trouble, unable to hide it if it did.
It wasn't like she was dressed in something frilly or lacy or meant to be all that sexy. Truth was, she too was wearing what she usually did most evenings. A simple, though short, terry cloth bathrobe that I knew she didn't have anything on underneath, except for a simple pair of satin or nylon type panties. I'd seen her in them before, several times growing up, and I'd certainly seen her in her "comfy" clothes on more than one occasion.



"What are you watching?" she asked.
I hadn't realized it, but I had selected an "after hours" special features category, and one of the programs listed was one I enjoyed watching, a series on somewhat kinky, or interesting topics, each having to do with various sexual aspects. The info on it said something about bondage and masturbation, and without really answering her, I pressed continue, allowing the feature to start up.
"I'm not sure this is something a mother should sit watching with her own son," she said, though the smile on her face was amused rather than obviously offended.
"Oh hell mother, we're both adults," I shot back. "And it's not like we both don't think of these things...or enjoy doing them either," I commented, watching as the program began, though keeping a nice peripheral vision going as I periodically glanced over her way. It couldn't have been any more perfect.
On screen, a woman who actually somewhat resembled my own mother was soon tied to the bed, and blindfolded by two men who proceeded to drive her insane as they initially teased her to death. Seeing mom squirm on the couch as she sat next to me, though there was space enough for another to do so between us, I asked.
"Ever thought about doing that?"
She laughed nervously, still squirming. "You know Greg, that's not something he'd ever enjoy doing...too straight laced. Something like that would be a bit too kinky for him to do," she stated, and then added. "And certainly never with another man being there either."
"That's not what I asked," I pressed. "What about you? Something like that turn you on to think about?" The fact I was hard as a rock, and that my prick was even then pressing, almost peeking out of the slit in my boxer shorts didn't go unnoticed. I had seen her glance over, quickly turning away, then sneakily taking another peek while she thought I wasn't actually watching her do so, which in fact I was.
She laughed again, and again nervously, though there was an additional catch in her tone of voice, which I knew there was no mistaking...arousal.
"I think everyone does at one time or another," she said simply. "So yes...of course I have."
I felt my prick leaking, adjusted my sitting position slightly, and felt the coolness of air suddenly kiss the tip of my prick, though I made no effort to conceal the fact it was now actually poking out of my shorts. She glanced quickly over once again, but said nothing, returning to the program just as it went into a series of people who got together and enjoyed watching one another masturbating. As it did, I then purposely glanced over towards her, delighted to see the front of her bathrobe had parted slightly, the right globe of her mature breasts near fully exposed. But even more importantly, she had tucked her feet beneath her, somewhat lying down against the arm of the couch, one hand down between her legs as though she was resting it there comfortably. But I had a pretty good idea as to what it was she was actually doing, though it was just subtle enough, I couldn't be sure.
"My roomy...Steve? He jerks off all the time," I told her nonchalantly. "Every time I come back to the room after class, he's usually sitting there stroking himself off." I glanced over towards her, seeing the somewhat surprised expression on my mother's face as she answered.
"Well, it's perfectly normal, everyone does it, whether they admit to it or not, though it's usually something one only does in privacy," she added. "I take it, it doesn't bother you that he does, or bother him that he is when you're there?" She asked curiously, though once again I could hear the arousal level in her tone of voice going up another notch.
"Nope, it doesn't," I said. "Do it all the time myself, especially while getting on line and looking at MILF's," I added waiting to see if I'd get some sort of a response out of her.
"MILF's?" She asked curiously. "What's that?"
"Mother's I'd like to fuck," I said easily, once again waiting for her reaction. And it was a good one too. Her face turned scarlet, once again giggling though nervously.
"Oh? And I take it there's a few other mother's out there you've fantasized about doing this too?" She asked. "Since when have you had a thing for older women anyway?"
"Oh, I think I always have had...one way or another," I responded. "But it was watching one in particular...when she squirted, that really got to me," I confessed, now seeing an even redder expression on her face as she glanced over towards me. By now, my cock was fully hard, and fully poking out of the fly of my shorts, I even allowed my hand to reach down, stroking it a little as I sat there, looking over towards her.
"What are you doing?" she asked boldly. After all there was no pretending that I wasn't now doing what I was.
"Remembering what it was like to be watching you," I then told her. "And how horny that got me, especially watching you squirt the way you do. Something I would love seeing you do again!"
This time her face showed pure shock. "What do you mean? You watched me..." she stammered as her face turned from one of shock to total embarrassment.
"Darlene," I said smiling, now seriously moving my hand up and down my prick as I said it. "Did you enjoy watching me too?" I asked. "You know...Horn Dawg?"
It took a moment, but then the name seemed to register with her. "How, I mean...that wasn't you, that was..."
"Yeah...my roommate, and me...the first time," I confessed, "...anyway. But then it was my roommate Steve the second time, and then both of us when he came to your room at the Hotel."
I then proceeded to tell her everything, told her how we'd switched places, how I had fucked her first, and enjoyed every minute of it. Mom sat there with a totally confused, seriously shocked, and yet...seriously aroused look as she continued looking over towards me, my cock about as hard as it had ever been.
"Oh come on now mom, let's not either one of us pretend we didn't enjoy it...I certainly did, and even though you didn't know it was me at the time, you enjoyed watching me jerk off, you certainly came hard enough when you did, especially squirting the way you do. And you also seemed to enjoy it a lot...when I actually, and finally...fucked you!"
"But I didn't know!" she tossed back like it made any real difference. "Had I of known..."
"Yeah, maybe your right, maybe had you of known, you wouldn't have. But it still doesn't change the fact that even when you didn't, you enjoyed watching me, just as you are now. And it also doesn't change the fact that you enjoyed getting fucked by me either, and I bet...given a chance to consider it, you might entertain doing that again too!" Mom just lay there staring at me, utterly speechless.
"And it's not like you're not horny right now, I know what you've been laying there doing, same as I am...I'm just more open and honest about it is all. You've been watching me sitting here touching myself, come on...admit it. And I know for a fact you have been as well, even though you've been lying there trying to hide it. I bet...your pussy is all nice and wet, and glistening slick isn't it? And I bet...more than anything, if you'd let me, I'd love to come over there right now, suck and lick your clit, and feel you spray all that nice wet sticky female cum juice all over my face!"
"Dan...Danny!" she moaned out obviously confused. "We can't! I'm...I'm your mother!"
"We already have," I reminded her, and then showed her the pictures of us doing it on my cell phone. Once again she was speechless, but this time I didn't give her a chance to sit there and think about it anymore either. As close as we were, it was a simple matter of reaching over and now parting her robe, before she knew what I was doing, I had not only done that, but had then slipped my fingers into her slit. Sure enough, she was drenched, her lips all puffy and swollen as I sat there fingering her. She moaned, looking at me.
"No one...no one, especially Greg, can ever know what I've done...what we did," she said worriedly.
"And no one ever will," I assured her. I then leaned over, this time capturing her clit between my lips, sucking it, while she watched. I felt her hands on top of my head, pushing me into her even more firmly as I licked, sucked, and finger-fucked that incredibly wet juicy cunt, striving to make her reach orgasm, wanting to once again see her squirt the way she had done before, only this time, for real, up close and personal.
"Oh fuck....Danny! Danny!" she wailed, though I had to remind her to keep the noise down, or we'd both be giving Greg a big surprise.
"Tell me when," I asked. "I want to see it...feel it squirting all over my prick when you do."
Mom slipped out of her robe, bunching it beneath her so as not to thoroughly soak the couch when she came. Her enormous, beautiful tits now flattened to some extent against her rib cage, though I reached up, tweaking and pulling on her nice fat extended nipples, hearing her cry out in pleasure as I simultaneously knelt between her legs, as she took my cock, rubbing it against her clit, masturbating herself with it.
"Cum on it!" I urged her. "Squirt on it! Let me feel you shooting your wet nasty juice all over my fucking hard cock!"
Just hearing me say that, caused her to do so. In the next instant, I felt the warm delicious spray of her juice squirting against me, bathing my balls, and unfortunately, still soaking the couch, though neither one of us really cared at the moment. Just as she began to calm down, I then drove my prick deep inside her, filling my mother's cunt, fucking her now, as I took her right back up to the same intense level of excitement she'd been experiencing only moments ago. She soon came again, once again feeling her juice bathing my prick as I held it inside her, feeling the explosive charge of my own spunk racing up the length of my shaft. I pulled out, inching up her body. She smiled expectantly looking down at my prick which she once again held within her hands, pumping it, jerking it.
"Yes baby yes! Cum on me! Squirt it all over me, squirt my tits...my face, squirt it in my mouth!" she half begged deliriously. I began doing so, watching the most forceful jettison of my cream I had ever seen or felt before as I sprayed first her tits, aiming at them. I then switched, aiming up, catching the side of her face before thrusting my cock inside her mouth where she sucked out the last few final pleasurable spurts."
I collapsed back, the couch drenched as we sat on it. Her face dripping with the remnants of my fuck butter as she licked it from around the side of her mouth. "What do you say we go downstairs to my room?" I suggested. "That will give the couch a chance to dry, and another place to soak something else." Mom smiled...and quickly followed me downstairs.
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I had met Chris in one of my classes while attending a local university. We'd immediately hit it off, pairing up as we'd been given an assignment and needed to do research on a study paper together. Chris was fair skinned with short dark hair closely cropped above her ears. She reminded me to some extent of an Elf with her thin features, large blue-green eyes, and a smile that could melt butter. And though I had as yet to see them, Chris likewise had what appeared to be nicely shaped breasts, occasionally wearing something that would hint at their fullness. Once in a while, even wearing a tee shirt that looked like it had been painted on, even more clearly defining them. That, and what I unfortunately rarely saw as being two very hard thick nipples. Occasionally I got a brief glimpse at them when we'd come in to the much cooler air of her apartment or the grocery store after having spent any time in the heat outside. Like I said, it was a rarity however as Chris always seemed to sense when her "high beams" were on, and either quickly tossed on another shirt, or somehow magically willed them to go back to their normal state.
The second time I had come over to her apartment I had met her roommate Michelle. Michelle was a tall very attractive Afro-American, with long beautiful dark hair that fell nearly all the way down to her tight firm ass. Nearly as tall as I was at six feet, she had a vivacious personality. And not that Chris didn't, but Chris was far more shy and reserved about showing herself off. Michelle was completely the opposite, which Chris had even warned me about the second time I'd come over, knowing that she'd most likely be there when I did.
"Don't be too surprised if Michelle's running around the apartment half-naked," Chris told me. "She always does. Trying to keep clothes on her is like eating popcorn without butter."
I laughed it off, trying to imagine that but couldn't. And I figured even if she was, the moment Chris and I entered, she'd make some sort of a bee-line for her room, or at the worst toss a tee shirt on over herself or something the moment she realized Chris had brought home some company.
It was our intent to order in pizza, finish up some research we had planned doing that evening, and then settle down to watch a movie together before it was time to kick me out and send me home. In the month we'd been dating, Chris had allowed me a few brief moments of light petting in the front seat of my car. But I'd not yet even seen her breasts, let alone felt her soft skin directly. So far the closest I'd been to that was caressing her braless breasts through one of those painted on tee shirts of hers. But up until now, that had been as far as anything had gone. Needless to say, it was my hope with us snuggled up on the couch together that we might in fact take it to the next level. Or at the very least, letting me at least touch them beneath her tee shirt if nothing else.
When we entered her apartment and as I was soon introduced to Michelle, I wasn't at all prepared for the way it came about. Chris had spoken literally, and if I thought she'd been exaggerating at all, I was sadly, though excitedly mistaken. Michelle was standing at the kitchen sink washing a few dishes as we entered, the counter top just high enough to block the view of her from the waist down. But it was the appearance of everything from the waist up that took me by surprise. She turned, smiling when she saw us enter. She quickly wiped her hands off on a kitchen towel, turning towards me and extended her hand over the counter. It was everything I could do to keep my eyes on her face rather than where they wanted to be. And though I tried to maintain eye contact with her, I was well aware of the twin globes so openly displayed with two very large, very round dark nipples staring back at me.
"You must be Mat," she said. "Chris has been talking about you non-stop lately!"
"I have not!" Chris retorted, blushing as she did. Then much to my surprise, almost like sister's they were teasing one another, arguing, with Chris going so far as to push Michelle only slightly. But that action triggered another, and suddenly Chris was squealing off in a dead run across the room with Michelle right behind her. Which is when I realized, Michelle wasn't just topless, she was entirely nude! When Michelle caught her, she wrapped her arms around Chris's waist and threw her down onto the couch like she was a rag doll. Obviously stronger, Michelle then pinned her there, sitting on top of her with her arms now held well over her head. Chris made some effort at trying to dislodge her, but it was obvious she wasn't about to. But even more surprisingly, as Michelle kept after her to say "Uncle", Chris adamantly refused. She wasn't going anywhere, that was obvious, but she wasn't about to give up either.
I was once again stunned when Chris made a half-hearted effort to lean up, even pinned as she was and act like she was about to bite one of Michelle's breasts as her tit hovered only inches away from Chris's mouth. All that did was cause Michelle to bounce up and down on her. Though maintaining her grip on Chris's arms keeping them pinned, ensuring Chris couldn't sit up far enough to carry through with her threat. Seeing this, watching as Michelle sat there bouncing up and down on Chris as the two giggled wildly, was interesting enough. But the best part for me, was standing there watching her as she did. Watching as her pear-shaped breasts with two very erotic twin dark nipples capping each, bounced wildly up and down simultaneously, and the totally bare lips of Michelle's pussy actually coming into view as I stood there wide-eyed, mouth open looking at the two of them.
"Ok! Ok! I give!" Chris eventually cried out, finally giving in. Only then did Michelle actually let her back up, once again looking over towards me smiling. "She never does win either!" Michelle added, which nearly caused the two of them to start things up all over again as Chris stood, and made like she was about to take a swing at her.
"Go ahead, try it...and you'll be standing there just as naked as I am in front of your boyfriend," Michelle threatened quite seriously. Which ended any further challenges.
It was certainly a novel way of meeting her roommate, though we soon after popped a couple of beers open, ordered the pizza, and then settled down at the kitchen table to actually start doing the research I'd come over to do. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Michelle head down the hall to what I figured must have been their bedrooms. I'd expected to see her return, no doubt wearing clothes when she did, but if I'd expected her to do that simply because I happened to be there, I was dead wrong. Michelle came out a few minutes later carrying a book, and promptly sat down at the table joining us, still nude and began reading as Chris and I worked. Even when the pizza guy showed up, Michelle made no effort to cover herself or do anything but sit there looking sexy as hell, smiling, as I paid for the pizza while the guy at the door stood gawking at her with his tongue hanging out.
"You really are incorrigible, you know that?" Chris teased, but it was obvious Michelle got quite a kick out of seeing the poor guys face as he nervously stood there as I took the pizzas from him and then counted out his money. I could have paid him in monopoly money for all he knew as his eyes never once left Michelle's bare chest. "In case you didn't know it by now, Michelle's quite an exhibitionist," she said unnecessarily. Something I had already figured out for myself.
"Is that why the two of you get along so well together?" I asked.
"Huh? What do you mean?" Chris asked curiously.
"You know...they say that opposites attract. Michelle is obviously very uninhibited, and you're much more shy and reserved."
"You just don't know me all that well yet," Chris said defending herself, though Michelle tended to agree with me in having said that.
"No...he's right Chris," Michelle said teasingly. "Hell, you still wear pajamas to bed!"
"Well...I'm not...inhibited," Chris replied pouting, though her mood had suddenly changed too, which surprised me. "I'm just not as trusting as you are," she said simply. It was obvious in that simple exchange that the night was over. Chris made some comment about needing to go to bed early, and that was that. Even weirder was the quick peck on the cheek for a kiss, and then watching her disappear down the hallway towards her bedroom even before I had gathered up my belongings and made ready to leave.
"Don't worry, she'll be fine," Michelle told me as she actually walked over with me towards the door, though the sight of her naked still bothered me...in both a good and a bad way. "She still has a few issues."
"Issues? Like what?"
"Well, she has trust issues. Her last boyfriend really fucked her up, so she's a bit less trusting than she once was." Looking at Michelle I could see why, though I didn't say anything. "Don't worry, she'll come around," Michelle added, but then she leaned over kissing me on the cheek as my hand reached for the doorknob in order to let myself out. I felt the light brief brush of one of her soft full breasts against my arm as she did, though I hurriedly opened the door stepping out before I spun around grabbing one of them, which I was half tempted to do.
"Night!" I said already taking the steps.
"Night Mat," Michelle called out to me, "Nice to have met you!" I turned, Michelle stood in the door, uncaring if anyone might happen to drive by and see her standing there like that. She waved, blew me a kiss, and then stepped back inside closing the door.
**
Chris was back to her old familiar self during our class the next day. "Do me a favor?"
"Sure what?"
"I have to work tonight," she informed me, which I already knew. "But I really don't feel like carting all my books off to work with me. Would you mind dropping them off at the apartment?"
"Of course not," I said honestly. "I can do that just as soon as I drop by my place and let the dog out. After that, I'll swing by and drop everything off."
"Thank you," she told me, but then did the sort of batting the eyelashes thing, though it was the same trick with her pursed lips as though promising magic in offering a special kiss, which she didn't quite give. "And...?"
"And what?" I asked, knowing she was after me to do something.
"And, would you mind finishing up what we didn't finish up last night? Otherwise, I'll be far too behind, and then we won't have any time at all for ourselves tomorrow night when you come over either. I promise Mat...I'll make things up to you."
I sighed, giving in. "Ok, sure...what the hell," but then I thought about Michelle. "What about Michelle?" I asked. "Will she be there," or will she be at work too?" I asked.
"No, she doesn't work until tomorrow night," Chris replied. "Which is why like I said...I'll make things up to you then for doing this for me."
My question had had another reason behind it, though I didn't elaborate. My concern was...I'd be there alone with Michelle. Naked Michelle, and if there were issues, and if Michelle had had anything to do with those, it could make for a very uncomfortable evening.
Against my better judgment perhaps, I headed over to the girls apartment after I had let the dog out for a bit. Michelle met me at the door, still naked as they day she was born, though she let me in with no more than a friendly smile as I busied myself at the table. Michelle sat in the small sized living room for a while listening to music through her headphones while I worked on our assignment. I had just about managed to forget she was even there, until she stood, swaying and dancing seductively to the music, which I could just barely hear as she stood there a few feet away from me. Just watching her was mesmerizing, her beautiful well-toned ebony body moving back and forth so gracefully to the beat of the music was erotic as hell. And when I felt my cock suddenly harden, I realized I'd been sitting there watching her for several long minutes as opposed to doing the work I'd come over to do. At some point she glanced over, saw me and smiled. She reached up taking off her headphones and passed by me on her way into the kitchen area.
"Want a beer?" she asked opening the fridge.
I was certainly ready for one, my mouth was dry. "Sure...you bet!" I told her. I heard her pop the tops on two, and then she walked over standing beside me. I looked up accepting the beer she offered as she held the other cold one between her breasts. Her nipples rock hard and winking at me.
"Nothing better than a nice cold beer," she said. "Don't you think?"
I didn't know how to answer that, certainly not the way I was thinking at the moment. So I didn't, taking a sip of my beer instead, as she did. But that merely focused my attention on the totally bare pussy that was just across from me. Her lips once again swollen, slightly parted as she stood there. I half wondered if she knew just how revealed she appeared to me, lips that I so wanted to taste at the moment, sitting there envisioning myself sucking that hard clit, which I could honestly and very easily see. I could see myself drawing her over towards me, tonguing her split as she stood there, slipping my fingers inside what I knew had to be a very wet, very juicy, very delicious tasting cunt. She spoke, waking me from my fugue, and knocking some sense back into me when she did.
"Well, don't let me interrupt you," she stated and then turned heading back into the living room where she again sat down in her chair, though at the angle I was in, I could still easily see her. Especially as she suddenly dangled one leg over the arm of the chair, picking up a book to read, which had been the same one she'd been reading the night before. "The Story of O!"
"Fuck!" I thought to myself, tearing my eyes away and back to what I'd been working on though it took me a while to get into it again. By the time I had actually finished, I had just managed to put Michelle out of my thoughts, sitting up, finishing my beer as I did, looking over towards her. I nearly fell over.
Michelle's hand was down between her legs, she was still reading, but her fingers were almost nonchalantly diddling herself as she sat there. I wasn't honestly sure if she was actually masturbating, or that it was just a natural habit, something she didn't even realize she was doing, especially with me there. But regardless of whichever one that it was...she was. Her fingers were indeed toying with her split, and though she wasn't sitting there driving them in and out of herself, just the fact she was even touching herself there was a little disconcerting for me, especially as I now sat there with another full blown erection just watching her. When she began caressing her own breasts however, and began playing with those, I knew it was time to leave. I hurriedly began gathering my things together, though noticing that Michelle had finally gotten up and disappeared down the hallway heading towards her bedroom. I figured that maybe, hopefully, she either had to pee...or was going to privately get herself off out of my view. Either way, I was on my way out the door before anything could happen. And with a very hard dick tempting me to cave in, there was no doubt in my mind that sticking around was only going to cause me trouble.
"Mat?"
I had nearly made it to the door, and nearly left anyway when I heard Michelle calling my name.
"Yeah?"
"Could you help me for a second?" she asked, "If you're not still working," she added.
"I was just getting ready to leave, I'm all finished here," I yelled back, though I had taken a few steps into the living room to call down the hall at her so she could hear me better. "What is it you need?" I asked.
"Please?" Came the one word reply, without any further explanation as to what it was.
Maybe I should have known better, but I was trying to give her some reasonable doubt that her intentions were anything but obvious to me. "Where?"
"In here...my bedroom," she called out once again. "I need you to help me with something."
Tentatively I headed down the hallway, figuring easily which one of two bedrooms was most likely hers. The one with the door open was my first guess, as it also had a dim light on, which should have been my first other clue as to what to expect when I got there. I entered, and sure enough, my worst nightmare lay on the bed looking up at me. Michelle lay on her bed spread-eagle, a vibrator at the moment busily whirring away inside her pussy as she lay there smiling, looking at me as I came in. She giggled. "See? I told you...I needed your help. This just isn't cutting it at the moment. What I really need is that nice hard fucking cock of yours!"
Believe me, I was tempted. The sight of her lying there like that was almost too good to pass up. But I also knew...I had to. If I truly cared anything at all for Chris, which I did, then the only good thing I could do was say thanks...but no thanks, and then turn around and leave.
"Michelle? I will say this. I am tempted as hell, just so you know that. You're beautiful, you're sexy, and you're certainly uninhibited. And even though Chris hasn't let me do much of anything with her, I'm not about to stab her in the back either. I care for her. And from what you told me yesterday with her having issues, I can't help but wonder under the circumstances, if you're the reason for that."
I couldn't believe I'd just said that, especially by the way she lay there on the bed looking at me as though I'd slapped her in the face, and then she smiled, which really confused the hell out of me, but I wasn't about to stand there any longer either. So I turned heading back out into the living room grabbing my stuff even as she called out my name. Though suddenly, it registered. It wasn't Michelle's voice calling out to me...but Chris's!
"What the fuck?" I said turning, and saw Chris standing there in the hallway. She was nude. The first time I had ever seen her naked was weird enough, but that she had obviously been there the entire time, told me it was a set up.
"I don't blame you if you're mad and turn and walk out and never come back," she said simply. "But I had to know."
Michelle had walked up and now stood behind her. Seeing them together like that, ebony and ivory so to speak was to be perfectly honest, very erotic looking. But at the moment, I was standing there with a half-wilted erection, totally confused, a little pissed, and still a bit horny. It was an interesting combination of emotions to sit there and try and sort out.
"You had to know if I would be so easily seduced and decide to fuck Michelle?"
She nodded her head.
"So like, that's what happened last time?" I asked.
"Not quite," Michelle answered for her, stepping around her. "I am who I am...and so is Chris. We always have been. And we've always trusted one another implicitly. What you see now...is the Chris I've always known. She's every bit as much the exhibionist that I am, and...yes in case you're wondering, we've occasionally been lovers, but never when there's someone else involved with us that might not accept that. Just so you know. But...the last time, Chris's then boyfriend did constantly come on to me whenever she wasn't around. And that hurt her, because I wasn't about to lie to her, and told her he had. After that, we both agreed that should either one of us start caring about anyone else ever again, that we'd first find out just how far, and how much we could trust them, before anything really happened. That's why all you've gotten so far was a little titty fondling and nothing else. She needed to know first. And so now...she does. And if that upsets you, we understand, but that's just the way it is. At the moment, you're neither one of you all that involved that you can't just walk away and call it even. Basically at this point...it's up to you."



I was still a bit flabbergasted by all of this. I'd been tested...proven true, but the fact of the matter was, I still felt like I'd been set up. Which obviously I had. But was it something that warranted my own stupid foolish pride in getting in the way? After all...what had actually happened? Nothing really.
"So...now what?" I said foolishly. "I mean...you both then...?"
They looked at one another grinning, then back towards me.
"Spend most if not all of the time running around the apartment naked yes," Chris said. "And...we enjoy being with one another too, but...we're also willing to make concessions with regards to that if you're not ok with it."
I had to think about that, not sure really quite how to take it. "So if I say I'm ok with knowing you two are fooling around together whenever I'm not with Chris, then you most likely will continue to do so then yes?"
Once again they looked at one another, though each of them gave one another a slightly confused look. Suddenly Michelle laughed as though she understood what had been left out.
"Oh...I see why you're confused," she began. "What we also meant by that, is that we...us...together, and you! Which we're both fine with every once in a while...as long as you are! But always as long as you're not trying to get to me behind Chris's back. That's something else entirely," Michelle clarified. "So...if you're good with that."
I looked over towards Chris, she was again smiling, and then held her hand out. "So...you wanna?"
I was as naked as the two of them were in less than five seconds time.
**
Though all horny stiff, I had followed them into the bedroom, sitting down on the edge of the bed just watching them. After having prompted them both to go ahead and do so of course. It was like watching poetry in motion. That, and the obvious contrast between them, the dark flesh of one, pressing against the much lighter flesh of the other. The two of them kissing, fondling, touching and soon meshing their very wet cunts together was within a very short time more than I could take. Though they both seemed to sense that simultaneously, inviting me to come up and lay between them. When they both then began to mouth me, sucking and licking me together, I knew then I had made the wisest choice possible, almost proud of myself for having done so. Walking away from certainty, facing uncertainty, and now without any doubt whatsoever, about to embark on the most amazing experience of my life. Even as I poured out jettison after hard felt jettison of spunk which they milked out of my very aroused cock, sharing it, and giggling much like they had done the day I had met them. I still couldn't help but sit there and think how close I had come to loosing it all.
I guess the moral of the story here is, a cock in the bush isn't as good as two bushes on the cock. Or something like that anyway.
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It had never been my intention to move back home after I had moved out and gotten a place of my own. But times were hard at the moment, for everyone. Having only graduated from high school the year before, I had managed to land a fairly decent job in construction. The problem with that was, when money for jobs dried up, there were layoffs. And I was amongst the first to be let go. Unable to afford the rent, I had no choice but to ask my folks if I could come back home to live until I could find another job and get back onto my feet again.
They were of course happy to help me out, letting me come back. But there was one small little problem. The bedroom I had had down stairs was half way through the process of being expanded into an even bigger family room than we'd had. Dad had already knocked out the wall separating the two, so I no longer had the privacy of a closed door. And since dad hadn't as yet bought the pool table he'd been planning on putting in there, I still had a place to put my bed along with a single dresser and night stand. But like I said, the odd part was seeing them on one side of the room watching TV, and if I'd decided to go to bed early, trying to do so on my side of a somewhat darkened room. Though they very often at least turned the sound down on the TV. After a few days of this awkwardness, mom eventually convinced dad to finish watching the news in their bedroom on the smaller TV they had up there. But at least then I could turn the lights out and go to sleep.
The other problem I hadn't really been aware of until coming back home was that mom and dad didn't seem to be getting along very well. It wasn't like they hadn't argued or discussed things loudly in the past. They had from time to time. Now...they were hardly even speaking. At least then, you felt like they were working through whatever problems any married couple might have. But now, it was more like they were merely existing, tolerating one another more than anything else. There were even times when dad stayed out later than usual with his buddies from work. Something he had never done. And on those nights after mom had come down to spend some time with me alone in the den as we watched TV, I sometimes caught her trying to hold back a sniffle. I would ask if she was ok, if there was anything I could do, or if there was anything she wanted to talk about. But there never was. All she ever told me was that she was just dealing with things, and in time, she'd be all right. But after a few weeks of this, she hadn't. If anything, it seemed to be getting worse and worse. Though no one was saying anything, I was reasonably certain that they were headed for divorce. The tiny bit of affection I had once seen between them was no longer existent. And like I said, dad was spending more and more time away from home.
As for me I was growing a bit restless myself. Unemployed, it seemed like a lifetime had passed since I'd even been out on a date. I couldn't afford it for one thing, and for another, ever since my high school sweetheart and I had broken up, I'd been too busy working up until then to even think about dating or meeting anyone else. As it was, I was being a bit moody myself one particular evening, though the honest to gods truth was, I was simply horny. Mom had stayed down in the den with me a bit longer than usual watching TV. I was waiting for her to go on up to bed so I could stretch out on the couch, put in an x-rated movie I had borrowed from a friend, and then lay there in the semi-darkness and stroke myself off. But the part I was really struggling with, my own mother was partially the cause of that horniness, and that was eating at me too.
For one, she still looked damn good in a tight pair of jeans. Mom still wore her dark hair long, and it looked good on her. Not to mention the fact she also had a nice set of boobs. I know because I'd accidentally seen them a few times, the last not that far back, just before I'd left home. I had gone upstairs to take a shower, saw the bathroom door partially open and assumed it was free. I walked in just as she was getting out of the tub. In the awkwardness of the moment, all she could do was stand there, politely asking me to hand her a towel, which I did. But not before getting a pretty good eye-full of her as she stood there. So like I said, mom had a pretty nice rack as I remembered, and suddenly that had been the image that had filled my head that evening when she came down stairs to watch TV with me.
In the evening, we both tended to get "comfy" as it were, which was no different than normal. For me it consisted of me wearing my boxers and tee shirt, which wasn't a problem, as my boxers didn't have the constantly open fly in them. For mom, it was usually a pair of sleeping shorts and a loose nightshirt. But this particular evening, for whatever reason, she had come downstairs in a simple pair of white cotton panties and a tighter than normal men's tee-shirt that clearly revealed the shapely form of her breasts hidden beneath it. Trying to keep my eyes focused on the TV and not on her had been a monumental task, especially when I kept feeling my cock harden and had to constantly fight it back down again short of embarrassing myself.
"I hope you don't mind my coming down here dressed like this," she'd begun. "But it's partially your fault that I did too," she said somewhat jokingly. It was obvious she knew she was dressed a bit more revealingly than usual.
"Oh? And why's that?" I had asked.
"Because you forgot to take your clothes out of the washer," she told me. "So I had to in order to wash mine. And now they're waiting their turn in the dryer," she explained.
"God, sorry!" I said realizing I had forgotten to do that. It had always been a rule, and one of my own chores to ensure I did my own laundry. Not that I minded doing that as I didn't. Especially as I didn't have to then explain the inordinate amount of used hankies I kept putting in there. It was that very thought which caused me to look over towards the folding table, and sure enough, there were my clothes all neatly folded and ready to be put away. Including an obvious stack of "cum-hankies" as I thought of them. Mom followed my gaze over towards the table.
"You know Jack, it's funny, but I don't recall you running around blowing your nose all the time," she said with a really weird grin on her face. "Especially for all the hankies you seem to go through," she added. I know my face was beet red, I could feel the heat in it, though words failed me. Especially when she sort of changed subjects, without really changing them. "Been a while since you've been out on a date hasn't it? You seeing anyone?" she then asked curiously.
"Ah no, not recently no," I answered feeling flustered. "No sense in it at the moment, couldn't afford to take anyone out now anyway, even if I did know anyone I could go out with."
She sat in silence thinking about that for a few moments. "Yeah, sort of hard being alone," she said just under her breath, but then I sensed she really wasn't talking about me any more either. Then she brightened and smiled looking at me. "So sometimes, we do whatever it is we need to do to get by in the meantime," she then said, and once again reminded me to put my clean clothes away before going to bed, taking it full circle. "And speaking of which, I think I'll go ahead and go on up now," she told me. As expected, and as she usually did, mom leaned over to give me a kiss goodnight. We had always kissed on the lips, not just cheek pecks, so that wasn't so unusual. What was, her lips lingered for maybe a fraction of a second longer than usual. That was. And I even found my eyes closed a bit longer afterwards, almost afraid to open them and see her looking at me. But by then she had already stood up and began to leave the room, stopping briefly in the hallway before heading upstairs. "Don't forget, we're going to paint the downstairs bathroom tomorrow," she reminded. "So don't plan on sleeping in all morning, we've got work to do." She smiled once again, and then finally climbed up the stairs. I sat there watching her until she was out of sight, admiring the tightness in her ass, the fullness of her somewhat hidden breasts, along with the reminder to put my "cum hankies" away.
"Dumbass," I thought to myself, once again feeling a little embarrassed though thankfully she hadn't come right out and pointed a finger at me for the stack of them. But I also knew, she knew damn well what I'd been using them for. That in fact made me laugh as I got up long enough to walk over to the table and grab one to use to clean myself up with afterwards. I took another quick peek up the stairs, saw she had already turned off the kitchen light on her way up to her bedroom. I then turned down the sound on the TV, and inserted one of the x-rated movies I'd borrowed. It was in fact a pretty hot one. Perhaps more so as one of the women in it reminded me a lot of my mother. I had finally settled down comfortably on the couch, cock in hand, stroking it. At one point I thought I had heard something, even turning to look up back over the couch, but the light upstairs was still off. Thinking nothing more of it, I went back to enjoying the feel my hand was giving my prick, watching the TV. I was soon cumming, enjoying a nice glorious spurt, after which I lay there for a moment just basking in the afterglow when I heard one of the upstairs floorboards creak. I again spun around, but the light was still off and I couldn't see anything. But I also knew having heard it, that it had meant someone was just coming down, or someone...had just barely made it back up.
I hurriedly stuffed my prick back inside my shorts and then turned off the TV. No one came down the stairs however, so then I knew it had to have been mom going back up. It was obvious to me that she had most likely forgotten something and had come back down. No doubt she had then seen me lying on the couch jerking off. Mortified, I could only sit there and imagine what she'd seen, porn on the TV, and me cock in hand. I decided to go upstairs and talk to her, though I wasn't honestly sure what it was I was going to say beyond some lame promise to not watch porn anymore or something. I heard the same creak in the floorboard of the step as I reached it, and then entered into the kitchen area. I walked into the main living room and then looked up the stairs. I couldn't hear anything at first until I'd actually reached the landing. When I did, it sounded like mom was crying, and I then found myself feeling even worse. I could see a light was still on beneath the door of her bedroom, approaching it cautiously. I knocked lightly, still able to hear her, though even as I rapped on the door only once, the sound I heard and now realized wasn't her crying after all. But it was something else entirely. She was moaning!
I don't know why on earth that I did it, but I cracked open the door ever so slightly peering in. The light on her nightstand was on, the only source of light, but it made it easy to see her as I stood there, and likewise told me why she hadn't heard my first gentle rap on the door either. She had her head literally buried in the pillows, on her knees with her full firm ass pointed towards me. And as amazing enough as that was, the fact she was also shoving some sort of rubber dildo in and out of herself at the moment was even more so. In seconds I felt my prick stiffening all over again. Boldly, as my mind turned to mush, I fished out my rapidly hardening cock and stood there stroking it, peeking through the door as mom continued to pummel her obviously wet cunt with the toy. The squishy liquefied sounds of her sweet cunt where easy to hear as she knelt there fucking herself. The temptation to walk up behind her, joining her there on the bed, inserting my own cock instead of the toy and then filling her with a nice thick load of cum was almost beyond my control. But the fact she was indeed my mother kept me from actually doing so. Her panting increased at that point, her moans and deep-throated sighs alerting me to the fact she was rapidly approaching climax as I found I was. When she came, I did too, grateful I had just spurted recently. The much smaller spunk shoot remaining mostly within my hand as I palmed the head of my prick jacking off into it. As I saw her collapse, I immediately and quietly close the door, tiptoeing back down the hallway, down the stairs and soon after into my own room.
It took a long time for me to finally calm down enough to fall asleep. Images of my mother working her cunt with that toy, and then me...kneeling behind her when I finally did.
Morning came far too early, but along with that the aroma of a freshly brewed cup of coffee. I opened my eyes, seeing mom sitting across from me in the family room sipping hers with another sitting on the coffee table waiting for me. I took a few extra moments waiting for my piss hard to go down some, and then rolled out of bed heading into the bathroom to relieve myself. I returned, the heat in my face barely then going down as I walked over taking dads chair rather than sitting beside her on the couch.
"Morning," I said simply taking a sip from my cup. "And thanks."
"You're welcome," she said smiling, without a hint of anything on her face. She said nothing at all about catching me the night before, nor anything else for that matter either, so I was slightly relieved she hadn't heard or discovered me standing outside her bedroom door. "Sorry to wake you up so early," she continued. "But it promises to be a hot day, and like I said, I wanted to get an early start on the bathroom before it becomes too unbearable to work in there."
She was wearing her favorite work clothes, which I'd seen her wear several times before out in the yard. They consisted of an old ratty pair of my sweats, the pants she had cut off and made into shorts, almost too short as I'd seen the lower part of her firm ass cheeks when she'd bent over before. But even the sweat top she was wearing was sexily provocative. She had cut it off baring her midriff, the top just barely concealing her breasts. The fact she was my own mother still didn't fail to get an appreciative look from me when I'd seen her in it the first time, but it was now even more so after what I'd seen the night before.
"Well? Shall we?" she asked standing up.
We'd already discussed that she'd hand paint the corners with the brush, and I would then follow behind with the roller, doing the bulk of the actual painting. I hadn't been too enthusiastic about doing this before, but suddenly now I was. Especially when she stood on the rungs of the small folding ladder in order to reach the seam within the wall where the ceiling met as she painted. The ladder wobbled a bit however on unsteady legs.
"Would you mind holding the ladder for me while I do this?" she asked. I couldn't do much at the moment anyway, so agreed to and stood there holding onto it as she reached up to paint. As she did, I realized I could see the soft rounded fullness of her bare breasts beneath the top. She hadn't worn a bra! I stood there wondering if she realized I could nearly see every bit of her tits, save for her still cleverly concealed nipples as they pressed against the material. But the fact of the matter was, as she continued to lean forward painting, I could see more and more of her well-rounded breasts. "More paint?"
She handed me the small empty butter container she'd been using to draw the paint from. Kneeling down on the floor I poured a bit more from the paint can into it and then looked up towards her. She was touching up one of the corners with what she had left on the brush. As she did, I then saw I could clearly see the bright red panties she was wearing beneath the too short pair of shorts she had on. Mom's twin cheeks were clearly revealed beneath the hem of the shorts, not to mention the clearly defined outline of her lips as her thin panties stretched over them.
"What do you think?" she then asked looking down at me as I knelt there looking up. "Too much of a contrast?"
Actually I rather liked the bright red panties against the dull gray of the sweat shorts, but then that wasn't what she was asking about either. Tearing my eyes away from her ass, though I was reasonably sure she hadn't caught me looking there, I answered. "Actually, I like it," I said honestly. She had chosen to paint the bathroom in a very bright blue, though the counter tops were likewise a marbled gray, though there were bits of sparkling blue flakes in the counter tops surrounding the washbasin and tub. She smiled with a look of relief in her face. "Nice to hear," she told me, "Your father didn't like my selection, but I told him he never uses the downstairs bathroom anyway, so why did he care?"
Her tone of voice had clearly changed as she spoke, I could hear the slight irritation and anger in it as she did so.
"Things aren't going very well between the two of you at the moment are they?" I suddenly said, surprised that I did. She stopped painting, I saw her lower her head for a moment contemplating an answer without looking at me for a moment. Though again, her pose on the ladder as she did so gave me yet another full look at her nearly revealed breasts.
"No, and they haven't been for a long time," she finally sighed. "But it's not something for you to worry about, that's between your father and I to work out...if we can," she added softly. I continued to hold onto the ladder as she reached the far corner. Though it became immediately obvious to me we should move the ladder closer as she did. She was leaning over way too far. Had I not been holding onto the ladder, it would have tipped. But the simple fact of the matter was, mom lost her own balance. As I saw her begin to fall over towards the wall, I let go of the ladder standing in front of her as I had been. In doing so, I was able to catch her easily, breaking her fall. But as I did so, my hands automatically reaching up to catch her, one slipped right up inside her loose fitting sweat shirt, the other coming about her waist as I caught her. The contact of my hand directly against her breast was unavoidable, though entirely by accident.
The ladder crashed into the wall throwing the small container of paint everywhere, though most of it spilling on me. I hardly realized it though, my hand was still pressed against the fullness of her breast beneath the top, her hard nipple filling the palm of my hand. I know it was only a second or two that we remained there like this, but I soon after withdrew my hand, though mom made no mention of the inadvertent contact, treating it as no moment, though my cock certainly hadn't. I felt it lengthen, though thankfully not enough to as yet make a scene.
She laughed then looking at me as I released her letting her stand on her own. From my shoulder to my waist I was covered in blue paint. "You look a little like a Smurf!" she giggled once again, her finger suddenly tracing a brief outline of the blue paint down along my chest. "I guess we could finish the job and actually turn you into one," she said playfully, then apologizing for her obvious mistake in leaning over too far on the ladder. "Guess I should have known better, thanks for catching me." Only then did I see her face redden, the obvious contact of my hand on her breast suddenly entering both of our thoughts as we stood there in momentary silence.
"You're welcome," I told her, and then adding. "It was my pleasure." My subtle innuendo of what I had touched not lost on her either as I said that, seeing her face redden even deeper. "Now the paint clashes," I teased, seeing it redden even more. Though she laughed at that somewhat nervously.
"Here, let me wipe you off," she told me grabbing one of several handy rags, "before you really do become a Smurf," she said once again giggling. I stood, letting her remove the paint, the gentle feel of her hands as she ran the cloth over my chest, though all that did was to lengthen my prick even more than it already was. The bulge in my shorts obviously noticeable now if she were to look down there, and nothing I could do about it if she did. Which she did, though she didn't say anything as she finished wiping up the last bit which had traveled on further down to the hem of my shorts where it pooled. "Sorry, hope these weren't a favorite pair of yours," she said then. "Looks like I ruined them for you if they were." But as she said that, I could see her eyes were looking down, which remained there for a moment longer before she again looked up. As she did, there was a bead of perspiration on her forehead, which I then wiped off with my finger, though accidentally smearing a blue streak of paint across it when I did.



"Oops!" I said, laughing. "Didn't mean to do that, but it is getting hot in here!" I then added, referring honestly to the raise in temperature, and not what was happening, though she seemed to refer back to that instead of the actual heat.
"You might could say that," she smiled once again looking down, though now she wiped her own forehead off with her arm as another droplet of sweat formed on her brow. "Damn!" she replied. "I knew it was going to get hot down here today, but I didn't think we'd feel it so soon either!"
With the windows and vents all taped up, the bathroom was indeed quickly turning into a sauna. "You're lucky," she said then as we re-straightened the ladder, moving it to where we should have in the first place. "At least you have your shirt off, I guess my wearing this wasn't such a good idea, it's too damn hot!"
"So? Take it off then," I suggested seeing the look of surprise on her face when I said it. She giggled nervously, briefly though she actually stood there considering it.
"Seriously? You wouldn't mind? It wouldn't bother you if I did?"
"Yes, seriously, I wouldn't mind it if you did," I answered though I didn't answer the last part of her question. It probably would bother me...but in a good way. Though I still didn't think she'd seriously take me up on my offer until she handed me the brush she was holding.
"Here, hold this," she said giving it to me, and then I stood there watching her as she reached down pulling the cutoff sweatshirt she was wearing up and over her head. I could only gawk as her twin breasts suddenly revealed themselves, forcing my eyes away as her head reappeared, though her next action drew them right down to her boobs once again. She had tossed the shirt off to one side, now cupping her breasts lifting them. "Hand me one of those clean rags," she asked. I did so, watching as she lifted each, wiping the sweat away from beneath them as she held them up. "Thank you for the idea," she then stated. "That's much better, though I hope it doesn't weird you out to see your own mother's breasts," she then asked looking at me. "It's not my intention to make you feel any more uncomfortable." As she said that, her eyes once again briefly looked down at the front of my own bulging shorts, which I daresay, were even more so.
"I don't feel uncomfortable at all," I told her meaning it, and then adding, "well...sort of anyway," I grinned looking down at myself, causing her to laugh.
"Good thing you're not the one standing on the ladder, I might be tempted..." Mom caught herself, her face once again blushing furiously. "Oh my God, I can't believe I actually said that...out loud!" she quickly amended. Her eyes wild as though she might now suddenly run from the room as the implication of what she'd just openly inferred hung there.
I don't know why I then said what I said, I hadn't really thought about it, or meant to, it just sort of came out. "I saw you last night," I said somewhat sheepishly.
"Saw me? Where? When?" she said obviously flustered and confused, her eyes even wilder looking than before as she suddenly began thinking back on the evening, wondering what I was referring to.
"Where you on the stairs last night?" I then asked her boldly. "Did you see what I was doing?" I asked.
I could see it in her eyes that she had, and she knew in looking at me that I knew she'd been there. And it hadn't been for only a few moments either. Obviously I knew she had been there for a while, watching me there in the dark from the security of the downstairs landing, most likely peering at me from behind the wall.
"I, ah...I ah...I didn't mean to," she began. "I remembered I had forgotten to take my own clothes out of the washer, I was going to come back down stairs and throw them in the dryer when I saw you...saw that you were ah...ah, well, that the TV was on, and that you were, ah..."
"Jerking off," I finished for her. Though she suddenly went mute on me unable to speak. "I wondered if you had, I heard the floor board creek shortly after that, so I went upstairs to see if you were upset, angry with me at having caught me playing with myself," I went on...seeing the sudden realization begin to form within her mind. "I went to your room, I knocked..." I added as though that gave justification for my actions as I continued. "And then I opened your door," I told her. It was obvious she now knew I had seen her, seen her kneeling on her bed fucking herself.
"Oh God Jack, I'm sorry...I didn't mean for that to happen, I didn't know," she blurted, "I was just...ah, just..."
"Horny...like I was," I interrupted. "Like I am now," I then added seeing the look of additional shock, confusion appear within her face. "Watching you as you did that, it was beautiful mom...it was one of the most erotic, sensual things I have ever witnessed!"
My admission had really taken her off guard.
"It was?" she said stammering, "You enjoyed doing that?" she then asked.
"Yes, I did. And I stood there, jerking myself off again watching you. I even came when you did."
"Oh my god Jack!" Mom blurted turning her head away in shame and embarrassment. "I didn't mean for you to see me do that," she half blubbered. "It's just that...well your father and I," she left off without saying more. "And then seeing you downstairs, it's just been so long, and then watching you, seeing the movie, I just...well I just couldn't help myself."
"It's ok mom...I understand, truly I do. And watching you...well, I couldn't help myself either. I've always thought you were an attractive looking woman, even if you're my own mother. And it's not the first time either."
"What do you mean? It's not the first time?" she pressed. "You've...you've seen me masturbate before?" She said even more embarrassed and in shock that I might have.
"Well no...that was a first," I admitted. "But it's not the first time I've jerked off when thinking about you. Ever since I've moved back home, I've done that a lot," I freely admitted to her. Once again she wasn't sure what to say about that, nor did she seemingly know what to do when I reached out, cupping both of her breasts within my hands.
"No Jack, we can't...I can't," she said stepping back, her hands coming up to cross over her breasts, as though only then realizing she was standing there with them exposed in front of me. "It's wrong...it wouldn't be right, no matter how much I might..."
"Want to?" I pressed once again stepping forward, though I merely put my hands around her waist without touching her intimately, though even that contact was intimate enough. I leaned forward, my eyes on hers as I did, until our lips touched, her eyes as well as mine only then closing. Our kiss was unlike any before. Her mouth opened, accepting my tongue as I soon after felt hers entering mine where they proceeded to dance against one another. I felt her hands drop away from her breasts, now pressing against me, the twin hard points of each searing my skin, my chest. We continued to kiss, our mouths now hard pressed, our tongues fencing deliriously, and then came the touch of her hand. I felt it worm its way beneath the loose fitting waistband of my shorts. With no other obstacles preventing it, she soon wrapped her entire hand about the girth of my cock, fondling it, exploring it. I likewise dropped my own, my hand soon slithering beneath the waistband of her shorts though I encountered not the heated softness of her flesh, but the very wet moisture, which had already soaked through the thin material of her panties. I allowed my finger to cruise through the indented pressed passage of her split, still somewhat protected, though the hard knot of her precious swollen hard clit was clearly defined. She moaned, breaking the kiss, though I then kissed her neck, my lips continuing to do so, my fingers gently stroking her through the material of her soaked panties, my free hand now coming up to once again cup her exposed breasts. I immediately found her hard extended nipple, capturing it between my fingers as I rolled it gently, playfully, pulling on it. Likewise her hand remained busy as well. I felt her squeeze the head of my prick, a thick fat droplet of my oozing precum appearing which she swiped off with her fingers, now using my lubrication to further tease and explore the head of my dick with.
Somehow I managed to step back breaking the intimate contact. For a moment she looked at me as though I had perhaps come back to my senses, making her think that perhaps she needed to regain hers as well. But as she did, I simply pulled down on my shorts, stepping out of them. My hard straining cock now bouncing up at her as she looked down at it, angrily swollen, purple still leaking droplets of cum drool that now hung off the tip of it actually causing a stringer of it to form as it slowly strung itself out towards the floor. Mesmerized by that, mom stepped forwards towards me, suddenly going down onto her knees as she did. In the next instant her hand once again surrounded my prick, her mouth forming an oval as she leaned forward in order to capture it.
I moaned deeply, audibly as her mouth surrounded my cock, sucking it. My hands, fingers, now digging themselves into her scalp as I stood there, my head thrown back, another deep moaning sigh as she began working my prick up and down with her mouth. The delight of her tongue as it speared the tiny slit of my prick, coaxing out even more of my precum fuck butter. I felt my balls tightening, the tickling sensation of release all too soon beginning to threaten its way up from my balls. I knew that to continue to allow her to pleasure me the way that she was would soon have me filling her mouth with my cream.
"I'm getting too close," I somehow managed to warn her, figuring that would force her to back off from what she was doing. All that did however was cause her to increase her sucking, her jacking of my prick as she worked it, now urgently, wantonly, obviously expecting me now to shoot off inside her mouth as she looked up towards me, me looking down at her as my own mother knelt before me, my cock in her mouth as she sucked it. "Oh fuck mom! Mom!" I bellowed out, and then began to feel the first delicious rush of my semen as it exploded from the head of my prick, filling her.
She continued to suck me, draining me dry, swallowing my semen though I had initially gagged her choking her with the pure volume of my sudden unexpected release. Drained, she stood as I helped her to stand. Her tongue even then licking the corners of her mouth where I saw a small remnant of my spending still clinging to her lips before she swiped it away. Without a spoken word, I then reached up pulling both her shorts and her panties off together. She stepped out of them, revealing to me as she did her completely hairless split, her lips puffy, swollen. I backed her over to the toilet seat, forcing her to sit down on it, now kneeling before her as she placed one leg over my shoulder, the other balanced on the edge of the tub. Mom's cunt so obscenely revealed to me now as I reveled in it, taking a moment to devour her with my eyes, and then my fingers as I spread her even further. I took delight in the appearance of that hard little knot, her clit glistening in wetness, the shiny tiny little head of it looking so inviting. So much so that I now allowed my tongue to snake out, stabbing it, flicking it as I likewise wormed my index finger inside her warm, wet slippery passage.
"Oh fuck Jack! Jack!" mom cried out, her hands now digging themselves into my scalp as I knelt there between her legs, finger-fucking her quim, my lips now wrapping themselves about her clit, sucking it deliriously. "Oh my god Jack! Yes! Yes! Yes!"
And just as I had, the intensity of pleasure, the all too soon release upon her. I felt the sudden increase of additional fluids suddenly flowing out of my mother's cunt. I lapped at them furiously, lapping at her clit, sucking, kissing, and pulling upon it with fingers. I held it between, pinching it, holding it, continuing to tickle it with my tongue. "Cum mother, cum for me!" I urged her, wrapping my lips back around her clit again, holding them there, and sucking it with every ounce of my strength.
"Holy fucking shit!" she screamed, and then climaxed. What surprised me was that she literally sprayed my face. Her orgasm was beyond anything I had ever heard about before, her climax suddenly coating my face in a clear pearly like fluid that was both deliciously wet, and sweet tasting as hell. I consumed her, once again driving my tongue deep within the folds of her cunt as she continued to squirt out her female nectar, filling my mouth, yet half blinding me even then as she sprayed me liberally, copiously with her own spunk. "Oh Jack...I'm sorry, I'm sorry!" she suddenly stated forcing me to sit back on my haunches. "I didn't mean...didn't know..."
I didn't let her continue, standing her up, spinning her about though as I did so, she looked down saw my hard swollen cock had come back to life already. The surprise in her face clearly evident as I then bent her over, stepping behind her as she reached out, placing her hands on the edge of the tub.
There was no need for any further preliminaries. Her cunt was still glistening with her spending. I stood behind her now, aiming the thick hard swollen head of my prick at her opening, spreading it with my fingers. The clingy strings of her sticky climax forming a web across the opening of her cunt as I placed the head of my dick against it, and then shoved, burying myself fully and completely into her as I did so.
She screamed out once again, certainly not in pain, but in pleasure. Humping back against me, though I remained fully inside her for a moment unmoving, just reveling in the fullness of her tight warm snatch as it surrounded, hugged, and clasped about my prick.
"Fuck me!" She looked back over her shoulder towards me, one hand now kneading her own breast. Her eyes were wild with lust, pleasure, and excitement. "Fuck me!" she said again, her eyes smoldering with desire. I shoved, in...and then out. Shoving in again, holding it there, already surprised to find myself needing to regain control.
"Fuck me! Fuck your fucking mother!" she screamed at me. I did so, no longer wanting to hold back, driving into her, almost forcing her to collapse face down into the tub. Her hand releasing her tit, bracing itself back on the edge of the tub once again as I began to piston in and out of her cunt with a ferocious speed and rapidity that took nearly super-human effort to achieve.
Looking over, we could both see ourselves in the mirrored wall opposite of where we now stood. Her mature full breasts gyrating wildly beneath her. The flesh of her ass appearing like waves as I continued to slam into her from behind, the added sensation of hearing it, hearing the slippery mushy squishy wetness of our fucking, the drool of her cunt running down between her legs as I continued to thrust in and out of her. "Slap it! Slap my ass!" she now screamed. "Slap it and make me fucking cum again!"
I began doing so, seeing red marks begin to form on her ass cheeks as I tattooed her with my hand, the continued fucking of my prick so deeply inside her simultaneously, my balls smacking her ass, gyrating just as wildly as her tits continued doing.
"Yes! Yes! That's it! That's it! Make...me...cum!" And then she was, and then I was, once again pouring myself into her, feeling her as she poured herself out onto me. I felt the second spray of her pussy as it bathed my cock...my balls, even the inner thighs of my legs. So intense was it, I pulled out, staggering back, collapsing down onto the toilet seat though she remained as she was. I watched as her hand came up from between her legs, the appearance of my spunk being forced out as she continued to squirt, her hand now slapping her cunt, hard, over and over again as he came again, this time doing herself, climaxing, squirting. More spunk coming out of her cunt, now dropping onto the floor in thick gooey wet splats as she shivered, shuddered and moaned through yet another orgasmic release. I lost track of how many she had, but finally spent, she turned now sitting down on the edge of the tub simply looking at me.
I was of course grinning from ear to ear. Never before in my entire life had I felt that, let alone seen anything like that before.
"Have you always been able to do that?" I asked boldly, not at all embarrassed in the asking, though it was evident she was.
"It's one of the reasons why..." she began, though pausing wondering perhaps if she should continue.
"Reasons why what?" I asked.
She blushed. "The reason why your father's taken on a new lover. He thinks...it's gross. He thinks there's something wrong with me that I suddenly started doing that."
"You just started doing that?" I asked incredulously. "How? When?" Now she really was blushing.
"You really want to know?" she asked still obviously out of breath.
"Hell yes! Tell me!"
She laughed then, relaxing. "Oddly enough, it was your fathers fault to begin with," she saw the curiously confused look on my face, though she continued. "He was the one who bought me the other toy I have, the one you didn't see me use. A fairly large vibrating wand. Anyway...the first time I used it for him while he watched me, watched me masturbate, which is something I hadn't ever done for him before. Not that I hadn't or didn't...but he'd never seen me do it for him. Anyway, after he bought it for me, and then asked me to do so...I did. And when I did...I squirted, just like I did now, though even then, not nearly as much as I do now. But it was enough that it freaked him out for whatever reason. I assumed it was the toy itself, so we didn't use it again after that, though I certainly did whenever I was alone. But whatever had happened to cause me to squirt, gush like that. Well...it now happened every single time. And because it did, he quit approaching me. For whatever reason, it simply turned your father off, grossed him out. Eventually, we quit having sex altogether. It's been over a year now since we have Jack," she said lowering her voice. "And I knew after that, when he eventually took on a lover. The hours after work, the sudden trips out of town on business, all that. I just came to accept it, looking the other way."
"But what about you?" I asked. "Why didn't you..."
"What? Take a lover?" She laughed. "Because I had one, who pleasured me far greater than your father ever did," she openly confessed. "And then after that, I took on another lover, the one you saw me using last night."
"So you've never...in all this time..."
"No...not until now," she said even more softly. "Didn't even consider the likelihood of ever doing that either, until now anyway," she said once again looking at me worriedly. "And just because we did, doesn't make it right Jack. You are my own son after all."
"So you're telling me you'd rather take on a lover, or continue just pleasuring yourself...after what we just experienced together?" I sat there asking her. Mom looked at me.
"So you'd be ok with this," she more stated rather than asking. "You could accept you and I fucking...knowing that I was your mother. That I was fucking my son. You could honestly live with that?"
"Yes!" I said honestly, truthfully. "I could. Could you?"
Mom shook her head, she was obviously struggling with that, even though her cunt, and my cock continued to throb with the glorious release we'd both just shared with one another. "I don't honestly know Jack, I'm going to have to think about it. And not saying we will...but...if we did, if we allowed this to continue, no one could ever know about it. Especially your father. And even though he's busy banging some other woman, he'd use this against us...both of us. And I think you know that he would!"



"There's no reason that he...or anyone else for that matter, needs to ever know!" I told her.
"Yes, but...that would mean we would have to act normally around one another whenever he or anyone else was here," she told me concernedly. "Could you do that Jack? Could you promise me that you would? Because if you can't...then we can't. I just can't take the chance, the risk of it ever being discovered. I could care less about myself, but I wouldn't want you to be hurt by any of this, and if we were discovered Jack...I'm afraid you would be."
"Like I said mom...I can handle it...if you can. But right now, I think it's too fucking hot in here to continue painting until later on this evening perhaps. And in addition to that, we both probably need to shower. We both look like we're trying to turn into Smurfs!"
Though mom had managed to get most of the paint off me, the combination of our sweat, our fucking, along with everything else, had us both standing there with a faint color of blue in our skin. She looked down at herself, laughing at that. One of her magnificent looking breasts appearing as though it had been purposely painted, a blue handprint covering it, fingers extended just as mine had been when I had actually been holding it.
"Yeah, that might be a little difficult to explain if I were to leave it like that wouldn't it? Luckily for me...for us," she added. "Your father is uh...going to be out of town for the weekend on business again."
I smiled, standing up, taking moms hand. "Come on then Mrs. Smurf. What's say you and I go spend some time in the shower and get cleaned up."
"Is that all you want to do?" Mom asked. "Is get clean?" I grinned, once again cupping her breast, and then leaned over kissing it, and then kissing her. "Fuck no!"
She smiled, reaching down to fondle my yet again reawakening cock. "Good...I was sort of hoping you'd say something like that."
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I was still in the process of looking for a summer job when word reached my parents that mom's mom, in other words, "Granny" had fallen and hurt her back. I'd finished high school, and though I'd earned a partial scholarship from having played football, it still wasn't near enough to allow me to attend even one of the local universities. My folks were in no financial condition to help much either, so my going was going to entirely depend on me earning and saving up enough money to do so.
When mom suggested to Granny that I should come up there and help her out for a few weeks, I was all for it. I always enjoyed visiting Granny, mainly because she was about the only person that didn't treat me like I was still a kid. If anything, it was almost the opposite, sometimes she forgot in many ways, I still was one.
And the other thing was, I had a very hard time thinking of her as "Granny," even though all my cousin's called her by that name. For me, it was a kind of a compromise, I called her Gran, which she accepted as being that perhaps. Though I was also the only one of her grandkids who did and got away with it. To everyone else it was simply "Granny".
And I think that was the other reason I couldn't call her that either. She just didn't look like any "Granny" I'd ever known or seen. Sure...she wasn't some young glamour model or anything like that. And yes, she had a few streaks of grey in her shoulder length dark hair. But she was still damn attractive. To be perfectly honest and candid about it, in many ways, she looked younger than my mother did. Maybe it was the fact she still somehow managed to run a small little ranch all by herself that did it. Plenty of exercise for one thing, so she was never one to sit around. She had a few horses which all needed caring for, had a few chickens she raised, though mostly for the eggs and once in a while for butchering for herself. She grew a bit of corn, some hay and alfalfa, but mostly all for her own use, and for feeding the horses she kept there. Still, all in all for a single woman now working it alone, it was a lot of work.
My grandfather had died three years previous, and everyone automatically assumed "Granny" would end up selling the place. I was the only one who wasn't when she didn't. Deciding to work it all by herself, until she simply couldn't do it anymore. Which at the moment, didn't look like it would be anytime soon. The fact she had hurt her back was of concern however. Without help, she couldn't hope to take care of the place. And knowing her, back or no back, she'd do whatever it took to feed and water the animals, even if it killed her. So, needless to say, I was more than anxious to go up and stay with her at the ranch for a while, or for however long I was needed. It would give me a chance to get away from my parents who'd begun pressuring me to take "any job" as they saw it, though to me at the time, just taking a job to have a job wasn't the way to live either. But working for Granny, even if I wouldn't get paid for doing it, was the best job I could think of doing at the time.
Though the bus ride itself was long and boring, I had used the time to catch up on some much needed sleep. Before I knew it, the bus was pulling over, and as I looked up and out the window, I could see Gran waiting for me in her pickup at the top of the mile long dirt road leading back to the ranch. Grabbing my duffle bag, I half flew out of the bus and into her truck. The smile on her face told me she was just as excited to see me as I was in seeing her.
"Give your ole' Gran a kiss," she told me. And I did. Kissing Gran wasn't a hardship either. And as far back as I can remember, we'd always kissed on the lips, never just the cheek. And even kissing her on the lips wasn't one of those pucker up and smooch-noise kind of kisses either. She kissed. Which was something that always made me wonder what she might have been like when she was my age. Gran had soft sensual lips, and when she pressed them against yours, you knew you'd just been kissed by somebody that knew what the fuck they were doing. Which again...made me wonder about a whole bunch of other things too.
Gran was also wearing what she usually always typically wore. At nearly sixty, if she wasn't already, though she'd never say, she wore a pair of Jeans and still looked damn good in them. In addition to that, she wore a man's shirt, though usually with the shirttail tied in a knot just beneath her breasts. And these too looked a hell of a lot better than on any other woman her age I'd ever seen. She wasn't overly large breasted, though they were certainly on the low end of that scale. And with one or two more buttons usually undone than most might think appropriate, especially for someone her age, she had great looking tits. I never failed to appreciate seeing the gentle swale of her breasts, those soft twin slopes that just sort of dove down inside her blouse. And though whatever bra she was wearing probably provided them with some much needed support, I had admittedly fantasized about Gran's tits even more than Julie Ann Mobley's, and she had the biggest set of tits in school!
"How's your folks?" she asked as she turned the pickup around and began heading back towards the ranch.
"Oh you know...same ole' same ole'," I told her.
"Still bugging you about delivering pizza or some such?" she asked.
I laughed, "Yep. Can't understand why they can't accept the fact I don't want to do that, even if I'm trying to earn and save some money to try and finish school. Applied for a few minor construction jobs, but so far...no luck." Gran smiled at that.
"Well, you're certainly strong enough, remind me a lot of your grandfather," she said. Granddad was indeed a strong bulky man, though he'd been working farms and ranches for years. He'd probably still be doing that too if a drunk driver hadn't plowed right into the front of his car on his way back from the city after picking up a few needed supplies. And that too had been hard on Gran, losing him, and now living off by herself on the ranch ever since. I couldn't even begin to try and imagine what that might be like.
The main lodge as Gran called it was big enough for the Walton Family. Which is why she had most if not all of the top floor pretty much closed up. She'd even moved her own bedroom back downstairs where it fed out onto the back porch where she very often slept during the summer time when it was so hot. The patio connected from there to the kitchen, and then on around to the other side of the house, sort of making it into a horseshoe where that same patio extended and connected on to some other downstairs rooms, which is where I would be sleeping. Basically, our rooms faced one another, separated and connected by that comfy patio which is where we basically spent most of our free time.
Directly out back from there was the pond. It was a naturally fed fairly good sized pond with several species of fish in it. Gran swam in it during the summer time almost daily. And during the winter, as kids, I remember drilling holes in the ice and fishing it right alongside my grandfather. With plenty of tall fur pines, asps and several other spruce trees about, it was about as rustic a place as you'd ever want to see, and I could understand why Gran wasn't ready to give it up. It was truly beautiful.
We'd enjoyed a nice simple dinner together, and were now sitting out on the back porch watching the sun go down. Gran had opened us a couple of beers, handing me one without even question. Though like I said before, she sometimes treated me more like I was a fully grown man rather than just coming into it. Though I did happen to like beer, something my own parents would never have allowed me to have at home.
I had noticed during the course of the evening that Gran did walk about a bit stiffly. It was obvious her back was hurting as she tended to favor herself. Something I wasn't at all used to seeing. And as such, I did most of the carrying of anything and everything there was to carry, rather than letting her do it, though most often she'd start out doing so without asking me to help, or even expecting me to. I knew then I'd have to keep a constant eye on her and do things for her before she did something to even more permanently injure herself.
I noticed as we sat there watching the sun just then disappearing that she was rubbing the back of her neck with her hand. "You know Gran, I've got some really good ointment with me, used it all the time when I was playing ball for all those aches and pains you get. How'd you like me to rub some of that into your back and shoulders for you?" I asked.
"Would you? Oh my Peter, that would feel heavenly I'm sure!" she said "Can't believe how sore this can get trying to hold my back and neck straight all of the time. The doctor told me he was half tempted to put me in a neck brace as it was, if I wasn't careful. So I've been trying to be, but it's still pretty damn sore!"
"No problem, happy to do it," I told her, and then raced back to my room for the ointment. Seeing no point in turning the light on, there was just enough light left that I could still see by, I emptied out the contents of my bag on the bed, spotting the ointment and picking it up. As I did, I glanced out the window of my room back across the patio to where Gran was still sitting. What I saw surprised me a little. She had undone the little knot in the front of her shirt. Taking off her blouse, she now sat there for a moment in nothing more than a white bra and her jeans. As I thought about it, it made perfect sense that she might. I mean after all, I was going to need to rub her back for her anyway, and the shirt would have been a real nuisance trying to do that with it on. But it was then that I watched her suddenly reach back behind herself, though not without wincing a little in order to do so, and unclasp her bra. I stood there, watching as it fell away. I watched then as she turned, hanging up the discarded garment on the back of the chair. Even at this distance I could see the fullness of her breasts, each capped by a rather large dark colored nipple. As she turned back around, she re-gathered up the shirt she'd been wearing and placed it over her chest, covering her boobs, holding it in place at her sides with her arms and sat waiting for me. I went through the side door straight out onto the patio rather than going back through the house the way I had come, now that the door was unlocked from the inside.
"Found it!" I said holding it up, though I now felt silly in doing so. Gran smiled still waiting for me.
"Thought this might make it easier for you," she said simply without an ounce of embarrassment in her tone of voice.
I put a dab of cream in my hands and immediately began applying that to Gran's neck and shoulders, slowly working my way down her back, though I was careful and easy in doing so, not wanting to further irritate or hurt her when I rubbed in the cream.
"That feels good," she told me as I continued rubbing it in, but now with the way she was sitting, I couldn't get to all of her back either.
"Um...can you move over to the lounge chair or something so that I can finish putting this on?" I asked.
Gran nodded, and then stood, but it was obviously painful, especially as she tried doing so without using her own arms for support. Automatically, she reached out for my help as I stood there in front of her, and as she did, the blouse she'd been holding against herself came away, falling to the ground. Neither one of us reacted to it however, though my eyes were certainly and suddenly drawn towards her bare breasts, though it certainly hadn't been my intent. But neither did she suddenly make some awkward or embarrassed issue out of it either by trying to cover herself. Half laughing, after accepting my help as I placed my arm around her, accidentally brushing it against one, she looked up into my face.
"Guess by now you've probably seen more than your fair share of tits now anyway, so seeing this old ladies ain't exactly gonna upset you none now will it?"
There were a few things about that particular statement. Number one, I hadn't seen my fair share of women's tits yet. And most of those had only come from a few magazines. I was in fact about the only guy in school who probably hadn't seen Julie Ann Mobley's. And the only real pair of tits, not counting my own mothers that I'd once seen quite by accident, was my best friend's girl friends tits, which I'd gotten to see, only cause he'd dared her to show them to me...which she did. And that in a nutshell was the sole history of my bare tit observations.
But the reality here was...Gran had a nice looking pair of boobs!
I spent what was probably an inordinate amount of time softly rubbing the cream into her neck, shoulders and back. As I gingerly worked my hands up and down along her side, I got just a hint of the much softer flesh of her breasts, though she lay with her arms beneath herself effectively blocking me from doing anything more. She didn't seem to mind it however each time the tips of my fingers pressed into them, though I didn't allow them to linger any longer than a moment.
"Thank you," she said suddenly, alerting me to the fact that my back rub was over. I sat back as she did, though realizing as she did so she was waiting for my help. I took her hand in mine helping her to sit up, her own arms extended, giving me another lingering glance at her heavy breasts, though she soon stood. Even then, she didn't make any real effort to cover herself save for asking me to retrieve her blouse for her, which I did. "Well Peter, we have an early day ahead of us tomorrow," she told me. "So best we get some sleep." She had put her blouse back on, but had left it completely open. By now I was sitting down in one of the patio chairs again, and she leaned over giving me another one of her patented kisses on the lips. As she did, I kept my eyes open, saw her magnificent breasts swinging freely away from her ribcage, then back again as we finished the all too brief kiss. Gran then turned and headed over towards her bedroom. I sat only long enough to recover the slight dizziness I was now experiencing, and then stood, hard on and all, and walked in the opposite direction into my room.
I stood in my darkened bedroom looking out the window across the way. I was wide awake, though I figured morning would indeed come very early. It had always helped when I'd jerked myself off prior to going to sleep, and decided to do so now, especially with the bare-titty images I now held inside my head. Stripping off all my clothing I again walked back towards the window, well aware I couldn't be seen as I stood in the darkness stroking myself. It was while doing this that I saw the faintest of lights suddenly come on across the way in Gran's room. It was far too dim to see anything of course, especially at this distance, but I also knew from looking earlier that her window was open. Gran loved the sensation of fresh air coming into her room, and having realized that earlier, I knew then it would give me a clear look into her room if I was gutty enough to cross the short patio in order to peek in.
Why I was even thinking of doing such a thing I didn't know. What I thought I even expected to see didn't really cross my mind, though it was honestly my hope that I might again get another last quick peek at Gran's breasts, this time preferably in the light where I could see them more clearly than I had in the rapidly diminishing light outdoors.
Slipping out of my door, I quickly made a mad dash across the patio area reaching the far side of the courtyard in seconds. No one but Gran was there to see me, and only if she'd come to her window to purposely look out. So my being nude didn't really matter, though the feel of being so outside, and with the purpose I had in mind in doing so, leaving me with a very randy arousal.
I easily made the side of her window, though I stood taking a few moments to catch my breath. My heart likewise beating a thousand miles an hour, or so it seemed. Once I had calmed somewhat, only then did I dare to peek in around the side of the window into her room. As I'd imagined she was doing, she was. She was reading. Though what I hadn't imagined was the fact she was naked, lying on top of her bed while doing so. And though she was facing my way, the book was pulled up actually resting upon her upper chest, her full breasts fully exposed, though likewise supporting her book as she held it. But what had really caught my eye of course, though I quickly stepped back once again needing to catch my breath, was the quick sudden, surprised realization I had seen her very exposed pussy. Gran's dark, though obviously well trimmed thatch of pubic hair had drawn my eyes to it like beacon. I had at first glanced there, seeing it, then upwards towards her breast and the book, ensuring in that two second exposure that she wasn't then sitting in such a way that she'd have seen me. The danger however was, she could suddenly decide to lower the book, and then perhaps might. Or she might in turning the page, likewise look up and perhaps spot me then, though I was equally just as confident I would have moved prior to that at the first inclination she was about to.
I decided to risk yet another peek, doing so, looking at her again, pleased to see she hadn't moved, nothing had changed. I gave myself three seconds this time to look at her, taking longer to admire that dark patch between her legs as well as those wonderfully full mature breasts before ducking back away from the window. As I did, I only then realized I had taken my extremely hard prick in hand and was even then fondling myself. When I looked it again, it was just in time to see Gran turn the page in the book she was reading. She managed to do so without either raising, lowering, or adjusting her position in anyway. This at least gave me some measure of security in knowing she most likely wouldn't look up in my direction when the time came for her to do so again. But it was what happened now that surprised me the most. Gran suddenly bent her legs at the knee, though she kept the book in place on her chest, continuing to read it. The next thing I knew, which shocked me to some degree, was the sudden emergence of her hand down between her legs. I thought at first she was merely about to scratch one of those sudden itches we all get. But it quickly became evident that wasn't the case. Instead, I watched as Gran slow stroked her slit, now fully revealed to me as she sat there legs bent, and now widening far more openly than they had been even a moment ago.
"Holy shit! She's....she's...masturbating!" I thought to myself.
Only then did I think to look at the title of the book she was reading, realizing as I did it was some sort of sexy mystery novel. Whatever Gran was reading about was obviously exciting to her as I stood there watching her fingers begin to probe even deeper inside herself than they had been. Likewise, though I repeatedly ducked back and forth behind the window every few moments or so, I continued to stroke myself, enjoying the feel of the out of doors lewdness that was adding to my own level of arousal as I watched my own Gran touching herself.
I leaned back around, but this time as I did, I saw Gran lower the book, rolling off to one side as she did, setting it down on the nightstand beside the bed. Though her hand remained between her legs. I ducked back as quickly as I had when first peeking in, giving it a moment before daring to look inside again, though I nearly gave up doing that, wondering if it might be too dangerous at this point to continue doing so. But curiosity, lust, and arousal talked me into at least one last peek. This time when I looked, her head was well down within the pillows, as Gran lay flat on her back. She'd have had to sit up in order to see me, so with her in this new obvious position, I knew without any doubt whatsoever that she couldn't. With one hand still buried between her legs, the obvious movements telling me what she was doing to herself, her freehand had now captured one of her own breasts which she appeared to be teasing and caressing as she lay there. I watched her fingers tweak one of her very firm, hard aroused nipples, pulling on it. I watched as she would at times pinch it, holding it between her fingers and then literally pull on it, lifting it, as well as the heaviness of her breast up and away from her chest. When she did this, she would at times actually slap her cunt with her other hand, though she would likewise sometimes hold the obvious hard knot of her clit between her fingers, and pinch it simultaneously, along with her nipple.



With her window completely open, I could hear Gran's occasional moan, and even more so when she began to pant. A reminder to me to remain as quiet as possible if I could hear her so clearly as she lay there playing with herself. She now worked her clit furiously, though she continued to roll the nipple of her right breast with her free hand, obviously adding to the pleasured sensations. My cock now was on the verge of its own release, my hand likewise pumping it almost as furiously, the liquid drool of my precum heightening my own sensitivity. I stopped however, as though frozen in motion, which in a way I was as Gran suddenly cried out, evidence she had reached the peak of her orgasmic bliss. But what she then did in doing so, was suddenly jerk upwards, bad back and all. Her head came up off the pillow faster than I had thought possible, causing me to jerk myself back out from in front of the window as she did.
"Fuck!" I said to myself, now wondering if she had been able to see me, had seen me! Though reason told me her eyes had been closed as she came, thus the likelihood of that being remote. Even so, I dared not look back into the window again. The image of Gran now curiously looking out, wondering if she had in fact seen movement of some sort, sitting there in the expectation of perhaps seeing something more once again. I quietly made my way around the back side of the patio, keeping within the shadowed darkness, careful so as to not do anything stupid like trip over anything. Looking back towards her bedroom, I then saw that the light in her room had been turned off, causing me further worry. But there was no hope for it now. I was half way back to my own room, though I stood for several minutes longer trying to ascertain if she might now be standing in her own window looking out. When another light came on inside the house behind me, I actually jumped. It took a moment however to realize Gran had only then turned the hallway light on, leading back into the kitchen. Knowing if I continued to stand where I was, and if that was indeed where Gran was heading to, she would soon catch me standing outside the kitchen area itself. I then made a beeline back to my own room, reaching it in seconds, slipping quickly back inside. I now stood in my own darkness looking out as the kitchen light came on, though it was actually the light from the refrigerator as she opened it. I watched as Gran removed a pitcher of freshly made orange juice, pouring herself a glass before placing it back inside the fridge. She was still naked, and seeing her as she stood there, once again reminded me of my own unfinished business. Unfortunately however, she soon closed the door, the light once again going off, and then seconds later the light in the hallway also being turned off as she no doubt headed back to her room.
With a cock full of cum still needing to be released, I stepped into my own private bathroom, closing the door behind me before turning on the light. I then stood over the toilet bowl, seconds later watching streamer after streamer squirt from the head of my prick splashing into the water below me where it curdled in little cum balls floating below before flushing it away. As strange as it sounded, I'd have much rather climaxed outside, squirting off into the blackness of the night as it were, imagining other things rather than the white porcelain bowl I had stood looking into as I came.
With five in the morning coming early, I made my way back into the bedroom, once again having turned off the light before opening the door, and then into bed.
Like I said...morning came far earlier than I would have liked.
**
I woke to the sound of Gran calling in to me. She stood just outside my likewise open window. "Time to wake up Peter!" she called. "Breakfast is on...and we've a day ahead of us!" With that, I sat up, watching her heading back across the patio back into the kitchen area without waiting to see if she'd heard me. But I remembered as I ran into the bathroom to pee, Gran only gave you one notice that breakfast was on. If you missed it...the next meal wasn't until dinner time, no if ands or buts.
I quickly slipped into a pair of cut off jeans, tossed on a tank top and headed across the court into the kitchen. I walked up behind Gran, giving her a morning kiss on the neck even as she just then finished scooping up three good-sized eggs, over easy, just the way I liked them. I sat down taking my seat as she piled the eggs onto my plate right beside a thickly sliced piece of ham steak. There was a tall glass of orange juice, coffee and toast already poured as I began to eat, though I noticed she hadn't made a place setting for herself.
"Aren't you eating?" I asked as I shoveled in a nice mouthful of toast smeared eggs. She grinned.
"Already did...been up for an hour already, thought I'd let you sleep in today, give you a chance to adjust," she told me. It was just then five o'clock. "Soon as you're finished, I'll have you feed and water the horses while I gather up fresh eggs for the market, and feed the chickens while I'm at it. Later...I need to drive into town, pick up some new wire for the fences need mending."
"Want me to do that for you?" I asked, once again reminded of her back.
"No. Thanks anyway. I'll need you to bring back some fresh bales of hay from the barn while I'm gone, then after I get back, we'll get that section of fence mended so we can move the horses into the new pasture. With luck, we'll be able to finish all that long before suppertime. So...eat up, clear your own dishes, and wash them," she told me with an added smile. "Then meet me outside next to the hen house."
I wolfed everything down, though I was famished. Thirty minutes later I was standing beside her as she handed me a basket full of eggs. The sun was just then coming up. "Gonna be another hot one too," she reminded me as we stood there looking at it, as it just then crested the horizon. "Let's see to the horses," she told me then. "And then after that, I'll have you haul back some of that fresh hay while I head into town."
"You sure you don't want me to get that wire for you?" I asked once again, thinking about her back, though I also took a moment to think about other things too as she again stood there in front of me with that same old familiar looking men's shirt tied in a knot just beneath her breasts.
"No, don't worry about it. Jim will toss it into the back of the pickup for me, and you can take it out when I come back."
As Gran headed off into town a short while after that, I started up the old tractor, attached the hay cart to it, and then headed off towards the old barn. As kids, my cousins and I had always called it that, which it really wasn't. What it was...was a three-sided very large tinned building that was now kept from collapsing entirely by the additional support of old useless hay bales as walls. One end was entirely open, always had been. That was where all the newer, fresher bales of hay were stored. In the back, as kids, we had made a small maze out of the old stuff and played there as kids whenever we'd come for a visit. Gran and Gramps had left it for us to play in, and never got around to doing otherwise even long after we'd all grown up. I smiled as I jumped down off the tractor, making my way back into the furthest end, switching on the one and only light bulb that even existed. Wondering as I did if it had even once been changed out. It still looked like the same one that had been there for years. I likewise smiled remembering, we'd used this hay maze for a lot more than just climbing around and through in. I remembered playing doctor in here, the same as most kids did early on perhaps, and getting caught by Gran doing it, though she never made a big deal of it either. Something that I, along with my two somewhat older and should have known better than to do female cousins, were forever and always grateful for, in not telling on us.
But it wasn't the ONLY memory I had of being back here either. And I stood there wondering, though I decided to see to the hay first before coming back and putting the tractor away. After I had finished my only real chore before Gran returned and we got to work on mending the fences. I returned with the sun well up now just before noon. I wasn't entirely sure where it was. And though things seemed vaguely familiar, it had been a few years, so it took me a while of searching. But sure enough, I found it. My very secret stash. But more importantly, a particular photo, one I had treasured for years, yet felt guilty even now, about having stolen it so long ago.
I had cut out a small section of hay, and then hollowed out an even wider section behind that. Effectively creating a safe place to stash things secretly, able to replace the cut out section of hay and have it look totally undisturbed. Not too surprisingly, though I had forgotten, I first retrieved a couple of dog-eared weather worn Sears and Roebuck catalogs. I laughed out loud as I stood there holding them in my hand. As a kid, I had spent many hours thumbing through them. I had spent several hours looking at all the women in their Sears and Roebuck underwear, complete with pointed bras and Granny style panties. Though thinking back, I had never in fact seen either my mother, or Gran ever wearing such. Amazing what as kids we could look at and still get excited over, which back then I had. But it wasn't that which had eventually fueled the fires of my fantasies. But something else entirely. And even this I had secreted away again, being even more careful in doing so, should this carefully carved out section of hay ever be discovered. I had additionally built another false wall. Now pulling that out, where I soon revealed the one true treasure I had kept there.
To my delight and surprise, it was as nearly pristine as the day I had found it, and then admittedly stolen it. It was a picture of Gran, back when she was a few years older perhaps than I was now. But what was amazing about it, was that she was nude, sitting on a beach somewhere. The fact someone had taken it of her, and that she'd let them was interesting enough, though I never knew who, and couldn't imagine my grandfather ever doing so. So most likely, it had been another guy that Gran had once known prior to him. And though she was nude, entirely so, it wasn't really lewd either, though even now I considered it extremely sexy.
Gran sat somewhere on some beach, her legs folded beneath herself as she sat on them, bent just enough that you couldn't see anything between her legs. Though it was of course very obvious she was indeed entirely nude. Her breasts however, certainly firmer back then than they were now, were fully revealed. She sat in a typical glamour pose of the times, one arm reaching around behind her head with it somewhat tilted back, eyes closed as though she were dreaming about something...or someone. Her other hand carefully positioned across her lap, down between her legs, a further guard against revealing anything perhaps, though to me, it even more now, than then, looked as though she could have been touching herself, and for all I knew, maybe had been!
The number of times I had spent inside here, thankfully alone masturbating to Gran's picture had been the highlight of those prepubescent years. I remembered the day I had accidentally run across the photo. I had been playing tiddly-winks with some old bottle caps in Gran's bedroom. One of them had rolled beneath her bed. I had gone underneath it in order to retrieve it, which is when I spotted a worn crumpled brown envelope stuck between the springs and the mattress. Curious, I managed to snake it out. When I opened it, I found nothing more than a bunch of old letters, none of which I read, nor had any desire to. But what I did find, was this single old black and white photo of Gran inside. The same one I now stood looking at. I had tucked it inside my shirt, replaced the envelope, and then made a beeline to the barn where I was standing now. Gran had been my first nude woman I had ever seen, and I stood there remembering it as though it were yesterday.
"Always wondered where the hell that disappeared to," Gran said, causing me to jump three feet out of my skin when she did. "Should have known it was you," she said actually grinning at me. "Though I honestly don't think you'd have told me had I asked you," she finished as she walked over taking the photo from my hand looking at it as she stood next to me. I could feel the heat in my face as it reddened from embarrassment. Even after all this time, I felt guilty as hell, half expecting her to turn me over her knee, almost wishing she would for as bad and as stupid as I now felt.
"Wasn't half bad back then," she said somewhat amusingly all the while looking at herself.
"Hell Gran, you're not bad looking now either," I said trying to make it sound like some sort of an apology, which I now included. "And sorry...I never meant to steal it from you, only ah...well, sort of borrow it. But when I went to put it back, the envelope it had been in, was gone."
"Yeah, I know," she laughed. "Believe it or not, I was actually going to show the photo to your mother, told her the story behind it, and she wanted to see it. But when I went to get it, that's when I discovered it was gone. The letters that were there were from an old boyfriend of mine. Decided your grandfather wouldn't be too keen on me having kept those either, so I burned them all. But always did wonder whatever happened to that damn photo he took of me. Guess now...I finally know!"
We both now stood looking at it together, which was weirdly erotic.
"So...was I your first?" she asked. Her comment confused me for a moment.
"First?"
"Yeah, first woman you ever jerked off to?"
Now I really was blushing, but answered her truthfully even so. "Yeah Gran...you were." She laughed at that knowingly. I then handed the photo back to her.
"Nah, you keep it," she told me. "Unless you still prefer jacking off to the girls in Sears and Roebucks, though sorry to say, you can't get those anymore," she teased me further, making me blush even more now than I had been.
"Was she implying anything?" I actually wondered. "Had she seen me the night before? Or suspected it?" Her comment had totally thrown me, though she walked away without elaborating any further.
"Come on Peter, we've still got fences to mend. You can look at that later..." she laughed without turning to look at my reaction.
**
By the time we'd finished mending the fence and had moved all the horses into the new pasture, I was sweating to death. It was hotter than blazes, which at this time of day, it always had been.
"Too damn hot to do anything more today," she said wiping her own brow. "So let's call it. Matter of fact, why don't you go ahead and go down to the pond, have a nice cooling swim. Gonna take a short nap myself, and then start on dinner. I'll come get you before then," she told me.
That in fact sounded wonderful. Something else I'd enjoyed doing over the course of the years, though now a lot had changed since I'd seen it back then. Gran had insisted on planting several trees around this side of it, which I was now thankful she'd done. It had given it a bit more privacy for one, since we always just went skinny dipping whenever we'd gone swimming in it, mom included, though I'd always been told to look the other way when she went in or came out. Now the trees were tall, thick and even offered a bit of shade this side of the pond. I followed the well-worn trail down to it, and just like before, soon stripped off my clothing placing them upon the rocks well out of the way, and then dove in. The water wasn't cold by any means, but cool enough to feel good, especially with the heat of the day. I swam for quite some time, refreshed and relaxed before getting out, returning to my pile of clothing, along with the black and white photo of Gran that I still had, which I'd carefully wrapped inside the folds of my shirt for protection.
I sat there looking at it. Remembering. But it wasn't just the memories of what I used to do in the barn that I recalled. But the image of Gran the night before. The fact she was still very much a woman, regardless of her age, though even that seemed ridicules a point to consider. Obviously she still had sexual desires, thoughts, urges. Though I was somewhat saddened to realize, her only form of release was that...simply put, taking care of herself as she certainly hadn't gone looking, nor ever would most likely, for anyone else. But it was still without a doubt, one of the most erotic things I had ever seen or witnessed. And I felt my prick once again hardening as I closed my eyes, thinking back how she had looked through her window as I'd stood there watching her, playing with myself. I began doing so again, feeling the hardness of my cock as it filled my hand, stroking it. I then turned, sitting down on the rock, likewise holding the photo, looking at Gran, the Gran then...the same Gran now, equally as attractive to me, if not even more so. I looked up back towards the trees, towards the house. I saw movement, though I quickly looked down, wondering at first if I had. And if I had, "was Gran now sitting there watching me jerking off?" At first I was embarrassed by the possibility that she was. Though I made no effort to stop doing so, a sudden additional curious thought running through my mind. "What if she had been? Was she still?"
If anything, I continued, still stroking my cock as I sat there, pretending to hold my head back in pleasured sensations, though my eyes now were slits as I tried to peer over towards the tree line, wondering if what I'd seen was nothing more than my own silly imagination. And then...I saw movement again. There...behind the tree. I continued, now looking down at myself, my hard stiff throbbing cock, which I sat stroking even more delightedly, now knowing I was indeed being watched. Once again I used the ploy of pleasured stroking to position my head as though I wasn't looking, though I was. Sure enough, I couldn't see what Gran was actually doing below as the way she stood behind the tree itself prevented it, but I did clearly see, she had in fact undone the shirt she'd been wearing. It was again open, her hand obviously placed upon her breast as she too stood there fondling herself. And by that, I could only then assume what else it might have been that she was doing.
The thought of actually being watched as I sat there aroused me even more. That Gran was pleasuring herself, watching me, as I had stood doing the night before while watching her, put an interesting twist on it. I continued jacking my cock, now doing so with bolder, quicker strokes, feeling the intensity of my pleasure increasing as I brought myself closer and closer to the edge of orgasm. I took one quick last look upwards in her direction, though keeping it brief, pretending otherwise. Sure enough, she was still there, still watching, her hand still somewhere on her breast, the other down between her legs, though this I couldn't see as clearly. I felt the release of my spunk now racing up my shaft. I stood, turning somewhat to the side so she could see it as I came even more clearly. I wanted her to see the intensity of my orgasm, somehow share with her the pleasure of it, the pleasure even then she was giving me, though unknowingly as I did so. I felt the first surge of my prick, watched as the enormous explosion flew from the tip of my cock. The jettison of my spunk arching up high into the air, and then another and another as I stood, weak-kneed, pumping my prick until I had expelled all there was to expel. Only then did I again turn, sitting down on my rock. I looked up, though careful not to make it too obvious. She was gone.



I soon dressed and began making my way back up the trail towards the house. Gran was sitting out on the patio in the shade. She had made fresh tea, a second empty glass sitting on the table, which she now filled from the nearby pitcher as I approached.
"Was just about to come down and get you," she said, handing it to me as I sat down, sipping from it. "Enjoy your swim?"
"Very much...just like old times," I told her. I saw a brief knowing smile cross her face as I spoke.
"Can only imagine," she then laughed. I had placed her photo inside my shirt, once again taking it out. I placed it face up on the table.
"Seriously Gran, you can have it back if you want it. I actually prefer the way you look now," I told her boldly, though it wasn't my intent on giving anything away. I was just making an honest simple statement, though she looked at me, and then glanced down at the photo.
"So what you're telling me then, is you like the way these old tits of mine look now as opposed to the way they used to look?" She said teasingly, which I knew she meant as a joke, not being too serious about it, or really expecting an answer. Though I gave her one.
"Yes...I do," I said looking at her. "I think...your breasts are even more beautiful now, than they were back then." She laughed at that, nervously.
"Now how is it you know that?" she asked. "It's not like you could really see much of anything like that last night. It was sort of dark you know," she said, though this time it was Gran's face that had reddened considerably, not mine. "And besides, why on earth would this old gal's tits be of any fascination to you anyway...not to mention the fact of me being your grandmother."
"I don't know...maybe because I've never thought of you that way Gran," I said once again honestly. "Never have. Especially when I used to sit there looking at you...you know..."
"Yeah...jerking off," she laughed teasing me, though I knew then she was also doing so while trying to cover up her own nervousness, especially as she'd been sitting there watching me actually doing it only a short time ago now.
"Yeah...which I was doing just now, at the lake, looking at you, but not at this, not really, but more like...last night," I suddenly found myself confessing to her. I saw the look in her eyes, the sudden realization and confirmation of whatever suspicions she might have had.
"So you were there...standing outside my window last night," she said her eyes wide. "I thought I saw something, heard something, but wasn't sure."
"Not going to lie to you Gran, I was. I don't want you to be angry with me either," I then added. "I enjoyed it, I enjoyed watching you, more than anything else I have ever seen or done. Like I said, seeing you now...the way you look now, not this..."I said once again taking the photo in hand. "Is more attractive, more erotic to me than you were back then."
"You shouldn't be saying that, thinking that..." she said softly. "It's not right, it's ah...well, you shouldn't," she left off saying.
There was a moment of silence, an awkward pause. "Let me see you," I asked. "Let me see you now, in the light."
"Peter, you can't be serious. Why would you want to?"
"Because I do...because I do think you're attractive Gran, and because I love you...that's why."
"Well I love you too, but it doesn't mean its right that we should even be considering such notions."
"Have you?"
Her look told me she had. Obviously she had been, and she now knew I knew she had been as well. "You saw me...down by the lake didn't you?"
Now it was my turn to grin. "I'd say, that sort of make us even," I stated. That made her laugh.
"I guess, in a way it does. Can't exactly be mad or upset with you for doing that when I turned right around and did the same thing myself now could I?"
"Nope, figure not. But it still doesn't change what I said either, or what I asked earlier either, which you still haven't answered. I'd like to see you...right here, right now."
"Oh you would huh?"
"Yes I would. And I don't mind telling you Gran, I'm getting aroused again, just thinking about it."
In fact, I was, and I made no pretense about slipping my hand down inside my shorts, readjusting myself as my arousal grew, though I did use the table to help conceal my actions below it, though above it, Gran knew damn well what I was doing. Her eyes told me that, though she said nothing for a moment, just watching me.
"You're serious...you really are...getting aroused...again?"
"I am...yes. And I would love, if nothing else, to just sit here, look at you, and pleasure myself again while you watched. Even if you wouldn't let me do anything else, I would at least love to do that. See you now, the way you are now, and at least enjoy you that way."
I was shocked to see by the expression on her face that she was actually considering it.
"You wouldn't ask me to do anything else? Because I don't think we should...or that I could," she told me. "But I guess..." she then said speaking to herself more than me. "Just masturbating while looking at me isn't all that bad, not like you haven't already."
"Or that you haven't," I then said reminding her of her own guilty pleasure. Gran didn't respond verbally to that, though I sat watching her hands as they slowly came up to her blouse. She began untying the knot holding the front of her shirt together.
"Nothing else...promise?"
"Promise Gran...nothing else, right now." I said, though I caught a concerned worried expression on her face in having said that.
"I mean it Peter...we can't let this go any farther than this," though I sat watching as Gran now pulled the shirt completely away from herself, her bare breasts fully exposed to me now, looking even more beautiful in the full daylight than they had the night before. And even more alluring to me now...than they had appeared in the photo so many years before. Even more wonderfully however, she now cupped them within her hands. "You sure you really want to see them? They're not too saggy? Too baggy? Too big?"
"For starters...yes, and they're not any of those Gran. I mean it, I think they're very beautiful. Now...show me. Stand up, take off your shorts and show me the rest of you too!"
It was obvious this was turning her on, but it was certainly turning me on too. Gran stood, her teardrop shaped tits now a feast before my eyes, even more so than the quick half glances I had enjoyed already. Her dark tan nipples crinkled, swollen in desire, nipples hard extended as she stood. I watched as Gran undid the button on her jeans, then pulling down on the zipper allowing them to slide easily down her legs. I wasn't at all surprised to discover she hadn't been wearing any panties as her neatly trimmed tuft of pubic hair suddenly appeared. As it did, Gran finally did place her hand over it modestly, though I knew without any doubt, she had also done it as a tease.
"I can't believe I'm actually doing this, or that you're actually enjoying it!" she told me. To prove to her that I was, I then stood, likewise removing my jeans, my erection suddenly springing free, snapping up at attention. It bounced up and down briefly, Gran's eyes following the movement, now devouring me up close and personal as I stood fisting my cock, pointing it towards her.
"God Gran, you look so fucking good!"
She smiled, though reminding me. "Just remember what I told you Peter...we can't do anything else but this, and this is bad enough as it is!"
"Pull your chair around and sit in front of me," I told her. Gran did, now sitting down facing me directly. I continued to slow-stroke my cock, squeezing the head, forcing out a nice thick droplet of precum which I began encircling the head of my hard swollen cock with. Gran's eyes widened in obvious delight, watching me. Her own hand now slithering down between her legs, she spread them, teasing her equally juicy looking split.
"You like?"
"Wider," I told her. "Let me see that juicy pussy of yours Gran, open it wider for me."
Her face was flushed in arousal, even more so as she inserted her fingers, withdrawing a moment later a clingy stringer of female cum cream. Fascinated, I watched as she now wrapped it around her finger, applying it back against her hard little knot, teasing her clit the same way I was now teasing the head of my prick.
"Give me some," I told her, not really asking.
"Peter!"
"Please Gran, just place a little of it on the head of my dick for me." She thought about it briefly, and then I smiled as she inserted her fingers, once again withdrawing a nice looking dollop of her own juices. Gran leaned forward, she didn't really even touch my cock herself, letting the smear of cream fall from her finger tip as it oozed over the ballooned helmet of my shaft. She sat back in her chair, taking a bit more, and then applied it to her wondrously hard nips.
I sat, now adding her juice to my own, sliding it up and down my shaft until it glistened wetly, slippery with her female spunk, the sensation further heightening my lust and arousal as I again produced another thick drooling drop of my own lubricated cream. Without asking, thinking about it, Gran once again leaned forward, swiping it off the side of my cock as it ran down with her finger.
"Sorry...couldn't help myself," she grinned wickedly, and then even more wickedly, she slipped her finger inside her mouth, tasting it.
"Hmm, fuck Gran, I want to taste you too. But I'd rather place my tongue right there between your legs while I do it."
She thought about that for maybe a millisecond. "No Peter...you know I can't let you do that. We shouldn't even be doing this, this is bad enough, but I couldn't allow...let myself to take it that far. This is as far as it can go."
Her tone was serious, though I had heard her wavering, so I didn't pursue it. "Ok, but at least feed me some of you then, so I can taste your sweetness that way."
That request seemed to mollify her to some extent, and I was pleased when her fingers once again delved down between her legs, watching them as they dipped inside, then two-fingered pussy poi being offered up to me as I leaned over mouthing her two fingers sucking it off.
"Oh fuck Gran...you really do taste so damn sweet!"
She smiled sitting back in her chair, draping one leg over the armrest as she did, her hand once again lazily twiddling her split, the other slow rolling and pinching one of her nipples, she moaned pleasurably looking towards me as I sat stroking my cock a bit harder now.
"Show me...show me how you make yourself cum Gran," I asked her in a lusty, throaty tone of voice. "I want to see your face, watch you as you do."
"Oh you do...do you? And are you going to cum for me too Peter? Are you going to stroke that nice hard cock off for your Gran so I can see what sort of a man you've grown into?"
Just hearing her talk to me like that nearly had me there. "You want to see my nice hard prick squirt huh Gran?" I teased back stroking it a bit harder, a bit firmer...though if I continued, it wouldn't take long before I was. But doing so, she too began playing with herself more urgently, even taking a moment to hand slap her clit directly, patting it wildly, and then pinching her clit between two fingers holding it there, now using her other hand to tap her clit with.
"Yes!" she said simply through glassy looking eyes. "Yes Peter yes! I want to see you cum, see you squirt!"
I could tell she was hovering on the edge herself, so when the first warning tingle of my inevitable explosion began, I let it continue. Seconds later I felt the first surge of my spunk begin to skyrocket through the length of my shaft. "Here...it...cums!" I cried out, looking over towards her, her eyes now glued on my cock as the first streamer of white sticky spunk leapt from the head of my prick.
In a way, it was like watching it in slow motion. That first streamer of cream arching into the air, watching as it soared the short distance between us, landing against the upper portion of her thigh, surprising us both. Gran followed the splash of my cream against her, grinning...and then looking up to watch the approach of another, and another as they too traveled through space and time, another just reaching, landing on her breast. Gran's cunt exploded then as well, a fine liquid little squirt emerging from her own pussy, which surprised me as Gran now hard-patted herself briefly, held...and then sprayed a bit more. It was my turn to sit in wonder, watching her do this, seeing her pussy pulsate, squirt, and then pulsate again with another long precious pussy squirt.
We were both spent, exhausted, but highly exhilarated too, though as the arousal finally softened, I could see by the expression in Gran's face she was also suddenly feeling guilty about what we'd just done and enjoyed together.
"I guess I really should start dinner," she said standing and quickly slipping back into her shorts, though as she put her shirt back on, I was pleased to see her not button it up, though she did again tie a quick knot with the shirttail between her breasts. "After I shower..." she added, "Which you should do too."
"Is that, an invitation?" I half hoped, watching her as she crossed the patio back over towards her room. She looked back over her shoulder at me, though she grinned as she did so.
"You wish."
**
By the time I had gotten out of the shower and made my way back into the kitchen, Gran had started dinner. She had changed clothes too of course, now wearing a lightweight cotton summer dress. It was something I had never seen her in before, and though it looked sexy and comfortable on her, it didn't reveal anything. I wondered briefly if she had done that on purpose, still struggling with what she'd allowed herself to do...us to do, such a short time ago.
We didn't exactly eat in silence, we talked, even joked and laughed. But she made sure that any reference of anything of a sexual nature was headed off long before it began. We had gone out to the patio to watch the sun go down, something that was quickly becoming my favorite time of the day.
"You up for a little heavy lifting tomorrow?" she asked.
"Sure Gran, what do you have in mind?"
She settled back in her chair, sipping her wine, though she was careful not to display any more of her legs than necessary as she pulled them up into her chair, sitting on them.
"I'd like to drive up to Red Cliffs tomorrow, pick up some more of that red rock for the garden area."
I had noticed after my arrival that Gran had about half of her flower garden so decorated, large red rock boulders as we called them surrounding it along with the walk way leading up to the house.
"I'll even pack us a picnic lunch to eat while we're there," she added. "Not sure how much help I'll be able to give you," she added apologetically, "but I will make us a nice delicious lunch to eat while we're there." She took another sip of her wine, looking over towards me. "So what would you like to eat?" she asked innocently. Though her comment was just too good to pass up as I answered. By the look on her face, I could see she'd already regretted asking the question by the look on mine.
"You!" I said with a smile behind it.
At least she did smile at that, "Peter...you really are incorrigible, you know that?"
"Only when I'm around you," I said softly meaning it. Though she let it go without commenting. We sat once again in silence for a while, listening to the sounds of the night until we'd polished off the bottle of wine.
"Well, I know it's early for you, but it's late for me. And as it's an hour's drive up to the cliffs, I'd like to get to bed and up early, especially if I'm going to make us a nice lunch before we go. I'll come get you about five," she grinned, letting me know that was as late as it appeared I'd be sleeping in around here.
Gran stood and leaned over giving me a quick brief kiss on the forehead rather than on the lips as she usually did. A sure sign to me that she was trying very hard to put a little distance between us. Something that worried me a little, though I figured there was just cause in her struggling with it.
"Good night Peter," she told me, and then turned and headed off towards her bedroom.
**
I lay in the darkness of my room for the better part of an hour trying to go to sleep. But couldn't. It was still way too early for me yet, and I hadn't as yet gotten used to the early to bed, early to rise my Gran had been doing for years. I sat up in bed looking out the window across the way, but the light was off in her room. No doubt she was sound asleep. But it was a moment or two later that I saw something I was totally unfamiliar with. I saw the red glow of a cigarette cherry flaring. I stared, and then saw Gran as she slowly walked down the path towards the lake. The light of the full moon revealing the fact she was wearing a white top of some sort, no doubt a man's tee shirt as some sort of night shirt. Once again, I saw the little spark of light as she took a drag on her smoke. Another oddity. Gran had been after my own mother for years to give up the habit, though she hadn't. And in all that time, I had never once seen my grandmother smoke, but it was now obvious to me that she did, at least on occasion. But it wasn't even that so much as seeing her as she made her way down to the pond that intrigued me. I soon slipped out of bed, out of the room, and quietly began to follow her.
I was thankful for the full moon as it allowed me to see well enough as I walked down the path. Careful so as not to step on anything that would alert her to my presence. By the time I had reached the trees, she had walked through them. I stood within the safety of them looking out down towards the pond. Gran stood looking out over the calmness, only the occasional sound of a fish jumping could be heard. There was no breeze of any kind, so even the trees stood peaceful, unmoving in the night.
With the reflection of the moon on the pond, and then on her, especially in the white tee shirt, she reminded me in a way of a Greek statue, majestic in its simple elegance as she stood there. I saw again a quick brief flare of light, and then she knelt down stubbing out her cigarette and buried it. As she did, I saw clearly the twin cheeks of her own full moon as she knelt down before standing up once again. Already I could feel myself stiffening, and quietly walked out of the trees towards her, not sure what I was going to say, or do when I came up to her. But I knew right there and then I was going to kiss her.
So engrossed in her own thoughts, she didn't hear me until I was standing directly behind her, though even then, she turned only half expectantly, somewhat surprised to see me standing there.
"Peter?"
It was the only word I let her speak. In the next instant I had drawn her towards me, my mouth coming fiercely down upon hers, kissing her deeply. For a millisecond of time, she attempted to pull back, her hands coming up defensively, braced against my chest as though she were about to push me off and away from her. But the kiss held, and as it did, she just seemed to sort of melt into me. I felt her hands, arms relax, and then suddenly they were around my neck, her hands in my hair as we continued the kiss. I allowed my hands to then travel down Gran's back until they were cupping the twin cheeks of her ass. I lifted her up easily, though it broke the kiss when I did so, settling her legs about my waist almost automatically.
"Peter...I told you, we...we can't. We just can't!"
I could feel her soft tuft of fur pressing against the thin material of my shorts. My erection once again hard, stiff now pressing back against her. The only obstacle separating the two of us, though I continued holding her in place, now moving against her softly, rhythmically.



"I would never hurt you, never leave you...never do anything that you wouldn't want to do," I whispered softly to her, still grinding myself against her, and feeling her begin to grind back against me.
"I know...it's just that..."
"What?" I pressed kissing her neck, stabbing at her gingerly, though again the now tented material of my underwear kept me from entering her, though to some extent I was. I could feel her moisture already seeping through, the heat of her bathing my cock even as the tip pressed against the satiny folds of her sweet lips.
"How would we ever explain it?" she finally managed, her voice quivering, her obvious arousal now taking over.
"No reason for us too," I continued to whisper back to her. "It just is."
It was then that she released one of her hands from about my neck. Somewhat awkwardly, I felt her reaching down, fumbling between us. In the next instant she had freed my prick from the confines of my shorts, the waistband of which she had now pulled down beneath my hard firm balls. I felt her slide up, and then down. As she did, I felt her wet sweet passage suddenly envelope my prick. I felt her warm wet glove completely devour me, my cock sliding up deeply inside her. She once again shuddered with the sudden thrill and intrusion of it, though I merely held her there in place, unmoving as we both stood growing accustomed to the unexpected joining.
After a moment or two of this, I fucked. And she fucked back. I slid inside her again, felt her coming down on me after lifting herself up, nearly ramming herself against me as she did.
"Oh Peter, fuck me! Fuck me baby fuck me!" she cried out suddenly.
I was strong, but I was rapidly growing weak in the knees. Though I still held her, I lifted her up and off of my cock reluctantly, though I now cradled her instead within my arms, turning as I now carried her back up the path towards the house.
"I'm going to do that...and a lot more," I told her as I slowly and carefully carried her back. I had no intention of taking her back inside the house. The sensuality of being with her outside was something I think we both wanted, needed. I finally put her down as we reached the patio. Quickly taking off one of the lounge chairs cushions, which I then tossed onto the grass beside it.
"Lay down," I grinned, watching her with lust hungry eyes as she did so.
I think she expected me to simply slide back into her. She had spread her legs, invitingly, no doubt waiting for me to do just that. And though I did join her there on the cushion, I had purposely positioned myself considerably further down. "Peter? Oh my God! Peter!" I allowed the tip of my tongue to gently snake out, caressing the exposed split between her legs, her hard little nubbin of flesh, as I lightly, softly tickled it. "Oh Peter...even your grandfather..."
"What? Didn't eat you? Lick you? Taste you?" I said doing so between each sentence.
"Oh fuck! No! No! He...didn't!" she mewled as my tongue danced on the surface of her clit, swirling about in tantalizing little passes, sometimes allowing myself to gingerly suck it, drawing it up between my lips, holding it there. I felt Gran's hands come down to my head, holding it in place, her deep throated moan unlike any I had ever heard before. "Oh my God! Peter! Peter! PETER!" she screamed.
I reached up, pinning her hard firm nipples within my hands, now pulling on each, lifting them up and away from her breasts, still continuing to suckle her clit, nursing it as though nursing upon her breast. She drove herself against me, the soft fur of her cunt tickling my nose, the aroma of her split intoxicating, the fluids of her desire already beginning to pool upon the floor of my tongue.
"Let it go Gran," I urged her, still lapping, still tickling, still sucking. "Let it go Gran," I said again, feeling her tense, feeling her begin to stiffen beneath me. I felt her ass come up off the cushion, bad back and all as she arched upwards, whatever pain there might once have been, swept away in the beginning ecstasy of her pleasure.
"Oh fuck! Fuck! Pinch them Peter! Pinch them, pull on them...make me cum!"
I was doing so, though my attention was certainly more focused on her cunt, her clit hard swollen now full within my mouth. I soon felt the liquid, joyous release of her climax begin, the damn suddenly bursting, though I was now aware that it might, ready for it when it came, as she did. Once again Gran's earsplitting scream filled the silence of the night, the hard felt explosion of her pleasure now bathing me. I swallowed her, gulping, half drowning as I did so, but continued doing so until at last, and finally she collapsed beneath me, exhausted, spent, though her chest continued to heave in great up and down motion as she fought for her breath.
I continued to lay there, still ever so lightly licking at her, cleaning her up. Savoring her fragrance, her taste, her rich creamy nectar. After what seemed like an eternity to us both, she finally reached down, pushing me away. Without a word, she sat up, smiling, only then speaking.
"Your turn."
It had been a long, long time since I had felt a woman's lips on my cock. I'd almost forgotten what the sensation even felt like. But even more delightfully, there was no hesitation on her part whatsoever either, and she artfully began playing with my cock, holding it within her strong small hands as she continued licking it. I felt the press of her tongue running up one side and then down the other of my shaft. She would pause long enough to mouth the tip, sucking it, fucking the tiny cum-split with her tongue, then again flicking it, while she slowly, teasingly pumped it up and down. My moans now matched hers in their intensity. I sat up slightly, needing to watch her, resting the weight of myself on my elbows. Gran seemed to enjoy the show she was putting on for me, looking up, gazing into my eyes as she licked, sucked, and even nibbled on the head of my prick.
"I love the feel of you...the taste of you," she told me wantonly. "It's been...so long, too fucking long," she purred once again slavering my member, spitting on it decadently. Even that was erotic, heightening the sensations of what she was doing to me. She spit again, I saw the stringy drool of her now very wet, sloppy sucking as she lifted herself away from my prick. Her twin breasts now acting as a magnet for some of it, clinging to her, dripping down between her breasts provocatively, and then watching as it slowly ran down, once again dripping onto my cock where she attacked it, sucking me again, spitting again, then jerking me wildly as the liquefied sensation of her sucking caress soon had me spinning up and over the edge.
"Oh Gran! Gran!" It was all I could manage. She felt it the exact moment I did. The sudden surge, the release, the incredible eruption as her mouth once again consumed me fully. I felt my sperm tearing through my shaft, as she sucked it, sucking it down, draining me dry. Her hand milking, pumping me until every last trace of my spending had been consumed by her.
We both just simply drifted off after that. Gran collapsing down beside me in the crook of my arm, our breaths gradually coming together, slowing...and then blackness.
**
When I woke, it was to the feel of the morning sun just then reaching my face, along with the even warmer sensation of Gran's cunt slipping up and down over my once again hard firm erection.
"Was wondering when you'd wake up," she told me grinning. She looked beautiful, sitting there upon me, her soft breasts gently swaying to and fro as she slow-fucked me, sitting there on my shaft. It felt incredibly strange, wonderful, all encompassing however to awaken like this. I reached up, morning pussy breath and all, kissing her, as she kissed me back, our gentle morning fuck continuing, as we did so.
It was lazy, it was slow...it was perfect. Without the frantic, passionate, and even heated excitements we had experienced the night before, this was in many ways, far more enjoyable. Fucking Gran as the sun finally rose, the highlight of sunlight in her hair, casting shadows over her breasts, her arms and legs as she sat coupling with me was like fucking an angel that had come down from the heavens just for me. Only when we both seemed to feel the sensation of urgency increase did we likewise intensify the coupling. Gran now, driving herself hard down onto me. And me...thrusting upwards, meeting her somewhere in the middle. The sounds of her wetness along with my own, adding to the erotic playfulness of the mornings silence. Even the trees seemed to sway with the tempo of our movements, at times applauding the performance with a gentle shake of leaves, whispered sighs of contentment and appreciation for what they were seeing.
Unlike before, I didn't scream out, nor did she. We just sensed, felt and enjoyed the spurting release of my prick so deep inside her, feeling it as it bathed the opening of her womb, even as she flooded my shaft, sprinkling it with her own nectar, which soon made its way out of her cunt, dripping, running down my shaft and likewise coating my balls.
"We overslept," she said giggling. "Naughty boy," and then stood extricating herself from me, though she found no embarrassment in the decadent appearance of our mingled pleasure as it ran hotly down the inside of her thighs. "Time to shower...dress, and go see about some rocks," she told me. Once again I lay there watching her head towards her bedroom, she looked back, pausing briefly. "Well? You coming? Or not?"
This time, I followed her.
**
We arrived at the cliffs mid-morning. It was already getting warm, but the slightly higher altitude still felt cooler as Gran began picking out rocks for me to lug back to the pickup and toss in. After well over an hour, she had probably more than enough to finish the landscaping she'd begun. By now the sun was well up, though the cool sandstone cliffs felt good against the skin when sitting on. Much to my delight and surprise, Gran shucked off her clothing, now standing naked before me. I quickly followed suit, hoping as I did so, she had something else in mind now as well. But I did realize one thing, if we got too rambunctious on the rocks, it would play hell with my knees, not to mention my ass, grinding away at it like sandpaper, even though Gran had brought along a blanket for us to sit on and enjoy our lunch together when it was time for that.
At the moment however, I could have put up with a little less flesh on my ass too. Just seeing her, all wonderfully naked, the bright sunshine above as she stood there in front of me watching my cock harden. Which wasn't all that difficult a feat, especially with her standing there touching herself the way that she was.
"You ah...have anything particular in mind you'd like to be doing?" I asked.
"You might could say that," she said now stepping over me, straddling me as she stood there. "What I'd like...is for you to let me do all the work. I don't want you to even move, especially if you'd like to spare grinding away your ass," she giggled. In the next instant, Gran had lowered herself over me. I watched as she straddled me, though taking all the weight of herself on her haunches as she did so. The only contact between us, coming when she actually placed the opening of her cunt directly on top of the hard swollen head of my shaft. Even then, she just sort of rubbed herself against it without putting it in.
"Holy shit!" I told her, not only amazed at how delightful it felt, but honestly at her strength and stamina as she knelt there the way that she was.
"Feels good doesn't it?" she said smiling. "And kinda naughty too. Especially out here."
She certainly had that right. Watching as she slowly began to engulf me, only then easing herself more fully down onto my prick, though even then she didn't fully collapse herself upon me. Lifting up, I watched my cock reemerge from her depths, already seeing the white frothy mixture of her arousal beginning to cling to my prick as she rose up, and then slowly pushed herself down onto it once again.
It was at that point we both heard a small tumble of rock just up from where we were and to the side of us. Looking over simultaneously, we saw two heads suddenly duck down behind the cliff ledge up above us.
Gran actually laughed. "I think...we have an audience," she told me.
"I think you're right...we do," I smiled back, hoping to hell she wouldn't quit doing whatever the fuck it was she was doing at the moment. It felt too damn good.
"You mind?"
"Not if you don't," I told her. "And besides, it's sort of hot knowing we're being watched."
"Yes...it is," she added, and then began fucking me a bit faster now, though again, the only body parts that were touching at all was my cock and her cunt.
As good as it felt...and it did, even Gran couldn't keep this up forever. Eventually her strength and knees began to give out. "How'd you like a little old fashioned doggy style?" I asked.
"Hmm, that sounds nice, been a while even for that," she told me finally standing up, then adding, "We still have an audience?"
I looked up towards the rocks, "Yep...still there, maybe we should wave." I suggested, which she laughed at.
"Wait until you're in me again, fucking me from behind...then we will."
"You're wicked."
"You're naughty."
"Yes I am," I retorted.
"Fucking your Granny,"
"Yeah...fucking my Granny. Something I intend on doing every day of my life."
She looked at me, her eyes suddenly watering. "You really mean that don't you?"
"Yeah...I do," I said just as seriously, then reminding her. "Maybe we'd better fuck before our audience gets all nervous and leaves." She smiled at that, positioning herself facing towards them, using a small shelf of rocks to lean over, though ensuring they would have a more than perfect view of us from above.
"Wait until I tell you, then on the count of three, we turn and wave," she laughed.
I stood behind her, easing myself in, though there was no reason for doing so. Gran was sloppy and deliciously wet already. I shoved in an out of her a half a dozen times or so. "Ready?" I nodded my head, still grunting. "One...Two...THREE!"
As one, we both looked up and waved, catching our voyeuristic audience up above by surprise. After a moment, they waved back, even standing. It was a young man and a woman, likewise just as naked as we were.
"Must be a favorite place to...cum," Gran said emphasizing the real word she'd intended to use. I laughed at that, agreeing with her.
"Sure as hell is for me!" As I continued to fuck her, though we both now looked up seeing the other couple now in the same position we were, fucking as well.
"Maybe they should change the name of this place from red rocks, to getting rocks off or something," I suggested.
"Yeah, maybe they should, now shut up and fuck me," Gran demanded. "Fuck me hard Peter, fuck me really...really...hard!"
I could only imagine what we must have looked like from up above. Though the show they were putting on looked just as wickedly erotic as I'm sure we did. Gran's somewhat larger breasts gyrating wildly below her as I now slammed in and out of her sloppy wet cunt furiously. Even the sound of our coupling could be heard, the slap of her cheeks as I drove into her. Though I knew only I could hear the wet slippery deliciousness of her cunt as it continued to boil out thick creamy pussy lava as I continued fucking into it.
I felt Gran reach down between her legs, sometimes frigging herself, sometimes cupping or holding onto my balls. "I want to feel you squirt on my back...my ass," she told me breathlessly. "I want to feel your hot wet cum pouring all over me!"
She knew I was nearly there already, but just hearing her say that took me right over the edge. I pulled out, just in time, the first spurt already leaving the tip of my cock as I simply held it, watching it shoot, watching it spray. Gran's hand still down between her own legs working herself, streamers of my spunk splashing against her, now triggering her own release as she spread her legs even further apart. As she did, I sat stroking my cock, still trying to coax out the last remaining drops of cum juice from it as she began pouring out her own climax. It was weirdly erotic, in a way like watching a horse pee, though she wasn't. But the gush this time was even more than I'd seen her produce before. The red rock we were standing on absorbing it, darkening as Gran continued to pour out her climax onto it.
I looked up, wiping my finished prick back and forth across the twin cheeks of Gran's ass. Our audience was gone, obviously they had enjoyed their own explosive orgasmic bliss long before we had. "Ah...they missed the final show," I mused sadly.
"Somehow, I don't think they minded," Gran laughed. "I certainly didn't."
We soon moved back to our blanket, still naked and opened a couple of ice cold beers from the cooler and began making lunch.
"What you said earlier? Gran asked.
"About what?"
Gran frowned, knowing full well I knew what she was asking about. "About you wanting to fuck me every day of your life?"
"I meant it when I said it," I told her. "I can't imagine being with anyone else except for you."
She lowered her voice, her eyes, softening her tone. "Peter...I don't know how long, how much time..."
I cut her off. "Neither one of us does Gran. Something could happen a year from now, a month from now. Hell...something could happen three days from now for all we know. Would you want to waste whatever precious time we do have thinking about that? Because I don't! All I care about is you...us, and now. Not down the road to then. Let's cross that long road when we come to it. Ok?"
She nodded her head. "Ok, but we still have your parents, my daughter to deal with," she said once again seriously.
"I've already thought about that," I told her then. "You said you were looking for someone to help you run the place. Well as far as I'm concerned, you already found him. Even mom and dad couldn't get too terribly upset by that when I tell them I've decided to stay here with you and do just that. You know mom...she'll be delighted that someone she trusts will be out here with you. And even dad will warm up to the idea eventually...knowing mom. Working here...with you, being with you is the best thing that could, or probably ever will happen to me. So...what do you say Gran? Partners?"
"Better than that," she smiled back. "Lovers...maybe secret ones...but lovers."
"Deal then?"
"Deal. Now...get your ass over here and fuck me again."
"Yes mam!" I grinned happily. "Yes...mam!"
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Frank, Rob and myself had grown up together. We had all lived on the same street growing up, and because of that became naturally good friends. We'd had a few of the same classes at school, tended to get into mischief together as well, though most of that was of the good natured kind, and quite naturally pulled practical jokes on one another in addition to all that. We'd even discovered the secrets of masturbation, all the while staring at copies of some dog-eared Playboy, or some other men's magazines that one of our dads had left laying about. At the time, it was also so natural and normal, with typical boyhood pleasures and discoveries not so heavily labeled or thought about at the time.
And though there were only the three of us at the time (we'd often referred to ourselves as the three musketeers in fact) Frank being the biggest, and even playing on the High School football team, first string, naturally became the leader of the group, small as it was. But it was usually Frank that led us off in one direction or another, or seemed to be the one to decide whatever it is we were going to do over the weekend to have a little fun and excitement. Frank was also the first one to really begin dating a steady girlfriend, though in time we all did. Though it was again Frank that was the first to lose his virginity, and then sit and tell us all about it in explicit detail while we all slept outside together in my parent's back yard one night just a few short weeks before graduation.
So far, all I'd managed to get was a little bare tit, and a bad case of blue balls with my girlfriend, and I don't think Rob had done any better than that either, if that in fact. Frank on the other hand seemed to enjoy rubbing it in our faces, though at one point, both Rob and I began to wonder if Frank had really been telling us the truth about his so-called exploits with Diane. She was indeed a knockout with great looking tits (or so it seemed anyway) and didn't have the kind of reputation that would suggest that she would let Frank get into her pants the way he'd told us he had. But, we enjoyed listening to his erotic dirty encounters even if they weren't entirely true. And like I said, we were all laying there in the back yard looking up at the stars listening to Frank as he went on telling us about one of his recent erotic naughty little encounters with Diane. As he did, I felt myself growing rapidly hard, and began doing what naturally felt good while listening to him.
"Fuck Dave, you jerking off again?" Rob said looking over towards me. I guess the telltale movement of my hand inside my sleeping bag was a dead giveaway. I was, and enjoying it.
"Oh, like you don't? Aren't?" I accused back. "Not like you're getting any either, so shut up and let Frank finish the story." Frank did, and as he did, I looked over, sure enough Rob's bag was making the same obvious movements mine had been.
"I knew it!" I said accusing him, which made Frank laugh, but worse, he then reached over grabbing the zipper on Rob's bed yanking it down, and before he knew it, Frank tossed back the upper half of it, exposing the fact that Rob did indeed have a nice thick erection, his hand clearly wrapped around it when Frank tossed back the covers. But it wasn't like we hadn't all seen one another like that before, though it had by now been a few years since any of us had. "Just do me a favor Rob, don't mess up my mother's sleeping bag ok?"
He had borrowed it, which he usually did whenever the guys came over since he didn't have one. But...I knew damn well if he actually were to mess it up, that somehow my mother would know what the hell it was he'd done if he did...and I'd catch hell for it.
"Don't worry about it," he said somewhat embarrassed at having been caught actually jerking himself off, though I had been as well, just not exposed when actually doing it. "I'll ah...go stand over there somewhere when I'm ready. Now...let Frank finish the fucking story so I can!"
It really was a pretty decent story, even if it wasn't entirely true, though once again Frank swore up and down that it was. It was then that I noticed Frank's bag was likewise making similar motions, and admit it or not, Frank was doing the same thing we'd all been.
"Fuck, this is just like back in the old days!" I laughed. "Franks jerking off too!"
"So?"
"So...we might as well all admit that we are, and just do it!" I said. Rob took that as the opportunity to at least toss the cover of his bag off and away from any leaking accidents perhaps. But then again, Rob always had been more of the exhibitionist of the group, not to mention the first one amongst the three of us, including Frank to ever shoot his wad. Something we had all taken a devout interest in watching Rob do after that, which he never seemed to grow tired of doing, even with an audience. Prick in hand, Rob settled back, once again enjoying his pleasured stroke, no longer concerned with accidentally splurging the inside of mom's sleeping bag.
"Ok, your next Dave," Frank said. "Tell us a story."
You could only tell the story about me finally getting to play with Tracy's exposed tits so many times, and I'd already told it twice now. Though at the moment, with three hard needful erections, I probably could have gotten away with it a third time, simply by adding a few imaginary images by way of spicing things up. But the truth was, I actually did have something else, even if it wasn't directly about me. And though it concerned my much older sister, both Frank and Rob had had crushes on her at one time or another growing up.
"I watched Susan suck off her boyfriend last weekend," I told them.
"You did not!" Rob spat in total disbelief. "Where? When? How?" Maybe he didn't believe me, but he sure wanted to hear about it.
"Forget it, you wouldn't believe me even if I did tell you...but I honestly did."
"Tell it anyway," Frank said in his no-nonsense tone of voice. And then he too tossed the cover back off his sleeping bag, his much bigger thicker penis filling his hand as he lay there stroking it. "And don't leave anything out either!"
"Well last weekend was mom and dad's anniversary, so they drove over to Wendover to spend the night, do some gambling and of course celebrate. Needless to say, I wasn't too surprised when Susan informed me that Greg, her boyfriend would be coming over, and since I owed her one, which I did...she asked me to stay out of the house for a few hours so that she and Greg could have some fun together."
"Go on..." Rob said, his tone of voice filled with lustiness. I again glanced over, watching him palm the head of his cock almost the exact way I sometimes enjoyed doing to myself.
"So anyway, since I owed my sister a favor, I left shortly after Greg came over. The only problem was, I didn't really have any place to go. Tracy was working her part-time job after school and wouldn't even be home for a couple of hours yet, so there really wasn't any place I could go, which is when I remembered something. Anyway, I parked my car down the street, and then ran back to the house. When I got there, I slipped inside the back door without being heard. I knew they would no doubt start off in the living room first, or so I hoped anyway. And I was of course correct, as I could hear the two of them talking, messing around already. But...there was no way to actually see them without getting caught, unless..."
"Unless what?" Frank moaned to some degree when asking. Again I rose up looking over in his direction, he was half slapping, half twisting his cock.
"Hmm, have to try that," I thought. "Unless..." I began again, though I continued to sit there watching the two of them now as they lay jerking themselves off. "That I go up into the attic and watch them from there!"
"How the hell you do that?" Rob asked.
As I said earlier, we all lived together on the same street, and back then, the place we'd grown up had cookie-cutter houses as we called them. There were but three separate styles of homes, the most popular being the same design and floor plan we all lived in and were familiar with. "You know the vent that's in the ceiling in the living room?" Of course they both did. "Amazing what you can see from up there when you open it all the way," I explained, especially as you can pull the front part of the air vent completely off of it quite easily so you can change the filters and clean it out. Something I discovered when dad showed me how to do them as one of my annual chores. Anyway, I remembered being able to do that. So that's what I did. Got up into the attic, took off the vent, opened it without them knowing I was up there, and then just watched them."
"Holy fucking shit!" Rob said, now believing me as I'm sure Frank did, especially as they could very easily see and imagine how I'd actually done it.
"So what happened next?" Frank pressed now really hand slapping his prick. "What did you see after that?"
Maybe it was weird to some that I was spying on my own sister, though it certainly wasn't about her thinking back on it. Is was simply...getting to watch someone in the act, sister or not. It was no different to me than the handful of instances I had actually caught my parents going at it, one of which I had in fact shared with the guys back in the days when we did sit around all the time enjoying a circle jerk together.
"Once I had gotten the cover off the vent, which I had to take my time doing quietly, Susan was already sitting there with her top off and her boobs hanging out."
"What did they look like?" Rob asked throatily. I laughed at that. "Shit man, I don't really remember, I mean after all, she is my own sister! It wasn't really her boobs I was staring at, but the way she was sucking her boyfriends cock!"
I did remember...vividly. But I didn't want to come off sounding like I had the hot's for my sister either, though if I thought about what I'd said and just admitted to, that would have been a whole lot better in some ways.
"Anyway..." Frank spoke letting me know I was frustrating him here.
"So anyway, Susan's now leaning over sideways on the couch, she's busy fingering herself..."
"Fuck," Rob moans.
"And while she's doing that, Greg's working one of her tits, she has great big nipples by the way Rob, and the hardest, thickest one's you've ever seen too," that I couldn't honestly say was the truth, but I had to give him something. I heard him groan pleasurably at that however, and so continued. "And she of course has got her mouth around his cock, really sucking it, knobbing it up and down like crazy. Greg's just sitting there kneading her breast, his head thrown back, eyes closed while she's going to work on his enormous sized cock, which by the way, is as big, if not bigger than even Frank's is!"
"Oh yeah? Bigger than this fucker?" Frank says sitting up. Admittedly, he does have a pretty good-sized cock, and it's about as hard and angry looking as I've ever seen it. And he's still jerking it, though slowly.
"Well maybe close anyway," I then said, appeasing him somewhat, though now Frank continued to kneel while he sat jerking himself rather than lying down again. Though I noticed as he did so, that he also kept watching Rob as he continued milking his. "Anyway...she's like slobbering all over this guys cock, tons of drool, which at first I thought was his cum, and that he'd already cum or something without looking or sounding like he had, but it was just tons of spit that was coming out of my sister's mouth, though even that looked pretty wicked."
"Oh fuck!" Rob moaned once again, as did Frank.
"And then finally, Susan sits up, swings her leg over his lap, reaches back and slides down over his dick. Pretty soon they're both sitting there fucking like crazy. From where I sat, I could hear and see everything. She's screaming out at nearly the top of her lungs for this guy to fuck her, which he is...but then suddenly he like reaches it unexpectedly. He grunts, reaches back removing his prick and suddenly starts squirting all over Susan's ass and back. Biggest fucking load of cum I've ever seen...including yours Frank!" I half laughed. "Seriously! This guy shoots a wad like no body's business. Squirt after squirt after fucking squirt is coming out of this guy's dick, and he's just drenching my sister's back and ass."
"Oh fuck...fuck...fuck!" Rob cries out. I turn to look, as does Frank, and we're both sitting there watching Rob's nut happen.
"Don't get it on the fucking bag man!" I find myself telling him, as Rob seems to realize he might be, rolling over in my direction, pumping out the last few squirts of his own climax into the grass instead. About then Frank stands up, moves off a bit, facing away, but the way his hand finally slows, it's obvious he's just tossed one off into the grass too though I didn't see it. Seconds later I'm pouring my own out, though I just let it go wherever the hell it wanted to. Fuck that. It felt too good.
Pretty soon we're all sitting up looking at one another. "So that was for real huh?" Frank asks me. "Truth?"
We had a rule. And as far as I knew no one had ever broken it. We all knew everybody lied, even if it was only a small white lie as they called them. And those we hardly ever called one another on. Sometimes the lie was as cool as the truth would have been as uncool to tell. But...if you did, and someone called you on it, wanted to know the real truth, you had to tell, no matter what. Maybe it was the fact we didn't want to know if Frank was really telling us the truth or not about some of his stories that we never pinned him on it. Had we, I think he would have told us the god's honest truth. But it was also possible, that would have ruined it for us to if we found out he had been.
"Truth!" I said easily, as it was.
"Fuck man...that was hot," Rob said only then catching his breath. "I wish to hell I could see something like that!"
"Yeah, like watching dick-head over there and Diane going at it," I stated, meaning it as a joke, though half accusing him without asking for "truth" that maybe he hadn't been.
"Hey you know what? That's not a half bad idea!" Frank said suddenly. "Then maybe you'd believe me!"
Ok, so maybe Frank had been telling us the truth the whole time after all. Unless he was again just jerking our chain about it. "Seriously? You'd let us watch you and Diane together?"
"Sure! Why not! Then maybe you guys would believe me for one thing, and for another, get to see the sweet piece of ass I've been enjoying lately. Though I'll say this...it ever gets out that you did, or she hears about it...I'd kill you both, friends or no friends."
"Truth?" I said looking at him, as Frank glared back at me, his eyes meaning it.
"Truth!"
**
As it turned out, Frank arranged things to happen on the following Monday. He'd already worked out everything with Diane, so as far as she knew, she was just coming over to Frank's place to mess around after school like they sometimes did. Especially with both of Frank's parents working, and no one else in the house to cause them any grief as Frank was an only child. All three of us had work permits, and as such, with most of our classes pretty near finished except for final graduation exams, we attended two or three classes was all, and were usually home right after noon. And for us, this would work out perfectly as Frank had to hang around an hour and wait for Diane as she had one more last class to attend than we did.
Having given us his spear key, and since we both pretty much knew the layout of the attic as Frank's house was the exact same as ours were, Rob and I entered through the back door, replacing Fred's key under the mat. We then went upstairs through the trap door into the attic and made our way over to the vent that was in the exact same place that the one was in my house. I quickly showed Rob how to remove the vent itself from the opening, and then the filter. After that, opening it wide so we could see down and into the living room was easy. The ONLY problem after that was in being quiet, which Frank would conceal to some extent by turning the music on. We might not be able to hear whatever the hell they did or said very easily, but more importantly, Diane wouldn't hear us if we did something stupid like cough or something. Though Frank's pretty sincere warning about killing us both if she were to ever find out, hung heavy around out necks.
Oddly enough, Rob and I were both getting pretty horny while thinking about it, laying there waiting for Frank and Diane to enter.
"Just so you know, I plan on jerking off...especially if it gets as hot as I'm hoping it will," Rob told me.
"Ditto that," I responded, not at all feeling weird about it. After all, it wasn't like we all hadn't. Nor that we hadn't seen one another doing it countless times. "Just be fucking quiet when you cum," I admonished him. "Or it's apt to be the last time you ever do!" Just then we both heard the back door opening, and the sound of Frank and Diane's voices as they came into the room. Diane started to head back towards Frank's bedroom, but he stopped her, surprising her.
"No! Let's uh...do it out here today," he told her. "Besides, thought it might be nice to turn some music on while we're doing it," he then said. Frank's dad had a really nice sounding stereo system, so that seemed to please Diane quite a bit.
"You're just feeling especially naughty today aren't you?" she said, as Rob and I both grinned from ear to ear as she suddenly pulled the top she was wearing up and over her head, and then reached back undoing her bra. Unfortunately, we didn't see anything but her bare back for several minutes until Frank finally stood and began removing his clothes. Diane finally sat down on the couch, though she still had her panties on, watching him undress.
"Nice fucking tits!" Rob whispered, though thankfully the music was up loud enough she couldn't have heard us whispering. Even so, I whispered back reminding Rob to keep his voice down, if talking at all.
Back on the couch, Frank and Diane are sitting there facing one another. She's now got her hand wrapped around his dick, slow-stroking it making it hard, though by my estimation it already was about as fucking hard as I'd ever seen it. Frank in turn is stroking one of her rather lovely looking, nice sized breasts, his other hand down between her legs petting her there too, though we couldn't either one of us see much of that. And another thing needs be said here, the vent we were looking through, though easy to see through with it wide open the way it was, was fairly small. So...in order for both of us to see into it well enough, we had no choice but to lay side by side...closely. And in order to jerk off while we did, which we were, that meant pretty much facing one another in order to do it too, and continue looking on through the vent while Frank finally pushed Diane over onto her back, and then fit his pretty nice sized cock into her split and began fucking her.
Rob and I both had our cocks out by now, stroking ourselves off while we watched all the hot action taking place below us and across the room. So involved in doing that, at first I don't think either one of us knew we could actually feel the other one as we lay there, but inevitably, I soon after felt Rob's prick accidentally touch mine. We tried scooting apart a little, trying to give one another a bit more room, but that strained our ability to see clearly, and soon both found ourselves inching back in towards the middle. Eventually we just gave up and accepted the occasional accidental contact as being a casualty of our voyeurism, and let it go at that. Seeing Frank's cock slamming in and out of Diane's cunt was simply too good a thing to pass up, and admittedly, I was about as aroused as I had ever been before, much more so than when I was watching my sister and her boyfriend from the same vantage point. And of course Rob was, enough so I was starting to get worried he'd start panting too loudly and we'd be overheard because of it. One thing for sure, he was leaking like crazy, I could feel his cum smears starting to cling to the back of my hand so close together where we.



"Man, I wish I was fucking that pussy, or that she was at the very least jacking me off. That always feels so much better when someone else does it for you," Rob whispered softly, though I was damn glad that he did.
"Know what you mean," I had to admit. I wished that she was too, or that someone else was indeed pulling my cock for me. That had only happened once before in my entire life, and I had let probably the ugliest girl in school do it on a dare, which I felt bad about afterwards, but which at the same time, had been for me one of the best fucking hand jobs I'd ever felt...my own hand included.
I don't know how, when, or why it happened. It just did. With Rob and I both laying there so close, watching Rob fuck Diane, and then watching as he pulled out and began spraying his spunk all over her tits, the next thing I knew, I had felt Rob's hard cock, wrapped my hand around it, and then felt him wrap his around mine. I think we both came seconds after we did that, jerking off one another rather quite gloriously, which is how it felt actually, damn fucking good.
There was a momentary period of uneasiness however as we hurriedly cleaned ourselves up, not really talking about what had just happened as we did. Frank and Diane soon left. Having spoke about it earlier, Frank had asked us to stay until his return. It was a quick ten minute drive back to Diane's, a few minutes with her there and back, so we knew Frank wouldn't be gone much longer than a half an hour to forty-five minutes. Rob and I came down out of the attic once we'd heard the back door close, and then sat in somewhat awkward silence for a few moments.
"That was pretty fucking hot wasn't it?" I finally stated.
I saw by Rob's expression that he was wondering what I was speaking to specifically, but decided to comment on the less obvious. "Yeah, Franks a lucky guy alright. Diane really does have a nice set of tits, and you could tell she was really into it. I swear I could hear how wet her pussy was all the way up to where we were."
Rob's mere mention of "where we were, and what we'd just done," didn't go unnoticed by the expression on his face. Though hearing Frank's car pull up into his driveway gave us both excuse for not mentioning or pursuing that any further at the moment either.
The moment Frank walked in and saw us sitting on the couch he said, "Well? What did you guys think? Is Diane hot or what?"
"Oh yeah, that was fucking hot!" We both said nearly in unison. "You're a lucky man Frank, Diane's got a great looking body, and fabulous tits."
He grinned at that pridefully. "Yeah, and bet you two jerked off while watching us too didn't you?" It was virtually impossible to stand there and deny that we hadn't, and again by the looks on our faces as we stood there with silly shit-eating grins, he knew that we had. "Truth?"
"Yeah...we did," I said answering as he'd pulled out the truth card. Frank laughed at that knowingly.
"Wouldn't surprise me if the two of you got each other off," he then added jokingly, but his eyes widened in surprise a brief second after he'd said that. Obviously Rob's face gave away the fact that we had. "Holy shit! You two did didn't you?" Neither one of us said a thing, but then for a moment or two longer we didn't have to.
"Truth!" Frank then said making it more of a demand than a question.
I looked towards Rob, but his mouth wasn't working. His eyes said it all along with his face as he turned beet red. "Well yeah...sorta," I finally said lamely. "It just sort of happened, we were pretty cramped up there, close quarters ya know? And..."
Frank's comment effectively cut me off from continuing. He really wasn't listening anyway, and sort of half-laughed, his own face showing an interested curiosity about what he'd just heard the two of us confess to. "Shit man, I know this is gonna sound weird and all...but you know that I've never even felt what that's like? Diane's never beat me off either, said it's a waste of good cock." Frank paused looking at the two of us curiously, but then asked me directly as it was obvious Rob was even more embarrassed by it than he had been. "So...how did it feel?" he asked me pointedly without a trace of disgust in his tone of voice whatsoever.
"It felt...good," I freely admitted looking over towards Rob, surprised when he likewise stood there nodding his head yes, that it had. "But probably more so because we were watching you and Diane when we were," I then added. "Didn't really think about it, just the feeling I guess," I left off. But Frank didn't seem to be all that bothered about any of that.
"Fuck, I'm getting a woody just thinking about what it would be like to feel that...start to finish," he said surprising both Rob and I. Frank had slipped his hand down to his crotch absentmindedly rubbing himself, his next comment shocking both Rob and I when he said it. "Listen, since you two already have, how about one of you do me so that I can feel that?"
Both Rob and I again looked at one another, neither one of us up and suddenly volunteering anything. "I don't know Frank..." I began feeling a bit weird that we were even standing here discussing this. It had been several years since the old sit around and circle jerk days, and even then all we'd done was sit there and do it without really (purposely) looking at one another while we did.
"We'll all take a turn doing one another," he then suggested, that way no one can say anything about it one way or the other. And after we do...it stays here between us, doesn't go any farther than that either, agreed?"
The fact that Frank of all people said he'd do one of us seemed to settle any uncertainty that either Rob or I had, with Rob once again simply nodding his head. "So...we uh....just sort of circle jerk like we used to do? Only this time, doing one another at the same time or what?"
"Well...sort of," Frank said thinking about it. "But I think it would feel better, and maybe even be easier if we just sort of took turns, one of us jerking off the other, and then taking their turn afterwards, something like that. That way I can really just lay there and feel what it's like...start to finish," he again said reminding us why we were even doing this in the first place.
We decided to flip a coin to see who did Frank first between us. Whoever did, it would be their turn next. As it turned out, I was to jerk Frank off, then Rob would jerk me off, and then Frank would do Rob. Shortly after that we retreated into Frank's bedroom. He had a secret stash of girlie magazines in his closet which he brought out, and just like the old days so long ago, we all sat and began looking through them getting ourselves aroused. And though we did, we all still felt pretty awkward when we finally got undressed, three high school chums standing around naked in front of one another with full blown erections.
"Got any lube?" I asked. Frank grinned, opening the bottom cabinet of his nightstand and producing a small bottle of baby oil.
"Here, use this...I do," he grinned. "Feels pretty good, better than Vaseline," he told us seriously. Frank then crawled up into his bed, making himself comfortable. His prick was rock hard as I sat down next to him and though it still felt a little weird, I found that I was excited too, my own cock still just as equally hard as his was as I poured a bit of baby oil into the palm of my hands, and then poured a bit of it over his cock, watching it as it oozed down his shaft making it glisten.
"Tell me if I'm not doing it right, or if you don't like it or something," I asked. Frank didn't answer, just nodding his head and then closing his eyes. I took that as a sign to begin, which I then did as Rob took a seat next to us watching.
The head of Frank's dick was considerably larger than my own, or even Rob's for that matter, though he was about average sized. In comparison, mine was perhaps a bit thicker than either of the two, though Rob held the title of being the longest by a good inch or so. With slick hands, I started out just pumping Frank's prick up and down.
"Slower, do it slow at first," he asked without opening his eyes. "I'll tell you when." I slowed the pace down considerably, now just moving the skin around his prick up and down ever so softly, and began to actually get into it while I did so. I sat, watching as I pulled the skin of his prick all the way up and over the head of it, and then held it there, sometimes letting it go entirely. I began to do to Frank's cock the way I sometimes enjoyed doing to my own, wondering if he did much the same things as I was. "Oh yeah, yeah...that's good, keep doing it like that," he told me.
I took a quick peek over towards Rob, saw him sitting there watching the two of us cock in hand. I almost laughed, if he kept doing that to himself, Frank would hardly have to do anything when it was his turn. Knowing Rob, he was apt to come the moment Frank even touched him. I turned back to focus on what I was doing, saw Frank's dick head get really purplish swollen and could hear his soft grunts of pleasure as I sat there stroking his dick. Obviously it felt good, and I began getting a bit more enthusiastic as I started twirling just the head in my fist, and then went from there to twisting it all the way down in one stroke, and then twisting it the opposite way on the other.
"Oh fuck man, that's nice...even Diane doesn't stroke it that good!" He unabashedly admitted. In a strange way, it sounded nice getting a compliment on my hand-job technique, and began getting even a bit more playful with his prick, sometimes just pinching or squeezing the head with my fingers, all the while continuing to pump his shaft up and down with my other hand.
His breathing was now hard, faster. It was obvious Frank was nearing his climax, which he soon confirmed. "Oh yeah, yeah...stroke it now, fast! Hard!" he exclaimed half sitting up so he could watch himself cum when he did. The sounds my hand was making over his very slippery cock were erotic too, a reminder to me of how much I enjoyed hearing those exact same sounds whenever I sat jerking myself off. "Fuck man...here it cums!" Frank suddenly cried out, and then as though in slow motion, which to some extent I was doing as I'd gone from pumping his prick up and down rather quickly, to once again slow-stroking it, which is the way I personally enjoyed it, Frank spurted.
I noticed Rob was leaning over so he could see better, still fisting his own prick, watching as Frank started throwing streamer after streamer of white sticky spunk out of the end of his cock. I had somewhat aimed it, so that most of it just shot up onto his chest, though not at all surprised when the first couple of really hard-felt spurts skyrocketed clear over his shoulder hitting the headboard.
I sat, still slow stroking Frank's cock, milking out the last final dredges of his spunk until he reached down, taking his cock in hand and out of mine. I had some of his cream, which had dripped down, over my knuckles, grabbing a tissue out of a Kleenex box Frank had likewise kept handy and cleaned myself off with it.
Somewhat sheepishly, yet at the same time obviously surprised, he smiled. "Fuck Dave, you need to give Diane lessons!" He joked, though we all knew he wasn't serious. We could just see that, though in truth, Diane might have actually enjoyed watching that, though no one was of course about to actually suggest it to her, including Frank.
"So...guess it's me then," I said switching places with Frank and Rob as Frank now collapsed into his chair, his hard cock now wilting, though still managing to show a bit of length to it, which surprisingly he still held toying with it somewhat as Rob now poured some of the baby oil in his hand, and then onto me.
"How do you want it?" he asked.
"Same as you saw me do to Frank," I told him. "Nice and slow at first, and...twist it around a bit, I like that."
Rob's initial explorations were tentative at best, though he soon after relaxed and seemed to get into it, just as I'd done. Pretty soon I was just lying back, enjoying the feel of Rob's hand on my prick, working it. Much to my surprise, I soon felt the tingle of anticipatory climax even though I had just tossed one off just a little over an hour ago. "Gonna cum," I announced simply, and then as Frank had done, I sat up. Glancing over, I was somewhat surprised to see that Frank was hard again, sitting there jacking himself off while he watched us. I felt the pleasured spurts of my release, and though as expected, they didn't have quite the velocity or amount of discharge that Frank's spending had had, it was nevertheless just as intense, if not more so as I came.
"Ok Dude...looks like it's your turn now," I stated and once again switched places with Rob and Frank.
Like I said, neither Frank nor I was too surprised. He had barely even gotten started jacking Rob's prick off when he suddenly shuddered. And though he too had climaxed barely over an hour ago, I think Frank stroked his cock maybe a dozen times if that before Rob announced he was about to cum. And also as somewhat expected, there was hardly much there when he did. It just sort of dribbled out as Frank kept pumping and squeezing his dick, but as Rob arched his back off the bed, it was evident it still felt plenty good.
I had figured that was pretty much it, but as I already said, Frank was all stiff and hard again having watched this, and playing with himself. "Do me again," he said looking at Rob. "That way, everyone's done everyone else at least once," he said by way of explanation. This time he wanted to stand however, which he did as Rob sat next to him on the bed. For half a second or so, I wondered if Frank might suggest to Rob that he actually suck him, though he never did, though he was certainly held Frank's prick close enough to his face while jacking him off. It took a bit longer this time too, and poor Rob eventually switched hands a few times, but eventually Frank got off again. By the look on his face, it was just as equally pleasurable this time, though like us, Frank didn't shoot off nearly as much cum juice that time either.
We soon after cleaned up, got dressed, and then each went our separate ways for the day, though we didn't discuss anything of what we'd done or felt, or even thought about over the following days. It was well over a week with barely two weeks of school remaining to us before graduation when I got a call out of the blue from Frank.
"What's up?" I told him as I climbed into his Pontiac GTO a short time later after he'd called. He looked a bit sheepish, and at first didn't really say much, telling me only that he was taking me for a coke so we could talk about something. At first it sounded ominous, though his nervousness told me something was on his mind, and couldn't be all that serious as he nervously joked with me on the way over to the drive in. We ordered our drinks, sat in the car waiting for them, and only after they'd been delivered did he begin to tell me what was actually going on.
"I was with ah...Diane yesterday," he began. "We were messing around a little you know? And I asked her then if she wouldn't mind like jerking me all the way off...wanted to see how it felt when she did it, and then somehow I said something about how good it felt when someone did that for you instead of yourself, and then she asked me 'who else has done it for you', and so..."
"What? You told her?"
"Well yeah, I did...but it's not as bad as it all sounds either. I mean I didn't tell her who at first, until she sort of got angry about it, so then I did."
"Fuck Frank! Why the hell'd you do that?"
"Don't worry man, like I said, it's all cool, after I told her what had happened, and who had, she really seemed to get turned on by it."
"You mean to tell me you told her that Rob and I watched the two of you fuck?"
"Oh no! Not that! No way...never! She'd have killed me. But...what I DID tell her was how we all used to get together when we were growing up a few years ago, and then sit there and watch one another. Though I sort of led her to believe that we'd done it a few times since then, though it had been a while since we had, and not since we'd been going out together."
I was relieved to hear that, but I still didn't know why he really had told her, or where he was going with all of this either. "So? Then what?"
"So...she like gets all way horny when I told her that, she then made me tell her what we'd done...where and how, all of it. So I told her some of it, some of the times we had, but then sort of told her about how we did it the other day, though making it sound like it was a long time ago when we'd done it that way. Anyway..." Frank's face was beet red as he continued, not with embarrassment, but with obvious excitement. "You're not gonna believe this when I tell you...but, Diane said she'd like to see that, like to watch you do me...and me you. And she even said she'd sit there naked, and let you see her like that if you were willing to. And...if it was ok with me, she'd even let you play with her boobs a little for doing it if you wanted to."
I sat back in the seat, a look of surprised shock on my face at what Frank had just told me. "Seriously? She wants to see us jerk one another off? And she said she'd even get naked and sit there while we do?"
Frank merely nodded his head.
"Truth?"
"Truth!"
"And you'd be ok with me playing with your girlfriend's boobs some?"
"I don't have a problem with you doing that no...it's not like we're gonna gang-bang her or anything, just a little titty play is all, and I'm cool with that. But fuck Dave, if you'd have seen how horny she got when I told her that, that was...the wildest, best fuck we've ever had. And not only that, she even sucked me off."
"You mean as in off...off?"
"All the way off...yes!"
"Holy shit!"
"Yeah...I know, and she told me she'd do it again, but only if she saw you and I jerk one another off while she watched. So...what do you think? You game?"
It took me all of two seconds to think about it. "Hell yes...when?"
"Just as soon as we finish our drinks," he said smiling. "Her folks are gone for the evening, so we'll have the entire place to ourselves downstairs in the den." Frank glanced at his watch. "That'll give us just enough time to stop by and pick Rob up."
"He already know about all this?" I asked.
"Yeah, said he wanted to think about it first, but then he called me back just shortly before I called you and said he was in."
"Holy shit, the three of us again then, while she watches?"
"Yeah, just like before, only she'll watch and sort of let who ever isn't play with her some, like I said..."
I soon after finished my drink as Frank did, and then we drove over and picked Rob up.
**
Diane was nervously waiting for us when we arrived, though it was nice to see that she had been all the while wearing nothing more than a light blue baby-doll nightgown. It was sheer enough that you could just make the outline of her breasts out beneath it, not to mention her fairly dark nice sized nipples. It didn't take long for the three of us to become aroused, seeing Diane like that, even though Rob and I still felt a bit awkward as we undressed and climbed into Diane's bed. It was far easier to let her take charge though than it had been the last time, letting her decide who was going to do what to who at the beginning. And also just like before, I was to go first, stroking Frank's cock while she watched. In the meantime, she did get naked too, likewise sitting on the bed next to us both, with Rob happily sitting behind her, feeling her boobs when we began. When eventually Frank shot off with my stroking him, he'd aimed his wad so that it shot against Diane's breasts. This then became the obvious target for us all, as after that Frank then jerked me off in return, which Rob didn't seem to mind as he was thoroughly enjoying playing with Diane's boobs, even if they did have Frank's juice smeared all over them. Something, which Diane really seemed to enjoy too.



This time, I had a really big wad myself, and took a great deal of enjoyment in watching it spurt all over Diane's tits as Frank pumped me off onto them. And admittedly, it felt damn fucking good as Frank seemed to have enjoyed doing it for her, even doing it the way she sometimes asked him to do it, slowing down, or speeding up, or sometimes stopping all together and just "waggle it" as she sometimes asked us to do for her. Even that felt erotically good too.
After that Frank jerked Rob off while she watched him do that, with me taking Rob's place sitting behind her there on the bed. Diane had slightly larger tits than Tracy did, and it was damn fucking exciting to sit there and play with them while we all watched. Rob at least took a bit longer to cum this time than he had in the past, but that wasn't the biggest surprise of the evening either.
"So...you just going to jerk Rob off this time? Or are you going to do what I asked you?" she said "If...you want me to do that for you too," she added.
Rob looked over at the two of us, as I looked over at him, wondering..."Did she just suggest what I thought she suggested?" I asked myself. And then I looked at Frank whose face looked a little guilty, and more than a bit embarrassed. "She's never sucked you off all the way yet has she?" I asked, and for the first time ever, followed that up with..."truth?"
He didn't answer me verbally, though he did shake his head "no," as Diane curiously looked on.
Frank looked at the two of us and finally spoke, "Diane said she'd suck me off, if she saw me suck on you for a bit," he said. "And if I do...and if any of you do too, she said she'd also suck you some as well. So..." Frank just sat there waiting for Rob to decide if he was ok with it. Diane meanwhile reached over wrapping her hand around Rob's cock, "waggling" it, and waiting.
"Please Robbie?" she said in a teasing tone of voice. "No one else will ever know if you do, and I promise that I'll give yours a nice sweet little suck too if you do it." That seemed to be about all that it took, Rob nodded his head yes, and then Frank leaned over sucking Rob's dick into his mouth. I sat there surprised to be seeing this, though that's when I felt Diane's hand on my reawakened dick, once again stroking it.
"Fuck that's hot!" Diane exclaimed, fondling one of her breasts as we sat there, her jerking me off again with her hand while the two of us watched Frank knobbing Rob's prick. He did so for a few minutes longer until Diane wanted to see me sucking on Frank's cock, with the added promise of her sucking on me afterwards.
I had never had a blowjob, nor had I ever given one either. So this was a first for me all the way around. I had certainly imagined what it might feel like, and had certainly seen it happen in a couple of dirty movies I had watched, so it's not like I wasn't familiar with the mechanics of it all. But even so...I had no idea as to what to expect, how it would taste or feel when I did it. Or...when I eventually felt it myself.
Frank spread out on the bed and I sat beside him leaning over. Once again I felt Diane's hand wrap itself around my prick and began stroking it as I finally screwed up the courage, leaned over, and took Frank's prick inside my mouth. With as big a head as he had, it took some getting used to having it fill my mouth, but I did, sucking it and occasionally taking a breather just licking it, which is what Diane was now doing to me as I did that. I took from her cue to do to Frank what she began doing to me, figuring she knew better than anyone else what probably felt the best. And since Frank just lay there moaning and thrashing about, I pretty much figured I was doing a fairly reasonable job.
"Suck him off...and I'll suck you off too," Diane whispered, urging me on. "Let him come in your mouth, and you can come in mine."
Frank didn't say a thing, and neither did Rob, though I did glance up to see Rob was now kneeling by Frank, which is when that gave Diane another idea. "Suck his Frank," Diane said. "Go on baby...suck Rob's prick while Dave's sucking yours and I'm sucking his." Frank didn't even hesitate, surprising Rob as Rob turned so that he could better accommodate Frank while he did so. Though not at all sure what to expect, or how this might end up in the long run, I kept working on Frank's blood engorged prick with my mouth, waiting for the explosion to come though I didn't expect it would be all that much when it did this go around. And I had tasted my own cum before out of curiosity, so there wouldn't be too much of a surprise when the time came for that either as I figured it. And so I continued, enjoying my own first ever blowjob, though I'd have preferred to just sit back relax and enjoy it. However under the circumstances, I wasn't about to tell her not to either.
Admittedly, though Frank didn't shoot off nearly as much as I'd seen him do before, I was still caught somewhat unprepared for it when he did. I felt Frank's prick suddenly release, the torrent of his spunk suddenly filling my mouth nearly gagging me. I then took it mostly all the way out, just sucking on the head as he finished off inside, just as I felt my own cock release it's equally full load into Diane's mouth, causing her to pretty much do the same as I had. Finished, she and I both sat back taking a breather, though now enjoying it, as was Rob...as Frank brought him closer to completion. Rob's deep throated groan soon told us that he too was shooting off as Frank held him in place, gulping down Rob's semen as fast as he could manage it. Rob had obviously unloaded a bit more than any of us had realized, though he didn't seem to mind it at all, especially as excited as Diane was in seeing him do it for her.
We all took a bit of a breather, though initially I'd expected things to wrap up pretty quickly shortly after that. But much to our surprise, Diane was horny again within a short little while, and wanted to do more, with Frank's permission, which included in letting him fuck her in front of us while Rob and I watched. Though part of that again was having the two of us stroke one another off while they did, and while she could watch us.
Though giving Frank a blowjob hadn't been all that difficult, it was still far easier for me to do and feel comfortable with at the time, just jacking off Rob's cock while he did the same to mine. Seeing Frank's prick disappearing in and out of Diane's cunt was the first close-up of that I'd ever seen before in real life too, so the experience was certainly well worth it. Eventually Diane leaned over placing Rob and I's cocks together, jacking them off as one until we both came, once again "dribbling" this time onto her breasts. But even that felt damn fucking good, though by now the three of us were pretty much all finished. Even when Diane finished the evening off with a little solo performance of her own, which damn near lengthened my cock again, and certainly would have under normal circumstances. But the fact of the matter was, I was spent...along with everyone else.
**
That was the one and only time we ever did that together. Several days later we all graduated. That same night, Tracy and I gave our virginity to one another to round out the night. After graduation Frank entered into the service and was killed over in Vietnam. I came back unscathed, and eventually met and married my wife. Rob and I remained close friends, and quite often get together and visit. I honestly believe our experiences helped to bond us even more closely together as friends, which we remained. And though we don't talk about many of the things we did or experienced together, neither one of us seems to regret or look down on any of it. We even joked about it, sharing some things with our wives one evening who seemed quite curious, if not downright aroused in hearing how we used to sit and watch one another jerk off. And though that seems like a lifetime ago now, I still look back on it with fondness and feel that it in many ways has given me a much healthier attitude and outlook on life, as well as sex in general. I think that's something my wife now appreciates quite a bit, and I have certainly reaped the rewards from that myself.
So if you want to judge me, judge me then. But I don't have any regrets, except for the loss of a very good friend. So if I take a moment here and there to think back on that, when boys were boys, doing what a lot of boys very often do...so be it. I'm ok with that.
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It was a stupid, stupid, and dumbass thing to do. But I did it anyway. And I spent the better part of the rest of the night telling myself just that. I mean come morning, there was no way I was going to be able to explain it, surely she'd know.... figure it out. And then, there'd be hell to pay.
Not like we both hadn't been paying it already.
My father had left two years prior. He'd gotten a fairly substantial promotion, and with that an enormous pay increase, a brand new office to go along with the title, not to mention a sweet sexy administrative assistant they're now called, to wait on him hand and foot...oh, and in his case, add cock to that list of duties too. Don't get me wrong, he'd worked long and hard for that, but once he'd reached his new glorified status, for whatever reason, mom was no longer worthy of his new suddenly sexy self.
It didn't take a rocket scientist to figure out he was banging the new assistant, nor did he deny it (somewhat to his credit either) after mom confronted him about it. But...it didn't end either, though their marriage soon after did.
The divorce wasn't all that messy. Mom got a reasonable amount of money from him to live on, though she also had a fairly decent job herself. At least one in which for a time she could lose herself in, which she did. And, she was still able to provide reasonably well for the two of us as I finished out my final year of high school before deciding which university it was I wanted to attend. The one thing I'd already decided was to take off the summer, relax, see the sights, enjoy myself and have a little fun before knuckling down and hitting the books again. Something my mother was delighted to hear, as I'd be staying with her for a while yet, before moving out and living on campus as was my intent.
I guess it was the thought of her being really alone that began to get to her. And though she hid it for the most part well enough, there were times I could hear her crying in her bedroom late at night. That was followed with her having a bit more wine in the evening that I'd seen her normally consume, and as I was later to learn, with her taking sleeping pills on top of that.
After the divorce, friends and coworkers tried to fix her up with dates. She went on two in the beginning, each one a total disaster. Needless to say, she wasn't too enthusiastic about going out or meeting anyone else again after that. And not that mom wasn't attractive, she most certainly was. She was only then thirty-nine, not even forty yet. Dad was ten years her senior, and now, here he was messing around with a woman half his age, barely older than I was at eighteen. But like I said, I thought mom was attractive looking, and she was my own fucking mother for hells sakes! She was in reasonably nice shape, sure...she didn't have the body of a twenty something year old anymore, but I'd seen the looks she was given whenever we went out to do any shopping, or on a handful of times, actually enjoying an evening out together over dinner. She got looks, and I looked at her appraising her myself whenever she did, though at the time I didn't realize I was looking at her the way that I was. Nor did I realize I was now starting to feel a tiny bit jealous of it when guys did. It was neither a thought nor an emotion I had ever had to consider before, so when I first had them, I had no idea what they were...or why I was even having them to be perfectly honest about it.
Everyone talks about how they've stumbled into their parents dressing, or rather undressing by accident. Maybe I did when I was younger, but the truth was, if I had, I didn't honestly recall or remember it. Obviously, that memory or image wasn't one important enough for my recall files to be locked away for future perusal. But that all changed after I began to look at my mother in a different light, especially when I came home one night quite unexpectedly.
I worked a part time job, not that I really needed the money. Mom saw to it that I had whatever I needed, if and when I really needed it. The job was for nothing more than some self spending money (mainly for dates) though I had just recently broken up with my own long-time girlfriend over what else? Sex. We'd been dating for almost the entire time in high school and hadn't done diddlysquat. Now that we'd graduated, I figured we'd move forward a little faster than we had, a few hand jobs here and there, and some heavy petting was evidently as far as it was going to go in the foreseeable future. When I informed Penny I was going to eventually be attending a university a slight distance away, her dreams of marriage, raising an immediate family came to a screeching halt. And with that, so did the amount of intimacy we'd been having up until then. Saving herself for marriage (as she put it) wasn't in my immediate future, and with that, the relationship simply came to an end.
Needless to say, I was climbing a few walls myself, so the friction at home wasn't exactly conducive to making things any easier on mother either. I had gone into work as planned, but upon arriving, was asked by another friend of mine who I worked with if I was willing to trade him the night off as he had a major date planned for Friday. Since I didn't, nor would have anytime soon, I agreed to trade him, and thus found myself having the night off unexpectedly, going in to work for him the following night instead.
I wasn't at all surprised to see mom's car in the driveway of course when I got home, though I also knew she wasn't expecting me to be there when she did. Which meant that no doubt she wouldn't be worried about fixing dinner, and had no doubt already snacked on something, along with several glasses of wine by now. Often whenever she did that, as she'd been doing, she'd drink just enough wine to get herself a bit tipsy, though sleepier, and crawl up into bed considerably earlier than usual if I wasn't going to be around.
I didn't exactly make a whole lot of noise when I came in, but I didn't take my shoes off or try and walk around quietly either. There was no noise coming from the TV, so I knew she'd most likely already gone upstairs to bed, even though it wasn't 8:00 in the evening yet by the time I had gotten home.
Her bedroom was at the opposite end of the hallway from mine, which I would have to pass by at the top of the landing. I figured to stop, check in on her, and then go and change clothes and get into something comfy for the night. After that, I'd fix a sandwich, pop myself down in front of the TV, and with luck, if she was indeed sleeping, switch over to an adult station, watch some soft porn, stroke myself off a nice one, and head on up to bed myself afterwards.
As I reached the top of the stairs I noticed two things. One, there was still light coming from underneath the door in her bedroom, which meant she was very likely still up. It was possible she was reading, as she loved a good book, but it had been a hell of a long time since she had. Two, the door wasn't entirely closed. It didn't stand wide open, but it had a good six inch gap in it, which immediately told me that she very likely was sitting there reading, sort of listening for any sounds coming downstairs. And though I had told her I had to work, it was just as likely possible she either didn't remember that, or had forgotten, and was perhaps expecting to hear me come home soon. Either way, I figured to peek in on her before heading down the hall to my own room. With luck, she'd be asleep already, and I'd simply close her door and proceed on with my own plans. If she wasn't, well...then I'd have to play things by ear and see how the rest of the evening went. With luck, I'd eventually still get that stroke off in one way or the other.
Normally I would have just barged right in, especially as her door was partially open, and told her I was home. And as I prepared to do just that, I suddenly checked up, hearing something strangely unfamiliar, but at the same time, all too familiar as I stood there thinking about it.
A few months back I had walked in on my mom and a friend of hers, Sharon, as they sat at the kitchen table over coffee. This was during the time when she, along with a few others was either trying to set mom up with someone, or at the very least get her out of the house. The weird thing was the looks on their faces when I unexpectedly walked into the kitchen, not to mention the sudden mad dash to stash away whatever it was my mother had been holding in her hand at the time. I hadn't seen anything, but it was obvious to me whatever it was, it had embarrassed the two of them tremendously. They both sat there red faced, looking guilty as hell, something I wasn't used to seeing my mother look like, or Sharon for that matter. Sharon was by all accounts rather wild in her own right, I'd overheard enough conversations which had convinced me of that, so seeing the two of them pretending to be doing something other than what they had been, I found quite amusing.
Pretending I hadn't seen or suspected a thing, I soon grabbed some cookies and milk and headed off to watch TV. Later that night after she'd reluctantly gone out on one of her two disastrous dates, I did what any bored curious kid would do. I went through her things. And it's not like she had some secret hidden away wall panel, or even a safe to lock things in. She didn't. For some oddball reason, women tend to think they can hide things in their panty drawer, like that is some sort of natural ward against kids rummaging through things. As though we'll all freak out at seeing our moms bras and panties and such. Truth was, I knew whatever it was she was trying to conceal from me earlier would no doubt be hidden away beneath all that silk and lace, which it was.
Now, we all know (even if we really don't think about it) that our moms and dads have sex. Usually, most kids would rather NOT think about it to be perfectly honest. I know in the beginning, I thought pretty much the same thing myself. But this took things in an entirely new direction. Curious, I rummaged through her "unmentionables" as she called them, and soon after discovered what it was that she and her girlfriend had initially been laughing about, and after my walking in on them...trying to hide.
I had turned it on, curious, hearing the somewhat faint buzzing of the vibrating toy as I held it in my hand, surprised that she had one, the image now indelibly burned inside my head of my own mother using it on herself.
It was that very same sound I now heard as I stood there just outside her bedroom door.
I knew now what it was she must be doing. Perhaps it would have been more prudent for me to quietly walk down the hallway to my own room and not disturb her. The problem was, I was again curious, if not actually aroused. And as they say about the cat, I figured I had a few lives to give up yet, so approached the door quiet as a mouse in order to peer inside. Little did I know I'd soon be giving up one of those remaining lives.
I found myself standing at the door, likewise holding my breath as I slowly inched my way forward as though she could hear me if I didn't. The light from the bedside nightstand the only light, which was on, but it was enough to clearly see by. Mom, lying on her back, eyes closed, one hand cupping one of her magnificent breasts, which I now saw for the first time really, though my attention was quickly drawn to her other hand. Though I had an idea what to expect as I peeked in, I was still surprised, if not outright shocked by what I was looking at. The same vibrator I had once found was now buried deeply inside my own mother's cunt. I heard her moan, taking a moment to glance up towards her face, glad to see her eyes were still closed. I stood there watching her as she playfully teased her hardened nipples with her fingertips. Mom held one of them between two fingers, pulling on it, stretching it upwards, and pinching it firmly as she did. Simultaneously, she continued to slide the vibrating toy in and out of herself, sometimes allowing it to simply glide over her obviously wet slit, tickling her extended clit before shoving it deeply back inside that wet glistening furrow.
I felt my cock throb, realizing only then how hard I was. Reaching down, I undid the top button on my jeans, my hand slithering down inside the waistband of my shorts. The hardness of my prick was a bit of a surprise, more so because it had become so while I stood there watching my own beautiful mother lying on the bed pleasuring herself. Her breasts though somewhat flattened against her chest, where nevertheless erotically displayed. Her dark swollen nipples very much apparent as she took turns playing with them, the erotic sounds of her moans combined with the slickness of her obviously wet cunt were easily heard as I continued to stand there in the doorway quietly fondling myself.
Which is about the time my cell phone rang.
The moment I heard it I stepped back away from the door. One hand down the front of my jeans, the other reaching back to fish out my cell from my back pocket. And of course the sound of my mother's voice, nervously asking..."Daniel?"
I wanted to die. But by the sound of my mother's voice coming from the bedroom, I thought maybe she wanted to do the same thing too. Having no other alternative, and knowing I couldn't just sit there, I pulled out my shirt covering as best as I could my obvious erection, especially as there was no time to button up my jeans. Cell phone in hand, I was looking at it as I entered, trying to act as nonchalant and as casual as I could, as though I had just then been passing by my mother's bedroom. I clicked the phone shut, looked up and smiled. Mom was obviously still naked, and had only had enough time to grab one of her very large oversized pillows placing that over herself as I entered.
"I didn't know you were going to be home," she said obviously embarrassed.
"Yeah, me neither," I said, trying to sound like I had just arrived, and that I had no idea what she'd been doing in here when I entered. "Just got home seconds ago," I lied, seeing the look of relief on her face, though she likewise glanced at my now wrinkled shirt, shirttails hanging out which wasn't at all how I normally wore them. "Gonna grab something to eat, watch a movie and then hit the sack," I told her. "Need me to get you anything?"
"Ah no...thanks, in fact, I'll probably get up myself here, tried to sleep, but can't. Ok if I watch a movie with you?" she asked.
"So much for my stroke off," I thought. "Sure...want me to fix you a sandwich too?"
"No thanks, I've already eaten. But I wouldn't mind another glass of wine," she said holding up her empty glass to me. "Fill one for yourself while you're at it."
Mom was obviously flushed in the face, and I knew it wasn't from the wine. The pillow she held against herself did little if anything to hide the fact that she was totally naked beneath it, and even something as simple as that made her look even more sexy to me than when I'd seen her fully naked, pleasuring herself.
"Ok mom," I said taking the empty wine glass. I quickly headed back downstairs, thankful to have dodged a bullet, though even then I wondered if in fact I really had. Her look had made me wonder as though she were about to say something, ask me something else, but then had thought better of it. By the time I had made myself something to snack on, poured two more glasses of wine and returned to the family room, she was there waiting for me. She had thrown on one of her comfortable terry cloth robes, something I was used to seeing her in, and had settled down on the couch. I handed her, her wine, and then took a seat in the chair kitty-corner across from where she sat. "Anything in particular you'd like to watch?" I asked.
One thing I didn't want to do was to have to sit through some sort of chick-flick. If that's what she decided to pick, I'd have no other choice however but to do so. I couldn't very well get up and leave her sitting there watching it alone when she'd made some obvious effort to want to spend time with me.
"Actually..." she began nervously. "I'm sort of in the mood for something a bit more adult, perhaps even on the naughty side," she then added, to which I had nearly choked on my wine after sipping it.
"What do you mean...exactly?" I said looking at her, not a hundred percent sure she had actually meant what I'd just heard, though that made her laugh nervously when looking at me.
"You heard me, something sexy, naughty. I know you enjoy watching those adult channels, so maybe we can find something not too uncomfortable to watch together on one of those."
I didn't answer, though I started to flip through a few available programs off the adult channel. The problem with that was, even the names of the available movies were highly suggestive. I felt myself growing red in the face as we sat there browsing through some of the listings.
"There! That one," she said. I read it, surprised that the title had intrigued her, which was bad enough.
"Lonely mother finds comfort in the arms of a younger man."
"You sure mom? These might not be exactly hard core, but they are pretty explicit."
"Make you feel uncomfortable to watch something like that with your own mother?" she asked. Her speech sounded a bit slurred as she spoke. I half hoped another glass or two of wine, and perhaps she'd grow too sleepy to continue watching the program, and perhaps go on up to bed. Though just the thought of that was an instant reminder to me of what I'd watched her doing earlier when she was.
"Well no...not exactly, it's just that I'm surprised you might find something like that interesting enough to want to see it," I told her.
"Well then?"
I pushed the accept/play for that particular movie, and then sat back in my seat taking a mouthful of my wine emptying the glass.
"Oh good...pour us another before it starts," mom indicated once again holding up her empty glass.
I stood, but as I did I felt the press of my erection against my jeans, turning quickly in order to face away from her, and then all but ran into the kitchen, taking my dirty dishes and the two empty glasses of wine with me.
"Why don't you just bring us back another bottle while you're in there!" mom called into me.
I was glad for the time to reposition my now somewhat awkward hard cock within my pants, opened a fresh bottle of wine, and re-emerged a few minutes later. The movie was already playing, and whatever preliminaries had occurred already I had missed. An older woman was already being propositioned by a much younger looking man who had come in to sit next to her at a very darkened theatre where she sat towards the back all by herself.
"No woman in her right mind would go into some sort of seedy movie theatre all by herself like that," mom commented.
I couldn't have agreed with her more, but that wasn't the point of the movie, and told her so. "Maybe we should find something else to watch," I suggested.
"No, no...this is fine!" She laughed. "And I know that it's not very realistic, I'm not quite that naïve," she giggled, once again telling me she was already feeling the effects of the wine. "I just find it a bit amusing is all."
We sat watching it together, in silence. Especially when the younger man eventually reached over and began massaging her breast. Within moments, he'd managed to undo the buttons on her blouse, his hand suddenly worming itself inside where he began to fondle her. By the look on her face, she was enjoying it. Awkwardly, I glanced over towards mom, pretending to take a drink as I did so. To my surprise, she had leaned over slightly trying to face away from me as she sat there on the couch, but it was evident that one of her own hands had disappeared into the opening of her robe.



"God! Is she actually touching herself?" I wondered.
We continued to watch, and I continued to get harder and harder, I had finished my third glass of wine, now feeling it a little myself, reaching for the bottle to pour another. Seeing this, mom quickly drained her own glass, holding it out to me. As she did, she removed her hand from inside her robe, and not too carefully either as it parted considerably, especially as she then leaned forward. "Here, fill me up again too!" she asked. As I poured, I could see her right breast entirely, it had all but fallen out of her robe. Even when she sat back, the front of her bathrobe remained partially open, the fullness of that same breast now openly exposed and just sitting there, though her nipple had just barely secreted itself back behind the material of her terry cloth robe.
By this time the young man was running his hand up and down her partially exposed leg, inching ever forward and higher until it had eventually disappeared beneath her somewhat short skirt and remained there. By the expression on the woman's face, it was obvious as to what he was now doing to her even if you couldn't see it.
"I bet you've done that a time or two haven't you Daniel?" she asked, her speech once again sounding a bit slurred along with her giggle as she said that.
"Mom!" I said feigning shock at her comment.
"Oh come on Daniel, I'm your mother, you can tell me. I bet you have, haven't you?"
"Not in a long...long time," I finally admitted. "Not since Penny and I broke up, that's for sure!"
"So, you're telling me your not seeing anyone, or doing anything?" she asked, her speech sounding even more slurred than it had.
"Didn't say I'm not doing anything..." I said boldly, wondering as I said it what kind of response I might get from that. Once again mom laughed, even more nervously, her face growing red as she thought about that, though I wondered if it was from the wine or embarrassment, though most likely both.
"Know what you mean," she said. "Me too."
We again sat in silence watching the movie, I was glad that it wasn't anything really hard core as they didn't show anything too explicit, though we both watched as the woman now reached over, unzipping the young man's pants, her hand quickly finding its way inside where it suggestively showed she was jerking him off.
"Maybe you'd better help me upstairs to bed after all," mom said struggling up to her feet as she said it. She wobbled precariously as though about to fall over. I jumped up, just reaching her before she did. But as I did, the front of her robe came entirely open, she was naked beneath it but didn't react to the fact that she was, nor that I could obviously see her. "Guess I had a bit too much to drink," she told me apologetically, though she didn't make any effort whatsoever in closing her robe back together as I began to guide her shakily back up the stairs to her room.
It took a great deal of effort in getting her up there. Twice I had nearly lost her, once having to all but lift her and carry her up, my arm coming into direct contact with her bare breasts as I did so, but somehow I managed it. I finally did pick her up, carrying her down the short corridor off the landing into her bedroom, and then placed her gently down onto the bed. I wasn't sure what else to do, and nearly turned leaving her the way that she was, half in and half out of her robe, and not yet under the covers.
"Help me Daniel," she said somewhat feebly, and then lay there struggling to get out of her bathrobe, even though I'm sure she knew I would see her naked if I did. But the fact she had asked spurred me into action. I managed to get one arm out of the robe, basically exposing her completely. It was inadvertent, and unavoidable contact as my hand grazed one of her breasts, reaching over to try and wrestle out the other arm, she even giggled when I did that, making it more difficult as though fighting me rather than helping me.
"Tag, you're it," she said in a very slurred sounding speech, her eyes closed, and suddenly appearing to have passed out after having said that. I just stood there looking down at her totally nude form, the words a reminder of so long ago now.
As a child we had played a very innocent game together, and even then only on the weekends. It had become a challenge for the two of us, if I could approach and touch her without her catching me before I did, I would then say "Tag you're it." Having accomplished that small feat, I was then granted something simple, like an extra cookie before dinner, or an extra half hour of TV before bedtime. If mom was able to do the same thing to me, then it usually meant I had to straighten up my room, or take out the garbage, which was normally dad's job. Things like that. And the only other rule was, we each only got one shot at it during the day, Saturday or Sunday. If we failed, either one of us, then we had to wait until the next day before trying it again.
Her comment had seemed strange to me hearing her say it. It had been a long time, a very, very long time since we'd last played that particular game. She was for whatever reason remembering that, though why she had, and what she'd meant by it before passing out remained a mystery to me.
I should have simply stepped out of her room and gone back to mine. But there she was, naked and beautiful lying right there in front of me. Though my erection of earlier had dwindled considerably, it now came back with a vengeance. A combination of the movie perhaps, quick tantalizing peeks at my mother, the suggestive, almost flirtatious conversation we had shared, suddenly had me rigidly hard once again. Mom lay quietly unmoving, her breath was easy, steady and calm, by the looks of it, she had indeed passed out, and was now sound asleep. And now, here I was, horny as hell and my own mothers delicious nude body laying there staring up at me. Like I said, I shouldn't have, whatever possessed me at the moment defied all reason, all logic, all morality. But even then I didn't see it as being all that wrong. All I was doing was looking. I certainly wasn't touching, no matter how tempted I might be. All I was doing was looking...and remembering. Remembering the way she had looked as I spied on her through the open door. The way her hands had caressed and played with her breasts, those same magnificent breasts I was staring at now. And like then, just as they were now, so hard, so firm and erect. "Was she aroused?" Probably not I considered. Though the room certainly wasn't cold, just being naked and uncovered the way she was, was no doubt responsible for that. Still...
"Fuck!" I said aloud, looking at her as I'd said it, but there was no recognition, no stirring in her lovely nude form. I took my cock out and began to slowly stroke it, ever the much aware of the slightest movement, but there was none aside from her calm breathing as I watched her chest rise and fall, her breasts so full, so lovely as she lay there. Tempted yes, I wanted to reach over, finger one. "Did I dare?" I stood there asking myself. "What if she woke, saw me standing there, dick in hand hovering over her?"
I decided she was too far gone to wake up to that. Wrong as it was perhaps, I was myself too fucking horny not to. "Just a touch," I told myself. "A simple quick touch of her nipples, her breasts."
Shakily, literally scared to death, I reached over, one finger just resting atop one of her hard elongated nipples. I pressed it, expecting her eyes to pop open when I did, but they didn't. She didn't even stir really, though I heard her murmur briefly, unintelligible, yet pleasurable sounds. I touched her again, this time softly, ever so softly rolling that hard nubbin between my fingertips. Once again she murmured, but said nothing, continuing to lie still.
"Fuck!" I said again, once more expecting a response, though none came. Dick in hand I moved around to the side of the bed, I was at just the right height, leaning over just a bit, just a tiny fraction, I could just reach her, now rubbing the pearly-dropped head of my dick against the other nipple. As I did, I left a snail's smear of lubrication upon her breast, seeing the glistening glow of it on her flesh there in the light of the bedside lamp. I did it again, even squeezing the head of my own prick, opening the tiny little slit, working it much like a mouth now as I purposely placed it against my mother's tit, kissing it. Again I worked it, squeezing, another fat droplet of moisture oozing out to drop, and then drool down the side of her nipple. I now rubbed that with the tip of my cock, delighting in the decadent sensation, once again hearing the murmured moan of what...pleasure? Perhaps. Obviously I had interrupted her earlier from reaching climax, perhaps as she dreamt, fantasizing or thinking about whatever it was she'd been thinking about, had come back to her now as I teasingly played with her nipples.
Suddenly she stirred, I stood up, prepared to thrust my cock back inside my jeans, but her eyes remained closed, if anything her legs fell apart even more widely now. As they did so, my attention was now drawn down between her legs, her almost hairless split fully revealed to me. She didn't shave, perhaps trim maybe, but the soft fine downy hair was sparse quite naturally, almost nonexistent without her having to do anything. I noticed then how thick, pink and full her outer lips were, puffy as though aroused. I sat down on the bed next to her, once again just looking not touching, assuring myself she was still fast asleep. Only then did I dare do what I had only moments ago done to her breasts. I gingerly placed my fingertip on her lips, slowly sliding it upwards along one side and then down the other, repeating the process several times as lightly as I could manage to do it until I had once again assured myself she wouldn't wake while doing this. Satisfied, only then did I actually run it directly up the center of her pink glistening split, pressing only slightly, just enough to feel the inner folds of her sex suddenly surround my finger, the moisture evident as I did. I held my finger up to my nose, smelling her heat, her essence, then sucked it, savoring the taste of her, her flavors. I wanted more. Once again I dipped, running my finger up her very slick groove, accidentally brushing against her hard little clitoris. I held my breath, my eyes locked on hers, but she made no movement, her eyes remaining closed though I did notice her breathing seemed to be a bit quicker. I touched her again, tickling her clit gently, softly, her breathing slowly escalating as I did so. I could hear my own heart beating, felt it threatening to explode from within my chest, especially as my finger then wormed its way inside her. I felt the heat of her surrounding it, wondering what it would feel like around my prick. My cock felt like steel, throbbing almost painfully as I sat there slow-stroking myself, stroking my mother, finger-fucking my own mother simultaneously. Before I knew it, I felt the pleasured surge, knew my climatic release was eminent. I looked about wildly, trying to find something, anything to catch it in...but I was too late, too needful. I looked down, before me lay my own beautiful, sensual, erotic mother. I came. I came again, squirting, squirting. I stood there, a torrent of my spunk splashing down against and upon my own mother. I watched ribbon after ribbon of my sperm criss cross against her breasts, down her tummy, even splashing against her pink petaled lips as I dowsed her like a fire hose gone wild.
And then I stood there, looking down at what I'd done. "Dumbass, stupid fucking dumbass!" I called myself. I had just shot the best fucking wad of my life, all over my own mother. She was slick with my cream, and I knew there was no way in hell I was going to be able to adequately explain that by morning. There would be no excuse. She would wake, eventually remember and then discover what it was I had done. There would be no way I could face her, nothing I could say or do by way of apologizing for what I'd so foolishly, so stupidly allowed to happen.
And then I remembered. Maybe she need never know, well...not really anyway. Once, Penny had let me titty-fuck her at the drive in. I had cum all over her breasts, dowsing her almost as much then as I had just now creamed my own mothers body, though over a much wider area of course. There had been nothing available to wipe up all the sperm with, so I had simply sat there massaging it into her chest, her breasts until it was all gone.
"Natural lotion," Penny had teased me, enjoying the sensual erotic feel of my hands upon her as I did so.
I crawled back onto the bed, slowly, softly, and ever so cautiously, I began rubbing my cum into my mother's body until it was entirely gone.
After it was, I pulled the covers up and over her, kissing her forehead before I left, whispering the words as I did so. "Tag...you're it." I stood briefly at the door looking back at her, but she didn't move. I stepped out, closing it behind me and then padded down to my own room where I slept soundly until morning.
**
I woke to the smell of freshly brewed coffee, which I shouldn't have. The kitchen was too far away for one, and my door being closed for another. I opened my eyes, the aroma even stronger now as I did so. I rolled over looking up. Mother was sitting in a chair across from me, just then taking a sip. She pointed at the nightstand next to my bed, another sat there waiting for me.
"Good morning," she said wide-eyed bright and alert, which I still wasn't.
"Morning," I responded, though now a small fear began to course through me. "Why is she here?" She was still wearing the same robe she'd worn last night, though I hadn't took notice of anything else. I didn't dare.
"Sorry about last night," she told me. Only then did I sit up, careful to keep the sheets covering my obvious nudity as I did, reaching for my cup.
"Nothing to be sorry about," I told her, though in truth it was I who should be apologizing, especially after what I had done.
"Too much to drink I guess," she went on by way of explanation. "I'm just sorry that I wasn't very good company for you, I know you haven't been having a very good time of it lately either," she added.
"It's ok mom, really. No harm, no foul." I have no idea why I said that. I took another sip of my coffee.
"We still need to talk, you and I..." she then said. I felt chills suddenly race up and down my spine as I looked over towards her. "But you really do need to shower first," she then said smiling. "I'll get breakfast started while you do, then we'll have a nice quiet breakfast together, and have a chat. I think there's a few things we both need to discuss and consider."
"Ok," I said simply, waiting for her to stand up and leave so that I could. But she continued to sit. "What?"
Mom just smiled. "You saw me naked," she began. "So..."
"So?"
"So what? It's ok for you to see me, but your own mother can't see her own son as well?"
"Fu...I mean, mom...that's different!"
"Oh? How?"
"Uh, um, you weren't exactly in the best of conditions when I put you to bed last night, and I couldn't very well leave you all tangled up in your bathrobe the way that you were now could I?"
"I suppose not," she said looking at me over the rim of her cup. "So that's all then?" she then said.
"What do you mean?"
"You just undressed me and helped me into bed."
I wanted to swallow my tongue, long moments passed, an eternity really as I sat there trying to think of something else to say.
"Well, I did sit with you for a while," I told her. "Wanted to make sure you were ok."
"And was I? Ok I mean?"
"Ah yeah..." I said starting to feel weird, wondering if she was remembering anything, even vaguely, and was fishing for something else, which is when she stood.
"You shower, I'll start breakfast, and then we'll talk." Mom finally got up and left the room. Only then did I jump out of bed and head into my own bathroom to shower. I'd barely gotten inside, my head beneath the almost too hot shower when I felt mom's finger pressed against my ass.
"What the fu..." I said stopping myself short. "Mom?"
She had opened the sliding glass door into my shower. "Left you some fresh towels," she told me. I still had soap in my eyes, though I had turned looking over towards her. "Oh...and by the way...Tag, You're it!"
With that she once again turned and left the bathroom, leaving me to stand there mouth agape, wondering just what the hell she had meant by that. "What did she remember? Or think she remembered?" I now asked myself. "And was that the reason she wanted to sit and have a chat with me?"
Trembling, worried, confused, alarmed...every emotion in the book, I hurriedly dried myself off, dressed, and stumbled downstairs into the kitchen. Mom was humming a tune to herself when I entered, a second fresh cup of coffee waiting for me as she stood there scrambling some eggs.
"Hungry? How many?"
I had been earlier, but at the moment, my appetite had fled. I was too nervous to think clearly at the moment about anything, though glad for the coffee as I sipped it, giving my shaking hands something to steady themselves with.
"What did you mean when you said that," I asked.
"Said what?"
"You know...Tag? You're it?"
"What do you think I meant by it?" she asked turning around to face me, though she spooned out half the eggs she'd just scrambled onto my plate as she said that.
"I don't know...that's why I'm asking," I told her.
She smiled. "Eat first, then we'll talk."
I watched her as she worked her way around the table sitting across from me. The fact she was still wearing the same robe she'd had on the night before made me a little apprehensive. Especially as she sat down, and the front of it once again showed a great deal more cleavage than normally, even when she'd worn it before. Though her breasts weren't exactly hanging out or anything, it was difficult enough not to sit there and stare at her anyway.
"Your ah...boobs are almost falling out," I politely tried to tell her, feeling my face flush to some degree as I stared back down at my plate.
"That didn't seem to bother you too much last night...or did it?" she asked. I looked up just as she took a bite of her eggs, though she also sat up a little straighter in her chair, the robe opening even more as she did so, one breast nearly fully exposed now.
I almost choked on mine. "You knew," I said almost whispering. "God mom...I'm sorry!"
"No reason to be," she openly admitted it herself now. "Was just curious as to how you felt about it this morning, after having had a moment to think about it. Besides, I could have stopped it anytime too you know. But I didn't. And now...having said that, maybe it is time for us to talk about it."
I didn't know what to say. The fact that she was very much aware of everything that had happened spoke volumes.
"Listen Daniel, to be honest here, and I think we need to be. At first, I was admittedly a little more uninhibited than I might otherwise have been...thanks to the wine. But I'm not using that as any excuse either. I wasn't that intoxicated, certainly not as much as I led you to believe that I was. And for that, I apologize to you. But...I was also curious. I kind of figured you saw me earlier, you did didn't you?"
Now it was my turn to tell the truth, though I wasn't quite as bold about it as mom was, merely shaking my head yes that I had.
"I thought you had been," she told me. "And at first, I was of course embarrassed by that, that you had caught me, playing with myself. But then inexplicably, I became aroused by it too. Maybe that was wrong, and maybe it's because of that I allowed what happened after that to happen. But I was Daniel, God help me, I was aroused. And because I was, I was then curious to see just how far you might go after that."



"Guess you found out huh?" I said feeling more than a bit sheepishly.
"Yeah...guess we both did. But the point is Daniel, I allowed it to happen, I allowed things to continue because I wanted to continue them. Like I said, I could have stopped it at any time after that, and I didn't. And the reason I didn't, is because I liked it, hell Daniel, I loved it! And I wanted more than that, a lot more...but then, you left. So...what I want to know now is, is why? Did the fact that we did what we did, freak you out? Does it bother or upset you now knowing what it was I allowed you to do?"
I just sat there staring at her with my mouth open. "Are you kidding me? No! That was the most erotic, sensual experiences of my life mom, but that's just it...you are my mother, and I shouldn't be saying this, or feeling this about you, but I wanted to do more, a hell of a lot more, but the last thing I wanted to ever have you do...is hate me because of it!"
I watched as mom stood, watched as her hands undid the last almost undone tie of her belt as her robe fully opened. She stood there, her body fully revealed to me once again, her exquisite breasts, her hard erect nipples already stiffening even as she stood there in front of me.
"You do indeed remember the little game we used to play on the weekends yes?"
"Yes," I said breathlessly sitting there looking at her.
"Well, I think...we've sort of started playing it again now haven't we?"
"Yes," I said once again, though still not sure to what extent it was that she'd meant by that.
"Then let's just continue doing that, for the time being at least. At whatever point one of us decides we no longer want to play, or shouldn't then the game ends. Fair enough?"
"Fair enough," I answered, though I honestly, or perhaps stupidly still didn't know where this was all headed.
But she was smiling, and that in turn made me smile.
"Well then, like I said earlier in the shower, Tag, you're it. That means...you owe me something doesn't it?"
"It does," I said as I sat there drinking her in.
"And that means, whatever we want the other one to do for us, just like before too yes?"
"Yes."
Once again she smiled, turning that into an even bigger grin. "What I want then baby, is for you to finish what you didn't quite finish last night."
Mom now walked around the table until she stood directly in front of me. She then lifted one leg, placing her foot upon mine. As she did so, she displayed herself quite openly. I almost drooled, sitting there looking at that wet juicy slit again, only this time with mom actually offering it to me, wide awake now, unpretending.
"Go ahead Daniel, touch it, please...please touch me."
This was one time that she didn't need to ask me twice. I easily reached up, sliding my finger back and forth between her swollen lips, feeling her shudder as I did so, hearing the catch in her breath as I eased my index finger inside, worming it about softly. As close as she was, it was no effort at all to then lean over, the tip of my tongue just barely grazing her as well. I began to taste my mother's cunt, my head swimming in the intoxicating aroma and flavor of her. I again felt her shudder, her hands suddenly coming up to hold onto the top of my head for support and balance, though I simultaneously felt her hands press me even more fully against her at the same time.
"Suck it Daniel, suck it...please baby, suck it for mommy!"
In all the time Penny and I had fooled around together, I had never once gone down on her. Not that I didn't want to, or hadn't tried. It was just another of those things she had felt would eventually lead to another. Just the way the hand job would eventually lead to a blow job, something else I'd never experienced before either.
And now, here I was, licking and sucking my own mother's cunt! I was still fingering her too, the delight of the sensation, and the slickness of my finger as I stroked her in and out, soon after adding another much to her delight. My lips still pulling at her sweet precious clit, my tongue occasionally flicking it instead, then back to sucking or simply running my tongue up and down between her lips as she stood over me, still holding my head against herself, panting hotly as she did so.
"Oh fuck baby fuck! That's it...oh yes, just like that! Make me cum baby, make mommy cum!"
She was thrashing against me, wildly. My fingers impaling her, though at the moment it was hard actually keeping them inside her, so I simply pressed inwards, holding them there. My lips now clamped like a vise around her tender hard clit, sucking it like a nipple. A second later she quit thrashing, becoming more like a petrified piece of wood as she suddenly became very still, even her breath suddenly stopping. She hovered on whatever ledge that it was, and then suddenly and simply exploded. The sheer magnitude of her pleasured scream surprised me, the deep moan sounding unlike any sound I had ever heard her make before, traveling far up from the depths of her soul until it unleashed itself in her guttural cry of release. As she did, her pussy likewise seemed to come apart, her lips fluttering, but I soon realized that was because of the liquid spray that now began bathing my face. I sat drowning in her essence, content to do so, content to suffocate if I could, lapping at her, drinking her in as my mother showered her pleasure all over me.
I continued to lovingly sit there lapping up what remained of her spending. She quivered, and then stepped away on shaky legs finally sitting down. "Oh my God!" she said breathlessly. "Oh my God, Daniel, that was...heavenly! I'd almost forgotten what that felt like."
"Then I did alright? Ok?" I asked.
She just sat looking at me with the biggest smile on her face I had ever seen before, certainly in not quite such a long time now anyway.
"Better than alright," she told me. "Where ever on earth did you learn how to do that anyway?" She asked.
"No one...first time for me," I told her feeling embarrassed at the admission.
"Seriously? No one? Not even Penny?"
Now it was my turn to laugh. "Penny and I didn't do nearly as many things as you might think we did mom," I told her. "And that's just one of them."
It was then that mom glanced at the clock and realized what time it was. "Oh my God! I hate to finger-fuck and run baby, but I'm going to be late enough to work as it is!"
Hearing mom use the word "fuck" was strange enough, but the fact I'd just done that and more still left me sitting there with my head spinning, not to mention a very aroused hard cock. She smiled turning, "I know you have to work late tonight, but tomorrow we at least have the weekend to continue our game, if in fact you still want to," she told me. "Take the day to think about it, I know that this is all still pretty new for us both, and I'm sure we both need to consider the implications of it should we decide to," she finalized. Mom hurriedly headed upstairs to dress. I licked my lips, the sweet taste of my mother's spending still clicking to my face. I had already made up my mind with regards to all this, waiting until she came back down the stairs grabbing her keys on her way out the door.
I stood in the hallway hidden behind the alcove as she grabbed her briefcase and peered back behind her, no doubt looking for me. Heading towards the door, I stepped in behind her as she passed, my hand firmly placed upon her ass as she reached for it.
"Tag...you're it!" I said smiling.
**
I got home just before midnight. Mom's car was in the driveway, but all the lights were off inside the house as I entered. I had noticed as I approached that even the bedroom window of her room showed nothing but darkness, obviously she had had another long hard day and had gone to bed. I entered the house through the front door, heading immediately for the kitchen to grab myself a coke from the fridge before heading off towards the family room where I decided to watch a little TV before going to bed.
I hit the light switch as I entered the room, but the overhead light didn't come on. I figured it must have burnt out, "A chore for tomorrow," I thought as I headed over towards the couch intending to turn on the table lamp. It was then that I saw her, or rather the outline of her as she stood there in the middle of the dark room obviously waiting for me.
"Mom?" Even though it was dark, I could see by her silhouette that she didn't have anything on.
"You tagged me before I got out the door this morning," she finally responded. I could hear the nervousness in her tone of voice, though there was obvious excitement there too. "It's not quite past midnight yet," she then added in that same tone of voice, "So it's still technically your turn. What would you like me to do?"
I set my coke down on the coffee table. My mind already a blur as I considered my obvious options, still not quite fully believing this really was happening, or about to as I found myself now believing.
"Suck me?" I questioned as I stood there in the darkness. I heard her chuckle, but that was soon followed with a pleasurable sigh too.
"Been a while since I've even done that," she said. "I'm sure I'll be a bit rusty."
Like I would even know. The number of times I had tried to get Penny to suck me even just a little had been an adventure in and of itself. Mom could have been the worst at doing it and I'd never know, for me...I was on the verge of experiencing my first ever blow-job, from my very own mother no less, already my cock was hardening rapidly as I saw her finally moving towards me, but not before grabbing several large comfy pillows off the couch, tossing them down on the floor between us.
"Take your clothes off and lay down," she half whispered with a lusty catch in her voice. I scrambled out of my clothes quicker than I ever had, soon after standing there, my rigid prick bobbing up and down in front of me. "Hmm, you certainly don't have your fathers cock," she then said as I positioned myself on the floor as mom stood over me looking down. There was just enough light coming in through the window outside to see well enough by, and I could certainly see her as she stood there looking at me. Though her comment made me wonder what she had meant until she clarified that. "It's much, much bigger," she grinned enthusiastically, joining me there on the floor amongst the pillows. Like an idiot, I guess I expected her to simply attack my cock, but she didn't. Instead, she lay beside me, her lips reaching mine as we kissed. It wasn't a brief somewhat affectionate kiss either, but a long deep soulful one that sent shivers up and down my spine.
In addition to the kiss, I felt her full soft breasts pressing against me, the twin points of her nipples digging into my chest, my hands automatically coming up to touch her along the sides, feeling the weight of them, the fullness as we continued the languorous erotic kiss. Reluctantly, she finally ended it, the dance of our tongues parting, the taste of her still fresh on my lips as she slowly began to make her way down, her tongue, lips kissing, nipping all along my chest down to my belly.
"Oh God!" I moaned as goose bumps emerged running ahead of her mouth all the way to my groin. "Fuck!" I then moaned, the vulgar word I had so carefully avoided using in front of her in the past, now sounding erotically wicked, sensual instead. I heard her small laugh as she continued tickling, exploring me with her tongue and lips.
"Excited are we?" she murmured into my flesh, and then adding, "Don't hold back...just enjoy," she breathed against my skin, once again licking, nipping and kissing my naval, lingering there for several long precious moments as her tongue now fucked, stabbing into it as though it had in fact become a miniature cunt, reminding me of the rapturous joy I had experienced with her earlier on that morning.
Mom took some measure in delight at teasing me as I soon after felt her tongue swirling around and about my prick without yet touching it. The area of my groin suddenly intensified in sensitivity, every single little nip, or tongue lick causing me to bounce, shiver, or arch my back in pleasure. When her warm soft hand finally surrounded my shaft, it was all I could do to keep myself from ejaculating right then and there.
"Relax," she whispered, though I heard the excitement in her own voice as her tongue finally landed on the tip of my shaft, spearing the tiny eye slit she found there momentarily. "Enjoy..." she moaned into the top of my cock, just seconds before her warm succulent mouth encircled it.
"Holy fuck!" I grimaced through my teeth, hissing the pleasured words as I felt mom's lips gently begin to gobble down my shaft, slowly making their way downwards towards my balls which she now fondled gently, softly, rolling them within the palm of her hand.
Lying on the floor as we were, the full moon cast its light in upon us, giving us just enough to see by. Like a spectator watching, I glanced up, if there had been a man in the moon, he'd have been smiling, I certainly was. I looked down and over back towards my mother, her lips only then slowly working their way back up my shaft. I felt her hand following, grasping my hard firm erection, the slow soft stroke of it in an opposite direction from her lips, a tug of war with my prick that drove me nearly mad with desire.
"Oh fuck! Fuck!" I moaned again over and over. Mom had slightly increased her tempo, her mouth now working my shaft with deliberate forceful strokes. I certainly wasn't huge by any means, but the girth of my prick had caused her to have difficulty breathing around it, though I was sure that was due in part to her own excitement as well. I felt the drool of her saliva, somehow making the whole experience even more decadent, more wicked feeling. The slippery sounds her mouth and hands now made as she stroked me, sucked me, and periodically just licked me as I lay there.
I could already feel the churning deep within my balls, surprised that I had held out for as long as I had already. These were new sensations for me, the thrill I was experiencing was beyond anything else I had ever known. If mom was indeed rusty at doing this as she'd said, I could only imagine what a non-rusty blowjob would feel like. I fought with all my strength trying to delay the inevitable, once again hearing her words as she felt my internal struggle through my prick.
"Don't fight it baby, if you're ready, then just lay back and enjoy it," she mouthed around me.
At that moment I wanted to cum so bad, and then of course I didn't either. I wanted this sensation, this experience to go on and on forever! I felt her mouth totally engulf me, somehow impossibly taking my entire shaft fully into her mouth and throat. I felt her lips nibbling, tickling the base of my prick, my balls tighter than they had ever been, her hand cupping them, working and now milking them. There was no hope for it then. The pleasured pain of struggle finally gave way, the intensity of release already soaring up through the length of my shaft. I soon felt the first surge, the explosion of my spunk as it began to pummel the inside of my mother's mouth. I heard her gag on it, taking it, finally allowing herself to actually expel my spunk, drooling it about my shaft though she continued the up and down sucking motions of her lips. I watched as my cum poured from her mouth, only to be gathered up once again as she consumed my prick in its entirety. At the tip, she again spit, my cream now frothy as though having been churned, watching it flow like poured syrup once again down my shaft, her hands taking pleasure in playing in it, sticky strands linking themselves between her fingers as she continued the time-stopping pleasure of my cock.
Though I was long since done, laying there in the afterglow of delights I had never known or experienced before, I continued to feel the soft gentle caress of mom's lips and tongue upon my rapidly deflating prick. How long she did so, I didn't know, drifting in and out of consciousness after that, waking to find her each and every time still cuddled up on the floor next to me. I could feel the softness of her breasts once again pressed against my side, one leg thrown over mine in repose, my hand resting gently and comfortably on her ass.
It was the filter of sunshine dancing on my face that woke me, informing me it was again morning. I woke, mom nowhere to be seen, but again the aroma of freshly brewed coffee alerting my senses. I finally sat up, stretched and then slipped into my jeans, padding barefoot into the kitchen.
Mom turned smiling as I entered. "Oh good, I was just about to come in and wake you," she told me. I was somewhat disappointed to see that she was dressed, all ready for the day. "Sharon's on her way over," she then informed me, giving reason for the change. "You might want to straighten up the family room," she grinned. Letting me know as she said that, that Sharon might pose a few awkward questions in seeing it the way it was now. "And shower too!" she then added wiggling her nose. "Not that I mind it, but you do tend to smell a little like hot sticky sex!" Mom poured me a cup of coffee handing it to me.
"Have I got time enough to at least drink this?" I asked.
"Twenty minutes worth or so," she said smiling. I had turned to sit down at the table then briefly. As I did, I felt her hand touch me from behind. "And by the way...Tag, you're it!"
I grinned into my cup without turning around to look at her. "Be careful when doing that, I'd hate to embarrass you in front of Sharon," I told her.
"You wouldn't!" she said in a semi-worried tone of voice. Once again I just smiled, and then left the room to straighten up and shower before Sharon got there. My mind already swirling with the erotic possibilities.
I liked Sharon. She was the one who had purchased the vibrator for my mother, though she had also set her up on one of the two disastrous dates she had had too. Like mom, Sharon was approximately the same age give or take a year, and though still married, I had overheard a few phone conversations between them. Sharon certainly wasn't no prude, and dallied from time to time on the side whenever the mood, or the guy struck her fancy. She had made mom blush more than a few times, sharing with her in detail about some of her on the side sexual excursions, and though mom at times would interrupt her with the word, "Sharon!" feigning shock and surprise at some of her antics, I knew she had loved every minute in hearing them.
By the time I had finished showering and slipped into a pair of tight fitting cut off jeans and a tee shirt, I could hear the two of them once again chatting away down in the kitchen over a cup of coffee. I quietly made my way down stairs, curious as usual, and wondering if I might in fact overhear anything of interest.
"Frankly Sam, I'm surprised at your reluctance to share with me, you know perfectly well that I share all my naughty fun experiences with you!"
Mom's name was Samantha, but everyone had always called her Sam for short. I stood just outside the kitchen entry, standing behind the wall listening. I heard mom lower her voice conspiratorially as she spoke.
"To be perfectly honest with you Sharon, you'd probably be shocked even if I were to tell you. And I don't want to lose you as a friend if I were too for another thing. I'm still not sure about it myself yet, and until I am, I'd really prefer not discussing it."
I frowned worriedly upon hearing that. It sounded to me like mom was already having second thoughts about it all though I listened as she continued.
"Even your telling me about your ex-brother in-law and his new wife is nothing in comparison to this, and you know how shocked I was when you told me about that!"



"Shocked yes, but it made you horny too," Sharon teased. "I know, because I can always see it in your face when you are. Tell me you didn't later on masturbate while thinking about what I shared with you either!"
There was a momentary pause of silence, and then I heard mom laugh. "You know me too well," she admitted. "Yes...I did in fact, thanks to your gift to me. But that still doesn't change anything Sharon, I just can't tell you about it, not yet anyway. Not until I've come to better terms with it myself!"
"You know I'm not going to let up until you tell me," Sharon warned, "Especially now that you've got my curiosity up. Obviously that perpetual smile on your face has something to do with it, I haven't seen you look this happy in months!"
That one did make me smile, but I also decided it was now time to make an appearance, have a little fun with this, and see just how flustered I could make mom feel in front of Sharon without giving too much away. I retreated back up the stairs quietly, and then proceeded on back down the stairs normally. Sure enough, they both heard me long before I had come into the kitchen, mom already pouring me a fresh cup of coffee even before I entered. I watched her sit that down, likewise adding a few additional cookies to the plate they'd been eating from.
"Much better!" Mom grinned as I came in and sat down. She turned towards Sharon. "He had a bit of a late night last night if you know what I mean," she said winking at her, though likewise tossing me a cautious look too.
"Oh, I see," Sharon laughed. "Not surprised by that either," she said looking at me with a more than friendly gleam in her eyes as she did so. "Ah...to be young again I suppose."
"Yeah well...I'm a lot more inexperienced than you might think," I actually found myself sharing with them both. "In fact...I just got my first ever blow-job last night, and it was incredible too!"
"Daniel!" My mother half screamed out, her face suddenly going ashen, though all Sharon did was laugh hysterically at my honest declaration.
"God...I remember giving my first blow job to a young kid a few years back, most incredible experience of my life, and even though he came within seconds after I'd even started, I still remember how erotic that was to this very day!"
"Sharon!" Mom now exclaimed once again, her face going from totally bloodless in color, to suddenly near purple.
Once again Sharon laughed teasing her. "Oh come on now Sam, Daniel's certainly not a kid any more, and even if he's your own son, you should start looking at him more like an adult."
Hearing those words almost made me cough to death, especially looking over and seeing the look on mom's face as she stood there looking back and forth between the two of us.
"Ok, so what am I missing here?" Sharon asked seeing her reaction, and then mine. There was a terminal long pause, neither one of us saying a thing, simply looking at one another with knowing expressions on our faces. "Oh my God!"
Sharon looked back over towards me, her eyebrows raised in question. All I could think of to do was sit there and grin somewhat stupidly.
"Oh my God! You did...didn't you?" Sharon said now looking away from me, back to my mother who looked like she was about to pass out at any moment. "You sucked your sons cock!"
It wasn't just hearing her say it, but the way she had said it I found both interesting as well as arousing. She wasn't appalled, or shocked in a bad way by realizing it. Surprised yes, certainly that, but she now smiled devilishly as she locked her eyes now on my mother.
"So...how was it Sam?" she grinned, only then turning to look at me. "Or should I be asking you that instead?"
"Well, like I said," I began only then daring to look back up towards my mother, who continued to stand there, mouth open looking about to faint. "It was the best fucking experience of my life!"
This time mom didn't say a word, even about my language, though Sharon once again burst out laughing. "Oh for hells sakes Samantha, sit down before you fall down!" she admonished her.
"I can't believe..." mom finally stammered, once again causing Sharon to laugh.
"What, that I'm not totally surprised or as shocked by this as you thought I would be? Surprised yes sweetie, but only because it's you. Hell honey, if I had a son even half as good looking as Daniel is, I'd have probably done the same thing myself, and long before now too! Frankly, I'm not all that surprised that it did either! The two of you have always been close, especially after that terrible mess with your husband. But seeing you finally smiling again, especially after what must have happened last night, then as far as I'm concerned, whatever goes on between the two of you is perfectly fine by me. As a matter of fact, I'd give a month's pay just to see you two together!"
Once again mom now sat, staring at her friend. "Sharon! You're not serious...are you?" she asked.
I don't think she really was until mom said that. "Dead serious!" she suddenly announced. "I'd love seeing the two of you together!"
I stood at that moment, the opportunity one that I felt was too good to pass up. At first, mom didn't realize my intentions as I'd picked up my coffee mug as though going over to pour myself a fresh one. I set it down on the counter instead, coming up from behind her. I leaned over, as Sharon watched me do so, smiling knowingly. I then kissed mom's neck, my hands reaching around in front of her to land upon her breasts where I gave each one a friendly little squeeze.
"Tag mom...now you're it!"
Sharon's look was questioning at the statement. I saw mom's eyes close, her mouth trying to work. "We...we can't Daniel, not really, not in front of Sharon, we just can't!"
I needn't have answered however, and didn't, as Sharon answered for the both of us. "Oh yes you can sweetie, please?" she actually asked. "I was serious Sam, that's something I would truly love to see myself!" And then with that, she reached up, undoing her blouse soon after exposing her breasts as she sat touching herself. "Though I do hope you don't mind me enjoying myself while I do so," she grinned hotly.
That settled it for me at least. Before mom could object or say anything further, I released her breasts, now likewise beginning to undo the buttons on the blouse she was wearing, finally exposing her lacy bra clad breasts which my hands immediately went back to caressing and playing with.
"Not here," she finally moaned excitedly. "Upstairs!"
**
The three of us raced upstairs to mom's bedroom. By the time we got there, Sharon was half naked already.
"Where's that vibrator I got you?" She asked.
"There, in the drawer," I said pointing, and then realized what I'd just done. Sharon gave me a curious look, and then smiled. I turned towards mom, shrugging my shoulders. "What can I say?" I grinned. "I was curious." She tried giving me a stern look, but then cracked up and laughed.
"I guess I should have known better...knowing you," she said, and then removed the rest of her clothing just as Sharon and I had done, slipping onto the bed. I looked over appreciatively at Sharon as she took a seat in one of the large comfortable armchairs in mom's room. Almost immediately she threw one leg obscenely over the arm of the chair, her very shaved pussy literally winking at me. Sharon too had nice breasts, a bit smaller perhaps than mom's, each capped with a very pink somewhat smaller nipple, but just like moms, both were tingly hard.
"Ready whenever you are!" Sharon announced lustfully. "And don't mind me...I tend to moan and groan a lot whenever I'm enjoying myself," she again giggled.
I crawled in between mom's legs, once again staring at that beautiful precious cunt of hers. "Bend your knees," I said, watching as she did, seeing her lips suddenly spread, swelling and getting all pink and puffy again the way I'd seen them do the first time I had ever touched her. I settled myself in then, reaching up, my hands surrounding each one of her breasts just as my tongue began to dance and slide up and down her rapidly moistening split.
"Ohhhhh!" Sharon moaned from off the side though I didn't turn to look at her, too happily consumed with the delicious taste of my mother's cunt as I lay there lapping it. Mom was moaning too however, deliriously so, her hands already on top of my head, fingers wrapping knots of my hair around them as I continued licking and sucking her. I reveled in the hardness of her twin nipples as I pulled and played with them. It was as though there was a direct line of current running from each all the way down to her cunt, it seemed to spasm, clench and pulsate each and every time that I thumbed or tweaked her hard erect nipples.
"Oh baby! Baby!" Mom mewled out erotically. "That's it baby yes...eat your mommies pussy!" she said forgetting for a moment that Sharon was sitting there perhaps and could overhear everything we said or did.
"Oh fuck!" Sharon exclaimed wantonly. "You have any idea how fucking hot it was to hear you say that?" she asked. I could hear the whir of the toy as she busily used it against herself.
Mom answered that with another statement, laughing somewhat nervously as she did so. "Yes...and my son's cock is fucking delicious too!" she told her. Once again Sharon moaned and I heard the pummeling of her cunt with the toy as she sloppily used it against herself.
Meanwhile I was once again in heaven, the taste of my mother's cunt, the sweetness of her nectar as it flowed from within, now pouring into my mouth in thick little drools that made me feel intoxicated, my head dizzy with the erotic atmosphere we'd created. I let go of one of her tits, my fingers now sliding inside her, and though I didn't know it, or understand it at the time, I had found mother's "G" spot, stroking the spongy soft little spot inside. She groaned deliriously as I did that, "Fuck, oh fuck...fuck...fuck!" she cried out in raptured bliss, just as Sharon did sitting beside us, doing the same.
Though my cock was threatening to poke a hole in the mattress, I continued to tongue-fuck mom's cunt, curling it, stabbing it inside her as far as I could, then resting as I merely licked it, or sucked her clit, which had by, now swollen to nearly twice its size. As I had done to her breasts, I suckled her clit, softly at first, but as her hands and fingers dug even more urgently into my scalp, I then intensified the pull on it, drawing her ass literally up off the bed as I did so.
I heard as well sensed it when Sharon stood up, walking over towards the bed. I glanced up briefly, saw her hands reaching over, now kneading mom's breasts. I saw mother's eyes open in surprise momentarily, closing again however as she succumbed to the pleasure my lips and mouth were giving her. I lay looking up, watching the hot wanton expression on Sharon's face as she sat there looking at the two of us, me eating my mother's cunt, she playing and toying with her breasts as I did so, the whir of the vibrator now held deeply inside Sharon's cunt as mom reached over taking it within her hand, now fucking her very best friend with it as she sat there.
The sexual intensity of the moment couldn't last, and it didn't. Whatever my fingers were doing seemed to trigger something deep within my mother, taking her by surprise before she even realized what I'd been doing or what was happening. She just simply screamed, arching her back. I held on for dear life, my lips once again clamped firmly around and about her clit, sucking it as hard as I could. My fingers still walking inside her cunt simultaneously as the first streams of her spending seemed to explode from her pussy. Even Sharon was surprised at this, seeing the almost misty like spray suddenly surge from the opening of mother's creamy rich quim, drenching us both.
"Good God Sam!" Sharon cried out enthusiastically, "Cum sweetie! Cum!" And then she was doing the same. No doubt the sensation of my mother fucking her cunt with the toy helped, but I had damn near climaxed myself, having not as yet even been touched though the bed rubbing against my hard stiff prick nearly brought that about. But there was no doubt whatsoever for either one of us, that the sight of mom's pussy suddenly spending itself in several wet spurting ejaculates had caused Sharon in joining her, and nearly myself.
Too sensitive for me to continue, mom finally pushed me away, curling up into a small ball momentarily, still shuddering, still throbbing as a series of mini little orgasms wracked her entire body even though no one at the moment was even touching her.
I finally rolled over onto my back, my cock hard and stiff, purpler in color than I had ever seen it with the head looking about as angry as it had ever been.
"Wow," Sharon moaned softly while looking at it. "That's the most beautiful cock I've ever seen before in my life!" she said simply. I felt embarrassed by that, once again rolling over and sitting up, but not before mom had. I reached up, placing the tip of my finger against the still moist area of her split.
"Tag, you're it!" I announced.
"What would you like?" She began, now looking over towards Sharon, including her as she spoke. "From either one of us?"
Tempting as that was, there was only one thing I truly wanted at that moment. "You know what I want," I told her as I now knelt between her legs, my hard stiff prick dripping with desire, the thin streamer of cum-drool already suspended between us, connecting the two of us together long before I had even touched her directly with my prick.
"You sure?" she asked. "Maybe you'd rather save something like that for a future girl friend or lover, and not your own mother," she spoke. Sharon sat in total silence, just watching, wondering curiously, perhaps even hopefully at my answer.
"I'm sure mom...right now, the only person I can imagine taking my virginity, would be you." Without another word, I felt mom's hand reach around taking my cock in hand, placing it at the opening of her wet glistening sex. She herself placed the head of my dick just inside. I felt the warmth of her neither lips kissing it, surrounding themselves about it.
"Fuck me," she whispered. "Fuck me Daniel...fuck me."
I slid inside her, slowly...allowing myself the pleasure and the opportunity to experience each and every inch of the ecstasy I felt as I slid inside her. I could not believe the sensation. The heat, the warmth, the slick slippery sucking of her cunt as it greeted my cock welcomingly. The same cunt that had once berthed me, the same sweet cunt I had now devoured with my mouth, and in which I now slid my hard stiff dick inside.
Sharon moaned, her fingers once again busy on her own cunt, unabashedly finger-fucking herself, her hands busy at her breasts, watching us, watching as my mother deflowered her own son for the very first time.
Even Sharon seemed to shimmer away into nothingness for the moment. The only sensation I had or was even aware of was the sound of mom's breath, quickening with every thrust, the arch of her back, her pelvis slowly rotating, greeting me each and every time I withdrew, plunging in again into the depths of her soul, her being, her entirety. I don't know how I was able to last, certainly far longer than I would have thought, though the urge to finally spill myself grew stronger with each passing moment.
"You...you can't cum in me," she announced sadly hesitating briefly before saying it. "I'm not...safe," she announced openly. I knew what she meant, and understood that, the sensation already boiling within my balls, only seconds away now from exploding. "Fuck my tits Daniel, fuck my tits and cum," she then urged.
Too close to delay, I pulled out, hurriedly repositioning myself, resting my rigid staff between the sweet valley of her breasts, which Sharon now helped in creating, holding mom's tits together in her own hands as my prick began the final assault upon them. Together now, side by side, Sharon placed her head next to mom's expectantly watching, waiting as I thrust the last few final times between those magnificent breasts.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck! Here it cums!" I cried out, and then felt my eyes close involuntarily, the pleasure far too great for that first moment to keep them from doing so. Only after the first did I open them again, watching now as my prick spewed forth a torrent of cream. Both mother and Sharon happily, excitedly, catching my spunk with their mouths as I poured out my pleasures, the forcefulness drenching the two of them entirely.
Exhausted, I sat back on my haunches, my prick still dripping, still semi erect.
Watching them kiss, watching as they each licked off the stickiness of my climax from one another's faces, soon after sharing it with one another had given a renewed, very surprised firmness to my rapidly reawakening erection. I waited patiently watching, finally locking eyes with my mother. It was as though we'd both been thinking the same thing at the very same time. I reached over, just as she did, each one of us placing a hand on one of Sharon's breasts, smiling at her as we did, as we spoke.
"Tag, you're it."
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It was a typical Saturday morning. My husband Brad and I had lived next door to our best friends and neighbors for over five years now. We had just moved into our new home, young in love and excited to begin our journey in life together. Jack and Doreen had moved in just two weeks later, and we'd been the closest and best of friends ever since.
Like us, Jack and Doreen had decided to hold off on having kids for a while, especially as Jack got his new business started. Brad, my husband was a carpenter by trade, and it naturally worked into the two of them going into business. They now designed and made deluxe beautifully styled wooden lawn furniture. Jack more or less ran the business end of things, while Brad entertained himself with designing new pieces, or improving those they had already placed into production. You'd have thought they'd grow tired of working together, but inevitably, they'd end up out in Brad's workshop most Saturday's, tinkering around with a new product, spending a goodly portion of the day together amidst sawdust and varnish. But just as their friendship had bloomed, so had Doreen's, and mine we were now virtually inseparable.
A year earlier Brad and I had put in a new hot tub, Jack and Brad had laid in the new beautiful redwood deck as well, and then just continued on with the project, building another out back of our friends place. Though our backyards were fenced of course with an eight-foot privacy fence, we had kept the two back yards between our homes together. That made it a lot easier for larger gatherings for one, with each of us invited to the others regardless of who was coming. In a way, we had seriously become family. And that made it a lot easier to hot tub as well, which we did often. We had let Jack and Doreen know that they could come over any time to use it, or entertain in it even if we weren't there. Such was the level of trust and friendship we had all gained for one another. So when the time came to put the tub in, and when Brad announced it would be a "skins" only tub, neither Jack or Doreen had any qualms about doing that whatsoever.
I was surprised at how comfortable we all were when we got naked in front of one another for the first time. There was no real awkwardness associated with it aside from the initial embarrassment, but that soon melted away the more we got together. Just sitting in the tub late at night relaxing, having a few drinks and busily chatting away soon overcame whatever inhibitions about being naked in front of one another anyone of us might have had. I'd never really had nor entertained thoughts of being with another woman, though after the second night of sitting out in the hot tub together, Brad and I had enjoyed a rather wild passionate night together. Part of which had come out of our confessions at being aroused at the sight of our friends. Doreen had slightly larger breasts than my own, and had even confided to me a while back how sensitive her nipples were. Apparently she could just about climax simply by having them played with. Mine too were very sensitive, something that Brad certainly appreciated as just feeling his hands on me would very often arouse me to the point of uninhibited, wild abandoned sex, though normally, I would blush at the mere thought of anything outside of the norm.
Secretly, I had of course enjoyed and gotten admittedly aroused over seeing Jack naked too. And though I certainly hadn't seen him in an aroused state, even flaccid, his penis looked to be more than adequate, and I had found myself wondering, even fantasizing about what it might look like when erect. Doreen had likewise confessed to me the same thing about Brad several days later as we sat over coffee discussing how much fun we had all had together, and how comfortable with our being nude in front of one another we had all become.
To pretend there wasn't an air of sexual tension whenever we got together would be lying. There was, though so far we'd only suggestively flirted in front of one another, while all were present, and never done anything behind one another's backs. Our friendship was too important and precious for any of us to even consider doing anything outside of that. But...we had the last time actually fucked in front of one another while out in the tub. It had been a very erotic and enjoyable evening for all of us. And though I still hadn't seen Jack's hard cock even in doing that, it was exciting enough to watch them doing it there in the water beside us as we did. We had later, discussed the possibility, though at the time I treated it as more fantasy of thought than anything really serious, each of us wondering what it might be like to extend that erotic naughty coupling we'd enjoyed together, into some mutual touching perhaps.
We'd discussed it, ended up getting aroused by it, and had fucked one another silly. But we hadn't pursued it any further after that either. I had soon learned that Jack and Doreen had been having very similar thoughts and discussions, and it was slowly starting to look like that could become a very real possibility. The following weekend, we'd indeed taken it one more step, though not necessarily a big one. Though for me at the time, it was. I had never done or experienced anything like that before.
We had started out flirting, teasing one another just as we'd done before, but to my surprise, this time when the boys suggested we touch one another's boobs, we actually did! I think the fact that we actually did surprised them both, and they then of course urged us to do more. But neither Doreen or I went beyond that, though we had in fact kissed, enjoyed the kissing along with some additional booby grabbing, much to Jack and Brad's delight. That had led to Jack caressing my breasts to some extent, and Brad playing with Doreen's. It was again all in fun, though it had left us all fully aroused and very excited, once again ending up with us all fucking in front of one another. And this time, I had finally seen Jack's hard cock as he shoved it in and out of his wife, as she had turned around there in the hot-tub as he stood behind her fucking her doggy style. Needless to say, Brad soon urged me to do the same, which we did. Sitting there side by side with Doreen as she and I looked over at one another, occasionally even kissing while our husbands fucked us simultaneously together was one of the most erotic experiences of my entire life.
I was already looking forward to the following morning, Saturday, when as was usually the case, I'd end up spending the morning with Doreen over coffee. It was then that the two of us would usually compare notes, talk and candidly share what we were thinking with one another without much if any reservation in doing so.
"Cindy?" I heard my husband calling out to me. "You have any plans I'm not aware of for today?" he'd asked.
I knew where this was going, as was also usual, he was anxious to tinker around out in the shop. He'd recently been fooling around with a brand new design for a lounge chair, and Jack in fact had mentioned coming over the night before in helping him with it.
"Not until later on this evening," I responded back," Just the barbeque we spoke about having last night," I reminded him. "You promised to pick up the steaks remember? Doreen and I are putting together the potato salad this morning to go with it. So as long as you're still planning on doing that for me, I don't really have anything else that needs doing."
I could see the excitement in his eyes, it was evident he was anxious to get working on it, promising he'd pick up the steaks long before getting together. I had laughed, passing Jack on the way over to their house as he came out the back door of theirs heading over to join Brad out in the workshop. Doreen and I immediately got to work cutting up potatoes along with several other things, and then took a break, sitting down at her kitchen table in order to enjoy a cup of coffee together and have a bit of a chat.
"That was damn naughty fun last night wasn't it?" Doreen began. "I don't think that Jack and I have ever been that aroused, or as horny before," she told me. I was surprised at her candid revelation, though Brad and I had pretty much said the same things ourselves. "In fact..." Doreen paused looking at me, and I could see she was trying to gage my reaction before speaking her thoughts. "Jack told me how erotic it would be to see Brad fucking me while he fucked you side by side the way we did it last night." Doreen let that hang for a moment, waiting for my response. At first, I was caught a little off guard by it. Talking about it, even fantasizing about it was one thing, actually doing it...was another.
"Yeah, we've obviously discussed that a little too," I told her without coming out and saying it was something we would do, or wouldn't do. "But yes, it really was a rather naughty night wasn't it?" I tossed back at her remembering the way her hands had felt on my breasts as she played with them, and the way mine had when I'd first touched hers.
"You ever done anything with another woman before?" She asked.
"No, not really, have you?"
Doreen laughed. "A couple of times yes. Once way back in high school, and another just before I met and married Jack. One of those girls night out things, not quite a bachelorette party really, as he hadn't officially asked me to marry him yet, though I knew then he was soon going to. But I'd gone out with a group of friends, one of which was an old high school friend I hadn't seen in years. I had always known of course that she had a thing for women, but she'd never approached me in all the time I had known her. Until that night."
I was intrigued, admittedly getting a little aroused hearing this. "Go on...don't leave me hanging!" I urged her, once again hearing her laugh and smile. She actually reached over, giving my breast a quick cop and a feel before standing up to pour us both some more coffee. I was pleasantly surprised to feel my nipple respond to her touch, quick as it was, and through the material of my bra when she did it. "You're nasty you know that?" I teased her. Doreen looked over the rim of her glasses towards me as she poured our fresh coffee.
"If you only knew," she half murmured, just loud enough that I overheard her.
"Knew what?" I asked taking the bait.
"Can you keep a secret?" she asked.
"Of course I can! But you of all people should know that!" I said honestly intrigued now.
Doreen studied me for a moment silently as though weighing if she should in fact share with me whatever secret it was. I could see however that whatever it was, she was worried about telling me. Obviously even as close as we were, she was unsure of my response, or how I might actually react to whatever it was.
"I enjoy being with women as much as I enjoy being with men," she said softly, only then looking at me directly. "Though obviously, it's not like I'm out there running around doing that or anything, especially since I haven't been with another woman since Jack and I got married. But I certainly think about it, a lot. And then after last night, just touching you as briefly as I had, I knew then and there, I wanted to do more with you. A lot more! Does that shock you? Surprise you?" she asked.
It did, and I told her so. We were too good of friends for me not to. But I didn't tell her in such a way as to have been offended by her revelation. For one thing, I had gotten pretty aroused myself when she had. Added to that, Brad had gotten obviously aroused as well, so much so that we had not only fucked outside in the hot-tub next to our friends, but had done so again after going into the house to bed. We had a pretty good sex-life, always had had, but it was still rare that Brad ever got it up more than once during the same night.
"So that it does surprise me a little on the one hand," I then began offering, "It doesn't really surprise me all that much on the other, after all, I was certainly aroused myself as you well knew Doreen. And I will honestly admit, I enjoyed playing with you too," I told her. She smiled at that, obviously relieved.
"I hoped that you were," she told me. "Touching you, kissing you, turned both Jack and I on tremendously too," she informed me. "Even after we went back inside the house, Jack attacked me again even before we got upstairs to the bedroom!"
I laughed at that, sharing with her our very similar experience. "Obviously, seeing the two of us doing even the little we did do had quite an impact on the boys didn't it?"
"Obviously," Doreen said smiling back at me. "And not only that, but Jack really was horny just thinking about Brad's hard stiff cock fucking me too, and he you as well," she then added. "One of my biggest fantasies in fact, and Jack's, is to have another man fucking me from behind while he goes down on me at the same time."
"Holy shit! Seriously? He'd do that?" I said in surprised wonder. She'd just painted a very vivid image in my own head, wondering what that would actually feel like, let alone look like. But I couldn't imagine for a moment Brad doing something like that himself. Doing the fucking maybe, but certainly not the pussy licking with another man's cock in such close proximity.
"Yeah, he would," Doreen said seriously once again. "Jack's not at all homophobic, he's in fact admitted to me on more than one occasion that he enjoys seeing other men's cocks squirt, things like that. And that as a young boy, he had in fact had a few encounters with other guys his age, circle jerks, things like that."
I couldn't remember Brad saying anything one way or the other that would indicate his thoughts on that either way. I knew he in fact worked with one guy who was actually gay, and said he really like the guy, that he was a natural with woodworking and had hired him on. But beyond that, he hadn't mentioned or said another thing about it. And we'd certainly seen more than one x-rated movie together, and I had recalled him asking me if I liked the way one guys cock looked as opposed to someone else's, but I'd always assumed he was just trying to get me to express myself openly to him, getting me even hotter than I already was, which it had. Still, there really hadn't been anything said one way or the other that might lead me to believe he'd still be ok with doing something like that himself.
"Anyway," Doreen went on standing up. "I enjoyed last night, and I'd enjoy doing that again, and even more if you and Brad would be ok with that," she now openly confessed laughing. "Even Brad told me to go for it afterwards," she said which did surprise me.
"Brad told you to go for it?"
"Yeah, he did," Doreen chuckled walking over to stand in front of me. I looked down just as my dear friends hands came up, resting easily, lightly upon my breasts. At first I didn't know what to think, or even how to react, so I basically did nothing, which Doreen took as a sign to continue. She began to softly caress me then, even beginning to undo the buttons on my blouse, which I allowed her to do as she opened it. And even though I still had my bra on, the touch of her hands through it had rapidly hardened my nipples, enough so that they soon pressed fully, quite needfully through the material of my bra. I felt light headed as she thumbed them, teasing each, soon after lifting my own hands and then placing them on hers as well. We stood there, caressing and touching one another, the heat and moisture between my legs swiftly coming to a boil. I began to wonder where all this was heading, if I'd even allow it to head there, when the phone rang, giving me a much needed breather to think all this through.
But the reality was, my panties were now soaked, seriously so. And I made a hand signal to Doreen as she stood talking on the phone to her sister that I was heading back over to the house, but would be right back. I didn't tell her the reason why, or that I needed to change my panties, which I seriously needed to do. But I was also semi-grateful for the "cool down" opportunity, which had presented itself in order to have a moment to think about what had just happened between us.
Doreen nodded her head knowingly, and apologetically for needing to talk to her sister who had called her at such an inopportune time. Just before l walked out the back door heading home, I saw Doreen undo the last remaining buttons on her blouse, taking it off as she talked, wondering as I saw her do that what she might be expecting, even wanting after I had returned.
Normally, it was a pretty straight shot across the yard door to door. Brad's small little workshop had been set up off in the far corner of the yard, far enough away from the house that it wasn't too noisy whenever he was outside working for me to hear him. And in doing it that way, it hadn't at all detracted from the deck or any of the other landscaping either, something I had insisted on. I couldn't hear either the sander or the power saw being used, and decided to take a quick side trip, check on how the boys were doing with their latest project before heading back inside the house in order to change my now very wet panties. My nipples still tingling with excitement from recently having felt Doreen's hands playing with them. To be honest, I think I was just trying to give myself some time to think about what had just happened, and what I was honestly dealing with here. Arousal yes, but confusion too. Doreen was after all my best friend, and Jack now Brads. The last thing I wanted to do, attracted or not, was fuck up our friendship. I needed time to think.
I crossed the yard, heading towards Brad's workshop. Passing along side of the building, I happened to glance into the small window just before reaching the door. I nearly tripped over myself when I did, glancing, and then more purposely looking in. At first my eyes refused to believe what they were seeing, and I even tried to convince myself that they weren't. And then I looked again and stood there with my mouth agape at what I saw.
**
Initially, it looked as though the two of them were just standing there talking with one another. But I realized upon seeing them, that didn't look exactly right either. They were standing awfully damn close together if they were. And then I saw movement, just enough to refocus my eyes in that direction. Even then, it took a moment more for me to accept what I saw was in fact what I was standing there watching! Each had the other's cock in their hand, and was standing there jerking one another off!
I couldn't believe what I was seeing. There was no doubt about it either, and though I had quickly ducked down beneath the window, I had slowly stood once again, this time being even more careful before looking in. Sure enough, they really were. The expression on my husband's face was simply put, orgasmic. It was evident he was enjoying Jack's hand on his dick as he stood there fondling it. And likewise, Jack too held a lusty pleasure in it, my husband's hand obviously working his shaft in much the same way. I ducked down, and then walked back across the yard back into Doreen's house.
My heart was beating wildly. I had been confused enough as it was before, and I was even more so now. The emotions that were swirling around inside my head had made me dizzy, so much so that I actually thought I might collapse. I felt a twinge of what..."Jealousy?" I wondered, and then shook that off. I wasn't really jealous, not really...more like in shock. The thought of Brad of all people being fondled by another man wasn't something I would have ever imagined in a million years. I entered our friend's house, Doreen just then remerging into the kitchen from having come from upstairs. She had changed shirts, instead of the blouse she'd been wearing, she now had on a tight fighting light blue tee shirt, and she was obviously no longer wearing a bra. Stenciled lettering across the front read, "These tits are his." Her twin hard little points were almost obscenely pressing against the front of her shirt, and though my eyes found them immediately, I looked up at her face. My expression showing her when I did, that I was indeed in somewhat of a state of shock.



"Cindy? What's wrong?"
I was seriously at a loss for words, and I basically collapsed down into the kitchen chair I'd been standing there holding onto.
"Cindy?" she said again, now worriedly so.
"The boys..." I barely managed trying to catch my breath not to mention my thoughts.
"What about them? Is something wrong? Something happen?" she now asked with a great deal of fear and concern in her tone of voice.
"Nothing wrong," I managed then seeing the relief in her eyes when I said that. "But they were...they were..."
"What?" They were what?"
I looked at her and simply blurted it out. "They were standing there jerking one another off!"
She laughed, "What?"
That's when I stood up, finding my legs again. "Follow me," I said simply, and then headed back outside the house, Doreen following behind me. I reached the side of the shop in seconds, and then stood, once again ducking beneath the window, motioning for Doreen to do the same. She hesitated only for a moment, and then did so. The two of us now crouched down beneath the window.
"Just peek over the edge," I cautioned her. "Maybe they're still doing it," It had been less than a minute or two since all this had happened, so maybe they still were. As she stood up, I did, each of us looking inside, literally just in time as we did so.
We were just in time to see my husband's prick exploding. Neither one of them looking our way, too engrossed in one another to be too terribly worried about that. And though Brad no longer held Jack's cock, his was still poking straight out of his pants as he had turned off to one side, his hand however still jacking my husband's prick as Doreen and I stood there watching it spurt. Ribbon after ribbon of his spunk leaping from his prick, landing within the sawdust covered floor of the shop as the two of them stood there watching it.
"Holy fuck shit!" Doreen moaned. I glanced over at her, wondering if she was as shocked in seeing this as I was...and then was surprised again as she lowered her hand down between her legs, between the Kulots she was wearing. I stood there watching her hand as it slipped up between her legs, Doreen actually now standing there fingering herself openly. I looked back inside the window, Jack was just then giving my husband's prick a final little sperm shake. Having done that, Brad once again reached over, taking Jack's prick in hand, and now began pumping it just as furiously as Jack had been doing to his. To my own amazement, I found myself erotically charged, suddenly aroused at actually seeing this, though I was still a bit dazed by all of it. But with Doreen having thrown caution to the wind now entirely, she'd even gone so far as to lift her tee shirt up and over her breasts. In exposing them, one hand playing with and pulling on one of her gorgeous pink nipples, the other still obviously buried between her legs, I could now hear in addition to everything else, the wet slippery sounds that her fingers were making as she fucked herself with them.
"Fuck!" I now moaned openly, my own sudden arousal consuming me. Whatever emotions, fears, anxiety or concerns I might have had earlier at seeing this, had suddenly evaporated. Now...the realization my husband, and Doreen's had felt comfortable enough to even do this much had seized me like a vice around my clit. I too began rubbing myself, unbuttoning my shorts, my hand quickly slipping beneath the waistband of my thoroughly now soaked panties, which had I changed, would have been even wetter now than before. It was only a few brief moments longer when Jack's cock suddenly began discharging his spunk. And as he had done to Brad, so now did Brad do for Jack. Aiming his prick downwards, Doreen and I both stood there watching, fingering ourselves as Jack's prick suddenly lurched, he...tossing his head back in obvious ecstasy though neither of us could hear him. And just as Brad had done, Jack too now shot wad after wad of his white sticky cream into the sawdust of the floor in the workshop.
"Come on," Doreen whispered once again ducking down, and then ran across the yard back into her house with me following closely behind. The moment we got inside, Doreen turned to me, grinning from ear to ear. "Was that the fucking hottest thing you've ever seen before?" she asked.
Admittedly, it had been. But with the rush of excitement gradually diminishing, so too did the previous thoughts I'd had begin to return.
"Should we say anything?" I asked. Doreen could see the look on my face was one of worry, even fear about all this rather than excitement which I had clearly shown only moments ago.
"Why?" She asked. "Are you upset? Angry? Is what we saw them doing upsetting to you?"
"I don't know," I said truthfully. On the one hand, I sort of was. On the other however, I had found it highly erotic, admittedly. I mean after all, I had stood there fingering myself alongside Doreen while she did, each of us watching our husband's jerking one another off! "No...not really I guess," I then added. "Just surprised is all. Never in a million years would I ever think Brad would actually do something like that, I mean he's never even hinted or mentioned the fact he might be interested or aroused by doing something like that before now."
"Sounds like the two of you need to talk about this," Doreen told me, though she again smiled. "And I will say this, because I DO know and trust Jack, I know that he certainly will. Maybe not today, or even tonight, but I know that he will. And because he will, I'm willing to bet, he's already telling Brad even as we speak, that he should probably tell you about it too."
"Really? You think he will?" I asked. And suddenly for some odd reason, I actually felt better about that.
"Trust me...he will," Doreen encouraged me. "But...until he does, you need to make me a promise," she then ventured. "Don't approach him about it first, let him come to you about it. And...I also think there's a way we can make it a hell of a lot easier for them both to do so."
"How?" I wondered.
"Tonight, after the barbeque, after we've all had a chance to relax and digest our food...you and I are going to put on a little show for the boys."
"We are?"
"Oh yes honey...we are. We are indeed!"
**
As promised Brad picked up some delicious steaks along with a couple of bottles of really nice wine. We as usual had enjoyed a really nice dinner together outside on one of the picnic tables that Brad and Jack had made. As we sat digesting our food, opening the second bottle of wine, my mind was already spinning in wonder at what Doreen had mentioned earlier. She hadn't really gone into specifics, telling me only that she had something in mind, and told me to follow her lead when she felt it was the best time to tease them a little.
Doreen was still wearing her "These tits are his" tee shirt, which Jack had noticed early on, coming up to her, placing his hands squarely around her boobs when he did. He had smiled at the two of us as he stood fondling his wife's breasts. "My favorite tee shirt!" he announced jovially, even going so far as to lift the front of it, baring them briefly, teasingly as he did so before Doreen had slapped his hands away.
"Not at the moment they're not," she laughed, half seriously.
We had cleared away the dishes, the guys sitting out on the patio discussing one of the new lounge chair designs. Doreen walked over to me with a black erasable marker. "X out the word his on my shirt," she told me. "And then write the word hers on it instead."
I looked quizzically towards her, but took the pen and did as she'd asked me to do. "Now what?"
"As soon as they even notice the change, that'll be our cue," she told me. "That's when you come over, lift up my blouse, and start playing with my tits."
"Seriously?"
"Seriously. After a few moments of that, expect me to start doing the same thing for you too."
"Ok, then what?"
"Just go with the flow," Doreen said her eyes suddenly looking sultry as she smiled at me. "Just pretend that they're not even there," she then added. "Let's see how far we can actually take this, and see if we'll get them to fess up about this morning's activity out in the shop. I'm sure if we tease them enough, and imply that we might do more than just titty-tease one another, if they're willing to do something for us too, we might just get them to spill everything."
I wasn't honestly sure that would really work, but it was worth a try. And surprisingly, the thought of Doreen playing with my breasts again, and me hers while the guys watched, not at all expecting us to do so, was rather arousing as I stood there thinking about it.
"As a matter of fact," Doreen said grinning. "Play with them a little right now, make sure my nipples are all nice and hard before we walk out there, so they'll be sticking nice and straight against the tee shirt. That way, neither one of them should fail to see the change on the tee shirt I'm wearing."
We stood inside the kitchen, the guy's just outside through the sliding glass door on the patio. If either one of them would have looked back inside the house, they'd have seen me standing there in front of Doreen, her now exposed tits in my hands as I stood thumbing her twin points into nice-sized little gum drops.
"Fuck that feels good!" Doreen moaned as we stood there. "I'm half tempted to blow the two of them off and just lay you right down on the table here and dive into that sweet looking pussy of yours!"
"Doreen!" I exclaimed, surprised at her forwardness, yet turned on by it as well. The image of her suddenly doing so, not at all a turn off, or suddenly out of the question either. Already, I could feel the moisture of my arousal beginning to gather between my legs. Doreen laughed, finally stepping back, forcing me to reluctantly release her breasts as she settled her tee shirt back down, now covering her breasts once again. Sure enough however, her nipples were easily seen as they pressed against the tightly stretched material of her shirt.
"Let's go give them something to think about," she told me. And with that, we carried out a pitcher of Margarita's we'd made up for after dinner along with the glasses, and some fresh limes. "Hmm, I have another idea," she said winking. But before I could ask her what that was, she had opened the sliding glass door, stepping out onto the patio.
It took all of two seconds for the boys to notice Doreen's hard stiff nipples, and only a second more for Jack to comment on her shirt, seeing the change we had written on it.
"Hey! What do you mean her tits?" He feigned displeasure in reading, though he was smiling a mile wide as he said that.
Doreen smiled back. "Oh like you wouldn't mind seeing that," she teased him, getting an immediate nod of the head from both our husbands. Doreen then reached down pulling her shirt entirely up and over her head, now standing there topless as she turned towards me. "Like the shirt says Cindy, tonight...they're all yours!"
The look on the boy's faces was priceless, especially as I stepped towards her, once again taking her firm full breasts within my hands, cupping them, and then just as I'd done inside the kitchen, fingering and playfully flipping those two twin little pointed peaks. The boys continued to sit there staring at this, grinning as though they were two kids who'd just been given Cart Blanche to take anything they wanted from the candy store. Which was especially the case as I surprised Doreen, along with myself as I leaned over, suddenly capturing one of those hard little nubbins between my lips and began sucking on it.
"Holy fuck!" Brad moaned audibly, appreciatively as I did so.
"Ditto that!" Jack now added, actually reaching down into his shorts, forced to suddenly reposition himself. "More! More!" he called out as Brad too quickly joined him, urging us both to continue.
"I bet you'd really enjoy seeing that wouldn't you?" Doreen now teased, seeing an opening here. She quickly looked towards me, but I'm sure the look in my own eyes told her I was game for whatever here, especially if we managed to get the boys to open up to us about their own naughty little escapades in the shop earlier.
"You fucking know it!" He stated, his hand still buried beneath the waistband of his bushman's shorts.
"I dunno Cindy, what do you think? Tit for tat maybe?" I took the cue from her, smiling.
"Sounds fair to me," I replied looking over at the two boys, one hand dropping to run sensually downwards between Doreen's legs, feeling her spread them slightly as she stood there. "I guess it depends on how badly they really want to see it."
"You want me to show you how badly I'd love to see something like that?" Jack mused, threatening to expose himself fully as he undid his zipper pulling it down.
"I've seen it before," Doreen said shooting him down, letting him know as she said that, that it wasn't quite good enough. "But I wouldn't mind seeing Brad's stiff prick a little more clearly," she added. He looked at me as Doreen spoke, waiting. I winked, telling him in an instant it was more than ok.
Brad had never been shy, unlike myself until I was actually aroused, but he knew just by the expression on my face I was well on the way to being there. Faster than I would have thought possible, he stood, unzipping and then dropping his pants, his erection already poking clearly through the opening in his boxer shorts. "You mean something like this?" he asked proudly, his member about as stiff and hard as I'd ever seen it.
"Better," Doreen said. She then reached over, unbuttoning my blouse, removing my bra as the boys sat there watching her tantalizing little strip tease. She now began playing with my breasts, likewise leaning over to fondle, suckle and tenderly nip at them as I stood there.
"Man, that's fucking hot!" Jack announced, long ago having taken his own rigid prick out of his pants, openly sitting there fondling himself.
"More! More!" Brad quipped once again, now doing the same.
"That would require some more tit for tat," I jumped in suggesting, much to Doreen's amusement that I had said something before she did.
Cock's out, the boys looked confused, looking at us and then back and forth at one another. "What do you mean?" Jack questioned.
"Oh, I don't know," Doreen began as though thinking about it. "I guess that depends on what you two want to see. Obviously, we'd expect something in return for whatever it is you'd like to see us do."
"Like what?" Brad asked a bit nervously now.
"Simple really," Doreen pressed. "We'll do...whatever you're willing to do...with each other."
Once again the looks on their faces was priceless. I'd only seen Brad's face turn that crimson a time or two before now. Doreen used that moment of indecision to reach down, fumbling only briefly with the catch on my own shorts, undoing, and then unzipping them. Almost immediately they fell down around my ankles, leaving me to stand there in the briefest of now very wet thongs, her hand suddenly slipping beneath the waistband where her fingers now touched, teasing me for the first time. I actually found myself holding my breath for a moment, the unexpected pleasure intense as she quickly located my precious clit and began stroking it.
No doubt it wasn't only having an effect on me, but certainly on the guys as well. And though they really couldn't see anything with her hand hidden away beneath the material, it was certainly obvious that she truly was fingering my pussy.
Once again Doreen turned facing our husbands. "Well? You want us to continue or is this all you really want to see?" she then asked. "Up to you two...but I know for a fact, Jack honey..." she said grinning at him, "Wouldn't have a problem with doing this to Brad, would you honey?"
Once again both men looked back and forth between one another sheepishly. I slipped my hand beneath Doreen's panties, now fingering her quim in the exact way she was now fingering mine. "Up to you now baby," I told Brad. "Or is that something you're just not willing to do for me?" I asked, wondering now what his response was going to be, especially as Doreen and I both knew, they had already done that much together at least. I was pleased when Brad actually responded a moment later.
"Well...in fact, we already have!" He announced, surprising me that he'd admitted it, especially when Jack just smiled, nodding his head in agreement.
"Yeah, Brad lost a bet this morning," he proclaimed by way of explanation, and then continued on. "I bet him that by inserting a dowel in the curved leg rest of the chair, it would actually make it stronger, and we could then lengthen it, giving the legs more strength and then extending them farther, than we'd done in the original design. Brad didn't think it would work, so he took the bet...and lost obviously, even after I told him if he lost, he'd owe me a hand job!"
It was now out, Doreen and I both laughing suddenly. "Oh what I'd love to have seen that," she said, still pretending that we hadn't. "So...Brad had to jerk you off then did he?" Doreen pressed wanting to hear all of it. "And then what happened?"
Brad looked over towards me for some sign that I wasn't upset or angry with him for having done so, which I gave him with another wink. "Did doing that make you horny too baby?" I asked. "Have you ever played with another man's cock before like that?" I now added curiously.
"Couple times...you know, curious explorations, fooling around sort of stuff, years ago, but no...nothing else really," he then added, though blushing now even more so than he had been. Part of which, I now knew wasn't just from embarrassment either. Brad was horny. And I knew it.
"But obviously, since you did...doing it again for us now shouldn't be all that big of a deal now should it?" Doreen interjected, seizing the moment. "Especially if you'd like to really see what we're doing here, up close and personal now would you?" Doreen then pulled her panties completely off, with me once again following suit, though neither one of us made any motion to take up where we'd left off, just standing there in the nude now waiting for their response.
"No different than this morning," Jack offered looking at his best friend. "I'm game...if you are."
"Tit for tat?" Brad asked looking at us, his cock all swollen and angry looking. I could tell that just the little bit he'd seen had him extremely aroused and horny.
"Tit for tat," I assured him, not even realizing I had placed one of my hands back on Doreen's boob as I stood there playing with it. It must have been the additional incentive he'd needed however, as he quickly agreed upon seeing me do that.
With a nod of her head in the direction of our chairs, we immediately placed them side-by-side, facing the boys. Collapsing two of the arm rests, as they'd been designed to do so, actually turning the two chairs into a small couch, we then sat, legs thrown over one another, hands suddenly crossing over to explore one another between the legs.
"This what you had in mind?" Doreen asked as I felt her fingers once again probing, exploring, and teasing me, just as I likewise began doing to her.
Without a required word, Brad and Jack got up, likewise fixing their two chairs together facing us in the same fashion, though they quickly took off the rest of their own clothing before doing so. Each one now sitting there with their nice hard stiff pricks clearly revealed. I didn't realize just how erotic it was to watch, or how hot it became when Jack reached over, wrapping his hand around Brad's dick, as he moments later likewise then did the same to Jack. They began fondling one another openly as they watched Doreen and I doing the same. The feel of her finger tickling my clit was enhanced by the visual stimulation of seeing Jack's fist casually pumping my husband's cock up and down, going so far as to even squeezing it. As he did, producing a nice thick droplet of precum fuck juice, which he then smeared around Brad's bulbous, swollen head. Brad moaned, involuntarily closing his eyes momentarily. It was for me one of the most erotic, sensual things I had ever seen Brad do before, and I nearly came because of it.



We sat playing like this for quite some time. It was clearly evident we were all highly aroused, the slick, slippery sounds coming from each one of us giving testimony to that.
"God baby...lick her, lick her for me," Jack half begged. "Let me see you lick Cindy's cunt...please!"
"Tit for tat?" Doreen asked hopefully. Jack looked briefly at Brad. "Ok?" He asked half imploring Brad to agree. It was evident that Jack wanted to see this, and knew by way of agreement what would be expected if they did.
"Yeah, fuck yeah!" Brad moaned giving in to his own needful desires, his inhibitions, be they what they may have been, melting away in a second as Jack continued thumbing his prick, Brad still likewise fondling and openly playing with Jack's cock too, and obviously enjoying it as he did.
Though I had heard all this, realizing it, even as Doreen suddenly stood up, quickly kneeling down in front of me, I wasn't quite yet believing it however. Wanting to see her, both Jack and Brad stood, their proud stiff pricks leading the way as they came over to stand on either side of where I was sitting. Doreen now comfortably positioned between my legs there on the grass.
"Hold yourself open for me," Doreen breathed against my cunt. "So they can see how pretty your pussy is while I do this," she stated.
I reached down, holding myself open, somewhat embarrassed in doing so, yet highly aroused at the same time as I glanced up, seeing the two beautiful hard stiff pricks as the boys stood stroking themselves now, Doreen's tongue only then beginning to lap at the hard little nub of my clit, sending waves of pleasure coursing through me.
"That is so...fucking hot!" Jack stated, watching his wife's tongue dancing about and through the pink wet folds of my split. Looking down, I saw what he did as she pressed her finger tips just beneath it, forcing it to protrude even more fully, more vulnerably as she did so before taking it between her lips sucking it.
"Oh my God!" I moaned involuntarily, just as I felt one of Jack's hands, and then Brad's likewise cupping and playing with my equally aroused nipples. "Yes! Yes! Oh fuck...yes!" I damn near howled at the exquisite sensations I was now feeling. Doreen's sweet flicking tongue, and then Brad's prick-tip as he placed it lovingly against my breast, even slapping it with his hard stiff shaft as he stood next to me. "Do the other one too!" I urged Jack, hotly...wantonly, my self-consciousness at being so utterly decadent now long since gone. Just feeling their hard pricks rubbing against my tits now as Doreen licked, kissed and sucked my cunt was driving me insane. I was honestly delirious with pleasure now, already the sensation of impending climax was beginning to materialize. Only a few more moments of this, and Doreen's lips, tongue and fingers would soon have me going over the edge.
"Yeah baby, yeah!" Jack urged his wife. "Make her cum now...make her cum hard!"
The moment he said that, I was.
I lay there pleasurably trying to recover, my body still tingling with the joy of climax, Doreen's words only then beginning to register.
"Well, that's one of us...now it's your turn," she told her husband. I opened my eyes having heard that. I even watched as she led Brad back over towards his chair by the dick, giggling upon seeing that.
"Careful sweetie," I warned Doreen. "Don't pull on it too much, you'll make him cum before we get to see anything." Doreen laughed, though Brad shot me a teasing disgusted look, though he smiled. Helping him to sit down in his chair, it was then our turn to stand on either side of the boys, Jack already positioning himself on the grass between my hubbies's outstretched legs. Just seeing Brad's stiff penis, the way it seemed to throb expectantly, the head so large, perhaps larger than I had very often seen it as he sat there expectantly. I don't know if this was something Jack would admit to having done before too, or if it fact it had been a while since he had. But Doreen and I both watched with eager anticipation as he suddenly wrapped his fist around Brad's prick, holding it as he then leaned over, engulfing the upper third of my husband's shaft within his mouth, sucking it.
Brad groaned, unable to do anything else, obviously it felt good, and even more so I as then reached down, tweaking my husband's nipples between my fingers, something I knew he enjoyed my doing whenever he was feeling his pleasures. See that, Doreen joined me, soon doing the same to his other one as we watched rapturously, seeing Jack, our dear friend and neighbor, obviously enjoying himself as he slowly stroked and softly sucked my husband's prick.
It was an odd thing for me. I had on more than one occasion, watched myself, sucking my husband off in the full-length mirror in our bedroom. Here however, I was watching someone else as they did it, not to mention in being his best friend Jack who now was. Unashamedly, I reached down, my still somewhat sensitive clit too tender to touch, though my fingers began slipping in and out of my very wet split, fingering myself once again unabashedly.
"Turn you on to see your husband's cock getting sucked by another man?" Brad asked, his eyes clearly full of lust as he sat watching me finger myself, just as Doreen began doing too. And though he watched us, he spent equal time looking down, watching his prick disappear in and out of Jack's mouth as his friend sucked him, licked him, and gently rolled his balls within the palm of his hand.
"That's so fucking naughty hot!" Doreen mewled hotly, her fingers pinching her clit as she spread herself, clearly revealed, and then pulled it between the two only inches away from my husband's face. "You see what watching you is doing to me?" she asked. Even I had to look at that, the wondrous expression in my own face as this creamy nectar like juice began flowing out of my best friend's cunt. She gathered up a bit of her essence with two fingers, holding it like poi as she then fed it to Brad. He tasted her, sucking her fingers as she again dipped, scooping out another honeyed mouthful, and then giving it to me. I too licked, sucked, and cleaned off her lubricated fingers, savoring the taste of my best friend's sweet tasty cum cream.
"Fuck man...I'm getting close!" Brad warned a few minutes later. It was evident he was, the strained look on his face, the almost glassy-eyed pleasure as he fought against the inevitable.
Even Jack looked up expectantly, wondering if he'd performed well enough. I was surprised when Doreen shook her head no. "All the way baby...same as I did," she told him. I made her cum with my mouth, now...in all fairness, you have to do the same."
Even Brad seemed surprised at that, expecting her to let Jack off the hook perhaps, but without any further hesitation, Jack once again surrounded my husband's cock, sucking it with renewed interest, his hand likewise pumping his shaft bringing Brad closer and closer to his pleasure.
"Fuck dude! I'm gonna shoot!" I watched as my husband arched his back to some degree, his ass actually coming up out of the chair. For a second Jack quit sucking, though his hand continued to pump, his cheeks suddenly billowing out, and Doreen and I both knew, Brad's prick was indeed filling his friends mouth with his hot fresh cream.
"Don't swallow!" Doreen cried out surprising everyone. "Give it to me!"
My best friend certainly had a wild side, I'd seen it enough times before, though perhaps never quite to the same extent I was seeing it tonight. But even this was wickedly erotic, hearing her desire, and then seeing it as having finally drained my husband's cock, Jack stood, his mouth full of Brad's spunk, and then kissing his wife, slowly allowing Brad's sperm to flow from his mouth into hers as she took it, only then swallowing, her hand already reaching down to grab onto his prick as they stood there together, stroking it.
"Fuck!" Brad moaned, the obvious pleasured exhaustion in his tone of voice, though marveling at the wickedly devilish act we both witnessed. "Unfucking believable!" he then added, which I could only agree with, shaking my head.
"I guess that means I'm up!" I announced, to which Doreen laughed.
"As is Jack," she said still holding on to his massively hard prick. "So boys...what is it you'd like to see or do now?" she asked. "Some more pussy licking? Cunt fucking? What?" Even I could hear how turned on Doreen was, her tone having gone from naughty sounding, to pure lust in an instant. Even as she said that, she had buried her fingers back inside her cunt once again, openly frigging herself as we all stood there watching her.
I looked over towards Brad, wondering at that moment what was going on in his mind. "Whatever you'd like," he said looking at me. "No matter what," he then added seriously. "We're with friends here, the best of friends, so as far as I'm concerned honey...the sky's the limit!"
"A little conference then please?" Doreen suggested, "While we discuss this?" she said. "And why don't you two do the same then, oh...and pour us some of those margarita's while we all take a break for a minute."
I let Doreen draw me off to one side, out of earshot from the boys, even then she still hadn't quit touching herself. I had seen Doreen aroused, horny before of course, but never like this. "All right Doreen, spill it, what's going on inside of that naughty, kinky, dirty minded head of yours?" I asked.
She grinned almost evilly. "Before I tell you what I'm thinking of, I have a question to ask you. And please...be honest with me when I do," she said. Curious, I agreed. After all we'd been through together so far, I couldn't imagine holding much back from her.
"Shoot!"
"Have you and Brad ever had anal sex before?"
The intimacy of her question surprised me, but after everything we'd been through so far tonight, holding back now seemed silly. "A few times, yes. Why?"
"Do you enjoy it when you do?" she asked without answering my question. "Or do you just do it for Brad?" she pressed.
I did feel my face growing red, but I answered her honestly. "No...I really do enjoy it, not something we do all the time mind you, but yes Doreen...I do. So again, I'll ask you...why?"
"We haven't," she confessed, which for some reason surprised me. As open minded, certainly more so than I was, hearing her say this had taken me totally by surprise. "He's always wanted to, but I've always been afraid to myself," she continued by way of explanation. "We've even tried to do it, but I just can't seem to relax enough to accommodate him, to allow it."
"Why are you asking me this?" I then asked, now really curious as to where this was all going.
"Because there's something else I've always wanted to see too," she then told me. "You know how I told you I do have that strap on I purchased a while back?"
"Yeah?" I grinned. "So?"
"Well, I've actually fucked Jack with it," she told me, another revelation that burned an immediate image inside my head.
"No shit! Seriously?"
"Seriously!"
"Fuck, I wouldn't mind seeing something like that myself!" I openly admitted, once again aroused by the prospect of seeing it.
"Ok then, how about this one?" Doreen ventured. "Though I guess a lot of it will depend on how the guys might feel about it, but what I'd really like to see them do now...is this."
Doreen told me what she'd love to see, my mouth agape, hanging open as she did, even as the boys approached us, fresh margaritas in hand. They could tell we'd been discussing something as they drew near.
"Ah oh...now we're in for it!" Brad mused curiously, handing me my drink, which I damn near swallowed in one gulp. See this, he turned towards Jack. "Like I said..."
**
We had sat sipping our drinks taking a break while I likewise digested what it was that Doreen had asked me, and then suggested. Had it not been for the high level of arousal I was in, I might have said no to it, but the more I sat there, thinking about it, seeing my husband's prick stiffen once again, along with looking at Jack's, I finally made up my mind.
"Let's do it," I whispered a few minutes later, "provided they're willing of course." Doreen smiled knowingly.
"Oh, there's no problem with Jack, trust me," she winked. "It will depend entirely on your husband, if he'll be willing to do it," she then told me. I thought about that for only a moment.
"No problem, I know how to get him to agree to anything," I then said. "You know Stacy and Ken, the gal that handles all the billing and invoicing for them?"
"Oh yeah, that cute little blonde with the enormous tits? You mean that one?" she laughed openly. "Which I honestly believe is one of the reasons the two of them hired her, why do you ask?" I laughed in agreement with that, though Stacy really was a whiz around the office, having kept things far more orderly than anyone else they had ever had.
"On fantasy night..."
"Fantasy night?"
"Never mind...I'll tell you about that another time," I said heading her off. "Anyway...we have a night, we call fantasy night. And on that night, we can tell, share, confess any of our darkest deepest desires with one another, and pretend if we want to even, to be someone else, or talk about someone else...openly, without reservation. So anyway...Brad told me on one of those nights how he'd actually stumbled into the bathroom at the main shop, especially since they only have the one there. Anyway, he thought that Stacy had gone out to lunch, not knowing she was still there. So he goes in to use the bathroom, and you know how that silly lock on the door is, one hard little push, and it opens anyway."
"Yeah, noticed that myself once," Doreen remembered as someone had likewise inadvertently opened the door on her once too. "Go on..."
"Anyway, so he opens the door, and there she is, sitting on the john, only the lids closed, she's just using it for a seat, she's got her legs spread wide open, and she's using this vibrator on herself, doesn't even realize for a second that poor Brad is standing there looking at her."
"Oh my God, that's too fucking funny! Then what happened?"
Finally, she realizes he's standing there, except she doesn't freak out, come all unglued or anything like that. A little embarrassed by it yes, but she doesn't jump up or try to hide what it was she was doing either. Brad apologizes, backs out and closes the door. Fifteen minutes later, she comes out, a pleasured smile on her face. Obviously, she finished doing what she'd gone in there to do in the first place. Later on, when Brad came to ask her about one of the client bills that was still pending, she asks him if that had made him nervous, or upset him any. Telling him she hoped it hadn't, as she and Ken had a pretty open marriage. It seems that they have partied and played with a few other couples themselves. Which he told me all about of course that night, long before the four of us even did anything ourselves. Anyway, he'd mentioned it as something to think about, should we ever decide we might want to. Needless to say, I know he'd love to stick his dick in her cunt...so, having said that." I grinned at Doreen.
Once again Doreen laughed. "Well, we'll use that perhaps, but only if we have too. I think, we'll get them to go along with it without having to resort to that, though it's certainly something for us to discuss at a later time, not to mention I want to hear more about these fantasy nights of yours," she said winking at me. "But I think, after all this, we'll let Jack actually do the convincing himself, trust me," she added smiling.
"So...you two ready for some more fun?" Jack asked hopefully, not yet having gotten his own rocks off yet, his prick, though somewhat flaccid at the moment, looked on the verge of already beginning to stiffen again at the mere mention of that.
"We certainly are," Doreen smiled wickedly. "And there's something that Cindy and I have discussed as what we'd both like to see and do, provided you two are as well of course."
"Which is?" Brad asked curiously, though I noticed that his cock too had suddenly seemed to express its own interest.
"Well, the one thing I've never been able to do yet, and something that Jack has always wanted to do, is fuck my ass. Obviously, Cindy and Brad have before...several times."
"You have?" Jack said spinning towards Brad. "You lucky fuck you! Damn!" Brad grinned sheepishly.
"Anyway, here's the deal here. Cindy's agreed to let Jack have her ass, but only if Jack's willing to let Steve have his."
"What? Excuse me? You wanna run that one by me again?" Brad stated incredulously. As Doreen knew it would be, Jack immediately jumped in.
"Brad, buddy, listen up for a minute," Jack urged his friend. "Doreen's fucked me several times with her strap on, and to be honest about it, I like it! It feels damn fucking good, especially if she's jerking me off with her hand at the same time. So...having a real cock in my ass wouldn't be any big deal to me, provided you're ok with it," he then stated. "So I wouldn't mind it at all...if you don't. And I'd finally get to feel what it's like myself...at least once!" Jack half begged his friend.
Brad looked at me, quizzically, curiously, wondering. "I'd personally love seeing that myself," I told him candidly. "So if you're ok with it honey...you know I am, and obviously Jack and Doreen are. And didn't we already say earlier that the sky's the limit?"
He only took a moment more to actually think about it. "I guess, but not without protection," he stated a second later. Jack grinned.
"No worries, lots of rubbers up in our bedroom," he said. "As a matter of fact, why don't we take all this up there now anyway where we can get a lot more comfortable too."
"Yeah, and be able to see ourselves in the wall mirror!" Doreen added as suggestion, which I knew Jack would love seeing, having already approached me with turning one wall of our bedroom into mirrors just as our friends had done.
Grabbing our drinks, we soon followed one another into the house and upstairs into their bedroom. Doreen opened the vanity, producing some very slick very special lubricant, which they had actually tried using before. And though as good as it was, she'd still been unable to accommodate her husband even with that.
"Here's the condoms, and here's this lubricant we bought a while back too," she added handing it to Brad.
Within minutes, I had positioned myself on the bed, kneeling down, looking at myself in the wall mirror as Jack knelt behind me, first rolling down the condom over his hard stiff prick, and then applying some lubrication to himself, as well as to me afterwards.
I knew what was coming next, as we talked about it privately outside, wondering now if Brad would be willing to go along with it as Doreen spoke. "Brad? Once Jack's inside your wife's ass? See if you can get your nice hard cock inside of his too. I would love to see the three of you all fucking like that together, if you think you can manage it," Doreen finally said spitting it all out.
"Yeah, I'd love seeing that myself, especially watching it in the mirror," I then added, hoping that would be enough to convince Brad to try anyway, though I was prepared to take it a step further if I had to.
We all waited a moment as Brad sat there thinking about it. Maybe it was the realization that I'd be involved in it as well that convinced him. That way it wouldn't just be he and his best friend one on one together or something like that.
"Ok," he said simply, and then smiled as Doreen rolled on one of the other condoms over his prick, taking some minor pleasure in her doing that as she did do.
"Now, wait until Jack's all nice and comfy inside Cindy's ass," she suggested excitedly. "Then I'll lube up Jack's ass for you once he's in there."



As I watched us in the mirror, my ass raised up, my breasts pressed against the mattress, Jack then slowly managed his cock inside my tight hot ass until I felt the entire length of him filling me fully. Once he was, he remained so positioned half squatting over me, as Doreen now took charge, guiding Brad's prick towards her husband's well-lubricated asshole. Unlike Jack, Brad would be near standing upright behind the two of us as Doreen helped ease him inside.
"Oh fuck! That's hot!" she said once he was in, as we all turned to look at ourselves in the mirror. Surprisingly enough, it was too. "Too bad it wouldn't be too awkward, I'm half tempted to get out my strap-on," she joked seriously.
"You know...what you can do is this," I then realized. "Slip underneath me...I still haven't tasted you yet you know!"
Delighted, Doreen quickly did just that, slipping in beneath me where I was easily able to lick her deliciously wet split, feeling Jack's hard stiff cock buried deep in my ass where he began to slowly, somewhat cautiously fuck me, though I was already used to him being inside and urged him then to take more forceful pleasures with me. Likewise, looking in the mirror, Brad too was now doing the same to Jack, moving with him, thrusting inwards just as Jack was, soon getting into a nice slow steady rhythm of it as the four of us now began truly enjoying ourselves. I was pleased by the expression on my own husband's face to see whatever doubts or concerns he might have had, they were now gone as he slid in and out of Jack's ass with ease, and a smile on his face as he did so.
"Oh yeah, fuck his ass baby!" I cried out, and fuck mine too!" I likewise urged Jack unnecessarily.
"Shut up and eat my cunt!" Doreen reminded me however, as I'd suddenly neglected her, returning immediately to once again begin lapping at her wide-open pussy with my tongue.
Doreen lay on her back beneath me, pulling and twisting on her nipples, crying out obscenities as she did. I lay, licking her sweet delicious pussy, sucking her clit, reaching back between my legs as I frigged my own hard clit, the feel of Jack's prick skewering me from behind. And then Jack in turn, feeling my own husband's cock ramming in and out of his ass simultaneously.
It wasn't long before the intensity of that began triggering orgasms. Jack had been forced to endure the longest, so it wasn't at all unexpected when he simply announced it, thrusting deep, grunting, moaning, and then filling me with his hot wet delicious cream.
"Oh fuck! Here it comes! Here it comes!" He screamed out. I could feel his prick throbbing, squirting, splashing the inside of my ass with his spunk, seconds later, Doreen too crying out, her orgasm suddenly claiming her, the additional arrival of her own juice, suddenly increasing as she bathed my face in her rapturous joy.
"Oh man, oh man!" Brad cried out a moment or two after that, and then he too launched his own spunk, tossing ribbons of sperm up his friend's tight ass. Hearing that, hearing the excitement and joy from our two friends, and then finally my husband's, my own cunt just seemed to explode, robbing me of whatever sanity I had left, my fingers clamping down on my clit, squeezing it as I came, even as Jack's prick finally softened enough to pop out of me with a wet sticky "plop" sounding noise.
We all collapsed shortly after that, lying in a big heap for a while trying to collect our respective breaths.
**
Sunday the boys got up early and went to play a round of golf. And this Sunday was certainly no exception. Though it had been a late night for all of us, they had still gotten up and had left long before I myself had finally managed to roll out of bed. I had just finished showering when the phone rang. Not at all surprised to see by the caller ID that it was Doreen who was calling me.
"You up?"
"Just," I sighed pleasurably into the phone, hearing Doreen laugh as I did so.
"Coffee?"
"Hell yes...you have some, or you asking me?" Once again hearing her laugh.
"Just made it, I'll have it poured and waiting for you," after which, she simply hung up.
I thought about dressing, then said "fuck it" and tossed on a robe only instead. I was surprised to feel somewhat aroused, in a bit of a naughty mood as I crossed the back yard leading into our friend's house with nothing more on than my bathrobe. I was pleased to see that Doreen was likewise so garbed as she handed me my coffee cup the moment I entered.
"Didn't feel much like getting dressed either," she stated upon seeing me. "And I'm surprised the boys even got up to go golfing. Thought they'd be exhausted after last night."
"Are you kidding?" I told her then. "Hell, Brad wanted to fuck me the moment he rolled out of bed this morning, I told him to go and jack himself off instead. He merely laughed, told me maybe he'd have Jack do it for him then if I wouldn't. The crazy thing about that was, that made me horny! I damn near chased after him, but it was too late, they were already pulling out of the driveway together by the time I reached the door. I did flash the two of them however," I said grinning, hearing Doreen laugh.
She glanced at the clock. "What time's their tee-time this morning?" she asked.
"Eight fifteen," I responded, it was nearly that now. "Why do you ask?"
"Come on...bring your coffee, I have an idea," she grinned as I followed her back up the stairs to her bedroom. The moment we arrived, she rummaged through her drawer, finally producing the strap on she'd been telling me about, and which she'd almost gotten out the night before.
"What the hell are you doing?" I asked. But she didn't respond, merely picking up her cell phone instead, dialing Jack's number.
"What is it baby?" I heard him ask as she'd put him on speaker. "We're just teeing off now!"
"Just you two?" she asked curiously.
"Yeah why? We were lucky this morning, so we're just going out by ourselves, what's up?"
"Well...thought you might like to play another game at the same time, if you're interested, she hinted saying. "I'm lying here right now with Cindy beside me, we're naked...and I just took out my strap on."
"Fuck!" Brad said in the background, obviously he could hear this, making me laugh.
"Yep, he's still horny!" I told her. "Like I said..."
"Go on..." Jack urged taking interest.
"Well, here's how we play...which should likewise make things interesting for you two as well. I know you're both fairly even right, handicaps and all that yes?"
"Yes..." Jack said drawing out the word curiously.
"Ok, what's the par on the first hole?" she asked.
"A four," Jack responded.
"Ok, whichever one of you wins the hole, then the other one has to stroke the other's dick the number of strokes of the hole, plus whatever amount he was beaten by in addition to that. So...let's say you lose by one, that means you have to stroke Brad's cock five times before going to the next hole. And on this end, that means I have to fuck Cindy's cunt with the strap on five times too. Sound fun?"
It was Brad that answered into the phone taking it away from Jack.
"You being serious? Or are you just teasing with us?" he asked. Now it was my turn to answer him back.
"Very serious, we'll be right here waiting for the results of each hole, and by the way, as proof, we'll send you pictures of us, and we'll of course require and expect pictures back from you two after every hole. In fact, if you can...make it interesting. That will make it even more enjoyable on this end."
"Ditto that, you two do the same then for us," Jack now said having taken back the phone. "Ok, my turn to tee off, we'll call you back shortly with the results!"
"We'll start out on the bed," Doreen suggested. "Then we'll choose another place, another position for them after they call back again. Oh...and maybe we'd better grab one of my other vibrators too...just in case."
"Just in case?"
"Yeah, you'll see...I just thought of something."
A few minutes later they called back. Jack already sending over a photo as proof. "I won the hole by one," he said grinning. Brad's giving my dick five strokes for the loss now, he said counting them off pleasurably as he did. "So that means..."
"Yeah, I know...I get to fuck Doreen," I said actually excited to do so, already putting on her strap on, then kneeling behind her on the bed as Doreen snapped off a photo, sending it to them. She then counted off five slow nice thrusts into her cunt while the guys sat listening.
"Nice...on to the next hole," he said emphasizing the word. "Call you back shortly...and soon too. It's a par three, easy one."
As we waited, Doreen and I moved off into the bathroom. "They'll like this...Jack love's fucking me in here," she informed me. Seconds later the phone rang.
"We tied on that one...now what?"
"A ties as good as a loss in my book," Doreen said making up the rules here which I knew she was. "So...you each have to give one another three strokes, same as we do."
"Nice..." Jack smiled into the phone. "Only make this one interesting for us," he asked. "Same there," she told him. Seconds later we got back a picture. Jack had obviously positioned the cell phone camera on timer, mounting it on the cart. They stood together on the green, holding the flag between them, each one of them with their hands on the others dicks.
"Our turn," Doreen stated, handing me her double dildo. "Bend over, cheek to cheek, but make sure they can see the toy in each of our cunts when we send this."
We had a quick, though pleasurable three strokes against one another, and then sent the photo.
"This is fucking fun," I admittedly stated. "Though I think by the time the boys finish up, we're all going to be wound up tighter than drums."
"Yes...won't we though?" Doreen grinned wickedly.
For the next two hours we teased one another with even more provocative poses and conversation, watching the boys as they sent back pictures of them playing with one another, sometimes leaning against the cart, one...with Brad actually laying on the green, Jack kneeling beside him dick in hand, though appearing a bit nervous as he did so. In kind, and for the effort, Doreen and I had run outside into the front yard, quickly looking about, and then tossing off our robes, her mounting me from behind with the strap-on, fucking me as we hurriedly took the photo sending it back, and then racing back inside the house before being seen.
"How many more holes?" I asked hotly. "I'm about to explode here!" I told her.
"Just two more," she stated. "But we need something really, really good to finish off the game with," she said thinking about it. And then smiled.
**
"Where are you playing?" she asked after the next call, watching Brad as he then stroked Jack's prick as he stood next to a tree, the clubhouse just behind where they were heading for the last and final hole.
"West Gate, why?"
"That's only ten, fifteen minutes from here yes? Look for us out in the parking lot in about twenty then," she told him. "We'll be in the motor home, naked. You two can add up your final scores for us then." And with that, Doreen hung up the phone.
"What are we doing?" I asked laughing nervously. "That doesn't give me much time to get dressed you know!"
"Dressed? Honey, you are dressed...or rather undressed just perfectly. Now, come on, grab the toys, your robe while I get my purse." Once again I followed my crazy-assed friend out to their motor home wearing nothing but my bathrobe.
"I can't believe we're doing this," I told her. "I've never been outside like this before in my life. What if we get pulled over or something?"
"I have no intention of breaking the speed limit honey, but even if we do...it will certainly make for interesting conversation then won't it?"
Sure enough, Doreen pulled the motor home into the parking lot of the golf club exactly twenty minutes later. She located a spot in one corner of the lot just big enough to easily and safely park the motor home. Looking up, I smiled upon seeing both Jack and Brad already heading our way.
"So...how was the golf game?" Doreen asked the moment the boys stepped inside. She and I were both totally naked sitting in the front seats as they entered. Brad and Jack looked at one another grinning, then back at us.
"It was the worst game, and the best game of my entire life!" Jack grinned. "Do you know how difficult it is trying to hit a golf ball with an erection? Every time I looked down trying to address the ball, the first thing I noticed was this enormous bulge in my pants. Let's just say it was damn fucking difficult trying to concentrate, keeping my eye on the ball, when all I could see was my own stiff prick!"
"So what was the final score anyway?" I asked.
"We both pared the last hole, so fives, though I managed to beat Jack by four total strokes today," Brad grinned.
"Well in that case, what I think we should do is this then," Doreen began, the boys looking back and forth between one another, knowing full well that whatever Doreen had come up with would no doubt be interesting. "Since you both tied the last hole, you'll each give the other five minutes of cock sucking, though we'll add an additional four minutes to Brad since he beat Jack by four strokes. So Jack? You'll suck Brad's prick for an additional four minutes. And that means of course, that Cindy and I will fuck one another simultaneously for five minutes, with this!" she said holding up the double-dildo. And then I'll finish up by going down on Cindy for four minutes after that."
"I may not be able to last five minutes," Jack said, his cock still rather large and hard inside his pants.
"Let alone nine," Brad added, "Your crazy idea out on the course has me ready to spit one out right now as it is! Especially seeing you two sitting here like this. And please, don't tell me you actually drove here like that either. Though on the other hand...do. Even imagining you doing something as crazy as that has me hornier than hell!"
"Well then? How about you two settle up while we watch? And then you can sit back, relax for a few moments while we do. After that..." Doreen said grinning.
For me, there was just something sexy-erotic, dirty-nasty about seeing Jack take my husband's cock in his mouth and visa versa. Stripping off their clothes, I watched Brad kneel on the floor of the motor home between Jack's legs as he took a seat in one of the rear captain's chairs. Jack's cock was rock hard and waiting as Brad playfully fondled it only moments before wrapping his lips around his shaft, sucking it.
Doreen stood up from her seat, already moving towards the back where she stood off to one side, unabashedly fingering herself as he did so. Somewhat nervous about continuing to sit in the front windowed seat the way that I was, I too quickly moved towards the back, sitting across from the three of them at the kitchen table, legs spread, and soon likewise fingering my own needful clit.
"Times up!" Doreen called out when it was, though by the look on poor Jack's face, he was only seconds away from cumming. "I said...time's up, unless you'd like a penalty stroke," she warned.
Reluctantly, even Brad took a moment longer before releasing his best friends cock, now taking his place in the chair as they switched positions. "Nine minutes huh?" Brad grinned excitedly. "Like I said...don't be surprised."
I was actually looking forward to seeing that myself, standing up for a better look, coming up behind Doreen as she stood there, my hands immediately coming around to cup her breasts as I began playing with them. We stood, watching Jack's tongue as it began to swirl around the head of my husband's cock, lapping at it wildly, Brad's eyes half rolling back into his head as he tossed his head back against the seat, reveling in the naughty-hot experience he was feeling.
Doreen was in fact keeping track of the time, but he was barely into the seventh minute of heaven when the look on his face told us all he wasn't going to last the full nine, let alone nine seconds longer.
"Fuck man, I'm gonna cum!" He announced, his face suddenly taking on an almost pleasured-pained look as he arched his back, his ass coming up off the seat of the chair.
"Let us see it!" Doreen begged, kneeling down beside Jack as I then did myself. Doreen reached out with her hand, taking my husband's prick in it, Jack's still on it as well, to which I then added my own. The three of us jacking him up and down, expectantly waiting for the explosion to come, which soon did.
Every once in a while, Brad would get so worked up that it seemed like he could squirt forever. And this was one of those times! I knew it the moment the first enormous streamer of spunk leapt from the head of his prick. It skyrocketed well over everyone's heads landing on the floor of the motor home somewhere behind us. It was immediately followed by a long flowing spritzer of cream that just drooled, dribbling from the head of his cock as we all pumped it. But I could see by Brad's expression, the second forceful jettison of his spunk was already well on the way.
"Here comes another!" I announced excitedly, and sure enough, it did. This one too suddenly shooting out of the head of my husband's dick in a forked tongue like expulsion, perfectly splitting apart, perfectly hitting both Doreen and I squarely in the face as though he had planned it that way.
"Oh yes! Yes!" Doreen cried out happily, anxiously waiting for another which followed almost immediately, though this one too shot well over her head, some of which falling into her hair and down across her back.
Jack took aim of it then however, pointing Brad's cock towards me, more directly against my breasts as the next searing ribbon of sperm splashed against them, covering each as Jack happily pumped it, watching my husband's cream criss-crossing both nipples expertly.
"Fuck!" Brad cried out deliriously, Jack now leaning over once again, engulfing Brad's cock, sucking down the last couple of now minor squirtings until he had drained him entirely.
"Holy shit that was intense!" Brad moaned pleasurably.
Still sticky and covered with cum, Doreen now directed me to join her on the soft carpeted floor in front of them, holding the double dildo in her hand, waggling it at me. "Ready for some nice easy double-fucking?" she grinned.
I was so fucking horny myself, that I seriously doubted Doreen would even get that fake prick inside me before I came. As the boys then sat in their chairs, recuperating and watching us, Doreen and I positioned ourselves on the floor in front of them, easing in the enormous prick until we'd each consumed half of it, now touching ass to ass, connected fully and deeply.
"Watch the time," Doreen told her husband. "Five minutes, and then after that...I'll give Cindy's pussy a real nice licking for four more!"
Like Brad had stated, I wasn't sure I'd even last for five minutes without coming myself, but regardless of that, I was more than ready to begin anyway as Doreen teased me briefly with a few backward thrusts, her ass smacking against my own as she did so.
After Jack announced "Go!" Doreen and I began humping back against one another, the slick firm dildo fucking into each of us simultaneously.
"Oh man...look at those titties swing!" Brad exclaimed excitedly. I looked up, his hand once again wrapped about his cock, and though it had softened considerably after his very recent climax, he was already beginning to play with it, flapping it about, well on its way back to hardness once again.
The sound of our wet cunts being filled, the squishy erotic noises we each began making merely heightened the erotic coupling as the boys sat watching us. I felt Doreen's ass bumping and then grinding into my own as we skewered one another wildly.



"Sorry baby...time!" Jack announced apologetically. By the look on her face, Doreen had nearly reached climax, as I nearly had as well, though now looking forward to doing so on my friend's tongue as she ate me instead.
"Suck's to lose doesn't it?" he laughed.
"Suck's to win too!" Brad grinned, his cock actually hard and stiff again as he sat there smiling, playing with it.
We all laughed at that, as Doreen repositioned herself between my legs, spreading me obscenely before wrapping her lips around my hard extended clit.
"After this what?" Jack asked curiously. Doreen mouthed her answer into my pussy.
"Get it hard again firsth, then we'll Thsee," she giggled, and proceeded to gently torture my clit all the while saying that.
Jack forgot all about the time, which I didn't mind in the least, nor did anyone else for that matter either. When I came, I literally screamed. Had anyone been near the motor home, they'd have no doubt thought someone was being murdered. My orgasm was about as intense as it had ever been, Doreen's finger's caressing and massaging my "g" spot, her lips sucking my clit gloriously, Brad and Jack finally both getting into the fray as well, sucking each of my almost super sensitized nipples. I came so hard that for a moment I thought I was going to pass out.
By the time I had gathered my wits about me, Doreen was again kneeling on the floor in front of both Jack and Brad, sucking their cocks together. Just seeing her as she held them side by side, somehow managing to get each of them into her mouth, at least partially anyway, was a sight to behold. She continued to do so until she was satisfied both of the boys were rock hard and once again horny as hell.
"Well now," she grinned wickedly. "You ready to hear the rest of my naughty ideas?"
"You name it, I'm game!" Jack told her as Brad likewise nodded his head in agreement.
"You're sure about that," she smiled even more devilishly, suddenly picking up and then strapping on her female penis.
"Ever been fucked baby?" she said looking at Brad who's face suddenly went blank. She laughed at that, "Obviously...not. But I promise to be gentle with you," she told my husband winking at me as she said that. "Cherry huh?"
"Very...cherry," I giggled. "Though he has had and enjoyed my fingers up inside his ass many times," I then told my friend.
Still unsure of the situation, Doreen took charge leading him back into their rather spacious little bedroom towards the back. "Don't worry baby, I promise, you'll enjoy this almost as much as I will," she again grinned, though my husband's concerned look said otherwise.
"Come on you two...and I'll tell you what the first thing is we're all going to enjoy together once I get this nice hard little cock of mine inside Brad's sweet tight little ass!"
To Doreen's credit, she really did take her time, with plenty of lubrication, in addition to my sucking and stroking Brad's cock while she eased herself inside, eventually she had filled him completely. It was a bit strange seeing my husband on all fours, Doreen mounting him from behind. But at the same time, it was for me a wonderfully erotic little vision that soon had my clit quivering in expectation of things to come.
"Ok jack, come slide underneath Brad here so you can have a nice go at his prick. Doreen honey? I think Jack would love it if you'd pay his some attention now too, and after we've all enjoyed this for a while, we'll switch, and you can then fuck Jack's tight little ass, how's that sound?"
It was indeed amazing to see Doreen fucking my husband, his prick simultaneously being sucked off by Jack as I in turn munched down on his. Brad later told me, confessing it that when he came again, his orgasm was as nearly intense, if not more so than any he had ever had before. The fact that he nearly drowned Jack when he came was more than enough confirmation of that, triggering Jack's release only moments later as his hot delicious spunk then filled my mouth.
We didn't get to switch things around as Doreen had initially planned, eventually we did hear someone knocking on the door of the motor home, telling us if we didn't leave, they'd be forced to call the police on us. I guess we'd gotten too nosey after all, but regardless of that, it was one of the best days spent that I had ever recalled.
Exhausted, we all just sat around relaxing, satisfied, yet at the same time, still somehow curiously aroused as we began to discuss and share our thoughts, feelings and fantasies. Deciding at that moment that there was still so much more for the four of us to explore. Though we'd also brought up the possibility of including a few others, which once again brought up Ken and Stacy's name as we talked about it.
"You know...we do start bowling again soon in a few months," Jack reminded us all. We'd been bowling on a winter league now together for the past three years. "And...since Mike and Jill won't be joining us again this year, we are looking for another couple to fill out the team. Maybe...we should invite them to join us, see how it goes."
Doreen laughed as she sat there thinking about it.
"What?" Jack asked her.
"Oh, nothing really, I was just thinking how we could convert pin totals into something similar to the way we played golf earlier today," she said smiling.
Brad turned looking at Jack the moment she said that.
"Fuck, you ever tried bowling with a hardon?" he asked.
"I was just wondering about that myself," he responded back. "There goes my average..."
They turned just in time to see me stand, strapping on Doreen's hard little girl prick.
"And speaking of average...there's nothing average about any of this anymore is there?"
"Nope, not any more there isn't," my husband said as he stood up undoing his belt smiling at me as he did so.
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I had just gotten back to my cubicle after taking a much shorter than normal lunch. But that was typical for most Fridays, especially lately. I still had a lot of work remaining to do for the weekly reports that "Beth" expected to have turned in before end of day. I had barely sat down when I heard her voice as she reprimanded one of my best friends and co-workers in the cubicle next to me, though thankfully I wasn't able to see her as she did so. Bad enough I could hear it.
Rob hadn't even gone to lunch with me because he was so far behind. Something that I knew wasn't honestly his fault either. Just like me, Rob couldn't complete his portion of those reports until all the documentation had been compiled from several other departments. The last of which had been delayed from the department head, an asshole that very few liked, save for Beth herself, a guy named Mason. Everyone called him "Jar" behind his back, which he was just dumb enough not to figure out why. The fact that Beth seemed to tolerate his lateness in gathering the information the rest of us needed was a mystery. Even more so when she then got after everyone else for not compiling it, and getting it back to her by Friday afternoon in what she considered a professional and timely manner.
I knew Rob was going to be pissed. Having to sit there while Beth went off on him for struggling to get his portion of the report completed when we both knew it was due to Mason's laziness wasn't very easy to take. And trying to blame him for the delay only seemed to make things worse when either he or I had tried doing that before, so we gave up trying. I sat looking busy because I was busy as Beth passed by my cubicle a moment later, taking an extra moment to peer in looking at me, though I didn't bother looking up to even acknowledge her presence. I wondered briefly if she was going to say something, but managed to see her decide not to for whatever reason, turning and then walking off back to her own spacious private little office.
Not too surprisingly, Rob entered my cube only moments after she'd left.
"You hear what that cunt said to me?" he stated. I told Rob to tone it down, even though I agreed with him. There were too many spies around the office the way I saw it. Too many people trying to brown nose their way up the corporate ladder, and willing to do whatever was necessary to anyone else in order to achieve that.
"I don't give a shit!" He continued more angry and frustrated than I'd seen him in quite some time. "It's not my fucking fault that it's going to be late before I can get my portion of the report finished, and you know it. If I didn't know better, I'd swear Betty Boobs was banging the fucking prick!"
Once again, I cautioned Rob into lowering his voice, though grateful that most everyone else around us was still out to lunch. We'd given Beth the nickname of "Betty Boobs", evil or not, she was one hell of an attractive looking woman with a great pair of tits. She could even look beautiful and sincerely attractive when she smiled, laughed, or sometimes joked around with all of us. Provided she wasn't in one of her pissed off moods of course. Tits or no tits, when she was like that, no one wanted to have anything to do with her.
I only had about an hour's worth of work remaining to do and told Rob I'd give him a hand with his end of it once I was done. With luck, between the two of us, we wouldn't have to end up working too late on it, getting it finished so that Beth would have it in hand first thing Monday morning for the weekly review with the other department managers.
We were doing just that, when I looked up and noticed Beth leaving her office heading our way. She had her coat in hand along with her purse, and I glanced up at the clock over her head near the wall as she approached. It was just then four-forty five. Beth had obviously called it a day fifteen minutes early and was going home. As expected, she stopped by Rob's cubicle.
"I have plans this evening," she announced haughtily, "when you're finished with it...if you even get finished with it tonight," she added with even more obvious disdain, "Fax it to me at home...you have my number. Just slide the completed report under the door of my office before you leave. If I find anything wrong with what you fax over, you can fix it first thing Monday morning before the meeting." She then smiled, tossing her coat back over her arm, turning and headed off towards the fourth floor elevators. "Have a nice weekend," she added without looking back at us, though even that sounded sarcastic when she said it.
"Bitch!" Rob said just under his breath not loud enough for Beth to have overheard him, though I quickly glanced up and about wondering if anyone else had.
Not once in the two years that Rob and I had been working here had either one of us had to revise the finalized report once we had finished it. Beth's comment about it being correct was nothing more than a reminder that she enjoyed throwing her weight around.
"Yeah, but you do have to admit, she's an attractive Bitch," I said trying to ease the sudden tension.
At least Rob did smile at that. "Yeah, she is...but I'd still have to probably gag her before fucking her," he told me. "I couldn't even expect her to give me a decent blowjob, she'd no doubt be yapping at me the entire time she was sucking my prick! Hell Dave, she's the kind of cunt that would give you a written list of instructions before allowing you to stick your dick in her. And even then, she'd still tell you what the hell you were doing wrong, even if you weren't."
That made me laugh, because he was right about that. And I could just see her doing it to. Handing you a big bulky print out, laying it on the bed while she lay next to you all nice and naked, and then going over what she expected from you step by step.
It was then that we both noticed Mason Jar heading towards her office. Rob laughed, "He's going to be disappointed to find she's left early," he stated. "I bet he was hoping to cop a feel or something before going home." I nearly responded to that, but then watched as Mason looked nervously around before pulling something out of his coat pocket and sliding it beneath the door of her office.
"What the fuck's he doing?" I wondered aloud for the both of us. We both ducked back down behind the wall not willing to risk being seen.
"You thinking what I'm thinking?" Rob asked. I grinned. Obviously I was.
"Is he gone?"
Rob peeked over the top of the cubicle wall once again. "Yeah, looks like he went out through the other door." Rob stated. "Come on...let's go see if we can see what he left."
Not at all surprisingly, the moment Beth had left, five minutes after that, so did most of everyone else who could do so. That meant that the office was pretty well empty except for Rob and myself, along with one or two others though they were well off and away from where we were. We nonchalantly walked over towards Beth's office, Rob holding onto a steel ruler, which he'd brought along with him, that and a fairly large sized paper clip.
"You keep an eye out," he told me unnecessarily, and then got down onto the floor attaching the paper clip to one end of the ruler. "Saw them do this in a movie once," he explained.
I nervously stood waiting while Rob fished beneath the door, he looked up towards me smiling, and then began to cautiously remove the steel ruler he was holding onto. Low and behold, the paperclip had indeed snagged whatever it was that Mason had slid underneath for her to read.
Unfortunately, it was a sealed envelope. "Not to worry," he added. "That's what exacto knives are for!"
Taking our mysterious envelope with us, we quickly headed back to Rob's cubicle. I watched as he gingerly peeled away the flap of the envelope with the expertise of a skilled surgeon. Luckily for us, Mason Jar must not have worried too much, or perhaps cared too much for the glue. He'd only licked the very tip of it when sealing it. Seconds later, we had it open.
"What's it say?" I asked as Rob first read it to himself, twice...before handing it to me. He was grinning when he did. "Pretty much what we've suspected all the time, though obviously Betty Boob's husband certainly doesn't know anything about it," he added.
I began reading Mason's note to Beth.
"Oh baby, I am so fucking horny for you..." The letter began. "I loved jerking off into the panties you left for me earlier today. It was so hot imagining you wearing them, and then taking them off, leaving them for me so that I could do so. And you might enjoy knowing this too, I was in the men's room, pleasuring myself with your soiled, dirty panties when someone came in just when I was cumming into them. I think it was that shit-head Michael, the one you said is constantly flirting with you, even though he used to be your boss, and is now only your mere equal. I so wanted to tell him right then and there that I was doing something he'd never be able to do, tempted...yes, but of course you know I would never jeopardize anything so foolish as that even though I wanted to.
Anyway my love, I will be jealous of you being home with your husband this weekend, wondering if he's fucking you, filling you with his sperm, wishing it were mine instead. I have left your now cum-filled panties in my bottom drawer of the desk, just where they always are. And am looking forward to your note telling me where we're to meet next week when you cum to get them," I read seeing that Mason had purposely emphasized the word "cum" in his written wording to her.
"Fucking idiot," I thought, continuing to read.
"Don't forget though, I won't be in until later on in the afternoon as I have that presentation to make with the new clients first thing in the morning. I'll leave the door unlocked for you when you get in. So leave me your answer and put it inside the drawer where you're panties are. I'll be thinking of you, and waiting to hear your response, when and where we're to meet this next time, and what it is you'd specifically like me to do to you when we finally do meet my darling." He'd signed it, "Facin, Mason," including a crude stick man drawing of Betty down on her knees, an exaggerated little stick-cock in her mouth, the female stick figure with two massively likewise exaggerated boobs drawn on her as she knelt there sucking him off.
"Can you believe this?" I asked once again pointing at the elementary drawn porn on the letter. "And this guys our design engineer? Are you kidding me? Hell, even I can draw porn better than that...with my dick!"
Rob wasn't really looking at the letter any more though, he was thinking. And by the look on his face as he suddenly grinned looking up towards me, I knew then he was up to something. "I have an idea for getting back at Miss stick up her ass," he informed me. "Wanna hear it?"
I did...and I didn't. Whatever it was, I knew it was going to be dangerous, if not downright impossible. But I was also admittedly intrigued. "Sure...why not. If nothing else, it will give me something to laugh about," I told my friend. "So, spill it."
"Well first thing, we put the letter back beneath the door of her office. Come Monday, we'll take turns keeping an eye out for her to head off towards his office. As soon as she does, we go in, grab the note she left for him, and then read it. After that...we'll figure out how to fuck over the two of them. Maybe if nothing else, we'll learn something we can use," he told me.
I shook my head, I was half expecting that, but it sounded a bit too risky to me with far too little to be gained by it. "I don't know Rob...sounds a bit dangerous, what if we get caught?"
"Oh come on man, this is too fucking good to pass up! Come on, admit it! Wouldn't you love to know the where and when of their next meet? Hell, maybe we can even show up and get pictures of them going into some seedy hotel together or something."
That actually sounded worthwhile. Push come to shove, we'd have something to use against Miss Smarty tight assed pants if we ever really needed it.
"Ok, let's do it!" I finally agreed. We immediately headed back to Beth's office where he again slipped the re-sealed envelope back under her door. I noticed he had also brought along his scotch tape dispenser with him when he'd done that. "What's that for?"
"Watch," he smiled as we then headed down the hallway to Mason's private office. Sure enough upon trying the door, it opened. Mason was true to his word in leaving it unlocked. "Just in case," he told me, and then peeled off a small bit of tape, placing it in such a way as to keep the lock from engaging, even should she turn the little knob on the door intending to do so. Once again Rob turned towards me, now all we have to do is figure out a way to get in here again after she's left him her note without being seen."
"Well, with luck, if she does it early enough on Monday, we might just pull that off. The only other person in this area that might see us was Mason's assistant, Diane. And only then if she came in early herself, which wasn't very damn likely with Mason being gone most of the day. Usually whenever he was, she came in much later, taking advantage of whatever time that she could in sleeping in whenever he had done that. Though additionally, if we had to, we might even convince her to help us out. Diane hated his guts, especially since he was always flirting with her, though never suggestively enough to land his ass in trouble over it. Never-the-less, Diane hated it whenever he asked her to do anything for him, as he was constantly trying to peer down the front of her blouse, or admiring her legs or staring at her ass whenever he could get away with it.
"If we have to," I admitted. "But I'd prefer not. Better the fewer know about this if you know what I mean," I told my friend.
For the first time since we'd both been working there, Monday morning couldn't come soon enough. We'd agreed to show up early ourselves, something we likewise knew that Beth would. Another one of her management traits, setting an example, always early to work on Mondays, which is something, she'd been doing for quite some time now, ever since her promotion and new status. But it was the only time she ever did, most other days, she got there when she got there, always having some sort of excuse for coming in later, though she never seemed to have to explain herself to anyone or justifying herself. But never late on Monday, which we were both banking on her doing again.
"Just like clockwork!" Rob said nodding in the direction of the elevators as they opened down the hall. Sure enough, it was twenty minutes to eight, when Beth walked in. She even stopped by our cubicles on the way to her office, surprised to see the two of us there so early.
"Nice to see the two of you getting an early start on the week," she said pleased and appreciative, though her demeanor once again changed in the opposite direction just as quickly. "Let's just hope you can show that kind of determination and team spirit during the rest of the week so we don't have any missed deadlines the way we did last Friday." And with that, she turned heading back to her office.
Rob flipped her off, which didn't surprise me. He was always doing that whenever she walked by our cubicles, though most of the time she didn't stay and say anything to us unless it was to demand something, or chastise us for one thing or another. Admittedly however, she was looking downright sexy again too. We knew she had long hair, though she never did wear it down at work. Always up on her head in some sort of a more "professional" looking style, or pinned up, sometimes even braided. We'd often both wondered what she'd look like with that dark auburn hair of hers naturally down. She was also wearing another one of her almost too short of skirts today to, though they perhaps looked that way because of her exceptionally fine looking long legs. At six feet, she was taller than either one of us, which proportionately helped with her rather large and equally fine tits. Another feature she quite often displayed without being too obvious about it. An additional button undone here or there perhaps, just enough to hint at all that lovely soft breast flesh hidden beneath. Something she seemed to enjoy showing as though she wasn't during meetings when she'd lean over the conference table, pointing out something to one of us. It was almost a game with her, everyone looking, and then pretending they hadn't been when she suddenly looked up at you, trying as we thought...to actually catch you doing it. So far, neither Rob nor I had been caught doing it, which I think, sort of pissed her off some too.
"Look...there she goes, she's heading back to Mason's office!" Rob said confirming that she was as I stood following her movement down the hall. We waited, watched her return, and then saw her go back down to his office again a few minutes later. This time she was carrying a folded sheet of paper in her hand.
"That's got to be her answer!" I told Rob excitedly as we once again ducked back down in our cubicles waiting for her to again head back to her own office.
We'd already discussed how we were going to do this. As soon as she returned, Rob would race down to Mason's office and see if she left him anything, which we were fairly certain she had. I'd head into her office on the pretense of talking to her about the faxed report we'd sent over to see if indeed she had any changes that needed to be made to it. We both knew there wouldn't be, but she'd see it as our sucking up to her, and we knew she'd like that. Especially if I approached her worriedly, concernedly about it. I'd probably have to endure a two or three minute speech or something, but that would buy Rob just enough time to get in and out of Mason's office. I would then meet him in the small little coffee room afterwards before work was to officially get started.
It went perfectly.
"Well? Did she?"
Rob was grinning, he'd obviously already read it, handing it to me.
"Oh my funky monkey, what a bad...bad boy you truly are. You've already got me all juicy and wet, thinking about you jerking yourself off in the men's room. I might just have to do the same thing myself here in a little while, and you know...I always, always have my pink precious naughty little girl toy with me in order to do that. It makes me all hot and naughty just thinking about it, getting myself off, knowing that you too will soon be tossing off another hot juicy load for me in my panties so I can wear them with your hot fresh cream sitting in the bottom of them when I do."
"Eww" I said reading that. Rob chuckled.
"Keep reading."
"And yes...I too am anxious to see you and be with you again this week, and am feeling rather naughty wicked if I don't mind telling you either. I have this fantasy you see...of being ravished, taken without being able to do anything about it. So what I'd like, is for you to meet me at the Marriott on Tuesday, at noon. We'll take a nice long pleasured lunch together. I'll be in room 302, as I've already arranged it. And I'll leave word at the desk to have them give you an extra key, check in under the name Bob Edwards when you do. You'll find me naked on the bed waiting for you, blind-folded. I want you to pretend I'm already bound and tied when you get there, so when you do, do exactly that. I'll leave some scarves and those fluffy naughty handcuffs you gave me. After you've secured me, I want you to ravish me, in any way, in every way you can imagine. Do whatever it is you'd like to do to me you naughty, naughty boy you. I'll be looking forward to it."
She hadn't written it by hand, nor had she signed it either. She was obviously being cautious, something numb nuts wasn't quite as careful or cautious in doing.



"Fuck, this is great!" I said laughing. "So what's the plan? We go there, hide out, and see if we can get some photos of the two of them going in together?"
"Better than that," Rob said, his look deadly serious. "How about the two of us have some fun with Miss Bitch ourselves?"
"Excuse me?"
"Don't you see? This is perfect Dave! She said in her note, she'll be waiting for him, naked...blindfolded, and waiting to be tied up and bound on the bed."
"So? Aren't you forgetting something? So will Mason be, and I don't think he'd much care our being there with him."
"He won't be," Rob continued. "We type up a new note. Only in that one, we tell him to go to an entirely different hotel, clear across town, away from the one she'll really be at, though we will be."
"You're not serious...are you?"
"Oh yeah...I am. Deadly serious. We take Mason's place, and if we do this right, she'll never know. In fact, after we're done, we leave. We'll even notify room service or something anonymously that there's a woman that's tied to the bed naked in her room, though I'm pretty sure when we finally do leave and she realizes we're leaving her like that, she'll make quite a fuss anyway. Regardless, we get a little revenge on her, and a bit of pleasure for ourselves. If we do it right, there's no reason for her to figure out that there is two of us there. We'll take turns with her, drive her nuts, tease her wildly, make her cum, and us too for that matter...and then just leave her there. Oh, but I am going to take a few pictures too...just for insurance in case we ever need them for any reason. We can always claim she invited us to meet her there, which we did, and then show how she calmly allowed herself to be tied up and fucked if she later claims anything else, or ever finds out it was really us that was there. But like I said, there's no reason that she should if we do this right."
"I don't know Rob, taking pictures is one thing, maybe even tying her to the bed and then taking pictures of her...I might be willing to do that at least. But actually fucking her? Not sure about that one."
"Well then don't, but I'm sure as hell going to," he told me. "And we'll use condoms of course too...take them with us. No evidence at the scene afterwards. But even if you decide not to fuck her yourself, at least you can be there to take pictures of her at the very least. So? What do you say? You in?"
Against my better judgment, I agreed. We hurriedly ran back to Rob's desk, typed up a new letter for Mason, and then returned it back into his desk drawer where he'd found the other one.
"Don't forget the tape," I reminded him, which he hadn't. Peeling it away from the lock, letting it close now, locking as we both smiled and walked away.
**
There was still a lot that could go wrong, and that made me nervous. I had half decided not to go along with Rob's scheme no matter how much I'd have loved to get something on Betty Boobs. Taking a few photos of her was one thing, though even that in my mind was bad enough, but actually fucking her? Against her will? That was something else entirely. Had it not been for the fact that Rob was determined to go through with it one way or the other, with or without my help, I might have backed out. Instead, we found ourselves leaving only minutes after Beth did, with Mason having left nearly twenty minutes before that.
Though we kept her in sight, we didn't drive too closely to her car, following her the short distance to the Marriott hotel where she'd booked the room. We waited outside in the car for another ten minutes, and then went inside where I immediately headed off towards the elevators as Rob went up to the desk to tell them that Bob Edwards had arrived and wanted his key for room 302. By the time he reached me I was standing in the hall just outside the door listening. At first, I could hear Beth rummaging around inside the room no doubt getting things ready, expecting Mason to be arriving at any moment. I nodded at Rob as he approached grinning at me, key in hand.
"I think she's in bed waiting," I whispered nervously. "Fuck Rob...what if we walk in and she doesn't have her blindfold on?" I asked. Rob suddenly reached in to his coat pocket pulling out two ski masks handing me one.
"Yeah, I thought about that too," he told me. "Put it on. When we walk in, if she's not on the bed as she said she would be, and not blindfolded, we run!"
"Great plan!" I said taking the mask, putting it on. My heart was up somewhere in my throat as Rob inserted the key card, the door opening. I stood behind him prepared to run like hell as he stepped in, quickly surveying the scene in case he too needed to bolt. At least if he did, I wouldn't be in the way. I stood holding my breath as he turned back to look at me, giving me a thumbs up signal as he stepped further into the room.
Sure enough, Beth lay upon the enormous sized bed, the sleeping mask over her eyes, pretending to sleep just as she'd said she would be as part of the fantasy. As Rob approached the bed, I stood far behind close to the door, not wanting to alert her to the fact there was actually two of us inside the room with her. She was expecting only one, Mason. Though I smiled at the thought he was no doubt at this very moment wondering where the hell Beth was.
Beth continued the silly game, allowing Rob to secure her hands to the headboard of the bed with the handcuffs she'd provided him, and then likewise secured her feet, spread-eagling her body on the bed in a rather decadent looking fashion. After he'd done that, he slipped her purse off the dresser handing it to me, and then showing me his cell phone. I understood the message, looking inside her bag, quickly locating Beth's and promptly turned hers off.
When I turned back around to face him, Rob had now produced what appeared to be a ball gag. When I saw that...I thought he had lost his mind. And for a second as he reached over preparing to insert it into Beth's mouth, even Beth seemed surprised by this, obviously not having expected it, even from Mason. To my amazement however, as Rob forced it gently into her mouth, she accepted it, though squirming on the bed now as though having just woken up from sleep. It was evident she was still playing, still fantasizing her sudden unexpected binding to the bed as Rob finished securing the ball gag. Once he had, he stepped back to admire his handwork, checking her bindings, only then pulling off the ski mask as he likewise began to undress. The sounds of his clothes coming off were easily heard by Beth of course, and she moaned against the ball gag, muffled sounds, though they were far less than concerned ones as she did so. I could actually hear the excitement in her voice. Seeing her displayed the way she was began having an effect on me as well, and certainly on Rob as he now stood naked before her, his cock hard stiff and straight.
I had to admit, even though I didn't much care for Beth personally, truly finding her to be an antagonizing bitch, seeing her lying in the bed naked as she was, was quite a sight. Beth truly did have gorgeous tits, which were now of course openly displayed. And though they lay a bit flatter against her ribcage as full as they were, they were beautifully so. Two very large, surprisingly large dark tan areolas capped each one. Her nipples about the size of twin gumdrops, which even now began to harden, lengthening in size. I watched Rob leaning over, his lips capturing one of those magnificent little protrusions as he gingerly began sucking it, all the while fondling her free tit with his other hand. Beth squirmed, moving upon the bed as though struggling, pretending still to be fighting against the fear of having been bound, and now being violated by some unknown assailant.
Little did she know.
Rob nodded towards me, mouthing the words, "Take your clothes off!" Still nervous as hell, unsure if I wanted to go much farther with this myself, I finally relented and quietly began taking them off. Beth's bare pink pussy had convinced me. Her lips so full and inviting as she lay there, legs spread so obscenely wide. I could even see the glistening wetness of her split, she was obviously very aroused and very, very horny. I continued to stand there watching Rob as he enjoyed himself fondling her breasts, then motioned towards me, moving back as I moved forward as though crossing in front of the bed to go to the other side, which I now did taking his place.
Rob stood behind, now taking photos of her there on the bed with his camera. His "insurance" as he'd called it earlier against Beth's doing anything against it if that were indeed to even happen. I had already done the same when he'd just barely began tying her arms and legs to the bed, getting a really good one of him as he was just putting the ball gag in her mouth. There could be no mistake that she'd accepted all this quite willingly, fantasy play or not.
I likewise began sucking those incredible nipples of hers, pulling on them and then rolling them between my fingers playfully. I turned grinning at Rob as I did so, Beth's continued squirming beneath me, pleasured, somewhat muffled moans of delight forced around the ball gag in her mouth. It was clearly evident, she was enjoying this too. I reached down now, running my fingers around and near her wide-open cunt, Beth again straining against her bindings, though I saw a sudden surge of lubrication suddenly pooling between her lips. I placed my finger just inside the puffy sweet folds of her sex, felt the heat of her, not to mention all that silky moisture and ran my finger up towards her extremely hard clit, teasing her with it. Beth's ass came up off the bed as she arched her back joyfully, moaning around the ball gag once again.
Like a tag team in a wrestling match, as I again stepped around the bed, Rob and I switched positions with him now tickling her cunt in much the same way I had been, though he soon slipped his fingers inside her, fucking her with them for a few moments before returning back to once again kiss, suck and play with her breasts. After a few more minutes of that, leaving her to squirm even more violently on the bed than she already was, Rob moved down on the bed between her legs. I watched him as he began to tickle that extended hard little clit of hers with his tongue, his fingers and hands once again reaching up to pleasure and toy with her breasts simultaneously as he did so. Just watching that, soon had me standing there stroking my own cock, Beth's sweet succulent looking pussy, her magnificent fat tits, had me drooling and watering at the mouth. So much so, that when I again looked up towards her, it took a moment for me to realize, she was looking back at me as I stood there, her eyes wide open in shock and surprise.
"Oh fuck...ah Rob?" I said speaking aloud, which immediately of course caused him to look up when I said that.
With all the thrashing about, Beth tossing her head back and forth against the pillows, it had somehow managed to loosen the fitting on her mask, enough so, that it had uncovered her eyes. She now lay there looking at the two of us in shock, her eyes wild for a moment as she lay there, unmoving now, her thoughts no doubt jumbled as she lay looking at the two of us in disbelief.
"Now what?" I asked worriedly. "I fucking knew something like this was going to happen," I then added.
Beth finally tried talking around her ball gag, even attempting to yell at that moment, but to no avail.
"We're in deep shit here, you know that?" I stated as Rob sat silently finally sitting up, though he licked his lips as he sat there thinking.
"Not if we treat her right, we won't be," he said as though that made perfect sense.
"Excuse me? Rob? What the hell are you thinking?" I then asked.
But all Rob did was to lay right back between her legs, his fingers now sliding inside her cunt. "Might as well come over here and suck on her tits, she seems to enjoy that a lot anyway." He then looked up towards her, she'd quit struggling, and even trying to yell as it was obviously not doing her any good to do so. But she was glaring at him, her eyes looking as though she could kill him with them if she could.
"Look, Beth. We'll explain all this to you after you've had a chance to calm down some. We'll even take the ball gag out of your mouth so you can speak, provided of course you promise not to yell when we do. But...before we do any of that, you're going to cum for us first. At least that way it will help to relax you, calm you down even more. So...the sooner you just give into the pleasure, and enjoy a nice little climax, the sooner we can sit down calmly like adults, and talk about it. Ok?"
I couldn't believe I was hearing this, but by the look on Beth's face, she couldn't either. Once again she started to protest, though quickly giving up when it became obvious she couldn't make herself clear, and Rob wasn't about to remove the ball gag from her mouth until she had done what he'd requested of her.
"And trust me Beth, I'll know if you try and fake it too. So seriously, relax...enjoy it, have a nice little cum while we tease you a bit, and then after that...we'll talk."
Having said that, I watched as Rob went back to sucking her clit, fingering her pussy. She struggled only for a moment more, and then gave up, seemingly beginning to relax and actually enjoy it. I walked over then..."In for a penny," I thought as I did so. Sitting on the bed, I began caressing and playing with her breasts, tweaking her hard extended nipples, hearing her gasp as I did so, shuddering pleasurably.
"Go ahead, Dave, remove the gag," he indicated. "But be ready to shove it back in if she makes a fuss!"
I did, though carefully, prepared to replace it if I had to. To my surprise however, Beth made no effort to cry out, though she did finally speak, wondering I'm sure how this could have possibly happened.
"How?" she managed somewhat calmly, working the somewhat stiff muscles in her mouth, though she obviously now looked slightly embarrassed at finding herself in this position to begin with.
"Mason has a big mouth," Rob lied. Which wasn't a total lie, as he really did. Causing me to look up towards him, wondering where the hell he was going with this. "Dave and I overheard him telling someone about meeting you here," he went on, making it up as he went along. "Telling whoever it was, what a great piece of ass you are...things like that."
I looked at him wild-eyed. "Was this his idea of calming her down? Relaxing her? If anything, she seemed to be getting angry all over again...though thankfully not at us. At least not for the moment anyway.
He was still fingering her cunt as he went on, which did seem to have a bit of a calming effect on her as he did so. "So we heard him telling someone, though we never did figure out who, about his meeting you here, and what he was going to do to you, shit like that, and how you'd left him a note telling him where and when, etc. So then Dave and I decided to intervene, send Mason off on a wild goose-chase, and then come here, tell you what Mason had been telling everyone, and warn you. Anyway, that was our intent when we got here, but then seeing you blindfolded and so wonderfully naked on the bed, well Beth...to be honest with you, I just couldn't help myself. But...we did send Mason off to another hotel instead where he's no doubt waiting for you to show up. Just thought you'd like to know."
If she actually bought any of this, I'd be damn fucking surprised.
"Thank you," she actually said gratefully by the tone of her voice. "I should have known better with Mason," she then admitted. "He really does have a big mouth, and I knew I shouldn't have trusted him because of it. I've even overheard him myself, talking to someone else over the phone as to how he'd like to fuck his assistant. He didn't know I'd overheard him saying that then either, and I nearly decided to end things with him because of it. Guess I should have."
"Well, we might not always see eye to eye on things Beth," Rob went on, "But neither Dave nor I are all that fond of Mason, or what he's doing to you by telling everyone about his afternoons with you, or how he got fucked over for not getting your job when it came open. Shit like that. And he really IS the one responsible for delaying the information on the weekly reports we do for you Beth, he really is. If it wasn't for him doing that, we never would be late in getting them to you. But...it's up to you as to whether you believe us or not."
She lay there thinking about what Rob had just told her. "Take these off me if you would please," she asked.
Rob looked at me, winking though ensuring that Beth hadn't seen him do that. "Go ahead Dave, I trust her, and it looks like she's willing to trust us as well."
My heart was once again in the top of my throat, but I did as Rob asked, releasing her hands moments later as he untied her feet. To my relief, Beth made no move to run off, scream or do anything else but sit there in bed looking at the two of us, and then at our still reasonably hard cocks.
"Well, since we're all here," she grinned. "Might as well make the best of it now, and besides..." she grinned. "I'm still damn fucking horny!"
I couldn't believe this was actually happening, though it appeared to be. And I now knew, whatever excuse that Mason tried giving her afterwards back at the office, Beth would be in no mood to listen to, especially after she now believed we had actually tried to intercede in her behalf, sending Mason purposely off elsewhere so we could get to her and warn her about him.
Farfetched as the story was, she had bought it. And knowing Beth as we well did, once she had her mind set in a particular direction, there was no turning her back.
"So...which one of you would like to fuck my ass while the other one fuck's my pussy?" she asked lustily.
"Heads? Tails?" Rob chuckled as he tossed a coin. "Hmm, looks like I get tails this time," he grinned delightedly.
"There should be some condoms in my purse," Beth told us. "Though I'm on the pill, I'd still rather be safe than sorry."
That at least saved us from having to explain why we'd brought some too. Moments later after having put them on, Beth sat lubricating our dicks as well as herself with some lubricant she had also brought along with her. Lying down on the bed, I watched as Beth mounted me, her incredible breasts dangling just inches away from my face. I reached up, holding onto them and began playing with them again as she slowly gyrated herself down onto me. Once she was comfortable with the fullness of me inside her, she looked back over her shoulder towards Rob.
"Whenever you're ready," she said wickedly. "I certainly am!"
I felt it when Rob placed the head of his prick at her opening. Admittedly, he was a little larger than I was, so I was also surprised when Beth hadn't balked at his shoving his prick up her ass. It was obvious she had done this before, and now waited expectantly, excitedly as I sat there still playing with her incredible tits.
"Hmm, nice," he purred closing her eyes as Rob slowly eased himself inside her. I waited, holding still, but I could feel his cock pressing next to mine as he finally hilted himself balls deep inside that tight little passage. "Yeah baby...fuck me now...fuck me you two, fuck me!"
Beth began grinding her cunt against me, my prick slipping in and out of that juicy wet opening, the sensation of my best friend's cock doing the exact same thing to her ass. It was a first for me, and likewise for Rob when we later discussed it, but we both knew afterwards, it wouldn't be the last time either. By now Beth was half delirious with pleasure, crying out, moaning and groaning as the two of us picked up the pace a little.



"Oh yeah, fuck my ass...my cunt!" She squealed over and over again. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!"
Beth really was going nuts at this point, tossing her head from side to side, her long gorgeous auburn hair fully down now, flailing away back and forth, caressing my hands as they continued caressing her tits, I even gathered up lengths of it, placing it against her breasts and then using that to further tease and stimulate herself with.
Beth really didn't state she was going to cum or anything, she just seemed to suddenly stiffen for no apparent reason, suddenly holding her breath though I watched as her eyes opened wide as she looked down towards me. Moments later she began to shudder and shake, only then this deep throaty rich cry of release suddenly bubbling up from her depths as she climaxed in an earth-shattering display of pure unadulterated pleasure.
"Oh...fuck!" She then screamed.
I felt my own prick exploding, felt the surge of pleasure racing up my shaft as I began spewing my spunk, filling the condom, half hoping it wouldn't burst from the sheer intensity of my orgasm. Rob too seemed to lose it seconds later, still thrusting deeply into her ass, his movements slowing gradually however, finally weak in the knees and eventually pulling his prick out with a juicy sounding plop.
Beth rolled off and away from me back onto the bed. She was smiling, her lust filled look already returning. "Give me your cream boys," she told us. "Here...right here...pour it onto my tits for me."
I removed my condom, filled to the brim with my spunk and did as she asked, just as Rob began doing. We knelt on either side of her, condoms held, dripping out our individual essence onto her breasts as she giddily began smearing our cream into her tits, massaging it in, toying with her nipples.
"You two capable of getting it up again?" she asked hopefully.
"In a few minutes perhaps," I told her speaking for myself, though Rob likewise nodded his head.
"Good, then we'll take a bit longer lunch together before heading back," she informed us. "Mean while, you two can watch me get myself off until you're ready again," she stated. Unbeknownst to either of us, Beth had slipped the pink little girl toy she had mentioned in her letter to Mason beneath the pillow on the bed. She grinned almost bashfully as she retrieved it, turning it on, as it began to hum and vibrate within the palm of her hand. Seconds later, she began using it between her lips, teasing herself along with her clit as Rob and I sat there fascinated, watching her do so.
"So...you two enjoying this?" she asked as we sat there nodding our heads yes. "And you'd enjoy doing this once a week perhaps?" she pressed further, "And promise, promise, promise that you won't ever tell anyone else that we are? Not ever?" she asked continuing to tease herself as we sat there, cocks already starting to show renewed interest.
"As long as you likewise treat the two of us decently in the future," Rob stated surprising me to some extent, and do something about that asshole Mason...then yes, I think we'd both enjoy doing that with you from time to time," he responded back to her for the two of us.
"Don't worry about Mason...he's finished," she said easily. "I've been preparing for this for quite some time, just in case. And I really am sorry about the way I've been treating you both. I've known all along it's been Mason's inaptitude that's been causing the delays, I just couldn't do anything about it before now, but I've got more than enough to pass along to his superiors to show them that he's not been doing his job either. Not to mention not getting the account he swore up and down we'd be getting, nor the fact that he has in fact been flirting with and making rather obvious sexual suggestions towards Diane. I've already gathered enough information to help her out on that end too," she then told us smiling.
"Now then...you two getting interested again?" She asked. I know I certainly was, and Rob's prick had likewise began to stiffen again as well.
"Hmm, yes, I can see that they are. Why don't the two of you come over here then where I can suck you together," she told us.
She soon was, lapping at, and sucking our pricks side by side, the humming, vibrating toy still sandwiched between her legs.
"Oh God, please, please, someone fuck me again," she half begged looking at us. Content with the blowjob she continued giving me, Rob happily moved down between her legs, placing his prick now at her opening, teasing her with it.
"This what you want?" he asked working the head of his dick against her split, rubbing her clit with it.
"Yes, yes!" she begged mouthing the words around my cock as she said it.
"What is it you want?" He asked her again.
"I want you to fuck me."
"With what?" he said grinning.
"Your prick, your cock!"
Rob teased her some more, putting just the tip of it inside her.
"So...Who's the boss now?" he asked.
"You are!"
"And what is it you want me to do again?" He asked.
"Fuck me!"
"And when can I fuck you?"
"Any time!"
"And where?"
"Any where!"
"And that raise we didn't get last time?" He said out of nowhere.
"Yes, yes...you'll get it, I promise. Both of you," she stated once again. "Just shut up and fuck me!"
"Who's the boss?"
"You are," she near whimpered.
And then Rob and I showed her who truly was.
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At 41 Brian Somers was considered by everyone who knew him to be a Teddy Bear. He stood well over six feet, athletic almost to a fault, and appeared as though he could wrestle a Grizzly Bear, taking it two out of three falls. In addition to that, Brian was ruggedly handsome looking and was considered "quite the catch" by many of the women who worked at his office.
Which was one of the reasons everyone had been so surprised when Brian and his wife of over 15 years were suddenly divorcing. Brian had come home from work to find a note waiting for him on the coffee table. His wife had fallen in love with her boss. Just like that, it was over. They had not had any children. Gayle had been incapable of having any, which was just as well under the circumstances. Even so, the divorce had been hard on Brian. He became a bit of a recluse away from work, refusing to go out and socialize though his best friend Larry, who'd also been his best man at his wedding, tried every trick in the book to get him to start dating again.
The day a sweet spirited young woman half his size, if that, came to work at his office all that changed. Christy was five years younger than Brian, not exactly petite by any means she stood barely over five feet with long blonde hair that hung well down to the middle of her back. Larry, also single, began hitting on her immediately. But was quickly, though courteously, informed that she was not interested in him, nor interested in any office romance for that matter.
As was usually the case, Larry and Brian had taken in one of their favorite spots for lunch, which was close to the office. The place was packed as it usually was during the lunch hour, but they were fortunate enough to secure one of the few tables available. They had just begun to eat when Christy and another woman that worked at their office walked into the dining area with their lunch looking for a place to sit. Spotting them, Larry stood up and waved them over. Christy was hesitant at first, but Dianne, the other woman who was with her, knew Brian and Larry very well through their long association together at work. Immediately she smiled, nodded her head and then made her way over to the table with Christy in tow.
"Busy today,." Dianne said sitting her tray down at the table. "Brian? Larry? Have either of you met Christy? She just started working with us a week ago."
Brian had not met her yet of course, though he had already gotten an earful regarding her from Larry. Brian stood and offered her his hand, which she accepted and shook a little shyly when she did.
"Yes, we've met," Larry said simply, smiling at her but refusing to stand up.
"Figured you had," Dianne said flippantly at him.
That had been the way they had met, and though it had taken a considerable amount of time, a couple of office party's and get together's, to everyone's surprise, Brian and Christy had begun dating. Nearly a year later they were still together and the office gossip had it that they would eventually one day get married.
Brian was the regional manger for the company's product distribution, and from time to time had to travel and meet with the supply centers that handled his company's product line. On this trip, Larry would be going with him as he worked in sales, and was also going to be presenting and introducing some new products. Their trip would keep them holed up in the hotel over the weekend. But with Larry along as company, Brian was actually looking forward to the time he would be spending with him. Although, Larry was prone to drag him to one bar after another in his constant pursuit of "pussy-happiness" as he called it, so Brian was not really looking forward to that.
Brian enjoyed a leisurely dinner with Larry in the hotel restaurant, then true to his word, tagged along with him to a nearby "titty" bar as Larry referred to them. Several beers later, along with a fist full of one dollar bills that he and Larry had stuffed into several of the women's g-strings, they moved away from the dance floor and took seats in a booth.
"Not as close to the dancers," Larry said none too happy about moving back.
"True...but not as expensive either!" Brian stated.
Larry had struck up an'eye-contact' relationship with one of the dancers earlier, aided by a considerable amount of cash. As the same dancer came out on stage once again, she immediately looked along the front row for him and seemed disappointed when she found he was no longer sitting there. Spotting him finally where he and Brian sat back in the darker recess of the bar, she waved at him and actually blew him a long distance kiss.
"Doesn't she have great tits?" Larry asked Brian, watching as the tall dark haired woman on stage went through her paces, arousing and teasing the clientele who'd immediately moved in taking their vacated places.
Though Brian had been looking towards the stage he had not really been looking at her. He had spotted a blonde haired beauty that reminded him a lot of Christy. She had obviously just arrived for her shift and was preparing to perform on stage next.
"Of course...probably not as good looking as Christy's must be," Larry said off handedly.
"I wouldn't know," Brian responded without thinking.
"What?"
Realizing what he had just told Larry in three simple words, Brian waited for the litany of questions he knew was sure to come.
"You mean to tell me that in all these month's you've been seeing each other that the two of you haven't done anything?"
Brian shook his head "No", draining the last of his draft, immediately signaling to one of the dancer/waitresses to bring them over another.
"You've gotta be shitting me!" Larry exclaimed honestly surprised by Brian's revelation. "Come on buddy...tell me, what gives?"
The truth was Brian had been dying to talk to somebody, even Larry, though he expected more recrimination than understanding if and when he did. "We've never done it," he began simply. "We've kissed a lot, and sometimes it can get pretty passionate. But it's never gone beyond that."
"How come?" Larry asked with a real hint of concern in his voice.
"Wish I knew. Just when things start to get pretty heavy, either she breaks it off....or I do."
"What? Why?" Larry pressed.
"Well...we talked about it early on in our relationship. Christy didn't want whatever was happening between us, if it was meant to happen to be based merely on sex. We agreed that we'd give ourselves a year, and then see."
"You're a fool!" Larry told him. "Nobody in their right mind would ever agree to do something like that, especially with someone as attractive as Christy is." Larry sat back contemplating what Brian had just told him. "Maybe she's frigid," he said as though suddenly everything made perfect sense. "The last thing you want is to get into another relationship with a woman who's flaky..."
Brian shot his friend a warning look.
"Brian, listen to me. I actually like Christy. I think she's probably the best thing that's happened to you in a long time....but you've got to get laid my friend...it's just not natural!" Once again he sat back, as realization dawned on him. "You're telling me you haven't been with a woman in all this time, aren't you?" he said.
Once again Brian nodded his head saying "Yes, I haven't."
"Shit dude! We've got to do something about that!"
Brian rolled his eyes, he should have known better than to try to confide in Larry, even if he was his best friend. "You don't understand Larry, I think I may be falling in love with her, and I'm not about to try to force myself on her until she's ready."
"So...don't. But meantime, there's nothing that say's you can't find a little pleasure elsewhere!" he said grinning.
The dancer with whom Larry had been flirting with all night finally finished her set, redressed, and headed over towards them. "I just got a great idea!" Larry said watching her approach. "We're gonna get laid tonight my friend!" But before Brian could say anything to him about it, the dark haired woman reached their table and slid in beside them.
Although the brunette had put most of her costume back on, she was more out of it than in it as she sat down next to Larry. "I missed you." she said dropping her hand down into his lap. "Oh...and I see you must have missed me a little bit too!" she winked.
Larry laughed huskily. "It missed you a lot more than you think." he responded back, emphasizing the word so there was no mistaking his meaning. And then the brunette laughed lustily.
She introduced herself as Marlene, brushing herself coquettishly against Larry's arm ensuring he was well aware of her oversized breasts pressing against him. "Do you guys feel like having a party later?" she asked. "I get off at midnight..."
Larry was grinning from ear to ear. "Sorta like Cinderella huh?" he asked, but the brunette must have missed it.
"Cinderella?"
"Yeah...you know, the fairy tale? Midnight? Cinderella met her handsome prince and she got off around midnight?"
"Oh yeah...!" Marlene said laughing, finally getting it.
"That's the story where she turns into a pumpkin at midnight...and her prince gets the nickname of Peter, Peter, Pumpkin eater...right?" Marlene added
"Ah yeah....right." Larry said shaking his head in wonder."
"Anyway...so do you want to?" she asked him once again, and in her next breath, "...you two aren't cops or anything are you?" she asked.
Brian realized suddenly where this was going, and what she was asking. "Larry...I don't think..."
"Nope...not cops, and we'd love to party." he said cutting Brian off.
"Oh...we?" Marlene said turning to face Brian. "That will be double you know..."
"Listen, if you really want to party, do you have a friend you could bring along with you?" he asked.
Marlene smiled, glanced up and indicated the girl on stage. "How about Serenity?" she asked.
"Serenity?" Larry questioned.
"Yeah...that's her name, the one who's dancing now."
"Larry!"
Larry ignored Brian completely however and made arrangements for Marlene and Serenity to come to their hotel room as soon as they were off. "It's just around the corner from here," he told her, giving her the room number in the process.
"I know the place," Marlene said grinning. "I like it there. Ooops, better run, I'm on again in a few minutes, and I still need to change!"
After Marlene had excused herself, Brian rounded on his friend. "Larry...I can't do this, what if Christy were to find out? And besides, I've never paid for it in my entire life!"
"So who's gonna tell her?" Larry said answering the first question. "And...you have been, only you don't realize it." He stated answering the second.
Brian continued watching Serenity on stage. It was almost uncanny the way she looked and reminded him of Christy. He wondered, "Maybe it will be like making love to her." he mused silently. "O.K. Larry...but so help me, if you ever breathe a word of this to anyone!" Brian balled his fist threateningly. It was not a fist to be taken any too lightly either.
"Don't worry Brian. My lips are sealed."
"They better be...or they will be...permanently!"
They left the bar shortly afterwards, making their way back to the hotel where Brian found a message waiting for him at the front desk. Larry picked up a few messages himself, then turned waiting to see what Brian's was all about.
"Christy. She called to remind me this is her Sorority weekend." He did not bother telling Larry anything else. She'd simply said, "Miss you..." They had never told the other they loved each other, or anything like that. In some ways it was as if they had a platonic relationship, aside from a little kissing once in a while.
"Christy still attends those silly Sorority things? I thought once you finished college, you're supposed to leave all that shit behind," Larry commented.
They reached the elevators and Brian pressed the button for their floor. "Apparently not, Christy said something to me about it once. She said that she would always be in this Sorority no matter how long it is, and something about always being apart of her sisters or some such."
"Sounds weird to me. I was a boy scout too, but I don't attend the meetings," Larry said half seriously.
"Well anyway, she seems to enjoy it...and if it keeps her happy...."
Larry interrupted him, "But what about you Brian? What does she do for you to make you happy? Does she love you? How does she show you if she does? Do you the two of you enjoy sex? No...of course not!"
"Ok, ok...enough!" Brian said getting a little irritated with him. "You made your point."
"Did I?" Larry said hopefully. "Listen man, you're my best friend, and I truly do want the best for you...and if Christy's it, then so be it. But from the way I see it, nothing's changed in nearly a years time. And by what you told me tonight, I don't see a hell of a lot changing any time soon. But...I think this bullshit of you going without is stupid my friend. If Christy wants to wait...so be it, but why should you have to?"
Brian had had a little more to drink that he would have preferred. His head was all muddled, the things Larry had been saying to him and asking him where the same questions he had been wondering about, and asking himself for a long time now. And worse, it had been a very long time since he had slept with a woman. After seeing all that sweet flesh at the club, Brian was aroused and had been most of the night. He was after all only human.
A short while later, Marlene and Serenity arrived at their hotel room.
Brian saw Larry discuss "financials" with Marlene and Serenity briefly for a moment. He always kept a substantial amount of cash on him, which drove Brian nuts as he was always flaunting it. He wondered why Larry had not gotten rolled, or worse because of it as he typically enjoyed flashing his "wad" whenever they went out. Brian was still a little uncomfortable with paying for a "hooker", as he looked at it, but as Larry was actually treating him to this particular little party he was throwing, he managed to shove his quirky moral attitude away in the closet, locking the door.
Once the terms had been satisfied, Marlene and Serenity got immediately down to business, which meant they immediately took their clothes off. Brian and Larry had been good friends and buddies for years, but in all that time they had never seen each other naked, or been in a situation quite like this one before. Again, Brian felt a little awkward when he realized the situation would more than likely cause the two of them to do exactly that. Marlene and Serenity obviously did not share or have that same problem, crawling quickly onto the bed together once they were naked; they began putting on a sexy little show for them both. Brian guessed correctly that Larry had sprung for something a little special in the way of some good old fashioned girl-girl action to get the ball rolling.
Brian was still amazed at just how much Serenity reminded him of Christy. In a way, it was like watching her with another woman, a thought he had secretly entertained on occasion, among others while he had masturbated while thinking about her. But seeing her naked, wondering how closely in appearance that Christy might look to the way the blonde did soon made him aroused with excitement and anticipation of doing just that.
They were very close to the same size and shape in all areas. Serenity's breasts though not extremely large, certainly not as large as Marlene's were, were nevertheless every bit as full and alluring. Her nipples were almost a rosy-pink, smaller areola's than Marlene's much darker and wider "hubcaps" as the boys often referred to them, but so tasty looking that he wanted to devour them with his mouth.
"Is this fucking unbelievable or what?" Larry said as he stood off to one side watching the two women going down on each other on the bed.
Brian had to admit...it was. They were both attractive women anyway, but seeing them together like this was stirring feelings and emotions in him he had not felt in a long time, a very long time.
Brian turned towards Larry to say something else to him, and forgot all about what he was going to say. The sight of seeing his friend standing off to one side playing with him self took him by surprise. Larry had always joked and boasted about having a "big dick" but Brian, along with most everyone else considered it "prideful" boasting more than anything else. Now however, the truth was in the putting, or in this case, the "pulling" as Brian continued watching Larry stroking his enormous sized cock. Brian was certainly no slouch in that department either; certainly never having any complaints by anyone he had ever been with. But compared to Larry, he had a slight twinge of envy and even a little embarrassment as he stood there watching his friend on the one hand, and the two girls on the other.
Eventually even Marlene noticed what Larry was doing, and became immediately interested in moving things along. "Oh my...look at the size of that one!" she said openly. "Come here lover...let me see that!" she said seductively.
Serenity was eyeing Brian with a similar curiosity, though hers was one in which she had not as yet seen his equipment, and wanted to. Brian was glad he was becoming aroused, but he also knew he was not as yet erect in the same way his friend was, and felt slightly uncomfortable at the moment. Serenity seemed to understand his hesitation however, sliding out of the bed moving away from Marlene as she sat on the edge of the bed admiring Larry's prick with her hands.
Brian was glad she had come to him. He stood behind and for the moment, out of sight of any comparisons from Larry. Serenity deftly unbuckled his belt, slipping the clasp free of the hook on his trousers, and unzipped him in the twinkling of an eye. She did not even bother looking at him initially, simply placing her mouth over the head of his prick and sweetly drawing Brian's hardening cock inside her mouth.
Brian continued to stand at the foot of the bed, while Serenity sat on it, sucking his penis to a wonderful firm hardness. He watched as Marlene helped Larry to finish undressing where he then moved up and between her legs and introduced himself a little more intimately. In seconds, Larry was thrusting in and out of Marlene's cunt with abandon, while she in turn wrapped both legs around his ass and hung on for dear life.
Serenity finally stood and began helping Brian to undress. When she had done so, they moved the few feet necessary to reach the twin bed and quickly fell into it together. Unlike Larry however, Brian was not all that eager to hurry things along. Already in his mind, he was seeing Christy, acting out the fantasy of being with her, and wanting to do the things to her...to Serenity/Christy that he had only secretly fantasized about doing.
Even Serenity seemed a little surprised when Brian slithered down between her outstretched legs. She was expecting him to board her like a train. Instead, she was shocked when he did not. He began to tease her pussy with the tip of his tongue so lightly that for a moment she wasn't sure what he was doing. Gradually however, as she became more sensitive to his ministrations, she began to enjoy the light subtle pleasure of his tickling exploratory tongue.
"Oh....that feels nice!" Serenity exclaimed, causing both Larry and Marlene to look across the room at them.
"Way to go buddy!" Larry mused.
Brian ignored him however, too lost within the confines of his mind-fantasy to acknowledge Larry's comment. He continued to twirl his tongue over and around the sweet glistening folds of Serenity's pussy, delicately pausing to suck her lips inside his mouth, nibbling, chewing, once again stabbing at her with his tiny tongue prick.



To his delight, Serenity was audibly expressing her pleasure, though he heard Christy's voice doing so instead.
"Oh Brian....Oh Brian!" The blonde vixen kept repeating over and over again. "Oh yes, Oh shit yes! That feels so fucking good!"
Serenity squirmed beneath him, mashing her cunt against his face and grinding herself frantically in expectation of the orgasm to come. He captured her tiny nub of pleasure between his lips and suckled it igniting a thousand tiny little nerve endings that spread off in every direction like a horde of torchbearers at the Olympics.
And like spectators cheering on an event, Larry and Marlene sat up watching Brian as his tongue slid through the marvelous groove of her pussy like it was the bob-sled run itself, going for a new Olympic record.
"Oh fuck!" Serenity screamed just seconds before her orgasm overpowered her, seizing her toes which curled into tight little balls against her feet, and then loosened, as the wave of ecstasy and pleasure tore through her entire being simultaneously, branching out in all directions at once.
"Holy shit Brian...can you teach me how to do that?" Larry asked half seriously a few minutes later.
Serenity had actually managed to rip tiny tears into the sheets with her long fingernails with one hand, unconsciously doing the same thing to Brian's back with the other. Tiny little tendrils of blood appeared on the surface of Brian's back where she had inadvertently dug into him when she came.
"Oh Brian...I'm so sorry. I had NO idea I'd done that," Serenity said apologetically to him, meaning it.
Only now, Brian became vaguely aware he even had an audience, sheepishly wiping his face from the lingering moist fluids that had smeared his face from Serenity's orgasm. He sat up slightly embarrassed, especially as he realized his prick stood firm, hard, erect, and in need of a little immediate relief.
Marlene slid off the bed she was sharing with Larry almost hypnotically. Moving towards where he was sitting, she slithered up against him pushing him back onto the bed and then slipped down between his legs. Brian felt her mouth engulfing him, her lips cool and tender around his heated flesh. Suddenly Serenity was moving once again, rolling over where she soon joined Marlene in the simultaneous tongue dueling taking place on his erection.
Not to be left out, Larry walked over to the end of the bed where Serenity, positioned as she was, gave easy access to his prick as he knocked it up against the opening of her still wet glistening pussy. He slid into her slowly, eliciting soft sounds as his prick enveloped her, filling her. Brian felt the sensation of her tongue become almost frantic upon his shaft, licking his balls while Marlene knobbed the head of his prick wildly. Brian felt the sweet tingling as it caressed the inside of his shaft, making it's way slowly up the length of his penis until he erupted in a glorious spray of sweet agonizing bliss. Marlene and Serenity fought over his cream, chasing it as it leapt from the tip of his cock, swiping up the trails of his jisim as it landed on them and everywhere else for that matter.
Larry soon joined him, though he pulled out of Serenity's pussy and emptied himself against the backside of her ass. Marlene quickly moved over to her friend, rubbing Larry's cream, spreading it into Serenity's skin like so much lotion.
#
Christy was excited to see Brian of course. He didn't travel all that often, but whenever he did, Christy always had a special evening planned, or cooked him one of his favorite dinners. As Brian had been gone a little longer than normal, he secretly hoped that maybe this time things would actually progress a little farther than they usually did. By the time they had finished dinner and settled down on the couch in the living room next to a nice warm fire, Brian had begun to entertain hopeful desires that this evening would see their relationship progress a lot further.
As he'd hoped and expected, they had begun kissing, and the kisses soon became more passionate and needful. Christy had even pulled Brian over on top of her on the couch at one point, where Brian continued the kisses along her neck, teasing her earlobes, and finally at the softest portion of her lower neck where Brian first touched soft flesh in areas he hadn't been before.
"Brian...no, we can't...not yet" she told him. He hadn't put his hand quite on her breast directly, just sliding it off to one side where he had indeed come into contact with the roundness of it as it spread away from her chest.
"I want you..." he told her lustily.
"I know...and I want to be with you too," she responded. "But not now...not until we're both ready," she informed him.
"But I am ready Christy..."
"I know...but I'm not." she said softly. "I need to make sure of a few things first," she said trying to explain her feelings to him. But all Brian heard was "I don't know if I love you enough yet to want to do that."
Frustrated, Brian sat up moving away from her then. "Maybe I'd better go," he stated, trying desperately to conceal his hardon as he did.
"Maybe you should," Christy told him. "Brian? I just need a little more time..." she offered. "Don't be angry with me ok?"
"I'm not," Brian said with a little too much edge to his tone. He leaned over, kissed her on the top of her forehead. "Good night Christy, I'll call you tomorrow." With that, Brian grabbed his jacket off the coat rack in the hallway and let himself out the front door without saying another word to her in parting.
#
Brian truly was a bear the next day at work, seemingly growling and grumbling at nearly everyone, including his best friend Larry.
"Lunch?" Larry asked, sticking his head inside the door.
"Not hungry," Brian said not even looking up at him. "Besides...I have too much work to do here today to think about food."
"It's not food you're thinking about." Larry said, finally causing Brian to look at him.
"It's that sweet pussy you were eating in the hotel room," he near whispered, lowering his voice so that no one outside Brian's office could hear him.
"Larry? Get the fuck out of my office!" Brian bellowed, caring not one single wit if anyone had heard him. Though by the sudden flurry of movement as several people quickly disappeared, scurrying away like rats, it was obvious they had.
Larry was too good a friend to let Brian get to him, however. Seeing that Brian wasn't acting like his normal old self, he stepped inside the office, closing the door behind him.
"Christy?" He asked knowingly.
Brian quickly shot him a look that said, "Mind your own fucking business!" without saying the words.
Larry ignored him however, taking a chair and sitting down across from him. "I don't know why you put up with her," he told him. "I certainly wouldn't!"
Brian continued to glare at his friend, but remained silent. He was listening, as much as he hated to admit it.
"Why don't you forget about her Brian? There's a ton of women who would just love to go out with you...hell, fuck you for that matter."
"I don't want to forget about her Larry! I....I...I love her! I think..." he added.
"You think?"
Brian growled at him.
"Ok, ok, whatever. But listen to me for a minute. You can't deny you had a great time last week can you?"
"No..." Brian admitted.
"Then what's it going to hurt if you have a little fun on the side...at least until Christy decides to finally come around, or until you finally decide to quit putting up with her."
"I can't do that Larry. If I were to become involved with anyone else, word would get back to her, and then that would be it, regardless of how she truly felt about me. It would ruin everything!"
"What if she never knew?" Larry asked.
"Oh yeah right...how's that possible?"
Larry was grinning wickedly. "It's very possible," he told him. "I've been considering the same thing myself, but only half seriously. Something another friend told me about, about a month or so ago. I didn't really give it a lot of serious thought until the other day when I ran into him again. We went to a local "titty" bar together for a few beers, and he told me about his latest and greatest experience. To be honest Brian, I had a hard time believing him, but I know this guy...and he's for real!"
Brian was stunned to find himself actually listening, let alone curious about what Larry had in mind. "So? What happened?"
Larry began to lay out the entire story for Brian. "Terry belongs to a very private club. Membership is expensive, and secrecy is paramount about even belonging to it."
"Well if it's so secret, then why is this guy Terry telling you about it?"
"Because it's not the club itself that's secret...just the membership."
"What?"
"The people that belong to it...that participate. No one knows who anyone else is or who's a member, unless they invited or recruited him or her, themselves. Everyone who attends has to wear some sort of head covering, Terry said they're comfortable to wear, and don't keep you from enjoying yourself, but...you are clueless as to who anyone really is. He told me there's supposedly some very influential people who are members, though no one really knows for sure who they are. He even said he thought one or two of them were local celebrity's you know...news anchors and the like, even a congressman or two."
"You're kidding me!" Brian exclaimed dubiously.
"No...I'm not actually. I was curious after hearing him talk about it, so I made arrangements to go with him tonight. I tell you Brian...it's for real! Terry said you can pretty much do anything you want with anybody. If someone's not interested for whatever reason, they just move away. But he said that he's never actually seen that happen, and that everyone just parties all night long with everyone else! Aside from the masks everyone wears, you have no idea who anyone is, and they have absolutely no idea who you are. A few of them won't even talk, afraid that someone might recognize their voice. Other's speak in fake accents or change their voices one way or the other if they do decide to say something. But like I said, no one knows anyone else unless you invited or went with them there in the first place!"
"I don't know Larry...sounds a little too wild for me."
"Oh come on....just this once at least. If you don't like it...you don't have to go back. Like I said, no one will ever know you've been there, and no one will ever know if you decide to go back. Deal?"
Brian thought about it. "Ok, maybe this once. So...where do we meet? Where do we go?"
"Well...that's the weird part, actually," Larry said a little sheepishly. "I don't know...nobody does of course. Terry said they come for you in a limousine. You're blindfolded and then driven to a secluded spot someplace in the city. You're then taken underground where the blindfolds are finally removed, and where you are then required to put on a head covering before being allowed access to the rest of the place. Apparently some rich guy owns the place, and sort of runs things. But no one knows who he is either of course."
"Of course," Brian interjected. "Still sounds a little weird to me Larry. You sure you really want to do this?"
"Damn sure...and I'm going with...or without you my friend!"
Brian considered it a minute or two longer, but then agreed. "Ok...see you tonight. I'll meet you at your place. By the way...I forgot to ask you, how much is this going to cost me, anyway?"
"Tonight? Nothing..."
"You're not paying for this again," Brian told him.
"Already did buddy. But...if you like it, then next time, I'll let you pay."
"In other words, you don't want to tell me how much this is going to cost me until after I've been there, is that it?"
"Something like that," Larry said rising and heading towards the door. "See you at my place around seven then, ok?" Larry opened the door and left Brian's office before he had a chance to say anything, or more importantly, change his mind about going in the first place.
Brian thought briefly about calling Christy and telling her he wouldn't be home later, but remembered as he was about to pick up the phone that this was also her Sorority night, and that she wouldn't be home if at all anyway.
Brian was still in a "mood" however, even with the prospects of getting laid that evening, so he decided to call it a day and head home considerably early from work. Just before he did leave however, he called the florist, ordered a dozen long stemmed red roses and gave the lady who took his order Christy's address.
"What would you like to say on the card?" she asked.
"I'm sorry," Brian said.
"That's it? I'm sorry?"
"Yeah...that's all" he told her. He wondered briefly if he was telling Christy that for the other night...or for what he was about to do later on this evening.
#
Brian arrived in plenty of time and met Larry who was standing outside of his apartment nervously smoking a cigarette, waiting for their limo to arrive.
"Give me one of those," Brian told him.
"But you don't smoke!" Larry said in surprise, handing him the package.
"I do tonight," Brian stated, leaning over accepting a light.
"Nervous?" Larry laughed.
"Aren't you?"
"A little...yeah. But excited as hell too!" he said grabbing his crotch for emphasis. "Just imagine my friend...we might be screwing some famous movie star tonight!"
"Don't let your imagination run away with yourself," Brian warned. "I seriously doubt there would be anyone there of that caliber."
"Oh? Well don't be surprised if there are some very important people who are there,." Larry added. "You gotta admit, it is rather exciting wondering about that, don't you think?"
Brian didn't answer, but he did find the thought intriguing. He allowed himself to think about Christy for a moment, but only for a moment. He had finally admitted to himself that he loved her, but at the same time he was also frustrated with her. If she weren't being so distant with him, he wouldn't be standing here waiting for a limo to take him off to have sex with a bunch of strangers. Brian took a final drag on his smoke and flicked it into the gutter just as the limousine rounded the corner and pulled up in front of them.
They watched as the chauffeur approached and asked them for their I.D. Once he was satisfied they were who they said they were, he opened the door and told them to step in. When Brian did, he was met by two very beautiful looking women, both masked, who produced a blindfold for each of them. Just before having his eyes covered, he'd also noticed a very large, burly looking man sitting across the way from him. He had no such covering on his head however, and Brian realized the man's purpose from the stoic and hard expression on his face.
"Can I get either of you something to drink?" one of the women asked, trying to put them at ease.
Larry and Brian told her what they'd like, and sat there in silence listening to her fixing the drinks. The other woman then told them to sit back and relax as the drive would be a lengthy one, designed to throw off anyone's ability to figure out where the place they were going to was located.
Brian lost all sense of time as well as direction, and waited until the car finally came to rest. Their blindfolds where then removed and they were both given a moment or two to readjust their eyes. When they did, Brian saw they were in some type of concrete parking structure, obviously underground, with no existing entrances or exits other than the one they had just entered. Brian and Larry were escorted towards an elevator where they were met by another individual, this one armed, who accompanied them down several floors to a level deeper than the one on which they'd arrived.
"Follow me please," he told them.
Stepping out of the elevator, they entered a large room that was filled with a wide variety of multi-colored head coverings, all designed to completely and totally mask an individual's face. Some would allow a person's hair to show through however, while most completely covered up everything. Another armed guard stood at the entrance to yet another door, and warned them about any attempts to learn the identities of anyone else there. If any such attempts were made, they would be immediately and efficiently escorted out of the facility, and given a harsh reminder as to what that particular rule implied.
After they selected and donned headgear, the guard opened the door for them. Brian and Larry stepped through into a whole different world.
#
The walls were obviously sound proofed, as the moment the door opened, the sound of music, mixed with laughter and raunchy sounding noise, immediately assailed their ears. Walking into the dimly lit room, they saw that it branched out into a maze of complex chambers and hallways leading in and out of everywhere. A bar was set up, where a bartender, also masked, yet naked was fixing and serving drinks. Several couples stood together, some touching and caressing one another, others merely standing and talking together in hushed tones. Others still...silent and observing.
"Where to first?" Brian asked quietly.
"The bar...then we'll wander around a bit and take it from there," Larry said.
They were standing near the bar sipping their drinks, watching the throng of people milling about, some talking others merely watching, much like they were doing. A woman soon approached Larry, speaking nary a word, slipping her hands around his neck, undoing his tie. She slowly unbuttoned his shirt, pulling it from his trousers. A moment later she raked her sharp fingernails down his stomach leaving small tiny red welts in their wake. Larry grimaced slightly at the minor pain, intrigued and curious as to the silent woman's intentions. Brian could only stand there watching her as she performed this bizarre little ritual. She finally moved over and began to do the same thing to him. In the meantime, another woman approached, wearing a mask that allowed her long flowing black hair to fall freely about her shoulders.
"Don't worry..." the dark haired woman stated. "It's her way of greeting the new comers."
"How does she know we haven't been here before?" Larry asked.
"She knows....we all do. There's a certain obviousness to those who've never been here before, who don't know how to act or what to do after they've arrived. Had you been here previously, you wouldn't have come to the bar first and simply stood around watching. That's one sign...but there are many others as well. Most who have been here many times know what they want, what they are after and simply take it. A man, or woman enters, sees something they like, and with the masks to hide behind, simply go and do what they've come here to do. Had you been here before, you might have perhaps simply walked up to me, cupped my breast or slipped your hand between my legs before moving off towards the bar. That's what it's like here...as you will learn, if indeed you stay, or if you come back again."
Slipping her hand down the front of Larry's pants, she caressed his prick, cupped his balls and then drew his hand towards her breast. "Come..." she said, taking him by the hand and began to lead him out of main chamber down through the myriad of hallways and tunnels leading into other areas of the massive underground sex-maze.
"My friend..." Larry said, concerned about losing him in the vast throng of milling people.
"We are all friends here...without names," she told him. "Come with me...you can share your experiences with him tomorrow. Now...come, or stay." She released his hand, though still urging him to follow her. Larry looked once back at Brian who was still being mauled by the woman who was with him, then turned and followed the mysterious brunette down the hallway towards incredible pleasure.



#
Brian was stunned by the woman's actions as she slowly began stripping his clothing from him, surprised even more so that he could find this so erotic, so absorbed that he hadn't noticed the disappearance of his friend until he was gone and nowhere in sight. Brian panicked momentarily, unsure now of finding himself alone with a woman who obviously had no intention of talking to him beyond her actions. Uncertain of what else to do however, once he'd been stripped of all his clothing. The woman led him to a row of lockers placing his clothing inside, taking him by the hand out of the main room where Brian followed her down a long dark hallway. She appeared to be headed for a specific place, as her pace was determined, if not brisk. Brian knew it would be senseless to question her, simply following, wondering where and what she was leading him towards.
#
The brunette who Larry had mentally named "Red" due to the bright red head mask she was wearing soon stopped in front of an enormous chamber and stood there waiting patiently for him to join her. In seconds he was by her side and peered in towards the room. Upon the floor was mass of bodies all writhing and moving against one another in a blanket of flesh. It was reminiscent of opening his bait box when he'd gone fishing and removing a single worm from an entangled mass of the entwined, squirming little creatures. Looking down into the mass of bodies, he was momentarily repulsed as that image ran wildly through his mind.
"Come...come and be joined with me." The brunette beckoned to him once again. Impossible to safely step into the mass, she simply squatted down near the door, as though slipping off the side of a pool into water. She then moved forward, sliding into the mass of bodies before her. Larry knew without a doubt, if he didn't move with her now, he would lose her instantly as she would become lost in the sea of pleasured, and pleasuring souls moving and squirming around together below him. The brunette turned one last time, extending her hand as she did. Larry caught it, and allowed himself to be drawn into the waves of undulating flesh that awaited him.
#
Ahead, Brian saw what appeared to be pulsating bright lights. Led towards them they turned a corner where the sounds of loud blaring music could be heard, effectively drowning out the ability to hear clearly. Only as they approached, the sounds becoming even more deafening did she stop and turn towards him speaking for the first time. It was immediately obvious to him that it would be impossible to guess anyone's identity even if they did speak in an area such as this one.
"Dance with me...touch me, please me," the woman told him, leading him inside. Brian could barely hear what she said, let alone fully understand her. The room was packed wall to wall with men and woman dancing together. Strobe lights nearly continuous, giving a bizarre stop and go motion to the mass of people moving together in an erotic display of nudity and sensuality beyond anything Brian had ever experienced.
Drawn in amongst the throng of flickering motion, Brian immediately felt her hands searching him out, awakening his half stiffened penis. As though in a trance himself, he drew her to him, cupping her hard pointed breasts and thumbed her already stiff nipples while her hands continued on with their almost magical touch. Seconds later he felt another pair of arms wrapping around him from behind, caressing his ass and slipping in behind to gently fondle and play with his balls.
Brian found himself moving side to side, swaying to the rhythm of the pulsating music. He moved, ebbing back and forth with the tide of people who were packed so tightly about him that it was impossible not to press up against, or come in contact with someone else. All around, men and women were giving pleasure or being given pleasure in one form or another, women with women, men with men, it seemingly mattered not who was doing what to whom, as Brian stood there mesmerized by what he was seeing. Twice he felt his prick sucked by different women, each moving on to take the place of someone else. The woman he had come with initially had long since disappeared into the strobe of lights, and gesticulating flesh that surrounded him.
#
For the first time in his entire life, Larry felt almost claustrophobic. He gingerly, and cautiously made his way further and further into the room, following as best he could as Red drew him deeper and deeper into the depths of sexual frenzy taking place everywhere around him. Hands reached out, caressing, grabbing or squeezing him as he moved along. There was no way of telling whether it was male or female. He felt himself pressed against the mass of flesh beneath him. At some point Red stopped and seemed to sink into some small part of the erotic ocean of people. Reaching her, he slipped atop her like a drowning man finding the safety of a life raft, allowing her hands to begin roaming freely about him now, comforting yet arousing and stimulating him to succumb to her obvious needs and desires.
"Fuck me..." she moaned, though her sighs disappeared amongst those whose moans and groans already filled the air with the sounds of their sexual releases and frenzied passions.
"Give me that enormous prick between your legs," she coaxed him once again, as he slid into her, not giving her a chance to finish the sentence.
Before he had managed a couple of minor thrusts inside the wettest tightest pussy he'd ever felt, a soft pair of hands suddenly began kneading his ass. Simultaneously, he felt someone slither over the top of him, pressing herself against him, her fleshy breasts languishing there for a moment before moving on. Another hand reaching down beneath him to explore his cock as it slid in and out of Red's cunt, fondling him urgently, and delighting at the discovery of their coupling. Unseen hands, lips, tongues and fingers continued to devour his flesh as his prick continued to skewer the heated thick puffy cunt that entrapped him and urged him continue.
"Fuck her...fuck her...fuck her," he heard a woman's soft voice chanting in his ear from somewhere above him. It was perhaps her breasts that he now felt pressed against him, or her hands that toyed with the opening of his ass, fingering and threatening to impale him at any moment.
His prick filled Red fully, threatening to tear her apart with each thrust of his hips . Even with the moans and groans that seemed nearly continuous, he heard hers below him, her whimpering cry of pleasured pain as his prick continued to pummel her in a constant hard pressed fucking that stole the breath from her lips.
#
As though in a dream, swirling mists of warm enveloping fogginess began to permeate the room, adding to the already eerie atmosphere. Brian found himself succumbing to the almost mystic tranquility that pervaded his senses. He moved about the room, pressing himself against whomever he found there, pressed against likewise by others who flowed as he did.
"Let me suck you," he heard someone saying. Brian stood still, looking down though barely able to see the blonde haired woman who knelt in the mist, lovingly teasing his prick with her tongue as she did. He reached out, resting his hand upon the top of her head, languishing in the feel of her mouth as it surrounded his prick and pulsated in harmony with the continuous strobe of the lights that threatened to short-circuit his senses.
His pleasured release too close to allow her to continue, Brian reached down drawing her upwards towards him. "I want to fuck you," he told her, barely making himself understood above the sounds of the music and the constant groans and moans emanating within the room.
She turned her back towards him, offering herself as she did. She bent forward slightly, finding support in the fleshy ass of another woman who was bent over and busily sucking someone else somewhere down below the top layer of the mist. Brian felt his cock disappear deep inside her wet slit, felt the softness of her pussy contracting around him, sucking him like a hungry mouth. Looking down, he saw what appeared to be a tiny butterfly tattoo upon her ass, though on closer inspection it was in the form of a tiny nude woman with butterfly wings. It held his attention only briefly however, as the blonde beneath him began rocking back, fucking his penis with renewed urgency as he realized she was already approaching orgasm. Brian slammed into her with all his might, feeling her pussy suddenly spasm and erupt in a series of hard felt contractions that immediately drew his semen from deep within his balls. He emptied his river of cum deep inside her, rejoicing in the knowledge that she too had met him there in that brief moment of time.
An instant later, she stood turning back towards him, throwing her arms about his neck kissing him deeply and passionately. For a moment Brian was stunned into immobility, her kiss had been too much like the way he had often kissed Christy. That sudden realization hitting him like a sledge to the stomach, it was all he could do to keep from dashing out of the room like some kind of mad man. The woman clung to him however, refusing to let go, nipping at his neck, and whispering over and over...."thank you...thank you...thank you."
Somehow, she finally was yanked away from him by someone else who'd obviously decided they wanted her too. Reluctantly she let herself go. Brian was almost grateful when she did. He all but ran towards the door. Tearing himself away from the sounds of continued rapture and enjoyment taking place, he once again reached the hallway and made his way back towards the main chamber.
#
One moment Larry was slipping and sliding into the hottest, wettest pussy he'd ever felt. In the next, he was suddenly being flipped over onto his back by what felt a little like an undertow of female flesh as hands grabbed at him yanking him over onto his back. It was far too dark to see anything, only the occasional shadowed outline as the swarm of bodies continued to move and float about the chamber room he was in. Lips suddenly encircling his prick, even his toes suddenly finding a home in what he knew had to be yet another woman's dripping wet quim. Red had literally disappeared. Reaching out, he stumbled onto what had to be another man's hard stiff cock and immediately jerked his hand away. Larry struggled briefly trying to dislodge himself from whoever it was that had pinned his legs, laying atop of them all the while greedily sucking at his erection. A moment later, he felt a soft breast suddenly pressed against his face. Larry reached out with his mouth intending to bite whoever's nipple it was in an effort to free himself, but once latching onto the soft morsel of flesh, he refrained, sucking it tenderly instead.
When he felt his orgasm rushing headlong up his prick, he considered warning whomever was sucking him at the moment that it was about to happen. That thought evaporated like water on a hot sidewalk. The sensation of having someone, who's identity he didn't know, about to receive his rich creamy shake was weirdly erotic to him. Imagining this woman as he filled her mouth with his fluids merely helped the inevitable moment along. With the firm hard nipple still wonderfully inside his mouth, he continued sucking, reaching up to grasp the breast that it belonged to with one hand, and extending the other to discover another, though different breast within easy reach of his other hand.
Larry felt the first hard spurt of his jisim explode from his prick, even heard the sudden surprise from whomever was sucking him as it filled her mouth. But she immediately went back to sucking and draining him of each additional spray as it flew from his almost tortured cock. Once he had climaxed, whoever had been lying across his legs seemed to swim away from him in an unknown direction. Thus freed, he did indeed then nip at the teat he'd been sucking, causing the woman above him to rise up slightly. When she did, Larry extricated himself from beneath her and moved off over the blanket of flesh back towards the door, pulling himself up, and out into the hallway.
#
Brian had made it back to the lockers, dressing, anxious to leave when he saw Larry, or whom he thought had to be his friend, stumbling towards him.
"Let's get out of here!" Larry stated when he approached and saw Brian dressed, already waiting, obviously anxious to leave.
"Couldn't agree with you more. This has certainly been an interesting experience...but I think I'm out of my league here," he added.
Once Larry had put on most of his clothing, they immediately made their way back to the door where they'd first come in. The guard then checked to ensure no one else was in the room that they could identify, and then allowed them access. Moments later, they were in the elevator heading back to the parking area and hopefully a waiting limo. This time they were greeted by a pair of men rather than women who again blindfolded them for the ride back to Larry's apartment.
Brian and Larry found themselves standing on the sidewalk in front of his apartment a while later. As the limousine pulled away from the curb, Brian turned towards his friend. "I think I need another cigarette" he said, asking.
Larry laughed and produced two, taking one for himself. "I don't know about you, but that had to be just about the wildest experience I've ever had."
Neither of them had spoken much during the ride back. Both lost in thought as each replayed the wildly erotic scenes over and over in their minds. Now, once again standing on nearly the same spot as where their adventure first began, they stood there smoking, sharing a cigarette, finally sharing their respective experiences with one another.
Brian glanced at his watch for the first time since they'd left. "Shit Larry...you know it's already nearing two in the morning? I've got to get home...I've got a busy day tomorrow!"
They shook hands, but before Larry left, Brian warned him, "Remember...don't you dare say a word to anyone about this...ever!"
Larry smiled though it was more of an affectionate grimace. "Mum's the word," he said, zipping his mouth with his fingers.
#
It had in fact been an exceptionally long and tedious day. By late afternoon, Brian was dragging, anxious for the day to end. When his phone rang, he groaned, expecting it to be someone with another problem he'd have to deal with before going home for the evening.
"Brian Somers" he said, answering.
"Brian...I wanted to call you...and thank you for the flowers, they were waiting for me when I arrived home this morning," Christy said into the phone.
He'd almost forgotten he'd sent them. Suddenly he was feeling more than just a little bit guilty, especially after last night. "I really am sorry," he told her affectionately.
"No...I'm the one who should be sorry," Christy said. "You've been patient with me, more than patient in fact. And maybe we should get together and talk about...things," Christy seemed to stumble through the words.
"Are you free tonight?" she asked.
"Sure..."
"Then plan on coming over around eight, I'll fix you something special for dinner tonight," she promised.
After hanging up the phone, Brian chided himself for being angry on the one hand, but then considered that their evening would in all likelihood be the same as it had always been. A nice dinner shared together, light conversation, and then a few quick stolen kisses before being sent packing before anything got too out of hand. He had already admitted to himself that he loved her; tonight he was going to tell her he did. But he was also going to inform her that their relationship needed to move forward if they were going to remain together, even though he did love her. The temptations were simply too great, to allow him to continue to go without satisfying his ever growing and very normal needs and desires.
#
Brian arrived at Christy's apartment exactly on time. He was about to knock on her door when he saw a small note taped to it, addressed to him. "Ah oh...something's come up, damn it!" he thought. Tearing the note from the door, he quickly opened it and read, "I may be busy in the kitchen, just let your self in." Brian reached down, turning the knob and opened door. Even the safety chain Christy always ensured was in place hung free. Puzzled, Brian entered into her apartment, calling her name. "This wasn't like her," he thought. A sense of foreboding seized his chest, and he called out to her once again. "Christy?"
"In here," he heard her finally respond.
Her apartment was unusually dark, though he saw as he entered her small foyer, that the light from flickering candles seemed to be coming from her dining area. "So...she really has prepared us a nice romantic dinner," he thought curiously. He quickly made his way down the hall, turning the corner into the dining room where he expected to find her. And he did...but not quite the way he'd anticipated. Christy was lying atop the dining room table, one of the long stemmed red roses clenched between her teeth. Blood red rose petals from the rest of the roses he had sent her, were scattered everywhere. Scented candles nearly filled the entire room, accentuating and highlighting Christy's provocatively attired body as she lay on her side, one arm holding her head up in greeting, the other sensuously draped across her tummy, holding out a glass of wine for him as he entered.
"I wasn't sure if I went with red or white," she said jokingly. "I decided on the white..." still offering him the glass as he stood there with his mouth open, staring at her.
She was wearing a nearly transparent white lace nightgown that did little if anything to conceal her abundant charms. Her long blonde hair cascaded gently down her shoulders, concealing a portion of one, but the other was clearly revealed to his gaze. Beneath the dainty lace pattern, her dark nipple peeking out at him, the outline of her breast, full, heavy...straining against the material of her gown.
Brian finally took the glass from her outstretched hand, downing the contents in one quick gulp. He then bent, embracing her, removing the rose from between her lips as he did, and kissing her fully on the mouth. He slowly began to work his way down her body, turning her so that she now lay comfortably upon her back. He kissed each of her eyes, her nose, lingered once again at her lips, before moving down to nibble, suck and kiss her neck and finally that soft portion of flesh that he had only come tantalizingly close to in the past.
"Oh Brian...." she breathed. "Make love to me now...please!"
He stopped momentarily looking into her soft-featured face. "Before I do...." He began; I want to tell you something."
"I already know..." she said. "And I love you too." He said it anyway, telling her he loved her, and then kissed her hard, forcefully...demanding.
"Now please....fuck me," she begged him.
Brian reached up, undoing the lacy ties of her bodice. Freeing one of her heavy soft breasts, he cupped it in his hand and began to gently tweak the nipple with his tongue, coaxing it to an even greater hardness than it already was. Paying homage to her breasts for a considerable length of time, he finally moved downwards, kissing her flesh through the thin material of her gown, licking flesh when he could, wherever it was exposed. Lifting the bottom of the gown, he revealed her waiting pussy. A small tuft of blonde hair sat just above the slick wet opening of her petaled lips. Drops of female dew glistened on them and in between them. He quickly licked them up with the tip of his tongue, savoring her taste, and delighting in the exotic intoxicating fragrance of her scent.
"Oh Brian...yes...yes....YES!" she cried, her head slowly rolling from side to side as she moaned out her pleasures for him.



Grabbing a chair, he slid it beneath him, sitting down and obscenely spreading her legs. Brian quickly began to dine on the appetizer Christy had laid out for him, chewing, licking, and savoring the succulent juicy tender meat between her thighs. He dined on her with his eyes too. With his fingers, he reached up exposing the hard little nodule, blood engorged and anxiously awaiting his touch. He thumbed it gently, rolling and spreading another drop of her dew upon it and around it, eliciting soft mewling sounds of ecstasy and delight as he did.
"Oh Gawd....Oh Gawd...Brian, Brian..." she repeated over and over.
He attacked her pussy with a vengeance, spearing her slit with his tongue, lapping at her clitoris with such fury that she screamed out in utter and total delight as his onslaught continued. He brought her to the brink several times before backing off and toying with her, letting her cool slightly before taking her to the edge of climax again. When she could stand it no more, and began pleading with him to make her cum, he did, slowly, tenderly, drawing it out for as long as it was physically possible for him to do, until she exploded in rapturous bliss soaking his face in an over abundance of her juices.
Sitting up, his face was still glistening with pussy juice. Christy slid from the table, kneeling before him, undoing his pants and pulling them hungrily down around his ankles. With his hard aching cock freed, Christy engulfed him with her mouth, sucking him, nipping at the soft fleshy sponge of his head, tongue-fucking the tiny eye slit as though it were a miniature cunt.
Brian didn't want to cum like this, however. The feeling was too exquisite to allow her to continue for much longer. Reluctantly he reached down to her, forcing her to stand. "I want to make love to you now.", he told her. Once again he kissed her, tasting himself upon her lips, but reveling in the nasty, naughty sensuality of it. Gently he turned her facing once again towards the table, so that he could enter her from behind. Christy happily positioned herself, bending over to accept him, raising her nightgown up and over her ass as she did so.
Brian looked down at her lovely ass. A small butterfly tattoo. The body of a tiny nude woman with wings as he looked at it again...staring...unable to move or even speak for a moment until Christy, sensing something was wrong, asked him about it.
"Brian? Brian...what's wrong...why'd you stop?"
"You were there!" he said accusingly, forcing the words as he spoke them.
"Where? Where what? What on earth are you talking about?" she questioned.
Brian staggered back collapsing back down into the chair he'd been sitting in. "You know very well what I'm talking about!" he shouted angrily at her. "At the club...at that fucking club!"
"What club? Brian...what the hell are you talking about, what is it you're accusing me of?" she demanded now, equally upset, frightened, obviously confused.
"I've already fucked you!" he told her. "Remember? In the room with the strobe lights, the mist swirling all around us. You sucked me...then turned and I entered you...saw your tattoo!"
Christy's face had turned ashen, then reddened. "My tattoo? Brian....we all have them!"
"What?"
"The sisters in my Sorority...we all have them. It's been one of our traditions, each of us has gotten the very same tattoo to identify ourselves, and cement our relationships in the Sorority together."
Bewildered, Brian simply sat there staring at her, realizing now what he had revealed to her, worse...accusing her when he himself had been there doing what he now knew she hadn't been.
"Oh God...Christy, I'm sorry, I'm so fucking sorry!" Brian stood, frantically scrambling to redress, embarrassed as well as afraid for the anger that he knew would soon come as the full realization of what he had done finally sank in. "I'll leave...I won't ever bother you again!" He stammered, unable to look at her, desperate to leave.
"It's not all your fault." he heard her say.
He did turn, looking at her. Tears flowing freely down her face. "I should have never kept you away from me for as long as I did," she told him. "I love you Brian, nothing has changed, I still love you...and I need you now more than ever. Don't leave me...please, don't leave me now."
"I swear Christy...I didn't know. I promise...I promise I will never go there again, I promise I will never be with another woman as long as I live. Please...please forgive me!" he pleaded.
"I do..." she said softly. Coming to him, she held onto him tightly. "My sweet, sweet gentle bear," she told him. They stood together for a long time, a very long time, until finally Christy forced him away from her, looking up at him expectantly.
"Brian?"
"Yes?"
"We have some unfinished business to attend to," she said coyly. Christy then turned around presenting herself towards him once again. Lifting her nightgown, she lay down atop the dining room table expectantly...waiting. Brian moved behind her, his prick already hardening with an even greater need for her than before. He bent over, kissing her tattoo, breathing a silent sigh of relief when he did. Standing... he slid into her, meeting her thrusts where they slowly joined in perfect harmony coupled together, moving rapidly towards almost instantaneous bliss.
The sound of her orgasm was like music to his ears. Her pleasure was loud and long as she sang out in the joy of her bliss, the surrender of her soul to him.
"Thank you....thank you....thank you..." she said over and over and over again.
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Ever since she was a little girl she'd gone by the nickname of Snow. That wasn't her real name of course, her real name was Jessica. Jessica Whit. She'd been borne a blonde, but by the age of three, her blonde hair had literally turned bright white, and had remained so ever since. A rare genetic trait which she'd come to appreciate more and more the longer her hair grew. And with a last name of Whit, it soon followed that not only her parents, but soon all of her friends simply called her Snow. Snow Whit without the e.
And just like her name, she came to love the outdoors, especially during the wintertime. The beauty of the mountain snows, the smell of the fresh crisp air, the almost fairy like atmosphere after a particularly heavy snow when the trees, meadows and everything about was carpeted and hidden away beneath the splendor of it all, beneath all that pure white crispness.
Her parents had built a fairly nice cabin on a rather large piece of property high in the mountains, a place they very often came to stay at during the summer for long extended periods of time. And as much as she enjoyed the beauty of the summer months when being there, Snow actually preferred coming during the winter, either just before the first major snow fall, or shortly thereafter when everything was undisturbed. The only real problem with that at the time was that Snow's father wouldn't allow her to go up there alone, not until she had turned of legal age, had moved out and gotten a place of her own. Even then she had to promise them to call, using the old style ham radio her father had insisted on putting up in the cabin whenever she went for a visit, especially during the winter months.
At times, days would go by while Snow was up there where she couldn't go or do much of anything, the blizzards could be fierce, intense and last for hours at a time, often nearly snowing her in. Another reason that there were several snow mobiles kept there in the event that she might have to use one in order to get back down to the main road just outside the property where she usually parked her car in the event of inclement or bad weather, and where yet another small garage had been built where they kept yet another snow mobile if one was needed in order to reach the cabin that way.
Snow loved her time alone. She enjoyed the simple pleasures of life for one thing, but she also had another joy that she didn't share much with very many others. She enjoyed writing. She had even written a few children's books, which she'd sold, and even made a little money from, which allowed her to begin doing that for a living. Quite often Snow used the excuse in coming up to her parent's cabin where she could be left alone to write, concentrate without being disturbed. Which she in fact enjoyed, but there were other reasons for doing that as well. As much as Snow enjoyed writing the books she had done, she preferred and enjoyed writing erotica even more.
She had in fact sold several of those stories too, though all under her Pen name of Snow White as opposed to Jessica Whit for the others. And quite often as she would then do, getting a nice warm fire going in the cabin, she would sit naked at her desk, her lab top open and begin to fantasize. Snow would create story after erotic story, one after the other until she had gotten herself so worked up and aroused from writing, she'd have to pause and take a break. She would then pleasure herself in a myriad of ways, enjoying her body, the explorations and arousals, some even new ones as she so uninhibitedly enjoyed herself.
Not that she didn't enjoy men, she did. But so far, each of her relationships had ended badly. Snow wanted to settle down with someone one day, get married, and have kids. But surprisingly, at the moment at least, that wasn't where she was at in her life. And ironically, all of the men she'd met so far, wanted to do just that. Something she wasn't ready for, so had given up trying to have the kind of uninhibited, no ties kind of relationship with anyone she'd prefer having. So for the moment at least, Snow was content to be by herself. And if that meant pleasuring herself rather than being with anyone, then so be it.
She knew she was reasonably attractive of course, though most men had said she was strikingly beautiful, though again she didn't see herself that way. Her long pure white hair falling well down her back, nearly reaching her ass was only one of her attributes that most men, and even a few women found alluring. Her others quite naturally, her firm well rounded medium sized breasts, larger than normal pink colored nipples, which when hard looked like thumb-sized little gum drops, and were extremely sensitive on top of all that. Additionally, Snow had always had a tight firm ass, which she personally thought of as her best feature, long legged, nearly six feet tall herself, giving her an even more Amazon woman like appearance. Something, which most men again found challenging, if not at times almost threatening. This too had led to a number of problems for her whenever she began seeing anyone. Most men simply assumed that Snow preferred the more dominant role, as she tended to look like she would. The simple truth of it all was, it was almost exactly the opposite. Snow found far more attraction in a man who quite naturally took control, though not in a demanding, really abusive sort of way, but one in more of a protected, though authoritative way.
She'd been watching the news and weather for weeks. It had already snowed of course, so she knew there'd be a few inches on the ground around the cabin, but the first major snowfall of the year hadn't as yet happened. When the evening news came on, and then the weather, forecasting what would finally be the first major snowstorm of the year, Snow immediately made plans to be at the cabin just in time for it. She had packed enough provisions to last herself a week, though her father had insisted on having enough canned and dried goods stored there to last a month beyond that. And every year they had gone up, chopped wood, and had a month's supply of dried wood set aside inside a special wood bin close to the main fire place which nearly filled an entire wall itself.
Parking her Jeep close to the road just inside her parent's property, even though she could have easily driven it all the way up to the cabin, she unloaded everything she had brought with her into the small sled trailer her father had also made, which she then attached to the snow mobile hauling up everything that way. Snow settled in shortly after that, venturing outside for a brief walk about the property after having gotten a nice warm fire going first. Primarily, because she enjoyed doing so while naked. There was just something about walking around out of doors in the nude, even when it was cold with snow on the ground. Snow had built up a tolerance for doing so, and could do so for longer than normal periods of time before she needed to warm up again. Doing so, made her feel even more alive, but even more importantly, very, very aroused, which is when she would then sit down and begin to write.
She had already finished the first of many new stories she'd planned on doing. Sufficiently aroused enough as it was, Snow had gone over to the window looking out, the skies already hinting at the snowstorm expected in the following day. As she stood there, she then heard the sounds of several other snowmobiles growing louder and louder. Though her parents owned a great deal of property up here, not a lot of it had been fenced, though they'd never had any problems with anyone crossing through it either, especially as a small lake sat less than five miles away from the road at this point. Many had often driven through the area on their way up to visit it, which wasn't on their property. And some had come up during the winter in order to ice fish, though few really did so as it was so remote in getting too during the winter without the use of snowmobiles.
Snow stood in the window looking out, eventually saw a half dozen or so men passing by a few hundred yards away heading towards the lake. She knew at this distance, no one could possibly see her standing in the window the way she was, though she half wished that they could. She could almost imagine the startled, surprised looks on their faces if they had, seeing her standing there naked, aroused, her hand even then buried between her legs as she stood there.
She smiled knowingly. Stepping out onto the porch of her parent's cabin, it was still highly unlikely that anyone would be able to see her, especially at this distance. But it was just the simple thought of that possibility that she now found exciting. She could just make out the small group of snow mobiles as they passed by, though unable to determine if any of them looked her way, or could have seen her standing there in the nude as she was. Her nipples long ago having hardened, both from the cold as well as her arousal, her fingers busily toying with one, enjoying the tautness of it as it puckered pleasurably. Her freehand, likewise twirling, teasing and gently caressing her very swollen little clit.
Snow felt the goose bumps as they carpeted her body. The chilly cold of the mountain air no doubt adding to that as well, but she knew from previous experience, it was truly caused by her arousal, her naughty, decadent side coming out in her at that moment. It would be a quick one, less than earth shattering to be sure, but a nice tingly little cum that would soon after send her back inside the cabin to begin writing again. After another story perhaps, she would do so again, taking longer this time, using something wickedly devilish to use upon herself. She had used and enjoyed toys several times of course, but never ever brought any of them with her here. It was almost blasphemic the way she saw it, everything here was so natural, so pure, and Snow in keeping with that, preferred keeping her arousal almost as natural pure too. She'd discovered the oddest of joys, finding other things, which she'd most often use to stimulate herself with, many in ways, she no doubt thought no one else ever had.
Seconds later, Snow felt the delicious tingle between her legs, working her hard little clit until the gentle, almost too gentle spasms ended before heading back inside. She stood warming herself by the fire, and then sat and began writing, already her imagination leading her off into another series of erotic adventures.
**
"Hey Pete! What're you doing?"
He had stopped momentarily, taking a double look back towards the cabin. They had noticed coming up that there was smoke coming from the chimney, so it was obvious someone was actually staying there. Perhaps with the intention of doing some ice fishing as well since the small lake was now frozen over. They had been coming up here and doing this for years now, something which Pete and his six other buddies loved doing. And in all that time, they'd never been given any grief in crossing through what they all knew to be the owner's property. No signs had ever been posted as to there being no trespassing, but they'd also ensured they'd never left anything after their coming here that might one day require that either. The cabin sat a good three football fields distance away, but he swore he had seen something out of the corner of his eye, pulling up as the snow swirled about, briefly obscuring his vision. Pulling off his goggles, and then looking, he saw nothing however, and decided it had been nothing more than a trick of the eye.
"What was it? What'd you see?" His best friend Steven had asked him now looking over in the direction of the cabin himself.
"You'd never believe me if I told you," he smiled, shaking his head. "But obviously, I probably shouldn't believe myself either. What I thought I saw, I obviously didn't. Must be the fact it's been a while since I've been with anyone."
"What?" Steven again pressed curiously. "What did you think you saw?"
"I thought I saw, a nude woman, with bright white hair standing out on that porch there."
Steven looked back once again, more closely this time, straining his eyes. He laughed. "No fucking way. So that must be the reason," he chided his friend. "Come on, we're falling behind the others," he then added kicking his snow mobile back into gear hurrying on. Pete glanced back one more time himself, and then settled his goggles back down over his eyes, shaking his head, and soon followed.
Pete and his friends had come up a few weeks before, hauling up their gear along with the readymade fit easily together panels that would provide them a small amount of shelter as they sat on the lake. They even had a small heater that would provide them with some additional warmth as they took turns fishing, heating coffee which they'd supplement with some hot rum as they sat there, though there was plenty of whisky to go along with that too. And it wasn't even so much about the fishing itself they all looked forward to, more so the simple getting together as friends, something their wives for those who were married, allowed them to get together and do once a year. It was something they had always looked forward to, whether they had much luck fishing or not. And though they had planned on spending three days here this year, one of the other guys having a cabin less than five miles in the opposite direction, the concern of a fairly major storm moving in might threaten to cut their actual fishing time short. They had brought just enough supplies with them to spend a single night here out on the lake. Plenty of fuel for the small portable heater, their sleeping bags and portable cots that would keep them up off the cold ice. It wouldn't be the most comfortable of evenings perhaps, but one that was always talked about as being adventurous after they had.
It was a sturdy enough shelter, and large enough to support all of them and leave space to move around in. They had managed to cut two holes in the ice, set up their cots for the night, fired up the heaters, and sat back to relax and enjoy their time up there. Even the wind, which began howling later on that evening, bringing along with it the threat of the approaching storm, didn't worry or concern them. No one caught any fish that first night there either. But that wasn't all that important anyway. The dirty jokes, the confessed liaisons, whether real or imagined, were always the primary reason for being there in the first place. They exchanged stories, drank their hot rum and coffee liberally, and then settled in for the night as the storm finally arrived, though doing so with barely a hint of what was actually to come.
**
It had snowed all night long with the storm gradually intensifying. By morning, there was easily a good two to three feet of fresh snow covering the ground. Snow knew it wasn't the last of it either, with an even bigger storm expected to arrive later on that afternoon. At the moment however, the morning sun was well up, the fresh blinding-white snow blanketing everything, and she decided to ride out in it, possibly towards the lake, curious to some degree to find out how the others she'd seen go by the day before had weathered it.
Dawning her heavy parka and boots, Snow didn't figure to be gone all that long. The lake was less than five miles away, though a good hours ride out and then back. Just enough time to enjoy the fresh fallen snow, check on those she'd seen the day before, and then head back. She enjoyed the break, time to think through her thoughts before writing them down. Snow enjoyed this intimate time with herself, running through her most private of thoughts, fantasies and desires, and perhaps with luck, she might even stop somewhere along the way, take a few moments time out to again pleasure herself before heading back. Something she quite often did, and obviously enjoyed doing. Perhaps she might even do so within sight of the men she'd seen coming up here, though careful of course not to reveal herself while she did. Though she might again strip herself naked when doing so, heightening the chance of discovery at least. Adding that dangerous little element to her pleasures which she so thoroughly enjoyed doing.
Snow had traveled nearly three-quarters of the way when she noticed the sky beginning to darken. It was obvious that the second storm would arrive far earlier than she'd been led to believe. She considered turning around, heading back, but the skies were still clear over the lake, and she figured she could still easily make it before the storm actually hit. She'd been out in worse before. Knowing these mountains like the back of her hand, she'd been in worse blizzards, and had always found her way back. Even in a blizzard Snow had an uncanny sense of direction, though she always kept her handy compass with her, another gift from her father which she'd come to treasure perhaps more than anything else. Pressing on then, she arrived at the edge of the lake just as it once again started to snow.
She knew the wind had muffled the sound of her snow mobile, especially after arriving, parking it just within the edge line of the trees near the shore. Out near the middle of the small lake, some two hundred yards or more perhaps, sat the shelter they'd built. A small fire burning inside, one or two of the men outside sitting in summer lawn chairs actually enjoying the sun just before it began snowing and blowing again.
Snow's private thoughts immediately fast-forwarding to an intimate fantasy she'd been working on earlier. She'd imagined herself with them, however many they might actually be. A situation not so farfetched from the reality of this one as she stood there imagining it. And as she did, she was again aroused, the thought of her standing there, naked, pleasuring herself while looking on, though cautious of course, and highly doubtful anyone would look over in her direction, spotting her as she stood there. Yet even that was a part of it, a part of the fantasy, in being found, in being seen while she did.
And though the skies were darkening rapidly now, the winds already beginning to pick up with the snow beginning to fall already, Snow felt her arousal likewise intensify.
"Just a quick naughty little cum," she told herself, stripping out of her clothing, tossing them onto the back of her snow mobile where she could quickly and easily find them again. Already her nipples were rock hard, both from the cold as well as her ever escalating desire. Two, and now three of the men stood out on the ice, though none looking over in her direction. Still, it was enough to fuel the flames of her exhibitionistic desires and needs. Snow stepped away a few feet from her snow mobile, fully revealing herself now should anyone look. One hand again toying and cupping her exposed breasts, her nipples screaming with the intensity of their firmness. She likewise again reached down between her legs, quickly locating, and then teasing her supersensitive spot between her legs, her clit swollen, on fire as she touched herself, momentarily lost in the pleasure of it as she fantasized and imagined her lusty liaison with the men there on the lake.
She felt herself finally nearing orgasm, even as the winds began whipping about her, the temperature dropping easily several degrees within the span of mere moments. But the fire between her legs kept her warm, unfeeling and uncaring at the moment as she slowly brought herself ever closer to the edge of ecstasy.
**
"Fuck Pete! That storms going to be here sooner than we expected, maybe we'd better haul the rest of this stuff back inside, if not actually think about heading back before it gets any worse. What do you think?" Greg asked, another one of Pete's good and dear friends.
Pete had stood intending to do just that, actually having had to chase down one of the flimsy camp chairs, which had collapsed and nearly blown itself away across the ice before reaching it. He had looked up then, his eyes once again seeing something he thought he'd seen earlier the day before. Was he in fact actually hallucinating? Was there some sort of spiritual Ghost on the lake that he was seeing, and that no one else could?"



"Pete?" Greg questioned once again, forcing him to look away momentarily, though the snow began to swirl, picking itself up off the lake, clouding and distorting his vision as he looked up trying to see through it.
"Yeah, grab what you can, take it inside. Maybe we should think about heading back," he then offered and once again, tried looking back.
**
The wind blew nearly knocking her over, but Snow held on, already the beginnings of her orgasm claiming her, so she fought through it until prudence and reason said otherwise. Weak in the knees, her pussy still throbbing pleasurably even as she turned, her intent to dress and head back. She gasped looking back towards where she'd left the snow mobile, more importantly, her clothing. They were gone! Frantic, Snow stepped back behind the rocks where she'd parked it looking all about as she did so, only then feeling the cold which began nipping at her exposed skin. She knew her clothes couldn't have gone too far, her Parka for one, way too heavy for that. But the rest of her things could have easily been carried away, and then deposited a short distance away, now buried beneath the snow wherever they had fallen. Sure enough, she did spot her coat, which was already beginning to become covered as the snow fell, once again intensifying. With nothing more than that to cover herself with, beyond the boots she had on, she slipped into it. Taking another brief look around, she spotted nothing else, even if it was close by, it was now buried, hidden beneath the blowing and drifting snow. She looked back in the direction of the cabin though she certainly couldn't see it, merely wondering if she dared make the attempt in riding back. It was a good hour away however, and even in the best of conditions, she'd not make it back dressed the way that she was, coat or no coat. There was only one other option.
**
Pete and Greg had gone back inside their enclosure, the guys already having decided to pack it up and get out of there before it got any worse.
"Hey Steve!" Pete said to his friend once he'd gotten back inside. "You'll never believe this, but remember yesterday when I told you what I saw?"
Steve looked up smiling. "Don't tell me...you saw her again? Out here? And naked I assume?"
That got everyone else's attention as well. "Who? What? Who's naked?" Most everyone asked. "Where? Out there?"
"Yeah, I know..." Pete said shaking his head. "I must be seeing things, but that's twice now. Honest to God you guys, I swear I saw something yesterday on the way up here, at that cabin. And then again, just a few minutes ago, only she was standing there right out in the open, not a stitch on, except for her boots, and I know you'll never believe this, but I also swear, she was playing with herself!"
"Yeah...right!" Steve once again chided him. "Out in the middle of a blizzard, you see a beautiful woman with long pure white hair masturbating. What I think, is that you need glasses, you've obviously been masturbating a little too much yourself!" He laughed looking over at the other guys as Pete stood there foolishly, and actually blushing. "Maybe there really IS something about doing it too much and going blind after all!" he then added much to everyone else's amusement.
"Well, think whatever you'd like, but I honest to God thought I really did see something."
"Yeah, well what you probably saw was a tree," Tom stated, the tallest of the bunch at well over six feet, with long blonde hair that he kept in a ponytail. "And it probably had a shapely bend in it, making it look somewhat like the shape of a woman or something," he added.
"A tree, with tits," someone else joked. "Leave it up to Pete to see wood winter Nymphs in the forest."
"Yeah, and that white hair? Was probably nothing more than a snow covered branch bobbing up and down, something like that," Greg said joining in trying to add some measure of credence to Pete's obvious hallucination.
They were still laughing when they all heard the knock.
"Did someone just knock on the door?" Mike Anderson asked, another one of Pete's friends and buddies.
"Nah, must be the wind," Tom said, "Unless of course its Pete's wood Nymph come asking for him." That comment was followed by another knock on the door, effectively shutting everyone up. Though it was Greg who walked over, undoing the secured latch, opening it.
"Holy fucking shit!" He exclaimed, and stood there for a brief moment, his mouth wide open. He stepped back inside looking as though he'd seen a ghost, wild-eyed and in disbelief as he now glanced over towards Pete.
Snow...walked in, shivering now from the cold, wearing only the Parka she'd managed to somehow retrieve.
"Thank God," she said looking up into the bewildered faces of the seven men who stood there. "If someone wouldn't mind giving me something warm to drink, I'll try and explain why it is I'm standing here like this," she then told them. Even after saying that, it took a moment longer for anyone to really move, as though she were somehow a real apparition, about to simply disappear once again at any moment.
"Here," Pete said the first to find his voice, pouring her a hot cup of coffee, handing it to her, and then inviting her to sit down as the six other friends all gathered around her in curious wonder.
**
Since there was no point in denying the fact she was indeed naked beneath her coat, Snow candidly explained everything to them, even though she felt herself blushing while doing so. She told them all why she was there at the cabin in the first place, that she was a writer and enjoyed writing erotic stories, hoping that would be explanation enough. And to a point, it was.
"Why don't you let me take a quick look at you?" Mike then asked her. "I'm a practicing resident," he then offered, "the guys in fact call me Doc. So if you'd allow me, I'll check you out for any major frost bite."
Snow laughed at hearing that. "Doc?" she again giggled "Well, you're certainly not Dwarves, but there ARE seven of you," she then added, though slipping her coat off much to everyone's surprise, exposing herself without any sort of obvious embarrassment whatsoever as Doc quickly began looking her over, along with everyone else of course.
"So who's Grumpy then?" she said gathering everyone's eyes back towards her, and away from her body, though it was Tom who was standing there frowning. "That must be you," she said trying to smile, trying to make him smile as she said it. When he realized she was, he did smile, briefly.
"Shit, my wife's never going to believe any of this," he told everyone.
"So why tell her?" Greg asked simply. "Because she probably won't for one, and if she does...it'll probably be the last fucking time she lets you come here with us again either!"
Everyone agreed with that, deciding right then and there to not share this crazy experience with anyone, his or her wives or girlfriends at least.
"So now what?" Chris said, another one of the guys who'd up until now had remained silent, still too stunned to believe he was actually seeing any of this. "The storm outside is getting worse and worse by the minute, if we don't start heading back soon, we're all going to be in for it!"
Doc finished examining Snow and determined that she wasn't the worse for wear, though getting there when she had, had probably kept her from truly being frost-bitten, let alone being found dead in the Spring.
"Might I make a suggestion?" Snow questioned. "My cabin is about five miles from here, I'm assuming wherever it is you guys are heading back to is even further away than that."
"Yeah, at least eight, maybe even nine miles," Steve stated worriedly.
"In that case, I don't think we have any other options then. If someone can give me anything to wrap myself up a little better in, like one of your blankets, and then help me get back to my snow mobile, I can get us all back to the safety of my place where we can ride out the rest of this incoming storm."
It was not only the best solution, it was the only real one. Packing up only the things they would have to take with them, leaving everything else to the mercy of the storm, they headed out back across the lake to where they'd left the other snow mobiles, soon after making their way around to where Snow had left hers. After securing everything, Snow led the way, though everyone else worried about the direction they were heading as blizzard conditions soon obscured nearly every recognizable landmark they had seen. But to their obvious surprise, Snow led them off into it, sure of herself as she did so. And though even she had to stop periodically in order to check her bearings, in less than two hours, she had led them straight back to her own cabin.
**
Hot glowing embers still burned in the enormous sized hearth. It took only a few moments to stoke up the fire and get it going again. Everyone was soaked through and through by now as well, and Doc immediately told everyone to strip everything off, hang it up and start getting themselves warm by the fire as soon as possible. At first everyone was a bit reluctant to get naked, though Doc and Steve both had already stripped out of most of their clothing already.
"Oh for hells sakes," Snow giggled seeing the uncertainty in most of the other men's faces. Having peeled off her own coat, wrapped in nothing more than a couple of blankets, she soon stood there removing them as well. Snow could have very easily gone upstairs to her bedroom and slipped in to something else. But under the circumstances, she decided to remain naked, as though that might in some way make it easier on the boys while doing the same.
One by one, they all began to slowly, though somewhat awkwardly remove their clothing as Snow sat entirely naked, warming her hands in front of the fire. The only one who hadn't done anything was Brad. He stood, his face beet red still fully dressed while everyone else around him undressed.
"Don't tell me," Snow said looking over towards him. "You...must be Bashful!"
If Brad wasn't truly blushing before, he was now. Even the guys all burst out laughing, most of them entirely naked themselves now, standing close to the fire, getting warm.
"Really, come on...there's nothing to be shy about," she urged him seriously, "after all...look at me!" Snow stood, her tall voluptuous frame clearly evident with all eyes looking on her. "Want me to help you...personally?" she asked, seeing him blush even deeper as he took a step back.
"He's a bit...ah, self conscious," Pete said leaning over to whisper to her, taking a moment to enjoy the view of her breasts as he did so however. And though Snow felt Pete leering at her, she smiled, enjoying that, but likewise wanting to help poor Brad out of his wet clothing.
"Nothing to be self conscious about," she began. "It's a common known thing, that the cold, tends to effect men in a particular way, so just because..."
Snow never finished as the guys all burst out laughing at that.
"What?"
"It's not that so much...and actually, just the opposite," Greg told her still laughing. "You wouldn't know it just to look at him, but Brad there, is probably better equipped than any two of us put together."
Snow turned her head back towards Brad, looking at him with an entirely different interest now. "Oh really!" She grinned from ear to ear as she approached him. "In that case...all the more reason to get you out of those wet clothes you're wearing!"
With some prompting from the rest of his friends, Brad finally did, and as he expected, Snow stood there wide-eyed looking down at his still very flaccid penis once he was. Even flaccid, it hung a good ten inches or so, looking almost like a third leg as he sauntered over to stand in front of the fire, reaching down to grab it himself in order to keep it from swinging to and fro as he did so.
"Hi ho...Hi ho," Snow smiled singing to herself as she watched him walk across the room, something that wasn't lost on anyone.
It was at that moment Steve stretched and then yawned. Snow pointed at him. "And you're now officially, Sleepy," she grinned. "So...we now have Doc, Grumpy, Bashful..." she smiled at Brad while saying it, "And now...Sleepy. That leaves..." She looked over at Pete first. He'd been standing there trying to hide the fact that he had somewhat of an erection. He had turned with his back partially towards her, his hands clearly trying to conceal his ever-worsening condition.
Once again Snow stood, walking over towards him as everyone else parted, as though she'd suddenly just turned into Moses, parting the red sea.
"Having a small problem are we?" she asked, now looking down, or rather should I say, a big problem?"
It had indeed been a while, and the fact he'd been thinking about her ever since he'd seen her the first time hadn't helped much, nor had it when he'd finally seen her entirely naked. He'd been aroused ever since, only now...it was becoming clearly obvious that he was. All Pete could think to do was stand there and grin at her.
"Well now, you look Happy, and IT certainly looks happy, so I guess, that's what we'll call you now," she smiled looking at him, and then surprised everyone when she reached down, wrapping her hand around Pete's rapidly stiffening cock, shaking it hello. "Though maybe, instead of calling you Happy, we should just call you Horny instead. I really don't think the Dwarves would mind it too much if we changed things up just a little bit now do you?"
At that moment someone sneezed, and everyone, including Brad burst out laughing.
"I guess that solves that problem," she said turning back to face the other six men, though she still continued to hold onto Pete's cock as she stood there fondling it. "So...who was that?" she asked.
Greg slowly raised his hand, though looking down, Snow immediately saw it wasn't the only thing that was raising either. "Come here Sneezy," she told him. "I still have another free hand."
In the space of only a few minutes, Snow had made it perfectly clear to all of them, that she was totally and completely uninhibited, though they should have all guessed that a bit earlier when she'd admitted to them all at the lake what she'd been doing out there in the first place. And the fact she had likewise told them she enjoyed writing, reading erotica, should have confirmed that. Still...seeing her as she stood there, now fondling both Pete and Greg's pricks which had risen to full staff, the five friends all stood in wonderment as to where any of this might actually be going. Sensing that, Snow turned towards them all.
"Since we're all stuck here together anyway, and have to wait out the storm, I don't see any reason why we can't all have a little fun and enjoy ourselves either. So, unless the rest of you aren't interested in doing that, then I say lets drop all this shyness and uncertainty flying around, and get straight to the point. Who'd like to fuck me first?" she asked.
"What did she just say?" Chris asked in disbelief. "Did she just say what I think she said?" He asked once again. Greg sneezed, looked at Chris and laughed. "Welcome to the party Dopey," he told his friend. "Welcome to the party."
**
"Well, like I said before, who'd like to fuck me first?" she said once again. Though no one seemed to be willing to admit to wanting to go first, though it was apparent they all did. "Well, in that case, I guess I'll just have to choose then. Let's see, Ene, Mene, Mini, Mo is out..." she grinned. "And I dare say, Rock Paper Scissors wouldn't work either. So that just leaves...picking a number from one to seven. I'll pick the number, and the rest of you then pick a number. The person picking the correct one will go first."
Snow looked at Doc first.
"Three!"
She then turned to look at Pete whose cock she still held and was still playing with.
"Seven," he smiled hopefully, still Happy and Horny. "Five," Greg then said equally as hopeful as she turned to look at Chris.
"Eight?" he said asking.
"Eight?" she said looking at him and then laughed as did everyone else.
"Ah Chris? She said one to seven, not one to ten," Tom said shaking his head irritatedly.
"It's ok," Snow said smiling. "He's obviously a little nervous, she said looking down at his very likewise nervous cock. "But I think...eight was in fact the number I was thinking of anyway," she smiled looking at him, and then took his hand, leading him over towards the couch. Chris looked up at his friends as she did so."
"What happens here stays here right?" he asked them nervously.
"He thinks we're in Vegas," Steve chided him.
"More like wonderland, especially if you look outside at the moment," Pete said glancing out the window. "I think we're going to be here a while, so like Snow said, we might as well enjoy ourselves while we are."
"And like in Wonderland," Snow continued, "Here gentlemen, is where dreams are made of, so...let's have some fun shall we?" she said as she knelt down on the couch, looking behind herself towards Chris, his cock suddenly risen as she reached back, helping him as she guided him into herself. Snow moaned pleasurably as Chris slowly slid his now very hard cock inside her. "Very nice...very, very nice," she said. "Now...hold still for a moment," she told him looking about. "So...who'd like to get sucked off by Snow White?" she then asked. This time, six cocks rose their heads in attention to that. But it was of course Brad's whose cock she now laid her eyes on, the monstrous tool no longer merely swinging between his legs, but now swinging to and fro, upwards pointing towards his own naval looking more like a Metronome now as he did. She smiled wickedly towards him, waving him over towards her with her finger. "I don't know how much of that I can swallow, but I'm sure as hell going to try," she then told him. "And by the way, in case anyone's worried, I can't get pregnant no way, no how. But I also have some condoms in my purse in case anyone would prefer using one of those anyway," she explained to everyone.
With Chris buried deep inside her pussy, she began lavishing hot wet sucks on bashful Brad's prick, the enormity of it intriguing as she found she could wrap both of her hands around it and still not entirely cover the length of his shaft as she sucked it.
"God, look at those tits!" Steve said walking over to stand beside her. Pete too watched as they gyrated below her suggestively as Chris continued to increase the tempo of their coupling. Reaching down, he held onto one of them, fingering her taut gumdrop sized nipples. Releasing one hand, Snow reached over taking Pete's prick back into her hand once again, squeezing it. She released Brad's dick just long enough to lap up the pearly little bubble of precum that oozed from the head of Pete's hard stiff cock before returning back to Brad's.
By now, Greg, Mike and Tom all stood around her watching, each unashamedly stroking their pricks as they did so.
"Come on Chris," Tom said anxiously. "You gonna be all day at that?"
He had in fact nearly climaxed, not as yet wanting to so he pulled out stepping aside. Before anyone else could take his place however, Snow stood up.
"Let's take this upstairs to the bedroom," she suggested. "There's far more room on the bed, and I have a few additional ideas of things we can all do," she said grinning. The seven men soon followed in a line up the stairs behind her. Snow led the way, looking back, a song in her head as she did so.
Looking back, she grinned upon seeing seven very hard firm pricks bobbing up and down following behind her. Reaching the bedroom, Snow immediately instructed Steve to lie down on the bed making it known to him immediately just what her intentions were. "Tom? There's some lubricant in the bathroom, would you mind getting that for me?" She asked. He grumbled, but did so moving off to get it. Of all the men, Snow had noticed that Tom had a long, but much slender cock than any of the others. She'd never before experienced a double penetration, though she had written about it in several stories she had done. Snow had long since decided it was about time to experience it first hand, especially if she was going to continue thinking about the pleasures it might bring her. "Good, now lube up my tight little ass while I climb on Steve here," she told him, seeing the beginnings of a wicked smile cross his face. "And make sure you give yourself a liberal dose of it as well," she added. "This is a first for me." Saying that, Tom really did smile as he began coating her ass with the slick lubrication.



Doc took it upon himself to come over and kneel on the bed next to all three, Snow immediately taking hold of Doc's rather thick, though somewhat shorter fat cock, licking and tickling the head of it as Tom finally placed the spear-pointed head of his prick at her tiny puckered opening and began teasing her with it. Snow felt the press, then felt him begin to gently ease inside her. All the while, Steve's cock throbbing excitedly, hotly inside her equally slick cunt.
Pete continued to enjoy the feel of Snow's near perfect breasts. The softness and fullness of them as he stood next to the bed fondling and playing with her aroused, well extended nipples. Hearing the delight of her soft moans as he did so, a cock now firmly inside her pussy, another now lancing her ass, and with Snow now mouthing yet another stiff dick, it was an erotic sight beyond any that he...or anyone else for that matter had ever seen before.
Greg soon joined Doc on the bed standing beside him, which allowed Snow the opportunity to play with them both, switching back and forth while sucking the two of them, at times doing so simultaneously. The feel and pleasure of having two pricks inside her mouth, side by side merely enhanced the stimulation and erotic sensuality of the moment.
"Fuck that feels good!" Greg groaned appreciatively, just as Doc was doing. Pete leaned over taking one of Snow's nipples in his mouth sucking it, Bashful Brad now joining him, though his hands began caressing Snow's back, running down towards her ass which Tom continued to thrust in and out of, just as Steve continued doing below to her cunt. Reaching beneath them, he quickly found Snow's extended hard clit and began tickling it with the tips of his fingers, causing her to release the two pricks she'd been lavishing with her mouth in order to moan audibly at the additional unexpected stimulation.
Snow was only moments away from the first of many orgasms that she knew she'd be having, wanting desperately to feel the surging release of cocks within her as she did so. Knowing full well the impact of hearing decadent, dirty talk that very often triggered a man's climax, Snow began urging them on, hoping to soon feel them doing so as she herself climaxed.
"Yes! Yes! Fuck me Tom, fuck my ass. Can you feel Steve's prick sliding in and out of me against yours? Can you feel his hot swollen prick fucking my cunt?"
Tom groaned deeply, already fighting the urge to spill his seed inside that tight hot ass, sensing it, sensing his struggle she continued.
"That's it baby, go on...shoot it. Fill my tight slick ass with your sperm. I want to feel it shooting inside me, bathing my insides," she urged him further. But it was Steve's prick that gave it up first, hearing her words, her dirty sounding, lust filled wants.
"Oh fuck! Fuck!" he cried out lurching beneath her, driving upwards as he came, his back arching, his long, low deep groan of pleasured release as his prick began spewing torrents of spurting hot cream deep inside the cavern of her slick wet pussy.
That of course now triggered Tom's climax, as well as her own. Feeling Steve's still throbbing prick deep inside her, she now felt Tom's as he too drove even more deeply inside her than he had been, holding himself stationary for a moment as the first jettison of his spunk leapt from the head of his cock.
"Yes! Yes! Squirt it baby, squirt it! Fill my ass with your nasty hot fuck juice!"
Snow had gone over the edge herself. Brad continuing to twiddle her clit with his fingers, Pete's tongue, lips and mouth firmly sucking her tits as Doc and Greg both continued rubbing their own leaking members against her face, running them over her mouth, nose and chin as she cried out deliriously with the intensity of her own pleasures.
Weak in the knees now, Tom pulled out collapsing on the end of the bed. The moment he did, Snow rolled off Steve, redirecting Greg and Doc now to lie down in his place, still panting heavily from her so recent spending.
"What? What do you want us to do?" Greg asked curiously, anxiously, and excitedly all at once.
With some additional coaxing on her part, Snow finally managed to get the two men to move much closer together. Somewhat hesitant at first to do so, she soon had the two of them balls to balls.
"Now, hold yourselves together just like that," she actually demanded. "And don't move, just stay right there!"
Everyone watched curiously as Snow moved over to squat herself down over the two, side-by-side, rock hard cocks.
"She's not serious, is she?" Brad said looking on in surprise, though he continued to stroke his massive prick, using both hands as he stood there looking on.
"Apparently, she is!" Pete replied appreciatively, looking on as Snow now reached down holding onto both men's prick's simultaneously.
"Come over here and help to support me," she told Pete and Steve as they immediately did so. Snow struggled for several moment's, the tightness of the two men as she finally managed to slip herself over the heads of both was astounding.
"Holy fucking shit!" Greg cried out with the near overwhelming sensation of it. He and Mike both feeling her sweet, slick yet incredibly tight cunt slowly stretching, slowly engulfing, and slowly easing downwards over the length of their side-by-side pricks.
In addition to that, the spunk which had filled her earlier was now being forced out of her pussy, running in white sticky rivulets of cream coating the two men's cocks as she began to slowly ease herself up and down over the two of them.
"Someone, come feed me your prick!" She now demanded, the lust filling her head, the desires of her heart now wanton and more wicked than any she had ever known before. "Come on Bashful, feed me that enormous hard prick of yours again!"
Pete could only stare in curious wonder as Brad quickly joined them on the bed. His cock swollen beyond proportionate belief as Snow struggled with it, nearly as much as she had in struggling with the two cocks that now impaled her slick pussy. The knob of Brad's prick purple, looking much like a small plumb as she sucked it, finally managing to just suck in the big fat head into her mouth. For a moment, it reminded Pete of a bridge, spanning between two structures, the length of it enormous, as Snow reached up holding onto it, now stroking it as she continued sucking. So thick in its girth, she partially gagged on it while attempting to do so, her drools of saliva pouring freely from her mouth leaving long streamers of her spit still attached to it as she bobbed her head up and down around his massive thick angry looking phallus.
"Fuck that's hot looking!" Tom finally said moving back over having partially recovered now. He stood, once again fisting his prick which had again began to harden. He soon began moving it back and forth against Snow's breasts, taunting and teasing her nipples with it, once again making her groan with pleasure around Brad's monstrously sized dick.
"Fuck man, I'm not going to last much longer!" Greg warned everyone.
"Then don't!" Snow said turning towards him, looking down at the twin pricks still sluicing in and out of her sloppy went cunt. "Go ahead, shoot it, squirt it inside me!" she urged him then, feeling the swell of Doc's prick as she said it, the look in his eyes telling her as she did so that he too was only moment's away now.
"You too Doc," she grinned seeing that. "Go ahead baby, spurt that hot fuck juice inside my pussy, let me feel it, let me feel and hear you cumming!"
"Oh fuck!" Doc wailed at that precise moment. He felt his own liquid release suddenly surge up the length of his shaft, just as Greg's likewise began doing. The two cocks simultaneously releasing, squirting, spurting, filling her pussy with more cream than she could possibly contain. It backwashed out of her cunt with each thrust downwards, the squishy sounding splurge of their spunk now overflowing, cunt farts forcing it to spray outwards in nearly every direction, again triggering a second, even more intensified orgasmic release for herself.
"Yes! Yes! Yes!" Snow cried out deliriously, watching it, feeling it, seeing the thick rivers of white sticky cum juice not only pouring out of her now, soaking the two pricks still almost magically held inside her, but likewise shooting, spraying a second time as she mashed herself downwards with a wet slick plopping sound every time that she did.
She'd returned back to Brad's cock, the expression on his face evident, holding his dick like a fireman with his hose. She knew instantaneously what was about to happen, once again wrapping her mouth over the end of his enormous organ just as the first fiery squirt from his hose began filling her mouth.
Snow nearly drowned with the enormity of it, drinking down as much as she could, finally forced to give it up and allowing the excess to merely dribbled down and out of the corners of her mouth. It fell with great splats against her breasts, dripping wickedly upon her nipples, covering each as she continued milking, pumping out the last final vestiges of Brad's incredibly rich copious spurtings.
Finally extricating herself from the two cocks inside her, Snow stood, a flood of cum now running down the inside of both legs. Capturing it with her hands and fingers, she swiped up as much of it as she could.
"Spread my lips, my pussy," she demanded of Tom, which he then did, watching as he held it open, as Snow now smeared the sticky mess back against herself. She coated her swollen pink lips with their essence, now tickling and bathing her hard little knot with it, fingering her swollen bead, uninhibitedly pleasuring herself once again to yet another quick release. The pleasure of which, as her pussy throbbed and contracted, forcing even more of the remaining cream still held inside her to pour forth.
At the moment, Snow knew that Pete was the only one who had not yet shot his wad. She'd been purposely saving him for last. She had early on picked up his fascination for her breasts as he'd purposely played with them every chance that he got, reaching down, thumbing or tweaking her nipples, enhancing her pleasures as she wildly fucked, servicing the others.
"And now..." she grinned smiling at him. "I'm willing to bet, you've got a great big load that you'd love shooting off between my tits...wouldn't you?" she asked grinning hotly.
"Oh fuck...yes!" Pete hissed through clench teeth, barely able to keep himself from cumming just at hearing that.
"Well come on then baby, here they are, all nice and slick for you to fuck!" she urged him, pressing her magnificent breasts together for him, soon surrounding his hard stiff erection as she knelt before him surrounding his dick with all that sweet soft titty flesh.
Pete nearly fell over from the sheer pleasure of it as she began stroking his dick up and down with her breasts. The fact she was slick with the drippings of Brad's spending didn't bother him in the least, the wicked decadence of it, merely enhancing the spectacle as everyone else now stood there looking on, almost cheering as they did so.
"Oh yeah Pete, yeah! Fuck those titties, fuck those beautiful soft firm titties!" His friends urged him.
But it wasn't necessary, he did. And as he fucked them, Snow simultaneously held her breasts, working them up and down his shaft in unison with his thrusts, somehow intensifying the pleasure until he too finally felt the first beginning tickles of his release. He somehow managed to open his eyes against the pleasure, saw the head of his prick suddenly swell, ballooning to even greater size.
"Oh fuck! I'm gonna cum! Gonna shoot!" he warned her, though she was already aware that he was, waiting for it now, looking down at the swelling head of his dick as the tiny eye widened expectantly, already the bubbling of white beginning to emerge from his prick tip.
"Shoot it! Shoot it! Spray me!" she screamed out jack hammering his cock with her tits.
In the next instant, he was.
Still amazed with the copious discharge, which had emerged from Brad's dick, it was nothing in comparison from the one that now leapt from the head of Pete's. The first full rope of spunk easily reaching, and then clearing Snow's shoulder, still connected, before finally severing itself from the tip, followed only moment's by another, even longer, more forceful spurt, which Snow redirected as it splashed heavily against her chin, her throat and finally her breasts themselves.
"Oh my God!" Pete cried out in abject surprise. Never before in his entire life had he felt such wonder, such exquisite unbridled pleasure such as this. Releasing him, Snow quickly surrounded the head of his prick with her mouth, now capturing, swallowing, and drinking the remaining squirts from his cock, each one still massively produced, causing her to again gag on the enormity of them. Swallowing as much as she could, as quickly as she could, even then it was still too much and Snow allowed the balance of it to again drool from the sides of her mouth, once again falling down to drip decadently upon her breasts. As it did, she began caressing her own tits, smearing the essence of his spending around them, massaging and again pleasuring her own nipples with his hot sticky sperm.
When at last Pete felt like he would faint from the sheer physical pleasure, he too collapsed back onto the bed. He laughed, looking up at the expression on his friends somewhat startled faces, though they all stood, once again hard stiff cock in hands looking at him.
"Never seen anything like that before in my life!" Tom stated in obvious wonder and surprise, along with everyone else.
"You ever see anyone ever squirt like that before?" Greg likewise stated looking at Snow who was now covered thickly in more cum than anyone had ever seen before. It clung to her like a napkin, both breasts drenched, drippings still clinging to her chin and shoulders, criss-crossing nearly her entire body as she sat there licking it from her lips, still playing with the white cream that she now used to completely and entirely coat her upper body with.
"I do hope we're not done here," she said looking at the six renewed hard cocks. "Because I've always fantasized about taking a cum bath," she grinned hopefully.
"And that wasn't?" Bashful Brad said looking at her in disbelief.
**
After taking a bit of a breather and some refreshment, everyone returned with Snow back into the main room of the cabin once again nearer the fire. She stood tossing several large throw pillows down onto the floor, and then positioned herself upon them, looking up at the seven men she'd now directed to stand in a circle around her.
"I love watching a man pleasuring himself," she told them all. "And now...I get to watch seven of them doing it, at once!"
They all were indeed doing just that. Seven hard cocks once again, each differently shaped, sized, swollen. Each one curiously unique, but equally firm and wanting.
"Yes! Yes!" Snow urged them, all the while holding her own pussy open with her fingers, toying with herself as she watched them from below. The interesting view as she lay there below them looking up, seven stiff hard phalluses, balls freely swinging to and fro as they each stood jacking themselves off. "And don't hold back, whenever you want to, wherever you want to...just cum. Cum on me, bathe me, squirt on me wherever the fuck that you'd like to!" She told them all.
It was uniquely interesting from Snow's perspective in another way as well. Each man stroking, pleasuring himself so differently from the others as she lay there looking up, watching each. Steve, preferring the slow methodical pumping of his shaft with one hand, back and forth, up and down. Greg, a more rapid motion, though she noticed as he did so, frequent pauses in between, three, four quick jack-hammering strokes, another pause followed by five or six more.
Snow allowed her eyes to wander, taking and spending moments with each. Her hands, fingers, busily touching herself, probing, sometimes merely finger-fucking herself, listening to the sounds of her own wet succulent pussy. Doc, the way he palmed the tip of his prick, not really stroking it, but thumbing the head back and forth while simultaneously cupping his balls. Tom, fisting his, fucking his own hand, spitting on it in order to create a nice wet slick passage so that he could. And then Brad of course, two fisting himself, hand over hand actually, stroking downwards, one hand over the other back and forth, the head of his dick once again swelling into the size of a large plumb.
Snow smiled appreciatively at Pete, watching him as he too pleasured himself uniquely, quick rapid slaps of his hands against his prick, beating it sometimes wildly from side to side, the sounds of his flesh being slapped, increasing and intensifying the pleasure that her own sweet fingers brought to herself.
And then Chris, who stood merely pinching the tip of his, pulling it, stretching it, encircling just the head as he rapidly jerked off just the mere tip of his swollen hard prick head.
One by one, they soon began reaching their pleasures, just as she was. The beginning of her own sweet climax hovering on the edge, waiting expectantly to release upon the feel of the first landing spurts against her body.
"Oh fuck...fuck, here it comes!" Tom said, the first to announce, nearer her cunt, thus pointing it there. They all watched as his streamer flew, connecting precisely against her lips, causing her to squeal out in delightful response. Tom continued pumping himself off against her, now triggering yet another as Doc aimed his own powerful liquid spurt against her left breast, quickly coating it just as Brad now began doing to her left one. In seconds, each tit was thickly coated in large fat pools of cream that began running off her breasts, down her sides to drip thickly upon the floor beneath her.
Chris claimed her feet, his fetish suddenly manifesting itself as he knelt down, his prick launching itself against her toes, and between them. Snow giggled wildly, the unexpected sensation of it further heightening her pleasure even more. The warmth of his cream now clinging between her toes as he continued spurting off against them.
"More! More!" Snow cried out, as Greg finally standing above her began to spill his own seed, directing it against her face, aiming desperately for her mouth, much of which made it. Though she didn't mind at all the near misses, which splashed against the side of her cheek, or even those, which now landed, blending immediately within the stark whiteness of her hair.
Steve simply began covering Snow from head to toe, just as Pete himself began doing. Each standing on either side of her, watching their lines of cum criss-crossing mid air against one another, back and forth as though icing and decorating a cake. Though Pete didn't quite match his previous performance, it was nevertheless nearly as fascinating to watch as he continued to shower her with his spunk long after everyone else had finished.
Snow truly was now covered in snow, lots and lots of newly dumped cum snow. The cum blizzard upon her had been all that and more, something she had always wanted to experience. The sight of so many sweet different cocks erupting against her, the waves of orgasmic bliss she'd felt while watching each one, soon robbing her of all reason, all sanity. She could only lay there, the feel of so much cream clinging to her body, or running to pool in places that felt deliciously wicked as she sought them out with her fingers, scooping them up to either taste, or apply elsewhere upon her body.
**
All night long, they fucked, played, sometimes in twos or threes, taking frequent breaks in between, until all had been satiated beyond capability or reason. Even as the sun came up, the first tendrils of it reaching through the window, Snow felt Pete's prick just then softening, slipping out of the tight grasp of her ass with a pleasured "plop", the feel of his semen trickling out of her tight little asshole as it did.



"Fuck, we need to be leaving soon," someone announced sadly. "Before we can't," he then added as the fear of the next incoming storm already began threatening the horizon.
They soon after dressed, saying their good-byes as Snow stood at the door, greeting each one before they left, giving each a passionate lustful kiss as a reminder of what they had all shared and experienced with one another. Pete, the last to leave, his hands automatically coming up to give Snow's breasts one last final caress of good-bye.
"You will be back again next year yes?" she asked.
"Will you?" He said hopefully.
"You know it," she grinned. "Come rain or come sunshine," she told him.
"Or Snow," he winked laughing.
"That goes without saying," she responded back, kissing him, her hand fondling caressing his groin, his hardness once again firming. Reluctantly, Pete parted with her, rejoining his friends outside, each one waiting patiently for him to mount his snow mobile for the ride back.
Snow stood in the doorway watching them as they circled once around in front of her waving smiling, and then whistling a most familiar tune as they turned riding off towards the horizon.
"Hi ho...Hi ho..."
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I'll show you mine, if you show me yours. - Chapter One
I was too young to remember when my mother and father divorced, vaguely even remembering when she remarried, and upon doing so, suddenly inheriting an older sister. And perhaps it was because I was so young at the time that I didn't really mind it either. I now had someone to play with, especially as Kristine, though she later went by Kris, was quite the Tom Boy while growing up.
Needless to say, we grew close, we'd always been affectionate with one another, sometimes to the point where her father, my mother would caution us about getting "too" friendly with one another at times. Though usually, that was all that was ever said, just periodic precautionary warnings that never really led anywhere. As for Kris and I, we'd behave for a while, and then slowly allow our playful, innocent attractions reestablish themselves. Eventually, our parents gave up trying to separate us emotionally, especially as we'd never given them a real reason for concern. At the time, sex just wasn't an issue for either one of us. Maybe we were too young, or maybe we'd simply not considered the possibility of that as we happened to live in the same house together or something. But we were close. Perhaps closer than a real brother and sister would have been.
And not to say I didn't occasionally get on Kris's nerves, or she mine. We did. Just like any real siblings might have. We had our moments. Especially when Kris began bringing home her friends, one of which I had an immediate crush on. But with Susan being a year older, dating a Jock and being a very popular cheerleader herself, just like Kris was, it wasn't something I could possibly hope to pursue personally. All I could do was worship her from afar, and let it go at that. Which is why Kris would very often chase me away from hanging around all the time. Something she didn't normally do whenever it was just the two of us.
By now of course, sex was very much an issue with me. Far more curious than experienced, I had stumbled a handful of times into catching Kris either partially undressed, or fully nude twice. Only one of those of which she had never known I'd actually stood there watching her without her being aware of it. All the rest had been those quick fleeting, or surprised glimpses causing a moment of panic, awkwardness, though even then a bit of playful teasing coming from it afterwards.
Obviously Kris had developed nicely, which I hadn't up until that particular moment thought too much about. Funny how circumstance can change all that.
When we'd grown up, one of the household rules was, we did our own laundry. Something I didn't at all mind as by then I'd not only been having numerous "wet dreams", but I went through hankies like they were going out of style. I had a stash of girlie magazines tucked under my mattress, easily accessible for my daily pleasures for one thing, but even those didn't arouse me nearly as much as seeing Susan whenever she came over for a visit with Kris.
It was a typical Saturday morning. My stepfather had gone off for his weekly golf outing with the guys much earlier. My mother very often went off to visit with friends for their weekly coffee gossip session for a few hours, leaving Kris and I home alone where it was expected we would perform and do whatever chores we had before heading out for the day.
Saturday was my day to sleep in, which I normally always did as Kris was an early riser, always had been. The beauty of that was, she got her wash going first thing, and then afterwards I'd begin my own so we never really got in one another's way.
For whatever reason, I simply couldn't sleep any more. I had actually gone to bed early on Friday, but it was obvious I had gotten more than enough sleep as I lay there wide awake, finally deciding to get up. As Kris slept downstairs much closer to the laundry room, I figured she would already be up and about doing her laundry already. I gathered what little I had, which included stripping the sheets off my bed, and decided to carry them downstairs, pile them on the floor until she was finished, and then begin my own.
Opening the door to the basement, I could already hear the washer as well as the dryer going. I made my way down the short flight of steps, bundle in my arms being careful not to trip as I did so as it was somewhat difficult to see. I guess because of that, I was a bit quieter than usual coming down. Reaching the landing of the hallway, I turned looking towards the laundry room and saw the door was partially closed, though not entirely. I began making my way towards it when I stopped cold. I had seen movement for one thing, so I knew Kris was inside the room. But what had caught my attention was the fact that she was entirely naked! It was again just a brief quick fleeting observation as she passed by the semi-open door. Obviously she'd been sorting out her laundry in the nude, for whatever reason, though even this I found a little odd. Curious, I deposited my bundle on the floor, and then quietly crept down the hallway towards the laundry room. With the door ajar the way it was, I stood next to the wall, peering through the hinged side of the door, which allowed about an inch or two of observation for me. Kris was standing at the sink looking at herself in the mirror. I found myself holding my breath as she reached up, cupping her own breasts and simply stood there holding them while looking at herself.
Kris had great looking tits. And though I had seen them very briefly before, I had never had the pleasure of doing so for any considerable length of time like I was doing now.
I guess it wasn't all that odd that she would stand there and look at herself. I'd very often done that much myself, examining and looking at the changes in my body while growing up. And that on some few occasions, had led me into doing other things as I stood there, curious about my own body no differently than anyone else might have been, and probably were. Though again I had never considered that aspect as being something that Kris herself very likely did too. But there she was, standing there examining her breasts, which I suddenly found quite interesting, not to mention a little arousing and exciting as she continued fondling herself. I was of course cautious and careful in my observations. Should Kris discover me standing there looking at her, I knew there would be hell to pay, not from my parents, as that's something she'd never have squealed on me for doing. But from her directly.
When she suddenly began rolling her nipples between her fingers however, that's when things got really interesting. This was something entirely different than just catching her getting dressed, or coming out of the bath. This...was something naughty.
Kris certainly didn't have overly large sized breasts, but they weren't small either. I guess they were perfectly proportionate for her 5'9" frame an inch taller than I was myself at the time. She normally wore her long brunet colored hair in a ponytail most of the time too, but at the moment, it hung loose and full down to the middle of her back as she stood there. And because it did, it likewise directed my continuing gaze downwards, her cute, tight firm ass more revealed at the moment than I'd honestly seen it before. Standing with her back towards me, I couldn't see anything else of course as the counter top prevented anything else from being revealed, aside from her nice full breasts. Each of which was capped by a dollar sized dark tan nipple that I now realized had puckered, grown taut and erect as my step-sister stood there fingering them observantly.
By now I had obviously become erect, which wasn't all that good of a condition for me to be in, as I was wearing nothing more than a pair of tighty-whites at the time. It wasn't all that unusual for either one of us to run around the house in our underwear, especially as our parents very often did the same. Seeing mom in nothing more than a bra, panties, or a slip had never been a big deal. Nor was it when dad came down in nothing more than his boxer shorts, a robe which was usually open as he sat reading the paper over a morning cup of coffee. Even Kris had occasionally darted about in nothing more than her bra and panties, though she was usually always in a hurry when doing so.
But like I said, this was entirely different. Especially with me now standing there with a hard on, which I had absentmindedly began fondling as I stood there looking through the crack in the door.
When she turned, I nearly jumped out of my skin. I hadn't thought far enough ahead to realize the precarious position I had placed myself in. I had in fact nowhere to run, no place to hide, and totally without any sort of excuse for lurking there behind the door the way that I was, especially now...sporting an erection. To my relief, as I stood there wishing I could turn invisible, Kris didn't step out of the room as I expected her to do. Having passed by the door without coming out, I once again glanced through the crack in the door, though this time more directly into the mirror. I hadn't realized it until that very moment, but the washer was just then going into the spin cycle. Looking into the mirror, I was now very surprised to see that Kris had actually climbed up onto the washer as was now sitting there on top of it. She'd spread out one of the bath towels, and now sat with her legs dangling down over the edge. This too I found curious, none of which made sense to me until a few precious moments after that.
I watched as Kris repositioned herself. There was just enough room between the washer and the dryer, that she was able to dangle one leg off one side, and the other leg over the other side, which placed her so that she was sitting directly on the corner of the washing machine as it began going into the cycle. I stood there wide-eyed, only then realizing that Kris was in fact masturbating! Using the vibrations of the washer itself to further enhance her enjoyments, though she had also dipped her hand down between her wide-open legs, which I could now clearly see in the mirror. Only then did I notice the small thin strip of pubic hair just above her opening, barely enough to even matter which I again found curious as to why she would do that. But erotically stimulating as hell too as I stood there looking at her. It acted like a homing beacon for me as I stood there staring at my sister's pussy for really the first time.
Luckily for me, her eyes were closed and she wasn't directly facing towards the mirror now either. Had she looked, she might very well have spotted me in the reflection of it, peeking through the crack in the door, though the risk of her catching me was remote even then.
Continuing to now purposely stroke my dick as I stood there, I watched as Kris again cupped one of her breasts, her nipples sticking out further than I'd ever seen them do as she sat playing with one of them, her free hand obviously tickling and twirling her clit, though I couldn't see her doing that as clearly as I would have liked. But it was the expression on her face that alerted me to the fact she was nearing orgasm, her mouth suddenly opening in an oval of pleasure, her hand coming down grabbing one edge of the washer, the other between her legs now gripping the other side. I watched as Kris leaned forward, just as the somewhat unbalanced washer really began spinning. She had timed it near perfectly, which told me in an instant this wasn't the first time she had done this. I watched my step-sister climax, even hearing her low-deep throated groan of pleasured release escape her lips, though she was still careful about being too loud about it as she came. Simultaneously, I felt the liquid surge of my own juice traveling up the length of my shaft and immediately began spurting off inside my briefs, thankful at the moment that I had them on rather than squirting off into nothingness.
I took that moment to collect my senses, and sprinted down the hallway back up the stairs, my shorts full of cum, and my hand equally as sticky as I did so.
I thought briefly about picking up my bundle of dirty laundry, but with only moments to spare, I left it, already concocting a story for its being there as I hurriedly made my way back upstairs to my room. As I expected, though I'd had sufficient time to change my shorts, actually throw on some cut off jeans and a tee shirt, not to mention wash my hands before that, I soon after heard a knock on my bedroom door.
"Rob? Are you decent?" I heard Kris calling into me.
"Come on in!" I answered back stepping out of my own personal bathroom, brushing my hair as she entered. By now at least I had managed to collect myself, calm down, and look reasonably normal. Kris on the other hand looked anything but. Her face was flushed and she had a look of worried concern on her face.
"Umm, noticed you dumped your laundry in the hallway," she said simply.
"Oh yeah, sorry," I said maintaining my unknowing façade. "Brought it down, but heard the washer and dryer still going, so I just dumped it there, figured I'd come back for it once you were all done with yours."
Her face showed relief in it as I said that. A smile coming back, replacing the worried frown she'd come in with.
"Well, don't forget and just leave it there either," she now said somewhat haughtily. "I'm not your personal maid you know."
Like me, Kris now wore a pair of faded cut off jeans, though she looked a hell of a lot better in them than I did. In addition to that, she wore a somewhat tight fitting tank top, though it was clearly evident she was also wearing a bra, but the hint of her still somewhat aroused nipples were still peeking through pressed tightly against the material. I quickly averted my gaze turning, setting down the hairbrush I'd been using down on my desk.
"Just on my way now, provided you're finished," I said meaning one thing, and saying another.
"Just about, just waiting for the last load to dry now, though you can start your first load in the washer," she said taking liberty and sitting down on the edge of my bed. "And by the way, Susan's coming over later, so do me a favor if you would please, keep your tongue inside your mouth while she's here."
Kris knew I'd had an attraction towards Susan for quite some time now, and enjoyed teasing me about it, only chasing me off when I'd actually become too much of an irritant or a nuisance to have around.
"Don't worry, I'm meeting the guys at the mall, we're going to hang around together for a while, so you and Susan can have all the secret, private girly-girl time together you'd ever wish for!" I retorted teasingly.
Kris knew what I meant by that, we'd often joked about such things before, had more than one semi-intimate discussion away from our parents in fact, and had on some few occasions confided in one another about our curiosities, and limited experiences. I'd made the mistake of telling Kris about one of mine, seeing two girls together. She'd not let me forget it ever since, though I'd fought back the best way I could, accusing her of perhaps actually doing something like that with her girlfriends, particularly Susan.
"You wish," Kris spat at me, though she smiled when saying that, and actually tossed one of the pillows off my bed at me when she did. Unfortunately, there was an unexpected side effect when she did that. After having stripped the sheets off my bed, I had stuffed one of my stroke books beneath my pillow, intending to put it back beneath the mattress later when I remade my bed. I hadn't gotten around to it yet, and now seeing it lying there, Kris snatched it up before I could. "What's this?" She said grabbing it, and holding it away from me, laughing as she did so. "One of your dirty jerk-off books perhaps?"
I so wanted to say something, but didn't dare.
"Give it back," I said instead, standing there with my hand out, though it was immediately obvious she wasn't about to, especially when she opened it and began flipping through it instead. I put my hand down, waiting for her next malicious comment, but she surprised me as she sat there looking through my dirty magazine.
"Do women with great big tits turn you on?" She asked seriously.
I walked around the end of the bed sitting down next to her. We sat staring at the magazine together for a moment as she continued turning the pages. "Well?"
"It's not BIG tits necessarily," I began to admit. "Just that they have tits," I now said grinning. "It's not really how big they are...I just like looking at them is all."
"You mean jerking off to them," she teased half throwing the book back at me as she said that.
"Oh like you don't!" I shot back, wishing the moment I'd said it that I hadn't, especially by the look on her face, though I quickly tried changing the subject in a weird sort of direction. "You don't have enormous boobs," I now tossed out, once again catching her off guard by the comment. "But they're still nice to look at, hell...the guys tell me all the time how good looking my sister is, and you're really not even my sister either, yet they tease me all the time about how lucky I am living with you."
"They say that about me?" She asked curiously flattered by it. One thing I had always liked about Kris was, she wasn't conceited, or even considered herself all that attractive, even though she was. She'd never been stuck up about her looks, or the fact that guys very often looked at her with lust filled eyes. That was something she always thought was directed towards Susan, or Kathy, or even Michelle whenever some of the others of her cheerleading squad had come over, or she'd been hanging around with at the time.
"All the time," I assured her. "And like I said, you really do have nice looking boobs too sis."
Once again she hit me, playfully. Obviously I had seen them, though as far as she knew, only by accident. "You really mean that?" she then asked. "They're not too small?" she said thrusting her chest out to some extent. I took the moment to pointedly look at them, having been basically given permission to do so without the penalty of another hit from her.
"Not hardly," I half sighed, which did warrant a small slap, though it too was a half-hearted one. "Hell Kris, I'd jerk off while looking at your tits any day!"
That did warrant a hard one, which I got, though we laughed about it as Kris suddenly pushed against me, knocking me back onto the bed where she jumped on top of me, and began pummeling me with her fists, though not really hard enough to hurt me, which she easily could have. Finally pinning me, which I let her do as I could have easily flipped her onto her back if I'd wanted to, I lay there looking up at her chest as her breasts hovered only inches away from my face, her twin hard pointed nipples now suddenly pressing against the material of her tank top. I was half tempted to reach up and bite one through her shirt.
"Take it back!" she demanded still giggling.
"No!" I laughed back.
"You'd actually do that?" she now asked once again half seriously, once again adding..."No you wouldn't, so take it back!"
And then just as seriously I looked at her. "I would, and I already have."
Kris sat up releasing my arms, the look on her face pure surprise at my admission.
"You really have, haven't you?" She stated, though not in an angry sort of way at all, more in wonder that I actually might have.
I was in fact blushing, a flush spreading across my face, the earlier episode downstairs still too fresh in my mind, along with the somewhat enjoyable cum while watching her. Not to mention the way she was sitting on me now, her hard nipples clearly evident, and my prick suddenly stiffening again, which I only then realized she'd soon feel if I didn't move her off me. I took the offense by way of an excuse, grabbing her arms and suddenly flipping her onto her back instead, now pinning her down. She squealed in surprise, laughing again at the unexpected turn of events, though I didn't continue to sit there, using the maneuver as an excuse to stand up. My erection becoming far too noticeable if I were to stay there, turning my back towards her quickly, my hand rapidly making an adjustment in front before turning back around once again to face her. To my surprise, her eyes were focused right there when I did. My ploy hadn't gone unnoticed or undetected.



"You're horny!" she said simply only then looking up into my eyes.
"So? So are you," I said glancing down at the front of her tee shirt, forcing her to take stock in herself.
"No I'm not!" she said though she continued looking at her hard pressed nipples even as she said that. "Just because they're hard, doesn't mean I'm horny. But you...certainly are!"
At the moment she had me a bit flustered and confused. It was in fact very possible she was telling the truth. There was no reason that she actually might be, not really. After all, I was her brother, even if I was her stepbrother, and there had never been anything, or any indication ever expressed between us that would imply any other interests or curiosities beyond the normal. And now, I felt embarrassed, even a little guilty for having spied on her earlier, let alone confessing to her what I'd basically done earlier.
"I need to get my wash going," I said ending the conversation. "Mom will be back soon, and I want to get going before she gets here and finds something else for me to do, and keeps me from meeting up with the guys."
Kris stood, walking towards the door though she looked back briefly towards me. "I don't think we're finished talking about this," she stated, and then turned and disappeared from my bedroom.
**
Several days went by without anything further being said about the incident in my bedroom. On Wednesday, which was my parents bowling night, and pizza night for us, I had already ordered and taken my fare share of the pizza with me down stairs into the den to watch a little TV. Mom and dad wouldn't be home until late, which was always the case on Wednesday nights, as after bowling, they would usually sit around and visit with their friends in the bar for an hour before finally coming home. I looked forward to Wednesdays for several reasons, usually Kris went out on a date, or was with her friends most of those nights, leaving me alone. I would very often kick back with my pizza, watch a somewhat risqué movie on TV, or even if I was lucky enough, borrow an X-rated DVD or two from my friends.
I'd been planning on doing just that, having heard earlier in the day Kris talking to mom about going out shopping with Susan after school and hanging around for a while. I'd just settled myself in, had even turned on a dirty movie to watch when I heard the back door open and then close. Seconds later I heard the sound of Susan's voice along with my sister's as they headed down stairs. A simple touch of the remote hid the movie I'd been watching, though having to do that irritated me to some degree. I heard Susan's voice as they reached the landing, and then my sisters as she told Susan to go ahead on into her room and that she'd meet her there shortly after looking in on me.
"You save us any?" She asked entering the room.
"In the kitchen," I said without turning to look at her, pretending to be too absorbed in the movie I hadn't been watching.
There was a momentary pause. "Susan's here...we're going to be trying on some clothes we just got, so behave yourself," she warned me.
"Boring!" I said waving my hand over my shoulder at her still without turning to see her, and then heard her leave. The reality was, I'd have loved to see the two of them changing in and out of their clothes, though I knew that was in fact an impossibility.
I went back to watching the movie I didn't want to watch, and began munching on another slice of pizza when I heard the girls once again come back down the hall, heading towards the stairs. This time I did turn to look, and saw Susan as she actually smiled and waved at me before heading up the stairs right behind Kris. I waved back, but by then she'd already disappeared. They came back down minutes later with their share of the pizza. Once again Kris took a momentary detour as Susan headed back down the hall towards her room.
"Brought you a beer," she told me. "And there's another for you in the fridge, just make sure you drink it, or get rid of it before mom and dad gets home." I thanked her, taking it from her and saw she had four more in her hands, two each for she and Susan. I enjoyed my beer along with another slice of pizza, and then decided to go upstairs into the kitchen for the other one. As I walked out of the den, I saw the door open to my sister's room. Unlike my own, which was the main reason I'd preferred the choice of bedrooms over the one downstairs, Kris's bathroom was across the hall rather than being connected. We smiled at one another as I turned at the landing about to go up just as she appeared in the hall, heading in towards the bathroom.
"Don't forget to get rid of the bottles," she reminded me. "In fact, after you finish yours, come and get ours too and throw them out ok?"
Kris had bought the beer, so it was only fair that I should. "Ok," I said disappearing from view, though rather than going up the stairs, as it would have seemed I had done, I stood there instead for a moment, hearing the bathroom door close. But what I'd observed throughout all of this, was the door leading into my sister's room was still open.
It was risky perhaps, but I knew I'd be given ample warning, and didn't have a whole lot of time to stand there and think about it either. The moment I heard the bathroom door close and lock, I raced down the hall, thankful to be in stocking feet, and once again stood at the door looking through the crack in it just as I had done the Saturday before. Sure enough, Susan was standing in front of Kris's vanity mirror looking at herself, or rather one of the new blouses they'd just purchased together. Which is when she reached down grabbing the bottom of it, and then pulling it up and over her head. Susan wasn't wearing a bra!
Unfortunately, I had only a split second of time to enjoy the view, Susan had slightly larger breasts that Kris did, tough they were far pointer in fact than hers were, with much pinker, much smaller nipples too, though they were exquisitely pretty in an entirely different way than my sister's were. Hearing the flush of the toilet, I raced once again back down the hallway and up the stairs into the kitchen, retrieving my second beer. I stood there for several moments before taking it back down the stairs with me into the den. After I had done that, I walked to the door, peeked around it down the hallway, surprised to see the door partially open. For whatever reason, Kris hadn't closed it fully. Something I found odd as she'd always done so before whenever she'd had her friends over.
Once again, I found myself creeping down the hallway, knowing full well that should either one of them come out heading for the bathroom or anywhere else, I'd be had. But I safely reached the door, peering in through my now familiar little crack, pleased to see the two of them now standing there in front of my sister's full length dressing mirror.
Susan was a very typical blue-eyed blonde, though she wore her hair much shorter than Kris did at mere shoulder length. "I don't know...what do you think?" She said. "With? Or without the bra?"
"Let's see it without," Kris suggested as she sat on the edge of the bed looking in the mirror at her. I stood there with my tongue hanging out as Susan once again reached down pulling it up and over her head. This time she had the bra on, but quickly reached behind unclasping it, letting it fall. I was again treated to another quick glimpse of her bare breasts before she again slipped the tee shirt back on again, and then stood there turning from side to side admiring herself.
"Yes? No?" She asked Kris. "Too obvious?"
"Not as long as you don't get rock-tits," Kris teased her, which they both laughed at.
"Here, you try it, let me see how it looks on you," Susan then suggested, once again taking it off, though she now stood there bare breasted as Kris stood up standing beside her taking the blouse she had on, off. Along with her own bra. I was again treated to the sight of both of them briefly standing there topless, though Kris soon after struggled into the tee shirt, and then posed herself, turning from side to side looking into the mirror at the two of them. Susan doing so topless, completely oblivious to my presence. I stood staring at the two of them, my eyes locked on Susan's tits briefly, then glancing away, just in time to see Kris's eyes in the mirror. She was looking at me!
I froze, unable to move. There was no mistaking it either, she had seen me. For a long moment she just stood there looking into the mirror towards me, my eyes locked on hers.
"Try these shorts on," she suddenly suggested, picking them up from a pile they had on the bed. "Let's see how they look on you, and then decide which shirt might go better with them after that."
I was blown away. I couldn't have been mistaken, Kris had seen me, of that I was reasonably sure. But the fact she hadn't said anything, made an issue of it, or simply walked over and closed the door had confused me beyond imagination. She could have easily done so without alerting Susan I'd been standing there spying on the two of them. Now, I watched as Susan slipped off the jeans she was wearing, surprised to find she wasn't wearing any panties at all as she pulled them down stepping out of them and then kicking them off to one side.
"You have some panties I can wear with these?" Susan asked. "I don't dare actually wear them without," she giggled. "At least in jeans, if I get a little naughty feeling down there, it's not as noticeable."
Once again the girls laughed as Kris disappeared from view momentarily. I heard the sound of her dresser drawer opening as she rummaged through it. Susan continuing to stand there entirely naked now, looking at herself in the mirror as she waited. It seemed that Kris was taking an inordinate amount of time to locate a clean pair of panties for her friend.
"It doesn't matter what they look like," Susan said turning to face her, though I still couldn't see her myself from where I stood. "Any pair will do."
"Here, try these on," Kris said tossing them to her. I now stood there watching her as she bent over and then slipped her legs through pulling them up. I watched in pure wondrous delight as she did so, watching her full heavy breasts sway as she leaned over, jiggling quite nicely, hanging there suspended for a moment, wishing I was cupping each of them in my hands. A moment after that, Kris reappeared, she too was now naked, and something I hadn't expected to see as she crossed back in front of the mirror and now stood there as Susan slipped on the pair of shorts they had purchased. Once again, I saw Kris look at me through the mirror, and this time, she actually smiled!
I now watched as Kris stepped into a black thong, taking her time while pulling it up over her legs as she stepped into it. She then turned reaching towards the bed, grabbing a skirt with the tags still on it. This time, she looked at me without the aid of the mirror, once again smiling as she did so.
"I gotta pee," Susan announced suddenly. "Must be the beer!" The smile on my sister's face quickly disappeared as she hurriedly turned.
"Wait!" She almost yelled out a little too quickly, tossing one of the tank tops they'd purchased at her. "Put this on first, see how it looks with the shorts."
What I realized, was that Kris had just given me the one and only chance that I had to disappear back down the hall and into the den again without being seen. I turned sprinting away, easily making it, and then moments later hearing the door to the bathroom open and close. Seconds after that, Kris poked her head in through the door of the den.
"Enjoy the show?" she giggled. "And don't say I never gave you anything," she then added, disappearing before I could comment.
Minutes later, I heard the bathroom door open and close, and then heard my sister's bedroom door fully close. Susan must have done so when reentering. Even so, I stood, poking my head around the corner of the door looking down the hall and saw the cardboard carrier with four empty beer bottles sitting in it, parked just outside her door. I smiled, walked down the hall, retrieved it, and then added the two empty ones of my own and took it outside to bury it well beneath the rest of the garbage.
**
I went back to watching my movie, though I turned the sound way down so I could listen for them should they come out again. An hour later, they did, it was nearly ten o'clock by then, and Susan was heading home. She did stop at the den to say goodnight, I had a feeling that Kris had at some point told her about my semi-innocent crush on her, and had actually been flirting with me, though not in a serious way. I think she was more amused by it, though flattered by it as well to some extent, and was just a bit friendlier towards me than normal.
"Goodnight Robbie!" She said, using a name I wouldn't normally have liked hearing, but the way she said it, made me smile and grin stupidly, which I was still doing as Kris peaked in at me a moment after that before following Susan back up the stairs.
"I'll be right back...Robbie," she mimicked, and then turned before I could stick my tongue out at her.
I got up turning off the TV entirely, and then ejected the X-rated DVD from the player intending to head on upstairs to bed. There was one more small issue I had to deal with however, as I quickly folded up my spent wad inside the hanky I had used, stuffing it down into my back pants pocket. I then started up the stairs just as Kris met me coming down.
"Where are you going?" she asked, spotting the DVD I still held in my hand. "And what's this?" She said grabbing for it, though I just managed to move it out of the way before she could.
"You already know what it is," I told her, still holding it out at arm's length far away from her.
"What? Seeing Susan wasn't good enough?" she teased wickedly. "I thought you'd appreciate that a little more, guess maybe you didn't if you needed that too," she went on, making another grab for it. This time I let her take it, answering her question, which surprised her when I did.
"You...and Susan, are far more attractive and sexy looking than any of the women in the movie," I said honestly. "And it wasn't the movie I was thinking about afterwards either," I then added, though why I did, I don't really know.
"You...thought about me and Susan?" she asked curiously. "While doing what?" she then pressed smiling.
"You know damn well what," I tossed back at her, seeing her eyebrows raise over the admission.
"No way...no you didn't," she challenged. I laughed at her.
"Yes...I did," easily reaching for and taking the movie back away from her, which she didn't even fight trying to keep.
"Prove it."
"What?"
"You jerked off thinking about Susan."
"And you," I said easily, seeing the surprised look in her face.
"You jerked off thinking about me and Susan," she amended.
"Yeah, I did."
Once again she stood there looking at me. "Prove it," she said once again. Kris knew me. I'd once made the mistake of adding a few of my own things in with hers when doing the laundry in an attempt to hurry things along. She'd come down to grab her things out of the dryer, realized I'd done just that, and then began sorting out her clean clothing from mine. Almost immediately, she'd noticed the inordinate amount of clean hankies in the wash, and knew that she hadn't seen me running around blowing my nose all the time either.
I reached back into my pocket, producing the cum filled hanky I had used earlier. "Trust me...I did," I said holding it out to her, though she didn't take it of course, nor had I expected her to. She was just curious if I actually had.
She actually smiled then. "Come back down stairs in ten minutes," she told me somewhat mysteriously, "and I'll tell you something."
I wondered what that might be, but took the opportunity to head back to my room stash the movie and toss my cum-hanky in the dirty clothes hamper in my room. We still had perhaps an hour or more before mom and dad got home, as I curiously headed back downstairs to my sisters bedroom. By the time I got there, she was in bed, the sheets drawn up over herself, but it was clearly evident she didn't have anything on, on top at least.
"What were you going to tell me?" I asked sitting down on the end of her bed. Kris sat up, but she brought the top sheet with her, ensuring that she remained covered when doing so.
"I'm going to tell you a secret, something a little naughty. But I swear Rob, if this ever gets out, I'll know where it came from, and if that happens, I'll never, ever trust you again, and I'll never ever share anything with you again either if it ever does!"
"What?" I now asked curiously excited, just having heard Kris tell me it was something naughty, and something to be kept secret had me suddenly aroused with interest.
"We masturbated too!" she said almost whispering it when she said it.
"When?"
"Just before Susan left," she said grinning. "And it's not the first time either," she told me. "We've done it before."
"You have? When?"
"Not all the time, or every time she comes over either, just sometimes. Sometimes we just get horny talking about guys and stuff. It was Susan who first taught me how to use one of the vibrators she'd brought over to show me that she'd gotten. I'd never seen one, let alone used one before, so...she actually showed me how to do it!"
"No shit! Really?"
"Yes...really!"
I grinned looking at my sister. "Prove it!"
Kris laughed. Obviously it was a bit more difficult for her to prove that she had, or that they had as opposed to my being able to.
"Oh sure...how?" she giggled "It's not like..."
"Show me."
Her eyes popped wide open. "You're serious!"
"What were you two thinking about when you did...IF you even did," I continued to press acting like I didn't believe a word of it, even though I was actually beginning to.
"You really want to know?"
"Yes," I actually hissed. "Yes...I do."
"Ok...well, to be perfectly honest about it, we were thinking about you, well at least Susan certainly was, I told her about another guy I've been seeing, though I will be honest with you to that extent, it wasn't really him I was thinking about when we did it. I was thinking about you too, about Saturday when we were messing around upstairs in your bedroom. But I couldn't very well tell Susan about that now could I?" she said.
"You...you two were talking, thinking about me? Why?"
Kris giggled at that. "I told her how I thought you had a thing for her, and that you were probably at that very moment, jerking yourself off there in the den thinking about her."
"You didn't!"
"Oh yes...I did. And the thought of that actually got her horny, especially as we'd already spent half the night naked in my bedroom, which you obviously saw," she winked. "Which I did for you by the way," she then added.
"Yeah, I know that now...and thank you. But I still can't believe you told her that, or that you and Susan actually played with yourselves afterwards, in front of one another no less."
"And like I told you, it's not the first time, we've done it before, several times, and we've even done it a couple of times when Kathy and Michelle where here too!" she now added.
"No fucking shit! Really?" Suddenly this image of the four of them together, all watching one another as they played with themselves suddenly had me rock hard, and I didn't even know it yet. "Nah...no you didn't, you're bullshitting me!" I finally decided.
But I could see by the look in Kris's face she wasn't lying to me about it. She'd just told me the truth.
"Holy shit!" I said again. "I've heard of guys sharing a circle jerk...but never heard that girls did anything like that together."
"Oh? And why wouldn't we?



It was then that I noticed the subtle movement beneath the sheet Kris was covering herself with.
"What are you doing?"
"What do you think I'm doing?" She tossed back. "You told me to prove it...so I am."
"The only thing you're proving is that you can move the sheet a little," I said feeling a flood of goose bumps suddenly running up and down my spine. I sat there actually hoping that she was, and just not teasing me into believing that she was, which is something I could honestly see her doing as a way to spite me.
She laughed at that.
"What? What's so damn funny?" I asked not angry, but now more confused than ever.
"I was just about to say...I'll show you mine, if you show me yours," she told me. "You know Rob...that's something we never once did ask one another to do growing up, you realize that?"
She was right, we hadn't. "So...will you?" I asked swallowing hard as I said it.
"Only if you will...first!"
Now it was my turn to laugh.
"What?"
"You know what this feels like don't you?" I said, seeing in her eyes the same thing I was. "We never did this as kids, and suddenly sitting here like this now, I sort of do feel like a kid once again, like maybe in a way, we missed something. Here we are, almost like we're playing Doctor, you know? Only we're adults, but still...I've got this sensation this giddiness running through me. Mom and Dad coming home soon, the thought that you might actually be laying there touching yourself..."
"I am," she said emphatically, though not quite ready to prove it. "But yes, it does sort of feel like that, doesn't it? Maybe you should get under the sheet with me, then it really would."
"You serious?" I said standing up. Kris allowed the sheet to fall away from her breasts.
"Serious enough for you?" She said as I stood there staring at her exposed breasts. Almost immediately I began stripping off my clothing, Kris tossing the sheet up over the top of her head as I did so.
"What are you doing?"
"I don't want to look...not until you're under the sheet," she said giggling, honestly sounding a bit like a little girl again. "So hurry up...it's getting hot in here!"
"Getting damn fucking hot out here too," I said finally naked, and then slipped into bed beside my stepsister beneath the sheets. "Now what?"
"I'll show you mine, if you show me yours," she said once again. "After all, the fact remains, you've already seen mine anyway."
"Yeah, but not like this," I told her. My hand had already moved over towards her, locating hers, which in fact was, and had been playing with her pussy. She continued to do so for a moment longer, letting my hand rest atop hers piggyback as she continued stroking herself.
"Told you I was," she said only then slipping her hand out of her wet succulent pussy, letting mine slip inside her briefly in order to discover just how wet she truly was. A second after that, she forced my hand away, once again slipping beneath the sheet entirely. "Stay where you are..." she then said. "And no peeking."
"No peeking?"
"No peeking!" I had to laugh at that, as silly as this all was, it was damn fucking exciting too. Especially when I felt Kris's hand suddenly wrap itself around my hard stiff shaft. I quit laughing after that, because the only thing I could do, was moan.
I had very limited sexual experience, admittedly. But I had had a few hand jobs, and even a blowjob or two, though I was still yet a virgin, hard as that might be to believe. Not that I hadn't tried, I had. But so far, either the circumstances, or the girl I was seeing at the time, thought it was too early in the relationship for anything like that. Which they were right about of course more often than not. But so it was, that I was...still. But as I sat there in bed next to my sister, I began to feel sensations I hadn't thought possible of ever feeling, let alone know that I even could feel them. If they gave out gold stars for giving hand jobs, then Kris would have got the biggest, goldest one I could have ever found. She didn't just sit there and stroke it up and down like I'd experienced before with anyone else. She explored me. She explored, she touched, and she played with me in ways that I wouldn't confess doing, even to myself.
Kris tickled me, playfully. She stroked me, erotically. She fondled me, sensually. And then changed it all up, and did it again, even tossing in one or two things I'd never even thought of doing myself.
Up until now at least, a hand job was a hand job. A quick, easy, and painless way to get a guy off, help him blow his nut as a thank you for a nice dinner or a movie, or maybe even an expensive piece of jewelry or something, especially early on in a relationship. But this...the way Kris played with me with her hands and fingers warranted induction into the Hall of Fame if they even had one for sensual eroticism. If they'd had one for that, she'd have won it hands down, pun intended. But baring any of that, she certainly merited a nomination for a Nobel Prize if nothing else.
Never once in all the years of jerking myself off, or anyone else for that matter, had I been as light headed as I was now, nor as delirious with pleasure, sensitivity, or pure unadulterated bliss, as I was now feeling at this very moment. And all Kris had done was touch me with her hands and fingers. Nothing else. Not even the briefest or lightest of kisses, or flicks of the tongue on me. She had done all that and more, with the tips of her fingers, or the press of her hand.
"Fuck...Kris, you've...you've got to stop for a moment," I said fighting it with every ounce of my being. "I am way...too...fucking...close!" The head of my cock felt like it was about to explode, the juice already bubbling at the tip, I'd been leaking like a sieve anyway, the throbbing more like a heartbeat inside my cock than within my own chest.
Finally relenting, she re-emerged back beneath the sheet, though once again pulling it up to her neck.
"Ok...you're turn," she said smiling. I was bound and determined to thrill her even more than she had just done to me, even if it took me all night. "Only your hands...ok?" she said making me promise her.
"OK," I promised, though more than anything at that moment...I wanted to taste her. But I decided that the risk, especially this soon, was one I wasn't willing to take. So I would indeed pleasure her as best as I could with my hands and fingers only, and hopefully, bring to her as much joy and as much pleasure and delight as she had just given to me.
Maybe it had something to do with my being under the sheet for some reason. Obviously she couldn't see what I was doing, though she could certainly feel it. But it seemed to add, to heighten, and to certainly increase our individual sensitivities to it. But I openly played with her, exploring her in many of the same ways she had done to me. Light little fingering caresses, little twiddling touches, a press here, there, a finger just grazing, this...that. I light pinch, a tug, a pull here. Wetness, moisture, slippery, squishy decadent sounds. I was in pure heaven. The intoxicating aroma of her sweet bloom, the petals of her lips that I held pinched between my fingers like sucking lips, holding gently, firmly, tugging upon each the same. Again probing, and then lightly running dancing fingers upon, and within her, feeling her squirm, listening to the sounds of her breathing, an intake of breath, holding it. More dancing, more tickle-flicks, a quick slip of a finger, a nice easy in and out or two. A hard bead of desire, throbbing like a miniature cock, holding it...pulling it...letting go, only to recapture and then start the whole fucking process all over again. Just like she'd done to me.
"Ok! Stop! Stop!" She pleaded with me, just as I had done. Neither one of us wanting to cum yet, though oh yes...how we actually had wanted to cum. Needed to cum, desired to cum...but wanting even more to wait, until we couldn't wait...any more.
We both sat, the covers well up to our necks looking at one another, each of us still trying to collect our respective breaths.
I saw a love in my sister's eyes...my stepsister's eyes that I had never seen before. And I think she saw the same thing in mine as well.
She began pulling the sheet down and away from herself, once again exposing her delicious looking breasts to me. She continued, the sheet now coming away from me as well until we now lay there side by side, looking at one another openly, appreciatively. We didn't discuss it, talk about it, question it...nothing.
I lay there watching Kris, watching as she began touching, fingering and playing with herself. I saw the way her own hands explored, teased, moved within and without. It was a wondrous, marvelous thing she was now sharing with me, as I began likewise sharing with her.
The intimacy we all share with ourselves, can at times be more than merely erotic. It is a vulnerability we don't often allow very many others to know about, or ever see. How we pleasure, touch, and arouse ourselves is uniquely different from person to person. And it's not so much in how we do, or even in the way we do it that makes it so intimate, so vulnerable an act. The fact that we're showing someone else, other than ourselves what it is that actually feels good, is what makes it so.
Seeing Kris, watching Kris watching me, was the most, spiritual, erotic, sensual moment of my entire life. It had even gotten to the point where we were no longer watching one another doing whatever it was we were doing. We had moved closer together, our heads side-by-side on the pillow, our lips just a breath away from one another. We kissed for the first time. It wasn't even a passionate kiss, more sensual, soft, lingering as our lips met, as our tongues first tickled one another briefly before parting again. Eyes open once more, I looked into her eyes as she looked into mine, the release for us both imminent, we were both hovering on the edge now, our breaths no longer our own as we breathed back and forth for one another.
"Don't close your eyes," she somehow managed to say. "Keep looking at me...keeping looking at me when you cum, as I will, when I cum looking at you," she said.
I saw it then...don't ask me how, but I saw it. The stars going off inside her head, the pupils of her eyes as they suddenly dilated, I was seriously and honestly looking into the window of her soul, just as Kris was looking through the window into my own. I felt the eruption, the sensation to close my eyes and simply succumb to it almost too great a pleasure to endure. But her eyes held mine, as mine continued holding hers. The delicious spurts of rapturous pleasure bathing us both, the contractions of ecstasy, which surely convulsed deep within her womb, held us both spellbound, the intensity, threatening us each to black out from the pure bliss of it. But somehow we held on, held on watching one another, more intensely intimate, more vulnerable a moment, than either one of us had ever shared with anyone else.
I fell asleep next to Kris, grateful that our parents no longer came down, or into my room to check in on us. Though the sun gave fair enough warning to me, that I slipped out of my sister's bed, soon after reaching my own, well enough ahead to not raise any suspicions as the new day began. And with it, an entirely different perspective on how I felt about what had now happened between us, and where it might possibly very well go, from there.
To be continued...
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Friday was a favorite day for me. Kris and I only had classes until noon. With mom and dad both at work, it left the better part of the afternoon for ourselves, though most often Kris spent hers with the girls on her squad.
We hadn't had time to really discuss what had happened between us, though to some extent I couldn't help wonder if Kris was having second thoughts about it too. She hadn't exactly been avoiding me, but neither one of us had made a point of finding time to talk about it either.
We'd met briefly in the kitchen on our way to school, mom and dad upstairs getting dressed themselves, giving us the only real private time we'd had up until then. I stood waiting for my toast to pop up out of the toaster when Kris came into the kitchen pouring herself a glass of orange juice. I waited expectantly for her to say something first.
"Michelle's coming over after school," she informed me taking a drink of her juice. "We're going to be looking at tapes of South High's cheerleading squad," she continued. "They're our biggest competition for the championships this year. So we want to get an idea of some of the routines they'll be doing to get an idea as to how we can better prepare ourselves in competing against them in the finals."
Having told me that, she'd let me know she and Michelle would be needing to use the den, which effectively shut down my hope of coming home and playing a few video games after school.
"And I suppose that means you'd also like me to stay out of the way," I added grabbing my toast as I began to put butter on it. I had obviously turned away from her in order to do that, looking down at the counter as she spoke.
"It might be better if you weren't even here when she comes over," Kris went on, causing me to look up at her, none too happy about being asked to do that for one thing, though confused as I saw the smile on Kris's face as she stood there.
"Great, so where am I supposed to go?" I responded irritatedly.
"I didn't say you had to go anywhere," she explained without really doing so. "I just said don't be here when we do, or...if you are, don't let her know that you are here then." Kris said cryptically. She saw the puzzled expression on my face, smiling even more broadly towards me. "Unless you want to spoil everything," she tossed out.
"Ok, I'm not following any of this," I told her. "What do you mean, spoil everything?"
Kris sighed in exasperation. "Remember, I told you that once in a while the four of us have gotten together?" She stated without adding the rest of it. Suddenly this was getting interesting as I lifted my eyebrows waiting expectantly for more.
"Yeah?"
"Well just so you know, Michelle is gay, always has been."
"Michelle's a lesbian?" I stated in surprised wonder. "She sure as hell doesn't look like one!" I then added.
"Oh? And just how's a lesbian supposed to look?" Kris retorted back at me. "They're not all Butch Dykes you know!"
"That's not what I meant," I said a bit sheepishly. "It's just that she's really good looking, which you all are," I then added as I saw a brief somewhat hurt look cross her face. "I just never would have guessed that is all, but that still doesn't answer my question either. What's that got to do with my not being here when she comes over?"
Once again Kris shook her head as though I should have some sort of insight and understanding as to where all this was going.
"Because Michelle has never been with me alone before," Kris now added. "And I think she's attracted to me," she further explained. "And am not saying that anything will, or won't happen when she comes over, but it certainly won't, if she knows you're here!"
I knew my eyes were as big around as saucers upon hearing that. Already my mind trying to imagine things for one, as well as the logistics of it, which presented an immediate problem. If in fact they were to be in the den, it had no door on it for one thing, so there was no real way of spying on them without a great deal of risk in being discovered trying to peek around the wall at them.
"Little good that does me," I then told her. "Even if anything does happen, there's no way for me to see it without getting caught!"
Kris finished her juice standing at the sink rinsing out her glass. "Well, that's your problem to figure out," she told me. "But if you, or your cars here when we get here, then nothing will anyway. And like I said, not saying it will either, just saying...it might." With that, Kris grabbed her books off the table and headed out the door, leaving me to stand there and ponder the situation. As I heard Kris start up her car backing out of the driveway, it came to me. I smiled, it would require a bit of effort on my part, but I was pretty sure I had found a way.
**
There was a small play park at the end of the street. Parking my car there, I then ran on foot back to the house, letting myself in through the backdoor, locking it again afterwards. Glancing at my watch, I knew I didn't have a whole lot of time. I ran downstairs to the den and then crossed the room over towards the storage closet that was located on one side of it. There were four folding doors with slats in them that allowed the air to circulate, and kept any mold from growing inside the storage closet. Several boxes prevented me from having any sort of a decent vantage point, so I quickly stacked them a little better on top of one another, eventually hallowing out myself a place to sit in. I had already grabbed a folding chair, as I had no intention of just standing there the entire time either. Closing the doors again, I sat down, ensuring I had a reasonable view of the den, which I was delighted to see that I had. The couch sat off to the left, the TV in front of that, though at my angle, I wouldn't be able to see much of it. But that wasn't what I was hoping to see in the first place. I considered just sitting there the way that I was, but already feeling the excitement, realizing as I did how very uncomfortable that particular situation could quickly become. I slipped off my jeans along with my briefs and now sat bare-assed in my chair just as I heard the sounds of someone coming in through the backdoor upstairs. Even with muffled voices speaking I could tell it was Kris, and no doubt Michelle as well. Excited, hoping the sound of my beating heart wouldn't be heard through the doors, I waited for them to come down the stairs, which they soon did. I almost laughed as Kris walked in looking about, and then told Michelle to put in the tape into the player while she went to check on something. She soon left the room, heading upstairs, and I was fairly sure she was headed towards my room to see if I was hanging out quietly up there. She returned moments later wearing an almost disappointed expression on her face.
"Everything ok?" Michelle asked anxiously.
"Oh...ah, yeah. Everything's just fine," Kris said still sounding perplexed. "Just wanted to make sure no one was here," she told Michelle.
I heard Michelle giggle at that. They were wearing their cheerleading outfits, bright red with a big S over their breasts, short pleated skirts with a white trim running around the bottom of the hem with matching blood red panties on beneath. I had to admit, seeing the two of them wearing their uniforms was damn fucking hot, and so where they obviously as Michelle was the one to make a rather interesting suggestion.
"Will we be able to hear it if somebody does come home?" She asked.
"Oh yeah, easy...why?" Kris asked, though the tone of her voice told me she was somewhat excited by the question.
"Well if you don't mind, these uniforms are rather warm, I wouldn't mind slipping out of mine and just sitting here in my undies while we watch the video. How about you?"
Kris agreed, which made me happy, and I sat there in the darkness of the storage closet trying to keep my breathing as normal as possible, not to mention keeping myself from fidgeting too much in case I might be heard. But it brought a major smile to my face to see both Michelle as well as Kris suddenly slip out of their uniforms. They both kept their matching outer panties on however, along with their bras, but it was nice seeing the two of them just sitting there like that as Kris turned up the sound on the video, and they sat down to watch their competitions cheerleading performances.
I had begun to wonder if this was going to be as nearly exciting as I'd initially imagined it. My cock, which had been rock hard at seeing them, strip down to their underwear, was now as flaccid as normal. So far, all they'd done was sit there on the couch together watching the TV. Though I noticed Kris had looked back over the couch towards the door several times.
"You sure we'll hear it if anyone comes home?" Michelle asked once again.
"Oh yeah, positive," Kris answered. "I locked the back door for one, and it tends to stick, so not only will we hear that, but it makes a rather loud sound when it opens too. And we'd have plenty of time to get to my room, should anyone come home. But like I told you, mom and dad are at work and won't be home until well after six, and Robbie's at the mall with his friends seeing a movie."
For all Kris knew, I very well might be doing just that. It was obvious she'd been looking around for me, but I'd even parked my car around the corner and not just on the street someplace, which I'm sure she had looked for when they'd arrived.
"Cool, you care if I take this off then?" Michelle asked already reaching behind to undo her bra. "My tits are getting sweaty, and I hate that," she added.
"Not at all...go for it, sometimes mine do too," Kris then said, watching as I was, as Michelle undid the clasp, letting her white lacy bra slither down her arms before removing it. Of all the girls on the squad, Michelle had the largest breasts of them all. In addition to that, as they now fully appeared, I was treated to seeing two very prominent, very dark, and very large areolas that capped each one. To me, it was like seeing two nice fluffy pancakes sitting on top of each of her breasts with a nice-sized strawberry sitting in the middle of them. Even from where I was sitting, I could see that Michelle's nipples were hard and stiff. Like Kris, Michelle wore her dark hair long as well, though not in a ponytail as Kris usually wore hers, just free as it hung enticingly down, one section of it playing peek-a-boob with her breast.
"They're pretty good," Kris observed a moment later turning her attention back to the TV. I was somewhat disappointed when she hadn't likewise removed her bra the way that Michelle had, and wondered for a moment, if Michelle hadn't been disappointed by that too.
"Especially that blonde in the middle. That's Sharon Johnson," Michelle offered. "She's gay too," she said smiling. "Though I've never had the pleasure of eating her yet."
"Did you say eating? Or meeting her?" Kris tossed back honestly not sure to which one she'd actually said.
Michelle laughed, "Definitely eating her, though I'd sure as hell like to," she added still giggling. She then looked directly towards Kris. "You ever thought about that?" she pointedly stated. "I mean, we've all sat around watching one another finger-fuck ourselves, and if you remember the last time the four of us were together, that Susan actually fingered me a little, and I her."
"I remember," Kris said as I actually saw her face blushing. "And that was pretty hot seeing you two doing that, but no...I never have done anything more than that with another woman, no."
"Frankly, I'm surprised you and Kathy didn't do something, the two of you were sitting side by side, and watching Susan and I playing with one another that time, I thought surely you two might."
"Not that I wouldn't have, or didn't want to. I would have, but I've known Kathy longer than I've known any of you, and trust me...the fact she was even willing to do that much was a surprise. She's about as straight as anyone you'd ever want to meet. So even touching another woman would have been out of the question for her. The fact she even did what she did was amazing enough."
It was then that I saw Michelle had allowed her hand to drop down between her legs. She wasn't exactly being obvious about it, but even from where I sat, I could see she was still rubbing herself through the material of her bright red "goldies" as they called them. I wasn't too terribly surprised to find my own cock once again begin to stiffen while I sat there watching her do that either.
"You have nice boobs too," Michelle then offered, complimenting Kris on hers, though she continued to sit there still wearing her bra.
"Thanks, so do you," Kris said finally looking more directly at them, though once again she had taken a quick peek over the couch towards the door before doing so. I actually smiled upon seeing her do that. It was obvious she was still half expecting me to appear out of nowhere. Little did she know.
"I actually wish mine weren't nearly as big as they are," Michelle said cupping them in her hands now, looking down at herself. "Especially my nipples, they're a lot bigger and darker than most girls I've ever seen. I'd rather have tits like yours in fact," she then added as I watched Kris smile at the compliment.
"That's funny, I've often wished mine were a tiny bit bigger than they are," she confided.
"Oh no, you don't want that, trust me. Your size is perfect, they're very pretty. And not every guy that passes you looks at your chest first before your eyes like they do with me. At least the women look at your eyes first, and then your tits," she grinned, laughing as she said it. I watched as she looked at Kris, and then down at her tits. "And speaking of...would you mind?"
Silly as this might sound, I sat there holding my breath along with my cock. And even though I'd enjoyed seeing Michelle's tits as they sat there completely revealed, I found my excitement level rise over finally seeing Kris's boobs once again. Without saying a word, she nodded her head, smiled, and reached back around herself undoing the clasp of her bra. It came away in her hands, and she casually dropped it onto the floor beside her. Now they both sat facing one another, admiring one another's breasts.
"Oh yeah, yours really are beautiful!" Michelle stated appreciatively, and then without really asking, reached over, cupping one in her hand, hefting it as though judging its weight and softness. "God, I really do love your tits Kris, they feel so soft, yet so firm in comparison to mine. See? I think mine don't feel nearly as nice as yours do."
Michelle had actually picked up my sister's hand putting it on one of her breasts, which Kris now sat fondling at the same time that Michelle continued on doing to one of hers. "Oh fuck that feels good, sometimes I swear I could cum just by having my nipples played with they're so sensitive," she admitted.
"Yeah, mine too," Kris moaned pleasurably as she continued to finger the taut hard nipple on Michelle's breast. "Sometimes, when I'm masturbating, I do that for a lot longer period of time even before I finally touch myself. Just something about having my boobs played with, even if I do it myself, that sends all these nice, hot, naughty electrical charges down to my clit like there's a direct wire linking them together or something."
I sat, stroking my cock watching and listening to all this. The head of my prick so swollen I thought it was going to burst. The silky lubrication oozing out of my dick in thick rivulets of liquid pleasure that I began using to further stimulate myself with, rubbing it around the head and then up and down my shaft in slow fingering strokes.
"Are they doing that now?" Michelle asked, still lightly toying with one of Kris's nipples, pulling on it a little away from her breast.
"Oh yeah...especially when you do that," Kris moaned closing her eyes, and then doing the exact same thing to Michelle's tit. "I...really like that," she purred.
I now watched as Michelle lowered her free hand, allowing the tip of a finger to press firmly against the material still covering Kris's pussy, though it was evident when she did, that Kris could feel it, her moan suddenly intensifying though she once again opened her eyes. "Would you like it if I fingered you?" Michelle asked hopefully, "The way that Susan and I did it the last time?"
"Fuck, yes!" Kris mewled softly, lustfully, which caused Michelle to stand suddenly as she then quickly pulled down her goldies, along with the tiny brief matching white thong she'd been wearing. Without a word, Kris stood as well, now doing the same, and for a moment giving me a tantalizing view of the two of them standing there together entirely nude. I expected them to sit again, but they surprised me, moving close to stand there together instead. They kissed, and as they did so, I nearly lost it just watching them do that. It seemed so sensual, so erotic watching my own sister and her friend standing there with their lips pressed together, hands down between one another's legs, likewise fingering each other as they stood there doing so.
It was all I could do to keep from cumming myself, I'd had to completely let go of my prick, to even touch it at all at the moment was to invite disaster, at least the disaster of allowing myself a too soon release, though I then realized I hadn't thought far enough ahead to have brought anything with me either. A drawer full of clean fresh cum-hankies, and not a one had I brought! I didn't even have a "just in case" rubber in my wallet I could have used either like so many of the other guys did. The telltale circle of having one forever embedded within the leather, though rather than seeing that as some sign of manhood or prowess, I laughed having vowed never to do that myself. To me, all that said was, "I want it...but I'm not getting it either."
Michelle slowly began to slither down Kris's body, her finger still working her now very slick cunt however, though it had forced Kris to quit fingering hers. I held my breath, still unwilling to tempt fate with my cock, remaining untouched as she soon gathered one of my sister's nipples in between her lips and softly began sucking it. Kris put her hands on the top of Michelle's head, keeping them there, holding on for support as her knees obviously weakened. Michelle soon switched sides, paying homage to Kris's neglected breast, and then began making her way down even further, lingering briefly near her naval as I watched Michelle's tongue dart out, gently fucking it.
To my surprise, as Michelle made it obvious as to where she was now headed, Kris gently held her shoulders, moaning the words, "No...I can't not yet..." she said almost pleadingly. Michelle stood, once again kissing her, though only quickly.
"Why not? I promise, you'll enjoy it if you let me," she said wantonly.
Kris laughed. "Oh, I have NO doubt that I would!" she grinned wickedly. "But no one ever has done that to me."
"No one? Not ever? Not even your boyfriend?"
I winced at that, yet at the same time surprised by Kris's unexpected revelation. "No...no one. And no offense Michelle, as much as I'd like to feel that, and knowing you'd no doubt drive me insane if I were to let you, I want to experience that with someone I really care about first, so...I hope you understand."
"I do," Michelle said softly, only then stepping back, breaking the intimate contact they'd been sharing. "As much as I'd love to take your clit cherry, I really do understand that," Michelle told her. "And you might be surprised to know, even though I'm gay, and prefer being with women Kris, I do on occasion enjoy a nice hard cock inside me too. So you see? I really do understand, perhaps a lot more than you might realize. And I hope that won't change anything between us. Whenever you are ready, if you are...I'd love doing that for you."



"You? You've fucked a guy?" Kris laughed incredulously.
"A few," Michelle said laughing back. "Though I don't make that generally known to everyone. If I did, I'd have more men fawning over me than I'd really prefer. And I prefer picking those men I actually might consider fooling around with," she confessed.
"Anyone at the moment?" Kris wondered as they sat down on the couch once again, though I was pleased when Kris reached over, her hand once again beginning to toy with and finger Michelle's split as she lay completely on her back, spreading her legs and allowing Kris to have full and total access to her.
"You'd die if I were to tell you," Michelle said. "And not that I'd ever act on it either. But admittedly I have fantasized, and thought about him a few times."
"Come on...who?" Kris pressed curiously.
"I don't know," she said hesitating, though I could see Kris now really working on Michelle's pussy, by the way she was squirming, and the way one of my sister's hands was moving, I could tell she was really fingering her now, along with tickling her exposed clit with the other hand.
"Come on...tell me!" Kris pussy teased.
"Promise you won't freak out? Get mad?"
Kris quit working her cunt. "I promise...who?"
"Your brother, Robbie," she confessed, and I could see the look of surprise in Kris's face when she said it.
It took a moment longer before she could actually speak, though she seemed to have finally composed herself when she did upon hearing that. "Yeah, he is sort of cute isn't he?" she said. "And not like a lot of other guys either."
"One of the reasons I'd make an exception for him," Michelle stated. "And ah...you going to finish what you started here? Or just leave me hanging?"
"Oh...sorry," Kris grinned, once again toying with Michelle's pussy, as my hand once again began toying with my cock, the imminent danger finally having passed for the moment anyway. "You do know that Rob's not really my brother either, my stepbrother," she then told her.
"Yeah, I know," Michelle moaned obviously enjoying the touch of my sister's hand on her. She opened her eyes then looking up at Kris. "Hey...doesn't that mean that you could actually do something with your brother, I mean stepbrother since you're not really related by blood and all? I mean...that's not exactly incest now is it?"
"No...it's not, not really. Nothing illegal about it either, just more of a moral, social acceptability more than anything else I guess."
"So have you two ever done anything?" Michelle asked curiously. "I mean after all, you two are bound to run into one another once in a while, haven't you?"
"Well sort of, yes..." I heard Kris tell her, which surprised me. "I mean nothing major mind you, we've never fucked or anything like that, but we have played with one another...yes."
"Oh fuck, that's hot!" Michelle groaned thinking about it as Kris continued working her pussy in earnest now. I was surprised she had told her that however. "So does he have a nice cock?"
Kris laughed. "Very nice yes, not overly big...but certainly not too small either. But the one thing about it, it does get fucking way hard!" They both giggled over that, though once again Michelle was doing more moaning than giggling as Kris continued toying with her cunt.
"So would you ever fuck him if you could?" Michelle asked.
Once again, I found myself holding my breath.
"I don't know...maybe. But I also do know this, and please Michelle, keep this to yourself, I don't want his friends and buddies teasing him about this, but I do know he's still a virgin. So it might very well be, he'd rather save that, and share it with someone he really cares about, and not just his sister."
"Step sister," Michelle said reminding her.
"Yeah, well...still."
"Keep going, I'm getting closer, don't stop now...tell me more, tell me something else you've fantasized about doing with him or want to do with him."
"Like what?" Kris asked, once again paying more specific attention to Michelle's pussy as she toyed and played with it, especially her hard swollen little nubbin.
"Would you let him eat your pussy if he wanted to?" she then asked her.
Kris giggled, "Honest answer?"
"Fuck yes...please!"
"When I told you that I was sort of saving that for someone special?"
"Oh my God! You meant Robbie?"
I saw Kris's face turn beet red as she sat nodding her head. "Yeah...Rob, though I'd never ever in a million years tell him that, so don't you either! It's one thing to sort of fool around the little we have, something else entirely to take it to that level," she explained. And even though I've actually thought about it, I'm still not even sure I'm ready to ever let it go that far myself. So I might think about it, wonder about it, but I'm not sure I'd ever permit it to go to that extent."
"Hmm," Michelle moaned. "You know what I'd like to see or do."
"I can only imagine...what?"
"Would be to lick you, while Robbie was fucking you, now that...would be really fucking hot!"
Even Kris sighed pleasurably over that one. "Yeah, maybe that would be," she mused. "And maybe, that's what I'll lay here and think about when it's your turn to get me off," she openly admitted. "And speaking of which..."
"Almost," Michelle sighed pleasurably, reaching up to begin pulling on both nipples with her fingers, "Start working my clit up and down, like you were jerking off a cock," she told my sister. "Oh yeah, yeah...just like that. That's perfect! That's perfect! Keep going, keep going! Fuck...I'm almost there!"
Only a few moments later she was. I sat, watching as Michelle lifted her ass up off the couch, my sister's fingers still twiddling Michelle's clit, holding onto it, and working it just as she'd asked her to do. I could feel the cum threatening to skyrocket up my shaft, but I knew without any doubt whatsoever, that I wanted to wait. Wanted to wait to squirt, to cum, to explode, only when Kris did.
Once Michelle had come down from her exquisite high, she leaned over, pushing Kris down onto her back, and proceeded to toy with my sister's cunt in much the same way she had done to hers.
"So...you thinking how nice it would feel to have Robbie's cock sliding in and out of this wet little pussy of yours?" Michelle coaxed, "While I'm licking it?" she then added.
"Oh yes...yes!" Kris moaned excitedly, as I sat now stroking my cock, imagining it only now sliding in and out of my sister's pussy.
"Hmm, can you feel how hard it is going in and out of you?" Michelle went on, furthering the fantasy. "Can you feel it throbbing inside, wanting to cum, squirt, fill your pussy with all his hot wet sticky cream?"
"Oh fuck yes! Yes! I do! I do! I do!" Kris cried out, and it was obvious not only to Michelle, but to me, that she was at that very moment, seeing that very thing as she came.
I didn't even realize I was as well, until the wetness of my own spurtings were suddenly running down my chest. I could feel the streamers of my climax dripping down to pool on my stomach, then down around my balls, likewise covering the folding chair I was sitting on.
Once again the girls took several moments to compose themselves, and then stood as Michelle dressed, though I was pleasantly surprised to see that Kris didn't.
"Well, whenever you're ready to turn that fantasy into reality, let me know," Michelle said with a serious wink. "Because like I said, that's one of the few exceptions I'd be willing to make."
"I'll keep that in mind," Kris said smiling back, and then serious. "But remember Michelle, don't tell anyone I told you about any of this, especially about Rob's still being a virgin, ok?"
"Mum's the word," Michelle promised. "So...see you at practice tomorrow then yes?"
"Yes," Kris said, and then followed Michelle back up the stairs into the kitchen. I opened the folding doors, stood...and wandered out towards the hall where I stood listening. Hearing the back door open and then close, I stood waiting as I was fairly confident that Kris would return downstairs. When I heard her begin to do so, I stepped behind the wall waiting for her. The fact I hadn't dressed yet never crossed my mind, particularly, because I knew that Kris hadn't either, and she was no doubt on the way back down the stairs to gather up her things. She entered the room, unaware of my presence until I stepped around behind her, slipping my hands around her waist. She screamed, turned and took a punch at me, which I just barely ducked away from.
"How the fuck!"
I burst out laughing, seeing the surprised, wild-eyed expression on her face, which suddenly turned to one of complete and total embarrassment.
"You were here? The entire time? Where?"
I looked over towards the storage closet having left it open where she now saw that I'd rearranged a lot of it, making just enough room in which I could sit the folding chair. Kris followed my gaze, and then knew I had seen as well as heard everything. What she then did confused me more than anything that had happened between us so far. She cried out once again, grabbing her uniform and dashed out of the den down the hall towards her bedroom. I heard her door open, and then slam shut, the lock turned.
Dumbfounded, I stood there naked in the hallway cum still running and dripping down my legs, wondering at what the fuck had just happened.
To be continued...
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I had gone down the hallway to Kris's bedroom and knocked.
"Go away!" She called out.
"Oh come on Kris, open up. What are you so upset about? What did I do?" I asked through the door. Long moments went by without her responding, as I stood there knocking once again. "Kris?"
"Please Rob, go away, leave me alone." There was another brief pause as I stood there unmoving, which I am sure she was listening for. "I said things. I didn't think you were here. I didn't see your car," she finished as I waited for more, sobbing through her clipped short responses.
"So? I didn't hear you say anything that upset me," I responded back though I was now wondering if she was upset because I'd actually seen her and Michelle fooling around. At the moment, I was more confused by her desire to be left alone since I'd thought I'd been given an open invitation to having spied on her in the first place. And though she had confidentially revealed the fact I was still a virgin, and had even confessed to Michelle a few things I hadn't known about her either, I was still in the dark as to why she seemed to be so upset.
"Please Rob, I need to be alone for a while," she said with a measure of finality, and hearing that, I finally turned and headed back upstairs to my room.
**
By the time I had showered, dressed, and come down to the kitchen expecting mom and dad's arrival home any minute now, I spotted a note she had left on the refrigerator for them.
"Had plans for the evening, be home late. Love Kris."
It was obvious to me, she had gone out in order to avoid me, at least for the night anyway. Whatever it was that was bugging her, I'd have to let it come around in its own time knowing Kris the way that I did. I decided then to call Steve, one of the guys I hung around with to see what he was up to on a Friday night. We decided to head to the Mall, scope out the babes, grab a bite to eat and then later head over to a party that he'd been invited to. When he told me that it was Kathy who was having it, I half wondered if Kris might in fact show up to it. I had misgivings about going initially. I knew that if she did, most likely several others, if not all of their squad would also be there, including Luke and Andrew, two guys on the squad as well, one of which, Luke, Kris had actually been going out with on occasion.
We arrived at the party around 8:15, and though Kathy was a little surprised to see me arrive with Steve, we'd gotten along well enough in the past that one more uninvited guest wasn't any big deal. But when I spotted Michelle along with Susan there, they were surprised, and I caught Michelle leaning over to say something to Susan, seeing the two of them looking up and smiling at me as they did. I hadn't intended to approach either of them, and didn't, heading over to the makeshift bar that had been set up, grabbing myself a beer. As I stood there surveying the rather large crowd that had gathered, I saw Michelle heading over towards me. The fact that she was, was totally out of character. Having had my own suspicions about her confirmed by Kris, I realized why she hadn't really had all that much to do with me whenever she'd come over to the house in the past. She'd always been cordial towards me yes, but never overly friendly. Now...as she approached, she was grinning, though as she spoke, I also realized she was already feeling whatever it was she'd been drinking all night.
"Hi Robbie," she half purred grinning like a Cheshire Cat. "Surprised to see you here," she said then adding. "You come...with anyone?" She asked emphasizing the word, making me wonder if she'd done so on purpose for one as she continued to smile showing her teeth. I felt like I was being sized up for dinner or something.
"Just Steve," I admitted, and then asked. "Kris here too?" I saw a knowing look in her eyes, or thought I did, though it could have easily been my own over active imagination.
"Not yet, " she informed me. "But then Luke hasn't arrived yet either, so it's possible they'll be showing up together a bit later," she offered. "I think it's sweet that you're always looking out after her the way that you do," Michelle told me as I felt her hand reach out running a finger down my arm as she said it. "By the way, did you bring a suit?" she asked.
"A suit?"
"Yeah, you know, something to go swimming in later on," she asked inquisitively. I knew Kathy's parents had a very large swimming pool in the back yard, but I hadn't considered the fact it might be part of the festivities, especially as Steve hadn't mentioned anything about it to me earlier.
"No, I didn't."
Once again Michelle smiled at that. "Well that's ok, it's very possible that once this party gets going, you might not even need one!" With that, she turned heading back over to where Susan was standing, though I noticed that she had been looking over in our direction the entire time. Once again they seemed to whisper back and forth with one another, Michelle laughing, as then did Susan. I began wondering if coming here was such a good idea after all when I heard commotion at the door, saw Kathy greeting the new arrivals, two of which were indeed Kris and Luke as they came in together, hand in hand.
When she saw me, she immediately dropped Luke's hand, her face screwed up in real surprise though we locked eyes for only a moment. I watched her immediately scan the room, quickly locating Michelle and Susan, speaking a word at Luke, and then heading towards them. Once again I told myself that being here wasn't probably a very wise choice on my part, especially as I hadn't been exactly invited. I looked around intending to tell Steve that I'd probably leave, even though that meant a long walk home for me, saw him chatting it up with Kathy down the hall. I knew Steve had a bit of a thing for her ever since she'd broken things off with her ex-boyfriend a few weeks ago. And by the looks of it as they appeared to get a little affectionate in the hallway, it appeared to me that things were proceeding in a good direction for them. I waited, intending to let them have a moment or two more when Kris suddenly stood at my side, grabbing my arm.
"Come with me," she said all but yanking me outside towards the pool area. Once again I looked up, saw Michelle and Susan still staring at the two of us with smiles on their faces as Kris led me outside. "What're you doing here?" She asked.
"Steve," I said simply by way of response. Obviously Kris knew about Kathy and Steve's new little romance, so it answered that question anyway. "But I didn't know you were coming here tonight either," I said somewhat lamely, though it obviously made more sense that she would be as opposed to my showing up expectedly. "And you and I still need to talk," I informed her. "I still don't understand why you got so upset!"
"Yeah, later...maybe tomorrow," she said somewhat nervously looking around, and I wondered if she was in fact trying to see where Luke was, and if he was perhaps looking for her. "I don't know that you'll want to stick around here," she then added curiously.
"Oh? Why not?"
"Because...because Kathy's pool parties tend to get a little wild," she confessed. Ironically, it was at that very moment that two of the other guys that were there, came outside carrying another girl whose name I knew, but had never met. She was wearing nothing more than a bra and a pair of panties as they carried her outside, swinging her, threatening to throw her into the pool. Several others had followed watching, the chant of "Toss her, toss her, toss her!" Already beginning amongst those who'd come out.
"Too late," I said watching it all. "And besides, I'm in a mood for something wild now anyway," I tossed back at her. Kris gave me a sour look.
"Fine, suit yourself, but don't say I didn't warn you," she then added, turned, and headed back over to where I now saw Luke was standing. Seconds later we all heard the splash as Janice, the girl they'd been swinging back and forth, was actually tossed into the pool amongst several cheers and laughter. That was immediately followed by several others who now began pushing many others in, clothes and all.
"Like I said...told you, you wouldn't need a suit," Michelle said from out of nowhere. I turned at the sound of her voice, which is when she pushed. I had just enough time to grab out at her however as I lost my balance, grabbing onto the only thing that I could as I did so, which was her blouse. Almost as though I was seeing everything in slow motion, I saw her blouse suddenly pop open, several buttons on it flying off in differing directions, her bra clad breasts momentarily revealed to me along with everyone else. After that, it was the two of us hitting the water amongst several cheers and continued laughter.
We came up sputtering facing one another as we did. "Sorry!" I immediately told her, worried for a moment she'd be mad at me for ruining her blouse. Michelle was laughing however instead.
"Don't worry about it, not one of my favorite ones," she told me. "And I hadn't planned on wearing it very long either, which obviously...is now the case." It was at that moment, she suddenly held up her bra out of the water, tossing it over onto the bank, revealing to me as she did, though she was still partially hidden beneath the water that she'd just then removed it. Looking about, it was obvious that several other girls were doing so now as well, though most like Michelle were taking theirs off in the pool after being tossed in.
"So, glad you...came?" she said emphasizing the word once again, smiling at me. I began to wonder if perhaps Kris had said anything to her about my having watched the two of them together. I decided not to bring it up however in the event that she hadn't, waiting to see if she did, or elaborated on it any further. "By the way," she grinned as I felt her hands suddenly begin to lift up on the hem of my tee shirt. "Did your sister tell you anything about me?" she asked.
"Stepsister," I corrected her as she pulled it up and over my head, tossing it along side where her bra was now laying.
"Whatever," she grinned back at me, now fumbling with the belt buckle and zipper on my jeans. "So did she?"
I looked up wondering if Kris was around looking at us, but didn't see her as Michelle managed to get my pants undone. But before I could answer her question, she'd ducked beneath the water in an effort to pull them the rest of the way off. As she did, she basically pulled me down with her. Underwater, as my pants came the rest of the way off, I got a nice long look at her boobs as they floated and seemed to swim in two directions at once all by themselves. Her eyes caught mine, and she smiled, bubbles immediately exploding from her mouth in laughter. We broke surface again.
"So...did she?"
I didn't know if Michelle was fishing or what, deciding to play it safe rather than giving anything away. So I played dumb instead. "About what?" I shot back, though now I felt her body suddenly come up a hell of a lot closer to mine. Her bare breasts pressed against my chest, her hand suddenly reaching down, easily locating my somewhat flaccid penis.
"Oh nothing, was just curious," Michelle said, releasing my prick for a moment, which had begun stiffening, seconds later showing me she had likewise now removed the shorts she'd been wearing. Like me, Michelle was now entirely naked.
Though so were a great many other people in the pool now as well. And though there was still a lot of laughter going on, it had suddenly gotten a bit quieter too. Many couples were kissing, or fooling around there in the water, which became quickly evident. Even Steve and Kathy were now in the pool, no doubt feeling one another up underneath the diving board a short distance away from us by the looks of it.
The pool was starting to get a little crowded now as most everyone had gotten in, though a few had remained just standing, or sitting outside watching everyone else. I noticed however that Kris and Luke weren't amongst them, they were obviously somewhere else together, and my mind began wondering if they hadn't in fact gone off into one of the bedrooms together instead of staying out here.
Michelle's hand was starting to have some effect on me too as I rapidly stiffened as she continued fondling me beneath the water. "Finger me...make me cum," she then said continuing to stroke me with one hand, taking my hand in hers with the other, guiding it towards herself. In the next instant, she had placed it upon her split, easing my middle finger inside her. I was surprised at how wet and slippery she was beneath the water. "Oh yeah, yeah," she moaned softly against my neck. "Play with it, finger it," she groaned hotly. I began doing so, easing my finger in and out of that tight slick little crevice, all the while looking about at the others in the pool with us. Steve had in fact lifted Kathy up, she now held onto the end of the board out of the water, her bare breasts clearly revealed to everyone as Steve reached up, playing with them, pulling on her nipples as she hung there excitedly, giggling unabashedly without any inhibitions whatsoever as he did so.
"I wouldn't mind doing that myself," Michelle said looking over at the two of them. "But unfortunately, Kathy is very...very, straight," she said, basically admitting to me that she was also attracted to women, looking at my face now for any sort of a reaction. I guess there wasn't enough surprise in my face as she said that. "So...Kris HAS told you a few things, hasn't she?" she stated. There was no point in denying it now.
"Just a little," I admitted, digging my finger a little deeper inside her as I said that, feeling her squirming around on it as I worked it in and out of her, teasing her clit simultaneously. She was moaning quite obviously now, almost humping herself against me in the water when I looked up just in time to see Kris step outside. Luke wasn't with her as she did so. I saw her spot Michelle and I, a hurt look on her face when she did, though she also smiled at seeing me. She walked over kneeling down near the diving board as Kathy swam over to the bank in order to talk to her. They spoke for a moment, and then Kris stood walking back inside without looking back again.
"Don't stop!" Michelle said suddenly, making me realize I had. "I'm nearly there!" she informed me a second after that.
I continued, though my head wasn't in it, which surprised me. Here I was with a gorgeous bare-naked woman in the pool, my finger buried to the hilt inside her wet slippery pussy, and I was worried about Kris having seen the look on her face as she spotted Michelle and I obviously fooling around beneath the water. Only moments later, Michelle was indeed enjoying a sweet little climax, going so far as to bite on my neck as she came, somewhat muffling the ecstasy of her pleasure when she did.
To be honest, I was surprised to discover that I'd actually gotten flaccid again, even though I had stood there fingering Michelle to a nice little cum. As she stood gathering herself there in the water, I stepped over towards the bank intending to climb out.
"Where are you going?" she asked.
"I need to get something to drink," I told her with half a smile, Kathy and Steve just then reaching her at the same time. I used that moment as they stole her attention from me, climbing out of the pool, gathering my clothing. I then grabbed a dry towel, several of which, Kathy had placed around the pool earlier. Wrapping one about my waist, I walked inside the house. Susan, stood next to the bar sipping a beer, likewise with a towel wrapped about herself though she hadn't gone into the pool yet. I walked over to her.
"Hey Susan, you know where Kris is?" I asked curiously. With another one of those somewhat knowing looks, she answered.
"Yeah, she left. Something about a headache and not feeling very well. Luke wasn't too happy about having to take her home either, though he said he'd be back. I think...they've been fighting though, which is why she probably left."
"Where's the bathroom?" I asked holding up my wet clothing. "I think I'm probably going to leave here too," I then told her, knowing she'd no doubt pass the word along to Michelle that I had. Susan smiled, though she didn't say anything more to me about that, just pointing out where the bathroom was.
"Well, when you see her, remind her that we're coming over tomorrow night to work on those new cheers," she told me. "And tell her...I hope she's feeling better."
"I will," I said heading off to the bathroom. I soon changed back into my wet clothes, and though it was a good half hour to forty-five minute walk home since I hadn't driven myself, it would at least dry out my clothes as the evening night was still hot by the time that I got there.
It was just past eleven when I did. Not too surprisingly, all the lights were off. Mom and dad were no doubt in bed already, it was "fuck night" for them as Kris and I had come to know it, which meant they'd retired early themselves and wouldn't be making an appearance again until morning. I let myself in, the overhead stove light the only thing on in the kitchen, quietly opening the door, and then stood in the hallway trying to decide if I should just go upstairs to my room, or downstairs and see if Kris might still be up and awake, and wanting...or even willing to talk if she was.
I decided on the later.
I crept down the stairs quietly. Reaching the landing, I turned listening, looking. There was a very dim light still coming from under the door in her bedroom, though her door was closed. I walked over to the door and stood there listening for a moment, but all I could hear was the sound of water falling. Kris had one of those expensive moving pictures that she'd been given as a gift a while back. A gorgeous photo of a falls somewhere over in the Hawaiian Islands, it even looked like it was real though in miniature, with the soft sounds of water falling coming from it, which was powered by batteries. I tried the knob on her door, surprised when it turned in my hand. She hadn't locked it. Normally, I would have knocked out of respect for her privacy, something we both did. But this time I didn't, not wanting to run the risk of her getting up, locking it instead, and telling me to go away again. I turned the knob the rest of the way quietly, opening it, and then peering in. What I saw took me totally by surprise.
Kris was naked, she was half kneeling there on her bed, her face buried between her pillows, panting hotly. One hand was down between her legs, where she knelt fingering herself, totally oblivious to my presence, though I had been extra careful when coming down the hallway, and then eventually opening her door. Quiet as a mouse, I stripped off my still slightly damp tee shirt and jeans, placing them carefully and quietly there on the floor, now stepping all the way inside her room, closing it behind me. Kris continued to kneel there teasing and pleasuring herself, completely unaware of my presence. I stood for several long moments, just watching her, wondering if what I was about to do would freak her out or what. But seeing her there the way she was, had already made the decision for me, right or wrong, and I was willing to accept whatever consequences came my way because of it.
Literally tip-toeing my way over towards her, the only sound being the waterfall and Kris's still panting breath as she edged nearer and nearer to climax, I leaned over inch by inch, and then kissed the softness of my sister's ass.
If she'd have been a cat, she'd have gone five feet straight up in the air, performed a series of twisting summersaults, and still landed on all four feet again before tearing off in a blur. The point being, she wasn't. What she did do however was kick out straight back while turning, though she did at least manage to do all that mid-air. Her foot, or maybe both even, though I was in too much pain at the moment to clearly remember, had caught me square in the balls. All I remember was being thrown back away from the bed, landing on the floor where I curled up in a tight little ball holding onto myself, tears mixed with stars filling my head. And the sound of this far away echoing voice, which I believe, was my sisters.



"What the fuck are you doing here?" At least I think that's what she said. Though it sounded more like "Whthfuckrudohere!" All one word. Unable to answer her, let alone breathe, I just lay there moaning, trying to remember who I was, and what I was doing there in the first place when I suddenly felt her kneeling by my side. Words finally starting to reach me as she spoke, a bit more calmly this time.
"I'm sorry Robbie, are you ok?" she asked softly, though her next sentence had gone up a full octave, "But you scared the shit out of me!"
I was almost surprised that I literally hadn't, though again checking myself to see if I had, relieved to find I hadn't, though wondering now if I still had any balls left. I wouldn't have been at all surprised to find them dangling on the doorknob behind me as hard as she'd managed to kick me.
"Fuck Kris...I'm sorry," I just managed to say through gritted teeth.
"Bet you are!" she said seriously, though I then actually heard her laugh, though she was still trying to be somewhat apologetic about it too. "Next time you decide to try something like that, try telling me first!" she said trying to keep it together.
"If there will ever even be a next time," I said finally able to sit up somewhat though my hands were still down between my legs, checking to see if I actually had been seriously injured. My balls were still smarting, throbbing in a bad way as I looked up. But admittedly, it was ironically pleasant to see my very nude sister kneeling there beside me, a worried look on her face, though one corner of her lip was turned up as she fought to hold a smile.
"What are you doing home anyway?" She then asked. "I thought...you were having a good time at the party!"
"I came home to talk to you," I then said. "And no...not really," I said answering the second question.
"With what....your dick?" she asked me pointedly. "Or are you in the habit of just being naked whenever you want to sit down and talk?" she then asked me.
"Well, that was my original intention," I assured her. "Until I saw you, and then after that, maybe I was thinking more with my dick than with anything else, but you certainly taught me that probably wasn't a very wise choice."
She did laugh then.
"Here, let me help you up," she offered, taking my hand and putting it around herself as she stood, helping to lift me and then leading me over towards her bed where we both collapsed down onto it unceremoniously. "I just hope you didn't wake up mom and dad, you certainly landed hard enough."
"So did you," I reminded her, once again looking down to see if I was bleeding, or had broken anything. It still felt like it.
"Let me see..." she said pushing me down onto my back. Though she could have managed that with a single finger, all the strength had gone out of me as I flopped onto her bed on my back.
I felt Kris's hand on my now extremely flaccid prick, though she gently waggled it a little. "Well...nothing look's broken at least," she said looking me over, though my balls still felt like cracked eggs. "Want me to kiss it better for you?" She half chuckled.
"Yeah, would you?" I chuckled back, not really meaning for her too, nor certainly expecting it either. But that's when I felt her lips press lightly against the tip of it, doing just that. But she didn't leave it there either. In the next instant, I felt a second kiss, this one a bit further down on my shaft, and the next on my still very tender ball-sack, though she seemed to be even gentler there when doing it. Needless to say, I was as limp as a wet noodle. So when I felt Kris's mouth totally engulf me, I was surprised to say the least, not that she couldn't, like I said...at that moment there wasn't enough meat there to even come close to doing that. But what had surprised me, is that she'd done that in the first place.
"Kris..." I moaned, whatever pain I'd once felt or had been feeling, suddenly gone in the twinkling of an eye, now replaced by an entirely different sensation. "You don't..."
"Shut up," she mouthed around me. "Don't say anything, not now anyway. We'll talk later."
What she had once done to me with her hand, she now did to me with her mouth and her lips, only this was ten times better. I was again seeing stars, only this time, I could truly appreciate them. Unlike any time I'd ever felt previously with anyone, the sensations I now felt took me to places I never even knew existed. Her lips were velvety soft, her tongue (unlike a cats) was slippery soft, lapping at me with fleeting little tickling strokes between equally soft loving sucks and kisses that soon had my once small dinky little prick, now standing proudly at full staff. So much so, that Kris could no longer hold the entire length of it in the palm of her hand.
"Better?" she now asked as she continued running her tongue up and down the length of it, nibbling gently on the swollen, now angry (pleasurably so) looking head of it.
"Oh fuck yes...much!" I just managed to moan through once again gritted teeth, but this time doing so pleasurably, trying to will myself from not succumbing to the intensity of this erotic sensation.
Able to sit up now without any pain whatsoever, I did so, watching her as she lovingly paid homage to my prick. I enjoyed the view of her lovely firm breasts dangling beneath her, especially when she took one of them, holding it in her hand, rubbing it up and down the length of my cock, even going so far as to press her hard extended little nipple into the tiny eye-slit of my dick as though trying to fuck it. I watched when she pulled it away, a thin sliver of stringy pearl-like cum dew clinging to it, which she quickly used to smear and tease the tip of her nipple with before repeating the entire process with her other breast.
Kris soon after went back to gingerly licking and sucking me, my once sore tender balls, now tightening with pleasured expectation, the tingly hint of eventual release only then beginning to make itself known. I was close now, wondering if perhaps I should warn her, but she seemed to already sense it herself.
"I want to watch you actually cum this time," she told me softly. "I want to feel it on my breasts when you do," she then added. She licked and sucked me only a moment more, the eruption evident as I fought against it, her lips finally vacating my shaft as she knelt above me, now holding and aiming my rock hard prick between her tits. All I did was look at her, my eyes saying it all as I came, Kris quickly glancing down, watching the first spew of my cream as it leapt from the head of my dick, splashing against her breast in a series of thick copious discharges that never seemed to end as one after another continued spurting against her until it was dripping off her like melting icicles. Only after she was sure that she'd milked out every last drop from my still throbbing prick did she roll over onto her back. I lay, trying to catch my breath, watching as she ran her hands over and through the lake of spunk I had coated her breasts with. Massaging her breasts, covering them entirely, she then took some of the excess, running her hands down between her legs where she began coating her beautiful bare swollen pussy lips with it as well. I could only lay there mesmerized, seeing Kris as she playfully used my cream to further pleasure herself with. I watched as she spread her lips even further apart, her tiny little nodule of bliss popping out, all pink headed and glistening as she swabbed it with a sticky coated finger tip, feeding it my cream. She moaned pleasurably as she did so, causing me to roll over onto my side, reaching out towards her in order to help, though she stayed my hand.
"No, not this time...just watch," she said hotly aroused.
And I did watch. I watched as Kris touched herself for me, watched as she took the essence of my very being and slid some of it inside herself with her fingers, or continued rubbing it, stroking her hard little clitoris like a tiny cock until she began shaking uncontrollably, the tremors of pleasure now seizing her body in an involuntary fashion. I heard her breath once again begin to pant, the tiny little catches in between alerting me to the fact she was nearing her orgasm, my hands now seeking out her breasts. Kris at least allowed me this one minor joining to her as she came, my fingers now holding, rolling, lightly pinching her hard stiff nipples as she cried out vocally, allowing the sweetness of her pleasure to boil over deep within her gut, rolling out in low deep-throated tones until the music of that specific sound became one note, which she held for a very, very long time.
**
We lay, just holding one another for a very long time after that. I think we had both even slept for a while, waking up at the first movement, no matter how minor or subtle it had been, dosing off again, still holding, still listening to one another's hearts beating as we lay side by side.
Long before the sun rose however, Kris woke, gently waking me up. "Rob, you need to go back to your own room," she said shaking me awake. "Dad will be up soon for his weekly golf game, and then so will mother," she reminded me unnecessarily. And though I didn't want to, I soon after rolled out of bed. "How about I come back down after they've left?" I suggested hopefully.
"Not today," she said tiredly. "I've got a lot going on myself today too," she quickly added. "And...you and I still need to sit down and talk at some point," she then expressed. "Things are getting a little out of hand," she then added suddenly putting a damper on the entire evening we'd just spent together. Once again, I got the distinct impression that Kris was having misgivings about the little we had done. "And before things go any further, if they even do, we need to sit down and talk about it," she told me, all but escorting me towards the door as she did so. "So scoot...before dad gets up and sees you running around the house naked!" At least she did smile at that.
I had gone up to my room and immediately fallen asleep for another two and a half hours before waking up. When I did, the house was quiet. Not at all unexpectedly, I knew by the time that dad was out on the course, mom was half way across town visiting with her own girlfriends, and though I couldn't hear it, I assumed that Kris was perhaps finishing her wash and most likely by now folding it and putting it away. I came downstairs needing a cup of coffee, paused at the kitchen window looking out, and saw that my sister's car wasn't in the drive. It was now obvious no one was home at all. I walked over to pour a cup of coffee and saw a letter with my name on it propped up against the side of the coffee maker. I continued pouring my cup, then opening the envelope and sat down to read what Kris had written.
"Robbie," she began, something she very rarely called me personally, usually only when she was trying to keep things light between us, but it was also a habit she'd begun using whenever she had bad news to tell me too. Already I had a sense of foreboding as I continued. "As much as I enjoyed last night, as well as the last time we were together, I've sat here thinking about where it might be leading us both. As I did, I realized that nothing can come out of it except for heartache, for either one of us. I recalled the way you looked with Michelle, and admittedly I was jealous, and I had to ask myself why it was that I was. I have no right to be, any more than you have any right to be over me with whomever I may see or date in the future. We both know that to get any more deeply involved in fooling around, as much as we both might want to, it isn't going to do either one of us any good."
I took a breath, looked up, peering out the window, not wanting to read the rest of the letter, but I found I couldn't not either.
"Now, having said all that. I also know the temptation is too great to ignore either. And I know deep down inside that I can't refrain from wanting to continue, to feel and know the excitement I've felt in being with you. But I can't trust myself, nor you for that matter to leave it as such, not taking it any further than we already have. I do think this, and it's up to you to decide for yourself now if you can agree to this or not. Though I will leave it entirely up to you. As I'm sure you now know, I spoke with both Susan and Michelle at length about this yesterday just before I came over to Kathy's party. I told them both some of the things we've done and talked about yes. Though I didn't tell Michelle that you were in the closet watching the two of us when she came over. I did however, tell Susan that I later discovered you watching us in the bedroom when we were trying on clothes. She got rather aroused at knowing that you had, as did Michelle, especially after the things we shared together. Anyway, I told them that I didn't have a problem doing "some" things with you there, provided they were as well, so that nothing else would then happen between us beyond that which we've already done. It's the only way I know that I can keep myself in check around you Robbie.
"So like I said, it's entirely up to you now if you can't or won't agree to this. But I am on my way over to talk to Michelle and Susan about it. They've already agreed it might be fun and exciting to include you the next time we're together. And in fact, the opportunity to do that would be tonight. As you know mom and dad are going over to Mark and Joanne's place for dinner and to play cards this evening. I've already told them that the girls are coming over to work on our new routines while they're gone. So again...it's up to you. They're coming over at seven. If you're there, then know you're welcome to come down to my room and party with us. If you're not...I'll certainly understand and accept your decision Robbie, but you need to know, if you don't think you can do that, or want to, then we can't ever mention this subject again. I can't keep doing that, or this under those circumstances. As long as I feel like it's not just you and me, one on one, then maybe I can deal with it a lot better, since I know under those conditions, we're both aware it's not going to go any further between us. So...if you're here and decide to join us after they arrive, then we'll take it from there. If not...then let's both accept the situation and not bring it up again, nor tempt one another after this either ok? Anyway, think about it Robbie, whatever you decide is fine by me too. Love, Kris."
I sat thinking about what I'd just read, and then read the letter again twice after that. I couldn't believe what I'd just read, and was now thinking. There wasn't a single guy friend that I knew or had that wouldn't jump at the chance to be in my shoes. To participate in what was obviously a mini-orgy with three very attractive and very beautiful women, which also didn't mind fooling around and touching one another either, was the kind of thing that wet-dreams were made from. And yet, as much as I did find both Susan as well as Michelle very, very attractive, and certainly exciting enough, it was the thought of Kris, my own sister, or rather stepsister as I once again reminded myself, that aroused and excited me the most.
I went back upstairs to my room, slipped back into bed, saying to hell with the laundry and chores I still had remaining to do. I had a lot to think about, and seven o'clock was a long way away, a very long ways away.
To be continued...
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I'll Show You Mine, If You Show Me Yours Chapter Four
I had gone outside and mowed the front and back lawn trying to keep myself busy. But the entire time, I replayed her words over and over inside my head. Kris had made it clear to me that she couldn't, or wouldn't rather...continue on with a one on one situation between us. To some extent, I understood her reasoning. But the truth of the matter was for me at least, I had already come to accept that I had much deeper feelings towards her than I perhaps should have.
By the time I had finished, I was no closer to a decision nor an understanding of what I was going to do by the time seven o'clock rolled around. She'd stated that she had gone to discuss all of this with Susan and Michelle. And though Michelle had made it clear enough that she was more than interested in messing around with my being there, I wasn't as sure that Susan would be. I sat pondering over the very real possibility that I could find myself enjoying three very beautiful women together, one of which was my own stepsister Kris. And now according to what she'd given me to know, it would be the only way I would ever be able to enjoy being with her again too.
It was a very strange, very odd position that I now found myself in. To anyone else, at least the guys I knew and hung out with, they'd have jumped at the chance at something like this. I was considering it merely because it was the only way I'd ever be with Kris again. And even then, I still wasn't at all sure as to what that might include, or not include.
It was just after six when I headed back upstairs to shower. Mom and dad had just left for the evening for dinner and cards with their friends. They'd left word they'd be out late as they usually were, letting me know that Kris, Michelle and Susan, along with myself would have the entire place to ourselves. Even as I showered I knew they'd be arriving anytime now, and my appearance downstairs in Kris's room would signify my acceptance of her terms and reasoning. I knew as I toweled myself dry, that if I did indeed go down to her room, it meant I'd accepted those terms and had agreed to them. Whatever happened then between all three of us, would mean there was no going back. If I didn't join them, then Kris would likewise accept my decision, and that meant there would never again be any possibility of ever doing anything with her again either.
I sat on the bed looking at the clock on my dresser. It was 6:55; I'd heard the girls arrive well over ten minutes ago. They're normal laughter, joking about, and the familiar sounds I had always heard when they'd come over before were the same as they'd always been. Why I thought it would be any different, for whatever reason, annoyed me. In a silly way, I felt like they should have been more subdued on their arrival or something. At least that Kris would have been perhaps if not the other two girls. But her laughter, her frivolity had sounded the loudest of them all as they eventually took their banter downstairs with them. Only after that, did the house once again become quiet.
I sat watching the minute hand slowly creeping towards seven. Rather than aroused, excited, anxious yes...I felt more like a condemned man on death row instead. If I stayed, I was throwing away any chance I had of seeing, and enjoying any form of pleasure with Kris again. If I went, I would have that and more...but I would also never have, enjoy, or ever hope to further the intimate closeness I thought Kris and I had been well on the way to having together.
"Fuck!" I said standing up. It was a minute past seven now. Having felt the gradual almost unwanted arousal growing between my legs, I knew then that my decision had been made. I took one last look in the mirror at myself as I opened the door and headed downstairs towards Kris's bedroom. The eyes I saw looking back at me when I did were no longer my own.
**
The only thing I had worn was a pair of cutoff jeans and nothing else. I had no idea what to expect really as I stood there outside her door, but I figured whatever it was, whatever happened now, I wasn't going to waste time with any more preliminaries either. If this was how it was going to be between us, then I was prepared now to submerse myself into it fully and completely. Even as I prepared to knock on her door, I listened momentarily, no sounds coming through that indicated what was taking place on the other side of that door. The fact I couldn't hear much of anything spoke volumes. I'd have expected to hear the continued sounds of laughter, their talking, and their normal, typical female silliness as I saw it happening inside. There was none of that.
I knocked. One tap, and then two quick ones.
Long ago Kris and I had agreed upon a signal alerting each of us as to who was outside the door. Though there wasn't any real concern about mom and dad coming back for any reason, especially as they'd left well over an hour ago now, I still knocked the way I always had, letting her know in an instant I was there. The door opened. Kris stood, beautifully and wonderfully naked, surprising me to some extent as I hadn't really expected to find her, nor the other two girls so surprisingly displayed. But displayed they were, especially as I stepped in, Kris now closing and locking the door behind me as I did so.
One of the reasons things had been so quiet, at least to some extent anyway, was the fact that Susan lay on the bed, Michelle comfortably positioned between her legs. She looked back towards me briefly as I entered, as had Susan. Both wonderfully naked, Susan at the moment consumed by whatever magic it was that Michelle's lips and tongue was performing on her wet succulent pussy. The very sounds of which I could now easily hear as I stood there. I wondered briefly what role that Kris might have been playing before my arrival, which she then answered to some extent as she stepped back towards the bed, climbing on, and then moving back to where I imagined she had been before coming in.
"Help yourself," she told me, leaning over to again capture one of Susan's sweet pink-tipped breasts between her lips, gently sucking on her hard puckered nipple. I don't even remember doing it, but I unbuttoned, and then unzipped my jeans, feeling them fall down around my ankles as I walked towards the bed stepping out of them. In seconds, I had joined them, reaching out to capture one of Susan's magnificent breasts within my hands, likewise now licking, and flicking it with my tongue just as Kris was doing.
"We're all glad you came," Michelle said pausing briefly as she looked up towards me, just her eyes revealed as her mouth remained hidden, still hungrily devouring the succulent sounding garden of her friend even as she spoke to me.
My initial reluctance at coming downstairs to Kris's bedroom had evaporated like dry ice on hot asphalt. The pure sensuality of participating to the degree I now was, had planted the seeds of acceptance, cultivating the bloom of reasoning as it began to sprout within my mind and soul, just as my cock stiffened, sprouting in its own natural normal way as I sat there sucking one of Susan's tits. With my free hand, I reached over, cupping one of Kris's breasts as well, hearing her pleasured sigh, the smile that now appeared on her face as I did so. The worry and concern I had seen upon entering, now gone. For the moment at least, I was content with that as I playfully fondled Kris's hard extended nipple between my fingers, my lips once again tickling and teasing one of Susan's. Susan moaned and sighed pleasurably beneath us as Michelle continued on, happily and excitedly lapping away at her friend's sweet naked cunt.
How long she'd been actually doing this I had no idea, but perhaps my mere presence, finally joining them had heightened her arousal to the level that orgasm for her seemed imminent. Susan suddenly sat up, her eyes opening wide, and then just as quickly closing. The deep-throated cry of release, followed by her back suddenly arching, thrusting her hips, her pelvis wantonly against Michelle's face. Kris and I turned looking at one another, seeing Susan climaxing somehow reminded us both of the exquisite joy we'd both given and shared with one another previously. Even as she let go of Susan's breast, now reaching over, her hand wrapping itself around my hard stiff cock, I could only wonder just how far she was willing to go here with me, what she would allow herself to do, or me to do, especially with a captured audience watching us when we did.
"Fuck that was nice!" Susan said finally coming out of her revelry. "That almost...and I said almost, has me reconsidering my gender choices," she laughed as Michelle finally rose up coming over to give her a kiss, sharing the taste of her own pussy with her as she did so.
"So...who's next?" Michelle sat grinning at Kris and I.
I don't know what they'd discussed, talked about, or had decided upon, but I wasn't about to sit there and wait to find out either. I had already made up my mind as to what I wanted to do, whether Michelle and Susan where there or not. Before Kris even realized my intentions, I moved over towards her, pushing her back onto the bed. She looked up towards me in surprise, began to speak, which at first sounded a little like a worried protest, but I quickly kept her from doing so by kissing her deeply. I think that act itself both startled as well as surprised the two girls. I heard Michelle gasp, just as Susan giggled at the sudden unexpected sight of me now lying on top of Kris, kissing her passionately and thoroughly. At first Kris struggled against it, as though trying to decide if this was part of what she wanted to do, but then she gave in to it, kissing me back just as passionately as I was kissing her.
"I wonder if he eats pussy as well as he obviously knows how to kiss?" Michelle said curiously, breaking the mood and the moment to some extent. Only then did I feel Kris's hands release themselves from around my neck, onto my chest, finally pushing me off and away from her.
"I guess, she's about to find out," I said simply, and once again moved before anyone really knew what I was about to do. Once again Kris moved as though she might actually roll off the bed, but I seized her legs long before she could do that, settling in between them, one hand on each thigh, spreading her apart as though fighting with her over the wishbone of the turkey like we'd done in the past. I felt her begin to fight me, a vain attempt at dislodging me, her legs trying to come together, but I held her even more firmly, far stronger as I splayed her apart obscenely, decadently, holding her in place.
"No!" I said looking at her directly. "You and I both know what you said, what you meant...and if this is the only way that I can hope to know this, to share this with you, the way you've done for me, then so be it!"
Whatever hesitation she might have had, whatever emotions she might have been struggling with, simply melted away in that moment. I now lowered myself comfortably between Kris's legs, which now remained parted, even spreading a little as I settled myself in. I closed my eyes, wanting to focus that first initial touch of my tongue to her most feminine of places. She was slick, already very much so, her arousal evident as I ran my tongue up her groove, the headiness of her aroma assailing my senses as I did so. But it was the sound of her delighted cry, her voice catching, her breath suddenly lost as my tongue slowly worked its way up her delicious center. I stopped briefly at her clit, her precious little pea sitting there expectantly waiting as I consumed it, lapping at it tenderly before continuing the journey back down, once again savoring the sweetness of her now very abundant fluids as they began leaking out of her in wanton need and desire.
"Holy shit!" Susan moaned, now sitting near Kris's head as she lay on the bed. I finally opened my eyes, glancing up, watching her as she and Michelle both sat watching me, watching us. Susan stroked her own breast, one hand disappearing down between her legs. And though at the angle I was currently in, I couldn't see much of what she was doing, her subtle hand movements gave away the fact she was indeed playing with herself, just as Michelle was now doing. "Is this hot...or what?" she moaned pleasurably.
I heard Michelle giggle in response. "Even I have to admit that it is," she proclaimed. "As much as I enjoy doing that myself, and have always wanted to be the first one to go down on Kris here, seeing Rob doing it, is erotic as hell. And it would appear by the expression on her face, that she's very much enjoying it too!"
Kris was. I could tell that much myself. Not by her sighs of pleasure even, but how the goose bumps seemed to appear everywhere at once, my hands suddenly riding on waves of them as they chased one another up and down her legs. The way she quivered beneath me, uncontrollably so, the fluids that now ran from her in tiny little rivulets of pre-orgasmic joy. The catch of her breath, the bounce of her ass, which my hands now held firmly, sliding beneath her as I helped to raise her sweet succulent split upwards, driving into her with my face.
"Fuck!" Michelle squealed delightfully. "For someone that's never done this before, he's sure as hell a quick learner by the looks of it!" She exclaimed.
Though hearing the praise from someone like Michelle, an obvious expert at cunnilingus, it was my own sisters welcomed praise that I derived the most pleasure in getting, and not through her words, but through the continued gasps, shivers and quakes of her entire being as I devoured her inside and out with my lips, mouth and tongue.
"Oh my God!" She finally allowed herself to expel, the words coming out of her mouth like a runaway freight train, repeating them again, over and over. "Oh my God, oh my God, oh...my...God!" she screamed the last, the explosion which now overtook her, the intensity of which had been so unexpected, unannounced when it came. Whatever I had done, however I'd been doing it, had obviously been the right thing. Capturing her blood engorged clit between my lips, I held it, sucking it like a tiny finger, my tongue lavishing the surface of it even as I did so, thrumming it, stroking it, somehow holding on to it as she thrashed, now bouncing about almost wildly. Only when her hands came down to rest themselves on my head did I sense her signal, the all too sweet tenderness settling in. And even then, I didn't part from her, the faintest, lightest touch of my tongue tip, still connected to her, resting against her as she fought to regain her breath and sense of awareness.
She would later tell me when we were alone, that she had felt much like a bowl of thawing Jell-O, as she lay there, unable to move, to lift her arms, or even to raise her head. So great had been the ecstasy of her pleasures, the all-consuming joy of her orgasmic release.
Almost comatose, Kris lay quietly beneath me as I finally sat up, my sister's sweet essence still coating my lips. As one, both Susan as well as Michelle moved towards me, their intentions now obvious. As they did so, I again glanced towards Kris, though she lay unmoving, as though she was uncaring, yet she must have sensed the movement around her, especially as Susan spoke.
"Now...it's your turn!" she challenged hotly. Hard, and about as stiff and erect as I could ever remember, I let the two of them now force me onto my back. Almost immediately two pairs of hands began fondling, stroking, and teasing me mercilessly. Admittedly aroused, I lay there allowing them to do that, quickly succumbing to their ministrations, moment's later feeling yet a third set of hands that forced me to open my eyes, seeing Kris who'd now joined her two friends. The playfulness of that moment causing me to laugh now as well, just as they were. I felt Michelle wrap her hand around the base of my shaft, watching and then feeling Susan as she placed hers next to Michelle's doing the same. And though there wasn't quite enough of my shaft remaining for Kris to do that too, she instead grabbed the tip with her fingers, reminding me of days gone by when choosing up teams for a baseball game. It was the exact same way we would very often hold the bat. The last, like Kris now, gripping what was left as everyone else let go, an opposing team member kicking at the bat with their feet, trying to dislodge the hand. I laughed out loud.
"What?" The girls asked.
"Let's just say, I had a momentary panic, wondering whose foot might kick the bat being held," I tried explaining. The reasoning of which, went over Michelle and Susan's heads, though Kris now caught on, laughing hysterically herself.
"I promise, no more kicking," she told me. "Provided you warn me first before you do anything," she then added.
Only then did the other two catch on, already having heard the story earlier of what I had so stupidly done, and how Kris had unintentionally nailed me between the legs, nearly knocking me out.
"Only kisses, lots and lots of kisses, sucks, and licks!" Kris now promised me, bending over as she lightly tapped the tip of my prick with her flicking tongue. Susan, immediately took her cue from that, lying down, her head resting upon my inner thigh. Admittedly it felt nice, the softness of her hair caressing me, the tingling sensation of her dancing tongue upon my shaft. Michelle now, much to their surprise, likewise lying down, her tongue now beginning to dance, lick and even fence with Susan's tongue and lips as they lay devouring me together. But it was indeed the sensation of my sister's tongue that again robbed me of all sense, of all reason. The way she speared my prick tip, or holding the head within the oval of her mouth, gently sucking, half-popping her mouth over it, reclaiming it over and over again that drove me wildly insane with pleasure.
"Oh yeah, make him cum, I want to see it!" Michelle requested a little too anxiously. "I don't see too many guys do that obviously," she then added grinning. I continued to hold out however, denying her request, and though the onslaught of my cock was beyond anything I had ever felt before, somehow I knew that when I finally did climax, that even that, was something I wanted specifically to give Kris, and no one else. If this was how it was to be between us going forward, then I was bound and determined to set my own set of demands and requirements during it. I continued to struggle with the delicious sensations of three mouths tongues and pairs of lips until I knew that I could no longer refrain from allowing myself the delicious sensation of eruptive climatic bliss.
"I'm going to cum now Kris, but this one's for you...and only you. Either take it now...with your mouth, your lips, or leave it be, and I will do it myself."
I was serious, though at first I don't think Michelle or Susan believed me. They laughed it off, continuing to suck, stroke and fondle my prick until I actually reached down with my own hands forcing them away. Now realizing I was serious, they both sat up expectantly, their gaze now directed towards Kris as she continued to kneel there between my legs, though she'd likewise left off touching me just as they had. I now held my own rock hard prick in hand, pointing it towards her, the head swollen, purple and in need. But as much as I was, as much as it was, should she chose any other path here, I would fist fuck my hand squirting myself off against her, against them and deal with the consequences in having done so afterwards.
"Only you," I said once again, softly, hopefully, aiming my pulsating, throbbing hard dick towards her. As though hypnotized, I watched as Kris slowly leaned forward, her mouth opening, moments later engulfing, and then sucking me, sucking me fully and deeply into her mouth. Only then did I allow the urgent need I'd miraculously held in check to burst forth.



I soon after felt the first hot sticky spurt of my cream filling her mouth. I saw the surprise of which, register in her eyes, though she continued sucking me, drinking me. Whether this was in fact the first time for her, I knew not, though it was certainly the first time for me. I'd had but a few simple blowjobs before yes, but never once in any of those times, had I cum in someone's mouth before. And now...here I was, doing so for the first time, filling my sister's as she continued sucking, drinking, and now draining my essence.
"Ewewww, how can you do that?" I heard Michelle asking disgustedly as she did, Susan only then laughing, chastising her friend. "Don't condemn it until you've actually tried it," she told her. "It's not nearly as bad as you obviously think," she added. "No worse than drinking down a woman's squirt juice," she continued giggling.
"But that's sweet!" Michelle continued to protest.
"So can this be...usually," Susan shot back just as Kris finished me, sitting up, wiping her lips with her fingers. I laughed as she extended one towards Michelle, coated with droplets of my spending, Michelle immediately waving her off, showing the sign of the cross with her fingers as though warding off some vile, evil monster.
"Ah...no thanks, I think I'll pass on going that far," she then told everyone. "Enough that I'm even willing to lick one, let alone drain one the way you did."
Kris now came to me, her mouth finding mine, the feel and press of her body as she lay atop me, our tongues fencing frantically together.
"Ewewww!" Michelle groaned once again.
**
As was usually the case, I now needed to pee. Rolling out of bed I went to the door, unlocking it, and then crossed the hall into the bathroom. It took a while, my prick just hard enough making it difficult until it had finally softened sufficiently in order to allow it. By the time I'd returned, Kris and Susan where now locked on the bed together.
I was somewhat surprised to see it, half expecting to have found Michelle in such an embrace as I now saw, though it was that alone which actually had caught me off guard upon my return. They were locked together, legs thrown over one another in a scissors-like embrace, slowly gyrating against one another, fucking in a sense, pressing their wet slippery splits against one another, the sounds of which could clearly be heard.
"Hot watching two women fuck isn't it?" Michelle said unabashedly sitting there masturbating herself as she sat in the chair next to the bed. Admittedly it was, and I nodded my head standing there watching them, the arousal of my prick once again showing itself.
"Yes, yes it is," I finally admitted aloud.
Moments more passed without anyone saying a word, the frenzied excitement as Kris and Susan continued grinding themselves against one another too sensual an act to disturb, but then Michelle finally did in a most unexpected way.
"Listen, Rob, it's obviously no secret, we all know you're still a virgin, and just so you know, it's actually been a very, very long time since I've actually been with a man myself. So...what I'm saying here, if you'd like to...want too...I'd love..."
"No!" Kris spat interrupting her, not allowing her to finish, answering for me before I could answer her myself. "The fact that he still is, is his decision to decide, when its time, and who its time with," she then told her. "No different for him than it was for any of us," she then added, confirming in that moment something I had always known of course, that Kris wasn't.
"You're right Kris," I then said. "It IS my choice to make, and I've already made it. The ONLY person I know that I want to do that with...is you. But I'll also tell you this, I won't do it, not like this, not now, or not in the future either. Only with you, only alone with you. So...if that's again outside of whatever boundaries you've made and decided to stick with, then I guess I'll be content to remain a virgin until such time as you feel differently about it, if in fact you ever do.
I then turned, leaving the still hot desirable sea of titillating girl flesh behind, and headed back to my own bedroom, my now hard cock reluctantly leading the way.
**
I crashed, actually falling asleep, remaining so well until morning when the light from my windows finally forced its way through my shut eyelids. I sat up, made my way into the bathroom where I stood over the toilet, waiting for my morning hard to sufficiently soften in order that I could finally pee.
I heard the single knock on my door, followed rapidly in succession by two others. It was obviously Kris.
I called out, uncaring if she came in, saw me standing there in the bathroom hovering over the toilet. In my mind, should she come in, see me standing there like that, and became embarrassed or uncomfortable because of it, that was her problem. As much as I had enjoyed a great deal of what we'd done the night before, I found I was in many ways disappointed, still frustrated and angry at being given the alternative I had been. The only choice I had been given if there was any hope, any hope at all of ever enjoying Kris in whatever way, ever again, was in doing so, only with her friends in attendance.
Every man's dream. One that had in fact once been my own. Until that is, that Kris and I had come together. Now, it was the only option given me, and suddenly the fascination, the dream, the fantasy, had become far less than I would have ever imagined.
I soon heard the door open, close. I knew Kris had stepped into my room, a few steps more and she would see me as I stood there, the door to my bathroom open as I purposely allowed it to remain. I stood there, waiting, wondering, my prick finally announcing it was ok to pee, which I now began doing. Even as the stream of piss began splashing within the water of the bowl, I heard her footsteps and then her voice as she neared the doorway looking in. Obviously my gambit of unnerving her hadn't worked, oddly enough, nearly the reverse was true as I stood there looking down at myself, peeing as Kris stood in the doorway, leaning against the frame watching me.
"On the one hand, I envy the fact you can do that. On the other however...guys generally make a mess because they can. I don't see why you don't just sit down, or is that too girly for you?" she wondered asking me.
I wanted to laugh, in the past I would have. In the past we'd have teased one another, argued, playfully slapped at, or thrown pillows at one another. All I wanted to do now was turn and piss all over her. And nearly did.
"What do you want?" I asked instead, nearly peeing on my own foot as I turned looking at her.
"I just wanted to see where we stood," she said simply. "You left..." she finished without further comment, waiting for me to.
"Right where you wanted me to," I responded back, now shaking my dick off, feeling the spittle from it splash against me, irritating me even more as I did that, answering her first question. I crossed over to the sink washing my hands, and then wiping off my upper chest and belly, turning back to face her in answering the second. "And I left, because I was no longer in the mood to continue," I said easily. "That answer your question?"
Kris stood in the doorway for only a moment more, her mouth opened but no words came out. She simply turned, left my room, closing the door behind her when she did.
**
The next several days were nearly torturous at best. We saw one another very little, and even when we did, hardly a word passed between us. Even mom seemed to sense something, stopping me at one point to ask.
"Everything all right?" she had asked me. The truth was of course, that it wasn't. A lot really was going on. Graduation was only weeks away now, and with it, a whole new, very uncertain future ahead of me. At one time, Kris and I had discussed going to the same university together, even sharing an apartment at some point when we could afford it. Now, all that seemed as ridicules as me staying in the house after we had. At the moment, I wanted more than anything to go off to a different school, about as far away from where I lived as was physically possible.
"Just got a lot on my mind is all," I told her begging off. "Graduation soon, final exams, you know...that sort of stuff."
"Hmm," she said digesting what I'd said, not quite buying into it, which she confirmed. "Appears your sister is dealing with the same sort of stress too," she told me, looking deep into my eyes as though they'd tell her more than I had. But I stood my ground looking back at her.
"Oh? I hadn't really noticed, figured she was just having her period or something, you know how she gets when she is."
Saying that, as I figured it might, sent mom blushing wanting to change the subject, which had been the whole point in the first place.
"Well, we probably all need a little get away," she then added. "Which was supposed to be a surprise, but since everyone's mopping about the house being all gloomy lately, maybe this will help cheer you up. Your father and I booked a really nice cabin retreat for next weekend, there's horseback riding, hiking, swimming...or just lounging around out in the sun. How's that sound?" she said grinning at me hopefully.
I just looked at her, forced a smile back and said. "It sounds great mom...just great."
**
I had planned on going out Wednesday night with Steve, hanging around, very possibly taking in a movie or something rather than staying home for Pizza night with my folks bowling and all. Especially as Kris had actually dropped a hint to me that Michelle and Susan were coming over again. Maybe most guys would think I was nuts, turning something like that down, but the honest truth was, I wasn't in the mood for it, not then anyway. I was nearly out the door when Steve called, apologizing profusely, but he'd just gotten a call from Kathy telling him that she'd switched shifts where she worked part time, and now had the night off herself. Which meant, Steve had a booty call, which obviously took precedence. I found that oddly ironic under the circumstances.
I soon made a quick trip to a convenience store, bought a lot of junk food, rented a couple of movies, and then returned back to my room where I'd watch them on the much smaller screen of my PC. At least I'd be alone by myself, having no intention whatsoever of joining Kris and her friends later when they came over. The fact that I planned on remaining in my own room, totally stocked with enough junk food to make me sick for several days, I sat watching the movie, realizing I'd been staring at the screen for the better part of fifteen minutes, having no idea at all what I'd just seen. It had been the sound of a car pulling up in front that shook me from my revelry. Crossing over to the window, I pulled the curtain back just far enough to peer out. Sure enough, Michelle and then Susan got out. But then one of the back doors opened, and another girl emerged too. I recognized her almost immediately. It was Diane, a girl I had once had a major and serious crush on. We'd even started getting friendly, talking, flirting somewhat. Then her father had gotten a promotion, and the next thing I knew, she was moving. So much for that.
Seeing her now, I was greatly surprised for a number of reasons. Surprised to see her of course, wondering why she was back, what she was doing here. But more surprised to see her with Michelle and Susan. She'd not really been amongst that particular group, though she'd come to know my sister mainly because of me. Which still didn't answer the question as to what she was doing here, especially now...and with the two of them!
I'd been perfectly content to remain sequestered up in my room, purposely ignoring whatever temptations might in fact be thrown my way during the course of the evening...if any. Now, I frantically tossed trash, debris, dirty clothes into wherever I could hide it, and then sought something clean that I could change into. Though it remained my intent, to stay where I was, and Diane, or no Diane, I wasn't about to venture out into the house, leaving my sanctuary. If she wanted to see me...then she was going to have to come to me, and not the reverse. Though again, I couldn't for the life of me imagine why she was here in the first place, especially having arrived with those two.
As it turned out, I didn't have long to wait. Only minutes later there was a knock on my bedroom door. An unsignaled one, so I knew it wasn't Kris who had knocked. I went to it, opening it, and sure enough, Diane stood there smiling at me.
"Surprise! Can I come in?"
"Sure! Wow! This is a surprise, what are you doing here?" I asked, peering behind her as she entered, but there was no one else there in sight. I quickly closed the door, following her into my room as she invited herself to sit on the end of the bed.
"Well, as it turns out, I'm pretty much finished with school, all I really have to do is show up on graduation night, that's it. But the reason I'm even here, is because daddy had to come back to town to finish up some legal matters on the house after we'd sold it. So since he was planning on being here for a few days, I asked to come with him. And so...here I am!"
"And so...here you are!" I said grinning at her.
"Yeah, I ran into Susan believe it or not, got to talking with her, asked her how you were doing. Which is when she and Michelle mentioned they were actually coming over here tonight to spend some time with your sister. Asked me if I wanted to come along with them, maybe even see you if you were home. Hearing that, I knew I had to...wanted to."
I watched as Diane suddenly stood, smiling at me, her hands coming up as they began undoing the buttons on her blouse. She must have seen the surprised look on my face as she did that, she smiled, laughed, continued to undo her buttons, finally removing it as she reached around behind herself, unclasping her bra.
"You and I...have some unfinished business."
To be continued...
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Though she'd undone her bra, she held it in front still covering her breasts. "Well? I'll show you mine if you show me yours!" She giggled seductively.
I had had the pleasure of actually playing with her boobs at the drive-in, and then again later while up at the lake, though I'd not actually gotten a really good look at them. Her tease was already sending signals down to my cock, which I'd felt, had begun to stiffen.
Diane was a very tall statuesque dishwater blonde with green eyes. She didn't have overly large breasts, but they were certainly full and enticing, though I still couldn't see all that much of them as she stood there.
"My sister's just down stairs," I answered back foolishly.
"I know, I've already said hello," she grinned lowering her arms. As she did so, her bra slid away revealing two very beautiful, very alluring breasts. Her nipples were a rosy pink, sweet puckered tight little areola's surrounding what looked like tiny little strawberries on top of each. Already my mind was seeing them covered in sweet cream finishing out the desert. "She told me you where up here."
The fact I had only put on a pair of cut-off sweat pants, no briefs, left little to the imagination as my prick continued to swell, soon tenting the front of my sweats quite noticeably. An observation that was hard to miss, which she didn't, looking down and directly at my rapidly swelling member. One again she laughed.
"Well I'm glad to see you're happy to see me, or at least...that is," she smiled even more. "Though you're sure being stand offish," she added now looking back up into my eyes. "Would you prefer I redress?"
"No!" I answered immediately. Seeing her again after all this time had reawakened feelings I'd begun having about her, but even as I did, the nagging thought remained in the back of my mind with regards to Kris too. Never before in my entire life had I been so confused about a given situation. Here, standing in front of me was a very beautiful woman who obviously had some sort of feelings and affections towards me. In seconds, she would no doubt be naked, as I now knew that I would be too. And yet...downstairs in her room doing God knows what at the moment with Michelle and Susan, I still thought about Kris, my feelings for her just as strong as they'd ever been. But she had laid down a new set of rules, unbending as I saw them, a reminder that the two of us would never again share the one on one type of intimacy I had begun to hope for.
She smiled when I said that. Her hands suddenly undoing the button on her jeans, her zipper soon following as she tugged the waist of them down and away from her full sensual hips. I sat mesmerized, watching her bend over as she pushed them the rest of the way down. Her lovely young breasts dangling provocatively in front of my eyes as I followed them, nipples pointing at the floor now, even easier to see their erect length as she did so.
Once again she stood, now wearing nothing more than a bright red thong that pointed at her crotch like a homing beacon as I sat there staring at her. I could even see the outline of her pouty cunt lips pressing against the thin, tightly stretched material, and what appeared quite possibly as a small darkening spot near the bottom. Diane slipped her hand down the front of them coyly, moments later retrieving that same hand, licking and then sucking her fingers.
"Remember that party up at the lake?" She asked now walking over to sit on the end of the bed, though she soon scooted up on it, laying back, making herself comfortable as I sat there looking at her, beginning to drool at the mouth.
"How could I forget?" I replied back, still drinking her in, all thoughts of my sister and her friends downstairs suddenly disappearing.
We had gone to the lake with a group of friends, had made a considerably large bonfire sitting around it for warmth. It had been a particularly cool night, and there had been plenty of blankets all around for everyone as we wrapped ourselves together in one, sitting side by side with several other of our friends nearby. She had given me my fifth, or perhaps sixth only ever hand job that I'd been given by a woman. All done in torturing, tantalizing secrecy there beneath the blanket as we sat before the fire. Though we both had our suspicions we weren't the only one's fooling around in such a manner as the silence that fell amongst us all, had become readily apparent. Most sat kissing, though there was enough subtle hand movements within the blankets to suggest an orgy of pleasures taking place. I had again fondled and enjoyed her soft breasts without ever seeing them, had even enjoyed rubbing her crotch through her jeans, which she'd allowed as she stroked me. But it was as far as she'd permitted me to go that night, horny as she obviously was.
I watched now as she lay atop my bed, her hand once again snaking down beneath the small thin patch of material, stretching it upwards so that the thinnest of strips now split her rapidly appearing lips, causing them to flow out to either side of the bright thin red line that now cut them perfectly in two. She lay fingering herself, unabashedly, looking at me as she smiled coquettishly and spoke.
"After you came," she smiled even more broadly, "And I got up to go wash off, and pee like I told you?" She continued. "I did something else too...that you never knew about," she then hinted.
"Oh? What?" I wasn't stupid, I now had an idea what she was alluding to, but I now wanted to hear her say it, tell me what she'd soon after done.
"I walked down to the lake, the moon just full enough to see by as I did," she began, now clearly fingering herself as she spoke. I couldn't help but look down at myself, the appearance of a small wet spot now forming upon the light gray sweat pants I was wearing. "I didn't really have to pee," she said. "But I was fucking horny, as you well knew," she again grinned. "And though I'd enjoyed the feel of your hands on my breasts, even rubbing my pussy through my jeans, it was only the third date we'd been on together," she said reminiscing, looking as though she was reliving that moment in minute detail as she spoke, closing her eyes.
"Yeah, I know," I said standing, my prick hard stiff and straight, forcing me to stretch out the waistband of my sweats as I pulled them off, my cock now jutting fully out in front of me as I crossed over towards the bed, climbing in next to her. Even then, Diane didn't open her eyes, though she smiled sensing the additional weight upon the bed, as I slid in beside her.
"I didn't want you to think I was too easy," she said finally opening her eyes, spotting my rock hard prick immediately, her hand reaching over to grasp it, and then closing her eyes again. "So anyway...I squatted, had anyone been looking or seen me from back by the fire, they'd have thought I was actually peeing. But I wasn't. I sat there fingering myself, I was so aroused, so horny, so excited, I couldn't help it. At that moment, I wanted more than anything for you to come looking for me, find me there the way I was, with my fingers working my pussy, just the way they are now," she grinned opening her eyes, squeezing my cock and watching as a fat droplet of pre-pleasured juice emerged from the tip of it.
"I almost did," I told her. "But even though you'd just jerked me off, I still had enough of an erection that I couldn't easily get it back inside my jeans just yet," I laughed. "And I did turn around, saw you down near the lake, squatting, and obviously to me, it did look like you were peeing, and I wasn't about to embarrass you by coming down and disturbing you while you did that."
I had reached over, my hand now going where it had never gone before. At least not directly. Diane even accommodated me, pulling her thong off to one side, revealing even more of her wet, succulent juicy split as my finger now probed, suddenly disappearing inside her. She gasped as I did that, one hand coming up to automatically touch and caress her own breast. I leaned over, now capturing her neglected tit between my lips, sucking it, yet speaking as I did so.
"I've missed you."
"I've missed you too," she responded rolling over onto me as she said that. She reached down, I felt her hand once again locate my dick as she touched herself with it, rubbing it slickly up and down between her lips, masturbating her clit with it, teasing herself, moaning pleasurably as she did so. My head was a jumble of emotions, my thoughts careening wildly like a runaway freight train as she pleasured my prick against herself.
**
Time for me had stopped, though the knock on my door brought us both spiraling down from our pleasured highs back to the present. A single knock, followed quickly by two more. I looked up towards the door, saw Kris trying the knob, it was locked.
"Yeah?" I called out. "What is it?" I could hear the strained tone in her voice as she answered.
"Diane's father just called, he's on the way over to pick her up," she said through the door. "He should be here any minute," she warned us, sounding less than enthusiastic as she did so.
"Ok, thanks!" I answered back for the two of us, listening to the sound of her leaving heading back down the stairs.
Diane immediately scrambled out of bed putting her clothes on, as I did. "We're heading back in the morning," she informed me. "I don't know what your plans are after graduation, or if you've even decided to go back to school, but should you want to come up and take a tour of the campus, you can stay with me for a few days if you want to. I've got a small apartment that I share with another couple in order to keep down the expenses. But you can come stay with us if you decide you'd like to come up and check things out for yourself."
"Thank you, I appreciate that," I said escorting her to the door, opening it. Diane as yet hadn't finished re-buttoning her blouse though she had put it back on, and I wondered if she had done that on purpose as she seemed to be in no hurry to do so as we descended back down the stairs. I was a little surprised to see Kris, Susan and Michelle all sitting in the living room as we did so, immediately spotting Diane as she only then began doing up her buttons.
"Hi again," she grinned seeing them, receiving two smiles in return. It was at that moment we all heard the sound of a car honking outside in the driveway. I continued walking her to the door as she gave herself a quick final check making sure all was presentable. Diane leaned over, kissing me, deeply. "Don't forget what I said...you have my number."
"I won't," I said feeling my face blushing as I opened the door for her. She stepped out onto the porch, waving back at me, and then ran to the car where her father sat waiting for her. He too smiled and waved at me, which I returned. I stood watching them pull out of the driveway, then sensed movement behind as Susan and Michelle came towards me. They too were leaving, though I only then realized they were. Michelle made a point of turning, brushing against me, her breasts just grazing my chest as she did so.
"Bye Robbie," she purred knowingly. "See you again soon I hope," she stated as she slithered out the door, Susan right behind her, though she didn't make it nearly as obvious as she said nearly the same, adding a wink to it as she passed. I now stood watching the two of them get into their car, a sense of Kris somewhere behind me, her eyes boring into me like twin drills going into a piece of wood. I stepped back closing the door, turning. Sure enough Kris was still sitting on the couch looking towards me.
"So...you and Diane have a nice, visit?" She asked emphasizing the word.
"Yes, we did," I answered back easily, passing by the couch she was sitting on, heading into the kitchen area. Not too surprisingly, Kris followed. It was only then that I noticed she was wearing one of my old sleeveless sweatshirts, which she'd also cut off baring her midsection, barely even covering her boobs. In addition to that, she wore only a single pair of white women's briefs that admittedly looked sexy as hell on her as she pulled out a chair by the kitchen table sitting down. I opened the refrigerator peering in, my peripheral vision spotting her as she did that.
It was obvious she was fishing for information, but even if she came right out and asked me directly if we'd done anything, I wasn't about to tell her either way. As much as she might have wanted to, she didn't, though I could see her struggling with it wanting to.
"Want some juice?" I asked deciding on the orange juice rather than a coke. It was getting late, and I didn't need the extra caffeine if I was planning on going to bed soon.
"Yeah, thanks," she said somewhat solemnly. I poured us both a glass, taking a chair sitting down across from her at the table.
"So...you three have a good time too?" I asked telling her in an instant that I certainly had, getting a look almost immediately that she heard distinctly what I'd just said in informing her what was already obvious.
"No...not really. I wasn't really in the mood myself, though Michelle and Susan sure where. They went at one another like a pair of randy minks," she finished waiting for my reaction.
"That's too bad...why not?" I then asked taking a sip of my juice.
"It's kind of fun, in a way," she admitted, "Being with them and all...but unlike Michelle, I'm not gay, and though Susan won't come right out and admit it, she's definitely bi-sexual. She enjoys women every bit as much as she enjoys being with a man. As for myself, I can't say I'm even close to being that. More curious, and certainly open-minded about it I suppose, but I'd much prefer a nice stiff cock."
Once again, I looked at her as she spoke. The one dead giveaway about Kris that I had always known, when she started talking dirty, she was definitely horny. And admit it or not, I got the distinct impression that she was.
"Speaking of which," I now tossed out. "How's things with Luke these days?"
By the look in her eyes, I could see that was a touchy subject. "We're not exactly speaking at the moment," she told me. "And if you don't mind...I'd rather not talk about him either."
We sat in silence sipping our juices though we continued looking at one another across the table. Finally I spoke, surprising her by my comment, seeing her eyes light up briefly when I did.
"By the way Kris, I have to admit, you do look rather sexy sitting there in my cut off sweatshirt," I offered. "It barely covers your tits, though I'm sure mom and dad wouldn't be too terribly pleased to see you wearing something like that, even in front of me."
We both knew it would be a while yet before they came home. She laughed hearing that. "Yeah, I'm sure she wouldn't, though it certainly doesn't seem to bother her much to run around the house half naked herself much of the time, but I guess she doesn't think that seeing her tits would get to you, unless they have of course?" she wondered aloud. "You ever get a woody after seeing her?" she then asked trying to shock me as I figured she was doing with her question.
"No, not really. Though I have to admit mom does have rather nice looking boobs for her age, and they look a little like yours too," I added. "And she's not even your mother, but I'd be willing to bet if you put them side by side, it would be hard telling the difference between the two of you, aside from the fact yours are still a bit perkier."
"I think her nipples are considerably darker than mine," Kris said, suddenly lifting up the front of her sweatshirt revealing them to me, as though it was the most normal thing in the world for us to do, sitting there discussing the comparison of hers to moms. She was looking down at them, and then looked up towards me. "What do you think? Darker?" I noticed them already hardening as she sat there.
"I don't know...maybe. But one thing's for sure, yours definitely stand out a lot further that hers do when they're erect," I said grinning at her.
"Oh yeah? They do?" Kris said actually fingering one. "And mine aren't nearly as erect as they usually get either," she said continuing to play with it.
As she continued doing that, I once again felt myself getting hard, reaching down beneath the table, slipping my hand down my own pair of loose fitting sweat pants, especially as I still hadn't put on any shorts beneath those. I sat there secretly fondling myself, enjoying the sensation of stroking my cock with one hand, holding onto the glass of orange juice drinking from it with the other. But it was then that I decided to quit being quite as secret about what I was doing, and began honestly playing with myself, the non-subtle movement of my arm and shoulder giving myself away.
"Are you doing what I think you're doing?" Kris asked mildly surprised.
"Maybe, maybe not. Maybe I'm just sitting here acting like I am, making you wonder if I really am."
Kris immediately leaned over trying to look under the table. I removed my hand, crossing my legs. She looked up again. "Oh, I see...well two can play at that game," she announced. I sat, watching her now as she appeared to put her hand down between her legs, moments later, the same sort of movement taking place above that she'd seen coming from me. In kind, I began stroking myself as well. The two of us now masturbating ourselves in front of one another at the table, though neither one of us was one hundred percent sure that we were, though at this point, I certainly was. Especially with her bare boobs still glaring at me as she hadn't pulled the top back down over them, covering them up once again.
"I bet, you're not really doing it," I challenged. "I bet...you're just pretending to be," I stated again.
"Oh? And you really are?"
"Wouldn't you like to know," I grinned back at her. A line that had been said a lot lately suddenly coming to mind.
She did smile at that, though she didn't say anything, though her hand movements if anything became more pronounced.
"I'll show you mine, if you show me yours," I now said. This time she laughed upon hearing that. The fact that mom and dad were due home any minute now, perhaps added to the dangerous excitement in the way we were teasing one another, which gave me another idea. Especially as Kris at last hesitated, with the new "rules" she had demanded we adhere to, we were bordering on breaking them if we continued on doing this.
"Maybe we..." she started to say, as I noticed her arm quit moving, about to finish her sentence, but I interrupted her before she finished, throwing out a challenge to her.
"They'll be home any time now," I began. Kris swallowed whatever else it was she was going to say, curiously interested now in what I was. "So...here's the deal, neither one of us can cum until we actually hear them pull the car into the garage. Only when the garage door opens, can we, but not until then. But...once we do here it, we have to try and cum before they actually get inside the house."
"You're not serious!" Kris exclaimed. "We'd have at most what...two minutes once we hear their car?"
"Yeah...about that," I challenged back. "So...I dare you." I then said. Once again seeing her hesitate, thinking about it. It was evident she was struggling with the thought of doing it, especially after having made up her mind about the two of us ever doing anything alone together again. "Chicken!" I then tossed out adding to the challenge. I had hoped for, and was pleased to see the sudden competitive look come into her eyes. The one thing I had always counted on while growing up, was the two of us never turning down a challenge, especially if we'd included the word "Chicken" behind it.
"It's not like we're doing anything to one another," I finished giving her some justification if that was indeed all she needed to finally make up her mind. "Chicken," I said looking at her, smiling again.



"Ok, but there has to be consequences if neither one of us does," she told me. "Dishes for a week?"
"Even better...laundry." I said. We both hated having to do that as it tied up so much of our Saturday mornings.
"Deal!" Kris said, and then surprised me by scooting her chair out around the side of the table now facing me. I simply turned mine, now facing her, so that we sat there, no longer hidden from one another.
"No panties!" I now added as Kris slipped her hand down beneath the hem as she started to once again finger herself. "Naked...only," I further challenged her.
"No shorts then either," she shot back, quickly slipping hers down her legs as I did, each of us tossing them onto the kitchen table.
"Shirt too," I said nodding with my head, even though her breasts were exposed. Both of us knowing the additional risk of having to get redressed now, in a hurry as part of the game we'd just created while waiting for mom and dad to get home. Kris watched me as I stripped off my shorts, my hard stiff cock caught for a moment in the waistband, springing back against my chest with a small slap of flesh, causing her to giggle.
"You're certainly fucking hard," she said looking at me. Her tone of voice once again telling me how aroused she was, hearing her say fuck, which I never heard her do unless she was horny, immediately alerting me to the fact that this naughty game we'd decided to play had aroused her considerably.
"And you're fucking wet," I said looking at her between the legs. I could see, and now hear the glistening moisture as she withdrew her fingers, sliding them back in again as the squishy, slurpy erotic sounding noises truly began to manifest themselves as she played with herself.
I slapped my cock, held it, pulled it, releasing it, letting it slap back against my tummy again as it straightened itself out. By the look on her face, she was enjoying it as I did that, hearing the hardness of my stiff dick hitting my chest, waggling briefly before coming to rest back at even stiffer attention.
"Do it again," she grinned. "Doesn't that hurt?"
"It would if I wasn't really horny...but I am, so no...it feels nice. Wickedly nice," I admitted doing it again, delighted at the look in her eyes as I did so, before finally squeezing the head of my prick firmly, milking out a droplet of clear liquid "feels good" juice.
Kris moaned, her fingers now twirling her pea-sized little clit as she spread herself apart with her hands, exposing it even more directly as I sat there watching her strumming it with the tip of her finger. She then slapped herself, her palm coming down hard against her entire mound, giving herself another series of quick patted slaps as she looked up into my face, curious as to my reaction. "See? I enjoy doing that too," she told me.
"Pull your tits...twist your nipples...hard!" I demanded. "See how far out you can pull on them for me."
Like I said, talking dirty, hearing her do the same merely intensified the horniness in each of us, especially as we both sat, still listening for the sound of our parent's car pulling up in the driveway as we did so.
Watching Kris as she now tugged on her nipples, stretching her breasts about as far as she could without injuring herself was erotic as hell, especially as she sat there twisting her nipples almost painfully so at the same time, the expression on her face one of extreme pleasure and want. I slapped my dick again, her eyes immediately coming to focus on it, doing it again, and then squeezing my own cock as hard as I could, twisting it for her while she watched.
"Fuck that's nasty looking!" she moaned almost deliriously, her hands once again dropping down to her cunt, spreading it, her palm again slapping her exposed clit repeatedly, and hard.
"Yes! It is! And the sound of you slapping that wet hot nasty fucking cunt of yours is damn fucking dirty hot too!" I screamed back at her.
Her face was beet red. I could see she was hovering very close to the edge, nearly in jeopardy of allowing herself to climax too soon. But as though on cue, we both caught the sudden flash of headlights in the window, followed moments later by the sound of the garage door slowly opening.
The thrill, the danger, the excitement, all of it was suddenly coursing through the two of us as we once again locked eyes. There was fear there for both of us, but neither one of us broke or made any attempt to redress either. The one thing I hadn't thought far enough out about however, was what I was going to do with my spunk, which was just then beginning to travel up the length of my shaft. As though realizing my dilemma, Kris immediately motioned me over towards her.
"On my tits! My tits!" she cried out now worriedly, though the sound of the garage door continued, not fully all the way up yet.
I reached her, butt naked, jerking myself off with only mere precious moments to spare, seeing my cock suddenly release, spurting against my sister's breasts covering each in copious amounts of my jisim. As I did, Kris came as well, her cry of orgasmic pleasure releasing through her lips as she cried out in a wild, panicked frantic climax. There was no time left, each one of us now grabbing for and scrambling for the clothes on the table. I managed to slip into my shorts, as Kris opted first for her sweat top, no time for the panties, which she only then grabbed, swiping them off the table holding on to them as she struggled to yank them up her legs.
"Toss me that towel!" she near screamed at me as I grabbed the dishtowel off the counter, throwing it at her. She grabbed it, wiping her chair off, me laughing as I saw then she'd squirted and left a bit of a telltale mess, my own as I now realized, coating her breasts though she'd covered up the damage done there with her sweatshirt.
It was at that moment that the back door opened, mom the first to step in from the garage. Kris still holding the towel, which she now used to wipe off the table with. I sat taking a sip of my juice, my body still shaking, trying very hard to look normal though I was tingling with fear and excitement, my cock still somewhat hard, throbbing.
Mom glanced at the two of us, surprised I'm sure to see the two of us sitting there perhaps, "What happened?" she asked looking at Kris.
"Oh nothing really," she answered. "I just spilled a little juice is all," she replied innocently, though I nearly choked on my next sip, putting my glass down instead.
"How was bowling?" I asked, trying to change directions of the conversation, though tossing Kris a look, telling her, that she was treading on thin ice here with her double meanings, though I was sure mom had no idea what she'd really meant when she'd said that. It seemed to work however as mom walked over hanging her purse around the corner of the chair just as she always did. Though she then stood, sniffing the air. I know my eyes got as big around as saucers when she did that, as did Kris's.
"What did you two fix for dinner in here?" she asked. "It smells...musky!"
"Oh, we ordered in some fish take out from Long Dongs..." Kris's eyes suddenly going wide as I said that, mom's words likewise heard by us both.
"What?"
"You know...Long John's take out?" I said correcting myself, not realizing the idiotic Freudian slip I had nearly made.
"Oh yes, that must be it," she said as dad finally stepped inside the house having just closed the garage door. Though he too sniffed the air for a moment.
"They had fish," mom told him, as dad nodded accepting the explanation.
"Off to bed," he announced looking at the two of us, and then disappeared from the room.
"Yeah, us too," I said speaking for both Kris and I, though I then looked over and noticed a thin drool of cum just beginning to appear beneath the bottom half of Kris's sweat shirt. I tried to catch her eye, giving her a look of warning, but she was already standing, leaning over to give mom a kiss goodnight.
"You two get Friday off?" she asked holding us up from leaving. "So we can get an early start off to the cabin?"
I'd almost forgotten about that. "No worries for me," I said stepping between my sister and mom, "nothing worth worrying about at school for me," I responded, though I had quickly reached over, swiping up the bit of cum-drool from just beneath my sister's breast as she turned, doing it as nonchalantly, and as quickly as possible. Letting her realize what I'd done in an instant and why. Kris immediately crossing her arms in front of herself just beneath her breasts as she headed towards the downstairs hallway door.
"Ditto, no problem for me either," she called back, without looking back, and then headed downstairs to her room.
Mom stood looking after her. "I wish your sister wouldn't run around looking like that," she told me. "It's not very decent."
"Decent enough," I responded leaning over to give mom an affectionate kiss. "No worse than I've see you a few times," I added, seeing her blush, though she smiled as I said that. She kissed me back quickly on the cheek, still blushing as I turned and quickly headed up stairs to my room.
When I got there I was surprised to hear my cell phone ringing as late as it now was. I quickly snatched it up, looking at the caller ID. It was Kris's number.
I laughed answering, "That was close wasn't it?"
"Yeah, almost too close," Kris said laughing back at me. "But it was fun too," she added. "And very exciting. In fact...I'm still damn fucking horny because of it."
The fact she'd used the word "fuck" again, told me that much. And admittedly I was still a bit horny myself, even though I had just cum not too long ago.
"And thanks for catching your cum drip before mom saw it, we'd have both been in trouble had she seen it, that's for sure!"
"Well, thanks for letting me spurt on your tits," I responded back. "Guess I didn't think far enough ahead about that," I freely admitted.
"I don't think either one of us did," Kris replied softly. "I don't think I've looked far enough ahead about a number of things," she now added, quickly changing the subject however. "I almost forgot how nice it feels to have you cum on my tits," she now said, the excitement in her tone of voice once again escalating. "I don't know what there is about you doing that, but it sure as hell arouses me."
"Like now?"
"Yeah...like now."
We sat on the phone listening to one another masturbating once again, saying goodnight after hearing one another cum.
"Goodnight Rob," she said softly just before hanging up.
"Goodnight sis...see you in the morning."
**
To be continued...
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To be perfectly honest, I'd been dreading the trip up to the lake in the beginning. But after the little episode in the kitchen, and then later on over the phone, I began thinking that it might not be quite so bad after all.
It was a four hour drive up to the lake. In the past while growing up as kids, we'd taken the drive in an old station wagon, not something I particularly enjoyed. Now however, dad had done well enough in his business to purchase a fairly nice motor home which we very often traveled in during much longer trips. Mom sat up front with dad of course, leaving Kris and I access to everything else. And though mom could very easily come back into the main area where we were, she never did, simply calling back to us to bring her up whatever it was she might want or need. It was because of that fact perhaps, that the element of danger added a bit of excitement to the mood we were both feeling on the drive up.
I had curled up on the seat at the small dining table and begun reading a book, Kris sitting across from me with her back facing the forward area where mom and dad were.
"What are you reading?" I heard her ask me after a few minutes. I glanced up towards her about to answer when I realized she had lifted the front of the tee shirt she was wearing up and over her boobs. She had purposely not worn a bra for the drive up. I took a sudden quick glance forward towards our parents, but mom as usual was nodding off in her seat as dad drove.
"What are you doing?" I answered instead, though lowering my voice to nearly a whisper as I spoke.
"What do you think I'm doing?" She grinned. "I'm trying to get a rise out of you!"
"Keep sitting there like that, and you will," I smiled back somewhat nervously, though I again checked to see that mom was still half asleep. "Oops, too late...I am!" I chuckled back at Kris, actually feeling my prick beginning to stiffen.
"Let's see!" she shot back at me.
"Yeah right," I retorted, and then watched as Kris started fingering her nipples as she sat there. She didn't worry about looking back, she knew I was keeping an eye on things, so enjoyed sitting there teasing herself as I watched her along with glancing up towards mom. After a moment or two more of this, she reached up pulling her tee shirt back down, recovering her breasts. I was actually disappointed that she had until she stood up, suddenly coming around to sit beside me rather than across from me. My eyes asked the question as she did that just before sitting down.
"Just keep an eye on mom," she whispered. In the next instant, I felt Kris fumbling with the zipper on my shorts, finally reaching in and drawing out my rapidly stiffening member. The moment I felt the slightly cooler air bathing my prick, it stiffened to a rock hard status that would have been next to impossible to get back inside my shorts again the way we were sitting. And though this too added to my nervousness, it escalated my excitement even more as she sat there fondling my dick, playing with it. I soon started leaking like a sieve, the slipperiness of my juice, which Kris now used to further stimulate me with had me bouncing in my seat. It was damn hard trying to concentrate on much of anything as I sat there holding my book open, still pretending I was reading as Kris glanced down at the table where she'd spread open the morning paper, her hand pleasurably working my cock up and down.
The sound of mom's voice as she spoke to dad had the two of us looking forward simultaneously in a moment of panic, though mom made no movement to unbuckle her seat belt and come back to where we were. Kris continued slow-stroking my cock too, hardly even missing a beat as we sat there, though our attention was now clearly focused up front. To my surprise, mom being awake once again intensified the pleasure and the excitement, causing even more pre-cum juice to bubble out of the head of my dick. Kris now stroked me in quick little squeezing, tantalizing pumps of my prick, the sounds of my squishy naughty juices easily heard by us, though I knew they couldn't be easily heard forward as even as mom spoke it was hard to tell what she was saying to dad over the roll and hum of the motor home as we drove. Still, Kris seemed to be purposely trying to make it even louder with each passing moment.
"Easy, easy!" I worriedly whispered. Kris had been stroking me for less than five full minutes and I was already starting to feel the telltale warnings of orgasm beginning to tingle deep within my balls.
She just looked at me smiling. "Tell me just before you do," she said matter of factly, uncaring that mom could at any moment, reach over, undo her belt and come back into the kitchen area where we were.
"You're not serious!" I said almost a little too loudly, causing mom to look back over her shoulder towards us, smiling as she did, and then speaking.
"What?" she asked looking back.
"Oh nothing, we're just talking about some friends we know," Kris responded smiling back, though her hand continued to manipulate my rock hard swollen cock thankfully hidden from view behind the bench seat. Mom shifted, scaring me momentarily into thinking she might actually get up and come join us, but she just nodded her head and then turned back to sit looking out the window.
And though mom had given us both a bit of a scare, it hadn't diminished one iota the sensation of my prick wanting, needing to squirt here momentarily as Kris continued to tease the tip of it now with her fingers, smearing even more of that delicious feeling fuck juice around and about the head of it.
"Say when," she again reminded me. I think I looked at her cross eyed, I was already sensing the first tingling spurt of ecstasy now seizing my balls, making them tighten.
"When!" I once again nearly blurted out too loudly, just catching myself looking at her as Kris suddenly ducked her head down beneath the table!
When her mouth actually surrounded my prick, it acted like the fuse on my cannon, causing it to fire. I felt the immediate rush of cum suddenly escape from my cock, filling Kris's mouth in a series of very intense throbbing spurts that she actually had a great deal of difficulty in trying to contain. My eyes meanwhile were locked on the back of mom's head, Kris's mouth still sucking my dick, milking it dry when I watched mom turn her head once again looking back in our direction.
"If you can't reach it, let me try!" I said loudly seeing mom's now curious look in our direction.
"Well if you'd move your damn foot!" Kris shouted back irritatedly, "I could!"
Satisfied we were just arguing, being our natural selves, mom turned once again facing forward. Kris reappeared seconds later, grinning as she looked at me, opening her mouth, showing me she still had a few traces of my recently spent cream inside her mouth before swallowing the rest of it. I shook my head, finally reaching down and stuffing my now rather deflated prick back inside my shorts, zipping up.
"That was too damn close," I whispered at her, hearing her naughty laugh in return.
"Yeah, but it was fucking exciting too, admit it!" she whispered back at me, and I did nod my head in agreement with her, it had been.
Kris now stood up from the table and walked over to the small refrigerator. As she opened it she called up front towards our parents. "You guys want or need anything?" she asked.
Mom spoke briefly at dad, and then turned in her seat. "Yeah honey, bring us up something to drink," she responded. Kris quickly grabbed a couple of cokes and took them up, then returned and took out one of the summer sausages we'd brought along to munch on. She grabbed a knife and the small cutting board, and then returned back to the table with it. I thought for sure she really was going to cut us up a few slices to snack on. I sat waiting, watching as she cut away the plastic wrapper and then pulled it out of the packaging. She laid it down on the cutting board. But then she did something that totally freaked me out. I sat and now watched as she pulled off her sweat shorts which she'd been wearing. She had absolutely nothing on underneath them, scooting them well off down around her knees!
"Kris!" I admonished her in wild-eyed surprise, still trying to keep my concern in a whisper, but all she did was smile wickedly looking back at me, and then picked up the summer sausage, slipping it beneath the table, and then down between her legs. Mesmerized, scared shitless, I watched as she pressed one end of it against herself, teasing her lips as they wrapped around one end of it. I could clearly see the hard nubbin of her clit as she rolled the end of it up and down her very juicy looking split, teasing herself pleasurably, erotically, though I was once again extremely nervous by her actions.
Kris continued to semi-fuck herself with the sausage, as I sat watching her, looking up, and then looking down again.
"Want some?" she asked wickedly, and once again a little too loudly causing mom to look back in our direction.
"What have you got?" she asked. Luckily, the back seat still hid most of our movements and everything else. Kris hurriedly held up the sausage showing it to her. "Just some spicy summer sausage," Kris responded grinning a bit too broadly for my comfort.
"Oh? I didn't think I got any of the spicy sausage," mom responded back. She didn't much care for sausage, though dad certainly did, and he immediately let Kris know to cut him off a piece. I sat in disbelief as she only then placed it on the board, her sweat pants still down around her knees as she sliced off one end, only then tearing away the outer covering from around it. As mom looked forward again briefly, Kris used that moment to slip her sweat pants back up her legs. I breathed a momentary sigh of relief as she did, but then panic once again set in as she had purposely sliced off the end she'd been using on herself and then stood, taking up a good sized couple of slices up front to dad handing those to him. She returned, an even more devilish look on her face as she took her seat, now sitting across from me where all this had started in the first place.
"I can't believe you just did that," I more mouthed to her than actually speaking it. I knew the sausage had still been wrapped as Kris had used it to masturbate with, but the fact she'd still cut off that particular end of it instead of the other was evilly decadent. All she did however was again smile, and again lift her tee shirt up and over her breasts, once more playing with, and teasing me as she fondled her breasts and nipples.
I was forced to endure the next twenty minutes of watching her do this when we finally reached the turn off towards the lake.
"Another twenty minutes and we should be there!" Mom called back unnecessarily, adding. "It's still pretty cool up at the lake yet, maybe you should consider putting on something a bit warmer until later on this afternoon."
The motor home had two bedrooms. One of course was the master bedroom that could be made into a much larger bedroom, though since we'd be staying in the cabin, we wouldn't need to do that. Our room was much smaller, though still roomy enough for two single twin beds. A simple pull curtain divider could be used separating each, giving us some measure of privacy when needed.
"Good idea mom!" Kris called back at her, and then slid out of her seat motioning to me to follow her back. "Come on Rob," she told me. "Let's get changed, dad's going to want and need our help hauling stuff in when we get there," she spoke loudly enough for mom to have overheard her. She smiled upon hearing that, glad to see her children were willing to help unpack, and settle in after our arrival before simply running off down to the lake the moment we got there.
I knew however that Kris had ulterior motives as we both slid out of our seats heading back down the hallway towards the two bedrooms. We soon entered ours stepping in, Kris immediately latching the door, securing it. It wasn't at all out of character for us to do that, changing simultaneously, especially as we had, and had used the privacy curtain in doing so before, which Kris now pulled on, dividing the two rooms.
"Just in case," she spoke looking at me with a smile on her face. I stood as she quickly and easily slipped out of the little she was wearing so that she now stood in front of me entirely naked.
"Finger me off," she half begged. "Before we get there." Kris had leaned against the door, half listening, though we were both reasonably sure mom wouldn't get up and out of her seat now since we were nearly there. But we couldn't stay there for very long without getting redressed either and reappearing. "Hurry!" she implored me, once again fondling those soft full breasts of hers, working her nipples with a half-glazed look in her eyes. I walked over, standing directly in front of her now, reaching down. My finger slipped easily into the juicy wet folds of her pussy, caressing her succulent wet slit, slipping in and out of her with extreme ease as she moaned around the quick playful impalement. "Put in another!" she now urged..."And fuck me! Hurry up...make me cum!"
I leaned over taking one of Kris's nipples between my lips, sucking it, simultaneously adding a second finger to her wet juicy fuck hole, now fingering her firmly, wildly as she tossed her arms around my neck, holding on to me now as I did so.
The one thing I had learned about Kris, hearing me talking dirty to her, increased not only her pleasure, but seemingly helped to hurry it along too. And at the moment, that seemed to be a pretty good idea at the time.
"You like it when I finger-fuck you don't you sis?" I asked.
We both knew we weren't, and never really had considered ourselves as true brother and sister, but saying it at times, for whatever reason, seemed to add that additional spice of naughtiness to whatever we were doing.
"Oh fuck yes!" she moaned pleasurably, wantonly. "I love it when you play with my cunt!" she now tossed out, once again using a word that she rarely ever did, preferring the word pussy more often than not, rarely saying the "C" word as she called it unless she was extremely horny. Obviously...she was. "Fuck my hot naughty cunt!" she half hissed now, grinding herself against me as I continued thrusting my fingers in and out of her, my lips half chewing on the hard gum-dropped sized nipple I still held inside my mouth.
"You going to cum all over my fingers?" I mouthed around her tit, still sucking it. "You going to make them all sticky wet with your female cum juice?" I pressed hearing her begin to pant, knowing as she did so she was drawing ever closer to actual release.
"Yes!" She moaned audibly, simply, though I knew even that couldn't be heard through the closed door and that far forward into the cabin. Had mom gotten up however and entered the sitting area, she might have. And the thought of that worried me a little, yet simultaneously adding even more to the excitement and danger of what we were doing. "Fuck my cunt," she said again, and then surprised me to some degree, "OH God Robbie, I wish I had your cock inside me!" she cried out, and then came.
**
After we finally arrived, it took us the better part of an hour to haul everything inside and put it away. Unlike the motor home, the cabin had two separate, though still small bedrooms downstairs, mom and dad of course having the much larger, very spacious bedroom upstairs. After we had put everything away, dad wanted to take the small boat out onto the lake and get some fishing in. Mom's number one desire was to sit on one of the deck chairs out on the upper deck outside their room, catch some sun, read a book and no doubt end up falling asleep for a while.
As we'd often done in the past, Kris and I threw a few things together to snack on, and then tossed in a small blanket to sit on and have our picnic once we'd reached the top of Crystal Peak which was about a half mile's hike around the other side of the lake, which was what the Lake was named for. It was a rather large hill that could be climbed fairly easily, offering a breathtaking view of the entire lake below. After immediately setting out for it, and once safely out of sight of the cabin, Kris once again removed her tee shirt, now hiking with her bare breasts fully exposed. I knew she was doing that to further tease me, but I enjoyed the sight of her hiking like that, watching her breasts jiggle and bounce every step of the way, especially when we began climbing. At times, you had to grab handholds as well as foot holds as you made your way up the hill. Just steep enough that it was a bit of an arduous climb. But seeing Kris's boobs occasionally swing out, or just dangling the way they were, soon had the addition of me having an erection, making it an even more awkward, and more difficult climb than it should have been.
Nearing the top, Kris sprinted ahead of me, climbing like a monkey the rest of the way. By the time I had reached the top a few minutes later, she had already spread out the blanket, now sitting there atop of it looking out over the lake admiring the view. Which I stood doing myself after I crested the top, but it wasn't the lake I was looking at, but her entirely nude body as she sat there. She reminded me of a violin weirdly enough, looking at her from the backside. Her curvy ass, the well rounded hips jutting out on either side tapering up her back towards her neck as she sat there. For another split second, I saw my cock strumming her like the bow that would, grinning as I unzipped myself, removing my cock so that it now pointed towards her stiff and hard as I approached. Kris turned looking back towards me, seeing what I had done and laughed.
"Thought hiking up here like this might make you horny," she grinned provocatively, and then lay back on to the blanket, spreading herself even more revealingly as she did so. "Hungry yet?" she now asked. I knew as she said that, bending her legs at the knee, spreading herself rather obscenely that she wasn't talking about the sandwiches we'd brought with us either.
We had of course made this hike several times in the past, but never before had we sat here like this, me now like Kris entirely naked as I joined her there on the blanket. Far below us, nearer the shore on the other side, we could just make out the small boat dad was using to fish from. Even with binoculars had he taken any, he'd be hard pressed to see us at the angle we were at, so sitting there on the top of the hill entirely nude gave neither one of us any concerns. Only a handful of times had we heard and then seen anyone else there. There was a small KOA campsite on the other side of the lake, which some few campers made the hike up the hill we were on. But anyone approaching could be easily heard if they did. At the moment, there wasn't a single sound to be heard except for Kris's somewhat excited breathing as she reached down between her legs, and once again began teasing me further by playing with herself.
"Well?" she asked looking at me.
She didn't need to ask me twice. I immediately crawled over joining her there on the blanket, the sun shining down on us directly from above. It felt nice and warm, the cool morning air now heated as I slipped between Kris's legs, my hands automatically drawn up towards her breasts like magnets. Even as I began playing with those, the wonderfully erotic feel of her twin nipples rolling around between my fingers, my tongue snaked out, spearing her lightly at the same time. She shivered as though cold, which I knew she wasn't, seeing an immediate eruption of several goose bumps covering her legs and arms as she reached down further spreading herself, exposing her clit even more to me than it already was.
I took it, kissing it, and then gently began sucking it, which I had now learned, she loved whenever I did, perhaps more than anything else. Kris moaned wildly, deeply as I tongued her cunt, the freedom of being able to do so laying on top of the hill the way we were, my head buried between her legs, tickling and flicking her clit, playing with her breasts, soon had her striving towards orgasm.



I have to admit however, I was still somewhat nervous when she finally came. I know how sound can travel across the water, even though we were on top of the hill, I still wondered if anyone might actually hear her as she came, screaming out her pleasure more loudly than she had ever done before in the past.
"Cum on me," she soon after asked. "I want to watch you, standing over me, jerking yourself off, and cumming all over me...please?" she half begged me.
I had actually been looking forward to a bit more than that, another nice slow blowjob perhaps, or even more...especially here on top of the hill which I'd had in the back of my mind all the way up here. Obviously by Kris's request, she hadn't, so I figured that perhaps now wasn't the time to bring the subject up again. Though I had every intention of doing so, especially after what she'd said back in the motor home.
Obviously rock hard and horny as hell, I now stood, still standing between her outstretched legs looking down at her as she lay there looking up towards me. Even with her sunglasses on, she still partially shielded her eyes from the glare of the sun with her hand, though the other was once again busy between her legs as she lay there fingering herself, now watching me as I stood over her stroking my dick.
"Try and squirt it all over me, from head to foot if you can," she asked. "I want to watch and feel you bathe me in all your hot creamy juice!" She lustfully told me.
I stood over her, though looking back over my shoulder across the lake. I could barely make out dad's boat, though wondering as I did if he should look up over to where we were, if he could make out the fact I was butt naked standing there. With the distance, and glare of the sun in his eyes should he look, I still doubted it. But again, being naked, outdoors, fisting myself, about to spurt all over his daughter, the sensation of doing so rapidly brought me to the edge.
"Oh yeah...yeah!" I announced joyously, and then watched as the first massive spurt of my cock shot from the end of it, hitting her shoulder along with the side of Kris's face. Even as the second streamer of spunk flew from the tip, I was already aiming it at her breasts, hitting the left one almost squarely. I then aimed at her naval, but missed, though leaving a nice line of white cream across her abdomen, near the top of her mound, redirecting the next, which still felt as powerful and intense as the first, splashing against her wide spread pussy, eliciting a burst of excited pleasured laughter from her as I did.
"Yes! Yes! Squirt Robbie, squirt! Cover me in all your hot delicious spunk!" she cried out.
Though my ejaculations were now beginning to finally diminish, I still milked out two more fairly decent squirts, one hitting her knee and calf, the last covering the space between her big toe, making me laugh as it reminded me of the days when we used to use Elmer's Glue on one another, gluing our toes together as kids just for the fun of it. When I did that, Kris laughed too, though I hadn't said anything, screaming out..."More glue! More Glue!"
Once I had thoroughly and completely emptied my balls all over her, I dropped down beside her there on the blanket. For long moments, we just lay there together, the hot sun baking my cream into her skin until she began to sparkle and glisten just like Crystal Peak seemed to do when looking at it from a distance.
"Kris," I finally said in low tones, gathering her attention, though I could see by the expression in her face, she already knew where this was now headed. "Back in the motor home..."
"I know what I said, but it was in the heat of the moment," she explained. "Bad enough we're doing what we're doing now, and as much as I vowed that I couldn't, or that we wouldn't, I now accept it's too late for that, to go back. But what I can't do...or allow us to do, is go beyond that," she told me then almost apologetically. "And it's not that I don't want to Robbie, I do. I've thought about it a lot, especially lately. But the fact is...we can't. We just can't. I can't!" she finished rolling over onto her stomach. Though all that did was cause my dick to lurch with renewed interest. More than anything at that moment, I would have loved to mount Kris from behind and fuck her silly, fuck us both silly. It was at that moment she stood, changing the subject entirely. "Come on...time to jump."
There was a ledge a good fifty or so yards on the side of the hill that you could climb down to. As kids we had very often come up, stood upon it looking over the ledge down into the lake, daring one another to jump. It was still a couple of years before we actually did it, though it was certainly safe enough. Some twenty or so feet from the water, it still made us both exhilarated with the thrill of finally doing it when we did. The water was just deep enough and well away from any outlying rocks keeping it safe for those who worked up enough courage to do so. Once you had, there was then a very small, but very private strip of beach between the rocks on the hill, and a natural rock jut that ran down to the water on the other side, forming the small natural cove in between. Silently I soon followed Kris as she made her way down to the ledge, me following behind her, both still naked save for the hiking boots we wore, and would jump with so as to have something to wear for the climb back up the hill. Once again Kris scooted slightly further ahead reaching the ledge just before I did, only curiously, suddenly kneeling down on her haunches looking back towards me and putting her finger against her lips, cautioning me to be quiet as she now waved me towards her.
Curious, I climbed down reaching her as quietly as possible.
"Look over the ledge towards the beach," she told me with a giggle and a smile. "We have company!"
Sure enough, some twenty feet or so below us, and then another twenty or thirty yards away from there, we saw another young couple near the edge of the lapping water. They were likewise naked, she sitting in his lap facing towards him as they both sat. It was evident as to what they were doing as they rocked together on the edge of the water, fucking. Seeing them fuck once again reminding me of what I'd like to be doing to...and with Kris. Maybe it was doing the same thing to her too, as she suddenly stood revealing herself fully.
"What the fuck are you..." I watched her suddenly leap off the ledge into the water, "...doing," I only then finished. The sound of her splash into the water seconds later alerted the two of them to our presence, looking up at where Kris had just jumped from, I then stood, preparing to jump myself as the couple below actually waved. I waved back, and then jumped, seeing Kris treading water below me, waiting for me.
I emerged, and then swam beside her the short distance towards the shore. By then, the couple who'd been obviously sitting there fucking had now parted, sitting beside one another now instead. As we approached, somewhat sheepishly, though I think of the four of us, I was the only one blushing, Kris smiled finally standing up out of the water. "Beautiful day isn't it?" she asked as I caught up joining her. "Didn't mean to disturb you," she then added. "But I didn't want you to think we were just sitting up there spying on you either," she announced, though that's exactly what it was we had been doing just before she jumped.
The blonde who was sitting there laughed at that. "That's ok...we just came from there ourselves about an hour ago," she grinned, the emphasis on the word came clearly evident. "Beautiful up there too," she continued smiling. "First time either one of us has been here before though," she further explained. "We're on our honey moon, so hope you don't mind what we were doing too terribly much," she finished. I noticed as we stood there speaking to them that the woman's husband had tried hiding his still obvious arousal, he'd bent one leg at the knee folding it over against himself, his hand down in his lap as well. He looked about as embarrassed as I did as the girls stood talking and laughing together. "You here on yours as well?" she asked looking at Kris, obviously as young as we were, it was either that, or we were here on some sort of a fairly serious romantic date.
"Ah, no...we're not married. This is actually my brother," Kris announced, seeing the eyebrows on the two of them suddenly rise up in what at first looked to be a state of shock.
"Well, that's certainly interesting," the blonde recovered saying, though she once again smiled as she said it.
"So obviously you weren't ah..."
"Fucking on the top? No...Robbie was just eating me is all," she then informed them, once again seeing their shocked bemused expressions crossing their faces. "But...we really should leave the two of you alone to enjoy your honeymoon some more," Kris now stated, and then reached over grabbing my flaccid penis, tugging it as she did. "Come on Robbie, let's give these two some privacy so they can go back to what they were doing before we so rudely interrupted them!"
We waved good-bye, though Kris continued to hold onto my dick, leading me back towards the trail that would weave itself back and forth up the hill towards the summit. They had waved back, moments later hearing their laughter as we finally stepped out of sight.
"You had fun shocking them didn't you?" I told her. "Why'd you tell them that anyway?" I then asked.
"Oh come on Robbie," she shot back finally releasing my prick. "It will give them something to remember, something to laugh about, and tell their friends about later after they return home again. The brother and sister that interrupted them while they were fucking, and who had been fooling around on the hill just above them doing pretty much the same thing just after they had."
"Except we weren't...didn't, fuck," I told her stopping to look at her. "Though I wish we had been," I then added.
Kris stopped now looking back at me, about to speak, though she held her thoughts. "Come on, we've got just time enough to finish our lunch before we need to head back," she informed me, and then turned and continued on back up the hill as I stood there watching her.
**
It took the while to reach the summit again, Kris had already unpacked the few snacks we'd brought along for us when I arrived. "Hungry?" she asked.
"No...not really," I told her. I was in fact somewhat irritated with her. Not so much over what she'd said and done, but what we hadn't. Once again Kris had set boundaries, somewhat liberal ones this time perhaps, but nevertheless she had without taking into account my feelings with regards to them. Doing what we had, which obviously now she was more than ok with, just irritated me all the more.
"Why not?" she pressed taking a bite of her sandwich after putting mine away again. "Didn't you have fun...earlier?" she asked, knowing full well why I wasn't in the mood to be eating anything.
"Yes...I did, very much. But you know that Kris, and you also know that I want to do more than that with you too," I freely admitted. "What I don't understand, is why you don't, or won't."
"You KNOW why I won't, but it doesn't mean I don't want to, or don't think about it," she told me. "But Robbie, there's just no way that we can...or ever will. And you need to accept that."
"Ok, I will..." I responded back at her. "I'll accept that's how you feel, and how it needs to be for you, but in the same fashion, you then need to accept that I can't keep doing what we already have, without having the other two. So if I can't have that...if I can't make love to you, then I can't continue doing what we have been either. It's just too hard on me to not want to, and not want to try to every chance that I get."
We sat looking at one another for long moments. "Ok, if that's really the way you feel," she said looking at me, no longer hungry herself now. "Then that's the way it will have to be."
"Yeah, guess it is," I responded back watching as Kris nodded her head, then stood and began dressing for the hike back to the cabin. This time, she put all of her clothes back on as though to emphasize her determination, just as I then did.
We walked back in silence. Neither one of us saying a further word to one another as we made our way back.
**
After we got back, I immediately went into my room and stayed there. Around dinner time, mom came looking for me however, knocked and then let herself into my room. Unfortunately, there weren't any locks on the bedroom doors, not even the working fully plumbed bathroom door had a lock either.
"Dinners ready!" Mom announced. I feigned sleep, only then rolling over.
"Not hungry," I informed her. "Too much sun today," I think. Worriedly she came over to check on me, ensuring herself I hadn't suffered any real sun stroke.
"No, nothing like that mom," I said giving her relief. "Just tired, worn out is all, I'll fix something to eat a bit later after it's really cooled down quite a bit."
Still not too terribly pleased I wouldn't be joining them for dinner, she left. I lay there thinking about everything we had done lately, growing more and more irritated from it by the minute, and irritated with myself too because of it. Mainly because, it had also aroused me while thinking about it. Even though I tried willing my cock to go down, it didn't. I was soon laying there in my room with a hard cock that wouldn't go away. Which was when I decided to take matters into my own hands to see if I couldn't at least toss one off, and at the very least get rid of the nagging reminder I now had. I'd been laying there flogging away at myself beneath the sheets when another knock came at my door. I quit pumping my prick, now irritated at having been disturbed and only seconds away from climaxing when Kris stepped into my room.
"What?" I asked half barking at her.
She frowned standing there staring at me. To make things worse, she was now wearing one of her skimpiest bikini's, her boobs all but falling out of the front of the top, the briefest of triangles between her legs barely covering that portion of her.
"Mom sent me to check on you," she explained. "Wanted to know if you were hungry enough to get up yet. Which you'd better do soon, or she'll be in here herself, thinking that maybe you really did get a sunstroke or something," Kris told me. "So...if you want to sit in here the rest of the evening and sulk, that's up to you. But you'd better come up with a better reason for sulking, or mom really will start to get worried about you."
"I'm not sulking," I spat at her.
"Oh yes you are," Kris said glancing back over her shoulder, and then back towards me, suddenly pulling her bikini top up and over her breasts, exposing herself. "Just because you're not content with just playing with these, and a bit more," she said once again checking over her shoulder to make sure no one came up from behind her. I took that opportunity to lower my sheet, exposing my still very hard stiff cock as she turned back around.
"Yeah, well you won't be touching or doing anything more with this either," I said waggling it at her as she turned. "So you just keep that in mind too," I shot back.
"Oh I see how this is going to go now," Kris said looking at my stiff cock. "Well...two can play at that game you know," she said as she stood there fondling her own breasts. "We'll see who between the two of us lasts the longer without giving in then won't we?" she said. Kris covered herself, and then closed the door. I had picked up my pillow, throwing it, but it was already too late. She had once again gotten in the last word before I had.
"Yeah, two can play at that game," I said to myself. And rather than wasting a perfectly good wad, I decided to save it...for later. To be continued...
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I guess the first clue should have been coming home from work to discover that Jackie my wife was fixing one of my favorite meals. Something I normally only got on the weekend when she had plenty of time to prepare it without feeling rushed.
The second and even more obvious clue should have been finding a glass of my favorite scotch waiting for me on the table next to my easy chair after I'd gotten undressed and comfortable ready to sit down, relax and wait on the dinner that I was now ravenous to eat.
The reason perhaps that I didn't, was that Jackie was the kind of wife that any man would be envious of. Not just because of her looks or features either. She was a wild little brunette with a reddish tint to her hair that gave her a real sultry look. A beautiful friendly smile, added to her gorgeous face, and of course a pair of incredible breasts that I got a lot of satisfaction and pride from in having other men looking at her, drooling over them whenever we went anywhere together.
In addition to being a fabulous cook in the kitchen, she was more uninhibited in the bedroom that anyone I had ever known. Jackie had never told me "no," if I was interested, and even if she maybe was tired, immediately fired up the reserves, enjoying herself just as much as I did whenever we made love, initially tired or not. And she never, ever held anything back after that either. Jackie simply was the best thing, the best wife that any man could ever hope for.
Doing special, intimate loving little things for me out of the blue was just another one of those things about her that I loved. She did things like that often enough that there never was any sort of ulterior motive attached to them. Not even when it came to sex, Jackie never used sex as a tool to coax something out of me that she might want, nor did she ever use it as a reward system either. The only time I knew she honestly wanted something special or important from me, was when she would teasingly say, "Daniel?" when she always otherwise called me "Dan" which everyone did, and then followed that up with..."How much do you really love me?"
We had just started eating dinner. My taste buds in seventh heaven as I began devouring one of my favorite pasta dishes that took her a while to prepare, especially from scratch the way she did it. It was at that moment that I suddenly heard her say as I took a second bite, "Daniel? How much do you really love me?"
I laughed, waiting for the punch line, still savoring the delicious meal she'd prepared for me. Even when I'd heard her use this particular phrase, it was usually something that still wasn't all that bad, or that I wouldn't have gladly and readily done for her. Especially with as much as she had done for me since the day we had gotten married. Still, I chuckled once again, wondering, and waiting to hear what it was. The only thing that came to mind was the discussion we'd had several days ago about repainting the bathroom. She wanted to switch it to a sort of Mauve color, and I hadn't been too excited about doing that. Even as we discussed it, I figured I'd eventually give in, I mean after all, it's only a bathroom, and not like I stay in there for hours at a time either. I'd just about decided she was going to hit me up about coming to agreement on it, which I'd already decided to do, when she tossed me a curve ball.
"Darla is going off to college soon," she began, confusing the hell out of me as to where any of this was going. Darla was our next door neighbor's daughter, I had seen her grow up over the years, and had come to think of her as my own daughter, especially as Jackie and I were incapable of having any kids of our own. Brad and Darlene, her parents where our best friends, and felt more like family than friends in many ways. Which of course included Darla, as we'd often looked out for her during times when her own parents had been out for the evening. And I also knew and appreciated the fact that Darla had come to look upon us as family too. Especially Jackie, looking at her more like an older sister, someone she could confide in, where she wasn't as yet comfortable in doing so with her own mother. Over time, Darla came to trust Jackie implicitly, and they'd grown very close, sharing and holding several confidences that Jackie never in a million years would have shared with me. So, when she said that, I knew that this time, she was actually being serious about something.
"Does she need our financial help?" I asked wondering. Because I knew in an instant we'd help her out if that was the case, but I was still confused by the premise of what she'd said. Brad had told me a long time ago they had started a college fund for her early on when she was a baby. So I knew that unless they'd suddenly gone through some unexpected hard times that we weren't aware of, there should be plenty of money in her account for that.
"Nothing like that," Jackie said obviously nervous as she now more toyed with her plate of food rather than eating it. Which told me immediately, whatever it was, really was serious. I put my fork down, took a drink of my wine, and sat back. Whatever it was she had to tell me, to ask me...dinner, no matter how delicious it might be, and no matter how hungry I had been, still was...was going to have to wait. It was then of course Jackie looked at me with a straight face, took a deep breath and said, "Darla wants you to take her virginity."
"What did you just say?" I asked incredulously. Out of all the things I might have expected to hear, that wouldn't have been one of them on the list. Not even on the bottom of the backside of the paper. I even wondered for a moment if I'd heard her wrong, but nothing else came to mind.
"You heard me," Jackie said again, now eating, which she knew was one of the few irritants she did have that drove me nuts. Saying something, and then pretending it was no big deal, especially when it was. "She wants you to be the one to take her virginity. She doesn't want to go off to college being one, and she has no intention, or no desire of saving herself for marriage or anything stupid like that either. But the last thing she wants is for some college guy to take it that doesn't know what he's doing, and make that moment for her less than memorable. I already told her...you would."
"You did?" I sat staring at my wife as she continued to eat without looking back up at me. "She actually came to you with this? When...and why me?"
Jackie swallowed putting her fork down, taking a sip of wine, taking her time before responding. "A few weeks ago, and because she trusts and loves us, that's why. I told her I'd think about it, but I also told her that if we did agree, this wasn't one of those things I couldn't not discuss with her mother either."
"Oh my God! You mean Brad and Darlene know about it too?" I asked no longer hungry, but certainly curious.
"Well of course they do silly, I wouldn't have mentioned it to you at all if they weren't. This isn't exactly something I would want either one of us to go around our best friend's backs about, so they had to be brought into it long before I ever mentioned it to you."
"What the hell did they have to say or think about that?" I asked still somewhat stupefied.
"Well obviously at first, Brad was reluctant to go along with it."
"No shit!" I said in agreement. "But he agreed?"
"Eventually, yes...after they discussed it at length, and then eventually with Darla directly. After they had heard her side, and reasoning, then yes...they did see the value in you're being the one."
"Oh my God!" I said once again sitting back in my chair. "When?"
"Oh...tomorrow night?" Jackie suddenly tossed out at me. "Think you'll be up for it?" she said grinning like a Cheshire cat, as I caught the double meaning.
"This is serious, you're serious, about all of this."
"Like I said before honey...how much do you really love me?"
**
Since the following day was a Saturday, I spent most of it fidgeting about the house like a nervous Magpie. Jackie had already informed me that she and Darla were going to spend the day shopping, taking in a spa together, relaxing, talking, and preparing for the night.
"So what the hell am I supposed to do in preparation for it myself in the meantime?" I asked.
"Well...not that you'll need it, but I left something a little special for you in the bedroom," she told me. "Just make sure you're all showered and shaved by seven," she then added. "So relax, try to enjoy yourself and think about tonight," she grinned almost wickedly. "We certainly will be."
"We?"
"Well hell yes...I promised her I would be there too you know, to help her through it, she actually asked me if I would be."
Once again I shook my head in disbelief. Not only would I be taking the virginity of a woman half my age, and my best friend's daughter on top of all that, but my wife would be there to not only witness it, but coach her through it when I did.
"I don't think this even happens anywhere's overseas? Does it?" I stood there asking myself, and then headed upstairs to the bedroom to see what it was that Jackie had left for me on the bed. What I saw was a beautifully wrapped box, which I nervously opened. Inside were a few erotic magazines, which made me laugh as I hardly ever needed seeing anything like that with my wife around. Keeping clothes on her during the evening was next to impossible, not that I minded. But it was a subtle way of her telling me she was ready, willing and able if ever I was...which was usually, every single night it seemed like. But what really made me laugh was a package of Viagra, something I had never tried, nor felt like I needed to though I had certainly heard about it. Jackie had written a note, which she'd attached to the package of six little blue tablets. "For just in case, and just in case...please read the directions before taking!" Beneath all that was a black silk Kimono, beautifully designed, obviously expensive, along with another note. "Not to be worn until you've showered, and the clock says seven," she had added.
I glanced at the clock, it was barely ten a.m. It was going to be a very, very long day.
**
By the time the clock finally rolled around to six, I was a nervous wreck. I'd already stashed the pills in the medicine cabinet having no intention of taking them. I started the shower, getting it all nice and hot, and then walked back over to the cabinet, took out the pills, read the directions, and swallowed two. Just in case.
I then stepped into the shower taking a long one. By the time I got out, it was six thirty. I sat on the toilet seat, waiting for what I supposed would be a super erection, which never came, and which now suddenly began to worry me even more. I considered taking another little blue pill, but thankfully didn't. God only knows...
At five minutes to seven, I slipped into my black silk Kimono, and went downstairs to wait. At five minutes past, the girls arrived, though Jackie rushed Darla upstairs without either one of us saying a word to one another.
"Fix a drink, relax. I'll call you," she told me.
I did, sitting there wondering what the two of them were up to, what was going on, and how long before I heard my name finally being called. When I looked down at myself, I was as hard as a rock. My prick was as big as it had ever been, if not more so, and there was no way of hiding it either! It stuck out of my flimsy black silk robe like a cobra prepared to strike, and the thought of that suddenly worried me. "What the hell will she think when she sees this?" I asked myself, just about the time I heard the sound of my wife's voice calling to me from up the stairs.
I stood up, walking towards them, the scene from the wizard of Oz where the Lion is trying to hide his own tail suddenly coming to mind.
When I walked into the bedroom it was filled with what had to be a hundred spice scented candles. The bed had been turned down, brand new red satin sheets on it, with my wife standing next to the bathroom door wearing what was a rather sexy, very revealing black negligee herself. She looked incredible, and under any other normal circumstances, I'd have attacked her immediately. At the moment, all I could do was stand there grinning stupidly with my dick sticking strait out which she smiled at.
"Why don't you get on the bed?" she told me, which I then did...waiting. Jackie then knocked on the bathroom door asking, "Darla? You ready honey?"
Seconds after that I heard the door opening, and then Darla stepped out. She of course was wearing a white, equally enticing negligee. To be honest, they looked like a pair of matching salt and peppershakers. But I wasn't about to tell them that. Not that they both weren't sexy as hell, they were. But I had another image of me being the prepared meat to this feast, and the two of them being the spices to be added to it.
Darla however was staring at my very stiff cock. A fact that couldn't be hidden away very well, and I wondered then if taking two of those little blue pills wasn't a serious mistake after all. I'd seen myself erect enough times to know when I was aroused, and when I was really aroused. This was that...times ten. I don't think my prick had ever been any harder, any more swollen or angry looking. And at first I actually feared that by her looking at it, she'd maybe even change her mind. Which wouldn't have necessarily been such a bad thing, as hard cock or no...I was still nervous myself. At least it wasn't a monster, though it almost looked like it was a hell of a lot bigger than it really was, though maybe...it was for all I knew. It was very possible that taking two pills made it not only hard, but perhaps a bit bigger as well. Or at least, it certainly felt like that to me anyway. Darla continued to stand there staring at my cock as Jackie took her hand in hers and began leading her towards the bed. I wondered then if she might think she was being led to the slaughter and might still back out. Instead, she finally looked up towards me blushing as she spoke, "You have a very beautiful cock!" she said her face burning crimson.
"Thank you," I said having no idea what else to say, now blushing myself as Jackie held back a laugh looking towards me.
"Familiarize yourself with him honey...with it," she then amended. "Go ahead, touch him however you'd like to, feel what it feels like, play with it, get used to it," she coached her in doing.
Words sort of failed me after that. Darla opened my robe exposing even more of me. Almost delicately she wrapped her hand around my more than aroused member, getting the sense of it in her head I suppose, though her trembling hand was sending a lot of senses my way as well, and suddenly I was more than glad I'd taken the pills, now wondering once again if maybe I should have taken another.
"We're not in any sort of a rush here," she reminded her. "We have all night...as long as it takes, as slow as you want to go," she again stated seeing the relief mixed with a great deal of excitement and joy in Darla's face as she took her time exploring me, fondling me, and at times, merely moving me back and forth as she sat there staring at my prick.
It was fucking hot as hell as she did all that.
The one thing we had discussed at length, and which Jackie had of course talked about with our friends, was another major important factor in their agreeing to all of this. Even though Darla was now on the pill, and had been for some time, I was the one who was incapable of having any children, not Jackie. And though we could have adopted, or gone with a sperm donor or something, Jackie had long ago come to the conclusion that if we weren't capable of having one of our own together, then we simply weren't meant to. So Darla knew as we all did going in, there was never any worries or fears about something like that happening. Which had been initially one of my best friend's major concerns.
"So, what does it taste like?" she asked looking towards my wife. "Can I do that too?" she then asked.
"Honey, you can do anything you want to, this is your night," Jackie told her. "And...just so you know, if there's anything you'd like to feel or experience before you finally do decide it's time, we're both here for you as well for any of that."
I opened my eyes wide over that one as I looked at my wife. Though she continued looking at Darla as she continued. "Anything honey...anything at all, ok?'
"Ok," Darla smiled, and then held me in both of her small delicate hands, leaned over and took me into her mouth. She sucked lightly, almost too much so, and then seemed to get over whatever shyness and nervousness she might have had, though I secretly wondered as she did so, if this was one area at least that she might have had a bit of previous experience with, as she began tickling me with her tongue just as good as Jackie ever did. She was soon mouthing me in pure unbridled delight, as I lay there praying that the little blue pills would perform their magic, whatever that might be, and keep me stiff for a while as I was already threatening to fill her mouth full of my seed. Luckily, and thankfully perhaps, Jackie sensed this as she sat watching her, and finally made a suggestion which I was more than delighted to hear just seconds before all hell would have broken loose.
"Now then...how about we pleasure you a little," she then stated, and helped Darla lay down on the bed. "Dan? Would you do the honors?" she then asked me. "I think she's ready for you to unwrap her now," she told me.
There were a total of three dainty little bows holding the front of Darla's sexy little nightgown closed over her breasts.
"With your teeth," Jackie suddenly added, inspired.
I glanced quickly towards Darla just before leaning over to begin doing that when she made a request of her own. "Before he does, would you mind it very much if you got naked too? I think...it would help to make me less nervous if you were as well," she said speaking at my wife.
"Sure darling, like I said, anything you wish."
Jackie didn't just strip either. She slowly, teasingly untied her own little laces, revealing bits of herself seductively until she too was naked. Positioning herself near Darla's head, I was a little surprised to see her reach up and lovingly cup one of my wife's full breasts, hefting it comfortably in her hand, feeling the weight and softness of it as she did so. "You really do have gorgeous breasts," she said breathlessly.
"And so...do you," Jackie responded, nodding her head towards me as I finally began untying the bows that hid her own twin treasures. Moments later I was indeed kissing and feasting on the succulent looking caps of her breasts, nipples as hard, if not more so than Jackie's were as I ran my tongue lightly over each before pulling them between my lips, giving them a firm, yet gentle sucking. Darla moaned pleasurably, signaling that whatever I was doing to them, felt exquisitely wonderful.
"God that's nice!" she cried out, still fondling my wife's breast, her fingers easily locating and now rolling one of Jackie's firm stiff tips between her fingers.
It was only natural that I began lavishing a trail of kisses, licks and gentle sucks down her stomach, soon lingering near her naval, hinting as I did so where I would soon be heading. Her moans became deeper, longer, all consuming as I did so. Jackie had in fact begun to softly caress Darla's now neglected breasts, running the palms of her hands like flowing water over each, teasing her, heightening the thrill and sensation of our simultaneous onslaught of Darla's tender flesh as my tongue finally reached the sweet moist folds of her puffy split.
I felt Darla shudder, jerking slightly beneath me as I slipped my hands comfortably beneath her ass, kneading it as she slightly arched upwards meeting the roll of my tongue as it slid ever closer towards her hard little clit.



"Oh fuck!" Darla groaned the obscenity escaping from between her lips like an offered prayer. In all the years I had known this young woman, I had never once heard her utter that particular word before. Now, upon hearing her say it, it was like a rite of passage, the moment of being a virginal young girl, soon woman was a moment not lost on any of us.
I had purposely stayed away from her clit, barely even reaching it before my tongue once again licked, lapped, and fluttered between the folds of her ever increasing moisture. Jackie had once told me that I ate pussy better than I fucked. It wasn't a blow to my ego or anything like that either, she came quite nicely whenever we had intercourse, but she had told me, and then of course showed me how hard she climaxed whenever I went down on her. I knew as I lay between Darla's outstretched legs that I was just beginning the erotic tease of her sweet pussy, just as Jackie did, smiling, still caressing, and playfully fondling Darla's pert young breasts.
Eventually, I allowed the tip of my tongue to flick softly, yet furiously against her hard little button.
"Oh my God!" Darla cried out passionately. "It...it...feels like sparklers going off!" She exclaimed.
That was a new one. But if it felt like sparklers to her then I was about to help her celebrate this new Independence day in the best way that I knew how. Through experience of her own, Jackie knew what Darla was feeling, knew that my mouth, lips and tongue would soon pleasure her clit in ways she never knew existed. And as I began doing that, Jackie surprised us both by leaning over, and now capturing one of Darla's supersensitive nipples between her lips and began to artfully suck it.
"Oh fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" She cried out once again, over and over. I lapped at her split tasting the essence of her pre-spending like a thirsty cat. Her clit vibrating, just as she was as she once again shuddered beneath me uncontrollably, bouncing her hips, gyrating her pelvis upwards against my face, nearly fucking me as she did so.
"Make her cum baby, make her cum." Jackie urged me unnecessarily. I began tickling her with one finger, the wetness of her now very slick cunt further lubricating herself, the simultaneous discovery of the fact she truly still did have an attached hymen. Darla wasn't just technically still a virgin as I licked and sucked her sweet succulent cunt, she truly had never had anything inside her until now. I kissed her exposed hymen, tonguing it, probing and pressing my tongue against the tiny barrier, letting her know as I did so that it soon would no longer be a symbol of what she now was.
Darla continued to thrash beneath me, her head rolling from side to side on the pillow, her moans of pleasure becoming almost continuous, one long string of sensual utterances as her pleasure escalated towards new heights. I felt her shudder again, seemingly holding her breath, and then more forcefully than I had done until now, wrapping my lips about her hard nubbin, pulling on it, sucking it firmly, simultaneously lashing out at it with my tongue as I did so.
Darla screamed, took a breath, screamed again and exploded.
Careful of her sensitivity, I backed way off, though still flicking my tongue as softly as I could within the folds of her now drenched pussy, she continued to shudder, tears literally rolling down her face as Jackie kissed, licking them away, holding and then cradling Darla's head against her. I sat up, watching this, wishing that it was a moment we had captured on camera even, so beautiful was it as she lay there trying to emotionally recover. To my surprise, and somewhat to Jackie's as well, my wife's breast was easily within reach of Darla's mouth. I now watched as Darla took it like a newborn baby, gathering the hard aroused tip between her lips as she pulled on it, sucking it softly, yet urgently. Jackie closed her eyes, moaning contentedly as she did, stroking her fingers through Darla's hair, rocking back and forth slightly on her haunches as the two embraced.
Seeing this, I felt my cock throb, almost painfully so. If I thought it was hard, swollen and stiffly straight before, it was even more so now. A thin streamer of sticky dick-drool clung to the head of my prick and dripped down towards the bed, connecting a fragile line of precum fuck juice that suspended itself like a strand of webbing. Jackie smiled upon seeing that, now placing her hand gently along side of Darla's face, tipping her head upwards forcing Darla's eyes to now look into her own.
"Are you ready?" she asked.
Darla nodded her head, though a nervous, yet excited look once again came into them.
"Lay down on your back," Jackie instructed. "And don't worry, we'll take this as slow as you like, for as long as you like," she assured her.
"Easy for you to say," I thought to myself as my prick continued to leak out another even thicker streamer of juice. Jackie quickly gathered that up with her finger, wrapping it around it like a ball of string before placing it against her still somewhat tender clit, massaging and once again teasing it with my silk feeling lubrications.
Jackie then directed me to kneel between Darla's legs, bending her at the knee, though not before angling her virginal cunt upwards with one of our soft plushy pillows. "Don't do anything until I tell you to," she informed me. "Just let me do all the preliminary work," she smiled knowingly.
I was only too happy to oblige.
I felt my wife take my enormously rigid hard cock in hand. She began to softly rub the spongy head of it back and forth, up and down Darla's still very wet split, teasing her...as well as myself when she did. Even then I worried, the pleasure she was giving me, as she gave it to Darla was already threatening to evoke the sperming that I knew I'd eventually unleash within her. Hearing Darla's renewed moans and groans of delight merely intensified that sensation. Especially when she pulled upon my prick, now pressing it even more firmly against the still barred opening of the young woman's cunt.
"Push...just a little, and then keep it there," Jackie informed me, now turning back towards Darla. "And you honey...try and relax, just enjoy the feel of Dan's hard stiff cock against your pussy, try to imagine gobbling it up with your cunt like it was your mouth the way you sucked him inside you earlier."
It in fact almost felt like that. Darla did have slightly larger labia than my wife, her lips wrapping around my shaft like a pair of wings, which now caressed the strained shaft of my prick as Jackie continued to hold it, rubbing it up and down Darla's rapidly moistening split.
"Push a little more," Jackie almost whispered, and I felt the head of my dick firmly connected against her hymen, the pressure in doing so forcing it to flatten back some as I did, though I held myself in place, not going any further as Jackie again coaxed Darla to "Gobble some more of it."
I felt her begin to stretch, the head of my dick entering her by millimeters, not inches as I continued to press forwards, Jackie's hand now letting go. "Easy baby, easy," she said speaking to each of us. Her hands once again finding Darla's nipples, gently caressing them, teasing them as I continued to press inward a fraction at a time.
"That's it honey, you're doing fine," Jackie assured her, the mixture of pleasure pain now on Darla's face as she grimaced, though not enough to back off or give up against the continued onslaught as my prick continued to stretch the thin barrier keeping me from entering her virginal cunt fully.
"Now! Now! Fuck me now!" Darla screamed out rapturously. I looked over towards my wife, Jackie wordlessly nodding her head yes towards me, her fingers suddenly seizing each one of Darla's hard extended nipples between.
"Now!" Jackie said.
I shoved, felt the last attempt of Darla's hymen trying to bare my passage inside, Jackie gripping each of Darla's nipples, pinching them between her fingers.
"Yes! Yes! Yes!" Darla cried out, tears once again rolling down her face. "Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck meeeeeeee!"
And then suddenly, just like that...I was in. I felt the "pop" of my dick head slip even deeper inside, though I held up, the strain and pressure of my penetration rapidly lessening.
"That's it baby, hold still, let her get used to it," Jackie urged me, no longer pinching or holding Darla's nipples, once again just lightly caressing the tips of each as she lay there. "Let her...tell you when she's ready for more."
It was perhaps five or six seconds before she did, though she informed me by once again "gobbling" more of my shaft, inching herself forward, hunching up her ass away from the pillow.
"More," she moaned softly.
I slid in a little deeper, and then deeper still, no longer doing so in mere millimeters, but in inches now as the slickness gathered, bathing us each until I was balls deep inside, once again holding still as I throbbed desperately inside her, as her cunny hummed wonderfully about me as well.
"Fuck!" I moaned. "Not now! Not now!" I said to myself, but the intensity of the moment, for me at least, was more than I had imagined or could take. As I knelt there unmoving, I felt the first delicious spurt of my cream explode from the tip of my cock, no doubt bathing her cervix as the head of my cock rested against it. Jackie knew without any doubt I was cumming as I knelt there unmoving, the eruptions of my prick too sweet to ignore or control as much as I had wanted to. I felt her hand on my ass, gently caressing me as she leaned over.
"Its ok baby...it's ok. Sperm her sweet cunt, make it all nice and slick and juicy inside," she said assuringly, and then asked softly enough so that only I could hear. "How many did you take?"
"Two," I barely managed, still feeling the wash of pleasure as it consumed me. I saw Jackie smile, grinning actually.
"Good boy...figured you would."
Though I felt somewhat embarrassed at having come so fucking soon, moments later as I knelt there, my cock just as hard and as firm as it had been, not softening in the slightest, I began to ease out of Darla's still almost too tight cunt, drawing myself out until just the tip of my head remained inside her. I saw a mixture of fluids, hers and mine coating my prick, a pinkish tint to the coloring as I slowly began easing back inside her once again. Darla's mouth formed an oval, her moan telling me as I did so that whatever pain she had known was now being replaced by one of pure pleasure. She moaned softly, her head once again rolling back and forth across the pillow.
"Yes! Yes! Oh God yes!"
Though slowly, the speed of our coupling gradually increased. My prick now sliding in and out of her as easily as it did whenever Jackie and I made love. When Darla locked her legs around my back, forcing me to drive into her even deeper, we all knew then she'd become a woman, her pleasures now those of a woman as she strove herself against me. When she began to pant expectantly, I once again felt a renewed surge of pleasure forming deep within my balls. Jackie reaching around, cupping them, feeling them tighten as I did so.
"Wait for her...wait for her!" she urged me softly. I did...sliding in and out, in and out, hearing her pant, hearing the subtle change in her breathing, and then suddenly the silence of it as she held her breath, arched her back, and for a moment, became suspended in time.
"Now!" Jackie cried out loudly. "Now Dan, now! Fill her with your cream again!"
Right on cue, I began to spurt, and as I did, Darla screamed out, the low deep groan of her own climax seizing her in its grip. I could feel the spastic pulsations of her pussy clenching my shaft, releasing it, and then clenching it again, over and over. The spurts now timed perfectly, harmoniously with each as I showered her with a second, even more rapturous sensation of joy and pure unadulterated pleasure.
Now finally weak in the knees, I withdrew from her completely, collapsing by her side, our lips meeting for the first time as we kissed, deeply, erotically, and tenderly.
Looking down, only then did I realize that Jackie had taken my place. Her mouth lovingly, softly and likewise tenderly licking, sucking, and drinking down our combined essence as Darla continued to moan at the sudden unexpected sweetness she now felt.
To her surprise, as well as my own. She came again. A bit more softly this time, almost purring as she did. After that, we all lay together, Darla sandwiched between us, the contentment of the afterglow covering us like a comforting blanket.
Time seemingly had indeed stopped. I don't know how long we lay there together like that, but in time Darla moved, her eyes filled with wondrous joy, and a hint of wickedness as she suddenly sat up between us.
"Now...it's my turn to return the favor," she said smiling. "But I want to feel that hard cock inside me again too," she added with a gleam in her eye.
It was she who now directed the action, the desire. Making it known to Jackie of her intent as she nestled herself comfortably between my wife's legs, gingerly, and oh so innocently, running her tongue up and down my wife's split for the very first time. Once again kneeling behind her, I was amazed, though pleased as my cock immediately stiffened, easily sliding now into Darla's womanized pussy as I fucked her from behind, slowly pleasuring her again as she in turn pleasured my wife's cunt until we once again exploded, simultaneously together.
**
All three women had gone out to breakfast together. Brad came over as he usually did to watch the morning game during the football season. Initially it was awkward for us both as I met him at the door inviting him in. Neither one of us saying anything as I turned on the TV, sitting down. Finally he turned towards me and spoke, his tone nervous unsure.
"Thank you," he said simply.
My response ran through my head in a flash of thought. Phrases like, "My pleasure, or Anytime, or glad to be of service," sounding so inappropriate, though I felt them in that way.
"You're welcome," I said simply. Then we both sat and began watching the game, in time cheering on our respective teams as the friendship between us held and solidified even more than it had been.
**
That evening Brad and Darlene came over to dinner. We toasted one another in friendship, enjoyed another well prepared meal together and laughed as friends once again. Perhaps the wine, the intensity of our emotions loosened whatever fears or inhibitions any of us might have had as Jackie and Darlene surprised the two of us. They had stood as one simultaneously. At first I had thought them to have done so in preparation of clearing away the dishes. But then Darlene came over sitting down in my lap, just as Jackie did, sitting down in Brad's. Brad and I both looking over towards one another, surprise clearly etched within our faces.
Jackie looking towards me as she sat in Brad's lap, Darlene looking at Brad as she sat down in my lap, and then both saying in unison as they did so. "So...How much, do you really love us?" They asked.
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It was dark when I finally emerged from my room, the sun had set well over an hour ago, though it was early yet. Coming into the main family room I wasn't at all surprised to find no one was there. No doubt, they were all sitting up on the deck outside my parent's room if anything, enjoying the fresh evening air. I climbed the steps soon after stepping outside. The only one who was there, was Kris. She was sitting in one of the lounge chairs, I noticed immediately she still had her bikini on, the same one she'd been wearing earlier, only now...she'd pulled down the top, which rested, beneath her bare breasts. There was no doubt in my mind she had heard me coming up, and had purposely revealed them. I stared at her gorgeous tits only briefly, stubbornly refraining from continuing to do so, though it was obvious to Kris that I had when I'd first noticed them.
"So where's mom and dad?" I asked trying to be nonchalant, no longer looking at Kris's naked tits.
"They went out for a moon-light row in the boat," she informed me. "Left about twenty minutes ago, so they'll no doubt be gone for a while. They were both acting pretty frisky earlier, so I'm willing to bet they're doing the nasty out on the lake," she said grinning at me.
It was hard not gazing at Kris's bare breasts as she lay there, though I tried very hard not to.
"She left you some dinner...if you're hungry," Kris said as she then purposely cupped her breasts and began fingering her nipples. "Though I guess that depends on what you're hungry for," she added saucily.
"I'm not," I said simply, letting her decide as to which one I was referring to. I noticed then she'd been sipping on a glass of wine. "Any of that left?" I asked.
"Yeah, downstairs," she responded, though she let go of her breasts, answering with an all too familiar tone of voice, though she soon sweetened it again when she asked me, "Mind bringing me another one too?"
"Yeah, sure," I said taking her glass. I had felt my prick begin to stiffen almost immediately the moment I saw her sitting there like that. The fact I hadn't shot my wad earlier a sudden reminder that I hadn't, and that if anything, it would be an even bigger load now when I did. By the time I had reached the kitchen area, poured the wines...I was rock fucking hard again.
As I stood there looking down at myself, a sudden idea came to mind. Unzipping my jeans, I pulled my stiff hard cock out, setting it free, and then once again climbed back up to the deck carrying our wines. I leaned over handing Kris her glass, her eyes immediately spotting my hard stiff prick, which was now only inches away from her face as I did that.
"Would you care for anything else?" I asked smiling at her. I saw her hand actually lift from the arm of the chair as though she were about to reach out for my dick, but she immediately regained control, switching her glass from one hand to the other instead, and then taking a sip from it as she glanced up towards me as I turned heading over to stand by the railing. I did so, purposely standing off to one side so that she could get an even better view of my prick there beneath the lantern light hanging above me.
Looking over, I now discovered she had pulled the crotch of her bikini bottoms off to one side, her juicy bare split winking at me as she dipped a finger into it, taunting me as she did so.
"Sure you're not hungry?" she asked. "More than happy to fix something succulently delicious for you if you are."
"Only if you're willing to sauté' a particular sausage for me first," I responded. "And then share it with me, there's a particular way I like having it flavored first, before eating," I then said.
I could see the frustration in her face, making me smile, and making her own determination even more evident.
"No, thank you. Too much work and effort," she told me. "I was thinking more along the lines of a simple snack."
"Never mind then, I'm growing a bit bored with fast food," I said reaching down grasping my prick, just as she sat fingering her cunt even more obviously than she had been.
I finished my wine, looking over towards her. "Another?"
"Yes...please," she grinned though her smile looked anything but friendly as she said it. And this time, she removed her hand from her crotch, smearing the rim of the glass with her pussy juice as though salting it for a Margarita. "Would you care for some on yours?"
"Ah...no thanks, I have my own," I stated, and then ran the head of my dick around the edge of my glass. "Though you're welcome to try some of mine if you'd like."
Kris merely glared at me.
"Suit yourself," I said taking her glass, and then once again headed downstairs again.
As I stood opening yet another bottle of wine, I could hear the sound of mom and dad's voices as they slowly began nearing the shore. And though I couldn't as yet hear what they were saying, it was evident they were on their way back. I grinned evilly, a whole new idea coming to mind. I left the glasses on the counter, quietly and slowly climbing the steps back up to the deck, stroking my cock as I did so. I made it where I was just standing behind the entryway, Kris still sitting in her deck chair oblivious to my presence. I eased over behind her, still sitting there unaware, felt the first surge of my spunk as it traveled up the length of my cock, and then spurted as I stood there aiming it into the air behind her.
She actually looked up, her hands coming out as though to test for rain as I spat another, and then another white sticky rope of cumrain down upon her. Finally realizing what it was, she turned, screamed, yelling at me.
"You mother fucker!" she cursed at me furiously. I laughed, ducking back inside, zipping myself up, just in time as I reached the bottom of the stairs just as the door to the cabin opened, mom and dad coming back in. Kris had reached them right behind me, her tits still bare, though upon hearing the door as it began to open, covering herself and then making a beeline for the bathroom. All mom saw was the blur of Kris's backside as she safely reached it, slamming the door behind her. I looked back, pretending surprise as she did that, then facing mom's curious expression.
"What's up with your sister?" she asked.
"I don't know, must have been something she ate perhaps...or didn't, I don't honestly know. Maybe...she had a bit too much liquid refreshment this evening," I then pointed out as I poured myself a fresh glass of wine, leaving hers empty.
Mom nodded her head disapprovingly. "She never could handle too much liquor," she stated.
Having stepped in behind her, I saw dad's hand give mom's right breast a quick fleeting squeeze. "That's one thing your mom's always been good at," dad chuckled. "Controlling her licker..."
Mom gasped, turned dislodging dad's hand from her tit and took a swing at him, though playfully so. "You're incorrigible, you know that?"
"Must be the fresh mountain air," he told her. "Which reminds me...you indicated we had some unfinished business to attend to," he said grinning wickedly as he headed upstairs to their bedroom. "And sorry Rob, but the deck's now out of bounds," he added. "If you want to sit outside for a while, you and your sister will have to used the back porch, unless of course you don't mind having your parents embarrass you with their lustiness!"
"Have fun," I told them both, seeing my mother blush, though she soon ran up the stairs right behind my father, giggling like a school girl as she did. "See you in the morning," she called out without looking back towards me. "And don't stay up too long!"
I looked down at my crotch, my dick now finally somewhat flaccid again. "Don't worry...I won't," I assured her. Then took my glass and headed back outside to sit on the porch.
**
A short while later I came back in. The door to the bathroom was now open, though Kris's bedroom door was now closed. I stepped inside, took a pee, and then retired to my own room, undressing and slipping into bed. It was still a bit too warm for me to comfortably sleep, the coolness of the night air not yet having taken over, though I knew by morning, it would. As was always the case, I slept nude, starting out on top of the covers though I had pulled them back for later on when I would no doubt eventually need them. I smiled inwardly, remembering the surprised look on Kris's face as I liberally sprayed her with my cum as she sat there wondering for a moment what on earth that it was. With that image in my mind, I promptly fell asleep with a smile on my face.
It was sometime after midnight when I felt the first chill. But then oddly enough, I didn't feel it all over me as I'd expected, just in one particular place. I opened my eyes, and though it was still dark, there was just enough moonlight to see by as it filtered in through the window of my bedroom. Still groggy with sleep, it looked for a moment that there was an apparition hovering over my bed, but as my mind quickly cleared, and the sensation of coolness truly registered, I looked down. Kris stood at the side of my bed, a can of whipping cream in her hand. She had liberally doused my surprisingly stiff cock, a fresh dollop of the substance just having been sprayed, and planted decoratively atop the very tip of my prick. Seeing I was now awake, Kris laughed stepping back, but I was too quick for her, reaching up, just managing to grab her arm and yanking her towards me. Losing her balance, she fell into bed on top of me, screaming briefly until I shushed her with a worried look, one hand coming up to cover her mouth.
"Quiet, unless you want mom and dad coming in here to see what you've done," I told her. Especially as she was also naked. She continued to fight me of course, but now quietly, very much the same way we had done as kids, arguing, wrestling, enjoying it, all the while pretending not to, and thus silencing our wrath rather than expressing it.
Kris sat up, trying to pin my arms above my head, her free swinging breasts mere inches away from my face. As though bobbing for apples, I managed to snare one of her tits, capturing it between my lips, not quite biting it, but certainly nipping at her exposed nipple. She barked, literally, trying to escape letting go of my arms but I easily seized her waist throwing her back down onto the bed and then climbing on top of her where I now easily pinned her in place instead.
My cock, sticky and covered in whipping cream now rested firmly against her mound. The cream itself now everywhere, though I just managed to grab the can she'd been holding before she realized it. Pinning both of her arms now with just one of mine, I aimed the can at her breasts and gave her a large dosing, listening to her squeal in delight as she again struggled in vain, trying to slip out from beneath me.
"Oh no you don't!" I said tossing the can away, once again pinning her arms. "You're not going anywhere!" I moved against her, watching as her eyes widened even in the darkness of my room. There was no mistaking it, my hard stiff prick had grazed the nubbin of her clit as I moved up against her, now releasing her arms, my hands coming down to capture her cream covered tits as I sat astride her. I played with her nipples, they were soft, smooth and decadently delightful to massage, using the over abundance of whipping cream in doing so. I slid up her form once again, and then down. Each time my hard prick sliding against her, the groove of her pussy kissing my prick like a pair of lips as I did so. I heard her moan, and almost immediately afterwards say "No...No! No!"
"No?" I asked sliding against her again, slowly this time, even more forcefully against her slit. I felt her nails dig into my back as I did that, knowing full well she had left marks when she did. But I simply didn't care. I did it again, repeating the word. "No? No? No?" each time I said it, sliding against her, feeling her wet slick pussy now grinding against me.
"We...I....we ah...oh fuck Robbie, we can't....No!"
I slid against her again, "No?"
She didn't answer. I slid against her again. "No? Yes? No?"
"You...ah, you have to be..."
"I have to be what?" I asked still sliding back and forth against her now, my hands free to roam caressing her tender hard tipped breasts.
"You have to be the one...to do it."
"To do what?" I asked still teasing her. "To do what?"
"To...to...to put it in," she almost begged me.
"No!" I told her. "You have to. If you want this, if you really want me, then you have to be the one, reach down..."
I put her hand around my dick, she held it as I again slid up against her. But then she let go, once again crying out, "No...I can't, I just can't," she said sounding as though she were actually about to cry.
"I can't either," I told her. "I don't want to be ever accused of raping you, forcing you into doing something you really don't want to do. If you don't want me to...say it now, right now...and I'll get off you. And that WILL be it!" I said seriously, emphasizing the word.
"I can't...but I don't...want you to stop," she breathed hotly, almost whispering the words as she spoke them. "But I can't...I just can't."
We had obviously reached an impasse, I was frustrated, and clearly she was as well. Her legs having even wrapped around my waist, locking me in place as though afraid to release me, knowing if she did, I would no doubt back away and climb off her. Which I would have.
Once again I reached down taking her hand, placing it around my prick. "Then just hold it, the moment you let go...I stop, understood?"
She merely nodded her head, but even in the darkness I saw her do it, her hand remaining securely wrapped around my dick near the base, leaving more than enough room to place it against her wet slick opening. We both felt the hard spongy head of my prick now slice through the first barrier between her lips, not quite entering, but definitely knocking at the door. I gave her a moment more, but her hand stayed. I pushed an inch, felt the first slip of my prick actually enter, her hand loosened, but she didn't let go. I pushed a bit more, and then felt the mouth of her cunt surround the full head of my prick, I was technically in her, and we both knew it, but even then I waited before sliding any more of it inside her.
"Yes? No?" I asked one last time looking down at my sister, then before hearing her answer, I leaned forward, my lips seeking hers as we kissed. Kissing unlike anytime we ever had before. Our tongues danced, fenced, our embrace suddenly wild, passionate and abandoned. Then she breathed against my neck, her hand coming up to my head pressing me even closer as she arched her body against mine.
"Yes! Yes! Oh fuck Robbie...yes!"
I slid...slowly, ever so slowly, letting Kris feel me, feel the length of my prick as it slowly enveloped her, driving deeply inside her until I felt the base of my balls comfortably resting against the cheeks of her ass.
"I'm in you," I moaned. "I am so fucking in you!"
"Yes!" she cried out again, sobbing this time, though her nails again raked my back, the lines of her pleasure I knew would be telling, and I would need to be careful in keeping them concealed come morning. But at the moment, I could have cared less. The warmth, softness, and convulsing, contracting heartbeat of my sister's cunt caressed my prick with a newfound want, need and love that neither one of us could have ever realized. "Make love to me," she again whispered. "Don't just fuck me," she asked again. "Make love to me."
I slid in and out of her several times more, then rolling, taking her with me as I did. Kris found herself now sitting on top, my prick buried to the hilt inside her as I once again reached up capturing her breasts. I then felt her lift, her sweet sex mouthing my prick as though she were using her other mouth. With more urgency than I realized, she crashed down against me, and then back up, and then down again, until our coupling became a blur. I found delight in the erotic sensual slap of our flesh, the seepage of our fluids, mixed with the still sticky sweet cream we were both covered in, only adding to the sounds of the night that expressed the joy and the love we now shared. She leaned over, kissing me again, our coupling slowing, though continuing. Neither one of us wanting the rapturous release to come for either one of us too quickly. We rolled again, taking her to the side were we lay facing one another, lifting one leg over hers, our bodies meshed together closer than they had ever been before. I suckled her breast as she held my head against her with her hand, the length of my cock still slowly working in and out of her cunt as she moved back meeting me forcefully every time. Once again, the rapidity of the tempo increased, the decadent sounds of our lovemaking filling the night.
"Oh God Robbie! Robbie!" she cried out, her pussy suddenly heated even more than it had been, and suddenly slicker, wetter if that was even physically possible.
"Kris! Kris! Kris!" I moaned out, biting her shoulder, driving my shaft even deeper inside her, feeling the intensity as it began to balloon, already the first hard felt spurt of ecstasy making its precious way up my shaft.
She must have sensed it, felt it, as she began to shudder, her pussy suddenly liquefying just as the first spray of my cream began filling the recess of her sweet feeling cunt. She groaned, the sound coming from deep inside, slowly rolling outwards until it spilled in a rush of agonizing pleasure. Forced to silence her own desires and needs, she fisted her own mouth trying to block the scream that emerged from her as my prick continued to spill its seed deep inside her, now mingling with her own as it backwashed against me in an almost fine misty spray that somehow managed to work its way out and around my prick, coating us both as she slammed herself against me, now humping me, grinding, even harder than I'd been doing to her.
It took forever for either one of us to catch our collective breaths.
I had just spent myself inside her, perhaps shooting more cum than I ever had before in my entire life, or so it felt like. And yet...somehow, almost magically I remained hard inside her as we lay there. I could feel the pulsating beat of her still quivering pleasure as she surrounded me, kissing me with her cunt.
"There's no going back now...not for me anyway," I told her.
"There's no place to go back to," she added. "Only ahead...only forward. I love you Robbie, I always have loved you, even though I maybe never knew just how much I really did. But now I know. I know now...I can't ever go back to the way that it was, not ever again...not now, not ever!"
"I love you too Kris," I said kissing her, tasting her lips, sucking her tongue and then breathing the words into her mouth as we kissed. "I...so...love...you!"
We made love again, even longer, slower and more beautifully this time. And again towards morning as the sun finally began to peek its head over the horizon, peering in through the window like a peeping Tom as this time we fucked frantically, wickedly, decadently, even crazily. Standing up, pounding deep into my sister's cunt as I held her against the door, walking with her about the room, Kris impaling herself upon my cock until we crashed together upon the bed, and emptied ourselves into one another one last time.
"It's not going to be easy," she said still milking the seed that continued to drip from my prick inside her.
"I know," I told her, holding her in my arms.
"We may be ostracized," she added, "scorned, ridiculed, even abandoned."
"I know...but I don't care Kris, the only thing I care about, the only thing I've ever cared about...is you. So no matter what happens, from here on out, all I want, all I will ever want...is to be with you."



We heard the knock and then the sound of my mother's voice on Kris's bedroom door across the hall. Obviously no response came. Moments later she knocked on mine, Robbie? Kris? Breakfast is ready...are you up?"
I rolled off her, drawing the covers over the two of us, I looked once more at Kris, kissing her, and then looked towards the door.
"Yes...we're up mom. Come in...we have a lot we're going to need to talk about."
We both held our breath as the door opened, mom stepping in, taking one look at us lying there in bed together, her face at first showing a look of surprise and then shock.
And then suddenly, she smiled.
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Amsterdam
My wife and I had flown over from the states to visit with her parents who lived there. I had been there once before, for a quick brief visit so I knew a little of the touristy area. On this trip however, I got to see a lot more of the wilder side of Amsterdam, which for me was an eye opening experience.
Mieke, my wife was a fiery redhead. Great tits, the kind you could get lost in, and play with for hours. Something she didn't at all mind my doing either. Self assured, confident and certainly friendly, she made it a lot easier for me to feel comfortable in a strange place, obviously knowing her way around, and fluent in the language.
We'd decided to first stop in to what's called a "coffee shop", though to be honest, I don't remember if they even served coffee there. We'd found a comfortable booth, enjoyed a nice mellow smoke together which soon had my head buzzing in delight, and then set off to browse the red-light district just for the fun of it. Walking down row after row, peering into windows were the local girls stood letting you get a good look at them was an interesting experience. Most of whom I actually did find reasonably attractive. Several of which were flirtatious and at times even funny as they tried wooing both my wife and I into their rooms for some adventure. Eventually however, having done a considerable amount of so called window-shopping, I was reasonably aroused, as was my wife. We then decided to take in one of several live sex shows that were dotted here and there within the district. I had never been to one of course, and was now curious about it. Actually watching performers engage in real sex on stage was a pretty fucking erotic experience. I'd always been a bit of a voyeur anyway, not to mention somewhat of an exhibitionist, so the opportunity to sit down in a comfortable, relaxed atmosphere and actually watch someone else having sex, was right up my alley.
By the time we came out from the theatre, I was about ready to bust a nut, my erection almost painfully pressed within my jeans making it not only awkward, but very difficult to walk. When Mieke suggested we go inside to a nearby pub for a pint, I was all for it. Just sitting down, giving my prick some time to get flaccid again seemed like a really good idea at the time.
The place was pretty well packed and it was still early yet. But we eventually managed to slip into the only remaining booth available, ordered our drinks, and then sat back to enjoy the typical Dutch atmosphere and amusements from the average working populace that came in here at the end of the day for a good stiff drink after work. We'd just ordered our second drinks, my cock finally softening enough that I felt like we could go out, walk about again though our next intended stop was to be the world famous sex museum they had there. I knew by the end of the evening, especially after having taken that in, I'd be randy enough to fuck a mule. Luckily for me however, I had a hot sexy wife that was more than willing to do just that so that I wouldn't have to.
It was at that particular moment that I glanced up as the door to the pub opened and a rather attractive woman came walking in.
"Mieke? Doesn't she look familiar?" I asked. I knew I had seen her somewhere before, and then it hit me, just as Mieke laughed, already knowing where we had.
"Yes honey, she's the one we stood looking at the longest, remember?" Now in fact, I did. She had long dark hair that fell well down to the middle of her back, long natural eyelashes, and a full set of very sensual looking lips. The thing that had perhaps attracted us both about her the most was that she didn't look typically slutty, even in the window as she attempted to entice us into coming in. Now, here in the pub, she looked even more natural, like any typical attractive looking woman just on her way home from work.
As busy as the place was, she stood looking around for a place to sit. At that moment, she spotted Mieke and I sitting alone in a booth meant to seat four, and came walking over. By the smile on her face, she had recognized us as well.
"Mind if I join you?" She asked. We didn't mind it at all, inviting her to sit as she ordered her drink, and then spoke with us unlike before. Through the window, all we'd been able to do was basically smile at one another, make hand gestures, and basically flirt and tease one another. Mieke and I had even briefly discussed the possibility of going in and negotiating with her for some quick fun amongst the three of us. But as we didn't have a whole lot of available cash on us at the time, we decided that thirty minutes of naughty pleasure would have cut our evening far shorter than either one of us would have preferred. Now we sat actually conversing with her without hand signals or smiles, though there were still plenty of those to go around too as she found out only then we'd come over from the States, though as I'd said, Mieke had herself grown up there in the Nederland's.
She had soon after introduced herself as Kim. I had taken in the fact that she was dressed somewhat demurely, not at all in the typical way one might expect for a girl working the red light district. She wore a lightweight pullover sweater. And though it was semi low cut in front, showing off an ample amount of cleavage, along with a short skirt that wasn't obscenely too short even for Amsterdam, she looked like any other normal working class person you might run into there on the streets. The fact she had teased Mieke and I both with a peek at her full breasts, which looked a lot like my wife's had been an enticing invitation, which had been the catalyst for standing there discussing the possibility of actually going in before we took accounting of our current finances and decided otherwise.
Kim was fun and interesting to talk to, telling us about her work and some of the more amusing situations she had been in while working there. At one point, she had even dropped her hand down on my upper thigh briefly as we sat there together in the booth, chatting away amiably about how Mieke and I had first met, eventually her coming over to join me in the States, getting married, and a little about herself growing up here. We decided to stay and have one more glass of beer with her before moving on to the museum, but I also knew I needed to use the toilet before I could, which quickly became the consensus for all of us. As crowed as the place still was however, we knew we needed someone to guard our table while we took turns peeing. As Kim now sat on one end, she excused herself first. I figured Mieke would slide out the other way and go with her, but she sat waiting until after Kim had left.
"Interesting character isn't she?" I stated, having thoroughly enjoyed our conversation with her up to that point.
"You might could say that," Mieke mused smiling with her eyes at me. "You do know...she's a shemale don't you?"
You could have seriously knocked me over with a feather. The reason for that was, I wasn't exactly a novice when it came to knowing, or having seen so called shemales before in my lifetime. I'd seen a few in photos and magazines, and had on occasion actually watched a few porn movies. But there had always been something about each of them that had been a dead giveaway. Not that I hadn't found a few of them actually attractive even realizing what they were. But this was the first time I'd honestly been fooled. Not only had her breasts looked very natural, which even Mieke told me she'd found to be as well, but her voice hadn't hinted at any sort of masculinity in it whatsoever. There was no high pitched falsetto, from a man trying to sound like a woman, nor was there a deeper than normal voice coming out of her as a woman either. Even her facial features were all woman, and like I said, attractive as hell. Had we not seen her in the window earlier, I wouldn't have given it another thought.
"Are you sure?" I asked still having difficulty believing it. Mieke laughed.
"Well for one thing Rick, she has an Adams apple. And for another, she went into the men's room...not the women's!"
I hadn't watched her do that for one thing, but I certainly hadn't spotted any Adam's apple either, though I now realized, that's not what I'd been looking at most of the time we'd been sitting there. Curious, I stood and made my way towards the toilet just as Kim came out, smiling as she did passing me on her way back to our table. I smiled back, though now feeling a bit foolish obviously surprised by this revelation. By the time I returned, Mieke had gotten up and was using the women's toilet, leaving Kim and I to sit there alone together.
"So, what are your plans for the rest of the evening?" She asked. I then told her how Mieke and I had planned to next walk down the street and take in the sex museum. Kim proceeded to fill me in on some of the wilder things we would find there when we did, and gave me some directions on some of the best areas to take a look at, especially as there was so much to see, and it was easy to overlook a great many of them. She then said she had a flat just around the corner from there, and as we'd now all finished our drinks, she'd walk with us towards the museum as it was on her way home.
When Mieke returned, we were already standing preparing to leave. I quickly informed her that Kim was heading that way as well, and then we left. Once again we fell into easy comfortable chatter, made even more so, and even more interesting with the knowledge I now had, that Kim was in fact a shemale. I continued to observe, trying to discover any traits I had somehow managed to miss. But aside from the hardly noticeable Adam's apple, there simply weren't any I could find. We were laughing about one of the sex museums current exhibits as we walked along heading in that direction when Kim told us that she had a pretty interesting collection of antique toys, vibrators and whatnot herself. To our surprise, she invited us up to her flat for another drink, and a look-see at what she had.
The one thing about my wife, she could read me like a book. I was curious about Kim to be sure, and the fact we actually had had a delightful evening talking to her made the acceptance of her offer far easier to make.
"We'd love to!" Mieke answered for us both. "I'd love to see what you've got!"
She had said the very words I was thinking, though I couldn't help wondering if she'd meant them the way I was now thinking them. And don't get me wrong, it wasn't that I was so much interested in seeing if Kim actually had a cock, by now I obviously knew that she did. But her demeanor, her friendliness, and the fact I was still hearing her, and seeing her as an attractive woman, even though she obviously wasn't, was now more than a simple curiosity for me. Perhaps with all the previous evening's festivities we'd been enjoying, the arousal that had initially caused us to go in and sit down in the pub in the first place came roaring back. Suddenly my mind was filled with the image of seeing Kim and my wife together. On the one hand, it was the idea of two women together that always had been an erotic thrill for me in the first place. You know, tit to tit...that sort of thing. But now...there was obviously an interesting twist to that, which also knowing my wife as well as she knew me, included what could very possibly be another nice hard stiff cock to look at. And not that either one of us had any real expectations of that actually happening, there was nothing being said that it wouldn't either.
Moments later we were following Kim up a very narrow flight of stairs forcing us to climb them in single file until reaching her apartment. When we entered, I was somewhat surprised, and yet pleased to see how tastefully clean and well decorated it was. I had half expected to find it a dump, but Kim obviously kept a very neat and tidy place. And though obviously small, it was yet spacious enough at the same time as she'd incorporated the use of the space she did have to its best advantage.
"Help yourselves to a drink," she informed us after entering, and then adding, "And if you don't mind, I'd like to change into something a bit more comfortable," she told us, soon after disappearing into what was obviously her bedroom. Kim had a small, but nicely stocked bar. Pouring the three of us a glass of wine, we stood there waiting for Kim to reemerge which she soon did minutes later. "Come on in...come see my collection," she called out to us. Obviously, it was in her bedroom.
Grabbing her wine, I followed Mieke into the room. Kim stood waiting for us, accepting her wine from me as we entered. She had indeed changed, now wearing a rather short, though sensual looking Japanese Kimono. I couldn't help but notice her smooth shapely legs, once again nearly shaking my head in disbelief that she was, at least to some extent, part male. She simply didn't look like it, or act the part.
Above her bed in a glass case was a collection of what were obviously antique looking sex toys, which she began showing and explaining to us. All of which surprisingly still worked too. As she leaned over her bed, her silk short robe rode up just high enough to reveal the fact she was wearing the briefest of tiny thongs as her twin cheeks, smooth, bare and invitingly revealed peeked out at us both. Even Mieke gave them an appreciative look just as I did.
We soon after sauntered back into her cozy sized sitting room and sat down on the small couch, Kim taking a seat in another comfortable looking chair across from us. As she sat, daintily crossing her legs, I couldn't help but glance in that direction as she did so, catching briefly what I felt to be was a rather prominent looking bulge between her legs. To my surprise, I felt my own renewed bulge growing, once again making it somewhat difficult for me to simply sit there in the position that I was without making some sort of an adjustment. Feeling very comfortable, and without too much embarrassment, I did, but I didn't really have any choice either. It was that, or sit there and be miserable.
Needless to say, my adjustment didn't go without notice. Kim smiled watching me, as Mieke actually giggled.
"What's a matter honey? Something come up?"
I laughed trying to make light of the subject. "Must have been the sex show," I said simply. That made Kim laugh.
"Oh? So you went to a sex show huh?" she asked. "Before...or after you window shopped me?" Though she continued before either Mieke and I could answer. "You know...I'd be more than happy to put on a show for you myself...free of charge in fact," she continued saying. "I'm quite a bit of an exhibitionist myself, and let's face it, being who I am, and what I am, tends to generate a bit of curious interest in that regard. Would you two enjoy seeing something like that?" She asked.
Admittedly, we both did, smiling at her by way of an answer. "Then consider this as our own private little sex show," she told us. "Though feel free to make yourselves even more comfortable in order to enjoy it," she added. Initially, neither Mieke nor I made any attempt at doing anything more than merely sit there, watching Kim however as she undid the sash on her Kimono as she walked over to a CD player she had nearby and put on some music. As it began playing, she began dancing, swaying to it, slowly and teasingly revealing bits of herself as she did so. Eventually she tossed the robe she'd been wearing onto the back of her chair, now cupping, toying with her magnificent looking breasts as she teased us by playing with them. It wasn't long for me at least, when I could no longer tolerate the hard stiff erection in my pants, though Mieke had already decided she wanted something to play with herself while the two of us sat watching Kim seductively dance around for us.
Mieke had released my enormously stiff prick, sitting beside me as she fondled it, and then waggling it playfully as Kim smiled, noticing the erotic display.
"Why don't you get comfortable too?" she suggested at my wife. I sat watching as Mieke then stood, slowly stripping out of her clothing as both Kim and I looked on while she did. I soon joined her, taking the rest of my own clothing off as well, until ironically, Kim now wore more than we were. All that remained was the tightly stretched thong that bulged quite obscenely, the bulbous tip of Kim's prick suddenly making an appearance over the rim at the top. Stretching it out, she then yanked it down, freeing her cock, which sprang like a tightly coiled spring actually slapping back against her abdomen as she did that.
I was certainly no slouch in that particular department myself, but Mieke and I both stood there staring at Kim's extremely hard, extremely thick, and extremely long cock. If I'd thought at one point, or expected to find that she had some delicate, almost effeminate sort of a member between her legs, I was sadly mistaken. This was a prick of enormous proportions. And like I said, certainly on the upper end of the average side of things myself, Kim's dick made mine look almost disproportionate.
It was oddly weird in a way for me, perhaps for us both. Kim standing there before us, magnificent full, natural looking breasts, each one capped with a lovely dark pink, very hard thick nipple that just invited two mouths to be sucking them, and then this very rigid, extremely long thick prick standing up between her legs as she soon took a seat, fondling it, along with one of her breasts as she did so.
"We can do as much...or as little as you'd like," Kim said standing up once again, walking over towards us as we sat there on the couch. I turned looking at my wife, smiling at her as I did, letting her know in that moment that she was a free to take this as she wanted to. Likewise, she winked at me, saying the same, and then turned, her hand automatically reaching out as it wrapped itself around Kim's enormous phallus.
"There's plenty there for two," Kim said looking down, enjoying the feel of my wife's hand as she fondled her, now looking over towards me. "If you'd like...nothing to be afraid of, I promise...I won't bite, unless you want me to," she giggled. Even her laugh sounded like a woman's, and regardless of the fact she had one giant assed cock sticking up between her legs, I just couldn't see her as a man, even with that thing proving that at least a part of her still was. But it was...the only part.
I can freely and openly admit, we'd watched enough porn together, and perhaps even more to the point, when we'd hot-tubbed with friends, I'd enjoyed watching the hard stiff cocks throbbing between the men's legs, enjoyed seeing them spurt, throb, and shoot their cream. It had always added to the erotic sensuality of whatever it was we were experiencing together. But this...this was indeed uniquely different than any of that. I reached out, placing my hand next to my wife's as the two of us sat there stroking this magnificent prick, hearing the pleasured sighs coming from Kim as we did so. As one, we now stood, each of us leaning to capture one of Kim's sweet nipples within our lips, sucking on them simultaneously, all the while continuing to tease, fondle and stroke her hard cock.
"Why don't we...go into the bedroom," Kim moaned pleasurably. Happily, excitedly, Mieke and I followed.
Climbing onto the bed, my wife now positioned herself between us, Kim and I now treating Mieke to the same delights we'd been giving Kim. As I sucked on my wife's right breast, Kim now did the same to her left. Mieke's hands filled with each of us, stroking my still very hard stiff prick, and likewise fondling and playing with Kim's. It quickly became a game of touch and feel, positions changing periodically as we all began to familiarize ourselves intimately with one another. And though we did that, I was still slightly unprepared for it when I found Kim slither up between my legs, joining Mieke momentarily as the two of them proceeded to tickle my cock with their lips and tongues. The sensation of which drove me nearly insane. Again, it was basically impossible for me to lay there, looking at Kim, and see anything other than the woman I felt her to be. Mieke soon began exploring Kim's prick with her mouth, lavishing it with the expertise she had so often pleasured me with. As she did, Kim likewise continued on, sucking, teasing, and licking my shaft as I reached down, fondling her breasts, enjoying the feel of her hard stiff nipples, rolling them between my fingers in much the same way I enjoyed doing to Mieke's.



In time, Kim slipped between my wife's legs, and with the same sort of expertise any woman might have, she began licking my wife's sweet succulent cunt, driving her insane with desire. I sat for a moment watching, my cock throbbing hotly as I did so, looking over, seeing the purple swollen knob of Kim's prick likewise dancing about of its own accord. Easily within reach, I did so, once again taking a surprised delight in holding it in my hand, fondling, stroking and playing with it. I couldn't help but notice the subtle similarities as well as the differences between us, the softness and warmth of Kim's shaft, even though it was as hard as a fucking rock simultaneously, just as mine was. I pulled on it, stretching the skin secreting away the head of his prick, eliciting a nice fat droplet of precum fuck juice, quickly capturing that with my finger tips, and then caressing his shaft, his fat spongy prick head with it, teasing it mercilessly as I did so. Hearing Kim moan once again, that same pleasured cry of ecstasy that any woman would make being so touched still confounded me as I sat there, playing with a cock instead of a cunt, and yet for the moment at least, enjoying it every bit as much.
Before I knew it, I had leaned over, drawing as much of Kim's prick into my mouth as I could, sucking it as sweetly and as softly as I knew how. Seconds later, Mieke joined me, the two of us simultaneously now licking it together, passing it back and forth like a shared ice cream cone as we took turns sucking, licking, and still hand over hand stroking her cock together.
How long we lay doing that I have no idea, and though it seemed like forever, neither one of us wanted to stop, quit, or go on to something else now or different. It was erotically sensual, sharing this moment with my wife, sucking another cock, just as she was, though I felt no queasiness nor guilt, nor awkwardness in doing so. Even when Kim announced she was about to cum, neither one of us quit, urging her to do so, and then licked, sucked, and continued to pump her prick until the inevitable eruption finally came. As though holding onto a geyser, Kim cried out in delight, the first massive spurts of her cream shooting high into the hair between us as she sat closely together watching it. I could feel part of it splashing down against my back and shoulders, realizing in an instant how my own so very often must have felt when doing the same on Mieke, and how she'd giggled wickedly at the sensation of it, just as I now found myself doing.
We paused briefly rolling away, watching Kim's prick continue to throb in pleasured release until gathering herself, she finally sat up smiling.
"Now then...what would you like?" she asked Mieke.
When Mieke looked at me, I knew exactly what she wanted. Something she had always wanted to do, yet we never had had the opportunity to do so...until now.
"What I'd like..." she began, "If...or as soon as, you can manage it...is to have the two of you fuck me simultaneously."
It was clearly evident there was no way she was going to allow Kim's enormously thick prick anywhere's near her ass, it would be difficult enough for her to even accept it inside her tight though very wet cunt. So it went without question as to who'd be doing what as surprisingly, Kim's cock once again began to stiffen, even though she'd just squirted what had seemingly looked like a gallon of cum juice only minutes ago now.
"There's condoms in the drawer next to the bed," she told me. I was closer, so I reached for them, handing her one, and then watched as she unwrapped it, soon rolling it over and down her once again stiff cock. "Ready whenever you two are," she then told us.
Even as well lubricated as we both knew that she was, this was going to take a moment or two before Mieke could fully, and comfortably impale herself down on Kim's prick. Sitting on top of her, I now lay, idly toying with, and enjoying one of Kim's breasts and nipples, all the while watching Mieke as she initially just moved back and forth letting the feel of her cunt as it slipped up and down Kim's shaft both tease and delight the two of them. When she finally was ready, she repositioned herself, reaching down, placing the head of his prick near her opening. Kim was indeed thick, his swollen head once again large. Seeing the minor struggle, without even thinking about it, I reached down, grasping Kim's cock, holding it in place as Mieke now began to slowly ease herself down over the giant phallus.
"Oh yeah...yeah! Fuck that's hot!" I commented, still holding Kim's dick, stroking it even as my wife gingerly, an inch at a time, slowly worked herself down and over Kim's shaft until she had actually managed to bury the length of it inside herself, finally having forced my own hand away from it so that she could. I continued to lie there off to the side, watching the two of them fuck, my cock dripping with cum drool, which immediately attracted Kim's attention to it. Reaching over, she now gripped me in hand once again, teasing and stroking my cock pleasurably until Mieke announced she felt ready for me to try penetrating her ass.
Using some of the same lube Kim had still had to use on himself, though Mieke was about as wet and slippery as I'd ever known her to be, I applied a bit of it to myself, and then to her ass. Kneeling behind her now, I positioned the head of my prick at that tight little opening and pressed. Even then, it took careful pains to ensure I could ease into her comfortably, as stretched as she already was at the other end. Eventually I did however, as Kim patiently waited, her cock deeply embedded inside my wife's cunt. Inch by inch, until I too was inside her, my own stiff cock pressing against Kim's, which I could easily feel as the two of us now filled her completely at both ends, though as yet unmoving.
"Oh my God!" Mieke moaned, just sitting there with the two of us filling her, and then slowly, gradually, beginning to move together simultaneously as we began fucking Mieke in unison.
She'd been hovering on the edge herself half the night as it was. And now experiencing, enjoying and finally knowing the pleasure of being double-fucked as it were, I sensed the inevitable beginnings of her climax as it began seizing her entire body. Thrusting in and out of her, I knew as well that I wouldn't be far behind when she did. Feeling, and then hearing her cry out as she came, thrashing about wildly, giggling, laughing, which she very often did whenever her pleasures where that great, which they obviously were. She soon fell off to one side, unable to help it, uncoupling us both when she did.
I had been only moments away from filling her ass with my cream though I didn't express it at the time, her pleasures too sweet to damper with my own selfish want still throbbing within my balls. Kim however somehow knew how close I must have been by the expression on my face, quickly scrambling over, her hand wrapping itself about my shaft, now pumping it up and down, aiming it purposely and directly towards her mouth.
"Go ahead," she smiled, waiting expectantly for the onslaught we both knew was imminent. It took but a second or two longer, then the first deliciously intense spurt of my own joy juice ripped through the length of my cock, spearing the back of Kim's throat as I watched it leap, followed quickly by another, and then another. Kim swallowed the mass of my copious spending without so much as batting an eyelash, continuing to milk my prick until there was simply no more juice to produce from it, only then letting go.
By now, Mieke had recovered just enough to sit there watching all this, a smile on her face, contentment in her eyes at what we'd all just shared and been through together. But looking down at Kim's once again very hard stiff prick, she and I knew we couldn't as yet leave, and had no intention of doing so, and leaving her in that particular condition.
"Ok...now then, what would you like?" Mieke asked her.
"Seriously?"
"Seriously, anything...name it," we both agreed.
"Well, to be perfectly honest," she began. "The hardest, strongest orgasms I ever experience, is when I'm being fucked in the ass, and sucked off at the same time."
At the moment, there was only one problem with that, I was now fairly flaccid, and though I knew in time I'd eventually get hard enough again to make the attempt. The reality was, Mieke and I really were running out of time, expected back at her parent's place before too much longer now as it was. But it became quickly evident that Kim had already taken all that into consideration.
"One of my toys...in my collection," she said pointing over towards it, which happened to be an original strap-on. Mieke quickly slipped into it putting it on. Admittedly, even she looked hot with what looked like a very life-like penis now sticking up and between my wife's legs. It wasn't necessary to discuss or point out my roll or place in Kim's request, and I really honestly didn't think twice about doing it now either. As Kim positioned herself on her knees, Mieke mounted her from behind, again smearing the two of them with some nice slick lubrication. I slipped under Kim, the view interesting enough as my wife eased herself inside her ass. Her hard long stiff cock hungrily waiting for me as I took it in hand and began fondling, working it, and then soon sucking on the tip of it as Mieke now slowly, yet expertly began fucking her.
I hadn't expected to get hard again, at least not so soon anyway. But laying there the way that I was, it was easy for Kim to lean forward, Mieke still enjoyably fucking her ass, as she now drew my entire prick inside her mouth. As soft as I now was, it was an easy feat for her to perform of course, but as she softly sucked me, tickling me back to life again, I likewise found myself exploring and performing the same pleasured sensations on her prick that she was giving to mine. Before long, I was hard and stiff once again, making it far more difficult for her to fully mouth me the way she had initially done, something that was completely impossible for me to do under either circumstance. But the decadence of Kim and I sucking off one another while Mieke continued fucking her ass, soon had the two of us spiraling to yet again another glorious orgasmic explosion. I came only a few moments before Kim did, and though I knew there wasn't much that shot from the head of my prick, it still felt incredibly intense as she sucked down whatever there was that came out of my dick. I'd already made the decision that I was committed now myself, not wanting to cheapen or lessen her pleasures either. When she began to pant, the bliss of her pleasures only moments away, I stroked, sucked, and urged her on to the point of no return. Seconds later, I felt the warmth of her spending filling my mouth, swallowing rapidly as spurt after delicious spurt of her cream suddenly began pouring into me, not all that different from when my wife's cunt creamed, as it very often did whenever I ate her.
"Oh fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" Kim moaned pleasurably, emptying herself into my mouth, and then soon after collapsing onto the bed, Mieke going with her, still deeply impaled within her ass as the three of us simply lay for a while collecting ourselves.
Already running late as it was, we soon had to dress, saying goodbye. Two days later we finally managed to take in the sex museum, which in and of itself was another eye opening experience, and certainly worth the while in seeing. And though once again pressed for time, we made a sudden unplanned for side trip back to the district, passing by the window where we'd first seen Kim that day we had gone down there. Unfortunately, the curtains were closed, letting us know she was currently occupied.
Mieke and I smiled wondering...when we had both first seen and met her, neither one of us had known. How many men actually ever did know, most of which only wanting either a hand job for cheap, or a quick pleasured blowjob after work before going home. Perhaps some few others would find out wanting or asking for more than that. Some would perhaps stay, others leave in search of another.
And some perhaps, would succumb to delights previously unknown. Just as we did.
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The Bosses wife
I had just started working for a small little publishing firm. Being a part-time writer myself, it was enjoyable work reading other writers manuscripts, all hopeful of getting their works printed in book form. It was a relatively small office too, something else that I quite liked as it was a fairly laid back and comfortable atmosphere. My job was basically to read the manuscripts, critique them and then pass on my recommendations to Larry Somers my boss, or on to his wife Christine who partnered the business with him. Based on their acceptance and approvals on those recommendations, the manuscript was then handed off to one of two editors we had on staff.
I guess about the only real downside to my job, was the fact that my office, if you even want to call it that, was located downstairs in what used to be a storage area. And though it had been remodeled and was certainly comfortable enough, there were no outside windows, hence given the name as the "Dungeon", where Rebecca, Brenda the two first class editors and myself worked. A small office staff, receptionist, and then Larry and Christine's offices were on the main floor, a well lit, somewhat extravagant looking area that was meant to impress our would be clients whenever they were invited in to begin the final spit and polish of their works prior to release or publication.
Almost from the onset, Rebecca, Brenda and I got along famously. Even to the point that only after a week after I had started there, we had flirted, teased one another and gotten a lot closer as a tight little group, especially working in the area together where we were. It was rare that anyone else came down stairs to bother us, usually an intercom invitation was all it took in summoning one of us upstairs to see the bosses or attend an approval or acceptance meeting held weekly on Mondays. And that was about the only time we ever saw Christine with the exception of Fridays when she spent most of the day running the office herself. Larry pretty much took a three day weekend, or spent the better part of the day outside the office wining and dining the new author's we'd signed on.
Rebecca was a tall (easily two inches taller than I at six feet) brunette with long dark hair she usually wore in a ponytail. She had an amazing chest which she didn't mind showing off, though she usually wore denim shirts or blouses that hinted at the fabulous cleavage she had without giving everything away. Amongst the three of us, Rebecca had worked there the longest, almost five years, and had been the one to share the "inside" poop as it where on some of the shenanigans she knew about Larry. He'd made a brief attempt to come onto her very early on, but she'd scoffed any advances, making it very clear to him that she had no intention of fooling around at the office, especially with his wife working there as well.
Brenda was nearly the opposite. Much shorter at barely over five feet, she had a pixyish face that was framed by a much shorter hairstyle. And though blonde, it wasn't all that unusual to see her come into work with streaks of red, pink, or blue highlighting in her hair. Much smaller breasted, she had little if any need for a bra, and very often didn't bother wearing one. Which made the sudden appearance of her twin hard pressed nubbins not all that unusual to see either as the "Dungeon" always tended to be on the cooler side from the rest of the office. For whatever reason, Rebecca seemed to enjoy pointing them out whenever they where, which had given me some reason to suspect that she was very possibly attracted to Brenda. It was evident they were close friends even away from work, very often going out to enjoy a drink, or even spending time together during the weekends. Whether there was anything actually sexual going on between them, I didn't know. But their playful banter during the course of the day certainly hinted at it at times, and very often left me mildly aroused because of it.
The bottom line for me was, I loved my job and enjoyed coming into work though in the short time I had been there, I still didn't know how to quite take Larry's wife Christine. Not that she wasn't friendly, she was. But when she wanted to appear business like, she was all that, and more. She did seem to enjoy directing the staff, particularly on Fridays when Larry wasn't around, though that was usually when a prospective author, client, or possible vendor had come into see her. Beyond that, she could joke, smile and laugh right along with everyone else, though she could change directions on you in a heartbeat which tended to keep everyone just a little weary of her, including myself. And Christine was a very attractive middle-aged woman too. She always dressed nicely, somewhat reserved perhaps in the way she did dress, but there was always a hint of a smoldering sultriness beneath her light brown shoulder length hair, green eyes, and full lips. And like Rebecca, she too had a rather nice looking pair of breasts, though she certainly didn't display her attributes quite as well as Rebecca very often did. Still, you knew they were there as she quite often sat behind her desk wearing a fairly lacy bra through what was most often a somewhat sheer blouse, always dawning her jacket however whenever she met with anyone, or on those rare occasions to come down to see one of us in the dungeon. I think she did that purposely in order to keep her own "head lights" from coming on as Brenda often referred to her own hard stiff nipples whenever hers did.
It was a Friday evening, I'd actually been invited earlier by Rebecca and Brenda to join them at a local nearby bar for an after work drink, unfortunately, this was one of those times when I had a bit of an unexpected deadline being given me to review and critique a particular manuscript. Normally, I was given plenty of time to do so and could plan my time around those I had to do. But this one, Larry had given me just the day before, and I'd been asked as a "personal" favor to him to give it a quick read and then get back to him on it as soon as possible. Though I hadn't personally met the author of it yet, I knew by the name she was female. Almost immediately after I'd begun reading it, I'd begun to wonder. Since I'd first started working there, this was one of the worst manuscripts I'd ever been given to read. I was having trouble enough even getting through it as it was written so poorly, just glad I wouldn't be the one to edit it, if in fact Larry decided to pursue doing it after my less than enthusiastic recommendation. At least he hadn't asked me to do anything more than honestly evaluate it, which is what I was seriously going to do. But the urgency of getting back to him on it, meant I'd be staying much later on Friday than I had initially planned on doing, not to mention turning down the invitation for a drink with my two sexy co-workers.
I was a little more than halfway through the manuscript when I stood, needing a stretch and something to drink, not to mention needing to take a pee before getting back to it. I glanced up at the clock on the wall and saw it was already nearing seven o'clock. I knew everyone else had no doubt already gone home for the weekend. But it wasn't the first time I'd been the last one to leave, or required to lock up either. Heading up the stairs to the main office and the restrooms, I noticed almost immediately that there was still light coming from beneath the door in Christine's office as well as through her windows, though her blinds had been drawn shut.
She and Larry both had windows facing into the main working area, allowing them to monitor the daily operations, though very often when either one of them entertained a client, vendor or potential author they would close them giving them a bit more privacy. So it wasn't so odd to see them closed as I passed by headed towards the bathrooms so much, as it was to see them closed, knowing Christine was still here this late in the day. I wasn't aware she would be for one, but I also couldn't imagine her meeting anyone after business hours either since I'd never seen her do that before. Still being relatively new here however, I then decided there was always a first time for that, though I was also now curious as to whom she might be visiting with in her office. Quietly, I approached, not at all intending to knock or certainly let her know I was even there. But I was curious. And though the blinds to her windows had been closed, it was still easy enough to stand off to one side and peer in. When I did, I was totally unprepared for what I had expected to see.
Christine was actually lying down on the nice-sized, comfortable looking couch in her office. Again, not something I would normally consider too unusual for her to do, had it not been for the fact, she was partially undressed! And even then, it took a moment longer for me to realize what was going on. She still wore her once again fairly sheer white blouse, but it was unbuttoned completely, one hand obviously having slipped inside the confines of a delicate looking white lacy bra. She held a book in her other hand, and was obviously reading it. I noticed that it was one that had been recently published, and one I had rather enjoyed reading as it was fairly steamy with several very erotic short stories having been compiled into one book. Interesting enough to see Christine reading it, obviously fondling her breast as she did, but she had also removed the skirt she'd been wearing earlier, now folded over the back of her chair, her legs spread, though I couldn't see anything. I stood there for a moment longer until she released her breast, that same hand suddenly traveling down between her legs. And though as decadently erotic as this was, seeing Christine obviously masturbating, the last thing I wanted to happen was to be caught watching her doing so.
As quiet as a mouse, I backed away from her curtained window and crept down the hallway towards the bathrooms. I had felt the beginning of an erection from having stood there secretly watching her, but even that hadn't taken away the urge I'd had earlier of needing to pee, I still did.
I stood in the men's room at the urinal for several minutes finally willing my prick to grow flaccid enough to pee, which I finally did, though it managed to still stay somewhat erect as I did so. Finally finishing, I flushed...and then stood there listening to the sounds of the water running through the pipes in the building.
Normally during the day, it would have very possibly gone unnoticed, especially as up until this very moment, I hadn't noticed it myself. Now, it was obvious to me as quiet as the office was, it was in fact very noticeable. I couldn't help but wonder if Christine had heard it as I crossed over towards the sink and stood there washing my hands. I waited a moment or two more, and then opened the door and walked out. Sure enough, Christine stood in the middle of the main office waiting for me as I emerged. She'd obviously gotten redressed, though there was perhaps one more button still undone on her blouse than what might have normally been done up during the day. But regardless of that, there was no telltale signs of her being nearly undressed the first time I had actually seen her.
"David! I had no idea you were still here!" She stated as I came out of the bathroom. "I thought everyone had gone home for the day already," she told me somewhat flustered and surprised that I was.
"Yeah, have a manuscript I need to finish reading for Larry before Monday," I informed her, wondering if I should have even mentioned that by the curious expression on her face. Overtime wasn't exactly something that was needed or required around here very often, so to be working late the way I was, obviously had raised a few curious questions.
"What is it?" She asked inquisitively. Once again, I found myself feeling fairly uncomfortable, but I wasn't about to hide anything from her either. Once Christine got that determined look in her eyes, there was no swaying her one way or the other.
"Well, it was meant to be an erotic work of some sort," I began. "Sort of like reading a personal diary with a story built around the telling of it. But to be perfectly honest, I'm having a great deal of trouble trying to get through it, it's really written fairly poorly."
Wanting to see it herself, Christine soon followed me back downstairs to the dungeon, leading me into my own office where the manuscript still sat on my desk where I'd left it. Picking it up, she crossed over to the much smaller couch I had and sat down, beginning to read.
She did so quietly for a moment, and then laughed out loud. "Oh my God! This is ridiculous," she said. "Listen to this! His prick reminded me of a baseball bat as it sat dangling between his legs. Seconds later, it had risen like a drawbridge over the moat of distance separating the two of us, wanting to connect itself to the fortress of my pleasure." Christine glanced up looking at me, laughing. "Who the hell would write something like this anyway?" she said flipping back the manuscript to have a look at the name on it. When she did, I saw another look, this time a somewhat disgusted one come into her face. "No wonder," she mused aloud. "Frankly, I'm not at all surprised. I hope he didn't ask you to stamp this approved if it wasn't any good," she asked me.
"No, he didn't!" I assured her, "And I have...as you can see, written several fairly negative comments down on my critique with regards to it too," I said pointing them out to her. She smiled at that, flipped open the manuscript once again and sat back down on the couch making herself comfortable. All I could do was sit down at my desk trying to do the same as she continued on, reading and flipping through it.
"This part isn't too bad," she said smiling, once again reading. "His lips then circled my hard swollen clitoris, his tongue lashing out at it repeatedly, driving me nearly insane as his hands now likewise pinched and tweaked the hard aroused nipples of my breasts driving me to distraction." Once again she looked up in my direction. "Ok, so maybe it really isn't," she laughed, though I now couldn't help but notice that Christine's nipples had suddenly appeared, pressing delicately, though quite noticeably against the sheer lacy material of her bra. Perhaps it was the noticeably different temperature change down here as opposed to upstairs in the main office which could account for that, but the fact Christine had obviously been pleasuring herself earlier in her office, made me wonder if she still wasn't a bit aroused from having been reading the book she had been when I first saw her.
"Always wondered," she said finally laying the manuscript down on the couch turning towards me though she continued to lie there. "We do tend to get quite a few romance, or erotic novels in here to read," she began. "Does reading these day in and day out arouse or excite you? Or do you tend to get so used to it that you don't really think about it, and actually just look at the written words as nothing more than being a part of the job?"
I couldn't help but notice that a fairly good portion of her soft breasts were now peeking out at me as she lay there on the couch, that single undone button just enough to reveal a bit more cleavage than I think Christine realized she was showing me. I quickly tore my eyes away from that however, not wanting her to realize I'd been looking at her.
"It depends on how well it's written," I suppose, I answered honestly. "Some stories are indeed erotic, or sensual, so it's a bit hard not to."
My choice of words made Christine laugh. "I'm sure," she said smiling. "Which is why I bet you stay pretty much sitting there at your desk whenever they are more sensual or erotic then huh?"
I didn't have a response to that, so I didn't, though awkwardly sharing a smile with her over her curiosity.
"And especially with two very attractive looking females working beside you in addition to that," she continued on. "There must be times when things can get a bit steamy working down here just because of that."
Once again I said nothing, still smiling awkwardly, though I did make some attempt at brushing off any suspicions she might have had with regards to that. "We keep things professional down here, I assure you," I offered back.
"Oh, I'm not saying you don't," Christine grinned, "but it doesn't change the simple, normal fact, that reading erotica all day, has to arouse you...doesn't it? I mean I have to read it very often myself, prior to signing off on approval, and it certainly does that to me, if it's well written enough. In fact...I was just upstairs reading through a book we've just recently published, something I think is in fact very well done, and very erotic. I don't mind admitting to you either, that it's left me aroused, and extremely horny!"
Stupefied, somewhat in a state of shock, Christine rolled off of the couch, the manuscript landing unceremoniously on the floor beside her. But I wasn't looking or worried about that. As she stood, her hands immediately came up to her blouse slowly undoing the remaining buttons as she stood there in front of me.
"Ah, Christine, Ms. Somers," I amended trying desperately to put this back on a professional level, but she laughed it off, removing her blouse so that she now stood there, her full firm breasts, though still confined within her sexy lace bra, stood peering out towards me.
"Don't be nervous," she half purred now walking over to actually sit down on the top of my desk as she reached around behind herself, unclasping the bra. I could only sit there tongue-tied as it slid down her arms, revealing two very lovely, very exquisite looking breasts. Her nipples looked like wonderfully ripe strawberries, dark pink, thick and deliciously erect. But as nice as they looked, as she looked, she was after all the bosses' wife. Which is when she said, "If you're worried about Larry, don't be. We rarely if ever, sleep together any more. He has his amusements," she said kicking the manuscript, which had fallen to the floor half way across the room, "and I...have mine."
With that she had stood, now unzipping the side of her skirt as it now fell to the floor. She wore what appeared to be thigh high stockings and the briefest of thongs. "Come here," she said wiggling her finger at me. Like a zombie, still totally unsure of where I stood in any of this, or if this was in fact a very wise career move on my part, I did. She motioned me to come around behind her as she leaned over the edge of my desk, wiggling her very exposed ass towards me seductively.
"Come on now David, show me. Do you have a nice hard baseball bat between your legs? Would you like to lower your own drawbridge and slip it inside my waiting moist dripping gate?"
I don't know about it being anywhere's near the size of a baseball bat, but it certainly felt as hard and as stiff as one as I walked around behind her. Not even taking my pants off, I simply unzipped, reached in and withdrew what was now a very hard stiff prick. Placing it at the opening of her cunt, I felt the seepage of her desire wet the tip as I stood there rubbing it and running it up and down that very slick furrow.
"Don't fucking stand there and just tease me," she said nearly spitting at me as she looked back over her shoulder towards me. "Shove it in...and fuck me!"
I'd heard the specifics in her tone of voice. Having worked with her, and for her, I knew without any doubt this wasn't one of those times for soft slow preliminaries. I did as she asked and thrust into her as hard and as deep as I possibly could all at once. As I did, she gasped, her deep-throated moan of delight telling me in an instant that that was exactly what she had wanted me to do.



"Again! All the way out...all the way out," she said twice looking at me. And then shove it...shove it deep and hard!"
I did as she asked, slipping out of her completely, just positioning the tip of my prick within the folds of her hot wanton cunt, and then slammed into her again, hilting myself all at once, nearly knocking her flat onto the desk.
"Yes! Fuck me again! Harder!"
Once again I thrust into her, and then kept thrusting into her, harder and harder as the slap of flesh upon flesh filled the room. Christine as I came to find out was very vocal in her desires, literally screaming at me to fuck her each time that I did, yelling the one word obscenity over and over, occasionally spicing that up with hot spiced sentences as she described the thoughts her lust filled mind must have been experiencing.
"Fuck my hot nasty cunt!" she continued to scream out. "That's it! That's it! Fuck it you sweet bastard, slam that hard stiff fucking cock inside my pussy...fuck my cunt! Fuck my cunt! Fuck it! Fuck it! Fuck it!"
I had never before in my entire life ever been with a woman that could out cuss, or out swear any guy I'd ever known, but Christine certainly appeared that she could. The hotter she got, and the wilder our frenzied coupling became, the more outlandish and vulgar she became as well.
"I want to feel your hot nasty spunk filling my cunt!" She said grinding back against me. "I want to suck it from your prick, spit it back on it, and then have to fucking fuck it back inside my fucking cunt hole!" she cried out really getting carried away with herself now, as I soon realized she was in fact hovering on the edge of climax. Uncunting me, quite unexpectedly in fact, she spun away, climbing up to actually sit on my desk, reaching out to once again locate my cock as she lay back knocking off and scattering several of the documents and papers that had at one time been neatly stacked while waiting to be worked on.
"Come on you beautiful fucking prick!" she said glaring at me with a wantonness that almost scared me, "Come get your rocks off, come fuck this pussy and then let me see you squirt all over these hot fucking tits of mine!" She said holding them both within her hands.
She was in fact the perfect height as she lay there on my desk as I stepped back up between her legs, once again slipping back inside her, pounding against and into her cunt with a rapidity now that soon had me shuddering with the same obscene desires she was screaming.
"You like this hard fucking cock huh? You like my stiff hard prick fucking that hot cunt of yours yes?" I said holding still briefly, waiting for it.
"Yes! Yes! Fuck me!"
I fucked, held still looking at her.
"Fuck me!" I fucked, in...out, waiting.
"Fuck me!" In...out.
She smiled, though it was again more of an almost viscous looking leer. "Fuck me..." she said determinedly. "Fuck me hard...and don't you fucking stop until it's spurting out of your cock...when it does...give it to me!"
I slammed into her once again, and then continued to do so until I felt the surge of my spunk finally readying my balls for its release. Just before it did, Christine suddenly bucked, biting her lips, squeezing her breasts within her hands and then shrieked with a long drawn out ear-piercing scream that alerted me to the fact she was deep in the throes of orgasm. I continued to fuck, but long before she'd even half way begun to come down from her pleasure, the cum began to slingshot out of the head of my prick. I allowed the first squirt to hit the back of her cunt before pulling out. As I did however, she immediately sat up, reaching out, grabbing my dick, and then jerking it, yanking it almost painfully so as I finished the last several hard felt squirts directly against her soft lovely tits.
It had been a long, long time since I had cum that hard, or even that much. I had quite literally given her breasts, both of them, quite a cum bath, which she had obviously taken a great deal of delight in receiving. With it still running, and then dripping down between her breasts, she finally stood, leaving me to stand there hanging onto the side of my own desk, still breathless and weak in the knees. I turned, watching as she slipped back into her skirt, her shoes, and then finally slipping her blouse back on, though she'd not included her bra. Turning towards me, her blouse still open, cum still glistening, running in little rivulets down between her tits, she leaned over kissing me quickly and briefly on the lips.
"That was fun, I look forward to the drive home, the feel of your still hot runny cum on my tits while I drive," she said smiling at me, obviously having no intent on closing her blouse as she motioned for me to follow her back up the stairs.
I had somewhat regained my senses, though my mind and head was now a blur with what sort of Pandora's Box I'd just opened.
Slinging her jacket over her shoulder as she put her hand on the door preparing to exit, she once again turned towards me. "Oh, and by the way...If you ever do manage to get into the pants of either one of them...I want to know. I wouldn't like it if you tried keeping any secrets from me..." she warned with what I took to be a very serious expression on her face. Only then did she smile again, opening the door and walked out. I stood there watching her as she crossed over to her car, which was parked in front of the offices. It was a sporty red little MG3 convertible. Slinging her jacket off her shoulder onto the passenger seat, she slid in, her bare breasts clearly evident within the blouse she was only half wearing. I watched as she sat there turning over the engine, and then ran a finger up between her breasts, onto her mouth where she licked it, sucked it, and once again smiled at me. Moments later she backed out of the lot, and then drove away into the night.
I stood there for long moments afterwards, watching the taillights of her car as they got smaller and smaller, reminding me of demon's eyes as they soon after faded away in the distance.
**
I had finished my critique of the manuscript and took it up to Larry's office first thing Monday morning. Though disappointed by what I had written, he didn't seem too terribly surprised by it either. In fact, there was almost a look of relief in his eyes as he read what I'd written.
"Thanks," he said almost apologetically. "It'll be a lot easier on her reading this in someone else's words and not hearing it from me," he stated. Then he laughed. "At least, even if she does get upset by this, I managed to enjoy it before she does," he added letting me know in no uncertain terms that he had indeed already fucked her, perhaps for the first and last time.
I soon after left Larry's office returning to my own, finding that Rebecca and Brenda had just arrived.
"Hey, so how'd it go? Sorry you couldn't have joined us for that drink on Friday," Brenda told me.
"Yeah me too," I answered back meaning it. As wild as that night had ended up being, I was in a real quandary now as to how I actually felt about it however. Christine had warned me about keeping any secrets from her, but I was just as worried and concerned about keeping any secrets from my two dear friends and co-workers either. One thing I didn't want to do was give them any reason to distrust me. But would my telling them about what happened caused either one of them to hate me? That was just as bad...if not worse. Rebecca however the more observant of the two, knew that something was troubling me however, and so asked me.
"Anything happen this weekend you'd like to tell us about?" she suddenly asked. It really was obvious. I hadn't come into work my same old jovial self, teasing, and flirting with them almost immediately after arriving the way I had been doing.
"You might could say that," I began, walking over to take a chair next to their desks sitting down with a cup of coffee. "But what I hope is, is that neither one of you hate me for what I'm about to tell you," I now began having gathered both of their attentions.
I told them everything from beginning to end. As I did, I caught what appeared to be a look of obvious disappointment in Rebecca's eyes, though she never really let on she was disappointed in me after I'd finished. "Frankly, I'm surprised it took her this long to get to you," she told me moments later. "We've both been expecting it, haven't we Brenda?" she asked.
The only thing I hadn't mentioned to either one of them was her parting comment. I enjoyed flirting with both girls, but I'd already promised myself that I wasn't going to approach either one of them unless they clearly expressed an interest in my doing so. At the moment, especially after what I'd just told them, the likelihood of that ever happening, especially now, seemed pretty remote.
"You know, it really is too bad she's such a stuck up conniving bitch, she really is pretty attractive, and frankly, I wouldn't mind getting a piece of her myself. And I'm even willing to bet, she'd enjoy that too, but not at the cost of becoming her slave because of it afterwards," Brenda added, now worriedly looking towards me. "So don't let her turn you into her own personal slave either!" Brenda said concernedly. "As much as I know you enjoy your job, and as much as we both enjoy working with you, it wouldn't be fair to any one of us if you ended up becoming her boy-toy, or abusing your relationship with us just because she wants or needs a good fuck every once in a while!"
"So you tell me...what do I do now?" I honestly asked my two friends. "I mean, I obviously can't try and duck her, she's the boss, hell, she's the bosses' wife for hells sakes! I shouldn't have allowed what happened to even happen, but looking back on that, I can't even see how I'd have stopped it from happening even then!" I let out a very heavy sigh. "Shit! I'm fucked!" I said in pure and total exasperation.
"Look, there's no sense getting all hot and bothered over it now," Rebecca tried reassuring me. "Maybe all she wanted from you was what she got, maybe...that'll be it. What I think she'll be hoping for is that you'll now try sucking up to her in the hopes of getting something more out of her. But...if you don't, if you maintain and keep the relationship professional between you after this, maybe she'll just smile and file it away as a fun experience and let it go at that."
I looked at her. "You two really believe that?" I asked.
"No," Brenda said simply. "But maybe it will help if you do."
**
The rest of the week went by pretty quickly, it was busy around the office, though I was happy at least that Christine didn't surprise us with a midweek visit to the office. When Friday finally came however, I was expecting it, especially as Larry had had gone out of town for a business trip, though we all had our suspicions about that one too.
Thankfully, neither one of the girls had been treating me any differently, so at least they held no animosity against me for having fucked the boss's wife. If anything, it was almost the opposite. The flirtatiousness we'd all shared together previously had seemed to escalate, though even then I wasn't trying to read anything into that.
On Wednesday of that week, I had gone out to pick us all up something from the delicatessen around the corner from where we worked. I'd returned to find the two of them sitting side by side on my desk waiting for me. As I entered my office with our lunch, they had smiled, giggled, and then said "Batters up!" as I stood there staring at the two of them. Even then it took me a minute to get the joke, but once I had, I had turned beet red in the face chasing the two of them out of my office and back into their end of our little dungeon.
Thursday, it had gotten even worse. I'd just come back from a meeting with Larry where I'd been going over one of the critiques I'd just finished for the new author he was meeting with during his business trip. As I came downstairs, heading towards my office, I saw Rebecca bent over the edge of my desk with Brenda standing behind her, humping away wildly. They were both dressed, and obviously not really doing anything, but it had taken me off guard and by surprise as I walked in and found them like that. Truth be told, it was a bit of a turn on, even though they were just fucking around, not actually fucking. And of course they both pretended extreme embarrassment at being discovered, let alone hearing them as I worriedly turned back around to see if anyone else might have. And though not nearly as loud as I remembered Christine being, with Rebecca bent over my desk yelling out, "Oh baby, baby...fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" I was nevertheless worried someone might have.
"All right you two, now I wish to hell I hadn't told you anything!" I stated once again shooing the two of them out of my office. Giggling, whispering, and later on talking in hushed tones which I couldn't over hear, I looked out the door where they were both sitting, everything seemed to be business as usual, so I went back to reading the manuscript I'd been working on. Minutes later once again looking up towards them, I had to take a double take. They were still sitting there just as they had been, but now...the two of them were sitting there topless with their boobs hanging out.
"Holy shit! Are you two nuts?" I said stepping out of my office taking in the two of them as they looked up innocently towards me.
"What? We're only trying to make it a little more comfortable on you," Brenda teased me. "Or is this having just the opposite effect?" she asked a little too demurely.
I was actually very surprised they had done that. On the one hand, I guess I should have actually expected it, but on the other, it was still a bit of a delightful surprise to see them actually sitting there with their boobs hanging out.
"Yeah, and besides," Rebecca said now joining in. "Maybe this Friday after seeing the two of us, you'll be more inclined to come and have that drink with us rather than staying here and wait for Christine to corner you unexpectedly again...unless of course, you're hoping she might?"
Luckily for me, there was nothing I'd been given or asked to do that would keep me here, though I was admittedly not looking forward to Friday, especially with Larry heading out of town. There was no telling what might happen around the office when Christine finally did come in, which we all knew she would. And especially after what had happened between us. I'd even considered taking the day off, but I in fact did have two manuscripts that had to be gone through before Monday, so I couldn't.
But it was seeing the two of them sitting there like that, which prompted me to tell them about the one thing I hadn't. And so I did.
It was oddly interesting to sit down and talk to them, neither one of the girls bothering to cover themselves while I did either. They both seemed as comfortable around me with their shirts off as on, though we all nervously looked up towards the stairs on occasion at even the slightest sound. They would have both had plenty of time to duck back into their shirts if the upstairs door opened. It usually made a lot of noise whenever it did for one thing, the sudden sounds of the office above coming in first, along with a substantial brightness in light filling the stairway. But even then, it was weird glancing over at two differing pairs of breasts, entirely bare, which neither woman seemed to care I was very much enjoying looking at.
"So...if you were to start fooling around with either one of us, the boss lady wants you to tell her about it does she?" Rebecca asked looking determined.
"Yeah, and I bet she'd probably get off on that too!" Brenda said joining in. "I told you I've always thought she had a curious sort of side to her, bet she's just itching to hear from David if he's seen the two of us ever doing anything," she said turning towards me. "Maybe...you should tell her you caught me humping Rebecca on your desk Wednesday, see what she has to say about that!"
"Except that you really weren't," I reminded her. "Though perhaps, if you'd care to do it for real, since you're already half undressed now anyway, I wouldn't at least be lying when I told her about that." I said grinning back teasingly.
The girls both laughed over that one, though it was Rebecca who actually stood up. I had no idea as to what she was doing, or where she was headed, until she walked over towards my office, reaching the door way where she suddenly unzipped the jeans she was wearing and stepped out of them, whipping them up and over onto her shoulder as though tossing a jacket, a point that wasn't lost on me either. Even Brenda giggled over that one. But the reality for me was, this gorgeous tall, good looking brunette was now standing just inside my office, entirely naked.
"Well? So which one of you is actually going to come in here and fuck me?" she asked.
Brenda and I turned looking at one another incredulously for a moment. Then she spoke up, grinning from ear to ear.
"Race you!"
Like a shot, she stood, just as I did, and we both tore off towards the door of my office reaching it at exactly the same instant.
Rebecca had stepped away from the door as we did, entering, and now closing it behind us, locking it. "Just in case," she said with a smile on her face. "We're in a meeting," she then added.
"Ok, the jokes on me," I said laughing, expecting her to unlock and reopen the door. But she didn't. Instead, she nodded over towards Brenda.
"Why don't you take the couch honey?" she said smiling. "David can take me from behind while I'm doing you."
I still thought she was joking, teasing me, going perhaps a bit too far with all of this, until Brenda stood, likewise slipping out of her jeans. "Sounds like a wonderful beginning," she stated, and then promptly positioned herself down on the couch. Almost immediately Rebecca wandered off over towards her, leaned over, and promptly began licking Brenda's widely displayed pussy much to my immediate surprise.
"You're not joking!" I said continuing to stand there just looking at the two of them, Rebecca's beautiful heart shaped ass just beckoning to me.
She finally turned around looking over her shoulder in my direction. "Well? You going to join us or not?" she asked quite seriously.
I was already walking towards them, my hand on my belt preparing to undo it when the phone on my desk rang.
"Fuck!" I spat, staring at it, knowing I'd have to answer it, though I then saw Rebecca turn back around and immediately went back to tonguing Brenda's sweet wide open split as she literally balanced herself on her head and shoulders, her pussy sticking straight up in the air. It was almost surreal as I walked around my desk in order to reach the phone, my hard cock pressing up against the front of my pants, looking over towards the two very naked women in my office as I answered.
"Yes? David Anderson speaking."
"David? Christine. Have you got a moment? I need to see you about a manuscript I need you to look at before you go home this evening. Would it be more convenient for me to come down to your office, or would you prefer coming up to mine?" she asked a bit more hopefully when she'd mentioned my office.
"Ah...ok, sure...but maybe it would be better if I came up to yours, say...five, ten minutes?" I asked.
"Make it five," Christine said, hanging up, giving me no chance to barter with her on the time.
"Shit!" I said once again looking down at myself. I was still hard as a fucking rock. And it wasn't going to be no easy task in trying to hide the fact that I was either.
"Going to see the boss lady?" Brenda giggled as Rebecca continued lapping away at her cunt.
"Looks like," I said with a frown on my face, not wanting to tear my eyes away from I was watching at the moment either. "Don't go anywhere...please!" I then begged, hearing them both laugh.



"Oh, we won't...we'll be here, waiting for you when you come back. IF you come back," Rebecca now added though she continued to stand there bent over the arm of my couch, still slowly licking Brenda's wickedly displayed pussy as she said that.
"Oh, I'll be back alright!" I said turning. "That...you can count on!"
Even with a hard on, I sprinted up the stairs, though making one small adjustment of my dick just before doing so, and then quickly hurried towards Christine's office, knocking only once before hearing her tell me to come in. Rather than just stand there, giving her a chance to see my hard dick pressed against my pants, I stepped in at the sound of her voice, walked over and sat down in one of the chairs facing her desk before she had even realized I had.
"You in some sort of a hurry?" she asked curiously. I was a bit out of breath.
"Busy day," I explained. She looked at me, and then smiled.
"Well sorry to make it a little busier for you, but I'd like to have you look at this for me before you go home tonight, think you might be able to squeeze it in? It's not a big manuscript at all, just a few short stories that have been put together, thought if you had time, you could read through them, tell me what you think before you leave tonight," she asked.
"Ah sure," I responded. "But I'd better get back, I'm in the middle of another one now that I need to finish, and then one more after that, though it shouldn't take me too terribly long, provided I get started on it here soon," I told her as she handed over the one she had in her hand.
"Call me when you've finished reading it," she asked. "I'll be here waiting to hear from you," she told me smiling, and then sat back in her chair, purposely fumbling with the top button on her blouse as she said that. "Looking forward to discussing it with you," she then added coyly and I had a pretty good idea as to what she had meant by that.
"I will," I said standing, turning, not allowing or giving her a chance to see the very obvious bulge that I still had in my pants. Seconds later I was once again outside her door heading back towards the dungeon where I hoped to hell the two girls would still be waiting for me.
Thankfully they were, and thankfully they were both still naked, though sadly, Rebecca was no longer licking Brenda's cunt when I re-entered my office, but at least they were sitting on the couch waiting for me.
"Well, that was quick!" Brenda said in surprise. "Thought for sure you'd be up there for a while," she said snickering.
"If she'd seen this, I would have been!" I said grabbing at my own crotch.
"So what did she want anyway?" Rebecca asked.
I showed them the somewhat thin manuscript she'd given me to read. "This," I said waving it at them momentarily, "though I have no idea why it's so fucking important," I then added, now hoping we could get back to where we'd left off before being so rudely interrupted.
"Let me see it," Rebecca asked as I handed it over to her. She sat thumbing through it for a moment, and then laughed, turning it over to look at the front. There was no name, or even a title on the cover page.
"You ask her about this?" She asked me.
"No...why?"
She looked at it again, reading. "Well now, this is certainly interesting," Rebecca stated. "Listen to this..."
"It was late, I had gone down to David's office to see him about something. He certainly wasn't expecting me, everyone else had gone home. As I approached, I could hear sounds coming from inside, quietly, I approached the door, opening it, it wasn't locked as I stood there peeking in. One of the staff that worked for me was in there, Brenda, he had her bent over his desk, fucking her wildly, passionately, unaware that I was watching them. Admittedly I was jealous, at first upset by what I was seeing, and nearly said something. But then the pure lusty sensuality of what I was seeing overwhelmed me. I stood, my hand slipping down the hem of my skirt, my panties already moist with desire as my fingers quickly found the sweet slick furrow of my sex. I stood, continuing to watch the two of them fuck, fingering myself. When I could no longer stand it however, I walked in..."
Rebecca looked up. "Interesting..." she said grinning at the two of us. "Wishful thinking? Or what?"
She handed it back, there was more. Different scenarios, little snippets of various and sundry thoughts or fantasies, some involving Rebecca and I, others the three of us, and still others, mostly others, just Christine and myself.
"Shit! Now what?" I asked looking around. "Obviously, she's trying to arouse me, or hinting at something anyway, and so I'm not at all surprised she's asked me to stay a bit later after work in order to discuss it with her either," I told the two girls. They looked at one another, and then back at me.
"I have an idea, that might very well help all of us, if you're willing to go along with it," Rebecca then stated. "What about you Brenda, you game?"
"If it's something wickedly decadent, you bet!" she laughed.
"Oh it is..."Rebecca giggled back. "And this is what we're all going to do."
**
I sat there listening to her in disbelief. This was something that could very easily backfire and end up costing each of us our jobs. On the other hand, it might be the only way to ensure that I, along with the two of them, didn't end up being slaves to her after all this either. Which was just as likely if we had any intention of staying there afterwards. And the truth was, I really did like my job, and enjoyed working there with Brenda and Rebecca, especially now. But the last thing I wanted was to have my personal life dictated to me either.
"Ok, let's do it!" I agreed whole-heartedly after hearing her out. We all went back to work after that, because there honestly still was work to be done. Even so, the rest of the day seemed to drag by until it was finally five o'clock, and we knew that everyone upstairs would be closing down for the day. Even Rebecca made a point of seemingly going home, ensuring that Christine had finally noticed she was before actually heading out the door. As we'd already discussed however, I had given her the service entry key. She had gone immediately around the back side of the building letting herself back in that way, and then waited until the coast was completely clear before escaping back down the stairs into the dungeon before anyone saw her.
"We're good!" She grinned handing back the key to me. "Now...all we have to do is wait," she added. "Only one another besides Christine is still here, and she should be leaving any moment now."
It was five thirty before the phone on my desk rang. I answered it, knowing full well as I did so that it would be Christine.
"You get a chance to read through that manuscript I gave you?" she asked.
"Not yet," I told her. "Just finished the other one I had promised to do, but I'll start reading it now," I assured her. "I have another call to make to Larry on the one I just finished reading for him, after that...I'll start reading yours, I promise." I informed her.
She didn't sound at all disappointed that I hadn't. If anything, she sounded pleased. "Tell you what, I'll come down there while you skim through it, tell me what you think about it," she offered. I could hear the smile in her tone of voice as she said that. "Just give me a few extra moments to run around, make sure everyone's gone and the office is locked up." She stated. "See you in a few then," and with that, she hung up.
I looked up, Brenda was already naked, as was Rebecca. "She should be down in a few minutes from now, I said as I began undressing myself. Rebecca held up the pair of handcuffs that she'd had for whatever reason in the drawer of her desk for as long as I'd known her.
"Always wondered if these would ever come in handy for any reason, guess we'll see won't we?" she said giggling. She quickly made her way over to stand well concealed behind the row of file cabinets across the way from their desks and my office. For her role in this, Brenda now presented herself across my desk.
"Do we have to wait?" she asked lustily, "Or can we get started and enjoy ourselves a little longer before she gets here."
"I don't see any reason why not," I replied, more than happy to step around behind her and actually slip my hard stiff dick inside that tight wet little cunt of hers. Minutes later, I was doing just that, easing myself in and out of Brenda's pussy when the two of us heard the sound of the upstairs door opening leading down into the dungeon.
"Show time," Brenda giggled, and then began panting as though she was in the throes of orgasm already.
As loud as Brenda was, it would have been next to impossible for Christine not to have heard her carrying on the way that she was. But act, or no act, sliding in and out of her tight hot cunt, I began to wonder how much was act now, and how much was for real. The fact that Christine's approach could no longer be heard told us that she had heard us coming down, going into stealth mode no doubt. Without even needing to turn to look, I sensed a presence just outside the door of my office. She must have stood there watching us for several minutes more before finally stepping inside, speaking.
"What the hell's this?" she said suddenly, an indignant tone to her voice, though there was an additional underlying tone that came through even clearer. One of obvious excitement and lust as we turned towards her, still fucking even as we did.
"What do you think it is?" I asked "Isn't this what you had in mind when you gave me that manuscript to read? You're fantasies? Catching Brenda and I together while you watched?" She dropped the act.
"I have to admit, I was wondering...and curious when I saw Rebecca leave, but hadn't seen Brenda leave with her the way she usually did," Christine now grinned still standing just inside the door. "But I didn't know you two had already become this chummy," she stated reaching up to begin undoing the buttons on her blouse. "And I do hope, you won't mind a little additional company," she added as she slipped out of her blouse, almost immediately removing the bra she was wearing in addition to that, now standing there with her breasts revealed as she moved to begin undoing the zipper on her skirt.
"We already have company," Brenda responded, seeing the confused look on Christine's face just as Rebecca quietly approached her from behind, handcuffs at the ready.
"What?"
There was no need to answer her question, she found out within the span of a moment after that. Rebecca snapping on one end of the handcuffs, the surprise move coming so quickly that Christine had no time to react. Grabbing her other arm, Rebecca caught her off balance, easily bringing it around, snapping on the other end effectively pinning Christine's arms behind her back.
"What the fuck? Rebecca?" She said incredulously, only then looking back to see she was standing there behind her. "Where the hell did you come from?"
"I never left," she grinned pushing Christine a bit further into my office, closing the door behind her as she did. "So...what do we do with this peeping Thomasina?" Rebecca asked.
"Release me!" Christine said struggling. "Release me this very moment, or I swear the three of you are going to pay for this!"
"The way I see it, it's already a little too late for that!" Reluctantly, I slipped out of Brenda's pussy, my prick glistening with her juices, throbbing hard and stiff, pointing towards her as I approached. I smiled inwardly, seeing her eyes immediately drawn towards my rock hard cock as I took several steps in her direction. She even trembled a little, though out of a mixture of uncertainty and excitement as I did so, not yet knowing what it was the three of us were up to.
I had a coat hook on the back of my door. It was at the perfect height. Lifting her arms up and over her head, I lifted her slightly, just enough for Rebecca to then secure the chain connecting her hands together over the hook before releasing her. Stretched, not quite having to stand on tiptoes, she nevertheless couldn't disentangle herself off the door as I stepped away, Rebecca coming around now to stand beside me as we stood there admiring our captive.
"I mean it David," she spoke using my name, though she likewise glared at Rebecca and Brenda including them as well. "Release me now and I'll forget this ever happened, otherwise..."
"Like I said, it's already too late for that," I said once again. "Time for a little negotiation though I think, but not before you're in a better frame of mind to actually negotiate!" Picking up Christine's blouse, I easily tore it up the back and then separated a section of it. She stood looking at me wild-eyed as I did that.
"That blouse was expensive!" She almost screamed.
"You can afford to buy another one," I responded tearing off a long strip, handing it to Brenda. "Here, use this to bind her mouth with." She continued to struggle, complaining, but only for a second more as Brenda wadded up just enough of another piece, sticking that into her mouth before wrapping the torn strip around her face holding that one in place. She could no longer speak now, though her eyes said it all. If looks could kill, we'd all be dead.
I stood looking at her, reaching down to fondle my cock, keeping it nice and hard. Once again I laughed seeing her eyes follow the movement, the anger no longer showing in them as she simply stared wide-eyed at my rigidity, no doubt wondering what was to happen next. "The way I see it Christine, you may very well be the boss, and as your employee's, whatever you need done or seen to in matters of business here around the office, we're obligated and required to do that. But as far as anything outside of that goes, you don't have any right to dictate to anyone of us as to who we see, who we date, or who we fuck!" Once again she looked up into my eyes, her glare of anger and frustration returning at my remarks. "So until you come to some sort of agreement with us on that, I'm afraid we're just going to have to convince you. In fact, I think we should negotiate some sort of a contract with you to ensure that we all leave here satisfied," I then added.
She shook her head, her eyes still showing a bit of anger and frustration as she hung there against the door. I turned to look at Rebecca and Brenda. "Just as I figured, I think negotiations are going to take a while, so we might as well settle in for the duration. Rebecca? Why don't you go ahead and finish removing her clothes while I write down what I think will be a fair and reasonable new contract. Something she can think about while she hangs there."
As I dictated, Brenda scribed, I paced back and forth in front of Christine as she hung from the door, giving her a good look at my stiff prick as I spoke, Rebecca having finished yanking off her skirt, panties and shoes so that she hung from the door entirely naked.
"Number one, this contract is good for a period of two...no, make that three years. During which, you cannot fire any of us for any reason. Only Larry can do that, and only if it's for something regarding a work related incident."
Christine glared even deeper towards me, her eyes no longer focused on my prick until I approached her, letting the hard stiff tip of it rest against her tummy. Only then did her eyes soften.
"Number two. Each of us will be given a reasonable raise at the end of each year. Number three, you will not dictate to any one of us who we can see, or demand or expect anything from any of us of a sexual nature, unless...we're so inclined to go along with it," I finished reaching up, giving each one of her nipples a little pinch and then a twist before releasing them. I was pleased to hear her moan as I did that, though her determined look came immediately back into her eyes as I stepped back.
"If any of us is interested in including you in whatever outside adventures we'd care to participate in, then we'll be the ones to initiate that...not you. You of course can certainly decline if you wish to do so, but you cannot under any circumstances make demands, or have expectations of any of us unless we choose to do that ourselves." I turned looking at Brenda. "You get all that?"
Brenda nodded her head. "Anything you or Rebecca wish to add before signing it?" I asked.
"I do..." Rebecca said with a somewhat evil expression on her face. "In the future, any time she decides to come down here to see us, she strips naked the moment she reaches the bottom of the stairs. That way, she'll tend to be a bit more docile and friendly if she presents herself as being vulnerable. I'm personally tired of being treated like something less than the professional that I am," she added. "Down here in the dungeon, we're all equals," she added glaring back at her.
"What about you Brenda? Anything?" She thought, smiled and answered.
"Yeah, I want a new chair. I nice comfortable one, not this piece of shit I've been having to put up with for the past year." I laughed, but agreed with her, stating we all deserved better chairs than the ones we had.
"Alright then," I said turning back around to face Christine. "Those are our terms. You can of course refuse to agree with them, in which case I'm sure the three of us will all be looking for work. So you still obviously have a choice. But I think it would be to your best advantage to go along with us on this, and sign the paper in agreement. You ready to do that?" I asked.
I wasn't surprised when she continued to glare at us, shaking her head no.
"Well, I guess we're going to have to extend our negotiations out a little bit," I reasoned. "See if we can get her to change her mind before simply giving up." I walked over once again placing the head of my cock against her furrow. Christine stood, crossing her legs however baring access. "Rebecca? Brenda? Mind helping me out here a little?" I asked. I tore additional strips off her ruined blouse, handing them to each. "Tie these around her ankles, and then stretch those over to the leg of the chair on that side, and over to the end of the table leg on the other side," I told them. "That should keep her from being able to close her legs," I said grinning at her, once again reaching up to caress and fondle her breasts, keeping her mind occupied as the girls went quickly to work.
With her legs spread, her lips were too, revealing her hard little nubbin, and like it or not, also revealing a bit of glistening moisture between her legs as she hung there somewhat suspended. I ran the head of my prick once again up her sweet little furrow, dragging it between her lips, teasing her before tapping it roughly, firmly against her clit.
"Just so you know Christine, I'm no rapist. I wouldn't fuck you against your will." As I said that, I saw what almost looked to be look of disappointment showing in her face. "I wouldn't want you to make any claims that I had done anything to you against your will, especially with witnesses here," I told her. "So whatever you want, or decide to agree to here, will once again be your decision to do so. In the meantime, I think it's only fair we give you a little time to think about this and consider it," I said stepping away. I looked at Brenda again. "Now...where were we anyway?" I asked. "Before we were so rudely interrupted? Oh yes...I was fucking you wasn't I?"
"What about me?" Rebecca said walking over, smiling.
"Oh, I think we can certainly accommodate you quite easily," I assured her. "In fact, why don't you lay down on the top of my desk," I suggested, and then Brenda can get up on top of you. As they positioned themselves, I rolled over a small stepstool, giving me the perfect height in which to once again position myself as I stepped behind Brenda again, easing my prick back inside her now extremely wet slit as the two girls began licking one another simultaneously. I glanced over towards the door where Christine hung watching us. "Just moan loud enough when you're ready to discuss the offer," I told her, and then began sliding in and out of Brenda's pussy as Rebecca licked it, occasionally licking me as well as the three of us began fooling around.



As we did that, I decided to include another tactic, one that I knew damn well would have an impact on Christine, since I had learned from her directly her penchant for talking dirty and the passion it evoked in her when she had.
"Your cunt is so fucking wet and slippery!" I said aloud. The sounds of which could easily be heard, including those of Rebecca as she lay beneath her, likewise licking and sucking her at the same time. As though reading my mind, my intent, she spoke as well.
"And it's so sweet and tasty too," she added. "Can't help wondering if Christine's would taste as sweet as Brenda's pussy does!"
"I don't think Christine's thinking about that at the moment," I said glancing back towards her as she again struggled to no avail upon the door. "I'm sure she's giving more important thought to the terms of the contract to be thinking about any of us licking her pussy, sucking her tits, or fucking her for that matter," I added. "But while she is...I'm sure enjoying this nice hot, tight cunt I've got my dick in," I groaned pleasurably, and then slammed in and out of Brenda's cunt several times, letting the sounds of our flesh slapping together reach her ears.
We continued on for several minutes longer until I felt the first tingles of a too soon climax begin to warn me. Only then did I slip out, the girls now parting as well. I walked over to the door where Christine hung, Rebecca and Brenda joining me.
"You ready to agree to our terms yet?" I asked, pleased when Christine just stared, though she didn't shake her head yes either. "I think she needs a bit more time," I told my two co-workers. "But maybe...she could use a little incentive while she thinks about it."
On cue, each of the girls leaned forward taking one of Christine's breasts in hand, tenderly sucking her hard extended nipples as they did so. Slipping my finger inside the folds of her pussy, I tickled her clit, then slowly finger-fucked her while the girls continued pleasuring Christine's tits, her eyes closing involuntarily as they did so, even moaning moments later.
Once again I stepped away however, tapping each of the girls on the shoulder as I did so. "I think she still needs a moment or two longer," I surmised leaning against my desk, pointing my very stiff cock in her direction. "In the meantime, why don't you two come over here and suck on this a little while we wait?"
Only too eagerly to do so, Rebecca and Brenda knelt down, each one taking a side of my shaft as they began licking it, alternating back and forth between one another sucking it as well. I locked eyes with Christine, watching her as she watched me, though her eyes soon drifted down seeing the tongues of the two girls toying with my shaft, pleasuring it.
"You thinking about our contract? Or are you thinking what it would feel like to have this hard stiff cock buried in your cunt while one of the girls is sucking that hard little clit of yours?" I asked.
She moaned at that, her eyes delirious with desire. I stood up upon seeing that. "Go ahead and remove her gag, see if she's willing to talk now," I suggested, though kneeling before her as the girls slowly began untying it, my tongue just lightly running up her split, feeling her shudder as I rapidly lapped at her hard little knot. "Well? Made any decisions?" I asked still licking as she took a moment to work some saliva in her mouth in order to speak.
"Yes!" she moaned wiggling beneath me. "Fuck yes! Whatever you want!" She now added. "Just fucking release me!"
"Not...quite...yet," I said. "I think...you need to apologize to the girls for the way you've treated them too, in addition to the terms of our new agreement," I now added once again seeing a harsh glare come into her eyes as she stared at me.
"Brenda? Why don't you show her how nice you can be to her, while she considers her apology." Brenda grinned knowingly, and took my place between her legs as Rebecca and I stood off to either side, once again working her breasts, rolling her erect nipples between our fingers, playing with them, pulling on them as Brenda sucked her cunt.
"I'm sorry," Christine said softly.
"Sorry for what?" I pressed. "And it didn't sound like a really sincere apology either." We could all hear it as Brenda drew in Christine's clit, sucking it furiously, her fingers likewise pummeling her cunt at the same time.
"I'm...I'm sorry...for treating you like shit," she moaned pleasurably. "I...I promise, I won't...any more."
"That's better," I said leaning over to capture her nipple between my lips, lightly nipping at it. "And now...Rebecca?"
Rebecca and Brenda quickly switched places, the sound of Rebecca's mouth now working Christine's cunt, making even more decadent, vulgar noise as she did so.
"Well?" I asked.
For a moment, Christine had forgotten what she was supposed to do, her sighs of pleasure having taken over, though she opened her eyes looking at me, and then looking down as she saw as well as felt Rebecca's tongue torturing her clit.
"I'm sorry," she said again, really sounding as though she meant it this time. "I won't ever look down on you again," she added with a sincere look in her eyes. "I promise!"
Rebecca looked up, "And you also promise that every time, every single time you decide to come down here to the dungeon, you'll strip down...entirely naked, and then do whatever it is we ask you to do if you do decide to come down here?" Rebecca asked. That was new, it hadn't been originally included in the initial request, but I laughed openly as Christine nodded her head yes quite vigorously.
"What about the rest of it?" I asked.
"Don't forget the new chairs," Brenda quipped.
"All of it...including the chairs," I laughed once again.
"All of it!" Christine moaned.
"Ok, let her loose, so she can sign the new contract," I stated, not fully a hundred percent sure that she would. I lifted her as Rebecca slipped her hands free, removing the cuffs. Brenda stood holding the paper towards her along with a pen, which she then took, quickly scribbling her name to it.
"You know, the only thing we still need is a witness that this contract is legally binding," I now added.
"Can't we sign as witnesses?" Brenda asked.
"Nope, unfortunately, you can't. Since the three of us can't witness for ourselves. However, I did think about that a head of time," I said opening the door. All three girls turned curiously as I did that. Larry stood on the other side of the door, smiling. As shocked as Christine was to see her own husband standing there, so were Rebecca and Brenda.
"You heard it all didn't you Larry?" I asked, handing him the document.
"Oh yeah...every word," he said grinning as he walked in, placing the paper on my desk and then added his name to it. "And thanks for giving me a heads up," he grinned knowingly looking over towards Christine. "You know dear...I never fucked anyone in, or outside of the office until you started accusing me of having done that, which is when I shortly afterwards learned you'd been doing for quite some time, until Frank finally up and quit because of your continued pressure on him to keep doing so. I even warned David here that you might try pulling the same thing on him, and to watch out for it. He promised to tell me when and if you did. When he called me earlier to tell me of the plan they'd all come up with, I cancelled my flight out of town in order to ensure I was here to be a witness to all of this. Which obviously I was." Larry finished handing the signed document back over to me.
Rebecca and Brenda turned as one to look at me. "Sorry...I didn't bring you in on this last part," I grinned. "But I thought it might be more of a surprise when I opened the door and had Larry standing there on the other side of it."
"You have any more surprises we might not be aware of?" They asked, though by the look in Christine's face, she was still in a state of shock herself.
"Just this one," Larry responded unzipping his fly. As he did, he produced a rather huge cock, thick, fat and angrily swollen. Rebecca took one look at it and immediately reached out her hand surrounding it with her fist.
"I had no idea!" she grinned wantonly. Larry looked at his wife.
"See? I told you...I never fucked either one of them dear...until now," he said hopefully looking towards her.
I nodded my head, smiling as Rebecca took him by the hand leading him over towards the couch. As she did, and as Larry quickly slipped out of his clothing, I positioned myself down in one of the two oversized arm chairs nearby. I then reached out, pulling Christine down into my lap, her back facing towards me. Within seconds, I had slipped my cock deep inside her cunt, just as Larry was now doing to Rebecca on the couch across from us.
"Hey!" Brenda said standing there all alone. "What about me?"
"Why don't you try licking her pussy while I'm fucking it?" I suggested. "And I'm sure she'll be more than willing to return the favor...won't you Christine?" I asked.
"Oh yes! Yes!" Christine giggled happily as Brenda began doing just that. After a time, we all switched places, and to everyone's surprise, as I slid inside Brenda's pussy once more, Rebecca standing in the chair over me as I simultaneously began licking her cunt, Larry and Christine lay on the couch together, fucking once again, learning as they did so that it had been the first time that they had in nearly a year now.
"I think things are going to be much, much better around the office from here on out, don't you two?" I said still lapping away at Rebecca's sweet cunt.
"Couldn't agree more," Brenda giggled hotly, her cunt clench my prick with each and every up and down motion as she sat on it looking over towards Larry and Christine as the two of them went at it like two teenagers in the back seat of a car.
"Just one more thing if it's not too late to discuss it," Brenda spoke saying. "Rebecca and I really could use another editor down here working with us, especially with the business seeming to pick up the way it has been. I don't suppose..."
Larry laughed across the way, though still continuing to pound in and out of his wife's cunt as she thrashed away on top of him as he lay there. "But this time...make it a male editor?" He inquired.
Brenda giggled. "Well, that would make it a little more even around here," she responded back. "Only can we help in making the final decision?" she then asked looking at Christine, as Christine had been the one to primarily do all the hiring the last couple of years.
"How about the three of us conduct all the interviews together," she grinned knowingly. "I'm sure that between the three of us, we'll find someone we can all agree on, and who'd be more than happy to work with us, and perhaps put in a little overtime once in a while too."
"I was thinking more along the lines of putting something else in...besides overtime," Brenda quipped back, "In the meantime...I think it's my turn to finally get a sample of what your husband's cock feels like inside me!" she said as we all agreed it was time to switch partners again.
As I lay there on the floor, feeling the pleasured explosion of my spunk leaping from the head of my dick, Rebecca and Christine happily, and busily taking turns pumping it, and sucking it out of me, I smiled at the way our negotiations had gone. Not only with regards to the new contract we'd been given, but even more importantly, how much nicer it was going to be working with the bosses wife. Not to mention...the boss himself!
We all lay panting, trying to collect ourselves long afterwards. Each of us spent, satiated for the moment anyway.
It was Brenda who a short time later brought us all back to reality. "Besides the chair, do you think I might also be able to get a new desk?" she asked.
Larry groaned. "Something tells me...we've created a monster here," he said. Brenda giggled, crawled over towards him and began licking his somewhat flaccid prick. "Ok, ok...a new desk, but...it won't be a really expensive one!" He told her.
Brenda sighed happily, and proceeded to draw Larry's cock back up to full staff once again.
"We could use some better lighting down here too," Rebecca spoke moments later. Larry moaned, though none of us was sure whether he'd done so through pleasure, or for some other reason.
Personally, I didn't care one way or the other as I slowly eased my cock back inside Christine's wonderfully wet pussy.
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It had been a very long time since my wife Darlene and I had taken any sort of vacation together. Though we weren't exactly workaholics, there never seemed to be enough time to allow ourselves the simple pleasure of just getting away. Another side effect of that had also taken its toll on us, our sex life had become virtually non-existent.
We had finally realized that if we didn't do something about all that soon, we were headed for trouble. Darlene and I up until now had always had an uninhibited exciting relationship. Early on in our marriage we'd been wild and care free, even making love in semi-public places just for the thrill of it, something that, never failed to excite the two of us almost beyond reason. When Darlene and I first sat down and decided we seriously needed a really nice vacation, we began looking at various options and places we might go. It was during this time that Darlene came home from work one evening very excited about something. I soon learned that one of her co-workers had mentioned something to her about a particular cruise she and her husband had gone on, and how it had basically saved their marriage. In moments we were on-line looking up the website, and then sat perusing through the content of the cruise that was being offered. It didn't take long to discover this wasn't just some ordinary cruise, though Darlene's friend had already hinted as much.
"Brad?" Darlene said simply looking at me. She didn't need to say anything more as we began reading through the schedule, dates of departure and return. But it was the bold print that immediately caught our eyes, reading "Adults only pleasure cruise, where your wildest fantasies on the high seas can come true!"
"A swinger's cruise?" I asked curiously. Darlene and I weren't exactly prudes. We'd had and shared various fantasies with one another, we had even hot-tubbed with friends in the nude, had gone so far as to eventually fuck in front of one another in fact, though that had been as far as it had gone. Those few experiences had left us excited, wanting for more, though the opportunity, and Darlene's somewhat professional celebrity status had always kept us cautious about doing more than what we already had. As an anchor on a local TV news station, Darlene was too well known for us to really do anything without word getting out. Aside from our very close and dear friends, what we'd done already was dangerous, though exciting enough. But the thought of taking a pleasure cruise, which we felt we could safely and easily do, was something else all together.
At thirty-five, my wife was very much an attractive sexy looking woman. Shoulder length almost coal black hair, olive complexion, piercing blue eyes, her face alone garnered attention, especially while on camera. I had always gotten a bit of a secret delight watching her on the evening news, knowing that I was the one who was married to her, the one who enjoyed fucking her, though there obviously many others who wished they were too, women as well as men.
Like any celebrity, though Darlene never really did consider herself one in that light, she received a fair amount of fan mail at the TV station she worked for. And though ninety percent of the letters and emails she received were typical friendly "fan" mail, every once in a while she'd get something a bit more provocative or suggestive, of just how some of her male admirers often thought about her.
We discussed actually going at length, and then went ahead and booked ourselves passage for the following month for a ten day "Pleasure Cruise" that promised all sorts of promising delights. By the time the day finally arrived for us to depart I was on pins and needles. Actually, we both were. Somewhat apprehensive as to what we might expect, obviously nervous, we were somewhat relieved to learn that there would be an indoctrination, get acquainted meeting an hour after the ship had pulled away from port.
Since it had been a while since we'd gone on any sort of real vacation together, we had spared no expense, booking one of the first class suites, one of six on each side of the upper deck, all sharing a single accessible deck from which we could go outside of our cabin to sit on, with deck service being offered twenty-four seven should we choose to take advantage of that.
We had soon after joined the throng of fellow passengers in one of two fairly large lounges as we began receiving information with regards to all the various activities over the next ten days. We were all given handouts as to protocol, and etiquette along with assurances that privacy and anonymity was paramount for those who had any concerns. Activities were scheduled, some having actual signup sheets so there could be no misunderstandings as to what might be expected for some of these, with very clear and detailed explanations as to what could be expected if someone decided to participate. Though we hadn't really discussed some of those aspects in any great detail with one another, it had caused us a few raised eyebrows, which I knew we'd no doubt talk about later in the privacy of our own cabin.
One of the things that was made immediately clear to all of us, was that nudity aboard ship, except for in the dining areas inside was not only allowed, but encouraged. So we were all given to understand and not be surprised upon seeing it. But in addition to that, we were also told and informed, that public, sexual activities were also permissible, and anyone having a problem with seeing that, or running into it, had booked the wrong cruise. This generated a little nervous laughter by most of the group in attendance, though no one raised any objections upon hearing that. Even when the question and answers phase of the indoctrination was given, I was surprised when an older gentleman actually asked then if it was permissible for he and his wife to fuck out on the deck in full view of everyone if they actually wanted to. He, along with everyone else was again told this was indeed permissible, and to be expected, especially by other returning guests who'd taken this cruise before.
There were really very few or strict rules that had to be followed. No meaning No for one, which was a given. Open windows into suites were an invitation to watch, so if privacy was wanted, then curtains were to be drawn and closed. Everyone was expected and required to ask courteously before joining in on some sexual activity that might be taking place out on deck, separate and apart from any of the more formal scheduled parties and events. Obviously, anyone signing up for those was basically giving permission before hand, though again, even then, No still meant No if someone wasn't interested or attracted by another individual.
With no other questions or concerns to be addressed, the meeting ended and everyone headed off back to their rooms, or to simply wander around about the ship taking in the sights until the first real party at sea which was scheduled for later on that evening. In the brochure we'd been given long before we'd actually gotten on board, we knew it was a greet and meet, sexy negligee party. Everyone was thus invited to attend, wearing whatever bedtime attire they felt comfortable in wearing, though there would be prizes given out and awarded for the sexiest, most provocative attire. I knew that Darlene had gone out and purchased something special just for that particular first nights event, though she hadn't of course shown me what it was as yet. For myself, a bit unsure of what to expect, I had opted for a very brief men's bikini in black and a matching silk short kimono as my outfit.
We had enjoyed an early dinner of steak and lobster, and then went for a stroll around the deck enjoying the ocean as we cruised on a sea of glass. Several passengers had in fact taken advantage of lying about in the nude on deck, though we hadn't as yet stumbled into anyone engaged in any form of sexual activity. It reminded me of a high school dance, everyone went wanting to, but no one wanted to be the first one out on the floor either. I figured the negligee party later on that evening would no doubt open the doors to that at some point.
We'd soon after gone back to our suite, made love (though drawing the curtain closed when we did) and then got up to dress afterwards, a smile on each of our faces as we'd thoroughly enjoyed one another in ways we hadn't done for a very long time. I sat waiting patiently out on our semi-private little deck, ordering a cocktail as I waited, Darlene inside the cabin making herself ready. I was pleasantly surprised when a young attractive looking steward appeared carrying the margarita I'd ordered, surprised as she too was dressed quite sexily herself in a pair of very tight fitting shorts, and a halter top that threatened to spill out her rather nice sized breasts.
One of the other things we'd been told in the indoctrination was that the ship's crew was at liberty to join and entertain the guests if approached, provided those said activities didn't interfere with their assignments or workloads. Still horny, even after the incredible sex Darlene and I had just enjoyed with one another, as the young woman leaned over placing a small napkin down on the table next to me, along with my drink, I got a rather nice long view of her deep plunging cleavage.
Deciding to test the waters to some degree, I actually commented on it, curious as to what her response and demeanor might be afterwards.
"You have what appear to be, very lovely looking breasts," I said also thanking her for the drink. She smiled, thanking me, and then surprised me, although I guess I shouldn't have been when she answered.
"Thank you, would you like to see them?" she asked.
I didn't have any reservations about doing so, nor in having asked her either. Darlene and I had long ago discussed the various possibilities of what to expect while on board. The only thing we'd come to mutual agreement on, was not to become involved sexually with anyone, unless we were both there, and having given our approval, though a simple knowing smile would be all that was needed when we did. Just asking to see her boobs, or rather being invited to see them didn't constitute Darlene's needing to be there.
"I would!" I said smiling, as she smiled back undoing the two small buttons holding her halter together. Not surprisingly, she had no need of a bra as the halter served both purposes.
"I'm Mattie, by the way," she added. "Gregory, is the day steward on this side of the ship," she then informed me, continuing to stand there with her gorgeous breasts staring me in the face. Not only where they near perfectly symmetrical, but she had the largest, darkest colored areolas and nipples I had ever seen before. "And anytime you need either one of us...for anything other than drinks or snacks, don't be afraid to ask," she stated letting me know in an instant just exactly what she had meant by that. With that, she again smiled re-buttoning her halter, and soon left. Only then did I realize as I looked down that I was sporting an erection. I took a sip of my margarita, and then heard Darlene calling out to me from inside our cabin.
"Well? What do you think?" she asked.
I walked back inside, my wife standing next to the bed in the most alluring sensual outfit I'd ever seen her wear before.
"Hmm, glad to see you approve!" She said grinning at me, though I noticed her eyes were directly looking between my legs. There was no point trying to hide my erection, especially under the circumstances, but then Darlene frowned looking back up at me. "Hey! Wait! You got that before you saw me!" she suddenly stated. "Who else where you looking at?"
"Let me start off by saying, you are the most beautiful looking woman I have ever seen!" Which quite honestly was the truth. Darlene stood in a sheer floor-length; black laced evening gown that hinted at her nudity hiding beneath it without necessarily giving everything away. And though it was cut very low in front, dainty criss-crossing ties of lace held the front in place, though her breasts pressed against the sheer material, almost wickedly. At least she smiled once again when I said that, though I then told her about the incident which had occurred only a few moments ago. What I didn't do was elaborate on how much I'd enjoyed seeing the exotic young woman's tits.
"So...what's Gregory like?" she then teased.
"I don't know, he wasn't there, but I'm sure at some point we'll meet him. Oh, and when we do, don't be afraid to ask to see him naked, apparently, that's ok too," I informed my wife.
"I just might," she said posing herself seductively, causing my cock to twitch, which had grown even harder now just standing there looking at her. "Um, you might want to see if you can make that go down a little," she giggled. "Though I'm sure we'll see a few more standing up like yours is before the evenings over, it might be in poor taste to arrive already having one!"
It took a few minutes, but eventually it did. Arm in arm we then left our cabin heading down the hallway towards the grand stairs and the formal ballroom two decks below us. It was interesting to see so many people just then leaving their own rooms, many dressed very similar to the way my wife and I were, though a few others had worn even more revealing outfits than even she was. Seeing all that nudity decorated in its finest, naughtiest form, was already threatening to again stiffen my prick as we made our way inside. Small two or four person tables ran around the perimeter of the dance floor. A small band sat playing, though no one was out dancing as yet, everyone content to find a seat, sit down, order drinks and ogle the other guests as they came in.
I laughed looking over at the couple sitting a couple of tables away. The young looking husband sat with his somewhat nervous looking wife, but it was clearly evident he was having a great deal of trouble trying to hide his obviously very stiff erection. He was wearing a robe very similar to mine, though it was obvious he had nothing on beneath it, every move no matter how small, threatened to reveal his hard prick, as he sat constantly readjusting trying in vain to keep it covered. His wife, a cute little blonde was wearing a likewise sheer, baby-doll type of a night that had a great deal of fluff about the collar and cuffs as well as the hem, but was otherwise very sheer. Her dark pink nipples were clearly in evidence as she sat there nervously surveying the room. Just then she looked up, saw Darlene smiling at her, and then surprised me as Darlene waved the two of them over to sit with us at our table. Almost immediately she grinned back, nodded her head and quickly spoke to her husband. Once again, I had to hold myself in check as they made their way over to us, her husband immediately placing both hands strategically in front of himself as they came over.
"You looked a little nervous," Darlene said easing her nervousness immediately with that award winning smile of hers. "Thought you might enjoy having a little company, believe it or not...we're a little nervous too," Darlene finished saying. We then introduced ourselves, and learned that their names were Jack and Beverly, and that this was indeed not only their first cruise, but the first time they had ever done anything like this. They came from a very small, very conservative town somewhere in the Midwest, and for them, this had thus become a very daring, very bold adventure for them.
Jack was still blushing as he sat there, his eyes trying very hard to not sit and stare directly at my own wife's tantalizing breasts, though just a bit more concealed behind the lace patterns of her gown that his own wife's were.
"Don't worry about looking," I assured him. "I think...that's the whole point of our coming here dressed like we are...so that we can look, and enjoy doing it."
"That's the problem," he finally laughed at himself. "I am enjoying it...and it's become very difficult trying to hide the fact that I am!"
"Me too, " I assured him, and then sat back just enough so that he could see that I too was now as stiff and hard as I'd been back in the room, the head of my own dick peeking above the waistband of my very brief bikini's, making me wish in all sincerity, that I hadn't worn them as at least I'd be as comfortable as Jack was, even though he was embarrassed in being so openly revealed.
"Like Brad said," Darlene began, "I don't think you two will be the only ones sporting erections here tonight," she went on, especially with all these hard nipples springing up everywhere too," she announced pointing over towards another middle aged, but very attractive looking woman whose breasts were entirely bare, poking through a peek-a-boo type of a evening gown that had no intention of being worn or in covering her breasts. She had incredibly large thick nipples, so it was easy to see why she had chosen her particular night wear, she loved showing herself off, and with good reason.
Within a short period of time, the room had finally filled to capacity, laughter, conversation and the sound of drinks being served filled the entire room. Finally, the host of the evening arrived, wearing a pair of bright red silk pajamas. After gathering everyone's attention he then made an announcement.
"Thank you everyone for coming...and I hope that by the end of the evening, that can also be taken another way!" He paused momentarily for the laughter along with a few whistles and catcalls at his comment to settle down. "And now, as a way of getting acquainted, meeting others like yourselves who've joined us on what we hope to be a very exciting, and very erotic cruise..." he again paused looking about the room with a mischievous smile on his face, "we'd like to open up the evenings entertainment with what we call "Ladies choice". Now then, Ladies? No fair choosing your own partner to dance with, after all, you can do that at home," he again paused amidst laughter. "So...now's your opportunity to step out, select some strange handsome, half naked stranger...and ask him to dance with you!"
With that, the band began playing a slow sensual tune as the woman, slowly at first, and then suddenly much more quickly began to stand and head off seeking available half naked, or sexily attired dance partners.
Darlene and Beverly had it easy, asking Jack and I to dance, though we both stood with hard firm erections as we did so. Darlene made short work of that as well, reaching down, grasping Jack's prick in her hand, and leading him by it out onto the dance floor. By the time Beverly and I arrived, I noticed we weren't the only ones who had one either.
"No doubt about it, this promises to be a very, very interesting cruise!"
Even before we'd gone downstairs to attend the party, we'd been given to know that several judges would be circulating throughout the evening. There would be several prizes and gifts being awarded for the most alluring or sensual evening gowns, along with the most slutty or decadent, as well as for the most demure, or less revealing. Looking about at many of the others, I didn't see anyone who I personally thought looked more sensually seductive than Darlene did, a fact that Beverly herself had commented on shortly after they had joined us.
Now dancing closely together, it was hard not to enjoy the feel of Beverly's perky firm breasts pressing against my chest. And though her husband Jack tried very hard not to stab his rock hard dick into my wife's tummy as they danced, it was almost comical in a way watching him as he tried not to. Especially when Darlene made it even more difficult, drawing him closer to her as they moved about the floor. The number the band had been playing soon ended however, and everyone stood clapping, I noticed as we all did, that Jack and I weren't the only ones now standing up in full approval.



Even our MC made note of that fact, by announcing it was now time for the "Cock walk" as he called it. "Or rather, a very obscene version of the bunny hop," he then announced once again to a great deal of laughter, though several of those who'd been standing on the floor began sitting down. Surprisingly however, there were still a great many who hadn't, and though I had headed off to do so, Darlene had quickly collared me, ensuring that I remained.
"Don't be a spoilsport, we came here to have fun," she said grinning. Likewise, Beverly had forced Jack into staying as well, as he stepped behind my wife, his hands on her hips, his wife's hands on his, and mine then on hers. I soon felt the hands of another woman, turning around to smile, briefly say hello and noticed it was the gal with the enormous nipples and bared boobs who'd sauntered up behind me.
"Hi, I'm Brad," I said introducing myself, turning just enough to take her hand shaking it, watching her tits bounce up and down freely for a moment as I did so.
"Jocelyn," she answered back, looking down at my cock, sighing. "Damn, makes me wish you were behind me and not in front," she chuckled playfully, though she was soon introduced to yet another stranger likewise with a hardon standing behind her. She smiled, winking at him and then turned back around facing me. "Guess I didn't do so bad after all," she said once again winking.
Minutes later, there was a long line of us winding about the dance floor doing the bunny hop. Needless to say, there were indeed a few interesting moments for everyone as people collided, the feel of Jocelyn's heavy breasts suddenly pressing against me, my own stiff prick bumping into the firmness of Beverly's ass in front as we did. No doubt, very similar experiences were occurring throughout the entire line, though it was easy to guess, that had been the purpose in the first place.
We eventually returned to our seats, the judges continuing to mill about looking at everyone. People danced, drank, or sat getting to know one another better, just as the four of us where. Midway through the evening however, things started to get just a bit more interesting when again the MC stepped up on stage, silencing everyone.
"Alright everyone, this is where we separate the shy, from the not so shy," he grinned. "This next dance is one we call, the let's pretend to dance, while we're actually fucking dance," he announced. Once again there were several nervous chitterlings from a few, though those who had been on this cruise once before, suddenly clapped with excitement and appreciation at hearing the announcement. The MC then continued. "And...for those who are daring enough, as many of you know, I will be circulating amongst you, verifying," he said raising his hands, showing two fingers on each, bending them as though signifying his acceptance that the couple was indeed having intercourse. "And...for each of you who are, they will of course be given a hundred dollar voucher which can be used downstairs in the ships casino," he informed everyone. "So...for those of you bold enough to come out here and dance, or rather fuck..." he again paused, "and still make it look like dancing," he added amongst renewed laughter, "please, pick a partner, even if it's not your own, and come up here and entertain the rest of us shy inhibited types!"
I wasn't too surprised when Darlene made no motion to go up and dance, though neither had Beverly and Jack either. But surprisingly, a great many couples did, including Jocelyn, the big nippled gal whose breasts I'd had the pleasure of feeling pressed against my back earlier. What was a surprise however, was that she stepped out onto the floor with an entirely different guy, other than the one she'd been sitting with.
It quickly became obvious this one would be an unusually long dance, especially as the band started off very slowly. In a lot of cases, the gowns the women had worn or come in with earlier didn't make it all that easy to actually fuck there on the floor. Many had been forced to remove their panties, if they'd been wearing any altogether. But more than one couple actually came out onto the floor entirely naked, receiving a smattering of appreciative applause as they did.
And just as he said he would, as the music began, the MC wandered about the sea of couples ensuring that they were indeed connected. In some cases, it was clearly obvious. One or two couples simply laying down on the floor going at it right in front of everyone, as others danced by trying to be careful and not accidentally step on them. Others...the MC had to lift a piece of material here and there, and then more specifically look, though he quite often made a show of it, directing everyone's attention towards him, only then pointing out the evidence that indeed the couple was engaged in having sex.
"Look over there at Jocelyn!" I observed drawing our group's attention towards her. "Would you look at that!" She had gone out onto the floor with a very rugged looking, very handsome guy. He was strongly built, bronze skinned, and now stood before her entirely naked as she helped to finish stripping him right there on the floor. (We would later learn this was in fact Gregory, the day steward on our side of the ship). At the moment, Jocelyn was helping to fit a condom over his prick, only just then managing to roll it entirely down over the length of his rock hard shaft.
"Now I know what the party favors are for!" I announced fingering one of the packets that sat inside one of the table decorations there in front of us. There were several different colored condoms in each, Jocelyn had purposely chosen a black one, that looked interestingly unique, even against his bronze colored skin. Once she had it on, she whispered to him, he smiled, and then easily lifted her up, impaling her in an instant as she wrapped her legs about his waist. They then stood together, sort of swaying to the beat of the music which by now had actually increased in tempo as the number changed. The MC soon moved beside them, nodding his head as he watched Gregory's cock sliding in and out of her pussy, and handed her one of the hundred dollar vouchers, watching a moment more, and then moving on.
"Wanna fuck?" I said teasing my wife.
"I do yes...but not out there on the dance floor, a bit too early for me to do that yet," she said simply. "Perhaps later...out on deck with a slightly smaller crowd might be easier for me to ease into," she said with an edge of excitement in her tone of voice.
There was something to be said for having someone watching you while you fucked, and you watching them. That much we had done, amongst and with very close friends. But we'd still never really included anyone else in our relationship, and though we'd briefly discussed the possibility of that happening, we hadn't as yet come right out and said that it would either. As we'd sat enjoying the evening together, Darlene had likewise learned of course that all this was very new to both Jack and Beverly too. Neither one of them having been with, or done anything with anyone other than themselves. They'd both been virgins when they married a few short years ago, and up until now at least, never imagined themselves ever doing anything like that.
What I didn't know at the time, was that Darlene had invited the two of them up to our suite for a nightcap after the party was over. When they'd later on gone out to the dance floor to actually dance, just before the results of the night's winners were to be announced for the three best evening attire in each of the categories, she then told me she'd invited them.
I looked at my wife curiously. She simply grinned, and then informed me as to what to expect. "Apparently, they're here to watch, and to play with one another only," she went on. "Neither one minds a bit of touching, but nothing more than that. I've already told them we'd be perfectly good with that ourselves...for now," Darlene added. "But thought it might be fun to invite them up to the room later, have a little fun together, watching one another, see how it goes."
I grinned thinking about that, my cock suddenly twitching with excitement and anticipation of watching the two of them fucking, while they in turned watched the two of us doing the same.
"Alright everyone! We're ready to announced tonight's winners!" Our MC announced quieting everyone down. "For our most demurely...but still sexy, female contestant," he said looking down and about the room, "the winner is...Kimberly Johnson! Kimberly?" He said looking up and about. The spot light suddenly locating her as she made her way forward to stand on stage. I hadn't in fact even noticed her until now, obviously she had kept herself fairly well hidden throughout the night. She wasn't at all unattractive either, but she appeared on stage in a pair of flannel pajamas, that while cute looking on her, they were without a doubt very self containing. The MC then handed her a check and went on to announce the second category as a smattering of applause followed her off stage.
"And the winner for our most sluttily attired female contestant is..." Once again he paused, looking about. "Jocelyn Tripp! Jocelyn? Would you and your amazing nipples like to come up here and accept your check?" This time there was an even bigger amount of laughter, especially when Jocelyn actually bounded up towards the stage, her massive breasts bouncing about as she did so, especially when she stood next to the MC, jumping up and down joyously.
"If you win, promise me you'll jump up and down a little," I giggled, getting a hard poked finger in the side.
Jocelyn was then ushered off stage with a rounding cheer and applause, still bouncing, but more importantly, holding onto her own nipples, stretching them out and away from her breasts as she did so.
"She's certainly not shy or inhibited is she?" Beverly said laughing, causing all of us to join her in doing so as well.
"And now...for our final winner and contestant of the evening, in the best, most provocative, sensual evening attire...the winner is..." This time he looked up directly over at our table as the spotlight now swung over towards us. "Ms. Darlene Page!"
It was weird in a way, hearing my wife called by her maiden name. But we'd decided upon booking the cruise, just in case, and in the event someone might actually recognize her real name, that she'd use her maiden name instead. Even so, she was still a bit nervous having to go up on stage in order to receive her check, which was again a three hundred dollar voucher that could be used in the adjacent casino any time during the cruise. She stood, feeling slightly embarrassed at the attention she was given, as I knew she would. But she proudly received a great deal of applause and appreciation for the way she looked, especially from me. I knew without any doubt whatsoever, that she was indeed the best looking woman there.
Shortly after that, the room began to empty, couples heading off back to their staterooms, sometimes alone, or in smaller groups with one another. Obviously many had made new and interesting friends during the evening, just as we had.
Not able to afford as nice a suite as we had, Beverly and Jack were anxious to see it and to join us in our cabin for the evening. Shortly after we arrived, I called room service, ordering everyone a drink. We then went out on deck to sit and relax for a bit, wait for our drinks to arrive, and chat, getting to know a little more about one another than we already did.
I wasn't at all surprised when it was Mattie than came with the drinks, smiling, telling us that she would be at our beck and call throughout the evening should we need her, once again in a very subtle way, letting us also know that she was and would be available for other purposes as well.
"Interesting girl," Darlene stated looking at me.
I almost said, "And nice tits too!" But I didn't, though I was certainly thinking it as I nodded my head and answered back. "Yes...she is."
It wasn't long before we were all four relaxed and very comfortable in being around one another. The night air was still warm, even at sea, the ocean again as smooth as glass as the ship sailed along. In addition, there was a full moon lighting up the nights sky, which was also very romantic, and romantic and sensual enough, that minutes later, Darlene stood up in front of me, as well as our new found friends, and simply removed her somewhat elegant evening gown, letting it fall to the deck in front of me.
"Remember what I said earlier?" she stated. "Well...if you'd like, you can fuck me now!"
Jack and Beverly laughed, though the three of us quickly followed my wife back into our stateroom. Although certainly nice, even elegant, it didn't exactly have a king sized bed in it either. But that wasn't what Darlene had in mind. Within seconds she had peeled off the very revealing evening gown she'd been wearing, entirely naked now as she stood behind the back of one of the two sitting chairs in the room.
"Fuck me!" she said simply with lust filled eyes, one hand down between her legs uninhibitedly fingering her slit. Without batting an eyelash, I watched as Beverly now did the same, her own gown coming off to tumble about her feet on the floor, stepping out of them and leaning over the second chair in much the same way that Darlene was. And though she didn't say it, her look certainly did as she spread her legs invitingly a part.
Jack and I had gotten relatively comfortable in front of one another, sporting our erections, which had been difficult enough trying to conceal. With whatever shyness we might have had or experienced in front of one another no longer there, we both slipped out of our robes, each of us sporting hard firm pricks and stepped behind our respective wives. It was erotic as hell to see Beverly reaching back, grasping her husband's cock and then placing it at the entry of her pussy. Even as I watched this, Darlene now did the exact same thing to me until I felt the head of my dick resting against the hot wet folds of my own wife's sweet slit.
"I want to watch your dick slide in and out of your wife's cunt," Darlene growled wantonly. She loved seeing that. During the times we'd watched a few porn movies together, Darlene had loved it when I slid in and out of her in the exact same way that the actors in the movie did, eventually increasing the tempo and depth of penetration just as they did. She really did have a fascination for watching another couple fuck, so I knew she was aroused beyond reason already and becoming more and more excited by the moment. "But please...fuck her slowly for me at first," she asked him.
Standing at the appropriate angles to one another, Jack slowly slid inside his wife, just as I slid into mine, copying his moves as I knew Darlene would be expecting me to do. As we began, watching the two of them, with them watching us, Darlene reached up beginning to fondle her breasts. Seeing her doing that, Beverly likewise grinned, now emulating my wife's actions and began fondling her own as the two girls braced themselves against the backs of the chairs, Jack and I torturously sliding in and out of our wive's respective cunts.
We hadn't closed the curtains to our stateroom, something that hadn't dawned on us until a few moments later. Mattie had returned to check to see if we wanted something more to drink, now standing outside on the deck looking in at us, Darlene grinned waving her to come inside.
"Can I ah...get you anything?" Mattie asked with an obvious look of desire on her face.
"Yes, you can entertain us even more by getting naked, lying on the bed, and touching yourself while we fuck, watching you doing it," Darlene literally commanded her.
The one thing you have to realize and know about Darlene, she was normally this somewhat shy reserved woman, sensual yes, but initially not the type of person she could turn into, doing an about face three hundred and sixty degrees just a short while later. Once she had however, she became wilder than you could ever imagine, even though it might take her a while in getting there. After that, even I didn't know half the time just to what extent she was ready and willing to let herself go. At the moment, it was obvious she was in the mood to dictate the situation amongst everyone. As Mattie crossed over to the bed, shedding clothes as she did, she proceeded to lie there looking up towards my wife. I hid a smile upon seeing that, it was evident she'd already made the connection here that Darlene for whatever reason, was in charge.
"Spread your legs...your lips, show us your cunt!" she said hotly as I speared inside my wife's wet dripping cunt, holding it there inside her, unmoving, just as Jack had done. We all watched as Mattie did that, revealing herself pleasurably. "Now...run your finger over and around your clit...slowly!" she cautioned the young woman.
Inch by tantalizing inch, I slowly withdrew until my prick was on the verge of falling out of my wife's cunt. Looking over, I then watched as Jack emulated the same motion, Mattie continuing to encircle her clit with her fingers, teasing it playfully.
"Now pinch it...hold it, and keep holding it and stretching it as hard as you can for as long as you can!" Darlene looked over her shoulder back towards me. "Fuck me hard...deep...and hold it there until I tell you to do it again!" She instructed me, saying it loud enough so that Jack could hear her instructions, knowing as she spoke she had basically given him the same sort of command.
I could see a great deal of strain on Mattie's face as Darlene cried out the word "Now!" I slammed into her with all my might, hearing as well as watching as Jack did the same thing to Beverly. "Again!" she cried out, turning back around to face Mattie. "Slap your cunt! Slap it, hard! Harder! Harder!" she told the young woman, though each time she did so, I rammed my stiff hard cock in and out of my wife's almost gushing pussy, just as Jack himself was now doing.
"Make it cum!" Beverly said surprising everyone, the lust-filled tone of voice she had suddenly used informing everyone that she was herself hovering on the edge. "I want to see her cum!" Beverly near pleaded.
Smiling, Darlene agreed, "Yes...finger it, fuck yourself with your fingers until you cum for us," she now likewise demanded. "And...I want to hear it when you do!"
Mattie was panting hotly, her moans gradually becoming louder and louder as she pummeled her own cunt with her fingers. With Darlene now thrusting back against me, there was no longer any need for restraint. Fucking into my wife as fiercely as it was possible for me to do, Jack and Beverly soon followed suit. The sounds of Mattie's moaning, flesh slapping against flash as the four of us fucked, sounding somewhat like an echo as we did so.
Seconds later, Mattie cried out in a very deep harsh guttural cry of pure pleasure, two if not three fingers still impaling herself, though she simultaneously lay frigging her clit with two fingers of her other hand as we all watched and listened to her climax.
It was too much for Jack, his face screwing up in ecstasy as he neared his own joyful release.
"Let me see it! Watch it!" Darlene once again demanded of him. "Pull out! Squirt it! Squirt it!"
Jack slid from his wife's cunt, his prick just then spewing a massive load of his cream, which shot well over her shoulder landing somewhere ahead of them onto the floor, just as the next one did. Beverly had now slipped her hand down between her legs, likewise frigging her clit just as Mattie had been doing, I felt Darlene's pussy suddenly convulse, gripping me like a vice as she began to orgasm, immediately causing me to jettison my own powerful load deep inside her tightly clenching pussy. After what felt like a gallon of spunk had been shot from my dick inside my wife's cunt, I collapsed down into the chair she'd been leaning against for support. Darlene and Beverly had both wandered over to the bed, collapsing down upon it on either side of Mattie. Jack soon took his seat sitting next to me as the two of us just sat there trying to catch our breaths, looking at the three beautiful and wonderfully naked women laying side by side on the bed together.
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I am sure that because of the unusual circumstances the girls had suddenly found themselves in, that it had a lot to do with what happened next. Though I also believe, the encouragement they were also given by both Jack and I as we sat there had a lot to do with it in addition to that.
There was very little that Darlene and I hadn't shared or discussed with one another over the course of time. Most of it had been private, sometimes decadent fantasies, curiosities, or desires we'd been more than comfortable in sharing with one another. One of mine of course had been seeing Darlene with another woman. Something she wasn't adverse to, not by a long shot as she'd professed what I felt to be a natural curiosity about that herself. Darlene had shared with me one or two situations where she'd "sort of" fooled around with another woman prior to our being married several years ago, but beyond that, hadn't ever really done anything. Especially either going down on, or having another woman ever going down on her. I could only assume from the little we had learned about Jack and Beverly, that she had even less experience in that regard than Darlene had had. But that too could have simply been because she'd never revealed it, or would admit to it even if she had.
Mattie was the first to stir, and upon doing so, had run her hand down the inside of my wife's long slender thigh, down to her knee and back up again. I heard her sigh pleasurably as Mattie did this, sitting up just slightly in order to look over in my direction. With Jack still sitting in one chair, and I the other, I gave her our already talked about "signal" merely smiling with a simple nod of my head as she looked over towards me. She smiled back, and then lay down on her back once again as Mattie too had seen the non-verbal approval given between the two of us. She then smiled at me, rolled, and immediately began to softly run her tongue up Darlene's legs doing what her hands had been doing only moments before. Sensing movement, Beverly opened her eyes, rolling onto her side now watching as Mattie continued the soft flirting tease up my wife's legs moving ever closer to the puffy very swollen lips of her split. Looking over towards her husband, Jack sat grinning, his hand slow-stroking his cock back to another hard stiff erection. Perhaps they had their own signals, or maybe it was simply seeing his hard prick standing up again that caused her to lean over, placing one of her hands around my wife's breast, cupping it, and then lowering her mouth to surround the firm erect nipple, sucking it in as she did so.
Once again Darlene sighed pleasurably, her arm coming up and around Beverly's bare back, caressing her with finger tickles as she lay tonguing, and flicking Darlene's hard stiff little tit tips.
I had felt my own cock suddenly lurch with renewed interest, taking a brief quick glance over towards Jack as he sat there fisting himself, firmly erect now, obviously very aroused at what he was seeing. I couldn't blame him in the least, now enjoying the feel of my own cock in hand, watching Mattie as she just then allowed her tongue to snake out, finding the sweet little pea of pleasure between my wife's legs. Darlene groaned, arched her back, and literally lifted her ass off the bed briefly in response to that.
"Damn!" Jack moaned excitedly. And again, I couldn't blame him, smiling in agreement, feeling a bit of lubrication suddenly leaking out the head of my dick as the two of us continued watching in pleasured amusement, jerking ourselves off.
Mattie was really going at my wife's pussy now, her fingers had wormed their way inside, slowly fingering, tickling, and teasing her just as her tongue was doing. I had seen my wife reach out gripping the sheets within her fist in one hand, and all but digging her fingers into Beverly's back with the other as she continued to lavish quick flicking tongue licks against my wife's nipples, alternating back and forth between her breasts, paying homage to each as she did. Hearing her begin to pant a short time later was a sure sign she was rapidly approaching climax. Sensing this, both girls seemed to increase their ministrations and caresses of her body, hands seemed to be everywhere at once, lips and tongues as well, kissing, sucking, flicking licking, driving Darlene wildly insane as she began to writhe in ecstasy between the two women.
"Oh my God!" Darlene finally exploded, once again arching her back, pulling the sheets with her as she hung there for a moment almost as though suspended on wires as she somehow unbelievingly held that particular pose. Even Mattie had been forced to come up to her knees, her hands suddenly running beneath my wife's ass, helping to hold her there as she pulled deeply on Darlene's clit, sucking it for all she was worth, just as Beverly was now doing to her right breast, her other hand pinching quite fiercely her mouth neglected nipple. "Holy fuck!" Darlene screamed then, her orgasm suddenly overwhelming her, the next sounds out of her mouth holy unintelligible as she ran them all together, hissing out her pleasure before shuddering back in a near convulsive fit back onto the bed.
I hadn't even realized it until that very moment. I'd been stroking my dick, pumping it harder and faster the closer Darlene got to climax, when she came, I felt the first pleasured spurt of my own cock joining her climax, the spunk leaping from my prick tip to land somewhere near my feet, though I only realized that I was even spunking upon feeling it, too engrossed in the unbelievable scene that I'd just witnessed to at first even realize I'd just climaxed myself.
I had learned long ago, the harder Darlene came, the more sensitive she became as well, her hand letting go of the sheet as she ran it down between her legs, protectively covering herself against the continued onslaught of Mattie's still lightly flicking tongue. Her delightful, sensual giggles giving further evidence to her pleasure, the giddiness of her high infective causing both Mattie as well as Beverly to giggle along with her.
"Now...it's your turn!" Mattie said moving over to place herself between Beverly's legs. I noticed there was no additional look from her back towards Jack, she simply fell onto her back, her legs just happening to be bent at the knee as she did, Mattie using them to even more decadently spread her, revealing the very wet, very slippery swollen pink folds of her sex.
Unlike my wife's totally bare, and smoothly shaved pussy, Beverly still had a bit of neatly, closely cropped and trimmed pubic hair. It wasn't dark, though neither was it blonde, a sort of very light brown, even sparse triangle just sitting above that wet looking slit. Just as she had done to my wife, Mattie now did to Beverly, easily locating her hard little nubbin, flicking out at it with her tongue, vibrating it like a tiny little finger.
It was odd to see and then hear the reversal of roles between my wife and her. Darlene was always generally very vocal, but she'd seemingly lost her ability to speak until actually reaching orgasm. Beverly had said or exclaimed very little all evening, far more reserved and shy in nature, with only occasional bouts of boldness and brashness escaping her lips. Not now however, as Mattie drew her precious little clit inside her mouth and began gently sucking it, Beverly unleashed a diatribe of wickedly erotic feelings that were easily heard by all of us, not to mention whoever might have been on either side of us, or even outside walking by in the hall!
"Oh my God yes! Suck my fucking clit!" she literally screamed out at the top of her lungs. I looked over, saw the very surprised expression on Jack's face, though his smile was again about as wide as it had been all evening, if not more so as Beverly continued to express herself emotionally. "Stick your fingers in me please!" she wailed loudly as well. "Fuck my cunt with them, fuck me, eat me, suck me!" she screamed out over and over and over again.
I watched as Jack finally stood up, weak in the knees as he wobbled towards the bed. Mattie looked up, saw his approach, smiling, yet still flicking her tongue out at Beverly's clit. When Jack was close enough, she reached out, her hand now grasping his prick, drawing him onto the bed alongside her. She took over for him then, jacking his cock, her tongue still furiously working Beverly's pussy as Darlene's hands now began molding, fondling, and hotly caressing each of Beverly's sweet tender looking breasts.
Jack's deep grumbling moan announced the arrival of his pleasures, his prick suddenly leaping in response, the first spurt of his fluids rushing out in a torrent, Mattie holding onto, still jacking his cock, though now aiming it directly at Beverly's cunt. Fascinated, I had stood coming over to watch this myself, watching his cream as it poured from his prick splashing against his wife's pussy, Mattie now licking his spunk at the same time she continued licking his wife's precious cunt. Beverly's screams of rapturous joy filled the air, along with the sound of pleasured giggles and chuckles coming through the wall in the next room as she did so.
Long after Jack had collapsed down onto the bed, thoroughly spent, Mattie lay between her legs, softly licking her, lapping up Jack's glistening white spunk, savoring the combined taste of each. It was erotic as hell to watch her as she did this, amazed at myself now as my somewhat flaccid prick once again began to make an appearance.
"Wow!" Beverly eventually managed. "That was...incredible!"
"Yes, it was..." Darlene added, and then surprised me as she crawled over towards Mattie, glancing only briefly towards me as she did so, leering at the young woman, slithering up and onto her body until she lay fully against her, interlocking their legs together. I stood there, watching as Darlene began to softly, slowly, sensually grind herself against Mattie's cunt.
With a faraway look in her eyes, Mattie began grinding back against her, humping herself, meeting each grinding hump she was given with one of her own. I felt my own limp dick remarkably coming back to life as I stood there watching the two of them together, even the sounds of their very wet, very slippery pussies began to manifest themselves, sucking noises coming from each, so hard pressed were their grindings upon one another, the pure sensuality of the moment mind blowing in its nature.
And I knew Darlene waited, something she could very often do once she had had one or two climaxes previously. I don't know how she did it, but she could. Waiting until she knew, felt, and soon heard as we all did, Mattie's pant of release, her suddenly cry, whelp, and then deep throated groan as she screamed out the word "Fuck", drawing it out like a several syllabled word. As she did, Darlene joined her, the juices of her quim suddenly increasing, releasing, adding even more erotic sounds to their now combined climax as they lay there, still humping, coming together.
**
A short while later Jack and Beverly returned to their own cabin, thoroughly exhausted, but happily satiated. Mattie left as well, though we'd learned she didn't have another shift again until two o'clock the next afternoon, and that Gregory would of course be attendant to any of our needs until then. I caught the brief smile in my wife's face upon hearing that, and especially after we now knew who Gregory was after Mattie had described him, telling us that it had been he who Jocelyn had so unashamedly fucked out on the dance floor.
Although I would have preferred to sleep in at least a little, Darlene was up and about early as was usually the case. Most often she got by on less than six hours sleep, and vacation or no, such was the case here as well. But it was the aroma of fresh hot coffee that caused me to stir, hearing the door to our cabin being knocked on, and then seconds later the aroma bringing me awake as Gregory himself brought in a serving cart with freshly baked rolls, muffins and pastries on it along with the coffee. She took pleasure in admiring his strong firm features and muscled, near perfectly sculptured body, almost sighing with regret as he smiled upon leaving, though again assuring us that all we ever needed to do was ring room service, and he'd come back and attend to whatever needs either one of us might have.
I found his remark interesting, as did Darlene as she giggled secretly over it, refusing to answer what thoughts she'd been musing over long after he'd left.
"So...what's on the agenda for today?" I asked curiously finally slipping out of bed and into a nice fluffy bathrobe, preparing to sit outside and enjoy the crisp sea air along with my pastries and coffee.
"Well, there's a nude jog here in just a few minutes that I actually signed up for," Darlene said surprising me. And for a split second, I almost thought to join her myself. The thought of watching several nude women running around and around the deck bringing some interesting thoughts my way, until the realization hit me if I were to do so, that I might very well experience a particular problem while doing that. "And then later...there's a particular class I wouldn't mind attending," she told me pointing it out.
"Women only...toy party," I said aloud reading it. "If you don't have one of your own you'd like to bring with you, then select one of several being demonstrated and shown!" It gave the time and location where this happening would be taking place on board the ship.
"You don't mind it if I go do you?" she asked curiously. Once again I could only grin.
"Not at all, have fun and enjoy yourself," I assured her glancing down at the mornings listed events. "Hey...here's an interesting one!" I suddenly exclaimed, quite surprised by what I now read in fact as I sat there thinking about it.
"What?"
"Well...it says here, there's a complimentary morning hand-job that is offered and being given out on the pool deck at 9:00 a.m.," I said rereading it, not wanting to have mistaken what I'd actually just read.
"Seriously?"
"That's what it says," I continued. "Cum...join us," I laughed, explaining that they'd actually written the word come, spelling it as c.u.m. instead for obvious reasons. "Enjoy a nice relaxing hand job out on the pool deck, given by one of our professional staff, men and women available to do so, based on whatever desires or wishes you might have. Holy shit!" I then added realizing what I'd just read. I heard Darlene giggle. "What?"
"Oh...was just wondering if Gregory might be there and available for that." I just looked at my wife, shaking my head.
"I don't think so, I think that's during his normal work shift, but even if he was...I think I'd much prefer the feel of a woman's hand yanking on my dick."
"So...you thinking about going?" Darlene asked curiously. I hadn't been actually, until now.
"Maybe, but only if you're ok with it," I asked curiously, wondering if she would be. She did seem to think about it for a moment, and then smiled.
"Why am I bothering?" she suddenly announced. "Especially after last night, we're here to explore things, ourselves, and have an adventure. So why the hell not? I mean after all, for all I know, there could be men there at the toy party who will help to show us how some of the toys work!"
I didn't bother reminding her that the brochure had said "women only" toy party, though I guess it was possible that a male member of the staff could be there.
"So you wouldn't mind if I went?"
She came over and kissed me, fondling my rapidly growing prick simultaneously. "No...not at all honey, go enjoy yourself, have a nice relaxing handjob out by the pool, and try to imagine and wonder what I'll be doing at almost the same time myself," she said grinning at me. "And now knowing that, and thinking about it while I run, I'm sure I'll be all nice and randy and ready for whatever when I go to the class!"
I watched my very beautiful, very naked wife simply pick up a large towel, dressed in only a pair of jogging shoes, and soon after leave our suite for her morning run. I glanced at my watch, it was barely seven a.m., but already I was beginning to sport an even firmer erection, just thinking about getting a nice long relaxing handjob out by the pool two hours from now.
**
Around eight, and only wearing one of the ships robes we'd been given, I wandered out onto the deck and headed towards the breakfast buffet on the rear of the ship. As I did so, I noticed that several people had already situated themselves in deck chairs, most in various states of undress or entirely nude. It seemed that more and more were becoming comfortable in doing so, especially after the party the night before, though I had as yet to stumble across anyone actually having sex somewhere on the ship. With the morning "handjob" being offered, I figured that might again change things to some degree, and was curious as to how many besides myself might actually show up in order to take advantage of the offer. As I neared the buffet table a few minutes later, I wasn't all that surprised to see Jocelyn standing in line with nothing on but a robe similar to mine. It was open however, revealing the fact she had nothing on underneath it, her large pendulous breasts clearly revealed with the crispness of the morning air already hardening those amazing nipples of hers. I couldn't help but stand there staring at them as I stood in line. They must have poked out a good inch or two away from her breasts, thick, fat and elongated far more than any others I had seen. She stood chatting amiably with one of the other male passengers, an older man who I remembered asking the question if it was permissible to simply fuck anywhere on the ship. I smiled, wondering if he in fact had already done that.
Seconds later Jocelyn spotted me standing behind her. Her eyes lit up in recognition, she and the older gentleman with her who I soon was introduced to as Brian, invited me to sit with them at their table. As we sat, the small group of runners, including my own wife came by on what I knew had to be one of several laps they had already run. We waved at one another as they went by, interesting to see her jogging amongst several others without any clothes on, especially as a bevy of nicely bouncing breasts, and a few dancing waggling cocks ran by us giving us all something to talk about after they had.
"By the way, you planning on getting a hand job this morning out by the pool area?" Brian asked grinning. "Sounds like a damn nice way to start the day off," he added.
"Yes, I thought I might go and have a look," I freely admitted.
"Do they offer morning finger-fucks?" Jocelyn asked somewhat seriously.
"Don't know about that," I responded. "But I do know that Darlene's signed up for a toy party class...women only, around the same time."
"Hmm, I must have missed that one," she said grinning. "I'll have to look into that one! But I am signed up for the mini orgy later on this evening, have you?"
That one was a new one on me, I hadn't seen anything like that, and said so.
"Oh well then, it might already be too late, it's a very popular group activity, though they reserve it for the first six couples. There are plenty of others too though, some with specific themes such as bondage, cross dressing, gay & lesbian orgy's only...that sort of thing."
I was certainly curious to find out more about the other group type of activities and made a note to look into that, but there was still plenty of time for that anyway, and Darlene and I hadn't as yet really discussed just how far either one of us was willing to go at this point. Being watched, or watching other couples was certainly arousing and stimulating enough, but taking it yet another step which is something we hadn't really done as yet, not counting her wild little excursion with Beverly and Mattie, was something else entirely.



As Darlene didn't come back around again, I figured that must have been her final lap and that she'd no doubt gone back to the cabin for a quick shower prior to heading off to her toy party class. Having finished breakfast, I then excused myself and decided to head back to the suite. As I headed down the walkway on the outer deck of the ship, I saw a small gathering of people standing by the railing up ahead. I thought at first they had spotted something out at sea and had gathered to watch it. Upon drawing closer however, I then realized why they had gathered together, and what it was they were actually watching.
There was a rather tall, very attractive looking redhead who was entirely nude and leaning over the railing. She had fairly large breasts, which actually were hanging over the rails, and another man standing behind her. It was evident they were fucking there on the deck against the railing and several people, including men and women had gathered around to watch. I arrived at what appeared to be the climactic moment as the guy who was fucking her obviously came, and then moments later stepped away, his spent, still dripping cock swinging to and fro as he did so. I was a bit surprised when he thanked her, then grabbed his robe off a nearby chair and headed away.
"Anyone else care to fuck me this morning?" She asked wantonly.
"Go ahead honey," One woman told her male companion, urging him to do so, and then asking the redhead. "Is it ok if I get a few pictures while he does?" she asked.
"Certainly!" The redhead said smiling excitedly, and once again positioned herself over the railing as the woman's husband stepped up behind her, his dick obviously well hard throughout his watching this, as I now felt mine beginning to rise in curious interest as well. I came over, stopped, joining the others as the woman began taking pictures of her husband fucking the redhead against the railing of the ship.
I then noticed as we all stood there, one other couple next to me, the wife's hand busily working his prick getting it all nice and hard. At that point she disrobed, now likewise nude herself, though much smaller framed with very small breasts, almost flat chested in fact, though her nipples appeared to be nearly as large and as big around as Jocelyn's had been. Stepping over to the railing herself, the two couples now stood side-by-side, each of them fucking looking over at one another while they did so. This of course caused several other passersby to likewise watch, and moments later yet again another couple joining them. I watched as the woman's husband neared his pleasures, alerting her to that fact, though his wife made it obvious she wanted to try and catch his cum-shot on camera. As he began to climax, he pulled out of the redhead, resting his prick against her ass and began to squirt. Several others besides the wife began taking photos of his very copious spending, though his doing so quickly triggered the orgasm of the couple standing next to him. I stood watching as the petite woman cried out enthusiastically, her partner slamming into her from behind furiously as she did so, soon after likewise pulling out and jettison his own thick creamy wad of cum on her back.
Everyone laughed, a few even exchanging names and pleasantries with one another, though I now headed off even more purposely back to our stateroom with my erection fully sticking out in front of me. By the time I got back to the room, Darlene was just stepping out of the shower. Looking down at my hard firm shaft, I was tempted to toss her onto the bed and fuck her right there and then.
"Don't you want to save it for the morning handjob out on deck?" she asked me. I glanced at my watch, it was nearly time for that now in fact. "And besides, I don't want to have to take another shower myself either," Darlene mused grinning at me. "So...why don't you go and enjoy yourself, have a nice little cum out by the pool, then tell me all about it later on, and I'll share my toy party experience with you at the same time!"
That sounded interesting, though I also told her about some of the other activities I had heard about that morning. We agreed that we might at least look into some of those, talk about it, and see how we felt afterwards. I left Darlene to finish getting ready for her class, and once again headed up to the outer deck and back towards the pool area for my now very much needed morning handjob.
It was ten minutes to nine as I wandered out back by the pool. Surprisingly, there were a number of men already there, each having taken a lounge chair after signing up and getting a brief pamphlet handed to them to read and look over. A special area had been roped off for those who had come to partake of the friendly, warm, hands on service. I noticed that there were three very attractive looking women, all wearing a ships logo bikini as they politely greeted all the men who'd come and signed up. I found a place to sit and quickly read through the pamphlet I'd been given, noticing as I did so, there was an additional service being offered. For a small fee, you could in fact have your hand-job video recorded as a souvenir of the event.
"Why the hell not?" I thought to myself, and marked off on my form that was indeed something I wouldn't mind having as a keep sake of our erotic, naughty little cruise, which it was quickly turning out to be. In addition to that, again for a small additional fee, the girls were willing to give their hand-jobs either topless, or entirely nude. Various creams, ointments, lotions were also available at no extra charge, some scented, some warming, with a large variety for each and everyone to settle back and enjoy.
I decided to go first class, opting for a nude hand-job by the fairly buxom brunette with the long dark hair in addition to having it all recorded for prosperity. I even thought that Darlene might indeed enjoy seeing what I'd experienced, something we could later sit and enjoy watching together.
With only three girls, though we were all given a first choice preference on them, as it worked out, I'd be her second customer. A fourth woman, not obviously a part of this particular event, walked about taking drink orders. These were mostly juice and coffee, though a couple of men did opt for Bloody Marys, which she soon brought to us as we sat waiting our respective turns.
I wasn't too surprised when the older gentleman sitting next to me had likewise requested the short haired blonde to remove her bikini as she pulled over her cart and set up next to where he was sitting. With everything easily accessible, she then crawled up into his lap as he lay in the lounge chair, grabbing a particular bottle of ointment he'd requested. I watched with a great deal of interest as she poured the lubricant on his very flaccid prick, and then began coaxing it into firmness, very, very slowly. It was admittedly fascinating to sit there sipping on my juice, waiting my own turn, and watching as she did this.
When she had finally gotten his prick all nice and hard, she told him, "Don't be shy about telling me what you like, what feels good, and how you'd like me to continue as I jerk you off," she told him. She continued working his cock up and down, ever so slowly. And though there was a maximum twenty minute time limit, I was myself pretty sure I wouldn't use up the entire twenty minutes myself.
"Just like that for a bit longer," he moaned leaning back in his chair, though his eyes remained open, watching the subtle, sensual movement of her breasts as she continued working his prick up and down.
Across the way, directly in front of me, I noticed one guy had opted for a "foot-job", having also read that any body part except for the mouth and genitals could be used for giving a hand-job. I'd never considered it before, nor experienced it myself, but the guy seemed to be quite enjoying the feel of the brunette's feet, the same one I was waiting on to do me. She had easily captured his prick between both of her well-lubricated feet and was slowly working his shaft up and down using only her feet to jerk him off with. It was obvious, she had done this before, and was quite practiced at doing it. And though it looked interesting, and no doubt felt wonderfully nice by the expression on his face, I was still very much looking forward to the touch of her hands on me instead. Though I did consider the possibility of perhaps feeling her using her breasts to finish me off with at the end.
"A little faster now," the guy beside me stated, his tone of voice clearly showing his ever increasing pleasure, not to mention the erotic sounds of the lubricant so abundant, making squishy, juicy sounds on his prick as she continued to sit on his lap, working it up and down. I was again drawn back to the foot-job guy, hearing his low deep-throated moan of pleasure as his cock spunked. I sat watching a little geyser erupt, his juice suddenly squirting up between her feet, sprinkling down like a summer rain all over her feet as she slowed, though still working his cock up and down, actually using her toes now to further caress and stimulate the head of his still spurting cock with.
The brunette then cleaned them both off with nice fresh hot towels, softly seeing to it as she did so. Movement off to the side alerted me to the third woman I hadn't as yet seen clearly. She'd been with her customer well off and away from where I was, only then coming forward and introducing herself as Karen to the man sitting on the other side of me. He too asked her to jerk him off in the nude, so it was a nice little perk to likewise see her remove her bikini before sitting down beside him as she began explaining the various and sundry lotions and oils available.
"Slap it!"
I turned back to the other side, the older guy obviously nearing his own climax, now urging the blonde still sitting in his lap to actually slap his rock-hard cock. Without any reservation whatsoever, she did just that.
"Harder!" he told her, and I sat there watching with some amusement as she literally did slap his prick with the palm of her hand, watching as it sprung back and forth wildly for a moment after being hit, before he ordered her to do so again, even harder this time, and faster as well. Almost in a blur, she sat using both hands now, slapping his cock back and forth between them until he tossed his head back, gripping the arms on the lounge chair and began spurting wildly, much to the young woman's delight. And like before, she afterwards began cleaning the two of them off with nice warm hand towels, though his cream seemed to have gone just about everywhere the way she'd been slapping his prick when he came. Had I been sitting much closer to him, I wondered if I might not have been sprayed on as well!
"Hi! I'm Kathy," the brunette spoke, startling me for a moment as I'd been oblivious to her approach. "I see here you've also requested a video of your pleasure," she said smiling.
"Ah yes," I confirmed as she turned waving another woman over who was holding a rather nice looking video camera.
"This is Rachel," Kathy said introducing the other woman. "Although it may be difficult, try and relax and just concentrate on the pleasure I'll be bringing you," Kathy told me. "Rachel will walk around us, zooming in and out as she feels is appropriate, and getting what we believe will be some fun, erotic footage of your hand-job to enjoy later," she assured me. "But, before we actually begin, is there anything in particular that you'd like?"
I immediately told her of course that I wanted to watch her doing it in the nude, and then added that I would also like for her to wrap her breasts about my cock when I was getting close and finish me off that way. She smiled, nodding her head. "Yes, a lot of our customers enjoy doing that," she continued grinning. "And I quite like the feel of it myself. Do you cum a lot?" she asked as she began working some warming oil in her hands preemptory to actually fondling me.
"It depends, sometimes I do a lot...especially if I've been aroused for any length of time, then usually...yes."
"And have we...are we sufficiently aroused now so you might do that?" She asked with the most beautiful smile on anyone's face I'd ever seen.
"Ever since I got up this morning I think," I responded back, trying to match that incredible smile She grinned even broader as she stood and quickly slipped out of her bikini. "You've got beautiful boobs!" I said feeling a little silly for telling her that, though she chuckled upon hearing it.
"Thank you, I'm glad you like them, but if I remember right, I saw you and your lovely wife at the party last night, now she...really does have gorgeous breasts, I would love being invited to play with them sometime," she told me.
"I'll make sure to tell her that...Kathy," I said momentarily forgetting her name, though it had been her hand wrapping around my very stiff member that had caused the brief loss of attention on our conversation.
"Is there anything in particular that you like? Something I can do in some special way that you might prefer?" she pointedly asked.
"How about, you just start off slow-stroking and fondling it some, teasing it," I unashamedly told her. "And then as we go here, I'll tell you what else I'd like to feel and have you do to me."
"That will be fun," she giggled excitedly. "I love it when men are more vocal with us, and share with us what it is they especially like. And also since this is being recorded for you, that way we also get in all the erotic naughty conversation, which I think truly enhances the video recording not to mention the experience! Just let me know when you're ready to have me titty-fuck you," she reminded. "We want to make sure you get that all on film too!"
The warm oil felt incredibly good as she liberally bathed my cock in it entirely, even gently coating my balls with it, and then running up her very slick hand ever so slowly up the entire length of my shaft. Upon reaching the top, she grasped the tip of my cock with her fingers, almost pinching it, keeping the foreskin of my prick in place and very taut over the head of my prick as her other hand began the slow sensual slide back down my shaft.
"Fuck that's good!" I moaned audibly, hearing a pleased confirmation coming from Rachel as she slowly zoomed in on the movement and actions of Kathy's hand on my dick.
"Very nice, very hard looking cock," she murmured pleasantly as Kathy giggled along with her, now purposely making louder, squishy slippery sounds with her hand which she assured me would sound incredibly hot on film.
It wasn't as though I had an incredibly long dick, but she sure made it feel like I did. Working it hand over hand now, continuing to rotate, sometimes twisting her upwards and downwards strokes, alternating her hands as she did so, made it feel like I had a baseball bat standing up between my legs.
"Oh fuck that's good! Really, really good!" I moaned pleasurably, hearing her response.
"You like the way I twist it at the top? And then the way I sort of squeeze and pull on it during the down stroke?"
"Fuck yes! I sure as hell do!" I moaned pleasurably once again, looking at her breasts, her hard stiff nipples winking at me so invitingly. "May I?" I asked.
"Yes," she giggled as I reached out, running my fingers around the surface of each, feeling them harden even firmer within the palms of my hands as I cupped them, feeling their fullness and their weight as she continued to tease-torture my straining shaft. "Hmmm, pinch the helmet a little," I asked her, pull and tug on it for me some, and then do that twisty thing you were doing again," I added smiling.
She did that, plus probing the tiny eye-slit of my cock head with her fingers, the goose bumps suddenly springing up all over my body as she did, now taking her finger tips on each side of my dick head, pinching, holding, and then twisting my prick before releasing it only to repeat the entire process.
Moments later, Kathy applied a mixture of a much cooler ointment to my dick, making it tingle pleasurably all by itself, though when she began to slide the tips of her nails up the sides of my shaft, I felt a wave of pure cold pleasure seemingly grip the entire length of my prick, causing me to cry out unavoidably in pleasure. Once again she gripped the head of my dick with her fingers, just twisting the head, her free hand once again sliding down my shaft stroking the wet slick surface of my skin. I was almost there now, and told her so.
"Think you can stand for me?" she again giggled. "It's easier to titty-fuck you that way if you can!"
I stood, Rachel up until now completely forgotten as she continued to circle around us, now stopping and zooming in once again as Kathy gathered my cock up between her very slick oiled down breasts, pushing them together with her hands, only the head of my swollen purple looking cock sticking up and between that tit-flesh valley as she slid them up and down the length of my shaft.
"Try and let us know just before you cum," she asked, so that Rachel can make sure she gets all of your nice hot squirt on film!"
Just hearing her say that nearly caused it to happen, though I did even then warn her I was about to do just that. Kathy slowed, and then increased, and then slowed again the caress of her boobs surrounding my prick. She was literally driving me insane with pleasure, and knew it. "Feel good?" she asked unnecessarily. "You enjoying my soft warm titties jacking off this nice hard cock of yours?"
"Fuck yes! You know it!" I near shouted, urging her on to keep doing it. "Your tits feel wonderful sliding up and down my cock!" I said almost a little too loudly, swearing afterwards that upon hearing me say that, it had triggered another gentleman's climax.
"Hmm, I can hardly wait to feel your nice hot fuck juice spraying all over my tits!" she then stated, and hearing her say that, triggered for me what had been delayed far too long as it was.
"You don't have to wait...any...more!" I screamed out just as the first glorious spurt of my spunk leapt from the head of my cock. I sat watching it myself, even amazed a little at the force of it as it exploded, the streamer of juice splashing against her chin, cascading afterwards in an almost continuous squirting spray as streamer after streamer of white sticky fuck juice continued to pump out of the head of my dick as Kathy's hands kept the up and down motion going with her tits working and milking out every last drop until I collapsed back into the chair, thoroughly and completely spent.
"That really WAS a big one!" She laughed happily, surprising me as she smeared my essence all over and into her breasts, tweaking her own nipples now when doing so. Almost reluctantly however, and with other customers waiting, she soon began cleaning and wiping the two of us off before slipping back into her bikini, though I'd have made bets there and then she wouldn't be in it very damn long. "Here's my card," she said handing it to me. On the bottom is my room number extension. You can have me paged any time, and I will call you back at the first available moment I have wherever I might be on board the ship," she assured me. "I was serious earlier, I'd really enjoy getting together with you and your wife if you'd like to try something like that."
I gave her along with Rachel a twenty dollar tip in addition to the fees for having her remove her bikini for me, then weak in the knees, though thoroughly satisfied, I stood and once again made my way back to our stateroom where I fell into bed for a much needed little nap.
**
A while later Darlene returned to the room just as I was stepping out of the shower. She was grinning from ear to ear and held up what appeared to be a rather interesting double dildo in one hand and what was obviously a DVD in the other.



"This..." she said waving about the rather obscene looking toy, "was fucking fun! And wait until you see the DVD of the whole thing later!" she added with a very wicked looking smile on her face. Walking over to the desk, I picked up the one I'd had done.
"Looks like we'll both have something interesting to watch and enjoy together," I likewise grinned. I then proceeded to tell her about my experience, and then sat down with her outside on the deck as we ordered early afternoon cocktails and proceeded to talk about her adventure.
"One of the games we first played, was pretty hysterical," she told me. "There was this rather shy, somewhat inhibited young woman that actually had signed up for the class. She said she'd never used any toys before of any kind in her entire life, but as this was her honeymoon, her husband had encouraged her to sign up for the class, so she did so more out of curiosity than anything else. Anyway, our hostess, though there was also another young good-looking man there with her who was available to show us how the toys worked and felt if we wanted him to use them on us, was there too. So she then lays out six very life-like looking pricks and said the exercise we were going to do, was try and select which one actually felt more real than any of the others. This girl was then blindfolded. As they were doing that, this guy quickly cautioned all of us to be quiet. At that point, he removed his prick and literally rested it down on the table where one of the other fake pricks had been laying. Everyone knew of course by now what was happening, all except for this young shy woman. So then...she's given the first cock to feel and fondle, and then moves on to the next one doing the same. We're all trying not to bust a gut when the guy steps over, handing her his real prick, which she sits there fondling, playing with and feeling. Everyone thought for sure she'd realize it was the real thing, but she doesn't, and soon goes on to finish feeling the rest of them. At the end, she's asked which one she liked the most, and she of course quite naturally picks the real prick. That's when he actually shows her it was his cock she was actually holding! I thought she was going to die, but she eventually laughed, even though she was at first embarrassed as hell!"
Darlene then told me how they had all taken turns trying several of the available toys, all for purchase of course, which had been brought and demonstrated. She and the hostess had at one point demonstrated for everyone else how the double dildo worked, and felt, and obviously looked like. Darlene had been given the one she had brought back with her as a gift for so willingly participating.
"I wonder if Beverly might be interested in trying that out with you so that Jack and I can watch? I wondered aloud. Darlene smiled at that.
"I bet she would," she quipped. "Especially after I show it to her and tell her how fucking good it felt!"
"And speaking of feeling good...why don't you and I have a bit of fun ourselves?" I then asked.
"That sounds like a wonderful idea!" My wife told me, standing up, though we were both already naked, and simply climbed down into my lap outside on the deck. We'd just begun to really get into it, enjoying ourselves when the next-door neighbor who shared the upper balcony deck with us came out of her suite. She was perhaps in her early to mid sixties, still had what appeared to be a nice looking body herself, though she was wearing a robe when she came outside. Glancing over towards us, she stood for a moment hesitating as we both looked over towards her, smiling.
"Mind if I watch?" she asked.
"Not at all!" Darlene assured her. "As a matter of fact, we rather enjoy it when people do, and when we can in turn watch them at the same time!" Hearing this, the woman smiled introducing herself as Madeline.
"In that case, I wouldn't mind it if I do!" Removing her bathrobe, she tossed it down into her lounge chair. I was pleased, as well as surprised to see she still had very beautiful breasts, and that her body was in reasonably good shape as well. Though I've always found older women to be very sensual, and very, very alluring. Totally, without any inhibitions or insecurities whatsoever, she leaned against the railing, placing one foot on the stool beside her in order to more easily pleasure herself, and then stood there masturbating her cunt, fingering her pussy, all the while watching the two of us fuck.
"Are you two coming to fetish night?" she asked curiously. We'd noticed that was one of the other major planned on events, and had purchased a few items specifically for it prior to our coming on board.
"We are!" I told her. "And are looking forward to it...and you?"
"Oh hell yes! This is the third cruise I have been on, though unfortunately, my husband passed away last year, so I came on this one all by myself. But I'm certainly still having a lot of fun even though I came alone this time. And have every intention of continuing to do so...like now, watching the two of you fuck so beautifully together!"
And fuck we did. The thrill and the pleasure of sliding in and out of my wife's very wet, juicy pussy while Madeline stood there playing with herself, watching us the entire time, was a wonderfully erotic way, towards the start of, what would turn out to be, an incredibly erotic evening together!
To be continued...
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When we'd heard the knock on the door, we both realized that we couldn't very well hide what it was we'd been doing. It was too late for that. Nervous, hell...scarred shitless even, I'd looked at Kris, that moment passing between us when we'd made the decision to accept whatever consequences came our way because of it.
After that brief moment of surprised shock, which we'd both fully expected, it was the sudden smile that came to mom's face, which we hadn't. For a moment I know Kris and I were more confused than anything else, lying there beneath the covers totally naked, holding hands.
"Well, I guess I shouldn't be all that surprised," mom said closing the door behind her as she leaned against it looking down at us. "To be honest, I've been expecting it, and surprised it hadn't happened before now. I've seen it coming, even though I don't think the two of you did, so I honestly figured it was only a matter of time." Mom then stepped over towards the bed sitting down at the end looking at us for a moment. "I am going to ask you to do something for me though," she then said waiting expectantly.
"What?" Kris managed to ask though I heard a bit of a tremble in her voice as she said it. She was still nervous and more than a bit caught off guard by mom's revelation.
"Although I expected it, and as I said, not too terribly surprised, I know your father will be. So what I'm going to ask you to do, as hard and as difficult as it might be, especially now, is to NOT tell him, not yet anyway. If you can, I'd rather he not learn about this until after the two of you have moved out. Perhaps then we can slowly warm him up to the idea. Not only that, it will give the two of you a chance to think it through yourselves. You might find that in time that this won't work, though you might also find that it will. I think until the two of you know for sure, one way or the other, that it's best to not yet concern or worry your father over it. For the moment at least, I'd ask that you keep this a secret just between the three of us."
Mom stood and headed back towards the door after getting our assurance that we'd do that, keeping our newfound relationship a secret for the time being at least.
"We're going to go for a drive around the lake sometime after breakfast," she informed us. Her smile told us there was a hidden agenda to that as well. "There's a special place we used to go," she hinted. "Thought we'd go up there and spend some time together in the afternoon. While we are, that should at least give the two of you time to enjoy yourselves as well. Just make sure that any evidence," she emphasized suggestively, "is cleaned up and taken care of by the time we return. Other than that, just be careful, and don't do anything stupid or foolish either."
We both knew what she meant by that too. "We won't," I assured her. Mom smiled once again and put her hand on the door knob.
"You're father will be up soon, breakfast is almost ready, so if you wouldn't mind..." she said leaving off, and then stepped back out into the hallway closing the door firmly behind her once again when she left.
The one very strange thing about all this was, I was hard as a fucking rock! I am sure it was a mixture of the intensity of mom's walking in and finding the two of us in bed together, naked as she sat talking to us, basically giving us her blessing at least to continue to explore our relationship. Something I now knew I had every intention of doing. Holding my sister's hand, I now pulled it over towards me, placing it on my hard stiff prick.
"Robbie!" she squealed yanking her hand away, not in disgust certainly, but knowing full well how aroused I was at the moment, though with mom's reasonable warning to us, she wasn't about to go against her wishes either. "You'll just have to wait until after they go for their own little drive," she said coquettishly, "But after they do...you can do with me whatever you want!" She promised suggestively.
Kris hurriedly dressed after that, and then slipped out of my bedroom back into hers to change clothes and head out to help mom with the breakfast. I lay there, my hand once again wrapped about my own cock, more fondling and playing with it than having the intent to make myself cum. There was plenty of time for that later, and I smiled knowing that we were going to share a very erotic, very sensual day together. I soon rolled out of bed, dressed, and headed out into the kitchen. I found that I was famished, walked out, gave mom a kiss on the back of her neck which caused her to giggle almost like a teenager herself, though she shooed me away from her shortly after that, reminding me to behave myself. The three of us were still sharing secretive looks and glances when dad made his way down for breakfast, though mom once again gave us both a couple of warning looks in addition to those.
I felt like a kid about to go out on his first date with the promise of delights in store afterwards. The moment mom and dad had driven off, I grabbed up a large fluffy blanket after having first taken off all my clothes.
"What are you doing?" Kris asked curiously, seeing me suddenly naked and holding nothing more than the blanket in my arms.
"We're going for a short little walk...naked," I grinned at her. "So come on Kris, take off your clothes, mom and dad might have just left, but I really don't want to waste a lot of precious time either!"
Although hesitant at first, Kris ran back into her room and came out a moment later just as naked as I was. "This feels really...really...naughty," she giggled once again taking my hand as we headed outside into the warm sunshine together.
"Yes, it does, and that's the whole point," I said grinning at her. We didn't walk far, the cabin well within sight as we made our way down towards the lake, stopping just short of it in a small little swell where wild grass grew thick, and the soft sandy beach wasn't so far away that we couldn't run down to it, and from there into the lake for a swim if we chose to do so.
I spread our blanket down on the grass, and then invited Kris to lie down beside me. The moment she did, I rolled over on top of her, where we simply kissed for a very long time, though my cock once again gave away my arousal. Even with it as stiff and hard as it was, I was in no rush to satisfy its want, nor was Kris either. We took delight in the simple playfulness of the moment and of our time together, as a short time later we stood, once again hand in hand and ran down to the lake.
Though the water was reasonably warm from the hot sun, it still took us both a few moments to get used to it. Wading out until we were both waist deep, I stood looking down at Kris's amazing breasts. I saw a flood of goose bumps running up and down her arms, across her chest, in particularly where her twin, now very hard and very erect stiff nipples stood out so invitingly. Reaching out, I traced one of those precious little points with my finger tip, seeing the pleasure in Kris's eyes as I did so, keeping it light, playful but oh so very, very sensual at the same time. She moaned delightedly, moaning again as I brought up my second hand adding another finger to the simple dance on and about her hard puckered areolas. As aroused as she was, and having gotten used to the water now, her goose bumps slowly began to fade, though her nipples remained about as hard and firm as I'd ever seen them.
I was surprised when Kris unexpectedly pulled away, reaching down, and then splashed me thoroughly with water scooping it from the lake throwing it at me. Squealing, she turned almost immediately trying to run away. I chased her, quickly catching her before she could however, now grabbing her from behind, my lips coming down to half bite her neck, hands once again reaching around her to capture her twin full orbs imprisoning them, scissoring her nipples between my fingers as I held her there, pressing into her from behind. I could feel the press of my rock hard dick against her bare ass, just as she could of course, causing her to slowly rotate herself back against it. Letting go one of her breasts, I reached down, quickly finding her slit, which even in the water was slick, allowing my finger a quick teasing penetration of her sex before lifting it to then tease her hard little knot.
Kris turned back around facing me, her hand rapidly locating my stiff prick, stroking it. My hand, once again down between her legs, again worming inside her, feeling her slickness, her heat as I slowly finger-fucked her there in the water as we stood peering into one another's eyes.
"Come on, I want to eat you," I said looking into her depts. Without another word, she reached for my hand, leading me out of the water and back up to the beach, and then on to the blanket we had warming, waiting for us beneath the bright sunshine.
"Robbie, I want you to do whatever you want to do to me, as often as you want, however you want it. I want to experience anything, and everything with you," she told me. "And not just here either, but after...after when we get back, after we return to our friends and to our lives."
I knew there was much we still needed to discuss and talk about, and we would. I think we both knew this was still all too new to make any long lasting decisions about, or commitments regarding. But it was a start, something we'd both now come to accept as something we wanted to explore, even if in the end, it proved to be too insurmountable an obstacle for either one of us to overcome. At the moment however, none of that mattered. Only her sweet succulent lips as she lay down, so wantonly, almost obscenely spreading herself as I stood there looking down at her.
"I love feeling like this when I'm with you," she told me. "I don't know how to explain it or describe it Robbie. Maybe it's wrong, maybe it isn't, but whatever it is, I love this naughty, even dirty feeling I have, I feel wicked, hot...horny, insatiable, all of those things, and I like it. I like laying here spreading myself open, having you looking at me, seeing me as I pull my lips a part, letting you see inside me, knowing you will soon be thrusting your hard fucking cock so deep inside my pussy."
"Not before I have tasted you," I interjected, now kneeling down between her wide-spread legs, still looking at her glistening wet cunt, the moisture certainly not from the lake as I ran my tongue up her succulent tasting split, the sweetness of her nectar clinging to the tip of my tongue as I flicked it against that tiny hard little nubbin, causing her to cry out involuntarily with pleasure.
There is simply no way to adequately describe how I felt. I was drunk on her cunt. I wanted to turn cannibalistic and devour her from the inside out. I nipped her lips, not quite causing her pain, but enough to cause her to squirm, thrashing beneath me wildly, wantonly, and passionately. Hearing her groans of pure pleasure, the way her nails dug into my back as she soon wrapped her legs around my head, seizing me in a near vice-like grip. I speared my tongue into her as deeply as I could, fucking her with my face, my fingers driving into her tight slippery tunnel. I sucked her clit, holding it, vibrating it, simultaneously walking two fingers inside her against her "g" spot, once again feeling her squirm as a fresh stream of lubrication greeted my waiting mouth.
Hearing her scream, not in orgasm, but in pure unadulterated sensuality and passion was like music to my ears. Being so free out there in the open, not knowing for sure if the sound of her screams might be heard by someone passing by, wondering if upon hearing them if she was being murdered, though the murder of her cunt was done tenderly and with a great deal of enthusiastic delight.
I lost track of the number of times that she came. Twice she had tried to force me away from her, struggling to get out from beneath me, but I pinned her down, wrestling with her even, once again impaling her on my fingers, fucking her into submission with them. Only then would I again dive between her legs, my lips capturing her clit once again where she held on almost spastically, thrashing, and writhing almost in pain, yet moments later crying out again in sheer sweet ecstasy as her female nectar poured from her pussy like syrup from a bottle.
"Enough! Enough!" She finally pleaded causing me to relent. I rolled away from her, the smell of her cunt on my face, the taste of her still thick on my lips and tongue as I savored it, licking myself, smelling my fingers before licking them off. I looked over, her eyes wild, her expression stark in ways I had never seen her look before. Kris had just climaxed a countless number of times, there was no denying her satisfaction, and though her body might have found its completion, her spirit, mind and soul had not. Slithering up between my legs, I felt her hands grasp my cock, squeezing it hard, choking it fiercely. Any other time, it might have hurt the way she did it, but as aroused as I now was, she could have bitten it off and I would have cried out in pleasure long before feeling the pain. I watched as she bared her teeth, jumped as she nipped the soft head of my shaft, and reveled in it as she continued.
"Yes, bite it, suck it...jack it, fuck it...all of it Kris, all of it!"
"You're going to squirt in my face, in my mouth, on my tits, in my cunt, on...and in...my ass," she said hotly. "And then we're going to do it all over again," she seriously demanded. "I want you to cum so much that you can't cum any more, I want to feel each and every squirt of your prick, until there are no more squirts I can even possibly milk out of you, and then...and then, you'll fuck me again. Even then, with no more cum left inside your balls, you'll fuck me again until the last tiny little drop of your juice dribbles out of your sore stiff cock. Maybe then Robbie, maybe then, I'll let you rest. But not...until then!"
Her mouth felt like wonder as she engulfed me, drawing me more deeply inside than she ever had before, even to the point of gagging on it, though even then she still sucked, swallowing or so it seemed, the very head of my prick. Only when she had to breathe, needed to, did she relent, still licking, still somehow sucking, jacking, holding, and kissing my prick stem to tip and then back again. She slapped it, made it sting. And slapped it again before sucking it deeply. She nipped the head, teased the supersensitive crown of my shaft with her tongue, nipped it, and then slapped it again driving me delirious with pleasure.
"Squirt it on me! Squirt it on me!" she demanded, now jackhammering my cock, and then slowing, her torturous tease maddening, all the while talking to me, telling me where and how she wanted it. She rubbed my prick against her breasts, back and forth across her almost too tender nipples, which I had myself ravaged only a short while ago. "In my mouth, on my cunt, in my ass...come on fucker, come on, squirt it, shower me, spray me...spunk me baby, spunk your nasty, naughty, dirty little step-sister!"
There wasn't time to warn her, I couldn't have anyway, there wasn't time. The first massive spurt from my cock hit her on the side of her face. I watched the streamer of cream ricochet off her cheek, hitting her ear, then settle obscenely in her hair as she laughed wildly, deliciously. Her mouth suddenly coming down to surround my prick, catching the next equally forceful shot.
"Don't swallow! Don't swallow!" I called out, "Let me see it, let me see it dribble, drool out of your mouth onto your tits!" She surprised me then standing, though more stooping really, a mouth full of cream, her cheeks bulging as she held it inside. She squatted over my dick, more spurts still coming, watching them shoot up, hitting her red swollen cunt, splattering against it. I then watched as she opened her mouth, purposely letting the string of thick sticky cum literally pour from her mouth, hanging suspended in a long dangling rope back down towards my prick where she dangled it, wrapping and swirling it about the head of my prick as she stood above me, smearing the last of my essence against herself, masturbating, pleasuring her hot heated cunt once again.
True to her word, long after the last spastic climatic pleasure had left my prick, she continued to milk it, working it, squeezing it until nothing else came from it. Even this she licked, sucked, hoping for more, her hands still down between her own legs, now frigging her clit unabashedly until the sweetness finally over took her. She rolled away, onto her back, her legs bent back nearly behind her neck as she slapped her cunt with more force than I'd ever seen anyone do, screaming out...cumming, screaming out, and then suddenly spurting.
It was the first time I'd seen her do that, and as I would later learn, the first time she ever had.
I wanted to drown myself in her fluid, but I could only lay there trying to find breath, watching her cunt gush a geyser of clear fluid high into the air, drenching herself along with the blanket as tears rolled down her cheeks, her hand now soothing the nubbin of her sex, fingers stroking it, though a tiny thin streamer of liquid continued to occasionally pulse out of her pussy like the beating of a heart.
"Oh my God! Oh my God!" Was all she could lay there and say...over and over again.
**
We fell asleep there together for a short while, waking up, gathering our blanket as we headed back to the cabin not wanting to overdo it and get too bad of a sun burn though we'd risked that already. Drained, even somewhat exhausted, it was interesting to feel the sudden renewal of desire manifest itself as we neared the cabin.
"Fuck me in every room!" Kris suddenly said releasing my hand, sprinting off. Hindered to some extent by the blanket, I trailed behind though reaching the back door only a minute after seeing her disappearing inside. I stepped in, tossed the blanket off to one side, Kris was lying down on the kitchen table, her legs bent at the knee, her pussy once again wide spread and open as she lay there toying with herself. "Fuck me!" she said wantonly. "Come over here and fuck me on the table, fuck me hard, fuck me deep...and then take me and fuck me again, in another room!"
I felt my previously satiated cock rise, it swelled rapidly upon seeing her lying there the way she was. The table was at the perfect height as I stepped towards her, grabbing her legs and dragging her half off the edge until the tip of my prick skewered her without any preliminaries. Kris cried out, "Yes! Yes! Fill me! Fuck me!"
I drove into her, impaling her with a single solid thrust, the head of my dick pressing against her cervix as she shuddered clamping her legs around and about my ass. Her eyes looked glazed over as she stared up into mine, "fuck me!" She hissed. I fucked, held still, looking back at her. "Again!" I fucked in...and then out of her, once again holding still. "Fuck me you bastard!" she now screamed out. "Fuck my cunt!"
I slammed into her several times, as hard as I could. To my surprise, Kris suddenly scooted back and away from me, sliding and then turning to slip off the end of the table. She stood looking like a wild-woman, and then sprinted up the stairs into our parent's room. I ran after her, chasing, reaching the room only moments after she had. Perhaps it was the fact it was their bed, which is why she wasn't on it. But she had prostrated herself over the arm of one of two large oversized chairs.
"Fuck me," she said once again the moment I came in. I leered at her, stepping over, holding my prick like a spear in my hand as I did so. I saw her look change however as she looked back at me. "Fuck me...in the ass!" she then added, surprising me when I heard her say that. "Take my ass cherry Robbie, fuck my ass, fuck me for the very first time...in my ass!"



I watched her as she wet her fingers, reaching around, her spit having slickened one, which she now used to probe and slightly penetrate her tight puckered opening with. My prick was leaking a nice bit of lubrication as well, which I now added, squeezing my dick producing more, and then adding that to the lubricant she continued to use in further loosening herself up with. When we were both reasonably sure she was lubricated up enough to make the attempt, I placed the head of my dick against that tight little opening and began teasing her there. I held it, pressing it, looking down, watching as she slowly began to open. I saw the head of my dick slowly ease inside, holding still then as she accustomed herself to the unfamiliar intrusion. "More...give me more, push it in! Push it in!"
I watched the head of my dick disappear. I stood there unmoving, waiting for her to loosen, not wanting to hurt her, feeling her as she did. I spit, my saliva coating a new section of my dick as I pressed once again, another inch, holding, stopping, waiting, once again spitting. She loosened far quicker this time, gobbling up my dick inch by inch as I slowly eased into her until I felt the root of my cock pressed against her ass cheeks. Even then I held still, her lusty harsh breath telling me she could feel it every bit as intensely as I could.
"Fuck my ass!" she moaned softly, almost whispering it as she said it. "Fuck...my...tight...hot...ass!" she now stated a bit more forcefully, wiggling herself against me as I slowly backed out, not quite popping the head out as I did so before sliding, not yet thrusting back into her. I felt her intake of breath, holding it, one hand coming up to grasp her breast, almost painfully twisting her own nipple as I eased myself back inside her, once again the root of my shaft hilting itself, my balls heavy, resting between her legs tickling her ass cheek.
I slid out...and then in. Out, and then in.
"Faster! Fuck me faster! Faster!"
We began to move together as though fucking her cunt, though her ass was extremely tight, gripping my shaft, already threatening to yank the seed from my balls, filling her tight little fuck tunnel with my cream.
"Go on do it!" she said turning to look back over her shoulder. "I want to feel what it's like for you to shoot off inside me! I want to feel the lurch, the splurge of your spunk drenching my ass, come on baby...come on Robbie, fill your sister's ass, let me feel you shooting inside me!"
We both knew of course that she really wasn't my sister, but hearing her say it, almost as though she really was, lent an air of pure decadence to the already decadent act. I couldn't have stopped myself even if I'd wanted to, already the first spurt of climatic joy was racing up my shaft as I drove into her as deeply as I possibly could.
"Yes! Yes! I can feel it! I can feel it!" she squealed delightedly, clenching her ass around me, gripping me so tightly that it nearly hurt as she clenched her ass cheeks, holding me inside her as I filled her with delicious spurt after spurt after spurt.
I was exhausted, spent...stepping away, limp now my cock suddenly going flaccid more quickly than it ever had. Leading me back downstairs into the bathroom, Kris washed me thoroughly, taking her time to examine me, and washing me again, though I saw nothing that repulsed me or caused me concern. Even so, she was still thorough, perhaps more so than need be.
"I know you said you wanted to fuck in every room...but," I said looking down at my now very limp dick. "But it might take me a while." Kris laughed at that, looking about. I saw as her eyes lit up, she took my toothbrush, turning around, and then turning it on. With the bristles facing away from her pussy, she used the back, flat side of the brush, holding it directly against herself. I stood before her as she sat on the toilet seat. She held her cunt open with one hand, her hard swollen little clit protruding provocatively, she teased it mercilessly, even tapping it with the still vibrating brush.
"Twist my tits, pull on my nipples!" she all but begged me. Now adding a finger to her pussy as she sat there fingering herself, still guiding the vibrating toothbrush back and forth against the glistening pink shiny surface of her clit.
To my surprise, I felt my prick once again begin to stiffen. Only inches away from her face, Kris saw it too, looking up, smiling at me. "No worries," she giggled. "I knew you'd be able too!"
Once again Kris stood up, turning around her hands reaching out to brace herself against the sink. Though tempted, this time I eased the head of my now firm shaft once again at the opening of her sex and slid easily inside her. We fucked slowly this time, the tempo of our coupling never increasing, never decreasing, just a slow easy going rhythm until I felt her pleasured seizure, felt her pussy spasm, and then a sudden flood of juice as it forced its way out and around my prick, actually dripping out to splat down on the floor between us as she came.
We fucked in my room, in hers, in the shed, in the laundry and storage room, and even managed to squeeze ourselves into the pantry next to the kitchen, deciding that room was big enough to be considered one. I didn't come again, though my prick remained hard enough to satisfy her, not even sure she did either. But it wasn't necessary for either of us at that point, the mere coupling itself still intense, still satisfying, and oh so pleasurable.
Two and a half hours later, we were again dressed, packing as we'd been asked to do, when mom and dad returned. An hour after that, we were on the road again, heading home. Kris and I had taken advantage of the motor home, slipping back into the bedroom though clothed, falling immediately asleep there together for the ride back. Just before drifting off, she had once again reminded me.
"Things won't ever be the same again between us, you know that now yes?"
"I know," I told her softly. "I know. And I also know we still have a lot to consider and to talk about, but not now...later, after we're home, and together, after we've made love again. Then we will, then we'll talk, and take things from there."
**
Even though we'd both gone to bed early, it was still difficult getting up and going to school on the following Monday. Thankfully, it was only a half day for me, and just an hour more than that for Kris. She had for warned me however that Susan was coming over with her after school. We hadn't as yet really talked, having only enough time over breakfast with mom and dad upstairs getting ready for work.
"After what's happened...I do need to know, how do you feel about the things I've done with Susan and the others?" she asked.
"What do you mean how do I feel? I think you already know that," I said grinning at her. She looked at me curiously. "So, what are you saying? If I...well, if we..."
"Still mess around a little you mean?" I asked smiling, and then turned towards her seriously. "Listen, Kris. What you and I now have...is between us. What we do, share or experience with one another is us...and just us. What you do with Susan, or Michelle, or whomever, is between you...and them. Or...all of us, if I'm included. But I don't expect, or want you to think that just because we've found something, that may, or may not turn into something more, that you now have to give up, turn off, or quit doing with your friends, unless that's something that you yourself decide to do. But I'm not asking you too...nor expecting you too. That answer your question?"
She smiled, and then hit me. "You're only saying that because you like the thought of Susan, or Michelle and I going down on one another!"
"So? Sue me!" She might have tried hitting me again, but we heard footsteps just then reaching the landing. Seconds later mom walked into the kitchen, took one look at us and smiled that exact same smile she'd given us when she'd first walked into the room and saw the two of us in bed together.
"Everything still ok between you two?" she asked curiously.
"More than," I grinned reaching over to tweak one of Kris's boobs beneath her sweater. She screeched out what was an attempted insult, though she giggled instead. "Stop that!" she said smiling.
"Yeah, stop that!" Mom said joining in. "At least while your father's about...remember, you promised!"
"Don't worry mom, I remember...and we really will behave whenever dad's around, but..."
"But?" Mom said looking up towards me, just as Kris was now doing.
"Since you do know...can't promise to say the same if you're the only one that just happens to be around!"
"Robbie!" My mother exclaimed in feigned shock, just as Kris did. But I quickly grabbed my lunch and headed out the back door before either one of them could comment any further. I paused momentarily beneath the window however, hearing the sounds of their laughter coming from the kitchen, and then mom asking Kris.
"So...how was it anyway?"
**
I got home around noon, headed upstairs, took a shower and came out just in time to hear the sound of Kris pulling her car up in front of the house. Peering out the window of my room, I saw that Susan was indeed with her. Moments later they came in and then busied themselves in the kitchen fixing a snack.
"Why are you grinning like that anyway?" Susan asked. "You've been grinning like that all fucking day long...what happened? Anything you'd care to share with me?" she said almost pleadingly.
I had slipped downstairs and now stood just outside of the kitchen listening.
"You want to know why I'm smiling?" Kris asked teasingly.
"You bitch! You know that I do...come on, fess up, what's happened you're not telling me about?" she pressed.
"I finally did it."
"Did what?"
There was a long momentary pause. But I could somehow still clearly see the expression on my sister's face as she sat there. Seconds later the sound of Susan's voice.
"Oh my God! You two did it didn't you!" she said. "Where? At the cabin? You did! You two fucked up at the cabin didn't you! I knew it! I knew you would!" she said excitedly, pleased with herself apparently for guessing that after all this time, we finally would. "So...how was it?"
I laughed. I couldn't help it. After having heard that same expression used only earlier that morning, I burst out, laughing loud enough to be heard.
"Robbie? We know you're out there...you might as well get your ass in here!" Kris said now giggling herself.
I walked in, Susan sitting there with her mouth open, the two of us looking at one another grinning almost evilly.
"So? Either of you two going to tell me? And don't leave anything out either! I want to hear ALL the juicy, dirty little details!"
"Make you a deal Susan," I said. "I'll tell you...everything, and I promise not to leave a single thing out either...provided."
"Provided what?" She asked curiously, suspiciously.
"Provided, you lick Kris's pussy the whole entire time I'm telling you. Then I will."
Kris looked at me now concernedly. "You sure?" she asked.
"I'm sure...and besides, we already talked about it. And besides that...regardless of what's going on now between you and I, I still like watching two women together!"
"Men!" Susan spat, though she looked to be a little relieved herself.
"Yeah, men...Robbie!" Kris added to that, then smiled, stood and looked over towards Susan. "Well? You want to hear the story? Or not?"
I've never seen a woman move that fast before. By the time I had joined them downstairs in Kris's bedroom, they were already tearing one another's clothes off.
I waited until Kris had propped herself up in the bed, several pillows behind her head, Susan now situated comfortably between my sister's legs, already beginning to tickle her with her tongue as I likewise removed my own clothing, settled down in the chair, and then quite happily began stroking myself off as Kris watched me, and me watching the two of them.
"So...we'd been kind of teasing one another all day, which is when I had come up from behind her, stroking myself off...when I started to cum on her, without her at first being aware that I was, that's when things really got interesting..."
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Admittedly, Darlene and I have always enjoyed being watched while we fuck. There's just something about that, which raises the level of intensity and desire in each of us. For Darlene, it's the trigger, the key that somehow turns over the switch in her otherwise demure, almost shy personality whenever she's not actually on camera. In a way, it's that same metamorphosis for her. The camera coming on turns her into the smart, intelligent professional that she really is. Fucking...in front of someone, turns her into the wicked, devilish, totally uninhibited woman that I so love seeing whenever that happens.
Darlene had stood moving over towards the railing. It was one of her favorite positions, being taken from behind, half standing, half leaning over. Madeline continued to watch us, still fingering her split, her look concentrated as she did so.
"If I may ask a question of you both," she said smiling. It was a rhetorical question as she continued before either one of us could actually respond. "I was wondering if you'd care to indulge an old lady a request, a particular form of pleasure that I so enjoy."
I was buried balls deep inside Darlene's cunt, stopping the slow thrusts in and out of her pussy as we both turned curiously towards her. "What do you have in mind?" Darlene asked smiling at her with an almost knowing sense of her as still yet unasked request.
Madeline stepped over closing the distance between us. As she did, she slipped her hand down, forcing me to withdraw slightly as she grasped my cum covered prick, Darlene's girlish fluids clinging to it, though she purposely ensured that the head of my cock at least remained inside my wife's slick juicy pussy.
"It is my biggest joy to be in control. To ask, no...let's be honest here," she amended. "To demand and expect compliance with those demands," she now said her eyes taking on an entirely new look. "To bring about pleasure in unexpected ways, to prolong it, delay it, even to the point of denying it until I see fit to allow otherwise," she said now fondling my cock, and then squeezing it hard, before actually yanking it out fully from my wife's quivering slick tunnel. She rubbed the head of it around and about my wife's ass, leaving a nice trail of sticky lubrication as she stood there toying with it.
"Since Edwards death, and up until now, I've not been able to fully enjoy those pleasures, or partake of such carnal delights. It is my hopes of course to do so during this cruise, but what I again ask, is that perhaps the two of you consider allowing me to entertain a few of those now."
Darlene and I had from time to time entertained and thrilled one another with some mild forms of bondage. We had of course tied one another up in bed, had teased, tickled, and pleasured one another in mild, though delightful little ways, giving up control, being entirely at one another's mercy. At times the sex had even gotten a little rough, a bit wilder than normal, but never to the point where we had caused one another any real pain, or had caused one another to fear being hurt or truly injured. Now however, as we both stood there realizing the implications, this was an entirely new area for us, especially as we'd literally just met Madeline and knew very little in the grand scheme of things, as to who she really was. She seemed to sense our hesitation.
"Have no fear," she said smiling, softening her look. "I am good at reading people, knowing what they'll like, what they can tolerate and enjoy...and what they can't. Allow me to just share with you a small taste of what I believe the three of us can all enjoy together," she asked.
Once again we smiled, and perhaps that mere act gave permission or approval, I don't honestly remember now, though it mattered not. In the next instant, I first heard as well as felt the stinging slap of her hand coming down on the bare surface of my ass cheek. It wasn't a simple slap either, something else that Darlene and I had both toyed with, dabbled in quite innocently. And it wasn't that it really hurt so much, though it did sting to some extent which took me by surprise, but that it came so unexpectedly and so resoundingly causing me to jump, though I thrust deeply inside Darlene's cunt upon feeling it. Hearing my wife groan pleasurably, I then felt Madeline now soothing my ass with the palm of her hand where she'd hit me. At least now, I knew what to expect, and actually steeled myself for the next one. Once again she caressed, I began to withdraw in order to slam into my wife once again, but again her hand came between us, grabbing me, holding me in place.
"Only when I say," she said with those again piercing eyes of her, her hand continuing to draw light tickling circles on the back of my ass. "With my hand..." she finished, the slap once again coming unexpectedly, catching me off guard, stinging yet again, even more fiercely perhaps this time as I involuntarily responded to the sensation, thrusting inwards, Madeline's hand suddenly releasing me at just the last moment. Once again buried to the hilt, she stepped behind, pressing herself against me, sandwiching me between the two of them. She spit, wetting her fingers, I felt her touch, felt her gentle easy probe though I am sure my eyebrows raised up several inches as I felt her middle digit suddenly encircling the tight opening of my ass. I felt her mouth on my back, her tongue and lips kissing, the sudden nip of her teeth, once again causing me to lurch, which I did, just as her middle finger buried itself deeply inside me.
"Fuck your wife," she hissed, easing her finger in and out of my passage. I slid out, and then in, feeling another stinging slap of her hand on the opposite side of my ass, her finger impaling me just as firmly on the stroke. "Again!" she commanded. And again, I thrust, hearing Darlene's moan of delight as I impaled her fully, deeply, just as deep as Madeline's finger impaled me. "Again!" she stated, and again I thrust, holding still only for a moment, sudden surprise as the tingling sensation of a too soon release began to manifest itself deep within my balls. I felt her hand, her finger slipping out as she once again stepped beside the two of us. She took Darlene's hand, drawing it down between her own legs.
"Pinch it," she said looking at her. Forced to step back, I stood there and watched, amazed to some extent by what I was looking at. "Pull on it...tug it," she said once again. Madeline had taken my wife's hand, placing it on her sex, or rather upon the largest biggest clitoris I had ever seen before in my entire life. It looked like a miniature penis, blood engorged, swollen, nearly the size of my pinky finger, though somewhat shorter in length, though not by much. I saw the look in Darlene's eyes as she realized what she was now holding onto, looking down, smiling in delight as she indeed pressed it between two of her fingers, pinching it, holding it, and then pulling on it as she'd been asked to do. "Suck it," she now told my wife.
It was erotically odd to see my wife so obediently slither down the woman's legs until kneeling before her there on the deck. As though hypnotized, Darlene drew the woman's enormous clit in between her lips, sucking it in much the same way that she so delightfully sucked my cock.
"Spank her ass," Madeline bade me, looking down and over at my wife, her heart shaped ass so vulnerable as she knelt. Darlene continued to suckle the woman's clit, now very much aware of my presence as I circled around behind her, now likewise kneeling down. "Hard!" She reminded me, nodding her head in approval.
This was again something we had both dabbled in, and even as my hand came down on my wife's ass, slapping her, I had done so far less harder than I'd done before in the privacy of our bedroom. Madeline looked at me with a less than approving look. "You can do better than that, and your wife knows it!" she said somehow knowing she did. Darlene had moaned, but not as intensely as I'd heard her do when I'd spanked her before. I spanked her again, far harder this time, hearing that moan, though Madeline again looked at me disapprovingly. "Harder!"
This time I wasn't as sure, but I slapped her, felt the sting in my own hand, felt Darlene jump a little, though to my amazement, she didn't complain, or quit sucking Madeline's clit. She smiled at that, nodding her head in approval and then reached down, drawing Darlene back up to her feet.
"I'm going to show you something quite pleasantly exquisite," she told her. "But you'll need to trust me, along with your husband a little in order to do that. Will you?" she asked.
"Yes!" Darlene responded without hesitation, but the look in her eyes confirmed the fact, that the wild woman in her had emerged. I knew then and there, she was in the zone, ready and willing to do whatever the hell it was that this woman wanted her to do. But then again...so was I.
"Good!" She said grinning wickedly, and then proceeded to tell us what it was that she wanted us to do. Even after hearing her explain it, I still wasn't sure. Darlene as well seemed a bit hesitant, but then that wickedly naughty woman inside her took over. To my surprise, she positioned herself as she'd been ask, waiting expectantly for me to do my part. "It's not all that difficult," Madeline told us both. "I've in fact done, and experienced this myself as you'll soon see. It's actually quite erotically stimulating and a hell of a lot of fun!"
The upper railing was smooth, rounded and made up of polished brass. It was high enough of course to prevent anyone from accidentally falling over, though from our deck, it wouldn't have been into the water, but onto the main deck surrounding the ship below us. Even then, I was nervous though Darlene didn't appear to be in the slightest as Madeline and I lifted her. Darlene draped her legs over the upper railing, now supporting herself as she hung there upside down. Just seeing her hanging like that took on a look of erotic decadence, the sensation of which sent a surge of throbbing want up and down the length of my rock hard shaft.
"Perfect!" Madeline said as we let go stepping back to almost artfully appreciate my dangling wife. Once again she moved forward, inching apart Darlene's legs ever so slightly, the affect of which opened her up even more obscenely than she already was. She leaned forward, her tongue immediately coming out to lap at my wife's very swollen exposed clit as she hung there, twitching, quivering. "Good...now, jerk off my clit," she instructed my wife, "while I suck yours!"
Madeline had likewise instructed me to come up from behind her. Using her own slickness, I momentarily fingered her wet juicy split, as my wife hung there beneath her, working the woman's large extended clit, literally jacking it off just as she'd done to me. Assured my finger was well lubed, I applied it to Madeline's ass, quickly locating her own puckered little spot, and slipped the tip inside her. I continued worming it about, and then slid the entire length of it inside as she spread herself more openly, inviting the play as well as giving me even easier access to that particular tight little passage.
In the meantime, Madeline licked, tickled, and sucked my wife's clit, all the while having her hanging upside down against the railing, her feet dangling off the side, though she was in no danger whatsoever of falling over suspended now the way that she was. But even I had to admit to the wickedly decadent position she was in, seeing Madeline leaning over, sucking my wife's cunt while I stood there fingering her ass.
"Squeeze my tits!" Madeline told me. "Pinch my nipple, as hard as you possibly can!"
I knew by now of course that Madeline's pain threshold was far greater than my own, and even Darlene's. I pinched, pulled, and twisted her extended nipples painfully, though it was clearly evident to Madeline, it was perfect. She moaned delightfully, still flicking her tongue into my wife's split, causing her to squirm there against the railing.
"Now...slip your prick between my legs, not in me...but between me," she commanded. I stood behind her doing so. "A little more," she instructed. I had no idea what we were doing, though I felt her wet slick lips pressing against my shaft as I pressed myself even more fully against her. Apparently, my wife immediately figured out what was happening. In the next instant, I suddenly felt the tickle of her warm mouth surrounding me, and realized as she did that, she had likewise gathered in Madeline's thick, long little clit. She was sucking the two of us simultaneously!
"Oh my God!" I cried out with the realization, my wife struggling just slightly in order to accommodate us, though manage it she did. The fact she had gathered us inside her mouth together, licking and sucking us both seemed to much the perversion that it was, yet so erotically stimulating that I once again threatened to discharge my spunk all too soon.
Unable to hold the position for as long as I might have liked, I finally had to step back, though Darlene's pussy was at that precise moment exploding in extreme ecstasy anyway.
There were times when I had seen her squirt, though she didn't do it all that often, or certainly every time either. But this was in fact...one of those times when she did. Suspended as she was, her cunt directed upwards so provocatively, even Madeline was pleasantly surprised as Darlene came, screaming out her pleasures which I noted upon standing next to the railing looking down, weren't missed by those now standing below us. Many of which now gathered, looking up in wild-eyed surprise upon seeing my wife dangling there the way that she was, precious clear-liquid eruptions sprouting from her cunt, her spray arching back up and over the railing, some of which fell all the way to the deck below us, garnering applause.
Now drained, no longer able to sustain herself, Madeline and I helped to lift her up off the railing and then back onto very wobbly, weak knees. She collapsed down into one of the lounge chairs, her face red with the flush of her pleasure, but to some extent with shy embarrassment too as the persona of her usual self had returned.
"Oh my...that was certainly...interesting," she mused still flush in the face, yet obviously pleased at having experienced all that.
I was myself on the verge of simply shooting off, without even using my hands! Madeline now reaching down, grasping my cock and leading me back over towards the railing. A few still standing below us, though most now had moved off. Upon seeing us once again near the railing, most stood below looking up expectantly, wondering what might happen next. No one had very long to wait as Madeline made it clearly obvious what it was she was up to. Even I was a bit embarrassed and hesitant at first. Madeline now stood behind me, her full firm breasts pressing against my back, her hands reaching around in front, my rock hard prick now stuck through the railings as she stood there jerking me off. Many below stepped a bit further back, mostly the men, though much to my amazement, two women actually moved inwards still looking up, almost expectantly.
"They're waiting for it," Madeline charged me. "Don't...disappoint them."
I stood there watching the first jettison of my cream arch into the air through the railing. As though in slow motion, I could see the two, and then three women standing below, actually gauging the decent of my flying cream as it flew out, and then plummeted down towards the deck as they stood there below, waiting for it. Somehow, the weirdness of that very act caused the second, third, and even forth spurts to exceed the first, shooting even further out and forward before gravity claimed them, pulling them down. And though only one splat of cum actually ever reached the mark, it was as though a bride's bouquet had been tossed, and the lucky recipient of it below me the winner of the unexpected surprise. There were giggles and laughter, and moments later more applause as our captured audience below finally began moving off as our sensually erotic show ended. I couldn't help but laugh at the blonde haired woman below me who actually looked up once again, waving, pointing at the area of her breast where my cream had obviously landed hitting her. She showed it off to her friends, almost proud of the prize she now carried away with her as they slowly sauntered off.
I now stepped back, rejoining my wife in one of the lounge chairs. "Well I must say Madeline, you are indeed an unexpected delight, and I for one am glad to have met you," I told her quite honestly. "That was indeed, a very strange, though very erotic little experience."
She smiled at that. "I'm glad to have met the two of you as well, and hope that we'll again have opportunity to explore a few other things together as well. Perhaps tonight, since it is fetish night," she then added hopefully.
We all parted company then, Darlene and I both heading back inside for a shower, and then actually dressing for lunch, something which now felt strange in actually wearing clothing as we'd both gotten so used to not wearing any.
We sat enjoying our lunch however, and wondering about the evening entertainment. We of course had a few vague ideas of what to expect, especially with the theme and all. We'd of course purchased a few appropriate items to wear when coming to it, but neither one of us had truly dabbled in anything really too kinky, until recently of course.
Dressing up as part of a party, enjoying the look of others was one thing. How far either one of us could actually go, or participate in whatever challenges might be asked of us, or require us to face, was something we could only deal with, when and if it happened.
Which of course...it would.
**
For those who wished to attend, the "Fetish on the Sea" party as it was called began at 8:00 that evening. Darlene and I were surprised at the rather large turnout realizing that so many would actually attend such an event, but apparently it was in fact one of the more popular evenings planned during the ten day cruise.
Darlene had in fact gone out and purchased a few items for us to wear. I wasn't at all sure, or entirely all that comfortable in wearing the tight leather pants, though especially the collar with the chain attached to it, which my wife would be leading me around by. The outfit she'd chosen however was certainly far more interesting. She looked a little like Cat Woman as portrayed by Halle Berry in the movie, though without the head gear. I actually wouldn't have minded her wearing something like that either, but with her long dark hair and a simple eye mask, she looked good enough even then. Her full breasts were certainly an obvious feature, the thin skinned material highlighting every precious curve, not excluding her sculptured ass. But my favorite thing about her particular costume was the strategically spaced zippers that could easily be undone, giving access to the more intimate parts of her entire body.
Once again, we were also pleased to see that both Jack as well as Beverly were in attendance as well, though Jack was in fact a bit more uncomfortable as he was indeed wearing a piece of head gear that completely covered his face. Beverly had shown some boldness herself, her leather bra having cut-outs, allowing each one of her nipples to protrude quite erotically through it. A pair of very short, black leather shorts, high heels and fish next stockings, along with several dangerous looking spikes and chains hanging on her completed the ensemble. Not too surprisingly, we all took a table together, ordered drinks, and then enjoyed the parade of sometimes macabre, sadomasticistic outfits seemingly worn by nearly everyone in attendance.
But the one thing that the four of us all found quite interesting, and extremely curious, were the various platforms, and props that had been placed about the ballroom area. Obviously there wasn't a scheduled band, though a DJ was playing appropriate music for the night's event. But as I said, the various platforms, stages, with somewhat interesting devices which had been spread about, proved to be an interesting topic of conversation as we all sat trying to figure out what their various purposes might be for. And in consideration of the cruise we were on, the prospects of finding out soon enough would prove interesting to say the least.



The first part of the evening as it turned out, could only be described as a sort of a dog and pony show. There were several masters and submissives, each one being shown off on what was some sort of a judging platform, much like you really would see at a championship dog show. There was much grooming, petting, some of it quite erotically so, along with some obvious obedient commands being given and then offered towards others. Eventually some of the side props were put to use, one of the more interesting, at least as it ended up being for me was what appeared to look like a long table with straps on it. The four of us had wandered over to it, curious as an older gentleman was in fact strapped down on it. Within moments, his mistress/master had given him a rather large, very impressive erection, his prick suddenly disappearing down through the hole in the table, beneath it which sat a couple of other collared and chained men and women. Once he'd been restrained, his arms and legs securely fashioned, his mistress then bared the cheeks of his ass merely by undoing a couple of again strategically placed zippers in his tight fitting pants. Standing on a small step, she selected what appeared to be a riding crop from many such devices that were obviously available for whatever use. When she actually came down with it across his ass, each of us hearing the "twap" as it hit his bare skin, I was immediately reminded of the earlier escapade we'd had out on the deck of our stateroom with Madeline. If I thought I'd had MY ass hit hard, I was sadly mistaken as the woman standing over him made it clearly evident she was only beginning as she struck him again, repeatedly. It was Darlene however that brought something else to my attention as she did that.
"Look at those two underneath the table," she told me. I did...and was surprised to see the two similarly collared individuals, dressed very much the way I was, hungrily licking and sucking the guy's dick as he lay there on the table getting his ass spanked.
"Well, admittedly that part looks interesting, but I'm not so sure about the ass-whipping thing!"
It was then that we heard a familiar laugh coming from behind us, it took me a moment or two to recognize that this was in fact Madeline who had come up now joining us as we stood there. She looked like something out of the movies, she had somehow managed to pour herself into what appeared to be a uniform, complete with cap, and tall very high boots reaching just below the knees. Her uniformed blouse was completely undone however, exposing her more than ample breasts, each nipple clearly showing a piercing, which she'd not shown having had earlier.
"Oh come on now Brad, I certainly didn't hit you that hard, and to be honest, I do think you could have tolerated a lot more than that as well. Maybe I should give your wife a few minor pointers in the fine art of the cat'o-nine tails hmmm?"
I tried laughing that off, but the thought of having my ass smacked with a whip, leaving it red and welted, wasn't something I was particularly in to. About that time the guy on the table groaned, his semen suddenly spurting out as the two who sat beneath the table happily lapped at it, trying to drink it all down together. The four of them moved off shortly after that, and Madeline once again coaxed us to get on and try it next.
"Come on baby," Darlene said getting into it much to my surprise. "I promise, I won't hit you very hard, just for fun...but I'm willing to bet you won't mind having your dick sucked and played with while I am either!" she stated, likewise surprising me at the consideration.
I was also surprised to discover, that I really did have an erection, which was becoming more and more uncomfortable with it pressing so tightly against my already too tight fitting black leather pants.
"Just don't go getting too carried away here," I whispered to her. "This is only a fantasy, remember?"
She laughed at that, but her laugh had a mixture of something in it I had never heard before. I'd begun to think I'd already made a mistake as Madeline and my wife finished securing my arms and legs to the table, making it virtually impossible for me to move or go anywhere, though I did find some minor comfort in the fact that my pants at least, weren't designed to bare my ass cheeks, so there was that. Whatever spanking or whipping I might receive, I sincerely hoped might be cushioned by the leather pants I was wearing.
I was still somewhat disconcerted however when Madeline chose what appeared to be a rather nasty looking strop, and then proceeded to show my wife how to use it. I felt the gentle sting, which didn't hurt quite as much as I expected it would, followed by another, and then another. Even those didn't seem to sting all that much, though seconds later the combined impact of all of them was suddenly felt. My ass...even through my leather pants felt suddenly warm and more than a bit tingly. That sensation was quickly followed by another, one I wasn't expecting as I then felt what was obviously a tongue, and then two of them marvelously lapping away at my prick. I looked over to where Jack was standing next to Beverly as I received yet another series of paddling's, this time from my wife, which in fact stung a little more than those I'd been given from Madeline.
"See? I told you, you could tolerate more than you realized you could," she informed me. But it wasn't even her comment so much that I lay there listening to, having asked a question of Jack just moments before that.
"Who?" I asked curiously, not having seen anyone slip beneath the table, though obviously someone had, and that two someone's in fact were now deliciously gobbling up my hard stiff prick. He looked at me, smiling, though his smile through the mask was still a hard one to see as he spoke.
"You don't really want to know now do you?" He said chuckling just as Darlene delivered another fairly stinging blow.
"Ouch! That one fucking hurt!" I told her, just as someone all but swallowed my cock from below, turning that brief moment of pain into pure unbridled pleasure. Whoever the hell it was, that was at the moment teasing and sucking my dick, certainly knew what the hell they were doing, it felt damn fucking good. So much so, I didn't even realize that Madeline and my wife were busy undoing my straps in order to give someone else a turn. When I realized I was free, I was actually disappointed, especially as I could no longer feel my dick being played with.
I stood up, but whoever had been beneath the table had just as quickly disappeared. Once again I looked over towards Jack, who just stood shaking his head.
"Like I said buddy...I'm not sure you really want to know."
Shortly after that we wandered around for a bit, sipping our drinks, taking in the sights and the various activities. I did notice that my ass felt rather rosy, and had rubbed it a few times. We'd gone by what appeared to be some sort of "soothing" station, or area, several men and women who'd had their asses attended to even more harshly than I had, were being attended to. Something that actually looked quite nice as soothing ointments were delicately placed and massaged into those very reddened looking areas. "Would you like someone to take care of your red cheeks for you?" Darlene giggled, and then led me by my neck collar over to one of a few empty tables that looked very much like massage, or even examination tables, which had been set up. Another woman, this one dressed in what appeared to be a nurses outfit, though again her blouse was undone all the way to her waist, revealing the fact she had large breasts, no bra, and was obviously unlike any nurse I'd ever seen before, attending to several worthy patients. I happily slipped out of my leather pants, only then taking a backwards view at my ass, surprised to see it as deeply colored as it was.
"Damn woman! I told you that last one really hurt!" There was a very distinguishable mark on my left ass cheek, and I honestly think Darlene felt a little bad upon seeing it.
"I promise, I'll kiss it better for you later, though I think your nurse here might make it feel a whole lot better too!" She said winking at me as I lay down on the table. It was then that I noticed a couple of other nurses similarly dressed the way that she was, each of them seeing to those who had come seeking some sort of comforting attention. One of which then strolled over towards where I was laying.
"Just the basics? Or would you like a full examination?" she asked smiling.
I was surprised when Darlene answered for me. "Oh, I think he should have the works, the full on examination," she said with a mischievous look in her eye.
I glanced curiously towards my wife, but the wickedly erotic looking nurse was already pulling me down onto her examination table. "I think we have some very soothing lotion you will enjoy feeling rubbed into your ass," she said in what sounded to be a somewhat clipped Italian accent. Her olive complexion, dark hair and dark brown eyes gave her a very sultry look as she rapidly undid the leather pants I'd been wearing, yanking them down off my feet, exposing my somewhat reddened ass. I had to admit, it felt good as she began smearing the soothing lotion into my ass cheeks, though I was simultaneously a little embarrassed at having her do this with everyone standing around watching.
It was at that moment I heard the snap of a rubber glove. Turning to look back over my shoulder, I saw a blonde likewise dressed in a very poor fitting nurse's outfit. She had extremely large breasts, most of which could be seen through the only half buttoned uniform top, and it was most obvious she wasn't wearing a bra. I wondered briefly what it was she had in mind when I felt the additional tingle of some sort of lubricant suddenly being administered to my ass, though more specifically, against the tiny puckered opening. Once again I glanced over towards my wife, along with Jack and Beverly, as well as a few others who'd now come over and were standing about watching all this. In seconds I felt a slim delicate finger slide all the way up inside me, shocking me to some degree as I lay there. Even more surprisingly however, as she wiggled her finger about, I felt myself becoming rock-hard, something I couldn't have prevented myself from doing even if I'd tried.
"Check to see if he is nice and stiff for us," the blonde nurse asked the Italian vixen now standing beside me. I felt the brunette's hand slip beneath me there on the table, her small fist easily wrapping about my hardening member.
"Oh yes...very much now," she grinned enthusiastically. "I believe we can continue on with the examination now," she stated simply, and then asked me to roll over onto my back. Once again, I felt a little silly, especially with so many people standing around, including my own wife, but she continued to smile as the two "nurses" now got me onto my back, the blonde removing the glove she'd been wearing, and now putting on a new one as the brunette poured a different ointment onto my dick. It was cool, tingly, and stimulated my cock without even being touched, though the blonde one again fisted me, slowly stroking my blood engorged prick up and down.
"Does he...cum good?" The Italian woman asked my wife. "Does he spill very much spunk?"
"Oh yes...very much, especially when he is so highly aroused, like he is now," Darlene giggled as the two girls now stood to either side of me, working my prick up and down together, their hands busily stroking in unison. Already I could feel the sweetness boiling deep inside my balls, the pleasured eruption I well knew only seconds away.
Sensing my release, the blonde suddenly produced what appeared to be some sort of a vial, unstoppering it, and then placing it directly over the head of my dick. "For a souvenir," the brunette said smiling, just as I felt the first spurt of my orgasm leap from my cock, shooting off into the far end of the vial as she held it, now capturing each one of my successive spurts as well until I had actually filled the long thin container to overflowing. Pleased with the amount of the fluid I had given her, she restoppered the vial, handing it back to my wife with a smile on her face.
"Enjoy your examination?" she asked giving my prick a warm little wash down before I slid off, once again slipping back into my leather pants, though I almost didn't want to.
Leading me by the collar chain I still had about my neck, Darlene soon after directed me to follow her out of the main ballroom though we remained inside the ship taking an inward corridor.
"Where are we going?" I asked curiously, still allowing myself to led.
"Madeline told me of another special room that had been set up, and that we really should check it out," she told me. "But before we arrive, you must know, I am to be pleasured in ways Madeline said I would find most delightful, but only if you're in agreement to be bound and allowed only to watch while I am. Is that something you think you could handle?" she asked somewhat concernedly. "Otherwise, if you're not...or can't, then perhaps we'll just go back to our own room and enjoy one another instead."
After what I'd just been through and enjoyed, I didn't exactly feel like I could tell her no, and simultaneously, actually finding myself becoming aroused at the thought of watching her being pleasured, and unable to say or do a thing about it while she was. I quickly let her know that, reminding her that we'd now come to some agreement on this cruise to even more fully enjoy ourselves, and that included some very obvious explorations and intimate contact with others. I could see by the excitement in her eyes, she was already looking forward to this as we quickly located the specially set up room that Madeline had told her about.
When we actually entered, I wasn't at all surprised to see Madeline inside, along with a few others. Two additional men I saw where literally bound to the walls, their hands over their heads, though not too uncomfortably. Likewise, their legs were also bound, spread slightly, each one having been fitted with what appeared to be some sort of ball-gag. I was nervously concerned when Madeline saw us, smiled, and took the chain my wife had been leading me with over towards a third empty spot on the other side of the two men. In seconds, she and another woman had likewise fastened me against it. When she produced what was obviously a ball gag, I voiced some opposition to having her use it on me.
"You'll get used to it," she told me simply, and then fitted it before I could speak another word. At first, it was uncomfortable and a little unnerving. "Breath through your nose, easy..." she told me. "It won't be nearly as bad then," she assured me, though I still struggled with it never-the-less.
Although I was still ill at ease, I couldn't help but look, nor take in the fact that the two other nearly nude women who were in the room with us when we came in, were connected together by their breasts. A long thing chain connecting the two of them together as Madeline now directed the pair to begin stripping off my wife's clothing. As they did that, having to coordinate their efforts and not get themselves painfully tangled up, Madeline stepped out briefly, moments later leading yet another man into the room. He was entirely naked save for some type of head covering that didn't allow him any sight whatsoever. Once again by a neck collar, Madeline led him to the comfortable table that was there, placing him down. She then proceeded to fasten several straps to his arm and legs, the other two girls helping once they had fully and completely stripped my wife.
Once again, it was impossible not to notice he had what appeared to be a very large cock, though it was at the moment, very flaccid. Even so, it looked larger than mine did when erect! Even Darlene had noticed it, and looked over towards where Madeline stood quite anxiously. Without a further word however, Darlene was now asked to come over to the table where she straddled him, though not quite sitting on his prick. Using a small ladder, the two women now fastened my wife's arms above her head, and though free to move about below, it was obvious she was now nearly as imprisoned as I was there hanging on the wall. Unable to move, let alone speak or do anything, all I could do was hang there and watch.
The two other woman having secured Darlene, now began to caress, pet and toy with her. I watched as they lavished her breasts with kisses, touches and caresses, sucking each one of her hard taut nipples until they stood even more firmly and erect than they had been. Madeline meanwhile had drawn some sort of leather whip from the wall where many others hung, selecting a long thin one in particular which she at first just rested along the guys thigh letting him know it was there. With a sudden snap, I saw it fall against his flesh, leaving a small little red line on his upper thigh. She repeated this several times, and every time that she did, his prick got a bit longer, a bit harder until soon it was standing in all its magnificent glory. And admittedly, it was! I had seen a few fairly large cocks in my time, but never before had I seen one quite this big. Not only was it long, but it was fairly big around as well, and I couldn't imagine even for a moment, that Darlene would in any way be able to accommodate this enormous monster, though it was now obvious, that was to be the intent. Even as Darlene hung there, looking down, unable to touch it in anyway except with her cunt, I could see the nervousness, even fear in her eyes.
"Just ride it with your wet slick pussy," Madeline told her, the two women continuing to caress my wife's body, now helping her to move forward to sit more directly upon this thick swollen shaft. Making a slight adjustment in the height of the table as well, Darlene now found herself sitting directly atop of the thick hard phallus below her. As my wife began to slide back and forth on it a bit, the two girls now came over to the three of us hanging on the wall. Stripping off what little clothing the three of us still had on, I wasn't surprised to see the other two men very firmly erect, as I now was myself. The fact I could find this arousing surprised me to some extent, unable to move, to speak, or to do a single solitary thing, was oddly arousing to me. Not to mention seeing my wife sitting astride this enormous cock, now obviously pleasuring herself against it, even though she'd come nowhere's close to making any attempt at fitting the monstrous thing inside her.
Now feeling my own prick slowly stroked, fondled by the girls as they took turns attending to all three of us, I became even more aroused, watching everything, feeling it, as Madeline once again approached the table. This time she wrapped her own hands around the enormous member and began using it to tease and tickle my wife's pussy with. By the look on her face, she was obviously enjoying it as Madeline used the tip of his prick to tickle her clit with, the other two girls now directed over, each helping to spread my wife's pussy lips as Madeline worked the man's prick up and down her obviously well lubricated slit.
I heard her groan, taking in a deep breath of air as Madeline finally placed the thick swollen knob of his prick at the opening of my wife's pussy.
"Lower yourself down on it now," Madeline urged, her hands running up and over my wife's body, soothing her, yet exciting and stimulating her as she did so, coaxing her to slowly and gradually try to accommodate this enormous phallus resting against her pussy.
Madeline continued to hold it within her hands, guiding it in, and then my wife's eyes popped open with surprise, the head, and one quarter of his shaft suddenly spearing her depths. She struggled with the chains over her head as though trying to scramble back up their length, but her own weight prevented her from doing that as she slowly found herself being stretched, inch by almost torturous inch, engulfing the rest of the man's hard stiff cock.



"You're almost there honey," Madeline said soothingly, but she had also walked over, once again reaching for yet another whip, this one with what appeared to be several leather leads leading off and away from it. This too she used momentarily to brush against my wife's bare ass, as well as along the legs of the man laying beneath her. I heard his somewhat muffled groan of pleasure, wondered how he could breathe with his head being covered the way that it was, and then heard the sudden "twap" of the whip as it came down on my wife's ass. I think it surprised her more than actually hurting her, but she sunk suddenly even more firmly onto his prick, taking more of it inside her, quite unexpectedly. Her cry at first sounded worried, almost painful perhaps, though her low deep-throated groin immediately afterwards said otherwise.
"That's it...just another inch or two more, and you'll have swallowed him with your cunt Darlene," Madeline told her, now leaning over to look, her hand slipping in between them both where she fondled each, though likewise inspecting the amount of his prick not yet buried inside my wife's cunt.
The two girls had now come over, kneeling before us, sucking each of us taking turns as they did so. I hung there watching in disbelief as it appeared Darlene finally and at last, managed to fully accommodate the enormous prick she was now completely impaled on. Madeline, still occasionally flicking out at the two of them with her whip, though entertaining herself periodically, using the handle of it to masturbate herself with.
The lips that were at the moment wrapped around my cock were already threatening to cause it to jettison my juice, though it was the sheer look of pleasure on my wife's face that was so quickly bringing about that outcome. Never in a million years had I thought that seeing this could arouse and excite me so much, this enormous prick sliding in and out of my wife's cunt as he fucked her from below, his hips coming up off the table, driving into her now as she hung there suspended above him.
I heard, and then watched as one of the other two men suddenly cried out, his cock spunking gloriously, one of the girls now jacking it, purposely pulling her mouth and lips away in the nick of time as his cock exploded shooting cum everywhere and all at once, or so it seemed. My wife's cry of pleasure now assaulted my own senses, Darlene thrashing about wildly in climatic release, my own prick suddenly lurching, a hand quickly milking it, jacking it, and pumping out my own spermadic release as I stood there watching, and hearing my wife cum.
What I didn't know until several minutes later was that the giant cock had completely filled my wife's cunt with a torrent of cream. Now being lowered again, and set free, the two girls led the still hooded man from the room into whereabouts unknown. They came back moments later, Darlene now laying on the table where he'd been, legs spread, and Madeline now devouring the rich thick cream that had literally started running down the inside of my wife's legs. As Madeline busied herself drinking, licking and sucking out his juice from my wife's pussy, the two girls came over, finally bringing relief to the third guy still hanging on the wall, and who hadn't as yet cum. He did so, almost immediately, the three of us watching as Madeline brought my wife once again to another earth shattering orgasm.
Finally released myself, as where the other two, Darlene and I stumbled away, not bothering to dress as we headed back to our stateroom. We hardly spoke as we stumbled inside, collapsing down into the bed, where we held one another, falling into a deep sleep before either one of us even realized we had.
To be continued...
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It was one of those days when everything seemed to go wrong. I'd worked far later than usual at the office, needing to stay until the reports I'd been waiting on had been compiled before I could leave. As it was, I'd be catching the next to last tram of the evening, and though the trip itself was only a twenty minute ride to where my car was parked, it was another thirty minutes drive home after that. I boarded, not too surprised to see very few people on the car I had entered, one stop later in fact, now alone with two men who were sitting next to and across from a rather attractive looking brunette. Trying not to stare or be too obvious about it, I did notice they seemed to be giggling and up to something simply by their mannerisms as the tram pulled out of the stop heading towards the next stop which was mine. I settled down in my seat at the opposite end of the car, giving plenty of distance between us. But within minutes, it became obvious that part of whatever they were doing, included doing it in front of an unwitting passenger.
One of the men a tall very masculine and rugged looking individual with dark wavy hair and what was obviously a perpetual five o'clock shadow, finally stood. I sat watching as he looked over towards where I was sitting, a smile on his face, which I thought particularly odd at the moment until I suddenly realized he had done so with his rock hard cock sticking out of his pants! At first I couldn't believe what I was seeing, even going so far as to turn my eyes away, though looking back a moment or two later. He now stood feeding his prick to the attractive looking Brunette who was busily and happily sucking on it. Seeing this, I felt myself becoming aroused for obvious reasons. It's not often that you actually run into anyone who so obviously enjoys having "public sex" and in a sense, being invited to participate in watching it. Which I felt I had been as this must have been what they'd all been discussing and laughing about shortly after the tram pulled away from the last stop.
I didn't mind either, had I of been a single woman, perhaps they might have scared or frightened her into moving into the adjacent car, but I was happily content to sit there and now purposely observe them as the brunette continued working her hand and mouth on the guys obviously very hard dick. But the surprise of the evening was yet to come.
Though I couldn't see it as clearly, I had a fairly good idea that the gal was simultaneously fondling the prick of the other guy sitting next to her as she sat still sucking the standing man's dick simply by the movement of her shoulder and other arm. Seeing this had gotten me even more aroused, and I was half tempted (not to mention a bit hopeful) she might offer at some point to come back and give me a little relief as well.
It was perhaps just a few seconds or so after that, that I now saw the guy who'd been standing suddenly step over in the seat to stand next to the other guy. He leaned against the window, and it became quickly obvious the guy was now the one doing the sucking! As he did, the brunette now leaned over (her head disappearing) though once again even from my vantage point, it was clear she was sucking the guy who'd been sitting next to her while he in turn sat, sucking the first guy now standing beside him as he continued leaning against the window. I then noticed he was again looking back towards me, a much pleasured expression on his face.
I had never been with, nor ever considered doing something like that myself, but as odd as it was, and as I felt about it...seeing it had become curiously arousing. I found it very strange to feel myself as excited and as horny as I was, seeing the three of them together like this. By this time of course, I was no longer trying to pretend I wasn't aware of what was going on. My eyes were glued to the last row of seats they were in. When the woman suddenly sat up, looking back towards me herself with a very wanton look on her face, I smiled rather than looking away. She smiled back, and then shocked, surprised, and even delighted me when she waved at me to come over nearer to where they were.
I was surprised at myself when I actually stood up and wandered back to where they were sitting. Glancing quickly at my watch, I realized I was less than ten minutes away from my own stop. It would no doubt be the quickest ten minutes of my life, but at this point I wasn't about to waste a single precious one, just getting to stand there and watch the three of them as they sat or stood sucking one another off. Having drawn closer, I was then treated to yet another surprise which I hadn't been fully aware of at the time. The brunette was wearing a fairly short skirt, hunched up well around her waist, her obviously exposed and very bare pussy winking at me as she sat there.
"Hi, I'm Christy, these are my two nasty friends, Joel and Peter," she said introducing the two of them, though Joel removed his mouth from Peter's cock only long enough to say hello before returning to it, once again sucking it as I stood there watching the three of them.
"I'm...pleased to meet you," I said correcting myself, rather than giving out my own name still obviously nervous about doing so, though again curiously interested in what was taking place here. "It's not often one gets to watch others enjoying themselves so...uninhibitedly, on a train," I responded still feeling a bit awkward, though again my own arousal level had chased away any shyness or reservations I might have had about standing up, walking back, and now as I stood there...watching the three of them, fully sporting an erection as I did.
"Are you...hard?" Christy asked almost nonchalantly, still fondling Joel's cock as she spoke, Joel still happily sucking Peter's cock as he stood there smiling at the three of us, obviously enjoying what Joel was doing to him by the low soft moans he was freely giving.
I actually felt myself blush at that, especially as Christy now looked boldly towards my crotch. It was clearly evident that I was. Without having even answered her, she spoke again, expectantly. "Can I see it?"
It was funny, I actually turned to look briefly behind me towards the other empty car as though expecting to see someone now standing there watching the four of us. Another quick glimpse at my watch told me I had less than five minutes remaining before we reached my stop.
"I'm actually getting off at the next stop," I said apologetically, actually meaning it. Half wishing now I could set my clock back at least another five minutes. Even then she smiled.
"Would you like to get off at the next stop?" she asked brazenly. I know I was standing there with a totally confused and bewildered expression on my face, which had caused Peter to laugh.
"She loves sucking off total and complete strangers," he told me then. "But not to worry, she only does it if they're willing to wear a condom. She knows us, so obviously...that's different. But this is sort of a daily game the three of us enjoy playing on the way home at night."
Even with his explanation, I continued to stand there, still not sure if I was hearing everything correctly.
"So...can I see it?" she asked once again.
The next thing I knew, I was unzipping my fly, my hand moments later withdrawing my rapidly stiffening erection. In doing that, even Joel turned to see, though he continued to hand pump Peter's cock while doing that.
"Ah, that's a nice thick fat one!" she exclaimed happily, reaching out to surround it with her tiny hand, giving it a nice grip however, along with a very pleasant little stroke. "So...would you let me suck it off?" she asked once again.
"My stop," I said simply hearing the excited quiver in my own tone of voice. "There isn't time." She smiled at that.
"There still might be," she explained. "Unfortunately Peter doesn't get off here...but Joel and I do," she now explained, though Peter actually answered her before I could.
"I was hoping to get off here," he grimaced as Joel now rapidly pumped the man's prick, but the train was already beginning to slow with the stop just now coming into view up ahead. "Fuck!" he then said with an edge of exasperation in his tone of voice. Christy stood readjusting her short skirt, fixing it, as did Joel, though his now somewhat flaccid prick remained exposed as we all stood and slowly made our way over towards the door way. Even Peter wandered over towards it, now taking over for himself, standing there fisting his prick furiously. I actually found it weirdly amusing to be standing there near the door, watching him as he stood jerking himself off.
"Come on baby...you can do it!" Christy urged him. "I want to see you cum before the train pulls away again!"
The tram had in fact reached the well-lit station, gradually slowing to a full stop. I heard the sound of the doors opening, Joel and then myself the first to step out, each of us with our cocks still sticking out of our pants, including Peter who now stood in the doorway, hand pumping his prick as Christy the last one to get out, did so almost reluctantly, still urging him. "Hurry baby! Hurry! Shoot it! Shoot it!"
I watched the doors once again begin to close, just as the first and only spurt of spunk leapt from the head of his prick actually making it out of the doors, landing somewhere on the ground there in front of us before the doors did close and the tram began to once again move forward. I actually found myself laughing at the bizarreness of the situation, knowing that even then Peter was still pumping the rest of his spending no doubt against the closed door. He did smile however and waved as the three of us stood there waving back. Only then did I look up to see another couple and a single male had likewise gotten off at this stop. They had been riding on the first car however, and were too far away to see or even realize that Joel and I were standing there with our cocks out. As we all wandered over towards the parking area, I now wondered where things were headed from here.
"My car's over there, the blue one," I said pointing. There was an older model, white Chevy Camero convertible sitting a few spaces away from where I was parked, though the top was up.
"That's mine," Christy said smiling indicating the other car. "But yours looks to be a bit roomier," she said still grinning. Reaching down, I once again felt her hand wrap around my now somewhat softened dick, not quite flaccid the same way Joel's now was, but getting there with the somewhat nervous and now apprehensive sensations I was now feeling. I certainly wasn't worried about getting mugged or robbed by these two, though I guess it was still possible, but it was more of the fact we were still parked in a public parking area, even though most if not all of the cars had now vacated the lot, including the two additional cars parked away from ours as the other riders had now entered them and began driving away to their own separate destinations.
"This is perfect!" Christy announced as we reached my car, unlocking the passenger side door. Rather than sitting in, facing forward however, she sat, her legs still hanging out of the doorway with Joel now standing off to one side of her, me standing between. Once again she placed her hand on my dick and began stroking it back to a full firmness as I nervously glanced about the lot, though there was obviously no one else remaining in sight who could see us. "Joel, keep working it for me while I locate a condom," she announced.
I was of course shocked when he did, though I had once again surprised myself by allowing it as I felt his hand reach out, gripping my prick, fondling it as he stood there next to me as Christy picked through her purse momentarily.
"Ah, here we are!" she announced holding up a wrapped condom, then tearing at it with her teeth for a moment before extracting it. "I like these...they don't have that rubber taste to them, and since they're not lubricated, they're perfect for doing this," she then told me.
Taking over for Joel, she now rolled the condom down and over my prick, stroking it for a moment, smoothing on the nearly sheer, almost transparent rubber over my member. Pulling me closer towards her there in the open doorway of my car, I then felt her lips surround my prick as she began sucking it. The initial feeling nearly buckling me at the knees. I reached out, grabbing for the door to lean on with one hand while she did this, closing my eyes due to the sheer pleasure of her mouth as she worked my condom covered cock. It took a moment more to even realize that Joel had in fact taken my other hand, lifting it. My eyes popped open immediately the moment I came into contact with his reawakened dick. He had placed my hand on it, and I now stood there looking over, seeing his very stiff prick in hand. Rather than yanking my own hand away as I would have otherwise been want to do, I instead felt it, and then stroked it, hearing Christy moan pleasurably upon seeing me do so, though now, so did Joel as he braced himself against the side of the car for support.
There the three of us stood, Christy sitting, sucking me quite nicely, and me...now actually pumping Joel's quite bare very hard stiff prick. I still glanced about somewhat nervously, but the other tram wasn't due into the lot for another fifteen minutes or so. And there were now very few cars actually remaining in the lot, so there was still plenty of time to get off here before anyone else happened upon us as I stood there considering it.
"Ok, Joel's turn," Christy announced shocking me.
"What?"
As it happened, I too had an older model car with a full bench seat as well as being automatic. Christy now scooted over sliding into the driver's position, though she rested her back against the door. As she did so, she once again hiked up her short skirt around and about her waist, her hands quickly unbuttoning the blouse she was wearing, now exposing two very pert, somewhat on the smallish side breasts, though still rounded and firm, twin hard puckered nipples now winking at me.
"Come on...get in," she urged me.
I slid in next to her, and then Joel slid in next to me. There was barely enough room to maneuver, though Christy sat one leg on the floor, the other bent at the knee, openly exposing herself.
"Finger me. Finger me while Joel sucks your cock!" she said simply.
Even with the darkness of the night there was just enough light to see by from the nearby light poles that lit things up just enough to see what it was I was now fingering. Christy's pussy was incredibly wet, her split extremely slippery as I speared it with my finger, now teasing her hidden clit as she reached down actually spreading her lips a part even wider, her clitoris now standing firm and erect as I playfully directed my finger against the head of it. Initially, I tried not to think about whose mouth was now working and sucking my cock, but the truth of it was, it felt damn fucking good. Joel's mouth sucked so firmly, almost magically upon my prick, though the added delight of fingering Christy's extremely went cunt, actually making several very wet squishy sloppy sounds as I did so seemed to add to all that.
Minutes later she was thrashing wildly about on the seat, gripping the steering wheel in her hands, humping herself happily on my hand and fingers as she came, actually screaming out her pleasure as she did so. I nearly came myself, once again forgetting who it was that was actually sucking my own prick as good as it felt.
The sound of the crossing guards coming down off in the distance alerted us to the fact that the next train was just then pulling into the station. "Hurry, open your door!" Christy said to Joel. I had no idea why of course, or what they were up to, but it was evident, whatever it was, Christy was obviously excited in urging him to do so. It became obvious to me, this game, or whatever it was they were doing, was something they had very often done before. Once again standing in the door of my car now, I watched as Christy handed Joel a condom. Without a word further, he began rolling it on. Just as he finished doing so, the next train pulled into the station.
"Suck it!" she told me. "Go on...suck it for me," she pleaded excitedly. "Please?"
I looked over towards him. Joel now standing there at the door, his hard stiff condom covered cock sticking straight out towards me. As though in a dream, I actually slid over closer towards him, Christy kneeling behind me, the feel of her bare breasts pressed against my back, her hands reaching around, dropping down into my lap, once again milking and fondling my cock. It was perhaps due to this, and my over aroused state, I actually leaned forward, took Joel's cock in hand, and then sucked it into my mouth. Even as I did so, I could hear the sounds of the trams doors opening, and then closing. Christy giggling excitedly, her hand jack-hammering my cock. I vaguely remembered the placement and positioning of the last few cars in the lot, one of which was just a few spaces further away and in front of my own. I knew then, the odds of someone just getting off the last tram, no doubt would be forced into passing by where we were sitting in order to reach it. Sure enough, the sounds of footsteps nearing alerted me to that very fact.
"Just keep sucking!" Christy giggled excitedly, her hands working wonders on my dick as she did so. I closed my eyes, not wanting to see, though hearing the steps suddenly falter, then hurriedly move off and away. Seconds after that the sound of a car engine being turned over, and then rapidly pulling out of the lot.
It was then that I heard Joel groan, and then felt his prick as it throbbed, the condom suddenly being filled with his seed as I continued sucking him, the oddity of awareness that it was as I only then released him, looking at his prick as I held it in hand, still milking out the last bit of semen into the condom. Satisfied, Joel replaced my hand with his, stripping it off, and then tossing it away.
"Stand up," Christy told me. "Hurry, just in case someone made a call or something," she now said, suddenly causing me fear and concern upon hearing that. I slid out of the car, prepared to tuck my prick away again, though Christy now knelt before me, once again fingering herself as she went back to sucking my dick. Scared as I was, the sensation of fear, thrill, excitement had brought me quickly to the edge. I soon felt the release, and then knew I too was filling the condom still covering my cock. When she was sure she'd sucked every drop out of me, she pulled it from me, pouring the contents of my hot sticky cream onto her still bare breasts. She kissed me then quickly on the mouth. "Time to go," she announced. "Same time tomorrow!" she then added. I stood only briefly a moment more as she and Joel raced over towards her car jumping in. I quickly did the same, pulling out of the lot and hurriedly heading home.
**
Admittedly I felt more than a little guilty by the time I arrived home. Luckily for me, my wife Samantha was sound asleep. I thought initially to simply take off my clothes and slip into bed beside her, without waking her, but soon after discovered I once again had a powerfully raging hard on.
Don't get me wrong, I truly did love my wife, but for the past several months now, our sex-life had become virtually nonexistent. Between both of our jobs and the hectic schedule we'd both been keeping lately, it seemed like there was little enough time as it was in the day, and certainly no longer any real time for quality sex. If we even had sex at all, it was quick, furious and over. As I pulled up the sheets looking down at my wife, she was as usual wearing only a tee shirt and nothing else. Her exquisite looking pussy bare, available and just waiting for me. I silently, and carefully slipped between her legs, my tongue only then beginning to ever so softly tickle the quiet un-expecting folds of her her cunt.



"Whaaa?" she spoke sleepily, trying to come awake, only then realizing what was actually going on.
"Tom?"
I answered her by sucking her clit between my lips. She sighed pleasurably, her hands coming up to entangle themselves in my hair.
**
We had both lost a bit of sleep, but it had been certainly well worth it. I still felt a bit guilty, knowing fully why I had gotten home still horny and aroused, though Samantha had certainly been the willing recipient of my intentions towards her.
"Working late again tonight?" she had asked just before heading out. I didn't think I would be, no real reason for it really, but then found myself answering just before she stepped out.
"I'm not sure yet...I'll call you."
**
I sat for the better part of the day at work just thinking about all that had happened the night before. I couldn't help but wonder if Christy, Joel, and even Peter would be on the tram again as they said they would be. An hour before my normal quitting time, I called Samantha at work. Once again I felt like a bit of a heel telling her I'd be working late, and not to wait up for me. It also meant I'd be hanging around the office for quite a while as well, quite unnecessarily, though I did have a book I could read and get lost in until it was actually time for me to leave.
When the time came, I made my way over to the station, wondering as I boarded if indeed they would be there as Christy said they would be. Sure enough all three of them were, and I was pleased to likewise find, I was the only one getting on to join them in the rear car, though a couple of others did board the other two cars ahead of me. There was no point in sitting away from them this time, which I didn't, immediately walking back to where the three of them were happily and excitedly waiting for me.
"Well, I am surprised. I actually didn't think you'd show up again," she told me. "I know that a few things were a first time for you, so I honestly wasn't expecting it."
"Well, yes...they were," I freely admitted looking at Joel. "But as strange as it sounds, I actually...enjoyed it!"
Joel grinned, as did Peter, who even then had reached down, his hand rubbing the bulge in Joel's pants as they stood there.
"Unfortunately, we don't have as much time tonight," Christy said. "My husband's actually picking me up from the station, so Joel and Peter here will be traveling on to the next stop. That only leaves us..."
"Less than twenty minutes," I said looking at my watch. Christy smiled, stood, and slipped out of her short skirt entirely.
"So...in that case, how about we simply fuck until then?" She said smiling.
It was still weird, even though I knew no one was actually watching us directly. The few people forward in the next car weren't sitting so as to be looking our way on the one hand, though it was possible anyone of them could have turned around and looked back. Some few others might see us, though only for a split second or so, and probably even then not entirely sure they had seen whatever it was they had thought they'd seen as the tram whizzed by where ever it was they might have been standing.
I was still amazed at Christy's brazenness however as she stripped out of her pull over shirt now entirely naked as she did so. "Give me five minutes warning at least...before we arrive," she had asked. "So I can dress and move up to the next car." Obviously she didn't want her husband seeing her with her two friends. I knew then it was highly unlikely he was even aware of their existence.
"Sorry," she said handing me a condom. "But until I've gotten to know you a little better," she added smiling. I didn't mind though, actually preferring I use one myself. Especially if either Joel or Peter for that matter, had any intentions of sucking my dick again, or visa versa for that matter.
"Come on Peter...it's your turn to take me in the ass tonight," she told him excitedly, which he obviously was. There was just barely enough room for him to lay down, even then his legs bent at the knee resting on the floor as Christy positioned herself over him. I stood there watching as Peter's prick slowly disappeared inside her ass. Once he was all the way inside her, he held still...waiting. "Ok...um ah..."
"Tom," I finally said introducing myself for the first time. Christy smiled.
"Ok Tom, your pick. You can either fuck me, or I'll suck you off. Unfortunately, we don't have a lot of time to do much more than that this trip," she added. I had never experienced a double penetration before, and wasn't about to pass up what might prove to be my one and only shot at it. In seconds, I was buried to the hilt inside her pussy, Joel now standing, balancing on the bench over where Peter was laying, though his positioning placed him at just the right height for Christy to be able to suck him while Peter and I fucked her together simultaneously.
It was an interesting sensation to say the least. I could feel the hardness of Peter's prick inside her ass, rubbing against my own as I fucked her cunt. Christy quite obviously enjoying the double penetration, moaning quite audibly and pleasurably around Joel's cock while she sat there sucking it at the same time.
"Ten minutes," Peter warned. "And this time, I'm going to fucking cum decently!" He seriously demanded.
"Well then you'd best get on with it," Christy scolded him. "But the two of you better damn well fucking make me cum too!" she challenged us both.
I knew that wasn't going to be a problem for me, I was already fighting the urge to shoot off inside that hot wet cunt enough as it was. But between the sensation of that, and Peter's prick inside her ass, Christy too was already beginning to reach her own peak of pleasure. Moments after that, she was screaming it out in fact, urging the rest of us to join her.
"Oh fuck yes! Yes! Squirt in me! Squirt in me! Let me feel your hot fucking juice filling my ass...my cunt!"
I didn't figure it was worth mentioning, or reminding her...that I was in fact wearing a condom. And even though I was, when I began to shoot off inside it, it felt deliciously wonderful. As I did, I could in fact feel Peter's cock as he pounded away inside her tight ass, suddenly holding still, and then crying out as his cock throbbed out his spurting pleasure so deep inside her. Joel too began to climax at that point, though Christy swallowed his spunk quite happily down her throat as we all finished climaxing within seconds of one another.
"Fuck...less than five!" Joel said looking at his watch. We all scrambled to repair ourselves after that, Christy hurriedly jumping into her own clothing before turning towards me.
"Not sure when we'll be able to do this again," she stated. "Might be a few weeks before I'm able to get on as late as I have been. But...keep looking for me," she said. "I've had a good time being with you, and would like to do it again!"
With that, she bade the three of us good-bye and good night, and then made her way forward into the next car in order to disembark without suspicion. I too got off of course, though I headed straight for my own car, and home.
With no real reason to work late again, and remembering what Christy had said about working late herself, I honestly didn't make much of an attempt to see or meet up with them again. Weeks went by, and then one evening by pure chance, it just so happened that I did in fact have to work late again. The only problem was, my wife had actually driven me and had dropped me off at the station, where she would now be waiting to pick me up. Added to that, this was in fact the last scheduled train of the evening, so I already knew the prospects of running into any of them weren't very damn likely. I wasn't at all surprised then when I boarded and didn't find any of them on the tram as it left. Pulling into the station, I got off, saw my wife waiting for me in our car there in the lot. I expected a simple kiss when I got there. But instead, I felt her hand come immediately down, resting on my crotch fondling me as we stood there just before getting in.
"What in the worlds gotten into you tonight?" I asked curiously, though pleased as hell to find her this aroused upon meeting me.
"You'd never believe me if I told you," she began. "But...I got here not knowing if you'd be on this train, or the one before it," she said. "So anyway...I'm just sitting here waiting for you, and then this good looking little brunette, and this other guy get off, they walk over to their car, a white Camero, which was parked right next to me. I know they must have seen me sitting here, but even though they did, I sat here watching her as he stood there in the doorway of her car while she sucked him off. At first, I was actually appalled by it, but then the more I watched, and the longer I watched, I got more and more turned on that I was actually watching them do it. Before I knew it, I was sitting here masturbating, while watching them!"
"You did? You were?" I said mildly surprised...and of course wondering.
"Oh yeah, I did, especially when the guy could definitely see me doing it, standing there, looking into the car while his girlfriend, wife, or whoever, sat there sucking him. Pretty soon he's getting ready to cum, urging me to do the same, and then suddenly, I was...and then he was. "You're not mad at me are you?" she then said quite worriedly. "Honestly Tom, I don't know why I did that, or whatever on earth got into me to do something like that. But before I even realized it, there I was...actually touching myself while a total and complete stranger stood there watching me do it. I will say...the windows were rolled up, and the doors were all locked, just in case you were wondering. I could have easily pulled away if I had needed to," she added, her face reddening with a combination of arousal and concern.
Admittedly I was a bit surprised at her admission, asked just a couple of additional questions about them, confirming then without any doubt it had indeed been Christy and Joel she'd been looking at while sitting there. More importantly, now I was horny...just imagining my own wife sitting there playing with herself while Joel and Christy actually watched her doing so.
"Damn baby...you've given me a nice hard erection!" I stated rubbing it for her through my pants. "Let's get our asses home and do something about it shall we?"
I then saw a look in her eyes I hadn't seen in a very, very long time. "Tom? What I'd really like? What I'd really enjoy? Is if we did it here...right here, in the car. Would you like that?" she asked. "I know it sounds silly perhaps, but having seen that, I felt that sort of teenage excitement I haven't felt for years, and now...I'm feeling it again."
"Yeah, me too," I told my wife as I unzipped, producing a very erect, very stiff swollen erection. "Now, take your clothes off...I want you naked while you sit here and suck me off," I stated. "After that...I'm going to lay you over the hood of the car, and eat you silly!"
Samantha giggled excitedly, in seconds she was gobbling my cock in ways she hadn't done in month's as I stood there looking about the nearly empty lot.
I never did see Christy, or Joel or Peter again. I did see her car in the lot once, but I had taken an earlier tram that day, though I've never seen it again after that.
Just as well though. My wife quite often meets me now whenever I have to work late. I don't mind it at all however, as she usually has nothing on underneath her coat when she does. And we've had some of the best sex we've ever had, right there in the parking lot of the tram station, people walking by, some aware, some not. But I can't help wonder if one day, we might be doing just that when Christy, Joel or even Peter might walk by and see us. Wonder...what might happen if they ever did. On second thought...
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I had known that my wife's sister Kate was having a rough go of it at home. Kate and her husband Bill had been on the verge of divorce for the past couple of years, so it came as no real surprise when a few days later my wife informed me it was over. What I didn't expect, though I didn't really have a problem with either, was coming home from work one evening to what appeared to be a rather large pile of luggage that had just arrived from the airport. I walked in, or rather stepped around and then through this sea of baggage. I knew immediately even before Chris, my wife walked from the kitchen area to greet me what was going on.
Several weeks earlier she had mentioned the fact that things were getting worse between her sister and her husband. We had discussed it then, offering her sister (and as it turned out) my niece a place to stay for a while until everything was sorted out. I just wasn't expecting it to happen as quickly as it did, nor was I expecting that my niece would be coming along as well. She'd just graduated from high school, and as I'd heard a while back, had been planning on attending a local university where they lived. Obviously...all that had changed now.
We had plenty of room, so accommodating guests for a while wasn't really any concern. Our own son was currently serving in the Navy, so his room was available, which is the one that Jill, my niece was given to stay in. Kate was of course given the largest guest room downstairs, which was more like an apartment in a way. It had its own bathroom as well as a sitting room, so there was plenty of space for her sister to spread out. When I finally walked into the kitchen area, I was frankly surprised. I hadn't seen my wife's sister in nearly three years due to the distance between us, though Chris had gone for a visit to see her sister on the East Coast at least once a year. But it was Jill who had obviously, and most dramatically changed the most. The last time I had seen her, she was a budding fifteen year old with looks even then that promised her to turn out as quite the looker. Now at eighteen, nearly nineteen, she obviously was.
All three women looked very similar in many ways. They all had very dark brown hair, almost black in fact, though Jill's was long and fell nearly to her waist. Chris and Kate had deep brown eyes, Jill's were almost a golden brown, and very alluring along with her olive complexion, which as I stood there looking at her for the first time in three years, included what appeared to be a very nice tan. When she stood to give me a warm and friendly hug, I was almost taken aback at the sudden development and metamorphosis she had gone through. Like I said, at fifteen she looked nearly full grown, but now even more so. Large, though not overly large breasts seemed to run in the family. And in three years it now seemed, Jill had joined the "C" cup society along with her mother and aunt. When she hugged me, I felt the softness of those (as I now realized) braless breasts pressing against me, and somewhat nervously embraced her, though finally stepping away before it began to look less than innocent.
"I truly hope this won't be too much of an imposition on you Steven," Kate said though it was evident she'd been crying as her eyes were still red and swollen. "But until this mess is finally all sorted out, we didn't really have any place else to go."
I had walked over giving her a warm friendly hug in greeting. "Like we told you a while back Kate, you're always welcome here...for however long you'd like, and need to be. There's plenty of room, and we don't want you feeling in any sort of rush to go anywhere else. Our home...is now your home, for as long as you'd like it to be."
With that, Kate hugged me again, even kissing me on the cheek in thanks, tears once again filling her eyes. I could only smile somewhat guiltily. I had felt the magnificent crush of her breasts against my chest as well, and now stood on the verge of having a hard on, which is the last thing anyone there needed to see or even be thinking about. I quickly excused myself to change into something a bit more comfortable, leaving the three women to chat a bit longer, though I likewise told them as soon as I had done so, I'd help them all with their baggage in getting it to their rooms.
Having slipped into a pair of my favorite shorts and a pull over tee shirt, I headed back downstairs just in time to begin helping Jill with her luggage as my wife and her sister began carting down a few things to where Kate would be staying. As I followed Jill back up the stairs to her room, my eyes were immediately drawn to the twin cheeks of her firm little ass. Had she been my daughter, I'd have been tempted to say something to her. The shorts she was wearing were far too short! As we climbed the stairs together, I could see a great deal of her well-rounded fleshy butt cheeks, the briefest of material even running between her legs making me realize if she were to bend over or sit down with her legs spread even slightly...what I'd most likely be looking at.
"Dumb shit!" I thought to myself. "Quit thinking about your own niece!" I'd just barely managed to get rid of my erection, and now it was threatening to reappear with a vengeance! Something I could ill afford it doing, especially while wearing a pair of my own somewhat tight fitting shorts.
Although the bedroom had at one time been our son Jim's room, he had either taken with him, given away, or had stored most of his personal belongings. Kate had already informed her niece she could redecorate the room as she saw fit, including repainting the recently repainted wall, which was now an off-white, any color she wished to. As I followed Jill into the room, sitting her luggage down next to the bed, she had jumped on it smiling happily. One of the few things Jim had left behind was his bedroom furniture, and the bed just happened to be a queen-sized waterbed.
"I've never slept in one of these before!" she giggled excitedly. I stood there listening to the bed slosh momentarily with Jill laying on it. Images of doing something else suddenly filling my mind, which I immediately tried clearing from my head. It wasn't easy however, as she had to make an effort to get off the bed once she'd gotten on it, swinging her legs as she did, and in doing so, confirming to me the curious image I'd entertained of her when following her up the stairs. I had seen what I now knew to be her bare lips that were protruding around the thinnest strip of Levi material that was somehow digging into her crotch without discomfort. To my relief however, she once again stood facing me, but now there was a whole other problem I had to deal with. I could see very clearly the hard press of her extended nipples against the thin fabric of the cotton tank top she was wearing. Bad enough that it looked painted on her in the first place, but the still somewhat cool feel of the unmade waterbed had been just enough to trigger her nipples into hardness. "Have you?" she had asked me. It took me a moment to realize what it was she was talking about. I even had to tear my eyes away from her twin hard little points, something that wasn't lost on her as she giggled, her face actually turning a little red as she looked down at herself.
I shared her blush, though quickly turning to excuse myself and head back down the stairs in order to cart down the one last remaining, and somewhat heavy bag into Kate's room.
I turned at the door momentarily. "If there's anything else you need, just let me know," I said. Jill stood smiling, her points clearly evident glaring at me, my eyes once again tearing themselves away as I turned and finally left the room. I hadn't gone three feet when I heard a gentle laugh coming from her room. Moments later I discovered why.
I had made a quick detour into the hallway bathroom in order to make some much needed and very necessary adjustments. Walking into the room, I immediately caught my own image there in the floor length mirror behind the door. Bad enough I could see the very obvious bulge showing in my shorts, worse...they happened to be a light beige, and there was a very noticeable wet spot showing through right where my hard pressed dick was laying. "Fuck!" I said as I stood there looking down at myself. There was no way in hell that Jill hadn't seen that! Opening the door that connected the bathroom to our room, I immediately went inside stripping off my now ruined shorts and fished out an entirely different pair. These, a dark blue and a bit baggier than I actually cared to wear. But under the circumstances, I realized I would no doubt be wearing this particular style and color a lot more often than I usually did. My embarrassment had at least softened my once very hard cock as I now made my way down to Kate's room with the last, and largest as well as heaviest piece of luggage. It was actually more awkward than heavy, and so not wanting to stumble and break my own neck coming down the stairs, I did so slowly, eventually reaching the landing, and upon doing that, hearing my wife and her sister talking. Or rather giggling, giggling in a way that you knew damn well they were sharing or discussing secrets. I stopped where I was, just a few feet away from the open door.
"Bill would have killed me if he'd ever found me using something like that," I heard Kate telling my wife. "He thought women who used any sort of mechanical device, or anything for that matter to get off with, was sick and perverted. He often told me that a man should be enough for any woman without resorting to using something like that!"
I now knew they were talking about vibrators, though why on earth they would be I honestly didn't know. I was half tempted to just sit the piece of luggage down, and quietly creep back up the stairs when Chris spoke.
"And that's a crying shame, no wonder the two of you have problems!" My wife stated. "Steven and I enjoy using them all the time! In fact...he's been the one to usually purchase them for me, surprising me with them. In addition to him being a terrific lover, he's not intimidated with incorporating these in our sex play, and it's one of the main reasons why I believe we have such a damn fine sex life!"
Ok, admittedly I was smiling.
"And I've always envied you two for that too," Kate told her then. "And I know you're not going to believe this, but Bill and I haven't had sex for the past three years!"
"You're shitting me!" My wife exclaimed in surprise, pausing for a moment, and then asking. "So...ok, you two haven't, but be honest with me Kate, you did at least find pleasure elsewhere during this entire time yes?"
"Just with these," she responded, though I could only image she was referring to her own fingers obviously holding them up. "Like I said, I've never even used one of these things before either!" I then heard her turn the toy on, listening to it briefly as it hummed away in her hand. Obviously Chris had given her one of our toys to use and try out. I stood there, half panicked, once again wondering if I should make my escape back up the stairs before I was discovered.
I then heard my wife laugh, her voice suddenly lowering though even then I could still hear her clearly enough. "If you'd like...I'll show you later on just before bed how to really use and enjoy it," she told her.
I was stunned hearing her say that, though in an odd way, I guess I really shouldn't have been. Still...
Once again they had giggled, said something, which I didn't quite understand. And now hearing movement inside the room, all I could think to do was cough, pick up the large bag, pretend to struggle with it, and then enter the room. By the time I did, they had obviously secreted away the toy from view, though each of them stood there looking like the cat that had eaten the canary.
"Where would you like it?" I asked trying to appear nonchalant.
"Just toss it onto the bed," Kate told me. "I'll figure out where to put everything from there," she added. "Thank you."
"You're welcome," I answered back. "Well, guess I'll leave the two of you alone then to catch up on stuff while you're settling in." With that, I again turned and headed back up the stairs, but now I had a whole new image inside my head, partially due to what Chris had once shared with me a while back.
"Wasn't he wearing a different pair of shorts?" I then heard Kate asking my wife.
"Shit!" I said silently to myself as I slowly climbed back up the stairs.
**
In the past, on nights when Chris and I were in a particularly horny frame of mind, we'd often share our thoughts, fantasies, and even experiences with one another, without jealousy or fear of hurting one another's feelings. If anything, just hearing my wife share aspects of her sex-life with me while growing up, softly and sensually fondling my dick as she did so, were some of the most erotic, hot, sensual evenings we'd ever shared together. It had been during one of those particular nights that she had even confided to me that she and Kate had in fact messed around, and had done so on more than one occasion! Just hearing her admit that, and then tell me about it had me rock hard and dying to cum within seconds! Chris was only two years older than her sister, so they had been pretty close growing up most of their life. When as sisters are want to do, they had begun sharing secrets of their encounters with boys, and then asking curiously of one another things which they'd heard or learned about. It became a natural and as far as I was concerned, a normal thing to then explore with one another because of it.
They had explored and experimented kissing. When Kate heard the term "oral" sex, and asked Chris about it, neither one of which had ever done or experienced something like that before, they had quite naturally explored that with one another. When Chris learned what it meant to masturbate, she had immediately told Kate about it. For weeks after they had run off to their room every night, and had either lay on their beds watching one another masturbate, or had eventually turned to actually doing one another at the same time.
It was a closeness they had shared for years, though often going long stretches in-between without doing anything. It had always seemed to be an exploratory, or curious period for them each whenever anything like that ever happened. Eventually it would either taper off, or they'd begin to feel somewhat guilty about doing it, and suddenly stop doing it all together. But the one episode that Chris had shared with me as being the most recent, was two nights just before we had gotten married.
The girls had gotten together at a local strip club, this one for the ladies. It was to be Chris's bachelorette party of course, and her sister Kate had been the one to set everything up. They had obviously enjoyed their evening stuffing dollar bills down the "g" string pockets of the men's penis pouches, all the while getting a little tipsy with all the booze they had likewise consumed during the evening. Smart enough to have hired a limousine for the night, they had then driven all their friends back to their own homes, dropping off the last one nearly an hour away to and from back to their own home where Kate and Chris were still living at the time. It was on the way back from that, that they had gotten together and done something they hadn't done in years.
I was rock fucking hard as she described the experience to me, still stroking my dick, knowing damn good and well how horny it was making me as she told me the story.
"I remember at the time that I was very, very aroused from the evening's entertainment. One of the dancers had a particularly large cock as I recall, and though we weren't really allowed, or supposed to see them, they did wear these stocking like coverings over their dicks. As long as they wore those, they could get as hard as they liked, and once hard, they would then tease some of the women in attendance with them, slapping them against their faces, or even their asses. As part of my surprise for the evening, I was seated in a special chair on stage, a large sheet was then held up shielding the two of us, though the silhouette of what was actually occurring behind it could be easily seen by everyone sitting in front of it. It was the one and only time that I actually saw his very erect, very long cock, as he brushed it, and then poked it against my face. He did so in such a way, without actually touching my lips with it, but the silhouette, which everyone else could see, made it appear as though I was actually sucking him. Especially when he had me stick out my tongue to "'lick" it, which I did...without ever really doing so. Anyway, it was on the drive back from having dropped Cheryl off that I had mentioned to Kate just how fucking horny I had gotten from all that. And without being embarrassed by saying it, admittedly told her I was half tempted to get myself off right then and there. I remember her laughing, and then telling me to go for it. Like I told you Steven, it had been a couple of years by this time since we'd done anything, and with my marriage to you only a couple of days away, I had pretty much figured that all that sisterly stuff between us was well in the past. When Kate said that, and then said she'd even join me, being just as horny as I was, the next thing I knew, we were stripping off our clothes right there in the back of the limo. I think, that the fact we were in a limo had something to do with it as well, as we'd once shared fantasies about fucking our boyfriends in the back of one."
Chris had then mounted me, slipping her sweet wet pussy over my dick, riding me now as she continued to relate her story to me.
"Now remember...back then, Kate was still technically a virgin. She'd never had sex with a man, though we'd in the past used things on one another, which is actually how she really lost her virginity, by me if you seriously can believe that! But...she had very limited experience with a man, as a matter of fact, I don't think she'd even sucked a guys dick at that time either, she'd only as I recall, ever given a guy a hand-job, and then only a couple of times. Anyway...as I said, we were both fucking horny as hell, and now naked in front of one another, something we hadn't done in quite some time. Before I knew it, we'd gone from just talking about masturbating in front of one another, to masturbating one another, to suddenly curl up in a mutual 69 there on the floor between the seats. We were both delirious with desire, pleasure and excitement. Years had passed by now since we'd actually licked one another like this, and this was far more than that simple curious exploration we'd once so openly experimented with one another. This was...pure raw passion and desire. We devoured one another unlike any time previously, me sucking furiously on my sister's clit, and her likewise licking and sucking on mine. By the time we had gotten home, we had actually asked the driver to drive around a little while longer just so we could get one another off again. Which we did, though only after allowing him to watch us from up front. Later...Kate swore she thought the guy was jerking himself off while watching us, which I didn't doubt even for a single solitary moment. Even after the limo experience, we stumbled into the house, ran upstairs to our bedroom, but not before Kate had confiscated one of mom's rather good-sized cucumbers from out of the refrigerator. We had spent the rest of the night, fucking one another with it like crazy, finally passing out afterwards, and falling asleep in one another's arms. In the morning, mom came in to wake us, saw us lying in bed together, naked, and still snuggled together. She left without saying a word to either one of us, though I heard her leave, and wondered if she might say something later to either one of us about it, but she never did."



I remembered having one of the most intense orgasms of my entire life after that. Having heard my wife tell me that story, which then afterwards, we quite often did, exciting one another with our various exploits and escapades, along with a few of our most secret fantasies and desires. So as I said, it wasn't at all unusual to expect the two of them to be talking about intimate subjects, or sharing a vibrator even. But having heard Chris, actually offering to show Kate how to use it, and perhaps more even, I was barely able to walk as I finally reached the top of the stairs!
**
We had enjoyed a light simple dinner together. And were now sitting out on the patio sipping a glass of wine. I had wondered all during dinner, if my wife might at some point mention anything to me about what the so-called plans were. I wasn't really expecting her to come right out and tell me that they'd even hinted, teased or had discussed actually messing around, but I was certainly hoping she would.
It just so happened that we did have a rather large sized hot tub out back. And I had in fact seen Kate naked once before, well over five years ago now when she'd last come out for a visit by herself. We'd sat in it together then, naked of course, as I'd explained to her how Chris and I had made it a no-clothes hot tub, making it far easier on keeping out soap from peoples clothing, gumming up the filters and all that. She didn't have a problem with it either back then, the three of us spending a nice relaxing time of it together outside in the tub. Admittedly I had gotten aroused looking at the two of them, knowing even then about some of their previous experiences together, though nothing ever did happen during her stay. Just seeing my wife's sister naked had been enough to once again give us another one of those highly erotic and very sensual evenings together.
"Feel like tubbing?" Chris had asked. It was the perfect night for it, it was still a bit coolish at night, and the combination of that and the nice hot tub made for a perfect experience. I was pleased to hear it when Kate said that she would, and then very much surprised when she asked Jill if she felt like joining us. Jill made it immediately clear that she would, and then the girls stood to gather up the dinner dishes taking them back inside the house before we did that. I took that opportunity to corner my wife.
"You might want to remind her that this is a no clothing tub," I said a little worriedly. "Maybe Kate knows, or maybe she's forgotten, but I'm thinking you'd best mention it to them both."
Chris laughed. "Don't worry, we already talked about that possibility earlier. Jill's fine with it, as long as you are. You seem to forget, she's an adult now, and can pretty much make up her own mind if she's comfortable or not, being naked in front of you." She paused smiling, looking at me, and then added. "Or is it...you're the one whose nervous, being naked in front of your niece?"
Admittedly I was, though still very much in reasonably good shape as I did pride myself in trying to remain fit, it wasn't that as much as my own body giving my normal natural urges and desires away. "What if I get an erection?" I actually asked my wife seriously. "Then what?"
"Then...I'll either take care of it, or...you'll be the last one out of the tub to be sure," she said giggling, and then ran off to help carry in the dinner dishes before I could respond to that.
I was also purposely the first one in by the time the three of them came out, all wearing towels wrapped about themselves. I had prepared a nice pitcher of margaritas for us to sit and enjoy as we tubbed, pouring those as the three girls stripped, hanging up their towels on the nearby clothes tree before stepping into the tub. I purposely kept my eyes adverted as they did, busying myself with the drinks, only turning to look once I was reasonably sure everyone was sitting down. As long as the jets were going, the swirl and bubbling of the water kept everything pretty well hidden. But even then, a simple sit up for a moment very often bared a pair of breasts, including Jill's who I found myself stealing glimpses of, whenever I could manage it without making it too terribly obvious.
We'd been sitting there in the hot water for half an hour. Usually that was about as long as we did before getting out to sit on the edge for a bit, and then back in once again. I was dying to do just that, but sitting as I was, at least not fully aroused, only partially, I remained down in the water instead. Finally, my wife eased up out of the tub, sitting on the edge, and then Kate did the same thing herself. Seconds later, so did Jill. Now all three women were up and out of the water, sitting there in front of me, displaying their voluptuous, curvy, naked bodies! As the heat was threatening to make me a bit dizzy by now, and not wanting to make things even more obvious, I climbed out as well, though turning slightly off to one side, hiding my not quite stiff prick from view. Though I noticed that Chris looked over towards me and smiled knowingly.
As the three of them continued to chat, I allowed myself the luxury of pretending to follow along quietly, though taking in the sights. In five years time, I had pretty much forgotten what Kate's body looked like, two things immediately coming to mind as I periodically looked at her. One, the last time I remembered seeing her, she still had a bit of a bush, though even then she had seemingly trimmed it. Now...just like my wife, she was entirely bare, as was Jill. Two, her nipples were a little lighter in color than Chris's were. More like a very light brown as opposed to being pink, whereas Jill's nipples were a true rosy-red color, perky, not too surprisingly, though still full, with fairly large dollar sized areola's just like my wife's. As I sat there enjoying the similarities every bit as much as the differences, I realized a little too late that I was once again, very, very hard. Slipping back down into the water in order to conceal that, I caught a look from Kate as I did so. She had obviously seen my aroused state, too noticeable to have ignored, even though I had made some effort to conceal that fact as I slipped back into the tub. But, it was also at that precise moment that the timer on the jets shut off, stilling the water almost immediately for one. We usually used that as a signal we'd been in the water long enough and that it was time to get out. I turned, just then seeing a brief smile likewise coming from Jill's face as she turned and then swung her beautifully nude body out and onto the steps leading down.
"Well...I'm cooked," she told everyone. "And very relaxed as well as tired too. I think I'll call it a night." Once again she looked over towards me smiling however. "Good night Uncle Steven," she said, now blowing me a kiss. "Sweet dreams!" Though she held the towel against herself, she didn't wrap it around her as she headed back inside the house. I sat there watching that firm young ass in all its glory as she crossed the yard. My wife spoke my very thoughts.
"Well, Jill has certainly grown into a very fine young woman hasn't she?"
"Yes she has," Kate spoke in agreement. "I'm just sorry that she's had to go through all this. It's been very, very hard on her. More than you two really know. One of the reasons she decided to come out here with me, and perhaps look for a university in the fall to go to, was because she had also recently broken up with her long time boyfriend. It had hurt her deeply when they did, but the honest to god's truth of it was, she just couldn't see herself ever getting married to him. By the time they had finally decided to become intimate, she had soon after discovered, and then realized, their sex-life would have been horrible. I was surprised when she told me that, but pleased too. I mean after all, I didn't want to see her making the same mistake I did. Maybe sex isn't everything, but...a lousy sex life is just as difficult to endure being without, even if you still love the person you got married too. So, needless to say, I was glad when she told me that, and then ended it."
Hearing my wife and her sister sitting there discussing Jill's sex-life didn't make things any easier for me. "Well you two, I think I've about had it myself," I told them, hoping upon saying that, they'd agree and decide to get out as well. But...they didn't.
"If you don't mind honey, I think Kate and I are going to stay up and girl-chat for a while yet. We'll be sure to put the cover back on and button things up before going to bed."
Once again, I couldn't help but wonder. But...I also now had to deal with the very hard fact, I was in fact...hard. And would have to crawl out of the tub in front of them both. Seeing the look in my wife's eye, I could see she was actually challenging me to do just that, wondering how I'd manage, or accomplish it. I decided that stiff dick or no...I'd simply get out as though not realizing I even had one. I stood up, walked over and stepped over the edge down onto the steps, though by now my back was towards them both. I had sensed, more than actually saw the two of them looking at me as I did. There was no denying the fact I was about as hard and as erect as I'd ever been, but under the circumstances, I felt they were as much to blame as I was. Gathering my towel, I too dried off, and then simply carried it inside, giving them both a nice good look at my ass. Something, I was still proud to say, didn't look half bad as I headed back inside.
**
I know that for me at least, what happened next is one of those I was either in the right place at the wrong time, or the wrong place at the right time, situations.
There was no fucking way I was going to fall asleep, not with a full-blown erection! Entering our bedroom, I collapsed onto the bed intending to wank one off, and hopefully fall asleep shortly there afterwards. But that was about the same time I heard giggling coming from outside, back by the hot tub. It was the same sound of giggling I heard coming from Kate's room earlier, and knew upon hearing it, that Chris and her sister were definitely up to something. The problem was, even from our bedroom window, I wouldn't be able to see a thing.
We had put in the tub around the side of the house, an oddly sized piece of property that would have had no real function or value to it if we hadn't done it that way. So, we had built a nice little deck, installed the tub, making the side of the house not only functional, but very, very private as it turned out. The only room looking down on that side of the house was from the window in my den. As I lay there, I could only wonder and imagine what it might be they were up to. Too curious, and far too horny to ignore, I then slipped back out of bed, still naked, and entered the hallway. I passed by the bathroom, which connected both rooms, and then slipped into the den. Before doing that, I had glanced down at the closed door leading into Jill's room and saw that the light was off. No doubt, she had already gone to bed, and perhaps by now was fast asleep. With that assurance, I then stepped into my den, closing the door quietly behind me and ventured over towards the window looking out. Like I said...I was, and I wasn't surprised at what I saw.
Kate was lying on her back on the sitting bench surrounding the outside of the hot tub. My wife was likewise lying between her spread legs. There could be no mistaking what it was the two of them were doing either. I certainly wasn't angry at discovering this, again...it's not like I didn't know it had happened before, and the fact that the two of them had always been close, obviously a lot closer than most siblings were, especially being sisters to share so intimate an act together such as they were. But I figured too, Kate had been through an awful lot lately. After eves dropping in on the fact she hadn't had any real sexual satisfaction of any sort for three years, it actually stood to reason that Chris would have been the one to actually offer her some much needed, intimate contact and relief. I didn't see it as her cheating on me either, though I did hope at some point she'd at least be honest enough to come forward and tell me about it. Be that as it may, I was standing there watching my wife going down on her sister, reminded once again of the hard stiff cock sticking up between my legs as I began playing with it. Just seeing the two of them together like that, so sensual, and so erotic. My wife's hands reaching up to gingerly toy with, and fondle Kate's breasts, wishing I was now doing that myself, wondering what it might be like to actually fuck her, let alone lick her cunt just as my wife was now doing.
So engrossed in what was happening below me, I hadn't heard Jill leave her room. Nor had I heard her enter the bathroom across the hall, which she'd obviously done. What I had also failed to observe or do anything about, was to close the door leading from that room into this one. When Jill entered the bathroom, she no doubt saw me standing at the window in my den. Just enough light from the moon outside to outline my presence in the window as I stood there, though I also now know, that wasn't the only dead give-away either. I was also breathing very hard, and my dick was very, very slick, and as I stood there jacking it off, I was delighting myself in the very wet slippery sounds I was making as I fisted it, teasing it, and concentrating solely on the scene taking place down below me.
Jill stood there in the doorway in the darkness watching me for what she later said was only a few minutes, just long enough to become aroused herself, though she too had begun to wonder what it was I was looking at, only then realizing why it was I was standing at the window in this particular room. I didn't even hear her until she was suddenly standing beside me looking out. I know I jumped, but I also know I nearly swallowed my tongue too. It took a few moments for me to find any sort of intelligible words to say. Luckily, Jill spoke first, giving me something to respond to.
"Mom told me how she and Aunt Chris used to fool around once in a while growing up, and then even later when they got older. She told me the story about the limo ride, and what the two of them did two days before you and Aunt Chris got married."
Jill stood looking out the window beside me down into the yard below us. By now, the girls had exchanged positions. Kate was now lying between my wife's legs, her tongue now tickling her sister's cunt as the two of us stood there looking down. The problem for me was, I stood there with a very hard, almost painful erection, which Jill now looked over towards. In the next instant, her hand reached out surrounding it as I stood there, unable to move, to speak, to do much of anything, though I did suddenly breathe.
"Ah...Jill!"
"Shh," she said. "Don't worry about it. I'm horny too," she told me. "I was looking over at your dick all night. I noticed you were trying to hide the fact it was hard, but I kept stealing glances at it whenever you didn't think I was looking."
I couldn't bring myself to tell her I'd been doing the exact same thing. But I wasn't the one standing there holding onto her Uncles hard stiff prick either.
The fact my niece was standing there holding my dick in her hand had made me suddenly light headed. All reason, logic, suddenly evaporating. Jill looked out the window her hand now bringing me the pleasure I was only moments ago bringing myself. "That looks fucking hot doesn't it?" She asked looking down. "My own mother going down on my aunt," she stated causing me to look with her. "I've only been with another girl myself once before...just a few weeks ago in fact," she then stated. "Another reason I decided to come here with mom."
"Wha...why?" I stammered trying desperately to regain my senses.
"She was my best friend, after my breakup she had come over to spend the night with me, we got a little tipsy, and before either one of us knew it, we were doing what mom and Aunt Chris are. Debra freaked after that, suddenly guilty for some reason and left telling me she didn't want to have anything to do with me anymore. She said I was sick and perverted...words I'd heard my father call mom on several occasions. I decided then, I wasn't about to stay there either."
Jill turned towards me stepping into my arms. "I don't see it that way," she breathed hotly her lips against mine, kissing me. "I don't see what mom and Aunt Chris are doing as sick or perverted either. I think it's sexy...beautiful," she added kissing me once again.
The problem here was, I didn't think it was sick or perverted either. It was fucking hot as hell, but seeing my wife and her sister doing something they'd obviously been doing throughout most of their life was one thing. Allowing my own niece to stand there and fondle her uncle's prick somehow seemed wrong, even though in a weird way, it felt so right too. I tried using a different tactic in trying to dissuade Jill's advances, the last thing I needed was for my wife, her sister to find out about this, even though Jill obviously now wanted it, and more. Kate had already been through enough, having her sister's husband taking advantage of her daughter, his niece, just because he was horny...because she was...was no excuse!
"Look, Jill. As good as this feels, and believe you me...it feels fucking good! The last thing I want to do is cause problems, or hurt anyone. As much as I would sincerely love to be doing to you at this very moment what your mother is doing to my wife, your aunt..."
Jill laughed, stopping me in mid sentence.
"What's so funny?"
"They said you'd probably say that."
"They?" I said confused as hell taking a moment to look back out the window just as Jill was. Kate and her sister were now walking towards the house hand in hand. Seeing that, I began to panic.
"Yeah, it was their idea that I come in before anyone else did. The idea was to get you all nice and horny, I was to come into your bedroom after you did. But this worked out too," she said smiling.
I was shocked. "Their idea?" Once again she laughed, now leading me by the dick through the room towards the bathroom.
"Look Uncle Steven, several days before we flew out here, I heard mom and Aunt Chris talking on the phone. It was evident that things might happen with the four of us living together, they even discussed the possibility of it, especially when they began talking about the last time the two of them had actually been together. After everything mom has been through, she needed to feel some sort of love and affection again from someone. Hearing them talk about it, and knowing that they'd done so in the past, the concern then was you...and then me. So when they brought up the idea of doing this in the kitchen just before you got home from work, I was already excited and looking forward to finding out what it would be like to experience hot arousing sex with someone, and not just settling for something that I knew had to be better than what I'd experienced so far. Aunt Chris told me that you were a gentle and considerate lover, but that you could also be a wild and passionate one as well. Not knowing how you might react at the two of them being together again at first, we all figured that if I were to come to you, you might see things in a whole new light."
We had crossed through the bathroom into the bedroom now. Jill still leading me by my dick as I walked with her listening in disbelief. "So you're telling me, they're ok with this...with you and me, sleeping together."
Once again she laughed. "Oh, I don't think we'll do too much sleeping," she giggled. "I'd prefer to say...fucking," she said hotly now pulling me down onto the bed along with her. "Though before we even do that, I'd like to feel what you said you wished you were doing to me earlier."



Jill had spread her legs, her hand reaching down between them openly touching herself. "Please Uncle Steven," she asked with an excited tremor in her voice. "I want to feel your mouth on me...please!"
I knew at that moment there was going to be a big family discussion. But now was not the time. At the moment, I was far too fucking horny to think about the consequences, even if it appeared there wouldn't be any. As my wife and Kate had obviously come into the house, but hadn't come up the stairs to the bedroom, I could only imagine where they were at, and what they were most likely doing at this very moment.
"Just one thing," I said slipping into position, seeing a smile of delight on my nieces face as I did so.
"What?"
"Until I'm...until we're all...a bit more comfortable with all this. Just call me Steve, or Steven while we're doing this at least."
She really giggled upon hearing that. "But I like calling you Uncle, it's so much more exciting to think in those terms," she informed me. "I'd rather than my Uncle Steven is licking my cunt, soon fucking it," she said wantonly, drawing me up towards her, her hands already on her breasts kneading and playing with them expectantly. I looked down at her glistening wet pussy, her aroma already making me heady.
"Oh fuck...call me anything you'd like!" I said, and then buried my face in her cunt.
**
When I woke I found myself alone. I don't remember Jill leaving, we'd obviously spent most of the night in bed together. And though it was already late in the morning judging the brightness of the sunshine coming through the window, all I could remember was the two of us fucking. I had cum three times myself, though I'd lost track of the number of orgasms Jill had experienced. I rolled out of bed, stumbled into the bathroom to pee, and then slipped into a bathrobe and wandered downstairs, curious as to what everyone else was now doing.
Although it was late, far later than I ever really slept even on a Saturday morning, I could smell the aroma of freshly brewed coffee as I stepped into the kitchen. Kate was sitting at the table reading the paper, two freshly poured cups, one for her...one obviously for me.
"Morning sleepyhead," she said looking up. The smile on her face immediately reassuring me that Jill had been telling me the truth, though even then I felt momentarily awkward.
"Where is everyone?" I asked sitting down, taking a sip of my coffee.
"Chris and Jill went to the grocery store to pick up a few things. I think they wanted to chat for one thing, but for another, we all thought it might be a good idea if I was here when you woke up so that you and I could...if you had any worries or concerns you felt needed to be addressed," she told me boldly. There it was...it was out. And I did too, though at the moment I still felt a little sheepish.
"And you're ok...with, ah...with everything?" I asked.
"Are you?" She responded in kind. "Obviously, you know Chris and I spent the night together, something I needed...something I think we both did. But I think Chris's concern was...and perhaps still is, how are you with all that?"
Just being reminded of the incredible night Jill and I had experienced together sent a throbbing jolt of arousal down between my legs. I considered briefly that perhaps coming downstairs with nothing but my bathrobe on as perhaps not being such a good idea. If we didn't change the subject soon, I'd be sitting there with a raging hardon again.
"A little surprised perhaps yes. But not so much about the two of you, to be perfectly honest, I was actually expecting that might eventually happen, just not quite in the way that it did, though now I guess...I should have realized it would as early and as soon as it had. Obviously the two of you did need to share your affections and comfort one another. What wasn't expected or anticipated of course, was Jill coming in to me." Once again I felt my cock lurch, hardening as I shifted in my seat a bit uncomfortably.
Kate stood and wandered over towards the kitchen counter, grabbing up the pot of coffee and then coming back to refill our cups. "Obviously you and Chris are going to need to sit down and discuss things, so that there won't be any misunderstandings between you...or between all of us," she added. "But as for Jill and I, she's obviously old enough now to make her own decisions and her wanting to be with you last night was her decision to make. Admittedly, Chris and I were ok with it after we'd all sat down and discussed it. But it was again up to you as well, not knowing for sure how you might react. But at least, you knew before anything went any further that as her mother, and with Chris being your wife, neither one of us had any objections."
"Thank god for that!" I said laughing it off still a bit nervously, though Kate's less nervous laugh made me feel easier.
"So...what are you thinking anyway?" Kate asked. "I know you and Chris have opened your home up to us for a while..."
"For however long you want to," I said interrupting her.
She smiled. "Thank you, I...we, appreciate that. But what I mean is this. We've only been here one night, and already things have happened, and very likely will continue to do so if we stay. So if you're uncomfortable with any of this, then you need to come right out and say so. And like I said, you and Chris perhaps need to sit down and discuss it a bit more thoroughly before we get too settled in."
"Nonsense," I told her seriously. "I'm sure that Chris and I will indeed have a chat, the sooner the better in fact. But I don't see there being any real problems here, especially if she didn't...and doesn't have a problem with what happened last night. If she did...then obviously, I don't think that would have actually happened. And I'm also willing to bet, the two of you have already discussed a few other possibilities as well...or am I wrong about that?"
I decided to test the waters here, see just how far off the mark I was...though I seriously doubted it. I'd managed to untie the sash on my bathrobe, and though it remained closed as I sat there, I then stood, once again making motion towards the kitchen counter as I reached for, grabbing the coffee pot. I turned holding it out towards her. "Refill?"
Obviously my robe had parted. My hard stiff cock now poking out through the opening as I stood there. Kate's eyes immediately spotting it of course as I'd expected that she would. There was a brief momentary pause, and I once again found myself wondering if I'd overstepped my bounds here. Finally she looked up, a smile on her face.
"You have any idea how long it's been since I've even seen a man's hard stiff cock?" she asked lustily. "Too long! But..."
"But?"
"Yeah but...Chris told me this morning that she thought something like this might arise," she stopped giggling at her own comment, "this morning..." she continued. "So she asked me to wait...to wait until later just in case it did. I promised her...I would."
Having heard that, I then wondered if indeed Chris wanted to have that much needed chat with me first before anything else did happen around here. I couldn't blame her for that either, maybe we did, maybe she and I needed to seriously rethink everything and discuss it before things truly got out of hand.
"I understand," I told her, though she held out her empty cup towards me. I felt a little foolish standing there with my hard dick sticking out, but I stepped over, pouring the coffee. She slid over my own half empty cup, so I refilled that one too. But as I stood doing that, I felt Kate's hand suddenly reach over grasping my hard stiff dick.
"But she also said...if anything did come up short of that..." And then suddenly I felt my sister-in-laws mouth surrounding my shaft.
I put the nearly empty coffee pot down on the table, my hands immediately coming up to hold onto the sides of my sister-in-laws head as she continued to surround my prick with her mouth, gingerly sucking it.
"Oh fuck!" I moaned audibly, pleasurably. I felt her hand now cupping my balls as well, gently kneading them as she continued to expertly suck my prick, mouthing it and teasing the head of it wickedly with her tongue.
I was surprised at the intensity of it, certainly not having expected it either as she continued working her mouth up and down the length of my prick. Within moments I felt the first telltale signs of my impending release, and warned her.
"God, Kate...if you keep..."
I heard her murmur of enthusiastic continuance, her "Uh hum...uh hum," the sudden increased bobbing of her head, her hands now adding to the delicious tickling and pleasure of my shaft. She wanted me to cum in her mouth, that much was obvious, and the fact I was only seconds away now from doing just that, allowed me to relax and simply enjoy her exquisite pleasuring.
Ironically, it was at that precise moment that both Kate and I heard the sound of my wife's car pulling up into the driveway, followed by the sound of the garage door being opened. Kate however continued sucking me, my release only momentarily postponed as I thought how this might look, them...Jill, my wife, walking in...me standing there with Kate, Jill's mother, my wife's sister, sucking my prick! It seemed weird, decadent, wicked, confusing...all of it. And yet...Kate continued mouthing me even though we both knew that Chris and Jill would be walking into the kitchen at any moment.
"Fuck! Fuck! Here it comes! Here it comes!" I once again warned her, feeling the hot throbbing rush of release suddenly spurt from the head of my prick filling my sister-in-laws mouth. She sucked...continued to suck, swallowing each delicious hot fiery spurt of my spunk, one after the other. It seemed like an eternity, but finally she sat back wiping her mouth, the trace of my spending still clearly in evidence, as was my still somewhat hard prick which she held in her hand just as the back door opened and Chris along with Jill came into the kitchen area carrying several sacks of groceries with them when they did. Almost immediately my wife spotted her sister sitting there with me standing in front of her, still holding my rapidly softening prick.
She smiled however, as did Jill, trying to hold back a chuckle.
"Well, I see you're um...uh, up," Chris laughed walking over and then kissing me! She looked down at my now less than fully hard cock. "Well...sort of anyway," she then added. "I take it the two of you had a chance to discuss things?"
"Ah yeah...sort of I guess," I said, now feeling a little embarrassed, though after everything that had happened up to this point, I really shouldn't have been.
"Good, glad the two of you did," my wife told me. "And...I think you and I need to sit down and talk a little later ourselves. But right now...we could use a hand with the rest of the groceries, and then...if you wouldn't mind getting the grass mowed today, it's getting a little long. Oh, and just one more thing..."
I just looked at her, this moment in time seemed almost surreal, though Kate had removed her hand from my dick now, she still sat there licking her lips quite erotically so. A fact that wasn't lost on either of the other two women.
"Don't go downstairs into the den, we'll be busy down there," she told me. "It's a surprise...for later."
"Ok," I said simply, still feeling a little confused.
"Now then...the groceries?" Once again Chris kissed me, her tongue fencing with mine quite erotically for a moment. "Oh, and please honey...after you'd mowed the lawn and such, make sure you take a shower...ok?"
I hurriedly helped in bringing in the last of the few remaining bags, then sprinted upstairs to dress and headed outside in order to mow the lawn. "A surprise?" I said asking myself as I began mowing the grass. So far...everything that had happened around here had been a surprise to me. After everything that had happened already, I didn't think I could find myself being any more surprised than I'd already been. Little did I know.
**
The girls had busied themselves inside the house for the better part of the day while I mowed the lawn, pulled a few weeds in the garden, and then took a break relaxing in the shade sitting in the hammock. As I did that, I watched curiously as Chris made a few trips in and out of the house back and forth between the storage shed. That made me more curious than ever. All we kept in there was some of our camping gear, so I couldn't for the life of me imagine what it was she was actually up to. In time, I finally went back inside the house to take that nice long hot shower. I laughed upon seeing the sticky note taped to the mirror above the sink. It said: "Make sure you shave too!"
She didn't need to specify what she meant either. I certainly would have shaved my face, that went without saying, but what Chris preferred, and enjoyed me doing, was shaving my pubes off too. I had gotten into the habit of doing that whenever I showered which made it a lot easier to maintain it and keep myself smooth, which included my balls. And though I had done that the day before, I figured it wouldn't hurt to do it again today either. By the time I got out of the shower, not only was I squeaky clean, but I was also about as smooth as a baby's bottom. Walking into the bedroom, there was yet again another sticky note taped to the mirror in our room. I walked over to that one.
"Wear the black silk...for me, you know how much I love seeing you in them." She'd planted what appeared to be a lipstick kiss on the sticky just below that. I then glanced at the clock on the nightstand, it was just then five o'clock. "A little early yet for pajamas isn't it?" I wondered asking myself.
I wasn't about to argue however, my curiosity level was high enough as it was. If they wanted me in black silk pajama bottoms at five in the afternoon, who was I to argue? I wondered briefly if she expected me to wear the top too. Chris had long ago adopted that half of the ensemble as her own, often wearing that to bed, so it hadn't been in my dresser drawer for eons. Quite naturally all I found were the bottoms. I figured if she'd wanted me to likewise wear the top that went with them, she'd have taken it out of her drawer and put it in mine. Since she hadn't, I went with that.
By the time I got down the stairs I saw the girls carrying things outside setting up what I soon learned to be a light easy dinner out on the patio. Unexpectedly however was the very sexy fashion in which they were dressed. My wife was in fact wearing the matching black top to my pajamas, and as she stood uncorking one of three wine bottles, I saw the hem of it raise just enough to show that's all in fact that she had on! Kate was similarly dressed in what appeared to be one of my long-sleeved dress shirts as was Jill. The tails of which had been neatly pressed, thus hanging down just far enough to hide the fact that they too had nothing else on underneath them.
"My my...don't the three of you look nice!" I said grinning appreciatively. It was indeed an interesting look. Everything was hidden, yet suggestive as hell. It was obvious that was all they had on, though I could see nothing, only a hint here and there as the three girls finished setting up for dinner.
"Thank you," they all beamed, my wife now adding. "We didn't want to have too filling of a dinner this evening," she grinned smiling at her two consorts. "We have a special evening planned for later."
"I sort of gathered that by all the sticky notes you left me," I laughed taking my seat, pouring everyone a wine. Even as I did that, I felt myself becoming aroused, but this time, I made no point of trying to conceal the fact that I was either. If my dick stiffened and ended up making a tent in my silk pajama pants, then so be it.
The dinner was in fact perfect. Just enough to satisfy the appetite without leaving you sitting there feeling bloated or too fucking full. The wine really put a nice relaxing mellow edge on everything else, and even with the girls dressed the way that they were, still looking provocative and sexy as hell, it wasn't enough to reawaken my earlier erection. It too was relaxing quite comfortably, though obviously aware, and ready at a moment's notice to make an appearance.
It was just starting to get dark outside when Chris came over to me sitting down in my lap. "You get to clear away the table, wash the few dishes, or at least stack them in the washer, straighten up," she said smiling at me, wiggling her bare ass affectionately over my now reawakening prick. "After that...or a minimum of fifteen minutes whichever comes first, then and only then...can you come down to the den, that's where we'll be waiting for you."
By now it was clearly obvious as to what was in store for me, and though I no doubt knew this was to be a night unlike any I had ever known before, even knowing and realizing that, I had no idea! By the time I had taken everything into the house, straightened up and yes...washed all the dishes by hand, it was just then fifteen minutes. I decided to wait another five before heading on down the stairs to our den, wondering why there for one, though it was just about the largest room in the house save for the formal sitting area. Whatever they'd been up to all day, obviously Chris had intended on having a bit of extra room. I poured myself another wine, laughing upon seeing the sticky note attached to the as yet unopened third bottle. "Bring it with you," it said. I stood out on the deck drinking my wine, enjoying the feel of my erection as it slowly grew in anticipation of things to come. In moments, the front of my black silk pajamas was sticking straight out in front of me, and it felt damn fucking good when it did too!
Like a kid waiting for the ok to get up on Christmas morning, I glanced at my watch one last time. Twenty minutes had now officially passed. It was time to head downstairs and whatever the hell awaited me. Even as I descended the steps, I could smell the aromatic fragrance of scented candles, not to mention the flicker of subdued light rather than the harsh bright glare of the fluorescents, which I'd actually been expecting to see. As I rounded the corner of the hallway, opening the door of the den, I could only stand there in what was pure awe at what I now saw before my very eyes. It was almost too much to take in all at once.
They must have lit what appeared to be three dozen candles scattered about the room, and the only source of light. Soft music was playing in the background, giving the atmosphere yet again another sensual feel to it. I almost did laugh at the fact that they had pushed all the furniture aside however, now pressed against the walls of the room. In the middle of the wide-open space in between, Chris had blown up and placed the two king-sized air mattresses we used whenever we'd gone camping. One of the funny things about that, as much as I loved to go camping, Chris and I both still enjoyed the feel of crisp clean sheets rather than some old smelly, almost too warm sleeping bag. We'd actually gone out and had custom sheets made to fit the mattresses, which were on now, making what appeared to be an enormous bed, or rather play ground right there in the middle of the floor. But what had really caught my eye of course, was the three of them sitting there together on the couch facing towards me, all three now entirely naked, sipping the wine they had brought down with them as they waited for my arrival.
"This...is nice," I said taking a moment to fully appreciate the efforts they had gone to here. Obviously there were great and wonderful things in store ahead of me. Chris smiled, and then told me to take a seat.
"Relax, enjoy yourself...and watch for a while," she said more seductively than I'd ever heard her sound like before. "We'll let you know when we're ready for you," she added.



"When we're all sure...you're more than ready for us," Kate said joining in. Jill didn't say anything, though she was likewise smiling at me, more like grinning from ear to ear, obviously excited. Finally she stood and simply blurted out, too excited so it seemed to keep it in any longer.
"They're both going to eat and play with me while you watch!" She said obviously aroused, and immediately slid into the middle of the enormous bed they'd created. I heard Kate laugh...a bit nervously perhaps, making me realize when she did...this would indeed be a first for them. The mere thought of that making my cock lurch in equally excited expectation!
"Try to keep from cumming," my wife said teasingly. "But if you can't...don't waste it either, make sure you bring it over here if you find you just can't control yourself!" With that, both Kate along with my wife slithered onto the double-king sized bed joining Jill. I sat, facing towards them, drink in hand, cock already standing about as stiff and straight as it ever had before, well tenting my once loose fitting pajama bottoms.
It became immediately obvious that Kate was going to be the first one to lick Jill's sweet tasting pussy. A point not lost on me as I could almost taste it again myself. As I sat there watching them position themselves, I could very easily recall the incredible sweet taste of my nieces bare pussy. It was like lapping up honey when I had done that, not to mention the thrill of seeing her produce even more of it, a white frothy little cream that just sort of oozed out of her pussy when she came. I knew then, that her own mother would soon be tasting her daughter's sweetness just as I had.
My wife sat behind Jill, cradling her upper body comfortably in her lap. Her hands easily able to reach, and thus caress, play and fondle with the young woman's perky firm breasts, her nipples well hard, and awaiting my wife's touch. Just seeing her suddenly begin to finger them the way that she now was, the expression of pure pleasure on Jill's face as she did that was enough to send a surge of precum dripping out the head of my cock. I reached down, my fingers feeling the slippery lubricant through the material of my silk pajamas, using both now to further enhance and stimulate those same exquisite sensations on the head of my prick as I dug a finger in, and rubbed it softly in a circular motion, all the while still watching the three of them together.
By now, Kris had indeed positioned herself between her daughter's outstretched legs. Laying at just enough of an angle to me, I was easily able to see her when she first touched Jill's quim with her mouth and tongue. Jill's eyes had closed upon my wife's caress of her breasts, but now flew immediately open, wide-eyed, and wild-eyed in a sense, as she looked down, moaning deeply, even quivering, as Kate went about lapping at her daughter's sex.
"Fuck!" I spat throatily, allowing the decadence and the impact of the moment be heard. Jill groaned once again in agreement, the flick of Kate's tongue on her clit quick and furious for a moment as Jill rotated her hips in supplication of her mother's ministrations on her rapidly lubricating pussy. In seconds, I could actually hear the free flowing juices as Kate added a finger to her pleasuring, now fucking Jill's cunt with her hand and fingers, all the while continuing to suck and tickle the young woman's clit. Chris, as I watched, took turns pulling, rolling or simply kneading her soft pliant breasts, tweaking her nipples playfully, stretching or pulling upon them however she felt appropriate.
"Bet you never imagined in a million years that your mother would one day be licking your pussy, or finger-fucking your cunt now did you?" Chris said almost obscenely, but her tone of voice, obviously filled with lust, desire and need merely added to and enhanced the others enjoyment.
"Fuck I love the way mom's sucking my cunt!" Jill cried out a short moment later. "And the way that you...Aunt Chris, are playing with my tits too!"
I was still knobbing the head of my dick through the now soaked material of my pants, it felt good just in doing that, though Jill now looked over towards where I was sitting, her eyes now locking on the movement and pleasure I was giving myself.
"Oh Uncle Steven, please...please, take it out, let me see it. Let me see you playing with your rock hard dick while mommy's eating me!" she quite simply demanded.
It was an easy matter for me to simply lift up my ass. In seconds I had pulled off my pajama bottoms, yanking them down and then kicking them away. I sat, my cock sticking straight up in the air, purple...swollen, angry looking and oh so fucking hard!
"Oh my God! It looks like it could spurt any second!" Jill exclaimed as she lay there looking at me. I then made it dance for her, not using my hands, something I was easily capable of doing, and had done so on many occasion much to the delight of my wife. Not unexpectedly, I heard Chris chuckle, also watching me as I did that.
"Now...watch this," My wife did say as the two of them sat looking over towards me. "Spank it baby...spank it, make it swing back and forth as fast as you can for her!"
There were times when I was indeed horny beyond belief, which I was in fact now. When I could quite easily, and very, very pleasurably, slap my prick almost as hard as it was physically possible to do. I would then very often, slap it with both hands from opposite directions, one after the other until my cock was a virtual blur of motion in between each slap. It would vibrate, spin, rock back and forth with blinding speed. The stinging blows easily heard, and quite pleasurable once I really got into it. Without further coaxing, I began doing just that.
"Holy shit! Doesn't that fucking hurt?" Jill asked in bemused wonder as I sat there spanking my dick as hard and as fast as I could.
"No more than when I do that to myself," Kate said looking up, likewise just as enthralled now, though I had felt myself getting a bit too close there towards the end, and thus refrained from continuing further. I wanted to enjoy this, and we'd just barely even gotten started here.
"Ok, my turn!" Chris said as she and Kate now exchanged places. I went back to simply sitting, occasionally giving the head of my cock a little pinch or a feel, sipping my wine, watching as Kate now caressed and played with her daughters breasts while my wife took up where her sister had left off, fingering and now sucking Jill's tender young pussy.
"Tell us when you're getting close," Chris told her. "But don't cum yet..." she added. It was obvious she was getting close, though trying without much success in delaying the inevitable. Her face was screwed up in a pleasured grimace as she fought off the urge, and then slowly began to succumb to it regardless of her effort.
"Ok, fuck...ok, I can't hold off for very much longer!" she finally exclaimed meaning it.
"Come here Steven," Chris said sitting up. "And hurry!"
I didn't need to be asked twice. Quick as a bunny I was on my knees, and then laying down between Jill's legs.
"Make her cum baby...make her cum now."
Chris held my rock hard shaft, placing it at the opening of Jill's sweet tight tender pussy. With more ease than one could possibly even imagine, I slipped deeply inside her, hilting myself in her succulent depths. I heard the intake of her breath, the expulsion, which sounded more like an explosion as I slid back out, and then in, and then out again.
"That's it baby...fuck her! Fuck her! Fuck her!"
Kate was now leaning over, sucking Jill's left breast. Chris having let go of my prick, now joined her sister, sucking on the right one, each however watching me as I began thrusting faster and faster in and out of Jill's almost too slippery soaked cunt. The sounds of our coupling easily heard, the frothy mixture of her nectar being churned inside, now bubbling to the surface as I fucked into it, adding a bit more of the slippery drippy lubrications which I now felt running out and down the crack of her ass as I continued pummeling the depths of her cunt with my cock.
"Oh my God! Oh my God! Oh my God!" Jill screamed out suddenly at the top of her lungs, her cunt suddenly liquefying, splurging itself, becoming more juice than cunt in actuality as I felt my own semen suddenly discharge, leaping from the head of my dick, filling her pussy to near overflowing just as she climaxed, screaming and babbling unintelligently all the while.
Exhausted for the moment at least, I rolled away from on top of her, not wanting to suffocate or crush her with my weight. As I did, Kate came back around, her mouth now softly licking, lapping up the precious mixed spending of us both from her daughters well pleasured pussy.
Likewise, Chris came over to me, her mouth now cleaning, softly sucking, and licking up the same mixture of cream and Jill sauce that she found there as well.
With Jill and I both out of the action momentarily, it wasn't at all surprising when the two of us, simply sat back leaning against the couch, though still sitting upon the bed, as Kate and Chris once again came together.
I knew then as they did that...this would be one very long, and very incredible night ahead of us.
**
I had a very long time ago told Chris that one of my all time favorite fantasies was to watch two women, humping their cunts together. As much as I enjoyed seeing them go down on one another, this was something else entirely for me. The thought of two very wet, very slippery cunts working back and forth against one another was one of the most stimulating things I had ever seen, though up until now, I had only seen it being done in a porn movie.
When my wife looked up at me smiling, and then began to slide her legs in a scissor fashion over and under her sisters, I knew then that I was about to witness something I had long yearned to see.
"Oh fuck!" I moaned pleasurably, even though my cock had fallen off to one side, limp...flaccid and totally happy. Even then in jumped, throbbed and waggled all by itself as I saw the two women position themselves.
It began as a slow tease, barely even moving against one another, more like they were using their respective cunt lips to actually kiss like lips, pressing themselves together in a very intimate embrace. Slowly then, gradually, picking up the tempo, each beginning to move against the other, gyrating, grinding, and pressing themselves upon one another.
Chris, like myself was slowly recovering from our own intense pleasures. She sat watching totally focused on her mother and her Aunt, me for the moment at least totally forgotten, though I could certainly see why. She reached up, one hand now tenderly caressing her breast, her other hand down between her legs, toying with the renewed lubrications I could only imagine were already beginning to once again form there. As satisfied as my cock had been, it too began to rise with renewed interest, not at all unexpectedly as my fantasy came to life in front of my very eyes.
Both women were now audibly moaning and groaning as they moved against one another. Hands now reaching out to interlock fingers, just as their sex combined in a dance of unbridled passion and desire. Once again the slippery sounds they made began to increase as more and more lubricant seemed to be produced, spilling, seeping, and now quite loudly squishing between the two of them as their rotations, humping, and girl-fuck coupling increased.
"Fuck me Kate! Fuck me!" Chris screamed out pleasurably. "That's it! That's it! Make me cum...cum...cum!" She screamed.
Kate too seemed to climax almost instantly, though what I then saw and witnessed surprised me even more. Chris always had been the vocal one, which I loved immensely, hearing her vulgar, decadent, dirty nasty cries of pleasure and obscene spat words as she climaxed. Kate on the other hand, though just as loud in another way, simply screamed out her joy in a long mewling growl that seemed more animalistic than anything else. And though hearing that surprised me, it was now seeing the unexpected, which I hadn't at all been aware of. Still humping against one another, Kate's orgasm began with a telltale streamer of spurting girl-cream the likes of which I had once again never seen before. A jettison of clear liquid, squirting, spurting, and arching high into the air, literally drenched them both as it fell back upon them. Had she been sitting there with a spray bottle set on full, squirting it up in the air, I'd have understood how she'd done that. But this...actually seeing a woman squirt the way that she now was, was beyond anything I had ever hope to witness or ever see. And by the somewhat surprised look on my wife's face, this was also something she herself hadn't obviously been aware she could do.
It was also at that moment, I just then realized I'd also heard somewhere in the back of my mind, Jill's second climatic cry of relief. I quickly glanced over where she was sitting, and though her hand had now obviously slowed, she was still encircling her clit with the tip of her finger, one hand still rolling just as softly, one of her extended still aroused hardened nipples.
"Fuck mom! How in the hell do you do that?"
Kate's face bloomed into a sea of red embarrassment as she finally rolled away, now likewise sitting up, her back resting against one of the cushioned chairs. "I don't know," she said still trying to catch her breath. Sometimes I just do...I don't know how or when...and I don't always, but whenever I get this horny, I know it's very likely that I will. I guess...I should have said something," she said a bit sheepishly.
"Are you kidding? That was indeed damn fucking hot sis!" Chris said once again moving over towards her sister. It was almost anticlimactic when she ran her tongue up and down her sister's still exposed slit, hoping for a taste.
"It's not pee!" Kate exclaimed as though wondering if Chris might be thinking that.
"I know it isn't sis...I've read about women who can do that in fact, just never personally knew anyone who could...up until now anyway," she grinned, once again lapping at, and now kissing her sister's slit. "And it still tastes good too!" she added. Not quite as sweet as before...a little different, a little more watery perhaps, but still very sweet tasting."
Kate seemed to be relieved upon hearing that, as the four of us now sat, trying to recoup, gather ourselves and simply recall the incredible past few moments we had all shared together. We all seemed to fall into our own collective thoughts as several minutes passed by before anyone spoke again. Chris soon was the first to break the silence after that however upon seeing my cock once again beginning to stiffen. I'd been sitting there reliving that magical moment when watching my wife and her sister humping their cunts against one another. An image now that I knew without any doubt would supplement those oft times in the shower perhaps, when a simple quick jerk off before work was needed.
"I see that you're ready to go again...and so soon too!" Chris said in surprise. I was in fact a little surprised at that myself.
"I guess so," I said simply looking at her, though wondering as to what might be on the agenda next. I didn't have too long to wait either before finding out.
**
By the look on Kate's face, she wasn't exactly expecting it either, though it's something they must have obviously discussed and talked about at length. But I don't think even knowing that it would, eventually, that it was something that was going to happen right now.
"It's been a while...for Kate," Chris began. "Since she's actually been with a man. And not counting that little moment this morning either," she smiled grinning at me.
"Hey...it wasn't THAT little!" I complained, meaning it as a joke in order to lighten the mood just a little. Which I was glad to see it do as Chris snickered, and Kate blushed profusely once again.
"Be that as it may..." Chris said laughing. "A blow job doesn't count. We're talking good old fashioned man and woman, fucky-fucky, straight up!"
"Well...I certainly am that!" I exclaimed as my cock had in fact once again risen to its full majestic length and rigid firmness.
"And since you are," Chris mused. "I believe that it's now time that Kate here, gets to experience that, which is something she has sadly, and for too fucking long, been going without!"
At Chris's direction I was soon placed in the middle of our enormous bed. "Come on Kate, this one's for you..." she said waggling my cock at her sister. "Come...sit on it, enjoy yourself, and have a nice long joyful fuck," she urged her. Kate quickly moved over, mounting me easily. I felt her tight, yet slick wonderful pussy ease itself down and over my shaft until she had gobbled up each and every precious inch of my straining cock deep inside her. Only then did she moan deeply, audibly, all the while holding still.
"Holy fuck...it's been a while!" She exclaimed just allowing herself to feel me inside her, unmoving as yet, just getting used to what had to be an almost forgotten sensation by now. "I swear to you sis...if I even move an inch, I think I'll cum. Fuck...it's been way too fucking long!"
Both Chris as well as Jill laughed upon hearing that, now moving over to kneel on each side of her, hands now caressing, soothing, and spreading over and across her body like wild fire. Even my own now came into play, reaching up to cup and cuddle her full firm breasts, delighting in the sensation of gently pulling on her hard, very hard, and very extended excited nipples.
"God that feels good! So damn...fucking good!" she moaned, only then lifting up...ever so slowly, allowing the new sensation of my cock nearly coming out of her before riding down it once again, feeling it as it pressed inside, splitting her sex in ways she hadn't felt in a good long while now.
"That's it baby...feel it. Feel Steven's hard stiff cock going in and out of your pussy baby, ride it honey...ride it up and down, in and out...yes, yes...that's it, that's it....feel it baby, feel my husband's prick fucking you!"
Chris was going to make me cum already if she didn't shut up...though hearing her talking so dirty, so nasty was something I couldn't live without now either. The one thing in my favor, having already climaxed so thoroughly a short while ago, I figured it would at least be a bit longer this time before I did again, so her wonderfully, nasty dirty talk, might only increase that inevitability by a few minutes perhaps.
"Oh Steven! Your dick feels so damn good inside me!" she said. Hearing her say that when unlike her sister, she was more vocal in the moaning/groaning department rather than actually speaking the words. But perhaps having heard Chris saying so much as of late, her own shy inhibitions were finally giving way. "God, I love how this feels inside me, your hard fucking cock, stroking...no, fucking! My pussy! My cunt!" she cried out deliriously, actually laughing in glee now as she began rising up and down upon me with ever quickening speed. Jill and Chris still caressing her, playing with her breasts, sometimes reaching around to tickle stroke, or caress her clit as well as my cock as I lay there beneath her, enjoying the sensation of my prick sliding in and out of that sweet heavenly passage.
Kate's cunt was getting wetter and wetter and wetter. I'd actually begun to feel the spray of pussy spittle's landing against my chest and thighs, the slap of flesh against flesh adding to the erotic sensuality of our coupling. The visual...Chris and Jill leaning over to suck on her bouncing breasts or simply holding them fondling her incredibly hard nipples.
"Cum on him honey!" Chris urged. "Cum on that nice hard fucking cock!"



"Oh God!"
"That's it mom...mommy, ride that dick, ride, fuck, hump Uncle Steven's nice hard cock!"
"Fuck!" I moaned pleasurably hearing these three lovely, naked, and horny women as they spoke, Kate's pussy sucking my prick so deep inside her hot snatch that I was hovering on the edge myself once again, only seconds away now from shooting another hard-felt load of cum into that fiery hot cunt of hers.
The only warning I got from Kate was the actual gush of her orgasm itself. Losing her voice, perhaps even her thoughts, her face suddenly screwed up in one of the most pleasurable grimaces I'd ever seen. The moment I saw her do that, I then felt this incredible surge of liquid bliss suddenly bathing my cock, pouring out of her now like someone had turned on the water faucet.
"Shit! I'm gonna..."
Kate leapt from my cock faster than I or anyone else thought possible just as I cried out the last word just before my own explosive climax.
"Cum!"
She had to have been still cumming herself even as her mouth suddenly surrounded my prick. I could feel the continued gush of her pussy, the cascade of spurts still bathing my balls just as my prick began to jettison a torrent of spunk inside her hungrily sucking mouth. I could even feel fingers now playing in the deluge behind, whether they were my wife's or Jill's, I had no idea, but even that sensation seemed to add to the incredible ecstasy the two of us were then feeling. I felt hands still working Kate's pussy from behind, fingers fondling my slick balls, Kate still sucking my prick though the pulsating squirts had finally begun to diminish, though not yet in pleasurable intensity as she drained every last drop out of the head of my prick.
"Damn!" I moaned, now feeling a bit sensitive, giggling like a girl as Kate finally released me from her mouth, sitting up, rolling off me and collapsing by my side.
"That was fucking...hot!" Jill stated emphatically. "Wow mom...you soaked everything! That was awesome!"
**
A short while later, Chris and I stumbled back up the stairs to our bedroom, collapsing and falling immediately to sleep afterwards. We had left Jill and Kate holding onto one another there in the den where they'd decided to remain and likewise fall asleep.
I know I didn't dream, too exhausted and too content to have done so, but I woke in the morning wondering if I was as I felt the sensation of a warm mouth lovingly sucking my prick. As awareness took hold, I opened my eyes looking down at my wife as she lazily ran her tongue up and down the length of my surprisingly hard shaft.
"Uh...um, good morning," I said grinning looking at her through still sleepy eyes. "Someone's certainly in a good mood this morning," I then added.
She smiled, looking up at me between my legs, looking more beautiful than I think I'd ever seen her, disheveled hair and all. "In a good mood...and in a horny mood too," she winked, still licking.
"Obviously!" I sighed pleasurably smiling back.
"Well, don't get too comfy or into this," she suddenly told me. "But I wanted to make sure I had your total undivided attention. We still need to talk!"
I sat up resting myself on my elbows. "This sounds serious, although since you're still licking my dick, I can't think it's going to be too bad," I said though now wondering and curious what it was she felt we needed to talk about.
"It is serious, well sort of anyway...but I wanted to tell you something, hear what you had to say before things go any further around here," she told me. I'd actually been expecting that, though to be perfectly honest, I'd thought this would have been a discussion we should have had long before now.
"Shoot!" I said sitting up even more as Chris retreated, letting go of my dick and now sitting up straight herself facing me.
"Obviously you know how much I care about my sister...as well as my niece. And I know that you care about both of them just as much as I do." It was a rhetorical statement, and one that she only needed to see me nod my head in agreement with, which I did. "They're family...and as long as they're living here with us, perhaps even more so," she explained though I was still not quite following along here. Yes...they certainly were family, though as I sat there, the family activities we'd suddenly found ourselves enjoying together might not be the sort normally accepted either.
"Go on..."
"I know we talked about this, and came to mutual agreement on it, that my sister and my niece are welcome to live with us as long as they need to. But..."
"But?" Chris glowered at me and then continued.
"But...I don't want either one of them, or us for that matter, to feel uncomfortable while they are. I want them to feel like this is their home, every bit as much as ours."
I still wasn't sure where my wife was going with this, though I could only assume what it was she was getting at. "Honey, I can assure you...I promise I will behave myself around your sister and your niece, I won't even try to do..."
"You're not listening," she said shutting me up. I could only sit there, totally confused as I looked at her. She smiled at that and continued on. "What I don't want is for things to stop being the way they were for us either just because they're living here. They're not guests, they're family...our family, and for a while a part of us, a part of everything we are, everything we do. And that means that I want you to treat my sister, my niece, the exact same way you treat me. I think Kate needs to see that, to feel that...and so does Jill!"
"So in other words, if I'm feeling in a playful or frisky mood, and feel like reaching out and grabbing one of their boobs or something, that it's ok to go ahead and do it?"
That was the way it had been between Chris and I. We'd always openly showed affection to one another in that way, and though I was actually fishing here, not really being serious when I said that, the moment I had, I saw Chris's eyes light up along with her smile.
"Yes! Exactly! That's exactly what I want and expect you to do. Don't treat Kate or Jill for that matter any differently than you do me. I've already told them both this is how I believe things should be around here, and like you...they asked me to discuss this with you first before we all came to a mutual understanding and agreement on it. Like I said, I don't want any of us to feel uncomfortable or awkward around one another. And since we've now enjoyed one another so intimately, and enjoyed it to the extent that we obviously have, there shouldn't be any guilt feelings, awkwardness, or insecurity with regards to it either. In other words, if Kate wants you to fuck her, then I expect you to do that, and the same thing goes with Jill too. And I also want you to know, that if we decide to wander off and fool around a bit, with or without you joining us, then you need to expect that to happen every once in a while and not feel left out, or shunned or feel like we're sneaking around your back either if and when we do."
I couldn't believe what I was actually hearing, trying to keep a smile from widening across my face too much.
"And they're ok with this?" I asked incredulously.
"Of course they are! But only if YOU are!" She told me. "I promised them even before we all got together last night that we'd talk about it, make sure we were all on the same page here."
I thought about it for a moment, trying to look like I was actually giving this a great deal of serious consideration.
"Oh the sacrifices we have to make at times for our families," I said trying to keep a straight face. I wasn't surprised when Chris hauled off and hit me either, though thankfully, she did so with her pillow and not her fist.
"I am serious about this," she said after we wrestled about on the bed for several minutes.
"I know you are...and so am I," I said as I positioned my rock hard cock at the opening of her very wet juicy split.
"Good...because I also want you to set up an appointment with your doctor."
I had nearly shoved my dick inside her, holding still now before doing so, asking..."Why?"
"So he can write you up a prescription for Viagra, that's why."
"Viagra? You've got to be kidding! Do you really think I can't get it up? I mean...I didn't seem to do too badly last night now did I?" I asked seriously taken aback.
"Not last night...no. But let's face it Steven, you'll be living with three...count em, three, very sensual, very sexually uninhibited women, whose libidos have just been kicked into overdrive here."
I thought about that. "I'll make an appointment first thing on Monday," I told her.
"Good...now, fuck me!"
**
The smell of breakfast cooking greeted both Chris and I as we came downstairs an hour later. I was now suddenly famished, and with good reason. The moment we walked into the kitchen area, I saw Chris nod her head at both her sister as well as her niece, getting a knowing smile and nod of the head in return, though each then looked towards me. "Good morning Steven," Kate said walking over to give me a kiss, not on the cheek, but on the mouth, the tickle of her tongue momentarily fencing with mine as we stood there.
"Um ah...good morning Kate!" I said smiling back as she stepped back going back to the counter where she was waiting for the toast to pop up. Which is when Jill came sauntering over as well. It was hard not to notice that all she was wearing was a white tee shirt as a night shirt, along with a pair of white cotton panties. She too stood on tippy-toe, reaching up to give me a friendly, yet somewhat sensual kiss.
"Good morning Uncle Steven," she grinned making the way she said that seem somehow naughty and delicious, my recently spent prick taking note of that and throbbing beneath the robe I was wearing.
They had made heaping plates of food, and as we all sat down to eat, I was already wondering if even taking Viagra, if I was going to be able to keep up with these three. But I was already looking forward to trying.
After we had cleaned up and cleared away the dishes after breakfast, I poured myself a third cup of coffee, grabbed the morning paper and headed outside to the deck to enjoy the early morning sunshine. Jill did the same, wandering out with me. As she sat, I couldn't help noticing the sudden appearance of her twin little points pressing against the thin fabric of her tee shirt. Though not yet as warm as the day promised it would get, the difference in temperatures had given rise to those sweet little nipples of hers as she sat down next to me and began perusing through the want ads. I didn't know where Kate and my wife had gone off, or what they were doing, wondering as I sat there if they were in fact off in one of their rooms at that very moment messing around a little. The thought of that suddenly stirring interest in my cock, especially as I sat staring at my nieces nicely molded boobs, her rock hard nipples almost showing through. I was still entertaining the thought of Chris and Kate curled up in another pussy-press together when I heard the sound of the sliding glass doors. I was actually disappointed, until they walked past, Chris holding one of our large thick fluffy comforters in hand which she began spreading out on the lawn directly in front of me. Kate held what was obviously one of the toys I had recently purchased for Chris, and the fact they were both naked immediately told me I was in for some sort of a treat. Even Jill looked up in surprise at seeing the two of them so obviously about to explore and entertain one another in front of us. Chris looked over smiling at me knowingly.
"I promised Kate I'd show her how these worked and felt," she told me. "But I thought you might enjoy seeing it while I did."
She was certainly right about that, and it was obvious that Jill was now taking interest in it too. "If you'd like, you can join us," Kate said addressing her daughter.
She giggled but remained where she was. "Actually, I think I'd prefer to sit here and watch beside Uncle Steven," she said easily, though once again speaking in that sultry tone of voice that hinted at the pure sensuality of her obvious arousal. "I love watching you and Aunt Chris together," she then added, speaking for us both.
The article I'd been reading in the paper was long forgotten now as Kate spread herself out on the thick blanket my wife had placed down on the grass. Tossing down a couple of the throw pillows we had for use outside, Kate made herself all nice and comfy as my wife waddled over towards her on her knees, this bright blue, now humming, rotating toy in her hand.
"Good God! Does it mow the lawn too?" Kate asked as Chris approached her with it.
"Nope...sorry, that's my job," I said laughing seeing the somewhat startled expression on her face, but if I don't watch it, according to Chris, it might replace another job that used to be mine too!"
Turning it down several notches, Chris then ran it around her sister's breasts letting her get somewhat of a feel for it. It was still interesting to see her rest the device against Kate's nipples, seeing them spring to life almost immediately. And then much like a mini lawnmower, Chris circled Kate's breasts with it, teasing and pleasuring her quite obviously before slowly moving it downwards, dipping briefly at her naval where she then turned it up a notch before proceeding further down south.
I was suddenly delighted that I had nothing more on than my bathrobe. Undoing the sash, I let "Mr. Happy" out as Chris oft times had called my dick. Happy, because it always waved at her when she brought him out to play, which he was doing all by himself at this very moment. Kate and Chris where too busy having their own fun to notice however, though Jill certainly wasn't.
Jill had in fact already bunched up the tee-shirt she was wearing up and over her boobs. One hand tweaking a nipple, the other down the front of her white cotton panties where she was obviously sitting there fingering herself.
To be honest, I didn't know which way to look, wishing I now had chameleon eyes or something in order to better see everything at once. Jill however quickly remedied that herself upon seeing my dancing, waving prick after I'd opened my sash and allowed the front of my robe to part. She stood up grabbing her chair and then placed it more to the side next to where Kate and Chris were busily experimenting. Chris was now running the tip of the soft humming toy up and down her sister's wet split, not yet putting it inside, still teasing, which was something I loved watching her do to herself.
Jill now pointed at the chair, letting me know without saying a word where it was that she wanted me to sit. Only more than happy to accommodate her, I did, standing up and following my hard stiff prick over towards it, sitting down. The moment I did, Jill crawled into my lap, her ass facing towards me, though it allowed the two of us to continue to look off to the side as Chris now began to gently ease the humming, rotating, and now thrumming toy into her sister's quim.
Jill wasn't quite as slippery as either Kate or my wife could get, but she was slick enough. I felt the head of my prick sort of pop through the entrance of her tight little cunt, taking a moment to lubricate it further with some spit before easing it inside her any further. It certainly didn't take long however, Jill's pussy immediately gobbling up my dick inch by inch until she had consumed it entirely. Looking at my niece's ass now, grabbing onto it with my hands, I felt the delicious tickle of her sweet cunny as she slowly eased upwards, making my dick reappear like some sort of a magic act. Which in a way, it was. Her cunt was in many respects, quite magical as she slithered back down once again impaling herself on it ever so slowly.
By now, Chris was basically doing the same thing to Kate with the toy. I watched the disappearance of it as two rows, and then three of rotating little beads slipped inside her, the nose of what I knew to be a dolphin now vibrating rapidly against Kate's clit. As though to emulate that same sensation perhaps, Jill had reached down between her legs, spreading her own lips apart, forcing her clit to emerge even more openly than it had been as she began caressing and stroking it with the tip of her finger, all the while grinding against me as she did so. I reached up, my hands coming around to locate her breasts, reveling in the feel of her firm soft titties, kneading them like a contented cat as she continued teasing her clit.
"You're driving me fucking crazy you know that?" Kate mewled, her eyes nearly crossing as she grabbed two handfuls of the blanket in each of her hands. Chris sat working the toy in and out, in and out, at a fairly easy pace, but the vibrations and various stimulations as she did that were nearly overloading Kate's senses. "You do know...paybacks a bitch right?"
Chris laughed. "I certainly hope so!" she told her sister, and then turned the vibrator up another notch.
That one overloaded her circuits in a strange sort of way. Letting go of the comforter, she reached down, wrestling with Chris for the toy, grabbing it herself then. I watched, my cock wonderfully, and deeply embedded inside Jill's cunt, though upon watching her mother, she'd stopped moving too. Kate yanked it out, then plunged it back in rapidly, once, twice and then a third time. Pulling it out of herself completely, the three of us sat there and followed the high arching little geyser of female fluid that shot out of her like a water cannon. There was one gigantic spurt, and then she shoved the toy in once again, once again yanking it completely out of herself, and simply held it. It was to me like priming the pump. Her next squirt really wasn't. It was this ongoing continued jettison of female juice that just kept spraying, and spraying and spraying. Chris, now taking advantage of the sudden afternoon shower, placed herself in front of her sister, allowing the cascade of her female joy juice to literally bathe her. Watching my wife actually catching the stream of her sister's spraying juice, washing her breasts with it, even her face, was one of the most erotic, sensual moments I'd ever witnessed before in my entire life. Like I said, even Jill was caught up in it, now frozen in place on top of my cock.
Kate basically collapsed. The torrent of her climax slowly fading, the faucet turned off almost as suddenly as it had been turned on.
"God mother! You've GOT to show me how the fuck you do that!" she exclaimed, and then began riding my prick for all she was worth. About all I could do was hold on for dear life, though having those nice young tits of hers to hold on to, made it a little easier.
It was only seconds after that, Jill let out a nice little cry of her own, a sprinkle of her own pleasured juices suddenly lubricating my prick even more, and then bolted off my cock like she'd been shot from it. At first, I thought I'd hurt her or something, but she'd gone into a whole different frenzy, now ending up between her mother's legs where she proceeded to lick her dry. Chris stood, walking over towards me, straddling me herself now, though facing me.
"Fuck me baby...fuck me, make me gush," and boy did she. Chris gushed quite nicely, saturating my cock and balls. As she came, she triggered my own powerful climax. I felt the spurts of my dick filling her warm wet cavern, bathing the inside of her walls with my spunk until it began leaking out of her. I saw her wink at me, and then stood saying, "Watch this!" Chris cupped her quim, waddled over and stood over her niece and her sister. "Ok, who wants it?" she then asked.
I've always said there's decadence...and then there's really hot, naughty, nasty decadence. This was that. Kate and Jill both scrambled about until they were laying head to head, my wife standing over them. She then stepped, spreading her legs even more widely, and I watched as the long thin line of our combined spending seemed to drip, suspended for a moment, and then with a plop, fell into their waiting mouths.



**
Monday was a long day. I was a bit more tired than usual, not too surprisingly so. We'd again had another mini-marathon that evening after dinner, not hitting the sack until well after midnight. I'd made that appointment with the doctor too. Chris was right, the three of them were going to be a handful, but I was already looking forward to making the effort...or die happily trying.
By the time I arrived home, Chris met me at the door, the broadest smile on her face I had ever seen. I saw she was holding a letter in her hand, and then knew who it was from by the post marks.
"He's coming home Steven! Jim's got two weeks leave! He says he should be here by Friday!"
Although I was as excited by the unexpected news as she was, I realized that Jim's unexpected arrival home was no doubt going to put a real damper on things around the house. I guess Chris saw the look in my eyes and answered the unasked question, or one of them anyway.
"Don't worry...I'm sure he won't mind staying on the fold away bed in the den."
"No...I'm sure he won't, but that really wasn't my first concern either. I guess, we'll just have to behave ourselves while he's here," I said a little dejectedly.
"Well, maybe...perhaps," Chris agreed. "But it's only for two weeks, and besides, you know how fond he is of his Aunt, and how close he and Jill were growing up, I'm sure he'll be as excited to see them as they are to see him!" She told me.
And of course they all would be. But the thoughts that concerned me the most now, if Jim should ever find out, the knowledge I'd been fucking his Aunt, his cousin, and that his own mother was involved with them both as well. The knowledge of that could be devastating to him.
I was excited and anxious to see my son again. But it was with a bit of a nagging concern that I headed upstairs to change clothes. Jill was lying nude on the bed waiting for me when I came into the room.
"Did you hear the news?" she asked excitedly. "Jim's going to be here soon! I can hardly wait to see him! Now...come over here and fuck me. I'm still horny from last night!"
I quickly slipped out of my clothes and slid into bed next to her. Whatever worries or fears I had were going to have to wait. Right now...there was a naked girl in my bed that needed me, and two more that just then entered the bedroom. Whatever direction this family would end up going in would have to be dealt with later. Right now, I had three hot luscious women to attend to, and Mr. Happy was more than willing to do just that.
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I had known Stacy and her parents Mike and Doreen ever since moving in next door to them some five years ago shortly after my divorce. Stacy was fourteen then and early on used to come over, doing a little lighthouse cleaning for me in order to earn some extra money. Because of that, we'd actually become friends even though I was twenty years her senior. In a way, I became more of an older brother figure more so than a father figure. And as time went on, Stacy felt more and more comfortable speaking to me about things that she wouldn't dare have tried discussing with her own parents.
I'd been invited to attend Stacy's graduation from High School a few months ago, and was pleased that they'd even consider sending me an invitation. It was still hard to believe the young woman I had so long ago met now, had indeed blossomed into a very beautiful, obviously very popular woman who seemed to have more boys hanging around her than I'd ever seen before.
Both Doreen and Mike didn't mind that however, glad to see their daughter wasn't ready to settle down with any one particular young guy. I had to grit my teeth on those few occasions when the subject of their daughter's dating was brought up however. She'd confided in me just a short time ago that she was indeed very sexually active, and having really discovered just how high her sex drive was, had already made the decision she wasn't about to settle down with just one man, not for a while anyway. So I had a pretty good idea as to why she was so popular, and it wasn't just because of her very attractive looks and gorgeous body, though that certainly went a long way towards all that.
Being close to Mike and Doreen as well, I'd been invited over to dinner on a few occasions, had even endured the occasional "blind date" fix up from Doreen, though neither introduction had led to anything beyond that. And though I dated periodically, at the moment there wasn't anyone in particular in my life right now, not that I wasn't looking. But my odd schedule at work kept me busy, and made it virtually impossible for me to carry on any sort of long-term relationship worth working at.
I had just gotten word that I was to put on an unscheduled presentation in Albuquerque first thing in the morning. That meant leaving work early in order to get home, spend some time going over my notes and research, pack, and fly out first thing. It was a nice day, and rather than wasting it being inside, I brought everything outside with me and sat down at my patio table, also enjoying a nice cold beer while I did. Another reason for coming home in the middle of the day rather than staying at work. I'd only been working for a few minutes when I heard the sound of Stacy's laughter coming from next door. I hadn't really thought about her being home. I remember hearing something about her working part time as a waitress someplace, but that was generally in the early evenings, so it stood to reason that she might spend part of her day at the house. I shook my head at the laughter. As Mike and Doreen also worked during the day, that left Stacy plenty of alone time to be with her friends. Additional laughter now telling me, she was in fact entertaining someone, though to be honest, I half expected it to be another girlfriend. When I heard a young man's voice crying out a moment later, I knew better.
"So, if I catch you I can have anything I want huh?" he said.
"Yes, but...you've got to catch me before I get back inside the house," she then told him. There was again laughter, and then what was obviously a chase about the yard with the sounds of patio furniture being overturned.
Now I was curious. As my deck was slightly elevated, all I had to do was stand up and I could see pretty clearly into my neighbor's yard. The moment I did however, seeing what I then saw, I immediately ducked back down less I was discovered. I couldn't believe what I'd just seen for one thing, but now was obviously intrigued by it for a number of reasons. The first of which was that Stacy was naked, though they actually both were. And I had to admit, whether I wanted to or not, ever since she'd grown up, I'd caught myself stealing glances at her whenever she'd worn something even remotely skimpy, especially when she'd come over for a visit. There had been times I swear she was flirting with me without being too obvious about it. But even though she might have been, I'd never pursued anything with her, not wanting to ruin the relationship we did have. Not to mention my friendship with Mike and Doreen.
Still.
Taking advantage of the high fence connecting our two properties, I quickly made my way over towards it, easily locating a knothole I could peek through without too much expectation of discovery, even though that was risky enough as it was. Their ongoing laughter, and the sounds of the chase still going on, let me know however that the likelihood of them spotting me was pretty remote. Once again I peeked through the fence just in time to see the young man boldly jump over their patio table, surprising Stacy and quickly cornering her. Seconds later he had caught her from behind as she still attempted to make her escape, though it was obviously too late.
"Gotcha!" He declared obviously pleased with himself, and for good reason. He now stood there with his hands having captured both of her exquisite looking breasts.
"Ok, you win!" Stacy said giggling, obviously not at all unpleased by having been caught, nor by the attention his hands were now giving her tits. If anything, it appeared to me like she was actually excited she had been.
I was excited myself too. Actually seeing Stacy naked for the first time was a delightful surprise. I'd always had my own interpretation of what the young woman might look like of course, but actually seeing her was something else entirely. I'd always known her breasts had blossomed into a nice womanly size, but I could only guess at what everything else actually looked like. Her nipples were considerably larger than what I'd imagined, a nice light tan color, with good sized areola's that were a bit larger than most I had seen. It gave each of her breasts a very sultry look that I hadn't expected to see. In addition to that, she was completely shaved too, though that had become somewhat the norm as of late, and something I wasn't too surprised in seeing. The surprise was simply because I was actually seeing it. But it didn't end there either.
"Let me guess...I bet what you want me to do is suck you off don't you?" She then stated leaning over to right one of the patio chairs that had been knocked over before sitting in it. Just hearing Stacy say that was enough to cause my own cock to lurch. Like I said, she'd been somewhat openly flirtatious around me herself, but in all the time, I'd still never heard her come right out and say anything as suggestively lewd as she'd just spoken.
"Oh like that isn't exactly what you want to do yourself!" The boy told her coming over to stand in front of her now, his long thin cock pointing directly at her as she reached up her hand, wrapping it around his member and began toying with it as she sat there.
"You know my rule," she said reminding him, though I of course had no idea what that was.
"Yeah, I know...you prefer watching it squirt on you, but that also means that next time..."
"Next time, maybe," Stacy said butting in. "We'll see if there will even be a next time," she stated easily. "It depends on how much you give me this time," she then added obviously toying with him.
I stood there peeking through the hole in the fence reasonably sure they wouldn't even know I was there, provided I didn't make any noise, or any sudden movements that might alert them to the fact I was standing there spying on them. I now watched as Stacy leaned forward taking the young man's cock into her mouth where she proceeded to suck on it lovingly as he braced himself, placing his hands on the top of her head while she did. Standing to the side of me, it made it very easy to see everything she was doing, especially as they were less than ten feet away from where I was actually looking at them.
I was tempted to take out my own stiff cock and jerk off, but I didn't. Bad enough I should get caught looking in the first place, worse if I was to do so standing there with my dick out, so I refrained. But I also knew I'd end up going inside to take care of that later myself after they'd gone back inside, and when I would feel reasonably safe in moving again without having been discovered.
It didn't take long. Either he was already really worked up, which would have been my guess, or she was damn good at sucking cock, though it was very possibly a combination of the two. Moments later he forced himself away from her, Stacy obviously aware of it, and prepared for it herself. Almost immediately she placed the lounge chair she was sitting in, into a layback position.
"Right here Mark...right here, shoot it all over my pussy!"
I stood there watching the young man pumping his prick. In seconds he was squirting thick streams of his spunk against her, most of it landing exactly where she told him to put it, all over her widespread very bare cunt. When he was sure he had milked out every last drop onto her, only then did she look up, still smiling and speak again.
"Ok, time for you to go now," she told him almost immediately, which frankly, took me by surprise. I could see by the pained expression on his face he wasn't ready to leave. "Mark? You promised, you know the deal here. I told you if I let you do anything, that you had to do it the way I wanted it, or there was no deal. So if you'd ever like to feel that again, or see me naked again, then it's time for you to leave...now!"
Obviously he gave in to her demands, though I could see he was damn reluctant to do so. Turning, he went back inside the house, no doubt in order to dress, though I was curious to see if he'd remain behind and peer at her through the windows or something. Minutes later however, I heard the sound of a car starting up next door, and knew that he'd done as she'd requested.
In the meantime, I continued to stand there, more confused, though more intrigued by what I saw her doing next. She was obviously using the kid's spunk to masturbate herself with, smearing a lot of it onto her breasts, which she scooped up with her fingers from her pussy. Though mostly she toyed with her clit, using his fresh juice to further pleasure and tease herself with that way. I felt like my prick was going to poke a hole through my pants as hard as I was, but I still didn't dare move, fearing any movement might give away the fact that I was standing there on the other side of the fence spying on her. As close as she was, and with a perfect eye-view of her wide-open pussy, I was about as horny as I'd ever been, watching the young woman whom I'd seen grow up next door to me, masturbating herself to what turned out to be a very long, very loud, and obviously very intense climax!
Afterwards she lay there for several minutes gradually collecting herself, only then getting up and going back inside the house. I waited even then for an additional minute or two myself before heading back inside as well. I now had a very hard, very stiff and very needful prick that needed attending to. Especially while the images of what I'd just seen and witnessed were still fresh in my mind.
I stopped briefly to gather up the papers I had spread on the table earlier so that they didn't get blown around the yard, and then slipped inside the sliding glass door into the kitchen area. Just as I did that, I heard the sound of the front door bell.
"Great, now what?" I wondered as I quickly repositioned my stiff member into a somewhat better position inside my pants, though even that didn't help matters much as I opened the door, still standing behind it somewhat awkwardly.
"Hi Jim, thought I saw your car in the driveway," Stacy said as she stood there looking at me. "Mind if I come in?"
All she was wearing was a white bikini top and a pair of almost too short cut off Levi jeans. Obviously it hadn't taken her long to dress, nor to decide to come over here after seeing my car in the drive. Curious, I invited her in, though immediately turning to head towards the kitchen area and the safety of the counter top. Though it wasn't at all odd for her to drop in like this, I still found it curiously odd that she had done so, so soon after her boyfriend had left. I couldn't help but wonder if she was worried I might indeed have seen or overheard anything.
"Care for something cold to drink?" I'd asked hurriedly leading her back into the kitchen.
"A cold beer would be nice, if you have an extra one," she told me taking a seat at my kitchen table, which meant I'd be forced to walk over and hand her one.
"Why don't you grab us a beer, and I'll get the glasses," I said giving me a reason to remain hidden as I stood behind the kitchen counter on one side with Stacy now standing on the other. Though even that was only going to be a temporary solution to my obvious problem. Hurriedly I made my way back over towards the kitchen table, glasses in hand as Stacy rejoined me with the beer. She sat smiling at me as she handed me my beer. "Surprised to see you home this early," she began.
"Oh yeah that...had to come home and get ready for a meeting tomorrow, catching a flight out first thing, had some stuff I needed to do and go over before then," I explained to her, though I could hear a bit of a nervous tone in my own voice as I spoke.
"Oh, was just wondering...surprised to look out and see your car in the drive," she said once again. "A friend of mine just left in fact," she then added looking at me for what I knew had to be some indication I was aware of that. I tried to play it safe, though not dumb.
"Yeah, saw his car parked out in front of your place too," I stated. "Didn't hear it leave though," I said smiling back taking a sip of my beer.
"So what DID you hear?" She now asked looking straight at me as she said that, nearly causing me to spew out the sip of beer I'd just taken.
"What do you mean?" I managed to answer back a bit nervously, feeling my face begin to flush even as I said that. Stacy laughed seeing my obvious discomfort, it was a dead giveaway.
"You know, I wasn't a hundred percent sure...until now. But I thought I saw you for a brief moment out on your deck, but when I looked again, I couldn't see you. I wondered after that if you might be somewhere looking through the fence at me...at us," she now added looking for my reaction to that. The only thing I could think of to do was to continue to play dumb, at least she hadn't come right out and accused me of actually spying on her.
"Hmm, I only stepped outside for a moment, like I said, I'm working on a presentation I have to give tomorrow morning." Glancing over on the counter top, I only then saw the pile of documents I'd hurriedly gathered up placing them there a bit hap-hazardly. Stacy had noticed them sitting there too, once again smiling.
"First time for you wasn't it?" she then said.
"Excuse me?"
"Seeing me...naked," she said easily without a hint of embarrassment or anger. "Which surprises me actually," she continued on before I could even respond to that, which I'm not sure I could have with a straight face anyway. "I usually sunbathe out back in the nude all the time, though I don't ever recall seeing you home at the same time that I have, or...when I've had friends over like today," she now added once again judging my face.
"Only briefly," I said continuing the lie, hoping my small admission would be enough. "Which is why I decided to come back inside the house, give you some privacy," I now added.
"Ah huh," she said grinning back sipping her beer. I took another sip of mine smiling back.
"You curious about that?" she asked.
"About what?" I responded still desperately trying to play dumb here, hoping she was only fishing as to what she thought I might have seen, or hadn't seen.
"Why I made Mark leave after dumping his load on me," she said easily looking into my eyes. I knew then she had me dead to rights, and I had no response other than to take another swallow of my beer, wishing I knew what the hell I should say. "Oh for hell's sakes Jim, I know you saw us, I might not have guessed where you were looking at us, but I figured out you must have been. I saw you standing there one moment, and then gone the next. If you'd actually turned and gone back inside, I'd have seen you do that, but I didn't." Once again she laughed. "So...like I said, you curious as to why I made him leave afterwards?"
I knew then she had me, and also knew she wasn't mad at me for looking at her either.
"A little...yes," I freely admitted now.
This time she laughed out loud, finally getting me to confess that I'd been watching her. "You've known me for a few years now," she began once again. "And I've even told you a few things I'd never even tell my parents, but what you don't know is this. I have pure and simply a fascination with watching guys cum. I love seeing their rock hard dick's squirting all that delicious cum juice out, and then I like using it to masturbate with afterwards. Which is the main reason I normally don't suck it down, I prefer watching it squirt instead, though I don't mind doing that too on occasion, especially if I'm not in a position to enjoy it the way I'd prefer to, then I certainly will. But there's just something about it...seeing it, feeling it, watching it leap out of the head of their dicks that really turns me on."
If I thought I was hard before...
"Shit Stacy...not sure this is something you really should be telling me about," I said feeling both uneasy, as well as damn fucking horny hearing her say it.
"Oh? Why not? I thought you'd find it exciting to hear me tell you about it, or do you find that too kinky or too weird instead?"
"It's not that Stacy...it's just that, well...hell, I'm more like your older brother, the little bit we've shared with one another in the past...well that's you know..."
"No different!" She exclaimed. "Well, not really anyway," she said with a half smile on her face, the same one that when she'd used it before on me, had just about turned me inside and out. "It's not like we haven't flirted before, or discussed sex even."
"Discussing it...and seeing you doing it is just a tiny bit different," I then told her.
"Sort of like fantasizing about seeing me naked, and actually seeing me naked?" she asked.
I had to think about that for a moment. "Well yeah...sort of, I guess."
"So you have fantasized about me then." One again she had me, and she knew it. "I've fantasized about you too you know, lots of times in fact. And if you want to know the truth Jim, when I was laying there watching Mark's prick squirting on me? I was actually fantasizing, and wishing that it was yours doing it instead. If it really had been you, I'd have wanted you to stay there and watch me get off using your cum to do it with," she grinned, pausing for a moment, though I am sure she was amused by my open-mouthed look, where no words came to mind that I found I could even utter in response to that. "Would you like to see me do that?" she now asked.
I was still speechless, though my mind was currently in overdrive. I suddenly had this very clear, vivid, obscene image of Stacy laying there, rubbing her cunt, my sperm coating her entire body while she did so.
Maybe it was my lack of a response that she took as a response. Before I even realized it, she had stood, her hands suddenly reaching around behind herself, her white bikini top coming away in her hands. Sitting there staring at those magnificent boobs, I continued to be tongue-tied as she now pulled down on the zipper of her cut off jeans, moments later watching them fall as she stepped out of them, now standing there in front of me entirely nude.



"Ok, now that you've seen me...my turn to see you!"
I was too fucking horny not to. All sense of logic, morality, fear and concern about her parents, flew right out the window, along with my clothing in a sense. In seconds, I was standing there in front of her, my hard dick pointing straight out, there was even a stringer of cum-dew hanging from the tip of it, dribbling out which she seemed to sit there and watch in total fascination as it slowly elongated, stretching towards the floor in front of her. Stacy reached out grabbing it with her finger however before it broke apart and actually did. She immediately wrapped it around her index finger, spread herself, and then applied it to her clit.
"Fuck I love doing that!" she said, using a particular word I'd never heard her utter before, in my presence anyway. "Squeeze it for me again," she now asked, which I did, pleased to see another rather large dollop of precum emerge from the head of my dick and like before, begin to stretch out in a long lazy string of nearly clear jisim.
"Do you usually shoot a lot? Or just a little?" she asked. "Do you squirt far mostly, or does it just dribble out?"
Even her questions were kinky hot as she asked them.
"It depends," I said simply.
"On what?" She pressed still sitting there playing with her clit.
"Well, on a number of things I guess. The last time I jerked off for one, how long between doing that for two, and three...how horny I am at the moment when I do."
She was grinning, obviously enjoying this as she now reached up with her free hand and proceeded to toy with her breast. "OK, so then tell me...when was the last time you played with yourself, and where? And...just how horny are you anyway?"
I actually had to think about that. It had been several days ago now in fact, just before going to bed one evening, and I now recalled it was because I had seen her earlier that day when she'd come over to do my laundry. She'd been wearing another pair of tight fitting shorts then, a tank top with no bra as I recalled. "Saturday, Saturday evening...just before bed."
Stacy giggled. "Was that because of the way I was dressed when I came over earlier during the day?" She now asked. "Did that make you horny? Thinking about me?"
I nodded my head, which she seemed to take quite a deal of delight in. "Cool, I was hoping it would, because I certainly got off myself, wondering if you did. Anyway...so are you?"
There was no sense denying anything at this point. "Very!"
"So then you'll probably squirt really big, lots and lots of thick creamy spunk?" she asked working and frigging her clit wildly now.
"I think...you can count on it," I told her.
**
The fact it had been several days since I'd jerked off pretty much ensured I was going to squirt a pretty sizeable load. But in addition to that, it had been several months since I'd even seen a naked woman. Standing there looking down at Stacy as she so openly finger-fucked herself, playing with her breasts, spreading her pussy lips wide open for me, soon had me teetering on the edge.
"Fuck, Stacy! I don't know...how much longer...I can hold out!"
I had slowed the pumping of my own cock, not quite stopping as it felt so fucking good, but I was also not wanting to friggin squirt so damn soon either!
"Shit, just do it!" Stacy said looking up at me with lust filled eyes. "Go ahead Jim, pop it off for me, let me see all that nice hot cream spewing from the head of that fat juicy looking cock!"
I couldn't have prevented myself from doing that if I'd have tried now, just hearing the vulgarity of her wanton words, the dripping lust coming from her mouth, the glistening moisture of her sex, not to mention the very audible sounds I was hearing as she fingered herself, playing with her own slippery, squishy juices. I pumped once, twice, and then felt the powerful surge of my spunk racing up the length of my prick. As though in slow motion, I hovered for an instant, the force of my climax nearly taking the top of my head off as I saw the long arching streamer of my semen suddenly burst from the tip of my prick. Seeing it, Stacy squealed in delight, offering her tits as the perfect target for that initial splash. I think we were both surprised at the copious amount of those first few discharges. In seconds, both breasts were simply drenched in my cream, and though the force of each rope I continued to toss slightly diminished, I stepped forward, now aiming my prick at the pink precious target between her legs.
"Oh yeah, right there Jim, right there! Squirt my clit baby! Squirt my little clit!"
I'd never seen anything like it. Taking her hands, gathering up the cream that so thoroughly covered her breasts, she began spanking her pussy with her hand. As she did, I heard the squishy splat of each hard slap against her cunt, cum spittle actually flying off in near every direction as she did so. Within seconds she was screaming out her own pleasure, the intensity of her orgasm filling the air, her hand still slapping her wide open pussy with more force than I thought pleasurable, yet it seemed that for her at least, it certainly was.
I had collapsed back down into my chair, still watching her as she slow rolled her spent clit between her fingers now, finally riding the last waves of her ecstasy, still looking at me through glazed eyes.
"Fuck," I said simply finding my breath, still in a state of shock over what had just transpired here. As I finally shook off the fugue of my own lust, the nagging concerns I had shoved to the back of my head came out again. "Stacy...as nice as that was..."
Once again she looked at me, "Don't...I know what you're going to try to say Jim, but don't. I'm old enough to decide for myself who I'm going to see and sleep with, mom and dad have no say in the matter, which includes my seeing or sleeping with you."
"But your father will kill me even so," I managed to get in.
"I doubt that," she said easily. "But...if it makes you feel any better, we'll keep all this a secret then." She stood up and began dressing, her breasts still smeared with my spunk, which I could easily smell as well. "They'll be home soon," she then added, "So I'd best go home and shower," she giggled letting me know she could smell the heat of our combined spent passion covering her body. "What time do you have to get up to leave tomorrow?" she then asked throwing me off for a moment.
"Four. I have to be at the airport by six, my plane leaves at seven...why?"
"Don't lock your back door," she stated, and then turned and walked out the back heading back towards her own place.
I stood there for several moments, just watching the sway of that tight little ass as she passed through the gate connecting our two yards.
**
I found it virtually impossible to go to sleep. Restlessly looking at the clock every few minutes, remembering the last time I had looked, 12:47 when I must have dozed off. It seemed like I'd just gotten to sleep when I felt an amazing sensation, my eyes popping open. Even in the darkness I could see the vague outline of her shape kneeling beside me. The clock now reading 3:15. I was stiff and hard, her mouth working my shaft, though for how long I honestly didn't know. She had done it so softly that at first I hadn't been aware of it, slowly bringing me around with that tantalizing tongue as she lapped at my prick like a slowly melting ice cream cone.
"About time," she giggled pleasurably. I felt her move, and then straddle me, the warmth of her cunt capturing my prick before I could even answer her. The next sound in fact coming out of my mouth a long guttural unintelligible string of pleasured moans and groans as Stacy began working her pussy magic up and down the length of my shaft.
We made love slowly and for a very long time, our coupling not quite as frenzied as I might have expected. Even the near simultaneous orgasm we shared was almost silent in comparison to the one we'd experienced the day before. Stacy lifted up, my cock literally plopping from inside her juicy wet cunt, the combined mixture of her juices pouring out of her as she squatted above me, working her pussy muscles. Even in the dark I felt and heard the dripping splatter of our mutual cum as it fell back onto my dick. Seconds after that, I again felt Stacy's mouth on me, cleaning me up, licking and slurping happily away at my now very satisfied prick. When the alarm went off, Stacy slipped out of bed, I was half dreaming with the soft gentle licking I'd been treated to.
"Call me when you get back," she said, and then like a wraith in the night, disappeared from my room.
**
It wasn't necessary to call her. She was sitting on the steps waiting for me when I pulled up. Surprised to see her there, I got out of the car, grabbed my overnight bag and headed towards her.
"How'd you know when I'd be here?" I asked surprised, yet smiling upon seeing her. She wore a tight fitting pair of white shorts and a red and white striped tube top that barely contained her magnificent breasts.
"Checked your flight, got the arrival time and figured how long it would take you to get home after that. Pretty close actually, I've only been sitting here less than ten minutes."
Stacy followed me into the house, and then up the stairs. As we entered the bedroom, she immediately headed off into the bathroom and began running a shower for me. "Take your time, I'll be downstairs waiting for you when you're done," she said, and then left the room with a mischievous smile on her face. The hot water felt good, and though tired from the red-eye flight, I was soon feeling very invigorated. Throwing on a robe, I soon headed back down the stairs, to my surprise, I heard what was obviously a movie being played and watched on my TV. But it wasn't just any ordinary movie either, not by the sounds I heard. When I entered the den, sure enough, Stacy was lying there naked on my couch, she'd inserted a porn movie, though where she'd gotten it from, I had no idea. She smiled as I came into the room, patting the couch next to her.
"Feel better?" she asked, as she continued stroking her pussy, toying at it with her fingers.
"Ah yeah...much," I said taking a seat next to her, glancing at the TV for a moment, seeing what appeared to be a young woman laying on the floor, at least a dozen or so men all standing around and above her. "Interesting movie," I said feeling my prick begin to stiffen beneath my robe. As though sensing that herself, she reached over undoing the sash, her hand reaching in and immediately producing my rather stiff cock.
"I love this one...it's one of my favorites," she explained.
"What's it called?" I asked.
She grinned, winked and then answered. "Cum slut...just what I am!"
We sat watching the movie, though my hand was now down between her legs, fingering that wet juicy split, her hand slow-stroking my cock. "You're really into this aren't you?" I asked. It was obvious that Stacy was very much aroused by the scene in the movie. The young woman, looking very similar in appearance to herself, now lying down on the floor as one by one, each of the men began discharging their cum-shots upon her.
"You have no idea!" She said honestly. "Maybe this will gross you out hearing me say it, but that is my biggest all time fantasy," she said looking into my eyes. "I've always wanted to feel what it was like to have a large group of men showering me with their cum. Unfortunately, in the movies, the poor girls seem to get much, if not all of it right in the face. And not that I mind that, I don't, but I prefer watching it too, seeing those hard delicious cocks lurching, spurting and squirting their cream. I'd rather feel it landing all over me, covering me almost completely in it, and then having it rubbed into me, head to toe after that."
"Yeah, well we certainly do all have our fantasies," I told her. "And no...I don't think yours is all that weird either, different yes, but certainly not weird. Hell Stacy...if I were to tell you some of mine..."
The gleam in her eye told me that perhaps I shouldn't have done that. "Tell me Jim, tell me...what IS one of your biggest fantasies ever? Come on, you know what mine is...now tell me one of yours."
Under the circumstances, with her fondling my cock the way she was, the eroticism of the movie we were watching, and the delicious feel of her very wet pussy, how could I not? The words coming out of my mouth even before I realized how it must have sounded to her, though all she did was giggle hotly, still stroking my cock, nodding her head in agreement.
"Oh...here comes my favorite part!" She stated gathering my attention back to the movie. How they had actually managed it, I have no idea, but suddenly one cock after another seemed to let go, streamers of spunk spurting out, cascading down on the girl lying on the floor. Criss-crossing ribbons of sperm splashing against her, and not all of which were landing on her face either. Most of it in fact against her breasts and tummy, as well as her cunt as she cried out deliriously with joy. Stacy too was crying out now herself, the onscreen climatic moment triggering her own needful orgasm.
"Ok baby...give me yours now," she demanded, her mouth suddenly wrapping itself around my prick, sucking it for all she was worth. I'd perhaps cum in a woman's mouth maybe half a dozen times in my entire lifetime, and though it was obvious Stacy preferred watching it, she went after my dick with a vengeance, the force of my semen hitting the back of her throat as she swallowed me down, making my toes curl.
"Fuck! That was mind-blowing!" I exclaimed happily, watching as she licked her lips erotically.
"Sweetie? You ain't seen nothing yet!"
**
I don't know how else to put it. Stacy was like a drug, and I was addicted to her. I soon found myself doing the craziest things with her, and for her. Some of which I actually felt sheepish or embarrassed about, but then did them anyway, and damn glad afterwards that I had. Stacy had a way of turning the strangest, weirdest, silliest situation into one of the most erotic, sensual, hot experiences of my entire life!
I had once again come home in the middle of the day. Hearing my car pulling up into the drive, Stacy had come outside, naked, waiting for me in her back yard. I had seen her of course, and stepped out through the sliding glass door with the intention of joining her. She met me at the gate separating the two yards however and told me to stay where I was.
"You have a ladder?" she asked. I did, but it didn't explain anything. "Good, get it, set it up right there, I'll be waiting for you," she told me. I did as she asked. She had positioned herself down on the grass on a blanket just on the other side of the fence. The only way I could see her was to climb up the ladder, sit on the top of it looking down. Once again, she was playing with herself, though this time she was using what appeared to be a rather curious looking rubberized cock which she was sliding in and out of her cunt. "Go ahead baby, jack yourself off for me," she asked. "I want to watch you squirt from up there, I want to see if that nice thick cream of yours can hit me from up there," she added.
Like I said, it was weird in a way, but damn fucking exciting too. The sense of danger, particularly with me sitting there on top of a ladder, jerking off, not knowing for sure if anyone might actually spot me doing it was one thing, but looking down at her as she fucked herself with the dildo, waiting expectantly for my load of cream was once again something else.
It was like that with her most of the time. She was like a tornado, I never knew when she was going to hit or where. I no longer locked the back door to my house, so there were several times when I woke up in the middle of the night, and she'd simply just be there. Once or twice late in the evening, I had heard a knock on my door, going to answer it, only to discover her standing outside. The first time confused the hell out of me. It was mid July, and though it wasn't extremely hot outside, she stood there wearing a raincoat. I soon figured out why when she opened it, revealing the fact she had nothing on beneath it. Though it was late, with little traffic or activity going on around us, she'd made it clear enough as she kept me from opening the screen door in order to let her in.
"No...right here, right through the door," she'd told me. The next thing I knew, I was standing in my own doorway, masturbating, watching her as she stood on the other side, fingering herself. When I got close, I pressed the head of my cock directly against the screen, and then pumped myself off. Some of which somehow managed to still get through the small tiny openings to actually splash against her bare skin, though the majority of my spunk was caught, plugging up the tiny holes and making a rather obscene display against my door. Stacy then took a picture of it, and soon after walked away into the night.
It was like that with her. I never knew what was going to happen next, or when. And it seemed like it was never the same way twice with her whenever she was in one of her particularly weird little moods. But I found myself, looking forward to them more and more, anxiously awaiting, sometimes actually disappointed when all she wanted to do was suck or fuck, or simply mutually masturbate one another which we now did at least once a day.
Several weeks had gone by since that little episode in front of the TV when we'd watched that favorite little porn of hers together. I'd almost forgotten about our conversation, and that I had actually shared with her one of my own personal little fantasies. I'd gotten home from work, half expecting Stacy to jump out at me from somewhere inside the house, something she was prone to do on occasion, and actually disappointed when she didn't. I wandered upstairs to the bedroom, still hoping she might be hiding, and actually waiting for me up there, once again disappointed when I entered the room and nothing happened. Needing to pee, I walked into the bathroom, and there on the mirror written in lipstick was a note she had left me.
"Heritage Suites, room 310, 8:00. Don't be late." She'd signed it with a smiley face written in lipstick as well. I glanced at my watch, it was already 6:30. I'd have just enough time to shower, shave and put a fresh change of clothes on and still make it there on time. But what had really thrown me was, this was something new. Up until now we'd pretty much confined our activities to my place, or the surrounding yards, excluding the one and only incident where we'd actually met in the parking lot of a local nearby grocery store. Stacy had insisted on giving me a hand job as I stood there in the open door of my car, it had been a wickedly delicious encounter. One that had left me nervous as hell, but more excited than I'd been in a long time too. I'd even smiled at a young couple as they brought groceries out to their car parked a short distance away. Stacy hidden on the seat, nude as the day she was born, sitting there jacking me off as I simply stood there. I often wondered what they must have thought.
But now this. At least she had gotten us a room, and by the name of the hotel, I happened to know it wasn't a very cheap one either.
I arrived at ten minutes to eight, made my way up to the room, and then knocked, curious to see, wondering what to expect when she opened it. I didn't have long to find out either. I had knocked, Stacy opening the door almost immediately. I halfway expected her to be naked, which she was, so that wasn't too much of a surprise. But what was a surprise as I entered the room, was the discovery of two additional equally naked females inside. They were on the bed, going down on one another as I entered.



"Surprise!" Stacy said grinning at me. "Jim? These are two of my friends from the place where I work," she said introducing the two women, who only then parted, rolling off on either side of the bed in order to greet me. "The black chick is Pauline, the brunette is Lucy, we call her Juicy Lucy because she really, really is..." Stacy said smiling at me.
I was still in a state of shock, I certainly hadn't expected anything like this, and to be honest, I still didn't know what it was I was in for, though having three naked women in the same room together was giving me a pretty good idea. Pauline was extremely tall, slender and very limber looking. Her breasts were slightly smaller than Stacy's, though not by much. Her dark chocolate nipples stood out in stark contrast to her deep almost golden colored skin tone, she was breathtakingly beautiful. Lucy as she'd been introduced, was obviously of Spanish descent, she too had amazingly dark colored nipples, far larger around than any I had seen, her areola almost covering the entire front portion of her breasts, each one capped with extremely hard, thick nipples that looked like the size of my thumb. Like Stacy, she too had long hair, which fell, well down to the middle of her back, and though not entirely shaved, her neatly trimmed little patch showing between her legs looked extremely inviting.
I had stepped in immediately taking my suit jacket off, throwing it over the back of one of the chairs. Stacy handed me a glass of wine, which I eagerly and still somewhat nervously accepted.
"Well you're certainly right about one thing, this really IS a surprise, just what IS going on anyway?" I asked curiously, looking at and appreciating all the eye candy before me.
"Remember your telling me about your biggest fantasy?" she asked. I looked at her, then at the two girls, then back to her again. I'm sure the smile on my face was about as wide as it's ever been. So much so, it almost hurt, and I felt more than a bit giddy.
"You're kidding me...right?"
"You know me better than that," she began. "Just took me a while to set everything up, especially after I explained things to my friends, told them what your fantasy was, and how you'd always hoped one day to experience it. Well...here we all are, and now...you can!"
The fantasy itself wasn't just about being with three girls, it was much more than that, and because of that, it wasn't something I had ever expected to see, certainly not in real life anyway. I had always had a personal fascination with watching a woman squirt. I'd seen a few on some porn movies I'd watched, but never before had I ever been with a woman who did. But even that wasn't the entire fantasy either. Stacy had coaxed out of me the entire thing, which hadn't been all that hard getting me to do, not with my cock in her mouth while telling her. It was erotic enough just in doing that.
"When I told them about it, they thought it would be hot as hell too," she said grinning. "And the fact is, I've actually never been with another woman before myself either, so that was also something new and exciting for me, especially knowing how much these two really can squirt when they cum. Am rather looking forward to seeing...and feeling that myself!"
My own personal fantasy had been feeling, and seeing a woman squirting all over my dick, and preferably two of them if that was even remotely possible. Obviously...it was! But as excited as I was to actually think it was going to happen, so was Stacy, her own little fetish suddenly taking on a whole new dimension for her as well.
When I had finally relaxed and calmed down some, I was then treated to the sensation of having three very luscious women undress me. Not to mention fondle me until I was rock-hard stiff and horny as hell! The four of us soon moved over towards the bed where I was again treated to a smorgasbord of three equally wet pussies, all laying there side-by-side as I sampled each for several long minutes moving between the three of them. It became somewhat of a game then, licking one, moving over, and then being followed closely behind by the one just having been licked or in my case...sucked and licked, until we'd each escalated the height of our pleasures and arousal significantly.
"About ready to feel them squirt on you...on us?" Stacy asked excitedly. Needless to say, I was more than ready.
"Hell yes!" I responded unequivocally.
It was somewhat of an awkward position at first, but certainly well worth the effort. Inserting my cock inside Stacy's nice wet slit, we'd started out with her sitting on top of me, though she had gradually eased herself back until she was physically lying on her back, and me laying on mine. We were barely even connected, almost nigh impossible to move much, lest my prick spring up out of her cunt, which it nearly did twice. Both Lucy as well as Pauline now stood on the bed standing directly over where we were laying, one each to either side of us, each one fingering the other, something I later learned they had very often did once discovering that they both could squirt in pretty much the same fashion. Just seeing this, feeling the head of my cock still tightly clenched inside Stacy's pussy as she lay there frigging her clit was about as erotic a thing as I had ever seen or felt before. But the best (pun intended) was yet to come.
It soon became obvious that they were timing themselves, coordinating their efforts. Something obviously they could have only done with a great deal of practice and familiarity.
"Close?" Pauline had asked.
"Almost," Lucy had responded, already the telltale signs of her pleasure beginning to transform her face. Pauline too looked on the verge of exploding at any second, doing so almost the exact same instant that Lucy did when she cried out with initial warning.
"Now!"
Almost as one they came. A sudden explosive torrent of clear silky warm fluid spraying nearly everywhere in two clashing geysers that met somewhere in the middle. Two streams of girl cum pouring out of each, mingling for a moment in mid-air before cascading down upon Stacy and I in what felt like, and to some extent actually looked like, a rushing waterfall.
"Holy fucking shit!" I cried out in disbelief, pleasure and excited joy at seeing as well as feeling this. Stacy too was likewise giggling almost hysterically, trying to capture some of the two girl's streams in her hands, backwashing it against herself as though washing her face in a mountain stream. The accompanying moans and groans of their pleasured delights simply intensifying their mutually combined orgasm, as well as ours. Stacy's thrashing however dislodging my prick, which sprang up like a coiled spring. Upon seeing it, just as the first spurt of my own skyrocketing spunk flew from the tip, Pauline reached down, squatting over it even more directly, still squirting, and now directly aiming her stream against me as she held my cock in hand. I lay there, feeling the rush of my sperm as it ejaculated over and over against her, her hand still holding me, milking me, ensuring that every last ounce of my juice had been expelled.
Needless to say, the bed was soaked, as were we all. But it was a nice erotic warm feeling sensation to lay there in it, feeling the caress of the girls recent spending as the three of them now began smearing my entire body from head to toe in it too. Feeding me at times the remnants and traces of their liquid release.
I was in fact drunk on it, intoxicated with their aroma and taste, surprised when my so recently spent prick didn't merely shrivel up into nothingness, remaining somewhat hard at least, and then growing again as the girls now turned to one another, and began sampling their mutual delights.
I sat on the edge of the bed watching. Pauline on her back, Stacy straddling her face, leaning over just enough to comfortably lick Lucy's succulent looking cunt as she lay in front of her. Just hearing the three girls as they lapped happily away at one another, soon had my cock rising with renewed interest. When it was sufficiently hard enough once again, I moved up between Pauline's legs, placed the head of my dick at her opening and proceeded to tease her clit mercilessly with it until she just couldn't stand it anymore.
"Ok, ok! Enough already!" she cried out half giggling. "Now fuck me with it!" She demanded. I quickly slid inside her, feeling the heat of her cunt as it gripped my shaft, impaling her fully and deeply a moment later. She continued sucking, licking and eating Stacy's cunt, she doing the same to Lucy as I began sliding in and out of her with ever increasing speed and tempo. "Oh fuck that's it! That's it! That's nice!" she called out into Stacy's equally juicy quim, and then came again, literally forcing my prick out of her with the sudden surge of another massively forceful jettison of her hot liquid girl cream.
I had ended my own personal fantasy with being given double head by both Lucy and Pauline, with Stacy riding my face into ecstasy. After that, I was content to just sit there and watch, enjoying my wine, and watching the three girls joyfully exhaust one another well on until morning where I again briefly fucked them each until just managing to ink out a dribble or two of my spunk into each one of their waiting mouths.
Stacy and I slept in one another's arms until checkout later on that next afternoon. As we got dressed and prepared to leave, she turned to me. "Now...it's your turn to fulfill one of my fantasies," she told me. "Which I'll tell you about on the way back home."
**
After what I had experienced, something I never felt in a million years that I ever would, I knew that if it was even remotely possible, I had to return the favor. The problem was, I wasn't quite sure how to go about it, nor did I think I'd ever be able to convince a group of guys to go along with either, necessarily, and leave it within the boundaries and specific's of Stacy's fantasy and desire. She wasn't looking for a gang-bang, in fact...she'd made it perfectly clear that the only person she actually wanted to have intercourse now, was with me. Though she certainly wasn't opposed to sucking a few cocks during that, or in being watched by several others while we did. But her primary focus, desire and want, was to simply be cum on, massively, all over her entire body. That was it in a nutshell. So like I said, finding enough guys, approaching them, and then getting some assurance from them that, that was all it would be, was a challenging dilemma. Or so at first I thought anyway.
It was several days later while at work that I had gone out to lunch with one of the guys whom I mostly closely associated with being a friend I could trust. He was one of a very select few whom I thought I could, and who I had told and shared with him a few things with regards to Stacy. When we got into the topic of sex, which we generally always did, I casually mentioned to him Stacy's quirky little fantasy. I watched as his eyes lit up in excitement.
"Fuck man! I'd do something like that in a heartbeat, and not even think twice about doing it either!"
The thing was, Ed was happily married to a very good looking woman. In all the years I had known him, I'd never once heard that he'd ever cheated on his wife, nor would he either. They seemed to have one of the rare perfect relationships, so though he might have had no problem looking, I knew without any doubt that Ed would never truly stray from his wife. This however, was something he actually entertained doing, primarily because all he would do, and be willing to do, was stand there and jerk himself off without touching anyone.
"I might know a couple of other guys I could talk to," he told me. "Let me look into it, and then get back to you." I was pleasantly surprised when days later, he called me. "Jim? I've got fourteen guys lined up...is that enough? Too many? Too few? You tell me."
"Seriously? Fourteen?"
"Yep, and they all know the rules, and they're each and every one of them good with it. So...now, it's up to you to let us know where and when, and I promise, we'll all be there!"
Now it was my turn to surprise Stacy, which I knew she would be.
**
The first thing I had to do however was coordinate her nights off. Not giving away any details, I simply asked her when she had the next available night off, and when she could safely spend most of it with me. That was when I first learned she really didn't work at any restaurant, the way her parents thought she did.
"So where do you work then?" I asked curiously. I guess I shouldn't have been all that surprised, especially after having met her two "co-workers" Pauline and Lucy. I'd had a hard time picturing the three of them as waitresses to begin with.
"I work at XXX-Ray," she told me, which I knew was an exotic dance club, and a rather popular one at that. It had some technological advances I'd heard about, and had honestly been anxious to see. Now I had an even bigger reason for going. In addition to the girls actually dancing live on stage, in the nude of course, the club had also devised a way to project their images down and amongst the crowd, thus with a special pair of glasses, everyone could literally enjoy a near-lap dance, with the girls gyrating right there in front of them. Everyone then got an up close and personal look at the girls, and there was obviously no danger of any of them getting fondled or groped by anyone in the audience.
"Aren't you worried about your parents finding out?" I asked concernedly.
"No, not really. I purposely picked a particular restaurant that I know they don't like, and won't go there to eat. I only work three days a week, and then every other weekend at the club. Since there's several of those restaurants around town, I've also told them that I am a floater more than a regular, so can end up going to anyone of them at a moment's notice. Like I said, I don't really worry about them dropping in to see me, and for sure...dad would never in a million years wind up at the club either."
That one I wasn't too sure about. When I'd first heard about club XXX-Ray and its fancy erotic floorshow, I'd mentioned it to Mike. At the time, even he said he might go there at least once to see what it was all about. I made a mental note to take him there myself on a night I was sure Stacy wouldn't be working in hopes of that taking care of any curious interest he might have. The last thing either one of us needed, was for Stacy's father to show up at the club one evening while she was actually working.
The best place to pull this off was at my place too. But there again, I didn't want a whole bunch of cars parked outside either. That would be a dead giveaway in and of itself, and I really did want this to be somewhat of a surprise if I could manage it. What we came up with, was having everyone park their cars down the street at the school, and then in one's and two's perhaps, walk around the block and enter into the house from the side door, facing away from Stacy's home. In doing that, I was reasonably confident we could get everyone inside without their being seen.
I was a little worried she might ruin the surprise by coming over too early, before I could get everyone in here. But I managed to put her off simply by saying that I indeed had something special planned, and that I didn't want her arriving before I had everything set up for her, otherwise it would ruin it for her. So though curious, and half expecting something, I was still pretty confident she had no idea there would be fifteen naked guys all standing downstairs in my den waiting for her when she finally did come over.
Downstairs in the den, I had blown up a single air mattress, and then covered that with several soft, warm blankets ensuring she would be as comfortable and cozy as possible. At the appointed time, I then met her at the back door, telling her as part of the surprise that she needed to be blindfolded, she of course excitedly, and readily agreed. I then led her downstairs to the den, leading her inside where fourteen guys all naked stood excitedly waiting for her. And by excited, each and every one of them was standing there with a rock hard cock in hand. It was at that point that I slowly undressed her, much to the delight of the guys still silently standing around expectantly waiting. After I had, I then had her lay down on the bed I had made for her, and quickly undressed myself. Now there were fifteen naked, and very excited guys standing about, when I finally told her she could safely remove the blindfold.
The surprise and delight in her eyes was priceless when she did. If I thought my smile had been big upon seeing her and the two girls in the room when she surprised me, it was nothing in comparison to the look on her face now realizing I had managed to surprise her just as much, if not more so.
"You did it! You actually did it!" she exclaimed looking up and all around her, as everyone had now come in a bit more closely looking down and appreciating her beautifully nude body. But that was also when she saw the stickers, and looked at me questioningly. "Ok, I'm confused a little bit, what's the difference between red and blue dots on their upper thighs?" she asked.
"Well, it's like this," I said laughing a little. "The guys with red dots on their thighs are cool with just jerking off while looking at you. But they're either married, or committed to someone, and don't feel like they could honestly do anything more than that. Sort of like masturbating while watching a porno, or looking through a magazine. I mean, you're the real thing here of course, but they'd only agreed to do this, for me...for you, as long as they weren't expected to do anything else."
Stacy giggled. "And the blue dots then?"
"Well honey...that's entirely up to you. They're willing to do as much, or as little as you want them to, but at least you now know which ones you can touch, and which ones you can't. Having the stickers on their upper thighs where you can see them clearly enough, should ensure that everyone's in agreement with whatever we're doing here." Once again she laughed, obviously excited.
We quickly introduced everyone to her, and then she lay back, excited to have them perform however she saw fit, which began with a one on one introduction again, standing over her in a line, fondling themselves while she watched, masturbating herself, until all fifteen of us had taken a turn doing so.
"Ok, all of you with the red dots, if you'd stand in front of me in a semi-circle where I can see you," she began directing the six men who had agreed only to jerk themselves off for her and nothing else. "And the rest of you, feel free to touch me wherever you'd like, with whatever you'd like, though don't block my face, as I want to see the rest of you standing around as you play with yourselves for me," she stated.
And so it began.
I had to admit. I really hadn't expected this to be all that erotic to see it myself. I mean a room full of very straight guys, all standing about playing with themselves, and only a single woman present. But the truth of the matter was, it was far more erotic and sensual than I could have ever imagined, and it was also obvious that more than one guy there was finding it to be the same thing as well. Not everyone was just looking at Stacy, many of the guys were periodically stealing glances at one another as they stood there fisting themselves, whether they'd admit to doing it or not, and obviously enjoying it when they did.
And not too surprisingly, there were more than just a few early, quick cummers too, though Stacy had told everyone early on, when and if they were ready to shoot...to just go ahead and do it. They were free to squirt on her anywhere they wanted, though she'd prefer it if they'd not empty their entire loads on her face as she would much rather be able to enjoy seeing them actually coming, as opposed to just feeling it. In addition to that of course, if they could manage it, they were welcome to spurt on her as often as they liked. With that being said, Stacy settled back to enjoy the feel of several hands exploring her, teasing and caressing her body, breasts, ass and more than a few fingers likewise sharing and exploring her cunt, mine included. The others, all standing about watching, quite happily stroking their dicks.



It was sort of like watching dominos beginning to fall. One by one the guys got themselves to the point of ejaculating. As they did, they moved forward aiming their cocks in Stacy's direction. Expectantly, she looked up anxiously awaiting to see their individual spurts, offering up places on her own body where they could direct their flying streams of spunk. Even I stood there watching this in abject fascination, the wondrous delight on Stacy's face as the guys began to cover her body in their cream, one by one, and then in pairs simultaneously. Over a short period of time, her breasts were covered in copious amounts of spunk. It was literally running off of her in small little rivers of white juice, more and more of it now being directed against her cunt as she held it open, inviting the guys to juice her there, though also occasionally turning over onto her stomach, offering yet again another enticing little target. I too stepped forward at one point, no longer able to withhold my own massive spurt of cream, though this one she purposely opened her mouth in wanting to receive it there, though challenging me to do so from well over a foot away.
In the end, Stacy was a sticky white mess of men goo, covering nearly every square inch of her body. And more than one guy had managed to produce a second load too, merely adding to the torrent of cream that she had so deliriously and delightfully received. I had lost track of the number of orgasms she'd experienced, some by her own hand, some by the hands of others, though I also swear to the fact, sometimes she simply came just by watching the guys coming on her without being touched, or even touching herself.
Slowly as the night went on, many began to leave, thoroughly spent, though most had wives or girlfriend's home waiting for them. I smiled privately, inwardly, wondering if they'd be able to get it up again after getting home. My bet would have been yes...after what we'd all seen and witnessed together, even I knew I'd get it up again myself, though Stacy had made me promise I'd save one specifically for her, rubbing herself off with my dick, watching it spurt directly against her clit when she came, doing so just as I did.
It was one of the few times we spent the entire night together at my place, though I had no idea where her parents thought she was while actually spending it.
It was a week later when Mike approached me after he'd gotten home from work. "Hey Jim, remember that club we talked about going to?" He'd asked. "That exotic dance club?" He said smiling. "Well, it just so happens that Doreen and Stacy are going out to see a movie together, so I've sort of got the night off. What say you and I head down there, see what it's all about?"
I knew it was only a matter of time when he'd actually want to, and his time away from Doreen was far and few in between, so it really was a now or never sort of situation. I quickly agreed, and then agreed to go there around eight o'clock. I had hurriedly gone inside, called the club and spoke with Pauline, who I had learned would be dancing there that evening. I then asked her to tell Lucy, who would also be dancing, to do me a big favor and not acknowledge they really knew me, or treat Mike and I any differently than they would any other paying customers. Pauline thought it was funny and could hardly wait to tell Lucy, though I was partially curious to see what they would, or wouldn't do, in discouraging Mike from ever showing up there again. I could only begin to imagine.
When Mike and I arrived, I was surprised to find us being seated in the middle of the room. From what Stacy had told me, these were in fact the best seats in order to take advantage of the special 3D effects of the dancers, plus having a really good view of the real dancers up on stage in addition to that. I had my suspicions that Pauline and Lucy had had something to do with that after Mike and I had been seated and ordered up our drinks.
The 3D was actually quite amazing, and I found myself sitting there with a sizeable erection watching them dancing so closely, even though they really weren't, it still seemed like I could in fact reach out and touch any one of them. By the look on Mike's face, I could see he was enjoying himself equally as much. When Pauline finally took the stage, I knew Mike was immediately infatuated with her.
"God Jim, look at her, she's fucking beautiful! What I wouldn't give to squirt a nice load all over her...what about you hey?"
I could only smile and nod my head in agreement.
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It was barely past five o'clock. Bill Jenkins sat at the bar sipping his drink. His second. The ironic part about this was, Bill wasn't a drinker, until now anyway as he sat there thinking about it. "When was the last time I was even in a bar?" he wondered asking himself. And he probably wouldn't be here now if it weren't for the fact he'd gotten tired at staring at the walls in his office. Three days of doing that, saying you were working late when you really weren't, staring out the window, reading magazines, pacing about the darkened halls after everyone else had left. Three days... now four... of bullshit. So here he was, drinking. Ordering his third Johnny Walker Black. Already he could feel it, time to slow down or he'd never make it home.
Home. He thought about that. Home. Home where is wife would be waiting for him. Home. A place he once thought of as sanctuary, a place where he and his wife Mandy shared a life together. He still loved her. He knew that. And he felt like she still loved him too. But lately, especially lately, all they did was fight. Fight about stupid things, things that years ago wouldn't have upset either one of them. Now...everything did. Especially the stupid things. Like their fight this morning just before he left for work. It was garbage day. It was his job to take out the garbage, which he did. But he'd tipped over the kitchen garbage just prior to taking it out. He'd dumped some coffee grounds on the floor, scooped up what he could, and then carried it out to the trash, and from there the trash to the curb. By the time he'd come back inside the house to grab a cup of coffee and head out, Mandy was waiting for him. If looks could kill.
"What?"
"I'm not your maid," she'd said handing him the dustpan and the small broom. "Clean it up."
"I'm going to be late, you clean it," he spat back a little more authoritatively than he should have. He was irritated, it wasn't that big a deal. He'd taken the trash out just like he always did, a little spillage that would have taken two seconds to sweep up wasn't worth fighting about, yet...here they were doing just that. He could have done it. Perhaps should have. The same two seconds it would have taken her to do it, he could have done it in as well. But he was already rationalizing in his head, "If it hadn't been spilled coffee grounds, it would have been something else."
"Home," he thought once again as the bar tender brought him his drink.
**
Mandy was fuming by the time Bill left. "Fucking coffee grounds!" she said to herself, taking the two seconds it would have taken her husband to clean up his mess. She dumped them into the fresh sack that Bill had actually put on the garbage can for her, just like he always did. She could have said thank you, perhaps should have, but his demeanor when he told her to do it herself had set her off. It was downhill after that, just like everything else seemed to be doing for the past three months now. Three months where the two of them hadn't even been intimate, the first two weeks of that where Bill had slept on the couch. He'd eventually moved back into the bedroom, but they might as well have put up a brick wall in their bed for all the good that did. Though that was partially her fault as well. Mandy usually slept naked, a subtle hint when she did that if he was interested...but he'd shown no interest. He was still pissed, still belligerent. Well, she sure as hell showed him hadn't she? She'd worn pajamas, or if not pajamas, something anyway, and nothing...nothing even remotely sexy or alluring. That was her signal. "Not tonight, don't touch me...don't bother me." He hadn't. Not for three month's now. "That's ok...fuck him," she thought. "If that's the way he wants it."
She was already running a little behind, no big deal really, she was after all the head of her own department. She had an important meeting this morning with a new client, someone that could make her a nice fat bonus if they landed the account. She looked at what she'd chosen to wear, typical, non-attractive business attire. "Fuck that," she said once again. She flipped through her wardrobe looking for something else. "Not too obvious," she said discarding the low-cut white frilly blouse, one of her favorites, but definitely not for work. She couldn't remember the last time she'd even worn it out. She could only remember once when she had, she and Bill had gone out to a nice place for dinner, celebrating her new promotion. They'd had a fabulous evening, best food ever. Afterwards, they'd gone out to the parking lot to go home, Bill had stood at her door, opening it for her. She had started to get in, he'd grabbed her, kissing her passionately. It was crazy, it was wild...and it was perfect. She'd felt his lips on her neck, kissing her bare flesh, working their way down. Standing there in the open door of her brand new Mercedes. She'd felt the grope of his hand on her breast, teasing and toying with her nipple through the shear material. She glanced about the parking lot, not worried about someone seeing them, realizing what they were doing, but actually hoping someone would. She was hot, the thought of being seen, even if all they were doing was a little groping, passionate kissing, just the thought..."
She pulled out the black short skirt, still professional looking even if it was a tiny bit shorter than it should have been perhaps. The white semi-sheer blouse, though the double layer of material in front would only give hint at her very lacy, very sexy bra. Besides, the matching jacket would hide most of that anyway, unless of course she took it off. Which she might do...over lunch."
**
Bill was in no rush to get home. His wife wouldn't be there anyway, not for several hours yet. She had told him over a week ago she'd be working late tonight, just as he supposedly was. "Maybe she is...maybe she isn't," he thought, and then felt the need to pee, leaving his drink on the counter, ordering a forth before going back to use the restroom. He'd stood in front of the mirror washing his hands. At forty-four he was still reasonably attractive. A full head of hair, just a hint of grey starting to show at the temples, not too much...just enough to give him a look of maturity, experience, style. His deep blue eyes were his best feature, next to his dark thick hair, at least that's the way he saw it. Though several women had commented on his eyes in the past too. He worked out, twice a week. And though his body would never again be the way it once was, he was still proud of the way he looked and had gotten more than one appreciative look from the girls at the office. Young girls in fact, girls he now found himself fantasizing about, thinking about, to the point he'd done the unthinkable, closing his door, and then sitting there masturbating while thinking about their smiles and what they could lead to. Well...in his mind anyway. "And why am I doing this?" He'd asked himself after spilling his seed into his back pocket handkerchief, tossing it into the trashcan beneath his desk like he'd done and been doing now almost every day for a solid week. "Because Mandy wore pajama's to bed, that's why!" He told himself. She wasn't interested in him anymore and was making it pretty damn obvious. "Well, fuck her then!" he told himself. "If that's the way she wants it!"
Bill came out of the restroom heading back to the bar, to his seat. He stopped dead in his tracks almost tripping over himself. There was a very attractive woman who had taken the stool next to where he'd been sitting, the bartender just then placing her drink, "A long Island Iced tea by the looks of it," he thought to himself. "Pretty stiff drink," he considered, though he was in fact feeling the effects of the three he'd had himself. He sauntered over back towards the bar wondering as he did if he should scoot over another seat, give her some distance between them. His fresh drink sat waiting for him. He realized then, she could have picked another seat herself, farther away if she'd wanted to. It wasn't that crowded yet, well...not at the bar anyway, though most of the booths were now being taken up. Still...
Bill sat down, caught her smile. He smiled back feeling a little foolish, nodding his head. Neither one spoke. He glanced over towards her appreciatively once more, taking a sip of his scotch, using the subterfuge in doing so to get a better look at her. She was thirtyish perhaps, on the far side, damn good looking, nice tits...from what he could tell anyway. A thin lightweight sweater that hugged her curves, a hint of a nice deep tanned cleavage, soft looking breasts swelling up to meet one another, dark brown shoulder length hair that perfectly molded her face. She was looking at him again, looking at him, looking at her. She smiled. He smiled back. She took a sip of her drink, he noticed she was wearing a ring. But then again so was he. He turned the ring around on his finger with his thumb still holding his glass, wondering stupidly if he should remove it. "Why? He was married...she was married, they were just two people in a bar having a drink. Hell, they hadn't even exchanged pleasantries for hells sakes and he was already imagining himself fucking her!"
He sighed, heard himself sigh, saw her turn towards him once again. "Long day?" she asked.
"Ah yeah...it was," he answered. It was the perfect opportunity, he introduced himself. "Names Bill," he said extending his hand. He was surprised when she turned, taking it.
"Susan," she offered back. No last name, but then again, he hadn't given her one either. "Me too," she then added, still smiling, though friendly now, more so than before. "Haven't seen you in here before," she then offered, wondering.
"First time," he said truthfully. "Usually just go straight home from work, no rush to do so tonight though," he added, wondering why he'd told her that. Wondering if subconsciously he was trying to tell her he was interested, even though he really wasn't if the truth were to be known. But it was a quick little shot of self-confidence, sitting here at a bar next to an attractive woman, carrying on a friendly conversation, no yelling, no smart remarks. Flirting a little maybe, which is as far as he knew it would go. Hell, she wasn't really flirting back with him, just being polite, friendly. Obviously a professional woman who like himself had stopped in for a drink on her way home, perhaps even meeting up with some friends. Nothing more. Bill even glanced around, wondering if she was in fact waiting for someone.
"Here alone?" she asked.
"Yeah...you?"
"Yeah."
"Buy you another drink?" She'd just finished her first one.
"Sure, thank you."
"Thank you," Had Mandy said that this morning before leaving for work, he might not be sitting here now, wondering what it would be like to fuck this woman he'd just met.
**
The presentation had gone well. Better than expected even. They'd been at it all morning, the model of the new proposed shopping mall had been eye catching. Wooing several perspective tenants into moving their big name stores into it meant the difference of a small success, or a big one. Mandy had managed to invite three really big names to the presentation, two of which now seemed genuinely interested. And though construction was still well over a year away, getting some big names on board early on would make all the difference. Jim Peters, Mandy's boss had suggested, recommended for those who might be interested to drive out to the sight later on, have a look for themselves, and then perhaps sit down to dinner and continue on with the discussions. Of those who were interested in doing so, one of them was her newly found account. Mike Edwards was the Chief Executive Officer for one of the largest clothing store chains in the country. If she could land that one, then others would follow. No one wanted to give anyone else an edge, especially in a rapidly developing section of town where the growth had been enormous over the past few years. It was an ideal location, and held the promise of substantial financial success.
It also meant she'd be working late, but she'd pretty much already planned on that anyway. And besides, Bill was working late again himself, though he seemed to be doing a lot of that lately anyway. She couldn't help but wonder...
"Mandy? Can I see you for a moment?" Jim had asked her drawing her off to the side. "I hate to do this to you," he began. "But something's come up in the San Francisco office, I have to fly out tonight. Think you can handle entertaining Mike and Christopher yourself? Take them out to the sight, show them around, and then have dinner with them later? See if you can get a feel for what they're thinking? What they might expect in return for setting up shop with us?"
"Sure Jim, no problem," she said enthusiastically, confidently. She wouldn't have gotten the promotion to begin with if Jim didn't feel he could count on her. Jim smiled looking down at her breasts. That was the only thing that had ever raised any suspicions with her regarding her promotion. Jim was known to be a bit of a womanizer, and though he'd not come right out and approached her sexually, there'd been plenty of hints, a few off colored jokes, and then of course the obvious blatant stares at her chest. Though she really only had herself to blame for that tonight anyway. She knew as well as he obviously did, that her rather prominent breasts looked particularly attractive through the blouse she was wearing. Not to mention her long shapely legs that she knew she was showing off beneath the short, almost too short of a skirt she had on in addition to that. Jim smiled and then winked.
"Whatever's necessary, you know the drill," he told her. "Wherever they'd like to eat...whatever they'd like to drink...woo them, whatever it takes," he'd said once again emphasizing the word.
They had soon after driven out to the sight, though Christopher had followed them in his own car, begging off on going out to dinner afterwards. Mike on the other hand had been far more friendly, very outgoing and easy to talk to, not to mention being easy on the eyes. She had found herself entertaining a few thoughts, naughty ones. Wondering what he would look like naked, in bed laying next to her. His almost boyish blonde hair, dark brown eyes, chiseled very masculine features could have had him posing on the cover of any fashion magazine. But here he was instead, not even fifty yet, and already the CEO of a major clothing chain, and he was obviously showing signs of being interested in her to boot! Twice, she had seen him glancing at her partially exposed thigh as she drove the car, once even reaching over to just briefly rest his hand on her leg as they discussed the possible competitors who might also be interested in moving in. She'd felt a flurry of goose bumps racing up and down her arms, her neck, and over her breasts. She had felt her nipples stiffen at the all too brief contact, wishing he had left his hand remain where it had been...all too briefly. She'd given him assurance that even if they did, he'd have the biggest area, the best access, the best of everything. Whatever he wanted... He had smiled at that.
"Whatever I want?" She'd heard him say. Remembering her boss's words just before they'd left.
"Whatever it takes."
Mike had been impressed over the proposed sight, walking it together, discussing and imagining how it would all look in comparison to the model he had seen earlier. It was just hot enough outside that she had taken off her jacket, tossing it over her shoulder as they walked about. She could still feel the press of her hard nipples, the lacy thin sheer bra not helping much, nor concealing her fairly obvious predicament. She had caught him looking at her, looking at her tits, normally she might have taken some offence in that, but not today. She wanted him to look, wanted to see his smile, his reaction, especially when she let him know she'd seen him looking, and had welcomed it.
She'd suggested a place for dinner. He'd declined that one, recommending another, a place a bit more intimate, good food, but far more cozy and intimate. Mandy had always wanted to go there herself, but she and Bill never had. Now was as good a time as any. The fact that it would be just she and Mike alone, was even better. Already she could feel the wetness forming between her legs in anticipation of more, a lot more.
**
It was early yet, but the place was starting to fill up pretty fast. "Let's grab a booth before they're all gone," she suggested. "There...that one," she said standing not giving Bill a chance to really consider it, though he did so briefly even then. There was nothing to go home to however, nothing but a cold dinner and TV. Here at least he had someone to talk to, someone very attractive in addition to that. It was far better than going home to an empty house. They carried their drinks over to the table. "I'll be right back," she said smiling, and then turned heading off towards the restrooms. Bill watched her go, following her with his eyes. She had nice legs, nearly as nice as Mandy's were.
Mandy. She'd told him not to wait up for her. Well, he certainly wouldn't be doing that. He smiled, maybe she'd actually get home before he did, and then who'd not be waiting up for whom?" He felt the stiffening of his cock, making a quick unobserved move in adjusting himself a bit more comfortably. He had no expectations of anything actually happening, but you never knew. Susan seemed to like him, perhaps even be a little attracted to him. She hadn't been overly flirtatious, but they had laughed, shared a few jokes and had obviously gotten comfortable enough for her to want to spend a little more time together. Maybe her situation wasn't much different than his own. He turned just in time to notice her walking back. There was something different in the way that she did, and then it dawned on him, she wasn't wearing a bra! He had noticed the tell tale press of her bra strap as she'd sauntered away into the bathroom. Walking back towards him now, the suggestive jiggle of her breasts, the hard pointed tips almost obscenely pressing against the thin material of her sweater assured him of the fact that she now wasn't. "What else had she taken off while she was in there?" He wondered.
He'd expected her to slide in to the booth sitting across from him. But she didn't, sliding in next to him instead, sitting where they could both see the majority of the other patrons, yet secluded in a way against the far back wall, unobserved, unapproached by anyone else needing a table. He could feel the press of her thigh wedged comfortably against his when she did, one hand reaching for her glass as she took a drink, the other suddenly resting on his leg. He felt her fingers lightly trace an imaginary line of tiny circles on his upper thigh, felt his cock stiffen even harder than it had been, once again almost uncomfortably positioned. Her fingers dangerously close to discovering that if she was to widen her playful drawings, and then before he knew it, she had. He felt the tip of one finger brush against the side of his rock hard shaft, felt her nail suddenly dig in deeper along the side of it, now running up the entire length of it towards the head. Here she again lingered, a light teasing touch as she surrounded it playfully before allowing her finger to once again travel back down in the opposite direction. Bill took a sip of his drink, dropping his own hand down beneath the table. He placed it directly upon her own leg, feeling the contact of bare flesh as he did so. He began teasing her in much the same way she continued teasing him, tempting fate, running his finger tips briefly beneath the hem of her skirt. Susan shifted, lifting herself up, and in doing so, bunching the back of her skirt entirely behind her. He had looked over watching as she did that, her bare ass clearly showing through before she had sat back down again. He knew then, her bra wasn't the only thing she had taken off.



They had ordered another round of drinks, this time a beer. Susan had done the same. Even then, Bill knew they'd have to sit there for a while nursing those before it would be safe enough to drive home. But what had been thrilling was when their waitress had come over to take their order. He had continued to feel Susan's hand now firmly grasping his prick through his pants, squeezing him playfully, wantonly as the waitress took their order, completely oblivious as to what was going on beneath the table. And even if she wasn't, even if she'd suspected anything, she hadn't let on, though smiling sweetly promising to return shortly with their drinks. He had then felt her hand on his, lifting it, placing it, she had done so, letting him know in no uncertain terms what she wanted, what she needed. What he needed now, and had been needing for far too fucking long! She was wet, her pussy was literally soaked as his finger slid deeply and easily inside her. Bill was still finger-fucking her cunt when the waitress returned with their beers, once again smiling down at them asking if there was anything else she could get for them.
"Yeah, a few more napkins," Bill had thought, saying, "No thank you instead, we're good." Susan now escalated the excitement, the danger, her fingers working down the zipper on his slacks, her hand burrowing inside, finding and then freeing his member. As hot as it was inside the bar now, the cooler air on his now exposed cock felt exhilarating, though just having his dick held, toyed and played with there beneath the table had a lot to do with that. He felt her squeeze the swollen bulbous head of his prick, felt the trickle of precum ooze from the tip as she gathered it up, smearing it around the crown of his cock-tip further pleasuring and exciting him even more.
Somewhat awkward now, and perhaps a bit too obvious, Bill removed his hand from between Susan's legs, especially as she was so intent now on fondling his prick. He was able to reach over however, lifting up one side of her sweater just enough to slip his hand inside onto her breast where he fondled it playfully, easily locating her hard thick nipple, pinching it, hearing her squeal quietly in delight as he did so. Susan again squeezed his prick, found another nice thick dollop of his cream, took a quick look about, lifted her sweater and applied his juice to her neglected nipple.
"Play with that one for a minute," she whispered hotly. He did so, smearing his own juice around and about it, delighting in the sensation of that hard little teat, so slick, so delightfully firm as he teased and pleasured it with his own juice.
It had been a long time since he'd felt a tit in his hand...too long. Admittedly he missed playing with Mandy's, but...obviously she didn't.
**
It was a nice intimate little restaurant, just as Mike said it would be. He'd even tipped the Host securing for them a selected table that Mike had asked for and pointed out. Seconds later they were led over towards it and seated. A nice cozy little half booth that looked out over the city below them, privacy walls on either side, ensuring that all the patrons there had a bit more privacy to enjoy their dinner in, and talk...or whatever else came to mind. Thoughts of which were already stirring inside Mandy's head as their waiter came over to take their drink orders and leave them with menus.
"I've always wanted to come here, but never have," Mandy stated looking over the menu. She almost jumped when she felt the press of Mike's hand on her leg nearer her knee.
"Well, maybe we'll have to rectify that then," he said grinning. She couldn't help but laugh, though nervously, the direct implication of his meaning not at all lost on her.
"I'm married," she said, though why she'd said that now and not earlier she had no idea. Especially when she'd secretly been fantasizing about Mike all day, and even more so on the drive over to the restaurant. Now sitting here with his hand still softly caressing her knee, her leg, she had thrown that comment out, wondering how he might respond to it, which he did.
"So?"
"What about you?" She asked dodging the direct challenge, though allowing him to caress her, enjoying the sensation the feel of his strong firm hand now expertly caressing her upper thigh, fingers just teasing the still hidden flesh beneath her skirt.
"Divorced," he responded simply letting her know by the tone of his voice that it wasn't a topic to be continued, though immediately reverting back to the topic of her being married when he did. "Happily?"
"No, not for quite a while," she honestly responded thinking back earlier in the day as she'd watched Bill storm out of the house without so much as another word. It used to be they would kiss good-bye every morning, say the words "I love you," and mean it. "When did that stop? And why?" She found herself musing, though Mike's roaming fingers immediately brought her back to the present. She felt the trickle of moisture gathering between her legs, the tingling sensation of arousal coursing through her breasts and nipples. She knew as she sat there that her tiny little black thong would soon be soaked if he kept this up...if she allowed him to.
Mike had ordered a nice bottle of wine, the waiter had taken their orders and then left, leaving them in private to enjoy their evening together. The wine was superb. It always did tend to sooth and mellow her out whenever she had it, and lately, she wanted to feel relaxed, the tension and stress of the past several days catching up with her. When was the last time she'd actually had an orgasm anyway? Days ago now, well over a week at least, and even then leaving her feeling less than satisfactory. Sitting there on the toilet seat crying her eyes out for long minutes afterwards while Bill lay snoring in the bed totally oblivious to her needs and desires.
She had wanted the feel of a nice hard cock inside her, she had had to settle for her own fingers now instead. She sat, wondering, imagining what Mike's might look like, wondering if he was hard now, as horny and as needful as she was. She lifted her glass, sipping it, looking over the rim of it taking him in. As she did, she felt his fingers slide even further up her dress, the tips of his fingers suddenly finding the thin patch of material protecting her sex. Mandy spread her legs, took another sip of her wine and moaned as Mike's fingertip scratched at the intimate spot where her clit was.
"Take them off," he told her.
Mandy sat her glass back down on their table. She leaned over quickly reaching up, grabbing the sides of her thong yanking it down. She managed to slip it over her high heels, and then removed it, showing him the discarded garment briefly before meaning to stuff it into her purse. Mike grabbed it instead, sticking it beneath his nose, smelling the fragrance of her arousal. Mandy felt a jolt of electricity watching him do this. It was decadent, wickedly naughty, and it excited her even more seeing him do this. Mike stuffed her discarded thong into his jacket pocket rather than handing it back. She then saw him lower his hands beneath the table fumbling around briefly, he sat up, swiveled in his seat slightly turning towards her. She gasped when he did. Mike's cock stood stiff and straight beckoning to her. As though hypnotized by it, she reached out, her hand coming around to clasp it, then stroking it. She saw the pearly little bubble of arousal seep from the head of his prick, taking it and then applying it to the crown as she gingerly sat there fondling it.
"Are you ready to order?"
The sound of the waiters voice had startled her, but the way Mike sat, she knew there was no way he could have seen anything. The fact that she sat there however, holding onto his dick, giving the waiter her order as Mike then did, merely added to the erotic atmosphere of the moment. He left shortly afterwards, and the moment he had, Mandy surprised herself leaning over, and then wrapping the lips of her mouth around his hard firm erection instead.
She had always loved giving blowjobs, as funny as that might sound, she had enjoyed doing it immensely, and had missed doing so. Bill had always commented on her talent in doing that, appreciating the way she so lovingly licked him and sucked him, returning the favor in kind, his talented tongue never once failing to bring her as much joy and pleasure as she had enjoyed giving him. She continued licking, sucking, the danger and excitement of actually doing so in the restaurant, the possibility of being discovered merely adding to her own level of desire, the taste and smell of Bill's cock as she did heightening her senses.
**
"I want you to fuck me," Susan had told him.
"Here? Now?" Bill had joked a bit nervously, trying to make light of it, though trying to think of a way out of it, and then realizing he really didn't want to do that now either. "Where?" He finally asked seriously.
"My girlfriend has a place not too far from here. She's currently out of town, she gave me a key to it a long time ago, to use if and when I ever needed to. If there was ever a time that I needed to, it would be now," she told him.
Bill tossed down a twenty, more than enough to cover the balance on their tab and leave a nice tip for their waitress. Once again stuffing his still stiff prick back inside his pants, he still held his jacket in front as they walked out together towards the parking lot and their cars. Bill was plenty sober by now as was Susan, they'd spent the last hour nursing the single beers they had ordered. The parking lot itself was dark save for a single lamp burning at the far end. "I'll walk you to your car," he told her not wishing to leave her to head towards it on her own, especially as dark as it was. "I'll follow you from here," he'd added as they reached it.
He opened her car door, but rather than getting in Susan leaned against it. Standing there in the semi darkness, it reminded Bill of another time, another place. He leaned over kissing her neck, her face, her lips. His hands reaching down, lifting her sweater, her full breasts suddenly filling his hands as they stood there. Her exquisite firm tips pressed against his palms, he pinched them and toyed with them pleasurably, hearing her pleasured sighs as he did. The touch of her hand once again coming down to his zipper, pulling it, releasing it. The warmth of her hand as she drew him out, only then sitting down on the seat of her car, her legs still sticking outside the door as he stepped into them, between them, her mouth engulfing the length of his enormously hard prick.
**
Mandy had somehow managed to compose herself during dinner, though the fire she had felt between her legs earlier was still smoldering. The wine had helped to mellow her out somewhat, but she knew that even the tiniest spark would reignite the desire she had felt. She was still struggling with her emotions, teetering on the edge of doing something that she knew she could never undo, return from if she did. And the temptation was almost more than she could bare now as it was.
"Where can I drop you off?" she asked as they prepared to leave.
"My place," he said with a smile. "I had a friend of mine drop me off earlier, figured I would get a ride back, so...shall we?"
As they walked out to the parking lot, Mandy still felt a bit giddy, a little weak in the knees. She knew inside unequivocally, that in taking Mike back to his place that she'd end up in bed with him. She even considered the prospect of spending the entire night, "Whatever it takes," she then said to herself, though wondering as she thought that, if she wasn't just using that as the excuse, the justification for her actions. The tiny spark between her legs suddenly flaring as they reached the car, standing for a moment, Mike's hands pulling her blouse out from her skirt, coming up to cup her tits, massaging them through the sheer lace of her bra, one hand now down between her legs, his fingers easily penetrating her cunt, capturing and then teasing her clit as he fingered her to a quick very intense orgasm. Even then, even afterwards as she collected herself, she needed more. She needed the feel of his prick buried deeply inside her, fucking her.
"How far away do you live anyway?" She asked breathlessly.
**
They were there in less than twenty minutes. Susan was standing in the doorway of a beautiful magnificent looking home waiting for Bill as he traveled up the short drive on foot, having parked his car a short distance away on the street where he could find a spot.
"Why didn't you just follow me in to the driveway?" she asked waiting for him.
"I didn't know if I should," Bill told her reaching the steps where she stood. "Nice house," he then added upon entering. It was indeed richly furnished, as he took her hand, allowing himself to be led upstairs along a slowly winding staircase, Susan then led him into one of several bedrooms where they undressed one another, soon falling into bed. He slid his rock hard cock deep inside the tight warmth of her soft pussy, slowly fucking her afterwards, the sensation and feel of her reminding him of better times. Bill felt a pang of guilt at his pleasure, but it had simply been too fucking long. He could no longer deny the desires that he had, he could no longer go on pretending that everything in his life was ok. After experiencing this again, the sensuality, spontaneity, and delight of sexual pleasure, never again would he deny himself from knowing and experiencing that. He plunged his prick in and out of Susan's cunt repeatedly until the stressful release of his semen filled her to overflowing. And even after he had spent himself, after he had sucked and licked her pussy into one mind blowing orgasm after another, he remembered and missed the sweet heavenly taste of Mandy's cunt, and wished for the first time in long while, that it was her instead of Susan that he was with now.
**
"Turn here," Mike told her as she swung her car into his drive. She hesitated, wondering if she should simply say goodnight and drive away. Sensing her reluctance perhaps, Mike turned towards her, once again kissing her passionately, his hands again on her breasts, her resolve quickly melting away. She turned off the engine, and then got out as he came around, taking her by the hand and up the steps into the house. She followed him up the staircase, and then into his bedroom. She stood allowing him to finish removing the rest of her clothing, and then his. He pulled her onto the bed with him, where she then straddled him, felt his hard erect prick slide heavenly deep inside the opening of her cunt. She fucked him wildly, eventually feeling his essence spurting deeply inside her, where her own climatic bliss quickly joined with his.
**
"Did you hear something?" Bill asked.
"Susan sat up in bed, might be my friend," she said. "He said he might come home tonight, so most likely he did."
"He?" I thought you said she earlier!" Bill exclaimed a bit worriedly.
"No...I'm pretty sure I said he, and besides, nothing to worry about, we're all good close friends here now aren't we?" she asked. "We've played and partied several times together, in fact, I'm willing to bet that he's not alone here either. Tell you what, I'll go down and see if he's busy, or if they're even interested in partying with us, if they are...I'll come back and get you and we'll take it from there."
"I don't know Susan, it really is getting late, maybe I'd better think about getting myself home now."
"Oh come on Bill...don't be a spoil sport, just give me a minute, I think after you have a chance to meet Mike, you'll be pleasantly surprised."
**
Mandy was shocked to hear the soft knock on the bedroom door, though Mike answered before she had a chance to do much of anything.
"Come on in Sue...I've been expecting you," Mike said. Seconds later the door opened and in walked this woman who Mandy had never seen before, and certainly wasn't expecting to. She was naked, and very obviously attractive.
"What the fuck?" Mandy exclaimed upon seeing her, obviously confused, though the woman basically ignored her all together.
"Hi sweetie, thought we heard you earlier, but figured to give you enough time to have a little fun on your own before we just up and invited you to join us."
"Join who?" Mandy asked a bit worriedly. "And who is this anyway?" she then asked.
Mike turned towards her. "Well, I guess it's time we told you the truth here. Mandy Jenkins? This is my wife Susan, Susan...Mandy Jenkins, this is the woman of the firm I'm considering doing business with."
"You're wife?" Mandy exclaimed. "I thought you told me you were divorced!"
"Well? So? You told me you were married, but you came here anyway? So what does it matter?" And besides, Susan's got a friend here as well, we sort of do this on occasion for fun, perhaps after you meet him, you might be inclined to just go along, party with us...have some fun. And I promise you...it will go a long, long way in cementing our new partnership."
"Fuck!" Mandy said totally confused, but she felt trapped as well, "Well, ok...but I'm not promising anything," she told them both. "Not until after I've had a chance to meet him at least."
"No sweat," Susan said excitedly turning to leave the room. I'll go back and bring him in and introduce you to..."
"Not necessary," Bill said stepping into the room nearly colliding into Susan as she turned to leave. "The name's Bill...Bill Jenkins. And the woman sitting there on the bed with her mouth open is my wife."
"Your what?" Both Mike and Susan said near simultaneously.
"My wife," Bill said once again. "And I think...under the circumstances, that she and I have a lot to discuss."
Mandy finally found her own voice. "You...you and Susan? Were fucking too?"
"Like I said darling, I think...you and I have a few things we need to talk about, I think that it might be a good idea if we were to excuse ourselves and go home now in order to do that.
"You're...not mad? Angry?"
"Why should I be? You haven't done anything I haven't done obviously. So what's the point? The issue here is, we going to finally sit down and talk about it? Or keep pushing things away and making whatever it was we once had, too hard to find again? We going to continue to fight over coffee grounds? What program we want to watch on TV? Or get back to fucking and loving one another the way we used to?"
Mandy smiled upon hearing that. "I rather like hearing about the fucking part...can we do that first before we talk?"
"Before...and then afterwards," Bill said. "Now come on, get dressed, I'll follow you home..."
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The sign on her door read, "Darlene Jenkins". Ms Jenkins as I addressed her at work was my boss, though during times when things were less formal, I along with everyone else called her Darlene.
I'd only been working for her for a few months now. It was a small enterprising little company, but the workload kept me busy and was very interesting. I did a lot of research on products, submitted bids, and then sent those in to Darlene for approval and ordering. The one thing I really liked about my job was that there were only a handful of employee's and everyone seemed friendly and easy going. Somewhat laid back, it wasn't a stuffy environment, allowed to wear pretty much whatever we wanted to as long as it was clean and not too terribly revealing. I particularly liked Fridays when Darlene would usually come in wearing a nice pair of form fitting jeans as opposed to the more professional look of skirts and modest blouses that she wore during the rest of the week.
For being in her early to mid forty's, Darlene had an incredible looking body, though most of that was of course based on my own overactive imagination. She had dark brown shoulder length hair that she usually wore up, except again on Fridays when she usually wore it natural, which was how I preferred seeing her. Dark brown eyes, full lips and an olive complexion, she had an air of exotic beauty to her that was both sensual as well as mysterious. Her laugh was infectious, often taking out the stress of any given situation, though she had a serious side to her as well that was a no-nonsense approach when the situation called for it.
I liked working for her. She was fair, just, and always willing to work alongside you as opposed to just dumping something onto you and leaving you to flounder about trying to figure things out on your own.
In addition to Darlene, there was also another very attractive girl working there, closer to my own age somewhere around twenty-five or six perhaps and only employed two months longer than I'd been. Kris did most of the office filing and record keeping, and did much of the correspondence for Darlene. Needless to say, at times the three of us worked very closely together, especially around the end of the month when we compiled all the purchases or contracts we'd completed and submitted for the month. It was during those times we sometimes worked late, Darlene usually ordering Pizza, or Chinese takeout. Not having much of a social life at the time, I'd come to actually look forward to those late evenings while working together.
Kris was herself a very bubbly outgoing young woman. Somewhat petite at just five feet, a very slender figure, small but obviously noticeable breasts, Kris wore her long blonde hair in a ponytail most of the time. She had the typical blue eyes of a blonde, with a fair complexion and a sexy smile that always appeared and as I believed, to be genuine.
Part of my reason for not having much of a social life had been my own fault. I'd always wanted to live out on the West Coast, and when the opportunity came to move out there, I took it. My girlfriend at the time was happy where she was, and so we naturally parted ways, so it wasn't that I was unattractive. I'd just been too busy settling in at my new job and place to actively start dating again. I certainly didn't consider myself a hunk either, or anything even closely resembling model material, but I'd done well with the girls during High School and had been fairly popular. At 5'10" I still had a pretty good build, worked out twice a week, ran every other morning for an hour before work, and didn't eat a lot of junk food, which certainly helped. I too had dark hair, wore it a bit longer than most guys perhaps, but had always done so, and unless otherwise directed, had no plans in changing it.
Like I said, it was the end of the month, a busy one, and because it had been, we had a lot of numbers to crunch, a lot of documents to compile which promised a couple of later than usual nights at the office. I was actually looking forward to it when Darlene came by my desk the day before.
"Not that I have to remind you Rob," she said smiling at me. "But I think that we might be actually working a bit longer tomorrow night and Friday than we normally have in the past. I hope you haven't made any plans for late evening as I'm afraid the three of us are going to be here a while."
I hadn't, and told her so, getting a pleased smile in return upon hearing that. "Pizza or something else?" she asked. "Kris has already opted for Chinese, but said either one would be fine with her."
"Chinese sounds fine with me too," I agreed, admiring her firm full breasts as I said that, trying very carefully not to let her know I had been looking at them as she stood there in front of my desk. The deep red somewhat sheer blouse she wore perhaps a bit smaller than she should have been wearing, two buttons seriously being tested to their limits in keeping the front of it gathered and closed. Even then as she turned off to one side, just enough of a gap opened to reveal the lacy red bra she was wearing along with a great deal of ample, soft looking flesh peeking up and over the cups. As she turned back to face me again, I averted my eyes from where I'd been looking, but her movement had been a bit quicker than I'd expected, and I wondered if she hadn't caught my eyes looking where they hadn't belonged. Her smile remained however as she thanked me, and then headed off back into her office.
As for Kris, I was looking forward to working late with her too. Over the past month or so, we'd gotten a lot closer, we'd flirted some, though nothing that might suggest it was anything more than that. We'd gone out to lunch together a few times, generally took and shared our breaks together when we could, though one of us usually had to be around whenever Darlene was in the office, so even then we didn't spend a lot of time together as we might both have preferred. Working late together however would assure that, and especially as Darlene permitted an even more relaxed casual attire in our dress during those evenings. It had been the one and only time I'd actually seen Darlene in a pair of shorts along with a fairly tight fitting tank top that looked like it had been painted on. Rather than going home after work, she had changed in her office. And though it was impossible to actually see anything, the silhouetted shape as she did so through her door had given me just a hint of her voluptuous body as she'd changed clothes, shortly after stepping out now wearing the outfit I've just described. Once again I had to avert my eyes so I didn't appear to be staring, though I admired the shape and tightness of her ass as she walked away a few minutes later.
We'd already been hard at it for the past couple of hours when Darlene suggested it was time to take a break and relax while she went off to pick up the Chinese takeout. Kris and I were both looking forward to that when she did as it would give us both a chance to chat, relax and enjoy one another's company for a bit waiting for Darlene's return.
"Come with me?" She asked.
I knew what she was asking without needing to go into a lot of detail, I'd done it before. Since it was late at night, the only office lights that were on were the ones we absolutely had to have on in order to work by. In the far corner of the building where we worked, most of the lights were off, which is also where the bathrooms were. And not that we weren't perfectly safe working there at night, the darkness for Kris was still a little unsettling, and she preferred it when I escorted her there and back. I didn't mind, it gave us a chance to be together, talk and enjoy one another's company during the brief walks there and back. What I didn't tell her however, was in the stillness of the night as I stood outside the bathroom doors waiting for her, I could still hear her pee. It was a silly thought perhaps as I stood there listening to her, but my mind wandering to the obvious fact that she was sitting there, shorts, or pants down around her knees, along with whatever thong she was wearing, as I'd once or twice noticed her wearing one whenever she'd bent over to lift up one of the bankers boxes we worked out of.
I would stand there entertaining myself, wondering what her pussy looked like as I listened to her peeing. Did she shave? Or if she didn't, was her pubic hair dark or actually blonde like her hair? Silly thoughts, and certainly thoughts I'd never in a million years ever admit to having, but they would very often leave me with the beginnings of an erection that I'd often have to mentally fight down before she finished up and came back out.
I heard her flush, heard the sound of the water running, and then she stepped out of the bathroom where I stood waiting for her. The problem was, now I had to pee, the running water triggering my own natural need.
"My turn," I said easily, though the look in her eyes immediately gave me pause. Standing there in the dark, even though we both knew it was perfectly safe, I could still see her worried expression as she nodded her head. I then did something that surprised us both, I took her hand and led her into the men's room. "Come on, you can wait for me inside," I told her. With partitions on either side of the urinals, I knew that Kris wouldn't be able to see anything anyway, though obviously she'd be able to hear me just as easily as I'd been able to hear her even through the door. It didn't bother me however, and she actually looked relieved as she stood just inside the door nearer the sinks waiting for me to finish. I heard her laugh as I stood in front of the urinal, trying to coax myself to pee. I'd never been "pee-shy" before, but then again, I'd never tried peeing while someone, particularly a good looking girl had stood waiting for me either.
"My being here making you nervous?" she asked.
Part of the problem however was that I'd had a bit of an erection just before coming in here, so that had delayed my being able to go for a moment. But now, standing there with my dick out, and the realization she was only a few feet behind me even though I couldn't actually see her at the moment, had given it cause to stiffen a little rather than relaxing enough for me to go ahead and go.
"No, not really," I told her. "Sometimes...it just takes a minute." I continued to stand there with nothing happening, hearing her subtle giggle once again.
"Need some help?" she asked teasingly. Her question didn't shock or surprise me, it was right in line with some of our flirtatious bantering back and forth before, though neither one of us as I'd said had ever acted on anything. Still feeling a bit nervous however, and somewhat embarrassed now as my prolonged delay while standing here merely made things worse, I answered back.
"That's not the kind of help I'd prefer getting," I said following that up with a snicker of my own, though I then heard the movement of her feet coming up from behind me.
"Oh?" she said standing behind me now, I felt her actually pressed up against me as she said that looking over my shoulder. "What else did you have in mind?"
Now I was shocked. This had been about the boldest thing she had ever said or done before. Even more so as my prick was in fact much harder than it should have been, and getting more so as I stood there, especially with her obviously looking down and seeing it as I held it in my hand. It was then that I felt her hand reaching around. I felt myself go weak in the knees as she grasped it, forcing my hand away. I could feel her breath on the back of my neck, it was clearly evident that she was as excited as I was.
"I've always wanted to do this," she said, "but never have."
"What? You've never touched a guy's dick before?" I asked half seriously trying to joke through my shock and nervousness.
"Not that!" she answered back laughing. "Just never held one while a guy was actually trying to pee," she stated. "So...can you?"
"I think you just hit on the problem," I responded. "Trying to pee while a good looking woman's holding onto your dick doesn't make doing that any easier."
"You really think I'm good looking?" she asked still holding my cock. I could tell by the sound of her voice that she wasn't kidding with me this time, she was actually very serious.
"I do yes...always have," I freely admitted, my prick acknowledging that in confirmation, suddenly getting harder than it already was.
She stroked it. Her hand pulling down and then back up along my shaft, I felt the warmth of her palm as it encircled the head of my dick, squeezing it before sliding back down the length of it once again.
"Fuck, Kris!" I said actually reaching up to balance my hands on either side of the privacy partitions. "You're driving me crazy here!" I told her. She laughed at that nervously.
"Well, you're driving me a little crazy here too," she said. "I've thought about you more than once," she now openly confessed. "In fact...I've even gone into the women's room at work once or twice in order to do something about that," she now told me, her inhibitions, if she even really had any, going right out through the window.
"No shit! You have? Really?"
"Yes...really. I know you think I'm this shy, quiet and reserved woman, which at work I've tried to be, at least for the most part anyway. But as you can see...I'm not at all like that. I've been attracted to you for a while now, and I've been wondering, hoping that something might happen that would bring the two of us a little closer together."
"Like sharing a bathroom?" I now asked, giving up on actually trying to pee, and turning towards her. Seconds after that, we stood kissing, deeply, passionately, her hand still holding onto my dick. It was then we both heard the sound of the elevator in use, coming up from the parking garage down below. "Fuck! Darlene's back!"
We still had plenty of time to adjust ourselves. Thank god for the sound of the elevator alerting us, which in the quiet of the night could be very easily heard. We hurriedly walked back to the end of the office where we were working just as the elevators opened and Darlene stepped out carrying our dinner.
"Sorry it took so long," she stated. "They were really busy tonight, I'm wondering if we're not the only one's having to work late!" With that, she handed Kris and I a couple of the bags as we quickly spread things out on the conference table we were working on and prepared to eat.
The fact I still had a hard on, and that Kris was still wearing what I knew to be a very mischievous looking smile on her face, promised to make the rest of the night a very interesting one. The fact of the matter was, I had no idea just how interesting things were really going to get!
All through the meal Kris kept licking her lips or sucking her fingers in what could only be described as a very flirtatious sort of way. I kept glancing at Darlene to see if she was picking up on anything, but it didn't appear that she was, though our conversation soon turned to our social lives, and what if anything we were doing for fun outside of the office. Darlene had even mentioned there was a convention coming up in a few months time, and that it might be fun for the three of us to attend it together, especially after all the extra hard work we'd been putting in. It was an interesting thought, made especially more so as I periodically got winks, licks, and signals from Kris that it could indeed be a lot of fun if we were to actually go.
We finished eating and got back to work. There was still another two hours of work ahead of us at this point. Everything had been sorted down into neat piles by account for billing and invoicing purposes, each stack now totaled up and itemized, which was Kris's job. Handing the stacks back to me, I then took them back into the file room, located the appropriate customer box, and then labeled that month's work, placing them inside. Darlene was doing the same, walking the boxes she was working on back into me where I likewise labeled and then put hers back on the shelves where they were meant to go.
This normally was my least favorite function of the night whenever we worked late. For one, I didn't spend nearly as much time around Kris as I would have liked, only making periodic trips back and forth from her desk, or from Darlene's back to the file and copy room labeling and putting things away again for the next month's activities. Tonight however, Kris was seeing to it that even that aspect of our infrequent moments together were far more interesting than they ever had been.
We'd sort of started playing a little game, a very erotic, naughty little game. The fact that Kris's desk was just outside of Darlene's office made it even more exciting, a bit more dangerous, adding to the thrill of it all. I had gone over to pick up yet another stack of completed paperwork and stood waiting for Kris to finish up with it. As I stood there, she once again reached over, fondled the still too obvious bulge between my legs for a moment, and then giggled as I walked away back into the storage room with a very prominent tent poking through my pants. I had finished up, gone back, and was treated to a quick fleeting flash of her tits along with that same seductive smile on her face just as Darlene came out of her office heading back to the storage room with a box she'd just completed going through. I followed her immediately of course, though somewhat awkwardly.
Darlene had already dragged over the ladder by the time I entered the room. She looked like she was going to put it up on the shelf herself.
"Here, let me do that for you," I told her. "It's pretty dusty up there, and no sense getting your clothes dirty if you don't have to, that's what I'm here for," I said taking the box from her.
"Thanks," she said smiling back, stepping down. And then I realized that she could quite easily see the still somewhat noticeable bulge in my pants as I stood on the ladder. She was standing off to one side, and as I slid the box into place, looking over towards her, her eyes were looking right at me, or rather right at the obvious. Hurriedly I placed the box, and then began stepping down, as I did, her face came up meeting mine. There was a look in her eyes I had never seen before. And not only that, but I also noticed two very prominent, two very erect hard little nipples now pressing against the very form fitting tank top she was wearing. I knew without any doubt, it certainly wasn't the room. If anything, it was particularly hot in there as it was such a confined space with little or no air circulation reaching it.
"No problem," I said feeling a flush begin to spread across my face, especially as because all I could do was stand there, try to pretend I either didn't know I actually had an erection, or pretend I wasn't aware she hadn't noticed it, which she obviously had. If I moved, or tried using my hands in some way to cover myself, I'd have drawn her attention right back to it. If I said or did nothing, chances are she wouldn't either. And though the damage was already done, I could only hope she wouldn't react to it, or put anything together, in particular that Kris and I had been slowly teasing and torturing one another most of the evening.
"Ah Rob? Would you mind pulling down the Edwards files for me? I'd like to recheck those, go through them again," she then told me. I had no choice but to step back onto the safety ladder, which I did, and then began looking for the box she wanted.
"I don't see it," I said after a moment, once again glancing over and through several labeled boxes.
"You sure? I'm positive it's there," Darlene spoke, and then I felt her place her foot on the ladder as she stood behind me, climbing up in order to see a little better herself. Grasping the railing with one hand for support, she leaned into me for balance, pretending to look, just as I was, and felt the sudden press of her full breasts against the back of my upper thigh. I basically froze in place, not knowing what to do, or if she realized I could feel her pressing into me. That was...until I felt her hand letting go of the railing, now coming to rest on my hip as she stepped up even further.



"Sorry, but I'm positive I put it back," she stated again, now standing nearly on top of me.
"Maybe if I moved out of the way," I stated. The platform I was standing on was just wide enough that two people could stand on it safely enough, especially with the rails running all the way around us. Turning, I allowed her to take the last step in reaching me, which she did, though she seemed to lose her balance in doing that, and reached out in order to keep herself from falling, or in falling into me for that matter. Her action suddenly causing her to throw her arms around my neck, catching herself. If I felt the press of her soft breasts before...I felt them even more so now against my chest. And then suddenly, her hand, resting directly on the hard stiff bulge in my pants!
I couldn't believe any of this was happening! I'd been flirting, getting all worked up with Kris earlier, as she was obviously starting to do with me. And now...here I was, standing on a ladder next to my boss, her hand purposely pressed against the hard stiff bulge in my pants. She leaned forward, her lips coming down on mine, and in the next instant, I was kissing her, hotly, passionately.
The next thing I knew, Darlene had taken my hand in hers, placing it over one of her exquisite breasts. I felt the hard press of her aroused nipple in the palm of my hand, and then found myself gently kneading it, fingers soon locating and actually pulling on it through the material of her thin tank top.
"Maybe I left it in my office after all," she mused finally breaking away. Confused I stood there momentarily as she climbed back down the ladder, though she looked up smiling at me. "You'd better see if Kris has finished," she then informed me. "Then come see me, hopefully I will have found what I'm looking for," she stated and then turned and walked out of the room. I glanced down at myself, thankful I was wearing dark pants, though even then I could feel the spot of moisture, which had seeped through them. Making a hurried adjustment, for all the good that it did, I soon made my way back over to Kris's desk, glancing into Darlene's office as I passed. She sat looking busy however, which threw me a little. Once again Kris smiled upon seeing me.
"Last one," she said almost disappointedly. In the past, once she was finished, she was free to go. I generally hung around only long enough myself to put back the last few boxes for Darlene as she finished up, and then generally left with her. I didn't anticipate anything different happening tonight, though after the incident in the storage room, I now wondered.
It was about that time that Darlene called Kris and I both back into her office. "Kris? I want to rerun the numbers on the Edwards file one more time, see if you come up with the same totals that I did. If you do, then we'll go with that and accept them. Rob? While we're doing that, why don't you go ahead and take out the trash from dinner as well as empty out the trash cans we filled up tonight, we should be through with this by the time you done that and returned," she explained to us both. I soon left her office, straightening the mess we'd left, hauling out the trash to the dumpsters downstairs. I was anxious to return as that might mean I'd be seeing Kris to her car, and from there...who knows. But at the same time, I was also thinking about Darlene and that surprising little encounter we'd had in the storage room. I chalked it off to an inadvertent moment of lust and passion. As she was my boss, I figured that she'd suddenly come to her senses, realized it wasn't something either one of us should have allowed to happen, which explained the sudden abrupt discontinuation of what we'd been doing. But her smile upon leaving hadn't shown any remorse, if anything...I'd gotten the impression that there might be more to come because of it.
Talk about confused. I'd gone from famine to feast in the blink of an eye. I hadn't seen a woman's breasts in months now, let alone touched any. And now I had done both in the span of one evening, not to mention having my cock actually fondled by two different women in one night!
I was still wondering how I was going to deal with both situations on the ride back up the elevator, stepping off and expecting to find Darlene and Kris shutting everything down and preparing to leave. The only light that was still on was the one inside Darlene's office, though I couldn't hear a thing going on, or any conversation taking place. I then assumed they had both gone into the storage room and was about to head in that direction when I spotted something lying on the floor of Darlene's office. I looked, and for a moment couldn't make heads or tails out of it. Walking in, I stooped over retrieving the article, and only then realized it was Kris's blouse that she'd had on!
"What the fuck?" I asked myself, turning. When I did, I then noticed what appeared to be something else just a few feet away down the hallway. I walked over still carrying Kris's blouse, reached down and now retrieved what was obviously Darlene's tank top. "Damn!" I said again, now carrying both items, and looking in the almost near darkness along the floor. Sure enough, there was something else, but it was heading away from the storage room where I thought they must have gone. Instead, it was obvious this trail of clothing that I now realized was being left for me was headed in another direction entirely.
The strange part of all this was, I knew on the one hand something was going on of course, which excited the hell out of me, as evidenced by my once again hardening cock. But I couldn't for the life of me explain reasonably to myself how I had somehow gotten involved in this to the degree that I obviously now was. I honestly had no idea what that specifically meant, or what I was to expect when I finally arrived at wherever it was they were obviously directing me with this trail of discarded clothing that was being left.
By the time I arrived at what I knew now to be the main conference room where all the important meetings were usually held, I saw piled there on the floor in front of the door the balance of whatever clothing hadn't already been discarded. I dumped what I held in my hand on the floor there on top of them, steeled myself for whatever awaited me inside, and turned the knob on the large doublewide doors and stepped in.
Even knowing what I then knew awaited for me inside, I still wasn't prepared for it.
They were both nude of course just as I expected to find them, but what I hadn't expected to find, was the two of them lying on top of the large conference room table with their heads buried between one another's legs. Facing to the side of me as I came in, they both took a moment to look up and smile at me. I'm sure the confused expression on my face asked a thousand questions all at once.
"Surprised?" Kris said giggling.
"That...would be an understatement," I responded somehow managing to find my own voice.
"We've been planning this for over a month now," Kris informed me continuing, though Darlene spoke up as well, finally sitting up as she did so.
"It was actually Kris's idea that we both seduce you," she spoke. "Needless to say Rob, we got together a while back ourselves, and you quite naturally came up in our conversations. We thought it might be nice to include you in our fun little activities, provided you're interested of course," she asked looking at me. "Though by the looks of it...I'd say you are!"
There was no point trying to conceal my erection, especially now. Seeing the two of them together, totally naked, and obviously enjoying one another, something they'd been doing for some time now, I could only stand there and grin stupidly at my good fortune.
"So...you going to join us or not?" Kris asked sliding off the conference table and walking towards me. As she helped me to remove my own clothing, I glanced over towards Darlene. She had taken a seat in one of the plush conference room chairs, spreading herself, resting one leg back up on the table, her hands and fingers busy between her legs. Seeing her sitting there playing with herself the way she was, seemed almost surrealistic, but then again so had coming in and catching the two of them licking one another's cunts too.
"Come back and lay on the table again Kris," Darlene told her, "So I can taste you some more while Rob has a little taste of me!"
She quickly did so, once again laying down, Darlene now standing, leaning over as she went back to work on Kris's sweet pussy with her tongue. Positioned as she was, I slid beneath and between the boss's legs, sitting there, looking up at her pink pouty pussy lips, disbelief that any of this was actually happening still filling my head. But soon I was filling my mouth with Darlene, and nothing after that really mattered any more.
Just listening to my boss moan, and then to Kris as Darlene obviously pleasured her quite satisfactory, especially when her low deep-throated groan and then giggling squeal of delight informed us both that she'd just had an orgasm. At Darlene's direction, we then changed places and positions with me suddenly served up on the table as the focus of both of their attentions. I felt two pairs of hands as well as lips begin to explore, play and drive me to the point of insanity. Knowing that it was not only Kris's tongue lapping away at me, but also the very talented tongue of my own boss doing the same, I could only writhe there in complete bliss as the sensations of their two mouths taking turns with my cock, hands and fingers seemingly everywhere else at once, soon brought me to the very brink far sooner than I had expected. I was almost embarrassed at the too soon ecstasy that was threatening to erupt, warning them immediately, hoping for a bit of a reprieve in delaying the inevitable. But apparently, they had no intention of allowing that, and if anything, suddenly doubling their efforts, literally.
"Fuck! I'm gonna cum!" I announced, wondering upon having said that just what to expect. I knew personally as horny as I was, that whenever I was...like this, I usually blew an amazing load. And this time was no exception either. I knew it the moment the first gigantic mind-blowing squirt left the end of my prick that I was going to shower the two of them with several streamers of spunk, wondering what they'd think when I did, how they'd react, and more importantly, what they would do with it as I did. I had to fight to literally keep my eyes open while I watched them.
There's something to be said about the almost obscene, pure erotic sensation of seeing two women kneeling over your prick while its squirts, fighting over, though actually sharing, each and every pulsating, liquefied expression of my own personal pleasure. In a way, it was almost like having an out of body experience. On the one hand, I was feeling every delicious sensation that was happening, and on the other, it was as though I was standing off to one side just watching it, enjoying it, and taking it all in.
Watching Darlene as she fed my cock to Kris, sucking down and swallowing a nice hard-felt spurt, and then seeing her quickly giving it back to Darlene, who then did the same was incredibly erotic. In addition to that, they got playful, holding it and pointing it at one another, great plumes of white frothy cream still exploding as they aimed it at one another's tits, seeing my spunk splashing against the two of them, still milking out whatever remnants remained of my spending long after the last furious pulsations had ended. Kneeling to either side of me, I lay there still mesmerized as two sets of nice soft breasts mashed against one another, my cock somehow, and somewhere smothered between. I was still slick with the rich creamy goo, titties now rubbing against one another, smearing whatever remained back and forth against themselves. Quite naturally I soon extricated myself from between them again, taking the seat that Darlene had so recently vacated.
I now watched as they positioned themselves just enough that they could suck, lick and fondle one another's breasts simultaneously. Licking the cream I'd just given them off of one another's tits, lapping away at one another like two cats after warm milk.
I was amazed as I sat there watching them do that, when my cock suddenly began stirring again, and so soon after having just spurt out one massive load! But then again, it wasn't every day that you saw two women so playfully devouring one another either, especially when one of them was your very attractive looking boss, and the other was a sweet sexy totally uninhibited younger woman who was at that very moment, sucking Darlene's tits like a hungry baby.
"He's stiff again," Kris, giggled looking over towards me as I sat there unabashedly fondling my dick at this point, taking delight in the fact I could do so, so openly watching the two of them together.
"One of the things I love about younger men," Darlene smiled, "Their amazing resiliency, especially when you give them something to think about," she added. "Now, how about you come over here and give me a lick or two," she asked.
I was only too happy to oblige.
Darlene now lay on her back drawing her knees up towards her chest presenting me with a nice pink plate of pussy pie.
(Author's note: Trying saying that fast three times with a mouth full of pink...women love it!)
As I leaned over the table lapping away at that succulent sweet split, I felt Kris walk up from behind me, her hand immediately coming around to grasp my fully hard cock, stroking me from behind, her sweet soft tits pressing against my back. I then felt her straddle one leg, the moisture of her creamy cunt slithering up and down against me. As she stroked me, she humped herself against me, my tongue of course continuing to plow through the furrow of Darlene's pussy, her lubrications suddenly escalating the closer and closer she got to her own orgasm. Likewise, Kris too seemed to be hovering on the edge, now bringing herself off against my leg. I would never again look at a dog's doing that in the same light ever again. Feeling Kris as she slid up and down against me, one leg now wrapped around mine entwined, her hand flying up and down the length of my shaft in time with that, was an amazing sensation on top of already mind-blowing, amazing sensations.
There was no warning, it wasn't necessary anyway...I knew seconds before she actually came she was about to simply by the vulnerable, crazy screwed up look in my bosses face. It's a very strange moment, which is why perhaps most of us don't care to look at ourselves in a mirror when we climax. In many ways, the features on our face turn into almost unrecognizable portraits of ourselves at that most inopportune time. Darlene was no different, her eyes suddenly glazing over, her mouth turning into a teeth bearing grimace that looked more pain than pleasure. Her nostrils flaring, her cheeks suddenly turning red, almost purple. And in the next instant, her cunt turned into liquid nearly drowning me in the process. It wasn't so much a stream or a squirt, as it was a cascading gush of female fluid. Sort of like watching a rapid rise in a river when the dams burst far up above it. I mean she was already wet, leaking like crazy, the essence of her sweetness I'd already been lapping up and drinking down as quickly as I found it, as she produced it. But when the river rose...all I could do was open my mouth and let it pour in. Like I said, nearly drowning in the process, but I'd have died happy right then and there if I had done.
In the meantime, Kris was still vibrating like a washing machine gone wild against my leg. Her hand damn near tearing my cock off at the root as she held onto it like it was the on and off switch or something, thrusting herself violently now against me, screaming and shouting out unintelligible obscenities, though every other word or so was one I could actually understand, like fuck, cock, cunt, though I think a lot of the others where a continued mixture of those three all run together, making up new words the way they sounded as she stood there and came.
Talk about ironic. Both women were spent, and there I was, now sporting a nice hard swollen erection. Who'd have thought? Several minutes passed as the two of them gradually collected themselves. When Darlene had, she sat up.
"Come on, let's go get the stuff," she said smiling speaking to Kris. We quickly straightened up the conference room leaving no signs of evidence behind, though the table did appear to have a nice polished sheen to it now when we left.
"Stuff?" I wondered, not actually asking the question, but finding myself following behind as the two of them left the conference room, snatching up the pile of clothing as they did. In moments we had all reached the elevator. As neither of them had dressed, I could only wonder in mild curiosity as to where we were going, and what on earth was going to happen next. Darleen pushed the button for what was the parking level garage below us, and then headed off towards her car with Kris and I following, still in the nude, carrying our own "stuff", as we did. Upon reaching her car, she opened the trunk, handing several quilted blankets, a few pillows, two bottles of wine, cheese, and some wine glasses for us to carry. Darleen then pulled out what appeared to be an overnight satchel with what was obviously a change of clothes in it, and then shut her trunk once again, heading back towards the elevators.
When we got inside, this time she inserted a key, pressed what was the "roof" floor button. Obviously, only those who had a key could get the elevator to accept that particular destination. As we headed up, Darleen turned towards us smiling.
"One of the perks of management around here," she said slyly. And I noticed by Kris's bemused expression, this was new to her as well. Moments later the elevator stopped, the doors opened, and we walked out into what was a very ritzy looking piece of paradise.
Everywhere you looked there were planted flowers growing in abundance, it almost looked like a tropical paradise the way it was laid out. In the midst of which were a few lounge chairs, tables where the "management" obviously came up to relax and get away from it all, though Darlene then said they'd been coming up here more often than not for their meetings rather than spending it inside the stuffy conference room when it was too nice outside to do otherwise.
We quickly made a space amongst the chairs and tables, laying down several layers of the thick padded quilts as Darlene opened a bottle of wine, pouring everyone a drink. We then sat enjoying the soft cool gentle breeze of the night, stars twinkling in the night sky above us. I was almost as mesmerized by all this as I was at seeing the two of them sitting there, still beautifully and wonderfully naked, reminding me there was obviously a lot more yet to come.
"Think you can handle two women?" Darlene asked hopefully as they positioned themselves side by side on the bed we'd created. I never really had before no...but I was about to find out. In seconds I was balls deep inside Kris's sweet, tight little cunt, thrusting slowly and easily in and out of her while Darlene rolled over, fondling her breasts until it was her turn, then Kris did the same thing to her while I slid in and out of her still very wet, slippery cunt. I was needless to say...in heaven. And with the dark night, the twinkling stars far up over our heads, it damn near felt like that too.
Eventually is just became easier for me to roll over onto my back, Darlene once again straddling my face, as Kris mounted my cock. It was glorious just laying there, gathering my boss's aroused hard little clit into my mouth, sucking and licking it, while Kris in turn bounced happily up and down on my prick. I could only sense what the two of them were doing to one another above me, but even that just seemed to heighten my own arousal even more as they did.



Weirdly, hearing Kris cry out into the stillness of the night, had me wondering for a moment if someone far down on the street below us had heard anything. There wasn't a full moon, and she certainly didn't sound like a howling dog either...but I had to grin as she literally exploded and sung out at the top of her lungs when she did. Darlene wasn't far behind her either, though she once again came far more quietly in her own unique little way. She didn't quite drown me this time either, maybe like me it took a while to produce that much juice again, but even then I got a nice little trickle of her sweet sauce as she came, and as Kris in turn then sucked out whatever I had of mine.
This time I really was exhausted, as were we all. We sat, had another shared wine together along with some cheese. After that, I was ready to pass out, not from intoxication, but from dire need of sleep and not looking at all forward to having to get dressed and go home.
It was then that Darlene reached into her little bag, produced an alarm clock, set that...and then patted the makeshift bag in the empty space next to her. Grinning from ear to ear, I quickly joined her placing myself in the middle as Kris then crawled in next to me on the other side. We lay there looking up at the stars together in silence. Just before I drifted off to sleep however, Darlene did speak once again.
"Tomorrow...we'll finish up with the N's through the Z's, which shouldn't take us nearly as long to finish up with," she stated. "Then maybe we'll come back up here again directly," she sighed contentedly. "Oh...just one more thing, just because you're spending the night at work, don't think for a single moment I'm paying the two of you over time."
Hell, after all this...I'd have gladly worked for free!
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I was in my second year of college attending school out of state when word reached me that my father had died. It had been totally unexpected and a major shock to my mother and younger sister along with myself. Busy as I'd been away at school it had been almost an entire year since I'd even seen them. My sister Mandy had just recently graduated from high school and like me had been planning on attending school out of state. All that had changed now with the death of our father. Mandy and mom had always been close, a bonding that had in fact left me feeling a little jealous of their relationship. I hadn't had the same type of closeness and affection with my own father, feeling much closer to my mother than I ever had with him, but not even close to the same level than Mandy and mom had shared and known together.
Mandy had already decided to remain at home, keeping mom company and offering whatever love and support that she could as opposed to moving away and attending school elsewhere. And though finances wouldn't leave mom in any real desperate situation, I couldn't in all good conscience see myself remaining where I was either, and thus made preparations to return home and attend the same local university that my sister Mandy would be attending in the fall.
Needless to say my unexpected homecoming was a mixed blessing under the circumstances. I was delighted of course to finally see them again, Mandy had much to my surprise, changed dramatically in the short time since I had seen her last. Mother too had changed, looking a little more haggard perhaps than I remembered, but still wonderfully attractive even through all that. In many ways, the two of them could have passed for sisters. Mandy had the grace and natural beauty of youth of course, long dark hair which fell way past her shoulders, a sculpted body which she had kept in shape through her participation in the woman's basketball team that she played for in school. Mom as I said looked like a slightly older version of my sister, her hair the same color, though shoulder length, same matching pair of brown, almost golden colored eyes, and within an inch of one another in height nearly reaching six feet.
It had been a difficult two weeks after returning home, getting through the funeral, then sorting through what seemed like a mountain of personal items, not to mention the paperwork, most of which we boxed up to donate and give away to charity's after first selecting a few personal keepsakes for ourselves. It was understandable then that none of us had been in much of a good mood during this time, nor had I seen my own mother smile in so long that I began to wonder if she ever would again. When she finally did, it had come about most unexpectedly, and had caused me the greatest amount of embarrassment I had ever known. Looking back on it now, I was of course mortified, but later came to view the "incident" as we recalled it, as the major turning point in each one of our lives.
Crisis, hardship and stress can have a funny effect on people, and can very often lead us into dealing with it in a myriad of strange ways. Well, maybe for me anyway. That's how I dealt with it, doing something that I'm not sure most, if many would approve of or view as very appropriate or morally acceptable. I jerked off. A lot.
It wasn't about being horny, or in general had anything to do with sex at all. It was simply my way of relieving the stress, dealing with all the hardship and sadness that had smothered the atmosphere inside the house like a wool blanket on a hot summer's day.
I had left behind friends, one girl in particular. And though we'd just started getting close, and had become intimate, we hadn't gotten to the point where either one of us was ready or prepared to discuss any long-term commitments together. Still...leaving all that behind had been difficult enough, and one more stress factor that I now carried on my shoulders.
Another of course was mom now looking at me, and even referring to me as "The man of the house now," which carried with it far more responsibility than I was at the moment prepared to accept.
Mandy had left earlier that morning for the part-time job she had taken in order to save up a bit of money for school. Mom had left a short time later needing to do a few errands, leaving me alone at home with time on my hands, though I was glad for the downtime to myself.
I had promised to take the last of the things we'd planned on giving away, having just finished loading them up in the back of dad's truck when I went back inside the house to pee before leaving. Like I said, I was stressed at having to do that, and decided to do the one thing that had been bringing me some temporary relief. With everyone gone and out of the house, I wasn't at all concerned about getting caught, especially as I knew it wouldn't take me very long to cum. This wasn't one of those long drawn out masturbatory sessions I'd enjoyed with myself in the past. This was just about stroking myself off to a climax, a fast quick one...and then be on my way again. I'd stepped into the bathroom intending to pee first, which I did, without closing the door. I then proceeded to stand there fisting myself pointing my hard stiff cock directly at the toilet. I stood thinking about nothing really, no lusty images, and no thoughts of fantasy coming to mind. Just the simple concentration of sensation in getting myself off. So absorbed in this, I hadn't heard the unexpected return of my mother who'd left only minutes ago. She had left her wallet sitting on the dresser in her bedroom, remembering she had done so, and then returning in order to retrieve it.
She had reached the upper landing of the stairs without my having heard her. As she headed down the hallway towards her bedroom, she naturally passed by the open door where I currently stood, still stroking myself, eyes closed, and completely oblivious to her presence. Her peripheral vision had alerted her to the fact I was in there, and she had slowed thinking at first I was perhaps just brushing my hair or washing my hands perhaps, but then stunned into immobility at the realization of what it was that I was doing. Her timing couldn't have been any more perfect, or worse, depending on how you looked at it I guess, for it was at that precise moment I felt the first surge of my spunk leap from my prick and begin squirting into the toilet bowl below me. I had leaned forward, one hand on the wall in front of me for support, aiming my now exploding cock directly and purposely towards the bowl. At first, mom again thought I actually was peeing, and nearly spoke reminding me to close the bathroom door when I used the bathroom, even if I didn't think anyone was home. Which is when she swallowed whatever words she was about to say, her surprise at realizing what it was I was doing, likewise freezing her in place with the shock and uncertainty of how to respond to it. Especially as I stood there squirting spurt after spurt down inside the bowl as she stood there watching me.
Even then, I wasn't aware she was standing there, until I heard her gasp, and the sound of footsteps hurrying down the hall to her bedroom. Even as I fumbled to shove my prick back inside my pants, I heard the sound of her bedroom door opening, and then closing rather quickly.
"Fuck!" I said to myself, embarrassed, mortified, and now confused more than ever as to what to say to her about it, if anything. I decided to say nothing, hope for the best in the event she might pretend nothing at all had happened, which is what I decided to do unless she did otherwise. I flushed the toilet, watching my cum-curdles swim down through the whirlpool making sure they all entirely disappeared and left no tangible trace of what I'd just done, and headed back down stairs to the truck.
Needless to say, I fretted and worried about it the entire time I was gone, trying to come up with some reasonable justification for my behavior without coming up with one, and then sheepishly returning home a while later knowing I would have to face my mother.
Not too surprisingly, she didn't say a thing when I came into the kitchen. She stood putting away the few groceries she'd gone to pick up.
"Can I help?" I asked, wondering if that might trigger any dialogue, which it did, but giving me a sigh of relief in the way that she answered.
"That would be nice...thank you," she said simply, though I noticed a slight flush in her cheeks as she said that. We fell into an easy rhythm of working together while we put things away, even joking a little, which was in a way, a means whereby we both took the edge off the unspoken, and basically going on as though nothing in fact had ever happened. Relieved, I soon after retired up to my own room for a brief nap with mom assuring me she'd wake me up in time for dinner if I hadn't woken myself up before then.
I had in fact woken up a short time later, a bit of a light sleeper anyway, hearing the sound of voices coming down from below. Obviously my sister was home and was talking to mom, though it was the sound of laughter that had caught my attention. Like I said, I hadn't heard anyone laugh around the house in so long that I'd forgotten what it sounded like. Curious, I slipped out of bed and began heading down the stairs when the sound of their conversation drifted up towards me.
"Shh, not so loud," mom said trying to stifle a giggle, "He's still asleep!" I realized then they were talking about me, and froze just outside the door, listening.
"I still can't believe you actually saw Danny," Mandy said calling me by the name she always had, though everyone else of course called me Dan, or Junior after my father. "And not only doing that...but that you actually saw him squirting!" she added, laughing out loud once again, just as mom once again tried to quiet her down, though laughing nearly as loud herself as she tried to do so.
"I know! I know!" Mom now added, the chuckle in her voice obvious. "At first I didn't know what to do, I just stood there, my eyes were riveted to Danny's cock, watching it spurt, realizing that he'd discover I was standing there at any moment. All I could think to do was hurry off and hope that maybe he'd think I hadn't seen him in there, and had just gone down to my room. But even now, I'm not sure he didn't see me, I mean...he must have now that I think about it!"
Once again my sister was in stitches, the two of them laughing about it...laughing at me. But oddly enough, just hearing the sound of their combined laughter brought a smile to my face, even if it was at my own expense. It felt good hearing that once again.
"I never caught Danny ever doing it, but I did catch daddy once," Mandy suddenly stated out of the blue. There was a momentary pause, and then another snicker as mom spoke.
"Oh my god no! You didn't! Really?" Mom again giggled however, it was obvious now the two of them were enjoying this moment together. I was half tempted to return to my room and let them share this moment in privacy, but I couldn't, now curious myself as to where and when she had seen him. "Where?" mom now asked prompting my sister to continue, asking the silent question I had already asked myself.
Though she lowered her voice somewhat conspiratorially, I was suddenly glad to be standing just outside the kitchen doorway where I could still easily hear the two of them.
"It was during the last week of school, if you remember, there wasn't much that was still going on. Aside from a few activities, there really weren't any more classes, so the senior's were permitted to go home early if they chose too. Which I did. Obviously daddy wasn't expecting me home so soon. I remembered that he'd taken a few days off in order to clean out the garage, so that's where he was when I came home, obviously he hadn't heard me come into the house."
"He was in the garage?" Mom asked surprised by this obvious revelation, to which Mandy again chuckled, and though I couldn't actually see it, I could imagine her sitting there nodding her head.
"Yeah, remember those old girly pin-ups he had on the walls before you actually made him take them down?"
"Yeah? So?"
"Well he may have taken them down alright, but he certainly never got rid of them! I had come into the kitchen to grab myself a snack, and heard him outside in the garage. I had intended to go out let him know I was home. I walked over to the door, looked through the window, and saw him standing there. Which is when I realized his pants were down around his ankles, and then the next thing I saw, was daddy jerking himself off. He'd actually spread out several of those old pin-up photos he still had, on top of the work bench he used to use, and was just standing there looking at them playing with himself!"
"Oh my god!" Mom exclaimed once again, still trying to hold down her own laughter, though it was quickly turning into tears, happy tears by the sound of it too. "He didn't see you?" she then asked.
"Oh hell no!" Mandy retorted, I sort of ducked around the side of the door, though I continued to peek through the window at him just in case. Like you, at first I couldn't believe I was actually seeing my own father doing that, but I guess now, I can tell you. I was fascinated to see that he was. I mean yes, it was shocking too of course, just like it was for you catching Danny, but at the same time...it was sort of erotic too ya know?"
"I know," Mom whispered, sounding a little uncomfortable and even embarrassed, perhaps because she was actually discussing this with her own daughter, sharing secrets about me as well as the old man. "Maybe I shouldn't admit this to you either, but yeah...it was somewhat erotic seeing Dan standing there doing that. I didn't realize until now anyway, just how similar he and his father were in that department."
"So he's got a pretty good sized cock too?" Mandy asked curiously. I felt my face redden with embarrassment at being discussed like this, especially being discussed between my own mother and sister. But I was also finding myself becoming aroused at hearing it, much to my surprise, and could have no more turned away now than fly to the moon!
"Well, from what I could see, for as long as I was able to see it...yes," Mom giggled once again. Then I heard her sigh, the previous giggles suddenly turned off, as she sounded far more serious, and more melancholy once again. "And I'll never again know the feeling of that now will I?" She asked herself as opposed to actually asking or responding back to my sister. There was a long momentary pause. I found myself actually holding my breath, fearful that one of them might stand up and discover my presence.
"Maybe in time mom...maybe you'll find someone else."
I heard mom sigh once again. This time sad once again. "I doubt it honey...we had something very, very special. An openness, an uninhibited way with one another that I don't think I could ever again find with anyone else."
I knew Mandy was trying to keep things light, trying to perk mom up again with her response. "Is that why you and dad were always so damn loud and noisy whenever the two of you were getting it on?" She stated.
"Mandy!" Mom exclaimed.
"Well you were you know!" Mandy shouted back. "Hell, Danny and I always knew when the two of you were going at it, and were amazed that you did so as often as the two of you were. No one else's parents ever did it that much, at least not as much as any of our friends ever told us their parents were...but you two certainly did!"
Once again there was silence. Mandy's attempt at frivolity had suddenly brought their giggling session to a very abrupt end. I quickly and silently made my way back up the stairs to my room, remaining there until Mandy came to actually fetch me for dinner. Not too surprisingly, which perhaps I should have expected, she wasn't about to let me off the hook either. I heard the knock on my bedroom door.
"Danny? You up? Dinner's ready," she called through the door, knocking once again.
"Yeah, yeah...I'm up," I answered her back. "You can come in you know," I told her.
She opened the door and stood there looking at me. I was dressed, sitting on the edge of my bed.
She smiled, half giggling as she stood there. "Thought I'd better knock first...just in case," she said letting me know in no uncertain terms that mom had told her about catching me in the bathroom, though I already knew that of course.
"Oh great...anyone else know about me jerking off? And getting caught by my own mother doing it?" I asked.
Mandy burst out laughing. "Well, she was on the phone with Aunt Chris a while ago...so maybe!"
I reached over, grabbed the pillow off my bed and threw it at her. But Mandy was too fast for me, stepping back through the door closing it before I'd even come close to hitting her. Knowing mom, there was a really good chance that Aunt Chris now knew about it too.
**
Somehow we managed to get through dinner without any additional comments or innuendos being said about it, which was a big relief to me as I figured that might be the end of it. The three of us had even sat and watched a movie together, though mom soon after excused herself saying she was tired and going upstairs to bed. Mom kissed us both, her hugs lasting a moment or two longer than usual, and then she hurried on upstairs to her room.
I sat looking at my sister for a few moments afterwards. She had the same concerned look on her face that I did. "I'm really worried about mom," I told Mandy. "I mean...stands to reason and all, but aside from going to work, all she does is come home and then go to sleep. This is the latest in a long time that she's actually stayed up with us," I stated.
"Give her time," Mandy said not sounding all that sure about it herself. "She'll come around...eventually. But she can't do it all by herself either," she added. "Which is also why I'm glad you decided to move back home, she needs you more than ever now," Mandy said sounding far more mature in her years than she ever had. "And not that you're dad or anything like that, but I think mom needs to feel the strength and support of having a man around the house...and you're certainly that," she grinned, making the one and only directed comment all evening about me.
I might not have been as close to mom as Mandy was, but Mandy and I had also been fairly close growing up through the years, so candidly discussing some of the things we had talked about in the past wasn't entirely out of the norm for us either. Even though it had been a while since we'd discussed or shared anything too intimate or sexual in nature. Because of that, I didn't feel too awkward in speaking with her about it. The fact that I took note of Mandy only wearing a man's white tee shirt and pair of panties, something she quite naturally wore around the house late in the evening, had given me rise quite unexpectedly. Like I said, my sister had grown up a lot more in the space of a year than I'd imagined she would. Her slightly fuller breasts, braless beneath the tee shirt stood out quite prominently, her hard-pressed nipples poking out and against it.
"I can't believe you and mom actually sat and discussed me jerking off," I said matter of factly, but letting her know in an instant that I knew they had been. "It's not like you don't either you know," I tossed out, though I'd certainly never caught her at it, and was simply fishing here, though trying to put myself on even level ground with her once again as I did.
"Maybe so...but no one's ever caught me doing it either," she said in defense of my accusation. "At least I'm smart enough to close my door! You on the other hand..." she snickered, laughing at her own joke, "God...would I have loved to have seen that...I can only imagine," she continued giggling.



"Oh...so you'd like to have seen me doing that too huh?" I said joking with her not at all being serious, though the look in her face took on a whole other aspect. "Surely sis...you've seen plenty of other men, or done..."
Mandy interrupted me before I could finish, "I never have," she said almost quietly, shocking me. "Not even once, except for dad," she then added, blushing...but you obviously heard me say that. By the way...where were you anyway?"
"Standing just outside the door," I finally admitted to her.
"So you heard everything then?" she asked.
"Oh yeah," I grinned now feeling like I was back on equal footing with her once again, trying to press my advantage in a still teasing way, my intent to make her as embarrassed or as uncomfortable feeling as she'd made me feel earlier. "So...you get off on seeing dad jerk off? And what's up with asking mom if I had a big cock anyway? What's up with that?"
Mandy ignored my first question, but she answered the second, or rather asked it again, putting me on the defensive when she did. "So...do you?" She asked point blank. "Not that I have much to compare it to even if I saw it," she added. "But I am curious now...especially after what mom said. Do you think it is...in comparison to other guys?" she asked honestly curious.
"You can't be serious here!" I retorted trying to laugh it off. "How the hell should I know? I don't run around looking at other guys' pricks either you know!" The problem was, I had to shift in my seat, my erection now giving me fits as I sat there. With the direction this conversation had suddenly gone in, Mandy's nipple's had in fact hardened even more than they'd shown to be earlier, now poking stiff and straight against the thin tightly stretched material of her tee shirt. And not only that, I then noticed that she too had to reposition herself, tucking her legs up and beneath her as she sat on the small little couch. As she did, I saw what looked like to me a small little dark spot forming in the crotch of her panties though she quickly pulled the hem of her shirt down in order to more properly cover herself. As I looked away from her there, back into her eyes again, I knew that she knew, where I'd been looking.
"Chicken," she teased.
"Oh yeah right...get real Mandy," I responded back.
"Chicken," she said again. "Come on Danny...mom saw it."
"Yeah well maybe she did...but not on purpose," I responded back. "Tell you what, next time I jerk off, I'll leave the bathroom door open for you, and then maybe if you're lucky."
"Fine, you do that, and maybe the next time I am...I'll leave my bedroom door open too, and maybe if you're lucky..." As weird as this conversation was beginning to sound, I decided that maybe we'd best end it before it got even stranger, or before I made a move on my own sister. It had been a while since I'd slept with anyone, and now those old horny feelings were returning, and not just the need for stress relief kind of needs were telling me it was time to end this before anything happened that one of us might actually regret.
"It's late," I said standing up, momentarily forgetting that Mandy might notice my predicament, which she did. "I think maybe it's time to go upstairs to bed," I said regretting I'd said that the moment I had.
"Is that an announcement? Or an invitation?" Mandy asked, which I took as simply a way of her teasing me back without really being serious about it. I skirted her question just as she'd managed to skirt mine earlier.
"I'll check on mom, see if she needs anything before I hit the sack," I stated turning.
"Well, you might want to do something about that before you do," Mandy told me. "As vulnerable as she is at the moment...she might take one look at that and forget who she is," she said smiling, pointedly looking at my crotch. Though admittedly, she did have a point.
"I'll just peek my head in," I told her.
Mandy burst out laughing, "Which one?"
Once again I reached for one of the throw pillows, but Mandy was already up and over the back of the couch before I could throw it at her.
"See you in the morning big brother," she said grinning, and then blew me a kiss goodnight before disappearing down the stairs to her room. I shook my head, and then slowly made my way back up the stairs to my room, though as stated, intending to stop by mom's room in order to check on her first before doing so.
I noticed the light was still on underneath her door, though she'd often fallen asleep with the bedside lamp on before. I took hold of the doorknob intending to just peek in on her when I heard what I thought was the sound of her crying. I hesitated, not wanting to intrude, yet concerned for her just the same. Part of my coming home was in order to be there for her when she needed me, which I decided at that very moment, might just be one of those times. I turned the doorknob, opened the door and stepped in. Just in time to see mom lift her hips up off the bed, the sound I now heard not one of her crying, but groaning out her pleasure as she came. The sight of a bright blue vibrating toy embedded deep inside her pussy as she arched her back freezing me in place.
Now I know how she felt.
My eyes went from my mother's cunt to her face, her eyes were open looking at me as I stood there. And though I know she was as surprised to see me as I was in seeing her, she was so locked in the throes of orgasmic bliss at the moment, that she could no more of jumped up and pretended to be doing otherwise as I'd been able to do when she'd walked in on me. And like her, I was mesmerized at what I was seeing. I could have easily stepped back, and then out of the room but I didn't. Though she let go of the toy she'd been using on herself, it remained inside her as she finally spoke.
"Dan..."
It was my name yes. And I knew that. And I knew she was speaking to me when she said it. But it was the way she said it that initially threw me. And maybe because of that I acted the way that I did. Irrationally perhaps, foolishly, even stupidly, but for a moment I became my father. Don't ask me to explain it, because I can't. I simply walked over to her, her hands coming up towards me as I stood by the side of the bed. I don't even remember undressing myself, but in the next instant I was naked, crawling into bed beside her, reaching down, removing the toy still captured between her legs, and tossing it across the bed away from us. I felt the head of my prick slip between the wet slick opening of her sex, and then slip easily inside her. Mom's hands encircling my back, her pussy coming up to meet me gathering every inch of me inside her as she did.
"Oh...Dan!"
**
It's not like I had a lot of experience. I didn't. I'd only been with two women my entire life, though I'd never heard any complaints either. But what little I did seem to know, appeared to go over rather well as I made love to my own mother. And as we did, at least at that moment, she wasn't, and I think she wasn't seeing me as her son either. We were just two people coming together seeking assurance, love and compassion from one another. The passion and intensity we felt was more cleansing than anything else. Sliding in and out of my mother's cunt was far more intimate a sensation than any I had ever known. Feeling her heat, her softness as she grasped me, milking me, clenching me with the muscles of her cunt was beyond belief. It wasn't long before I felt her tensing up, knew without any doubt she was hovering on the edge once again. I drove into her as deeply as I could, felt her quiver, and then unleashed a torrent of my spunk inside her at the exact instant I felt the inside of her pussy liquefy around me as well.
"Oh Dan! Dan! Yes baby yes...cum in me, fill me, fill me up with your seed, fuck me baby...fuck me!"
I lay there for the longest time just holding her in my arms until she was soundly, and contentedly asleep. Even then I stayed with her for quite a while, only slipping out of her bed when it neared morning. Quietly I slipped off into my own room, mixed emotions of what I had done bouncing around inside my head. Had it not been for my own exhaustion, I'm not sure I'd have ever gotten to sleep.
Morning came, and with it the bright sunshine pouring through my open window, waking me. The house was quiet however, even though it was late, late in the morning at least. The fact it was also Saturday should have had the normal sounds of mom as well as Mandy busy at work doing the usual house chores that they did. My own waiting for me outside with the lawn needing to be mowed. I hurriedly dressed and made my way downstairs into the kitchen area, wondering what I might expect to find, and nervously so when doing. To my surprise, I found a note propped up against an empty coffee cup waiting for me.
"Thought I'd let you sleep in a little, have a cup of coffee, wake up...and then get the lawn mowed for me, Love mom." She'd included a smiley face, which in a strange way was much of a relief to me. I didn't know what to expect, or how she might react this morning after last night, but at least I was confident she didn't hate me because of it.
But that still didn't solve the problem of what I was going to tell my sister or try to explain to her what had happened, if I even could. But I knew that I had to. I wasn't about to lie to her, or make any attempt at keeping this a secret either. Though I also decided a lot of that would be up to mom. Most likely, that was a onetime thing...something that would never, ever happen again anyway. And if mom were more inclined to let it go at that, and never speak or mention it again, then I'd do that as well. And in that case perhaps, there was no reason why Mandy should ever know what we'd done.
I realized then that the two of them were no doubt down in the basement doing the laundry. Something mom always busied herself with every Saturday. Not only did she wash and fold all the clothes, she ironed them too, even though the rest of us always found that unnecessary as we either did it ourselves, or bought clothes that really didn't need any ironing. In a way, it was therapy perhaps for her to do so.
I soon finished my coffee and then headed outside to have a look at the mower, check it out, and then do the yard. As I passed by the tool shed, I glanced over at the side of the house saw the downstairs window light was on, and knew that's where in all likelihood the two of them were, busily folding clothes or some such. I stooped over peering in, figuring if nothing else when they saw me, to wave and let them know I was up and about. Once again I had another surprise waiting for me when I did that.
Mom was indeed ironing...all she had on was a robe, though it was open at the time, and I could see that she was obviously naked beneath it. I then watched as Mandy came walking into the room with a bundle of recently dried clothing which she sat down on the table and proceeded to sort out into piles to be folded, or ironed depending upon how mom seemed fit. Mandy wore only the briefest of panties, her pert young boobs fully showing as she leaned over the table and began rummaging through things. This was honestly the first time I had ever seen my sister's exposed breasts before, and I could only stand there and stare at them, not to mention having another look at my own mother as she likewise stood, her robe opening from time to time as she ironed. I was glad that no one else could have possibly seen me, or they'd have thought me to be a Peeping Tom, which I was. Laying flat on the ground, just barely poking my head up enough to see into the window, I lay there spying on the two of them listening to their conversation as I did so since the window was partially open.
At first it was pretty mundane, Mandy asking mom which clothes were ok to simply fold, and which one's she insisted on being ironed. As nice as it was for me to be looking at the two of them, I nearly got up in order to begin mowing the lawn. The last thing I wanted to do was make things worse for myself, getting caught her spying on the two of them. But that's when I saw mom put the iron down and turn towards my sister.
"By the way, thought you should know, I slept with Dan."
I felt glued to the ground, unable to move, to breath, waiting for the bombs to go off.
"So...you took my advice then?"
"What?" I said to myself as I lay there. "What the hell she'd just say?"
"I did...and you were right, I needed that, needed it more than I realized I really did. I just hope your brother doesn't hate me for it because I did." Mandy laughed.
"Oh I'm pretty sure that's not something you need to worry about," Mandy told her. "If anything, he's probably worried about whatever it is your thinking knowing him. Though I don't mind telling you, I'm a bit jealous of you myself. I tried seducing him myself, a little anyway, but he never really picked up on it, or he was too shy to act on it, either one. But it was only fair that you slept with him first anyway. Now...I just need to find some way of convincing him to do the same with me."
You could have knocked me over with a feather, though I was already lying down, and felt too damn weak in the knees to even stand up if I'd been able to. It was obvious they'd discussed this, and more importantly, it was evident that my own sister wanted to sleep with me as well! If I'd been confused before, I was even more so now. Not that the thought of that didn't intrigue me, it's just not something I had ever considered doing before, let alone act on it. But the biggest surprise of the day was yet to come.
I then watched as mom opened her arms, Mandy stepping into them giving mom an affectionate hug. Ok, nothing out of the norm there, just mother and daughter being affectionate, even if they were both damn near nude while they were.
"Like I said, you were right about me needing that," Mom said once again, "But...you were also there for me when I needed you two. And though I never expected anything like that to happen, nor had I ever considered the possibility of enjoying the pleasures of another woman, especially my very own daughter, I'm just as equally glad that that happened too," she now said. I watched in total disbelief as my mom and sister kissed. Kissing not as family, but as lovers would, deeply and passionately. At the same time, seeing my sister's hands come up, grasping my mother's slightly larger, but equally soft breasts. Mom's too then came up to cup and fondle my sisters as the two of them continued to stand there kissing one another, fondling one another's tits. I simply couldn't believe what I was seeing or hearing.
It was about that time that I saw my sister suddenly drop to her knees in front of mom, though she had disappeared from my sight in doing so. It didn't take a rocket scientist to understand what was happening however, especially by the look on moms face as she reached over to hold onto the ironing board with one hand in order to steady herself. Her eyes now closing, her mouth opening into an oval as she stood there licking her lips.
"Fuck the lawn!" I said standing.
I walked back inside the house and stood there in the kitchen trying to collect myself. Whatever fears, worries or concerns I might have had, suddenly flew right out the window I'd been looking in. I turned and headed down the stairs. Quietly I made my way down the hallway, stopping just outside the open door of the laundry room where they both still were. I took off all my clothes, dropping them into a pile just outside the door. My cock was hard, angry looking and swollen beyond belief. I stepped around the corner of the door, somewhat surprised, and pleased to see my sister's back facing me, now naked as well as mom was the one down on her knees licking her. I approached as quietly as I could, coming up from behind. I reached around, cupping my sister's breasts, causing her to jump as I did so.
"Feel good?" I asked kissing her neck, looking down towards mom just as she looked up.
"Well, I guess that takes care of that little problem now doesn't it?" she said smiling, and then went right back to licking my sister's quim.
Mandy giggled, allowed herself to breathe a sigh of relief, and then reached down, finding my stiff hard cock which was pressed against her ass at the moment, fondling it.
"Yep, just as hard and as big as daddy's," she exclaimed without even looking at it.
"Yes it is..." Mom agreed. "And speaking of which...since we're obviously all aware of one another now, maybe we should take this someplace a bit more comfortable than in here?"
I still had one or two questions to ask...but those could wait until later. I soon followed my sister and mother down the hallway, Mandy's bedroom being closest, and with the biggest bed as well. I collapsed in the middle of it with mom and my sister on either side, the two of them soon licking, sucking and lapping away happily at my dick together. There was no denying the fact that never in a million years would I have ever thought anything like this to be possible, but here I was. And soon, I'd be fucking one and then the other, over and over again as often as I wanted, and whenever I wanted.
Just watching Mandy as she licked mom's pussy, me fucking her from behind was enough to have me blowing my first load in no time. Watching mom lick my spunk out of my sister's cunt, with me then fucking her in the exact same position...well, I lasted a bit longer that time, though not much.
Things are indeed different now, I'm glad I came home. But then again so are my mom and my sister. Moms certainly in a much better frame of mind now, she's even talking about dating again. Some day. But for now, she's content to keep things between the three of us, as am I. As is Mandy.
And to be honest. I'm not sure I'd have it any other way.
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Frankly, I'm not surprised that none of my friends believed me after I'd returned from my weeklong stay in the mountains. Hell, I'm not sure I believed it myself, but it happened.
At least...I think it did.
Every year I made what was for me a personal pilgrimage to a particular hard to get to place high up in the Uinta Mountains nearby where I live. It's a time for me to get away from it all, alone. Time to gather myself, think, and simply enjoy the peace and quiet of nature as well as the beauty of the surrounding forest and wildlife that is so very much in abundance around the place where I camp. It is a time for reflection and memory of better days, better times.
I had a small easy to put up tent that would provide more than adequate shelter against any unforeseen inclement weather, though the reports had assured me I was to expect warm sunny days without any rain whatsoever. Certainly warm during the day, the nights would still be on the cool side, perfect for sleeping. I'd been looking forward to this one man excursion for weeks, the stress of work and a recently failed relationship weighing heavily on my mind.
The sun had just set on my first nights stay here. I'd gotten a nice warm little fire going and broke out the cooking gear for my light easy to make dinner. The smell of fresh coffee brewing, blending in with the freshness of the mountain air always tended to relax me, and I was looking forward to just sitting there sipping a cup and staring at the stars in the sky.
Aside from the crackling fire, there was little else that could be heard in the stillness of the night, so the sound of twigs being stepped on somewhere beyond my range of vision in the darkness, alerted me to the fact that I wasn't alone. There was an abundance of wildlife about of course, and I had seen herds of Elk, several pairs of deer and even a bear or two in the past. But usually the fire kept most animals at bay during the evening, so it was a little strange to assume that something was lurking about nearby, even though I couldn't as yet see it or determine what it might be I was hearing.
I did have a powerful handgun with me in the event I might run into something, though the intent would be to preferably scare away anything that might get too curious, particularly a bear. I continued to hear the noises of something wandering about just outside of camp, still hidden and cloaked within the darkness, but there was no doubt that whatever it was, was drawing closer and closer towards me. I put my hand on the pommel of my gun, prepared to draw it out of the holster strapped to my side if I needed to, my heart suddenly beating a thousand miles an hour. It was then that I saw a shape suddenly appear, and knew instantly it wasn't a bear, or anything even remotely like that. It was a woman!
"What the fuck?" I said aloud, though actually speaking to myself.
"You in the camp...can I come in?" The soft sounding female voice asked as she drew closer towards the edge of the fire, finally revealing herself along with her features as she did so. She had long blonde hair, pale skinned with bright sparkling eyes though I couldn't as yet determine their color. Her lips were full, almost too red in appearance as she approached, smiling at me as she did, totally unafraid.
"Come ahead," I called out watching her step closer, and then adding. "What the hell are you doing out here all alone?" I now asked. "Are you lost? Hurt?"
"Sorry...I didn't mean to scare you, if I did," she told me stepping in even further into the light. She was beautiful as I stood there staring at her, my mouth agape, still in a state of shock upon seeing her. She was tall, certainly well built and wore what appeared to be a simple white shift, barely covering her body, form fitting as hell, and damn near see through as flimsy as the garment was. I could easily see the prominent outline of her breasts, dark areola showing clearly through, and even more oddly, she was barefoot.
"You didn't exactly scare me," I explained though to be honest, in a way she had, though she still hadn't answered my question as to how the hell she had found me, or what she was doing here dressed like that in the first place. "Are you lost? Hurt?" I asked once again.
She smiled softly, telling me in an instant that she wasn't hurt at least. "No...not lost, I'm with some friends, we're just a short ways away from here," she told me. "Went out for an evening walk, saw your fire and became curious."
"You went for a walk? Alone? Dressed like that?" I asked incredulously. "And without any light to get back to your camp with in order to see by? That's pretty fool hardy you know, especially up here. Not to mention there are bears up here that I've seen wandering about."
"Bears?"
"Yeah Bears, you know...big brown or black furry things that have big teeth and claws that can eat you?"
She laughed. I wondered briefly if she was simple minded and had wandered away from camp. Her friends, parents or whatever were no doubt worried sick about her and wandering about even now looking for her.
"Maybe I'd better help you find your way back." She ignored my statement however wandering closer towards the fire, her nose sniffing the air as she caught the aroma of the beans and franks I was cooking, along with the coffee.
"What's that?" She asked.
"Dinner...you hungry? Thirsty? Do you need something to drink? Water?" I was blabbering and I knew it, but this vision of loveliness, though now worrying me she wasn't playing with a full deck here, especially wandering about in the middle of the night dressed the way she was, nevertheless had caused me to become aroused. I even chastised myself for thinking those sort of thoughts. She was obviously helpless, and I could just see the headlines now...
She reached out her hand to touch the hot coffee pot and I immediately jumped into action, slapping her hand away before she burned herself.
"No! Don't touch that! It's hot!" For the first time I saw fear and worry in her eyes as she stepped back. "I'm sorry," I apologized. "I didn't mean to hurt you, to frighten you, it's just that the coffee's hot, and I didn't want you to burn your hand."
She stepped forward again, her hand coming up to rest against the side of my face. I flinched not expecting the movement. "Don't be afraid," she said smiling at me. "I won't hurt you either."
I actually laughed, though her touch had felt like a thousand pinpricks of delight, goose bumps suddenly covering my entire body. "Yes...I am thirsty," she now stated once again looking at the coffee pot. I decided to pour her a cup and freshen mine, still wondering what it was I was going to do about her, but deciding that some hot coffee was just the thing to help warm her up some until I had a chance to think things through. Though to be honest, she certainly didn't appear cold. And then punctuated that thought a second later as she sat down on the log I'd dragged over by the fire, though not before taking the simple shift she'd been wearing up over her head.
Now she was naked. I was more confused than ever. "Ah, I'm not sure that was a very good idea," I told her. "Maybe we'd better..."
"Don't you...like me?" she asked, once again lifting her hand to rest it softly against the side of my face. And like before, I felt the same refreshed wave of goose bumps tattooing my flesh.
"It's not that...but, I'm a stranger to you, and well...your friends, family, they'll no doubt be out looking for you, and I'm not sure it will be a very good idea for them to find you sitting here with me, looking like that."
She leaned over kissing me, taking me by surprise. Normally I'd have jumped up...well maybe, at the very least I'd have done something. But I didn't. Not because I didn't want to...I simply couldn't. It was as though my entire body had suddenly gone numb from head to toe. I just sat there unable to move, yet kissing her back.
"What the hell?" I thought, unable to speak, even my lips felt tingly numb as she broke the kiss, speaking again.
Once again she smiled. "I won't hurt you," she announced, and then began running her hands all over my body, fingers nimbly undoing the buttons on my shirt, moments later unbuckling my belt, unzipping my pants, and all I could do was sit there and stare at her, unable to respond, speak let alone do anything else but mentally ask myself.
"What the fuck is going on?"
I don't know how she managed it, but she'd eventually removed my shoes, socks, and finally my pants, lifting me up off the log just enough to accomplish all that until I was sitting there just as naked now as she was. She stepped back as though admiring her handy work, and then grinned as she looked down at my crotch. At least my eyes could move, even if my head couldn't. I could just see that my cock was about as hard as it had ever been in my entire life, though I hadn't even felt it when it had done that!
She looked down at herself, and then at me again. Repeating this several times. Once again she walked over, placing her hands on either side of my head and simply stood there for several long moments, her magnificent breasts just inches away from my face as she did so, her nipples suddenly hardening. A weird moment for me perhaps, as cool as the night air had been, that only now they seemed to stiffen as opposed to doing so earlier because of the coldness. She seemed to take delight and notice of that, reaching down with her hands, fingering each of them briefly, taking obvious delight in doing so as she did. I then watched as her hand traveled down between her legs, the look of surprise on her own face as she touched herself. If I didn't know better, I'd have thought she'd just discovered her own sex for the very first time. Once again telling myself that she wasn't playing with all her marbles, or if she was...she was missing quite a few as she unabashedly stood there masturbating herself in front of me.
"You are aroused and excited the most...here," she said suddenly reaching down, wrapping her small delicate hand around my enormously stiff cock. She stroked it for a moment, once again sending wave after pleasurable wave up and down my entire body. She straddled me then, and I felt her silk pussy try to force its way over the head of my shaft.
"Holy shit! She's a fucking...VIRGIN!" I mentally screamed, unable to do so otherwise as she impaled herself, the head of my prick suddenly tearing through the barrier of her hymen. Even she screamed upon doing that, looking into my face with surprise, a little fear, and curious wonder. And then she began working herself upon me, and her look turned from all of those into one of pure pleasure, again surprise and delight as she continued to sit there in my lap slowly fucking me.
It seemed like an eternity that she did that. The pleasure greater than any I had ever known before, my cock eventually spewing its seed deep inside her warm wet pussy, though alarming me and worrying me as it did. That however...was the last waking thought that I had.
**
When I woke, I was inside my tent, still naked, but at least I could move. I lay there trying to shake off the cobwebs, wondering for a moment if I hadn't dreamed all that, finally crawling out of my tent and towards my now very cold fire pit. My beans and franks were burnt to a crisp, the pan ruined. At least I knew now it hadn't been a dream. I actually poured myself a cold cup of coffee, needing the caffeine more than anything, and then spotted my clothing lying on the ground where she'd taken them off and dumping them the night before. Needless to say, she was gone and there was no sign of her anywhere.
I quickly dressed, but then noticed as I did so that my handgun was missing. Though the holster on my belt remained, the weapon itself was nowhere about. Once again I was worried, alarmed that she had obviously taken it, and again my thoughts ran to those she was with, who no doubt would be out looking for me as well, if they hadn't as yet found her. In a panic I began searching the area, gradually widening my sweeps in a long drawn out circle but came across nothing, no one, and not so much as a single solitary camp that might have suggested that someone else had been there, or anywhere's close for that matter.
I finally gave up making my way back to my own camp, and collapsed in a fit of exhaustion and promptly fell asleep.
It was just starting to get dark once again when I woke. I quickly got another small fire going, dug into my back pack for some quick fix rations, scooped out what I could of the mess from last night's ruined dinner, and got the coffee going again. No one had come after me, so that was something at least. But once again I couldn't for the life of me figure out what had actually happened last night, or what had become of the young woman whose name I didn't even know.
I had just finished eating, was working on my second cup of coffee when I again heard movement behind me, coming from an entirely different direction than it had the night before. I stood up, my hand automatically reaching for the nonexistent gun on my side as I saw movement just out of the shadows of the flickering firelight before me.
"Who's there?" I called out this time, actually expecting an answer. It came in the form of a woman...but this time, she had dark brown hair instead of blonde. I wondered briefly if this was someone else from the young woman's party who had finally found me, no doubt using the fire as a beacon in doing so. That is...until she stepped more fully into the light, her facial features the exact same, the garment she wore identical as well, just as transparent as before, the only difference being her darker colored hair.
"It's you!" I said in abject surprise, once again feeling the hairs on the back of my neck stand upon seeing her. She smiled, though her friendly smile didn't exactly make me feel at ease as she did that.
"It's me...do you like?"
"What?" I responded a bit irritably. She seemed to immediately sense my discomfort and fear.
"You prefer brunettes," she stated simply, stating a fact and not a question. I did, but how could she have possibly known that? She continued walking towards me, once again her hands coming down grabbing the simple shift she was wearing, pulling it up and over her head. She was again naked, and I noticed something else upon her doing that, her breasts appeared to be slightly larger than I remembered them being.
"You colored your hair?"
She crossed the distance between us before I could actually respond to her movement, once again her hand just grazing the side of my face, I felt the tingly sensation once again spread throughout my entire body, though this time the numbness I felt didn't seem to affect my ability to move. The difference was, I didn't seem to have much control over it even when I did.
"Follow me," she said, and then stepped inside my tent. Obediently, I did so. I watched her lay down on my sleeping bag. The one other luxury item I had brought along with me, the nice comfortable air mattress, which she seemed to enjoy laying on. "Lay down...touch me," she now asked, and I simply found myself doing what she'd asked me to do.
The weird part was, my hands and fingers touched and caressed her as though having a mind of their own. I didn't need to tell myself to cup her breast, explore it, or tweak her hard stiff, very aroused nipples. They simply did so all by themselves. It was as though I was just there watching myself doing this, without being aware I was about to do this...or do that. I fingered her, something she obviously enjoyed, strumming her hard little clit with my fingers, toying with her, teasing her. It seemed like hours went by, and no doubt did, but then she again placed her hands on either side of my head, holding them there for a moment. And during this brief time, I was again paralyzed, unable to move, to speak...all I could do was sit there looking at her and wondering once again, "Who the fuck is she?"
When she finally took her hands away from my head, I could move again, this time however she moved down upon me, her eyes curious with wonder. I watched as her mouth opened, the gentle touch of her lips suddenly surrounding the length of my shaft, drawing it deeply inside her mouth, gagging her briefly as she sucked it, tasting it, and finally determined by my responses, what it was that I liked.
"This pleases you?" she asked after a time. I was delirious with pleasure, and told her so.
"Yes, it does, and it's something that I think you'd enjoy feeling me do to you as well," I now told her, seeing the curious, yet excited look in her eyes.
"But I do not have this," she said grasping my cock in her hand once again, waggling it as though needing to do so in order to show me what it was I had, that she didn't. I actually laughed, her child-like curiosity and wonder infectious, though I also once again thought of the people who'd no doubt string me up now for taking advantage of a young innocent woman.
"Who was I kidding?" I then thought. I still didn't know for sure what was going on, who she was, or for that matter...what she was. But her innocence wasn't borne out of some mindless insensibility on her part. She was intelligent, that much was obvious. And I had the feeling she could have handled me as easily as a bear might have, if she'd had the mind to do so.
"How?" She asked.
"Let me...let me, show you," I asked, letting her know upon doing so that I wanted my own free will to be given back to me here, and not some automated, autotron or something being the one to do it. Amazingly, she seemed to understand that, and I sat there flexing my fingers, pleased to see I actually had control over them once again. I coaxed her into lying back comfortably, and then placed my hands between her legs, spreading them. I moved down, though she tried sitting up, curious I am sure. "Relax, I'm not going to hurt you," I told her grinning, bearing my teeth as though I might actually eat her instead.
She actually laughed. "I already know that," she stated, and then did as I asked her to do. My fingers were already toying with her hard little nip tips, her eyes closed, though I heard her pleasured sigh of contentment as I did that, likewise planting soft sweet little kisses between her thighs, over her neither lips before finally running my tongue up through the valley of her split, easily locating her blood engorged little clit. Her eyes suddenly popping open, a deep intake of breath followed by an involuntary shudder.
"Oh my!" she exclaimed actually sitting up, propping her elbows behind her looking down at me. "Do that again!" she exclaimed, watching me. So I did. And again she shuddered, convulsed, held her breath and expelled it in a rush of pleasured joy. "Again! Again! Again!"
I now lapped away at her furiously, my tongue a blur on her clit as she collapsed back upon herself, her legs spreading even wider than they had been, her hands coming up to replace mine as she fondled her breasts, pulling on her nipples almost violently. I slid one, then two...and finally three fingers inside her pussy, finger-fucking her, devouring her clit, sucking it fiercely.
I'd been with enough women in my lifetime to enjoy the individual differences of each one's unique little climax. But never before in my entire life had I ever experienced anything like the one she had. In addition to the sudden flood of nectar that poured from her pussy like a faucet turned on, the shrill sound of her pleasured scream came from the lowest decibels of sound, escalating in intensity and volume until they reached a crescendo of pitch that went far beyond my ability to hear her. And yet...the vibrations I still sensed, felt, informed me she was crying out her ecstasy on a level that went far beyond my comprehension.



I lay there for the longest time still between her legs, my tongue barely even touching her, though she continued to shiver, convulse and seemingly drift in a never-ending sea of pleasure. Her taste was unlike any I had ever known before, her aroma intoxicating, pleasured, and I found I couldn't get enough of it.
"Make love to me...fill me with your seed, as much as you can. All of it...I want...no, I need all of it!" she told me drawing me up effortlessly towards her. In seconds I was buried to the hilt inside her, thrusting deeply, forcefully, feeling her again spasm long before I did, again...the low to high pitched sound coming from deep somewhere inside, and then hovering out of range of my ears as she came, as she sucked out my sperm, swallowing it deeply inside the depths of her womb.
I fell asleep after that. At least it felt like sleep, though I heard her words inside my headlong before I woke again.
"I must go now...but I'll be back...tomorrow, look for me."
**
I slept all day. There was no point in going out in search of her. I knew now I would never find her, no matter where I looked or for how long. Wherever it was that she went, it was a place I knew then I could never go, so I waited, waited for the night to arrive again, and with it...her.
I didn't even bother getting dressed, there was no point in it. And though I again started a fire, thinking as I did that, she'd still find me with or without it, I returned to my tent laying down, waiting for her. Not long after the sun had set, I heard the flaps on my tent open, she again stepping in, the same simple shift she'd worn when I first saw her coming up and over her head. Once again she had changed, there was a familiarity in her face I hadn't seen before, hovering on the edge of thought, her hair a bit shorter now than it had been, still dark. And her breasts...once again just a little larger than they had been, her nipples slightly larger as well, a bit more pronounced, even darker.
She immediately placed herself down beside me. "Kiss me again," she asked softly. I rolled over in order to do so. She giggled. "Well that too," she sighed after we had kissed. "But kiss me...down there, the way you did it last time." Now it was my turn to grin as I slithered down between her legs, and we repeated in kind the pleasures we had experienced the night before.
After she had climaxed, though I'm not sure there was a word adequate enough to describe what she did as being a simple climax, she immediately proceeded to lick and suck me once again as well. As I neared my own release, she looked up towards me apologetically, "I'm sorry...I know that you would prefer to empty your seed inside my mouth, and as much as I would like to experience what that's like...I cannot," she said simply without any further explanation. In the next instant, she had straddled me, and my sperm, my seed...was once again filling the recess of that warm and inviting cunt of hers.
**
Night came, and with it her expected arrival, but she never appeared. Eventually I came out of the tent, stoked the fire and wandered about aimlessly around camp. By midnight I had given up and returned to the tent swiftly falling asleep. Shortly before morning, I felt her presence when she entered, waking me with a kiss. I woke up surprised to find her there, happily delighted however and immediately rolled her over intending to "kiss her" the way she had so obviously taken to.
"No...there isn't enough time," she told me. "Just lay back...let me, pleasure you," she stated. It was darker than normal, the fire having gone out, the morning rays not yet brightening the night sky. I could barely make out her features, and yet there was something different about her, something I couldn't quite put my finger on. But it didn't matter, especially when I felt her mouth surrounding my shaft, sucking, licking, teasing me in ways I had never felt before.
"I'm going to cum soon," I told her giving her fair warning, knowing that she would then no doubt mount me again, taking my essence inside. She continued mouthing me however, her eyes the one feature I could see clearly enough in the comfort of my small little tent, telling me as she looked at me that this moment, this time between us was indeed different. I came. I came harder than I ever have before in my entire life, I felt my eruption filling her mouth as she swallowed it greedily, actually laughing in glee as she did so, sucking out every last drop before finally releasing me sitting up. The sun was just then beginning to poke the first tendrils of sunlight over the mountain top, down through the trees where we were. As it did, my eyes registered on the new change, a change that was hard to look at, to see...to understand.
My wife had died of cancer five years earlier. This had been our place, our retreat, our little spot of paradise in this world. I had been coming here ever since. Spending this time with her, in spirit at least. This was the first time that I really hadn't, and had even felt more than a bit guilty about it after all this had begun.
What I now saw was my long dead wife.
"Mary?"
Mary smiled at me, kissing me. If indeed she was Mary...though I once again had to ask myself if I were dreaming, hallucinating, or finally had plain and simply gone mad.
"I like the sound of that...so yes, you may call me by that name if you wish to," she replied, and then stood, her face looking sad as she did so.
"Where are you going? What are you doing?" I asked worriedly.
"I must go..." she said forlornly seeing the look in my face. I sat up, looking at her, looking at Mary, my wife, my lost love in life.
"Please don't go...stay, I need you."
I saw tears forming in her eyes as she looked at me, holding out her hand towards me. I took it standing, following her out of the tent. She came into my arms kissing me, kissing me the exact same way I remembered when Mary kissed me.
"I'm sorry...but I must go now. But..." she then said smiling at me with a look that was all too familiar. "I will be back."
"I'll be here," I replied knowing that I would be. I stood there watching her go, watched her as she walked down the hill into the trees, but I never saw her come out of them again.
**
I don't know if Mary as I now thought of her, was Angel, Alien from some other planet, or a simple figment of my own imagination. Maybe I'll never know. And certainly no one else ever believed what I saw, or what we did. But whatever she was, and for whatever reason she came to me, I'll continue to make that pilgrimage to our spot, our place for however long that it takes, until I see her again.
And I know...somehow I know and believe. I will.
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Let me begin by saying, I have worked in a shoe store now for several years, and never not once have I ever encountered a woman whose pussy I ever saw, let alone flashing me her panties, or crotch just for the sake of doing so. I would dare say, for all the stories I'd heard told about this happening, that ninety-nine percent of them where pure fantasy and over active imaginations. Even Larry one of the guys I worked with who was ruggedly handsome and good-looking had only had one instance where he swore the young woman actually flashed her panty-less crotch at him, and that was subject for debate.
And not that I didn't wish for it to happen. I certainly did, especially with the number of very attractive and good looking women who came into the store and tried on countless pairs of shoes. But every single one of them was conscious of the way they sat if they actually came in wearing skirts, mostly...women wore shorts or slacks, and the opportunity for something like that to actually happen never really presented itself.
And then I met Mrs. Anderson.
Over the course of time I had gotten to know a few regular customers on a first name basis, and I was always very much aware of brand new customers coming into the store that I had never seen before, especially when they tended to be attractive ones, like Mrs. Anderson.
When I saw her enter the store I knew immediately there was something particularly interesting and attractive about her. Maybe it was the look in her eyes that told me that. I'd always been a fairly good judge of character on the one hand, but there was always something about the way a person looked at you that said a lot before they'd even spoken a single word. As I learned later when running her credit card after selling her a couple of pairs of shoes, Jackie Anderson as she was called, was a very attractive looking woman. I guessed her to be in her mid to late forty's though she could easily have passed for ten years younger than that, something I managed to discover when checking her personal ID against her credit card while finalizing her purchases. But I digress here.
It was midweek in the middle of the day. Larry had just left a few minutes ago for his lunch break leaving me to handle the store all by myself, which usually wasn't all that difficult as most of our business took place in the early afternoon when the two of us were together, or when the store Manager came in for the afternoon to late evening shift when most of the sales were made. Up until now, all we'd had was a handful of window shoppers with no one actually buying anything. When Mrs. Anderson came in, I knew without any doubt I was about to make my first sale of the day as she scrutinized two particular styles of shoes, and then approached me with them.
"Do you have these in my size?" she asked politely.
I've always been fairly accurate in my estimation of a woman's shoe size having done it for so long now. But it was a hard and fast rule that we always...always...measure the woman's foot anyway for a number of reasons. First, not every shoe will fit a woman's feet perfectly, even if it is supposed to be her size. Secondly, it's a waste of time to drag out several pairs of shoes in differing sizes, a luxury we can't afford especially when it gets particularly busy. But thirdly, for myself anyway, I like taking the time to fit a woman's foot, adds more of a personal touch for one thing, and for another, seeing a woman's foot, how she takes care of it, tells me a lot about her.
You'd think I had a foot fetish because of where I worked, or why I enjoyed actually holding or touching a woman's foot. Don't get me wrong, I enjoy that, it can indeed be very intimate. But no...I am in fact a boob man, always have been, always will be. And Mrs. Anderson had a nice looking pair of breasts too! So surprisingly, it wasn't the urban legend of getting a peek up her skirt, or in her spreading her legs to expose herself to me that I was expecting, well actually hoping for anyway. I'd actually seen more cleavage in this business than I had the other, and as Jackie leaned over examining her foot off to one side, I got one of the best two second glimpses at tit flesh than I'd had in a long, long time. Her blouse bellowed out just enough in front to give me the two second peek at the very lacy bra she was wearing that barely concealed two very delectable looking orbs that were barely contained within it.
It was at that moment of course that she chose to stand up in order to see how they felt as she walked in them, making her way over towards the mirror to see how she looked in them as well. From my perspective, they looked great on her, especially with her well toned and muscled calves that hinted at her in either once being a dancer, or very possibly still athletically running.
"I like these, so for sure this pair, but I'd also like to try on a couple of pairs of sandals," she informed me. I'd already measured her foot for a size six and a half, and knew upon doing so that the pair of sandals she'd brought over to me and had expressed some interest in that we no longer had in her size. I then recommended a couple of other styles and mentioned I'd go get them and bring them out to her. She smiled at that, and then asked.
"May I ask where the ladies room is?"
All we had was a unisex single bathroom, but at least it was clean. I directed her towards that, disappearing myself into the back stock room to pick out a few different pairs of sandals in her size. I watched her walk off, once again admiring the view as she did. Like I said, she was a very attractive looking woman with dark brown shoulder length hair, around five and a half feet or so, a more than ample bosom and almost emerald green eyes that I found most alluring...next to her smile. By the time I'd returned with four or five pairs of shoes, she was again waiting for me having settled herself back in her seat. As I slipped on the first pair for her to look at, I caught a faint sound that caused me to look up and about confusing me. I couldn't tell what it was, or where it was actually coming from. Initially, I even wondered if my ears were ringing.
"Anything wrong?" she asked causing me to refocus my attention back to her.
"Oh, no...nothing. Just thought I heard something," I told her politely as I slipped on the first sandal, lifting her leg slightly in order to do so, though like I said, even with the skirt she had on, I was still sitting up way too far to have seen anything, nor was I really trying to either. But again...I could hear this odd little sound, and quickly looked about wondering where on earth it was coming from.
"I'm not sure about this style," she said once again standing up in order to have a look at herself in the mirror. When she did, the noise stopped though I once again looked about wondering at the source. Dissatisfied with their appearance, she returned in order to try on the next pair. As I again lifted her leg briefly in order to remove the ones she had on...the sound returned. And this time I knew exactly where it was coming from!
We repeated this process once more, but she finally settled on the pair of black stiletto heels she'd first tried on, and the second pair of sandals we'd tried. I checked her out...literally at the counter, just as Larry returned from his lunch break. He checked her out too as she passed by him on her way out of the store, but not before turning to smile and thank me for helping her.
"Man...you're never going to believe this," I began telling my friend. And I was right...he didn't.
**
Two weeks passed, and then she once again came into the store, almost exactly at the same time and day she had the last time. Larry had just left for lunch, and I couldn't help but wonder if she hadn't been waiting for him to do that before coming into the store.
"Hi again Mrs. Anderson," I said in greeting her. I of course had remembered her name from the last time. She smiled broadly at that, and told me it was ok to call her Jackie. She then informed me she was there to pick up and try on a new pair of running shoes, so I was correct in my assumption that she did that, and quickly pointed out several pairs of good running shoes she might be interested in. I noticed she was wearing a reasonably short denim skirt with a matching jacket that she wore over what appeared to be a rather tight, form fitting white tank top beneath it. As it was a warm summer's day, we quite naturally had the air conditioning on. Even so, as she sat she removed her jacket placing it on the chair beside her. Almost immediately I saw the twin points of her nipples suddenly harden, pressing against the thin tightly molded material of her top. It was evident she wasn't wearing a bra, a surprise as she had fairly large breasts to begin with, though not overly so. But usually, I didn't see a lot of women running around without a bra on when she had breasts of that size, even though they'd been mostly hidden beneath the matching jacket she had worn in.
Once again she asked to use the restroom, heading off towards it as I again headed off back into the stockroom for shoes in her size. But this time, I remained there, peeking out around the corner, waiting for her return, and damn glad that I did so.
Jackie came out, settled herself down in her seat, and then quickly looked around. Satisfied no one was looking perhaps, even though I was, and could clearly see her from my vantage point, I then watched as she hurriedly ran her hand up between her legs. It was clearly evident she was doing something to herself, and I could only imagine what it might be, wondering if I would again hear that same interesting little sound I had heard the last time.
Moments later I returned carrying several pairs of shoes for her to try on and look at. I was pleased to see that she was wearing the sandals I had sold her the last time. As I lifted her foot, slipping the sandal off, I once again heard what I now knew to be the soft gentle hum of a vibrating toy between her legs. Rather than look confused or even pretend I couldn't hear it, I simply looked her right in the eyes and smiled. As I did, I placed my thumb squarely against the heel of her foot, and then slowly ran it up through her arch, massaging it as I did that.
"As with anything, it's important that you always have adequate support," I began saying now looking directly at her chest, her nipples very erect, twin little pin-points of arousal pressing against the almost painted on material of her tank top, the swells of each breast clearly showing above the somewhat low neckline. "Even when you don't necessarily need it," I finished still continuing to run my thumb deeply against the arch of her foot. "That does sound important," she said continuing to smile, though I heard a brief audible sigh as I continued massaging the sole of her foot.
"What you need is something nice and hard...yet firm," I continued adlibbing this as I went, watching for her response, still hearing the faint hum of the toy which I now knew was buried deeply inside her. "But at the same time, something that is flexible and more than adequate for your needs."
I was blatantly fondling her foot, and she knew it, but allowed me to continue to do so. She even shifted her position somewhat, allowing me an even better advantage while continuing the massage and caress, though I now had and was given that "urban" moment, much to my surprise. I could see clearly between her legs, her short skirt bunching and riding up her thighs. I realized upon doing so, she wore no panties whatsoever, though if she had been when first coming into the store, she had obviously taken them off in the bathroom, which is when I also realized she must have inserted the toy. What I saw...was a small silver end, a thin lead wire attached to it, leading away up through her waistband. I knew then she had the remote portion of it secreted away elsewhere, no doubt in one of her back pockets on the skirt, which I'd, noticed earlier.
"It's good to work out any soreness or stiffness before trying something new on for the first time," I then instructed. "Always good to get nice and loosened up a little."
"Yes...it is," she agreed, hearing the pleasured tone in her voice. I wondered if she knew I had actually seen her toy partially buried inside her, and then lifted her foot just a little more working on her toes now, giving me an even greater angle at her crotch in doing so.
"Feel good?" I now asked, her eyes searching mine for a response.
"Very," she sighed pleasurably. "I always enjoy a good rub," she then added allowing the innuendo to hang there for a moment. "Don't you?"
"Oh yes...as often as possible," I told her, feeling my cock already stiffening inside my pants, almost uncomfortably so now. "You take excellent care of your feet," I now mentioned replacing the foot I'd been working on, picking up the other, though I accomplished in doing what I'd set out to do too, the sudden shift in position revealing even more of her thigh, and now an even more obvious glimmer at the silver end of the toy barely hidden now beneath the hem of her skirt which had hiked upwards considerably.
"Thank you, I keep them nice and soft by putting a lot of lotion on them," she told me almost seductively.
"Yes, a nice creamy, natural lotion is always best for the feet," I agreed. Sliding my fingers between her toes as though fucking them, softly, sensually.
"The more natural, the better," she responded back.
"Couldn't agree more, and this one feels like it could use some too, it's a bit dryer than your other foot."
She pursed her lips in a small pout. "I didn't bring any with me," she stated. "I don't suppose..."
"Not something we keep in stock here I'm afraid," I said apologetically once again looking at her breasts, her nipples if anything even harder and more pronounced than they were before. I heard her giggle, almost demurely. "What?"
"I probably shouldn't be telling you this, but since I feel so comfortable with you," she began telling me, and continued before I could respond in kind. "But my husband lubricates my feet with his own particular brand of lotion...if you know what I mean, so perhaps that's why they are as soft and smooth as they are. Though admittedly...that foot seems to be a little neglected at the moment."
"I would imagine that IS good for the feet, amongst other things," I said smiling back at her.
"Yes, I uh...enjoy using it there too," she told me. I felt her pull her foot away at that point, somewhat surprised as she did as she severed the contact between us, and in doing so, leaving me in a somewhat awkward state as I knelt there in front of her. There was no way I could stand without revealing the massive erection I was now sporting, so I did the only thing I could think of to do, and that was to reach over and grab one of the shoes from the box sitting next to me.
"Before you try that on me..."
I looked up at her, her face was one of pure lust.
"Yes?"
"Maybe...you wouldn't mind applying a little of that same kind of lotion my husband uses," she boldly stated letting me know in an instant we were past giving innuendos here, or dancing around the subject as we had been. "How long do we have?" she then added.
I glanced at my watch, Larry wasn't due back for another twenty minutes, though that didn't mean he still couldn't return at any moment, he'd done that before. But even more importantly, were the other customers. Two had come in, looked about, and then left since she'd got here. No doubt there'd be more too, and I couldn't very well just take my cock out, jerk off onto her foot in hopes of getting away with it...or could I?
"You...keep an eye on the door, let me know if anyone comes in," I told her, as I reached down, still squatting in front of her, unzipping my fly. She squealed with delight at the sight of my rigidly hard cock as I fished it out and began pumping it. As I began working my prick, I saw her reach behind, a moment later retrieving what I'd confirmed earlier. With the remote now in her hand, she turned up the control to the highest setting, the whir, hum and vibration of the toy inside her cunt now readily apparent.
"Hurry!" she half demanded. "I won't last long at this setting, and I want to feel your spunk spurting against me when I come!"
I was nervous as hell, yet excited beyond belief. Never before had I ever done anything as outlandish as this inside the store. Kneeling there before her, a bird's eye view of her gorgeous bare pussy, her slit now glistening with moisture as it seeped out of her, fisting my prick with the danger of Larry, or worse...customers who could step inside the store at any moment now.
Ironically, depending on how you wanted to look at it, I was almost there already.
"Here it comes!" I announced, leaning forward a little, holding onto her foot, my prick tip pressed against it as I began squirting out what felt like a gallon of rich creamy juice against the sole of her foot.
"Yes! Yes! Yes!" she cried out in delight, her eyes wide watching, and feeling my spunk bathing her foot entirely. She came as I did...thrashing about in her chair for a moment. Had anyone come in, there'd have been no doubt in their minds...and certainly not in Larry's as to what had just happened. Thankfully, she turned off the toy, composing herself as I hurriedly slipped my cock back inside my pants. But her foot was still drenched, covered in thick gobs of gooey cum-cream. "Hmmm, now...rub it in," she asked softly, pleasurably. "Too bad we didn't save some for the other foot...but, perhaps next time. Next week?" she asked obviously still aroused.
"Yeah, we'll do the other foot next time if you'd like," I responded quite contentedly.
"What about the other guy?" she then asked.
"Larry?"
"Yeah...would he be inclined to help out?"
"Oh...I don't think there's any doubt about that," I told her. "I'm sure he'd be more than delighted to see to your other foot while I do the other one, if you'd enjoy that."
"I would," she said smiling. "Next week then, same time?"
"We'll be here," I said grinning back, already wondering what Larry would think when I told him, or even if he'd believe me when I did.
Jackie took the shoes without even trying them on, sliding her still cum covered foot back into her sandal. She followed me up to the register as I worked up the purchase, which again is when Larry walked in. Jackie smiled at him, giving him pause for a moment as he smiled back, and then looking at me curiously. I knew he remembered her from before.
"Next week then," she said winking at me, and then winking at Larry, which really confused him, causing me to laugh.
"Ok...so maybe you were telling the truth last time she was here," he said after she'd left. Which is when I then told him what had just happened.
This time...he believed me.
**
Larry and I were both with customers when she came in, though I had already gotten the feeling that the woman I was helping was mostly window-shopping, so I hurriedly excused myself and approached Jackie. She greeted me with that award-winning smile of hers and actually leaned forward giving me a brief kiss on the cheek. As she did that, I felt the press of her full breasts against my arm. I could have stood there forever, feeling the electrical charge between us, but there were still customers inside the store.
"Have a seat, we'll be with you as soon as we can," I told her. She immediately headed back towards the restrooms as Larry finished ringing up his sale at the register. I stood by watching my non-sale browse for a moment longer, finally walking out as Larry rejoined me, the two of us standing there looking over towards the restroom.
"Damn...this is for real?" Larry asked as we headed back towards the seating area.



"I wasn't kidding my friend, but we're going to still have to be careful and keep an eye on the door here...but yeah, she loves cum on her feet just like I told you!"
I was already getting hard, and by the looks of it, as Larry thrust his hand down the front of his slacks in order to adjust himself, so was he. Jackie came out of the bathroom a moment later, once again wearing an even shorter skirt than she had either of the other two times before. This time she sat down without any preliminaries, hiking her skirt up just enough to show the two of us that she had a hand-held light blue vibrating dildo buried up inside her this time. I almost laughed seeing Larry's eyes bulge out upon seeing that.
"Try to keep one eye on the door at least," I told him forcing him to recover his senses.
We watched as she turned the cap, hearing the purr of the toy inside her as it began working its magic inside her pussy. She slipped off both shoes she was wearing and then asked.
"So...who's first?"
We'd already flipped a coin, I'd stand guard watching, though enjoying the view here as well, as Larry knelt down in front of her, quickly producing his rock hard cock. Jackie tickled the tip of it with her toes, quite nimble with them in doing so as I stood there watching her pinch, and even manage to slide his prick between her big toe and the one next to it, stroking him briefly with them.
"Fuck, that feels good!" He exclaimed in surprise, and admittedly as odd as it looked, it looked good too.
Unabashedly, Jackie reached down between her legs, grasping the toy within her hands and began working it in and out of herself.
"Hurry man!" I told him anxiously. I needn't have bothered, Larry was furiously rubbing his prick against the sole of her foot, seconds later spurting a massive amount of his cum all over it, much to Jackie's delight. With her foot still dripping with his spent cream, we quickly exchanged positions, Larry now watching and keeping an eye on things as I proceeded to rub my prick on her other foot. Just hearing Jackie as she reached orgasm brought about my own. I felt the first glorious spurt leap from the tip of my cock, bathing her foot just as a customer walked in. Larry immediately headed over to intercept them, allowing me to hurriedly finish dumping my load on her foot, before zipping up.
Jackie was giggling breathlessly as I finished massaging my cream into her foot, replacing her sandal. But as fun and exciting as this had all been, the customers walking in when they had, had awakened me to the danger of continuing to do it like this. And to be honest, I was now anxious for more. As fun as it was to jerk myself off while she watched and then got herself off with her toy, I was most anxious to enjoy a bit more with her as well.
"Listen, we have a shoe sale on Saturday," I began telling her. "And because of it, Larry and I will be in two hours early before the store opens in order to get ready for it, though we already plan on staying late the night before and have most of the things done. If you're interested...though it would be early, around 7:00 a.m., if you wanted, you could come here first thing in the morning before the store even opens."
"I'd like that," she told me. "This Saturday then?"
"Yeah, we'll be here, and be anxiously waiting for you if you decide to come."
"Oh...I've already decided to come," she said with a smile. "And hopefully...several times."
Larry was still talking to the new customers as Jackie strolled out, I noticed that he glanced down at her feet as she did so, smiling back at her as she winked at him and then stepped outside onto the walk, disappearing down the street a moment later. After the customers left, I told him about Saturday, and that she'd agreed to come in before work, before we opened the doors for the anticipated sale.
"Are you nuts? What if Cindy decides to come in early as well?" he asked. Cindy was the storeowner and manager, but she'd already informed me that she didn't plan on coming in until around eleven as she was going to be at the other store getting it ready for the sale as well.
"Don't worry Larry, if we stay late the night before and get everything done, then we won't have to worry about doing anything but opening the doors on Saturday morning. But prior to that...we will have enjoyed one hell of a very special morning with Jackie, now...what could possibly go wrong with any of that?"
**
Jackie was there and waiting for us before we'd arrived. Larry and I quickly ushered her inside the store, locking the doors behind us. Though we had worked late the night before getting everything ready for the sale, it had been well worth the effort. Everything would be ready on time, so that meant the three of us had at least a good hour or more to play around before we had to worry about opening the doors. And we certainly weren't about to waste any time before doing that either. Almost from the moment she came inside, the three of us undressed, shedding our clothes. Her breasts had been teasing me for weeks now, and finally there they were as I stood there looking at them.
"Think you'll have enough to put a little of that hot sticky goo on these too?" she asked holding them together in her hands like an invitation.
Larry and I just looked at one another grinning. There was no doubt in either one of our minds that we would at least, and then proceeded to delight Jackie as well as ourselves as we'd cleared off one of the sales tables which we could easily fix up again. We had her lay down on it as we stood off to either side of her, each of us taking one of her magnificent tits in hand, and began sucking on them simultaneously. Jackie was moaning away delirious with pleasure as we tickled her nipples, hands and fingers everywhere else exploring her as she lay there, her hands quickly finding each one of our hard erect cocks, stroking them at the exact same time.
We were still in the process of enjoying that when the sound of Cindy's voice alerted us we were in big trouble. She had obviously come in through the back door, entering through the stock room which neither Larry or I had a key for, though neither one of us had been expecting her until much, much later either.
"Just what the fuck is going on here!" She exclaimed as she entered the main show room, Jackie naked, spread out on the table, Larry and I standing off to either side of her, fingers still buried deep inside her cunt, hands gripping our cocks, which they continued to do, even as Jackie sat up, fear and worry clearly etched within her face. "Would the two of you like to explain to me just what the hell it is that you're doing?"
Larry and I just looked at one another. "I fucking knew it!" He exclaimed finally. "I knew this was a stupid idea, and now we're fucking, fucked because of it!" He spat embarrassedly, finally pulling away, forcing Jackie to release him. I on the other hand just stood there, frozen in place, unable to speak or say anything, too much in a state of shock perhaps to even react. Which is when Cindy burst out laughing, confusing Larry and I both even more than we already were.
"I knew you couldn't keep a straight face Cindy," Jackie spoke smiling once again. And once again, Larry and I looked back and forth at one another as Cindy, our boss and store manager approached us. Curiously enough, she was undoing the buttons on the front of her blouse as she did so.
"Larry? Dave? You've obviously met Jackie Anderson, but what you don't know...is she's my silent partner, and half owner in the business."
"She's your...your...how?" I stammered. "I mean...fuck, I don't know what I mean...how? Why?"
Cindy laughed. "Well...it was just something the two of us cooked up. I didn't dare approach you as your boss...not under the circumstances, and not until I was one hundred percent sure you were both willing to go along with it. So...it was Jackie's suggestion that she come in and seduce the two of you, which she obviously did, and then when you used the idea of coming into the store early today before the sale, well...that just made it all the easier for us to spring this on the two of you."
"Well I'll be damned," I said shaking my head, though poor Larry still looked confused and bewildered as hell, until when moments later, our very attractive looking blonde haired blue-eyed boss was as naked as we were. When she climbed up on the table joining Jackie I was still shaking my head, and smiling, my rapidly deflated prick, suddenly rising to the occasion once again, though it still took Larry a bit longer for all of this to sink in.
"So...we're not in trouble?" He asked.
"Only if you can't get it up," Cindy informed him teasingly.
It was then that Jackie reached over with her feet, her very nimble toes almost working like fingers surrounded the hard stiff nubs on Cindy's breasts, playfully pinching each of them actually pulling on them as she lay there.
"OK you two, let's see a bit of that warm silk feeling cream you've been promising," Jackie spoke lustfully. "And I think you know exactly where we'd like to see the first delicious hot spurts of it going don't you Cindy?" she asked as she continued to fondle our bosses tits with her toes.
By now Larry and I had both gathered our senses, once again hard and as stiff as we'd ever been, jacking ourselves off, watching the delightfully wicked toe and breast play as we minutes later began bathing the two women with torrents of fresh hot spunk. It was even more decadent and obscene to see Jackie massaging in the fresh cream into Cindy's breasts with her feet, and then seeing Cindy gather up a good deal of it, doing the same thing in return to Jackie's tits a moment later.
"I think the boys are enjoying our show," Cindy stated a moment later, seeing both Larry and I rapidly rising to the occasion again only a short time later. This time however, as I stood at one end, sliding my prick wonderfully and deliciously in Jackie's hot slick cunt from behind, as Larry did the same to Cindy, the two women on their knees facing one another, watching one another getting fucked by the two of us, we both managed to bring them off to fairly nice orgasms before switching partners.
The fact that I was actually fucking my attractive boss, along with her partner, seemed to be the aphrodisiac I needed in order to keep it up. I couldn't believe this was happening for one thing, and inside the shoe store of all places. Added to the stimulation of that, actually watching my friend Larry as he now pummeled away inside Jackie as she stood leaning against the table now as he stood behind her, Cindy and I doing the same side by side them.
"Fuck! I'm gonna blow another nut!" Larry cried out moments later. I saw his face screw up in pleasure, hearing Jackie cry out in delight as well, feeling his semen spurting, and filling her wet juicy fuck hole.
"Yeah baby yeah, give it to me! Squirt it baby! Squirt it! Fill my fucking cunt with your cum!"
Just hearing and seeing that triggered my own climatic release. Only seconds behind him, I too felt the delicious sensation of my cock throbbing, spewing what I knew to be a torrent of my cream deep inside Cindy's almost insatiable pussy. And like Larry, I stumbled back on wobbly legs, drained, somewhat exhausted, yet still thoroughly keyed up.
"Larry honey, if you can..." Cindy grinned smiling at him, standing and then walking over to sit down in one of the fitting chairs, "Would you mind getting me a pair of those new red stiletto heels that just came in? Size seven?"
I had to hold back a snicker as he walked over to the display area where several boxes of that particular shoe would be available for the sale this morning. He quickly located the size she'd requested, and then walked over to her handing her the box. A long thin streamer of cum drool clung to the tip of his cock as he did so, not even aware of it until Cindy reached out, gathering the drip with her finger and then licking it off as he stood there watching her do that.
"Hmm, tasty," she smiled. "And now..." Cindy put one of the bright red, very pointed toe shoes on her foot. Without a single word towards her, Jackie immediately walked over to where Cindy was sitting, her single shoed foot resting easily and comfortably on one of the stools we sometime used to sit on when helping women with their fittings.
Fascinated, I saw Jackie turn, her backside facing towards Cindy and then she literally mounted her leg, or more precisely planting herself over the now erotically appearing red stiletto heel. Jackie began rubbing herself against the smooth surface, the pointed toe seemingly tickling her exposed clit as she did so. She even managed to impale herself on the tip, and then began to ride that, slow fucking herself against it.
Cindy had taken the other shoe and was in fact using it to masturbate herself with, sliding the tip of it up and down against her wide-open pussy as she held it apart with her hands. As she did, I saw the remnants of my recent spending ooze from inside her cunt, smearing the glossy shoe with my cream, just as was Jackie's pussy as it poured out a great deal of Larry's spunk, likewise covering the other shoe as she rode it.
Larry and I stood looking at one another, smiles slowly beginning to cross our respective faces, watching Cindy along with Jackie as they humped themselves against the shoes, each getting off once again several minutes later. I stood by her side, surprised to find my prick once again rising, especially this soon as she pressed the pointed toe of the stiletto inside herself, sighing pleasurably, still feeling the last ebb of her pleasured release as it coursed through her body.
"You know what they say don't you?" She said looking at me still rubbing the shoe up and down her very messy, very hot looking split.
"What?" I asked almost whispering the question.
"If the shoe fits..."
"Fuck it!" Jackie responded, and then laughed, as we all did.
"Give these a nice polish," Cindy said still laughing, "and then put them on the main display...next to the black ones," she winked looking over at Jackie, as Jackie grinned, winking back at her.
"Yeah...right next to the black ones," she agreed.
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My wife Penny and I had been looking forward to this trip for several months now. Our best friends Mac and Diane were coming with us, along with some other dear friends we hadn't seen in well over two years now. Jim and Stacy had moved away out of state in order to take a better paying job. When we first mentioned the idea of renting a houseboat for a week, cruising Lake Powel, they were more than excited to join us as soon as we could get things set up.
Jim and Stacy were the perfect odd couple, a bit older than the rest of us by ten years, though the age difference had never been a factor in our relationship. In their mid forty's, the two of them looked to be in far better shape than the rest of us, though seeing my wife or Diane for that matter in a bikini, they had nothing to prove or worry about. The fact their marriage had survived for so long, straight out of high school was a testament to their relationship. Both Penny and I had been married before, each of us enduring failed marriages that had us both wondering how Jim and Stacy had survived staying together when so many other marriages had failed. Especially when Jim was white and Stacy was black. But aside from the obvious differences and difficulties there, especially straight out of high school, Stacy was tall, well over six feet, her ebony skin color giving her a very exotic look. Whereas Jim on the other hand, was just barely over five and a half feet tall, light complexion with blonde hair blue eyes. Needless to say, seeing the two of them together made for an interesting combination.
My wife was a fiery little redhead, though more like a brunette with dark deep red highlights showing through her somewhat short hair, which she preferred keeping that way, as it was easier to take care of. Something she'd appreciate even more while out on the houseboat for a week. Mac was even taller than Stacy was, kept his head shaved which had contributed to the name the guys had jokingly called him by, "Lurch" was we affectionately called him and most often kidded him with. Diane was best described as being voluptuous, a curvy woman with fairly large breasts, and wide hips with a true hourglass figure. As for myself, I didn't consider myself a slouch either. I stayed in pretty good shape, had a full head of dark hair though a touch of premature graying had already appeared around my temples. Penny thought it made me look distinguished and even more mature looking, especially at my age. A hereditary trait that ran in my family, with most of the men's hair turning bright white usually by the time they had reached fifty. She'd always told me I'd look sexy as hell when it did, provided I didn't let myself go in the meantime.
Mac, Diane, Penny and I all drove down to the lake together where we picked up the houseboat and began loading our supplies and luggage for the weeklong stay. Jim and Stacy had flown in to the small nearby airport where Penny and Diane drove out to meet them, pick them up and bring them back. It was good seeing them again, and we were all anxious and excited to get out on the lake and head for the first secluded little cove we had mapped out and spend our first full evening together.
We had headed out just after noon, Mac taking the controls of the houseboat as we sat catching up, drinking a few beers and talking about the fishing we'd all enjoy doing together later after we'd docked for the night. The girls had quite naturally run off to change, appearing a bit later in their somewhat revealing swimwear, and then headed up to lay out on top of the houseboat as we traveled along. I couldn't help but wonder how many others out on the lake would be scoping out our three wives with their binoculars as we passed by. Knowing Penny and Stacy at least, the two of them would no doubt be topless. Neither Penny nor I had ever been very shy, and I had in fact seen Stacy naked once or twice before when we'd gone over to their place to hot tub when they'd lived next door to us years ago. But it had been a while now since I had, so I was already looking forward to seeing her again during the trip, which I was pretty sure I would when the six of us went for a midnight swim together later on.
Late in the afternoon we found the first cove we'd decided to dock the boat in, a nice secluded little area out of the wind with plenty of white sandy beach, perfect for our barbeque later, as well as for playing around on, throwing Frisbees and such, not to mention our little swim later on that evening. What surprised me a little, was when both Penny and Stacy came down from the roof in order to help us secure the boat, haul out the lounge chairs to the beach, doing so topless rather than covering themselves up once again. Just seeing their magnificent breasts so beautifully revealed promised a great start to the trip. And though I was a little disappointed in the fact that Diane hadn't joined them in doing that, her more than ample bosom was still alluring to look at, her top barely concealing the vast majority of her breasts anyway.
As Jim and I tended to the cooking while everyone else finished setting up, I finally asked him. "So...what's the secret of a happy marriage anyway?" Not that I didn't have one with Penny, we certainly did, but the frivolity, constant flirting and affection between the two of them far surpassed the little that Penny and I openly shared, along with Mac and Diane for that matter. Jim gave me a look, a serious look which I'd seen before. So I knew then he was contemplating a serious response before speaking.
"You really want to know? The answer might surprise you...even shock you," he told me.
I nervously laughed at that, but now he had my curiosity up, I wanted to know. "Yeah, I do...what's your secret?" I pressed.
Jim looked over towards where the girls were still setting things up on the beach, Mac the avid fisherman had already set up on the back of the houseboat, enjoying himself there until it was time to call him for dinner. Getting assurance that we wouldn't be overheard, he turned towards me.
"Well, the biggest thing is not harboring any petty jealousy's for one, having complete and total trust in one another secondly, which includes always being honest with one another, no matter what."
So far he hadn't said anything that was earth shattering. I agreed with him one hundred percent on all accounts. But then he did say something that caused me to raise my eyebrows a little.
"But the biggest thing for us at least...which might not be acceptable, or condoned by most others, perhaps including yourself, Penny as well as Mac and Diane, is the fact that we enjoy, how should I say this? We enjoy the intimate company of others on occasion."
I could only stand there with my mouth open looking at him. In all the time we had known them, never once had they approached us in that way, hinted at the possibility of sharing intimate relations with one another. Oh, there had indeed been some good-natured flirting, and as I said, we'd certainly been in their hot tub together in the nude, but they had not once approached us in taking things beyond that. I wondered then if this was something a bit more recent.
"So, if you don't mind my asking Jim, how long have the two of you been doing this then?"
He smiled, "Since the day we were married," he responded, immediately answering that question.
"Seriously...you and Stacy have, enjoyed the company of others," I stated trying to soften the question somewhat. He laughed at that.
"You might could say that...yes."
"If that's true, then how come the two of you never tried anything with us? Or weren't we attractive enough?" I asked still trying to joke around with this, though being serious about it at the same time. This time, Jim really did let out a laugh, causing the girls to stop what they were doing momentarily and look off in our direction. We smiled and waved at them, waiting until they'd gone back to work.
"It had nothing to do with that Jack," Jim told me. "In fact, we were attracted to the two of you, very much so. But if you remember right, you and Penny had only been married a little over a year when you moved in next door to us. And though we quickly became very good friends, which I hope after all this we still are, had we approached you with anything even remotely hinting at something like that, would the two of you been receptive?"
I had to think about that for a moment, and realized he was probably right. Neither one of us would have been. And even after we'd gotten to know them, and called them friends, even after the somewhat flirtatious discussions and joking around after that, I'm not sure either Penny or myself would have felt comfortable, or been quite as open minded towards that back then. Not saying either one of us were now, but I knew that Penny and I would have an interesting conversation later on about this when I mentioned it to her. Jim hadn't told me not to, so I didn't think it was something he was expecting me to keep from my wife either. And besides, he was the one who brought up the point about being open and honest, not harboring any secrets.
"So...if ah, something were to happen on this trip." Jim looked at me turning the steaks on the grill.
"If it does, or should...then that's one thing. But let's not try and force the issue either," he told me. "We're here to have fun, enjoy one another's company. If anything else should happen outside of that, then it will simply be icing on the cake," He paused looking at me. "Talk it over with Penny, tell her what I told you, and then ask her to speak to Stacy, see what she has to say about it. After that, we'll all know if that's even a remote possibility, and if not...we'll know that too. Either way, won't make any difference to us one way or the other, we're here to have fun, enjoy everyone's company for a week. If we end up having even more fun," he said grinning. "Then so be it."
We let the subject drop there, but I decided to mention it to Penny later on when we were alone, and at Jim's suggestion, recommend that she perhaps speak to Stacy and get her view on it. Stacy and Penny always had been very close friends, perhaps more so than even Jim and I had been when we lived next door to them. I knew that once Penny was aware of what had been going on all these years with our friends, she'd be curious to find out more about it too, if nothing more than to simply satisfy that curiosity once she had learned about it.
**
We had enjoyed a delightful barbeque on the beach, sat in lawn chairs drinking margaritas, watching the sun go down. Shortly after it had, the girls suggested we all go out for a swim. As one, Stacy and Penny quickly stripped off their bikini bottoms, and though there was a partial moon up, it was still really too dark to see much of anything. The one interesting note on all of this, Diane had slipped out of her suit as well, now as naked as we all were as we ran into the water all holding hands together and began splashing around. As we did that, I got my first really good look at Diane's tits as we all stood there in the water laughing and joking around.
The water certainly wasn't cold, but it was just cool enough to have caused all three women's nipples to harden, in particular...Diane's. She certainly had the largest breasts of the three, though both Stacy and my wife's ran a very close second to hers. But what she did have that I found interesting as hell to look at, was the largest, darkest, most prominent areola I'd ever seen, not to mention the largest, thickest biggest nipples I'd ever seen either.
Standing waist deep in the water, Penny leaned over whispering in my ear. "I know what you're looking at," she giggled. "But quit staring at them, you'll make her self conscious!" With that, I felt my wife's hand reach down, sure enough, I was rock hard as her hand wrapped around my prick. "Come on honey...I know where we can put this," she teased, and then still holding it, began leading me back towards the beach. It was just dark enough that no one could have actually seen me, but it was clearly evident what Penny was holding onto as we made our way back, laughter following us along with a few well placed jabs at who had who by the balls. Grabbing one of the large blankets we'd brought down to the beach just for this very purpose, Penny and I walked off a little ways, well away from the others and made ourselves a nice little spot to lay down on and have some fun. Following our lead, our friends soon left the water, heading off into the night in order to do the same thing that we were.
"Remind me to tell you about an interesting conversation I had with Jim earlier," I told her as Penny began licking and sucking my very aroused cock.
"Did it have anything to do with your sudden burst of laughter?" She asked. "We figured the two of you were discussing something sexual in nature, especially the way you two stood there with those shit-eating grins on your faces. Stacy in fact said you no doubt were, and had a pretty good idea what the two of you were talking about."
"Did she say anything else?" I asked curiously, hoping that she might have, though I was finding it harder and harder to concentrate as my wife continued nibbling on my prick between answering my questions.
"She started too...but then looked over at Diane and let me know that it was perhaps something to be discussed later. Not sure why she did that, or why she felt Diane might not appreciate whatever it was she had to tell me, but then the opportunity never rose again, so she didn't. Why?"
"Oh, just something that Jim told me, that surprised me a little is all," I told her. "So I'm not surprised if Stacy decided not to mention anything to you about it either, especially with Diane hovering around. They don't know them as well as we do, so I'm sure they're being a bit more cautious around Mac and Diane, until they get to know them a little better."
"Ok...so now you've got my attention, and since I already have yours...how about you tell me what he said while I lay here and suck you off?"
"Maybe you'd better do that first before I tell you."
"Maybe you'd better tell me now before I do, because after I do, your mouth will be busy doing something else," she said smiling at me.
I laughed. "Maybe you're right. I'm sure it will be," I agreed. "Ok...here it is, Jim and Stacy are swingers!"
You could have heard a pin drop, even the waves lapping against the shore seemed to calm upon hearing that, as though listening as well, waiting for me to continue.
"No way. Jim? Stacy? Swingers? I think you've had one too many Margareta's," Penny told me, though the look in my face told her I was being dead serious. "Seriously? He told you that?"
"He did," I assured her. And then proceeded to tell her the entire conversation, including the fact that Jim had actually suggested that Penny bring the subject up with Stacy at the very first opportunity.
"I still can't believe it," she said now lying there holding onto my dick without doing anything to it as she thought about it. "But he's right about one thing...I'm definitely going to bring it up and mention it to her. I'd like to hear what she has to say about it, maybe you misunderstood him, or took it wrong," she guessed wondering.
"I doubt it honey, he was pretty specific in telling me. I doubt I could have mistaken what he told me, or heard what I thought I had heard him say, when he'd meant it as something else. No...he said they'd been intimate with other couples since day one, and the only reason they had never approached us back then, was because we hadn't been married all that long, and that they didn't want to frighten us away, or cause the loss of our friendship. The only reason he was telling me now was because we are friends, and also because they do happen to live pretty far away now, so it was less likely we'd be threatened or even shocked by knowing any of that."
"Well, I don't know about the shocked part, because I am...a little anyway. But threatened? No. They are after all our friends, and always will be. Just surprised we never figured that out, or saw anything that might suggest that they were. But...I certainly am going to mention it to Stacy, see what she has to say about it." Once again she turned smiling at me. "I don't mind telling you though Jack, just thinking about knowing that has sort of made me even hornier. How about you?"
I rolled Penny over, placed the head of my prick at the opening of her very, very wet pussy and slid in. "Does that answer your question?"
**
We weren't really gone all that long when we slowly made our way back to where Jim and Stacy had gotten a small fire burning on the beach. As yet, there was still no sign of Mac and Diane, though that didn't surprise us. According to the little we did know, Mac was quite the stud-muffin, and could fuck forever. It was even likely we wouldn't see the two of them again until morning.
"Enjoy yourselves?" Stacy teased us seeing us return.
"We did...though probably not as much as Mac and Diane still obviously are," we snickered at their expense. Now with the fire going, I could see far easier Stacy's magnificent nude body, her tear-dropped shaped breasts looked sensual as hell. Each one capped with an equally alluring looking areola, far smaller than Diane's were perhaps, but just as dark and inviting, looking...or rather begging to be sucked on. To be honest about it, my mouth was now watering with the thought that perhaps at some point...maybe, just maybe...I might. Like Penny was, she was shaved, the women stood talking in silent whispers for a moment just out of earshot, I could just image what it was they were actually discussing too, though for the moment at least, Jim and I were both being treated to the breathtaking view of the two of them. As though reading my mind, Jim spoke.
"Can't you just imagine the two of them going down on one another?" He quipped?
Frankly, up until now...I hadn't honestly considered that. But I certainly was now. I was glad we were sitting again, feeling the all too familiar stirrings in my prick as I sat there, glad I could at least fold my leg up just enough to partially conceal my rapidly escalating condition. It was at that moment the girls strolled over towards us.
"We're going back to the boat to make up a fresh batch of Margareta's," they told us, though Penny winked at me upon saying that. I knew then they'd spoken...at least a little bit, and would no doubt take the time to continue that particular conversation while making another pitcher for us to drink. Jim and I sat there watching our two lovely ladies stroll back to the boat, nice firm asses jiggling a little as they did. I heard Jim sigh contentedly while watching the two of them, which I found myself doing right along with him.
"Like I said...I don't think there's anything more sensual, more beautiful than seeing two women pleasuring one another, and the thought of seeing Stacy with Penny has got me as excited as hell!"
Unlike myself, Jim sat, his legs firmly planted on the ground in front of him, but his prick was at full staff, sitting well up from between his legs. I tried not to look, but I simply couldn't help myself. I'd never seen him hard before for one thing, and the fact that he could sit there the way he was, so nonchalantly, without giving any thought to his condition whatsoever surprised me. But he surprised me even more when I saw his hand suddenly grasp his dick and he sat there fondling himself in spite of the fact I was sitting there next to him. I still hid the fact that I had a pretty good-sized erection myself.
"You know Jack, I don't know that anything will in fact happen while we're here, but it's certainly fun thinking about it. So who knows? I will tell you this...Stacy's got one hell of a slick, soft pussy. And she has the muscle control to literally jack you off inside of her. But not only that...she's a squirter too. Ever seen a woman squirt before Jack? Seen a woman gush? Well...Stacy sure does. Wickedly hot if you don't mind me telling you so. Nothing like it, feeling all that hot warm juice spraying around your cock when she cums, or pouring inside your mouth while you're eating her. Fuck...drives me nuts just thinking about it!"



Just hearing him say that had me a little nuts too. Admittedly. Finally finding some confidence, I replaced my foot, my cock now sitting up just as proudly and as stiff as Jim's was. I was surprised at myself when I actually reached down, and began fondling it, just a little at first, as Jim sat next to me, no bones about it...simply jerking himself off. Before I knew it...I was too.
Several minutes later, sitting there listening to the slap of his fist going up and down, the squishy lubrication he was milking out of his prick in order to better stimulate himself with, he soon groaned, pointed his rigidly hard prick out in front of himself, and let fly! I sat there watching in amazement, streamer after streamer of his spunk spurting out the head of his cock, landing somewhere off in the sand in front of him. Suddenly, I felt my own delicious climax begin, and then I too was bending my prick forward, squirting out my own nicely hard felt squirts of spunk off into the sand.
"Ah yes...nothing better than a nice hard wank beneath the stars, sitting on a beach thinking about those two gorgeous wives of ours now is there? Well...three actually, he added with a snicker."
For once, I couldn't disagree with him.
It was only minutes after that that the girls came back carrying a fresh pitcher of margaritas. The fact I was still sitting there with a partial erection, having not quite calmed down from my very recent orgasm didn't go unnoticed. Handing me a fresh drink, Penny looked down, and then over at Jim. He too still had a bit of a stiff dick as he sat there.
"So, what have the two of you been thinking about?" Penny asked us both teasingly.
"Well the two of you of course," Jim answered for us both. "In fact...we just enjoyed a nice little wank together while we were sitting here. In fact, watch your step if you're squeamish about such things, but I think our cum is sitting somewhere in the sand pretty close to where you're currently standing!"
Stacy giggled looking down, as did my wife momentarily, but she quickly looked up towards me. "You mean to tell me the two of you actually sat here and jerked off?"
I was somewhat glad for the surrounding darkness, I could actually feel my face turning beet red, and couldn't help but wonder what Penny might think of this unexpected revelation.
"We did!" Jim announced proudly without any reservation whatsoever. "It felt pretty good too...especially out here beneath the stars. Though to be honest, I'm a little surprised that Jack did as well, though I'm glad to see he's a bit more open-minded than I would have thought."
"That...makes two of us," Penny said, though her surprised look had turned into what I'd always called her sultry-horny one. It was obvious, the thought of me actually doing that while sitting there next to Jim as I did, had turned her on.
The girls soon settled their chairs opposite from where Jim and I were sitting on the other side of the small fire. We all sat looking at one another, sipping our drinks when Penny finally spoke having just finished her third one.
"One more of these, and I might do what the two of you did earlier," she said giggling. "I'm still horny just thinking about that!"
I was about to suggest that maybe we take it inside in order to take care of that when Stacy spoke up. After she did, I was damn glad I had kept my mouth closed.
"I'd be more than happy to lend you a hand if you'd prefer that," Stacy said easily looking over towards my wife. Stacy sat looking at me across the fire, and then smiled.
"I bet you'd love seeing that wouldn't you honey?" she said slurring her words a little.
The truth was, Penny could drink me under the table. And even though she'd had one more drink than I'd had, I was far from being tipsy, so I couldn't help but wonder if she was using the excuse in being a little intoxicated to bolster her courage...or her nerves.
"He's even told me about his little fantasy of seeing two women together, haven't you darling?" she asked, still sounding more drunk than I'd ever heard her sound like before. She then looked over at Stacy, grinned...and said, "Why not?"
I couldn't believe my eyes, or my sudden good fortune. Without needing to be asked twice, Stacy reached over, her hand immediately going down into my wife's lap as she spread her legs even further apart than they already were. Jim and I now both watched as his wife, sat there fingering mine, as Penny looked on, her eyes suddenly wild and glassy, her breathing suddenly escalating as Stacy continued fingering her. But the best...and even more unexpected was yet to come!
"Fuck this!" Stacy suddenly exclaimed, and then before anyone really knew what she was doing, she slid out of her chair, onto her knees and then buried her face between my wife's thighs.
"Nice one!" Jim laughed. I knew without needing to look, though I soon after did, that Jim was in fact, once again stroking himself. I was too blown away to do anything at the moment but sit there and stare at my wife as Stacy knelt there before her, actually going down on her. Something I would never have in a million years ever thought she would do. I think at first Penny was a bit surprised by it as well, but the sensation and suddenness of Stacy's act had taken her completely off guard. By the time she could have, or might have reacted to the sudden turn of events, she'd decided otherwise. Whatever Stacy was doing to her, felt too good to ignore or pretend she wasn't enjoying. Especially when I'd neglected to perform that particular little act on her myself earlier when we were alone.
Penny always came hard when I ate her. She'd once told me, as much as she enjoyed intercourse, and had always had nice very satisfying little orgasms whenever we did, it was when I ate her out, sucked her clit, and pulled on her nipples simultaneously with my fingers which got her off the hardest. I'd seen that look in her face before, I knew without any doubt whatsoever, she was already hovering on the edge of what I knew was going to be a very, very intense orgasm.
"Oh my god! Oh my god! Oh my god!" she began crying out over and over. Seconds after that, she lurched up, humping her cunt hard against Stacy's face as she slipped her hands beneath my wife's ass, holding and keeping her there as she began sucking my wife's clit for all she was worth. Penny came in a rush of release, her cry of delight actually splitting the night air, suddenly reminding me as she did so, that our other friends were somewhere out there as well. At the moment however, I could have cared less, I was beating my meat just as hard as Jim was, watching my wife slowly spiral back down from the pleasured release she'd just been given by the mouth and tongue of her very dear friend.
I think she was a little embarrassed that she'd allowed that to happen, though she covered up her nervousness and uncertainty in having done it, by offering to now return the favor to Stacy.
"I'd love that," she told her, "very much so. But..."
"But?"
"Yeah, but...at the moment, you've maybe had a bit too much to drink, and perhaps you need to sober up just a little more, think about it before committing yourself in doing that. Like I said, as much as I'd love to feel your mouth and tongue on me, I'd rather you did it with an unclouded conscience," Stacy told her warmly. She stood up then walking behind my wife, leaning over from behind her and then kissing her, one hand coming down to tenderly, and all too briefly caress her hard nippled breast for a moment. She broke the kiss a moment later, my wife's eyes still closed as she did. "So...think about it. Perhaps tomorrow you'll have a much better idea as to how you really feel about things," she said.
Ironically, we all then heard movement down the beach, moments later the silhouette of our two lost friends could be seen making their way back.
"Just as well," Stacy said retaking her seat. "Had you started, I wouldn't have let you up no matter what they might have thought," she said almost warningly. It was something to keep in mind hearing her say that.
I wasn't at all surprised when Penny spoke a few minutes later, sounding much like her true self, and the intoxicated slur of speech suddenly having disappeared for some unknown reason.
**
I never was one to sleep in, especially while on vacation. The houseboat we all shared was a nice one. Each one of us having our own separate bedrooms, and none of them cramped in size either. Penny was still dead asleep, snoring softly away as I got up, dressed, and then walked outside for a stretch, along with my early morning smoke. It was the only time that I did, that and one just before going to bed. I didn't, and wouldn't smoke inside the houseboat as I knew it would irritate Mac for sure, so I walked out all the way to the bow of the boat before lighting up. As I did, I saw Diane sitting there below me on one of the steps, dangling her feet in the water as she sat there. I almost spoke, it was obvious she hadn't heard me approach, which was about the time I heard her softly moan, saw the movement of her hand, and knew what it was she was doing. I nearly backed away, but knew that unless she actually turned around, she wouldn't know I was actually there. And this was simply too good a situation to pass up. I quickly doused my smoke shoving it into a nearby coke can putting it out, and then leaned over slightly looking again. She was still obviously fingering herself as she sat there on the steps. The fact that this was Diane, who was doing it, sent a wild shiver of goose bumps racing up and down my spine. She shuddered, let out a small silent cry of relief, and then came. As she did, I silently stepped back inside the houseboat, standing next to the counter after pouring myself a freshly brewed cup of coffee. I saw Diane climb back up onto the boat heading towards me. She smiled upon seeing me.
"Hmm, smells good. Pour me one too please?" she asked.
I did so, handing it to her. "Here ya go."
"Thank you." She took a sip looking directly over the rim of the cup towards me as she did. She swallowed, once again smiling. "You know Jack, it's really not polite to spy on people, unless they've been invited to do so," she then said.
I was glad I hadn't as yet taken another swallow, I'd have most likely burned myself. As it was, I damn near dropped the cup in my hand anyway. She answered my unspoken question.
"I saw your shadow in the water behind me," she said telling me how it was that she knew.
I felt like an ass and apologized. "God Diane, I'm sorry," I said honestly meaning it, feeling like a complete and total ass for spying on her the way that I had. She stepped forward placing her coffee cup down on the counter next to where I was standing.
"That's ok, I accept your apology," she told me sounding all nice and friendly again, bringing me a much needed sigh of relief. "Next time...ask first if you really want to watch me." With that, she reached down, palmed my crotch briefly for a moment with her hand, and then walked away disappearing down the hall, stepping into the bathroom. I could only stand there with a look of total and complete disbelief etched in my face.
"Did she really just say and do that?" I asked myself. "Diane?"
I finished my coffee, poured another, and then stepped back outside on the deck lighting up another smoke. I needed this one to help calm my nerves. After everything that had happened the night before, the last thing I was expecting was for something like that to happen. It wasn't long before Mac was up, already anxious to cast his line into the water and get a little fishing in before we got underway again.
"Thought I'd get some fishing in before we leave," he announced setting up. "Oh, and Diane told me you caught her masturbating this morning, I wouldn't worry about it though, she does that every morning, like clockwork after she wakes up. Rather she do that than take up smoking again," he said looking at me disapprovingly. I'd managed to take one more puff, and then dumped the smoke into the same coke can as the other one. I turned without saying a word and headed back inside the boat still shaking my head.
**
We got underway again a couple of hours later. As it was my turn to pilot the boat, the girls cleared away the breakfast dishes before heading back up on the roof deck for some early morning sun. Not too surprisingly, Mac headed back to bed for a brief nap while we cruised the lake heading towards the next spot on our map we'd decided to take a look at. We'd all been up late the night before, and it was a hell of a lot cooler inside the boat than it was outside, even at 9:00 in the morning. Jim too had gone up on deck, carrying a pair of binoculars with him when he did.
"Go figure...he has count em...six tits to look at here, and he still wants to glare at someone else's anyway," Stacy teased her husband. Jim had taken the ribbing good-naturedly anyway, and still went topside with his glasses. The girls soon joined him moments later, again topless, and this time, I was surprised, though pleased to see Diane had joined them. Diane was the last one to climb up the ladder to the upper deck, she paused momentarily waiting as everyone else headed up, turning towards me as she stood there. It was hard not staring at her chest, especially as I now saw it in the full light of day.
"Contrary to popular belief," she began. "I do enjoy being looked at, particularly in being watched. So like I said, feel free...just next time let me know that you are first," she said, and then turned heading up the ladder. Once again, she had left me speechless, though this entire trip was starting to do that anyway.
**
I'd been at the helm for the better part of an hour. We still had a long way to go however before docking again, and I found myself growing a bit sleepy. Even in the middle of the lake the way we were, that wasn't the best situation to find myself in. There were still obstacles that needed to be avoided, and I had to stay fairly aware of my surroundings. I'd already felt my head nod more than once, and was about ready to yell upstairs for some company when I heard someone coming down. I was pleased to see Stacy descending the stairs, even more so when she turned facing towards me, her boobs giving me a quick shot of adrenalin.
"Thought I'd come down and keep you company," she told me. "Can I get you something to drink? More coffee?"
"Yeah, that would be nice," I told her, the endorphins already diminishing, though I smiled as I stared at her cute tight butt as she walked away back into the kitchen area.
"Coffee? Or something a bit stiffer perhaps?" she called out at me.
"Whatever you're having," I answered back, actually feeling myself suddenly stiffening at that. She returned a few minutes later having fixed us a couple of Bloody Marys. "Perfect!" I said accepting my drink from her, pleased when she settled herself down into the captain's seat facing me. Personally, I preferred to stand when piloting the boat, I was able to see more when I did.
"So, you and Penny talk about last night?" she asked.
We had, but only a little, and I told her so. The only thing she had really said about it was that it had been fun...which it had been, but we hadn't gotten into anything more than that.
"Yeah, that's what she told me this morning too," she informed me. I was glad to hear they'd at least spoken about it, I still wasn't sure where Penny's thoughts were on it, and though she'd certainly let her short hair down considerably, I didn't have any major expectations of something like that happening again.
"Thanks for coming down and keeping me company," I said after too long a pause of silence had gone between us. "I really was starting to get a bit sleepy there, but after seeing you..." I left off saying, though taking the opportunity to once again look at her tits. She smiled upon seeing me do that.
"What's up with you men anyway? Breasts, tits, boobs...whatever you want to call them, why all the fascination with them anyway?"
"Oh? And you don't enjoy having them played with?" I asked liking the direction this conversation was suddenly going in.
"I didn't say that, I love having them played with and sucked on, I'm just surprised you all seem more interested in my tits, as opposed to looking at my ass...or even my pussy perhaps."
"Well at the moment, I really can't see either of one of those, but I can see your tits," I grinned back licking my lips. Having said that, Stacy suddenly pulled down her bikini bottoms, dropping them down around her feet.
"That better?" she asked.
Even I had to admit, it was. Stacy truly did have one hell of a gorgeous body, though I was actually nervous now, besides being excited as she sat there in front of me only inches away. I glanced nervously over towards the ladder leading up to the sun deck, hearing her laugh when I did so. I turned back around to look at her just as she pulled on the waistband of my swim trunks yanking them down, exposing my already hardening penis.
"Don't be worried...or nervous," she told me as she began fondling and stroking my cock. I couldn't help it, I was. Penny and I hadn't as yet discussed much of anything, and should she come down the ladder, find Stacy with my hard stiff prick in her hand...
"Stacy," I began trying to back away, which was a little difficult for me to do as I couldn't very well let go of the wheel on the boat or retreat to some other area away from her. "Penny and I haven't..."
"But she and I have," Stacy said interrupting me. "Up on the sun deck, a few minutes ago. It was her suggestion I come down here and keep you company, but even more than that, give you a little treat while I did."
"She...she told you to come down here and do this?" I asked incredulously.
"Oh...yes, but more than that," Stacy said smiling, and then drew me back closer towards her with her hand, her mouth suddenly surrounding my shaft as she began sucking it. My knees nearly buckled, the exquisite sensation of her tongue flicking away at the tip of my cock, her lips running up and down the length of my shaft as she drove me nearly insane with desire. "And besides, I told her to go ahead and suck Jim's prick up there while I was down here doing you," she then added.
The thought of my wife at that very moment bringing the same kind of pleasure to Jim's prick that Stacy was now giving mine was an erotically naughty thought indeed. And then I had another one. "Where's Diane?" I asked curiously.
"Watching no doubt," she giggled. "Yes...we've all found out some interesting things about our supposedly shy, quiet Diane this morning too. It appears there's a lot more to her than meets the eye. She's quite the little exhibionist, and a voyeur as well it would seem." Stacy once again lavished my prick with a long slow lick, now looking at me. "She told us of her adventure with you this morning, which is what got the conversation started that we then had. At this very moment, I'm willing to bet she's sitting there playing with herself, watching your wife gobble up my husband's cock." I felt Stacy's lips surround the head of my prick, popping it with her mouth several times in rapid succession, just the way I liked it. "How else would I know that you like feeling that?" she then asked. "Penny told me to make sure I do that for you, since it apparently curls your toes."
She was right about that, it did. Already my toes were flipping back and forth, tingly even as I stood there holding onto the wheel for support more than actually using it to steer with.
"Now then, think you can keep us out in the middle of the lake without running us into anything while I make you cum?" she then asked. We were far enough out and away from any of the banks that the possibility of running into anything wasn't of any concern. Even then I double checked anyway, my thoughts likewise returning to my wife and what she was at that very moment doing up on the upper deck to Jim, Diane watching, enjoying herself while she did.



"No problem," I grinned pleasurably...and then stood there with my eyes closed as Stacy went back to popping her mouth around my dick. Only minutes later I was filling her mouth with my cum, though surprised to learn seconds after that she hadn't swallowed it. She smiled, my spending dripping from her sensual lips, then she spit out the vast majority of it into the palm of her hand.
"I hate to waste it," she told me grinning with the most decadent cum smile I'd ever seen. "I like feeling it on my tits, and pussy," she added now applying it to herself, coating those gorgeous bronze boobs of hers, as well as feeding her pussy some two fingered cum-poi, sliding it up and down her labia, teasing herself pleasurably with my semen.
"Fuck!" I said as I stood there watching her. It was erotic as hell watching her do that. So much so that I hadn't heard the sound of someone else coming down the ladder, only realizing it when I heard the sound of Diane's voice coming from behind me.
"Wow, glad I decided to get out of the sun before I got burned," she giggled excitedly. "And I thought the show on deck was hot!" She then added. Diane scooted one of the bar stools over a bit closer, taking a seat next to where I was standing, the two of us now watching Stacy as she continued to massage in the remnants of my recent spending into her breasts, along with still fingering her cunt, smearing traces of my juice against her clit at the same time.
"Isn't that fucking erotic to watch a woman pleasuring herself?" She asked.
"Sort of what I thought this morning when I saw you," I reminded her grinning. She grinned back.
"Well like I said, now that we're all getting to know one another even better than we had, perhaps we'll all see and enjoy a bit more of that around here now." Our attention was however drawn back towards Stacy as she began slapping her pussy quite forcefully with the palm of her hand. Cum spittle flying about, hers and mine as she strove towards what appeared to be a rather nice, intense little orgasm. Diane too began working her own cunt, and I was now dividing my attention between the two women, once again feeling my cock beginning to rise with renewed interest.
Once again, movement on the ladder behind me alerted me to the fact we were soon to have additional company. Sure enough, my wife along with Jim were just then descending the ladder.
"Well well...what's going on here?" Jim asked. "We're missing the party!"
"The only one who's missing anything...is Mac," Diane laughed. "Maybe after this, the three of us should go back and wake him," she suggested playfully. "Now wouldn't THAT be a big surprise!"
We all watched as both Stacy and Diane got themselves off, and though I was certainly aroused again, the lake had started to get a bit choppy with the first hint of an afternoon squall coming in. We decided at that point to batten down the hatches, head for a secondary cove we had marked on the map earlier, and wait out the storm before moving on. As much as I would have liked to see a continuation of things happening, we now had even more important matters to attend to. But it did give me the much needed time with Penny for us to finally discuss just what exactly was going on.
"So, did Stacy give you the ole' "pop-cock" thing I told her about?" She asked playfully, reaching over to fondle my dick once again as I stood there, even though I had pulled my swim trunks back up and was attempting to guide the boat closer into the shoreline still fighting against the choppy waves in the lake.
"Yeah, she did," I said smiling at her. "But I am a little surprised...I mean, we really haven't sat down and discussed any of this yet."
"I know...and I guess we should before things go any further, but didn't think a friendly little blowjob was something to get too terribly worked up over either," she told me. "Unless you didn't enjoy it, or had a problem with me doing the same thing to Jim," she then questioned. "Did you?"
I didn't even need to consider that. "No...and in fact, just the thought that you were, while Stacy was down here doing the same thing to me was exciting as hell, made me cum even harder I think," I chuckled, feeling my cock stiffening even more than it already was. "Obviously though...if things continue along the same lines, there might be the expectation of more...a lot more. What do you think? How do you feel about it?" I asked.
"What I think is this Jack. We came here for an adventure, and to be with our friends. At best, we'll only see Jim and Stacy once a year, if that. We've obviously learned a few things about all of them, some we didn't know or even realize, especially with regards to Diane, whose little secret we're all fully aware of now."
"True," I said grinning, still somewhat surprised at this recently revealed revelation about her, though Mac was still a bit of a mystery as where he stood in all of this.
"So...I do think we need to make a decision here, and then stick with it before things progress any further. If we have limitations, then we need to discuss them now. But personally, I feel that we're here to enjoy ourselves, and maybe not quite in the way we initially thought we would be. But we're only here a week, so why not just enjoy ourselves, explore some of these new horizons we've discovered and take it from there?"
I agreed. Under the circumstances I felt either we did...or we didn't. And there really was no middle ground. We'd already opened the door, and had all but stepped through it. To close it now would simply make the rest of the trip considerably more awkward being around our friends. But I still had to wonder about Mac and his take on all this. So far, he'd not really participated in any way, and I wasn't at all sure how it was he'd actually respond if things continued to progress in the direction they were going.
**
The rain was now beating down pretty heavily, but I'd managed to locate the cove we were looking for, the cliffs rising far above us offering some protection against the wind and the waves, still relatively calm as we dropped anchor. There was little if any beach, but with the rain coming down as it was, we'd be forced to remain inside anyway. So we decided to ride out the storm, and if necessary, remain on the boat that night and simply party inside.
By the time night fell, the storm had abated, the waters calm again. We'd enjoyed a nice light delicious dinner, and then settled back with a glass of wine afterwards out on the deck, breathing in the new fresh air that still had a strong smell of ozone to it. It was a bit humid as well, necessitating in everyone removing their clothes once again, not that any of us minded, including Mac.
"Anyone up for a game of poker?" Stacy asked as she came out with a deck of cards.
"We don't have any chips," Mac stated.
"We won't need chips," Stacy replied. "We'll just start everyone out with points."
"Points?" I asked, already it was sounding far more complicated and not worth the effort in playing cards.
"Yeah...points that you can redeem as the game goes along," she grinned wickedly.
"For what?" I asked again, now curious, though I noticed even Mac had taken additional interest in what she was saying, though it was Jim who now commented.
"We've done this before," he explained. "It can be a lot of fun, and pretty exciting provided everyone's willing to go along with it and play." Jim turned towards his wife, "Have you got the sheet with you?" he asked.
"I forgot it, but I made up a new one," she explained handing it off to my wife to look at. "We play poker just like normal, except you don't bet chips or money...just points. But as soon as you have won enough points to redeem, then you can trade them in for one of the items listed on the sheet if you wish. Once you do, the points you've turned in are equally redistributed amongst everyone else, and the game continues from there. So you see, no one is ever really out of the game, and the opportunity to continue to win even more points the longer we play goes on. Even when you redeem your points, you're awarded points for doing so. So needless to say, the higher point value items on the list gives everyone some incentive to keep working towards them."
"Wow...this could get pretty interesting," Penny said handing the sheet off to Mac and Diane to look at. "Especially when you get up near the five hundred point item range," she said pointing it out to our two friends, Mac's eyes suddenly opening considerably wider than they already were. He looked at Diane, grinned pointing at one in particular. She had noted it too.
"Wouldn't you love to see me finally do that," she told him. She then looked up addressing the rest of us. "You're all aware of my particular fetish by now," she explained, "if you even want to call it that, but...I'll be the first to admit I have never been with, or done anything with another woman. Something that Mac and probably most men enjoy seeing. So...naturally, he'd like to see me do something like that, especially in front of the rest of you."
This was getting more and more interesting, and suddenly Stacy's poker game had taken on a whole new dimension.
"Here's the thing," Stacy said as we continued to pass along the sheet looking at all the various possibilities. "If anyone is the least bit hesitant in playing...then let's don't. It won't be much fun for everyone else if someone wins a particular hand, chooses a partner that they want to redeem their points with, if they in turn decide they aren't interested or won't do what's asked of them. So...before we go any further with this, does anyone have any reservations about continuing?"
"So, the winner of the hand picks who they want to do a particular thing with?" Diane asked curiously.
"Exactly," Stacy told her. "And then like I said, both of them are awarded the bonus points for whatever the act is worth, and the redeemed points are then divided up amongst everyone else. "But, unless everyone's willing to play and go along with it, there's no point in playing unless we're all in agreement. So...if anyone isn't interested, let's see by a show of hands."
I had to admire Stacy's approach to this. Had anyone actually raised their hand, they'd have singled themselves out to the scrutiny of those who were interested, though by the smiles on everyone's faces, no one appeared to have any real reservations either. Even then she still gave everyone an extra moment to think about it. "Well, in that case, let's play!"
Everyone started out with a hundred points, with a minimum anti of five points and a minimum bet of ten. Beyond that, there was no limit to what the raises could be, though no one could of course bet any more points than they had listed against them. It would take a few hands for anyone to reach the first level at two hundred points, with only four possible items listed at that particular level. But even those, as mild as they were in comparison to the others, still promised to be interesting as we all sat there watching the outcome of the hands as we played.
Several hands later, my wife and Mac where in the middle of a head to head game as everyone else had folded. There was only one card remaining to be turned as Penny called, "All in!" daring Mac to stay in with her, a move which would just about deplete all his points.
He hesitated only for a moment, checking his cards before deciding. "Call!" He told her grinning at her wickedly.
Rolling over the last card, there was now an Ace, Queen, Jack and a pair of sevens showing on the table. It appeared that either one of them was sitting on a possible straight, or now with the appearance of an additional seven, perhaps three of a kind, though there were endless other possibilities. It was Mac who turned his cards first, showing that he had the straight, grinning from ear to ear as he did. Penny frowned, and then turned her cards over. She had a Queen and a Seven as hole cards.
"Fuck!" Mac exclaimed looking at her hand. Penny had managed to catch a full house.
"How the hell did you stay in with a hand like that?" He asked. Though it was Stacy who laughed answering him.
"That's another interesting thing about this game," she reminded everyone. "You can afford to gamble a little more, after all, there really aren't any real losers here as you'll soon see. OK Penny, you're total now is two hundred fifty five. You have enough to redeem for an act, or we can continue on. What would you like to do?"
"Let me see the sheet again," she asked. Another fifty points and she could get something from the next level if she decided to wait. But as no one had done anything yet, we were all a little anxious and excited to see what would happen the first time.
"So, can I ask that two other people do something? Or does it have to be me and someone else?" she wondered.
"We can make that a condition, if everyone's in agreement with that," Stacy stated looking about the group. "Any objections to her being able to ask for that?"
"Who gets the bonus points if they do?" I then asked.
"Well I'd say, the two participants do, only makes sense, but maybe the suggestion will be worth giving them up for," Stacy mused.
No one had any objections, though it was a moot point anyway. Penny had just raised the possibility for future consideration, which we'd all agreed to. "Ok...this one," she said smiling. "Mutual masturbation...with Mac!"
Stacy made note of the points being awarded, two hundred points for Penny, a Hundred for Mac for participating, and everyone else awarded an equal division of the two hundred points being redeemed. Stacy rounded up to the next nearest ten, just in order to keep things easier while keeping track of everyone's point totals.
"Ok, five minute time limit," Stacy announced. It was far easier for the two of them to stand up and move over to the full-sized couch on the deck where they now sat side by side with the rest of us looking on. Though initially somewhat flaccid, it didn't take long for Mac's cock to begin growing in size as my wife sat next to him fondling and playing with it. To everyone's amazement however, it continued to grow...and grow...and grow.
"Holy shit man!" Jim actually exclaimed. "Who'd have thought?"
Even flaccid, it was evident Mac had a pretty good-sized dick, but seeing it lengthen to the size it finally had, surprised and amazed everyone. I'd seen some pretty good-sized cocks before, with neither Jim nor I being a slouch in that particular department either, but Mac's prick was enormous, Diane sitting there smiling as she saw it lengthen, looking on appreciatively.
"Now you know why his nick-name is Mac," she told everyone, though that's the only name Penny and I had ever called him by. "I've always referred to that enormous dick of his as my very own personal, Mac Truck. His real name is Mickey."
"Mickey?" I actually blurted out. "As in Mickey Mouse?" Mac gave me a look that immediately told me I wasn't to call him that again. Bad enough that I and a few other of our friends had called him Lurch, that we could get away with. But I knew then, that calling him by his true name was a big no, no. And I had no intention of revealing that to anyone else.
As Penny continued to play with Mac's enormous prick, he in turned sat beside her, one hand fondling her breast, the other worming it's way inside her wet pussy. Already the sounds of his fingers playing in her wetness could be easily heard.
"Ok, time!" Stacy announced. Penny moaned and sighed with the all too soon ending of their playful naughty time together, but stood up and returned to the table as Stacy announced, "On to the next hand!"
**
Needless to say, the games got more and more interesting as time and the evening progressed. Jim was the first to redeem points at the next highest level, opting for a double-blowjob, selecting Diane and Penny as his honored selectees. Interestingly enough, even Mac was surprised when Diane excitedly and most eagerly jumped up in order to accommodate him as Jim leaned against the railing of the boat, both women on their knees as they began lavishing his prick with their tongues, taking turns sucking it.
Even the bonus points were interesting, if the girls actually managed to get him off during the ten minute time limit for this level, they'd each receive an additional two hundred points. And though they'd still have to win a hand before being able to redeem any of them, it was quickly reaching the point where each winning hand promised some sort of pleasure, whether doing...or just watching.
I had been hard as a rock now for well over an hour myself, as was Mac, his miniature "bat" as I came to look at it, all swollen, purple and angry looking, the knob of his prick reminding me of a small door-knob.
"Fuck that looks nice," he said actually fisting himself as the rest of us sat there watching the three of them. "I know which one I'm going for," he then informed us all, hearing a slight giggle come from his wife even as she continued mouthing Jim's prick, now obviously working at getting those bonus points. I was quite looking forward to that myself, wondering if he might indeed chose Penny as his wife's first female lover, considering the fact that it would be a first time for my wife too really. Up until now at least, no one had balked at not doing something, though it was rapidly reaching the point where just about anything was possible, and I began wondering about that.
"Oh fuck...fuck!" Jim cried out seconds after that, telling us all as he did, and then showing us as his spunk suddenly leapt from the head of his prick, both Penny and Diane then catching the rest of it in their mouths, trading places with his spurting dick, passing it back and forth between themselves.
"Well done!" Stacy said calculating the additional bonus points. A few hands later, we were all nearing the maximum point levels, where the action could really prove to get interesting.
Perhaps it was fate, or pure gut luck...but Mac managed to hit a straight flush against a regular flush against Penny. The moment he did, everyone looked over towards Diane. She merely laughed, shaking her head and stood up. "Where do you want me? And who with?" She then asked.
I was right, and even Penny seemed to sense it at the same time that Diane had, as she'd stood up as well without being asked to.
"Right here on the deck," Mac indicated, though he'd already reached for several of the couch cushions lying about, tossing them down so as the girls could make themselves a bit more comfortable.
"Now we're at the fifteen minute time limit," Stacy reminded everyone. "And if either of them gets the other one to cum, then there are BIG bonus points in addition to that."
It was of course by now pretty well known that neither one of them had so much as stuck even a finger inside another woman before this trip, and now, Penny was finding out about those curiosities, as was Diane, for her first time. They soon climbed into what was a traditional "69" position with one another there on the deck. Diane on the bottom, and Penny on top. I stood there looking down at them as was Mac and Jim, Stacy joining in for free, her hands simply caressing the two women as they began lapping away at one another's cunts.
"Side bet?" Jim asked.
"Towards what?" Mac and I both questioned.
"Three hundred points say they both cum."
"Make it five hundred, and you've got a bet!" Mac said, "Two hundred fifty from us each?" He said looking at me. I knew Penny could have several multiple orgasms, and her hardest always were through oral stimulation, so I knew I'd lose the bet with her. She'd come easily within the fifteen minute time frame, provided Diane at least made some minimal effort in doing that. By the looks of things, she was an eager learner to find out. So the question was Diane.



I leaned over asking him. "Don't bet on my wife," I informed him. "I know she will...the question is Diane." Mac smiled and winked at me, whispering back.
"It's not about the orgasm for her, never has been. She actually prefers just feeling the pleasure. Not that she can't or doesn't cum, she does...but not until she's wound up tighter than a drum. I'm willing to bet, that's what she'll do here, just want to savor the experience more than worry about getting off regardless of what Penny's doing to her."
I turned facing Jim again. "Ok, you've got a bet," I informed him. "Both of them, within the fifteen minute time frame."
He nodded his head, "Deal!"
Sure enough, mid way through I heard the all too familiar sigh of pleasure escaping my wife's lips, though she continued on, licking away at Diane's sweet split even as she came. But then Diane did as well, surprising everyone, especially Mac and myself as Diane's almost ear-splitting scream announced the arrival of her own very intense, very satisfying orgasm.
"Well I'll be damned!" Mac stated, surprise clearly etched within his face, though so was a bit of awe and wonder as well.
Needless to say, Jim took a commanding lead over everyone else with those winnings, now having enough points to pretty well ask for anything he wanted. The highest level in fact, almost unreachable without a great deal of luck, with there being the one single item on the list. "Anything goes."
Two hands later, it was down to Jim and Stacy, with everyone else folding, two cards to be rolled over, and the tension surprisingly high as we all waited to see the outcome. Stacy herself had more than enough points to do just about anything as well, though not quite being able to claim the "Anything goes" category. Even so, the outcome of this hand would no doubt prove to be the wildest one of all so far.
With an Ace of diamonds, a two of diamonds, and a King of spades showing, it was anyone's guess as to what the two of them had in their hands and were betting on.
"Three hundred points!" Jim declared, a sizeable bet to say the least, especially when all Stacy had was four hundred points and change by her name.
"Call!" She said easily eyeing her buried cards once again.
Like I said, the tension was thick at this point, after this hand, anything was possible and we all knew it. Not to mention the fact, there was a thirty minute time limit on that final level if Jim won.
"I wonder what he's going to ask someone to do?" Penny asked obviously excited to find out.
"He hasn't won yet," I reminded her, though the four acts Stacy could chose from where interesting enough if she won.
Diane rolled the next card, an Ace of Spades.
"Now it gets interesting," Mac declared looking on, as we all were.
"Your bet," Jim said eyeing his wife. She really had no other choice but to fold.
"All in," she declared.
Jim nodded his head and smiled, "It's a bet," he told her, "Lets see the last card."
Diane turned a Jack of diamonds. It was time to reveal, which she did. She had another Ace, giving her three of a kind. Jim however was still grinning as he rolled over a six and ten of diamonds. "Like you said, you can't win if you're not willing to gamble," he said smiling.
"Well, I guess that makes you the big winner of the evening," Stacy said eyeing him. "And no doubt, you're gonna want to see something pretty wild aren't you?" She then asked.
"I do yes...but, let me preface this before I tell you what I'd like to see, I don't want anyone here feeling like they have to do this just because I won this particular hand. If you'd decide you're prefer not to, then I understand, and won't hold anyone to it."
"What is it?" Diane asked almost as anxiously as we all were, her excitement obvious.
"Ok, here it is...and Stacy? You do get to chose who goes where here. But...I'd like to see Mac and Jack fucking you simultaneously, while Diane sits on my face, and Penny sits on my cock. Anyone have a problem with any of that?"
I knew without any doubt in my mind as big as Mac was, there was no way in hell Stacy was about to take his prick up her ass, which meant me. I certainly wasn't averse to doing that either, but it would be a first! Penny and I had discussed it before as well, though we'd only done that. Like I said, I wasn't exactly a slouch in the prick department either, though not nearly as big as Mac was, nor did the head of my prick look like it had a mushroom growing on top of the bat he had between his legs. A bit more tapered and slimmer, the one reason that Penny had even considered the possibility of trying it. Still...I found myself looking over towards her for approval, which she gave in a simple sentence.
"I might be more inclined to try that myself...once I've actually seen it done," she told me.
I knew then, I had my answer.
Not too surprisingly, Stacy retreated back to her stateroom for a few minutes, returning with a small little overnight bag. In it was myriad of various toys and accessories, including what I soon learned as some really slick anal lubricant.
"I love this stuff," she said handing the bottle to me. "And you will too," she winked.
Though Jim had of course indicated there was a lot more action that would be taking place here before too long, the main event as we all figured out, was seeing Mac fucking Stacy's cunt, with me in her ass simultaneously. As I lubed myself up, and then as Jim lubed up his wife's cute ass in preparation for that, Stacy slowly eased herself over the enormous, bulbous head of Mac's cock.
"Jesus Diane, how the hell do you take this fucker so easily anyway?" She asked, "And I thought I'd taken some big ones before...but holy fucking shit he's big!"
"Practice honey...practice. That...and a hell of a lot of patience!" she told her laughing as she watched Stacy ever so slowly finally slide down on Mac's massive pole. Even then she had to sit still for several moments, getting used to the feel of him inside her.
"As big as he is...I'm not sure I'll still be able to fit Jack's dick inside me comfortably," she then stated, though she looked back winking at me, letting me know she was ready regardless of that.
It was now or never. Kneeling between Mac's legs as he lay on the deck, I then positioned myself against Stacy's ass, taking my cock in hand and presenting it at the doorstop of her cute little buttonhole. I felt the well lubricated tip slowly slip in.
"Easy," she said cautioning me. "You're not quite so small either," she said though groaning pleasurably even as she said that. "Give me a moment to stretch a little so I can more easily fit you both," she then added. I took my time, inch by pleasurable inch until I felt my balls actually pressing against her cute tight ass.
"Damn!" Penny exclaimed as she stood there. I looked over, her hand was busily stroking Jim's cock, Diane was in fact fondling my wife's breasts, obviously their earlier Sapphic moment together had awakened some interest in continuation of that.
"Ok, now you can both move," Stacy just managed to breathe as Mac began to slowly thrust in and out of Stacy's cunt, me now doing the same through the back door, fucking her lovely tight ass.
"You mind if we wait a few before doing the rest of what you asked?" I heard Penny say. She was obviously enthralled by the activity taking place before her, and wanted to watch, as no doubt did Diane.
"I was just about to suggest that myself," he told them both. "Especially with you jacking me off while we do," he grinned wickedly. "Nothing like a nice hand or blow job while you're watching the movie," he joked. "And this...is far better than that!"
Once again I had to agree with him. I knew now, as I later learned Penny had, that this was something we would soon experience together. At the moment however, I was enjoying the sensation, oddly enough, of feeling Mac's magnificent prick driving in and out of Stacy's cunt, my own cock rubbing against his basically as we slid in and out of her together.
"Fucking A!" Mac exclaimed almost madly. "This is...fucking...good!"
"Yes...it is," Stacy squealed in delight, picking up the pace now herself, as she began thrusting herself up and down even harder than either one of us had been doing to her. I had to adjust my timing and rhythm in order to compensate, but soon I had, as the three of us now thrashed wildly together well on the way to a mind-blowing orgasm.
By the sounds of it, it was evident that Stacy was damn fucking close, her breathing escalated for one thing, but now every other word she uttered was an obscene one.
"Oh yeah...she's getting close now," Jim said providing the commentary. "As soon as she starts talking dirty, you know she's almost ready to come. A few more minutes now, and then she will, and no doubt when she does, you'll all be in for a pretty wild surprise!"
I was getting damn close myself, especially as I knelt there fucking her ass, listening to her.
"Oh fuck yeah...yeah, fuck my naughty cunt, my tight ass. That's it...fuck it, fuck me, fuck my pussy, fuck my ass...fuck it, fuck me...fuck me!"
It wasn't so much her scream that triggered my own release, though I'm sure that had a lot to do with it. But I felt this sudden wet explosion, which I sure as hell knew Mac had, that suddenly skyrocketed out of her cunt, spraying the two of us liberally with her own female nectar. I felt my prick suddenly balloon, and in the next instant I was hilting her as deeply as I could, reveling in the pure sweet eruption of my own magnificent discharge, feeling spurt after spurt as I filled Stacy's ass full of cum. Mac too was doing the same, his grunt telling us both in an instant that he was likewise splashing his seed as deeply inside her as I was. Stacy's almost eternal orgasm continuing, even the gush of her fluid continuing, the wetness of it now running onto the deck as everyone else looked on in wild unimaginable surprise.
"Ah fuck...squirt! Squirt! Squirt!" Jim cried out, unable to control it, my wife's hand now pumping his prick rapidly, aiming it down at Stacy as she turned facing him catching some of it in her mouth, those most of it on her face and breasts as Jim gave in to the too tempting pleasure himself.
"Damn...does this mean we don't get a turn?" Diane asked worriedly.
**
It had turned into one of the wildest nights Penny and I had ever known. Jim indeed got his wish a short time later, Mac, Stacy and I all looking on as Diane sat on his face, Penny riding his cock to a glorious little orgasm. It had been erotic as hell to watch them, as Penny later told me it had been exciting seeing me with my cock buried deeply inside Stacy's ass, Mac's enormous cock embedded within her pussy as we fucked her together there on the deck. Penny then candidly told me, she wouldn't mind trying a double fucking herself at some point...though preferably not with Mac for obvious reasons.
We had decided to enjoy another late night swim together as a way of refreshing ourselves and getting an invigorating boost from the water. No one had really said anything as we frolicked about in the waist deep water standing around one another, but then Diane surprised me by coming over to stand in front of me, her hand suddenly reaching down easily locating my dick. Within seconds, she'd begun stroking it back to hardness once again. I wondered if the girls hadn't actually discussed this previously perhaps, as Penny stood in front of Jim, no doubt doing the same thing to him that Diane was doing to me, Stacy with Mac as we all stood in a semi circle grinning and watching one another. With the buoyancy of the water making it easier, Diane drew me closer to her, placing the head of my prick against the opening of her cunt. Before I realized it, she'd wrapped her legs about my waist as I lifted her, impaling her simultaneously. All around us, everyone else was doing the same. The sight of three couples standing together fucking, the pleasured sighs of delight soon filling the night air, was a nice nightcap to end our erotic little evening with.
**
We got underway again bright and early, heading off towards the spot we'd originally wanted to reach the day before. Here, we planned on spending a couple of days anchored in this particular cove as there were some hiking trails nearby, along with some points of interest we all wanted to see. It was a large cove, and a popular one, so we were pretty confident we wouldn't have it all to ourselves when we arrived. And we didn't, though it also wasn't nearly as busy as we thought it would be when we pulled in. There was only one other houseboat similar to our own that had docked, and a couple of larger speedboats along with one cabin cruiser that had also pulled in.
We anchored a short distance away from everyone else, still trying to afford ourselves some privacy, though I was somewhat disappointed to see the girls all wearing their bikinis, tits covered up. We found a nice little spot on the beach, hauled out our gear including the barbeque and then went for a nice little hike together to explore some of the natural caves, petro-glyphs and take in the beautiful scenery where we'd anchored. Not too surprisingly, Jim had brought along his binoculars. We stood on one of the cliffs looking down into the cove where the boat was. Jim smiled handing over the binoculars to me.
"That's nice to know," he said continuing to smile. "It appears our neighbors aren't exactly prudes either!"
I took the glasses from him peering through them towards the houseboat. On the upper deck I saw two women sun-tanning together, neither one of them wearing a thing. Surprisingly, one of them appeared to be considerably older than the other, gray haired but even at this distance, certainly not unattractive. Moment's later two men came up on the upper deck carrying drinks, likewise naked. And once again, one of them appeared to be considerably older than the other, and I wondered momentarily as to their relationship.
Penny and I had treated ourselves to a quick, but thoroughly satisfying fuck inside one of the small caves nearby. It had been a naughty little adventure, made even more so by the near discovery of another couple who had actually walked by without coming inside to explore or investigate. I wondered if they had perhaps heard Penny's audible moans of pleasure as I stood there fucking her from behind, passing by without coming in to explore the cave upon hearing us. After coming out again a short time later, we in fact climbed up past a younger couple who were standing on the ledge overlooking the cove. They smiled knowingly at us as we passed them, and then headed back down to the cave we'd just come from. Penny and I wondered if perhaps they might not end up doing the same thing we'd just enjoyed doing ourselves.
By late in the afternoon we headed back down the cliffs to the cove and the boat. We began preparing dinner when Jim and I noticed the older gentleman, and the younger guy heading our way across the beach. Mac came over joining us as well just as they arrived.
"Since we're neighbors, thought we'd come over and introduce ourselves and ask you a question," the older man said introducing themselves. "I'm Tom, this is my son in law Brian," he began. Jim quickly introduced the three of us to them. "We were wondering, and thought we'd ask first, if you have any qualms or problems with us being nude on the beach while you're here," he asked politely. "We didn't want to upset or offend anyone if you did."
Jim laughed, explaining we'd been wondering the same thing ourselves, though admitting to having seen their wives lying out earlier on the upper deck of their houseboat. We then invited the four of them to join us for a barbeque later on the beach, a "come as you are" barbeque as he then called it, letting them know that we were certainly ok with it, and would be naked as well, though we hadn't as yet informed the girls what we'd just all agreed to.
"That sounds great!" Brian responded, and then suggested perhaps they send their wives over, calling them by name as Martha and Lucy, and let them introduce themselves to our wives, and perhaps coordinate the dinner menu together, and furnish whatever they had to supplement the meal we were planning on cooking later. We had plenty, so there wasn't any concerns of having enough to go around.
Most everyone else had pulled out before nightfall, only one other large speedboat remaining behind, which we soon learned was owned by the younger couple we'd bumped into earlier.
"Wouldn't be neighborly to not invite them," Penny stated, which we all agreed wouldn't be, so she and Stacy soon made their way over to their boat to invite them to join us for dinner.
"You might want to forewarn them however," I said grinning. "At least so they know what they might be walking into, or seeing...if they do decide to."
"Oh, I think they'll know," Stacy said, removing her bikini top, and then boldly walking along the beach with my wife by her side, though Penny wasn't quite as brave as Stacy was as they passed by the neighbors boat, heading towards the much smaller speed boat docked a short distance away.
"Well, one thing's for sure," Jim said grinning. "They'll either join us, or we might end up hearing them leave a few minutes from now once they discover there's going to be a lot of naked people running around on the beach tonight."
"Speaking of which," I responded. "I do find it interesting that that's obviously Lucy's parents who are with them, and they're obviously quite comfortable being around one another in the nude, don't you?"
"Not too terribly surprising no. I grew up in a fairly open-minded family as well. Saw my own parents, brothers and sisters in the nude quite often. Never made a big deal out of it either. So it might be, they're as like-minded as my own parents were."
"Maybe so...but just running around naked is one thing, doing anything else is something else entirely," I reminded him, letting him know we might not have the same luxury we'd enjoyed the evening before.
"Let's just see how it goes, play it by ear," he stated as we stood there watching the two girls return a few minutes later. "Well?" Jim then asked as they drew closer.
"Looks like a party!" Stacy grinned. "Dinner for twelve!"
**
The younger, recently married couple as we came to find out, David and Amber joined us for dinner. Though they'd indicated they had no problems with any of us being nude there on the beach, neither one of them had opted for doing that themselves, though Amber at least wore a rather skimpy bikini. She was fairly petite in size, small breasted in comparison to the rest of the girls, and perhaps a bit self conscious because of it. Though Stacy attributed their shyness to simply being newlyweds. Even so, they didn't at all seem to mind that everyone else was, especially David as his eyes seemed to be everywhere at once, taking everything in.
For myself, I found Martha to be the most intriguing woman there. She was obviously comfortable in her skin, which I found very refreshing. With a far less than perfect body, even at her age she was a very alluring and attractive woman. She had soft, mature looking breasts that were certainly not what they might have once been, but I found myself wondering what they would feel like. Twice now I had had to think about something else, feeling the arousal suddenly fattening my cock, and not wanting to embarrass myself in front of everyone else, though it was obvious I wasn't the only one having that problem. Mac too had actually walked into the water in order to hide his condition more than once, letting the cool water calm his erection. Jim and I had shared a secret chuckle over it too, we'd noticed both Amber as well as Lucy ogling Mac's prick on more than one occasion, along with everyone else's too of course, but his in particular.



"I wonder if he gets that a lot," I'd asked Jim jokingly, though Tom had overheard me and came up to us joining in.
"Only when he's butt naked like he is now," he said, "Whereas the girls...those with the fairly large breasts have to deal with that all the time, after all, even when they're clothed, you still know they have large tits. As with us...you really don't know unless we're running around like this. Even then..." He grinned as we watched Mac head back towards the beach, his dick though flaccid again, was still obviously a little aroused swinging to and fro as he approached us. "I know Lucy would enjoy seeing how big she could get it, but as for Martha, she's more into a man's ass, like yours Jack," he then told me unabashedly. "She's already commented on how attractive yours is, so watch out, I'm sure she'll be wanting to fondle it before the nights over."
Jim and I looked at one another briefly, knowingly. "So...I am curious, since you're all obviously related, but...it sounds like you're not adverse to..."
"Swinging on occasion?" Tom stated. "Hell no...we're members of a club in fact," he stated openly. "As are Brian and Lucy, which we actually discovered quite by accident truth be told. But after we did, we all just laughed it off and accepted it, even though we don't and won't fool around with each other. But we no longer have a problem fooling around in front of one another either, and have actually fucked in front of each other before, including while being on this trip. So some might find that a bit perverted even so, but...we have our limits and could care less what anyone else might think beyond that. How about the rest of you?" He then asked point blank.
"Stacy and I are used to the life-style ourselves," Jim told him. "Though for everyone else here, this is, and has been a bit of an eye-opening, learning experience. But even Jack here and his wife Penny, have certainly discovered new possibilities, haven't you?" He then asked turning towards me.
With the ongoing conversation, I'd felt my own arousal level escalate. I answered by excusing myself for a moment, smiling, and headed towards the water, hearing Jim and Tom laugh at me as I did so.
"Don't be too long in the water trying to cool down," Jim called out. "The steaks are nearly ready, we'll be sitting down to eat soon, and then you can more easily hide your erection then!" He teased, yelling it loud enough that I now had an interested audience on the houseboat following me as I emerged myself into the water. My wife even calling out to me then as she and Martha, along with Diane and Stacy began whistling and making catcalls towards me. At least it would be dark soon, though several on shore lanterns along with a small bon-fire had been set on the beach. We began serving up dinner. After that, we all sat about chatting getting to know one another a little better. As expected, the conversation once again turned towards the obvious, though it was Lucy, Stacy and Martha that actually brought the subject up as everyone else sat there listening in. I half wondered if poor David and Amber might get embarrassed by it and soon leave. But much to my surprise, they sat listening to the discussion with interest, though looking a bit embarrassed by some of it as the discussion got more and more intimate and detailed.
"Personally, I love watching Tom going down on another woman while I'm being fucked. He's got such a talented mouth and tongue, and I love seeing the looks and expressions on the woman's face while he's eating her. Usually they're all surprised at how good he really is at it. But then again, he enjoys doing it so much, I'm not surprised when they do find out, that's how good he really is," she finished smiling as though remembering.
"I wouldn't mind finding that out myself!" Stacy said openly, excitedly, even hinting at it when she did. "If no one has any objections?" She then asked looking around the group. Once again, only David and Amber looked unsure about it, but even they didn't raise any objections, nor excuse themselves to leave the group or the party as Stacy began spreading out one of the large blankets we'd brought down to the beach with us. If anything, though nervous as they might have been, I think they were curious to watch something like this actually happen while the two of them looked on.
"Well if they're going to be doing that," Martha then stated. "Like I said...I get way turned on watching Tom doing that, while I'm getting fucked myself, so...anyone adverse to my doing that?" she asked. I almost laughed, as one...everyone turned to look pointedly at the young couple.
"Feel free to do whatever you'd like," David said. "We might not actually participate ourselves, but we're not here to spoil everyone else's fun either!" Amber nodded her head in agreement, basically giving this party the green light to head off in an entirely unexpected direction. Having done so, Martha looked at Penny receiving a nod of approval from her in kind without having spoken a word.
By now, Stacy had positioned herself down on the blanket, everyone scooting their chairs over in order to see better as Tom now crawled up between her outstretched legs. "My wife really is quite an exhibionist herself," Jim stated as he sat there, unabashedly stroking his cock, which had immediately began hardening.
"I am!" Stacy called out laughing at her husband. "You're the one sitting there playing with yourself!" she teasingly scolded him.
Martha had positioned the chair she'd been sitting in, turning it around now standing behind it using it for support. "I prefer getting fucked this way while watching," she told me as I moved up behind her. "And that way, we can both see what's going on too," she then added. "And if you wouldn't mind Jack, take your time, take lots and lots of time. Go as slowly as you can while you're in me...until I let you know otherwise," she then smiled.
I was only more than happy to accommodate her, quite easily slipping my rock hard cock into her extremely wet pussy, though it was filling my hands with those soft pliable mature looking tits of hers that I initially relished the most.
Martha was certainly right about the other thing too, whatever Tom was doing to Stacy with his mouth, caused her eyes to pop open in serious delight. "Oh my god! You're going to have to teach Jim how to do that!" she exclaimed, getting an appreciative chuckle from everyone else, as they remained gathered around. Not too surprisingly, I looked over and saw Lucy as she stood next to Mac, her hand on his dick affectionately fondling it, just as Diane was now doing to Jim as she sat next to him. I was pleased when my wife stood up and wandered over standing next to Martha and I. And even more pleased when she leaned over taking one of Martha's breasts in her mouth and began sucking it. As she did that, Brian joined us, slipping his finger into Penny's cunt, teasing her with that as we all continued looking on, watching Tom as he sent Stacy into a whole new dimension.
Though they might have been hesitant in getting involved with anyone else, the pure sensual erotica taking place all around them had at least softened their own personal inhibitions. Still sitting in his chair, Amber at least had managed to remove her bikini, much to my surprise, accommodating her husband's prick as she slid into his lap, and onto his dick where the two of them began fucking alongside the rest of us, still watching, and now listening to Stacy's pure unadulterated moans of pleasure. She came with a deep-throated moan that seemed to start from her toes before making its way out of her mouth, convulsing and bouncing around wildly for several long moments afterwards.
"Next?" Tom grinned leaning up, licking his lips. It didn't surprise me at all when Penny made her way over, taking Stacy's place there on the blanket, with Stacy now motioning for Brian to join her there still laying next to them.
"Come fuck me baby...get it while it's still hot," she told him lustfully.
Penny's eyes did nearly the same thing that Stacy's had. Whatever talent Tom possessed was evident, and I knew immediately that Penny would be wanting him to be teaching me whatever it was as well. As much as Penny loved the way I went down on her, and almost preferred oral pleasure more than anything else, I then knew, I still had a few tricks to learn myself, no matter how proficient I thought myself to be.
"Now...you can fuck me harder," Martha moaned, her pussy becoming a frothy, slippery mixture of our combined lubrications, though it was still the feel of those marvelous tits of hers in my hands that I was really getting off on. Her nice-sized nipples were extremely hard, long and were damn fun to roll around between my fingers. It was evident that she was likewise enjoying my breast stimulation of them, urging me to now pull on them a little harder than I had been as I likewise began thrusting in and out of her slick wet cunt a bit more forcefully too.
"That's it Jack, that's it. Just like that yes! Oh my god that feels good, your prick is so nice and hard, and fucking my pussy so deeply. Yes...yes, pull on my nipples too, that's it, that's it! Pinch them, pull on them...fuck me!"
Ok, maybe it had something to do with this older woman, this woman older than my own mother in fact, who was so obviously aroused, spewing sex words now that were extremely hot and arousing to hear as she said them. The intensity of my own arousal escalating dramatically, so much so I now found myself struggling with shooting my wad inside her far too soon. Though she seemed to sense that, now humping back against me, spearing herself on my shaft.
"When you're ready, squirt on my tits," she told me. "I want to see you squirt on my tits," she said again, sounding as though she were already in the throes of orgasm, which I then realized, she was. Sloppy wet and creamy as she already was, I felt a sudden surge of additional warm moisture suddenly bathe my prick, so much so that it ran down her legs, likewise bathing my balls in its rich creamy nectar. She didn't exactly cry out, she didn't need to. Her cunt screamed for her, exploding in a series of contractions that surprised me, her pussy gripping my prick in ways I had never felt before as she came.
Up until that very moment, whatever control I had evaporated, and I felt the beginning of what I knew then would be a very intense orgasm begin.
"Fuck! Here it comes!" I announced.
Quicker than I thought her capable of moving, especially under the circumstances, Martha un-cunted me, wrapping those incredible breasts of hers around my cock, using them to finish jacking me off with as the first glorious spurt of my cream splashed directly against her chin. I noticed even as I stood there spurting against her that Amber's eyes seemed glued on what I was doing, seconds later leaning back whispering something into her husband's ear. He smiled, his eyes growing wide as she said that, whatever it was.
"You sure?" He asked her loudly enough I could overhear him, now rubbing the head of my dick specifically against Martha's nipples, enjoying the feel of those hard little tips as they teased my almost now too tender dick tip which continued to dribble out droplets of my cream against them.
Amber nodded her head, her face flushed excitedly, expectantly.
Penny had climaxed herself almost at the same time I had, though she later told me it was seeing me spurting against Martha's tits which had triggered her own orgasmic release. Once again Tom sat up expectantly, but it was David speaking up before he could, which surprised everyone.
"Um, uh...can I ask something?" he stammered a little hesitantly, almost sheepishly, though it was Amber who looked even more embarrassed and uncertain, though extremely flushed and excited.
"Go for it," Jim said answering, taking immediate notice that something monumental was to be asked for here.
Once again David looked at his wife seeking her assurance, but by the look in her eyes, he got it, found the boldness to state whatever it was. He took a breath finding the courage to do so, and then spoke.
"For a very, very long time now, Amber's had a particular fantasy she once told me about, and one in which we've actually discussed a number of times. Upon until now..." he paused taking another nervous breath, "We didn't ever think it was one she would ever realize, if you knew more about us, and where we lived, you'd know it's something that for us at least, is virtually impossible."
"Go on," Jim said encouraging him. "Spit it out, your amongst friends here, and obviously I don't think anyone of us will be shocked or offended by anything you have to say or ask us about."
That seemed to be the one thing he needed to hear, grinning, and then told us what it actually was. "We've never done anything...like this I mean," he said speaking for he and his wife both. "But...Amber's had this fantasy, about having several men coming on her...all over her in fact, and then...afterwards, feeling a woman's hands rubbing it in, all that spent cream into her skin afterwards. She's never even been touched by another woman before, let alone the cum thing, but...like I said, this seems like the one and only opportunity we may ever have to experience something like that...so, she...well we actually, were wondering..."
I had just shot my wad, a rather large one in fact, but already I felt the jolt of interest coursing through my dick upon hearing that. Even more amazingly, all the girls were smiling as well, including my wife who immediately walked over, taking Amber's hand and helping her up off her husband's lap, his dick sticky, smeared with her juices as she stood on her feet, slapping against his chest as she did that. He might not have been quite as big as the rest of us, but he was just as fucking hard if not more so.
"I've often fantasized about that myself," Penny told her leading her over towards the blanket. She then looked around at the group of grinning men standing about now, which included myself. "But I think...watching it will be just as exciting," she told the young woman.
"Ok if some of us help the men out?" Stacy wondered, though Diane immediately concurred with that idea, leading Mac over to stand beside Amber there on the blanket, still holding his dick.
"Oh yes...that would be even better, watching that," Amber spoke finally shedding her shyness.
"Any preferences?" Jim asked as he took a spot above her with Martha now coming up behind him, taking his dick in her hand as she began playing with it. One by one we all took a spot, including her husband who stood over and closer to her head, jerking himself slowly off as we all began doing the same.
Lucy began fondling me, as Stacy began playing with Brian, and my wife began stroking Tom's equally nice sized cock, not quite as large as Mac's was, but still amazingly big, hard and strong, even more so for a man in his sixties. Six hard cocks were now being stroked as we all stood above where Amber lay on the blanket, looking up at us all, and now playing with herself. It was erotic as hell to look down, watching this young, somewhat innocent woman so lewdly masturbating herself without any inhibitions now whatsoever. The lust, full in her eyes as she glanced about, enjoying the vision of seeing six hard pricks being fondled and played with, knowing that one by one they would soon be spurting their combined spunk down upon her.
Mac was the first amongst us to jettison his load, though he'd been horny forever as he'd latter admitted it, and then unleashed an enormous amount of spunk onto her as Diane cried out in delight, aiming and pointing his prick down towards Amber as he stood there. Just watching a good half dozen forceful squirts splashing against her was the trigger for Brian's prick to shoot off next. Stacy picking each of Amber's breasts in which to cover with Brian's cream as he leaned forward, Stacy moving his still squirting cock back and forth against them as though fighting a fire.
"Oh fuck yes that feels hot!" Amber cried out, her fingers still busily working her pussy, slapping her lips with the palm of her hand as Stacy shook out the last few driblets of Brian's spunk. Almost the moment he had finished, Tom stepped up.
"Her feet! Her feet!" he asked as my wife aimed is prick down towards Amber's toes, pulling and pumping it a couple of more times before the first streak of pleasure exploded from his dick, hitting each of them squarely. He was still squirting on those when Jim's cock added to the onslaught, with Martha literally walking his squirts just as Amber had requested...from head to toe, though his last couple fell ankle short of reaching the mark. Tom's spending had more than made up for Jim's miss however, with Amber's body now glistening wet, sticky in the glowing fire's light.
That left only David and I as the only two who hadn't come on her yet, though I was still several minutes away even then of coming a second time myself. I knew when I did, it wouldn't be a lot, not after that incredible spending I'd enjoyed against Martha's tits, but I also knew exactly where it would go. The one spot where surprisingly everyone had missed, either on purpose or by accident remained untouched...her naval. David now stepped over, straddling his wife from above, aiming his prick downwards towards her face.
"Whenever you're ready," he told her grinning at her almost like a madman, his prick swollen purple, the head of which even I could see was throbbing as he held it in check.
"Now! Give it to me now!" Amber shouted looking up at her husband as he stood there towering over her. He fisted it, jacking it once...twice, and then squirted.
Up until that very moment, I thought Mac came more than anyone I'd ever see before, but even his series of powerful, long thick ropes of semen held nothing in comparison to those of David's. In all my life I've never seen a guys prick squirt that much cream before. After the seventh such ejaculation, I along with everyone else actually began counting, seeing him place most of it into her waiting mouth until it was too full to contain any more of it. She closed her mouth, cheeks bulging without swallowing it, though she sat up, allowing it to pour down between her breasts, saturating them even more than they already were. And still David continued to pump out his semen, though finally at least, it wasn't exploding from the tip of his cock in the same furious manner it had originally began with. Still...he continued to milk it out.
"Nine...ten...eleven! Twelve! Fuck! Thirteen!" Came the final count from Stacy as she now reached over, her hand coming around David's cock, replacing his hand as she shook it, cum spittle still being milked out as she playfully waggled his finally spent dick.
It was then I felt my own, walking forward as David weak in the knees finally stepped away. I gave her one, perhaps two decent little squirts before the rest of it merely dribbled from my prick tip, but I managed to get all if not most of it directly onto and across her belly, more importantly her naval which is just where I intended to place it.
Amber was, a cum sticky mess. She truly was covered from head to toe quite literally, but the show was far from over.
**
The six of us had pretty well collapsed back down into our chairs, watching as a sea of women suddenly knelt down beside Amber as she lay there. Hands and fingers were everywhere at once, massaging in the rich thick cream into her body, smearing what appeared to be every square inch of her. She moaned, writhing about pleasurably, especially when Martha inserted her fingers into the young woman's cunt and slowly, ever so slowly finger-fucked her to orgasm as she lay there, her breasts played with, her toes, Stacy running her fingers around the young woman's mouth and ears as she screamed out what David told us later as being the loudest most intense orgasm he'd ever seen or heard his wife have before.



He thanked us, as they both did. When she was able, Amber immersed herself in the water, and then hand in hand, they walked off into the night towards their boat. David had already told us earlier they'd be heading back towards the main dock by sunrise. Saying our farewells, we waved good-bye to them watching them go.
"I wonder if they'll ever do something like that again," I asked no one in particular. Both Jim and Tom chuckled at that. "What?"
"I wouldn't bet against it," they both said. "I have a feeling that's not the only fantasy the two of them have shared with one another, and now that she's experienced hers, five will get you ten he'll eventually experience one of his. And I'm even willing to be on what that might be too," Jim roared laughing aloud.
**
We all sat around sipping on our drinks as we slowly began collecting ourselves. It was then that Stacy and Martha came wandering over with several air mattresses and a battery powered pump.
"Make yourselves useful," Stacy told us, "Blow these all up while the girls have a bit of a chat," she then said gathering the rest of the women up as Mac and I began un-boxing the brand new air mattresses as Jim began filling them with air.
"I wonder what they're up to?" Brian asked, though Tom seemed to already know the answer to that.
"Well considering the fact that most of the girls still haven't climaxed yet, I'm willing to bet that these air mattresses we're fixing up here aren't just meant to sleep on," he explained knowingly. "But...it will be interesting to see what it is they come up with here when they do."
They were gone for a short time but came back with a bowl, five small pieces of paper contained inside it. By then we had blown up five full-sized air mattresses and had placed them all together forming a rough unequal square there on the beach.
"Ok, now what?" Mac asked curiously, as we all were.
Stacy handed him the bowl. "Draw a slip of paper," she told him, which he did. "But don't look at the name yet," she added. "And then pass it on to the next guy and so on." The girls quickly walked over, each taking one of the individual air mattresses and lay down on it. We had all drawn out a name and sat anxiously waiting.
"Ok...now you can look," Penny stated as one by one, each of us unfolded the slip we were holding.
"What if we get our own spouse?" Mac asked curiously.
"Luck of the draw then," Diane said winking at him. "So...did you?"
Mac looked at the name on his paper. "No...but was just wondering," he said holding his up to show he'd drawn Martha's name. She grinned, though for a moment her look at his rapidly ballooning dick gave her pause.
"How good's he with his tongue?" Martha asked, Diane laughing. Martha now laughing in return. "No...seriously!" She said looking at Mac's monster of a cock as it continued to grow in size and length.
"You won't have anything to complain about," Diane assured her.
"No, I'd imagine not," Martha said reaching up to grab hold of Mac's dick with two hands as she pulled him down onto the mattress with her.
The only exception to that rule was when it was discovered that Tom had drawn Lucy's name.
"Not that I haven't thought about it...but," Tom freely confessed showing he held his daughters name in his hand as her face reddened at the comment, though she did giggle upon hearing that.
I then opened mine, saw that I'd drawn my own wife's name out. And though I certainly wouldn't have minded keeping it that way, I then suggested that perhaps the two of us switch partners, which worked out for everyone. That paired Stacy with Brian, Diane with Jim as we all walked over to settle down with our respective drawn partners. I settled myself down onto the air mattress with Lucy, and began toying with what I learned were very sensitive, and highly aroused hardened nipples.
"Something you should know first," she then told me with a bit of a worried look on her face.
"What?"
"I have...a bit of an anomaly, though I don't really look at it that way, but you might." I looked at her curiously, waiting.
"I doubt that, so tell me."
"I have...two clits!"
"Excuse me? You have what?"
"Here...it's easier to show you," she then said, spreading herself open as I leaned forward. I was surprised when she actually handed me a flashlight. "Here...use this."
I looked, but it didn't appear to me as though she had two, though the one she did have was a little larger than any I'd seen, and I told her so.
"Here, now look," she said again skinning the clitoral covering back a bit. Even then the small tiny additional little nodule that did seem to appear looked far smaller than any clit I'd ever seen either.
"That's a clit? A second clit?" I asked whispering.
"Yes, when I was born, the doctor's actually told my mother that I should have been twins, a boy and a girl, but something happened, so I didn't develop that way. But that partially accounts for why I am so small breasted too," she added. And wouldn't even have had these large of tits without hormonal injections in the beginning. But now my body has balanced itself out, I have what I have, which includes having two clits. And I assure you, I do. You can touch either one, and I feel pleasure from both separately, independently from one another. But when you touch them both at the same time, that level of pleasure intensifies...two fold."
"Well if that's true...and I take your word that it is, I'd say, you've got the best of all possible anomalies!"
"So you don't mind? Don't find it too freakish?" she asked. I answered her by lying down, and then sucking both of her clits into my mouth.
**
If I thought the evening before was wildly erotic, it was nothing in comparison to the way this one was turning out too. I had indeed driven Lucy crazy with my tongue, lapping away at, and sucking on her two tender clits together until she'd literally screamed out her orgasm into the night, adding fuel to all the lustful fires burning around us.
Just laying there beneath the star filled sky, listening to the grunts and groans happening all around us, the slap of flesh, the sounds of liquid slick pleasure being played with, cries of ecstasy almost continuous was beyond anything even remotely imaginable. I lay there listening to the all too familiar sounds of my wife's whimpering sweet climax, my cock just then lurching, spilling yet another pleasurable load inside Lucy's mouth as she sucked it, and draining it. All about us, the dominos falling as one by one cries of pleasure and orgasmic delight filled the quiet of the still night.
**
I woke to the feel of warm sunlight caressing my face, the feel of a body pressed closely to mine, opening my eyes to look down at the contented, serene look in my wife's face as I held her head in the crook of my arm.
I sat up looking about, most everyone else around me still asleep, though Mac was gone, Diane lying alone, as was Tom and Martha amongst those who were up and about already. Hearing the splash of water I looked over and saw Tom heading back in our direction off our boat, carrying what looked to be like a coffee pot along with several cups he'd carried by sliding a stick through the handles of each with. Seeing me up he smiled.
"Coffee?"
"Oh hell yes! Thank you," I said easing my wife's head back to the mattress, and then slowly extricating myself from her still sleeping form as I joined Tom sitting down in the chairs.
"Where are Mac and Martha at?" I wondered curiously.
"Where else?" Tom said laughing. "Fishing of course, well sort of anyway," he then added. "They're out on the stern, two poles in the water, though when I dropped by to pour them some coffee, Mac had his pole in Martha, so he's doing a little angling there too while they're fishing," he laughed once again. I couldn't help but laugh with him, just imagining that.
"Mac must be happy as a clam then. He loves to fish, and if he can fuck while doing it, even better," I snickered, as Penny woke just then having heard me.
"What's so funny?" she asked, now smelling the coffee as Tom poured her one.
"Morning sweetie, we were just talking about Mac and how he loves to fish so much."
"Yeah, that's Mac all right, but what's so funny about that?" My wife asked taking a sip of her coffee.
"Well because, he's just earned himself a new nick-name, fish-fucker!" I told her, especially after what Tom just told me. Said he saw them on the stern of the boat, Mac with a pole in his hand, and his pole in Martha at the same time."
"You're kidding me! Now that's funny!" Penny quipped trying to imagine it.
"Not only that...but Martha had her pole in hand as well, leaning over the railing, Mac sitting there sliding in and out of her, trolling his line. Damndest thing I've ever seen."
"Sounds like we need to find a nick name for Martha too then," Penny mused, wondering at what we might come up with.
"Best that we don't come up with any sort of a fishy nickname," Tom responded with a smirk on his face.
"Yeah, maybe not," Penny agreed, and then we all got a good laugh as we sat there thinking about it anyway.
**
Although we had planned on spending an additional day here, Tom had told us that they had been planning on pulling out and moving on to a spot unofficially called Pirates Cove. It was named that because of an old sunken ship, a rather large sailing vessel had gone down in about forty to fifty feet of water. A group of amateur divers had found it, and over time had created a sort of secret club whose members would come out and dive on the ship for fun. The reason it had some secrecy behind it was due to the fact that it had become a bit of a secret game being played within the club. Members would hide valuable artifacts on board the ship, leaving things there for other members of the club to look for. A manifest of discovered/found items was then posted and listed on the website.
"So you mean you actually hide stuff on the ship for other people to look for?" I asked Tom curiously.
"Yes, that's part of the fun of it, we'll be hiding some jewelry on this trip ourselves, about two thousand dollars worth in fact."
"Damn, seems like an expensive hobby if you ask me," I told him to which he laughed at.
"Only if you don't find anything in return. So far, we've been coming here every year in order to do this, and right now, we're well over the twenty thousand dollar mark in discovery's found. It's kind of a fun and interesting challenge to look for things, and then when we do, listing and posting them on the club's manifest so that others can see what they missed, or overlooked. Anyway, we're headed up there today so we can dive on the wreck sometime later this afternoon. You're certainly welcome to come with us."
Martha had wandered over at this point and had been listening. "Have you ever gone scuba diving or snorkeling Jack?" she asked me.
"Snorkeling a few times yes, but even then nothing too elaborate."
"Have you ever made love under water while snorkeling?" she then asked.
"No, I can honestly say I haven't," I said grinning at her. "Though that does sound interesting."
"Oh it is...trust me. Nothing like it, especially under the water. It's like floating in space perhaps, a sense of weightlessness, freedom of movement unlike anything you have ever experienced before. You really should come with us, and though you certainly wouldn't be expected to actually dive on the wreck as we're planning on doing, I do think you and your wife might find it an interesting experience to enjoy yourselves under the water without any limitations of movement getting in the way."
I rather liked the idea of that, and had soon discussed it with everyone else. We decided then to up anchor and follow our new found friends up to Pirate's cove and spend the next couple of days there.
**
We arrived at Pirates Cove late in the afternoon. Not too surprisingly, we were the only one's there as we pulled in. Tom had told me there really wasn't any sort of beach area there, the water being as deep as it was. Though he did point out to me some cliffs that we could dive from, taking in their small skiff if we decided to spend some time doing that. The waters were calm, and at the moment crystal clear. Far below we could make out the outline of the sunken ship partially buried in the sand below us.
"Surprised there aren't any other members of your club here," I told him.
"There won't be. We actually schedule our time here, so that that doesn't happen. This is our week to dive on the wreck, and no doubt, next week someone else will be up here doing the same thing as we are, which is why everyone always brings something with them to hide someplace on the ship for others to attempt to find, and then of course look for things that others have likewise left while being here."
"Wow, that's an interesting little club you belong to," I told him as Brian, Lucy and Martha began checking out their diving gear in preparation for their first dive.
"We'll check everything out and make sure it's functioning properly, hide the things we've brought with us and then return. After that, Martha and Brian will show any of you who wish to try it out, how to scuba dive, and have some fun doing it. Then tomorrow, we'll actually dive the ship and see if we can find anything that others might have left for us to look for."
We watched the four of them slip into the water, their tanks, weights, and scuba gear soon disappearing beneath the surface, the trace of their air bubbles remaining behind as they slipped into the depths of the water below us.
"Well, while they're doing that, how about we fix some lunch and then perhaps head over to the cliffs as Tom suggested and spend some time diving off them for fun later?" Mac suggested. It sounded like a good idea, so we did that, an hour later everyone piling into the small boat that Tom and Martha had brought along with them.
It was an easy climb and relatively safe so that no one felt nervous, though Diane did have a bit of a fear of heights. Yet even she made the climb up the cliffs to the ledge that Tom had pointed out to us earlier. It was a beautiful view from up there, allowing us to see well out onto the lake, and more easily able to actually see the wreck below us when the water remained calm enough in order to do so.
We all took turns diving off the twenty foot cliff into the crystal clear water below us, returning back up to the ledge to do so again, or as the girls now decided to do, to simply lie there in the sun drying off. Once again, it was a pleasant sight to see three very gorgeous naked ladies lying there in the sun. Not too surprisingly, Jim, Mac and I were all soon sporting needful erections.
Having seen that, the girls then decided it might be fun for the three of them to kneel down there on the ledge overlooking the water below, the three of us mounting them from behind, fucking each of them doggy-style side by side. Jim had even brought along his camera, and set it up on the self-timer in order to get a picture of the three of us doing that. It turned out to be one of the wildest pictures I'd ever seen done, and I was half tempted to frame it and mount it on the wall at home afterwards.
"God what a beautiful day!" My wife said as I knelt behind her, my prick slowly easing in and out of her deliciously wet cunt.
"Isn't it though?" Diane agreed as Mac likewise slid his dick in and out of his wife next to us.
Jim and Stacy completed the fuck sandwich on our other side, enjoying the moment and the sensation of so pleasurably fucking their on the cliffs overlooking the water below.
"You know, what might actually be fun when we're ready to go back, is to jump off here still connected," he said grinning at his wife, though Stacy looked at him with a dubious expression on her face.
"A flying fuck?" I laughed though Jim was obviously serious about trying it, even though Stacy appeared less than enthusiastic.
"How about I just suck your dick on the way down instead?" She asked him. "Though once we hit the water, don't blame me if I inadvertently bite your dick off."
"I take it that's a no then," Jim grinned back at her.
We settled for a group jump holding onto one another hands, leaping from the ledge together, but not before each one of us had jettisoned a nice thick creamy load into our wives respective cunts before doing so. And even then, not before promising to treat them to a nice leisurely oral stimulation in return while waiting for our four friends to emerge from their diving experience.
**
We were in the process of doing just that, the three girls pleasurably lying side by side on the upper deck as the three of us teased their respective clits with our tongues when we heard our four friends returning.
"Damn, I was almost there again!" Penny told me. She'd already enjoyed one very nice satisfying climax, and was well on her way to another when the three of us got up in order to help Martha, Brian, Lucy and Tom back on board the boat.
"How'd it go?" I asked as we helped them stow away their gear. Tom smiled holding up a small wooden box he had found.
"After we hid the things we brought with us, and while doing that, I ran across this," he informed everyone, though as yet he hadn't opened it. "Shall we see what we found down there?"
It was actually exciting in a way. Even though they weren't diving on some wreck that had a lost or ancient treasure on board, it was still actually fun to wonder what it was they had found, not to mention the value of whatever it might actually be. Tom had stated that one of the club members was pretty eccentric, and had actually started the whole thing. He was rich beyond anyone's wildest dreams, and got a bit of a kick of hiding fairly valuable items on board the ship, waiting for others to find them and post their discoveries on the clubs website. It was known that one item in particular never had been found as yet, though many had been looking for it. A diamond necklace reported to be valued at well over two hundred and fifty thousand dollars. Tom told us about that as he stood there holding onto the very weathered looking box.
"This one's obviously been down there a while," he said grinning. "So who knows...maybe."
"Open the damn thing!" Martha scolded him. "And by the way...just so you all know, since you're with us, and since we count you all as friends, you all have an equal share in whatever items we find here," she informed us, which surprised all of us hearing her say that, though Brian and Lucy as well as Tom himself were in total agreement with what she'd just told us.
I was waiting for the drum roll, and sure enough, Mac managed to give Tom one with his fingers pounding away on the railing as we stood there waiting for him to open the small little box.
It took him a moment to pry open the lid, but as he did, he looked inside, his eyes growing very, very wide.
"Well? What is it...what did you find?" Martha asked.
"Well, unfortunately, it's not the diamond, but it's not something to laugh at either," he told her, he then produced what appeared to be a small key. Not an old key, but a rather plain looking ordinary one. "If memory serves me right, I remember seeing this on the manifest of things as yet still undiscovered, amongst the top three most valuable items hidden away on the ship. If I'm correct, this will unlock a safety deposit box. Inside that box just waiting to be claimed, is fifty thousand dollars in cash!"
"Fifty thousand dollars?" Penny asked incredulously. "You're serious? And you're serious about what you said earlier?" she then asked.
"I am," he grinned looking towards my wife. "And that means that each of us would get..."
"Eight thousand, three hundred and thirty three dollars and thirty three cents...each," Mac said having already worked up the figures in his head. "I'm an accountant by trade, and do that for a living," he said as he stood there grinning, his prick suddenly growing larger and larger with each passing moment. Diane laughed looking down at her husband.



"Most men get aroused looking at Playboy, Mac here, gets a woody every time the stock market goes up."
"Well, speaking of woody's," Tom said, "This calls for some sort of a celebration. Martha? I think it's time we break out the Magnum of the Don'Perinon we brought along with us in the event we found anything of real value. I think it's safe to say that we have, and thus it's time for a real celebration!"
We soon sat there on the deck, sipping our drinks, enjoying our sudden unexpected good fortune together.
"One thing about this bubbly stuff that always gets to me," Martha spoke several minutes later. Tom grinned, he obviously knew where she was heading with this.
"What's that?" My wife asked her curiously.
"Well for one, not only does it make me very, very horny...but it also tends to really bring out the wild side in me as well."
I couldn't help but notice Martha did look a bit more devilish than usual, and whatever it was she was thinking at the moment, no doubt would prove to be very interesting.
"What do you have in mind?" Penny pressed, now looking a bit more wicked than normal herself.
"Something I'd like to share with the girls, if they're interested," she said grinning more evilly now. "Though it will require a little bit of help from the boys in the beginning," she informed us all. "So...anyone interested in hearing what it is? And before I do that...keep in mind, it is rather naughty," she now grinned, looking like a Cheshire cat as she said that.
Stacy was now obviously much interested as well. "Spill it you wicked old woman!" Stacy said lovingly, not at all meaning it as an insult, which Martha didn't take it as being either. Still grinning, even more so.
"What I need...are lots and lots and lots of cum in my pussy," she then said turning towards the rest of us as we stood there looking on, listening to her. "But I don't think that's going to be a particular problem, since I think there will be plenty of available volunteers here."
"Except for me..." Brian said actually frowning.
"Personally Brian, since you're not my son, I wouldn't have a problem with you doing that, at least this once. But that's entirely up to you and Lucy to decide. But...there are other options here too. I am sure that one of these other ladies would be more than happy to take a mouthful of your cum for me, and then put it where I actually want it to go. So one way or the other, we'll include yours as well. Now then...who'd like to go first?" she then asked.
No one still had any idea as to what it was she was up to, and she didn't offer to explain things any further at the moment yet either. So...one by one, each of us took a turn, Martha having oddly enough placed herself in such a position as to be nearly standing on her head as the rest of us took turns, fucking her cunt until such time as we jettisoned our massive loads inside of her. So much so, that even with her nearly standing on her head, it appeared to look like it would bubble out of her and flow over she was filled with so much of our combined cum.
Last but not least, it was Brian's turn. And though Lucy had already told him that under the special celebratory circumstances, she didn't mind it at all if he actually fucked her mother, it was decided instead that as Penny held Martha's pussy open, Lucy would instead jack her husband off, him shooting his cream into the gapingly wide maw of her cunt, now filled nearly to the brim as it was with more sperm than I'd ever seen collected in one place before.
"Fuck! Just seeing that's hot!" Brian said as Lucy lovingly jacked her husband off, soon causing him to spurt out his cream into his mother-in-laws pussy, technically never touching it himself as he did so.
"Ok...now what?" Penny asked obviously excited, as they all were. Wondering what it was that Martha had in mind to happen next.
"The rest of you girls, lie down on the deck, I'm about to show you," she told them all. As with Brian, Lucy was the only one who didn't, though she was and appeared just as excited to see this as were the rest of them though slightly disappointed nevertheless.
Doing as they'd been asked to do, Penny, Diane and then Stacy placed themselves side by side from one another, though just far enough apart so as to accommodate Martha as she hurriedly scrambled over, cupping her cunt with the palm of her hand so as not to lose any more of the combined drippings as was possible.
"Oh my!" Penny said as Martha slid her legs up and over between my wife's, effectively scissoring her.
"You've heard of two women sharing a cum-swap yes?" she now asked. "Well this is a bit like that," she told her hotly. "Now, lift up your ass just a little. Yes...that's it, perfect. If one of you gentlemen would like to lend us a hand here, I'm about to pour out the contents of my cunt into Penny, while kissing her lips to lips as it were. After that...when she's filled up to the brim, it will be her turn with one of the others!"
"Fuck me!" Jim said his eyes as big around as saucers as I knelt down at the side of my wife, lending my strength in keeping her ass perfectly tilted as we all watched the rather decadent, almost obscene cum dripping from Martha's cunt into my wife's. After nearly most of it had, Martha then pressed herself even more fully against her, grinding, pressing, and teasing her with the most erotic pussy-to-pussy fuck I had ever seen before.
And it wasn't long either before Penny was crying out in sheer sweet bliss as her orgasm claimed her, everyone else looking on, Lucy in fact now finger-fucking herself, no doubt wanting to participate.
"You know what," Martha said looking over towards her. Rather than me doing each one of you, how about...Penny here, now doing to Lucy what I just did to her. How's that sound?"
Ecstatic, Lucy hurriedly found a place for herself, Brian now supporting her ass in the same way I'd supported Penny. I watched as my wife now slid in between Lucy's legs, hovering just above her, the lewd drip of spunk once again dripping from my wife's cunt, filling the gaping hole of Lucy's cunt as Stacy held it apart for her. Once she too had been filled, Penny then mashed her pussy against Lucy, the grind of girl-girl fucking once again taking place.
We might have all quite recently emptied our pricks, but each one of us was within moments again sporting sizeable erections, especially Mac as he stood there fisting himself unabashedly.
"If you need more," he grinned enthusiastically, "Shouldn't be more than a couple of minutes," he promised.
One by one, the girls each took a turn with one another, Lucy now mashing her pussy against Diane's, the sloppy, decadent cum drip continuing from one cunt to another, the sounds of squishy obscene play being heard, cocks being jacked again, while the rest of us looked on. And as Mac had indeed promised, he soon walked over, depositing a fresh new addition to his wife's cunt as Diane took a turn humping her. Stacy completed the cycle, receiving an extra dose of cream from both Brian as well as myself, finally mounting Martha again, who now accepted what was left, putting it all right back where it had originally come from.
"Ok...now that was naughty!" I grinned enthusiastically, still hard as a rock even though I had just cum for the second time only a few short moments ago.
**
After finally collecting ourselves, sitting there discussing the erotic, sensual, yet wickedly wanton display we'd all witnessed, we settled down for the evening meal, enjoying the sunset together, opening more bottles of wine, our mood more mellow now as the night stars filled the sky.
"Is everyone too mellow to go for an evening frolic together in the water?" Tom asked.
No one was, and in fact it sounded like a rather promising idea. Slipping over the side sandwiched between the two houseboats, it was almost pitch black, even swimming next to one another, it was virtually impossible to see who was who unless someone spoke. Literally bumping into one another as we all sat there treading water, I soon felt one pair of hands, and then another fondling my ass or my dick, my own hands doing the same, finding and latching onto a soft pair of breasts, hard taut nipples, going from one person to the next as we all were. It was impossible for the most part to tell who was who initially, though there was no mistaking Martha's soft breasts as I reached around, cupping them in my hands playing with them as someone else happily fucked her from in front while I did.
I'd never before experienced an underwater blowjob until that night either, actually coming in someone's mouth, though I had no idea who's at the time. Having done that, I was already looking forward to the next day when as promised, Martha and Tom would teach Penny and I how to scuba dive, and have some wickedly erotic fun while doing it.
After a rather exhausting, but highly exciting day, we soon headed off to our beds for some much needed sleep.
**
The following day, as promised, Tom and Martha instructed Penny and I in the basics of scuba diving. Once we'd gotten used to the breathers and became more confident and comfortable in their use, the two of them took us down about twenty feet, letting us get used to the pressure under water for one, but for another, allowing us to experience the exhilaration and freedom of movement, the likes of which neither one of us had experienced before.
Treading water, while trying to mess around was taxing at best. But here, some twenty feet below the surface, naked save for the single tanks on our backs, swim fins and masks, Penny and I embraced. We came together in a sensual ballet, which allowed us to fuck in a myriad of positions, tumbling at times, rolling, still fucking and loving every sensual moment of it. All of which, thanks to Tom and his underwater camera, were captured on film. All too soon our time was up, the others waiting anxiously on the boat for their turns as we all enjoyed one of the most sensual experiences any of us had ever known.
"I can see why you enjoy doing this so much," I told Tom as we sat on deck removing our gear, passing it on to Mac and Diane to try.
"Well that...and what's down there," he said reminding us why they were here in the first place. "With luck, we'll find something else, perhaps even that still missing diamond, if in fact it really exists," he added. "It would be just like for that old fart to tease us with the legend of having done that, but then not really put something like that down there. People have been searching for it for years, but without any luck whatsoever in finding it...so far anyway. But...it is one of the reasons that keeps us coming back, keeps the interest and the club growing. So we do. And as we do, we enjoy being with one another, meeting new friends, just like we've done this time."
"I hope, we'll continue to be friends," I said honestly. "I wouldn't mind making this an annual event, and I'm sure the rest of us would be in agreement with that too."
"Well then, let's plan on it. And tell you what...later on this afternoon, if you're interested, Brian and I will take you down to the wreck if you think you'd enjoy doing that. It's relatively safe as long as you follow directions and stick closely by us. But it's rather fun and exciting, swimming through the old ship, looking for treasure," he grinned. "As you've obviously discovered. Perhaps I'll even show you the mermaid," he told me.
"The mermaid?" I asked.
Tom laughed. "Yeah, whoever it was that owned the ship had a portrait of a mermaid painted on one of the walls of the main stateroom. She's kind of interesting to see, kind of takes you by surprise when you first see it, especially as there's quite a bit of seaweed that has now affixed itself to a lot of what's down there, which can be a bit hazardous unless your careful, not to mention making it much more difficult in searching for anything. Not much is left within the room to hide anything either, so we don't go in there very often any more. But...she's worth having a look at, especially for the first time if you haven't seen her before."
"I'd like that...sounds interesting, and fun," I said a bit nervously, though I was still looking forward to going down that far, and helping Brian and Tom search for additional treasure.
As Brian and Lucy got in, instructing Mac and Diane how to use the scuba gear, the rest of us sat on deck relaxing, though Martha as usual soon turned that activity elsewhere.
"I need to suck some cock," she said frankly. "Come here you two, unless you've got something else better to do." We didn't. Jim and I quickly made our way over to where Martha was sitting, patiently waiting for us. Seconds later, Martha was trying to cram Jim and I's cock's into her mouth simultaneously, sucking each, playfully jacking and holding onto them with her hands while she did so.
"Might as well have our own fun yes?" Tom suggested, his rather impressive dick making an appearance as Stacy and my wife looked at one another smiling.
"Heads? Or tails?" Penny asked, flipping a coin. "Tails!" Stacy called, winning the toss, though so had my wife, as she quite actually preferred having her pussy eaten. Standing there, having my dick sucked, watching my wife as she sat on Tom's face, fondling Stacy's breasts while she in turn rode his cock, was exciting as hell. It wasn't long in fact before both Jim and I were shooting what felt like a gallon of cum into her mouth, almost simultaneously as well, listening to my wife crying out at the top of her lungs as Tom did whatever magic trick it was that he did to her cunt.
"I still need to find out what the hell it is he does whenever he does that," I said as Martha licked off the last remnants of my pleasurably spent cream. Stacy too was now in the throes of her own orgasmic bliss, riding Tom's long hard cock, gripping it with her pussy, milking him as he poured his own rich nectar deep inside her womb.
A short while later, Mac, Diane, Brian and Lucy returned. "That was...incredible!" Mac and Diane stated, confirming what Penny and I had already learned earlier.
"Pretty incredible on deck here too," I told them both as we shared our thoughts and experiences of the past little while together.
"Well, if we're going to get in at least one dive on the wreck today, we'd best get at it here," Tom stated once again checking the gear, as Brian brought out fresh, properly prepared tanks to dive with. Unfortunately, we'll only have about twenty minutes to actually search the ship," Tom told me. "And when I say it's time to go, I mean...it's time to go, no arguments, understood?"
I knew by Tom's tone of voice, this was something he took very seriously, and though nervous enough as I was, I nodded my head, ensuring him that I'd stay by his side every step of the way.
It's amazing the difference even twenty additional feet can make during a dive. The water was considerably colder for one, the sunlight not quite warming it nearly as much as it felt far closer to the surface. And though it was still light enough to see by, the water was far darker as well as we reached the wreck and as Tom gingerly directed us inside through one of the long ago rotted away doorways leading into the bowels of the wreck itself. Hand signals were simple, and explicit. I followed along closely behind him with Brian swimming behind me as Tom led me past room after room, and finally into the main stateroom itself.
As we entered, I noticed that what had once been the upper deck had collapsed into the room, though the reason for it remained unknown. What I did know however, was the reason why there appeared to be so much underwater fauna, and plant life growing within this particular area. A plethora of several species of fish darting here and there, schools of which played chase with one another, weaving in and out of the tall standing plants. High above, the sunlit surface of the water beckoned towards them. The swaying dance of the leafy green tendrils performing an underwater ballet as the current caressed them, bending them to its will. I followed Tom further into the room as he swam though the foliage, parting it until reaching what appear almost like a ghost! The mermaid Tom had told me about, a painting, which nearly filled an entire wall, almost pristine, the oil-based paint holding up rather well, though there were spots on her that appeared to be finally deteriorating.
Tom signaled to me, motioning towards the area he'd told me about earlier just before we dove. A section of the room and corridor he hadn't searched in for a very long time, and since we were this far, he wanted to take a few moments and do so.
Brian remained closer near the doorway, one eye on Tom down the corridor, the other on me, though I decided to remain where I was and not try and venture out any further on my own. I was content to study and admire this mysterious mermaid on the wall. As I did that, I caught a glint of something shining, the sunlight from above just enough to catch an unexpected reflection, though it had quickly disappeared. I stood there, looking, saw it again, and this time placed my finger over the precise spot. Moving away some of the still flowing plant-life, I saw what appeared to be a chain hung around the mermaids neck, and then lower down, situated between her bare breasts, what appeared to be a rather large and interesting gem stone. As I felt the spot where I'd seen the glint moments ago, I felt a differing texture, tracing it.
Tom had insisted that we each dive with a diver's knife, a safety precaution in the event we should become entangled by anything. Drawing my knife from its sheath, I poked at the small spot on the wall I had found, seconds later seeing what appeared to be a small tiny gold chain. I traced the edge of my knife along the length of the painted chain on the wall, seeing the wall stripped away as I did so, gingerly, carefully, pulling with it as I did, more and more length of a real chain. My heart was beating a thousand miles a second as I reached the precise spot where the gemstone hung between her breasts. In seconds, I had carved out what had been once painted over, hidden away. I dug out the rest of the chain, folding the entire piece securely in my hand and replaced the knife in my sheath. I turned just in time to see Tom re-enter the room, tapping his watch, pointing towards the surface. I nodded my head, following, Brian right behind me as we chased the air bubbles from our tanks into the sunlight above.
I seemed to be breathing a bit quicker than the others, though with good reason. Tom leading, looking behind giving me the thumbs up, I signaled back, giving him the same, with the biggest fucking smile on my face that I'd ever had.



        Nurse Mom

        Brian's mother nurses him back to health.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/nurse-mom

Title: Nurse Mom

Author: Many Feathers

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Brian's mother nurses him back to health.

Tags: older woman younger man, nurse sex, mother son sex, mother son incest, mother sex, milf sex, son sex




For years I had been driving my mother up to visit her girlfriend. Ever since I had turned sixteen, gotten my license, I'd taken mom on her monthly pilgrimage to spend the day visiting with her long time friend during the summer months. It wasn't like it was a cross-country trip, but mom hated driving on the freeway. And I didn't mind taking her as Valerie; mom's friend had a couple of sweet looking twin daughters. I'd become friends with them too and we'd spent some interesting moments together whenever we came for a visit.
My father had passed away shortly after I had turned eighteen, now at twenty-two, living in my own place, I still enjoyed taking mom once a month at least for a weekend visit with her friend.
I understood mom's reluctance to start dating or seeing anyone again, but the fact was, she was still damn good looking at forty-two, exactly twenty years older than I was. She wore her dark almost coal black hair in a very young stylish sort of way that made her look ten years younger. In addition to that, she had a figure that I'd seen several men and women give notice too, not overly large breasts, but certainly noticeable, along with a tight firm ass that looked spectacular in a pair of shorts.
I'd often been told I had my mother's eyes, a beautiful bluish green, and hazel as they called them, which were identical to hers. And though my hair wasn't quite as dark as hers was, we did again share the same olive complexion, though on her it looked far more exotic and alluring.
As I usually did, I picked her up early on a Saturday morning for the hour and a half drive up to visit with Valerie and the "twins", something I was quite frankly looking forward to as they had made a point of being home themselves when we came for our visit. I had hopes of making out with either one, or perhaps quite possibly both of them, doing a lot more, time and circumstance permitting.
It had been raining for the better part of the night, a light drizzle still falling as we headed out, though the weather reports had assured us the skies would soon be clearing with temperatures once again warming, promising a bright sunshiny day.
We'd not gotten quite halfway there when a fairly large eighteen-wheeler for whatever reason blew a tire. The roads were still slick in places, especially over the overpasses, where the truck just happened to blow the tire. Driving just behind it, I hit the brakes, plenty of distance between us, but the slick roads and wind kept the car from breaking nearly as quickly as it should have. We both watched the truck suddenly swerve, first hitting the guardrail and then careening wildly back into the cross lanes of traffic. Suddenly things seemed to happen in slow motion, and I knew there was no way we were going to avoid hitting the truck. I yanked on the wheel as hard as I could, throwing the car into one could be best described as a controlled spin. It was the best I could do beyond looking over towards my mother and yelling out towards her.
I remember saying, "Hold on mom...hold on."
That was the last thing I remembered before waking up in the hospital. The bright lights hurt my eyes at first, so I closed them again, immediately hearing the sound of my mother's voice seconds later after doing that.
"Brian? Brian?" I opened them immediately, the fog slowly dissipating, clarity coming back to me as I glanced over in the direction of the sound of her voice. My head hurt, but as I tried to sit up, I realized I couldn't.
"Mom?"
"Shh, you're going to be ok honey, you're going to be ok. Everything's going to be ok."
Her words though reassuring, held an underlying worry that at the moment at least, things weren't.
"What, what happened?" I asked still feeling a bit groggy, which I knew then had to be from the pain medication, whatever that was I was on. I finally managed to lock eyes with her however as she stood leaning over the bed. She had some cuts and abrasions on her face, but beyond that, she still looked to be in pretty good shape. Once again I tried sitting up, but the pain from my injuries, alerted me to the fact it was best to remain lying still.
"You remember anything?" she asked after kissing my forehead, her fingers gently running through my hair. I did and I didn't. I remembered throwing the car into what was at best a controlled slide, purposely directing the point of impact away from her side of the car as I remember seeing the truck's cab suddenly pointing in the opposite direction facing towards us. The impact had been almost head on, on my side of the car. I then learned how I'd been pinned, with the paramedics and fire department literally having to cut me out of the car. Miraculously, mom had survived the impact with just a few cuts and abrasions from the flying glass, the airbag giving her a black eye and a rather nasty bruise across her chest, which she later showed me. For myself, I now learned I'd suffered a broken leg and two broken arms, one of which had been sever requiring immediate surgery to repair, now pinned in place, along with my leg. I groaned, once again feeling the pain.
"Nurse?" I remembered hearing mom call out as I once again closed my eyes, a wave of nausea coursing over me. "Can we give him something more?" I heard her asking.
"Not for another hour yet," I heard the nurse respond after checking my charts. "He's already at the maximum we allow for injuries of this nature, he's very likely got a pretty good concussion as well, and we don't want to overly sedate him because of it."
I groaned, the pain though not intense, was extremely uncomfortable, and now that I was more fully awake, there was no way I was going to be able to sleep until I got a bit more to at least take the edge off. Feeling my mother's hand once again stroking my forehead, her hands and fingers gently running through my disheveled hair seemed to help, surprisingly. And I moaned again, though this time in more of a relaxed gratefulness as she stood there. In time, I fell asleep again.
**
When I opened my eyes again, it was dark. The lights in my room were dim, but it was obviously night with the darkness of the evening clearly showing through my window. I looked over, this time being able to do so without too much pain, surprised to see mom sitting in a chair next to the side of my bed, obviously asleep.
"Mom?"
She immediately woke at the sound of my voice. "Brian? Are you in pain? Can I get you anything?" she asked worriedly.
I was, but I wasn't about to tell her that either. "I'm ok," I reassured her. "You should go home...get some rest, I'm fine."
"You're not fine!" she said bursting out into tears, though quickly recovering, and steeling herself. "And I've already been home," she added. It was then that I realized she had indeed changed clothes, her face already looking a hell of a lot better than I remembered seeing it the first time. "You've been asleep for two days now," she told me, her comment startling me, as it seemed like I'd only been asleep for a few hours now.
Once again she stood at the side of my bed, her hands gentle, reassuring, soothing as she stroked the side of my face, leaning over, kissing me softly on the forehead, and then on my lips, lingering there only briefly. As she had done that however, I felt the fullness of her breasts brush against my arm, pressing against me momentarily as she literally hugged herself to me.
I was injured, still in a little pain, but astonished that her close contact with me had sent a jolt of pleasured sweetness coursing through my body, particularly my head. I silently chastised myself for allowing it, surprised that I did on the one hand, though immediately using the excuse that whatever drugs I was on, were obviously interfering with my inhibitions, feeling still a bit loopy and somewhat out of it. It was the only thing I could come up with to explain the sudden emergence of unexpected, unexplainable arousal between my legs.
I had never really entertained sexual thoughts about my own mother. Sure, I had on more than one occasion admired the way she looked in some of the clothing she wore, and had indeed found my own mother attractive looking. But I'd never found myself thinking about her, particularly when I pleasured myself, which I very often did. Maybe it was semi normal for boys, even young men to occasionally fantasize about their mothers or sisters, but not having any, I'd never really done that, the few times those type of thoughts had actually entered my head, even hinting at going in that direction, I'd immediately turned my thoughts elsewhere, effectively heading them off.
Now however, I lay there in bed, feeling my erection growing, which was both frustrating as well as embarrassing. I again could only contribute the emergence of arousal as being due to my body being screwed up with the drugs and the simplistic, though very welcome touch of her hands and fingers on me. Though the contact of her breasts had certainly triggered the rest of it.
The one thing I will add. Even before the death of my father, mom and I had always had a frank and open relationship with one another. We could talk and discuss just about anything, which we very often did. By the time I was old enough to date, it was mom that counseled me on contraceptives, women in general, and things she felt I should be aware of. Surprisingly, I was never uncomfortable being around her when we did that, and found it refreshing more than anything else that we could. And never not once, did I found myself becoming inappropriately aroused because of it, nor did I feel either one of us to be shy or embarrassed in discussing some of the things that we had. It was something I had always appreciated and admired in our relationship, the fact that we could so openly, so candidly do that, without fear, shame or guilt in having done so.
But now, lying there in bed with a full-blown erection, I found myself very much embarrassed for the first time. And though she hadn't as yet noticed it herself, I already had of course, looking down, seeing the telltale tent in the sheet between my legs. I moaned, not from necessarily being in pain, but again from the awkwardness of my situation. Though mom again took it for being in pain, immediately turning to call out to the nurse.
"When can he have some more pain medication?" she asked her, for what I knew had to have been the umpteenth time.
Bad enough that she'd called out to the nurse who now came into my room, but the direction of her eyes, where she then looked told me she now saw what I had feared my mother would soon discover for herself. Though initially startled, she quickly averted her gaze, spoke to my mother and then left the room.
"He's still got a couple of hours yet," she told my mother sounding not quite irritated, but not in the happiest tone of voice either. I couldn't help wondering if she found my lying there in bed with a woody disgusting or what. Especially with my own mother standing there next to my bed. But then as I feared, as she turned back around to face me with an apologetic look in her eyes for not being able to bring me some additional relief, she then spotted it too. Time for that brief moment seemed to stand still. For both of us. There was indeed a surprised look on her face upon seeing me, and one of those classic "double-takes" as she briefly closed her eyes, opening them again immediately as though not quite believing she was actually looking at what she obviously was. It was as though she herself had hallucinated the obvious, finding that she hadn't, and then looking back at me with surprised wonder, though I immediately saw her own look of nervous embarrassment and awkwardness appear in her face.
It reminded me of another time, so very long ago now. She had that very same look back then too.
I was still pretty young, lying there in bed playing with myself, the first signs and sensations of my impending orgasm already upon me. I hadn't heard the simple quick warning knock on my door, too engrossed in the mental sensation to have been aware of it when mom walked into my room. How long she had stood there, I never really knew, though it couldn't have been more than moments, just long enough to realize what it was I was doing, a surprised comment that perhaps she shouldn't have even made, alerting me only then to her presence.
"Oh...I'm, I'm sorry!" she said stuttering, stepping out closing the door. At the sound of her voice my eyes had popped open, seeing that look in her face just before she turned heading back out of my room. I lay there in shock, my dick still in my hand, though already withering, seconds later rolling out of bed, throwing on a pair of pants and a tee-shirt, then sprinting out of my room down the stairs where I heard her fumbling around in the kitchen. I didn't know what to expect, perhaps some sort of chastisement perhaps, actually feeling like I deserved it for what I'd obviously been caught doing. But much to my surprise, I received a smile from her instead, albeit a nervous looking one when I entered.
"God mom...I'm sorry!"
"For what? There's nothing to be sorry about, I'm the one who should be apologizing for walking in on you like that. Serves me right, next time I'll wait for you to give me permission before just walking in."
Her response had surprised me. "But..."
"But what?" She then realized by the look on my face that I wasn't just embarrassed, but ashamed. "Sit down," she told me still smiling, a look of understanding at my discomfort etched clearly within her face. "Maybe this is time for one of those talks," she then stated.
And we did talk, for hours. She had begun by explaining to me that what I was doing was perfectly normal, perfectly natural, and nothing that I should ever, ever be ashamed at doing. I remembered asking her.
"You mean...you do it too?" I asked innocently. Again remembering that as we'd so often done before, being free to talk to her about things we already had, and things we soon would be, that my question didn't really shock her, or upset her, though perhaps surprising her to some degree when I asked it. Her response however was in line with our mutual openness.
"Yes, of course!" She'd freely admitted.
As I said, we then talked about the subject for a considerable length of time after that. She'd told me once again it was a natural way of self discovery for one thing, learning about our own bodies and how we best felt when pleasuring ourselves in this way, how it would later on lead to sharing that intimacy with a partner. But she also told me how it very often helped to relieve stress, anxiety, and how it very often helped her to fall asleep at the end of a long busy or keyed up day.
It was for me an open door, an opportunity to dispel a few myths, a few rumors I had heard. It had gotten to the point that I was masturbating every day, sometimes two, even three times during a day. I had heard that doing so was a sign of some form of perversion, a sickness. And having heard that, I had become alarmed, even trying to refrain from doing so at all, but then giving into the urge the next day, and if anything, doing it even more often, more frequently than I had been. I'd begun to wonder. So I asked her about that, even going so far as to asking her how often she did.
It was indeed one of the few times she actually looked a bit embarrassed at the question, but then honestly answered it, bringing me some measure of relief at least in once and for all, dispelling the myth that I was some sort of sexual monster.
"Usually, two, three times a week, depending on my mood," she'd honestly told me. "Though again, I do so to help me get to sleep for the most part, though I'm normal...just like you are," she'd added. "Sometimes, like any woman would be...I'm simply horny."
That night I remembered going to bed, the first time I'd actually allowed myself to entertain the thought, imagining my own mother lying in her bed, touching herself. Masturbating, climaxing. I had even tried shaking off the thought, picturing a particular girl I sort of had a crush on in school, trying to imagine her being naked, playing with herself, but the image kept coming back to my mother, seeing her instead. It was the only time I actively remembered allowing myself to actually orgasm while thinking of her as I lay there stroking my dick.
**
The touch of her hand on the side of my face returned me to the present. I sighed, closing my eyes, her simple touch bringing me some comfort. "That feels good," I told her, relaxing to some degree.
"You should try and get some more sleep," she offered still caressing the side of my face with her fingertips.
"I wish I could," I responded. It wasn't so much the pain really, though that didn't help, but the still very obvious erection between my legs wasn't going away, and had acted like a shot of adrenalin. I was wide awake, a bit more relaxed perhaps, but still very much wide awake. She took my response as being something else however, discomfort of course, but not the discomfort I had actually eluded to.
It was then that I felt something I would never have imagined, not in a million years. At first I thought she was leaving, my eyes opening as I felt her withdraw her hand from my face. There in the dim light, she crossed towards the door in my room, closing it, returning, pulling her chair over much closer to the bed before sitting down.
"Let me help you, close your eyes," she told me. I did so, having no idea what to expect, and certainly not expecting what happened next. It was then that I felt her hand slide beneath the top sheet of the bed, seconds later the warmth and softness of it as it wrapped itself around my stiff turgid member. My eyes once again popping open, looking at her as she sat there, the warmth and love of her own in return, catching me by surprise.
"Close your eyes, relax," she admonished me. Which I did, though every nerve ending in my entire body was suddenly alive as a wave of goose bumps coursed up and down my entire body. "Let me help you...the only way I know how," she then added as her hand began to slowly fondle my prick, lovingly caressing it there beneath the sheet as she sat next to me, her words soothing, gentling, reassuring.
The touch of her hand as she stroked me there beneath the sheet soon had me drifting on a sea of bliss, exquisite was not powerful enough a word to describe the emotions, sensations I was experiencing. Enough so, that before long I knew I was rushing towards the inevitable, only then worrying, rather than enjoying the sweetness she'd been giving me. Once again I opened my eyes looking at her, the unspoken concern of what was about to happen trying to find words, though she seemed to have already guessed them answering in her own way. She pulled the sheet away, gazing at my rock hard cock for only the briefest of moments, then her head leaning over, her mouth surrounding my shaft sucking me.
I came.
I was after all twenty-two. I'd had and experienced a few blowjobs by now. But surprisingly, I had never before come in a woman's mouth before. I couldn't tell you why exactly I hadn't. Some women I had been with simply made it known, they wouldn't for whatever reason. One or two others had shared with me they had and enjoyed it, but then either circumstance of whatever, never brought that about. One other nearly did, but then it was I who had at the last second removed it from her mouth, telling her I wanted to cum on her tits instead, which I did. So that one had been entirely my fault. I'd never experienced what it was like. Until now, with my very own mother.
**
It was late in the morning when I woke, the sun well up. I didn't remember falling asleep, though I obviously had. But what I did remember, quite distinctly just before then, was the incredible mind-blowing orgasm I'd experienced just before I had literally passed out. I opened my eyes, just in time to see Nurse Irritable walk into my room. For the first time she actually smiled at me.



"You must be doing better," she said walking over to hand me some pills and a small plastic cup of water. "You made it through the night without the need for more pain meds," she then added.
I could feel the pain now however, my leg and arms aching horribly, though even I had to admit, not nearly as much as they had been. Even so, I gratefully swallowed the pills, looking around for mom though she wasn't in the room. Noticing I did, the nurse answered my question without it being asked.
"Your mother told me to tell you she'll be back late this afternoon," she explained. "And she also told me to tell you that you should try and get some more sleep, if you can."
I did so, closing my eyes, not opening them again until I heard the sound of her voice later on that afternoon, waking me.
"Brian? Are you awake?"
I opened my eyes, smiling as I saw mom standing over me, the touch of her hand as she swept the hair out of my eyes. She smiled back, but then spoke, worry lines coming into her face as she did so.
"About last night..."
"Yes, thank you," I told her. "You have no idea how much that helped me to sleep," I told her, heading her off as I knew damn well where she'd intended on going with this. I'd already had this conversation with her, well ahead of time, speaking both roles, arguing both sides, and then surprisingly, coming to terms with it for both of us. I made some motion with the heavy lead weights of the casts on my arms, lifting them just barely, unable to bend either one of them, ensuring she saw that. "Remember that talk we had years ago?" I then asked.
She laughed, smiling. "Which one?" She was right, we had had so many.
"That time when you caught me masturbating, and then told me how it was a normal, natural thing to do."
"Yes...I remember," she said actually blushing, though I am sure part of that was due to the recent intimate encounter we'd just had.
"Well, obviously, it helped me to sleep, and according to Nurse Awful, I managed to make it through the night without the need for any more pain medication. So...I owe that to you," I informed her. "Since I obviously can't very well do that myself at the moment," I added with my leaded weight arms still practically pinned to each side of me there on the bed. It was a monumental effort to even shift them a little, trying to find a way to make myself a bit more comfortable as I lay there.
"But..."
"No buts," I said heading her off. "Don't even go there mom," I said simply. "I can't do it, and I sure as hell don't think Miss Crotchety would be willing to, not to mention the fact I'd actually prefer it if she didn't. You on the other hand..."
I saw her face brighten in surprise, the fear of what I might have thought, or been thinking, well off the mark as she stood there looking down at me.
"And besides, it's like being a junkie, if I can't do it to myself...who the hell else is going to? Unless it's someone I trust and care about...and love," I then added letting her know in that instant, that what she had done for me, I had found to be the most loving and caring of acts I had ever known.
"So you're not..."
"I'm not, anything...except pleased," I said grinning, interrupting her once again, taking away her nervous embarrassment, and guilt in one fell swoop. "And mom?"
"Yes Brian?"
"Before you go home tonight? Will you do it for me again?"
This time she looked at me and smiled, pausing only for a moment as she thought about it, "Yes honey...I will."
**
We watched some TV together, chatted about normal things, as well as friends and well-wishers who had spoken to her. She'd even told me that Valerie, and the twins had planned on coming to see me tomorrow, now that I was considered to be out of critical condition, and could have visitors. Night fell, the pain meds once again wearing off, though it was still a couple of hours yet before I could have any more. It was uncomfortable, and she could see it, my mind no longer on the TV program we'd been watching together. I'd even left most of my dinner gone untouched for the most part, which they had just taken away, as well as giving the news that it would be a while yet before my nurse would be in to check on me, and give me some much needed relief. That however was no longer the relief I was hoping for.
Once again mom pulled her chair up closer to my bed, simultaneously pulling the privacy curtain around just enough to shield anyone who might walk in on seeing us, and what she obviously would soon be doing to me. I wasn't nearly full hard yet, no tent poking up through the sheets, and surprised myself when a very wicked thought came to me, one that I was surprised I actually considered asking, and then did.
"Mom?"
"Yes honey?" she asked, not quite having slipped her hand beneath the sheet yet.
"It would help...a lot, if...."
"If what?"
"If maybe...you did something else for me too," I then told her.
"Like what?" she asked curiously.
"Well, it's not like I have any Playboy's handy," I said causing her to laugh, "You know...to sort of jump start things a little," I spoke.
"So you mean you need more than just the touch of my hand to give you a jump start?" she joked back, though obviously nervous, her mind already processing the hint of what I was asking her.
"Well yeah, sort of," I finished. "But it would help, if maybe you were to...ah,"
Now mom surprised me. Though the privacy curtain was pulled, she looked behind her anyway, assuring herself that no one else could see anything from where she sat.
"You tell me if you hear or see anyone," she then spoke. I merely nodded my head in excitement. One of the reasons I'd even suggested it as being a possibility was the fact she'd worn an easy to lift up tee shirt, no buttons getting in the way. I knew too from previous experience with another girl friend who'd done this for me before, she could likewise include removing her bra along with the shirt, and effectively "flash" me, just as Carol, my ex-girlfriend had frequently done for me. With mom's face showing a bit of color, she reached down, her hands easily bringing up both the hem of her blouse, along with the cups of her bra, exposing her exquisitely molded breasts.
It wasn't the first time I had ever seen them, but certainly not quite like this. Not with her actually doing so, allowing me to sit there and gaze at them to my hearts content, though I also ached to do a lot more than simply look at them too.
We had actually had one of our more intimate grown up discussions with her lying there in the bathtub, though at the time she'd been for the most part hidden in a blanket of bubbles. After a while soaking like that, talking however, her breasts eventually began playing peek-a-boob with me, though upon discovering that she was now exposing a great deal more of herself that she might have intended, she'd ended our discussion, promising to continue it later after she'd gotten out and dried off.
I'd been hard as hell then too, just sitting there looking at her. And now remembered, I had jerked off thinking about her that night as well. Maybe I had done that a bit more frequently than I was even willing to admit to myself. Either way, I was laying there in bed now, admiring my mother's beautiful bare breasts, dark brown areolas, swollen and crinkly hard now, nipples fat and extended, just begging to be sucked on. Which is when I then felt the touch of her hand on me again as it slipped beneath the sheet.
"That better?"
My pleasured groan and moanful sigh gave her my answer.
There was a distinct difference in the way she fondled my cock this time too. Last time, it had been the simple up and down motion of her hand, working it, though that had culminated quite unexpectedly with her placing her mouth over the head of it when I came.
This time, she actually made some attempt at pleasuring me, not in just getting me off. I felt the sensual touch of her fingers, exploring. A gentle squeeze as she sought out some lubrication, her finger easily finding it, gathering it up, and then using that to further stimulate and pleasure me with. She took her time. And I took mine, enjoying it, enjoying the touch of her hand, the sight of her exposed lovely breasts, nipples so gloriously firm and erect, dying to be touched. Which she then further surprised me, by actually touching them, herself.
"This feels so wicked," she said, smiling as she said it, yet meaning it too. And it did, wickedly wonderful, wrong perhaps...even decadent, but wonderfully erotic and sensual beyond belief as she sat there toying with her own breasts, cupping and kneading her soft flesh, pulling and pinching her nipple as she sat there looking at me, watching me as I lay there looking at her doing it. Her hand, accompanying the pleasure of my eyes as they lustfully devoured her.
"Tell me when," she soon after asked me.
"You'll know when," I answered, my breath already labored.
"Tell me anyway," she asked me back in a clipped tone of voice, her own lust now taking over her emotions, her inhibitions at stroking me, still touching herself, long having been left by the wayside.
"Fuck! Any second now!" I warned her, saying the one word I had never spoken in front of her before in my entire life, seeing a brief surprised lift of her eyebrows upon hearing it.
"God, say it again," she stated, shocking me a little.
"Fuck!" I moaned pleasurably, already sensing the first initial warnings of my impending orgasm as my balls began to tighten in expectation of that.
Her hand quickly picked up the pace, her other hand once again pulling back the sheet, where she now purposely looked directly at her handy work, along with my very hard, very swollen, purple looking cock.
I felt the first mind-numbing pulsation, watching...waiting for the feel of her mouth once again, which I expected her to bend over and due any second now. But mom once again surprised me, waiting, the first glorious spurt suddenly skyrocketing out of the end of my prick hitting her squarely in the face. She laughed, only then surrounding her lips about the head of my prick, sucking, swallowing, and sucking again until she had drained me exhaustibly.
"Fuck!" I moaned one last time, hearing her girlish giggle of glee and pleasure as she sat up licking her lips.
**
"Was that as good as the first time she asked?" Though I was somewhat disappointed as she now reaffixed her bra over her breasts, hiding them away again, likewise pulling down her tee shirt, and then finally replacing the sheet over my still somewhat stiff cock.
"Even better," I said dreamily, still basking in the afterglow of that magnificently wonderful climax. I looked at her directly, the lust in her eyes had not as yet diminished, her own desires, excitement still hovering on the surface. Once again I gambled with my own boldness, not knowing if I'd succeed in the attempt, though I was now determined more than ever to try. "Your turn," I said simply looking at her, letting her know by the expression in my face that I was serious and not joking around.
"Yeah...right, I wish," she said non-committally, though her tone of voice belied the truth of her need even as she spoke.
"So?" I answered back. "Do it...let me see you," I now asked, almost pleadingly. Once again she sat there looking at me with disbelief at hearing what I'd just asked of her.
"You can't be serious," she stated, again giggling, trying to laugh it off, though I saw behind the façade of her nervousness a desire to do exactly what I'd just asked of her.
"Please mom...for me, I can't do anything for you myself, not at the moment anyway," I then added, seeing the raised lift in her eyebrows as I said that. "But...it would mean a lot to me if you would, to see you find pleasure while I watched, knowing that at least in that way, I could participate, and return something in kind to the pure joy you've just given and shared with me."
I saw the internal struggle, the turmoil of what I'd just asked her to do as she actually sat there silently thinking about it. But then I saw the look in her eyes, as the lust seemed to die briefly, rationalization taking over as she answered.
"Brian, I don't think that's such a very good idea, I am after all your,"
"Mother...yes, I know. And it was my mother who just gave me, and shared something very sweet, very intimate, and very loving with her son. All I am asking is that you allow me to do the little that I can do. Share with you at least a small portion of that same sort of intimacy...please?"
I knew the next look on her face would give me my answer...one way or the other.
"You're serious, you really want that, want to see me..."
"Yes!" I said eagerly, hopefully, enticing her with my enthusiasm and excitement, and then clinching the deal. "Just the thought of seeing you do that for me, will make me feel a hundred percent better mother...I know it."
Although there was still uncertainty in her face, her words and actions confirmed what I hoped for. Nervously, she snapped open the button on the shorts she was wearing, once again looking over her shoulder towards the curtain.
"You tell me..."
"I will, I will! I promise!" I said, now praying that no one would come in and ruin this moment for either one of us. If they did, it might not ever happen again.
"I can't believe I'm actually doing this," she then said, unzipping the fly on her shorts now. I didn't respond to that one, keeping quiet, letting her work through the rest of this now without any further help or coaxing from me. She stood up, now standing beside me, one eye towards the curtain, able to hear as well as see any unexpected arrivals movement, hopefully having a moment at least to cover herself as she took one of the blankets from the bottom of my bed, tossing it over the arm of the chair just in case. There wouldn't be time to pull up her shorts and fasten them again if anyone did come in, and she knew it. But perhaps enough time to sit down, using the blanket and pretend to be sleeping covering herself that way.
It was a nice surprise to discover she wore a thong instead of the more mature underpants I was half expecting to see.
"Wow!" I heard myself actually say as she allowed her shorts to fully open and slide partially down her thighs as she stood there facing towards me. She actually laughed at that.
"What? You expected your mother to be wearing Granny Panties or something?"
"No...not really, just not...a thong!" I openly admitted, feeling a renewed, surprised lurch of interest in my cock upon seeing them.
The one thing she didn't do, was to remove the thong. Maybe that was a bit much to expect under the circumstances. But I did watch in abject fascination as she slid her hand down the front of the tight, tiny waistband, knowing full well where her fingers now were as she fingered herself, standing there in front of me, the material slowly bending, pressing against the knuckles of her hand.
"Please...let me see, let me see you," I half begged, actually forcing myself to sit up a little, even an inch or two more against the pillow behind my head.
"Ok, ok...but lie still," she cautioned me, breathless, her tone of voice dripping with lust, desire and whatever else I had never heard her speak before. She removed her hand, and instead used it to slip off to one side the majority of that tiny strip of material between her legs. I then saw the puffy outer lips of her pussy suddenly appear, her eyes wide, big around as saucers as she looked down towards me, gauging my reaction. I sighed, moaning pleasurably, feeling the lift of the sheet over my prick once again, directing her attention towards it. "Goodness!" she said simply, seeing the newly formed tent once again.
"Keep going!" I urged her. "Come for me."
The wanton desire of my own tone of voice clearly told her that I was again as excited as she was. Her fingers now clearly slipping inside that wondrous slit, the very place I had once come from so many years ago. She probed herself, fingering, teasing, and toying with her clit as she further spread herself, knowing full well as she did so that my face was now only inches away from her sex. As close as she was, I could smell the intoxicating aroma of her arousal, adding to my own. Her clit big as life, so hard, juicy and shiny as she took the essence of herself, using that to smear about the tiny firm little head of her woman prick, just as she had moments ago done to me.
"Closer," I whispered, seeing her take a step. "Closer, please closer!" She took another step, and then another, half waddling towards me until she could go no further, come no closer. But it was enough. "Oh my god! Brian! What are you..." And then she came.
I had barely even touched her clit with my tongue, flicked it perhaps once, maybe three times, as she reached out, laying her hands upon the bed, and then upon me for support as she shook wildly, uncontrollably there standing next to the bed. Her low deep-throated moan squeezing out the pure unbridled ecstasy of her orgasmic pleasure, my tongue flicking against the surface of her clit wildly now as she climaxed, trying desperately to keep the sounds of her joy from going any farther than the curled up edge of her lips.
Seconds later she stepped away, still slightly wild eyed, collapsing down into her chair, her shorts still suspended around her thighs just above her knees. It was then that we both heard the door to my room open, a few seconds later, Nurse curious peeking around the curtain towards us. She'd had just enough time, the blanket thoroughly covering her, clear up to her neck as she sat feigning sleep, the nurse peeking in at us curiously. I placed my finger at my lips, looking at mom nodding my head in her direction. Nurse Smile, did so, whispering, nodding her head in return.
"Take these, they'll help you to sleep," she informed me, and then just as quietly, left the room.
But I had no doubt in my mind at least...I would once again sleep like a baby.
**
I was in the hospital for the better part of a week, recuperating. Though towards the end of that, released to finally go home far earlier than expected, the Doctor's had proclaimed my rapid recovery as almost miraculous, under the circumstances. I contributed it to the now twice daily, hand jobs and blowjobs I was being given by my mother. That...and not needing to take nearly as much pain medication now as I had been. I'd enjoyed all the friends that had come to visit, in particular Valerie and the twins, both of which had whispered promises of naughty erotic enticements the moment I felt up to it after I got out. Something I would certainly have to think about. But the reality was, I was still going to be laid up in bed for a while, the necessity of moving back into my mother's home at least temporarily, putting everything else on hold. If not...permanently the way I was looking at it.
Initially, coming home was a bit more awkward for us both as opposed to being in the hospital. There, nurses helped me do certain things I couldn't entirely do all by myself. I hadn't really given it much thought, after all they were nurses. But now home once again, it was up to mom to help bathe me, clean me up some when I needed help. Strangely enough, I felt like a kid again, a very young kid again, and entirely at her mercy most of the time.
The one thing that changed almost immediately, which at first really threw me, was the fact that mom came into my room just before bedtime, checked on me, ensured I took my medication, and then left me to sleep for the night. I had my cell phone close at hand, able to call her on hers if I needed anything, but I was a little surprised, and somewhat disappointed when the erotic intimacy we'd shared together at the hospital hadn't continued at home.



"Home!" I thought to myself the second night after my return there. Maybe that was the problem. Now that we were home, mother was indeed looking at everything that had happened at the hospital as part of my recovering necessities. Now that we were here, perhaps she...was struggling with what it was we had done, and even perhaps thinking I might be as well. I decided to come right out and ask her about it first thing in the morning.
The fact was, I still couldn't feed myself, my arms not as yet bendable enough in order to do so. That at least assured me that mom would soon come into my room and have to spend some time sitting next to me on the bed, feeding me by hand. It was an opportunity I wasn't about to pass up either. And I used my situation, predicament as a ploy to instigate the conversation in the direction I intended it to go.
"Been a while since you've had to do this hasn't it?" I said as mom sat next to me on the bed, spooning oatmeal into my mouth along with occasional sips of coffee, orange juice and bits of toast that she portioned off into nice easy to swallow bite-sized pieces. She laughed at that, the mood suddenly more relaxed again, the way it had been between us.
"Yes it has," she told me. "And strangely enough...I've missed doing this, takes me back quite a ways," she answered. "I don't mind though...do you?"
"Not at all," I said speaking after swallowing another good-sized spoonful of the oatmeal. "Only one thing I wouldn't mind doing again either," I told her, watching for signs of her reaction. Obviously, she knew I was heading somewhere, though not quite sure yet where that was.
"Oh? And what would that be?" she asked taking the bait.
"I remember you once telling me how much you enjoyed breast-feeding me," I told her. "Sort of makes me wish I could experience that again, especially under the circumstances, from an entirely different point of view," I said grinning wickedly at her.
She laughed at that. "Not very damn likely," she told me. "For one, I don't have milk in my tits anymore," she began. "And two...I'm not sure that it's very wise for either one of us to entertain certain things again," she said a bit more seriously.
"So that's what's been bothering you then hasn't it?" I said refusing another bite of toast from her. She looked at me in surprise.
"Hasn't it been bothering you? Especially now that we're home?"
"No!" I told her succinctly, adamantly. "It hasn't, and to be perfectly honest about it, I've missed that intimacy we enjoyed and shared with one another, I've been thinking about it constantly ever since we got here."
And I had been. Especially while laying next to her, so close to her breasts, only inches away from actually being able to suck on them had they been exposed. Just the thought of that lengthening my prick.
"See?" I then said, able to at least use my hands well enough now to pull back the sheet by myself. I preferred to be naked for a number of reasons. It made things easier for one in having to use the bedpan, as much as I hated having to do so. But...the upside of that was, I was naked beneath the sheet, and upon tossing back the covering, was able to show her just what I meant by that. My cock was stone, and looked like it to. She sat there looking at it, her eyes unmoving for a moment, no words coming from her mouth either as she sat there, holding the spoon with oatmeal piled on top of it in mid-air as though she'd just been frozen in place by Medusa.
"Brian," she finally said, finding her voice.
"Mom," I said, waggling my cock without the use of my hands. I had to grin inwardly to myself, it was like sitting there, trying to entice her as though having a cobra hypnotically dancing in front of her as I played the flute for it. She sat watching me, saw the purposeful throb that I empowered my own dick to show, making it waggle back and forth again for several moments without the use of my hands.
"How the hell do you make it do that?" she actually asked me, finally putting the spoon back down into the bowl.
"It's easy. All I have to do is think about you, and imagine what it would be like sucking on those gorgeous tits of yours again."
Obviously I hadn't done so since I was actually a baby, but hearing me say that had had some affect on her, I could actually see the small tiny press of her firming nipples against the material of her thin tee shirt right through her bra!
"I don't know," she allowed herself to speak aloud, obviously arguing with herself once again.
"And besides, please don't tell me you'd actually leave me like this...without some kind of relief," I said softly, waggling my dick back and forth again, feeling the head swell, throb, and then dance for her as I used every muscle at my disposal in accomplishing that.
"No more here than there," she said finally reaching up, lifting her tee shirt over her breasts. I said nothing, waiting, hoping.
"Let me suck you," I said..."while you touch me," I added. Mom then reached behind, unclasping her bra, freeing her breasts, which now fell wonderfully before my eyes, her hard nipples fully extended, the familiar crinkle of her aroused areola beckoning me towards them. She was within easy reach, and I did so, immediately capturing one of those precious teats within my lips, gingerly and softly sucking it into my mouth. I felt her hand come around the back side of my head, cradling me there, supporting me as I lay there, nursing on her.
"Oh god!" she moaned softly, now holding her own breast within her hand, actually feeding it to me. I continued to suckle on her, my dick now throbbing and wobbling with a mind of its own. Her hand finally coming down to wrap itself around me as she slowly began working her magic on my wand, my lips working a magic of their own on her.
Much to my surprise, eventually she slithered down on the bed, lust once again filling her eyes as she captured her breasts within her hands, surrounding my shaft, now using them to further milk me with, pleasuring my shaft as I lay there watching my own mother, masturbating me with those deliciously wonderful, full mature looking breasts of hers.
I was getting closer and closer now, hovering on the edge of climax, my body shaking uncontrollably with the urge and desire to shoot my wad any moment now. Once again sensing my release, she worked those soft beautiful tits of hers even more rapidly up and down my shaft. "Do it!" she then urged me, unashamedly, letting her own needful lust and desire now surface. "Cum on my tits honey, shoot that beautiful hot sticky slick spunk all over mommies titties!"
I hadn't called her that in years, and it almost sounded funny hearing her say that, but if it was something that for whatever reason had gotten her hot, I was all for it.
"Oh yes! Yes! I want to fucking come all over mommies tits!" I shouted out rapturously, and then felt the first surge of my spunk as it boiled up from my balls, felt the tip of my prick literally explode, and then sat there watching spurt after delicious spurt of my cream as I began bathing her breasts in copious amounts of my never-ending semen.
I sat watching her as she massaged in my cream into each one of her breasts, covering them entirely, laughing to herself. "This reminds me, how I used to do this with doses of vitamin E every single day, in order to keep myself from getting too many stretch-marks...that...and saggy titties," she again giggled. "I guess it sort of helped," she added holding them up and together now, examining them, just as I was.
"Obviously it did," I said lifting my hand up just enough to actually finger one of them, feeling the tautness of her nipple, flicking it forcefully, hearing her moan pleasurably as I did so. "Come for me," I then told her. "Please mom...let me hear you, and see you cum."
It wasn't outside of anything we had already done, and perhaps because of that, she hesitated only for a moment. Though this time, she slipped out of the jeans she was wearing, and removed her thong entirely as well. She now stood next to me at the side of the bed, entirely naked. It was the first time in a long, long time...I'd actually seen her exactly so.
"You're still very, very beautiful," I then said.
"Thank you," she said somewhat awkwardly, feeling embarrassed even then about herself, looking down, a small pooch on her belly, her breasts not quite as firm as they perhaps once might have been, an ass that looked every bit as enticing as either of the twins had appeared to be to me. I noticed too a few stretch marks here and there that had escaped the twice daily applications of her vitamin E lotion perhaps. But to me, she was just as beautiful as she could have ever been, and I told her so over and over again.
I lay there, watching her as her hand slipped between the slick wet folds of her pussy. Coming away seconds later with a sweet white slick substance that coated each. I reached up, somehow managing to grasp her hand before she could take it away, pulling it towards me as far as I could until the cast no longer made it possible for me to do so. She looked at me inquisitively, curious.
"Feed me, give it to me," I said in a near whisper. I let go of her hand, and then watched her as she lifted it, two fingers covered in the white sweet substance, and then spoon fed me once again. It was a hell of a lot better than oatmeal.
After that, mom threw all caution to the wind, her fingers a blur working her pussy for me as she stood there, her fingers delicately strumming her clit as she no doubt very often did there in the secrecy of her own bed at night. I lay watching the ecstasy as it filled her face, hearing her cry of release as she came, the bent knees almost collapsing, buckling inwards as she finally tumbled to lie beside me there on the bed. My lips once again, lightly softly, nursing her nipple.
More than anything I wanted to fuck her, slip my cock inside that wet juicy passage, but I knew that to raise the issue with her, especially now, would destroy the moment, and very possibly any chance, any opportunity I might have afterwards either. I knew then I would have to bide my time, take things slowly, and let the opportunity eventually present itself. It did so, three days later.
**
I had been watching the news and weather when the idea came to me. The forecast called for a heavy period of pretty severe thunderstorms over our area. Looking back, I remembered times when I was much younger how the thunder and lightning had always affected my mother back then. I'd always found it exciting to watch, never being afraid of it, though it was obvious my mother became considerably frightened by it. My dad thought it was foolishness on her part to show such fear of it when she was as he called it, "totally safe and nothing to be afraid of."
It was after that, I would quite often call out to her in the night when the storms really intensified. She'd come into my room, crawl into bed next to me, and then hold me close. I would lay there smiling, letting her comfort me from the supposed fear I now feigned, though knowing as I did that, it was she who drew comfort from me as we lay there listening to the peels of thunder, watching the forks of lightning as they lit up my bedroom.
Obviously, it had been a while since we'd done that. But with the storm clouds threatening the early evening skies, I smiled inwardly, hoping that this would indeed be a loud and noisy storm when it passed.
I couldn't have asked for a better scenario. As I lay there listening to the sound of the distant thunder rumbling, growing closer with each passing moment, I expectantly looked towards the doorway of my room. The sun had just barely gone down, my room now dark though with just barely enough light to see by, which I discovered as with the next clap of thunder, the lights suddenly went out, throwing my room into darkness.
"If that doesn't do it...nothing will!" I told myself smiling. Sure enough, only a few short minutes after that loud clap of thunder and almost blinding light outside my window, the door opened to my room, the sound of my mother's voice heard as she stood there in the doorway looking in on me.
"You ok?" She asked.
Obviously I was. But it wasn't me she was really referring to. I could hear the edge of nervousness in her tone of voice. She really did hate thunderstorms, always had and probably always would.
"Come lay by me," I answered her in response. Though it was early evening, she was already wearing a simple throw over nightgown that she quite often wore to lounge around the house in at night as a way of making herself comfortable. As the next timely crack of lightning lit up the night sky, its brief dazzling brilliance silhouetted her form as she stood there. In seconds I saw her body backlit against the flash, knowing she was nude beneath the almost transparent gown that hung comfortably on her frame. She crossed the room slipping into bed beside me, almost immediately tucking my head against her breast, her hand gently stroking my face as I lay there in the crook of her arm.
That simple gesture took me back to days so long ago when we would often lie there together in my bed, listening to the sound of the thunder as it washed over us, eventually moving away. Very often, she would fall asleep there in my arms or me in hers, though she would generally get up sometime before sunrise and make her way back into her own room. Except for the very accidental contact of her breast perhaps pressing against me, or an inadvertent brush against her if I should be spooning her from behind, there was never any sort of sexual contact whatsoever. At least none that I took as being that. Admittedly, it was again another one of those times and moments when I briefly thought of it, but then chased away the thoughts before they could manifest themselves into a hard steely erection between my legs.
I smiled as mom snuggled into bed next to me. Back then, I had very often failed at trying to keep my dick from stiffening, just as I was doing now. The difference being of course, I had no intention of trying to hide my sudden arousal. Being cast the way I was, it was virtually impossible for me to lay any other way but on my back. With mom lying beside me, cradling me as she was, the obvious 'tent' being put up between my legs soon became readily apparent. Looking down at myself, I could certainly see it, and though I couldn't see her eyes unless I were to lift up and turn my head, I knew damn well that if she looked in that direction, she'd be able to easily see it too.
Just then another much louder clap of lightning shook the house, a millisecond of spacing between it and the explosion of light that lit up the room.
"Wow! That was a close one!" I said unnecessarily, but it gave legitimacy to the worry and concern I could feel from her as shuddered in fear, still pretending to embrace me in comfort against the storm, though it was her holding me that was in fact bringing her the comfort.
I'd been lying there waiting patiently before making my next move. Feeling her shudder worriedly next to me, I knew then it was now or never. "Mom, roll over on top of me," I told her, taking her by surprise, confusing her at first. But I moved, the limited movement I actually had, using my one good arm that at least had more mobility than the other one did, to reach over across myself, taking her arm into mine and literally tugging on her. As I'd hoped, she came with the simple motion, doing as I'd asked, though she spoke even as she did that.
"Brian, I'm not so sure this is a very good idea," she said. Fate and whatever else was with me however as a second, even closer more violent clap of thunder and simultaneous lightning filled the room. I felt her burry her head against my neck and shoulder, her body fully lying atop me now, the press of her bare breasts even through her lightweight nightgown clearly evident as they mashed themselves against my chest. But even better than that, I felt the press of my hard stiff erection directly against her soft mound, only the thinnest of material separating us now as I actually moved against her letting her feel and realize the obvious contact. Once again she whispered, though doing so against my neck, her breath warm, soft as she spoke my name. "Brian..."
"Shhh," I responded back, my one semi good arm coming up and around to caress my own mothers tight firm ass through the gown, hunching it up as I did so, the contact now flesh against flesh, direct. The soothing strokes of my caress silencing any further objections she might have had. I knew I had her when she moaned pleasurably.
"Oh god, Brian!" she now mewed, once again shivering, but this time not from fear or worry from the storm as it slowly began moving away off into the distance. When I pressed my stiff hard prick against her this time, I felt her press back, grinding herself down against me. I timed my movement, as she lifted, and as I shoved myself downwards against the mattress, suddenly yanking on, and lifting up the few inches of cloth still sandwiched between us. As I shoved up, this time, it was the pure sweet contact of flesh upon flesh we both felt. "Oh Brian!" she moaned once again, her sweet sounding voice telling me in an instant of her desire, no longer disguised as her pussy gathered the length of my shaft, kissing it, not quite yet inserting it, though she slid upwards the entire length of it as she did that.
"You're so fucking wet!" I moaned stating the obvious, though using the erotic vulgarity to express my own intensified arousal and need of her. Once again she moaned, pressing even more firmly against me, once again sliding the length of that preciously sweet slit of hers ever so slowly up, and then down the entire length of me.
I don't know that she expected what happened next. I'm not sure that even I had planned for it to happen quite the way that it did, but the moment was too good...too perfect to pass up. She had slipped up just enough that when coming back down, I angled myself perfectly, the intent not lost on her though she tried in that same second to reposition herself, her thrust, her redirection of movement, but it was already too late. With my hand still holding onto her ass, I gripped her, holding her in place, felt the head of my prick knock at the door of her sex, and then entered her in one single upward thrust, impaling her fully.
"Oh fuck Brian! No!" She cried out, though I smiled inwardly as she made no effort to dislodge me, holding still as I slid deeply and fully inside her. I held her against me like that, my hand once again soothing and caressing her ass, slowly feeling her coming around, the pulsating gyrations of her pussy, her hips now beginning to circulate against me as we began to finally and so sensually fuck one another.
I speared her again, and again, over and over. My cock thrusting deeply, in and out of that velvety hot sheath as she rode back against me, gripping and squeezing my shaft with her cunt. She finally sat up, her hands reaching down, grabbing the bottom of her shift. I watched mildly surprised as she yanked it up and over her head, tossing it away. Her bare breasts now fully revealed to me, her hard extended nipples lustfully calling out as I reached up, even with my less than mobile arm, taking each one between my fingers and gently rolling them, hard fat little thimbles of pleasure.
"Oh fuck! Fuck!" she cried out, her eyes closing, her hands coming down to grip my thighs as she now forcefully ground herself upon my shaft which filled her completely, fully. I could feel my balls actually caressing her legs between her thighs, the tip of my prick deep enough to pound against her cervix as she straddled me, still grinding away, moaning out pleasurably over and over.




I was about to learn something new about my mother that I didn't know until now. Her breasts, particularly her nipples were extremely sensitive, and almost seemed to have a direct link to her clit, like a thrown switch as I lay there playing with them.
"Harder Brian, harder!" she begged me as I pinched them, pulled on them, and almost cruelly twisted them between my fingers. As I did that, she got hotter, wetter, the squishy sounding juices of her pussy suddenly increasing as she cried out her delirious pleasure. I literally lifted her breasts up and away from her rib-cage, holding them just by her nipples, feeling the weight of each heavy within my hands. I jiggled them then, still pulling, watching her tit flesh bounce up and down erotically, almost obscenely as she now thrashed about even more wildly, sitting on me, still grinding herself against and upon the impalement of my shaft.
"You like the feel of my hard fucking cock inside you, don't you mother?" I asked in the lustiest tone of voice I could manage. She moaned, deeply, wantonly upon hearing that.
"Yes!"
"You like the way I'm pulling on your tits, squeezing your nipples, torturing them don't you?" I asked again, shoving upwards, driving my cock into her with as much force as I could, once again shaking her breasts.
"Yes! Yes! Oh god yes!" She wailed loudly, and then adding. "Slap them baby, slap them. Slap my fucking titties!"
I did so, though not too strongly at first, just enough to give a pleasurable sting to her extended taut nipples, feeling the little bud as my hand came across with just enough force to pleasurably tap it as my hand came by.
"Again, harder!" she encouraged me. "Harder Brian, harder!"
I slapped her again, this time connecting even more fully with the fullness of her breast, still feeling her aroused nipple as it bore the brunt of my strike, timing yet another lunge inside her as I did that, crashing the head of my prick against the opening of her womb. The pleasured grunt of a mixed pleasure/pain expelling the air in her lungs.
"Fuck!" She cried out again, "Yes fuck, again...again...again!"
The storm outside had long since passed, but the thunderclaps of my hands against her breasts, the slap of flesh meeting flesh in a furious crescendo of our own violent storm continued to fill the night. Her scream of pleasure as loud as any crack of lightning, the sudden torrent of rain that poured from her pussy surprising us both, wetting the sheets as I likewise loosed my own brand of warm thick snow inside the garden of her delight. My climax the rumbling exclamation point to her cunt's throbbing, slowly reverberating spasms, that like rolling thunder, seemed to continue on in wave after glorious wave.
**
She was still lying comfortably by my side in the morning, the smell of the air fresh now filling the room from the night before. But it was the still intoxicating aroma of her body that woke me, already stirring the desire between my legs once more as I held her.
I reached down, parting the petals of her sex, my finger gingerly, lightly sliding upwards towards her still sleeping clit. She moaned, perhaps still dreaming, though slowly coming awake now as I continued to gently finger my mother's cunt.
"We need...to talk," she said though she made no effort to dislodge my hand, my fingers as I now collected her clit between them, pulling on it, though not quite as forcefully as I had her hard nipples. "Later..." she then added, sighing heavily, once again rolling over to straddle me, this time with it being her suggestion. Now in the fullness of daylight, seeing her magnificent body, her nipples once again stiffening of their own accord, her hand clasping my turgid prick, pointing it at the opening of her sex. She smiled wickedly, guiding it upwards and into herself once more.
We had fucked slowly this time, without the sense of urgency as we'd done the night before. Mom sat astride my shaft, riding me effortlessly, at times caressing her own breasts, far more gingerly, perhaps a bit tender still, though I teased the nip-tips with my own saliva coated fingers bringing them relief.
It was fun, erotic, watching her reaching down between her legs, fingering and toying with her own hard little clit as I slid in and out of her depths, watching her as she frigged herself, moaning softly, far more quietly until climaxing soon after, her shudders almost too soft, her mewls of delight almost a whisper as though fearing to wake up the sun which had not quite as yet appeared fully over the horizon.
Long before I was there myself, she extricated her deliciously soft pussy from my prick, now sliding down on the bed next to me, taking it between her hands, her lips soon surrounding it, tasting the combined sweetness of her recent spending and my own more than abundant lubrications.
I was already close enough as it was, having so recently been inside that sweet slippery wet passage of my mother's cunt. Feeling her lips gently nipping, sucking, and teasing the head of my super-sensitive prick, I nearly lost it then. She delayed the inevitable, though only briefly, tonguing that sweet spot, the helmet of my prick, now mouthing it, somehow pinching it between her lips, gently chewing it, sucking it, and then licking it once again. Even that was too much however, and I felt the surge of my spunk suddenly skyrocket up the length of my shaft. Feeling the head of my dick swell, pulsate, she sucked me fully and completely, drawing out each succeeding spurt of my cum into her mouth, down her throat as she fought to keep up, swallowing my nectar as I nearly drowned her in the process.
Gasping, drained, almost delirious, she continued to softly, gently lick me, teasing the tiny eye opening of my penis with her tongue as though attempting to fuck it herself. Even as she did that, slathering more kisses, licks and tickles upon my spent member, she spoke.
"Brian, listen to me. And don't speak...please baby, just listen. Once you're well, on your feet again, and out on your own...this," she paused, struggling with it, the emotions running wild as she half choked before continuing. "We...have to stop," she then told me, meaning it. "But until then..." she added, now looking up to smile at me, almost imploringly so. "Until that time..."
I didn't let her finish, I'm not sure she could have anyway. I merely nodded my head in acquiescence of that, for the first time since the accident, now wishing my still somewhat long recovery might even be further delayed.
**
We spent every night together after that making love. Two weeks later, one cast coming off my arm entirely, the other recast, but in a much more moveable one that permitted much better use of my arms. I was actually more grateful for that, as the severity of the broken leg still hampered my mobility enough to keep me in bed most of the time, though we did manage to get me up sitting in a chair, or come bath time, making it far more easier to do that.
I was honestly too young to remember her bathing me as a child, though she told me of course that she had, telling me one such story as I hobbled on one leg with her supporting me, into the bathroom in order to do just that.
She had already started running the bath as I sat on the toilet seat, mom kneeling on the bathmat on the floor, wrapping my leg up in a garbage sack in some attempt at keeping the cast from getting too wet. After she had finished taping it, sealing it as securely as she could, I stood, letting her help me ease down inside the tub, draping my casted leg over the edge, resting it comfortably on a likewise garbage sack covered pillow.
She was wearing nothing more than a loose fitting robe, naked beneath it. The hint of her full breasts peeking out at me from time to time as she reached over, using the wash-cloth in her hand to soap me off with, as well as rinsing my skin.
"Been a long time since I've done this," she smiled reflectively.
"Yes it has," I responded pleasurably, no longer hiding the fact that even this simple of contact between us, could fail to arouse and excite me. Already my cock was beginning to stiffen, the head of it already breaking the surface like a periscope from a submarine. She laughed upon seeing that.
"That reminds me..." she began. "When you were so little, before you even really realized that you had something between your legs, discovering it for the first time, unashamedly touching it, holding it exploring it as I washed you. It was a natural thing for you to do of course, so I said nothing, and even tried not to look at you as you did so, but then hearing you ask me about it, forcing my attention back to it," she laughed remembering.
"What did I say?" I asked curiously, as even then I felt mom's hand sink below the surface, her fingers now gripping the hardened length of my shaft.
"You asked me why it felt good whenever you touched it, and why it always got bigger whenever you did."
I grinned smiling back at her looking down at myself, "You mean like now?" She laughed with me, still remembering.
"Yeah, only I certainly didn't do this," she laughed back, purposely stroking it now, her hand making waves in the tub as she caressed my prick, working it up and down.
"What did you say?" I asked, curious, the slightly decadent sensation of her working my prick, remembering the past, giving the entire experience a rather naughty edge to it.
"I'm not sure I remember it exactly," she began. "But I think I remember telling you that one day, when you were all grown up and a man, you'd find out why...or something along those lines anyway," she grinned pleasurably.
"And now that I am?" I giggled almost boyishly, I'm finding out something else too," I then told her.
"Oh? And what is that?" she asked blushing a bit girlishly.
"Just how beautiful and sexy, my very own mother is!" I announced, reaching over, freeing one of her magnificent tits, thumbing the nipple, causing her to gasp as I did so.
"Stop that! You're going to get me all wet!" She said half-jokingly. I reached over, taking the hand-held shower spray out of the holder, threatening to use it on her. She quickly grabbed it however, almost falling into the tub on top of me as she did, though managing to take it away, and then actually pointing it towards me. I dared her to do so, though giving her a completely different target in doing so, now sharing with her yet another wicked little secret.
"Can't tell you the number of times I actually used that to pleasure myself with," I freely admitted. I watched her blush, though not in hearing me tell her that, but when she responded in kind, answering back.
"Yeah...me too!" She giggled.
Suddenly the thought of that, brought a jolt to my cock, it twitched and throbbed of its own accord, making waves once again in the tub as I sat there thinking about it.
"Fuck I'd love to see that," I told her without reservation, honestly hoping she might.
Once again she laughed, trying to distance herself from the subject perhaps, "Oh yeah right...like I'm going to masturbate right here in front of you," she stated.
"I will...if you will," I replied.
She looked at me hesitantly, surprise clearly etched within her face. She blushed even more profusely than she had been, stammering somewhat as she responded.
"I've...um, ah, I've...always wanted to see a man doing that," she found her voice, freely admitting it. "Tried getting your father..." but then she choked off the rest of the sentence. It wasn't necessary though, as I reached down, grasping my cock in my own hand, and began working it.
"Show me..." I asked her again. "Show me how you use this," I then said handing her the showerhead.
She allowed the robe she'd been wearing to fall down around her feet on the floor, moments later reaching into the tub, pulling the drain on the bath water. The tub was certainly large enough to allow her to step in, which she did, standing at one end, straddling me, facing me as she stood there.
"I can't believe I'm actually doing this," she told me as she turned on the spray, adjusting it to the pulsating beat she no doubt preferred feeling. I lay there at the opposite end of the tub, one leg still comfortably dangling over the edge, the water sufficiently having drained now to more fully expose my entire prick as I fondled it with my hand, watching mom. She reached down, spreading herself with her fingers, applying the soft pulsating spray of the water against herself, the tickling spray caressing and teasing her clit. I could see by the screwed up look in her face she was feeling the intensity of the water's pulsating pleasure against her pussy.
"Fuck that's hot!" I freely admitted, looking up at her as she opened her eyes looking down towards me. She turned the nozzle away from herself then, pointing it down, adjusting the spray to a more focused point, and then used it to bathe my cock with. I let go with my hands, enjoying the sensation as she stood there. My prick wildly being tossed about, back and forth, the water beating against it like a drum.
"So does that!" she exclaimed, her hand reaching up to her breast, grasping her nipple, rolling it as she continued to hold onto the shower nozzle, aiming it at me.
"Damn good thing we didn't have one of these when I was a kid, I'd have never gotten out of the tub!" I told her.
She laughed at that, once again turning it back on herself, "I know what you mean, bad enough you discovered the faucet," she said now honestly shocking me, catching me off guard.
"You knew...you knew, saw me? Doing that?" I then asked, wildly curious, once again the decadent nature of it sending a surge of renewed excitement coursing through my hard stiff prick.
"More than once," she admittedly openly. "I once opened the door just to peek in, see how you were doing, and saw you kneeling there with your hard little cock beneath the spray of the faucet, I knew then you'd probably do that every time it came time for your bath, and sure enough...you did. I knew after that, once you'd discovered the joys of masturbation, there was no holding you back either," she giggled excitedly as she once again turned the attention of the water spray back towards me.
"And don't laugh, but after I saw you doing that, I had to try it myself, and soon did so. Discovered what you had already found out, which took me nearly twenty years to learn for myself, just how good the water could feel pounding away against my pussy!"
"Fuck!" I cried out, feeling the pleasure, my dick being bandied about by the water, the warmth of it caressing, though not quite as nicely as the feel of mom's cunt surrounding it, and I told her so. "I want to be in you, I need to be in you, fucking you," I now told her.
Within minutes we were out of the tub quickly drying ourselves off. Up until now, the only way we had fucked had been with me lying on my back. Now...looking at her as she lifted her leg, resting it on the toilet seat in order to dry herself off, a new thought came to me. I could now stand easily on my foot, just not walk on it, I smiled inwardly, coming up from behind her as she switched legs. She turned in surprise at the feel of my rock hard prick resting against her ass, nestling in between the valley of her cheeks.
She stood up, somewhat leaning over, holding onto the anchored towel rack. I stepped even more fully up behind her, felt the head of my dick enter, and then slide easily in to that hot slick passage between her legs. Each of us looking into the full-length mirror, the erotic vision of the two of us standing there, me behind, her breasts gently swaying back and forth, rocking with each thrust. We moved ever so slightly, now enjoying the additional view as my cock slid in and out of her. I purposely pulled it all the way out several times, my prick tip disengaging, before plunging back in, hilting her each and every time. She gasped, the exquisite shock of each unique impalement almost taking her breath away. Her tits, heavy, free swinging to and fro, back and forth, even spinning in circles as we fucked, added an even more erotic element to our coupling.
"Oh yeah baby yeah! Fuck me! Fuck my cunt, fuck my pussy baby...fuck me, fuck me...FUCK ME!"
I loved hearing her scream as she came. The look on my mother's face, that vulnerable moment of sweet ecstasy as we lose all sensibility and decorum in that blissful moment of pure pleasure. Still sliding in and out of her as she came down from her high, she felt as well as heard the onrush of my own pending release.
"Let me see you squirt, come on my ass...my back," she half begged me. Still looking at ourselves in the mirror now, two reflections of pleasure looking back, eyes watching as I slid in one more time, felt the onrush of ejaculation, pulling out totally, resting my cock against her ass, thrusting there as the eruption of sperm flew from my prick tip in several amazing, far reaching squirts of my spunk well up onto her back, one or two well over her shoulder in fact, as I ground out the last few pleasured spasms directly onto and then into the crack of my mother's ass.
**
For the next three weeks I swam, and fucked...in a sea of bliss. I woke up every morning with mom by my side, now mobile enough to roll over and mount her, though most often she preferred sitting on me, or occasionally fucking doggy-style, particularly if we positioned ourselves there on the bed so we could watch one another in the mirror.
I had now gotten one cast off my arm entirely, the other more of a short wrist brace that I could at least remove from time to time as I built up my strength again, though the rehabilitation I was going through had been a slow and painful process. But not nearly as painful as the realization that was slowly approaching. Mom's insistence, though I had argued against it insistently, once I was well enough to be out on my own again, that what we'd been enjoying so delightfully, would come to an abrupt halt. I had trouble with her reasoning, but if I pressed the issue too much, she would threaten me with ending things right there and then. So I gave up trying, hoping that perhaps when the dreaded day did finally come, she would miss it just as much as I knew I would.
Or so I hoped anyway.
I had already cancelled and postponed one appointment to have new x-rays taken of my leg, and the removal of my walking cast. Half tempted to break it again if I had to, though told that I'd already come damn close to never being able to walk right again because of it. All I could do was now hope for the best and see where things went after that.
I knew for a fact that my leg felt pretty good, and that come Monday, the cast would no doubt come off. When it did...things would end, or so I still believed anyway, with the continued insistence from mom that it must. All I could do, was take advantage of what little time we had left, two more days over the weekend together, and I was bound and determined to do just that. Mom's mood had taken on a decidedly curious edge to it as well, she's been a bit more aloof and distant over the past few days, a concern which had bothered me with less than two days remaining. I was sure then that she was considering bringing things to an abrupt end now before even Monday arrived.
On Friday, she had gone out to spend the day with her friend Valerie, I half wondered if she might mention anything, say anything to her...about us. They had always been close, remarkably so throughout the years, and I knew there was very little mom hadn't shared with her then. Things about my dad, the problems they'd had with one another during the course of their marriage. Val had noticed the change in my mom's behavior, even once bringing it up in front of me when she came over for a visit, to see how I was doing, as well as to see how my mother was holding up.



I was a little nervous, worried as to how she might be upon her return home that evening. Though much to my surprise, if anything, she was in a far better mood than she had been in, in several days now.
"Any plans for the weekend?" she'd asked, catching me off guard. The only thing I had really planned on doing, was spending as much of our remaining time in bed together as possible.
"Well sort of...in a way," I said smiling, trying to let her know where my thoughts were at the moment. She grinned at that, as though reading my mind.
"Hold that thought," she teased back suggestively. "Val's bringing over dinner this evening, perhaps afterwards," she said putting me off, and disappointing me slightly on the one hand, but at least indicating we might indeed spend what precious little time we still had together after that.
It was one of the few times I wasn't looking forward to Valerie's visit, and hoped it would be a short one.
We had just finished eating some Chinese takeout as well as consuming several glasses of wine. We'd eaten in the living room in fact around the coffee table, now me relaxing on the sofa, my leg comfortably stretched out on the couch as mom and Val cleared away the dinner dishes and now empty boxes of food. I glanced irritably at my watch, it was already a quarter past eight, and I figured another good hour or more of conversation lay ahead before I could even hope to bury my prick inside mother's cunt.
I had sat there listening to the clatter of dishes being placed in the dishwasher in the kitchen, the sounds of their conversation, though low enough that I couldn't quite hear what was being said. But there then followed a brief moment or two of complete silence, and I knew then their conversation had taken on a whisper as they lowered their voices even more. I could only imagine now what it might be they were talking about.
An oddity perhaps was the swinging saloon like doors on the kitchen entryway leading back into the living room. Even as I sat there, I heard them open, and then swing back a very familiar, almost homey kind of sound to them. I looked over my shoulder expecting to see them both, which I did, but certainly in not the way that I could have ever expected, not in a million years at least! They were both...bare assed naked!
Words failed me. I didn't know what to say in fact, sitting there as I later realized I was, with my mouth open, surprise to say the least permanently imprinted within my face.
"Surprise!" Mom said with an awkward shyness I had never seen before.
"You're telling me...what's going on anyway?" I asked, though my interest and been genuinely peaked at this point.
"As I'm sure you already know Brian, there isn't anything I feel uncomfortable discussing or sharing with Val," she began, confirming what I'd long suspected anyway. But even knowing that, I was still in a state of shock at seeing her best friend just as naked as she was.
And it's not like I hadn't entertained a few thoughts about her, along with the twins either. I had. But those were, and had remained, simple erotic self-indulgent fantasies, and not anything I ever thought I would actually see come to life, though I had of course fooled around briefly with each one of the twins. Still...this.
"I thought, this might be a good way to sort of end things as I've told you they must," she told me, actually sounding sad about it, and not without some misgivings, though her frown brightened as she turned towards Val who stood there looking at me almost hungrily. "And believe it or not Brian, this was my idea, though Val had long ago confided in me, that she wouldn't mind bedding you herself if the opportunity to do so ever arose. Well...now it has, IF you're interested that is," she asked curiously.
Val was almost the exact opposite of my mother in many ways. She was much taller for one, light skinned, having what they then called as being a dishwater blonde, more blonde than light brown perhaps. Additionally, she held to the more traditional styles of their age group, her pussy unlike mothers was neatly, though closely shaved, whereas mom's was entirely bare, a bit of a novel surprise when I'd first discovered that in fact. But like mom, she too had nice-sized breasts, nipples a bit more pink, though with cherry tips that I noticed were extremely hard and well erect.
I sat there looking at the two of them as they stood side-by-side. What was I going to say? That what I was now looking at didn't appeal to me?
"I am," I said with a grin on my face a mile wide at this point, and an erection that was rapidly growing inside my pants.
"See? I told you he wouldn't say no," mom turned smiling at her friend, who's somewhat worried, nervous expression now bloomed into a smile just as big as mine was.
"So Val," I said as I stood up, hobbling on one leg briefly, pulling down my pants, allowing the hardness of my arousal to briefly be seen pressing through my shorts. "Knowing that I've been fucking my other mother didn't weird you out?" I now asked, doing so as to being curious as to her thoughts for one thing, but also knowing, guessing perhaps, that as mom seemed to enjoy it, discussing dirty, decadent topics, they seemed to heighten her own arousal level. I wondered if doing that, might accomplish the same thing with her as well.
She nodded her head, smiled and spoke. "At first yes...I wasn't shocked really, just surprised. Obviously you have from time to time been the topic of conversation, but long before any of this happened," she honestly stated. "And because your mother and I have always been so close, with nothing that either one of us has ever kept from one another, I could quite comfortably tell her about my long held fantasies about fucking you, which I've obviously told her about in the past. So...imagine my surprise, when she told me, she'd been doing just that herself," Val finished as she and mom now moved over towards the couch, flanking me. "After she explained to me that this would more or less be your last weekend together, she then told me she wanted to do something particularly special in doing all that. Which is when she asked me, if I'd be interested in surprising you...with the two of us."
"Well, you've most certainly done that mother," I smiled kissing her, and then Valerie as the two of them stood to either side of me, each of their hands now fondling my prick. They then slowly eased me back down to the couch after removing the rest of my clothing. Situated there on the floor between my legs, I now watched, and then felt as two tongues and two pairs of lips began to seduce my shaft, kissing, licking and sucking it almost magically.
Mom knew through previous experience, I was good for at least two, sometimes three orgasms myself during the course of an evening. The first one always coming the quickest perhaps, for obvious reasons. But the second, and certainly the third, always took me a lot longer to reach, and quite naturally afforded mom the necessary time and pleasure that she herself also sought.
Needless to say, I wasn't too worried as I sat there, selfishly reveling in the sensation of the two of them mouthing and sucking my cock together, enjoying the view, watching them, occasionally reaching over, fondling and caressing their tits as they did so.
"You have a gorgeous cock!" Val breathlessly moaned at one point, sucking it, and then kissing my own mother with my shaft sandwiched between the two of them as they did that. I nearly came, just by seeing them doing that.
"Thank you," I moaned weakly, shyly...commenting on both of their exquisitely nude forms, looking forward now, very much so...to fucking them both, though there were of course other thoughts now racing through my mind. I wondered...
"OK, I have to ask. If the two of you are this comfortable being nude in front of one another, something tells me, this isn't the first time you have either."
They looked over at one another briefly, a sudden agreement and acknowledgement passing between them as they did that, as one, they turned back around facing me, smiles on each of their faces. "Obviously...we have yes," Valerie said first, mom following up on that.
"Val and I...for years now, every once in a while, well...shall we say, got together?" she said somewhat embarrassed at the omission, though Val seemed even more aroused by the confession of it as she went back to joyfully stroking my cock, even rubbing the head of it against the side of my mother's face as she spoke. "I didn't see it as really cheating..." she then explained as though needing to, for obviously this particular activity had been going on ever since the two of them had gone to college together, if not before then. "We're not lesbians," she then added, as though needing to say that for some reason.
"Didn't say you were, or that it was necessary for you to explain yourself either mom," I assured her. "I know how it was...with you and dad," I said letting her know that I'd always known she had not had the kind of love and affection in her life that she'd always wanted and hoped for. Val had given her a little comforting compassion in that over the course of the years, and I of all people wasn't about to judge either one of them for it either.
Shortly after that, I settled back into the seat of the couch, enjoyed the double tonguing I was given, and watched excitedly as they fed one another my wildly spraying cock when I came.
I enjoyed the pleasures of each, one riding my dick, the other sitting on my face as I ate them out, bringing them both to pleasure that way first, and then fucking them again where I too enjoyed the pleasure of another climax, thrusting in one, and then out, into the other, laying side by side, teasing them as well as myself mercilessly as I eventually came that way, one spurt inside mom, the next one in Val, until I had fully spent myself simultaneously in each.
I sat back after that, recovering, recuperating, as the two of them then showed me how they had so many times over the years, enjoyed the pleasures of one another.
**
That had been a very wild and satisfying night to be sure. The following night, mom had come to me in my room and we hadn't left it all day Sunday, almost lazily fucking one another, long into the night when I could no more have gotten it up, than flown to the moon.
True to her word, when the cast came off Monday, and I could easily walk about again, though there would still be a bit of rehabilitation ahead of me, mom was adamant about what she's said earlier. What we'd enjoyed and shared together would always remain special, another time in another place. But it was now time for each one of us to move on. She promised to start dating again, if I did. Something we both came to agreement on. And though I was a tiny bit jealous when she actually did start dating, I was happy for her. She needed a fulltime companion in her life once again. Someone who would love her, and finally give her the things she honestly needed and deserved out of life. Something that even as her son, I knew I could never fully give her myself.
As for myself, strangest of things. Perhaps because of Valerie perhaps, I had taken to spending more time in visits with not only her, but the twins. Karen and Sharon had always been something of an enigma to me. I had for years liked them both, I mean after all, they were identical in every way, well...as much as I'd seen anyway, which wasn't nearly as much as I'd always wanted to. That soon changed after all this, and rather quickly too for some oddball reason, which I'd always wondered about.
A little over a year later, I actually married Sharon. Though what no one else except for my mother, and Valerie of course knew, was that I'd essentially married Karen as well. We'd spent our wedding night, the three of us together. There were times when Sharon and I had gone out together as a couple to friend's places for dinner, or functions at work I was required to attend. It was quite often during those times, when it was actually Karen who attended those with me, assuming the identity of her own sister, something that the two of them could so easily, and so convincingly do.
And during those nights that we shared our lives together, seeing the two of them sharing an intimate love in ways I could only before now imagine, even that as wildly erotic as it was, it could never quite compare to the intimately loving relationship I had once known with my mother as she'd nursed me back to health.
But...the twins certainly kept things interesting, with no regrets, but that as they say, is another story.
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If any of our everyday friends, or family knew about this, they'd be shocked to say the least.
My wife Sue and I led a normal everyday life just like most everyone else did. We were the typical average everyday sort of people. Or so you would think upon seeing us, or getting to know us. We certainly weren't prudes, not by a long shot. We didn't attend church every Sunday, nor did Sue dress provocatively when we went out either. Nor did either one of us openly flirt with our friends, or give anyone hint at the very wild, very erotic side of our mutually expressed fantasies and desires. Those things we managed to keep a secret, between ourselves.
No, there was nothing kinky or extra ordinary about Mr. and Mrs. Zachery (Zach) Jones that anyone would ever have a clue or be suspicious about. But once a week without fail, Sue and I were indeed that wild, crazy uninhibited couple that no one else ever knew about.
A long time before we were ever married, with both of us having gone through a divorce, two failed marriages previously, we had sat down and had a long, long talk about it. Back then, we had both come to the same conclusion and understanding. That being...unless we kept our sex life fresh, fun, and wantonly erotic, we both might find ourselves one day facing the same mistakes each of us had made previously. The concern of repeating history for each of us, wasn't something either one of us wanted to face again. And the answer to that was, being honest with one another about our desires, sharing fantasies, and being open enough with one another to actually explore them.
Something, that neither one of our families and friends would have ever understood.
And it wasn't like we led a double life. Just a private, secret one. Behind closed doors, Sue and I explored those types of things with one another, and unlike some perhaps, never divulged, revealed, or talked about them with our friends and neighbors. At least not the friends we invited over for the neighborly barbeque, or hung around and played cards, or went bowling with. We had other friends for that, friends that lived quite a ways a way, who we generally got together with perhaps once every couple of months.
Outside of that, Sue and I simply adventured on our own, having what we called "fantasy night" once every couple of weeks at least, where according to the "rules" as we'd long ago decided, anything and everything was possible.
And tonight was in fact fantasy night. I'd been looking forward to it all day, even having trouble concentrating at work, waiting for the clock to tell me it was time to run home, pick up my wife and head out for the evening. That was in fact a second thrill in looking forward to, as last time had been my plans, my ideas. Tonight, it was Sue's turn. And I had no idea what it was she had come up with or it was she wanted to do. That was part of the fun and excitement...not knowing.
She was in fact already dressed and ready to go by the time I got home. To look at her, you'd have thought we were going out someplace for a simple evening together. Even the dress she had chosen to wear was less than sexy or revealing, but what I knew, and no one else would if they were to run into us on the street, was that she didn't have anything on underneath it. A bra perhaps yes, albeit a damn sexy one. But with as large of breasts as Sue had, it would have appeared totally out of character for her to be found on the street not wearing one. Panties was something else entirely.
"Hurry up and shower," she grinned wickedly showing me in fact that she had nothing on underneath her dress. A hint, well partially anyway, of whatever it was that she had planned. For all I knew, it could have been a drive up to the mountains, or a quick finger-fuck in the parking lot of a nearby grocery store. Though even that I quickly discounted. We did stuff like that all the time, and didn't consider such simple, though erotic adventures as being worthy of fantasy night. No...there had to be more to this than just that, and I felt my cock already stiffening at the thought of whatever it was she had planned for us this night.
"Where to?" I asked a short time later as we headed outside to the car.
"Grantsville," she said simply smiling. "I'll tell you the rest of it once we get there."
We lived in a fairly small, tight knit community. Another reason we were always careful about doing anything really wild or extremely naughty too close to home. Grantsville was a slightly larger town than where we lived, about forty-five minutes away. It was a bit more progressive than where we lived, a lot bigger shopping centers for one, hell...we didn't even have a Wal Mart yet, nor were there any plans to build one as far as we knew. I wondered if Sue had called Bill and Linda, they lived thirty miles away on the other side of Grantsville. It wasn't uncommon for the four of us to meet up at one of the nicer, local hotels for an evening together. But I quickly discounted that too, I happened to know they were out of town at the time. Curious, made me horny. But Sue wasn't about to reveal to me, not yet anyway, what it was that she had in mind.
It didn't help matters, watching her playing with herself as we drove down the highway. That never failed to get a rise out of me whenever it was that she did that. By the time we got to wherever the hell it was we were going, she knew I'd be damn good and horny by then.
Sue directed me off the second exit onto what was the main road leading through town. I was familiar with it as that's where most of the more well-known, luxurious hotels were. But as we passed those, I knew then that whatever Sue's plans were, didn't include checking in to a hotel.
"Where to?" I asked curiously now, wondering what it was she had planned for the evening.
"Next left," she grinned at me sexily.
I pulled up to the light, signaled, and seconds later turned. There were a number of bars in this particular area of town, but as neither one of us was big on bar hopping, I couldn't imagine for the life of me where it was we were really going. Until Sue told me to pull into the lot of one of only two adult novelty stores that I even knew existed in Grantsville.
We had actually been here once before a few months back when we'd come in to browse, shop around for something interestingly naughty. I'd almost forgotten about the place, but remembered how we'd looked around, discovering what were a half dozen rooms near the back that you could for a few bucks, rent and watch movies for a while. You could basically do whatever you felt like doing inside those rooms, no questions asked. Sue and I had peeked into one of them that happened to be available. We had noticed then that each room contained a small couch, each adjacent wall having what was obviously a "glory hole", but they also had what we later learned as being two-way mirrors. One that could be slid open for being looked at, the other for viewing only, provided the people using the room on the adjacent side had opened the slide in their room permitting you to peek in on them.
"Go on back, I'll meet you," Sue told me smiling mischievously. It was obvious this wasn't a sudden spur of the moment thing here. Sue had obviously made previous arrangements, which I confirmed upon seeing a reserved sign on one of the rooms. Two others were in use on either side, the red lights being on over the doors. I had watched Sue head up to the counter, handing the clerk a DVD she had brought along with her. You could either rent one of their available movies, or bring your own. We had a few, and it was evident she had selected one handing it to the clerk to insert into the player for our room. Moments later she joined me as we entered inside. Almost wordlessly, we both removed our clothes, hanging them up on the wall. Seconds later the screen lit up in front of us, and a movie began playing. Only it wasn't one I was expecting to see as there right in front of us, big as life was Sue and I, as well as Linda and Bill. It was a movie we'd taken turns filming of one another several month's back. A particularly wild little evening that I was damn glad we had captured on film.
"Don't worry...I switched DVD's," she said smiling. She had handed the clerk a box that appeared to be a normal every day X-rated video, but she had switched out the DVD's before hand, inserting our own.
"Nice!" I said sitting back, enjoying my wife's little strip tease as she finished undressing. Just seeing us as the four of us fooled around together on the screen was actually quite arousing as Sue soon after joined me on our little couch where we sat side-by-side, touching and fondling one another all the while watching ourselves.
The one thing she had done which surprised me a little, yet added an air of wondrous excitement to being inside the room, was to have opened the panel on one side, allowing the couple next to us to peer inside at us provided they wanted to. And it was evident by the sounds coming from the other side that it was indeed occupied by a couple, and not just by a single guy sitting inside getting himself off. But when Sue redirected my attention to the wall, I was a bit surprised to see a rather large, rather hard cock poking through the glory hole. Obviously it was an open invitation, but we both knew it was only that. If you chose not to do anything about it, the party on the other side would eventually give up and withdraw. Needless to say, I was mildly surprised when Sue stood and wandered over towards the wall. I sat there and watched as she reached out, surrounding the unknown prick with her hand and began fondling it. That truly did surprise me, but it also excited me as well.
"Trust me?" she asked unnecessarily. She knew that I did without asking, but it was her way of letting me know, that she was fully aware of what she was doing here. When she knelt down making it easier for her to do so, I sat somewhat stunned and a little dumbfounded as she encircled the rock hard cock with her mouth and began sucking it!
Under the circumstances, this was totally out of character for my wife. We might have a secret wild side to our sex-life, but we weren't stupid or crazy either. We had joined what we found and appreciated to be a very exclusive on-line club where couples could join, meet, and if they found one another mutually attractive, could get together and take things from there. What I liked about it, though it was fairly expensive to join, and with good reason, was the fact you had to first prove yourself certified, disease free. We'd both had to get recent updated certificates showing we were, and then had to agree to having new ones resubmitted each quarter or our membership automatically expired. If you did that, then you had to pay the fees all over again before being permitted back, not to mention being screened all over again anyway. So it was worth getting the new certificates every quarter to keep from having to do that.
Needless to say, we were both very careful and cautious when it came to things like that, so seeing Sue down on her knees sucking a strange cock had at first concerned me. But I also knew, Sue wasn't, and wouldn't be stupid. Not even in the throes of passion and lust. What she was now doing had to be a part of the night's planned event.
I watched her for a while, the sounds of our frantic coupling with Bill and Linda adding back ground on screen as I sat there openly fondling myself, watching my wife sucking a strangers cock. I was hard as hell, and hornier still. Eventually she stood up, the cock once again disappearing, as she beckoned me over towards the wall.
"Give me your hand," she said softly. Placing it against the opening, she whispered, "Feel!"
I stuck my hand through the opening, just large enough to accommodate it. When I did, I felt the softness of a woman's pussy on the other side. She was wet, extremely so, and my fingers slid easily inside her opening as I stood there fondling and finger-fucking her. While I stood doing this, Sue walked over a few steps away and peered through the small one-way opening into their room. It was obvious just as she'd done, that they too had opened the panel on their side so that we could see them, even though at the moment...I couldn't. But, I was enjoying the slick, soft lips of this strange woman's cunt as I stood there fingering her.
I was actually disappointed a few moments later when I felt the woman pull away, forcing me to release my hand. When she did, I made motion to step over and stand by my wife, peering through the little window. But she closed it before I could.
"Not yet," she grinned teasingly, then adding once again, her face taking on somewhat of a serious, somewhat nervous expression. "Still trust me?"
"Of course!" I said easily, honestly, though it was evident she was up to something. I then noticed the hard cock I'd seen earlier was once again poking through the opening in the wall. I stepped back expecting to see Sue take another turn fooling around with it once again, but she surprised me by leading me over to it, by the cock. When she did, I stood there watching her as she rubbed the head of my prick against his, playfully, pressing the two of us together. It was obvious as his cock remained sticking through the hole on his side, that this wasn't something he was having any difficulty with, as it remained there, Sue rubbing the two of us together back and forth upon one another.
I had to admit it was a strange sensation, though not at all weird or unpleasant feeling. If anything, the decadence of my wife rubbing the two of us together like that had actually felt quite erotic, "naughty" as she most often expressed when she was particularly horny over some act or idea she had come up with. Which she called it now.
"Oh Zach, you have no idea how horny this makes me, how naughty I feel," she sighed pleasurably, actually reaching down to finger her own pussy, letting me know as she did so just how excited and aroused she really was by the clear sounds of her slushy wet cunt as she stood there fingering herself, still rubbing the heads of our two dicks together. "Suck it for me," she then asked, the look in her eyes clearly expressing the desire to see that.
One of the things we had done early on before ever really doing, or getting involved with anything, was to draw up a simple contract between us, which we'd done. The whole point in doing so, was to assure one another that our commitment towards fantasy night was just that, to try and fulfill whatever fantasies the two of us might have, and make some real concerted effort in going along with those. One of the provisions however which we included, was what we both called as the "three-strike" rule. Once either one of us had three-strikes, then the concept behind all this, would be over. For obvious reasons, we could in fact refuse to do something if we truly didn't wish to. But the moment we did, then we would be given a strike. In the year's time we'd been doing this, I had one. Sue didn't have any. I stood there faced with the decision to take my second strike, which I now knew would no doubt bring either an abrupt halt to the evening altogether, or at the very least, cause it to be less than satisfying for her.
I had never sucked, or actually held for that matter, another man's cock before. But I knew through previous sharing with my wife that it was in fact one of her fantasies to see and watch me do. Not at all any different from one of mine being in seeing her with another woman for the first time. Something she had now done on several occasions with Linda, and enjoyed it now immensely whenever the four of us go together. Coincidentally, I was watching her doing that on screen at that very moment as I stood there contemplating on taking my second strike now or not. Sue saw my hesitation and stood patiently waiting for me to decide. There was no additional pressure from her in coaxing me either. The decision was now mine. It was simple as that, I either did...or I didn't.
I wasn't about to take a second strike, especially when upon looking at it, she had done for me just about everything I'd ever imagined or desired to see, including a double penetration with Bill the last time we'd been together, something I had always wanted to do, though Sue had certainly enjoyed doing it, and looked forward to doing again soon too.
I then knelt and took this strange man's cock into my mouth, sucking a prick for the very first time in my life. Sue's deep-throated moan of excitement and pleasure soon brought me at ease, and I found the act not at all disgusting or un-enjoyable, hearing the masculine moan of pleasure coming through the other side of the wall as I did so. After a few more lingering minutes of this, he withdrew his cock. Sue nodded her head towards me, urging me to stick mine through the hole into the other side. Almost the moment I did, I felt not one pair of lips surrounding it, but two!
"Oh fuck!" I moaned pleasurably as Sue stepped over, pressing her soft breasts against my back, her finger worming its way inside my ass as I stood there, reveling in the delicious sensation of having my cock licked, sucked and fondled by two perfect strangers on the other side of the wall.
We took turns doing that, Sue eventually standing at the wall herself, watching first a man's hand, and then a woman's slip through, fondling and fingering my wife. It was about then that I noticed our hour's time was about up, the buzzer in our room sounding, telling us we had five minutes to finish things up and return back to the desk. I was almost sorry to have to get dressed and go, though the look on my wife's face suddenly informed me, the evening was far from over. Which was about the time I also realized, I still hadn't seen who the two people were on the other side of the wall either.
When we emerged a few minutes later, I noticed that the room next to us was now likewise no longer in use either. As I followed Sue back through the store towards the counter where she retrieved our own personal DVD, I then saw who I knew had to be the other couple. They stood near the door obviously waiting for us. And I knew then there was something vaguely familiar about them as they stood there. And then it dawned on me. Several weeks back Sue and I had scrolled through some other members on the site we belonged to, at the urging of our friends Bill and Linda. I couldn't recall their names at the moment, but I seemed to remember that they actually owned and ran a nice little resort not too far away from where we lived, just a couple of hours drive in fact. Sure enough, as Sue led me towards the door, we stood briefly as we now far more formally introduced ourselves.
"Jack? Doreen? This is my husband, Zach," Sue said introducing me to the couple I now only really met. It was a little awkward, yet I couldn't help but smile as I shook Jack's hand, already having actually sucked his cock, and he mine, not to mention fingering Doreen's incredibly wet pussy.
They were an attractive looking couple too. A bit older than I might have actually expected perhaps. Jack was at least fifty, just a hint of speckled gray showing in his otherwise full head of dark hair. He stood nearly six feet, an inch or two taller than I perhaps, though we appeared to have roughly the same build. Once again, I smiled inwardly, though my cock was perhaps a bit thicker than his, his was a few inches longer. It was funny knowing that about him even before knowing his name.



Doreen was much shorter, just over five feet three or four perhaps if that, though she had long reddish brown hair she wore in a ponytail, and nice sized breasts that were proportionate to her frame. She had brown eyes, a beautiful smile, and a pixyish look to her that was both alluring as well as sensual when she did. I noticed she appeared to be considerably younger than Jack was, by at least ten to fifteen years. But it was evident to me that Doreen no doubt contributed to Jack's youthful appearance, especially by the smile on his face.
"So...we do have a room, if you two are interested," he said hopefully.
Sue looked at me expectantly, I nodded my head yes, saw the smile on her face broaden, along with theirs as we stepped outside the store onto the sidewalk and followed them back to the lot where our cars were parked.
"Before we go to their room," Sue said turning towards me as we reached our cars, which were parked close enough that there was only one empty spot between the two.
"What?" I said asking her, but she'd already turned towards Doreen, speaking to her.
"Did you bring it?" She asked. It was dark enough in the lot that anyone passing by on the street along the sidewalk couldn't have really seen anything, situated as we were. Though anyone coming out of the store into the parking lot itself could have. Without any hesitation however, Doreen lifted the very short denim skirt she was wearing. I was surprised to see that she had a strap-on that she was wearing, a life-sized, very real looking cock attached to it that looked amusingly obscene as she stood there.
"I did," she grinned making it wobble up and down.
Another one of Sue's fantasies, and mine to be perfectly honest about it, was for her to get fucked in public, in a situation very similar to this while I watched. The fact she had chosen another woman to be the one fucking her, was a nice surprise. Opening the passenger door of our car, Sue lifted up her dress bunching it around her waist. She then used the door to lean over, bracing herself as Doreen stepped up from behind her. Jack and I stood there, watching as his wife eased her fake, though very long thick dildo-prick into my wife's cunt from behind.
"Damn, that's hot!" I admittedly stated, watching the two of them as they stood there fucking outside in the parking lot. The sound of traffic driving by on the street not all that far away, as well as people occasionally walking by on the sidewalk, totally oblivious as to what was taking place as Doreen and Sue stood there fucking.
"It sure is!" Jack announced, and then unzipped his jeans, seconds later producing his hard stiff erection, slow-stroking himself as we stood there.
Admittedly, I was damn fucking hard myself, the prolonged foreplay as I looked at it, having kept me pretty erect the entire time now as it was.
"Go on baby, take yours out too, I want to see the two of you playing with yourselves while Doreen fucks my hot wet pussy," she slurred lustfully.
Even outside I could hear the squishy slurping and thrusting of Doreen's dildo sliding in and out of my wife's slick cunt, the periodic slap of flesh against flesh when she really drove into her, causing Sue to gasp out with pleasure she couldn't hold in. In seconds I was standing there, likewise exposed now myself, fisting my own prick, standing next to Jack as he stroked his as the two of us watched our wives having fun together.
"Go ahead baby, play with his cock while he plays with yours," my wife urged me. Hell I'd already sucked it as it was, so playing with Jack's cock at the moment seemed sort of silly if I were to hesitate doing that now. I did glance over towards him however, just as he let go of his own prick, reaching for mine. Now we stood, fisting one another simultaneously, Sue reaching down to pull up and off her dress entirely over her head as she stood there. She hadn't put her bra back on in the dressing room, shoving it into her purse instead, so now she stood with nothing more than a pair of high heels on. She looked sexy as hell as her breasts swung beneath her with every fuck-lunge of Doreen's girl prick inside her. "Oh yes! Yes!" Sue cried out, causing me to turn briefly looking behind us in case anyone had heard, she had spoken so loudly in expressing her pleasures.
"I want...the two...of you, to jerk off...on me," she said panting now between thrusts, her obvious excitement and arousal clearly showing in her face, as well as her deep breaths between plunges of the hard pink didlo-cock into her cunt.
As worked up and aroused as I was for most of the day, and night now, I knew it wasn't going to take very long. Though it wouldn't take me too long to recover and be ready to go again either, something that Sue very much appreciated in my ability to do. Just standing there, seeing her being fucked by another woman already had the telltale signs of my first impending orgasm already tickling the root of my balls. As though sensing this, Jack began pumping my prick even more forcefully, now aiming it towards my wife.
We were standing a good two or three feet away, angled slightly behind the two girls as they stood just inside the door of our car. I moaned, groaned, and then felt the first powerful spurt travel up the length of my shaft, Jack's hand slowly just slightly, teasing the release, coaxing it to discharge, which it then did. Even at that distance, we all of us watched the first powerful streamer fly through the air, easily crossing the distance and landing across my wife's exposed upper back and ass cheeks.
"Yes baby! Yes!" Sue cried out once again a bit too loudly, but at the moment, I could have cared less, grunting out my own delicious pleasure with splurge after splurge of my wildly squirting cock as Jack continued pumping it out, aiming it against my wife's beautiful naked body.
Both she as well as Doreen were hovering on the edge now themselves. Doreen's cock, which I later learned, had a specially placed little tickler that had been teasing her clit every time she thrust into my wife's cunt, thus pleasuring herself at the same time. Having felt, and watched my rather copious spending against her, she was now waiting...ready, and expectantly wanting to see me finish beating off Jack's cock, making him squirt as well.
"Mind if we switch?" I asked feeling a bit silly when I asked him. I was right handed, and had been manipulating his cock with my left hand. We quickly switched places, which effectively put him in the same spot I'd been standing in, and likewise gave him a better angle at my wife's nude body anyway.
"Oh fuck, here it comes!" Jack announced a few minutes after that. I looked down, watching my own hand pumping his prick, saw the first bubble of white creamy essence briefly appear before exploding like a shot from the end of his dick. I saw a thick rope of sperm suddenly spurt, then another, and another as I picked up the pace, jacking his prick, as he added to the creamy sticky mess now covering my wife's back side.
That seemed to be the only trigger either one of the girls needed, as they both appeared to explode simultaneously. Sue's cry of pleasure into the night, added to a split second later by Doreen's as she pummeled my wife's cunt, driving into her forcefully, rapidly, spending herself against the thrusts of the toy as she buried herself, collapsing seconds later against her, pinning her to the door.
The sound of appreciative clapping coming from behind alerted us all, we had an audience.
As one we all turned, another couple who had obviously come out of the adult store, stopping briefly on the way out to their own car, now stood watching us, smiling appreciatively.
"Damn you guys! That was fucking hot! Thank you!"
"You're welcome," I answered back a bit sheepishly, wondering just how much they actually had been able to see, as Sue hurriedly struggled back into her dress with Jack and I stuffing our somewhat still hard pricks back in our pants, preparing to leave.
With smiles on our faces, we climbed into our cars and headed off, following them to their hotel.
**
I was pleased as well as surprised to find they had booked one of the nicer hotel suites. Obviously money wasn't an issue for them. It was more like a lavish looking apartment than room. There were two separate bedrooms of equal size off what appeared to be an equally large sitting room. Sandwiched between the two, an enormous bath with a giant-sized step down into the floor kind of bathtub, Jacuzzi. Not too surprisingly, both girls were already peeling off their clothes, eyeing that before Jack could even pour any of us a drink from the obviously well stocked bar nearby.
"As fun and as naughty as that was," Sue commented, "I need to wash off, freshen up," as she leaned over turning on the water of the tub as Doreen now joined her.
Jack had poured us all a drink, bringing them into the room, sitting down, though he quickly slipped out of his clothes in doing so.
"Thanks," I said accepting my glass from him, taking a much needed sip of it, watching the girls as they eased down into the hot steamy water. Now I got my first real look at Doreen, her full well rounded breasts were capped by twin pointed "puffy" as they called them, looking nipples. I found them very alluring, sexy as hell however, so different from my wife's. Sue's breasts were perhaps a bit larger, having more of a tear-dropped shape to them, heavy against her chest as she lay back in the tub, facing towards Doreen as she promptly claimed the opposite end. Sue's nipples were slightly smaller, though a bit darker, Doreen's covering the points of each of her breasts like a snow capped mountain peak, only pink in color as opposed to being white. Both women were totally shaved however, a feature I personally preferred.
As Jack sat sipping his drink, I watched his erection, now more fully revealed than before, slowly hardening, lengthening once again. I slipped out of my own clothing, taking a seat on the other side of the tub, looking at the girls as my cock slowly joined him, if not in length, certainly in firmness as we sat there looking at one another.
"So glad you two could join us," he then said eyeing the girls appreciatively, just as I was.
"Ditto that," I responded back. "Though this was my wife's planned fantasy night," I informed them, wondering if Sue had in fact explained the situation before hand, figuring even as I spoke that she must have.
"Yes, great idea too," he acknowledged, confirming my thoughts. "And hearing how the two of you do that, we're now considering doing something similar ourselves," he finished saying. I was about to comment further, but then the low-toned sigh of pleasure turned my attention back to the two girls in the tub. Doreen had come forward, her hands now toying and caressing my wife's breasts. As much as Sue loved having them played with, I knew that Doreen was well on the way to arousing my wife all over again. Not that she wasn't already. But titty play virtually guaranteed that.
The girls had spread several large thick towels around the outer edge of the sunken tub, Doreen now patting her hand on one of them, looking towards me. "Come...lie down, let me wash, and then suck you," she grinned hotly. Sue made the same motion towards Jack as he too stood up, walked over, and then placed himself laying down on the edge of the tub as the girls sat there.
After first washing my dick, and then rinsing it, and then rinsing it again with a mouth full of warm water, Doreen proceeded to lavish my cock with her mouth as I lay there, looking over, watching my wife as she did the same to Jack's hard stiff prick.
About the time I started worrying if I might not be headed down the "I'm gonna cum again road," Sue suggested we sort of switch places. Jack and I then slipped into the tub, the girls climbing out, though dangling their legs into the water, laying back. Their positioning perfect for what the girls had in mind.
I immediately noticed that Doreen's labia were considerably larger than my wife's. And hearing her speak as though reading my mind as I sat momentarily gazing at them, thrilled me.
"I like having someone pulling on them while they eat me," she informed me then, just as I began doing that, pinching them between my fingers, pulling on each, which effectively skinned back, revealing her likewise somewhat larger clit as I did that.
"Hmmm," Doreen moaned simply, taking delight in the playful pull of my fingers on her sensitive flesh, just as my tongue lightly danced on the floor of her hard pink little clitoris.
Next to us, the sounds of my own wife's pleasure were easily heard, the splash of the water we sat in, accompanying the tongue-lashing that Jack was now giving my wife's cunt. Sue had always enjoyed oral pleasuring, often more than even fucking. She'd always had several orgasms that way, each one seemingly paving the way towards the big one, which she'd have when we finally did fuck. But by the sounds of it, she was well on her way towards doing just that as she began to pant in a most familiar, sensual way. When she started talking dirty, I knew she was getting close. Which was something she always enjoyed doing whenever she was.
"Oh yeah, that's it! That's it! Suck my clit! Go on, suck it! Suck it! Suck it! Oh fuck! Yes! Yes! Yes!" she screamed out, her ecstasy apparent, her orgasm only then washing over her as her scream went into an inaudible range of hearing.
Hearing my wife's cry of release, it seemed to trigger Doreen's as well, though she informed me of such in a much different sort of way. Something I wasn't expecting, but was pleasantly surprised to discover. Whereas Sue was noisy when she came, Doreen was far less so, but just as obvious in a uniquely different sort of way. I felt her suddenly grow rigid, almost clamping my head between her legs in a vice-like grip. And then suddenly, bathing my face in her essence, her pussy literally liquefying as she squirted. I swallowed furiously, trying not to drown as the delicious spurts of her pussy filled my mouth, her sweet succulent essence hitting me in the face, moments later forcing me back. Even then, I sat in amazement, as was Sue now looking on, Jack of course not at all surprised by the spectacle we were all watching as torrents of continued female squirting shot from her cunt, into the tub, actually splashing against the water as she did so.
"Fucking A!" Sue exclaimed in wild-eyed surprise. "I want to taste that!" she said, though unfortunately, Doreen's spending was just about over. Even then, Sue pushed me out of the way and leaned in, her own lips taking over, though it was more of a soft sensual clean up of sorts that she now performed.
Both Jack and I now climbed out of the water, drying off. Stiff hard cocks readily apparent as the four of us made our way back into the main sitting room, taking a minor break, pouring fresh drinks as we waited for the girls to collect their respective breaths.
"You two are going to have to come up to the lodge and join us during one of our naughty weekend retreats," Jack said. "We book at least one weekend a month, reserve it for members on the site, to get together and have some fun," he said grinning, inviting us.
"Sounds interesting," I said sipping my drink.
"Does it ever!" Sue said excitedly as she crawled up onto the bed next to Doreen. "And speaking of which," she then added patting the bed between them. "Get up here so I can watch Doreen fuck you," she told me. I didn't need to be asked twice before standing up, crossing the room quickly joining the two of them. Initially Jack was content to watch, once again slow-stroking himself, sipping his wine as Doreen positioned her still wet juicy cunt over my prick.
I felt her slick heat begin to envelope me, looking over towards my wife as she lay beside us, watching, her hands tweaking her nipples as she watched, one hand already buried between her legs, urging us on.
"Oh yeah, fuck yeah!" She moaned. "I love seeing my husband's cock sliding into you like that," she said hotly, now twirling her clit, frigging it as she pulled and not so gently squeezed her own nipples, watching us as Doreen began to grind and move against me, lifting up, sliding down, lifting up again. Sue reached over, grasping my cock in her hand, now feeding it to Doreen's cunt, teasing her with it before letting go, only to watch again, or to reach over, fondling the woman's breasts as we continued on fucking one another. Finally, aroused beyond reason, she lifted up, now positioning herself over my face, and slowly lowered herself down.
I now had one slick, hot wet cunt devouring my prick, the other equally juicy one now mashed against my face. Capturing my wife's clit between my lips, I gently sucked it just the way she preferred it, even as Doreen now began picking up the tempo, sliding up and down the length of my shaft even more furiously than she had been. As they did that, I felt another presence joining us on the bed, my eyes open just enough to see Jack as he stood next to my wife there on the bed. And even though I couldn't see it from my current vantage point, I knew damn well that Sue was hungrily sucking his cock while his wife fucked mine, and as my wife humped hers against my face.
It wasn't long before I felt the second climax of the evening beginning to threaten, wondering even as it did if I should pull out. My somewhat muffled question to that effect as I continued lapping away at my wife's pussy was answered a second later, as I felt yet a second torrent of juice suddenly rain down on me from Doreen's cunt. Had I of even wanted to, I couldn't have pulled out in time. Spurt after delicious spurt began to fight back against the onslaught of her cascading cunt, pouring out her own frothy rich essence back upon me. Before I even knew what was happening, suddenly Sue had sprung up and off my face, rolling Doreen over onto her back to the side of me, she then dove between the woman's legs, once again lapping up the combined mixed juices of our mutual spending as Jack and I once again sat down looking on.
I knew then it was going to be a long, and very pleasurable night. Content to bide my time, open mindedly so as soon after Doreen instructed Jack and I to position ourselves there in the bed, his legs overlapping mine as we positioned our cocks together, balls to balls so to speak. Having done that, the girls then crowded around on either side of us, holding our dicks together, now teasing and sucking them simultaneously, even attempting to kiss one another with our hard stiff pricks sandwiched between.
"I wonder if we can make them cum together like this?" My wife wondered as she held both Jack's cock and mine against one another in her hand, slowly working them up and down together as Doreen somehow managed to fit the two of our heads inside her mouth, though they took turns doing this, passing them back and forth to one another.
"Oh, I think so," Doreen grinned knowingly...I can usually tell when Jack's getting ready to squirt one, see how his balls have gotten so tight?"
"Zach's too!" Sue confirmed looking at the two of us, hands and fingers now everywhere, though I was half sitting up, watching the two girls as they pleasured the two of us simultaneously together. "Gonna pop for me soon?" she now asked, seeing the expression in my face that I was once again hovering on the edge, just barely able to even nod my head in acknowledgement of that, let alone managing to keep my eyes open. Looking over towards Jack, I could see he too had a grimaced look on his face, trying to hold back...fighting it.
"Let it go baby! Let it go!" Doreen now urged him, though all it took was one look from my wife to do the same, and suddenly I was. It took all the effort I had to sit there, propping myself up on my elbows, trying to keep my eyes open as I felt the surge, felt the pressure release, at nearly the exact same time as Jack did. Both cocks amazingly, and surprisingly shooting off together, the girls, each now holding us in a four-handed grasp, pumping us together, up and down, prick against prick as each one began to spit torrents of white hot creamy spunk nearly everywhere, and all over everyone at once.



"Holy fucking shit!" Sue cried out delightfully, watching the mutual eruption of our pricks as our juice literally skyrocketed out, splashing against one another mid-air.
"That is too fucking hot!" Doreen agreed, still milking the two of us together long after the initial first squirting had ceased to continue. Only now dribbling out like a relaxing volcano after its spew.
**
We managed one more side-by-side fuck before finally calling it a night, spent and exhausted, though even then on the forty-five minute drive back to our home, Sue thrilled me by riding naked in her seat next to me, fingering and playing with herself the entire drive back. By the time we actually arrived home, I'd watched her get herself off at least twice more, not even letting me out of the car as we sat in our own driveway. She enjoyed herself as I did, fucking me once again as cars drove down the street, oblivious perhaps, as we sat there doing that. Somehow I managed yet another climax myself, pumping whatever I had left into her before we dashed from the car, still naked, and into the house were we collapsed into bed and fell quickly asleep.
Even as I finally drifted off, I was already looking forward to the next fantasy night, this one again my turn. I had a very good friend who was coming into town, someone whom Sue knew of, but had never met. I planned on his visit as being a big surprise for her, in more ways that she might have ever expected. I fell asleep with a big smile on my face, just like the one my wife had as she lay softly snoring by my side.
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I was a bit early. Forty-five minutes to be exact. But I'd done that on purpose. The listing I was interested in was clear across town from where I currently lived. Not only was I unfamiliar with the area, as far as ever having gone there to see it, I wanted to get a look at the place from the outside myself first. If I didn't like the way it looked from the outside, there was still plenty of time to call the realtor and cancel my appointment.
I'd recently been published, my first novel. My advance had been enough to lift my eyebrows and paint a smile on my face that felt permanent. Things were looking up, my old apartment, shabby disheveled, and now woefully inadequate for my new status, had spurred me into looking for a new place to live. Not just any place either. I wanted something reclusive, a nice quiet place where I could write, away from the sounds of the city, honking horns, barking dog's...sirens. It had been so long since I'd heard a bird singing, I'd almost forgotten what that sounded like.
I'd been looking at listings for over a week now, found two I thought sounded interesting and called the respective realtor's setting up appointments. The first was an open-house that I was told would be going on all weekend. It was important that I get there today as I was assured the place wouldn't be on the market very long. It had just appeared for one, listed well below the home's value from what I was told, though the reason for that would be explained later, after I'd had a chance to look at the place.
"Yeah sure," I thought to myself wondering. Though the price was indeed within the range I was considering. But I couldn't help but wonder why the owners were in such a hurry to let it go for one, if it in fact promised everything the ad said it had. Still, the agent I spoke to assured me that it would no doubt be gone before the weekend was up. I couldn't help but wonder if that was a typical ploy in trying to get people to jump at a preconceived bargain, not knowing all the facts. Arriving early would at least give me a chance to see it for myself before subjecting myself to the long drawn out sales pitch I was anticipating.
I stopped checking directions, a stone paved driveway stood in front of me, the address I was looking at carved in the stump of what was once an enormous pine tree from the looks of it. Along the drive, several more pines, each one towering majestically towards the sky, giving the long drive way an almost tunnel like feel to it as I turned in.
"So far so good," I thought to myself. The closest neighbor from what I could tell was a quarter of a mile away on either side. The house itself tucked back well within the property, one side shielded against the North winds by a sizeable hill that gave the place an air of rustic, comfy, seclusion, just what I was looking for. I pulled up into the circular driveway just in front of the house, though noticing a three-car garage connected to it as I pulled in. "Perhaps in a couple of years, a few more books, I could actually afford to fill up the garage," I mused to myself stepping out of the car.
I looked up noticed the door was open, a sign with balloons attached to it planted in the ground nearby. I read, "Open house" walking up the carved stone stairway towards the door. With the door open I knocked. Even though the realtor I was expecting to show me the place wasn't expected for another forty minutes or so yet, I knew there might be others there who would be, showing the same place to their clients.
"Hello?" I said stepping in through the door, though no one answered, and no one appeared there to greet me. I wasn't too surprised the place wasn't locked to be honest about it, it was far out and away from a lot of things, including crime from what the statistics had showed when I Googled the area I was considering. Another plus...and a big one! The place was nicely furnished, very much so. Nothing too elaborate or fancy...more comfortable, again rustic. Just the way I liked it. There had been a proviso in the sale of the house, much of the furniture could and would be included if the prospective buyer wanted it for a considerable discount. That too was within my range, and certainly an option. I stood fingering the soft leather upholstery of a particular chair, envisioning myself sitting in front of it by the fire, smoking a pipe. I didn't smoke, but the image fit.
"Hello."
I jumped, not expecting to hear the sound of a female voice. Turning, I saw a beautiful young woman having just come through the door. She wore her dark hair comfortably resting about her shoulders, thick wavy and lustrous, just like her eyes. Her legs were long, disappearing beneath a modestly hemmed skirt, yet hinting at the elegance of their shape. Her breasts full, pressing against the material of her white sheer blouse, the lacy pattern of her bra peeking through it, likewise hinting at the treasures concealed there beneath it.
"Hi, I'm Steve," I said holding out my hand in greeting. "I'm a bit early," I said a little sheepishly.
"Yeah, me too," she smiled back introducing herself. "Darlene," she smiled flashing me the most beautiful smile I'd ever seen, lighting up the deep-set blue eyes I found myself swimming in as I stood there looking at her.
"Nice place," I quickly added, "though to be honest, I've only seen this much of it," I said looking about as I stood there.
"Shall we take a tour of the rest of it?" she then asked. I grinned at her feeling like a teenage kid again, though I quickly followed her into an adjoining room, which was obviously the kitchen area. She briefly pointed out all the obvious amenities, along with a very large fully stocked pantry off to one side.
"That's nice," I said upon seeing it. If I was smart and bought things well enough ahead of time, I'd only have to take the drive back into the city to do my main grocery shopping once a month rather than weekly the way I'd been doing. I soon after followed her up the stairs to what was obviously the bedroom, watching the tightness of her firm ass struggling within the confines of the tight skirt she was wearing. She looked back catching me doing that, at least I thought so anyway, though she smiled.
She stood in the doorway of what was obviously the master bedroom. It was spacious, a bit feminine in décor, but I could easily fix that. I followed her out to what was obviously a spacious deck through a pair of French doors, delighted to see a small, yet cozy patio table and two chairs. The view beyond looking down into a spacious meadow, happenstance perhaps, fate...whatever you want to call it, as a huge Bull Moose stood in the middle of it grazing as we stood there leaning against the railing looking at it.
"That come with the house?" I asked jokingly. It was after all on my property. "Hmm, my property!" I silently mused speaking to myself. Already I was thinking of it in those terms.
"Beautiful isn't it?" she asked looking out, though I stood back slightly behind her, looking at her as I answered.
"Very." Though I was in fact once again seeing myself sitting here out on the deck early morning, cup of coffee, my lap top, bird song...the sound of her voice speaking to me as she stepped out onto the deck from the bedroom. Wearing nothing more than a simple terry cloth robe. I sighed, chasing away the fantasy and the image, though still looking at her as she turned. Once again she smiled as though aware of my thoughts.
"Peaceful isn't it?"
"Yes, I said grinning once again. "Very."
"Romantic too."
That one surprised me, but I nodded my head in agreement.
"Married?" she asked.
"Ah...no, not since the last time I checked anyway," I said trying to keep the mood light. Now it was her turn to nod her head.
"No doubt you'd use one of the other two bedrooms as some sort of study, work room then," she questioned. "What do you do for a living anyway?" she asked curiously.
It was nice, a bit of a self ego boost when I answered. "I'm a writer," I responded, "An author," I amended, liking the sound of that a lot better. Certainly better than my previous profession anyway. "I'm a shoe salesman. Or was..." I said answering myself.
She smiled at that, a twinkle in her eye of curious interest. "What kind of books do you write?" she then asked.
"Book," I thought silently, quickly if I'd wanted to be honest and correct her. But I didn't. "Oh, fantasy mostly...but not the typical variety of a lot of authors," I told her already sensing that Fantasy wasn't obviously part of the genre she was used to reading. "The difference being, my Elves, Gnomes and Dwarves have intimate relations."
She laughed at that, once again her smile lighting up her face, her eyes sparkling in the morning sun back lighting her where she stood, just like an angel. Or a beautiful Elf. And I nearly told her that. She looked like a beautiful sexy elf, all she needed was a pair of pointed ears peaking through the thick main of her dark hair to complete the fantasy.
"I guess I never thought of that," she said still grinning. "Makes sense though, I guess Elves, Gnomes, and what was it? Dwarves? Have sex just like everyone else otherwise they wouldn't exist now would they?"
I didn't have the heart to say the obvious. Fantasy creatures all cavorting about having sex. My own fantasy traveling at light speed here right now as I envisioned taking her while bending her over the railing. Which is about the time I felt the hard press of my rapidly stiffening cock against my jeans. It was time to talk about something else, think about something else before things got any worse than they already were. Her eyes told me as she glanced briefly down however, that was possibly already too late.
"What's the name of the book?" She then asked.
"Dragon's Breath," I said smiling proudly. I watched as she made a mental note of it. Though realizing she had herself corrected my earlier omission.
"What else have you written?" she asked, though turning back to face the meadow beyond, our moose...my moose, only then nonchalantly walking back into the trees out of sight.
Turning her back gave me a bit more courage to answer that one. At least I didn't have to see the initial response in her face as I answered that, which I did, surprising myself.
"Erotica," I said simply, though not wanting it to sound like I wrote nothing more than pornographic books or stories, trying to soften it to some degree. "You know... bedtime stories for adults, that sort of thing."
"Hmm, that's interesting," she said her back towards me, giving me a moment to once again admire her shapely legs, ass, seeing her turn a moment later while doing that. Her movement forced my eyes to look up as she did so. But they were not expecting to see what I then saw as she did. She had opened her blouse entirely, every single button now undone, her lacy bra clearly revealed, the soft pink skin hidden beneath it now even more clearly defining the sexy lace of her bra. I know my mouth was open, because I closed it, swallowing, only then looking into her eyes, forcing my stare away from her nearly exposed tits.
"So I take it you write about fantasies? Or from real experiences?" she asked, her hand suddenly reaching down off to one side on her skirt, the sound of her fingers slowly undoing the zipper on it as she stood there.
I swallowed again forgetting what I was going to say, then remembering. "Ah mostly...just my own vivid imagination," I replied, my cock once again lurching, reminding me this wasn't my imagination that was happening here. Certainly no fantasy either.
I watched her skirt fall down around her ankles as she stepped out of it, now wearing nothing more than a pair of high-heels, pantyhose and her bra as she slipped out of her white blouse, now adding it to the rapidly growing pile. Words failed me.
"Cat got your tongue?" she asked. "For a writer, you sure don't have much to say," she then added, pausing as her bra came undone, catching it with her hands, still holding it against her breasts concealing them momentarily.
"Oh, I'm saying plenty," I finally allowed. "But like any writer, it's mostly inside my head at the moment, I'm writing about a hundred words a minute in fact," I said grinning at her. "And they're all dirty words too," I now confessed, once again hearing her laugh.
"So how would you describe me now? If you were writing the story," she said still shielding herself.
"You want the long drawn out flowery version? Or the short condensed one?" I asked.
Once again she laughed, tossing her head back. I half expected to see pointed ears. I loved hearing her laugh. Better than bird song even. "Give me the shorter version," she answered.
"She had great tits," I said simply.
"How do you know? You haven't even seen them yet," she asked.
"I skipped ahead, I'm already past the part where you let the bra fall away," which it then did, confirming my earlier assumption. "Like I said..."
Darlene stood in front of me, two beautiful twin orbs, heavy against her chest, a tear drop shape, each one capped with dollar sized nipples, light brown in color with hard little protruding extensions that begged to be played with. Once again, she surprised me as she began doing so herself.
"Go on..." she grinned lustfully. "What else? How would you write yourself into the story line now?" She asked.
"Same vein? Or we back to flowery?" I asked.
"Don't change the flow..." she grinned back, fingering her nipples.
"Hard and horny," I responded her eyes once again traveling down towards my crotch, likewise confirming the fact I was.
"So you are," she spoke stepping towards me. "Is this where the female character reaches down and removes his cock from his pants?"
"Yeah, pretty much," I said as she began doing just that. Seconds later releasing my rock hard cock, holding it in her hand as she stood there examining it.
"Now what?" she asked. "What happens next?"
"Next, the male character in the story takes off her pantyhose, then has her lift one leg, placing it on the second railing as she stands next to it," I tell her. She smiled at that, taking instruction, and soon stood, just as I imagined her doing. Now totally naked, save for the heels as she supported herself on the rail, legs spread slightly. I grabbed a cushion off one of the chairs, tossing it down and then knelt on it between her legs.
"What happens now?" she asked, her breath coming in a whisper.
"This is the part where he licks her cunt, makes her come while she stands there," I said leaning forward.
"Oh yeah...I like that part, very much," she moaned as my tongue just then began to run up the deliciously wet slit between her legs.
##
Finding her clit, I lapped at it lightly, though furiously in the beginning. Darlene rested one hand on the railing for support, the other on my head, pressing my face even more fully against her as I alternated between tongue flicks, to clit sucks as I gathered her tiny nubbin between my lips, gently working it.
"Oh fuck!" she moaned, shaking, her body telling me in the process just how good it was she was feeling, once again moaning softly, mashing my head against her cunt as I continued tickling her clit with my tongue, now adding a finger. "Yes! Yes! Oh fuck yes!" she exclaimed as I now added a second sensation to her pleasures.
It wasn't long before I felt her fingers literally pulling my hair, she was quaking and shivering uncontrollably, thrashing wildly now, screaming actually, which was music to my ears. But the sudden warm flow of her juices filling my mouth as I latched onto, sucking her clit, told me what I already knew anyway.
"Oh my god! Oh my god! Oh my god!" she cried out over and over again. Barely able to even breathe the words moments later when she simply said, "Fuck me!"
I don't think there's a single time when I stripped out of my jeans, along with my shoes, faster than I did now. In seconds, they were all off, and I was stepping behind her as she leaned against the railing, half bending over it just as I'd earlier imagined her doing.
"Fuck me!" she now actually screamed. "Stick it in! Shove that hard fucking cock into my cunt!"
I couldn't have written the dialogue any better. It fit the mood and passion of the moment perfectly. She was still dripping wet after her recent spending as I placed the head of my prick at her opening and shoved. Within a millisecond of time, I was buried balls deep inside that heavenly passage, no words of encouragement now needed as I began thrusting in and out of her. Darlene ground back against me, meeting each powerful lunge, flesh slapping against flesh. I looked up just in time to see the Moose reappear, his head lifted looking in our direction. Darlene's cry of pleasure easily heard, the lusty sounds of our frenzied coupling filling the air as with piston-like strokes I pummeled the recess of that slick wet cunt, fucking it for all I was worth.
She must have been multiorgasmic, it hadn't been any more than a minute since she'd actually climaxed, and suddenly she was doing so again. I felt the additional release of her warm female fluids bathing my cock, surrounding it. The sudden additional squishy sounds emanating from her pussy as I thrust in and out of her, feeling my own surge of needful release tightening my balls. Coincidentally perhaps, she reached down between her legs, finding them.
"Cum in me!" She screamed out. "Squirt that fucking juice inside my cunt!"
Following direction, I did. Surge after delicious surge of my spunk leapt from the head of my dick, bathing the inside of her fuck-tunnel as I continued slamming into it, feeling her release even more of her own female nectar as I did so, coming once again.
It felt like an eternity as the two of us stood there trying to collect ourselves. My cock finally softening just enough that it fell out of her slick, almost too sloppy pussy all on its own. Remnants of both spending's running down her legs, a few cum-puddles dripping out of her with an erotic, decadent "splat" on the redwood deck beneath her.
"Fuck!" Was all I could say as I staggered back, half collapsing down into one of the chairs.
"You can say that again," she grinned with a contented sigh, which is about the time we both heard the doorbell ring. I looked up towards her quizzically. She was already scrambling for her clothes, laughing hysterically. "That's got to be Marsha!" she exclaimed still laughing, still trying to collect her breath.
"Marsha?"
"Yeah...the realtor?"
I'd managed to get my pants back on, stepping into my shoes. Thank god they were loafers.
"But I thought...I thought you were the realtor!" I half stammered.
"Me?" she burst out laughing even harder, the sound of which we now realized had drawn Marsha towards us as she began making her way up the stairs. "I'm...I'm the owner!" she said literally wiping the tears away from her eyes now, she'd barely gotten her skirt back on, realizing there wasn't enough time for the bra, tossing it over the railing instead as she hurriedly slipped back into her shirt, buttoning it. Even then I knew full well that her breasts, particularly her nipples would be easily seen through the almost too sheer material. Bad enough she was standing there with her wrinkled shirt tail still hanging out in back as the actual realtor stepped into the bedroom, seeing us and came our way.
Once again I was at a loss for words as Marsha joined us. Though she smiled, her eyes took in everything. My hair was a mess as was Darlene's, no amount of straightening could have hidden the fact we looked like we'd just crawled out of bed. Marsha even turned, looking back into the bedroom as though checking to see if the sheets were indeed neatly tucked as they'd appeared to be upon entering.
"I see you've already met Steven," she said speaking to Darlene.



"You might could say that...yes," Darlene grinned back at her, only then reaching behind herself to finish tucking in her blouse. Though all that did was further define her bare breasts as they pressed forwards against the fabric, her dark hardened nipples clearly poking against the material, which Marsha didn't fail in seeing.
"So, Steven..."
"Steve," I said correcting her, holding out my hand in greeting, only then realizing it smelled like pussy as I offered it.
"Steve," she said taking my hand, looking down at it...though she smiled as she held it. "So, Steve..." she said repeating herself. "How much of the house have you seen?"
"Only about a third of it," Darlene answered for me as she ran her fingers through her hair combing it back into place. I was content to let might sit wildly. Perhaps Marsha would think I actually wore it like that in the first place, though the truth was, no one was fooling anyone at this point, and we all knew it.
"I see," Marsha smiled back. "In that case, should we finish the tour?"
"Well, we can...but it's not really necessary," I then stated. "I've already decided. I'll take it!"
Marsha was grinning from ear to ear, as was Darlene, though she suddenly frowned. "There is one small little matter we need to discuss before you actually decide that," she then said. "One of the reasons I'm letting the place go so cheaply, is because I come with it," she then said.
"Excuse me?"
"Didn't Marsha tell you before you came here?" She asked turning towards her.
"Sorry...no, I was planning on doing that after I'd had a chance to show him around first," she said looking embarrassed. I looked back and forth between the two, still waiting for an explanation, and still wondering if I had heard her right in the second place.
"You see...the reason I'm letting it go for far less than it's actually worth, is because I need a place to stay for a while myself, while I look for another place. I'll be in one of the other rooms, whichever one you don't need to use for a while, while I'm looking. But I didn't want to rush into getting into anything either, not until I've found something I like and can afford. So...that's why," she said looking at me expectantly. I know by the look she must have seen in my face she thought I was reconsidering my offer. "I guess I can lower the price a little bit," she then added, though I caught the sudden stern look of disapproval given her by Marsha upon hearing her say that.
"Glad you said that first..." I stated grinning from ear to ear.
"What? Why?" they both asked almost simultaneously.
"Because I was prepared to say I'd be willing to go a little higher if I had to...even knowing that." Now they were both smiling, well...Darlene was anyway.
"Why are you selling it in the first place?" I found myself asking her. "This place is beautiful! It's perfect!"
"Yes it is," Darlene said sadly. "This was...my parent's place. But a year ago, my father died, and recently my mother. Couldn't afford to live up here and maintain the place all by myself, so....had no other choice but to sell it until I could find another place to live myself. Hence the clause about my living here for a while until I do."
I stood there trying to look serious, considering what she'd said. Once again Marsha looked worried and wanted to show me the rest of the place. "Downstairs, out back there's a nice large hot-tub. There is also a small gym, game room, sauna, along with a full bath." She turned intending to lead me out.
This was getting better and better. "Like I said earlier, I'll take it," I announced, stopping her in her tracks. Once again she turned back around towards me.
"Really?" Darlene said beaming excitedly. "You will? And I can stay here for a while? Until I find a place?"
"As far as I'm concerned, you can stay here indefinitely. And as far as you needing to sleep in another room? That's not necessary either. This one's plenty big for the two of us! But yes...I would like to see the rest of the place too," I announced. Once again Marsha nearly turned, her eyes suddenly going wide before she did so. I glanced over towards Darlene, her hands had already undone the button's on her blouse once again, her magnificent tits fully exposed.
"I'll show him around myself Marsha," she told the woman. "Room by room."
We heard Marsha giggling to herself all the way down the stairs. The last sound, the door closing as she left. Even as Darlene came into my arms, I thought silently. "God...I hope she took the sign down!"
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It had been a very long time since I'd seen many of my old high school friends and buddies. The last time had been at the ten year reunion, this would be the thirty year reunion, and I knew that most of us would have changed between now and then dramatically.
Although I was still in reasonably good shape, even without working out specifically, I had still put on a few pounds, but with the exception of a few perhaps, I figured everyone would be in the same boat as I was. I still had a full head of dark hair, though I had noticed just a sprinkle of gray had begun at the temples. The one thing about myself I had always considered my best feature however were my eyes, bright blue with just a hint of gray in them. There was a caption in the yearbook next to my photo, it read: "Bedroom eyes".
Though my wife Marsha hadn't attended the same school I had, nor would know any of my old friends, she was looking forward to going almost as much as I was. And I for one was looking forward to showing her off. Marsha had a great body, though a few years younger than I, and certainly my graduating class, giving her a bit of an edge perhaps in the looks department. Fairly large breasted, a tight waist and firm well rounded ass, I had no doubt she would be the envy of many women there. And though she knew I was secretly entertaining those very thoughts, she was looking forward to going for no other reason than to perhaps meet a few of my old high school girlfriends that I had shared erotic naughty stories about with her over the past few weeks.
And it was one in particular that came to mind, wondering if she would in fact be there, though she hadn't come to the ten year reunion, so it had been at least thirty years since I had even seen Stacy. I had shared the story of our dating experiences with my wife, which had excited Marsha tremendously. Mainly because of the somewhat unusual circumstances, and very erotic nature of my old girlfriend, which was far different than anyone, I had ever known, including now.
The thing about Stacy that was so unusual, was the fact she could climax simply by having her breasts played with. Maybe there were other women who could do this, but I'd never met anyone else, not like Stacy anyway. Even my own wife Marsha, who loved it when I played with her tits, as much as I wanted to in fact, she didn't climax simply from my playing with her the way Stacy did. And not that I minded, certainly not. The fact that Marsha enjoyed as much attention as I gave her in that regard was something I relished, enjoyed and was more than pleased with. Marsha has fairly large breasts with extremely sensitive nipples, though not too sensitive as to detract from the enjoyment of being able to play with them to my heart's content. I've actually known a couple of women who were exact opposites. One girl allowed my fondling of her with indifference. She had even forewarned me before hand that she felt virtually nothing when I, or anyone else for that matter played with her boobs. Basically, she got nothing out of it beyond seeing me becoming aroused myself. Unfortunately, part of my arousal and excitement has always come from seeing the woman become aroused or excited by whatever I was doing. So in this instance at least, it was a bit of a letdown, and thus took away from the pleasure I would normally have received.
On the other side of that same coin, I had also known a woman who's nipples were simply too sensitive. Once aroused, she could hardly stand to have anyone even touch them. Even just looking at them sent her into giggling fits, super sensitivity once again taking away from, rather than adding to the enjoyment and sensuality of that particular form of foreplay. Which was a crying shame too, as Gayle as I recall her name being, had a really nice looking set of tits too. But once she was truly aroused, it was always "hands off", after that.
Now the thing about Stacy was, she didn't have really large breasts either. She was the type of girl that a well-known saying was written for, "More than a (good-sized) handful is wasted!"
I guess if you were to classify her, her breasts would be considered on the small side. Certainly not flat chested, not by any means, and yes, when I held them within my hands, they filled them more than adequately with still a bit left over for good measure. But the thing was, Stacy literally could climax, and very often did, just by my playing with them.
We had started dating, had been going out for well over a month with nothing more than a few deep soulful kisses being shared between us. With her breasts being not quite so large, she very often didn't wear a bra, her pert nipples poking through and pressing against the material of whatever tee shirt or tank top she was wearing. But I always found it interesting that she only did that, going without a bra, whenever it was an activity or an event that virtually made it impossible for me to even think about trying anything. Both times we'd gone to the drive in theatre, she had worn a bra, making it obvious by her suddenly hidden and protected nipples that she was. (I later learned she even went so far as to wear a nipple cover beneath her bra, much like protective pasties, on those evenings when we'd gone out where the temptation might have been too much for either one of us to adhere too.)
Like I said, up until now, I hadn't even touched her, though I also hadn't made any real attempt in doing so either, not wanting her to feel like that was all I wanted from her...sex. I mean I did, but not purely just for that either. I really liked her. Stacy was the first girl I felt like I could have real feelings for, and because of it, I was content to take my time and see how things went.
It was perhaps our seventh or eighth real date. We had gone to the drive-in movie, which was now becoming a weekly event for us, and something we both looked forward to. As was usually the case, it was a double feature with the movie we really wanted to see coming on second. Some twenty or thirty minutes before intermission, with each of us bored with the first movie already, we'd quite naturally gravitated to kissing and cuddling as we'd been doing every time we came to the drive in, waiting for the second feature to start. And not that I minded that either, Stacy was fun as hell to kiss, and it never failed to get either one of us all hot and bothered, though we very often had to force ourselves to take a break whenever that happened before things got too carried away. Intermission was always great for that it seemed, giving each of us an excuse, though I daresay, it was Stacy who used it as one. I'd have been content to continue on with what we were doing, even with the lights lit up on the blank screen in front of us. Needless to say, I was pretty much expecting that to happen as we sat there necking in the front seat of my car, wondering how much longer we had before the movie finally ended.
Now maybe this was typical of the times back then, perhaps many can relate to this. But there was a sort of a non-spoken game that I think was quite often played in the front seat of every car with a pair of young kids in it. Whether it be at a drive-in, or parked on some lover's lane some place, or even on the couch in the den at her parent's house. We all played it, and we all went home with smiles on our faces afterwards if we (in our minds) made any sort of progress since the last time we played it.
I think the unofficial name of the game was, "How close did you come?" And not meaning "cum" per say...but how close did you get to actually touching her tits?" I know for a good many of my friends, it was very often the topic of conversation come Monday afternoon during gym class. "How far did you get? What happened? What did you do to get that far?" We all shared... techniques that seemed to work, more importantly, the attempts that failed so that no one else would make the same mistakes.
I was in fact at that very moment running through my own mind the advice one of my closest buds had given me that past Monday afternoon. He was the first amongst us to actually succeed in the titty-department, now a God as far as the rest of us were concerned, and now armed with invaluable information, though I was scared to death to actually try it. As was most everyone else I could only guess.
"Just touch it!" He's said simply. Could it honestly be that easy? I mean you didn't just get in the car, reach over and grab her boob, certainly not. But...once the real kissing had gotten started and had been going on for a while, and then it was time to try that. "No tentative, creeping up on it," he'd informed us. Which some few of us had tried, and had failed at. It gave the girls far too much advanced warning as we soon after learned. Allowing them too much time to think about it before it happened, most then chickening out, or deciding in that brief moment it was either far too soon for that, or they simply weren't ready for it even if it wasn't. According to Jim "The God" of booby fondling, you simply lifted your hand and placed it directly over your girlfriends boob, and then softly caressed it. With luck, she let you keep your hand there for a few seconds at the very least. And even if she eventually did decide to make you move it off her, you had still gotten to "cop a feel of her tit," as we called it. And that was better than running your fingers off to the side, never quite actually touching it, before being told "No...don't," or feeling her hand moving yours away.
A little booby was better than no booby. And so far, I was still on the "no booby at all" side of things.
Our kissing had finally reached the tongue fencing stage, which never failed to arouse the two of us, but it was also the first sign that we'd be taking a much needed (not wanted)break soon, especially with the music informing the two of us that the first movie was coming to an end. It was now or never the way I saw it. And in the next instant, my hand was resting directly on her breast, through her tee shirt of course, but on her breast! I think that moment surprised both of us for a number of reasons. She wasn't expecting it for one, but she didn't haul off and deck me either. Only seconds had passed, but my hand remained as I kneaded the softness of her breast like a contented cat. For me at least, it felt like an eternity, and I was already rehearsing my speech for the guys come Monday when I felt Stacy's hand suddenly covering mine.
"Damn!" I thought to myself. "Here it comes, the gentle, but firm pull away. The unspoken "No," though the barrier had been crossed, even if the barriers were about to be put up again. Still...I'd actually touched titty, real titty. So even if it was a two or perhaps three second fondling, I'd finally achieved the penultimate in front seat groping with one's girlfriend.
What I didn't expect, was when her hand remained on mine, and my hand remained on her tit, the sound of my name being sung ever so softly as I sat there. "Oh...David!"
Even with her bra on, I now felt the sudden emergence of her hard extended little nipple. But even more surprisingly, her gasp, the audible sigh of pleasure that escaped her lips in a long drawn out pleasured sound, unlike any I had ever heard before. But that nipple! Oh my god, that nipple! I swear it had burned an impression within the palm of my hand, half tempted to check, though fearful of doing so, which would mean taking my hand away. Something I didn't dare do, as I was already well into the twenty or thirty second mark of booby fondling, which I felt had to be some sort of a new worlds record at the very least for first time tit fondlers.
The second the lights came on, on the screen just a few rows in front of us, Stacy suddenly took my hand and gently moved it off and away from her. Even though she did, I was floating on cloud nine, not even aware of the massive erection in my pants, the short-circuiting of my own arousal not as yet registering in my head as Stacy slid over a few inches, putting distance between us.
"I'll be right back," she said reaching for the door. "Get us some popcorn, and something to drink," she then added smiling at me. Which was a big relief in a way, I'd gotten to finally fondle her boob, and she wasn't mad at me for doing it either!
I sat for several long moment's willing my dick to go down, watching as several single girls all seemed to pile out of their cars one by one, heading back towards the restrooms. It was obvious I wasn't the only guy waiting patiently for his erection to go down before making their way inside the refreshment stand either. When it had gone down to sufficiently allow me to go inside, though wickedly smiling to myself that perhaps there would still be enough of a noticeable bulge showing without being obscene, and thus serving an entirely different purpose, I climbed out of the car and went inside to grab our drinks and the popcorn. In doing so, I also scanned the crowd to see if there were any of my buddies there. If there were, then sharing secret signals on how well we'd done. Unfortunately, there was no one there I hung out with, so my achievement would have to wait until the following Monday.
I was still relieving the experience second by second, running it over and over again inside my head when Stacy returned to the car. I handed her, her drink, and sat the bucket of popcorn on the seat between us. As I did so, I happened to glance over and saw that her nipples, both of them were still pressing even more firmly, more obviously than I ever remembered seeing them before against the material of her shirt. And then I knew why...Stacy had removed her bra entirely!
**
Minutes later as the lights came down again, and the second feature started, Stacy and I came together like a pair of magnets. I remember the tub of popcorn being knocked over, spilling onto the floor of my freshly cleaned and vacuumed carpeting. I could have cared less. And like magnets, my hand, or rather both of them actually, found each of Stacy's breasts, (braless breasts mind you) simultaneously. Now I was touching both boobs (well sort of anyway) but the fact she was no longer wearing a bra, essentially giving me the so called "green light", once again a never-before reached level of achievement, (not even by John the God himself). I think every hair on my entire body was standing on end. Goose bumps galore racing up and down my entire body, along with my rock-hard prick, that was now almost painfully uncomfortable as I sat half twisted in my seat, both hands caressing Stacy's soft full breasts. But the best was yet to come.
I had within a short span of time, graduated from booby fondling, to nipple pinching. It was like graduating from high school early, and going on to college. The fact I was actually thumbing and exploring those hard little nubbins of flesh (even if it was still through her thin tee shirt) was well beyond my wildest imaginings. (Well ok...maybe that's going a little too far), but...it was certainly more than I'd expected to happen during the course of the evening.
Once again, she placed her hands over both of mine, and then I thought, "Ok, so now she's bringing things to a screeching halt," perfectly content with that if she had. Already I had blown the roof off anything any of the other guys had achieved, including John, who in my mind no longer warranted "God status", a title I couldn't claim myself either as it had to be given you by the others. But already I was imagining the official ceremony taking place come Monday.
With Stacy's hands now covering mine, I felt her lift them, still holding mine, almost pulling away, though she held each of mine in hers tighter still. In the next instant, I felt the touch of skin on skin, her hands now guiding each of mine beneath her tee shirt! I seriously couldn't believe this was happening. Within seconds, I now had twin impressions permanently burned within the palms of each hand as I now covered those extended nipples of hers directly, palming and again kneading them at first, before delicately locating each within my finger tips. Once again Stacy moaned, her cry of pleasure easily heard as the couple sitting in the car next to us suddenly looked over. I felt prouder than hell as I saw the guy suddenly smile giving me the thumbs up. I'd seen him around at school, though I didn't know him. But I also knew now that the story would spread, giving confirmation to my coronation come Monday.
I lost all sense of my surroundings along with my newfound status when I heard Stacy say, "suck them."
Everything else became a blur after that. As my mouth actually surrounded one of her hard little points, gathering it between my lips as I gently suckled her breast, three things seemed to happen at once. One, I came in my pants. It was quite unexpected and unplanned for. And though embarrassed that I had, I still had the secret advantage of her not knowing that. Secondly, it did at least alleviate the ever growing pressure I was feeling, and three, it made it a hell of a lot more comfortable to sit there, even if I could feel the sticky moisture of my climax bathing my rapidly deflating prick. Which surprisingly, didn't stay that way for as nearly long as I might have expected.
The only thing that really mattered now, was the fact I was going back and forth between each one of her breasts, sucking them, flicking them with my tongue, while my fingers played follow the leader on her other breast. It was only a few moments later when Stacy did the one thing I would never have expected her to do in a million, trillion years. She came.
My orgasm had been a silent, secret, though messy one. I think I may have grimaced with my lips surrounding her nipple, but that was about as much as I gave away. Stacy on the other hand, simply cried out, unabashedly, unashamedly, and uninhibitedly. I wish now I had looked over to our companions sitting on either side of us, I'd loved to have seen the expression on their faces then, but I was simply too busy still sucking and fondling Stacy's breasts to bother looking, tempted as I may have been.
Now, as stupid as this may sound, (and probably does) I still didn't know, or grasp the fact she'd just had an orgasm. I wasn't so naive as to believe girls didn't...however, the mechanics I knew involved other things needing to take place before that could be achieved. And unless she'd been secretly fondling herself in some way that I wasn't aware of, her cry of pleasure simply signaled to me that she was enjoying whatever the hell it was I was doing. So imagine my surprise when Stacy finally pushed me away. Talk about confused. One second I'm thinking she's hotter than she's ever been, certainly hotter than any girl I've ever known or been with, and the next second, she's calling a sudden screeching halt to the proceedings.
"Maybe you'd better take me home," she says quietly, readjusting herself and sliding over closer to her own door, the crunch of popcorn beneath her feet as she does so. I knew better than to question her, or complain about the fact the movie we'd come to see wasn't even half over yet, though for the moment at least, I'd forgotten which one it was. I quickly, and carefully replaced the speaker back on the pole outside the window, started the car, much to the dismay of our neighbors, and then with lights off, backed out and exited the drive in theatre.
I don't know if the handful of honks from nearby cars were in tribute, or annoyance as we drove out, I didn't really think about it at the time. It was Stacy's sudden silence that worried me far more.
She lived less than twenty minutes away, but I purposely drove well below the posted speed-limit. What was worrying me now, was we were headed back to her place, a good hour or more earlier than normal. Something that would no doubt raise suspicious questions from her parents upon our arrival. And like I said earlier, I was still confused, very much so, and did the only thing I could think of to do under the circumstances. I apologized.



"I'm sorry."
She looked at me like I'd just turned inside out. "What the hell for?" She asked.
"I don't know," I said honestly, even more confused now than before. "I just am."
"You're sorry for making me cum?"
I know there were words in my mouth, they wanted to come out, but for some reason, I couldn't make any sense of them or arrange them in the proper order. "I didn't, you ah...you, I mean, you ah..." Luckily for me, she kept talking, effectively shutting me up.
"I'm the one that should be sorry," she continued on before I could make any sense of what was happening here. "I should have warned you," she then added. "But I couldn't help myself."
I purposely turned down the wrong street, taking the long way around. By the expression on her face, she actually appreciated the fact that I had. I knew then we were both stalling for time, and I wasn't about to pull up in front of her house until I'd at least made some sense of whatever the hell it was we were talking about here.
"Warned me about what?" I asked honestly finally finding the correct words to say, though the look in her eyes told me she wasn't quite buying my naiveté.
"That I can climax simply by having my boobs played with, even when I do it," she told me. She looked up, "The lights green," she said..."Not red." I had stopped the car at the light, not even bothering to notice what color it was when I did. It was red when I started up again, going through the intersection. Luckily it was just late enough that there were few cars on the road, luckier still there weren't any cops around to witness my stupidity. But thankfully, Stacy laughed, snickering at my obvious confusion, breaking the tension in the air. "Does that....shock you?" she then asked.
"Shock me? No. Surprise me? Yes." I answered her truthfully. Then asking, "So...you really do? Cum I mean, just by playing with your breasts?"
"Yes," she said softly, obviously embarrassed by the revelation, though I found her courageous in her acknowledgement of that. And perhaps her courage, boldness, and openness gave me courage as I pursued this interesting conversation we were suddenly having.
"So...do you, I mean, if you can...ah, you know, do you still..."
"Masturbate?" she finished for me. So much for my own courage. "Yes I do that too, don't you?"
"Well yeah sure," I freely admitted, glad my voice didn't go up an octave or two when answering her. "Sure...yeah...of course." She smiled at that.
"Ditto," she said quickly. "But...I don't have to always do that to have an orgasm either," she now confessed. "I can actually get off, just by playing with my tits."
I mean she had, or at least I had seen it first hand, even then I still asked. "Seriously...you really do?"
"You saw it...felt it, heard it," she exclaimed growing more and more agitated by the second. "Like I said, I can't help it...it just happens. Maybe I shouldn't have let you do what you did, but...I couldn't help myself David. It would have been no different if I'd been sitting there jacking you off, and then at the last moment taking my hand away, letting you just hang there. When I placed your hands directly on my tits, I knew damn good and well what was going to happen."
I thought briefly about telling her I'd come in my pants, perhaps by way of easing her personal discomfort, sharing something of an equally embarrassing nature with her. Quite naturally, I decided against it.
I'm glad you did," I told her, just as we turned onto her street. "I think that's hot as hell...I then told her."
"You do? That doesn't freak or weird you out knowing that? Because the truth is David, I like doing it. I like the way I feel, the way my orgasms feel just by having my breasts played with. And to be perfectly honest...it felt far more enjoyable when you did it than when I do it myself!" she now added.
We were approaching her house, I had slowed the car down to a crawl...hoping.
"Pull over!" she suddenly exclaimed, and I did so, cutting the lights off as I did, basically coasting up next to the curb, engine off. We'd stopped two houses up the street from where she lived, the tall hedgerow next to her driveway effectively cutting off anyone's being able to see us parked there. Luckily, in addition to that, the lights were off in each of the two houses we were parked in front of. The house next to Stacy's currently vacant, and the other lived in by an older woman who retired early as she quickly informed me. In a flash, she had lifted her tee shirt once again, her beautiful bare breasts a feast for my eyes, nipples once again hard and extended. Even before I could reach for them, her hand was already fumbling with the belt on my jeans.
"Ah Stacy? There's something I should tell you," I began nervously.
"I already know," she giggled. "That sort of triggered it when I did," she then added laughing. "So the question is...can you do it again?"
"Can you?" I answered back. And then we both proved to one another that we could.
**
That night was only the beginning of one of the wildest periods in my entire life. Something that lasted well on into the summer after we had graduated just a few short weeks later. The only downside to anything, was the following Monday when I had quite stupidly boasted of my miraculous success. Had I left it at actually touching bare tit, there would have been feasting and celebration...for days perhaps. Instead, I was looked upon as being a liar, exaggerating and at best, trying to one up my status in trying to claim John's throne, by claiming something that was totally unheard of, exaggerated, and totally unbelievable. And even dumber now having shared it, it was a newfound status, or an attempted one rather, I no longer wanted. In hindsight, I was glad no one believed my story, though I was now fearful that my telling it would get back to Stacy, and thus end what was to become one of the wildest periods of my entire life. Thankfully...it didn't. Not yet anyway. That wouldn't happen for some time yet, though when it did, my earlier stupidity came back to haunt me.
But until that actually happened...
**
Lying there in bed, the feel of my wife's mouth and tongue as she teasingly pleasured me was erotic enough. Marsha could suck cock like nobody's business, and she was driving me nuts just as she knew she could. But what I also enjoyed was the fact she got aroused, turned on whenever I shared any experiences, any stories with her, just as she was now. And just as she so often did for me too.
"So what happened after that night?" She then asked. I was having trouble concentrating, but then I drifted back in time...remembering.
"It was that very next Monday, after school, and after I had taken a beating from my friends, though not in the literal sense. Stacy was on the prom committee, and they were meeting a short time later after school planning and preparing for our graduating dance. We'd previously agreed to meet at Johnson & Johnson's," I told her. I saw the confused look on my wife's face as I said that, knowing I'd have to explain, which I then did.
"As in the baby oil?" she asked questioningly, as I knew she would. I laughed, shaking my head no.
"No, we called it that because of two very popular teachers at the school a year back prior to all this. When the school was originally built, someone fucked up on the dimensions, when they built the wall between the auditorium and the gym, they didn't quite come together the way it had been planned for. What they ended up with was a little hall that led nowhere, a three and a half foot dead end. An alcove that later on they planted a tall fake tree in, though someone kept moving it. It became a running joke as to where the tree would end up, leaving that weird little alcove vacant. In the beginning, it was a place to go and steal a quick kiss with your girlfriend, it wasn't long before it became a status symbol for anyone who did."
"Ok," Marsha said following along, "But where does the Johnson and Johnson come in?" she then asked.
"Someone caught Mrs. Johnson, and Mr. Johnson kissing one another in that alcove.
"So? What's wrong with two obviously married teachers having a little fun, simply kissing one another?"
"Nothing...except they were both married to different Johnson's at the time," I told her.
"Oh!" My wife laughed. "Now I see!"
"Over time, the story went from someone catching them kissing, to someone catching them touching, to finally...someone catching them actually fucking. Eventually they were both called in. Denied any of that ever happened of course, but sadly...they were both let go the following year. Ever since then, that alcove that then had a permanently chained tree sitting inside it, was known as Johnson and Johnson corner," which is where Stacy and I had agreed to meet after school. Now...the other thing about that was, the school had quite stupidly created the perfect place, the perfect camouflage to hide what now really began to happen there. Bushy enough, and big enough to hide someone's presence, it was no obstacle to slip around the tree and hide in back of it without being seen. So ironically, the very rumor that had caused the expulsion of the two teachers, now became even more symbolic, and more of a challenge to become a rapidly growing member of a very secretive club. Stacy wanted us to meet there, become members before we graduated. So we decided to meet there quickly before her committee meeting.
I sighed delightedly as Marsha began sucking my cock hungrily. "Go on..." she slurred.
"So anyway...she was already waiting for me behind the tree when I got there. She had taken off her top, her cute little boobs totally bare, nipples rock hard and waiting for me when I came around and found her. I doubt seriously that anyone actually fucked behind that tree, though there were claims by a few who said they did. I know we were scared that we'd still be discovered, even with it being after school. So I'm sure that a majority of those who claimed they had, were simple exaggerations as well. But Stacy and I were determined at least to do something, and that came in the form of me getting her off, simply by playing with her breasts, which I did. I sucked them, played with her nipples, pulling on them just the way she liked until she came. And as I would learn later, I knew she had, simply by the way her face screwed up whenever she did, whether it was simply by breast-play, or when I eventually went down on her, and even fucked her for the first time the night we actually graduated. But I'll save that story for another time," I said smiling. "Point being...after that, wherever, and whenever we could over the course of the next few weeks, I was constantly getting Stacy off, just by playing with her tits whenever we could get away with it."
"Well don't stop now...or I will!" Marsha warned me. "What happened next?"
"Well, we got braver and bolder as the days went. Though since Stacy hardly ever wore a bra by now, that made it a whole lot easier for us. The fact her nipples seemed to get even more sensitive, making it easier for her to actually climax, and far more quickly too, we'd started doing things almost right out in the open in fact. As we often did, I had walked her to her next to last class, my own just across the hall from hers, we always had a few minutes to chat before the bell rang, so once again, as usual, we were standing there leaning up against the lockers as some of the others in our classes walked by. We were standing in such a way that we were shielding what my hand was doing to her with our books. I was just fingering her nipple, through her blouse in fact, though enjoying the fact it was fucking rock hard, flicking it back and forth, grazing it with my fingernail when she came. For a moment, I thought she was going to pass out, her eyes almost rolling into the back of her head, reaching out to steady herself, grabbing onto my arm as she climaxed. Which is when Miss Peterson, her teacher walked by heading towards the class. She saw the look on Stacy's face, stopped to ask if she was alright as she looked ill, about to pass out. It was all we could do to keep from laughing, though Stacy did in fact feign being "dizzy" after that, which she was...but not for the reason Miss Peterson thought of course. She then asked if I'd take Stacy down to the nurses office and have her looked at. Which I did. I gave her another orgasm while sitting in the office waiting for the nurse to come out and see her. Like I said, we started doing some pretty risky things then, disappearing into one classroom or another between our own classes. Sometimes...if we had time, Stacy would jerk me off. She loved having me cum on her tits, which very often made her cum again, just thinking about my sticky wet spunk clinging to her boobs. After that happened the first couple of times, I started calling her "Breastgasm" since she seemed to be able to have an orgasm almost at the drop of a hat, or rather...at the merest, slightest touch of my hands on her tits. It was almost automatic with her after that."
"So what happened that caused the two of you to breakup?" My wife asked.
"Well that really is the weird and sad part to the story. As I told you, Stacy and I had already decided we were going to give one another our virginity on graduation night. We'd been talking about it, and planning it for the past couple of weeks. I'd actually booked a nice room at a nearby hotel, though I wasn't the only one who had done that either. Once again, it was something a lot of seniors did, getting rooms under the pretense of not driving home drunk, which everyone's parents knew we would be. And completely ignoring, or overlooking the obvious. Such was the way of things back then. Anyway, we made a mistake, got caught...though at the time, neither one of us knew it, not until the very next day, during the dance. And even then, Stacy didn't let on anything until much later on that evening, after we'd actually had sex for the very first time together. It was the first... and last time we ever did."
"Go on," My wife said, completely forgetting all about my cock now, though she still held it in her hand. "What happened then?"
"We were both horny...and careless, thinking about the following night. I'd gone to help Stacy with the last of the decorations in the gym prior to the dance. We had decided to have one of our "breast quickies" and ducked out, thinking we'd be alone and unnoticed as we slipped into the girl's locker room, back into the shower area. Obviously, no one was in there, and certainly not in the showers, so we thought we were perfectly safe. Unbeknownst to either one of us, John, Danny, Jake and Matthew had seen us duck out, and soon after, followed us inside. They all watched as I stood there sucking on Stacy's tits, watched as she climaxed, and then climaxed again...and again...and, again! They knew then, I'd been telling them the truth the first time when I first told them she could, and did actually climax that way. They left before we did, so at first, neither one of us knew they had seen us. We went back to the gym, and I soon after left as Stacy was going home with one of the other girls as soon as they finished up. John was waiting for her out in the parking lot when they came out. He then told her what I had told all of them so very long ago. How she could cum simply by having her boobs played with. He didn't tell her they'd actually watched us doing that either. As far as she knew, I'd been bragging all along, telling all my friends everything we'd done and had been doing. He then clinched it by telling her I had in fact just told him a short while ago, how we'd gone into the shower room together, and how I'd gotten her off then too."
"And yet the two of you still went to the dance, and even fucked afterwards that evening?" My wife asked incredulously.
"Yeah, we did. Like I said, that was the weird part. Stacy never let on just how upset and mad at me that she was. But...oddly enough, she also didn't want things to end between us, until we actually had made love together, at least once anyway. So that's what happened. I went through the entire evening without a clue that anything was wrong. After the dance, we went back to the hotel, made love, which I thought was beautiful for us both, but then afterwards, she got up, said she needed to do something, and left. Which surprised me as she didn't explain what it was or why. So I waited, wondering...and then finally got up and went looking for her. As I said, there were several couples from our class that had booked rooms there. There were parties going on everywhere, so I thought that maybe Stacy had gotten sucked into one of them. I started looking for her, going from room to room. And then I found her a short time later."
I paused remembering, it all seemed so surreal back then, even now.
"Remember that guy I told you about sitting next to us at the drive-in?"
"Yeah?"
"Well, we ran into one another in the hallway, literally. He was running, came around the corner when we collided. Took him a minute to remember me, recognize who I was. When he did, he smiled sheepishly and said, "Hey man...sorry to hear about you and your girlfriend, but from what I hear, she really is hot, and really can get off just by having her boobs played with!"
"Stunned, I watched as he ran down the hall, knocked on a door, and then let himself in. Which is when I heard Stacy's laugh. The way she laughed, especially when she was drunk, horny and excited, was unmistakable. I then ran down the hall myself, didn't bother knocking, just opened the door. She was standing there in her formal gown, except that her boobs were bare, hanging out. John was sucking on one of them as she stood there, some other guy, someone I didn't know, sucking on the other. She was in the midst of having an orgasm at that very moment when I walked in. Needless to say, I turned around and left. Drove home. Two weeks later I was in the Navy and headed for boot camp. Never saw Stacy again."
"So how did you find out the truth about why she did what she did?" My wife asked.
"Ironically, it was at the ten year reunion. Stacy wasn't even there, she didn't come. I heard through the grapevine she had in fact just gotten back from her honeymoon, and perhaps knowing I was going to be there, decided under the circumstances that it wouldn't be a good idea for her to show up. Obviously, the wounds were still deep enough that she would feel awkward running into me again, even though she had recently gotten married. It was towards the end of the evening when I heard laughter coming from a nearby table, I walked over just in time to hear someone sitting there telling this story how the four of them had walked in on Stacy and I in the shower area. He then proceeded to tell the others sitting there how Stacy was duped into believing I'd betrayed her. Needless to say, he shut up when he looked up and saw me standing only a few feet away, but by then I'd heard everything. I looked around, saw John standing over by the buffet table talking to another old girlfriend of his, and walked over. Up until now, I'd avoided him and the other guys most of the night. I tapped him on the shoulder, he turned around surprised to find me standing there, and actually offered me his hand. That's when I turned the lights out for him. I left soon afterwards. But at least now I knew why things had happened the way they had."
"Well, I for one am glad that they did, or I might not be married to you now," Marsha told me as she slid up onto my chest, hovering just above me as she rested her wet moist pussy against my shaft. "Still a sad story though, wonder if she'll be at the reunion this year?" she asked.
I didn't answer, nor think about it any further. I simply slid my hard cock deep inside my wife's lovely cunt, and enjoyed the pleasure I found there.



**
On Friday we went to my high school thirty year reunion, which was actually being held at the old high school. The first thing Marsha asked me to show her when we walked in was Johnson & Johnson corner. I laughed when we arrived there, it had been walled up and bricked in. Something they perhaps should have done to begin with, though the wall itself was now covered with hundreds of carved initials. I looked about hurriedly, withdrew my pocketknife and added my own, as well as Stacy's to the display. Marsha laughed hugging me to her, and then followed me over to the sign in table so we could pick up our name badges.
For those who had graduated and were in attendance, they had included a picture of how we'd looked back then beside our names. After thirty years, a lot of people had changed and it was becoming harder and harder to recognize a few people the way they looked now as opposed to the way they looked back then. Some as I saw as Marsha and I wandered about hadn't changed all that much. Though there was the maturity of age that touched us all, the eyes never did change. We stood and spoke with friends I knew and still considered to be so, feeling more and more pleased about myself that I hadn't let myself go as opposed to a few others that were there. Periodically I glanced about, wondering if Stacy would in fact be there this year, not at all sad to find that John and the other three pricks weren't.
"Maybe they heard you were coming," my wife joked when I told her I hadn't seen any of the others. I laughed at that.
"I caught John by surprise," I reminded her. "He was bigger than I was even then, if anything...it should be me who should be worried," I quipped back, though after thirty years, I couldn't imagine that John would still be holding a grudge. Either way, I decided it might be best to keep my eyes out for him, just in case.
We mingled for a bit, chatted it up with a few friends, and then found us a table to sit at as dinner began. As we were sitting there I glanced up about to take a bite of my prime rib when I saw her.
"Oh my god! She's here!" I said speaking to my wife. Marsha didn't need to ask who, or where, she looked up in the direction I was looking. Stacy stood only a short distance away, looking towards us, it was evident she had just seen me too.
"Invite her over," my wife told me. "Go on David...wave her over. I'd like to meet her for one. But maybe it's about time you finally put the past behind the two of you," she added.
I kissed my wife, stood, and waved in Stacy's direction. Surprised, she smiled and then somewhat awkwardly made her way over. There was an extra seat at our table, Marsha again the one to invite her to sit down and join us as I introduced the two of them.
"Been a long time David," she said after meeting my wife. "You haven't changed all that much," she told me.
"Neither have you," I replied back. Aside from putting on a few extra pounds, which we all had, and now wearing her long hair cut short, far shorter than I would have imagined her ever wearing it, she really hadn't.
"Well thanks, but you're just being kind," she said taking her seat. "Your wife's beautiful," she then added once again smiling towards Marsha.
"David's always had good taste in women," Marsha responded back winking at her. The awkwardness of the moment in seeing her again quickly passed. Before long we were enjoying our dinner together and catching up on old times. It was then that I noticed she wasn't wearing a wedding ring, though I didn't ask her about it until she brought it up herself, explaining that she had actually gotten divorced two years ago. What I didn't know until that moment, was the fact she had married Jake, one of the guys who had actually spied on the two of us in the shower room.
"Sorry to hear that," I told her, though I was smiling secretly to myself that she'd eventually dumped the guy. By now, we were all feeling comfortable around one another, though the free-flowing booze had certainly helped.
"I don't know how much David has told you about us," she wondered asking, as my wife answered her.
"David and I don't have, or keep any secrets from one another," Marsha told her. "In fact, we very often share things with one another in the heat of the moment...if you know what I mean," she surprised me in explaining to her. "So I'm very much aware of everything between the two of you, and don't mind saying...I'm jealous of you. Wish I had the ability to do that myself, do you still?" Marsha then asked, shocking me in asking it that she did, and seeing poor Stacy's face suddenly turn crimson at the question. Though thankfully, she laughed at that, out loud.
"To be perfectly honest with you both...it has been a while. But yes, as David and you obviously both know, I can yes."
I excused myself to step outside for a smoke, giving the two of them a chance to talk freely for one. It seemed like Stacy was glad for the companionship, and it gave me a chance to collect myself after seeing her again for the first time in years. It wasn't as though I had any feelings for her, beyond hoping we could at least bury the past. But I did hope that perhaps at some point we could sit down and have lunch together, and then let bygones be bygones. When I returned, the girls were missing, though Cheryl and Mike who'd been sitting with us at the table informed me the girls had headed off to the restroom and would be back shortly.
They returned a few minutes later, laughing and holding hands like they'd been friends for years. "Stacy took me on a tour of the girl's locker room," she stated as they retook their seats. "I had to see the infamous place for myself," she then teased Stacy, who once again sat there blushing as she said that. But her comment and tour had opened up the door, which I prepared to step through myself, though Stacy beat me to it before I could.
"I'm sorry about what happened," she told me. "I didn't learn the truth until several years later," she added. "I should have known better...but, I was young at the time..."
"As we all were," I interjected.
Stacy nodded her head and continued. "You know the really ironic thing was, even after I had learned the truth about what had really happened, I still forgave Jake for his role in it, determined to make my marriage work. The fact that I could actually climax, just by having my boobs played with," she now whispered quietly to us both, "suddenly became less exciting to him that it had been in the beginning. After a time, Jake actually came to resent the fact that I could, and up until then did. After a while, he refused to even touch them, figuring that I wasn't normal, or at least normal enough for him anyway. Unfortunately of course, that led to resentment on both sides, and I refused to climax any other way until he relented, and showed me some attention in that area, which he refused to do. That however eventually led to our divorce two years ago. And as they say, the rest is history."
It was an odd sensation for me, hearing Stacy talk so candidly with the two of us, reminding me in the process what it had been like all those many years ago, simply playing with her boobs, whenever, and wherever we could, watching and hearing her get off that way. Not too surprisingly, I was soon sitting there with a massive erection still thinking about it. Something that didn't go unnoticed either as my wife had soon after dropped her hand down into my lap beneath the table, and began stroking it through my pants. For once, I was glad I hadn't wore beige slacks, which I'd almost put on.
**
It was now getting late, nearing the end of the evening. I'd already convinced Stacy into having lunch with me sometime in the very near future, though Marsha had actually one upped me, inviting her over for dinner one evening in addition to that. We soon after made our farewells, saying goodnight to a few others and then left, though not before I had given Stacy an affectionate kiss on the cheek before doing so.
"Well, all in all, I'd say the evening went rather well," Marsha spoke shortly after we'd arrived home and were preparing for bed, though by the evil wicked grin on my wife's face, I could see it would be a long time yet before we actually planned on sleeping. As aroused as I was, I didn't mind that. We could after all sleep in the following day, so one of our marathon sex sessions seemed to be exactly what the doctor had ordered.
"I'm going to fix myself a drink, would you like one?" she asked. I was already lying in bed, prick in hand at full mast waiting on her.
"Sure, why not?" I grinned, waving my dick back and forth towards her temptingly. She grinned, winked.
"Hold that...thought," she smiled and then hurriedly disappeared downstairs to fix our drinks before rejoining me.
I waited patiently, and then heard her returning a few minutes later coming back up the stairs. Once again, I fisted my rock hard cock, all swollen, purple and angry looking, pointing it towards the doorway. The look on her face as she entered wasn't one I expected. To begin with, it wasn't my wife's. It was Stacy's.
"What the...?" I didn't quite finish, shocked, surprised, stunned was more like it as Stacy stood there in the doorway looking at me. She was entirely naked, as was my wife, as a moment later, she stepped behind her, the two of them now standing together looking at me as I lay there in disbelief.
"Surprise!" Marsha grinned.
"How the hell?"
Marsha chuckled, now leading Stacy into our bedroom. "I convinced her earlier, in the bathroom, after our tour through the showers," she informed me. "At first of course...she was reluctant, hesitant to do this. But I assured her I was ok with it, and thought it might be a good way for the two of you to at least become friends again. Things ended between the two of you on such a bad note, so anyway...I convinced her to do this with me. And besides, I wanted to watch her cum while you...and me, played with her tits."
I still couldn't believe I was seeing this, hearing this, but as the two of them approached the bed and then crawled into it on either side of me, I knew then, I actually wasn't dreaming.
"You're sure about this?" I asked my wife once again.
"Baby? I wouldn't miss seeing this for the world!" she told me, and then reached over actually fondling one of Stacy's breasts even before I did. Stacy moaned softly, wantonly, already giving in to the too long, unfulfilled urge of having her breasts toyed with just the way she liked it. I soon after joined my wife, now touching, kissing, and eventually sucking on the other one, just as she was. True to form, it wasn't long before Stacy had what would be the first, and certainly not the last, of her breastgasms, as my own wife actually referred to it then. Telling Stacy in the process that I had indeed shared with my wife pretty much everything about our past history together, including the pet name I had once given her.
It became a blur of sensual delight after that. It had been a long time since I'd had my tongue inside Stacy's cunt, licking her, sucking her clit, and teasing her as I once remembered doing. My own wife, sitting on my prick, feeling it embedded so deeply inside her, the two girls, laughing, teasing, pleasuring one another as they sat atop me, playing with one another's breasts. Naturally, Stacy came, though be it from what I was doing, or Marsha, or a combination of both, no longer mattered. Marsha too enjoyed a nice screaming orgasm as well, triggering the first of my own as I jettisoned what felt like a gallon of cream into my wife's wonderfully delicious, sweet feeling pussy.
I was soon after treated to another fantasy of my own, as both women lay to either side of me, taking turns feeding one another my prick, often licking and lapping at it together, sucking it, and then even kissing one another with my once again rock hard cock sandwiched between the two them. I took selfish delight in just laying there, watching them as they worked my prick together, finally bringing me to the edge soon after. I lay, watching my spunk suddenly leaping from the head of my cock as the two of them playfully fought over it, squirting and showering one another with my essence before going back to sucking and licking me. They likewise did the same to one another, which was even more erotic and sensual the way I saw it.
I had finally rolled away, off the bed, collecting myself and taking a breather. I sat down in one of our nearby lounge chairs, sipping my drink, content to watch the two of them. I had never seen, nor witnessed what could only be described as a titty-suck "69", though that's exactly what it was. The two of them positioned just enough they could simultaneously pleasure one another's breasts, hearing their respective, mutual moans and groans as they did so. I don't think I ever remember seeing my wife's nipples as hard or as firm as they were now. And seeing Stacy's again too, remembering back then how they had looked like, felt like when I'd pleasured her before. Now watching as my wife did the playing, pleasuring, as she in turned was on the receiving end as well as Stacy likewise played with her.
It wasn't long before I was sitting there once again, rock hard and stiff, feeling more like a teenager as opposed to a forty-something. I sat watching, and then heard what was unmistakably the sound of my wife having an orgasm. I had heard it so many times before, knew when she was, was she felt as she did. And this was a rather intense one.
I was actually feeling a bit jealous, oddly enough. My wife had just experienced her first ever breastgasm, and I wasn't the one who had given it to her either!
I sat there for the longest time, perfectly content to watch the two of them laying there together, almost leisurely touching, caressing one another softly until they both eventually looked up, glancing towards me, giggling. I looked down at myself, a long thin string of cum drool hanging from the end of my cock. Up until that moment, I wasn't even aware of it, too engrossed in watching the two of them together, my beautiful lovely wife, and my very ex, but very dear girlfriend.
"I think we need to pay some attention to him again," Marsha suggested playfully. "Only this time, I get his face," she added.
Seconds later, my wife was doing just that, as for only the second time, I felt my cock slipping inside Stacy's cunt, the warmth of her very wet pussy bathing it, just as my wife's delicious tasting pussy began rubbing against my face. I sighed in the moment, pleasurably.
It had been one hell of a reunion, in more ways than one, but more importantly, the ghosts of the past had been put away. All was right with the world again, and especially as I now knew, Marsha was capable of having her own breastgasms.
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Her name was Robin, she was a new hire and my boss had asked me to specifically take her under my wing and show her the ropes. I had noticed her sitting outside my bosses office when he called me in, surmising when I did that she was most likely one of the new employee's we'd recently hired on with the increase in workload we'd recently been experiencing.
At least I hoped she was, she was very attractive looking, though a bit on the slim side. I knocked and then entered Jim's office closing the door behind me.
"Wipe the smile off your face," he told me before I'd even managed to get a word out edgewise. He looked up through his window over towards where Robin was patiently waiting outside. "She's gay," he said simply enjoying the surprised expression on my face a second after he'd said that.
"Now how the hell do you know that?" I asked in response. "It's not one of the questions you can ask on the interview as far as I know," I told him still wondering how it was that he knew that. Jim laughed.
"She was in the parking lot when I arrived, saw her get out of a car, but not before leaning over to kiss her girlfriend, partner, or whatever she was they call them these days," he told me.
"Maybe it was just a friend, or her sister," I questioned, once again seeing him smile and then laugh.
"Fuck Brad, even I don't kiss my own wife like that anymore," he informed me. "So unless things have changed since I grew up with my sister, I'd say it was someone she's obviously quite familiar with."
"Damn," I thought to myself. "A lesbian!"
It wasn't the fact that Robin was a lesbian, or appeared to be. There were a couple of others who worked here that were, and I was pretty good friends with both of them. Though admittedly, each of them looked more the part as opposed to the way Robin appeared. Though she was a bit on the slim side for my tastes at the time, and not having what one would call large breasts, which were in fact noticeably small, she was still a very attractive looking woman. She wore her light brown hair long in a ponytail, and stood at about five and a half feet tall. But her smile when I'd even glanced at her had immediately grabbed me and caught my interest in her in the first place. It was very alluring. So it was a bit of a bummer for me to hear she was gay when John told me that tid bit of information. It was the fact this was just one more woman who I now knew I couldn't even entertain thoughts towards that had put a damper on things, not that I had any real chance anyway. I was several years older than Robin was for one, another deterrent, but now even simple friendly flirtatious fun seemed to be out of the question.
I soon stepped outside Jim's office, introduced myself to her, and began showing Robin around. Another thing I liked about her was her bubbly, easy-going personality. It wasn't long before we were chatting away like we'd been friends for a long time. Lesbian or no, she seemed to take to me as a friend, and it wasn't long before the two of us were actually looking at it that way.
Several month's had passed. As we both smoked, we quite naturally went outside during our breaks together, and that led to taking lunches together as well. Before long, we really were pretty good friends, and that eventually opened the door to talking about anything and everything. I don't know what was said, or how the conversation turned in the direction it did one day, but we were discussing relationships (hers and mine with our partners) and I had learned she'd been involved with several women over a period of time. Unfortunately as I soon learned, that seemed to be very typical of a lot of lesbian relationships. She'd been in and out of many with several women, though also interestingly enough, had remained friends with each of them afterwards as well. But as I said...somehow the conversation turned towards sex in general, and over time, this too got to be more and more open, intimate and uninhibited. Robin and I were soon able to discuss just about anything, which then led to what was mine (and probably ninety percent of the male population out there) regarding two women (or even more than two) being together sexually. Quite naturally of course, she laughed at that. But the most surprising thing came, when she admittedly told me, lesbian or no...she found me interesting, and though she'd never really had any sexual interest in men, admittedly had found herself being a little curious about that lately. Her hint didn't go unnoticed, and our flirtation seemed to slowly escalate after that. It was still several weeks later though before things took a sudden dramatic and totally unexpected turn in our relationship. Since I didn't live too terribly far away from her, she'd asked me if I could come over on the weekend and help her move some furniture around at her place. Quite naturally, I had agreed to do so. By now of course, I had also met her partner who'd accepted me somewhat as a friend, though not nearly in the same way Robin had of course. Thankfully, I had learned that Tina wouldn't be there as she would be working, which is also why Robin needed my help to begin with.
They had just purchased a new entertainment center, which is why we had to move so much around, getting it set up and everything rearranged. It was during this that I happened to notice they had a stash of dirty movies as we went about replacing things. Oddly enough, most of them were heterosexual in nature. Which I was surprised at, figuring that lesbians would prefer seeing and watching other women together. And not that they didn't have a good deal of those movies too, they did...but they had at least an equal amount of good old "fuck flicks" as we called them.
"I thought lesbians didn't enjoy looking at naked men," I said curiously. Robin of course laughed at that, answering.
"Just because I prefer being with women doesn't mean I can't enjoy looking at men too. I do find certain things about them interesting," she'd stated.
"Oh? Like what?" I pressed enjoying the direction this conversation was suddenly going in.
"Just because I haven't fucked a man, doesn't mean I haven't wondered about what it would feel like," she told me. "And...I do enjoy watching it from time to time," she added, "though I've not actually seen it, outside of watching a few porn movies. But admittedly, it is sort of interesting to see a guy cum," she'd said simply, surprising me a little when she'd said that. "Maybe one day, I'll actually see a guy do that."
"You mean you've never actually seen a guy squirt? Aside from porn movies?" I questioned incredulously, to which she'd responded no, she actually hadn't.
"Why? You offering?"
We had joked around before, I didn't see this as any different than that, joking back, or so I thought anyway. "All you have to do is ask," I'd responded not at all expecting the look of surprise on her face as she took me quite seriously.
"Really? You would? You'd jerk off for me and let me watch?"
Now it was getting interesting. We'd just passed from joking around to actually considering it, or at least she was anyway. And though I didn't really think I'd be too terribly shy about doing that for her, I also didn't look forward to feeling awkward and uncomfortable while doing it either. But again, I was also still treating all this like an ongoing somewhat flirtatious topic of conversation rather than any of it becoming real.
"I'd have to have something to keep the interest up...if you know what I mean," I laughed back.
"We could put on one of the movies for you to look at while you do," she suggested, which is when I realized, she really was being quite serious about all this.
"Well, that might help yes...but,"
"But?"
"If I'm actually seriously considering doing this, I'd much rather have something real to look at while I do," I told her, hinting at, and not at all expecting her to comply with my wishes. Which in a way, I was figuring would bring a rapid end to the direction we'd been heading in.
"So in other words...you want to see me naked while you jerk off."
"Only fair," I responded back, once again not expecting her to do it.
"Ok, but...no touching, just looking," she informed me.
I couldn't believe I'd just heard what I had. But in the next minute, I was actually following her into her bedroom where she proceeded to undress, first slipping out of her jeans, and then her wife-beater tee shirt as I slowly began undressing myself, still half expecting her to yell out "April fools" or some such thing, and make me feel like a total and complete idiot for believing her. That didn't happen however. Minutes later, I was looking at her totally naked now as she lay down on her bed, patting a place for me to sit closely next to her.
"So I can watch you," she informed me quite seriously. "I want to see how you do it, how a guy pleasures himself, and then watch you cum." She told me.
"Are you..."
"I don't know. We'll see. See if I get horny watching you...so maybe," was all she said though it was obvious she hadn't as yet made up her mind yet about pleasuring herself.
As I said previously, she didn't have very large breasts. But she did have two very hard, very firm thick nipples, which were sitting quite sensually on two well-rounded little mounds that immediately got my cock standing on end. Now I am not a large guy, not by any means, but I'm not small either. Average sized perhaps, though a bit thicker around than some. But I swear, I was about as hard as I had ever been as I sat there looking at her. And though she wasn't shaved, she was neatly trimmed, her cute little pubic patch in a perfect "V" shape just above her very pink (and yes) very wet glistening pussy lips, which I began drooling over as I sat beside her, looking at her.
"Well? Are you going to stroke it? Or just sit there and stare at me?" she asked.
"Both," I responded as I finally began playing with myself, my hand slowly stroking my cock up and down, eventually squeezing the tip and forcing out a nice fat droplet of lubrication which I began smearing around the head of my prick.
"Ooh, nice. Do that again!" she asked me. I did so, quickly producing yet again another nice fat little droplet of precum fuck juice. Only this time, she surprised me when she quickly gathered it up with her fingers, though barely even grazing me as she did so. I watched in abject fascination as she held it between her two fingers, smearing it around, feeling it, and then once again surprising me as she lifted it up to her nose smelling it. For a moment, I wondered if she might even taste it, though she didn't.
"Not much different than myself," she told me.
It was too perfect a moment to pass up, so I didn't. "Show me," I asked simply hoping she would. Robin hesitated, thinking about it, but then reached down between her legs. She was indeed wet, and her essence glistened wetly on her fingers as she held them up to me. Only I didn't hesitate at all, yes...smelling her first, drinking in her intoxicating aroma, but then as I held her hand, I mouthed her fingers sucking them off. She pulled back, but not so much that she forced her hand away as I held it, still sucking them before relenting, giving her fingers back. She looked at me with curious interest.
"Damn...sweet juice!" I told her, seeing her reaction.
"Really? You think so? Half the time I wonder if Tina thinks that," she told me openly. "We hardly even do anything anymore," she then added. I had known through our conversations that her relationship with Tina wasn't as good as it had once been. Which is why perhaps Robin had even allowed things to go this far between us. I myself wasn't doing very well in my own marriage, another very frequent topic of conversation, so in essence that was just one more thing we had in common, when Robin and I should have had much of anything in common which had brought us to this point in the first place.
"Oh yeah, I do," I told her. "You have a very sweet tasting pussy, though admittedly, I'd prefer more of a direct contact to confirm that." I'd said.
That she laughed at, "Yeah...you wish," she'd teased, letting me know in no uncertain terms, that was in fact out of the question. "You do know that's not going to happen," she then continued. "But...I will say this, you have gotten me horny talking and thinking about it. So...for you, as long as you continue yourself, you can watch me get myself off while I watch you, how's that?"
Under the circumstances, it was more than I would have expected. Hell, I hadn't anticipated any of this happening when I'd come over in the first place. And now...here I was in Robin's bedroom, the two of us totally naked, watching one another masturbate!
Just sitting there watching her masturbate as she lay beside me soon had me hovering on the edge, and I told her so. "Fuck Robin, I'm going to shoot soon," I told her feeling that all too familiar tingly feeling begin to tighten my balls. She sat up at that, scooting even closer towards me, looking down at my rock hard fat prick as I stroked it.
"Tell me when," she said hotly, the lusty tone of voice, one I hadn't really heard her use before suddenly coming out.
"Don't worry...I think you'll know," I responded all ready starting to grit my teeth.
Seconds later, I groaned as the first massive spurt of my cum flew from the tip of my cock, splashing far up against my own chest. Even Robin seemed surprised by seeing it, even though she was aware I was about to. One after another I began squirting thick ropes of sperm, which escaped from my prick, Robin sitting there watching them, watching me, and smiling in wicked surprise the entire time. Afterwards, I sat back, thoroughly satiated, though now feeling a bit meek and somewhat apprehensive as Robin got up out of the bed and ran off to get me a wash cloth to clean up with. As I did so, she began getting dressed again.
"Hey...aren't you?"
She didn't let me finish what was obvious. "No, perhaps later," she informed me. "I have trouble enough getting myself off as it is," she informed me. "And I doubt seriously that I could, with you watching," she finished. Disappointed that I wasn't going to see her get herself off, I still had to admit it was an unexpected, and unbelievable afternoon we'd just spent together, though I likewise didn't feel it was one that was very likely to ever be repeated either. And as expected, things sort of went back to being normal again after that, though days later at work I had mentioned the fact my wife was going out of town on a trip with her sister for a week.
Now it just so happened that I had a nice hot tub in the back yard. I'd even mentioned it once, inviting Robin to come over and sit in it, though back then, it had been one of those wishful teases, and not one in which I figured she'd ever accept in coming over to actually do, especially as I'd told her back then, it was a "no clothes" hot tub.
What actually surprised me, was when she brought it up again first. "So...home all alone are we?" she teased mockingly.
"Yeah, I will be. Why?"
"Well, maybe...I might actually take you up on that offer to come over and tub with you," she stated, seeing the smile on my face, though she immediately wiped most of that off a second later. "Provided I can bring someone with me," she then added.
I figured it would of course be Tina, though even that surprised me somewhat, I couldn't quite imagine that one either all things considered.
"Who?"
A while back Robin had told me about another of her friends Stacy. A girl who she had in fact once been involved with a few years back. And as I said, had still remained friends with even though the two of them were no longer intimate. What I also knew however, according to Robin anyway, Stacy still had the hot's for her, which is one of the reasons she still hung around perhaps...hoping for something more than that.
"Ok if I invite Stacy over?" she asked.
"Yeah, sure...I guess," I said somewhat disappointedly, then reminding her. "As long as you're both aware, I was being serious when I said it's a no clothes hot tub."
"Oh, don't worry about that," Robin told me. "The least of Stacy's problems is being naked, around guys or girls. If anything, she'll be ogling me half the night, hoping perhaps that something might happen while we're all tubing together."
"Wishful thinking," I said nodding my head in appreciation of that. To which Robin merely smiled, winking at me.
As the weekend approached, I got more and more antsy about the two of them actually coming over, half expecting Robin to call me, and back out at the last moment. To my surprise however, the two of them showed up just as she said they would be. I'd already gone out to the tub ahead of them, waiting as I watched them come outside wrapped in a couple of large terry cloth towels. Needless to say, it was quite a delight to see two naked (lesbians) as they removed their towels hanging them up, and stepping down into the tub sitting across from me. Unlike Robin, Stacy had fairly large breasts, which I had actually laughed at a while back when Robin had shared with me the fact she had an eye for large breasted women too. It was almost comical when I realized the two of us were simultaneously checking Stacy out as she climbed in. Wearing her hair fairly short, Stacy was more cute than attractive, but still certainly nice to look at, though I noticed she was totally shaved as opposed to the way Robin was even though she kept her pubic patch neatly trimmed.
"I can't believe you went back to wearing a rug again," she'd commented after getting in. Obviously, it had been a while since Stacy had seen Robin in the nude.
"Tina prefers it that way," she'd said simply. "She thinks I look too much like a little girl if I don't...sort of freaks her out a little," she somewhat giggled at thinking about it. I could see Tina's point to be honest, if she did, she would look considerably younger than she actually was, even with her small breasts, she would have looked far younger than her years.
We soon after engaged in some rather mundane idle chit-chat getting to know one another, but it was looking more and more like to me at least, that there wasn't going to be anything even remotely close to what Robin and I had shared or done a few weeks back. Little did I know! Maybe Robin knew Stacy far better than I did obviously, and had an idea of what might happen once Stacy got comfortable with things, which is basically what happened.
"I've always wanted to get one of these," Stacy had commented, smiling provocatively.
"She enjoys getting herself off against the jets," Robin quipped slyly, revealing Stacy's secret.
"Be my guest," I then stated, once again not expecting her to actually do that, but I was quickly learning that just about anything was possible, especially when you were least expecting it.
Without saying anything one way or the other, Stacy actually moved over to one of the corners where the jets were particularly strong. Admittedly, I'd leaned into them a time or two myself, though I hadn't mentioned that at the time. But I was somewhat surprised when Stacy positioned herself over one of them, obviously enjoying the sensation of the pulsating jet against her pussy. She made no bones about the pleasure she was feeling either as she knelt there, moaning audibly as Robin and I looked on.
"Told you she was a naughty girl," Robin teased speaking to me, though I could hear the excitement in her tone of voice as she spoke.
"You call me naughty...you're the one sitting here in a hot tub naked with a naked man," she shot back. "And me..." she said grinning, still humping herself against the powerful jet in the tub, obviously nearing climax.
"I just invited you so you could suck his cock," Robin shot back, her comment totally taking me by surprise, off guard as my mouth dropped open. Before I could respond to that one way or the other, Robin turned towards me. "Yeah, believe it or not...into girls as much as she is, she still enjoys giving the occasional blowjob now and then."



I looked over towards Stacy, expecting her to deny that, but she merely smiled. "You'd enjoy watching me doing that wouldn't you?" She asked, then asking me. "Would you like that?" She then said. "Me giving you head while Robin watched? Maybe she'll even learn something."
"Ok you two, knock it off," I said half seriously. "You're getting me all hard and horny here, and I'm going to end up sitting here in the tub long after you're gone because of it."
It was at that moment that Robin made things perfectly clear to all of us. "Whatever happens...if anything is to happen, stays here," she said seriously. "Agreed?"
Like I was going to complain about that, though I said nothing merely nodding my head yes, still wondering if she was being serious, or if Stacy would even go along with that in the first place. I should have known better. Robin was correct, Stacy still had the hot's for her, and if that meant including me in their dalliance, she was all for it.
As I trailed the girls back into the house, and upstairs towards the bedroom, I was still stunned that any of this was actually happening. Even as the two of them climbed into the bed, nude, and so wonderfully displayed as they began fondling one another, I thought I had actually died and gone to heaven. Being the "straight" male here, I wasn't at all sure of my role in any of this, and for the moment just stood there by the side of the bed watching them, as was my rock hard cock as it stood out in front of me anxiously excited.
"I think he's feeling left out," Stacy commented a few minutes later, then grinned from ear to ear as both girls reached up, grabbing my arms and pulling me down into the bed between the two of them.
"Remember Brad, if you ever want to do anything like this again, what happens here...stays here, ok? Not a word!"
If writing it in blood had helped, I'd have done it. But my simple assurance seemed to be enough as moments later I was doing something that I had up until now only imagined. I was lying contentedly between Robin's outstretched legs, devouring her precious, juicy little cunt with my tongue. Stacy in the meantime was sitting on Robin's face while she devoured her friends.
Not only was she sweet tasting, but she was slippery as hell. Slipping first one, and then two fingers inside her, I added finger-fucking that hot juicy quim as I teased her hard little clit mercilessly. After several minutes of mutual pleasure in doing this, I could hear Robin's sudden panting, her legs all but squeezing my head between as she clamped down.
"Holy fucking shit!" Stacy exclaimed hearing and seeing that herself. "You're actually going to make her cum! She hardly ever did with me...at least not THAT fast!" she said honestly in surprise.
Ok sure, it was an ego stroke to say the least, perhaps it was the pent up thrill and excitement that had triggered it so quickly. I seriously doubt it was my expertise in the art of cunnilingus, I mean after all, who better than another girl to eat pussy? Still...well after the fact, Robin had told me it had felt just as good, and in some ways even better than a lot of girls she'd been with. Once again, another ego stroke, but I certainly didn't mind either. Eating Robin's pussy would after that, become a very frequent ritual whenever we could manage it.
"My turn!" Stacy had then said, switching places. As Robin lay off to one side recovering, she was also content and aroused to watch as I now began to go down on Stacy's bare pussy, tonguing it and playing with her in much the same way. Try as I might however, Stacy didn't climax. So in a way, that was a bit of a reality check. Though I later learned it very often took Stacy quite a while to cum, regardless of who she was with. But she had told Robin how much she'd enjoyed it anyway, which I believe she had, moaning and groaning and squirming around there on the bed. Even though she never did quite leap off the edge.
Oddly enough, Robin still hadn't as yet actually touched me, so it was Stacy who did so first basically, though it was Robin's coaxing her into doing so that brought it about. Sure enough, she soon began sucking me much to my delight and surprise, though still oddly, it was Robin who I lay there looking at, thinking about, and who I was honestly now wishing was sucking my prick as opposed to her friend, even though it certainly felt good.
"You'd better not fucking cum in my mouth," was her only warning to me, and I assured her I'd let her know well before then. She might not have bitten it off if I had, but I wasn't about to take any chances either. Minutes later I gave her fair warning, so she sat back, now jerking me as the two of them soon watched my prick going off like a volcano, spraying torrents of cum everywhere, much to both of their delights.
That was Friday.
It was nearing late in the afternoon on Saturday when Robin called me.
"Hey Brad, you feel up to having some company again?" She asked.
I laughed, expecting her to say that she and Stacy would be coming over again. "Sure, what the hell, why not? That was certainly fun last night...looking to do that again?" I asked.
"Yeah, only just me this time," she stated. There was a tone in her voice that told me there was more to this that what met the eye, but we quickly made plans for her to come over as soon as she wanted to, which was barely twenty minutes later. We didn't even bother with the hot tub this time, simply falling into bed almost the moment she came into the door. I made movement to once again go down on her, but she surprised me by pushing me back. "Not yet...I want to do something first," she then stated, and then tentatively, almost cautiously, I felt her small hand reach for, and then wrap itself around my stiff dick. It was pure heavenly pleasure just to feel Robin familiarize herself with me, fondling my cock, skimming her hand almost too lightly up and down my shaft, finally squeezing it, seeking the droplet of precum that she now knew she would find there. This time when she did, she leaned over, actually licking it up, and then low and behold, drew my rock hard cock into her mouth!
"Fuck!" I moaned pleasurably. Now, don't get me wrong. It's not like she was suddenly an expert at sucking my dick. She wasn't. At first, it was almost too light, almost as though she were afraid to wrap her lips around it and actually suck it. And even when she finally did, there was more hand action than mouth action. But that wasn't what was on my mind at the moment anyway. It was seriously the thrill of her doing something she had never done before, and wanting to. And more importantly, actually enjoying it when she did. As I had done with Stacy, I eventually warned Robin of my impending release. For a moment, she even hesitated as though contemplating that aspect of it too...but then at the last moment, removed her mouth from around my shaft just as the first surge of my climax raced up the length of my dick, splashing erotically against her twin tender little tits, bathing them each in a copious spending that covered almost both of her cute little boobs entirely.
I lay by her side afterwards, rubbing the cum-lotion into her skin until it had all but been absorbed, only then inching down once again between her legs, softly licking her, teasing her until she was again moaning and groaning pleasurably beneath me.
As I slid one finger inside her sweet slippery little box, teasing her that was as I likewise suckled her hard little clit, I now did something else I had done before of course, though not to her, wondering as I made the attempt, if she'd even let me. Some women didn't. And with Robin, under the circumstance, I had no idea if she'd allow it either.
Using her own free-flowing juices, and some of my own spit, I began teasing the opening of her cute little ass. I took plenty of time hinting at what I was contemplating, giving her plenty of time to say no, especially as I now probed just barely with the tip of my finger, massaging her there, though continually adding more and more lubricant as time passed. When I was sure that she was open to the idea, had had plenty of chance to tell me know, or squirm away, I then pressed with my middle finger, my index finger already deeply impaled inside her, my lips now locking over, sucking deeply her stiff clit.
"Oh fuck! Fuck! Yes Brad, yes!" she actually cried out as my middle finger slipped deeply inside her. I now scissored her, each finger working around inside her simultaneously, in and out, in and out as I continued sucking, lapping, and happily teasing her clit unmercifully until I felt Robin arch her back suddenly. She stiffened, silently for a moment, and then this earth shattering scream came out of nowhere as she climaxed. I now slowed my efforts in conjunction with her coming down, or rather floating down from whatever height she had risen to. And there I languished between her legs, gently, ever so softly licking her until after a time I felt her responding once again. Only then did I again increased the tempo, the pressure, until I felt her spin off into yet another almost simultaneous orgasm. I don't know how many times I repeated that process, loosing track in the end of how many times she had cum. Eventually however, Robin pushed me away, totally spent, exhausted, and honestly surprised.
Sitting up, looking down at her, I actually laughed, causing her some concern at first when I did.
"What's so funny?"
She was so flushed, her face, her neck, but especially her cute little breasts. Her chest was beet red. "I think I will call you Little Robin Red Breast," I told her. Because she was, and because at that moment she looked so wonderfully vulnerable, so openly beautiful and spent. I wanted to devour her again, but she honestly wouldn't let me anywhere's near her...for a while anyway.
We fell asleep together then. It wasn't for very long, perhaps an hour at the most. I woke up with her hand once again stroking my cock, making it stand once again stiff and straight. Once it was, she moved over to straddle me. I looked at her curiously. "Are you sure?"
"No...I'm not really," she honestly answered. "But if I don't do this now, I'm not sure I ever will either."
Now to be honest here. It's not like Robin was a virgin with an intact hymen or anything like that. I knew for a fact as she'd eventually told me she obviously enjoyed masturbating with toys, and had been doing so for years. But this would be her very first time with a man, and I didn't want to disappoint her for one, nor make the experience something less than what she was looking for either. In a way, I felt very much responsible for whatever happened next. I was glad however, that I'd had an orgasm a bit earlier myself, I knew that I wouldn't have any trouble coming far too soon the second time around. I was determined to last as long as it was necessary, in order to please her in whatever form that took.
Even then, I damn near caved in.
In addition to the silkiness of her sweet wet pussy, the mere thought of this being the first time ever she'd had a man's cock actually inside her exponentially added to the heightened arousal of the shared moment between us. I allowed Robin to set the pace, the depth, as she slowly lifted herself up, and then down once again, allowing herself to get used to the feel of my cock buried so deeply inside her. It wasn't long however before she was humping herself against me, thrusting up and down almost furiously, impaling herself on my shaft. I reached up, locating her hard little nipples, tweaking them, pulling on them with my fingers, increasing the pleasure and the sensation as she fucked me.
Once again when she finally came, she thrashed wildly about, crying out, her face, neck and chest again reminding me of the name I had given her. It was something I would always be reminded of now whenever I thought of her name, heard it, or saw her.
"My Little Red Breasted Robin," a slight modification of the original perhaps. But it was how I would always remember her after that.
Robin was literally insatiable. And I loved it. As much as I truly enjoyed eating her out, and continued to do so as often as I could, fucking...for us, had become an Olympic event!
Robin wanted to try it all, do it all...in every position imaginable, which we did. There were some of course that were awkward, even perhaps silly, but still we tried them did them. There were others too that we most often went back to do again when the mood for us was more combined mutual satisfying pleasure, when that was indeed what we more than anything else, wanted to experience with one another.
One of her favorites, and mine, was when she would lay down flat on her tummy. It was an almost indescribable sensation when I would ease myself in to that hot, tight little snatch of hers, my legs on the outside of hers, forcing hers together, only my cock splitting the distance inside. I would then lay upon her, supporting my weight so as not to burden her any, but holding her close still, moving in and out of her, hardly able to move at times, though just enough. Only when the pleasure became too intense, would I then lift up, more sitting than lying, and then thrust deeply and quickly into her from behind. Robin's climaxes, her orgasms I think, and as she later admitted to, where the most intense this way.
After that, whenever and wherever we could, we did. Either at her place or at mine, whenever the opportunity arose for either one of us. I fucked her standing up, supporting her entire weight with her legs wrapped about my waist. We fucked doggy-style, which was almost as pleasurable as when we did it laying down together. But in hindsight, I don't think there was a single position that we didn't try, that wasn't fun and exciting.
What I hadn't planned on, nor expected to happen did. I had begun to fall in love with her. I should have known better in the first place to have ever gotten involved with her to begin with. That was my first mistake. Being twice her age was another. But at the time, I wasn't thinking all that clearly. My own marriage as I now knew would be coming to an end. There was no way of trying to save it, it had been long over even before I'd gotten so deeply involved with Robin. It had been only a matter of time now anyway. And Robin too was struggling with her own emotions. Still living with her partner, though it had been a while for the two of them now since they'd even been intimate, I knew that Robin was struggling with that, as well as now openly enjoying her relationship with a man...me.
And because of all this, I certainly wasn't expecting what was about to happen next.
It had finally gotten to the point where Robin and Tina had sat down and had a pretty lengthy discussion about what was, and what wasn't happening between them anymore. Though I had pretty much thrown in the towel myself, Robin wasn't quite ready to do the same thing on her end, though she had determined to pretty much tell Tina what she was thinking and going through. Worried, she informed me she was going to tell Tina she'd been having thoughts about me, and was curious about being with me, even though we had long since passed that stage. I wasn't entirely in agreement with that, but it was her call, and I knew she needed to put things out in the open, even if she went the long way around in doing that. What she did was tell Tina she'd decided to have sex with me, as she wanted to experience what it was like, being with a man.
What neither one of us expected, was when Tina insisted on being there when it happened.
When Robin first told me about it, I assumed she meant that Tina would be sitting there watching us perhaps, though even then I wasn't sure that was such a very good idea either. But when she then informed me, she planned on being a participant, I was honestly, and frankly stunned, as was Robin.
Needless to say I was nervous as hell, anxious and worried when I drove over to their place. They'd both had a little to drink however, which had loosened them both up considerably, certainly not drunk, not by a long shot...but I was only too glad to join them and catch up. Admittedly, the thought that I would soon be in bed with the two of them, and that part of that would be Robin and I (supposedly) having intercourse for the first time was weird enough, but that Tina now was as enthusiastic about it as she appeared to be, was a little unsettling.
By now Robin had shaved her pussy again, never heard what Tina had thought about her doing that, as hers was just the way Robin's had been when I'd first seen her. They were built very similar, though Tina did have slightly larger breasts, though not by much. It was again in another weird way, almost like being in bed with sisters, not quite twins perhaps, but damn close enough. Almost tentatively, I watched the two of them touch one another, fondling each other. It was obvious it had been a while for either one of them since they had. Emotionally I was in fact struggling with it, and again...probably should have turned around and gone home, it might have saved me a bit of heartache in the long run, though probably not.
Instead of course, I wound up in bed with the two of them. I even went down on Tina, as Robin sucked and played with me. And though it took a while, she eventually climaxed, something that surprised Robin, as well as myself and Tina for that matter. After that, it was time to do what I'd supposedly been invited there to do, and while Tina watched of course. I slowly, taking my time...ensuring that Robin was ok with it all, though we'd of course done it countless times already by now, finally entered her. We slowly fucked, almost quietly in comparison to all the other times we'd been together. It was almost surreal. I didn't cum in her either, (which I'd been asked not to do) though both Tina as well as Robin took some measure of delight in the copious amount of my spending as I almost completely saturated Robin's breasts, once again seeing them redden with her pleasure, as I soon after knelt between her legs, licking and sucking her until she had had several orgasms in a row.
Ironically, it wasn't our fucking that later caused their final and eventual permanent breakup, it was Robin's climaxing so easily, and so many times in a row through my going down on her that did it. It wasn't long after that, that they finally split up for good. And it wasn't long after that, that my wife and I also decided our own marriage was finished as well.
I now made my last and final mistake. I told Robin I loved her. Things changed after that, rapidly and quickly. I saw her less and less for one. She was off doing other things, being busy, and as I later learned, seeing someone else. Even then, I would hear from her out of the blue, we'd get together, fuck like crazy, just like old times, and then she'd disappear on me once again.
She knew how I felt, and even though I now knew she was also seeing someone else, I still loved her, still wanted her, but it was driving me to the point of insanity about this time. And then, just when I thought it couldn't get any worse, she simply disappeared one day, moved away and got married to another guy.
Pretty ironic the way things ended up perhaps. Though I guess I shouldn't be all that surprised by it, too much going against us both for starters. But I should have known better in the end. A lot of heartache as a result of having known her, been with her, loved her. My Little Robin Red Breast.
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Talk about being in the wrong place at the right time, or the right place at the wrong time, however you wanted to look at it. But...there I was!
It started out as a very typical Friday night. My parents would once again be playing cards with their best friends and neighbors at our place this week. I had a date with a girl I'd been going steady with for ages, though lately we'd been going through a pretty rough spot. I was hoping that tonight's date would smooth things out in our relationship again, especially since I had a late curfew on the weekend, meaning I didn't have to be home until 1:00 a.m, and always, always took advantage of it.
It was also a very important evening for me all the way around, Jayleen, my girlfriend had just recently turned eighteen, and had told me a while back on my eighteenth birthday, that once she had...she'd give me a very special gift when she did. Without saying it specifically, I had a pretty good idea of what she had meant. So far, all I'd done with her was a little booby fondling which had left me somewhat frustrated, and more than anxious to see how much further she was willing to go.
What had started out as a very promising evening soon turned to shit as I drove up in front of her house in preparation of picking her up. Her father met me out in front of the house and proceeded to inform me I was never again to step foot on their property. Confused, I barely managed to ask why, my eyes glued to his balled up fists, though thankfully, he kept them close to his side.
"You want to know why? I'll tell you why!" He screamed at me. "Because Jayleen's mother found the condoms in her purse that she bought for tonight...that's why!" He said continuing to glare at me. "Now...get your mother-loving, fucking ass off of my property!"
Technically, I wasn't on his property. I was still in my car sitting next to the curb. But it was a moot point nevertheless. All I could do was drive away and hope that somehow Jayleen and I would still be able to see one another. For the moment at least, the evening was totally shot.
**
It had been my intention to stop and get gas after picking her up as the station I preferred going to was just around the corner from where she lived. After the incident with her father, I forgot all about needing gas until my car started coughing a block and a half away from the house.
"Shit...Shit! Shit! Shit!" I said chastising myself, even pounding the steering wheel of my car in frustration as I let it coast out of gas over to the curb. I got out, locked it up, and then proceeded on foot back to my house with the intention of getting the spare gas can out of the garage. I planned on doing so quietly as I knew I'd catch even more shit from my father for being so stupid, and I wasn't about to let him pull an "I told you so," upon me seeing me return for the gas can.
I crept up alongside the house intending to cut back by the fence and then enter through the backdoor into the house, and from there into the garage, since I knew it would be locked on the outside. With luck, I'd be in and out without anyone the wiser, though I wasn't looking forward to the thirty minute walk to the nearest service station, and then back carrying a gallon of gas with me. But at least it would give me time to think about the shitty way the evening was now going.
I silently eased the backdoor open, stepping in as quietly as I could manage. Only a short distance away in the adjoining family room, I could hear my parents and their friends laughing and carrying on, all the while playing cards as they quite normally did. What wasn't normal was what I then heard as I took several steps towards the door leading into the garage. For a moment, I swore I hadn't heard right and froze in place listening.
"My straight beats your three of a kind Cindy," I heard my father say. "That means your bra!"
"Maybe he said draw," I told myself, though that really didn't make much sense. If he'd said what I thought I'd heard him say..." I mused, no longer quite so anxious to head into the garage. But...what to do? As I stood for a moment more thinking about it, I knew there was one other option. A bit risky, but a hell of a lot safer than standing here. And it wouldn't be the first time I'd done that to spy on my parents either, but even then, it was because I was secretly waiting to see what they'd gotten me for Christmas. It was nothing like the reasons I was planning for now.
It just so happened that the adjacent room next to mine, which included a shared bathroom, was a spare bedroom that was hardly ever used. As such, the door to it always remained open. The side window latch had been broken years ago, and I had used it before to sneak in and out of the house late at night without being discovered. During those days, I'd run around with my buddies in the middle of the night doing the sort of things most guys do during the summer after school was over. This however was again something else entirely.
It had been a while since I'd needed to use it, pleased to see that dad still hadn't discovered it was actually broken as I eased the window open and then slid in, stepping down onto the spare bed well out of sight and away from the door. Once inside, I then scooted along the wall until finally reaching my vantage point where I could safely see things, without being seen.
Several years ago my father had mirrored one entire wall of the rec-room. It had had the effect of making it appear much larger than it really was, which had been his intent. What he and mom didn't know, or hopefully at least didn't realize, was from the bedroom I was in, I could clearly see them where they were sitting at in the room, though they of course couldn't see me sitting there in the darkness. What I saw both surprised and shocked me initially, but it most certainly confirmed my earlier suspicions. They were playing what appeared to be strip poker with their friends and neighbors, as well as another couple who I was only vaguely familiar with.
Cindy, the neighbor had already taken off her bra, and was now sitting there topless, as was my mom. Dad still had everything on but his dress shirt, though Bob, Cindy's husband was already down to his boxers. Obviously, he'd had the worst of it so far.
"Same rules as last time?" Bob then asked as the good looking brunette whose name currently escaped me dealt the cards. But I wasn't really listening, too distracted as I could easily see Cindy's bare breasts, and a portion of my own mothers, though Dad's back was currently blocking me from seeing her more clearly.
"What do you say girls?" Dad asked. "Same rules as before?"
I heard a smattering of giggles, and then mom responding openly. "I'm certainly game if Cindy and Laurel are," she said. I didn't hear their individual answers to that, but there seemed to be mutual agreement all around as Laurel began dealing out the cards for the next hand.
I sat there in the dark mesmerized as I watched mom and dad sitting there playing strip poker with their friends. Hell, I hadn't even done that myself, though there'd been countless times that a few of my friends and I had tried getting our girlfriends to play. And only once had we even done so, the game ending at the first threat of a girl's bra coming off.
"Your bet," Dad told Cindy as she sat there looking at her cards. There was a momentary pause, and then she spoke.
"All in!"
"Damn!" John said, as I only then remembered hearing his name, and remembering his wife Laurel. "There goes my boxers!" he said jokingly, and then called. Everyone else folded. A second later there was a groan as John quickly realized he had lost once again.
"Well ladies...look's like John's the first one to achieve slave status for the rest of you," he laughed almost sounding like he was sorry for the guy, though excited too. I couldn't help but wonder what that meant, though I had something else to think about now too as I sat there in the dark with my cock suddenly tenting the front of my pants. Cindy had great looking tits. I'd secretly admired them before from afar, or whenever she'd come over to visit with mom over coffee, quite often stealing glances down the front of her blouse whenever she wasn't looking. And as nice as that very often was, this was jerk off material, and I was storing megabytes of it inside my head. Especially as Cindy began dealing the next round, her luscious tits with the twin pointed pink tips wobbling erotically in front of her as she did so.
I sat watching, listening for quite a while as more and more clothes came off, before long, everyone was down to only one or two items, and then John stayed in the game losing the next hand.
"You folded at the river John," Laurel teased her husband, which means...you have two slave acts to perform for Cindy and JoAnn."
I found myself holding my breath...wondering.
"Well let's see, I have a titty here that needs some sucking," Cindy announced.
"And I'll be the one to slap his ass while he does that," my own mother proclaimed, which frankly disturbed me a little, though I found it oddly arousing at the same time.
Obediently, I saw John stand up, his prick enormously hard when he did, as he uninhibitedly crawled over to where Cindy was sitting, and then stood between her legs, leaning over, drawing one of her beautiful tits between his lips as he began sucking it. My own mother had also stood, wearing nothing more than a simple black thong, which once again even I had to admit, looked damn fucking good on her. She stood behind John and with her hand, slapped his left cheek, and none too softly either, leaving a red mark on his behind as she soon after left one on his other cheek before retaking her seat.
"Damn!" I thought silently as I sat there, surprised at my own boldness as I reached down unzipping my fly in order to relieve some of the stress on my own turgid member.
The very next hand, everyone stayed in to the end, though I was beginning to see that losing wasn't nearly as bad as one might think, which I now knew was just part of the game, and a good excuse to continue playing. Laurel won, laughing as everyone, including my own parents finally stood and removed the last remnants of their clothing.
"Before we continue," Cindy stated as she stood. "I need a pee break, and maybe something else to drink before things get any crazier here, sound like a plan?" She then asked. There was immediate agreement all around as things momentarily broke up with everyone else heading out to the kitchen. Which was when I realized of course that Cindy would soon be heading my way in order to use the shared bathroom. I scooted a bit further back into the darkened room, well away from the door as she passed. I was certain she would have no idea I was even in there, but even so, the thought of her going into the bathroom next to me was a little unnerving. Especially when I heard her enter, sit down on the toilet, and begin peeing.
Why is it that in a situation like this, that the first thing that you think about, or worry about, like coughing, or sneezing becomes such a fear? I think for good reason, maybe about the time you start thinking about it, it's because it's about to happen, and you then realize that it is. I could feel a sneeze coming on, even as I heard the toilet flush I sat there fighting it, trying to hold it in.
Now, for anyone that's ever held a sneeze, it can be done. It's not pleasant necessarily, or very easy to do, but...I'd done it before, and knew without any doubt whatsoever, this was now one of those times. I now heard Cindy wash her hands, then the door to the bathroom opening just as I felt the sneeze. I snuffed it up, giving myself an internal head sneeze, effectively muffling the sound. But...what I didn't expect nor anticipate when I did that, was the sudden expulsion of air elsewhere. I farted. It wasn't like it was a loud fart, or a long one. Just a simple "burp-fart" but a fart nevertheless. Cindy walked from the bathroom past the doorway where I was sitting back in the darkness, and actually paused for a moment. For me at least an eternity passed as I sat there praying to the gods that be, that I wouldn't sneeze, cough, or fart again! It was only a second or so that she had, and then continued on back to the kitchen area just as everyone else was returning. I almost decided it was time to slip back outside the window in the event Cindy mentioned anything about what she thought she may have heard to my parents, but to my relief, I saw her simply sit down accepting a drink from my father without saying anything. I nearly left anyway until I heard mom speak, stopping me in my tracks.
"What's say we go straight to Kings and Queens?" she asked.
"Sounds good to me!" Dad agreed, though I wondered if they hadn't already decided to do so while they'd been in the kitchen.
"Too bad Mike and Doris couldn't be here tonight too!" Cindy exclaimed, then we'd have all four suits. As it is...guess we'll just have to play with the three," she finished saying, though everyone was obviously likewise in agreement that it was time to switch games. Though I'd never heard of a card game called Kings and Queens before.
"Ok, first round, five minutes, then ten, and so on?" Mom asked everyone, with everyone once again in agreement. "No matter who?" she added. There was a moment of obvious indecision as she said that.
"Come on John, you know the rules," Laurel reminded him. "If we play Queens and Queens, then it's only fair we get to see Kings and Kings," she stated. "So...what's it going to be tonight. Kings and Queens only? You know, we agreed in the beginning, it has to be a unanimous decision, otherwise we just keep it straight, nothing else."
Sheepishly he finally relented. "Ok, Queens and Queens," he said.
"And?"
"Kings and Kings too," he then added a bit more softly, though I heard my father laugh at him when he did so.
"Don't worry John, maybe whoever it is that's the joker that round won't make you do something you'd feel too squeamish doing," he chuckled once again as I sat there listening, now even more curious than before.
Cindy had obviously pulled out all the appropriate cards, including as I then saw, one of the two jokers from the boxes where the cards were normally kept, adding those to the very small deck of cards. "Ok everyone, draw!"
I guess it really didn't matter which card you drew, whether it was a King or a Queen, it was the suits that really mattered. Though I now understood the reference to the other part as they all did, moments later holding up and revealing their cards to one another. Mom was the first to let out a laugh, showing she held the joker, and then drawing the last remaining card, which hadn't been drawn, showing it to be the Queen of Hearts. John was showing the King of hearts and looked obviously relieved.
Dad held the King of Spades, Cindy the Queen, which then paired off Laurel and Bob together. After taking a look at all the various pairings, mom stood as though trying to decide something.
"Ok, for the next five minutes then, Steven?" Mom said addressing my father, "You're to lick Cindy's pussy, and Cindy? You suck Steven's cock in a side by side "69" together here on the floor," she told them both. "Laurel? I want Bob to fuck you doggy style." I saw Laurel grin from ear to ear, obviously she had a preference for that particular position as she blew mom a kiss in appreciation of that. "And as for you John..." mom leered at him suggestively. I just want you to sit on the table here while I suck that big fucking dick of yours!"
Now...if I might digress just a little here. If anyone where to run into my mother and father on the street, or come over to the house on Sunday for dinner, they would never, ever hear a single cuss word, or swear word come out of my mother's mouth, aside from the occasional "shit, damn, or hell," but that was about it. Never before in my entire life had I ever heard my own mother speak the way she was. It was like seeing someone else, especially since she was naked, and hearing her talk like this. I was both confused, as well as aroused, just hearing her, let alone seeing all this. But I knew now, there was no fucking way I was going out that window...not yet anyway.
I only then realized that mom had brought out the kitchen egg timer with her when she'd come back into the room. Setting it for ten minutes, everyone proceeded to get into the positions that she'd previously instructed them to be in. I sat there, horny as hell, still in a little state of shock, but not about to go anywhere as I sat there playing with myself, watching the weirdly erotic spectacle taking place there in my very own home.
All thoughts of Jayleen and I gone, for the moment anyway.
I hadn't seen many dicks, well hard ones anyway, so it's not like I had a lot of experience in that particular area, but even I had to admit, John had one of the biggest cocks I'd ever seen before in my life, it was monstrous, and almost twice the size of my own, which up until now, I hadn't thought of as being all that small in size. And as weird as it was to think about, it was in fact a bit larger than my own father's though I'd only briefly checked him out in comparison of that. I had trouble enough not looking at my own mother, even though I did on occasion, forcing my look away whenever I found myself staring at her. And besides, there was plenty more to look at between Cindy and Laurel.
Cindy's boobs were about the same size and shape of my own mother's, something I'd obviously have to deal with when thinking about later. Laurel however had considerably larger tits, and I found them at the moment the focus of my attention as she knelt down on all fours as Bob knelt behind her, fucking her sweet bare pussy. Her tits however were doing gyrations, the likes of which I'd never seen before, even in porn movies. Her tits were obviously real, very large, and free swinging at the moment. It was damn exciting just sitting there watching them, hearing the sounds of flesh slapping against flesh as Bob drove his cock in and out of her with a rapidity that I also had never imagined before. For a guy in his forties, he had amazing stamina to keep up that pace.
I couldn't help going back and forth between them and my own mother as she attempted, but never quite succeeded in taking John's entire cock into her mouth. He didn't seem to mind it however, leaning back on the table, supporting himself by his elbows, feet dangling, and (balls too for that matter) as mom mouthed his prick, stroking it and playing with it.
Meanwhile down on the floor, though it was much harder to see anything really, dad and Cindy seemed to be enjoying themselves too, the sounds of more sucking, slurping, and the occasional moans and groans of pleasure they were each giving one another were heard throughout, right along with everyone else's.
I actually jumped when the egg timer went off. Luckily for me, I was too far away to be heard when I did, not to mention the fact everyone else was still busy at the time. With a few moans of disappointment, everyone soon stood and took a moment to refresh themselves as dad once again began shuffling the small deck of cards.
As for myself, I was leaking like a sieve, so much precum fuck juice was pouring out the end of my own dick, that I was worried I'd be shooting off here before too much longer. And I wanted to see at least one or two more rounds of King and Queens before slipping back out the window. I still had a car to attend to, though there was still plenty of time before the gas station closed.
But now...I found myself almost as anxious and excited as everyone else seemed to be as dad stood there grinning like a Cheshire cat as he continued shuffling the cards. "Ok everyone, ready for round two? Ten minutes?" He purposely glanced over towards where John was sitting, but even John after being given that fabulous blowjob my mother had just given him, appeared to be ready for just about anything. I wondered briefly if I would be had I been in his shoes, and then once again reminded that I was sitting here jerking myself off, watching my own parents even though they were both busy fooling around with other people. Still...I now knew I'd never think of them in the same light as I once had either.



Dad dealt out the cards, everyone keeping them secret for a moment longer, adding to the suspense. "Ok everyone...reveal," he said grinning. Much to John's relief, he had in fact drawn the Joker, so he would obviously be the one to decide who did what to whom. He then drew the remaining card, which was the King of Diamonds. I noticed then, Dad was holding the Queen.
Mom had the Queen of Spades, and Cindy the King, they both laughed, giggling with excitement, though John too was smiling even though it was dad who was holding his paired card. I could only imagine he was at least happy to have pulled the Joker even then. That put Laurel and Bob together again, though she didn't seem to mind too much as John took a moment trying to decide things, one of which was obvious.
"Ok, Bob and Laurel?" This time Laurel, you suck Bob's prick over here while he sits in the chair. Cindy and JoAnn? You two make yourselves comfy over there on the couch, I want to see the two of you go down on one another," he told them.
"What a surprise," Mom laughed, though she looked genuinely excited as she led Cindy by the hand over towards the couch. What took me by surprise however was her next comment. "Weren't we just here earlier this morning?" she asked laughing.
"What? You mean you too have already been at each other today, and you didn't even tell me?" Dad asked in mocked anger, though he was in fact surprised to only now be learning about it.
"Honey...I don't tell you everything Cindy and I do together while you're at work, no more than you tell me when you and Laurel go out to lunch together, now do you?" She said looking over towards Laurel, winking at her as she said that, which Laurel in return laughed at, winking back. Dad was about to say something, but then decided against it, turning back to face John.
"Ok sport...so what is it you want me to do to you?" Dad asked.
John had obviously already come to a decision about that after first learning who he'd been paired with. "You can jerk me off while I stand beside these two, watching them," he informed my father.
"What a surprise," dad said rolling his eyes, though he too looked pleased enough to at least stand there watching mom and Cindy as they curled up on the couch together and immediately began licking one another's cunts, even before John was reminded to set the timer.
"If you decide to cum while I'm doing this, at least tell me so I can point it in their direction," dad said as he stood next to John, reaching over and then wrapping his fist around the man's enormously hard cock. I was still amazed at the size of it, especially with dad standing next to him, equally hard yes...but almost half as big again as either one of us was.
"I don't know that I'm gonna make ten minutes," Bob warned everyone, receiving an expected laugh in return. "Laurel's so damn good at giving head," he announced quite unnecessarily, as even dad nodded his head in agreement to that.
"Yeah, I remember last week, I damn near didn't make it to the third round myself!" he stated almost apologetically.
"I'll go easy on you," Laurel grinned already mouthing his prick. "But even if you do, just warn me first so I can deep throat you just before you squirt down my throat, makes it easier to take it all that way."
Bob groaned, as did I, just sitting there imagining that.
**
Fifteen minutes later I had almost come twice myself, both times stopping just short of releasing what I knew would be an enormous load. I had watched my own mother and her best friend go down on one another, had seen my old man jerking off another man's cock, and a rather large one to say the least. I'd then seen dad slip his prick between Laurel's legs, fucking her right there on the family room table, while mom took it from Bob from behind as she leaned over the arm of the couch. On and on it had gone, and I was seriously about ready to pop my nut when mom announced it was the last round and time to dump one of the suits.
"Ok, we're adding the Jack of Hearts and the Jack of Spades to this round," she told everyone. "It's threesome time!"
I damn near shot one off then. "Fuck!" I said silently to myself, now anxious more than ever to see how the next round ended up. Once again the cards were dealt, and this time, dad was the one ending up with the Joker.
"Ok, let's see what I've got to work with here," he asked as everyone finally revealed their cards. "Ok, that puts me, Bob and Cindy together. Which means that it's John, Joann, and Laurel as the other threesome. I think I'll have the two of you work on John's cock until he cums, which he should easily be able to do in thirty minutes if I know you two," he said smiling. As for myself Bob and Cindy? Well, I think I'll treat my prick to that nice sweet tight little cunt of hers while Bob fucks her face. How's that sound everyone?"
They quickly placed themselves in the positions my dad had told them to get in, John having made a place on the floor, laying back relaxing, his hands behind his head as mom and Laurel took up positions on either side of his dick, though they smiled at one another even as they began taking turns sucking and licking him. Right next to them, Cindy knelt, taking Bob's dick in her mouth as dad mounted her from behind, slipping his rock hard cock into her pussy, and set the timer for thirty minutes.
"Have fun everyone, not that we'll all make it that far," he laughed, and then proceeded to fuck the shit out of our neighbor.
I have to admit. I was proud of the way he did her. Not sure I could have done quite as well myself. But then again, I hadn't fucked anything except for my own hand, that and the vacuum hose once, though I'd never done it again since then. It had felt good at the time yes, but I later heard all these horror stories about guys dicks being torn off, and I wasn't about to risk doing that again.
About twenty minutes into the round, once again about to lose it myself, I heard John finally groan, warning my mom and Laurel he was about to bust his nut.
"I'm gonna fucking cum!" He cried out, half sitting up so he could actually watch himself when he did. A second after that, I saw this enormous fountain of spunk leap from the tip of his prick. I swear it looked like it went three or four feet straight up in the air, coming back down and landing all over the back of my mother as she and Laurel now took turns sucking his enormous knob, drinking down the second, third, and however many more spurts the man's prick released. They kept stroking him as well, ensuring they got each and every last drop of his spunk before turning away from his prick, releasing it, and then kissing one another. I watched in shocked amazement as it appeared the two of them swapped cum, passing it back and forth before actually spitting it back out onto his dick, and then cleaning it all up all over again.
That's when I came, not even knowing it at first until I felt the first wet spray of my own orgasmic bliss wetting my hand. I had no idea where the first spurt or two had gone, and at the moment, I could have cared less. It was only seconds after all that, that the timer went off.
"Fuck!" Dad said, "I was damn near there!"
"Sorry Charlie," Cindy giggled. "Maybe during the next round, maybe...I'll have John or even Bob hear finish you off," she laughed, though all three men looked a little sour over that.
"Rules are rules baby," Mom chuckled. "Unless you don't care to see me with any of the other girls ever again," she added.
It was Cindy again however that called another potty break before they drew the next round of cards. As before, I quickly scooted back into the recess of the room into the darkest of corners content to sit there and wait. I heard footsteps approach, and then stop just outside the door.
"I know you're there," I heard Cindy say. "Unless you want me to mention this to your parent's I suggest you come over and talk to me about it first thing in the morning." She waited only a minute more before walking into the bathroom. I sat there silently holding my breath...praying.
"She's just guessing," I told myself. Hoping I would reveal my presence," I likewise tried convincing myself. I heard her turn the water off and on in the sink, and then step back out. Once again she stood briefly in the doorway.
"I mean it," she told me. "Nine a.m. at the latest!" And with that she walked back into the recreation room. I didn't bother sticking around to watch the next round.
**
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I didn't arrive back home until well after midnight. It had taken that long to walk to the service station, grab a gallon of gas, and walk back. I'd then driven my car over, filled it up and returned home. As I'd hoped, the lights were off in the house, all save for the single light burning in the kitchen as I entered through the back door.
I'd had plenty enough time to think during my excursion. For most of my walk I had argued with myself back and forth. There was no way that a tiny little fart could have given me away...or had it? If I showed up over at Cindy's at nine a.m., that simple act would confirm without any doubt I had been there. If I didn't, if I called her bluff, would she in fact still go to my parents with the unsubstantiated fact that I'd actually been there.
I couldn't afford to take that chance. If there was one thing that was somewhat in my favor, it was the fact I had gotten along fairly well with Cindy over the past couple of years. More than once I had felt like she had teased or flirted with me, though I hadn't taken any of that seriously. She was after all twice my age. I tossed and turned in my bed half the night, waking as I heard my father moving about in the kitchen early morning, no doubt getting ready to head out for his weekend golf-game with Bob just as he always did. I wondered as I lay there if Cindy would shortly after come over as well for her early morning cup of coffee with mom. I had heard them before chatting away, just before getting up, occasionally joining the two of them for a cup of coffee myself before heading outside to mow the lawn. I decided to wait and see if she did, there was still plenty of time before nine o'clock came around, before I'd have to make any decisions and deny or confirm my presence the night before.
It wasn't long after dad had left when I likewise heard mom bustling about in the kitchen as well, making coffee. Sure enough the phone rang, and I knew then that Cindy would be coming over shortly. I got up, dressed, and then stood by my door listening. Moments later I heard the sound of Cindy's voice as she came into the house. It was hard to tell what was being said, but the sounds I heard were very typical of those I had heard in the past just before exciting my bedroom. This time however, I decided to quietly approach, with luck I could reach the rec room without them being aware I was there, and then listen more closely to their conversation as they sat around the kitchen table over their cups of coffee.
As I slowly and quietly walked down the hall in my stockings, I could finally begin to make out their conversation, though they'd begun talking in much lower tones of voices.
"Can't believe how wet you still are," I heard Cindy telling my mother, whom I then heard giggle.
"I know...it never fails, after our evenings together, I always wake up horny and aroused the next day. It's funny, as much as I enjoy playing with that enormous dick of his, I still can't quite handle it fully whenever we fuck. I still prefer Steven's cock inside me, or Bob's. Even Mike's is a little easier to take, though he's pretty big too. But John's!" she again laughed as I froze, now standing just inside the recreation room only a few feet away from the kitchen, now hearing the two of them quite clearly.
"I know what you mean, it's almost more fun watching him squirt, either jacking him off, or blowing him rather than fucking him. He always cums so damn much!" Cindy giggled almost dreamily. "But it is damn fucking fun to see though isn't it?" she asked.
"Yes it is," mom sighed. "I wonder if John's always had that problem with women being as big as he is. Though Laurel certainly doesn't seem to have any problems taking it, which is probably why she married him in the first place." Once again I heard mom, and then Cindy giggle.
"God you're wet!" Cindy said once again, and then I heard what was unmistakably the sound of some very slippery sounding noises being made.
"What the hell are they doing?" I wondered. And then I got my answer.
"As nice as that banana feels, I wish I still had an available cucumber," mom actually whispered, though it was still just loud enough for me to hear her. "Maybe if I keep practicing with one of those, I'll eventually be able to take that fucker!" Mom groaned.
"Yeah but this is fun too," Cindy stated. "I enjoy watching you while you watch me," she answered back, now the sounds of two very hot wet cunts being played with were even more easily heard.
"Just keep an ear out for Kevin," I heard mom say. "He had a late night, so he's apt to sleep in for a while longer yet, but I can't imagine what he'd think if he were to come in here and catch us doing this," she said concernedly. I heard Cindy laugh at that.
"Yeah, wouldn't that be a surprise?" She quipped. "Catching his very horny mother masturbating in front of her best friend while using a banana, whatever would he think?"
It almost sounded like she was talking to me, and for a moment I briefly worried about coughing, sneezing...or farting.
"Just the same Cindy," Mom said somewhat seriously, "I'm not sure how he'd react to things, and I'd just as soon not find out either," she added. "So, hurry up before he does wake up, I want to watch you cum, I love seeing you squirt, wish to hell I could do that myself."
"You can," Cindy told her, "It just takes practice and patience, but I'm certainly more than willing to show you how to do it some time, though it might take a while before you actually do."
"Squirt?" I once again silently asked myself. I wasn't so naive that I hadn't heard the term before, and knew that some women could do that, though I'd personally never seen it. But now my head was filled with the image of Cindy's cunt spurting that suddenly caused my cock to begin stiffening inside my pants.
"Oh yeah, do it, do it!" I heard mom urging her friend, the sound of her very slippery pussy now being pummeled. If I didn't know any better, I'd have sworn she was lying on the table getting fucked by someone by the sounds of it, even her panting as she neared closer and closer towards orgasm alerted me to the fact she was almost there.
"You ready baby?" Cindy moaned audibly. "You wanna see my wet hot fucking cunt squirt?"
"Yes!" Mom moaned, likewise the sounds of her own banana-bating could be easily heard, the visions inside my head painting the picture of how the two of them must have looked, sitting in the kitchen chairs, facing one another, legs spread perhaps, big yellow banana's in each of their hands as they sat in front of one another fucking their respective cunts.
"Almost...almost," Cindy moaned deeply once again. "Ah...ah...ahhhhhh!" She cried out almost shrieking, though even then cautiously forcing herself to lower her voice as she came, though mom was almost louder than she was as she responded to the visual of that.
"Fuck that's hot! Cum baby, cum! That's it...squirt, yeah do it...again. Yes, oh fuck yes...look at that hot fucking cunt squirting all that juice!" I knew then by the sounds of my own mother's pleasure, she too was climaxing right along with her friend, the two of them watching one another as they obviously did.
And I was still blown away by the words I'd heard my mother using, the lusty, wanton tone of voice, the desire, and the excitement. All of it. I was still having trouble trying to see her as this horny little slut as opposed to my almost demure, shy quiet and reserved mother, as she always appeared and seemed to be around me.
I was hard as a fucking rock, and used that moment to turn and quietly head back down the hallway to my room. Slipping inside, I stood there behind the door trying to catch my breath, my heart beating a thousand miles an hour, the image inside my head more explicit, more decadent and obscene than any I had ever entertained before. I stood there with my back towards the door, unzipped my jeans, pulling my cock out and proceeded to stroke it as I stood there. There was no fucking way I was going back out feeling like this, it would take forever for my prick to go down again anyway unless I did something about it. I stood there jack-hammering my dick, only seconds away from release as I looked about for something to cum into. Finally saying "fuck it!" to myself the oddly weird pleasure of just standing there releasing my spunk, watching it fly from the tip of my prick to land wherever the hell I felt like aiming it suddenly feeling quite arousing...naughty, wicked! I soon did. The intense sensation of my own climax seizing my dick, tightening my balls, and then the delicious surge of my cream racing up the length of my shaft. It was almost surreal.
I'd come hard before, plenty of times. But I'm not sure I'd actually seen my prick shoot such a large load and at such an incredible distance when I did. It was almost a world record for me, if I'd been keeping track, but it was wildly erotic to see the first several squirts of my own climax fly across my bedroom nearly hitting the back of my chair next to my desk as I stood there.
"Fucking A!" I exclaimed as I looked down at the wet line that crossed the floor along with several large puddles that had pooled in several other places as well. I stood there weak kneed, still slow stroking my cock, stripping it of the last traces of my spunk as I shook it, watching cum-spittle flying off everywhere. I could have cared less. It had felt too fucking good. Once I had collected myself however, I entered the bathroom, no longer trying to be quiet. It would be my announcement to the two of them I had gotten up. I grabbed a washcloth, wetting it, and then went back into my room to clean up.
**
By the time I actually entered the kitchen, everything appeared perfectly normal, just like always. I'd even glance hurriedly at the floor, but if Cindy had made a mess as I imagined she had, it had already been taking care of, just as mine was.
Though both were wearing robes, they were properly done up. Mom was slicing some bagels, a tub of cream cheese sitting nearby. Cindy had stood upon hearing my approach and was pouring me a cup of coffee as I entered.
"Morning honey, sleep well?" Mom asked once again using the demure tone of voice she'd always used whenever I was around. Her hot slutty naughty persona once again tucked away.
"Ok I guess," I said answering, though I had glanced over at the table as I came in. A bowl of fruit sat in the middle of the table just like always, a few not quite ripe yet banana's sitting directly on top. They were more green than yellow, a small correction to my memory banks making the adjustment. But worse, I felt my face flush a little as I stood there, finally glancing over towards Cindy just as she turned holding out my freshly poured coffee towards me. She smiled.
"Good morning Kevin," her eyes seemed to be digging into my soul, but I wasn't quite ready to acknowledge anything to her yet one way or the other.
"Morning," I answered simply taking a seat.
Mom looked at me worriedly. "You ok honey?" She asked. "You look a little flushed."
"It's hot in my room," I told her. Which it was. "Looks like it's going to be another hot one today too," I then added. "Thought I'd get the lawn mowed early before it gets any hotter." I said that taking a sip from my cup, peering over the rim of it towards Cindy as she sat down, looking back. She wasn't giving anything away either, looking no different than she normally did as she sat there.
"That reminds me," she said turning towards my mother. "I was wondering if I could borrow Kevin for a little while this morning. I'm rearranging the spare bedroom and could really use Kevin's help with the furniture, if he doesn't mind helping me," she asked once again turning back around to look towards me. "Say, nine o'clock or there abouts?" she asked. I almost burned myself as I took another sip of my hot coffee, sitting the cup down.
"Oh I'm sure he wouldn't mind helping you at all," mom said speaking for me. "Would you Kevin?"
"No...of course not," I responded. "But I'd better get out and get the lawn mowed first then," I said standing. "I'll be over as soon as I'm finished."
**
It was almost nine o'clock by the time I had finished mowing the lawn and put the mower away. Once I had, I walked through the gate separating the two yards and walked up to the back door, knocking. Once again my heart felt like it was going to pound through my chest as I stood there.
"Come in Kevin," I heard Cindy calling out towards me. I opened the screen door and stepped in, but she wasn't in the kitchen area. "I'm in the living room," she announced a second later, effectively leading me towards her. I left the kitchen stepping into the hallway, and then took a left into their living room. Sure enough she was there, dusting. But I noticed as she stood there reaching up above the curtains on tippy-toe the way she was dressed. She wore a very short pair of white shorts that molded her perfect firm ass, a hint of her almost but not quite bare ass cheeks peaking out as she stretched. But even more revealingly than that was the form fitting "wife-beater" she had on as they were often referred to. It looked in fact painted on as tight as it was, and it was obvious she didn't have a bra on beneath it. Her nipples stood out quite obviously pressing against the almost too thin material.
"You wanted me to help you move things?" I asked somewhat stupidly as I stood there staring at her. She ignored my question however.
"You were right, it really is going to be a hot one today isn't it?" she said wiping her brow, "Though it was a pretty hot one last night too...wasn't it?"
She was fishing. I knew it, and she knew it. But there it was. I was here on the pretense of helping her to move furniture, but I knew coming over that she'd gotten me here for the specific purpose of pinning me to the wall so to speak. I thought briefly of playing stupid, pretending I had no idea what she was talking about, but then decided on an entirely different approach, answering her back without giving away the farm. Not yet anyway.
"Yes...it was."
I saw her smile. If we were indeed talking about the same thing, which neither one of us had yet alluded to, this could get fairly interesting. By the look in her eyes however, I then realized she was about to switch tactics. Obviously she had no intention of wasting any more time with this in that fashion.
"You know I didn't ask you over here to help me move furniture," she then stated.
"You didn't?" I automatically responded, feigning surprise. I should have known better. She frowned, now looking serious.
"Sit down Kevin, you and I need to talk." This time I didn't play dumb, taking a seat. I could feel the perspiration on my forehead and reached up to wipe it away with the back of my hand. "Can I get you something to drink before we do?" she then asked, her features softening once again.
"Ah no thanks, thank you anyway," I said more politely, now wishing she'd just get to the point and get this over with. If she was going to berate me for my being there, I was perfectly willing to accept it and give her whatever promises or guarantee's that she needed in keeping my silence as to what I'd seen.
"Very well then, let's get straight to the point here. You and I both know you were there in the room, watching us." I didn't answer that verbally, though I did nod my head. Once again she smiled, pleased to see I'd at the very least admitted to my being there.
"Were you shocked? Repulsed?" She paused only briefly. "Excited...horny by what you saw?" she pressed.
I felt my eyes widen, looking up towards her, trying to work up enough saliva in my mouth in order to speak. "Yeah, probably a bit of all of that," I finally managed. "I ah...well, I didn't expect to see that," I said simply.
"No...I bet you didn't," Cindy agreed. "But, you stayed there to watch didn't you?" she then asked, adding to that. "Just how long where you there anyway? The whole time?"
"Pretty much I guess," I freely admitted, going on to explain how that had all come about, including the incident with my girlfriend Jayleen, and my car running out of gas.
She sat next to me on the couch listening. "You know Kevin, it's not polite to spy on people, regardless of what they're doing. You might not agree with everything you saw, heard or watched. But we are all adults, and as long as we're all consenting adults, as far as we're all concerned, there's nothing wrong with what we were doing. Do you agree with that?" She asked.
"I...I guess so," I stammered, remembering back now, the images so clearly once again coming to mind as I sat there in the dark watching the six of them fuck one another.
"I'd really hate to have to tell your parents that I caught you spying on us," she seemed to be scolding me, once again looking serious. "And I still haven't decided that I shouldn't tell them anyway. I'd hate to find out that you'd gone off blabbing to all your friends and buddies about what you'd seen. You know how much something like that could hurt your mother and father, not to mention the rest of us. What we do in the privacy of our own homes is our business Kevin, do you understand that? It's not for anyone else to know, or spread the word about."
I was scared now, truly worried. Fearful that she might in fact mention my being there to my parents. Dad would kill me, that would be bad enough. But the last thing I wanted to do was see my mother get hurt. And though I knew I could never again see them in quite the same light as before, I didn't love them any less. It was just a new side of their private life I hadn't known before, and needed to accept.
"What can I do to assure you of the fact I'll never say anything?" I asked. That was apparently what Cindy was waiting to hear, or something similar to it anyway. She sat back straightening, a small smile once again appearing on her face.
"You're right Kevin, I do need some assurance from you," she told me. "Something concrete, and not just your word, because it's too soon for me to simply trust you in that," she added making me feel even worse.
"Whatever you want," I told her. "Whatever you need me to do," I assured her. "Just don't tell my folks I saw any of that," I spoke almost too softly. To my surprise, Cindy reached over, hugging me towards her. I felt my head pressed against her soft breasts, confusion now racing through my mind as I sat there being held.
Moments later she released me allowing me to sit up straight again, though she continued to hold my hands in hers as she sat next to me on the couch, facing me.
"What you saw were adults enjoying adult pleasures with one another..." she began. And you too are an adult now yourself," she then added referring to my legal age. "And as such, I think it's only appropriate that we handle this in an adult way, on the same level."
I had no idea where she was going with any of this, but I suddenly didn't like the sound of it either. I knew there was more, and I wasn't sure I was going to like it. "I already told you...I'll do whatever, and I promise I will never mention a word of this, not to anyone. What more can I say? Do?"
She took a deep breath, her eyes locked on mine. "I'm glad to hear you say that Kevin," she said speaking my name, in much the same way my own mother did whenever we had one of our heart-to-heart chats. "Because I believe that as an adult, you need to know the consequences of your actions, and that it needs to be handled in a very adult, though somewhat explicit way. That way...I will feel confident of you keeping your word and your promise, unfortunately, I need to know there's a firm commitment behind that until I'm more trusting, more confident in your word. Are you an adult Kevin? Or do I need to bring your parents into this?"



"Whatever you want me to do," I said once again.
"Good, come with me," she said standing up, still holding my hand however as she led me out of the living room back into the kitchen area. She let go of my hand as she headed over towards the cupboards. I had no idea what she was up to, and started to take a seat.
"I didn't say you could sit," she once again scolded me, as though she had eyes in the back of her head, and her tone of voice had taken on a bit of an ominous inflection in it too, though it quickly softened as she once again opened the cabinet and withdrew what appeared to be an empty mason jar. She unscrewed the lid, sitting both items down on the kitchen table next to me where I stood. I looked at her quizzically.
"Jerk yourself off into the jar," she said.
"What?"
"You heard me, just do it."
"But...why?"
"Because I told you to, that's why. Because I need to know you're willing to do something I asked you to do, no matter how humiliating it might seem. I need your commitment and reassurance that you won't ever breathe a word of what you saw last night to anyone, especially your friends. Doing this, and my keeping it in the fridge as proof of that will keep me from bringing your parents into this."
I was shocked, embarrassed, and uncomfortable as hell. "I'm not sure I can..." I meekly responded. "I mean, shit Cindy..." I felt my face reddening, my dick if anything growing even smaller than it was.
"Your choice Kevin," she said a bit more softly now, yet still firmly waiting on my decision.
I reached down unzipping my jeans. I saw a small smile cross her face as I did so. She sat back in one of the kitchen chairs watching me. I fished around inside, working my two inch dick, trying to make it come alive again.
"Not like that," she scolded softly. "Take it out, in fact...take down your pants and your underwear too if you're wearing any."
I wasn't, which became quickly apparent as I unbuttoned the top of my jeans allowing them to part, easily falling down around my ankles now as I stood there. At least my dick had managed to grow another inch, though I still felt wholly inadequate as I stood there. I then saw her try to stifle another smile, and once again felt embarrassed, mortified. Not so much by what I was being asked to do as much as not being able to actually do it.
"Maybe a little incentive might help, would you like that?" she asked.
"Yes."
"Yes what?" she said her eyes hardening for a moment.
"Yes please," I said obediently, almost begging her.
"That's better," she replied, smiling again. And then reached up, her fingers suddenly dancing on the tips of her still hard little points as they pressed through the thin material of her tee shirt. "Does that help?"
My cock grew as I stood there watching her do that. "Yes...yes it does, thank you." I added, seeing her smile in my appreciation of that, and for thanking her.
"You're welcome. Now then...whenever you can manage it, but make sure you actually squirt in the jar," she reminded me. She continued to play with her nipples, though I found it still very difficult to stand there and jerk myself off, even though by now at least, my cock was nearly at full staff, fully hard while I did so.
"Sorry this is taking so long," I told her. The fact I'd jerked off just a short time ago wasn't exactly something I felt like telling her about, especially under the circumstances. But as though reading my mind...she asked me.
"Have you already done so...this morning?"
I wasn't about to lie to her now, not at this point, and nodded my head. She sat there digesting that for a moment, and then spoke.
"Where you listening to us this morning too?" she asked me pointedly. I know my eyes gave it away, her question had caught me off guard, taking me by surprise. I knew then I was walking on ice here, and any attempt on my part to deny I had been would make what was happening now even worse.
"Yes, yes I did," I said just loud enough to make myself heard.
"And so you got horny hearing that did you?" She pressed.
"Yes...I did."
"Did you hear us cum Kevin? Did you hear your mother and I climax? Fucking ourselves with the bananas? You knew we were using those too didn't you?"
I nodded my head, still stroking my cock, though it was now as hard as it had ever been before.
"Could you hear the slippery wet juices coming out of our cunts? Could you hear the two of us fucking our pussies, making one another so wet, so juicy and hot?"
"Yes, yes...fuck yes!" I said pounding my meat, looking at her as she now lifted up her tee shirt up and over her exquisite breasts, baring them to me as she went back to fondling herself, pulling on her nipples.
"So...after you heard us, you went back to your room to jerk off did you?"
"Yes," I said again, feeling the pleasure now building deep inside my balls, the fear of no longer being able to come a thing of the past.
"So where did you come Kevin? Did you grab a cum-hanky, or a sock perhaps? Or a tissue?"
"No. I didn't." I admitted, almost gritting my teeth. I saw a look of bemused surprise in her expression as she stood there watching me fisting my prick.
"So what did you do?" she asked, her hand suddenly worming down beneath the hem on her shorts, her button undone giving her access though I saw nothing more than that.
"I came."
"Where?"
"On the floor...across the floor. A lot!" I watched for a moment as she quietly finger-fucked herself, though it was only the movement of her doing so that I could see. She had closed her eyes however as though seeing me standing there in my room, jerking off while she wormed her hands and fingers around inside herself. A few seconds later she opened them looking at me, and moaned.
"Ready to come again Kevin?"
"Yes...yes I am."
"In the jar Kevin," she reminded me. "Pick it up."
I did, placing it over the end of my dick.
"Go ahead Kevin...squirt in the jar."
I grunted, felt the first pleasured release of my prick as it spurt. A second, followed by a third spat into the jar, but no more. She watched, and then frowned shaking her head.
"Not enough Kevin, not nearly enough. But I guess I shouldn't be too surprised, since you've already come once this morning too." Cindy removed her hand from her pants, taking the jar away from me, screwing on the lid. There was barely any sperm sitting in the bottom of the oversized jar. She held it up looking at it. "Nope...not enough, not nearly enough, guess you'll just have to come back and do it again later," she said walking it over to the fridge and placing it inside on one of the shelves. I stood there looking at her with a dumbfounded expression on my face. She closed the door looking at her watch. "Shall we say about eleven thirty then? Think you can manage another one by then?"
"I think so...yes," I said still in a state of shock that this wasn't over with yet. "What about Bob?" I then asked looking over towards the refrigerator. "What if he sees that and asks what it is?"
She kept a straight face as she spoke. "Well, I guess you'd better hope he doesn't look in there and ask me. I'd have to tell him now wouldn't I? And I'm pretty sure he wouldn't keep quiet and not say something to your dad about last night if I'm forced into telling him. So...until I'm satisfied there's enough proof in there, then you'll just have to keep coming back until I'm sure that there is...now won't you?"
Once again, I could only nod my head as I reached down zipping my jeans as I pulled them back up again.
"Be on time, your father, and my husband usually are back by noon, so we won't have too much time to waste the next time," she informed me. "Hopefully by then, you will have a bit more cum to add to your jar," she said smiling. "See you then?"
I walked out the door heading back to the house. Mom had already left to do the grocery shopping, which I was pleased to discover. At least that would give me some time to run home, sit down at my computer and pour through a few porn sights. Though the images I now had of last night and this morning, not to mention only a short time ago now, would go a long ways to adding to my hopefully much larger discharge.
To my surprise, I was hard stiff and straight even before I'd made it back to my room, and I still had over an hour and a half yet before I was expected back. I could hardly wait.
**
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By the time eleven thirty rolled around, I was horny as hell and as hard as a fucking rock! Suddenly, the idea of standing there jerking myself off while Cindy watched wasn't nearly as traumatic as I'd first imagined it. Hell...even doing just that much had been a hell of a lot more than I'd even experienced with Jayleen! I was half tempted to simply take my dick out, strut across the yard from ours to hers, with my cock sticking out, though I didn't.
Once again I knocked, this time she was in the kitchen waiting for me. I didn't bother waiting to be told to take it out however, already unzipping my cut off jeans, my prick standing up stiff and proud as I walked over and stood by the table. She actually grinned upon seeing me.
"Glad to see you're over your shyness," she told me opening the door to the refrigerator and withdrawing my cum-jar, sitting it down on the table next to me. "I guess you don't need any incentive?" she asked teasingly.
"Oh, no...I'd still appreciate that too, please..." I added seeing her smile appreciatively. She hadn't changed her clothing, still wearing those almost too short shorts, and that painted on tee shirt, though like me, she simply reached down pulling it up and over her head, revealing those gorgeous tits of hers to me almost immediately.
"Think you've got a bit more cum in those big fat balls of yours this time?" she asked hotly actually reaching over to fondle them briefly while I stood there.
"No doubt about it," I answered back, reasonably sure there would be a bit more than the last time, though still probably not as much as the first time I'd come this morning. But for three times in one day, I was feeling pretty good about that anyway.
"Good, though we'd better hurry, the guys should be back any time now," she reminded me.
I felt a miniscule worried twinge in my dick for a moment as I pondered that, but then seeing Cindy as she went back to cupping her breasts, once again tweaking those incredibly hard nipples, any thoughts I had about Bob and my dad coming back soon quickly left my thoughts.
"Fuck Cindy, you've got great looking tits!" I told her.
She smiled at that. "Better than Laurels? Or your mothers?" she asked toying with them.
"Well, Laurel might have bigger boobs, but they're certainly not as nicely shaped as yours are. And as for mom...well, you two are damn similar in size and shape, so I'd have to say I sort of like them equally as much."
Once again Cindy laughed. "What about your girlfriend? Jayla, was it?"
"Jayleen," I corrected. "Sort of I guess, though I've never really seen them, I've only felt them a couple of times at the drive in, and once when we went for a drive up the mountains."
"You mean...you haven't done anything else with her besides that?"
"No," I said sheepishly, almost losing a little bit of my erection, though Cindy quickly corrected that by suddenly undoing her shorts, letting them fall down around her own ankles as she stepped out of them. Now wearing nothing more than the tiniest of very brief thongs that barely hid her pubic mound.
"So you mean to tell me, you've never even seen a woman's pussy? Or touched one?"
"Well, I have watched some porn, but...until last night, I'd actually never seen a woman's pussy before. And no...I never have actually touched one...yet," I added somewhat hopefully. I heard her snicker at that.
"Well don't get your hopes up with me either honey," she said teasingly. "Bad enough I'm allowing you to see this much, this is supposed to be a punishment, not a reward," she reminded me. "And I don't think that letting you cop a feel would be considered much of a punishment now would it?"
"No...I guess not," I said somewhat dejectedly, though standing here jerking myself off, looking at an almost entirely naked, and very attractive older woman didn't seem like much of a real punishment either. But I wasn't about to tell her that.
"Come on sweetie...you'd better hurry things up a little, they should be home any minute now," she warned me, once again giving me pause, though she almost made it worse when she added. "And even if they do...you can't quit until you have, so you'd better fucking hurry."
I didn't take her as being serious. I mean shit, no fucking way she'd want me to stand there in her kitchen with my dick out stroking myself with Bob and dad walking in...or would she? Suddenly, I wasn't really sure about that. After what I had recently learned, I guess anything was possible.
I soon felt the first tingle however, and smiled inwardly, I wasn't that far away now, and getting closer and closer to tossing another nice load any second now, which is when we both heard Bob's car pulling up in the drive. Almost immediately I reached down for my pants.
"Oh no you don't!" Cindy almost shouted. "I told you I was serious. Either you cum now for me, squirt it in my jar, or you can stand here with your hard dick sticking out and explain to your father and my husband why it is. Once again...your choice!"
I couldn't believe my ears! She was fucking serious! I stood there looking out the kitchen window as my father and Bob opened the car doors stepping out. Beside me, Cindy had struggled back into her shorts, and pulled her skintight top back on, no longer naked, though sultry still. But it was me who was standing there in the middle of her kitchen with my own jeans around my ankles, hard cock in hand as I held the end of the mason jar, which still contained my earlier spending inside it as I furiously pumped my prick. Once again beads of sweat appeared on my brow, Cindy stepping around behind me, pressing her breasts against my back, though looking out the window with me now.
"Better hurry, they'll be coming in soon," she announced unnecessarily. I groaned in frustration. That warning tingly had evaporated, I wasn't back to square one, but I certainly wasn't nearly as close to coming either. When Bob and my father walked around towards the back of the car, I nearly bolted, but then realized they were giving me a momentary reprieve as Bob opened the trunk of his car in order to retrieve their golf clubs.
"Fuck!" I moaned now pounding my prick harder and faster than I ever had before in my entire life, but at least once again I felt the tingle...felt the beginning of my release just as Bob shut the trunk, turned, waving at my father as he began walking across the yard back to our place. Almost relieved, I felt the first spurt of my cum leap from my prick into the jar as I held it there. Even though I was, it was already too late, Bob had nearly reached the porch, there would be no time for me to put my jeans on again and do them up on time, not to mention trying to explain the jar I was holding. To my surprise, Cindy met her husband at the door.
"Honey? Would you mind grabbing the paper? I forgot to bring it in this morning," she told him. "Thanks baby," she said in response to his reply, though I hadn't heard it. The only thing I knew, she'd given me just enough time to replace the jar, handing it to her, and then pulling my jeans back up only moments before Bob came inside, carrying his clubs along with the paper. He looked over towards me in surprise at finding me standing there.
"Oh...hi Kevin, what brings you over here?" He asked curiously. Cindy had just finished closing the door to the fridge and turned to answer him before I did.
"I didn't know for sure what time the two of you would be back," she told her husband. "I asked Kevin if he'd come over and give me a hand with the furniture in the spare room, but...since you're home now," she said smiling sweetly.
Bob rolled his eyes, shaking his head. "I knew we should have played eighteen," he said grinning, though he reached over roughing up my hair. "Don't worry Kevin, I'll take it from here," he then said laughing. "I'm sure you've got more important things to do that hang around and help some MILF move furniture."
"I'm sorry...what?"
Once again he laughed, as did Cindy. "Milf? Haven't you heard the term before?" he asked laughing at me rather than with me now. I had, but I couldn't believe he'd just said that. "You know...mothers I'd like to,"
"Now Bob," Cindy said cutting him off. "You're embarrassing the poor boy here. Maybe he doesn't have a thing for older women like a lot of young kids do these days, and besides, even if he did, you think he'd actually admit that to you?" she asked turning back towards me, winking at me.
I wanted to die.
"Now, hurry up and change clothes so you can help me," she told Bob ushering him out of the kitchen, and then turning towards me speaking before he'd actually left. "And thanks for coming anyway Kevin," she then added. There was no mistaking what it was that she'd meant by that.
"You're welcome, ah...Mrs. Matthews," I answered back a bit formally. I heard Bob chuckling down the hallway as he opened the closet door putting his clubs away.
"Mrs. Matthews," he said still laughing to himself, not knowing I had heard him perhaps, as I turned all but racing out the back door.
"Kevin?" Cindy said stopping me dead in my tracks, I turned looking at her.
"I think one more, shall we say four o'clock?" she said smiling. "Bob should be taking his afternoon nap by then, provided we get the room switched around. I'll make sure he's plenty tired and ready for his nap," she again winked. "See you then?"
I nodded my head, and then sprinted across the yard before anything else could happen. Little did I know.
**
It wasn't all that uncommon for mom and dad to occasionally get together and have a quickie during the weekend. Usually however they merely headed upstairs to their room and closed the door. It wasn't like I didn't know what was going on, but I didn't really have to think about it. Now, after what I'd seen, not only was I more aware of what they were doing, I could actually see them in my mind's eye too. And I still wasn't sure how I felt about that one either. The problem for me was, they weren't upstairs in their room, they'd gone into the recreation room, effectively blocking off the only way I had of getting into mine. I had entered in through the back door, heard them giggling almost immediately, and once again froze in place. It was becoming a very bad habit of mine.
"You're so naughty!" I heard mom saying. "You know honey, Kevin could come walking in any moment now," she told my father, though I then heard the sound of his zipper being pulled down.
"Well if we hurry maybe we'll still have time before he does," Dad informed her. "And besides, we'll hear the back door opening if he does, I'll have plenty of time to reach the bathroom before he finds us," Dad assured her. I wasn't about to tell them it was already too late for that. "And besides, you're the one who told me he'd gone over to help Cindy move some furniture around, even with Bob and I coming back, I'm willing to bet Bob's already gone up to take his nap, leaving it up to Kevin to help her instead of him having to do it. And on top of that...I'm also willing to bet our son's enjoying himself while he helps her. I know I've seen the way he's looked at her in the past, and I know you must have seen it too."
For the second time in as many minutes, I wanted to die again.
Mom laughed, though it sounded more like a gurgle as she did, and then a mumble as she spoke, though finally speaking a bit more clearly. Visions of her removing dad's cock from her mouth coming to mind. "Yeah, Cindy does seem to enjoy teasing the poor boy, gets a kick out of it too I think. But it seems pretty harmless, innocent all in all. I'm sure he ogles her just enough to get a little jerk off material out of it, but beyond that," she left off saying as I once again heard her go back to slathering my dad's dick.
"Fuck!" I moaned silently to myself, "Jerk off material?"
"Oh that's nice babe," dad moaned pleasurably. "You still suck dick better than even Cindy does."
"Or Laurel?" Mom asked teasingly, once again mumbling a bit. "I'd think with all your afternoon lunch hour practice in your office, she'd be getting better at it after all this time."
More thoughts and images filling my head. "Jesus dad...at work too?"
"Yeah, even her too," Dad chuckled. "No worse than thinking about you and Cindy going down on one another while I am at work," he told her. "Fuck...just seeing the two of you together gets me hot. I hope we don't have to wait an entire week before we do something again either," he said hopefully.
"Matter of fact babe, we've been invited over to their place later on this evening for a BBQ, though Kevin's been invited over too of course. I'm sure that after dinner, he'll want to scoot off and go see his girlfriend or something, but then, after that...I'm sure that Cindy and I can put on a very naughty show for the two of you. Now...unless you'd like to save this for later, you'd better let me finish sucking you off before Kevin comes home."
I eased my way back towards the door, hoping that if and when the time came, I'd appear to have just arrived, giving my folks plenty of warning after entering. Or so I hoped anyway. I could still hear the two of them going at it however, or rather mom as dad merely grunted out his climax a few minutes later. I counted to three, giving him that much time to enjoy it, and then opened the door letting it slam behind me. I held my breath and walked through the kitchen, even pausing to open the door to the refrigerator first as though looking for something to drink before continuing on. Sure enough, mom came in behind me looking a bit flustered as I turned around holding a coke in my hand that I really didn't want.
"How'd it go?" she asked.
"Oh, ok I guess. She sent me home for the time being, I guess Bob's going to help her finish moving things around. I did say I'd come back in a little while and help out if she needed me to," I added trying to lay the ground work for my needing to go over there again.
"That's sweet of you," mom smiled, though I couldn't help but wonder now if she wasn't thinking I wanted to go back over there for other reasons. Jerk off material.
"Anyway...a bit tired myself now, thought I'd lie down and take a bit of a nap too," I told her, and certainly a shower.
"Oh, before you do that, just so you know, your dad's in the bathroom at the moment, so you might want to wait a while."
"Why my bathroom? Why not his?" I asked, though I damn well knew the reason for that. But I didn't want them knowing I was suspicious, or actually knew why.
"It was closer," mom feigned giving me a funny look. So I let it go at that.
"Great, next time I'll go stink up his bathroom see how he likes it," I stated and then headed on into my own room.
I'd barely gone inside and closed the door when I heard dad come out. He hadn't even flushed. Dad wasn't nearly as good at covering up things as mom was. Even so, I waited a while before going in to finally shower. I stood there under the hot scathing water for what seemed like an eternity. Surprisingly, my dick got hard again even without me having to touch it. As scared as I'd been, standing there watching myself squirt into that fucking jar with Bob no more than a few feet away while I did, had been one of the most exciting moments of my entire life.
Four o'clock couldn't come fast enough.
**
I'd just barely gotten out of the shower when my cell phone rang. Picking it up, I was a bit surprised, but damn pleased to see it was Jayleen calling me.
"You ok?" I asked. "What happened anyway?"
"Yeah, I'm fine," she said not sounding at all fine, but continuing. "I can't talk long, I'm with mom at the store, but I told her I needed to use the restroom, have been dying to call you."
"I figured as much, after what happened, I didn't dare call you myself until I heard from you...now what?"
"Well, I finally got it through to my mother that I am eighteen after all, and old enough to decide things for myself. Took a while, but I think I've managed to convince her what I do is my choice. She's thinking about it. But she'll have to be the one to get my father to think differently too."
"What now then?" I asked curiously.
"Well, it may take a few days, but I'm sure as hell not going to go that long before seeing you again either, which is why I called. You don't have any plans tonight do you?" she asked.
I thought about telling her about the barbeque I'd been invited to, though I actually hadn't been invited to it either, not officially anyway. "Nothing really, why?"
"So you will be home later then? Late? I mean really, really late?"
"Yes of course I will...what else would I be doing without you?" I answered back. I could hear the smile in her voice.
"Good, don't exactly wait up for me, but was wondering...can you still get in and out of that window you told me about?"
"Sure, why?"
"Like I said," she continued on without explaining further. "Just look for me, don't know when I'll get there...but I will, gotta go...bye!" And with that she hung up the phone before I could say anything more.
"Holy shit!" I said to myself. "What the hell's going on? Is there a full moon or something?" And then I laughed, realizing that there was, though I didn't think any of this had anything to do with that. Still...
I took a nap, or at least tried to, rolling over periodically to look at the clock on my nightstand as it crawled through the minutes. I waited until it read 3:50, deciding that was close enough. This time I threw on a tee shirt along with my cut off jeans before heading back into the kitchen. Sure enough, mom was on the phone when I entered. She waved at me even as she spoke, letting me know to wait for a moment. I sat down next to her at the table, anxiously impatient.
"You sure you don't need us to bring anything besides that?" she asked. "Ok, see you about seven then," she finished hanging up. "That was Cindy, we're all going over to their place later for a barbeque, so don't make any plans before then," she informed me. "And...she also said she's waiting for you to come over and help her finish putting the room back together. Bob helped her finish moving, but immediately went up for his nap after doing that. She could use the help."
"I was just headed over there now," I told mom, once again seeing her give me that curious look. "What?" I found myself asking.
"Oh nothing...just something your father said earlier," she told me once again smiling a bit secretively. "Just that you seem more willing to do things for Cindy than you are around here," she then added though I could tell that she hadn't meant that in a bad way. If anything, she was just letting me know that she and dad had some thoughts regarding my reasons for possibly hanging around her so much.
"Oh mom...it's not like that, Cindy, Mrs. Matthews," I said correcting myself, "Is more like a second mother to me in a way. I don't mind doing things for her, any more than I mind doing things for you, and I don't think of her in certain ways either just in case you're wondering."
"You don't?" She asked honestly surprised. "She does dress a bit more provocatively than I do, so why wouldn't you? Only normal."
"Like I said mom...she reminds me of you, and I certainly don't run around thinking thinks like that about you either. And besides...I do have a girlfriend you know."
"Which reminds me, you know that Jayleen's welcome over here," she informed me. "Don't see her come over very often, she afraid of us?" she asked.
"It's not that, it's her parents. Let's just say they're a bit more over protective of their daughter, a bit more strict if you will. Now that she's finally eighteen, maybe they'll lighten up a bit, and then perhaps she'll be able to come over a bit more often." With that, I stood giving mom an affectionate kiss on the cheek and darted out the back door before she could say anything else. I needed to, my dick was already starting to form a tent against the front of my pants and the last thing I needed her to see, was that.



**
My cum jar was already sitting on the kitchen table when I came in. At least this time it looked a little fuller than the last time I'd seen it, and with any luck, more so after this time. At least I'd had a bit longer between "jerk offs" to build up some reserves, or so I hoped anyway. And especially when I saw Cindy standing there, she was already naked, or mostly anyway, still wearing her cute little black thong and nothing else.
"Don't worry, Bob's sound asleep upstairs. I'd told him I'd wake him when it was time to get up and get ready for the barbeque, you are coming aren't you?" she asked.
"God, I hope so!" I quipped meaning something else, just as she had earlier. She laughed at that and blushed.
"Tell you what, as a sign of trust, I'll even do it for you myself this time, if you'd like that," she told me.
"Fuck! Seriously?" I said in disbelief. Once again, even Jayleen hadn't done that for me yet. Cindy's would be the first hand besides my own...well, and very possibly my mother's when I was younger, but that didn't count. This was something else entirely.
"Only if you'd like that," she stated smiling.
"Oh yeah, hell yeah," I told her, as she began to unbutton my cutoffs, and then unzip my fly. Once again, my shorts fell down around my ankles almost immediately, my prick hard and stiff already waving, throbbing at her excitedly.
"How about I treat you to something else?" she then added as she turned heading back over towards the fridge. I didn't bother asking, I just waited...wondering. I enjoyed the scenery too much for one thing as she leaned over looking inside. Her near perfect ass with the thinnest of black strips wedged between her ass cheeks caused my prick to bounce, throbbing with a mind of its own. She stood up, in her hand what appeared to be a tub of Cool Whip.
"You're kidding me," I said looking at her. She simply smiled however, popped open the lid, and scooped out a generous helping of the white frothy cream, seconds later she was lathering my dick with it.
For the third time that day, I wanted to die. Only this time...I thought I had already died and gone to heaven.
Once again I stood there in the middle of her kitchen floor, only this time, it was her hand that was slowly stroking my rock hard shaft. And much to my surprise, the Cool Whip felt better than anything I'd ever used before, and I made a mental note of it for the next time mom went shopping. This was one I was reasonably sure even mom and dad hadn't tried.
"Fuck Cindy, that feels... so... damn... good!" I just managed to say with every stroke of her hand. There were no worries about me coming this time, if anything...just the opposite, I was now worrying about coming too soon!"
"You can play with my tits if you want to," she then said as she stood there in front of me holding my dick.
"Shit, why didn't someone tell me it was Christmas?" I said. "I've gotten everything I've ever wanted!" I said glibly, excited as hell, though she laughed at my comment.
"Everything?" she asked.
"Well...almost everything," I answered back, though I had placed my hands over her beautiful breasts, feeling their weight, lifting them in my hands and then fingering her nipples. "But this...is certainly good enough for now," I then added sighing pleasurably.
"Just remember...in the jar, so tell me," she said.
"Don't worry...I think you'll know. But yes...I will," I promised her. Already the sensation of my dick exploding was starting to be felt, especially when one of her hands cupped my tight ball sack, giving it a gentle caressing little feel. "Oh fuck!" I moaned a bit too loudly perhaps, but she didn't seem too concerned about it when I did.
"Feel good does it?"
"Oh hell yes."
"Like the way my titties feel in your hands?"
"Yes! Yes! Fuck yes!" I answered back. And then asking in return. "You like the way they feel in my hands?"
"Hmm, very much so yes. If you weren't my best friend's son, I might consider doing something more," she said teasingly.
"Oh yeah? Like what?"
"Maybe...letting you see, even actually touch my pussy some time. Would you like that?"
My answer came in the form of a huge gushing squirt. Several of them in fact.
"Ooops!"
I stood there watching discharge after delicious discharge splashing against her bare breasts, to my surprise, she didn't seem to mind it all that much. At least she wasn't mad at me for having done so. "Pick up your jar," she told me then. "Might as well add the rest of it to this," she informed me. I did as she asked, pouring out the contents of my two earlier ejaculations, watching it as it ran down between her tits, joining the fresh tracers I'd just splattered against her. "Now...there's enough cream to give my tits a worthwhile cum lotion massage," she informed me. "That's your payment," she then added. "But it's not the last one either. I may very well have you do this again next weekend," she smiled as I quite happily began working in all that cum cream into her soft smooth skin.
After today, I didn't think things would ever quite be the same again. Truer words were never spoken. The night was far from being over with yet.
**
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To be perfectly honest, I wasn't all that enthusiastic about spending my entire evening at our neighbors place for a barbeque. Though all that changed five seconds after I'd gone over there.
Mom AND dad had actually shooed me out of the house earlier than we were actually expected, under the pretense of sending me over to help out where I could in preparation for it. I immediately assumed they had ulterior motives for that however, and didn't want me hanging around. So I went. Only a little surprised to see me so soon, Cindy immediately put me to work however carrying out plates, silverware and glasses.
I'd noticed upon arriving she was wearing an extremely short skirt. Not that it didn't look damn good on her mind you, it was the fact she was even in a skirt rather than shorts that surprised me. I'm not sure I'd ever seen her wear a skirt before, especially around the house. And then minutes later, I found out why.
Bob stood inside the kitchen tenderizing and marinating the steaks. Handing me a tablecloth to cover the patio table with, I followed Cindy outside to begin helping her set up. One of the chairs was askew sitting out in the yard, and she promptly went over to pick it up, bending over as she did so. I noticed immediately, she didn't have any panties on, but it wasn't even that which was obvious, but something else which was even more so. There was a blue colored something hanging out of her pussy, or the end of it anyway. Having set the chair upright and back into its place around the table, she looked at me and smiled, realizing I had seen whatever it was that was inside her cunt.
"Like it?" she asked wickedly. "I sure do!"
"What the hell is it?" I asked, hearing her laugh as I asked her the question.
"Same thing your mother will have inside of her too," she told me secretly, winking. "A remote control vibrator. It's not on...yet, but it soon will be," she once again grinned. "And even though it's not on at the moment, just having it inside me as I move about is making me horny as hell."
"Me too," I thought to myself without saying it. "Remote control?" I did ask.
"Yeah, only get this...your dad has the remote to mine, and Bob has the remote to the one your mother will be wearing. They'll be in charge of whatever tingles, tickles, or outright pussy vibrations they want us to feel. There are six different sized settings for each, and then four different pulsations for each of those six settings. So there's no idea which one's we'll feel, or whenever we'll feel them. That's part of the game. And even more so...with you're being here while they do it. Obviously, you're really not supposed to know any of this, but now...under the circumstances, since you do, you can look for the obvious signs in your mother and I whenever the boys feel like teasing us with them while they're in us."
"Fuck Cindy, you mean mom's got one of those inside her pussy too?" I actually did ask aloud. "No wonder mom and dad shooed me out of the house early, I bet they're fooling around with it right now."
"Maybe they are," Cindy smiled as she walked over and took the silverware from my hands and began placing them on the table. But the skirts have other reasons too," she now added. We've got a bet going this evening," she whispered conspiratorially.
"What bet?" I asked curiously feeling my erection suddenly growing, though I realized almost as quickly, this could present a problem for me during the course of the evening, especially now.
"They bet one another twenty bucks, that they could somehow manage to slip their dicks inside us if we were to do this...wear skirts without anyone knowing it at some point during the evening. We were going to just do it here amongst ourselves, though John and Laurel as well as Mike and Doreen are going to be here too," she told me. The idea was, to try and do it without getting caught by any of them, and obviously if they did catch us, no harm no foul, all part of the fun. But your dad decided to make it even more interesting by having you here too, a bit more dangerous an attempt so to speak. So, now that you know, I thought I'd make it fun for you. If you do catch either one of them doing it, wink at me. If you're correct, I'll pay you the twenty bucks instead, how's that sound?"
I laughed. "Great, now I'm actually getting paid to spy on everyone," I commented shaking my head. I was half inclined to think everyone was off the deep-end here, but the more I thought about it, the more I rationalized it, making some sense out of it at least. I could actually begin to understand the element of danger and excitement involved, and could see why they might actually enjoy trying to do that.
"Just so you know, your dad's pretty damn good at this game," she told me. "Last time, he managed to slip it to both of us during the course of the evening, in full view of everyone here, and no one ever did call him on it either," she stated. "Just so you know."
I was learning more and more about my parents by the moment, and all of it surprising.
"Still, can't believe mom would do that with my being here," I told her.
"Well, because you are, she might not make herself too available while you are here," Cindy admitted. "She may very well wait to do so until after dinner before allowing either Bob or your father to actually slip it inside her and let them. But...you never know. If the opportunity presents itself, she just might. Sometimes your mom's even kinkier in that way than the rest of us are."
"What about the others?" I asked.
"Oh they play it too," she told me. "When we go over to their place. This time, they're on our court, so it's up to them to catch the four of us at it."
"Oh, I see...I think," I said still shaking my head, especially when I saw my parents walking over, mom wearing the shortest mini skirt I think I'd ever see her wearing before.
"Thanks for sending Kevin over to help out," Cindy said meeting them as they approached, giving mom an affectionate kiss on the cheek, though I also noticed she'd given one of mom's breasts a quick little grab too as she did so. I looked away pretending not to notice, but it was once again becoming awkwardly dangerous for me not to notice the slightly larger bulge inside my jeans. Admittedly, as weird as it was thinking about it, the fact that mom also had a very similar vibrator nestled inside her pussy at the moment was a bit more exciting than I cared to admit to.
Just then Bob came outside carrying the steaks he'd prepared, with the other friends of theirs who'd also come over, and who I hadn't met before. They were a bit surprised to see me there as mom greeted them, whispering to them both, before introducing me.
"Mike, Doreen? This is my son Kevin, he's staying for dinner before heading out for the evening," she told them. I actually had no plans to do so, but I wasn't about to tell my mom that either, just nodding my head in greeting at them, though I'd already noticed, a bit too late perhaps, the way Doreen was dressed. It was obvious she hadn't expected to run into me there. The blouse she had on was damn near transparent, and though her breasts weren't really large, they were certainly well rounded and full, her pink nipples clearly showing through the material as I stood there looking at them. Only then did I realize I'd been staring, lifting my eyes up and away, though feeling the blush spread through my cheeks as I did so.
"Like father, like son?" she laughed, her feeble attempt at lifting her hands to cover herself initially, just as silly as my pretending I hadn't stood there staring at them. She let her hands drop, no longer trying to pretend she wasn't almost totally exposed. And I in turn let the subject drop, and excused myself.
"I'll go see if Cindy needs any more help with anything," I said hurriedly ducking back inside the house, hearing a bit of laughter behind me as I slipped inside.
"I see you met Doreen," Cindy said smiling at me as she opened the refrigerator and removed the potato salad. "Nice tits doesn't she?" she said winking, and then laughing at me. "I guess I should have known, maybe even warned you, but knowing Laurel, don't be surprised if she's dressed a little slutty herself by the time she and John arrive. At least she knows you'll be here for a while, and also I wanted to tell you something..."She started.
Whatever she was about to tell me got interrupted just as they did arrive, the sound of the doorbell alerting her to that fact. "Be a doll? Take this out to the table for me?" she asked handing over the bowl of potato salad as she headed into the living room to answer the door. I was curious about whatever it was she was about to say, but knew now that would have to wait. As I stepped outside, I wasn't too surprised to see Bob hovering near my mother as they stood near the grill, it was immediately obvious he did have his hand up her skirt from behind, though they made some attempt at hiding it. I wasn't the only one looking their way wondering either. I had to laugh to myself, if he was trying to fuck mom without getting noticed, he wasn't doing it too well, and what about the toy in her pussy?" I further asked myself. What about that?"
As mom walked over taking the bowl from me, I swear she jumped slightly, looking back over her shoulder towards where Bob was standing. He had his hand inside his pocket with a smile on his face. Mom had just taken her first jolt of the evening.
She was right about Laurel too, though she wasn't dressed in what I thought to be a slutty sort of way, unless you'd call three inch heels slutty, but they were bright red, matching her bright red short-shorts, and her halter top, that barely contained those magnificent breasts of hers. Ok, so maybe she did look a little slutty, but I didn't mind it at all, almost drooling as I sat across from her at the patio table as we finally sat down and began to eat.
Twice, I had glanced up wondering if dad had made a move on Cindy or mom, both times looking over towards Cindy afterwards, but she almost unnoticeably shook her head "no", I was beginning to think that perhaps neither Bob or my dad would make a move until later, after I'd left, so in a sense, gave up really looking for it. I was too busy staring at Laurels cleavage, and Doreen's almost naked breasts as I sat there dawdling through dinner. Unfortunately however, we had finished, and as much as I might now like to entertain the thoughts of sticking around, it was time for me to go, especially when mom came over and told me to make sure I said goodnight, and to thank Bob and Cindy for the steaks and for having me over. I met Bob near the grill as he stood cleaning it off, thanked him, and then went looking for Cindy. She was sitting in dad's lap at the table, talking to Laurel and John still sitting across from them. I walked over, lifted my eyebrows in an unspoken question. Cindy grinned and gave me the thumbs up. Dad...obviously had his dick inside her as they sat there even though they were unmoving.
"Well, ah...just wanted to come over and say thanks for dinner," I half stammered though Dad went on talking normally to John as I stood there.
"You're welcome," Cindy grinned knowingly. "Enjoy your evening," she then added with an additional wink.
"I will. Ah...earlier, you were..."
Cindy cut me off with a knowing look, mouthing the words "tomorrow...come see me," so I accepted that, briefly acknowledged my father who told me to try and stay out of trouble, and then headed home.
I had nowhere to go. Though nobody knew that of course. And...I also knew that Jayleen would be coming over at some point I had already stayed far later than I thought I would, and probably later than any of the rest of them would have preferred I did too. But I had no doubt the night was about to get interesting in more ways than one.
Thirty minutes later I pulled my car out of the drive. I knew they had all seen me go, or thought I had anyway. I then drove around the block, parking my car in the school lot behind us, and then cut through the neighbor's yard back into our own. I'd done this a hundred times before in the past, and also knew, that this would also be the way that Jayleen would come from, whenever she did. I opened the back gate that accessed the alley where we set out the garbage to be picked up, and then entered the yard keeping well below the fence as I moved around back over to the fence separating our yard from Bob and Cindy's. It was a high fence, built for privacy, but like any wooden fences, there were still a few good-sized knotholes that had fallen out. Finding one at the perfect height as I sat down in the grass on my side of the fence, I peeked through at the party. Luckily for me, they'd remained outside as warm as it was inside, and with no one else being able to see anything going on, felt it was now a bit less risky to do so. All four women were now topless, mom included as they sat around laughing, joking, and as I watched, feeling one another up.
Which is also when Bob came out of the house carrying a deck of cards. "Hey everyone, since we're all here tonight, what's say we play a game of Kings and Queen's?" He asked. It became immediately obvious that everyone was up for that by the sudden reaction, already half naked anyway, the girls soon began removing their clothing. Once again I glanced down at my watch, it was already eleven thirty by this time, Jayleen could be showing up any moment now. As much as I wouldn't have minded sticking around to watch, I knew that I'd have a hard time explaining myself. I quickly moved to the opposite end of the yard, glad I had when ten minutes later Jayleen showed up. As expected, she'd parked her car next to mine at the school and had come through the gate, meeting me below the window of the guest room.
"Where's your folks?" She asked nervously.
I answered her truthfully. "Next door, playing cards with the neighbors," I told her.
"Canasta? Spades? Hearts? Pinochle?" She asked. "Bridge?"
"No....Something called Kings and Queens," I said smiling.
"Oh, never heard of that one," she told me.
"Yeah, me neither, not until recently," I said elaborating, wanting to change the subject. "So, why'd you decide to sneak out and come see me?" I asked curiously.
"Not here," she said worriedly looking about, though we were perfectly safe, and would be for quite a while yet no doubt. "Can we go inside?"
I stood up, dragged over the small bench I kept on the side of the house just for this very reason. Stood on it, and then lifted the window. "After you," I told her. "Just step down, you can't really see it, but it's there, a bed right below you," I directed her.
Jayleen swung her legs through the window, and then slid in, I quickly followed her, closing the window behind me once again. From there, we went through the connecting bathroom into my room, and only then locked both the doors from inside.
"You sure we won't be discovered?" she asked worriedly.
"Trust me...they just started playing, I seriously doubt they'll be home until well after one or two in the morning," I assured her easily. "So now then, like I said, what's up? Why'd you risk coming over here, sneaking out? Your father will kill you...kill us both if he finds out you know."
Jayleen smiled and began unbuttoning her blouse as she stood there. Though it was hard to see her as clearly as I would have liked, just the silhouette of her as she undressed was enough to arouse me immediately. I'd been in a state of arousal half the night anyway as it was. The teasing I'd been given next door had seen to that, and now as Jayleen finished removing the last of her clothing, she slid into the bed next to me, her hand reaching out as she did.
It was the first time since we'd begun seeing one another that she'd actually touched me. The initial contact feeling almost like an electric shock as she did, her small warm hand suddenly surrounding my shaft, tentatively stroking it. Almost by reflex, I reached out in the dark, touching her soft bare breasts for the first time as well, hearing her moan as she did.
"I wish mother hadn't found those condoms," she continued to moan softly.
"It's ok, I think we can wait for that," I told her, happily content to be experiencing this much. "And besides, I'd rather we wait to do that when we're not rushed and can both take our time without any worry or interruptions."
"Thank you," she said obviously relieved and in agreement with me, though she now leaned over, her tongue and lips just grazing the swollen tip of my cock.
"You don't have to..."
"Shh, I want to," she told me. "I've been wanting to do this for a very, very long time now," she added.
"Me too," I responded, "So turn around, lie down so I can do the same to you too."
In seconds we were curled up in a '69' position there on my bed. I couldn't believe I was finally this close to her bare pussy, though it was still difficult to see what I was doing or looking at there in the darkness. It was that darkness however that was giving each of us some measure of security however as we both fooled around, exploring the newness of all this for the first time. Both tentative at first, we soon became more familiar and comfortable with what we were doing. Jayleen's mouth began to suck, nibble and coax my shaft to an even greater hardness if that was possible. Likewise, my own tongue now ran up and down the length of her bare split, the sweetness of her essence coating my tongue as she began to lubricate.
"Is it ok?" She asked worriedly. I laughed, understanding her fears and worries, though I was giddy with the excitement of doing this for the first time, my answer coming in the form of finding her clit, gently sucking it deep within my mouth hearing her moan pleasurably in response.
Her mouth however, and my pent up arousal had me too soon to the edge. "I'm too close already," I announced openly. "I don't want to cum yet," I begged as she stopped sucking me, releasing me. I moved away then, turning about forcing her to lie on her back as I slid more comfortably between her legs. As I did so, I reached up locating her breasts, her nipples hard taut and full as I rolled them gingerly between my fingers, simultaneously flicking her tender little clit with my tongue.
"Oh fuck...Kevin! Kevin!" she moaned sweetly. It was the first time I had ever heard her use the word before, the tone of her voice lusty, music to my ears as I began to assault her pussy even more firmly with my tongue. "Oh baby...finger me," she now asked. "Finger-fuck my pussy!"
Almost reluctantly I released one of her tender nipples, my hand coming down to join my mouth and lips, worming my middle finger inside that heavenly wet split. I was amazed at the abundance of moisture that I found there, easing my finger in and out of her, delighting in the sensation of the pearly substance, which coated it as I began hearing the decadent, squishy sounds emanating from her cunt as I fingered her.
"Like that?" I mouthed into her pussy, delicately sliding my finger in and out as I kissed and licked her.
"Yes! Oh God yes!" She moaned hotly. "Add another," she now implored me, "Fuck me with your hand baby, fuck my pussy, suck my clit, make me cum!"
I had never heard her talk like this, though admittedly we'd never done anything like this before either. Obviously, once aroused, as I now knew her to be, she'd become this hot wanton vixen, her legs so obscenely spread, her pussy wet, the decadent naughty sounds it made as my fingers slid in and out of her. Just hearing that, as I knew she did, seemed to add to and escalate her own need, whatever inhibitions she might have had, evaporating away as she got more and more vocal with her speech. I only wished I could see her better than I did, vowing to do so soon, very...very soon.



"Oh my God Kevin! Can you hear how wet? How slippery my cunt is baby? God I'm so fucking horny! I want to cum so fucking bad!" She nearly screamed as she obviously approached orgasm. Which was about the time I saw the light flick on somewhere in the house, the illumination from it being turned on suddenly appearing beneath the door in my room. Unaware of it however, Jayleen began to climax, though her rapturous cry of pleasure seemed more internal luckily for me as she exploded. As her pussy clenched and then seemed to expel an even greater abundance of her juice, I felt her hands on the back of my head pushing me against her. I felt her ass literally come up off the bed as she mashed herself against my face thrusting wildly for a moment, making it even more difficult for me to continue licking her. Only then did she begin to breathe again, the sound of her pleasure finally finding voice. I had no choice but to reach up, placing my fingers against her lips.
"Shhh, somebody's home," I warned her, sadly disrupting her pleasure as well as mine as she worriedly sat up, disengaging herself from me. We both now sat staring towards the door, though I knew it to be locked. My fear however that we might have been overheard. Seconds later the lights again being turned off, the sound of the back screen door closing in the distance.
"Oh God, do you think anyone heard us?" she asked worriedly.
"I don't think so," I assured her, though my cock had immediately lost its firmness as we lay there in the dark listening. "Maybe I'd better go check things out," I suggested, "just in case."
"No...don't," she urged me. "If you go out there, and they see you, they'll know for sure you were home, better we sneak out the window now before someone does decide to come in here and check on you," she suggested.
She was right of course, though it was entirely possible either my mother or father had only come home to get something and had left already. The clock on my nightstand only then reading twelve-thirty, but it was entirely possible that they could in fact be returning soon. As much as I hated leaving, especially not having cum yet myself, it was the prudent thing to do. Quickly slipping back into our clothing, I unlocked the bathroom door leading her quietly through and on into the guest room. The house was once again dark however, as we climbed up onto the bed, opening the window and climbing out.
Once we had reached the safety of the ground outside, I took her hand and quickly led her along the fence back towards the gate and on into the alley behind. Having safely arrived there, we took a moment to catch our breaths before walking through the neighbor's yard and into the street towards the parking lot of the school where both of our cars now sat.
By now I had the worst case of blue-balls I'd ever had as we reached the cars. "I'd better get home before I am missed," she said apologetically. The fear of almost getting caught perhaps now a warning and a reminder that she wasn't out of the woods yet.
"Text me when you get home," I asked. "That way I'll know you're ok and got home safely without getting caught."
"I will," she promised, leaning over to kiss me quickly before sliding in behind the wheel of her car. I quietly closed the door, stepping back as she eased out of the lot and slowly drove away. I stood for a moment more until she turned, her taillights disappearing in the darkness before climbing back into my own car. Coming home now, or at least appearing to do so, wouldn't appear out of the norm for me. I soon drove back around the block myself, it would be several minutes yet before I heard from Jayleen. As I turned the corner and came down the street, several lights were now on inside the house. Pulling into the drive I climbed out of my car entering the house from the back door. To my surprise, mom and Cindy were sitting at the kitchen table when I came in. They were both dressed again however, much to my relief, though why they wouldn't have been escaped me.
"You're earlier than expected," mom said in surprise as I came in. "Did you have fun at least?" she asked.
Her speech was somewhat slurred, it was obvious she'd had a bit to drink, though she wasn't totally drunk either. Cindy sat next to her grinning at me like a Cheshire cat. "I'm pretty sure he did," she commented looking at me, forcing me to look down at myself. One of the buttons on my shirt had been buttoned in the wrong hole as I looked down only then realizing it. I immediately corrected it, but the damage was already done.
"Did you?" I asked somewhat defensively, trying to draw their attention away from myself, and back to them in an effort to make my escape.
"We did, and...still are," Cindy announced for them both. "Though everyone else has indeed left, the boys went for some more ice, we're just sitting here waiting for them to come back," she told me. I could see subtle movement coming from Cindy's hand, hardly noticeable, but just enough to realize she was doing something. Sitting as close to mom as she was, it didn't take a genius to put two and two together. The only reason I think mom hadn't reacted a bit more cautiously, was due to the fact she'd had so much to drink, and no doubt thought that they were still being secret enough to not alert me to what was actually going on. Cindy however, seemed to take delight in proving to me otherwise.
"Well, ah...I think I'll head off to bed," I told them both. Mom sat up straight however, her motion informing me as she did so that she'd broken off whatever contact, along with whatever was actually going on between them.
"Before you do, I need to pee first," she announced. "And since your bathroom's closer..."she said smiling finally standing up. She then turned and headed down the hallway through the rec room and back towards my end of the house.
I noticed then that Cindy was staring at my crotch. "You never answered your mother's question," she asked me. "So did you...have fun?"
I smiled openly. "Well yeah...sort of," I admitted. "But we sort of got interrupted." She laughed.
"Sorry about that, I came over earlier for some more ice, which is when we discovered we were completely out. I thought I heard something coming from your bedroom, that was you wasn't it?" she pointedly asked me.
This scenario seemed all too familiar. "You caught me again," I replied. "I was with my girlfriend, Jayleen."
Cindy raised her eyebrows questioningly.
"No, we didn't. Not yet anyway," I said answering the unspoken question. "In fact, I didn't even get off," I said honestly, once again seeing her eyes widen at the admission of that. Even as they did, she reached over unzipping my fly. I attempted to step back. "There isn't any time!" I said worriedly. "Mom..."
"There is if you hurry," she informed me, already fishing my hard cock out of my pants, her mouth immediately surrounding it, sucking it.
"Fuck!" I moaned, one ear tuned towards the bathroom. Cindy was sucking and jacking my prick furiously. To my surprise, I was already starting to feel the pleasurable tingle inside my balls, the first delicious squirt already starting to race up the length of my shaft just as we both heard the sound of the toilet being flushed. "Damn! Fuck!" I said again trying to pull away, but Cindy wouldn't let me, still holding on, still draining my cock, her mouth like a vice upon it, suctioning out each and every spurt still shooting from the end of my cock. Only when we both heard the bathroom door open did she sit back giving me just barely enough time to shove my dick back inside my pants before mom came walking back into the room. Cindy was still licking her lips.
"What are you smiling about?" She asked. "You look like the cat that just ate the canary!"
"Something like that," Cindy grinned in response. "We were just talking about Kevin's hot naughty date!"
"Cindy!" I exclaimed in exasperation, but relieved when I saw the look and smile on my mother's face.
"So, you two finally..."
"No mother, we didn't, not that anyway." I surprised myself in telling her. "Anyway, like I said, time for bed." I turned intending to leave, though Cindy once again stopped me.
"Oh Kevin? If you're free tomorrow, I could use your help again," she told me.
"Sure, when?" I said.
"Oh, any time after you get up...but don't make it too early, we're still not done partying ourselves yet..." she said winking at me. I noticed then that her hand had disappeared up mom's short skirt once again as she stood next to her, pretending innocently as though nothing was going on.
"Oh, by the way mom...have you seen my remote?" I asked. For a moment her eyes grew wide.
"Remote? What remote?" she half stammered.
"You know, for my TV, I noticed earlier it was missing, just wondered if you'd seen it," I said smiling. Cindy looked like she was about to bust a gut but somehow held it in.
"Oh, that remote. No...I haven't, maybe you should check your room again," she said looking relieved.
"Yeah, I'll do that. Goodnight," I said, and finally turned away.
**
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I woke at nine-forty five, rolled out of bed and went into the bathroom to pee. The house was quiet, most likely mom and dad still asleep, which didn't surprise me after the late night they'd had. Re-entering my room I quickly snatched up my cell phone from off my dresser, I'd forgotten to check it for messages before falling asleep. To my relief, Jayleen had in fact sent me a text just as she'd promised. She'd gotten home, snuck back inside the house with no one the wiser. A second message was waiting for me, and I read that one. It said simply: I O U 1
I smiled at that, already looking forward to it, and then headed out to the kitchen. As I'd hoped, the coffee had come on as programmed, four clean empty cups sitting beside it. Obviously, even Cindy hadn't called or come over yet for her early morning coffee with mom, though I remembered her asking me to "come over" as opposed to seeing her here. I wondered why. After pouring myself a cup of much needed coffee, I stepped over towards the window and looked out across the yard. Bob's car was gone, but then I'd expected that. Unlike most, Bob very often worked on Sundays at the nursery he owned and operated, they always did a booming business on the weekends, so he usually took off Friday and Saturday and then worked the rest of the week. I ventured outside sitting down at the patio table. I wasn't there more than just a few minutes when I saw the back door open across the way. Cindy stood waving me over, she was almost naked, wearing nothing more than what appeared to be one of Bob's long sleeved dress shirts and nothing else, especially as it was open. I started to head across, but then she stopped me seeing the cup of coffee in my hands.
"I was just about to make some," she called out. "But if you've already got some ready, pour me one and bring it over," she told me.
I went back inside the house, refilled my own and poured her one, and then ventured back across the yard to her place. She was still standing there in the doorway, though I noticed she had buttoned up the shirt as she greeted me. I was slightly disappointed.
"Bob's already left for work," she informed me.
"Figured as much," I responded back handing her, her cup, which she gratefully accepted. "So...what's up?" I asked curiously, especially with her standing there dressed the way she was, not at all surprised to feel my cock lurch in hopeful expectation. If nothing else, perhaps she'd have me start filling up a new jar, something that no longer bothered me in doing for her.
"I have a bit of a favor to ask," she said coyly, "Though I don't think you'll mind doing it for me too much after you hear what I have to say."
"Sure, what?" I responded back, suddenly anxious to hear what new little surprise she might have in mind, though even when I did, I was a bit shocked by it.
"You know Laurel yes?" She asked.
"Of course," I responded, "I mean not personally really, but I ah...well, you know, saw them the other night over at the house, and then of course saw them again last night at the party, what about her?"
"Obviously Kevin, you've learned quite a few interesting things about many of us over the past few days," she began. I nodded my head smiling. "And since you have, and the more I thought about this, the more I decided I might share with you something else, another one of our groups naughty little secrets," she said grinning even more broadly.
"And that is?" I asked curiously.
"Do you have any fantasies Kevin?" she asked catching me off guard.
"Of course," I answered simply. "Don't we all?" Cindy smiled at that, nodding her head in agreement.
"Do you ever act on any of them?" She then asked.
"Not really...no. Until lately, anyway, " I smiled back. "But that wasn't something I had considered to actually be a fantasy, until now," I again added recalling the way it felt to stand there masturbating myself in front of her while she watched. Suddenly now...it was one.
"Would you like another?" she then asked.
"Maybe," I said tentatively, "what is it?"
"Helping me...and Laurel to enjoy one of hers," she told me.
"I'm not sure that's such a good idea, what if she blabs something to my mom or dad," I said worriedly. So far, I felt like I could trust Cindy at least, but I wasn't so sure about Laurel being able to keep her mouth shut.
"Don't worry...she won't even know it's you as long as you do what I tell you to do," she informed me. Now I really was curious, not able to imagine what it might be. "Interested?"
"Maybe," I said once again. "Tell me what it is I have to do, and then I'll tell you," I said a little impatiently.
"Well, as I said Kevin, we all have our little fantasies, and very often we try and help one another out in making them happen for one another from time to time. Anyway, Laurel told me one of hers last night at the party, I told her I'd see what I could do for her. She should be here in about twenty minutes from now in fact," she explained. "What she wants me to do for her, and which I said I would do, was find someone who would cum on her while she lays there playing with herself."
"Excuse me? Won't she know it's me? Like I said Cindy, we met...it's not like she won't know who I am."
"She won't, if she's blindfolded while you do," Cindy shot back at me. "Which is part of the fun for her, not knowing who it is, only that she's being watched, and then spunked on while she plays with herself. Her entire fantasy is in doing that, getting a guy so turned on that he shoots his cream all over her, and she never does know who it was that actually did it. That's where I come in."
"You're serious."
"Very."
"What if I say no?"
"Then she'll be very, very disappointed when she gets here, especially as she's expecting it. And quite frankly, I'd be very disappointed myself. After all Kevin, it's not like she'll know who you are, or that you haven't stood there and jerked yourself off in front of me before either."
Which was true of course, and admittedly, the more I stood there thinking about it, the more and more exciting it became. Laurel naked, playing with herself, blindfolded while I stood there watching her, and then coming on her when it was time.
"Anywhere I want?"
"Anywhere...and everywhere," Cindy told me. "And to make it even more fun for you, I'll of course be naked too, and even play with you a little myself while you stand there watching her. So...are you interested? Or no?"
It had become a moot point. "Sure, why the hell not?" I said grinning.
"Just remember, part of her fantasy is NOT knowing who you are, so try not to speak or make a sound if you can help it, though that part may be hard for you. I don't think a little moaning will necessarily give anything away, but obviously she's spoken to you, so should you slip up and say something, she might in fact recognize your voice, which would spoil the fantasy for her. So...still interested?"
The sound of a car pulling up into the drive alerted us that Laurel was in fact already there.
"Yes!" I said excitedly.
"Good, run upstairs and wait in the bathroom, I'll come and get you when it's time, when she's ready. It might be a few minutes before I do however, she likes me to sort of prime her pump a little first if you know what I mean."
Seconds later I was sprinting up the stairs to the bathroom as Cindy opened the door greeting her friend. I sat down on the toilet after having removed all my clothing, once again trying to calm myself, collect my breath as I heard them talking, soon after coming up the stairs.
"So, he's here already?" Laurel asked Cindy excitedly.
"Yep, anxiously waiting for us," Cindy acknowledged. "Looking forward to watching you touch yourself, while he stands beside you, jerking himself off as he does," Cindy told her, which had the effect of arousing Laurel even more.
"Have you seen his dick?"
"I have," Cindy acknowledged.
"Is it big? Nice and hard?"
"Big enough, but certainly hard enough...yes," she informed her friend. I could hear them even more clearly now as they reached the landing, turning down the short hallway heading off in the opposite direction towards the main bedroom.
"Do you think he'll cum on me...a lot?" she asked hopefully. "I want to feel lots and lots of his cream squirting on me," she asked hopefully.
"I'm sure he will honey," Cindy told her. "Provided of course you put on a really nasty act for him in order to make him even more horny than I know he already is. Do that, and I can promise you that he'll drench you. So do very naughty, dirty, wicked things to yourself while he watches you, and then I am sure that he will."
Just hearing their conversation had made me that. But Cindy was right in another way now too, this had just suddenly become another fantasy of mine, and one in which I no doubt would think back on and jerk off to myself countless times afterwards. I was already looking forward to it. The hard part, would be in keeping my mouth shut, I was half tempted to run back to my house and grab the duct tape.
Cindy had already prepared for that however, which I would eventually learn.
**
I could still hear them talking though not quite as clearly. A few moans and groans later, Cindy opened the bathroom door inviting me to come out. As I did, she held up what appeared to be a ball-gag. I shook my head no at first upon seeing it.
"Trust me, it will help. If you can't stand it, I promise I'll take it out, but it might be better for all of us if you were to wear it," she told me quietly. I relented, allowing her to fit it inside my mouth. It took a moment to get used to it being there, but as I did, and as Cindy led me down the hallway towards the bedroom, I was soon rock fucking hard.
"We're here," Cindy told her friend. Laurel was indeed blindfolded, but otherwise unbound. She could have very easily removed her blindfold herself, but she didn't. What she did do, and was doing, was fondling her magnificent breasts, pulling on her nipples almost painfully by the looks of it, pinching her thick fat nipples, and then lifting her tits up, stretching them, wiggling them, before letting go again. And then just as quickly, repeating the process.
"Does he like the way I'm playing with my breasts?" Laurel now asked. "Is he...is he stroking his cock?"
"He does, and he is yes," Cindy told her as she briefly took a seat next to the bed, watching me more than she was herself watching Laurel.
"Is it all nice and hard?" Laurel asked. "What does it look like?"
"Damn hard," Cindy told her actually looking at it, which for a moment made me feel a bit shy and self-conscious.
"It's perhaps six, maybe seven inches in length? But it's really thick, fat and angry looking, all purple swollen, and I think I can even see a little precum oozing out of the tip of it now in fact," she said. There wasn't yet...but there soon would be. She was right about the rest of it though, my cock felt like stone, and it was indeed purple, the tip swollen, fat and horny as hell as I stood there fisting myself, looking at the two of them.
"Oh fuck!" She moaned, one hand now snaking down between her legs running up and down between her lips briefly.
"Show him what you look like," Cindy urged her friend. "Go on Laurel, spread yourself, let him see just how juicy and pink your pussy really is, give him a nice view of how wet you are, how your juices pool just inside your cunt like they always do."
She began doing so, her hands at first simply spreading herself apart. I had never seen anything like this, never...not even in a porn movie. It was in fact my very first glimpse at a woman's cunt, all totally exposed. The pinkness of her inner flesh was amazing enough, but then I saw what Cindy had mentioned already, an almost frothy white substance that seemed to be oozing from somewhere inside, coating her neither lips, wetting them.
"That's it honey, perfect. Now...draw some of that juice out of yourself with your fingers, rub it on and around your nipples for him while he watches."
"Is he stroking his dick? Hard? Slow?"
"Slow," Cindy told her. "Nice and slow while he's watching you. A nice slow up and down motion, now he's squeezing it, I can see another fat droplet of precum on his tip."
This time, Cindy was telling the truth, there was.
"Can I taste it?" She asked. "Feed it to me...please!"
I looked uneasily towards Cindy, but she stood up and came over, grasping my prick, her finger easily coming away with the droplet as she then leaned over, allowing Laurel to suck it off the tip of her finger.
"How's that? Taste good?" She asked her friend.
"Yes! Fuck yes...more please!"
"Sorry, no. You haven't been naughty enough, has she?" Cindy said looking over towards me. I just stood there looking at her, not quite knowing what to do or say. "He says no...you haven't," she told her friend. "Not nearly naughty enough. If you want more, you're going to have to earn it," she then told her friend.
Still laying there with her legs spread so obscenely, her glistening cunt so open, so vulnerable and inviting, I watched as she reached down, exposing her clit even more decadently than it had been.
"That's better, a little anyway," Cindy informed her. "Your clit is all nice and hard, but it needs some attention, some punishment perhaps, don't you think?" She once again asked looking at me. This time, I nodded my head yes, she even laughed, though more like a hot little giggle. "Yes, he agrees," she told Laurel. "I think you need to spank that naughty little clit, make it sting a little," she told her friend.
Seconds later she was doing just that, and hard too! I could hear the slap of her hand, flesh against flesh as she spanked her cunt, more specifically, her clitoris. Slapping it rapidly, pausing only on occasion to actually pinch it, tweaking and pulling on it with her fingers.
"How's that," she asked breathlessly.
"Very nice, he likes that, his cock is throbbing all by itself," she told her once again, once again telling the truth too, it was.
"Is he juicy?" She now asked.
"Very much so," Cindy told her, "want to hear it?" she asked. "Want to hear just how fucking juicy his prick really is?"
"Yes! Yes! Fuck yes!" Laurel cried out.
Cindy cheated just a little. But I certainly didn't mind. She leaned over, mouthing my cock, spitting on it, lathering it with her saliva, and then fisting it, jacking it, allowing Laurel to hear the squishy sounds she made as she now stood next to me actually working my cock in such a way she could actually hear it.
"Oh fuck that's hot!" Laurel moaned. She went back to pinching and lifting her tits again, something I quite enjoyed seeing, nodding my head in excitement at seeing her do so.
"He likes that," Cindy told her. "Now...slap them too honey, except kneel on the bed while you do, lean over a little, let them hang down and swing free while you do that."
It was as though Cindy had been reading my mind. There was just something about dangling, hanging tits that had always gotten to me, and now seeing hers, especially as large as they were as she leaned forward was driving me to the brink. Laurel began slapping them both with her hands, once again, not holding back either, her hand-slaps leaving red marks on her exposed tender skin, her nipples if anything, even harder than they had been as she did that.
"Nice baby...nice," Cindy cooed. "Would you like to feel a little cum lotion on the tips?" she now asked.
"Oh God yes!" Laurel groaned expectantly. Cindy led me over closer towards the bed, doing so by the cock, as I quite naturally followed. Seconds later, I stood there watching her as Laurel held her breasts together in her hands as Cindy rubbed the head of my prick back and forth between the two of them. I watched as she squeezed my dick, droplets of fluid leaking out, which she then smeared, rubbing Laurel's nipples with my cock, caressing each, leaving a kiss of pearly liquid upon each before moving away once again.
"Ok honey...time to see you really finger-fuck that cock of his, and just so you know, while you do that, I am actually standing here holding onto it myself, I'm jerking it for him now...for a little while anyway, until he's ready to squirt on you. After that, he'll be on his own, just the way you wanted to imagine it, feel it," she promised her.
"Oh fuck!" Laurel moaned, once again lying back on the bed, her legs bent at the knee, spread wide open. One hand holding herself a part, the other teasing her even more exposed nasty looking clit as she frigged it with her fingers rapidly.
"Very nice baby, very naughty. And this nice hard cock feels pretty naughty too. You should see it. Oh...but you can't can you? And you won't either honey, or I'll take it away. I'll make him leave if you peek. Yes I will. If you look, you won't feel one single precious drop of hot sticky cum squirting on your body, not anywhere. So don't look, as much as you might want to. As much as you'd enjoy seeing his hot thick semen squirting out of the end of his dick, you can't look, can't watch it...you can only feel it."
Watching Laurel below me, hearing the two of them as they spoke so lustfully back and forth, not to mention the feel of Cindy's hand as she stood there stroking my cock, soon had me hovering on the edge. I felt like my eyes were about to cross, the inevitable only moments away now.
"Oh Laurel, you should see how tight his balls are, his prick is so fucking hard, so swollen, so painfully big. I can tell he's ready to cum any moment now, shoot his big fucking load of sperm all over you, are you ready for that?" she asked. "Are you ready to feel his hot sticky spunk squirting all over you? All over your tits? Your cunt? Your face?"
"Yes! Yes! Squirt it! Squirt it! Cover me with your cum! Drench me in it...please!" She screamed, her fingers furiously pounding away in and out of her cunt now, one hand almost violently pinching her nipple.
"Go ahead baby...let her have it," Cindy told me smiling, and then stepped back, releasing my cock, surprising me as she slid into the bed next to Laurel. "Now you'll know...when you feel it, he's jerking himself off, just for you baby...gonna squirt that hot funky spunk all over your naughty, naked body!"
That's all it took, seeing the two of them lying there together, both working their cunt's now, though Cindy did so almost playfully as opposed to Laurel who continued to finger-fuck herself almost painfully so. In the next instant I felt, and then watched the first jettison of my cream as it flew out the end of my cock. Even I was surprised at the voluminous discharge, a thick white rope of cum, that speared her left breast, the tail end of which landed across the flat of her tummy.
"Oh my God! More! More!" She wailed.
And she got more, lots of it, as did Cindy. I continued to yank on my dick, jacking it, watching spurt after glorious spurt explode landing on them anywhere, and everywhere. Laurel screamed in delight as some of it hit the side of her face, much of which would have landed in her eyes had she not been wearing the blindfold. Cindy to was hit, leaning over to lick off part of my original spending from Laurel's breast, only to receive a rather copious splurge of my cream as she did so.
"Feel it baby?" Cindy cried out. "You should see it honey, oh my god, he's shooting his fucking cum all over the place, all over me...all over you!"
Laurel gasped, suddenly driving her fingers as far inside her as she could, she held still only for a moment, and then screamed at the top of her lungs as her orgasm washed over her.
I had long since collapsed down on the edge of the bed, exhausted, spent...and yet exhilarated beyond words. Seeing and hearing what I had...and eventually feeling it, had been one of the most erotic, sensual moments of my entire life.



Too weak even to stand, I sat there wondering what would happen next, ready to stand, more than ready to take the ball gag out of my mouth nearly doing so. It was then that Laurel rolled over, assuming a doggy position, her enormous free-swinging tits hanging down.
"I need to be fucked...please, fuck me," she begged. "Please Cindy, have him fuck me!"
I looked at her in alarm, it was the one thing I couldn't do, not like this anyway. I couldn't lose my virginity, especially when I'd meant to lose it together with Jayleen. Once again, Cindy came to my rescue.
"Sorry baby, that's not part of the deal, part of the fantasy. But I'll tell you what, how about I fuck you while he watches? Maybe...just maybe mind you, he'll get all nice and hard again for us, and shoot another nice sticky load on you while I am, how's that sound?"
"Yes, oh god yes! Do it! Do it Cindy! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!
Where only seconds ago I felt like I was thoroughly satiated, I sat in mild surprise as Cindy pulled what was obviously some sort of strap-on dildo from her nearby nightstand. Fitting it on herself, even I had to admit she looked wicked, this enormous, life-like looking cock sticking out even larger than I was, though not quite as big around, or nearly as hard. Even so, it looked sexy as hell, dirty in a way that sent shivers of renewed lust coursing through my body.
I sat there watching Cindy mount her from behind, soon slipping the cock inside her as she slowly began screwing her, Laurel's tits beginning to swing so provocatively. I felt my cock stiffening, surprised at myself, though Cindy merely smiled, grinning at me.
"Go ahead baby...stroke it, give her another nice dose of cum."
It took a while, but eventually I did.
**
Cindy had fucked Laurel into oblivion, leaving her to recuperate there on the bed as she led me out of the room, finally removing the ball-gag.
"Thank you baby, I hope you had as good a time as the two of us did."
"But you didn't cum? Did you?" I asked.
"No, I didn't. But I didn't on purpose. Now Laurel's going to spend the next couple of hours going down on me, and I assure you...I certainly will then. Now...go ahead honey, run along. I'll see you in a few hours from now. Oh, and tell you're mom that I'll call her later, in fact...tell her I'll be over later to tell her how my afternoon chat with Laurel went. She'll know what I mean by that."
I could only imagine.
"Ok," I said, and then hurriedly dressed, taking a moment to enjoy the view as Cindy sashayed back down the hallway towards the bedroom. By the time I got home, mom was up and about.
"Where've you been?" she asked me.
"Oh, over at Cindy's giving her a hand with the room, until Laurel showed up," I told her. "She shooed me away shortly after that, said something about her and Laurel needing to have a private chat, said she'd tell you all about it later," I finished.
I saw a knowing look in mom's eyes, a particular secretive smile I'd seen a few times before.
"Oh, before I forget, Jayleen called. Said something about meeting you before school tomorrow? Wanted to make sure I gave you the message, said something about her dad taking her phone privileges away or some such shit anyway."
"Fuck!" I thought, though not saying it. "Damn," I said instead. "Now what?" I wondered, and then headed back into my room.
**
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With graduation only a few short weeks away now, pretty much all the athletic activities were over. As such, the track and football field were deserted as I stood waiting for Jayleen to arrive. A few minutes later she did, and we ducked behind the stands where we'd met before. Having arrived early, we still had a good thirty minutes before class, so I was hoping for a bit of brief fun at the very least. Jayleen explained to me how her dad had taken away her cell phone for a week, which was a real bummer, but she promised to call me anyway, using a nearby payphone whenever she could manage it. After three more weeks, it wouldn't make any difference anyway as she then informed me she was planning on moving out, and then moving in with her older sister. The problem with that was, she'd be living nearly four hours away, though it had always been her intention of attending college upstate, and me having already been accepted at a local university where I'd continue living at home for a while at least.
"I wanted to tell you something," she began. "But before I do that, remember what I texted you?"
Though I was curious about what she had to say, I was also equally as curious about her "I O U 1" that she'd sent me. I smiled letting her know that I did remember, and then watched as she deftly reached over unzipping my fly. Though nervous about anyone seeing us as we stood beneath the stands, no one ventured nearby even as a few fellow students began arriving in the parking lot. Taking my cock out of my jeans, Jayleen stroked it until it was nice and hard, and then knelt down on the ground in front of me and proceeded to give me what was a very nice and very enjoyable blowjob.
One of the things we had actually talked about believe it or not, long before we'd actually done much of anything, was the fact she wasn't too keen on ever letting anyone cum in her mouth. So knowing that, I was prepared to warn her well ahead of time. As my orgasm slowly approached, her mouth wonderfully sucking my cock, I did so, letting her know I was only seconds away from releasing a nice hot load. To my surprise however, she kept sucking, looking up towards my face as I stood there looking down. I warned her again, wondering for a moment if she hadn't heard me or understood what I'd said. It became obvious that she had, now opening her mouth even wider, still holding my cock, stroking it expectantly. When she did that, I exploded, watching my cum spurting into her mouth as she took it. When I was finished, she did turn and spit most of it out, even so...it was still pretty erotic and I was surprised at the effort she had made, especially when she'd so adamantly stated it was something she would never ever do. I then realized, there was more to this than simply an IOU of sorts, and wondered if it might have something to do with her eventually moving out and moving away.
After I had straightened myself up again, I stood there smiling, but wondering what else was going on, especially by the look in her face that now looked tentative, worried.
"What's up?" I finally asked, now a little worried myself.
"There's something I have to tell you," she told me and then I knew it wasn't going to be pleasant when she did, which partially explained the "No cum in my mouth blowjob" I'd just been given.
"The other night at your place when we almost did it," she started out. "I wanted to, especially with you, but I also knew you were a virgin, and I didn't want to do something until I told you something first, and that is...I'm not."
Her surprising revelation hit me like a sledgehammer. Maybe it shouldn't, but the truth of the matter was, I'd been led to believe that she was, especially as she'd always kept me at a distance with regards to that. And though looking back I couldn't remember a time when she'd come out and actually said she was, she'd never said she wasn't either, until now.
"When?" I found myself asking, now curious as we'd been dating for most of our senior year together.
"Before you," was all she said, and it was obvious she wasn't about to tell me who either.
"Why am I only finding out about this now?" I had to ask.
"Because I want to again...with you," she said simply. "But not before you knew that I wasn't. I didn't want there to be any secrets between us, and I didn't want you thinking or believing I hadn't before we ever did."
I was in a very weird place at the moment. On the one hand, I now had a few secrets myself, none of which I felt like I could tell her about. Somehow in my mind, I'd managed to reconcile what I'd done, been involved in, and didn't really consider it to be cheating on her. On the other however, learning that she wasn't a virgin, where as I still technically was in that sense, didn't sit very well with me. Oddly enough, it wasn't so much that she'd already had sex with someone else that really bothered me. It was the fact that she had and I hadn't. She was experienced in that area to some extent at least, and I had absolutely no fucking clue as to what to expect, or even really do for that matter. My stunned silence wasn't quite what she was expecting either as we both stood there, the five minute bell ringing alerting us to the fact that school was about to start.
"I need to go," she informed me, though once again her look was worried and concerned. "I'll try and call you this evening if I can get away," she then added. "Obviously...we still need to talk." With that, Jayleen sprinted off across the football field towards her first class, my own in the opposite direction, though I didn't run, I simply walked. I now had a lot to think about myself, should I now share with her a few things about myself that she didn't know? How would she respond to that? I could only imagine, and yet, I also knew how intensely arousing and exciting it had been for me too. With emotions on a wild rollercoaster ride at the moment, I headed off to class wondering what it was I should do.
**
Late that same evening after I had gotten home from my part-time job, I'd come into the house surprised to see my mom was still up. Dad had already gone to bed, and mom appeared to be joining him shortly. I'd been brooding about things all day long, and I guess it showed in my face as I came in the door.
"Why the long face?" Mom asked me, suddenly not as anxious to head off to bed as she'd appeared to be when I first came in.
Maybe it had something to do with knowing what I now knew about my own parents, primarily that mom wasn't as innocent as I'd come to believe her to be, though I'd always known my father to be a bit "out there" as far as things went, but I'd always thought of that as just being a "guy thing", now...I had at least come to terms with the fact it wasn't just dad, mom too had more of an open-mind obviously, than I'd given her credit for.
"Jayleen isn't a virgin," I said simply. "I just found that out today."
Mom pulled out a chair from the table sitting down, just as I did. "And you still are," she surmised correctly, a little surprised perhaps to discover I still was though she obviously knew I wasn't exactly innocent in other areas. "Does that bother you that she isn't?" She asked.
"It does yes, but maybe not in quite the way you think it does," I told her. "I mean...sure, I wish she'd told me earlier, but the fact is...now I wonder if and when we actually do, what she'll think. I mean...I don't have any idea, you know?" I said looking up, surprised to be having this conversation with my own mother.
Mom smiled however, understanding my worries and concern. "And you're worried that because you don't, that she'll be disappointed in you or something."
"Something like that," I responded back. "It might have been different with the two of us fumbling about, not knowing what to expect, or even what to do exactly. But the fact remains, she does...and I don't."
"Maybe if the two of you just sit down and talk about it," she suggested.
"Awe mom..." I said reluctantly. "I feel stupid enough as it is, inadequate. What if I really do disappoint her? What then? What if I ah....you know,"
"Prematurely ejaculate?" Mom said openly, surprising me with her candor.
"Well yeah, that too," I freely admitted, seeing her try to stifle a giggle.
"Listen, Kevin...since you're being open with me now, I'm going to be open with you too, and though I might be your mother, I'm glad you feel comfortable enough to actually sit down and discuss this with me. So...I'm going to ask you, do you have any problems coming too soon or too quickly when you masturbate? And don't tell me you don't either...I know better. I've seen enough evidence to suggest the fact you do so often, and no...don't ask me how I know that, just know that I do."
I was a bit surprised at the direction our conversation was suddenly going, but I also realized mom was seriously trying to understand my dilemma, and perhaps actually offer me some sound advice.
"No, not really," I told her.
"What do you mean by not really?" she asked.
Perhaps any other time I'd have felt really uncomfortable, or awkward discussing this with her, but like I said, I'd been brooding about it all day, and now, actually having someone to talk to about the way I was feeling, actually felt good.
"When I want to...I can come pretty quickly. But there are other times, when I enjoy taking my time, and it's not like I have to stop or fight to keep from coming," I admitted to her. She nodded her head in understanding, though I could still see the secretive smile in her eyes that told me she was finding part of this discussion to be somewhat amusing.
"Perfectly normal then, just as I suspected you are," she told me seeing the look of relief in my face. "Honestly Kevin, I think you're making more out of this than what's necessary. But...tell you what, let me think about it a little, and then we'll sit down and discuss it again, how's that sound? It is a bit late, and I really do need to get to bed otherwise I'll feel like shit all day at work tomorrow. So...give me a couple of days and then we'll sit down again, ok?"
To be honest, I did feel better. The fact I could actually discuss something like this with my own mother was refreshing to say the least, though my normal almost automatic everyday desire to jerk off seemed to evaporate. As such, I didn't even think about it let alone actually do so for the next couple of days. I hadn't heard from Jayleen either, still unable to call me, and as we had absolutely no classes together, I barely even saw her at school, especially as I always left before lunch time in order to head off to work at my part time job. Because of that, we'd hardly said two words to one another since her revelation under the stands a few days before.
And it had been a busy week for everyone else too. In a way, I was almost glad I hadn't run into Cindy, I was still having a few mixed emotions about that too. On the one hand, I'd certainly enjoyed the little bit we had done, it had excited me beyond reason, though I was now feeling just a teeny bit guilty about having done that much, and not being able to share that with Jayleen, or even mom for that matter. I'd begun to wonder what she'd think if she were to ever find out. How would that affect her relationship with her best friend and neighbor? I found myself thus avoiding the possibility of running into Cindy again until I could work that part of it out for myself too.
Finally on Thursday evening, again late after arriving home, mom had sat up waiting for me. I was actually glad to see that she was, evidently she'd finally come to some sort of a decision, and perhaps had some advice to offer to me about the way I was thinking...feeling.
I noticed a small little card sitting in the middle of the kitchen table with my name on it when I came in. What I hadn't expected or anticipated however, was that dad was still up too, and he soon after came in to the kitchen joining us, taking a seat next to mom. I realized then, they must have talked about my situation, and though I once again felt a little weird about them having done that, in retrospect, it shouldn't have surprised me.
"Go ahead, open it," they both said smiling.
I sat down reaching for the little card, opening it. I immediately noticed it was on a fancy type of stationary from the Marriott Hotel, Luxury resort in fact. I opened the card, it read simply, "Room 112 Friday & Saturday May 21st and 22nd."
I looked up confused.
"Consider it a somewhat early graduation present," mom said without going into further explanation. As for dad, he sat there grinning like a clown. All he needed was a white face and a little red paint to complete the picture.
"I don't understand," I said in response to their looks and smiles.
"You will," mom said letting me know that they were about to tell me anything else. "I've already called your boss, told him we were planning on a graduation surprise for you too, so he's already given you the night off. Check in is after two, so you're welcome to go anytime after that. Enjoy yourself, relax by the pool, order in room service...relax."
Obviously, this was really sweet of them, and certainly a surprise. But I couldn't for the life of me understand why they'd done this...and then it dawned on me, especially with dad sitting there with this shit-eating grin on his face, they'd hired a prostitute! Ok, maybe not a sleazy stand around on the corner prostitute, perhaps more of a high-priced call girl, but even then...I was stunned. It was the only thing that made any sense.
"Just try and enjoy yourself," mom said, now confirming my suspicions. "And don't think too heavily about it either," she then added as she and dad finally stood heading off towards their bedroom.
I sat for the longest time staring at the card, wondering about it, though I'd already made up my mind to go, if anything, I was looking forward to a little R & R if nothing else. And spending an entire weekend at a luxury resort, with everything paid for as long as I was there, had its benefits.
"Fuck!" I said aloud. "Who knows? Maybe she'll actually be good looking too?" I convinced myself. Knowing dad anyway, if he'd had any say in picking her out, she'd at least have nice tits. That was one of the few things dad and I certainly did have in common. For the moment anyway, my worries and concerns about Jayleen would have to wait. I sat there realizing I now had an erection, something I hadn't had for several days now. I grinned, standing up and slipped off into my room where I proceeded to sit back, fantasize about some mysterious good-looking woman, taking my virginity. Suddenly, things were right with the world again.
**
I checked into my room around three. The suite was enormous! In all my life I had never seen, let alone ever stayed in a room quite like this one before. It looked more like a furnished apartment, including a nice-sized kitchenette, though I had no intention of doing any of my own cooking. The bedroom itself was four times the size of my own, and included a sunken tub, Jacuzzi sitting nearby, aside from the spacious bathroom and shower area that was large enough to accommodate four people comfortably.
"Damn!" I said grinning from ear to ear as I gave myself a tour of the place, even more surprised to see mom and dad had even left a couple of bottles of wine for me with my name on them on the side board.
"Like we said, have fun...enjoy yourself, love...mom and dad."
I was anxious, a little nervous, but obviously excited too. I still had no idea what to expect, or even when to expect it, but I'd already surmised all that had been put into motion. I hurriedly slipped into my swim trunks and headed outside to the pool. I quickly found a nearby lounge chair and settled in. Across the way a couple of good looking women were already laying out sunning themselves. I was briefly startled when a young female approached me carrying a tray. To my surprise, it already had a drink on it.
"Mr. Williams?" she asked.
Even with sunglasses on, I still had to shield my eyes when looking up at her. She was young, gorgeous and friendly. Even so, I wasn't used to being addressed quite so formally.
"Yes?"
She handed me my drink. "Compliments of the resort," she told me. "I'm to inform you that everything has been taken care of in advance, all you have to do is sign for it," she said still smiling. "If there's anything else that you need while you're here...don't be afraid to ask. And by the way, my names Janet," she told me. Though I had already noted that when I'd glanced up at her breasts, her name badge hanging just above one of them. I wondered briefly if she meant anything more than that, but then decided she didn't and that it was just my own overactive imagination and horniness playing tricks on me.
"Thank you," I told her, signing the check.
"Room 112 yes?" She smiled back once again...and I wondered.
"Yes," I said grinning back as I watched her cute tight little ass walking away.
I sat outside by the pool for the better part of an hour, accepting a second drink from Janet, along with another somewhat flirtatious smile, and then decided to head in for a shower and get cleaned up a little. I still had no idea what to expect, or when to expect it either, but I wanted to be ready for it whenever it did.
I soon stood in this giant sized shower, enjoying the feel of the deliciously hot almost scalding spray on my flesh as I washed up. Preening myself in front of the mirror a few minutes later, I walked naked back into the bedroom, and froze. For a moment, I was dazed, confused, and shocked beyond belief. Sitting on my equally enormous bed were three women, all of them naked, grinning at me as I came in.
"Hi sweetie! Surprise!"
I could only stand there trying to find my voice. "Cindy? Laurel? Doreen?" All three of my mother's friends sat there, naked as they day they were born..."Mom, Dad? Actually put you up to this?" I asked incredulously.
"Well of course silly. Disappointed? Would you rather there be someone else? A call girl perhaps?" Cindy giggled. "Which initially was your father's suggestion by the way, until your mom and the three of us convinced him this would be a lot better for everyone all the way around, unless of course...you're not interested."
I didn't know what to say, I was still a bit speechless, though my cock soon gave way to any shyness I might have entertained as I stood there looking at the three of them.
"And beside's Kevin, what young man hasn't entertained the thought of fucking an older woman, a MILF? As you refer to them these days?" she asked. "And here...with us, you have three of them!" She added grinning.
I had to ask.
"Does ah...Bob? John and Mike know about this?"
"Of course they do. In fact, they're all coming up tomorrow to spend the weekend too, along with your mom and dad. We've all taken our own rooms, so yes...to alleviate any fears you might have about that, they do. In fact, they even said how they wished they'd been given this opportunity when they'd grown up, and thought it was a great idea, especially when it was your own mother who suggested it!"
I couldn't believe my ears, let alone what I was actually seeing.
"Now, the only question that remains, and which will be entirely up to you of course, is which one of us do you want to pick to have your first time with?" Cindy asked. "And don't worry about feeling obligated to me either," she then added. "You won't hurt my feelings, I'll be happy with second, or third spot...either way."
"Second...third?"
"It's going to be a long night...a very, very long night," she said grinning, standing as they all did. "Now then, how about you come over here and sit on the bed while you think about it, let us pamper you a little while you decide. We're not in any rush here either you know, like I said. We have all night...and all day tomorrow as well.



"All day tomorrow?"
As one they all laughed, and then I allowed myself to be pulled into a sea of exotic looking flesh, soft skin, tits in all shapes and sizes, hungry mouths suddenly licking and kissing me from head to toe.
For the first time I actually worried about premature ejaculation.
**
A few minutes later, I forgot all about that. I know it sounds silly, but I felt a little like a Sultan, with my own personal harem. Lying there on my back as each one of the three women fed me their tits to suck on was a fantasy come true. Ok, maybe not for some, but certainly for me it was. I'd actually imagined at some point doing just that, having a bevy of women, each one with different sized shapes, and colors of nipples sitting in front of me to play with. And now...here I was, doing just that. Even with my cock as hard as it was, which it was...I wasn't even thinking about it. All I could do was enjoy myself, and hopefully give each one of them some pleasure as well, as I gorged myself on a feast of hard extended nipples, soft pliant skin, as I went back and forth between all three, each one of them hovering over me, offering up their succulent mammaries to my heart's content. And hopefully theirs!
But it got even better when I was soon treated to what could only be described as a breast massage. The feel of three different pairs of breasts being rubbed against my body, once again from head to toe and back again, was driving me nuts with desire. Even being turned over, where the onslaught of such tantalizingly soft titty-flesh now caressed my backside, especially my ass, briefly rose up the earlier concern of tossing a load into the sheets as opposed to anywhere else. Even then, I soon realized "So what?"
As my own level of horniness rose, so did my sudden lack of inhibitions fall. I was enjoying this too much to really care anymore about what I said, did...or wanted to do. And I vocally expressed myself, much to everyone's delight and surprise. But Laurel had already pointed that out to me earlier anyway.
"We're here for you Kevin," she'd added to what Cindy had already told me. "So don't be shy, whatever you want, whatever you want to do...to any of us, that's what we're all here for," she'd told me. "So...in this instance at least, we want you to be a naughty boy, a very...very naughty boy."
And it was that same naughty boy in me now that wanted to see the three of them lying on their backs together, side by side. And I quickly instructed them all to do so, and then to reach over and play with one another for a few moments while I simply stood there and watched. They were only more than happy to comply. I now knew of course that the three of them, along with my own mother, had no doubt done this on more than one occasion. But seeing it for myself was a real treat, and especially as they lay there together enjoying it as much as they obviously were.
But now it was time for me to satisfy and enjoy another one of my own personal fantasies, though I actually did ask them to tell me if I wasn't doing it right, or if there was something I could be, or should be doing when I did. After all, I was here to learn too, and I wasn't so naive as to think I was experienced enough with women to pleasure them...any of them, they way they might have actually preferred.
Once again, they were only too happy to show me the ropes as I now knelt on the floor, three hungry, horny looking cunts all waiting for me as I took turns licking and sucking the three of them.
I soon learned something else too, which was as much of a delight and a surprise as everything else had been so far. As different as their boobs were, so were their cunts, and I found myself momentarily just drinking them in. I guess I should have realized women were as different as men where in that way, but I'd never really thought about it up until now. It wasn't as though I had a lot of experience in that area as it was. And though I had already had a pretty good look at Cindy's delicious looking little quim, along with Laurels, though I didn't tell her that, Doreen's pussy was even more different looking than either one of theirs were. For one, she had an enormous clit. I hadn't considered the fact that clits too could come in all shapes and sizes, but apparently they did. It was about the size of my little finger, even appearing more so as she actually reached down herself, skinning the hood of it back for me so that I could get a much better look, and a moment later, a much better suck on it as well.
"Oh yeah...suck it honey, that's it...suck my little cunt cock!" she called it. In a way, it really was, but I found myself fascinated as I did so, moments later reluctantly moving over to tease and tantalize Laurel's pussy, which up until now I hadn't really played with.
Unlike Doreen's and Cindy's, Laurel had a bit longer, thicker labia. But just as Doreen had told me in sucking her clit in a certain way, Laurel too then told me how she liked it when I pulled her lips outwards, licking them with my tongue and literally twisting and folding the lips of her pussy between my fingers, stretching and pulling on them while I flicked her much smaller clit with my tongue.
I was needless to say, in seventh heaven. And then there was Cindy. I guess her own uniqueness came in the form of her being able to lubricate so much. Not that the others didn't, but I now knew Cindy also did something the other three didn't quite do, though Laurel had come close. She squirted when she came. This little streamer of almost clear liquid that just seemed to pulsate out of the depths of her cunt when she climaxed. It was fascinating to watch, but I guess I wasn't the only one who found it to be so either. As she neared her orgasmic bliss, I found myself soon joined on either side as Doreen and Laurel knelt along side of me, Cindy well on her way to climatic bliss, telling us so expectantly, and then delivering up a squirting feast of pearly delight as her cunt began bathing the three of us together. Being the gentleman that I am, I didn't hog everything for myself, allowing both Doreen as well as Laurel to share in the delight of Cindy's magnificently squirting pussy.
I then sat back and watched, purposely as Doreen and Laurel at my request, entwined around one another in what I could only describe as a scissor lock, pussy to pussy, pressing against one another in a vice-like grip, humping one another, grinding, and then hearing the sounds of their succulent wet cunts as they came against one another, climaxing together.
By now, I was in desperate need of some relief myself, but still hadn't as yet made up my mind about who I was planning on fucking first either. There was still plenty of time before that happened. And it was the consensus of the three of them too that, that particular aspect of the evening was still a ways away yet. As Cindy explained it to me shortly, it might be a good idea to give me a nice slow, though very intense little orgasm now, and then I might not be quite so prone to losing it so soon later...when the time came.
There's something to be said about a mature woman with plenty of experience. She knew what the hell she was talking about for one.
Once again lying on my back, my head well propped up within the pillows, I now sat, looking, watching, and certainly feeling, as the three of them proceeded to devour my cock together.
I don't think I can ever quite adequately describe what the sensation of that felt like. I mean hands, fingers, tongues and lips seemed to be everywhere at once. And even the way one mouth felt as it sucked the tip of my prick, somehow felt different from another when they did, likewise the rest of it too. A flicking tongue along the side of my shaft tingled, a bit firmer pressure, a more languishing lick sent shivers racing up and down my spine. Even the fingers that oft times fondled my balls gently, or teased the opening of my ass, which up until then I really hadn't thought about before, drove me insane.
The pleasure I felt was beyond anything I had ever experienced before in my entire life. When the inevitable began to happen, I didn't even think about it, I just let it happen. I didn't warn anyone ahead of time about anything, I didn't have to. Somehow I knew right there and then, I wasn't supposed to either. It was meant to just let it happen, to feel good, to explode in a way I'd never experienced before.
And boy did I.
Trust me, it was a real struggle to keep my eyes open, but I did. I wanted to see it as well as feel it. I mean I knew this was going to be intense, which it was. But I really had no idea. I think that first massive spurt even took the three of them by surprise when it came. It certainly surprised me, and I was the one sitting there squirting the juice.
I honestly believe this. Even before I shot that first spurt, which I swear had to have gone at least three, if not four feet into the air, it was brought about by looking down into three pairs of eyes, all of which were looking at me, smiling, licking and fondling my shaft together as one. It was the most erotic, sensual, wicked naughty experience I had ever known. I honestly believe it added at least a foot to that first glorious squirt of my cock.
Watching my cum leap from the end of my dick, skyrocketing upwards until gravity took over, seizing it, and bringing it back down, I watched with abject fascination, almost surrealistic in a way, as it rained down upon each of them, over and over again, drenching them all. Even when the cum shower was all but over, they still milked, stroked and teased the last vestiges from my shaft, only then kissing one another, passing what remained back and forth with their tongues as I lay there in a daze, half numb with pleasure watching them.
"Holy fuck," I finally managed a few moments later, enjoying the sounds of their laughter even as they continued to softly lick my very spent prick.
**
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I had just enjoyed one of the most amazing experiences of my entire life, and the sun hadn't even gone down yet.
Taking a breather, I stood on somewhat wobbly legs and pulled the corks on the wine that mom and dad had left for me..."for us," I grinned inwardly. Cindy had begun filling the Jacuzzi, which was more like a miniature hot tub sitting in the middle of the master bedroom. It was plenty big enough for all four of us as we eased ourselves down into the bubbling hot water, wine glasses in hand as we toasted the experience, still reveling in it. At least I was and oddly enough...I was still a virgin, but it was still early yet, and the night had a long way to go.
"So what's next?" I asked feeling giddy, surprisingly still horny though my cock had gone flaccid, even as Doreen sat beside me in the tub, her hand already busily fondling it beneath the water.
"Well, while we catch our breaths and give you a little time to recover," Cindy grinned, "I thought it might be fun to share our first time experiences with you, perhaps telling you about them will get you all nice and aroused again, and ready yourself for the big moment," she smiled wickedly. "So? Who'd like to go first?" She asked.
Even with Doreen's hand playfully fondling my still somewhat flaccid prick, I was already starting to become aroused again. Just seeing those bare breasts peeking above the surface of the water was enough to raise the dead. The way they wiggled, wobbled and bounced about as the water bubbled like a cauldron around them was doing that, but the additional incentive of sitting there telling dirty stories helped a lot too.
"I will!" Laurel said excitedly. "I lost mine my first year in college. I'd gone to a dorm party, and someone suggested we play a naughty game, so they brought out a deck of cards..."
"Kings and Queens?" I asked.
As one, all three women sat looking over towards me, though Cindy sat with a bemused expression on her face when I said that.
"How'd you know about that?" Laurel asked curiously. Cindy burst out laughing of course while looking at me.
"Ooops!" I said feeling the blush come into my face.
"You might as well spill the beans," she then said. "Go ahead Kevin...tell them." But before I could, she then announced how she'd caught me sitting in the dark in the spare room, spying on them when they'd been over to my parent's house. I was relieved when Laurel laughed upon hearing that I had.
"So...did you enjoy what you saw?" She asked. Now I was rock hard as I sat there thinking about it.
"Yes...I did," I smiled back relieved to some extent in admitting it.
"Too bad we don't have any cards with us now, that might make it more interesting later," She then added.
"I bet...we can get some," Cindy grinned..."If you'd like to do that."
Somehow that seemed fitting under the circumstances, and I nodded my head. Besides, it also might make it a lot easier for me to let fate decide who my first time was going to be with rather than have to choose one of them and hurt someone's feelings in not being my first.
"Let me make a call while you continue on with your story," Cindy said climbing out of the tub. "Be right back."
"Anyway..." Laurel began again. "It wasn't Kings and Queen's no, but in a way, sort of like that I guess. Started out as a game of strip poker, except the way we used to play it back in college, you bet clothes just like they were chips. Needless to say, it didn't take long before everyone was naked. After that, the stakes went up as the game turned into betting dares instead. Anyway, I was still a virgin then, though nobody knew that, and I wasn't about to tell anyone that I still was either. I'd gotten involved in a hand, and had pretty good cards too. Before I realized it, it was just down to me and this guy, a guy I'd actually had my eye on for a while. So when he bet me fifteen minutes of "anything he wanted," I had to think for a moment. Which is when I realized I did in fact have the winning hand based on the cards that were showing. We were both sitting on flushes, but I had a straight flush. When he upped the bet to thirty minutes of whatever he or I wanted, I folded."
"You folded? Why?" Doreen asked curiously.
"Because I knew what he wanted, and I wanted it to be his idea, and that way it would appear to everyone there that I was willing to honor my bet, besides finally giving him my virginity, even though he never knew that he did."
"But...but wasn't it obvious?" I asked. To which Laurel laughed. "No, not really. See though I was technically a virgin, having never been with a man before, I no longer had my hymen, I'd lost that a long time ago when I discovered things like banana's, cucumbers, carrots and eventually my mother's vibrator. So no...no one ever knew, but that's how I actually and officially lost mine," she finished.
Cindy came back into the room and slid back into the tub after having made her phone call. She smiled winking at me. "They're on their way," she informed everyone. "So...Doreen, tell us...how'd you lose yours?" she asked.
I noticed she was blushing. "Actually, I lost mine to another girl," she said almost demurely.
"That sounds interesting," Cindy said to which everyone agreed. "Go on...tell us, how'd it happen?"
"Well, there was a friend of mine that I grew up with, we'd known one another ever since we were kids. Quite naturally, we used to sleep over at one another's homes. Over time, our sleepovers got more and more interesting. We started out just experimenting by kissing of course, 'practicing' as we used to call it for when the time came that we actually got around to kissing boys. Eventually, after even more time, that went from kissing to touching ourselves while we watched one another, and then from there to touching one another, amongst other things," she grinned.
"Go on," Laurel encouraged her, just as I felt her hand now reaching for my cock beneath the water, taking over for Doreen's hand as she continued on with her story.
"So one day we'd gone over to her place after school. We were actually trying on some different makeup that her mother had just purchased, for one reason or another, Charlene started rummaging around in her mother's drawers, which is when we discovered her toy collection. A rather extensive one I might add too. Anyway, one of the items was a rather real looking life-sized penis, complete with a strap-on. Now, even though we were both virgins, we'd actually talked about it when the time came, and how both of us were so apprehensive about actually doing it...with a boy. There was the fear of course that it would hurt too much, and at the time, neither one of us wanted to appear 'easy' either. So that quite naturally was a dilemma for both of us. The more we sat there looking at and exploring her mother's toy collection, the hornier and hornier we both got. Before long, we decided to take one another's virginity instead. So that's what we ended up doing, we took turns with the strap-on, and with a lot of time and patience, especially being as nervous as we were, even though we were horny and excited too, that's how I ended up losing mine."
"Damn!" I thought as I sat there thinking about that, wondering how many other girls often did that as well. Before Cindy could begin her story however, the doorbell rang.
"That should be our cards," she informed everyone, once again climbing out.
When Cindy returned a few moments later, she did so...along with my mother!
"Hi everyone!" she greeted her friends enthusiastically before turning towards me as she placed the deck of cards she'd brought along with her on the nightstand next to the bed. Sheepishly, I slid a little further down into the tub, though Laurel's hand continued to play with my very erect cock even then. "Don't worry Kevin, I won't embarrass you by hanging around when things get going again," she then added. "But I wouldn't mind sitting in the tub for a bit with you all, if you'd be ok with that," she now asked me.
I'd seen mom naked before obviously...not counting the times I'd seen her actually having sex, so it wasn't that so much that made me nervous or a little uncomfortable, but her being there with me sitting in the tub naked myself, sporting an erection.
"Ok...mom," I said a bit hesitantly, though she smiled and immediately began stripping off her clothing. It didn't take her long either as all she had on was a bikini with a wrap around covering it. Once she was naked, she slid down into the tub between Cindy and Doreen, but at least she was at the opposite end from where I was. What I hadn't anticipated was when I saw Cindy reaching over, and begin fondling one of mom's breasts as we all sat there...silently now, just grinning and smiling at one another.
"So...what were you all talking about before I so rudely interrupted you?" she laughed.
"We were just sharing with Kevin here how it was that we all lost our virginity," Cindy explained. "Doreen and Laurel just finished telling their stories, so...I guess it's my turn, unless you'd like to go next," Cindy said turning and looking directly at me as winked mischievously in my direction.
Initially, I wasn't too sure I wanted to hear the details of how my mom had lost hers, but then suddenly I did. I know it was weird, but now I was actually curious as I sat there, not to mention being aroused with Laurels continued help.
"I'm not sure Kevin wants to hear how his own mother lost her virginity," she said glancing towards me, "Or do you?" she asked.
"Actually mom...I would. Go ahead, share your story." I think my saying that actually surprised everyone, except for Cindy of course. I think she new damn well that I'd find that interesting, as well as arousing in hearing about it.
"Ok, contrary to what you might believe Kevin, your father wasn't the one who did."
Although mom and dad had never been married to anyone other than one another, I'd never really given it much thought, or considered the fact that mom might have been promiscuous long before they had gotten married. Though much of that way of thinking had been dramatically changed here recently anyway.
"So...like I said, it wasn't Kevin's father that got mine, but it was Steven's brother in fact who did. I'd actually been seeing and dating him before Steven and I finally ended up together."
"Uncle Jim?" I said incredulously. Suddenly these images filled my head. I was doing a fast rewind of the number of times that my Uncle Jim and Aunt Maxine had come over during the holidays in the past, or had come to stay and visit with us during a weeks vacation here and there as they now lived several states away. But I couldn't recall a single solitary moment where either one of them had even hinted at the fact they'd once been intimate with one another in that way.
"Yes, you're uncle Jim," mom freely admitted. "But that was long before he and your aunt ever knew one another, and as I said, before your dad and I actually started dating after we broke up. And no Kevin, in case you're wondering...ever since he got married to your aunt, and I married your father, we haven't done anything, or even spoken about it since then."
"Oh...ok," I said somewhat relieved, though still wanting to hear mom's story. "So...how did it happen?" I actually asked, seeing the amused expression on mom's face when I said that.
"You really want to hear?" she questioned me. "It's pretty naughty!" she said giving me a warning.
"Actually...I do," I frankly admitted, as did everyone else as none of them had obviously heard the story before.
"Ok, but like I said...I told you it's pretty naughty," she warned me once again, though continued. "Ironically, it was your father that walked in on us. Your uncle Jim was a very tender and caring man, luckily for me. He'd taken plenty of time getting me aroused before attempting to put his prick inside me, by the time he finally did, I was really wet, and really horny. The funny part of it all was, we'd been at it for nearly an hour...not fucking, just trying to get there. I had no sooner felt his cock break through my hymen, and slide in, when your dad suddenly came in the front door unexpectedly. The whole point of our doing it then, was because your grandparents were away for the weekend, and Steven supposedly had a late date himself, only it had ended up with he and his then girlfriend breaking up instead, so he'd come home. Only when he did of course, he ended up walking in on us just at the precise moment that I lost my virginity...literally. Now...to make matters worse, your dad had liked me even then, and even though he knew his brother had been dating me, he'd heard just that very same morning, that Uncle Jim in fact, was thinking about breaking up with me...mainly because I hadn't been putting out."
"You're kidding me!" Laurel exclaimed. "What a shit!" She then added. "Did you know this? Is that why you finally gave into him?" She asked.
"No in fact...I didn't, not until Steven stood there and told me, especially after seeing what we were doing. He was furious with his brother for one thing, for taking my virginity when he did, even though he was considerate about it while doing so. But Steven was almost beside himself, like I said...he'd had a bit of a crush on me too, and had in fact told Jim that if the two of us actually did break up, he had every intention of asking me out himself. I think looking back on it now, Jim wanted to take my cherry before Steven did. Anyway, Steven ended up taking me home...except we didn't end up at home either. Upset, we drove around for a while, and then ended up at what was then the local make out place up in the hills. That's where Steven and I fucked for the first time, six months later...we were married."
Cindy was laughing. "So...you fucked both brothers in the same night and ended up marrying the one who didn't take your cherry. That really is ironic!" she continued giggling, though I noticed even as she did, she was still playing with one of mom's boobs.
"So...speaking of which, how are the boys doing anyway?" Doreen asked curiously.
"Well, at the moment I'm pretty sure they're still out golfing, though it shouldn't be too much longer now before they return, it's just now starting to get dark, so I'm sure they will be. After that, they're coming over to spend the evening in our room..." mom grinned though she didn't elaborate on that, actually blushing a little as she said that.
"That's ok honey," Laurel told her. "After tonight, I seriously doubt there will be too many more secrets between us, which includes Kevin here, she said winking at me. "We've already learned a few interesting little tid-bits tonight as it is, so I don't think he's going to be too terribly shocked or surprised to learn just how sexy and naughty his own parents are. In fact...I think he's already pretty aware of that...aren't you Kevin?" she now asked.
Now I was blushing.
"I mean after all, this was your idea," she grinned. "Albeit a good one."
"And speaking of this being my idea," mom said standing up. "It's best that I leave now, as much as I'll admit to finding it interesting to stick around and watch, I'm not too sure Kevin would be as accepting of that. So...I'll leave the four of you to your own fun. And besides, I have four men I've promised to be nice to myself a little later," she then added, glancing over once again, seeing the somewhat shocked look on my face as she said that.
"You're an adult now Kevin...or soon will be anyway," she added grinning. "I may be your mother...but I love sex. So, get used to it!" And with that, she got out dried off and dressed, but not before giving me an affectionate kiss, along with everyone else too, though I also noticed a bit of fondling taking place when she did that.
"Count yourself lucky Kevin, you've got amazing parents who are open-minded, loving, and certainly trusting. Not many men your age do, and certainly not many would have mom's and dad's who'd go out of there way to set something up like this for their own son's and daughters."
"You're right," I said in acknowledgement of that. "It's just going to take a little getting used to is all," I said thinking about it. "Kind of hard to see your own parents as people who are in fact sexy, sensual people. But I'm starting too," I then added. "Now then...shall we get the cards?"
**
The big moment in fact had finally arrived. Admittedly, I was a little nervous. Inexperienced at best, I took some comfort in the fact that I wasn't supposed to be experienced. That was something I was about to get lessons in, from three very attractive, very excited, and very experienced women.
Cindy quickly rummaged through the deck and located the first three Queens she could find. She then placed them face down on the table and told the others to pick one, look at it, and then put it back. Once everyone had done that, she thoroughly moved them all around as I stood with my back towards her as she did that.
"Ok, everyone remember what card they picked?" Cindy asked. Everyone did, which is when she then had me turn back around. "Ok Kevin...now it's your turn. Pick a card honey, whosever card it is, will be the one that gets to take your cherry!"
I stood for a moment looking down at the three cards, it didn't matter which one I picked really, I knew that whoever it was, I was going to experience something special, something I hadn't experienced before. And even if the other two weren't selected for that, I also knew...I'd no doubt be fucking them all eventually anyway. Talk about a way to lose ones' virginity! I reached down, grabbed a card and held it up.
Maybe it was fate, and maybe it was meant to be. Without even being told, I knew when I saw the sparkle in Cindy's eyes that I'd selected her card, especially when I saw the somewhat disappointed looks coming from the other two. And the fact it happened to be the Queen of Hearts just made it all the more fitting for some reason.
"Two out of three?" Doreen suggested.
"Ha, you wish!" Cindy grinned, "Not on your fucking life! I won fair and square, and besides, not like the two of you won't be involved, or get to fuck him after I do either."
"If...you don't wear him out first!" Laurel complained teasingly. "Just promise you won't, save some for us too," she almost pleaded.
"Don't worry honey...I'm pretty sure as young and as virile as Kevin is, he'll have more than enough to go around for everyone."
Cindy now led me over to the bed. "Normally honey, I'd tell you to choose any position you'd like, but as this really is your first time, and I want you to try and control yourself, just lie back and enjoy it, might I recommend a position?"
I was only too happy to agree to that, and did so.
"Good, in that case, let's have you lay down. I'll straddle you, though I'm not going to put you inside me right away. I'm going to tease you a little first, and the girls can sit beside us, and share in the moment with us that way too." She told me. Once again, it sounded good, damn fucking good. And looked pretty damn fucking good too as Cindy swung that sexy nude body of hers up and over my chest, straddling me, before slithering down.
"Cindy?"
"Yes honey?" She asked.
Her pussy was so close I could smell it. It was all sexy spicy, and suddenly even more important to me to do that than actually stick my dick inside it, not yet anyway.
"Can I lick you first?" I asked lustfully. I swear I saw a small tear form in her eyes as she sat there looking down at me.
"Of course you can!" she said happily, and then slid upwards towards my face.
"Well, if you two are going to do that," Doreen said, "Laurel and I are at least going to keep him all nice and hard until you finally do decide to fuck him," she stated. Like I really needed them to do that, but...who was complaining?



As I began lapping away at Cindy's sweet tasting cunt, I felt two pairs of lips suddenly gobbling up my dick, flicking and licking it with their tongues up one side and down the other.
"Just be careful you two," Cindy warned her friends. "Don't go getting him too close, I don't want his first time inside a pussy to be a short one, it's apt to be short enough as it is anyway," she added.
She was right. And thankfully, they pulled back a little, now just lightly and teasingly tonguing me. Had they continued the way they'd started out, I wouldn't have lasted ten seconds.
I don't know why it was, but as sweet as she smelled and now tasted, more than anything I wanted to have her squirt on my face. Fascinated by that anyway, I wanted her to cum on me, and then cum on my dick too if she could manage that. She'd already told me that once she'd had her first cum, she always had a second one closely after that, and that it was usually even wetter than the first one. So there really was a method and a reason behind my madness.
"Not quite so hard or so fast honey," she instructed me. "Not until I tell you anyway..." she then giggled, calming down my enthusiasm. But she had a pretty good idea of what I was up to too, as she leaned over whispering in my ear. "Don't worry...I promise, I'll soak your cock if that's what you're wanting." I grinned into her pussy, and I honestly believe she knew I was as she laughed out loud.
"That's better baby, yes...just like that, now you can suck it. That's it, oh yeah...that's nice, keep sucking it just like that, I'm almost there. Keep going baby, that's it, that's it...now...suck it! Suck it hard and hold it!"
I did so, and in the next instant, felt a flood of sweet tasting pussy juice suddenly filling my mouth. There was so much of it that I could hardly breath, allowing most of it to spill from my mouth, running out the corners and along down my cheeks soaking the bed beneath us. But I didn't care, I was enjoying myself, as was she as she came and came and came again.
Even before she was totally through coming I think, she slid back off my face, leaving it wet and soaked, glistening with her recent spending.
"Ready?"
"Fuck yes!" I nearly screamed.
I felt her hot, wet pussy resting against my shaft. I couldn't believe the way that it felt, and I wasn't even inside her yet! She took a moment to slither up and down against me, effectively using her pussy lips to lick me with, sucking me before finally repositioning me against her. Even then she sat up, reaching down between us taking my cock within her hand, guiding it. She now took a moment to just tease the head, rubbing it against herself, and then allowing just the tip to enter as she held herself above me.
"Well girls...take a good long last look at a virgin cock," she told the other two, who were already leaning over looking at us, looking at my blood engorged prick as it hovered at the precipice of that hot succulent split before plunging deeply into its depths.
In the next instant, it was. I felt the silky sweet caress of that heavenly sheath suddenly engulf me, consuming me. All at once I was in, buried to the hilt as she rested atop me, unmoving, each of us savoring the sensation, the feeling as my cock throbbed, and her pussy pulsated, clenching it, caressing it without moving.
"Just relax, take a deep breath," she encouraged me, which I did. And she was right too, the sensation of just blowing my nuts right then and there began going away. "We're in no rush here," she said as well. "Just lie back, enjoy it, when you're ready, you let me know."
It took several minutes, but I didn't mind waiting, nor neither did she. By now, I was also treated to seeing and watching Doreen and Laurel as each one gingerly leaned over suckling one of Cindy's sweet looking tits. She had closed her eyes, enjoying the sensation of that, along with my still throbbing cock buried so deeply inside her. I finally moved, thrusting upwards, watching her eyes pop open, a smile coming to her face as she thrust back against me, slowly at first, and then with more and more tempo as we seriously began going at it.
"How's... that... feel?" she asked, thrusting against me, speaking each word individually between hot thrusting lunges.
I couldn't speak however. Every ounce of willpower was now focused on my cock, had I uttered even a single word, I'd have lost it. I think her knowing that, hastened along her second, even more powerful orgasm. I hadn't considered the fact that this might be for her, almost as much as it was for me, extremely arousing and exciting. Even with all her experience, willpower, stamina etc...just knowing that she was fucking her best friend's son for the first time in his life, and about to receive what she could only guess at, but which I knew, would be one hell of a load, was enough to trigger her own.
"Here it comes honey," she told me, knowing that that, was what I was actually waiting for. "Like I said, and promised...I'm going to bathe that hot hard cock of yours!"
When I felt that hot rich nectar suddenly envelope my shaft, no power on earth could have prevented me from spurting inside her. I felt her essence suddenly cascade down the length of my prick, the head suddenly drenched, even inside. I felt it run out of her pussy lips, like a river that had reached its crest during a storm, my balls suddenly soaked, bathed in the same sweet sticky cum syrup that my prick was being washed with.
And then I was adding my own to it. With each pulse of my heartbeat, with each clench of her cunt as it spasmed, her orgasm seizing her, ripping her apart from the inside out, I poured my seed into her. I felt each spurt as though it were the first, each one as strong as the one previous, if not more so. I don't know how many times I ejaculated inside her, it just seemed to go on forever, that's about all I knew. Even when she actually collapsed, falling off and away from me, I really wasn't aware of it. It was as though my cock was still inside her, still pumping out hot thick cum, still squirting wildly inside. It took a long time, a very long time for me to even realize that it was Laurel now who was sucking it, licking it, and cleaning off our mutually combined spendings, just as Doreen was now doing to her as she lay between Cindy's legs, cleaning her out, sucking her cunt, drinking down our now mingled juices.



        Kings and Queens Ch. 08

        Kevin's surprise just gets better and better

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/kings-and-queens-ch-08

Title: Kings and Queens Ch. 08

Author: Many Feathers

Category: Exhibitionist & Voyeur

Description: Kevin's surprise just gets better and better

Tags: 

Series: Kings and Queens


It took me a while to recover. I lay there in what felt like a state of animation, voices in the back ground, giggling and laughing. But after a few more moments of that, I began hearing other sounds. Soft mewls of delight, moans...groans, gasps of breath...panting. Those were soon followed up by liquid sounds, squishy sounds, slippery sounds. I opened my eyes and looked over next to me only inches away on the bed.
Cindy was on her back, Doreen sitting on her face while Laurel had comfortably positioned herself between Cindy's legs, licking her that way. All three were oblivious to my having come out of my orgasmic coma, and with good reason. By the sounds of it, they were all enjoying a little climatic bliss of their own. Not quite content to just sit there and watch, I reached over now fondling one of Doreen's lovely breasts, soon sucking it as she rode Cindy's face.
"Well, well...look who's returned from the dead?" she laughed.
And I had in more ways than one too! Already my cock was beginning to lengthen again though it had just experienced what had to have been the most intense orgasm of my entire life. Even so, just sitting there seeing the three of them together going at one another the way they were would have at least done that much. But within seconds, I was hard as a rock once again.
"Isn't youth grand?" Laurel said looking up smiling towards me.
"Never mind that," Cindy moaned, "pay attention to what you are doing," she admonished her. "I'm not that far away damn it!"
I'd fucked Cindy. Or rather she'd fucked the hell out of me. I figured since we'd gotten that little piece of business out of the way, everyone and everything else was now fair game. I rolled over and then straddled Laurel from behind. Lying prone as she was, I simply put each one of my legs on either side of hers. She then spread herself just enough to allow me room to maneuver. Sloppy wet, it didn't take any effort at all to feel the moisture of her leaking cunt as I placed the tip of my prick at her opening and slid in.
"Oh my god!" She moaned into Cindy's cunt as I hilted myself inside her, unmoving for the moment as I lay on top of her, though still supporting most of my own weight on my arms as though preparing to do pushups.
"I take it you've just been boned?" Doreen laughed and then adding. "This, I gotta see!"
Without leaving Cindy's face entirely, she managed to spin around on her, now facing in the other direction, able to see now as Laurel continued licking Cindy's clit, sucking it as I began to slowly move within Laurel, teasing her as well as myself for a bit.
"He is so...fucking...hard!" Laurel groaned, once again letting up a little, just enough to cause poor Cindy to complain again.
"Don't talk with your mouthful!" she said trying to sound serious, though she laughed as Doreen too seemed to forget she was still being licked by Cindy as well, who was now also talking.
"Don't laugh, but I haven't been fucked in this position in years, I'd forgotten what it feels like," she moaned openly. "Remind me to remind John of that," she then added groaning once again. "Or anyone else for that matter," she giggled, and then sighed.
For myself, it was almost too much to take in all at once. I'd just lost my virginity to Cindy less than thirty minutes ago, and now...here I was enjoying only the second fuck of my young life in Laurel's pussy, with still another one yet to go if I could manage that. At the moment however, all I could think about was the way her slick wet cunt was sucking on my dick.
"Fuck," I moaned not even realizing I had, hearing all three of them giggle appreciatively, though Laurels was more of a responding groan when she did.
"Fuck is right! He's hitting my cervix!" she said thrusting back against me now, poor Cindy's cunt all but forgotten for the moment, though sitting in the position she was, Doreen quickly rectified that, now leaning over and taking over for Laurel, placing the two of them in a classic "69" position there on the bed. With Doreen having taken over for her, Laurel now rose up, tucking her knees beneath her, though still leaning forward. The enticing angle and display of her near perfect ass forcing me upwards onto my knees as well. But what surprised me was the differing sensation I now felt as I continued to fuck into her.
"Wow, I had no idea!" I exclaimed to no one in particular.
"No idea what?" Laurel panted looking over behind herself towards me as she spoke.
"That...that simply changing positions, even a little...could feel so different!" I spoke gritting my teeth, already fighting the urge to cum that had seemingly crept up on me from out of nowhere.
She laughed at that, though so did the other two. "Oh honey...and you've hardly even begun yet," she said hotly...yet sweetly.
"And speaking of which," Doreen now moaned though still lapping away at Cindy's split, "Hurry up so that I can have a turn!"
"Sorry honey, as young as he might be, I'm afraid after he shoots off this next load of his, you're going to have to be patient for a while before he can, he's not super-fuckman you know!"
And though she was right, I wasn't...for a moment I sure as hell felt like I was. Slamming into her now from behind, hearing as well as seeing Laurel's ass as it quivered and moved with each hard felt thrust of my cock inside her, not to mention the sounds of each slap of flesh as I did, soon had me hanging on for dear life. Luckily, she was right there too, and then told me so.
"Oh baby, right there yes! Yes! Fuck me baby! Fuck me! Make me cum now...make me....oh fuck! Oh fuck! CUM!" she screamed out at the top of her lungs. For a brief moment I was glad I had such a big room, not so closely situated next to the other suites whether occupied or not. Even then I wondered if the sound of her orgasmic release had carried out through the window and into the courtyard. My thoughts however short-lived as I felt the eruption of her cunt, felt it clench around my shaft, now triggering the second most intense orgasm of my young life.
If the neighbors and guests hadn't heard her, they sure as hell heard me!
**
Having spent ourselves and no longer distracted, Cindy and Doreen finally got one another off.
I felt like Jell-O, floating on a sea of female flesh, basking in it, surrounded by it, hands and fingers still occasionally reaching out, if simply nothing more than just to touch. It felt like a dream, a very sexy...very, very wet dream.
" Wonder how JoAnn and the boys are doing?" Cindy suddenly wondered aloud. "Right about now, I bet she's fucking two of them and blowing another while Steven films it," she stated without really thinking.
"I'm willing to bet she is too," Doreen added. "Though I'm also willing to bet the boys aren't complaining that we're not there with them either," she said rolling over only then catching what must have been a pained look in my eyes.
"Oh, sorry...maybe Kevin's not very comfortable hearing us talking about his mom and dad like this," she then said.
"No, it's ok," I told everyone. "Just gonna take a while to get used to the fact that my own mother's just as much of a sexy hot naughty woman as the three of you are is all. I mean I've always accepted Dad's behavior, sort of expected perhaps, so I've never really given any of that much thought. But...just recently finding out my own mom's just as naughty...if not even more so than the three of you are, is going to take some getting used to is all."
All three women laughed at that. "Someone starting to have naughty thoughts about their own mother?" Cindy teased me, seeing my eyes widen in response to that.
"Certainly not!" I objected, and then mellowed. "Well...not in THAT way anyway!" I responded back, once again to the sound of the three of them chuckling. And then I laughed, joining them. "I guess...I just need to see things in an entirely different light is all," I amended. "Which isn't necessarily a bad thing, though it's still going to take some time getting used to is all."
And then it dawned on me as to what Cindy had said earlier. "Movies?" I thought to myself, and remembered dad had an extensive collection of stuff, though he was always recording the history channel on TV, and then cataloging them for watching later. I wondered...thinking I just might have to check a few of those out.
"Damn," Doreen said fingering and fondling my limp flaccid noodle. "I think you guys killed it!" She said dejectedly.
"Nah," Cindy laughed. "It's just being coy. I'll show you. Stand up, spread yourself, let it see your little clit wants to come out and play, and see what happens," she told her.
I shook my head, these gals were unbelievable. After the intensity I'd just gone through, it was going to take a hell of a lot more than that!
Boy was I wrong.
I don't know. Maybe it was a throw back to that old, "I'll show you mine, if you show me yours thing," going on that did it. But as Doreen actually stood there, and spread herself, and then diddled her cute little clit right there in front of me as I lay below looking up at it, I felt an all too familiar stirring. Hell, even I was surprised! I looked down, saw my dick suddenly move, sort of like rolling over onto it's back (if dicks had a back anyway) and then slowly sit up, and then stand up.
"Well...I'll be damned!" I said openly.
"No. You'll be fucked!" Doreen corrected me. "And now!"
I was only too happy to comply. I was at least granted a bit of a reprieve in the fact that she mounted me, like I was going to complain about that either way. For one thing, in addition to her slithering down my pole like a fireman with the alarm going off in the station as she did, having those two sweet beauties bobbing about up and down above me gave me something else to think about doing to. For me at least, in a way, it's sort of like turning on a light switch. All I have to do is pretend I'm screwing in the bulbs, and suddenly the switch goes up, and everything's on after that. Which it most certainly was.
I mean seriously, she might not have had the biggest tits, but her nipples more than made up for whatever lack thereof there might have been. Which in my book, wasn't much. Easily standing up and away from her breasts by a good inch, inch and a half at least, and as big around as gumdrops, or so it seemed anyway, I just lay there thumbing each one of them, flicking them back and forth between my fingers as Doreen rolled her eyes, moaning. Damn they were fucking fun to play with. So much so, I'd almost forgotten about the sensation her pussy was giving to my cock. Almost...
Still not quite into it yet themselves, both Cindy as well as Laurel just watched from either side of us, occasionally reaching out to toy with, fondle and then eventually kissing me, or one another while Doreen happily went about doing jumping jacks while sitting on my prick.
It wasn't long however before either one of them got aroused themselves once again, and before I knew it, Laurel was easing herself down over my face. Cindy had scooted around Doreen suddenly deciding a little ball sack play was in order, which tightened them up considerably, especially when I felt a probing finger suddenly going places I'd never had or felt one go before.
Feeling that, enjoying the soft wet caress of Doreen's tight hot cunt gripping my shaft, and then Laurel's delicious tasting pussy with that amazing clit of hers as she sat on my face, I once again found myself in a state of euphoria. I knew then that the impossible was possible, that the improbable, no longer was. The fact I now in my third slick pussy in a matter of less than four hours now was beyond me. That I had another gorgeous older woman sitting on my face was the thing that boyhood dreams and fantasies were made of, and I was living one. Not to mention enjoying the feel of a probing finger that up until now anyway, had never been something I'd have ever considered doing myself. I realized then, I still had a lot to learn. A hell of a lot to learn yet. But...I also knew from this moment on, I would be a more than willing student.
"Alright you horny little stud-muffin, give it to me!" Doreen cried out unabashedly. I actually don't think I knew what a stud-muffin was at the time, but I honestly didn't have to do anything but lay there and be one I suppose. I mean after all, Doreen was pretty much doing all the work, and it wasn't like I could really do anything to help that aside from an occasional upward thrust of my pelvis when I could manage it, and not throw Laurel off my face in the process. Besides which, I was already starting to tingle all over the place in ways I'd not experienced before as Cindy continued to touch spots and places that had previously had a "no trespassing" sign posted on them. So much for that.
And I honestly wasn't too sure I'd even climax again myself. It had been a thing of interest just seeing my dick rise once again, let alone anything else. So I figured if nothing else, it was at least stiff enough and hard enough for Doreen to ride on and pleasure herself. I'd have been content enough with that, as long as she was. But the closer and closer she got to having an orgasm, it seemed that she likewise wanted to feel me having one too...inside her. And that, I honestly wasn't too sure about.
"Fuck me baby, fuck me!" She groaned. "I want to feel that big hard prick of yours squirting all that nice hot sticky juice inside my pussy!" She informed me. "I want to feel you bathe the inside of my cunt, I want to feel your warm cum pouring out of me afterwards, and then have the girls lick it all out of me," she added a bit hopefully. Though Laurel moaned as she sat on my face having just heard that.
"Just say when," Cindy said from what sounded like a million miles away, and like she had anything to say in the matter when she did.
"Oh my god! Go ahead, do it!" Doreen cried out.
Now then. If you've never in your life experienced this, I really have to say, you need to. One moment I'm lying there contentedly enjoying myself, and hoping that both of them are too. In the next instant...I'm seeing stars. I mean lots of them, lots and lots of stars. I swear that for a moment, I thought a new universe had been created. I felt Cindy's finger suddenly go even deeper into my ass, she took just a second, and then flicked some sort of internal sensory overload switch or something. Between the lights suddenly going out in the room, and the star thing going off inside my head, I felt this enormous surge suddenly rip through my cock, seemingly coming out of nowhere. As it did, I think I latched on to Laurel's clit. I honestly don't remember. But whatever I did, seemed to have an enormous impact upon her as well.
Maybe suffocating had something to do with the blackout. Either way, I just remember pouring what felt like a gallon of semen into Doreen's cunt, though for a while I even forgot her name.
When I came to again, all of us...were once again collapsed on the bed, breaths still labored to some extent as everyone lay there trying to collect themselves.
All except for Cindy of course. And even then, the patty-pat-pat of her hand as she slapped her pussy was a kind of nice way to lay there and just listen to it as she did.
**
"What time is it anyway?" Someone asked.
"A quarter after nine," Cindy answered softly. "Room service should be delivering dinner around ten."
"Dinner?" I said sitting up, suddenly ravenous. Even as I did that, my tummy growled in response. I felt like I could eat an entire cow all by myself.
"Figured you might need your strength," Cindy informed me. "The nights far from being over with yet. But..."
"But?"
"Yeah but...you need to go in and take a shower first, we all do. We all smell and stink like naughty, dirty sex."
"And there's a problem with that?" I asked still feeling a bit wilted and drained, not really wanting to do any more than lift my hands while cutting into a nice thick juicy steak.
"There is if you expect to be doing anything more tonight," she informed me. "As much as I like good old fashioned sweet smelly sex, I also like a bit of freshness too before getting to the smelly sex part again. So...go on now Kevin. Be a good boy..."
"You mean, a good man," Laurel corrected her grinning.
"You're right of course Laurel," Cindy said correcting herself. "Be a good man-boy, and go take a shower. We'll be in directly to join you," she informed me.
Reluctantly I got up and rolled out of bed. But the moment I stood inside the shower with the scalding hot water pouring down over me, I knew then it was the fourth best thing I'd felt so far tonight. And though I was hungry as hell, and anxiously looking forwards towards dinner, I suddenly found myself, just as anxious to slip inside at least one of them again, if not all three before the night was done.
I was soon joined by three luscious naked women as we all stood inside the shower happily soaping one another up.
I laughed as I stood there thinking to myself.
"Hotel Suite...five hundred dollars perhaps? Three gorgeous naked women standing with me in the shower. Losing my virginity to them in the process? Priceless."
**
It only made sense that the girls had come over wearing the big white fluffy bathrobes that the hotel provided for their guests during their stay there. Now wearing my own, feeling considerably invigorated after my shower, though still ravenously hungry. We soon sat relaxing in the somewhat formal sitting, dining area enjoying a cocktail waiting for room service to arrive. Promptly at ten o'clock the doorbell to my room sounded.
"Dinners here!" Cindy stated standing up to answer it. Even as she opened the door I could smell the freshly baked bread as the gal from room service backed in through the door pulling the cart. I stood up walking over anxious to see what had been ordered. The fact that there appeared to be only two place settings, in other words dinner for two was confusing enough, but I noticed as I stood there looking down, two playing cards, a Queen of Hearts and a King of Hearts appeared in the middle of each empty plate. Bewildered, only then did I look up at the gal who'd brought the dinner in.
"Surprise?"
Words failed me. I didn't know what to say...what to think.
"Jay...Jayleen?"
For a moment I panicked. I thought this was some cruel twist of fate for a moment, looking up glancing towards Cindy. She stood there with this silly grin on her face as she stood there looking at me.
"You...you knew about this?" I asked.
"Let's just say this was a last minute sort of thing, but yes. Now...why don't the two of you sit down and enjoy your dinner. I'm sure the two of you will have a lot to talk about. Girls? Shall we?"
As one they filed by, but not before leaning over giving me a kiss, and none of them were quick little kisses either. As the last to leave, Cindy planted one on me that would have normally knocked my socks off, I could only stand there looking stupid, my face beet red as I worriedly glanced over at Jayleen.
"Your steaks getting cold," she told me smiling. "Sit down, eat...while I try and explain," she informed me.
If it wasn't for the fact that I was damn fucking hungry, I might have actually lost my appetite. I had a hell of a lot of questions to ask for one thing, and even began to ask as we sat down and as I began cutting into my thick succulent steak.
"How...what?"
"Shh," Jayleen said. "You eat, I'll start at the beginning. After that, if you have any questions, I'll try and answer them," she told me. Fair enough. Besides like I said, I was damn fucking hungry.
"Last Tuesday I had a long hard talk with my parents. I told them that it was my intention to move upstate in order to attend school and live with my sister when I did. Needless to say, my dad wasn't any too happy about that. He and mom both felt they'd made some big mistakes with her early on, which is one of the reasons they had tended to be so strict with me. They were worried and fearful I'd turn out to be as wild as my sister's become. Anyway, I told them that it was because of their unfair strictness, treating me like I was still a child and not an adult that I was planning on doing that. Finally after some much heated discussion it came down to somewhat of a compromise. I told them both I was willing to stay here and attend school for a year, locally. But...if I were to do that, then they could no longer treat me like a child either. Which meant, I could come and go as I please, see and be with whoever I wanted to be with, and pretty much go where I damn well pleased. For that, I promised to work hard in school, continue to live at home and help out around the house. Eventually, they both agreed."



"That's wonderful news!" I told Jayleen between bites, "But...it still doesn't explain any of this," I told her, still feeling a little weird and a bit nervous about all this. Obviously...she was fully aware of what had happened.
"I'm getting to that part," she informed me taking a sip of her wine, though she had hardly touched her food at all.
"Go on," I told her curious, though thoroughly enjoying my meal.
"So after that, with my new found freedom, I drove over to your place intending to tell you all about it, but...you'd not gotten home from work yet, and as your mom had told me, had actually been scheduled to work a bit later. Which is when she invited me in, thought it might be a good idea for the two of us to sit down and have a little chat. Which is when...I learned about her plans for you, and all this," she said actually smiling.
"You...you weren't pissed when you found out?" I asked incredulously. "I mean...I didn't even know Jayleen!" I told her.
"I know that," she said still smiling. "Though yes...at first I was. Not so much pissed I guess, but jealous actually. Which is when your mom sat me down and began explaining things to me. She told me what you'd told her, how you felt...how you now felt inadequate about being with me and how that had bothered you. She told me about her now implemented plans to rectify that, and even said she'd cancel everything if I wanted her to. I thought about it. And the more I thought about it, I actually saw the logic in it, and agreed to it. Along with this," she told me sitting there smiling wearing her borrowed room service uniform. "So like Cindy said, I was sort of a last minute addition, but here too your mom arranged everything with the hotel ahead of time. So...now you're no longer a virgin either, and neither one of us can hold that fact over one another's heads any more either. At this point, it's up to us to decide if we want to make a go of things, or not, but I'm willing...if you are," she told me.
I was still stunned, but after what she'd told me, how could I refuse?
"So...you're not mad?" I asked once again.
"Mad? No. Horny? Yes!" She grinned standing up. "I do have one question for you though, what's the deal with the cards anyway? Your mom insisted that I put them on the plates when I brought our dinner in."
I burst out laughing. "I'll explain that all later," I told her. "It's a long, long story. But right now, what I want to do more than anything, is make love to you," I told her.
"I'd like that," she answered back quickly stripping out of her clothing as I sat on the edge of the bed now watching her. "Just one more thing though I wanted to ask you about."
"What?"
"Your mom asked me quite frankly if there was anything we hadn't done yet."
I shook my head in disbelief, mom was continuing to surprise me, even in this.
"Why'd she ask you that?" I wondered.
"Because if there was...that would give us something special to share, something that you and I actually could experience together for the first time," she told me. "And there was...there is something Kevin, something I've wondered about, thought about, but have never done. Anyway, unless it's not something you'd be interested in..."
"What?" I said curiously, not having a clue.
Jayleen sashayed over towards me, wonderfully and beautifully naked now, her cute smallish sized boobs with her nipples hard and erect standing there invitingly. She leaned over, whispered in my ear what it was.
As she did, my eyes grew wide with the admission.
"Really? You...you want me to do that?"
Jayleen nodded her head, "But only if YOU want to," she told me. "So...do you?"
I stood up, my hard cock sticking through the opening of my white robe giving her the answer.
I
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It was just before the holidays began. I'd come home from school for a two week visit, it had been several months since I had and was looking forward to it. Both of my older sisters would be there as well, neither of which I had seen in a couple of years now. Mandy lived on the east coast where she worked for a large publishing firm. Never married, she preferred the carefree life style and independence she enjoyed working and living there. She'd always been that way though, and I often wondered if she ever would get married.
There was four years between each of us, for whatever reason mom and dad had purposely spaced things out. Unfortunately because of it, I'd never gotten very close to my eldest sister Collette. She almost felt more like a cousin or an aunt even rather than my sister, and growing up we'd had very little to do with one another. Unlike Mandy, she had gotten married straight out of high school, married to an idiot as I thought of him anyway, which proved itself out as her marriage had lasted only three years. Luckily they hadn't had any children, though we later found out...she couldn't.
Now Collette worked on the West coast at one of those wild-life preserves, something she enjoyed doing, but which kept her busy and usually unable to spend a lot of time away from her job, let alone coming home for a visit. The fact that both of them would in fact be coming home this year was cause for celebration.
It's funny how people can change so drastically in such a short period of time too. Something I noticed after coming home, walking into the family room and seeing them both again after such a long period of time.
I was only ten when Collette got married and moved out. Only seeing her once or twice a year after that, if that...what I remembered the most about her was her being very reserved, quiet and plain looking. Not that she wasn't attractive, she was, but Collette never dressed provocatively, or in such a way that would show off much of her magnificent body. Large breasted just as mom and Mandy was, a trait that obviously ran in the family, I had never even seen her naked, not once, unlike my other sister who I'd accidentally, (though sometimes purposely) had walked in on while she lived there.
When I greeted her again now for the first time in over two years, it was like meeting a stranger for the first time. Her hair was much longer now, wearing it in a sexy little ponytail, streaked with highlights of blonde running through it, she looked totally different from how I'd ever seen her before. The fact she was also wearing makeup, though it certainly wasn't overdone was another nice addition. Her "plain Jane" look was long gone. Now she looked every bit the natural beauty I'd always guessed her to be.
Mandy on the other hand had always been the wild one, or wilder than Collette had been anyway. More like me, she was outgoing, had a bubbly personality and tended to push the envelope when growing up, always wearing clothes, or trying to at least, that would have mom and dad sending her back to her room to change. I once asked her why she did that, if she knew mom and dad weren't going to allow her to go out in some of the things she wore, "Why did she keep trying to wear them and aggravating them so much?"
She had laughed at that, sharing with me her secret, "Because I know they're not going to let me go out wearing what I am, and so when I change into something else not quite as revealing, they see it as a compromise, and usually allow me to wear that. Which is what I wanted to wear in the first place!" she said grinning at me.
Now seeing Mandy again, it was almost as though the two of them had changed roles if not personalities. Mandy had cut her long blonde hair short, it was still sassy looking, but "easier to care for," as she put it. Even coming home for a visit on holiday, she was still dressed demurely; unlike I recalled seeing her in the past. She wore a business like white blouse, a skirt that fell all the way to the knee, clothing she wouldn't have been caught dead in just a few years ago.
After exchanging hugs and kisses all around, we settled down in front of a nice warm fire that dad had started. We sat sipping a nice Port that dad had purchased just for the occasion while mom tended to the dinner she was preparing for our first evening home together after so many years.
As the evening wore on, so did the raging storm outside begin to escalate. The weather reports earlier had indicated it was going to be a bad one, and it was. It's not often you get thunder and lightning with a snowstorm, but we were getting that in spades. Twice now the lights had flickered nearly going off, an indication we were in for a bad one before the night was over.
After dinner was over and everything cleaned up and put away, dad worriedly suggested we stack plenty of wood by the fire in the event we needed it for heat. In addition to that, mom gathered up a bunch of candles and a couple of flashlights along with some extra blankets in the event we did lose power. With the flashlights at least, we could find our way to the bathroom upstairs, or downstairs where our old bedrooms were, though I was the only one who could still claim having one. The "girls" room as we'd once called it, had long since been turned into more of a study where dad very often worked or puttered around these days. It was because of that, that the sleeping arrangements had quite naturally been modified in order to accommodate my sisters. Still having my own bed downstairs in the basement, the girls were forced to share the hideaway bed in the living room, though they would have the fire to keep them both warm during the night.
As it was getting late, mom and dad eventually said their goodnights and headed upstairs off to bed. As the three of us were wont to do however, we decided to stay up, catching up, and simply enjoying the eerie beauty of the storm as it continued to intensify. The thunder and lightning was becoming more and more frequent, and it was evident it was going to get worse before it got better.
"Maybe we'd better get ready for bed while we still have light to see by," Collette had suggested. "Brian? Can we use your bedroom to change in at least?" We'd already taken most of their luggage downstairs into my room anyway, so I'd pretty much figured out the three of us would be sharing it in a way. Which is when I also remembered dad had taken the door off, as he'd just recently repainted my bedroom. The door was still sitting off the hinges in the hallway, and hadn't been put back on yet, which I then informed them about.
"While you two get ready for bed, I'll stack a bit more wood by the fire for you in case you get cold later on," I suggested.
"Thanks!" Collette told me, reaching over to ruffle my hair, which I'd allowed to grow a bit longer than I'd normally worn it in the past too. Even as she did that, I felt like the same young kid again I'd always felt whenever I was around my eldest sister. I'd filled out however, bulking up considerably since the last time she'd seen me. Played a lot of tennis, worked out, and stayed in pretty good shape, something that didn't go unnoticed either as she looked at me. It was an odd look, something I hadn't seen come from her before as she seemed to realize I wasn't that same ungainly kid I'd once been.
"How about you pour us a bit more of that Port too?" she then asked, "Unless you're ready to go to bed," she asked me.
"Not tired yet," I told them both. "Unless you two are. I'd sort of like to stay up and keep an eye on the storm," I freely admitted. Down stairs in my room with no windows I wouldn't be able to see it, and lightning had always fascinated me growing up, especially when it was also snowing. And at the moment, it had turned into a virtual blizzard outside. The snow was coming down so fast it had created a near total whiteout, and with the addition of the lightning periodically lighting things up, it had given it a surrealistic beauty. Though neither one of my sisters saw it that way. Unlike me, they'd always been afraid of it, and by the looks on their respective faces, that hadn't changed.
"I wish it would stop," Mandy said worriedly.
"Sorry sis, by the looks of things, I'd say we're in for a long night!" I informed her as I began stacking a bit more wood by the fire. "But, I'll stay up with you two for a while and make sure you're ok," I told them both. With that, they headed downstairs to change while I stoked the fire, and poured us each another Port.
Sure enough, they'd only been downstairs less than a minute when an enormous clap of thunder and almost simultaneous lightning hit pretty closely nearby. The lights didn't even flicker, they just went out. Had it not been for the fire in the room, I wouldn't have been able to see anything. Seconds later, the sound of my sister's calling up to me from the darkness of the basement alerted me to the fact they couldn't see at all.
"Brian? Brian? We're blind down here! Can you bring us down a light?" They both called up asking me.
I laughed to myself, they should have taken the other flashlight with them like mom and dad had when they'd gone upstairs to bed earlier. Turning it on, I began making my way down into the darkness of the basement. Reaching the hallway, the mischievous side of me came out. It had been years since I had scared either one of them, something I was prone to do in the past, always jumping out at them out of nowhere, scaring the BeJeasus out of them whenever I did that. Far more familiar with my surroundings than they were, I turned off the flashlight, now standing in darkness so complete that I couldn't see my hand in front of my face. Quietly I felt along the wall as I approached my bedroom down the hall, once again hearing them call out. The effect of which merely alerted me as to how close I was getting.
"Damn it Brian? Where are you?" Mandy called out obviously worried and somewhat afraid.
The timing couldn't have been any more perfect. As I felt along the wall, and had now found the open doorway into my room, I stood there and flicked on the flashlight, just as another tremendous thundering boom shook the house, lightning so bright that it had filtered all the way down the stairs from behind me. Several things seemed to happen all at once.
For one, I stood there in the doorway backlit briefly from the flash of lightning, my own flashlight suddenly coming on a second later. Seeing me standing there the way I was, not at all expecting it scared the shit out of both of them, especially when the flashlight suddenly came on a second after that. Like a couple of deer caught in the headlights, they both stood there, screaming in fright for a moment. But I was too stunned to move myself, not at all expecting to find what I now did. Though still wearing her skirt, Mandy had taken off her blouse and her bra. She had just tossed them down onto my bed when the lights went off. She hadn't as yet even located her suitcase. Collette wasn't in much better shape as well, if anything far worse. She stood in nothing more than a very tiny black thong. Once again, a sudden reminder to me just how much she had changed. And though it was only an instantaneous observation, it was a shock in and of itself to cause me to immediately turn off the flashlight as I stood there.
"What the fuck are you doing?" Collette cried out. In all the years I'd known her, I'd never heard her use that particular word before either. "Turn the light back on damn it, I can't see my hand in front of my face!"
I did so, nervously. "Sorry, I ah...didn't know," I tried to explain, making as to enter the room and hand it off to them so they could have it and then dress. To my surprise, neither one of my sisters tried to cover up, each one now going for their respective suitcases in order to find their sleeping attire.
"Come here," Collette said ordering me into the room. "Point it down towards the bed," she stated as she and Mandy both tossed their suitcases onto the bed. I did so, illuminating their suitcases as they hurriedly began rummaging through them. Taking what opportunity I had, and trying not to be too terribly obvious about it, I stood there glancing back and forth between the two of them.
Like I said, they both had fairly large breasts, though that's where their similarities ended. It was already noticeably colder down in the basement now that the heat was off, which must have had some impact on what I realized were two pairs of very hard, very erect nipples on each one of my sisters breasts. And the fact this was the very first time ever that I had seen Collette's boobs wasn't lost on either one of us either. "Ah Brian? The bed?" she said once again. Inadvertently I had drawn the flashlight away from it, shining it more directly against her for a brief moment. She had slightly darker nipples than Mandy did, and they were also much bigger around, more like mom's were as I vaguely remembered seeing them having again accidentally stumbled into her once when she'd been dressing. They were thick and long too, much longer than any I'd seen, certainly longer than Mandy's were, though hers were just as equally hard. A bit pinker in color, with much smaller areolas tipping her breasts.
"I know this is the first time you've ever seen my tits before, but do you mind?" she actually laughed. Her good-natured kidding had likewise caught me off guard. Collette was more apt to haul off and smack me. Something she would have done in the past. Now she actually made light of it as I stood there redirecting the light as she and Mandy finally both found what they were looking for. To my surprise, Collette pulled out one of my old football jerseys from high school, while Mandy on the other hand had actually retrieved what appeared to be a pair of flannel pajamas. Talk about a change in character and personality!
"Hey, that's mine!" I said in astonishment. "I was wondering where that disappeared to!" I stated. But I stood there and watched as she reached up, slipping it over her head and finally covering up those magnificent breasts of hers. She then shook her long hair out, still smiling at me.
"At least it doesn't smell like you anymore," she continued grinning. "But...it has been nice having something to have to remind me of you," she then added. And that made me smile, though I think my silly grin finally got through to Mandy as well as she finished unzipping her skirt, tossing it down onto my bed and immediately began putting on her long legged flannel pajama bottoms. In doing that, she of course gave me a bit more of a lingering look at her nicely sized boobs too before hiding them away as she soon after slipped into her matching top.
"Ok, you about through getting your jollies?" she asked me. I blushed only now feeling uncomfortable as I stood there, especially when she reached out taking the flashlight from me.
"Since you're down here, you might as well get ready for bed too," she said holding the light.
"That's ok. I'll just come down and get undressed later when I go to bed," I said fending her off.
"I don't think so," Collette informed me. "There's no way of knowing just how long the powers going to be off before it's restored. And I seriously doubt you're going to be able to sleep down here in the cold while it is," she said making me realize she was correct. "You might as well get changed now into whatever you're going to wear, and then we'll all cuddle up in the bed upstairs in front of the fire," she informed me. "So we can all stay warm," she added almost as an afterthought. Unfortunately, the thought of that sent a sudden unexpected lurch into my cock, and I felt it begin to grow. The last thing I needed was to stand there with an erection while my sisters stood staring at me.
"Well? You going to hurry up? It's getting cold down here!" she chastised me. Unfortunately, it wasn't cold enough. Not enough to affect my ever-growing erection anyway. I decided to hurry, perhaps if I managed to undress with my back turned towards them at least, they wouldn't see much of anything. I usually just slept in a pair of my tighty-whitey's, which I had on, and a tee-shirt during the winter. Having quickly stripped out of my jeans and long-sleeved shirt, I found myself standing on the wrong side of the room from my dresser drawer.
"Ah, you mind throwing me one of my tees?" I asked. I heard Mandy snicker.
"Why? Can't you get it yourself?" she questioned me, though she had lowered the flashlight, pointing it in a very obvious direction when she did.
"Obviously he's embarrassed," Collette observed seeing the same thing that Mandy was. "Or excited peeking at his sister's boobs," she now added still chuckling. Obviously, they were both enjoying my sudden discomfort and not about to help or make things easier on me. I did the only thing I could do, I squeezed between the two of them as they stood there partially blocking the way, my not fully hard at least erection pressing against the front of my shorts as I made my way over to the dresser, and hurriedly picked out a little longer tee-shirt to wear. Throwing it on, I had at least partially covered myself.
"Ok, so we're even," I told them both. "Shall we go back up stairs?"
"Not hardly," I heard in a half whisper as I began making my way down the long dark corridor.
Still giggling, my sister's followed me as I led the way back up the stairs and into the living room. It was considerably warmer upstairs thanks to the fire, and they quickly jumped into the bed for some additional warmth as I quickly attended the fireplace.
"Get our drinks?" Mandy asked as I turned around, though her eyes as I noticed where once again drawn down towards my groin. I took a moment to pull down my tee-shirt, which had hiked up slightly as I'd leaned over stoking the fire.
"Seen enough?" I teased back upon doing so. Hearing them both giggle once again.
"You know, I don't think I ever saw you naked growing up either," Collette stated out of the blue. "But you were pretty young back then," she reminded herself. "Though I do remember Mandy calling me once and telling me how she'd just walked in on you while you were jerking off."
"You what?" I exclaimed turning towards her. "When?" I certainly didn't remember that.
"It was the week before your high school graduation," Mandy said jumping in. "I'd already come home so I could be there for it. Collette wouldn't be arriving until a couple of days later. But I remember that we were all trying to get ready to go out to dinner as I recall," she said as she sat there with a silly grin on her face. "Anyway, mom and dad were both using the upstairs bathroom, which left the only other one, the one down stairs. And you'd been in there forever already. I knew if you didn't hurry up, there wouldn't be much time left for me. I'd even complained to mom about it, and she'd told me to just barge in and shoo you out, that that would do it, as she'd had to do it to you before herself. And as you know, there's no lock on the downstairs bathroom," she reminded me unnecessarily. I'd managed to barge in on her a time or two as well, but I'd never caught her doing that either!
I was still stunned by the fact she would actually call her sister and tell her about it however as she continued.
"So...with mom's blessing, I decided to barge in, embarrass you into hurrying up, getting out so that I could get ready. Only as I reached for the door to open it, I heard you groan," she said a bit sheepishly. I was glad for the subdued lighting in the room, I could already feel my face reddening as I sat there in dad's chair facing towards the now rolled out bed they were both laying in. It was then however that Collette burst out laughing, interrupting her sister's story.
"What?" I asked.



"The first thing she said when I answered the phone, 'I just saw Brian shooting off!' that's what she told me," she said laughing even harder. "And I said, you just did what?"
Now Mandy was laughing, making things even worse, which was all news to me. I'd had no idea she'd ever seen me doing that for one, but worse...that she'd actually called her sister and told her about it.
"What do you mean you just saw Brian shooting off, I then asked her, and she told me. She said she had just opened the door, intending to yank back the shower door and embarrass you, except it was just at that moment you were nearing your orgasm. She could see you through the glass doors or course, especially since dad had installed the clear ones, since they were less expensive. Anyway, there you were, completely oblivious to the fact she'd actually come in and was standing there."
"Yeah...just as you came," Mandy finished for her remembering. "I'd never even seen a guy do that before. Back then, I was still a virgin myself, so I'd never even touched a guy's dick yet...and there you were, standing there playing with yourself. I almost walked out, nearly turned around in fact to do so...which is when I saw it."
"Saw you cum," Collette pointed out purposely, giggling once again. "Sort of freaked her out that you did, which is why she called to tell me about it, ask me about it," she added. "The funny part of it was, Mandy was supposedly the wilder one, and yet she was still the virgin in the family... were you?" she now asked taking me by surprise. I actually had to think about that momentarily, I'd been seeing a long time girlfriend at the time, but we actually hadn't gotten around to doing that yet. That didn't happen until a couple of months later after graduation, and just before Susan left to attend a different university than I would be.
"Yeah, I still was," I found myself admitting, though embarrassed as hell to discover the two of them had actually discussed all this.
"Anyway, I told her that was something guys did all the time, and that they tended to just shoot off in the shower a lot, and then reminded her to check first the next time before she used it...just in case." Mandy made a face at that, even rolling her eyes in disgust. I just shook my head, surprised at this sudden openness I was hearing coming out of my older sister's mouth. Another loud peal of thunder and lightning reminded us all of the ongoing freaky winter storm going on outside.
The room was growing colder by the second even with the fire going, and I felt myself shiver. Collette noticed that I had. "Why don't you come over and slip into bed between us and warm up?" she stated. I'm sure the surprise of her suggestion registered in my eyes.
"What? You're worried about getting aroused again laying between us?" she asked teasingly. "I'm sure...even if you do, as long as you keep the covers on over yourself, neither one of us will ever know."
"Unless he rolls over," Mandy teased back which sent them both into another burst of giggles.
"Very funny!" I said though I actually jumped up and hurriedly made my way over to the bed, slipping in between them, though I was very careful to lie there with my hands resting on my stomach when I did. We lay together there in the bed, no one speaking for several minutes. "It's been a while since we've done this," I said a moment or two later. "The last time in fact...,"
"Two weeks after your graduation, just before I went back," Collette said remembering. "It was hot back then, during the summer, and we'd decided to sleep outside in the back yard just like we used to do when we were kids. Dad had even blown up the air mattresses to lie down on, though we didn't have our sleeping bags anymore, so mom carted out a bunch of quilts to make up a bed with, so all three of us could sleep together beneath. Only then...you slept on the outside, and I was sleeping in the middle," she said remembering the specific details, which even I'd forgotten.
"Collette," Mandy said with an edge of warning in her tone of voice.
"What?" I said curiously. Obviously I had missed something.
"Collette! No!" Mandy almost shouted, quickly and worriedly looking up the stairs in case she had been too loud, and might awake our parents. "You promised!" she said in a much softer tone of voice.
All Collette did was laugh however at Mandy's expense. "Well, since we're already on the subject, he might as well hear the rest of the story."
Now I was interested, and actually scooted back slightly sitting against the back of the couch, especially as I stiffened, which made it a little easier to conceal as I scooted up. That however, caused each one of them to do the same, now sitting on either side of me as Collette continued, and as Mandy's face got even redder than mine had been.
"Just remember, paybacks a bitch!" Mandy threatened, though Collette didn't seem to worry too much about the threat or take it very seriously.
"Go on!" I urged her now, suddenly excited, though I still had no idea yet as to where she was going with this.
"Well, it was because she'd walked in on you jerking yourself in the shower that we got into the subject of masturbation. You see...up until then, Mandy never had, well...not really anyway. Never to the point of orgasm yet at least."
"You're kidding me!" I said looking over at my sister. "You'd never masturbated?"
Though obviously embarrassed by this turn of events and sudden revelation, she admitted that she hadn't. "I always thought it was wrong," she told me candidly, "Until Collette, informed me that she did it all the time, and had been for years!"
"Holy shit!" I exclaimed, also a bit too loudly catching a warning look from each of my sisters.
"Shh, be quiet, unless you don't want to hear the rest of it," Collette now said.
I didn't even realize I had my hand on my cock until then, and felt the head swell even harder, as I fondled myself through my shorts before consciously forcing my hand away.
"So...after I arrived," Collette began once again. "As promised, I told her I'd show her how to do it."
"Holy shit," I said once again, much more quietly this time, though she continued on without further interruption from me.
"The first time, she just watched me, watched how I pleasured myself. And then she tried it while I watched her. Except, I'd actually climaxed...for whatever reason, Mandy just couldn't seem to get herself off, and gave up in frustration, which apparently is what had happened in the past, and why she'd given up trying to do it herself."
"Yeah, before...I started to, several times. It always felt good at first, for a while...and then I just got a bit too numb, too excited I think, and then all it was, was frustrating. So I eventually gave up even trying."
Sitting here sandwiched between my two sexy sisters wasn't helping matters any, listening to this sudden decadent discussion we were having like it was the most natural thing in the world to be talking about.
"So that's when I offered to do her myself," Collette said, shocking me totally, and I gasped, feeling my cock throb almost painfully, though thankfully still hidden beneath the covers when it did.
"No shit! You did? Really?" I said now looking back and forth between the two of them, but as I did that, I then noticed something else too. Something that at first I thought was my own imagination, but the more I looked and kept track of it, I soon got more and more sure of the fact that she was doing it. As I had been, even though I was trying to be very careful about it, I swore I saw a semi-constant, yet very obvious movement taking place beneath the covers next to me where Mandy was laying.
"Yeah, I gave Mandy her first ever orgasm," she said almost proudly. "And then...afterwards, she gave me one!"
"Collette!" Mandy exclaimed once again trying to sound indignant, but the truth of the matter was, she was sounding more and more aroused instead. "So...that night, when we all slept out?" She hinted, glancing over towards her sister. "Unbeknownst to you...I got her off again while we slept out together. The whole time we lay there looking up at the stars, I was fingering my very own sister. I guess I should have known better," she added.
"Why? Were you ashamed that you had?" I now wondered. Surprised when she laughed.
"No, not that...certainly not! It was because she bit my arm!"
"Bit your arm?"
"Yeah...when she came," she laughed out loud. "She was trying to keep quiet, so that's what she did."
That whole moment came flooding back to me. I remembered that. Not that I knew Mandy had just had an orgasm, but that suddenly the two of them were wrestling around there beneath the covers, and that Collette had in fact screamed out when Mandy had in fact bitten her, though I'd never known the reason why. That episode had quite naturally led to another one. When I'd jumped in at Mandy's request, pinning Collette down while she tickled her in defense. I had gotten fairly aroused without realizing it at first, now sitting there on my sisters chest, which is when I felt her breasts suddenly grazing my rapidly hardening member. I'd flown off her in a shot, embarrassed, though she'd used that moment to pin Mandy down and begin tickling her back.
That was when dad stood at the window of their bedroom yelling down at us to shut up before we woke all the neighbors. We'd quieted down after that, and eventually fallen asleep. Though I had in fact lay awake for a considerable time, before jerking myself off, but only after I was sure both of them were sound asleep before doing so.
I should have known better.
"You were horny that night too as I recall," Collette said smiling. "You waited until you thought we were both asleep, though Mandy was. I just pretended to be, wondering if you might...not at all surprised when you actually did. I remember laying there listening to you, just barely opening my eyes, just enough to see, still snoring as I did that. I wondered what you were going to do, almost laughed when I saw you reach over and grab one of your socks, no wonder you never put them back on in the morning," she laughed.
"EEEEUW!" Mandy added upon hearing that. "You came in your sock?"
I ignored that, and didn't respond to it, though I couldn't help but respond to Collette. I now realized the same movement was taking place beneath the covers with her that had been going on with Mandy.
"You're doing that now aren't you?" I asked boldly, almost instantly turning towards my other sister, "As are you," I then said seeing the surprised look in her eyes that I'd actually caught her doing so.
"Oh like...and you haven't been?" Collette responded back. "I've felt your hand once or twice there Brian, I knew where it was going. And frankly, the thought that maybe you were, had been...is what got me horny. That, and thinking about that night. Admittedly, I got pretty aroused when I felt your cock brush my breasts, I even masturbated a few times after that just thinking about it, wondering what you looked like." She now looked over directly at me as she spoke. "And after all these years...I still don't know...what you look like," she breathed hotly.
"But...but you're my sister!" I stammered a bit awkwardly, yet highly aroused even so. The admission that she was, had been lying there next to me playing with herself, which Mandy had likewise been doing was an unspoken excitement. As long as no one acknowledged that we were, had been...then there was nothing to feel weird or ashamed about. Now that we had however, it was something else entirely. Though why I could personally accept, and find it perfectly normal and natural that the two of them could touch and play with one another escaped me.
"Yeah so? You're my brother, Mandy's my sister, we've done this for years now, and neither one of us feel guilty about it, so why should you?"
I didn't know what to say, what to feel. "Ever since that night?" I asked curiously, still in a bit of a state of shock as I thought back.
"Oh yeah," Mandy said chiming in. "Especially that week that I went to California for a visit," she said grinning, and then sighing. This time it was in fact Collette that shot her a look. "Well! I warned you," she now added.
"Obviously, there's even more to the story," I said catching on. "What else have you two done?"
"What haven't we done?" Mandy giggled.
Outside the wind was really howling now, and though there had still been periodic claps of thunder, most seemed to be off in the distance now. Because of it, we were all taken by surprise at the sudden unexpected sound of one happening close by, enough so that we all jumped, though both Mandy as well as Collette rolled into me almost simultaneously. As they did that, each one of them came into contact with my cock, now sandwiched between them.
"Goodness, he's hard isn't he?" Mandy said collecting herself. I'd lost my ability to speak, especially as I felt my other sister's hand suddenly wrap itself around my shaft even though she did so through my underwear.
"Ok, that's it!" She suddenly announced whipping the covers off the three of us. "You two have seen one another enough times, now it's my turn!"
My only defense was the fact I had a thin layer of cotton briefs covering my stiff shaft, though the head of my dick was already trying to peek over the waistband anyway. There was also a very noticeable wet spot on the front of them which all three of us saw when she did that.
"Ante up little brother," Collette told me. "Lift up your ass!"
Without even thinking really, I did so. Which made it a hell of a lot easier for her to reach up and literally rip my shorts down away from myself. My cock sprang like a Jack in the Box, and stood there wobbling about briefly, much to both of their delight.
"Fuck me!" Collette actually said as she sat there staring at it. "That's huge!" She exclaimed.
It wasn't not really. I knew...I'd actually measured it several years ago when I once wondered about it. I knew from what I'd read it was considered to be in the average-sized range, though perhaps at the top end of that. What it was however, was a bit thicker around than most, a bit more above average, which I think made it appear a lot bigger than it really was. Which made me think about that little warning in the mirrors that you see about objects appearing much larger/closer than they really are.
"No it's not," I answered back, though I was somewhat proud of the way I looked at the moment. I'm not sure I've ever felt this big or this hard before. And now, sitting there with each one of my sister's actually looking at it, fondling it, I was pleased...more than...with their reaction.
"Don't tell me it isn't Brian," Collette said suddenly sitting up, sitting Indian fashion on the bed there even as cool as it was in the room. Suddenly none of us were cold any more as things had suddenly heated up considerably. "I've seen enough hard cocks to know, yours is as big, if not bigger than any I've ever had," she informed me.
"Oh? And just how many hard cocks have you had?" I asked her somewhat teasingly, though curious about that now too.
"Never mind," she said simply, though she continued to sit there fondling it, as Mandy now sat up on the other side, joining her. Before I knew it, both of my sister's were sitting there, passing it back and forth to one another like it was a baton or something.
I didn't mind though, as crazy as all this was, it felt too damn good to suggest they do otherwise. Until she said:
"I wanna see it squirt Brian."
"What?"
"You heard me! Mandy's seen it, now...I want to see it."
"That was different, I didn't know," I said trying to beg off. "And besides, I don't think I can."
"You don't think you can cum?" She asked incredulously.
"Well no, not with an audience, not like this," I said honestly worried. Even then I was already starting to feel it lose a bit of his rigidity as we sat there talking about it.
"Would it help matters any if we did?"
"If you did what?" I said not quite sure I had heard her right.
"What do you think I mean?" she said, though Mandy had already raised her own concern on top of mine.
"You're not suggesting..."
"That's exactly what I'm suggesting," Collette shot back. "And don't tell me you wouldn't mind seeing that again either, you certainly thought about it enough, or so you told me anyway," she added revealing yet again another obvious secret, especially as Mandy's face began to blush even more furiously than before.
"You ever watched a girl masturbate?" Collette asked before I had a chance to respond to any of this. And hearing that, gave me pause as I sat there, my cock once again hardening, now throbbing as I considered her comment.
"No, I haven't," I honestly told my sister. I'd even once asked Susan to do it for me, but she had adamantly refused, telling me it was too personal. I'd actually laughed at that, I'd just eaten her for the very first time, I still had pussy smell on my face, covered in her juices when I'd asked her to do that for me, and she'd refused. "What could be any more personal than what I'd just done?" I wondered at the time, but again to no avail.
Rather than argue about it with me however, Collette simply grabbed one of the pillows propping it up behind her head, now sitting in the opposite direction from me there on the bed. When she reached down and pulled off my football jersey, once again revealing her magnificent boobs, I knew she had me. But when she likewise now lifted her own ass, and removed that tiny black thong, I knew then I was a gonner, already my hand finding my shaft without even realizing it had.
"That's better," she said grinning at me, though now looking over towards Mandy. "Well Sis, you gonna be a party poop? Or join us?"
Quick as a bunny, and before I actually knew what was happening, she had slipped out of her very unflattering flannel pajamas, and now just like her sister, took up a position sitting next to her across from me on the bed. For the first time, I actually felt like I was on display, had it not been for the fact that I was sitting there staring at the two of them I'm honestly not sure I'd have been able to do what I suddenly began doing.
"Hmmm," Collette moaned appreciatively, watching me as I sat there working my cock slowly up and down.
"Is that the way you always do it?" She asked.
"Sometimes...yes," I told her. "And you?"
I watched as she half absentmindedly just ran her finger tips up and down between her split, while Mandy on the other hand was actually frigging hers, and none too gently either.
"And what about you sis?" I said turning towards her, watching her as she did that. "Is that the way Collette did you when she made you cum for the very first time?"
"Yes," she moaned audibly. "Though I've learned a few tricks since then," she added with a lusty tone of voice, one I had never heard from her before now as her eyes likewise took on an entirely different look to them. If I didn't know her better, I'd swear she looked like an entirely different person as she sat there working her cunt. Whatever inhibitions or shyness she might have once shown, it was gone now...replaced by an almost crazed look on her face as her desire and wantonness took over.
When she reached over and actually placed her hand down between Collette's legs, I almost lost it. Seeing the look in my eyes when she did that, Collette smiled, sensually, erotically. "You like that huh?" she asked, now reaching over between Mandy's legs, her fingers now sprinkling little teases over her lips, tickling, touching, and gently rubbing my other sisters exposed swollen clit.
"Yes! Yes! Oh fuck yes!" I moaned pleasurably, taking a moment to squeeze the head of my dick producing a very fat droplet of precum, which I now gingerly smeared over and around the hard swollen knob of my dick.



"Oh, that's nice! Do that again!" Mandy actually pleaded as she speared some of my sister's juice out of her pussy with her fingers, and then applied that to her hard extended nipples, smearing her essence about on them. Collette now did the same thing to hers, though after she'd done that, she took a moment to suck two of her fingers off, tonguing them as she did so rather decadently, causing my cock to throb hotly with the imaginary sensation of her doing that to me.
"So, what else have the two of you done together?" I wanted to know, my own words now slurred with sexual heat, my cock throbbing with each syllable as I hoped for a response.
"What do you think we did?" Collette teased me, her fingers once again working inside my sister's pussy, drawing my eyes to it as she surrounded Mandy's clit with her fingers, pinching it between them, and then pulling on it. Mandy groaned pleasurably, for a moment unmoving, lost in a world of her own.
"Did you eat her? Did you lick her?"
"Eat her what? Lick her what?" Collette came back with, prodding me. "Go on Brian, say it!" She actually demanded.
"Did you eat her pussy? Lick her cunt?" I said a bit more obscenely, enjoying the sound of it, seeing the expression on her face upon hearing the words as I spoke them.
"Yes, I ate her pussy, licked her cunt, and she did the same thing to me, in a sixty-nine," she said painting the picture for me. "And then after that...we humped one another too."
"Oh God!" I moaned, my hand now traveling rapidly up and down my dick as I sat there pumping it, imagining it, all the while watching the two of them still sitting there fingering one another.
"Would you like to see that sometime?" She now asked. "Would you like to see us suck one another's cunts, lick one another's pussies? Would you like to lick us? She now asked, or have us suck you?"
"Oh fuck! Fuck! I'm gonna cum!" I announced no longer able to hold it back any longer. Just hearing my sister's words, seeing the two of them together, not to mention the sudden images inside my head, which she'd just created for me, was more than enough. No amount of willpower on my part could have stayed the inevitable as my balls tightened.
"Yes Brian yes! Squirt it baby! Squirt it! I want to watch you fucking cum!" She cried out pleasurably, cumming with me as I did, as was Mandy.
Thick, long streamers of spunk flew from the head of my dick as I sat there jerking myself off. I watched as it shot across the length of the bed, first hitting Collette squarely between the tits, then landing between them as I missed with the next powerful jettison. Correcting my aim however, I managed to hit one of Mandy's breasts, hearing her squeal in delight as I did. Only now the force and expulsion of my squirting diminishing, though again only slightly. Sitting up now on bent knee, I still managed to produce several more powerful squirts, most of which landed directly against my older sister's bare pussy. She had taken over for Mandy, now fingering her cunt herself, working it fiercely, adding a bit of my sperm to it as she did so, slickening her clit, teasing it with my spunk as she made herself come again, and then again.
Mandy was already spent, she'd had one long drawn out climax, and now lay panting on her back, eyes closed, though her hands continued to rub in and massage the copious amount of cum I had placed there onto her breasts.
For a long time, no one said a thing as we just lay there looking at one another, disbelief that this had actually happened in fact, at least for me. Collette finally came to, long before either Mandy or I had, and once again slithered back up on the bed towards me. My cock had withered down to less than half its size as she took it into her mouth and began sucking it, gingerly, carefully. It was a bit sensitive at first, making me tremble and jump, though I think it was mostly because of the fact that my sister had actually taken my dick into her mouth, spent as I first thought it to be. Then it began to harden once again as she continued, as Mandy now joined her, forcing Collette to share. The two of them now licking, taking turns sucking me, my cock hardening once again in a surprisingly short period of time.
None of us saw, or certainly heard the footsteps as they turned and silently padded down the hallway back towards the bedroom.
**



        Snowed In Ch. 02

        Their erotic naughty adventure continues.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/snowed-in-ch-02-3

Title: Snowed In Ch. 02

Author: Many Feathers

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Their erotic naughty adventure continues.

Tags: snow, cabin, cabin sex

Series: Snowed In


Though the power had come back on again sometime early morning, the house was still cold not having heated up yet. We'd gotten a new fire going in the fireplace, which helped, but the storm had continued, not letting up at all. Nearly five feet of new snow covered the ground making the roads all but impassible for anything other than four-wheel drives. Having turned on the news while we still could, weather reports were warning everyone of an additional three or four feet before there was even a break, with more to come after that. Power outages were everywhere, so we considered ourselves lucky to have power restored, though for how long was another question.
We had put the bed away, straightened up the living room and gotten dressed in far warmer clothing. While mom started in on breakfast with the girls helping out, dad decided to make a trip into town for some much needed supplies, especially if the weather continued the way it appeared it was going to.
The problem was, the nearest town was twenty miles away, and weather conditions indicated it was going to be no easy feat getting there and back. He'd already hooked up the snow plow to the front of one of the four wheel drives just to do the long quarter mile road leading out of their place. Hopefully road crews would be plowing the main interstate, though that was another two and a half miles away from my parents place. It would be slow going, even once we'd gotten their drive plowed out enough to get out ourselves.
"You sure you don't want me to go with you?" I'd asked him after we'd finally cleared enough of a path in order for him to get to the small two-lane road, which even then looked to be hazardous enough.
"No, your mom and I will make the trip into town and get what we need. It's not the first time we've done this, and I know the roads around here like the back of my hand even when they're covered in snow. I'd rather that you stay here with your sister's and keep an eye on things, especially if the power goes out again. Keep the fire going for one thing, and for another, might be a good idea if you guys busied yourselves with putting together some sandwiches and stuff in the event we can't cook anything later. I'm going to see about getting a new generator while we're gone, which I should have done before now and could kick myself for in not doing earlier. Your mom wants to stock up on a few needed necessities, since we're going out, but I wouldn't plan on us being back much before dark with the roads being the way they are. We'll have our cell phones in case things get worse, just to keep you posted as to how we're doing and where we are. But even with the storm, I'm sure we'll be back long before nightfall, or shortly thereafter at the very least."
I wasn't real keen with mom and dad going out by themselves, but it wasn't the first time that they had as I recalled either. There'd actually been another storm nearly as bad as this one, and they'd ended up having to spend the night in town rather than try making it back. If worse came to worse, they'd do that again. Dad just preferred it if at least one man stayed behind in the event anything happened at the house. Several tall fir and pine trees were so heavy with snow, he was more worried about one of those being uprooted, falling into the house, or falling over the quarter mile drive leading off the property and blocking the road. If that happened, I knew enough about using a chain saw to cut it if I had to, and then use the other four-wheel drive to pull it out of the way.
After having eaten a warm hearty breakfast, mom and dad prepared to leave. I was glad to see them pack enough emergency supplies, blankets and some food before they left just in case they got stuck somewhere out on the road between our place and town. Overly cautious perhaps, but as dad had always said, "It was better to be safe than sorry."
Dad had left to make one last quick pass with the plow before returning to get mom. Mandy and Collette had raced off to shower while we still had hot water available since the news reports continued to issue warnings about more and more power outages as they day progressed. I sat in the kitchen with mom sharing a cup of coffee with her waiting for dad to return so we could remove the plow just before they left.
"You kids warm enough last night?" She asked.
Obviously mom knew I had spent the night with my sisters in their bed in front of the fire. She'd gotten up long before any of us had in order to start the coffee, make breakfast and pack a few things for their trip into town.
"Yeah, I kept the fire going, so we were plenty warm, how about you two?" I asked.
"Oh yeah, plenty of blankets, but there's nothing better than a nice warm body to snuggle up to beneath them," she said winking at me. "Amongst other things."
I smiled at that. It was no secret mom and dad had always had a pretty active sex-life, it was something they never denied or hid from us even as kids growing up. A closed door in their bedroom, which they still never locked, was warning enough that they wished to be left alone for a while. Though I'd actually stumbled in on them once when they weren't expecting anyone home, which made me wonder if either one of my sister's ever had too.
Mom stood putting her empty cup back on the kitchen counter, reaching over to rustle my hair a bit as she did so. "And I'm glad to see just how close the three of you have gotten, it's been a while since you've all been together," she added turning towards me. "Amazing how much the girls have really changed since they moved out isn't it?" She asked.
"Ah yeah...they've changed a lot," I said thinking in other terms.
"Though haven't we all?" Mom then interjected. "Though most of mine has come with age and far too many sweet treats," mom said feigning disgust with her figure.
"Oh mom, you look great, hell...you could still pass for a woman ten years younger!" I told her meaning it, as she did. When she cupped, and then lifted her breasts however, I was a little surprised. I mean we'd always had a reasonably close, somewhat uninhibited relationship around one another in the past, but sitting there watching my own mother heft her breasts in her hands wasn't exactly something I was expecting.
"Not quite as firm as they used to be, certainly not like your sister's," she told me releasing them, pouting. "But I guess I shouldn't complain, your father still likes playing with them!"
I didn't quite know how to respond to that, I was already feeling my face flush a little when she said that, and now alluding to the way her own breasts might look in comparison to my sisters, had planted an image inside my head that took a moment for me to shake off.
The sound of dad's truck coming back down the lane alerted us to the fact he'd be there in a few minutes. "Well, anyway, like I said. It's nice to see the three of you getting along so well, closer than the three of you used to be," she said slipping into her warm heavy coat. "Too often siblings grow apart once they move out and away from one another...lose touch so to speak," she said smiling. "Just know that your dad and I are pleased to see the three of you getting along so well, we sort of always hoped that you would," she added leaning over giving me a kiss on the cheek just as dad pulled up by the back door. I stood, intending to give him a hand with the plow, though mom's comment and look had unnerved me a little.
Mom followed me outside and climbed into dad's truck as he and I dragged the plow off and set it aside. I stood by his door as he then got in and prepared to leave.
"Call if you have any problems," I asked them.
"No worries, we'll be fine," he assured me, then adding. "Don't do anything I wouldn't do," he grinned, "While we're gone. We should be back before nightfall, but for some reason, if we can't...we'll call you." Once again I had caught a strange look coming from mom when he'd said that, but it quickly turned into a smile as she blew me a kiss and as dad put the truck into gear heading out. I stood watching them for a moment until the falling snow hid the truck from view and entered back inside the house. When I did, it was Collette who met me in the kitchen, pouring us both a coffee though she stood in nothing more than her robe and a towel on her head.
"They leave?" she asked.
"Yeah, just..." I said thinking to myself, and then asking her.
"You notice anything weird or strange about either one of them this morning?" I asked her.
"Weird? Strange? What do you mean?"
"Oh, probably nothing, maybe just me thinking too much, especially after last night," I said as the erotic images once again flooded my head. "But if I didn't know better, I'd almost swear mom was hinting around at the three of us being much closer than we used to be, and that in fact...mom and dad were happy to see it."
"Well I'm sure she didn't mean it in quite the way you seem to be worried about," Collette told me as she came over and sat down at the table. I noticed as she did, that the front of her bathrobe parted, revealing most if not all of her right breast. Even she knew that she had, looking down at herself and just smiling without covering it. "Though I will say this," she added as she sat there thinking. "There was an incident the last time I came here for a visit, just before you came home from school as I recall," she told me. "Which had me wondering about it for a few days after it happened," she added.
"What?"
"Well, we were all planning on going out to dinner that night, shortly after you got home from school and got ready yourself. Dad was using the upstairs bathroom, so I came down to shower in yours. I'd just gotten undressed and was about to step in when mom entered bringing in some fresh towels which she told me she was going to do, so I wasn't surprised by that when she entered. What did surprise me was when she commented on how beautiful I looked, honestly standing there admiring my body. I mean it didn't make me uncomfortable or anything, in fact...I was actually flattered that she did, and commented on her still looking pretty good too."
I smiled inwardly, so familiar...
"Anyway, she then said she'd might as well do a load of wash, intending to gather up my things which as always, I'd just left piled on the floor when I undressed. She then commented on the fact she might as well include her own clothing as then otherwise it would be too small of a load to be worth the bother, so surprised me a little when she stood there and took off her own clothing in order to add hers to mine. Of course, once she had, she again commented on how shapely my breasts were in comparison to hers, and how age was obviously beginning to have some affect on her. Once again, I complimented mom on how good of shape she was still in, which she was...and still is of course. But I swear Brian, there was a bit of sexual tension in the air as we did that, especially after what happened next."
"What happened?" I said taking even greater interest, though Collette's nearly exposed boob went a long way towards making me feel that, especially when she undid her sash exposing them both to me.
"If you're going to stare, you might as well see both of them," she told me before continuing. "Now...where was I anyway? Oh yeah...so then, mom actually reaches up and thumbs one of her nipples,"
"You're kidding me!"
"No, really...she did! Looking up and over towards me, she then asks me if my nipples are as sensitive as hers still are!"
The image of mom standing nude in the bathroom tweaking her own tit I found interesting, especially after asking Collette if hers were.
"I told her in fact they always had been...and were, not really thinking too much about the conversation we were suddenly having. I mean after all, growing up, we'd been open enough around mom and dad to discuss sex openly whenever we had questions or were curious about something. You know how it was. So anyway, I just figured we were having one of those impromptu little discussions, which is when she asked me if I'd ever been able to have an orgasm just simply by having them played with. But before I could even answer that, she told me she could! I hadn't...not then anyway, though I did later, but I found it curious that she could, and obviously did, even asking her about it, whether she could do it herself, or whether someone else, meaning 'dad' had to be the one touching her when she did."
"Holy shit," I said softly listening to my sister, already the sensation of my cock stiffening inside my pants alerting me to the fact I was becoming aroused by all this. "So then what?"
Collette laughed. She could tell I was becoming excited by hearing this, not to mention the fact she'd actually begun to finger one of her nipples as she sat there telling me the story.
"So she actually blushes, but then tells me that if she's horny enough, aroused enough, she can do it herself, make herself cum just by fingering her tits, the way she was doing now. Admittedly, I was intrigued, not to mention a little surprised she was being so candid with me about it, but I must say Brian, standing there naked, with mom naked, and thumbing her pretty good-sized nipples was hot as hell. What's more...I could see that she was getting more and more aroused the longer she stood there, playing with them, while watching me, me...watching her. It was very erotic, even though it was my very own mother!"
"No shit!" I responded, reaching down to nonchalantly rub the fullness of my prick through my jeans. "So then what happened?" I continued to press.
"Well about that time, it became obvious that if she indeed continued, she actually might...orgasm!"
"Fuck!"
"That's what I thought. But then she seemed to get embarrassed, self conscious about it all of a sudden, and quit, started talking about the laundry again, and not wanting to embarrass me more than she felt she might already have. And she seemed embarrassed herself for having shown me what she had, which she felt was more than she probably should have. Next thing you know, I actually asked her...asked her to show me. I mean fuck Brian, now I was horny as hell, and frankly I wanted to see her do it! See if she could, how she did it, so yeah...I did. I asked her to show me what she did. Surprised, yet pleased, she dropped the clothes she'd gathered up back on the floor. After that, she took a seat on the toilet, she poured a little baby-oil on each one of her breasts, and then handed it to me."
"This helps," mom said. "So your nipples don't get too rough or too sore, go ahead, try it yourself, and then do what I do."
"Before I knew it, now I'm standing there still in the shower, though I hadn't as yet turned the water on. Following mom's lead, I'm now coating my boobs with the oil, still watching her, watching as she now pinches her nipples and pulls on them, even twisting them almost painfully. I mean it's not like I haven't done that myself, or that a few guys I've dated haven't either, but admittedly, it felt different, doing it the way she did, emulating her movements. Before long, she's sitting there panting, just as I am. And then, much to my surprise, mom came!"
"Damn!" I exclaimed, just trying to imagine it. My own mother, having an orgasm in front of my sister, even though all she'd really done was fondle her own breasts.
"Yeah, that's what I thought too. And funny enough, after she had, I still tried to, but I just quite couldn't get there. And then because it was taking so long, and because you were due home any minute, I finally gave up. After which, mom said that perhaps if the opportunity presented itself, she'd try showing me again, only this time...she'd do it, if I wanted her to. Oddly enough, the opportunity never did come again, and we never brought the subject up again either, so I didn't pursue it or think about it until after I'd returned home again. But...there was something about it that told me mom would have been more than willing to do more, or at least I thought so at the time anyway. So who knows...maybe?"
"Maybe what?" Mandy said walking into the kitchen just catching the tail end of our conversation. She was dressed in her warm flannel pajamas again, though this time they actually looked sexy on her, especially the way her breasts moved beneath them as she walked over to the table and sat down joining us. She immediately saw Collette's fully exposed breasts and lifted her eyebrows.
"Obviously, the two of you have been having an interesting conversation, so what's up?"
Collette and I then filled her in on everything we'd just shared and talked about while she listened.
"They really are a couple of horny old farts aren't they?" she said teasingly.
"What makes you say that?" I had to ask. "Why...what have you seen or heard?" We both asked.
"Well, remember last summer? I came home for a visit with mom and dad. I'd gotten some unexpected time off, so decided to make the best of it. Unfortunately, that was the same week you'd gone off camping with your friends, which is why we never saw one another," she said looking at me. "Anyway, the second or third day I was here, I'd made plans to go to the bar that night with Charlene, my best friend in high school since she was still living here. We had agreed to meet, have dinner and catch up with one another. Which we'd started doing, up until the time that J.D. showed up."
"J.D.?" Collette asked.
"Oh yeah, you didn't know him, his name was actually Jim Daniels, though everyone called him Jack...because he loved to drink the stuff by the same name. Those who didn't call him that, simply called him J.D. Anyway, Charlene had always had a huge crush on him during high school, but at the time he was banging the head cheerleader, and didn't have eyes...or a cock for anyone else, well...as far as anyone else knew anyway. But...he'd always had a bit of a thing for Charlene too, always playing up to her. Needless to say, when he came into the bar and saw her sitting there with me, he came over. I could see she was anxious to go elsewhere with him rather than spend the evening with me, even though we'd planned it, so eventually I made up some excuse to leave, and ended up coming home early. Boy...was I in for a surprise when I did!"
"Yeah?"
"Yeah!" she said grinning at me. "I think the reason they didn't hear me come home early was because of where they were, and what they were doing. I'd come in through the front door for one thing and immediately came in here to the kitchen. I'd even called out, but didn't get any response. I walked over to there," she said pointing at the window that overlooked the back patio, "which is when I saw them," she grinned. "They were out on the porch, sitting in the swing, at least daddy was anyway," she chuckled further. "They were both naked, mom was on her knees kneeling in the grass in front of him, but as the chair swing was sitting at an angle to me, I could easily see the both of them, not to mention what they were doing. At first I thought about looking away, letting them have some privacy, but to be perfectly honest you guys...I couldn't help myself! I couldn't tear my eyes away!"
Collette had thrown all pretense to the wind at this point. While sitting there, she'd completely opened her bathrobe and now openly fingered herself listening to Mandy as she told her story. Already aroused enough as she was, as we both were, she proceeded to make no bones about what she was doing to herself as Mandy continued. Though Mandy too had taken notice of her sister, her own hand suddenly slinking down the loose fitting waistband of her flannel pajama bottoms.
"And I have to tell you Brian," she paused briefly interrupting herself, "I think daddy's prick is as big, if not even a little bigger than yours is, at least it sure as hell looked like it at the time, though I'd also have to say, I'd have to lay them side by side to be sure of course," she snickered wickedly.



"Never mind that," I said anxiously, "continue the story!"
"So there mom is, going to town on daddy's dick, sucking away like crazy, stroking and jacking it while he's leaning back in the couch swing, moaning like mad, his legs totally stretched out to either side of her. I mean...I am fascinated standing there watching them, especially since they had no clue that I was. And the more I watched, the hornier I got of course, and before I even realized it, I was standing there fingering myself..."
"Sort of like you are now?" I teased her.
She laughed nodding her head. "Exactly! I mean...I'd actually caught them once before a few years back, but I really hadn't seen much, just enough to know what it was they were doing. But this...oh my god! This was entirely different. Daddy's dick looked so hard, so big and so fucking swollen! And there was mom, kneeling down in front of him, I mean she was sucking that thing like there was no tomorrow, but not only that, occasionally she'd like yank it off to one side, let it go...and then watch it slap back against his chest and sort of bounce around a little. Then suddenly she'd do it again, sometimes actually slapping it. Every time she did, daddy would groan pleasurably, asking her to do it again, which she'd very often do. By now, I was so horny myself that I couldn't see straight, and I needed something a hell of a lot bigger than my fingers. Looking around for something to satisfy my need, I remembered we'd eaten the last of the bananas that morning. But then I remembered we had something else, so I hurriedly opened the fridge, found what I was looking for, and began using that."
"Which was?" I had to ask.
"A big, long, thick, nasty looking cucumber!" Mandy giggled unashamedly. "So now...here I am standing at the window trying to shove that thing up myself, when I look back out just in time to see mom standing up, wiping off her mouth. She'd just taken daddy's load by the looks of it. He's still sitting in the chair swing, eyes closed with this silly-assed grin on his face, even his toes were curled, but what I then saw, as mom did, was me standing there looking at her, and her...looking at me."
"Oh my god!" Collette giggled. "Did she know? I mean obviously she must have known you'd seen them...but, did she..."
"Know what I'd been doing? I'd have to say yes, but before I tell you how she figured it out by herself, let me set the rest of it up for you. So...like I said, try and picture all this. For a moment we're both just standing there looking at one another, mom naked licking her lips. She's like what? Two, maybe three feet away from the back door at the time? And there I am, my jeans and panties down around my ankles, I've got a cucumber sticking in my cunt, which I just barely manage to remove when she walks in. So now...there I am, this silly assed expression on my face, this humongous green vegetable in my hand, and even though it's no longer in my pussy, my jeans are still tangled around my feet, so like...yeah, I'm pretty sure she knew what I'd been doing with it."
"Holy fuck! What happened then?" I asked wanting to laugh, but at the same time aroused as hell just hearing all this.
"Nothing."
"Nothing?"
"Well, not really...not like I was expecting anyway. So all I can think of to do is sort of lay the cucumber back into the sink, now I'm doing this with my pants down...and then I sort of reached down, pulling them up as mom walks over to the table and sits down. She's sitting there with this silly assed expression on her face while I do this. Meanwhile, daddy's recovered, and so quite naturally, he walks in, though of course he has no idea I am there at the time. Luckily, by then, I've pulled up my jeans and panties, so he doesn't see or know what I was doing, though of course I'm now standing there looking at him. At least he didn't have an erection, only sort of...you know, kind of like the way yours looks after you've just tossed off a nice load. So it's still sort of full, just not hard. But he's cool about it I guess, not really embarrassed, I mean after all, it's their home, and it's me who came home earlier than expected interrupting their fun. All he says is, "Oh...you're home early!"
"That's it?" Collette asked.
"Yeah, that's it! Mom now stands up, winks at me and grabs daddy's hand, and then leads him out of the kitchen up the stairs to their room where they obviously finished things up after that. But the funny part...the really funny and interesting part was the very next day."
"Yeah? What?"
"Well, as you know during the summer, mom and dad both don't feel like cooking, especially as hot as it usually gets. So...also as usual, mom had just made a really big Chef's salad."
"Oh no!"
"Oh yes!" Mandy said actually blushing. "And daddy says, 'This is really good honey, the cucumber is especially crisp and tasty, what did you do different this time than you've done before?' he asks her."
"Oh, nothing really. Just added a few new things here and there, though I thought you might enjoy the special sauce I included with it this time," she says actually looking across the table at me, and then she winked!"
"Oh my god! You've got to be kidding me! She really did that?" Collette asked.
"Yeah, she really did. We even laughed about it afterwards when we were cleaning up, though she assured me she'd actually washed it before using it, and that she really hadn't done anything differently than she normally did. I'm not honestly sure I believed her though, there was just something about the way she looked at me during dinner that made me wonder if she honestly didn't serve it that way. I mean not like there was a whole lot of pussy juice that would have actually altered the flavor of it or anything...but just the thought you know?"
By now Collette and I were both laughing hysterically, as Mandy joined us doing the same. And even though we were, I was hard as a fucking rock, and hornier than ever. When the phone rang a second later, we all jumped. We'd been sitting there at the table for well over an hour now.
"Hello? Mom? You guys made it ok?" I asked after scrambling for the phone a second or so later. "Ok good...glad you did, no...still coming down outside, not as bad as it was, but still snowing yes. "Huh? Oh...sure," I glanced at my watch, it was already well past eleven. "Ok, well...if it gets too much worse, might be best if you two actually did spend the night then rather than try and make it back tonight," I told her. "No sense taking any unnecessary chances," I added receiving her assurance that they wouldn't. I soon after said good-bye and hung up the phone.
"Well?" Mandy asked.
"Well, they made it safely into town, but I guess it's getting a lot worse there, and they haven't even started to get anything yet. Dad dropped mom off at the grocery store to do the shopping, and he's headed over to the GS to see about getting a new generator. But by the sounds of it, they might very well end up spending the night there. Mom said the news is all over town, worse storm they've seen in nearly thirty years, and it's only expected to get worse!"
**
As thought to confirm all that, it wasn't more than a half hour later when it really started coming down again, even worse than it had the day before. If it continued, we'd easily get another four or five feet to the five feet on the ground we already had. The fact that the lights had already flickered on and off once, was an additional warning that we needed to make preparations in the event they went off for good just the way they had last night. Though we had plenty of dry wood outside, I had no desire to get up in the middle of the night and traipse outside to get it. I soon began hauling in more than enough wood to see us through the night, replenishing what we had already used, plus quite a bit more. As I did that, Mandy and Collette went about fixing sandwiches for dinner in the event we lost all power to cook with. If anything, they'd be available for lunch, or even dinner tomorrow if dad didn't have the generator up and operating by then.
This time we'd ran around placing candles where they might be needed ahead of time, in addition to placing fresh batteries in the two flashlights we had. Once we'd pretty much gotten things squared away, it was time to sit down, relax, and hopefully, or at least I hoped...pick up where we'd all sort of left off earlier.
By four o'clock, it was already starting to get dark, and we fervently hoped mom and dad would decide to spend the night rather than try and make it back. Outside the storm raged on, getting worse and worse with the wind howling picking up in intensity. And of course, sure enough...the lights went out.
I had just gotten an even warmer fire going when I turned around just in time to see Collette walk into the living room where we were, carrying three wine glasses and a bottle of wine with her when she did. She was entirely naked when she did so.
"Aren't you cold?" I asked looking up at her, but suddenly finding myself a couple of degrees warmer just by looking at her.
She glanced down at her rock hard nipples. "No...not really," she smiled. "Though I still am horny!" she added.
"Obviously!" I commented, though so too was I.
Just then, Mandy came walking down the stairs holding the other flash light in front of her in order to see by. She too was naked, though I noticed as she approached she was holding something in her hand, though I hadn't as yet made out what it was.
"Did I not get the memo?" I asked trying to make a joke at my sister's double nudity. Obviously, the exact same, or nearly identical conditions from the previous night had gotten them both aroused when thinking about it. Though it wasn't as though either one of them would need to convince me, they'd obviously been discussing it previous to this, and had planned accordingly.
"Guess what I found?" Mandy giggled, waving whatever the hell it was she held in her hand back and forth like a dog shaking a stick.
"Where the hell did you get that from?" Collette said laughing as she realized what it was even before I did.
"Mom and dad's secret naughty stash," she said almost whispering as though someone might hear her.
"That's wicked," Collette said walking up to my sister, grabbing her boob as she did so. "Let me see it. I can't believe mom actually has one of these...and why?" she wondered aloud. "I mean, aren't they generally meant to be used by two people?" she openly wondered. Only then did I realize what it was she was actually holding on to.
"Holy crap! No way! You don't suppose?" I found myself asking.
"Who knows? Maybe she does have a female friend, who are we to know anyway? But even if she doesn't, it's entirely possible she just enjoys using it all by herself, or...maybe."
"EEEEUW," Mandy said once again. "Don't even go there," she told her sister. "That's not something I'm sure I want to think about. I mean...seeing mom give daddy a blow-job, or even catching them fucking once like I had a few years ago is one thing...but not sure I'd care to find them locked together bum to bum if you know what I mean. I'd rather entertain the fact that maybe mom has a girlfriend she likes to play with from time to time, and let it go at that."
"Doesn't that bother you that she might?" I actually asked.
"No, why should it?" she shot back. "I mean its ok for you to think about Collette and mom watching one another in the bathroom, or even better...the three of us doing what we've recently done? But it's not ok for mom to have a friend to play with? Especially if daddy knows about it?" she asked.
I had to think about that. She was right. "No...I guess not," I said a bit sheepishly. "And you're right, who are we to judge...especially after last night," I finally admitted.
"Anyway," she said once again taking back the toy from her sister, waggling it provocatively, obscenely. "I thought it might be fun to try this tonight, always wanted to see what it was like, and so thought we could, provided Collette wants to," she stated. By the look in my older sister's eyes, she could hardly wait to get started.
Having gotten a really nice warm fire going, I now stripped out of my own clothing, especially as hot and as aroused as I now was. No longer embarrassed to display my erect manhood, I was almost proud of it as I tried waving it about enticingly so.
"Sorry sweetie, that will have to wait," Collette informed me. "As nice and hard as it might be, I'm with Mandy on this one...I'd really like to try this out, you know...fucking my own sister for the very first time really, if you think about it, and she me."
Ok, even I had to admit that was worth waiting for, and simply sat down, taking dad's chair, along with my freshly poured glass of wine. If nothing else, the atmosphere, the lighting, the somewhat sensual seductive wail of the wind outside, gave the whole room a really erotic feel to it as my beautifully naked sisters climbed onto the bed, and proceeded to lube one another up, doing one another, rather than themselves as they did so. Even that was horny as hell in watching. By the time they had, I was sitting there playfully teasing my cock, pinching the head, squeezing it, and milking out a nice droplet or three to use on myself, further enhancing my own masturbatory sensations.
Meanwhile, on the bed, they'd managed to couple themselves together on the double-dildo, now facing away from one another, ass to ass, each one gobbling up at least half of the enormous looking twin cock as they slowly began to rock back and forth fucking one another with it. But as hot as that looked all by itself, it was the free-swinging, sometimes gyrating rotation of their respective tits that was turning me on. As large as my sisters both were, just glancing over, seeing their beautiful breasts hanging down the way they were, swaying to and fro, colliding into one another as they very often did, had me wanting to erupt and spray juice all over them both, and we'd hardly even got started yet!
"Damn this feels good!" Collette cried out moments later. "No wonder mom got this!" She added
"Yeah, makes me wonder if she does have a friend on the side she can use this with, or if she even has?" Mandy asked, still humping herself against her sister, the slap of their respective asses as they came together getting louder and louder now, not to mention the way their tits began bouncing about even wilder than they had been.
"Oh my god! I think I'm gonna...gonna..."
"What? You going to cum already?" Mandy asked her sister, looking back over her shoulder towards her, though she hadn't slowed even one iota as she did that.
"Well yes that too, but I mean...I'm gonna squirt this time I think," she said, her face suddenly screwing up into a grimace.
"You're gonna what?" I said from my chair sitting up. "Had I heard her right? I mean, I'd heard the term, saw a few pic's of what I thought then to be faked photos of women appearing to be squirting these enormous fountains of water from out of their cunts, but I'd never considered it as being a real possibility, until now.
"I wanna see!" Mandy exclaimed still looking back.
"Well then...don't stop moving!" Collette all but demanded. "Because this one feels like I might!" she now added, which for me raised a whole bunch of questions I'd want to be asking later, though now was certainly not the time to be doing that.
"Oh yeah! Yeah! I am...it is! It is!" Collette all but screamed as whatever the differing sensation was she was now feeling, alerted her to the fact she was about to produce a pussy squirt. So much for myths! At least back then anyway.
As interesting as this was for me too, I stood up and walked over to the bed, wildly fisting my cock now as I did. As horny as I'd been all day, there was no doubt in my mind I would soon be shooting off a fairly sizeable load. I wasn't too worried about that either, I also knew, as horny as I was, and would be...it wouldn't be long before I was hard again, and more than capable of doing whatever else the girls decided they wanted me to do.
All at once, Collette cried out, the intensity of her orgasm overwhelming. As she came, and as she squirted, this sudden onrush of almost clear liquid seemed to explode from her cunt in a gush that even I could hear as I stood there. As for Mandy, she felt it, besides seeing it, still looking back at her sister as her pussy erupted.
"Fucking A!" She cried out, feeling it, sensing it, which seconds later triggered her own explosive, but not quite squirty little climax. In addition to the erotic slap of flesh against flesh, which I'd sat there listening to, I now heard the addition of more juice, more wetness than I think I'd ever heard before. The squishy, slippery, truly obscene sounding fluids as the girls continued fucking back against one another was simply too much for me to take. I felt what I knew was going to be one of the most intense orgasms of my entire life begin to race up the length of my shaft as I pointed it directly at my still fucking sisters.
And it would have been too, had the door not opened when it did.
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It took a moment for my mind to register the fact that the door had opened and mom and dad had walked in. In that millisecond of time, I felt like I was hallucinating. As the first powerful jettison of my spunk leapt from my cock, it literally robbed me of all thought, all reason. For a second. After that, everything seemed to happen in slow motion for some reason. Perhaps the shock, the inability to initially react as I stood there, watching that first spurt so gloriously arching upwards into the air. Mandy and Collette still connected together with mom's toy. Somehow I was able to see their faces as they knelt there still fucking, looking towards me. All of us... watching this magnificent streamer of sperm as it defied gravity for a moment before crashing down to land almost perfectly on Mandy's ass. I knew a second, equally powerful squirt was on the way too, but that one I never felt. Reality came rushing back, speeding up time once again back to normal as Collette's cry of pleasure resealed the rift in the void that had for a moment been torn asunder.
"Oh yeah baby! Squirt it! Squirt it! Shoot that hot fucking juice all over us!" She screamed out deliriously.
And I said, "Mom? Dad?"
Hearing what I said brought about several interesting responses and reactions, each one uniquely different in its own way. It was like watching a skit on stage, the actors suddenly forgetting their lines, or reacting to the scene in a totally unexpected way. Whereas Mandy looked initially confused as she looked towards me, hearing me, she suddenly whipped her head about facing forward again. As she did that, she also stood up right there on the bed. Perhaps it was the sudden realization that mom and dad were really there caused her pussy to tighten, to clench around the toy which at the moment was deeply embedded inside her. As she stood, she literally ripped the toy out of her sister, though it remained inside her own cunt. Subconsciously perhaps, I watched her as she reached down, grabbing her long thick phallus as though it were actually a cock, holding it in her hand. There on the bed she stood momentarily suspended in time, Mandy's new prick pointing directly towards mom, obscenely so.
Collette on the other hand merely rolled over. I'd shared with her that fractionary moment as our eyes briefly locked, a thousand words spoken between us at once. But oddly enough, I saw a smile on her face just before she did roll over looking at our parents and then laughed, giggling hysterically.
When she did that, it afforded me the moment to look down at myself, only then feeling what had apparently been my continued climax though after the first squirt I'd pretty much lost all sense of the fact that I was.
I didn't even know it was possible to ejaculate with an almost flaccid dick. Looking down at myself, I was shocked, well...still in a state of shock I guess, seeing my prick, which had almost miraculously shriveled down to nothingness, as though trying to find a place to hide. My cum however, had nowhere else to go except for out, and though I was obviously at the tail end of what would otherwise have been one of the most explosive climatic moments of my entire life, I simply stood there with long streamers of cum-drool hanging from my dick, splatters of which were now hitting the floor below me.
Back to mom and dad.
As all this happened almost simultaneously, mom's expression really never changed. She too was shocked, though perhaps more surprised at what she saw as she stood there still in her heavy coat, fresh new snow clinging to both hers and dads almost everywhere. Dad in fact looked a little like an abdominal snowman or something, covered in it even more than mom was, still wearing his hooded arctic coat, snow clinging to it, his hands still raised, caught in motion for a moment as he'd been just about to remove the hood freezing in place as he saw us. So there he stood, his hands still up on either side of his head, once again giving the scene a surrealistic feel to it, his eyes wide as he took all this in.
Mandy still standing full up on the couch bed, holding her dick. Collette now lying on her side facing towards mom and dad, her balled fist in her mouth as she tried to control a hysterical giggle. Me...dripping dick, a long streamer of white spunk clinging to it reaching all the way to the floor like glue unable to move as though glued there myself.
Mom finally reached up removing the wrapped scarf from about her neck, snow falling off it as she did so, dad too finally lowering his hood, shaking it off, more fully revealing his face. There was a smirky, almost quirky smile on his face however, giving a bit of comedic relief to this bizarre little play we were all in. His eyes now focused on Collette as he too fought to stifle a laugh. I'd expected something else perhaps, a ranting rage, some sort of explosion, his words not matching the movie playing inside my head as he spoke. It was like someone had dubbed the words of the actors, their lips moving in the wrong way even though you understood what was being said.
"Aren't you guys a little cold?"
The moment he said that, Collette really lost it, barking out even more laughter, finally finding her own voice, which even as she spoke sounded distant, far way, just like I wanted to be.
"Actually, it was just starting to get hot in here," she answered now sitting up, tears falling down her face, still laughing between words. I thought my sister had lost her mind, maybe she had. Maybe I had. I still hadn't moved a single inch.
Almost magically, mom had somehow gotten her coat off, even going so far as to hang it up on the hook on the wall behind her. She then turned actually walking over towards the bed, reaching out, taking hold of Mandy's dick taking it out. That action causing my sister to collapse back onto the bed in a heap, though she sat shame-faced, stunned.
"I don't mind you playing with my toys," mom told her, told us all. "But next time, at least have the courtesy to ask first!" Her stern words, demeanor, where more along the lines of what I'd been expecting to hear. But once again the words and tone didn't quite match the expression on her face either. She too was trying to keep from laughing. Especially as she now stood there, this enormous double-headed dick held in her hand as it drooped over pathetically, as though it too were spent, and now shamed of its less than majestic appearance.
"As for you Brian," she said looking towards me. "I'd appreciate it...when you're uh...finished coming there, if you wouldn't mind cleaning up your mess. I just did these floors last week."
I now looked into dad's eyes as he tore my attention away from my mother. "And as soon as you've done that, if you wouldn't mind coming outside with me, we've got a generator I'd appreciate getting some help with." He then turned towards my two naked sisters, "And you girls could help bringing in the rest of the groceries and supplies. After that, I think perhaps we all need to have a little sit down and chat."
In a flurry, the three of us were sent scrambling. Me, flying by mom straight into the kitchen for the paper towels, still naked, her hand coming out to leave a resounding slap on my ass as I passed her on my way in there. Mandy too bounded off the couch bed, locating her flannels, which she immediately slipped on once again. Collette however calmly and serenely sat up, slipped into her snow boots, which stood by the door, and then slipped into her knee-length heavy coat, still totally naked beneath it. Mandy soon joined her as they headed outside behind my father to carry in the groceries. I reappeared, roll of paper towels in hand, kneeling down on the hardwood floor, mom still standing nearby watching me.
"What the hell?"
I turned looking up at her over my shoulder. She was staring at the bed.
"What?" I actually asked her.
"What did you guys do? Dump a gallon of water on the bed?" she asked. "It's soaked! How can you possibly sleep on that?" She walked over, looking down, once again turning towards me as though seeking some sort of explanation.
"Ah...that's Collette's fault. She ah...she ah...squirted," was all I could think of to say.
"Squirted?" Mom said in surprise, her eyes widening. "Oh really! I wish I'd been there to see that!"
I almost fell over.
"Hurry up now Brian, I'm sure your dad's waiting. I'll finish up there, and get some clean dry sheets," she added, suddenly in a busy little flurry herself as I scrambled back into my own clothing, sans shirt, just throwing on my winter parka and went outside into the now full blown blizzard to help dad with the new generator.
**
It took the better part of an hour to get it hooked up as the girls helped mom putting things away. Shortly thereafter however, we had power again, though we limited the use of the lights even then, only using what we needed to, and then only sparingly. I soon after re-stoked the fire, nervously stacking even more wood than we needed as mom made coffee in preparation for what we all knew was going to be a very interesting family chat, and more than likely a very long evening, especially as it was early yet.
By now Collette had at least put on my old football jersey, which was another reminder of the first time we'd all fooled around together. I still hadn't put a shirt on, but with the fire going, along with the heater for the house, I was toasty warm, if not almost too much. But I also think my nerves were adding to the rise in temperature too. And though mom and dad's reaction wasn't at all what I might have expected, I was still waiting for the proverbial, "other shoe to fall," as I sat there fidgeting in my seat. Mom calmly and patiently poured us all a little coffee, even adding a splash of Irish cream to it while we waited on Mandy to join us. For some reason, she'd opted to actually dress, reappearing in a pair of jeans along with a very modest looking blouse, which included a bra on beneath it.
"Well now, obviously...I think we have a few things to discuss," mom began looking over towards dad receiving a nod of the head from him as she did so. Obviously, he'd given over the role to mom to start things off, though I kept expecting him to jump in and take over any moment now. "I think it's important that we clear the air here, lay all the cards out on the table," mom went on using metaphors as she was prone to do whenever she had something she felt was important to say. "But most importantly, I think we all need to be up front and honest with one another about things, especially after what's happened. And particularly, because we're all apt to be holed up inside the house now for the next several days."
Before we'd really gotten down to business and while still waiting for Mandy to reappear, dad had told us about what they'd found out and heard about the storm, along with their decision to head back when they did. Dad told us that the weather service had in fact declared this as the worse storm on record for this region in over forty years. They'd seen some satellite images of it while in town, looking a little like a hurricane, the eye of it just then starting to edge over where we lived. It had been for that reason that dad had decided it was now or never...so he and mom had decided to head for home while they still could.
The airport was shut down, though it was over two hours away, and not that any of us needed to worry about that yet for the better part of another week, it would have been far too risky to even consider under the circumstances. Already several people were stranded, with hotels and motels suddenly filled up, another reason mom and dad had decided to head home. It was most likely they wouldn't have even been able to get a room.
"Anyway, that's why we came back....early," dad said once again trying to hide a smile. "And it looks like, we're going to be pretty much snowed in by the looks of it, for the next several days at least. So we might as well get used to the idea, and make the best of things," he'd added, after which he'd pretty much given the floor over to mom once Mandy had rejoined us, now dressed and with dad still trying to look somewhat serious, though still hiding a smile.
Good old Mandy was the one that cut right to the chase. "So...are we in trouble?" she asked, sounding more like the young girl she once used to be so long ago, that same girl that so mischievously got her way and somehow managed to stay out of trouble though she always seemed to be getting into it. Whereas I on the other hand, actually tried to behave myself and be a good kid, but was somehow found out for every minor incident I was ever involved in.
"I guess that depends on the way you look at things," mom began. "Let's be honest here," she told her looking at her directly, and then at the two of us. "You've opened a door...walked through it to the other side, it's not one that's going to be so easy walking back through again after that, or in closing it," she informed us. And I knew as she said that, she was right. It wouldn't be. "So the only trouble is as I see it, is how you're going to deal with that going forward. If you're worried about being in trouble with us as far as we see it? No...you're not."
Mandy and I both were a bit surprised by that, though Collette as usual seemed to be taking all this in on a much higher level than we were. Maybe perhaps because she was older, a bit wiser, and wasn't seeing herself as a kid again the same way that I think Mandy and I were.
"Frankly, your father and I are surprised this hasn't happened before now. We both felt and have always believed it was inevitable. You're all well aware that we've never frowned on nudity around the house. We certainly never went out of the way to encourage it, but we never discouraged it either. We both felt early on that it was far better to raise all of you in an open-minded environment, answer whatever questions you might have when you asked them...appropriately so," she added. "But basically, try and raise you in such a way that you weren't ashamed, embarrassed or ever feel guilty about your sexuality or your curiosities. It was only normal, and natural that each one of you would from time to time be curious about one another, and also from time to time, walk in on, or in Brian's case, purposely find a way to spy on his sisters, or even me while we were dressing."
"Hey!" I said in my own defense, though one look from mom quieted that.
"And your father and I aren't exactly innocent in that respect either," she suddenly admitted. "It's been interesting for us too, seeing you all grow up, mature and come into yourselves as adults. When you did, and when your father and I both quit seeing you all as kids, but as adults, we then allowed ourselves to treat you as equals in many ways, perhaps more so than we should have in some respects. Especially when it came to sex. But...we did. And neither one of us has any regrets or guilt feelings because of it either," she now added. "There have been a couple of instances, such as the time Collette and I sat in the bathroom together, though I'm willing to bet that she's already told you that story, along with one or two more. So like I said, your dad and I aren't exactly innocent in our own curiosities of the three of you either." She now looked at Mandy, actually grinning. "I never did tell your dad about salad night," she said grinning even wider at her.
"Mom!"
"Salad night?" Dad asked.
"MOM!" Mandy said once again as Collette burst out into another giggle. Even I was smiling at hearing that one, though it was Collette who now came to Mandy's rescue.
"Yeah, suffice it to say we've all shared a few stories about things we do know about, and since as you said it, we're all here to lay the cards out on the table so to speak, how about the two of you fill us in on where you're at with all this? And what else have you done, thought about, that maybe the three of us aren't aware of?" she now asked.
It was interesting to see the sudden shift in things as now mom looked guiltier than the three of us, though perhaps guilty wasn't exactly the right word. Her face was flushed, that much was sure, but if anything...and if I didn't know any better, she actually looked aroused. Even dad shifted in his chair a little trying to get a bit more comfortable, but he again nodded his head, urging her to continue.
"Like I said, your dad and I have been watching you, observing you all from time to time, seeing how you interact with one another whenever you're together. Quite naturally, it went from spying," she said looking directly at me. "To teasing, to flirting, to even playing a little, and finally...to this. Long ago your dad and I made the decision to just see how things went, let nature take its course and not steer anything in one direction or another, so we didn't. It's not to say we didn't sit on the sidelines, watching and even from time to time enjoying what we saw, because we did. But that's something else your father and I were always open with one another about too. No secrets between us, about anything. Not about what we felt, saw, or occasionally even did."
"Like what?" Mandy asked curiously.
"Before I tell you...or say anything more. Can we right now, right here at least agree to speak freely without any repercussions or judgments? Obviously, your dad and I didn't judge any of you tonight when we got home, so we're asking for the same kind of consideration, would you be willing to do that for us as well?"
I certainly had no problem with doing that, nor did Collette who I knew wouldn't. As soon as Mandy got that sort of acknowledged agreement from the two of us, she was more than willing to go along with that too.
"Just be honest with us then, no matter what," she now asked.
"Then I will be," mom told her. "Even if you're at first shocked, or maybe even disappointed, or offended by anything you might hear, all I ask is that you keep an open-mind, the same way we've done for you before jumping to any conclusions about us. We're still the same people we've always been. Your mom and dad, though after this, you might not see either one of us in quite the same light as before."
"You'll always be mom and dad, no matter what," Mandy assured them both, speaking for each of us as she did so, though now...I was admittedly curious as to what all we were about to learn here regarding our parents.
"Ok, then I'll begin. But before I actually do that, are you willing to concede the point that all three of you have gotten aroused by some of the things you yourselves have seen or done even before now, when it involved the three of you, or even a time or two as your dad and I certainly know...when that also included us?"
Once again all three of us looked at one another, shaking our heads yes.
"Good, then hopefully you can accept and understand, your dad and I are no different in that regard than any of you. We might be mom and dad, but we're also people. People who've raised you with the exact same curiosities, desires and feelings that the three of you have. And because of that, we are also just as sexual in nature as any one of you are. We get horny...same as you. We sometimes act on our desires and fantasies, same as you, though we've only done so, provided no one is ever hurt or offended because of them. And...we've very often enjoyed the pleasures of watching the three of you too. Sometimes...without your knowledge."
It was Collette who now spoke, doing so for all three of us in a way as she asked the question I had already asked myself though not speaking it out loud.
"I'd like to hear some of them," she told her candidly, smiling. "And don't leave anything out either, don't white-wash it. You saw us tonight, you saw us being quite vulnerable, quite free with one another, no sense denying we weren't being that way. So...as long as we're all trying to think and act like adults here, I'd like to hear some of these instances, in plain, explicit detail if you wouldn't mind sharing."



Once again I watched as dad shifted in his seat. I did too, surprised to find I was actually getting an erection, and now wondering if he was shifting in his chair, because he was!
"Very well," mom began taking a sip of her coffee first. "But I'll only speak for myself, if your father wishes to confess any of his own thoughts, he's certainly man enough to do so for himself," she said looking over towards him. Dad didn't give off any indication one way or the other that he would...or wouldn't for that matter, as mom continued.
"It was a few months after Brian's graduation, around the time that your father had just finished turning the girl's room into the downstairs den, and his own little office. I was nursing a cold at the time, which had kept me awake. Unable to sleep, I had ventured downstairs to make myself a cup of hot chocolate, which is when I happened to glance out the window and saw Brian leading Susan by the hand towards the house. It was around one in the morning, so I knew he thought your father and I would be sound asleep. I actually just walked around the corner from the kitchen into the living room there and stood behind the wall as they came sneaking in. It was funny, because I didn't even have my robe on, I was naked when they did that. Anyway, seconds later they came in and immediately went downstairs together. I quite naturally assumed that Brian would take her into his room, surprised when he didn't, taking her into the new den instead."
It was sort of weird hearing all this, and filling in the reasoning behind that before she continued, though it felt natural to be doing so, and I wasn't at all embarrassed when I did either, speaking just as freely about it as she was.
"The reason I did that, was because my room at the time was a mess. Susan and I had been messing around in the front seat of my car, parked out front. But as we'd already gotten so worked up as it was, especially already wanting to now do what we did, the last place I wanted to lose my virginity, was on my bed in a very messy looking bedroom. And besides, that new couch in the downstairs den was damn comfortable, and roomy."
"You fucked your girlfriend on my brand new couch?" Dad actually stated breaking his sudden vow of silence.
"Old news," mom laughed. "Go on Brian," she told me.
"Actually mom...I interrupted your story, I'm more interested in hearing you telling it and what happened after we went downstairs," I said finding myself surprisingly excited to be doing so. Even dad calmed down realizing he was about to hear it too.
"As you all remember, your father had knocked out the wall in the old laundry room in order to expand the den. As the laundry room never did have a door, he had left it open, so even with the old bedroom door closed leading into the room, you could still enter in to it from the other side without being heard or observed, which I did."
It was admittedly weird hearing mom's admission, looking back on it now...remembering that night as Susan and I finally did the nasty together, realizing now, mom was there, watching us...or so it seemed as she continued.
"Even from the top of the stairs, I could hear the two of them giggling downstairs, which is when I realized they'd gone into the den rather than into Brian's bedroom. Eventually I quietly and carefully crept down the stairs, actually walking past the closed door leading into the room, and then down the hall, coming in through what used to be then the old laundry room. From my vantage point there, I had a direct line of sight over towards the couch. Brian had turned on the table lamp, which was the only light, and just soft enough for the two of them to see one another by. But it also kept the rest of the place pretty much concealed in darkness, especially where I was standing. By the time I got there, the two of them had already undressed. Brian was in fact standing next to the couch while Susan was sitting on it. She had his cock in her mouth, sucking it. I'll be the first to admit, I was aroused upon seeing that, watching her doing it. But...you also might be surprised to know, I was just about to turn around and leave too, let them privately have their fun without them ever being aware I'd been there, or had seen them. And would have too, until I heard Susan ask..."
"You're sure about this Brian? "You're ready to lose your virginity, even though you know I'm not one myself anymore?" she had asked him.
"I am," I remembered you saying," mom said looking over towards me. "Well, after hearing that, I decided to stick around for a moment longer. I mean it's not every day one's treated to seeing their own son or daughter about to do something for the very first time, especially something like this. I figured there was no fucking way I was going to pass this up, and so I didn't. Promising myself to remain perfectly still and quiet, and at least not spoil this moment for them while watching them."
"Oh my god! Mom watched you lose your virginity!" Mandy giggled pushing me.
"Before you go off on yourself there honey," mom warned her. "Or further tease your poor brother, you might want to reconsider. You're not the only one around here with first time secrets you know," she said effectively shutting my sister up.
"What? When?" she now wondered curiously. "Later, that's one your father can tell you about, if he wishes to that is," she said simply looking over towards him.
Mandy turned to look at our father. "Daddy?"
He just grinned at her. "Let mom finish her story...then we'll see," was all he said.
"I can hardly wait to hear it," I said just loud enough that she did, receiving another hit from her against my shoulder. Mom ignored us however and continued on, though she smiled at seeing our interaction, things were almost back to normal again the way she saw it.
"It was very sweet actually," mom said gushing a little, almost pridefully so. "Your brother didn't let any of that manly mucho stuff get in the way of things either. He was the one who was inexperienced, and deferred that to Susan. He actually asked her what it was he could do, what she needed him to do, in order for her to be ready for him when she finally was."
"Ahh, that really is sweet," Collette said meaning it, though Mandy giggled excitedly.
"That's when she told him that it would definitely help to get her ready to receive his hard stiff cock, if he were to lick her a little before hand, so then I watched as she spread herself out there on the couch..."
"My new couch," Dad said just under his breath.
"And then Brian got down on his knees in front of her, and started licking her. She told him what to do at that point, how to do it, and apparently he listened and followed instructions, unlike a lot of men..." she now added looking over towards dad, who merely groaned and rolled his eyes at her.
"Hmmm," Collette moaned then softly too, and I glanced over at her when she did that, surprised to see it when she slipped her hand down beneath the waistband of her panties. Sitting the way she was, I knew that no one else except for me could see she had actually done that, but I was still surprised that she had, especially with mom and dad sitting there across from her while she began fingering herself.
"Needless to say, seeing and hearing all that made me horny! Especially as I was naked, too easy to simply slip my own finger down between my legs and begin finger-fucking myself while I stood there watching the two of them."
Mom certainly wasn't no prude, never had been. And I'd certainly heard her use the word fuck before, though generally only when she was angry about something, or angry at herself more than anything. But hearing the way she said it now in an erotic naughty sort of way, took on an entirely new meaning. And she was right about another thing too, I was already seeing my mother in an entirely new light as she began going into what I thought was indeed pretty explicit detail as she described what she did to herself, along with what I was currently doing to Susan at the time.
As I mentioned before, all three of them had pretty good-sized breasts though it had been years now since I'd actually seen my mothers, and looking back then only briefly when I'd stumbled into her bedroom getting ready to go out for the evening with dad. I clearly recalled, this had NOT been one of my intended spying's either, though I was eventually accused of doing that, though even playfully then as I recalled it. And the fact mom hadn't made a big fuss about it either when I came barging in on her. She'd made no attempt to hide herself, cover up, or in hindsight embarrass me in any way as she stood there. And what's more, she simply waited for me to speak and explain my presence rather than shooing me away. Obviously, she was allowing me that moment to collect myself, process what I'd seen in order to not make any big deal out of it. It had been the first real good look at my mother's boobs, and I couldn't help but sit there and wonder how they might look now too.
Mom eventually finished her story, admittedly telling all of us how she'd masturbated herself to orgasm, standing there in the darkness across the way, watching me as I finally entered Susan for the very first time. She'd left shortly after that, leaving us the rest of our evening together in some semblance of privacy. After she had finished her story, she stood up in order to pour us all some more coffee, but I think she was taking that moment to collect herself as well. She was obviously aroused by now, as I believe we all were.
"Whew, you sure you haven't got the heat up too high now?" she asked dad. "It really does seem to be getting pretty hot in here!" she stated fanning herself, actually reaching up and undoing a couple of buttons on the blouse she was wearing. And though she didn't actually reveal all that much when she did, her more than ample cleavage was a bit more evident as she retook her seat. And I found myself sitting there staring at it when she did.
"So daddy," Collette said breaking the momentary silence, though I once again noticed she was still sitting there slowly fingering herself! "You going to tell us your story about Mandy?" she asked.
"Yeah," Mandy said, though she did so a bit nervously. Curious enough to want to know what he'd actually seen...if in fact he really had, though obviously worried about what it might be too.
"You really want to know?" Dad grinned, his eyes suddenly filled with that same lusty look I'd seen in them before whenever he'd chased mother up the stairs to their room. "I wouldn't want to embarrass my little girl...but, it really was pretty hot!"
Now it was my turn. "Tell it dad...after all, only fair," I said glancing over towards Mandy as she glared at me almost menacingly.
"Well let's see. Back then we used to have that old plastic supposed to be portable pool in the back yard? The one you kids finally managed to collapse and send water flooding into the back door of the house?"
I laughed at that remembering. It was the last time the three of us had swum in it together for one...obviously. But Collette had come home for Mandy's graduation the week before when that happened. It had been a while since the three of us had been together, and we'd got pretty carried away outside in the pool when it happened. At one point, we'd been playing grab-ass as I recalled, and Collette along with Mandy had been threatening to "pants me" back then. I'd fought back by pulling off Collette's bikini top, even though I'd not really meant to do so. That too had been inadvertent. I'd only meant to threaten doing it, but when she and Mandy both lunged at me as though they really were going to take off my swim trunks, I turned meaning to push off and head up the ladder out the pool. I had grabbed her top however, watching it come away in my hand, freeing her breasts entirely. Shrieking at me, though not really mad, still doing so playfully, she charged, as did Mandy, all three of us suddenly hitting one side of the pool wall together at full force. Needless to say, it gave way, cascading nearly a thousand gallons of water across the back yard, most of which managed to climb the steps into the kitchen.
"Well, before that happened, I think it was a few days before Mandy's graduation, she'd asked to have one of her friends over for a sleepover," he said smiling.
"Oh my god!" Mandy said under her breath. It was now obvious dad knew what he was talking about.
"As was pretty much the case for all of you back in those days, you pretty much preferred sleeping outside then during the summer, rather than inside where the house usually got...and stayed pretty warm. I actually forget her name..."
"Amanda," Collette giggled. "It had to be Amanda," she said guessing where this was already going. "I always knew she had the hots for you Mandy, especially as your names were so similar. Even her parents tried calling her Mandy in the beginning, but she opted for her more formal name, unlike yourself, 'Amanda', Collette said actually calling our sister by her real given name. "Go on daddy...get to the good part," she grinned wickedly, though so was I. Once again shifting in my seat, my erection now fully pressed against the front of my jeans making it somewhat awkward for me to sit there the way that I was. And still occasionally glancing over towards mom, whom I now noticed had managed to finger loose an additional button on her blouse at some point.
"Well, you know me. I've never tried to hide the fact that I've always been watchful and cautious with you kids growing up. I mean I wanted you all to have your freedoms and such, and feel like you were safe, especially living around here. But even as far out as we are, and were then, I'd caught more than one person skulking about in the night on our property. And so...having the girls sleeping outside, even if it was just on the other side of the old pool, I was worried about them and decided to sort of keep an eye on things and make sure they were ok. My intent even then was to do so, without either one of them ever being aware that I had. Little did I realize," dad said winking at the rest of us.
One of the nice things about the property that mom and dad had, was a natural spring that ran a short distance away behind the house. A gentle slope slowly rose from that up the hill away from it towards the house. Mom and dad had planted grass all the way to the first cut of trees separating the property from the first slope of the hill heading towards the stream behind the house.
"I figured if I walked down the hill on the side of the house, and then back up the hill from the stream, I could watch quietly without being seen from the trees, especially since Mandy and Amanda had specifically chosen to place their sleeping bags there on the other side of the old pool, and thus remain hidden away from the house itself. What I wasn't expecting to see, was the two of them naked, engaged in what is commonly known as a "69", even back in my day," he added laughing. "But the fact was...I was totally unprepared for, seeing my daughter licking her friend's pussy while she in turn licked hers."
"Oh my god...daddy!" Mandy said once again blushing.
"First pussy?" Collette asked her.
Mandy actually shook her head yes, still blushing. I was harder than ever imagining it in my mind. And so must have been dad as I realized it then, and continued.
"So, just like your mom confessed doing, so did I," he openly admitted. "I mean after all, it was pretty erotic seeing your sister eating out that other girl's cunt, and then she eating hers. Up until then, it had always been a fantasy of mine, something I'd been after your mother to do for me."
"Mom?" Mandy said cutting in looking at her, making her blush.
"Shh, maybe later," she smiled back. It was clearly evident to me now she really was aroused too. One more button had come undone with only two more to go, and her entire blouse would come open!
"So anyway," dad said looking at my sister, "Seeing that got me aroused, and so I quite naturally started jerking off."
Suddenly I was now sitting there with visions of my old man yanking away on his prick, not quite sure how I felt about that as I did. I mean images of mom was one thing...
"So in the meantime, your mom decides to come looking for me. I'd already told her earlier what it was I was thinking about doing later on, in order to keep an eye out on the girls. Unable to sleep herself without me being there, she came looking for me, took the same way I did so as not to arouse the girls we were even there. Even brought me a drink," he said smiling at her as he looked over towards mom.
"Oh my god!" Mandy said again. "Mom? You too?"
"Shh, let daddy finish his story," she said, as I watched her reach down now beneath the table and release the last two button's on her blouse. I mean it was obvious at least to me that she had, but I'm not sure either Mandy or Collette had actually noticed it. They had their entire attention focused on dad.
"So yeah, there we are too, mom now sitting there beside me, only now she's the one stroking my dick while the two of us are watching the two of you, watching you as you went down on your girl friend for the first time as we later learned."
"How'd you find that out?" Mandy asked.
"Another story, for another time," mom said pleasantly smiling at her, though now Mandy noticed mom's blouse was entirely undone. It was really hard not to with her white lacy bra clearly showing now, though she only glanced at her a moment more before turning her attention back towards dad.
"But that's when your mom finally decided, as erotic and as beautiful as the two of you looked, that maybe...just maybe...she might actually be willing to try that herself. If...she found the right person to do it with. And provided the first time she did it, was alone with the other woman. She wanted to make sure she was comfortable, and enjoyed it before allowing me to watch her actually do that."
"And so...did you? Finally?" I wondered aloud, once again interrupting dad's story.
"Yes...she did," Collette said speaking from out of the blue. "A few days later, with me."
I don't mind saying by this point I was almost as aroused as I'd been earlier. Hearing all these erotic admissions for one, Collette sitting there next to me fingering herself for another, mom...even as simple an act as it might appeared to first be, simply unbuttoning her blouse the way that she had, hinted at herself maybe perhaps...baring her boobs. As unlikely at the time that still seemed to be. And then suddenly learning, hearing how she and mom had gone down on one another? Obviously...Collette had been holding out on us.
"You? You and mom?" Mandy said sounding a bit shocked by Collette's free-willed admission. Even dad wasn't shocked upon hearing that. Obviously, he knew about it too. No real surprise there. Obviously his wish had been granted somewhere along the way by the smile on his face.
"Mandy? Are you upset in hearing that?" Mom asked concernedly. "Is there something about knowing that now that angers you? Disgusts you? Frightens you?" she asked.
Mandy took a moment before answering. "No...not really I guess. Just surprised I haven't heard about this before now. As close as we've always been, I just sorta thought Collette might have told me about it before now," she stated.
"Oh really? And why is it then little sister, that I'm just hearing about you and Amanda? How come you never came and told me about that now huh? Just who's keeping secrets from whom around here?" she asked.
Mandy redirected her attention back towards mom however, ignoring Collette for the moment.
"So what are you feeling then?" she now asked, pressing her to answer.
"I don't know...confused a little I guess, not really angry no. Not even upset to hear about this either," she said honestly. "I mean after all..." she now realized after everything the three of us had now done together, there was no real reason for her to be.



Mom sat back in her chair, smiling. Her full breasts though still encased in her white lacy bra fully revealed.
"Let me ask you something else then," mom said. "Were you aroused when you came in that night and saw me sucking your father's dick? Come on now Mandy, admit it...you know you were, I mean...it was kind of obvious after all wasn't it?"
Mandy was blushing profusely, but she finally nodded her head. "Yes...yes I was," she stated easily enough.
"And will you also admit something else then? That you're also aroused now as well, and just a little unsure as to be able to admit it? I mean...your sister certainly is, she's been sitting there nearly the entire evening now fingering herself."
That one caught Collette by surprise, though she didn't bother trying to deny it either.
"There's nothing wrong with admitting that you got aroused looking at your father, or watching us that night, any more than admitting that you are right now either. If you are, say so...don't be afraid to say it! I am! I'll freely admit it! I'm horny as hell to be perfectly honest about it. I mean for hells sakes, your dad and I come home albeit quite unexpectedly, to what? To an orgy that our three kids are openly having and sharing with one another. Funny as it was, and turned out, it was still obvious to us both how erotic it must have been for the three of you. So if you think I'm got to lie to any of you about it, that it turned me on, and that I still am...well, I won't!"
"Really? You are? Horny I mean?" Mandy asked in clear obvious surprise.
"Very. And in case you didn't notice, though how could you not, I've slowly been sitting here undoing my blouse. I've always known your brother has a thing for women's breasts, and he's certainly taken every opportunity to see mine whenever he could, not to mention each of you."
I could only think of three times when I'd actually done that on purpose. Every other time had really been an accident. Like I said...
"So, now...here I am sitting in my bra, and I know your father doesn't mind that I am, he's got a woody too, just as I'm pretty sure Brian does again. And all he has to do now is ask me to take it off for him, and I will. If...that's what he wants. But, it's up to him, just as anything further now...is all up to the rest of you as well."
I know I was sitting there with my mouth open in surprise. Even more surprised when I spoke, looking over towards dad. "You mean to tell me...all I have to do is ask you to take it off and you will?"
"All you have to do is ask," mom said looking pointedly towards me.
"Take it off mom," I told her.
And she did.
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Everyone including myself watched as mom almost teasingly removed her blouse, taking the time to actually hang it over the back of her chair. She then reached behind, undoing the clasp on her bra, letting it fall down her arms and away from her breasts as they revealed themselves, likewise now hooking it over her chair too. She cupped them in her hands, rubbing them as though to give some circulation to them, though my cock simply responded to the eroticism of the moment.
"Damn!" I breathed outwardly breaking the momentary silence. Like I said, it had been years since I'd actually seen mom's boobs. They might not have sat as high up on her chest as my sister's did, but they were every bit as alluring and as sensual, if not even more so than theirs were.
I noticed then that even her nipples appeared larger, somewhat darker, and certainly wickedly erect. She even tweaked them a little as she sat there, as though wanting to ensure they were as fat and as hard as they could possibly be. Just seeing her do that sent another nice throb to my cock as I felt it lurch inside my jeans.
"Feel free to touch them, if you want to," she told me, though she also looked over towards my sisters upon saying that. "And you're both welcome to do the same if you'd like," she added. "It's been a long time since you have," she then said looking back towards me.
I glanced over towards dad, seeking his assurance. He was smiling, though he nodded his head at me, and then looked towards mom nodding again. I knew then that I had it, even though I hesitated briefly, still a bit unsure until mom spoke.
"Come here, touch them," she told me softly.
The room grew silent, everyone watching, as though holding their collective breaths. I stood, not even caring that my pants were tented, which they were as I walked over towards her. Mom scooted back in her chair, pushing away from the table, her gorgeous breasts beckoning to me as I reached out cupping each in my hands. She sighed contentedly, closing her eyes for a moment when I did, and then speaking.
"Here, what's say we make this a bit more comfortable," she said simply reaching up, undoing my belt and then unzipping my jeans. In seconds she had my rock hard cock in her hands, a sensation that felt deliciously wicked, erotic as did her breasts as I continued holding them, now fingering those hard extended nipples of hers. I glanced over towards my sisters, curious as to their reaction, still a bit lightheaded at this sudden unexpected turn of events.
Mandy was cupping her own breast through her blouse, watching. Her eyes seemed almost glazed over as she sat there watching mom holding onto my dick, fondling it. Collette actually scooted her own chair back, making it clearly obvious when she did, that she had indeed been sitting there fingering herself as even dad looked over looking at her now, her hand quite obviously busy between her legs.
"Hmm," mom moaned. "You're juicy," she now giggled appreciatively. She sat holding my dick, now rubbing the head of it back and forth against her nipples firmly. I stood looking down, watching her as she did, reveling in the sensation of it as she tickled her nipples with the head of my cock, likewise tickling it.
She now squeezed the head of it. As she did, she produced a rather thick droplet of precum, which she now used to smear about the tips of her nipple, squeezing it again, producing yet another, now switching to the other one where she likewise treated it, as well as me, to another nice tingling sensation.
Much to my surprise, Mandy too stood up from her chair having already unbuttoned her blouse removing it. She now reached behind likewise undoing her bra, letting it fall, her large full breasts now free as she took the few steps in reaching us. Silently, she reached down. I relinquished the breast I still held, allowing her to cup it with her hand instead. As she did, I quite naturally reached up, now cupping hers. It was a thrilling sensation for me, holding mom's breast in one hand, my sister's in the other as mom continued to hold, stroking my cock, moving it back and forth, over and around her hard sweet aroused nipples.
I soon felt my sister's hand joining moms. Mom now letting go as Mandy took over for her, still rubbing the head of my dick back and forth, circling mom's tits, specifically her nipples, even slapping my prick against them. I shuddered involuntarily in delight as she did so, moaning audibly.
I guess I shouldn't have been surprised, especially with everything that was now happening all at once. And it was of course not totally unexpected either as even dad now stood, the sound of his own belt being undone, followed by his zipper coming down. I looked over, tearing my eyes away from mom and my sister's tits, I swallowed hard, a bit stunned. Dad's cock was humongous! Or at least it looked like it anyway. Maybe it was the angle, or the lighting for some reason, but it was also deep purple, massive, as he took it within his hand stroking it as he sat back down watching us. The head of his cock looked like fat purple mushroom, far bigger around than my own, which was slimmer, more pointed. Even as he sat there stroking it, I watched his hand bump against the thick protruding flange around the head. Already the sounds of his own slickness being added to the atmosphere of the room, which had suddenly grown thick with the sexual tension.
The sound of yet another chair being scooted out now alerted everyone that Collette too had gotten up. She reached down pulling my jersey up and over her head, though tossing it behind her haphazardly when she did. She then grabbed the waistband of her panties simply yanking them down, now standing there entirely naked. Without a word she simply walked over looked down at our father, and then climbed into his lap. His deep-throated groan said it all.
Having heard that, mom looked over, smiled as her eldest daughter reached down grabbing her father's cock in hand, placing it, pointing it at her succulent wet femininity, and then plunged. Even dad gasped, as I did. In seconds he was balls deep inside Collette's cunt. She sat unmoving for a moment, getting the feel of it, and then slowly rose, inch by inch, revealing the now wet glistening length of dad's shaft as her pussy slowly revealed it, before plunging down once again, even more forcefully, all but taking his breath away.
With that simple act, even more so than what the three of us were doing, I now knew, or at least hoped, I'd be slipping my own cock deep inside my mother's cunt. As much as I'd wanted to fuck, and knew I would eventually fuck my sister's, at this moment in time, more than anything, I wanted to be inside mother. Boldly, I said so, looking down at her.
"I want to fuck you!"
She groaned hotly having heard that. "Say it again."
"I want to fuck you!"
"Again!"
"Fuck you! Fuck you hard!" I gasped as Mandy pulled heavily on my prick.
"Do it Brian! Do it! Fuck mom...fuck her hard, do it now!"
It was almost funny in a weird sort of way. Mom stood up removing her pants, surprised to find she hadn't worn any panties beneath them as she skimmed them off herself, now standing naked in front of me. "Mandy, help me clear the table," she asked, as the two of them quickly busied themselves with removing the coffee cups and bowl of fruit which was sitting there. It was as though they were clearing away the dinner dishes in a sense, as I stood there watching, my hard dick obscenely bobbing up and down in front of them as they did. A thin streamer of cum drool leaking out, falling towards the floor as mom almost offhandedly caught it, wrapping it around her finger and then sucking it off, simultaneously placing our now empty cups on the kitchen counter. She returned seconds later, sliding onto the dining table onto her back, her legs just hanging over the edge of it.
"Throw me one of those seat cushions," she told my sister. "And then...get naked!"
Mandy laughed, grabbing one, placing it behind mom's head as she hurriedly stripped off her jeans. Stepping out of my own, which were still down around my ankles, I drew nearer towards the table. I was a bit surprised to discover that mom was shaved. I guess I'd considered that more of a modern trait these days as both of my sisters had done so too. But seeing mom's totally bare, puffy swollen pussy was a nice surprise. I hadn't expected it. Even her lips appeared to be far more swollen in appearance than either of my sisters's had when I'd looked at them. Her pink slit, even pinker, almost an inflamed red, looking as though she'd applied lipstick to it or something. I was mesmerized with it, standing there looking at her, my hard throbbing cock only inches away.
As much as I wanted to slide my cock into that wet glistening nasty looking snatch of hers, I wanted to touch it to. As though reading my mind, perhaps seeing the expression on my lusty face as I gazed down at her, that's what she then told me to do.
"Go on Brian, touch it...touch me," she moaned hotly. "Finger it, finger my cunt. Taste my juices, make me even wetter than I already am!"
I reached down with my hand, slipping one finger inside. She was wet, extremely so, very slippery, and hot too. The warmth from her pulsating cunt as it clenched my finger, drawing it even more deeply inside her sent shock waves of unbridled lust coursing up and down my entire spine. Her lips were thick, far more elongated than my sisters, and so I pinched them, pulling on them stretching them out. She gasped pleasurably as I did.
"Yes! Yes! Play with it Brian! Play with my pussy!" she almost yelled. "And you!" She said now eyeballing my younger sister, "come suck on my tits!"
As I stood there finger-fucking mom's bare pussy momentarily, listening with delight at the sound of her squishy, slippery juices, Mandy now leaned over, her lips rapidly surrounding one of mom's nipples sucking it into her mouth. Her hand cupping the other, tweaking and teasing her nipple, her own breasts hanging down, which mom quickly found, likewise now playing with hers as I stood there watching.
Meanwhile, still wildly fucking next to us, Collette was bouncing and grinding on dad's cock like there was no tomorrow. Her head thrashed about wildly from side to side, the slap of flesh as they came together in a frenzy of unbridled passion had simply added to the symphony of mom's succulent sucking cunt as I buried my fingers inside her, digging out her juices which I then applied to her amazingly hard clitoris, teasing the fuck out of that.
"Enough! Enough! Stick it in me!" She wailed aloud finally. Not wanting to miss it, Mandy stood up, though still thumbing mom's breasts, watching as I stepped forward slightly holding onto my cock, placing the tip of it at the entrance to her sex.
"Can I?" she suddenly asked. "Please? Can I be the one to put it in her?" Mandy asked.
Words weren't necessary as I stood there patiently waiting. Mandy now came over to likewise look down just as I still was. Her small delicate hand now wrapping itself about my elongated shaft nearer the balls. I felt a shiver of delight as she rubbed it briefly up and down mom's juicy wet split, digging a furrow in her sex as she did, and then tapping it softly, playfully against mom's clitoris, which she now spread even more revealingly with her other hand. Like freshly whipped cream, I saw the almost frothy white coating of mom's juice leaking out of her, pooling there between her legs. Mandy used my dick like a spoon, scooping it up, my prick now lathered in it as she leaned over, my dick tip now nearly inside my mother's cunt. She licked, lapped, and tickled us both simultaneously, tasting and savoring our combined juices.
Even Collette and dad had all but stopped what they were doing, now looking over at the table as mom laid there, watching...waiting.
"Do it Brian! Do it!" Collette cried out, "Stick that fucker in there!"
Mandy pulled, easing my dick inside. We both watched from our vantage point as the head slid in, finally forced to relinquish her hand as the rest of my shaft soon followed. Mom grunted with the sudden feel of me buried inside her, both of us unmoving as we each took a moment to savor the feel of it together.
"Mandy...come sit on my face," mom said. "Let me eat you while your brother fucks me, but turn around so you can watch, see it while he does."
Quick as a bunny, Mandy climbed up onto the table, spinning about and then settling herself over mom's face just as I began to finally thrust in and out of mom's pussy. I was amazed, yeah...pleasantly surprised at how tight she felt. Once again reminded of the size of dad's cock, as big as he was, why she would feel so tight around my own shaft, yet she did. Though she was also very slippery, the feel of which as I began picking up the pace, thrusting in and out of her was beyond words.
And of course once again nearby us, the sounds of dad and Collette going at it just as furiously as they had been, heightened our pleasure as well. Looking up, Mandy sitting on mom's face, her delicate pink tongue lapping away at my sister's cunt, the folds of her own sex seemingly sucking on mom's tongue. Mandy's magnificent breasts free-swinging again, a sight that never failed to arouse me to even greater heights than those I was already feeling.
Pleasures, that were already far too soon, threatening to ignite the explosion in my balls that I surely knew would send torrents of white hot cum spilling into my mother's womb.
Dad had always been a big strong guy. He wasn't muscled bound or anything like that, just damn fucking strong from all the heavy lifting he'd done for most of his life. But when he actually stood, lifting my sister as easily as if she'd not even been there, it still took me by surprise, as it had her. Wrapping her legs about his waist, still fully impaled on his massive cock, she hung there riding his prick as dad walked over, now standing to the side of us looking down.
Ok, so it was a little weird having dad stand there watching me as I fucked mom, especially when he spoke.
"That's it son, not too slow, not too fast, better control that way too. Your mom really enjoys it nice and easy, pulls a bit more on her clit while you're screwing her..."
"Alright Harold," mom said, still lapping away at Mandy's cunt, though she took another breather in order to do so again. "Brian's doing just fine without your having to coach him. And beside's I've already fucked you once tonight anyway, and what I don't want right now is the feeling that I'm fucking you again. So...shut up and let your son fuck his mother his way!"
"Yes dear," dad said sheepishly as both Mandy and Collette stifled a giggle, though once again Collette spoke as she climbed down off dad's cock. If I thought it was purple-hard before, it now looked downright fucking angry!
"Fuck me doggy...daddy," Collette said, sounding more like a little girl again as to the far more mature woman she obviously was. She had turned around presenting that near perfect heart-shaped ass of hers towards my dad, having turned around one of the kitchen chairs as she leaned against it. Dad slid up next to her, placing his hands on my sister's ass, and then shoved. I swear it nearly came out of her mouth when he did that. The air in her lungs exploded, a near breathless exclamation soon following, "Oh...fuck!"
Soon dad was thrusting into my sister as hard and as fast as I'd ever seen. Even the howling wind outside the house now had to compete with the howls of ecstasy and pleasure that Collette was screaming out. Once again the furious slap of flesh on flesh, titties bouncing, swinging, the feel of mom's delicious cunt sucking my cock, mom's tongue lapping away a hundred miles an hour at Mandy's cunt.
It was too fucking much.
"Shit! I'm gonna cum!" I announced, unable to help it, not wanting to stop it either.
"Yes, fill me baby! Fill momma with your fuck juice!" she cried out urging me to do so. Mandy had scrambled down off our mothers face, now standing just behind me. I felt her hand reach up between my legs, softly cupping my extremely tight balls. If I hadn't been only seconds away before then, I certainly was now. I felt her gently squeeze my nuts like one might do with a rubber ball, though far more gently. When she did, it was as though she had herself forced out the explosion I now felt. The intensity of my release causing stars to appear inside my head, the exquisite sensation of my semen racing up my shaft, and then exploding out the end of my dick, soon after swallowed up by my mother's still clenching, pulsating pussy as she joined me in pleasure.
"Oh my god! Oh my god! Oh my god!" she screamed out over and over again as she came with me.
That seemed to trigger Collette's orgasm too, though I didn't know it at the time, not until several minutes later after I had collapsed, now laying across my mother, my hands having somehow found her breasts again, kneading them contentedly as I lay there trying to collect myself.
"Good god honey!" Dad said in obvious amazement, do you always do that now?" He asked. "And look at what you did to mom's floors!"
"Shut up Harold!" Mom said once again, and then adding much more softly. "Damn...I missed it again?"
**
Once again things got momentarily awkward, but only for a moment. Mom as usual acted as though there was absolutely nothing out of the norm going on, which I think helped, at least for me. Even dad seemed like dad, though it was still weird seeing him standing there in conversation with his big hard dick sticking out. He still hadn't cum yet, though neither had Mandy.
Collette had in fact grabbed a dishtowel and mopped up her recent spending from mom's floor, even though mom had told her not to worry about it...unlike my own.
"Harold? Why don't you and Brian pour us some of that lovely Port of yours, and then bring it into the living room. Maybe check on the fire, make sure it's nice and toasty in there so we can play a bit more when everyone's ready to do so."
"I'm ready now!" Mandy half pouted, obviously horny.
"Yes...I know that you are dear," mom said sweetly. "And I'm going to see to that personally myself," she added smiling at her.
"So...why didn't you cum yet daddy?" Collette asked. "It felt like you were about to," she asked as we all walked into the living room and sat down on the chairs and couches. Mom had changed the sheets on the bed, but it had been put away until it was bedtime again.
"I almost did...you almost had me," dad answered. "But I wasn't wearing a condom, I didn't, well...you know."
"I can't get pregnant," she said reminding him. "You know what the doctor's said."
"Even so...the doctor's aren't always right you know honey. I didn't want to take any chances, just in case. And don't worry about it anyway...the evenings young yet," he said winking at her.
True to her promise, mom led Mandy over towards the couch and had her sit down, forcing her to spread her legs as she did so. "Ok boys...why don't the two of you come over here and lick some titty while I do this?" she said ordering the two of us over, which we both happily did.
"What about me?" Collette asked.
"I was wondering when you'd ask," mom said chuckling. "Your job is to come slide beneath me. I've got a pussy full of your brother's cum that is just waiting for you," she told her, which upon hearing that sent an enormous jolt of electricity up my rapidly reawakening shaft.
"Yummy!" Collette said as she hurriedly scrambled beneath mom, positioning herself, as mom then sat comfortably down on my sister's face, leaning forward now, parting the red sea of Mandy's cunt, as she began to tickle her clit with her tongue.
Mandy was in seventh heaven, as we all seemed to be. Even sitting there on the arm of the couch leaning over as I sucked on her right breast, dad sitting beside her on the couch sucking on the other one. Each of her hands in our laps, stroking the two of us simultaneously, the sound of mom's rapid-fire tongue doing the clit-diddle, and Collette, working on mom like a Hoover vacuum as she lay beneath her.



And then of course outside, the sound of the wind howling in the night, the blizzard outside continuing, promising to bring with it another five to six feet of snow before mornings light. None of that much mattered at the moment however, we were each of us all warm and toasty...and horny as hell.
**
As horny as she was in fact, it didn't take long for Mandy to cum either. In a way, I was almost grateful for it, as hard as she held my dick, squeezing it the way that she did, though I think dad rather enjoyed it, as hard as he still was. After she'd collapsed, and mom had had her cunt thoroughly cleaned out by Collette, we all took a mini breather once again, sipping our Port and listening to the sound of the storm going on outside.
"It's a bad one," mom commented walking over towards the window looking out. "Good god Harold! The snows already piled up a good three or four feet in front of the door! It's going to take us forever to even dig out!"
"Worry about that tomorrow," he told her. "Right now...I'd sort of like to see if someone's interested in attending to this," he said as he sat there, holding onto his big fat schalong, which if anything, looked even angrier than before.
"I'm sure the girls wouldn't mind helping you out with that," she told him. "They did a pretty good job double-teaming Brian's cock last night," she then added smiling at my sisters.
All three of us immediately looking over towards mom in surprise. "You...you, knew? You watched us?" Mandy said. Collette simply shook her head like she should have known, and I openly laughed, which I wouldn't have done only a short time ago. Now I was accepting the fact that just about anything was possible.
"Hell yes...I had a pretty good idea that something might happen between the three of you, like I said earlier, I've been expecting it for quite a while now, and the conditions were just too perfect for it not to!" she finished.
"No wonder you came up and woke me from a sound sleep!" Dad interjected. "And here, I thought you were horny thinking about me, not about watching your daughters suck off our son!"
"Oh? And who was it that suggested I climb in your lap there in the parking lot of the grocery store, fuck you silly with a blizzard going on outside, and insist I tell him the story again on how Collette and I first went down on one another...huh?"
"I still want to hear that story mom," I said grinning at her as she said that, already feeling my cock rise to the occasion once again as we all sat there.
"Maybe tomorrow," she said smiling back. "Obviously, we really are going to be snowed in for a few days, so we might as well think up some things to keep ourselves entertained..."
"And horny," Mandy included.
"Goes without saying," Collette added. "But yeah...mom's right. I rather like the idea. Let's think up something really fun and naughty to do tomorrow night while we're all just sitting around during the day watching the snow fall."
"Well, regardless of that, we should still probably try and dig out some," dad suggested. "No sense having to do it all at once, only make it harder on us when it is time to really dig ourselves out of here. And I don't see all this snow melting anytime soon either! Anyway...back to this," he said waving his dick about once again. "How about it?"
"You two go see to your father," Mom told the girls. "I've been wanting to do this myself to Brian ever since I saw the two of you sucking it last night! Still have some juice in there for me?" she asked already licking the tip.
"Maybe not a lot," I said almost apologetically, but I can assure you, there'll at least be something!"
She laughed at that, and then proceeded to all but swallow my prick.
**
I have to admit. Sitting there on the couch while mom knelt in front of me fondling and sucking my dick while I watched each of my sister's working on dad's cock was curiously hot. I could almost feel it again, the sensation of their tongues lapping up and down one side of me, and then the other, then kissing one another with my prick sandwiched in between. By the expression on dad's face, he was sitting there enjoying it every bit as much as I had...if not even more. I couldn't help but wonder if this was a first time thing for him, not counting having both of his daughters doing it when they did, but two women period.
And though that had certainly felt nice, wonderful in fact...mom must have earned some sort of award somewhere along the way, the way she mouthed sucked and gobbled me up was just fucking unbelievable. I didn't know how she could do it for one, neither of my sister's had, though they'd both tried. But I saw mom take the entire length of my shaft into her mouth, and then stay there for a moment, still sucking me, her tongue still slithering up and down my shaft even though I had no idea how in the world she was able to accomplish all that.
Hearing giggling, I opened my eyes looking over across the room. It was evident dad was finally getting close to popping one off. The girls seemed to sense it as well as they fenced one another with their tongues, dad's dick sandwiched between just as mine had been. I had a pretty good idea what he was feeling at that moment, and if he was, also knew, he was only moments away now from actually climaxing.
"I want to see you cum daddy," Mandy said excitedly. "I've only see three other cocks do that before now," she then added.
I thought silently. "I was the first...then there were two others I didn't know about. New stories to tell," I said smiling to myself.
Mom pulled away from me then looking over towards them. "Well...if you're going to do that, then do me a favor," she asked.
"What?" Collette asked.
"Run down the hallway to the linen closet, grab one of those towels in there and bring it back with you before he does that."
"Why?"
"You'll see why," mom laughed, though she went back to licking my cock. "Don't want to get it all over the couch," she said still giggling.
"Oh sure...your couch we have to be careful with...my couch..."
"Shut up Harold, or I'll make you lie down on the floor instead," mom admonished him.
Collette made it back with the towel draping it between dad's legs as he sat up. The girls quickly went back to licking and sucking him, and then moments later when he announced he was about to cum, even mom turned her head that way in order to watch, as I now did.
Dad didn't cry out or anything, he just sort of turned into stone. His entire body went rigid, his face turned purple just like his cock, had I seen that expression on his face any other time, I'd have run like hell. He looked like a man about to murder someone.
"I know...pretty unusual," mom commented watching him. "Now...watch this."
I'd had what even I'd have to admit as being some pretty incredible spunkings in my time. Really big squirty ones. And had mom and dad not walked in earlier late that afternoon when they had, I was pretty sure that one would have ranked up there amongst the top three. So I was expecting that to some extent I guess. What I didn't expect, and which surprised me along with my sister's was when he finally did cum, or rather...how long it was that he came.
It started out almost in slow motion, nothing too spectacular at first either. Just this little bubble of white stuff at the tip, dad's body like I said looking almost petrified. Even Collette appeared to be a bit disappointed at first, though she and Mandy kept slow stroking dad's prick up and down, at mom's prompting in their continuing to do so, until she said otherwise.
"Mom?" I half whispered.
"Shh...just wait for it," she told me. "Watch."
In a way, it was like watching a seething volcano erupt...slowly. At first, just a dribble as it began to bubble out of the head of his dick, and then more of it, and then more...and more, and then more. Suddenly, I began wondering if it would ever quit, and understood the reasoning behind the towel now. So ok...dad didn't actually "squirt", maybe it even had something to do with his age for all I knew, but the fact was, I'd never seen so much cum produced in any one time before in my entire life, including my own. A good minute or so had passed, and it was still pouring out of him, I think Mandy's hand was completely and totally covered in it as she sat there stroking him, still squeezing it out.
"Good god mom, can you even take all of this?" Collette asked turning towards her.
"No, I can't...have never been able to," she readily admitted. "Still surprises me even now."
"And how often does he do this?" She asked
"Every time, at least once a day, sometimes two, though rarely if ever any more...three. But yeah, he does. I will say this too. It is kind of nice when he's fucking me, and starts to cum, because he keeps going of course, so like the last two minutes or so of our session, he's actually still cumming, which is usually when I do, feeling all that hot thick cum filling my pussy. Just something about feeling that, triggers mine each and every time!"
"I can see why!" Collette announced turning back around to watch dad, who was still cumming, though it had at least started to taper off. "Maybe it was a good thing after all," she now added reconsidering things.
So maybe it wasn't exactly explosive, at least not the way I'd been expecting, but it really was spectacular even so. And it no longer bothered me, or caused me thought to realize it was my old man who I watched doing it. It really was fascinating, erotic, and sensual as I sat there watching my sister's playing in all that spunk excitedly afterwards. They sat, smearing it all over one another, literally scooping up handfuls of the stuff, very little of which had made it to the towel. They'd both caught most of it in their hands, and now sat sharing it with one another as dad once again became human rather than the somewhat petrified rock he'd looked like earlier.
"Whew! Wow...that was a good one!" He exclaimed shortly after that, much to everyone's laughter.
And then suddenly it was my turn. Though I didn't put on nearly as good a show as he did. Not to mention the fact, mom had no intention of wasting whatever squirt I had on her clean floor, or the chair, or even on her. She simply drank it all down. Even then, I was pleased when she had to take some air before finishing.
**
"Well now, we all have a long day ahead of us tomorrow, and I think we should all get a good night's sleep. I have a few ideas in mind we should probably discuss tomorrow after, or even during breakfast perhaps. But with your dad wanting to partially dig us out somewhat, I suggest, we all get some rest."
By now, I really was tired, if not downright exhausted. It had been a bit of an emotional draining day, not to mention everything else. And it was nice to be able to crawl into bed between my two sisters, mom and dad kissing us all goodnight, a throwback to once fond memories of them doing so when we'd occasionally all got to sleep together outside, or even on the floor here in the living room as kids.
It sort of felt that way again. It felt good...comfortable, and secure. I fell asleep with a smile on my face, just as we all did. But I was already looking forward to tomorrow.
**
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It never failed. The cool morning air had increased my need to pee waking me from a sound sleep, though the smell of fresh hot coffee just brewed forced me to open my eyes. Mandy and Collette were both still sound asleep making it difficult for me to slip out of bed, especially as I was still sandwiched between them. The feel of their soft warm bodies acting like an insulator against the morning cold wasn't something I relished relinquishing either. But now the urgency of having to relieve my bladder took precedence over the comfort of continuing to lie there.
Literally backing out of the bed, I managed to climb out over the back of the couch, the sudden space I'd just created letting the cool air from the room in. Almost immediately both of my sisters seemed to scrunch towards one another in their half sleep until making contact, once again settling into their early morning slumber as I padded barefoot into the kitchen on my way downstairs to the bathroom. Not surprisingly, mom was standing at the window looking out at the still falling snow sipping a cup of coffee when I came in. She turned upon hearing me.
"Morning honey, you're up early."
She glanced towards my crotch as she said that. Though I really did need to pee, I also had what was my constant companion and friend first thing in the morning too. A morning woody as I called it, tenting out the front of my white briefs as I stood there. It didn't help as I glanced quickly up at clock on the wall that mom stood in nothing more than her bathrobe. I knew she slept naked, even during the cold winter months, always had. But it was the fact that she stood there with her robe undone, the hint of her nudity peeking out at me beneath it. I could see the roundness of her breasts, nipples just hidden by the material still covering them. Though what wasn't hidden, and stood there to greet me as I slowly lowered my gaze without even realizing I was, was her beautiful bare pussy. The fact she made no effort whatsoever to close her robe as I looked at her, was another reminder of the changes that had occurred since last night. I don't know why I thought things would be like they once were, because it was readily apparent that they weren't. But it was still a bit of a surprise to find her standing there like that so carefree and without conscience, something that was still going to take me a while in getting used to.
"It's not even six o'clock yet, why are you up?" I asked once again locking eyes with her.
She chuckled at hearing that. "You want the truth? Though I guess after last night it wouldn't make much sense to make anything up now would it?" she said still laughing at her own private thought.
If I didn't relieve my bladder soon however, it was going to burst. "Hold that thought, I'll be right back," I then said glancing at her again.
"Hold that thought?" she responded, her hand suddenly dropping down between her legs as she actually cupped her pussy. "OK...I will. But hurry back if you want to find out why I really am. Oh...and don't be doing anything with that except pee either," she told me.
After seeing her do that, it was going to take a bit longer to actually pee than I'd expected, bolting down the stairs and then off into the bathroom. I returned several minutes later feeling much better, and somewhat flaccid again, though the minute I walked back into the kitchen area, it wasn't long that I was.
Though she was now sitting down, it was what she was doing while sitting down that froze me in place as I re-entered the room. Seeing the look in my face, she laughed, though thankfully not loud enough to wake my sisters thus bringing them into the room. I knew in an instant, I wanted to this time all to myself.
"Because I was still horny from last night," she told me answering the question as I stood there staring at her. "Couldn't sleep," she then added, moaning a little as she did, mainly because of the bright yellow banana that I now saw was buried fully deep inside her cunt as she sat there, one leg propped up onto the table itself, spreading herself, a decadently wicked display as I stood there.
I was mesmerized. Here was my own mother, so openly masturbating herself, and uncaring that I was watching her, watching her shove a piece of fruit up inside her pussy.
"So, are you shocked at seeing your horny mother like this?" She now asked me. "Or just shocked to realize I usually am. Obviously, up until now...I've kept that aspect about myself a pretty well guarded secret."
"Not so much," I told her finally walking over, pulling out a chair, placing it in front of her and then taking a seat. "I've always known...well we've always known actually that you and dad have had a pretty active sex-life, just never seen you quite as open about it as you are now," I said looking at her, watching as she uninhibitedly continued to ease that yellow fruit in and out of her obviously wet pussy.
"Well, to more fully answer your question? I've always been horny first thing in the morning, don't know why really...maybe it's the equivalent of your morning woody or something like that. But...I've always enjoyed the naughty feel of coming downstairs like I am now, and sitting here in the kitchen playing with myself. That element of danger perhaps that someone could get up and catch me before I'd finished. I think Collette actually did once too, though she never said anything to me about it afterwards."
"Always with a banana?" I now asked feeling my cock begin to press almost painfully against the front of my briefs as I sat there continuing to watch her. I recalled several times where there always appeared to be fresh bananas sitting in the fruit bowl on the kitchen table in the past.
"Not always no," she giggled actually blushing a little. "Most of the time, I just prefer my fingers, but there are times like after last night, when I'm remembering the nice erotic stretch of my pussy after it's been filled with a nice hard dick, that my fingers just don't quite cut it. Sort of like now," she told me as she enthusiastically continued to sit there and fuck herself with the fruit so openly. "Of course...I'd rather be fucking that, unless you're not interested," she said once again glancing over at my crotch, the head of my dick already peeking up and over the top of my briefs as I sat there.
She then eased the banana out of her pussy, wrapping her lips around it instead, sucking and thus cleaning it off. It was one of the most erotic things I had ever see her do to be perfectly honest about it. Without even realizing that I had at first, I stood up, sliding my shorts down around my ankles. And though it was a bit cool inside the house this early in the morning, especially as the fire in the living room had also died out, I was now feeling the heat of my arousal as I stepped towards her. She smiled, standing up herself, and simply turned holding onto the back of her chair. Words weren't necessary as she bent over, flipping up the back of her robe presenting me with the backside of her ass and wet glistening pussy. Rock hard, I stepped up behind her and slid in.
I couldn't believe how wet...how slick, and how warm her pussy was as I buried myself balls deep inside her, actually feeling them as they slapped against her as I thrust inside her, now holding still. It was amazing to me, even now...one single thrust into her cunt, and already fighting for control, wanting to savor the feel of her slickness, that satiny caress on my shaft as I slowly withdrew, then slid in again holding.
"Oh fuck...you tease you!" mom spat purposely clenching her pussy around my shaft. Though I wasn't teasing her, I was honestly trying to keep myself from coming too fucking soon!
Somehow I managed to collect myself and began thrusting in and out of her with a nice steady rhythm. As I did, mom dropped her hand down between her legs and began frigging her clit, occasionally reaching up just far enough to tickle my shaft with her finger tips as I slid in and out of her. The slap of flesh against flesh now began filling the room her rapid breathing as well as my own as we slipped from an easy-soft fuck, to one of furious lustiness.
"Oh god yes! Yes! Make me cum Brian! Make me cum!" Mom cried out. Pounding away, I could feel her pussy liquefy even more greatly than it already was, clenching down on me almost simultaneously, pulsating as it gripped my cock. I thrust once, twice, and then felt the surge of my own release as it tore through my balls racing up the length of my shaft, spurting inside her. Feeling my liquid discharge seemed to intensify her own ongoing release, she shuddered, thrashing about wildly for a moment, grinding her ass against me as though to ensure the milking of my cock for each delicious precious drop.
Only afterwards did we realize that Collette and Mandy were standing there in the doorway watching us. They each had their hands down between their legs, by the look on Mandy's flushed face, she had somehow managed to join us there in our ecstasy, though Collette appeared to be still hovering on the verge.
"Allow me," mom said disengaging my cock, walking over and then kneeling down in front of my sister. In seconds, she had wrapped her lips around my sister's clit and knelt there sucking it.
"Damn! Makes me wish I had waited!" Mandy said almost pouting, and then surprised me as she came over and knelt down in front of me, taking my now spent prick inside her mouth, still covered with the combined spendings of my juices along with moms.
Admittedly it was fucking hot, watching as Collette reached out, her hands, fingers suddenly entwining themselves in mom's hair, pressing herself against mothers face, humping her to some degree as she did so. The soft 'pop' licking, sucking sounds of mom's lips wrapped about my sister's clit as she devoured her pussy soon began to push Collette over the edge where she'd been hovering for so long.
"Oh mom! Mom! This might be..." She never finished. Sensing her immanent climax, Mom slid a finger inside Collette's cunt, now walking it up inside her against her "g" spot. When she did that, the dam literally burst, and with it a cascade of sweet tasting pussy juice that erupted as forcefully as I'd ever seen it. I thought for a moment, mother might even drown as she held on, trying to swallow just as quickly as Collette squirted it out, but to no avail. Eventually she had to breathe, forced away with the last several clear liquid squirts still hitting mom full on in the face. And even as she did, mom knelt there and laughed.
"Finally!" she exclaimed. "About damn time!"
**
With the "hornies" temporarily set aside, we once again settled in around the kitchen table with fresh cups of coffee. Even the sun hadn't fully peeked its head through the window yet as we sat there with smiles on our faces.
Looking out, Collette spoke, "So...besides trying to dig ourselves out a little, what else is on the agenda for today anyway?" she asked.
"Well first thing of course is breakfast. Your dad will be wanting to eat shortly after he gets up, something nice, warming and full so he'll have lots of energy for latter," she mused. "Both for shoveling...and fucking," she grinned, "provided that you two are up for that," she questioned curiously.
Collette and Mandy actually did look at one another, though they had in fact shared dad's cock with one another, licking and sucking it, perhaps the thought of actually fucking him wasn't something either one of them was quite ready to consider as yet. The fact I had fucked mom though seemed to be the final decision maker as they sat there thinking about it further.
"He does have a nice cock," Mandy finally admitted to us all, especially mother.
"Yes he does, much like your brothers," mom told them both.
"We wouldn't know, we uh...haven't quite got ourselves there...yet," Collette now stated surprising her.
"You're kidding me? You mean to say I actually fucked Brian before either one of you did?" Mom said in surprise.
"Ah yep...but am hoping to change that before the days over," Collette grinned, as did Mandy.
"Well then, seems we do indeed have a busy day, and night ahead of us then!" Mom laughed. "And like I said last night...I have a few ideas about all that we should probably discuss, and then think about while we're actually having to work. Perhaps that will keep the adrenalin going and not tire everyone out for later!"
"What did you have in mind anyway?" Mandy asked curiously.
Mom stood and refilled our coffees, bringing back with her a note pad and pen as she did. "Maybe while we're just sitting here waiting for your father to get up, we can actually start thinking about it," she suggested. "I thought...it might be fun for each one of us to list something, something we've always wanted to do, and maybe haven't even done yet. Though it doesn't even have to be that, it can be something as simple as something we enjoy doing, and want to do, see or experience amongst ourselves. So...having said that, once you've got your fantasy, or desire written down on paper, we'll throw them all in a bowl or something. Then, throughout the course of the day, we'll all take turns drawing them out of the bowl in random order. How's that sound?" she asked.
"I take it you've already got something in mind," Collette said grinning at her.
"Oh yes...something I've always wanted to try, but never have," she said winking at her. "And now...just might be the perfect opportunity to do that. So...yes, I do. Now, how about you guys? Anything come to mind?"
"I've got one," Mandy said reaching out for the note pad. "But no fair peeking until it's drawn," she said hiding whatever it was she wrote down. "Part of the fun and surprise will be hearing what it is just before it happens don't you think?" she asked.
"My thoughts exactly," mom said as she pulled down a covered Tupperware bowel out of the cupboard. "Once you've written it down, fold it up and then toss it in here, for later."
"I'm gonna need some time to think about this," I freely admitted. "I've got so many things in mind...sort of hard to choose between them!"
That garnered another round of laughter to which we heard dad comment on as he entered the kitchen, fully dressed and already raring to go.
"What's so funny?" He asked as mom poured him a cup of coffee, and then explained to him what we were doing. His eyes lit up in interest at that, though he walked over sipping his coffee as he glanced out the window. "I think I'll take some time to think about mine too as I'm digging out," he stated. "By the way...when's breakfast?"
"We were just going to get started on it now," she said eyeing the girls letting them know it was time to get dressed and start fixing it.
"Good, meanwhile, Brian and I can at least start cutting a path from the back door towards the garage," he stated, eyeing me and letting me know we had work waiting ahead of us before play time. "Let's at least see if we can do that so we can hook up the plow again, and see what's facing us on the road out of here," he told me.
**
It took the better part of an hour to just shovel a path out between the house and the garage. We'd actually reached the point where we were tossing the snow up and over our heads when we finally cleared away the door and were able to get into the garage. Even having done that, we had our work cut out for us in opening the garage door in order to get the truck out with the snowplow on.
"We'll tackle this after breakfast," dad informed me as the two of us stood there looking at a near perfect wall of snow. Hopefully it would be a bit easier with the plow on, though even that was suspect. I'd never seen it this deep before in all the years we'd been living here, it really was the worst storm in recent memory.
"Listen Brian, before we head back in for breakfast, just wanted to say something to you in case you had any worries, doubts or fears," he began. I'd never really been all that close to my father, not in this way at least. We'd had talks before of course, told a few dirty jokes, things like that, but we'd never really had any one on one intimate personal discussions before now, so I was feeling a little intimidated and unsure as to where any of this was actually going.
"I don't...well not really," I answered though he now continued anyway.
"Glad to hear that, but...just the same, just wanted you to know something. Years ago, before your mom and I ever thought something like this might happen, we actually discussed it. We talked about the possibility of it, though back then, it was more along the lines of being candid with one another about our thoughts...fantasies. Your mom and I, as you now well know, have always been honest and truthful with one another about those. We've never held back, kept any secrets, or even denied anything from one another either. And just so you're not too shocked, thought I might as well tell you now before things go any further. Your mom and I, from time to time, have been with, and played around on the side. Not very often, just once in a while, and only with people we've both felt comfortable being around, people that we knew wouldn't cause problems or let petty jealousies or insecurities get in the way because of it. And then of course, as I said, we long ago mentioned the three of you. I didn't know if it would ever happen any more than your mother did. But...if it did, which it now has, just want you to know, it's ok," dad chuckled a bit nervously, laughing. "In a way, it's almost a relief. Your mother's always had, and probably always will have, a higher sex-drive than even I do. At times, I've had trouble keeping up with her, though she's never really complained. But...just so you know Brian, whenever the two of you want to, you know...fool around, you don't have to worry about seeking my permission before doing so. I know for a fact that your mom gets herself off each and every morning after she gets up, almost like clockwork. It's how she literally begins her day, so I wouldn't be too surprised if I were you, if she now invites you to take care of that from time to time."
"Yeah, I sort of discovered that already this morning," I told him, and then briefly filled him in on what had already happened, though I did leave the part of my sister's eventually joining in out of it. I figured that was their story and something for them to share if they wanted to.
I was still relieved however when he laughed even louder upon hearing that. "See? Like I said, now that things have happened the way they did last night, you're bound to see an entirely new side of your mother...well, and me too I guess, that you haven't seen before. You good with that?"
So much had happened, I'm not sure I'd actually had a chance to digest everything, even now. But I also knew, I wanted to continue, at least for the time being anyway. Maybe I might change my mind later, or that due to time and circumstance, everything would quite naturally come to an end anyway. But at the moment, especially with the five of us all cooped up together inside the house, it could get boring in a hurry. But not if the excitement and near constant arousal of being able to fool around quite openly in front of one another was a possibility. Which obviously...it was.
"Let's go eat," dad said putting his arm around my shoulder as we made our way back down the path we'd so recently dug out. And though it was still snowing, it had finally begun to taper off, at least it wouldn't fill up the trench we'd just dug again.
"By the way dad...who have you and mom fooled around with?" I asked him.
"I'll let your mother answer that one," he told me. "If she decides to," he then answered just as we opened the door into the kitchen, the morning breakfast just then being placed out on the table.



"Hungry?" Mom asked, still wearing her sexy robe and nothing else.
"Famished!" Dad and I both said, and then sat down to eat. As we did, I noticed that one more folded piece of paper now sat inside mom's Tupperware bowl.
**
While the girls cleaned up the kitchen I followed dad back outside where we hooked up the plow to the truck. It was slow-going, but eventually we'd carved out a path out to the main highway. And though we did, it was evident the highway itself was in worse shape than our own driveway was now. In addition to that, the power was still off too, though we were running off the generator now, though being careful as to what all he had turned on and used so as not to use up all the fuel for it. No telling how long before we'd see the roads plowed and accessible again.
By the time we made it back, the girls were all huddled in the living room around a nice roaring fire. All three of them wearing robes, and nothing else as we quickly discovered.
"Ok you two...time to join us," mom said. "So you need to write something down and toss it into the bowl so we can pick one," she then added. "We're starting to get antsy here!"
"Horny you mean," Mandy giggled, "Because I certainly am!"
Mom had said anything, and so mine was more voyeuristic perhaps than any of theirs might be, but I mentioned that again before writing it down. "You did say anything right?" I asked.
"Yes, I did, and while we're on that subject, and before we even begin, maybe we should all lay out a few ground rules here first too."
That sounded like a good idea, something we were all in agreement with.
"Good, for starter's then, number one rule and for obvious reasons. For the time being, everyone is to pretend we're in Vegas ok? So in other words, what happens here, stays here. No one else besides ourselves needs to know about, or hear about any of this...agreed?"
Once again, we all were. Me in particular as I had been a little worried about that even though neither one of my sisters seemed to be.
"Number two...each one of us has obviously written something down that we'd either like to do or see. In order to be fair to everyone's desires and or fantasies, we need to do our level best to see to it that they're honored and fulfilled. Otherwise, it will spoil it for everyone else. Are we also in agreement there?"
Once again, we all agreed, though I was quite interested and no wondering what it was my sister's had come up with, especially by the smiles on both of their faces. I hurriedly finished writing mine down, and then tossed it into the container, and then at mom's suggestion, ran back down to my room in order to retrieve my bathrobe. Dad's was already waiting for him thrown over the back of the couch.
"You don't have to wear it either," she told me after I'd returned. "Only if you get too cold sitting around naked. With that, she took hers off, though the warmth of the fire had seen to it that the room was comfortably maintained. Dad had finished writing his note, folded it, and then placed it inside mom's bowl. Picking it up, she secured the lid and then stood shaking it thoroughly, mixing them up.
"Ok, Brian? Why don't you draw out the first one," mom stood there grinning, her marvelous nude body already incentive, arousing my manhood as I now joined her, standing by her side reaching in. I did so, handing it to her. "Go ahead...read it," she said excitedly, as we all were.
I read the first couple of words to myself silently, realizing as I did this one was moms. I swallowed hard, rereading it to myself before Mandy spoke up and complained.
"Hey no fair reading it ahead of time!" She told me. "Read it out loud so we can all hear what it has to say at the same time!"
I cleared my throat, looking up towards mom, and then dad...feeling the heat in my face begin to grow as I did so.
"Ok, well...obviously this one is moms," I began, hearing her giggle even before I began. And then hearing dad speak in almost a whisper,
"This should be good," he said catching a look from her.
"Not if you don't behave!" She told him sternly. "Now go on Brian, read it!"
I cleared my throat again, and then read. "I have always had this fantasy, something I've never done or even tried, but have thought about repeatedly. So, what I'd like to experience for the very first time, is what it would be like to experience a naughty double fuck while having my daughters suck on and play with my breasts while Brian and Harold fuck me. And I'd prefer it if Brian was the one to take my ass for the first time," she'd added as a postscript.
Dad was grinning from ear to ear, I figured he'd half expected that. Obviously it was something they had in fact previously discussed. Collette too was grinning upon hearing mom's request, though Mandy had squealed in feigned surprise at hearing what it actually was.
"God, even I've never considered doing that mom!" she said seriously, on the one hand not sure if she found that arousing or not, yet on the other, sounding curiously excited at actually seeing it anyway.
She had obviously come prepared for it too, just in case. I saw her pull several things out of a bag she'd brought down with her, including the same double-ended dildo the girls had used on one another the day before, along with a few other things, something called "Honey Dust", some massage ointments, and then some KY lubricant which she handed to me.
"Make sure you and I both are good and slippery," she announced. "And it might be a good idea if we roll out the bed again for this one," she added. "I want to be nice and comfortable when this finally happens."
We hurriedly did that, making the bed ready as dad was the first to crawl into it, lying on his back. Mom quickly positioned herself over dad first. "Once he's in...go ahead and lube me up," she told me, and then yourself," she reminded me. "Not too much though, or you might make it too slippery, just enough to get your cock inside me," mom said, already sounding lusty as hell, especially by the look on her face. She had that "I'm so fucking horny!" look about her that I was starting to become very familiar with.
"How's that feel?" I said as I easily managed to slip a finger inside her ass, worming it about, ensuring that she was indeed all nice and lubricated inside there.
"Nice, very very nice. Just go slow and easy at first, until I tell you otherwise," she asked.
Mom had already impaled herself on dad's steel cock, though he lay beneath her unmoving, now waiting for me. Like Mandy had asked the first time, now Collette did. "Let me put it in her," she stated, kneeling at my side, reaching over to place the head of my cock at the tiny puckered opening of mom's ass. "Easy does it," she said speaking for mom as I looked down, watching her initially tease mom's opening with the head of my dick. "OK...now, press inwards, just a little, just until the tip slips in, and then stay there," she instructed me.
Since this was basically my first time ever for this too, I was quite frankly glad for the instructional guidance, and did as she asked. Collette held my cock in fact so that just the head could slip in, that and nothing more, as though ensuring I didn't get carried away with myself and shove the whole thing in at once. She and I both watched as it finally did, just the tip finally spearing mom's ass, sliding inside her.
"Hmmm," Mom moaned pleasurably. "That...feels nice!"
"More?" I now asked unnecessarily.
She wiggled back against me in response to that. "A bit more yes..." she almost hissed, "Just a little, let me enjoy feeling it inch by inch as you get in."
Collette wasn't about to let me do any more than that either, once again grasping my shaft, two inches, no more appearing out of her hand, though her hand now rested almost a bit too snugly against my balls.
"Go ahead Brian," she urged me, her freehand now rubbing my ass as I slowly inserted what I could inside mom. Once again hearing her moan pleasurably as the girth of my aroused cock began to widen her opening even more than it was already. Tapered as I was, unlike dad, it helped make the penetration perhaps a bit easier on her than it ever would have been with him.
"Oh fuck yes that feels good!" Mom almost cried out, "Now give it to me Brian, all of it, every fucking inch! Put it in me, and then just hold it there!"
Forced to let go, Collette moved her hand away as I began to slide in the last two or three inches into my mother's ass. Only then did I realize as Mandy had knelt on the other side looking on, that her hand too had been busy. She'd been gently fingering and fondling dad's balls while he sat patiently waiting for me to slip my cock inside mom next to his. It was a very strange sensation initially, for all of us. The tightness of mom's ass was unbelievable, and at first I couldn't see how I could even possibly fuck her without making it painful. On the other hand, she seemed to loosen a little, gradually getting used to the intrusion, and the slipperiness of the lubricant ensured that I'd be able to. Of course, there was the other sensation of me actually able to feel dad's cock resting next to mine, even though they weren't doing so directly. But there was no denying the firmness and hardness I felt as our two dicks now pressed against one another, as mom more fully skewered herself on both of us simultaneously. I could only imagine what that must have felt like for her though it was Collette who then asked the simple question.
"How does that feel anyway?" She asked. "As hot as that looks, I might want to try that one myself!"
"Unfucking, believable!" Mom exclaimed hotly. "God, I'm so fucking full of cock!" she then sighed, rocking back just a little. I felt her pull forward, likewise removing my cock not quite fully before rocking back, once again impaling herself, not only on me, but on dad as well. "That's it...let me do it initially," she asked, "Before the two of you go and get all carried away."
Mom took her time too, though I was personally grateful for it. It gave me more control over myself for one thing, and for another, I was able to concentrate more fully on the exquisite sensation as well without tripping my "time to come switch" too early.
"All right girls," mom now said adding them in on the mix. "Come suck my tits!"
With mom riding my dick and dads, the urge to splurge was bad enough, but now seeing my two sisters, each one happily and excitedly latching onto one of mom's free swinging large breasts was almost too much to take. There's just something about seeing that, at least for me, that had already fired things up a notch on the arousal meter, and I was quickly running out of space on the intensity meter before I let go.
"Ok you two, now you can fuck me...slowly at first, but fuck me. I'll tell you when to speed things up, or slow things down," she informed us. This was after all her fantasy, as much as I was enjoying it myself, I had every intention of seeing to it that hers was fulfilled to the best of my ability. And so it seemed, was dad. He was obviously in no hurry to rush through anything either, his cock easing in and out of her cunt with a nice easy going rhythm, as I now did the same inside her ass. In seconds, we had reached an almost perfectly choreographed dance, one cock plunging in, the other coming out, back and forth simultaneously as mom's low deep-throated moans and groans got louder and louder with each passing second.
"Suck em! Suck em hard! Bite em!" mom cried out, once again imploring my sisters as they held her enormous breasts, mouthing them sucking her hard extended nipples for all they were worth, and even then, mom deliriously now crying out in some effort to get them to do it even harder than they already were.
The sounds of what had become an almost frantic frenzy amongst all five of us together seemed to accompany the symphony of pleasured delight we all now felt. Mom cussing, spitting out vulgarities, vocalizing her passion in ways I'd never quite heard her use before. The girls, sucking, making popping sounds with their mouths on her tits, hands kneading flesh, hands at times slapping mom's ass as I plowed into her from behind. Once again the sound of flesh slapping flesh as I did that. Then you add the spice of liquid delight, the desert of slick sloppy girl cream as it oozed out of her passage. Dad's prick fucking into it, producing more, and then retreating as he continually scooped out more and more of her joy juice. It squished obscenely, running down her legs as I knelt behind her watching it. My own cock, leaking profusely now, adding to the equally squishy sounds and pleasures as I drove in, out...and then in again, fucking into what felt like melted butter at this point.
"Fuck, fuck...fuck...fuck....fuck!" Mom wailed at nearly the top of her lungs. I was suddenly glad for the distance we had on our property to the closest neighbors, not to mention the wind still buffeting about outside the house. It was eerie in a way hearing her cry out like this, more aroused obviously, certainly wilder than I'd ever seen her look or behave before, though of course...I really had nothing to compare that with until now.
And then...it was as though the eye of the storm was passing overhead, the sudden unexpected calm, silence as she hovered there above us. The intake of her breath as she held it, as did we all. Even the furious slapping of flesh against flesh seemed to calm as the penultimate moment of her personal rapture approached, and then as the eye passed, the storm rapidly picking up gale force winds once again.
She came.
Maybe she didn't exactly squirt, not like Collette did anyway, but her orgasm had a force of intensity unlike any I had ever seen or experienced. Even as I lost it myself, feeling my cock suddenly lurch deep inside her, the first jettison of my spunk perfectly matching the moment of her own release, I felt her ass seize my dick, as though it had been caught in a vise. In the next instant she'd expelled me with such force that my second jettison of spunk never made it inside her, squirting well up and over her back instead. I honestly believe her scream of pleasure had momentarily gone beyond the range of my hearing as only then did I finally see and hear her as it did, her mouth opened far longer, her breath only then coming back. And though she had forced my prick from her ass, dad was still inside her as she clamped down on him, still grinding away, the juices of her climax sounding almost too sweet as he pummeled into that slick liquid cooze from below.
Like a deflating air mattress, mom collapsed against dad, melting into him. Dad, his cock still clinging to her opening, though just barely. I sat back on my haunches, very much out of breath myself, the glistening wetness of my own spending having left tracers which now criss-crossed her back, her ass. Dad's cock coated thickly with what almost looked like whipping cream, most of which now leaked from her cunt, running down between mom's legs in little rivulets of moisture, soaking the sheets. It was fascinating to watch, just sitting there taking it all in, just as my two sisters were now doing, forced to sit up having relinquished mom's breasts, each of them absentmindedly fondling their own.
"Whose fucking next?" Mandy almost shouted a bit too early.
No one else could even respond, let alone move. Not yet anyway.
"Come here sweetie," Collette told her. "Let me take the edge off for you," she said. "Let them all have a moment to collect themselves, we've still got the better part of the day left, and all night," she then added as she pressed my sister back onto her back, spreading her legs. For the first time in recent memory, my cock was too spent to even lift its head in mild curiosity as she did that. Watching Collette's tongue as it snaked out spearing my other sister's clit, lapping away tenderly at that exposed little nubbin. I fell back onto my own back, closed my eyes and merely rewound the sensations I'd just recently experienced myself.
**
I think I drifted off, though it could only have been a few minutes, the sound of Mandy climaxing just enough to stir me from my revelry as Collette did indeed, just take the edge off for her.
Mom and dad were too, now sitting up, watching her as she did. It didn't take Mandy nearly as long to rejoin the living, likewise sitting up moments later.
"Ok, I think we take a fifteen, if not thirty minute break before drawing out another one," mom said. "And if it's something that includes your father this time, perhaps a bit longer if he needs the time," she said looking over towards me. The smile on my face assured her I wouldn't, if indeed I was to be called on again, provided I had at least a little time though perhaps not a full thirty minutes.
Dad went off to pee, just as I did, the girls following suit after we had. In the meantime mom had poured us all a nice tall glass of orange juice, which was sorely needed, quenching my sudden thirst and cottonmouth. We sat at the kitchen table, silently sipping our juice, eyeing one another with smiles on our faces.
And it was only the beginning.
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With everyone feeling pretty good and somewhat revived, I along with my two sisters where actually quite anxious to continue playing mom's naughty little game. Even my cock had risen to some extent, though not fully taking on a "flag pole" appearance. But I knew that the moment things got going again, it wouldn't take much.
"Ok, someone else want to draw one out?" she soon asked.
"Before we do," dad began, I'd like to defer mine until tomorrow if that's ok with everyone. So...if mine is drawn out, I'd like to wait until then."
It was a curious request, but under the circumstances the way things were going, it was highly unlikely we'd all have the strength left to do all of us in one day anyway.
"Mandy? You want to draw next?" Mom asked.
Excitedly she stood waiting for mom to hold up the bowl with our folded fantasies and desires waiting inside, each of us wondering whose would be drawn out next. I sat watching as Mandy's beautiful bare breasts bounced and wobbled as she stood, jiggling erotically for a moment before settling back into place. Her nipples, like my cock now, were hard. Pointed, thick and obviously aroused, though so where mom and Collette's as I glanced about the table, my eyes feasting on all the delectable tit candy available. I was already looking forward to seeing, doing, whatever it was someone had requested or chosen for us to do. Even dad did a drum roll with his fingers on the table making us laugh, easing the sudden tension that had sprung as Mandy reached into mom's bowl mixing the remaining folded papers around inside with her fingers.
"Alright! Alright! Enough already! Pick one!" Collette scolded her sister somewhat teasingly, but she too was just as anxious as the rest of us to see what lay ahead.
Finally she removed her hand already smiling before she'd even opened it. "It's mine!" she grinned excitedly. "I put a little mark on the outside," she then added solving the mystery.
"So? Read it!" Collette stated once again urging her to quit wasting time. I noticed as she sat there that her hand was already down between her legs gingerly fingering herself in anticipation. We were all "horny" as mom so aptly put it, but I don't think I'd ever seen my sister this horny before, it was obvious by her impatience that she was already on the edge, anxious to get going again as Mandy tossed her one of her own patented looks, but then began to read her note.
"I want to see mom and Collette fuck one another with mom's dildo," she began. As good as it felt when we did, I actually wished I could see what it looked like from a different angle. While they are, I'd also like to have Brian fuck me doggy-style from behind while we watch, and then have dad take turns with mom and Collette while they suck him, still fucking one another with the toy." She finished looking up.
Collette was grinning as was mom. Even dad had a smile on his face as he thought about having his cock sucked, something he obviously quite enjoyed feeling. As for myself, I too was looking forward to actually fucking my sister. I couldn't help but wonder what her sweet pink pussy would feel like wrapped around my nice hard dick.
"Back to the bed again?" Mom wondered, though then suggesting as Mandy shook her head yes. "Ok...but maybe we should put a few big fluffy towels down on it this time, in case Collette has one of her deliciously wet orgasms again." Collette blushed upon hearing that, but readily agreed. Evidently, she was pretty sure she might while impaled on mom's thick nasty toy, fucking herself and mom as they soon after positioned themselves on the bed. As they did that, dad stood off to one side, stroking his cock until it stood thick, fat and hard, waving around in front of him like a batter stepping up to the plate.
"Where do you want to be?" I now asked her as we stood there taking all of this in. It was already erotic as hell seeing mom and Collette once again ass to ass, the shared toy now connecting them both to one another as they adjusted it, already giving it a few preliminary test fucks against one another.
Obviously Mandy had something in mind as she walked over to dad's chair standing behind it, leaning over the headrest slightly as her beautiful bare ass beckoned to me.
"Can you fuck me standing up like this?" she asked, "Without tiring out too quickly?" She worried.
"Sis, right about now, I could fuck you while standing on my head if you wanted," I responded back. I noticed she even thought about that for a moment, smiling.
"Really?" She grinned. "We might have to try that later," she added though she again leaned over the back of dad's chair waiting for me. As for dad, he had now crawled onto the bed, kneeling in front of Collette as she opened her mouth in anticipation of taking dad's cock. He fed it to her, and then looked over towards us.
"This what you had in mind kitten?" He asked pleasurably as Collette's tongue snaked out, running around and about the mushroom like head of my father's prick.
It was at that very moment that I slid my cock inside my sister's cunt, filling her completely. Her answer came in the form of a surprised grunt, her eyes wide as she felt the fullness of my shaft penetrate her for the very first time. I held still for a moment, and then used muscle control to wobble it inside her, unmoving letting her sense that as I did so.
"Fuck Brian! That's hot! How the hell can you do that?" she asked.
I gave her pussy another couple of dick throbs, and then pulled out completely, resting the tip just at the opening of her now very wet juicy split before sliding inside her again.
"Practice," I teased. "Years and years of practice masturbating," I then added hearing her giggle, though so did mom and Collette having overheard me.
"Better to wash a bunch of hankies as opposed to changing your bed sheets every other day," mom spoke embarrassing me. "And don't think I didn't know Brian," she giggled. "I never saw you blowing your nose even once!"
"Mom!" I shot back, though spearing my sister's pussy with my prick as I said that. For some reason, the thought of her having known all along now seemed deliciously wicked. What was surprisingly erotic, sensual, was the ongoing conversation we were now having as we all looked about at one another, watching each other. Mom and Collette almost casually grinding themselves against one another connected together with mom's dildo, though she looked over towards us, watching me fucking Mandy while standing behind her. I'm sure the lust-filled look of pleasure on my face said it all, though I was still blushing a little.
"What I'd appreciate, is if you'd clean your own cum-curdles out of the shower drain in your bathroom. That...or go back to using hankies again," she giggled wickedly.
"Mom!" I said once again feeling even more embarrassed as Mandy laughed, adding one of her patented "Eeeeuws!" upon hearing that.
Though the subject obviously had now intrigued Mandy's thoughts. "You ever jerk off in the shower daddy?" she asked him as we both looked over, Collette now fully mouthing my dad's cock as he knelt there fucking my sister's face.
"Sometimes," he moaned pleasurably, his face taking on a controlled grimace. It was obvious that whatever Collette was doing to him at the moment must have felt pretty intense. "Though usually even when I am, your mother's waiting for me, she enjoys sucking my cum down rather than having me shoot it off in the shower," he now shared with everyone, likewise now embarrassing mom.
"So you like drinking daddy's dick juice?" she now turned looking at mom, her breath obviously becoming labored, heated as her arousal level continued to escalate, though my prick sliding in and out of her at a nice steady pace might have had something to do with that.
"Do I ever!" mom replied looking back over her shoulder towards Pop, the slap of her ass cheeks against Collette's giving emphasis to her own heightened desires. "Sometimes, I just enjoy sitting there on the toilet seat watching your dad pull on his prick, working it. I love watching him do that, always excites me to see how he best likes to play with himself. Just the way he rubs the head of his dick, sometimes palming it, and then slapping it a little for me," She sighed pausing pleasurably for a moment. "I very often finger myself while I watch him, but then of course...when he's ready to shoot, he usually just turns and points it towards me. It's then that I wrap my lips around that big mushroom head of his and wait to feel that first hard-felt squirt as it enters my mouth. After that...I just try and take as much as I can, though even then most of it dribbles out of my mouth and down onto my tits. Makes great lotion for them afterwards though!" she added grinning, though her face and reddened even more considerably with her admission. "After all, you've seen how much he cums," she reminded us all.
One thing I had already noticed was the more Mandy talked, discussing such perverse decadent activities, the more and more aroused and wet she became. Her pussy was soaked, bathing my cock with each steady plunge inside her, the sounds of which could now be easily heard as I thrust in and out of that slick wet passage.
She moaned outwardly, though continuing to speak. I wasn't the only one that was now aware of this particular little fetish of hers either. "So mom...you ever going to tell us the story of how you and Collette ended up eating one another out that first time?" she asked. Even that one got my attention and renewed curiosity as I groaned, grunted and gave Mandy's cunt a bit of an extra grinding thrust.
"Yeah mom...tell us, I'd like hearing about that one myself!" I then added.
"Let your sister tell the story," mom giggled. "She'll do a much better job of it than I will."
Unfortunately, with her mouth full of dad's cock at the moment, that made things a bit difficult for her to do. "I will, but I'd like watching Mandy suck daddy's dick while I tell it," she responded in kind.
"Bring it here daddy!" Mandy said enthusiastically as dad climbed down off the bed, once again walking over towards us, his massive prick sticking straight out in front of him, swollen purple and quite obviously throbbing. Even I was impressed at its stature as he reached us, Mandy's small hand reaching up to grasp it, wrapping around though hardly even covering half his engorged length as she did. "OK, so tell us the story," she said, and then flicked her tongue out running it around and over the head of dad's cock as he steadied himself, holding onto her head.
"Well, it actually happened quite by accident," she began. "Everyone was gone, out for the day except mom and myself. Mom had in fact been upstairs baking cookies and decided to drop some off at Aunt Jackie's for she and Uncle Frank. She had called down to me just before leaving, making me aware that I'd pretty much have the place to myself. I'd been reading some erotic stories earlier, so I was already pretty aroused, having just finished one where the woman in the story had just masturbated while using the water from the faucet in the bathtub. I'd actually done that myself a long time ago, but it had been years since I had. Now...having just finished the story I was horny as hell and with everyone gone, decided it was the perfect time to do so again."
"Except that I forgot my wallet," mom said interrupting her, "which I realized just as I reached the highway, so I turned the car around and headed back in order to get it."
Though Mandy was still licking the head of dad's dick, her attention, mine, along with dads was focused on Collette's story as she continued, though the two of them continued to kneel there, grinding against one another without missing a beat.
"I didn't know of course what she was planning on doing when I unexpectedly returned," mom added, and then let Collette pick up the story again.
"She'd decided as she explained to me later, that maybe I might be interested in going with her and visit. So she decided to come downstairs and ask me if I wanted to come..." she giggled erotically having said that. "Which I already was planning on, though not in quite the same way she expected, or as it turned out, that I did! Hearing the water in the tub running, she came into the bathroom to see if I might still be interested in going with her. Needless to say, I was so focused on my pussy at the moment, that I didn't even hear the door open when she walked in. And so...there I was, laying in the bottom of the tub, my legs straddling the faucet, the water beating down on my pussy as I lay there, letting it pleasure and tickle my clit."
Listening to this story, I was finding it harder and harder to control the inevitable, finally slowing a little though I also noticed Mandy didn't seem to mind that I had. She had herself just about quit licking and sucking dad's dick entirely, though he too stood listening with rapt interest though I was willing to bet it wasn't the first time he had heard the story either.
And once again, mom jumped in, though Collette didn't seem to mind, now repositioning herself on the bed slightly, her head resting against the mattress as she reached back between her legs, now using her fingers to twiddle her twat as the two of them continued to slow-fuck one another with their shared toy.
"Obviously though I knew she was preparing to take a bath, I hadn't expected to walk in and see her doing that. It was something I had even done once or twice myself in the past, but hadn't thought about doing so again in years. Now, standing there looking down at her, as erotic as she looked, the water beating against her pussy, her lips all puffy and swollen as she held them a part...well, it was obviously too much for me to bare. So I hurriedly slipped out of my own clothes! Admittedly I was nervous, scared, not sure how Collette might react to my being there, seeing her. But I figured once I was naked myself, sitting there masturbating while watching her, she might get over the shock of it far more quickly."
"Which I did!" Collette laughed. "Though admittedly, I think I screamed upon seeing her sitting there on the toilet, didn't I?" she asked now frigging her clit as she reached back toying with it as the two of them continued to kneel there fucking one another.
"Yes," mom laughed out loud. "You did, but then you saw what I was doing, and immediately settled down back in the tub again. Which is when I told her how beautiful I thought her bare pussy was, as at the time, mine wasn't, though I kept it neatly trimmed back then even so."
"And that's when I told mom I'd be happy to shave it for her myself," Collette grinned still fingering her clit, remembering. "And I think that's when I said something along the lines of how I love eating a woman's bare pussy, or something like that anyway, not even realizing at first that I had, until mom commented on that."
"I did. I then told Collette how that was something I've always wanted to experience myself, though the opportunity had never presented itself, and that if and when it ever did, I had every intention of doing so. I then asked Collette if she liked it, how it felt when she did."
"Which is when I told mom...I'd be more than happy to do her myself!"
"Fuck!" I moaned openly hearing all this, as did dad, the two of us I am sure having painted identical images of mom and Collette soon after lying between one another's legs, sucking one another's clits.
"So then what happened?" Mandy pressed just as aroused and as curious as we were to hear the rest of it.
"Well that's when mom agreed to let me shave her. So I got out, and then did that. Sitting there, lathering up her pussy got her even more aroused, and wetter too," she grinned. "Pretty soon I was actually finger-fucking her while I shaved her, teasing her a little getting her more and more excited. After that she shaved me, though it was a much quicker shave of course since I'd already done so the day before. But...after that we headed upstairs to her bedroom where I then applied some baby oil to the freshly shaved area as she lay there on the bed, legs spread, wide open...inviting."
"God, I'd love to have been a fly on the wall and seen that," Mandy moaned audibly.
Mom laughed, "All things considered honey, I'm pretty sure that eventually you will!" Hearing that made Mandy moan again, though likewise reminding her that I had all but quit thrusting into her too. She reached back slapping my ass playfully.
"Giddy up boy!" she urged me. "Fuck my pussy! And don't you dare fucking stop either!" she then added.
I began doing so again, though I now began to worry about blowing my load, already fighting the urge to do so having heard the story so far.
"Anyway, we spent the next hour eating one another out, one of the most pleasurable experiences I'd ever had, not to mention finally doing something your father had been after me to do for eons, needless to say, when I told him about it later, he ended up fucking me until I couldn't even walk," she giggled. "Never did make it over to your Aunt Jackie's either," she then added. "She even called twice, worried about me since we never answered the phone."
I noticed dad was smiling, grinning from ear to ear.
"What?" I asked him curiously, but he merely shook his head unwilling to answer.
It was then that Mandy and I both noticed mom and Collette were smiling too.
"There's more to this isn't there?" Mandy stated speaking for us both.
"Yeah, there is...but we'll save that for another time," Collette stated. "Suffice it to say, Aunt Jackie drove over because she was worried about mom, and walked in on us!"
"Oh my god!" Mandy and I both said in unison. "She didn't!"
"Oh yeah, she did!" Dad grinned almost stupidly. "I think I was horny for three days after hearing about it," he added, and then dropped it, unwilling to continue on even though Mandy and I both pressed for the details.
"Later," mom said ending the discussion. "Now then...you want us to all continue the way that we are? Or what else would you like us to do?" she now asked.
Though a little frustrated at not hearing the rest of the story, Mandy thought, and then decided she in fact did want to see something a little different now.
"So Collette, you think when you cum it will be a squirty one this time?" she asked.
"I can almost fucking guarantee it, why?"
"In that case, I'd like to watch it myself. So...mom? If you two can manage it, if Collette would now lie on her back, you turn around, though keeping the dildo connected between you two, and fuck her sort of missionary style. Daddy? Go over and stand over them, I'd like to see you titty-fuck mom, and whenever you're ready to do so, cum all over her boobs so I can see you do that."
It was evident that dad liked the idea, and once again made his way back over towards the bed. Mom was now thrusting the fake prick in and out of Collette's cunt with a vengeance as dad began fucking mom's tits, Collette once again reaching down between her legs, spreading herself, and now frigging her clit almost violently, something she always did which pretty much ensured she would squirt, even slapping it periodically, which I would learn later usually brought that about.
"God sis, I'm not sure how much longer I can keep from coming myself, especially standing here seeing all this!" I told her a bit urgently. My balls in fact felt like they were about to explode, with or without her help any moment now.
"Ditto that," she told me hotly. "Go ahead and do it," she then added. "The moment I feel your cum spurting inside my cunt, I'll come," she assured me. "And I'm ready...whenever you are. I'm so fucking horny now, I could scream!"
Minutes later, she was doing just that.
In a way, it was like watching dominos fall. Much to my surprise, dad was even closer than I was. Knowing him like the back of her hand, mom realized through dad's look perhaps, or his sudden quivering that he was teetering on the edge. Her simple comment triggered his release moments later.



"Go ahead Harold, come all over my tits," she now said, holding them together with her hands, dad's thick fat prick fucking between them furiously, and then his loud groan, the now familiar volcanic eruption of his prick as he began spewing out his holt molten cum lava all over mom's tits.
As it spilled out, now running in torrents down between her magnificent breasts, it began to land with heavy thick splats almost perfectly between her legs. Reaching down with her own hand, she now applied dad's cum to her cunt, frigging her clit with it, which then of course triggered her own climax, as she cried out, thrusting wildly into my sister's cunt with the still attached, still connected toy they were sharing.
"Oh fuck! Me too!" Collette suddenly screamed.
Standing there as we were only a few feet away from the couch bed, we were in the perfect position to see Collette's pussy squirt. As she released, the first jettison of her female nectar sprayed out in a long forceful stream. As it did, she actually managed to hit dad's swinging balls as he stood there over the two of them, still milking his dick now by hand, his continued ongoing climax producing thick fat droplets of sperm that continued to splatter down on mom's cunt. As he continued to do that, she in turn continued to sweep up dad's spunk with her hands and fingers, frigging herself. I almost laughed, and had I not been on the verge of spurting myself now, I might have. Seeing dad's nut-sack swinging to and fro as Collette's pussy juice hit it directly over and over again was simply too much even for me. I let go, shoving my cock into Mandy's cunt as hard as I could, each thrust of my prick inside that tight wanton passage releasing yet another streamer of my own fiery hot spunk inside her.
And of course sure enough, feeling me do that, is when Mandy actually screamed in pure pleasured delight.
**
At mom's insistence, though everyone readily agreed, the girls headed off to shower and freshen up. While dad and I waited for our turn, we headed outside to check on the generator and see to it that it had enough fuel to last us through the night. The power still hadn't come back on yet, though that wasn't too unexpected. As far out as we were, we'd always been amongst the last to see power restored whenever it had gone out in the past, though admittedly it had never been out this long before.
As I saw to that, dad took the time to re-shovel the pathway we'd carved out from the house to the garage. And though it wasn't snowing nearly half as bad as it had been, we'd still accumulated another two or three inches since the last time we had shoveled it. With the generator fully fueled again and operating efficiently, dad then decided we might as well plow the drive out to the highway again too as the girls would no doubt be a while yet.
Sitting beside him in the front seat of the truck, I decided to ask him a question, not sure if he'd answer me or not...but I was curious about it, and had been ever since mom and Collette had mentioned it. And now...with the totally uninhibited aspect of our relationship being what it was, I felt that now might be a perfectly good time to do so.
"So dad...tell me. What did happen when Aunt Jackie walked in on mom and Collette anyway?"
He looked over at me smiling. "Guess it wouldn't hurt to tell you, though Mandy might be a bit upset to discover that she is once again the last one to know..." dad chuckled. "But...if you really want to hear it, I'll tell you," he began. "And besides, there really is a lot more going on than either your mother or I have told you about, so you might just as well hear it from me first so you can make up your own mind about it," dad said a bit more seriously as we slowly drove down the long driveway, pushing freshly fallen snow out of the way in front of us.
I sat patiently waiting for him to begin as he obviously sat there thinking about what he was willing to share with me about all this.
"Anyway, like your mom said, there they were, lying on the bed in our bedroom. Worried, especially as mom hasn't answered her phone and is now late, something she never, ever is...your Aunt get's all freaked out and decides to drive over. To make matters worse, in her excitement, especially after seeing your sister in the tub, she forgets that she left the truck running out front, door open. She'd initially meant just to run in and then out again, but obviously gets sidetracked. So...your Aunt arrives, finds the truck running, door open...with mom nowhere in sight. Cautiously, she entered the house, not quite expecting what she might find, but obviously scared, and frightened."
"Damn," I chuckled trying to imagine this. I could just see my Aunt Jackie, a slightly smaller version of mom, but even feistier sneaking into the house.
"So you know how Frank and I both keep a baseball bat hidden behind the front door?"
"Yeah?" I answered, now seeing that, already knowing what happened next before dad even told me.
"Well about that time, she hears...or rather hears what she thinks is someone hurting your mother upstairs in the bedroom, when in fact of course, Collette and your mom are at this moment in time, busily engaged in sucking one another's cunts. So...now, Jackie grabs the bat and starts heading up the stairway, sneaking down the hallway towards the bedroom, still listening...her mind now imagining something else entirely other than what's really going on."
"Oh my god!" I laughed out loud seeing it in my head just as we reached the end of the driveway, dad pausing long enough to back the truck, turning it around for the plow back down the other side of the road.
"Oh yeah...I was laughing so hard myself later when your mom told me the story, I damn near pissed myself! Anyway, so now Jackie creeps up to the closed door, she turns the knob ensuring that the door isn't locked, and opens it, not enough to see anything, as she's already made it clear in her mind that she'll only have a moment or two at best to swing the bat at your mother's assailant. So now...she grabs the bat, raises it over her head ready to swing it, and kicks the door."
"Oh fuck!"
"Oh fuck is right!" Dad's laughing, and tears are in fact already coming into his eyes again as he retells the story. "So she kicks in the door, and then comes in right behind it, waving the bat over her head like a wild-woman. About that time your mom and sister of course look up, though they're of course naked there on the bed, each one scrambling off to the other side as they look into the crazed eyes of your aunt, who now looks even more crazed, stupefied as she stands there with this bat still over her head, trying to make sense out of what it is that she's seeing."
"Fuck, I think I'm gonna pee myself!" I said laughing hysterically.
"Anyway, so your mom tells me that Aunt Jackie finally finds her voice, though she's probably still in a state of shock when she speaks. 'Just what the hell are the two of you doing anyway?' she screams out at them still wielding the bat. Your sister, not at all sure of anything at this point, is actually thinking that maybe Aunt Jackie is going to actually hit her with the damn bat for laying there licking your mom's pussy. Even though mom was of course licking hers at the same time as well. But, stunned because of the way Jackie came bursting into the room, no one's really had any time to think clearly yet, I mean...this is all happening within seconds here. So now your sister looks up at your aunt, and simply says, "I'm eating mom's pussy!"
"Oh my god no! She didn't!"
"Oh yeah, she did...just like that. Even hearing your mom tell it the way she did, I thought I was gonna die."
"So what happened next?"
Dad was wiping the tears away from his eyes, even having to stop the truck half way back as he couldn't see clearly enough to keep driving.
"So now, having heard that, poor Jackie's even more confused, though her mind is finally beginning to register the fact that your mom's not in any danger here, and actually drops the bat. And I guess she actually just spoke the first thing that popped into her mind after she did that."
"Which was?"
I saw dad trying to hold it, trying to control his laughter, though he still lost it anyway as he answered, almost making it impossible to understand him when he replied.
"How come you never wanted to eat my pussy? She asks. And then collapsed down onto the bed, almost fainting, but it was the sheer relief of knowing your mom wasn't in any real danger, though her mind then had to deal with what it was that really was going on. So she's laying there, your mom and Collette now worriedly sitting on either side of her, attending to her and wanting to make sure she's ok, when she looks up at the two of them and says, 'No really, how come you never wanted to, even when I told you I would, if you would,' she then stated."
I could only sit there shaking my head, still laughing.
"Anyway, that's when your mom and Collette undressed your Aunt. They spent the rest of the afternoon going down on one another. I heard about it all later on that evening, after she'd left. And then of course, she had later on told Frank about it that night too."
I waited for dad to continue, but he didn't. By then we'd reached the garage and had pulled the truck back inside.
"Anyway, enough for now. Time to grab that shower...and some grub. Hopefully your mom will start fixing dinner soon. I have a feeling we're going to need the energy, it's apt to be another long evening," he smiled looking back at me as I followed him into the house.
I knew there was more to the story however, a lot more. And I was anxious to hear it, but that would have to wait. The first thing I needed to do was shower, and then eat. I was already looking forward to discovering whose turn it was to be next, not including my own.
**
Mom had made homemade, chicken-noodle soup for dinner. Something nice and warm, nutritious and yet filling without stuffing us too much and not having the energy or the desire to continue on things a little later. Unfortunately the storm outside began picking up again, and with it the wind, howling even more threateningly than it had done the first day. Dad said that it was yet another front moving in, and that we no doubt would be in for another long night, and very likely, another day of shoveling snow by the looks of it. After that, we hurriedly stoked up the fire, got things all nice and toasty warm, and then seated ourselves around it waiting for mom and Mandy to finish up with the dinner dishes. They came walking in several minutes later, carrying the Tupperware bowl in with them, smiles on their faces.
"Ok, so Collette? I think it's your turn to draw," mom grinned.
We were down to three, mine, dads and Collette's, though dads even if it got drawn would be held off until the following day for some reason, a reason he still hadn't as yet explained.
Mom stood holding the bowl just above Collette's head as she reached in scrambling the three single little folded papers about. She continued to do so, on purpose, all the while looking down at my sister. Mandy refused to comment however, and sat glaring at her as she did that, something which would have continued on forever if mom hadn't finally gotten involved.
"Ok Collette, enough already, you made your point. Pick one!" She then did, drawing one out, opening it. As she did so, she glanced over towards me.
"Surprise, surprise," Collette stated nodding her head as though she'd already had an idea, though by the look on her face it obviously intrigued her. "This one is Brian's of course..." she said and then began reading. "As you all know, one of my hobbies is photography, so...what I want to do for my fantasy is to photograph everyone in differing erotic poses, poses in which you really are pleasuring one another while I walk around taking pictures. I want to pose you in different places throughout the house, wherever I see something I think might look sexy or erotic, and use as many of you, or even as few of you as I find enticing."
Even before Collette finished reading my note, mom spoke.
"I don't know Brian, I'm not really very photogenic for one, and two...just what do you plan on doing with these pictures after you've taken them anyway?" she now asked. "Though like I said, I've got too many...you know, flaws," she added a bit awkwardly trying to beg off here.
""Ah come on mom, please? And remember, like we all agreed earlier, that we'd all honor everyone else's request, otherwise it really wouldn't be fair for some to experience their fantasies, and others not. And besides...want I want to do is do more sensual shadow work than anything else. Some interesting highlights with light, though still concealing identities, totally. I was even hoping that maybe the three of you might start out by wearing some sexy clothing, not nightgowns or stuff like that necessarily, more like garters, bras, and stockings. That sort of thing, and then from there, move into some really sensual nude shots. So...how about it? Please?"
"Yeah Marge...come on," Dad spoke in support of me, though I honestly think he was quite taken with the entire idea too. "All's fair...or it isn't," he reminded her to which she finally gave in, though her face brightened as my sister's excitedly began discussing what sort of things they had they could wear.
"Let's go upstairs and see what all we can find," mom told them both, "while your brother gets ready. I think I've got a few things we can use for Brian's naughty little photo shoot. Who knows, maybe it really will be fun and sexually exciting after all!"
They soon after ran up the stairs to mom's room to begin rummaging through her stuff. I grabbed what cameras I wanted to use, the dim lighting promising to be a bit of a challenge for me, but something I thought it would be fun working with, capturing shadows, hints of sexy clothing, and then some fairly sensual shots of people engaged in having sex with one another in differing positions throughout the house. I was hard within seconds just thinking about it, though I'd already made up a partial list of people I wanted to use, and places I wanted to see them in when things got rolling.
As excited as I was, I began to grow impatient with my sisters, and mom. "Geeze...how longs it take for them to pick out something to wear?" I asked, hearing dad's laugh.
"Sorry son," he said placing his hand on my shoulder, squeezing it. "Unfortunately, you've opened Pandora's Box here, so you might as well settle in for the duration. It's apt to be a while, while they rummage through your mother's things, looking for just the right look, the right feel. It'll be worth it though, trust me. If they feel sexy, then they'll be sexy. Even more so once you start posing them and telling them what to do. But if you hurry them before they're ready, your pictures won't turn out nearly as well as they could have. Trust me...I know," he actually said winking at me.
He was right too, and I knew that he was, accepting a drink from him, which he'd made for us at the bar, which surprised me a little as he'd never offered me one before. A beer yes, but never a stiff drink like we were suddenly drinking now. Upstairs we could hear the girl's excited chatter as they continued trying things on, commenting on them to one another, deciding which things looked good, and which ones didn't. Even though he was right, I was still fidgety, agitated, waiting, and sitting there as I was, though I was enjoying my drink.
"So, Brian...would it shock you to learn that I fucked your mother's sister? Or that mom had sex with Frank?" Dad asked out of the blue. I spun around looking at him.
"So there had been more," I thought to myself, not too terribly surprised, or even shocked to discover that. I might have been earlier, but certainly not now. "Because of what happened with Aunt Jackie walking in on mom and Collette?" I asked.
"Well yeah, that certainly opened the door there," dad grinned. "Of course by then, Frank had heard what happened too, and was just as aroused as I was about it. So...when we went over there for dinner the following week, needless to say, we all sat around talking about it. Before any of us knew it, though Frank and I were both certainly hoping for a repeat, and as your mom had promised me, once she had...then perhaps she would do so again for me, they did. Only it didn't end there. We ended up doing together what we've pretty much been doing here, and have been doing so ever since."
"Wow!" I said once again trying to imagine it. "Uncle Frank and Aunt Jackie!"
Dad grinned, looking relieved at my reaction.
"Anyway, was just wondering."
"Wondering what?"
"How you'd feel about fucking your Aunt?"
I sat there for a moment with a dumbfounded look on my face to be sure. "Aunt Jackie?"
"Yeah...Jackie," dad repeated once again. "Unless of course you don't want to," he told me. "But...she did ask if maybe...just maybe, if the opportunity ever presented itself, if you might be interested. Obviously...it has, which is also why I've asked to have my fantasy delayed until tomorrow. Until this weather screwed things up, they were supposed to be coming over to have dinner with all of us. Not sure they still will, or even try to drive over here in this weather, but hell...Frank's got that big-assed Hummer and I seriously doubt even this weather could stop him from coming over as much as he likes driving the damn thing around in conditions like this."
"Jackie," I said again thinking it out loud.
"Yeah well...I won't say anything to anyone about it, especially her. Not until you've made up your mind about it. Hell...she won't even know about any of this yet, not unless your mother decides to tell her, which I still haven't spoken to her about yet either. So, until I know what she is or isn't going to say, or even how you feel about it yourself, I'm not planning on saying or doing anything. But just so you know, just in case they do come tomorrow. Just thought under the circumstances, maybe I'd better mention it."
To be perfectly honest, I didn't know what to think. What had happened already so far with the five of us was intense enough, the fact that we could all so easily accept, and thus ease into this incredibly erotic, albeit decadent situation amongst ourselves was one thing. But...to then accept that mom's sister, her husband Frank, "Even if I did like the guy...a lot, were to be included as well?" It was something I'd definitely have to sit down and think about. And I also knew...I wouldn't be the only one either. It would be interesting to see what both Mandy and Collette thought about it, once they were told. I decided until they had been, there was no point in worrying about it now. Chances were, we might not even see them tomorrow anyway, Hummer or no Hummer as bad as the weather was.
It became a moot point moments later anyway as mom, Mandy and Collette began to slowly make their way down stairs, each of them dressed up in what was the most alluring, sexy, sensual clothing I'd ever seen any of them ever wear before. And even then, all they had on were lace bras, stockings, garters and matching panties along with high heels. Even dad's intake of breath behind me said it all, as attractive as my sisters were, mom had never looked better.
**
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"So? What now?" Mandy asked as she made a slow pirouette standing next to me, her finger placed delicately on her chin as she turned, showing off her magnificently sculpted body clad in white lace, garters and sheer stockings. Collette was similarly dressed, though all in black, her long hair hanging full about her shoulders, adding to the sultriness of the sexy look she posed. And then there was mom.
There's something to be said about a woman in red, at least for me anyway. And it was a subtle red, sheer rather than bold as I stood there watching her reach the bottom of the stairs. Her full breasts though partially revealed were encased in the sheerest of fabric, the sheen of almost non-existent material encompassing her breasts highlighting them in a way that was extremely erotic. The silk garters holding up her identical stockings shimmered as though on fire as the light from the fireplace tended to flicker as though part of the act as mom joined my sisters standing next to me.
"This about what you had in mind?" mom asked not only looking sexy, but sounding it too. Dad had been right, it was obvious by the way they were all acting that they felt seductive, sensual, and more importantly aroused.
While waiting for the girls to come back down stairs, dad and I had both slipped back into our bathrobes and nothing else. As though on cue, dad opened his revealing his hard meaty cock as it stuck out fully, rigidly hard and once again swollen almost beyond reason. Mom's smile spoke volumes as she looked over towards him seeing it, almost daintily reaching out with her fingertip and drawing an imaginary line up the thick veiny shaft causing him to shudder with excitement.
Mine too was rock hard, peeking out of the opening of my robe on its own accord, though I didn't fully expose myself as dad had.
"So Brian, what do you have in mind for the first shot?" Collette asked sounding more seductive than I'd ever heard her sound like before.
It was time to get down to business.
Remembering dad's strength and how he had so easily lifted up my sister, impaling her on his shaft as he'd stood next to us at the kitchen table, me fucking mom at the time, I'd been given an idea because of that.
"Mom? If you'd come over here and stand in the doorway of the hall?" I asked walking over where I'd already set my camera up on the tripod. She did so waiting for more instructions. "Dad? If you wouldn't mind coming over here as well and standing behind her? And please...go ahead and remove your robe," I told him. He did so and then likewise waited as I ran through the image in my head trying to envision it. "OK, now...pick mom up, using the wall to support herself against, facing away from you as you do."
Dad did so easily, mom reaching up as though trying to touch the ceiling, her feet completely off the floor reaching back slightly as dad skewered her from behind.
"Perfect, just like that...now go ahead dad...fuck her. I'll work around the two of you." I told them both.
He began doing so, and as they did I saw the look of surprise and delight in both of their faces, capturing it on film as well, though subtly so, only a hint of an eye or a smile showing through in the darkness, though the lines of their bodies entwined came through sharply within the image.
Mandy's soft intake of breath punctuated the sensuality of the moment as mom groaned passionately, dad's cock sliding in and out of her slowly, yet continually as he held her against the wall.
"Ok, let's try a slightly different position only with Mandy this time," I instructed them. They were almost reluctant to stop, the smile on dad's face clearly evident that he'd been enjoying this, though so had mom. "You need a moment to regain your strength?" I asked dad.
"Are you kidding?" He said easily picking Mandy up, holding her in the air with his arms. She squealed in delight as he lifted her waiting on me.
"In that case," I grinned back. "This time, hold her up with her back against the wall, her legs wrapped around your torso, but try and keep enough distance so that Mandy can also arch her back some while you're holding her like that."
Once again dad was easily able to hold her up like that already sliding into her, fucking her ever so slowly even before I had resituated the camera for the angle I wanted. As I did that, slowly making adjustments, Collette came over, her hand opening the sash on my robe, freeing my cock which she playfully stroked as I stood there.
"You're not going to make this easy on me are you?" I said jokingly.
"No...I'm not," she almost purred, her hand slithering up and down the length of my shaft like a snake as I pressed the shutter taking several pictures at once in rapid succession.
"Ok, now...try and step back a little more, not so much that you actually fall out of her, but just enough that I can focus on the space between you."
I had brought in a small stepladder earlier, which I now climbed until I had reached a point where I could focus the shot from up above looking down between them. This time, mom came over and became my distraction, stepping up on the opposite side of the ladder, just high enough that she could reach me with her mouth, which she now did. Even as I once again clicked off several provocative photos, her mouth wrapped about my shaft gently sucking it. Almost reluctantly I pulled away climbing back down forcing her to release me.
"This is almost like work," I half laughed feeling the sweat on my forehead. "Especially with the two of you doing that," I added.
"You know what they say, all work and no play," mom teased suddenly reaching over to almost casually toy with the tip of Collette's nipple which was pressing against the sheer fabric of her lacy black bra.
"Hold that!" I said suddenly seizing my camera, forgetting all about dad and Mandy for the moment, though neither one of them seemed to mind, Mandy moaning and groaning now pleasurably as dad continued to hold her there against the wall, fucking her.
I seconds I had Collette leaning over the back of a standard chair capturing images of the two of them as mom quite naturally moved around and about her, touching her, toying with her teasing her. When she knelt behind her, her tongue and lips coming out to kiss my sister's ass, I caught what I honestly believe to be one of the most erotic sensual poses I'd ever done. Even Mandy and dad had come over, standing nearby watching as the two of them danced around one another in what became a ballet of almost epic proportions.
"Come, join us," mom beckoned towards my other sister, which she now did, the three of them simply indulging themselves as they almost seamlessly came together, my camera clicking off images faster than anyone thought possible. I didn't want to miss a single moment of any of this.
"Whew, that was fucking hot!" Dad said as we finally took a break. He stood, fisting his cock, a glistening droplet of moisture suddenly appearing on the head as he stood about to wipe it off.
"No! Don't!" I actually yelled out surprising him along with everyone else. "Freeze!" I all but demanded, and then zoomed in, focusing on just the head of his dick and that almost clear droplet of fluid that now bubbled out of his head, slowly dripping and then sliding off to one side. I caught eight pictures of it in rapid succession as it did.
Things progressed quickly after that. As the intensity of our individual passions escalated, the images I captured became more and more erotic, in some cases hardcore, yet sensual as I switched to black and white film. Close ups of nothing more than twin tongues coming out of the darkness, faces hidden in shadows, though tongues clearly revealed as they each chased additional droplets of dad's arousal which ran down the length of his enormously thick shaft. I got pictures of my sister's firm breasts pressing against one another, nipple to nipple, dad's cock kissing each, another droplet of moisture shown as being deposited upon hard sensual tip of each one. Mom's tongue, actually lifting one long streamer of dad's slick cum drool which hung suspended from the tip of her tongue, connected to the tip of dad's dick. The light of the fire actually highlighting it when I did, giving it the appearance of a shimmering string of light as though electrical rather than liquid.
"Let me try taking a few," Collette said after we'd been at this now for well over an hour. She had taken an interest in my work when I'd first started doing this as a hobby, seeing the potential in me that I had. She'd been the one to encourage me to continue, even when mom and dad initially balked at the expensive equipment I slowly began to purchase and collect, not seeing it as a trivial experiment, but one that truly brought me a great deal of satisfaction and delight. I had shown her how to use the camera's, taught her how dramatic lighting effects could be on an image, and had even once conned her into baring her shoulders for me, as well as a portion of her breast though she'd never revealed her nipple as I took pictures of her like that.
I had admittedly retired to my bedroom afterwards and masturbated like crazy, thinking about just that, a simple soft curvature on the side of her breast. That image had lasted with me for days, and I'd even framed the photo of it, enlarging it, though never daring to hang it in my room of course. Though I did take it out on more than one occasion, more for admiring the soft lines and delicate sculpturing I had actually caught on film after that as I obviously matured.
Though the pictures Collette took became more and more X-rated, it had served its purpose as things heated up, images of me licking my sister's split, and then mom's.
Mom...holding my dick against dads, an interesting comparison as she licked and tickled them both simultaneously. It went on and on forever until we were finally all at fever pitch, the camera finally forgotten.
I now lay on the bed half kneeling between Collette's legs as they reached up draping over my shoulders. The head of my prick sliding back and forth between the slick folds of her juicy split, not quite entering, though teasing. Her hard little clit protruding wantonly, as she reached down further spreading herself, my hand purposely holding my prick, circling it as I rubbed it back and forth against that sweet little nodule.
To the side of us, Mandy on her back, her hands kneading her own now unencumbered breasts, mom between her legs, fingers probing, tongue and mouth sucking, kissing, licking as dad knelt behind her, his prick firmly and deeply embedded inside mother's cunt.
"Fuck me Brian, please...fuck me!" Collette soon cried out passionately no longer accepting the tease of my cock to her cunt as I continued running it up and down the furrow of her garden.
Now angling myself, I thrust, driving my steel hard cock into her depths, impaling her fully. Her gasp of surprised acceptance forcing the air out of her lungs as she expelled it, her ass lifting up off the bed as she strove to take me even more deeply than I already was.
I felt my balls softly slap against my sister's ass, felt them do so again as I slowly withdrew, before plunging into her once again far more forcefully, once again easing out. Collette reached up, her hands and then fingernails digging into my back as I fucked into her again, a bit harder a bit more forcefully this time, her breath coming in quick hard pants as our pace quickened until becoming a blur. The rake of her nails leaving marks, which I knew, I would feel in the morning, uncaring at the moment as I speared her deeply, over and over again.
Beside us, the unmistakable sounds of dominos falling once more, Mandy's high pitched squeal of delight as she climaxed, mom's almost simultaneous mewl of ecstasy as dad likewise plunged into her depths driving her forward until she collapsed, dead weight on my sister. His own deep voiced cry of delight as he came, no doubt the molten volcanic eruption once more of his prick as it filled her to overflowing.
When Collette came, it wasn't the faucetted squirt of release I was anticipating this time, rather a frothy, slick squishy one that bathed my prick, clinging to it like whipping cream as I added my own to it, squirting copious amounts of my own liquid pleasure, which now mingled with hers. I felt it as it sprayed out around the opening of her sex, the splatters of our still somewhat furious fucking forcing it to do so, once again bathing my balls, running down each of our legs, thoroughly soaking the sheets as we slowed to an after-glowed coupling, swimming in a pool of rapturous delight.
**
It was now very late. Spent and exhausted as we all were, laying there for what had felt like an eternity, almost dreamlike, I eventually felt mom, and then dad roll out of bed. As she softly padded across the floor towards the stairs, dad once again stoked the slowly dying fire, and then joined her. I sat up slightly, seeing the two of them hand in hand as they quietly and carefully went upstairs to their bedroom. I smiled resting my head back down on the bed, the softness of Mandy's breast now my pillow as I snuggled against it, hearing her pleasured sigh of acceptance when I did. I didn't open my eyes again until it was near morning, the sunlight just barely peeking in through the window, though it wasn't even that, which had woken me...but the sensation of my sister's lips and tongues once again fencing with my prick.
I lay there half pretending sleep, though smiling, moaning pleasurably as my sister's licked and stroked me full awake. I then felt the gentle sting on my back, a reminder from the night before, the frantic moans and cry of my sister as she climaxed, the sounds of my other sister doing the same as mom devoured her pussy sending her towards heights of passion and ecstasy matching our own.
"About fucking time you woke up," Collette teased unable to pretend sleep any longer. "My mouth was starting to get sore," she added, though immediately engulfing the head of my prick, once again sucking it, giving lie to the exaggeration.
Mandy's tongue still paying homage to my shaft, her mouth now gently drawing in my ball-sack as she mouthed it, forcing me to groan delightedly once again. I felt the tingle of release already making an appearance, though they each now strove for it, wanting me to do so. I didn't long disappoint them either, tensing up and then crying out as the first squirt shot through my prick. Mandy now hurriedly joining her sister, their hands simultaneously pumping my prick, jacking it, forcing out another, and another glorious hard-felt spurt as they fought over it. I lay there watching them, passing my prick back and forth like a shared ice cream. When I could finally open my eyes again looking at them, they were smiling at me, the streaks and tracers of my cum criss-crossing their faces, clinging to their cheeks, their chins, with Collette even appearing to be wearing a pasted on cum-stash. I couldn't help but laugh as she sat there waiting for me to see it before licking it off her upper lip, and then turning towards her sister, kissing her, sharing the essence of my soul with her when she did.
"All right you guys," mom's voice came from inside the kitchen. "If you're through in there, I could really use some help in here," she said calling out. I couldn't help but laugh. So much had changed, possibly forever. The thought of the three of us actually doing this, with mom obviously very much aware that we had been, patiently waiting until we had finished, only then calling out, letting us know that she had been, was something that would take some getting used to.
"Coming mother!" Mandy called out seconds later, though Collette added her own comment to that in a bit softer tone.
"I wish," she giggled as the two of them bounded out of bed, hurriedly dressing into what had become for the two of them hardly anything at all as they raced into the kitchen where mom stood waiting for them.
Almost lazily I rolled out of bed, already prodding the fire back to life, adding a few pieces of wood to it until it was burning brightly and hotly again. The moment I had finished, the sudden sound of electricity filling the house, appliances suddenly coming awake that had been asleep alerted us all that the power was back on.
"About damn time!" Dad said half stumbling down the stairs a few moment's later.
The worst of it was over, though as we all peered out the windows together, we were in total agreement that there was more snow on the ground than any of us could remember ever seeing before. We were still doing so when the phone rang, making us jump with the now unexpected, almost unfamiliar ring of it when it did. Mom sprang from where she was standing, snatching it up and answered.
They never had given up their landline using and preferring that over a cell phone. Mom didn't even own one, and dad used his rarely, only then when he was out and about or away, just so that mom had a way of reaching him when he was needed. Otherwise, he kept it turned off, hating to use it. Perhaps now after this, they'd reconsider the necessity of keeping one on, available and handy. It became quickly evident that it was my Aunt Jackie on the line as she worriedly chastised my parents for being out of contact with her.
In moments though, mom had smoothed over whatever fears she might have had, assuring her that we were indeed all fine, especially now that the power had seemingly been restored once again.
"Are you sure you still want to do that?" Mom asked speaking at her sister, then listening. "I'm not sure the roads will even be passable yet," she added concernedly. Though now nodding her head as though my Aunt Jackie could see it. "Very well then, we'll see you around six, just be careful on the drive over...and don't forget to call us if you run into trouble. Yes...yes, I know, I know...we should have too, and yes sis...we'll keep Harold's cell phone on in case you need to reach us."
With that, she hung up the phone turning towards us.
"Well, they're still planning on making the drive over here," she told us unnecessarily. "She told us to expect them around six...so, that means we have a little work to do around her and straighten the place up. But..." She likewise grinned. "We also still have two more fantasies to fulfill between now and then too," she added. "So...when should we plan on doing that?"
I was indeed curious as to my father's response, as he'd deferred having his drawn until today, wondering now if he'd explain his reasoning to everyone. Though he didn't. Instead, he began slipping into his heavy coat.
"I'm going to plow the drive again, see how the roads and highway is," he informed us. "Brian? Go out and turn off the generator, I'm sure it's also nearly running on empty as well, so fill it up again too in the event we still need it later," he told me. "Hopefully, the heavy plows will be heading out this way soon, and clear the highway enough so that your Aunt and Uncle won't have any problems in getting here, even with them driving that Hummer of theirs," he'd added.
Dad had always thought that to be a frivolous expense on Frank's part, though he'd insisted on getting it anyway. And not that dad couldn't afford to get one himself even if he'd wanted one, but he'd not even purchased a newer model truck either, preferring to drive the ten year old truck that he had. Even the one with the plow on it was five years older than that. But as good as he was in keeping them maintained, it was highly unlikely he'd ever buy a new one again.
"Breakfast should be ready in about thirty minutes," mom informed him just before he went out the door. "And then after that, maybe we should see about drawing another...shall we?" she asked. Dad winked, nodded his head and then stepped outside.



When I came back upstairs from having dressed into warmer clothing and prepared to slip into my own heavy coat before heading outside, I glanced over at Collette as she stood at the kitchen table getting it set up for breakfast. Once again wearing my "borrowed" football jersey and very little else, she stood whistling, glancing up over towards me, and then smiling mischievously. I couldn't help wondering what her fantasy was, something she was obviously aware of she'd be seeing and doing soon.
Knowing my sister the way that I did, I figured it could be just about anything. Which we were all soon about to find out.
**
Authors note:
Since I first began writing this story, I've received numerous congratulatory and supportive comments and emails regarding it. And I want to begin here by saying how much I appreciate each and every one of them. In addition to that, I've likewise been asked and given suggestions or asked specific questions about the direction of the story itself, and where I might consider taking it. As is usually the case with my writing, I don't very often take suggestions once I've begun, usually already having in my mind a concept and a direction where I intend on taking the story, more specifically, what I intend on doing with the characters themselves.
I found it interesting to note however, at the number of inquiries, and suggestions that in fact deal with what is at times, or seemingly to be a somewhat controversial subject, or aspect in any story. Bi-sexuality. In particular when it comes to male bi-sexuality. We still seem to be in a place where sex between women is far more the norm, and more commonplace than the other, and thus more equally accepted by both. Initially, in the beginning as I began to write this piece, I really had no intention of traveling down that particular road with it either. Anyone who does, seems to receive the kiss of death on their works for having done so. The fact that this story (so far) has done well, is because I have tried to keep it realistic as well as entertaining for the reader. But, having said that, I also realize that there are in fact a great many of you, (more women than men obviously) who have asked, and requested that I keep it real. And as such...include what many now tell me is a more open-minded attitude towards the inclusion of some male-bisexuality in this story. It's an interesting challenge on several levels. For one, we're dealing with a father-son relationship on the one hand, incest on the other. I find it interesting that some can be squeamish, even un-excepting of reading about that, and yet find arousal and excitement in reading about the family as a whole otherwise. Especially as again stated, when there is a great deal of female-to-female action taking place between sisters and mothers. I don't think I've ever once read an email from someone telling me that having written something like that was gross or that it ruined the story for them. What a surprise. And yet, I am in agreement, and thus have like most, shied and stayed away from including the opposite aspect of that. Mainly because it has indeed totally destroyed the overall impact of a written story and ruined it for others.
Now, having said all that. I have indeed thought long and hard about what I should or shouldn't do here in continuing on. I know that there are very, very few incest stories that actually depict, or deal with scenes or relationships of this nature in more than a hinted at, or passing sense. And yet, the number of comments, questions and suggestions that I actually do so, surprised me. Do we indeed then keep it real and admit that in some situations, that actually happens? Or...do we for the sake of the story, skim past that, maybe hint at it, or elude to it, the accidental touching, brushing up against it sort of thing. (Ok to double-fuck someone as I wrote about with the mom's fantasy) as that's generally ok and accepted to...just as long as they' re not really touching their dicks together?) But regardless of that, I still had to think long and hard about what I was, or wasn't going to do here. What I've come up with is something that I hope will meet the needs, desires, and particular tastes (or even distastes in this instance) of both sides.
What I am going to do, is devote a short chapter rather than including it in this one, in Chapter Eight. Thus, Collette's fantasy as it turns out will revolve around that aspect of her father and brother's relationship. Not to say there won't be the continued explorations and spontaneous joining in of the females in this chapter either, as their certainly will be. But...for those who do not care to read it, or even think about it, I am writing this chapter so that you can in fact, skip it. In doing so, you will in no way have to suffer through, nor find anything really left out when I pick up the story from here once again in Chapter Nine, the last and final chapter of this series.
It is also my intent to answer a great deal of questions already posed to me, many of which I haven't fully explained, nor really intended to until then.
But again, by doing this, I am in hopes that everyone can feel satisfied, that the story can be enjoyed and appreciated for both sides equally. It's a simple thing then, if it's not your cup of tea, please don't bother reading Chapter Eight, and don't simply kill the entire story because of it.
I promise that Chapter Nine will pick up where I will leave it off here, a mere mention without detail as to the completion of Collette's fantasy, before attending to that of the fathers.
So again, thank you one and all for your support and comments on my writing, and in particular on this story.
And one more comment if I may, as a bit of a side note. For some reason, ever since I switched Internet providers, and even changed my email addy to the new one I have now, for some reason, I am not always getting emails from you like I had been. I don't want anyone to think or believe I am not considerate enough to respond back in kind. So I would ask this, please make sure of where you are sending it to.
Thank you.
Many Feathers, (aka Thesandman)
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It had been nearly two years since my wife had unexpectedly passed away. It had been a very rough two years, not only on myself, but on my stepdaughter Melinda. Ironically, Kathy and I had met several years ago at one of those support groups for recent widows and widowers. Kathy's husband, Melinda's father had been killed the very same night that Melinda was born, rushing her to the hospital. It was a miracle that Kathy had survived, let alone the baby, with the additional news she would never again ever be able to bare children.
My first wife had also died just a short time prior to that, a long drawn out illness with cancer that had left me emotionally drained, confused and somewhat vulnerable. We met, became friends and soon after become what was then called as "Coffee buddies" meeting twice a week after our meetings were over. In time, we became more than that. And for Melinda, I was the only one she ever knew or called daddy. To her, I was, even though she had been told long ago that I wasn't really her father. For all intense and purposes, as far as she was concerned anyway, I really was.
Melinda was a feisty little go-getter, just like her mother had been. Popular in school, almost to a fault, she'd been a cheerleader, active in gymnastics and had even considered briefly trying out for the Olympics at one point, she was really that good. Time and circumstance dictated otherwise however, though she had gotten a scholarship that allowed her to attend school out of state where she'd always dreamed of going.
Melinda was built for gymnastics. Not skinny, not by any means, just lithe, a bit of a more voluptuous build perhaps than a lot of gymnasts were expected to have, especially with much larger breasts than most I'd seen. Though lately as we'd both noticed, many of the girls we'd seen on TV seemed to be gravitating in that direction. Though her almost black hair was long, she always wore it in a ponytail most of the time. It was a rare thing to ever see her wearing it any other way. Melinda also had her mother's eyes, dark brown almost smoldering when you looked at them. Hell...she virtually had her mother's face, so often reminding me of her every time I had seen her, which lately hadn't been all that often while she'd been away at school. Every time I did see her when she came home for one of her quick brief visits, it seemed she had changed. Slowly over time, coming to look more and more like her mother, though I think I partially projected that in her myself as I still missed my wife. But the fact I didn't see Melinda as much anymore either contributed to that.
Melinda had in fact been after me to start dating again, though the truth of the matter was, I simply wasn't ready for that. It hadn't even been two years yet, and I'd made a mental promise to myself that I wouldn't even consider such a thing until it had at least been that long. I'd already been through this twice now, I had no desire to have to go through it again.
Up until recently, I'd managed to hold on though it hadn't been easy, but then came the layoffs. Almost overnight the word came down they'd be closing the facility I worked in, soon to be unemployed.
Fortunately, I hadn't been frivolous with the insurance money we'd received after Kathy's death. Most of that had gone into savings, which I'd hoped I could grow towards retirement, and a portion of which I'd intended to save for Melinda to have as small stipend after she'd graduated from College. I'd also managed to invest a bit in a 401K, though the thought of having to draw from any of that made the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. With unemployment, and a slow draw from savings, as long as I tightened my belt up a little, I knew I could get by for as long as a year if I had to. The only problem with that was, I couldn't afford to support Melinda's going to school out of state the way I had been. Even with a scholarship, I'd been helping her with her expenses, which had included taking care of the rent on the apartment she shared with another girl, someone who'd in a very short period of time had become her dearest and best of friends.
I hadn't as yet told Melinda about the worrisome finances, though she of course knew about my recent unemployment. She'd called to let me know she was coming down for the weekend to visit, and in fact had asked if it was all right if Charlene came with her. I'd met Charlene only once before when I'd gone there for a visit to check out their new place, but I hadn't seen her since then, so it had been almost a year since I had.
I'd decided to wait and break the news to her in person. And it wasn't something I was looking forward to either. The plain and simple truth was, I could no longer afford to pay her rent and expenses, that and keep from depleting her savings and mine in the process.
Melinda and Charlene had made pretty good time, making short order of the five-hour drive, arriving late the following Friday afternoon. Though delighted to see my stepdaughter again, I wasn't too keen on her neither appearance, nor Charlene's for that matter when they stepped out of the VW Bug they were driving. Although she had every right to be a woman, and a young good-looking woman at that, I had noticed a slow gradual change in my stepdaughter's demeanor over time and couldn't help but wonder if Charlene hadn't had some influence over that.
I had welcomed her "excited to see me kiss" along with the hug... but I'd given her one of my patented "Don't care for what your wearing looks" even as I did that. Both she as well as Charlene stepped out of the car, each of them wearing what appeared to be a cut off football jersey from the University they were attending. Though I understood the purpose behind exposing their midriffs perhaps, to go along with their almost too short shorts, I wasn't too happy in realizing that one tiny little movement in the wrong direction would reveal the bottom half of her braless breasts. Which was another unexpected revelation, as I don't think I recalled ever seeing Melinda going braless like this before either. But like I said, so was Charlene.
And talk about a quandary of mixed emotions because of that. On the one hand, Melinda was my daughter, at least that's the way I thought of her even if she wasn't, so I quite naturally averted my eyes as I reached over to help them with their luggage as Melinda attempted to dig out their usual over packing, over loaded vehicle. The firm roundness of her breasts suddenly revealed as I stood there. Not so with Charlene however. In a weird way perhaps, my morals had somehow distinguished between the two, and though I would of course never act on any aroused thoughts, looking at Charlene was somehow permissible.
Charlene likewise wore her hair in a ponytail too, though she was blonde. She was a bit taller than my daughter as well, nearly as tall as I was at just under six feet. She also had a slightly larger chest, which made it even more difficult for me not to notice as she opened the hood of the car and began passing back to me a few additional somewhat smaller suitcases. Charlene's bare breasts hung down in front of my eyes like ice-sickles hanging off the porch during the winter.
"You brought a hell of a lot of stuff with you for only three days!" I told her when I eyeballed what appeared to be several boxes crammed into the back seat of the VW.
Melinda smiled at me, "That's because I'm moving back daddy," she said simply. "My plan is to re-enroll here locally in a couple of months, though living at home again while I do," she added. I know by the shocked look on my face that I had more than one or two questions to ask her about that, but she headed me off. "Help us finish unloading, then we'll sit down over a beer and discuss it," she informed me.
Another surprise. "Since when did you start drinking beer?" I asked myself. Though under the circumstances, it seemed like a rather silly thing to get all worked up over. She was after all old enough to drink, beer at least anyway along with a bit of wine on occasion.
Once we had in fact hauled up everything into her old room which remained exactly the way she had left it, we headed back downstairs to the kitchen, opening those beers they'd requested and began to chat.
"So you ready to tell me what it is that's going on here?" I asked.
"Reality," she answered simply. "I'm not so naive to think that you're going to be able to continue on in supporting me away at school, at least for the time being anyway," she answered. "And even working a part-time job isn't the answer either. I've been studying hard, maintaining my near perfect grade level, but I also know, the moment I start having to work a part-time job in order to try and make ends meet, my grades will no doubt slip a little, I'll be too damn tired to study. So...the obvious solution is to move back home for a while, at least until things change again. At least living here, you don't have to worry about the rent, and obviously my expenses will diminish greatly as well."
I was shocked, but proud and relieved to hear her telling me this. She'd basically beaten me to the punch as it were. But...as I damn well should have known, I still wasn't aware that there was another shoe that was going to fall here, so I didn't really see it coming when it did.
"Just one thing, one small little favor I'd like to ask daddy," she said smiling at me the way her mother once used to do whenever she wanted something in particular. I guess I should have seen it coming, but didn't until it was too late, especially after I answered her beforehand.
"Just name it baby, whatever you want."
Melinda turned grinning broadly towards her girlfriend. "See? I told you he would understand!" Melinda beamed.
"Understand what?" I thought without saying it, now smiling stupidly in return as I sat there waiting for the rest of it.
"Obviously with me moving back, that put Charlene in a difficult spot as well as she could no longer afford to live there either. And she didn't want to have to worry about looking for another roommate, especially as we're best friends, and she doesn't want to have to live with anyone else besides me. When I told her I really did have to move back home, at least until things change again, I assured her that you'd be ok with her moving back with me, living here at home with us!"
Once again I tried to sit there and smile like everything was perfectly ok, and must have managed it at least to some degree, though I was pretty much in a state of shock even then.
"My room is plenty big for the two of us," she now added. "And we certainly don't mind sharing the same bed, we do that now anyway," she informed me, once again reminding me of the close quarters they had been sharing together back in their apartment. "All we really need is another dresser, for her stuff. So, what do you say daddy? Is it ok if Charlene moves in with us for a while, at least until we all can get back on our feet again?"
"Sure baby...why not?"
I mean...what else could I say?
**
Almost immediately I was to discover that the three of us now living in this moderately sized home together would create a few unanticipated problems. When Kathy and I had first purchased the place, it came with an unfinished basement. Something I had planned to eventually complete. At the moment however, it remained unfinished. All that was downstairs was the laundry room and plumbing for a second bathroom, which I'd not gotten around to yet either. Needless to say, that meant the three of us would be sharing the one and only bathroom.
Although the place had three bedrooms, the one at the end of the upstairs hall I'd turned into a study, though it was more like a storage and junk room as I'd really let the place go. Enthusiastically however, the girls agreed to help me fix the place up again, and give them a quiet decent place to study in. Sharing the one bedroom together, which connected to the bathroom we both shared, me on the other side of that would prove interesting, not to mention take some getting used to as I was soon to discover.
With a long day ahead of us as we all settled in, the girls had decided to retire early, just as I decided to do as well. Having lived alone for so long now, I'd gotten into some personal habits that I would soon need to make some adjustments for. The first of which was walking out of the bathroom into my room to undress, leaving the connecting door open, which I did.
I had sat down on the end of my bed, taking off my shoes and then my pants along with my underwear. As I very often did, sleeping in the nude, I then lay back on the bed just relaxing there for a moment, thinking about the day's events. With my feet still dangling over the end of the bed lost in thought, I didn't at first hear the door to my daughters room open, nor did I hear or realize what was going on before it was too late. Charlene had of course entered the bathroom. Bad enough that I was half sitting, laying there on the end of my bed naked. Thank god that I didn't have an erection! When I heard the all too familiar sound of someone 'tinkling' I sat up. Not that I was offended by that, not at all. Just surprised by it, especially since I hadn't heard that particular sound for years now. In my somewhat tired confusion, I almost expected to see my wife sitting there instead of Charlene, had it been Melinda, I might have believed it was actually her for a moment. But at least seeing Charlene sitting there brought me back to reality. The problem was, I was now standing, looking at her naked as she sat there on the toilet peeing, looking at me. And smiling.
At first I didn't know what to think, a thousand thoughts racing through my mind all at once. I found it shocking that she hadn't closed the door. But then I wondered if upon seeing me laying there on the bed the way I was, that in her doing so, she might have worried about embarrassing me and decided not to do so. Had I continued to lay there the way I had been without sitting up, I wouldn't have seen her, only heard her. Now here I was standing in front of her, entirely naked watching her pee, though again...she was smiling.
"You need to use the bathroom?" she actually asked. "I'll be done in a minute," she then added grabbing a wad of tissue, which I then watched her use as she slipped it down between her legs wiping herself. I was again dumbfounded with her unworried, unconcerned activity. Especially when she stood up, only then reaching down to pull her very tiny black thong up covering herself. It was perhaps only a second or two that I had seen her, at best. But for the duration of time she had given me, I had actually looked upon her totally bare pussy. I mean not like there was a lot to see at that angle or anything like that, just enough to know it was bare...and that I had seen it as she now turned showing me the near perfect backside of her ass as she walked over to the sink and began washing her hands. "Go ahead if you need to," she now added as she stood there. "And don't be shy...I'm used to it, and no sense flushing it yet either, why waste the water?"
For some reason, that comment seemed to shake me out of my trance, making me realize I was standing there naked when she said that. Almost at once I first drew my hands over, covering myself, which she giggled at. I now watched as she reached down pulling that skimpy football jersey up and over her head as she walked towards the open door on her side. And though all I saw was her bare back, across the room as she entered it, I now saw my own stepdaughter. She too was entirely naked, waiting to come in. They passed one another in the bedroom sharing a smile, and then Melinda looked up seeing me still standing there, though thank god I had my hands over my private parts. Unfortunately, she didn't. But what she did do, which Charlene hadn't done, was walk over pulling my door closed. Though like Charlene, she too smiled at me without a hint of embarrassment.
I knew then, there'd have to be a few rule changes around the house, most of which I myself was going to have to observe and adhere to.
It didn't get any better the following morning either. If anything, it got worse.
**
I woke up to the smell of freshly brewed coffee, something I hadn't done for a few years now. Just smelling it was invigorating as I climbed out of bed, and eventually made my way downstairs. Maybe having the girls living with me wouldn't be so bad after all, especially if I was to wake up to already made coffee every morning. What I should have guessed at and realized, was that Melinda had never been a morning person, and probably would never be either. If she had the opportunity to sleep in, she did so for about as long as possible until she absolutely had to get up. Charlene on the other hand was one of those people that got by on six hours sleep, if that. And like me, had to start off her day with a nice steaming cup of the brew. As I followed my nose into the kitchen, I was soon to discover another issue I felt would eventually have to be addressed. Charlene, though sitting at the table had even more revealing clothing on than she had last night. At least she did the way I saw it. She had on what was obviously a man's sleeveless underwear shirt, which looked painted on. Especially as it highlighted her rather large breasts, both nipples of which could be clearly seen pressing against it as she sat there. Thank god she was at least sitting down at the moment, visions of her wearing that all too brief tiny thong would have been more than I could have handled.
"Morning!" she said bright and cheery, about to stand up in order to pour me a cup. Seeing that, I headed her off however.
"Don't bother, I'll get it!" I said perhaps a bit too loudly, almost wincing upon hearing myself, though Charlene merely resituated herself back into her seat, taking a sip of her coffee. I had to tear my eyes away from her chest as she did that, walking past her towards the kitchen counter. She had laid out two more empty cups, one of which I then turned over, filling it. As I did so, I looked down at myself and nearly panicked.
All I had on was my robe, and nothing else. Once again, my typical morning attire as I most often went outside, grabbed the paper while waiting for the coffee to finish. After which I would usually sit down at the table, or most often during the summer months, head outside to the patio and sit there reading it. If it got warm enough, I very often took off my bathrobe and did so naked. But not today.
Today, as I looked down, I saw my erection, or rather the end of it poking through the opening in my robe. I very often had a morning "pee-hard" as I called it, and had never really given it much thought until now. But this one was of course more than that. It most likely had been at least half of what it was now when I'd first come down the stairs without really thinking about it. The moment I had glanced at Charlene's breasts however, even for the second's time that I had, it had been enough to awaken it to full staff. There was no fucking way I was going to keep it hidden from her dressed the way I was. All I could think of to do was to fill my cup, and then walk back to the table sort of the long way around, and then slide into my chair, almost backing in to it when I did. It might look weird as I did that, but at least I'd hide the obvious from her in doing so. Finally retaking my seat, I did in fact receive a curious look from her as I sat down, but she never said anything.
"Been a long time since I've woken up to the smell of fresh coffee," I told her.
"Bet it's been a long time for a number of things," she quipped looking at me over the rim of her cup as she took another sip. All I could think of to do was smile back at her without saying anything. Which perhaps she took as approval to carry on with our discussion.



"Melinda tells me you haven't started dating yet," she said suddenly out of the blue. Once again I was surprised that my daughters concern over my personal life, or rather lack thereof, would have been a topic of conversation between the two of them.
"Not ready yet," I responded hoping that simple answer would be enough to end it, and leave it there. But it wasn't.
She did nod her head as though accepting and understanding that, which again was what probably helped to catch me off guard.
"Yeah, I can sort of see why you wouldn't want to get into another long term relationship with anyone just yet, Melinda told me about your first wife too," she adding then continuing, "but what do you do about finding any relief in the meantime?" she boldly asked.
At first, I didn't realize what it was she was actually eluding too. I was as yet a bit confused, my head not fully cleared yet from waking up, not to mention the fact I was still having difficulty not staring at her nearly exposed tits, or clearly revealed ones anyway. I actually thought for a moment she was talking about my diet or something, the way I'd been eating, and that perhaps I was experiencing or having some sort of stomach problems or some such. I guess the expression on my face once again told her to continue on with her bold questioning, especially as I didn't exactly respond or head her off in doing so.
"Do you just masturbate? Or do you at least have a fuck buddy?" she now asked.
"Excuse me?"
She now laughed, though I was now in an even greater state of shock as my mind tried to register what she'd just said.
"Melinda's worried that, that's probably all you've been doing," she now told me, stunning me even more, that my own daughter, even stepdaughter, might raise such a question with her regarding her father's sex-life. "Obviously, she's not about to ask you directly about it, but I promised her I would if given the opportunity, which obviously...I have," she said once again taking a sip of her coffee before sitting it down in front of her. An action that immediately drew my attention back to her chest as I fought for words to say.
I finally found them, after taking a breath of air first. "Charlene, I'm not sure this is a subject that the two of us should be discussing," I told her sounding like some tired old man, which in a way, I probably was.
She wasn't about to let it go however as I soon found out. "I'm not asking for me...I'm asking for her, she really is worried about you," Charlene stated somewhat seriously. "It's not good, not healthy for anyone to go without sex for any long period of time, and I'm willing to bet, you aren't and haven't been have you?" she pressed.
Having put it in that context, I honestly believed my daughter was showing some real concern for my welfare, as strange as a subject it seemed to be. But at the same time, answering Charlene as opposed to directly answering my daughter seemed like the lesser of two evils.
"No, I haven't," I answered simply, once again hoping that would end it. I should have known better.
"But you at least jerk off yes?"
"Occasionally, though not very often," I actually heard myself saying to her, surprised when I did, though as I did, I felt an almost forgotten reminder of that as my prick throbbed inside my robe, once again making an appearance which I casually reached down in some attempt to conceal by crossing my legs and tugging my robe back together over it when I did.
She was again smiling at me, studying me for a moment. I almost excused myself to stand up and go dress, but it was going to be another moment or two before I could finally do that. That, or risk exposing myself to her the moment I stood.
"So when was the last time you even saw a naked woman?" she asked me, once again shocking, surprising me with her question. Though I answered her almost immediately.
"Last night," I chuckled briefly, trying as I said that to lighten the mood somewhat, and relieve my nervousness. The fact was, it was the truth too, though I actually hadn't really seen her naked, not entirely anyway. But then, I recalled that image of Melinda as she walked across the bathroom just before reaching up to close the door. She I had seen, for the first time since she'd been a little girl when suddenly she'd began maturing, and Kathy had to just about chase her around getting her to put clothes on rather than running around naked as she back then always tended to do.
I didn't mention that part however, though it was now firmly engrained in my memory and probably always would be.
"You didn't see my tits though," Charlene said shocking me back to the present. "At least not when I was looking anyway," she then added with a lusty smile on her face now as opposed to the more friendly one. Before I could even respond to that however, she had reached down, pulling her tight form-fitting shirt up and over her head. Now she sat in front of me, or rather they were as I sat open-mouthed just staring at her...at them. "You like my boobs?"
"Ah...ah yes, of course, but...but, I think, Charlene!" I said finally clearing my head. "I'm not sure it's very wise, or very appropriate for me to be looking at them, even as beautiful as they are," I added a bit more softly, which she chuckled at upon hearing.
"I don't mind...really," she told me, and now stood up. Sure enough, all she was wearing now was that tiny little black thong that hardly covered the folds of her pussy that I now found myself staring at.
"But I do," I actually heard myself saying. "You're young enough to be my own daughter, and you are in fact my daughter's very best friend. What do you think Melinda would say if she were to see you like this?" I asked.
"I don't know...we could ask?" She actually shot back at me. The fact was, she was serious as she said that.
I knew then it was time to retreat, hard on or no hard on. "Listen, I think it's time we get dressed, at least it is for me anyway," I said standing up. I knew damn good and well that she could see my erection too if she looked down, which I noticed she did just as I turned and began to head off back up the stairs. Though she caught me at the doorway.
"Mr. Edwards?"
That seemed a bit too formal under the circumstances, especially after all this. "Just call me Keith," I told her once again smiling back at her, though she now walked towards me, her beautiful bare breasts leading the way. As though frozen in place, I watched as she walked up to me, one hand coming up towards my face as she leaned forward kissing me on the cheek.
"Thanks Keith...for allowing me to stay here," she told me. "And just so you know, anytime you change your mind, all you have to do is ask."
**
Somehow we managed to get through the rest of the day and evening without any further mishaps or run-ins. I was also very cautious about closing my side of the bathroom door after using it that evening in preparation for bed.
Though the girls had brought most of their personal items with them when they came, they still had a few odds and ends along with one or two pieces of furniture which was theirs, including another chest of drawers which was sorely needed. The fact that I had a truck offered up the only viable solution to that. We'd drive up the next day, pack up what remained of their belongings, spend the night in a motel, and then make the drive back the next morning. After we had in fact moved everything out, and spent some time cleaning up the place so that the girls could get their cleaning deposit back, it was already getting late. I'd halfway entertained the thought of just turning around and driving back, but I knew now I was far too tired to even attempt that. We soon located a rather inexpensive motel. I was prepared to book two separate rooms, but Melinda immediately squashed that, telling me it was one of those "frivolous" expenses we could no longer afford, which was correct. We ended up booking a room with two queen-sized beds, one of which the girls would share together, which seemed like a logical solution, though even then I was somewhat worried about the close proximity we would have with one another. A fact that once again presented itself as I came out of the shower ready for bed as Melinda took her turn behind me. Charlene had showered first and now sat on the edge of the bed towel drying her hair. All she had on was a bath towel which she'd wrapped around herself, but it also happened to be a rather small one, barely large enough for her to even close, especially around her more than ample sized breasts.
Sure enough, as she vigorously toweled her hair, the body towel she had on opened and fell off. Unlike before, this time she was entirely naked, and made no move to cover herself either. All she did was look up at me still shaking her head and say, "What's the point? It's just going to fall off again anyway," she giggled. It was about the third time I'd seen her grab for it to keep it from coming undone before, but Melinda had been present at the time when she had. Now she wasn't.
I smiled at her awkwardly, nervously, and said goodnight, sliding into my own bed, purposely turning my back towards her though that's not the side I usually slept on. I knew that before the night was over, I'd wake up on the other side, but hopefully by then we'd be up and at it soon, and back on the road again.
I dozed off, though I vaguely remember Melinda coming out of the bathroom, Charlene shushing her saying, "I think your dad's asleep," she'd stated and then giggling. Once again I dozed off after that, somewhat waking again, though the room was now pitch black. Always a light sleeper, something I always had been, the slightest sound out of the norm seemed to stir me. And as I previously thought, I now realized I was in fact sleeping on the other side facing towards the girls where they slept, though in the darkness of our room, I could barely even make out the bed they were in. I once again closed my eyes, content to do so until morning when I heard it. Another simple short-lived giggle.
Suddenly I was wide awake...listening. At first I thought it was nothing more than my over active imagination. With all the stimulus I'd suddenly been having, I figured my nerves were on edge, along with everything else, especially as I'd found too much of a need earlier, and had actually jerked off in the shower, something I hadn't done for a very, very long time. I was careful to remove any evidence of my indiscretion as well, though grateful it had been Melinda and not Charlene that had followed me into the shower. I'd have been half suspicious she'd have been looking for signs of me having done so. Even then, I wouldn't have put it past her to alert Melinda to that as well, so ensured that I left no trace of my pleasure behind when it came her turn to use the bathroom.
I'd just about decided I was in fact hearing things, and had again closed my eyes, though I could now feel my heart beating wildly inside my chest as I fought to control my breathing.
"Hmm, that's nice, keep doing that," my daughter suddenly moaned softly, actually whispering it when she did, but like my ability to be a light sleeper, I also had really acute hearing, and could easily make out what was being said, especially with no other sound coming from within the room. But it wasn't just the words she had spoken I had heard either. But another sound, one I seriously hadn't heard for a very, very long time. And as I lay there, listening to the sounds of what could only be described as very wet juicy pussy sounds, I felt my prick stiffening. And though I tried very hard to block the sounds out, I simply found that I couldn't, even knowing they were coming out of my own stepdaughters mouth, let alone my own stepdaughter's pussy. In moments, I lay beneath the covers, my hand on my once again very hard cock, slowly, quietly, jerking it up and down.
Oddly enough, it really didn't dawn on me as to what they were doing. For some reason I emotionally and mentally blocked out the obvious. It wasn't until the following day when we were finally out on the road again that it hit me. And then like a ton of bricks when it did!
"Fuck! They were masturbating one another!" It was like a revelation, though why I hadn't considered that, or realized the enormity of it the previous night I didn't know. I had heard them climax, though quietly, doing so myself moments later, twice in one night in fact, something I hadn't managed to accomplish in several years, not even with Kathy! I had wrapped part of the sheet around my prick, using that to capture my spending in, reasoning telling me that I was sure it wasn't the first time the maid service would be removing cum-stained sheets from the bed. Though they might wonder why there was only one big, rather large spot as opposed to several "squirty" ones.
We were about half way home, Melinda now sitting closest to the door as Charlene had had it on the way up. She was sound asleep, comfortably curled up against it snoring away. With Charlene sitting next to me as close as she was, I was once again reminded of the few now forever burned in images I had of her, not to mention the sounds which I knew now, she had made when having an orgasm with the help of my daughter's hand and fingers. Driving along, currently in a dead zone so that we had nothing on the radio we could listen to, we were forced to sit there in silence with our own thoughts, mine which had quite naturally turned to the evening before. Day dreaming without even realizing it at first, I soon found myself with a very unwanted erection, one that suddenly made it very uncomfortable for me to be sitting with. Not only that, it was very obvious too. With periodic looks and smiles back and forth with one another, even though we said very little, trying to stay quiet so that Melinda could continue sleeping, I knew by Charlene's little grin she was well aware of it.
And it was here that she had me at a major disadvantage. I was fucking horny, and would have been the first to admit it. My inhibitions, not to mention my moral values and judgments had evaporated like rain on the hot pavement we were driving on. I wasn't about to admit that of course, but with Charlene sitting next to me, once again wearing that damndable cutoff football jersey, I was having difficulty not sitting there imaging and remembering what her breasts looked like.
Without so much as a word, all hell broke loose.
**
The moment I felt her hand on the bulge in my crotch, I was a gonner. It had been almost two years now since I'd felt any other hand except for my own fondle my cock. The reality of that being...it always felt better when someone else did it...usually anyway. But it certainly did now. I moaned, though my thoughts fought weakly for a moment as I considered moving her hand away. But I didn't. And when I didn't, Charlene took that as approval to now unzip my fly, which she did.
The sensation of the slightly cooler air as it caressed my now exposed cock was an entirely different sensation all by itself. Already aroused as I was, I now felt even more so. That especially "naughty, dirty, evilly wicked feeling" now coursing through my entire body, though especially my prick. Already I was leaking precum, which Charlene's fingers immediately captured. But to make matters worse, she had briefly glanced over towards where Melinda lay sleeping, turning more towards me after that, and then lifting her cut off jersey up revealing her beautiful breasts. I watched as she then smeared a droplet of my joy-juice over her erect nipple, teasing it. She once again gave my prick another squeeze, another droplet of juice, and she then smeared the other one identically.
"Maybe you'd better keep your eyes on the road, unless you think we should pull over for a bit," she giggled softly.
I did that, trying to focus and concentrate my attention where it really should be, though Charlene's hand continued to make that more and more difficult to do. Even more so when she picked up my hand, placing it on one of her breasts, which I couldn't help but look over and take a look at after she'd done so. I was almost surprised to actually see it sitting there, fondling her massive tit as though my fingers had a mind of their own. I'd almost forgotten what that felt like as I continued doing that.
With her hand delicately stroking me up and down, I now had another worry facing me. As good as this was feeling, I knew that it wouldn't be long before I was emptying my cum-laden balls. And I also knew that when I did, I'd be shooting all over the place. I quickly looked about, seeing only the discarded McDonald's sack with our garbage sitting in it from breakfast which we'd picked up along the way. I wondered briefly if we still had any napkins left. If we didn't do something soon, either making her stop before I came, or finding something to squirt off in, I'd be covering the steering wheel, the dash board, very possibly the windshield itself if I didn't find something soon.
"We got anything? Like a napkin?" I asked sheepishly, already feeling the ball-bursting tingle of pleasure beginning to manifest itself even as I said that. Charlene just smiled and then leaned over, sucking my prick deeply inside her mouth.
We nearly left the road.
Luckily for all of us, the highway had those wake up tire alerts, which did in fact alert me to the fact I was driving too far on the edge. Correcting the truck, I brought it safely back under control on the straight and narrow, though the sudden realization I'd nearly gotten us all killed had in fact momentarily delayed my ejaculation. Even Charlene sat up when she realized what had happened, my cock not exactly deflating, but certainly softening to some degree.
"Shall we try that again?" she asked. "Only this time with your eyes open?" she suggested. "And on the road? Or would you prefer it if we really did pull over into the next rest area and I finish you off then?"
That actually sounded like a pretty good idea. I had noticed a bit earlier that a road sign had indicated the next stop was some twenty miles away, we'd been driving for nearly that long now. I told her that, and we began looking for it as she zipped me back up, closing my fly. The problem was, or would be...what would happen then, and how would we pull that one off with Melinda no doubt waking up the moment we took the turn off.
Neither one of us mentioned that however, perhaps leaving things up to fate. I decided to do just that, spotting the sign moments later, signaling as we turned in. Sure enough, Melinda sat up curiously looking about.
"Are we there yet?" She asked sleepily.
**
Luckily the rest stop itself was fairly empty. There was only one eighteen wheeler sitting in the lot around the backside of the restroom area, and a single passenger car pulled up in front on our side as we pulled in. Like a flash, Melinda jumped out running in. Obviously she needed to go suddenly, so it was probably good that we pulled in.
"Well? Shall we?" Charlene asked. But I was too nervous to do anything so openly as we stood there, and made excuse that I too now needed to use the restroom myself. She frowned slightly, but then walked with me towards them. Just before parting however, she told me. "I'll meet you here, don't go back to the truck when you're finished."
When I entered, I noticed there was another guy inside, though he was just then finishing up. There was no way of knowing if he was the trucker, or the driver of the passenger car, he could have been either. We simply nodded our heads at one another as I took my turn at the urinal, finally flaccid enough to actually pee. After washing my hands, I stepped back outside. Sure enough Charlene was there waiting for me. She beckoned me over towards her, and then stepped off around the corner well out of sight of my truck.



"Melinda?"
"Back in the truck," she informed me. "Hurry...we don't have a whole lot of time here!"
Before I knew it, she was down on her knees in front of me, once again my fly unzipped, my now flaccid cock inside her mouth as she sucked it, though she didn't give any indication she was disappointed in finding it like that, and it didn't stay that way very long either. It couldn't have been any longer than a minute and I felt my prick explode, pouring what truly did feel like a gallon of cum into her mouth as she took it, swallowing even then having trouble doing so, though somehow she managed it.
Moments later she stood up, wiping her mouth, smiling. Which was when we both turned having heard a dog bark. There was a guy standing no more than perhaps ten feet away from us. How long he'd been there we had no idea while waiting for his dog to take a crap, or at least pee perhaps. He was grinning however and actually held his thumb up towards us, and then walked away. It was a different guy from the one I had seen inside the restroom, and he too looked like he could have been the trucker, or the driver of the other car. It didn't really make any difference, it was time to get on the road once again.
"What took you so long?" Melinda asked the moment we got back. "Stop for a quickie maybe?"
I felt my face turn beet red, though I answered her, "Yeah right. No. I had to uh...you know, do both."
"Ah huh," she said grinning at her friend, and then giggled. As did she. I wasn't about to say anything or even attempt to add to that, so I didn't.
"Should be home in another hour, hour and a half," I told them. "Long before sundown anyway," I added looking up at the sky. "But, maybe we should stop on our way home and pick up something for dinner at least, I don't think any of us will feel like cooking tonight."
"Yeah, sounds good, I wouldn't mind eating out myself," Charlene stated with a deadpanned expression. I glanced over towards her, as did Melinda, who only then I noticed had actually reached up pinching her on the side of her tit, though she'd done so in such a way so as not to reveal to me that she had. Charlene yelped however, jumping.
"What?"
"You know what," Melinda chastised her, and then sat grinning at me. I pretended I had no idea what was going on and started the truck. Seconds later we were back out on the road once again.
Twenty minutes later as we were driving along, I looked into the rear view mirror and saw the same eighteen-wheeler we had seen in the rest stop earlier. Eventually he drew alongside us in the right lane with me in the middle lane going a bit faster than we were above the posted limit. As he slowly drew near us side by side, he looked over and waved, likewise honking his horn. I realized as he did that, he'd been the guy standing outside with his dog. He waved once again, and then called out to us, "Show me your tits!"
I was half tempted to speed up, but I was already going ten over the limit as it was. And slowing down didn't seem to be any sort of better solution either. For one thing, I just wanted to get home, though I wasn't too pleased about getting harassed by some horny perverted truck driver either. Though as I thought about it, I'd been the perverted one standing there getting a blowjob at the rest stop by a young girl half my age.
To my surprise however, Melinda looked over at Charlene. "Shall we?" she said.
"Why not? Maybe after we do, he'll be on his way. If not, we'll take the first exit rather than let him continue to annoy us. But I'm betting once we give him what he wants, he'll leave us alone."
With both of them wearing their naughty football jerseys, it was very easy for the two of them to lift them up flashing the truck driver. For only the second time in my life, though in as many days now, I caught another brief glimpse of Melinda's breasts. It was about the only thing that I'd seen on her that didn't remind me of Kathy. They were so totally unlike my wife's in nearly every way. And what I found upon seeing them, even though it was only for the briefest of moments, was that they were even more beautiful than Charlene's were. And I found myself actually hoping I would catch another glimpse of them again.
**
The trucker in fact left us soon after far behind him. As we drew closer to home, Melinda suggested pizza, even calling the order in. I wasn't too surprised to discover she had memorized the number having called it often enough when she lived at home. It was ready and waiting for us the moment we arrived, and soon after devoured as well shortly after we had gotten home.
With a full belly, and tired from the long grueling drive home, I decided to make it another early night. After showering, I kissed each one of the girls on the forehead and bade them goodnight. Even tired as they both seemingly were, they opted to stay up for a bit, and no doubt fall asleep later while watching a movie. Melinda had very often done that before, so I pretty much expected it. What I didn't expect as I leaned over giving Charlene a kiss, was her quick little groping hand at my crotch, though there was no way Melinda could have seen her do that. Even then I jumped slightly, backing away.
"All you have to do is ask..." Charlene said mouthing the words to me. I merely nodded my head noncommittally.
"Good night girls, sleep tight!" I told them both, and then hurriedly made my way upstairs before my rapidly growing erection gave me away.
It was nice to lie down in my own bed. That, and actually fall asleep on my right side. At some point however I found myself dreaming, and knew that I had been when I woke up glancing at the clock on the nightstand. It was just then nearing midnight. Sure enough, it had been a combination of that perhaps, along with the subtle unfamiliar sounds of the night, which had woken me.
I had in fact been dreaming, a very erotic dream, so I wasn't at all surprised to find myself laying there in bed with a hard-on either. Unfortunately, even though I knew I'd been dreaming an erotic dream, it was already starting to fragment as I fought with trying to remember as much of it as I could, though why I don't really know. Especially when I realized what the major content of it had been.
I had never once ever fantasized or thought dirty naughty thoughts about my own stepdaughter. But I certainly had now. In my dream, I'd been laying there, Melinda on one side of me licking my dick, Charlene on the other side. And I'd been loving it, though now wide awake, I was aghast at my own thoughts, even aroused as I was. I tried shaking my head as though to clear it, but the super sharp image remained inside my head. And then came the sounds again. Very faint, almost indistinguishable, but I heard them.
I looked over towards my closed door leading into the bathroom. No light glowed from beneath it. Quietly I slipped out of bed silently moving towards the door, stopping just long enough to listen. I could still hear the faint sounds coming from their room, though not as yet being able to make out what I was hearing or what was being said for that matter. Turning the knob on the door just as quietly, I stepped inside. It was almost too dark to see. At least in my bedroom I had a little of the night light outside to partially see with. I took two steps and then reached out, just grazing the door with my fingertip. I stepped a bit closer, feeling along the edge, surprised to discover it wasn't fully closed. Now closing even that distance, I once again stopped holding my breath, the sounds far more easily heard now as I stood there, though it was obvious the girls were speaking softly, almost whispering to one another.
"Yes Mel, yes...lick my pussy, suck my clit!" Charlene moaned softly.
I had heard Charlene call her that before, and always in an affectionate way whenever she had. It was clearly obvious she was doing so now, and for good reason as it seemed. My daughter, my sweet...or at least once sweet little girl, was now licking her best friend's cunt, obviously enjoying it, as they both were.
"Fuck baby, you do love eating pussy don't you?" Charlene groaned once again. "Who'd have thought the same day we ever met?" she giggled once again sighing sensually.
"Yeth I do," Melinda responded back, slurring her words slightly, the image of her even then running her tongue up and down Charlene's split causing my cock to throb and then lurch of its own accord.
"Oh yeah, that's it baby! Put a finger in there too. That's it...finger my cunt!" She once again moaned as Melinda obviously did that. Now I could hear in addition to their speaking, the decadent, almost obscene sounds of Charlene's dripping wet pussy as Melinda fingered it, and sucked it, licking it.
I cracked open the door just a tiny bit more, just enough to see in, though I saw very little when I did. There was no moon outside at all, so it was darker than normal. All I could barely make out was the bed, and two forms upon it, neither one of which I could make out very clearly, though I could in fact hear them very clearly, even more so than I had been.
"God how I wish I was fucking your father right now," Charlene moaned again, "With you laying there licking me...licking us while I did," she sighed pleasurably. I was stunned upon hearing that, especially when Melinda answered her.
"I bet you'd like that too wouldn't you?" she teased back, still fingering her wet juicy split by the obvious sound of that. "Feeling daddy's hard stiff prick sliding in and out of your sweet juicy fuck hole? Me...licking and sucking your clit, licking your juices off of his prick? Yes...I bet you would enjoy feeling that wouldn't you?"
"And I bet he would too, feeling you licking his cock while fucking me," she shot back hotly.
Though stunned, somewhat shocked at their conversation, I knew it was mostly just pillow talk, though dirty pillow talk indeed. Kathy and I had very often spoken of things, shared things, and discussed things we would never ever really do. But sometimes just talking about them while we messed around was enough to heighten our arousal, though we were very often somewhat embarrassed and actually guilty over having expressed those thoughts or feelings the next day. It was why we didn't very often do that, only on occasion, though it was quite often the best sex we ever had whenever we'd done that.
"So fuck him then if you really want to!" Melinda told her. "You know I've already told you I was ok with it if you did. I'm not the one you have to convince. The only thing I've ever said is I don't want daddy to know that I know if you do. I think it would freak him out, knowing that I knew my very best friend had fucked my father, and to be honest about it, it actually might freak me out a little knowing it too. So if you do, do it, if you somehow manage to convince him to actually fuck you, don't tell me about it. And for god's sakes Charlene, don't ever, ever tell him that I know that you did. Please promise me that if nothing else!"
"I promise," Charlene whispered back to her now, and then sighed as Melinda once again began licking and sucking her friends clit.
Not only could I not believe what I'd just heard, and was still hearing in fact, the reality that my stepdaughter had just given her blessing, though in a strange sort of way, to her friend was arousing. The thought of actually fucking her no longer seemed so weird, so unacceptable now. Even though I knew she must never know that I did, just as Charlene had promised her she wouldn't, I'd never let on either. As much as I would have liked to continue to stand there listening to them both, I soon backed away, retracing my steps back into my own room, quietly closing the door behind me. I lay down on my bed, now purposely stroking my cock, images of thrusting my prick in and out of Charlene's slick wet cunt drawing me closer and closer towards orgasm. When I came, when I shot streamer after streamer of my hot sticky spunk into the air, landing god knows where, I did so with the image of my precious little girl licking the tip of my prick as I came. I knew I would struggle with that the following day. A throw back to those times when Kathy and I both did after confessing somewhat decadent thoughts and fantasies to one another. But even then, nothing like this. I knew I'd feel guilty about it all day. But right now I didn't. Right now I just lay there basking in the afterglow of my thoughts and enjoyed every precious minute of it as I did.
**
Once again I woke up to the aroma of freshly brewed coffee. With a smile on my face, and my dick sticking up, I rolled out of bed and slipped into my robe. This time I didn't care that I was hard, and felt my prick become even more so as I headed downstairs. The image of Charlene sitting at the table half naked already filling my head as I rounded the corner stepping into the kitchen. As expected she was there, what wasn't expected, was that she was fully dressed, even modestly so. She'd even applied makeup, and had fashioned her hair in a much fuller look, loose and hanging about her shoulders. The look on my face must have said it all as she looked up towards me.
"Disappointed?" She said smiling, though she now looked down at my groin, my prick quite obviously tenting the front of my robe as I walked over to pour myself a coffee. "Though excited I see," she added with a chuckle.
"Just surprised," I ventured turning towards her, still standing, sipping my drink, though I felt the coolness of the morning air suddenly caressing my cock, telling me without looking, it had managed to worm its way out of the folded opening of my robe. At the moment, I didn't care. I really was disappointed.
"Mel and I have interviews at that new restaurant opening just down the street," she informed me. "She was just getting out of the shower when I came down to make the coffee."
Just the mention of my daughter's name sent a warning surge to my crotch, I even glanced up in that direction as though suddenly having x-ray vision and able to see through the walls.
"Oh," I said in surprise at hearing that, still disappointed, yet likewise pleased that neither one of them had intended to just lay around and live off my unemployment and dwindling savings.
"We figured we needed to help out if we're going to live here," she added. "Once we've settled in with our new jobs, then we'll see about enrolling in school again, and at least take a few classes. But until then..."
Charlene stood walking over towards me as I leaned against the kitchen counter. My prick had gone down just enough that it had on its own, tucked itself back away beneath the folds of my robe. Even though it had, she fished it out once again, holding it in her hand.
"We don't have a lot of time, perhaps a couple of minutes before Mel comes down," she told me now fondling my dick. I was about to tell her not to bother, but it honestly felt good as she stood there stroking it. I set my cup down on the counter, reached back with my hands holding on as she continued to stroke my prick a bit more firmly now. Once again I was hoping for more, anticipating perhaps for her to lean over and suck it a little at least, but she didn't. As though reading my mind, she spoke. "As much as I'd like to suck this, I can't risk getting anything on my clothes, or face..." she grinned. Having said that, I now wondered what it was she was going to do. I could feel the tingle and sudden tightness in my balls, once again looking towards the doorway, half expecting to hear Melinda descending down the steps any moment now. "Let me know..." she said simply still stroking my cock.
Within a minute I felt the first tickle of pleasure begin. "Now!" I just managed to breathe.
The moment I said that, Charlene grabbed the spare cup off the counter, holding it over the end of my dick. I stood there watching my spunk spurting into the cup as she held it over the end of it. As strange as it was, it was weirdly exciting, standing there doing that as she jerked me off, pumping my cock up and down, squeezing it until she had drained every single drop out of it, even shaking it off some. It was at that very moment we both heard the upstairs bedroom door slam, Mel was on her way down.
I had barely enough time to reposition myself, grab my coffee and stand there nonchalantly as Mel walked into the room. Likewise Charlene had reached over refilling her own cup.
"Hmm, that smells good. Pour me one too please!" my daughter asked.
To my horror, Charlene grabbed the cup still containing my spunk in it and made motion to fill it. "Cream?" She asked.
Mel gave her an inquisitive look. "No...black, I don't use cream," she stated.
"Oh that's right, I already filled it," she stated. "Sorry." She turned slightly winking at me, and held the cup under the tap turning it on, rinsing it out. I looked over and watched my cum curdles chasing one another in the drain momentarily as she rinsed Mel's cup out. Checking to ensure it now was clean, she filled it handing it to her. And though it was, even that secret knowledge that I'd just poured my semen into it felt wickedly decadent and sent a renewed surge into my cock. I sat down before my prick could begin to swell again.
"So, Charlene tells me the two of you have interviews this morning," I said smiling.
"Yeah, we do," she said glancing at her watch. "And we need to leave now in fact," she added taking another quick sip from her cup, setting it down on the table. "Shouldn't be gone too long I wouldn't imagine," she added. "We were sort of hoping to lay out some today, catch some sun before we no longer can," she added with a smile. "What's on your agenda for the day?"
I had planned on updating my resume, and then scheduling an appointment with an employment agency and getting my information on file, which I told them. Beyond that, just straightening up the house some, which I hoped they'd find time to help me with later on. Once again I was pleased when they said they would.
"After we lay out for a bit?" My daughter asked hopefully.
"Just as long as you don't sun-tan all day," I responded back. With that, I gave them each a kiss as they headed out the door for their interview, and then slowly climbed back up the stairs to shower and dress for the day.
**
I had gone back outside to putter around in the garden when the girls came home about an hour or so later with the news they had gotten the jobs, and would be starting on Monday the following week when the restaurant opened. It was good news, and they were excited, as I was. They soon after dashed up stairs to change into their bikinis and lay out for a bit, once again ensuring me they would clean up the house and plan something for a celebratory dinner later on that evening. I was already looking forward to that.
I went back to weeding my sorely neglected garden when they came back down stairs carrying large fluffy beach towels, which they laid out on the grass. Almost immediately Charlene took off her top however, though Melinda wasn't quite so brazen about it as she was. My daughter merely lay down on her tummy first, and then reached back behind herself undoing the clasp on her top.
"Oil me?" She asked Charlene.
I knelt there nearby pulling weeds, glancing over as Charlene leaned over and began rubbing oil into my daughters back. Her beautiful bare breasts dangling freely, making me wish I was lying beneath her myself, sucking on them...for starters. I'd already made up my mind about something else too, and would at the first opportunity mention it to her when I had the chance.
After she had finished applying the lotion to my daughter's back, she held it up towards me. "Keith? Would you mind?" she asked.
"Not at all, just let me wash my hands first," I said standing up. She and I both noticed the erection I had in my shorts as I did that. Though I quickly glanced over towards Melinda, who lay with her eyes closed unaware that I did. Turning on the hose, I quickly washed off my hands and then returned to sit down next to Charlene, applying some lotion to her bare back, rubbing it in. As I did that, I leaned over whispering into her ear, just loud enough for her to hear me. "I want you," I mostly breathed, but she heard me, turning her head around sideways still lying down and winked at me, mouthing the words back.



"I want you too!"
I continued to rub oil into her back until she suddenly sat up and began removing her bikini bottoms.
"I hate having tan-lines," she announced. "But I don't want to burn my ass either," she told me laying back down again. "Would you mind putting a little lotion on me there too please?" she asked. I saw my daughter's eyes open briefly as she looked over towards us, just as I poured a bit of the oily lotion on Charlene's ass cheeks prior to rubbing it in. Melinda smiled, and then turned her head away facing in the opposite direction. Her smile gave me assurance that she had no problem with me doing that. But her turning her head away also told me she didn't want to see me doing it either. A reminder as to their candid conversation the previous night.
As I rubbed the mixture into Charlene's ass, she spread her legs slightly, allowing me greater access to her as I thoroughly coated her cheeks, and teasing her a bit as my fingers just brushed the opening of her wide open split.
"That feels nice," she half purred, opening herself even further, telling me as she did that what she wanted. Glancing once again towards Melinda, she remained as she was, looking the other way, so I allowed myself the adventure of actually running my finger tip up the length of Charlene's sweet succulent furrow, the moisture of her pussy already gathering there as I did so. I sat beside her, slowly finger-fucking her, her ass gyrating slowly as I did so, half humping the ground as well as my hand. I was surprised when minutes later she came, though doing so quietly with barely a whimper, though I felt her pussy clench down and around my fingers holding them tightly inside her for long moments afterwards, feeling her quivering and pulsating inside.
"Well, I'll leave you two alone for a while," I said standing up. "Another hour? And then we get busy?" I asked.
"Sounds like a plan," Melinda said almost dreamily.
I walked back inside the house, aroused as hell as I stood there in the kitchen looking out. I nearly headed upstairs back to my room for a much needed jerk off when I saw Melinda sit up, likewise now removing her bikini bottoms. This time however, she rolled over onto her back, Charlene now sitting up as she proceeded to apply more oil to my daughters chest, breasts and then on down to her tummy. I noticed as she did that, she tended to linger a bit while massaging her tits, even tracing her finger around and about my daughter's nipples. Even at this distance I could see they were aroused, standing well up and off her chest, twin hard little points of pleasure. I found myself standing there in the kitchen, having unzipped my fly even before I realized that I had, now stroking my hard stiff cock as I watched them.
Moments later I watched as Charlene dipped her hand between my daughter's legs. I watched as Melinda spread them, even bending herself at the knee granting her girlfriend even easier access. As Charlene fingered her, Melinda reached up cupping her breasts, kneading and caressing them. I found myself wishing that those were my hands instead, pulling on, and tweaking those incredibly hard nipples of hers. And though I noticed that Charlene's were as well, my daughter's were obviously a bit larger, fuller when erect, and I stood there fantasizing about sucking on them as I fucked her.
Once again I was momentarily plagued with a guilty conscious about having such thoughts, but I was too fucking horny at the moment to care. Recriminations would be dealt with later, at the moment I was on the verge of enjoying my second climax of the morning. Oddly enough, it was the exact same coffee cup I reached for, likewise filling it up the second time that day as well, standing there squirting into it, releasing my pleasure as I glanced out the window, watched as Melinda seemed to bend nearly in half, her ass coming up off the ground, Charlene's fingers embedded deeply inside her as she came.
I rinsed out my cup placing it back next to the sink and wandered slowly upstairs to my room.
**
We had managed to get nearly the entire house vacuumed and dusted before calling it a day. The girls soon after settled into preparing us a nice dinner while I sat on the couch relaxing, catching a little TV and sipping a glass of wine. While dinner cooked, they soon joined me, a bit more appropriately dressed, though not by much. Each of them wore standard though very short, shorts, along with the bikini tops they'd worn outside earlier. Now joining me, each with a glass of wine in their hands, they informed me dinner would be ready in about an hour.
"Anything good on TV?" my daughter asked.
"Not really," I told her having surfed through the available channels twice already, not finding anything I was really interested in watching.
"How about a movie then?" she asked reaching for the remote, so I handed it to her. I was really hoping they wouldn't pick some chick-flick or something, but prepared to allow it if they did. She even stopped on one reading it, which worried me that she might actually select it until Charlene spoke up.
"Not that one," she said giving voice to my own worry. "Let's watch something a bit more interesting shall we?" Now she reached over for the remote, which Melinda handed to her. To my surprise, she quickly pulled up the adult selections and began thumbing through those. I decided to hold my tongue and see if she would actually be brazen enough to pick one, as well as wondering how Melinda might react to it when she did.
"That one!" Melinda said calling out as Charlene scrolled through a list of available selections.
"Ok, sounds interesting doesn't it?" Charlene said grinning as she looked over towards me. I was surprised, a bit shocked as I read the title.
"Young girls with older men," it had said. I knew there would be a series of somewhat short scenes depicting pretty explicit sex acts between the individuals.
"You do know, this isn't soft porn we'll be looking at," I cautiously warned them. "This is the hard-core stuff, you see it all," I added.
"I know," Melinda said a bit quietly. "But I'm ok with that...if you are," she told me.
It was a bit more difficult actually doing that than I thought it would be. I was aroused yes, thankful that Charlene was basically sitting between us, though I had my own chair even as the girls shared the couch. They giggled, and whispered pointing out things to one another as I half glanced at the TV, and then at them as each scene got more and more explicit, with the semi-typical cum-shots coming at the end.
"Wow! That was a good one!" Melinda announced actually surprising me. "I've never seen anyone cum that much before!" she stated.
"I have," Charlene grinned looking over towards me. Just then the timer went off announcing it was time for dinner.
"Saved by the bell," I said standing up thinking to myself. I turned once again hiding my obvious erection. "I'll go wash up for dinner," I told them and then hurried up the stairs.
**
The girls had prepared a really nice pot roast complete with all the trimmings. We opened a second bottle of wine to go with it, though I was already slightly feeling the effects of the first one, even with having eaten dinner. I couldn't help but wonder if the girls were too, especially as Melinda had never been much of a drinker. She had poured herself one more glass, though she never did finish it.
"Mind if we wash the dishes tomorrow?" she asked slurring her words just a bit, though sounding far more tired than drunk really.
"You cooked, I'll wash, don't worry about it," I said though they did help me clear off the table first. Even Charlene appeared anxious to head up to bed, as I gave each of them a kiss goodnight. Melinda had already disappeared through the door when Charlene stopped turning towards me.
"I'll wake you up," she half whispered, once again winking and then licking her lips. I knew what she meant by that, and whispered back to her.
"I probably won't even be asleep...but I'll certainly be up."
She glanced at my crotch, laughed, and then turned heading up the stairs after my daughter.
I finished cleaning up the kitchen and then sat down to watch the news for a while. I figured that it would be at least an hour while they got ready for bed knowing them, and then another hour at least before they finally fell asleep. Or at least Melinda did. Nearing midnight, I finally shut off all the lights, and then gingerly made my way upstairs to my own room. I was quiet as a mouse as I entered the shared bathroom, not even turning on the light until I was sure that their door was closed, which it was. I hurriedly washed up, took a pee, and then slipped back into my own room. I had put on fresh clean sheets earlier and was actually looking forward to slipping in between them. I glanced at the clock on my nightstand, it now read 12:15 as I turned off the light. Almost immediately, the room fell into complete and total darkness. The only light at all coming from the green florescent symbols on the clock as they ticked the minutes away.
I had actually started to fall asleep when I heard the door to my bedroom open. I hadn't even heard the door to their room doing so, only mine. Once again I glanced over at the clock, nearly a full hour had passed with it now reading 1:12. I looked up, still nearly impossible to see anything as I lay there in the darkness of the room. But seconds later I caught the quiet silhouette as Charlene made her way over towards the bed slipping in beside me. I started to speak but she shushed me, her hand quickly locating my somewhat flaccid member, waking it, as she gingerly stroked it before slithering down between my legs. Moments after that, I felt her warm sensual mouth surrounding my prick, teasing it with her tongue. I reached down, running my fingers through her hair, she had kept it loose hanging about her shoulders just as she had earlier. She moved it out of the way as she continued sucking, licking my cock bringing it back to its full aroused size. I lay back quietly enjoying the sensation, very much aware of the need to remain as silent as we could, neither one of us wanting nor wishing for Melinda to wake up and discover what it was we were doing.
Once I was hard as I could possibly be, I felt Charlene moving back up along my torso. She now straddled me, her soft sweet pussy resting against the length of my shaft, she was slick, juicy and obviously aroused. The green luminescence off the clock just barely highlighting the blonde highlights of her hair as she leaned forward, her hand now reaching down between us, grasping my prick as she placed it at the opening of her pussy.
"Oh fuck!" I moaned softly as I felt the head of my dick suddenly slip inside, receiving yet again another warning "shush" as I did so, silencing myself.
Charlene's pussy felt like it had been filled with honey. As we moved together, slowly grinding and thrusting against one another, I heard the erotic squish of her cunt as she soaked me with her fluids, bathing my prick in her essence. As our coupling intensified, I felt that familiar squeeze as she snared me, milking me all too soon so it seemed. But somehow I managed to hold off from filling her with my cum, as much as I wanted to do so. I reached up toying with her breasts, holding onto them as I plunged upwards into her depths, as she in turn thrust downwards, driving me nearly inside her womb. We fucked softly, slowly, almost too quietly, at last coming together in a near perfect synchronization of pleasure. Once again I felt the liquid discharge of her cunt as it met my own. Hard forceful spurtings of my prick as they lurched upwards inside her, my hips coming up off the bed, hers coming down to meet me, driving me back, the intensity of which was overwhelming. Moments later she collapsed against my shoulder, me holding her there listening to her labored breathing as it finally calmed, slowing.
And there, we both fell asleep.
**
I was startled to discover that Charlene was already up and gone when I woke up, being the light sleeper that I normally was. But I knew then I had had the deepest, soundest sleep that I'd ever had in years too, the pure pleasure we'd experienced together draining me of all stress, anxiety and concern. It had been a long time since I'd been with another woman, and I now realized just how much I had missed that.
I rolled out of bed with a smile on my face, and for the first time in recent memory, a totally flaccid cock as well. I was surprised when I glanced at the clock on my nightstand, it was already well after ten in the morning. I hadn't slept past eight in years either! I laughed, whistling to myself as I went into the bathroom to pee and freshen up, returning to my bedroom to dress, only to discover I had but one pair of clean shorts to put on. It was time to do laundry...past time.
I wandered downstairs saw a note propped up against my waiting empty coffee cup. It read simply, "We missed you this morning," then included a smiley face winking at me which Charlene had obviously drawn as an afterthought. A postscript then told me they'd gone out to do some grocery shopping and would return a bit later to do some more sun-tanning and that I was welcome to join them if I cared to.
I poured myself a cup sitting down at the table reading the note once again. "Maybe I will!" I thought to myself. "And maybe...just maybe, Charlene will allow me the pleasure of secretly fingering her off again too!" I thought.
I finished my coffee, rinsed out my cup and smiled. At least last night I didn't just waste it in a coffee mug. I then headed upstairs to grab my dirty clothes, and back down to the basement to wash them. I noticed there was a wet load still sitting in the washer, which I removed, only slightly annoyed in having to do so. As I opened the drier to put those in so I could do my own wash, I now noticed a load of dry clothes inside there.
"Time for another family chat," I mused, though smiling to myself as I said that. Things had indeed changed around here, most of it for the better to be sure. But living in such confined quarters would still take us all some getting used to. Especially when it came to sharing the bathroom, or in doing laundry. I removed their dry clothes, mostly panties, bras, and thongs and a few tee shirts, along with their cut off nasty/naughty football jerseys. After placing their wet clothes in the drier and mine in the washer, I then carried up their things back upstairs to their room for them to put away. I still knocked even though I knew no one was home and then entered their room. I guess I shouldn't have been so surprised, but I was. It was a mess. Amazing how two grown woman could live like that, things scattered about the way they were. Though I realized that was partially because they hadn't gotten around to unpacking everything yet, nor had they begun putting things away yet inside the second dresser drawers we'd brought back either. Not wanting to simply dump their clean clothes on the bed and get them mixed up with any dirty ones, I decided to at the very least place them inside the empty dresser, figuring they could resort everything later. I opened the top drawer intending to do so, and just stood there and stared.
At first I didn't know what I was actually looking at. I placed the clean clothes down on top of the dresser, and then reached in. I pulled out what appeared to be a longhaired blonde wig. I stood there just staring at it, my mind suddenly reeling with the implications, though even then...I still had no real proof. I argued with myself even, my imagination running away with me. Just because there happened to be a blonde wig in the dresser drawer didn't mean anything, one way or the other. But...it did give me cause for concern.
"Had I in fact fucked my own daughter? Or had it indeed been Charlene who had come into my bedroom?"
I heard the car just then pulling into the driveway. I replaced the wig back where I'd found it, and then placed the clothes on the end of their bed anyway. Better that than where I'd left them and raise any suspicions. I soon headed downstairs to help with carrying in the groceries and was met with two welcoming morning smiles when I did.
**
We had soon unpacked and put everything away, with the girls soon scrambling upstairs to change. They returned a short time later, once again wearing their bikinis as I followed them both outside. As before, Melinda lay down on her tummy before reaching behind herself undoing the clasp on her bikini top, though Charlene of course had no problem simply taking hers off. Frankly, I was surprised she'd even bothered wearing it in the first place, though I supposed she had done so in the event anyone came over.
"Here, let me lotion you both up," I offered receiving a thank you in hearing that from each of them. I first turned to Charlene, doing her back first, and then even her chest. She smiled wickedly as I did so, allowing my hands to run freely over her exquisite mounds which I enjoyed doing. I then turned towards Melinda.
"Here, why don't you sit up so I can do you a little easier?" I suggested. She looked at me in surprise, hesitating only for a moment before responding.
"Ok, as long as you're not uncomfortable seeing me," she said surprise clearly etched in her tone of voice.
"Doesn't bother me, if it doesn't bother you," I responded back. "Maybe when you were little, just coming of age, it might have. Hard enough getting you to wear any clothes even then. But now...you're an adult, a young woman, and even though you may very well be my daughter, or rather stepdaughter at least, you are certainly old enough to make up your own mind about such things. So...if you aren't uncomfortable being around me in the nude, I certainly won't be either."
Melinda was grinning from ear to ear as she sat up leaving her discarded top on the ground. She even stood, suddenly slipping out of her bikini bottoms as Charlene sat by watching her do so with a somewhat surprised look on her face that she did.
"Thank you daddy, I'm glad you're good with this. You know me and clothing," she giggled happily, and then sat down again as I began rubbing the lotion into her skin, first doing her back, and then having her turn around as I began massaging it into her breasts. We sat there looking at one another, smiling, her hard firm thick nipples once again filling my hands.
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It was almost eerie. After dad had returned from plowing the road once again, we'd all sat down around the table preparing to eat breakfast. The eerie part was, that no one was really talking. Before, there had been light-hearted banter, laughter, several conversations taking place at once. Now, there was virtually nothing.
I had caught several knowing looks between the girls and mom. They were fleeting, quick yet somehow communicative. It became clear to me, the three of them were sharing something I was not aware of. Twice I had locked eyes with Mandy, she had smiled, even blushing a little before turning her attention elsewhere...and still without a single word edgewise. Even dad became aware of it, looking up at me as he folded over part of his fried egg onto a piece of toast before biting into it, shrugging his shoulders just enough that I caught the action. I realized then the girls had had a chat while he and I had been gone. It was the only thing that made any sense, though what didn't was why the suddenly subdued atmosphere permeating the room. I began to wonder if someone had raised an uncomfortable issue or concern, and that perhaps it had lead to some sort of discussion, causing them to rethink what had actually been happening here now for the past two days.
As much as I wanted to ask, and continued to wonder what it was that was going on, I didn't...following dad's lead as he quietly continued on eating his breakfast. Patience became the better part of valor as I held my tongue. Whatever it was, for whatever reason, I had no doubt that in time, I would find out what had been said and why.
With the power restored, the girls quite excitedly loaded the dishwasher instead of having to do them by hand. I honestly think that mom still preferred doing them that way as opposed to using the washer, and in fact still did the pans they had used washing them in the sink. The kitchen was quickly cleaned and straightened up, Collette's devious, mischievous smile once again returning, along with the low-toned whistle as she began singing a tune to herself as she finished wiping off the table.
"Well, shall we?" Mom asked reaching over and grabbing the Tupperware bowl off the kitchen counter. I saw Mandy's face once again color with anticipatory excitement, though once again, as we briefly locked eyes, she hurriedly turned hers away.
"What the fuck IS going on?" I asked myself.
As dad now led the almost silent little parade back into the living room, I now followed from behind bringing up the rear. He quickly stoked the fire in preparation of removing our clothing, which I now noticed the girls began doing without even being asked to, and without anything having been said to instigate it. Again, it was as though they were going through the motions in some preplanned agreement between them. Seeing that they were, dad too followed suit, and then so did I.
Another minor oddity. At some point along the way, the couch bed had once again been made and put up. All three women now sat on it together side by side, with me taking dad's chair as he merely stood next to the fireplace, waiting.
"Harold? Why don't you do the honors on this one?" Mom suggested finally standing up holding the bowl. I swear that both Mandy and Collette where holding their breaths as dad reached in, grabbing one of the two remaining slips quickly and without fanfare and then handed it back to mom to read, which once again surprised me.
Whatever dad's was, it was evident that he was leaving things up to fate as he drew. Though his reasoning for waiting until today still escaped me. Mom replaced the bowl on the table next to her, and then opened the note reading it to herself. Once again, a minor infraction of what we'd been doing previously. I noticed as she did, her expression didn't change one way or the other, though she spoke.
"This one is Collette's," she said simply, and then handed the note to her! "Collette? Since it is yours, why don't you be the one to read it?" she told her.
At this point I wanted to jump up and scream at them and tell them to get on with it. Why they were dragging this out the way they were was becoming infuriating, though dad stood calmly by even tossing me a look which told me that I should be doing the same.
As mom sat back down on the couch, Collette stood with Mandy now looking at me directly as she sat on the other side of Collette...grinning from ear to ear. She looked like she was about to burst from holding in whatever it was.
Collette cleared her throat. I almost picked up the couch cushion I was leaning against throwing it at her.
"My fantasy is something I have long wanted to see, and in talking to Mandy, discovered it's also something she was interested in too. And most recently, after speaking to mom, found out it is also something she has given some thought to as well."
It was obvious that Collette was adlibbing here. None of what she was saying was written down in the note, though she continued to look at it like it was, avoiding eye contact we me as she finally continued. I sat there with a sinking feeling, the hairs on the back of my neck suddenly standing up, I wasn't sure yet...but. I began to realize where this was all finally going, and why the weird, almost awkward silence and strange mannerisms which had been going on for the better part of the morning had taken place.
But it was even more obvious both to me, as well as dad, they had in fact discussed this previously, which we were only now realizing.
"So...what I want to see, and enjoy, as does mom and Mandy, is to see Brian...and dad," Collette swallowed pausing, "pleasuring one another." Now she looked up, catching the look on my face. I wish I could have seen it myself. I'm sure it was one of shock and surprise having heard what I just had. I even somehow managed to glance over towards my father, his expression was stoic, giving off no indication one way or the other that he was as surprised as I was at having just heard this.
"What?" I actually found myself saying, adding a "But..." to that, which mom in her infinite wisdom quickly cut off.
"No buts! We all agreed," she began staring at me directly. I noticed she didn't even look towards dad. "As you recall, I was a little nervous and intimidated last night about being photographed, but as YOU so clearly indicated, and reminded me...we did agree to fulfill one another's fantasies and desires, without question. So Brian, this is obviously your sisters."
"And mine!" Mandy suddenly said jumping in, which raised the corners of mom's mouth into a smile as she nodded her head in agreement with that.
"And mine too!" She now added.
Even so, I still said "But" again, receiving three pointed looks in my direction. I then turned towards my father seeking some manly support. What I saw surprised me. The first thing I noticed upon looking his way, was the slowly growing erection between his legs. Dad was aroused!
I looked up into his face, grateful as he began to speak, still anticipating some objection of his own.
"I had the same look and expression on my face that you do now the first time," he said smiling understandably towards me.
"The first time?" I actually asked.
"Maybe it might help if I tell you my story," he continued. I wasn't sure it would help much even upon hearing it, but at least it would buy me a little time to think about this further, and either come to grips with it myself, or plain and simply decline, and damn the consequences for having done so. But I did settle back in my seat, prepared to listen.
"As you may or may not be aware of by now, your mother and I have in fact enjoyed the mutual pleasures of your Aunt and Uncle. After your mom, Collette, and Aunt Jackie had had their little romp together, and after Uncle Frank and I had actually discussed it as well, we'd gone over one evening for dinner, and as both Frank and I actually hoped...a bit more afterwards. The thought of seeing mom, and her sister licking one another's cunts, was something I had long wished to see her do, as I had now learned was also Frank's wish. The two of us at first even a bit awkward at seeing one another aroused, though admittedly we were, in anticipation of that. Just as I'm sure you were upon first seeing me. But as you now know, and I think feel...you got over that, just as I did, as Frank did. Seeing me aroused now, standing here with a hard cock doesn't bother you the way it did in the beginning does it?" He asked. Admittedly, it didn't. I actually had gotten over that rather quickly, and hadn't really thought anything more about it, until now. I likewise had to admit to myself I had found it fascinating, watching him cum the way he had earlier, and so held my thoughts in check with regards to that, simply nodding my head.
I once again glanced over at the girls still sitting silently on the couch together, but at least they weren't staring at me now, once again pleasantly smiling.
"They immediately made it known to us both that they were more than willing to experiment and play, with each of us," dad went on. "So I immediately knew your mom had basically told me it would be ok to fuck your Aunt Jackie, and Frank in turn fucking your mother, but...as much as Frank and I were both excited to hear that, it wasn't quite what we were expecting or hoping for either."
Dad now picked up the story, speaking the dialogue that had occurred almost precisely the way it had been spoken, after that between the four of them that night.
"I was, actually we were, sort of hoping that maybe, the two of you might..."
"What?" Mom giggled. "That Jackie and I might lick one another cunts for you two while you watch?"
"Well yeah..." Dad grinned excitedly, hopefully, as was Frank.
"Would love to, and we will...provided you two are willing to do the same for us," mom stated getting agreement from Aunt Jackie simultaneously.
Both Frank and dad grinned enthusiastically, excitedly. "No problem, I love eating pussy...you know that!" Dad had said. "And I look forward to eating out your sister's too!"
"That's not what we meant," Jackie then told them both. "Though I'm also looking forward to that too," she then added. "What Marge meant was...we expect to see the two of you do the same thing as well, if we do."
"But..."
Dad's "But" had brought the story full circle back to me.
"So you...and Uncle Frank?" I asked in shocked disbelief.
"Yep!" mom finally spoke answering my question, grinning now. "They did...and it was fucking hot as hell too," she now added. "Just as it was for them to watch us first. And they didn't just jump into it when they finally did either," she now told me. "They sort of eased into it."
"How? What do you mean?" I actually asked, trying very hard to picture this as difficult as it was for me to do this.
"Well, at first, they just had us sit down on the couch next to one another, and then told us to reach over and grab one another's cocks...so we did. Admittedly, it was a little strange at first when we did that. I'd never done so before...not ever, not even as a kid growing up had I ever played Dr. or explored that with any other boy...or man before," he now included. "So, as you can see, I wasn't exactly comfortable myself at first, nor was Frank. But after what we'd seen and enjoyed, watching your mom and her sister as they performed for us, pleasuring one another the way that they did, each of us was admittedly pretty fucking horny after that. And one thing I have never done in all the years your mother and I have been married, is ever go back on my word, or break a promise to her once I have made it."
I'm not sure I had made that sort of promise or commitment, though the area was still a little grey when it came to remembering what we had actually sat down and agreed to before any of this had happened.
"So at first, we just sat there jerking one another off," dad went on. "It was admittedly strange, playing with another prick other than my own, but before long, I actually got into it, found it not nearly as weird or as strange as I thought in the beginning it might be. And as excited and aroused as your mom and her sister became, they eventually sat there across from us, doing the same thing to one another, which made it a hell of a lot easier for the two of us."
That I could actually picture in my mind, doing so. And oddly enough, I then felt my own cock stir, looking down at myself as it suddenly poked its shy little head out of my foreskin looking up at me.
"So then what happened?" I asked curiously.
"Well, after that, we sort of played follow the leader. I mean, we'd already been treated to watching the two of them together, so if they'd really wanted to, they could have made it a lot harder on the two of us, and simply insist that we honor our end of the bargain. But what they now did, once again made things easier for us. Jackie leaned over and went down on your mom briefly, sitting up, once again fingering her split as they looked over towards us. Surprisingly, it was Uncle Frank who made the first move, even before I did, leaning over, and now doing the same thing to me. Once again, I didn't freak out or jump up, or anything else. Quite frankly, it felt good...surprisingly. Maybe not as nice or as thrilling as the way your mom and sister's do it, but...it still did, and got better the longer he stayed there and did it, still getting used to the idea himself I think."
That one was a little harder to picture, though I finally managed it.
"And then of course...it was my turn."
The thought of my own father sucking another man's dick wasn't something I could have ever imagined, knowing him. And yet...here he was, this strong virile man's man standing there telling me that he had, and that he'd actually ended up enjoying it. A fact that was punctuated as he stood there with what now was, a steely hard erection, and which he also now stood, toying with as he told his story.
"Now, the point I'm trying to make here is this, the fact that Frank and I eventually sucked one another's dicks didn't change either one of us. He's still he...and I'm still me. Nothing's changed. But what did change, was the appreciation your mother, and your Aunt gave to each of us for having done that for them. Obviously, that meant a lot to them both, something that they...just like we enjoy seeing them do, wanted to see us do. So we did. And I don't have a moment's regret, or lose any sleep over it either. Pleasing your mother, every bit as much as she pleases me, is more important than any hang-ups, inhibitions, or insecurities about myself that I might have. And I've now learned...I really don't have any now either. So...that being said," dad stated looking over directly at my mother and sisters as they continued sitting on the couch, now looking at him. "Brian's not me...he's his own man," dad said seeing the look of confusion suddenly appear in each one of their faces. "When we all agreed to do this, together, we did so with the understanding that it was meant to be fun and exciting...for all of us. At no time has any of us done something we've been uncomfortable with in doing, nor have any of us forced anyone else into doing something they unwillingly didn't want to do. Regardless of whatever agreements were made when all this started, I think that one single rule, holds precedence over everything else. So Collette," dad paused including my sister and mom with an additional look though not using their names, "If your brother isn't comfortable in doing that, regardless of the fact it might be one of your fantasies or desires to see, I don't feel its right to force him into doing anything he doesn't wish to. It's not worth it for one thing, and if that's something you still really want to see, then I am sure that this evening after your Aunt and Uncle arrive here, we can arrange that. So even IF Brian is part of that fantasy, for whatever reason, it's not fare to him, or to any of us for that matter either, to expect anyone of us to do something we're simply not comfortable with in doing."
At that moment, I had more respect for my father than I had ever had. As much as I still had a bit to consider and think about, I didn't see him any differently either, and likewise suspected I wouldn't see my Uncle Frank in any different light either. I'd always looked up to him as well, often seeing him as more of an older brother than an Uncle, especially in the way he had always treated and respected me. I knew now, none of that had changed, and never would.
"Ok," I said simply. Dad looked at me, as were the three women. "No...I mean it. I'm ok with it," I said, and then looked down at myself. My cock was rigidly hard.
"You sure?" Dad said once again concernedly.
"Yeah, I am...though I would ask one small thing."
"Sure, name it," he said, though I then turned my attention back to mom and my sisters.
"I sort of liked dad's telling me how they played follow the leader. So...can we sort of do that too?"
I don't think I've ever seen my sister's grin as broadly as they now were. "Whatever makes it easiest for you little brother," Collette told me, though now looking over at my hard stiff cock, she added, "Though maybe...we should start calling you our BIG brother," she grinned. "Our very, very...BIG brother!"
**
Since the seating arrangements weren't at all identical to the ones at my Aunt and Uncles place, mom and the girls immediately stood up, thus vacating the couch. What worked however, as dad and I then sat down on it, was when mom took dad's chair sitting in it. The arms of which were enormous, and easily allowed my sister's to sit upon, even though mom was sitting lower. What she then did, was to reach over placing her hands in each of their laps, as she began toying with their bare, very wet wide open splits. Collette and Mandy, in return, were just at the right height to lean over slightly and fondle mom's breasts simultaneously, which I had always enjoyed seeing.
And then as Uncle Frank had, dad made the first move, first contact with me.
I actually flinched a little when I first felt his hand wrap itself around my dick as though sizing it up. Slowly, he began working it up and down. As he did, I found myself getting used to the unfamiliar sensation of it, though looking a few feet across the way at my mom and sisters as she sat twiddling their twats made it a whole lot easier to do.
Once he'd begun doing that, and once I realized I wasn't going to lose my erection because he was, I actually reached over grabbing his, though still not looking at it when I did. What I realized then in doing so, was that I began to sense things, obvious differences between us, and found myself curiously exploring him all the while allowing my mind, rather than my eyes to visualize and entertain what I was doing.
The fact there was such a major difference in the size and shape of our cocks was immediately obvious as I stroked it. I mean I knew that already of course, just in looking at it previously, watching him. But it was something altogether different to be sensing that through touch, even more pronounced in a way that actually just looking at it. Now I felt the differences, and found them startling, even more so than through their appearance. We had double-fucked my mother together. I had slid my cock up and down side-by-side his. Even then, we still hadn't actually touched if one wanted to get really technical about it. And yet...I had still felt him, just as I was doing now, only with my hand and not my prick. It was funny to realize I'd already accepted that long before now, and here I was, exploring, coming to grips with that exploration, acceptance, and then finding that I was, and that it wasn't like anything I had somehow managed to imagine it to be. Or how I imagined I would feel upon doing so. It was at the very least, interesting.



The first noticeable difference was of course the size and shape of the heads. His had this fat thick mushroom like tip, interesting to grip as I did so, feeling the flange of his ridge as it pressed against my fingers as I held it, stroking it. Mine of course more pointed, tapered, which his hand slid easily up and down, surprising me as he squeezed out a bit of lubrication, now using that to further stimulate my cock with. I found myself doing the same to him, though I actually had to let go for a moment in order to gather it up with my fingers before reapplying it back to his dick.
The second noticeable difference was when actually stroking it, the sensation so totally different from when doing myself. Whereas mine was a bit more pointed at the end, it quickly thickened considerably after that, especially upon reaching the base near my balls. Dad's was almost just the opposite. Much thicker at the tip obviously, about as thick and big around as I was there, and then rapidly thinning towards his balls, giving it that "baseball bat" appearance I had noticed earlier. The one thing I didn't find much difference in at all, and would have been hard pressed to gage it, would have been any real noticeable difference in the length of either.
"That looks hot!" Collette groaned looking over towards us. Though Mandy as well as my mother's eyes were glued on the two of us as well. I could see by her look that she meant it, her lust clearly evident as she watched dad and I sitting there side by side, fondling one another's pricks. Interestingly enough, I'd actually begun to enjoy it, finally looking over, watching myself do so now as I sat there.
"Come here you two!" Mom said, changing things up a little from the way things had gone down at my Aunt and Uncles place. Something I didn't mind at the moment either. Though I'd managed to get through my initial fears well enough at actually holding my dad's prick in my hand, the thought of soon possibly sucking it hadn't as yet registered. When mom called us over to her, I was actually given a bit of a reprieve, and more time to adjust, contemplate and still possibly accept letting things go further.
Now standing directly in front of her, she reached out having removed her fingers from my sister's respective pussies. Gripping us each, she pulled us forwards towards her, now placing us directly against one another. I now watched, and then felt as her tongue snaked out, flicking at the two of us simultaneously. It was a wickedly delicious sensation, as was her hand as she held us, likewise now rubbing our cocks against one another as she sat there still licking them, and even sucking them as she somehow managed to open her mouth wide enough to accept them both.
"Ooh, I'd like to try doing that myself!" Collette groaned excitedly.
Reluctantly, mom removed us both from her mouth. "Go ahead!" she urged my sister. "Damn fucking fun!"
Still holding the two of us together, dad and I sort of pivoted on our feet, mom passing us off, as Collette now reached out taking us in her hand. Within seconds, she had gathered the two of us in her mouth, sucking at, nipping at us each, the feel of her jacking us both up and down, dad's dick pressed against mine as she did so. Neither one of us at all surprised when several minutes after that, Mandy expressed, or rather demanded...it was her turn.
As Mandy knelt down in front of us, having a go at our pressed together dicks, mom and Collette made themselves comfortable on the floor. They were soon busily lapping at one another with their tongues, the slick sounds of their lubrications soon being heard, fueling the unexpected fire in my balls as the exquisite sensation of what I was now feeling began melting away whatever final inhibitions or resolve I might have had. Looking down at my sister, and then over and mom and Collette, I knew then I was in for a penny as well as a pound.
Almost wordlessly, dad and I slowly eased down onto the floor next to mom and Collette. Upon seeing us, they remained where they were, though they immediately quit licking one another. Now watching us, just as Mandy now was, sitting down next to the two of them. Once again dad made the first move, though I actually beat him to the punch, my hand already on his dick as I drew it into my mouth, just as he did to me.
Three almost simultaneous moans from the girls told us that they were more than pleased at what they were seeing, along with the sudden sounds of fingers busily engaged as they began fingering themselves or perhaps one another. I didn't know, didn't care at the time, hearing that was exciting enough, making it far easier for me as I tentatively sucked my very first cock ever.
I won't say it wasn't different, obviously it was. Not at all like eating or licking pussy, which I still knew I preferred and always would. But I didn't freak out, or find myself repulsed either, which surprised me a little. Nor of course neither had dad as I felt his lips gently engulf me, drawing in the entire length of my cock, sucking it. We continued to do so for quite some time, the sounds of the girls obviously enjoying themselves as they watched us. When I actually felt the tingles of what I knew would eventually lead to orgasm, only then did I release my father's prick, just as he did. Perhaps he sensed it as well as we both sat up somewhat sheepishly.
"Like I said earlier, that was fucking hot!" Collette grinned wickedly. "Now, just one more thing if you would, quirky as this may sound, but I'd honestly, truly and really appreciate this if you'll do it for me."
I almost said, "I've already done this much, there's no fucking way I'm fucking dad's ass, or that he's fucking mine!" Luckily, I didn't need to as Collette then explained the rest of it.
"It's really a simple silly thing, but something I would love to see the two of you do. What I'd like, is for the two of you to hold your dicks together, head to head, and then jerk yourselves off until you cum. Will you do that for me? Please?"
Given the circumstances, it was far less than I was expecting, and even dad seemed a little relieved himself upon having heard that.
"Whatever floats your boat sweetness," dad said grinning at her. "I'm game, if Brian is."
Even that was uniquely different. Jerking myself off, pressing the tip of my dick against dads, him doing the same to himself as Collette slid between the two of us on the floor looking up. Mom and Mandy stood off to either side, watching us that way, now likewise fingering themselves however, just as Collette was. A five way, self masturbation session, all of us watching one another doing so, though dad and I actually making contact together.
Collette had purposely placed herself where she was for a reason, not in just getting a good vantage point to see us, though she did, but as we learned minutes later when dad and I finally managed to get ourselves off. As I had now come to expect with him, dad's orgasm began, a slow rolling thing that began seconds earlier for his knowing, than for any of us. Once again some form of rigidity set in, his hand suddenly unmoving, no longer stroking himself. It was the way he did it, preferred it perhaps. Everyone unique in that way too as I had come to learn. He just let his orgasm take its course in its own way and time, slowly. I stood watching the first little balloon of sperm bubble from the tip, and then slowly began to ooze out the tip, each successive little pulsation and throb bringing forth more and more of his white thick nectar. I watched it begin to cream the entire head of my prick, and then slide off each side dripping down where it now began to land with an obvious "splat" on my sister, still laying below us. She was panting hotly, furiously fingering herself, and now crying out with glee as she saw dad's cum pouring out, and soon after my own.
I felt the jettison of my spunk race up my shaft, stood there and watched it as it exploded against dad's cock, watched as I in turn covered his prick in my cream now adding to the even greater, massive cumfall cascade as it fell towards Collette. She watched, feeling it as it landed against her breasts, her tummy as well as the floor, only then reaching up to begin smearing it into her skin. Finally spent, exhausted, I stepped back relocating the couch, just as dad found his chair. Mandy and mom both now hovering over Collette, helping her to smear what looked, and had felt like gallons of cum cream as they'd poured down over my sister.
It was long moments before the three of them regained a sense of composure as well. When they did, mom was the first to speak.
"Damn good thing we have wooden floors," she laughed. "What a mess!"
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We'd been sitting around relaxing and recovering from our last round of intensity when the phone rang. Aunt Jackie had called to let us know the roads had been plowed and were passable, so they were on their way. That left us about an hour before they arrived, just time enough to shower up again and dress. I noticed a small smile on dads face upon hearing that, and a curious one on mom's as she returned the Tupperware bowl with the one single remaining folded slip of paper inside it back to the upper counter top in the kitchen.
"Guess this will have to wait for a bit," she'd stated only then catching dad's look.
"Works for me," dad had said nonchalantly without giving anything away. With that dad headed upstairs to shower and dress, mom following.
"Guess that leaves us with the downstairs shower," I said looking at my sisters. "Not much time either, so please don't spend your usual amount of time in the shower or not only won't there be enough hot water for me, but there won't be any time left before they get here either!" I told my sisters.
"Not to worry LB," Collette said calling me by her pet name, LB meaning Little Brother. "Your showers big enough to accommodate all of us at the same time. And under the circumstances, I don't think any of us will have a problem doing that now either," she winked as she headed downstairs, Mandy and I quickly following.
As silly as it might sound, the idea of doing so aroused me. It would be a first, showering with my sisters. How many times we had barged in on one another in the past, all of us at one time or another teasingly stealing peeks, annoying one another into hurrying up. Though it was always with the intent on grabbing a quick sneaky look at one another. Now...here the three of us were, once again naked stepping into the shower together. As large as it was, with three people climbing inside the shower enclosure, the quarters were still a bit cramped and would take some careful maneuvering for each of us to be able to wash up.
"Might be easier if we just stand in one spot and let someone else wash our backs...and such," Mandy suggested playfully, though serious about it at well. It was a good idea, and we soon began applying soap to one another, washing one another simultaneously.
It was inevitable that I soon had an erection. With Mandy's hands washing my back, and then slithering down to spend an inordinate amount of time on my ass, she was already sending a wave of pleasurable sensations to my groin anyway. Added to that, me standing pressed against Collette, my rapidly firming cock now poking against her backside as my own hands ran up and down her lithe form. And then hearing her moan in addition to that, my hands coming around in front to soap up her incredible breasts, the slickness of my hands as they slid over those twin orbs. Collette's nipples so firm and hard, as I palmed them, all pretense of actually washing them long forgotten.
Mandy had of course reached around me, now soaping and stroking my rock hard shaft. As she began doing that, I quite naturally reached down and around Collette. Leaning forward slightly, she braced her arms against the side of the shower and spread her legs slightly allowing me better access. Her pussy was slick with her arousal, my fingers easily slipping inside as I tickled her clit, fingering her, Mandy's hand running up and down my equally slippery prick as we stood there together. I was half tempted to just shove my dick inside her as easy as it would have been, but to be honest, Mandy's pumping hand felt delicious, as did the fingering of my other sister's cunt as she did that.
"Switch!" Mandy suddenly announced, which I was somewhat grateful she'd said as that would give me a reprieve for a moment, though even that was short lived. Turning, I now reached out soaping my other sister's breasts, enjoying the subtle feel and differences between them. Mandy's nipples might not have stuck out nearly as far as Collette's did, but they were slightly fatter, and just as hard as I now began tweaking them. Collette too seemed to take some measure of delight in soaping and caressing my ass, though she soon took that a bit farther, much to my surprise.
I soon felt her soapy finger toying with the opening of my ass, not quite slipping in as she merely tickled it, simultaneously reaching around to now fondle my prick as Mandy now emulated her sister's stance earlier, leaning forward supporting herself against the wall as she slightly spread her legs. I now fingered her from behind, one, and then two fingers now sliding in and out of her deliciously slick cunt, the sounds of which could actually be heard over the sound of the shower as it pounded down upon us. I then felt Collette's finger suddenly press, a second later slipping inside my ass as she stood there worming it about, still stroking my prick.
"Fuck sis, keep doing that, and I won't last very damn long!" I warned her.
"We don't have very long, remember?" she laughed. "And besides, you'll need a little time to recover for later," she then told me.
"There might not be a later," I then said. "Guess it depends on how long Aunt Jackie and Uncle Frank stay." Collette burst out laughing upon hearing that. "What?"
"Why do you think they're coming over? Especially in this weather?" she now stated. "I'm willing to bet mom's already filled her in on everything we've been doing. You know damn good and well she tells her sister everything, and especially that you now know about the four of them, wouldn't surprise me in the least that she's hoping to get a piece of you now herself!"
I hadn't really thought about that until now. I supposed that was possible, though I'd pretty much figured it was just something that the four of them had decided to engage in and outside of that one instance with Collette, not really assuming that might include Mandy and I too.
I suddenly knew I wasn't going to last very long after having heard that. Aunt Jackie might not have inherited the large breasted trait of the family, but she still had nicely shaped boobs, and a taut firm little body to go along with that feisty attitude of hers. As I stood there thinking about her, I couldn't help but wonder if she carried that wild-assed attitude into the bedroom.
The all too familiar tingle down inside my balls brought me back to the immediate present however, much as I would have liked to continue standing there fantasizing about my Aunt.
"I'm serious Collette, keep doing what you're doing, and I'm going to be shooting off here pretty soon!"
"I wanna see!" Mandy said turning around, forcing me to disengage my fingers from her cunt. "I just love seeing you squirt!" she then added.
Within seconds I was again being treated to a double licking from my sisters as they knelt down in front of me, although I knew it wasn't going to be a very long prolonged pleasure as I was already teetering on the edge as it was.
"Whenever you're ready!" Collette urged me giggling, as was Mandy. "Just let us know so we can watch it come out," she quickly added.
Just hearing her say that was enough to trigger my release as my sister's hands continued to pump my prick together.
"Here it comes!" I announced a second after that, hardly giving them any warning at all, though Collette's hand now cupping my tight balls had already hinted at that anyway as both she and Mandy sat back slightly, still stroking my cock, yet enthusiastically urging me to do so.
"Squirt it Brian! Squirt it! Shoot that hot sticky fuck-butter all over the two of us," she cried out to me as Mandy joined her.
"Yeah Brian! Shoot it! Shoot it! Squirt it out...all over your hot naughty fucking sisters!"
That did it. The moment she said that, I felt the surge of cum explode up the length of my shaft, rocketing out with a great deal of force and intensity as I began showering them with my own brand of liquid soap.
I stood watching it as it spattered against their faces, their necks, and finally their beautiful breasts. Finally releasing me, I pumped out the last few streamers of spunk myself until I felt my legs weaken, threatening to give out beneath me, stumbling back to sit down in the one tiny corner seat at the far end of the enclosure. As I did that, the girls stood, now facing one another, standing on either side of the still pounding spray from the shower.
"We got time?" Mandy asked.
"We'll make time," Collette told her. "Too damn horny to get out of the shower feeling like this!" she informed her sister.
It quickly became obvious this was something they had done before, though it had perhaps been a while. Standing across from one another, Collette reached up adjusting the shower spray until it began to pulsate at a more forceful rate. I noticed as they now reached across towards one another, the water joined their hands as they began fingering one another, playing with their respective clits as the two of them finger-fucked one another with one hand, caressing their own breasts with the other. I might have only moments ago shot my wad, but even sitting there spent as I was, I was still highly aroused as I watched them doing this.
"Obviously, this isn't the first time the two of you have done this," I observed, receiving a chuckle from them both in response to that.
"There's a lot we've done, you're not aware of LB," Collette groaned pleasurably. "Perhaps later, or over the next few days, we'll share some of them with you," she teased hotly.
I was content however for the moment at least, to just sit there and watch the two of them as they rather quickly got one another off, though the pulsating beat of the water certainly helped. Almost simultaneously, they both shuddered, moaning pleasurably as they came on one another's hands and fingers.
"Well, now that the edge is off, we'd better get out and get dressed, no doubt Aunt Jackie and Uncle Frank will be arriving any time now," Collette said urging us into motion, and then adding. "Which makes me wonder about daddy's fantasy, and why he specifically wanted to wait until today before sharing with us what it is," she said looking over at me directly.
"Bet it has something to do with Aunt Jackie," Mandy quipped eyeing her back.
"Ya think?" Collette responded laughing. "I bet that whatever it is, it does, I know Uncle Frank's been dying to fuck either one of us, so perhaps dad's given him the go ahead to do it now that we've all let our hair down, though I guess we'll have to wait and see whichever way it is. But...I'm also willing to bet knowing Aunt Jackie, as fond as she's always been of LB here, that it has something specific to do with that too!"
Admittedly I was now very curious about it myself, stepping out to dry off and then hurriedly dress, just as my sister's did. They were just as excited, if not more so than I was to see what the evening would bring and soon after raced back upstairs joining my parents who surprised us by finding them sitting in the living room, still wearing nothing more than their bathrobes instead of being dressed as we now all were.
**
Just a short time later we heard the sound of Uncle Frank's older model Hummer pulling up in front of the house, the oversized tires crunching through the hard-packed snow. Seconds later they came in, both of them wearing Cheshire cat grins on their faces.
"Ok, so what did we miss?" Jackie laughed, and then came over giving me an affectionate kiss. It didn't surprise me that she did, as she always did. But what did surprise me, was when she let her lips linger on mine a bit longer than normal, not to mention her hand coming down between us feeling briefly the small bulge in my pants as she did that.
Dad had already stoked the fire, once again warming the room, almost uncomfortably so, especially now that I was actually dressed again.
"Come in, sit down, make yourselves comfortable while dad pours us all a drink," mom told her. "And then...I'll fill you all in!"
Collette was right. On the one hand, I should have realized that there was very little mom wouldn't have shared or discussed with her sister. On the other however, I was surprised she really hadn't said much of anything until now, though perhaps the weather had had something to do with that, as they'd spent very little time on the phone after the lines were working again. As everyone settled in, fresh drinks in hand, mom got this amused, mischievous little twinkle in her eye.
"As I hinted at over the phone...it all began the night that Brian and his sister's camped out down here on the bed," she began. And then slowly over the next hour, mom almost shockingly related each and everything we'd all done or experienced with one another since then, even a few things I wasn't aware of, or perhaps didn't remember. I was surprised to find myself highly aroused, just sitting there listening to her, though by the way my Uncle and father both fidgeted in their seats, they were becoming quite aroused themselves by the looks of it.
"It is getting uncomfortably hot in here for some reason," my Aunt stated jokingly after a time. "Anyone mind if we get comfortable?" she asked.
"Of course not," mom said glancing over towards me, though I merely sat there smiling at her as she said that, visions of my Aunt soon being naked herself already filling my head. "You know where the guest robes are," she then added.
Both my Aunt and Uncle then stood and hurriedly made their way upstairs, the five of us watching them do so as dad spoke.
"Well, guess now it's my turn isn't it?" he stated reminding us all in a second that it was in fact, and even more importantly, that it did indeed have something to do with my Aunt and Uncle being there.
"Do you want me to get the bowl, or are you just going to tell us?" mom asked curiously, yet clearly excited now.
"Seems sort of silly to do that under the circumstances, so I'll just wait for Jackie and Frank to rejoin us, then I'll just lay out my fantasy for you all then."
I felt myself nervously excited, and feeling a bit awkward and uncomfortable now too. Not because of what was about to happen, but because I was actually dressed and now anxious to once again shed my clothes. My sister's must have been thinking the exact same thing as they whispered back and forth to one another briefly, and then stood up and quickly began to slip out of their respective clothing. Mom looked over towards me, smiling as I now stood and began doing the same.
By the time my Aunt and Uncle returned heading back down the stairs, the five of us now sat entirely naked there in the living room. Seeing us, Aunt Jackie laughed.
"Go figure, suddenly we're the ones overdressed once again." She chuckled, and then even before reaching the bottom of the stairs, she had opened her robe, draping it over the banister now entirely naked herself, though Uncle Jack continued to proceed into the living room still wearing his.
"You know sis, you still make me jealous as hell every time I see you naked!" mom quipped as we all sat there eying her. She was not quite two years older than mom, but it was clearly evident she had the body of a woman ten, perhaps even fifteen years younger than her age. Like Collette, she'd discovered early on in life that she was incapable of bearing any children, as such, she'd had a much easier time of it keeping in shape. Her breasts were far smaller than my mom's or sisters, yet well rounded and full for their size. And yes, they were also a bit more perky in appearance because of that too, each one capped with delicate pink colored nipples that nearly blended in with the tone of her surrounding breast flesh, just a hint of slightly darker coloration as they came to a cute sexy little point, upturned slightly at the ends with a bit of a puffy nipple capping each.
Unlike mom however, she wasn't entirely shaved, though she had trimmed her pubic hair into what we jokingly called "a landing strip", so thin in appearance that she might well have shaved it instead.
I almost laughed out loud as Uncle Frank retook his seat on the couch sitting next to my now naked mother, her hand immediately slipping inside the open slit of his robe, her hand obviously seeking him out even though she continued looking at, and talking to her sister.
"Harold was just about to share with us all...his fantasy," she informed them both. "So...whenever you're ready honey...the floor's all yours."
Dad stood, his somewhat flaccid prick already lifting its head as he stood there, clearing his voice, and then actually blushing a little as he spoke. I glanced over towards mom again, her hand already busy in my Uncle's lap, stroking him up and down though she hadn't as yet revealed him as she did so.
"My fantasy is actually a bit simpler perhaps than everyone else's has been, but it's still been a long-held fantasy of mine, and one that your mother is very aware of," he said looking over towards her. Her eyes clearly revealed she had guessed right earlier, knowing very well what it obviously was. He then turned toward me, looking at me directly. "It might be a bit more difficult for you Brian," he warned me, since it pretty much just involves you and your mother rather than the rest of us, at least in the beginning," he now added. "So I hope you'll be willing to indulge your old man here."
Now I really was curious. But...after all that had happened, even with the inclusion of my Aunt and Uncle being there, I couldn't think of a single thing now that I'd find myself uncomfortable in doing. Even Aunt Jackie was grinning from ear to ear, and I had a pretty good indication in her doing that, that she too had a pretty good idea what dad was leading up to.
He paused once again briefly clearing his throat, now looking away from me, taking everyone in as a whole, as he spoke.
"Until all this," he said eyeing us. "I didn't really think this was ever something that would actually happen, so it remained for quite a while a very private fantasy, one in which I didn't even share with mom until last year," dad confessed. "But once I had, once I'd told your mother about it, who I am sure has already told Aunt Jackie about it now," he said lifting his eyebrows questioningly towards her, receiving a subtle nod of her head in kind confirming it, he went on. "She then made it possible for me to actually experience it, when she came up with the idea for this little game we've been playing. But before I tell you the specifics, I'd like to share with you a little story about it myself, and then you'll quite obviously know what it is, or at least have a pretty good idea what it is I want to see, and experience again," he told us. By now, his cock was at full staff, as was Uncle Frank's as mom finally parted his robe, untying the sash, which had held it together. I was a little surprised to discover that Frank's prick, though very hard, was considerably smaller than either my dad's or even mines was. Mom didn't seem to mind however, nor obviously did my Aunt Jackie as she held it, still fisting him as we all sat there listening.
"Long ago, when I was just around Brian's age, my Aunt, along with my cousin had come for a week's visit. We had a small place back then that we lived in, so there wasn't a whole lot of place for people to sleep. My aunt...had been fixed up on a futon on the family room with my cousin, who was also around my age sleeping on a cot nearby. I had gotten up for some odd reason, which I hardly ever did as I was a very sound sleeper. Needing to pee, and then wanting something to drink after that, I had come into the kitchen trying to be quiet as I expected my aunt and cousin to be sleeping in the family room as I came in. To my surprise, they weren't however, neither one of them. So then when I came into the kitchen, I could hear voices outside. I walked over to the kitchen window and looked out, which is when I saw what I saw. An image which has stayed with me all these years, and something that as a boy growing up, I had with me as the major masturbatory experience in my adult life, and something that even to this very day, I still think about and fantasize over."



"So what did you see?" Mandy asked sounding both impatient as well as excited.
"What I saw, and which has obviously stayed with me, was MY Aunt, and my cousin fucking there in the chase lounge. But even more surprisingly, I also saw my mother as she sat there in one of the other chairs watching them, playing with herself. As erotically exciting as it was to see the two of them, it was even more erotic to see my own mother playing with herself while she watched them. Eventually, my cousin came in her of course. And then the moment he did, my mother got up, went over and got down between her sister's legs, and then went down on her. Though Andy, my cousin had just shot his load, it didn't take him very damn long before he had slipped his prick into my mom from behind, and then fucked her. I jerked off over having seen that for years, and they never did find out I had watched them doing that, though eventually mom did catch me jerking off one day and just stood there watching me do it. When I realized that she was, and when she didn't just slip out and go away, even though she turned and started to, that's when I did tell her about that night. Needless to say...that's when we fucked. But, I'd always regretted not having gone out and joined them when I had the chance. Never did fuck my Aunt either, though she's not half as attractive as yours is," dad said winking at me as I smiled back at my Aunt.
"So ok, we have an idea of your fantasy," Collette said, "But I'm still not sure what all it entails, or what you want any of us to do," she told him.
"Well, what I'd like to do is sort of recreate, and thus recapture that moment," dad told us. "And though we can't exactly take this outside, I do think we can sort of rearrange the furniture in here a little so that it's at least similar. Then of course, I'd like to start my fantasy out...watching mom fuck Brian in the chair, her sitting on top of him just like my cousin did with his mom, and then Jackie, sitting nearby watching for a while until he's done." He looked over at her. "You have any problems with any of that?" He asked.
"Not a single solitary one," she grinned wickedly. "Sounds damn fucking exciting in fact," she added. "Especially the sucking his cum out of my sister's cunt," she then quipped.
"Where do the rest of us fit in?" Mandy asked worriedly.
"Well, that part we ad-lib just a little," dad told her. "You see, the other part of that fantasy for me was imagining my sister was the one to be standing behind me jerking me off while I stood there watching the three of them. Though obviously that never did happen. She and I never did do anything together, though I'd always wanted to and had so often thought about it. So...if either you or your sister would play the role of my sister, and do that for me, it would really make my fantasy complete. As for you Frank, if you wouldn't mind perhaps standing in the other hallway, sort of out of my vision...no offense, but someplace you can also watch, and perhaps one of my other girls jerking you off while you do, that would indeed complete this for me, and take me back to that date in time once again. So...everyone ok with that?" he asked.
Everyone was, and were soon rearranging the furniture slightly, with Mandy volunteering to take care of Uncle Frank as she was now curious about him. Collette seemed more than pleased with her fantasy role, taking care of dad while I resituated the couch next to the round end table which Aunt Jackie would be sitting next to while she watched mom and I fuck. I was surprised to find myself as aroused as I suddenly now was, realizing that in moments, mom and I would in fact be doing that for a time, with everyone else standing around watching us for a while as we did that. Eventually of course, I would soon fuck my Aunt from behind as she sucked out my sticky wet juice from mom's pussy, a thought that suddenly had me stiffening faster than I had thought possible.
As dad and Collette took up their position nearer the stairs, which gave him what he said was the exact same angle he'd had back then as he watched his mom, aunt and cousin. Uncle Frank and Mandy stood off to the other side more in the doorway of the kitchen looking in, where he couldn't actually see them, but where they could still easily watch the three of us. Aunt Jackie positioned herself off to one side, initially with her back towards everyone, but where I could sit there and easily watch her while she played with herself as mom now climbed into my lap where I sat, and proceeded to make herself ready to fuck me.
"This is going to be fun...and naughty," she said leaning over whispering in my ear, "I've had a few fantasies of my own similar to this," she then added. "So maybe in time, I'll tell you about one or two of those."
"I'd like that," I responded. "And I'll admit mom...I've had one or two of those myself," I freely admitted, no longer inhibited about admitting that to her, especially as she leaned forward, not quite cunting me yet, though I felt her warm delicious pussy resting directly against me. I did reach up however, placing each of my hands on my mother's breasts as I began kneading and playing with them contentedly.
"Though I'm damn near there now," she again whispered, "Once I am really horny? Aroused? I enjoy having my nipples tugged on, and twisted hard Brian. Would you mind doing that? When I'm ready?"
"Just tell me when, and then I sure as hell will!" I assured her, already looking forward to stretching her boobs with my hands, tugging on those fucking hard nipples of hers the moment I could do so and get away with it without actually hurting her.
"You can start whenever you'd like," dad called out from around the corner where he stood. Already his breath was labored as he said that, and though I couldn't see Collette as clearly as I might have liked, I could tell she was already standing behind dad, working his prick as he stood there looking over towards us. Just then however, mom reached down, grasping my cock, and in seconds had impaled herself on me, my prick sliding all the way in to the hilt as she sat there for a moment unmoving, just giving the two of us a moment to savor that particular moment. Jackie's pleasured sigh as she sat next to us, told us both that she too had already begun. She'd lifted one leg onto the table, just as dad had told her he'd seen his mother do. And then began stroking her pussy, twiddling her clit before actually finger-fucking it, just as she had now begun doing.
It was also mildly interesting to also glance over and see Uncle Frank as Mandy stood beside him, her hand on his dick, though his was likewise in her, fingering my sister's cunt as she stood next to him, one leg partially lifted, balanced against his hip as she stood there smiling watching the three of us.
"God baby, you're so fucking hard...and big!" Mom moaned pleasurably, also speaking loud enough so that dad could easily hear her. His responding moan told us he had, and that it was also quite evident he was in fact reliving that past fond memory.
The feel of mom's hot slick cunt as she rode my cock was amazing enough. The way she could control her inner muscles, clenching my shaft, throbbing herself around it was beyond anything I'd ever experienced before. And then added to that, looking over towards my Aunt, simply enhanced every sensation I was feeling tenfold. As she sat there, I immediately noticed that she had fairly long swollen labia, far longer and larger than my mother's or even my sisters. Fascinated, I saw her pulling on them, stretching them out with her fingers to either side, and then jiggling them up and down, back and forth wildly. It fit her personality, attitude. She was always considered to be sassy, and even the way she masturbated was that. Unbridled, as she was, certainly uninhibited, Aunt Jackie made no excuses, made no bones about what felt good, and how she best enjoyed it. She spanked her cunt, pinched her clit pulling on it, and then went back to pulling on her lips, almost painfully so, once again wiggling them about frantically, wildly, moaning and groaning the entire time.
I could also hear the slickness of my father's dick as Collette stroked it, he must have been leaking precum fuck juice like a sieve as Collette gathered up his rich fat droplets of juice, reapplying them to his dick, and then jacking it slowly up and down just the way he liked it. I heard her squeeze it, juicing it even more, just the way I very often did, and had a pretty damn good idea of how if felt as Collette continued to do that for him.
Mandy's hot panting breath was another nice addition. I could tell she was already beyond excitement, no doubt her own pussy juice was already starting to run down between her legs. She might not squirt the way her sister did, but she was almost from the get-go, a constant running stream of juice that never seemed to let up, including long after her orgasm was finished. It just continued to trickle out of her pussy like a tap that wouldn't quite turn all the way off.
"Now," mom murmured softly into my ear as she half nuzzled my neck, leaning forward against me, her breasts still filling my hands as I held onto them. I grinned inwardly, releasing her tits only for a moment, recapturing them again, though this time by the nipples as I pinched and twisted them, softly at first, eliciting a long contented mewl from her upon doing so. "Harder!" She urged me. "Pull them, twist them, yank them...and fuck me!" she added unnecessarily.
So far, mom had pretty much been doing most of the work, though I was content to let her do so as it was allowing me a lot better control too. Upon hearing her tell me that however, I now began to thrust upwards, and inwards as she came down meeting me. The combination of which, now added fuel to the fire, the slap of flesh meeting flesh quite forcefully, my balls now slapping her as well. I continued to torture her tits, looking over as my Aunt now began to emulate my actions, likewise pulling on and twisting her own. An image, which I found even more interesting, seeing her do it, her tits suddenly elongating as she stretched hers far more than I was able to do so with moms. Aunt Jackie's already somewhat pointed nipples became even more cone-shaped. For some silly reason, they reminded me of those worn by Madonna the first time I'd ever seen her sing "Like a Virgin", a song that was now playing inside my head with each and every thrust of my cock inside my mother's cunt, her tits filling my hand as she moaned pleasurably above me.
"Oh my god! I'm going to come soon!" She suddenly announced, seemingly surprised at her own revelation. "Don't you dare fucking stop fucking me!" She warned me simultaneously, though I had of course no intention of doing so.
Once again I heard dad moan pleasurably from across the way, the sounds of Collette really going to town now on his dick, as likewise I could also hear the sounds of Mandy working on Uncle Franks.
"Come with me baby, make me cum when you do!" Mom urged me wantonly. "Let me feel the sperm you were created with, splashing inside my pussy...my cunt!" Mom amended wickedly. "Let me feel you squirting it inside me, filling me full with it...so that, ah...so that Darlene can lick it out of my pussy afterwards!"
Dad's sudden low, deep throated groan told me that mom's having used my grandmother's name had been the perfect touch at that moment. But it had also been the catalyst for my own explosion as I felt my balls suddenly tighten even more than they already were.
"Oh fuck! I'm gonna shoot!" I announced, and then began doing so.
The moment mom felt that first jettison of my spunk deep inside her, she too let go. She didn't gush the way Collette did, but I could feel a sudden addition of liquefied pleasure suddenly erupt from deep within mom's cunt, bathing my prick as I added my own sticky juice to hers, mingling with it now as we continued to sit there fucking one another wildly, furiously. I'd even let go of her tits, reaching around to literally dig my hands into her ass, helping to lift her up, slamming her back down on my shaft as I continued to pump out thick hot streamers of my joy juice into her.
Even my Aunt's hiss, as she came, sounding like a snake about to strike was erotically charged. Her long drawn out "Yesssssss!" as she watched us, now pounding her cunt again with her hand, slapping it furiously, the other somehow buried inside her with three, perhaps even four fingers as she did that was a sight to behold.
Now drained, spent, mom slowly climbed off me, her hand coming down to cup her own cunt, keeping our mutual combined spending from dripping entirely out of her as she now moved over to a place on the floor already prepared well ahead of time. She rolled over onto her back, me sitting just above her and off to one side as Aunt Jackie slid from her chair, now joining her.
I wasn't sure how long it would take me to recover, my only real concern here. Though not quite flaccid, I wasn't exactly hard either. As slippery as I knew my Aunt must be, I did seriously doubt I'd have a very easy time trying to put it inside her, let alone keeping it there. But there hadn't been any mention of an immediate movement to do so, and decided to just sit there and take what time I might need, now watching my Aunt and mother together, just as we all were.
Although cast into the role of my father's cousin for all this, I now had some semblance of an idea as to what it was he had witnessed, and why that image had remained with him all those years. It was erotic as hell! And strange as it was for me, I could actually see my Aunt Jackie, now looking somehow similar in appearance to the way my grandmother had looked when she'd been that young. Even now, though it had been several months's I would imagine her in a whole new way as well every time I saw her after this.
But it was looking down at Jackie now, the way she approached mom's pussy like it was some sort of delectable feast just sitting there waiting for her to sample it. It was mesmerizing too. Already, the thick rich creamy spunk had begun to flow out of mom's pussy, though I think she was using her inner muscles to force it out of her with, purposely so. And, some of which had already leaked out, oozing down onto the floor, but to my surprise, Aunt Jackie wasn't about to let any of that go to waste either.
Perhaps any other time, it would have been gross seeing her do that. But not this time. It was decadent, even obscene perhaps to see her lick up the little puddle that had slipped out before she could capture it with her lips and tongue. But even that merely added to, and enhanced the sensual, erotic, and yes dirty naughty flavor of the moment that was already stirring interest in my recently spent prick. Once she'd cleaned my spunk from the floor, she now licked upwards, catching the next rivulet that had began to cascade out of mom's pink wet opening, as though it was an iceberg about to fall into the sea. Catching that before it did, only then did she clamp her entire mouth down on mom's cunt, now sucking it, vacuuming it out with her tongue, drinking our combined essence as she pleasurably cleaned her out.
My dick stood, proud, stiff and straight once again. It was now time to fuck my aunt!
**
As I stood up, I quickly glanced over in my father's direction. Not too surprisingly, Collette now stood in front of him bent over slightly at the waist. Dad just then, thrusting his massive erection inside her, especially as her eyes grew as big around as saucers, pleasurably so.
As I turned towards my Uncle Frank and Mandy, I almost laughed. Without being able to see one another at all, they too had taken up the exact same position, Mandy now leaning over, with Uncle Frank now sliding his somewhat smaller prick into Mandy's cunt as she wiggled back against him pleasurably.
Now it was my turn to do the same. I knelt down on the floor, crawling up behind my Aunt. She didn't turn to look or acknowledge my presence, continuing to lap away at mom's cunt, noisily in fact as she did so. Cock in hand, I guided it to where I thought it should go, felt my Aunt's wetness and then slipped it inside her. I was surprised, no amazed, at how tight she felt, slick as she was. It took a moment for her to even then loosen up enough to accept me, and as she did, she let out a low, deep throated moan still somehow managing to eat mom's cunt, never once taking her tongue or lips away from her as I slowly managed to ease myself inside her.
I began to slowly fuck her now, in and out...almost torturously slow at first as she thrust herself back against me, meeting me, each time just a tiny bit more forceful than the first time. And as good as that felt, as erotic as it was, the most erotic thing was looking into my mother's eyes, hers locked on mine as she lay there fondling her own breasts, twisting and pulling on her nipples just the way I'd been doing. I'd never seen anyone look so beautiful before in all my life, the pleasure in her face, the love in her eyes, the serenity as my Aunt's tongue, mouth and lips devoured her was beyond description.
I could have easily fucked my Aunt forever, without ever coming I think, just enjoying the beauty and pleasure that I saw in my mother's face while doing that would have been enough.
Movement told me that dad and Collette had somehow inched closer. I could only imagine what that might have looked like as they did, still coupled together. A great idea for a family outing perhaps during the summer, "A new version of the old wheelbarrow races perhaps", or some such anyway. But he finally spoke again looking down at us.
"At the end, when my cousin came, he pulled out of mom's pussy, I remember standing there watching it as he squirted, as his cum blast arched over my mother's ass, up her back, a lot of which then landed in his own mother's face. That's when I came, that's when I shot my own load watching him as he did that, as mom then turned around, and finished sucking him off."
The next scene had been set, and I wasn't about to disappoint him if I could help it, I just hoped that after two very intense orgasms that day already, I'd still have enough left to pull off another good one for him.
As aroused as I was, had been...and would be, there was no reason for worry, though I didn't know it at the time.
It was cool as hell feeling my Aunt come. I was beginning to realize that even in that, no two women ever seemed to climax the same way. And she was a bit like dad was in that regard too. She didn't really say anything or warn anyone that she was about to. The only indication I really got was this sudden vice-like grip of her pussy as it clenched around my cock, holding it. Now I had some sense of how dogs get hung up together when they fuck. I swear that there was no way in hell I could have thrust even another inch inside her, let alone been able to draw it out of her without help either. She just held me, and I felt her quivering inside, then this low wail as it finally escaped her mouth, followed by a series of shakes and shivers that finally released the death-like grip she had on my prick.
Perhaps when she did that, she had choked off the sensation of my own impending climax, tempering it perhaps. But the moment she had, I felt this surge, this overwhelming immediate rush of ecstasy, and new damn good and well, I too now was coming!
I almost leaped from inside my Aunt's cunt, fisting my prick as I stood, watching the fountain of jisim as it erupted, and then just the way dad described it, in seeing it, so did I do it.
There was perhaps only two or three that actually went that far, but it was more than enough.
The first shot went far over my Aunt's back missing her completely. I watched as it grazed my mother's forehead, and then literally parted her hair, perfectly. The second, only somewhat less forceful than the first, hit my aunt's shoulder, then like a tossed rock, skipping against the waves, it landed with a splat against the rounded portion of mom's right breast, causing her to cry out pleasurably when it did. The third made it perhaps about halfway up my Aunt's back, landing there, which is when she finally rolled away, onto her back, and then reached up, gathering my dick into her mouth where I poured out whatever remained of my copious discharge into her there.



Though I heard dad's cry of release, and then Collette's, I was too far into the zone myself to really care much. Nor did I remember hearing Mandy when she did, though she claimed she had nearly passed out from the sweetness of her own ecstasy when I spoke to her about it afterwards.
I finally staggered over and collapsed onto the couch where I lay there for what seemed like an eternity. I honestly think I had actually dozed off, until the sound of voices, much like a buzzing in my ear finally brought me around once again. Mom and Aunt Jackie stood in the kitchen making sandwiches as no one really felt much like cooking, though everyone was famished. We were soon all sitting around the table eating, everyone with enormous smiles on their faces, gorging themselves hungrily, sometimes actually giggling, and even blushing as we looked at one another.
"Well? Was it everything you hoped it would be?" Mom finally asked dad curiously.
"That and then some," he told her. "Now I have new jerk off material for whenever you're not in the mood," he teased her.
"Yeah, right...like that's ever going to happen," she shot back playfully, then turning towards my Aunt and Uncle as they sat grinning back and forth between one another.
"So...you like hearing about and participating in our naughty little games there?" mom asked her.
"Oh yeah, you might could say that," Jackie said wistfully. "And, I don't mind saying, I have one or two of my own I wouldn't mind acting upon perhaps someday, if you're ever in the mood to do this again," she said hopefully eyeing me.
"How about you Frank? Think you might come up with something?" Mom asked winking at her sister.
"Oh yeah, pretty sure I can come up with something," he grinned back looking at her, "though one of those, I've already managed to fulfill," he added giving my sister's ass a friendly little pat on the behind upon saying that, making her giggle in response.
"Well, you two are certainly welcome to spend the night if you want to. The storm has pretty much blown over now, though I'd imagine Harold will want to spend most of tomorrow really pushing all this snow out of the way, and out of the drive," she then added, as dad nodded his head in agreement.
"All play and no work...makes a man lazy," he grinned.
"But...there's always the day after tomorrow," mom added.
And she was right about that too. There was.
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"Are you nuts?" Mike asked me after I finished telling him my idea. "No one in their right mind would ever get involved in something like that, you've got to be out of your ever loving mind to even consider something like this!"
Mike was not only my long time agent, he'd become my very best friend. But I knew his concern for me was more out of financial worries as opposed to our friendship. I had played the role of Dr. Peters on a daytime soap opera for several years now. I had honestly enjoyed the fame that had come with it, garnering over a period of time quite a following by the number of letters I'd received over time, most of which had been from women of course, though somewhat surprisingly, even a few men. I had even had to use the line on more than one occasion when someone had approached me actually seeking advice.
"Sorry, I'm not really a doctor. I just play one on TV."
During the course of the series, I had had several ongoing affairs with many of the nurses, along with one or two of the female doctors who I worked with. One of which had nicknamed me Dr. Dick in the show, something the producers found funny, so they'd actually used that in more than one episode. None of it had been real of course, I hadn't had any affairs with any of them, an affair as I looked at it as being with someone who was married. I had had several liaisons with those who weren't however, once again giving some justification to the nickname, Dr. Dick.
Needless to say, after nearly fourteen years, imagine my surprise when I learned I was to be replaced by a much younger new Doctor. Even those with whom I worked with found it to be shocking news, I really did have a following, and there was concern that by writing me out of the show, there'd be repercussions.
I actually hoped there would be. Even if they killed me, which was entirely possible, it was also just as possible they would find a way to resurrect me if I got enough support for them to do that. Unfortunately, that didn't happen. Not that people didn't yell scream and complain, they did. But the producers of the show didn't budge. They felt it was time for a change.
And though I hadn't exactly splurged needlessly, and still had a bit in the bank, I knew I couldn't continue on with my lifestyle the way I had been either. Either cut backs would have to be made, or I'd have to land some other role in a different series, or perhaps find away to branch out into primetime, though I had done a few commercials. Just enough to keep a little extra money coming in. At the moment however, neither one of the other prospects looked too promising, which had caused me to look into an entirely different direction.
After several weeks of waiting around hearing nothing, I began to suspect he was right. I finally started to worry until I got a really interesting letter in the mail. At first I laughed it off, but then weeks later I got a second one from an entirely different person, after that, I began to give things some serious consideration, which had led to the discussion we were having now.
Even only having two letters suggesting the idea, hinting at it, I honestly believed there were probably a lot more who were thinking along the same lines. Once we'd actually gotten the word out, who knows...it might actually turn into something.
"You're nuts!" He said once again shaking his head.
"Why? Just because no one else has actually done it?" I asked.
"For one, you're not really a Doctor, even if you sort of look like one, or are you forgetting that?" he asked me. I had graying temples now, quite naturally of course, that did tend to give me a very distinguished professional sort of look, along with my deep-set, piercing blue eyes. "You don't have a license to actually be practicing medicine. Either!" He added. "And secondly, you can't run a doctor's office like you are a physician, that's absolutely insane! If not totally illegal!"
"I wouldn't really be practicing medicine," I explained to him for the fourth or fifth time. "I wouldn't be subscribing any sort of medications, except perhaps for some placeboes or even possibly candy pills that we could pretend are. And only if that was something in the fantasy of our patient that they wanted me to include. Whatever examinations or procedures I'd perform in the office, in the examination room, wouldn't include anything that would even remotely come close to actually practicing medicine, just a lot of pretending. Something I am good at and used to do every single day. I can use a lot of technical jargon, and even make some of it up if I have to. Just enough to make it believable, fun and exciting for my...patients," I said grinning.
Mike just stood there shaking his head in disbelief that he was actually listening to me.
Once again I read him both letters I'd received, paraphrasing.
"I personally think it's a crying shame that they took you off the series. I for one, would actually pay to come and see you, even though I know you're not really a doctor. I would still love to set up an appointment with you, and come in and pretend I had some sort of illness that needed to be treated, if nothing else, than to just have you examine me. Seriously...think about it. A very dear and long time fan...Shirley."
"I don't know Steve," he said, though I could tell he was softening.
"Call me Dick, or at least Dr. Dick," I said joking back with him, at least forcing him to cast a smile. "Listen to this one, it's even better," I said reading once again.
"It's been a long time fantasy of mine to one day play the role of a nurse, or even a patient. And though I know the impossibility of ever really doing that on a TV series, I'd actually be willing to pay to feel like I was. To come into a set that seemed real, to pretend I had some reason or purpose for being there, and then to be examined by someone such as yourself, or even work side by side with you while examining someone else, is something I am and would be, prepared to spend a great deal of money for. So please...think about it. I implore you!" Sincerely yours, Joan Stevenson."
"Hey, maybe she's even "the" Stevenson, the old matron herself!" I wondered joking around with Mike. There was a very well to do family in the area, with that very same last name, who had more money than I'd even know what to do with. "You don't suppose?" I wondered.
"I doubt it, but even if she is related, she'd have to be your patient every single day to make it worthwhile, and I seriously think you'd get bored rather quickly with examining the same horny old lady every day...or would you?"
I had to concede that point, I probably would. But what I wasn't willing to concede was the fact that I felt like there'd be a lot more like these two who were out there, who were actually willing to pay money to make appointments to come to a real looking office and get examined by the well known Dr. Dick. As wild as it might sound, I actually believed we could do it.
"Listen Mike...I honestly believe there's enough people out there who are more than willing to do this. There won't be a single illegal thing about it either. We present it as nothing more than an adult fantasy role play, in a real setting, in a real office, with a very believable, and well known actor/doctor. Simple as that. We'll even interview them all before hand, like casting for a part. We'll hand out questionnaires, we'll get an idea of what types of things they're into, what they are, or are not willing to do. Then we have them sign release forms, legally binding release forms prior to setting up any examinations or appointments. For those who we feel would help us in setting up a real or seemingly real environment, we offer up slightly different contracts, give them a feel of being a part of something with a percent of the take on the side. A small percent perhaps, but hell...one advantage we would have, we could always fire anyone if they started getting too big for their britches!"
Mike actually laughed at that one.
"Ok, I still think you're insane. But...I'm willing to do this. Lets at least contact everyone who has written you some sort of a fan letter, and pass this by them and ask for a response. Based on that, we'll have a much better idea if this is truly feasible or not. If you'll agree to that, and give this up if we don't get enough of a response, then I'll go along with it for now. Deal?"
"Deal!" I said.
Neither one of us had any idea at the time how big this would really turn out to be. The response was overwhelming. We seriously had no idea.
**
I had managed to locate what had in fact been a once private office in the middle of town. It was big enough to accommodate several examination rooms, a waiting room nurses station, receptionist and everything else that was needed. Being close friends with some of the people at the soap who worked behind the scenes and had a prop room full of unused equipment, it was easy for me to buy up a lot of old and somewhat used or worn out props for almost next to nothing. Other things we needed were easy enough to obtain through medical supply warehouses where my name, fame actually got me a discount. Within weeks we actually had an office that looked as real as any other you might actually walk into. We even had rows and rows of medical files hanging, most of which would eventually contain the actual information and fantasies of our clients. We would in fact in time operate much like a real live clinic, only none of our patients would be really sick, and all of which who would come in, willing to pay and pretend that they actually were. We had also decided that early on, we'd entertain each and every fantasy that was presented to us, only turning down those we felt were simply too far out there, or too outlandish to actually do. Though even those were far and few between. The additional money we mentioned right up front for the more elaborate situations didn't cause any of those particular clients/patients to even bat an eyelash over. They were willing to pay as long as they got what they wanted.
We opened the clinic with a sign hanging out front, which read simply "Dr. Dick's". We paid for a posted a security guard at the door, who scrutinized everyone coming in. No one got through into the clinic unless they had a coded card sent to them in the mail. A code that we then tied into the files hanging in our office. Most every name used we knew were fictitious ones, which was fine. Part of our promise to our clients was to treat them in the same manner as with any Doctor-Patient confidentiality. We'd sent out hundreds, if not thousands of questionnaires well before hand, asking everyone to fill them out in as complete detail as possible. We asked some very personal, intimate questions as well, giving them all the opportunity to answer them, but only if they were comfortable in doing so. Every one of them came back fully completed. As we began scheduling and making appointments, Mike realized we had more than enough to keep us in practice for the next year, including all holidays and weekends off, not to mention four weeks of scheduled vacation, something we'd eventually work around by hiring a few other pretend doctors, if and when we needed to. We'd even hired a full staff that would literally be working full time. A real receptionist, someone to take and schedule appointments, interns, physician assistants, nurses, the whole nine yards. People from nearly every walk of life who either wanted to play the role in the office, or who simply wanted to come in for a physical examination by either myself, or another member of my staff.
Mike quit his job as an agent and came to work in the office full time.
**
I thought it was only fair to schedule the very first appointment with Shirley. When I first contacted her and told her what we'd done, and that it was partially on her advice, she was thrilled. I then told her to fill out one of our personal intimate questionnaires, give us specifics about what it was she wanted, expected during the course of her examination, and then we'd simply take it from there. She did. After receiving it I of course showed it to Mike, sat down with the rest of my staff, and literally worked up a script so that we'd all be prepared by the time she showed up for her appointment. Some would have small roles, others larger ones. Everyone would get paid accordingly, most of them earning more money in a single hour than they would have in an entire day.
Shirley was early for our first appointment.
We were well prepared for our first patient's fantasy, a rather strange one as it turned out, but well worth the money in performing.
Some of the actual hired staff would be in the waiting room, sitting as patients waiting to be seen. Gloria, our nurse/receptionist would be antagonistic, sitting there doing her nails more than actually attending to anyone, Shirley, or rather Mrs. Brown would eventually get upset and demand to be seen. Gloria would ignore her of course, informing her that Dr. Dick was running a little behind schedule, and that he'd see her in due order. She'd eventually get fed up with that, barge through into the hallway, and then into one of the examination rooms demanding an explanation. She'd find one waiting for her when she did.
Everyone was prepared, ready and waiting the moment she walked into the office. When I saw the little red light go on over my head, I knew it was show time.
The fun part for me was, I actually got to fuck one of the nurses.
Cindy, a very cute buxom little blonde was at the moment sitting in one of our examination chairs, her feet in the stirrups, legs spread. She had on a nurses uniform, along with a hat of course, me currently between her legs, a Dr.'s coat on complete with stethoscope around the neck. My dick currently sliding in and out of that extremely wet very aroused pussy. Cindy wasn't pretending to enjoy it either, though neither was I.
"I want to know why the hell..." Shirley said bursting into the room, suddenly seeing and finding the two of us fucking there together as she looked on us with disgust, shock and initial alarm.
"Sorry Doctor Dick..." Gloria said having come in right behind her. "She slipped by me before I could catch her."
"That's ok nurse," I said turning around. "I'll handle this myself."
Of course Shirley was by now staring straight down at my blood engorged cock.
"I'm truly sorry to have kept you waiting Mrs. Brown, but as you well know, this is a specialty clinic, and sometimes our appointments can tend to run over just a little. It's our policy here that we give and treat each and every patient with the utmost respect and courtesy, taking whatever time is needed. No matter how long it takes, or what's required. We don't just rush through procedures or process our patients through here like some sort of drive thru."
"But...but isn't she one of your nurses?" she said still looking down at my dick.
I was actually surprised, Shirley had studied and memorized her lines well. Though we were all prepared to adlib ourselves if we had to.
"Yes, yes. She is. But even the doctors and nurses who are working here are very often our patients too. And they have to schedule and make appointments just like everyone else has to. Just as you did."
"But...but you're fucking her aren't you?"
"Well, in the technical sense, I suppose that I am. But what I really am doing, is examining her."
"With your penis?"
"Yes...with my penis. You see, it's the only way that I really can examine her to determine what her true condition really is."
"Which is what?"
"Well, though I should probably examine her a bit further, my initial findings suggest that she has cunttooloosetonotice."
"Cunt too what?"
"Cuntooloosetonotice. "
"That sounds serious Doctor!"
"Well, it can be if not properly treated, but I think we caught this just in the dick of time in a manner of speaking," I said smiling. Mrs. Brown still looked worried and concerned however.
"In laymen's terms, her pussy gets too wet to really feel anything. I'm trying to determine if that is indeed what she has, or if she needs some sort of specialized treatment. The only way I can truly tell for sure, is to actually stick my dick inside her in an effort to find out. And as you well know Mrs. Brown, that is what we do here. We specialize in treatments that go outside the norm, but we also cure people with a far greater success rate than anyone else does too. That's also why they call me...Dr. Dick."
"Yes, yes...of course, I see. And you know...I think I'm here for the very same reason that she is," Shirley now stated. "I think I might be suffering from the exact same thing myself!"
"Well, Mrs. Brown, since you're here, and since I already have the proper equipment out to examine you with, we might just as well proceed. And since Nurse Jackie here is quite willing and able to assist me, being very familiar with your particular case, how about we do just that?"
"I'd appreciate that, I really am running late already, so thank you for fitting me in so soon," she responded which really was an adlib.
"We're here to serve you!" I Said adlibbing back smiling at her. "Now then, if you'd care to put on one of these gowns?"
"Oh...do I really have to? I really do hate them, they're so uncomfortable, and unflattering, you know...opening at the back the way that they do."
"Of course not, whatever makes you the most comfortable. If you'd prefer, you're certainly welcome to simply get naked."
"Thank you, I think I'd prefer to," she then said.
"Nurse Jackie? If you wouldn't mind helping Mrs. Brown to undress? We can then proceed to her full examination."
As we'd rehearsed of course, Nurse Jackie played by the ever voluptuous Cindy, was to keep her breasts on display the entire time. Shirley had indicated in her questionnaire, that though she had never once had, or really thought about having sex with another woman, she did find looking at other women's breasts to be very, very stimulating for her. And that she might, at some point, even want to touch those of another woman, though she'd also indicated she might not. If she did...then she wanted to be the one to do it and not be forced into doing it. Thus...it was simply Cindy's job to keep her breasts free and available in the event Shirley decided to do that.
Even I would have been hard pressed not to reach out and touch them had I been a woman. They were real, and they were beautiful.
"Nurse Jackie? While I listen to Mrs. Brown's heart, would you mind taking her pussy pulse for me please? Along with her cunt pressure?"
Nurse Jackie began stretching out a pair of latex gloves for the procedure.
"Excuse me, Dr. Dick? What did you tell her to do?"
I removed the stethoscope from my ears, having barely placed it on her breast.
"She needs to take your pussy pulse, and your cunt pressure," I told her. "Every woman has one, and like in this instance, where we're actually examining you for cunttooloosetonotice, we need to find out what yours is. So, if you wouldn't mind holding still for a moment while she takes it."
I now placed the stethoscope directly over her nipple holding it there, listening. Shirley giggled, once again adlibbing, though speaking the truth.
"That's cold," she said honestly.
"Yeah, sorry about that, but these need to be. While we're at it, I thought we might as well get your nipple readings out of the way as long as we're here."
"Nipple readings?" she said jumping slightly as Nurse Jackie slipped her index finger inside Mrs. Brown.
"Hold still please," Cindy told her, worming her finger around inside her momentarily. "And no talking."
"Yes, you see Mrs. Brown, quite often women don't realize or understand that their nipples can get out of alignment. You see, they're sort of triggers that run electrical responses down the nervous system, straight to a woman's clitoris. Quite often, if one is played with far more often than the other, which oft times women have a tendency in doing themselves, it can create a misalignment in the triggering system. You can actually end up delaying a clitoral orgasm, as opposed to allowing it. So...the first thing we need to do here, is get them all nice and hard first, which is why of course these implements are kept very, very cold."



"Alright Mrs. Brown, I'm ready to take your pussy pulse now. If you could please, on every count of three, I want you to try and grip my finger. Ready?" Nurse Jackie asked preparing her.
Shirley nodded her head as I realigned her nipples, first flicking and flipping one and then the other.
"One?"
"Just relax Mrs. Brown, but I want you to tell me when you think your left nipple feels the same as your right nipple after I flip it," I said softly.
"Two?"
She moaned.
"Three! Hold it! Hold it! Hold it! Ok...again. Ready?"
"How's that feel Mrs. Brown, any better?"
"One..."
"A little...maybe."
I flicked her left nipple three times in succession, watching as it actually grew a little larger.
"Two..."
"Better?"
"Oh fuck...yes."
"Three!" Ok, hold it...hold it."
"How's her pulse nurse?" I now asked.
"Sorry doctor, it's pretty faint, I'm afraid we're going to have to use two fingers."
"Ok, let's try it again then, with two fingers this time." I went back to fondling her breasts. "Let's massage your tits just a little here," I told her. "Helps with the circulation, and getting some blood into these nerve areas, shouldn't be much longer and we should have them properly aligned once again. After that though, you're going to need to pay particular attention to each one of them equally, or we'll be doing this all over again inside of a month."
"Yes Doctor," Shirley moaned as Cindy slid a second finger into our patient's cunt.
"Ready to try again?" Cindy asked as Shirley nodded her head yes. "Good...one?"
Cindy repeated the exercise, though still receiving a very low pulse.
"Hmm, guess we might just as well use this then," I said pulling my somewhat soft dick out of my pants. "Nurse? If you'd help me with this please?" I asked.
Now we were adlibbing. But I don't think anyone seemed to mind it if we were, especially Mrs. Brown. She just lay there staring at Cindy as she knelt down in front of me, taking my dick into her mouth, sucking it.
After Cindy had gotten me professionally hard, I stepped over between Shirley's outstretched legs as she lay there obscenely spread within the stirrups. Looking down I now noticed her rather large swollen clit.
"Hmmm."
"What?" She asked once again nervously.
"I think I know why we're having trouble getting your nipples aligned here. Judging by the size of your clit, we should probably do a quick twatadicktanomally."
"And what is that?"
"While Nurse Jackie fine tunes your nipple signature, I'll do the same to your clit with the end of my dick, with both of us synchronizing the electrical impulses simultaneously, that should bring about the proper alignment much more easily. Ready to proceed nurse?"
"Yes Doctor."
I began rubbing Shirley's hard swollen clit with the tip of my prick, slapping it a little as Cindy began pulling and tweaking Shirley's nipples. She alternated between them as opposed to doing them simultaneously.
"How's that feel?" Cindy asked. "Are they starting to feel about the same while I do this?"
"Oh yes! Fuck yes!" Shirley moaned pleasurably well outside of the script now. "How did you do that anyway?"
"Tweaking them one at a time on occasion as opposed to pulling on or playing with them together. It keeps them from cross circuiting. I'd be happy to show you how to do it if you'd like," Cindy told her.
"Are yours uh...um, aligned?" she asked.
"Oh yes, perfectly." On cue Cindy leaned forward, her magnificent breasts jutting out firmly, the tips of each rock hard and stiff. Still tapping Shirley's clit with my dick, I watched as she tentatively reached out and actually fingered one of them.
"Grasp one firmly between your fingers, pull on it gently at first, and then release. When you do, grab the other one doing the same, and then release it. Alternate between the two of them back and forth," I instructed her. She began doing so, Cindy smiling with pleasure as Shirley manipulated her hard little nipples.
"I see what you mean," Shirley said now reaching down doing the same to her own. "I think...I think, they're...they're cumming...into...align...ment..." She groaned deeply, and then arched her back nearly coming up out of the chair. As she did, I shoved my prick all the way inside her, burying it to the hilt, hearing her scream out with pleasure as she climaxed.
"Very nice Mrs. Brown, I think we realigned everything perfectly."
"I'll say," she said still trying to catch her breath. I think my system nearly overloaded there," she added as I slowly eased my cock out of her dripping wet cunt.
"Yes well I'm not surprised. Your system's been running counterproductively for quite some time, you needed a tune up something fierce. But now that we've got everything on track again, we can more easily treat your cunttooloosetonotice."
"I still need to get her cunt pressure too," Nurse Jackie told me switching sides with me once again.
"Oh yes, and draw me about 10 cc's of her pussy cream for analysis while you're doing that," I reminded her.
"Yes Doctor."
Nurse Jackie walked over to the table opening the drawer and withdrew a fairly large syringe. Shirley's eyes opened wide as she did. "Not to worry, we're just drawing a little of your pussy juice, for texture, sweetness and consistency," she told her smiling reassuringly. She then placed the syringe inside Shirley's cunt and withdrew some of her fluid, easily getting the 10 cc's I had asked for.
"Now then, we'll get your cunt pressure, and that should tell us everything we need to know in treating your condition," I said as I continued giving her breasts a firm, yet gentle massage. Nurse Jackie once again returned to the cabinet and above the sink and opened it withdrawing a sealed bag, tearing open the package and withdrew a long slim device, turning it on and holding it briefly within her hand. It hummed softly. Walking back over to the chair, Cindy placed it at the widespread opening of Shirley's cunt.
"You might feel a little pressure, but that's ok. As I turn up the intensity, I'd like for you to tell me if you can feel it, and if it feels good or better as I dial it up and down," she instructed. Cindy inserted the vibrating tool inside Shirley's pussy.
"Now...how's that? Can you feel it?"
"A little...yes." Cindy increased the vibrations and speed.
"How about now?"
"A little more...yes."
"And now?"
Shirley's eyes nearly rolled inside her head.
"Oh fuck yes...very much so."
"Perfect!" Nurse Jackie announced. "Now we'll ah...just leave it there for a moment or two, see how long you can hold it inside like that before it slips out."
Jackie now looked at her watch, her hand on Shirley's upper thigh, the tool humming away wickedly.
A moment or two later it popped out, Shirley no longer able to keep squeezing it, keeping it inside her.
"Thirty one seconds," she announced looking up at me, a worried look on her face. "Far short of where she should be," she then added.
"Definitely cunttooloosetonotice," I confirmed, but not nearly as bad as it could be," I once again assured her. "All right then Mrs. Brown, you can get dressed now and I'll prescribe a treatment for you as well as send you home with something I want you to exercise with. And then I expect to see you back here within a week, ok?"
"Thank you Doctor," Shirley smiled, her face already showing a much healthier pink coloration to it as she slid her feet out of the stirrups once again standing up. Nurse Jackie then handed her a brand new vibrating device.
"Practice with this at least twice a day, first thing in the morning, and then again just before you got to bed," she told her. "We'd like to see you get up to a full minute holding it inside, so the more you practice using it, the sooner you'll get better," she said smiling at her.
I then walked over handing her a small bottle. "And apply this before each session," I now added. "Just a drop or two is all that is required. It's also good for two additional refills."
"What is it Doctor?" she asked.
"Spermafloride," I told her. "It will help with your lubrication and arousal, and it's perfectly safe to use," I assured her.
Everyone at the clinic had been thoroughly screened and tested of course prior to being hired, with an additional requirement being, all male members had to be sterile. We weren't about to take any chances, though our contracts even then protected us against any unwarranted surprises.
At that moment Gloria once again stuck her head inside the door. "Doctor Dick? Your two o'clock appointment's here," she announced. I glanced at my watch, it was ten minutes before two now.
"Thank you Gloria, please see her into examination room...three. And as for you Mrs. Brown, practice the way we've shown you, and then we'll see you in here again next week."
Shirley was very pleased by the more than ample smile on her face, and the much brighter swing to her step as she strolled out of the office.
**
I walked down the hallway to examination room three. As expected her chart was sitting there waiting for me on the door. I pulled it and stood reading it, Cindy standing by my side as I did. I smiled. The name read, "Samantha Jones," I wondered if it was taken off one of the characters from that series.
"Ah yes. Cindy? I mean Nurse Jackie? Would you summon Dr. McHorny and ask him along with the other male members of our staff that they'll be needed in Examination room three in about fifteen or twenty minutes from now?" I asked her.
"Yes...Doctor Dick," she said grinning. "By the way...I'm still horny myself you know, you never did finish giving me my examination."
"Meet me in exam room one after the close of day," I said winking at her. "I feel like eating out anyway," I grinned. Cindy smiled and then scooted off down the hallway in search of Doctor McHorny, though I know he'd be waiting as planned for this appointment.
I opened the door looking up from my chart. "Miss Jones?" I asked stepping inside looking over towards the table she was laying on. She was already undressed and wearing one of the examination gowns. I was actually surprised as I stood there for a moment looking at her, if I didn't know better.
"Call me Samantha," she said smiling with an all too familiar look on her face.
"Nah," I said silently to myself. "Can't be."
"You know Doctor...Dick. I'm a very big fan of yours!"
"Ah well...thank you. I'm ah...a very big fan of yours too," I said not really sure if this was for real or not. I glanced down at her chart once again, reading. "I see here that you're in for a breast enhancement. I looked up just in time to see her lower the gown she was wearing. "You do know this procedure is entirely experimental, there are no guarantees that it will actually enlarge your breasts. Not that...you really need to," I added.
She smiled holding her breasts now as she looked at me.
"Yes I know Doctor, but I wanted to exhaust any and all possibilities and options before deciding to actually have surgery. So if this works, then I won't have to."
"Very well, as long as you do understand that. And it might take several sessions before we can determine if it is in fact working or not. Are you prepared to go through with doing that?"
"Yes, of course. Whatever it takes," she said lying back down on the table rolling over on her side.
"Very well, let's have a look shall we?"
Right on cue Nurse Jackie reentered the room. "Nurse? Would you help her to remove her gown please so that we can see what we'll be dealing with here?" I asked.
"Yes Doctor."
Cindy walked over and undid the straps on Samantha's gown helping her to take it completely off. "Wouldn't you know," she said suddenly frowning.
"I'm sorry, what?"
"Only I could end up with a nurse who has nicer looking tits than I do!"
"I think you have great tits!" Cindy exclaimed. "Far better than those other three anyway!" she added.
"Why thank you honey," Samantha beamed. "Maybe this won't be nearly as bad after all!"
To be honest...I still wasn't sure.
"We'll need to get a pussy pulse, as well as a cunt pressure," I informed Samantha as Nurse Jackie immediately began setting up for that.
"Doctor McHorny and the other interns are ready whenever you are," she informed me.
"Thank you nurse, I'll send for them momentarily. I just want to complete the initial examination before we proceed."
"Hmmm, Doctor Horny huh? I certainly like the sound of that!" Samantha laughed sensually.
Once again I placed my stethoscope on her chest listening to her heartbeat. It was rapid, just the way we hoped it would be. I then moved it down, once again listening, and then placing it over her nipple pressing it against it.
"That's cold!" She giggled.
"Yeah...I know," I said smiling back.
I hand massaged her breasts for several moments. "Before we begin, there are a couple of things we like to do to increase the chances for success," I told her. "One, it's imperative that we stimulate and increase circulation, which I'm obviously doing now. Two...we need to open the pores in the surrounding tissue in order to ensure that the treatment lotion we'll be giving you has a chance to be thoroughly absorbed in order to function properly. As it's also important that the ointment be applied quickly and as freshly as at all possible, I will soon summon in a few "members" on my staff who will assist me in the application of that. But before we do, Nurse Jackie here will see that we've properly prepared you prior to that."
I turned looking towards Cindy. She immediately walked over to the small little refrigerator we had in the exam room. Opening the door, she pulled out a stainless steel tray with several ice-cubes sitting inside it.
"The first step is to awaken the flesh in the surrounding area. We'll do that by rubbing a few very cold ice cubes on the exposed region. After which we'll apply some semi hot mittens on them as well. This will more fully open up the pores and allow us to get a deeper penetration of fluids into the surrounding tissue. Are we ready to begin then?"
"Yes Doctor," Samantha smiled appreciatively. "Ready whenever you are."
I held out my gloved hand. Expertly and efficiently Nurse Jackie placed one of the ice cubes in the palm of my hand with a firm motion. I turned and then applied it to her right breast, running it over and around her skin, just grazing her nipples though they immediately began to harden even more than they had been.
"Sponge!"
This too Nurse Jackie had ready and waiting for me. I tossed the half melted ice-cube into a nearby empty likewise stainless steel bowl, and then applied the sponge to Samantha's breast wiping up the wet dripping water. I then tossed the used sponge into the pan next to it. Walking around the other side of the table, Nurse Jackie followed me.
"Cube!"
Once again she pressed another ice-cube into my hand and we quickly repeated the procedure, soon both of Samantha's nipples were sticking straight up and hard, along with several goose-bumps dotting her flesh.
"Very good," I said having wiped her off a little with the second sponge. "Now...heat," I stated as Cindy once again retreated over to the microwave having already turned it on moments ago, retrieving two nicely warmed very soft furry mittens, which I now had Nurse Jackie once again expertly place over each one of my hands. I then turned placing those over each one of Samantha's breasts and held them there momentarily. "Not too hot?"
"Oh no...not at all," Samantha purred. "Perfect in fact," she giggled pleasurably as I began to massage them once again with the nice warm mitts I was wearing.
"All right Nurse, you can call the others in now," I told her. Cindy immediately went to the side counter and pressed the intercom button on the phone.
"Stiff to exam room three please! Stiff to exam room three!"
Only moments later Mike, two of our interns along with Gloria came rushing into the room. "One of you here by me," I spoke already fishing my hard cock out of my pants, Mike and the others having already done so, fisting their stiff pricks as Nurse's Jackie and Gloria stood off to either side just behind us. "Proceed whenever you're ready," I told them. Within minutes, four cocks began spurting the warm fresh cream that was necessary to complete the procedure.
Samantha giggled in delight as she lay there watching a voluminous amount of cock-cream being delivered to each of her breasts.
"That seems like an inordinate amount of um...ah, lotion isn't it?" she asked. We had indeed covered both breasts thoroughly and completely, large dripping smears of spunk running over each, overlapping in places where they had spurted against her from opposite directions.
"Usually, we might only use one for each breast," I informed her. "But generally on the first application at least, we like to ensure that we have ample coverage. So in this instance, it was recommended that we apply at least 40cc's of cum juice to each tit."
Stepping back, Gloria now took over rubbing in the combined juices of our spending into each one of Samantha's breasts.
"Nurse Jackie? While she's doing that, go ahead and get a pussy pulse and cunt pressure reading for us too please?"
Once again Nurse Jackie reached into the cabinet behind her after first having placed two fingertips just inside Samantha's wide-open pussy. "Looks to be about a size two...maybe three?" She asked. I quickly stepped over inserting my own fingers moving them around inside her.
"Size two yes," I agreed.
Jackie reached into the cabinet withdrawing the appropriately sized vibrator taking it out. We had purchased hundreds of them, all shapes all sizes. The adult store just around the corner from us would be another business that would be benefitting from all this, and as such, we'd managed to get a better than reasonable discount too. Just as I'd predicted.
"She's got a nice pulse," Cindy commented as she slowly worked the vibrating toy in and out of Samantha's pussy while Gloria continued to rub in the cum-cream into each one of Samantha's breasts.
"Do you need any more?" One of the interns asked which was once again a total adlib. I was surprised to see him standing there with his cock once again stiff and straight as he stood there jacking it.
"Sure, I don't think it would hurt to add a bit more to what we've given her so far, though I might also suggest, provided she's willing of course...that it might help if we give her this dosage internally. Samantha? How do you feel about that?" I now asked.
"If it would help with the process, yes...of course," she said grinning excitedly, moaning as she did so.
"Well in that case, why not?" I whole-heartedly agreed, now wishing I had suggested it myself, and waited.
Our intern quickly stepped up next to the table, almost immediately feeding our patient his prick, which she accepted almost greedily when doing so. Gloria was just then finishing up with the titty-treatment, nearly all of our combined spending now fully absorbed into her breasts. Cindy, or rather Nurse Jackie on the other hand continued to slide the full-speed vibrating toy in and out of her deliciously wet cunt.
"Don't forget to get a juice sample," I reminded her winking, just as Janice our real receptionist poked her head in the door.
"Doctor Dick? Doctor Puss says her first appointment is here? Wondering if you wouldn't mind stepping in for a consul?"
As I had said early on, though most of our patients were indeed women, we'd been surprised to find that there were also a great deal of men who had also answered our questionnaires, and were most eager to schedule appointments. Because of that we had decided to include an additional doctor to our staff, this one a very qualified woman. Nice well rounded tits, tall, and even better still...a real practicing physician who had volunteered to come here on her own free time.



"Tell Patti I'll be there directly," I told her. "I mean, Dr. Puss," I added a bit more formally.
"She's in exam room four," Janice said and then quickly left though not before I'd seen her slip her hand down beneath the waistband of her skirt as she stood there watching the erotic spectacle taking place in front of her. I turned towards Mike as he too prepared to leave.
"We just signed her up as temporary help yes?" I asked him.
"Yes we did, why?"
"Because I think she'd be more than willing to fulfill a couple of other roles we might have for her to do besides just answering the phones and such. Why don't you sit down and discuss that with her this afternoon after our last appointment, see what she has to say about it?" I suggested.
"Sounds like a great idea. She really did seem to have a cute little ass on her when she first came in to interview for the job she does have."
"Well, see if she might be interested. I've got a patient lined up for next week who's had some very specific requests he's made. If we hire on Janice to do a few other things other than the ones she's doing now, that would save me a lot of interviews and people we'd have to look for. I think she'd make the perfect Candy Striper, which is exactly what I'll be looking for."
"I'll let you know how it goes," he told me. "Now, you'd best get into exam room four, Doctor Patti Puss is waiting for you."
**
She was indeed. Patti was her real name too, though the large horn-rimmed glasses she was wearing at the moment weren't. She had long dark hair, currently tied into a bun behind her head, she wore the standard (and probably even her own) long white coat, though the white garters, lacy bra and crotch less panties weren't obviously standard issue as she stood there showing them off beneath it. But...that was part of what the patient/client had asked to see. All part of the fantasy, as would be his exam.
She looked damn fucking hot, and I looked forward to fucking her myself at some point.
"Doctor Puss? You wanted to see me for a consult?"
"Yes Doctor Dick, though it's probably not really necessary, I'm just looking for a second opinion, or confirmation on my diagnosis," she told me. She then handed me the man's chart as I began glancing through it.
I had already guessed him to be in his early to mid sixties, which his birth date confirmed. I then glanced over at the table he was laying on, unlike the others, he had opted to lie beneath a sheet, which was tightly pulled over his body all the way up to his neck. The obvious bulge which tented the sheet half way down was the object of our discussion.
Once again I looked back at the chart in my hand. "Say's here that you think he has a severe case of 'Throbosis'."
"Yes, that's my diagnosis," she confirmed looking back over towards him, as I did, just in time to see the sheet move a little, his hands clearly positioned back behind his head on the pillow. "See? See that?" she stated walking over to stand beside him there on the bed. It throbbed moving about once again.
"You're probably correct, but we might as well confirm it," I told her lifting the sheet off to one side. "It says here your name's L Johnson?" I asked. The man nodded his head.
"And what does the L stand for?" I asked.
"Large," he said grinning back up at us.
"Of course," and admittedly even for someone his age, it really was. "So Dr. Puss, what is your recommended manner of treatment?" I asked.
Patti stood with one arm crossed just beneath her lacy covered breasts, the other figuratively stroking her chin as she stood there thinking about it. "As I see it we have several options, the first of which is probably the easiest and less pervasive, though I'm not sure it wouldn't aggravate the situation in the long run."
"And that is?"
"The spoon slap!"
Now Patti was having fun, that certainly wasn't in the script we had given her to memorize, but I went with it. Even Mr. Johnson's eyes had grown wide upon hearing that.
"I'm not sure that would do us much good here under the circumstances," I said giving it thought. "I think that eventually in time the problem would eventually rise up again."
"You're probably right," she told me. "Which leaves just two other options. One...self manual manipulation. The only problem with that is, it can take considerably longer to make the swelling and thus the throbbing go down. If it takes too long, that can cause a few other complications, such as emotional frustration, dick-mentia, along with a severe case of blue-ballbia."
Once again she was adlibbing, and I had to turn my head off to one side to keep from laughing. Working with Patti was going to be a hell of a lot of fun.
"So, what else would you suggest then?" I asked continuing to play along, having thrown out the original script a long time ago now.
She turned towards me, a very serious expression on her face. "Fleshlight!"
"Fleshlight? Are you sure?"
"Positive," she stated looking just as serious as she said it, though there was a mischievous twinkle in her eye.
"What's...what's that?" Mr. L Johnson now asked us worriedly.
"A simple procedure actually," Dr. Puss told him, "Though unfortunately one that will continue to exist. Though with weekly treatments, we should be able to control the constant, persistent, stiff shaft throbbing that you're currently experiencing," she said more than a bit lustfully as she spoke, though having gone back to the script.
"So you'll be able to ah, make this go down?" He asked pulling back the sheet fully, exposing his rigidly hard dock.
"For at least a few days, perhaps even as much as a week," Dr. Puss assured him. "Though I would recommend treatment as often as needed."
Once again Nurse Jackie entered the room.
"Nurse? Why don't you go ahead and prep Mr. Johnson's ah...Johnson there for him," Patti told her. Cindy quickly procured a tube of KY from out of the drawer after first gloving her hands. She then applied a healthy dose of it to this prick as Dr. Puss unwrapped a brand new fleshlight and got it ready for him.
"The patients all ready for you Doctor," Cindy told her stepping back as she now removed her latex gloves. Patti stepped forward placing the device over L's Johnson and slowly eased it down the length of his shaft until just the tip of his prick was protruding through the end of it.
"Just as I thought," she then said. "A bit small perhaps for his size, but we'll make it work. What we do need is a condom." She said once again directing Cindy back to the drawer where she produced one. Seconds later Patti had rolled it over the end of the man's prick and had reapplied the device. "Much better," she announced as she began to slowly move it up and down.
"Mind if I observe your technique?"
"Not at all, but I'd prefer it if you did so behind me, so I can better concentrate on what I'm doing here," she told me.
"Good idea," I whispered to her as I stepped around, already taking out my hard cock as I did so, resting it against the silky soft covering of her ass. With her free hand, she reached down between her legs grasping it, moments later I was buried inside her as we stood there.
L Johnson came in the condom. I came in Patti's cunt. I think I got the better of it. As did she, though she nearly yanked the poor man's cock off by the root when she came. All in all...I was pretty sure he'd still be back for another appointment.
And once again, Gloria poked her head in the door.
"Doctor Dick? Your four o'clock is here? A Miss Labia? Linda Labia?" she asked.
I smiled upon hearing the name. It had a nice ring to it. And when I entered the examination room she was waiting in, I found out...she really did too.
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De'ja'vu
I ran and owned a small little convenience store/gas station at the mouth of Mystery canyon. In addition to that, I also ran a tow truck service, which had proved to be even more lucrative than the store. I don't know how many times I pulled four-wheel drive vehicles out of places their owners had no business even being in. Once again, expensive for them, lucrative for me.
One of the nice perks of living and working where I did was in having a small, but nice looking cabin about two and a half miles further up the canyon. It was secluded, tucked well back within the tall pine and fir trees. There was an abundance of wild-life all about, which for me was my favorite brand of TV as I'd very often sit outside on my deck, in the nude, and just relax watching deer, elk, and even a few moose wander onto my property.
As was usually the case I had left the store in the very capable hands of two of my employee's married to one another, though they lived in the city. They didn't mind the nearly hour long commute coming into work either as they appreciated the beauty of the surrounding wilderness almost as much as I did. Especially on the weekends as they would usually just spend the nights there rather than driving back into the city. I had a small added on bedroom which was spaciously furnished built just behind the office and had on some few occasions, especially during really bad weather, stayed there myself rather than making the short drive up to my cabin.
It was a Sunday evening just nearing sunset when I headed out intending to go home. The skies had been darkening most of the afternoon with the threat of what eventually would turn out to be a fairly serious thunderstorm. As I began the short drive up the canyon I was hoping that either Tom or Becky wouldn't call me on the radio informing me that we had some idiot stuck somewhere up on the mountain. The last thing I wanted to do was get stuck out in the pouring rain myself trying to pull him out, though I had done so before. Normally it was well worth the money to do it, but I wasn't in the mood to be doing anything like that this evening. The truth was, I was damn fucking horny and simply wanted to get back to my own place, throw in an X-rated movie, sit back and enjoy myself.
And it wasn't like I was wanting for female companionship either, though at the moment in the mood I was in, I wouldn't have minded that. I was reasonably attractive, or at least I thought so anyway, and had never had much of a problem finding women to sleep with. Unfortunately at the moment, I had just come out of a nearly two yearlong relationship with an attractive woman, which had ended badly. As good-looking as she was, she was still more of a city girl and had recently been pressuring me to sell my cabin and move into the city with her. Something I wasn't about to do. Needless to say, that ended that.
At just thirty-five years of age, I had dark colored hair, which I wore long, usually kept in a ponytail. Part Native American, I had very little hair anywhere else, and preferred it that way. Though I had somewhat of a crooked nose, which had long ago been broken and never set correctly, I'd been told that it actually added character to my face, giving me a somewhat rugged, though still handsome appearance. Because of that, I'd never gone in to have it fixed. It had become part of who I now was. On Friday, it had been because of that perhaps that I had met a fairly young, attractive woman who'd come into the store for a restroom stop and a cup of coffee. As we quite naturally got to chatting, she informed me she was driving up to spend the weekend with friends at their summer lodge as they were spending the week there themselves. Since I pretty much knew everyone who had a cabin up Mystery Canyon, the only really large place was Wolf Lodge which was situated a good hour's drive up nearer the summit. She informed me then that's where she was headed, to spend the weekend partying with friends. The way she was dressed, I could only begin to imagine the kind or type of party she might be going to. Angela, as she told me her name was, introducing myself to her as Ricky Two Streams, was a sexy voluptuous redhead with amazing green eyes, full lips and a figure to go along with them. As we stood their chatting briefly, I found myself having to tear my eyes away from her chest as her boobs were all but pouring out of the halter-top she had on. Not to mention the firm, well-rounded slopes of her ass cheeks that were barely contained within the almost too short pair of shorts she currently was wearing too.
I'd had a hard on the rest of the day, not to mention nearly the entire weekend just thinking about her. Normally, I might not have, but she'd definitely flirted with me, and had even hinted at the possibility of inviting me up to the lodge, joining their party. Unfortunately, I wasn't in my teens or even early twenties, and had a business to run. So I couldn't afford to go gallivanting off, even with Tom and Becky minding the store.
The rain had just started to come down when I left the store heading for home. Thunderstorms, especially as promising as this one had appeared to be, could be very often quite spectacular, as well as dangerous. The reverberations of the echoing thunder up the canyon could be quite deafening, not to mention the dangerous lightning itself. But it was the downpour of rain that could make the roads themselves quite treacherous, and even in the four-wheel truck I was driving, I drove slowly up the canyon keeping an eye out for any wildlife scurrying about in order to find cover. Too many cars had gone off the road in a wet rain, unable to brake in time when deer had suddenly appeared out of nowhere.
Call it fate, destiny perhaps, or whatever. I was just about a mile away from my cabin, just slowly coming around the bend where I'd now begin a slow gradual climb up the mountain through a series of twisting steep turns on a fairly narrow stretch of paved highway. As I made the bend, my headlights caught what was obviously a car up ahead which had partially left the road, crashing into a nearby tree. Even in the rain it didn't appear to be too serious, thankfully the driver hadn't been going all that fast coming down. But it was obvious they were now stuck, and some damage had been done to the front end of the vehicle though it appeared to have occurred mostly to the front bumper as it was hanging down. What immediately drew my attention however, was that it was the same red little sports car I'd seen Angela pull away from my store in the previous Friday. Now worried, I immediately pulled up in front of her car. I was relieved to see her suddenly step out the moment she saw my headlights, waving frantically towards me. In the pouring rain, she was immediately soaked, only wearing what appeared to be a lightweight windbreaker that wasn't meant to protect her in conditions like this.
"Angela? Are you ok?" I half had to scream out at her because of the howling winds and pouring rain, not to mention the now very frequent peels of thunder and lightning that were also occurring. "Are you hurt?" I then added just reaching her as she all but fell into my arms, a look of relief clearly etched within her face.
"I'm fine, thank you. It's just such a relief to see anyone on the road tonight," she then added. "And my cell phone doesn't work, I can't get any reception in here."
That wasn't a surprise, but finding her had been. I quickly ushered her into the front seat of my truck, wishing now I had actually driven the tow truck, though it was currently parked at my cabin. I did a quick cursory review of her car, realized she would indeed need to be towed out of where she'd gone in, and then have to change what appeared to be a blown out front tire now as well. Not to mention taking off the front bumper temporarily just so she could even drive the car once we'd changed the flat. Cold and shivering though I tossed her a spare blanket I kept in the back, there were but two options. I could either take her back to the store, or take her up to my cabin, which we were actually closer to, not to mention the fact that that's where my tow truck was currently parked. It was a no-brainer, though I found myself suddenly not relishing spending most, if not all the night getting her out and back on her way again. When I told her what my plans were and why, she surprised me.
"If you don't mind...I'd rather just spend the night if that's ok with you. I don't really feel like trying to drive back down the mountain tonight, even if you do manage to get my car fixed up well enough to be able to do so. I'm cold, tired...and emotionally exhausted," she informed me. "I'm not sure it would even be safe for me to drive, even if I could," she then added.
Needless to say, I was extremely pleased to hear her say that. Not because she was an attractive looking woman either, even with her hair plastered to her head and face, but because quite frankly, I wasn't looking forward to spending half the night trying to get her out and on her way again.
"No problem, my cabin's just a little further away," I informed her. "We'll get a nice warm fire going, and you can dry out your clothing, get you something to eat and drink if you're hungry."
I didn't mention anything about having only one bed up in a comfy little loft overlooking the main living quarters. I'd already figured I'd be camping out on one of the couches below, later on anyway. Any thoughts I might have entertained of anything else actually happening had been washed away almost the way the road had been. Angela was a frightful sight, and continued to sit there shivering even with the blanket now wrapped warmly about her.
When I said, "We'll get you out of those clothes as soon as we get there," she had thrown me a curious look, and not one that I took as being too thrilled or anxious upon hearing that. I had immediately amended my comment too. "So they can dry, and so that you don't catch a cold or something. I'm sure we'll find you something to wear and to sleep in," I then assured her. Having said that, she suddenly did smile and thank me.
"So much for my evening," I thought to myself. X-rated videos and a nice slow stroke off would have to wait.
**
I had told her that once we'd reached the cabin, we could then radio back down to the store and have either Tom or Becky forward on any message from her to anyone that might be waiting, or worried in hearing from her. She then told me that no one would be. She lived alone, except for her cat, who another friend was keeping an eye on for her while she was away for the weekend. Attending a local university, though she also worked a part time job, Angela also informed me she had taken a week off for vacation, which had partially included this weekend. She also would not be going back to school again until the fall semester, so for the moment at least, she had no one she really needed to call or inform them of anything.
Minutes later we had reached my cabin, racing inside with the rain still pouring down in what seemed like buckets. Handing Angela a flashlight as well as grabbing one for myself, both of which I kept in a small handy box just outside the front door, I led her inside.
"Wait here, I'll be right back," I assured her. I then dashed back outside towards the side of the house beneath a dry secured overhang where I kept the generator. I hardly ever used it myself, usually getting by with a couple of lanterns and a nice open pit fire in my living room. A natural flu I'd made drawing whatever smoke there might be up through the ceiling, giving the room plenty of light to see by as well as keeping it considerably warm, especially during the winter. In seconds it was running, and we had more than enough light to see by as the interior lights now came on.
She was still waiting for me when I came in, though I noticed she had already removed her wet clothing in the short period of time I'd been outside.
"Where can I hang this?" she asked now wrapped only in the blanket I had given her earlier.
I took them from her and draped them over the small little stone wall that ran half way around the open fire pit separating the main living sitting room from the small little dining room next to it. I soon after got a nice warm fire going as she cozied herself up next to that, attempting to dry her hair though I had immediately given her a couple of fresh towels to do so with.
"Can I fix you something to eat? To drink?" I asked now wanting to get out of my own wet clothing as well.
"Something to drink perhaps," she told me now smiling appreciatively as she sat there. Even though her hair was still wet and mussed, if anything she looked far sexier than the first time I had seen her.
"Juice? Coffee? Water?"
"Actually, do you have anything stronger than that? I could really use a drink."
I had wine, some Port, along with some Brandy, and even some Scotch which I then offered her. She chose the Port, which would have been my choice as well. Pouring us both a glass, I handed her hers, and then slipped upstairs into the loft to remove my own wet clothing, as well as in finding her something to slip into, or at least have to sleep in for later.
It just so happened my ex had left behind a short though comfortably soft warm bathrobe though very little else. I returned with that, wearing a robe myself and carrying what I hoped was one of my cleaner hole free tee shirts that she could perhaps use to sleep in.
I then pointed out the loft to her, told her she could go upstairs to change. She even thought about it for a moment, considering it, and then laughed.
"That seems rather silly under the circumstances," she said a second after that, and then once again surprised me by slipping out of her blanket. Though it was only for the briefest of moments, I saw her entirely naked as she did that before slipping back into the bathrobe I had given her, still leaving the tee-shirt sitting next to her on the couch.
Though she didn't have overly large breasts, they were certainly beautiful. They had what I would call a tear-drop shape look to them, obvious tan lines appearing upon each where the briefest of bikini's had obviously covered her areolas and nipples, though just barely. It was strange to stand there wondering what that might look like as I actually caught myself staring at her bare boobs entirely for a moment as she changed. In addition to that, I had also noticed she was completely bare, clean shaven between the legs, a preference I preferred for myself as well though I had very little hair there anyway.
Only when she had cinched the sash of the robe around her waist did she look up again towards me, catching me off guard, knowing that I'd been standing there staring at her with my mouth open.
"Oh, sorry...it's just not very often that I find myself fin the company of a beautiful half naked woman," I told her feeling my face reddening.
"Oh? I'd have thought otherwise," she then added once again glancing down at her robe. "Unless of course, there's something you're not telling me."
That caused me to chuckle, and I felt immediately relieved, giving her a brief thumbnail reasoning behind the robe she was wearing.
"Sorry," she said simply at hearing of my recent break up.
"No worries," I said smiling back. "I'm good."
Once again she smiled at that, her eyes rose in question as she again flirted with me, just as she'd done the previous Friday. "Oh really?" she said, and then watched as my face turned an even a darker red than it already was.
"So they say," I teased back flirting with her, though not expecting or really anticipating anything more than that. Once again we both settled down in the fire pit in front of the warm fire sipping our drinks. Outside we could hear the patter of the rain pouring against the roof of the cabin along with the continued thunder and lightning as it actually intensified. About that time I heard the hesitation and stutter of the generator, seconds later the lights dimming briefly throughout the cabin. I saw the worried look in her eyes as it did that. "Not to worry. I actually have the generator on a timer," I told her. "It's currently set to shut itself off after an hour. Generally I don't run it all the time, just when I need additional electrical power for whatever reason. If you'd prefer, I can run out and reset it again."
She looked immediately relieved, but then told me. "No actually, this is fine. Perfect in fact," as the lights just then went out, leaving only the light in the entire cabin now coming from the warm fire we were sitting in front of.
I noticed as she said that, she had reached down untying the sash holding her robe closed. "It's amazing how warm the fire makes it in here isn't it?" she asked. "It's almost too warm in here now."
I didn't have a response to that one. My eyes once again drawn back to her chest as she allowed the robe to fall partially open, once again revealing a goodly portion of both of her magnificent breasts. And once again, she caught me staring at her too.
"I hope this doesn't make you uncomfortable," she said smiling at me, reaching over for her drink, which she'd sat down on the table, and in doing so, clearly revealing one of her breasts as it literally poured out through the opening of her robe. She sat back, her breast still clearly in evidence and made no motion to conceal it again either.
"Uncomfortable? No!" I said hinting at another problem without saying it in so many words. "As long as you're not...I'm," I almost said it again, though then she did.
"Yes I know...you told me earlier... good," she laughed and then looked about the cabin taking it all in. "And I can see why you might be too," she continued. "As beautiful as this place is, I'm sure you've had a bevy of women up here to share it with you."
I saw no point in reminding her that I'd really only had the one girlfriend up until recently. And I didn't consider that as being a "bevy" of women. But I did find myself with an entirely new problem now, and one I hadn't really considered worrying about until now. I'd been horny all day long. I'd also been looking forward to throwing in a movie, getting myself off, and now with Angela's tits all but hanging out in front of me the way that they now were, my cock had risen to full staff even before I had realized it. I'd finally had to re-cross my legs in order to resituate myself, not to mention tugging on, and then pulling over the opening of my own robe to ensure that nothing accidentally poked out. The next problem was, I wasn't about to go anywhere anytime soon either because of it. And then she finished her Port.
"You have any more of this left?" She now asked.
Like an idiot, I'd left the bottle sitting over on the kitchen counter. I thought about telling her to help herself, until she lifted her hand with her empty glass in it towards me. I had no other choice but to stand, though I tried doing so quickly and in such a way that the obvious might not become too readily apparent. Things never do go the way that you plan them however. When I had resituated my own position moments ago, I had managed to scoot over on the L-shaped side of the couch sitting across from her, and in doing so, had sat down on one end of my own sash squishing the end of it between the seats. As I stood, it held just long enough to pull on it. In doing so, my robe opened, not fully, but just enough, freeing my hard exposed cock.
As I stood reaching out for her empty glass with one hand, my cock reached out for something else entirely. And of course, she noticed that immediately too. Even before I knew what was happening, she leaned forward, the warmth of her silky soft mouth suddenly engulfing me as I stood there only inches now away from her.



"Fuck!" I moaned softly, not even realizing I'd spoken. Her giggle only then alerting me to what I'd just said.
"Yeah, that sounds nice too," she said still licking the tip of my prick with her tongue. "Which is one of the reasons I actually left early," she now told me. "No one there I really cared to hook up with," she now added. "Even as horny as I was."
All I could do was stand there and moan, once again groaning pleasurably as she tickled me with her lips, nibbling at the supersensitive flesh on my prick head. Though she once again laughed, forcing me to open my eyes looking down at her.
"Don't laugh," she said looking back up at me. "But...I've been horny ever since I saw you on Friday, all the way up to the lodge I was actually thinking about you, and wishing that it was you I might actually hook up with, and not someone else."
"God? You two? I said looking down at her, fascinated as she continued to erotically lavish my cock with tickling little flicks of her tongue. "I've been hard as a rock ever since you came into the store," I freely admitted to her. "And in fact...to be perfectly honest about it, it was my intention to come back here tonight, and jerk off while thinking about you," I actually said seeing the look of amused surprise on her face at my candid admission.
"Glad you didn't," she told me. "That would have been a really sad waste of hard cock," she said as she now stood up, her own robe tumbling away from her body as she did that.
Almost immediately I gathered up both of her beautiful bare breasts within my hands, now standing there thumbing her hard pointed firm nipples as she continued fondling and squeezing my very, very erect cock.
Just as she had done, I did. I let my robe fall away, now standing in front of her just as naked as she was. I slowly lowered myself after that until I was kneeling there in front of her. As I did that, I kissed my way down her voluptuous nude body, pausing briefly to kiss, lick and suckle each one of her breasts. Continuing on, I allowed my tongue to tickle her bare exposed skin, teasing her naval as she now realized where I was now heading. Lifting one leg back up onto the couch, she openly spread herself, me now kneeling fully below her. Before me the beautiful folds of her pink glistening pussy, her lips so swollen and puffy looking as I first took one and then the other into my mouth gently sucking them. Angela's hands now resting on the top of my head, though I almost laughed as with one hand she had grabbed my ponytail, holding onto that almost like reins on a horse as she stood there balancing herself. Her moaning sighs of pleasure told me that whatever I was doing felt good. Her pussy was even wetter now than it had been, small little droplets of her clear lubrication leaking out of her cunt, running down the inside of both legs. I found myself chasing them with my tongue and lips making her quiver with additional arousal.
"Finger me, stick a finger in my pussy too!" She moaned urgently.
Now licking her clit, gently sucking it, I included my index and middle finger, easily sliding in and out of that hot wet passage. If she had been quivering and shuddering before, it was nothing in comparison to the way she was doing now. I could even feel the way she trembled as she continued holding onto my head with one hand, still holding onto my ponytail with the other.
"Oh Rick! Ricky!" She amended hotly, "Fuck me...please fuck me, feed me your streams!" She said laughing at her own joke, though she was nearly delirious with desire now as she all but collapsed there in front of me. Though tempted to do just that, stand up and spear her with my prick, I was bound and determined to get her off now, like this...and then later on, fuck her into oblivion.
When she realized I had absolutely no intention of stopping now in order to do that, she seemed to simply melt, giving herself over to the almost too intense stimulation that my fingers were giving her as they teased and caressed her "g" spot, all the while my lips gently sucking on, and flicking her hard swollen clit simultaneously. Seconds later, she was crying out at nearly the top of her lungs when she came.
And boy did she. Not something I was particularly expecting when she did, pleasantly surprised, nearly triggering my own climax when she did.
She'd been juicy enough as it was, perhaps more so than any woman I had ever known or been with. I had never seen little rivers of free-flowing pussy juice the way I had seen leaking out of Angela's pussy, so perhaps I should have had some sort of inkling or warning because of it. But I didn't. For one, I had never been with or known a woman who could squirt before, at least not the way she did. Suddenly, as she cried out, almost screaming, I felt a warm gush of sweet fluid suddenly filling my mouth, and then seconds later bathing my face. I wanted to drown in it, in her. Gulping down as much as I could, as fast as I could, but even then in no way able to stay up with her either as she continued squirting. Finally, forced to come up for air, I did so, my face drenched, her now looking down at me, wild-eyed and lustful, shaking and still bucking against my fingers uncontrollably. At last as she calmed, though her pussy still continued to pump out tiny little spurtings of her pleasure, she collapsed, once again sitting down on the couch as I now stood up joining her.
"God I'm sorry!" She sat blushing embarrassedly. "I soaked you didn't I? I had no idea I would cum quite like that, I really am..."
"No need to be," I said interrupting her. "I loved it! Trust me, I really did. I've never been with or known a woman who could do that, and it was fascinating to me when you did. Your pussy juice is so sweet, so tasty...and so fucking much of it too!" I then added actually licking my lips, my face still glistening with her moisture. She then leaned over kissing me, pushing me back onto the couch, sliding up and over me almost before I realized that she had.
I worried briefly about protection, but she calmed my fears as though having read my mind simply saying. "I'm safe!" With that, I felt her pussy suddenly wrap itself around my cock, and then with one sudden quick plunge, I was buried to the hilt deeply inside her.
At first we hardly even moved. The sensation of my hard stiff cock so wonderfully enveloped was nearly overwhelming all by itself. Perhaps it was because she had just barely finished even climaxing that I could feel her pussy still pulsating around me, still contracting, squeezing my dick as only then did I begin to ease in and out of her, as she now met me with an equal trust, the two of us slowly increasing the tempo of our coupling.
Not yet having reached warp speed, she looked down at me questioningly and said. "Your couch?"
"Fuck the couch, I'll turn the cushions!"
Seconds later we were traveling through the stars.
**
At some point I had filled her pussy to overflowing, all of which she moments later emptied back upon me, along with the couch, the cushions and even the floor with the cascade of her own flowing juices. I could have cared less. I was delirious myself with pleasure, feeling her as she again came, squirting even more the second time if that was possible than she had the first, drenching us both in what felt like a warm summer shower beneath the rain.
After a time, after we'd recovered, we soon after stumbled upstairs to my loft where we again fucked, where she again soaked the sheets on my bed, and where the two of us soon after fell comfortably asleep in one another's arms anyway.
In the morning as she fixed us both a breakfast of bacon and eggs along with fresh coffee, I radioed down to the store and let Tom and Becky know I'd be in late, and that I had a customer I was in the process of taking care of. Angela looked back over her shoulder, wearing nothing but an old apron I for some reason had had lying about. One of my exes's perhaps, though I didn't recall ever see her wearing it. It looked great on Angela however, and had already given me rise as I looked over scoping out her exposed ass as she stood at the stove. She winked, licking her lips and then gave her own thumb a blowjob as she stood turning the bacon. I then added that it might not be until well into the afternoon before I finally showed up.
I heard Becky laugh in the background, telling me it was about damn fucking time that I had gotten laid again, and that she'd been seriously considering doing it herself just so I'd get back into being in a better mood than I'd been in lately.
I even laughed at Tom as he relayed my message back to her, warning her that Tom or no Tom, if she didn't watch what she was saying, I'd take her up on it.
They then told me to enjoy myself, and not even bother coming in. I didn't. But I had a pretty good idea, that until they heard the bell on the front door, most likely the two of them would be in the back fucking one another's brains out anyway.
After we had eaten breakfast and of course had fucked again, I drove down to Angela's car, pulled it out of the trees, changed the tire and secured her front bumper well enough that she could safely drive it again. She then gave me a nice slow prolonged blow-job right there at the side of the road, several cars passing by on their way up the canyon, rubber necking at what I am sure looked to be like a just recent accident, though her car was now drivable. I wondered if any of them had caught the two of us just standing within the tree line with my dick in her mouth as they passed by. Frankly, I could have cared less.
I soon after said goodbye, getting her number just before she left with the promise that she'd come up and see me again as soon as she had the chance to do so, and after her car had been repaired.
After seeing her off, I drove home and promptly collapsed into bed, the smell of her still fresh within the sheets as I drifted off into a deep dreamless slumber.
**
On the following Tuesday just after sundown I was preparing to close up the store and head for home. During the week, on Tuesday and Wednesday, I covered the full shift by myself, though I did have one other part time person who usually worked with me then as Tom and Becky had those days off. Having already sent Melinda home, I ran around closing up. It was rare we ever got any new customers after sundown anyway, and I was anxious to get home myself now. It had been a long day, and I was honestly tired, and once again a little bit irritable as I'd been hoping to have heard from Angela by now, though I hadn't. I'd pretty much decided that was a onetime shot perhaps, and that it was very likely she'd had had second thoughts about getting it on with me as easily as she had.
I was just rounding the bend, the same spot where I had the weekend before run into her when I glanced up and saw yet another car likewise having run off into the same ditch, or so it seemed. Though this time it looked to be like a simple pull out, something I could have done quite easily with just the truck I was driving. For a moment I actually hoped it might have been Angela, though the car was obviously a different one, as was the woman who suddenly stepped out of it waving me down.
I sighed. Though in a hurry to get home myself, this was a quick and easy few bucks I could make, ten, perhaps fifteen minutes tops and I'd have her out heading back down the mountain.
"Oh thank god! I was wondering if I'd be stuck here all night," she told me. "My cell phone won't work up here!"
"Yeah I know," I said climbing out to have a look, which is when I noticed the flat tire on her car. Another then minutes, a few more bucks perhaps, and I'd still have her on her way again.
"Where's your spare?" I asked. She looked down at the back of the car.
"On there," she said with an embarrassed look on her face. "I've been meaning to get the other tire fixed, guess I should have huh?" she asked.
Now we had no choice. I'd have to drive back up to cabin, get the tow truck, and then drive her down to the store. From there, she'd have to call in and get someone to either bring her out a new tire, or make further arrangements. Even the two hundred I'd ask for towing all the way back into town didn't seem worthwhile at the moment.
"Get in," I told her, letting her know that we'd need to drive up to my cabin in order to get the tow truck and take her back down to the store. She was relieved of course as she slipped in beside me, and during the short ride up to my cabin had seemed friendly enough, soon easing my irritation with her light-hearted banter. She reminded me of someone else as I pulled into the drive.
"Is there a restroom I could use? And maybe something to drink?" She asked hopefully.
I was glad for the sudden reprieve, even if it was only a short one. As I pointed her up the stairs to the bathroom, and then poured each one of us a glass of wine, she returned moments later taking a seat across from me on the couch. "You mind if I take my shoes off for a minute?" She asked. "My feet are killing me!"
"Be my guest," I said feeling like doing that myself...so I did. "Make yourself comfortable," I had added.
She smiled at that, actually fingering the first closed button on her blouse, and then sat looking at her as it suddenly popped open. "You're sure? It won't make you uncomfortable if I do? Because it really was hot and sticky outside, and I could really use a bit of a wash up, and some cool air on my skin."
"Suit yourself," I once again told her, though finding the situation, which was quickly escalating to be more than a bit eerie. She thanked me heading back up the stairs, returning a few minutes later almost completely naked when she came back down the stairs. All she had on was a thong.
"You're sure this is ok?" She once again asked hesitating at the top of the stairs. I could only sit there and smile at her, nodding my head yes as I watched her come down. As I did, I felt the sudden awakening of my once tired prick as she did so.
As I had earlier learned her name, Janice was yet again like night and day as had Angela been or even Patti, my ex in her overall appearance. She was fairly tall for a woman, and just under six feet, long blonde hair, typical blue eyes, and a body to match. She had much larger breasts than either Angela or Patti had, with nipples so light pink in color that her areola almost disappeared into the rest of her equally pink flesh as you looked at them. But what was exceptionally appetizing, was the way they jiggled and bounced as she came down the stairs. I half suspected that the way she descended them when she did, she was doing so purposefully.
"I really appreciate you're helping me out," she said upon reaching the landing. "But...I also want you to know, I'm in no real hurry either. I don't have anyone I need to call or rush home to, and no one will be worried about me, or looking for me either, not for another day at least," she said winking.
"Holy shit!" I thought to myself. "De'Ja'vu?"
Ten minutes later I was sitting on the couch with my cock half way down her throat as she sucked me off. I soon after returned the favor, exchanging positions with her while I knelt down in front of her, her legs wrapped around my neck as I devoured her cunt. Though to be honest, I was a little disappointed when I didn't get my face drenched the way that Angela had when I'd eaten her.
An hour after that, we were up in my loft, spent, trying to catch our breaths, my cream still oozing out of her pink pussy lips, which she actually lay there scooping up with her fingers, massaging her clit with. I sat watching her with fascination as she actually got herself off while doing that moments later.
Unlike with Angela however, I couldn't afford to sleep in. It was my job to open the store. Much to her dismay perhaps, we had gotten up around 4:30 so I could tow her car back down to the store, feeding her breakfast there while we waited for some friends to show up with a new tire for her car. They did so by ten, with Melinda tossing me curious looks almost all morning long until well after they'd left.
I'd never once fucked Melinda, though I'd certainly thought about it. But as she too was barely eighteen at the time, I'd only given her a passing thought, that and an occasional walk-on appearance during one or two of my masturbatory fantasy sessions, but never anything ever more than that. After Janice and her friends had left, she had sauntered over towards me, one more button undone on the blouse she was wearing than was usually normal, even for her.
"Seems like you've had an interesting run of luck lately with the ladies haven't you?" she asked.
It had been far too obvious, and I know damn good and well she'd overheard pieces of my conversation with Janice earlier to try and hide the fact she had spent the night with me. The odd part was, Melinda was almost acting jealous in a way, certainly far more flirtatious than she usually was. I began to wonder if I hadn't accidentally rolled in something that was causing it. In an odd way, I'd gone from famine to feast in the blink of an eye. Especially as Melinda seemed to enjoy teasing me with her tantalizing view every time she leaned over pretending to be about something, allowing me to have an even greater view of her own perky little tits.
Needless to say, I was as hard as a fucking rock by the time she went home, half tempted to take her into the back room and actually fuck her. But somehow I'd managed to refrain from doing so, and even thought she was a bit disappointed when I didn't. She never even said goodnight when she left!
I was more than a bit glad to see Tom and Becky again when they came in the next morning, sharing with them my experience with Janice and the odd similarities between the two incidents.
"Well that always has been a dangerous section of highway," Tom and Becky both confirmed. "Maybe you ought to call the highway department, see if they can't put up a few clearer warning signs for that stretch of road or something. Just a matter of time before someone actually takes it too fast, hits a deer, and gets killed!"
I thought they might actually be right, and made a mental promise to myself to do so. I then briefly mentioned my encounter with Melinda, still shaking my head over that one. Tom jokingly warned me and reminded me to "keep it in my pants," whereas Becky on the other one, surprised me by encouraging me to do otherwise.
"She is old enough to make up her own mind about that you know," Becky told me. "She always has had the hots for you...what could it hurt?"
I reminded her I was twice Melinda's age for one, and for another, I wasn't looking for anything serious or steady at the moment either. As young as she was, and as much fun as she might be, I saw the look in her eyes every time she looked at me. She wasn't out for a one night stand, something a bit more permanent, and I was for damn sure not looking for that.
"Maybe you should just ask her and find out," Rebecca said once again. "You might actually be surprised."
I decided to put that one on hold however, I was growing tired of surprises, and lately...there had been a bunch of them.
Still...eye balling Melinda's cute tits all day long had once again aroused me. I was again anxious to drive home, once again getting off a bit earlier than usual. This time I was bound and determined to take a nice long hot shower, fix myself a nice thick steak out on the barbeque, put in a really decadent dirty movie, and kick back and enjoy myself.
I was almost relieved when I rounded the now somewhat infamous bend in the road and not discover someone's car sitting there. Maybe at last fortune was with me as I actually relaxed, only then realizing I had actually tensed up as I came around the corner. It was then that I looked up, saw a bright yellow MG-3 whizzing past me, going more than a bit too fast by the looks of it. Moments later I could hear the sounds of tires screeching as someone applied the brakes a bit too hard.



"Fuck!" I said pulling over, looking back. Thankfully I didn't see any smoke coming from that direction. But I no longer heard the sound of the car driving down the road either. "You've got to be fucking kidding me!" I said to myself, and then turned my truck around heading back in the opposite direction.
I couldn't believe my eyes. Sure enough, there she was, pulled off into the same spot of the road as the others had been, and...she too now had a flat tire.
I got out of my truck approaching her, already making a mental note to start driving my tow-truck into work instead of my own truck, even if it wasn't as good on gas as my own vehicle was. "Don't tell me. You don't have a spare," I said walking up.
"Sorry...I've been meaning to get one," she now stated as she turned around facing me. I could still hear the sound of her hissing tire as it deflated as I turned back around looking at the road. I began to wonder if something might have inadvertently been spilled here or something lately, though if it had, I'd been fortunate not to have run into it myself. Nothing appeared on the road however that I could see anyway, and turned back around towards her.
"I guess I'd best give you a lift back to my cabin so we can get you a tow out of here," I told her.
She smiled at that, and then assured me...she was in no real hurry.
**
Tom and Becky stood shaking their heads in disbelief when I came in towing Brenda's car behind me into the store the following morning. I cast them a "don't you dare say anything look," as Brenda stood just outside on the phone calling for help. Tom walked over to the window checking her out, still chuckling to himself as Becky came sauntering over.
"Don't tell me."
"Don't ask," I retorted. But even I had to laugh. "I swear Bec, if I didn't know any better."
"Good thing Melinda's not here today to see this," she then added with an additional giggle. "Even I'm not sure she'd be willing to buy any of this either. You have to admit Rick, it does seem a little strange under the circumstances."
And it did too. The more I stood there thinking about it, the more strange it really did seem. A little too strange.
My suspicions were confirmed a short time later when Brenda's help arrived with the new tire for her car. They had come down the mountain...not up it as I'd been expecting them too. And in addition to that, one of the guys who'd come along with for the ride seemed a little familiar.
After she had gotten her tire changed and headed out again, I stood off out of sight watching them go. And though she headed back towards the city, sure enough, her two male companions headed back up the canyon.
"You mind staying a bit later tonight?" I asked the two of them. "Something's definitely going on here, and I'm going to get to the bottom of it," I told them both. Borrowing their car, I shortly afterwards headed back up the canyon. And though there were a number of cabins along the way, I didn't bother worrying about any of them. There was only one place I was headed, and with good reason.
I reached the summit just short of thirty-five minutes later having made pretty good time, though I'd also been careful so as not to have overtaken Brenda's friends, who'd obviously made it back in even better time than I had. Pulling into the parking lot of the lodge, I found what I was looking for, a surprise in and of itself. And though with the exception of Brenda's car which obviously wasn't there. Both Angela's as well as Janice's cars were, parked side by side there in the lot.
Pulling in, I got out of my own car and sauntered in, hoping to look like any other tourist just wandering about. Though familiar with the names of the owners who ran the lodge, I had never seen them or met them. They'd never once stopped at my store on the way up, having a store of their own to begin with, in addition to the many rooms they rented out. As they tended to cater to a much higher class of people than I knew, it was also another reason why I really hadn't met or seen any of them. And I was still winging it when I stepped into the lobby area. Almost immediately being asked if someone could be of help.
"Just thought I'd come up and have a look around," I told the girl whose name badge said her name was Cynthia Jones. The owners had the same last name, so I asked her if she were related. She smiled, telling me she was indeed their daughter, and that the lodge was pretty much family owned and ran by several of their siblings and cousins. I told her I was curious, was planning a weekend retreat with my wife and had always wanted to check out the place, soon after invited to do so, and even being given a map so I could find myself around. After looking at one of the rooms as part of my disguise in being there to begin with, I then had a look around, eventually wandering outside towards the pool area. It didn't take long before I spotted Janice, Angela, along with the two guys I'd seen come down the mountain earlier. They were all sitting around one of the pool tables laughing and enjoying a drink together. Furious, though more confused by what I was seeing more than anything, I nearly walked over demanding an explanation. But then an idea came to me, though not without a certain element of risk when it did.
Luckily, I had thought ahead to wear a ball cap and sunglasses, which I had on. Sitting down at a nearby table with my back towards them, I could easily overhear their conversation as I sat giving another "Julie Jones" my drink order.
"So...whose turn is it next anyway?" Angela asked. "Though I wish to hell it was my turn again already, I knew better than to tell any of you about that night and wish to hell now that I hadn't. If it wasn't for the fact we've been invited to stay here free for the past week, I wouldn't have gone along with any of this, but who the hells going to tell her no after all this anyway?" She had then added.
"Whose she?" I found myself wondering, as moments later I received my drink and continued to sit there with my back towards them sipping it. Which is when I then heard them talking again, this time in hushed whispering tones.
"Shhh, here she comes, now we'll find out."
"Well? Anyone talk to Brenda?" The woman asked, "Did she finally call?"
"Yeah, she did," Angela told her, and then proceeded to tell her in vivid detail everything we had done the previous night together. Stunned, I sat there holding onto my drink not even sipping from it as Angela told the mysterious woman everything we had done together in blow-by-blow detail. I wanted to turn around so bad and see who it was, but until I had heard enough, I didn't dare. I wanted to know the rest of it.
"So why are you doing this anyway?" Janice soon after asked her. "Why send us to do all this, if you want to fuck him so bad yourself?"
"Because she's getting her jollies off in hearing about it," Angela answered. "She enjoys hearing from us what he really looks like, how good he is in bed, and how he loves eating out a woman's pussy, not to mention the fact he's hung like a horse and knows what the hell to do with it in bed on top of all that. I think she's trying to work up the nerve to finally approach him herself, and is using us in order to do that."
"So what? So what if I am? What do you care? You're getting free weeks stay out of it, and you're certainly not complaining about it either, telling me you had some of the best sex in your life that you've ever had. So what? So what if I'm trying to learn more about him before I finally get up the courage to approach him myself. What's it to you anyway?"
"Because sweetie, I really would like to see him again...and soon too!" Angela told her. "And if I don't get another opportunity soon to do just that, I'm going to show up at his cabin anyway, even if you haven't found away to fuck him yourself by then, that's why."
I stood up and cautiously made my way across the pool area heading back to the parking lot. I was in a state of shock, why I hadn't put two and two together before now had escaped me. I reached the gate only then looking back confirming my suspicions.
"Melinda Jones," I said smiling to myself. "Melinda Jones."
**
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It was a beautiful Saturday morning as I stepped outside the door of our home. As I'd been doing now for the past two years, I was off to visit my best friend Susan who lived just a short three blocks away. We usually traded off weeks, me going there, her coming here. It was my turn to walk over and spend the morning with her, sipping coffee and enjoying our weekly gossip sessions with one another. During the time we had come to know one another, our husbands had quickly become best friends as well. Like us, they usually went out golfing together at least every other weekend, which gave us more than enough reason to spend the better part of our mornings together.
And I didn't mind getting up early in order to do that either. It was my favorite time of day. The quaint little neighborhood we lived in was always so peaceful and serene. Most people not quite up yet, still sleeping in with very little traffic on the road, only the occasional jogger running by, people out walking their dogs enjoying the same calm and quiet of the morning that I was.
Susan was already standing in her front door waiting for me, a cup of fresh hot coffee in her hand which she extended towards me even before I'd left the sidewalk walking up their drive towards her.
Aside from one brief curious fling with my college roommate years ago, I had never entertained nor ventured again down that particular path. I'd have made another exception for Susan. She reminded me of Christy in so many ways, though ironically they didn't even look like one another at all. It was however her bubbly personality, her enthusiasm for adventure, and her uninhibited thinking that had first attracted her to me as a friend, and later, on some few occasions, becoming the object of the rare fantasy where I once again entertained private thoughts. Thoughts which I had never acted upon, or felt like I ever really would as tempting as they actually were.
Susan was around the same height that I was, around five and a half feet. Though a blonde, she certainly wasn't dumb, actually having an IQ somewhere around genius level, though you wouldn't have known that in simply speaking with her. She never lorded her intelligence over me, or anyone else for that matter. But she could if necessary provide statistics, logic and somehow manage to conclusively support whatever discussion she might be involved in. But like I said, on top of all that, she was attractive, if not downright sexy as hell, and she knew it too, though once again, she never really used that to her advantage either. Well...most of the time anyway.
Susan loved to flirt, not only with my own husband, but very often with me as well. It was the kind of fun sexy flirtation that was more innocent than serious, but it never failed to ignite my husband Rob's ardor, and very often even my own.
Susan wore her hair short in a very sassy, again flirtatious sort of way, where I on the other hand wore my dark brown hair long, usually in a ponytail most of the time. She'd been after me to cut it, wearing it as short as she did, but with a much more rounded face than she had, I just couldn't see getting away with the same sort of look.
Susan had another thing going for her as well, though at times I think she considered it to be more of a detriment as opposed to being an attribute. She had fairly large breasts, easily a D cup, if not a double D, as opposed to me being more of a large sized B, or small C if that. But in that too we tended to disagree. Susan was always telling me how she wished she had breasts more like my size, but that her husband Bill would kill her if she ever seriously considered having them reduced. Though I might have wished for larger breasts myself, I'd never once considered having them enlarged, perfectly content with them the way they were, as my own husband Robert so often told me he was.
As usual, Susan stood in her front door holding open the screen, coffee in hand, one for her, one for me. Her robe open. I don't know if she actually had a sash for it or not. I'd never seen it if she did. Never seen her wearing it tied together, yet when she did have a free hand, she very often walked with it clasping her robe closed. I'd even once commented on why she did that. She'd mentioned she had it around somewhere and perhaps should try and find it, though she also said, she enjoyed teasing her husband by not keeping it closed. And more importantly, he loved it whenever she did that, very often flashing him one thing or another without her ever realizing that she had. In that, she almost did play the dumb-blonde role, but I couldn't help but wonder if that wasn't deviously planned as well. She seemed to enjoy teasing her husband constantly, and loved how he appeared to be constantly aroused, constantly horny whenever he was around her. I knew from our conversations, they had a very satisfying and enjoyable sex-life. Once again, because of her perhaps, mine too had slowly gotten to be more and more like that with Rob.
But that was indeed my very dear and best friend Susan. The way she wore, or almost didn't wear that silly robe of hers was more along the lines of Susan's personality. I never saw her with her robe closed again after that.
"Morning sweetie!" She called out upon seeing me. "Beautiful day isn't it?"
I laughed out loud good naturedly. "Beautiful view too!" I called back as I began the short walk up the driveway towards her. "I'm sure Mr. Edwards across the street thinks so too," I added as I'd seen him step outside his front door briefly, leaning over to pick up his morning newspaper before disappearing back inside. But not before he'd taken a good long look at my best friend, one breast clearly in evidence as she held up my coffee in offering to me.
She glanced over towards his house, but he'd already gone back inside. I half wondered as she did if he wasn't still standing back in the shadows beyond the window looking out at the two of us as I reached her, embracing her, and then just for fun, mauling her exposed breast briefly.
"That should make his day alright!" Susan squealed and then stepped back letting me inside. "You're in a naughty bit of a mood aren't you?" She then asked. "If I didn't know better, I might think you're just horny enough to take me to bed and have your way with me!"
"Damn near," I told her, half considering it. "Rob was almost late picking up your husband for their golf game!" I said grinning at her. I woke up to the alarm, as well as his very hard cock poking me in the back. Decided to do something about it before he left. Unfortunately, he got his jollies well enough, but left me even more aroused and horny than I already was. I guess the good thing is, he's promised to make up for it later on this evening, so I guess the extended arousal I'm in while waiting for that will be worth it."
"I could help you take the edge off," she quipped. And once again, I wasn't at all sure if she was just being her usual self, joking around, or might actually be suggesting it for real. I just smiled at her without saying anything. "Or...you could go into the bedroom and try out that new vibrator I just got and told you about. I love it, and I know you would too!" She told me.
I did actually own one, but it wasn't anything too terribly complicated or elaborate. Just a simple slim, silver vibrating device, much like the way they were in the beginning before they started getting all the new whistles and bells attached to them.
"I think I'll wait until that toy party of yours you invited me to," I told her. "Maybe then, I might actually get something different," I told her. Oddly, I really did now wish to change the subject before my panties got any wetter than they were already beginning to be. The likelihood of that happening remote however, as usually our early morning discussions centered around sex most of the time anyway, that and the latest gossip we sometimes shared, which usually did too.
"So...how's Jared doing anyway?" I asked attempting to change the subject. I should have known better.
That was another difference between us. Susan and Bill had a teenage son, about to graduate soon, though his plans were of course to eventually move out and head off to college. Rob and I had never had any children of our own, I couldn't for several reasons, though we'd once considered actually adopting a few years back. Our jobs, new careers had of course given us the excuse to never really pursue it. And though we sometimes still talked about it, it's about all we ever really did. I was only a couple of years younger than Susan was, though neither one of us really looked our age. At thirty-five, I knew I could easily pass for someone in my late twenties, and Susan easily doing that herself.
"He's fine, doing well...though lately I think he's been having girlfriend problems, if you know what I mean," she snickered. "He got in really late last night and headed straight up to bed. He tried to hide it, but I could tell he was sporting an erection. No doubt he struck out once again with his new girlfriend Stacy. She's a cock-tease if I've ever seen one!"
I was used to her uninhibited way of thinking of course, that was Susan. But hearing her talking about her son's sex-life on such a personal level still tended to throw me a little whenever she did that.
"You don't have any concerns, fears about your son having sex at this age?" I asked curiously, already knowing the answer.
"Of course not, why should I? I certainly had by the time I was his age, as long as he's responsible for himself and his partner, shows maturity with regards to it and respects her, why should I? Frankly honey...I'm actually surprised he's still a virgin!"
"He is?" I said surprised to be hearing that. I'd actually assumed he wasn't. "How on earth do you know that?"
"Because he told me, and I believe him," she responded back easily.
I'd often wondered if there was any truth behind the old adage about feeling your ears tickling if someone was talking about you. As though to support that, seconds later I heard a door opening and then closing a bit back further into the house.
"Speak of the devil," Susan giggled. "Sounds like Jared's up." I noticed that she reached up closing the front of her robe with her hand, though as usual, she didn't do anything more than that, still sipping her coffee when he came walking in.
"Morning honey," she said as he did so, lifting her cheek in order to receive an affectionate morning kiss from him as he leaned over towards her, though eying me. Seeing me shouldn't have been much of a surprise either, I very often was on Saturdays when he'd gotten up before. But for some reason I noticed an odd expression on his face as he glanced over towards me, smiling quickly however acknowledging my presence.
"And good morning to you too Jen," he said shortening my own name with equal affection. The only other person who ever called me that had been Rob. Even Bill called me Jennefer, as did Susan, though usually I was always Sweetie or Honey whenever she spoke to me. But again, it was an odd look that I had received from him there for a moment before he moved further into the kitchen, pouring himself a cup of coffee and then returning back towards his own room.
I didn't even ask Susan the question, merely looking at her with a curious expression on my face perhaps. She had obviously seen it too. We waited until we'd both heard his bedroom door closing again before I finally spoke.
"He really doesn't seem like his usual self, did you see the way he looked at me?" I asked wondering why he had. Susan giggled and then purposely looked down at my chest.
"Maybe that had something to do with it," she then said.
I looked down at myself, totally oblivious, and then saw what they both had. My nipples were rock hard, sticking well out of the thin tight man's sleeveless tee shirt I had on. I hadn't worn a bra, though I usually didn't a great deal of the time either. Like I said, I had smaller than average breasts and usually didn't worry about wearing one unless I was going out for one reason or another. Making the walk over to visit with Susan didn't constitute the requirement of having to wear one. My mistake. I was also wearing a lightweight floral print blouse over that, but it wasn't buttoned hanging fashionably open. I hadn't even thought about it when I had gotten dressed and walked over. Now I wish I had.
Once again Susan laughed seeing my face turning beet red.
"Honey, don't worry about it. Yours certainly aren't the first tits he's ever looked at, probably even felt, and they sure as hell won't be the last. I'm sure he's just a bit over stimulated at the moment after his frustrating night last night. You know, having a severe case of blue-balls as it were?" she said joking around about it. "And it's not the first time I've caught him looking at your boob's either, or mine for that matter either," she then added. "So...don't let it get to you. Jared's a normal average American boy whose hormones are currently running rampant at the moment. I should know, I've changed enough soiled sheets lately, not to mention finding an inordinate amount of dirty hankies as well. And never once have I seen Jared running around blowing his nose. Like I said earlier, Frankly, I wish he'd find someone and take care of his virginity issue, all this laundry I'm doing is starting to get expensive!"
That honestly did make me laugh, and I felt a little better. Though I felt something else in addition to that, which didn't. My panties were once again starting to feel a bit sticky, though I blamed my own hormonal needs left unsatisfied due to my husband's fault, which still didn't help my current problem. I stood up, excusing myself.
"Potty time," I told her. "All that coffee we're drinking, like usual, has run right through me."
"Speaking of which, I'll start up another pot while you're doing that. When you come back, I'll tell you about what Doris Jackson told me she saw yesterday afternoon!"
Doris was another friend of Susan's, not a close one, not the way we were of course, and certainly no real close friend of mine either, more passing acquaintances than anything. But she never failed to have a bit of gossip about one person or another, which very often proved to be true, so it was interesting to hear from Susan what the latest bit of news was. Getting the "Doris Report" as we jokingly referred to it, had become a natural part of our weekly get-togethers.
"Hold that thought," I said as I hurriedly retreated down the hallway towards the bathroom. I knew I'd be passing by Jared's room on my way there, which I had so often done in the past. The exception was, this time I happened to notice that his door hadn't been closed all the way. It was only open just a crack, but enough so that I caught movement coming from within his room as I started to walk by. The fleeting image of what I then saw stopping me cold, backing me up. I knew I shouldn't, and had I thought about it before then, wouldn't have. Logic and reasoning making more sense. Unfortunately at the moment, I wasn't thinking quite as clearly as I should have been. Aroused, with a very wet pussy driving my emotions had caught me off guard, as had Jared.
I found myself holding my breath as I realized what he was lying there doing. Even though the guilt of actually standing there peeking at him was already beginning to worm its way into my thoughts, I managed to hold it off for a moment more, still looking before finally giving in to it, and then hurriedly entering the bathroom. I basically collapsed down onto the toilet, only then daring to breathe, fearful that he might have heard me coming. ("Cumming?") I actually found myself thinking, realizing I was horny as hell.
For a boy...well, a man boy anyway, he had a sizeable cock, one that appeared to be considerably larger than even my husband's was. But the fact he was lying there on his bed, stroking it, furiously in fact...had taken me by surprise to say the least, and I found myself wondering what he might be laying there thinking about while he pleasured himself, and briefly wondered, entertaining the thought, "Had it been me?"
I quickly convinced myself no. Even though the last thing he'd seen before returning to his own room had been my tits...my rock hard nipples, which as I now looked down again at, were even harder than they had been. The image of his boy-prick as he lay there fisting it. I shook the thought from my head, which immediately came back as I finally took off my shorts, lowering my thong in an effort to finally pee. I touched my clit, touched it again, felt the electrical shock of doing so overwhelming as I continued to do so.
In all the years that Susan and I had been friends, I had never once masturbated in her home, let alone anywhere else for that matter, not counting the one time I had at the office I worked in. But never in Susan's home, nor anyone else's home except for my own. The fact I was doing so now, surprised me, even shocked me a little, though I simply couldn't help it as I sat there playing with myself. I came with such a rush, trying to stifle my cry of pleasure, fearful that Jared might have overheard me, even though I was still a good distance down the hallway from his room when I did. Even so, I took an inordinate amount of time to collect myself, finally peeing, and then washing my hands before re-emerging.
His door was now closed as I walked by again heading back into the kitchen area.
"Jesus Jennefer. I was about to send out a search and rescue team for you," Susan laughed upon seeing me. "What else were you doing in there besides peeing anyway?" she joked not really meaning anything, but the look on my face must have spoken volumes as she stood there looking at me. "My God! You did didn't you?"
I never had been able to lie to her. Sure...I'd sometimes gotten away with not revealing the truth about something, though usually because her attention had been drawn elsewhere, or I'd somehow gotten lucky and changed the subject. But not this time. And to make matters worse, Susan wasn't about to let up either, not until she'd rung out the reasoning behind the fact that I actually had either. It would have been like getting involved in a really good book, and then putting it down just before reaching the ending. Wasn't going to happen.
The bottom line was, I was embarrassed however, my face having turned scarlet, though I also imagined I was still a bit flushed from the rather intense little orgasm I'd just given myself in addition to that.
I swear, Susan had a nose, or some sort of sixth sense or something when it came to anything sexual too. Like a bloodhound, she sat there sniffing me out. I half expected her to get down on all fours and come over and smell me personally herself. She just sat there waiting, smiling at me. She'd have stayed that way too...forever, for as long as it took until I finally said something. I know. Because she'd done it before. Thank god, that she was my dearest and very best friend. I knew I could tell her anything without judgment or recrimination, though even this, was perhaps borderline in doing that.
I did however, finally find my courage. "I just...I ah, just saw...Jared, um ah....jerking off."
"What?"
For the first time since we'd known one another, I think I had actually taken her by surprise.
"You did what?" she asked again. At least she didn't look angry or anything. Just surprised, though I was pleased to see the sudden upturn of her lips a moment or two later when she spoke once more. "How?"
I sat in my chair feeling like I was on the witness stand. Susan now standing in front of me, though thank god she at least had a fresh cup of coffee in her hand. Though even then I felt like she was the bailiff, soon to be the prosecuting attorney as she swore me in.



"Do you swear to tell the truth? And nothing but the truth? So help you God?"
"I do Susan, I do." Though we never said any of that of course, even though I was thinking it. But I then did tell her what had happened...and exactly how it had happened, and then of course confessed to her what I had done. She sat in silence for a moment thinking it over, and then burst out laughing.
"Jesus Jen," she said shortening my name, something she rarely if ever did. "Even I've never caught him doing that. All I ever get is the aftermath!" She was still chuckling as I sat there growing redder and redder by the minute.
"So...tell me, just how big IS my son's dick anyway?"
**
Somehow we managed to get through the rest of the morning without discussing it further, though we'd forgotten all about the "Doris Report", and had in fact headed off into our own childhood explorations and discoveries. So perhaps in a way...we still were. I'd even found myself telling her all about my brief little fling with Christy, but all that seemed to do was fire her up even more. Before I knew it, she was pressing me for specific intimate details, a blow-by-blow of our encounters, obviously fascinated to be hearing it, not to mention being aroused. I didn't make an issue out of it, nor even let on that I knew what it was she was doing. But there was no denying the fact that her robe was fully open, and that her hand was moving quite noticeably down between her legs as she sat across from me at the kitchen table.
Had I not been dressed. Had I not been worried about Jared suddenly coming out of his room again, I might actually have joined her. If I thought I was horny and aroused before, I was even more so now. Even walking home shortly after I'd sat there and looked into my friends eyes as she came, I was still thinking about everything that had happened, the moisture pooling between my pussy lips as I walked home on very unsteady feet, my head swimming, my emotions raw.
Rob never knew what hit him the moment he got home from golfing. Not that he minded. But even that had barely taken the edge off.
**
Sunday afternoon I was outside in the garden doing a bit of weeding when my cell phone rang. I knew immediately that it was Susan. She had a while back taken my phone, programmed her song on it for me. I had nearly killed her because of it. Now every time I heard the song, I couldn't help but laugh. Once again, another Susanism. Hearing "I touch myself" never failed to cause me to giggle, though there had been frantic moments out in public or at work where I'd dived into my purse to answer my phone. Even then, I'd usually got more than just a few curious looks at hearing the tune. I quit worrying about it so much however when I realized just how many people had heard the song, and obviously enjoyed it by the smiles on their faces.
"Susan? What's up?" I answered glad to be taking a breather for a moment as I stepped back into the shade sitting down at our patio table.
"You sitting down?"
I laughed. "Just," I answered back. "I'm outside weeding." She didn't immediately speak, so I asked her again. "Why? What's up Susan?" I now asked a bit more curiously.
I heard a nervous giggle in her tone of voice. "I just overheard Jared speaking to one of his friends," she told me.
"About what?"
"About you!"
"Me? Why? What about?" I now asked sitting up straight in my chair. "Oh my God Susan, he didn't see me standing there behind his door did he?"
That made her laugh, and gave me a little relief at the same time when she did.
"No, at least I don't think so, he never mentioned that to his friend, but I did overhear him saying something else about you."
"What?"
"You want the Readers Digest condensed version? Or the entire story?"
At least she was teasing me, so that was a good thing. Not something Apocalyptic or earth shattering...at first.
"Since I really am sitting down, how about you give me the long version?" I asked now quite curious as to what Jared had told his friend.
"Got batteries for your vibrator?"
"Susan!" I now spat into the phone actually getting irritated with her.
"Ok, ok...but even I have to admit, it was pretty horny hearing what he said to his friend about you."
"Which was?" I said still sounding a bit put out, but likewise, too curious and just a little worried as to what it was he had said to remain totally angry with my best friend. Especially as she was the one about to tell me what it was her own son had actually said about me.
"Ok, word for word then...the long version."
I sighed on my end of the line...waiting.
"I heard him telling Peter, his best friend what he'd seen yesterday morning when he came into the kitchen."
I didn't say it, but I was thinking it. "So what...he saw my hard nipples, what men wouldn't look if given the chance if they were to walk in on a woman who did?"
She had continued on however, and it took me a moment to catch up to her, stopping her when I realized what she said.
"He said what again?"
I heard Susan snicker. "He told Peter, that he wished he could squirt his cum all over your hard stiff nipples, and then eat you out while waiting for himself to become hard again, and then have you be the one to take his virginity after that."
"He said that? He actually said that to his friend?"
"Not only that honey...but he also said he was laying in his bed, masturbating while thinking about you. He'd even left his door open a little, hoping you might walk by, look in and see what he was doing. If you had of, he'd have pretended not to notice you were standing there, and he'd have kept jerking himself off until he came, just so you could watch it."
"Oh my God! Then that means..."
"Yeah, he had actually hoped that you would. Obviously he must have known you did pass by his room, though I'm not sure he ever knew if you ever peeked in and actually saw him. But he was certainly hoping that you would."
"Jesus Susan! I'm not sure what to say, what to think about this. Fuck, what can I say except to say I'm sorry!"
"About what? About being the focus of my son's fantasy? Why should you be sorry about that? He's only human...and like anyone else, has and entertains his own thoughts."
"Yeah, but if I hadn't been sitting there with my tits poking out..."
Once again Susan laughed. "Oh honey...get real. I have a sneaking suspicion this has been going on a hell of a lot longer than either one of us has even realized. I am quite sure he's had a crush on you for a lot longer than this, and has no doubt shot several of those wads of his I've been forced to wash, just thinking about you. Which reminds me. I guess that means that you're actually responsible for all that additional laundry I've been having to do lately. Maybe I should bring over all his cum-hankies and let you wash them up for him instead!"
"You know Susan, you can really be a little shit when you want to be, you know that?"
Once again she laughed, but then so did I.
"Anyway, that brings me to the real point of this call."
"Which is?"
Once again she paused. And this time she didn't giggle, serious when she spoke.
"How'd you like to fuck my son?"
**
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I honestly didn't believe I had heard her correctly, so I asked her again.
"What did you just say?"
This time she didn't hesitate. "I asked you, if you'd like to fuck my son," she said simply...even more importantly, seriously. And quite naturally, I said,
"You can't be serious!"
"Oh but honey. I am. I've even talked to Bill about it, and he agrees with me."
"You what?"
"Yes, we talked about it, spoke a great deal in length about it, and came to the exact same conclusion about it. We really think that you should. Even Bill said he now wishes that his parents had done something like that for him when he'd reached the age of consent. Would have saved him a whole lot of trouble with all the misconceptions he'd been forced to live with after that. All the mistakes, the ungrounded fears, not to mention the guilt he had endured afterwards because of it. Always wondering if he could have done better, been better at it. Learning from someone with actual experience who knew what they were doing as opposed to the blind leading the blind as it were."
"So get him a hooker!" I said disbelief clearly being revealed in the tone of my voice.
"Yeah, we talked about that as an option," she actually admitted. "But then decided against it. As Bill reminded me, and I him...part of that first time experience is doing it with someone you really care about. Obviously Honey...Jared really cares about you. I think he's made that quite clear, so sending him to a hooker wouldn't actually be in his best interests.
"What about mine? What about MY interests? Or my husband's?" I asked beginning to sound hysteric.
I finally calmed however having vented, collecting my senses along with my breath.
"If you're finished ranting and raving?" Susan asked.
I said nothing on my end of the line, waiting for what I knew was coming.
"We agree with you on that too. And because of that, because of our friendship with one another, we wouldn't expect you to go behind Rob's back. This is something he would likewise have to be in agreement with before we'd ever consider actually pursuing it. So...what we'd like to propose is to perhaps come over this evening, maybe even have a little barbeque or something, and then lay it all out for him. See what he has to say, at least explain our reasoning's to him personally ourselves, to both of you. Then...later on, after the two of you have had a chance to think about it and discuss it, you can tell us what your final decision is. How's that sound?"
The fact that I actually agreed to hearing them out was one thing. Actually going through with it even after we did, was something else. Though I was also in agreement not to even mention we'd talked about it this much until they came over later on that evening and spoke with the two of us together. At least that way, I could pretend to be hearing it for the first time too, and then gage my husband's reaction and similarly react the same way that he no doubt would. I was fairly confident he'd laugh it off as more of a joke than anything, and then that would be that.
Or so I hoped anyway.
Susan and Bill arrived later on that evening. We'd enjoyed a nice quiet little barbeque. Almost too quiet as Rob periodically glanced towards me, his eyes raised in question. Obviously he knew there was another purpose behind our friends visit though he was patient enough to wait it out and see what it was.
I was nervous as hell, sitting on pins and needles and half hoping they had changed their minds and not even bring the subject up. I should have known better, especially when Rob decided to open the door to whatever it was they had come here to really ask us about.
"So, as much as I enjoy having you guys over, you're not acting like your usual naughty selves...what's up?"
It was all the opening the two of them needed, though it was Susan of course who finally broached the subject.
Though Susan told the entire story from start to finish, which she'd told me she'd do. I was grateful at least that she did it in such a way, that it appeared I was just then hearing about her son's conversation with his friend at the same time Rob now was. When she and Bill finally got to the reason and purpose of their visit having said all that, I found I was holding my breath. I continued to hold it as Rob sat back in his chair digesting what Susan had told him, exactly the same way she had said it to me. For a moment, his facial expression gave absolutely nothing away, one way or the other, and I nearly screamed out at him to say something as it was driving me nuts. When he did, I still sat there looking at him with a stupefied expression on my face.
"Damn, I wish my parents had done that for me!"
**
I'm fairly certain by the look on my face as Rob finally turned to look at me that he backtracked a little, hesitating. It's not like I was opposed to the idea emotionally, or that I had any real reservations about actually doing it. Though obviously there were some. But it was the fact I'd at least expected him to look a bit more shocked perhaps, or even offer up some sort of initial reservations about it. Which he did, but only after he'd seen my face.
"I think, we'll need to give this some thought and discuss it," he finally added. "Obviously Jen's the one that has to make the ultimate decision for herself, but I think my own personal concern would be, not wanting this to affect our relationship with the two of you. To be honest, when you came over tonight, I was actually concerned, well worried...that you guys were moving away or something and had come over to tell us that. As you well know, Jen and I are very fond of you two, hell...I'll come right out and say that we even love you guys, a lot! So I'm actually relieved that wasn't what you came here to tell us. But...I'll be the first to admit, this was a bit of a surprise."
"We figured it would be," Bill finally said jumping in after being silent most of the evening. "But Susan and I have talked about it at length, and came to the same conclusion about it. But we did so for the very reasons you just mentioned. Because we love you guys too, and wouldn't have asked this of you otherwise, if we didn't. But you're right, it is something you should probably discuss and consider privately. Especially as Jen's the primary individual involved here. Though there is a bit of another caveat we'd like to discuss, if and when you agree to do this for us."
"Oh? And what's that?" I now said finding my own voice. Whatever this was, was new, and not something that Susan had obviously chosen to share with me yet, which I could see was the case by the expression on her face. She didn't blush very damn often, and now she was.
When we'd begun talking, we had moved from the patio table where we'd eaten our dinner together. Susan and I now sitting down on the patio swing where we still were. Rob and Bill had each taken one of our cushioned lounge chairs, sitting down on those, drinks in hand. Susan now turned towards me, sitting a bit sideways in the swing, taking my hands in hers as she spoke.
"If you do decide to do this," she began. "And I honestly hope that you will, what Bill and I would also like, and appreciate, is if you'd take the time to let Jared attempt to seduce you himself. That way...it won't appear as though we actually set him up. Not only do we think his first experience should be with someone he truly cares about, but that he also have a good memory from it to keep with him always. I think that in his knowing it was mommy and daddy that had fixed up his first time, he might have reservations about it later on. And that would of course go against part of the reason for doing this in the first place."
"You're telling me, that if I do decide to actually go through with this, that you want it to be Jared's idea, or at least let him believe that it is, and allow him in time, to eventually seduce me?"
"In a nutshell, yes."
This time Rob really did have some reservations about it, which I was a little relieved to hear him respond to.
"I'm not sure that I'm really comfortable with that," he told our friends. "I mean, it's one thing for Jen to sleep with Jared, taking his virginity and all that. Something else entirely for him to think he's having some sort of an affair with her, or hoping to."
Susan answered. "We actually both agree with you on that point as well," she began. "Which is why we think it could be handled in such a way that Jared would eventually know it was a onetime only thing when it finally did happen. We're both fairly certain that in time, Jared would eventually reveal to Jennefer he was a virgin. When he does that, after he's enjoyed the thrill of having tried to seduce her, that would be when her resolve would finally melt and that she'd actually consider sleeping with him. But that would also be the time when she'd let him know in no uncertain terms that it was a onetime thing, and would never, ever happen again after that. I think under the circumstances, faced with sleeping with you, or not sleeping with you at all, especially for his very first time, he'd opt for the opportunity at least of doing so."
I sat looking at my husband, who of course sat looking towards me. I was as yet undecided about all this, though oddly enough, I was aroused too. Just talking about this the way we had been had had a profound effect on me in ways I could never have imagined. As I suddenly now noticed with Rob. Even sitting down in the lounge chair, I could see he had an erection. It became clear to me he'd become aroused by all of this, sitting there thinking about it, as I'd been. And I also know, it was because of his own horniness perhaps that he jokingly said what he said next, not really meaning it perhaps as we discussed later. And it wasn't at all out of character for either one of us to have done either, as we'd joked around, flirting around before on previous occasions.
"So...if Jen does decide to go through with this, what's in it for me?" He quipped trying to make light of things. "I mean after all, I'm the one that has to look the other way and pretend I don't know what's really going on. Do I at least get a handjob, or a blowjob out of this?" He chuckled, "Or even better, finally get to see Susan and Jen going down on one another?" He said laughing again, honestly joking around, as he'd said this before when we'd gotten together, hinting at the fact this was, and had been one of his own personal life-long fantasies he'd enjoy seeing. Only back then, we'd all laughed it off as a bit of naughty playfulness, suggesting that perhaps "one day" it might actually happen, and then very often leaving it at that.
As I said, it's not the first time he'd jokingly hinted at something like this, so had Bill. And even I had on some few occasions indicated that if Rob and I ever did do anything with anyone else, the only two people we'd ever consider doing something like that with, would be the two of them. Susan had herself on numerous occasions come right out and freely admitted that she'd love going down on me, even if I wasn't comfortable in reciprocating the same back for her. Which she now knew, after my admission to her earlier about Christy wasn't as much of a concern as she at first thought it might be. I had simply not encouraged her too seriously, not because I didn't want to, but because I was sorely tempted. It had even been one of Rob and I's dirty "pillow-talk" discussions on more than a few evenings. Each of us knowing that with only a little persuasion on my part, that Susan would no doubt seriously jump at the chance. And that Bill had basically already given his blessings to her if something like that should ever happen. Though so had Rob, a long, long time ago.
Susan was still holding my hands in hers as she looked at me, all of us having just heard Rob's comment.
"Well, if it would help, if it would make the two of you feel a little more relaxed at doing something like that for us, for Jared..." she added looking into my eyes, "I think that if the four of us were to also become a bit more intimate than we already are now, it might in fact make the rest of this far more accepting for all of us in the long run. So...to answer your question Rob, if she'd let me, I'd love to lick her pussy right now. Right this very moment in fact."
I still thought she was joking around as she slid off the swing down to her knees in front of me. She had done that before too. A little over a year ago when we'd gone on vacation together over to the Islands. We'd been laying on a secluded section of beach, once again the topic of sex coming up where she'd actually rolled over, repositioning herself between my legs. She had hinted then at actually doing it, her face only inches away from my bikini covered pussy. She had even run her tongue briefly between my legs, though my bottoms had been the only barrier existing between her tongue and my pussy at the time. Once again, Rob had been sitting there next to me with a massive erection, just like he had now, half wishing she was serious. As I actually found myself wishing at the time as horny as I was. But even with the stretch of beach we were on being as secluded as it was, there was still too many other's within looking distance to have noticed her actually doing so. Her look however as she finally rolled away, laughing and once again sitting up, was the exact same one I was seeing now.
We had in fact fucked side by side in the same room we shared later on that evening, watching one another doing so in fact. But it was as close as we'd ever come to doing anything else. Even I had to admit, that night, and the two successive nights afterwards when we did, were amongst the most erotic that Rob and I had ever shared together.
Now I sat there looking down at her as she looked up towards me. That same look, that hungry, wanton expression on her face. I felt the heat in my own face as I sat there, expecting her to sit up, once again laughing it off as just another one of her teasing little adventures.
"Yeah right...you'd do that right here," I finally said calling what I thought was her bluff.
"Right here, right now," she said leaning forward a bit more. Close enough I could now feel her breath against my skin as I nervously laughed looking up. Both Rob and Bill seemed transfixed, frozen in time, drinks in hand, hard cocks readily apparent as they had both sat up hopefully, expectantly...though neither one of them moved, nor even appeared to be breathing.
"Sure Sue," I now said, shortening her name, which is something I rarely if ever did either. "If I actually did spread my legs for you, sitting here in this swing, you'd actually do it. Eat me," I added with more than a bit of lustiness in my tone of voice. I felt her tongue suddenly run across the upper flesh on my thigh, just skimming against the material of my thong which was the only barrier having kept her from actually licking me, just like that time at the beach.
I actually spread my legs, not just a little, but much, much wider, wondering still if she was really serious...if I was. When I saw her smile, saw her licking her lips, I knew she was. Once again I felt the press of her tongue against the thin material of my thong, this time pressing there a bit more firmly with the flat of her tongue. I also knew as she did that, she could quite obviously taste the fluid that had been seeping through the material all evening long. If I had any doubts about her being serious in actually doing this now, they'd evaporated. Even my husband's deep heavy sigh of delight at seeing her actually doing this to me, seemed to coax her into going further.
"Oh fuck that looks hot!" He moaned suddenly standing up, as he did, I watched in abject fascination as he pulled down the zipper on his slacks, freeing his prick. Seconds later, Bill had stood, now doing the same.
"And that...looks pretty fucking hot too!" I said moaning appreciatively, seeing both my husband as well as Bill, standing there beside us as Susan's fingers now pried the edge of my thong off to one side. Her next caressing tongue lick ran straight up the wet glistening furrow of my slit, all the way to my clit.
My senses were on overload. Up until now, I'd only privately entertained thoughts of my best friend ever doing this to me. Now...she was. The sensation of her tongue as it gently slid up and down the length of my split, tickling little tongue flitters, followed almost immediately afterwards by the equally gentle sucking of my aroused hard little clit, which soon had me shuddering uncontrollably beneath her.
"Come lay with me," she then whispered, speaking directly into my cunt, only then looking up, licking her lips as she glanced over towards Bill. "Pull those cushions off the lounge chairs and lay them side by side," she ordered. It was almost funny seeing both Bill as well as Rob spring into action, their stiff hard dicks wobbling about up and down, sticking out of their pants as they did so.
As they finished doing that, Susan stood, drawing me up to my feet still holding onto me. I felt like a child in her hands as she suddenly reached down, grabbing the hem of my tee shirt and then pulling it up and over my head. She even giggled upon finding me wearing a bra, though why I had, when I usually didn't, I had no answer for, though she never asked the question. She merely cupped my breasts, caressing them softly, still encased within the soft frilly lace that barely covered them as it was. I felt my nipples stiffen even more than they already were, simple little tingles of pure ecstasy suddenly coursing up and down my spine as she reached around with a single hand, undoing the clasp.
"Never could do that one handed," I heard Rob saying to Bill.
"Me neither," Bill responded breathing heavily. "Wonder if she can?"
Hearing him say that made me realize, I wanted to feel Susan's breasts now as well as she stood there caressing mine, my bra having tumbled somewhere below us on the ground.
Nervously, excitedly, I began undoing the buttons on Susan's blouse. Moments later it came undone, her own very full, bra-clad breasts suddenly beckoning to me as I cupped them each briefly, and then...just as she had done, likewise reaching around behind her undoing the clasp.
"Guess she can," Bill quipped chuckling.
We now stood facing one another, breast to breast, actually allowing them to kiss one another as we did that. Even this was something I had never done before, actually teasing one another with our breasts as we stood there, looking down, watching as our own hard nipples danced, pressed and then kissed one another back and forth, fencing as though in tournament with one another as we both giggled pleasurably while doing so.
"Come, lay down so I can lick you again," she purred hotly. But now it was my turn to surprise her, to surprise Rob, and even Bill.
"No...now it's my turn...to lick you," I said, taking Sue by the hand, leading her over towards the two mattresses now laying on the grass side by side. I now undid the zipper on her shorts, quickly pulling them down, surprised to find as I did so, that she had nothing on underneath them. Seeing the bareness of her beautiful pussy, I quite naturally ran my fingertip up her soft little groove, collecting a bit of moisture along the way. As I helped her to step out of her shorts, I then stood up again, my finger inside my mouth, sucking her essence off before lowering it, running it up and down her slit again, and then again...licking it off, licking her off my finger.
Even as I stood doing that, Susan was already fumbling with the clasp and zipper on my skirt. In seconds she'd undone them both. As my skirt fell down around my ankles, her hands were already tugging on my thong yanking it well down below my knees. I stepped out of that too, now totally nude, as she was, each of us again standing pressed against one another.



And then she kissed me.
I know that I had once kissed Christy during that time we'd spent together, but I honestly couldn't specifically recall it. And we'd certainly never kissed like this. As I felt the warm moist press of Susan's lips upon mine, I kissed back, the tip of her tongue even then pressing into my mouth as I grabbed it with my lips, sucking it like a tiny cock.
How long we actually stood there I didn't know. I was swimming in a sea of bliss, our nude bodies now pressing fully against one another again, hands everywhere at once exploring, touching, teasing. Somewhere during all this, the boys had retrieved two additional chairs from around the table, now placing them on either side of the cushions still lying beneath us. And in addition to that, they were now likewise nude, sitting, stroking themselves as they looked on.
"I want to taste you now," I told her, slowly lowering myself, bringing her with me as I did. It was like watching her melt into the cushion beside me. She literally poured herself into place, her outstretched legs bent at the knee as I slid in between them, my hands already reaching up, seeking out the hard extended points on her breasts. I rolled them between my fingers playfully, my tongue likewise rolling between the folds of her sex, her taste intoxicating, exquisite.
"Jesus, I never thought I'd ever see the day," I heard Rob saying, likewise listening to the all too familiar sound of his squishy prick as he sat there stroking himself, toying with it in much the same way I'd very often asked him to do for me. I loved seeing him as he stroked it, listening to the sounds he made as he produced more and more precum lubrication from the tip, exciting himself more and more until it had become decadently obscene. Just as it was now. I knew then how aroused he truly was, just as I was, as I probed my best friends cunt with my tongue, spearing her depths, drinking her liquid nectar as I all but devoured her.
I knew too that Bill was likewise playing with his cock, the slap of his balls as they pounded against his thigh clearly in evidence. All the sounds surrounding us as I continued tonguing and licking my best friend's pussy, merely adding to the eroticism of the moment, heightening the passion we were all feeling.
Susan now lifting her ass slightly, grinding, sometimes humping herself against my face, her hands entwined within my hair as she pressed me even more firmly against her crying out.
"Oh my God Jen! Oh my God! Yes baby, yes! Lick me! Suck me! Eat me!" she cried out over and over again. I had begun pinching and twisting her nipples almost painfully, but she urged me on to pull on them even harder than I was.
"Tear the fuckers off!" she actually cried out at one point, once again thrashing wildly, alerting me to the fact she was on the verge of orgasm as I did so.
"Oh God...it's going to be a BIG one too," Bob suddenly announced. "Watch her when she does," he commented obviously speaking to my husband. "You won't believe it."
I had no idea at first what he meant, but it became a moot point moments later anyway. I was so involved myself in the sensation of my friend's climax, her pleasure as I lapped frantically at her tender little clit, still mauling her breasts simultaneously with my hands as she suddenly arched her back even more than she'd done already, holding it. And then she came. Her ear splitting cry of release even startled a few of the neighborhood dogs, nearly sending me into a fit of laughter, which I might have done had I suddenly then not been swallowing for my life! When Susan had exploded, I had not at all expected the sudden fluid gush from my girlfriends cunt that now spurted from somewhere within her depths the way that it did. Not wholly unaware of the phenomenon of course, as I had certainly heard about it, and actually read up on it a while back. But I'd never personally seen anyone do it, or experience it myself. I was in awe as she did so.
"F.....uhhhhhh kkkkK!" Rob groaned almost as loudly upon seeing it, watching it as I was finally was forced to sit back. Susan's pussy still squirting, spraying streamer after streamer of clear liquid juice that now splashed against my breasts, soaking them both completely as I looked down watching her as she did so, now laughing almost as hysterically as Susan was.
I'm not even sure Susan had finished climaxing yet as she suddenly sat up bowling me over onto my back, diving between my legs. Just before her mouth descended down on my own very juicy, wet cunt, she looked up at Rob saying simply, "come fuck me!"
He glanced over towards me, his hand suddenly slowing on his cock. I merely smiled back at him by way of an answer, and then likewise turning towards Bill a split second later.
"Get over here so I can suck you," I told him.
Rob was behind Susan within moments, already pressing the tip of his hard erect cock at the opening of her almost too wet pussy, rubbing it up and down her split, enjoying the sensation of her only then ebbing climax. I saw nothing more, only feeling it as Bill now knelt near my head, his hard stiff prick firmly within my hand as he guided it towards my face, brushing my lips with the spongy firm head of his prick as I wrapped my mouth around it, drawing him in. Sue...her tongue a flurry of flicks, kisses and licks about the surface of my pussy, as though having more than one tongue as she teased me deliriously. Her fingers likewise invading my womanhood, one now probing, tickling the opening of my ass, the other reaching deeply, stroking and now caressing what I knew was my own "g" spot. I felt her lips draw in my clit, sucking it like a tiny cock, sending stars cascading inside my head much like a gigantic meteor shower as I only then realized and felt the sensation of her middle finger as it slipped easily through the puckered opening of my ass. Two fingers now scissoring me inside, fucking me firmly, deeply, penetrating twin strokes of pleasure that somehow intensified the already intense pleasure which her lips and tongue continued to bring me. And somehow, throughout all this, I still managed to suck Bill's prick without biting it off.
I'd been hovering on the edge myself almost from the beginning, so it was no real surprise when I felt the first overpowering surge of my own release suddenly grip my entire being. There was no need to announce it, even if I could with Bill's cock embedded halfway down my throat at the time. I felt the first contraction, the intensity as my pussy gave up its pleasure to my best friend's mouth, her tongue and lips now a bit more softly caressing my precious stem, tickling it still as I came over and over again, thrashing beneath her. As I did, I felt the first warm spurts of Bill's prick as he likewise released. His tangy, somewhat salty liquid suddenly filling my mouth nearly choking me. I swallowed almost in desperation to keep from suffocating, yet oddly enjoying the sensation of his pleasure as it now joined my own.
Somewhere in the background, the familiar grunt of my husband as he came added an exclamation point to the incredible moment we'd just all shared together.
**
For the longest time we just lay there sprawled against and amongst one another trying to collect our breaths, our wits. My heart still pounding deep within my chest, only then finally beginning to slow. I opened my eyes looking off to one side where Rob had collapsed next to us. His prick somewhat flaccid now, though coated in the pearly essence of his own spending, and some of Susan's as he lay there. I thought briefly I had never seen anything look so erotic before, his cock far from hard, though beautiful as it was rigid, looked even more masculine, more sensual than I had ever seen it. Even the lazy teasing touch of Bill's hand as it continued to caress my nipple felt dreamy, his spent cock likewise only inches away from my face, a droplet of semen still oozing from the tip collecting within the folds of his foreskin as though seeking refuge from its recent escape.
Susan, my best and dearest friend, her head still comfortably resting between my legs, the hotness of her breath even then teasing my clit as she reposed within inches away from it, arousing me again as she did so, though I was still far too spent to allow the sensation to wake up the rest of my senses. Though I smiled secretly to myself, knowing that within a very short while, they most certainly would once again.
Not a word was spoken, only the continued gentle breathing as we lay there basking in the afterglow of such intensity, the likes of which I'm not sure I had ever known before.
"Ok, I'll do it. You've convinced me," I laughed. "But only if...you promise to do that again," I said looking down at my friend as she in turn finally looked up her eyes meeting mine.
"Just say when," she grinned winking at me. "Whenever you want it."
I lay back, using Bill's leg as a pillow, my hand reaching out to clasp my husband's slick messy, sticky dick. I closed my eyes smiling.
"When," I said softly. "When."
**
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I met Susan for lunch the following day at a favorite little restaurant of ours. As we usually did, we asked for our favorite table, which was off to one side and a bit out of the normal flow of traffic. In the beginning our waiters and waitresses weren't too pleased by our request. But now being "regulars" as we were, and tipping very well for the additional privacy so we could often chat without being overheard, we were only met with smiles and better than average service after that.
I knew this little meet would center around Jared. I was more than a bit nervous even now as we met up, sitting down to discuss it. And though I had in the heat of passion agreed to do this, after Susan and Bill had left, Rob and I had sat down and discussed it at length after that once again. My first concern was for him, and had he had any reservations about it whatsoever afterwards, I'd have gladly declined, calling up our friends and reneging on my agreement to go through with all of this.
Rob didn't, aside from getting my assurance that once Jared and I had in fact slept together, it wouldn't continue. (Unless he was there to see it of course and be involved afterwards). I didn't take his comment seriously, not even being able to imagine it myself, but after what we'd now experienced with our friends (discussing that in detail as well) I no longer believed that even that wasn't possible.
The biggest obstacle of course in pursuing this, was in doing it in such a way that Jared could enjoy the thrill of the chase prior to our ending up in bed together, and me taking his virginity. We all knew going in that it wasn't likely to happen overnight, and that in the beginning, Jared might in fact not even be self confident enough to go through with it himself when push came to shove so to speak. I'd agreed to keep everyone informed of course as to any progress, and what all might transpire over the days, or even weeks ahead if it were to take that long. Interestingly enough, my husband as well as our friends had found the aspect of that arousing. But then...so did I. I'd already imagined myself a few silly scenarios as to how things might progress, what might happen, and then later on sharing the details with everyone in explicit detail. I had in fact masturbated that very morning prior to dressing and leaving to meet Susan while imagining just that.
If anything, Susan was even more nervous and excited than I was. If she'd been a pot of water, she'd have already boiled over as we slid into our cozy, somewhat private little booth together sharing the same bench seat.
"So...you and Rob discuss things after we left?" She asked. I told her we had, and that it was still on, though I was curious as to how we were going to go about setting this up so that Jared had some way of screwing up enough courage to approach me, and very possibly try and seduce me. I wasn't at all surprised to hear that Susan had already come up with an answer to that.
My job, even if you wanted to call it that, which I did for a living and so thoroughly enjoyed, was editing books for upstart authors and writers. Working for a small publishing company, it was something they paid me to do, at my own speed on my own time...from home. I made reasonable money in doing it for one, but the best part of my job was the fact I could do it from home, wearing whatever the hell I felt like wearing when I did. No extra expenses for gas, clothing or things like that, which made the amount of money I did make on each editing job, go even further.
Where Susan's idea came into play, was the fact that Rob and I still hadn't gotten around to finishing up what would eventually be my downstairs office. At the moment, I worked primarily from my kitchen table, which wasn't as conducive as I would have liked as I always had to clean everything up, replace my notes, manuscripts and of course close down my laptop prior to starting up once again. Hopefully within a month or so, that would no longer be a problem. But at the moment, it still was.
I had in fact twice before when having a rather large, somewhat urgent manuscript that needed to be gone through, gone over to Susan and Bill's place and actually borrowed Bill's home office in order to do that during that time. It had saved me a lot of aggravation for one thing, but had afforded me the privacy and necessary time needed to complete the project on time, and more importantly...correctly.
"So...what I was thinking was this. You can either pretend you have some important manuscript you need to be working on, or actually work on one if you want to, whichever way works for you the best. But the idea is, for you to come over as often as you want, set up in Bill's office during the day when we're not there of course, and while Jared is. That at least will provide him with the means necessary to hang around you a bit, get a chance to begin thinking along the same lines that he was when he thought about enticing you to look into his room."
It wasn't a bad idea. I did in fact have a manuscript I could work on from there, and it wasn't anything rushed at the moment either. So that would give me excuse enough to set up, leaving my work there. But...in addition to that, it also happened to be a pretty erotic novel I'd been asked if I was comfortable enough to take on as it was fairly explicit in detail. When I told Susan about it, and suggested that I might in some way find a way to incorporate that into Jared's seduction of me, she was all for it.
With Jared taking some time off before entering school again in the fall, very likely moving onto campus in fact when he did, we'd at least have several days where we knew we'd both be alone together. Hopefully, Jared's imagination, his natural curiosity and horniness with regards to me, and my own somewhat flirtatious responses, and perhaps even suggestive attire as I came over to work would eventually do the trick.
Now in agreement, we decided it was now or never, and that I'd bring over everything I needed that very evening to set up. They'd explain to Jared what was going on of course, and that he was apt to have company over the next few days during the day, and feel him out just a bit with regards to that, and see how he responded. We'd then take things from there.
Once again, I found myself quite aroused just thinking about it, as I discovered moments later, so was Susan.
"Are you as wet as I am?" Susan asked whispering to me just seconds before the waitress showed up with our Chef Salads. Unable to answer her of course at the moment, she sought the answer out herself in her own way, causing me to jump in surprise, eliciting a questioning eyebrow from our waitress when I did.
"Sorry...hiccups," I told her grinning stupidly. I quickly picked up my still full glass of water drinking from it.
"Can I get you some more?" She then asked.
"No, I'm fine really...thank you."
The thing was, Susan was spearing her salad with one hand, the other was beneath the table, currently pressing itself between my legs. As I usually did whenever I went out, I had worn one of my favorite summer dresses. For Susan it was an easy matter of bunching it up just enough that she had quick and easy access to my nearly bare pussy. Once again, only wearing a thong, there was very little else between her finger and my cunt at the moment as she scraped her finger firmly against the very thin material.
Our waitress soon after left, though not before looking back towards us both with a still questioning look on her face...along with a bit of a smile.
"You're truly incorrigible! You know that?" I said forking a bit of my own salad, though I made no effort whatsoever to dislodge Susan's finger from my pussy as I did that either. To be perfectly honest, it felt good. The heady excitement of my best friend teasing my cunt beneath the table had sent wicked shivers of aroused delight coursing through my entire body.
"Yes I am," she replied. "And damn fucking horny at the moment too...just as you are!"
She had me there. I was.
"Did you and Rob enjoy last night as much as Bill and I did?" She then asked, now managing to slip her finger beneath the edge of my thong, quite easily dipping into my wet furrow directly.
"Admittedly, we both did...yes! And we even went upstairs and fucked again for an hour after you two had left!"
Susan laughed, "So did we," she confessed. "And I've been horny as hell ever since!"
"What a surprise!" I said sitting my fork down for a moment, as my hand then reached beneath the table and slipped down between Susan's legs. Unfortunately, she was again wearing shorts, and though the legs of which were just baggy enough to allow my hand to slip into, they were too long to afford me any real access.
"Fuck. I need to start wearing dresses again. Or at least skirts," she signed resignedly. "And worse, I stupidly chose to wear beige shorts today, so if we keep this up for very much longer, I'm going to end up with a very noticeable wet spot showing through on my backside!"
I laughed at that, but then removed my hand from her, though I noticed, she didn't.
"You trying to make me cum?" I teased, actually thinking I might if she continued doing what she was.
"Would you like that if I did? Right here?" She said looking about casually.
I almost said no, but just then the tip of her finger rung the bell on my clit as she flicked it.
I moaned audibly, giving her, her answer.
We continued to slowly work through our salads, though Susan's finger continued to work inside my pussy too. Eventually, I was so fucking close that I knew I'd explode at any moment, which is when we both saw our waitress heading over towards our table.
"Don't you dare fucking stop!" I whispered just hovering on the edge now.
"No intention of it," she quickly said speaking back just before our waitress arrived.
"Can I get you gals anything else?" Our waitress asked as she stood there in front of us finalizing our check. At that precise moment, Susan chose to pinch my clit between her fingers, pulling it firmly, once again causing me to jump and this time cry out. Needless to say it didn't go without notice.
"We might could use another napkin or two here in a moment," I heard Susan actually telling her, though more importantly, she was all but exaggerating her hand movements now beneath the table, there was no way our waitress couldn't know exactly what she was doing.
On the one hand, I wanted to die from embarrassment, on the other...I wanted to cum so bad my teeth ached!
I was actually relieved to see our waitress smile, her eyes now locked on the movement of Susan's hand down between my legs. Though she still turned to go.
"No...don't! Please stay!" Susan suddenly said freezing our waitress in place. "Watch her while I make her cum," she then said, causing me to feel an even greater rush of blood into my face upon hearing her say that. "I want to watch you, while you watch her," Susan then said smiling lustfully, as was now...the waitress. She'd even absentmindedly lifted her hand up to her breast, cupping it briefly before realizing what she'd just done, forcing it down by her side again. She didn't say another word however, just standing there looking at me, as Susan brought me closer and closer now to the edge.
"You ready baby? You ready to cum for...us?" She now said including our now equally aroused waitress as she stood there, mouth open as though about to have one herself.
I groaned by way of an answer, feeling the sudden rush of ecstasy consume me, my eyes all but rolling into the back of my head as I shivered uncontrollably there on her fingers as Susan continued to tickle my clit through the last spastic throes of my climax.
"I think...we could use those spare napkins now," she told her.
"I've uh....got uh...some of those uh...wet ones," she finally managed to answer. "I'll be right back!" She'd even forgotten to leave us the check, suddenly spinning around remembering it coming back again. Her face appeared to be as flushed as mine was.
Susan had already thrown down a couple of twenties onto the table, more than enough to cover lunch as well as a very sizeable tip.
"Don't worry about the towels," Susan said grinning, now licking her fingers. "She didn't leave as big of a mess as she might have, I think...I got most of it myself," she said licking her fingers once again. And once again, our waitress just stood there with her mouth open, her eyes almost glazed over looking down at us.
"Ah well...ok then, ah...hope you come again," she said, only then realizing what that had sounded like, and burst out laughing, as we all did.
"That...I can assure you, we will," Susan said finally standing, as I did on still very weak knees, my face even more flushed than before. I wondered as we hurriedly walked out if I'd ever dare show my face inside there again. We'd nearly made it to the door when our waitress caught up to us.
"Ah...any time you want that table again, just ask for Christy," she said smiling at us. "I'm usually here every day except on Thursday and Sundays," she announced. Once again we thanked her and left.
"Did she say her name was Christy?" Susan asked as we headed towards our cars.
"Yeah, she did," I giggled. "But no Sue...that wasn't her, much too young, and besides, the Christy I knew would be more around my age." The fact of the matter was, she did look like her a little, but that would have been too much of a coincidence, not to mention sharing the exact same name.
Still.
**
We had parked side by side there in the lot. Still a bit light headed after such an intense little climax, I was glad for the momentary reprieve as we stood there having opened our doors.
"Hey...I have an idea," Susan said grinning at me. "You have any immediate plans at the moment?"
"No, why?"
"Well, for one thing, Bill told Jared he wanted him to get the lawn mowed today. And I happen to know that whenever he does, all Jared ever wears is a pair of shorts. So...might be interesting to have you just drop by for a cup of coffee briefly, see how he acts around you while you're there. Who knows? Might pick up on something at least?"
I said yes, only because I was still actually aroused, and the fact that Susan now hinted at the possibility of me getting her off while we were there at some point. The thought once again of adding an element of excitement and danger again to our most recent little escapade, just enough to cause me to agree. Moments later, I followed her home.
**
Two things became immediately apparent. Though Jared had quite obviously finished mowing the front lawn, he hadn't as yet gotten around to doing the side lawn, or the back as we pulled up into Susan's drive way. The other was, he hadn't heard us come home either, which he wasn't expecting as Susan had planned on coming over to my place after lunch, instead of hers. She wasn't due home for another couple of hours yet. As we entered the kitchen area, we both heard the sound from the TV coming from the recreation room downstairs. There was no mistaking what it was as we stood there listening to it either as we turned looking at one another. The panting, heavy breathing of a couple fucking was clearly too obvious. Susan giggled quietly.
"Jared must be watching one of Bill's X-rated movies," she stated. And then in the next breath, before I knew what she was doing, she had walked back over towards the door, opening it, and then letting it slam. She called out. "Jared? Are you home?"
We both heard the mad-dash scramble coming from below us, the sudden silence of the TV as it was switched off, just as Susan called out again. "Jared? You here?" More movement, and then the sound of steps in the hallway just below the stairs.
"Yeah mom, I'm here," Jared called up. "Just taking a break," he then added. "I'll be up to finish the lawn in a few here," he then assured her.
"I bet he's standing there naked with a woody," Susan whispered looking at me. "Perfect," she grinned further. Once again calling back to him. "Ok, just wanted you to know that Jennifer's here with me, she's going to be borrowing your dads workspace again for the next several days, so we'll be in his den if you need us," she finished calling down to him. Once again there was scurrying below as Susan and I headed into the house down the hall and away from the kitchen. We'd barely entered Bill's office when Jared stood there in the doorway, poking his head in. Sure enough, all he had on was a tight, form fitting pair of swim trunks that he'd obviously been wearing while out mowing the yard. The fact he must have recently been playing with himself was likewise almost as obvious. He had just enough of a tell-tale bulge remaining in his tight-fitting shorts as he stood off to one side of the doorway, trying to conceal it, to confirm what it was he'd been up to.
"So, you're gonna be working here for the next few days huh?" He asked a bit too curiously as Susan shot me a quick knowing look.
"Yep! Sure am!" I said smiling at him.
"Cool!" He again answered a bit too quickly, casting a worried look over towards his mother, though she didn't respond. "I won't get in your way though," he added. "You won't even know that I'm here."
That one she did respond to. "Actually Jared, I'd appreciate it, and so would Jennifer, if you would drop in on her from time to time while she's working. Make sure she has something to drink, or munch on while she's working so that she doesn't have to worry about getting up in the middle of something and get it herself. I mean don't bug her all the time, but...if you'd at least stop in and ask her if she needs anything every hour or so, that would be great," she told him.
"Yes Jared, I'd appreciate that very much myself," I added to that seeing the delight in his eyes as I smiled at him.
"Sure thing! Well...guess I'd better get the yard done before dad gets home," he then said and hurried out the door before the obvious became even more noticeable than it already was.
"So...did he?" Susan asked after he'd left.
"I think so, yes. Sort of hard to tell though, he was pretty good about keeping himself hidden behind the door, but looked to me like he did." Susan grinned, taking me by the hand and led me back out of the room towards her bedroom and then over to the window looking down into the yard below. We stood just well enough back behind the somewhat transparent curtain looking down. Just then Jared came out into the yard. He quickly looked about, and then shoved his hand down the front of his swim-trunks adjusting himself. Even doing that, it was noticeable from Susan's bedroom that he had an obvious erection.
"Looks like all systems are go," she giggled looking down at her son as he fired up the mower, though once again he looked down at himself as though checking to see if he was presentable enough."
"Looks like," I commented back, giggling as well, surprised that I could find myself becoming as aroused as I was so soon after our little episode at the restaurant. But here I was, nearly as horny now as I had been then.
"I wonder what he was watching," Susan mused, and nodded towards the door. "Come on, let's go see. I bet he didn't have time to put everything back the way it should be," she told me.
Bill had always been meticulous about his stuff. His books, CD's, even his DVD's were always in perfect alphabetical order. Up until a year ago or so, he'd kept his X-rated movies under lock and key, but ever since Jared had turned eighteen, he was no longer worried about Jared watching some of them from time to time. Though even then...he kept them in perfect order on the shelf. Susan walked over towards the cabinet, sure enough, Jared had hurriedly returned them out of order. She pulled three he'd obviously been looking at. Even by the names on two of them I was surprised Bill had them to begin with.



"Hmmm, Hot naughty MILF's and young men," Susan said reading the first. "Not surprised at this one, really is pretty good. Bill and I have watched it a few times together, and even I'll admit, I'd do some of the women myself...not to mention the young men!"
She then pulled the other one glancing at its title. By the look on her face I could see she was surprised by that one.
"What?"
"Not one I've seen before," she told me. "Must be a new one, though Bill never mentioned this one to me." I looked at the title then too.
"Maybe it's not even one of his?" I suggested, which was entirely possible. It wasn't anywhere's near where it should be if it was, and not something I would have expected to find Bill interested in either.
"Young men caught masturbating by their mothers," it said.
"You don't think he..."
"You never know," I laughed in response. "I think most young men do from time to time engage in fantasies of that sort, and you are after all, an attractive looking "MILF", I said spelling the word out purposely, teasing her as I did. "Not to mention...being a pretty nasty mother on top of all that."
Susan shot me a derogatory look, but then grinned. "Yeah well, while you're at this, see if you can discover just what his thoughts are towards that?" She suggested.
"I will Sue, but only if Jared doesn't swear me to secrecy or something. The one thing I will never do, is betray his confidence unless it was a life threatening situation or something. If he asks me to promise him not to tell you something, outside of what I've already promised you I would, then I can't. Simple as that, so don't ask me. If I should learn about something, or it comes up and I'm not having to stand there and cross my heart and hope to die over it...then I will. But otherwise...no."
"Fair enough," Sue said. "In the meantime, I'm still fucking horny, care to share the other side of my new double dildo?"
I grinned back at her, chasing her back upstairs towards her bedroom. "Thought you'd never ask!"
**
As I'd already been there that afternoon, it was far more natural for me to show up in the morning with all my work stuff, doing so long after Susan and Bill had left for work. I was still setting up when Jared poked his head inside the door.
"Morning Jen, can I get you anything he asked?"
I had purposely worn the exact same skin-tight shirt I had worn the other day when I'd caught him staring at my nipples. I figured that might be a rather nice reminder, and though they weren't poking through my shirt now like they were then, I knew that later on after the air-conditioning kicked in as the day heated up, that they would. In addition to that, I'd also worn a pair of already too short shorts, about my only pair really, and had in fact rolled the cuff on them, making them even shorter. I knew damn well that the lower portion of my ass cheeks would be sticking out, which is what I now presented to him as I leaned over sitting two boxes of the rather large manuscript I'd be working on down on the floor. I took a bit more time bent over that way as I pretended to arrange things.
"I'd love it if your mom left me a cup of coffee," I responded still bent over at the waist rummaging through the box. I smiled inwardly when it took him a moment longer than normal to answer me back.
"Sure, uh...she did. Be right back!"
I was sitting behind the desk in Bill's chair looking at my computer screen when Jared returned. Almost immediately he walked over behind me, setting down my fresh hot cup of coffee, peering over my shoulder as he did. Normally, something like that might have irritated me, but not today.
"So...what are you working on this time?" He curiously asked.
I'd been hoping he would eventually, as it now gave me the perfect opportunity to sort of set the tone and mood while I'd be here.
"Actually, it's an erotic novel," I told him. "Written by a much older man now, who has put together his memoirs of his early life growing up as a young man. His sexual exploits, adventures, that sort of thing."
"Wow," Jared said perhaps surprised I would share that with him, but I wanted him to feel like I was treating him like an adult, and thus speaking to him as one, albeit him being still a young one. "You mean, you'll actually be reading about all the stuff he's ever done...with women? Stuff like that?" He asked an obvious excited edge to his tone of voice.
"Yes I will," I said easily sipping my coffee glancing sideways towards him. It was early in the morning, not even 7:30 yet when I'd come over. Jared was wearing what appeared to be a pair of flannel pajama bottoms and nothing else. I'd obviously begun to notice his firm physic, his wiry muscled frame, but once again I noticed something else as he stood there next to me, the ever growing bulge in his loose-fitting bottoms. Though at the moment, he didn't seem to notice it was, or that he would soon be standing there next to me with a full-blown erection either.
"Ah, um...can I ask you sort of a personal question?" Only then did he seem to realize he'd soon be in a bad sort of way as he scooted around the desk taking a seat in front of me, and thus hiding for the moment at least his rapidly growing dick.
"Sure, go ahead, feel free," I told him. "We've known one another long enough that neither one of us should feel uncomfortable around one another, so ask me whatever you'd like!"
His smile was one of relief, yet at the same time one of obvious joy as well as pleasure at having heard that.
"Cool, well in that case, I was sort of wondering..." though he again paused.
"Wondering what?" I said looking back, sitting back in my chair as I now knew my nipples had stiffened considerably. In doing that, I knew damn well I was putting them at direct eye-level as I sat there across from him. When I saw him looking directly at me there, still speaking, I smiled into the side of my coffee cup as I sat sipping it.
"Well, reading stuff like that, doesn't it sort of well...you know..." He was blushing as I straightened myself up a bit more, answering his question boldly.
"Make me horny? Of course it does! I'm only human after all. But it's my job too, and since they pay me fairly well to read manuscripts, even manuscripts like this one, it's just one of the hazards of the job so to speak. Especially when they get as erotic as this one's been," I said sharing with him. "The guys had quite a bit of experience with the ladies. I think he's even done things I never thought possible," I told Jared seeing the somewhat shocked, though equally excited expression on his face when I said that.
"Wow, so, ah...so what happens if you do? I mean, you know...do you have to get up and take a break or something?"
"Or something," I smiled back looking at him over my cup, only then setting it down. Once again he said "Wow", and then standing, his face clearly flushed as he did. And then as he did, he looked down at himself, saw his erection which had of course drawn my eyes towards it as well, and then excused himself as he turned his back quickly towards me as he walked hurriedly towards the door.
"I'll ah...I'll be back in a little while to check on you, see if they're anything that you need. I ah...there's ah...some stuff I need to do myself, so...I'd ah, you know...best get at it."
He was gone before I could even respond, closing the door behind him as he left. I could feel the wetness already pooling between my legs as I stared at the now closed door. I smiled inwardly. It was going to be a very interesting day.
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I'd actually been working on the manuscript for the better part of an hour, surprised that Jared hadn't come back and peeked his head inside the door, asking me if I wanted or needed anything. And to make matters worse, I really was horny too. The story was indeed erotic, parts of which I'd read and found myself flushed in the face after reading them. And then having to go back and read them again as an editor and not some horny young woman. I had to laugh at myself however still thinking about Jared. No doubt the thing he needed to see to had been what was sticking up between his legs. Having done that, I was reasonably sure he'd taken the edge off and for a while at least, would no longer be horny.
Though I'd been a reasonably horny teenage girl at one point, teenage boys at that age were something entirely different. I should have remembered that. Needing to pee, and honestly wanting another cup of coffee, thus deciding to go and get it myself rather than wait for Jared, I stood up and quietly left the room. Oddly enough, I couldn't hear anything, wondering where Jared had gone off to, and then actually convinced myself that he might have actually left for a while.
Passing by Susan and Bill's bedroom, I decided to use her bathroom rather than go all the way downstairs in order to use the "guest" one as they called it. But Susan had already told me before hand that I was certainly free to do so. Feeling like I was alone, I entered their room, walked around the bed and entered the bath. I had just sat down on the toilet in order to pee when I heard footsteps coming up the stairs. Having not bothered to close the bathroom door, I wasn't about to get up and do so now, figuring that Jared would simply pass by their room anyway on his way in to finally check on me. Which is when I figured that he'd soon after discover I wasn't there, and most likely come looking for me. Even if he did, I still wasn't sure he'd consider the fact I might be using his mom and dad's bathroom, especially with the door open. But that's when I came up with what I thought was a rather naughty idea.
I'd be busy taking a "break". A rather naughty one, and pretend like I wasn't aware of his presence when he came in and found me, unless he made an issue of it. Even then, I quickly rehearsed a few possible scenarios in my mind just in case. Adapting to whichever one seemed more appropriate...if and when he came in to look for me.
Sure enough, seeing the door to his father's room open, and me no longer at the desk, I again heard his feet turning around coming once again back down the hallway. I was almost holding my breath with anticipation, and then moment's later disappointment as I heard him pass by the open doorway of his parent's room. That was one I hadn't planned anything around, and nearly stood up flushing the toilet and then head downstairs after him. About that time I heard footsteps returning, they hesitated briefly in the doorway, and then quietly padded into the room. Hurriedly I lifted my tee shirt up and over my breasts. I figured if he came in and saw those, along with my hand down between my legs there was no way he could deny what it appeared I was doing. I closed my eyes, tilted my head back, and then slipped my finger deeply inside my very wet pussy.
"Oh my god! I'm sorry!"
Jared had indeed stepped into the bathroom. With the door open, I had hoped he would still be curious enough to at least look inside, which he'd done. Sitting the way I was however had caught him totally off guard. He had immediately backed up through the door as I called out to him saying his name twice. But this was one I had prepared myself to react to if he did.
"Jared? Jared!"
I knew he hadn't left his parents room, and figured he was just standing outside the door. He was.
"Jared? It's ok...really." I made no effort to pull down my tee top however remaining as I was with my bare breasts fully exposed. I was hoping that small bit of vulnerability would be enough to put him at ease to some extent. I waited for what I knew was only a few moments when he once again poked his head around the corner of the bathroom door looking at me.
I smiled when he did that. "I told you I might need to take a little break," I said grinning trying to keep it light between us in having said that. "And there's nothing to be embarrassed or ashamed about either," I further added, though truth be told, I was a bit embarrassed as he continued to stand there halfway looking at me though he said nothing.
Finally he did however as I re-straightened my tank top pulling it down over my breasts once again. It was now time to reverse direction slightly.
"I'm still sorry, I should have ah... knocked first or something."
"It's my fault, the door was open. But there's still no reason to be sorry Jared, I'm the one who was caught masturbating!"
As I'd hoped, the word "caught" seemed to act like a trigger for him, the movie he'd been watching the day before centering around that very theme. He stepped more fully into the room as I stood up having pulled my thong and shorts back up once again covering myself completely.
"I know your surprised, but for your information Jared, women do masturbate just as often as most men do, especially if we've been reading hot erotic stories like the one I've been working on," I said continuing to smile.
"You do?"
"Oh hell yes!" I laughed. "And especially after working on and reading through the particular scene in the book I was at the time, which finally got to me."
I could see he was curious as to what that might have been, and decided it was time to entice him further if I could, especially as he now questioned me.
"What were you reading?" He asked inquisitively. I had briefly glanced down at his groin, only then realizing he had in fact changed out of his flannel pajama bottoms, now wearing a pair of tight fitting cutoff Levi jeans instead. It was hard to tell if he had a partial erection, or that his package was simply that size all the time.
"Glad you asked that," I said reaching down taking his hand as I led him back through his parent's bedroom down the hall and back to his father's study. "Perhaps you can actually help me out with something," I continued "From a man's perspective."
Rather than taking my seat behind the desk, I had led him over to the small comfortable little couch in the room. Sitting down still holding his hand I pulled him down to sit beside me before letting go. As I did, he slid over just slightly ensuring there was still comfortable distance between us on the couch. Almost too much.
"You see Jared, I'm at a part in the book where the main character is lying down on his bed masturbating when the maid walks in and catches him doing so. He's not even aware that she's there, so naturally he continues. Fascinated, she remains there watching him, slowly becoming aroused herself. Minutes later she is standing there touching herself. Eventually of course he realizes she is, though he doesn't let on that he knows. He proceeds to get even more aroused, playing with himself quite openly, which he hopes will excite her into even doing more herself. It does, as she finally succumbs to the intensity of her desire, fingering herself openly now when he looks over towards her smiling. Both now aware of one another, they continue, just watching one another pleasuring themselves."
"Wow," Jared moaned obviously now aroused himself. "So...what did you mean by needing a man's perspective on this?" He now asked, which I was hoping he would do.
"Well you see Jared, I'm having trouble with the emotional aspect of what the woman was feeling, sensing as she saw him touching himself. As strange as this may sound, I've actually never watched a man masturbating, you know...start to finish. Even Rob hasn't done that for me. I mean sure, I've seen him stroke it a little, just in an effort to get himself aroused prior to doing anything else. But obviously, that's not quite the same."
"Obviously," Jared agreed nodding his head.
"So in trying to understand the emotions and the intensity of the scene as it's been written, I was trying to picture myself as the maid in that situation, but surprisingly enough, I'm finding it a bit more difficult to do so than I first imagined, especially since I've never really seen a man doing that, purposely pleasuring himself so openly and so candidly in that way before. So...I was sort of wondering..."
I saw Jared's eyebrows lift. "You...you're asking me if I would?" He stammered.
"Yes Jared, it would help me out a lot. I'm sort of stuck trying to reason it all out, so it would help me yes, a great deal in fact if I could get a greater sense of what she was thinking, feeling as she stood there watching him."
"Geeze, I don't know," Jared said obviously nervous even shaking a little as he said that. "Can I think about it?" He then said surprising me as he stood up.
"Ah, sure Jared...of course," I responded slightly disappointed. I had actually thought that with his having schemed into getting me to see him, even if it was meant to appear as an accident when I did, would have been sufficient for him to do so for me now. Obviously I had missed something in my way of thinking. Perhaps he felt threatened by me as opposed to being aroused enough to want to do it now being confronted directly with it. I continued to sit there as Jared walked back towards the door.
"Oh, I originally came up to see if you...ah needed anything...to drink!" He quickly added.
"Any more coffee?" I asked dejectedly. He nodded his head yes and said he'd be right back with it.
Still shaking my own head in wonder, I crossed back over towards the desk sitting down. I began wondering what it was going to take, likewise realizing this might in fact never actually happen. I didn't know whether to laugh or to cry at the moment. It was turning out to be a much more difficult task than I'd originally thought.
Jared returned several minutes later with a fresh cup of coffee for me, along with a decanter, which he had also filled. I almost frowned upon seeing that. He'd obviously ensured I'd have no reason for needing him to check in on me again anytime soon.
I was slightly surprised when he sat back down on the couch again as opposed to taking one of the two desk chairs in front of me.
"Ok, so what do I need to do?" He asked softly. I tried to hold back a delighted laugh, seeing the somewhat serious expression on his face. I changed tactics, deciding to approach this almost clinically, as though doing research. I realized at that very moment, that Jared truly did want to be the one to seduce me, and not visa versa. Having reversed the rolls even to the small extent that I had, had thrown him. It was time to switch things around again in the other direction.
"Well, like I said Jared, I'm trying to get a feel for how the maid felt, to more fully understand what seeing him doing that felt like for her, especially as I've never seen that myself. So...even if you sort of only pretend perhaps for a few moments for me, right there on the couch even, it might give me a much better idea as to how she really did feel before I go making any changes to the book that might hurt it as opposed to helping that particular scene."
"Ok," he said once again looking a little embarrassed, but I was pleased when he stood, his hands coming up to undo the button on his jeans. I turned my head purposely looking away, and then stood up myself.
"In fact...what I'd like to do, is sort of recreate the scene. I'll leave the room stand outside for a moment, give you a chance to get a bit more comfortable with yourself while you do this. Then I'll silently open the door and look in. How's that sound?" I asked.
It was evident that he liked the idea, waiting for me to leave before completely pulling off his jeans. I hurriedly stepped outside the door softly closing it and then began counting to fifty.
It was strange. I knew what I would no doubt be seeing when I reentered the room. So I felt prepared for it when I did. I wasn't. It was as though I had actually walked in, catching him. I actually found myself catching my breath, totally unprepared for what I was seeing, looking at as Jared lay there on his father's couch. He was completely naked for one. The fact he'd only been wearing cutoff jeans previously shouldn't have had the impact on me that seeing him entirely naked did. But it did. The lean lines of his magnificently sculpted body as he stretched out there on the couch, the tautness of his tight firm little ass pressed deeply into the seat. I stood there literally holding my breath taking it all in. I hadn't even as yet focused in on the obvious as he lay there eyes closed, slowly fisting his hard erect prick. When I did, I nearly gasped in surprise. I knew from the little I had seen, and in the short time I had actually seen it, he was big. But for some reason as I stood there looking at him now, he seemed even more so, and perhaps was for all I knew. His cock appeared to be even more purplish than I remembered it, far more angry looking in appearance, the fat spongy head of his prick likewise more swollen as he slowly lay there stroking himself.
I quietly stepped further into the room. As I did, I felt the trickle of moisture between my own legs, amazed at how rapidly I'd become aroused, though I'd certainly been earlier. Even so, the sudden onrush of additional liquid had surprised me. I could feel the sudden escalation of my heart beating deep inside my chest. Jared continued to lay there, pretending to be unaware of my presence though I stepped in even closer, as quietly as I could. I could now hear the squishy, erotic, highly sensual lubrications of his cock as his hand continued to pump it, though again slowly up and down his shaft. It glistened as he did so, further intensifying my own senses. I didn't even realize at first that I had slipped my own hand beneath the waistband of my shorts in an effort to seek relief. I now stood there, frustratingly touching myself indirectly, still watching him, once again gathering in the entire picture of his long lean form, his toes almost pointed at the end of the couch, the flare of his nostrils as he breathed, the rigidity of his enormously hard cock. I was now breathing hard. So much so that it was easily heard. As though part of the story, realistically anyway, Jared opened his eyes only then looking over. He stopped stroking his cock, now staring at me. It was my turn to feel slightly embarrassed at having walked in, catching him playing with himself.
Like I said, it actually felt that way. Like I had. It was erotic as hell.
"Is this what you had in mind? Is it helping?" Jared now asked.
God I wish he hadn't said that. At least not like that. I didn't want to turn this into a clinical observation, not now.
I decided then not to respond back in the same manner, letting my true feelings and emotions speak for me instead.
"That is fucking hot," which it was, I replied lustfully, now more purposely fingering myself, though again failing to make better contact than I needed to, wanted to. I removed my hand, quickly undoing the button on my waistband, almost as hurriedly undoing my zipper. I saw Jared's eyes light up as he lay there looking at me, almost yelling out at him not to move as he swung his feet around on the couch now sitting up. As he did, my shorts fell down around my ankles, I stepped out of them and then slithered my thong down my legs as well stepping out of those. I now stood before him almost as naked as he was, my fingers quickly finding my slit, spreading my labia apart for him to look at, which he was. I now tenderly touched my clit, flicking it with my finger as his hand once again slid down his enormous cock all the way to his balls, cupping them and toying with them briefly before sliding upwards once more. I watched his hand as it slid over the top of his prick, gathering even more moisture, which had oozed from the tip. He palmed it, smearing his fresh slick essence over the head of his dick, and then down his shaft once more, wetting it, slicking it, and now stroking it firmly up and down.
I groaned.
Jared stood suddenly. And as he did, I watched an enormous streamer of spunk suddenly fly from the end of his dick. His eyes looked wild as he did so, almost surprised. I stood there unmoving, my own fingers suddenly paralyzed, yet embedded deeply inside myself. I too had been taken by surprise, watching him as he jettisoned another, and then another thick streamer of sperm towards me, but not quite reaching me where I stood. Within moments he had plastered the floor with his thick sticky cream, one long streamer of it now lying only inches away from my foot.
"Fuck!" he cried out looking down at the mess. "I better get something, dad will kill me if this stains the carpet!" As though a whirlwind, Jared shot past me running down the stairs, his previously discarded Levi jeans clasped in his hand as he did. I could only stand there in shock, not yet comprehending what had just happened until the reality of it hit me.
Once again, I didn't know whether to laugh or to cry.
**
By the time he returned carrying a wet towel and carpet cleaner in his hands, once again dressed when he did, so was I. I'd been half tempted to remain as I was, but seeing the look of relief on his face when he came back into the room, I knew I had made the best choice. As he knelt down on the floor spraying the carpet with the bottle, I spoke.
"Thank you Jared, that really was wonderful you know, and helped me a lot," I told him trying to ease his sudden self consciousness at how quickly everything had happened. It was obvious he wasn't real pleased with himself however, almost angry when he answered me back.
"Glad I could help," he said simply, somewhat sarcastically. "Damn, I hope this comes out."
I wanted to walk over and shake him, but I didn't, sitting down instead at the desk, waiting patiently for him to finish and look up at me before speaking again. When he was finally satisfied, and more than a little relieved to see that everything looked perfectly normal, perfect again, only then did he look up towards me and actually smile. Though there was still a red tint to his cheeks as he did so.
"Sorry," he said once again. "I wasn't quite expecting that."
"Don't worry about it, I wasn't either...but I don't mind telling you Jared, it really was damn fucking hot, watching you...squirting like that," I said trying to reignite the moment. And for a moment, it nearly did. Which is when the phone rang downstairs. He turned heading towards the door speaking as he ran off.
"I'll come check on you again later," he said. And was gone.
True to his word, he did. Around lunchtime. He came into the room carrying a tray full of food. A tuna salad sandwich, some chips, an apple along with a lemonade, which he'd, made for me. He was also dressed. Jared now wore a pair of long legged jeans, tee shirt and sneakers, so I knew he was going out.
"My friend Bob called," he informed me. "Meeting him at the movies. There's plenty more lemonade down in the fridge if you want more," he then told me, and then with that smiled, though he turned and once again headed out through the door.
I ate what he'd fixed for me, saved out what work I had actually done, and then drove myself home.
**
I was more confused than pleased with everything that had happened, though I did see it as having made some progress. And the honest truth of the matter was, I still highly aroused myself, the image of Jared lying there on the couch stroking his cock was one that would remain with me for some time to come. I did realize though as I thought about it, this really wasn't going to be as easy as I'd first imagined, if in fact it actually did happen at all. Jared was indeed still a boy in so many ways, and lacking in self confidence perhaps, or in being brave enough to actually approach me, wasn't something that was going to just happen overnight. I wasn't prepared to let it go on forever either, deciding that if we truly hadn't accomplished anything by the time I'd finished editing the novel I was working on, that it wasn't going to after that either.



And also as promised, once I had arrived home, I picked up the phone and called Susan at work. She was as surprised as I was at the turn of events and the way things had gone. Though we decided that it was probably due to Jared's obvious nervousness and excitement that had steered things in the direction they'd gone. A bit more sensory overload than either one of us had anticipated.
"Well, perhaps tomorrow will go better," she stated. "Though I think the idea of incorporating the work your doing probably helped. Perhaps after he's had some time to think about it himself, especially seeing you standing there touching yourself openly in front of him, he'll find a bit more courage and desire to pursue it a bit further."
"We'll see," I responded back. "Maybe. And maybe he just was a little too embarrassed to become aroused again. But you're right, we'll probably know more by tomorrow when I come over again. I'll take some time here and think about what I might do next to help things along without being too terribly obvious about it."
We talked about it briefly a bit longer before hanging up, though we'd both come to the same conclusion, whatever did happen next, would have to be up to Jared to do...not necessarily me.
After I had spoken with Susan, as likewise promised I then called my husband. And though I again explained to him exactly what had actually happened, I didn't go into nearly as much depth about it with him as I had done with Susan. And I also noticed as I did that, that Rob seemed more interested in the actual excitement of what had actually occurred as opposed to the rest of it. What a surprise. And I almost laughed hearing the edge of excitement in his voice as he asked me a few questions more about what we had done, what I'd seen or thought about while it was happening as I stood there watching Jared jerking off, rather than showing interest in whatever progress, or lack thereof which we'd made.
Oddly enough, it was because of what happened later on that same evening that I came up with an idea of something I thought might further help things along. And it came in one of the most unexpected ways imaginable too, at least for me.
I knew that Rob would be working very late that evening, which towards the end of the month he always did. Having to stay to close out the monthly reports one or two nights towards the end of the month had been a routine we'd both come to accept and gotten used to. And as always I had enjoyed those few nights having time alone to myself, and especially the way this day had gone as I'd treated myself to a long lengthy session with my vibrator, and then again later in the shower with my pulsating shower massage just prior to going to bed. The problem was, I was still aroused even then, far from tired and unable to sleep. I then decided to surprise Rob, instead of him finding me sound asleep as he usually did whenever he had to work this late, I would instead wait up for him, surprise him by wearing one of my very sexy nightgowns, something I didn't do nearly as much perhaps as I should have, and then jump him the moment he came into our bedroom.
It was already nearing midnight when I finally heard the sound of our garage door opening, and then closing again. I figured another five, perhaps ten minutes at most, and he'd be quietly come into the bedroom, undressing in the dark as he also usually did, which is when I'd turn on the light and surprise him as I lay there waiting for him.
The odd thing was, though I'd heard the garage door close shortly after it should, I hadn't heard him come into the kitchen area after that like I had before in the past. I waited a few minutes longer, still listening, still waiting, but again nothing. Now curious I slipped out of the bed and silently wandered downstairs.
The first thing I noticed was that there still weren't any lights on in the kitchen. Now that was odd, so I tiptoed quietly into the room heading towards the door that led into the pantry and laundry room, which was actually the room attached to the garage. This is where I had expected to hear him come in from, which he hadn't. I noticed as I approached the door that there was indeed a single light on in that room. A very dim one from the light on overhead, which again was the only light he had actually turned on. Even more curious, I now crept to the door, which had a small window within it, peeking in. What I saw nearly floored me.
Rob had actually and completely undressed. His clothes neatly hung on a hanger nearby along with several other articles of clothing I had done the day before. His briefcase too stood on the folding table where he'd obviously placed it having just come in from the garage. Why he was naked however confused me, and though he stood for a moment with his back towards me, I actually thought perhaps he'd decided to remove his shorts or something taking them off there instead. I even wondered briefly if he'd perhaps had a little accident earlier or something and would have felt embarrassed by my knowing that. But then he turned slightly off to one side. And I realized then, I was wrong. Dead wrong.
At first I couldn't believe what I was seeing, because it just didn't make any sense to me. I'd never seen him do something like this before, and it also wasn't something we'd even discussed, or had talked about one way or the other. I looked again as though needing to confirm it myself, making doubly sure. And as I did so...I was. Rob was busily jerking himself off with a dirty...not a clean pair, but a not yet sorted and washed dirty pair of my underwear. Yesterdays in fact, which I had worn earlier in the day and usually wore to sleep in as opposed to one of my thongs.
At first I was not only stunned, but visibly upset by this. How often had he done this, been doing this? And why hadn't he told me if he had been? Not that I would have been all that upset by it, I certainly had an open mind to such things..."Or did I?" I wondered.
I then noticed as he stood there stroking himself with a pair of my black satin panties that he was enormously hard, proudly erect, perhaps even more so than he usually was! I almost laughed when I saw him pull on them having slipped his prick between the legs of them, looking much like a slingshot about to be fired. He in fact let it go, the results of which was his cock now slapping back against his chest as he repositioned them again, doing it again.
I was fascinated, still crouched low enough behind the door, peering out through a corner of the window being careful to continue to conceal myself in the event he might turn and catch me there watching him. I nearly turned away in fact and ran when he turned, though his eyes came nowhere close to looking in my direction as I now found him suddenly looking elsewhere.
Sure enough, he now bent sifting through the pile of dirty clothes I hadn't as yet sorted yet. In seconds, he'd secured a second pair of my likewise soiled panties, this one, one of my thongs that I had actually been wearing the night we had all partied together outside. I watched my husband as he actually placed it over his face, sniffing the crotch, his hand once again on his prick, stroking it, the material from my actual panties he now used in which to pleasure himself with.
I was both stunned as well as fascinated to be watching this. But even more importantly now, I was aroused too.
I now found myself standing there, yet again soaking another pair of panties, the one's I happened to have on. And as I did that, as I stood there watching my husband masturbating, an idea came to me. Slowly at first, but then suddenly I had the workings of it all in my mind, and knew exactly what it was I was going to do the following day.
I now turned my attention back towards my husband. It was obvious he was getting close, still standing there oblivious to me, my thong still draped over his face, much like a blindfold, his hand now jack hammering his cock furiously, holding it against himself as he stood there pleasuring his prick with my panties. He suddenly froze as though statue, grunted and then came. Even to me...it was fucking erotic. To be standing there, watching as his cream began to seep through the material of my black satin panties, the contrast of which was immediately noticeable. Rob's white sticky spunk suddenly pouring through the thin material, now oozing out of them on down the side of his hand, dripping onto the floor of the laundry room where he stood. His hand only then slowing, yet still milking himself. He finally removed my thong, shoving it partway inside his mouth, sucking it as he did, almost gagging himself with it before removing it, and now using that to finally wipe off the last vestiges of his climax from his hand and prick.
I quietly turned and headed back upstairs to bed, a smile on my face, and a plan in my head.
**
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Maybe you won't find this all that erotic, or entertaining. Maybe you will. But what you find yourself now reading, happened only a few short minutes ago as I write this. And for obvious reasons, it won't be a long drawn out story either, a rather short one in fact. Straight and to the point as it where, just like it happened. Just now.
I have my own private little office. And as such, it quite often affords me the privacy to fantasize and occasionally enjoy myself during the day. I have also in the past included my wife via the phone during a few of those instances, something that she too has periodically enjoyed, whenever she's been able to. Though for her, it is usually most often while she's out in her car either on to, or on the way back from lunch.
Today, she had gone out to the parking lot, decided to call me, which she did, which is how it all began.
I answered my phone delighted to hear my wife on the other end. The truth of it was, I was still horny from the night before, as was she. We had enjoyed a rather cozy intimate evening together. One in which we very often enjoy sharing and discussing fantasies, never holding anything back, neither one of us shy, nor guilty about someone we've imagined being with, very often sharing those very thoughts with one another.
"What are you doing...or about to do?" She had asked, guessing perhaps...though she was damn near spot on. I'd actually been sitting here at my desk, toying with the idea of jerking off, fantasizing as I'd been doing and getting rather horny. I was still thinking about the evening before and what we'd been sharing then.
"What do you think I'm about to do?" I answered back letting her know now what I was actually going to do as I walked over towards my door locking it, and then turning around walking towards the window looking down below as I stood there and began stroking my cock.
"Bet your thinking about your boss again too aren't you?" My wife asked. I could tell just by the tone of her voice that she was aroused too, sitting there in her car, parked somewhere in the parking lot. It had been my last night's admission to her. My boss was indeed a very attractive looking woman, and I had admittedly fantasized about fucking her numerous times now, though I had only gone into detail about actually thinking about that for the first time with my wife the night before.
"Yes," I said hotly, admitting it.
"Hmm," my wife moaned as I now knew she too was beginning to touch herself somewhere out there on the other end of the line. "So tell me...what if she was there, what would you do if she came in and let you know she was interested. What if she actually found you with your cock sticking out of your pants?"
I stood here with my eyes closed imagining that. Stroking my cock, squeezing out a bit of precum fuck juice making it even more slippery as I played with myself, delighting in the decadent squishy sounds I was making as I fisted my prick. I could hear my wife doing the same to herself on her end.
"I image Diane being surprised...no, shocked at first after realizing what I'm doing. But then she unbuttons her blouse, removing it, and then her bra. I'm still unaware that she's there, until she walks up behind me, her bare breasts suddenly pressed against my back as her hand comes around, grasping my cock, her hands now covering mine. I turn around surprised, yet relieved to see the smile on her face. She then..."
Silence...long pause.
"Honey? You there?" Honey?"
"Fuck!"
"What's wrong? What is it?"
"Ah babe...I need to call you back."
"Oh god, something wrong?"
"Wait one," I tell her.
Another pause...my wife nervous worried.
"Babe? You there?" She asks once again.
"Yeah, I am...and you're never going to believe this."
"What?"
"Guess who's here...standing in my office."
"Oh no, oh my God, don't tell me...Diane?"
"Yeah, Diane...she wants to speak to you."
"Speak to me? Why?"
"She wants to ask you something?"
"Ask me what?"
"I'll let her tell you herself."
"Hi Mieke? Diane, Rick's boss? No...I'm fine, how are you? No, everything's ok, just fine really. But...I did want to tell you, I am standing here looking at your husband's cock. Yes...it really is sticking out, and he really was playing with it when I came in. And yes...I am serious. But...what I wanted to ask you now that I am, is if you'd have a problem if he actually jerked off for me while I watched him. Maybe even play with it myself a little if you'd be ok with that."
I'm still hard as a fucking rock, though slightly nervous as I stand here. My boss, Diane, hands the phone back to me, she starts unbuttoning her blouse.
"Mieke? Honey?" I say. "What? Really? No shit? No...no of course, I'll keep the phone on so you can listen. I'll put it down, right here on the desk then so you can hear everything...yes."
I'm now staring at my boss's gorgeous beautiful bare breasts. Large dark pink nipples, as thick and as fat as two little gumdrops, stiff as hell. I'm soon fondling them rolling them around between my fingers while she reaches down, rubbing and stroking my cock. I moan...still a bit nervously so, but now the excitement and realization of this actually happening is taking over. And the fact that my wife is listening to it all, sitting out there somewhere in her car makes it even more erotic if that's even possible.
Diane now backs me over towards my desk forcing me to sit down on it. I do. She leans forward, wrapping those amazingly large breasts of hers around my dick, now jerking me off with them, spitting, using her spit to further lubricate my still leaking shaft even more. Her tits are slippery now with our combined juices as I fuck that heavenly valley between them.
I'm so fucking aroused by all of this, that I've pretty much lost control all ready. Diane realizes it too, I'm sitting there shaking, quivering...excited beyond belief. She now takes my cock in her mouth, sucking it. It's too much, almost too much already, I'm about to blow...telling her that, hell...damn near screaming it out loud which I know my wife can easily hear. Seconds later I feel the first delicious squirt leap from my cock, shooting into Diane's mouth. She swallows, and then removes my prick, watching it squirt against her breasts, over and over again, and then sucks me again, draining me of whatever's left.
I am spent, still a bit stunned that this has just happened the way that it did. Diane picks up the phone once again talking to my wife.
"Could you hear all that? Yeah? Did you hear your husband cum? Did you?"
She laughs, turning towards me, telling me that indeed my wife climaxed too listening to us.
"No...not yet, but I will. Maybe later on this evening then yes? Ok, we'll see you then, want me to bring anything? No? Ok...here he is again then."
My boss hands me the phone, she slips back into her bra, her blouse, my cum still clinging to her tits as she does so.
She hands me the spare key I keep in the file cabinet outside my office just in case I lose mine.
"Tell your wife thanks for letting me know where this was," she then says. "See you guys later on this evening then...around eight?"
I pick up the phone. My wife's laughing. "So baby...how was it anyway?"
God I love my wife.
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It was with mixed emotions that I lay there in bed pretending to be asleep when I heard my husband finally ascend the stairs to our bedroom. He slipped into bed quietly beside me, and then only moments later the sound of his gentle snoring told me he was asleep.
I lay for the longest time remembering the vision of him standing there in the laundry room, my black panties wrapped around his hard stiff cock as he stroked it. Eventually spilling his hot sticky spunk, remembering the way it seeped through the material looking so wickedly decadent. I slipped my hand inside the waistband of the frilly red-laced panties I was still wearing. I was wet, very much so, and began fingering myself as I lay there on my side. I came minutes later, soaking the crotch of my panties even more than they already were. The same panties I would be wearing over to Sue's place in the morning.
As we'd already prearranged and discussed, I called Sue first thing, just before she left for work. Curious as to what I was planning to do next, I only hinted at it briefly, not really giving her any details. I still wasn't sure it would have the same impact on Jared that it obviously had on my husband, but I was curious to find out. I knew it would drive Susan nuts all day wondering, but it would also make for an interesting discussion later if everything worked out the way I hoped that it would.
"I need to ask you for two small favors," I had then added. "One, I need to use your washer as I plan on having an accidental spill of coffee on my white skirt," I said hearing a knowing giggle on the other end of the line. "And two...I'll also need to borrow a pair of your panties after that." Once again she giggled, though she tried pressing me for details as to why it was important that I do that. Once again I told her she'd find out, when I called her later provided everything went the way that I hoped it would. Though I also left her with another tease, telling her I had seen Rob masturbating out in our laundry room the night before, and had a question for her regarding that too. Once again she pressed me, even more curious, but I told her she'd have to wait until later on that night for all the details. Frustrated perhaps, she still laughed and told me I could wear any of her panties that I wished to, and that her really sexy lingerie was in her bottom drawer as opposed to her top drawer where she kept all her every day stuff.
Armed with my plan I headed off to their place minutes later.
I was very pleased to see that Jared was up and basically waiting for me when I arrived. He seemed a bit more relaxed and friendly as I came in. Even more importantly, I could smell freshly brewed coffee coming in through the kitchen. I hadn't been sure when I'd actually implement my plans, but I was already aroused just thinking about it, still wearing my twice now cum-filled panties as I headed upstairs to Bill's study.
"Coffee's almost done," Jared told me. "I'll bring us up a cup as soon as it is."
"Us?" I smiled inwardly asking myself. That was a good sign as I thanked him and then headed upstairs. So far so good. Now it was just a matter of arranging things and staging a small little accident that I hoped would put my plans into play.
As I settled into Bills desk, I was pleased to see he did indeed have one of those plastic mats beneath his chair. I wasn't planning on spilling much coffee anyway, just enough to stain my white skirt, though I hoped I would indeed get the small stain out of them after I did. It would be a small price to pay if I pulled this off however, and then finished placing things in such a way that I would be careful so as not to spill coffee on anything except for myself when I did.
It wasn't long after that, that Jared came back upstairs carrying two hot steaming mugs of the fresh smelling brew. It needed to cool down some of course before I actually spilled any, and I needed to drink most of it before I did. But that would also give us a chance to chat about what had happened the day before, or so I hoped. Pleased when Jared was actually the one raising the subject.
I was glad he had taken a seat sitting in front of me, just where I wanted him to be when I had my accident. I could respond in kind far more easily when I did.
"Can I ask you something?" He began, once again appearing a bit nervous, a slight flush already beginning to spread across his face. I knew then it was something of a sexual nature, and I felt a slight flush actually begin in my own face, hoping it was.
"Sure Jared, ask me anything. And don't be shy either. By now...I'd hope you know we're well past the being shy around one another stage, so whatever you want to ask me about, feel free...and don't hold back."
I had again worn another tight fitting top, sans bra, so I knew that my breasts were well molded, nipples already beginning to grow erect which he noticed as he periodically sat there staring at them.
"About yesterday..." he hesitated slightly. I smiled urging him to continue. "Were you serious when you said you've never even seen your husband jerk himself off before?"
This was working out even better than I'd anticipated. I now knew I could incorporate my seemingly own flustered emotions when I spilled the coffee, ensuring that I took another drink as I wanted the cup to be nearly empty when I did.
"No, oddly enough, I haven't. Though I've asked him to do so for me a number of times. He's played with it a little for me of course, but that's about it. Maybe men in general are just too self conscious about doing that in front of someone, which is why I was so pleased...when you did...for me."
It was a joy to see the smile on Jared's face when I said that. I glanced down towards his crotch, purposely...though there was no way of course that I could see him as he sat in front of the desk, though for a moment I did so as though having x-ray vision or something. I smiled as he fidgeted in his seat, as though I actually might have.
"So...was it anything like you hoped it would be when you...ah, when you stood there watching me?" he nervously stated, and immediately adding to that before I could even respond, apologizing in addition to that. "I'm sorry that it ah...well you know, that it sort of ended the way that it did with the carpet thing and all."
I drank the last of the coffee I needed to before sitting my cup down on the corner of Bill's desk. It was now just a matter of time, bidding my time waiting for the perfect moment.
"Don't worry about it," I said actually blushing a little, appearing to be flustered. "Though I have to admit Jared, I found it very, very arousing, watching you. Having never actually watched a man so openly pleasuring himself, and then cumming the way you did, well...it was just pure erotic, and to be honest..."
I reached for my cup, my eyes locked on his when I did, my hand as I hoped glancing off the side of it as I now felt it leave the desk, dropping down into my lap just the way I'd planned it. The moment it did, I stood up alarmed looking down at myself. Sure enough, there was just enough coffee to have made a rather large noticeable stain on my skirt, and nowhere else.
"Fuck!" I cried out in alarm, startling poor Jared as he stood too, unsure of what to do himself. "And my new skirt too!" I exclaimed further. I didn't hesitate however, immediately unzipping my skirt dropping it where I stood. I caught an appreciative glance out of the corner of my eye as Jared took in the frilly laced red panties I was wearing as opposed to a simple thong. "Where's your mom's laundry room?" I now asked. Obviously I knew where it was, downstairs in the basement, but I didn't recall ever being down there when I'd seen Jared in the past. "I need to get these washed before the stain sets in!" I said worriedly.
As I'd hoped, Jared immediately told me to follow him. Seconds later we were racing downstairs towards the basement, me in my likewise soiled panties as I ran after him.
As I'd asked her to do for me, Susan had sorted out a pile of whites, which sat in a basket next to the washer as though preparing the next load. In addition to that, she also had a small pile of bright colors next to it, which I'd also asked her to place there for me.
As I stood there in front of Susan's washer using some of her pretreatment on my skirt before tossing it, and then some of her own whites in the washer, I could almost feel Jared's eyes boring into my ass as he stood behind me patiently waiting. As he did, I could feel a renewed trickle of my own moisture and smiled to myself as I knew I was adding a bit more of my female essence to them, hoping he'd be considering that too when moments later I turned likewise taking them off. Much to his surprise.
"Damn, a little of the coffee soaked through and into these too!" I said as I turned now slipping them off. "Thank god there wasn't as much," I then added, not feeling at all embarrassed to be standing there in nothing but my skin tight top once again, another reminder of yesterday perhaps. Tossing my red panties onto the colored pile, I now looked over at Jared. His eyes just then coming up to meet mine after standing there gazing at my openly displayed pussy.
He swallowed.
"Jared? Do you think your mother would mind if I were to borrow a pair of her panties? At least until mine are washed?" I now asked.
He swallowed again, looking at me, his lips having gone dry as he licked them. "No...probably not," he slightly stammered.
"Good, could you show me where she might keep them?" I now asked. This time, I purposely led the way, which I was pretty sure Jared was pleased to see me do as he followed me back up the stairs to his mother's room, staring at the back of my bare ass the entire way.
"Where's she keep them? I asked turning towards him once again as we entered her bedroom. I already knew of course, but I was also curious if he would.
"Well, a lot of her stuff, bras and panties and things are in her top drawer, but her really nice stuff is actually in the bottom drawer," he told me. I didn't react as though his knowing that would be out of the norm, thanking him and smiling at him as I bent over, opening the bottom drawer. I knew as I did so, I was again giving him a perfect view of not only my ass, but most likely my puffy swollen lips as I rummaged around in Susan's drawer, especially with Jared standing directly behind me as I did so. I was half hoping he'd just walk up to me with his cock sticking out, and shove it in. Not at all surprised when he didn't.
"Wow, your mom's got a lot of nice stuff," I said still looking. I smiled upon seeing a pair of crotch-less blue panties, but quickly discarded them. "A bit too obvious," I thought. I wanted to find something I could actually wear and sit around in for a bit, giving him some food for thought without making things obvious. I found three different pair that I thought would work, and then decided to make a game out of that, holding them up in order to show him. "What do you think Jared?"
I held up a pair of black lace, a similar pair of white ones, and then a pair of light blue almost sheer panties that left very little to the imagination. I found it interesting that I could actually be standing there not even wearing any, though his eyes were suddenly glued to the three pair I was holding up.
"I'm not sure your mom and I even wear the same size," I told him, though I happened to know we did. "And I know this might sound a little silly under the circumstances, but would you mind telling me if they look ok when I try them on?" I now asked. "I don't want to look silly in them, even if I'm only going to be wearing them while I'm waiting for mine to get washed," I then added, hoping my somewhat flawed reasoning would be enough.
"Ah sure...he said actually taking a seat on the end of his parents bed as I began to step into the black ones. Looking down, I again grinned to myself, adlibbing here as things progressed. "Would it bother you if I took off my top?" I now asked, though he was once again staring directly at my openly displayed pussy. "Blue doesn't go very well with black," I then told him. "We won't know if the bottoms look ok, with that color of top on," I then informed him. Jared however merely agreed, accepting my crazy logic as quite natural as he sat there nodding his head trying to look serious and concerned for me.
I now stood, the panties not all the way up yet, still draped just above my knees as I now slithered out of my top, tossing it over onto the bed. I didn't even meet Jared's eyes this time as I looked over towards him, his eyes looking elsewhere as I once again bent over, now pulling Susan's black lace panties up into place.
"What do you think?" I asked, and then turned slowly around so he could give me his honest opinion. His hesitation once again proving to be perfect, as I pretended it was some sort of indecision on his part, or that they didn't look very good on me. "No?" I said already taking them off. "Let's try the white ones then."
I had already known when picking the white ones out they wouldn't look very flattering on me. They rode a bit too high up on the waist for my tastes, but having a slightly smaller waist than Susan did anyway, they'd look disproportionate on my body. Even so I once again stood, turning around waiting for Jared's approval or disapproval.
"I like the black ones better," he told me enthusiastically. As he did, as he sat staring at my body, I took the moment to glance at his crotch, sure enough...pleased to see that there was a nice sized bulge already noticeable when I did.
"Yeah me too. But let's see how the blue one's look," I said making a bit of a show out of it, taking off the white ones, and then holding up the almost sheer blue ones, turning them about to ensure I had them the right way, and then acting like I wasn't sure if they were actually inside out or not. Once again I caught Jared looking at me as I stood there wasting time, but giving him plenty to look at as I did that. I finally slipped them on, liking not only the way they looked on me, but even the way they felt. Susan might not get these back as I turned looking at myself in the mirror first, and then back around once again facing Jared. "Well?"
"Oh yeah...those look really nice," he told me. "Better on you than on..." He caught himself looking up towards me. I grinned at him.
"So you have seen these before on your mom then?" I asked teasingly. He truly was blushing now, nodding his head.
"Yeah, by accident," he explained. "I once walked in on her while she was getting undressed," he told me. "She happened to have that very same pair on at the time," he then added.
"Funny you mentioned that," I now said implementing the second phase of my plan. "It just so happens that the chapter I'm just starting to edit deals with an experience similar to that," I told Jared.
The truth was, there was no such chapter, but I decided to use that as further enticement, not that he really needed any. I could clearly see Jared was once again as hard as a rock now. It was more a matter of his working up the courage in an effort to seduce me, if he was in fact ever going to.
"Oh?" Jared said obviously interested, "Tell me about it."
"Well it is pretty naughty, but as we both are grownups here, and as you did masturbate for me so openly yesterday, I guess it's ok for me to tell you what happens in the story," I told him. I then crossed over to the bed sitting down on it, and then lay back making myself comfortable. I patted the bed next to me, indicating that Jared should perhaps do the same while I told him where I was at in the story.
He was blushing again, but smiling too as he lay back on the bed next to me. "Go ahead, tell me. Like you said...we're both adults, and I am curious," he stated.
"Well, as you already know, I'm editing the experiences and exploits of the main character whose memories I am reading through here. One of which was one he'd had when he was just about your age in fact. He indicated...in the story...how he'd gone into his mother's room to ask her about something. Used to seeing her in various stages of undress, it wasn't uncommon for him to have done so, or even in seeing her partially nude, or even in the nude all together. As he stood there talking to her, watching her undress, he recalls how she was wearing a particular pair of very sexy underwear at the time. She had removed them, discarding them onto the floor in preparation for bathing for the evening prior to retiring, and then asked him to gather up her things, and take them into the laundry for him, which he of course did."
"Of course," Jared said nodding his head as though envisioning something very similar himself.
"Anyway...when he got down to the laundry room he noticed that the crotch of his mother's panties were still a bit moist, so he sniffed them, and in doing so, found it to be rather arousing. So then he decided to do something else with them too," I said winking.
"What?"
"Well...they obviously felt nice, slinky, sexy...so having an erection, he proceeded to stroke his young cock with his mother's panties, eventually having an orgasm, and cumming in them," I told him.
"Wow...that is nasty isn't it?" He said looking at me curiously.
"Nasty hot!" I responded back. "Admittedly Jared, and since we're talking openly like adults here, I will be perfectly candid with you about it, I thought the scene as he wrote it was very, very erotic. I could easily see this young man, standing there stroking his hard erect cock with his mother's panties, eventually showering them with a nice thick creamy load of cum, much like yours was yesterday, when you came!"
Jared was obviously horny, aroused...but he was also getting fidgety again. I knew then he was struggling with his feelings and emotions. It was time to ease off and let things settle down for a bit.
"Anyway...thought I'd share with you what I was working on, but speaking of which, I guess I really should get back to doing just that." I sat up, standing up once again turning towards him. "While I do that though...would it bother you if I just worked the way I'm dressed now? I mean...unless you have friends coming over or something, it would just feel sort of sexy/nice to stay like this for a bit, at least until my clothes have been washed and dried."
"Oh no...go right ahead!" He assured me. "I don't have any plans for today either, and none of my friends are coming over either, so you don't have to worry about that. But that reminds me, I probably should go downstairs and check on the laundry, see how it's going," he said standing up. "And after I do that...I'll bring us up some more coffee."
"I'll try very hard not to spill it this time," I said winking at him once again, and then followed him out the door of his parent's room, soon after heading back down the hall into Bill's study as Jared ran downstairs to check on the laundry.
**
I'd have given anything to see what he'd do when he did. Wondering if in fact...he would. The subject had certainly been interesting enough for him, and he was certainly hard and erect. I half hoped he'd only use my panties just enough to get even more aroused, imagining him standing there sniffing them, and then wrapping them around his dick to stroke himself with. Perhaps, having done that, and with me sitting half naked in his father's study, he'd return even more aroused. After all, I certainly was!
It was perhaps twenty minutes later when I heard him returning. Plenty of time for him to have gotten off if that's what he did. He was smiling as he brought us in two fresh cups of hot coffee. This one I'd be more careful with. I couldn't afford not to. I stood and walked over to sit down on the small little couch as opposed to remaining behind the desk. And though he could clearly see my exposed breasts of course, it was the sheer light blue panties I was only wearing that caught his immediate attention. To my surprise, rather than taking a seat in one of the two chairs, Jared actually joined me on the couch.



"I put your skirt in the dryer," he told me. "I didn't do anything with your red panties though," he then blushed as though he'd just confessed to something realizing what he'd just said, quickly continuing on. "I ah...wasn't sure if there was something special you needed to do, some ah...you know, delicate wash or something, so I didn't do anything with them, I mean...to them," he stammered.
"Was that something you'd think about?" I boldly asked catching him a little off guard, especially since he wasn't sure what it was exactly I was eluding to. "Or perhaps ever do?" I now asked.
His mouth was open, as though still trying to decide if we were talking about the same thing. I saw the confusion in his eyes, and the somewhat worried look.
"What I'm talking about is the guy in the story. Like yesterday Jared, the idea intrigues me, you know...watching a man playing with himself was erotic enough, but to imagine him doing what with a pair of panties is even more erotic don't you think?" I then asked.
"I don't know...maybe," he said hesitating. "Is...is that something you'd find sensual, erotic naughty as you said?"
"Very naughty, and very sensual. And like yesterday Jared, it would give me a better idea as to what he...the character in the book, was feeling when he did that with his mothers panties," I laughed realizing something.
"What?"
"Well, it's just that, I'm wearing YOUR mother's panties, right now. The ones you told me you once saw her in. Sort of seems fitting, perfect actually, if maybe I were to..." I stood up and began taking them off. Jared's eyes grew wide as he saw me doing that.
"You want me to..."
"Only if you want to, if you're comfortable enough for me to see you do that, sort of like yesterday, only with these..." I now said holding them up in my hand waving them around in front of his face as though attempting to hypnotize him with them, which ironically I was nearly doing. Jared's eyes actually following the movement as they dangled there midair on the tip of my finger. The suggestion itself more than enough as he suddenly undid the belt on his jeans, lowering the zipper. I knelt in front of him then, the panties in my teeth, pulling on his jeans until they came off. The moment I had, his cock sprang up firm and strong, he had worn no underwear, which pleased me that he might have actually been in hopes of a repeat encounter. As his hard cock sprang, slapping against his chest, I dropped the pair of his mothers, my now worn panties over his prick, watching as the leg snared on the tip, wrapping itself about his shaft. Jared moaned looking down, seeing and feeling them as they now dangled there. "Fuck that looks hot!" I honestly stated.
I continued to kneel there in front of him between his legs, watching as his hand came up to better wrap the thin slick material about his cock. I knew damn good and well he could feel the moisture of the crotch touching him, I had felt it myself, even tasted myself as I held them in my mouth. Jared indeed now began running his mothers panties up and down his cock, bunching them about the head for a moment, rubbing himself pleasurably.
"How does it feel?" I asked curiously, wondering because I really did.
"Go ahead, maybe you won't feel what I'm feeling, but it might at least give you some sort of idea!"
He was right about that, he'd just given me another idea as my hand now took over for his, sliding the material once again up his shaft and then down again, slowly, sensually. Jared rested his head against the back of the couch, closing his eyes, moaning. I could hear his toes actually flicking against one another as I did that. I then squeezed his prick, saw a thick droplet of his precum ooze from the tip, gathering it up and meshing it within the crotch of his mother's panties, essentially mixing it with my own.
"Fuck that feels nice," he moaned once again, his head slowly turning from side to side.
"I bet it does!" I purred hotly. "And I bet it's not the first time you've felt this either is it?" I softly asked, still languidly stroking his cock.
"Na....no," he finally admitted, grunting as I worked his cock slowly up and down, then running the soft silky material back and forth across the tip of his cock using only the material of the panties to do so with as I did that. Once again he groaned deeply, looking down at me.
"I used to fantasize...do that sometimes," he stated through clipped speech, "while...while jerking off with them."
"Did you fantasize about fucking your mother then?" I asked curiously.
"Yes," he admitted once again breathing harder now. "But not in her...just, just against her, while she was wearing these," he told me. "Until...until I squirted. Until I came...but never, ever inside her," he told me as though needing to say that.
"What else did you think about?" I now asked. I had placed the panties over his cock, now covering him almost entirely with them. I leaned over, hovering just above his cock, once again squeezing it until I saw another nice droplet of his cum drool suddenly seep through the sheer material. Even before I realized what I was doing, I stuck out my tongue, licking it up. Licking the very tip of his prick through the material.
"Oh fuck! Fuck! That feels nice," he said urging me to continue.
I couldn't believe how aroused I was! Looking down at his enormous prick, so swollen and now purple looking, I literally tightened the material of his mother's panties around the head so that it now actually looked painted on. I then opened my mouth, and drew his prick in, panties and all...sucking him.
Jared went nuts. Thrashing almost wildly now, his hands coming down to hold my head as I sucked him, one hand now cupping his heavy ball sack, kneading it, the other just holding his prick, keeping the material tight around his cock for the moment as I mouthed him, letting him feel my hot breath, the wetness from my saliva and his own secretions which now dampened the panties clinging to him even more so.
"Fuck Jen...I can't hold out, if you don't stop..."
I let him know I had no intention of stopping, if anything, swallowing his cock panties and all, taking him as deeply as I could into my throat. As I did, I felt his ass lift and come straight off the couch, a second later, the explosion following as he strained his semen through the panties, the liquid spurts only slightly buffeted in their intensity as he squirted over and over again through them, and then into me as I swallowed, taking his delicious, somewhat salty semen into my throat.
After Jared had collapsed from the intensity of his orgasm, now just sitting there, I removed my mouth from his prick, taking the panties with me as I did. Lying on the floor on my back, legs spread, bent at the knee, I now proceeded to masturbate myself with the wet sticky, very creamy cum-soaked panties I'd just taken from him.
It was almost surreal. At the moment, I think I was more aroused than I'd been in a long time, including that wild evening we had all spent together the past weekend. I'd never really considered myself to be an exhibitionist, not in any real sense. But now...here I was, openly displaying myself, my inhibitions though few they might be, had flown right out the window. I was so damn horny I couldn't see straight, laying there, rubbing my best friends cum-soaked panties, which were literally filled with her son's cum. I felt the slippery goo still clinging to them, his cum paste now being worked into a frothy mixture that teased and pleasured my own sweet clit as the fluid from my pussy literally flowed from me, adding to the new concoction.
Jared sat there on the couch, still looking a bit wild-eyed as he stared at me, all pretense of decorum having gone as I too now frantically sought relief. One hand snaking up to pull and pinch on my nipples, the other still frantically working between my legs as I all but stuffed Susan's slick panties into my cunt. I looked up, saw Jared standing above me, once again his prick beginning to rise so soon after his own climatic encounter.
"Fuck Jen! Put them on, please Jen...put them back on for me!" He pleaded.
Susan's panties were soaked, I was soaked, yet I did as he asked. Slipping back into them again as wet as they now were. At last pulling them back up into place again, Jared knelt down between my legs, I saw his enormous, hungry looking cock as he held it within his hand, leaning forward now resting it against the barely covered opening of my split. I desperately wanted him to fuck me, but if this was how it was to start, then I was more than willing.
I felt the hard firm press of Jared's cock not quite entering as the material of Susan's panties barred the way. At the same time, I felt the material stretch out over my clit, rubbing it, as he did the same. The tip of his prick spearing me again and again in vain, though the sensation itself felt incredible. I bucked against him as though being fucked, taking the term "dry humping" to a whole new level. Jared held his shaft, rubbing it up and down my panty covered split, and then side to side, slapping my cunt, spanking it with his shaft, and then driving himself once again against my split as we crashed together in a pulsating gyration of wanton lust and desire.
As he cried out in ecstasy climaxing once again, I joined him. I felt the seepage of his warm sperm bathing my lips, the squishy decadent erotic sounds of his spending, and then mine, filling the air. We each cried out in glee and excitement, uttering words of pure vulgarity back and forth as we thrashed about there on his father's floor until each of us was spent, utterly and completely.
A long time passed before either one of us moved. And then finally Jared did, his senses long before mine did...returning.
"I should probably go down and check on the laundry," he told me.
"I'll come with you," I said, still breathless...but I wanted to do so and have the opportunity to confirm what I hoped I would find. He initially appeared nervous in my saying that, but then quickly led the way back downstairs once again.
It took only a moment for me to confirm my suspicions, smiling inwardly without making the obvious known to him. I had specifically positioned my panties in such a way on the colored pile, that I would know if they had been touched or moved again. They had been. Ignoring them completely however, I now removed the dripping wet panties I was wearing, now smeared with even more cum than before. Rather than adding them to the pile beneath me, I handed them to Jared.
"Keep these. I'll tell your mother how I spilled coffee on my stuff, and how I had to borrow a pair of hers to wear home. I'll leave mine here until she's had a chance to wash them later. In the meantime, if she ever asks, or wonders where these happened to disappear to, I'll tell her I misplaced them and offer to get her another pair."
Jared was grinning from ear to ear as he accepted this special gift from me, of our erotic naughty little encounter. With my skirt now dry once again, I put it back on, along with the top I had left upstairs. With Jared spent, as much as I was myself, he retreated to the security and comfort of his own room for a while, left with his own thoughts perhaps, just as I was.
Two hours later about the time I usually went home, Jared returned.
"I'll be here in the morning," he informed me. "For a while, just in case there's anything else you'd like to discuss or look into," he said. "But I have plans tomorrow afternoon with my friends that I can't really get out of," he said almost dejectedly.
"Then we'll see you in the morning," I told him. "And I'm sure after I read through and finish up the stuff I started on today, there might indeed be a few more things that might be interesting to...discuss," I said grinning at him.
**
As promised, the moment I got home I called Susan. I gave her a blow-by-blow description of everything we did, everything we said. I wouldn't have bet against the fact she was sitting there in her office playing with herself as I did so. I could hear the excitement in her own voice as she periodically stopped me, asked questions, or had me repeat to her what I'd just told her again.
"So anyway...I owe you a pair of panties," I told her, to which she laughed.
"Don't worry about them," she again giggled. "I consider them a good investment. Though I am surprised he didn't just fuck you when he had the chance."
"So am I," I freely admitted to her. "But I honestly think he was relieving something else at the time, and that took precedence even over losing his virginity."
"Yeah, you're probably right. But obviously now...I think it's only a matter of time."
In that, I agreed with her. It probably was.
"By the way...what was it about Rob you were going to tell me?" she now asked just as curious as she'd been when I'd hinted about it before, if not more so now.
I then told her everything that had happened the night before, and how that had given me the idea to do this, curious if it might have the same effect on Jared, that it obviously had had on Rob.
"Have you ever caught Bill doing that?" I asked her.
"You know...funny that you mention it now, after all this. I can't say as I've actually caught him doing it? Though I have in the past had a few suspicions here and there that he did. But...I can tell you, that more often than not, if we're just masturbating one another, or fooling around that way? He does prefer it when I finish him off with my panties. So in that sense, I'd have to say yes. And one more thing while I'm thinking about it. About a year ago, we were both getting ready for work. Bill had commented on how cute and sexy my panties were, which at the time was all I was wearing. I then commented on how cute he looked in his short boxers, to which he said he thought I'd look damn fucking sexy in those too. I laughed...I remember telling him that I thought he'd look damn fucking sexy in my panties, and as a lark, we traded...just for the day. But the thought of him wearing my silky's and me his, kept us both horny and on the edge all day long. That night, we fucked like minks for what seemed like an eternity. It turned out to be one of the more passionate evenings we've ever spent together, and he admitted to me, that wearing my panties all day had been a major turn on for him."
I was curious, asking her if they'd done that again.
"Only once, but it was damn near the same thing all over again. Though why we haven't done so since then escapes me. Perhaps it's time we do so...past time!" she laughed out loud. "Especially now after having heard all this!"
Having heard that, I couldn't help but wonder if all men, at least at one time or another hadn't jerked off into a pair of women's panties. I had never myself ever used them before today to pleasure myself with. But the erotic, almost obscene use of them as I did so today, was something I knew damn well I would eventually want to do again. I giggled as I thought about it, wondering...and then knowing just how excited Rob would be, should I ever suggest it to him.
"Well, now I'm horny as hell, and Bill's got bowling tonight! I'm half tempted to come over to your place and make you and Rob take care of me!" she then added, though I heard a hopeful tone to her voice as though actually wanting me to invite her. Any other time, I might have considered it, but tonight...I fully intended on relieving the experience of what I'd gone through today with Rob after he got home. Especially after wanting to hear all the juicy details. And I knew, when I told him, though I would keep secret from him my own knowledge of what I'd seen him doing, that it would still no doubt escalate into the very thing that I wanted to do, and to feel again.
"Tell you what girl-friend. Your son told me he has plans with his friend's tomorrow afternoon, so he won't be there. Why don't you take the afternoon off and come home, meet me at your place then. I'm sure, the two of us can come up with something exciting to do."
"You've got a deal!" Sue told me, as I now knew she had indeed been playing with herself. "I've got pussy juice all over my fucking chair thanks to you," then she giggled, and perhaps...another soiled pair of panties to add to the pile in the laundry.
She called me later that evening, informing me that my panties were no longer in her laundry room, just as I hoped they wouldn't be.
**
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I woke up to the sound of my phone ringing. I rolled over in bed looking at the caller ID. In the background I could hear the sound of the shower running. Rob was busy getting ready for work, it was 6:15. I knew without even looking that the only person who would call me at this ungodly hour would be Susan. And sure enough it was.
"What's up?" I answered still sounding sleepy.
"I hope I woke you," she laughed. "I hate that you get to sleep in and the rest of us all have to get up early and go to work."
"So get a real job," I laughed stretching in bed enjoying the feel of my bare skin against the cool morning sheets. But I was also remembering the nice long slow fuck I had enjoyed with my husband after he had gotten home too. And...we'd enjoyed some panty play as well, something that had been a major turn on for us both. He had licked and eaten me through a pair of my favorite panties, and then had tickled my clit with his cock through them as well (though that was something I hadn't shared with him that Jared had done to me the day before...which had been a major turn on for me when he had). "So like I said...what's up?"
"Thought I'd give you a heads up before you come over this morning," Susan began. "Jared got home last night in a fairly shitty mood. I don't think his date with his new girlfriend went very well. I could tell he was frustrated, and though I got him to sit down and tell me a little about it, he was still a little uncomfortable telling 'mom' all the gory details. Suffice it to say, maybe you'll have better luck getting him to open up about it than I did. But don't be surprised when you do come over, that he's less than his usual chipper self." Once again Susan laughed. "In fact...at this point I think all you'd have to do is stretch out naked on our bed, and Jared would fuck you in a heartbeat. I think he's about ready to blow a gasket after the way he looked when he came home last night."
"I'm not an auto...or rather a Jared body shop," I quipped. I don't do repairs. But...if I can get him to open up to me about whatever problems he is having, perhaps that will give me some insight as to where things are headed...or not as far as his virginity is concerned. And don't worry...I'll fill you in on all the details later on, provided of course, Jared doesn't swear me to secrecy about them. Like I told you before, if he does that...then I start playing doctor instead of mechanic here, and confidentiality becomes paramount for me."
"Ok," Susan said agreeing with me. "And what about this afternoon? Still want me to take off early and meet you?"
I had almost forgotten about that, though I had mentioned it to Rob the night before, asking him if he was ok with Susan and I getting together the next afternoon for a bit of naughty fun. Needless to say, he told me to "go for it" as long as I filled him in later, once again...giving him a blow-by-blow description while doing exactly that. Aroused as he became after hearing Susan and I might indeed get together the following day, adding a pair of my sexiest panties into our lovemaking after that was easy. It had been a long time since Rob had come three times in one night.
"Sure...looking forward to that in fact," I told her. "But...let me call you before you do come home to make sure that Jared in fact is still meeting up with his friends later." Once again Susan giggled.
"Pretty bad when I have to call to see if it's ok if I sneak back to my own home," she told me. "But...I'll wait to hear from you before leaving," she added. "But speaking of naughty fun, Bill's already asking me to check with you and Rob about having another get-together sometime soon here too," she then added. "So ask Rob about that when you get a chance."
Now it was my turn to laugh. Rob had stepped out of the shower coming back into the bedroom seeing me on the phone and knowing who it was I was obviously talking to. He was already sporting an erection much to my surprise. "Ask him yourself, he's standing here in front of me with a nice morning woody," I told her. "So why don't you do just that...see what he has to say about it while I take care of this!"
I handed Rob the phone, leaned over and took his nice hard cock into my mouth. He groaned into the mouthpiece, moments later dropping the phone on the bed. I heard Susan laughing on the other end.
"I take it that's a yes," she said...and then heard nothing but dial tone and the sound of Rob's labored breathing.
**
I arrived around the time I usually did, but Jared was nowhere in sight. I did however smell fresh coffee, so walked into the kitchen area to pour myself a cup. There was a small note propped up against the side of an empty cup with my name on it. In Susan's handwriting it said simply, "Good luck!"
I allowed myself a heavy sigh, poured my coffee, and then made my way upstairs to actually begin working. Whatever mood Jared was actually in, he'd have to be the one to approach me, if and when he decided to get up. Obviously, he was still asleep and indeed in a bit of a grumpy mood. This one I really was going to have to play by ear and see how things went, but I wasn't very optimistic about it either.
It was well over an hour later when I finally heard his footsteps as he came up the stairs. I looked up from the PC as he poked his head into the room. He was bleary-eyed, his hair not even properly brushed yet as he stood there looking in on me.
"Sorry I wasn't up to meet you," he apologized. "Sort of had a late night," he added.
"A late night? Or a bad night?" I asked holding in a smile. He stepped a little further into the room.
"I take it mom called you."
"Yeah, she did. But she didn't tell me much, only that you and your girlfriend of the moment aren't getting along very well. Want to tell me about it?" I pushed my chair away from the desk expectantly, hoping Jared would see that as a sign of real interest. He did, smiling slightly and then walking over to take one of the two seats sitting in front of me. I now stood up, walking over, taking the other one. He sat quietly for a moment, perhaps wondering if he should. I sat patiently waiting for him to begin without saying anything.
"I like you," he told me.
"I like you too," I answered back still waiting.
He smiled at hearing that and began to open up a little as I sat there listening to him.
"I think it's easier for me to talk to you as opposed to mom," he'd started as I simply nodded my head. "Maybe because you and I..." he added without finishing the thought, to which I again smiled, still nodding. "Anyway...Cheryl, my girlfriend, mom thinks she's a bit of a prick tease, and maybe she is...but there's a lot more to it than that. It's complicated," he said pausing, releasing a heavy sigh of his own.
"Aren't most relationships?" I challenged back. "Even the really good ones take effort," I counseled, to which Jared now nodded his head.
"Yeah, maybe they do...but part of my problem with Cheryl is, my lack of experience, and her having quite a bit of it."
Now I really was confused here. I wasn't expecting to hear that. "I take it...she isn't a virgin then."
"No, she's not. And it's not that, that bothers me, or is really the problem."
"Why don't you tell me just exactly what the problem is then?" I asked. "Maybe...I can help you sort it all out?"
Once again he sighed, but then thanked me for listening to him. "Part of the problem is because she has had sex...and I haven't. She sort of likes the idea that we're taking things slowly."
"Nothing wrong with doing that," I told him.
"No...there isn't," he agreed. "And I like that we have been. What I don't like...is when she tells me that what I'm doing is wrong, or that she doesn't like it, or that because I am so inexperienced, that I need to let her show me certain things. She makes me feel stupid, inadequate," he finished looking down at his hands, which he'd locked together in his lap.
On the one hand, I had to admire the girl. It was obvious she did indeed know what she wanted, and was in a way attempting to teach Jared that. On the other, I wanted to shake her...she was obviously going about it the wrong way. And if she continued to do so, I didn't hold out much hope for this relationship.
He looked up at me with puppy dog eyes. "I mean shit Jen, I know I don't know much...I don't have as much experience with women as a lot of other guys do, I'll be the first to admit it. But if I do, do something wrong, or something she doesn't like, she gets frustrated with me, and then we're right back to square one again, and when that happens, it's like days before we even attempt to do anything again. In the meantime, I'm getting more and more frustrated with her, and starting to wonder if this whole relationship thing with her is even worth it. Had it not been for you," he grinned. "I'd have probably gone off on her...and not in a good way either!"
That one I did have to laugh at, easing the tension a little, as he finally relaxed.
"She might indeed be a bit more experienced in that department," I told him. "But she's not acting or being very mature either. You on the other hand have just the opposite problem. And maybe that's where I can help at least a little anyway."
"Help how?" he now asked curiously.
"Well for starters, what is it she thinks you're doing wrong? And what is it you've been doing anyway? Obviously...you're still a virgin yes?"
Jared nodded his head.
"So it's obviously nothing to do with that...yet," I added winking at him. "So...why don't we start with the first so-called problem area, and take it from there."
Jared had finally relaxed enough to begin laying it all out. As I'd guessed, the main issue between them at the moment was with regards to oral sex, mostly on his end according to what he said.
"I take it, you have done this with other girls in the past? Or is this a first for you here too?" I asked him.
"A couple of times yes, but admittedly Jen, it didn't seem to go as well with them either, so obviously I am doing something wrong here. And if I am...then I do want to learn and figure out what I'm doing that is wrong, or why they don't like it. But so far, all I'm getting is a lot of negative feedback, and nothing positive. How the hell am I ever going to learn that way?"
"You aren't," I agreed. "At least not like that. But...if you're willing, I really do think I can help you, and that I can do in a little different way than Cheryl obviously has been. So...if you're willing, I am. But it's entirely up to you."
I saw the look of relief in his eyes as he glanced up towards me. "Then teach me," he said. "Show me what I'm doing wrong."
"First things first," I told him. "Let's set the mood, and get comfortable. That's the most important thing, next to hygiene that is," I said smiling at him. "Which means...you need a shower. So let's begin with that. But...I'll join you, and we'll take it from there and go on to the next step once we're all squeaky clean here shall we?"
I could see that Jared was definitely up for that. Once again wearing only his pajama bottoms and nothing else, his erection was already poking well up through the material of them as he sat there. He even looked down at himself realizing that he was, and blushed a little. I stood up, pulling him along with me taking his hand. Once he was, I then reached over, grasping his hard cock through the lightweight flannel material of his pajamas, and then pulled him along behind me while holding it into his parents' bedroom and their much larger shower.
We soaped one another from head to toe, even going so far as to wash one another's hair. I also noticed as we did that, he had some obvious stubble growing around his pubic region, he shaved which I admired his doing, now taking the razor and beginning to shave him myself. I was pleased at his trusting me to do so as I quickly smoothed him up, likewise gently lifting his balls, shaving those as well until he was as baby smooth as I was once again.
I then skinned back the foreskin on Jared's penis, washing him thoroughly teasing him a little as I did so.
"Ok, now your turn to wash me," I told him as I lifted one leg up on the corner shelf there in the shower stall. Jared knelt beneath me, his face only inches away from my pussy as he gingerly soaped me up once again, only this time looking at me as he did so. "Go ahead...take your time, wash everything, look at it as you do, familiarize yourself with me," I told him. "But more importantly, enjoy yourself while you do."
I didn't have really long labia, but I enjoyed it when he pulled on each one stretching them out as he washed them, running a slippery finger alongside each of them, in addition to dipping the tip of his finger inside me. His look of utter fascination as he took his time admiring, just looking at me was arousing in and of itself. I could feel the moisture already beginning to pool between my legs, which he quickly discovered, looking up towards me, licking his finger off tasting me before sticking it briefly inside me once again.
We took an inordinate amount of time there in the shower, just touching, mostly looking becoming familiar and acquainted with one another's bodies, without the worry or concern of doing so in an attempt to get one another off. That would come later...much, much later.
By the time we were both so aroused, we'd have popped without even touching one another further, it was time to get out, drying one another off as we did. I then led him out of the room as opposed to lying him down on his mother's bed. I didn't want him to feel uncomfortable about doing that, or having any worries or concerns about leaving a trace of our activities there. Leading him once again by the cock, he followed me back down the stairs into the living room where we pulled off all the cushions on the couch making a little bed on the floor. I lay down amongst them, propping my head up on one of the pillows, spreading my legs bending them at the knee.
"Take your time Jared, just look at me, touch me, do whatever you want...but just take your time, we're not in any hurry here. And it's also not a time for instructions, or orgasms...or anything like that. It's just about fun, adventure, and in your getting to know me, ok?"
I could see by the smile on his face he was more than relaxed. Even his cock had actually deflated a little, becoming slightly flaccid again, but I was actually happy to see that as he positioned himself there on the floor, between my legs, and for the longest time, just looked at me.
Eventually I felt his finger again as he ran it up and down between my legs, ever so lightly...so teasingly, and I moaned, groaning pleasurably at his touch.
He smiled at that, laughingly, doing it again, playfully, erotically. And oh so sensually.
"I think I'm ready now," he told me. "I want to taste you, lick you...eat you. But more importantly, I want you to tell me what I'm doing right...or doing wrong."
"I will Jared, but not with words so much, as with actions. What I want you to do, is learn to read my body. If you do that, then you'll know what I like, what feels good or what doesn't. Learn to know the signals, and then keep doing that, or switch off and do something else when the signals are no longer telling you to keep doing the same thing. I might moan, or tremble, even at times speaking to you, but only in a good way...a pleasurable way. Learn to do that, and then you'll know what it is I do like, or what I dislike. Or what it is that I want you to do again. You will begin to know and understand, that perhaps something you tried the first time I wasn't ready for, but then later would be. And just because it might not feel good now, doesn't mean that it won't. Learn to read a woman's body Jared, and she'll become putty in your hands."
I then told him that what we would do...afterwards, long after we'd satiated one another that we would indeed sit back and talk about it. I would only then tell him in words, but not during, what it was I enjoyed, or might not have enjoyed, but teaching him in a way where he could better interpret my signals. In that way, he would hopefully gain a better understanding of my body just as he should with any woman's body, and that no two women were ever exactly alike when it came to that either. With patience, understanding and trust in himself, he would learn how to read and come to understand each and every woman independent of one another.
Once again I felt the tip of his finger as he began, gently probing me, touching me as I lay there on the floor in front of him. I then felt the tip of his tongue as he touched me exploringly. I loved the way it felt as it danced on the floor of my clit, for a moment...but he indeed went too fast, too quickly, too hard. With the gentle pressure of my hands on his head, I forced him away, backing off. He hesitated only for a moment, and then got the hint, now once again continuing as he feathered my clit so lightly with his tongue...I moaned.
"Yes Jared yes! Just like that baby, just like that!" I purred.
He now included a single finger inside me, soon after trying to include another. I wiggled away from allowing him to do that, so he went back to one. I moaned again, enjoying it, enjoying the tip of his tongue as it fluttered wildly on the tip of my hard little clit. I groaned audibly, deeply as he ran his tongue up the entire length of my split, flattening it as he continued to tickle me with his finger, once again a bit later adding another. This time I was ready for it, wanting it.
"Yes Jared, fuck me with your fingers, lick me, eat me, even suck my clit a little. But do it softly...gentle for a moment. I'll tell you when to do otherwise," I added. He seemed to respond to that, enthusiastically, passionately, enjoying the sounds of my words as he now wrapped his mouth about me, drawing my clit inside, sucking it, and gently chewing it. I was in heaven, and I let him know that.
When I came, I tensed up crying out audibly. I arched my back, my ass lifting up off the floor. I then felt his hands as they came up underneath my ass, pressing me into his face, and I came again. He was sucking on my clit, firmly now, damn near swallowing it, and I came again. Over and over I climaxed, the juices now running from my split, washing his face, bathing it in my nectar until he was covered in it, smiling, looking up at me, happy, relaxed, contented.
As was I.
We sat there on the floor recovering, and though he was now flaccid again, I toyed with it, enjoying that. As did he. And we talked, discussing what we'd just done and shared together, and now in words I told him what I'd liked, what I at first didn't, and then why. He took it all in, smiling, nodding his head in understanding. It was like a light-bulb had gone off inside of his head.
"Now I understand, now I see what you mean," he told me. "It hasn't been like that before. I kept trying to do this, or do that, failing every time, getting frustrated, as obviously she did, as she was. But now at least I think I know what you meant, what you were constantly trying to show me."
We sat there talking for the longest time, I continued to idly play with his prick, though it remained somewhat soft as I did. There were no expectations, no urgency as we did that. It was soft, it was sweet. And then he finally surprised me.
"Jen? Can I ask you a personal question? A very personal question? And you don't have to answer me either, unless you want to. Unless you're comfortable enough in doing so."
"Go ahead, ask me," I told him. "Not at all worried by what I might answer...if I did. It was a time of openness between us, trust, honesty. So I did when he asked me, even though I was surprised by what he did ask.
"Have you and mom...you know, messed around a little?" He asked.



"Why do you ask that?" I questioned him curiously. But I likewise knew that now was a time for truth here. If he really wanted to know, I would tell him.
"I've overheard a few things here and there, every once in a while, and it's made me curious...you know. I mean, I know you and mom are best friends and such, have been for a long time now. But you two have flirted, and do flirt with one another from time to time too, and it's pretty obvious, so yeah...I was wondering if you had, if you do."
I then told him that we had, though it had only been recently that we'd actually begun to, though I didn't go into specific details about it, or really why. He seemed to accept that, and liked the fact we were both so open-minded about it, especially his own mother, but then he surprised me again.
"I know I shouldn't be asking you this, and in fact...expect you to say no when I do. But I was wondering..." He paused and I waited as he tried to screw up enough courage to ask me the question, so I finally gave up, prodding him.
"Go ahead Jared, ask me. What is it you want to know? Want to do?"
He looked me directly in the eyes as he said it. "I want to watch you, watch the two of you together," he told me. "You and mom, making love, going down on one another," he stated.
I was to be perfectly honest, flabbergasted that he would actually ask me about that, to do that.
"Why?" I asked him. "Wouldn't it bother you? Seeing me with your mother?"
"No more than it would probably bother her, seeing you with me," he answered. "I know that's why you're really here...to teach me, to show me a few things, and perhaps even in time, to seduce me, or me you...and thus take my virginity."
He had me there, I was totally speechless leaning back against the side of the couch, considering what he'd just said, though I neither confirmed nor denied it, taking a different approach around the subject.
"I'm not really sure I'd be too comfortable with that Jared," I told him honestly, simply. "Nor might your mother be, having you standing there watching the two of us."
"What if she didn't know?" He asked. "What if I remained hidden away, quiet without her knowing I was even there?"
I still didn't know, shaking my head worriedly as I did, actually considering it.
"Look Jen, I'll only ask it this one time, and I'll never ask it of you again. Even if you say no now...I won't ask you to do it again for me either, whatever you say, I'll accept. But...it's important for me, things I need to learn and discover about myself, which is the only reason I'm asking it of you, so please...consider it at least."
Once again he looked at me boring into me with his eyes as he spoke. "Look, I know she's coming home early today, I overheard her mentioning it to dad this morning out there in the kitchen when they still thought I was sleeping. I could tell by his tone of voice he was excited upon hearing that, as they sat there discussing it, and how things between all of you lately had improved, gotten better, more exciting. And how even their relationship had gotten better because of it. Like they were suddenly all young again, vivacious, constantly aroused, as they were. They even started fucking, right there in the kitchen, on the table, while mom told dad what she hoped she'd soon be doing to you. Admittedly Jen, Jennefer," he said amending the use of my name, more formally now. "It aroused me, excited me...so much so that I immediately ran down to my room and jerked off while thinking about it. Now I can't get the image of it out of my head. So that's why I really would like to see it for myself, watch the two of you together. Perhaps after that I'll be able to...but until then, I can't. I just can't!"
I still didn't know, still actually considering it, though his cock had now grown hard once again, very hard in fact as I sat there stroking it with my hand.
"What about your friends? Your plans for this afternoon?" I asked, trying to bide time with myself, still considering his request.
"Plans change," he said smiling at me, now grinning at me. "I'll still leave if you want me to, if you decide against it, so that you and mom can have fun, with no worries that I'll return anytime soon or interrupt what you're doing. But I'd prefer to come back, quietly, secretly...and watch you, the two of you. Please." He then added.
He then outlined for me what he'd do, where he'd be, where it was he wanted us to go so he could indeed watch us secretly, quietly together, fucking and pleasuring one another with our hands, our fingers, our mouths...our bodies.
"Ok, against my better judgment, I'll agree Jared. But only this once, and never again. And you must promise me...never to reveal that you did, not to anyone, not any of your friends, your girlfriend...no one. But especially your mother. I don't want to lose her as a friend. So if this comes out, and if she is angry with me because I allowed this, I will hold you accountable for it, and after that, you and I will never be friends again ourselves. Are you willing to risk all that? If any of this should ever come out?"
He thought about it briefly, and then said he was. Promising me he would never reveal it, not to anyone...unless I did.
I still wasn't too sure about it, but then agreed to go along with his plan, informing him when I did, that I was supposed to call his mother an hour from now, letting her know if she was to come home early or not.
He smiled at that, soon after taking me into his arms, kissing me deeply, passionately. I felt his hard firm erection poking me in the chest as he did so, and then I reached down, taking him in my hands first, and soon after my mouth.
I licked him and teased him sucking him softly, slowly for the longest time. At first thinking that if I perhaps drained him of his horniness, he might change his mind. But he didn't, if anything becoming more and more aroused, talking about it, talking about his feelings at watching the two of us together. And then I knew he would never let it go until he had, until he had actually seen us, and watched the two of us together.
He soon after exploded in my mouth, nearly drowning me when he did. Even then I expected him to be satisfied for a while, but he wasn't. He remained hard, almost impossibly so, so obviously excited and aroused again so soon after.
"Wait here, I want to get something...I want you to do something for me," he then added.
Jared quickly stood up rushing downstairs to his room, returning moments later holding the blue panties in his hand, his mother's panties, the panties I had worn for him the previous day. He handed them to me, they were clean, freshly washed. He had done them delicately by hand.
"What do you want me to do?" I now asked taking them from him as I did.
"Cum in them for me, get them all nice and juicy wet again. I want to be able to smell you while I jerk off, watching the two of you together when I do. I want...especially now, to be able to taste you again, while I'm standing there sucking the crotch, tasting your sweet pleasures after you've cum in them for me."
I couldn't believe how aroused I was becoming upon hearing him say that. Already I could feel the liquid of my desire beginning to build as I stood up, now slipping the panties on once again. I stood there as Jared sat down on the floor, watching me from below, his face only inches away from my sex as I slid my hand down beneath the waistband of the panties I was once again wearing, and began fingering myself.
He sat there fisting his cock, but not in a way so as to make himself climax, only arousing himself, excitedly, all the while watching me as I continued to toy with my clit, feeling the moisture from my pussy begin to soak through the material of his mother's panties, soon drenching them thoroughly, completely.
I came again, and then again, feeling the frothy liquid nectar of my spending soiling the crotch, leaking and dripping through it. Quickly afterwards, stripping them off, handing them back to him as he hurriedly ran back down the stairs to his room. As he did, I walked over reaching for the phone.
I had a call to make.
**
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"Why down here?" Susan asked as I led her downstairs towards the basement shortly after she'd arrived home.
"Because, I made a special little place up for us for one thing. But for another, just in case someone does come in, or come home unexpectedly, we have a quick way out, or rather I do anyway," I said grinning at her. "You might get away with being partially undressed being that this is your home, but I think someone coming in and finding me in a likewise state, might raise more than just a few eyebrows."
"Like a few cocks you mean?" Susan said snickering. "Especially knowing Jared's friends, I bet you would too!"
"Yeah well...which is why it's better to be safe than sorry. And besides, like I said, I fixed up a cozy naughty little place for us to play in."
There was a door leading up from the new downstairs den to the outside up a short flight of steps. I had used the reasoning behind coming down here as this room did have a door which I could quickly, and easily slip out of if I needed to. I had also chosen it as a place for us to have fun in because of all the large comfy cushions and soft pliable beanbag like chairs we could also use. All of which I had carefully arranged in order to keep Susan facing in one direction, and me in another.
It was the one aspect of Jared's scheme I still wasn't all that comfortable with.
Bill had been remodeling the new family den for quite some time now in his spare time. And though he'd most recently finished it, he hadn't as yet started in on the small attached bathroom. It was still nothing more than a tiny little room with no fixtures having been installed within in yet. That's where Jared had proposed he would be, hiding inside the room, peering around the corner at us, spying on us. As long as I kept Susan facing in the opposite direction, which I intended to do with the way I had arranged things, Jared could in a reasonably safe fashion, watch us from his hiding place without Susan's even being aware he was there.
The problem with that was, anything could happen. If he sneezed, coughed, accidentally bumped into the wall, or did anything stupid, we'd be found out, and then there would no doubt be hell to pay, all the way around. He'd assured me half a dozen times as he showed me what he'd intended, and where he would be, that he'd be quiet as a mouse, and that his mother would never know he was ever there.
The truth was, I hadn't liked it when he'd told me about it in the beginning. Susan was my very best and dearest friend. As much as I wanted to establish some level of trust with Jared, I also didn't want to betray my trust with my best friend either.
I was walking a very thin line here, and it was one I could have very easily fallen off of.
I had glanced worriedly several times towards the unfinished bathroom, so far...I couldn't detect that Jared was actually standing inside there, actually wondering for a moment if he had perhaps decided against doing so. After we had both gotten undressed, as I'd expected, and as Susan had initially suggested, we sat down in front of one another, legs spread, crossing over one another. Susan's back facing towards the vacant bathroom. She had always enjoyed masturbation, perhaps more than most even, and so included that aspect of her sexuality in almost everything she ever did. And this was to be no exception.
She had told me a few days ago how she had recently purchased a new toy, one that we could both use simultaneously. She'd been anxious to try it out, and as she had soon after convinced me, so was I. It was a lot like a double-ended dildo, connecting the two of us together, stiff well enough, though still flexible for comfort and ease of movement, but also working as a vibrator simultaneously too. We'd be experiencing the same sensations together simultaneously as she turned it on to the lowest setting. The life-like looking toy, thick veined now inserted inside each of us as we sat there, legs crossing over one another with the obscene toy bridging the pussy gap between us.
"Feels nice doesn't it?" she asked sitting there grinning at me as I sat there grinning back. Truth was, it did. But I passed part of that off on the fact I was highly aroused anyway, and even a vibrating toothbrush on my clit would have felt good at the moment. The fact that there was an element of danger seemed to heighten the intensity of all this too, especially when I got the first indication that Jared was indeed standing back inside the vacant little room he was in. Glancing up looking over Susan's shoulder as we sat there, I saw the first indication of his head just then peeking around the corner looking in at us. Once again, I began to rethink my reasoning here, but it was too late for that now, not with Susan and I sitting there connected to her vibrating toy, Jared behind us standing there in the semi-darkness, no doubt fondling himself as he did so.
Admittedly, it was nice, and I was becoming more and more aroused as we continued to sit there facing one another, moving only slightly. Even that I found pleasurable, the slight adjustments we made, did...causing the toy as it rotated, vibrated, and thrust of its own accord, even without our help into us both simultaneously was really quite pleasurable. In addition to that, it was also nice to be able to reach out, sitting there as we caressed and fondled one another's breasts. I did enjoy the sensation of Susan's much larger breasts, her firm erect nipples with tips that were as thick as gumdrops, though much harder as I sat their toying and playing with them, just as she did to mine.
And as we did that, I stole quick fleeting glances up and over her shoulder towards the room. Jared himself quite obviously enjoying it as he watched us, sneakily exposing his manhood to me as he allowed it to be seen, the blue panties I had prepared for him once again draped over the end of his prick as he stood there caressing himself with them, watching us. Even that was making me hot. Images of my own husband as I stood there watching him, Susan's sharing of her own encounters with Bill, and then my own most recent experiences with Jared, in particular that very morning. I could feel the intensity of my arousal, passion, horniness...escalating rapidly.
Susan and I were both already nearing fever pitch when she decided it was time to do something else, not yet wishing to climax, though I myself was already hovering on the edge.
"I need to lick you...taste you," she told me actually licking her own lips as though she was. "How would you like it? Side by side? Sixty-nine? On top? On bottom? Selfish?"
"Selfish," I said grinning at her, though I knew by the look on her face, that's what she wanted to do anyway. We both enjoyed that, feeling it, as much as doing it. She pushed me onto my back where I comfortably positioned myself, head slightly raised so I could look down and watch her as she ate me. More importantly however, I also had a clear and unobstructed view back towards the bathroom where Jared stood. Inserting an entirely different toy into herself, she turned it on. I could hear it as it hummed pleasurably away inside her as Susan stretched out her legs behind her, now lying between my legs, her face only inches away.
"Two cums...and then me," she said winking, laughing, obviously aroused and highly excited.
"I might not make it two cums individually," I told her. "I'm so fucking horny now, I might cum the moment you stick your tongue on me, and then cum again the moment you lick me even then!"
"Make it three then," she giggled, and then leaned forward just barely brushing the tip of her tongue up the wet glistening furrow of my sex. I nearly did cum too, as excited as I was, though I somehow managed to hold off, regaining control of myself as Susan's tongue now began to work its magic on me.
As she began doing that, I looked up and watched as Jared stepped a bit more boldly, a bit more daringly into view. I knew he could see easily enough from his previous vantage point, almost cursing him for his daring exposure, though I was likewise grateful for it too. He now stood there, still back well enough he could duck in an instant, yet now fully revealed as he stood there fisting and stroking his rigidly hard cock, his mothers panties, soaked through with my own cunt juice, once again sliding up and down along the sides of his shaft as he stood there milking himself.
"Fuck your cunts wet and juicy!" She exclaimed. "More so than the other night!" she then added as she tickled my clit with her tongue, her finger sliding in and out of me with a nice smooth rapidity that soon had me pouring out even more of my essence than it was already. "Oh yeah! Yeah! Listen to this!" She now added, and proceeded to finger-fuck me in such a way that neither of us could fail to hear the sloppy-wet sounds my cunt began making. As she did so, I knew that Jared too could easily hear them, stopping briefly as he removed his mother's panties from his cock, now placing them against his face, sucking the crotch, which I knew contained my aroma, my spending as he sucked them into his mouth, his hand once again furiously pumping his cock as I lay there watching him pleasuring himself.
If I thought all, or any of this was decadently wicked before, it had gone well beyond that now. I was more than a bit nervous that Jared had so fully exposed himself, though I was well prepared to reach down and shove Susan's face into my pussy if I had to, to keep her from accidentally looking up, turning around. Short of Jared doing anything really stupid, crying out perhaps then he would remain as undiscovered, though it still made me nervous to see him standing there so openly, even if it was damn fucking erotic!
When Susan lifted her face away from my wet juicy crotch, I nearly did just that. Seeing her movement however, Jared too immediately disappeared back into the shadows. Looking down I now watched as she cupped one of her magnificent breasts, feeding it to my pussy. This I had never done, or felt before. Grinning, Susan began rubbing my pussy, in particular my clit with her breast. It looked obscene, and felt wonderful. I groaned deeply as she mashed her breast even more fully against my lips, in effect kissing them, and then tit-fucking me as she continued rubbing her breast, her nipple up and down, back and forth against my still oozing cunt.
Just the idea alone of her doing that to me triggered the first of my three explosive orgasms.
I have never considered myself to be a "squirter" really, I've gotten very wet, extremely wet in that sense perhaps, enough so that I did indeed leak out a substantial amount of slick lubrication when I climaxed, but this...was far beyond anything I had ever done before. I know it had to have been a combination of everything that was going on at the moment. The feel of my best friend's breasts as she literally fucked me with it, driving those fat thick nipples up my split, they way she teased my clit with them driving me insane. Jared...standing there so provocatively, his prick perhaps harder, stiffer and longer than I remembered seeing it, his mother's sheer panties once again draped around it as he stood there, hands free now teasing me with the vision of it. I watched as his prick bounced up and down, using only muscle control in order to do so as the panties still clinging to them waved back and forth erotically as he did that.
"Fuck!" Susan squealed out in delight, feeling the copious discharge of my feminine juices as they bathed her breast, soaking it in the rich frothy cream. "That's one!" she said diving back towards my pussy, her lips immediately wrapping around and about my blood engorged clit. I was barely coming down from my first orgasm when the second one hit me as she did that. I screamed out at the top of my lungs, taken by surprise by the intensity of the sensation as she sucked, and now held my clit within her mouth, vibrating it with her tongue.
I know it was my unexpected scream of delight that not only startled myself as well as Susan, but it had also caught Jared by surprise as well. I'd watched the panties on his cock do a rather amazing summersault as they flipped upwards into the air, he had jumped, stepping back into the shadows upon hearing me cry out. Startled, perhaps worried that there'd been some inadvertent movement or discovery. I watched the panties hit the floor as Jared disappeared, soon after realizing he'd left them behind, reaching out from the darkness with his hand in order to retrieve them. He bumped the wall with his shoulder when he did. A small sound, hardly a sound at all, but it was out of place and I'd heard it clearly myself.
"Ready for number three?" Susan said looking up at me again, her face smeared with my pearly essence.
"Not yet, in a minute," I informed her. "Time for you to have two at least, then we'll switch off again."
There was very little that Susan and I hadn't shared with one another over the years we had known one another. We'd gotten comfortable enough in time to have shared many secrets, admitted and confessed to several kinky little quirks we very often thought of or entertained. Neither one of us was judgmental about them for one thing, and I often found some of the things Susan shared with me to be very erotic and highly sensual, even if I might not ever actually entertain doing them myself.
One of those...for Susan, was getting toe fucked. A quirky little kink perhaps, but she had told me a while back how the turn on of doing that never failed to send her head spinning. Bill had done it once, found no real pleasure in it for one thing, and hadn't done it for her since. Wanting to keep her attention and senses focused on me, and nowhere else, I pushed her onto her back on the pillows with her the top of her head facing towards the unfinished bathroom. Jared for the moment, remained out of sight, no doubt collecting himself, and perhaps scared shitless after the near blunder he'd just made moments ago.
I saw the surprised, curious look in Susan's face as I stretched myself out in front of her.
"Scoot back a little in the chair," I told her, which she did. "Now...spread yourself wider for me...wider," I said eyeing her though I caught movement back in the shadows as I told her to do that. "Good. Now...spread your pussy apart with your fingers, yes...that's it, just like that."
I now placed my foot, though more specifically my toes at the opening of her sex. As a child, I'd always been fairly flexible with my toes. I had made a game of running about picking things up with them, and had for a while actually gotten good enough at doing so that I could print out my own name reasonably well with a pen or pencil. Realizing what I was about to do, I saw Susan's face light up in pure bliss, my toes now spreading, reaching out and literally clasping her exposed clit between them as I began rubbing them back and forth against her, catching, releasing, and then catching her clit once again between my toes. Susan gasped audibly with delight, calling out.
"Oh Jen! Jen! That feels so fucking wicked!" She cried out. "Yes baby yes! Fuck me with your toes!" She now added.
That brought Jared out once again, though it was only his head that peered around the corner, now being a bit more cautious perhaps than he had been, obviously still a bit nervous, worried at his near disaster.
I now inserted my toes inside Susan's wet slippery cunt, still holding herself open, she helped to guide them as they entered her. Once inside, she now closed her legs, trapping them in as she worked herself on my feet. I could feel the inner contractions of her pussy as she milked them, essentially masturbating herself with my toes trapped inside. I now added a bit of my own movement to hers, now fucking her as she closed her eyes, reveling in the exotic sensation as her first orgasm now rapidly approached.
"Don't stop! For gods sakes Jen, don't fucking stop!"
I didn't, feeling her climax seconds later, the contractions of her pussy gripping my toes like a hand, her audible cry of release as she did that. Looking up, just in time to see Jared once again plastering the panties to his face, his cock bobbing up and down, and then suddenly spunking. I was surprised to watch it spurt, his hands still up around his face as his cock lurched, the first streamer of his semen clearly visual as it shot from the tip of his prick in a long thick rope easily surpassing three or four feet hitting the opposite side of the wall. I watched another, and then another quickly follow, his cock tossing sperm ropes one after the other.
"Fuck that felt good!" Susan said now finally releasing me. Having heard that, Jared once again passed back into the shadows.
"Ready for number two?" I now asked nervously relieved that he had, once again pushing her onto her back, this time inching forward, my hands already reaching up to capture and fondle her breasts as my mouth came into contact with her neither lips.
"More than," she moaned laying back once again spreading her legs for me, allowing me easier access to her wet glistening cunt.
**
Minutes later, I sucked the second climax out of Susan's pussy. We lay for the longest time just trying to collect ourselves and catch our breaths. Eventually Susan sat up.
"Damn!"
"What?"
"There's another toy I want us to use and try out," she informed me. "But I left it upstairs! Might take me a moment to find it, and clean it off...but I think you'll enjoy it," she stated. "Be right back!"
She stood up, and then headed up the stairs still naked. The moment I heard the door to the basement open and then close, I looked back towards the still darkened bathroom calling out Jared's name, just loud enough for him to have heard me.
"Jared?"
He stepped out into the light the moment I did so.
"You scared the hell out of me!" I told him a second later. "If I heard that..."
"I know...I'm sorry, won't happen again. But...fuck watching you two is hot!"
He made me laugh at that, "Well...to be perfectly honest, having watched you has been pretty fucking hot too, though I'm still not so sure this was a very good idea, just remember your promise to me!" I reminded him.
He nodded his head, and then worried me a bit more as he came all the way into the room, both of us on edge, listening for the slightest sound that would tell us that his mother was on her way back.
"What are you doing?" I asked.
"Lick my dick, it still has a little cum on it," he told me. "Please Jen, please. Let me feel your lips on my shaft, sucking and licking it, something else besides my own hand for a moment at least!"
Against my better judgment, I quickly did so, mouthing is already stiff shaft which I was willing to bet, hadn't softened one iota since his own climax only a short time ago. And admittedly it felt nice, sucking his hard stiff prick, running my tongue over and around the fat spongy head as he ran his hands through my hair, momentarily fucking my face.
"Ok there," I told him making him step back. "She should be back any moment now."
He didn't immediately turn and head back however, making me a little nervous as I once again glanced over my shoulder towards the stairs listening.
"Jen? One more small tiny little favor?" He now asked.
His favors weren't so small, and they were making me even more nervous, but I asked anyway. "What?"
He stepped forward again, his hand fisting his cock, I saw a large dollop of precum suddenly emerge from the tip. Before I realized his intent, or even what it was he wanted me to do, he placed his prick against my breast, smearing his essence around and about it, quickly squeezing out another and then doing the same to my other breast. I looked up at him questioningly.
"Make her kiss them," he told me. "Suck them a little...please?"



"God Jared...I don't know," I said looking down at my freshly smeared nipples, now wet and glistening with Jared's precum.
"Please?" he asked once again, as just then we both heard the door to the basement opening. Quick as a flash, Jared once again disappeared back into his hideaway as I turned listening to the sound of Susan's footsteps coming back down the stairs. I stood, waiting, smiling as she entered the room, now cupping my breasts. She grinned upon seeing me, holding the new toy she wanted to try in her hands.
"What?" She asked as I moved towards her.
"My tits need a kiss," I said simply, and then offered them to her.
Susan walked over, taking one in her hand, cupping it, and then leaned forward her lips quickly suckling the tip. "Hmmm," she moaned softly. "A bit salty," she chuckled looking up at my face before leaning over to now kiss and suck the other one. "Pussy juice perhaps?"
"You never know," I answered back grinning at her. "Now...what's this new toy you've brought for us?" I asked drawing her attention back to that and away from my boobs before Susan asked anything further of me about them. Like I said, I never had been a very good liar, and had she pressed me, I'd have folded.
Thankfully, she did just that. "Well...this one's actually just a fuck toy, not even a vibrator," she now said holding it up so I could see it. "But it feels damn good, especially when two people are actually using it," she told me.
"Oh? And when was the last time you did?" I now asked...wondering.
"Been a long time...too fucking long," she now added. "Long before you and I even became friends," she told me. "So ever since we got together, I've been wanting to...use it again, and see what it feels like again," she added playfully wiggling it back and forth in front of me as she did.
It appeared to be a rather simple looking dildo molded in an obvious familiar shape, but once again like the other toy we'd just used, having twin prick ends, though only appearing to be about eight to ten inches in length at most.
"Come fuck me," she said taking me by the hand, leading me over back to our bean-bag chairs there on the floor, which we now moved together forming a small bed to lie down on. "Put it inside yourself first," which I did as she watched me, getting just about half the length of it inside as she then lay down, scissoring me, and doing the same thing to herself. We now lay pressed together, pussy to pussy, the dildo having fully disappeared inside of us, legs entwined crossing over one another, holding hands.
"Hmm," I moaned audibly, looking up. Sure enough, Jared had once again peeked his head just around the corner watching us as we began rocking back and forth against one another, grinding our wet slick lips together, humping our cunts.
"Feels even better than that expensive toy we used doesn't it?"
"Fuck yes," I admitted knowing that Rob would love watching us do this, and then telling her so, telling her to bring it with her the next time they came over to be with us. I had said that...purposely, wanting Jared to hear it, to know I wasn't keeping secrets from him about us being with his parents, but at the same time, letting him know this wasn't meant to be an exclusive thing between he and I either. Whether or not we ever did have intercourse was becoming no longer my concern, we had done so much already, and I didn't want Jared suddenly looking at me in a different way than he already was after all this.
"Bill would love seeing that too," Susan added now thrusting a bit more forcefully as I now did the same back to her. In moments, we were in essence actually fucking one another simultaneously, and I could feel my third orgasm of the day already building.
It was a rare thing that Rob and I ever had simultaneous orgasms together, but as I began to climax, so did Susan. We thrust wildly against one another, our orgasm combined, the slippery wet sounds of our mutual spending intermixing together, her pussy juice flowing freely as was mine, the liquification of our orgasmic release easily heard as we humped, grinded and pressed our pussies together as we both came.
"Holy fucking shit that felt good!" Susan exclaimed a short time later, each of us once again out of breath. We lay for a moment more, basking in the afterglow of our delight when suddenly the phone began ringing upstairs. "Shit!" She exclaimed jumping up. "I'd better get that...just in case," she said winking at me, and then ran up the stairs.
I turned just in time to see Jared emerge from the shadows, he had his cell phone up to his mouth, though the words he spoke were silent as he mouthed them at me walking over.
"Make me cum!"
I took his hard stiff cock in my mouth, once again sucking it, pumping it as he actually spoke.
"Hi mom? Yeah...just thought I'd tell you I was on my way home, thought I'd call first and ask you if there was anything you needed me to stop and pick up first before I did."
This was nuts, and I knew it, but I also knew by the tightness of Jared's balls as I held them within my hand that he was only seconds away from spewing his load.
"Sure...I can get that, what else?" he now asked as I pumped his prick, felt it throb in my mouth, knew he was only moments now from spurting his hot sticky spunk down my throat.
"Yeah, in fact I will be...coming soon," he adlibbed looking down at me. "No...no, no need to worry about that, I have plenty of money on me, steaks sound good," he added, "Yeah, really good," he now groaned just as the first jettison of his sperm began filling my mouth.
He had no sooner finished emptying himself inside my mouth when he told Susan goodbye hanging up his cell phone. In a flash, he headed for the door, grabbing a small bag I just then noticed he had stashed there, taking it with him as he slipped outside quickly running up the back steps. I headed into the bathroom, sure enough the blue panties he'd used to pleasure himself with sat in the middle of the floor waiting for me, just where I'd asked him to leave them. I picked them up, twirling them around on my finger as I came back out. As I did, I heard the door to the basement open, Susan returning as she soon after appeared.
She looked at me curiously. I nodded my head, giggling, still twirling the panties around on my finger as I stood there.
"So he enjoyed it?" she asked.
"Oh yeah...very much so," I said trying to hold Jared's cum in my mouth without spilling it as I spoke.
She burst out laughing. "You mean...you actually sucked him off while he spoke to me on the phone?"
"Ah huh," I said trying not to gargle his cum too much.
"Come here," she said. "Kiss me."
**
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Chapter Eight, and then Chapter Nine...the conclusion.
I arrived home just in time to start fixing dinner. Rob would be home soon, so there was no point in calling him now. We'd have plenty to discuss and chat about after he got home. No doubt Rob would be anxious to hear what had happened, and no doubt later on be wound up tighter than a drum after I'd told him everything we had done. As tired as I actually found myself, I also needed more than anything at this moment, a good stiff hard cock inside my pussy. The thought of that already making me wet as I stood in the kitchen preparing our evening meal.
I felt a little bad about keeping Jared in the dark about the way things had gone too. But I only wrestled with it briefly, deciding almost immediately that I couldn't betray the trust and confidence I had with my friend. When I had the chance to call her, I had quickly told her everything. She was surprised at that of course, but had thankfully and excitedly gone along with it.
When Jared had accidentally stumbled into the wall, it could have ended everything right then and there. But Susan was smart enough not to react to it, pretending she hadn't heard anything. I had caught only the briefest of looks and knowing smiles from her in that moment, as we went on from there to spend a rather erotic encounter with one another while her son stood watching us most of the entire time.
I had also been thinking about the whole reason any of this had begun in the first place. It was almost funny. Initially it had been the idea and concept of taking Jared's virginity, but we hadn't really come close to actually doing that, not in the real sense. I'd begun to think that up and to this point, the main reason it simply hadn't happened...was that Jared really wasn't ready for that. The last thing I wanted to do was for Jared to give his virginity to someone that he would later regret having given it to. I could relate to that as I had done so myself early on in my own life. It was entirely possible he was waiting for the right girl, the right woman to come along, and I was more than willing to ensure he did that.
Going in, I had already made the decision to give it a week. After that, if it still hadn't happened, then as far as I was concerned, it wasn't going to. As much as I had enjoyed this dalliance with Susan's son, the last thing I wanted or needed was for him to suddenly have feelings for me that would in time only cause everyone grief. And as much fun as this had been, it wasn't worth the price of destroying friendships, or causing discontent within our best friend's family.
Tomorrow was Friday. Even with the weekend ahead, it would in fact be the last day we'd actually have any alone time together though he might not even know it at the time. I was also nearing the finish of the book I was working on, so I wouldn't have that as an excuse to stay there while working on it. Things were rapidly coming to an end one way or the other.
When I heard Rob's car pulling into the garage, I smiled inwardly as I put the pasta on the stove to boil. I still held the erotic image of him standing there in the laundry room jerking himself off, which now never failed to arouse me. I was in fact in an odd way, looking forward to the end of the month when he'd be forced to work late again, wondering if he would in fact do that again when he did.
I was still standing at the stove stirring in the pasta when I heard the door open. As he usually did, Rob sat his briefcase down on the kitchen table and then walked over to greet me. I expected my welcomed greeting on the neck as Rob walked over, which I received as I had expected, along with another, which I really hadn't. He kissed me, but it wasn't one of his quick little smooches on the back of my neck, it was a well planted, somewhat lingering one as he did that. Additionally, his hands came up and around cupping my still somewhat tender, sensitized breasts, though even that felt good as he stood there kissing my neck holding them. But I also felt something else, the hard press of my husband's cock burrowing into my ass from behind.
"My my...what's gotten into you today?" I asked. "Or should I say...who've you gotten into?"
He laughed at that. "I wish...but I hope you didn't wear yourself out today, because later on after dinner, I'm planning on fucking you silly!"
I liked the sound of that, it was just what I needed at the moment in more ways than one. I turned, kissing him deeply, passionately as my hand reached down grasping the hard swollen member now pressing against my thigh.
"When do we eat?" He asked stepping back reluctantly.
"Right after dinner," I said eyeing him purposely, letting him know what I really meant as I said that.
He laughed walking over to pour us both a glass of wine taking a seat at the kitchen table as he loosened his tie.
"Why are you in such a damn good mood anyway?" I now asked. "Not that I'm complaining mind you."
"Number one, because I'm sure I'm going to hear a very hot erotic story about the day's events, so that's kept me aroused and excited most of the day anyway. But number two...we're going away for the weekend!"
**
If I thought that Jared and I were going to have at least one more day, I was dead wrong. It was then that Rob informed me we'd been invited to stay at a resort with Bill and Susan. Bill had called him early that afternoon, informing him that he'd been given a company thank you for his recent contributions at work in the form of a weekend stay at a nearby resort. We had actually gone there a while back, and had hoped that we'd eventually return there ourselves. It really was beautiful and offered all sorts of pampering amenities. But the best part was, the entire three day weekend was free. Bill said he'd been given the finest of suites for us to stay in, three bedrooms in fact with a centrally located dining, sitting room and a fully stocked bar. By the smile on Rob's face, I already knew what he and Bill were planning on, and hoping for. And to be perfectly honest, I now found myself looking forward to that as well.
"Anyway, I took the day off, we'll be leaving first thing in the morning. Bill at this very moment is likewise breaking the news to Susan, so I'm expecting her to be calling you any time now after he has. I'm sure the two of you will want to coordinate your activities together while we stay there," Rob laughed. "Not to mention going over what clothes you'll be taking, wearing...or not wearing," he now added looking over his wine glass at me as he sipped it.
"You just want to see Susan and I eating one another out," I laughed back knowing full well what he...and no doubt Bill, were hoping to see.
"Only fair," he said. "Hell Jared's seen more of that than either Bill or I have, so it's about time that things get back to normal around here don't you think?"
It was a subtle reminder that he and I had agreed to give this a week. The week was essentially now up. One more day either way at this point really didn't make much of a difference, and I was inclined to agree with him. Fate had determined that it wasn't I who would be the one to take Jared's virginity, and I was almost relieved in accepting that.
It was then that the phone rang. Sure enough...it was Susan.
**
Although she was just as excited to be going away for the weekend as I was, I could also sense a bit of sadness in the fact that we would be. She knew how I felt, and had accepted my reasoning. As much as she might have liked for me to be the one to finally seduce her son, or he me...it hadn't happened. We in fact discussed everything but that. Susan had already called making an appointment for us to spend the following day getting pampered. We'd be getting side-by-side massages in our room, we had appointments for facials, pedicures, manicures and the whole nine yards. The boys of course would be out on the golf course for the better part of the day. The resort had a five star restaurant where we'd actually dress for dinner, and I was actually quite looking forward to that. I had a black cocktail dress I'd purchased a while back and had been dying to wear. Even Rob hadn't seen me in it yet, and as sexy as it looked on me, which I believed it did, I knew it would set the tone for the rest of the evening.
After we'd sat and discussed everything that was possible, I then had to ask.
"So, have you spoken to Jared at all?"
"Yes, shortly after he got home with the steaks," Susan laughed. "He's actually in a pretty damn good mood too for a change, though not too surprisingly after his...and our...adventure this afternoon. He was even pleased to hear about us going away for the weekend with you guys," she added. "Though I think part of that is because he knows he'll have the house to himself for the next three days. Perhaps...he has plans for he and Cheryl, who knows?"
"Maybe it's for the best...and good for him if he does then," I told her.
"I did tell him he was more than welcome to come up and join us if he wanted to, you know...use the pool, spend the day just laying out in the sun if he wanted to, even told him he could bring Cheryl if she wanted to come, so guess we'll see if he decides to do that. I have a feeling though by the way he received the news, he has other plans on his mind."
Once again, I was ready to accept things the way they were, and basically wished him the best in my own mind. I'm not sure if he'd expect things to continue on after the weekend, but if in fact he did, that would be a conversation we'd have the next time I went over there when the two of us were alone. Though that too didn't look to be like anytime soon.
With that, we said goodbye, excited to drive up together in their car the following morning and begin what I hoped and anticipated would be a relaxing, yet likewise exciting weekend together.
By the time I had finished serving up dinner, Rob had changed out of his work clothes and returned to the dining room. All he was wearing was his black silk Kimono, and nothing else. Perhaps not very appropriate to eat dinner in, but then again...certainly very appropriate for eating me shortly afterwards. As Rob poured us fresh glasses of wine, I ran up stairs likewise putting my own matching silk robe rejoining him. I had every intention of being just as ready as he was the moment we'd finished eating dinner.
Rob was indeed elated and excited to hear about the way things had gone earlier that afternoon. Particularly when I mentioned the fact that I had lay there with Susan masturbating me with her breast, watching Jared the entire time as he stood back in the shadows, stroking himself with his mother's panties, though it was my own moisture he was then feeling while doing so. It was the mere thought of that, which had Rob enormously hard and very much aroused as he spread himself out on the couch in our living room, me straddling him above as we slowly fucked, moving together. My telling him in explicit hot detail everything the three of us had experienced together, though Jared of course had been totally unaware of his own mother's involvement. Rob had come hard...twice, spewing his load first into my cunt, and then later into my mouth as we fucked there on the couch late into the evening. With an early morning ahead of us however, I finally begged off, still a bit tender from the day's events, with an entire weekend ahead of us which I knew would no doubt continue on with more of the same.
We soon after retired to bed and fell quickly asleep.
**
I knew the boys were up to something as we began loading our luggage into the trunk of the car. Even Susan seemed to sense it, smiling at me, but the way they were acting, almost like a couple of high school kids going out on a double date together was a dead giveaway.
"Watch out, they're up to something," she whispered to me as we handed the last of our luggage over to Bill to put in.
"Yeah, I know," I said winking back at her, wondering when we'd find out. We didn't have long to wait as Bill stepped over to the driver's side door, with Rob taking the passenger side. It was obvious they wanted the two of us to ride together in back.
That in and of itself wasn't so unusual. We had actually ridden that way before on a few sightseeing drives we'd gone on with them. What was unusual, was that they were the one's now hinting at, and suggesting it. Usually, it was either Susan or I who had done so in the past.
"And why is it you want the two of us to ride in the back together?" Susan now asked as we both saw the boys looking over at one another more than a bit sheepishly.
"Well, we were sort of thinking," Bill began, looking once again over towards Rob seeking his support. "That maybe...you know, to sort of help pass the time, and you know...keep things interesting this weekend, that well...maybe, the two of you might sort of...ah..."
Susan laughed interrupting his long drawn out explanation. "You want to see us get naughty with one another in the back seat during the drive up, is that it?"
They stood there grinning from ear to ear like a couple of Cheshire cats when she said that.
"Well yeah, that would be nice," Rob grinned now jumping in. "And it really would help pass the time during the drive up, watching the two of you fooling around in back, not to mention, keeping us all nice and horny to start the evening with."
I almost burst out laughing. I had seen the look on Susan's face before, and so I sort of knew what was coming here, even if the boys didn't. This was going to be a tit for tat sort of thing, and it was going to be interesting to see what it was Susan would require from them if we were to do that.
"Tell you what, we'll do that...sit in the back and fool around for a bit on the drive up, provided..." she paused. "The two of you do the same for us on the drive back. Tit for tat," she added, which did cause me to burst out laughing at that point, agreeing with her.
"Yeah, our tits...for that, or rather tat," I amended. "Otherwise, you sit in the back seat with me Rob," I told him, though I had actually been looking forward to riding in the back with Susan during the drive up.
Once again the boys stood there looking at one another, confused, worried expressions on their faces.
"You don't have to touch one another...unless you want to," Susan now told them, seeing the sudden relief in each one of their eyes as she tried to maintain her laughter. "But...we do expect to see you jerking yourselves off on the way back, and perhaps we'll make that a bit more interesting for the two of you if you do. But...your choice, tit for tat. What's it going to be?"
They both nodded their heads in agreement, and then held the doors for us as Susan and I excitedly climbed into the back.
**
Susan and I waited until we were well out on the somewhat secluded highway heading up to the resort. As we were both a little exhibitionistic as it was, removing our clothing while riding in the back seat wasn't of any real concern. We could easily duck down if the situation warranted it, though both Susan and I, along with the boys riding up front got a kick out of the few cars that either we passed, or who had passed us, glancing over and catching a boobage or two looking back at them.
And as though having some sort of sixth sense about all this, she had packed her "toy bag" as she called it in the back with us, as opposed to having it packed away in the trunk along with the rest of our luggage. We sat initially, side-by-side simply toying and fingering one another much to the boys delight as Bill looked at us periodically in his rearview mirror, though keeping his eyes on the road as he did. Rob on the other hand had the luxury of looking over the backseat staring at us directly and loving every minute of it.
"Remind me to have you drive next time," Bill stated a bit frustratingly as Susan warned him once again about keeping his eyes on the road. As fun as this was, it certainly wouldn't be if anything were to happen. Though I'm sure we'd be the topic of conversation amongst any emergency people arriving on scene who would no doubt be curious as to what had been going on.
Eventually however, Susan reached down into her terrific little toy bag and produced two very similar looking vibrators handing one to me, her newest and most elaborate. It had so many whistles and bells on it, that for a moment I could only turn it on and sit there staring at it, trying to figure out everything that it was supposed to do.
"Fuck Susan, does this thing cum too?" I asked as I sat there watching it rotate, move up and down, vibrate, and worm back and forth in random directions.
"Well, it can. But I didn't see any point in filling it up," she told me. "That's what the little button on the sides for...so you can make it squirt."
"Squirt what?"
"Whatever you'd like," she told me. "In fact...I once had Bill jerk off for me and added his cum to a bit of whole milk, just to add a bit of realism to it when I used it on myself for him."
"You've got to be fucking kidding me," I laughed. "What will they think of next?"
"You'd be surprised," Susan quipped. "Remind me to show you the catalogue."
For the rest of the drive, Susan and I entertained one another, along with our husbands as we sat in the back fucking ourselves with the toys. I had a reasonably nice little orgasm while doing so, though Susan's had been far more interesting when she did. Another car had briefly pulled up alongside of us on the two-lane road. The driver just then peering over towards us, as Susan basically came up off the seat, her head tilted back, screaming out her pleasure at the top of her lungs. Bill had to swerve the car slightly to keep the other driver from running us off the road.
"Ok, enough of that," Susan said seconds later as she and I began getting dressed again. Though the resort was indeed private and secluded, it wasn't exactly clothing optional, though they didn't mind it if women sat out by the pool topless. Rob and I had in fact noticed that before the last time we were here.
"Hey, it wasn't me!" Bill responded defensively. "I'm the one who kept us from being hit!" He'd added as though that made any difference.
"Just the same, we're nearly there anyway," she told her husband. "Though after that, I might let the two of you off the hook for the drive back...maybe," she added quickly grinning at the two of them.
Minutes later we arrived, checked in and were shown to our room as the bell hop retrieved all our luggage from the car and brought it up behind us. The room was indeed far nicer, and much larger than the one Rob and I had stayed in. It looked more like a damn apartment than a hotel room.
"Holy shit! This place is huge!" I exclaimed as we wandered around briefly. In addition to the three enormous bedrooms, there was a very large sitting room, our own private hot-tub sitting outside on the deck, a large kitchenette, though we certainly didn't plan on doing any of our own cooking while we were there, along with a very well stocked bar, which Bill and Rob immediately headed over towards.



It wasn't even noon yet, so I was a little pleased at least to see them simply reach for some exotic beers rather than anything harder.
"So...what shall we do first?" I asked, already knowing the answer as together, both Bill and Rob reached down unzipping their pants.
**
As the boys were quite obviously excited and still very aroused from the drive up, Susan and I treated them each to something special. Walking over to Rob, Susan led him over to one of the large oversized chairs, pushing him down into it, kneeling between his legs. I then did the same to Bill, likewise sitting him down in front of me. Side-by-side then, they sat grinning like two kids on Christmas morning as we treated them to blowjobs, each of them cumming within moments of one another. Happy as clams, they soon after departed, heading off to the clubhouse in order to schedule tee-times for the following day, and the day after. Sue and I quickly headed out to the pool, sans tops, delighted to be able to sit outside and sun for a while, prior to coming back and then getting dressed for dinner. It promised to be an eventful evening.
I had no idea just how eventful it would turn out to be.
**
It was nice getting dressed up for dinner. And even I had to admit, I think I looked even better in my little black cocktail dress than Susan did in hers. I briefly wished my breasts were a bit fuller however, especially seeing the very low cut in her dress that displayed the prominent curvaceous slopes of her breasts quite clearly. She however had actually wished just the opposite, preferring the cut of my own, the hem slightly shorter perhaps, revealing a goodly portion of my thighs.
The boys just rolled their eyes and smiled at us as we were taken over to our table for dinner.
Neither one of us had anything on beneath our dresses either, something which we had only hinted at with our husbands, giving promise to things to come later, after we'd gotten back to the room.
Not only had we gotten appreciative looks from them, but we'd also been given a great deal of personal attention from our male waiters as well, though I dare say perhaps more so from Susan than I did, due in a large part of most of one of her breasts peeking out during the course of the evening. Well aware of it, she had used it to her advantage, very often leaning over whenever one of them waiters came by the table to see if there was anything else they could get us.
I had noticed during the course of our dinner, that both Bill as well as Rob were once again sporting erections. I had teased my husband unmercifully because of that, frequently reaching over, running my hand up and down between his legs during bites, though most usually whenever one of the waiters dropped by the table. I was fairly confident by the knowing looks I got from Susan, she was doing the same sort of things to Bill.
Neither one of them could wait to get back to the room fast enough by the time we had finished eating and enjoying our decadent deserts, which Susan and I had both insisted upon, drawing the evening out much to the boys displeasure. I had barely finished my last bite when Bill suggested we head back and try out the hot-tub on our private deck.
"Aren't we supposed to wait for an hour after eating before getting into the water?" I asked.
Bill looked at me worriedly, Susan laughing as Rob informed him we wouldn't be swimming, just sitting. We soon after headed back, and moments later with a new bottle of wine now opened, slipped down into the cozy little hot-tub, once again naked together.
I was admittedly horny, as was Susan. We'd discussed out by the pool earlier that afternoon what we might actually consider doing for the boys, showing them a bit of what we had done the day before down in her new den. I had thoroughly enjoyed it when she had tit-fucked me with her breast, something I now wanted to do for her in return, even suggesting it. She quite naturally liked the idea, and knew the moment I even hinted at doing so, her husband would be hard as a rock, if he weren't already.
The fact was, they both were, almost from the moment we'd stepped in, and we hadn't as yet done a damn thing.
The hot tub in fact made it easier. With a only a knowing look passing between us as we'd previously discussed earlier, Sue lifted herself out of the water, sitting on the edge of the tub. With a nice rest for her back to lean against, the redwood walls surrounding us also had nice comfy seats with backrests where people could if they wanted to, sit out and relax with no more than their feet dangling in the water. She did so, my husband and hers smiling, enjoying the view as she sat back, and then sensually spreading her legs. As she did that, I stepped forward, though still in the tub, one hand now coming up to cup my own breast, which I now placed directly at the opening of her sweet looking cunt.
"Holy fuck!" Bill exclaimed upon seeing me do that, though all Rob did was let out a long drawn out whistle of approval. I proceeded to masturbate Susan's pussy with my tit, enjoying the feel of her wetness as it kissed my nipple. I loved the sensation of running it back and forth against her, up and down, and then pressing myself against her as much as I could, even going so far as to push my own breast into her as much as I was able to do. Susan in turn, now humping herself against me, grinding and gyrating her deliciously wet cunt against my breast, making it even more slippery than it had been.
"Jesus that's fucking hot!" Rob finally said, likewise now climbing out of the tub, sitting next to Sue, reaching over to fondle her breasts as I continued to tit-fuck her, now using my other breast. Susan in kind, reached over, wrapping her hand around my husband's hard prick, stroking it.
"You know Bill, I am in the perfect position here, if you're even interested that is."
He didn't need to be asked twice. Seconds later I felt the point of his hard erect cock sliding in between the folds of my pussy. Within moments, he had hilted himself fully and deeply into my cunt, only then beginning to slowly and smoothly fuck me as I continued on masturbating Susan's pussy with my tit. I soon gave up on doing that however, and basically dove head first between her legs, now licking her furiously, seeking out her hard little clit, now tickling it with my tongue as Bill fucked me. Rob too got a bit more into the act, now kneeling next to Sue, as she took my husband into her mouth, now sucking him.
"You know honey," Susan said talking to her husband. "As soon as you shoot a nice big load into Jen's sweet tight little pussy...I'm going to want to switch places with her here, and then lick it all out of her. I think...when we do that, we should all switch positions then, so I can feel Rob's prick inside me."
The moment she said that, I felt Bill pick up the pace a little, now slamming into me from behind, the water in the tub suddenly sluicing up and over the sides as he drove his thick hard cock into me from behind, all but making it impossible for me to continue licking her the way I had been.
"Fuck I'm gonna cum!" He announced, and then thrust once more deeply into me, holding himself there, his hands literally digging into my ass as he did. I could feel the jettison of his spunk searing into me, squirt after delicious squirt as he filled my pussy with his cream.
"My turn!" Susan said slipping off the side of the tub, as Rob followed her. I quickly sat up taking her place, hurriedly spreading my legs as Bill's spunk began oozing out of my split. Almost immediately she began licking it up, sucking it out of me, Rob now easing his prick into my best friend's cunt looking on. Bill content to take a breather, though he remained somewhat hard, now sitting off to the side watching it, as Susan made some show of licking his cream from my pussy, showing it to him first before swallowing, and drinking it down.
I was already on the edge once again, a few more minutes of Susan's sweet little tongue bliss and I'd be spiraling off into oblivion. Even the expression of my husband's face, so filled with wanton desire and lust had added to my own pleasure as he too came nearer and nearer to orgasm.
Which is about the time, we all heard the doorbell.
Talk about timing. Two more seconds, and I'd have exploded. The untimely interruption coming at the point in which it did, frustrating me thoroughly as I felt the climatic bliss suddenly slip away. Rob was too far gone however, unable to stop his own, as he began spurting deeply into Susan's pussy. But even that had been tempered, still fucking her, but now looking up with an equally confused expression on his face as Bill climbed out of the tub, grabbing a towel and heading inside as the sound of the doorbell rang once again expectantly.
"What the fuck?" Sue finally spoke, only then pulling herself off of my husband's cock, slipping back down into the water, just as Rob and I now did, joining her.
Where we were, we couldn't see or hear much of anything, minutes later Bill reappearing at the door, looking and checking on us first before coming the rest of the way out. Jared, right behind him when he did.
It was surprise enough to actually see him there, but then when I actually did see him saw the expression on his face, not to mention what appeared to be a red bruise that looked as though it would soon turn into something more, perhaps even a black eye, we then knew he'd come up unexpectedly, with a reason.
"Jared? Are you ok honey?" His mom said actually sitting up in the tub worriedly. The fact she'd all but exposed herself completely no moment of concern, though she had done far more than that of course, was something else entirely. This was no time to be playing games or pretending that she had any inhibitions around him. It was obvious that Jared had been in a fight, and had for whatever reason, decided to drive up here to the resort at night rather than waiting until the morning before doing so.
"Yeah mom...I'm fine, it's a long story, but the truth is...I didn't feel like sitting home by myself. To be perfectly honest, I sort of came up here with the hopes of just getting drunk. With your permission," he said turning towards his father. "And then just passing out in one of the bedrooms, if that would be ok with the four of you," he now added looking towards us all.
I caught his eyes briefly, but he gave no notice of anything special ever passing between us. He simply acknowledged me, much the same way he had done to the rest of us before turning and then walking back into the room. Susan of course quickly got out, wrapping one of the large bath towels around herself, and then followed him back inside.
Bill of course apologized unnecessarily. "I guess I'd best go see what he's interested in drinking," he said, and then likewise did the same. Leaving Rob and I to sit there looking at one another, wondering just what the fuck had actually happened.
"Well, let's go join them all in a drink, I have a feeling, we're going to need one," he told me. And then the two of us likewise got out, wrapping ourselves in towels and heading inside, curious to hear the rest of the story.
**
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Susan was sitting on the couch next to Jared examining his eye when Rob and I came in. Bill had already walked over to the bar, pouring us all fresh drinks, including one for Jared.
"Well it's not cut, but you might very well end up with a black eye," Susan told her son. She sat back looking at him. "So what happened anyway?"
Accepting his drink from Bill, Jared took a large healthy swallow of it before speaking. He looked nervous for a moment, and then simply said it. "I'd invited Cheryl over," he began looking towards Bill and Susan for any signs of disapproval, he found none. "She'd come over around eight just as we'd discussed, and hadn't been there for even five minutes before there was another knock on the door. I actually figured it was the pizza guy, as I'd ordered one and was expecting it at any moment. Anyway, I was actually looking through my wallet as I opened the door. Before I knew what was happening, Andrew, Cheryl's old boyfriend suddenly grabbed my hand yanking me outside. That's when his friend hit me."
"His friend?" Bill said angrily. "You mean there were two of them?"
"Three actually," Jared said, "Though the other guy seemed less than sure about being there, or watching what had just happened. But that's when Andrew starts yelling at me about fucking his girlfriend. HIS girlfriend he's standing there screaming. And then he takes a swing at me, but this time I knew it was coming, and ducked under his swing, coming up with one of my own to his gut. I must have caught him just right because I knocked the wind out of him and he went down to his knees. The other guy however charged me, knocking me off my feet, yelling for the other guy with them to join in. But thankfully he didn't. We exchanged a few punches, but by this time, Cheryl's outside screaming for the three of them to leave me alone. I think Andrew was embarrassed because I had taken the fight out of him as he grabbed the guy I'd actually been fighting with and headed back out to his car."
"We should file a report!" Susan suddenly announced. "They assaulted you!"
"No mom, I'm ok really. And to be honest with you, I'm not really mad at Andrew because of what he did. Cheryl finally admitted, she was still seeing him. She said something about she had been intending to break up with him, and just hadn't got around to it yet. When I heard that, then I knew she'd been lying to me about a number of things. For one...she was still sleeping with Andrew, waiting to see how we ended up before making any decisions about our relationship. I guess now, she won't have to worry about that any more. Shortly after her boyfriend and his friends left, I asked her to leave, told her I didn't want to see her any more. After that, I decided to drive up here. I didn't want her bugging me or trying to find me, which I know she will."
Jared took another sip of his drink, and then apologetically looked at us. "I'm sorry if I screwed up your evening."
Jared's comment was a reminder of what the four of us had been doing just before he'd arrived. With each of us wearing nothing else but towels at the moment, it was a pretty good indication of what we might have been in the middle of when he'd showed up interrupting all that. I actually felt a little awkward and more than a bit embarrassed as I sat there.
"Listen, I really am sorry. But if I could just spend the night, I'll head back in the morning, by then I hope Cheryl will have given up any attempt to actually see me when she realizes I meant what I said."
"Don't be ridicules," Susan told him. "I told you, you were more than welcome to come up and join us in the first place, there's plenty of room here so you can spend the night."
I noticed that Bill's look was less than enthusiastic upon hearing that, but then so was Rob's, even though Bill tried smiling with understanding towards his son upon hearing Susan say that.
But it was clearly evident the night was basically over. Rob and I soon excused ourselves and said good night, wishing Jared well though he did accept a kiss from me on the cheek, blushing a little when he did. Susan smiled, likewise wishing us goodnight, and we soon after retired into our own bedroom. Something, we hadn't exactly been planning on doing for a while. With the mood gone however, I made ready for bed slipping between the sheets a while later. Rob's snore told me he was already fast asleep by the time I joined him.
As I lay there in the darkness, I couldn't help wondering what the rest of the weekend was now going to be like. The answer to that would come sooner than I could have ever expected.
**
I lay there in bed for the next twenty minutes tossing and turning trying to go to sleep. I realized I couldn't, I was still wide awake. Rolling out of bed in nothing more than one of Rob's long tee shirts and nothing else, I decided to head out and pour myself another glass of wine, hoping that might do the trick. The only light that was on was near the bar so I headed towards it. Finding an open bottle of wine I poured myself a glass, and then jumped when I heard Susan's voice calling out to me from the darkened patio.
"Mind pouring me one too please?"
"Fuck Sue! You scared the shit out of me, thought you'd gone to bed!"
"Thought you had too," she chuckled accepting her wine from me as I came out taking a seat next to her there on the patio. She was still naked, having thrown the towel she'd been wearing around the back of the chair. She hadn't bothered putting anything else on, though the darkness pretty much concealed her nudity should anyone get up or walk by.
"How's Jared?"
"He's fine...except for the black eye I still think he's going to have in the morning, sounds to me like he got the better of the other two. But I am a little worried about something else, something he told me after I went in to his room to check on him before I ended up coming out here."
"What?"
"He really is pretty confused about a few things, even told me that, though he refused to tell me exactly what it was that was honestly bothering him. Only that he was glad he hadn't done anything with Cheryl, because he's known, and felt all along that she wasn't the right one, and that he didn't want to have sex just for the sake of having sex the first time without it being someone he really cares about. But he also told me...there was someone, someone he did want to do it with, though he refused to tell me who it was. He said he'd pretty much made up his mind about it, and that that's how he felt. But he refused to say anything more to me about it. But I could tell it was really bothering him."
"I can certainly understand that," I told her. "But he didn't tell you who it was then?"
"No, he didn't. Only that. Only that he knew who he wanted to be with, but he also realized, it wasn't likely going to happen." Susan then turned back towards me, smiling. "I think Jen...he was talking about you. But I think what's confusing him, is he knows this isn't something that can, or will continue, even if it does happen. But I'm almost positive now, he's made up his mind about it too, and the person he really wants to be with for the first time, is you."
I sat back in my chair thinking about it. If it was true, then I had to rethink things myself too, not to mention discussing it once again with Rob, though in essence, like we'd already agreed, the week wasn't technically over with yet.
"There was one another thing he also said, which bothered me even more than what he obviously refused to tell me."
"Oh? And what was that?"
"He told me that he's also confused about himself for another reason. Something he hasn't quite been able to put his finger on yet. He told me that at times he doesn't feel like he really fits in somehow, and that he's not even sure of who he is himself at times, or why he thinks or feels about some of the things that he does, the way that he does."
I sat back sipping my wine, digesting for a moment what she'd said. "I wouldn't be too worried that he said that," I assured her. "I think a lot of young men Jared's age probably ask themselves that very same question. You know, emotional growing pains. I'm confident that in time, Jared will figure out what it is he wants to do in life, what he wants to become."
"It's not that Jen," Susan said sounding very serious. "I think Jared has a pretty good idea of what he wants to do...I think he was being literal in the sense that he doesn't know or understand who he really is. And with good reason perhaps."
"Why do you say that?"
Even in the darkness I could see the worried look in my friend's eyes as she turned a bit further in her seat facing me. "Something I've never told you, something Bill and I decided to keep to ourselves, right or wrong...but you see Jen, Jared's not our son. He's adopted."
You could have knocked me over with a feather after I'd heard that. Though now knowing that, a few things made a bit more sense. As much as I'd looked for it, tried to see it, I saw no resemblance in Jared for either one of his parents. And the fact he was an only child had always seemed a bit strange to me in the beginning, though Susan had early on in our friendship informed me it was their decision to only have one child, and that she had soon after had her tubes tied. She now informed me, she had never been able to have children either, just like myself. Another bond between us that she had known, and I hadn't.
"Anyway, I hope you're not mad at me for not telling you all this before now. It's just that we wanted to protect Jared, now I'm not so sure we made the right choice. Perhaps we should have discussed this with him years ago, explained it to him then, that he was adopted."
"It's not too late for that," I told her seriously. "Jared is an adult now, he has the right to know. And it sounds to me like, he's at a point in his life that he needs to know. Maybe once he does, he'll be better able to decide who he really is, and just exactly what he wants out of life."
"What if he hates me after I tell him?" Susan said worriedly. "What if he turns his back on us, I couldn't handle him doing that!"
"What if he ever finds out he's really adopted, and that you never told him?" I countered. "Which one do you think will hurt him and confuse him even more?"
We sat for a long time together in silence after that sipping our wine sharing unspoken thoughts.
"God, I wish I could sleep," Susan stated. "Even the wine doesn't seem to be helping any."
"I know what you mean," I told her feeling the same way. I laughed after saying that.
"What?"
"Well...what I usually do, if all else fails...is masturbate!"
"Susan laughed, almost a bit too loudly. "Yeah, me too," she giggled, already slipping her hand down between her legs.
I glanced over realizing she was really going to. "Sue?"
"Well, it was your idea you know, and don't tell me you're still not horny from this evening either. Even with everything that happened, I was still damn fucking horny, and looking forward to doing a lot more with you!"
She had me there, I was...and had been a little disappointed myself that we hadn't. Not to mention the fact that with Jared now being here, our activities would indeed be curtailed to some extent while he was.
"Come here, touch me," she whispered lustily. "Feel how fucking wet I am!"
I scooted my own chair over towards her a little, now sitting directly beside her as I slipped my hand down between her legs, and as she then did the same to me. We sat, fingering and playing with one another pleasurably.
"God that feels good!" Susan moaned, just as I did.
"Look's pretty good too!"
If I had jumped earlier when Susan had surprised me as I'd walked over to pour myself a wine, it was nothing in comparison to the way I jumped now. Before I even realized it, I was actually standing. The sound of Jared's voice speaking from the dark shadows of the curtain behind us only then alerting us both to his presence. It had taken Susan a moment longer to realize what had just happened, she'd been a bit more lost in the pleasure of what my finger was busily doing to her clit when it finally dawned on her that it had been Jared's voice and not mine that had spoken. She stood, scrambling with the towel still wrapped around the back of her chair in an attempt to cover herself up with it.
"Don't bother," he said stepping all the way out onto the patio. "I've seen you naked before mother..." he said emphasizing the word. "Most recently in fact...when I peeked through the window, when I saw you and Jen kissing one another...when you sucked my sperm from her mouth. Only then I didn't know or fully understand everything...now, I do."
**
Susan was wild-eyed, as I was. But I decided that this was a conversation that needed to take place between the two of them as I started to step around where Jared now stood in an effort to go back inside. "I think I'll leave the two of you to talk about this," I said attempting to do so. But Jared quickly stepped in front of me blocking the way.
"Sit down Jen, you're not going anywhere. You're just as much involved in this as Susan is," he said calling her by name, which is the first time I'd ever heard him refer to her like that. I also noticed as he did that, he was only wearing a robe, one that the resort furnished. It was open, his hard stiff cock poking outwards towards me obscenely.
"Jared!" Susan spoke almost angrily, now seeing what I saw as I turned taking my seat next to her again, Jared now stepping over to stand there in front of us, his prick clearly revealed, about as hard and erect as I'd ever seen it.
"What mother?" Jared said once again emphasizing the word. "Or should I start calling you Susan? Or just what do I actually call you anyway?" He now asked. "Obviously, you're not my real mother, so just who is anyway?"
It was strangely surreal, sitting there looking up at Jared while he asked her about this, who he really was, who his mother and father were, all the while doing so with an erection.
"I don't know Jared," Susan said honestly. "We went through an agency, never knew who your parents were, where they lived, or why they decided to give you up. But we couldn't have children, so we adopted you," she said tears filling her eyes.
"But why didn't you just tell me? Years ago when I could have at least had the chance to better understand things about myself?" He asked obviously angry. "And why...that for all this time I've been dealing with the guilt and the confusion of what I've been feeling, especially lately, with regards to you," he said looking down at her.
"Wha...what do you mean Jared?" Susan said looking up at him.
Jared turned once again facing me however. "And no offense Jen, because I really was tempted, to be with you...in more ways than you could ever imagine, and nearly did a couple of times, when I know we could have. But I held back, I held back because the only person I've ever truly wanted to be with..." He once again turned facing back towards Susan. "Was you!"
Susan held in a gasp, or rather tried to. "Jared! You know we can't that's impossible, I'm your..."
"What? Mother? Technically Susan, you really aren't. And tell me, so that I can understand it, you're sitting here telling me we can't, that we shouldn't, and yet...I see you and Jen kissing, obviously you knew I was there all along, which I didn't realize at the time. But even more importantly, knowing...that Jen still held and had my cum in her mouth when the two of you kissed, can you imagine what I was thinking at that precise moment? The one thing I had always wanted, and knew I could never have...and then suddenly there you are, tasting me, drinking my sperm, the same sperm I could have easily given you myself. So...tell me, tell me so that I can understand it...what's the difference?"
I didn't know what to say. I was truly and utterly speechless. I was also ashamed of myself, that I'd allowed my own emotions to cloud my better judgment. And regardless of how close Susan and I had always been, and to which I hoped now we would still be, even through all of this, I now felt guiltier than I ever had in my entire life over what we had done. All I could think of to do at the moment was to apologize to him myself for my own actions.
"Jared, I am...truly sorry for what's happened. You and I...well, I now know, we shouldn't have..."
"Oh but we did, and we both enjoyed it too, and don't try telling me otherwise. So don't you dare apologize to me for that, because I'm not apologizing for anything, especially that. I enjoyed it, I enjoyed watching the two of you together, and you know that I did. But more importantly, the two of you enjoyed knowing I was watching you, and that you got off on it, just as much as I did."
I didn't know what to say after that, so I didn't, just staring up at him looking at him stupidly, trying to comprehend everything that was going on here...and couldn't.
"What now?" Susan said having partially collected herself. "Now that you know the truth, it still doesn't change anything, we still can't..."
"Oh but we can, and we will mother," he said glaring down at her. "Right here, right now in fact."
Once again I stood, the situation was getting out of hand, and it was best to let the two of them work it out alone.
"Sit down Jennefer!" Jared said using a tone of voice I'd never heard him use before. "You're not going anywhere, you're going to witness this, and be a part of this, the same way you have before," he told me in no uncertain terms. Once again he had placed his hand on his prick, working it, stiffening it even more than it was, waving it back and forth in front of Susan's face as though it were a coiled snake about to strike.
I could see that Susan was beginning to panic, hell...so was I for that matter. I had no idea where any of this was headed, but it was obvious that Jared was in charge here, calling all the shots.
"We can't," she said feebly once again, still trying her best to reason with him, though reason for all this had flown out the window a long time ago. "Bill..." she said speaking his name as though that were some sort of talisman that would bring Jared back around to his senses, for a moment I thought it had.
"You're right...maybe the bedroom would be better," Jared suggested. "Maybe Bill would enjoy seeing you drinking down my cum from me directly this time, or watching you and Jennefer sharing it again, should we go in and ask him? Maybe we should even drop by and wake Rob up, ask him if he'd like to come in and join us, I'd hate to leave him out, it just wouldn't feel right and all."
I saw the defeat in Susan's eyes, as it was in my own. I knew now, whatever Jared wanted from either one of us, we were both powerless to stop him, and we'd done it to ourselves.
"So, what's it going to be mother? Susan?" He amended, once again calling her by name. "Out here now? Or would you really rather go inside?"
It was at that precise moment that I saw a change take place in my dearest friend. It was one of determination, though at the same time, one of understanding as she realized what she was truly now faced with.
"Fine Jared, if that's what you want, then you can have me. But...not here, not like this, not now. I'm not going to deny myself to you if you've truly made up your mind about it. And there's no sense in my trying to deny that I haven't let my own thoughts and desires drive all of us to this point. They have, and they did, which is why we are where we are now. No point in trying to take that back, it's too late for that now. But...I will ask this. I am going to ask you to sleep on it, to think about it. And then...in the morning, after your father and Rob have gone off to play golf, then...if you still want this, I'm yours. However you want me, wherever you want me...I'm yours. But, only if you sleep on it and think about it first. After all Jared, what's one more day?"



He stood there thinking about what she'd asked him before speaking. "I'll tell you what, I'll agree to do that, sleep on it, think about it..." he began before making a final decision. But..."
"But?"" Susan asked nervously.
"Yeah...but, I'm not going to get any sleep with this..." he said once again holding his cock out in front of her. "So...as a sign of good faith, on your part that you're not just blowing me off, so to speak," he grinned at her. "You can at least take care of this for me can't you?"
I stood up, once again attempting to leave.
"Ah uh...sorry Jen, you too. You might just as well join in here, I mean after all, you're as much a part of all this as she is," he told me. "And at the moment, I think I'd rather enjoy feeling both of your mouth's and tongues licking me, and sucking me. And besides...this time, I'd like to have a much better look at the two of you when you share and swap my cum with one another," he told us.
At this point I honestly didn't know what to think, or even how to react to any of this. Susan was right of course, we'd all allowed this to happen, and guilty or not because of it, here we were. But what I was myself struggling with, was the fact that I had enjoyed being with Jared, it was something I personally had to accept and admit to, just as Susan now had. I knew at some point, we'd have to sit down and truly iron out where we were, what we'd done...and where after this, we would all be. But now was not the time. Right now, it was doing what he'd asked of us to do, and I found myself walking over, and then kneeling beside my dearest friend as she reached out, grasping Jared's hard cock in her hand for the very first time.
I watched then as she leaned forward her lips suddenly engulfing Jared's hard stiff shaft, my emotions jumbled as they still were at the moment, soon consumed me in other ways as well. My own body now betraying me as I felt the liquid moisture of arousal building inside. I reached out, tenderly cupping Jared's balls, feeling the heavy weight of them in my hand as Susan now passed me his prick, urging me to lick one side of it as she now knelt licking the other.
Jared moaned, looking down at us, one hand on my head, the other on Susan's as he stood there taking delight in our ministrations of his needful cock. His pleasured groan as we continued to take turns sucking him, licking him bringing him ever closer to the edge, had simply reignited my own earlier desires, as much as I would have not liked to admit to.
"Are you ready?" He asked breathlessly moments later. "Are you two ready to take my load? To drink it? Share it and swap it like you did earlier so I can see it?" he asked.
And yes, maybe it was wrong. Maybe it was decadent, wicked, obscene...all of it. But at the moment, I was too far gone to care, too emotionally wasted to consider doing anything else at the moment, other than doing whatever he asked of us to do.
"Yes Jared, yes! Give it to me, give it to us," Susan told him still pumping his prick, looking up at him expectantly.
"Suck it then, and take it!" He urged her, fully thrusting himself into her mouth, her lips immediately wrapping themselves around his steely hard shaft. Jared groaned deeply, tossing his head back and then came, and then came again, and again, and again. I held his ball sack, feeling the jettison of his cream as it pumped up the length of his penis, kneading his balls gently, helping to empty them as he filled Susan's mouth with his seed. When she had indeed milked from him every ounce she could find, only then did she turn away from his prick looking towards me. Our mouths came together in an instant, and once again we drank from one another Jared's essence, swapping it back and forth repeatedly, kissing one another as Jared stood there looking on, smiling and grinning his approval at seeing us do that.
He collapsed moments later taking a nearby chair as both Susan and I stood up, taking one to either side of him.
"Was that what you wanted?" She now asked.
He smiled at her, nodding his head. "For now..." he said a bit more softly, though letting her know as he said that, just because he was for the moment temporarily satisfied, it had in no way as yet changed his mind about the rest of it.
Minutes later Jared stood. "I'm going to bed now," he told us, turning once before he left the patio. "Sweet dreams," he said, smiled, and then disappeared into the darkness.
Susan and I just sat there staring at one another.
"Maybe he'll change his mind, after he's had a chance to sleep, to think about it," she said.
"I wouldn't count on it," I told her. "If anything, I think you'd best prepare yourself to go through with it. And you probably ought to head to bed too, try and get some sleep if you can. I have a feeling that tomorrows going to be another interesting day...for both of us," I added.
And even having said that, Susan and I continued to sit there listening to our own thoughts well into the night.
To be continued...
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It seemed like I had barely closed my eyes when I heard Rob get up and begin dressing. I knew he and Bill had a full day of golf planned, playing at least 36 holes and more if they could fit it in. That meant they'd be gone all day and very possibly into the early evening. Plenty of time for whatever was going to happen to happen.
I attempted to go back to sleep as tired as I was, but my thoughts kept me awake as I lay there in bed. I was struggling with Jared's sudden change in personality and demeanor. I understood he was angry and upset with everything that had happened. Along with what he had only recently learned about himself. That Susan and I had in fact deceived him in our own actions only added fuel to the fire. Still, treating her as he had was inexcusable, though I held myself partially to blame because of it.
I finally rolled out of bed throwing on a fresh pair of undies and a tee shirt and headed into the joined kitchen sitting area. I wasn't surprised to find Susan already up and sitting there at the kitchen counter. I was surprised to find her sitting there in the nude however.
I hadn't bothered to look at myself in the mirror after getting up, looking at Susan I didn't need to. I figured I looked almost as bad as she did. She had bags under her eyes from lack of sleep, her hair not yet brushed, unkempt and still wearing her now partially smeared makeup from the night before. She looked like hell, and no doubt felt like it too, but that still didn't explain why she was sitting there drinking coffee with nothing on.
"Susan?" I asked without further elaboration. Just saying her name asked all the questions I had running around inside my head. She looked up at me dejectedly, even blushing a little at her obvious appearance.
"I know," she said simply in response to that, then adding, "he told me to stay like this," she now said taking a tired sip of her coffee. Normally Susan would have offered to pour me one, and would have in fact done so upon seeing me. I walked by her still curious as to what she meant, pouring my own coffee, and then asking.
"Who? Bill?"
"No. Jared. He was up when the boys left," she told me. "I was in fact, pretty much wearing what you are now when they left, shortly after which, Jared got up and came out. I tried to talk to him, but he told me if he was even going to listen to anything I had to say, that I had to undress. He then told me he hadn't as yet made any decisions, but until he had, he wanted me to stay like this so he could look at me whenever he wanted to, however he wanted to, and in whatever way he wanted to, until he finally had."
I looked over my shoulder back towards Jared's room. "He go back to bed?"
"No...in the shower, just left before you got up and came in here," she told me.
I listened more carefully then, and could hear the shower running. Once again I looked at my friend. I was both appalled and angry that Jared would be acting out like this. Again...it wasn't his nature to be doing this for one. But that Susan was complying with his request wasn't in her nature either, and I told her so.
"This is bordering on cruel," I told her. "Jared has no right to be treating you like this Susan, I don't care what he's gone through, or believes we've done for either one of us to be treated like this, but for you to actually comply with his wishes, and sit here naked until he does decide, is ridicules! What does he hope to accomplish in having you do that anyway?"
"I know why," she said simply. "Jared's trying to humiliate me the same way he now believes we...or rather I, humiliated him." With that, she now stood revealing something else to me I wasn't aware of until that moment. Even then it took me a moment more to grasp what that was, until she spread her legs as she stood there. I glanced over towards her, still confused as to what it was she was doing, until I saw a hint of something blue sticking out of my friend's pussy. It was then that I realized she had the same blue pair of panties stuffed almost entirely up inside her cunt that we had used as enticement towards Jared. The same panties that he had stood there using to pleasure himself with. The same panties Jared had seen me twirling about my finger just before I kissed his mother, with Jared's fresh cream still held within my mouth.
Susan now had them buried almost completely up inside herself.
"What the fuck? Susan?"
She sat down again, her face now crimson. "He told me to put them there, and keep them there, until he said otherwise," she now informed me.
I was shocked, not so much that my best friend was sitting there with her panties stuffed up her cunt, but that Jared was indeed angry enough, and cruel enough to have demanded that she do so. But I was also surprised on the other hand, that she actually had.
"Why? Why would you allow him to do this to you Susan? And why on earth are you doing it?"
"Because...I don't want to lose my son, though after everything that's happened, maybe I already have," she told me. "But if this is what it takes for me to get him to at least talk to me, have anything to do with me at all, then it's a small price to pay. That's why."
It was then that I heard the shower turn off in Jared's bedroom, which meant he would no doubt be coming out into the kitchen area soon. I stood, immediately pulling off my tee shirt throwing it over onto the back of a nearby chair. I then stepped out of my panties as Susan looked at me, her eyes suddenly going wide.
"What are you doing?"
"I don't agree with any of this," I told her. "But you are my best friend, and if you're going to sit here like that, then so am I. If nothing else, I'll do it to support you, not because of anything Jared expects from me, but only so that he knows I am likewise willing to be humiliated out of support for my friend."
I stood, now stuffing my own panties up inside myself, which at the moment wasn't a very easy thing to do as I was certainly not aroused. But I was bound and determined that if Susan was going to sit here like this waiting for Jared to return, then so was I.
"You don't have to do this. He didn't ask you to even do it," she told me, though I could see the tears already forming in her eyes that I was willing to humiliate myself for her in front of her son.
"Yeah...I know, but we're in this together, and Jared needs to know that I'm doing this to support you...I'm certainly not doing it for him!"
**
As expected, Jared came wandering back out into the room several minutes later. Hearing him, I had stood next to Susan. He was wearing the resort robe he had had on the night before, and nothing else as it was clearly obvious he was sporting an erection beneath it, and didn't care that it was quite evident that he was. I held back a smile, seeing the surprised look on his face at seeing me. Not that I was there, he must have anticipated that, but that I was also naked just as surprised at seeing me that way as I had been upon seeing Susan. It was then that he looked down as I stood there, legs slightly spread, a hint of my own panties sticking down between my legs.
He opened his mouth about to say something, and then thought better of it taking a seat in front of the two of us, his erection tenting the front of his bathrobe as he sat down.
"You don't have to do that," he told me, for a brief moment the old Jared, the one I had actually become friends with and had come to like reappeared. But then his face hardened almost immediately. "Why don't you go back to bed Jennefer? Or go out to the pool or something? This is between mother and I. But...if you stay, then know I won't treat you any differently than I am her." He added with just a tinge of a threat being given.
I stood my ground, my hand caressing Susan's shoulder in support. "I don't know why you feel it's necessary to humiliate your mother more than you already have Jared," I began as Susan tried briefly to keep me from continuing. "But if you're insistent on doing that, then you do it to us both, if that's what's going to make you feel better about yourself," I concluded staring back into his eyes.
"So be it," he said with a steely-eyed expression. "If that's what you want...then sit down."
I started to do so, pulling my chair out.
"No, next to her," he told me, and then stood untying the sash on his robe, allowing it to part. He now stood there in front of us, fully erect, his hard stiff penis thrust out in front of him as though brandishing a sword. He stood looking down at us, stroking his cock as he did so, fisting it slowly up and down. What he was doing, I would have normally found erotic and enjoyable, just as I had done before when I'd watched him previously. Now however, I received no pleasure out of his doing this. And I am sure the stoic look in my own face as I sat there looking at him told him that. He almost appeared to be getting frustrated a little as I now noticed his cock growing a bit softer, even though he continued to play with it. Once again I almost smiled, but it would have only served to make him even angrier and more frustrated than he already was.
"Play with yourselves," he demanded. I at first hesitated, but Susan almost immediately spread her own legs, her hand slipping down spreading herself, revealing even more of the now infamous blue panties still peeking out of her pussy lips as she began fingering and toying with her clit.
Still determined to support my friend, I now made motion to touch myself seeing that she was, still giving in to what I now felt where very unreasonable, and continued humiliating demands. I hated that my own body could betray me as well, just as Susan's obviously was, as she moaned pleasurably, now purposely fingering herself, rubbing her clit as we sat there watching Jared jerk off. He'd managed to get himself fully erect once again, no doubt the stimulus of seeing us likewise masturbating had worked through whatever guilt he might have been feeling after starting this. But I still hated the fact that my own body was betraying me as I felt the liquid moisture of beginning arousal begin to seep through the panties I still had stuffed up inside me. As much as I fought against the urge, the sensations, I found myself losing, the images of the nice erotic encounters we had shared, right or wrong, once again worming their way back into my memories, my thoughts.
With the sounds of Jared's labored breathing becoming more and more noticeable, I realized he was in fact well on the way towards orgasm. He fought, holding it in check however not allowing himself to come yet, knowing full well his own pleasure would be far less than it should be.
"Make yourselves cum, before I do," he demanded once again. I actually thought about simply faking it, but then I knew he would know if I did, unless I laid it on thick, and really acted as though I had. But I saw no point in doing so, realizing then what I felt would be an even better response, denying him whatever pleasure he was receiving from this when I actually did climax, and knew that I had.
I had given myself quick stress relief orgasms before, hardly as pleasurable as when I was aroused and excited, but I could in most instances come quickly if that was my simple intent. Which this now was. I now fingered, and rubbed my clit in such a way as to bring that about as quickly as I could, watching Jared's face as he now locked more onto mine than upon his own mothers as Susan labored with the difficulty of actually getting herself off.
As I actually began to climax, feeling the flush starting to spread across my face, my breasts, I allowed no pleasure to fill my eyes, locking onto Jared's as he watched me. He saw that I was indeed in the midst of having an orgasm, though denying him the normally sweet surrender of it that I'd have once freely given him. It was with a bit of my own personal satisfaction and joy that Jared now surrendered to his own. Frustratingly so as his prick now betrayed him, a forceful jettison of his spunk leaping from the tip, hitting me squarely between the breasts, quickly followed by another. He turned, the third already following the second as he now purposely aimed it towards Susan, likewise spurting against her. The majority of his spending now being directed upon her as opposed to me, his intent once again pure humiliation as opposed to eroticism. I could hear the frustration of that in his groan, even as he covered his mother's breasts in his cream. It was evident he received no real pleasure in doing so, any more than I had given him in climaxing as he watched me. My face expressionless, even if on the inside I felt the pleasured surge of momentary release.
After he was finished, he stood there, his prick wilting far more rapidly than I had ever seen it do in the past. I could feel the trickle of his semen running down between my breasts, but I paid no attention to it, only then glancing over towards Sue who was covered in her son's cream far more copiously than I was. She hadn't however climaxed, though she sat there in vain, still fingering herself as though trying to find the way to do so...for Jared, just as he'd asked and required her to do.
I saw then what for the first time actually looked like remorse. He reached for his sash once again closing his robe around him.
"I'm going out to the pool," he stated suddenly. The softness in his eyes once again hardening as he spoke. "Go...shower, make yourself presentable," he said speaking to his mother, ignoring me completely as he did so. "Put on your bikini, make it a sexy revealing one," he added not yet content with the way things had so far transpired. "And then come outside and join me," he told her, still ignoring me completely. He then turned and quickly headed back into his bedroom to dress.
I wanted to follow him, grab him and shake him, shake some sense into him if I could, and nearly did so. Susan however grabbed my arm, tears running down her face. "No Jen, don't!" She said, looking at me pleadingly to let it go...let him go. "I know him, I know he's not being himself, he just needs more time to work through this," she stated. She tried smiling then, looking at me. "But thank you...thank you for being there for me," she added, and then stood preparing to head off and shower herself.
"I'm coming with you," I told her, not taking no for an answer, and moments later followed her into her room.
**
Minutes later we were both standing in her shower. The nearly scalding hot water bathing each of us as she stood there beneath it, her hands reaching out in front of herself, braced against the wall. I stood behind her, hugging her to me, my head pressed against her shoulder, the water pounding away down upon each of us, making it almost hard to breathe. I didn't care, nor did she.
I noticed however as we stood there, a subtle movement of her body, just managing to look down as she stood there, legs slightly spread, fingering herself. Under normal circumstances, most would have thought her actions bizarre, and perhaps in a way they were. But I knew my friend, I knew this was no more than a desire and a need for emotional release more than pleasurable.
"Let me," I said softly, reaching around replacing her hand with my own as I tenderly began stroking her, petting her. Once again Susan supported herself against the wall, leaning forward, allowing me easier access to her as I molded my body against hers, my fingers now probing her, gently caressing her as I did so.
She came quietly, shivering, shuddering there in front of me, her tears falling, mingling with the shower now cleansing us both.
**
Once again as Jared had asked her, Susan had slipped into one of her briefest, tiniest and most sexy bikinis. A black one that so complimented her body and skin tone. French cut, her marvelously sculpted twin ass cheeks were completely bare, only the briefest of coverings over her pubic mound. I was glad that she had still chosen to wear the top as opposed to going out topless to the pool even though that was allowed. At least in that, she allowed herself some dignity, even though her breasts still threatened to pour from the top all by themselves, thus revealing herself. I too had put on a bikini, but a far less revealing one, likewise covering myself as much as was possible, wondering even as we did, as we soon finished making ourselves "presentable" as Jared had asked us, what we'd find when we joined him out by the pool.
He was indeed sitting there waiting for us as we emerged from the room. He had taken a seat at one of the pool patio tables beneath an umbrella. I noticed as we drew closer he had already ordered a couple of tropical, though alcoholic drinks for us. A bit early perhaps, even now...but I was surprisingly grateful that he had. I noticed he too had a drink in front of him, but the stir stick announced it was a "virgin" non-alcoholic. I found that very fitting, and very ironic under the circumstances. But I noticed something else too as we both took our seats on either side of him, quickly sipping our drinks. His eyes once again had changed, the anger in them replaced by what I knew to be pure guilt as I looked at him.
"As soon as I finish this, I'll be leaving," he told his mother. "I'm sorry for the way I've been acting, for what I've forced you to do. And just so you know, as soon as I can, I plan on moving out, getting a place of my own, and going back to school," he added. I was glad and highly pleased to see him sitting there looking a little shame-faced, more so when he also turned addressing me.
"And I'm sorry for what I've said and done to you too. You didn't deserve any of that either. I appreciate what you did for me, the things you taught me, the friendship that you gave me even, though I later thought you were just having fun with me at my own expense. I know now, thinking about it, that never really was your intent. I enjoyed everything we did, every bit as much as you did, or at least I hope you did. So...again, I am sorry for the way I've treated you too."
"That's ok, we all make mistakes Jared," I said softening in my own anger towards him.
"Mom?" Jared said finally calling Susan by the name he'd once used far more affectionately. She looked up expectantly without answering. "Maybe I am adopted. And I think it was the shock of hearing about it the way that I did that threw me, caused me to react, and then act the way that I did. There's still no excuse for doing that however. You are my mom, you're the only mom I've ever known, will ever have. And I'm sorry for treating you the way that I did, the way that I have, for forcing you to do the things that you did. And so I truly am sorry for that, which is why I do think it's best if I move out, find a place of my own as soon as I can."
"Jared, you're not the only one to blame here. I allowed certain things to happen, which never should have. That's my own damn fault, but it had nothing to do with you being my adopted son, as I've never looked at you in that way. So to have gotten curiously aroused, is even more devastating to all this, that I should ever have allowed it to go in the first place. And that one's on me...not on you. For me to think that I was helping you, by coercing my dearest and very best friend into taking your virginity, was not my place."
"Susan!" I said trying to interrupt her, but she waved me off.
"No, please...let me finish here. It's not my place to do that. You and you alone will know when it's right, when its time...and with whom. I was wrong to suggest and think otherwise, even if I did so with the best of intentions."
"But see mother...that's where you're not getting it either. No disrespect Jennefer," he said looking at me. "Like I told you before, I really was tempted, and nearly gave in to it a couple of times, but...the thing here, ever since Jill and I broke up, it's you who I've been thinking and fantasizing about, so when I discovered that you were in fact involved in some of the things that happened, even to the degree that you were, I thought then I was finally going to have that opportunity, to finally do it, not with anyone else...but with you."



"Who's Jill?" I found myself asking, though I said it to myself.
"And I nearly allowed that to happen as well, even though I knew it wasn't right. I allowed my own curiosity and temptation to get in the way of my reasoning, something I should never have ever done. I'm just glad it never went quite that far for one thing, because I now know, it can't and never will."
"I know that now too," Jared told her. "Like I said...I think just because Jill reminded me so much of you, which is the reason why I even began thinking about it in the first place."
"Ok, sorry for interrupting, but who is this Jill person anyway?"
"Jill Welsh, she was Jared's first true love, and not just a passing fancy at the time either. They had known one another for years, they'd literally grown up together as kids. Bill and I seriously thought one day they would actually get married, when the time came."
"But I screwed that one up too," Jared said butting in. "We broke up my junior year of high school, which was again my own damn fault. I'd been pressuring Jill into having sex with me, something she had repeatedly told me she wasn't ready for yet. We'd done other things of course by then, but mostly just mild petting, nothing serious. She wanted to wait, asked me to do the same. But I kept pressuring her more and more until she finally couldn't handle the pressure any more, and broke up with me. Shortly after that, her parents transferred her to another high school, and then a short time after that, they even found a new place and moved away. I never saw, or spoke to her again after that. Anyway, I now know, because Jill did remind me so much of you, that not having her around anymore, I quite naturally began looking at you, as Jill."
"Well, that explains a few things anyway," I stated.
"So you see mom, this still didn't have anything to do with anything you did...not really. I'd been dealing with my own guilt for a long time, thinking about you in ways that I shouldn't have been in the first place. But now I know the reason why. So I've come to terms with that, and accepted that now. You see...when I saw you sitting in the chair, saw the tears in your eyes falling, yet the love you still had for me as you did, as you sat there humiliating yourself in front of me. I saw not your face, but Jill's. It was the same look she gave me just before we broke up. And then I realized, I was about to lose you...as my mother, the same way I lost her. Because of my own foolish pride, stupid illogical reasoning. And I knew then, in that moment...I had made a horrible, horrible mistake. And so again...for that, I am truly, truly sorry."
"Well I'm just glad that we've somehow managed to make it here," Susan told him. "But...there's no need for you to do anything rash, certainly not move out of the house, unless that's something you still wish to do. Just do it for your own reasons, and not for the reasons you indicated earlier. I'd prefer it if you continued to live at home, at least for a while Jared. You'll be moving out on your own soon enough as it is anyway."
"So you don't hate me then? Either of you?"
"Of course not," Susan and I said almost simultaneously. "Believe it or not Jared, we both love you. "Maybe things happened that now shouldn't have, but the fact they did cannot change the way I now feel about you. But I for one, am glad that we've all come to our senses about this. You need to make your own decisions, have your own choices and not have anything forced upon you, no more than you tried to force yourself later upon us. In that...we were all wrong. But now hopefully, we've been given a new chance to set things right again. So, can we all agree on that? Forgive and forget as it were?"
"I can...if you guys will," Jared stated, and then received a hug and a kiss from Susan in response to that, and then from me. "Well, I still think I'm going to be heading back. I've already ruined apart of your weekend as it is. Maybe at least you can salvage the rest of it, still have a little fun together."
I saw Susan's eyes rise in surprise upon hearing that. "You're ok with that? Still? After all this?"
Jared laughed. "Oh mom, give me a little credit anyway. You guys are friends, albeit close friends," he snickered. "No...the thought of that doesn't bother me at all, and frankly I'm glad that you can, that you do. But you are adults, responsible for yourselves, just as I now know that I am. So no, I say have fun, enjoy yourselves and quit worrying about what I think one way or the other about it, but more importantly, quit worrying about me. My time will come when it's supposed to, and not before then."
Jared stood up, preparing to leave. He glanced out across the pool area, and then froze. He looked as though he'd seen a ghost. And in a way...he had.
"What?" I said looking over in the direction he was, but didn't comprehend what it was he was looking at. Though Susan did.
"Oh my god!" She exclaimed suddenly sitting up, as Jared all but collapsed back down into his seat, his face having lost all color.
"What?" I repeated again.
"See that young attractive little blonde just sitting down in the lounge chair over there?"
"Yeah?"
"That's Jill!" Susan said sounding almost out of breath.
"Well I'll be damned," I exclaimed just under my breath as I sat there looking at what appeared to be a younger image of my very best friend. "No wonder."
**
We all sat there in silence watching the young woman as she spread out a towel on one of the pool lounge chairs preparing to lay back and catch some sun. I was a bit surprised when she reached back around behind herself, undoing the clasp on her top, letting it fall. Unlike Susan, her breasts appeared more similar to my own in their size and shape, a nice full perky "B" cup, and perhaps a bit fuller than my own. But it was obvious that Jared was surprised when she did that, let alone surprised at just seeing her there after all this time.
"Damn, I've never really even seen her boobs before," he said still in somewhat of a state of shock. "Now suddenly, there she is...after all this time, just lying there..."
"Maybe you should go over and say hi to her," I suggested. Jared looked at me like I was insane. "Why not Jared? What have you got to lose? What's she going to do? Make a scene? And even if she does...which I'm willing to bet she won't, what's the worst that can happen anyway? Ask you to leave? If she does...then leave. But you won't know one way or the other unless you go over there."
"She's right Jared. If you don't do it, you'll never forgive yourself. There's no way you can just up and go home now, not after seeing her again. And not until you've at least made some attempt to speak to her. If nothing else...just go over, tell her you've missed her, you're sorry, and then see what she has to say about all that. If she still has feelings for you too, you'll know it. If she doesn't...well, then you'll know that too. But you won't know anything one way or the other, unless you go over there and find out."
Still weak in the knees, Jared did stand, holding briefly onto the table for support, screwing up his courage. "Well...if she does hit me, I hope she hits me hard enough for all three of you...because I'll certainly deserve it," he stated, and then finding his legs, he slowly began making his way around the long end of the pool slowly approaching her.
It was like watching it all in slow motion. No one else around the pool area even seemed to exist anymore, somehow fading away. I glanced first towards Jared as he rounded the diving board heading directly towards her at the far opposite end. She was by now applying a bit of sunscreen to herself, glancing about as she did, and then as though sensing something...looking over in his direction. Her hand froze on her flesh, her hand suddenly coming up to shield her eyes. She sat straight up in her chair then, and I half expected her to reach for either her top or the towel beneath her, but she did neither. Jared had stopped midway towards her, hesitating, gauging her next reaction perhaps. Which when it came, was totally unexpected, for everyone.
As quickly as she had sat up, she now stood. She made for neither her top, nor her towel in order to cover herself with. In the next instant she had closed the gap between them before Jared could even react to it. So unprepared for it, when she reached him running at nearly full speed, Jared lost his balance, and together the two of them fell sideways into the pool, clinging to one another as they did.
"Now that's what I call a welcome!" Susan laughed, as I sat there and joined her, totally surprised by what we'd just witnessed.
**
We sat watching them thrash about wildly in the water for a few moments. Curious onlookers sitting nearby, temporarily watching them as well, wondering what all the sudden fuss and laughter was about. Finally, Jared managed to say something to her, now pointing in our direction. I saw Jill wave, as Susan waved back, and then we watched her sprint the short distance across the pool as she swam towards us, soon after getting out, Jared following behind. She arrived moments after that at our table, dripping wet, bare breasted, and obviously not the least bit embarrassed at being so, though amusingly, Jared was.
"Well, well Jill. Been a long time, nice to see you again," Susan told her. "I've...we've missed you," she then added and stood up giving the young woman an affectionate hug as Jill all but clung to her, hugging her back excitedly, just as Jared only then reached us...smiling. "So...what are you doing here anyway?" Susan asked.
"As a matter of fact, I just moved back a few days ago, got a place of my own, plan on starting school again in the fall. Thought after all that, I'd come up here, spend a few days relaxing, gathering my courage...and then see if I could find Jared, see if there was anything worth salvaging between us. Low and behold...guess who finds me instead? What do you call that anyway?" She said suddenly pressing herself against Jared kissing him deeply right there in front of us, with poor Jared not at all sure at the moment where to put his hands.
"Perfect timing?" I suggested, and then burst out laughing as Jared finally gave up worrying about it, and embraced her as everyone about us stood there looking on.
**
The pool waiter came over and took new drink orders from us, this time ordering Jared as well as Jill a non virginal drink. I liked the fact that she wasn't at all shy or inhibited about sitting there bare breasted while we did so, though of all people, it was Jared who seemed the most perplexed and confused by her newfound boldness.
"Want me to go over and get your uh...towel or something?" He'd asked her.
"Why? You embarrassed about seeing my boobs? I thought you always wanted to, and now...here you are trying to cover them up instead. Though if you are uncomfortable, I guess I will if that's what you really want."
"I didn't say that...it's just that, well....um ah....seeing you, I mean, like this, suddenly..."
"Jared? Relax, enjoy your drink," I told him, and then removed my own top, just as Susan did.
"See? Now we're all relaxed and equal here, though some more than others," I said once again looking at Susan's much larger breasts. This time however, Jared didn't even bother noticing, his eyes glued on Jill at the moment.
"So, what are you doing up here anyway?" She now asked the rest of us. For a moment, Jared had a worried look in his eyes.
"Same as you...just getting away for the weekend, trying to relax, though Jared here just mentioned the fact he was thinking about heading back, rather than staying."
"Oh? And now that you've found out I'm staying here? Is that something you're still considering on doing?"
"Well no...I guess not, not now anyway. But...I did sort of crash my parent's weekend, so if they don't mind letting me stay in the extra room."
I could just see the look on our husband's faces when we told them that Jared had decided to stay with us for the remainder of the weekend. Until Jill once again surprised us all...and I do mean everyone.
"You can always stay with me in my room Jared, I am sleeping alone you know."
Susan and I both watched Jared's eyes light up with delight upon hearing that, as he stood there grinning at his mother and I sheepishly.
"You and I have a lot of catching up to do...in more ways than one," she added. "I think we need to sit down and have a long talk first though...before we do that," she then said as Jared frowned a little upon hearing that. She then leaned over, whispering into his ear. He listened, his eyes growing wide, his face suddenly blushing a little as she stood.
"Well, I think I'll go gather up my things and head back to my room for a bit. When you're ready to come see me Jared, I'm in bungalow 37. Oh, I understand they're having an outdoor pool party and barbeque tonight for dinner, you guys planning on being there?" She asked.
"Wouldn't miss it for the world!" Susan and I both told her, and then watched her as she scampered off, her cute little boobs bouncing up and down suggestively as she did so.
"So Jared...what did she just tell you?" Susan asked, once again seeing him blush upon being asked that.
"She said she was still a virgin...but that hopefully after tonight...she won't be."
Susan laughed at that. "Isn't that a case of the blind leading the blind?" She teased.
"Except, he's not quite as blind as he once was," I reminded her. "And because of that, I don't think it will be quite as awkward for either of them as it might have been back then. And besides...something tells me that Jill's not as blind as we might believe her to be either. I have a feeling, she's honed up on her brail techniques. But, what you Jared, need to get straight in your mind, is if you can accept that. So...can you?"
He thought about that only briefly, and only for a moment, and then stood.
"Who the hell am I to judge? I'm the one who chased her away in the first place. I'm the one who nearly lost her because of it, who nearly lost what I now have with the two of you, and more so...with my own mother!"
It was nice finely hearing him say that, and I gave him an affectionate kiss of my own. He looked at me then, winking.
"I don't mind telling you Jennefer, especially now. I still wouldn't mind being with you one day, you know...sort of finishing what it was we started and never really got around too?"
"I'll tell you what Jared, see how things go with you and Jill, see how your relationship with her goes first. Work on that...work on yourselves. Perhaps for your birthday maybe."
"My birthday? Shit! That's less than two months from now!" He said grinning at me.
I laughed. "I didn't say 'which' birthday, and I also said...maybe."
Jared moaned, nodded his head smiling. "Yeah...maybe, maybe then." He then kissed his mom, told her how much he truly did love her, and then dashed off in the direction of Jill's room.
Susan and I held up our drinks, clinking them together, smiling once again.
"Hey, you know what I could really use?" Susan asked me.
"No. What?"
"A really nice massage!"
"Think we can still call and get an appointment this late in the day?" I wondered.
"To hell with that," Susan said standing. "I was thinking more along the lines of you doing me...and me doing you."
"Even better," I told her standing up taking her hand in mine. "Lead the way sweetie...lead the way."
**



        Maybel-line

        An older woman becomes his masturbatory dream.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/maybel-line

Title: Maybel-line

Author: Many Feathers

Category: Mature

Description: An older woman becomes his masturbatory dream.

Tags: older woman, milf sex

Series: Maybel-line


It's funny, how as a kid you tend to see things so totally different from the reality in which they are. Only when you're confronted with those same memories years later do you really understand the misconceptions we all place on them.
It was how I remembered Mabel, though back then as a kid, we all teasingly called her, Maybelline.
Growing up right next door as a child, I very often made a little extra money back then doing odd jobs such as pulling weeds or mowing the lawn for Mabel and her husband, "Old man Jack" as we had likewise labeled him. There was no denying the fact that he was in fact older than she was herself back then, though "old" to us was anyone over the age of thirty. So his label was in fact somewhat appropriate even for the times as Jack was easily in his forty's back then, and Mabel, or Maybelline was at the most in her early twenties.
Now as kids, the reason we called her Maybelline had a little bit to do with the makeup she wore, so it was an easy reflection of her as a person, along with her character. She did tend to wear a lot of makeup back then, or at least as I remember she did anyway. I remember that she always seemed to have darker than normal eyes, more so than anyone else did who lived around there at the time. Long lashes in addition, certainly fake as that was very much in style too, and always the same shade of bright red lipstick, that for some goofy reason, made my own parents cast doubt on her as being something they called, "A loose woman".
I always wondered about that back then, never quite understanding what it was they meant, making the mistake of asking my parents once what it did mean, and getting sent off to my room for it. I never asked them about stuff like that ever again.
There was another major thing about her too though, that I tended to notice a great deal of, perhaps even more so than her dark almost coal black hair that she wore piled up on top of her head most of the time, not to mention all the makeup. But that was...she had fairly large breasts. Hell, not fairly...they were, plain and simply. But again, I think looking back I tended to equate her memory with Dolly Parton for some reason, who at the time was very popular around the area I was growing up in. I think to some extent, that Maybelline, actually copied her look, which was again another subtle reminder, at least of her memory anyway, now looking back.
Even now I find myself smiling, looking back at my very first weeding lesson. Standing there in Mabel's garden while she proceeded to show me, which plants were just that, and which ones were actually weeds. I stood paying close attention, though not so much to the weeds as to her boobs.
Stooping over so she could pull a few herself, showing me how she wanted me to do it and be careful so as not to accidentally pull out the actual flowers, I couldn't help but gaze down the front of her open blouse. I remember clearly the stark contrast of her bronzed skin from hours of sun tanning, or simply working out in the yard in skimpy halter tops, or what was back then not quite a bikini top, more like a permissible bra that could be worn outside. Though even that my mother frowned upon whenever she saw our neighbor dressed like that. Dad didn't frown much however, he mostly smiled in fact, and spent and inordinate amount of time looking out the kitchen window, as long as mom wasn't around shooing him away, usually asking him if he didn't have better things he could be doing as opposed to watching the neighbor flaunt her breasts.
I guess there is some truth to the saying, "boys will be boys", though I know with some degree of certainty, dad wouldn't have been able to stand there the way I was, and get away with looking down her blouse the way I was either. And funny too. Even doing that, all I really saw was a bit more well rounded, not so tanned pink flesh that hinted at what was still covered. I never once saw her nipples or anything even close to that whenever I did get a chance to take a peek without her being aware that I had.
I guess, it was just knowing that they were there, and that I was inches, or fractions of an inch from actually seeing them. Maybe back then, for a young boy growing up, just coming into his early sexuality, it was enough.
Another thing they always used to say, was that things happen in threes. That was certainly the case for me.
After graduating from high school, I immediately left to do a stint in the Army. As it happened, I was but a few short weeks away from getting out when I was called home on emergency leave. Rather than waste a lot of unnecessary time, I was given an early honorable discharge, so went home a civilian as opposed to still being in the service. The bad news was, I went home to bury my parents who'd been killed in an automobile accident. I'd been home less than a month after that, still trying to sort things out, collect myself, when Mabel's husband Jack died from liver disease, no doubt brought on from all the booze he'd been drinking over the years.
That set the stage for what became a very interesting period for me. And a renewal of unexpected circumstance, with Maybelline.
**
Now, oddly enough, I didn't even see Mabel once during the month after my parent's death. She had herself taken her husband out of state to a hospital that was much closer to where he'd grown up as a kid himself. She spent most of her time living and staying with his sister while he lay dying in the hospital. So it was no surprise that she didn't come to my parent's funeral, though even if she'd been home at the time, I'd have been surprised to see her even then. I mean it wasn't like they were close neighbors or anything, and certainly not friends. And I was sad to hear her own husband had passed away, hearing it from one of the other neighbors who'd been looking after her place while she was gone.
The day she came back home, I made a point of going over to see her, give her my condolences, and for no other reason, just to say hello.
Like I said, it's funny how you remember things, and thus continue to perceive them to be. It was that image of "Maybelline" in my mind when I went over to her place later on that late afternoon when I knew upon seeing her car in the drive, that she'd returned home again.
A bit nervous, and not sure exactly what I was going to say to her beyond "I'm sorry for your loss," I knocked on her door waiting patiently. The fact it took her a while to even answer the door should have told me she was busy doing other things, and that now perhaps wasn't the best time for me to show up and pay a courtesy call. In fact, I even stepped down off the step intending to return home again when I heard her fumble with the lock on the door. The security chain was still engaged when she opened it, peering out towards me.
"Yes? Can I help you?" She asked.
I guess I should have realized I'd changed a little myself too. My own light brown hair was still short, far shorter than she'd ever seen me wear it of course for one. And secondly, I had actually grown another inch or two, not to mention putting on some weight, bulking up a bit. The twenty-two year old she now stood there looking at was a far cry from the skinny, somewhat shorter, much longer haired teenage kid I had been the last time I had seen her, let alone spoken to her.
"Hi...Mabel? It's me, Steven."
Even then it didn't register for a moment, though her eyes suddenly grew wide as she realized who I was. She confused me further by suddenly closing the door, though it immediately opened again as she disengaged the security chain.
"Oh my god! Steven! Come in! Come in! How've you been anyway?" She asked, though her tone quickly softened from one of excitement to one of sudden realization as she only then remembered what had most recently happened to me too. "I'm so sorry...about your parents," she then said stepping back into the room inviting me in.
"I'm sorry about..." I was staring, pausing momentarily before finishing my sentence, "your husband," I said stepping the rest of the way in. It was then that I realized I'd just caught her only moments perhaps from stepping into the shower. She hadn't even bothered to throw a robe on. All she had on was a simple bath towel that barely even covered her as it was. Now I was surprised she hadn't asked me to come back later even knowing who I was now. But she hadn't, inviting me to sit down in her living room instead as she took a seat across from me, curling up in the chair, tucking her legs beneath her as she did, though careful about revealing too much of herself.
"Thank you," she said. "Yeah, though it wasn't a big surprise, not like the loss of your parents, I knew this was coming for quite some time now, so I had a little while to get used to the idea, unlike yourself. How are you holding up anyway?"
I was actually doing pretty well, and told her so. I still had a lot of decisions to make, like what I was going to do with the house, live in it myself, or sell it and find another less expensive place to live in. There was still a lot of paperwork to sift through as well, so it wasn't all going to happen overnight either. I had a lot of work ahead of me, but at least I wasn't in any real rush to get there. But I wasn't in any rush to leave anytime soon either. Sitting there, I had flash backs to the days where I used to stand there trying to peek down her blouse, only now, sitting across from her the way I was, I was peeking at something else entirely. A new scene suddenly coming to mind, one of Sharon Stone sitting in the police station for one.
"Listen, I know I caught you at a bad time," I told her intending to leave. "We can always catch up again later."
She smiled at that, once again swinging her legs out from beneath her back to the floor, giving me the brief paused peek between her legs that Sharon had so mischievously given Michael Douglas.
"I'd like that...a lot. Perhaps you might feel like coming over for dinner later or something so we can really catch up on one another's lives?" she asked.
"I'd like that, but you just got home yourself, the last thing you want to do is worry about fixing dinner. How about we go out?"
The moment I said that however, I realized I didn't have a car. It was the number one item on my "things to do list", which I hadn't really had the time to look into yet. With mom and dad's car being totaled in the accident, I was currently without any wheels.
I chuckled nervously, realizing my stupidity, adding. "Ok if we take your car though? I'm currently without any wheels."
Now it was her turn to laugh. "As long as you don't mind driving with the top down," she told me. Something's wrong with my being able to put it up again, and I haven't had the time nor the inclination to have it looked at yet."
It was a classy little car, an older model Camero, that wasn't perhaps in the best shape, but it still looked cool, and the only car she'd ever had as far as I knew. I even told her I'd look at it myself as soon as I had time, but in the meantime, driving with the top down was just fine with me.
"You like Italian?" she asked.
I did, it was one of my favorite foods.
"Good, there's a nice little Italian restaurant just up the canyon, been years since I was there last, always wanted to go there again. You mind if drive up there to eat?" She asked.
I knew where it was, though I'd honestly never eaten there myself. "It's a date, pick you up around eight? Eight thirty?" I asked. "Do we need to call and make reservations?"
"A date huh?" she smiled winking at me. "What will the neighbors think?
"Fuck the neighbors!" I said without even realizing I'd just used the "F" word. Blame that on my recent stint in the Army where for most of the guys I'd been in the service with, the word fuck was used about every third word.
She laughed upon hearing me say that, now standing, though trying very hard to keep the towel from tumbling away from herself. It had in fact parted behind her, one hand now holding it against her large breasts, the other somehow reaching around behind in an effort to keep it closed.
I guess my confused expression told her I'd missed whatever joke I'd just made.
Once upon a time, I think your parents along with a lot of other folks around here thought I was doing just that...fucking the neighbors!" She said, now alerting me to what I'd just said, still laughing about it, though I now joined her, somewhat sheepishly in doing so.
"Well, not me...I never did," I told her.
"No...you were always too busy peering down my blouse to think about things like that," she now added.
Once again, my expression said it all, my face suddenly growing beet red.
"You ah...you ah knew that huh?"
Once again she burst out laughing. "Oh yeah, I did, and maybe I shouldn't say this, but whenever you did, there was a fairly noticeable indication that you were that you quite often didn't do well at concealing, so then I knew for sure you had been."
"Sorry about that," I said apologizing for my teenage hormones.
"Oh don't be. To be honest, I found it very flattering, and had you been older, and had I not been so worried about NOT fucking the neighbors, I might have even considered it."
Once again we both laughed, reminding one another about the time for our "date", and then I turned finally prepared to leave. She didn't follow me back to the door, now standing at the foot of the stairs instead.
"See you in a few hours then," I stated reaching for the door, opening it and then turning. I watched as she just then removed her towel completely, throwing it over her shoulder as she slowly began ascending the stairs. She looked back sort of sideways towards me, smiling even broader now than she had.
"Make it nine," she told me. "I want to make myself look pretty...for our date."
After I had actually stepped outside closing the door, I'd come up with the line, "You couldn't look any prettier than you do now," But by then of course, it was too late, and I'd stepped outside, nearly tripping over my tongue as it was. I in fact missed the first step, nearly falling on my face. It would have been ironic for me to have broken my arm, or leg or something, and spend the night in a hospital, as opposed to sitting with Mabel inside some cozy, darkened little Italian restaurant. Still...I wish I'd said something as opposed to just stepping out and closing the door after she'd said that.
I then ran across the yard back to my own place, careful so as not to trip over anything and still break my leg after all that. Luckily, the gods and fate were with me, as I made it inside safely enough, but the "woody" I was now sporting, would have to be dealt with, long before dinner, or I'd be just like that teenage kid all over again, standing in her garden.
It was way early, barely past five o'clock as I stepped into the shower readying myself for our friendly, neighborly date. With plenty of time on my hands, amongst other things, I actually lay down in the tub, letting the warm shower caress me, much like her hands might as I allowed myself to slip off into fantasyland. The difference now being...I had something substantially more to feed those fantasies and thoughts than I'd ever had. I had actually...finally, for the first time ever, seen her boobs. And not only that, I'd seen a lot of other things too, and they all added up in my book, as someone totally different than the Maybelline I once knew as a kid.
Times had indeed changed. She probably still wore a lot more makeup that most other women her age did, but it looked good on her, at least in my own opinion. Her hair was still dark too, or reasonably so anyway, though she had changed her hairstyle, letting it fall free just past her shoulders. I had noticed a few wisps of grey peeking out here and there as she sat there talking to me in addition to that. I knew that was due to a lot of emotional stress in her life, especially lately. She certainly was by no means at an age where she should be turning prematurely grey already, but it had started. And she had changed her color of lipstick too, unless she wasn't even wearing any, which I supposed was a possibility. Her lips were more natural in color, still more thick than thin, but not nearly as much so as I remembered them being. I actually sat there in the tub, a vision of my lips kissing hers, though I quickly added the image of her hand wrapped around my cock as she did that, just to change the rating on my fantasy from PG to R at least.
It wasn't long after that, that I treated myself to a nice hard orgasm there in the shower.
I had no misconception about this dinner going anywhere either. The fact she had let me see her naked, was more of an old flirtatious tease than promise the way I saw it at the time, though I was certainly open to more than that if the situation should arise. But going in, I held those thoughts in check.
After getting out of the shower and dressing, I then called to make reservations, though told they weren't necessary, though taking them anyway. I then sat around for the next two hours just waiting for time to pass.
I knocked on her door precisely at nine o'clock. She met me coming out with her keys in hand, handing them to me. It was still muggy outside. She had worn a simple white peasant blouse just off the shoulder, along with a somewhat modest skirt, though it was red. Mom would have called them "slutty clothes", especially seeing them on Mabel, but I thought she looked magnificent, and told her so. Her long dark hair remained full, and free about her head and shoulders, an entirely new look from the one I remembered, and it looked damn good on her. She looked ten years younger at the least than she even was then.
The drive up to the restaurant took less than thirty minutes. We were soon ushered over to a small, but intimate little table next to the front window. It would have been the perfect setting for a romantic, intimate little dinner together. But that's not what we were there for, at least as it turned out. As we ate, Mabel somehow got the conversation always directed at me, with me basically telling her everything I had done since leaving high school and joining the service. Trying to get her to talk about herself was like pulling teeth. Mostly, it was more about me, the girls I had known or dated, though we even then didn't discuss anything too intimate or embarrassing. Not that I had a lot of experience, I didn't. I had in fact only lost my virginity a little over a year ago. And had only had intercourse perhaps a half a dozen times since then, and mostly with only the second girl I'd ever been with after that. It had been months now, since I had.
One thing I did enjoy, and once again went back to my time in her garden in doing, was taking the occasional peek at her breasts as we sat there talking, laughing, and reminiscing about past days together. Though wearing a bra, it was a lacy one, and as she moved, it periodically shifted, just enough to occasionally give me glimpses of what I now knew to be her very dark nipples peeking through. This was far more of course than I'd even seen as a kid. And though it certainly wasn't low cut, her well-rounded breasts were sculpted clearly, and held up firmly by that sexy lacy bra she was wearing.
It was the first strike of lightning, followed by a clap of thunder coming outside that alerted us we were about to get rained on. Which is when we of course both realized, we couldn't put the top up!
We dashed outside, the intent to try and outdrive the storm before it really hit. So far just a few raindrops seemed to be reaching us, nothing too significant. Unfortunately, all that was about to change.
We had made it about halfway down the canyon when the rain really started coming down. I knew then if we didn't find some sort of cover soon, we'd both be drenched. But it was basically too little too late even then when I found a small side road heading into the trees off the road. I took it, parking the car beneath a canopy of tall fir and pine trees. We were still getting a little wet even then, but not nearly as much as we would have should we have continued on.



The moment I parked the car, Mabel got out. Just as I was, my hair now basically plastered to my head, my shirt dripping wet...so was hers. Only with it being white, it had gone nearly transparent. I could now clearly, and easily see her breasts, her bra just as saturated as her blouse, her dark nipples clearly showing through, pressing against the material as it now clung to her like paint rather than material. It was hard not trying to look, but I did, more than once, and she of course noticed, laughing when she herself looked down and realized what it was I could see.
"Guess this wasn't the best thing to wear out in a downpour now was it?" She stated, though she made no attempt to cover herself either. If anything, she now lifted her head upwards towards the rain, stepping out into it more fully than we'd even been inside the car. "You know what I've always wanted to do but never have?" She asked.
"No...what?"
She looked over towards me, smiling, but not saying. And then she reached down pulling her blouse up and over her head. That was interesting enough, but even as she tossed that into the backseat of her car, she was already reaching around to undo her bra, tossing it in back as well a moment later.
The only thing I could think of to do, was to stand there and stare at her without saying a word. Once again she tossed her head back laughing, and then looking up towards the sky, letting the rain hit her face, and now her bare breasts as she lifted her arms upwards, embracing it.
She looked to me like a goddess, or a half naked genie at the very least about to grant someone his wish, only I didn't know that yet, or know that she was about to grant a wish I hadn't even made yet.
When she reached off to one side, and unzipped her zipper, now removing the red skirt she was wearing, I was starting to think along those lines.
"Have you ever run naked in the rain before?" she asked.
"Well once, but that was actually sprinklers, and I think I was like four or five at the time, out in the backyard at home," I told her, still mesmerized when I saw her likewise remove the thong she also had on. For some reason, that surprised me perhaps more than anything else. Not that she removed it, but that she was even wearing one. I don't know why...but I had pictured her in something else, certainly not "granny panties" as they called them, but certainly not a thong either. Point being...now she was naked, entirely, except for her red sandals, which is all she had on.
"Come on...run with me," she invited. In the next instant, I was tossing my clothes into the back of the car along with hers. I was a little embarrassed too. Funny how the mind works, especially the male prideful mind in these particular moments. I was naked, without an erection, and was embarrassed that I didn't. Wouldn't I have been more embarrassed had it been just the opposite? Maybe, maybe not...but at the moment I was, even dropping my hand down between my legs in some sort of effort to cover myself as she reached out her hand towards me, only then starting to run off in the direction of what appeared to be a small meadow.
I caught up to her easily, taking her hand as she led me on a carefree run through the rain. A rain I hardly even noticed, nor did I feel it as being cold either. Every fiber of my being happened to be on fire at the moment, and even the deluge we were now in, couldn't have put me out if it had gone on like that for days.
And still I ran, without getting an erection. It felt that good, that peaceful, that nice. It was the most exciting, erotic, sensual moment of my entire life, and we really hadn't done a thing!
Winded, laughing, still holding hands, Mabel came to me almost by accident. With the ground now beginning to become saturated, the few bare spots within the field were turning to mud. Quite naturally she slipped going down. Still holding her hand, my first instinct was to somehow catch her and keep her from doing so. I had no footing in order to accomplish that. The moment she went, she took me with her quick as that. Before either one of us knew what was happening, we were lying there together on the ground, in the mud and the rain, me having fallen almost directly on top of her.
It was like a scene in a movie. Seriously. I know I could probably google an infinite number of romantic love scenes where two lovers are kissing, or making love out in the rain. I don't care. Maybe it had been done a hundred different times in a hundred different ways, but never like this. Not in my mind anyway.
One moment we'd been running, laughing, holding hands. In the next, we were a muddy mess, lying on the ground, our lips crushed together kissing passionately. Limbs entwined, hands suddenly everywhere at once. It was as though the skies were waiting for this to happen, as suddenly the rain stopped, though we didn't.
And then she was spreading her legs, my cock at the entrance of that wet delicious pussy. I pressed, feeling her lips suddenly surround, engulfing me, but before I pushed inside her all the way, she cautioned me.
"You can't cum inside me," she said apologetically..."I'm not using anything."
I nodded my head in understanding, and then filled her. I felt my prick caress her cervix, tickling her there before sliding out, and then in again just as quickly. We began to move together, slowly fucking, nice deep penetrating thrusts as her legs came up to wrap around me, her hands digging into my back as she moaned audibly, loudly. We began to slowly pick up speed, though I now began to worry, feeling the pleasured release already tightening my balls.
"I can't...too soon..." I breathlessly spoke, trying to fight and control the urge.
"My mouth!" She said just as breathlessly, suddenly disengaging herself from me, rolling me over as she did, and then just as quickly sitting down on my face, her mouth all but swallowing my cock as I speared her with my tongue simultaneously.
I felt the first spurt of my release as it began filling her mouth. As it did, she began climaxing too, surprising me when she did as I'd not expected or anticipated that she too was as close as she was. As she came, I tasted the sweetness of her own honeyed nectar that oozed from her split like whipping cream. She didn't exactly squirt ejaculate like some women could and did, but her climax was definitely different than any woman I had known or been with. I wanted to wash my face in her spending, smear it all over, which I basically did. Mabel continued to suck me dry, even long after we were both spent, we lay there on the wet ground, only then beginning to feel the dampness.
"Well, what a mess we are!" She laughed looking down at herself. We were covered in mud, almost from head to foot, and began brushing one another off with clumps of wet grass, until we had gotten most of it. Making our way back to her car, we put on as little as we could get away with for the drive back. Mabel put her blouse back on, along with her tiny little thong, and nothing else. I did likewise, putting on my shirt and my shorts, and then we finally got back on the road heading home.
**
I'd like to say we got home, ended up showering together, and then made mad passionate love the rest of the night. Unfortunately, that didn't happen. I was surprised that shortly after we had reentered the road, how quickly Mabel's mood seemed to change. Even sitting there half naked, which had already begun to arouse me all over again, she seemed subdued, withdrawn.
Confused, worried and concerned she was having seconds thoughts about what had just happened between us, I finally asked her about the sudden change, and if she was in fact upset that it had happened, and that we'd ended up fucking the way that we did.
"It's not that Steven, I enjoyed it very much...you know that I did. I needed it in fact, perhaps more than you realize. But it's me...there are things about me you don't know, perhaps wouldn't understand. And the fact we enjoyed what we did, is what now worries and concerns me. If I were to tell you things...I fear you would find them disgusting, and no longer wish to have anything to do with me."
I tried very hard to get her to open up to me after that, but she simply refused, finally telling me that now was not the time or the place to get into it, if in fact...we ever did. She told me she needed time to think about it more, and then if she found courage enough to tell me, she would. But she also said, that until then, it wasn't fair for us to continue doing what we'd just started either. With tears in her eyes, she bolted from the car the moment we pulled into her driveway, and entered the house closing the door behind her without saying another word.
As I stood in the shower finally washing away the rest of the caked on mud that still clung to me, I tried desperately to imagine what horrible acts, or deviant desires she might have. Those thoughts eluded me, try as I might. I considered almost everything, many of which even I found despicable, deplorable, but in doing so...still could not see her doing those types of things either. I was at a loss for words, or further ideas. I could only hope that she would eventually come around and decide to take me into her confidence, share with me the secrets that she obviously found too wickedly horrible to share with me then.
**
I didn't see her at all the following day. She seemed to have gone into seclusion, though to be honest, I didn't go over and knock either hoping to see her. What I had hoped, and waited for, was that she might come out on some errand, or that she'd go outside in the back of her yard and lay out or something. But I never saw so much as a curtain move inside the house. I also knew she had my number, as I had hers, and thought several times about calling her. I then made up my mind to give her that entire day at least, just in case she was using it to consider speaking to me about whatever horrible thoughts she might actually entertain. I would give her that, but I would at what I considered a reasonable hour first thing in the morning, go over to her place and finally knock on her door.
As it turned out, she came to my door instead.
She was properly dressed for the day, looking as though she was going out on some errand. It was seven fifteen in the morning, and I had barely rolled out of bed myself, just putting on the coffee when I heard her knock at my back door. Surprised, though delighted to see her, I invited her in, the coffee now made as I poured us each a cup, sitting down at the table. Few words even then passing between us. I waited patiently, my gut telling me that she had finally made her decision to talk to me about whatever it was.
"Your parents were right about me," she began, which even then didn't fully register. "Not about me sleeping with the neighbors, or anyone around here. And technically, I never fucked anyone but my husband," she then added.
"What do you mean technically?" I asked curious, but my gut told me that there was a lot more to this, and perhaps that some of it, I just might actually find repulsive or disgusting, and the thought of that made me ill. I had just had one of the best experiences of my entire life with her, and I felt that was about to be taken from me.
"Did you ever think it odd I was married to a man who was so much older than myself?" She now asked.
"No...not really, why?"
She paused, reconsidering her approach having seen my reaction, which was still more confused than anything as I tried to calmly sit there and wait for her to explain where she was going with this.
"Jack was the only man I ever had intercourse with, but he wasn't the only man I had pleasures with."
"Ok," I said trying to absorb this, but even that hadn't shocked or surprised me, though I continued to wait for the other shoe to drop, which it soon did.
"I married Jack when I was just eighteen, I was fascinated with him, his virility, the way he made me feel like a woman, innocent as I was. At first, it was just us...Jack pleasured me in ways I never even knew existed, and because of that, I trusted him implicitly. Once I did...and once he knew that, he began introducing other men into our sex-life, men at first I was hesitant to include, but he convinced me how much he enjoyed it, enjoyed seeing me pleasured, how much it pleasured him to see me pleasuring other men. But always...always...with the promise no other man except for himself would ever be allowed to fuck me."
I now had a pretty good inkling where she was headed with this, visions of her involved in some sort of an orgy, with several other men present perhaps now filled my mind. Even then, I wasn't as appalled by having heard this as I might have been.
"It's not your fault, he forced you into doing that!" I told her, thinking she would hear in my words that I didn't hold her accountable, nor would I look at her any differently because of it.
"He didn't force me. I did so willingly. At first of course, it was because I thought it pleased him, which it did. But then...after a while, I did it because I wanted to, because I wanted to feel the thrill of doing what I did with other men, friends, even coworkers, and then after a while...men we'd simply pick up in a bar, where we'd then get a room, invite them up..."
"Them?"
Now I could see the fearful look in her eye as she looked at me, my reaction, wondering if she should even continue, or call it quits there.
"Go on," I urged her, smiling, trying to let her see somehow that though surprised yes, I wasn't even now trying to judge her.
"Yes...them," she began again. "We'd find four, five maybe even six guys in an evening. We'd tell them all to come to our room at a certain time, none of them would usually know about the others, until of course after they began showing up. It was rare that any of them would ever leave once they had, only a very few ever did. But we generally were pretty good about our selections, finding men who we felt would enjoy the limitations we placed on them if they were to stay."
"So what happened, I mean...not so much about what actually happened, but obviously something changed between the two of you. What I seem to remember, or recall, is that you and Jack never were very close as a couple as I remember it, growing up next door."
"No...by then we weren't, not really. Like I said, in the beginning, it was all Jack's idea, and I went along with it...because of him, for him. But then...after a while...I went because I wanted to, I began enjoying it...no longer doing it for him, but doing it for me!"
"And that's when he wanted to stop."
She nodded her head at my guess. "Yes, he decided he'd had enough...seen enough, but I told him I hadn't. I told him he'd be the only man I'd ever fuck, ever have sex with in that way. But I also told him, if he made me stop, I'd never fuck him again, and that I'd then start fucking everyone else except for him. I even told him he could divorce me if he wanted, let me go...but that I wasn't going to stop doing what I was doing, what I now so very much enjoyed. So you see Steven, he loved me, he never divorced me, though I gave him plenty of reason to do so. And I never betrayed that one promise, that one act, not with any man. Until I met you."
I sat back in my chair, still trying to digest all of this. "Well, that really doesn't count now does it? I mean, I am sorry your husband died, I really am. But it wasn't your intent to keep that vow to him now was it? Even after his death?"
"That vow? No. Not that one, otherwise you and I wouldn't have...no matter what. But you see Steven, what I'm trying to tell you is this. I have no intention of not doing what I've always enjoyed doing...with other men. That's why you needed to know, before we went any further than we already have. I won't lie to you about who I am, what I like, and what I enjoy doing. So if that sickens you, disgusts you...which it probably does, better you know it now before I make things any worse than they probably are now."
Admittedly, now having heard this, heard it in her own words, I couldn't help but wonder if she was right. I couldn't even imagine it really, though I sat there actually trying to. She stood, preparing to leave.
"Maybe I should go. I've already said more than I probably should have, but now you need some time alone to think about what I've just told you. I don't blame you in the least if you now look at me differently than you have, than you once did, even as a boy. You now know my secret, my past...but you also know now who it is that I really am."
"No, please...don't go, sit down. I want to hear all of it. Yes, I'll admit, I am a bit shocked, surprised. But just like you said, and asked me, I'm now asking you. Tell me all of it so that I can think about it and decide for myself. But I want to know the whole story, what it is you do, and why...why you enjoy it, before I make up my own mind about any of this."
To my surprise, Mabel sat down. "Well, ok...but once I begin, you'll hear it all, every nasty little tid-bit. But...know this much too, even with all those men, I always practiced safe-sex. And of course, Jack was always there to see to it that they all understood what was expected, and what wasn't. We never had any problems with anyone attempting to force me to do anything they already knew I wouldn't do. And as long as they were good with that, so was I. I never gave anyone a blowjob without them wearing a condom, not once. Not all of them liked that, but if they wanted that and not just a hand-job, then they had to abide by that agreement as well. But the thing was...whether I sucked them, or just jerked them off...for me, it was the sensation, the feeling of a man's cum spurting against me. They could cum on me wherever they wanted to, but just on me...never in me. Never in my pussy, or in my ass, or in my mouth. But, wherever else they wanted to they could. And I loved it. I loved feeling it, seeing it, watching all those different sized and shape of cocks squirting. Some more than others, but again, that too was part of the fascination for me. I love seeing a man spurt, always have. And the more cocks I see doing it, the better. That's where I derive my enjoyment Steven, that's what gets me off. I just love watching a man's hard stiff cock squirting. I love jacking a man off, just to see that, and have very often approached men with no other purpose in mind than that. I've walked up to total strangers, men I've learned to judge carefully, cautiously. Ninety-nine percent of the time, they let me. Whether it's a quick jerk off in the bushes at the park, on the bus, in the back of a storage room at a store, or even a dressing room. That's what I do, what I enjoy doing and seeing. Maybe none of that makes any sense to you, it probably doesn't. But that's who I am, what I like, and what I have every intention of continuing to do."
She was right about one thing, she'd given me a great deal to think about. And I was admittedly torn, my emotions at the moment jumbled and confused, I didn't know what to think, still trying to imagine it all. But the other thing that surprised even me...was the fact that I was very aroused having heard all this.
Once again Mabel stood, as did I. By the look on her face she had said everything there was to say, preparing to leave. When I stood however, there was no denying the obvious. My robe was tented out, my hard stiff cock pressing against the fold, obscenely so. She looked down, her face clearly surprised upon seeing that, now looking up towards me, confusion clearly evident.
"You're...you're hard?"
I looked down at myself, smiling. "Yeah, I guess I am." I then looked back up at her, more of a serious expression on my face. "Not going to lie to you either. You have given me a lot to think about, and I will...I promise you that. But until I do that, until I decide if what you told me bothers me or not, at the moment...I'm not going to decide one way or the other. Right now, all I want to do...is cum for you, if...you'd like me to do that."



"Really? You would?"
Just seeing the excitement in her eyes confirmed everything. I knew then I would either have to accept her for the person she really was, or chalk up the whole thing to experience and go on. But at the moment, that decision would have to wait. I hated to admit it, but I was definitely aroused, and in much need of release.
"Yes, I would. The only question I have at the moment, is do you want me to do it? Or do you? And that doesn't mean I'm come to any decisions either, all it does mean is that I will think about it. But until then...well hell, I'll just say it. I'm fucking horny!"
"Me too!" Mabel giggled, and then began removing her clothes.
**
Within moments, we were both naked, standing there in my kitchen facing one another. I saw how aroused she'd become by the way she stood there just shaking as she reached out, her hand grasping my hard stiff cock. Similarly, I reached down, my own hand cupping her mound, my finger toying with her slit. She was soaked, more so than she'd been with me there in the rain. She was literally dripping wet, almost as though she had already climaxed, and I have wondered for a moment, if she hadn't.
"It won't take long...not this time."
"Good. I don't want long...this time," she told me, though there was hope in her eyes that it wouldn't be the last time either.
That I couldn't give her yet. But I could give her now, and did.
"I'm going to cum," I announced almost as quickly, already the surge of my unexpected, unanticipated release was beginning to work its way up my shaft. Mabel knelt down before me, holding my cock against the side of her face. I spurted. I watched the first streamer of my spunk land against her cheek and then tangle in her hair. She switched sides at once, resting my prick against her other cheek as I spurted again, mimicking almost identically to that side of her face what I'd done to the first. She then pulled my prick down to her neck, squirting her there, to her breasts, each one taking the next liberal dose of my cream as she continued to pump it out of my prick, laughing deliriously now as I did so.
Finally spent, I pulled her back up to me, kissing her. Our tongues fought wildly for a moment. And then she placed her hand on my somewhat flaccid prick again.
"How long?" She asked.
"Long enough to finger you, so I can watch you cum," I told her. "And then you can do it again, wherever, and however you'd like."
"Where's your bedroom?" She asked. "I've never been in it you know..."
"I know," I told her. And then I took her there.
**
Unlike the day, and night before, we spent the entire rest of the day and that evening together. She was almost insatiable, which perhaps should have been another reminder to me, she was untamable as well, had that been my intent. I was amazed at her voracity to make me cum, as often as she could. She purely and simply enjoyed watching it, watching me spurt, until I had nothing left to give her.
By the time we were finished, she was covered in spunk, literally from head to toe. The last had been no more than a few squeezed out droplets. But even this, she'd insisted on my rubbing them between her toes as I came. Milking out the last of what remained, which wasn't much, though we had by now each of us lost track of the number of orgasms we had given one another. I had made her cum twice just from eating her, and then just before pulling out to have her milk me against her toes, from fucking her. Only the second time now that we had.
I was drained, exhausted, and now of a more reasonable mind. As though sensing this, sensing that even if this had been our one and only time together, it had all been worth it. Even if after this we never came together again.
She didn't even bother dressing. Just slipping out the back door, crossing the yard naked towards her own. My cream running off her in little rivulets as she did so.
It was the most erotic sight I had ever seen as she disappeared back inside her house.
**
I slept soundly until early the next morning, waking still undecided about it all. Yet aroused once again. My cock hard, stiff and straight even before I could remove the sleep from my eyes as I opened them, my hand already grasping my prick in remembrance of the day before. I rolled over looking at the clock, it was a quarter to eight. Even before I climbed out of bed so I could try and pee, I picked up the phone dialing her number. She answered without saying hello.
"You're up?" She asked
"You might could say that," I chuckled. "In a moment, I'm going to go into the bathroom and try to pee. After that, I'm going to start jerking myself off."
All I heard was the dial tone as I made my way into the bathroom. Peeing would have to wait.
**
I was actually standing there looking down into the water, masturbating myself when she came up from behind me, again naked.
"Here, let me do that."
I closed my eyes groaning at the sudden pleasurable touch of her hand on my cock. "You want to go back to the bedroom?"
"No. I want to watch you spurt into the water. I want to see how much cum you produce first thing in the morning, especially after yesterday. I want to see it float on the surface, and then watch it spiral down after we flush it away," she said lustfully.
Admittedly, that was a bit kinky, but it had likewise aroused me, weirdly so perhaps. But I stood there, now staring down at the water, watching her hand as she stood behind me, slowly working, pumping my prick expectantly.
"Always tell me," she then said. "Even when I know you are...tell me anyway, I like hearing it."
It didn't take very long after that. It felt too fucking good.
"I'm going to squirt, I'm going to spurt...I'm going to shoot my fucking load!" I told her. I didn't know what to say, what she'd prefer hearing, so I said it all. But she seemed to love hearing it, every bit of it, coaxing me to continue.
"Yes! Yes! Squirt for me Steven, shoot your creamy spunk! Let me see it hit the water! Tell me! Tell me! Tell...me!"
"I'm fucking cumming!" I screamed out, looking down just as she was, watching rope after rope of my sperm splashing into the toilet, her hand wild now upon me, pumping my prick furiously in an attempt to drain me of every last possible drop.
She licked her fingers clean stepping off to the side around me. I stepped back as she sat down on the toilet taking my place. I answered the unasked question.
"You're going to need to give me a while, especially after last night, and now this morning."
"We're in no hurry here," she told me. "So enjoy yourself...just as I did." And with that, I stood there watching her fingering herself, already I could see the beginnings of her own white creamy substance beginning to appear in the folds of her pussy lips.
It wouldn't take nearly as long as I'd first thought.
**
I stood there watching her finger herself. Watched as her own creamy substance poured from her pussy, oozing out of her cunt, dripping into the bowl. I could hear the decadent sounds she made as she teased herself, purposely fucking her cunt in such a way that I could hear the sound of her juices as she pleasured herself.
I was hard again.
I reached down easily lifting her off the seat, as I did, she slid easily down onto my shaft, locking her legs around my waist.
"Don't..."
"I know...I won't," I assured her, and then thrust into her deeply, pinning her back against the wall as I began fucking her wildly and as fast as I possibly could. She cried out then in pure orgasmic bliss seconds later, pounding into her again and again, until she came again, crying out, clenching herself to me.
"I'm gonna..."
"CUM!" She screamed out, and then held me so tightly to her that I had no other choice. And I began filling her pussy with my sperm.
**
We went downstairs for coffee after that, once again sitting at the kitchen table. For a moment neither one of us spoke, still lost in thought.
"So? Where are we...anywhere?" She asked.
"Everywhere, and nowhere," I told her honestly, as I still hadn't really come to any decisions yet. "But I have decided one thing," I began as she looked on worriedly. "Before I finally do decide how I feel about all this...about everything, I now know, I need to see it for myself. I need to see you with other men, I need to know how I'd feel about that, good or bad. So until I do that, I don't think I can honestly tell you one way or the other."
She thought about that only for a moment before replying. "Yes, perhaps you should. Maybe that is the only way you'll truly know for sure one way or the other. When?"
"As soon as we can, I think," I told her, now not at all sure I had the courage enough to actually go through with it, but I could now see she was committed to it herself.
"Tonight then. I know where and what to do. Just be ready. She now stood her mind made up, though now so was mine. "I'll call you in a couple of hours with all the details, just leave everything up to me." And with that, she was out the door again. I sighed heavily, knowing that after tonight...one way or the other, I would know if we had any sort of a future together. Whatever was going to happen, was going to happen. There was no stopping it now. There was no point in it anyway, I needed to know. Had to know. And before the evening was over with, I would know.
**
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As I nervously sat there waiting for Mabel to call me back with the details of the evening, I found it somewhat ironic. I was now pretty close to the age she had been when I'd first met her so many years ago. And she...was now the age that her husband Jack had been back then as well. At the time I had seen "Old man Jack" as just that, but I couldn't in any way shape or form see Mabel, as being an older Maybelline as I remembered her back then, or now. She had certainly changed yes, but if anything, even more attractive than I remembered her. Which in a way, made everything I had recently learned about her, that much harder for me to digest and accept. If in fact, I ever could.
Sitting there at my kitchen table waiting for the phone to ring, I ran so many scenarios through my mind, I was beginning to get a headache because of it. I still wasn't a hundred percent sure I could actually go through with this either. I didn't know how I'd feel seeing her with someone else, even though I knew he...they, would be total and complete strangers to her. Something in and of itself that puzzled me.
And yet, I did so, sitting there with a full blown erection.
**
I was so absorbed in my own thoughts that I actually jumped when the phone rang.
"Hello?"
"You sure about this? You sure you really want to go through with this?" She asked by way of her answering my pickup.
I hesitated only briefly, it was now or never. "Yeah, I am," I said steeling myself for what was to come.
"Ok, come over then. I'll fill you in on our way into town." Once again I heard nothing but the dial tone, grabbing my sports coat, throwing it on as I walked out the front door. She was already sitting inside her car as I came out. This time, she'd be driving.
She looked hot as hell, not surprisingly. She had worn a simple, but very sexy dark blue dress, the top of which was a wrap around. I realized as she shifted about in her seat, that it would periodically gap on one side, just enough to balloon open a little, revealing the fact you could see her breasts if she stayed in a certain position. And it was then that I knew she had purposely gone without a bra, wondering if she wore anything at all beneath it.
"I've booked us a nice room at the Marriott," she began. "And I've already been there and checked us all in," she added. "It's centrally located too, amidst several popular clubs and bars nearby. It's important that I did, as that way the men who do come up, know this is for real, and that they're not going to be robbed or anything. Plus...it also makes them more comfortable, and more likely to adhere to my conditions simple as they are. Most of the time in fact, they're actually relieved, and find it a lot easier to get over any guilt they may have regarding wives or sweethearts if it's mostly about just getting jerked off and squirting on me, as opposed to anything else."
I guess what she said made sense, but no matter how you looked at it, just doing this, doing what we were about to actually do came with an element of risk. Jack had been a strong tough looking guy, so I figured that his being there with her in the past had served notice to anyone who might think otherwise about going along with Mabel's limitations. I certainly wasn't any slouch myself now, I had put on some weight, and was fairly strong in my own right just coming out of the service. And I certainly knew how to defend myself. The problem was, I still looked twenty-two, not forty. And I wasn't sure if my presence would be enough of a deterrent if someone decided they wanted a lot more than just a simple hand-job. I was glad to hear that as a way of easing me into this situation, Mabel had decided it was to be masturbation only, all the way around. She wasn't even going to give any blowjobs, even with using condoms, not tonight anyway. And that did make things a bit easier for me to accept going in.
Minutes later we were parking her car in the Hotel garage. I thought initially we'd then go up to the room, but I soon found myself standing outside on the sidewalk with her instead.
"The room's already," she told me. "After we've cruised a few places and left a few cards, we'll come back, and then I'll change in preparation for this evening."
"Cards?"
I noticed then as she showed me a few blank cards that looked much like business cards, though each one was hand written. She had already noted the Hotel and room we were staying in, along with some brief basic expectations. That and nothing else.
"Come on, I'll show you how this works," she told me, and then led me into the first of several bars and clubs we'd be visiting, as the night progressed. All within easy walking distance back to the hotel.
Even before we'd sat down at the bar to order our drinks, Mabel was already scanning the area for potential partners.
"The first thing I do is, is to pick out what I believe will be willing participants," she told me. "And I've gotten pretty good at judging people, figuring out which men are more likely to go along with this, and not cause us any problems. After that, I simply walk up and hand them one of these cards. After they've had a chance to read it, they usually come back to wherever it is that I am, which hopefully by then is a table. A brief chat to discuss it, and then we take it from there. Usually it's a time where I reassure them it's for real, and that no money whatsoever is involved here. The last thing I want any of them to think, is that I'm a call girl or something."
Having gotten our drinks, we soon managed to snare an available booth sitting down in it, as Mabel went back to scanning the area. Finally she noticed a group of men sitting together, looking as though they'd just got there after work for a drink.
"No women, that's good. Usually a sure sign that one of them at least might actually be interested, though sometimes, if you're really lucky, you can get all of them at once up to the room. That saves a lot of time barhopping, and "buddies" tend to be a lot safer if they come together too. Plus it usually makes for less time getting through the awkward stage of guy strangers being around other guy strangers."
Once again what she said made sense, but it was still nerve-wracking for me to be sitting there as she picked out possible candidates for the evening.
"You ready?" She asked again. "Still want to do this? Because it's not too late if you'd like to change your mind," she told me.
"No...I'm ready," I told her nervously. "Let's do this."
She then gave my leg an affectionate squeeze. "Ok, stay here, I'll be back in a minute or two, and we'll see if we get any bites."
I sat there watching her as she boldly walked over towards their table, though I couldn't hear anything, I know she had introduced herself, using the name May. She had told me earlier that, that was the name she'd be using tonight. One in which she actually preferred being called now as opposed to Mabel, but that she also only used it on nights out like this. A name that would be easier for me to remember in calling her for one. Though I now sat wondering what name that I should perhaps use for myself as I looked up just in time to see her returning.
"Now what?" I said as she slid back in next to me, letting the group see where she was, and more importantly, who she was with, in the event they had any concerns about this not being real, or some kind of a come on.
"Now we wait...see if the fish are biting," she said once again smiling in their direction.
It was interesting to see the four of them actually looking down at their cards, reading them again, laughing, then talking amongst themselves. Once again looks in our direction, more laughing, more talking...and then to my surprise, one of them actually stood up and wandered over towards us.
"May was it?" He asked upon reaching our table, then adding. "May I sit down?" He asked making a joke out of the question in reusing her name again.
"Please," Mabel said, only then introducing me. "This is a friend of mine," she told him, you don't need to know his name, and you certainly don't need to tell me yours either. Even if you did, it probably wouldn't be the real one anyway," she told him seeing the amused smile on his face after she said that.
"So is this for real?" He asked once again looking down at the card. "You're not some kind of a...hooker? Or a cop?"
"I'm not a prostitute no. No money's involved here, and because there isn't, then it wouldn't make any sense for me to be a cop now either would it?"
"No...I guess not," he said still curious, but purposely cautious too. "So what is it you're looking to do then?" He asked again. "It says here on the card that if I'm interested in receiving nothing more than a nice hand job, and getting to touch you a little too in doing that, that we're to come to the hotel room on the card around eight? Is that correct?"
"That's it, plain and simple!" She told him, nothing more...nothing less. "You can come as many times as you can manage it, on my body wherever you'd like to. Just not in it, which means nothing in my mouth, my pussy, or my ass. Just some good clean, safe-sex fun...that's it. Nothing else. So...if you and your friend's are interested, let me know before we finish our drinks here so we know what to expect."
He still looked a little skeptical, but then told her he'd go back and discuss it further with his buddies. They'd give us an answer before we had a chance to finish our drinks. I'd barely even touched mine, only then sipping it as we watched him head back to the table.
"What do you think?" I asked.
She sat for a moment watching the three of them discussing it again. And then smiled.
"I think we got three out of the four," she told me.
"What makes you say that?" I asked.
"Because one of them is turning his ring around and around on his finger. He's definitely married, and though he considered it, he's not about to doing anything. So for sure he's out. Too bad too, he's fairly cute. But the other three, they're far more likely to do it, especially the one who came over here. He wasn't wearing any rings for one, and secondly, he's the one doing most of the talking at the moment. He's trying to convince at least one of them to come with him, not wanting to be the only one to come up to the room alone. Because of that, I'm willing to bet, unless one of the others is married too, that we'll get all three. Safety in numbers and all that."
Only moments later the same guy who came over the first time wandered back, and he was smiling.
"Ok, there will be three of us," he began, but we were sort of wondering, it's six-thirty now, can we do it at seven instead of eight? Two of the other guys have ah...other commitments."
"Girlfriends you mean," Mabel laughed. "Yeah, sure...make it seven then. You have the name of the Hotel, just around the corner from here, along with the room number. Don't be early, but don't be late either. Knock three times, my boyfriend will let you in."
"Boyfriend?" I questioned as we watched the guy head back to his table.
"What would you prefer? Bodyguard? Now...finish your drink, we're leaving." She had already finished hers, so I downed mine in an instant, and then stood as she did. "Now we can go back and get prepared," she told me.
I didn't look back as we left the club, but I felt four pairs of eyes watching us go when we did.
"Think they'll actually show up?" I honestly wondered.
"I think two of them for sure, hopefully all three. I usually don't like to party unless there's at least three guys there minimum, including yourself."
I hadn't really considered that until now. "Wouldn't it be better if I just sort of stayed dressed and kept an eye on things? On the situation?" I asked her.
"At first yes, at least until we see how things go, after that...do whatever you're most comfortable with. If you feel like joining in, then do so. If you don't, well...then that's up to you."
She stopped just outside of the door to the hotel before we entered, once again turning towards me. "Steven, it's important that you understand something. Once things start, once they've actually come into the room, I'm not going to hold anything back. You're going to see me as I actually am, with other men present. I will enjoy myself when I do, one hundred percent. So if seeing that, watching that, bothers you at all. Then I suggest you go out and wait in the sitting room outside of the bedroom area until we're finished. Usually, no more than an hour or so tops most of the time, though on occasion, the evenings can go on a bit longer. I don't expect that with these three, especially as two of them at least have girlfriends who'll be waiting for them. So...it won't be a long night. But, if you do find you can't handle it, watching it, I'm going to need you to leave. Understood?"
I nodded my head in agreement with that. Then Mabel kissed me on the cheek, taking my hand in hers, and together we walked into the Hotel and on up to our room.
**
Once we'd gotten up to the room, "May" excused herself, heading off into the bathroom to freshen up and ready herself, asking me to pour us both a couple of drinks. Not really much of a drinker myself, I did manage to pour myself a double scotch along with one for her as I sat down staring at my watch. It was now a quarter to seven, and if May was right, we'd soon have company knocking at the door.
She came out a moment after that, now wearing what appeared to be a wisp of lace material that was more see-thru than not. Even I had to admit she looked hot as hell standing there in front of me the way that she was. Her dark nipples proudly, and clearly evident peeking through, another thin sheer piece of material just barely covering her pussy, which I now noticed she had shaved completely, another totally unexpected surprise.
"You like?" She asked turning around, only then accepting her drink from me.
Admittedly I liked very much and told her so, and there was no doubt in my mind, that the other three guys would very much like seeing her in that too. I had no doubt the party would get started only minutes after their arrival, and I once again found myself trying to prepare for that. Whether I actually stayed in the room with them was something I would soon learn. What I doubted seriously, was that I would actually participate myself.
I'd certainly been around other naked guys before. First off of course in high school in the locker room, which never was a big deal. And even more so when I was in the army during boot camp, where there was even less privacy there than there had been in school. I had stood naked with more guys than I was willing to admit to in the common showers, but where this was different, was that none of those guys ever had an erection in front of one another, at least not any I'd seen anyway.
This, would be totally different. They all would at one time or another at least, if not all at once. And that, I really wasn't honestly too sure about.
**
It was precisely seven o'clock straight up when Mabel and I heard three succinct knocks on our hotel room door.
She smiled, albeit a bit nervously, not for herself...but for me. "Right on time," she stated simply as I hurriedly made my way over to the door, first using the eye-peep to ensure it was them, which it was. All three of them.
Though smiling as they entered, they appeared nervous as well, wondering perhaps if indeed this wasn't some sort of a sham or something, but upon seeing May standing in the middle of the room dressed as she was, now knew otherwise.
It was then that they more formally introduced themselves, eyeing me curiously in the process as they did. I actually found that rather amusing. They were all obviously executive types dressed in nicely pressed shirts and ties, business suits and the like. And all three were closer to Mabel's age than mine. Had they wanted to, I am quite sure the three of them could have taken me, though I know I'd have put up one hell of a fight had they tried. But what was interesting, was the looks of curious respect I was given, as though I perhaps had the combative expertise that could have easily dealt with the three of them together. Obviously as young as I really was, they didn't look at me as being anything more than May's bodyguard perhaps, and as such, someone to be wary of.
But May quickly put them all at ease, not only because of the way she was dressed, but because of her easygoing attitude and obvious excitement. And she truly was excited. Her nipples were rock hard, pressing against the sheer material of her see-through gown.
Having fixed them drinks, she then proceeded to go to each one, loosening their ties, and even making that erotic somehow all by itself. George as he'd called himself anyway, had been the boldest of the lot, the one who had come to our table in the bar. He was tall, a couple of inches at least taller than I, short dark hair, blue eyes and appeared to at least work out on occasion. Mike has he'd called himself was bald, looking a bit like a young Captain Piccard on the Enterprise, even his features looked similar. And then Jason, the youngest of the three perhaps, still not yet thirty, was blonde, as muscular and as well built as I was, which I realized when I eventually saw him nude.
After they had all sat down to enjoy their drinks, May then proceeded to explain to them her "conditions", serious about it, and letting them know as she did so, that nothing else would be tolerated, and the moment any of them did, or tried anything else outside of that, they'd all be asked to leave, and the party would be over.
Once again, it was interesting to note just how fine they all seemed to be with that, accepting what she'd told them without any question, and without any hope, or even want...for taking it further than that.
"So...what's next then?" George asked, obviously excited, and a bit more willing than his friends to get naked and get the party rolling.
Seizing the moment, and the opportunity to do just that, May walked over undoing the belt on his slacks, lowering his zipper, and then slipping her hand inside, withdrawing his rapidly hardening cock a moment later. Having done that, she then walked over and proceeded to do the exact same thing to the other two. George meanwhile finished undressing himself fully while she did, soon naked and obviously aroused as his somewhat shier friends finally did so as well. May was quick to ensure their pricks were given attention however, walking back and forth amongst all three, offering them her breasts to be played and toyed with, ensuring their erections didn't dwindle as they got used to seeing one another in an aroused state.
I remained fully clothed of course, taking it all in. Surprised that I could actually find this somewhat arousing, up until now anyway, and knowing that I too was beginning to get hard. My advantage perhaps was in the knowing. I didn't have to reveal myself, and most likely wouldn't either, so I could afford to stand there and allow it to happen.
With all three of them now entirely naked, May had them stand in front of her side-by-side. She enjoyed holding onto two of them, working them simultaneously with her hands, then trading off for a different pair, doing so again for several more moments. She even placed two of their cocks side by side, stroking them together, which surprised me that they allowed her to do that. But perhaps it was because she really only did have two hands, and that there were three of them, that they went along with it. I really didn't know. It was still interesting to watch.
May then reminded them all, they could come on her as often as they liked, wherever they liked, but of course never in her. And, she also told them, she wanted to know it when they were about to, as she enjoyed knowing that, especially as she could then be ready to actually see it when they did. Her excitement and enthusiasm was obvious, and I knew then, she was indeed not holding back. But by now...neither where any of them.



It was then that she led two of them by their pricks into the bedroom, George following closely behind. As they did, I stood there hesitating, wondering if I should remain outside, but then convinced myself, that unless I did go in, at least for a few minutes anyway, I might not fully understand all this. And thus...not have all I needed for whatever final decision it was, I would make.
Having entered the bedroom, May proceeded to remove the black bit of nothingness she had on, doing a bit of a tease with that even as she did, until all she was wearing was the equally see-thru bit of triangular cloth between her legs. This she did leave on for a moment longer, crawling up into the middle of the bed. All three men standing around it looking down at her, not entirely sure what to do next beyond standing there fisting themselves, which May obviously enjoyed watching them do.
Admittedly it was erotic, watching May lie there, slipping her hand down inside the waistband of her delicate panties, fingering herself uninhibitedly as she did. George tentatively reached out, now fondling one her of breasts, as with her free hand, she reached up, once again clasping the man's rigid cock.
Now, it's not like I have an eye for these things, this was pretty much my first ever experience seeing so many cocks...at least hard ones anyway, all at once. Captain Piccard as I came to think of him, had a cock similar in size and shape to my own, Jason's was perhaps the smallest, though only slightly, though far slimmer in shape, which perhaps made it look and appear a bit smaller than it really was. George on the other hand, well...seeing how big he truly was, gave me some insight into his self-confidence and boldness. He was indeed big, and very thick around too. I found myself actually wondering if May could have even handled something that size inside her, once again pleased to realize, she wouldn't even be attempting to. Though she herself found it rather amusing that she couldn't fit her entire hand around his manhood no matter how hard she tried. And she sure tried.
"Show me how you enjoy jerking a cock off this big yourself!" She told him. "I want to see how you enjoy doing it."
He seemed a little hesitant at first, somewhat embarrassed even in front of his friends, but she reached down inside her panties, and produced what I now knew to be a droplet of her own secret sauce, smearing that about the head of his prick with her finger.
"Use that," she told him suggestively, which he began doing. He did indeed appear to use both hands at once as he stood there stroking his shaft. I'd done that myself, but usually hand over hand, one after the other. I didn't quite have room enough for both the way George did.
Soon Mike and Jason came over to get a dollop of pussy cream treatment from May as well. She smeared more of her essence on them, and then some more on George's cock, watching them lather themselves up with it quite wickedly. By now, I was more than half tempted to feel that for myself, but remained rigidly still, and yet rigidly hard too...by the door.
Now growing a bit bolder, Mike slipped his finger under that dainty little triangle of cloth. Spreading her legs more easily for him, May was soon treated to a double fingering of her wet juicy cunt as Mike probed at her from one side, with Jason now probing at her from the other, each one of them now fingering her inside. She groaned audibly, still stroking George's cock, just long enough as it was that she bent it towards herself, rubbing it back and forth across her nipples.
I could feel my own cock pressing against my pants, emotions a whirl of confusion, as I did in fact find myself more than aroused, a bit jealous as well, an emotion I hadn't had to deal with too often, but the arousal at the moment far surpassed any reasoning I might have entertained towards that.
"You ready for one?" Jason asked, his voice hot and lusty as he looked at her, fisting his own cock, now furiously as he worked it up and down.
"Yes please!" May said excitedly.
"Where would you like it?"
"Anywhere, shoot it anywhere you'd like...just do it so I can watch you cum!" She cried out deliriously at this point.
Jason moved forwards a little, aiming his prick down towards her breasts, and then moments later, calling out his release just as she had asked them to do.
"Gonna fucking cum!" He stated, looking, saying it again, and then squirting. He splashed against her right breast several times before moving over and now squirting against the other one. He didn't cover it quite as completely as he had the first, but enough that May now held each of her breasts, smearing his spent cream equally between the two of them.
"Fuck me...me!" George now groaned, standing nearer her head, his first spurt missing her head entirely, so forceful a jettison as it was, landing somewhere across the bed and then onto the carpet as I watched it. The bizarreness of seeing it, yet appreciating the strength of it surprising me. He didn't miss her with the next, or the next, or the one after that either. Her dark hair, the forehead of her face, and most of one cheek was covered in his thick gooey cream. May continued pumping his prick, droplets of it now sticking to the head, oozing down, wrapping themselves about her fingers as she now reached down, adding that to the still sticky mess covering her tits.
"Turn over!" Mike suddenly asked, seizing the moment and the opportunity. May did so, happily presenting her ass to him, her pink lips peeking out, winking at him from behind. He walked over, nearer towards her ass, I thought for a moment he might actually try and spear her with his prick, making motion to walk over, but then froze in mid-step. He too cried out then, pointing the swollen knob of his purple-tipped cock at the puckered opening of May's ass, and cried out.
"Oh yeah, take it baby, take it! Take my spunk against your sweet tight ass!" In seconds, he was splurging against it, his spunk easily shooting well up her back, and then down again as he now held himself against her, rolling his prick back and forth in the gooey syrup he'd just produced, smearing it across her ass cheeks with his dick-head until he at last became too sensitive to continue, and stepped away.
Although they'd all been told they could cum as many times as they liked, it became quickly obvious as they all stood there looking at one another sheepishly for a moment afterwards, even though they were smiling.
"Well, I hate to cum and run," George quipped...but like I told you earlier, unfortunately we all of us have plans later."
As though being their spokesman, the three of them hurriedly dressed, and were out the door in less than ten minutes time. I found it somewhat amusing at the sudden hurried rush at the end, though May seemed to do too, laughing about it with me after they had gone.
"That's usually what happens, most of the time anyway. Cum and runs, I used to call them. It's really rare when someone stays to cum more than once, though usually, the only time I actually see that, is when we've managed to get five or six complete strangers together. Then for some oddball reason, no one seems to be in as big a hurry to leave, so the parties are generally a lot longer. Needless to say, I was sort of expecting that to happen with these guys, and not at all surprised that it did."
"Did you even cum?" I asked curiously.
"Not yet...but I will," she said smiling at me. "But first, we need to deal with that thing too!" She said pointing at my groin, the evidence of my own hard firm erection very apparent. "Unless of course, you've come to any decisions yet."
"Not yet...I still need to think things through a bit more," I confessed, but I did grin back at her..."but you are right about the other thing though...I would like to join the party now, even if I'm a late cummer to the event?"
"Normally, after such a short party I'd go out fishing again, bring back another group of guys," she said once again stunning me a little by the admission. "But under the circumstances, you've probably gotten somewhat of an idea of what I was trying to tell you about myself. So...we'll just stay in tonight and party by ourselves. However...I'm still in the mood for some kink," she stated, and then disappeared back into the bedroom for a moment. When she returned she was wearing a short but modest bathrobe.
"Going somewhere?"
"In a minute, yes. But before I do...come over here."
She was standing by the window holding open the curtain in our room. I walked over looking out. We were on the second floor, the hotel pool just below us as our room overlooked the courtyard down below.
"Yeah? So?"
"That's where I'll be in a few minutes, looking up at you," she told me the look in her eyes lustful, wild. "When you see me, open the curtains. I'll expect you to be naked by then, jerking yourself off here in the window."
"What?"
Though I hesitated, looking a bit wild-eyed myself now, in a different way, she continued not allowing me to interrupt her.
"I'll hold my robe open so you can look at me while you do. If I close it, you'll know someone's coming so you can move away from the window. But if I don't you're to keep going until I see your cream hit the window pain. I want to see it splatter against it while I stand there and watch you. Afterwards, you can fuck me until the sun comes up if you want to." With that, she turned heading towards the door.
"Mabel! Mabel?"
She had gone through the door without turning back around to look at me, and then disappeared.
I stood there for a moment, and then hurriedly took off my clothing. I couldn't believe I was actually going to do this, but then the excitement of doing such a silly thing...a dangerous thing, a totally wild thing such as this, at least for me, suddenly seemed exciting as hell.
Peering through the curtains looking down, I saw Mabel emerge from the building, opening the fenced in area. She crossed from there over towards the pool, now standing taking a quick look about. Seconds later she stood there with her robe open, only she didn't hold it open as she said she would. She dropped it entirely! She now stood there totally naked looking up expectantly where I stood. I pulled the curtains completely open, now standing as vulnerably as she was in a way. Now in the open window, I began stroking my cock, looking down at her as she stood there. Mabel spreading her legs slightly, one hand down between them as she obviously began finger-fucking herself. I wondered as she did...if anyone else could see her. If anyone else was now watching, having happened to suddenly look out, see this gorgeous naked woman standing there by the pool, pleasuring herself.
"Fuck!" I moaned hotly, my own words adding to my instant pleasure. The sound of my hand now pumping my dick, squeezing it, producing a nice droplet of precum which I now smeared about the head of my prick as Mabel stood down below, watching me do so.
She was grinning from ear to ear, one hand now coming up to cup and begin fondling her breast. I watched as she tweaked her hard extended nipple, pulling on it. In doing so, she stretched her breast out wickedly, shaking it just holding onto her nipple. Her fingers busy between her legs likewise now pinching her tender clit. I again groaned, pressing my dick against the cool window pain, flattening it. I couldn't hear her, but I could see her laugh delightedly when I did that, so I continued to do so. As though attempting to reach her somehow from up here with my cock.
"Cum! Squirt! Shoot!" I could see her mouth saying, forming the unheard words as I stood there looking down at her. And I did indeed feel the pleasure within my balls, the excitement of what I had seen this evening having already escalated my need. But now seeing Mable standing below me, the danger of someone seeing her as she stood there now tickling the pleasure as it began to rise up the length of my shaft.
I watched the first massive spurt leap from the tip of my cock, splashing against the window just as she'd asked. That was soon followed by another, and then another as she stood below me, watching it, now furiously working her clit between her legs as she did so.
I stood there watching my spunk running down the length of the window, cum splats above, streamers of it leading away from those streaking the window. I looked down once again...she was gone. Another couple, a man and a woman just then entering the pool area. I grabbed the curtains yanking them closed, my heart beating a hundred miles an hour. Seconds later the door to our room opened, Mabel came running in, breathless, still excited herself once again opening the window curtains to look at the carnage I'd created.
"Nice load!" She told me. "And that looked so fucking hot, seeing it hitting the window, and then running down it," she added. She now placed her hand over the cum puddles still clinging to it, smearing it even more broadly until the window had turned foggy with my spending, laughing as she did.
"Ah...maybe I should get something to clean that off with?" I suggested.
Once again Mabel laughed. "Don't worry about it, I've already left a couple of hundred dollars in an envelope for the maid, I'm sure she'll take care of it for us when she cleans the room."
Embarrassed at leaving the window looking like that regardless, Mabel then drew me towards her, her robe once again falling about her feet. "Now...like I told you, you're welcome to fuck me until the sun comes up," she said. "Unless you'd rather not."
We nearly accomplished that too, both falling asleep hours later, still entwined in one another's arms.
**
In the morning, we dressed, now ravenous and headed downstairs to the hotel buffet and coffee shop. Finding a somewhat secluded table, we began feasting on a wide variety of breakfast foods along with plenty of nice hot coffee. And even as we ate, I found myself thinking about the night before, the things I had seen, felt and no longer really wondered about. But there were others I was.
"So tell me," I began, chasing some yoke on my plate with a bit of bread. "Have these parties ever included other women?"
She laughed at that almost spilling her orange juice. "Sometimes. There have been a few instances where a woman has willingly come up and joined us. But I usually have to go to a different area of town for the odds of that to happen. There's a few bars in another section of town where if there's any possibility of that taking place, that we'll find it there. The hotels nearby aren't nearly as nice as this place, but they're clean...and safe. And it has been an interesting experience when there have been one or two other women involved. Admittedly, I do enjoy fingering another woman's pussy too. Does that surprise you?" She now asked.
"Surprise me? No. Make me horny? Yes." And then I showed her that I was. Drawing her attention down towards my lap, she could see the obvious bulge pressing against my jeans.
"My my...you're full of all kinds of surprises aren't you?" She said reaching over beneath the table, placing her hand on my penis, squeezing it. "I'd have thought after our marathon fuck session, you'd be wiped out."
"Yeah, me too...I'm still a bit surprised myself that I could be this aroused again so soon!"
"So I take it...you've made a decision then?" she asked now pressing me even more firmly within her hand.
It was only at that very moment that I did. "Yes," I told her breathlessly. "I'm willing to at least try...try to continue to understand it, experience this with you," I told her as she fumbled with my zipper, undoing it, removing my hard stiff cock.
"That's all I ask," she said softly. "And even when...and if...you decide otherwise, at least tell me before hand, just don't up and disappear on me."
"I won't," I half moaned as she began working my cock slowly up and down there beneath the table, patrons and waiters alike, busy about their meals, totally oblivious to the ecstasy I was now feeling.
"Tell me," she giggled.
"What here?"
She laughed a bit louder, drawing some attention for a moment, but then whispering. "Not loudly," she mused. "But I will need to do something here before you do," she again giggled, removing her cloth napkin from the table, placing it down on my thigh.
"Oh...yeah," I said realizing I might need to.
"But I still like hearing it anyway," she giggled again, her fingers now scissoring the head of my prick which was leaking profusely as she smeared my cock-juice over and around it, delighting my senses.
"Well in that case...prepare yourself. Because I'm going to shoot a nice hot load," I whispered to her.
Mabel quickly covered my prick with the napkin, but continued to fondle me through it, now forcefully jacking it up and down. I hovered on the edge only for a moment, then felt the delicious spurt of my prick as my cum flew into the napkin she had covered it with. Even then I felt the moisture seeping through it, as she did, smiling wickedly, turning towards me looking down, watching the cream ooze through the fine material and into her hand.
"Hmmm nice, now I wish I'd ordered strawberries!" she giggled even louder, and then took away my cum soiled napkin, placing it onto her plate. I looked at her in surprise, but she again just laughed. "It will give the staff something to talk about," she explained. Now then...it's my turn!"
As I zipped up putting things away, Mabel somehow managed to slip off her thong, handing it to me. She was wearing a light summer dress, which did make it easy, as she bunched up part of her dress closest to me.
"Give me your spoon," she said.
I did, but she didn't take it from me.
"No...between my legs. Use that, run the smooth side up and down between my lips, tap my clitty with it," she told me.
I began doing so, softly at first, all the while sipping my coffee, my eyes roaming about the room ensuring no one was aware of what was actually taking place here.
"Oh yeah, yeah...that's nice. Do it a little harder now, tap my clit harder. Harder than that! Harder!"
I did so, trying not to make so much noise however, a bit worried when someone walked over a bit too closely, toning it down, though picking up the speed again the moment they'd passed.
"Oh yeah baby...that's it, that's it. Now...spoon it, spoon my pussy...run it up my split!"
She was coming. And as she did, her cream flowed from her cunt in abundance. I looked down, running the tip up her groove, collecting her nectar as I did, watching it ooze out of her in thick frothy display.
Without even being asked, I lifted the spoon to my mouth, cleaning it off, and then running it up and down her again, seeking more.
"Now I wish we'd ordered strawberries," I told her grinning as I licked and cleaned off the second spoon of her delight.
We sat for a moment longer both of us still collecting ourselves. "Well? Shall we? If we're going to party again tonight, I still have a few things to do and prepare for. And I'd suggest, that you go home and get some sleep. If we're lucky, this will be an even longer, wilder night. And I have a pretty good feeling, that it will be!"
Once again Mabel left a sizeable tip, telling me that she was definitely not hurting for money as much as she'd been throwing around lately. We soon after left the hotel and restaurant, heading back to her place. She wanted me to drive, which I did. And the entire way back, I sat watching her as she once again fingered herself all the way home.
I knew then, being around her with her...was going to be an interesting experience.
To be continued...
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I did indeed sleep late into the afternoon when the phone rang.
"How soon can you be ready?" Mabel asked me. "I've booked a room," she continued before I was even awake enough to answer. "I've stayed there before, not as fancy as the Marriott, but it's clean and spacious enough to party in. I thought we'd go over, check in, and then see if we can have a bit of fun even before tonight."
"Give me an hour," I told her rolling out of bed.
She laughed. "Still in bed are we? Ok...an hour then, dress easy, jeans...tee shirt, this won't be the dress-suit crowd we'll be scoping out tonight like we did last night," she reminded me.
I was ready in forty-five minutes and headed over to her place. In addition to a small overnight bag, she informed me she was also bringing her "toy" bag as she called it in the event we were lucky enough to include at least one other woman tonight. We soon after headed out arriving at the inexpensive, but well known hotel a short time later. This time we were on the top floor of a nine floor unit. The room was spacious enough with a fairly large bedroom and a sitting room adjacent to that, all open but comfortable enough to move around in. It was still early yet according to Mabel before we'd actually go out and cruise any bars. Not quite six in the evening yet, she informed me we should go down to the lobby bar, hang around there for a bit and see if there was anyone we might find interesting enough to approach for a "quickie" as she called it.
And unlike the night before, we ordered a couple of beers, sitting there at the bar sipping them as Mabel glanced about the sparsely filled room. Only a handful of customers were there, a small pool table off in the back where a couple of men were playing, neither of which Mabel paid much attention to.
"What about those two?" I asked curiously, wondering why she'd already passed them over.
"They're gay," she said simply.
I looked again, there was nothing about them, either of them that would have suggested that to me. I heard some people had what they called gay-dar, but for the life of me I couldn't determine that from where I was sitting. Mabel noticed me continuing to look in their direction having obviously given up on anyone else currently within the room.
"The one on the right has black fingernails," she informed me. "Plus, if you notice, he's subtly touched the other guys hand whenever he's passed him the chalk for their pool sticks."
I looked a bit closer, observing. Sure enough he did, and his smile every time they switched turns now had more of a noticeable look to it than just being friendly and having a good time, though they were.
"Damn, you're good!" I told her. "I certainly didn't pick up on that."
Mabel laughed. "Only because I've had plenty of practice doing this," she told me. "I've learned to read people fairly well."
It was then that a guy came walking out of the restroom in the back. We hadn't seen him before when we'd come in. He had taken a booth, but appeared to be alone. He didn't even bother sitting down again, throwing a couple of bucks on the table, and then finishing his beer as he stood there. He turned and appeared to be heading out the door.
"Come on," she said taking me by the hand. "Let's see where this leads!"
Following, we trailed him through the lobby where he stopped briefly at a magazine stand perusing a few of them before deciding there was nothing of interest there.
"I bet he's here on business...and alone," she informed me as we now watched the guy slowly making his way over towards the elevators. "Come on," she grinned once again pulling me along with her as we headed towards them as he stood waiting for the doors to open. "Follow my lead, and don't get all shy on me," she whispered just as we reached him, standing off to one side. He looked at us briefly. Mabel flashed him a smile, somehow managing to dig in her left breast against the side of my chest. The movement didn't go unnoticed as he stood there looking at her, even after the doors to the elevator had opened.
"Going up?" he asked.
He waited until we'd entered the elevator before stepping inside himself, though Mabel was already answering his question as we did that.
"Hopefully, going down too," she grinned wickedly. His look now confused, as was mine. "Just something about elevators that excites me," she said her hand now coming over to rub against the not quite noticeable bulge in my jeans. No one had even pushed the buttons to their floors yet as the doors closed.
"Floor?" He now asked having realized that, though his attention was now elsewhere as Mabel continued fondling my prick with her hand.
"No...I'll just lean over," she giggled unzipping my fly. He laughed at that, and then pushed the top floor button.
"No guarantee's someone else won't be going up too," he informed her.
"That's part of the fun and excitement though isn't it?" She responded now taking out my rapidly stiffening cock. I was surprised I could find myself as aroused as I was, nervous as I was, as Mabel continued to fondle my prick in front of a complete and total stranger.
For the first time he addressed me, grinning. "Damn fucking lucky. Never had anyone do that for me in all the years I've been traveling around. And I've spent a lot of time going up and down in elevators," he informed us.
"You mean you've never had a woman play with your dick in an elevator?" Mabel said in surprise.
He shook his head no, pretty sure this was about as close as he'd ever come to that. And then she reached over. "Well we can't have that now...can we?"
The moment she placed her hands on the front of his crotch, I swore I saw his cock twitch beneath the fabric of his slacks. "What floor are you on?" she now asked. We'd just then reached the top, the doors starting to open, which obviously made him nervous as he attempted to step back just in case anyone was waiting. Mabel had anticipated that however, grabbing him even more firmly not letting go. The doors opened, no one stood waiting much to his relief, but admittedly, the thought of that had even excited me more than I already was, my cock rigidly hard sticking out of the front of my jeans.
"Seventh floor," he said sheepishly, "but...I'm not here alone either," he now said in warning.
"Oh? Wife? Girlfriend perhaps?" Mabel asked still teasing his dick.
"Ah...no," he grimaced pleasurably as the doors closed. Once again no one had pushed any buttons. "Just another guy I work with."
"So obviously going back to your room is out of the question then."
He shook his head yes, that it was. Unfortunately the elevators started to move, informing us that someone below had sent for the elevator. Mabel pushed the button for the seventh floor. We slowed almost immediately, the doors once again opening.
"Come on," she grinned taking each of us by the hand, leading us out. "Let's find the stairs!"
They were just around the corner. The hall was empty as we approached them, Mabel brazenly pushing against the door leading us both into the stairwell. "This high up, no one ever takes the stairs," she informed us. "We should have plenty of privacy, long enough for me to get the two of you off anyway," she now added.
He looked at me curiously as she fished out his prick, finally releasing it from his slacks.
"She enjoys doing this," I said simply not knowing what else to say. "And I'm finding I rather enjoy the fact that she does," I now added as the two of us stood there, cocks out, each of us wondering what was next. Mabel answered the question shortly.
"Would you prefer a nice slick hand job? Or a blow job? But if you prefer that, I only do it with you wearing a condom," she informed the guy. "But I do have some in my purse if you'd prefer that," she now added.
"A...a...hand job would be just fine," he informed her as she now stood each of our cocks within her hand as she continued to stand there fondling the two of us side-by-side.
"You can play with my tits too if you'd like. It just so happens that I have two of them."
This time he didn't even hesitate, reaching over to lift up her tee shirt, exposing her bare breasts which she'd purposely left uncovered just for this very purpose. Though I am sure her hard pointed little nipples pressing against the material of her blouse were further enticement to unsuspecting participants. Even I locked eyes on her twin teats as he exposed them. I'd already seen them, and yet seeing them again...here, now, was like seeing them for the first time myself. The atmosphere, the decadence of the three of us standing there in the stairwell, dicks out as Mabel stroked them was highly erotic and sensual.
And now, fondling her other breast myself as the stranger did just seemed to heighten this experience even more.
"Hmm, I do so love having my titties played with, especially when I'm enjoying being able to fondle a nice hard cock. And in this case, two of them too boot!" She grinned hotly.
Standing together as close as we were anyway, I was taken off guard, as was he, as Mabel suddenly pulled us even closer, our dicks suddenly coming together as she placed them side by side within her hand, still rubbing and working them up and down.
"I love doing this," she informed us both, and proceeded to continue, with neither one of us making any complaints or acting like this was a "gay" thing neither one of us were interested in. And though she stood there rubbing our cocks back and forth against one another, I wasn't thinking in those terms whatsoever, just enjoying the feel of her hand as she managed to work us up and down simultaneously.
"I ah..." he stammered, his look obvious, a bit worried an unsure.
"Just tell me, I love hearing guys tell me when they're ready to squirt," she informed him.
"Yeah...she really does," I added. "It's sort of her thing."
"Oh, and like you don't enjoy saying it when you do!" She grinned looking towards me.
"Didn't say that," I told her. "And trust me...you will when I do," I added already clenching my teeth now just as our stranger friend seemed to be.
"Where?" He groaned, now moaning only moments away now from doing just that.
"Where else? On my tits of course!" she told him. "I love feeling all that wet hot sticky juice splattering against my breasts!"
"In that case...then I'm gonna..." he moaned closing his eyes.
"Say it!" She told him, now kneeling down on the floor between us. "Go on, say it...tell me what you're going to do!"
"I'm gonna cum."
"Where?"
"On your tits!"
"When?"
"Now! Fucking now!" He cried out, and then launched a streamer of jisim from the tip of his prick, splurging against her as she continued pumping his shaft, his sperm tossed wildly about, some of it shooting even over her shoulder hitting the wall behind us where we all stood.
Just seeing that, her other hand still working my prick as I watched, watched his cum now not quite as forcefully shooting out, more like dribbling from his cock tip onto her fingers. I felt my own release suddenly begin, announcing it.
"Oh yeah baby! Gonna squirt too babe...here it comes babe, gonna shoot, gonna fucking cum!"
I didn't wonder or really think about it until later, yelling out my pleasure there on landing, the sounds of which reverberated down the hallow sounding stairwell. At the time however, I could have cared less. Mabel now aiming my prick at her breasts, though the first few spurts of which actually landed on her tee shirt instead, staining it with my semen. She didn't seem to mind however, actually enjoying the decadent look of it as it puddled there against her. She even finished wiping me off against her sleeve, smears of my spunk clearly noticeable, as she now stood once again, taking the hem of her shirt, using it as a cloth to now wipe off the remaining spunk residue from the other guys prick.
"Fuck!" He moaned happily, pleasurably, now uninhibitedly fondling himself as she turned her attention back to me, unlike him, and without the use of a rubber, now wrapping her lips around my cock, sucking it, cleaning it off.
She did so for a minute longer, and then stood once again. "Now...my turn," she informed the two of us, surprising us both with this unexpected request.
Still wearing her cum-stained top, though it remained bunched up and over her bare breasts, she quickly wiggled out of her tight fitting jeans, slipping out of her sandals as well, removing them. She had nothing on underneath which didn't at all surprise me.
What did surprise me, was when Mabel climbed up onto the safety railing, balancing herself on the top bar, her feet planted on the second safety railing for support. "Ok you two, get over here and finger me, play with my clit, finger fuck my cunt!" Even then she directed the two of us as we approached her. "You," she said speaking to me without calling me by name, "You work my clit...pinch it and rub it for me," she told me. "And you..." she said pointedly taking his hand, then extending his middle finger. "You slide this inside of me just like this. You should feel a nice soft little spot just inside, use that finger to tease me with," she informed our very smiling friend.
We now stood the two of us once again side-by-side, my hand working her clit just as she had asked, though I was also close enough to lean over, capturing one of her magnificent breasts between my lips, sucking her hard extended nipple.
"Oh yeah, yeah...that's perfect, oh fuck that feels good!" she informed us both as we continued teasing her with our hands and fingers, though our friend now followed my actions and likewise leaned over to capture and suckle her neglected breast.
"My God she's wet!"
"Yeah, she tends to get like that," I informed him. "And she likes it when you make a lot of noise, as slippery as she gets."
"You know me too well," Mabel laughed. "But he's right, I like hearing the sounds my pussy makes when I get as wet and as juicy as I often do. So...do like he said. Make naughty sounds with my cream, finger-fuck me so I can hear it!" She now encouraged him.
It wasn't all that difficult a thing to do either. As sloppy wet as Mabel's cunt was, the sounds he began making as he pummeled her pussy with his finger were now echoing within the stairwell. The juicy, frothy, slippery sounds of her cunt as the two of us stood there finger-fucking her split had given new life to each one of our erections. Though I half suspected that Mabel knew that it would.
"Oh yeah...make me fucking come," she all but demanded. "Make me juice...nice and hard, and then I want to see you juicing again too, think you can do that for me?" she asked our friend. "Think you can squirt another nice hot load all over my cunt?" she asked him.
I certainly knew I could...but I was thinking about later. The last thing I wanted to do was overextend myself. The evening was still early yet, Mabel's idea of a quickie suddenly turning into much more than that.
Seconds later however, she was crying out, her scream of pleasure actually worrying me, wondering as she did so if someone from maintenance perhaps might have overheard her somewhere down below. Though I could only stand there and imagine the person's thoughts if they had. How many people actually had come out here on the landing and done this in the past? We couldn't have been the first people to ever do so.
"Got another one for me then?" Mabel asked as she slipped off the railing, contentedly spent for the moment. But only for the moment as I would come to realize and understand.
And not too surprising, he was indeed hard as hell again.
"I do, but I think I could go for that condom-covered blowjob you offered in the beginning," he requested.
Mabel shot me a quick brief inquisitive look, but my own in return assured her all was well, and that I found myself ok with that, and curiously interested to watch her do that. She smiled almost as quickly as she turned reaching for her purse, seconds later withdrawing a condom from the side pocket.
"These are special ones...just for this purpose," she informed him as she tore open the package, and then placed the condom inside her own mouth. The wrapper said all natural, non-lubricated, as she then leaned forward expertly rolling down the condom over his dick with her mouth, not even using her hands.
"Fucking A!" He groaned pleasurably as she did so. And then stood there likewise leaning against the railing as she proceeded to suck him off.
It didn't take her very damn long this time either, perhaps a minute or two at the most until he was informing her of his second impending release. Her head continued to bob up and down however, her mouth working its magic along the length of his shaft as he came, crying out almost as loudly as she had.
When he was finished, Mabel removed her mouth from him, the end of his condom hanging, the reservoir tip nearly full. I was fairly certain there wasn't as much there as he'd managed to spurt the first time, but he'd given a pretty good accounting of himself for a second, fairly soon after orgasm.
"Pour it on me," she now instructed him as he skimmed the condom off his dick, holding it up as she'd asked, and now pouring the contents of it over her soft breasts. "Oh yeah, that's nice," she said gathering in his cream, rubbing it into herself as he and I stood there watching her, me once again proudly erect and half tempted to have her do the same thing to me.
But she now made it clear, our time here had come to an end.
"Well, this was certainly fun, and I'm glad that we met you," she told our unknown friend. "But...we have plans later, so should probably go to our room so I can freshen up before then."
"By the way, my name is..."
"No, don't tell me!" She said shushing him placing her fingertips against his lips. "I don't want to know, it's a bit naughtier that way," she stated smiling. "But...it was nice meeting you anyway," she added. "At least now, you can say you've had your cock fondled in an elevator."
He laughed at that, nodding his head, and then waved good-bye disappearing moments later back through the door.
"We'll take the stairs," she giggled. "It's only two floors up."
I expected her to dress, though she did put her sandals back on. Though she also left her tee shirt up and over her exposed breasts as we began climbing the stairs. "Our room should be the first one around the corner as I recall," she informed me. "When we get there, you have a quick peek, make sure the coast is clear and then walk over and open the door for me."
We were safely inside the room moments later. "Pour us a drink, and then bring it into me while I shower," she told me. "And after that, I'll tell you what we're doing next."
**
Mabel informed me that there were three bars all within easy walking distance back to our hotel. Though the first one we'd be going to would be the one where we had the best chance of including another woman. She also told me however that if I was expecting us to pick up some flawless beauty, that we might as well not even go there. It was a bar where a lot of truckers hung out, including several female truck drivers. And though some of them were indeed gay, or lesbians, not all of them were. And some few she had said would be looking for a little action while in town. So...if we were lucky, patient, then we might indeed have one or two join us later on up in our room.
I was good with that, looking more at the experience itself more than anything else, just as Mabel was. Once again she had worked up some new cards to take along with her, intending to hand those out as she thought appropriate once we'd sat and scanned the bar for potential play-partners. And much to my delight, there were several already there when we entered, a surprising fair number of women as well as men. Obviously many of them knew one another from driving routes along the same stretch of highway, and often came here to this very bar whenever they were in town.



"We're in luck tonight," Mabel informed me. "This might not be quite so difficult after all!" She said grinning from ear to ear. I looked over towards where she was looking as we slowly approached the bar. Two women happened to be there at the time, one sitting on a stool the other standing next to her along with one another guy. The one who was standing was a hard looking woman, though she actually had a pretty face. She was muscularly built as well, but she looked like she could just about deck anyone who got in her way and not break a sweat doing it. Her serious scowl which she had when I first saw her, suddenly turned into one of delightful surprise, softening as she looked up and caught Mabel and I slowly approaching her.
"Well, well. Look what the cat dragged in," she announced as Mabel and I just then reached her. Almost immediately the woman's hand came up, as she placed it quite inappropriately over one of Mabel's boobs. "Nicest set of tits this side of the Rockies," she informed her two friends. "And I should know, I've got to play with them before."
Everyone laughed at that, including Mabel. "So...what brings you in tonight anyway? Fishing again are we?" The woman asked.
"Hopefully, not now," Mabel told her, "Guess that depends on you...and your friends," she stated now waiting for an introduction.
She soon began doing just that. "May? This is a friend of mine from the road, who I often drive the same routes with," she said introducing her. "This is Kay," she grinned. "Not at all into men," she said eying me, "But...she doesn't mind sharing at all," she laughed. "And this here is Big Bob," she said introducing the tall sandy colored haired driver standing next to her. Likewise muscularly built, strong arms, though he did have what appeared to be a bit of a beer gut on him. "They call him that for a couple of reasons. One, he loves their hamburgers," she chuckled. "And two? Well...that one I'll let you find out for yourself if you're interested."
"Hi, I'm..."
"This is my friend James," Mabel, now May said introducing me, using what she now knew to be my middle name. "And this mean-assed hard looking woman here goes by the name of Cujo. She's a Stephen King fanatic for one thing, and to be honest, I'm not sure anyone knows what the hell her real name is anyway. But...doesn't really matter now does it?"
"Cujo?" I asked curiously looking at her.
"Yeah, they call me that because my bite is far worse than my bark. And I'm known for doing just that if and when I get aroused...sorta like I'm starting to do now just thinking about eating May's pussy here. By the way...you don't happen to have that strap-on dildo with you like you did the last time do you?" she asked speaking just loud enough that a few others had turned their attention towards our more than interesting conversation.
"Just so happens that I did...why? You interested?" May asked.
"Every bit as much as the first time I met you," Cujo stated now leering at her. "So, you already got yourself a room then?" she asked curiously.
"Of course I do," May said. "But I'm really in the mood to party tonight too. So...you're friends interested in joining us later perhaps? Any others you know might like to come as well?"
"Not many others aside from old Bob and Kay here who I'd care having a look at these ole floppy tits...except for perhaps Mike maybe. Even flirted with him a while back, thought it might be interesting to see what his cock looks like, see if it's any bigger than old Bob's here. I don't know Bob, think you could handle the competition?"
He just smiled and laughed at that. "Not here to throw a tape measure against my dick or anyone else's for that matter, just here to have some fun if that's indeed where all this is headed."
Cujo once again looked at me, or rather at my crotch as though sizing me up. "Hey, that reminds me, didn't you have another fella you were with the last time we hooked up?"
"I did...but I've moved on," May said not going into detail. "Time for a change as it were," she informed her. "Now...about this Mike fella? Anyone else?"
"Let me get on the radio, see where he's at. Said he should be here within the hour, told him we'd meet him here. So yeah...there's him. What about you Kay? You know anyone might be interested in joining us?"
"Actually yes, F.C., she works here, though she told me she had the early shift tonight, so she should be getting off here in an hour or so.
"F.C.?" May asked curiously, "what does that stand for?"
"They call her that, because she's a fifty cent piece," Kay said grinning.
"Fifty cent piece? What's that?" I asked.
"Thursday nights. They sell shots for fifty cents apiece. Been a standing joke around here for years, she'll match shots with anyone. Anyone who can out drink her, can see her tits. So far...nobody has, or rather those she ain't invited to do so anyway. So that's why they call her fifty cents. But...there's another reason they call her that too. She enjoys heads or tails, just depends on the mood she's in. That's her over there in fact," Kay stated pointing her out.
I leaned over whispering to May. "Anyone around here go by real names?" I asked.
May chuckled. "Honey, those are their real names, real enough anyway. It's all anyone really knows them by. You and I are the one's not using our own if you think about it...so don't."
Kay turned her attention back towards us after waving at F.C. as she bused a nearby table, waving back.
"She gives pretty good head too from what I hear," she said turning towards me. "Especially when she takes her teeth out."
I looked up in her direction. She wasn't a bad looking woman, and she did in fact have enormous tits, far larger than May's even. But now I was trying to envision her with her teeth out, and the sight wasn't pretty.
"I'm just fucking with you," Kay told me laughing, along with everyone else by the sudden worried expression on my face.
"Oh," I said sheepishly feeling dumb.
"Actually, she gives head just as well either way. Lick's pussy good too with them out, almost prefer that."
Once again I was glaring at her.
"I'm still fucking with you," she said slapping her leg. "She's never eaten me with her teeth out, though tonight, I might be willing to have her do that."
I gave up, I no longer knew if she was being serious or not. I figured in time, I might actually find out.
"So ok then, ask her if she'd like to come over to the room later. That, and the other guy Mike. That would make for a nice party. But...no less than that. So find out for me ok? If we need to add a few other people, I need to get fishing and see what I can come up with."
"I do know one other guy who I'm expecting to see later, bet he'd love to join us as well. They call him Mr. Clean on account of the fact he sort of looks like the guy. Tall, big build, baldhead, always wears a white tee shirt, never seen him in anything else either. Bet he wouldn't mind having his dick played with either. Never seen it...not yet anyway, but I've been told he can put any two men to shame."
"Still isn't my intention to measure the size of my cock against anyone else's," Bob stated. "All I care about is getting myself off. If all you gals wanna do is compare pee-pee's, then I'm not interested. Unless of course you want to include comparing clits, then that's something else entirely," he added laughing.
"You just wanna suck my big clit don't you?" Kay said. "Well buddy...not gonna happen. "Though I might entertain fucking Cujo's cunt with my big fucking clit while you fuck her ass, now that might be interesting."
"Honey, no dick's getting within five hundred yards of my tight little ass, including your clit, no matter how big it is. So dream on yourself. Though I might enjoy watching you and May fuck one another's brains out later if you're up for that."
"Count on it baby," Kay said reaching over to give one of Cujo's rather large breasts a friendly little tweak, as she then reached over doing the same to one of Kay's.
"So, same rules as before then?" Cujo asked, turning back towards us. "Or has that changed too?" She wondered.
"Exact same," May informed them all. "The only one I fuck is James here, and the only one he fucks is me. Beyond that? You know what I require. So...pretty much same as before."
Cujo stood. "I'll run out and get on the CB," she told May. "Where and when then so I know what to tell Mike?"
May handed out several of her hand-written cards along with her cell phone number. "Figure a couple of hours from now then, say around eight thirty? Nine?"
"F.C. gets off at eight, so that should work, though I'd best run over and ask her if she'd even be interested," Kay stated and then headed over in the woman's direction. Bob trailed after Cujo as Mabel and I located a table to sit down at and wait for further word.
"Could be an interesting party tonight," Mabel told me. "More women than usual for one, though obviously Kay is a female only participant, didn't figure you'd have too much of a problem with that though, now would you?"
"Not at all," I responded back. "The only thing that worries me...is that I might end up being the one with the short stick here," I told her stupidly, and pridefully concerned. "Sounds like...all three of these guys have got a hell of a lot bigger dicks than I do!"
"Well, even if they do. Just remember. The only one who's going to be sticking their dick inside this woman's pussy...is you. And visa versa," she warned me without needing to further elaborate.
Something I was just fine with too.
**
We had just finished our beers. I was about to stand up and wander over to the bar and order two more when "F.C." came over asking about them herself. She had a warm and friendly smile, though that wasn't what I was looking at, at the moment, not even glancing at her enormous tits either, which I think was what most men usually did. The fact that I wasn't told her what it was I really was looking at.
"That cunt!" She laughed, looking at me, and then seeing me blush as I did that. She now turned her attention back towards May. "She tell you I get off in half an hour? And then hopefully a half an hour or so after that?" she quipped winking at her.
"She did," May said eying her. "And I'll be looking forward to that, that and seeing if those enormous boobs of yours are real or not."
"Oh they're real alright," she grinned back at her. "Tell you what, I'll go get your beers, then I'll come back and let you fondle one for a moment, see for yourself, provided I get to fondle one of yours too," she added.
"You got a deal," May said. "Provided...you let James here have a feel as well," she challenged the woman.
She eyed me only briefly, nodding her head. "Be back with the beers," she stated, and then turned and left.
"Well, looks like it really is going to be a wild night after all," May stated excitedly, her hand suddenly reaching over beneath the table, her hand suddenly unzipping my fly. "And by the feel of things, I'd say you're looking forward to it too!" She told me as she somehow managed to free my hard cock from my pants.
I was really starting to enjoy it too when F.C. came back with our beers. I thought for sure May would remove her hand, but she didn't, making it obvious to our Amazon friend as she stood next to us placing the beers down as to what she was doing.
"Been a while since I've felt one of those," she stated continuing to stand there and watch.
"Be my guest!" May said sliding out of our booth. To my surprise, F.C. exchanged places with her, sliding in next to me, now her hand holding onto my cock instead.
"So...you ever had a blow job from a woman with no teeth?" She asked me point blank. I sat there staring back at her, words failing me. To which she laughed. "No? Well...you won't be getting one of those from me either," she burst out laughing. "At least...not until I get to know you a little better anyway."
"Fucking A!" I then blurted. At this point, I didn't know who and what to believe, which is about the time she took my hand and placed it on her breast.
"Go ahead, feel away. They're real, and they don't come off, or out either," she told me still laughing. I did so, finding out when I did, that F.C., or whatever the fuck her name really was, had the biggest, hardest stiffest nipples I'd ever felt before in my life.
"Unbelievable aren't they?" She asked already knowing the answer. "And I am SO looking forward to fucking May here with one of them too," she now quipped. "I do so love titty-fucking a woman!"
It was that image I now held in my mind's eye as she continued to sit there stroking my cock. "Ok if I make him come for me?" She asked turning to look back at May, "Or will that spoil things for later?"
"Oh I think he can handle that well enough, he's already come once today, and several times last night. So I'd say he's good for it," she stood grinning, looking down at me.
"Hand me that glass over there," F.C. stated as May walked over to the bar grabbing one of the clean glasses out of the rack, walking it back to her. "Thank you," she said taking it, and then placed it over the end of my prick. "Whenever you're ready," she smiled wickedly. "Let's see some foam!"
Moments later I was doing just that, spurting into the glass as she held it there beneath the table, jerking me off into it. When she was finished, she lifted it, eyeing it, and then smiling...tipped it up to her lips drinking it. I was surprised, and shocked when she did so.
She drained every last drop, now licking her lips smiling broadly. "F.C. also stands for Freaky Cunt, which I am too," she finished, finally standing giving May back her seat. "Which I'm sure you'll agree fits me later on this evening," she smiled. "So...see you later back in your room?"
"Cunt on it," May shot back winking at her.
"Oh, I will....you can cunt on it too," she said laughing back at her and then headed back towards the bar, carrying the cum-fogged glass with her as she did.
**
To be continued...
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When we looked up from the table and saw the smile on Cujo's face as she approached us, we knew Mike at least would also be joining us. Bob too was grinning, and I couldn't help but notice the now very obvious bulge in his pants as he stood next to her.
"Well?"
"Mike will be here in about twenty..." she said. "Gave him your room number, told him to meet us there. Only thing, he said he'd like to use your shower first after he arrives. Told him that shouldn't be a problem, and no doubt someone would probably join him when he got here. He sort of liked that idea."
"I bet," Mabel laughed. "I've already showered, so I doubt it will be me, though I'd be more than willing to sit there and watch him shower," she said excitedly. "Just something about seeing a man all slick and soapy gets to me."
"No shit, me too!" Cujo told her. "Maybe we can stand there and finger-fuck one another while we watch him shower, I'd like that."
"I'd love watching you two do that too," Bob said joining in, his hand absentmindedly going to his crotch as he stood there thinking about it.
"What about that other guy? Mr. Clean you called him?" Mabel asked though her eyes had followed his hand movement.
"Couldn't reach him," Cujo said, "But I did leave a message for him at the desk, as well as one with the bartender. He gets here...he'll know where to 'come'," she said emphasizing the word purposely. "Oh, and Kay said she and FC will be up in about an hour, just as soon as FC finishes things up here," she added. "So...shall we then? I'd sort of like to get in some pussy-eating before there's too big of a crowd on the bed."
Mabel laughed at that. "I rather like a lot of people on the bed at once," she stated. "Makes for some rather interesting groping all around."
"It does that," she said looking over towards me, and then at Bob who merely continued to stand there smiling. "Let's go!"
**
The doors to the elevator hadn't even closed yet when Mabel turned towards Bob as the four of us stood there.
"Ok, let's see this dick of yours," she told him. "Come on, whip it out for us."
Bob didn't even hesitate, smiling as he reached down unzipping his fly. Seconds later his fairly large prick was sticking out, and though it wasn't nearly as big in length as I was expecting it to be, the head of his dick was enormous. It reminded me of a rounded out mushroom on a thick stalk as he pulled it out, allowing it to dangle there throbbing expectantly.
"Holy shit!" Mabel said. "I'm not sure I could even get that fucker inside my mouth!"
"It's not easy," Cujo mused. "Bob might not have the longest dick I've ever seen, but it's got the biggest fucking head on it for sure! Check this out," she said grinning, and then wrapped her fist around his shaft, holding it there. It was a fairly interesting sight, even I had to admit that. Though her hand easily surrounded his shaft, the head of his prick all but dwarfed her fist as she held him. Swollen, and now growing even more purple than he already was, the contrast between his prick and her hand was obvious. She squeezed it, a large dollop of precum fuck juice suddenly appearing at the tip, bubbling forth as it lazily rolled over and then down between her fingers.
"I love seeing that," she said squeezing it again, producing another. "I love making a guy's dick all nice and slippery."
"Me too," Mabel laughed just as the doors opened. To my surprise, Bob made no effort to tuck his prick away, nor did Cujo remove her hand from it as we stepped out into the hallway. "This way," Mabel said leading the three of us, Cujo pulling Bob along behind her, his hard stiff prick still in her hand.
Inserting her key-card, Mabel entered our hotel room, her hands already reaching for the hem of her blouse pulling it up and over her head barely feet inside the room. Walking over to the sliding doors on our small overlook deck, she actually stepped outside looking over the railing bare breasts and all before turning. By the time she had, Cujo too had pulled off her own tee shirt, undoing the bra she'd been wearing and letting it fall. In seconds she moved towards May, embracing her as the two of them stood there kissing, their bare breasts pressing against one another.
"Now that's...fucking hot!" Bob stated, his own hand now slowly milking his prick as the two of us stood there watching them.
"Actually, that's hot!" Mabel grinned looking over towards us, or rather at Bob as he stood there fully dressed, his enormous prick sticking out of his pants as he continued to fondle it while watching the two girls embracing. "Come on James," Mabel winked. "Time to join the party!"
Although somewhat self-conscious, and more than a bit nervous, I now did as she'd asked. Unzipping myself, and fishing out my own hard erect cock, which I was at least glad that it was. Though perhaps a bit longer, and thick around enough, the head of my prick was far slimmer, and looked almost puny in comparison to Bob's.
"About fucking time," Cujo said now seeing me as I stood there. She quickly popped the buttons on Mabel's jeans, her hand immediately slipping down beneath the waistband, her fingers quickly locating the wet slippery furrow she found there. Mabel moaned as the woman's fingers obviously began toying with her, though she did so only for a moment longer before taking her hand out again, licking off her fingers.
"Hmm, sweet and oh so tasty!" She now said still licking them off, though she immediately undid the belt on her own jeans removing it. "Ok, time to get naked," she stated after that, and quickly began removing the rest of her clothing just as Mabel did. "Well? You two just going to stand there jerking off...with your clothes on or what? At least get naked while you do that," she added giggling.
Bob and I quickly stripped off the rest of our clothing as Mabel and Cujo walked over to the bed sitting down on the end of it.
"James? How about fixing us a couple of drinks?" Mabel asked me. I wandered over to the small side bar, my cock bobbing up and down excitedly as I did so. Admittedly it was a strange feeling to be standing there fixing drinks for everyone with my cock hard as a fucking rock sticking out in front of me the way it was. Not only that, but standing there as I fixed our drinks, seeing Cujo beckoning for Bob to walk over to them promised to prove interesting, which it quickly became.
"I love chewing on this fucker," Cujo said her hand once again wrapping itself about shaft of Bob's cock, pulling him down onto the bed with her. "Here...hold it for me while I do that," she grinned wickedly.
Now lying on his back with Mabel sitting off to the side, Cujo slid up between his legs, her tongue quickly snaking out to tickle the tip of his prick as Mabel held it.
"Feed it to me," she told her. "I like that."
Mabel indeed did that, holding Bob's enormous prick in her hand, stroking it softly up and down, her hand bumping against the flanged head of his mushroom-like prick. Cujo, true to her word began nibbling at it with her teeth, softly nipping and biting at the exposed flesh sending shivers of delight up and down Bob's spine as he closed his eyes groaning appreciatively. I stood, now sipping my drink, enjoying the spectacle as Mabel looked over towards me smiling, nodding her head in approval at me. I chuckled, realizing I was fisting myself as I stood there watching the three of them.
"I love watching a man jerk himself off," Mabel said as Cujo took a moment to look back in my direction.
"Me too," she grinned, and not many men will either," she added. "And why is that anyway? They sure seem to enjoy watching us finger-fuck ourselves, but then the moment we ask them to do the same for us, it suddenly turns into something else!"
"That's what I love about James," Mabel said. "He's so new to all this, that he's enjoyed satisfying all my silly, sometimes kinky requests. And that keeps it fun and exciting for me," she said blowing me a kiss. "And speaking of requests..." she then added. "Come over here and let me rub that hard cock of yours against Cujo's pussy for a moment. Before we get too lost and involved in sucking one another's cunts."
Bob rolled off the bed, basically exchanging places with me as Cujo now rolled onto her back. As per Mabel's instructions, I now found myself kneeling between her legs, bent at the knee and spread wide as Mabel gripped my shaft and began running it up and down Cujo's wet glistening split.
"Ooh yeah, that feels good!" Cujo moaned excitedly, her hands coming up to caress her own breasts. Her nipples were thick and hard as she pinched them, rolling them between her fingers. Looking over at Mabel, I reached out as well, now doing the same thing to hers as she continued to play with Cujo's cunt, using my cock to do so with.
"Oh yeah, I like that," Cujo moaned even more deeply as Mabel slapped her clit with my dick, pounding my shaft against her repeatedly before slowing, once again touching my dick tip against the woman's clit, and then holding it there as she worked me back and forth, side to side and up and down rapidly.
"Like that do you?" Mabel cooed excitedly.
"Fuck yes!" Cujo moaned in response. "You gonna make him squirt on me and then lick it all up?" She asked hopefully.
"Would you like that?" Mabel asked unnecessarily.
"You fucking know I do," she answered back hotly, then looking at me. "How about you James? Would you like to squirt all over my cunt and then watch May lick me all nice and clean again?"
Bob had walked over to the side of the bed, standing there looking down at the three of us once again fisting himself. "How about me?" He asked. "Mind if I toss a little cream onto your tits?"
"Please do!" She said grinning lustfully. "Shower me with all that hot sticky spunk baby, lots and lots of it! And you James...I want to feel you squirting all over my cunt, I want to feel the slick slippery spray bathing my pussy while May masturbates my clit with your dick. I want to cum like that, want to juice your prick while you're juicing my cunt. Think you can do that for me?" she asked.
I knew in that very moment, it wouldn't take much longer and I would be. I was amazed at how highly aroused I was. It wasn't something I had honestly expected, and to be perfectly truthful, being with people I had barely met, seemed for some strange reason to excite me even more. I had begun to understand the intensity of that, which Mabel obviously was already well aware of. The encounter we'd enjoyed earlier in the stairwell with the still as yet nameless man we'd picked up, had even then given me some insight into that. And now here...watching as Mabel continued to slap my prick against Cujo's pussy, Bob standing off to one side, now purposely jackhammering his own cock, had escalated my own arousal to new heights.
"You ready for some hot titty cum?" Bob asked clenching his teeth, his face already working up into a grimace.
"Hell yes! Shoot it baby, cum all over these big soft tits!" Cujo called out, once again cupping them within her hands, presenting Bob with a nice sexy target in doing so.
"It's going to be a big one too!" He warned her. "Been a while..." he left off, his face turning red as the obvious intensity of his pending climax began racing up his shaft.
"Oh yeah, cum baby...cum!" Maybel now added urging him to do so, still rubbing my cock furiously up and down Cujo's split. "Squirt it! Squirt it! SQUIRT IT!"
"Here...it...COMES!" Bob shouted out, his eyes popping open as he looked down at himself. Even I had to look over, mesmerized as I anticipated his momentary climax. Already purple and angry looking as it was, his prick head seemed to darken in color, his mushroom head swelling even more than it already was. The wide thick eye-slit suddenly opening, pulsating for a moment, and a pearly drop of pre-lube appearing. And then like someone had thrown a switch, his cock twitched, throbbed, and then shot an amazing streamer of white hot sticky spunk clean across the bed, missing her breasts completely, though he quickly readjusted his aim.
"Holy fucking shit!" Cujo cried out, surprised at the voluminous discharge, though it was rapidly followed by another, and then another, each one of those landing squarely upon her breasts. "Oh yeah! Yeah! More baby more! Cum on these titties!" She said holding them up, her hard thick nipples suddenly covered in Bob's spunk as he now leaned over, ensuring the last remnants of his still seeping prick covered them each.
I wasn't far behind. The obscene spectacle of seeing him do that triggered my own release. Mabel well aware of it, now held my prick steady against Cujo's clit, not even bothering to pump it as I throbbed once, twice, and then showered her cunt with my spray yelling out as I did, just as I knew Mabel would want me to.
"Oh yeah...pump it baby...pump it. Make me squirt again...again, that's it...oh yeah, see all that nice hot sticky spunk? See it squirting on her clit?"
I was mad with desire, lust...excitement beyond my wildest imaginings. And as I came, as I knelt there watching my semen shooting out the end of my prick, Mabel's hand now directing it up and down Cujo's lips, still working her hard stiff clit as I did so, she too was climaxing. She didn't at first even utter a sound, her body thrashing however wildly, making it somewhat difficult for Mabel to continue rubbing her with my prick. Finally, as the overwhelming sensation seized her, she cried out with a long unintelligible scream of delight, nearly ear splitting as she did. I wondered briefly just how sound-proofed the rooms were, and figured even if they were to some extent, Cujo's orgasmic cry of delight would have still easily been heard.
Almost before I was finished, Mabel dove between Cujo's legs, her lips and tongue now continuing what I'd begun doing. Cujo immediately launching off into a second orgasm, barely after the first one had run its course. I stood there next to Bob, the two of us watching as Mabel began licking up the pools and streamers of cum-cream that almost entirely covered the woman's cunt. Laughing delightedly, deliriously as she did so. I was so engrossed in watching that myself, I didn't even hear the knock on the door to our room, until whoever it was knocked again.
Still looking back towards the bed as Mabel continued licking and cleaning Cujo's cunt from my massive spending, I finally reached the door looking through the peephole quickly before answering it. Kay, FC and some other guy I didn't know, hadn't seen before stood outside patiently waiting, smiles on their faces. I opened the door, forgetting for a moment that I was standing there in the nude.
Giving me an appreciative eye as the three of them passed, Kay was the first one to speak.
"See I told you that was her scream," she laughed. "We heard you the moment we got off the elevator! I wouldn't be at all surprised if everyone else on this floor did either!" She added laughing.
"Yeah well...what can I say?" Cujo said finally sitting up, as did Mabel, now wiping off her face.
"And this...must be Mike?" She asked addressing the guy just standing behind the two women.
"Either that, or some guy that heard Cujo cumming the same time we did, and thought it might be interesting to drop by and see for himself," she laughed making me wonder if that wasn't actually the truth.
"Yeah, I'm Mike," he told her extending his hand. "And as much as I'd like to join you all, I really would like to shower first...if that's ok?"
"Be my guest," Mabel told him pointing him in that direction.
"I think I'll join you...I am a bit sticky now myself," Cujo said rolling out of bed, but not before planting another quick kiss on the tip of Bob's cock as he stood there next to her. "And after that...I'll be needing that drink," she said winking at me.
**
I might be a guy, but even I had to admit Mike was strikingly handsome. He wasn't at all like I'd expected, though even that thought now escaped me. Tall at just over six feet, with a full head of dark hair, tanned skinned from being outside a lot. He also had what could only be described as a chiseled Adonis like look about him, almost as though he had posed for one of those ancient Greek sculptures, which as I soon learned wasn't far off the mark. Mike was Greek in fact, and looked every bit the part. No wonder Cujo had been anxious to meet up with him. And even Kay, swearing she herself would never be with a man, gave him more than a second glance when a bit later he came wandering out of the bathroom, still nude.
I was glad for the brief rest, having so pleasurably spent myself such a short time ago. Sitting about relaxing with drinks, chatting, laughing was a bit odd as by now everyone did so totally naked. But after a while, it seemed almost normal to me, and I no longer cared that I walked about only half-cocked. Even Mike was far less than erect, though his penis hung well enough to be impressive even like that. I was curious myself to see how it might appear when he was finally, and fully hard.
The other most interesting thing about the ladies was indeed F.C.'s enormous tits, particularly her nipples. I'd been given a rather quick brief introduction to them earlier in the bar. But even that hadn't quite prepared me for what I now saw as she came strolling out of the bathroom herself a short time later. Her boobs were indeed big and hung heavily against her chest, which I myself found quite alluring. They were still well rounded and full, but it was without a doubt the size of her nipples that amazed me the most.
For starters, they were almost chocolate colored, giving hint at her own exotic heritage. Her areola was larger than most as well, nearly covering the entire front portion of her breasts. That would have been interesting in and of itself, had it not been for the amazing rigidity of her nipples themselves. As thick and as fat as my thumb, they also stood easily a full two inches off her breasts when erect. A sight as I said immediately caught the eye regardless of where or what you were first looking at. The moment her breasts came into view, the eyes just seemed to lock onto them. It was almost impossible not to. And the fact she had again intimated at her looking forward to fucking Mabel's pussy with them, and soon...made that all the more exciting to look forward to in seeing.
I almost felt sorry for Kay. Though she had nice-sized breasts herself, her nipples were way small in comparison, though she did state they were very sensitive, and she had in fact been able to achieve orgasm just in having them played with. I looked forward to seeing that, if in fact it even happened, though I had no illusions on ever touching them myself.
Things were just starting to heat up again when Mike, Cujo and Mabel came walking out of the bathroom after taking a shower together. I had no doubts that Mike had enjoyed the pleasure of having his dick, fondled and very possibly sucked by Cujo at least and very possibly to orgasm after that. He was initially content to stand next to the bar sipping the drink I had fixed for him and watch the continuing developments. Cujo and Mabel on the other hand were all warmed up and raring to go again.
As I'd been standing there doing myself, ogling FC's nipples, Mabel immediately walked over, her fingers quickly reaching out and then latching onto one, just as Cujo did to the other one.
"What was it you said earlier about tit-fucking me?" Mabel asked.
"Thought you might like the idea of me doing that," she said smiling. Leading her towards the bed, FC then pushed Mabel down onto it as Bob scurried out of the way from where he'd been laying as Mabel now spread her legs, FC scooting up between them as she did. Almost immediately she beckoned Kay over towards them. "It's easier if you tit-fuck her with my breast while I kneel over her," she said. "Want to?"



"Hell yes!" Kay said excitedly, and then positioned herself there on the bed so she could. Everyone else now gathered around to watch, Bob's prick already lengthening again in expectation of seeing that, and a familiar tingle already working its way through my cock too.
Watching Kay as she wrapped her hand around one of FC's breasts, now holding it against Mabel's pussy was amazingly hot. She began to rub the meaty flesh of that massive boob up and down, the thumb sized nipple hard and erect, feeling much like a tickling, probing finger as she did so.
"How's that feel?" Kay asked curiously. "I wouldn't mind trying this myself!" she then added with a wicked gleam in her eye as she looked down, working FC's stiff protrusion against Mabel's clit.
"Insane! Fucking insane!" Mabel laughed delightedly. "Never been tit-fucked like this before!" she giggled loudly.
"I've got another surprise for you too then," FC told her as she sat up briefly forcing Kay's hand away. She now began working her own nipples, pulling on them and massaging her breasts. In seconds, milky white little bubbles began appearing on the caps of each thick nipple. "Almost there," she grinned as we all sat watching. Seconds after that, she squeezed again and a streamer of milk suddenly began spraying.
"Holy shit!" Bob stated in amused surprise. "You can still do that?"
"Never really went away," FC told him. "If I work at it, it always comes back, the only problem is, I have leaky tits for days afterwards whenever I do this. It's still fun though, and feels good when I milk someone like I'm about to do now!"
Once again leaning over, FC now pinched her own nipple even more forcefully, another thin streamer of mother's milk suddenly cascading from the tip of her breast, soaking Mabel's pussy.
"Man, I wouldn't mind feeling some of that on this!" Bob asked hopefully as he stood there nearby, cock in hand throbbing about excitedly.
"Well come here then, come get it!" FC laughed as Bob walked over. Watching her suddenly squirting her milk on his shaft reminded me of squeezing out mustard on a hot-dog, without the bun. But the thing that surprised everyone, including FC and Mabel, was when Kay suddenly reached up grabbing Bob's prick and began teasing it, using the milk from FC's breasts in doing so.
"Well, will wonders never cease?" FC's stated spraying a bit more as Kay held it for her so that she could.
"Hey, cut me some slack. I was just curious as to how that might feel is all," she stated as she continued to slide her hand up and down Bob's shaft with the milk. And besides, it does look sorta naughty," she added, a rosy red blush coming into her cheeks at her own brief embarrassment at actually finding some measure of pleasure in doing this.
"Got enough left for James?" Mabel asked. "That's something else I wouldn't mind trying either," she now said sitting up, swinging her legs off the bed as she beckoned me over closer to where FC now began caressing her other breast, working it up.
"Plenty in this side too," she grinned looking at me as I reached her. Mabel now holding my cock for her as she once again leaned over, squeezed, and then began squirting another warm streamer of mother's milk all over my cock.
She did a pretty good job of soaking it too, whereupon Mabel then drew me into her mouth, sucking my prick now coated with FC's fresh warm sticky milk.
"How's that?" FC asked me curiously. "Like it?"
"Oh yeah," I groaned pleasurably. And though I had indeed enjoyed the sensation of her squirting her breast milk on me, it was now the talented tongue and lips of Mabel's mouth that was working the real magic. Though heightening that sensation to some extent was also in watching Kay as she now leaned over, capturing one of FC's breasts within her mouth, now sucking it hungrily like a thirsty child.
It was at that moment that I saw Mike suddenly walking over finally joining us as he surprised everyone, likewise leaning over to suckle on FC's neglected breast as Kay continued working and milking the other much to her obvious delight. Mike's cock I now noticed was noticeably erect. The tip of his prick glistening with cum-dew from his standing there stroking it while watching all this. It was indeed long, longer than my own, though not quite as thick or as big around. But the length in and of itself was impressive with a slight upwards curvature to it that made me think of cartoon drawings where pricks appeared to be oddly disproportionate to their owners. Such was the way Mike's appeared as FC reached down and began fondling it as he stood there sucking her tit.
"Now I need some man cream!" Cujo announced hotly as she swam across the bed towards Bob, once again taking his cock into her mouth as she began sucking it, or rather attempting to, more so licking at, nipping at that mushroom sized head of his.
"Here, let me help you with that," Mabel laughed teasingly, finally releasing my own cock for a moment as she latched onto Bob's. Now holding it in her hand, stroking it up and down, pumping it as Cujo sat on the side of the bed. It was obvious by the pleasured look on Bob's face while the two of them went to work on his prick, that he wasn't too far off from delivering what they were after.
"You're about to get a mouthful of cum," he warned her looking down at himself as Cujo and Mabel continued pumping and mouthing his prick.
"Good, that's exactly what I want she said, so any time you're ready!" She added smiling, looking up at him, her mouth now opened even wider as Mabel pressed Bob's prick against her lips, stroking it.
"Well in that case," he grimaced suddenly stiffening, his cock throbbing fiercely for a moment, before he bellowed out his pleasured release. "Here...it...comes!"
Mabel now sat slow-stroking his cock, milking it almost the way FC had milked her own tits. Even Kay pulled away in order to watch Bob shooting off into Cujo's mouth, long streamers of his spunk erupting from his dick as she sat there gathering it in, though without swallowing. Even before he had finished, as May squeezed out the last remnants of what he had to give her, his semen was already dripping from the corners of Cujo's lips.
"Bring it here sweetie," FC stated. "You know where I want it."
Now forcing Mike away from her tit, FC's crawled up into the middle of the bed as Cujo spun around into what appeared to be a "69" position with her. As she did, she began to allow Bob's spending to drip from her mouth, hanging suspended for a moment in another long drippy cum-drool which began to soak FC's pussy, now splashing against her lips.
"That's fucking wicked looking," Kay said as she sat there off to one side watching it. "And I'll be the first one to admit it!" She added. She now sat inserting her own fingers into herself, quite uninhibitedly finger-fucking herself as Cujo now began licking and sucking on FC's sperm filled pussy, making a rather nasty sounding effort as she did so.
Once again feeling neglected, Mike sauntered over to stand next to Kay, his prick only inches away from her as she glanced over realizing that.
"Ah, sorry...not my thing," she said smiling at him seeing his look of surprise upon hearing that.
"I will, provided you don't mind me using a condom," Mabel told him.
"Fine with me," he grinned lustfully. "I'd just like to have my dick sucked."
"Hmmm," Kay said suddenly looking over towards May as she fished out an available condom where she'd placed some in the nightstand.
"What?"
"Oh, was just thinking that it might be interesting to see what it's like if I could use one of those," Kay said once again surprising everyone with her statement.
"You've got to be fucking kidding me!" FC suddenly announced looking over towards her. "You? Of all people?" She burst out laughing, "Actually putting a man's cock in your mouth?"
"Hey, didn't say I was switching teams or anything, just thought it might be interesting to see what all the fuss is about," she stammered. "Never said I wasn't open-minded, well...a little anyway," she said blushing now.
"How about I put it on him for you?" Mabel said as she tore open one of the packages, preparing to place the condom inside her mouth. "Not sure I'll be able to get it entirely on him that way as big as he is, but I'll give it my best try," she grinned and then proceeded to do so. To my surprise, she managed to roll most of it down the length of his hard cock with her mouth, only smoothing out the bottom of it with her hand, unable to manage it fully. "There you go," Mabel said sitting back again. "Have at it!"
Tentatively, Kay leaned forward, just barely gathering the tip of Mike's condom covered cock inside her mouth, sucking it a little. He moaned appreciatively, perhaps more so as he now knew this was a first for her. "OK, it is interesting," she said, "and not so bad with this on I suppose." She then gathered a bit more of Mike's prick within her mouth, now sucking it as she allowed her instincts to take over, and as she did, Mabel now reached down and began finger-fucking Kay's cunt while she did that.
Bob and I were once again the only audience, he however standing somewhat flaccid again having only a short time ago shot his wad. I on the other hand continued to stand there with a full on erection. I didn't mind though, and I certainly had nothing to complain about. Just watching everyone else for the moment anyway, was quite exciting and pleasurable all by itself. Especially when FC began to climax, her ear-piercing scream even louder than Cujo's had been earlier, once again worrying me about the soundproofing of the room.
When the knock came on the door only minutes later, I was almost certain someone had actually complained, and that management had sent someone up talk to us about that.
"See who it is," Mabel told me as she continued to sit there instructing Kay in the nature of giving a blow-job., all the while still fingering the woman's cunt.
Once again I walked over towards the door, peeking through the tiny eye-port first. About all I saw was a massive white chest. Standing behind the door as I opened it, still prepared to smile and apologize for any noise we had made, I was taken aback by a six and a half foot giant standing on the other side, bald headed dressed in a pair of faded blue jeans and a crisp white tight tee shirt that barely fit over his chest.
"You must be..."
"Mr. Clean," he grinned now folding his arms over his chest as he stood there. Short of wearing an earring in his ear, which I'd half expected to see, he honestly did look like the cartoon character of the same name. "This where the party is?"
"Yeah, come on in," I said stepping back, only now very much aware of my own nudity as I did so. Even Mr. Clean as he called himself looked down as be passed me by, noticing it. But his attention was immediately drawn towards the bed where all the real activity was still going on.
"Sorry I'm late," he announced, and then without any further hesitation, began removing his clothes.
**
Now I'll be the first to admit I've seen a few really big cocks, though mostly in porn movies and magazines. And not saying that neither Mike nor Bob didn't have pretty good-sized pricks themselves, they did. But the thing hanging between Mr. Cleans legs as I saw it, didn't even remotely resemble a penis. It was more like a hanging tree trunk! I for one had never seen anything like it, and it wasn't even fucking hard yet!
The moment the giant had come into the room, all activity just seemed to stop, except oddly enough for Kay who continued knobbing Mike's prick as she seemed to have really gotten into it. Mike on the other hand stood looking at Mr. Clean with a wide-eyed look of surprise on his face, just as we all were save for Cujo who grinned at him appreciatively.
"Glad you got my message," she told him formally introducing him to everyone, including Kay who now somewhat reluctantly removed her mouth from Mike's cock, her eyes suddenly growing wide as she only then looked over towards him.
"Holy shit! Now you know why I'm a lesbian!" she announced garnering a round of laughter upon hearing her say that, especially as she'd been sitting there sucking a man's cock.
"He affectionately goes by the name of Mr. Clean, which is what a majority of us who know him, call him," she said.
"Cujo..." his deep voice began with what sounded like a bit of a warning, but she waved him off.
"But, he also has another name that those of us who are in fact even closer to him also call him by, and that is the bald-headed virgin."
"You're...you're still a virgin?" Mabel asked incredulously.
"Yeah, believe it or not, I still am. Thirty eight years old, and never once found a woman who was either willing...or capable of taking this," he said reaching down with both hands, lifting it up like it actually was a piece branch off a tree. "Some few have tried, but so far no one's succeeded in actually doing it. So in the technical sense of the word...yeah, I still am."
"I can see fucking why!" FC stated still eye-balling the massive prick hanging down between his legs, as thick around as her wrist if not bigger and still obviously flaccid. "Just how fucking big does it get anyway?" She curiously asked, asking the question that I think most nearly everyone else had wanted to, but didn't.
"Why am I not surprised to be asked that?" He laughed. "Once people see me, that's usually the first question they do ask. So I'll give you the same answer I give everyone else. I don't honestly know. I've never actually measured it, and have no intention of ever doing so, or letting anyone else throw a yard stick against it either," he laughed boisterously. "All I ever tell anyone is its too big, and yet just right, though I don't really have much say in the matter now do I? So take that for whatever its worth."
Even the mushroomed head of Bob's prick seemed small in comparison, making me feel like a little boy again in comparison to that.
"So when's the last time you even got that monster off?" Cujo asked leading him over towards the bed, hanging onto his prick as she did so which looked oddly weird as it seemed to stretch out a good foot or more away from him as she did so.
"I dunno, a week? Week and a half maybe?" He grinned hopefully.
Cujo giggled. "I'd imagine then you're due for a major eruption."
"More than," he said winking at her. "Though you might need some help with it all when you do. As big of a cum slut as I know you are, I can almost fucking guarantee it will be too much for you even."
"Girls? Anyone want to give me a hand here? Actually...several of them?" She laughed loudly, her own two hands barely able to even wrap around his still flaccid prick as he crawled up into the bed lying on his back.
"I'm good," Kay said turning back towards Mike. "I think I'll finish what I started with here...one step at a time you know," she now actually laughed still shaking her head over the enormity of the massive cock laying halfway up Mr. Cleans belly. To me...it looked like a fucking snake sitting there, a small boa constrictor in fact.
FC and Mabel both now joined Cujo as the three of them wrapped their hands around Mr. Cleans penis club, holding it up in order to fully stroke it, doing so hand over hand as it were as he slowly began to stiffen. Mesmerized, both Bob and I took a seat sitting down as though watching a magic show, watching as the giant's prick slowly grew to even more gigantic proportions than he already was.
"People used to say I was hung like a horse," Bob announced. "But this is the first time where I'd say that statement even comes close to actually describing the size of that dick!"
He was right about that, though I was somewhat amazed that my much smaller cock had actually began to rise again. Watching the three women as they sat there together, all six hands working the man's prick, was an interesting exercise to say the least. Even Mike's sudden deep-throated groan didn't immediately alert me to the fact he was actually reaching climax, so engrossed in what I was seeing that it took a moment for me to realize that he was. Kay pulled her mouth away from the man's prick moments later, the tip of the condom filled to near over-flowing with his semen.
"Not bad for a first time," he said praising her. "Anything you'd like me to do in return for that?" He wondered.
She looked over towards the bed. "You probably wouldn't like it if I were to tell you," she said easily, laughing.
Mike glanced over as well, now laughing himself. "You're probably right...I bet I wouldn't."
Kay was content now to sit there on the end of the bed, once again spreading her legs as she went back to finger-fucking herself momentarily. "Didn't you say you brought some toys with you?" She asked speaking to Mabel.
"Sure did," Mabel responded back, both of her hands surrounding the tip of Mr. Cleans prick as she rubbed them together as though attempting to start a fire with the man's pole. "In that bag...James? Would you mind handing it to her?" she now asked me.
I did so, sitting it down next to her as she unzipped it and began rummaging through it. "Ah yes...I have one of these myself," she said reaching in, moments later withdrawing a vibrator that had more whistles and bells on it that I'd ever seen before. "This is the kind that makes my pussy squirt!" she announced excitedly, and then began using it on herself.
"Squirt?" I asked mouthing the words at Mabel, seeing her eyes suddenly widen in delight.
"How much do you?" Mabel now asked her.
"Just depends. On how horny I am, or how long it's been. But...I'll say this, I am damn fucking horny...and it has been a few days now. So...might be a big one," she laughed. "I won't really know until I'm nearly there. But when I am there...I can usually tell. I usually get so fucking wet, I can fist myself afterwards as slippery as I get."
I noticed after having said that how FC, Cujo and Mabel suddenly looked back and forth at one another.
"Ah, can everyone excuse us for just a second?" Cujo said suddenly crawling out of bed along with the other two women. "You too Kay...we need to meet privately for a moment."
With a somewhat confused expression on her face, Kay joined them as the four headed off into the bathroom together.
"I thought that was just a myth," Mike said his eyes wide.
"What?" Bob asked though he too thought it curious.
"About women having the need to run off to the bathroom together all the time," he quipped, though he knew they were in fact up to something, as we all did.
"Wonder what that was all about?" I found myself asking.
"I think we'll know soon enough, whatever it is," Mike responded back. "And I'm willing it will be interesting when we do."
Even Mr. Clean, the bald-headed virgin sat on the bed wondering why the girls had suddenly up and disappeared, one moment three of them working his cock to hardness, and the next...suddenly disappearing like a flock of scared sheep.
Even with the door to the bathroom closed we could hear them talking, though no one could make out what was being said, not until Kay spoke up herself, and that we all heard quite clearly.
"No...fucking...way!"
Bob, Mike and I all turned looking over towards the bed. "You don't suppose..." Bob hazard a guess.
"Who knows maybe? I doubt it though...you heard her, and besides, she's never done anything with a guy either." I said.
"Except for the fact she just gave me a blowjob for the first time in her life," Mike finished.
"What are you guys talking about?" Mr. Clean questioned. "You can't possibly mean..." but he too was drowned out by another loud exclamation coming from inside the bathroom.
"But I'm a lesbian! I'm not even into men!" Kay said crying out loudly once again. "And especially not one with the size of a dick that he's got!"



"That answer your question?" Bob said snickering.
"Five will get you ten she doesn't go for it," Mike bet.
"You're on. You don't know Cujo the way I do. Once that woman sets her mind to something, she doesn't give up until she has it."
"It's a bet then," Mike said shaking his hand. "And even if she does, I'll bet you twenty, she can't handle that monster even if she does try."
"I'll take that bet too," Bob told the man. "Like I said...Cujo's got an idea, and because she does, I'm willing to bet she's got some sort of idea in mind for that little, or rather not so little problem too," he stated once again looking towards the giant, who just sat there, the pole between his legs suddenly beginning to wilt again.
"Ah, you might want to stroke on that a little...I have a feeling things are going to get very interesting here again soon," Mike told the man, especially as quiet as it suddenly got. Moments later the door opened, Cujo, FC, and Mabel all with smiles on their faces. Kay on the other hand looking less than pleased.
"Come on Kay, you'll have the distinction of doing something no other woman's been able to do, if you can pull this off," Cujo told her. "And...like we promised, the three of us will get with you next weekend, and treat you to an entire day of nothing but pussy fun, and all you have to do to get that...is just try. Not even succeed, but at least try."
In my mind, she still looked dubious about doing whatever it was the girls had talked her into. Especially as she now stood there staring at the man's prick, still looking a bit undecided.
"Ok, but...like I said, the only way I can even imagine trying to take that thing, is if I get off myself first, and it has to be a really big, really wet juicy squirt, otherwise I won't be nearly as slippery enough as I will need to be."
"No problem, whatever you want, however you want it," Cujo assured her. "So...what is it you want us to do?"
"Well, you're going to need to get me nice and horny again for one," she told them all. "So for starters, Maybe one of you can put on one of Mabel's strap-ons to sort of get me primed. While I'm sitting on that, I'm kind of thinking I'd like someone else to start licking and sucking my clit. Then of course...I'd like maybe one of you, and even one of the guys to come over and suck on my tits. I think feeling all that at the same time should just about do it for me. After that...we'll see. Like I said, before I'm even willing to try, it's got to be a nice big long squishy cum, otherwise...no fucking way."
**
To be continued...
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Famous last words. The very words I told myself only moments after Shawn rolled out of my bed. I had no excuses for it either, and though I had said that, and meant it, that didn't change the consequences one iota. I knew then I had fucked up my life, my relationship with Shane...Shawn's twin sister.
I had met Shane at a party a few weeks earlier, not knowing at the time she had an identical twin sister. I didn't even find that out until we'd been dating for well over a week, finally invited back to her home where I got the surprise of my life.
Inviting me inside, she had poured us each a coke from the fridge, and then excused herself saying that she'd really like to get out of the clothes she was wearing and into her "comfy" ones. Not having a clue as to what that meant, I was content to sit there and wait on her.
I also happened to know that her dad was out of town on business and would be for the next several days. Her mother worked the night shift at a local bar waiting tables, so as far as I knew, we had the house entirely to ourselves. Not once had she ever mentioned the fact she had siblings, though in her defense, I'd not yet gotten around to asking her about that either.
Shane was a very attractive woman in every sense of the word. And I don't mean gorgeously beautiful either, because she wasn't. She wore her dark hair short, which was a bit unusual perhaps, but it gave her a carefree wild sort of look to match her piercing blue eyes. She was also the exact same height that I was at around five foot eight. Though thankfully preferred wearing sandals or sneakers as opposed to wearing high heels. Like I said, she was far from being gorgeous, but she had a certain something that just exuded her sexuality and sensuality. That to me made her even sexier, her wild carefree attitude and demeanor, which to me being a part of her character is what made her attractive and beautiful in her own way.
Her smile could melt ice cream, and her eyes could make it hard again. I know, because she'd done that to me more times than I could count myself now, and we had barely started kissing one another with full tongues.
Tonight however, she had hinted at the possibility of something more happening. At least I hoped so. It wasn't so much anything she said that even suggested it. Only that she was looking forward to spending some real quality time with me later on that evening.
We had spent nearly the entire day walking around campus at a local university. Now each of us graduated from high school, and looking ahead towards our individual futures, it had been through other friends who were going to the school who'd invited us for a meet and greet. Which is how we'd met. Shane had attended an entirely different high school than I had, though within the same community. And now...here we were, walking about campus, talking about the various classes each of us hoped to be taking, three of which we likewise hoped we'd be taking together.
Sitting there drinking the coke she'd opened and poured for me, I heard her coming down the stairs a few minutes later. In moments she came into the kitchen area where I was sitting. She had told me she was going upstairs to get comfy, but when she came in carrying what appeared to be a laundry basket, I had no idea what she had obviously meant by that. She was naked, except for a pair of blue and red stripped bikini panties, which is the only thing she had on.
"Holy shit!" I exclaimed upon seeing her, which was a surprise in and of itself. Not even realizing I had spoken, possibly because she jumped, dumping the basket she was carrying in the middle of the floor.
"Jesus Christ!" She screamed upon seeing me, looking at me like I was some sort of a burglar or something. "You scared the shit out of me!"
Dumbfounded, I could only sit there looking at her stupidly. I felt as though I had just entered the twilight zone or something by the way she was acting.
"Well the least you could do, is quit staring at my tits, and help me pick up this laundry!"
Even though I finally moved to help her, I was still in a confused state of shock, not at all understanding what the hell was going on here, though now...I really was looking at her tits as I began gathering up the scattered clothing that she'd basically dumped everywhere.
"I see you've met my sister."
Now it was my turn to jump, spinning around to find myself staring at an identical doppelganger of the half naked woman in front of me. The one behind me, a bit more modestly attired though not by much. She wore a skimpy pair of cut off sweat shorts and a tee shirt that looked all but painted on.
"Your sister?" I said once again turning to look at the woman who now stood holding the previously dumped basket of clothing in front of her, now concealing her bare breasts, well mostly anyway. "You're twins?"
"You must be the new boyfriend," Shawn said just before Shane introduced me to her.
"Yeah, this is my sister Shawn," Shane said finally introducing me. "And yes...we're identical in every way," she added once again looking at her, seeing where my eyes suddenly turned at the moment as one of Shawn's breasts was still clearly revealed. Feeling suddenly embarrassed, I looked away once again lacking any words to say for a moment.
"Well, at least now I know I didn't step off into some parallel universe, for a moment there, I really did think I'd just entered the twilight zone!"
That made them both laugh, which eased the tension considerably. I soon after followed Shane back into the living room as Shawn completed her trip downstairs to the laundry room.
"Sorry about that, I guess I should have warned you," Shane told me. "Shawn tends to run around the house like that whenever we're alone. "I thought I could change and then warn her about you're being downstairs, but she was too quick for me," she added.
"Might have helped had I known you even had a sister, and a twin sister at that," I stated once again the image of her beautiful well rounded breasts with the dark pink nipples capping each one filling my thoughts. "So...totally identical then?" I asked trying to hide what I was actually thinking about, though Shane laughed.
"Yeah, you've seen her boobs...you've seen mine. So I guess now, you won't need to huh?"
"I'm sure they're not exactly identical," I said guessing, "And besides which, I didn't exactly look at them that long to really remember what they did look like," I said trying to worm my way out of the situation.
"Ah huh," she said, and then smiled. "But just so you know? We really are. If you were to see us actually stand there totally naked together, I'm willing to bet there's no way you could tell us a part. We even shave ourselves bare, so there's nothing there either that would hint at anything. And our boobs are exactly the same size and shape too. We wear our hair in the same style, simply because it is fun to fool people whenever we do go out together, though we generally don't always dress alike. Only when we're in the mood to really fake people out. Then we do."
"So you're telling me I really wouldn't know, wouldn't be able to tell the two of you a part if you were to actually do that."
"Nope! We even sound identical to one another on the phone too, which reminds me. Shawn's a bit of a tease, even more so than I am. So don't be surprised if and when you call, she tries to pretend she's me."
"Well that could get awkward. I guess I'd best not say anything too personal, though how am I to know it really is you I'm even talking to then? Maybe...we should establish some sort of a code, so when I'm not sure, I can ask you the code word, and if you give back the correct response, then I will know for sure it is you then."
"That sounds like a plan, what code should we use?"
"How about this, something simple, but not so much she'd figure it out. If I want to know it's really you on the other end of the line...or for that matter, even in person. If I say 'blue' you say, "bluer".
"Bluer?"
"Yeah, easy...simple, but she might attempt to fool me and give another color in response, so doing it that way, I'm pretty sure I'll know it's really you."
We agreed on that, and then settled down on her couch to watch a little TV, though Shawn came into the room a short while later, joining us. She had dressed herself however in an outfit very similar to her sisters, and once again, it amazed me to see the two of them together like that. I truly couldn't distinguish one from the other. Had they gone out and swapped clothes, and then returned, I would have seriously never known.
Unfortunately with Shawn hanging around us, which we both felt she had done on purpose, we did very little but kiss every once in a while. The "quality time" I'd been hoping for to have with Shane turned out to be the three of us sitting around ordering pizza and drinking beer and then watching what turned out to be a chick-flick. The quality time I'd initially been hoping for, never happened. And even more oddly, if anyone did more flirting than anyone else, it was Shawn who was doing it.
With a long day ahead of me looking for a place to live, I soon afterwards called it a night, promising to call Shane the following day, especially if I was lucky enough to find a place. If I did, I'd invited her to come see it and see what she thought about it. I was already looking forward to her coming to visit with me, which I hoped would give us the alone time I was really looking forward to with her.
It was also interesting. Just as Shane hadn't told me about her sister, I hadn't told her everything about myself as well yet. For one, I didn't really want her to know I was pretty well off. Not just yet anyway. I'd already had my fill of girlfriends who were really only interested in me because of my substantial trust, something my grandparents had seen to, and which was currently helping put me through school. The fact I also had a full scholarship helped, but even then I didn't flaunt the fact that I usually had plenty of spending money. My one real luxury item was a brand new Volkswagen Bug, convertible. I had managed to pass off my reasoning behind purchasing that as it was economical as well as reliable to drive. I didn't bother mentioning I had paid cash for it when I did. If Shane thought I was having to make payments on it, so be it. This early in our relationship, I didn't think I needed to tell her, at least not until I was far more comfortable with her liking me for me, and not for my money.
As it turned out, I found a nice reasonable little place not too far away from campus, easily within walking distance if I chose not to drive my car. That...or even ride my bike which I was planning on doing as often as it was feasible for me to do so. I had called Shane, excited to tell her, and sure enough, found out a short time later I was actually speaking with Shawn.
"So...you found a place huh?"
"Yeah I did, and pretty close to campus too. I'm really anxious to show it to you," I told her.
"Oh you are huh?" She giggled. "Anxious to show it to me?"
Shane and I had flirted, joked and teased one another enough so far, that it wasn't totally out of character to be hinting at the subject she was now. But there was something in the way she was saying it, that didn't exactly remind me of Shane. So I decided to use the code word.
"Blue."
"Blue what?"
I waited. And then heard her laugh. "Oh, I see. Very tricky, guess you figured out it was me and not Shane," she said still laughing. "Ok, I tried. I'll go get her for you," she said and then put the phone down. Moments later I heard it being picked up again.
"Hello? Dave?"
"Blue," I said once again hearing a laugh on the other end of the line.
"Bluer," I heard this time, and now knew it was her.
Even after that first day, Shawn never gave up trying to fool me on the phone, and very often succeeding at it until I used the code word. The first couple of times that I did, she had responded back with another color, but upon doing that, I then knew who it was I was actually speaking to. Eventually, she finally gave up trying to fool me, or even tease or flirt with me as much as she had been. After that whenever I called, she simply put Shane on the phone.
After a while, I quit worrying about using the code. Most of the time I never said anything over the phone anyway that would give Shawn any reason to try and trick me into saying something I shouldn't. But the reality of that was, there wasn't much I could have told her anyway. Two month's into our relationship, Shane and I hadn't done anything more than a little light petting. All I'd managed to do so far, was play with her boobs a little while we sat on the couch together, and then always on the outside of her clothes. I had yet to actually touch her bare flesh. We'd agreed to take things slowly...but I was starting to wonder at this point if we weren't going a bit too slowly under the circumstances.
All that however was about to change, and in a very significant way.
I had taken my time settling into my new place, but once I had, Shane decided that we needed to have a party in order to celebrate that, a sort of home coming party. I wasn't too sure about doing that as I knew that most of the friends we knew and had, were very much party people, and that things could easily get out of hand if we let them. Even so, I agreed, and so we called everyone we wanted to invite planning on that very weekend, including Shawn, which I'd expected Shane would do.
It never failed to startle me, even when I went over to Shane's place when I saw the two of them together. So identical in every sense of the word. But even that failed in comparison to seeing them arrive at my new place, also identically dressed. They were indeed two peas in a pod, and spent the first several minutes driving me insane trying to guess which one was which, which I was also never able to do. When I finally got Shane alone in the kitchen as we began making up a batch of margaritas, I decided to use the code word.
"Blue?"
She looked at me and grinned.
"Blue balls!"
"Nice try Shawn," I said looking at her. To which she laughed and then responded correctly.
"Bluer...there, satisfied?"
"Fuck...I don't think I'll ever be able to tell the two of you a part," I told her, not without using the code word anyway."
"Well...there is ONE way," she said further teasing me. "But it's a deep dark secret, so maybe later on, I'll have to show you."
"Show me?"
"Yeah...later, when we've got a chance to be alone," she said winking at me. I could only wonder at what that might actually be, and then figuring maybe, just maybe it was a small mole or something in a somewhat intimate place. Something that one of them would have, and the other wouldn't. I could hardly wait to find out.
But as it turned out, that was going to be a while. The night was young yet, and there were still several startling surprises to be discovered far ahead of that.
I had tried in vain to keep the party down to a small roar, or rather a smaller group of people than who eventually showed up. It was a lot closer to a near drunken orgy than I would have liked, with at least two dozen people there, most of them our friends, but there were a few couples who showed up that were friends of Shawn's and not mine or her sister's who also arrived. If I had hoped to keep things from getting out of hand early on, I was in for a major disappointment. Once the margaritas began flowing, it was pretty much a lost cause.
When someone discovered I had the old game of "twister", that should have been an immediate red flag. Initially, it was a silly thing to be playing, but as everyone loosened up, it sounded like fun actually, and so we began doing so. Until someone else suggested we turn it into a game of "strip twister". After that, anyone who couldn't get into the positions they were supposed to get into, had to take off an article of clothing. Even then, I figured a little bit of bare skin might in fact be interesting. But I was also pretty sure that about the time someone lost it all, that would pretty much be the end of it. Boy was I in for a big surprise.
We played for quite some time. Eventually, there were several girls who were in fact now topless, and one or two more who had nothing more on than either a thong or panties. I figured that as soon as it came to their turns again, and should anyone lose, the game would finally be over. What I hadn't anticipated however finally happened.
I'd already lost track of who was actually who now twice during the evening. Which was more than a little disconcerting until Shane would say something to let me know it was her, or just the opposite, with Shawn saying something to me in such a way that I also knew it was her and not her sister. Still...having been faced with that several times now during the evening made me realize even more so, just how nearly perfect the two of them really were.
When they both lost their blouses, and having not worn a bra beneath them, is when it really got interesting. Someone actually made the comment that now that they were both bare breasted, that they could find a way to be able to tell the two of them apart. I guess I shouldn't have been all that surprised when the girls took up that challenge. Though not totally inebriated, not by any means, they had each had enough booze that neither one of them seemed to have much in the way of any real inhibitions. If anything, it seemed to bolster the mood to continue to see how long they could actually fool everyone. It was then determined that everyone and anyone could look at them as closely as they wanted to. Each of them. After that, they would then have to put up five dollars on who they thought was who. If the majority guessed wrong, the girls kept the money and would split it between themselves. If the girls lost, they said they'd match whatever money had been bet, and the rest of those who'd guessed correctly would then split it up from there.
Even I had to admit, I was looking forward to trying to guess who was really who myself, and spent an almost inordinate amount of time staring closely at their twin breasts trying to find something that would tell me which one was which. Everyone was given a minute to look, and then the girls left the room returning a few minutes later. Neither one of them spoke as everyone placed their five bucks in a plastic cup with their name on it in front of them.
Needless to say, the girls won. Though a few had in fact guessed correctly, the majority hadn't, including myself.
If I'd expected things to mellow out some after that, I was sadly mistaken. If anything, the party got a bit wilder and wilder, especially as no one who'd lost clothes felt it was important to put them back on again. And many others then decided it felt better to be naked entirely, and soon did so. Even Shane and Shawn had stripped down to nothing more than matching blue thongs. The image of what Shane had told me a while back about them both being clean shaven there, immediately popping into my head.
And though no one was actually fucking, they might just as well have been as several couples now rearranged the furniture enough to dance in the middle of the room. Slow dances mostly, and very sexy in nature by the songs being played. I saw more than one hard stiff erection out there on the floor, with someone's hand usually fondling it, amongst other things.
As much as I didn't really want to have this party in the first place, I was now just drunk enough, and horny enough, that I was actually having a pretty good time. Of course, all this naked female flesh dancing and running around me didn't hurt either, especially when Shane came over to the couch I was sitting on, still wearing nothing but her very brief blue thong.



"So...you interested in my secret?" She asked holding out her hand to me. I was standing on somewhat wobbly feet in seconds, and then allowed her to pull me up the stairs to my private "off limits" bathroom. I had even locked the door to my own bedroom ensuring no one else would enter it. Having a second "toilet only" bathroom downstairs was all that was needed anyway, and with the other bedroom already being used for other activities, I was glad I had locked the door to my own. Once inside, she led me into the bathroom.
"I'll show you mine...if you show me yours," she said teasingly.
Hell, she hadn't even touched my cock yet, well...not really anyway. She'd groped at it a few times through my jeans here and there, and we'd even sort of dry-humped on her couch one night when we'd both gotten rather aroused. But as yet, we still hadn't really done anything. I wondered now as we stood there in my private bathroom if the moment had finally come for more than that. Though I half wished it still was under better circumstances. Being somewhat tipsy as we both were, I was somewhat concerned she might have a few regrets come morning.
"Birthmarks," she suddenly added, letting me know that maybe I was jumping to conclusions here.
"Birthmarks? Ah...you have a birthmark that your sister doesn't!" I said finally catching on. "Where?"
She laughed. "Well...that's sort of where the I'll show you mine if, part comes in," she said giggling. "It is in a rather delicate place. And not that I'm sure you'll mind seeing it...I was sort of thinking that maybe, if you're going to be staring at my private parts, that maybe it's about time I got to have a better look at yours too!"
Now this was a game I could get into, though I daresay, the last time I'd played it went back a few years.
"You first," she said waiting. Still a bit nervous perhaps, being the first time and all that we'd actually seen one another, it did help that I happened to be looking at Shane's magnificent looking tits at the time. Rock hard, I unzipped my jeans, whereupon she immediately yanked them down around my ankles. I now stood there with my tighty-whitey's on, which were tented out about a mile, or so it felt like anyway. "Hmmm, "she moaned, now yanking those down as my prick bounced upwards momentarily caught in the waistband as she pulled it down.
"It's even bigger than I imagined it would be," she said looking at it, though still not touching it. And then tentatively, she did, her hand coming around, wrapping itself about my cock as she stroked it briefly. "I think...we're going to have to do something about this...a bit later," she said smiling, making me smile broadly myself upon hearing that. "So...you ready to see me?" she asked.
It was a question that really didn't need an answer, so I just grinned at her nodding my head like one of those dog-dolls on the dashboard.
"What a surprise," she grinned as she too then began pulling her thong down stepping out of it. She sat down on the toilet seat then, one leg balanced on the nearby bathtub spreading herself. "You're going to need to look pretty closely," she informed me. And then she even more provocatively reached down taking hold of her labia, and then appeared to pull on them, stretching them a bit. "Best if you kneel down," she told me, which I did. "Ok, see off to the side of my pussy lips, up nearer my clit?"
I was staring at her clit. I couldn't help it, but then doing what she'd asked me to do, I began scrutinizing her even more closely. At first, I really wasn't sure what I was looking at. Pink lips, glistening, wet, and obviously aroused. Her clitoris unhooding itself as she spread herself even further. "You see it?"
"I see everything!" I said excitedly. "But is there something in particular I should be seeing?"
"Yes silly. My birthmark. See that little patch of white skin?"
I looked closer. Sure enough, there was a small spot about as big around as the tip of my pinky finger where there was no pigmentation. Where there should have been color, or pink skin, there was only a tiny little patch of white, not really noticeable, and something in which I realized as she let go of her lips, suddenly was hidden again within the folds of her pussy as it naturally relaxed into itself again.
"Pretty well concealed," I informed her. "And that seriously is the only real major difference between the two of you?"
"Mostly yes, I'm sure there are a few others, but they're not nearly as noticeable, or as rememberable as this is," she said slurring her words slightly. "And it's not like you're going to need to worry about finding it either," she laughed. "I think our code word will be sufficient in the event you're ever not sure about which one of us is which."
"Blue," I said laughingly...teasing her.
"Bluer," she responded immediately. "Though maybe we should change the code now."
"Oh? To what?"
"How about...suck me?"
"Suck me?"
"I thought you'd never ask." Before I knew it, Shane had leaned forward her mouth suddenly surrounding my cock taking it in. My knees threatened to buckle in that very instant, though somehow I managed to hold on. I looked down, watching her mouth slowly slide up and down my shaft, taking me towards heaven, which I knew was only a relatively short distance away at this pace.
"Oh god baby that feels good!" I told her. Though once again I didn't tell her, I didn't have much to compare it to either. This was only my second ever blowjob in my entire life.
The fact that she was rather good at it, should have told me she was a bit more experienced than I was, but I honestly didn't care at the time either. She was only moments away from making my eyes pop out.
Even when I warned her I was about to explode, she kept going. Another subtle hint that this wasn't the first time she'd done this. But even then I didn't care, didn't mind. It felt too fucking good, and the fact she was more than willing to do this for me, said it all. In my mind anyway.
Only moments after that, I was tossing more cum than I thought it was possible to produce down her throat, nearly making her choke on it, though she continued sucking me anyway, drinking it down. When she had, she finally came up for air, actually gasping for breath.
"Holy shit! You came a lot!" She told me smiling. "But damn that was good!"
"You're telling me!" I shot back, my head still swimming, a bit light headed. But then I knew...I knew I loved her with all my heart, not just because of the blowjob either, but the way she looked at me, the enjoyment and pleasure in her eyes as she sat there.
"Now...it's my turn," I told her as I knelt down on the floor in front of her.
I pried her apart with my fingers, once again exposing her hard little clit, simultaneously catching another brief glimpse at that tiny little white spot of skin, her precious birthmark. I kissed it, and then licked it, tickling her as she laughed, giggling preciously. I then lapped at her with my tongue, slowly drawing it up her wet slick furrow, tasting her essence, becoming even more drunk on it that I had with the margaritas.
Shane too was obviously overcome with desire, her hands locking fingers within my hair as she pulled my face even more deeply towards her, my mouth only then tenderly sucking her hard clit, drawing it inwards deep into my mouth. Her groan, the additional press of her hands on the back of my head told me that she too was now hovering on the edge of her own sweet bliss.
Feeling her come, one finger having now wormed itself inside her, the clench of her pussy as she surrounded it, trapping it inside. The even sweeter taste of her juices as they ran freely from her cunt, drinking from the scepter that only first held them until they overflowed. Overflowing now, greedily into my mouth.
It took a while for her to recover, though I was myself glad for it, only then finding my own legs, standing up once again.
"Guess we really should get back to the party shouldn't we?" She stated. Though I myself would have preferred it if we'd simply then fallen into bed together.
"Suppose we should, but...let's try and shoo everyone out within the hour shall we?" I asked more than hopefully as she smiled back at me.
"Sounds like a plan," she said. "A very lovely, and very naughty sounding plan."
**
By the time we got back down stairs, I was pleased and somewhat surprised to see that a number of people had already left. And even those who hadn't, had started getting dressed already. Shawn was in fact already beginning to straighten things up, clearing off tables and tossing empty bottles in the garbage. She too was already dressed.
"Told everyone it was time to wind things down," she said. "Didn't want anyone besides me passing out here, so thought maybe it was time to send everyone home."
Shane had already asked me earlier if her sister could go ahead and spend the night. She didn't want her driving home drunk for one thing, which was a good idea. And the fact that I did have a nice comfortable couch in the living room, which could be made into a small bed made sense anyway. But...I also knew with Shawn spending the night, the likelihood that Shane would then spend it with me in my room, was an added bonus.
Shane quickly dressed as well, and then the three of us along with some help of a few others, made short work of the big mess we had all made. It was just barely past midnight when the last of our guests finally left. I laughed upon looking over towards the couch, Shawn was already fast asleep. Shane then walked over, drawing the comforter I had taken out for her, covering her with it. She then smiled, taking my hand in hers and began walking up the stairs to my bedroom.
I was glad for a bit of the exertion required in cleaning up, it had helped quite a bit towards sobering me, though I was still not fit to be driving either. The fact I had a nice firm erection was something I was even gladder to find. Usually alcohol has a tendency to take me in the other direction. But as Shane removed her clothes, now naked and crawling into bed next to me, all I wanted to do was spend the rest of the entire night making love to her.
Looking up as Shane mounted me, watching her hand reaching down guiding my shaft towards, and then into that sweet wet pussy was a sensation I will always remember. As we slowly came together as one, now moving more in inches than in anything else, slowly coupling, we gradually began picking up the tempo.
Wildly now, passionately, we came together. The sound of flesh meeting flesh, the wanton decadent words of our pleasures being spoken to one another openly. The sounds of her lewd wetness, acting like an aphrodisiac, intensifying both our pleasures.
It was no real surprise when we came together simultaneously. I felt her explode at the exact same moment I did. I felt the gush of her own spending as it cascaded down, covering my shaft. The joy I felt as my sperm leapt from the head of my prick, bathing the insides of her fuck tunnel copiously. We laughed, we giggled, we held one another, and then lay silently collecting ourselves. And then slowly...ever so slowly, we began making love all over again.
I know that we both dozed, though should either of us move even slightly, it was usually enough to cause a hand to reach out, the touch of a breast, the awakening of a very flaccid cock. We made love again, softly...slowly, I think at times even falling into sleep as we did, yet somehow coming awake again, picking up where we'd left off as though we'd been going at it ever since.
Finally towards morning, she had indeed fallen asleep. The sheets on my bed long since haven fallen onto the floor. She slept comfortably on her back, sweetly snoring in a soft gentle sort of way. I sat there just gazing at her, the same feelings and emotions I'd felt earlier now even more so. I leaned over, kissing her breasts, not wanting to wake her just yet. Gradually working my way down her tummy, and finally to the softness of her bare beautiful pussy. And there too I lingered, drinking her in. I smiled as my fingers briefly toyed with her precious pink lips, leaning over to at last kiss her there, and in doing so, purposely parting her labia to first kiss her there. As I did, I stared looking again.
"Where's the spot?" I actually found myself asking myself. I touched her again, trying hard not to wake her now as panic began settling in. I looked, I tugged as gently as I could on her lips, but there was no doubt about it, there was no birthmark, no spot that identified her as Shane. "Holy fuck! What the hell's going on here?"
The moment I said that, and loud enough in doing so, her eyes opened. "I take it you're not pleased," she said.
I was in the twilight zone all over again. My heart was now beating a thousand miles an hour as I sat there looking at her, speechless, unable to say a thing. My mind working at light speed, and yet, I had no comprehension for what had obviously happened, or worse...what I was even going to do about it.
Shawn rolled out of bed.
"I...I can't believe this happened, I'm...I'm..."
"It's not your fault," she told me. "It's mine. I wanted you, I've wanted to be with you since the first day I saw you."
My god...Shawn!" I said feeling helpless and now more afraid than I'd ever been.
"I...I need to wake Shane up, try and explain, somehow...tell her what happened. Tell her that I'm sorry...and that it will never happen again."
I knew even as the words left my mouth, it was too late for that. It had happened, somehow Shawn had tricked me, taking advantage of her own sister's somewhat inebriated state. And I had stupidly slept with her, believing her to be Shane, and thus fucking her sister instead. I knew there was no way she'd ever forgive me for that, but regardless, I still had to tell her, I couldn't pretend otherwise, even though Shawn told me there was no need, nor worry to say anything and that we could in fact keep it between ourselves.
I didn't even hesitate, now rolling out of bed myself, throwing my robe on. I knew what it was I had to do.
**
She was up, dressed and had actually made coffee as I came walking down the stairs. Hearing me, she turned smiling holding out a cup of coffee towards me as I reached the landing.
"Shane, we need to talk," I said hating the sound of my own words as I knew what that was about to lead to. Behind me, I heard footsteps on the stairs above, turning to look, and shocked to see Shawn just now coming down as well, though she remained nude as she did so.
My face was burning, my gut tied up in knots, as I turned back around and simply blurted, "I slept with your sister."
I didn't get the reaction I had set myself up for. She smiled. "Yeah, pretty much figured you would, she's been planning on it, surprised it took this long," she stated.
I had been here before. Once again feeling like I'd just entered the Twilight Zone. Although this time it seemed even more surreal as Shawn reached me, now standing behind me throwing her arms around me from behind. I could feel the press of her firm breasts against my back, even through my robe as her hands reached around slipping inside the opening finding my very flaccid cock.
"And it was wonderful too!" Shawn said grinning back at her sister as she fondled me. In a split second of time, the situation had gone from Twilight Zone to Body Snatching. I honestly began to wonder if some time during the night aliens hadn't come down and taken over the twin's bodies, none of this was making any sense. Or I wasn't anyway as I stood there feeling my cock beginning to stiffen though my mind was reeling with the explosion I had anticipated hearing, which never came.
"Here, sit down, drink your coffee. I think we need to talk," Shane said.
**
Two weeks had passed. I lay there on my bed looking up at the ceiling in my room remembering that moment. At first confused, I'd become angry, hearing how they had so easily duped me. My emotions, affections seemingly toyed with, played with, just as they'd done to me in the physical sense. I was furious with the two of them, though I'd eventually ranted and raved long enough that I once again sat back down exhausted. Only then did they calmly tell me the why of it, in hopes I'd eventually understand.
The biggest surprise coming when I learned it was Shawn and not Shane who actually had the white little birthmark. That was the beginning. I then learned how they had actually taken turns, every other evening, or every other date, switching rolls so that I had actually been seeing and dating the two of them together, and not just Shane as I would have sworn I had been doing. That Shane had given Shawn our secret password right from the start was another. She had known it all along. The girls had gone on to explain to me that it had always been that way between the two of them. Being so close as I now knew they would always be. They told me how they would meet someone, and then how they would date him together, secretly without his ever knowing. Always comparing notes at the end of the evening so that they were informed as to what had happened, where they'd gone, what they'd done so that there would be no slipups when they traded identities. I guess I should have been suspicious to some degree when I never saw Shawn with any other guy the entire time I was dating Shane, or actually both rather. But it just never dawned on me that she wasn't.
It was hard to take, to understand hearing it. Again, it had initially made no sense, and it hadn't helped much when they informed me I was only the third guy that they'd actually had sex with. So it wasn't like they were doing that for their twisted pleasures either, though I certainly hadn't seen it that way. They had gone on to tell me that if one of them for whatever reason didn't find attraction in the person they'd begun dating, then by agreement, they both broke it off. And in every case, the poor unknowing individual would never learn he'd actually been seeing both girls, on and off, just as I had done.
That they had both ended up liking me didn't make any of this any easier to accept, nor understand. I had ended up sleeping with Shane as opposed to Shawn. Their deception in that being they had wanted to test my own loyalty towards them in a sense. In a very twisted sense the way I saw it.
They also played by another set of interesting rules too. Whichever sister first found they guy that one of them felt they might both be interested in getting to know better, it was she that if and when the time came, would be the one to actually initiate actual sex between the two of them. The other...as in my case, was free to enjoy anything short of that. Then, also as had happened to me, they'd do the switch, using the birthmark ploy as a means for testing that person's loyalty and devotion to one sister over the other.
I had perhaps passed the test. But I had felt used, deceived and betrayed upon learning that.
They had both left shortly thereafter, understanding my need to be alone and think about what they'd done to me. I don't know how many times I thought about the various dates, activities and things we'd ALL done with one another. And in all that time, I had never figured it out, never saw any differences that would have alerted me, or even remotely hinted at the fact that I was actually seeing and dating the two of them simultaneously.
I'd eventually calmed down, rationalizing it. I might still not understand, or even agree with what they'd done, or even the reasons why exactly, but it wasn't as though we were engaged, or that one day I'd end up marrying either one of them. It was certainly far too early to even begin to consider something like that. So as I thought about it, I actually found myself smiling. Just as I was now lying there looking up at the ceiling in my room.



And I hadn't been exactly honest with the two of them either. They still didn't know about the money. Neither one of them aware that I had more money than I really knew what to do with. I wondered how they'd react to that upon finding out. Once again I grinned, smiling to myself.
"Nah...let them find out on their own," I mused. Soon enough they'd start to wonder, especially when they discovered I had paid for both of their educations. When they did that, I had no doubt I'd have my own story to tell, my own explanations to be giving them. But until then...
"Girls! Girls! Stop fighting!" I said sitting up looking down at the two of them.
I'd been enjoying the sensation of the two of them licking and sucking my cock together.
"We're not fighting, we're just discussing," one of them said, though for the life of me I had no idea which one that it was that had just said that. "But she has been hogging your cock."
"Have not. You sucked it longer the last time you had it than I did before that."
"Did not."
"Did too!"
I lay back down closing my eyes, once again smiling. They'd work it out, just as they always did. And then seconds later felt the thrill of both of their tongues on me. There was after all plenty to go around.
Or at least I hoped anyway.
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Admittedly it was damn fucking hot watching the girls going at it on the bed together. I might not have been as big as Mr. Clean was, or even Bob for that matter, but I was damn fucking hard.
Kay was delirious with pleasure. Now sitting astride Cujo as she fucked Kay with one of Mabel's toys, and as Mabel lay between her legs, licking and flicking her clit while she did so was quite a sight to see.
FC had now joined Mr. Clean on the bed as they sat off to one side watching the women, just as we all were. The two of them now actually stroking his mammoth cock together, which was almost as interesting as watching the girls.
As interesting as that was however, I was even more interested in seeing Kay squirt, which she soon after announced she was about to. Even Mabel backed away, not that she had any reservations about continuing to eat the woman's cunt...she didn't. But she was just as anxious as everyone else was to see it when she came.
I actually found it highly erotic, as I think we all did when Kay actually did squirt. The spray of her pussy taking even Mabel by surprise, though she sat there expecting it, giving Kay her breasts as an initial target to cum against. With Cujo still beneath her, Kay launched into a series of earth-shattering orgasms, each pulsating squirt of pleasure seemingly more intense, and more long lasting in duration than the last. Her final spasm of ecstasy lasting what had to be a full ten seconds if not more of one solid steady stream of pussy pleasure. The almost clear liquid fluid bathing Mabel's tits, soaking them along with everything else.
"Fuck that was a hard one!" Kay herself stated a few minutes afterwards, now reaching down, examining herself and laughing almost hysterically at her own pleasure. "I'm still not sure I'm actually ready for this...but it's either now, or never!" She announced looking over at Mr. Cleans enormously hard prick, which he and FC had easily managed in keeping it that way. Rolling over onto her back now as everyone else scooted out of the way, Cujo once again directed him between Kay's outstretched legs. Taking over for FC, she now held the tip of his prick, placing it...or rather resting it at the opening of her pussy.
"As big as you fucking are...you wait on her for direction," Cujo told him. "She'll let you know what she can handle...or if she can't."
Circling around the bed, the rest of us looked on, though Mabel now stood between Mike and I, her hands now grabbing each of our dicks as we stood there, slowly working them up and down simultaneously as Cujo just then began rubbing the head of Mr. Cleans prick up and down the thoroughly saturated furrow of Kay's cunt.
"Ok, you ready baby? Shall we try the head at least?" she asked.
"Not sure I'll ever really be able for that, but ok...let's try at least," she responded back.
As wet and as juicy as the woman was, it still took some effort getting her to stretch open wide enough to just accept even the head of the man's prick. To my astonishment, she eventually succeeded however, her lips suddenly wrapping around it like a wide-open mouth actually engulfing him.
"Fuck! My first real pussy!" Mr. Clean groaned appreciatively.
"I'm not sure we can count it as that yet," Cujo said still trying to guide him in, only the tip actually having succeeded in entering as yet. "I think we need at least a few more inches before we can state you're inside, though how much of it she can even take, remains to be seen."
Slowly, inch by agonizing inch, Cujo had actually managed to get quite a bit of the man's cock inside her. Enough so, that she officially declared him no longer a virgin, and that Kay too had now officially been fucked by a man for the very first time. Letting go, Mr. Clean slowly began easing himself in and out of the woman's cunt, Kay eventually getting more and more used to it as he did so.
"Bigger than any fucking cucumber I've ever used, that's for sure!" She proclaimed, though she now began meeting his slow gentle thrusts, as gradually the two of them actually began fucking together.
Cujo now took over for Mabel, stroking Mike's cock as we all stood there in a semi-circle around the bed. FC, working on Bob's fat prick, while Mabel now paid exclusive attention to my own.
"I think Kay's going to get quite the cum bath when it's time," Cujo quipped as we all began feeling the closeness of our own orgasms approach. Though no one, including Kay, had any idea just how big of a bath she was actually about to get, when Mr. Clean, suddenly warned her. The pleasure of actually having accomplished his first ever pussy fuck was not too surprisingly, almost too much. I still remembered my own first time, even embarrassed by now looking back. I'd thrust perhaps three, maybe four times inside my first pussy when the sensation of it had become too much, and I had lost my load long before I had actually wanted to. The good part was, I had lasted a much, much longer time the second time after a short period of rest.
"God! I can't stop! I'm gonna..."
"CUM!" Kay cried out, finishing his sentence for him as she suddenly released another, totally unexpected jettison of her own female spunk. The force of which sprayed past his impaled prick, literally driving him backwards as she did so, though he too was about to take it out of her anyway, feeling his own massive eruption begin. Sitting back on his haunches, his cock completely free now, sitting between his legs like a baseball bat, Kay's next streamer of liquid juice hit his prick precisely, just as he too shot off, joining her.
"Holy shit! Would you look at that!" Bob cried out, as Mr. Cleans dick suddenly tossed this biggest, longest, thickest cum-rope I'd ever seen before in my entire life. And that, was followed by another, and another, and still yet another that were all as equally big as the first.
Sitting as he was, most of his cream shot straight up into the air, coming down with a resounding splat against Kay, along with just about everything else too. When that happened, Bob suddenly joined in, FC's hand still working his prick, now aiming it in the general direction of where the two of them were laying. Though Bob didn't have nearly as much, he did managed to throw two pretty good streamers of his own, each one overlapping Kay's breasts, squarely hitting one of her hard extended nipple's near perfectly as she actually laughed upon seeing and feeling it.
Both Mike and I followed suit soon after, the intensity of everything we'd seen suddenly escalating our own needful desires. Scooting out of the way, a big shit eating grin on his face, Mr. Clean collapsed into one of the nearby chairs, perfectly content as Mabel now aimed me directly at the still wet glistening, sloppy looking swollen lips of Kay's recently fucked cunt.
"Cream it baby! Cream it!" She urged me, and then I began doing just that.
Mike added his own copious load to mine, which between the two of us had thoroughly drenched and made Kay's pussy even more of a wet slippery mess that it had been. As one, Cujo and Mabel then crawled up onto the bed, massaging in all that spent cream into Kay's cunt, breasts, and everywhere else for that matter as they completed the total bath she'd just been given.
"Ok, I admit...that was interesting, and I might even try that again someday," Kay stated after she had in fact experienced yet another milder, less liquid orgasm. "But...I hear one word of this get out to anyone, I'll know where it came from," she threatened somewhat seriously.
Giving her assurances no one here would, we all sat back collecting ourselves for a time until everyone had decided they'd had enough and it was time to get dressed.
I could see by the look in Mabel's eyes however that for her at least, the evening wasn't yet over. And even after we had said good-bye to everyone, she was already getting dressed in preparation for going out again. I had half hoped we'd call it a night ourselves as I was now feeling more than a bit tired myself, and thoroughly spent.
"You don't have to come with me," she stated. "If you're too tired to do more, you can stay here and go to sleep. But I need to see at least one more cock cum tonight before I'm done, and now more than ever...I need to enjoy a nice fingering climax myself."
Steeling myself to go with her, and somewhat curious as to what it was she might have in mind, I managed to slip back into my clothes before following Mabel out through the door, and once again into the night.
**
As we'd dressed, I had watched Mabel put on a very short pleated skirt, no panties or thong beneath it, along with a very tight form fitting tee shirt over her braless breasts. Stepping out into the cool night air in front of the hotel, I wondered briefly where it was she intended on taking me.
"Just really want a quickie to cap off the evening," she informed me. "Usually, a cab ride will do the trick, and they can quite often be fun and exciting whenever I do," she explained. Almost immediately flagging down an available cab a short time later, she climbed into the back seat with me following as the cab driver looked over the back seat towards us.
"Where too?" He asked curiously looking directly at Mabel, which was no big surprise as her nipples had hardened dramatically with the cool night air now caressing them. She smiled playfully at him, and then spoke without any hesitation or concerns.
"Where ever you'd like," she began. "As part of a dare for my boyfriend here, I told him I'd sit in the back seat of a taxi, and masturbate for him until I came. So as far as it takes until I do that," she finished. "Provided of course...you're ok with that."
He looked as though he didn't believe her at first, until she spread her legs, bunching up her skirt and revealing to him that she was indeed serious.
"Tell you what," he chuckled. "The ride's free for as long as you do. I'll start the meter only on the way back, after you have. Provided...you don't mind my looking at you in the mirror while you do that."
"We were sort of hoping you would," she said speaking for me. "Sort of adds to the excitement," she said grinning at him. "But try and go somewhere where there's not too much traffic, so we don't have to worry about you running into anyone...or anything," she grinned openly.
Seconds later we were pulling away from the curb, Mabel's fingers already starting to work her own pussy as we did.
Once again he laughed to himself. "Damn, all the years I've been driving cabs, first time I've actually had anything like this actually happen to me. Closest to it was some drunk woman a few years back, didn't know her boob had fallen out of her dress. Got to enjoy seeing that for a few blocks until her boyfriend caught me looking at it, and then tucked it away for her."
"Well, speaking of boobs...what do you think of these?" Mabel asked, and then pulled her tee shirt completely up and over her head, now sitting there totally topless, baring her breasts for the driver as he glanced into his rear view mirror looking back at her. He whistled long and loudly, making us laugh. "Just make sure you don't wreck the car looking at them," she teased. "Or you won't get a very big tip from me because of it," she added.
He did drive a bit more slowly, though I was glad for it as we didn't really have anywhere we needed to be. And the fact he took a few back roads instead of the main highway pretty much assured we traveled amongst little if any traffic, giving him plenty of time to look into the back as we drove along. Mabel fondling her breasts with one hand, obviously finger-fucking herself with the other. The sounds of which became easily heard too, her pussy becoming quite wet the longer we drove until it was so slick, it sounded like she was churning butter.
"Fuck mam, you're one juicy sounding cunt aren't you?" He said obviously horny glancing back through his mirror at us, though tossing me a slightly nervous look as he said that.
"Yeah, she tends to get that way," I said easing his obvious nervousness at hearing his statement.
"Is it making you horny too?" Mabel now asked. "Because I certainly hope that it is, it would be nice knowing you had a nice hard cock now too," she stated reaching over fondling mine, which surprisingly was hard once again too.
"Oh yeah, it is," he chuckled.
"Well in that case, why don't you take it out for me? Let me see it," Mabel asked him, now leaning forward over the seat expectantly.
"You sure about that?" he questioned dubiously. "Your boyfriend won't mind seeing me do that?"
"Oh no, not at all. He knows how much I love seeing a man jerking himself off, cumming..." she said hinting at what she hoped he would do for her. "So...if you would please, so I could watch you a little too, I'd really enjoy that. As a matter of fact, if there's a park? Or a somewhat secluded parking lot nearby? I'd be more than happy to jerk you off myself," she added seeing the delightful surprise in his eyes. Once again he looked at me for assurance. I smiled, giving him that. With his cock sticking out, he made a quick left turn, before we even knew where we were he was pulling into the lot of a business complex. Being late, everyone had gone of course, and there was no other cars even remotely close by.
"How's this?"
"Perfect," Mabel said getting out of the cab, not even bothering to cover herself as she slid into the front seat next to him.
I sat in the back looking over the seat, surprised to find myself as hard as I was, stroking it as I watched Mabel lean over, surrounding the man's fairly nice-sized cock in her hand as she began pumping it up and down.
"All I ask is... you tell me. I like hearing it when a man tells me he's about to cum."
"Oh...ok, sure," he stammered pleasurably. "Ah...but what about..."
Mabel giggled. "Where ever you'd like...on my tits maybe?" she now suggested.
"Oh yeah...yeah, I'd like that," he groaned turning more towards her. "I'd like that...a lot!"
Mabel leaned forward, now running the man's dick back and forth against her breasts, caressing her nipples with the tip of his cock. It didn't take long after she'd begun doing that when he suddenly announced he was about to cum on her. Only when he did, he surprised the both of us, suddenly speaking in his native tongue, which was obviously Dutch when he did. His excitement and pleasure coming through as he cried out his ecstasy.
"Ik ga Komen!" He screamed out, his eyes popping open, looking down at himself as his prick began squirting out several pulsating squirts of semen all over Mabel's breasts. As he did that, she continued pumping his prick with her hand, simultaneously rubbing it back and forth between her breasts, ensuring that each received an equally healthy dose of his spending. "Dank u, dank u, dank u!" he said over and over again afterwards, still speaking in Dutch, though he finished with one more thank you, in English finally regaining his senses.
Mabel stayed with him in the front seat, finger-fucking herself on the way back, climaxing just blocks away from our destination. He never did throw the meter on during the entire trip, though Mabel still tipped him quite liberally anyway after he had gotten us back and let us out.
"Anytime you'd like doing that again...just call dispatch and ask for me," he'd said still with a shit-eating grin on his face. "Best damn fare I've ever had," he added appreciatively.
"We'll make sure to do that," Mabel told him, and then hand in hand we headed back upstairs to our room, and some much needed sleep.
**
I don't think I'd ever slept as soundly as I had before in my entire life. I had gone into take a shower and finish waking up as Mabel called room service deciding to order in rather than going out.
I had just finished drying off and was slipping into my robe when I heard on knock on the door right next to where I was standing.
"Room service," came a soft voice from the other side, and I could tell it was a woman who was obviously standing there.
With the bedroom around the corner, I couldn't see Mabel, though I could hear her when she laughed.
"This could be interesting," she said more to herself than to me, but then louder, telling me to let her in.
With my hair still wet, toweling it, I let her in. A young, small but very attractive Asian girl pushed in the breakfast cart as I held the door for her, now following her into the room. She stopped somewhat unexpectedly and I nearly plowed into her from behind. Only then did I look into the room towards Mabel where she remained upon the bed. She was naked of course, spread eagled as she lay there with an enormous purple vibrator working it in and out of her cunt.
"Set it up over there," she told the woman nonchalantly, as though what she was currently doing was the most natural thing in the world to be. The young woman hesitated for a moment, casting a quick nervous glance over her shoulder towards me, though I moved back so as not to alarm her into thinking I was actually in on this, though I'm not sure she'd have believed that anyway. Mabel of course continued to fuck herself with the toy, her eyes locked on the woman, gauging her reaction.
She lifted the lids on our breakfast, stammering as she did so, trying to avoid looking over towards Mabel again. I thought for a moment she might actually dash from the room, half expecting it if she did.
"Ah...two eggs over easy, sausage, toast, coffee. One order of pancakes, bacon, also coffee," she said only then glancing up.
"Thank you," Mabel told her. "There's a tip for you there on the desk."
Looking over to where she'd indicated, the young woman saw what appeared to be a sizeable stack of bills.
"Take ten for yourself...though if you're willing to touch yourself for me while we watch...you can have it all," she said quickly before the woman had even more time to react to her question one way or the other. There was easily a hundred dollars sitting there as I now looked over seeing it myself.
The young girl seemed frozen in place for a moment, unsure as to if Mabel was being serious, or perhaps if she'd even heard her correctly.
"Do what?" She now asked, as though needing to confirm it.
"Just touch yourself, play with yourself for us while we watch you...while you watch us," Mabel said still fucking herself with the toy. "Nothing more," she now assured her. "Just that."
"Just...touch myself? That's all?"
"That's all," Mabel smiled hopefully at her.
I now moved around the woman, rejoining Mabel there on the bed, giving her the comfort of knowing she could leave if she wanted to. Once again she hesitated briefly as though trying to decide, once again looking at the stack of bills.
"You just watch yes? No touching?"
"Just ourselves," Mabel grinned as she now reached over, opening my robe. I was still flaccid at the moment, but I knew that wouldn't last very damn long, especially if the woman did as she'd asked.
Revealing my cock, the young Asian now looked at me as my prick slowly rose to attention. Seconds later, her hands came up to the buttons on her work blouse as she smiled and slowly began undoing them.
Within minutes she too was naked. She had very little on top, basically no more than two little rounded mounds, though each had what appeared to be a very hard erect nipple. Only the thinnest strips of pubic hair appeared between her legs too as she stood there, at first seemingly shy as she allowed her hand to trail down over her tummy and on down between her legs.
"Come closer so we can at least see better," Mabel coaxed her, now sinking down into the bed even more herself, one hand still busy between her legs, the other on me, now working my rapidly growing member. The young girl walked over closer towards the bed, now standing at the end of it looking down at us. "Good girl...now spread yourself a little, let us see inside your pussy," Mabel urged her.



She did so, somewhat shyly, but her eyes now appeared glued to my cock as it finally reached its full size. Seeing where she was now looking herself as we looked at her, Mabel spoke.
"We promised we wouldn't touch you, or try to do anything...and we won't, but...if you'd like, if you want to, you can certainly touch this," she said waggling my stiff prick about.
Now she was smiling, though she still moved slowly coming around the bed until she stood at the side of it next to where I was. Tentatively she reached out, her hand trembling, though she surrounded my prick with it as Mabel let go.
"That's it...go ahead, play with it while I watch you do that, while I lay here and fuck myself with this," Mabel said turning her vibrator up a notch, the sound of a more intense humming only then being heard coming from it. The young girl now sat down on the bed, still stroking my cock though her eyes were now focused on that.
"I have never tried one of those," she spoke a tremor being heard in her tone of voice.
"Would you like to?" Mabel asked. "I have more if you'd prefer trying a different one," she suggested. "They're over there in that bag on the desk."
"No, thank you. Maybe try that one," she said looking at her. And then to my surprised, crawled up to kneel between us, all the while keeping her hand on me, the other now on the toy between Mabel's legs as she began working that one on her.
"Feels good yes?"
"Oh yes, very good...and much better now that you're doing it," Mabel told her pleasurably, glancing over to smile at me, along with giving me a quick little wink.
"Never touched other woman's pussy before. Thought about it, but never have."
"Go ahead, if you'd like to," Mabel told her removing the toy from herself. "And may I then...also touch you?" she asked. The young girl though about it only briefly, and then smiled nodding her head. As she was, Mabel then sat up, then kneeling. The two of them now kneeling in front of one another. Mabel reached down running her finger up between the woman's legs, just as she now began doing to her, forgetting all about my cock for the moment, which was fine with me. What I was looking at was far too sensual to worry about my own suddenly neglected dick.
"Hmmm, that is nice," she stated trailing her fingers up Mabel's split. "You are very...very wet."
"As are you," Mabel moaned pleasurably. As the two of them now began finger-fucking one another in earnest. I sat back, stroking my own cock now, listening to the sounds the two of them began making. Their moans, audible sighs of pleasure coming from each one of them, in addition to the more obvious sounds of their liquefied cunts as they toyed playfully in one another's essence.
The young Asian was soon thrashing about wildly, both hands now coming up to rest on Mabel's shoulders as she ground herself down on her hand, Mabel now sucking deeply on one of her small breasts, teasing and toying with that hard little protrusion as she continued milking her clit, capturing and rolling it between her fingers.
"Yes! Yes!" The woman cried out, humping Mabel's hand, her climax obviously drawing closer with each passing second. "Fuck my pussy...fuck it, finger it!" She screamed out, and then climaxed deliriously seconds after having said that.
I felt my own copious discharge leap from the head of my dick as I sat there by the side of the two of them, watching and hearing all this. I felt the slickness of my spending seep down through my fingers, onto my balls as the young woman looked over, watching me, smiling as I continued pumping out what jisim I had left. She soon reached over, wrapping her own hand around and about me once again to finish milking me.
"Now...you cum? Yes?"
"Yes," Mabel told her. "Yes...now you make me cum," she said and lay back once again spreading her own lips apart with her fingers, her blood engorged clit so obvious, so fully revealed. The young girl then took it, holding it between her tiny fingers and began working it as though it were a miniature cock, jerking it up and down.
"Like this? Good? Yes?"
"Oh yes! Fuck yes! Very, very good in fact! Just...keep...doing it...like...that!"
**
After the young girl had dressed, finally introducing herself to us as Kim, she had taken only the ten dollar bill, leaving the rest there on the desk. She had also told us if we ever came to stay there again, to ask for Kim Lee, and that if she happened to be working there at the time, she would come to visit and see us again during her break, or whatever time she could find to get away.
I laughed, we now had a cabby who would come from wherever he was in the city to give us a ride, and now someone from room service who would likewise be more than happy to do the same.
Not to mention a fist full of truckers that made us promise to call them whenever we were anywhere's near this area again.
It had indeed been a very interesting weekend.
**
Six months later we were married. We still venture out about once a month, though rarely anything more than that. Usually for a quick cab ride around town, which is always an interesting experience. That...or an occasional hand job in the front seat of the car at a gas station where some guy was just lucky enough to be filling his car up at the time.
We have hooked up with Cujo and Bob a time or two as well, but it's interesting that most of the time it's now just the two of us. I still enjoy our infrequent little adventures with total strangers. But there's just something about getting a hand job on the bus, or on the train on the way home from work at the end of the day, that keeps me happy and content more than anything.
That...and watching Maybelline standing out on the balcony of our new home, masturbating herself while the neighbor across the way watches her through his telescope.
I don't think he knows we know that. But it's sure as hell fun watching Maybelline as I affectionately call her now, as she so uninhibitedly masturbates herself while he watches.
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It had been nearly two years since I'd left, going straight into the service out of high school. It felt good to be home again, though it was still going to feel different even then.
For one, dad had died the year I had graduated. That alone had made my leaving all the harder on mom, but she at least had a sister she was very close to, who had seen her through much of that difficult time. Though she lived an hour away from where we did, mom never failed to at least travel to see her once a month, sometimes spending the entire weekend with my Aunt Susan and my cousin Jill. The fact they had named me Jack wasn't by accident, though at the time it didn't really dawn on me that my mom and dad had thought it funny to name me Jack, after my aunt and uncle had decided to name my cousin Jill. It was only later that Jill and I realized they had done so on purpose, seeing as we were born during the same year, and only a couple of month's a part.
Still, even then I looked forward to our monthly visits, which most of the time was only mom and I making the trip up to visit with them. It was something I remembered fondly doing while growing up, and had always looked forward to it whenever we went. My cousin Jill, also an only child, though I never knew the reasons why the two of us were, only that's the way it happened to turn out. Because of that perhaps, neither one of us having siblings, Jill and I had grown especially close as kids, more like brother and sister as opposed to just being cousins.
Now home from the service, I hadn't as yet begun looking for a job. I'd decided to spend a couple of weeks just getting used to civilian life again, along with helping mom out around the house, getting things back into shape again for her before looking for work. Something I was in the process of doing now. Unbelievably, mom hadn't gotten around to boxing up most of dad's things. Much of which, I would be taking down to the donation center after going through them, keeping some stuff to actually use or wear myself. Other things, going up into the attic for storage until such time as mom decided what she actually wanted to do with them.
Away at work herself, I had gotten an early start, wanting to dispose of as much as I could as quickly as I could before she returned home. I knew it would be a lot easier on her if things weren't still lying around when she got home. Hard enough how different it would appear when they were gone, harder still to see them sitting there in preparation of being given away or even stored.
I'd been at it pretty much all day long, just then taking the last few stored boxes up to the attic. Needing to make a bit of room and keep things orderly and neat, as there was no telling how long things would be up here, I decided to combine those boxes with a few others that were sitting there. Most of those I noticed were some of moms, things she'd kept for whatever reason. Mostly old photograph books and memorabilia from the years that she and dad had spent together. I had taken a small break to look through a few of them, which is when I came across a couple of old worn leather strapped books. I immediately recognized them for what they were, diaries. The little locks on them had been broken a long time ago as I picked one of three up out of the box, curious about it, but hardly expecting anything electrifying or major in reading any of the passages. Mom had been writing in diaries for years, and as mundane as her life seemed to be, I hardly expected to read anything more other than a few private thoughts perhaps, or how she had spent the day working out in her garden.
Boy was I in for a big surprise.
I noticed the one I was holding was dated 1975. I smiled thinking back how I could have only been around thirteen or fourteen years of age at the time. The first few entries in fact were indeed pretty mundane, just as I'd suspected, with little being said except for what significant occurrences mom felt, had happened that particular day.
I was just about to put the diary back when one entry caught my eye. It was dated on a Saturday, one I was particularly familiar with as it was also my Aunt's birthday, and I clearly recalled the day we had taken up the bus to visit with her on that particular weekend. I continued reading, remembering back, and then things got really interesting.
**
Though we had been planning on going up there for my Aunts birthday anyway, there soon was a second reason for mom's going and need to be there. I didn't know it then, and wouldn't for a time afterwards, but Aunt Susan and my Uncle Stephen were getting a divorce. She had discovered he'd been having a long-term affair with his secretary just two days before her birthday. She and mom had been on the phone together for hours, though she had locked herself inside her bedroom. I knew something was going on because she had, but beyond that, I knew very little else.
All that I remembered as mom once again briefly mentioned their conversation in her diary. But then I read:
"I knew you needed me emotionally, and physically just as much as I needed you. It had been so long since the two of us had been together, not since before our weddings anyway, and I missed that. After we had gotten the kids down to sleep, I remember coming into your room, you...naked lying there on the bed waiting for me. You looked so vulnerable. I knew you were hurting inside, and yet, I saw the desire in your eyes as well, hopeful that by your being there like that I would come to you in the way that I most certainly did. For me, it was as though we had gone back in time, back to those days when we used to share a bed together and began to experiment. I knew then, I never wanted to stop sharing the intimacy we once had."
To put it mildly, I was shocked. I had to reread the passage twice in order to ensure I hadn't misread it. I kept thinking the intimacy she spoke of wasn't sexual, but as much as my mind tried to interpret it any other way, I just couldn't. Especially when I read on after that. Mom wrote of their encounters together, things they did after that, the time they spent. And it wasn't in general details either, but very explicit in nature, the way she described my Aunt's naked body, how she looked, felt, smelled and tasted as the two of them played together.
I sat back trying to digest all of this. Words mom had actually used, written down in her book were words I had never heard her ever utter before. "Sucking her... your clit," words like "fuck" which again I'd never heard her use, and yet in her diary, she used them repeatedly, though the tone of their use was indeed far more erotic, needful than ever being used in a derogatory way. At first I sat there confused. Learning something about your own mother that's completely out in left field left me wondering if there was indeed a side of her that I didn't know, would never come to understand. On the other hand, it made her even more real to me, more human for some reason, and in a very big way, even more vulnerable herself.
It took me a while to wrap my mind around all this, but when I did I found myself smiling at the thought. After all, who was I to judge my own mother when I'd been harboring my own dark secrets. Curious, once again looking back, I rummaged through another box discovering even more diaries, looking for one in particular. It was the year I had gone into the service, remembering another weekend when I had actually driven mom up to see her sister, and where I of course had gone in order to say good-bye to everyone as I would be leaving the following week. I had gone with the expectations of spending some time with Jill, a continuation hopefully of something we'd almost done, but had suddenly gotten guilty feelings about prior to anything actually happening the last time we had visited. As I rummaged through the box, my mind went back to that particular date in time.
As we always did, we arrived very early that morning just in time for breakfast. By now, as we'd been so comfortable doing whenever we did come for our visits, my Aunt Susan was still wearing her night shift beneath the thin robe she had on. It wasn't at all unusual for her to do so until after breakfast was finished before she usually got dressed for the day. I took those moments to secretly look at her, as well as my cousin Jill, so alike in many ways, and yet different in their own rights. Aunt Sue as I called her was about the same height as mom at just under five and a half feet. Jill on the other hand much taller, only an inch or two shorter than I was at nearly six feet. Both Jill as well as my Aunt had long dark hair, moms a bit lighter in color, and shoulder length whereas both Jill and my aunt kept theirs in very similar pony-tails most of the time. All three of them had green eyes, though I think Jill's could turn blue dependent upon what clothes she was wearing.
But that was where the similarities basically ended. Jill had much smaller breasts than either my mother or aunt had, though I wondered if in time she might continue to grow there as well. I'd seen photos of my mother around Jill's age, and she didn't appear then to have quite as full, or as large of breasts as she did now. Jill was quite naturally a bit slimmer too, not too surprisingly as she'd been on the gymnastics team during high school. And not that either mom or my aunt were totally out of shape, because they weren't. But to describe either one of them, I'd have to include the term voluptuous, as they had a bit more meat on their bones so to speak. Though sitting there looking at the two of them as they conversed while making breakfast, I could only admire and secretly harbor a few indecent thoughts regarding the two of them.
Thoughts I might indeed entertain, but thoughts I would never openly act upon.
Jill however, was something else entirely.
Growing up together, again closer than most kids back then, we'd gone through several "curious" phases together as I called them. One of which mom and my aunt had caught us doing. What I recalled from that, was that neither of them made as big of a deal out of it as some might have. We were indeed "counseled" about it to be sure, and told that it wasn't proper for cousins to be engaged in such activities, especially at our age. But beyond that, neither one of us had received any punishments. For a time, we did indeed behave ourselves, but only for a time.
Jill was the first girl I had ever kissed. Jill was also the first girl who had ever let me feel her up, which is what we'd done now each and every time we had come for a visit after that. Each time lasting a bit longer, getting a bit more exciting every time we did. It was because of that, because we had finally done far more than we ever had before, that I wondered if she...like me, had overcome our previous guilty feelings about all that. I was more than curious to find out, and didn't have long to wait.
Even with our expected early arrival, Jill as she always usually did, slept in. She never had been an early morning person, definitely more of a night owl, very often not even going to bed until well after midnight. Something, which during my last visit had suited our purposes perfectly. Eventually we could all hear her finally stirring as the bathroom door opened and then closed up stairs. Minutes later the sound of her coming down the stairs in order to join us all, reached our ears.
Like I said, seeing my Aunt still wearing her sleeping gown wasn't any real surprise, especially as she for the most part kept herself well hidden enough beneath the thin robe she wore over it. Jill on the other hand left very little to the imagination, which my aunt briefly commented on, though making more of a joke about it, rather than admonishing my cousin for her somewhat inappropriate attire. All she was wearing was what they call a "wife beater" for a top, which she slept in, and a pair of short, men's boxers. I thought she looked sexy as hell in them, especially as her pert small breasts could be so easily seen pressing against the tight white tee shirt.
"Good morning sleepy-head," my aunt had said. "Was just about to send Jack here up to wake you, though it's probably good I didn't," she said giving her daughter an obvious look at her appearance.
Jill had walked around the kitchen table giving mom an affectionate hug, and then a kiss on the cheek, likewise moving back around behind me, doing the same, though I think her lips lingered a bit longer than usual on the back of my neck as she kissed me there.
"Good thing you didn't send him up, I might not have gotten up, or let him come back!" She stated surprising everyone by the implication.
"Jill!" Sue said turning to admonish her, though I noticed a slight smile on her face as she did that. Jill laughed, as did my mom, though a bit nervously as I recalled. Something that now had greater implications and meaning behind it now that I thought about it. Though at the time...
"Besides, it's not like he's not seen me dressed like this before in the mornings either mother," she continued. And in fact, as you remember, I wore that blue baby-doll nightgown the last time they were here when I was getting ready for bed, and you never said a thing to me about that."
"Well, it's because you were on your way up to bed," Aunt Sue had said, and I think Jack was being enough of a gentleman not to sit there and stare at your breasts, even though they were fairly noticeable!"
They had been indeed. And I smiled remembering that, both then and now. I had been a bit surprised to see her wearing so revealing an outfit, though as my aunt had said, she'd appeared there only briefly in it before heading upstairs to bed. But I knew...as well as Jill did, she had done that on purpose, as a further tease towards me. It had been like that all day. It had been like that almost every time we had come for a visit in fact most recently. And now, with her sitting there at the kitchen table, her nipples now even more noticeably erect, pressing against the thin material of her tight tee, I was hoping for and now anticipating more of the same.
After breakfast was over, it was one of Jill's chores to then go out and feed and water the horses. They had three, which were theirs, plus they stabled and took care of four others for neighbors, making a bit of money on the side for doing so. It was a chore I always looked forward to in helping out with. Not only did we very often go out for a ride later, but also there was the infamous barn, which was situated on the far end of their property. A good walk, it also ensured us of a bit of privacy, which is where our last visit had gotten interesting.
But as I sat there thinking about that visit, and what eventually happened, I couldn't help but now wonder at what had also been going on after we'd left. As I said, my aunt always appeared dressed, refreshed for the day after her morning shower, but I now recalled that mom too had appeared to do that. We'd always be gone for at least an hour, if not two, plenty of time for my mother and aunt to spend some personal intimate time together themselves.
The puzzle pieces were beginning to slowly fall into place.
**
After we had walked a reasonable distance from the house towards the barn and the stables, Jill had reached down taking my hand. We walked together like that for a short distance, whereupon she suddenly dropped my hand and took off like a shot towards the barn. I stood for a moment simply watching her run. Her long legs, trim, sleek body was like poetry in motion. Moments later I took off after her watching as she soon after disappeared inside the barn. By the time I got there, she had disappeared.
"Jill?"
"Up here!" Came her response, and though I couldn't see her, I knew then she had climbed up into the loft. Climbing the ladder, I reached the upper level of the barn, but she was still nowhere in sight. There were a lot of hay bundles stacked up there as well, and I could see that some had been recently moved, basically creating a bit of a partition or wall from prying eyes. I grinned knowing now where she was, but still not fully aware of what she was up to, until I came around the corner and looked down where she was laying.
She was totally nude. She had spread out, having prepared the place some time ago, as it seemed, a rather large thick quilted blanket over a pile of loose hay. Somewhat surprised, I could only stand there gawking at her, especially as she lay there, the evidence of another unexpected surprise awaiting me. She had trimmed her pubic patch into the shape of a heart. And I knew now, she had done so just for me.
"You like?" She asked grinning up at me. "I guess you could say...I have a heart on for you!" she giggled excitedly. "Any chance you have a...heart on for me?"
"I don't know about a heart on, but I certainly have a hard on," I had told her. Which I honestly did.
"Then show me," she said as she reached down between her legs, her fingers suddenly spreading herself so wickedly, and the look in her eyes wanton, lustful. I had honestly never seen her this aroused before, which she obviously was, nor had I ever expected to see her totally naked either like I was now. She was a feast for my eyes, and all I wanted to do was devour her.
Whatever guilt she had experienced the last time I'd come for a visit, seemed to have been dealt with. That she had offered her breasts to me to fondle the last time had been exciting enough. But after I'd left, with Jill acting so guilty about what we'd done during that visit, I certainly hadn't expected or even hoped for anything like this.
"You sure?" I had asked looking at her, though my cock was now pressing almost painfully against the front of my jeans.
"I've never been more sure about anything before in my entire life," she had told me. "I've been thinking about it, and almost about nothing else since the last time you were here. I finally decided...'fuck it', it's what I want...if you want," she finished worriedly.
I gave her the answer she was hoping for as I undid my jeans.
Even then I didn't move to join her immediately. Just looking at her as she so openly, so uninhibitedly played with herself was a fantasy of mine come true. Her breasts, though small were firm, hard-tipped and pointed. She held one within her hand, self-teasing the rosy pink nipple, almost by way of an offering. Her other hand, fingers delicately caressing her clit, just rubbing it back and forth, up and down her wet slippery groove. When she held that up towards me, I immediately knelt down in front of her, taking her middle digit into my mouth, sucking it off, tasting her for the first time.
She giggled hotly, perhaps not expecting me to do that, no more than expecting me to now do what I then did. With her legs still bent so obscenely at the knee, I prostrated myself down in front of her, kissing her womanly place, my lips immediately embarking on a first time experience as I mouthed her succulent, sweet tasting pussy.
Jill groaned deeply, tossing her head back into the pillow of straw and blankets, her hands now coming up to bury themselves in my own dark thick hair.
"Holy fuck!" She mewled as I now began lapping at her tender clit with my tongue, initially doing so lightly, softly until she all but mashed her cunt into my face humping herself against it.
Obviously I seemed to be doing it right, though this honestly was my first time ever experience actually doing so. And it wasn't to be the first only experience doing other things either.
Now...I had made one other girl come with my fingers. So I was sort of expecting something like that. She had indeed moaned, groaning pleasurably through her climax. I'd even felt her pussy clamp down on my probing finger as she did. But that was the only way I ever had, up until now at least, so I still wasn't entirely sure of what to expect if in fact Jill even did come this way.



I don't think she was expecting it either when she did, as it was suddenly upon her before either one of us really knew it. One second she was lying there somewhat still, though still rocking, or rather rotating her hips slightly beneath me. In the next instant, she literally lurched upwards, her ass coming up off the blanket entirely. I felt her stiffen, her back arching as she sucked in her breath holding it for a moment, and then let out what I could only describe as a blood-curdling cry of release. All I could think of at the time was, "Thank god we're this far away from the house!" It was loud enough that I could hear the horses whickering down below us in the stables.
The other thing I hadn't expected, and to which she admitted herself afterwards, was the sudden expulsion of pussy juice that liberally sprayed my face. This was something totally unexpected, but not at all unenjoyed. She was even embarrassed about it afterwards. Telling me a short time later that she knew she got pretty wet, even to the point of 'gushing' as she called it whenever she masturbated. But this had been the first time she had actually 'squirted' to the extent that she obviously had. Maybe it had something to do with the way I'd brought about giving her, her orgasm. Neither one of us really knew for sure, but what I did know was...I'd enjoyed it, and wanted to do so almost immediately once again.
She of course now had other plans.
Extricating herself from beneath me, Jill now rolled me over onto my back. When I felt her lips, and her tongue suddenly began to bathe my prick with kisses and light feathery little flicks of her tongue, I had somewhat of an idea of what she'd just experienced for herself. This too was another first for me. Up until now, I'd only had one single hand job by another girl, the same one I had likewise fingered in the back seat of my car at the drive-in. Nothing since then, and certainly nothing ever like this. I thought I was going to lose my mind. Which I think was partially what suddenly shot out of the end of my dick seconds later. If I'd hoped to have some sort of control, some sort of long-lasting stamina to endure and thus enjoy the sweet sensation Jill's mouth and tongue was giving me, I was sadly mistaken.
She on the other hand seemed immensely pleased to have brought about such a quick unexpected release. And oddly, neither one of us even considered for a brief moment as to what to do...or not to do, when I actually came. She simply swallowed my almost constant, or so it felt like anyway...spending as I squirted copiously into her mouth. The feel of her lips sucking me, drawing the head inside her as she opened her throat in order to more easily swallow my discharge was beyond anything I had ever felt before. And that included my having on occasion, masturbated with a baggy filled with whipping cream, which up until then had provided me with the best felt pleasure.
This by in large far surpassed the feeling of that.
We lay there together for a fairly long time, just holding, touching and caressing one another until we both realized we needed to be heading back before we were missed. But it was only the beginning of what I now looked back on as the most important, most significant day of my entire life.
It was then that I finally found the diary I'd been looking for.
**
Once I had, I quickly skimmed through it looking for that same particular date. I had already learned through briefly reading through some of her other entries, that even in the mundane, mom was particular in writing a lot of detail. I wasn't too terribly surprised then upon finding the dates for that weekend that she indeed had. Nor that those two specific dates had far more of a longer detailed entry than most. A lot obviously had gone on that weekend, much of which I remembered of course, but a lot more that until now at least, I hadn't been aware of.
I quickly skimmed through our arrival, and even some of the things we'd said and shared during breakfast that morning. What I was interested in, was seeing what she had written after Jill and I had left to go down to care for the horses. Now knowing what I did know, I was more curious about that.
"...As I stood looking out the window, watching Jack and Jill walking down the hill..." She paused, and then I noticed a footnote she had written there in parentheses. (Perhaps it was a mistake to have named our son Jack, I cannot help but laugh every time I write their two names down together, especially watching them as they moved off. I can only hope that neither of them will ever hold it against us for having done that...but I digress here) She then continued on. "Sue made mention to me a bit later how she thought it was very likely that the two of us had possibly already become intimate. I wasn't as surprised to hear her tell me that as I might have expected to be. I'd been thinking along those same lines myself now, ever since our last visit here. Just seeing the two of them together, the way they very often teased one another, even flirting a little hinted at that very same possibility. When I discussed it at length with Sue, her thoughts were that it was simply bound to happen at some point. She'd been actually expecting it to, long before now. The fact that Jack and Jill are both adults now, and most capable of making their own decisions with regards to any furthering of their relationship, should that include sexual intimacy, was something they would themselves have to deal with. Sue and I both feel that it could and very possibly would have far reaching complications should they decide to do so. But to interfere, to try in any way to keep it from happening, would be a very hypoctrical move on our parts. What we did agree on, was to be there for each of them, when and if such a thing were to occur. Though seeing them as the two of them walked down the hill together, eventually taking one another's hands as they did, was only the beginning of what the rest of the day would eventually offer up.
It was then that I felt Sue come up from behind me, kissing me ever so sweetly on the back of the neck, her hands coming around to cup my breasts, caressing them as she stood there fondling and kissing me. I was already wet between the legs in anticipation of some time together, watching the kids walking off as I turned towards her. Her hands now coming up to begin undoing the buttons on my blouse. Aroused as we both were, we soon after headed upstairs to her bedroom where we once again enjoyed the intimate touch of one another's bodies in ways I now knew, I could never do without. The only concern I had was when we sat for a moment afterwards basking in one another's arms after having given one another what was yet again another explosive climax, was her comment about Jack. It's not as though we hadn't shared certain thoughts with one another about other such intimate things, even fantasies, neither of which I think at the time we'd have acted upon. And sometimes just because we might admit to having thought them, wasn't in and of itself a bad thing necessarily, or one that would tug at my conscious later on. But I got the impression that if something ever should happen, Sue wouldn't exactly be opposed to it. What bothered me the most however, I'd been wondering about that myself."
Once again I sat back, wondering at what she had meant, though now knowing without any doubt whatsoever, that the two of them had been enjoying one another intimately at the exact same time that Jill and I had. It was an ironic piece of information to now know and come to understand. But I also knew there was more. A lot more. I had barely read through a quarter of the day's events as they'd eventually unfolded.
**
I remember just getting back to the house when mom and Aunt Sue came down from the bedroom, now dressed. I had noticed at the time that their hair was still damp from having taken a shower, but as I also recalled, mom's face had a bit of a flush to it still. I didn't think anything of it at the time. Now I did.
They had told us they were going out to do some grocery shopping to pick up a few things for the weekend, and then something special to drink as well, as mom and I had not yet told them I'd be leaving soon. Looking back, I almost wish that we had.
They soon after left, and I knew almost immediately that we had a good two hours or more once again to ourselves. After our time together in the barn, I knew by the look in Jill's eyes, she was thinking the same thing I was. Though instead of heading upstairs to her bedroom, Jill took me by the hand leading me out towards the back patio instead. It was much cooler outside than in, in the shade for one thing. And for another, the old hide-a-bed couch was what we very often sat on outside, and had in the past on several occasions, still used it as a bed to sleep in at night out beneath the stars. Which we'd in fact do that very same evening.
As quickly as we'd gotten dressed, we'd gotten undressed once again. Though even though we had, it was at that precise moment that Jill said something that would have significant importance for me later on that same night.
"Jack? I want you to know...I'm still a virgin," she told me. "I've been saving it...not for marriage, but for the right guy to come along. I now know...that person is you."
I was myself a virgin too, and though we'd never really discussed it, I think she was fairly certain that I was, and believed me when I told her that I was in fact. As we crawled onto the couch and began kissing, I wondered if she had said that by way of informing me, that this was to be that moment for each of us. In a funny sort of way, I was almost relieved when she told me it wasn't.
"If you're willing...I'd rather wait until tonight," she told me. "I want to lose my virginity beneath the stars. It's the way I've always imagined losing it, and now that I know who with...I'd like to wait until later on this evening after mom and Aunt Darlene have gone to bed."
I didn't have a problem with doing that, with waiting. If anything, it made the excitement, the expectation of that eventuality all the more arousing for us both. In the meantime however, I was already crawling up between her legs, to once again sample her sweet tasting pussy with my mouth, and hopefully, enjoy my only second ever blow-job too, hoping this one at least, would last a bit longer.
**
I could still see that moment in time inside my head as though it were yesterday, and not over nearly two and a half years ago now. I could almost recall how she tasted, how she smelled as I closed my eyes remembering that moment along with all the others of that fabulous, somewhat crazy weekend.
I looked down at the diary in my hand and began reading again.
"It's hard to say what we might not have known, or to what extent things had honestly progressed had Sue not left her wallet inside the house. We had barely reached the main road when she realized it, and hurriedly turned the car around. I waited for her to run inside and get it, expecting her return momentarily. After several minutes had passed however without her coming back outside, I grew curious, somewhat anxious and worried that perhaps something had happened. Perhaps she had tripped, fallen, hit her head. A number of things suddenly running through my mind as I ran into the house in search of her.
I was surprised to find her standing there in the kitchen area. She turned smiling, though holding her fingers up to her lips, letting me know in an instant to be quiet. I wondered what was going on, yet...in the recess of my own mind, already had a pretty good idea as she turned back to look out the window, peering from around the side of the kitchen curtain as I now walked over to the other side, moments later doing the same.
I had half expected to find what I did, simply by the way Susan had looked at me, informing me in an instant to remain quiet in my approach, which I did. I don't know what I was trying to picture in my mind as I approached the other side of the window, but it wasn't at all what I thought when I eventually looked. There was Jack, obviously nestled down between Jill's outstretched legs there on the couch, licking her pussy.
It wasn't so much the shock of seeing them together, after all, Sue and I had half expected it to happen before now anyway. I'd honestly however thought to find the two of them fucking, but the fact that they weren't is what initially threw me. Perhaps it was because Sue had so recently gone down on me. The sensation of her tongue lapping away at my own tender clit, immediately causing the sudden stir of emotion the way that it did at that moment. I felt what I later called a searing jolt to my groin, the almost spasmodic tickle of desire, and the immediate surge of moisture suddenly gathering between my legs far faster than I would have ever thought possible.
Watching my own son, licking my niece's pussy...and wishing now more than ever before, that it was me he was doing that to."
**
Once again I had to reread what she had written several times. "Mom? She had been wishing it was me? Doing that to her?"
I didn't know what to think. It was for sure a private thought, and certainly one she had never obviously acted upon. Even after that date mom never spoke or treated me any differently than she ever had. "Or had she?" I wondered trying to think. More confused now than ever, I crept back to my own thoughts, there'd been times I'd allowed myself a few fantasies, but never anything more than that. I'd never purposely spied on her, or attempted to see or do anything that would have been inappropriate for me to do. In the fantasy of my own mind, that was one thing. Actually doing something, or looking for the opportunity to do it was something else entirely. Sure, there had been those rare moments when I'd accidentally walked in on her while she was dressing. What son hadn't at one time or another. And it wasn't as though we had any hang-ups about running around the house in various states of undress from time to time. That happened to. Which perhaps is what at times gave birth to some of my imaginings. But again, it was never something I consciously set out to do.
I continued reading.
"I was becoming aroused, very aroused, watching Jack going down on Jill, glancing over towards my sister as the two of us stood there peeking through the curtains at the two of them. I know we both should have stopped, turned away and left again. Emotionally I fought with doing so, but the sensuality of what we were seeing held us both like glue as we stood there. Watching Jill climax, hearing her cries of pleasure and release nearly brought about my own. Only then did I realize I had actually slipped my hand down the waistband of the slacks I was wearing. I was soaked. My own pussy a virtual ocean of hot wet moisture as I stood there actually touching myself. Susan too was doing the same, unabashedly, uninhibitedly, so obviously aroused.
And then they switched places.
I had only once before seen Jack with an erection. Years ago when I had accidentally stumbled into his bedroom, not realizing he was at home. I had only seen it briefly as he had immediately hidden what it was he was doing. But I knew, even though I pretended I hadn't seen what he was doing, it was too obvious that he had been, to fully ignore it either. What could have been a very awkward moment for us both was one that thankfully we talked through quickly, telling him that it was perfectly natural and normal for people to masturbate. More importantly, that it wasn't anything he should have been ashamed about in doing. It had been my fault, not his, that I had come into his room the way I had. What I remember most about that, was our discussion afterwards. It felt so good and so natural to be able to sit down with Jack and talk about it the way that we did. I remember blushing when he asked me if I did...if dad did. To which I told him yes, even married there were times when this simple pleasured act was enjoyed by most everyone. What could have been a scarring incident, I believe was left with a mutual respect and greater understanding between us.
I was much more careful after that, always knocking before entering. But I also knew from the few times I had stood there outside his door, listening to him as he pleasured himself, that even then I was aroused knowing that he was.
Now...seeing Jack's hard beautiful cock once again, I found myself envious of Jill. The way she so lovingly licked his shaft, sucking the hard swollen head of my son's prick. I again wished that it were my own mouth savoring the delights of his taste, and eventually the warmth of his hot spurting seed into my mouth. God how I wanted that, and how I fought emotionally with the desire for that afterwards. I even became jealous surprisingly later. And not with Jill...but with my own sister, as though she had no right to be there, to witness and see the exact same thing I was seeing. As though it was my own personal pleasure to be enjoyed, experienced, though I was as guilty as she in continuing to stand there watching the two of them.
We were silent as we finally drove into town, eventually discussing it, though Susan was cognizant of my discomfort, though not knowing to the extent or the real reason I was. Eventually we parked in the parking lot of the store we were going to, and simply got it all out. In the end, each one of us at least admitted to the other of our thoughts, not that either of us fully understood them, but at least we'd accepted and admitted that we had them. The fact that we both were still very much aroused didn't help the matter much. Nor did it help when later on that same evening, we got an even bigger surprise which merely added to that arousal, heightening it even more."
I wanted to read more, but it would have to wait. Mom was due home any time now, and I wanted to finish up what I'd set out to do before her return. Replacing the diaries back where they belonged, I did note the specific boxes they were in, promising myself to return and continue reading them when I could safely do so.
**
Hot, sweaty and sticky from my exertions, that and being up in the hot attic for well over an hour now, I returned to my room where I intended to quickly shower and freshen up. Even as I pulled the sliding glass door on the shower stepping beneath the hot spray of the water, I heard the sound of the garage door opening and knew that mom had arrived home.
Even as I stood there beneath the spray of the water, I thought back to what I had learned and read. Not too surprisingly, I found myself erect, my hand already toying with the idea of rubbing one out. I knew there was no way I couldn't now, as aroused as I was by everything I had learned, now firmly ensconced within my mind. And then I allowed other thoughts to invade my reasoning. I knew I hadn't locked the door to the bathroom. I also knew that mom would no doubt soon be headed upstairs. When she did, she would no doubt hear the shower running. I stood there wondering, when and if she did, would she toy with the idea of coming in for some reason? Probably not. Not unless I gave her one. Perhaps then she might. Perhaps then she might actually entertain her own thoughts she'd once had. Though in truth, there was no way of really knowing if she still had them. Enough time had passed, it was just as likely she had overcome those very thoughts and tucked them away once and for all. Was I in fact tempting her with opening Pandora's Box in doing this?
I was no doubt thinking with my cock at the time as I scrambled out of the shower, yanking towels off the rack throwing them in the dirty clothes hamper. I was lucky in one respect, as I knew she hadn't as yet come in to change them recently. But would it be enough into using that as an excuse? It was perhaps a dangerous game I was playing with myself, but the fact was...I was playing with myself as I considered it.



I stood beneath the hot spray of the shower, my prick firmly in hand as I slowly worked it, maintaining its firmness though it took little effort in doing so. I was hard as a rock and now horny as hell. My heart felt like it was beating a thousand miles an hour as I stood there listening, finally hearing her as she actually stopped and knocked on the bathroom door.
"Jack honey? I'm back!" Mom called into me. It was now or never.
"Mom?"
"Yes honey?"
"I forgot to get some fresh towels before stepping into the shower, would you mind getting me a new one?" I asked.
There was only the briefest of pauses, but there was one. I knew she was standing there thinking about what I'd just asked.
"Sure honey...be right back," she said and then walked down the hallway towards the linen cupboard.
I knew that the glass doors on the tub enclosure where opaque just enough to offer up some small measure of privacy. She would no doubt be able to make out the outline of my nude form inside the shower itself, but nothing too revealingly. Not unless I either pressed myself against it, or allowed it to remain at least partially open. I slid it back just a couple of inches, no more than that. But in having done so, I knew that should she stand anywhere's near the doorway to the bathroom, that she would in fact be able to see in.
The other problem was, even if she brought the fresh towels into the bathroom, I needed some additional excuse to keep her in there after she had. Which immediately came to me, just as she entered.
"Here they are," she said as I heard her open the door as I'd expected, stepping in. "I'll hang them up for you."
I knew as she did so, she could see me through the glass of the shower doors, though not clearly. Perhaps a hint of my erection poking out in front of me, which I then purposely turned to one side ensuring at least that she might. I heard her placing the towels, and smiled inwardly as she took an inordinate amount of time doing so.
"So...you get everything done you went out to do?" I asked attempting to keep some sort of dialogue and conversation going here. "I got everything done on my end," I added waiting for her response. I got it in the form of her actually sitting down on the toilet seat, as I too could just make out her presence on the other side of the glass doors.
"Yep, all done. Picked up a few things for the drive up tomorrow," she now added. We had planned on driving up, not only for the weekend, but for an additional three days to spend some time visiting with my aunt since my return. I was sad that Jill wouldn't be there, as she was upstate attending school at a local university up there. But I wasn't too surprised by that either as Jill and I hadn't exactly parted on the best of terms when I had originally left. Still...I was anxious and looking forward to seeing my aunt once again even then.
"You still been going up at least once a month to visit with her?" I asked.
"That...or she's actually been coming here to see me if I couldn't make it up there...so yes," mom replied. "Though I thought it was only fair that we go there this time, especially as it's been a while since you've been there." As she spoke, I now saw her stand up, and knew she was making to leave.
"Damn!"
"What's wrong?" She asked.
"I got soap in my eyes, I can't see...and it burns," I said quickly not knowing what else I could have come up with.
"Aren't you using that new shampoo I bought?"
"No...I guess not, where is it?"
I then heard her open the cabinet door beneath the sink. "Here it is," she said and then approached the shower door where she now stood, her hand coming through the opening though she was careful not to position herself so she could see clearly in. But I could see that she was peeking without trying to make it too obvious as I stood there rubbing my eyes with my fists.
"Can you grab me a washcloth too? I still can't get the soap out of my eyes," I informed her, pretending I hadn't seen her hand as she stood there holding out the bottle to me. Once again I heard her open a drawer searching for the cloth. She laughed when she did. "What?"
"Oh nothing," she snickered. "I guess it's just nice to feel like I'm still needed is all," she said laughing. "Grown man with soap in his eyes acting like a young kid again is all," she finished still chuckling.
"Yeah well, it burns," I responded even though it really didn't. I'd also managed to accomplish one other feat, as had been my intent. I wasn't exactly full on erect now. Not like I had been, certainly not enough to appear obscenely aroused, but not exactly flaccid either. I knew as she opened the sliding door a bit wider this time in order to hand over the cloth, still holding the bottle of shampoo, that this time she could see me quite clearly as I turned towards her in order to accept it.
"Goodness," she said surprising herself perhaps when she did.
"What?" I said once again.
"Well...for one, you're certainly not modest these days," she said as I stood there knowing full well I was facing her.
"Must be the service, got used to standing around naked in front of a lot of people," I replied.
"Yes well, I doubt any of those were women...and certainly not your own mother," she told me, though I noticed she made no effort to move away from the door as I stood there scrubbing at my eyes with the washcloth as though unaware that she still was.
"Well, you're the one who told me that there was nothing to be ashamed about," I began. "Remember? And especially now, being grown up and all, no reason for me to be embarrassed by your seeing me, no differently than I wouldn't be embarrassed at seeing you."
She paused once again digesting that perhaps. "Yes...except if you remember correctly, we weren't actually discussing naked bodies, but something else a bit more intimate in nature as I recall."
Now it was my turn to laugh, though I immediately felt my cock stiffen, and knew as it did that she could now easily see it doing so. I held my head beneath the water for a moment, and then opened my eyes glancing in her direction. Sure enough...she was looking down at my rapidly stiffening cock.
I noticed her face was flushed, and her chest seemed to be heaving up and down a bit more noticeably as well as she breathed in and out.
"That's true," I laughed as she now looked up into my eyes. "And to be perfectly honest about it...that was what I was actually doing when I got soap in my eyes."
"You...you were?" Mom asked a catch in her throat as she once again looked down at my now full on erection.
"Yeah, I admit, I was feeling a bit horny...especially these days," I freely admitted, seeing the surprise in her eyes that we were actually now having this conversation. "It's been a while since I've been with anyone..." I told her, once again catching her off guard. I had dated a couple of women while away, but even then the sex with each had been less than satisfactory, and I certainly hadn't been looking for any long-term relationships either. "What about you mom?"
Already off balance as it was, my question seemed to make her even more so.
"What...what do you mean?"
"What do you think I mean?" I chuckled back, still trying to keep it light and open between us. "I know that you've certainly not been seeing anyone, at least anyone you've told me about...but I can't believe for a moment you still don't have the urges or desires. You're still too attractive, too good looking a woman not to."
She again blushed, evading the question perhaps by asking another. "You really think so? Think I'm still attractive enough to entice someone?" She asked.
"Yes, of course you are. But you are at least masturbating yes? I mean honest mom, it's not healthy if you're not at least doing that. I know for a fact, that men and women both, if they go too long without having an orgasm, experiencing pleasure, it really can affect their health in a fairly serious way."
She stood for a moment without speaking. Her hand coming up to grab the side of the shower glass door as though needing the additional support. I was almost positive that she now did as her chest continued to rise and fall a bit quicker than normal. This conversation was obviously having an effect on her after all.
"Sometimes," she said now looking down and away from me, speaking softly as she said it, admitting it. "But...it has been a while for me too," she added.
"Well then you should."
Once again she laughed, blushing even more. "Oh sure...maybe I should just head off to my bedroom, close the door and get myself off, is that what you're actually telling me I should do?"
"Well no...not exactly. I was thinking more along the lines of you just doing it here...while I watched, while you watched me."
I hadn't honestly intended to take it this far. Or to so openly pose or make the suggestion. But I was, and had been truly and honestly aroused, even more so now knowing what I knew. My advantage was in knowing that, knowing what my own mother's secret private thoughts about me had been. And though that indeed might have changed by now, I was gambling on the fact that they hadn't.
She tried laughing it off as though I was teasing her, joking around with her, until she saw me reach down, grabbing my cock as I stood there stroking myself in front of her.
"Jack, you're not...you can't be...serious. Are you? I mean...I am after all...your mother!"
"Yes I know that, and you're my very beautiful, very attractive mother too. And I've been standing here for a while now, imagining you inside my head. There, I've said it. I've admitted it. I've been enjoying myself while thinking about you, trying to remember the way you looked when I've seen you naked before."
"You have? I mean...you are? You did? When?"
I was scrambling here, trying to come up with something specific, and decided to try bluffing my way through it. See if I could get her to buy into it if I could.
"Just days before I left," I stated hoping I'd come close to some sort of truth, using the information I now had, making a few assumptions perhaps, but fairly certain that in doing so, I wasn't that far off the mark.
"When? When did you see me...see me doing that?" She pressed, though as she did, I could hear an edge of excitement in her words.
"Remember how you used to sit down stairs late in the evening reading a book?" Which was true, she always did. But I knew as her eyes widened, I was closer to the truth than I actually realized, and decided to see if I could trick her into admitting to me now that she actually did.
"Yes..." she spoke softly almost quietly.
"Well, one night, I woke up thirsty, decided to come down stairs and get something to drink. I noticed it was later than usual, and the table lamp was still on. I thought maybe you had fallen asleep while sitting there reading, so I approached the stairs quietly not wanting to wake you. And then I saw you. I stood there and watched you, watched you as you fingered yourself."
"Oh my god! You did? You...you caught me masturbating?"
"Yeah I did, and it was hot too mom! You looked so sensual, so erotic sitting there touching yourself. And because you did, I then found I couldn't help myself, so I stood there on the stairs without your knowing I was, and stroked myself off while I watched you."
"Right there? On the stairs?" It was obvious she was trying to look back and remember if she'd heard anything, obviously she thought she was being careful.
"In fact...you almost caught me I think. I barely turned around and got back up out of sight when you turned to look. But the fact was, I actually wished you had. I had secretly wanted you to see me, see me standing there jerking off, knowing full well I was thinking of you when I did. Just like I am now..." I said once again drawing her attention back to my hard fucking cock, which I now fisted pleasurably for her as she stood there watching me do it. "Just like...you are now," I finished.
"But I'm..."
"My mother. Yes...I know. But it doesn't change the fact that I enjoyed seeing you, that I enjoy thinking about you, or that I'm thinking about you now in fact. And that more than anything, right now...I wish you'd take off your clothes, let me see you, see you masturbate yourself again while I do, while you likewise watch me."
I knew that her resolve was crumbling, but it could easily have gone back the other way as well. She looked like a deer caught in the headlights and could have very easily jumped in the other direction.
It was then that I reached out my hand, pulling her into the shower with me even though she was dressed. She squealed in shock and surprise, but it was a flirtatious cry, almost welcoming that I had. Especially when I pulled her towards me, her full breasts now pressed against me, the water having thoroughly soaked her blouse making it adhere to her along with everything else. I likewise knew, she could feel the press of my hard cock digging into her belly as I held her, and then suddenly without warning leaned over kissing her as we stood there.
She basically melted there in my arms. We kissed again, our tongues now coming forward to fence playfully together. As we did that, I allowed my hands to come up, each one cupping her still covered, but very wet and very hard tipped breasts as I began thumbing each one of her hard taut nipples through her blouse.
I now felt her own hands reaching up, quickly parting the buttons on her blouse until I peeled it away from her, dropping it there in the bottom of the shower stall, along with her bra, which came next. Her shorts, and then panties soon followed until she stood there in front of me just as naked as I was. Now cupping one of her breasts directly, I tenderly began playing with, and flicking her nipple. With my other hand, I allowed it to trail down her belly, slowly teasing her almost agonizingly so before resting it against the soft furrow of her mound. I felt her sudden intake of breath as I did, and then parted the sea of her pussy, my finger just then probing her moist depths.
"Jack, Jack honey...we shouldn't," she said only now trying to resist the urge. "It isn't..."
"What? Right? I think it is...because it feels right. It's something I've always wanted to do...and besides mom, all we're doing is touching...it's not like I'm doing anything else to you at the moment, like licking your pussy, or actually fucking you with my cock."
She groaned at that, as though feeling like I was. "But...only this then, nothing else...just, just..."
I placed her hand on my cock, felt her fingers wrapping themselves around and about it. Once again my own hand slipping back down between her legs, where I found even more moisture sitting there waiting for me than there was even a moment or two ago.
"Stroke it, play with it...jerk it off," I said lustfully, breathing against her neck, "while I caress your tits, finger-fuck your pussy," I once again breathed hotly against her, now kissing and nipping at the softness of her neck.
"Oh fuck, fuck!" she moaned in response as my fingers began toying with her clit, as her hand began sliding up and down the length of my cock, exploring it, teasing it with the tips of her fingers. "Oh Jack...Jack! Make me cum baby...please, make me cum!"
The moment I felt her give way, the moment her inner muscles suddenly began to spasm around my finger, clenching it inside, her low deep-throated moan of release triggered my own. I felt my cock throb, as she did, her hand pulling upwards on it holding it there briefly as the first powerful spurt of my cock filled the palm of her hand. She stroked down again, pumping out another, just as my own finger flicked her clit like a light-switch, sending yet another powerful jolt through her cunt, just as my cock lurched shooting off again. I felt the second even more powerful spurt leap from my cock. She looked down, now watching it as I squirted against her thigh, her belly. My fingers now pinching her clit, holding it there as I worked it as though jerking it off. Her knees nearly buckled with the effort of maintaining her balance as I too began feeling light-headed with the intensity of my own orgasm.
We stood for long moments there beneath the shower, still holding one another trying to collect our breaths. Eventually she stepped out, and began drying herself off as I did. She turned away briefly, embarrassed, perhaps guilt trying to force its way into her thoughts.
Not about to allow that, I stepped up behind her once again, my hands coming around to secure her breasts, cupping them and easily feeling the press of her nipples against the palms.
"Jack!"
"Shh," I said kissing her neck. "I'm home now...it's where I want to be...with you. And I fully intend on doing this again, every chance that I get. So don't try and convince me to do otherwise. Because mother...I can't."
**
I heard the soft click on her bedroom door telling me she had locked it shortly after she left the bathroom. I considered knocking, but then thought better of it. Perhaps I had indeed crossed the line, forced too much to happen too quickly. But even if I had, it was too late to do anything about it now. Sequestered with her own thoughts, all I could do now was give her the time to do that, to think things through for herself, and then abide by whatever decision she came to, whenever she finally did.
She sat upstairs in her bedroom for a good two hours while I in turn sat downstairs in the living room, the TV on, though for the life of me I didn't remember watching it. All I knew was, when she finally did open her door and came back down, she would have reached a decision about everything that had happened. All I could do now, was sit and wait.
When I finally did hear the door, I knew that moment had arrived. Hearing her descent down the stairs, I turned towards her looking up expectantly. Immediately relieved to see a smile on her face as I did, though even that didn't give anything away.
"You hungry?" She asked reaching the landing.
"Famished," I responded back, now standing. "What can I do to help?"
"How about keeping me company while I fix something?" She suggested, and then kissed me lovingly on the cheek, more like a mom would, which I took as a hint at her decision. It was then however that she actually took me by the hand and led me into the kitchen area. "Pour us a glass of wine while I fix us some dinner," she told me. "And...while we chat," she then added.
After pouring our wine, I walked over handing one to her, and then attempted to lean forward and kiss her again after I had. She turned her head however, accepting it on the cheek instead.
"Before things get too carried away here Jack, we really do need to talk."
Resigned, I walked back over to the kitchen table sitting down on the side, facing her all the while sipping my wine, though I don't recall tasting it. I waited on her without speaking as she screwed up the courage to do so.
"I still haven't been able to come to any agreement with myself about what happened," she began, as she now turned away from the stove, steeling herself perhaps and taking a sip of her wine. "But...I'm also not going to deny the fact I didn't enjoy it. Because I did."
I smiled inwardly. It was more than I expected to hear at this point, expecting to have heard otherwise, though even then she still came pretty close to that.
"But, just because I did enjoy it, doesn't mean it should ever happen again either," she told me. "I might not be able to control myself...if it did."
"So don't," I finally said in response to that. "I certainly don't want to." I was already becoming aroused again, just thinking about it. And especially looking at her as she stood there. She had obviously changed clothes, putting on what I had come to affectionately call as her "comfy" clothes. A pair of my old sweat pants, which she'd cut off into a pair of shorts. Shorts, which were almost too short, even for her. And then a lightweight, though baggy sweatshirt, which was, also mine. And I knew damn well as she stood there, she had nothing else on beneath it, save for a pair of bikini panties perhaps, though nothing more. The way her breasts fell, pressing against the material of the sweat-top told me that much. And I noticed that her eyes naturally gravitated towards my crotch as she looked at me, as though remembering what she'd once seen, held, and watched squirt as I came in her hand.



She tore her eyes away from me however, once again turning back towards the stove as the water she'd put on for our pasta began boiling, giving her excuse to do so, yet still speaking to me with her back turned.
"Maybe I'm emotionally too weak to deny that I do have certain desires," she began. "Which is why I'm counting on you...asking you...to be stronger than I am."
My heart sank. I prepared myself to hear her tell me that regardless of what she obviously felt, that she was going to pointedly ask me not to tempt her, or pressure her into doing anything again. But what she said, lifted me like a rocket a moment later.
"Until I know for sure how I feel about certain things, how I can, or can't deal with it if we do...we can't actually have sex Jack, not until I've come to grips with that. Doing what we did was one thing, I know now that I enjoyed it, and look forward to doing that again with you. I can't and won't deny that. Not if we're going to be perfectly honest with one another. So at least Jack, please promise me that much. Promise me you won't pressure me into actually fucking you," she said using the one word I had never actually heard her utter before.
"I won't. I promise," I told her meaning it.
"And one more thing, though now isn't the time...perhaps tomorrow during the drive up to your Aunt Susan's. There is more I need to tell you about, more I think now we need to discuss. But...I don't want to do that now either. But as I do think we need to be totally honest with one another about certain matters, it's because of that, you need to know a little more about me. But again...be patient. I promise to tell you everything on the drive up to your Aunts. Will you do that for me Jack?"
I of course already knew what her secret was, but it would be interesting to hear her actually tell me about it. If nothing else, it would make the hour long drive pass quickly. And I had no doubt, it would indeed make for some interesting conversation as we did.
Once again I stood, walking towards her. This time she didn't turn her head away as our lips met. I kissed her deeply, mom kissing me back in kind.
"How long before dinner?"
She glanced back at the stove, the sauce on, though simmering. "Oh I don't know, another twenty, thirty minutes perhaps? I like the sauce to simmer for a while, flavor up a bit...why?"
I picked her up in my arms. She squealed once again. "Jack, put me down you crazy boy! What are you doing?"
I literally threw her over my shoulder, and then spun around taking her back out into the living room. Walking over to the couch, I then tossed her down onto it where she actually bounced, now laughing. And then I reached down, grabbing the bottoms of her cut off sweat pants, and in one fluid easy motion, yanked them down her legs.
I was wrong about one thing. She hadn't been wearing any panties either.
**
Before she could protest, or try to actually stop me, which she didn't, I had spread her legs, diving down between them there on the couch. Surprised at first, she quickly succumbed to my actions as my mouth quickly found her, my tongue spearing her within moments of having done that.
All she did was softly cry out my name as her hands came up to entwine themselves in my hair as I began lapping away at her already slick passage. As I did that, I likewise reached upwards, pushing away the sweat top that covered her bare breasts, knowing they were. Her nipples already hard, waiting, I began toying with them each, holding them between my fingers, gently pulling, and twisting as my tongue did spirals against her clit. I sucked her in, savoring her taste, holding her clit inside my mouth where I again allowed my tongue to flick wildly, rapidly against it. I felt her hips rotating now beneath me, her gurgles of passion making unintelligible sounds as I continued to fuck her with my tongue and lips.
"Fuck!" I moaned into her pussy. "I could eat you forever!"
"Yes Jack, yes! Eat my pussy, please eat my cunt...finger-fuck my wet slippery pussy!" She answered back, the level of her arousal escalating far beyond any inhibitions she might have had or held on to. "Lick me baby, lick my clit, suck it...finger it, lick it! Lick it! Lick it!"
She came screaming, arching her back, her cunt pressed firmly against my face as I held on, her breasts molded within my hands. I held and pinched her nipples as she did, pulling them upwards well off her breasts, jiggling them as I held them there. She went crazy with the sensation of that, likewise her clit, hard swollen and throbbing, captured between my lips as she came over, and over and over again.
She collapsed beneath me like a rag doll, spent, thoroughly drained, unmoving though her breath took forever to calm down. When she finally did, she sat up pushing me away from her for a moment, and then standing. I sat licking my lips, tasting the sweetness of her juices still covering my face.
"Don't go anywhere," she said looking back at me. "I'm going in to turn the sauce off...we'll eat it later," she said grinning. And then bare-assed naked, sauntered back into the kitchen area. She turned just before entering the room. "Oh, and while I do that? You might want to take your clothes off," she told me, and then disappeared.
**
I was indeed naked lying on the couch when she returned. I don't think my prick was honestly ever as hard or as stiff as it was then when she came walking back into the room. Even the look in her eyes told me that much as she faltered in her step coming towards me.
"I don't think I've seen anything more beautiful," she told me as she almost reverently knelt down on the floor by the side of the couch, her hands quickly reaching out to surround me, chasing my own hands away. Even the look in her own eyes said it all as she looked up, locking hers on mine, her tongue snaking out of her mouth to tickle and lick at the sensitive little eye-slit in the head. She squeezed it, a pearly drop of moisture bubbling out of the tip. Her tongue lapping it up, though she did so again, producing another, applying this one like lipstick against her mouth as she rubbed my dick around it, now kissing it.
"Fuck," I moaned saying the word, drawing it out, letting the word roll like a wave from my mouth. She smiled at that.
"Funny isn't it?" She asked.
"What's that?" I said half sitting up, just so I could watch her, watch my own mother holding and playing with my cock as she rubbed it against her lips.
"How the word fuck can sound so hot, so naughty, so pleasurable when it's used in just the way you've used it."
"And you," I reminded her, seeing her blush upon realizing that.
"Yes, and me too," she said sucking the head of my prick, her mouth wrapped around it as she spoke. "Fuck," Popping the head of my prick with her lips, saying it again. "Fuck, fuck...fuck!" and each time that she did, purposely popping my prick with a sweet, erotic, very obscene sound as she did so, not to mention simply saying the word fuck each time that she had.
"Fuck cunt," I then said for no apparent reason, just enjoying the sound of two particular erotic words as I spoke them. Mom giggled.
"Fuck cock. Fuck Prick."
"Fuck tits, fuck pussy, fuck ass."
"Fuck ass?"
"Yeah, fuck ass...just like I wouldn't mind fucking yours!"
"I've never actually done that," she told me, now lapping at my prick once again with her tongue, tickling it.
"You're kidding? You mean to tell me that you and..."
"No, we never did. Never really considered it, though at the time, it wasn't exactly something anyone ever really spoke about either. Not until years later at least, and then only quietly and in secret. But by then...it was sort of off the table for me."
"And now?"
"One thing at a time," mom said once again slurping up and down my cock. "Let's not be in any sort of a rush here. Bad enough I'm doing this to my own son, I'm not sure I'm quite ready yet to even consider having you sticking this thing up my ass!"
I burst out laughing. I couldn't help it. Hearing my own mother speaking so openly, so wickedly was a pure pleasured delight. But then again, so was her mouth as she all but swallowed the entire length of my prick, all but gagging on it as she did, large drools of her saliva clinging to it, connected to her lips as she pulled up before once again engulfing it with a very wet sounding gurgle.
"I want you to cum in my mouth," she then spoke moments later, her head now bobbing up and down with a steady rhythm, her hands working perfectly in conjunction with that. "I've always wanted to do this to you," she told me honestly, now admitting even that, something else I already knew. "Give it to me baby...give mommy your sperm!"
I gave her more than she could handle, more than I think I had ever actually produced before. She swallowed as much as she could, but even then, I saw the cum drool from the side of her mouth dripping and then falling against her breast. Even that was erotically hot, sensually intense as she reached down, now smearing what she hadn't licked up or swallowed into her breast. When she had fully and entirely drained me of each precious drop, only then did she once again sit up, smiling at me.
"Well, I think I've actually already had my dinner. But maybe you should eat something too," she said grinning at me.
"Like you?" I asked teasingly.
She threw her head back laughing, and then climbed up to sit on the couch, once again resting her head back against the end cushions, one leg spread resting over the headrest of the couch, the other flat upon the floor.
"Fuck dinner...eat this!" She said wantonly. So I did.
**
As we always had every time we'd gone up to my Aunts, we got an early start. By seven we were on the road.
Though normally only an hour long drive on the freeway, mom had never cared to take that particular route. So it was, even though I was the one driving, we took the back roads which would make a longer drive, but it was also far more of a scenic one too.
But there was another reason for taking the longer route. I knew that at some point mom wanted to tell me more about herself, things I perhaps already knew, but was anxious to hear it from her own lips anyway.
I had also noticed as we finished packing things up that mom had slipped her diaries into her travel bag. As long as I had known her, she always took her new one to write in, and then the one before that which she sometimes referred to for whatever reason. I'd watched her tuck both away, and wondered if the opportunity would ever present itself for me to get a peek at anything she had written.
Fifteen minutes into the drive we turned on to what was a two-lane highway, which would take us the rest of the way there, though again it was a much longer way to travel when taking it. At this early hour there was very little if any other traffic on the road, which then gave me an idea. Seeing that she was fidgeting as we drove, hardly speaking at all in fact so lost in thought, I knew then she was already trying to screw up the courage to talk to me. I decided to lighten the mood somewhat if I could and make it easier for her to do so. One way to do that was to try and make her horny again if I could, and I thought if I began teasing her a little, it might. Besides, I really wanted to see her tits, so I asked her to show them to me.
"Although it takes longer to get to Aunt Susan's this way, I really do prefer taking this road," I began. "It really is a beautiful drive with beautiful scenery."
"Yes it is," she said easily looking out her window.
"And having beautiful company to share it with is nice too," I then added. She turned from the window looking and smiling at me.
"Thank you Jack, I appreciate hearing that, though I'm not sure how beautiful I am at the moment," she said only then checking herself in the small little vanity mirror over the sun-visor on her side of the car.
"You're very beautiful mom, especially in that outfit," I now added easing into the real purpose behind my idea here.
She did look cute, a short pair of white shorts and a simple peasant blouse that bared her shoulders. And though she was wearing a bra, the way her breasts molded themselves against the material was very alluring.
"Thank you again," she said. "I do like this blouse."
"I do too, it shows off those beautiful breasts of yours quite nicely."
I noticed a small blush suddenly creep into her face as she once again smiled looking up into my eyes as I sat there glancing towards her.
"In fact mom, I'd enjoy seeing them."
"What here?" She said incredulously glancing out the front of the car window, though at the moment there was no other traffic on the road heading towards us.
"Especially here," I said. "It would be sexy as hell to see your boobs while we're driving," I now stated.
"I don't know Jack, what if someone were to see me? And besides, why do you want to look at these old boobs anyway?" she asked.
"For one mom, who's going to see anything on this road? And even if we do see any cars, you'll have plenty of time to slink down in the seat. Secondly, they're not old boobs, and like I said they really are beautiful, not to mention the fact they make me horny as hell just looking at them!"
She was still hesitant to do so until I reached down with my hand rubbing my crotch and thus telling her that even the thought of that was getting me hard. "See? I'm already starting to get a hard on just thinking about it!" I told her.
That seemed to do the trick as she peered over the back seat as though to ensure herself we didn't have any traffic coming up from behind us either, which we didn't.
"I can't believe I'm actually doing this," she said as she pulled her peasant blouse up over her head, now reaching back behind herself to unclasp her bra, though I reached over cupping her left breast with my hand before she could. Even that was sensual as hell. Her bra had a bit of see-thru lace over the cups, her hard extended nipples already pressing against it as I fingered one teasing it. "Just keep your eyes on the road Jack," she admonished me as I finally withdrew my hand, now allowing her to remove her bra entirely.
Now sitting back in her seat as she refastened her seat belt, even that I found erotically enticing as the strap came up between her breasts separating them even more fully. The fullness of her boobs, heavy against her chest, twin points of rock-hard firmness capping each was a delightful thing to be seeing.
"There, happy now?" She asked, though she was grinning from ear to ear as she said it. I knew then she was feeling a bit more aroused herself, doing something that she hadn't honestly ever done before. A simple enough act that had perhaps given a further boost to her own sexuality and desire, especially when she reached up and actually fingered her nipples as we drove along. "That making you horny huh?" she then asked glancing over towards me as it became obvious by the sudden bulge in my pants that it had.
"You know it," I told her only then seeing a car heading towards us as it came around a bend in the road. Mom saw it too.
"Shit!" She said suddenly slinking down in her seat long before the car drew close enough to have seen anything however.
"What?" I laughed. "No way they could have seen you mom, but it would have been interesting if they had don't you think? Though we passed one another so quickly, I seriously doubt that anyone would even realize you were sitting there with your tits out. And even if they did...they would probably wonder if you really had been, and not actually know that for sure. Kind of exciting to think about either way isn't it?"
Once again she glanced over the back seat looking behind us, but the car had long since disappeared, and no others were coming up behind us either. She didn't comment on that, and turned back to once again sit, fingering her nipples for me. I noticed then, if anything they were far harder, more erect than they had been only moments before.
"Here comes another car," I said wondering if she'd stay put this time, or once again slink down into her seat. Perhaps it was because there was only one person in the car that she decided to stay put, though sitting there stiff as a board nervously as the car approached. I laughed looking over towards her. "Seriously mom, I doubt he'll even realize you have your tits out, and even if he does, think of it as giving him a little thrill for his morning drive."
That once again put a smile on her face as she actually sat up a little, the two cars quickly passing by on the road, though the driver of the car, a male, gave us just a cursory glance in our direction. It was obvious he hadn't noticed a thing.
"Whew!" Mom actually allowed herself to say once again looking back over the seat.
"See? He didn't even notice, but I sure as hell did." Without her even realizing that I had, I had unzipped my fly, fishing my rock-hard cock out of my pants and now sat there with it fully exposed, stiff and hard sticking up between my legs.
"Jack!" Mom exclaimed wide-eyed as she stared down at me. "What if something were to happen?" She stated, once again making me laugh.
"Then I'd probably die with a smile on my face, and cum-stains all over the dash of the car," I joked.
"I'm being serious," she said, though burst out laughing a second later.
"So am I," I responded back, now tempting fate and her courage simultaneously. "Take your shorts and panties off too," I now asked her.
"Oh no, I can't do that, this is bad enough," she told me, but I could see by the look in her eyes she was even then considering it.
"Go on mom, no one will see that for sure, and I can watch you finger yourself while we drive."
"Just keep your eyes on the road. Well...one eye anyway," she now chuckled as she briefly undid her seat belt again, now slipping her shorts and panties off, though she kept them on down around her ankles just in case. Even that looked sexy as hell as she now sat next to me, for all intents and purposes, entirely naked now.
Two more cars passed us by, but she didn't slink down in her seat with either of them, and one guy in a slightly higher sitting truck did seem to glance over a bit longer than everyone else had as he passed.
"I think that guy saw me!" Mom exclaimed once again looking back over the seat.
"I think he did too," I agreed smiling. "Bet you gave him a reason to take his cock out and jerk it off while he drives," I then said as I sat there now stroking my own, looking over at mom who I noticed still had her own fingers between her legs toying with her pussy.
We drove in silence for a couple of miles, no other cars coming our way at the moment as mom sat there pleasuring herself while I watched.
"You going to make yourself cum for me?" I asked.
"You want me to?"
"Hell yes, I want to see you get yourself off, hear it when you do."
Another car came and went, this time she had actually sat up a little, exposing her breasts well above the dashboard when she did. This guy too seemed to glance a bit longer than the others, and I even saw his brake lights come on for a split second in my rearview mirror. Mom didn't look back this time however, her fingers were too busy between her legs, and her eyes were now closed as she sat there working her pussy.
She was so wet, so slick, I could now hear the sound of her juices as she finger-fucked herself, the squishy decadent sounding noise of her cunt as she now furiously pummeled it with her fingers.
"Oh yeah...do it mom, do it! Fuck that cunt, fuck that pussy with your hand, make it come for me mom...make yourself come for me!"
It was amazing watching her explode. She had reached up placing one hand on her breast, cupping it, and then pulling, pinching her nipple as she cried out her release. Straining against the seat belt, she halfway lurched forward as though helping to force out her liquid pleasure as she climaxed. "Shit!" she screamed, though she continued to climax, still working her fingers rapidly between her legs. I knew why she'd said that.



"Fuck the seat mom...just come, keep coming, keep squirting!" I told her. She did, continuing to moan out her pleasure as she came, finally slowing and then looking down at the rather wet spot on her seat. "It'll dry," I told her. "There's a towel you can use to sit on, in the back seat." She quickly grabbed it, dabbing at the seat she was sitting on for a moment, and then folded it beneath her sitting back down again.
"Can't believe I did that," she said as she pulled up her panties and shorts once again, though I wasn't about to let her cover her tits up, not just yet anyway, and told her so.
"Keep your boobs out so I can see them when I come," I asked.
"You sure? You can do that while you're driving?" she asked worriedly.
"Oh yeah, I can...I've done it before," I now informed her seeing the look of mild surprise in her face upon hearing that. "I promise I'll keep my eyes on the road. You keep your eyes on my cock when I come," I laughed as I continued stroking my rock-hard cock for her. She sat back, half leaning against the door, her hands once again coming up to capture and toy with her breasts even though she'd just finished climaxing herself only moments ago.
"I can't believe I'm still horny," she admitted as she sat there watching me stroke my cock. "But seeing you do that, is keeping me that way," she added.
"Good, I like you horny," I told her. "I like the way you make me feel, the way I'm feeling right now in fact, about to shoot off a big fucking hot load!"
"A big one?" She asked hopefully.
"Oh yeah, real big. Real big and messy too. I'm going to squirt all over everything, you're going to see cum dripping off everywhere after I do too," I assured her. Whether I actually did or didn't was beside the point, the image I'd just painted for her was an obscene one as she saw it in her mind's eye. To my surprise she slipped her hand down the waistband of her shorts again.
"Make it squirt," she told me. "I want to see you come over everything," she then added. "I want to see my son's sperm dripping from the ceiling even," she laughed hotly, obviously aroused once again at her own decadent remark.
"Oh yeah, all over everything I assured her, and then felt it as it began, telling her I was. "Here it comes mom, going to squirt for you...going to fucking come over everything!"
I nearly did too. Suddenly my cock lurched, sperm flying out of the tip in a two-foot long spray that actually did hit the front windshield and dashboard. I continued jerking it, though now aiming it more back towards myself where the next several lengthy spurts of my cock-cream landed against my black tee shirt. The effect of which was rather obscene as well, white lines of my spunk outlined against the dark color of my shirt as I offloaded the rest of my creamy joy-juice against myself.
"Wow, you weren't kidding!" She said as she removed her fingers from between her legs, now reaching over as she attempted to swipe up a bit of my cream off my shirt. "You're a mess," she laughed. "Obviously...you're going to need to change your clothes before we get there," she added.
"Yeah, I'll pull over at the rest stop and do that. It's only a few miles away from here," I reminded her. "Besides...now I need to pee too."
"Ditto, same here," she said now putting her blouse back on, though I was pleased to see she hadn't put her bra back on as well. She looked over noticing my smile as she did that. "What's the point? No doubt...you'll be wanting to look at them again after we stop. But...after we do that, I think it's time I told you what I was planning on telling you. After I do that, you might not be as inclined to want to stare at my tits," she informed me.
"I doubt that mom," I responded. "There's nothing you can tell me that's going to either shock or offend me," I stated.
"Yeah well, we'll see."
I didn't push it, content to wait until after we'd gotten back out onto the road once again to see what it was she was willing to finally share with me.
**
After we had both peed, and I had changed clothes and gotten on the road again, mom sat for a moment trying to decide how to best tell me what she had to say.
"Go ahead mom...just spill it," I told her. "Nothing you could say will change the way I feel about you," I informed her. She looked at me hopefully, but I could see fear and worry in her eyes even so.
"I hope not," she began taking a deep breath before letting it out. "Your Aunt and I...we ah...well you see Jack, ever since we were young we've been close, really close."
"Yeah? So?" I said interrupting her, though to be honest about it, I was enjoying this. "You and Aunt Susan have always been close," I continued.
"That's not quite what I meant by that," she now said. "What I meant was, we've been intimately close, especially lately." She paused looking towards me trying to gage my reaction to that.
"So what you're telling me is, the two of you have been lovers?"
Now she turned her head away, unwilling to look at me as she answered. "Yes...we have been, more so since she and your Uncle divorced, since your father passed away."
"I had an idea you were," I announced now surprising her as she immediately turned her head back towards me, inquisitively asking.
"When did you decide that? When did you first think we might have?"
Once again I had little to go on, one or two things that now came to mind that had even then only hinted at something, though nothing specific. One of which was well back many years ago, but I decided against using that as an example, though once again bluffing as I mentioned it as though occurring more recently. I knew in doing that, it was a fairly safe bet, couldn't imagine it was the first or the last time I'd seen it happen, or that Aunt Susan had done it perhaps.
"Remember when I came home for that week right out of Boot Camp?" Mom nodded her head. Aunt Sue had made the trip down to stay with us for a few days while I was home. Once again reminding myself how Jill had refused to come with her, even though she was still home at the time. She'd used the excuse that someone needed to stay behind and take care of the horses, though I knew she was still very upset with me.
"I remember that much," mom stated though it was obvious she was searching her memory for anything else that had happened. I now knew there had, but I still had to be cautious in what I actually said I had seen.
"I remember coming downstairs after taking my shower, you two were in the kitchen doing the dinner dishes together."
I saw her eyes open wide at that as she tried to recall anything they had done or said, still thinking me up in my room. Seeing that, I once again knew I was on to something and decided to pursue it.
"I had just reached the doorway when I heard the two of you giggling as you stood there at the sink. Aunt Sue then said something, most of which I didn't catch because she was whispering, but it had something to do with what she was planning on doing to you later on in your bedroom." I knew by her response, it was close enough to whatever truth there was that she bought it.
"But then I saw Aunt Sue slip her hand down the backside of your pants, fondling your ass, and then I suspected there had been a lot more going on than either one of you would ever admit to."
That I had seen, but again it had been years ago. I could only hope it wasn't the only time she'd ever done that. But by mom's reaction it appeared that she had, or had at least done something similar to that anyway.
"I always was worried about you overhearing or seeing something," Mom said though she looked a bit more relaxed now in admitting it. "I guess I should have known better," she said blushing. "What else did you see or overhear?" she now asked.
Having gone this far with it, I decided to press my luck. "Well, later on that night, now curious as to what I thought might be going on, I waited until the two of you had gone to bed, then I snuck out of my room stood outside the door of your room listening. Sure enough, I could hear you two just well enough to know what was going on. The way you both giggled, the pleasured sighs and moans and groans coming from inside your bedroom, pretty much confirmed for me that the two of you were involved with one another sexually."
Now mom was seriously blushing. "I'm so sorry Jack that you found out about it like that. Were you angry? Shocked? Upset?"
I smiled at her. "Not at all mom...if anything, it made me horny just thinking about it, which is when I made up my own mind to eventually try seducing you. I knew then I wanted to be with you as well, though the thought of possibly being with you and Aunt Sue was something I very often entertained doing too."
"Jack, I'm not sure that's such a very good idea," she told me. "And I'm not too sure your Aunt would even entertain something like that either."
Had it not been for the fact I knew a lot more than she thought I knew, I might not even have brought the subject up. But judging by her response, she was either reluctant to include me, or perhaps actually nervous about telling Aunt Susan that we'd already done as much as we had. Which I then brought up as we sat discussing it further.
"So I take it you're not planning on telling her about us then." It was obvious my comment had caught her off guard. She opened her mouth to speak, and then closed it as she obviously knew I was well aware she and Aunt Sue never kept any secrets from one another.
"No...I was, part of the reason for my coming up here," she told me. "It's just that...I don't want to spring everything on her at once."
"So you'll at least think about it then, asking her if I can at least watch the two of you."
Once again she looked a little bewildered sitting there, actually considering what I'd just asked her to do. "Maybe, let's see how it goes," she said. "I'm sure she'll be in a bit of a state of shock when I tell her what we have done. Best to let that sink in for a bit before surprising her with anything else."
I let it ride, I'd pretty much planted the seed and suggestion, and knew that I could, and most likely would steer things in that direction anyway. All I needed to do now was be patient myself, and wait for the more appropriate opportunity to bring it all up again.
"So, Jill's still upset with me is she?" I said changing the subject. And though it wasn't necessarily a good subject to be bringing up, it had for the moment at least, temporarily let mom off the hook.
"Perhaps, though Sue and I haven't really discussed it much, not after you left to ship out overseas anyway," she told me. "But yes, she still may be, especially as this is a holiday weekend for her, and she's decided to remain there at school rather than coming down for a visit, which she'd decided to do once she heard we were coming up."
I was once again taken back to that night so long ago now. Knowing that we had news, but not yet knowing what it was, my Aunt Sue had gone about preparing one of my favorite dinners for the evening. Opening a couple of bottles of really nice wine to go with it, we had soon settled down to eat, though just before doing that was when I made my announcement, that I had joined the service and would be leaving for boot camp in just a few days time.
The look on Jill's face said it all. She was shocked, hurt and for whatever reason, angry with me in just hearing about it now. So much so, she had gotten up from the table and headed straight for her bedroom where she stayed for the next hour or so, much to everyone's surprise. I think her reaction left more hints and clues about us than anything ever could, though at the time, I had no idea mom and my aunt where well aware of our intimate activities.
When she finally did come down again, dinner was of course over, and somewhat less than what it had been meant to be. Still sitting outside drinking the wine, Jill had joined us, downing two glasses one right after the other almost immediately.
"You'd best slow down Jill," her mother had cautioned, though she now well knew the reason why she was so upset. "Otherwise you'll make yourself sick, and I for one am not going to clean up after you if you do!"
She had in fact slowed down after that, and finally drew me off to one side as we went for a walk in order to talk privately and alone.
"Why didn't you tell me you would be leaving soon?" She asked.
"Would it have made any difference?"
"It might have...yes."
"So in other words, had I told you I'd signed up, you and I wouldn't have done what we did earlier, is that it?"
"I don't know...maybe. I know I'd certainly have been mad at you then, so probably not."
"Then damn glad I didn't!" I said taking her into my arms, kissing her deeply, which she responded to initially before placing her hands on my chest, pushing me back.
"Damn you Jack!" She said stepping back, folding her arms over her breasts as she stood there glaring at me. "You're either going to get yourself killed over there, or you're going to end up meeting, and then marrying some woman, get her pregnant and come back with a baby...if you're not already dead by then," she said once again.
I honestly don't recall ever seeing her this angry before. "I have no intention of getting myself killed. I'm no hero for one thing. And for another, I seriously doubt I'll see any action. I'm assigned to the communications area, we won't be anywhere's near the main fighting."
"The main fighting," she said once again stamping her foot, tossing her arms into the air as she wheeled on me. "But you could still get shot at!" She exclaimed.
"So could you Jill. Some idiot postal clerk could go ballistic and shoot you in the head when you went in to buy stamps. There's just as much of a chance of that happening, as it would be for me."
She wasn't buying it however, and finally burst into tears, once again running back down the dirt road we'd been walking on, and then into the house. I could only stand there watching her go, and slowly began walking back.
**
I had actually gotten mom in a better mood again as I slowly steered the conversation back around to her and her sister. Eventually, I got her to tell me some of the things they had done growing up together, the first time they ever had, what they did, how they felt about it afterwards. Eventually she was sharing with me a few of their really intimate private naughty moments when they'd done things with one another neither one of them had ever even considering doing before.
Needless to say, I was aroused once again, my cock again out of my pants as I sat there fondling it, much to her delight.
"We're only a few miles from the turn off," she told me as she made ready to tuck her tits back into her bra again. I had indeed managed to get her to show them to me again, though even better, sitting up once just enough to flash a trucker coming the other way. He had noticed her doing so fairly early on, each one of us actually slowing as we passed one another, giving us several long blasts from his horn as we passed.
Yeah, mom indeed was in a much better mood, and horny again herself.
"Maybe you'd better start thinking about putting that thing away."
"What I'm thinking about, is putting it away inside you," I told her, though she once again gave me a look that told me that was still as yet an area she wasn't quite comfortable with.
"Now Jack...you promised."
"Yes I did, but I didn't promise not to think about it, or fantasize about doing it now did I?"
"Well no, but still...you know that if you keep suggesting it, that not knowing how I feel about actually doing something like that, still bothers me."
"Bothers you? Or makes you horny thinking about it? Like it does me?" I asked waggling my rock-hard cock back and forth at her with my hand. She grinned watching me as I did that, as well as when I squeezed it again, producing a nice thick fat droplet of precum from the tip.
We were just then reaching the turn off, less than two miles away now from my Aunts small little ranch.
"You'd better zip up," she said once again now straightening herself, ensuring she wouldn't look like we had in fact just rolled out of bed together.
"Are you kidding? How? No fucking way I can zip this thing back inside my pants again as hard as it is, not until I've at least come again anyway."
We were less than a mile now from the drive leading up to the house. Coming around a small bend in the road, the main house now easily visible over the rise as we did so.
"Pull over before anyone sees us!" She suddenly shouted. I quickly hit the brakes steering the car over beneath a group of trees, effectively shielding us from the house where we were.
"What have you got in mind?" I asked leering at her.
"Making you little again...well, you know...sort of little anyway, at least enough that you don't meet your Aunt with your cock sticking out like that. Still not sure how she'd really react to that. Come on."
Opening her car door she stepped out. At least parked where we were, we could see traffic approaching us from either side. At the moment none was, but then again there was only Aunt Sue and one or two other neighbors that would ever travel this road in the first place.
I got out as well, now walking around to her side of the car, my dick still sticking straight out in front of me as I did.
"Wish to hell I had a camera," she laughed. "That actually looks naughty as hell!"
"Wish I'd had one with you sitting there in the car masturbating, your tits sticking out, that was pretty fucking hot too!"
She was now standing in front of me, holding my prick in her hand jerking me off.
"No, suck it," I told her. "I want to cum in your mouth!"
"Here?"
"Yes...here!" I demanded grinning wickedly towards her. Once again mom looked down both sides of the highway, but there were no cars in sight. She then looked towards the house well over a mile away still. But unless Aunt Sue just happened to be outside standing on her deck, looking at us through a pair of binoculars, I highly doubted she was even aware we were close by. Though if she was, she'd certainly recognize mom's car and wonder at what the fuck we were doing. The thought of that made me throb as mom knelt down in front of me, taking my dick into her mouth and proceeded to suck it.
It didn't take long. I was way too horny for one thing, and her mouth felt too heavenly for another. Within inside of a minute, I was shooting off inside her mouth as she sucked me down, draining out every last precious drop, even then gently, sweetly still sucking the tip long after I had finished climaxing, almost reluctant now for me to actually put it away.
She finally stood licking her lips. "You still have some of your water left?" She asked me.
I knew what she wanted and why. But I had another idea in mind for that too.
"You'll have to wait on that," I told her. She looked at me curiously as she slipped back inside the car.
"Why?"
"Because I want to see you kiss Aunt Sue with my cum remnants still inside your mouth," I told her.
"Jack!"
I was serious however and told her so, even going so far as to pour out the last of my bottle on the ground before tossing it in back.
"You're not serious! I can't kiss Sue with...with...your sperm in my mouth, she'll taste it!"
"That's the whole point mom," I said leering at her even more. "She won't know what it is anyway, even if she does wonder at first. But it will be a story you can tell her about later after she's learned the truth about us. Think of it that way."
"You're a really naughty boy...you know that?"
"Yeah, and you're a pretty naughty girl yourself. Now...are we ready to go say hello to Aunt Sue?"
**
It was good to see my Aunt again after so long. She was indeed standing outside on her deck as we drove up the long drive to her house, waving at us as she did so. By the time we pulled up in front however, she had come downstairs and was waiting for us there.



"Give her a nice naughty little kiss for me," I told mom winking at her. Even if she didn't have any cum in her mouth, I wondered if indeed Aunt Sue would be able to taste or smell mom's "penis breath".
Mom just shook her head, though I noticed a quirky little upturn on her lip as she turned from me and opened the door on her side of the car stepping out. I quickly joined her as we walked over to where my Aunt was patiently waiting for us.
Though she didn't exactly slip my Aunt the tongue as they greeted one another affectionately, I did see more of an open-mouthed kiss being exchanged between them. My Aunt's eyes popping open as she did, even though it was still very brief. As they parted I saw a bit of a flush spread into her cheeks as she finally turned towards me stepping into my arms for a hug. I did so, feeling her magnificent breasts pressing into my chest before I leaned forward likewise now kissing her in greeting. In the past, it would have been more of a quick pursed lips kiss, but I too took the opportunity to open my lips a bit more fully, smiling inwardly when she accepted the kiss allowing her own lips to part in greeting my own. I thought briefly about slipping her a little tongue, but then decided not to push it, though I did hold the kiss a bit longer than what might have normally been expected.
"Whew, well now...you've certainly grown up a lot," Aunt Sue said stepping back, her face even more red now than it had been. "You learn that in the service too?" She wondered.
"You might say that," I grinned back at her now noticing that two very hard firm points were poking out through the material of her tight fitting tee shirt, and could tell from that, along with the feel of her soft firm breasts as they had pressed against me that she hadn't been wearing a bra. Though I also knew most of the time while on the ranch, she usually didn't.
Mom and I soon after followed her inside where we went upstairs on the sun deck where she'd made iced-tea for us and sat sipping that, catching up for a bit before Aunt Sue announced they should probably run into town and stock up on some provisions for our stay.
As we sat there chatting, I had learned with Jill's being away upstate at the College she was attending, Aunt Sue had hired on a part-time hand to feed and take care of the horses every day. As the two of them made ready to head into town, I used that as an excuse to walk over to the stables to check in on the horses myself, especially as Aunt Sue had ended up purchasing a new horse, a young Gelding that she said was highly spirited and from good stock.
I noticed upon reaching the barn, and then climbing into the loft, that Jill's makeshift little room she had made was no longer there. All the hay bales had been removed, broken down or scattered. I wondered if she had purposely done so herself. Just seeing that however made me realize just how angry she had truly been with me. A fact now confirmed by her refusal to even come down for a visit over the long holiday weekend.
By the time I had walked back, Mom and Susan were just leaving, once again I gave them each another kiss, full on the lips and had even briefly tickled my Aunt's lips with the tip of my tongue, causing her to giggle and shake her head in surprise at my newfound boldness.
"We shouldn't be gone any longer than a couple of hours," they informed me. "When we get back, we'll fire up the BBQ and cook up some nice steaks for your first dinner here," my Aunt said once again blushing slightly. I stood watching them drive off, and then made my way upstairs to the bedrooms. Mom of course would again be sleeping in Aunt Sue's bedroom with her just like she always had when we'd come for a visit. Entering the room, I immediately spotted mom's special travel bag where she kept her diaries. Leaving the new one alone, I quickly grabbed the previous one to that and took it outside up on the deck with me where I could watch for their return and have plenty of time to secret the book away again should they return earlier than expected. As mom wrote in a two-year diary, I knew it would contain the dates that I was most interested in reading at the moment. Within seconds I had settled comfortably in my chair, fresh Ice-tea sitting beside me, and located the exact date I knew I had lost my virginity on.
I began reading, noting as I did, because she had written so much over those past few days that she had included the time in her writing having come back to it later on the next day.
"As I lay here in bed, Sue in the shower, my mind can clearly see my sister's nude body as she stands there washing herself. I am half tempted to go in and join her, wanting to capture again the torrid pleasures we shared and gave to one another last night. On the other hand, I am left feeling somewhat guilty because of it. The ardor we experienced, the excitement...all born out of the erotic intensity the two of us had secretly witnessed as Jack and Jill made love for the very first time."
As I continued to read, mom wrote in explicit detail of the events as they'd occurred that very night. How I had gone outside to sleep on the old couch, a bit angry now myself at Jill's sudden anger towards me. My frustration at that keeping me awake. My Aunt and mother awake themselves, playing...teasing one another though trying to do so quietly when they heard the footsteps of Jill coming down the hall stopping briefly outside their door listening before moving on. They had remained quiet as she did so, waiting until she had passed heading down stairs before sneaking out onto the deck, which encircled the upper level of the house.
Still naked themselves, they had hidden themselves away around one side, clearly able to peer down into the yard where I lay, and where Jill wearing nothing but the sheer baby doll nightgown I had seen her in briefly before, approached me almost stealthily. Wide awake, I had pretended sleep as she approached, now standing over me looking down just as I clearly remembered myself, looking up at her through half closed eyes, snoring as though asleep, watching her. It was curious to be sitting here reading about it, my mother's notes and thoughts capturing that very moment.
Jill had stood there for the longest time just looking down at me. At one point I saw her half turn as though having made a decision to go back inside the house. It was then however that I pulled the top cover away from myself, showing her as I did that I was indeed awake, naked, and by now fully erect.
She hesitated only briefly before lifting her nightgown up and over her head, likewise removing her panties tossing them off to one side. She had done all of this silently without uttering a single word to me. I smiled in reading that, hearing through mom's own words how she described the very scene. I again smiled to myself, wondering if she knew I still had Jill's panties, and that I had in fact used them to masturbate myself with on several occasions since then.
Now naked herself, Jill climbed up onto the couch with me, positioning herself over my hard stiff cock. I remembered thinking, wondering what she was doing, and half suspecting her intent though we again hadn't spoken a single word to one another. I felt her hand reaching down, grasping my prick, rubbing it against herself briefly, masturbating her pussy with it. She was already wet, so moist as I felt the pearly dew of her cunt lips licking and kissing my shaft. But when she placed the tip of my cock at her opening, I knew then her intent, and what it was she truly now wanted from me. I was prepared to go slow, help to ease this first coupling for either of us in the best way that I could. Needless to say, I was surprised and actually quite shocked when upon having positioned me, she simply thrust down against me with all her might. The pain for her must have been shocking, and far more avoidable. But she had made the determination that there would be no slow going, no hesitation or getting used to it before I'd fully broken through her hymen. In one split second, she was a virgin, and then not. Same as me.
She had in fact bled considerably from the forceful tearing of her hymen as she speared herself on my shaft, soaking the sheets. Though I hadn't realized to what extent that she had until after waking up the following morning, the sunlight just then reaching my face, revealing the carnage we had left from the night before.
She had taken a few moments in getting used to the searing pain, before finally beginning to ease herself up and down on my shaft, eventually finding some pleasure in it though I knew she had perhaps actually injured herself in the process, more so than what I felt could have been so easily avoided. To my amazement however, we had fucked in that position until the two of us came, almost simultaneously. She had rolled off me after that, permitting me to spoon her from behind. I had held her close, kissing her neck, my hands only then kneading and massaging her young breasts as I stiffened once more, re-entering her where we made love once again. This time it was less urgent, far more softly as we coupled there on the oversized couch beneath the stars. She again climaxed, as did I moments after that for the second time, now holding her closely against me, my prick still impaled within her, though I soon after fell asleep. I awoke, finding her gone, the bloodstained sheets now dry, and Jill now sequestered back inside her room. I hadn't seen her since.
"Sue and I had watched the two of them fuck, wordlessly, almost silently, save for a few undeniable grunts and groans of pleasure as my son speared my niece's cunt over and over again. My guilt coming from the fact that both Sue and I knew this was their first coupling, we had seen the two of them give one another their virginities, as evidenced by the bloodstained sheets Sue had found in the laundry the next day. We had openly stood there watching them, standing side-by-side fingering one another, reaching our own pleasures at almost the precise moment they had. It had been all either one of us could do to hold back from crying out ourselves, seeing the two of them as they came together as one. As they lay motionless out there on the couch, Sue and I once again slipped back into her room, where we pleasurably fucked one another with the double-dildo she had, fantasizing perhaps that it was my son's cock doing so to us. Sue at one point had even cried out Jack's name in the throes of her third, or was it perhaps her forth pleasure of the night? Even I lost track myself, admittedly climaxing with the image of my own son's face inside my head. My son's hands clenching down on my breasts, pulling my nipples, his beautiful erect cock spilling his seed inside my pussy, bathing my womb. As I lay here writing this, remembering, the sound of my sister still showering, I had once again taken the dildo we had fucked one another with the night before, doing so again. My legs spread obscenely, pummeling myself with the fake prick, imagining Jack between my legs, fucking me wildly until the two of us exploded in a mutual combined ecstasy.
How will I ever bare the secret and this shame of wanting to fuck my own son? It must remain my own tempting secret, and one in which I can never allow myself to act upon."
Once again I smiled upon reading that, remembering the night, more details now coming forth of things that had happened, which up until now, I had not been fully aware of. I was indeed aroused, my cock aching for release as I ventured back inside the house briefly, pulling from a zippered compartment inside my travel bag, those blue sheer bikini panties that Jill had worn. I then made another quick stop, easily locating a pair of my Aunts from her drawer, and then a pair of mom's from her suitcase, taking all three back outside with me. Undressing until I was fully naked, enjoying the warmth of the sunshine on my skin, I then proceeded to pleasure myself with all three pairs of panties. I was indeed enjoying the subtle differences of each as I used them to tease my shaft with. In my mind, I saw all three women, naked together, fucking each one of them in turn as they knelt down on all fours, side by side.
I was still hovering on the edge, only moment's away from climaxing when I saw my Aunt's truck just then reaching the turn off of the long drive back to the house. I came, spurting copious amounts of my cream into all three pairs of panties, enjoying the somewhat dangerous moment as I did so before quickly standing up and retreating back inside the house long before they would have spotted me. Putting mom's diary back where it belonged first, I then slipped into my own room, stuffing away my three soiled treasures for use again later at another time. My arousal however still heightened as I began contemplating my next seductive moves for later on that same evening.
**
Unfortunately, things didn't quite work out the way I had hoped for. By late afternoon it was obvious we were in for a fairly good storm. The skies had begun darkening severely, and as Aunt Sue had informed me upon their return, the weather reports and warnings even spoke of potentially damaging winds that same evening. We had put the BBQ on hold temporarily, using the time instead to shutter the windows, gather up plenty of spare flashlights and candles in the event we lost power. Aunt Sue said that in fairly severe storms, she usually did, though if the outage lasted too long, she did have a backup generator, which I double-checked to ensure it was still working properly, which it was.
We sat inside the house watching the gathering storm, the peels of thunder and lightning gradually increasing until the howling winds, and rain soon began beating against the windows. The lightning was far more severe than we had realized it might be, causing my Aunt Sue to become concerned with the horses, especially as the newest Gelding she had recently purchased was so skittish. Hearing her worried concern, I then told her I'd run out to the barn and the stables and check on all of them, and stay for a time if I had to, calming the horses if I could. I saw the look of appreciation in her eyes for offering to do that, but knew as I did, whatever plans I had made would have to wait for a while before I could make any attempt to fulfill them.
Though I had thrown on a thick covering rain slicker, by the time I had finally reached the barn and the stables, the rain was coming down in sheets, blowing sideways. I had still managed to get wet, cursing myself as I stood there shaking myself off. The Gelding was indeed prancing about inside his stable nervously, and I stood there holding onto his rope, soothingly stroking his nose listening to the sounds of thunder and lightning outside. Across the way I could see the house, though seconds later another big clap of nearby thunder, with instantaneous lightning, told me just how close that one had hit. Sure enough, the lights immediately went out in the house, now throwing it into darkness and totally obscuring it from my view. I knew mom and my aunt would soon be scrambling to light the candles, and now stood waiting inside the darkened barn for the worst of it to pass. I thought briefly of trying to find a lantern, lighting it, but with the horse already nervous enough as it was, I didn't dare let go of the rope, just barely managing to keep him calmed down enough as it was. All I could do was to stand there with my flashlight, the only source of lighting that I had at the time. At least with it being a fairly rapid moving storm, I didn't figure I'd be out there for too long at least, and decided to remain where I was until the worst of it had passed, or the horse no longer appeared ready to kick down the fence surrounding his stable, or injure himself by trying to jump over it.
Another bright flash of light, which literally filled the sky, caused me to glance up in the direction of the door. As I looked I saw what appeared at first to be an apparition, the silhouette of someone standing there, likewise encased in a thick rain slicker from head to foot. At once, I thought it was my aunt coming out to check on the horses herself and even on me perhaps as bad as the thunder and lightning still was. With the sudden darkness I could barely even make out her approach as she started to walk towards me. I thought about shining the light in her direction, but decided against it, as she'd soon reach me anyway.
"Aunt Sue?" I asked, though I received no response. I waited a moment more until the apparition took on shape, the yellow rain coat she was wearing now giving evidence to her person as she reached up, now lowering the head covering. I was surprised to find myself staring at Jill as she lowered the hood revealing her face. "Jill?"
"Surprise," she said almost offhandedly, still sounding a little distant. "I decided to drive down for the weekend after all," she informed me. "Just got here a few minutes ago in fact, which is when mom told me you'd come out here to check on the horses, thought I'd do so myself, since it's been a while now since I've even seen them...or you," she added as an afterthought.
"I'm glad you did," I told her, unmoving still as I wasn't sure how she'd respond to me as yet should I make any sudden untoward moves. I needn't have worried however, as with the next sudden thunderclap, she was suddenly in my arms, not afraid of the thunder or the storm, just using that as an excuse to suddenly embrace me perhaps, which is what she now did.
Before I even knew what was happening, her lips were on mine, kissing me fiercely, and I now kissing her back.
"I'm still pissed at you, you know," she told me pressing herself against me. I laughed, easing the tension a little.
"Well at least you're still not so mad you didn't kiss me. Though I'm still a bit pissed at you too from hiding from me, not seeing you to say goodbye when after I had left. Not to mention the fact, you never wrote me once, never returned any of my letters I sent you, so I stopped writing."
"I know...and I did write you back too, I just never sent them." Suddenly she produced a fairly good bundle of letters she had secured together with ribbon, handing them to me. "See? Like I said...I did write, just never mailed them."
Once again I drew her back into my arms, kissing her again. "You tore down our room," I said looking up towards the loft.
"Yeah, I did. Didn't want to have it as a reminder to me. Bad enough I still see the couch, but...I'm over it now. You're back, you didn't die."
"Nope...I didn't. Didn't get married or bring back any babies with me either," I now added, catching a smile on her face at hearing that.
"Good thing, or I would have killed you myself," she informed me, and then removed her raincoat. She was as naked as the day she was born beneath it. Once again she stood there silently letting me enjoy the view. Another sound of thunder followed by lightning, though this time off in the distance informed us the storm was quickly moving away. "Fuck me," she now said. "Right here...right now, fuck me!"
I spread her rain slicker on the ground along with my own over on a pile of hay used to feed the horses. The storm was calming down enough that not only the Gelding, but the rest of the horses seemed much calmer themselves. With only the flashlight to see by, I propped it up just enough in order to better highlight her with, as I now stood above her removing my clothes as she lay there beneath me.
"Won't we be missed?" I asked.
"No, your mom and mine know where we are...and mostly likely what we'll be doing too," she stated. "There's a lot I need to tell you about, things you need to know...but not now, perhaps tomorrow when we can be alone again, sit down and talk about it."
"Like what?" I said asking anyway.



"Tomorrow," she said again letting me know there would be no further hints or conversation about it tonight anyway. "Just fuck me Jack, fuck me hard and fast, I've missed you."
Having shed my own clothing by now, I knelt down between her legs as she opened them widely in order to receive me. I again kissed her, my hands quickly locating her slightly fuller breasts as I held them, feeling the hardness of her extended nipples filling my hands.
"Have these gotten a bit bigger?" I asked still molding them together. She giggled pleasurably as I did so.
"Maybe, a little anyway," she sighed as I took each of them together into my mouth, sucking them jointly. Something I wouldn't have been able to do when I had seen her last.
"Not just a little," I added still mouthing the two of them. "A lot! And they look as beautiful as ever, if not more so," I said; now feeling her hand as it wrapped itself around the length of my shaft. She began rubbing her slit up and down with it, teasing herself as I continued sucking her breasts. I could feel the moisture of her pussy collecting, smearing my shaft as she continued masturbating herself with my cock.
"Please Jack, fuck me," She half begged once again. I made no effort to spear her with my shaft however, now looking down as she held it.
"Put it in," I told her still looking. "Just like you did the first time, put it inside your pussy for me, let me feel you slip it inside yourself." She now did so, her hand finally releasing it as I felt the head slip inside, her lips swallowing it like a hungry mouth. Her hands now coming up to dig into the backside of my own ass, and then almost identically as she had done before, she lurched forwards, her cunt engulfing me in one fell swoop. This time at least, she was no longer a virgin, so there was no searing stab of pain, just pure unadulterated pleasure for each of us as her slick, yet tight wet pussy gobbled me inside her.
"Oh yes Jack yes! Fuck me, fuck my cunt...fuck my pussy, fuck me...fuck me...fuck me!"
It wasn't without a great deal of effort that I somehow managed to control myself from spilling my seed inside her prematurely as good as her pussy felt. Minutes later she climaxed, still digging her fingernails into my ass, nearly causing me to release when she did. As though sensing my own impending orgasm, she merely said, "Go ahead Jack...squirt inside me, I'm safe." Upon hearing that, I began doing so, feeling the incredible release as I began spurting inside her, filling her pussy to overflowing with my pent up release.
We lay for some time together merely holding one another, the sounds of the storm well off in the distance, even the rain no longer coming down in buckets though it continued to drizzle.
"We should probably go back before mom really does come looking for us," she told me.
"Yeah, you're probably right, and even though they do know what we're doing out here, I'm not sure we should flaunt it in front of them either." Jill laughed at that however, answering me back.
"Oh, you might be surprised at that too," she told me, and then seriously added looking into my eyes. "You do know, they are also lovers now too yes?"
"Yeah, I know. I've known that myself for a while now," I said surprising her a little as she nodded her head in response.
"How do you feel about that?" She asked. "Does it bother you any?"
"No...does it bother you?"
She smiled by way of an answer. "At first...but no longer," she told me.
"What made you change your mind about that? About me?" I now asked. But she again headed me off.
"Tomorrow, we'll talk about all that tomorrow Jack. Like I said, there's a few other things you now need to hear and know since you left. But I'm not sure I've screwed up enough courage to do that yet. So at least give me tonight in order to do so."
"Ok," I said simply, and then helped her to stand as she slipped back into her raincoat, as I did. And then together hand in hand as we once did so very long ago, we walked back in the direction of the main house just as the lights came back on again.
**
Once we got back, we sat up talking long into the night, catching up on simple things, most of which was about Jill's time at school, and some of my own experiences overseas, though I noticed when doing that, Jill's frown had returned, so I left off in saying too much, more content to hear about her life. Now late, we finally decided to turn in, though I had caught more than one fleeting glance in my direction as we all prepared to retire to bed. I actually half expected for Jill to invite me to her room, though she didn't, then expecting her to perhaps sneak down to my own room later on, which again...she didn't.
Though mom did.
I had just come out of the bathroom from brushing my teeth, shaving, and of course peeing before bed. Mom was sitting on the edge of the bed waiting for me, wearing a simple evening shift that was fairly transparent. Enough so, that I could see the dark shape of her nipples through it, in addition to the fact they were also fairly hard pressing against it.
"So...you and Jill kiss and make up?" she asked smiling at me as I walked in, naked...
The fact that I was didn't surprise her, I think she was half expecting it, or in fact actually hoping for it, and I made no move to cover myself or feign awkwardness. "More or less," I grinned at her, letting her know as I did we'd certainly done at least that. "Though she did tell me there was something else I should know, but she wouldn't tell me exactly what that was."
I saw a knowing look come into mom's eyes as I said that, and knew then she obviously knew what that was, though she made no effort to say anything more about it. "Yes well, I am sure the two of you will have a lot of catching up to do after all this time. Almost glad in a way we didn't have the BBQ tonight, so we can now do that tomorrow night with Jill here joining us."
I finished toweling off, doing so right in front of my mother as her eyes dropped down, watching my cock as it flopped back a forth a bit, simultaneously growing a little too as I stood there looking at her, looking at me.
"Anyway, just wanted to come in and say goodnight, see if there might be anything you needed before turning in."
"Like what?" I asked grinning at her.
"Something to drink?" She offered.
I frowned without really frowning. "Oh...I thought you were offering something else perhaps," I told her as my cock continued to stiffen, almost fully hard by now.
"Like what?" She now asked, her nipples if anything even harder than they were before.
"Oh, I don't know...how about a nice little blow job to help me sleep, you can in fact invite Aunt Sue in to help you with that if you'd like," I teased her.
"I'm sure you'd like that too wouldn't you?" She said licking her lips, still staring at my cock. "Though I will tell you this," Mom said. "Your Aunt said she was half tempted to sneak into your room later herself, especially after I finally told her that you and I had fooled around a little bit ourselves."
"You did? You finally told her? What did she think about that?" I now asked her curiously.
Mom laughed. "She said she wasn't at all surprised, and thought that we might have by now, said she was expecting it, especially after what alls been going on between the two of us, and your knowing about that now. Anyway, she then told me she was envious of the two of us, meaning me and Jill, though I also told her...we hadn't fucked, and most likely never would do."
"Don't go closing the door on that one yet mother," I told her. "You never know. Just possible that I might end up in bed with the two of you one day."
"That's what your Aunt said," Mom blushed trying to laugh it off somewhat.
"She did? Really?" I laughed. "Now that would be interesting...perhaps sharing a bed with all three of you."
"In your dreams," mom responded.
Now fully erect, I walked over to where she was sitting, all but stabbing her in the face with my prick. "Well, in lieu of that, how about you give me a nice little suck off here before bed then?"
Mom glanced nervously back towards the door, as though expecting either my Aunt, or perhaps Jill to come walking in any second. With my cock only inches away from her face however, she suddenly wrapped her mouth around it, sucking it vigorously. "Just don't take forever tonight," she told me pulling on it hotly. If I'm gone too long, one or both just might in fact come looking for me.
"I assure you mom...I won't," I said looking down, watching her lips so beautifully wrapped around my cock as I began squirting off into her mouth minutes later. But I was almost half tempted to do that, and see if they would.
**
It had been a long time since Jill and I had gone out shortly after sunrise to feed and care for the horses. It felt good doing that with her again too. After we'd finished we headed back towards the stables to muck them out, the only part of the job I didn't much care for. But within short order, the two of us had placed down fresh straw and were ready to head back to the house for breakfast. We'd also discussed the possibility of taking a ride up to the lake afterwards. It had been a long time since we had, especially as it was less than five miles away, and made for an easy yet beautiful ride. And, there was a spot that I knew would be perfect for doing a lot more than just eating a picnic lunch in too.
We had grab-assed a little while cleaning out the stalls, and I was feeling pretty horny, almost hoping for a quickie before breakfast, though Jill told me I'd have to wait. Adding to that, that we also needed to have that chat first before anything else was to occur between us. I was now more curious as to what that might be than I had been, but knowing Jill, whatever it was she had to tell me, wouldn't be said until she was ready to do so. It was also curious to note that both my mom and my Aunt seemed a bit more elusive after we'd finished breakfast, once again heading off to do something though I knew without any doubt there was no need for another trip into town. I figured they either had plans to go off somewhere by themselves, or they were just trying to give Jill and I more time alone together. But as we'd already informed them both we were heading up to the lake, I was surprised when the two of them wandered off together before I could tell either one of them we were going.
Although the ride in and of itself was pleasant enough, I was a bit surprised at how little we spoke along the way. I could see by the look in Jill's eyes she was thinking to herself, not really taking in the scenery really either, only occasionally glancing towards me, tossing me quick brief smiles whenever she did along with very few words. By the time we finally arrived, I was ready to stake her to the ground if I had to, in order to get her to tell me whatever it was that was obviously bothering her.
"Want to go for a swim?" She had asked after we'd tethered the horses and unpacked the few things we'd brought up with us.
"Maybe later...after you've told me whatever it is you brought me up here to tell me about," I informed her. "So come on...spill it, you've kept me in suspense long enough as it is."
I could tell she was nervous, but likewise resigned by the look on her face. Whatever it was, I was about to find out.
"Ok then, I guess now is as good as time as any. But I ask you one favor...hear me out, listen to what I have to tell you before you say or do anything. Will you at least promise me that?"
I promised, wondering at what it was she had to tell me that could possibly be as bad as she seemed to think it might be.
Having obviously screwed up her courage finally, she took a deep breath and then began.
"That next night after you and Aunt Darlene had gone home, mom passed by my room and overheard me crying. Naturally she came in to talk to me, but I of course wouldn't tell her what was bothering me, or why. I didn't know it at the time of course, but obviously she already knew. That's when she told me she felt it had something to do with the two of us, that she and your mother already knew it as well...and then admitted to me they had seen us...watched us."
Quite naturally I didn't dare tell her about mom's diaries, nor that I had recently found all that out for myself.
"But when she told me they were both ok with that...and thus understood why I was so upset with your leaving and all, that's when she told me about herself and your mom. And the fact they two had been lovers for quite some time now themselves. At first, I was shocked by hearing that, even angry at first, but then realized how stupid that must have sounded, considering the fact I had so recently had sex with my own cousin. We sat holding one another crying long into the night...and then as we did, I remember feeling mom's breast pressing against my cheek. Before I knew what was even happening, I found myself caressing it, and then sucking it right through her gown. She let me for a moment, as though unsure what to think of it herself. Then she pulled away, standing up preparing to leave. I know now this seems stupid, perhaps equally as shocking for you to hear this as in finding out about your mom and mine, but because I already felt like I'd been betrayed, cast aside...even though I now know I really wasn't, the last thing I needed at that moment was to be turned away by my very own mother as well, and told her so. I know this may seem shocking to you Jack, but I needed to tell you before we did more than we already have, but I ended up making love to my mother. We spent that night, and several nights afterwards together, either in her bed, or in mine. And I came to enjoy it...a lot."
Jill waited silently for a moment trying to gage my reaction. "Jill? What you just told me doesn't shock or offend me at all. And you know why?" I now asked her.
She shook her head inquisitively. "No, why?"
"Because mom and I have been intimate too...recently in fact. And as much as I'm glad you and I have finally gotten together again, which is something I hope we'll continue to do, you also need to know...I have no intention of not being with mom again either."
It was indeed another unexpected surprise by the look on my cousin's face. She'd expected to see some sort of shock, disgust perhaps in my face, and had instead learned in the blink of an eye, that mom and I had been recently fooling around ourselves. And what's more...that I had every intention of continuing to do so, which is when she told me, she felt exactly the same way.
"So, it doesn't bother you to know this about me?" She now asked.
"Does it bother you to know this about me?" I asked her in response.
We then spoke about it at length, how we felt, the reasoning's behind it, right or wrong, but how we had each come to the conclusion and decision that it was something we both enjoyed, and wanted to continue to enjoy doing for as long as we possibly could. Having heard this, having accepted this for ourselves and for one another, we then came together again, and there on the blanket by the lake, fucked ourselves silly for the next couple of hours.
"You know, we probably should get headed back, mom and Aunt Darlene are still planning on having that BBQ this evening you know."
Which is when I came up with an idea, a rather decadent one to be sure, but one in which I thought would alleviate any and all worries or concerns that either one of our mothers might have.
"You're serious!" Jill said somewhat shocked, yet finding the idea totally to her liking, especially as she now informed me, there was still a whole lot more about her that I didn't know yet, one of which as she claimed was her wickedly decadent side, a side of herself that she had worried about revealing to me. Especially as she now enjoyed going down on women, especially her mother, and the thought of very possibly going down on her aunt, with my prick inside her, was something she had actually fantasized about doing.
"There might be one small problem with that," I informed her then. "So far at least...that's the one thing we haven't done. Mom's still a bit squeamish about doing that for some reason. And secondly, do you think your mom's told mine about the two of you yet?"
"I'm reasonably sure she has by now if she hadn't. After all...your mom's already told mine about the two of you yes? So it only stands to reason that she would have done that by now. Not at all sure how she has reacted to it, but under the circumstances, can't say there'd be too much she could react to, do you?"
"Nope!" I said grinning at her as I gave each one of her breasts another quick suck before we stood up to dress and ride back. "So, how about we do that then? See what happens...and take things from there?"
Jill agreed with me, a mischievous look on her face as we saddled up and prepared for the ride back. A ride which Jill made far more interesting as she rode back with her shirt off, her breasts bouncing up and down quite obscenely as she did. "It'll be interesting to see what happens, what they do when the two of us surprise them with this," Jill told me. "But I'll say this much Jack, even that will be fun, just in seeing what their reactions will be."
"Won't it though?" I responded, smiling to myself, already trying to imagine just what might actually happen afterwards. And fairly confident about it when I did too.
I smiled further as we finally crested the hill, Aunt Sue's place below us, the two of them sitting outside on the deck, both nude sunbathing as we headed towards them. The fact they could see Jill was riding topless, along with myself, told them both everything they needed to know, waving towards us as we reached the barn and began taking care of the horses after our ride.
**
By the time we had gotten back to the main house, they had each slipped into summer dresses. Neither one of them wearing anything beneath, which was fairly obvious as we came out onto the deck where they were still sitting enjoying a late afternoon drink together. Inviting us both to have one with them, I was pleased to see that, though neither one of them was anywhere's near being drunk, they were both at least smiling a lot, and perhaps a bit giddy. I was glad for that, as I felt it would help things along quite nicely, and perhaps make it even easier for Jill and I to do what we had agreed upon doing.
After we had finished our drinks and spent a few moments, it was Jill who suddenly brought the idea up of taking a few pictures together. And of course, mom and Aunt Sue were all for it, as it had been a while since we'd been together, or had taken anything recent. Jill raced down to her room to grab her camera, while mom and Aunt Sue readjusted their hair and makeup in preparation for that. By the time Jill returned and shot a few basic poses of everyone in combination of this, that and the other, it was time to surprise them both with a bit more wickedness than they would certainly have been prepared for.
"Jack? Mind getting one of me with your mom?" Jill had asked, which is when I knew we were about to implement our naughty surprise.
"Not at all," I told her. "And then after that, how about you getting one of me with your mom?"
Both mom and Aunt Sue thought that to be a great idea as well, and as mom now stood next to the railing there on the deck, waiting for Jill to join her, she was surprised when Jill suddenly stripped off her shirt again, now topless as she walked over to stand next to her.
"Jill! What on earth are you doing?" Aunt Sue asked, not exactly shocked, though surprised, and yet at the same time laughing about it as Jill stood next to mom with a big-assed smile on her face. "Thought might be fun to do a few sort of naughty, silly ones...just for us," she added. "Come on Aunt Darlene, do it with me, stand next to me topless, same as I am."



Mom was just loose enough to go along with it, not really seeing it as anything other than just being a bit silly. The only problem was, she couldn't just be topless, in removing her dress, she was entirely naked beneath it, and thus expressed her concern over that.
"No problem," Jill said. "I'll just get naked too. Even better!" She added, and quickly removed her jeans before anyone could even begin to object to that.
Now it was time to get her mother included as well. "You know what?" I then said as though the idea had just now come to me, "Since the two of you already are naked...I think Aunt Sue should be in this one with both of you, how about it Aunt Sue?" Jill of course immediately and enthusiastically agreed with the idea, as then did mom since that would make it a lot easier for the three of them to be seen in the nude together, especially in front of me. Even then, Aunt Sue sort of hesitated, though trying to make a joke out of it, complaining.
"Well that doesn't seem very fair...Jack see's three beautiful naked women together while he gets to stay dressed?"
Jill and I couldn't have asked for a better outcome. "Tell you what," I said. If you get naked...I'll get naked, and then no one will have anything over anyone else."
Both mom and Aunt Sue seemed surprised by that, but neither one of them was in much of a position to say or do anything except for going along with it. As Aunt Sue soon after removed her summer dress, I too stripped down, still fidgeting with the camera in order to take their picture together. For the moment at least, I had managed to keep myself from getting an erection. It was a bit too early to spring that one on them just yet, though I had every intention of doing so eventually.
The three of them soon posed together there, fully nude against the railing, and I took several shots, turning them this way and that, basically posing them. Each shot getting slightly more risqué than the last, though they soon seemed to start laughing and having fun with it as I did so.
"Hey, here's one, take this one!" Jill said suddenly reaching over to grab each one of their tits.
"Great shot!" I said taking it. "Ok, now you mom...and Aunt Sue, in this next one, how about the two of you reach over and grab one of Jill's!" They did so, each time laughing about it, having fun, and getting more and more provocative with each photo I took.
"Ok, now Jack...it's your turn," Jill said switching places with me. And as we'd hoped in our doing so, neither mom nor Aunt Sue seemed to be bothered with it when I stepped in taking Jill's place. Once again the first few pictures fairly mild in the beginning, me just standing between the two of them, arms about their respective waists, then another, my hands finally cupping each one of their breasts. By now however, I was getting hard, a fact that was a bit too noticeable to overlook, Aunt Sue commenting on it first in fact.
"Ah oh...looks like we're venturing into X-rated territory here, especially with Jack getting an erection. Best be taking photos from the waist up from now on if we're going to keep doing this."
"I don't mind a couple of mild little X pictures," I said grinning at the two of them. "In fact, I have one in mind just for our own pleasures might be fun seeing later on," I assured them.
"Oh? And what might that be?" Mom said already beginning to suspect this wasn't quite as innocent an idea as Jill and I had made it out to be in the beginning. Though seeing my hard cock at the moment, had suddenly made my Aunt Sue more than willing to go along with just about anything at this point.
"Look, we don't have any secrets remaining between any of us any more now do we?" Jill said jumping in. "So...let's not pretend that we do, or that we haven't been enjoying one another. So, let's just continue to enjoy ourselves then, and simply embrace the moment, have some fun, and perhaps be a little bit naughty while doing it."
"What do you have in mind?" Aunt Sue curiously asked, though I could see by the look in her eyes, she was now horny as hell, as was mom...though she was still having a little trouble trying to admit to that.
"Well, how about I set up the camera to get us all together?" Jill suggested. "In somewhat of a naughty pose, for our own amusement," she hinted smiling. And before anyone could voice a concern, she quickly instructed mom to sit on the bench, me standing next to her, Aunt Sue on the ground, kneeling in front of mom.
"And where will you be?" Aunt Sue asked as Jill readied the self-timer for ten seconds.
"Right behind you mom...so make sure I can get behind you when I'm ready," she added. As she did that, I looked over at mom.
"Go ahead mom...suck it, suck my prick for the camera."
Jill hit the ten-second delay, sprinted over, and was suddenly between her mother's legs. "Go on mom...lick Aunt Darlene's cunt...hurry mom, hurry, before the camera goes off!"
All at once, mom had me in her mouth, Sue's face buried between mom's legs eating her, and last but not least, Jill between her mother's legs, now licking her. Even after the shutter went off, we remained where we were, doing what we were, and now enjoying every moment of it too as we did so.
**
We of course took several more photos, letting the camera pretty much dictate the sex act we suddenly performed with one another. By now, we were all past the point of no return, the lust causing each of us to have dropped whatever inhibitions we might have had, save for one, which I knew for my mother was still a big one. But I knew I was slowly getting closer and closer to actually experiencing that, when with very little coaxing on Jill's part, she somehow managed to convince both my Aunt and my mom, to get one with the two of them licking my cock simultaneously. A fantasy I'd been harboring all along anyway.
"Hmm, that was fucking hot!" Jill said looking at the shot through the camera. "How about this one?" she now suggested, which is one we had actually discussed previously. "Aunt Darlene? Can you work the camera for the next couple of shots? A few from differing angles and close ups? I'd like one with Jack's nice hard cock inside me, and mom licking it, and me while he is. Think you can get a few of those for us?"
Mom was still a little reluctant, but I knew by the look in her eyes she was still very horny too, and immediately got into the various poses, camera angles as the three of us began enjoying one another. The feel of Jill's wet succulent pussy, Aunt Sue licking and tickling the two of us with her tongue proved to be highly arousing, especially when seen through the eyes of the camera.
"Ok Aunt Darlene, your turn!" Jill said as she got her mother to exchange places with her. At first, mom thought she'd just be doing more of what Sue had done, licking one of us while I once again fucked Jill. Instead however, we made a slight little change in the scenery. "No. In this one, you lay down, I want to try licking the two of you together," she stated.
"No, that's not such a very good idea. As fun as this admittedly is, and has been...Jack knows how I feel about his doing that."
"I won't put it in you mom, not unless you want me to. But...how about Jill hold my dick in her hand, and place it against your clit, sort of tease you with it? How's that sound?"
Still worried, still reluctant, she eventually went along with it however, especially as Jill began doing just that, rubbing the head of my hard stiff shaft up and down the wet glistening lips of my mother's pussy. Particularly against her clit, making her bounce almost spasmodically as she did so.
"Oh that was a hot one. And so was that," Aunt Sue said as she moved about with the camera taking shot after shot after shot.
"In a minute, we'll get a few of you with my dick in your pussy," I said purposely speaking to my Aunt, who made no worried claim about experiencing that. As I'd hoped, I then saw the somewhat envious look in mom's eyes as she looked over towards her sister, knowing full well that the likelihood of having my cock inside my Aunt's cunt...wasn't that far away.
It was then she looked up at Jill, still holding my dick in her hand, teasing her with it, as she spoke almost in a whisper. "Put it inside me."
Jill smiled, just as I did. Slipping the head of my dick just inside the opening of mom's cunt, Aunt Sue pausing to watch for a moment, the impact of my doing so now clearly evident. "You ready?" Jill asked.
"Yes...yes, fuck yes!" Mom suddenly cried out, and then I plunged, plunged into her depths, sinking the entire length of my shaft into her hot wet passage. "Oh my god!" she screamed out at the top of her lungs as I began fucking into her, slowly though forcefully at first, each new thrust penetrating her even deeper until she again cried out. "Fuck me Jack...fuck me!" Screaming it at the top of her lungs.
It was a good thing there weren't any neighbors living close by. When mom came, the sound of her orgasm screamed into the night, several birds actually taking flight nearby when she did. Her cry of release was loud, long and extremely erotic. The surge of her pussy juice bathing my prick as I continued fucking her cunt, trying with all my might not to lose my own load just then. However, it was Jill's hand suddenly taking a hold of my balls from behind, which now brought an end to that, especially as she commented.
"Squirt it baby! Squirt it! I want to feel you spurting all that hot fucking juice into your momma's cunt!"
That's all it took. Even as mom suddenly lurched into a second equally intense orgasm, I now joined her, spilling my seed inside her, bathing the walls of her sweet juicy quim in a thick copious jettison of my spunk. So much so, that it soon after began oozing out of her pussy as I finally stepped away on weak knees. When I did, Jill surprised everyone, quickly kneeling in front of mom, within seconds she was sucking down my cum, and mom's as she hungrily lapped away at her sweet delicious split. The decadent, almost obscene sounds as she continued doing so affecting all of us as she slurped away at her like a wild woman gone mad.
"Save some for me," Aunt Sue said, now taking her place as she too began spearing mom's pussy with her tongue, lapping up the last remnants and traces of our combined climax as Jill and I now stood looking on.
"What's say we take a breather, fire up the barbeque, and have some dinner. After that, I think we should all retire to the bedroom for a bit more fun after that, how's that sound?" Jill suggested, to which I hardily agreed.
Spent, and though for the moment satiated, mom stood taking me off to one side briefly. "Are you ok? With all of this? Any of this?" She now asked.
"Mom, just so you know. I am more than. And so is Jill. We had a long...long talk about all of this, long before any of this actually happened. And we're both in agreement, and in hopes that we'll continue to do so from this point going forward, as long as you and Aunt Sue are. So please...don't worry about us. And I am in fact, very much looking forward to fucking all three of you again later. So...how about we get something to eat to bolster some energy before we go off and do that?"
Jill soon after came over, pretty much telling her the same, and then adding. "And I am so looking forward to licking your pussy too Aunt Darlene," she grinned hotly. "And to you...licking mine!"
**
It was actually fun sitting around eating dinner in the nude. We enjoyed a bit more wine, which I think helped to calm my mother's nerves a great deal, though by now we were all pretty much feeling loose and still horny as hell. After we had cleaned up and put most everything away, Jill came walking out of the house with a couple of large sized quilts and pillows, spreading them out on the grass behind the house. By the time I had finished walking out the trash, gone inside to pee, and came back out again, mom and Jill were already laying down on the blanket together with Jill comfortably positioned between moms legs. I quickly lay down beside them, and then leaned over in order to suck on one of mom's breasts while Jill devoured mom's pussy for the first time, driving her nuts in the process. Aunt Sue soon came out, saw the three of us together and immediately came over and began playing with, and sucking on mom's other breast. As we did that, mom reached over and began toying with my cock a little, though her concentration lapsed frequently as our combined attention was soon bringing her to the edge. Watching, and hearing her climax like this was extremely erotic, seeing Jill, my super sexy cousin eating out her Aunt, while my Aunt and I continued fondling and sucking her tits the entire time was almost unbelievable.
With my cock about as hard and as stiff as it's ever been, I quickly suggested to the girls how sexy it would be for the three of them to get on all fours, kneeling next to one another while I screwed each one of them from behind, taking turns. Once again Jill set up the camera in order to get a few shots of us doing this, and then I proceeded to shove my prick inside mom's cunt again first, which was heavenly as she was so slippery wet after her recent climax. I could still feel her pussy cream inside as I fucked her, looking down at my prick every time I pulled out before shoving it into her again and seeing it covered with her white frothy cream.
"I love fucking your cunt mom!" I told her, almost losing it when I did, finally pulling out and giving myself a brief intermission before sliding it inside Aunt Sue's pussy next. Kneeling behind her, I now began fingering her, looking over towards mom as she reached beneath her, fingering her own pussy as she was now highly aroused and far from being satisfied.
"Fuck me Jack, please fuck me honey...my pussy needs a nice hard cock inside!"
Sliding my prick inside my Aunt's pussy, I fucked her in turn for several long glorious minutes until once again I felt the surge in my balls threatening to erupt. Reluctantly I pulled out, though I continued to finger her very slick pussy for a few moments, then leaned over and licked her as well. By now she was begging for more, but it was Jill's turn to receive my prick. Kneeling behind her, I was delighted to see my Aunt and mom literally roll onto one another. Criss-crossing their legs over each other, they managed to press their cunts together and began grinding them as I slipped my prick inside Jill. Now fucking her from behind, the two of us watched as our mom's scissored one another, humping themselves, cunt to cunt. The squishy delicious sounds we soon heard once again had me hovering on the edge. With no hope for it, I pulled out of Jill's pussy, but immediately slid beneath her and began eating her out. When I heard the pant of mom's climax obviously begin, I took a moment to look over, just as Jill had, and we watched Aunt Sue hump mom into a glorious climax.
"Come fuck your mom baby," Aunt Sue begged Jill, so she slid off my face, and soon joined up in the same pussy to pussy press we'd been watching. Seeing Jill now sliding and smearing her own juicy cunt against her mom, threatened me into exploding at any moment, and I nearly did so without even touching my own dick.
By now mom had recovered somewhat, enough so at least that she knelt at the side of the two of them, leaning over to lick and tickle them each with her tongue as they continued pressing themselves together. I stood up, watching all this from above, feeling the throb in my prick at the sight.
Aunt Sue then came, screaming out her pleasure, with moments later Jill following suit. They all rolled away from one another, trying to catch their collective breathes as I stood there, dick throbbing needing to squirt more than I'd ever felt the need to do before. Mom laughed upon seeing me standing there like that looking down at them, my dick actually bouncing up and down of its own accord.
"Looks like my son's feeling left out all of a sudden," she said, and then knelt in front of me. "I want to see your beautiful prick squirt Jack, want to see it come all over momma's titties!"
Just the thought of doing and seeing that nearly brought me off. Aunt Sue and Jill both rather liked the idea as well, and soon knelt on either side of her, holding their own breasts up in their hands, giving me three beautiful pairs of tit-targets to squirt on. I don't think I pumped my prick any more than five or six strokes at the most before I felt the cream explode up my shaft, soon showering the three of them in what had to be for me one of the most intensely satisfying orgasms of my entire life.
Standing there watching my prick squirt, spray and ejaculate all over the three of them was amazing. And once again, I don't think I've ever produced as much cum as I did then either, seeing it squirt, saturating all three pairs of breasts. I stood there drenching them all in thick copious spurts of cream that covered them almost entirely. It was again more erotic and sensual to me at the time than anything I'd ever seen or done before. I soon after collapsed, sitting down on the blanket in order to recover, and then watched as the three of them languished, in licking off all that sticky, creamy sperm from one another's boobs.
Satisfied for the time being, I sat back as they did that, soon after forming up into a small tight little circle as they began eating one another out again simultaneously. Mom now licking Jill's sweet pussy, Jill licking her mothers, and Aunt Sue now eating moms. The sight of them doing that, though arousing, failed to get me back to full erection. I was honestly too exhausted by now, so was content to simply sit there and watch the three of them get one another off. After they had, we simply curled up back on the quilts once again, using one for a covering, and soon after fell asleep together there beneath the stars.
At some point I remember partially waking. The feel of someone's lips licking and sucking my very flaccid prick. I didn't fully wake however, once again drifting off, the sweetness of the non-arousing pleasure actually putting me back to sleep again. So it was that I never knew who it was who had done that, and didn't even ask when I woke up the following morning. Not too surprisingly perhaps, Jill and I were the last two to get up. I found myself holding her in the crook of my arm, the feel of her soft breasts pressed against me as the sun hit my face, waking me up fully.
She sighed pleasurably, her eyes opening.
"Sleep well?"
"Hmm yes, I did...now, fuck me. Slowly, softly...but fuck me Jack. Fuck me."
And we did.
**
I came downstairs after my shower to the smell of breakfast cooking in the kitchen. Mom was now in the shower upstairs where I'd just come from, and Jill was using the one downstairs, leaving my Aunt and I alone for a few minutes. She turned upon hearing me enter the kitchen smiling as she stood forking the sweet smelling bacon on the stove. I laughed upon seeing her, as she wore only an apron, her ass clearly visible from behind as she stood there, though she'd obviously worn that as some form of protection against splattering grease. I walked over behind her, kissed her on the neck and allowed my hand to sneak around in front, grasping her breast, toying with her nipple briefly until she finally shooed me away.
"Go fix us some coffee you naughty boy," she giggled.
I did so, pouring us each a cup, placing them down on the table sitting, as she moments later walked over taking a seat across from me.
"I have to tell you Jack, it's nice to see you and Jill having patched things up again, I was beginning to think the two of you never would."
"I know what you mean, I was beginning to think we wouldn't either, but when I saw her standing there in the doorway of the barn, I was honestly surprised when she was. At first, I actually thought it was you for a moment."



"Well, just so know, though perhaps by now you already do, the real reason she had originally decided not to come down for the weekend wasn't because she was still harboring anger towards you. I'd eventually spoken to her about your decision to enter the service, and that had happened long before anything really intimate had taken place between the two of you. What she was honestly concerned about, was the fact that she and I had by then, become intimate ourselves. She was worried that if and when you found that out, you'd never want to see or speak to her again, silly as that would have been...knowing you," she winked.
"Well admittedly I was a little surprised. I mean you hear about moms and son's getting it on, on occasion, but it's a bit rarer to hear about mom and daughter's doing that. So it surprised me only in the sense that you two were, not that it bothered me in the least, as because it obviously didn't. If anything, it just cemented for me, the fact that I wanted what I was doing to continue with my mom, and hopefully...turn into what it eventually did, with me getting to finally fuck her. Something I've always thought about, fantasized about, and dreamed about. So now I have. But even better, I've now fucked my favorite Aunt too!"
"You're only Aunt," she laughed.
"Maybe so...but even if mom had any other sister's, you'd still be my favorite. Especially with those gorgeous tits of yours, and that sweet tasting pussy."
Again she giggled. "Now Jack, don't sit there and try and get me all horny again, besides...I already am anyway. But we at least need to finish up with breakfast first before I go burning the bacon here. I'm not so sure your mom would be pleased to come downstairs, find me sitting on your hard cock, with the bacon burning now would she?"
"No...I wouldn't indeed," mom answered suddenly appearing in the doorway. Walking over to kiss us both, wrapped only in her robe, one of her breasts partially exposed as she rustled my still damp hair afterwards and then proceeded to pour herself a cup of coffee before sitting down next to us.
I took that opportunity to quiz her about her feelings. "Mom? So...how do you feel about everything that's happened now anyway? You have any problems with the fact that you finally let me fuck you?"
She laughed. "At the moment...the only real problem I think I'm having is hearing you use that word. I'm not used to hearing you say it for one, and not sure it's an appropriate time for you to be using it either. But I will say this...yes. I enjoyed having you fuck me, and I look forward now to you doing so again. And soon too!" She added. "And to be perfectly honest, I look forward to hearing you say you want to fuck me...and that I want to respond back to you, telling you how good it feels to have you fuck me. Now then...think we've said fuck enough for a while at least? At least until we've finished up with breakfast anyway?"
The problem was, I was again hard as a rock, my prick pressing against my underwear as I sat there having listened to my mother and Aunt talking so openly and so freely now, though we had also laughed a great deal during the course of all that.
"Looks to me like he's all set to go again...even before we've finished with breakfast," Aunt Sue stated.
"Well, he'll just have to wait. Besides, it will keep him nice and horny for the three of us for later," Mom said, though her hand reached over beneath the table, wrapping itself around my cock through my shorts.
"You keep doing that, I'm not sure I'll make it that far," I warned her teasingly enjoying the feel of her doing that. Almost sadly, she removed her hand sitting back.
"It really is a temptation now, but you knew that going in didn't you, you little devil you!" she grinned winking at me. I leaned over, kissed her, and pawed at her half exposed breasts.
"Alright you two...cut it out, or I'll come over and join you, and then breakfast really will be ruined!"
It was at that moment that Jill reached the top of the stairs having heard the last bit of our conversation.
"Come on Jack, get your butt into gear, we still need to feed and water the horses, so until we do that, no one's going to be eating anything, or anyone for that matter, until we're finished taking care of them!"
Already dressed, though she wore little more than a very short pair of cut off jeans and a halter top, I quickly ran upstairs putting a pair of my own on, and then ran outside catching up with her where we walked hand in hand out to the stables.
"Going to be a lot different around here from now on isn't it?" Mom said standing next to her sister at the window as they both looked on, watching the two of us.
"Yes it will, but a lot nicer too I think. Certainly damn more exiting for another," Aunt Sue stated, her hand worming its way inside mom's robe, her fingers even then slipping between the folds of her pussy.
"You're going to burn the bacon Sue," mom giggled pleasurably.
"Fuck the bacon! We have plenty more where that came from," she answered back, leading mom over to the dining table, where she then positioned her upon her back, diving between her legs and proceeded to lick her to a nice sweet little morning orgasm.
By the time Jill and I returned from seeing to the horses, the two of them were standing there with smiles on their faces, fresh bacon once again frying in the pan.
"Breakfast will be a little bit late after all," Aunt Sue grinned blushing just a little.
"Time enough for me to suck Jack off then?" Jill asked, though she then turned towards mom..."want to help me?"
Mom grinned, following Jill and I out into the living room where she pushed me down onto the couch, and where seconds later the two of them once again knelt, each one now taking turns lapping away at my prick. Aunt Sue came out moments afterwards.
"This time I turned the bacon off," she stated taking off her apron. "No sense burning it a second time," she added. She then joined my cousin and mother as the three of them now began taking turns pleasuring my very stiff cock.
**
It was harder than usual saying goodbye to my Aunt and my cousin this time when it was finally time to go home again. Jill of course needed to head back upstate to college, but we all knew now that we'd continue on with our at least once a month visits. Mostly at Aunt Sue's place, which I preferred doing anyway. The rides up after that were always fun and exciting between mom and I. A nice bit of extended foreplay for what always turned out to be yet again another erotic and exciting weekend. Jill in fact began coming for a visit once a month to see mom and I, spending the somewhat short weekends with us before having to head back, though seeing her again of course whenever we drove up to my Aunts place to stay.
Shortly after our return home, I landed a full time job, though even that for me would be temporary as I planned on going back to school myself in a few months. Jill and I even discussed getting an apartment together with her moving out of the dorm, which we both looked forward to doing. In the meantime, while I tried to save up a little money in order to put a down payment on a new car, I used moms, usually driving her off to wherever it was she was doing an Open House while working in real estate. We always went early, giving me more than enough time to drop her off, come in for a bit before heading off to work myself, and then picking her up later.
One of my favorite experiences when doing that, was when she had a multi-million dollar home she was showing. The place was beyond anything I could ever imagine living in myself. With plenty of time on my hands before work, I'd enjoyed stepping up behind her out back near the enormous pool, lifting mom's skirt up, bunching it around her waist, and then spearing her with my cock, fucking her to our hearts content for as long as we could possibly get away with it.
I always enjoyed the thought, as I believed she did, of feeling my cum pooled inside mom's pussy as she met prospective buyers, showing them around the house, walking past places we'd just recently stood there fucking in only moments before their arrival.
But I honestly have to say, I even more enjoyed our evenings home together at night. We'd not only grown closer emotionally because of the intimacy we now so freely shared with one another, but the continued closeness with both Sue and Jill had brought about changes in mom too. She was far more relaxed now, looking younger even with less worry lines in her face. Though I think part of that was due to the nightly orgasms I was giving her just before we retired to bed together, now...always sleeping together of course in the same bed at night. I lost track of the times I woke up to the feel of mom's lips wrapped around my hard cock, sucking me awake.
One of my fondest memories however, was on one particular "working weekend" as mom called it, when she was required to show another particular expensive looking house. This time Aunt Sue along with Jill drove down to stay with us, though we'd been granted permission by the owners who were over in Europe at the time, to go ahead and stay there, and thus be available all through the weekend in order to show it.
Though we knew we'd all have to be appropriately attired during the day, and on somewhat of our best behavior while mom showed the house, in the evening we pretty much had the run of the entire place to ourselves. Once again, clothing was scarce during that time, something I always enjoyed, seeing all three women running around naked together, which inevitably aroused and excited us all. And the fact we'd evolved to such a point that we could in fact, if the mood so took us, spend intimate time with one another one on one, as opposed to always doing something together, though I quite naturally almost preferred it whenever we did that. Still...being able to simply walk over to someone, whether it was my Aunt, mother, or my cousin, and simply start fooling around was a joy in and of itself.
Once such instance of that was on the following morning. Mom had gotten up in order to have plenty of time to dress, make herself presentable, and then spend time going over some specific details about the house. She'd sequestered herself inside the owners study in order to do that, so we had all left her alone while she did. I had wandered upstairs thinking about getting dressed myself, though we still had a couple of hours to go yet before mom's prospective buyers were due to arrive. As I did, I heard the upstairs shower running, smiling to myself as I was already beginning to picture both my Aunt, or my cousin standing there naked. The thing about this particular shower too was the fact it was enormous. It had several overhead sprays, easily capable of accommodating several people at once. I often wondered after seeing it if the people who owned the place, hadn't indeed used it for an orgy themselves a time or two. As I entered the primary bedroom where mom and Sue had been sleeping, I now heard voices coming from the adjacent bath, and then knew that both my Aunt and Cousin were inside.
As I stated, gone were the days of sneaking about, no longer the need, or even the want really to spy on anyone, I simply walked into the room where the two of them were. The shower itself was so designed, there was no need for a curtain, sliding glass doors or such. It was enormous, fully open and far enough away from the rest of the dressing area that nothing got wet. There was even a redwood deck to stand on when drying off, prior to stepping down a small flight of stairs into the actual bathroom, or changing room itself. Walking in, and then up the short flight of steps, I soon found my Aunt and cousin inside the shower, already having decided to join them. I stopped short of that however for a few moments, more content to watch as they hadn't as yet noticed me, just listening to the two of them, seeing them so intimately playing with one another.
Still not as yet being seen, I leaned against the wall looking in at the two of them as they stood there. What I loved most was the fact that they still had, and still shared the intimacy between them that they had only a short time ago now, discovered.
"God mom that feels good," Jill said as she faced towards the wall, her hands braced against it for support, legs spread as my Aunt stood behind her, her fingers obviously buried in her twat, finger-fucking her as they both stood there beneath the gentle spray. "I so love how you finger my pussy," she said. I could tell by her tone of voice how horny she was, which in turn of course made me horny as well, watching them, standing there listening to the two of them.
"You like the way mommy rubs your clit baby?" Sue asked, continuing to do so, one hand fingering my cousin, the other down between her own legs, fingering herself simultaneously. "God you're fucking juicy," she then added, applying a bit more pressure forcing another deep sigh of pleasure to escape my cousin's lips.
"Oh fuck yes," she moaned, almost slurring the words, still standing there with her eyes closed, caressing her breasts now, pinching and rolling her nipples between her fingers as Aunt Sue continued to tease the two of them with her own.
Moments later Aunt Sue spotted me standing behind them, slow stroking my hard cock as I watched them. She grinned, waving towards me. "Come on in Jack," she said alerting Jill now to my presence. "You should see what we only recently discovered," she grinned even wider. "We've already come once now using it, but I'm ready to do so again, how about you honey?" She asked Jill.
"Oh yeah...fuck yeah, its naughty amazing Jack, wait until you see!"
In addition to several nozzles and temperature adjustments, I had taken note of a small panel located on the wall, somewhat curious about it earlier though I hadn't as yet had a chance to play with it and see what all it was designed to do. Aunt Sue and Jill obviously had.
"Watch this," Sue said pushing one of the buttons, and then another. I stood as a small fountain of water shot up from the floor they were standing over. Within seconds Sue had adjusted the force, along with the pulsating beat of the water as it sprayed upwards, each one of them now standing over it, again spreading their legs as they did so.
"Holy shit!" I exclaimed, now realizing what they meant. "What the hell is that anyway? A waterbater?" I quipped.
"Must be, or something that certainly serves that particular purpose anyway," my Aunt said standing over it, just as Jill's was, though she now increased the pressure a little, along with the pulsation that literally began thumping against her wide-spread cunt.
"I swear the water's fucking me!" She purred pleasurably, now spreading her lips apart with her hands, directing the force of the water more directly against her clit as it shot upwards against her pussy, splashing against it over and over again.
"There's another one over here," Sue said pointing at yet another obvious waterspout in the floor. "You should try it Jack, see what it feels like against your dick!"
Now curious myself, I did just that, letting Sue explain to me how to adjust the pulsating beat along with the force of the water to the point I'd enjoy it as it shot upwards pounding against my prick from below. I stood over it, guiding my cock towards the thick stream of water, adjusting it slightly at first until I liked the way it felt against me before allowing myself to stand there hands free. With my Aunt only a short distance away, I quite naturally reached out, fondling her breasts as she adjusted her own position with the two of us now facing one another. One pulse still working her pussy, the other one working my cock as Jill stood at the other end, enjoying herself, watching the two of us.
"That really is fucking amazing!" I stated, enjoying the sensation. "I need to get one of these!" I added, though I was sure the cost of installing such a device was no doubt expensive as hell.
And then of course another thought came to mind. "Jill...come here, let me fuck you from behind while we stand over the jet," I suggested. Quick as a bunny she came hopping over to me, turned and bent over, as I soon slipped my prick inside that succulent slick pussy of hers. Once it was, she stood up again, my hands now cupping her breasts from behind as she spread her legs, the force of the water now pounding against the two of us from below as I began sliding in and out of her simultaneously.
"Holy shit...if you thought it felt good earlier mother, you should fucking feel this!"
"Then let me!" Aunt Sue almost begged as she stood there watching us, but it was obvious that Jill's comment was rhetorical, as she had no such intention of giving up my prick just yet. Not until she'd climaxed on it anyway.
The tickle of the water splashing not only against my shaft, but my balls as well, felt just like someone was standing beneath me, sucking and licking it as I continued fucking my cousin's cunt. Jill came with a flourish; her squeal of delight echoing within the room, shuddering with the impact of her ecstasy, soon after forced to step away.
"Alright mom...go ahead, now you can feel what that's like," she told her pleasurably.
Seconds later I was inside my Aunt's cunt, now fucking her, though I knew for myself as well, it wouldn't be much longer and I'd be busting a nut inside her as good as this felt.
Somewhat surprisingly, she came moments later. The sensation of the water along with my cock spearing her pussy was simply too much for her to take. She came with a loud cry of delight, shuddering like crazy as she did, soon after stepping away from the water as supersensitive as she suddenly became.
Standing there alone now, though I was still enjoying the feel of the water myself, both Jill as well as my Aunt stood off to either side.
"Think you can come like that?" Jill asked. "I'd really enjoy seeing it."
"Me too," Susan added.
"Oh fuck yeah, I'm almost there now!" I exclaimed, enjoying the delightful sensation as the water did all the work, though my hands now needed something to do. Luckily for me, I had two pairs of breasts to chose from, and easily reached out, now cupping one of each, holding them in my hands, enjoying the feel of their still hard taut nipples as I held them between my fingers pulling on them.
"Gonna cum Jack?" Susan asked. "Sure looks like it honey, your cocks all purple and swollen."
"Yeah and his balls are damn fucking tight too!" Jill added looking down as I felt the first surge of my spunk begin to race up the length of my shaft.
"Fuck yes! Yes! Here it cums! Oh...here...it...fucking...CUMS!" I screamed out, my eyes shutting from the intensity of the explosion, though I opened them almost as quickly, watching the spurt of my cock as the juice ripped through the end of my prick spraying everywhere, now back splashing against the pulsating beat of the water from below.
"Fucking awesome!" Jill exclaimed in delight, leaning over trying to get a closer look at my spurting cock as the water continued to beat against my prick, milking it of all my pleasured joy-juice.
"Like I said before...we need to fucking get one of these!"
**
Mom closed the deal on the house, and found out a few days after that, she had likewise sold the other multi-million dollar home too. The proceeds of which put quite a nice tidy sum into her own pocket, enough so that she then surprised everyone with a big announcement, though it became obvious to Jill and I both, this was something that she and my Aunt had long ago once discussed.
"I'm selling my own place," she told us all. "In fact, already have a buyer for it. Jack and I will be moving in with Aunt Sue, though if Jack's intentions hold, he and Jill will be moving in together themselves before too long. In the meantime, we'll be living with Aunt Susan on the ranch. I've made more than enough money to help support us out there, and still make it worthwhile to periodically come back here and show a few homes once in a while, and hopefully sell those too. But...more importantly now, we can all live together as a family, have a place for Jill and Jack to come back to for a visit, not to mention some fun," she grinned. "So...what's say we celebrate?" She then asked.



I was grinning. "Great news mom, and I have just the place where we can start things off too. Let me show you the bathroom."
Mom's eyes lifted at the curious suggestion. As the three of us soon after led her upstairs to the shower room once more.
I couldn't help but smile when I heard her say a short time later, "We've got to fucking get us one of these!"
**
I indeed started school again in the fall, and though a year behind Jill in my studies and workload, having her as a roommate now made that a lot easier. We'd found a cute inexpensive apartment, which we now share together. We still make our monthly pilgrimages back to the ranch where mom and Aunt Sue now live, something we always look forward to doing together.
Mom still goes into the city once or perhaps twice a month for a few days. She now specializes in the more expensive homes exclusively, and does well enough that she usually sells one of them once or twice every couple of months. She's done well enough that we had a contractor come in and build an exact duplicate of that amazing shower, which we now all enjoy quite frequently together.
We also enjoy the fact that she does, as from time to time we go along with her whenever we get permission to do so. It's fun, enjoying the brief change of scenery, and an interesting place to stay in for a few days, enjoying all the expensive amenities, not to mention the still really amazing sex we enjoy with one another whenever we do that.
As a side note, I had noticed early on that mom had stopped writing in her diary. At first I just thought she still did, and that I just hadn't seen her doing it. I no longer had the need or even the desire to poke my nose in them either, already chastising myself in the first place for having done so. Though what I had learned I felt had helped in bringing about the closeness the four of us shared together now. So I wasn't feeling too guilty over having done that then. I did indeed, and had refrained from doing so up until now. The exception to that came however on one particular day when Jill and I had come down for the weekend. I had walked by mom and Aunt Sue's bedroom while she was laying on the bed, her diary sitting next to her as she wrote something in it. I didn't think about it until sometime later after all three of the girls had gone into town together to do some shopping.
Once again walking by the room I glanced in, saw mom's dairy sitting out in the open still on the bed where she'd been sitting there writing in it earlier. I walked in, sat next to it on the bed, contemplating if I should...or shouldn't, and then opened it to the very last entry.
"Dear diary. This will most likely be my last written entry. No longer do I feel the need, or have the desire to write my personal intimate thoughts. So much has changed in the past little while. I now find that I have more freedom, more open opportunity to express myself. And more importantly, the love and trust that comes with just being able to speak my mind, my thoughts...no matter how bizarre or how personally intimate they might often be, or looked down upon by others. I have the love and security of my own sister, her niece along with my own son that I can freely tell them what I feel, what I want, and what I now truly desire without feeling fearful about doing so. I no longer feel the importance of having to write down my memories of the past, for the memories I now create here, I do so and keep the words within my heart and mind. It is here that I draw from them, remember them, and now cherish them more than I ever have.
And as for you Jack, had you not actually snooped through my diaries, and found out what you did, when you did, it's very possible none of us would be where we are now. So in an odd sort of way, I am actually grateful that you did. Just know, that I know. And hope that in the future; should you have any questions about anything, you will simply come to me, or even to your Aunt or your cousin should there be any worries or concerns. I hope that there won't be. Just come to me my darling, know that I love you more now than ever before, and that I always will.
Your loving mother.
I laughed, sitting there reading her final entry one more time. Then I picked up her pen, and for the first and last time, scribbled a note where she'd last written.
"Yes mother...I will. And I love you too."
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The day was dark enough without the addition of the snowfall pelting the ground, blanketing the casket that now held my dear wife of some thirty-five years. I didn't feel the cold however, I was already numb emotionally as I stood there.
Standing by my side were my two daughters, Rachel and Kimberly, along with my son Pete home on emergency leave from the service. Hard enough on them burying their mother during a near blinding snow storm, each one of them berating themselves for not being there by her side when she passed. But Karen hadn't wanted it to be that way. Her last visit with the kids, well...our daughters anyway, had been six weeks prior to all this. We'd gone home, home where I called it anyway, where the kids lived, not where we did. What I didn't know, and what Karen obviously did know, was that we were coming home for the last time. Time enough to say good-bye without saying it.
We had moved from Utah to Arizona almost six years ago. We did so for my wife's asthma more than anything, though at the time we had no idea she would soon be fighting an even greater problem than that. She had breast cancer, which turned out to be a rather aggressive form of it on top of everything else. At first, we kept it from the kids of course until such time as she began really radical treatments. We'd hoped with that, she'd be one of the lucky few and beat it. She wasn't. None of us were prepared for the rapidity of her decline. It felt like it happened overnight. One day she was her bright smiling self, full of "vim and vinegar" as I so often put it. The next, she was a darkened shell of her former self, and soon after she was gone.
I'd held her in my arms there at the hospital as she lay dying, barely strong enough to speak, and when she did, she shocked me. Surprised me to say the least.
"Jim, promise me something," she stated.
"What?"
"No, not until you promise me you'll grant my last request, no matter what you think or feel about it after I tell you what it is."
"Ok," I said fighting back the tears. "I promise." Though at the moment, I'd have promised her anything regardless of what it was, just to see the light shine in her eyes again the way it had over the past three and a half decades that I'd spent with her.
I saw her smile, for a moment she was twenty-six again, the age we had gotten married and began our life together.
"Don't live alone," she said weakly. "I'm not telling you to get married again if you don't want to. But...promise me Jim, you won't live alone pining away for me either. Find someone, someone to have fun with, do things with. At least that much," she half begged me.
Of course I balked at her notion, the words forming even as I began to express them, but she held her fingers up to my lips effectively shushing me. "You promised," she said, and with that, took her very last breath and passed from this life into the next. Even as the alarm on her monitor sounded, I continued to hold her, oblivious to the sound it was making. Her final words still ringing in my ears as I sat there.
"Don't live alone...promise me."
#
After everyone had left, friends and relatives I hadn't seen in years, I continued to stand there as they lowered my wife's casket into the cold hard ground. The kids as always standing by my side, finally pulling me away though my head stayed behind even though my body followed. I remember eating something later, without tasting it. I remember hushed whispers outside my room as they quietly left leaving me to sleep, though I remained wide awake for most of the night. All I wanted to do was follow after my wife, crazy thoughts whirling around inside my head, though each time I thought through some conclusion on how to accomplish all that, I saw the horrored looks in my children's faces as they stood looking down at me as they lowered my casket into the ground. No, it wasn't going to be quite that easy. The best I could hope for was that old age would speed up the process a little and do its thing in a reasonably short time without any real help from me. Though subconsciously perhaps, I'd already decided I wasn't going to do much of anything to prevent that from happening either. About the only thing I did immediately decide to do, was to sell the house in Phoenix and move back to Utah, find some sort of a nice, easy to maintain condominium or something, and then wait for the inevitable.
As much as I loved the kids, and they me. The last thing any of them wanted was for "grandpa" to end up moving in with them. Sunday dinners every other week was about as much as any of us really was willing to entertain as far as family gatherings go. After that, I was content to sit at home, watch TV, eat simply and wait for time and circumstance to catch up to me. My wife's words all but forgotten as I soon settled in to what became a very mundane way of life.
#
And just like the seasons change, so did my life, quite unexpectedly too. I certainly wasn't looking for it, if anything...I was trying to avoid it. Even my kids had been pestering me to "get out" to do something, to "meet someone". Which was about the last thing I had any intention of ever doing, regardless of the promise I had made. So far I'd managed to come up with enough excuses to put them all off with. If it hadn't been for my craving for peanut butter, which lately had become one of my main staples, maybe things would have continued on the way they had been.
Funny how something so simple as that can change your entire life.
I stood there in the isle, a jar of Skippy smooth and creamy in one hand, and another jar of Skippy chunky style in the other. I actually found myself torn between which of the two I should buy when I heard a feminine voice speaking behind me.
"Live a little, buy both of them," she told me.
I actually laughed at that without turning around. Funny how the simplest of things can strike you when you least expect them. I'd forgotten the last time I had actually heard myself laugh, which is when I turned to address the woman who had urged me to buy them both.
"Maybe you're right...maybe I..." The last word stuck in my throat. There was something familiar about her, something about her eyes that told me in an instant that I knew her, though her name escaped me for a moment. And then she smiled, and then I knew who she was. That same smile now added to those eyes that had somehow remained the same after all these years. "Oh my God! Carol, is that really you?"
Now, don't get me wrong here. Ever since the day that Karen and I had gotten married I had loved her with all my heart. And not that we didn't have a few bumps in the road along the way either, because we did. I called those my stupid times. Karen had another word for it, but she forgave me for it anyway. As I later did with her. Like I said, our marriage wasn't perfect, but we truly did love one another, and eventually started acting like it...right up until the end. But Karen wasn't the first woman I had ever loved either. Though back then, being the young teenage kid that I was, I wasn't supposed to be in love, or even know what that really was. Though secretly I had told myself that I was...in love with Carol very early on. But there was another problem with that too...I was five years older than Carol at the time, and being twenty one, infatuated with a young woman of just sixteen years of age, not only wasn't very feasible, it wasn't very damn likely that anything would ever come of it either. We ran in different circles, different peer groups and friends. Though fate always seemed to have a way of throwing the two of us together in the most unlikely of circumstances, just as it had done now.
"Sorry to hear about Karen," she told me, her smile softening, her eyes pooling quite unexpectedly. I wasn't even aware of the touch of her hand on my arm as she stood there supporting herself on her shopping cart as she stood next to me. Which is when I noticed she was missing a limb. Not that she wasn't standing quite naturally, but to my surprise, she was wearing a pair of shorts, her metal leg, which for the briefest of moments reminded me of the skeletal monster in "The terminator" flashed inside my head. I silently berated myself for the thought and looked back up into her eyes. Eyes that had already spoken without words as they did. But she was smiling again.
"Car accident, ten years ago," she informed me simply. "I lost Dave in the accident, thankfully, the twins were home with a sitter when it happened," she added.
It's not like we had kept in touch or anything, because we hadn't. I had heard when she had gotten married to Dave of course, a year after I had gotten married to Karen. I had also heard about the birth of her twin sons, though I didn't even know their names. And I had heard about the accident too, though I hadn't heard about her losing her leg, or that Dave had eventually succumbed to his own injuries months later, never coming out of his coma. Something Carol would tell me all about later, though not here.
"I'm sorry," I said in response as we both stood there smiling at one another, words now failing the two of us as we stood there.
"Listen, I'm still a pretty good cook if I do say so myself, and one thing I hate doing is cooking for one. I don't know of a single decent recipe for a single person without having a week's worth of leftovers remaining behind because of it. How about you come over and join me for dinner at my place tonight?" She asked.
I hesitated, my thoughts suddenly a jumble of emotion, the past rushing by, the recent present hurtling head on towards it. She saw the mix of emotions in my face, but rather than allow me to come up with some sort of excuse not to, she somehow managed to convince me into agreeing to it.
"You bring the wine...dinners at eight," She hurriedly scribbled down her address handing it to me, and then wheeled off back down the aisle, not even looking back once towards me as she did. Only then did I glance down at her note reading it, and realized, she'd not given me her phone number either. Only the place where she lived. If I were to cancel the dinner date, then I'd damn well have to show up and do it in person, and not over the phone. Once again I heard myself chuckle, still holding onto my two jars of peanut butter. It felt strange hearing myself do that. Stranger still as I headed off towards the checkout counter carrying my two jars, whistling as I did.
#
Carol had been the first girl whose boobs I had ever played with. Though a lot if firsts happened that night we were together, short of actually having intercourse, something I would later come to regret. It hadn't been her either...it had been me. Though she became the first girl whose pussy I had ever fingered, and whose hand had ever stroked and played with my cock. We never did have sex, even later, though we had done just about everything else during the brief time we saw one another, losing my virginity to yet another girl a year before I had actually met Karen. A regret I had always harbored in not having given it to at least one or the other of them, and not in losing it the way that I had, at a party to a woman whose face even now I could no longer see, let alone in remembering her name.
So much for remembering the first time you lose your virginity. I could barely recall that I had.
Carol on the other hand, well that was something else entirely. Even as I made my way out to the car, scanning the parking lot briefly, wondering if I would spot her, or even toying with the idea of sitting there hoping to see her come out. I decided against doing that however. I might just be stupid enough to walk up and cancel our dinner date for the evening.
The problem was, it was just a little over six months since I'd lost my wife. Wasn't it too soon to be seeing anyone? Wasn't I supposed to at least wait a year or something? And then my wife's words suddenly filling my head as though she were there speaking them to me just as clearly as she'd done there in her bed.
"Find someone, someone to have fun with, do things with. At least that much," her ghostly words reminded me. "Promise me."
It was after all only dinner. It wasn't like we were suddenly dating or anything. Just two old friends getting together for a simple evening together, reminiscing about old times perhaps, our lives, what we'd accomplished, what we hadn't. I was curious about her after all. Curious to learn more about her life, how she was doing now after her own loss. I certainly had no expectations. I wasn't even entertaining such notions. My once very active libido had become virtually non-existent. I couldn't even remember the last time I had actually had an orgasm, let alone an erection. Stupid having one now as I sat there in my car driving home, struggling with the guilt of my wife's face inside my head, and the image of Carol's boobs competing with that as I struggled with the memory of an earlier time.
Even at sixteen, Carol had fairly large tits, at least a C cup as I recalled, though there in the store I had purposely averted my gaze from trying to size her up again, though I am sure my eyes had registered on her chest briefly.
But as I drove home sporting a woody, something I hardly expected to be doing, I was taken back to that moment in time when I had unexpectedly bumped into Carol there in a somewhat darkened hallway at school during homecoming. Having graduated two years earlier, I was back to watch the high school basketball game, especially as they were doing so well and soon headed to the state play offs. I'd headed off to use the restroom, running as I did, slamming into Carol just as she came out of the girl's room. I had literally bowled her over as well as myself, slamming into the wall, the two of us sitting there somewhat stunned on the floor looking at one another.
"Well, hi Jim," she giggled brushing herself off as she prepared to stand, to which I hurriedly stood up myself, helping her to do so. "I guess this would be the part where I would say it's nice running into you again, except for the fact, it was you who actually ran into me."
"How've you been?" I asked, seeing that she was all right, and there were no serious injuries, except to my own pride perhaps. Which is when I realized I had somehow torn her blouse in the collision, one button at least being severed and God knows where, another undone, hanging by a mere thread as she followed my gaze looking down at herself where most of one bra clad boob was completely bare where her shirt was torn and now hanging away from it. What surprised me about that was, she didn't freak out, or try to cover herself up suddenly either, actually laughing about it as she looked down.
"You know Jim, if you wanted to cop a feel, all you ever had to do was ask," she told me. "Now...it might look a little odd, going back inside the gym looking like this," she added, still smiling.
"God Carol, I'm so sorry!" I told her feeling embarrassed, and more than a bit surprised at her comment. Especially as I had harbored thoughts and feelings about her for quite some time now, without ever once acting on them under the circumstances. Something I had thought had finally gone away in time since it had been a while since I'd seen her last. Now...seeing her again after all this time, they came rushing back even faster than I had accidentally rushed into her.
"It's ok," she said once again, still not bothering to cover herself up, though I had now averted my eyes from her luscious bra covered tits. "Though you could do me a big favor in taking me home so I can change blouses," she added. "And then bringing me back."
"Sure! You bet!" I said eagerly hoping to indeed somehow make it up to her. We had then gone outside to my car where I quickly drove her home. To her delight however, her parents had gone out for the evening, living her a note to that effect, alerting her that they'd be home late.
"Make yourself comfortable while I change," she had told me. I had sat down on the couch watching as she ascended the stairs up to her bedroom. I sat there patiently waiting for her return. Five minutes, and then ten. Now anxious, I stood up calling out to her.
"Carol?"
I moved over to stand at the landing at the bottom of the stairs, once again calling up to her.
"Carol? You ready yet?"
Still no response. Now nervous without any real reason to be, I hurriedly climbed up the stairs myself. The only light coming from the bedroom at the end of the hall, the door partially open. I quickly approached it, once again calling out, intending to knock, which I did, which further caused the door to open even more fully. Carol stood in front of her closet, only then turning around, she was completely topless, no longer even wearing a bra. I know I stood there with my mouth hanging open as she turned to face me, acting oblivious to the fact that I could very well see her boobs.
"Couldn't decide on what blouse to wear," she said lamely. "Nothing seems to go with this skirt either," she then added stepping out of it entirely. Now standing in front of me wearing nothing more than a white pair of cotton panties. An image that remained with me for years every time I looked back on that very moment.
Before I knew it, the two of us were lying on her bed, naked, touching one another in ways I had only dreamed of up until then. And...bad enough admitting to her that I was indeed still a virgin, especially at the ripe old age of twenty, but I wasn't about to admit that I was a titty-virgin too.
"Have you been with a lot of other girls?" she had asked as I lay there next to her, caressing her pert young breasts, dreamily so, fascinated by the sensation of actually doing that, though lying through my teeth as I answered.
"A few...not many, but a few," I had told her. The last thing I wanted her to know was how inexperienced I really was, though the reasoning behind that now escaped me. Back then, it seemed important for some reason.
"So...do you like my breasts?" she had asked.
"Oh yeah...very much so," I said teasing her rock hard nipples, fascinated with just doing that at the moment. Though we were both naked, laying there side-by-side on the bed, we hadn't as yet ventured into the land of genitalia fondling as yet.
"Are they as nice as some of the others you have seen or played with?"
"Nicer," I told her. At least back then I wasn't so dumb as to say anything else, nor would I have done. Not only where they nice, I mean really nice...perky, full and so wonderfully soft, that for me at least, even the few girls who's tits I'd seen in a few men's magazines didn't even compare. But I'm also sure that had something to do with actually fondling them there on her bed, something up until that very moment I'd only fantasized about doing.
We had slowly...ever so slowly, graduated from tit fondling to tit kissing, licking and then sucking. Which is about the time I felt Carol's hand suddenly reach out and wrap itself around my hard swollen cock. After that, we pretty much headed into mutual masturbation without a whole lot of fanfare the moment she did that.
We spent the remainder of that year secretly dating and seeing one another. She had early on made the mistake of bringing my name up in conversation. Her father immediately put the end of any idea of the two of us dating after she did that, threatening to have me put in prison or something. A point I found weirdly ironic, as he was perfectly ok with her dating other guys her own age, most of which he had to have known would be out for the same things he assumed I would be. And yet, that didn't seem to bother him nearly as much as his daughter seeing someone five years older than she was. Needless to say, we kept our relationship a deep dark secret. Even going so far as for her to enlist the help of one of her "guy" friends into acting like he was the one dating her. Picking her up at the door, and then driving her to wherever it was I was at, waiting for her. We'd later meet up again, and then he'd drive her home after "their" date.



Carol and I might have actually eventually gotten married. But then we got careless. It was a weekend when her folks were supposed to be out late. Something they had done before. I had waited in my car down the street until they had left, only then sneaking into her house through the back door, and then heading upstairs to her bedroom. Talk about fate. We'd been talking about "it" for quite some time now, and had finally decided that this was to be the night. I'd even gotten several condoms in preparation for it. I was down between her legs, doing what I'd come to love doing, eating her out when suddenly her bedroom door was thrown open, and there stood her father. How and when he had gotten suspicious, we never really knew. Though Carol did tell me she figured out her "guy friend" had eventually gotten jealous, having a thing for her himself, and eventually spilled the beans on us to her father.
I was given the choice of entering the service, or going to jail. Back then, I didn't see there being any other options, so I enlisted, though Carol promised she'd wait for me. We wrote for a while, but then I learned my letters never reached her.
Surprise, surprise. So I quit writing, and eventually met my future wife. The rest as they say, is history.
#
Promptly at eight I showed up at Carol's door, a bottle of white in one hand, a bottle of red in the other. I laughed openly at the similarities I'd been facing earlier in the day, unsure of which one she'd prefer, so I had gotten both. That and a nice bouquet of spring flowers. I'd purposely refrained from buying anything too intimate, or too personal like roses. After all, this wasn't a date. Just two old friends spending a quiet evening together catching up on old times.
Carol met me at the door with a brief hug and a kiss, surprised at the flowers, laughing at my selection of wines, or rather having brought one of each. I wondered briefly if she was remembering the peanut butter.
I admired her small little apartment, sparsely furnished, yet tastefully so, looking more homey and comfortable more than anything. I followed her through the main sitting room towards the kitchen, only then realizing as I did, she was wearing a pair of nice fitting Levi jeans. If I hadn't known earlier seeing her at the store, I wouldn't have known anything now. Though she had a bit of a gimp as she walked, it was barely noticeable. But I found myself staring at her still shapely ass as she moved off into the kitchen, the smell of pasta cooking immediately assailing my senses.
No, Carol was no longer the sixteen year old teenage girl I had first been in love with. She wore her hair a lot shorter now, though shoulder length, and had done very little to hide the few strands of grey that had begun to highlight her dark hair. Like any woman her age, she had matured, put on a few more pounds than she would have liked perhaps, sagged in a few more places as well, but then again, hadn't we all? The fact was, she might have been fifty-six, but she still looked like that same young girl in my eyes as I stood there sampling a spoonful of sauce which she held up for me to taste.
"How's that?"
"It's good!" I said licking my lips, because it was. I couldn't remember the last time I had actually had home cooked spaghetti. But what surprised me the most, was standing here with Carol again after all these years and feeling like hardly any time had even passed since we'd last been together.
"Why don't you open the wine?" She told me taking off her apron and coming around the counter to join me back in the living room. "Figure another half hour or so for the sauce to cook, and then we can eat," she informed me. I poured us both a wine, and then sat down across from her in the living room.
"So...tell me what you've been doing all these years," she asked. "But give me the Readers Digest condensed version, and I'll do the same. No sense boring one another with trivial facts. As long as we fill in a few pieces in catching up, I think that should take us until dinners ready. After that, what's say we make a pact and just deal with the now, how's that sound?"
"It sounds perfect," I told her, and then we did just that, filling in just enough details to fit all the pieces together of our respective lives before sitting down to eat. After helping her clear away the table, though she refused my help in doing the dishes which she said she'd save for later, we ventured back out into the living room.
"Go ahead Jim, ask me. I know you've been wanting to all evening."
"Ask you what?" I said curiously, though there was one thing I was interested in asking her about, though I'd purposely refrained from doing so.
"Why I never got married again."
"Probably for the same reason I won't either," I responded. "Too set in my ways for one thing, and not enough energy, or inclination to break someone new in," I said making her laugh. "But you're younger than I am, and obviously living alone and single for a lot longer too...how come you never did?"
She slapped her leg, startling me a little. "Believe it or not Jim, part of it had to do with this. You'd be surprised at the number of men that this turned off. Though some found it a curious "kink" too. But those I usually managed to weed out before it ever got to that point. After a while, I gave up trying to find someone else. And besides, I discovered I wasn't in all that big of a hurry to find anyone either. No different than your thinking at the moment, am I right?"
I smiled at that, nodding my head. A committed relationship with anyone else was about the furthest thing from my mind at the moment. Let alone anything else. I'd even managed to let my earlier erection wither away on the vine so to speak without giving it another thought. A brief momentary aberration that no longer had a place in my life at the moment. Or so I thought anyway.
"Do you miss it?" I now asked. "Being with someone I mean."
"Do I miss not being with a man? Yes...I suppose I do, but I still have my battery-operated friend to keep me company when I need it. So as far as sex goes, I'm satisfied for the moment at least with things being the way they are. How about you?"
That wasn't exactly what I had meant when I asked the question, but I didn't make any attempt to clarify that either, then answering hers.
I missed Karen, and told her so, though I didn't elaborate further on any sexual desires. Truth was, I didn't have any, not counting the very brief moment driving home from the store and the quick trip down memory lane. That was, and had been the extent of my entire sex-life up until this very moment.
We chatted briefly for a while longer until it became evident she was in a bit of discomfort. "Would you mind terribly if I made myself a little more comfortable?" she asked. "I know what that sounds like," she giggled, "but the truth is, after having this on all day, it does start to get a little sore," she told me.
"No, go right ahead," I responded, and then sat back watching her as she headed back down the small hallway to where her bedroom obviously was. Once again, I was taken back in time briefly, sitting there watching her head off back to her bedroom and had to smile at that. Unlike the previous time however, she soon reappeared, though I heard her coming a mile away as she was hopping as she did so.
I was surprised she was just as agile and nimble on one foot, as she had been on two, or rather one and her prosthesis. But what I wasn't prepared for was seeing her hop, and reemerge back into the living room. She had indeed changed, taking off her artificial leg, now wearing what appeared to be a pair of cut off sweat pants, her one good, still shapely leg now bare. But what caught my immediate eye, was the bounce of her still very full breasts as she came into the room. God forgive me for thinking it, but damn that looked sexy. And I was surprised, amazed, even ashamed at myself for sitting there thinking that. It was only too obvious she had removed her bra.
"That's pretty good!" I told her.
"What? That I can still get around on one leg as well as I do? Or where you commenting on the way my tits bounce up and down whenever I do that."
All I could do was sit there and shake my head. Carol was indeed still Carol. Maybe a lot of years had passed between us, and God knows what she herself had been through, but the fact of the matter was, she still had that same happy go lucky attitude she'd always had. Even with the loss of her own husband, not to mention her leg, it was obvious she had found comfort and peace with herself. It would have been far too easy to look on at life with a chip on her shoulder, or a pessimistic outlook on life. She had every reason to do so, and I found myself wishing I felt more like she obviously did.
"What can I say Carol? It's been a while since I've even seen a woman's breasts, and then you come in here bouncing away, sort of hard not to notice," I grinned at her trying to make light of the subject without wanting to sound like I was coming on to her either.
She did laugh at that however as she retook her seat there in front of me, her good leg quickly disappearing beneath her ass, which for a moment was a bit disconcerting as she sat there looking like she had no legs at all.
"Well, I'm sure they'd be a BIG disappointment to you now anyway, age...two kids, and gravity has finally caught up with them. They certainly wouldn't look anything like the way they did the last time you saw them," she reminded me. "God...and that was what? Eons ago now?"
"Maybe so, but from here, they still look pretty good to me," I said meaning it, not at all expecting what happened next after I had said that.
"I didn't figure that standing around inside my bedroom would eventually make you curious enough to come looking for me," she began. "Not this time anyway," she added, and then reached down grabbing the hem of her sweatshirt pulling it up and over her head in one fell swoop. Suddenly she was sitting there on the couch in front of me, her very mature, full rounded breasts bare before my eyes. Her nipples seemed larger that I remembered, even darker perhaps. But hell...that was years ago. No, they weren't nearly as perky as I remembered them being, a bit larger now in fact, certainly heavier against her chest, but I felt an all too familiar stirring in my groin, and one that wasn't exactly expected, or wanted. But...I couldn't deny the fact she looked sexy as hell sitting there the way she was either.
"Like I said," she stated looking across at me, only then reaching down to cup her breasts in her hands, lifting them up briefly before letting go. They fell heavily against her ribcage as she did. "Not quite the way you remember them now are they?"
"No...but they're certainly every bit as beautiful as they were then, if not even more so," I informed her, meaning it.
The fact I was now sitting there with an erection was a real dilemma for myself. On the one hand, I felt like even having one was some sort of a betrayal towards Karen. On the other, I couldn't deny the sudden surge of emotions I was again feeling either. Though I didn't dare act on them, nor make any movement towards doing so. Carol might have bared her breasts, but I didn't take that as an indication that she wanted anything more from me in having done so. Once again, my perspective was, we were two old friends, having a bit of good-natured fun with one another for old times' sake, and it wasn't anything more than that either.
I was actually a little relieved when she put her sweatshirt back on, once again covering her bare breasts. It tended to diffuse the sexual tension in the air that had become for each of us I think, a bit too awkward and uncomfortable. Though her next question to me made it even more so for a moment.
"Do you regret the fact we never did it? Made love I mean?" She now asked.
"Did I regret it back then? Yes...of course I did. But it's not like I thought about it all the time after that either," I told her, saying it in such a way as to let her know my guard was up for one thing, and that perhaps this conversation was going in a direction neither one of us really wanted to continue discussing.
"Funny how life can be isn't it?" She stated. "Not taking anything away from the lives we've lived with Karen and Dave, but it sort of makes you wonder how things might have turned out for each of us had we found a way to stick together back then. Maybe I'd still have my leg, and wouldn't be looked at weirdly by most men," she said looking directly into my eyes.
"Maybe so. But then neither one of us would have the beautiful kids we now have either would we?" I reminded her. Nor would I have been standing in the supermarket trying to decide between which two kinds of peanut butter to buy either I'd imagine. And because of that, that we could now be sitting here again after all these years, having enjoyed a nice delicious dinner, some conversation...and this not really very good red wine."
I had seen the semi hurt look in her eyes at my earlier comment, trying to once again turn the atmosphere back into one of friendship and lightheartedness. She headed me off however, still being a bit too serious.
"Look Jim, I know its way too soon to be thinking about much of anything. It's enough for me if we can at least be friends again. If that's all you want, all you can handle, I'm ok with that. Just as long as I know the truth, that it's not this...or how I look now, or what either one of us has lost. If in time..."
"Carol, you're just as beautiful in my eyes as you ever were, with or without the leg..."
"Or perky breasts?"
"Those too!" I laughed. "Though like I told you earlier, I think they're even more beautiful now than they were back then. And in fact, I wouldn't mind seeing them again sometime," I told her honestly.
"Oh? How about now then?" She asked, and before I could reply to that, she had once again removed the top she was wearing. Admittedly, this "yo-yo" thing with her sweatshirt was starting to get to me. Or rather peek-a-boob, if you want to call it that. Whatever game she/we were playing, was starting to have some kind of an effect on me.
I noticed then her nipples were even harder and longer than before. Now standing out like twin little soldiers at attention, and needing some to boot. Before I even realized it, I was standing. As was my dick, which became painfully obvious as I stood, only then looking down at myself and seeing it tented well out within my pants. Needless to say, Carol saw it too.
"Oh my!"
I didn't talk, I didn't respond except in the only way that I could, which surprised the two of us to be perfectly honest about it. I walked over lifting her up off the couch. She felt as light as a feather.
"Down the hall?"
She grinned, giggled, and even teared up a bit. "Yes."
I then carried my half naked captive down the short hallway towards her bedroom. Seeing an open door across the hall from the bath, I correctly assumed this was her room, entering moments later. Carol had a nice king sized bed, and as light as she really was, I almost unceremoniously tossed her down on it. She bounced, once again laughing, but then grew serious almost in an instant.
"You won't be...put off? Freaked out?"
"Does this look like I'm put off? Freaked out?" I said undoing my belt, my pants dropping down around my ankles in a second.
I never considered myself to have a large prick. Certainly a bit above average perhaps, but at the moment...it felt huge, and to me even looked huge. But then that perhaps comes with not having seen it look like this is quite some time either. Even Carol's eyes seemed to stare at it in disbelief, for a moment stroking my ego, though I now wanted her to stroke it with something a bit more physical than that.
"Can I tell you something a little naughty?" She asked.
"Go right ahead," I answered her, my dick throbbing, actually bobbing up and down a bit as I stood there next to the foot of her bed.
"Though missing a leg certainly has its disadvantages, not having one has a few surprising advantages as well. Would you like to see what those are?" she asked.
I can't say I was actually apprehensive or anything, a bit nervous perhaps not really knowing what to expect, or how she might actually look like totally naked. Up until now at least, I hadn't seen much, the majority of her protruding stump had remained hidden beneath the cuff of her shorts. As agile as she'd shown me to be before, without waiting for much of an answer, she simply rolled onto her back, her hands slipping off the garment with ease. With minimal effort, she used her one good leg to send her shorts flying, and suddenly she was totally revealed to me. Whatever expectations I might have had, or even remotely considered even in my subconscious, never came to fruition. All I saw was this gorgeous, sexy attractive woman lying there in front of me, completely naked. One long leg, one very short one, and the most beautiful pussy sitting there smiling at me, all pink and swollen, though that too was another surprise. The last time I had seen that, she had pubic hair, a thick dark patch of it. Now...all I saw was pink sweet puffy lips meeting my hungry gaze.
I think I actually drooled a little, catching a bit of spittle at the corner of my mouth as I all but dived into bed next to her. She squealed in delight as I did, pulling me next to her, my hands flying towards her breasts, her hand finding my stiff prick simultaneously. Even as we did all that, our lips and mouths came together with an urgency I hadn't expected. I fucked her mouth with my tongue as she in turn sucked it. Her nipples felt like hard little rocks as I tweaked them between my fingers, pulling though pinching them gently as her own hand squeezed my shaft like there was no tomorrow.
"Make love to me, and then fuck me." She said, though I failed to see the difference between the two at the moment. I was to learn later there was one. Rolling me over onto my back, she again amazed me with her agile nimbleness as she all but flew off the bed, straddling my torso, her sweet hot wet cunt wrapping around my dick like a hot-dog bun, not quite engulfing it inside herself. She slid up against me and then down, as I continued to hold onto her breasts like I'd never felt any before.
"God that feels good," she moaned wantonly.
It felt almost too good...and I wasn't even inside her yet. With age had come control, or at least some sense of mature coupling that had come with age and experience. At the moment however, I felt like that young teenage kid again, already fighting against loosing it too soon. She seemed to sense my concern, looking down into my eyes smiling as I strained against the sweet exquisite intensity that had gripped my entire soul.
"You're gonna cum the moment I put you inside me," she told me. "And you know what? I want you to." She added. "I want to feel your juice squirting inside my pussy, I want to feel for the first time what it's like to actually have you inside me. I want to pretend I'm that virgin again, and that I've never had a man's prick inside my cunt before. And then we're going to make love, slowly...until you grow nice and hard for me again. And after that...I'm going to show you what I meant earlier," she sighed. And in the next moment...she did exactly that.
I'll be the first to admit. I've had and known some pretty intense orgasms in my life, but this one seemed to fall into a category all by itself. The eruption and combination of simultaneous sensations seemed to short-circuit my senses for some reason. The slippery, hot wet slickness of Carol's pussy as I felt her instantaneously engulf my entire shaft in one fell swoop was one. Coupled with that, the firm grip, the sweet pulsating kiss of her cunt as it sucked me in. I felt the first powerful jettison of my spunk leap from the furthest depths of my entire being, but it wasn't like simply feeling the squirt, or the one after, or the one after that either. It was as though she was sucking them out of me, drawing them out with her will. All I know is, I saw stars, and then felt like I was amongst them as I emptied myself into her with what felt like not a series of powerful ejaculations, but one long continuous drawn out one that had no beginning, and no real end.



Even as I lay there beneath her, eventually regaining my senses, she was still moving up and down upon me, against me. Her pussy perhaps more wet, more drenched with our combined juices as they leaked out of her, saturating the two of us as well as the bed. The addition now of the slick messy sounds coming from beneath us, simply enhanced our continued coupling, even though I had just spent myself inside her only moments ago now. To my own surprise, I remained hard, hard enough at least to continue the coupling, within moments, feeling a surge of renewed vigor now filling my cock to even greater firmness.
"See? Told you..." she beamed reaching down to grasp me within her hand, not quite slipping me from within her, but balancing almost gracefully like a gymnast as she raised herself up, totally supported now by the strength of her arm as she lifted herself up.
"Holy shit!" I remarked looking at her as she hovered there for a moment suspended as she was.
"Now we fuck, and now...I get to show you what I learned to do," she told me.
I was already in awe of her obvious strength and balance, but if I thought her superhuman feat of balancing herself with one hand had been something, I was greatly mistaken. About the only way I can even begin to describe what she did next, is to compare her to one of those gymnasts you see doing a routine on a hobby-horse or pommel as we called them. Suddenly there she was, swinging herself around and about above me, using the strength in her arms in order to do so. And as she did, she kept me inside her, rotating about wildly, which for me was not only an interesting sensation, feeling my cock with her pussy rotating three hundred and sixty degrees inside, but watching her leg coming up and over my head, followed by her short little smooth stump. Oh yeah...and those breasts of hers, wildly swinging to and fro as well. Damndest thing I've ever seen...let alone felt before.
But like any Olympic champion, her routine ended as she eventually got winded. Though for a moment, I actually wanted to stand up and applaud.
"That's just one of my amazing feats," she informed me. "Amazing what one can do without the use of both limbs isn't it?"
I wasn't about to argue with that. I was amazed. And we soon put that newfound talent of hers to use in another position as well, though this one was my idea. Actually standing on her bed, with Carol leaning against the wall, I stood behind her. Leaning forward only slightly, it was a unique sensation to slip into her that way. The smoothness of her shortened leg just barely touching me off to one side as I slid inside her. One hand wrapped around that short leg, half holding, half lifting her in place. The angle uniquely different as we stood there together, my cock thrusting in and out of her slowly, yet continuously. My other hand once again coming around to grasp and fondle her magnificent breasts as we fucked yet for the third time in the evening. Something I again hadn't managed to do in more years than I could remember.
"Oh fuck, fuck Jim that's nice...that feels so damn good!"
I skewered her, thrusting in an out of that heavenly passage of hers wildly until I soon felt the beginnings of yet another intensely satisfying orgasm begin to manifest itself. Carol too sensed it, suddenly spinning off and away from me in a flash before I even knew what was going on.
Another first for us. Maybe it was the times back then. Who knows. She'd certainly given me some pretty amazing blowjobs back then while we'd been dating, but I'd never once ever cum in her mouth. Not like I was complaining or anything. She loved it when I squirted all over her tits, and I actually enjoyed doing that, seeing that. Especially when she rubbed it into them afterwards. But as I said, never once had I finished off in her mouth either.
Now...here she was, back down on her knees, (well sort of anyway) my rock-hard cock in her mouth, as she sucked it unlike I'd ever had it sucked before, including my wife Karen, though I wasn't thinking that at the time thankfully. All I knew was, this was again a totally new sensation to me, and I was in seventh heaven for the third time that night.
I felt her soft warm hand cup my balls, gently kneading them. Her other hand slow-stroking my prick up and down as she knobbed the head of my prick making sweet, decadent popping sounds with her lips as she pursed them around the head, pulling on it, before engulfing it all over again. I thought she was going to tear the head off...and in fact I wanted her to, as good as that felt.
"Fuck! Carol!"
All she did was moan happily, almost greedily around my cock head, urging me on. No further coaxing was needed. I felt the surge of my pleasure suddenly racing up the length of my shaft, seconds later my semen exploding inside her mouth as she swallowed vigorously in an effort to keep from drowning as I flooded her mouth with my seed. Even after she had pulled from my prick every last drop, she continued to suckle me, her lips just as sweet in their softer ministrations, her hands still gently fondling my cock and balls as I slowly sank to my own knees there in front of her, melting like an ice cream cone next to her there on the bed.
Now don't laugh. But I fell asleep going down on her, though not before she'd had one more nice naughty little climax before falling asleep herself that way. By morning, we were cozied up together there on her bed, me snuggled comfortably between her breasts, her smooth short leg which she used to actually caress my side with as we slowly woke up before ending up in the shower together.
"So...any plans for the day?" She asked.
It was Sunday. I was expected to show up for dinner at Rachel's house later that evening. And not that Rachel wasn't a good cook, because she was, but under the circumstances, I'd much rather spend time with Carol, especially as she once again stood there leaning against the wall in her shower as I so easily slipped inside her again, much like we had done there on her bed the evening before.
"Just fucking you," I told her. "Though I do need to make a quick phone call," I added.
She laughed at that. "Well, besides fucking me...and doing whatever else we decide to do...how about having dinner later as well? Only...I'd like to see your place this time."
"Ok," I said slowly trying to imagine what I might have in my nearly empty cupboards we could fix, not coming up with much. "We might have to stop at the store though...about all I really have is peanut butter and bread."
Once again she laughed. "Been a while since I've had one of those," she told me. "Got any Jam?"
Now it was my turn to laugh. "Yeah...two, Strawberry and Raspberry!"
#
As I'd expected, Rachel was a little concerned and worried when I called to let her know I wasn't coming over for dinner that evening, though I refused to tell her the reasoning behind that, simply telling her I was really tired and that I planned on going to bed early, which was the truth of course. Just not in quite the way she took its meaning to be. As fast as everything had happened, I wasn't quite ready to say anything to anyone yet. Especially as it was still too soon for Carol and I to honestly know where if anywhere, any of this was actually going. In all likelihood, it was nothing more than a healing encounter for the two of us, and wouldn't go much beyond that. And though the girls in particular had been pestering me to get out more, I don't think they meant for their old man to start shacking up with someone. Especially when they didn't know Carol from Adam, and had no idea as to the history behind the two of us. Something I wasn't quite ready to share with the two of them just yet, or even Pete for that matter, though I was confident he'd be just fine with whatever the old man decided to do. More like me in that way than either one of his two sisters were.
Unlike the previous night, our lovemaking had been soft and slow. Passionate yes, and though we did enjoy a few variations on the impossible to normally get into positions thingy, for the most part...we had normal mature adult old people sex.
It was wonderful.
We slept in Monday morning, though sleeping in for me was 8:30, which was about the time the two of us got up. Carol had hopped into the bathroom to take care of business as I headed into the kitchen to rustle up a feast. Which consisted of Orange juice, toast with jam this time, oh yes...and freshly brewed coffee. I had just finished popping in four more slices of bread into the toaster when the sound of the back door opening reached my ears. A little too late to do much of anything as Rachel suddenly came walking in. I guess I should have known better, but I honestly didn't think she'd come rushing over first thing Monday morning.
She was as surprised as I was.
"Note to self," I stated. "Either change the locks on the doors, or remind the kids to knock first before simply barging in."
I was naked as the day I was born. Thank god I didn't have an erection at least, hard enough to explain my standing there in the nude with four pieces of toast in my hand. But it wasn't my obvious nudity that caught my daughter's eye either...I had poured two glasses of orange juice which were sitting there on the table. She looked up with the question already forming inside her mouth when we both heard the sound.
Once again I thought about saying something, but it was already too late for that too. Carol came hopping into the kitchen as naked as I was.
I know it sounds weird perhaps. But seeing her do that is sexy as hell. In a kinky sort of way maybe, but I love it. Still...standing there as she came bouncing in, tits flying, my daughter standing just behind me, her father naked still holding onto four pieces of toast. All I could think of to say was.
"Care to stay for breakfast? Oh, and by the way...this is my friend Carol. Carol? This is my youngest daughter Rachel."
Now I don't know if it was the sight of Carols boobs bouncing in every direction at once, or her being naked, hopping around on one foot. Maybe a combination of the two perhaps that did it. But suddenly I burst out laughing. And then Carol did. After the shock of seeing the two of us standing there like that, Rachel soon joined in as well.
God it felt good to laugh like that again. Up until the point where my sides started aching anyway. Needless to say, Rachel declined my offer to stay for breakfast leaving soon after that. I figured she'd call her sister the moment she got home. But for the moment at least, it felt good to feel alive again.
#
I brushed the snow away from the marker on my wife's grave. A fitting reminder perhaps that it was now a year ago to the day since she passed away. Carol stood a short distance away, allowing me the moment alone with my wife.
"Well honey, I fulfilled my promise to you," I told her standing up now looking down. "At the time, I didn't think it was possible. But I guess you knew better didn't you? No, Carol will never take your place. And I guess I've learned that it is possible to love two people, maybe a little differently perhaps, in different ways. I will always love you Karen. There isn't a day that goes by that I don't think about you, or miss you. Can't help but wonder if you think of me, and miss me too. But...until then, until that time comes, thank you. Thank you for making me promise you what I did.
#
I don't know if Carol and I will ever take that next step. At our age, I'm not sure that marriage would be right for either one of us. And its funny how the girls have come to accept that Carol and I are simply living together now, though I honestly believe they prefer that over our getting married. Still looking out for their mother's interests I'm sure, though I never did tell them about the promise I had made.
They get along really well too. I've caught myself wondering on more than one occasion when I've seen the three of them all huddled up together, whispering. The girls with red faces, glancing over towards me...Carol with a bemused expression on hers, though she's not once told me what the three of them were talking about. And oddly enough, Bill, Kimberly's husband actually walked up to me a week ago, shook my hand, smiled, laughed and told me that whatever Carol had told her had made a big improvement in their love life.
Have no clue what that was. But I did notice she's been going without a bra a hell of a lot more lately than she ever did. Maybe it has a lot to do with that. I know for me, all Carol has to do is take off her clothes and stand there and run in place, well...you know what I mean. That's about all it takes and I'm suddenly in the mood.
We still go over once a month for Sunday dinner now. That's more to everyone's liking, and Carol and I take a turn at having everyone over as well. At least they do knock now before just barging in.
Good thing too. Some of the positions Carol and I enjoy getting into might be a little hard to explain. Let alone seeing.
Glad I kept that promise.
#
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I sat downstairs in the den watching one of the Saturday College football games on TV when I caught movement out of the corner of my eye. Looking up and out of the basement window, I saw what I knew to be my wife's still very shapely legs as she walked by on the driveway headed towards her car. Minutes ago I had heard her call downstairs to me, telling me she was about to leave, so wasn't surprised when I saw her already heading out without actually seeing her.
"So much for a kiss good-bye," I thought. But it had been like that for some time now between us. Even now I wondered, "Where and why had we lost it?"
Maxine...or rather "Max" as everyone called her, my wife of some twenty-two years now, was on her way for her Saturday workout with her girlfriend. Something she'd taken up doing a few months back. Though I had since learned...there was a lot more going on than her working out at the gym, though perhaps that's where it had all started early on. Even as I sat looking at the TV, not seeing it, I knew that she'd soon be getting a workout of an entirely different nature. And as yet...I still hadn't come to grips with that, or decided what I was going to do about it...if anything. I'd almost resigned myself to the fact that our relationship was what it was, and there was no sense trying to fix what could no longer be fixed. Which meant, either live with it, or like Maxine was, find something on the side to amuse myself with. Divorce for me at least, just wasn't part of the equation.
Max and I had always had a great sex-life. Well at least up until a couple of years ago anyway. Suddenly however, it just seemed to taper off, becoming less and less than what it once was. Now...I was lucky if we did anything at all, even once a month if that. Though looking back (and though she had twice now told me I was exaggerating) it had been two months since we'd even had intercourse. I refused to accept or count her quick "get me off" on Sunday morning hand jobs in the bathroom, which even then I had had to all but beg her to give me.
And it wasn't like I was totally out of shape or anything myself. Sure, the years had put on a few extra pounds, but I could still stand in front of the mirror in our bedroom and not look at myself in disgust. And I'd had one or two appreciative looks thrown my way from a couple of women at work too. Though I was now becoming more and more tempted to act on those possibilities myself. So I knew it wasn't that. All I could think of, was that our sex-life had gotten "predictable" perhaps, something we'd both allowed to happen. The problem was, when the sex actually did get boring and predictable, neither one of us said or did anything to change that. Now... Max had obviously found some on the side excitement, and she was well past the stage of feeling guilty about it. I'd have probably never even known if I hadn't accidentally overheard a conversation between her and her girlfriend a couple of month's back. After that, I was aware, took note of the changes in her demeanor, not to mention the way she was dressing, somewhat sexily again. And that was with her just supposedly going to the gym to work out.
I was past the stage of being angry really, or hurt about it myself. The way I saw it, I was just as much to blame as she was. Allowing things to get to the point that they had. As they say, it takes two to tango. And I hadn't been much of a good dancer myself lately.
Still.
Added to the complication of all that, was the fact we really didn't have a lot of private time to ourselves to enjoy one another the way we once did. Though our fraternal twins, Jared and Stacy had graduated from high school two years ago, both were still living at home in order to keep the expenses down. Not that we didn't mind them still living there, but at one point I'd actually found myself looking forward to their living away from home. Something I'd hoped would have given Max and I more time...well, a lot more personal time to share with one another anyway. Obviously that hadn't really happened. One or both of them was usually always around. So the spontaneity of getting it on in some other area of the house besides the bedroom, or even occasionally the bathroom, didn't fit into our plans for predictability and boredom either.
Hearing excitement on the TV, my attention was drawn back towards it. One of the teams had just scored, though for a moment I had no idea who had. Simultaneously, commotion upstairs in the kitchen alerted me to the fact that one of the twins was up and about, and obviously about to head out for the day as well. Though I had no idea which one it was.
Though twins, Jared and Stacy were about as opposite as night and day. Jared had played football in high school himself. At just over six feet, he was not only tall but also well proportioned otherwise, and had been very popular with the girls in school. Though up until a year or so ago, he'd been shy, quiet and reserved, unlike his twin sister. Stacy on the other hand had always been outgoing. Perhaps more so than either her mother or I would have liked. "Free Spirited" we called her, even as a young girl, always getting into mischief. And then much later as an adult teenager, exploring her sexuality, and sensuality in ways that had me wanting to pull out my hair. Not quite as tall as her brother, though just a couple of inches shorter than he was, she also had long dark hair falling well past her shoulders. Jared on the other hand was more blonde than brunette, a mixture of the two perhaps, more like the coloration of his mother's hair, with Stacy taking after me. Thankfully she had her mother's looks though. Looking more like a much younger version, though there were times that people that they ran into thought the two of them to actually be sisters.
Being a "dad", I had to constantly tell myself not to look at my own daughter in certain ways, though she made that almost impossible to do at times with some of the provocative outfits she enjoyed wearing. One thing she hadn't inherited exactly was her mother's breasts. Now don't get me wrong. Max had great looking tits (though it had been a while since I'd actually seen them). A large B cup, though still nicely shaped and proportioned even now. Stacy on the other hand was fairly well endowed. A couple of sizes larger than her mother was at least, and as I said...much to my chagrin, she tended to enjoy showing them off more than I would have cared for her to do. But she was after all now twenty-one, certainly an adult, and responsible to herself now for what she wore out in public. She didn't dress like a slut or anything like that, but she certainly enjoyed showing her breasts of to their best advantage. Something I was only too aware of whenever she had leaned over in front of me for one reason or another. It was a constant battle for me to tear my eyes away rather than to continue to sit there and look at her.
Moments later I heard the back door slam shut. Looking up once again, I soon saw Jared's legs as he passed by the basement window headed out towards his car. So now I knew at least that it was only Stacy and I who were still home, and wondered how long before she herself would be heading out for the day, once again leaving me home alone.
In a weird twisted way. I was actually looking forward to that. Max might be off to enjoy her "tryst" with god knows who...something I even then realized I was simply accepting as a stage Max was going through for whatever reason. The fact I could find myself horny as well, though not currently having any sort of outside relief from that beyond my own hand. Well...for the moment at least, I was accepting of that too. Which meant as soon as Stacy cleared out, I'd paw through my stash of dirty movies and find one that interested me, sit back...and stroke off a little anxiety and some much needed tension relief.
But before I even thought about doing that, I needed to get something to eat and settle my stomach first too. Already it grumbling, reminding me I was hungry as I stood up and slowly made my way up the stairs towards the kitchen.
When I entered the kitchen I literally froze in my tracks! Across the way from me, Stacy stood in the open doorway of the refrigerator bending over. It was obvious she was scrounging around inside looking for something to eat as well. That in and of itself wasn't what seized me. What did, was that she was wearing nothing more than a tiny white thong, so her twin ass cheeks were totally bare to me. But to make things even worse, she was also wearing a very large, cut off sweatshirt that had been cut around her midriff. Hanging open as it was as I stood behind her, her full firm breasts dangled downwards enticingly as she rummaged about inside the fridge.
Once again I found myself playing the "you should tear your eyes away from those things" game. Though I allowed another three seconds or so of guilt free enjoyment before my conscious kicked in. And though she was certainly old enough to wear whatever she felt was appropriate, or in this case at least, highly inappropriate for being around me, I swallowed my intention of telling her so. Instead, I merely made her aware of my unexpected presence.
"Hungry? Me too!"
Though startled a little at my sudden appearance, Stacy merely stood up, not at all concerned that she'd given her father quite an unexpected show of her back end, though I didn't thing she realized as she stood up, that her breasts had been nearly as exposed as her ass had been. Growing up, Maxine and I had both treated the various states of dress, or undress as natural and healthy, never trying to hide our own nudity from the kids, though not going out of the way to exactly flaunt it either. Our intent had been to bring them up in such a way that they weren't ashamed or inhibited as far as that went. I stood there wondering if we'd been a bit too liberal in our beliefs. Stacy didn't act or seem at all embarrassed or shy about the way she was currently dressed standing in front of her father. Though it wasn't the first time I had seen her as scantily dressed as she was now. It's just that she was a woman now, fully developed and mature. And the fact I'd been contemplating jerking myself off here at some stage didn't help much.
"How about I fix us some scrambled eggs and toast?" She asked. "A lot easier to fix for two than just for myself," she added.
I was certainly up for that, but I was starting to feel "up" in another way as well, and quickly took a seat at the kitchen table, pouring myself a fresh cup of coffee first, and then angling towards it before sitting down so as not to embarrass myself or Stacy. She on the other hand went about preparing our simple breakfast, not giving any further thought (though had she even considered it in the first place?) towards her current state of dress as she began doing so.
I decided to try and make small talk with her in the hopes that my rapidly escalating member might simply go away.
"So punkin' what's on your agenda for today?"
Stacy stood at the stove scrambling some eggs in a pan after having popped four slices of bread in the toaster. The fact she had done so with her twin ass cheeks staring at me was of no moment to her. And I found myself sitting there staring at my daughters very gorgeous ass as I asked her the question.
"You really want to know?" she asked turning around with the frying pan in her hand as she scooped out two equal portions of eggs onto our plates. Once again I was now staring down the front of her bulky sweatshirt. Hints of her somewhat darker colored nipples winking at me as I glanced down the front of her shirt, though only for a fraction of an instant as I looked back up into her face just as her eyes met mine. She had a quirky smile on her face, and I wondered for a moment if she'd caught me looking at her, but she continued.
"I'm meeting Charlene at the mall later this afternoon. They're having a big sale at Victoria's Secret, lots and lots of sexy new bras, thongs and panties, thought we'd go down and have a look around. Why? You want to come with?" She asked not actually meaning it of course, but enjoying my sudden discomfort at the thought of that, though I again had to wonder and ask myself, "Had she seen me peeking?"
"Ah no...thanks," I said sheepishly forking myself a healthy mouthful of eggs. "Was just wondering," I added almost whispering now feeling a whole lot more uncomfortable than I had been earlier. Stacy laughed however, amused by our conversation, obviously aware of my embarrassment. Though she quickly tried changing the subject, and oddly enough, not in a direction I was happy about her taking either.
She took a sip of her orange juice eyeing me over the rim, and then as though asking me about the weather in the same tone of voice I might have expected, she said, "So dad...what's up with you and mom anyway?"
"What do you mean?" I asked nearly choking on the mouthful I was trying to swallow.
"You know what I mean. Are you and mom planning on getting a divorce?"
I was glad I had just swallowed, or I might have choked. "Whatever gave you that idea?" I asked pretending that nothing was wrong.
"Oh, maybe that you and mom aren't doing the nasty anymore for one thing. And don't tell me you are either. I overheard her talking to Aunt Susan a week ago. Mom told her the two of you hadn't done much of anything for several months now. What's up with that?"
So...she was as aware of it as I was. But the fact she had actually told her sister about our lack-luster love life wasn't good news either. As much as I liked Susan, ever since her divorce a few years back, she'd been hanging around, flirting and coming on to me a whole lot more than I would have liked. Maxine thought it was funny, as did Susan I think. But I never quite knew how to act around the two of them whenever they got together. And especially when Susan started flirting with me whenever Maxine wasn't around to notice.
Point was...I didn't know what to say to Stacy. Obviously she knew the facts. And worse, it now appeared she knew a lot more than what she was telling me on top of all that.
"You know dad, it's not healthy for you to be going without."
That made me chuckle in spite of the rather bizarre conversation we were suddenly having.
"Oh? And you're an expert on that?" I shot back.
"At least I'm happy," she responded. "Seriously...if you and mom are tired of doing the nasty together, maybe you should at least hook up with someone who is...like maybe Aunt Susan!"
That response surprised me, and this time I really did spew out my coffee, which I'd just sipped.
"Jesus Stacy!" I spat as I likewise spilled the rest of my coffee all over the table. Stacy stood up in order to fetch some paper towels. That damn ass of hers filling my eyes as she did. Even as she sauntered back with the roll handing it to me, she said, "You have any idea who it is mom's sleeping with?"
"No!" I said simply, confirming no doubt that I did know as I began mopping up my spilled coffee off the table. "And I'm not sure I want to know either. Our problems are ours to work out...if we can. But regardless of that, in answer to your previous question, divorce as far as I'm concerned is out of the question!"
"So even though mom's fucking someone else...you're willing to live with the situation the way that it is?"
It's not like I hadn't heard the word before, and even on occasion out of her own mouth, though never pointedly directed towards me. Still, it was a bit odd hearing her use it in this context.
"Ok, we're having a few problems admittedly, and yeah...maybe mom is seeing, someone. But I don't think it's serious, or she'd have approached me by now about moving out. I do think she's just trying to find away to have some pleasure, which unfortunately at the moment...isn't with me."
"So? Like I said before then. Maybe you should start doing the same thing. Not healthy for you to go without for so long. And I don't think jerking off all the time is any substitute for that either! Trust me...I know!"
Only then did I realize that Stacy too had in fact broken up with her long time boyfriend of several years only recently. At one point, Maxine and I had thought she was about to be proposed to, though we were both glad when it didn't come about, as we wanted to see her finish her education first before she even considered doing that. For several days, she had in fact mopped about the house driving everyone nuts, and then just as quickly almost overnight, resigning herself to the situation perhaps, once again acting like her old self. Though hearing now that my own daughter obviously masturbated wasn't something I was quite prepared to stand there and hear coming out of her mouth. New visions suddenly filling my head briefly. My cock involuntarily lurching with the sudden interest upon hearing that. Once again, I had to take my mind broom out and sweep everything away before I stood there thinking on it any further.
We managed to get through the next few minutes without making it any worse than it already was. After cleaning up, Stacy announced she was headed upstairs to dress and head off to the mall to meet up with her girlfriend.
"Well, go back down to your den, enjoy your...game," she said grinning at me. "Or whatever else it was you planned on enjoying," she added. "But just so you know...even if you're not curious, I am. So...if I do find out who it is mom's been sleeping with, I'll let you know...unless of course you'd really rather not."
"I wish you wouldn't," I informed her. "But even if you do...keep it to yourself. We'll find a way to work this all out one way or the other, and the last thing I need is to muddy up the waters even more so than they are already."
"Suit yourself," Stacy told me, and then scurried upstairs to her room. I stood below her at the landing watching her go. I allowed myself the defiance at staring at my daughter's tight sweet ass as some form of recompense for my own failures perhaps, not to mention my lack of having any sort of sex-life beyond my own hand. Watching her finally disappear, I noticed just before she did that she paused briefly at the top of the stairs looking down, and then reached down yanking her sweatshirt up and over the top of her head. For the briefest of moments, I saw her exquisite bare breasts before she disappeared from view.
"Fuck me!" I said to myself, and then headed back down towards my den.
**
Several days passed. Same old routines, same old problems. I found myself trying to lose myself at work getting home later and later every night. Finally it was Wednesday night. Max's night at her weekly book club. I knew she'd already be gone by the time I got home, as was usually the case. And as expected, she'd left a note for me to that extent, along with a mention about dinner waiting for me in the microwave.
I poured a glass of wine and sat down waiting for the timer to go off on my dinner. The house was quiet once again as it usually was on Wednesdays. Jared no doubt off with his friends, and Stacy too for that matter, until I heard the sound of her car pulling up into the drive. I certainly hadn't expected to find her coming home so soon, and actually found myself looking forward to seeing her...seeing someone anyway. And then she barged through the back door without so much as a glance in my direction, storming through the kitchen straight on past me and up stairs to her room without so much as a word of hello.
"Shit! Now what?"
As curious as I was, I knew better than to go chasing after her. Whatever it was that was bothering her, she'd either share it in her own sweet time, or get over it almost as quickly. That's usually the way she responded to things like that. I knew that her ex boyfriend had called her a couple of times in the past week or so. It was evident he was trying to patch things up with her, though so far she'd declined doing that. I half suspected it had something to do with him, and no doubt whatever argument they had gotten into earlier, had no doubt sent her home in a huff.



But like I said I knew better than to try and approach her whenever she got into one of those "moods" of hers. The problem for me was...I was in sort of a "mood" myself, and had been looking forward to a nice long, leisurely stroke off downstairs in the den. I'd actually tempted fate a little, testing the waters so to speak at work earlier in the day, which had gotten me aroused and had kept me there. Brenda, who shared an office with me, had been the one to start up what eventually became first and foremost a reasonably good friendship at work. From there it had escalated slightly into some flirtatious teasing, joking around without getting really serious. Equals in status, and neither one of us over the other, it was easy to lapse into this comfortable flirtatious easy-going relationship with one another. Occasionally going out to lunch, and twice now actually attending conventions. It had been at the last one we'd both gotten a little tipsy at the cocktail party after the meeting, and had come very close to ending up in bed together.
Now today, at work, she'd flirted, I'd flirted back a bit more than usual. That had led to a couple of dirty jokes, some laughter, and a touch here and there. We'd ended the day emailing one another back and forth, sharing a few private thoughts, fantasies. I'd ended up riding down the elevator with an erection, one that she'd seen and taken notice of as we left together. She'd given me a big smile, and a quick affectionate little caress on the way down. I decided then and there, if things progressed I just might let it happen.
Now, sitting alone down in the den, horny as all get out, I was nervous about Stacy's being home unexpectedly, somewhat spoiling my plans. But knowing she was upset, pissed off...she'd no doubt spend the entire evening upstairs in her bedroom, which was usually the case. And though I was nervous about her being home, it was also decadently exciting too. Wicked in another way that I couldn't quite explain to myself. Only that sitting there with a massive hard on, needing some much needed relief, the thought of jerking myself off downstairs in the den, and not locked behind the door of the bathroom, well...that just seemed to be the double shot of espresso that I was looking for.
Funny how it felt. Even just taking my cock out while sitting there in my large comfy chair. I'd initially intended to get entirely naked, now with Stacy home, even though she was all the way upstairs, I didn't dare risk it. Additionally, I had also decided against turning on the TV, slipping in a porn movie to watch. In fact, as I sat there slowly stroking my cock, I was l glad that I didn't. It was a throwback to older times, and I found myself enjoying it even more. I was using my imagination, thinking back to the day, recounting the real moments that Brenda and I had actually had, and then adding a bit of spice to that, making the fantasy even more erotic, more nasty as I continued working my cock up and down. I was using the juice that was dripping out of the head of my dick to further tease myself with, so lost in the pleasurable sensations that I had lost track of my surroundings. Which was about the time I was treated to the surprise of my life.
"Here, why don't you let me help you with that?"
The first thing that happened of course was that my eyes popped open along with my mouth, though no words came out. They sort of got stuck somewhere down in the pit of my stomach. The second thing was that I actually tried to hide the fact I was sitting there jerking off, which seemed rather silly under the circumstances. But the third thing was, aside from the presence of my daughter now standing directly in front of me, was the fact that she herself was...entirely naked.
"Stacy?" I heard myself asking as though she wasn't really there, perhaps hoping in a way that she really was just a mirage, and not really standing there.
Silly me.
She walked over then, taking a seat in my lap, my hands still sandwiched beneath the two of us as I used them in some feeble effort to cover, and now protect myself from the touch of her too near...too beautiful pussy. The sight of which only then registered in my head. I mean I had seen her standing there naked, but it was like my brain didn't fully register the sight for a moment. All the circuits suddenly on overload, taking a moment more than usual to process the information. But like I said, by then...she was sitting in my lap, her luscious breasts only inches away, hard firm nipples pointing at me. And then I saw her somewhat smeared eyeliner and knew she'd been crying. And even with my daughter naked, sitting in my lap, it was daddy time.
"What's wrong honey? Why are you down here...uh, like this?"
"I don't want to talk about it...not now anyway. But what I do want...is for you to fuck me daddy. Right now! Please?"
Talk about being between a rock and a hard place. Only this was the rock-hard tips of her breasts looking at me, the hard place which my hands were still trying their level best to keep concealed, though even then Stacy was grinding herself against me, my knuckles now being caressed by the slippery softness of her bare cunt. Again, an image suddenly popping into my head, because though I had looked at her, I hadn't really seen her until now, actually looking down between us. Sure enough, her pussy was bare, her puffy swollen lips now pressed against the top of my hands as she slid herself back and forth against them as though urging me to remove my hands. I knew the moment I did that, all would be lost.
"Stacy...I'm your dad...we can't, we shouldn't."
"Shut up and fuck me!" She said again, even more urgently, more demandingly, now reaching down, forcing my own hands away, placing them on her soft full tender breasts as she did. "Touch my tits, play with them play with me," she now added desperately, hotly...using a tone of voice I had never heard her use before. And all the while, that slick, juicy pussy now resting directly against my shaft, still sliding up and down, back and forth, her twin lips licking my prick like a pair of hot hungry mouths.
It felt too fucking good.
And in the next instant, I was balls deep inside my own daughter's cunt.
**
In the back of my head, I knew there would be repercussions, remorse, and regret. The big three as I called them. From the time that the kids were little, Maxine and I had tried very hard to instill those three words into the kid's daily life. We'd always told them before they acted on anything out of anger, that the Three R's and later the Big Three, as we referred to them, would come back to haunt them every time. But at the moment, I was thinking with my dick rather than my senses. And I certainly wasn't thinking about the Three R's. Like they say, "Easier said than done!" The fact that Stacy's breasts filled my hands as I sat there tweaking her nipples, pulling on them, rolling them around as she rocked gently back and forth against me, mewling pleasurably chased away the "Big Three", at least for the moment.
I had had a vasectomy some years back when Max and I had decided with the arrival of the twins, we had no desire for any more children. But I also knew that Stacy too was on the pill and had been for a number of years now. So the question never came up, or was necessary in discussing as I began to feel what I knew would soon be the generous eruption of my cock spurting off inside my little girl. Though her tits reminded me immediately that she wasn't quite so little any more. It was then that I felt this sudden gush of juice saturating my cock and balls, Stacy's cry of pleasure telling me she was in the throes of climax herself as she mashed herself down upon me, grinding against me even harder now. It was all I could do to hold back and keep from emptying myself inside her right there and then, but somehow I managed it.
As though sensing my own pending climax, seconds later Stacy was off me like a shot, now kneeling before me, spreading my legs even wider a part, and suddenly engulfing my entire prick with her mouth.
"Stacy..." I said softly, almost fearfully. But all she did was look up into my eyes, her mouth wrapped around my cock as she smiled, sucking it. And then I felt the explosion. Seconds later I was emptying my entire soul into my daughter's mouth.
**
She was still kneeling on the floor licking the last traces of my glorious spending, though the three R's had returned, now chasing away all the naughty nastiness I'd allowed myself to feel.
"Stacy, please baby...we need to talk."
"Yes...we do daddy. And you're going to listen to what I have to say first. After that, we're going to fuck again...over there on the couch. Now...here's what I have to tell you," she began.
I sat there listening to her, dumbfounded by what she had to tell me.
To be continued...
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"I followed mom," she began. Her rush into the house earlier, the obvious anger and frustration on her face had had nothing to do with her ex-boyfriend. I now knew she had discovered who my wife's lover was, though I once again immediately headed her off.
"I told you Stacy, I don't want to know."
"Fine. I won't tell you who then - but I will tell you this. Aunt Susan's in on it. I followed mom to her place, obviously she's offered her home as a place for the two of them to meet. And to be honest with you daddy, I wouldn't doubt that she's not involved with the two of them herself!"
The fact that Maxine had gone over to her sister's place, instead of where she was supposed to be, at her weekly book club, said it all. Even then, I didn't want to hear any more, didn't want to actually be confronted with the truth. I'd just fucked my own daughter, and at the moment I was still trying to come to terms with that.
Though Stacy had continued to kneel on the floor between my legs, her hand still lightly wrapped around my prick, it had wilted like a flower after a first frost. Though suspecting my wife's infidelity was one thing, actually having it confirmed still sliced into me like a knife. The fact I had just fucked my own daughter didn't help matters much either. If anything, I saw it as only complicating the entire situation, making it even worse. I half wished as I sat there that I'd taken Brenda up on her offer and met her at the motel. Had I done that, then perhaps none of this would have happened. Though I also realized, Stacy would have found away to tell me about her discovery even then. Only she wouldn't be naked, kneeling on the floor still fondling my dick perhaps.
"I'll deal with your Aunt Susan at a later time," I informed her. "If she is involved, and if she has indeed been allowing your mother and her lover to use her place for their rendezvous, then that's something she's going to be held accountable for. But like I said honey, until your mom and I can agree to sit down and discuss all this rationally, until then...I don't want to drag everyone else into this and make it even worse. Bad enough that..."
"I know what you're going to say...but don't," she told me suddenly standing up. "I fucked you because I wanted to. And not because I wanted to get even with mom for what she's doing. Believe it or not daddy, I came to this decision some time ago. I knew you and mom were having problems long before I even began to suspect she was sleeping with anyone. I saw the hurt in your eyes every time she left the house without kissing you good-bye. Or the way she suddenly started dressing sexy again...but obviously not for you. That's when I made up my mind to sleep with you myself, and would have before now. Only I knew that had I approached you, you'd never have allowed this to happen. I had to find the right moment, the right time to do this."
As much as I had admittedly enjoyed it, the Three R's were wracking my emotions considerably. "Regardless of what just happened Stacy, it still doesn't make it right, or even make it the right time. It wasn't, we shouldn't have..."
Once again Stacy headed me off. "Didn't you enjoy it?" She asked standing there in front of me looking down. It was hard talking to her, looking at her as she stood there. A grown woman now...more woman than I'd been with in a while anyway, with a near flawless body that she'd been only too happy to share with me. And only too happy to allow me to continue to look at as well. Though there was really no other place to avert my eyes at the moment either. My hormones and emotions already processing this new stimulating information, though I myself hadn't as yet realized that. Her beautiful bare breasts hanging there against her ribcage, nipples still hard, pointed and inviting. The taut swell of her tummy, the smoothness of her skin as I allowed myself to briefly glance once again down between her legs. Her lips, still a bit puffy, swollen from our recent fucking. And then I felt my prick throb. She glanced down seeing it, smiling once again.
"You did didn't you! So why don't you just admit that you did?"
"Ok, I admit it. I enjoyed it. It was nice. Fuck Stacy...it was better than nice, it was fucking unbelievable. There! I said it. But just because it was..."
"You're still going to fuck me again," she said holding out her arm towards me."
"Stacy no."
I heard myself saying, speaking the words. But I felt my prick twitch once again. Stacy knew I was struggling, and she knew damn well what I was struggling against.
"I'll give you three new R's to fight back against the three you're dealing with," she told me. "Revenge..." she said grinning. And...and... ah, Randiness," she added looking down at my rapidly stiffening cock. Though she now struggled for a third one to come up with. Her eyes suddenly opening wide as she lifted up her hands, cupping her own breasts, grinning down lustfully towards me. "And really...really, nice tits!"
Her effort made me laugh, I couldn't help myself. Her boldness was typical Stacy, though seeing her standing there in front of me in the nude was a bit bolder than I would have preferred. Still, she had in one swift moment lightened the mood, though standing there cupping her own breasts, now fingering her taut hard nipples had caught me momentarily off balance.
And then the phone rang.
I reached over grabbing it off the end table. "Hello?"
"Brad? Just wanted to call you and tell you I'll be home late. We're enjoying the book we're currently reading, and decided to extend our discussion for a couple of hours. So...don't wait up for me."
She didn't even bother waiting for a response. "Good-bye," she then said. And the phone went dead in my hand. I looked up at my daughter. The frown had returned to her face.
"That was your mother. She said she'll be home late," I told her. "Their book review, it would seem...is real interesting."
"I'll bet," Stacy said now crossing her arms over the front of her breasts. "I bet mom and Aunt Susan are reviewing it in depth right now in fact," she told me looking at me sternly.
I stood up, replacing the phone back in its cradle. I then turned towards her, my belt already undone, zipper down. It was easy to allow my pants to fall down around my ankles a second later. Stacy's eyes lit up, the smile returning to her face.
"Lay down baby girl. Daddy's going to fuck you silly."
**
Both Thursday and Friday came and went without further incidents, though that was partially due to work, school schedules and the like. Both Jared as well as Stacy had part-time jobs, so that left the evenings alone for both Max and I. As usual, we sat silently through dinner, and then watching TV. After the news, as was typical of late, Maxine excused herself and wandered upstairs to bed. As was also usual for me, I remained behind watching the Tonight Show, though my thoughts were elsewhere.
I had indeed fucked my daughter again. Twice later on that night downstairs in my den. I had already determined that the mistake had been made, "So might as well enjoy it since I have," I had thought. Reality would sink in soon enough the following day, after which, I'd put my foot down and not allow things to get out of hand again the way that they had.
But I couldn't help sitting there remembering either. Stacy had the silkiest, slickest, creamy-good pussy I'd ever fucked before. She had indeed spread herself out down on the couch, one leg propped up on the back rest, the other wrapped around my torso as I drove into her repeatedly. I had literally fucked her three-ways to Sunday, and then back again. We had ended the evening with me going down on my daughter, licking that sweet tasting pussy of hers, sucking the juice out of her cunt until she exploded with an ear-shattering climax that for a moment I thought might burst out the windows.
Like a rag doll, I had carried her upstairs afterwards to her bedroom and slipped her into bed, tucking her in just like I used to do when she was little. She had the same beautiful smile on her face that I remembered seeing back then. As I started to stand up again, Stacy threw her arm around my neck, drawing me back down, giving me an affectionate kiss. Though this too was a bit more intimate than I had ever shared with her.
"Good night daddy. Sweet dreams. I know I will!"
And with that, I turned around, still naked...and walked from her room.
I had of course been a bit nervous, and agitated the following day. I was worried about what Stacy might do or say, though I had pleaded with her to do nothing and let me eventually handle it. Reluctantly she had promised...not to "say" anything as she put it. But that was as far as she was willing to go. I knew my daughter however. So it was like waiting for the other shoe to drop. I knew that eventually in time...it would. But until then, all I could do was hope, and think about what I was soon going to have to do about all this.
The first thing however was to put out the small fire I had started at work. I had a much bigger fire at home to deal with now, and I didn't need to spread myself thin trying to deal with all the additional stress. Needless to say, Brenda wasn't too happy when I told her that I was sorry...but that I had had a moment of weakness, and that it just wasn't a good idea for the two of us to continue on the way we had been.
I found myself missing our emails that afternoon as well as the following day. But, it was for the best under the circumstances.
Friday night I had climbed the stairs up to our bedroom. As was usually the case by now, Max was laying on her side facing away from my side of the bed. And as she'd begun doing a while back, I also noticed she was again wearing a pair of pajamas, something she didn't used to do, sleeping naked even during the winter months.
I stood there looking down at her, watching her breathe, wondering if she was in fact really asleep. A few months back I had found myself standing here just like I was now. Only then Maxine still slept naked, even though we hadn't done much of anything for several weeks now. I was horny, though I'd approached her earlier in the evening, receiving a "Not tonight Brad, I'm too tired," response from her. So...there I stood, looking down at my sexy wife, horny...cock in hand. I had carefully pulled back the covers in an effort not to wake her. Standing there staring down at her body. Unlike now however, she had slept on the opposite side of the bed from where she slept now. I stood there admiring her body, her smaller, but still wonderfully beautiful tits. I stood stroking my cock, jerking off, enjoying at least the pleasure of seeing my wife.
I guess the coolness of the night air, even though it was summer time had gradually wakened her. With a start, she opened her eyes, saw me standing next to the bed jacking off.
"What the fuck do you think you're doing?" She had asked me.
It was shortly after that, Maxine had started wearing pajamas to bed. I hadn't seen her totally naked again since.
And...I was horny again. Images of my daughter still haunted my thoughts. As much as I had chastised myself for what had happened, the vows I'd already made to myself so that they wouldn't happen again, still didn't take away the delicious, sensual memories I now had. Mixed in with those, the past passionate times I had also enjoyed with my wife.
But I wasn't about to stand there and make the same mistake I'd previously made either.
"Fuck this!" I said to myself silently, and then just as quietly, slipped into the bathroom to undress, throwing on my bathrobe, and then from there heading back down the stairs towards the den.
**
As an afterthought, I had grabbed the bottle of baby-oil from beneath the bathroom sink, taking it with me downstairs. Rather than shuffle through the few porn movies I had looking for one to immerse myself in, I turned on the TV, selected a cable channel that I knew would be showing hot erotic movies. I needed something I could lose myself, in, something I could sit there and look at, enjoy a much needed jerk off, and then hopefully after that, be relaxed enough to go to sleep.
Maybe it was fate, Karma, or whatever, but wouldn't you know it? When the movie came on that was well under way, the first thing I saw was an older man, older than I was...but still older. Especially when you saw the very young looking woman who was currently riding his cock, her large breasts bouncing wildly as she looked into the camera. Her eyes had this sultry, wanton, decadent look to them. She was obviously enjoying the guy's dick inside her as she rode it. For a millisecond, I thought about finding something else to watch, it was too close to home. But then as I'd already paid for it, it didn't make much sense to go looking for something else. Besides, I didn't plan on being here all that long. At least the young woman had blonde hair and didn't look at all like my daughter. The problem was, watching them, reminded me of that, and I found myself thinking about that, seeing Stacy, even though I was staring at the TV.
I poured a liberal dose of baby-oil into the palm of my hand and then wrapped that around my hard stiff cock. It felt good...once again reminding me of Stacy's sweet slick pussy. Though I was staring at the young blonde's cunt as the older gentleman filled it with his thick fat cock, I was again seeing Stacy's and not hers. I tried shaking the thought from my head, but the feel of my own hand sliding up and down my shaft, was too similar of a reminder to the way my daughter's pussy had felt as I'd slid in and out of her, fucking there on the couch. Which I now looked at instead of the TV, once again lost in the memories of the previous night.
It was at that moment I caught a shadow of movement out of my peripheral vision. I thought in that instant that perhaps Maxine had gotten up out of bed and come down stairs for some reason. Already my hands moving towards the folds on my robe in order to close it, which is when I then heard the all too familiar giggle.
"Oh for heaven's sakes daddy, don't bother. Who'd you think it was? Mom?"
"Jesus Stacy!" I said once again, as this trick of hers, showing up out of nowhere was starting to get a bit spooky. "I wish you'd quit doing that!" I added though I let go of my robe and the effort to close it. After all, what was the point?
She laughed, now coming over to stand in front of the TV, effectively blocking my view though it wasn't the TV I was worried about. At least she was dressed this time.
"Saw the flickering light from the TV through the window. Figured you were down here, and then figured what you were most likely doing this time of night too," she added still giggling.
"Aren't you still supposed to be at work?" I asked. I glanced over at the clock next to the TV, it read just a little past midnight.
"Got off early tonight. Thought I'd come home, see if I couldn't get off early here too," she grinned. Her hands were already busy unbuttoning her blouse.
Suddenly it was de'ja'vu all over again. "Stacy..."
"Shhh...unless you want to wake mom," she told me as her blouse came away in her hands.
"That's the point," I said unable to take my eyes off her as she now reached around behind herself as she began to undo her bra. A new one I noticed, black with delicate wisps of white lace around the cups. It looked sexy as hell on her, and she noticed my looking at it. She held off removing the bra, and now smiled.
"Like it? It's one of the new one's I got at Victoria Secret last weekend."
"It's very pretty," I said coming to my senses. "But..."
Her hands went back behind herself. "No buts," she told me. "The way I see it, you only have two options here. One...you can fuck me again. Though I do want you to lick my pussy like you did the other night first. Two? Well, if you don't...or won't, then I'll march right up to mom's bedroom, wake her up and tell her I know who it is she's been sleeping with. So daddy...which one's it going to be?"
I didn't see that I really had much of a choice. And it was evident that the other shoe had now fallen. For the moment at least, I once again allowed myself to cave in to Stacy's desires...and now my own. But it was a sudden reminder that this couldn't continue to go on forever like this either. I was going to have to act, one way or the other...and soon.
"Well? So which one's it going to be?" She asked once again as her bra now slipped down her arms. She tossed it casually off to one side. I made one last feeble attempt before I succumbed to what I already knew I was going to.
"What if your mother wakes up, comes down stairs and finds us?" I asked.
"I don't care. In fact daddy...I actually hope she does. I'd love to see the look on her face!"
That was a look and a face, that I myself wouldn't care to see.
"But I do care!" I now told her. "As much as that doesn't make much sense right now Stacy, I really do care."
"Well, until you decide to do whatever it is that you're going to...that doesn't change the here and now much does it? So...what's it going to be daddy? Fuck me? Or I go up and wake mom, tell her everything I do know about what's going on."
My hand went back to my cock, and I stroked it. Watching me do that, she again grinned.
"That's hot!" she then stated. "Keep doing that while I finish taking my clothes off!"
I now sat, continuing to slow-stroke my prick. Admittedly, it seemed damn fucking hard. Sitting there watching my daughter as she now turned her undressing into a bit of a strip-tease made it even more so. Stacy took her time removing her short, black, skirt. I didn't mind though, it was sexy as hell. And I had to admit, I was now getting into it, watching my daughter strip, the TV behind her now no more than a distant memory. Adding a bit of erotic naughty sound perhaps to her strip-tease, as well as just enough lighting to see by. And then, she stood in nothing more than a black thong, similar to the white one I had seen her wearing while bent over looking into the refrigerator.
She pulled it tight, clasping her hands around the waistband synching it up. As she did that, she effectively forced the material to split her pussy-lips apart. In the next instant, they seemed to ooze around from the sides, once again red, swollen almost angry looking. She moaned, now letting go of the material though it remained tightly tucked between her split, and then pulling on it again. I knew then she was using the material of her own thong to tease herself with.
"Oh fuck, fuck!" She moaned hotly looking over towards me as I continued fisting my cock, still slowly working it up and down, though now I had added the added stimulus of smearing some precum fuck juice around my hard shiny helmet.
"God!" I moaned back at her in return, watching as she now began teasing one of her thick long hard nipples with one hand. The other, more directly now caressing her still hidden clit as she pressed her fingers against the outside of the material of her thong pleasuring herself.
"I want to see you spunk it daddy. I want to watch you spunk it for me, jerk it off...squirt your juice, shoot your wad. Whatever you want to call it. I want to see you cum!"
My hand was now flying up and down my shaft like a jackhammer. Even as I did that however, she walked over, still rubbing herself, playing with her tits. She got close enough to put her hand on the back of my head, forcing me to lean over.
"Lick it! Lick my clitty through my panties," she told me hotly. I did so. I could smell her heat, and even through the material of her black thong, I could taste her juices as they smeared her tiny wisp of black material, just barely separating my tongue from the hard little knot I was now trying to suck. "That's it! Suck it daddy! Suck it! Eat my pussy...taste my creamy wet fucking cunt!"



I was delirious with desire, like a madman I buried my face between her legs, trying desperately to somehow chew a hole through her thong just so I could finally wrap my mouth around her clit. But I was also hovering on the edge now too. I had purposely slowed my stroking, but already I could feel the sensation as my balls tightened, threatening to release the semen that had now built up like a seething volcano about to erupt.
"You ready? You ready to squirt daddy? Ready to show me all that hot sweet delicious cum cream? Where would you like to squirt it daddy? On my tits? My pussy, my face? How about here daddy? How about right here...right on my tight hot little ass!"
Stacy turned then, forcing my face away from her crotch, though just in the nick of time too. As she did that, I felt the first powerful discharge of my spunk racing up the length of my shaft. As Stacy bent over, now wiggling her ass almost in my face, I stood. I looked down, the tip of my prick now nudged against the crack of my daughters ass. She reached behind, spreading herself. I now saw the thin strip of black material as it parted the seas of her ass. Her pussy glistening, her own juices now adhering and clinging to the thin strip of material. Her cute little starfish beckoning to me. I placed the tip of my prick against it, and then watched as her ass was suddenly enveloped in a white sticky discharge that completely obliterated her opening, not to mention filling her split as though I was using calk to do it with, other than sperm.
And even as I did that, Stacy too came. She had slipped her fingers inside the opening of her pussy, grasping her hard little clit between two fingers, working it, pulling it...jerking herself off. She cried out as did I. Still spunking her holes, both of them. Massive spurts of my cock continuing, even surprising me as I bathed her in a shower of white hot sticky cum that now began running down both sides of her legs. Finally, weak in the knees, I stumbled back to my chair collapsing within it.
Stacy now stood, once again facing me, her hands still continuing to fondle her cunt even though she'd barely only moments ago climaxed. She turned then, looking over her shoulder towards me. She literally slithered onto the couch like a snake, now lying on her back, her legs again spread bent at the knee. She began fingering her clit once more, eyeing me...looking at me.
"Take your time daddy. Enjoy the show. Though whenever you're ready, I have a nice hot...juicy sweet cunt just waiting for you to come over here and begin licking!"
My cock hadn't even gone down. Not one iota. I stood up and followed it across the room towards her. She scooted backwards on the couch making room, settling her head a bit more comfortably against the armrest of the couch. I spread her legs even wider with my hands. My eyes feasting on the delicacy before me. Her own white frothy cream having saturated her thong, hints of which even now coated her lips. I yanked her thong down and away from her, revealing my daughter's pussy in all its glory. I grinned, I drank from her essence, and then buried my tongue as deeply inside her as I possibly could.
Stacy cried out, her pleasure too intense, too delightful not to. And for the first time, I found myself actually agreeing with her. At that moment, Maxine, Susan, hell...her entire family could have come down the stairs and seen me eating my daughter's cunt. And I would have cared less if they had! It wasn't long after that that I was once again plowing into my daughter's cunt. This time...while I stood up above her on the couch, and as she literally slid off of it in order to stand on her head.
**
Neither one of us heard the door to the upstairs room leading into the kitchen quietly close again.
**
I rolled over in bed opening my eyes. Sure enough, Maxine was already up, the sounds of the shower on inside the bathroom. I slid out of bed and in bare feet walked over to the closed door trying it. Sure enough, it was locked, and I desperately needed to pee. I thought about knocking, and then realized how futile an effort that would be. With no other choice before me, I tossed on my cum-stained robe, and headed back down the stairs towards the guest bathroom. I nearly ran into Jared when doing so. He looked at me sort of sheepishly at first.
"Morning dad."
"Morning son," I told him. "Sleep well?"
"Yeah...you?" He asked with a somewhat curious look. It was then that I realized I'd been whistling. "How long had it been since I'd actually done that?" I asked myself. No wonder he'd looked at me that way.
"Fine, thanks!" I responded and quit whistling. "Mom's using the upstairs bathroom," I then offered, though why I thought it was necessary to do so I didn't know. I think partially due to my sudden nervousness for one thing, realizing I was acting a bit more happy than was usual. Though it was too late to suddenly revert back to the way I had been acting too without rousing even more suspicion. I quickly stepped around him and stepped inside, closing the door, leaning against it. "Get a grip on yourself!" I stated in a hushed whisper. But even then I was remembering the night before. The softness of Stacy's pussy as I finally slipped inside her, she...standing on her head, me...standing on the couch, angling my rock hard cock down into my daughter's cunt where I fucked her into oblivion. "God...good thing nobody saw me doing that!" I told myself.
I was whistling again as I stood over the toilet trying to pee. Problem was...I once again had an erection. I closed my eyes, my hand beginning to work its magic on my dick as I stood there. I figured, "why not?" I wasn't in any big hurry to go anywhere, that's for sure! And secondly, not that Maxine would care anyway. She was already getting dressed in preparation for going off to the "gym", I thought. "Or was that Jim?" I actually chuckled not really caring any more.
I stood watching my cum curdle in the water of the toilet bowl minutes later. I then chased it around inside as I peed, laughing to myself. When I re-emerged from the bathroom, I headed off towards the kitchen rather than heading back upstairs to the bedroom. To my surprise, Maxine was already there, just having poured herself a cup of coffee, her hair still wet, though she wore it short now, and knew it would dry quickly.
"Heading off soon?" I asked actually smiling at her, which surprised her a little I think.
"Yeah, thought I might go in a little early, get in a bit more of a workout than normally," she responded.
"I bet," I said to myself, merely nodding my head. Commotion behind now drawing both my, as well as my wife's attention. Stacy entered the kitchen area carrying a load of clothing to be washed. She was headed downstairs. Normally a fairly common and somewhat expected occurrence, until she passed us both by. She didn't have a stitch of clothing on, though thank god the basket of laundry covered everything else up except for her bare ass.
"Judas Priest Stacy!" Maxine spat. "What the hell are you doing anyway?"
She stopped midstride looking over her shoulder back towards us.
"I'm doing the laundry? Why?" she asked.
Maybe I was wrong after all. Maybe the other shoe hadn't fallen when I thought it did. Or at least not as hard or as loud as it did now.
"You know better than to parade around the house looking like that...especially in front of your own father!"
"Oh really? Then why is it mom, that just last week I saw you doing the very same thing in front of Jared? Didn't seem to bother you none too much. Though I will say...it certainly seemed to bother Jared a little. Or should I say excited him instead?" she now asked.
She then turned and headed down the stairs with her laundry, leaving her mother and I to stand there staring at one another.
**
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Had it not been for the look in Maxine's face, I might have passed off her possible inadvertent exposure to our son. It's not the first time that had happened. Growing up over the years, we'd all seen one another in the nude on many occasions, not to mention in various states of undress outside of that. But her look...the way her mouth hung open in startled revelation told me in an instant everything I wanted to know. Stacy hadn't just dropped the other shoe. She'd thrown it...at the two of us.
"How long?" I asked maintaining a level of civility though I could feel my face reddening. And the more it did, the whiter Maxine's got. Another dead give-away that she was caught dead to rights with her pants down so to speak.
"It's...it's...not what you think," she stammered making a last ditch effort to head me off. But it was already too late for that.
"Oh? And what should I think?" I asked her. "You've been sleeping with our son, or should I call it what it is? You've been fucking him, and he you. How long Maxine? How long?"
"You don't understand," she tried once again, weak in the knees now as she almost stumbled reaching out her hand to grab the back of one of the kitchen chairs, almost missing it, latching on, and then suddenly sitting down.
"Then how about you explain it to me?" I told her. "Or would you rather I speak to Jared about it first? By the way...where is he anyway?"
"He...he left already," she said almost too softly for me to hear.
"No doubt waiting for you at your sister's then am I right?" I asked seeing the surprised look in her eyes that I obviously knew a lot more about what was going on than she thought I did. "Maybe we should call him," I said glaring at her.
"Brad, listen please..." she almost begged. "Yes...yes, you're right, we have been sleeping together, but that only happened recently, not like it's been going on for months. It was an accident."
"Oh you mean along the lines of he tripped and sort of fell inside your pussy? That kind of accident?"
I could see she was defeated, I had taken the breath out of her by my hammering at her the way that I was. Yet...I was curious too. "How long had it been going on? How had it come about?" The fact I had myself now fucked our daughter wasn't something I was quite ready to share with her at this point either. But what she had inadvertently done, was open the door for me to spring my own little surprise on her once I had all the facts.
"Alright, why don't you tell me how it did happen then?" I said sitting down across from her in a much more normal tone of voice. She seemed surprised by this, expecting an explosion, which never came, though she did look somewhat relieved.
"It's a long story..."
"You planning on going somewhere?" I asked staring her straight in the eye.
"No," she said once again almost breathlessly. Whatever her plans had been...that was done now.
"I'm sure when you don't show up in a reasonable amount of time they'll call you. When they do...you can tell Jared something's come up. Don't tell him what, just tell him to come home. I'll deal with him when he gets here. And I'll deal with your sister after that."
Maxine just nodded her head and began.
"A couple of month's back I got approached by a guy at the gym, I don't even remember his name now, but he hit on me. I mean it when I say, I was flattered, and yes tempted too. But I didn't act on it. I swear to God Brad, I didn't!"
As funny as it may sound, I believed her. "Go on."
"Well, so naturally, I did tell Susan about it later on that same day. You and I, well...you know as well as I do, our relationship, our sex-life has been strained.
I was tempted to interrupt, but I didn't, just nodding my head urging her to continue which she did.
"I told you early on in our marriage about Susan and I, that we had fooled around together growing up as kids," she paused letting this sink in, though for the life of me, where she was going with all this, and what it had to do with Jared still escaped me.
"Yeah? So?"
"Well, it...it happened."
"What happened?"
"Susan and I..." she said sheepishly. "We were talking about it, admittedly I was aroused, and then she was...and then...and then..."
"Now you're telling me you had sex with your sister."
"Yes, it had been years since we'd done anything, but suddenly, all this pent up emotion, arousal, well...the next thing I knew, we were in her bedroom going down on one another the way we used to do when we were living at home, when we were experimenting, curious...fooling around."
"Well as interesting as this is Maxine...it still doesn't explain how you ended up fucking our son."
"I'm getting to that...please be patient with me, I really am trying to explain!"
I had heard movement behind the door leading downstairs to the basement. I didn't react, but I knew damn well Stacy was now standing behind it listening. I figured then and there she had just as much right to hear everything as I did, though everything seemed to be getting more and more complicated by the minute.
"Somehow, fooling around with my sister again didn't seem so bad, or as wrong as I thought at the time it would have been, had I actually slept with the guy at the gym. But after we had, as good as it felt to have done that again...been with another woman, even if she was my own sister, I still felt guilty. And that's why I know I became even more distant towards you. By then we were hardly having sex at all. Either you were too tired, or I was. And the distance between us grew even more so. But now...now I'd had this excitement with Susan again. And as much as I tried to deny it at first, I'd enjoyed it. And so we ended up getting together again, only this time...it was here. And that's when Jared accidently came home early and walked in on us."
"So you're telling me, Jared saw you having sex with your sister."
"Yes, except I didn't know he had at the time. You see...he came home early, unexpectedly. We didn't hear him when he came in the back door. But...he could hear us. He snuck over to the door leading from the kitchen and peeked in on us where we were playing together on the couch. That's when he watched us for a while, and then...well, he sort of got aroused by seeing that, watching us. But that was when we heard Stacy's car pull up in the driveway. So then Susan raced upstairs to the bedroom to dress. I had left my robe in the kitchen, so I headed that way. Imagine my surprise when I came into the room and found Jared standing there. He was still trying to stuff his cock back in his pants when Stacy came walking in. Obviously she was as baffled and confused as I was. I had no idea at the time that Jared had been watching us the entire time, though it was evident by his condition that he'd been doing something. Anyway, Stacy went to her room after casting us both a look. Which I tried to pass off as a just one of those moments where I didn't know either one of them was home. Which I didn't. Susan then came back down the stairs, just as surprised to see Jared standing there as I was. I then asked him what he'd seen. He told us. He told us he'd seen the two of us together, and that he'd gotten aroused watching us. And then he said, unless we did it again...while he watched us, he'd tell you he'd seen the two of us together."
"Oh this is getting better and better all the time. So you're telling me that Jared basically black-mailed you into performing with your sister in front of him."
"More or less...yes," she told me. "And so we did...a few days later."
"But it didn't stop there did it?"
"No...it didn't," Maxine said shaking her head lowering her eyes refusing to look at me. "We shouldn't have done it now I know. But at the time...I was afraid, fearful of what you'd think, knowing I'd been fooling around with my own sister again, behind your back, and with you and I basically not even doing anything ourselves any more. So it just got worse and worse after that. I felt more guilty than ever, and all that did was...make me distance myself from you even more. Especially after Susan and I ended up fucking Jared, and then after we had...we just couldn't seem to stop. One thing led to another, and pretty soon the three of us were getting together even more frequently."
"Saturday's...and Wednesday nights you mean."
"Yes."
"I see," I said looking at her.
"Now what?" She asked worriedly.
"You remember the three R's?" I asked.
"How could I not? I've been dealing with that very thing now for a very long time."
"Then you know what one of those is...repercussions," I reminded her. Her eyes grew wide with worry, showing more than just a little fear.
"What are you doing to do?" She now asked.
When the door to the basement opened I was a little surprised, though glad to see that Stacy had at least put something on, though it wasn't much. She'd managed to find a pair of panties at least, and not one of her thongs from the clean clothes still in the drier, along with a wife-beater tee shirt, though she wasn't wearing a bra. Her nipples were clearly in evidence beneath it, but as alarmed as her mom was when she entered, I'm not sure she even knew.
"I think the only fair thing here mother...is for daddy to now fuck me," she said staring at her, seeing the look of total disbelief in her mother's face when she said that.
"You can't be serious!" She said looking first at Stacy, then back at me as though expecting to see me side along with her. Obviously, Stacy was giving me...giving us and excuse. At the moment, it seemed like a good idea, at least until later when maybe I'd actually come clean myself after things had settled down again. If they ever did. But before I could comment, Stacy continued.
"Well the way I see it mother...you've been fucking my twin brother, which is bad enough. But then you admittedly state you've been fooling around with your own sister, and that it's not the first time either. Which I think is pretty fucking hypocritical of you, since you made such a big scene out of walking in and seeing Jared and I watching one another masturbate. And that's all we'd ever done! We've never even once touched one another, and yet...you go off on the two of us as though we're both a couple of perverted misfits or something. And here you are...sucking cunt with your sister!"
Once again, this was news to me. Maxine had never told me she'd walked in on the two of them. Though now to some extent anyway, I could better understand why Stacy was so upset with her mother for all of this, especially now. And I actually felt a bit sorry for my wife too. She looked totally confused, bewildered, though so was I at this point.
"Max? Give me a moment alone with Stacy if you would please," I asked her. "I'll come upstairs to our bedroom after that, and see where we take things from there."
Without another word my wife left and quickly headed upstairs to our room. I waited until she was well out of earshot before turning back towards Stacy.
"Number one...what's all this about you and your brother? Number two...I know why you said what you said...and I appreciate that. But...we can't let this become the excuse or the reason for that now can we?"
"And why not?" She grinned a bit more wickedly than I would have liked. "It's the perfect opportunity. But even more importantly daddy, it's also a chance to put this family back together again. Maybe on a little different ground than we've all been traveling, but...think about it, it will level the playing field for everyone after this. And to answer your other question. Weren't you ever curious about your sister when you were growing up?"
I had been yes...and like most siblings we'd had a few run ins with one another, but unlike what I was now learning, Kathy and I had never actually done anything.
"What's your point?"
"My point is this. Do you still love mom?"
That was easy, I still did yes, and said so.
"Well then, like I said...maybe things will be a bit different around here after this, but...it's obvious mom enjoys fucking Jared. And I enjoy fucking you daddy," she said batting her eyes at me. "And I don't have any intentions of stopping now either. So...the way I see it, if we're to keep this family together, and get through this together, it only makes sense and stands to reason, that we just accept that we all do. And the truth is, now that Jared and I are both adults, and able to decide what's right or wrong for ourselves, I think it's only a matter of time before he and I sleep together."
"Jesus Stacy," I said shaking my head. "I need to think about all this," I told her.
"What's to think about?" she grinned reaching down and once again removing the top she was wearing. "Or don't you want to be able to play with these any time you want to?"
I stood looking at my daughter's tits. I couldn't help it, they were right there in front of me. And I felt the slow rising bulge within my jeans reminding me I liked what I was looking at.
"So what do you have in mind?" I found myself asking her.
She grinned. "Easy...this is what you're about to do," she began.
**
I still couldn't believe I'd let my daughter talk me into doing this. But...she was right on the one hand. If this family had any chance of keeping it together after all this, especially after we'd all blatantly opened Pandora's Box, then this just might be the one way to accomplish all that.
Even so...now I was nervous. It could still backfire on the two of us, a whole other set of repercussion as it were. I slowly climbed the stairs heading towards the bedroom. Stopping at the top I looked back, Stacy still standing below me, except now she was naked...waiting. She waved at me with her hands, shooing me, telling me to get on with it. And then she slowly began to climb the stairs herself.
Maxine was sitting on the bed waiting for me when I came in. I closed the door, though I didn't lock it. I knew that in moments Stacy would be standing outside the door listening, waiting for her cue to come in.
My wife looked up at me expectantly, about to speak.
"Get undressed," I told her.
"What?"
"You heard me...take your clothes off!"
Maybe it was the tone of my voice, the unexpectedness of my request. But she stood and rather hurriedly began doing just that, though I could see she was a bit frightened and confused as hell. I just stood there watching her. When she had finished getting undressed, she stood looking at me, waiting to find out what else it was I wanted her to do. I walked over to the bathroom door. On the side facing our bedroom, we had long ago installed a very sturdy door hanger for our bathrobes and such. I walked over towards it, untying the sash from my bathrobe as I did.
"Come here," I said demandingly. Almost meekly Max walked over towards me, though I could see concern with equal portions of confusion mixed in as she did so. "Give me your hands," I added. Any other time, she'd probably have refused, or at the very least asked me why. But not this time. She merely extended her arms even holding them together as I bound her wrists together, and then pulled them up an over her head, fastening her to the back of the bathroom door that way. I was wondering about some sort of a gag I could use on her, and then the answer presented itself. Looking down at the floor, I saw her own discarded panties, which I then picked up balling them up and went back to where she stood.
"Brad...please, no!" She actually begged this time, but it was too late for that. I shoved them into her mouth so that she couldn't speak. Now standing bound with her hands over her head, naked...her own panties, which I had noticed had a dried up, pre-arousal secretion clinging to the crotch. It was fitting in a way. She'd been aroused earlier as she'd prepared herself to run over to her sister's house where she and our son were no doubt still waiting for her.
"Let that be a reminder to her about what she was thinking about earlier," I thought as I turned away from her heading back towards the bed. I now began removing my own clothes, surprised to find myself highly aroused, and highly stiff as I finished taking everything off. Now standing there across the room in front of my wife with a massive erection sticking out in front of me.
"Well Max, remember how I warned you about their being repercussions? And since you obviously no longer care, or want to have anything to do with this, obviously...there is someone else who does care, and who does want it. So...you might just as well stand there the way you are now, and see me fuck our daughter, the same way you enjoy fucking our son!"
And with that...the door opened, and Stacy just as naked as her own mother, though not bound and gagged against the door, came walking in.
Though she struggled briefly in an attempt to free herself, I had seen to it that she couldn't. And though she tried hard to speak, the wadded up panties inside her mouth effectively kept her from doing that as well. I noticed she quit struggling however the moment our daughter walked over to me, her hand suddenly clasping my rock-hard cock as she began stroking it, playing with it.
"I can't believe you've grown tired of daddy's dick mom!" she said looking down at it licking her lips. "It's so big! So nice and hard! Didn't you enjoy it when daddy fucked you?" she asked incredulously. "I know I would...and will! " she added lustfully. "Maybe you'll remember what it felt like to have this big hard cock inside you, making you all wet, all squishy, all juicy inside," she said getting more and more aroused by the moment. "And maybe...just maybe, after you watch the two of us fuck one another, you'll want to do so yourself again. And maybe...just maybe, daddy will even let you, but I guess that will be up to him, "and you," she added suddenly licking the tip.
After several delicious moments of her sucking my cock, Stacy stood bending over with her hands on the bed, feet spread. "Jared once told me that his favorite way to fuck a woman is standing behind her like this. Is this how he fucks you mom? Is this one of your favorite ways too?" She asked. "How about you daddy? Did mom like it when you fucked her like this, from behind? Or does she like it some other way better?"
"Well she used to," I said admittedly, remembering. But it had been a couple of years now since we'd done anything even so called out of the ordinary. I now stepped behind my daughter, cock in hand, running the tip lovingly up and down the wet juicy split of her pussy as I stood there looking down at her.
"Too bad Jared's not here right now," I told my wife. "If he were, might be interesting to watch him fucking you like this. Side-by-side, him inside your pussy, and me of course inside Stacy's."
"Yeah, and maybe after a while, we could even switch!" Stacy suggested. "I could finally find out what it would be like to fuck my own brother, and do that while my sweet naughty parents watched us, while we in turn got to watch them! Don't you think that would be super, hot, naughty mom? I certainly do!"
Admittedly Maxine's eyes were wild. It was hard to tell if she was fit to be tied at seeing this, or what. I couldn't help but wonder if we hadn't indeed taken this too far, agreeing to Stacy's idea no longer seemed like a smart thing to do, though there was no use backing out now. I was committed, regardless of the consequences, or what happened afterwards. And so I decided to enjoy myself. At this point what did it really matter anyway?
"You see mom," Stacy began again. This is my version of the three R's. Revenge, for doing what you yourself have been doing, for getting angry at me for fooling around with Jared, when you yourself have been doing the very same thing with your sister. And then Randiness...because boy am I! I am so fucking horny! Daddy's cock feels so damn good inside me, though admittedly...I'd enjoy watching him fucking you too. But then I guess that's up to you now isn't it?" she asked looking over towards her mother. "And what was the other one again? Oh yes...and these," she said standing up slightly, holding onto her own breasts, thumbing her nipples. "Having really...really, nice tits to play with. You know mom...I wouldn't mind playing with yours too. Never really thought about doing that really, but now suddenly...the thought of doing so is sort of turning me on. Wonder what your pussy would taste like?" she added. "Maybe if you and daddy patch everything up together, the two of us can eventually find out. Would you like that? Maybe Aunt Susan and I could both do you together, now wouldn't that be fun!"



My daughter's cunt was so slick and so juicy, you could hear the sounds of it as I slid in and out of her all the way across the room. Maxine no longer hung there trying to free herself as she had in the beginning. But she was fidgeting as she stood there, looking on at us, her eyes still wide, but the shock of what she'd initially began witnessing had taken on an entirely different look.
I had seen that look before. On our honeymoon.
Eventually Stacy turned around. "You know once...years and years ago now, I never told either one of you about this, but I woke up one night needing to pee really bad. And so I came out intending to use the bathroom, but then I heard voices coming from your bedroom. Curious...I crept down the hall, I tried the doorknob, it wasn't locked so I quietly opened it. And you know what I saw? I saw you mom...holding your tits around daddy's cock, jerking him off with them. And I thought that looked so cool! So hot and fun! When was the last time you did that to him? For him?" she now asked her as she wrapped her own beautiful breasts around my cock. It had been a long time since I'd felt that...too long. "You're boobs might not be quite as big as mine are, but I'm willing to bet daddy loved tit-fucking you, and I've even willing to be you enjoyed doing it for him too. Do you let Jared tit-fuck you mom? Or haven't you gotten around to doing that with him yet?" she now asked.
As for myself, I was starting to think that maybe we really had taken this about as far as we probably should. Reluctantly I stepped away from my daughter though admittedly I was tempted to let her finish me off there between her breasts before I did so. Even Stacy seemed surprised by my sudden movement, even reaching out towards me, not yet wanting me to end this. I walked over towards my wife, yanking the panties out of her mouth seconds later.
"Well? If you have something you want to say, now's the time," I told her. "Go ahead Maxine...anything you'd like to say?"
"Yes," she said staring at me straight in the eyes.
"What?"
"Fuck me!"
**
Admittedly, it had turned out a hell of a lot better than I'd first thought it would. At the moment, I was kneeling on the bed between my wife's stretched out legs. Stacy, kneeling between the two of us, her hand still wrapped around my cock, but she was using it to tickle her mother's cunt with. It felt damn fucking good too! And looked good. It had been a while since I'd actually seen my wife's pussy this up close and personal. And I realized just how much I'd missed it. As good as Stacy's cunt had felt, and it had...I was actually quite looking forward to this.
"I can't believe I'm finally going to see my own mom and dad fucking!" Stacy said excitedly, still rubbing my cock up and down her mother's very slick, very wet split.
"Well if you keep that up...you might not!" I warned her gritting my teeth. The way she was playing and teasing the two of us, I was about ready to shoot a big load now.
She laughed at that but continued to fondle the two of us, slapping my hard cock against Maxine's clit, causing her to squirm around as well. "God mom...when was the last time you had this big stiff prick inside you anyway?" She asked.
"Too long," Maxine groaned. "And like your dad said...keep it up, and it might be a while before you do see that," she told her.
"Well, can I at least be the one to stick it in? That would be so cool to actually stick daddy's dick inside mommies pussy!"
"Then do it!" I actually admonisher her. As it was, I wasn't sure how long I was going to last when I finally did put it inside her. But then, thankfully, I felt Stacy ease the tip in, as did Maxine. Once again she moaned, and then I did as yet another inch, and then another slid inside her. Soon, Stacy had no choice but to let go of my prick as I found myself balls deep inside my wife's lovely cunt.
It felt good to be home again.
I began to slowly fuck in and out of my wife's cunt while she lifted her legs holding onto them, making the angle even more interesting and deeper. Stacy sat back on her haunches watching, now fingering herself as she did. Once again Max moaned looking over at her daughter.
"I can't believe I'm saying this...but Stacy? That looks damn fucking hot honey," she mewled, and I couldn't have agreed more. Stacy was uninhibitedly pleasuring herself, watching us as I continued thrusting in and out of my wife's horny wet cunt.
And then Maxine came. Unexpectedly, for her and for me. Early on in our marriage she had infrequently "squirted" a little juice as she called it. It wasn't a lot, not like some women I'd seen do in porn movies. But she did have this little spurt-spurt-spurt thing she did, whenever she was extremely aroused, and way horny. And she was doing it now, crying out at the top of her lungs as her cunt sprayed this thin little streamer of girly-cum juice all over my shaft. Seconds later she was laughing deliriously as she lay there enjoying the moment.
"Fuck it's been a while since I've done that!" She freely admitted.
"Damn!" Stacy said watching as she did. "Wish to hell I could do that!" She exclaimed.
"You can baby, you can...remind me sometime, and I'll show you how, what to look for, what it feels like. If you want me to," she then added a little concernedly.
Stacy grinned, and then went back to fingering her pussy as the two of us watched. "I'd like that," she said. "I'd really...really like that!" And with that she came. Not quite as squirty as her mother had, but certainly juicy as she pummeled her pussy with her fingers, the other hand working her clit almost violently until she collapsed back on the bed.
"Hey! What about this?" I now asked, leaning back, a drool of pre-cum hanging down from the tip of my cock, my prick hard throbbing and swollen purple. Max looked at my daughter, and then she looked at her. They both grinned.
"Shall we?" Minutes later I was watching, feeling and enjoying the sensation of my wife and daughter's mouth busily working up and down the length of my shaft. Watching them share my cum, almost fighting over it when I came was even better.
**
"Boy, is Jared going to be jealous when he finds out he missed all of this," Stacy said as she lazily toyed with the still hard tips of her mother's breast.
"Speaking of..." I said sitting up. "Until I decide what I'm going to do about that, neither one of you is to mention a word of this to anyone," I told them both. "He still has me to answer to for his part in this," I then told them, though I then smiled. "But...I'll make sure he realizes his mistake, in a good way. So...not a word to him about any of this, from either one of you. Max? You especially. Until I come up with a plan, it's business as usual for you. I don't want him getting suspicious."
"Seriously? You mean?"
"Yeah, that's right. Don't let on any things changed. Don't act any differently around him than you have been. At least until I figure out what it is I'm finally going to do about it."
"You're not going to hurt him are you?" Max asked worriedly.
"Only his pride babe...but that much he deserves."
Not too surprisingly the phone rang moments later.
"Jared? No I'm fine...nothings wrong, something just came up. I got a call from work, had to finish a report that was do. Thought I would have it done in time, unfortunately it took me a lot longer than I expected it to. No...probably best not to plan on me making it over there tonight. You go ahead...enjoy yourself with your Aunt Susan. I'll see you home later this evening son. Yes...I love you too honey. Good-bye."
"It'll be another good hour or so before Jared said he'd be home," she told us. "So...anything in particular the two of you would like to do?" Max asked.
"I don't know about daddy...but I'd certainly like to see what it's like to taste another woman's pussy. You up for that mom?"
Minutes later I was sitting there watching my lovely wife and daughter licking one another's cunts. Smiling. But that was because I'd already figured out what I was going to do about Jared. And after that...their Aunt Susan.
To be continued...
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I was still putting the pieces of my little plan together in getting back at both Jared and Susan. I'd pretty much figured out how I was going to deal with Maxine's sister, but I wasn't ready to do that until I'd first dealt with my son. And that was going to take a bit of unplanned timing for that. Stacy was of course more than willing to do whatever I asked her to do, but it was Maxine who was hesitant. It was almost ironic. Now that the cat was out of the bag and things had taken an interesting turn at home. She was far less anxious to continue to do things with Jared under the circumstances. I had to remind her however that until I did settle the score with my son, she wasn't to act any differently around him than she had been. And if that included occasionally playing grab-ass with him and her sister like she'd been doing, then so be it.
"So how much longer is this going to go on?" She asked. It was Wednesday, I'd just gotten home from work and Max was preparing to get dressed and head off to her "Book Club", though we both knew where it was she was really going. Jared was at work, though Max had already told me he'd made arrangements to get off earlier on Wednesdays, and then head straight over to his Aunt's house where they would all usually meet up.
"Perhaps by the weekend," I informed her. "It all depends on if Jared has a date on either Friday or Saturday, and when he might come home afterwards. Timing is everything," I said smiling as she finally removed the bath towel she'd had on around her in preparation for getting dressed. I smiled inwardly, Max still had a very sexy, very attractive body. And though I'd most recently enjoyed seeing, let alone touching my daughter's magnificent breasts, I still found my wife's tits just as alluring to look at as well. I noticed as she opened her lingerie drawer that she was hesitating as she rummaged around inside it trying to decide what to wear.
"What do you usually wear on Wednesday's?" I asked. "Certainly not your everyday bras and panties?"
I saw her face turn red a little with embarrassment. It was still hard for her, and in some ways she was still feeling guilty about all this, but I personally found it amusing. Though we were certainly getting along a lot better than we had for the past several months now, I hadn't entirely let her off the "paybacks a bitch" hook yet.
"Not usually...no," she admitted her face a titch redder now than a moment ago.
"Well then? Wear that one," I said as she had briefly held up a very sexy red-laced bra before discarding it off to one side. It was one I hadn't seen her wear before either. "How long have you had that one anyway?" I now wondered.
Once again she seemed a bit uncomfortable as she held it up for me to see.
"Actually, I just got it a couple of weeks ago. I haven't even worn it out yet," she admitted.
I knew she had purchased it for my son's enjoyment, and not my own. But I didn't bring the issue up with her. "Wear it," I told her. "Put it on...let me see how it looks on you."
Once again she was hesitant, but she did what I asked. There was just enough patterned lace to give hint at the flesh beneath it as she slipped into it, readjusting her breasts slightly more comfortably. When she did, I noticed something else. There were two very small holes strategically placed where her nipples poked through.
"That's nice," I said feeling my cock twitch as I sat in one of our two very comfortable chairs there in our bedroom. I then noticed she had set aside a tiny gold chain that had been attached to the garment on her dresser. "What's that?"
"It uh...came with it," she told me. "It's a...well, it's a nipple clamp, you attach it to your nipples and then that supposedly keeps them hard so that they stick out through the opening the way they are now and remain that way," she said with what looked to me like a bit of a lusty look to her face.
"Let see it," I told her again, my hand now rubbing the ever-growing bulge in my slacks. Maxine in fact attached the tiny gold chain connecting her breasts, though I also noticed now there was a longer chain that was attached to the middle of that one. And it too had what appeared to be some sort of clamp attached to the longer chain. "And what about that one?"
She was about to remove it, but once again I asked her what that one was used for.
"Well, it sort of goes down here," she said pointing towards her pussy, which is when she also removed a matching pair of red lace panties, the crotch of which was open as she slipped into those for me. "This one, you sort of attach on the hood of your clit, another sort of arousal thingy," she freely told me.
"Do it!" I said again, watching her as she now finished attaching the longer chained clamp to her exposed clit. Seeing her standing there like this, both nipples comfortably pinched and connected, along with her clitoris now, had me seriously considering fucking her before she left.
Resigned now to wear what I'd told her to, she actually did seem to be enjoying it as she smiled at me. "I should finish getting dressed and then get dinner started before I leave," she reminded me. "That...and Stacy should be home anytime now too," she added.
But all that did was give me another idea. And as I said before, I was far from letting my wife off that easy just yet.
"You look fine the way you are," I said seeing the confused look in her eyes. "At least to finish fixing dinner. In fact...I'd enjoy watching you do just that, dressed just as you are now."
"But Stacy?"
"Oh I don't think Stacy will mind, in fact...I think she'll get quite a kick out of it, coming home seeing her mother cooking dinner for us, looking the way you do. Hell, she might even decide to give you a hand with it," I said grinning at her.
I noticed the slightly queered expression on her face when I said that. There was no denying the fact now at least, she and Stacy had had a pretty erotic, pretty intense sexual experience with one another. I had enjoyed watching the two of them licking one another's cunts, fingering one another to two very hard, nicely felt orgasms. Especially when Maxine had managed to squirt again as Stacy clamped her mouth down on her mother's pussy and drank it all up.
"Come on Max, time to start dinner," I said standing, letting my wife see the now very hard, very stiff cock that was protruding against the front of my slacks. Almost meekly, she followed me down the stairs into the kitchen wearing nothing more than her red sexy underwear and began preparing our meal. I sat down at the kitchen table to watch, pouring myself a glass of wine as I did. Moment's later hearing Stacy's car pulling up into the drive. Maxine tossed me another concerned look without saying anything however, and then continued on with dinner.
I sat back, watching her as she did, waiting to see the expression on Stacy's face when she came in through the back door.
Though startled at seeing her mother standing there at the stove dressed the way she was, Stacy immediately smiled however, commenting. "Wow mom, you look sexy as hell! But I have to admit, I didn't think you even owned anything quite that sexy!" She said walking over to stand by her, only then spinning her around so she could have a really good look at her mother's underwear. When she did, her eyes lit up even more than they already were. "Fuck me! Now that's interesting! My, my! Now aren't we full of surprises!"
Stacy then pulled on the chain a little, effectively applying a little more pressure to her mother's nipples, only then seeing and realizing the chain continued on down from there.
"Holy shit! Is this connected to where I think it's connected?" she asked looking at Maxine, and then over towards me. Almost immediately she reached her hand down to discover for herself. I thought Maxine's legs were going to buckle when she did. It was obvious the mere touch of Stacy's hand when she found her now sensitive clit was threatening to do just that.
"Leave her be babe," I told my daughter. "She's fixing dinner for us, and we don't want her to be late for her book club now do we?"
Almost reluctantly Stacy stepped back though still looking at her mother. Without even realizing it perhaps, she licked her finger off as she did that, tasting no doubt her mother's obvious arousal before walking over, leaning over, and giving me an affectionate kiss hello. Upon doing that, she saw the very noticeable tent I was making in my slacks and giggled.
"Well, can't say as I blame you for having one of those," she said glancing back towards her mother as Maxine looked over her shoulder at the two of us. "But...it certainly can't be very damn comfortable!" She added, once again leaning forward, her hand immediately reaching for the zipper which she quickly began undoing. I let her, especially after seeing the expression on Maxine's face. She was obviously torn, still confused by all of this, regardless of the fact she would soon be on her way and no doubt end up fucking our son later, not to mention doing god knows what with Susan before and after that. But I was also being treated to another nice surprise too. As Stacy leaned forward, her braless breasts once again danced within the loose fitting blouse she was wearing. Her own nipples just as equally hard now as her mother's were. Even as she finished unzipping my slacks, freeing my cock, I reached up beneath the hem of her blouse and latched onto one of my daughter's breasts.
"Here, let me take it off for you," she told me, and then yanked it up and over her head completely, tossing her now discarded blouse over the back of a nearby chair. Once again she glanced back towards her mother who was still standing there looking at the two of us. "Wish our boobs were the same size," she stated. "I wouldn't mind trying on that sexy bra of yours sometime. Though I would like to try out the clamps at some point," she added.
"Maybe your mother can order some for you," I suggested, once again fingering my daughter's nipples, taking delight in how hard and long they suddenly were as I sat there rolling them around. Stacy's hand already milking a nice fat droplet of pre-cum fuck juice from my prick as she now began swirling that about the head of my dick, further teasing and pleasuring it.
"We're ready to eat," Maxine stated turning off the stove, though I was pretty sure her comment was directed at turning the heat down elsewhere.
"You can say that again!" Stacy chuckled looking at her. "I wouldn't mind doing that before you have to leave!"
"We can always warm it up later," I offered looking at Maxine, seeing that same lusty expression on her face she'd shown me earlier. "What do you think Max? Think you have just enough time to get your clit sucked before you have to head out?"
Stacy didn't wait for an answer, already moving the bowl of fruit, which had been sitting in the middle of the kitchen table off to one side. After she'd done that, she pulled her mother over closer to her. "Jump up, lay down...and spread em!" she told her.
Maxine quickly did just that. In seconds, Stacy was leaning over licking her mother's clit, the sight of which looked damn fucking obscene as Maxine lay there spread out atop our kitchen table with our daughter hungrily, even greedily tonguing her. Not to be left out, and now rather horny myself, I stepped around Stacy, undoing her jeans and soon after yanking them, along with her sexy black thong down around her ankles. Without missing a beat, or rather a lick, she stepped out of them, now spreading her feet apart as I stepped between them, resting the head of my very stiff cock against the opening of her slick wet split momentarily. I continued to tease her for several moments, enjoying the feel, but likewise enjoying the scenery as I looked down at Stacy, listening to her as she devoured her mother's cunt. Maxine lost in her own ecstasy as she lay there enjoying it, now fondling her own breasts, pinching her nipples even harder than the clamps had been doing.
"Damn it daddy, fuck me! Fuck me while I eat mommy!" She mewled in wanton need and abandonment. Maxine opened her eyes, half sitting up as I slid my prick deep inside our daughter's cunt and began doing just that.
"Maybe later, if you're not too terribly tired, I'll let you clean Stacy's juice off my cock," I said looking at her. "Unless of course, she cleans it off herself," I then added.
**
Thursday was an interesting evening, though I knew it would be. For one, it was time to implement the first part of my plan. Something I had already instructed both my wife as well as my daughter in beforehand. As Maxine was still playing her part in this, as she'd been doing for the past several months now, when ten o'clock rolled around, she excused herself and headed on up to bed. Both Jared as well Stacy had been home that night, we'd all just finished watching a movie together, though it had indeed been a very reserved evening with very little conversation taking place. After Maxine got up and headed up to our bedroom, Stacy as she usually did, likewise left a few minutes later in order to get ready for bed herself, though she usually came back down long enough to watch the monologue with David Letterman before going off to sleep. With nothing but silence between us, Jared too headed upstairs to the kitchen for a last minute snack.
If there was one thing Jared could be counted on to do, was to follow his almost nightly routine. Stacy had already gotten things ready before hand, so all she had to do at this point was slip into what she was planning on wearing to bed, and to sleep in. It would be the most revealing thing her brother would ever see her wear in front of me. Phase one of the plan. And one in which we were both pretty confident would shock and surprise him. Which it most certainly did.
Stacy waited of course until she had heard her brother head back down the stairs to the den with his sandwich. Only then coming down herself.
I thought Jared was going to choke on his chicken! Moments later Stacy walked into the room, crossing in front of me to take a seat on the couch next to me just as she usually did. But what she was wearing had caused her brother's eyes to all but pop out of his head. All she had on was a very sheer light blue nightgown that left very little to the imagination.
"That looks nice honey," I told her. "Isn't that one of your mothers though?" I asked pointedly looking at her, though speaking about the nightgown, and not reacting at all to the way she obviously looked in it.
"Yeah it is," she grinned back at me. "Mom said she wasn't wearing these things anymore, so I asked her if I could have them, so she gave them to me," she said looking down at herself, and then across the way at her brother. "What do you think Jared?" she asked sitting up slightly, her full breasts obviously pressing even more fully against the nearly sheer material. "Think it looks good on me?"
Jared stood, taking his plate along with his half eaten sandwich with him.
"Where are you going?" Stacy asked, looking disappointed that he hadn't commented on her attire, or how she obviously looked in it.
"I guess I'm not as hungry as I thought," he told her, simultaneously tossing her a look that asked her to follow him, which I caught, but pretended not to. Once again appearing to be engrossed in the TV program, even though my half naked daughter was sitting there next to me on the couch.
Stacy stood, pausing a moment allowing Jared to head up the stairs towards the kitchen before grinning at me, leaning over to give me an affectionate kiss, and allowing me a quick naughty feel of her tits before she sprinted off up the stairs after her brother. I stood up myself and quietly made my way up the stairs moments later. Sure enough, I could hear the two of them talking in the kitchen, though they were both doing so in low tones so as not to be overheard. Which I wouldn't have, if I'd stayed below in the den, which is where I'm sure Jared thought I would be.
"Are you nuts?" He asked his sister. "Parading around like that in front of dad? What the hell were you thinking anyway?"
"What's wrong with the way I look?" Stacy shot back seemingly offended. "It's just one of mom's old nightgowns, one she said she wasn't wearing any more. I liked it, so I thought I'd sleep in it...what's it to you anyway?"
"Did you even bother to look at yourself in the mirror?" He asked her again. "Jesus Stacy...you can see damn near everything through it!" He told her obviously looking at her as he said that.
"Yeah so? What's the big deal? Not like daddy hasn't seen me naked before," she reminded him. "Or like you haven't seen mom lately either," she then added. "And besides, you know damn good and well mom and dad aren't doing the nasty any more. And I'm fairly certain mom's got a boyfriend on the side. And poor daddy, well he's not getting anything anymore obviously. So what's the harm in giving him something to think about at least? At least that way he's got something to think about while he's jerking off, which has to give him some form of pleasure since mom's obviously not giving him that."
Although I couldn't see him, see the expression on his face, his sudden stammering spoke volumes. He was obviously tongue-tied at what his sister had just told him, and subtly reminded him of.
"What makes you think she's seeing anyone or doing anything?" Jared suddenly asked a bit too nervously avoiding everything else she'd just said.
"Because she's smiling a lot more than she was there for a while," Stacy told him. "You know...sort of like daddy after he's gotten some. The way he hums or whistles to himself. Remember we used to laugh about that? We could always tell when they'd recently had sex. Mom would smile and sing to herself, dad would hum or whistle. Then they'd suddenly stop, and we knew it had been a few days, until they were suddenly doing that again. Anyway...mom's been smiling and singing to herself again, and daddy's not been whistling!"
There was a long pause without either one of them saying anything. And then Jared spoke. "Well, just the same...you should watch what you wear around dad, especially if he isn't getting any from mom any more. It might put thoughts in his head if you were to keep doing that."
"That's the whole point Jared," Stacy told him. "Daddy needs a few naughty thoughts in his head these days," and with that, she laughed and then scurried out of the room and upstairs to bed before Jared could react to that. Hearing that, I hurriedly headed back down the stairs to the den, not at all surprised when Jared passed by heading off to his own room for the night. He didn't even bother looking in and say goodnight.
"Tomorrow...phase two," I told myself smiling, and then sat back taking my cock out, and switched to the porn movie I wanted to watch, "Taboo". It was an oldie, but a goodie.
**
"Well it looks like tonight's the night," I told my wife. "According to Stacy, Jared has a date with Chris. And from what she's told me, because Jared's confided in her...the most Chris has ever let him do is feel her up a little. Which means, as usual, he'll be coming home after the drive-in, all horny and frustrated again. So if he does, and if he is, then what he'll walk in on should do the trick. It'll be interesting to see how he reacts to that," I told her.
"It's still mean," Maxine told me, though looking away as she did, already resigned to go along with it as I'd given her no other options.
"It'll teach him a lesson on the one hand," I informed her. "But if there's any hope of getting some semblance of normalcy back in this family again...then that's how it's going to be," I reminded her. "Not to mention the fact that things have obviously changed now...and there's no going back the way I see it. Unless of course, you no longer want to enjoy any pleasures with Stacy," I asked seeing the look in her eyes when I said that. I knew of course she was already well beyond that herself with our daughter. And knowing Stacy the way be both did, she wasn't about to let that happen with either one of us now either. "Anyway...just be ready to react either way," I reminded her. We'd already gone over this several times. A lot depended on how Jared did react when he walked in on us. Dependent upon that, is how Maxine would then react to him when she came out of her own place of concealment, where she'd be waiting.



"What if he gets angry over this instead?" She asked worriedly. "Then what?"
"He'll get over it," I told her. "Especially if he realizes that he'll soon be fucking his sister, which is obviously something he's always wanted to do. "But he'll have to accept the fact, I fucked her first, and that she has every intention of continuing to do that once he finds out. And of course, that's where you then come in. Imagine his surprise."
"I'm not sure I want to," she said softly.
"Yeah well, you should have thought of that before now," I said letting her know she and I still had a few loose ends to tie up ourselves. "And after this...we deal with your sister."
**
As we'd anticipated, Jared was expected home any time now. Unless he'd actually gotten lucky, which according to Stacy was highly unlikely, knowing Chris as well as she did.
Stacy and I were already downstairs in the den, it was hoped that Jared would indeed see the light on, and as he was prone to do out of curiosity, take a quick peek inside as he passed by on his way to the back door. Especially as it was late, even past my own bedtime. That in and of itself should make him curious enough to look. And of course Stacy would be there with me, wearing an even sexier gown than she had the last time he had seen her. And though I did have my bathrobe available like I usually did, and usually wore when it was this late at night, I would quickly slip into it once we were aware of Jared's presence. A lot depended on how long he stood watching us, and how he reacted to that afterwards. If Jared did peek in on us, we didn't want things to look too out of character. As for Maxine, she stood well back behind us, watching the two of us. Even that was a small continued punishment as she'd moaned about having to stand there in the dark, watching the two of us fooling around without her being directly involved. Upon hearing Jared return, Max would then slip into the adjacent bathroom. Standing in the far back end of the shower enclosure, she'd remain hidden even if by some chance Jared went into the bathroom. But the likelihood of him doing that was next to impossible. He'd first have to pass by the den where the two of us were. And once he saw, or had an idea of what we were doing, I doubted quite seriously he'd head into the bathroom to do anything.
In the meantime, Stacy was keeping me nice and hard. And I was keeping her nice and wet, hopeful that Jared would be returning home any time now. It was important for him to "catch us" going at it, and then pretend as though we hadn't been. A lot depended upon him peeking in on us in the beginning, and then seeing where things went from there.
"I think that's him," Stacy said running over to the window looking out through the blinds quickly. "Yep! It is! He just pulled up against the curb out front!" She informed us.
"In that case...it's show time!" I stated. "Time for you to head into the bathroom and wait there for a few minutes Max. Keep your ears peeled though, if I give you the code phrase, you know what to do after that. If anything else happens, then go to plan B," I reminded her.
As Maxine disappeared, Stacy slipped down between my legs there on the floor. And though this was being staged more or less, there was nothing staged about the way Stacy began sucking my dick, and Jared hadn't even walked by the window yet. I also knew when and if Jared did look in on us, that I'd know. I had just prior to this placed a small mirror next to me on the couch. Though it appeared as though I was watching Stacy (which I still was) it was also very easy to see any sort of movement that might occur outside the window in the event Jared did stop and look in.
"Anything?" Stacy asked as she knelt there still lapping sweetly away at my dick.
"Never mind, just keep sucking," I told her, enjoying the sensation, though I did have my eyes glued to the mirror now, waiting to see if Jared would look, or simply walk by. Seconds later I got my answer. "He's looking," I whispered, which Stacy giggled over all the while still sucking my prick, though she seemed to become even more animated in doing so than she had been. "Don't get too carried away," I once again whispered. "Now, let's see what he does."
I watched Jared in the mirror. Sure enough, as he started to walk by, he paused, no doubt curious about the light he could see coming from the TV in the den. Kneeling down, I could see the shadow of his form as he peered through the top of the window over the edge of the blinds looking in on us. Stacy of course, busily sucking my prick, the sheer black gown she was wearing barely hiding her magnificent assets.
"Here he comes!" I informed her. Now it would be curious to see how he entered the house. Storming inside, making noise, perhaps angry even. Or would he use stealth in an effort to try and get a better view of us inside. He made no noise coming in whatsoever.
"Ah yes...I love it when a plan comes together," I said to myself, and wished then that I actually smoked cigars.
**
To be continued...
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We hadn't heard him come in, so we knew then he was trying to be sneaky as he came into the house. Had I not been actually listening for him, I'd have missed the subtle "click" of the upstairs door opening leading down into the basement area. Especially with the two of us making noise, which we hadn't been. We'd both been quietly listening on purpose to see what we could hear. The moment I did however, I looked at my sexy half naked daughter still kneeling between my legs, holding onto my cock as she smiled back, wiggling it about excitedly.
"He's coming down," I whispered. "Now you can get noisy, especially while sucking my dick!"
Stacy giggled and then began doing just that, making her licking and sucking my prick even more decadent and obscene than was usual. We both knew the sounds she was making, along with her vocal expressions would suppress any minor noise Jared had made coming down, at least in his mind. But more importantly, what she was doing, the way she was doing it and talking about it, we also knew would be shocking and surprising to say the least as Jared made his way closer to the room. Admittedly, I was curious as to what he'd do. Would be simply barge in then? Or would he wait for a while and merely watch us?
"I so love sucking and licking this big stiff prick of yours daddy," Stacy said laying it on as she then slurped and licked making as loud of sounds as she could while doing so. She even spit on my prick making it even more slippery than it already was just so the sound of the juices could be heard as she jacked it up and down in between sucking it.
"You like that huh?" I responded back. "Tasting your daddy's sweet cum-fuck juice, swallowing it for me when I cum. Or maybe, having me squirt it all over those precious sweet tits of yours, or your pussy..."
"Or in my ass!" She giggled excitedly, not faking her arousal one tiny bit, her lips working the head of my cock like a pro at the moment. It felt so good, I had even temporarily forgot all about Jared, only then realizing it, and wondering where he was and what he was possibly doing. He'd had more than enough time to reach the room and simply barge in if that had been his intention. Obviously, he hadn't.
"Oh yeah baby, daddy's looking forward to fucking that hot tight pussy of yours...again," I added a bit loudly, moaning purposely, yet enjoying it too as I did. My daughter's mouth indeed was working a bit of magic on my wand as she now sat licking and tickling the head, still stroking it up and down.
"And my pussy is so wet for you," she then said finally standing, which is something we had rehearsed briefly if and when we had gotten this far before Jared finally walked in on us. "See?" She now asked standing before me, lifting her nightgown up and over her head, baring herself fully as she then reached down with her hands, spreading her pussy a part with her fingers. Slipping one delicate finger inside herself, she then offered it to me. I quickly sucked her extended digit, savoring the pungent sweet taste of her girl cream, likewise being as noisy about it as she'd been while doing so.
And though I knew she was also looking, without trying to be obvious about it, the darkness behind us in the hallway would have made it impossible for her to have seen anything. Hopefully by now, Maxine would have crept out of the bathroom and be standing somewhere behind where Jared was, secretly watching him.
I smiled looking up at my very sexy, very naughty daughter. It was time to turn the heat up a little and see if we got the pot to boil.
"Well baby, you read for daddy to fuck that sweet hot pussy of yours yet?"
"Oh yes daddy yes! I want to feel your big hard cock inside my hot wet cunt!" She purred saying it even louder than she normally would have. With her mother supposedly upstairs asleep, had this really been going on with her there, we'd have been a lot quieter under the circumstances. But with Jared as we both well knew, now watching us from the safety of the dark hallway behind us, I seriously doubted he was thinking about that at the moment. Especially when it was now time to rub it in a little.
"Ok baby, then lets fuck," I said standing up. "But you have to promise me something before we do," I told her which again was all part of our rehearsed act.
"What's that?" She said already positioning herself over the arm of the chair, which we knew, would give Jared a total unobstructed view of the two of us as I nailed her from behind.
"You told me that you'd enjoyed watching your brother masturbate, and that the two of you had even hinted and toyed with the idea of doing even more than that."
"Yes?"
"Well, what you have to promise me, if you really want to feel this hard stiff cock inside your pussy again, is that you won't ever do anything with your brother ever again. And that means no watching him jerk off, no flaunting yourself in front of him, or teasing him ever again. And certainly, you're to never...ever fuck him, under no circumstances! Is that clear?"
"Yes daddy," she giggled hotly.
"I mean it Stacy, if you truly enjoy sucking and fucking this big hard cock, then I'm the only one you're going to do that with, understand?"
"Yes daddy," she said again wiggling her ass towards me wantonly. "And that won't be a problem either," she then added. "Jared's cock isn't nearly as nice, or as big as yours is. And now that I've sucked it, and fucked it...I have no desire to do anything with him ever again now anyway," she said easily, almost sounding like she meant it when she did.
"That's a good girl," I now offered slapping my prick against her backside, hearing her moan in pleasure as I did so.
"Put it in now daddy, please...put it inside me, fuck me with that big hard cock of yours!"
"Oh yeah baby, yeah, I'm going to fuck you now, I'm going to watch those gorgeous tits of yours swing back and forth while I do. I'm going to listen to your juicy pussy while I shove my prick in and out of it. I want to hear you moan while I do baby, want to feel you cum all around my cock while I'm thrusting in and out of that tight wet fuck hole!"
**
"Just what the hell do you think you're doing?" Jared suddenly stated having stepped into the room from out of the cover of darkness.
I actually chuckled when he did that. Stacy and I had had a twenty-dollar bet going, which she'd just lost. I'd bet he'd either say or do something before I was actually inside her. She'd bet he'd at least watch long enough to see me actually fucking her before he actually did anything. And being that we were well past worrying about Plan B, I merely stood there looking at my son.
"What does it look like I'm doing?" I shot back, "I'm about to fuck your sister that's what," I said answering his question, totally confusing and shocking him as I said that, especially as Stacy gave no hint of shocked surprise upon seeing her brother standing there having supposedly walked in on us.
"You going to stand there and argue with Jared? Or are you going to fuck me?" she asked rubbing her ass against my stiff member which for the moment at least, continued to lay there pressed against the twin cheeks of her ass.
"You...you, you can't!" Jared blubbered now totally confused as his confrontation at catching us in the act had totally come apart on him.
"And why not?" I now asked him still teasing my daughter's spit with the head of my cock, though not quite putting it in yet.
"Because...because, because she's my sister for one! And... and...she's your daughter for hells sakes!" He barked.
"So? Aren't you currently fucking my wife? Your mother?" I asked inquisitively, taking delight in the expression of his face upon hearing that. And upon having said that, sent out the signal to Maxine who I saw leave the shadows of her own hidden spot as she slowly walked up to Jared from behind.
"What?"
"You heard me," I said moaning, running the head of my prick up and down Stacy's split, the sounds of her very juicy pussy easily heard as I did that.
"Who said anything about me..."
I laughed at him. "Who? Well...your mother for one," I grinned eyeing him directly. He looked as though he was about to faint.
"Mom? She said that we were...uh, were...No she wouldn't!" He said finding himself, refusing to believe his mother would give him up that easily, and that I was perhaps fishing, guessing...suspecting perhaps, but not really knowing the truth. "Because we..."
"What? Because you haven't been fucking her? Is that what you're actually telling me?" I said, and only then sliding my cock deeply, fully inside his sister's ass, letting him see me as I did it, and then pulling out, shoving it inside her once again as Stacy fucked back sighing pleasurably as I did so.
His eyes were glued to my cock slipping in and out of his sister's cunt now, his mouth open though no words came out of it as he stood there.
"She wouldn't..." he barely managed to say, almost too softly for anyone to have heard him, until his mother stepped up behind him speaking, causing him to actually jump in fright as she did.
"I wouldn't what?" She asked looking at her son, though I knew she wasn't really enjoying this when she did. But it was again part of her own punishment that I forced her to do so for having lied to me about all of this in the first place.
"Mom?"
The fact that she was naked didn't even seem to register as she stood there. Perhaps he thought she had heard something going on, and had just suddenly come down the stairs to investigate for herself.
"Dad...Stacy, I...I came home, I...I heard them, ah...they are,"
"Yes I know Jared, they're fucking. And you didn't just come home, I know...because I've been standing back here in the dark watching them, and then watching you. I saw what you were doing. Until your father mentioned he was about to shove his prick inside Stacy's cunt...you were standing there jerking off while watching them weren't you?"
I don't think I've ever seen a more confused, more shocked expression on a person's face before beyond the one I was looking at now.
"Getting your rocks off while watching us were you?" Stacy asked smiling at her brother, though she was still slowly moving against me. "Why am I not surprised at that?" She asked him. "Hypocrite!"
He looked for a moment like he was going to say something, and then thought better of it, once again taking notice of his mother standing next to him, and realizing only then really that she too was naked confusing him even more.
"So here's the deal the way I see it Jared, since I obviously do know a lot more about what's been going on than you think I do. If you really don't want me to continue fucking your sister any more, then that means you have to quit fucking mom too. And...it also means, that never ever again are you and your sister to do anything either. Oh...and one more thing, that also includes your Aunt Susan!"
I honestly think Jared looked like he was about to collapse as he made his way further into the room, finally taking a seat on the couch, all but falling into it as he did. Maxine of course now followed him in standing next to the three of us as I finally pulled out of my daughter's cunt, though she looked none too happy about it when I did.
"So. What's it going to be Jared?" I asked him, not even caring that I was standing there with a wet glistening erection pointing towards him, that was currently coated with his sister's pussy juice as I stood there. "If you really want all of this to stop, then it will. Period!" Only then did Max step forward standing more fully in front of her son.
She stood there actually holding her own breasts, tweaking and fondling them, all the while pinching and pulling on her hard extended nipples. "Your decision Jared," she said looking down at him. "But that will mean...as I promised your father, no more stuff between you and I ever again. Or your sister...or your Aunt," she added.
He looked up at the three of us, still bewildered. "You mean..."
"That's right Jared," I began. "You can...right now if you want, fuck your own mother while I fuck your sister beside the two of you, so we can watch the two of you, while the two of you watch us. No more behind the back stuff...everything out in the open from now on going forward."
He looked up at his mother once again, she was now standing there fingering her pussy, obviously very aroused and horny at this point...though wondering what his final decision would be. It was still anyone's guess.
"So...so it's ok if I still fuck mom?" he asked in surprise. I nodded my head. "But...but not Stacy?" He asked once again looking at his sister.
"That's entirely up to her," I told him, though I already knew the answer to that question.
Jared looked towards his sister, who nonchalantly nodded her head at him. "Depends," she said smiling a little.
"On what?" He asked.
"On how horny you get me while watching you fuck mom, while daddy's fucking me," she said. Jared then looked at me again.
"You heard her," I told him. "Might as well see you do it as opposed to just hearing about it," I stated. He then looked at his mother, she was grinning, though her fingers were still busily at work between her legs.
"You mean right now?"
"Unless you need time to think about it," I said wondering if in fact he actually did. "In the meantime, I am going to fuck your sister some more, until you decide," I added. Stacy looked pleased of course, once again taking up a position, leaning over the armrest of the couch waiting for me. Max looked a bit disappointed however as she looked down at her son.
"Ok," he said suddenly actually smiling. "But what about Aunt Susan?" He then asked.
"Not a word to her about any of this...not yet anyway," I told him in no uncertain terms. "I'll deal with Susan in my own way, so until then..."
"Ok," he said once again standing up, and this time I noticed he was sporting an erection.
"Oh good, I was worried you might not be able to get off again this evening," Max said looking down at her son's obvious bulge.
"Again?" Stacy asked.
"Yeah, just before he came in and confronted the two of you, he finished tossing one off into the hanky in his back pocket," his mom informed everyone much to his embarrassment. "But I guess being as young as he is..."she said smiling.
"So you did get off watching daddy and I together didn't you?" she stated accusing him. "Come on now Jared...at least admit it, admit that you did!"
"Ok, ok...I did, now what?"
"Now you fuck mommy, while daddy and I watch!" His sister told him excitedly, and then reached back grabbing my cock and all but shoving it up inside herself.
**
It didn't take long after that for things to suddenly get going either. Once Jared was over his initial awkwardness, letting his own horniness settle in, and actually come to terms with his own jealousy at not having fucked his sister before his old man had, things got pretty heated. And to be perfectly honest about it, Stacy and I did as well, finding it pretty damn exciting to be sitting there next to the two of them on the couch while we sat fucking side by side.
With Stacy now sitting in my lap, and Maxine in Jared's, it was damn interesting to watch the two girl's together, boob's giggling bouncing up and down the way they were. Even with Maxine's being somewhat smaller in size than her daughter's were, they seemed to bounce around a bit even more so, though Jared finally reached up latching onto the two of them sucking one of them into his mouth as Maxine began riding him even more wildly.
"One more thing," I then said before the two of them got too carried away here.
"What?" Maxine asked curiously, her breath already labored along with the glaze in her eyes as she strove towards orgasm on her son's cock.
"You two aren't out of the dog-house just yet," I informed them both grinning wickedly.
"Ah oh...so what does that mean?" Jared asked worriedly.
"What it means is...you don't get to cum inside your mom's pussy...not this time anyway," I informed him. He frowned, as did his mom.
"I think what I'd like to see instead, is when you are ready to cum Jared, you do so all over your mom's face so Stacy and I can see it."
"Oh Brad, you know how I hate getting spunk in my eyes!" Maxine complained, though by the look in her face, she was already resigned to doing it.
"Yeah...I know," I said looking at her sternly. "Tell you what though," I offered. "I'll let you put on your glasses at least."
Even Stacy laughed at that. "But I get to be the one holding Jared's cock when he squirts," she said looking at her mother. "But I'll try my best not to get any in your eyes even with your glasses on...well, maybe," she added with a bit of a sick twist to her laugh.
I think just the mere mention of hearing that his sister would soon be touching his dick nearly got him off right then and there. Seconds later he was crying out, already fighting it.
"Shit! Oh fuck...stop mom, stop!" He pleaded all but lifting her off his lap as he said it. Luckily for her, she did, soon after scrambling off the top of him, already his prick oozing out what appeared to be a droplet of seminal fluid. Stacy too then climbed off my lap in preparation for wanking her brother off against my wife's face.
"Damn!" She said. "And I was so fucking close too!" she now added.
"Here, sit on this," I said offering her my own still creamy slick dick. "You can fuck me while Stacy jerks her brother off onto you," I informed everyone. Max didn't seem to mind that too much, though she did put on her glasses first before easing herself down over me, though facing away this time as Jared now stood in front of us both. Stacy took up a position next to us on the couch, kneeling as she reached over clasping her brother's cock in hand and began working it up and down.
"Tell me when," she admonished him.
"You'll fucking know," he said through gritted teeth, his knee's already beginning to buckle.
She let go, sitting back on her haunches glaring at her brother.
"Ok! Ok! I'll tell you too!" He informed her looking wild-eyed. She smiled at that, once again placing her hand on her brother's dick, milking it slowly up and down.
"Oh yeah...yeah, just like that sis, just keep doing that, nice and slow...nice and..." He never finished, yelling out instead a second later. "Here it fucking comes!"
It was a delight watching it, and feeling it too as Max never even skipped a beat, still humping herself up and down on my cock as Stacy giggled in her own unique way, pumping and fisting her brother's cock ever so slowly, watching the spurt of it which she now directed fully against her mother's face, though she did direct the first few shots against Maxine's wide open mouth. Even then, as much as Jared came, she still purposely, or so it seemed anyway, to aim a lot of it against her mother's glasses, all but obliterating her ability to see even then. Not much made it through to get directly in her eyes though, or at least she certainly never complained of it even afterwards.
"That's it Jared! That's good! That's good! Squirt that nasty hot fuck juice all over mommies face!" she told her brother still yanking it out, aiming her brother's dick at her mother, while she in turn continued fucking me. Somehow during all this, I felt the hot wet liquification of my wife's cunt as she herself splurged all over me. The trickle of her spending suddenly bathing my balls in her warmth, almost as though she had peed on them instead.
"Oh fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" she cried out, and each time doing so, receiving a white liquid response to that, almost gargling the words trying to swallow her son's spunk as Stacy aimed it directly towards her mouth, back to her glasses, and then back to her mouth again milking her brother dry.



Weak in the knees now, Jared stepped back collapsing down into one of the chairs. Removing her glasses, there was still a great deal of Jared's spunk still clinging to his mother's face which had now begun to run, dripping down onto her chest and breasts.
"Here mother, I'll get that," Stacy offered leaning over to now begin licking her brother's sperm off her mother's face, and tits, taking a moment to kiss her with a line of sticky cum dangling from the tip of her tongue as she did.
"Holy shit...mom? And Stacy?" Jared asked from across the way.
"See what you've been missing?" I laughed openly as Stacy now pulled her mother up into a standing position and proceeded on downwards from there, not only licking up whatever strands of Jared's cream had fallen onto her elsewhere, but eventually kneeling between Maxine's legs where she proceeded to clean her up carefully there too.
"Fuck!" Jared moaned, his hand once again wrapped around his cock though he'd just barely finished shooting off, still managing to coax out one last little droplet of his own fuck butter as he sat there astonished, watching his mother and sister together for the very first time.
"All right ladies...I'm about there myself now," I told them both. "How about the two of you get down on your knees here in front of me, and work together in making daddy's cock feel all nice and good now shall we?"
Obediently, they both did. The feel of two tongues now lapping away at my cock was heavenly, though so was the look and expression on Jared's face as he sat across the way watching all this. Seeing my son looking envious at the pleasure I was receiving was worth its weight in gold. But I knew then even as he did, that things had indeed changed now going forward. His next comment adding the exclamation point to all of that as I felt my own beautiful release suddenly making its way up though my shaft.
"Fucking A dad! Fucking A!"
I could only smile in acknowledgement of that, watching the first powerful jettisons of my cream as they shot out of the head of my dick, watching the girls as they almost wickedly fought over my wildly pulsating prick. In seconds they were both covered in my own torrent of white-hot spunk, streamers of it in their hair, running down the sides of their faces. Though amazingly enough, they had actually managed to feed one another most of it, passing my cock like a baton back and forth to one another.
Minutes later it was a continued joy for both of us, watching the girls pleasuring one another there on the floor. And though Jared was soon more than up for going again, I waved him off, still taking a bit of delight in getting back at him in some small way.
"Save it for tomorrow Jared," I told him pointedly. "I'm sure you can put up with having a hardon until then," I grinned. Though I felt the beginnings of another coming on myself, already looking forward to what the new day, and new open surroundings might bring.
But I was also getting a woody over the fact, I had yet one more person to get even with. And I was already looking forward to that one too!
**
To be continued...
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I opened one eye feeling my wife roll out of bed. I smiled inwardly watching her as she did so. She was naked, the memory of the past night still fresh in my mind as we'd thrilled one another passionately for what seemed like half the night. But it was the image of seeing her naked again, sleeping that way that pleased me even more. It had been so long since she had.
I rolled over fully awake half sitting up in bed as she slipped into her robe. Already my prick was beginning to harden again as I sat there. In seconds it was tenting the sheet that barely covered me as she came strolling out of the bathroom moments later. She laughed.
"Don't tell me you're actually horny again, especially after last night," she mused though she seemed more than pleased at my very obvious erection.
"That's exactly why I am horny again," I said tightening the sheet around my hard swollen cock so that it was even more obvious, more noticeable as she stood there looking at it. I was again pleased with the simple hesitation in her eyes. "Go start the coffee...I'll be down in a minute and we can continue on with our conversation," I grinned.
By the time I had thrown on my own robe, and nothing else, I could already smell the fresh morning coffee brewing downstairs. Much to my delight when I entered the kitchen, Maxine was already pouring the two of us a cup. Her robe was open as she did so, her full breasts peaking out at me teasingly, not to mention her somewhat puffy looking pussy lips. Obviously she was horny too, though I had ravaged her cunt thoroughly the night before. She gazed down at my crotch as I sat, still hard, my hand already undoing the belt on my robe allowing my stiff member to stand up proud and hard as she took a seat next to me.
"You really are a naughty man," she giggled flirtatiously. Again, a tone I hadn't heard her use in quite some time, or at least until recently anyway."
"And you are a very naughty woman yourself," I responded back, reminding her of her own wicked ways that she'd so recently been allowing herself to entertain.
"And what would you have this naughty woman do for you this fine Saturday morning?" She asked. I noticed her free hand had already disappeared down between her legs as she sat there sipping her coffee.
I placed my own cup back on the table scooting backwards in my chair. "How about you come over here and fuck me?" I suggested. Without even blinking so much as an eyelash, Maxine stood up and made her way over to me. "Face around the other way," I told her as she prepared to sit in my lap. "I might want to stand up and fuck you from behind that way too."
Max spun, soon settling herself down over my prick, easing her already wet pussy down over it until I was fully inside her before she began working herself up and down. Even as she did, we heard the sound of Stacy's bedroom door opening and then closing.
"Damn!" Max said preparing to stand up again.
"Where are you going?" I said grabbing her hips forcing her to remain just where she was.
"Stacy."
"So?"
"You really are a very naughty man, you know that?" She giggled once again settling herself down over my prick as we heard the footfalls coming down the stairs. Max was still slowly fucking me as Stacy eased into the kitchen, somewhat surprised at finding us this way, though she quickly recovered.
"Good morning," she said as though what we were doing was the most normal natural thing in the world to be sitting there doing as she walked over towards the kitchen counter. Pouring herself a cup of coffee, only then did she turn leaning against the counter watching us. All she had on was what she usually wore to bed to sleep in. A white, wife-beater tee shirt that looked painted on over her own full breasts, and a very skimpy pair of light blue bikini panties. Already her nipples were hardening as she stood there pressing against the material of her almost too thin tee shirt. "Mind if I watch?" she now asked.
"Not at all, was sort of hoping you would," I told her as I reached around in front, now clasping my wife's breasts, pinching each of her very hard, very extended nipples between my fingers as Max continued to slowly move against me, her own hand down between her legs frigging her clit gently as we fucked.
Needless to say, it wasn't entirely unexpected when Stacy slipped her own hand down the waistband of her panties as she stood there. In seconds, the subtle movement of her fingers clearly showed us what she was doing, as was the lustful expression on her face.
"God that looks hot!" she moaned pleasurably as she stood there fingering herself.
"So does that," her mother responded just as hotly, moaning pleasurably now as she continued frigging her clit, fucking my cock. "This...this is so fucking naughty!" she breathed a second later. "Who'd have thought?" she barely managed to even say.
"You've got that right," Stacy agreed now reaching upwards to remove her tee shirt, freeing and exposing her breasts a moment later. And though she had, she kept her panties on, though she now slid them off to one side, partially exposing her own swollen pussy lips as she went back to fingering herself. Though I was pleased to see her now begin to fondle and tease those damn hard nipples of hers with her other hand as she did.
"I need to fuck you standing up, and from behind," I now stated.
"And I need to lick that," Maxine purred wantonly still looking at our daughter. "Why don't you come over here and lay down on the table baby so we can do that?"
Stacy didn't need to be asked twice, finally slipping out of her panties, tossing them off to one side as she did so. Maxine too removed her own robe, laying it down on the table as a bit of comfort for Stacy as she took up her position there. Pushing the bowl of fruit that was there off to one side, which we'd been doing a lot of lately, I now had another idea. My own decadent horniness kicking in.
"While you do that, use one of those on her," I stated pointing towards the bowl. Max didn't need to ask me what I meant by that either, chuckling...as did Stacy.
"I have used a cucumber a time or two," Stacy told us. "But admittedly, this is a first time for a banana."
"Hmmm, I'll have to try that myself some time," Maxine mused thoughtfully.
"Yeah, maybe a really big long one the two of you can share," I offered as I now stepped behind my wife once again, watching as I did as she placed the tip of the bright yellow banana at the opening of our daughter's cunt.
She then spit on it, as well as spitting on our daughter's pussy too, slicking her up considerably, though it was evident she was already pretty wet. As Maxine now began teasing the opening of our daughter's cunt with the fruit, I likewise began doing the same to my wife's succulent opening before slipping my prick deeply inside her again.
"Fuck mom! Eat me! Suck my clit! Fuck my pussy!" Stacy wailed excitedly, both hands now upon her somewhat flattened breasts as she lay there on the table playing with them. Like our daughter, Maxine didn't need to be asked twice either, immediately wrapping her lips around Stacy's clit gently chewing and sucking it as she slid the banana in and out of her.
"Oh yeah...yeah, that's nice," I said taking advantage of the toaster on the counter, seeing our somewhat distorted image off to one side as I stood there fucking my wife. Though it was the sounds of two very wet cunts being played with that was even more stimulating to me. Just hearing that slick, sticky slipperiness as I slid in and out of my wife's cunt, as she in turn did the same thing to Stacy's with the banana. The periodic pop, sucking noises they both were making, the squish of the fruit going in and out of Stacy's wet cunt, their respective moans along with my own.
"Right there! Right there! Keep doing that!" Stacy urged her mother, now bouncing a bit uncontrollably on the table, her hands letting go of her breasts as she reached for both sides of it in order to steady herself. "Fuck, you're gonna make me cum!" she announced, gripping both sides of the table now for support as she arched her back.
"Me too!" Maxine cried out almost simultaneously, though her own cry of release was somewhat muffled as she spoke, still sucking, and licking her daughter's quim.
"Jesus H!" Jared spoke from somewhere behind us all just as Stacy cried out, thrashing about wildly there on the table. Maxine too, now quivering, shuddering though she continued to suckle Stacy's clit, sucking it even more fully into her mouth. The sudden surge of my wife's cum cream bathing my prick was enough to trigger my own release however, though I had other designs for it, rather than simply shooting it off inside her tight cunt. And now realizing that Jared was there watching all this, it made the next moment even more pleasurable for myself. I reached down removing my cock from my wife's lovely pussy, jerked it once...twice...and then grimaced with the pleasurable release as I spurted.
As though standing outside my own body, watching it...a long streamer of white-hot sticky spunk flew from the tip of my prick. Almost in slow motion, I watched as it splattered against her shoulder, Maxine now lifting up, arching her back somewhat still in the throes of her own release. It was evident however she had felt the first squirt as it landed on her back, almost giggling now as it did, as she continued to climax. The second even then well on its way, though miraculously passing over her head, actually landing almost perfectly between Stacy's tits as she had let go of the table, once again cupping her breasts. She too watched in delight as the second, and then third streamer of my spunk flew over her mother's head, catching her squarely between her magnificent breasts.
"Nice fucking shot daddy!" She squealed in delight, though she now glanced over to where her brother still stood. Jared, mouth open in obvious surprise and shock at what he was standing there witnessing, though I noticed his own hand was busily fondling the protruding bulge in his white briefs.
Still panting now and out of breath, I finished, wiping the head of my still oozing dick against Maxine's ass, flipping it up and down, watching a droplet or two spin off from the head landing god knows where.
"Holy fucking shit!" Jared proclaimed once again. "Why didn't you guys tell me you were planning on having an orgy this morning!" he said somewhat seriously still playing with himself.
Only then did I step back once again sitting down, as did Maxine. Though almost laughably, Stacy remained laying on the table, the bright yellow banana still sticking halfway out of her cunt as she too fought to collect her breath.
"You know what they say Jared," I said looking over to where he still stood, his own arousal clearly obvious through the press of his white briefs as he realized what he was doing and took his hands away.
"What?"
"The early bird always gets the worm."
"Only that wasn't no worm," Max sighed pleasurably, as she reached over to tenderly fondle my still half-hard shaft. "And besides...if you snooze...you lose!" She likewise joked with our son, seeing his consternation at being left out of all of this.
Stacy finally managed to sit up a little, the banana only then oozing out of her pussy altogether, falling with a "plop" onto the table.
"Tell you what Jared. You come over here and eat my peach for me once again, and maybe afterwards, I'll peel your banana for you!"
**
After we had finally gotten around to making, and then eating breakfast, I followed my wife upstairs to our bedroom to dress for the day while the kids cleaned up the kitchen.
"Today's the day," I told my wife, which wasn't entirely unexpected.
"Figured as much," she responded as she dressed. "She hasn't called yet, but I'm sure that she will soon."
"When she does, just tell her you'll be there around the same time you normally are. Except of course, it'll be me ringing her doorbell instead. I can hardly wait to see the expression on her face when she opens the door."
"Just don't be too terribly harsh with her," Maxine half begged me. "It wasn't entirely her fault you know," she then added.
"No...it wasn't. But she did convince you to start fooling around with her again...behind my back," I reminded her. "Had you two simply come out and expressed those desires to me before hand...well,"
"Oh? And you'd have been ok with that?" Max asked.
"After I had thought about it for a while, I might have. I mean after all...seeing you with another woman has always been a fantasy of mine, and you've known that. The fact it would have been with your sister might have made me wonder about it...but yes, I think I'd have eventually warmed up to the idea. But the point is...she managed to convince not only you...but Jared into fooling around together behind my back. So she deserves a bit of punishment for that don't you think?"
Maxine didn't comment verbally, though she nodded her head slightly in agreement as she finished dressing.
"You still have a spare key to her house yes?"
Once again she merely nodded her head.
"Good...like I told you earlier, the three of you will slip in the back door after I arrive. But I don't want any of you making your presence known until I say so. I don't want her being aware that you're there, not until I've made her squirm a little. And certainly not until I've got her to compromise herself. After that, is when her real punishment will begin," I reminded my wife once again.
"And then after that you'll let it go?" She asked.
"We'll see," I said simply. "A lot depends on how sorry she is. Let's just say, she's got a lot of making up to do," I added.
After we had gotten dressed and returned back down stairs, I then gathered up the kids and sat them down in the living room.
"Ok, here's the deal," I began. "And you Jared are going along with all this, same as your mother is...understand?" His expression told me that he did. "Good. And here's what everyone's role is going to be after she opens the door and lets me in."
I spent the next half hour laying out my plan to each of them, and their own particular roles, which were to be followed without exception. Neither Jared nor Maxine were too terribly pleased, but they really had no other choice but to go along. Stacy on the other hand was obviously excited and anxious at her own very important role.
"This is going to be damn fucking fun!" she chuckled. "Don't get me wrong, I dearly love Aunt Susan...but she really does have this coming," she stated looking at her mother and brother, neither one of which commented on what she'd just said.
It wasn't long after that that the phone rang. Maxine answering, confirming with a look and nod of her head that it was indeed Susan on the other end.
"Yes...we'll be there, same time as usual," she said ensuring that she sounded unconcerned or worried about anything as she did. "Yeah...me too honey, horny as ever. In fact...just for fun, and as a special treat for Jared, why don't you wear that sexy black lace corset you just got. Yeah, that one," she said once again looking over towards me nodding her head. "Seeing you answer the door in that will be a nice surprise. A very nice surprise indeed!"
**
The one nice thing about my son and I was, that even though I was certainly older, we looked quite a bit alike, even down to the way we wore our hair at almost the exact style and length. Even if Susan looked out the window first before opening the door, I knew if I stood there, slightly turned away off to one side, she wouldn't know it was me. Not if she only took a brief glance at least, which I was counting on. I even planned on wearing a simple pair of faded jeans, something Jared always wore. And again, giving her more of a view of my back profile as opposed to my front, her quick glance out the window should at least give me a reasonable chance of success in surprising her.
A distinct advantage. Especially if she met me at the door in that black corset, and nothing else.
I purposely arrived a bit earlier than Jared would have. Once again throwing her off some perhaps, catching her off guard and by surprise. We had parked the car down the street, as Jared usually did as well, the three of them now standing off to one side of the house waiting for my signal. The minute Susan opened the door, the three of them were to make their way around the back of the house and then quietly let themselves in. After that, they were to wait just as quietly until it was time to really surprise her with my real purpose in being there.
I knocked rather than ringing the doorbell, which is what Jared told me he always did. Another indication hopefully that it was Jared and not someone else who was standing there at her door. Though tempted to look after I had, I didn't. Feigning to be interested in looking at something else with my back partially turned away. I knew if Susan peeked out her front window before heading towards the door, she'd think I was Jared, provided she didn't stand there to wait and make sure first. When I heard the door click, I knew. Smiling...hoping she'd be standing there in nothing more than the sexy black corset that Maxine had told me about.
She was.
Even as I heard the door open I waited a moment more, wanting to ensure than she had opened it fully before turning around to face her.
The surprise in her face was priceless when she did.
"Brad?"
"Hi Susan...have you got a minute?" I asked already taking the door stepping in before she could gather her wits and try closing it. "Expecting someone?" I asked now taking notice of her attire, which she only then realized after her initial shock at seeing me instead of Jared, and suddenly making an effort to try and cover herself.
"I...I was yes...let me,"
"Don't bother...this will only take a minute," I informed her stepping in the rest of the way, closing the door behind me as I did, though even then she stood looking frantically about for something to thrown on over herself. "Nice outfit," I said then. "You in the habit of wearing things like that around the house? Or are you indeed really expecting someone?"
It was funny watching her actually glance out the front window as though she was, worriedly so from the looks of it, almost panicked.
"Why are you here?" she then asked, giving up on trying to find anything in which to cover her nearly exposed breasts that were half falling out of the almost too small corset she was wearing.
I smiled not yet ready to let on as to my real reason for being here. I wanted to drag this out a little yet...watch her nervously squirm, especially in what she was wearing.
"Maybe we should sit down and have a little chat," I informed her, taking delight in the sudden panic showing in her eyes. I then purposely led her over towards the couch, taking a seat next to her.
"About what?" She asked nervously, once again glancing out the front window as though expecting someone.
"About you...fucking my son."
"What?"
I was loving this, actually seeing her as she at first attempted to deny it. "I overheard him on the phone just a little over an hour ago, talking to one of his friends, bragging to him how he would soon be on his way over here to do just that," I now told her. Once again seeing the paleness of her face as the color all but drained away. "Is that who it is that you're actually waiting for?" I asked, looking out the window myself as I did before turning back around to face her, giving her a harsh stare and determined look. "Well? Is it?"
"Brad...I can explain," she stammered though I knew she was scrambling for something that would make any sense, though she suddenly tried to cover herself with her hands as though that would make any difference now after what I'd just asked her.



"I certainly hope so," I said interrupting her. "Because Jared certainly couldn't."
"You...you, spoke to Jared?" If she'd turned pale before, she was even more so now, the color almost entirely drained from her face. But the real funny part was, I knew damn well she was worried about the rest of it. So far, I was only letting on that I knew about her and Jared, and not at all about my wife's involvement with her as well. Or about the three of them.
"I did yes...and I guess I should tell you...he won't be coming over here obviously. But I felt that I should, so that you and I could have a little chat about that don't you think?"
Susan looked like she was about to faint. Her mouth opening, closing, as she fought with trying to come up with any words to say.
"I thought maybe...I should come over here and find out first hand for myself what it was he was telling his friend all about, you know...maybe after doing that, I'd have a much better understanding myself about what it is made you decide to start fucking my son...your nephew. I mean...the way he was going on and on about the way you sucked his cock made me curious about it myself."
"What?"
"Oh come on Susan...how many times have you flirted with me when you've come over before?" I asked her. "Don't tell me you're too shy about it now, not after what I just heard anyway..."
"But that was just you know...being a little silly, nothing serious really...just me, just me being the way I am, having a little fun with you is all."
"Like having fun with Jared? Or should I say having a little fun with his cock?"
"That's not what I meant by that," she once again tried to explain.
"So, you're telling me it's just Jared's cock you're interested in sucking and fucking and not mine too is that it?" I reached down unzipping my jeans, her eyes wild as she sat there across from me watching me do that.
"You can't be serious...what, what about Maxine?" she now asked.
"What about her? Not like she's going to know anything, unless you tell her of course, or unless you want me to tell her about you and Jared," I said fishing my stiff cock out of my pants, now waving it there in front of her as I sat. She just looked at me trying to decide if I'd gone insane or was being serious.
"So...what's it going to be Susan? You wanna suck this or not?"
She stood.
"On your hands and knees. I think I'd much rather see you crawl over here towards me," I informed her. With obvious fear in her eyes, she did just that, dropping down onto the carpeted floor. "Slowly," I cautioned her again. "And I want to see you wanting it...not just coming over here to do it because I told you so," I now added taking delight in her added confusion momentarily. And then she actually seemed to get into it. Her face taking on an entirely different look as she gazed upwards towards my hard stiff cock as I sat there waving it at her like a dancing cobra.
Moments later she had reached me, now kneeling between my outstretched legs, her hand coming out to take hold of my cock, though I brushed it away.
"Not so fast Susan," I said stunning her with my action. "You know...the true test of a really good cock-sucker, is if she can do it...and make it feel just as good without using her hands. Now...it just so happens..."
I reached down into my back pocket and withdrew a long black silk scarf I had managed to stuff in there.
"Brad..." Susan began looking at me with renewed worried eyes. "I'm not so sure..."
"About what?" I again interrupted. "About you sucking my cock? Or about you being as good at is as Jared claimed you to be? Once again she hesitated. "Ok, if you'd rather not...then maybe I should go back and have a chat with your sister about all this. I wonder what she'd have to say about you sucking and fucking her son's cock?"
She lifted her hands towards me placing them together.
"I think behind your back would be even better, then you'd be less tempted to forget and try using them don't you think? Turn around..."
This time she didn't hesitate at all, doing as I'd asked her to do, spinning around with her hands behind her back now as I quickly secured the two of them together with the long length of the silk black scarf.
"Oh yes, much...much better! Now you can touch me...but only with your mouth, and it better be every bit as good as Jared claimed it to be to his friends," I warned her. By the look in her face, it was obvious she wasn't too terribly pleased at the moment with Jared. Blabbing to his friends about how good his Aunt was at sucking his cock was one thing, but I knew she was wondering as to what else he'd been bragging about. She looked worried.
"Come on now...lets feel that tongue, those lips. I know you've been wanting to do this for quite some time now, hell...even Maxine's told me you once told her you'd enjoy doing this if she ever let you."
"She...she told you that?"
"Oh hell yes! And of course you knew she'd told me all about your experiences together growing up. Have to admit...wouldn't mind seeing that actually, even jerked off a few times thinking about it. But then I decided...nah, that's just too creepy, too perverted, too fucking sick to actually consider."
Once again Susan looked as though she were about to sick up, though I hoped she wouldn't do so while actually sucking my cock.
"Now...where were we? Oh yes...you were just about to start licking and sucking my cock weren't you?" I reminded her.
I sat back letting her mouth begin to tease the tip of my prick, her tongue busily lapping away at my hard stiff member. I knew as well that Maxine, Stacy and of course Jared was somewhere in the back of the house no doubt listening to all of this. And if what I had to say in using Jared the way I had upset him...so be it. He knew I was planning on using him this way and had only made a brief futile effort to keep me from doing so.
I let her continue on for several more minutes, actually enjoying the tongue-lashing, cock sucking she was giving me. I had to give her extra credit for being creative with her mouth, not using her hands as it really did feel pretty good. Reluctantly, I actually pushed her away with my hand.
"Have to admit Susan, not bad. Not as good as I'd hoped...but not too bad either."
"Excuse me?"
"No, now don't go getting all upset by what I said. You really do suck a mean cock, especially without using your hands, but to be perfectly honest...you don't do it quite as good as someone else does."
"Maxine?" Susan asked looking surprised. I laughed. "Well you and I both know it's been a long...long time since she's done that," I told her...though of course I didn't bother telling her that she had done so recently, and truth be told...did it as good if not better than she just had. But then I hadn't made Maxine do so without her hands either, so it wasn't an honest comparison.
"No...I was talking about someone else."
"Someone else? Recently? Who?"
"You really want to know?"
Susan nodded her head.
"Suck my cock some more, maybe I'll tell you if you show me you can do it even better than you were."
Enthusiastically, she attacked my prick like a wild woman, sucking, licking, almost swallowing the entire length of it as she gagged on it in doing so.
"Ok, ok...you convinced me," I laughed looking at her as she sat back expectantly waiting.
"Who?" She now asked.
"Stacy."
Susan just sat there looking stunned. "What did you just say?"
"You heard me...I said Stacy, my own daughter yes! She sucks my cock quite nicely, and unfortunately, she really does do a better job of it than you do."
"But...but she's your daughter!"
"Yeah? So? And my son's your Nephew...so is one any worse than the other?"
Once again Susan just looked at me with a blank expression on her face, she was clearly confused now by what she'd just heard. No doubt her own guilt, fears and uncertainty adding to all that.
"Maybe I could get her to show you how she does it," I said suddenly.
"You...you can't!"
"Oh? Why not?"
"Because....because...because you just can't that's why!" Susan declared.
"Yes I can. Stacy?"
Stacy had had plenty of time to get undressed and be waiting for her cue of course, and then upon hearing it, came strolling out of the backroom area into the front part of the house. Naked as they day she was born, but certainly looking more the woman that she was now than she was then. Her Aunt turned hearing her approach, once again looking at her wild-eyed as she entered.
"Ha....ha....how?" She stammered in shock, stunned.
"Hi Aunt Sue!" Stacy smiled actually leaning over to kiss the top of her Aunts forehead as she passed by walking towards me. "I used mom's key," she then said answering her question. "So...I heard daddy say you need some tips on how to suck his cock better than you were. In order to do that, I'd suggest you let me squeeze in between the two of you there and have you watch how I do it," she said easily. "Oh...and just to be fair? I won't use my hands either," she added.
The look of disbelief on Susan's face was better than I could have ever imagined. She sat there leaning back on her haunches, first towards Stacy, and then me, hands still tied behind her back.
"Are you watching?" Stacy admonished her Aunt taking my cock into her mouth, gently chewing on the head a little before fully engulfing it. "See? See what I'm doing Aunt Susan? Daddy really, really likes this. A little nip with your teeth, very, very gently...but he likes that." She paused glaring at her Aunt. "You're NOT paying attention!"
"Sa...sa...sorry!" Susan said thoroughly confused now. "Ma...ma...maybe you'd best show me again."
"Much better. Like I said, chew on the head a little like this, and then lick it, paying particular attention to his tiny little eye slit there, like this. Now...you do it," she said watching as Susan leaned forward, nipping at the head of my prick just as Stacy had been doing.
"Oh yeah, much better Susan," I told her. "If I didn't know any better, I'd think you were my daughter, sucking my prick instead of her Aunt!"
And I almost laughed...because the best was yet to come.
To be continued...
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Two things I knew about my sister-in-law through conversations I had had with Maxine. One, she didn't like anyone to cum in her mouth, and two, she didn't care to have anyone cum on her face either.
Under the circumstances, and for those very reasons, that was what I had planned as part of her punishment.
I had already told Stacy early on that if I was teased for a long time before hand, it generally ensured a rather copious load when I came. As such, the two of them had been working and playing with my cock for nearly an hour now. I also knew that my wife and son were still somewhere in the back of the house waiting for their turn to appear. No doubt they had taken off their clothes the same time Stacy had. I couldn't help but wonder, listening to us as they no doubt were, they would or should at least be getting fairly aroused now themselves. I was even willing to bet they'd been having a little fun of their own, which was fine...provided that it didn't ruin the rest of my plans.
It was definitely time however for the two of them to soon be making an appearance, but I didn't want to do that until I had properly prepared Susan for when they did.
"Oh yeah, I'm getting damn close now," I informed the two of them, though Susan immediately sat back, expecting Stacy perhaps to take over at that point. "Oh no you don't..." I warned her. "Not like that. Stacy? Since your Aunt's hands are still tied, you'll have to help her out a little with this when I cum."
She tossed me a disapproving look, but I merely smiled at her knowingly, giving her one of my own as Stacy dutifully fed her Aunt my prick. I grinned, leering at her as Stacy held it in her hand, rubbing it around the opening of her Aunt's mouth though she had partially closed it. I had pretty much figured she would, but it would suit my purposes just fine as she did that.
"Oh yeah, yeah...keep working it baby, keep smearing it around your Aunt's pretty face, because she's about to..."
The whole point was, I didn't want to give her too much warning. Not even finishing my sentence as I'd already felt the first intense surge as it traveled up my cock, watching seconds later as I spurted. She flinched. The first spurt hitting squarely against her pursed lips, though Stacy laughed, now working my cock all around her face, not just her mouth as I continued to pump out a torrent of cum cream. Within seconds, she looked like she'd just had a Meringue Pie beauty treatment. Cum was dripping off her face in thick white pasty globs, dangling down off her chin now, plopping down between her breasts. Stacy had done a damn fine job of ensuring that her Aunt was a total mess.
I think what was funny for me however, was the look on Susan's face as she knelt there actually trying to smile as though she'd really enjoyed the experience. Though I knew that she hadn't. But I also knew, as anxious as she was perhaps for someone to wipe her off, she wasn't about to give in and say anything either, patiently waiting perhaps for that to happen soon.
"Well as nice as that was, I still think you could stand some improvement Susan," I told her. "Think you could do a better job of that next time?"
Rather than open her mouth to speak, as there was still an over abundance of my thick sticky cum splattered against her lips, she merely smiled a bit more, nodding her head yes. Once again hoping perhaps I'd at least remove her bonds so she could clean herself up.
"That's good...because you're about to do just that," I said looking down at her as she continued to kneel there between my legs. The confused expression on her face obvious. And though my dick certainly wasn't as rigidly hard as it had been moments ago, she looked at it wondering perhaps if I was honestly so ready to go again that soon.
"When I was younger maybe," I said answering her unasked question. "Takes me a bit longer now to recover again," I said smiling. She seemed to relax upon hearing that as Stacy stood, fully aware of what was about to happen next. "No...not me," I then added. "But since you are so fond of sucking cock, especially Jared's I thought I'd bring him along with me too, and watch you do it myself. Jared?" I now called out, seeing my sister-in-law's eyes widen in surprise, turning now expectantly behind her as he walked in. As I'd asked...he had a nice full hard erection as he entered the room. Even with cum clinging to her mouth still, she actually spoke.
"Jared? Wha...wha...what are you doing here?" she asked though he never answered her really, her eyes suddenly growing even wider as she looked behind him to see her sister, equally nude walking in behind him. "Max? Just what the fuck is going on here?" she now asked sternly turning back towards me. "Just what the hell's going on Brad?" she questioned trying to stand up, which was obviously difficult with her hands still firmly secured behind her back. Though it was the cum dripping off and still clinging to her face which I mostly admired.
"Suffice it to say Susan, I know everything that's been going on around here. I know all about your little seduction with your sister and my son. The sudden renewed interest in playing Dr. with her again the way you used to do when you were kids. And it's funny...that wasn't what really bothered me so much that the two of you did, it was not being informed about it when the two of you decided to do so. And worse of course, then including my son into the whole thing, even though he is culpable himself for attempting to black-mail the two of you into it. You see...had you gotten me involved in this from the beginning, you wouldn't be here where you are now. Though...looking at it from the other direction, you might not have had the pleasure of sucking and fucking him either. But the way I see it, it's a bit too late for all of that now isn't it? So...as I told Maxine and Jared, we're at a place where some obvious decisions need to be made here."
"Like what?" She finally asked, actually licking her lips though I'm not sure she was even aware of doing it as she did so. I watched her do so again, taking even more of my cream from her upper lip, effectively removing the cum-stash she was wearing.
"Well, as they've already agreed to do...since the decision has been made amongst the four of us at least...to continue on with this perverted decadent life-style we're suddenly involved in. No more behind the back trysts for one. In the future, we're all going to be totally open about what's going on, at least amongst ourselves. And that means being invited before hand to participate. And if for whatever reason we can't, then at least given the full juicy details about it afterwards," I stated though in truth...that last part was actually more for me than for anyone else.
"And...and they've...you've all agreed to this?" She turned asking them directly.
"We have," Maxine said looking down at her sister, though I noticed she was trying to suppress a small grin as she did so. Good thing Susan didn't have a mirror handy so she could actually see herself. Though Jared soon made her aware of her obvious state a second later.
"Jesus dad, impressive!" He actually stated looking at his aunt with a big shit-eating grin on his face as his own cock lurched in obvious interest just as another dollop of cream dripped from her chin down between her breasts as a sudden reminder as to what she'd just been through.
"Will you at least untie me?" She then asked. I nodded my head at Stacy who began undoing the black silk scarf.
"So here's the deal Susan," I began. "As I already mentioned, no more secret get together's for one. Secondly, if you intend on continuing to participate, then that includes everyone. If not...then you're out...period. No more pussy-pussy stuff with Maxine, and certainly no more fucking or sucking my son. Understood?"
"I won't have a problem with that," she said now eying Stacy with a bit of renewed interest. "What else?"
"Well, one other major rule is this...whenever I am around or participating myself, I at least get one recommendation as to what I want to see...or do, and it's non-negotiable!"
Susan raised her eyebrows over that one.
"I mean it Susan, I want to see you do something, or anyone else for that matter, then you do it. The first time someone balks at doing it, then they're out. That's it, end of discussion. Think you can agree to that?"
Once again she looked around the room at everyone else, but their faces told her they had already agreed to these additional terms, though it was actually Stacy who had suggested it to me in the first place.
"Ok...sure, I guess so seeing that I don't really have any other choice now do I?"
"Not if you want to continue licking your sister's pussy you don't...no. Or anything else for that matter."
"Ok, I'm in." She said simply though she was now eying Jared's rock hard cock as he stood there next to her.
"Good, and as a sort of initiation in agreement of all that, and in accordance to what I said earlier, there's something that I would now like to see you do before we get involved in doing anything else here."
"Like what?" She asked nervously, though Maxine, Jared and Stacy of course already knew what that was as I'd filled them all in beforehand in anticipation of her agreeing to this.
"Well for starters, you...Stacy and myself, are all going to watch Jared fuck his mother right here in front of us all. After which, you're then going to go down on her after he's deposited a nice creamy load inside his mother's cunt and clean out every bit of it that you can find, and then feed it to your sister that way. If you're willing to do that, then I'll forgive you for the emotional turmoil you've put me through because of all this. So Susan...you ready to apologize to me for what you yourself have done here?"
To my surprise, with her hands now free, she actually wiped a bit of cum drool from between her breasts with her finger, and then licked it off. "Ready whenever you all are!" She stated.
**
As we'd already discussed prior to all of this, Maxine then moved over to her sister's couch immediately lying down on it. Jared too moved over to join her as did Stacy, taking up position off to one side where she immediately began fondling her mother's breasts, which I could see Susan was itching to do herself. She made movement to head over and join them.
"Not yet," I said freezing her in place. "You just watch for now," I informed her. "After Jared's filled his mother's cunt with his cream, then you can go over there and take care if it for her. In the meantime, you can sit on this until then."
Admittedly, I was a little surprised at myself. Once again fully hard, though just looking at my family as they began touching and playing with one another had easily accomplished that. Susan was happy as well, more than content at least to ease herself down over my hard cock, the two of us now watching the three of them as Jared slowly eased his cock inside his mother's cunt and began fucking her as Stacy continued to sit there by her side, fondling her breasts. It didn't take long however before Maxine reached over parting Stacy's legs and began fingering her clit while she did that.
And I knew after all this time that Jared had been anxious and patiently waiting, that he wasn't going to be at it too long before he was pouring out his semen into his mother's womb. Just minutes after he'd begun really, he announced he was about to do just that.
"Shoot it baby, shoot it! Fill your mommies pussy with your cum so Aunt Sue can come lick it out of me!"
Funny how being aroused and horny can cause you to lose whatever inhibitions you might once have had. Though Sue had certainly been enjoying my cock inside her pussy, the moment Jared's face turned glassy-eyed as he began to spunk his mother's cunt, she flew off me in a flash. Susan in fact made it to their side before Jared had even finished yet, taking his cock inside her mouth and draining him of the last few drops before he collapsed there on the floor beside his mother. Sue of course quickly diving between her sister's legs, where she proceeded to lick my wife's cunt just as I'd instructed her to do.
Kneeling as she was, I soon sauntered over and crawled in behind the two of them, easily finding my sister-in-laws wet snatch. I toyed with the opening only briefly, rubbing my prick up and down that wet succulent slit before sliding inside as she continued eating her sister's pussy.
Just listening to her as she did that, looking over her shoulder at my wife as Maxine groaned deliriously was erotic enough. But then Stacy who was about as horny as she'd ever been, especially as she hadn't as yet done much of anything except to herself, decided it was time to fix that.
"Jared? See this horny wet juicy pussy of mine?" She asked him as she sat herself down in one of her Aunt's over-sized armchairs, one leg dangling over the side of it as she spread herself obscenely.
"Yeah?" He said grinning looking at her, though he was also bending over slightly so he could watch his Aunt busily licking his cum out of his mother's cunt.
"Well, if you'd like to stick that prick of yours inside this in a little while here, you're first going to need to come over here and lick it a little," she told him.
Jared didn't bother standing, scrambling over the few feet to where his sister was sitting on his hands and knees. She laughed seeing his eagerness.
"And just lick it the way I tell you to, no fingers...at least until I say you can," she added pleasurably, Jared's tongue already spearing his sister's split.
"Whatever you thay thiss," he said speaking with the flat of his tongue already inside her. I watched in delight as he did so, seeing my daughter as her hands came up to begin rolling those amazing nipples around between her own fingers, just as her mother was now doing.
"Oh yeah Sis!" Maxine cried out, just like that, suck on my clit honey, that's it...pull on it with your lips, chew it and suck it a little...just like that!"
"Hear that Jared?" Stacy asked. "Do to me, what mom's telling Aunt Susan to do to her!"
I pulled out, running the head of my cock around my sister-in-laws ass, enjoying the look and feel of it as I did, even going so far as to tease that pink little star-fish of hers with the tip, hearing her moan delightfully as I did so.
"Hmm," I wondered to myself, and then pressed it a bit more fully this time against the opening.
"If you're gonna do that," she said looking back over her shoulder towards me, make sure I'm good and slippery first ok? And then take it easy when you do...it's been a while!"
I noticed my wife's eyes pop open as she realized what was happening. That was one of the very few things she had never let me do to her before. So hearing her sister's comment on what I was now attempting to do, had surprised her.
"You...you, enjoy that?" She asked her.
"Don't you?" Susan responded, surprised obviously that Maxine never had perhaps.
"I don't know...we've actually never tried."
"Well then maybe you should sometime, provided you're well lubed," she said again looking back, as I produced some saliva, letting it fall from my mouth guiding it perfectly on her cute puckered little opening. "Just remember, take it nice and easy," she said again, and then went back to licking and sucking her sister's cunt.
"Damn daddy...I wouldn't mind trying that myself sometime," Stacy spoke informing everyone through her own slurred pleasure as she continued fondling her own tits, guiding and directing her brother in his tongue play. "Now you can stick a finger in me," she spoke to him directly, and another one inside my ass too please!"
I took my time, enjoying myself as I did so...but finally managed to ease just the head of my blood engorged prick inside the opening of my sister-in-law's ass. "Oh fuck that feels good!" she moaned deeply, rotating her ass now a little, urging me to slip more of my dick inside her.
"This I gotta see!" Maxine stated, and then slid out from beneath her sister, hotly curious as she came around to stand off to one side, watching my dick as it slowly eased the rest of the way inside that hot tight little passage of hers.
"Me too!" Stacy declared, almost toppling poor Jared over backwards in her haste to come over and stand beside her mother.
"You know what..." Susan grinned, her breath nearly a whisper as she moved back to even more fully impale me inside. "If Jared's up to it yet..." she said letting the implication of what she was suggesting hang there for a moment.
"You serious?" He asked. "You mean me and dad?"
"Oh yeah, but only if you're interested," Susan challenged him. "It's been so fucking long since I've actually done that, but I'd love to see what it feels like again, and having a father and son filling my holes...well, that would make it even extra special don't you think?"
I stopped moving briefly, waiting patiently for Jared to slide beneath his Aunt there on the couch, letting them settle as he soon after entered his cock inside her dripping wet passage. It was an odd feeling, the sensation of my son's cock resting next to mine, separated by only the thinnest of walls keeping us apart.
It took a moment to get our rhythm down, but once we did it was glorious! Each one of us sliding in and out, fucking Aunt Susan simultaneously, working her together. Maxine and Stacy in the meantime standing beside the three of us, watching, fingering themselves in rapturous delight. I could see by the look in my wife's eyes that she was now seriously considering trying this herself now upon seeing it. Already I was looking forward now to fucking my own wife's virgin little ass somewhere along the way. And if she continued to be more attentive as she had been lately, I might even decide to let Jared fuck her as I did so. In time anyway...
As horny as she was too, it was fun watching her get herself off as she stood there, so unashamedly fingering and toying with her cunt as she came. That triggered Susan's release as well, groaning and moaning around Jared and I as each one of us soon began filling her passages with our own brand of hot sticky sauce.
It wasn't long after we had all collapsed in a heap against one another, trying to collect our respective breaths.
"Excuse me," Stacy said moments later. "What's wrong with this picture?" she asked.
I looked up at her, still half out of it. "What?"
"I STILL haven't fucking cum yet! That's what!" she said as she stood there with her hands on her hips looking down at the rest of us.
**
The days, and then weeks that soon followed were a blur of passionate delight for everyone. Though even then it was sometimes a little strange, walking into a room, seeing Jared's mother sucking his cock, or going down on his sister. Very often I would stand there and watch for a moment, sometimes joining in myself, sometimes not.
Most of the time Susan would call before coming over, it wasn't very often after that episode at her place that we wound up over there. I preferred it that way however, less chance for anything happening without my not being aware of it for one. But for another, I rather enjoyed just whipping out my cock the moment she walked in the door, and without having to say a word, seeing her come over and either suck it or fuck it for me waiting for the others to join in if they so wished to. Which they usually did of course.
It was two weeks before the Christmas holidays however when Maxine came into the bedroom and reminded me about my sister's visit.
"Guess we're going to have to put things on hold and behave for a while aren't we?" She asked.
Kathy had been coming to visit and stay with us during that period for several years now, and this year was to be no exception.
"I'll call her before she does," I informed Maxine. "I think it's time she and I had a little chat ourselves," I told my wife. "I meant it when I said no more behind the back stuff...and I'm not going to start doing that with her being here either."



"What are you planning on saying to her?" Maxine asked surprised that I'd even consider doing that.
"Everything...the truth! Better she hears about it now before getting here and finding out then."
"How...how do you think she'll react?" Max asked a bit nervously.
"To be honest? I don't know. But like I said Max, this is our life now, it's the way things are, and the way things are always going to be. Better she knows the truth rather than walk in and find one of us fooling around with another member of the family by accident don't you think?"
"We could try and behave while she's here," Max suggested.
"Oh yeah...like that's going to happen. I know this bunch, like I know myself. Someone would slip up, get horny, think they could get away with a little quickie or something, which is about the time she'd walk in and discover it. No...better she knows the truth now before hand."
"Whatever you decide," Max said worriedly. "But let me know how it goes ok?"
"Yeah, I will. Maybe I'll give her a call now while you're out shopping. When you get back, I'll tell you how it turned out."
I waited for a moment until after I had seen Maxine drive away in her car before picking up the phone in order to call my sister.
"Hey Sis...its Brad," I said upon reaching her.
"Bradley!" She responded excitedly upon hearing my voice, just as she always did. "I was just thinking about calling you, just finished booking my flight! So anxious to see you all again!" She told me.
"Yeah me too, but I thought I'd best give you a call before you get here," I told my sister.
"Why? Is there a problem with me coming out there this year?"
"Oh no, not at all...but before you do, there is something I need to talk to you about. Do you remember the Three R's?" I asked.
"How could I forget? Mom and dad pounded them into us growing up...why?"
"Well, as you already know, Maxine and I have sort of raised the kids up using those too, though they're slightly different than those mom and dad had us learn, anyway the last one is."
"Yeah...they always told us, no regrets, no remorse, and always be reserved, especially while out and away from the family. Why do you ask?" Kathy wondered.
"Well, because that last one...about being reserved?"
"Yeah?"
"Well...you don't have to worry about that one this time."
"Oh really...does that mean you DIDN'T need to get us a room?"
"Not this time no," I chuckled.
"Oh really...do tell. No...wait! Before you do that, let me get naked so I can get naughty on the bed here while you tell me about it!"
Once again I laughed, already unzipping my fly, fishing out my hard stiff cock. It was already wet and slippery with anticipation.
"Ok, all set...got a nice hot slick pussy that's dying to feel my brother's cock inside it again. You horny to see me too?" she asked.
"You better believe it sis," I said smiling. "Can't wait to fuck you again, and taste that hot slick pussy of yours," I said fisting my cock, listening to Kathy as she likewise fingered her wet cunt, holding it up next to the phone so I could.
"Ok Bradley, so tell me...what happened? And don't leave any of the really naughty, juicy details out while you do either!"
I sat stroking my cock, letting her hear me as I did. "Well, it's like this..." And then I began to tell her everything that had happened.
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Titty squirts.
To be honest, I never actually considered this to be a fetish, until I met Kathy anyway. I think most guys (and some women too) enjoy squirting, cumming, watching their spunk spurting against a pair of luscious breasts. They don't have to be large one's either, just breasts. And not like it's an all the time thing either, just once in a while, that dirty, naughty, somewhat kinky mood hits. And you want to squirt on a pair of nice looking titties.
I'd done it a few times, like most I'd imagine. But until I actually did meet Kathy, I had no idea that for some...like her at least, it was almost an obsession!
I had met Kathy a while back, a fiery redhead that had a wicked sense of humor, and a great looking pair of tits, though up until then, I'd never actually seen them. Just the swell of her full curvature as she leaned over the counter to refresh my coffee. Admittedly, I had often wondered if she was giving me a "look" on purpose, or was really that clueless.
I should have known better.
Across the street from where I worked was this small little diner. It was hardly ever that busy in the morning, only usually at lunch. So I rarely went there then, as Kathy was generally too busy to spend much time chatting with me. But...I'd gotten into the habit of going there for breakfast before work. In time, becoming one of her favorite and most frequent regulars. That of course had eventually led to our flirting with one another a bit from time to time, though I naturally assumed that's how she was with most of the guys who came in to eat there. Kathy was always friendly, always had a smile for everyone, not just me. And I couldn't help but notice, I wasn't the only guy that enjoyed the view whenever she leaned over the counter to pour someone else a cup of coffee.
And don't get me wrong. She wasn't drop-dead gorgeous either. She had her so-called flaws if you want to call them that. But I thought she was pretty, as did most of the guys who usually saddled up to the counter to order something to eat, always flirting with her just the way I did, ogling those amazing tits of hers.
As I said...I'd been going there for several month's now. And in all that time, I'd never seen her without a smile on her face, or a bit of exposed breast without it being too obvious whenever she came over to take my order, or lean over to refill my coffee.
And then one day, I came in...and she had an entirely different look on her face. I could tell that something serious was really bothering her. She just wasn't being her old normal friendly self, not with me...not with anyone. But, I did have one small advantage that most everyone else didn't, we knew one another well enough that I had the courage to ask her what was wrong. It was almost as though she was hoping someone would, though she still fought back the tears in her eyes when I asked her that.
"I can't talk now...but, I get off at five," she informed me, which I already knew of course. "If you happen to still be around, meet me around back out by my car and I'll tell you what's going on."
I quickly agreed to do so, and then fretted about all day, wondering what it was that was bothering her so much. By the time five o'clock came around, I was on pins and needles and immediately headed off across the street to meet her out by her car in the parking lot.
"You mind if we go somewhere she asked? Not here."
"Sure...any place you'd like," I told her, and then somewhat nervously climbed into her car with her as she pulled out of the parking lot and onto the street. We drove for several minutes in total silence, me...having no idea where we were going. Though I'm not sure she did either as minutes later she pulled her car into one of those parking garages a short distance away. She seemed to be looking for a particular place to park, so once again I waited until she spotted a place off and away from where everyone else was parked, and pulled in there.
"I appreciate this," she began somewhat nervously. "But...I must warn you, what I'm about to say to you might freak you out a little. I hope not. Because I've come to consider you to be a friend, someone I can talk to, and hopefully...someone who will listen to me and not judge me for it."
"I'm not in the habit of judging anyone," I assured her. "Especially when I have enough windows of my own to be throwing rocks at," I added, seeing her chuckle at that, a bit of that twinkle for a moment at least, back in her eyes again.
"Glad to hear that," she told me. "But...you still might be a little shocked at what I'm about to tell you."
"Shock away!" I grinned, wondering indeed at what she could possibly say to me that would even come close to being able to do that. And then she just spit it out, and ok...admittedly, she took me by surprise. Shocked me a little even...though not too much.
"I love it when a guy cums on my tits."
That was probably the last thing I ever expected to come out of her mouth when she said that. And I'm sure by the look of surprise on my face, she realized it too.
"I'm sorry, I probably shouldn't have told you that," she said, and then reached for her keys intending to start her car again. Recovering from my surprise, I quickly reached over stopping her hand.
"No don't...I'm not shocked, really...surprised a little yes. I mean jeez Kathy, its not every woman you hear say, "I love it when a man cums on my tits!" At least she laughed hearing me say that, turning back around to face me. I sat back looking at her, my cock telling me it was interested in hearing the rest of her story too as it throbbed inside my pants. "Why don't you tell me about it, because obviously, there's more to it than just that."
She relaxed as I said that, sitting back in her seat once again, one hand fingering the buttons on her blouse.
"I was hoping you'd understand, hear me out. Not easy to tell someone about, or even admit to it. But...the truth of the matter is..."
For the next half hour we sat there in her car as she related to me what had happened. Kathy and her long time boyfriend of the past three years had suddenly broken up the night before. He had decided, for whatever reason, that her "fetish" as he called it, was out of hand. Going even further to call her sick and perverted because of it. And yet, hearing her tell me the details, he had for the past several years obviously enjoyed it even more than she did. Until she began wanting it more than he was willing to do it for her. As long as it had been his idea, it seemed...he was all for it. Once she'd determined she liked and enjoyed it even more than he did...it had suddenly become a chore. And worse...now a sick twisted perversion according to what he'd told her.
"So...do you think it is?" she asked point blank after telling me the entire story. "Is it sick? Am I twisted for enjoying it so much?"
"No, it's not. Perhaps a bit unusual in a way yes. I don't think there's a lot of women out there that enjoys it to quite the extent that you obviously do. But...I don't think too many women mind that when it happens either, and probably encourage it from time to time. You're just a little different than most is all...but there's really nothing all that unusual about it Kathy. You just like the feel of cum on your tits...so what? I like cumming on tits, that make me any kinkier than you are?"
It was nice to hear her laugh when I said that, though truth be told, I was starting to become aroused sitting here talking to her like this.
She had told me, frankly and openly during our conversation what it was about that, that turned her on so much and why. In the beginning, it hadn't started out that way either. In the beginning, she had done so because her then boyfriend wanted it, enjoyed doing it. And eventually, she did too. Even more so. When she did, she began encouraging him to do it as often as he could, wherever he could, whenever they were together. And it didn't really matter where either. It became a game, a naughty fun, dirty little game they played just between the two of them...once again, in the beginning. She told me how they could be walking down the street together, and then she'd suddenly pull him into a semi-secluded doorway and simply start jerking on his cock. Seconds later, he was dumping a creamy load of sperm onto her breasts. It was always like that for her now, had been for a while now. She craved it, wanted it...needed it. Kathy needed to feel the sensation of fresh hot cum covering her tits.
"I don't know why," she had told me, confessing her thoughts and emotions to me. "It just does, it turns me on something fierce. I love the feel of all that hot warm cum clinging to my breasts. And not just there either," she added blushing a bit when she said that. "For lack of a better word, I enjoy feeling it on my pussy...my ass too. But I prefer feeling fresh warm cum, and lots of it...between my breasts. I just do! Maybe I really am sick...really am twisted," she said once again spinning around in her seat preparing to start her car again. And once again I stopped her.
"Kathy, you're NOT sick, and you're NOT twisted! Everyone...and I do mean everyone, has they're own little kinks, quirks, and fetishes. I'm no different than anyone else...even you." I informed her. "And to be perfectly honest, I wouldn't even remotely consider what you've told me as being all that kinky or quirky. A bit unusual perhaps yes, but only because of the frequency of it that you enjoy feeling that so often as you do. But only for that reason. And to be perfectly honest with you, since you're being so honest with me here, is the thought of doing that, is making me damn fucking horny! There, I said it. So...now I guess it's your turn to be shocked at me!"
All she did was sit back and smile. "Really, the thought of that's making you horny?" she asked. She was still nervously, and perhaps even absent mindedly fingering the buttons on her blouse, another one of which she suddenly popped open.
"You have no idea," I said seriously, already feeling the press of my erection threatening to burst through my jeans.
"So then...you'd do that for me? Right here? Right now?" She popped a third button looking at me as she said that.
Even after all this, I really hadn't expected this. But I wasn't about to tell her no either, not under the circumstances, and not after everything she'd just shared with me. Hell no! And especially as she popped yet another button, most of her still bra-clad breasts now fully revealed.
"In a New York minute!" I responded.
"Will it take that long?" She giggled.
"Not this time...no," I honestly replied. I'd been single myself for a while now, so it had been a couple of months since I'd even been with another woman. Just getting a chance to finally see Kathy's beautiful breasts was more than enough incentive to fire one off between her tits, and not feel bad for doing so, so quickly either.
Suddenly I watched as her hands came up and undid the final remaining buttons on her waitressing blouse. It soon opened, and I was treated to the magnificence of her full breasts straining against the white lacy bra she was wearing. She quickly looked around, though no one was even remotely near us as we sat there in the parking garage. Seconds later, she'd removed her blouse entirely, reaching back now behind herself, undoing her bra. It too fell away, revealing what I had already surmised as being a great looking pair of tits, which they were.
She was obviously a C cup that much was obvious. But it wasn't the size of her breasts that intrigued me the most. I was and always have been a breast man myself. But that included tits in all shapes, and all sizes, not just big ones. I could be just as happy fondling and playing with a pair of hard nipples on a flat-chested woman as opposed to caressing an enormous pair of boobs. But the thing about Kathy was, she had the best of both worlds. Nice sized breasts yes...but incredible nipples too! Just sitting there admittedly staring at them, I noticed they were hard long and thick. Protruding a good inch off the tips of her breasts, large puckered, crinkly aroused areolas, and dark tan in color. Her nipples easily as thick as my thumb, which she herself then reached down to grasp, pinching them between her fingers, rolling them around as I sat there.
"Well? Good enough to incite you to cum on them for me?" she asked.
I nearly tore my pants off trying to free myself and get out of them. Almost as quickly as she'd removed her blouse and bra, I had managed to free my rock hard cock, proudly sticking straight up and out of my jeans as I sat there. Now it was her turn to look over and stare at me, just as I was still sitting there staring at her.
"Nice," was all she said, though her eyes said even more. I had never considered myself more than average, and according to all the statistic's I'd ever read on the subject, I was...though somewhere on the better end of average if you wanted to see it that way. Obviously, she did. Though at the moment, I felt as though I was sporting a foot long hot-dog. "Would you mind terribly if I touched it myself for a while before you finish it off on me?" She asked.
"Be my guest," I said excitedly, damn near cumming the moment she wrapped her hand around it and began working it slowly up and down.
"Feel free to play with my tits," she added.
I think my hands were on them before she even got the last word out of her mouth. The feel of those rock hard nipples was incredible as I sat there palming them, rubbing them back and forth, and then rolling each of them between my fingers.
"You can play with them a bit harder than that," she giggled pleasurably, now stroking my cock more firmly herself as I began doing so. "Just tell me when you're getting close so I can sit back and actually watch you squirt on my tits," she reminded me. Which I was glad she did, as like I said before, I was damn near ready to cum now just playing with her while she continued stroking my dick the way she was. But...I wasn't about to disappoint her either. If she enjoyed watching it, as well as feeling it, I certainly wasn't about to get all selfish on her at this point.
"Fuck babe...I'm nearly there now!" I warned her moments later.
Kathy immediately let go, sitting back in her seat, cupping her own breasts within her hands waiting for me. "Whenever you're ready," she informed me as she sat there tweaking her nipples. "Cum all over them for me David, sperm me up good, shoot your hot nasty fuck butter all over these titties, drench them for me baby, until it's running down between them!"
Just hearing her say that, hearing her talk that way, the edge to the tone of her voice that had gotten even lustier than I'd ever heard her speak before. It was as they say...intoxicating, and added to my own level of arousal, which had suddenly shot off the scale.
"Oh fuck! I'm gonna cum, gonna squirt, gonna shoot all over those beautiful big fat tits!"
"Yes! Yes! Squirt on them David! Squirt on them, cream my tits, spunk my nipples, sperm my big fat tits!"
Luckily for me...and for her too perhaps, it had been several days since I'd even jerked off, not having found the time, nor having had the inclination to do so. As such, I knew without any doubt, this was going to be one hell of a copious load!
I didn't even need to lean forward too much, half kneeling now in the seat as I sat up, Kathy still cupping her breasts invitingly, presenting to me the most beautiful cum targets to shoot off my load at.
"Here...it...comes!" I cried out, almost going cross-eyed in the process, looking down at my prick as the first rope of sperm shot from the end of my dick. As expected, the force nearly took the top of my head off...both of them. But delightfully so, Kathy too watched it, screaming out her own joyous pleasure upon seeing it when I did.
"Yes! Yes! Yes!"
I slow pumped my cock, milking it purposely, which I very often did when alone. The intensity of my orgasm when doing that was always better than when I just fisted myself furiously off. And I also knew, that the streamers of my jisim would shoot out farther that way as well, which they most certainly did. Easily crossing the distance between us as she sat in her seat, now looking down as the bridge of cum I'd just built, easily spanned the distance between us.
Only when I began petering out...did I lean forward a bit more, as did she. The tip of my cock now rubbing against each of her nipples, further smearing them with my hot sticky juice until I had finally squeezed out every fat droplet of cum that I could produce. Only then settling back into my own seat, watching her as Kathy now rubbed her breasts together against one another, further smearing the ropes of cum I'd slashed across her chest like she'd just been whipped.
"God I love that!" She mewled excitedly, still fondling her breasts, playing in my cum, giggling excitedly.
"Fuck!" I said worriedly, looking up through the window of the car, watching as someone a short distance away approached, heading our way.
"What?"
"We've got company," I told her hurriedly stuffing my prick back inside my pants, and then noticing that Kathy had made no effort to cover herself, simply smiling at me, and then looking out the window as the guy approached his car, one that was obviously parked near to us three stalls away.
I suppose he wouldn't have even noticed us, or looked our way at all. Had we even slunk down in the seat a little, he'd no doubt have simply gotten in his car and driven off without ever realizing we where even there. The problem was, Kathy remained seated as she was, even turning to look out the window at him as he started to walk by. Reaching his car, he inserted his key, and then glanced up over to where we were sitting, and froze.
She was still sitting there with her breasts exposed, cum dripping and running down between them, though from that distance, I'm not sure he knew that. All he could see was her breasts, or at least most of them anyway, it was too obvious not to know that from where he stood. I swallowed, holding my breath, still not at all sure as to what he might say or even do as he fumbled with his keys, still not unlocking his door. His eyes the entire time looking towards us, though he grinned almost boyishly, finally turning his attention back to what he was doing.
Kathy rolled down her window.
"Hi," she said simply. "How are you?"
"Ah...hi," the man answered back nervously, looking past her for a moment towards me, though I sat I am sure looking confused, certainly bewildered at Kathy's nonchalance about all this.
"Would you like to look at my cum-covered tits?" she asked. "I just finished getting a really nice cum-bath, aren't they beautiful?" she asked now holding them up for him to see as he actually took a few steps, albeit somewhat hesitantly towards us in doing so.
He then glanced nervously about, which is something I'm sure I would have done as well before taking another few steps towards us after ensuring himself perhaps that I wasn't about to jump out of my side of the car and approach him or something.
"Are you for real?" He then asked. "I mean...they really are aren't they?" He stated once again looking towards me, then back at Kathy's breasts, still dripping thickly with my recent spending.
"Kathy..."
"Don't worry...I know I'm safe, especially with you here," she told me, though I wasn't all that comfortable with the situation for some reason. Turning back around to face him, he had nearly reached our car when she opened the door.
"Kathy?"
She spun around in her seat, legs out the door, breasts fully exposed now, cum still clinging and dripping from them as she did. He stopped a good three feet away and stood there.
"Would you like to squirt on them too?" She asked.



Suddenly I actually had mixed emotions about all of this. Maybe her boyfriend was right about her after all. Maybe she was just a little bit twisted, but then...who was I to talk? It wasn't as though she was my girlfriend, just a friend, someone I knew, though I'd obviously been attracted to her from the start. But I actually knew very little about her beyond the fact she enjoyed having her tits cum on.
"Really? You'd...you'd let me do that?" He asked.
"Yeah, but only if Peter here says you can," she said giving the guy a fake name for me, and then turning towards me after saying that. "Only if you're ok with it..." she said a bit more softly, looking at me as she did.
Talk about a rollercoaster ride of emotions. Two seconds ago, I was sitting there wondering if her boyfriend was right about her. Now...I actually felt my dick throb again as I sat there thinking about it. And suddenly, the thought of seeing another guy...a stranger at that, jerking himself off, shooting his own load on to her tits was arousing to me!
"Go for it...but, no touching!" I added looking up at the guy. I heard Kathy giggle upon hearing that, and knew she was smiling.
"You heard him...go ahead, jerk yourself off for me...but no touching," she said once again.
The stranger quickly looked about, ensuring that there was no one else anywhere's near us, and then proceeded to unzip his trousers. In seconds he'd removed his cock, which even I had to admit, was a bit larger than my own, though I could also see as he stood there fisting himself, it wasn't quite nearly as hard either. Obviously, he was still a bit nervous.
"Got a nice juicy squirt in there for me?" Kathy asked as the guy continued to stand there fisting his cock, staring at her gorgeous tits.
"Oh yeah...yeah!" He grimaced and then seemed to freeze for a moment, his hand holding still until the first shot of sperm leapt from his prick. It fell a bit short, so he moved over a bit closer, now pointing it directly between her breasts, though still without touching, and proceeded to jerk himself the rest of the way off onto her. He managed to get one or two fairly good squirts on her tits, before stepping back, almost too quickly.
"Thank you," Kathy grinned, closing her door. And almost the moment she did, she turned the key starting the car. The guy still hadn't put his dick away yet as we backed out of the stall, waving at him as we did so. He waved back, only then realizing his cock was still sticking out, and then turned to shove it back inside his pants as we drove off.
"Still don't think I'm perverted or too kinky for you?" She asked.
She was still topless, cum still clinging to her breasts as we pulled through the exit way, handing her ticket out the window to the startled clerk who was sitting there. He handed her change back to her, pressed the button to release the barrier though his mouth was open almost the entire time.
"Let me think about that and get back to you," I said as we pulled back out onto the street again. I reached over, throwing her blouse over and around her shoulders. She wasn't wearing it exactly, but at least her boobs weren't showing as we drove down the street back to my office.
**
By the time we got back, everyone else who worked there had already gone. It was thankfully a small little business with only eight of us working there together. My car was the only one still sitting in the lot. Kathy pulled up next to mine, though she kept the engine running. I stepped out.
"So, we still friends?"
"Very much so," I said grinning at her.
"And you'll still come to see me in the morning?"
"I will," I said nodding my head.
"And...and will you come on my tits again for me?" she asked.
"Glad to...any time," I told her meaning it.
She smiled at that. "We open for business at seven," she told me, though I already knew that. "But I get there about twenty minutes before Jack does," she then said. "So I can begin setting up for the day.
Jack was the owner, and probably the best short-order cook I'd ever seen behind the counter. I wondered briefly if he knew anything about Kathy's fetish. As though reading my mind, she spoke.
"Jack's happily married, and no...he has no idea," she informed me. "Anyway...if you're up that early, feel free to drop by. I'll fix you a free morning cup of coffee if you decide to come by." With that, she waved and backed out of the lot, leaving me to stand there looking after her, long after she had gone.
**
I was sitting in my car parked across the street from the diner when I saw Kathy pull into the lot behind the café'. She appeared moments later, stopped briefly looking over towards me, and then unlocked the door stepping in. I got out of my car and slowly wandered over across the street. She was waiting for me, opening the door the moment I reached it.
"Good morning," she grinned even going so far as to give me a kiss on the cheek. She closed the door locking it, the "Closed" sign still showing in the window. It was just after six. "You're up early," she smiled tossing a quick glance down at my crotch as she made her away around the counter, coffee already well on its way to being ready as they had it on a self-making timer. "About another five minutes on the coffee is all," she told me, putting two cups and two saucers on the counter.
"Yeah, surprised I am," I told her, meaning it both ways, as I'd hardly gotten any sleep at all, tossing and turning half the night, anxious, excited, and yet still more than a little confused by all this. But...I also had an erection already too. And had had, ever since I'd parked the car over in the company lot just thinking about her.
"I noticed," she grinned letting me know that we both knew what we were talking about. It was too obvious not to, and frankly, I didn't care. "Jack shouldn't be in for another half hour or so," she told me. "Never late...never early."
"So..." I said fingering my empty saucer, spinning it.
"So..." She responded back. "We can sit here and make nice, waste what precious time we do have, or..."
"Or?"
"Or...you can take that nice hard cock out, and shoot some cum between my tits if you'd like...up to you though, don't want to force you into doing anything you don't want to do."
Simple as that. Take out my cock, jack it off, squirt it between her tits.
"Ok," I said standing unzipping my fly.
This time she didn't undo any buttons on her blouse, though the one she always had undone, or so it seemed anyway, already was. She came back around the counter taking one of the stools next to me, and leaned forward. There was plenty of soft looking tit-flesh to be seen as she did that. "Stick it in between them," she purred. I did so. It was heavenly. Surprisingly so as I stood there fisting my cock, working it down the front of her blouse between her tits which were pretty well contained within the tight fitting bra she was wearing. "Fuck my tits baby...juice em for me! I want to feel you squirt, feel your warm sauce bathing my titties for the next couple of hours while I work here!" She moaned hotly.
I was amazed at how quickly I was there already. Normally, I could manage to stave off cumming for a while. But I sensed that wasn't what she wanted, or needed. And for the moment at least...neither did I. Seconds later, I was pouring out another copious load of cum-cream down between her bra covered tits. She squealed in delight as I did, savoring the feel of it as I spurted against her. She sat up, looking none-the-less for any wear and tear as I stuffed my prick back into my jeans and retook my seat. Kathy walked back around the corner of the counter smiling from ear to ear and poured us two cups of coffee.
"Jack usually gives me thirty minutes around eleven, after Sharon gets here to help with the lunch crowd." She said grinning at me. "If you feel like it...if you're up to it...meet me out by my car around then. But then...I'll take my bra off for you so you can see my tits, see you cum on them next time."
I couldn't believe I was starting to stiffen up again already just thinking about that, which is when we both heard the bells on the door jingle as Jack walked in. Though a little surprised to see me there, he greeted me in the same friendly way he always did. I was a regular obviously, and he of course trusted Kathy implicitly. We stood finishing our coffee together as he went around back to fire up the grill and get things ready for the first morning customers.
"Eleven thirty then?" She asked.
I nodded my head and left. I had another full-blown erection already, and still had several hours to go yet. Plenty of time to work up another full load of juice for those titties.
**
By eleven twenty I was already out back standing by her car. And I had a raging hard-on! She smiled minutes later when she came out the back way and saw me standing there next to it. "Get in," she said simply. It wasn't locked. I opened the door taking a seat. Her hands already moving to undo the few buttons she had on her blouse. I noticed as she did so, she had already removed her bra beforehand. "Thought I'd save us a little time," she laughed.
She could see I was already rock hard as I sat there staring at her breasts. The element of danger, somehow adding to the intense level of excitement. Anyone could have pulled into the lot any moment now. Though this time I was confident we'd duck down if we had to. And it was obvious she was just as horny as I was, if not more so. And she surprised me even further when she bunched the skirt she was wearing up around her waist. She didn't have any panties on either.
"Save a little time there too?" I asked laughing.
"Hardly ever wear any," she admitted. "Saves time for when I need a quick finger-fuck to get through the day. You'd be surprised how often I've stood there behind the counter and gotten myself off without anyone ever being the wiser."
"Holy shit! Seriously?"
"Seriously...and just so you know, I've done it twice while standing there talking to you!"
"Fuck me!"
"I'd like that too sometime...if you're interested," she said, as her hand slipped down between the folds of her sex. She was shaved bare, her swollen puffy lips pouting at me provocatively.
"Hell yes!" I informed her, seeing her smile.
"Maybe later then. But right now...I need to feel your cum on me...on my tits, on my cunt...all over me! Think you can manage to do that? And we'd better hurry before Sharon comes looking for me."
I got worried about that, once again seeing her smile as she looked at me. "Oh...not to worry baby, Sharon's almost as bad as I am. I just don't have any desire to share you with her just yet."
I sat jerking my cock, though Kathy leaned forward stroking it herself for a while, fingering her own pussy simultaneously. I soon joined in, reveling in the touch of her slick wet opening, her amazing clit, nearly as hard and as big as her nipples were.
"Come for me baby, come for me. Squirt that hot sticky juice all over these tits...this pussy. I want to see you squirt, see you cum, feel your hot warm jizz all over my body!"
Once again for the second time that day, I was soon pumping out what felt like a gallon of cum, watching it squirt...splattering against her, saturating each one of her tits, and then on down her tummy, where I just managed to finish off the rest of it between the folds of that equally succulent looking pussy.
"Hmmm, that feels so good," she said almost purring, though she quickly straightened herself up. "That should feel nice and get me through the rest of my shift. Might have to take a mini break and rub one out though," she chuckled. "Unless you plan on sticking around after work tonight. Don't know if you have any plans or not...but wouldn't mind having you over and fixing you dinner if you'd be interested in doing that."
I walked back to the office with a smile on my face, and her address in my pocket. Just imagining Kathy going back into work, cum clinging to her almost everywhere was one of the most wicked, decadent thoughts I had ever had.
Maybe I was every bit as bad as she was.
**
Her place was easy to find, not more than a few miles from my own apartment. I was a few minutes early, but knocked on her door anyway.
"Come on in!" She called out. So I opened the door. I was surprised, a little startled actually. The place wasn't exactly a mess, but there were boxes everywhere.
"Moving?"
"Moving in actually...not me, Sharon."
"Sharon?"
Kathy laughed worming her way through a stack of boxes to greet me. She looked incredibly hot as she did, but then I'd never seen her wearing anything else except for that waitress outfit she wore to work everyday.
"Yeah, Sharon...you know, the woman I told you about that I work with?"
"Oh yeah, Sharon! She's...moving in with you?"
She reached me, giving me a nice long lingering kiss that damn near took my breath away. But then so did what she was wearing. A pair of almost too short shorts that was showing a good deal of her twin ass cheeks along with a tight fitting tee shirt that looked painted on over her braless breasts.
"I couldn't afford to live here by myself, and I knew Sharon has been looking for a place to live ever since she broke up with her girlfriend."
"Girl friend?"
Kathy trailed her hand over my crotch, turning as she did heading back into the kitchen.
"Wine?"
"Yes please...but you still didn't answer my question."
"Sharon's what I call a closet straight."
"Ok, you lost me. What do you mean by that?"
"Well let's just say, she's a lesbian, or at least living like one for several years now. I know for a fact she's never had sex with a man, but..."
"But?"
"Yeah, but..." Sharon handed me a wine sipping hers. "She enjoys watching."
"Watching?"
"You sure you want to hear this?"
"Now more than ever!"
At least the front room wasn't as cluttered as we took seats sitting across from one another.
"We've been friends for a while now, spent quite a bit of time together in fact. More so when she was going through her break up. There were evenings when Brian...my ex, would fuck me while she watched, masturbating when she did. Sometimes, she even jerked him off...onto me. She enjoys doing that, but never once did she ever do anything more than that."
"Damn...and you two?" I asked curiously, sipping my wine and already starting to get a woody.
"Men!" She laughed. "Brian was always trying to get us to do things too, but we never did...not in front of him, or for him anyway. No...the most we've ever done privately is finger one another, never even went down on her, or she me. But, like I said, she does enjoy jerking off a guys cock for some reason, so that's why I call her my closet straight girl friend. I think she enjoys doing it, a lot. More than she's willing to admit. And I think if she had gotten along with Brian better than she did, something more might have actually happened. But she never did like him, beyond watching him cum on me. So it never went beyond that. Anyway, she should be here any time now, hope you don't mind."
I was in fact a little disappointed, all thoughts of anything really naughty happening suddenly evaporating with Sharon's expected arrival. Kathy saw my worried look though and once again giggled as she stood up and walked into the kitchen to stir the pasta.
"Don't worry...already told her you were coming over, and what we did today...this morning and this afternoon. She's actually hoping we might do something while she watches. Provided you don't mind her doing that of course."
My erection, which had gone down a little, was suddenly full and stiff all over again.
"Mind? Me mind? Certainly not," I said walking up behind her as she stirred the sauce, my hands coming up and around to cup her breasts, kneading them like a contented cat from behind. Neither one of us had heard the door open as Sharon walked in.
"Oh good...I'm not too late... for dinner." She laughed as she tossed her purse down on the table, setting another bag down on the table. "Got the wine and the French bread like you asked," she said smiling. "Hi David, nice to see you again."
Though I had seen her at the diner, we'd never really spoken as I hadn't spent much time there during the lunch service. I was a little surprised to discover that she remembered me, though Kathy had obviously had a little chat with her about our naughty fun time together.
And Sharon was as they say...gorgeous. Just under six feet, tall for a woman, she had long blonde hair that she normally wore in a ponytail, at least she had every time I had seen her. Now...she was wearing it loose and full as it fell about her shoulders and breasts. Breasts nice but not quite as full as Kathy's, but certainly every bit as alluring. But it was her eyes and lips that I found truly beautiful, light blue eyes, quite startling actually whenever you looked at her, and lips so full that even Angelina Jolie would have been envious. Most obvious even for as beautiful woman as she was, was the lack of any sort of make up, short of a little eye-shadow she was wearing. And yet, she really didn't need it to look any more perfect than she nearly was.
"Yeah, hi...nice to see you again too," I said pleasantly, yet awkwardly as I do honestly believe those were the first words ever spoken to her.
"Time enough for a quick shower?" she asked.
"If you hurry," Kathy told her, covering the sauce she'd been stirring, turning the heat down. "And try to wear something decent when you come back out, we do after all...have company."
"Spoil sport!" Sharon quipped heading off towards the back. "Not like he doesn't have a woody already," she added just before disappearing around the corner heading down the hall.
"That obvious?" I asked looking down, though in truth...it really was. Though so were Kathy's rock-hard nipples pressing against her tee shirt. I swear, I don't think I've ever seen nipples as hard as hers could get.
"Wait until you see her tits!" Kathy told me. "Though like I told you, with her...it's only look, but don't touch."
"Fine with me...I'm not here for her anyway," I said nuzzling Kathy's neck, enjoying the smell of her as I did so. Natural, not fragrant with some sort of chemical perfume covering. She simply smelled fresh.
Dinner was perfect, simple but perfect. We sat chatting getting to know one another better, though Sharon hadn't exactly conformed to Kathy's request. She might not have been wearing as tight of a tee shirt as Kathy was, but she had thrown on what was obviously a satin, or perhaps even silk night shirt that teased her own nipples sufficiently to make an appearance. Sitting there with the two of them, "high beams on," as we called it...was more than a little distracting.
"Well, shall we take our wines and relax in the living room?" Kathy asked. "And how about some music Sharon?"
I sat watching as Kathy sensually swayed to the beat of the music Sharon had chosen, the tall blonde soon joining her, dancing together there in the middle of the floor almost seductively. When they began running their hands up and down one another, I was lost. All pretense of being anything other than extremely horny, gone right out the window.
"Take it out...stroke it while you watch us David," Kathy told me. "Come on...don't be shy, do it for me...for us," she added as she suddenly reached down grabbing the hem of Sharon's off white silk night shirt, lifting it up and over her head. After she had, Sharon then did the same to Kathy, until the two of them stood there completely topless, breast-to-breast, dancing. Sharon's nipples weren't nearly as big or as large as Kathy's were. Light pink almost disappearing against the flesh of her breasts, and considerably smaller, but they too were incredibly long and hard even then.



"Well?"
I did as they asked, I mean after all...here were two very attractive women dancing topless, touching and caressing one another. If they wanted to see me sitting there beating my meat, who was I to complain?
I was happy though that I was every bit as hard as I had been the day before. The moment I revealed my cock, even Sharon being the lesbian that she supposedly was commented on it.
"Now that's a nice looking dick, even if I do say so myself!"
"And he squirts really good too!" Kathy told her. "You should see it when he does, far more than Brian ever did!" She told her girlfriend.
I was grinning from ear to ear, watching the two of them caressing and teasing one another, dick in hand...and I would have been almost contented with that.
"So do I get to jerk him off onto you?" Sharon asked hopefully.
"Don't ask me...ask him!" Kathy laughed. I just sat there continuing to grin like a Cheshire cat. When their fingers began stroking one another at the groin, I had to quit teasing my dick the way I had been. If I didn't it would have been all over far too soon.
Sharon had somehow managed to worm her hand down Kathy's shorts, and though I couldn't actually see anything, I certainly knew what she was doing, especially by the half-closed eyelids, the pursed lips, the panting breath in Kathy's face while she did that.
"Oh yeah...I need to feel some hot warm cream splashing my pussy...and soon!" She announced opening her eyes wide, looking over towards me. "One question though...can you get it up again more than once?"
It had been a while since I had, but then again...it had also been a while since anything like this had ever happened to me either. "No problem," I assured her, seeing her smile as she took Sharon's hand, extending her other one towards me.
"Come on...let's go see if you're right."
I followed the two of them into the bedroom, stood there in the doorway watching the two of them as they unfinished dressing one another before turning and walking towards me. I was a little surprised when Sharon helped, guiding me towards the bed, pushing me back where I fell. The two of them then yanking on my jeans pulling them off along with my own bikini briefs. My cock jumped, slapping my chest, Sharon giggled, Kathy grabbed it, her mouth suddenly engulfing it.
"Fuck!" I moaned pleasurably.
Sharon stood watching, fingering herself as she did that. "How's it taste?"
"See for yourself," she told her still sucking the knob, I was glad I had thoroughly showered before coming over.
"No thanks...not sure I'm ready for that," she stated. "Maybe later."
Even Kathy raised an eyebrow over that one, obviously that was a bit more than she'd expected, even from her.
"You'd consider sucking a cock...and yet, you've not even tasted my pussy yet?" She teased her.
"The nights still young yet," Sharon shot back. "Lets see how things go. In the meantime...I'm curious to see if he can come as much as you said he can."
"Well, how about it David?" Kathy asked me...you ready to show two hot horny women how much you can come? How much you can cover up these tits and this pussy with all than hot naughty man cream?"
My balls were about to explode as it was...I had no doubt I'd do that, and I actually didn't have too much of a concern for doing it again after a little recuperation either.
"Where do you want it? And how?" I asked.
"You know where I want it...all over...everywhere. The question is...do you mind if Sharon's the one to place it?"
I just looked at her, walked over and put her hand on my dick. "Does that answer your question?"
**
Kathy had spread herself out on the bed. The way she was laying, I don't think I had seen a more obscenely delicious sight before in my entire life. Still holding my cock, Sharon led me towards the bed.
"I only have two rules really."
"Rules?"
"Yeah...rules. One, as long as I have your dick in my hand, it's my dick...not yours. And that means it does what I want it too, it goes where I want it too. Under stood?"
"And secondly?" I asked nodding my head, though her hand continued to fondle my prick playfully making my agreement far easier.
"No touching, not under any circumstances unless I say so. And so far...I haven't, just so you don't go getting your hopes up here."
I laughed.
"What's so funny?"
"The only thing I have up...is what you have in your hand. No worries, I'm yours to do with whatever you want."
Now they both laughed. "One thing though sweetie, just so you know. If and when you're ready to cum, just tell us so Sharon's prepared ok?"
"I think she'll know...but yeah, ok. I will."
"Kneel between her legs," Sharon instructed as she began rubbing the tip of my cock up and down the furrow of Kathy's already wet slit, teasing her clit and periodically slapping it with my prick.
"Hmmm," Kathy purred. "That feels naughty!"
"You like naughty huh?" Sharon teased, "Sit up..."
Kathy did, Sharon now rubbing my dick all over her face, squeezing it as she did. I was already leaking a substantial amount of juice, which she found arousing, as did Kathy as she smeared it all over her face.
"Rub him against my nipples too," Kathy reminded her.
"Oh I will baby, I will. But we're going to take our time getting there," she told her still directing my cock. As she did, I saw Kathy reach up giving one of Sharon's firm full breasts a brief caress. I was so tempted to reach out and do the same, but I refrained, receiving a knowing look from her as I merely smiled.
"Good boy," she said rubbing my cock around and around Kathy's tits, circling her nipples. And then she surprised me, turning me slightly towards her, running my dick momentarily against her own. "That's for doing what you're told. And besides, I wanted to see what it felt like for myself," she admitted.
"Nice huh?" Kathy moaned reaching out her hand to surround my cock. "And even better when someone else does it to you." I was pleasantly surprised, Kathy now teasing Sharon's tits with my cock, her eyes closed as she allowed herself to feel it.
"Interesting," she said taking over once again. "Now...roll over."
Sharon began teasing Kathy's ass with my cock just as she had been her breasts and pussy. She slapped her with it sending jolts of pure pleasure racing up and down my shaft, tightening my balls even more than they already were. She poked the pink little opening of her ass, teasing it as well though not making any attempt to penetrate her.
"So...do you think you can cum more than once?" Sharon asked curiously.
"Probably," I assured her though I was about to give her the first one pretty soon here the way she was teasing my prick. She seemed satisfied with that response without saying anything else.
"Good...cause I'm getting close myself now too," Kathy moaned rolling over. She began unabashedly playing with her own cunt, frigging her clit as she pinched it between her fingers, pulling on it, yet rubbing it furiously at the same time.
"How do you want him sweetie?" Sharon asked. "And how do you want it?"
"Above. Have him stand up above me while you jerk him off. I want to watch him squirt, watch it shoot, feel it spray all over me!"
Doing as requested, I stood above her there on the bed, watching her as she teased her pussy with her fingers, doing things to her clit I'd never seen let alone heard described before. And all the while, Sharon stood behind me, slow-stroking my cock as we watched her. I wondered if she knew that her breasts were pressing against me as she did that, though how could she not? I enjoyed the feel of them doing so, not touching...but being touched, which added to my own stimulation.
"Just remember David...tell us," she said hotly, now running her finger tips in a vice-like "V" up and down the head of my cock quickly, almost torturously so.
"Jesus," I moaned, tingling, my knees almost weakening, as I stood there actually shuddering.
"He looks close," Kathy managed finding it hard to speak herself, her own eyes glassy-eyed now as she looked up towards us, two fingers pummeling herself furiously now.
"So do you," Sharon sighed excitedly. "Gonna cum when he does?"
"Fuck yes!" She half screamed. "Make him cum, make his dick squirt, make him shoot his nasty dirty fuck butter all over me!" She said even more loudly, the beginnings of her orgasm already apparent. Hearing her say that, like that however, triggered my own release.
"Oh fuck...FUCK! Here it comes!" I shouted.
Sharon looked down holding my cock, watching as the first powerful explosion of semen shot from my dick. Even aiming it at Kathy's pussy, which had been her intent, it wasn't simply a simple short spurt followed by another. It was a long pouring streamer of semen that for a moment didn't appear as though it would ever stop.
"Holy fucking shit!" Kathy cried out deliriously. "Look at that! Look at that! Look at that fucker cum!"
In all the years I've jerked myself off, even I wasn't sure I'd ever seen myself come like that before. As aroused as she had gotten me however, I wasn't surprised at the intensity, or copious amount of my ejaculation. Just the way I did it, which felt out of this world. Kathy was drenched, saturated from her cunt all the way up to her tits, both of which lay glistening with my wet sticky sperm. Only then did she sit up again, reaching out taking my cock out of Sharon's hands into her own, and then lovingly, softly sucking it. Draining from it whatever juices remained. My legs finally gave out and I collapsed down beside her on the bed.
As I lay there feeling like I was half in a dream, and half unconscious, I looked over. To my surprise, Sharon was massaging Kathy's body, her hands slick with my semen as she lay there beside her rubbing it in.
"Did it feel good? It sure looked good," I heard her say. "In fact...it looked fucking hot!"
"It was hot...maybe you should try it sometime and see for yourself," Kathy urged. I opened my eyes again having heard that one, and looked over towards them. Sharon turning, looking over towards me, smiling.
"Maybe...I will."
**
I had recovered enough to at least roll over and watch, though not much beyond that. As erotic as it was to see the two of them actually caressing one another, my orgasm had been so intense, I now doubted I'd actually be able to get it up again.
"You keep doing that, you're going to end up doing a lot more for me than just massaging in David's spunk into my tits. Think you're ready to go there?" Kathy asked.
"Let's just say that for tonight at least...anything's possible. Not sure how I'll feel about things tomorrow, or if I'll even feel the same way I do now. But if you can live with my uncertainty, then lets just see where things go from here," Sharon told her, though she once again looked back towards me. I had indeed rolled over onto my side, watching the two of them. And though my dick was indeed very flaccid again, I actually felt it stir at the sight of them lying there touching one another.
"I want to lick you," Kathy said. "I want to lick your pussy. But admittedly Sharon, what I'd really like to do, provided poor David can get it up again at some point, is to lick off his cum-cream from your tits. I'd love doing that...if you'd let me, if you'd let David..." she left off saying.
Once again Sharon looked over towards me. "Tell you what," she began looking at my very spent cock. "IF...he can indeed get it up again, and provided he can do it...he can come on my tits. He can even play with them a little if he wants to. And so yeah...if he can, if he does, I'd enjoy seeing you do that."
I grinned. I could feel my cock already starting to get hard again. Kathy was grinning too, looking over at it as I did.
"Something tells me...that's not going to be a problem," she said, and then drew one of Sharon's hard stiff nipples into her mouth and began sucking it.
**
Needless to say, it didn't take long before I found myself sporting another erection. I wasn't in any big hurry to bust a nut again however. Watching Kathy as she sucked Sharon's breasts was too nice to interrupt. And by the look on Sharon's face, she was enjoying it too. I sat watching as they spun around on the bed, for a moment thinking they were going to enjoy a '69' with one another. I was almost disappointed when they didn't. Almost. What they did instead, was continue on sucking one another's breasts simultaneously. So in a way, it was still a '69' of sorts, just not the way I'd expected. Kathy looked up long enough to glance my way...laughing after she did.
"He's drooling," she said chuckling. Sharon too looked over then, and winked. "Come on...come get some titty as you're obviously feeling left out."
In seconds I was happy as a clam. I had one hand on Kathy's breast, feeding that one to Sharon, and another on Sharon's helping feed that one to Kathy as the two continued on nibbling, licking and sucking one another's tits.
As I did that, admiring both the view and the sensation, I soon felt a hand once again on my prick. Looking down, I had half expected it to be Kathy's, seeing Sharon's instead.
"Maybe she's right," I thought to myself. "Maybe Sharon really is a closet straight!"
For the longest time, we basically just spent it fondling and teasing one another, rolling about on the bed. Eventually I found myself in the unique position of being beneath the two of them as they knelt above me. Taking Kathy's left breast, and Sharon's right one, I pressed the two of them together with my hands and then sucked both of their nipples into my mouth simultaneously.
"That's different!" Sharon laughed..."Never thought of doing that before!"
"There's a lot of things you've never done or tried before," Kathy quipped. "Such as having your tits juiced, think you're ready for that?"
"Hell yes," Sharon moaned now laying back on the bed. "I'm so horny, I'm half tempted to actually suck his dick!"
I looked at her grinning.
"I said half tempted!" She smiled back, and then laughing. "I know...Kathy likes to call me straight-curious, though I guess that would be bi-curious too if you think about it. But I don't consider myself either really. But what I am finding out, is if I like the person regardless of their sex, and if I am attracted and comfortable with them, then I'm willing to explore things I've never done before."
"So you're admitting to the fact you find yourself attracted to David then?" Kathy continued to tease her friend.
"Yeah...but not enough to suck his dick. Yet," she said smiling. "But I do think I am ready to feel it squirting on my tits...if he is."
Just as Kathy had done, I now found myself standing up on the bed again looking down at Sharon. Kathy behind me now, once again working my dick up and down, pointing it towards her friend.
"Watch where you squirt it buster, or we'll have words!" She told me, though she did so with a quirky little smile. The fact that I didn't really have much control in the matter wasn't brought up as Kathy continued to hold onto my cock, stroking it, pointing it towards her. When I felt the second intense release of the evening once again begin, I was sure to tell them both long before it happened. There was a brief momentary look of concern in Sharon's eyes as Kathy pointed my prick directly towards her face. Just a millisecond before that first spurt rocketed out of my dick however, she adjusted her aim. I stood watching my cum spurts splashing wickedly and wildly against Sharon's breasts. It was almost as erotic after I had finished bathing her tits with my semen, to see Kathy then kneel down beside her. Rather than just massaging my cum into them the way Sharon had done to her however, Kathy took a long sweet time licking it all off.
This time I really was done for. I stood at the door preparing to leave both girls remaining naked as they kissed me goodnight. I took one step down the porch. "If you don't have any plans tomorrow...call me," Kathy said.
"No plans...so I will," I said waving, and then headed outside to my car.
**
It was well past ten before I woke up after sleeping in, getting a bit of much needed rest. While waiting for the coffee to finish I picked up the phone and called her.
"You feel like meeting me for lunch later?" she asked.
"Sure...where?"
"Well, I have a couple of things I need to pick up at the mall, but if you wouldn't mind coming with me, there's a fairly nice little restaurant there. It'll be my treat for allowing me to drag you along."
I wasn't too thrilled about shopping, but after some assurance that she wouldn't bore me to tears dragging me from store to store, I agreed to meet her there. Once again, she looked sexy as hell. It was still odd not seeing her in her waitress outfit the way I'd been used to doing. She wore a sexy short skirt that truly showed off her magnificent legs, along with a simple white peasant blouse that was fairly low cut. I smiled upon seeing her dressed like that, already feeling a bit of a knowing throb down inside my jeans.
"You look great!" I said giving her a quick, yet warm kiss, which she received, kissing me back. I was surprised when her hand quickly ran down between my legs as we stood there, though fast enough that I doubted anyone had noticed.
"Thank you," she grinned now taking my hand in hers. "And I hope "he's" had a chance to recover from last night," she added pulling me along. "Because I need a nice hot dose of man-juice between my tits."
"You're kidding me! Here? At the mall?"
"No...I'm not kidding," she said seriously eying me. "But you should already know that," she added. "Unless of course, you're really not interested."
I looked around, wondering. "Where?"
"This way," she grinned even more broadly, and pulled me along. A short distance away from where we'd met, I found myself standing outside of Victoria's Secret. "In here," she said pulling me towards the door. I almost balked at her doing so, not that I was embarrassed about being inside a woman's intimate apparel store, I shopped there myself a few times before. But it was in knowing what Kathy was expecting to happen while in there that I was a bit unsure of.
"No worries. Trust me," she stated.
We were met moments after walking inside by a cute little brunette who called her by name. "Well hello Kathy, nice to see you in again, anything special today?" she asked. But it was the way she had said it that told me there was more going on here than I was led to believe. "And who's this?" She then asked turning towards me.
"This is David...my new boyfriend," she said emphasizing the word. "And he's my something special," she then added winking at her. "I want to try on a couple of new bras, but I want his advice on which one he thinks looks good on me before I get it," she added.
"Shouldn't be a problem, you know the routine," she grinned. "Take the first room, when you have it on, give me a call. If the coast is clear, I'll send David back for a look-see." She told her. Kathy quickly selected a couple of new bras that she wanted to try on and headed back to the dressing rooms. Once again she ran her hand down along my crotch before disappearing inside.
"See what you can do about waking him up for me," she added just before she did. "Hopefully...it won't take you too long," she grinned and then stepped around the corner into the first dressing room the brunette had told her to use.
Seconds later the brunette returned. "She ready yet?" She asked.
"I don't know," I told her. "She didn't call out yet if she is."
"Let me check," the young woman stated and quickly disappeared around the corner, stepping out a second or so later. "She said she is...if you are," she grinned. "So...are you?" She then looked down at my groin. Obviously, Kathy had done this before by the looks of it, and obviously the brunette was aware of it too.



"Yeah...I think so," I said somewhat shyly, though I had in fact grown pretty rigid standing there thinking about what I was about to do.
The brunette took a quick look into the store. It wasn't all that busy and all the customers seemed to be being taken care of.
"Come on then, hurry. I'll be standing guard," she informed me.
I slipped around the corner and stuck my head inside the dressing room. Kathy was entirely naked standing there in front of the mirror. "Well don't just stand there David, come in!" I did so, stepping inside the room as the brunette stood in the doorway looking in on us.
"I've been excited ever since you called me and said you'd be in," she stated. "And especially with a new guy, and one far more attractive than the other guy you were dating."
"Ah thanks...I think," I said politely, once again turning back around to face Kathy who stood there quite unashamedly fingering herself.
"Go on David, take it out...start jerking it off for me," Kathy stated, obviously aroused herself, waiting expectantly. It was also obvious the brunette had every intention of being there when I did.
"I'll be right back," she stated. "And don't you dare squirt anything until I do," she said pointedly looking down at my rock hard cock. She closed the door and I heard her speaking to another woman outside where we were. Kathy continued fingering herself, though whispering.
"She likes to watch too," she told me unnecessarily. "So whenever I'm in the mood to do this, I give her a call and let her know I'm coming in. I think she's going to be in for a nice surprise."
"Maybe...maybe not," I said worriedly. "I did shoot a couple of rather large loads last night. Not sure how big this one's going to be, especially on so short of notice here."
"How we doin?" The brunette said startling me as she stuck her head back inside the door, giving us both a look. "How's that one fitting you?" she asked trying to sound professional as she did. Kathy cupped her breasts with her hands, squeezing them together.
"It's a little tight I think," she announced.
"Here, let me give you a hand with that," she then said stepping in closing the door behind her. She quickly took a seat on the small bench. She too was wearing a skirt, quickly lifting it to reveal she didn't have any panties on underneath as she began playing with herself. "Hurry...I don't have too long," she said looking at us.
Luckily, with Kathy naked, and a total stranger now finger-fucking herself right there in front of me, it wasn't going to take nearly as long as I might have otherwise thought.
I stood there furiously fisting my dick, pumping it up and down.
"Make sure the first squirts directly against my clit," Kathy told me. "After that, I want the rest of it on my tits."
I looked over towards the brunette, she had spread her legs obscenely, bunching up her skirt as she fingered her cunt, two, and now three fingers inside herself as she pummeled it almost as hard as I was jerking myself off.
"Almost there," I announced, walking up towards Kathy who braced one leg on the bench, spreading herself fully.
"Like I said...one here, the rest up there," she grinned. I nodded my head in understanding, pointing my prick directly at her wide-open cunt, even going so far as to tease her clit with it directly.
"Oh yeah, that's nice...now do it David, do it! Jerk that cock, make it squirt, make it spurt all over my pussy and tits!"
I did indeed do just that, and just as she had asked me to do it. Watching as well as feeling that first delicious spurt splash against her pussy, her clit...as she held herself apart with her fingers. As soon as I had, she sat down on the bench next to the brunette, cupping her breasts, my next several spurts landing against them. Even I was surprised at the rather impressive deluge that now covered them both.
"And you were worried," she grinned looking down at herself as my semen ran freely down between them as she mashed them together. I then stepped back, and as I did so, the brunette was suddenly down on her knees in front of Kathy. It was evident as to what she now wanted, and was after.
I watched as she hungrily licked Kathy's cunt, first lapping up my cream with her tongue before skewering her with it. All the while frigging herself with her fingers until seconds later she allowed this soft mewled little sound of release. Even flushed in the face as she was, she hurriedly straightened herself up.
"I'll come get you as soon as the coast is clear," she informed us, and then stepped outside the room closing the door behind her. Kathy was already getting dressed, though I noticed she had indeed put a new bra on. It was black however and very sheer.
"Well, how do I look?"
"Damn fucking sexy, though I'm not sure that bra goes too well with that particular blouse," I stated.
"Yeah, you're right. It doesn't. But I don't feel like wearing one now anyway, not with all this nice warm cum-cream between my tits," she said, and then slipped her blouse back on without one.
Once again the door opened. "Ok, all clear," she said stepping back as Kathy and I quickly exited the changing area. She then led us back out front towards the checkout counter. "So, this one fit ok then?" she asked ringing it up.
"Oh yes, very nice...thank you. In fact...there's another one I might come back for in a couple of weeks, provided David won't mind coming with me to try on another one."
"Oh...I won't mind," I said easily smiling at the Brunette who winked, smiling back.
"That might even be easier," she said. "I go on the night shift beginning next week until closing. If you come in then...I might be able to get you an even better deal on the next one."
"Well in that case, for sure then. I'll call you," Kathy said picking up the bag that now contained both of her bras in it. Seconds later we were walking out of the store, hand in hand. "Ready to eat? Me?" she then whispered laughing at her own joke.
"Yeah...I am in fact, say out in the parking lot in my car after lunch?"
She raised an eyebrow at that. "You know...I just might turn you into a bit of a pervert yet," she informed me.
"It won't take much," I assured her as we entered the restaurant, and were shortly afterwards shown to our table. I was in fact already toying with an idea of my own as we were quickly led back to our table.
**
Even as we sat looking over the menus, I realized there and then, that Kathy was unlike any woman I had ever known, or ever dated. Maybe she was a bit kinky in her own way, but after everything we had done and experienced together, I knew now, I couldn't and wouldn't want it any other way.
"See anything you like?" She asked not looking up from her own menu as she asked me that.
"Oh yeah, those cum-covered tits of yours," I said not looking up from mine either.
"Hmmm, funny, I don't see that on here anywhere," she said giggling.
"Yeah, I don't either, you'll need to lean forward a little."
Without the bra, and with her peasant blouse billowing out sufficiently being as low cut as it was, she didn't need to lean forward much before showing off a great deal of her magnificent breasts, still glistening with my cum-cream though it had already begun to dry on her.
We both saw the waiter approaching and she prepared to sit up straight again. "No don't," I said leering at her suggestively. "Let's see if he notices your snow-capped mountains."
She chuckled remaining as she was, though if anything leaning forward a bit more.
"Well, have you...ah...have you ah...decided yet?" The young man asked. I gave him a quick glance looking up, though I needn't have worried. His eyes were glued to Kathy's breasts that had damn near fallen out.
"Are the chicken breasts very tender here?" she asked looking up, smiling at him. "I like my breasts tender," she said licking her lips.
"I ah...I'm ah...sure they are," he stammered. "So you want the chicken tits then? I mean...the chicken tit nuggets? I mean...oh fuck," he stammered again his face beet red now as he looked over towards me.
"I think the lady would indeed like to order the breasts, hold the nipples though," I said grinning at him. He nearly wrote that down, once again looking back towards her as she actually pulled down her blouse, allowing her left breast to come completely free as it rested there on the table.
"I would like an order of white sauce on the side though," she added looking at the clearly confused kid. "This one didn't get nearly as much," she then added making him realize what it was he was looking at.
When he finally managed to actually take our order and walk back with it, he did so with a noticeable bit of awkwardness, reaching down to adjust himself quickly before anyone else noticed his predicament.
"Think that will pose any problems?" I actually wondered.
Kathy laughed. "I doubt it, usually you know if someone's going to be a shit, or be difficult. Not that kid. If anything, he's already thinking that this is the best fucking day he's ever had while working here. I'm sure we're about to get really excellent service from him too. Bet he makes all kinds of trips back here to see how we're doing."
"Well if he does, maybe we should make sure we give him a really nice tip, or rather you give his tip something nice," I hinted once again seeing Kathy's eyebrows raise.
"You're going to be a lot more fun and interesting than I first thought," she then told me as we both noticed our waiter heading back towards us with our drinks. Kathy quickly glanced about smiling just as he reached us, likewise smiling and far less befuddled.
"I wonder...could we move to that table over there?" she asked pointing.
I glanced over myself, almost immediately realizing where she was going with this. The table was one of those that would rarely be seated, tucked as it was almost as an afterthought around a section of the wall that was jutting out where the bathrooms had been built across from the other side. As such, it was almost invisible to the rest of the dining area.
"Ah sure...I guess," our waiter said helping us to take over our silverware as we carried over our drinks reseating ourselves. Once again she leaned forward, her tits coming back into view again.
"Thank you," she told him. "This is much, much better. Now then...can I see your cock please?"
"I'm sorry...what?"
"Your cock! Is it hard? Is it nice and stiff?" she asked again. Once again he appeared flustered. "Tell you what, go check on our order, think about what I asked. When you come back, if you want to see all of these again, she said pulling her blouse down completely baring her tits, though doing so only briefly. "I want to see you reach down and unzip your fly as you approach us. If you do, I'll even play with it a little while you stare at my breasts. If you don't...then we'll not mention any of this further, or tease you again. Now...go ahead, see how our lunch is...coming," she said purposely emphasizing the word.
"You're naughty."
"And you're horny...tell me your not. Tell me the thought of that young man walking back here, pulling his zipper down so I can fondle his prick isn't exciting to you."
"Sorry, wouldn't lie to you. That is exciting, and I'm curious now to see if he'll do it."
"Well I'm curious to see if you'll do something for me."
"What?"
"Take yours out too. Sit there and play with it for me. And keep playing with it. With luck, maybe I'll get desert before lunch arrives."
It was several minutes before we saw our waiter approaching, I was beginning to have my doubts that he'd even return when he suddenly did. And then as he did, he glanced quickly off to either side, his hand suddenly coming down to unzip his fly as he approached us.
"We should have bet," Kathy stated grinning from ear to ear. And then she said, "Trade me sides."
"What? I still have my dick out."
"Do it!" She said standing up quickly, which I then did myself, coming around her, though my back was towards the waiter as I slid into Kathy's side of the booth, and as she slid into mine. By the look on his face, it was evident he had seen my hard cock sticking out of my pants when I did so. Once again looking more than a bit nervous as he stood off to one side, his back towards the room, Kathy now sitting directly beside him where he stood.
"Your ah...lunch, is still going to be a few minutes yet. Is there something I can get you while you're waiting?"
"Yeah...this," Kathy said reaching into his fly, seconds later removing his prick which was rapidly growing erect as she withdrew it holding it in her hands. Somehow during all this, she had managed to yank down the front of her blouse, both tits clearly revealed now as they sat there. "Go ahead, play with them a little if you want to," she informed the young waiter. "While I play with this."
He got harder and harder, twice looking back over his shoulder, ensuring that no one was coming, or looking over this way. "Doesn't he have a nice hard cock honey?" Kathy asked. "Is yours all nice and hard too?" She then questioned.
I nodded my head. "Then show him honey. Show him how hard and stiff your cock is while I sit here playing with his."
I turned slightly in my seat, letting him see my hard stiff shaft. He moaned, Kathy's hands now rapidly jerking his cock up and down. "Think you two can both squirt soon for me?" she asked.
I knew I could. I was beginning to think I could come on command whenever I was around Kathy. "Whenever you'd like it," I assured her.
"How about you honey? Would you like to spurt all over these great big titties?"
I honestly think the poor kids eyes were crossed. Bad enough he was standing there shaking, looking as though he were about to topple over. "Anyone looking this way?" Kathy asked looking directly at me. I glanced.
"No."
"Then stand up and squirt on me," she told me. "Maybe that will help this young man here."
I took one more look, and then stood. I'd been sitting there working my cock in preparation for doing just this. The moment I did, I shot a white sticky streamer of cum all the way across the table, hitting Kathy's tits squarely between them. A lot of which of course landed on the table as well seconds later as the ejaculates following were quite nearly as forceful. Neither one of us really watching that however, it was more interesting watching the young man's prick explode all over the front of Kathy's blouse and tits. It was an impressive load of cum, nearly as copious as my own had been the night before. Kathy finished milking out the last few droplets of his cream against her breast before putting them away, releasing him. The front of her blouse was now drenched, transparent in places as it clung to her. He hurriedly tucked his spent prick back inside his pants.
"I'll be right back with your dinners," he told us, and then headed off at a very brisk pace.
He returned a short time later with our lunch, as well as the bill. "It's on me," he stated grinning from ear to ear. "Thanks for the best fucking day of my life!" He then added. "And I do hope...you'll 'come' back again," he then said, likewise emphasizing the meaning.
**
Two weeks later I had moved into Kathy's place, her bedroom more than adequate for us both, as was her bed. Though not too surprisingly, it was very often shared by the three of us. I've come to really enjoy Kathy's quirky little fetish. Sometimes standing there on her porch after having retrieved the morning paper, just long enough for her to fold the paper over my cock and jerk me off with it, onto her tits. Sometimes Sharon comes out with her, and she does it. Sometimes I just stand there inside the door of my car getting ready to head off to work while one or the other of them does it, again...sometimes both.
Oh yeah...and I actually got to enjoy licking Sharon's cunt too while Kathy lay sucking my cock. No...she still hasn't put it in her mouth yet, though she enjoys holding it for Kathy while she does.
"Once step at a time," she told us both a while back. Though she has now let Kathy masturbate her clit with the tip of my dick. She's even been hinting at the fact she might like to see what it feels like inside her too.
That's ok. I'm in no hurry here. I like what we do, the way we do it. I almost prefer the kinky, out of no where in the middle of the grocery store, or mall... hand job, titty-squirts I'm being given and asked to perform.
And it is fun, watching Sharon going down on Kathy's pussy just after we've fucked.
Baby steps.
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I have always been a light sleeper. The smallest noise usually waking me up immediately. So it was on a particular evening just a short hour or so after having crawled into bed. My wife Janet on the other hand was a sound sleeper. She had once slept right through a mild earthquake that had awoken me the moment it even began.
I had heard the sound of the front door opening downstairs. I knew Trish, our daughter had arrived home from her "date" at the graduation dance they had had at school. I looked over at the clock on the nightstand, it was just then a quarter of two in the morning. No big deal really, that was expected. And with Trish basically an adult now anyway, my wife and I generally had no more "rules" for Trish other than to help out around the house until she'd made some decision about what she wanted to do with herself after graduation.
What I wasn't expecting was the sound of someone else's voice speaking, even though they were whispering, as was my daughter. And though I couldn't exactly make out what was being said, I knew two things. One, the other voice was definitely female too, which was a bit of a surprise. And two, they were both giggling about something. Why she would bring another female friend home with her at this time of the night was unusual, unless of course her friend was too intoxicated to make it home by herself. Perhaps she'd end up in some kind of trouble because of it. It wouldn't be beyond the norm for Trish to offer up a place for someone to spend the night. And certainly not anything that either my wife or I would have been opposed to either. In a way I was almost relieved, at least it wasn't some guy she was actually trying to sneak into the house.
When I heard more giggling, and a concerned "Shhh" being given by my daughter, my curiosity got the best of me. What I didn't need, and what I knew my wife would come unglued over, was to wake up and find Trish's friend had gotten sick all over the carpet or something. If she was drunk, or if they both were in fact, then I at least felt like I needed to play responsible parent and ensure everything was ok downstairs. Slipping into my robe, though I wore nothing beneath it, I quietly slipped out into the hallway closing the door behind me. And though again it would take an atom bomb going off to wake Janet, I didn't feel like running the risk and having a late night confrontation over it with our daughter either.
I quietly made my way down the stairs, though I already knew through their own attempt at being quiet, they had likewise made their way down the hallway towards Trish's bedroom. As I reached the bottom landing, I heard the faint click of my daughter's bedroom door as she closed it, and then locked it.
Now that was unusual. We had always, always respected Trish's privacy while growing up. Never just barging into her room without knocking first, and without being invited to enter. And because of that, she had never once locked her bedroom door, at least not to the point that I was aware of anyway. So locking it now, at this time of night seemed a little out of character, even for her. Once again padding down the hallway quietly in my bare feet, I approached her door, intending to listen only for a moment and ensure myself that all was well inside my daughter's bedroom. What I then heard however surprised me. Still speaking softly and in low tones, it was still enough to hear what was being said especially as quiet as it was inside the rest of the house.
"God you've got nice tits, I wish mine were as big and full as yours are," the other young woman spoke. Suddenly I had this "daddy shouldn't even be thinking this," vision bouncing around inside my head of my daughters full bare breasts sitting there.
Yeah, my daughter and my wife both had fairly large breasts, ran in the family I suppose, which included her cousins. And though it was at times hard not to notice them, I did my level best to chase those sort of thoughts away the moment I realized I was even entertaining any. Which I actually stood there trying to do, my thoughts then that they were simply getting undressed in preparation for going to sleep. What young girl hasn't commented on seeing a girlfriend's body, and perhaps commenting on something like that just as she'd done? It wasn't something guys would certainly do...not usually anyway, but girls? Sure...why not? Perfectly normal. I half turned preparing to retrace my steps and slip back quietly up to the bedroom.
"Fuck you make me horny Trish! I so love playing with your boobs!"
"And I like playing with yours too," My daughter spoke in a lust-filled voice, unlike anything I had ever heard from her before. "Come here...so I can suck on them!"
I froze in my tracks turning back towards the door.
"I love playing with your clit too, your pussy's so wet and juicy!"
"So's yours," my daughter responded, once again with that lilt to her tone of voice, telling me how aroused she was.
I hate to admit it, but it was like being at the scene of a horrible accident. You didn't want to look, but you couldn't tear your eyes away either. It was like that, only in this instance, I couldn't stop listening. And worse, I now realized I had an erection! I was getting horny myself just standing there listening in on my own sweet young daughter and her girlfriend, obviously touching one another.
Once again there was another pleasured sigh by the two of them, in addition to another fit of giggles.
"So...you still haven't lost it to a boy yet?"
"Not yet...I'm saving it for someone special, though I'm starting to wonder if that'll ever happen really. Probably not. Maybe I should let Andy have my cherry, he's been after it long enough, and he is fairly sweet in his own way, even though he does have a pretty small cock!"
I was learning more and more about my own daughter than I'd ever meant too. Once again almost relieved to know she was actually still a virgin, yet on the other hand, hearing that she was now seriously considering giving it up to some pimply-faced kid with a small dick. Another vision I had to chase away with fire inside my head.
"What about you?" Tracy asked moaning pleasurably. "Ever had a cock up inside here yet?"
"Not yet...though I guess I'm technically not a virgin any more either. My sister had told me a while back that it would be best to get it over with by my own hand, rather than let some dumb-assed guy attempt to do it. So she helped me."
"No shit? Really? Sharon did?"
"Oh yeah...she had a nice slim vibrator she used to masturbate with every day, and probably still does come to think of it. But yeah...we used that to finally take my cherry with. So now I use all sorts of things whenever I play with myself, not just her vibrator, though I now have one of my own too. But no...in answer to your question, still haven't had a guys dick inside there, and now knowing what I do...not sure I even want to!"
Having heard the name Sharon, I now had a vague idea of who the other girl was, not too surprisingly either. She'd been over to the house a number of times, though so had a few other girls. But as far as I knew, Chris was the only girl who had an older sister by that name.
Though certainly not related in any way shape or form, Chris and Trish could have passed for sisters, and very often did. They were roughly the same size and shape, though Trish indeed had slightly larger boobs from what I'd seen. Beyond that, they both wore their dark brown hair long, and in nearly the same style, even the color of their light brown eyes was almost identical. And they even looked a little bit alike, enough at least anyway to pass as sisters whenever they went out together.
"Especially the way you eat pussy," Chris now said, as I heard rustling about on the bed, once again my mind's eye imagining, seeing the two of them as my daughter situated herself between her girlfriend's legs.
"You mean...like this?" she asked, giggling softly. I now heard what could only be described as down to earth pussy-licking. Something I quite enjoyed doing myself, so I was very familiar with the erotic sounds being made, and what was obviously happening. The next thing I realized, was that I had my hand on my dick, and had been unconsciously stroking it as I stood there.
In all the years as my daughter's father, I had never not once pleasured myself while thinking about her, though even then...I tried to convince myself it wasn't my daughter I was actually thinking about, but the succulent wet split she was currently licking, belonging to that of her girlfriend. Which for the moment at least, was the image I now had inside my head, though it changed quickly to Trish just seconds after that, and took me a while before I once again tried chasing that thought away.
It was no use. Try as I might, I kept coming back to Chris laying between my daughter's legs...and then finally, me.
"Oh God yes...yes Trish yes! Finger my pussy! Suck my clit! Make me cum...please baby please...make me cum!"
Even though it was Chris saying the words, in my mind, I could hear Trish speaking them, writhing about there on the bed pleasurably as I lay between my own daughter's legs, sucking her clit. When I felt the first tremor of my own impending orgasm begin, I hurriedly cupped the palm of my hand over the end of my dick, spurting into it. Even then, there was so much that it began seeping out of my hand, down my shaft as I continued to milk out what for me became a knee bending climax.
And then of course, seconds afterwards...the guilt set in.
With the two of them still carrying on, I slipped quietly down the hallway back towards the stairs. As I did, I wondered if this was something I should bring up and discuss with my wife. I put a big "whoa" to that thought however, realizing if I did, she'd no doubt wonder what the hell I thought I was doing, standing there listening in on our daughter's private thoughts, and intimacy. Neither Janet nor I had ever had a problem with people being gay or straight or anything in between. Though neither one of us had ever considered the possibility that Trish was anything other than a heterosexual female. Even if she was bi...that wasn't something that her mother or I would ever make any big deal out of. But what her mother would make a big deal out of, was my having stood there listening to the two of them.
No...this was one I was going to have to deal with myself, and in a very private way. I'd always been close to Trish, we'd shared confidences and secrets with one another in the past. And I'd never once betrayed that with her. So long as it didn't jeopardize her safety, welfare or that of anyone else. That was the promise I had made her with only the one stipulation. Thus, I felt that when the right time, the right moment presented itself, if it in fact ever did...then I would try and talk to her about it. Until then, I was determined to keep my mouth shut.
But I now found myself struggling with totally impure and improper thoughts more than I ever had!
**
On the weekends Janet and I took turns sleeping in. She got Saturdays, I got Sundays. And as such I found myself rolling out of bed just before eight o'clock, which even then was almost late for me. The alarm wouldn't go off for another hour yet, though Janet no doubt would hit the snooze on it at least three times before finally getting up. Once again throwing on my bathrobe, I tiptoed quietly into the bathroom to pee. Though I now stood there looking down at a morning woody, that was far more woody, than morning. Already the thoughts and conversation I had heard the night before replaying inside my head. I stood there, guiltily I might add, jerking myself off until I watched several hard-felt streamers of cum splashing in the water of the toilet bowl. Only then was I able to piss.
After I had cleaned up and ensured I'd left no trace evidence, I emerged out into the hallway and headed downstairs to make coffee. Except that I could already smell it had been made as I reached the stairs. Not too surprisingly really, as Trish very often got up and made the coffee herself before I did if she happened to beat me up before I could do it. And though it was just then almost eight o'clock, I was frankly surprised after such a late night she'd obviously had herself, that she would be up and about already.
I entered the kitchen, and sure enough she was standing there with her back turned towards me, just then pouring herself a cup, not yet having heard me enter. And she was wearing what she usually did when she went to bed, one of my old white tee shirts that was just long enough to properly cover her ass.
As a child, it had been damn near impossible to get Trish to wear anything other than a pair of panties to bed to sleep in. But when she finally started to sprout breasts, her mother decided it was time for the two of them to sit down and have a little chat. Even then it was still difficult, until we actually convinced her to wear one of "daddy's tee shirts" to sleep in. For some reason, that did the trick, and she'd been sleeping in one ever since.
"Morning honey, surprised you're up already!"
"Shit!" Chris said jumping, turning as she did so. "You scared the hell out of me!" she exclaimed. Though I too was surprised. It wasn't Trish standing there at all. A further reminder to me of just how closely the two of them resembled one another, especially from behind.
"Oh...sorry, I thought you were Trish," I said feeling more than a bit stupid at the obvious mistake, though she had by now composed herself, and was smiling.
"Yeah, I guess we do look a little bit alike, especially with me dressed in one of your tee shirts."
"Well, used to be I suppose...though now I think Trish has managed to confiscate every one of them, to the point I actually quit wearing them myself."
The problem was...when Chris turned to face me, I immediately noticed the twin hard little points of her nipples pressing clearly against the front of her tee shirt. It was all I could do to force my eyes away and pretend I hadn't really noticed anything.
"So...I take it you made the coffee then?"
"Yeah, hope it's not too strong," Chris said turning back around once again reaching up into the cupboard in order to grab another mug. One again, the problem with that was, as she did so, the hem of her shirt rose, not too far mind you...but just enough to alert me to the fact, she didn't have any panties on.
When I found myself staring at the sweet firm cheeks of Chris's ass, I immediately sat myself down at the table. Not in order to get a better view, though I suddenly found that I did, but because I suddenly found myself starting to become aroused again. And this...after I'd just barely finished jerking off only a few minutes ago!
Finally retrieving the cup, Chris sat it down on the counter and filled it for me. Once again turning, now walking over to hand it to me as she brought hers with, sitting down across from me. Now I was staring at her nipples again, which for some odd reason seemed to be even harder than they were before, pressing against the tee shirt she had on even more than they had been.
I couldn't help but wonder. I don't remember Trish ever having that much difficulty retrieving a cup from that shelf. And if she and Chris were roughly the same height...
She sat looking over the rim of her mug towards me, my eyes having strayed briefly, my thoughts elsewhere as she finally spoke.
"I hope...we didn't wake you up when we came in last night."
I seriously doubted she knew I was actually a very light sleeper, though I supposed Trish could have mentioned that fact to her at some point. But I decided to play dumb even if she did know.
"Had no clue, that's why you startled me...seeing you standing there instead of Trish," I told her acting genuinely surprised at that.
She laughed, not as bad you startled me...I nearly peed myself, and I'm not wearing any panties at the moment either, imagine how embarrassing that could have been.
I was imagining something else.
"Yes, well...good thing you didn't, you know how picky Janet is about her floors," I chuckled trying to make light of it.
"So...we weren't too noisy coming in then?" She again pressed.
"Didn't hear a thing," I assured her. Once again she sat looking over the rim of her cup at me as though trying to digest that. I could feel sweat starting to form on my forehead.
"Going to be a hot one today, already starting to feel it," I told her wiping my brow. We both looked over at the thermometer hanging on the wall there in the kitchen. It showed it was just seventy degrees. She smiled at that.
"Maybe...or maybe it's just getting a little hot in here," she said once again standing up. "Refill?"
I pushed my mug across the table towards her without saying a word. She took it along with her own once again turning back towards the counter. I sat looking at her from behind, still sweating. She filled the mugs, one a bit too much as she spilled it, reaching for a paper towel, which she then dropped.
"Clumsy me," she stated, and then bent over to retrieve it. What I saw was the crease of her cute furrow, her lips swollen invitingly so, though it was only for the briefest of moments before she stood up again, and then wiped up the bit of spilled coffee. Only this time, she walked around behind me, leaning over as she placed my cup back on the table, her right breast just grazing my shoulder as she did. But it wasn't that that now gave everything away. Just like the night before, I had unconsciously been sitting there fondling my dick. Once again hard, it had managed to poke its head out of the opening of my bathrobe. I tried leaning forward a little to hide it, using my own hand in doing so, which if anything, simply confirmed what I'd been sitting there doing to myself.
"What's that?" Chris pointedly questioned me. I know my face had gone beet red, I could feel it. My tongue suddenly thick and swollen as I fought for something...anything to say.
"What?" I finally came up with.
"You know what," she said once again leaning against my back, both breasts now pressing against me as she reached down. I felt her hand on my hand, as she tried to pry it away...it was almost funny. Me, holding onto my cock, trying to keep her from seeing it, and yet, there it was, stiff and hard as it's ever been.
"Is that because of this morning? Or because of what you heard last night?" She asked.
"I swear I didn't hear anything," I told her.
Her eyes told me she knew better, though I didn't know how.
"Trish told me once how light of a sleeper you are," she said coming around the table, once again sitting down, though as she did, she lifted her tee shirt up just enough to bare the lower portions of both breasts. "I don't know if she ever told you about me though...you see, I have really acute hearing. You might want to consider fixing that third stair, it creaks a little whenever you step on it."
I knew that it did, but I'd certainly not considered it loud enough to have been concerned over. Though admittedly, I'm not sure I even heard it or was aware of it doing that when I went back up to bed. My thoughts elsewhere at the time when I did so.
"So...she continued. "Do you have a problem with Trish and I?" she asked curiously.
"Was she fishing here?" I asked myself.
I felt like we were both treading on dangerous ground here. Me...still with a hard on though I'd managed to keep her hands from replacing my own. And her...with half of her tits showing.
"You're both adults now...whatever the two of you choose to do with one another is none of her mothers, or my business," I answered.
"So you were there," she said a broad smile coming into her face. "I thought I heard something."
I hadn't admitted to anything. But now, I didn't deny it either, sipping my coffee instead.



"Tell you what, you let me see yours, and I'll let you see mine...and no one needs to know we did this," she told me.
Maybe I should have known better. But I certainly wasn't thinking very clearly at the time. The way I saw it, a little innocent flirtatious teasing would be worth it if Chris would then drop the subject. "Deal?"
"Deal!" I said just as quickly, and then removed my hand.
"So? Stand up so I can see it at least," she added, now doing so herself, though as she did, she then yanked the tee shirt she was wearing up and over her head. Now standing completely naked before me.
I stood, my dick sticking straight out, if not even more so than it had been.
"I thought you said you weren't interested in a guys cock anymore," I told her as she focused her gaze on my shaft.
"Ah ha!" She said grinning at me.
"Fuck!" I said simply. I had no place to go.
**
She stood there fondling her breasts in front of me, though seconds later her hand dipped down between her legs as she continued fondling herself there too, a bit more openly now.
"Chris..."
"So, did it turn you on listening to us?"
"Chris..." I said again a little more firmly this time, though I continued to stand there with my dick sticking out.
"Come on Trish's daddy...tell me, so did it? Did it turn you on, just a little maybe?"
For as far back as I could remember, Chris had always referred to me by that name, "Trish's daddy." I had liked hearing it at the time, thought it was cute, and yeah...maybe even a little sexy when she said it. At the moment however, I wasn't so sure. The problem was, I was turned on...becoming even more so the longer I stood there watching this young, beautiful woman, who god help me...looked a lot like my own daughter as she stood there playing with herself. Hands now spreading her lips a part so that I could see them clearly, see the wet moisture that was obviously pooling there inside her.
"Come on Trish's daddy...stroke it for me, let me see you play with your cock," she asked.
"Chris, we really shouldn't..."
"No one needs to know, besides...we're just watching one another, not touching each other," she argued, though I failed to see the logic in that. "Come on...please? For me? Watch me while I watch you," she pressed as she slipped a finger inside herself, then withdrawing it, licking it off, sucking it like I could imagine her sucking my cock.
"Ok," I said softly, giving in to heaven only knows what here."
"That's better," she seemed to purr once again fingering her slit, her hand coming back up to tweak the hard pointed nipple of her young supple breast. I stood there in front of her now slowly stroking my cock. Doing so had the desired effect on me she'd been hoping for obviously. "Oh yeah, that's nice...really, really nice. It's so big and so hard, I bet that would feel really, really good inside my pussy."
"Chris..." I said slowly drawing out her name. She giggled, don't worry Trish's daddy, I'm just thinking out loud, fantasizing a little here is all. Same as I'm sure you were last night. You were weren't you?" she asked.
Under the circumstances, I saw no point in trying to deny that. "Yeah...I did," I said simply.
"So, what did you think about? While you stood there listening to us, listening to Trish lick my pussy, and then me, licking hers...did that excite you? Did you cum?"
I saw no point in telling her I came long before they'd obviously switched off and done that. Though now, there I stood, jerking myself off, once again imagining Chris licking my daughter's wet hot cunt...and then me doing the same to both of them.
"Yes...eventually," I told her already feeling the sensation of wanting to do so again.
"So would you like that?"
I was already hovering on the edge.
"Like what?"
"Watching us, watch us lick one another, maybe even the two of us licking you." Chris was truly frigging her own clit now, my eyes glued to her doing that, hearing her words but unable to sort out my emotions on what she'd just said. "Our tongues, lapping up and down your cock together, me sucking your balls perhaps, Trish, sucking your hard stiff prick."
"Oh fuck...Chris, you...you shouldn't be saying that," and me...so fucking close now, about to toss one hell of a load any second now, which I knew I damn well would too.
"Gonna cum for me? Come for us?" she asked, my knees already starting to buckle, one hand down on the kitchen table for support as I stood fisting my cock furiously now, watching Chris as she stood there doing the same.
"Us?" I finally asked, confused, bewildered though I could already sense the intensity of my orgasm beginning. Which is when I suddenly felt an entirely different hand on my cock, looking down at myself, for a moment wondering if I was tripping out, if Chris had somehow managed to slip something into my coffee or something. It had to be some sort of a hallucination, and then she spoke.
"Come daddy...come, go ahead, squirt it for me...for us," she urged.
**
For a brief moment in time, I felt like I had somehow escaped the confines of my own body. Standing there looking down at myself, having grown a third hand, and then letting go. Watching this new hand, this feminine hand suddenly wrapping itself around my cock, stroking it up and down, ever so slowly, ever so sensually. And then on top of all that, the sound of my own daughter's voice urging me to cum.
It was like watching it all happen in slow motion. Seeing her hand, turning to look into her almost angelic like face. Her smile, wickedly devilish yes, but still that smile I had so come to adore. And then beyond that, her nudity. Her full perfect breasts, nipples all crinkled, amazingly hard, stiff and erect. The bareness of her pussy, a pleasant surprise that now would forever remain within my memory banks, changing the criteria I had only once allowed myself to think upon. And even as I began to squirt, my semen exploding from the tip of my cock, shooting off into god knows where, she continued smiling, jacking...milking my prick, urging me on.
"Come daddy, yes...come squirt it for me, squirt it all out...shoot your juice for me daddy, shoot it...shoot it...shoot it!"
**
I don't remember sitting down, but obviously I had. Spent, emotions now a flood of guilt, remorse, fear, and yet still uncontrollable excitement and pleasure too as I continued to throb, my prick not yet flaccid as though refusing to do so.
"Well you were right Chris. I didn't think it would work, but it did," Trish said now sitting down beside me. "Good thing we didn't bet." She then turned towards me, her hand coming up to my face, brushing away a lock of hair that had fallen down into my eyes. "I'm sorry daddy, but I didn't know how else to raise the subject."
"What? What subject?" I finally said more or less collecting myself.
"Well you see daddy, it's like this. I don't want to be a virgin any more, and I think I'm old enough to make that decision for myself. But...I want it to be with someone who knows what they're doing too, not some kid who will hurt me, or ruin my very first time for me. And I want it to be with someone I love, someone I care about. I want it to be you!"
I was speechless, flabbergasted to say the least. "Trish, we can't...we shouldn't...it's just not possible. I'm sorry!"
"So...you'd rather I let some other guy do it then, is that what you're telling me?"
"No! Of course not! I'd rather that you wait...wait until the right guy comes along."
"I've been waiting...for a very, very long time now daddy. And I've always known who the right guy was. I just didn't know how to approach you about it, until now." I looked past her at Chris.
"The two of you were in on this from the beginning?"
"For quite a while now yes," Chris admitted. "We've certainly talked about it, but until last night...until I knew, and then we both knew for sure you were standing outside the door listening, well...that sort of gave me the idea to do this. And needless to say, Trish went along with it."
"So...so, you want me to...to..."
"To fuck me yes...to take my virginity, once and for all. Just once daddy, I'm not asking you to do anything more than that. Just do this for me, with Chris there...and then after that, I promise I won't pressure you to do it again if you don't want to."
"But that's the point!" I told Trish. "What if after we do it, I DO want to? What then?"
"How about we cross that bridge when we get to it? But in the meantime, will you at least think about this? Please?"
I told her I would, simply to end this discussion here and now. The alarm would be going off soon, and Janet would be waking up.
"I'll think about it. But then we'll talk too, long before anything happens. But right now...the two of you better get dressed before your mother comes down here and sees the three of us like this. There would be hell to pay if that were to happen!"
**
I was in a funk the rest of the day. So many emotions running around inside my head. There was no fucking way I could do this. And yet, I found myself sitting there imagining it, actually fantasizing about the way it might go, especially with Chris there.
"Shit, I just can't!" I said at one point shaking my head, and saying it loud enough that my wife had actually heard me.
"Can't what?"
"Pull this deal off as quickly as my boss wants me to on Monday morning," I lied coming up with about the only thing I could think of to say.
"Steve, its Saturday for hells sakes. Relax, quit thinking about work. In fact, I think I know just the thing to get your mind off of that. As soon as the girls take off, which they said they'd be doing shortly, how about I give you a very...very special massage."
Now I really did feel like a shit head.
**
True to her word, after the girls left Janet gave me one of her world-class "massages" as she called them. Though it mostly consisted of a lot of hand on my cock stroking, accompanied by a pair of lips that nibbled away at the tip of my cock until I was spewing a fountain of cum cream into my wife's mouth.
It had been a while since she'd done that. It was one of those rare moments of late when we actually found time on our hands and some privacy to enjoy ourselves. I soon after found myself licking my wife's precious pussy, likewise sending her off into oblivion as well. We were both just recovering from having done so when the girls came back late in the afternoon.
"They're back early," I spoke rolling out of bed in order to get dressed. "Glad we had the time that we did."
I showered and dressed heading downstairs to the rec-room. By the time I'd arrived the girls had already changed into swim-wear and were outside by the small-sized pool we'd put in. I turned on the TV, pretending to watch the game though I had one eye constantly looking out the window at the girls as they lay sun tanning on towels, which they'd spread out on the grass. I heard the sound of my wife's footsteps coming down stairs, moments later entering the room handing me a nice cold beer. I had focused my attention totally on the TV, though Janet walked over towards the sliding glass doors looking out at the girls.
"She's certainly growing up fast isn't she?" She asked without turning around.
"Too fast," I responded standing up to walk over and join her as she'd now given me an excuse to be doing so.
"Won't be much longer before she'll be out of the house and on her own. After that, it'll just be the two of us."
"Not such a bad thing is it?" I asked stepping up behind my wife, teasing her neck with the cold beer bottle. She shivered, but not so much from the coldness of the bottle against her skin, more from obvious arousal, especially as I glanced down over her shoulder. As I did, I immediately saw Janet's nipples had stiffened considerably. Even through the bra she was wearing, they were poking against the tight-fitting material of the blouse. "You still horny?"
"How'd you guess?" She giggled as her hand reached around easily locating the bulge in my shorts that was rapidly stiffening.
It was then that we both saw Chris sit up, her hands coming around behind her to undo the top she was wearing. Without so much as a cursory glance back our way to see if anyone was watching, she removed her top, tossing it off to one side. After she had done that, Trish moved over and began applying some suntan oil to her exposed flesh, in particular, the young woman's breasts. I wasn't so sure we should continue to stand there watching the two of them, though I found myself transfixed as we did, setting the bottle down, my hands coming up to cup each one of my wife's breasts as she continued fondling my cock.
"Chris reminds me of a friend I once knew growing up," Janet said, her tone of voice lusty, deep as we stood there. "Went through a bit of my own exploration, same as those two seem to be doing," she added as Trish quite obviously caressed, more than simply applied lotion to her friend's breasts. I remained silent however, watching, still caressing Janet's boobs, now pinching and rolling her nipples through the thin material. Only when Trish now reached around herself preparing to remove her top did I make some effort to cease doing what we had been.
"Maybe we shouldn't be standing here watching them," I suggested.
"Does it bother you seeing your daughter naked? Or is it watching her touching another woman?"
"Both actually," I confessed, my cock certainly acknowledging both things.
I was still struggling with what I'd been asked to do, seriously contemplating telling Janet everything that had gone on, even if she skinned me alive for it after I had. But I'd also pretty much made up my mind...it wasn't my place to take my daughter's virginity either. Something she was simply going to have to accept.
"Well, as enjoyable as this is...I really do need to get dinner started," Janet said breaking away from me, glancing down at my still hard cock pressing fully against the shorts I was wearing. Uncomfortably so. She chuckled, turning at the doorway before heading back up the stairs. "There's a box of tissues on the end table," she informed me.
"Funny," I shot back at her, a little unnerved at her comment, wondering if she'd actually been serious when she said that. But she turned climbing the stairs without another word to me one way or the other. I turned back briefly towards the window, intending to sit back down and try and refocus my attention on the game. Chris however was just now fondling my daughter's breasts, though the pretense was still to be applying lotion to them both. I unzipped my fly, pulling out a handful of tissues seconds later.
**
Though Chris stayed for dinner, she returned home shortly after helping Trish and her mother clean up. I knew that Janet had plans to go and visit with a girlfriend of hers, I'd already agreed to take the ten-minute drive over dropping her off. As was usually the case, Gloria would no doubt bring her back an hour or two later. I'd already decided that now might be a good time to have a little chat with my daughter and inform her of my decision after I returned. Since Chris had returned home, I was also fairly confident that Trish had no further plans for the evening, other than to hang out in her bedroom listening to music or browsing the Internet on her PC.
Upon my return home, I immediately headed down the hall towards Trish's bedroom intending to have our little chat and explain to her my reasoning. She was after all my daughter, and regardless of her thoughts on the subject, with Janet and I only recently starting to become affectionate once again, I wasn't about to jeopardize that, let alone our marriage.
I stood momentarily outside her door preparing to knock. I'd expected to hear her listening to music, but what I heard was the sounds of obvious moaning and groaning going on instead. I knew she was alone, but I now knew what she was obviously doing too. Familiar enough with it myself, I realized Trish was looking at porn on her PC. I knocked, expecting her to exit the site at least before I entered. And though she did in fact turn down the sound, calling out to me to enter her room, I noticed upon doing so that whatever she'd been watching was still on. A quick glance told me what I'd already suspected, a man and two women curled up on the bed together in an obvious threesome. But what I hadn't expected, was to walk in and find my daughter sitting there in her chair, entirely naked. It was obvious she'd been watching the porn flick, and masturbating. Her hands remained down between her legs even as I turned softly closing the door to her room.
"Have you got a second?" I asked. "And would you mind turning that off for a moment?" I likewise asked. "It's a little distracting, as are you," I added hoping she would take the hint, which she did. And though she did in fact shut down the movie, she made no effort to put anything on.
"It's my room, you wanted to speak to me," she said simply turning in her chair in order to face me, though that made things a bit more awkward and uncomfortable for me, looking at her sitting there the way she was. "So...I take it you're ready to have our little chat?" She asked smiling. "Good, because I've been thinking about it too, and have decided that I don't want Chris there when we do it. I've decided I want my first time to be a bit more intimate and personal," she informed me.
"There isn't going to be a first time, at least not with me," I said sitting down on the edge of her bed trying to avert my eyes from staring at her exposed breasts, keeping them clearly on her own face, seeing the look of disappointment there after I had said that. She stood up, crossing the short distance between us before I could react, now standing directly in front of me so that it was virtually impossible not to be looking at her.
"Chris said you'd probably chicken out," she laughed. "But that I wasn't to let you," she added. Her hands had come up, cupping her pussy, spreading her lips as she stood there. "Look at my pussy daddy," she said simply. "Tell me you wouldn't enjoy fucking this, taking my virginity."
"I didn't say that...I would, but I can't. I just can't!"
I no longer had the courage to look at her face. Standing the way she was there in front of me, my eyes were literally glued to what she was doing as she spread herself even further, her hard pink little clitoris now fully exposed, glistening with obvious moisture and arousal.
"Don't you think I'm pretty?"
"Of course I do...you know that! But that's not the point, you're my daughter!"
"Your horny daughter, who wants her daddy's cock to take her virginity, and not some fumbling boy who has no idea what the hell it is that he's doing!"
I knew going in that this wasn't going to be an easy conversation to have with her, but I hadn't expected it to be this difficult either, nor had I anticipated being faced with so close a temptation as I sat there looking at the fleshy pink meat of my daughter's cunt.
"Didn't you enjoy it when I jerked you off?" She now asked.
Flashback. Once again I was looking down at her hand as it surrounded my hard cock, working it. I remembered the feeling, looking down, watching my spunk as it spurted from the tip of my cock, my daughter's hand milking my seed from it so wonderfully so pleasurably.
"Yes," I admitted shaking my head, chasing away the image. The problem was, there was still the very real image standing in front of me as she tweaked her clit, pinching it.
"Wouldn't you like to taste it? To lick it for me? Please?"
"Trish," I started to stand up, but she was close enough that she simply pushed me back down onto the bed, stepping even closer towards me as she did.
"At least lick it...just a little," she asked once again. "If you're not ready to fuck me yet...I'm willing to wait," she added.



It was a reprieve, at least in my mind it was anyway...buying myself some time to attempt to have this discussion again later under more favorable conditions. Right now, I was at a distinct disadvantage, sitting there with a hard-on, my daughters wet glistening pussy only inches away from my face now. I could likewise smell her, smell the musky scent of her heat, her arousal confusing me even more, weakening my resolve.
"If...if I do this, do you promise to talk to me tomorrow, dressed...somewhere else besides here in your room, like this?" I asked only then looking up towards her face. She was grinning as I suspected she would be upon hearing that.
Her response however was to inch even closer, her fingers now prying her lips apart more fully if that was even possible for her to do, which apparently, it was. "Lick it daddy, lick my clit for me...and then yes, we'll talk again tomorrow, wherever you'd like."
Tentatively, I allowed my tongue to snake out, barely even touching her clit, feeling her shudder as I did so. Almost immediately her hands were on my head, drawing me even closer to her as my lips now surrounded that sweet tasty morsel, sucking it. Even before I realized it, my hands reached up, cupping each of her breasts, palming her stiff tender nipples as I continued sucking, alternately licking her tight little knot.
"Oh yes, yes! Suck it daddy, suck it! Lick it, kiss it, suck it for me daddy, and make me cum!"
I was in a world of my own now, licking my daughter's pussy, sucking her precious clit, fondling her pert young breasts. My cock was about as hard as it had ever been, straining against the pants I was wearing, but my attention focused entirely on my daughter's pleasure as she stood there in front of me, shaking like a leaf.
Seconds later, I felt and tasted the additional appearance of an even sweeter nectar as her pussy flowed, the pleasure of her orgasm bathing my face. I held on, Trish grinding herself against me, writing almost spasmodically, crying out deliriously, humping my face long after her orgasm had actually passed. Only then did she step back, her fingers immediately thrusting inside, withdrawing a bit of her own secretions which she then licked off her fingers, once again dipping into her sex, passing them to me. Like a man possessed, I licked them off, savoring her taste and flavor, though slowly regaining my senses as I did that.
She reached down, her fingers briefly brushing against my cock, still stiff and hard, and oh so needful. But I resisted, once again gathering myself.
"You promised," I reminded her, standing up now though the stiffness of my prick was even more noticeable now that I had.
"Are you sure?" She asked once again slipping a finger back inside herself, one hand fingering her taut nipple, teasing me, tempting me, looking down hungrily at my hard protruding cock that was threatening to burst through my pants any moment now.
"Very," I said determined, once again in control, stepping back towards the door. "Tomorrow, we talk...without enticements, without any of this going on," I said a bit more sternly than I'd intended to, and then opened the door quickly leaving it before I found myself doing a lot more than simply eating my daughter's cunt.
**
I leaned against the door briefly, hearing her laugh to herself. Obviously she had no intention of giving this up. But then again, I had no intention of giving in either. And I was likewise tempted as well to fully inform Janet as to what Trish's intentions were. Maybe she'd have better luck convincing her to do otherwise than what I had. I had no idea what she'd do to me once she learned about the rest of it however, and that was an entirely different problem I hadn't quite decided how to deal with yet.
A short time later I heard a car pull up into the drive and knew that Janet had arrived home. The moment she walked in the door, I also knew she was nursing one of her headaches just in the simple way she looked at me.
"So much for that!" I thought to myself. Whatever discussion I'd hoped to have with my wife upon her return home was now obviously out of the question.
"I've got a headache," she told me unnecessarily, " I had Gloria bring me home sooner because of it," she added. "Think I'll head upstairs to bed...try and kick this before it gets any worse." She turned however before heading off. "Oh...when you come up, try waking me, see how I feel," she added trying to give me a smile. And then with that, she turned heading upstairs to bed.
"That was interesting!" I again thought to myself. Usually the last thing on Janet's mind when she had a headache, was sex. Though it didn't appear to be one of her usual Migraines this time either. The one thing I didn't dare do at this point however, was jerk off. As aroused as I still was after that episode with Trish in her bedroom, I didn't dare masturbate in the event Janet's headache went away. If it didn't, and if she was still complaining about having one, I could always go into the bathroom and get some relief. But for the moment at least, all I could do was wait for a while, give her an hour or so, and then head up to the bedroom to find out.
Throwing in one of my favorite X-rated DVD's, I sat back deciding to entertain myself for a while before heading on up to bed. Hopefully Janet would indeed be in a mood to mess around for a while, as horny as I still was. Even as I sat there watching the movie, my thoughts once again turned towards my encounter with Trish in her bedroom. I found myself imagining, remembering, and allowing the decadent thoughts I usually fought against having to fill my mind. I could still taste the sweetness of Trish's pussy, the look of her hard little clit as it throbbed and glistened between my fingers. I could still hear the sounds of her slick frothy juice as I fingered her, sucking her clit. The fact that I had arousing me even more, that I had actually licked my own daughter's cunt, and that she had wanted me to do more than that...a lot more. Taking her virginity really was an honor in a way, though my mind was still set, I simply couldn't act on doing that. Bad enough that I'd done what I'd already done, and now sat here stroking my cock just thinking about it.
I glanced at the clock, nearly an hour and a half had gone by. "Fuck this!" I thought to myself, releasing my prick, which I'd now, teased and tortured long enough. If I didn't cum soon, I was going to explode. It was time to go wake up my wife.
**
Before starting up the stairs, I looked down the hallway towards my daughter's bedroom. I could see there was no light coming from beneath the door and knew then she had gone to sleep herself. I then climbed up the stairs leading towards our room, once again seeing no light coming from beneath the door as I reached it. Janet too was obviously still asleep, though it was now my hope that her headache had finally passed and she'd be in the mood to help me do something about this massive erection I was sporting. I turned the knob on the door stepping into the dark room though I could just make out the still sleeping form of my wife there on the bed. In seconds, I was naked again, lifting the sheets as I slid into bed. I reached out, my hands seeking my wife in order to wake her. Pleased when I found that she too was naked, obviously waiting and expecting me. I pressed my hard stiff prick against her ass, nudging her there gently, savoring the heat of her flesh, my hands coming around to capture one of her breasts.
"What the fuck?"
If she'd meant to try and fool me, that was virtually impossible. There was too much difference in that particular department for any hope in her getting away with that. Janet's breasts though as large as my daughters were, were considerably softer, more pliant to their feel. And I now knew that, having discovered firsthand the differences.
"Hi daddy," Trish said rolling over in bed as I likewise rolled over, and then out, standing up to immediately turn on the bed-side table lamp. When it came on, I stood there in disbelief looking down at the bed where I'd expected to find my wife, seeing my daughter laying there instead.
"What the hell's going on here? Where's your mother?"
"Right here honey," Janet said stepping out of the bathroom, also naked, which was a bit of a surprise when she did, especially with our daughter likewise naked laying there in our bed. I thought briefly that perhaps she'd snuck into the room, had been having a chat with her mother, and had then fallen asleep or something, though why the two of them were both naked hadn't as yet become very clear to me.
"I was beginning to think I was going to have to go downstairs and get you," Janet said crossing the short distance towards the bed before sitting down on it. "We were worried you might pop one off down there and not even bother coming up here to wake me up," she grinned.
"We?"
Janet and Trish looked at one another, smiling, and then laughing openly. I continued to stand there in disbelief, no longer worried or concerned about my still hard throbbing cock that was sticking out in front of me in what seemed like a good mile or so.
"You...you were in on this?" I finally asked my wife. "You...you knew about Trish?"
"Every step of the way honey," she told me. "Trish came to me several months ago, wanted to talk to me about my first time, what it was like...what happened, all of it. So I told her."
"Told her? Told her what?"
"Something you never knew, though you never really asked either. It was my father who likewise helped me to lose my virginity. And since she asked, and since you know damn well I've never lied to her, I told her what had happened, and why. A few days later she came back to me again, asking me if I thought you might do the same thing for her, that my father had done for me."
"You've got to be shitting me!" I stammered hearing all this for the first time, but now fully aware of the fact that the two of them had been planning, or at least considering all this for quite some time now.
"No...I'm not," Janet said holding out her hand towards me. "Come...sit, hear the whole story," she suggested, "And then make up your mind if you're willing to do this for her...for us, for me..." she said seriously.
I sat down on the bed, finding myself sandwiched between the two of them as Trish moved over now sitting next to me on the other side. It felt weird sitting between the two of them, the three of us naked, me still sporting an erection though it had in fact gone down some.
"Go on," I prompted, now curious...wanting to be filled in as to what had obviously been going on around here the last few days.
"Well, like I said. Once Trish had had time to think about it, and decide for herself if this was something she really wanted to do, I told her I'd help her find a way to convince you to go through with it. I knew...if I approached you directly, you'd think me insane...if not both of us."
"Yeah, you're probably right," I told her thinking about it.
"Anyway, I then told Trish that the best way, was to frustrate you a little, take your guard down. Which is one of the reasons why I've been less than, shall we say...amorous the last couple of months?"
"The headaches?"
"Yeah, those," she giggled blushing a little. "I knew that you'd eventually get a bit frustrated, constantly horny, and not much of an outlet. Which made it far easier for Trish...and for Chris to entice you."
"She? She was in on this too?"
"Not at first, that was Trish's idea, but I thought it was a good one, and went along with it. Like me, Trish didn't think she could approach you in the beginning by herself either. But with someone like Chris teasing you, flirting with you, as vulnerable sexually as you'd become, it opened the door to make it a lot easier for Trish when she did approach you with the idea of taking her virginity. Anyway...so here we are."
"Yeah, so here we are," I said glancing back and forth between the two of them. Now what?"
"Well, I guess that depends on you, if you're willing to do this for Trish."
I turned towards my daughter. "Are you sure about this? This really is what you want? You've thought about it? Seriously?"
"Yes," she said simply grinning from ear to ear. "More than anything, though I have to admit...in the beginning I thought it might be easier to have Chris here with me when it happened. But then the more I thought about it, the more I realized, I wanted mom to be here instead. Plus...I thought it might make it easier for you if she was. Perhaps then you wouldn't feel quite as weird about it, having mom here with us when it happened."
As strange as that sounded, she was right. Having my wife here with us, if this was in fact going to actually take place, did make it a little easier for me to accept the idea. Had Chris been the one, I'd have felt a lot more like some sort of an old lecher, two young women in my bed, one of them my daughter. Maybe there wasn't a whole lot of difference, having my wife and my daughter there together, if anything...even a bit more kinky, more perverted perhaps...but a hell of a lot easier for me nevertheless.
"So daddy, will you? Will you take my cherry?" she asked.
"It's been a while...since I've actually done that," I confessed, though turning back around to once again face my wife. "And afterwards...I want to hear the full story of how you did," I told her. She laughed at that.
"Ok, sure...while you lay between my legs sucking my pussy. Then I'll tell you...everything, as much as you want to know."
"Will you do that to me too? Again?" Trish asked.
"Again?" Janet said looking a little surprised.
"Ooops, I didn't get a chance to tell you about that part yet," she said blushing.
"No...you didn't," Janet said eying the two of us, trying to look angry for a moment as she did, nearly succeeding too as I thought for a moment that I'd blown it, or that we both had. And then she burst out laughing. "Why am I not surprised? Figured you'd come up with a way to weaken your father's resolve. The one thing he's never been able to say no to, is to lick my pussy whenever I've asked him to do so, so it's not too surprising that when you obviously teased him with doing that, he couldn't say no to that either!"
"Sort of hard when it's practically in your face!" I said in my own defense.
"Speaking of which," Trish said now scooting back on the bed. "How about you come over here and help me get ready for you?" she now asked.
"And while you're doing that, there's something here that I'd like to play with a little myself!" Janet told me as her hand quickly reached out, wrapping itself around my once again very, very hard cock.
**
With there no longer being any reason for fears, worries or concerns, I fully intended to enjoy myself, or rather enjoy licking my daughter's cunt once again. Especially with Janet likewise sucking my dick while I did that. The moment I ran my tongue up that wet furrow of my daughter's split, the heady excitement seized me like a vise, the intoxicating taste and aroma of her pussy like the most intense aphrodisiac I could have ever taken. No need for Viagra here, though I also knew I'd be shooting a load off inside Janet's mouth if she kept sucking me the way that she was.
Thankfully, it didn't take long for Trish to climax either, soon doing so, screaming out her pleasure as she came, one finger inside her now, teasing her "g" spot as I sucked her tender clit, hanging on for dear life as she thrashed about wildly there on the bed in the throes of orgasm.
"Holly shit!" Trish managed moments later. "You always eat pussy like that? Fuck dad, that's better than Chris ever did, and I thought no one could do it any better than she could...and another woman to boot!"
"Your father always was good at doing that," Janet told her. "Why do you think I'm always walking around without any panties on myself? Used to be, he'd pull me over towards him at the dinner table whenever you weren't around. Yank my shorts off to one side, and in seconds, have me quivering all over his face!"
I sat there grinning, though my dick was throbbing almost painfully at this point.
"Do mom," Trish told me. "Lick mommy, I want to watch you do that." Janet was already sliding up on the bed in an effort to make herself more comfortable, piling pillows up behind her head as she did so she could also watch. She loved doing that, loved seeing me licking her twat, tickling her clit with the tip of my tongue while working my fingers around inside her.
I began doing so, my wife's pussy just as wet as Trish's had been, if not more so. Trish now kneeling beside the two of us looking down, her hand suddenly worming between her legs as she again began frigging herself, even though she had just climaxed only moments ago.
"I can't believe how fucking hot that looks, or how horny I still am!" She freely admitted. And I had to admit, hearing my daughter speak in such an obscene lusty way was rather heady as I drew in my wife's clit, holding it there between my lips gently sucking it.
"You do...do that...so well," she breathed through several heavy pants as I continued to suckle her clit like nursing her nipples. And as I did so, Trish in fact reached over, her fingers quickly locating one of her mother's breasts as she gently caressed it, squeezing it, and then thumbing her mother's nipple playfully within her hands.
"Did you nurse me?" she then asked.
Janet laughed, though she groaned too as I slid a second finger inside her. "Ah yes in fact...I did. Why do you ask?"
"Well obviously...I don't remember doing that, but I was wondering if you had a problem with me doing that now."
Once again my wife laughed, though I now looked up in anticipation. "Under the circumstances, I don't see your doing that as any sort of a problem here," she said, now cupping her own breast, holding it up for our daughter as she leaned over, capturing the hard taut nipple between her lips. I went back to licking my wife's sweet split, one eye on the two of them, taking in, and enjoying the sight as Trish sucked and played with her mother's breasts.
And being as aroused as she obviously was too, it wasn't long before Janet likewise announced her impending orgasm. Unlike her daughter however, Janet was vocal about it, always had been...always would be. She'd once told me long ago that for her at least, part of the orgasm itself was her vocalizing it too. Sometimes with obscene profanity, other times shrieks and grunts of pure unadulterated joy, mostly though...she did both. Which I was expecting her to do now by the looks of it, and wondered briefly if I ought to say anything.
That became a moot point however, especially with Trish sensing her own mother's release as she began urging her on. Trish had a bit of a naughty side to her as well as I now remembered and realized it as she began speaking to her, coaxing her through her climax.
"Oh yeah mom...god yes, come. Feel daddy's tongue on your clit, the way his fingers are fucking you, teasing you. I loved how he did that to me...so I know, I know what your pussy is feeling right now, this very moment. And I know it so fucking wants to come!"
"Yes! Yes! Fuck yes!" Janet wailed pleasurably. "Eat my fucking cunt you dirty prick!" she screamed at nearly the top of her lungs. "Eat my pussy the way you enjoyed eating your daughter's pussy, the way I'm sure you'd love to see us eating one another," she said sitting up looking down at me. The look on her face was almost animalistic, pure lust, wild fire gone berserk. "Suck my cunt you bastard! Tear my fucking clit off, eat it, suck it...fuck it...fuck me!" she screamed out once again as Trish suddenly leaned over, her own hand coming down between her mother's legs, fingers disappearing inside replacing my own though I continued to tease my wife's clit as Trish now took over in fingering her.



"You like that mommy cunt?" Trish asked fingering her mother's pussy, driving her hands inside her now, pummeling her mother's pussy making it almost impossible for me to even continue, though I somehow did. "How's that feel? Your own daughters fingers, finger-fucking your cunt, the same cunt that gave birth to me, the same cunt that held daddy's sticky creamy spunk inside it, and made me. Now...here I am, fingering that same sweet nasty cunt that gave me life. And I want to see it come, want to see it get all squishy, juicy...and creamy when you do."
"Fuck yes...yes, I'm gonna...I'm gonna...oh fuck, fuck, fuck! I'm gonna come!"
Janet had had some earth shattering climaxes in the past to be sure. And I had heard her scream out at the top of her lungs before too when she had, so I wasn't totally unprepared for it this time either. However...she now did something I had rarely seen her do, and even then, never to the extent that she did now. She obviously exploded, both figuratively, as well as literally, surprising all three of us, including herself.
When she came, she did so with a shrill cry that exceeded anything I'd ever heard come out of her mouth before. But that was only for starters. As I lay there still holding onto her clit, sucking and licking it, I suddenly felt a surge of creamy moisture. Once again, something I'd enjoyed before, but I knew by the sheer volume of it, even in the beginning, this was more...far more than I'd ever seen her do. And then suddenly, it was not simply a mouthful, but a face full. A torrent of juice that came out spraying against me and Trish both. It was as though someone had somehow stuck a garden hose up inside her, turning it on full blast. Forced to sit up, which I now did, as Trish already was, we both sat there in profound amazement. Hearing Janet crying out, spastically almost, thrashing about there on the bed, going so far as to reach down with her own hands, lifting up her own ass from beneath, arching her back. As she did that, this geyser of twat-water continued to squirt upwards in a fountaneous spray, cascading upwards into the air, finally falling again, to splash wickedly back down over and upon almost everything near by. I'd never seen anything like it before in my entire life, though I later learned, neither had she.
"Holy fucking shit! Does she always do that?" Trish asked several minutes later as the two of us sat there looking at one another, my wife's, and Trish's mother's spunk so thoroughly having bathed us. And Janet too, still looking a bit wild-eyed, perhaps a bit sheepish even as the bed now thoroughly soaked would make it virtually impossible to sleep in.
"Well, not nearly like that," I finally stated after regaining my senses. "She must have been really...really horny for her to have done it like that," I said looking over at my daughter as she literally pulled her own sopping wet hair away from her face.
"Ya think?" She said, and then burst out laughing, as we all did.
**
It still took a while for both girls to fully collect themselves. By the time they had, I felt like I was about to burst at the seams. Even Trish commented on it, looking over at me as she lay by her mother's side, still gently fingering and toying with her nipples, though Janet had been doing the same thing to hers.
"Does it always get that big and purple?" My daughter asked. "It's almost a little scary," she added.
"Sometimes...especially when he gets all worked up the way that he does, like now for example," Janet instructed. "Sometimes, it even scares me a little, especially when it's been a few days and he hasn't stroked himself off. When he does that, it always looks like this, especially just before he comes, which reminds me. Though we're now obviously all in agreement here, that your dad is going to be the one to take your cherry, I'd like to offer a bit of advice."
"What?"
"That we do that tomorrow, not here...not tonight. Let's all take the time to savor this, enjoy one another without any anxiety, or worries getting in the way. Trust me...I know. It's best to get to know one another first, get a bit more comfortable. And then tomorrow, we'll make an entire day out of it. We'll start off with a nice long bath, in which I'll pamper you, getting you ready for your dad. We'll put fresh sheets on the bed, since obviously I've pretty much ruined these for now," she giggled blushing profusely. "And...more importantly, after your dads had a chance to calm down a little, it'll be much better for you too. Right now, I think if either one of us even touched it the way it's looking at the moment, he'd explode."
"You've got that right!" I commented sitting there looking at the two of them still curled up on the bed together, one of the most beautiful sights I had ever seen before, though my hot throbbing cock reminded me I was in dire straits here.
"Anyway...my point is," Janet continued ignoring me altogether, "After we've all had a chance to calm down and collect ourselves, get a bit more refreshed, and then spend the day just being around one another, teasing a little and such. Well...it will enhance and escalate the desire, the pure pleasure of it, and will make it far less uncomfortable for you, when the time finally does come. Right now, in his state," she said looking over towards me, likewise gathering my daughter's attention. "I'm afraid he might be a bit disappointing, and we certainly don't want to have that now do we?"
"Certainly not!" Trish said sitting up. "So...what do we do then? Until then?" She asked.
"Well, for one...we probably should get some sleep, going to be a long busy lust-filled day tomorrow."
"I am sort of getting a little tired," Trish announced. "Sounds like a good idea."
"Hey...excuse me?"
"But...I certainly won't be getting any sleep with these wet sheets on the bed, so if you wouldn't mind helping me strip them off first."
"Ok sure mom...of course."
"Anyone listening? Janet? Trish?"
"And we need to find you something really sexy for tomorrow too, maybe we'll go shopping, find something really intimate, sexy...cute, naughty...for your deflowering," Janet spoke as she rolled out of bed on one side, and as Trish did the same on the other.
"What the bloody hell?" I asked standing there wondering for a moment if I'd suddenly turned invisible or something.
"Oh but you know what?"
"What?" Trish asked turning towards her mother.
"We probably should get your father off...or he's apt to have an embolism or something, and we certainly can't have that...not before tomorrow now anyway can we?"
"No...we certainly can't allow that to happen," Trish said winking at her mother as Janet in turn winked back at her. And then they both turned and approached me, reaching me at almost the same exact moment, each one down on their knees as I stood there in front of them.
"You didn't seriously think we'd forgotten about you now did you?" Janet asked as I felt her hot delicious tongue suddenly slide up and down the length of my shaft.
"Or that we'd leave you standing here with this big hard dick of yours, all naughty swollen and purple like it is...without any relief?" Trish added now licking up and down the opposite side from where her mother was.
"No." I said almost quietly. And then simply succumbed to the intensity of the twin lips and tongues that had begun to lift me towards heights never before imagined.
**
Thankfully, it was my turn to sleep in, which I did. By the time I got up, just shortly after nine, which for me was sleeping in, I couldn't hear any other sound in the house. I wandered downstairs in search of a cup of coffee. It was made and waiting for me, along with a post-it note attached to an empty mug.
"Steven, gone shopping. Probably stay in town for lunch, more shopping. Back latest around 3 or 4. Don't you dare do any touching either! Love Janet. P.S. Make sure you take a shower this afternoon! NO Touching!"
I noticed there was another P.S. Written in another hand.
"P.S.S. And make sure you shave too daddy, you gave me a rash!" Trish signed her note including a smiley face. I stood rubbing my chin, remembering. I would indeed need to shave the stubble nice and close later, but for now, it was time for coffee. The erection I was suddenly sporting a reminder of what was to come. After I had had two cups of coffee, I wandered back upstairs to dress. Attached to the mirror in the bathroom was another post it note.
"Wear the new Kimono I got you for Christmas last year," Janet had written. It was indeed a nice one, expensive, and I loved wearing it as it was so light-weight. But it did little to hide my ever-constant erection whenever I wore it, though I figured upon reading the note that was the whole purpose in doing so anyway. Janet knew it made me horny just putting it on. I shaved, knowing I would do so again a bit later after my shower, though that was hours away yet. I looked down as I did so, sure enough an erection sticking out of my shorts that didn't show any signs of going away anytime soon. The mere thought that later on this evening, I'd actually be taking my own daughter's virginity wasn't lost on me. Twenty-four hours ago, I wouldn't even be considering such a notion, now...here I was anticipating it, looking forward to it, excited beyond reason. It was barely even noon!
I wandered downstairs to turn on the TV figuring to lose myself in one of the Pro football games for the afternoon. I sat down, clicking the remote, though staring out the window towards the pool area. Once again images of seeing Chris and Trish fondling one another coming to mind. Almost immediately I had an erection, though it had never really entirely gone away either. I glanced up at the TV, paused and realized upon doing so there was yet again another post-it note attached to the screen. I stood up, walked over and removed it.
"By now you're no doubt sitting there thinking about what's going to happen tonight. Knowing you as well as I do, I'm also pretty sure you have an erection and that you're horny as hell. As you should be. We've left you a little something to further titillate and stimulate you for this evening, though I seriously doubt you'll need it. See you this afternoon. And NO touching! Love, Janet."
I only then saw what appeared to be a DVD sitting on top of the TV set. "What the hell?" I thought. It was obvious it was one that had been recently made. There was no title for it as I opened the case and inserted it into the player. Almost immediately an image of Janet as well as Trish appeared on screen. They were sitting on the couch, which now sat empty across from me. Obviously, they had done this early on this morning while I was still sound asleep. Both of them were naked as they sat there side-by-side waving at me.
"Good afternoon baby!" Janet said speaking at the camera, which she'd obviously used to film this. "I'm sure by now it is afternoon, and as I mentioned in my note, you're as anxious and excited about tonight as we are. So...here's a little something for you to keep you that way. Be thinking about what it will be like to finally stick that big hard cock of yours inside this," she'd stated, and then reached over slipping her fingers inside our daughter's cunt as she sat next to her mother there on the couch. Trish had placed her feet on the couch itself, spreading herself obscenely in fact as Janet reached over and began pleasuring her. There was something about actually seeing it on screen that made it even more erotic for some reason. Knowing perhaps, they had started off their day like this, as horny as I was for one...but now teasing one another purposely, knowing I couldn't say or do a thing about it...but watch.
"Fuck this!" I thought to myself, unzipping my jeans, releasing my hard stiff prick. Sitting there watching my wife fingering our daughter's pussy was too much of a temptation not to. And when Trish likewise began doing the same thing to her, I was a goner...hands down.
"I bet he's touching now," Trish stated looking glassy-eyed as she stared into the camera, and then down between her mothers's legs as she split Janet's lips apart with her fingers, purposely exposing my wife's clit. Using the remote zoom...Trish then zeroed in on it, enlarging it until it looked like I was kneeling there in front of her myself staring at that hard little knot of pleasure. "Bet you wish you were licking this right now don't you daddy?" Trish asked. "Well...just so you know, I'm about to!" She said teasingly out of camera range, though she again zoomed back, letting me see her as she slid off the couch onto the floor. And though I couldn't see her actually doing it, the image was erotic enough as Janet now lifted her own feet onto the couch, likewise spreading them apart as fully as she could possibly do, holding onto her own knees. Below her on the floor, I watched the movement of my daughter's head as it bobbed slightly, the visualization more in my mind as she licked, tickled and sucked her mother's clitoris though I also now enjoyed the presentation of my daughter's beautiful heart-shaped ass.
I now heard Janet speaking to me as Trish continued to orally pleasure her mother.
"Don't forget to use the tissues," Janet said looking halfway cross-eyed. "See you this afternoon," and then suddenly the screen went blank. I sat there staring at it, somewhat frustrated, only then noticing that Janet had indeed moved the box of Kleenex tissues from one end table to the one sitting next to my chair. I laughed, hit rewind, and sat back to watch what they had recorded all over again. Careful to retrieve several much needed tissues to clean up with afterwards.
**
Even though I had more or less broken the rules, I knew damn well after seeing that tape there was no way in hell I couldn't have. But then I realized, Janet too knew that I would. But I also knew in their teasing me the way that they had, it had only taken the edge off, ensuring that I'd be more than capable later, and most likely able to maintain a nice solid erection for a much longer time too before coming again.
Even so, I was still on pins and needles as the afternoon slowly dragged by, eventually heading back upstairs to shower and shave again. They'd be home in about an hour now, though I also figured it would still be a while yet after that. The festivities according to Janet, wouldn't take place until later on that evening. Even after their eventual return, it was still going to be a long...long day.
It was nearly four o'clock when I finally heard the car pulling up into the drive. Wearing nothing more than my black Kimono, I raced downstairs in order to greet them as they came in. Janet was the first to enter, carrying several shopping bags, though for the life of me I couldn't understand the reason why, though all of them seemed to be from one of my favorite lingerie stores. Trish followed, but to my obvious surprise, right behind her came Chris. I was a little startled at the unexpected additional company, though greeting each one of them with a hug and a kiss as they entered and soon passed me by. Though Trish and Chris continued on towards her room, Janet had at least stopped, waiting for them to leave before speaking to me.
"Chris?" I merely asked questioning.
Janet laughed. "Yeah, we called her this morning, invited her to come along with. It was actually my suggestion," Janet informed me. "Though I know Trish had changed her mind about having me there instead of Chris, I also know that the two of them had originally planned for it the other way. So I told her that she ought not to disappoint her friend, especially after everything they have been through and shared together. She was quite excited by it actually, as was Chris upon learning that I'd be there with them too."
"But..."
"No buts Steven. And besides...not like YOU won't mind having three luscious naked women in your bed anyway. Lots and lots of eye-candy to keep you all nice and horny, which by the looks of it...you still are," she said glancing down at the tented slick material of my Kimono. "And that...after watching the video too...didn't you?"
The look on my face immediately confirmed that. Making her laugh. "Now...go be a good boy and watch TV or something, we have girl things to do, and much to prepare for!" With that, Janet headed off down the hallway towards Trish's bedroom.
"Good grief!" I thought to myself. "How many more "girl-things" could they possibly have to do?
As it turned out...lots of them.
**
I was "barred" from even going upstairs shortly after that as the girls invaded our bedroom and bath, primping themselves and getting ready for the night ahead. I could hear a lot of giggling and laughter coming from the bathroom as my wife and now Chris, properly bathed and prepared our daughter for what was turning out to be a fairly formal ritual of sorts. And though initially I balked at the silliness of the whole thing, I began to realize, that for Trish at least, this really was a big moment for her, and one that I shouldn't be taking away from by any means.
Janet had informed me that they'd call down to me when they were ready. In a very strange way, I felt almost as though I was giving my daughter away at her wedding as nervous as I now was. Pacing about in my Kimono, naked beneath it, but not too surprisingly, no longer sporting an erection either. I was actually nervous now, worrying about how it would go. I wondered if I could be as gentle with her as I was hoping to be, especially with an audience now, which I hadn't expected, at least with the addition of Chris being there now anyway.
I knew the time was close at hand, it had grown suddenly quiet upstairs nearly fifteen minutes ago. All the giggling, excited banter had stopped. I stood nervously below near the landing, waiting simply to hear the sound of my name being called. When it was, it took a moment for that to even register. Janet calling out to me from the bedroom.
"Steven? Steven? We're ready for you sweetheart!"
The moment of truth had arrived. As strange as it may sound, I slowly ascended the stairs, nervous, worried and almost afraid of what I was doing here. This was a moment in time that once experienced, could never be undone. If it wasn't quite what Trish was hoping for, or expecting, there would be no way to go back and undo it afterwards. As I reached the top of the stairs looking down the hallway, I saw Janet duck her head back inside the room, closing the door. I swallowed, took a deep cleansing breath, and then walked towards the door, reaching it moments later. I stood there again, taking another deep breath, and then rather than just turning the doorknob, walking in...I knocked.
"Come in Steven, we're ready for you," Janet spoke.
I opened the door and walked in. In a way, it was as though I'd suddenly been transported into some other dimension, another place far, far away from here. It seemed almost surreal and certainly looked like it too.
Everywhere I looked there were candles burning, and not just a few either, there must have been nearly a hundred of them. The room itself had a nice warm glow, and felt it as well. Every shadow seemed sensual, every nook and cranny seemed to hold a secret, as though some Wood Nymph was standing nearby, watching...waiting. Though there were indeed two Nymphs immediately greeting my eyes as I finally focused my attention upon them. Each one dressed in a matching blood-red gown that looked more formal dress, than lingerie. There was no mistaking the sensuality that both Chris and my wife were displaying however. Their gowns clinging to every inch, every curve of their bodies, cut just low enough in front to reveal a great deal of tantalizing titty-flesh without being obscene.
We had never had a canopy over the bed, but somehow almost magically, Janet had created one. Several layers of white lace and chiffon completely concealed the bed that lay beyond it, my daughter no doubt secreted away behind the veil, waiting for me. Seeing that, I again felt a sense of an almost fairy-like excitement, half expecting to find tiny miniature women with wings flitting about the room, drawing the curtains back, which both Chris and Janet now did. Slowly pulling on the drawstrings, the veiled curtain began to part, beyond the whisper of my daughters form lying there on the bed. Red satin sheets, even darker than those being worn by either of the other two in color. Trish dressed almost coquettishly in white from head to toe, laying there upon them in stark contrast. She looked like a vision more than real, her hair fashioned in long ringlets about her face, giving her an appearance of being even younger than she really was. She had an air of a woman in far earlier times, a throwback to a Victorian era perhaps. Days of chivalry and revolutions, of duels fought on the green, of balls and courtesans.



I suddenly felt inadequately dressed, more appropriately attired in powdered wig and white laced shirt, a long flowing coat with large brass, even gold buttons adorning it.
I could only stand there, for a moment unable to even breathe as I gazed at what had become fantasy made real.
"Come darling...she's waiting for you," my wife said, now reaching out, as did Chris to take each one of my arms, leading me towards the end of the bed.
**
I now knelt upon the bed, both Janet and Chris undoing the sash on my robe. They soon pushed it from my shoulders where it fell about my waist remaining there. They next scooted up on the bed one on either side of where Trish lay, her bodice securely fastened, not even revealing a hint of her young tender breasts, though they now gingerly, and slowly began loosening the ties keeping it closed. Even then, they didn't fully undo them, only partially until the barest of hints of her fleshy mounds poked through the material.
I was surprised to feel my hands tremble as I reached up taking over the task, feeling wholly inadequate as I did so. Slowly, teasingly perhaps, undoing the small folded over bonds keeping her gown together. Inch by inch, gradually revealing more and more of her supple young body until at last her bodice parted, her breasts full, pointed with nipples harder than I'd ever remembered seeing them before, suddenly greeting my eyes.
Trish moaned, closing her eyes as my fingers lightly danced on the surface of her breasts, as though touching her for the very first time. I now maneuvered myself closer, leaning over to suckle each one briefly, kissing, tasting and teasing her with the tip of my tongue, hinting at promises of things to come. I now felt hands beginning to caress my own naked flesh. Fingers lightly tracing imaginary lines up and down my sides, my thighs, along with my ass. I felt it clench in anticipation, my cock long since hard though up until that very moment, I hadn't realized it. But now it throbbed, almost painfully so, lurching eagerly, wanting, "but far too soon for that just yet," I told myself.
I now found myself kissing my way down, continuing to unlace, undo, and then part the laced garment still covering her. Eventually I parted the last bit of cloth covering her femininity, her lips swollen, pink, puffy and oh so inviting. I gathered each one between my lips gently chewing it, sucking it, licking it with my tongue as she moaned involuntarily, arching her back briefly before settling back down again. I noticed as she did so, beneath her ass had been placed a matching satin pillow, which I now placed my own hands beneath, once again lifting her up as my lips and tongue finally sought out the heart and soul of my daughter's cunt.
"Oh fuck," she moaned softly, giving over to the unbridled lust and desire she was beginning to feel. Hands now toying with her precious breasts, looking up to see Janet on one side, Chris on the other, fingertips now toying with my daughter's breasts, teasing her with finger tickles, just as I was doing to her with my tongue.
"Please daddy, fuck me now...fuck me. Take my virginity," she moaned softly, pleadingly. "I'm ready."
I slowly scooted up on the bed, still savoring the sweetness of my daughter's taste. Looking down at the wet glistening folds of her sex, like a flower soon expected to be pollinated, I positioned myself for the final assault.
"Mother? Would you help daddy put it in me?" Trish now asked, a tremble to her tone of voice. "I think I'd really like that, having both of you doing that together."
"Sure sweetie, anything you want," Janet told her, moving down slightly, now placing her hand around my turgid cock. I soon felt my wife guiding it towards the opening of our daughter's sex, the tip just brushing against the wet slick folds of her pussy as Janet began teasing her, as well as me...as she did so.
Chris too had moved closer to watch, though her hands continued to gently mold and fondle Trish's breasts. Trish too reaching up now, one hand easily locating one of Chris's as she held on, toying with it, easily locating her girlfriend's nipple, pulling on it as she lay there.
I felt my wife's hand more forcefully prod and poke at the opening of my daughter's cunt, the slickness of her warmth bathing me, teasing me further. I was already fighting against the urge to release, surprised that I would be. And yet it took every ounce of strength and willpower that I had to keep from doing so. Once again I felt the press, the head of my cock now fully within, though no more. Janet slid her hand down a bit, once again prying, poking, teasing and yet using my hardness to continue to tease, please and pleasure our daughter with.
"God, oh god!" Trish moaned, her head tossing from side to side, her ass once again coming up to meet me, her mother's hand still working my cock up and down, side to side within the warm soft folds of our daughter's sex. "More...please more...deeper, deeper!" Trish begged.
But I could now go no deeper, not with my wife's hand still surrounding me, so she let go, nodding her head towards me, smiling. I felt her hand now rest comfortably on my ass as she leaned over whispering.
"Slowly honey...take it nice and slow, let her be the one to coax you into going further."
It was an unnecessary warning, but a welcomed one anyway. It had indeed been a while since I had myself experienced this. And then only once before, years and years ago when I too was once inexperienced having never done this before. But I had learned my lessons well, and so only pressed slightly, holding still...waiting on my daughter to urge me in further.
As wet as she was, as aroused as she was, I was still taken aback at how tight she could actually be. I pressed myself fully against the barrier of her hymen, feeling it stretch, though not giving way, and then easing back as I sensed her discomfort.
"No! No! Keep going, don't stop daddy! Don't stop!"
I pressed inwards again, feeling the pressure, my wife's hand gently caressing my ass, Chris now sitting at my daughter's head, both hands caressing her breasts as Trish likewise reached up, though more holding on to hers as she did so.
I pressed a bit harder, went a bit deeper, felt the barrier stretch even more, heard my daughter's sudden intake of breath as she held it, and then expelled it all at once.
"Fuck me!" she screamed. "Fuck me!"
I gave it one last hard pressured push...and then slid in. I felt her hymen give way, and as it did, I felt the slickness of her pussy gather me within fully and completely. Balls deep, I held still, savoring the deliciousness of her tender flesh, though doing so that she might have a moment to get used to the slightly uncomfortable intrusion. Gradually I felt her cunt loosen, the tension of her anxiety and fear softening. The minor pain and discomfort she had felt, suddenly evaporating away, replaced now with pure unadulterated pleasure as I gingerly, slowly withdrew, though even then only a little.
Once again, I slid inwards, just as slowly, just as softly as I could. Hearing her contented mewl of delight, I knew she now felt the pleasure as I'd hoped she would.
"Oh my god! Yes! Yes! Fuck me daddy! Fuck me!"
The urge I had initially felt to flood her young pussy with my seed had thankfully evaporated. I was once again in control of myself, thrusting in and out of her now, though slowly still, yet continually. I felt her acceptance of my cock as she rose up to meet it, brief moments of her clitoris working itself against me as I met her there in the middle. Holding me now, her hands reaching out to grab my ass, pulling me towards her as she held on, keeping me fully and deeply pressed within her.
"How's it feeling baby?" Janet finally asked, sounding as though she too had been holding her breath the entire time.
"Unfucking believable!" Trish sighed clenching herself around me, throbbing and clenching again, somehow working my cock inside her without moving. A delightful sensation.
Janet's sudden laugh, breaking the tension, like a breath of fresh air as she once again joined us, her hand coming down to wrap itself around my slick sticky cock, smeared with the mingled juices of our combined coupling. I felt her as she held it, once again following me in, letting go moments later, though her fingers now sought out, and tenderly caressed our daughter's clit as I impaled myself fully once again.
"Let me...let me, sit on you daddy," Trish finally managed to say. "I've always wondered what that would feel like," she added.
Almost reluctantly, I slid all the way out, quickly exchanging places with her as I settled back, watching from behind as Trish began to lower herself over my cock, though both Chris as well as Janet now supported her as she did so.
Inch by inch, I felt as well as watched as my daughter's pussy gathered me in. Moments later she had captured me fully inside her, now leaning back almost laying on top of me. I reached around, her firm young breasts filling my hands as I toyed with them, caressing and teasing them again as she bent my cock pleasurably, just keeping enough inside her to pleasure herself with. Though the position had now offered up an additional treat, which Janet soon took advantage of.
Both Trish and I felt my wife's tongue as she treated us both to her pleasures. Licking and tickling her clit, then mouthing and licking my shaft. I wasn't too surprised, or certainly disappointed when Chris moved around behind Janet, and then slid beneath her. In seconds, she too was enjoying the same things she was currently giving to us, as Chris gloriously went down on my wife, as Trish and I fucked, and as her mother, my wife, licked and kissed the two of us over and over and over again.
Even though Trish was indeed, or had been at least a virgin, she'd been on the pill for a couple of years now. Even so, feeling my orgasm as it finally emerged once again, I warned her of it.
"No, don't take it out daddy...I want to feel it, feel you squirting inside me, especially for the first time," she urged sliding down hard now, taking me in completely once again. Sitting up now, she moved, grinding, ensuring that I was. Janet now joining her, hugging Trish to her, pressed breast to breast, though Chris continued to titillate and delight my wife in the process.
"God...I'm...I'm...I'm going to come!" Trish announced, which basically triggered my own orgasm, just hearing her say that.
It felt as though my cock had ballooned to at least twice its size as I began to release. One delicious contraction, expulsion, after another as I began filling my daughter's cunt with my cream. She in turn, clenching, squeezing, milking my prick of its seed as she likewise climaxed, and crying out delightedly as she did so. Like dominos falling, Janet too now crying out, and as was usually the case with her, vocalizing her pleasures in her own unique way.
"Yes! Yes Chris, Yes! Suck my fucking cunt! Bite my fucking clit! Suck it! Drink it! Suck down my juices!" She screamed out climaxing, thrashing about wildly now as she did. Meanwhile, Trish and I were just coming down from our own intense orgasms, felt almost simultaneously, the leakage of my cream even then dripping down, pouring out onto my balls as Trish gingerly extricated herself off me, collapsing by my side as I held her close, kissing her sweetly.
**
It was a long time before anyone even moved really, and then Janet did, slowly crawling up between our daughter's legs, parting them, and then ever so softly began licking and cleaning her up much like a mother cat might do to her young.
I too drifted in and out of my own revelry, looking over, content, watching as Chris now slithered up between my legs, taking my now very flaccid cock in hand and began to lightly draw it between her lips.
"Well Trish's daddy...shall we see if I can get this ready for me?" She asked.
It wouldn't take much. Laying there watching my wife as she began pleasuring our daughter once again, then the two of them moving off to continue doing that in a very erotic looking '69', soon had me at full staff, hard as ever. Climbing on, Chris soon engulfed me inside, only then making us all aware of a forgotten fact.
"He got mine now too," she announced, though she had as she'd once said, already technically taken her own cherry. But this was in fact, the first time she'd ever had a man's cock actually inside her.
"Nice isn't it?" Trish sighed pleasurably looking up from between her mother's legs.
"Oh fuck...is it ever!" Chris moaned now rocking back and forth upon me in a steady pleasurable rhythm.
"Just make sure you save some of that for me," Janet teased her, and then went back to what she was doing, sighing happily as she did.
True to my word, I deed indeed save some for my wife. Janet soon exchanging places with Chris, now sitting atop me, the two of us watching the girls as they lay teasingly and tenderly toying with one another, though with no real intent of getting one another off. They were too busy watching the two of us, enjoying it as they did...seeing Janet and I together.
We came sweetly, almost quietly, which was a real rarity for Janet, afterwards drawing up into a nice tight warm ball of satisfied flesh with the girls, each one of us hugging the other, and then slowly drifting off where we remained well into the night.
Needless to say, I called in to work taking off the next day, as had Janet. The four of us fixing breakfast together, famished, somewhat exhausted, yet excitedly anxious to continue on the day together.
It was the only time we ever did. And though it was exciting, erotic, and certainly adventurous and playful, never again did Janet and I become involved with Trish again. In time, she went off to school where for a time, she and Chris shared an apartment. Eventually, Trish wrote us, telling us she'd met someone and would be bringing him home soon to meet us.
As for Janet and I. Well, our own relationship seems better than it's ever been. We still talk about that night from time to time, as well as the day after. Inevitably, we relive that moment in the passion that we share with one another afterwards. And I've now come to understand, and love hearing Janet tell me over and over again, how her father likewise took her virginity. And though he and I have never spoken about it, or discussed it ourselves, I find it interesting now that we sit out on his porch, drinking a scotch together rocking back and forth as we sit side by side, smiling at one another without a single word being spoken.
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Blue Moon
Ever since I was a young teen-age kid, I had dreamed of going on a long cross-country drive. Kids and their dreams I suppose. And though I'd imagined doing it, even planned it at one stage, time and money had prevented me from ever doing so.
Until now.
Now, here I was, divorced two years, still in my early thirties, and made a fairly decent living with plenty of money. Enough so at least to have finally completed a project I'd been working on for the past two years after my divorce. I had just recently refurbished and remodeled an old Volkswagen Bus. It looked brand new, and ran like a top. Unlike the original versions however, I'd made several sweet modifications to it. Behind the driver and passenger area, the back was outfitted for camping. I'd installed a customized bed for comfortable sleeping, still had enough room for a small pull down table and a miniature refrigerator as well as several other modern conveniences. Now, with two week's vacation coming to me, I was bound and determined to live out my lifelong dream.
The only thing that was a little different was that I had no desire to actually travel across the country. What I did want to do however was take in most if not all of the Western States. From what I'd been reading and looking up, there was plenty to see and do, and I didn't want to rush through any of them without spending the time sight-seeing and enjoying myself. For the most part, there were plenty of KOA's, or similar places I could pull into and spend the night. When I couldn't, or when I preferred not to, my refurbished van would prove more than adequate for pulling off the road into some cozy remote area and spending the night that way.
So it was that I headed out of Salt Lake City on a bright and early Saturday morning to begin my two-week adventure. First stop was Jackson Hole Wyoming. It wasn't even a full day's drive away either. But I figured it was just far enough to break "Becky" in, the name I had given the bus, and had actually painted on the rear end. Fitting, as it had been "Becky" my first true love, who I'd lost my virginity to in a van similar to the one I was now driving. And though I had been through Jackson Hole before while heading up to spend a few days at Yellowstone National Park, I had never really spent any time there seeing the sights. Which I now planned on doing.
I had also made one other conscious decision, whenever I could, I planned on taking the more scenic routes, staying off the freeway as much as possible. Part of this desire to travel this way was in seeing the rural countryside, going back in time just a little if you will, as Becky and I cruised along together. There were still enough back country roads to make it feasible, even if it meant it would take me a lot longer to actually get where I was going. The nice thing was, I wasn't in any hurry. I had no time frame, no deadlines to meet, and no real agenda except to drive, see what sights I had always wanted to see, and go from there.
I had been on the road for a little over two hours is all when I came around a bend on the two-lane road I was driving on. Up ahead I spotted what appeared to be a young woman hitchhiking. Now normally I wouldn't have considered stopping, especially this day and age, and especially since the last thing I was looking for was any company. I'd been enjoying my drive, just me and myself. And besides, it wasn't the way it used to be when a lot of young kids traveled around doing just that. Picking up hitchhikers these days just wasn't safe. However, she was obviously alone, didn't appear to me as being some sort of a serial killer, though I suppose she could have been as I pulled up alongside, stopping. Though I did notice she was reasonably cute too, though she herself looked a bit like a throwback to earlier times. Dressed almost like a hippy, it seemed very fitting under the circumstances that I should stop and offer her a lift. When I spotted her up ahead, I noticed she was walking with her thumb stuck out, turning to face me as I came around the bend in the road. She was wearing very tight faded and somewhat worn out bell-bottom blue jeans, a pair of open-toed sandals, which couldn't have been all that comfortable walking in for any distance, and a yes she was, a tie-died tee shirt. I noticed she had taken the tail of it, tying it in a knot just below her breasts, exposing her midriff. But more importantly, accentuating her very obvious braless breasts, which were neither too big or certainly too small. Especially for her five and a half foot frame over what couldn't have been more than a hundred pounds. Another reason I wasn't too terribly concerned about pulling over and offering her a ride. Unless this hippy had a gun hidden on her person somewhere, she didn't look all that scary.
She wore her light brown hair long, in a ponytail, carried a small rucksack over one shoulder which obviously contained all of her worldly possessions. And like I said, plain-faced as she wore little if any makeup, she was nevertheless very pretty in a plain-Jane sort of a way. But it was obvious just looking at her, she couldn't have been much older than eighteen or nineteen even then.
And she actually didn't even wait for me to offer her a ride either. The moment I pulled over she came running up, turned the handle on the Bus and jumped in without asking me where I was headed, or even if I was willing to give her a ride. All she did do was smile, say thanks, and then asked me where we were going.
"Jackson Hole," I informed her, to which she smiled. "Where are you headed?"
"I've got a friend who's working in Yellow Stone during the summer," she informed me. "Going there to see her for a few days."
"Well, figured I might head up that way myself, but am still planning on spending the night and the following day in Jackson Hole. You're welcome to travel with me from there to Yellowstone, unless you're in a big hurry."
The young woman glanced over towards the back taking in the accommodations which included my already made up cozy little bed.
"Nice," she said simply. "Sure, why not? Sounds like fun."
I couldn't believe my good-fortune, and though she was at least ten years junior to me, she looked like she'd been around for a while so was obviously able to take care of herself. And she obviously didn't appear to have any misgivings towards me, or in perhaps sharing a fairly small bed not really meant to sleep two people, though it could easily do so. Even then, I didn't automatically assume she'd be sharing the bed with me either.
"By the way, my names Jack, and this here is Becky," I said introducing her to myself along with the VW. She burst out laughing. "What?"
"So's my name," she informed me. "Well actually it's Rebecca. But I've always gone by Becky."
"You're kidding me!"
"No I'm not...seriously, it is. I can show you if you don't believe me," she said preparing to rustle through her tote bag.
"I believe you," I told her. "Just funny is all...and maybe a fitting sign as old Becky and I here are making this first real trip together. And then you come along. Another Becky."
"Yeah, maybe it's fate...Karma," She said smiling back. And then once again looking over the back seat towards the small little sitting nook I had in the back, she asked me. "You have anything I could use to wash up with? I've been on the road for the better part of three days now. I'd like to see about scrubbing off some of this dust and dirt I've managed to pick up."
"Sure, there's fresh water inside the refrigerator, you're welcome to use that. Plus there's some clean towels and such in one of the drawers next to it. Sorry I don't have any real private accommodations for you to be able to use." Once again she smiled, and then reached down pulling her tie-died shirt up and over her head before I even realized it.
I sat staring at her pert young breasts, though quickly glancing forward towards the road again seconds after she'd done that.
"I'm sure I don't have anything you haven't already seen before," she told me, and then wormed herself through the seats separating us and into the back. I glanced up in the rear view mirror watching her.
"Maybe not," I thought to myself. "But it's been a while since I've seen any on this young of a woman." I watched her as she sat down and likewise pulled off her bell-bottom jeans. Somewhat surprised she was even wearing panties, though those she kept on for the moment as she opened a couple of drawers, soon finding the towels I had told her about. She held one up looking up front towards me.
"One of these?" she asked.
Once again I was forced to look up into the rearview mirror as she stood there. Obviously she had no problem with me looking at her breasts as she stood there holding up the small hand towel. As I'd surmised in the beginning, they were neither too large, nor too small either. A nice good-sized handful, though I now did notice of course, her rather large dark-tan areolas, twin nipples that stood proudly up and off each, two hard little rocks capping each breast.
"Yep! That's them," I responded looking back at the road as she leaned over opening the fridge, taking out a bottle of water. Once again I stole another glance, enjoying the way they hung there for a moment swinging about as I hit a couple of rough spots in the road. She had to reach out, steadying herself and then stood up again.
"If you want to watch, I'd rather you pulled over to do so," she informed me. "I'd rather not end up down in a ditch," she added though she was again smiling.
"Sorry...wasn't me, it really was the road," I said feeling a bit sheepish, though I did inform her I'd just then spotted a road sign indicating there was a rest-stop up ahead. "I'll stop there, need to pee anyway."
"Go right ahead, already did just before you showed up, so I'm good for a bit," she said making me realize she must have simply squatted somewhere off the side of the road just before I had come by. And even as I took the exit leading up to the rest area, Becky continued to stand there washing herself up, dampening the towel and then running it over and around her firm breasts. At least the place was nearly empty, though I pulled into a spot well away from where anyone else was currently parked. She was still washing herself up as I opened the door before stepping out.
"Be right back," I told her. "You ah...need anything?"
"Not unless they have any clean panties in a vending machine," she stated. "These were my last pair...guess I'll be going commando until we reach Jackson Hole." She stood sliding those down her shapely legs as I sat there. I took another long second looking at her, and then stepped out closing the door. I looked down, already sensing as well as seeing what was a very obvious and unwanted erection.
"Get a grip Jack," I told myself. "She's half your age!"
The one thing I had immediately noticed of course was the small light brown patch of hair covering her mound. Something I hadn't expected to actually see either as the style or trend these days seemed to be a bare pussy, or very little hair at all. And though it certainly didn't look unruly, as she obviously kept it well trimmed, it was odd seeing so much hair between a woman's legs again...especially for such a young woman as Becky obviously was.
It took a while for me to be able to finally pee, standing there at the urinal waiting for my erection to go down just enough so that I could. By the time I made it back to the Van, Becky was again sitting in the front seat. Naked.
"Feel better?" she asked.
"Ah yeah...you?" I said glancing over towards her somewhat nervously. And though I knew no one could currently see her, anyone passing us by in a vehicle taller than we were certainly could.
"Much...thank you," she said grinning. "I really needed that."
"Obviously, you need some clothes too," I offered. "I'm sure I've got something you could wear if you'd like." I couldn't believe I'd just heard myself say that, a sexy sweet young...naked young woman sitting there next to me, but I had.
"Only if my sitting here like this makes you uncomfortable," she informed me. "I'd actually like to sort of "air out" for a bit if you don't mind. I do have one more change of clothes I can put on after I do for a bit. Unless you'd rather I don't."
"Doesn't bother me, but you might want to keep an eye out for any big rigs, or cops..." I said pausing. Once again she laughed. "Yeah, guess I'd better do that since I'm sure you'll be looking elsewhere," she continued to giggle.
We soon after pulled back out onto the road, and I was careful to pretty much keep my eye on the road, as well as the traffic. But as Becky eventually drifted off to sleep hugging the door, it was hard not steeling glances her way for the next two hours. Just outside of Jackson Hole I stopped, waking her up.
"We're almost there. You might want to think about putting something on now."
I'd pulled over at a spot in the road that afforded us a little privacy around a small stand of trees. Seeing where we were, Becky smiled opening her door, stepping out. "Cool, as now I do need to pee," she informed me, and walked over a few feet next to the trees though I could still see her from where I was sitting. She hunched down balancing herself, and then peed. I looked away, wondering if she'd look over, but then looked back. Sure enough, she was...and waved, but continued to pee anyway. And now...I had to pee. I got out, walked around the opposite side of the tree stand and began doing so. As I did, I then heard footsteps as she came up to stand beside me, watching me as I did.
"Almost makes me wish I had one of those," she said looking down as I nearly pissed all over my foot. "Almost..." she giggled as she saw me do a quick two-step before I did.
I zipped up, followed her back to the van and then stood there watching her dress.
"My last semi-clean outfit," she informed me, throwing on what was a pair of very short cut-off Levi jeans and an almost too tight light blue tank top.
"We'll stop for the night at a KOA, a lot of those have laundry facilities, perhaps you can wash your clothes up there."
"That would be great," she told me, though she looked somewhat worried and hesitated. "One other thing."
"What's that?"
"I don't exactly have unlimited funds, so would it be ok with you if we maybe we stopped and just got a Big Mac or something for dinner?"
"Don't worry about that," I assured her. "We'll do better than McDonalds, though nothing too fancy either. Neither one of us will be dressed for that. But it's on me."
"Jack?"
"Yeah?"
"Just because you're offering to buy me dinner, and giving me a ride an all? It doesn't mean I'm willing to fuck you for doing it." I opened my mouth in an attempt to assure her I hadn't even remotely thought of that...though for the briefest of moments, I actually had yeah. "Breakfast maybe..." she then added before I could respond.
"Better make that one a nicer café' then," I said grinning at her as we headed on in to Jackson Hole.
**
After we had in fact gotten ourselves something to eat, we pulled into a KOA, one with laundry facilities. After checking in and getting our spot, Becky headed over towards the showers and laundry area. I was in need of a shower myself, and followed her over. It was late, and no one else was inside as she dumped everything she owned into one of the washers. "Getting this girl to wear clothes is becoming nearly impossible!" I thought. "Here, maybe you should at least wrap yourself up in this," I said handing her a large towel. "And besides, you can probably use it to shower," I added informing her I was about to do the same. "You're clothes should be ready by the time we get done doing that, then you can thrown them into a dryer. We can come back for them later before hitting the sack."
I started to head into the men's side shower area, and noticed her following. "Ah...the ladies are on that side."
"Yeah, I know. But I've also learned, even places like this aren't all that safe, especially late at night. So if you don't mind...think I'll stay with you," she informed me. "And besides Jack...not like you haven't already seen it."
Which was true of course, but she hadn't really seen me, which was something else entirely. Not to mention the fact that I hadn't really taken her teased indication all that serious either, and hadn't expected to end up sleeping with her. Well...sleeping maybe, but fucking her no. And I'd actually hoped to have a few minutes to myself in order to take care of the urge that had been nagging me for most of the day. Still, I saw her point, so led her into the men's area after first ensuring we'd be alone. Even then I thought for sure she'd step into her own shower, but there again, she surprised me as she stepped into the one I'd chosen.
"I'll wash your back, and you can wash mine," she informed me, and then proceeded to begin doing so.
Needless to say, as she did, I became aroused. Standing in as close of quarters as we were, it was a little hard not to. Something she quickly discovered too, though by now I was fairly confident that had been her intent the entire time. Within moments she had given me a thorough washing, if not an outright blatant stroking, just short of making me come. I soon stood washing her back, and then turned her around where I likewise gave her feminine bits as thorough a cleansing as she had given mine. Actually fondling her breasts, soaping them and teasing them, we were both soon hornier than hell.
"Ah, maybe we should go and see about your wash now," I reminded her. "And especially before anyone else decides to take a late night shower."
As the van was parked fairly close by the shower/laundry facility, neither one of us bothered getting dressed, simply throwing towels on around us. After we'd stuck what clothing we had in the dryer, we headed back to the van.
Seconds after we had slipped into bed, I had slipped into her. It had been a long time since I had made love to a woman. Too long. The feel of that exceptionally tight, yet liquid pussy was nearly too much to withstand. It took every ounce of willpower that I had to keep from pouring my seed into her, seconds after I had entered her from behind. We fucked in a slow, easy going rhythm there in my tiny little bed, that now proved more than adequate as I spooned her from behind. Reaching around, fondling those exquisite breasts of hers, her hard stiff little nipples, as my cock slowly eased in and out of her was far more delicious than anything I could even remember. After what seemed and felt like an eternity, hearing Becky as she began to climax, thus triggering my own, we came together simultaneously. The intensity of my own orgasm spinning me off into space, thousands of little stars filling my head, shooting about as I somewhat vaguely remember her rolling over to kiss me, sweetly even as the ebb of ecstasy washed over me.
"I'll go check on the laundry...be right back," I heard her saying. And then succumbed to the blackness that consumed me.
**
It was the brightness of the morning light coming in through the window that woke me. I slowly opened my eyes, reached out, and then sat up. Becky wasn't in bed. I half expected her to be sitting there looking at me, but what I found was a hand written note sitting on the table instead.
"Dear Jack, I met a guy in the Laundromat who said he could take me on into Yellow Stone first thing this morning. I know you said you wanted to spend another day in Jackson Hole before moving on again, so I didn't wake you. I didn't want you to feel obligated to me, or change your plans on my account. So I hope you'll understand. I needed to get going again. Thank you for everything. It was really nice spending what time I had with you, I will always remember it. Becky."



It felt strange, I was hurt in a way, surprised, and knew that I would miss seeing her and her strange little way. But perhaps it was for the best after all. I hadn't really planned on having company in the first place. And I would indeed have felt obligated in getting her to her destination as soon as possible, outside of my own plans. And yet, I couldn't help but be worried about her too. I could only hope that her "sixth sense" about things, which she'd told me about in the van as we drove along, would continue to serve her. The thought of hooking up with some sort of a pervert out on the road was now a worry to me. But there was little I could do about it now. Becky was on the road again. And then as I sat there thinking about it, I knew I would be too.
There wasn't a lot I wanted to actually see in Jackson Hole, not really anyway. Though I now could have kicked myself for having said that. I drove, wondering if I might catch up, or run into her somewhere along the way. Perhaps even running into her in Yellow Stone, though I had no idea where she was going when she got there, or whom she was even meeting up with so I could ask to ensure that she got there ok. I drove a bit quicker than I had intended reaching the park only a few short hours later.
Reaching the Park, I drove around for a bit hoping she might see me and recognize the Van. But I never saw anyone matching her description or waving me down. After an hour or so of driving aimlessly about, I gave up and pulled into one of the visitor centers for a bite to eat and directions for a nearby available camping area.
I had ordered myself a burger and was just starting to eat it when I looked out the window and saw a young woman just then coming in. I nearly bit my tongue. It looked like Becky, and I felt a sense of relief suddenly wash over me. The door opened and she walked in. But it wasn't her. It was another young woman that looked a little like her, same hair style at least, pony tail, a bit darker perhaps, and perhaps a bit taller too. She also appeared to be well into her twenties, and though still young, not nearly as young as Becky had been. I found I'd been holding my breath, letting it out and turned back around at the counter. Seconds later the young woman took a seat next to me and began flipping through a menu. I found myself staring at her again, which she of course noticed.
"Do I know you?" She asked.
"Sorry, no. Didn't mean to stare, but you remind me of someone I knew," I told her. "You look a little alike," I added as though that would explain everything. She smiled at that.
"What's good?"
"I don't know really...but the burger is, it's Buffalo."
"Hmm, might have to try that," she smiled. It was a little uncanny, even her mannerisms reminded me a little of Becky.
"By the way...my names Jack," I said introducing myself.
"Brenda," she offered back accepting my hand. "You staying here at the Inn?"
"Oh...no, in fact, after I leave here I'm going to go and find some sort of camp ground to spend the night in."
"There's one not too far away from here, I can show you," she told me.
"You staying there too?" I asked.
"Well no...I guess not. I was hoping to get a room someplace, but they're all booked for the night. I'm headed up to Montana in the morning, hoping to catch a ride as I'm on my way up to Glacier National Park. I have a summer job waiting for me there. Guess I'll see if I can hitch a ride from someone after I show you were the camping ground is," she told me.
I felt chills running up and down my spine. It was de'ja'vu. Or something similar to it anyway. "I'm headed up there myself day after tomorrow," I told her. "You're more than welcome to catch a ride with me."
"Really? You would? That would be great!" She beamed, and then ordered a Buffalo burger.
**
After we had eaten she took me to where the campgrounds were. Luckily for both of us, they still had a few available spots, so we took one. After that, we drove around taking in the sights, spending the day together getting to know one another. As we did, I came to think of her less and less as being like Becky. Though she reminded me of her a little, eventually I began to enjoy her company, and found myself pleased to have run into her, strange, as it seemed.
We had parked the van taking a little used hiking trail up into the woods. Not many ventured up this way, as it didn't go by any of the hot springs or geysers more common throughout the park. But Brenda seemed familiar with the area, telling me she had been here before, and that there was a breath-taking view if I was willing to take the two and a half mile hike in order to reach it.
She soon after led the way with me following, admiring the view of her tight little ass as we climbed up through a few narrow passages, just wide enough for one person at a time to slip through. I felt I was in pretty good shape for my age all things considered, but Brenda proved herself to be far more agile than I was, once again several years younger, often having to stand there and wait for me to catch up.
"Come on slow-poke," she said standing several feet above, waiting for me. "You don't want to miss the view now do you? And we really do have to head back before the sun goes down, or it will really be a bitch trying to make it back in the dark."
"Maybe...this wasn't such a good idea after all," I thought to myself. "What if it does get dark and we can't see what we're doing? Or where we're going? I was just about to tell her that, when she decided to give me some incentive to try catching up to her. Looking up, she stood there and began unbuttoning the blouse she was wearing.
"Like I said, if you want to see the view," she teased removing her blouse, baring her chest briefly before turning and disappearing around an outcropping of rocks. For a brief moment I had glimpsed her tits, beautiful too I might add. And suddenly felt ten years younger again with a sudden burst of energy.
Within moments I had managed to climb up through the steep tight narrow passage, reaching her where she now sat waiting for me. Only now, she had also removed the rest of her clothing, sitting on a shelf of rock that looked precariously dangerous, jutting out some thousand feet or so from the canyon below us.
"Isn't it beautiful?" she asked looking out. Though I was at the moment looking at her when I answered.
"Yes it is."
She turned facing me, patting the area next to her, though I was leery about stepping out over the small natural bridge leading to it. "Just don't look down, you'll be fine," she said simply. "This place is called lovers leap, with good reason," she giggled.
"Well I don't know I'd call it "with good reason", but I can certainly see why it would be called that. Especially if someone was dumb enough to actually jump off it from here," I said reaching her. Though I then asked. "But would you mind telling me why you're naked?"
"Superstition," she said, "For one. Anyone who sits here with their clothes on is said to eventually get injured in a fall. Not always a bad one mind you...but why run the risk? So...whenever I come up here, I naturally take my clothes off."
"Naturally," I said still eying her, though she turned to me.
"I take it you're not superstitious?"
"Until recently I wasn't," I said and then began removing my clothes.
**
I sat down next to her there on the rock, glancing sideways from time to time admiring her well toned, muscled tight little body. Her breasts were far smaller than Becky's had been, taut little rounded mounds, a bit pointed at the tip with light pink nipples. Though it was a warm day, the air here was a bit cooler as we sat out on the outcropping of rock looking over the gorge below us. Nervously I kept my hands down in my crotch as I sat next to her. Already the telltale signs of arousal were making it difficult to continue sitting here this way without being noticed.
"There's another thing about this place too," she began.
"Why doesn't that surprise me?" I ventured. "And what is that?"
"Well, they say that those who have made love here on this rock are granted a really good Mo Jo."
"Mo Jo?"
"Yeah, Mo Jo, or luck. Especially when it comes to relationships, things like that."
"I see. And have you ever made love here?" I asked her. She smiled, actually blushing a little.
"No, but I've always wanted to. Those that have, have left a marker, a tribute to that effect. Sort of a shrine if you will. It would be fun to be able to add to that as well while we're up here."
I'd never been a fan of leaving some sort of graffiti, or sign or indication that I'd been at a particular place, but as I asked her more about what she meant, she then walked over around the side of the ledge we were standing on.
"It's over here," she stood pointing at what I realized only then was a carefully almost hand sculpted tribute to those who had ventured up here...and who had obviously made love out on that shelf outcropping where we'd been sitting only moments ago. Small little bits of shale had been carefully stacked, each piece supporting the rest, slowly forming what appeared to be a miniature pyramid.
"Wow, if each one of those tiny little pieces represent..."
"Yeah, which means, a lot of people have fucked out there on that rock. And I'd like to be one of them," she told me hopefully now looking down at my semi-hard cock. "What do you think, care to join me and add our own pieces of shale to the pile?"
It was obvious from where we stood that we could see clearly down the trail heading back. A moment's observation told me there was no one else on the trail heading up here. We were for the time being, totally and completely all alone.
"I'm game," I said grinning feeling my cock rapidly stiffen the rest of the way. In seconds I stood there next to her with a full-blown erection. She laughed.
"I can see that," she continued to chuckle, and then turned making her way back across the narrow natural little bridge out onto the what appeared to me, to be a precariously balanced though obviously stable slab of almost perfectly flat rock.
Spreading what little clothing we had, fashioning a bed of sorts out of it, I lay down with Brenda positioning herself above me, straddling my waist. She was in no hurry to simply impale herself on my member, which was fine with me. I was enjoying the view. Not the one all around us, but the one I was looking at as my hands came up to capture those cute pointed little breasts of hers.
"God that feels so good," she purred still sliding against me, not quite slipping me inside. For the moment, she was content to simply caress my prick with her pussy, which was fine with me. I too was enjoying the sensation, especially playing and fondling her tits as she sat upon me. "Not to hard is it?" She asked, and then giggled. "The ground I mean."
"No, the rock's fine, as long as I don't move around too much anyway. Might suffer a bit of a burn if we do that, but as long as you're content to sit on me the way you are, everything's good down here."
She began rubbing her pussy with my cock, teasing her clit with the head, occasionally just tucking the tip barely inside her. "Fuck I love doing that," she murmured pleasurably.
"Yeah, me too," I admitted freely, enjoying the sensation of her now very wet, very juicy split as she continued teasing herself and me. And then just as I was getting used to that, she suddenly slipped me deeply inside her. In the next instant the heat of her sex was bathing me in its warmth. The tightness of that yet slippery fuck tunnel gripping the entire length of my shaft as she fully impaled herself upon me, momentarily holding still.
"God, can you feel the Mo Jo?" She asked tossing her head back slightly, pressing the palms of her hands down on my shoulders for support, and then grinding herself against me.
"Is that what you're calling it?" I said half gritting my teeth, enjoying the exquisite pleasure of this young woman's pussy as she all but milked the juice from my balls simply sitting there the way that she was.
Once again she giggled, rising up slightly, and then down again effortlessly. Slowly, ever so slowly, gradually increasing the tempo of our coupling. I began to arch my back, meeting her downward thrust, driving into her from below as she engulfed my hard steel shaft. Our lovemaking was wild, passionate and exciting. Twice now with two different women, I'd experienced sex the way I'd always thought it should be. Uninhibited, abandoned, almost animalistic in a way. It was far beyond anything I felt I'd actually experience myself...and twice now, I had.
We soon after gathered up our things, added two small slivers of shale to the pile being careful not to topple it, and then began making our way back down the trail to where we'd parked the van. Now famished, we pulled into nice truck stop near the campground where we were staying for a bite to eat. Although it wasn't that late yet, I was getting sleepy, though Brenda appeared almost too energetic in a way. After we had finished our meals and where waiting for the waitress to give us our check, Brenda excused herself and headed off towards the restrooms.
"Be right back," she said smiling and scooted off as I turned looking for the waitress who was still busy taking another couples order. Several minutes passed and I'd finally gotten the check, though I sat waiting anxiously for Brenda's return. Moments later, now worried, I stood up and made my way over to the register in order to pay.
"Excuse me, miss?" I asked. "Did you happen by chance to see a young woman with light brown hair in a pony tail, dressed in cut-off jeans and a yellow print shirt come by here?"
"Matter of fact, I did...a few minutes ago," she told me. "She told me to give you this," the waitress said handing me a slip of paper. I unfolded it and began reading as the waitress took my money for the bill.
"Dear Jack, please don't hate me...but I ran into a guy I knew who said he was leaving for Glacier in a few moments, told me if I wanted a ride, I needed to leave now. As much as I enjoyed being with you, I knew if I came back to tell you this in person, I'd end up staying. And I know that what we shared and enjoyed was just one of those special moments and wouldn't end up going anywhere anyway. So I'd much rather keep it like that, as a fond fun memory. Enjoy your cross-country trip, and again...thank you for everything." Brenda.
I couldn't believe my luck. Fucked twice by two very cute young women, and dumped twice too. With the situation now completely out of my hands, I soon after headed back to the campsite in order to get some sleep. Though I found myself laying there staring out into the night for a long time afterwards.
"No more hitch-hikers," I told myself. Though it was still a long while yet before I finally did fall asleep.
**
I woke up, headed back to the same café that Brenda and I had eaten at for a light breakfast, and then headed out to take in a few of the more normal touristy sights. As I did that, I found myself thinking about her...and then about Becky again. And suddenly I felt alone. The whole point of this trip was to get away, enjoy myself...being alone. And now, here I was feeling sad and miserable, and missing the company of a female companion.
"Shit!" I spat, scaring the older lady who'd been standing next to me as we stood there waiting for Old Faithful to erupt. "Sorry," I said sheepishly, and then wandered away without waiting for this famous geyser to go off.
Not too surprisingly, I made my way back to "Becky", though even that reminded me of her immediately. I soon checked out of my camping spot, and was once again on the road long before noon. I had no compulsion in trying to "catch up", or run into Brenda however. What was done was done. We had indeed shared something magnificent together, but so had I with Becky too. And now both women were out of my life again. And she was right anyway, there really wasn't a future to be considered here either. At best, we'd have had perhaps another night together is about all. Even then, I found myself missing them both as I slowly drove along headed towards Montana.
**
Taking the back roads I had chosen, it was a long drive and I'd just barely reached the Wyoming - Montana border when the sun began to set. I still had a good days drive ahead of me before even reaching Glacier National Park. I was also out in the middle of nowhere, so this was one of those times when I knew I'd need to start looking for someplace to camp for the night. I soon after spotted a place just off the side of the road beneath a group of trees and pulled in for the night. As I had plenty of bread and cold-cuts, I decided on a quick-easy dinner, only turning on my little stove in order to make coffee. I had just finished cleaning everything up and was on my second cup when I was suddenly startled out of my wits.
"Hello! Anyone home?" I heard a voice calling out just a short distance away.
I stepped out of the van. There was just enough light from the moon to be able to see by as a woman just then left the road walking towards where I was parked.
"Thank god!" she added as she neared where I was standing. "I broke down a few miles back," she informed me. "Didn't think I'd run into anyone out here, not this time of night anyway."
"Are you injured?" I first asked as she stepped near enough into the light that I could get my first really good look at her. She appeared to be in her late thirties perhaps, a bit older than I was myself, though not by much. And in damn fine looking shape by the looks of it too.
"No, no...I'm fine. Just a little tired is all," she informed me, though she didn't really look like it. "I wasn't looking forward to another fifteen miles though," she said smiling smelling the coffee as she stood there. "Is that what I think it is?" she then asked. "Can I have one?"
"Sure...come on in, and then we'll see what we can do about your car. Do you have a phone?" I didn't. Didn't see the need to have one, and never had even though perhaps I should have traveling alone.
"No, not much good out here anyway," she told me. "We're out in the middle of nowhere in case you hadn't already guessed that. Cell phones don't work too well in these parts. Guess the phone companies didn't see the need to set up any transmitter stations, so don't even own one myself."
I poured her a cup of coffee, invited her to sit down and catch her breath, though again she didn't appear winded from her long walk. She had light brown hair, shoulder length, wearing a pair of faded blue jeans that hugged her bottom nicely from what I could see. That and a lightweight pullover sweatshirt. And though it wasn't hot outside even now, it was still just cool enough that I saw her greedily accept the cup of coffee, warming herself as she sipped from it.
"As soon as you've had a chance to rest, I'll drive you to wherever you need to go," I informed her. "I'm sure someone's probably worried about you, and out looking for you now."
She blushed. "No actually, no one would be. At the moment, I live alone. Husband died two years ago and I never got involved with anyone, or remarried again, been living alone ever since. I was just on my way back from visiting a friend when my car broke down. Closer to walk this way than to try going back the other way. Glad I did, or I wouldn't have run into you."
I knew I hadn't passed anyone along the road before pulling in here, so figured she must have been coming from the opposite direction.
"If it's ok with you, I think I'd just as soon spend the night here. You can take me back in the morning. I've been walking for several miles, and my feet are killing me, and right now, I'd like nothing more than to maybe soak them in a pan of good old hot water. There's a fresh stream just across the road from where you're camped, so I can get some water from there if you can spare a pan and that stove of yours," she asked.



"Sure...I can do that, but you sure you don't want me to drive you back home, or somewhere tonight?"
"I'm sure, thank you anyway. But I really would like to soak my feet, and then if you don't mind sharing your bed with a crazy old lady..." she left off saying. I almost told her she didn't look much older than I was myself, but let that go.
"Ah no...sure, whatever you'd like," I said wondering if she really was crazy for being out in the middle of nowhere in the first place. "By the way...my names Jack," I said introducing myself.
"Nice to meet you Jack," she said taking my hand shaking it. "And you can call me Barbra."
**
By the time I made it back to the van with a bucket of water I had carried back from the stream, she was sitting there on the edge of my bed wearing nothing more than a pair of semi-bikini panties, and her bra. A bit startled to see her sitting like that, she again blushed.
"Hope you don't mind. But I worked up a bit of a sweat getting here. Felt a little grimy, so I thought I'd also wash up."
"Not at all," I said. I had already laid out a few towels preparatory for soaking her feet and drying them off with as I poured some water into a pan setting it on the stove. "Might take a while before this is warm enough yet," I explained only then turning around. She had already dipped the small washcloth in the cold water from the stream and was using that to wash herself up with a little. But she'd removed her bra in the process, as it now lay on the edge of the bed beside her.
"Hope I'm not embarrassing you any," she said easily. "But out here...we're just down home country folk, and don't really put too much stock or concern into nudity. So unless it is..."
"Oh no, go ah...go ah right ahead and wash up. There should be some warm water here in a minute or so, and then after that, hot enough to at least soak your feet in."
"Thank you," she said as she continued to soap up her breasts and upper torso, then rinsing off as I quickly added a bit more water to the bucket, making it warm enough at least to be a bit more tolerable. As there was really nowhere to go, I stood there watching her, though she didn't seem to mind it the least that I was.
Her breasts were certainly fuller than I'd seen in a while. At one time no doubt a bit firmer perhaps than they were now. But I rather liked the suppleness of their look, especially the way they rested against her chest, or hung suspended looking very sensual whenever she leaned forward a bit. In addition, she had rather large areolas as well, capping a goodly portion of her breasts. Her nipples were as big around as the tips of my fingers, and as I watched her, they appeared to grow substantially in size too. Perhaps my standing there looking at her made her aware of it, as she then stood up looking down at herself and commenting.
"Goodness, been a while since they've done that," she giggled slightly. "I guess I didn't realize how long it's been since I've allowed a man to actually see them," she joked, and then surprised me a little as she reached up and fingered each one of them, making them appear even harder than they already were. "Feels good though," she added, "having them appreciated...which you are doing aren't you?" she now asked looking down towards my crotch. As she did that, I only then realized I was showing a bit myself, not even realizing that I was. She laughed as my face showed my sudden embarrassment at being caught like that. "Don't worry about it. I'd be more offended if you weren't aroused."
I coughed, smiling and then sat down on the opposite side of the bed, as there really wasn't any place else to go at the moment. She then eyed me briefly, and began peeling off her panties as well. "Plenty left if you'd like to wash up too," she added. "Long hot day and all," she finished.
I wondered then if she was trying to drop a subtle hint, though I gave myself a quick sniff. Didn't smell like I needed a wash, but her look had told me otherwise. I quickly shimmied out of my shirt as she went about washing up the rest of herself, and then began drying off.
"Might as well take off the pants too," she told me, handing over the washcloth as she sat down next to the small little table we'd pulled down which now held the much hotter pot of water we'd been boiling. "And plenty of room for both of our feet too if you'd care to join me."
She now poured the water into the tub I used for washing and doing dishes in, adding a bit of cold water from the bucket until it was just comfortable enough to actually put your feet in without burning them off. She scooted over on the makeshift bench I had made, sticking her feet in. "Come on, sit down...don't be shy. Join me."
The only thing I still had on was my underwear, though the now very noticeable bulge was almost comical looking in its appearance. I kept my hands in my lap however, trying not to be even more obvious about it as I slid over to sit next to her, my feet now likewise going into the water as we sat there together side by side.
"Feels good doesn't it?" she said sighing pleasurably, closing her eyes for a moment as she wiggled her toes a bit in the water.
"Yeah, it does," I admitted enjoying the hot water myself now, though the close proximity of her very nude body was a reminder to me of another sensation entirely.
Suddenly I looked down feeling a hand other than my own. "And how does this feel?" she asked suddenly having just then wrapped her hand around my hard stiff cock, though she had done so through my underwear. "Hmm, feels nice too," she added. "Been a while since I've actually felt one, had one in my hand, let alone anywhere else."
For the third time in as many days, I had yet another woman suddenly fondling my dick. Not that I didn't care mind you...I didn't, especially the way her soft, yet firm hands seemed to be stroking it. She really seemed to be enjoying herself, as was I. Sitting there with my feet in a hot tub of water, next to hers as her toes basically tickled and fondled my own at the same time she sat there stroking me as she had now wormed her hand beneath the waistband of my shorts.
"Nice hard one," she murmured playing with it. "Not too big, and not too small either. Just right...just like in the story."
"Story?"
"Yeah, you know the one, Goldie Locks and the three farmers?"
"Farmers? I thought they were bears."
"That's right, you're not from around here," she laughed. "Bears in a way," she mused further. "But no...the story we tell around here is a bit more naughty than that one. And speaking of which. I was wondering if you might indulge me a little, do something special for me too," she now asked.
With my cock in her hand, I didn't feel I could say no, though I wouldn't have any way as aroused as I now was. "Whatever you wish," I responded. "Though I'm not exactly any Genie either."
"Maybe not, but you certainly appeared almost magically when I needed you earlier. And now...I need you for something else!" Before I could really say or do anything, Barbra had pushed me onto my back there on the bed, and quick as a bunny, finished stripping off my underwear, yanking it out from beneath my ass and down my legs. "Ta Da!" she said proudly tossing my shorts off to one side. It was as though she'd performed that feat of yanking the tablecloth, leaving the dishes where they were, unbroken, the way she stood there looking pleased with herself. She stood looking down at me as my stiff dick stood equally proud and anxious looking back at her.
"Before I fuck you...or you fuck me," she began. "Either way, I want to have a taste of that, and have you do the same thing for me," she asked hotly. For a country gal as she called herself, Barbra seemed to get right too it, not making any bones about what she wanted, or how she wanted it. And I actually found it intriguing, refreshing in a way.
The other thing I had noticed earlier as we now crawled up into the bed together, was the fact that she too had a fairly large bush between her legs. Again it looked neat and trimmed, not at all unruly, though I also realized I had now seen and been with three women who tended to wear it that way, which was outside the norm of today's current trend. And though I hadn't really thought much about it until now, there was something about seeing her this way that was for some odd reason, more mysterious, more alluring.
"I hope you can come more than once," she then said as she hovered over me before settling down. "Because it's been a while since I've enjoyed having cream with my coffee." And with that, she proceeded to suck my dick into oblivion.
**
Her pussy tasted as sweet, if not sweeter than any I had had the pleasure of licking before. Though the way she was gobbling my cock made it somewhat difficult for me to even concentrate. It was as though she was trying to consume it, which perhaps in a way, she was. It was all I could do to keep my balls from exploding, filling her mouth with my nectar as I focused my attention back on her sweet tasting cunt.
Barbra's clit was a bit larger than most too, my mouth surrounding it like a pinky finger as I sucked it, hearing her pleasured delight as I did so. She spoke still mouthing my dick.
"God that feels good...keep sucking and licking it just like that, you're gonna make me cum!"
And cum she did. Seconds later I began to taste the sweet essence of her pussy as she literally began to drip nectar from her honey pot into my mouth. I speared her with my tongue, digging for it, alternating between doing that and sucking her clit again as she finally released my prick just seconds before I spurted off inside her mouth as well. She moaned deeply, quivering, sitting up more or less grinding herself against my face as she continued to fill my mouth with her liquid pleasure.
After what seemed like an eternity, she finally collapsed rolling off to one side, though almost as quickly gathering my cock back inside her mouth again.
"Now it's your turn!" she grinned and then went to work on my dick with a vengeance.
I lay back, now totally absorbed in the sensations her mouth was giving me. The way she licked and sucked the head of my prick was unlike anyone had ever done it before. The tingles she caused to wash over me like a tidal wave, soon had me hovering on the brink, though she already seemed to sense it. I wondered briefly if I should say or do anything seconds before I did, but she pushed me back down with one hand, and then swung herself around there on the small bed, looking at me as she began deep-throating my cock, another totally different and completely new sensation for me.
"Holy fuck!" I just managed, and then felt the seed deep within my balls suddenly soar upwards and out like a rocket going off the launch pad. How she managed it, I don't know. But she fully and completely engulfed my cock, holding it there deep within her mouth as I spurted over and over and over again. Anyone else would have drowned with the copious amount of sperm I filled her mouth with. Yet she somehow drank it, remaining as she was until she had fully and completely emptied my balls. "Holy fuck!" I said again, this time sitting up looking at her without her pushing me back onto the bed. She slowly released my cock, her mouth sliding upwards torturously one inch at a time. There was a slimy trail of my spending still coating my cock, which she then went back for, licking and cleaning it up with her tongue.
"You enjoyed that huh?" she smiled, traces of my climax still clinging to her lips and tongue as she looked at me.
"You have no idea," I responded back breathlessly, lightheaded still, and more than a bit giddy as I found myself giggling in delight seconds later. She laughed at that.
"Yeah, I know how that feels," she told me. "I tend to giggle and laugh too after I've had a good strong orgasm. And speaking of which..." she said as she wobbled my prick back and forth with her hand. "How long do you think before he'll be ready again?"
**
We made love throughout most of the night. Just a couple of hours before sunrise, we both drifted off to sleep in one another's arms. Had it not been for the urge to pee, and the sunlight now coming through the window already beginning to heat the van, I might have continued on sleeping. I woke, half expecting to find that Barbra too had disappeared, almost surprised to find her still laying next to me sleeping. She woke the moment I moved however, yawning and then stretching. Smiling at me as she rolled over, her magnificent breasts greeting me as I rolled out of bed.
"Well, morning sunshine," she beamed happily. "Been a while since I've been that thoroughly fucked. Thank you."
"You're welcome, my pleasure...really," I said as I stepped out of the van, still naked and in desperate need of a place to pee. To my surprise, Barbra soon followed, equally naked and wandered off only a few feet and simply squatted down.
"Don't tell me you're still shy, after last night," she laughed as I stood there looking about awkwardly for a moment. Feeling silly, I turned slightly, and then began to piss hearing her as she did the same. "As they say, if you shake it more than twice, you're playing with it. And unfortunately, we really will have to be going soon. So don't you dare go getting it all nice and hard again, or we're apt to be here for a while."
After we had both finished, and after I'd given myself only a couple of shakes...we got dressed and were soon on the road headed back in the direction I'd already come from. And though it would take me out of my way a little, and cost me some time, I was again reminded that I really didn't have to be anywhere at any time specifically either.
Twenty minutes later we came up over a rise. Below and off in the distance a bit sat a small homestead.
"That's it...that's my place," Barbra said pointing towards it. I could see it was still set back a short distance from the road we were on.
"So no one's really waiting or worried about you?" I asked again.
"Only my dog," she said smiling. "Rebecca, my Golden Retriever. I'm sure she's been prancing about anxiously wondering where I've been."
"Rebecca?" How strange I thought. But then again, since the beginning this road trip had been a bit strange anyway. As we neared the turn off, Barbra insisted that I let her out there rather than taking her all the way down to her house.
"No seriously, just let me out here," she said meaning it. "Not that I don't appreciate the offer to drive me all the way in, but Rebecca doesn't take too kindly to strangers either. And besides, I've held you up long enough as it is."
"What about your car?"
"No worries. I'll call Ned, he'll run out have a look at it, and if necessary, tow it in for me. So we're good," she said stepping out of the car as I pulled over at the end of her long dirt driveway. "And thanks Jack, thanks for everything. I enjoyed myself tremendously. It will be a night I will always remember and cherish."
Barbra then walked around the front of the Van, leaning in through the window and kissed me.
"Again, thank you. Drive safely," she said. She stood there watching me as I turned the van around in the road. She waved as I did, and then I headed off once again. I looked back through the side mirror, and then the rear view, but she appeared to have already headed down the road where I could no longer see her.
"Well at least that's one that just didn't up and walk away," I told myself, suddenly feeling a little bit better again, and looking forward to reaching Glacier National Park before sundown.
"Rebecca," I said shaking my head. "Who'd name their dog that?" I asked myself, and then sat back for the long drive ahead.
**
I knew there would be another KOA just outside the park, which would prove to be a lot cheaper for me to stay there than paying for a campsite with far less amenities inside the park. And as it was already getting late in the afternoon by the time I arrived, I felt like having a nice shower first, and then getting a bite to eat before catching up on some much needed rest.
I planned on spending the next day, if not two, just driving around inside the park taking in all the various and sundry sights. Thought I couldn't help thinking about Brenda and wondering if I might in fact run into her again at some point.
I actually did manage to catch up on my sleep, though waking bright and early to the new day. I drove into the park looking for someplace to eat, and found a combination restaurant, tourist center. I needed to pick up some more film for my camera anyway as I planned on taking several pictures of the park during my hike later on. As I stood at the counter waiting for the woman behind it to ring me up, I noticed there were a lot of bells on display.
"What are all the bells for?" I asked curiously.
"You plan on hiking any of the trails?" She asked.
"Yeah...why?"
"That's what the bells are for. Keeps the bears away. Might be a wise decision if you're planning on doing that, to take some along. Not that you will run into any bears, but it's been known to happen for people wandering about a little too quietly."
"I'll make sure to cough once in a while," I said trying to sound funny, but she just gave me a disapproving look.
"Suit yourself, that'll be fifteen thirty-six," she said waiting for me to pay her. I handed her a twenty, and she gave me my change, though she spoke. "You might want to reconsider about wandering off on any trails all by yourself, you never know what it is you might run into." She then rang a string of bells, though I couldn't see myself walking about jingling like Santa Claus all day.
"Thanks anyway, I'll make sure to step on a lot of branches," I assured her, and then left the shop.
I drove around for a while taking pictures, though mostly from the van. When I'd decided that I wanted to take a few different pictures than I had been, and perhaps actually get a chance to see some wildlife, I pulled into an area that had several hiking trails leading out of it. There were signs posted everywhere of course, warning campers about bears being in the area, and steps they could take to protect themselves, as well as warnings about leaving food out in the open. Armed with only my camera and nothing that smelled even remotely like food, except for a couple of bottles of water I'd tossed into my small back pack, I headed out. I'd been walking this particular trail for well over an hour now. I'd passed one or two camping areas a ways back, only one of which was occupied, though I didn't see anyone there as I walked by. I surmised they must be out wandering the woods as well. It was about then that I spotted a herd of Elk over a small hill and slowly crept up towards the top hoping for a better vantage point in which to snap a few pictures. There was a small deer-trail leading up and around it towards the opposite side, which looked easy enough to take, and would get me around the right side where it was that I wanted to be. It was a semi-steep climb and gradual as I began slowly walking up the side of the hill. As I started to come around the bend nearing the crest, I heard something, and then stopped to listen. I actually laughed. I could hear bells jingling as someone above me approached heading towards my position. But it was also about that time I heard the sound of someone crying out suddenly, unexpectedly, and then the sound of rock or shale suddenly loosened, running down the side of the hill. Hurriedly I made my way towards the sound, rounding a corner through a stand of trees. Sure enough, there was a woman sitting there on the ground, and though she didn't appear to be too seriously injured, it was obvious she had fallen, or had been tripped up in the loose rocks trying to make her way down this side of the hill.



"You all right?" I asked as I approached her, surprising her a little as she looked up towards me.
"I think so, at least I don't think anything's broken," she informed me, though it was obvious as she continued to sit there rubbing her leg, she had hurt it, if not sprained it in fact.
"Can you stand? Walk?" I asked.
"I don't know...I think so maybe. Not sure how easy it will be to walk on it though, it really does hurt," she added.
"So much for my hike," I thought, realizing that now I'd be forced into helping her get back to wherever it was that she came from.
"You staying close by here?" I wondered.
"Not too far away yes. I'm with some friends who are camping here. They continued on with their hike, making the loop. But I wasn't up for another ten miles, so I decided to head back to camp and wait for them there. Maybe I should have gone with them and then this wouldn't have happened. Just damn lucky you came by."
"Yeah, lucky," I said shaking my head though she didn't see that as she tried putting some weight on her leg, and found that she couldn't.
"Shit...maybe I did sprain it after all," she told me. "Think you could help me get back?"
"Sure, no problem," I assured her helping to take some of her weight as she put her arm around my shoulder for support. "We'll need to take it slowly though going back down the hill, think you can make it?"
"I think so...yes. And thank you, ah...what is your name anyway?" She asked me.
"Jack, and you are...no, wait, let me guess. Bonnie? Bernice?" I said changing my mind before she could answer. Her eyes widened slightly at that.
"Well no...not quite. Not Bernice, Bernadette," she informed me. "And how'd you manage to guess that anyway? It's not exactly a very common name you know."
"Lucky guess," I stated. "Though I really didn't guess it exactly now either did I?"
"No, but you were pretty close," she said smiling at me. "So now Jack, what's say we get me down off this mountain?"
**
Glancing at her from time to time as we slowly made our way down off the hill, I surmised she was in her early to mid forties, though she could have easily passed for being younger than that. She was still in damn fine shape, except for her ankle of course. And there something about her eyes too that I found intriguing as we slowly made our way back up the trail, and sure enough ending up at the single campsite I had passed by a bit earlier.
"That's my tent over there," she said pointing as she half hobbled, limped and jumped with me supporting her over towards it.
"How's the ankle?" I asked.
"Hurts like hell," she told me as we reached her tent. "Would you mind unzipping the door and then helping me inside so I can lay down and have a look at this?"
I did so helping her inside. It was a small tent, barely enough room for one let alone two, and not without having to basically crawl around inside once we were in.
She did seem to have a nice comfy air mattress beneath her sleeping bag however as she settled down on top of it. "Let's take a look at your ankle again," I told her, carefully and gingerly examining it, though once again nothing appeared to be broken, though I told her she might want to consider going someplace to see a doctor anyway and getting some X-rays.
"Well, sort of hard for me to do that at the moment, and no...I'm not asking you to take me either, especially as I have no way of letting anyone know where I've gone. Don't want to worry my friends, have them come back and not find me here either. But...I would ask, if you wouldn't mind too terribly much, staying with me for a little while at least. Haven't seen any bears around," as she somewhat teasingly jingled her bells. "But in the event a bear did show up in camp, I couldn't very well get away too easily now either could I?"
"No, I guess not," I said resigned now into staying with her for a bit, though there was perhaps only a couple of hours remaining of daylight before the sun would begin to set. "I guess I can stay with you for a little while, at least until your friends show up again," I assured her. She seemed pleased to hear that.
"I do have another favor to ask of you though, if you wouldn't mind that is."
"Sure...what?"
"It's already starting to get a little warm in here," she began. "And I'm already sweaty enough, so if you wouldn't mind helping me change into something else, I'd really appreciate it."
I sat there next to her staring at her for a moment.
"Oh come on, not like you haven't seen a woman in her underwear before, and don't try and convince me you haven't either," she laughed. "Please, help an old lady out?"
"You're not old for one thing," I responded back. "Not by a long shot. You're in fact a very attractive looking woman, which is why I'm not sure I should see you in your underwear."
She laughed at that too. "Well thank you, appreciate the compliment, but I really am serious, so for starters, how about helping me get these jeans off first?" She then unbuttoned the top button, and then the fly. "Ok, how about you grab the legs and pull?" She suggested. "While I try and lift myself up."
I then did as she asked, trying to hurry as it was evident it wasn't the most comfortable position at the moment, especially as she really couldn't put much weight on her left leg in any kind of support. I yanked, her jeans flying off down her legs in one fell swoop coming away in my hands, as did her underwear, which had come along with them much to both of our surprise.
The words "Ta Da!" came to mind, though I didn't speak them, just sitting there staring at her, especially as she made no attempt to cover herself either. She was in fact giggling.
"How'd you manage to do that anyway?" she jokingly asked.
"Magic," I answered back, still looking. Bernadette too had a fur covered mound. The forth one I had seen now in as many days, though I only naturally assumed as she was a bit older that perhaps for her at least, this was more normal than I might have found it for the other three girls I'd encountered. But more importantly, Bernadette made no effort to cover herself either, and in fact, made the situation even more interesting when she reached down, pulling off her tee shirt, and then unhooking her bra tossing them both off to one side.
"Even better," she smiled wickedly. "Now I really am comfortable."
But the truth was...I wasn't. And I was growing more and more uncomfortable with each passing second. Much longer, and I'd have a hell of a time even trying to stand up without her realizing that very fact.
"Ah, can I help you put on something else to wear?" I suggested.
"In fact...no. I'm rather comfortable at the moment just being like this. And being like this, well...let's just say I sort of feel like showing you my appreciation for helping me get down off the mountain."
"That's ah...that's not really necessary," I said hearing myself in disbelief. Once again, here was another woman, basically offering herself to me. Now...I know for a fact I'm not some kind of a hunky kind of a guy, reasonably attractive looking perhaps, but certainly no movie star either. And yet, here was another woman basically offering to fuck me. So far, I think I'd had more pussy in the last few days than I'd had during the entire two years of my marriage!
She was frowning. "Too old for you perhaps, or not attractive enough?"
"It's not that...you're very attractive, really attractive in fact, and you've got a really nice looking body too. I just didn't want...don't want, you to think I was trying to take advantage of you or anything."
"Who's naked here?" She asked me.
She had a point. "What about your friends?"
"Well, considering where they were going, I happen to know for a fact, they won't be back here for at least another two hours or so. Plenty of time for me to show you a little appreciation for getting me back here."
I hesitated for a moment, though my dick was already trying to convince me otherwise.
She spread her legs, her fingers already beginning to tease herself. "So, tell me this doesn't look interesting to you?" she asked as she even more fully exposed herself, her hard precious clit suddenly winking at me. "And that you wouldn't like sliding that hard stiff cock of yours inside here?" she further asked.
I stood up as much as I could, and began taking off my clothes.
**
With the injury to her ankle, I simply assumed the missionary position with her, though it was perhaps the most comfortable for either of us within the small confines of the tent. Her pussy felt like warm butter as I entered her, her full breasts mashed against my chest, though I leaned down in order to suck them teasing her hard extended nipples as I began thrusting in and out of her. She began humping back, meeting each and every one of my driving lunges until we had reached a frenzied fucking that went well beyond anything I had ever experienced before. If her ankle hurt, the pleasure far surpassed any discomfort she might have felt, her soft wet, if not saturated pussy, now pounding upwards against me as I slammed into her over and over again there on her nice cozy little bed.
And we had basically simultaneously come together too. I had poured out my seed into her, as she in turn squirted against me. The feel of her sweet succulent cunt actually doing that, had somehow added to the intensity of the moment for us both. We lay quietly embraced, holding onto one another for quite some time.
"Maybe we'd better get dressed," she suggested after a while. "My friends could be returning any time now."
We quickly did so, and in doing so, it became obvious to me that her ankle wasn't giving her nearly as much problems as it had been earlier.
"Guess it isn't too badly sprained after all," she said, though she still seemed to limp around on it a bit as we stepped outside the tent and stood there for a moment. She then sneezed, apologized, and sniffed the air. "A lot of pollen this time of year," she informed me. "I have allergies," she said and then sneezed again.
"Bless you."
"Bless you too...for helping me get back here. But, maybe you'd better go now. I think my friends will be back soon, and I don't want them asking too many questions, ya know? I'll be fine," she added. "And thank you again."
I thanked her back, kissing her, and looked into her eyes again. There was just something about them that reminded me of something...of someone, though I couldn't quite put my finger on it. She had light brown eyes, almost a golden color in fact, a bit unusual perhaps. So maybe that was it. But I soon after left, heading back the way I had come towards my parked van. It was by now getting late, and I'd have just enough light remaining to me in order to get back without having to walk around in the dark.
Which I now sort of wished I actually did have a few bells with me. Looking up, I saw a young couple and two kids heading up the trail towards me. I smiled greeting them, and then spoke. "Excuse me, but thought I should let you know, your friend? Bernadette? She fell down on the hike down, might have sprained her ankle, but I helped her back to your camp. You might want to ensure she sees a doctor."
They looked at one another and then back at me. "Sorry...we don't know anyone by that name," they told me.
"Oh, sorry. I just assumed that that camp back there a ways is where you were staying."
"It is," they said again, now looking worried and confused and then picked up their pace as they quickly headed off. I stood there watching them go, now very confused myself at the strangeness of my encounter. Perhaps they had misunderstood me, or perhaps their friend hadn't given me her real name, which was a possibility in the event she didn't want me knowing who she really was. Either way, there wasn't much I could do about it now, it was already starting to get dark and I needed to get back to my van, and then back to my campsite.
I spent another day visiting and running around the park, and this time saw a few bears, which I got some pictures of, long distance. I didn't run into Bernadette, or the people I'd encountered on the trail again, nor did I see anyone else that I had met during my road trip either. Although there were still a few curious nagging questions bothering me, I soon set those aside and got on the road again. Traveling through the pan-handle of Idaho, I soon arrived in Washington where I wanted to drive to the coast, spend a day or so there camping near the beach and the ocean.
I made a few stops, asked a few questions about places along the coast where I might be able to stay reasonably cheep, and was directed to a campground that seemed perfect for my needs. Pulling in, I was pleased to see I'd have my own spot and a nice view of the ocean, and even a small stretch of beach there in front of me. I knew then I'd most likely end up spending an extra day here as beautiful as it was.
I had just finished setting up my stove outside and was preparing a bite to eat when I heard someone walking down the dirt road towards me. Looking up, I then saw a woman approaching, smiling in greeting as she came up to stand next to me.
"Hello, I'm the camp greeter," she informed me. "Well, camp host and hostess anyway. Thought I'd come by, introduce myself and see if there was anything you needed, and ask you how long it is that you're planning on staying here with us. My name's Bonnie," she said extending her hand.
"What a surprise," I thought, and then "here we go again," though I didn't say anything, politely taking her hand, shaking it. Two things immediately coming to mind as well. One, she had the same color eyes that I had now began to notice, almost golden, which to me was a bit unusual as you didn't see that color of eye all that often. Secondly, Bonnie was easily in her mid fifties to perhaps early sixties, though even then she was still reasonably attractive. The last thing I figured was that a woman of her age would be even remotely interested in someone like me, nor was I in truth interested in her either except in a curious sort of way. Mainly because of her eyes, and her name once again starting with a "B".
I was almost relieved when she soon after headed off, no further conversation taking place between us, and certainly no flirtatious actions of any sort. I turned back towards my dinner and thought nothing else towards her. After I had cleaned up, and after the sun had set, I decided to take a small fold up lawn chair and head on down by the beach. The moon was nearly full again, or would be in a few more days. The ocean was unusually calm, and it was almost soothing to just sit there and listen to the sound of the lapping waves as they rolled into the beach.
I'd been sitting there lost in my own thoughts for quite some time when I caught movement out of the corner of my eye. Off to the right and ahead of me a figure emerged, just then standing up. Obviously someone had gone out for a night swim in the ocean, now heading towards the beach. It was still difficult trying to make out who it was, but it became obviously apparent seconds later that it was a woman, and that she'd been swimming nude.
"Oh...hi, sorry," Bonnie said as she shook out her hair walking over towards me though she didn't seem concerned, or bothered that she was naked and that I was able to see her now very clearly. "The tide must have pulled me further down than I thought," she laughed.
"No problem," I said looking at her. Though she might have been older, she was still in reasonably good shape. Her breasts were full, her nipples obviously hard and crinkled from the cool ocean water. They hung heavy against her chest in a very enticing way, and I quickly averted my eyes.
"You don't happen to have an extra towel with you do you?" she asked. "Unfortunately, the one I brought is up the beach a ways," she once again said laughing.
"Yeah, sure...back in camp," I told her, though I then stood and began walking up the short distance to where my van was parked. Not too surprisingly, Bonnie followed, though seemingly undisturbed that I'd soon see her even more clearly than I already had as we neared the light coming from the lanterns I had lit earlier outside my van.
I soon located a towel handing it to her, though all she used it for was to dry off and fluff down her hair, moments later handing it back rather than wrapping it around herself. As she did that, I took quick advantage of the opportunity to once again take a sneak peek at her nude form. She too of course had hair between her legs, which stood out in stark contrast under the light and circumstances, though I noticed too it had bits of grey intermingled with the light brown downy fine hair still covering her mound. Her nipples were enticingly hard, though I was sure from the cool night air and her swim. Though I found myself wondering what it would be like to touch them, suck them. I then I realized I was getting an erection and quickly sat down again.
"Thank you," she told me, and then invited herself to sit down at my portable camp table I'd set up earlier. "Don't suppose you have anything to drink?" she then asked.
"Well, I could make coffee, though I do have something a bit stronger if you'd prefer," I offered.
"Stronger would be good, especially after a nice invigorating swim," she told me.
"You always swim in the nude?" I asked, careful to not expose my obvious bulge as I stood up briefly retrieving my last bottle of wine, opening it.
She laughed at that, "Whenever I can, as often as I can. Why...does my sitting here like this bother or embarrass you?"
"Embarrass me? No. Bother me? A little," I responded back.
"I hope in a good way," she said smiling as she accepted a glass of wine I had poured for her handing it to her.
"Married?" I asked trying to change the subject a little, though I was now curious about her and hoped to learn more.
"Used to be, widowed now," she said easily. "Have been for some time now. Enjoy living alone though, especially coming up here. I enjoy meeting people, which is one of the reasons I do this. Nice way to spend a few weeks during the summer, coming up here, hosting the camp, and being able to take advantage of my nightly swims."
"No wonder you're in such good shape," I said before thinking a little more carefully of my words, though she laughed at that.
"For a woman my age you mean?"
"Sorry, I didn't mean for it to come out that way, but admittedly, you're probably in better shape than I am."
"I don't know...hard to tell with you being dressed and all," she stated, now actually flirting with me the way I saw it. Surprisingly however, nothing more was really suggested, though she continued to sit there quite comfortably in the nude as we finished off the last bottle of wine I had brought with me. It was soon getting rather late, though I had indeed enjoyed her company. "Well, I guess I really should be heading back, let you get some sleep," she said finally standing up. "You have any plans for breakfast tomorrow? I poach a mean egg," she said winking.
"Ah no...not really," I told her. "Sounds good, been a while since I've had one of those."
"Well then...it's a date, see you in the morning. I'll be by with the eggs and a few other things. Your stove looks big enough to handle everything, so I'll see you first thing in the morning then." And with that, I sat watching Bonnie as she disappeared off into the night. Moments after she had gone, I stood up slipped into the van and then into bed, where I proceeded to lay there jerking myself off. Images of Bonnie, and then Bernadette, then Barbra, followed by Brenda and Becky filling my head. Memories of each one as we'd made love, enjoyed the intensity of our encounters. And each one of them with subtle similarities, easily explainable perhaps, but just as easily a very strange coincidence too. I came, feeling the pleasurable juice as it coated my fingers, running down my shaft, wishing now that I could be with any one of them, even Bonnie as strange as that sounded.



**
Sure enough, bright and early in the morning I woke up to the smell of freshly made coffee. I sat up looking out the window, and there she stood busily cooking over my small little portable camp stove.
"Morning sleepy-head. About time you woke up, breakfast is nearly ready."
I could now smell the bacon frying in the pan as well as she carefully placed a half dozen eggs or so into a boiling pan of water. I got up, needing to pee of course, though after last night, I refrained from fully getting dressed, only throwing on a loose-fitting pair of baggy shorts on and nothing else. I stepped out.
"I'll be right back...need to pee," I announced. The camp restrooms were up the trail a ways.
"Don't bother going all the way up there if all you need to do is pee," she told me. "Just do it over there," she said pointing. "That's where I went a bit earlier, if you don't mind pissing where I did. As a matter of fact, need to go again myself here shortly, but need to watch these eggs. So go take care of it, and then relieve me, so I can," she snickered.
I walked over to the trees she had pointed at, though keeping my back towards her as I pissed. I walked back, washed up in the basin of water she'd already put out to wash the dishes in, and then joined her as she finished scooping out the last of the bacon she'd just cooked.
"Keep an eye on the eggs," she reminded me. "They're almost done, then we can eat." And with that, she wandered off over to the almost exact spot I had stood in to pee. She once again surprised me however, taking off her jeans entirely, and I noticed she wore no panties, no underwear as she stood stripping them off. Unlike myself, turning with my back towards her, she squatted down facing me, and proceeded to urinate over the exact same spot I had peed on. I turned, looking at the eggs, hearing her approach seconds later, though she was only carrying her jeans not having put them back on again.
"Glad we have the water here," she told me, and then proceeded to wash up, though she didn't just wash her hands either, washing her pussy as well as I stood there watching her do so. Only afterwards did she put her jeans back on, which I was almost sorry to see her do.
"I think we're ready to eat," I announced having finished scooping out the last of the eggs. We soon after sat down at my small little table to eat. A feast the way I saw it as we again enjoyed one another's company, eating our delicious breakfast and getting to know one another even better than we already did.
Even though we were on the coast, right next to the Ocean, it was already starting to heat up as early in the morning as it was. Promising to be an unusually hot day. I was then thankful to be parked beneath the fir and pine trees, giving us both a bit of shade. Even so, I was already beginning to sweat, as was Bonnie as she sat wiping her brow.
"Gonna be another hot one," she announced unnecessarily.
"Yeah it is," I responded agreeing with her.
"You mind if I strip down a bit?" She then turned asking me. "I enjoy the cool breeze on my bare skin, as long as it doesn't bother you if I do."
"Go right ahead," I told her, actually pleased she felt comfortable enough to be doing so, and yet likewise, also excited at the thought. I had enjoyed looking at her breasts, her body, even at her age, though I didn't see that as being any big difference between us. "It might bother me...but in a good way," I added winking at her.
She smiled at that, but then looked at me quite seriously. "I appreciate the tease," she began. "But I am old enough to be your mother you know. And I doubt seriously that someone your age would be at all remotely interested in a woman my age."
I surprised her then, as well as myself, not having initially intended to do what I now did. I stood up, my full-blown erection very noticeable as I stood, even in the baggy shorts I was wearing.
"Oh my!" she exclaimed seeing my obvious excitement. "Guess I was wrong about that," she smiled blushing a little. "Really? You're aroused thinking of me?" she then asked.
"Very much so," I admitted, and then admitted even more to her, once again amazed that I did. "And I even masturbated last night...thinking about you," I added.
"So did I," she confessed, suddenly unzipping her jeans once again, pulling them off along with everything else she was wearing. In seconds, she stood before me once again in the nude, but this time in broad daylight. "Well? You going to stand there and stare at me? Or you finally going to get naked yourself and come over here and fuck me?" She asked.
I did as she asked, though I suggested it might be better if we were to go inside the van.
"Actually, I prefer doing it outside," she told me. "Much more exciting that way," she grinned, and then walked over to a nearby tree where she placed her hands upon it, leaning forward, stepping back a little. Her magnificently full breasts now hanging down a bit, looking even sexier, more provocative than they had been. "How's this?" she asked. "Ever fucked a woman standing up outside like this before?"
I never had. But knew I was about to.
**
Bonnie was the perfect height too. As I walked over to stand behind her, I easily slipped into her, penetrating her fully in one simple thrust. I stood basking in the sensation of her sweet, still tight, and very wet pussy as it surrounded my shaft. Though she didn't allow me to stand there too long without pressing back against me, urging me in so simple a move so as to begin truly fucking her. Nervously I glanced about, wondering if anyone might be able to see us from any of the other camps, though I couldn't see any close enough that might.
She laughed. "Nervous? I find it quite exhilarating myself," she stated, once again grinding herself against me, her full heavy breasts swaying to and fro beneath as I finally reached out with my hands capturing each. They felt wonderful in my hands as I stood there kneading them, but then again so did her cunt as I felt it clasp, surround and basically grip my prick as I slid in and out of her from behind. So marvelous was the sensation that I knew I wouldn't last very long, especially standing here like this. It was indeed exciting, almost too much so, as was the position. But she sensed it perhaps, and seemed to be hovering on the verge herself.
"For god sakes don't stop! Fuck me harder! Faster!" she cried out, worrying me a bit that someone might have overheard, though I proceeded to do just that, now slamming into her with a strength I didn't know I had. Listening to the juices as my cock speared her pussy, the slap of flesh against flesh, her twin ass cheeks reverberating with each lunge. Hearing her throaty moans and groans of delight, which I now added to as we both spiraled off into oblivion together was music to my ears.
"I'm going to cum!" I announced unable to stop it.
"Oh fuck, me too! Me too!" Bonnie said looking back, now grinding against me even harder than before. "Fill me Jack, fill my cunt, shoot that hot rich cream inside my pussy!"
I began doing so, feeling the precious spurts of my semen as it exploded from my cock, shooting deep into her depths, as she suddenly liquefied herself, now bathing my prick as I continued to fuck her, quite sloppily I might add now, as we stood there against the tree. I almost collapsed, finally stepping back, seeing the mingled traces of our combined pleasures running down between her legs. And she too looked about ready to topple over, worrying me for a moment that she actually might.
"Whew, I need to sit down for a moment," she informed me, and then staggered back to the table with my help, nearly collapsing down on the bench when we got there. "I guess I'm finally starting to feel my age," she announced. And frankly, I was again concerned as oddly enough, she did look suddenly older, not by much...but a little. Enough so I was genuinely concerned for her well-being. She saw the look in my eyes, smiling and reassuring me however. "I'll be fine Jack, just a little winded is all. Been a while since I've had or enjoyed as intense as an orgasm as that one was. Not even the one I gave myself last night was half as good."
"I know what you mean," I agreed though still somewhat concerned. Moments later however, she seemed to have recovered fully looking a bit more like herself.
"Well, I probably should get going here," she told me. "When is it you're leaving again?" She asked.
"First thing in the morning," I said. "As nice as it is up here, I thought I'd at least spend another day before I start the journey back home again."
"Oh well...I may not see you again then," she explained. "I'm driving back into town this evening, have to pick up a few supplies. Planning on staying the night there, returning sometime late in the afternoon."
I was sorry to hear that, and told her so, though she leaned over kissing me, not in a motherly way either, but deeply, passionately actually making me feel light-headed.
"It was really nice meeting you, getting to know you Jack," she told me. "I'll miss seeing you around here."
"Ditto that," I responded back, and then stood there watching her go, realizing as she did, that I would indeed miss seeing her very much.
Another name now added to my ever-growing list.
**
I was indeed sorry to have to go without seeing her again, or in saying goodbye. But it was indeed time for me to begin the return trip home. I'd already used up most of my vacation days, and wouldn't have the luxury to continue to spend a lot of time any place else. Though I did plan on one more two-day stop in Oregon, and then a straight shot down through Nevada, and back into Utah the following day afterwards.
With as much time and effort as I'd put into fixing up and remodeling the van, I was a little disappointed in "Becky" when I lost a water-pump just outside of Eugene Oregon heading back. I was standing there by the side of the road now kicking myself in the ass for not owning or having a cell phone with me when I saw someone approaching in a car. I could only hope they would stop, and either let me use their cell phone if they had one, or drive me on into town where I could schedule a tow.
I was delighted when I saw the car slow, and then veer over towards me pulling up just in front. I walked over leaning in through the passenger window. A little old lady sat behind the wheel. She had light golden eyes, smiling at me.
"Need a lift?" she asked.
"I do yes, unless you have a cell phone I could borrow in order to call a tow for my van. Lost a water pump."
"Don't have a phone, never saw the need for one of those contraptions, but more than happy to give you a lift. "Dave's Place the best mechanic and tow service around here, just a few miles away. Happy to take you that far anyway, I live just across the street from there, you can wait there while they're towing your van in, and then fixing it."
I thanked her for her hospitality and then did so. A short time later I ran into Dave's Place, which is just what the sign read, and made arrangements for the tow and the repair. Needless to say, it would take the rest of the day and more than likely not be ready until the following day, as Dave had to send over to the next town for the necessary parts, as he didn't stock them himself.
"Damn," I said as I walked out the door, though pleased to see the older gal was still waiting for me. I realized then I still didn't know her name...and wondered.
"Might not be ready until tomorrow," I told her. "Is there a cheap inexpensive hotel or motel around here I can check into?" I then asked.
"Yeah...my place," she said easily. "The only decent motel around here closed down a few years ago. There's one other...but I wouldn't recommend it. A lot of down on their luck homeless people staying there now, run down enough as it is, but also a lot of bad characters, robberies, things like that. Best you spend the night with me at my place."
"You sure? It wouldn't be any sort of imposition on you?"
"Nope, not at all. Glad to have the company, especially at my age," she laughed. I judged her to be well into her seventies, perhaps eighties even, though she seemed spry enough even then. "By the way...my names Bernice," she said, and you are?"
"Jack," I said, not at all surprised to hear her say that, not surprised at all.
**
Her place was indeed pretty close, just around the corner in fact. A small, old, but well maintained redbrick building. "Cute place," I told her admiring the décor as she led me inside.
"Thank you, I like it," she responded back. "Spare bedroom's upstairs, next to mine," she said smiling a bit more than she should have perhaps, though I didn't comment on what she said. "There's a shower in this one too," she added showing me in.
"This is really nice of you," I responded back. "Is there some way I can pay you?"
"I won't take your money...don't need it. But if there's something else I can think of you might be able to do for me, I'll let you know before you leave," she said simply, and then walked out closing the door behind her.
"Really strange," I thought to myself. "Bernice, and with the same color of eyes as everyone else. Bet she still has a bush too...though I bet it's gray and not brown now," I said to myself, and then just as quickly shook my head. Even my thoughts were starting to get strange here as I considered the unthinkable.
I enjoyed the shower, it had after all been several days now since I'd last had one. Stepping out of the small yet functional bathroom, I noticed that the sheets had been turned down on the bed. A fresh set of towels lay waiting for me there as well. I laughed. It was barely five in the afternoon. "I wonder if she goes to bed early and is expecting me too!" I thought.
I dressed into the last clean set of clothes I still had, and then wandered downstairs with the intent of asking her where a good place to eat was. She was busy cooking when I came down.
"Hope you're hungry," she stated. "And hope you like country fried chicken, I have my own secret recipe," she said laughing.
I was suddenly famished, and a little surprised. There were heaps of fresh mashed potatoes, corn on the cob, salad, not to mention an enormous platter full of chicken. Bernice opened a bottle of wine, and then sat down across from me. "Well? Dig in!" she said looking amused. So I did.
We enjoyed a fabulously cooked dinner along with the wine, and even our conversation was pleasant, friendly. After only a couple of hours sitting there with her, I felt I had known her all of my life. The wine had made me a bit sleepy however, and with a full day's drive ahead of me, plus a few hours more before I got home, I decided to turn in to bed.
"Goodnight," I bade Bernice and headed upstairs to bed, though she followed me.
"My bedtime too," she said smiling, and then turned into her room just before I walked into mine. I noticed then there weren't any locks on the doors, though I chastised myself for even thinking that. "She might be a little old, but she's obviously not thinking about that!" I told myself, and then stripped down, sliding into a very nice, very comfortable, down filled bed. I was asleep in minutes.
I was dreaming, or at least I thought I was anyway. And of course it was a very, very erotic dream. I was out in the middle of a grassy meadow, the bright sunshine warm to my skin. I was naked...but so to were the rest of them, all of them. Becky, Brenda, Barbra, Bernadette, Bonnie...Bernice. All of them, and then I was fucking all of them, not one after the other, but somehow all at once. It was confusing as I could feel each one of them simultaneously, yet differently too. And then I woke up, my eyes popping open when I did.
Bernice was sucking my cock, and it felt wonderful.
I didn't exactly panic, but I did try sitting up. "Bernice?"
"Shh, just lay back, relax...enjoy this," she murmured quietly. "This is what I wanted to do, how you can repay me. Nothing else...nothing more. Just let an old lady enjoy herself doing this," she stated.
I was grateful that it was reasonably dark inside the room, though the moon was nearly full outside now. But I was also ashamed and embarrassed by that. It wasn't that Bernice was unattractive for her age, she actually was. But it was the thought of allowing an older woman, someone who could have easily been my own grandmother, at the very least forty to fifty some odd years to sit here and be doing this that was bothering me. Certainly not the way that it felt. If anything, this woman knew how to suck a man's cock, and was doing it better than anyone I had ever known, or ever been with before.
Somewhat in a daze still, and especially at the way she was licking and fondling my dick, whatever reservations I initially might have had, suddenly evaporated away. I simply succumbed to the exquisite ministrations of this lovely woman's mouth, tongue and lips as she drove me over the brink. Moments later I was filling her mouth with my cream, worried for a minute that I might drown her because of it, as much as there obviously was. To my surprise however, she stayed with it, draining every last precious drop from my dick, and then some, before sitting up where I could just make out her face. Once again, I felt like I was hallucinating, her eyes almost seemed to be glowing there in the darkness, this deep golden sheen that took on a very eerie characteristic.
"I'll leave you to sleep now," she said crawling out of the bed. "Sleep tight...see you in the morning." And with that, Bernice left the room closing the door behind her.
When I got up, she was gone, but she'd left me a note. "Sorry I couldn't stay to say good morning to you, but I had errands to run...busy day. Already called about your van, Dave said it would be ready around nine or so. Have a safe trip back home, and again...thank you, I enjoyed myself. Love, "B". She'd signed it.
With that I finished dressing and wandered over to the shop, which was just around the corner. Sure enough Dave was just then pulling my van out into the lot to park it.
"All done," he said smiling, and then looked at me. "Where'd you end up sleeping anyway?" He asked. "Don't really have any accommodations around here anymore, so was kind of wondering about that.
"Oh yeah, well," I said a bit sheepishly. "You know that older gal that lives around the corner from here in that red-bricked house? Her names Bernice? I spent the night at her place."
He considered that for a moment, thinking. "Don't know the name...can't say's I've ever heard it. And the house doesn't sound familiar either. Where'd you say it was?"
"Just around the corner, almost on the corner in fact. A small white house with a picket fence around it, and then next to that one, Bernice's place."
Once again he looked at me a bit oddly. "Sorry, for as long as I've lived here, there's only been a field next to that old place. Certainly no red-bricked house that I remember!"
I paid for the repairs on the van, and then immediately drove back around the block. Sure enough, it was just as he'd said. Big field, no redbrick house. I sat there staring, looking around, trying to see if I'd somehow gotten confused and lost directions or something. But no. As I sat looking back where I'd come from, it was the very same view I had seen as I walked down the porch, only there wasn't a porch any more to have walked down from. Shivers ran up and down my spine as I put the van into gear and headed off at a brisk pace down the road.
**
I'll be the first to admit it, I was suddenly scared as hell. I'd either been hallucinating, or I was suffering some sort of delusional brain aneurism. That...or I'd actually entered the Twilight Zone, which I was beginning to believe I had. Especially after everything I had now experienced, which was starting to pile up. Starting with all the women I had met whose names all started with a B!



I knew there and then, I would drive my ass straight home, no more stops except perhaps to pee, and even then, only at a rest stop or restaurant where there would be other people. Even then, I wasn't sure who or what I might actually run into!
I had been driving for several hours and was just starting to calm down and convince myself I was fine, and that nothing else weird was going to happen to me, not before I got home anyway. Which is when I crested the rise on a hill starting down the other side. Ahead of me in the road, it appeared that someone had hit a dog, which was simply lying there in the middle of the road. "Now what?" I thought, though feeling sorry for the dog. I had plenty of time to correct my course and drive around it, which I began to do, when I suddenly saw it lift its head up.
"Fuck! Someone hit a dog and just left it to die there!" I thought to myself.
I'd always had a soft-heart for animals anyway, and I sure as hell couldn't leave one sitting there in the road dying, and have some other car or truck come by and hit it again. If nothing else, I'd at least move the poor creature off to the side of the road, and then if it didn't look like it could be helped, I'd at the very least put it out of its misery myself, though I wasn't looking forward to that.
I slowed down pulling over and stopping. Once again seeing the dog lift its head looking over towards me. It appeared to be a Golden Retriever, advanced in age perhaps by the look of it. As it had either been hit by a car, or so old and feeble it had gone off some place to die. I'd heard how many animals did that when it came to be their time. Maybe it hadn't made it as far as it had wanted to before collapsing just where it lay. I wandered over, but noticed immediately there wasn't any sign of blood anywhere. And even more strangely, the dog lay there wagging its tail.
"What's the matter girl? You hurt? Lost? You dying?" I asked and then let her sniff my hand as I held it out to her. She licked it in addition to that, and then lay back down again. "Well, we can't have that now can we?" I said. "I have to move you sweetheart, or someone for sure will come by and hit you with their car. If you're too weak to move, how about I help you?"
Once again she lifted up her head, looking at me almost appreciatively. I picked her up, considered briefly moving her off to one side, and then new immediately that I couldn't do that either.
"Shit," I said to myself. "Sure as hell can't leave you here either!" She wore no collar, had no identification on her at all. Perhaps she did have one of those chips embedded beneath her skin however. So if nothing else, if I could find some sort of an animal hospital in the next town, maybe they could locate her owners. If nothing else, at least she'd have someone who'd perhaps be able to do something for her, if not for humanely putting her down at the very least. Better than me having to do it anyway.
I then carried her over to the van and sat her down in the passenger seat next to me. She seemed to curl up, even giving off a relaxing sigh as she settled down there on the seat. I walked back around, got in the van and headed off down the road once again, wondering if the next town I came to might indeed have some sort of veterinarian.
We'd been on the road for a while when she actually sat up in her seat. I was surprised by that for one thing, as she actually looked a hundred percent better than when I'd first seen her.
"It's ok girl...next town, we'll get you some help," I assured her reaching over to pet her.
"Jack, I need to talk to you while I still can."
I nearly ran off the road. I stared at the radio, but the song I'd been listening to was still playing. I turned it off, staring at the dog.
"Maybe you'd better pull over." The dog said, "Before you kill us both."
I did that, shaking like a leaf, for sure now that my head was about to explode or something, expecting some sort of cosmic collapse that would steal my soul or melt my mind into oatmeal. If that hadn't already happened.
"You need to listen to me Jack, I have a lot to tell you, and not too much time before I can't do that anymore. Times running out on me."
"You really can talk...but, but you're just a dog!" I spoke to her as though I wasn't, still speaking to myself, or some psycho version of myself anyway.
"Well for the time being...yes, I can. Now please, listen. Like I said, I don't have a whole lot of time."
I had managed to pull the van off the road well out and away from the main highway. But I was still shaking like a leaf as I sat there staring at the dog, listening to her speak, which she began doing. Oddly enough, she had the exact same eyes as every woman I had met along the way.
"My name is Rebecca, and yes...I'm a very special breed of Golden Retriever. And I'm not the only one...there's several of us, though not near as many as you might believe."
"I'm not sure what I believe at the moment," I told her, though she continued on anyway.
"You see Jack, my species, well...this particular species of dog and not all dogs either by the way, and not all Golden's either. Just a few. We have this certain ability. We have the ability to shape change for one. I can turn into just about anything, for short periods of time before reverting back to what I truly am. A dog. But I can also create things, not real things, dimensional things, things which seem real, and while they exist, are real. But then they too eventually go away. The thing about that is, whenever I do shape change it weakens me a little. Not a lot, just a little, as it does whenever I create things. Small things don't take nearly as much energy as it does when I attempt to do much bigger things. Sort of like the difference between a dozen eggs and a red brick house. Understand?"
I was beginning to. But at the same time, not sure I wanted to. "Yeah, well...sort of," I said talking to a dog.
"Good. Now then, there's more."
"Why am I not surprised."
"Please Jack, listen to me...I really don't have too much longer, the sun will be setting soon, and then I won't be able to speak to you anymore."
"Why's that?"
"You ever heard of a Blue Moon?"
"Yes, of course. They call it that whenever there are two full moons within the same month. At least I think that's what it means."
"Well, it's because of that, that my species, my kind has been given a very special gift. During the phase of a Blue Moon, we are able to shape-shift, speak, and very often turn into people. Which I've been doing ever since I first met you back there on the road."
"Becky?"
"That was one of me yes. But you see Jack, there's something else that is both a blessing as well as a curse. While we're in human form, we can experience and enjoy all the wonderful, natural things that you humans take so much for granted. The gift of love, and pleasure for one thing. But it costs us to do so. Even more so than when we create dimensional illusions. Whenever we have an orgasm, in particular a really intensely satisfying orgasm, it ages us. Or rather it ages the human body we've created. That's why I kept appearing to you as a different, slightly older woman, so that you wouldn't freak out upon seeing me after we'd been together."
"You mean the way I'm freaking out now?" I said hearing the tone in my voice raise about three octaves. "You're sitting here telling me, as a dog speaking...that the women I've been with, were all one and the same. You...a dog," I added shuddering at the thought.
"Not exactly Jack, though in a way yes. While human, I am human, not a dog. She yipped. "Sorry, it's starting to happen sooner than I hoped for. But yes Jack, yes, we were...or I was rather," she said, though I heard a yip come to the end of her sentence once again. "My time is growing short jack, as soon as the moon makes a full appearance, I'll be a dog again, unable to speak. For the moment, I still have these memories, these thoughts. But in a couple of days, those too will be gone. And I will indeed simply be a dog again. Until the arrival of the next Blue Moon, and then for those of us, of our species, we'll once again be able to shape-change, and live for a time at least, as humans again."
I just sat there looking at Rebecca, or at least the name she went by. She was still a dog, albeit a talking dog. And I still wasn't sure if I was imagining all this. It was a very real possibility that I was.
"So you're telling me then, you could have stayed as being just Becky, but that after every time we made love, and you climaxed, you'd have grown a little older."
"Yes, if I'd remained in that body, you'd have simply seen the same woman age over the course of the Blue Moon, though aging more and more rapidly towards the end, the more often we actually made love, or that I had an orgasm."
"Bernice!" I said. To which she laughed at.
"Yeah, maybe now you understand that a bit more. I was already weak enough as it was, especially after creating the house and the car...all that. Another orgasm with you, and I'd have been barely able to even get around. Even in dog form it was bad enough. I had barely enough strength to turn myself into a bird, fly on up ahead as far as I dared, before collapsing there in the road just ahead of you. I didn't want you to pass me by Jack, I wanted to talk to you while I still could, try and explain everything. I grew to love you Jack. Does that scare you? Surprise you?"
"A little," I honestly told Rebecca. "I mean shit...you are after all still a dog."
"For the most part...yes Jack. I am. But I sense that you do have a love of animals, do you not?"
"Yeah, I do...but I ah...well to put it bluntly Rebecca, I don't exactly run around having sex with animals either."
"No, I hope you never do Jack. But you need to know. When I'm human, I really am human. That's not an illusion, it's real. But I'm only able to do that, and everything else I do, during the course of a Blue Moon."
"Maybe that's where they get the saying from," I quipped trying to still gather my wits about me regarding all this.
"Maybe," Rebecca barked. The moon just then beginning to make an appearance in the night sky.
"So, now what?" I asked.
"Well, I guess that's up to you Jack. I really would like to be your dog, and your human companion to when I can be. But you need to know a couple of things about that too. I will never, ever appear in that form to anyone that knows you, or might know me. I will revert back into my normal form even during the course of the Blue moon, or perhaps some other person or animal even. But under no circumstances will I ever reveal my Blue Moon self to anyone but you. Secondly, nothing I create is permanent, remember that. What seems real, and is real for the duration of it, isn't. Think you can wrap your head around that one and accept it? In other words, I'm not a Genie Jack, I don't grant wishes."
"Ok, I sort of get that part. But tell me this...where you dying back there on the road or what? I mean, you look pretty good at the moment, even if you're a dog now."
"Well (woof...woof) I ah, wasn't (woof) dying, if that's what you meant. I've still got a goodly number of (woof woof) dog years ahead of me. But like any of my breed...they are dog years Jack, so eventually yes, I will die, (woof) just as in time...you will. (Woof!) What I was doing, was getting some (woof) strength back, which with the onset of the moon, it brings me.
"Oh good, so you're not dying then."
"Not (woof) just yet anyway. Now...one more thing while I still can Jack, (woof). Like I said, tomorrow, I won't be able to speak, but I still may have a few lingering memories of all this...but only for a couple of days at best. After that, they too will (woof) fade away, until the next Blue Moon. So...as far as you're concerned about me (woof) I will be a dog Jack, just a dog. Can you? (Woof) Will you? Accept that?" (Woof)
"I think so. Yes...I can. And I have to ask, do I actually call you Rebecca then?"
(Woof!) She said, and then licked my hand.
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I'd been married to my wife Jackie for the past twelve years now, and we had what I believe to be, an amazing relationship for one thing. For another...we had two pretty amazing kids too. Though "kids" isn't exactly the right word to be using I guess. Rob, was Jackie's son by a previous marriage. His father walking out on the two of them when he was just learning how to walk. Chris, my daughter, the same age as Rob having recently turned nineteen, and both of which would soon be heading off to a local university together. Chris had never known her mother...except through a few photos I still had around. Marsha, my first wife had died during childbirth.
In the beginning, Jackie and I both had concerns with regards to how well our own kids would get along, and whether they would both be able to accept our mutual authority in raising them. Much to our surprise, and perhaps the similarities in how we believed kids should be raised, it went far easier than I could have ever imagined. Chris took to Jackie just as though she were her own mother, and Rob I think finally got the male bonding he'd been looking for and needing most of his young formative life. But even more importantly, both kids got a sibling they enjoyed being around. It was rare to ever find the two of them arguing over anything or not getting along with one another. Maybe it had something to do with them not actually being real brothers and sisters to one another, though for the most part they seemed to consider one another just that, though not by blood.
But, like I said in the beginning. I think a lot of that had to do with Jackie more than myself really. She had a way of just listening when either one of the kids just needed to express themselves, get something off their chest without brow-beating them, or even disagreeing with them at the time. Most of the time, given a little time, each one of the kids ended up making the right decision in the long run. Jackie was always the one telling me to "give them a bit more time...they'll come to their senses," she'd very often tell me. And ninety percent of the time, they did. The other ten percent? Well, let's just say...we all learn by our mistakes. If we never made any, we'd never learn from them either.
The only thing I'd had a bit harder time dealing with than Jackie did, was whenever one or usually both of the kids ended up having what I termed a "sex question". Not that I was necessarily shy about discussing things like that, but it was always easier for me to do so, especially with Chris asking the questions, if I included Jackie at that moment. I preferred having Jackie there with me to add the more feminine point of view to whatever curiosities Chris might have. Whereas Rob on the other hand, usually accepted the simple basic explanations without needing to follow up with another "why" question. Once his curiosity about whatever it was had been answered, he was good to go. And it didn't seem to matter to him if it was me...or my wife who was the one answering his question. It was mostly who happened to be around at the moment more than anything else.
The only thing Jackie and I did notice early on, was the moment either one of them left with whatever question they'd had for us being answered, was the fact that Rob and Chris were soon after camped out in one another's room shortly after that. No doubt comparing notes, or at the very least, sharing with one another the recent thing they'd just learned or found out about. With them both being the same age, and within just a few weeks of one another, it actually saved Jackie and I a lot of time repeating ourselves for one thing. Though we did on more than one occasion, purposely bring them both in when we felt the matter was important enough to have done so.
With as old they both were now though, those days of adolescent curiosity seemed like a lifetime ago. In a way, I almost missed it. We still had family chats every once in a while, though more like adult discussions whenever we tended to have a difference of an opinion on one topic or another. But those more "interesting" days when either Rob or Chris got curiously excited about something...usually sexual in nature, seemed to be a thing of the past.
The one really good thing that I saw coming out of this, was that Jackie and I would soon have the entire house all to ourselves. With the kids heading off to a local university, they'd already been out looking for an apartment they could share close to the school. Something that both Jackie and I were in favor of. It would certainly save on expenses for one thing, and they'd still be living close enough that we'd actually see them once in a while. Yet giving us that extra-special time alone and privacy the two of us had been craving lately.
You see...the other thing I so loved about Jackie was her total lack of inhibitions. In bed, she was more than any man could ever hope to be married too. Nothing was out of bounds, or off limits with her, provided it didn't really cause any pain...or cause either one of us to be stoned by the local townsfolk. Though even then...there were times I wondered.
Now, oddly enough...even though Chris was my daughter, she actually looked more like Jackie than she looked like me. And for those who didn't know the whole story, many thought that Rob and Chris were in fact fraternal twins. Rob's somewhat darker colored hair and similar build looking more like my own, though he certainly had Jackie's green eyes, with about the only thing Chris and I sharing, were her dark brown eyes. Chris and Jackie both wore their shoulder length hair in very similar styles, making them look even more like mother and daughter, not to mention the similarities in their breasts, roughly the same size just by looking at them as they stood side by side. And they had on more than one occasion in fact, worn one another's clothes. In a way for Jackie, it was like having a younger sister she could share things with, and as I later learned, very often did. Not just in clothing, but in sharing intimate personal discussions with one another, though very often that's all I was ever given to know...that they had. Not what they'd actually discussed or talked about.
Life seemed to be moving forward in a natural direction. We were to any who knew us, the average normal every day family.
And all that was about to change.
**
It was a typical Friday night, or rather the first Friday of the month. A night in which Jackie and I very often went to visit with our very best friends. Sometimes they came to visit us, but most often we went to see them as their kids had already left the nest so to speak. And because of the almost two hour long drive to see them, it wasn't uncommon for us to end up spending the night, staying in their guest room. Especially if we'd had a bit too much to drink the evening before, which was usually the case. And though I had grown to like Darren and Barbra well enough, they were more Jackie's friends than mine, knowing her when she'd been married to her Ex, only excepting me after she and I had been together for a while.
The thing about Darren was, he'd always had a thing for Jackie, something that didn't exactly go unnoticed, or much appreciated by Barbra whenever she caught him looking after her best friend that way. Which again, usually happened after Darren had had a bit too much to drink.
So far, the way the two of us saw it, it had been no more than a little harmless flirting. Jackie actually enjoying the attention and teasing somewhat, though always quick to reassure her best friend it would never go beyond that. So far, it hadn't. And so far up until now anyway, there'd never really been too much of a problem because of it. But on this particular night, for whatever reason, we got a phone call on Jackie's cell when we were almost half way to their place.
"Hey, what's up? We're about...what?"
Barbra had called while we were on the way. It was evident that something was going on just in the change in my wife's tone of voice as she sat there listening to her friend over the phone.
"Oh Barb, I'm so sorry...no, don't worry about it, we haven't come that far yet," she told her friend over the phone looking towards me. Already I was slowing the car looking for a place to pull over until I got the rest of the news. "No, no, like I said...we haven't driven that far, no big deal. Yes, maybe next month...see how it goes, I'm sure by then, all this will have blown over and sorted itself out."
Jackie spoke to her friend for a moment more, though once again mostly listening before finally saying good-bye, and then hanging up.
"Home James," she spoke trying to sound good-naturedly about it. And then filled me in. "Obviously...they had a fight."
"Obviously," I said turning the car around heading back home again. "What happened? Or need I even ask?"
"Well, apparently, Darren wasn't any too happy with her choice of clothing this evening. Told her that her blouse was cut too low in the front for one thing, and that her skirt was too short. Told her to go in and put on something else."
"You're kidding me right?"
"No...that's what she told me. Said he all but threw a fit when she refused to do that. Said it was ok for him to ogle me...but that you weren't allowed to ogle her...not that you would."
"Of course not," I joked. Another thing I never worried about. Jackie was good about me ogling all I wanted to, though Barbra had always been careful in the past about letting too much of her own body show off too much. Now I knew why. Apparently, she'd had enough of Darren's double standards and had decided to even the playing field a little prior to our arrival. Darren however, obviously didn't see it that way, and they'd ended up in a full-blown fight over it. Barb had told Jackie Darren had already stormed out of the house heading off to his favorite local tavern. And under the circumstances, our coming up there this weekend wasn't probably a very good idea. I couldn't have agreed more, and was quite happy to turn the car around and head home again. If anything, I was actually looking forward to not visiting with our friends this particular weekend. Very often, until we got back home at least, Jackie was less inclined to do anything of a sexual nature while we were there. The guest room was right next door to their bedroom, and we very often overheard the two of them having sex. Something that Barb once told Jackie, was almost a given for them, whenever we came to visit. It was almost expected, which again was another reason Jackie thought it wise that we didn't. If we could hear them...
"Well, I don't mind telling you babe...I'm almost glad we're heading home. I've been horny enough all day as it is, and wasn't looking forward to having to keep my hands off you for an entire weekend!"
Jackie laughed at that. "Yeah, me too. I was thinking the same thing, and had pretty much decided to rape you once we got there anyway, just because I am," she informed me. And then surprised me a little as she suddenly began to unbutton the blouse she was wearing.
That was one of the things I so loved about my wife. Not only was she still playful, mischievous, she could be under the right circumstances, downright gutty. And this apparently was proving to be one of those times. Though it was starting to get dark, it was still possible for someone to pass us by on the other lane and see into the car. Jackie didn't seem to care however as she finished peeling off her blouse, unhooking her bra, and throwing both items into the back seat.
"Goodness Jackie!" I stated looking over at her as she sat there topless, those gorgeous breasts of hers clearly revealed, not only to me...but to anyone else who might happen to drive next to us and look inside. She laughed at that.
"What?" She said teasingly, fingering her hard taut nipples. "Just remember to keep your eyes on the road," she reminded me. "Or I'll put these away again."
It didn't take long to feel the stiffness in my pants competing with the bottom portion of the steering wheel. Jackie didn't fail to notice that either, now reaching over, unzipping my fly. As hard as I was, it took a minute or two for her to finally wrestle my stiff prick out of my shorts, finally freeing it. We still had thirty minutes ahead of us before we got home however, and to be perfectly honest, I wasn't sure I was going to be able to last that long. I needn't have worried. Taking me by surprise once again, Jackie leaned over engulfing my prick inside her mouth as we drove.
"Fucking A!" I exclaimed as her sweet warm mouth fully engulfed my shaft as she began sucking it. Once again she giggled around my dick, still sweetly sucking it.
"I'll only let you come if you promise you can get it up again after we get home," she informed me. That wasn't a problem for me either. Given a few minutes in between time, I'd easily done that for her before. And I knew going in this would be no exception, as aroused as I now was.
"That's a guarantee," I told her watching an eighteen-wheeler pass us by on the left, though the driver had made no notice or indication he'd seen anything, quickly moving ahead of us as Jackie continued to lap away at my blood engorged cock. Seconds after that, I felt the first delicious surge of my cream shooting into my wife's mouth as she proceeded to devour me. Soon after, she sat up still licking her lips, still fondling her breasts.
"Now I'm really horny!" She announced as she reached back over the seat retrieving her blouse and bra, though I was delighted to see her only put her blouse back on again, stuffing her bra inside her purse as we took the exit off the freeway, heading towards our subdivision.
Pulling onto our street, the first thing we both noticed was that all the lights were off. Not all that surprising, as it was possible that one or both of the kids had gone out for the night, especially being a Friday night. But the car was there. We had given the kids a car to share, which again they managed to do without too much argument over who needed or was using it. But with it being parked in the driveway, that meant that mostly likely they were both home. But with all the lights out, especially this early in the evening, it was an interesting curiosity.
"Maybe they're downstairs in the den watching a movie," Jackie wondered aloud, and then turned towards me. The den was on the opposite side of the house with the sliding glass doors extending out towards our patio from there. If that's where they were, no lights would be showing on this side as we pulled into the drive and then on into the garage. "Please tell me you put that DVD away," Jackie stated somewhat worriedly.
"Shit!" I responded, confirming her worst fears. "I forgot!"
It wasn't that we'd be too embarrassed that the kids would discover an X-rated movie still sitting in the DVD player, they both knew we had them and actually watched them from time to time. And to be honest, we'd never made an issue with either one of them about not watching anything like that themselves, after all...they were both adults now. The problem was...this was one we'd made of ourselves, and had enjoyed watching together the evening before while the kids were out.
Jackie just shook her head. She wasn't really mad at me...but I knew she was concerned about the kids discovering their own parents had made an X-rated movie of themselves, and had discovered it.
"It wasn't labeled," I said hoping against hope that with nothing being on it to indicate what it was, the kids would simply set it off to one side prior to watching a regular movie.
"And you think that would stop either one of them from being curious about it if they saw it?" Jackie asked.
I had no answer for that and smiled sheepishly as we exited the car.
"Let's find out," Jackie suggested as she led me not through the back door into the house, but around back through the gate as we cautiously and quietly approached the den area in the back. Once again, the lights were off, though we could see the light blue flicker of the large flat-screen TV throwing off light, confirming the fact that the kids were at least watching something on the TV. "You'd better pray David," she told me, as she crept close to the house, taking my hand in hers pulling me behind her as she did. In fact I was. If the kids had discovered our X-rated movie, and were watching it, I could only surmise that would be the end of any more erotic activity for us that evening. Jackie was slow to get angry. But when she did...
And I honestly was praying they'd be watching something else. Anything at this point, even another one of our X-rated movies would be fine with me under the circumstances. At least that wouldn't be nearly as bad as peeking in around the corner and seeing the two of us up on the big screen while our kids sat there on the couch eating popcorn, watching the two of us having sex.
Even before looking in through the window myself, my worst fears were realized however just by the look on my wife's face. She was stunned, and I knew then I was about to look in and see my cock sliding in and out of my wife's pussy as the kids sat there watching the two of us. Before I could move closer to do that however, Jackie who was still holding my arm pulled me back out of the way. She looked wild-eyed, unable to speak for a moment. I had no words of my own either, visions once again of Rob and Chris sitting there in a state of amused shock perhaps, watching their parents fuck wasn't anything I could find words to comment about.
I opened my mouth to speak, though again not sure of what I could even say as Jackie placed her hand over my mouth leading me away even further into the darkness of the back yard.
"What?" I mouthed only now even more confused and alarmed than I had been. A few feet further I felt it was safe to actually speak, though still whispering, and asked her. "They are watching us aren't they?" I asked.
Jackie nodded her head yes, though I knew just in the way she'd done that there was more to it than what I'd imagined. And then I saw the strangest thing...her expression changed to one of shocked, embarrassed surprise, to one of pure unadulterated lustiness.
"Not only are they watching us fuck...they're fucking while doing it," she told me.
"They're what?" I said almost too loudly, forgetting myself, though luckily we really were too far away for anyone to have overheard me say that. "Jesus!" I allowed myself to say expelling my breath. "Now what do we do? Are you sure?" I added, now needing to see it for myself, and immediately creeping back over towards the door so I could do just that.
To my surprise, Jackie followed behind me. "Don't do anything," she warned, "promise me," she said tugging on my arm just enough that I looked back towards her, nodding my head in agreement.
"I won't, but I need to see this for myself," I added.
Peering around the corner in through the window, I felt five kinds of emotions all at once. Each one competing with the other as I tried to prioritize my thoughts, let alone what it was I was actually seeing. Initially I felt shock of course, not only at seeing Jackie and myself there in all our decadent glory up on the big screen, but at the angle the kids were sitting on the "L-shaped" couch there in our den. Chris sitting in Rob's lap riding him in a backwards cowgirl, both totally naked of course, fucking slowly away as the two of them sat there watching us. My second emotion was confusion, heaped upon with a sort of morbid curiosity at actually seeing my own-daughters beautiful naked body. Her full breasts so tantalizingly revealed, bouncing up and down a bit as she rode Rob's hard stiff cock. Another sight I found myself trying to somehow digest as he held on to his sister's hips, peering around the other side watching the two of us as we continued to fuck up on the screen. Me...now kneeling behind Jackie, thrusting in and out of her in a frenzy, both of us periodically looking towards the camera, smiling wickedly at it as we did.



"Jesus!" I said again as I felt Jackie's presence as she leaned in next to me, likewise looking in at the two of them herself once again. As all those emotions fought for some semblance of control, there was now an additional one that began making an appearance, which was even more troubling to me. I was becoming aroused watching the two of them. And with all of that going on at once, I felt unable to move, to speak, to do anything but just stand there, as now Jackie was doing. Sort of. And then I looked over at her. She had hiked up her skirt, her hand was down between her own legs and it was immediately evident what she was standing there doing to herself.
"Fuck!" I exclaimed in surprise. "Jackie?"
"Shh, you don't want them to hear us or see us out here do you?" She whispered though she made no attempt to quit touching herself, continuing to watch. I looked back myself, Chris still riding Rob's cock, though she had now reached down between her legs, obviously toying with her own clit as she did so. Her other hand now pinching and pulling on her hard erect nipple, stretching it out as she attempted to further pleasure herself. And then added to all that, Rob's magnificently hard cock spearing his sister's cunt as she lifted herself repeatedly, nearly freeing it, only to slide herself slowly down over it all over again.
"I'm not sure we should be standing here watching this," I finally managed to say, though my dick was saying otherwise. Something that didn't go unnoticed either.
"Tell me you're not perversely aroused by this," Jackie surprised me by saying. "Because admittedly, I am!"
Admittedly I was too, but I hadn't dared to say anything, once again my emotions fighting for control over which one was supposed to win out. But when Jackie reached over once again rubbing my cock through the front of my pants, one finally did.
"Just be quiet," she told me. "They need never know we saw them doing this," she added. I wasn't too sure about that, but now was not the time to sit here and discuss it either. Especially with my hard cock now in my wife's hand as she stood there playing with it, still playing with herself simultaneously. The fact she'd been horny earlier I am sure had something to do with all this, though it was a decadent, perverse fascination to be standing there spying in on our own kids having sex, watching their parents likewise doing the same. And now Jackie and I fondling one another watching them, watching us.
It seemed all so surreal.
"Fuck me," Jackie whispered undoing her blouse once again. In seconds, her magnificent breasts came into view as she likewise reached up hiking her short skirt up around her waist, removing the black thong she'd been wearing stepping out of it. "Hurry David, stick it inside me, fuck me before they finish!" She half pleaded.
I couldn't believe we were actually doing this, but I had long since tossed any guilt feelings out the window, my own arousal suddenly off the scale. It was beyond anything I'd ever felt before, stepping behind my wife now as she leaned forward slightly accepting me. Jackie's pussy was about as wet and slick as I'd ever felt it. My cock immediately bathed in her warmth, her slippery juice inhaling the entire length of my prick as I thrust into her balls deep in one fell swoop. I heard her catch her breath, her full breasts dangling there provocatively as I caught our own reflection in the glass. A vision that now added even more decadence to everything else we were seeing as I began to match rhythm with our son and daughter as they continued to sit there on the couch fucking one another.
Jackie began doing to herself, what Chris was doing. Frigging her own clit, Rob's cock fully enveloped in his sister's cunt, mine inside Jackie as she in turn half stood, half leaned, her fingers busy twirling around not only her clit, but at times my cock as well.
Movement however caught both our attention, as Rob must have said something to his sister, though neither one of us had heard it. A blessing in disguise perhaps, that if we couldn't really hear them all that clearly, then they couldn't have heard us either. But Chris suddenly extricated herself off her brother's cock and spun around rapidly, now kneeling on the floor between his legs. Her hand immediately coming up to replace where her pussy had been only moment's ago. She immediately sat there stroking his dick up and down, her lips and mouth only inches away as she opened it in expectation of receiving his ejaculation.
Just seeing her do that, I now felt my own balls tightening in need of release, not to mention a sudden additional surge of wetness coming from Jackie as her own pussy liquefied pleasurably around me.
Even as my second intense load of the night raced up the length of my shaft, we both stood there watching Rob's prick suddenly explode.
I'd had more than my fair share of pretty amazing cum-tosses in my time, especially if I'd gone a few days. But watching Rob's prick as it began to squirt, was easily one of those. It was like watching it in slow motion too. One powerful amazing squirt after the other leapt from the tip of his prick. Chris made some effort to catch some of it in her mouth, but she then actually directed the majority of it against herself, specifically against her tits, bathing each one copiously with his continued spurting. But the show wasn't over yet.
Having come myself once already, my second load wasn't nearly as much as the first one had been, already my orgasm beginning to finish inside my wife's cunt as Chris now stood up fully in front of her brother as he took over jacking himself off. One, and then two final major squirts still rocketing out of his prick, landing against his sister's pussy as she stood there spreading herself apart with her fingers. I had an out of body experience briefly standing there watching her do that, imagining my lips and tongue snaking out to surround my daughter's hard little clit. She was standing there doing just that to herself, watching Rob's final two spurts as they landed against her, precisely on her hard little love-button. And then...she came!
"Holy shit!" Jackie and I said at almost the same time. As Chris stood there, her hand a blur now as she rubbed her clit furiously, this small thin streamer of girl spunk suddenly erupted from her cunt. She stood there spraying her brother's cock, though mostly his chest as he continued to sit there holding his cock, directing it purposely against the spray of his sister's still equally spurting pussy. As she did, I heard Jackie squeal, and then heard as well as felt the delightful waterfall of her own cunt as she too released. She didn't do that all the time, but every once in a while, she had what I called a "gusher", and she was having one of those now. Unlike Chris' streamer, a thin watery spray, Jackie gushed. It was like turning on the bathtub faucet full-blast, though it only lasted for a few moments or so. I could hear the spray, or rather gush of my wife's juices as they poured out, hitting the soft paving stones beneath our feet. She was moaning almost deliriously as she did, still thrusting backwards against my somewhat spent cock. As quickly as she'd done that however, she now stood, straightening her skirt again, slipping off me.
"Are you sure she's not your daughter?" I now asked jokingly having witnessed the unbelievable thing we'd both seen.
"Are you sure Rob's not your son?" She responded back grinning at me, though she simultaneously took my hand once again leading us both off into the darkness and back towards the garage.
"Now what?" I asked once again, though this time receiving a reply to my question.
"We make a lot of noise coming into the house," Jackie explained. "And then we go upstairs to bed."
"Shouldn't we discuss what just happened?" I asked as we stood their briefly straightening ourselves.
"Tomorrow. We'll talk about it tomorrow. But not tonight," Jackie stated in a tone of voice that I'd heard her use before. When she used it, then I knew there was no point belaboring the issue. We would indeed talk about it, discuss it. I felt we needed to, had to, especially after what had just happened.
But I knew too it would give us both a chance to digest what it was we had done, and then deal with it on far more rational terms come morning.
We made plenty of noise coming in. Enough so that there was no way the kids couldn't have heard us coming in. Somewhat surprised however, neither one of them came up stairs to ask why we had come home so early. Though in hindsight, I'm glad they didn't. Perhaps the expression on their own fearful faces might have normally alerted Jackie and myself that they'd been up to something. And now was not the time to be dealing with that.
We closed the door to our room and settled in for the night. But it was a long...long time before I was finally able to fall asleep.
**
I had never been one to sleep in on the weekends, and today was no exception even though I had gotten very little sleep. I had tossed and turned most of the night, images of my son and daughter still bouncing around inside my head. And added to that, dealing with the reemerged emotions I'd first felt early on. Guilt, confusion, even a bit of anger and jealousy of all things. Neither one of which I felt like I could dare express or act upon. Bottom line was, I didn't know what to do, and could only hope and rely upon my wife's more levelheaded way of dealing with it. But that wouldn't happen until later on after she'd woken up herself and had spent some time reasoning it out in her own mind, which I knew she'd eventually do. Until then, the only thing I could think of to do was go about my normal routine and not say or do anything that would give myself away.
Better laid plans.
I'd gotten up, headed downstairs and started the coffee, just as I always did. While I waited for it to finish brewing, I went outside to grab the paper and then head back out onto the deck in order to read it, and enjoy the first cup of the day. As it usually was this early in the morning, the house along with the neighborhood was fairly quiet. I'd only been outside a short time when I heard the sound of movement coming from inside. I steeled myself, knowing full well who it would most likely be. Chris usually joined me for her first cup of coffee shortly after I had made it. Usually just the smell of it in the morning was enough to wake her up, where she usually joined me. Normally I looked forward to those times together where we'd catch one another up on what was going on in our lives, and spend some personal semi-intimate time together. I could only sit there and wonder how I could possibly pull that one off, thinking and remembering what I now was.
Sure enough, Chris stepped outside a few minutes later carrying a cup of coffee with her, along with a carafe, which she had also filled in order to refresh my own.
"Morning daddy!" She said just as she always did, kissing me on the cheek as she leaned over simultaneously pouring me more coffee. It was the same thing she always did. But up until now anyway, I'd never really paid too much attention to her attire, nor the close proximity of her braless breasts as they just grazed my shoulder as she kissed me and poured the coffee.
"Morning," I said a bit too gruffly perhaps, not in my usual chipper way of greeting her. As usual, she was wearing a very large tee shirt as sleep wear, which was no different than what she usually wore, along with a pair of panties that I only occasionally got glimpses of in the past whenever she came outside to sit with me. Unfortunately however, that brief brush of her breasts, knowing they were bare beneath her shirt, and that she didn't have anything else on except for a pair of too-brief panties perhaps, caused me to comment on her attire. Something I would never have done otherwise until now.
"You know honey...you really should think about getting more appropriately dressed before coming out here in the mornings," I stated seeing the look of surprise in her face upon hearing me say that.
She looked down at herself. She might have been braless yes, but her nipples certainly weren't poking against the front of her shirt, and there was really nothing to suggest that she wasn't decently covered. Even the shirttail was still long enough to completely cover her behind as long as she didn't just lean forward with her back towards me.
"What's wrong with what I have on?" She asked defensively. "It's the same thing I've always been wearing. You never said anything about the way I've been dressed before!" She said indignantly. And then looked directly into my eyes. "You're not upset about the way I'm dressed...so what else is going on?"
"I didn't say I was upset. What I said was...maybe you should think about wearing something else before you come outside."
"More appropriate," she corrected me. "Meaning...you don't think what I'm wearing now is very appropriate. And I want to know why. Nothing's showing for one thing, even my nipples aren't poking out," she added obviously becoming a bit angry herself now, though obviously confused as to why I would be.
I could have kicked myself. Obviously this conversation was going to go nowhere fast, and I wasn't about to tell her the real reason why either. Jackie would personally kill me if I did for one thing, and the last thing I wanted to do was make this an even bigger mess than it was already turning out to be. I decided to try and back-track a little, lay some of the guilt on myself, which wouldn't be that hard to do, pass it all off as a, "It's a my problem" sort of a thing, and hope she'd let it go at that.
I should have known better.
I tried putting on a more friendly, fatherly smile. All that did was piss her off even more.
She stood up once again looking down at herself. "What's wrong with what I'm wearing?" she demanded.
"Nothing Chris. Nothing, it's me...not you. There's nothing wrong with what you're wearing, nothing at all, and I shouldn't have said it. It's me honey, not you," I said trying to defuse the situation.
Now she looked more confused than ever, though she at least sat down once again.
"Did you and mom have some sort of a fight?" She asked. "Is that why the two of you came home so unexpectedly? And then went straight up to bed? Are you having sex problems?" She came right out asking me directly.
I wanted to crawl into a hole someplace and bury myself.
"Ah...ah, sex, I mean, ah...ah no! Of course not! And no...we didn't have a fight either," I said backtracking as best as I could, though Chris had taken me off guard by her question. Especially as it had hit too damn close to the root of the real problem here.
"Then what?" She pressed. "Why did you come home so early then? And why are you acting so grumpy this morning? It's not like you to jump all over me for no good reason, unless there is one," she added her eyes opening wide, looking for some sign that she was on to something.
I'd just run into a wall here, looking for a way to turn this around, wishing I hadn't gotten up this morning at this point. I sat there looking at her, looking at me, waiting for some sort of an explanation. And then it came to me, well...something came to me anyway, and I acted on it before thinking it through clearly. Something I was suddenly very good at doing.
"Because you're so grown up...and a real woman now."
She blinked as though that might help her to understand me more clearly. "You want to try running that one by me again?" she asked.
"I'm sorry...I know, I'm not really making any sense am I?" I said winging it now, desperately trying to take this in a direction that would make sense...to either one of us. Though I was still grasping at straws here even then.
"You...you remind me so much of your mother."
"Mom?" She turned upon saying that looking back into the house, and I knew then she'd missed my meaning.
"Not mom...not Jackie," I amended. "Your mom...mom."
"Marsha?"
Chris had never ever really referred to her real mother as mom. She had no reason to for one thing. After Jackie and I got married, and after they had so quickly grown close to one another, Jackie forever afterwards was plan and simply, "mom" to her. Which I was more than delighted with. But now...having just thrown this one out, she was looking at me like I'd suddenly grown a green beard and developed horns on the top of my head.
"And what brought this on?" she asked.
"Well you see Chris...today would have been our wedding anniversary, if she was still alive, and I was just sitting out here this morning, realizing that when I saw the date on the paper. And then...I was sort of day-dreaming, remembering things...intimate personal things, things that maybe I shouldn't have been thinking about, remembering," I lied...telling her. The truth was, our real anniversary wasn't for a couple of months yet, though I was pretty sure she didn't know which day it really was. Or at least I hoped she didn't. I hadn't kept anything that would have told her when it was, nor had she ever asked me either. "Anyway, I'm embarrassed to admit it, thinking that...thinking those sorts of things, and then suddenly seeing you this morning. Which is when I realized just how much you really do remind me of her. And though you look enough alike to pass as your mothers daughter," I said, pausing at how awkward and strange that now sounded, I continued. "My wife's daughter...when you're not," I said making it even worse, "It's just that you look so much like her...and I was remembering that, and then seeing you...and then..."
"So you were having naughty thoughts about Marsha," she said as though all of this now suddenly made perfect sense. Which it still didn't, and which was of course all a big fat fucking lie, but at least it had gotten me out of the corner I had painted myself in.
"More or less...yes."
"So...when you saw me then, you were still thinking about her...naked."
"Ah huh..." I said wondering if I'd actually gotten myself out of a jam, or had put myself in an entirely different one.
"Imaging things...intimate things, so when you looked at me, you were sort of imagining me naked too then, or at least how I might look, the way she looked."
"Ah huh..." I said feeling my face turning crimson, tearing my eyes away from the front of my daughter's tee shirt, which I now noticed, suddenly had two twin little points pressing against it.
"Do you really think I look like her? The way she did?"
"Yeah, you do...which is why I was probably feeling a little sad, a bit depressed, you know...being that it's our...or would have been, our anniversary and all. And then...and then seeing you, and, and...then, then...um uh, well...those thoughts, you know. And uh...my mind, thinking...images, memories..."
Chris was smiling at me, which sent a flood of relief coursing through me then, though she made it worse partially, at least for me anyway, by standing up, coming over and literally sitting down in my lap, hugging and kissing me. "Oh daddy! Don't be embarrassed, or shy because you were. And frankly, now that I know that, I'm actually flattered by it. Though to be honest, I'm not so sure I'd mention any of this to mom...why upset the apple cart if you don't have to," she informed me.
Only it wasn't apples I was concerned with at the moment. More like banana's, in particular, the one suddenly hardening between my legs. Any moment now, she'd be able to feel it too, sitting on me the way she was, with nothing more than the thin material of her own panties, now pressed against me, though thank god at least, I was also wearing a bathrobe. Even then...any moment now.
"So...what did she look like?" Chris suddenly asked me.
Once again I was confused. "Well...like you, like the way you do now, mostly," I said, shifting in my chair some, wanting to find a way to dislodge her soon here, or at least make her aware enough that she might want to retake her seat without making it too obvious. So far, she wasn't taking the hint.



"That's not what I mean," she said grinning at me.
"What do you mean?" I asked shifting again.
"Are we built the same? Same height? Chest? That stuff?" she asked which I now noticed, her breasts were pressing against my arm, the feeling of which had suddenly caused me to begin stiffening even more rapidly now. I felt my face turning crimson.
"Yeah, I guess...sort of, I mean, it's not like, well not like I know that you look alike as...as women, you know?"
Chris moved then too, looking down as she did. There was no mistaking the obvious now, no matter what I did. If I could feel it, she could. The problem was, she made no effort to remove herself from my lap. And my erection continued to grow even as she sat there.
"Do you remember how I used to come to you when I had certain questions?" she asked, using the same tone of voice she once used to use when she actually did that. Suddenly it was as though we'd gone back in time, only my little girl was sitting in her father's lap, with he...me, having an erection. It was getting all too surreal again.
"Of course...why?"
"Well, because I'm curious about something, and I want you to be perfectly honest with me, like you used to be," she stated.
"Ok, what?"
At last she stood, and I felt such a sudden sense of relief at feeling her do that, that I didn't at first catch what she then did, until it was simply too late. As she stood, she had reached down, pulling her tee shirt completely off up and over her head. Even then, I was just then turning to look at her after having first looked down at myself to make sure my one-eyed monster hadn't inadvertently made an appearance through the opening in my bathrobe. Only as I turned to look, Chris was just then stepping out of the white thong she'd been wearing. She stood only a few feet away from me, entirely naked. Naked as the day she was born. Only she was a woman now. Very much a woman now.
"Jesus! Chris!" I stammered suddenly looking behind myself towards the house, fearful and half expectant to see both Rob as well as my wife standing there looking at the two of us. "What're you doing?"
She actually laughed at me. "Don't be embarrassed, though it's sort of cute, just the way you sometimes used to get whenever I asked you something personal or intimate, and then you'd usually shoo me off to go ask mom about it," she said standing there in the altogether, acting as though it was the most natural thing in the world for her to be doing. "I told you...I'm now curious, did mom look like this? Look like me? Where do we differ?" she wondered.
I found myself staring at my daughter, taking her in...actually comparing her now to the memories I still had. And feeling like I was somehow betraying my own wife while I did that. This wasn't at all how I'd expected any of this to go. The last thing I needed was to be reminded about what I'd seen...and enjoyed seeing, the night before. And now...here she was, actually standing here in front of me naked. The image of her spreading herself, prying her pussy lips apart with her own fingers, and then squirting on Rob's prick moments later now filled my head. Just as the blood was now filling my cock, which had become about as hard and as erect as it could possibly be. And yes...with my mind now elsewhere, still looking at Chris, parts in reality, parts in fantasy, and parts now in memory of the evening before, I didn't even realize my cock had in fact now sprung up between my legs. Though Chris certainly did.
"Wow...I guess I really do remind you of Marsha...mom, don't I?" She asked glancing down at my hard stiff prick, though I only then realized I was almost fully exposed, suddenly putting my hands down in my lap in some attempt at covering myself, though the damage had already been done.
"A little...yes," I stammered, totally embarrassed now, and once again feeling guilty. To be so aroused, such as I was, having this conversation with my daughter, and knowing what I knew, unable to say anything, was the worse possible situation I could have ever been in.
Until Jackie walked outside anyway. And then it really was.
"Ok, someone want to tell me what's going on here?" she asked, though I was at least grateful by the tone of her voice that she didn't appear angry. Just curiously confused...as I was. "Did it say in the paper that today's national nude day or something? Because if it is...I'm over dressed." Though that was when she also looked down, and saw I was still trying very hard to conceal an erection. That's when her eyebrows rose up a little.
Thank god Chris came to my rescue.
"Actually, I was asking daddy about Marsha," she began, once again causing Jackie to lift a curious eyebrow. "I was wondering if I actually looked like her at all. I've seen a few old pictures, but they don't really do her much justice. And in fact, daddy says I actually look more like you, that I do her," she explained. Relief came when I saw Jackie smiling at that.
"Ok, but why are you naked?" Jackie asked still sounding curiously amused at least.
"Well, to be honest...I was wondering if we were built much the same, looked much the same, that's why. And the only way I knew how to do that, was to let daddy see me, so he could tell me...openly and honestly."
It was the simple truth...in a way. But Jackie seemed to easily accept that, turning towards me. "Well, does she?"
"I guess, though I don't honestly remember all that clearly," I responded. "It's been a long time. But yeah...I suppose so, they do seem to have about the same size breasts, figure...all that," I quickly added. Once again I noticed my wife's expression. She was now enjoying this for some reason, enjoying my discomfort to some extent, finding the whole situation funny. Which I wasn't. Especially still trying to hide a partial erection.
"So...you really do think Chris looks more like me than she does your first wife?" Jackie asked, surprising me...and even Chris to some extent.
"Yeah, actually...does," I said once again looking up as Chris continued to stand there in the buff, not even trying to cover herself up yet.
"And you think we could actually pass off as sisters even?" She asked now standing and moving over to stand beside our daughter.
"Sure...I suppose so," I ventured.
And then Jackie dropped the robe she was wearing. Now standing side-by-side Chris, the two of them completely naked.
"How about now?" She laughed, as did Chris seeing what Jackie had just done, knowing full well it had been meant as a major tease, especially under the circumstances, and especially as Jackie also knew what we were probably both thinking at that very moment.
"Ok...so's someone want to tell me what the hell's going on around here?" Rob asked.
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The kids had certainly seen Jackie and I in the nude in times past, though not in quite the way they had seen us the night before. So it was that Jackie didn't overreact to Rob's sudden unexpected appearance, and made no move to make any attempt at covering herself up. And it wasn't like we flaunted our being naked in front of the kids either. But we certainly never made an issue of nudity in the home as we'd long ago agreed upon when raising them.
" It's a long story," my wife began pleasantly not even looking all that embarrassed about Rob walking out and seeing her standing there, especially as Chris continued to stand there next to her just as naked as she was. "But the short of it is...we were getting an opinion from your father as to our being able to pass for sister's, and though a few people actually think we are at times, we were trying to determine if we looked enough alike in other ways that it might be hard to actually tell."
"Uh huh," Rob said simply, not quite buying his mothers explanation, especially with his own sister standing there in front of her father...in the nude. But it wasn't that so much as it was me sitting there, still with an erection and still trying to conceal it with nothing more than my own hands that Rob truly wasn't buying...and obviously wondering about as he'd noticed me sitting there trying to conceal it. Which is about the time he brought his hand around from behind his back. By the way he was dressed in an old pair of jogging pants and one of his favorite torn tee shirts, he'd just gotten back from his morning run. Something he did almost every morning. When he did that, he stood twirling a black thong around his fingers.
"By the way...when I went out for my run this morning, I found this out on the patio, anyone recognize it?" He looked first at his sister. "This yours?"
Chris certainly wore thongs, something I was well aware of. And I was pretty sure she had one or two black ones as well. But by the look on her face, and the one now showing on Jackie's it was pretty clear as to whose thong it really was.
"When did you find that?" Chris asked turning towards her mother. "This morning?"
"Yeah...out on the..." Rob swallowed his words, suddenly staring at his sister, who in turn was staring back at him in much the same way. And then the two of them were suddenly staring at us.
"Now I know why you were acting so funny this morning!" Chris suddenly exclaimed as the whole charade fell apart in front of me, though she immediately realized of course what I...or rather we must have seen when we showed up around back so unexpectedly. What it didn't explain exactly, was why Jackie's thong had been kicked off to one side back around near the patio doors.
"Ok, I'm still lost and a bit confused here," Rob said nervously. By the look on his face, it was obvious he was hoping against hope that there was some other explanation for Jackie's thong being out back near the patio doors, when it obviously hadn't been prior to last night. Chris then turned towards her mother.
"Am I wrong, or do we need to have a sit down here?" Chris asked.
"Ah, ladies? Before we start talking or discussing anything, might it not be a bit more prudent for the two of you to get dressed?" I suggested. "I don't know about Rob here...but I for one am starting to get a bit uncomfortable, and I'm thinking I'm soon to be more so...so while you two get dressed, I think I'll just..."
I had stood in preparation of heading off inside briefly.
"Sit down David," Jackie said using that particular tone of voice. "And no...as a matter of fact, I don't think we should get dressed. In fact...you David, take your robe off!" I looked at her trying to ask her with my eyes if she had suddenly just lost her mind, but she ignored me turning towards our son. "And you Rob...you too, take off the sweats until you're as naked as everyone else is."
"Mom?"
"You two heard me, just do what I ask," she told us both. Rob once again glanced towards his sister trying to somehow receive an explanation simply from her look, but all she did was stand there and smile, finding that what her mother had just suggested would certainly prove to be interesting.
"In case you're wondering," Jackie began, "I think with all four of us being naked, that none of us will find there is much for us to hide, and that we'll all be a bit less embarrassed discussing last night," she said emphasizing the words. Having said that, Rob now knew where all this was headed, and Chris merely had her own suspicions confirmed.
"That's why you didn't come down stairs to tell us you were home," she stated simply. "You'd already seen us."
"Yeah, and that's why you...neither of you, came up stairs to ask why we were home so early either," Jackie said smiling at Chris, which in a weird sort of way, had already defused the situation a little. Even my prick had finally softened enough that I was no longer fully hard, though the moment I finished removing my robe, I felt it throb once again with curious interest as to what the hell was going to happen next. Even Rob had turned, quickly shoving his sweatpants and shorts down around his ankles, stepping out of them, and then doing a sideways two-step towards the patio table taking a seat. Only then did he finish removing the tee shirt he had on once he had sat down.
"Ok, so...we're all naked. Now what?" He asked just as suspiciously as his sister was, though using a tone of voice that clearly stated he was on edge and prepared to defend himself if he had to.
True, they were adults, and not really brother and sister. But we still where their parents, and we were the ones who had caught them fucking there on the couch. I tried not to think about what they were watching while they did, nor make it worse than it already was about what Jackie and I then proceeded to do while they did. And I was more than happy to let Jackie take the lead on this, though for the life of me...I didn't know where she was going with it when she did.
I should have known.
**
"As you two well know, your father and I have never once tried to make any major issues when it came to sex. He and I have always been fairly liberal and open-minded when it came to that, as the two of you well know growing up over the course of the years. Neither of us is judgmental, and I hope you'll soon know, we're not being judgmental of you two now, and I also hope...because of that, neither one of you will be judgmental of us either."
The three of us continued to sit there in silence, letting Jackie continue on, though I now knew she had every intention of not only telling them what it was we saw...but what the two of us soon after did after we had. I felt the heat already beginning to spread across my face, not to mention everywhere else.
"To be honest with both of you, I'm actually a little surprised something like this hasn't happened before now, though I guess in thinking about it...my first question would be, was this the first time for the two of you?"
Jackie had in fact told the kids everything from start to finish, including the phone call we'd received in the car from Barbra, causing us to turn back in the first place. Though I was glad she left out the part about the blowjob she'd given me. But that at least explained why we'd made so much noise coming in, and why we'd gone straight up to bed. It also of course, explained why Rob found Jackie's black thong laying outside on the patio.
"So you're not...mad?" Rob asked pausing, still finding it hard to digest what his mother'd just told them both. The fact they now knew she and I had literally stood there watching them have sex, and then got so aroused ourselves seeing them, that we ended up doing the same thing as well. That was bad enough, but that Jackie basically admitted to them that it was arousing, seeing the two of them together, wasn't something I felt was entirely necessary the way she'd explained it. Even though I most certainly had been.
"Daddy was," Chris said smugly folding her arms across her breasts staring at me.
I was damn glad that none of our neighbors could see us sitting at the angle the way we were in our back yard. It no doubt would have made for a very interesting sight, the four of us naked, sitting around the patio table at eight o'clock in the morning.
"I wasn't angry," I said in my own defense, though I got an immediate questioning look from my wife the moment she said that.
"Yes you were, that's why you jumped on me for being dressed the way I was," she shot back. Jackie now knew there was a LOT more that had gone on this morning than what she first thought or heard.
"I wasn't angry. I was feeling guilty," I finally said a bit more softly.
"Guilty? Why? We're the ones who should feel guilty about last night, not you," she responded surprising me just a bit, though Jackie once again smiled knowingly, nodding her head towards her daughter. She then looked towards her brother. "Told you we shouldn't have done it down there," she said, once again re-crossing her arms over her breasts for emphasis.
"Me! You're the one who came running up to get me the moment you found mom and dad's sex-tape in the player!" He said defiantly. Which had basically brought everything full circle again.
"And about that," mom said taking over again. "It's now time we all got honest with one another here, which is one of the reasons why I suggested we have this discussion in the nude in the first place. That way none of us can or should feel too terribly embarrassed by all this. Let's face it, we all experienced something in our own way last night that's left us all feeling a little unsure, and a little confused about it. As I said and asked earlier, was this the first time for you two then?"
"No...it was the second time, only the second time Rob and I have actually had intercourse, though we've done other stuff for a while now," she freely admitted, though Rob anxiously glanced towards me looking for some sort of a reaction. I gave him one, though thankfully, he didn't really see it. My cock lurched. Visions of the two of them...again, filling my head, wondering how often, where and when they'd done "other stuff," as Chris had put it.
"Well, like I said, I've frankly been expecting something to happen for a while now, as close as the two of you have always been, and not actually being related by blood. So it's not as unexpected as you might think, though I'm a little glad to hear that things didn't really get that involved between the two of you until recently."
Chris nodded her head at Jackie, and then turned back towards me again. "Why did you feel guilty?" She asked pointedly. And then answering her own question as it suddenly dawned on her why..."Because you really did enjoy seeing us...didn't you?"
"Yes, we did," Jackie, answered for us both, saving me the admission verbally. "Does that shock you?" She asked. "Because I have to admit, to each of you," she said turning towards Rob, at first...we were both shocked, though probably more so because you were watching us fucking on the TV, while the two of you were," she added. "Obviously, you were enjoying watching the two of us weren't you?" She asked.
Finally Chris actually blushed, unfolding her arms as she did, placing them down in her lap. And all that did of course was to draw my attention back towards her tits again, each one of those a bit flushed as well too, as I saw the pinkness spreading across my daughter's chest, her twin nipples rock hard, as were Jackie's. I glanced out of the corner of my eye, and noticed that Rob was likewise looking at them both, just as I now was.
"Yes, we did. Frankly, it was hot, watching the two of you having so much, totally uninhibited fun with one another. I can honestly tell you, most of my friends wouldn't and probably couldn't say the same about their parents! And not that I'd run off and tell anyone what we did, while watching you either, but yeah...to put it mildly mom and dad, you two are damn fucking sexy!"
I was surprised at hearing her actually say that, not to mention a bit flattered, and yes...once again hard as hell too.
"But it's also hot...thinking, and now knowing, you two got just as horny, horny enough to actually stand there and do it, watching Rob and I," she added. And then another big realization came into her face, and she blushed even a deeper red. "Oh my god! That means...you, you saw me...ah, ah..."
I had to laugh, I couldn't help it. The tension was defused, Jackie had seen to that easily enough, and as weird as it still was in a way, especially with both Rob and I having erections now, which was clearly evident as he sat next to me in his chair, though trying to keep it somewhat concealed by sitting in a bit further towards the table than I was. I now chimed in for the first time really, though at my wife's expense.
"Like mother like daughter," I said aloud, remembering the sound as Jackie came. One of her "gushers" as I called them, hearing it splattering against the paving stones beneath us, the incredibly erotic sound of that, added to the bathing warmth around my cock as I finished jettisoning my own hard-felt pleasures inside my wife's cunt. And then of course the image of Chris standing there, her own youthful fountain of pleasure spurting against her brother's prick.
Chris had raised her eyebrows, "You do too?" she then asked. "Really? Like I do?"
Now Rob was looking at his mother with a whole new appreciation, his hand absentmindedly falling down into his lap where he clasped his rigid prick and actually stroked it a little. I couldn't say as I blamed him too much for doing so either, I happened to now have my own hand around my cock as well.
Jackie had tried very hard to give me a bit of a withering look, but it utterly failed. Oh sure, I might get a bit of a reprimand from her later when we were alone, but the truth of the matter was, speaking about it now...admitting to all of it, everything, had done a lot to make each one of us feel far less guilty about what had happened, what we'd seen, and of course what we'd all done. At least now it was out in the open...though as I realized it, I now wondered.
"Now what?"
And then things took a very, very interesting turn. One thing's for sure, I never saw it coming. And in hindsight, I'm glad I didn't, or I don't think what soon followed might have ever happened either. Another major turning point in our family's relationship.
**
Once again, in a way...it was like going back in time. Back when the kids would come up to us with something they had heard, or something they wanted to try and understand or become more familiar with. So it was, in a way... like that again when Chris so nonchalantly asked her mother the question.
"So that is normal right? To squirt like that during an orgasm? I mean...I don't do it every time, and I do have to touch myself in a certain way, but when I do, it usually does happen, and I have really intense orgasms, and to be honest about it mom, just thinking about it gets me damn horny...like I am now in fact."
"Yes honey, it is perfectly normal," Jackie answered her. "And no, I don't do that every time either, usually when your fathers got his cock inside me from behind while I work my own clit. Even when I used one of my toys, I don't always manage it. But when I do, when I can...then yes, I'd have to agree with you, it's pretty intense and very satisfying. And since you're being so honest with me here, with your dad and I," she added including me. "It was hot seeing you do that last night, squirting all over your brother's cock the way you did. I think...that's what triggered my own really wet "gusher" as your dad calls them. And yeah...admittedly, I'm a bit horny now too," she added.
Chris laughed.
"What?" I asked.
"Well obviously you two are," she said looking at Rob and I, as we each let go of our dicks at the same instant, looking guilty as hell for sitting there fondling ourselves when this was supposed to be a semi-serious family discussion. One not made too easy when you were sitting there looking at two pairs of very luscious looking tits that were now even more alluring with their respective nipples being as rock-hard as they both were, and the girls talking about the way they played with themselves, making themselves squirt, had painted a rather naughty erotic picture that was a bit difficult not to think about.
"And?" Jackie pressed curiously drawing Chris's attention back to her. "Your question is?"
"Think you could do that now so I could see it?"
Rob and I looked at one another, his eyes as big around as mine were I knew. I then looked back at Jackie, who was now looking at me.
"Before I answer that, or commit to anything one way or the other. Let me be candidly straight about something here. Something I think we've all been wondering about, and maybe even where this was all leading to in the first place. I'm not sure I'd feel comfortable, or even want to physically touch or do anything with either of you. But...I'm also not going to stand here and be hypocritical about it either, and not admit, especially after last night, that watching you two, and knowing that you two got just as aroused watching us. So...having said that, as long as your father's willing, and doesn't mind being a bit of an exhibitionist in front of his kids, that it certainly wouldn't bother me. Provided of course...it wouldn't bother the two of you either," she added seeking some sort of assurance from Rob as well as from Chris.
"You mean...you guys will fuck in front of us again?" He asked grinning from ear to ear. "Really? You will?"
"You sure about this?" I mouthed at Jackie, though already my prick was throbbing with urgent delight at just the thought of it, standing there fucking my wife in front of the two of them. And maybe...just maybe...
"Nothing we've not already done or admitted to seeing and enjoying already," she answered back, though actually speaking the words aloud. "So...shall we, or no?" she asked me point blank. "Entirely up to you David," she said simply, though she then stood up from her seat.
And then I did. Hard-on and all.
**
It was a strange sensation, and yet...one of the most arousing, erotic, sensual moments of my entire life. My own daughter, and son...sitting there at the table watching us...watching me as I stood. Silly as it sounds, I was actually proud of the way my dick stood up. I don't think it could have been any harder, any more swollen than it was at that very moment. Even Jackie's eyes seemed to mirror that feeling I was having looking down at it as I stood.
"Wow!" she actually breathed, though sounding more like a soft moan...even a prayer as she unconsciously lifted one hand towards her breasts. Her fingers quickly capturing a hard taut nipple, pinching it between. Her other hand coming out...pointing in a way towards my prick causing me to look down at myself.
I was definitely aroused. A long sticky streamer of dick-drool was actually hanging off the head of my penis. Had it not been for the intensity of the moment, the sheer desire and lust I was now feeling, it would have been funny. But the thin string of cum-dripping now swinging from the head of my cock as I walked closer to her became an object of intense sexual fascination, for everyone.
"Fuck daddy, you're hard!" Chris exclaimed almost forgetting herself as she too had reached up, cupping both breasts in her hands, her eyes still glued to my turgid swollen member.
"All the better to fuck her with," I said trying to sound like the big bad wolf, using a bit of humor perhaps to take the edge off my nervousness, though thankfully, that hadn't affected what felt like a club between my legs.
"Not before I suck that a little!" Jackie said surprising me to some extent as she suddenly dropped down to her knees there in front of me. Almost immediately her hand came out to swipe that streamer of cum drool before it fell, wrapping it almost magically about her finger before slipping it into her mouth, sucking her fingers off. "Not too hot...and not too cold," she snickered back and then simply engulfed me.



"Fuck!" Rob half whispered just watching us, already the sound of his own slickness becoming very apparent as he sat there stroking his own cock up and down.
"Let me see it," Jackie sighed pleasurably looking over at our son, quickly surrounding my prick with her mouth again still looking over in his direction. Rob did as he was asked, likewise standing up, moving around towards the front of the patio table, leaning against it now only a foot or so away from where we were. His hand slow-stroking his own magnificent hard cock up and down as he stood there watching us.
"Fuck this!" Chris said almost bounding up from her chair. In seconds, she too was kneeling in front of her brother, taking his prick into her mouth, now kneeling side-by-side next to her mom as she looked over, watching, sucking, just as Jackie was now doing.
"Holy shit!" I exclaimed in delight. The sight of my beautiful sexy daughter kneeling there sucking off her brother, my own wife below me doing the same sent a flood of unbridled shivers up and down my spine. Unable to help himself, Rob leaned forward a little capturing one of his sister's breasts in his hand, kneading it wantonly. I then did the same, taking my wife's equally lovely tit in hand, palming her sensitive nipple causing her to moan around my cock as she licked and tickled it.
"Fuck me," she said simply seconds later as she suddenly stood. Standing next to Rob now, she placed her hands down on the patio table for support, stepping back slightly, spreading her legs as she did. As she did...she presented me with the sweetest most succulent sight imaginable. As hard and as purple swollen as I still was, I don't think I've ever seen my wife's pussy lips as thick and as fat as they were now. Dew drops of her own glistening lubrication coated her lips, a dribble actually running down, clinging for a brief moment before releasing and actually dripping on to the brick flooring below her. With Chris kneeling as close to her mother as she was, she saw it as well and feebly made an attempt to capture it before it did, just missing it. But her attempt had caused her to just brush her mother's pussy lips with her fingertip causing her to shudder excitedly. "Fuck me David! Fuck me now before I do it myself!" She nearly screamed.
Only inches away now, I simply aimed and then plunged. My cock slid in fully, balls actually slapping the fleshy cheeks of my wife's ass as I impaled her. She grunted, her breath expelled as she took the full length of my rock-hard shaft deeply inside. I eased out, plunging in once again, once again...taking her breath momentarily. She looked back over her shoulder towards me, though facing towards our son. "Fuck your sister!" she told him, not asking...but demanding it. Her tone of voice giving away the pure unadulterated desire she was now feeling, and needing to see. Chris immediately stood, swapping places with Rob, and now emulated her mother's exact position there against the table as Rob stepped behind her. Within moments, he and I were skewering the two of them simultaneously, everyone looking over at one another as we did.
The slickness of their respective cunts could easily be heard now as I stood fucking my wife, and Rob likewise fucking his sister. Seeing my daughter's breasts wildly gyrating beneath her as she leaned over, knowing full well that Jackie's were no doubt doing the very same as he too looked over towards his mother.
"Fuck that's hot!" He exclaimed, speaking the very words I was thinking. "God mom...that's so fucking horny!" he added suddenly speeding up his own thrusting inside his sister's pussy, now causing me to do the same to my wife's.
I knew damn well that at this pace I wasn't going to be able to last very long. Already my balls were as tight as a hardball, my nuts now competing with my sperm to see if they too could find a way to travel up my shaft and leap into the soft, tingly warmth of my wife's sweet sounding pussy as I stood there frantically fucking her.
Seeing it in my face perhaps, or somehow sensing it, Chris spoke. "Don't come in her daddy please! I want to watch it, see you squirt!" she begged me. "Pull out for me when you cum, please daddy, let me see you shoot all over mommies ass!"
Just hearing my daughter's request triggered my release. No power on earth could have stopped it from happening at this point. I felt my nuts tighten even more than they already were. My balls suddenly imploding, or so it seemed, and the first surge of extreme pleasure began making its way up the length of my shaft. I stepped back, pulling out, now resting my football field sized cock, (or so it seemed anyway) in the crevice of my wife's firm beautiful ass. I saw my prick tip throb, the tiny eye slit opening like curtains on a stage, and then an explosion that made me nearly see double.
What I could only describe as a rope of semen now flew from the head of my prick. It shot with so much velocity, that it easily cleared the top of my wife's head by a good foot or more, landing directly onto the table. This...followed by a second equally as powerful rope of spunk that didn't quite make it as far, splashing against the back of my wife's neck instead, much of which then crash-landed in her hair, shampooing it for her quite unexpectedly. Though Jackie didn't seem to mind, now laughing with the pleasured delight of it as I continued to lay tracers, which criss-crossed her back as I continued to pump out my semen upon her with my hand.
"Fucking A daddy! Fucking A!" Chris bellowed in delight as she stood there watching me.
"Ditto that!" Rob finally responded, and then without any further warning, he too slipped out of his sister, stepping back just as I had done.
Peter North would have been jealous...or proud, either one. I was certainly both as well. As hard-felt, and as copious as my own orgasm had been, it was an amazing sight to suddenly see Rob's prick as he too released.
Rob's first two rockets of spunk completely cleared the patio table, landing somewhere on the floor on the other side. He quickly readjusted his aim however, now lashing his sister's back and sweet ass as he splurged against her, covering her in a blanket of cum that was as equally impressive, if not more so than my own had been.
"Yes! Yes!" I only then heard my wife crying out as she stood there watching our son squirt, finally standing leaning in and embracing me. Her full breasts felt like they were on fire as they sizzled against my chest, her hard points pressed against me, kissing me now deeply. "God I'm hot!" She spoke with her tongue still fucking my mouth. "I need to cum!"
And then she stood, leaning there against the table, looking at me with crazed, lust filled eyes. I was personally transfixed, all around and about me suddenly a blur, fogged out as my entire focus now was directed upon my wife. Only once before had I seen her look like this, an animal in heat as she reached down, simultaneously spreading her legs. One hand now splitting her lips, the opening of her cunt a deep blood red, pulsating like the beast it had become. Her other hand working her clit, unsheathed, a tiny cock that now stood beckoning, waiting for the touch of her fingers as she pinched it, pulling it, her eyes glued on mine as I stood there watching her, hypnotized.
"You love it when I finger-fuck my cunt don't you honey?" she asked, her words somewhat slurred as though drunk. And drunk she was in a way, her lust-filled mind driving her on, the decadence of her speech as she allowed whatever inhibitions she might have had at one point to completely evaporate. Like I said...only once before had I seen her like this, and it scared me a little. Yet at the same time...arousing me almost instantaneously even though I'd just climaxed.
"Yes!" I answered back, surprised at feeling my own cock stirring so soon.
Only then did I catch movement out of the corner of my eye. My daughter and son, momentarily forgotten. Rob likewise stepping back, his prick still dripping semen, his sister looking over, now leaning against the table next to her mom. Like mother...like daughter, she now looked down, watching, emulating what her mother stood doing to herself. Like matching erotic, hot naughty bookends they were. Rob and I stood as though statues watching the two of them.
As though they'd once discussed it, perhaps sharing trade secrets, or had even taught one another how, Chris performed the same frictioned-functions on herself, that her mother was doing. Hands and fingers a blur...clits stroked, tickled and petted with both the slap of the hand, and amazing speed as they stood side by side, holding themselves open. I'd never seen anything like it before. And before I even knew what I was doing, I now stood, hand on my cock again, stroking it as I watched, just as Rob was now doing too.
"You love watching me finger myself don't you baby?" Jackie spoke, her slurred speech giving evidence to just how close she actually was. "You like seeing me so naughty for you don't you David? And now...so naughty for our own children, seeing their mother stroking her cunt, pinching her clit, fucking her fingers inside. Makes you horny hot doesn't it honey? Just like it's doing to me now...any moment now...coming for you, for them."
"Fuck yes! Yes!" Chris added still doing the same to herself. "I want to come with you mom, see you gush, hear it...watch it, while I do!" She added excitedly.
"Then watch me!" Jackie half growled, the tone of voice a deeper throaty sound than I'd ever heard before. Her eyes burrowing into me as she turned looking over at her daughter, half facing her now, still strumming her clit like a guitar. And then she seemed to seize up, though only for a moment, her hand stilling briefly.
You could have heard a pin drop. Even Chris quit stroking herself, as had Rob and I done.
And then she came. It began as a trickle, almost as though she were peeing, though she wasn't. And what was for a moment a small little trickle of nearly clear fluid, became a deluge of delight. As though a dam had burst, the sudden gush of fluid that literally cascaded from within the depths of my wife's cunt, was more than I'd ever seen or certainly felt before. It was stunning, surprising me...surprising all of us, and perhaps Jackie herself as she looked down, still holding herself apart with her hands. The eruption of her cunt beyond belief, her sudden ear-piercing cry of pure pleasure now filling the air. The moment she'd done that, Chris turning more directly towards her mother, and that all too familiar little streamer of hers, now joining her moms.
Below us, the flag stones were suddenly turned from the rich sandy red color they'd once been, to an almost blood-red color. The sound of each one of them actually wetting the stones, the splatter of their climax spraying against my ankles as I stood only a foot or so away. Once again the sound of their respective hands, pummeling their clits, frigging them frantically as though hoping to milk out each and every last drop, each and every mind-numbing pleasure they'd brought off to themselves.
My balls again tight, almost wondrously so. Furious movement next to me, glancing over briefly as Rob too stood jacking his reawakened prick just as unashamedly as I now was.
The girls still in the last stages of their own sweetness, smiling through half-glazed eyes at one another, and then at us. I had never in my life come a second time so quickly after I had the first. And yet, here I was...just about to do that.
"Fuck! I'm going to cum again!" Rob announced equally as lost in the pleasure of his own mind. As though in slow motion, he turned slightly, just as I did, as though we'd choreographed it, planned it somehow ahead of time. Even the girls seemed to respond, picking up on our cue, each of them cupping their breasts, pressing them together now. Jackie smiled, nodding her head at Rob, turning. Chris, doing the same, smiling at me. Her young, tantalizing breasts the perfect target.
I'd not planned it, certainly not thought about it, and yet...I knew now within a millisecond of time, I was about to cream my own daughter's breasts, just as Rob was about to do to his mothers.
Talk about crossing swords so to speak. We couldn't have planned it any better if we'd tried either. The moment I felt the first spurt of my prick go off once again, Rob's did. With each of us now forming what was basically an "X" standing as we were, facing one another, I began squirting against Chris, her breasts easily catching the first couple of streamers I ejaculated, while Jackie in turn did the exact same with Rob. Our semen, literally and figuratively, crossing paths towards their marks. I wish to hell I'd filmed it somehow, been able to play it back in slow motion as I honestly believe, our semen collided mid-air at some point, no doubt mingling yet continuing on to their respective targets.
The bottom line was, the girls were soon soaked, lathering in our mutual spunking into their breasts a few moments later as I finally staggered back all but collapsing back into my chair. It took me a long while to collect myself. The intensity of the past hour unbelievable, though I was again struggling with a couple of issues here too. I hadn't exactly done anything to my daughter...and yet, in a very very intimate way, I most certainly had. I wondered what Jackie was thinking and feeling as well. Though knowing her, I was fairly confident we'd be discussing it before too much longer somewhere else where we could have some privacy in doing so.
And then of course, the kids. My thoughts then as to how they'd think about it after the arousal had passed, when reality once again came rushing back at us. We'd crossed an imaginary line here perhaps, but I didn't see how we could go backwards from it either. The only thing I saw, was setting a new mark, drawing a new line or something, and then vowing not to cross over it. Again, I was very interested in hearing what Jackie thought as she'd been quite specific in the beginning about doing anything more than simply being watched, and watching one another. No...we hadn't touched, nor been touched, but we'd certainly muddied up the proverbial water just short of that as I saw it.
Still, it was a relaxed atmosphere as we all sat collecting ourselves now, still naked, and still feeling quite comfortable in being so in front of one another. Finally, "mom" took over again.
"Well, think it's time to get cleaned up a little, start some breakfast here," she stated. "Chris? After you do, come down and help me. Rob? David? I think you two are due for a shower before we eat, so you'd best get at it. I know I'd like one myself...so let's get the show on the road here shall we?"
The kids quickly darted off to begin doing just that. I waited until they had gone inside, and then spoke to my wife.
"Obviously, I think we need to discuss what just happened," I told her.
"Yes, we probably should," she agreed. "Which we'll do while we're in the shower, and while you're fucking me again," she smiled.
In a way...I'd just gotten an answer. Jackie was obviously still aroused. If we had crossed any lines, she wasn't letting on to me that we had anyway. Perhaps we'd bent one a little. But if she was ok with what we'd just done, with what we'd just allowed to happen. Then who was I to say otherwise.
I smiled and followed her up the stairs, surprised that my prick was already starting to harden again.
To be continued...



        Voyeuristic Incest Ch. 03

        The games on.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/voyeuristic-incest-ch-03

Title: Voyeuristic Incest Ch. 03

Author: Many Feathers

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: The games on.

Tags: 

Series: Voyeuristic Incest


An hour later everyone was sitting at the kitchen table enjoying breakfast together. I sat mostly observing, a little amazed at how normal everything looked and felt at the moment, when only a short time ago, we were all fucking together outside on the patio. Everyone was famished, including myself, devouring the stacks of pancakes almost as fast as Jackie could make them.
And the simple fact that everything did seem so normal was of a curious note. Jackie even having to reprimand the kids, though lovingly, for fighting over a single pancake. It was indeed just like old times. I sat sipping my coffee, smiling as I did, now fully dressed as we all were, though I couldn't help looking at the two of them...remembering almost as though I had X-ray vision, seeing my daughter's beautiful naked body beneath the simple blouse and pair of jeans she was wearing.
"So," Jackie began as she finally sat down to have a bite to eat herself. "What are your plans for the day anyway?" She asked, though not waiting for a response exactly before informing me what her...or rather what their plans were. "Chris and I are going out shopping for a bit," she then stated, winking at me as she said that. It was clear that "shopping" wasn't the main purpose for going out. It was her signal to me that she and Chris were going so they could have a chance to be alone together for a while, and perhaps have a chance to more intimately discuss what had happened. She then glanced over towards Rob who was busy drenching the last of the pancakes in a sea of Syrup. She motioned her head towards him without speaking. Another signal, and I knew she wanted me to find a way to have a sit down with Rob as well.
I know...I know. It's a little different with 'guys' than it is with women. The two of them could easily run off, look at shoes, and talk about finger-fucking themselves in front of one another at the same time. I just couldn't see me talking to Rob over a football game, asking him if he enjoyed stroking his cock, or having his sister suck him off while watching us, and then checking the score.
I gave her a look that said "Ok, Ok! I will." But all she did was frown at me, giving me one of her patented looks before speaking.
"Ok, we're off," she announced. "You two can clear up since we did the cooking," she stated once again nudging me with her eyes towards Rob, as though cleaning the kitchen would give us any sort of opportunity for banter. Already I could see it, me washing out the frying pan as Rob dried. "So son...that was a nice squirt you shot on your mother. Or the one you managed to shoot way over your sister's head. How long do you think it was anyway? A new record for you? Maybe later, we could compete for distance."
Yeah...right.
Chris and Jackie were already headed out the door when she turned. "See you in a couple of hours," she told us. And then Chris chimed in as well.
"Yeah, and don't do anything we wouldn't do," she added giggling. I couldn't help but glance over towards Rob, his face reddening his mouth opening, looking for some sort of a retort back to that. But the door closed before he could. He looked at me a bit sheepishly, and finished drying the pan he held in his hand.
"So son...wanna watch the game?"
**
We soon headed downstairs to the den turning on the TV. It was almost funny, Rob and I both taking opposite sides of the "L" shaped couch, neither one of us sitting in the spot where he and his sister had sat, fucking one another the night before, though we'd both glanced at the exact spot. It was then that he realized that "our" dirty little movie was still in the DVD player. He got up, walked over and hit the eject button.
"Almost forgot," he said taking it out. "Where do you want me to put this anyway?"
I chuckled to myself. There was no point in denying that our dirty movie didn't exist, and that in fact we had two others we had made either. "There should be a movie there on the end...The Sound of Music," I informed him. His eyes widened, a small smile forming on his face as he leaned over browsing the titles, finding it. He pulled it out, opened the cover and actually laughed.
"Nice one," he said. "Neither one of us would have ever opened this one," he said grinning even wider.
"That's why we put it there," I chortled back. "The mistake was...leaving it out in the first place."
"Well, I for one...and Chris too for that matter, are glad you did...dad," he said putting the DVD into the case, though noticing there were two other DVD's inside it as he did that. "Are these?" He asked without finishing.
I nodded my head. He seemed to hesitate. It was now or never.
"You want to watch another one?"
He looked a bit surprised, perhaps even a little embarrassed. "Yeah, you cool with that?" He asked. "You'd let me...let us, see another one?"
I needed to think about that one, and talk to Jackie about it before I ran off and gave him permission for he and Chris to just sit down, watch mommy and daddy fucking again on their own. The purpose here was...to offer it up now, and in doing so perhaps get Rob to open up as to what he was feeling about everything. Not later.
"Last night was an accident, as far as you finding the movie," I began. "I need to discuss you and your sister just watching them without our being there first before I give my approval to either one of you doing that. But...if you want to watch a little of one now, with me here...I don't think your mom could get too terribly upset over that."
Once again he hesitated thinking about it, looking inside the case. I shared his discomfort, surprised at myself for even suggesting it. But at least I'd tried.
"Ok, sure. If you're cool with it...so am I."
It was then that I realized, there was one DVD in amongst the two that Jackie might not want either one of the kids to actually see. It was the first one we'd ever done, but it wasn't just of us either. A couple of years ago we'd gone on a vacation to Hawaii, just the two of us. A much needed vacation, that we'd been looking forward to in more ways than one. While there, we'd met another couple and had grown to like them almost immediately. We'd ended up sightseeing with them, having dinner together, and then one night...venturing into an area we'd never expected to allow ourselves to go. Much to my surprise, when Mac suggested we actually film it, so we'd all have a sort of special souvenir, it was Jackie who immediately liked the idea, and had gone along with it even before I'd put my own two cents in.
That was the first time I'd ever seen her as wild-eyed as she'd been, until this morning when I'd seen that same look once again. Watching Mac's wife as she went down on mine, and she riding his dick, while sucking mine had been one of the hottest things we'd ever done, or later sat watching together, getting horny all over again. Jackie had walked out onto the balcony of our hotel, completely naked, and begged me to fuck her right there. Which I'd done. Yeah...it had been an amazing trip, an amazing experience, one we'd not repeated again since then, though we'd very often talked about it, or fantasized about doing it again sometime, under the right circumstances. No...that one might not be the best one to sit down and watch with my son.
Before I could react to that however, Rob had already selected one and put it into the DVD. Against my better judgment perhaps, I decided to let fate choose for me. After all, I did have a fifty-fifty chance he'd selected the other one, which was similar to the one he and Chris had watched the night before.
Luck was with me obviously as the movie began, though I'd forgotten where it was we'd filmed it until it began playing. It was right here in this very same room where we were now, making it a little odd to actually sit there watching it, with Rob once again having taken his seat, sitting where he had been before.
"Cool," he said softly more to himself than to me, though again it felt a little weird sitting there watching it with him, knowing full well what was about to happen a few moments from now.
On screen, Jackie appeared at the bottom of the steps where I picked up the action. She was wearing the long, black laced nightgown I had purchased for her the year past on Valentine's Day. She looked sexy as hell in it too, which I remembered, and which even now sent a nice jolt of arousal down to my cock, causing it to stir. I wondered if Rob's was too.
I grimaced however knowing what was to come next. Not because it was bad, just because it was one of those typically silly things you do when you're in the mood to be silly. In addition to the nightgown, I had of course also gotten Jackie a dozen long stem red roses. I had initially thought to have one hanging from my mouth as she came down the stairs, greeting her that way. But then I'd come up with another idea even better. Or so I thought at the time anyway. Which is now what suddenly appeared on screen as I stepped away from the now stationary camera, coming into view.
"Dad!" Rob said seeing me as I now came around from the back of the couch. Though he did laugh upon seeing me, which was a bit of a relief. I was balancing the single long stemmed rose on my hard cock as I carefully approached my wife, offering it to her. She of course was smiling, looking down at my prick with the rose clinging to it. At the time, no one but me knew that the reason it seemed to be holding on so well, was because I'd missed one of the little thorns on the stem. Brave soldier that I was, I grinned back, the tiny pinprick on my prick, holding it on better.
At least that part was over, as Jackie retrieved her rose, along with my cock in her hand, smelling the one, fondling the other.
We stood kissing briefly, my hands already coming up to cup each one of my wife's magnificent breasts through the black lace of her gown. From the corner of my eye, I saw Rob shifting his position, his eyes glued to the screen. My own cock, hardening as well, as I again wondered if his was, and more importantly, what he was thinking at the moment.
On screen, I was now slowly undressing my wife, finally untying the small bows in front that finally revealed one of her breasts. She had painted red little hearts over each nipple, which I now highlighted for the camera, grinning like a naughty schoolboy, pinching it, holding it and then pulling on it knowing the two of us would be watching it later. Rob laughed upon seeing that.
"Mom's a hoot!" He said, once again shifting, which I now likewise did myself.
"Yeah, she has her moments...as do we all," I agreed thinking back on the balanced rose incident.
It was at this point however that things began getting a bit steamier up on the big screen. As Jackie's gown completely parted, I now slipped my hand down between her legs. The sheer panties she had on, crotchless, allowing my fingers to penetrate her playfully, coming away seconds later with a bit of glistening girl-goo on them, which of course I held up for the camera, letting Rob see the bit of wetness I held on my fingers before inserting them into my mouth, sucking them clean.
Rob moaned, his hand coming down into his lap, nonchalantly rubbing his prick through his pants, so absorbed in what he was seeing, he'd obviously forgotten all about me sitting across from him.
"Go ahead son...if you want to, ah...jerk it, feel free."
I could tell that he wanted to by the look in his eyes. But I could also see by the way his face screwed up a bit, he'd be uncomfortable doing so, sitting there in front of me, and me not doing it too. No words were spoken either way, though I reached down, unzipping my fly. He simply smiled, turning back towards the screen, and likewise unzipped his own.
I was frankly amazed with myself. I'd already climaxed three times this morning alone. I'd have been perfectly content to go the rest of the entire day, though perhaps by evening...as erotic as things had been around here, to wait on Jackie before attempting another. Yet...here I was again, my dick hard as a rock, which I'd now released from inside my slacks, slowly stroking it up and down, Rob sitting across the way from me doing the exact same thing. We briefly glanced at one another, nodding heads, smiling and then went back to watching as Jackie and I now moved over to the very couch Rob and I were sitting on.
"I know this is gonna sound weird dad, but to be perfectly honest, you've got a pretty big cock."
"So do you son," I replied once again looking over as he sat there fisting his own. Though neither one of us was about to jump up and touch pee-pee's together or anything, or stand there and compare one another, we were looking. Even going so far as to quit stroking ourselves, simply holding them so that the other could see better.
"So...you and mom seem to really get off on making these," he then stated, going back to stroking and jerking off his cock. "Not that I'm all that surprised by that really. I mean mom always has been kind of cool when it came to sex stuff...ya know? But I just never imagined she'd get off on watching herself on video or anything. Kind of hot though...admittedly."
"Yes, it is. And no...in the beginning, I didn't think she'd be into it either." I almost tripped up and told him about the first video we'd done, but thankfully caught myself before doing so.
"I wonder if Chris would be into doing something like that?" He wondered aloud, moaning a little as he did. And punctuating that as he squeezed his dick as I watched him producing a bit of pre-lube which he now massaged around the head of his dick, playing with it, using it to tease himself with, still speaking. "It would be hot seeing her doing something...maybe masturbating, using one of mom's toys or something, don't you think?"
Rob had just tossed me an image I was suddenly seeing inside my head. Wondering myself if I dared even mention it...or if he might. Now wondering, if we might in fact ALL enjoy making a rather different kind of family home movie, though it was for the moment...just a passing thought. Yet, it was enough of a thought that I too squeezed the head of my own prick, producing a rather nice thick juicy droplet of fluid, which I now smeared about the spongy very sensitive head of my cock making it nice and slick.
As I did that, I could hear Rob's own slickness, as he unashamedly stroked his dick, pumping it up and down, enjoying the feel...just as I was, as well as the sound we were both now making. Two hard cocks, slick, slippery and making all sorts of squishy noises as we sat there jerking off.
"Does mom squirt in this one too?" He now asked. "God...I hope so, because that was sure hot seeing her, and Chris doing that together, don't you think?"
I could barely talk. My balls were already threatening to crawl up into my throat. Just listening to the sound of all that juicy lubrication coming from each of us simultaneously, and then looking up at the big screen as Jackie knelt over my cock, preparing to take it into her mouth, where I damn well remembered what happened next.
"Damn...does mom ah...ah, let you...ah...let you cum in her mouth?"
"Just watch," I told him smiling. We were nearing the big finish...or rather one of two of them if you looked at it that way. Indeed, as I recalled...I had one of my more copious spendings right here on this very same couch inside my wife's mouth, which we were both about to see. Not to mention, a few minutes after that, with Jackie sitting on my face as I ate her, nearly drowning me in the process.
"Here it comes," I said alerting him to what was about to happen, though I needn't have, as it was pretty obvious. My wife's mouth suddenly drawing in...holding, her eyes widening for a moment as the first jettison of my spunk hit the back of her throat, followed by several more very intense ejaculations. So much so...that seconds after that, she allowed a goodly portion of my cum to emerge at the corners of her mouth, drooling out, dripping down the sides of my dick. Basically, there was just too much of it for her to be able to swallow without drowning in it, something I would soon discover for myself with her.
"Fuck that's hot!" Rob moaned, his hand now a blur as he lay back, his hand stroking his enormously hard cock for all he was worth. I was with him side-by-side, holding back just a bit, wanting to time my own release to watching Jackie again when she did.
"That's nothing...hold off cumming if you can son, I'm about to lose it myself, but wait until you see what mom does to me!"
He slowed down, looking over. "You close too?"
"Fuck yeah...now watch this...watch your mom."
We both went back to watching the big screen. Jackie had since climbed up onto the couch, now sitting on my face, leaning forward. My hands coming up to capture her tits, pinching and pulling on her nipples as she ground herself down on my face. The look in her eyes glazed, wanton...lusty, about to cum.
And then she did...all over the place. As I'd done to her, she now did to me. It was all I could do to drink down what I could as she released what felt like a gallon of juice into my mouth.
Rob cried out. I looked over, he looked over at me. I stroked...he stroked. I spurted, and then he did. And we sat there watching one another as we ejaculated, letting our semen simply fly up and land wherever the hell it felt like landing as we did that.
**
After we'd recovered and had cleaned up, we put the game on. We sat talking about the respective teams, checking the score, enjoying the rest of the early afternoon together waiting on mom and Chris to come home. An hour later, they did.
Hearing the car pulling up into the drive, I had gone upstairs to greet them, and let Jackie know that Rob and I had indeed had a bit of a chat of sorts...though not exactly in quite the way I was fairly sure she had. Still...it would no doubt surprise her to discover and hear about what we'd done. Which I felt went a long way in ensuring that Rob wasn't having any second thoughts about anything that had happened.
Jackie and Chris were just then walking in the back door, carrying what appeared to be a couple of shopping bags from a well known lingerie store. One of my favorites in fact, though I was curious as to why they had obviously both gotten something. I first kissed my daughter in greeting, and then made some attempt at wanting to peek inside her bag. She snatched it away however before I could, laughing.
"Sorry daddy...you're gonna half to wait," she told me. Which told me a lot in just that simple statement.
"Oh I am...am I?"
"Yes David...and that goes for me too," my wife informed me, ensuring that her own bag remained tightly closed as Chris headed off towards her bedroom. "Well? How'd it go with you and Rob?" She asked. "Did you get a chance to talk to him at all?"
"Oh yeah...that and then some," I stood grinning at her. "We actually sat down and watched another one of our videos together...and jerked off," I said smiling at her.
"Damn it David! I'm trying to be serious here. Did you...or didn't you get a chance to talk with him?"
"I am being serious honey...I'm telling you the truth. That's what we did...while the two of you were gone!"
She looked at me then, trying to study me. "You're telling the truth!" She said quite surprised. "You really did? The two of you? Together?"
"Yep...we did!" And then her face took on a serious note.
"Which one?"
**
After I had told her which one it was that we had watched, I made a mental note to remove the other one from the cover it was in and put it away someplace else. She appeared genuinely relieved by that, though still mildly surprised we'd actually sat there and done that together.
"So...how'd things go with you? Obviously, you spent some time together in the lingerie store, so what's up with that?" I asked curiously.



"Oh...we talked," Jackie grinned letting me know there was a lot more to it than that too. "But since you shared with me...I'll tell you what we did. And then, I have something else to run past you as well."
I knew that had something to do with their purchases, but I was perfectly willing to wait until she was ready to tell me what that was. At the moment...I was more curious about the "what we did" part more than anything.
It was then that she took me by the hand and began leading me up the stairs to our bedroom. I figured she wanted to talk to me in private about it, so I simply followed. Once we entered the bedroom, I stood anxiously waiting while she hurriedly stuffed her purchase away before I could see it, and then began undressing herself.
I looked at her curiously. "Well?"
"Well what?"
"So...are you going to tell me what happened, or do I have to guess?"
"Of course I am," she grinned continuing to undress.
"Ok...when?"
"While you're eating me," she said simply, now naked crawling up into the bed.
I looked at her. "You're serious."
"Hell yes...and damn fucking horny too! Now...get over here and start licking me, unless you'd rather not hear all the hot, juicy naughty details."
Quick as a bunny, I was laying between her outstretched legs, my hands already toying with her hard little love-button.
"Once upon a time...there was this very, very horny mother, who took her daughter shopping..."
"I always did like a good bed-time story," I said lapping at my wife's already wet juicy pussy."
She laughed at that, but then told me to be quiet and not talk with my mouth full. "Unless of course you don't want to listen to my naughty little story about your own wife and daughter," she intimated.
I said not a word, now sucking her clit...as she began again.
"So...once upon a time, there was this very, very horny mother...who took her daughter shopping. And where they proceeded to try on a few very revealing, very sexy negligees using the same dressing room. And then...while they did that, and told one another what they thought, how things looked, they began looking into the magic mirror. And then the mirror told them looking back at them just how sexy and attractive they both looked. And it cast a spell over the two of them, and told them they were to touch themselves, and to pleasure themselves, as well as the mirror...so they did."
"And then of course, the mirror told you to come home and have your husband eat you," I added.
"Well of course, aren't you under the magic spell too?" She asked.
"I am now..." I said lapping away at her succulent cunt. "What else did the mirror have to say?"
"Well, that's the part I'm not too sure about, so I thought it best to come home and ask you about it first, see what you had to say."
"And what's that?"
"How'd you feel about doing another movie? And not just you and I staring in it...but the kids too, if Rob's interested in doing that, and if you'd be ok with doing it too," she asked. "Well? What do you think? Interested? Or is that a bit too weird even for you?"
"I don't know...let me ask the pussy spirit first," I said, spreading my wife's lips even further apart than they already were. I then spoke into her cunt, trying to make an echoing sound.
She slapped me up the side of my head, but then grabbed on to my ears and mashed herself against me. "Eat me...make me cum you fuck, and then we'll talk about it seriously, after you're through horsing around."
I didn't as yet have the heart to tell her it was a no brainer. Or rather coming from Rob in fact who'd first mentioned it earlier. At the moment, all I wanted to do was suck my wife's clit until she turned inside out. Which she soon did. But now I had a pretty good idea where the other suggestion had come from too. And I smiled inwardly as I slowly devoured my wife's hot liquid pussy.
To be continued...
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It was very odd. As we sat down at the dining room table for dinner, everyone seemed very subdued. Unlike the way it had been at breakfast earlier, the kids hardly spoke, even picking through the meal, which normally had been one of their favorites. Even Jackie raised her eyebrows towards me questioning. Though all I could do was shrug my shoulders in response to that. I had no idea what was going on. Something. I could only surmise that perhaps the kids had sat down and talked about it later on. Perhaps they were having second thoughts about everything that had happened. Frankly, I'd been half expecting it, those same guilty feelings suddenly rushing back, which is why I sat picking at my own food.
But Jackie, as usual, wasn't about to let it continue on for very long. Especially when she had gone to a great deal of work in preparing such a delicious meal that normally would have been entirely consumed by now.
"Ok, who wants to go first?" she asked as she sat slicing up a portion of the tender roast beef she'd prepared. Chris was the first to respond.
"To do what?" She asked as she sat forming her mashed potatoes into a slightly larger pile without taking a bite.
"Oh...I don't know...to maybe explain why the two of you are acting so moody all of a sudden?" My wife asked.
Chris looked towards her brother, though he kept his eyes down on his own plate, though he made some effort to slice off a portion of meat, forking it into his mouth without looking at anyone. It was clearly obvious by the way she had looked at him, that the two of them had spoken earlier. Whatever they'd discussed had caused some sort of troubling concern, which had impacted the dynamics of what we'd all so recently experienced with one another.
"Chicken," she said simply still eyeing her brother, though he did raise his head, nearly responding to his sister's declaration, thought better of it, and spooned a bit of green beans into his mouth instead. Rob didn't much care for green beans, and yet, he ate them as though to ward off his sister's challenge.
Jackie put her knife and fork down, sitting back in her chair, and then folded her arms over her breasts. "Ok, before dinner's completely and totally ruined here, can we at least agree that perhaps we need to all have another chat again? Maybe after we've actually eaten and cleared things up?"
"I'm eating," Rob responded, forking another mouthful of green beans.
"Uh huh," Jackie said though I now felt it was time I actually put a word or two in myself.
"I agree, it appears we all need to clear the air here, after dinner," I announced. "Obviously something's happened, and it would appear we all need to sit down and talk about it."
At least everyone finished eating, though again, we did so mostly in silence. After we had all helped in clearing up the table along with the dinner dishes, Jackie told me to go pick out a nice bottle of wine from our somewhat small, but nicely stocked cabinet. "Maybe if we all have a nice glass of wine and relax..." she'd said shooing me off moments later. "We'll meet you in the formal family room," she then added, purposely directing us away from the den where it would be less of a reminder as to the recent activities, which had taken place there.
I had just finished pouring everyone a glass of wine, sipping my own when they came walking in. After everyone had taken a seat on the couch or the chairs, I passed around the wine glasses, which we all now sat sipping once again in silence.
"Ok, Chris? Since you obviously have...or had something to say earlier? Why don't you begin and tell us what's actually going on here," Jackie asked.
As she'd done before, she took a quick glance towards her brother, but then turned back around facing us.
"Well, earlier? I was heading up stairs to go to my room, and I saw Rob leaning his head against your bedroom door. Obviously he was listening."
I saw my wife's eyes light up at that, but as she'd done in the past, without commenting at this point, she merely nodded her head indicating that Chris should continue. I took my cue from her, sipping my wine instead, though curious.
"Anyway, at first he didn't hear me, or see me, until I'd almost reached him, then he turned and shushed me, telling me to be quiet as I approached. So I listened too, and it was obvious you guys were going at it again." Chris actually laughed as she said that, as did Jackie and I, the tension in the air lessening a little.
"Go on," I spoke.
"Well, it was then I noticed, Rob had his cock out and was playing with it, which of course made me horny too." Jackie stifled a smile, sipping her wine. "We both listened for a moment or two longer, but then I motioned to him to follow me down the hall to my room, which he did. Except...once we got there after closing the door so we could speak, I told him I wanted him to come fuck me, you know...because now I was horny too. Except...he said that we probably shouldn't. He said he thought that maybe you two really didn't want us messing around anymore, and that maybe it wasn't such a good idea for us to do anything unless you were there with us."
"I don't think we ever discussed that, or made any mention of the fact we disapproved of your relationship," I said looking over towards my wife who sat nodding her head in agreement. "You're both adults now, and as far as we're concerned, perfectly capable of deciding for yourselves as to what you both want, or are willing to do, or not do. I don't think that's for us to decide at this point. The only thing I think we'd be in a position to suggest, is if you decide to do so...to continue on with an intimate relationship, is that you not flaunt it in front of people we know. They might not have the same understanding, or open-mindedness that we do."
And though my comment seemed to put that in perspective again, and clear up any misconceptions or communications about it, it was obvious there was a bit more to it than that.
"Told you they didn't mind," Chris said staring at her brother, actually smiling a bit. "But...one thing we both did agree on, and where curious about," she went on finally now speaking for them both as even Rob sat up a bit straighter in his chair. "What we're mostly worried about, is that what happened...was a onetime thing, a sort of a..."It just happened" kind of a thing, and that it probably wouldn't ever happen again. You know?" Chris looked back and forth between us worriedly, letting it sink in for a moment. "But here's the deal..." she continued. "The fact is, both Rob and I enjoyed this morning, a lot. And even afterwards, during breakfast, things seemed to be a lot more fun around here than it's actually been for a while. Now, I don't know if that had something to do with what we'd done outside, but I think it did. At least for me it did. And I was horny and aroused after that almost all day long. Until Rob told me what he did anyway," she said once again glaring at her brother. "But...was it? A onetime thing? Because we certainly hope that it wasn't," she now stated firmly. "I know...we know, a lot of people would probably frown at what we did out there, and certainly a few other things too," she added, looking directly at me. Which told me in a sense that Rob must have said something to her about our brief afternoon together. "But the way we see it...its no one else's business what we do. The only fear and concern we have...is that maybe you and mom might not see it that way."
"I see," Jackie finally said finishing off her glass of wine. "So, what you're telling your father and I, is that you enjoyed it...enjoyed what we all shared together, and want to continue doing so, is that it?"
"Yes," Rob actually answered even before Chris could, which she still did a second after her brother had. "I enjoyed what dad and I did today," he openly admitted. "It was fun...maybe a bit unusual in a way...but it was still fun. And I'd like to think that wasn't just a fluke of some sort either," he finished.
"So...just be honest with us both," Chris said jumping in again. "If we don't have a problem with continuing to have fun like that again...do you guys?"
"Let me say this...and I believe I am speaking for your father as well on some level. We'll be the first to admit and say we've enjoyed everything that's happened so far. I'm not sure...being your mother, and he...your father, that we're quite in a place to actually go much beyond that. More than we already have. I would never want anything to happen or come between us, that would cause problems for anyone inside this family. So...there are still issues there, at least for me, and perhaps for the three of you as well, that have to be taken into consideration. But...let me at least add this much. I'm willing to at least continue as far as we have gone, and just take things as they come. As long as we're all willing to be perfectly and totally candid with one another...and honest. Then I don't foresee any real problems here. If at any point however, anyone...you, your brother, even your father or I, have any concerns. Then I think we all agree to come in here...sit down, just as we are right now, and discuss them. Agreed?"
Everyone agreed of course, and it was nice seeing the smiles return back to everyone's face again.
"Now, what's say we all grab another glass of wine, and head on down to the den shall we?" Jackie suggested.
"Cool, and can we watch the other movie? The one Rob said he got to watch? He told me how daddy came walking around balancing a rose on his dick, and I'd kind of like to see that for myself now," Chris said grinning.
"Yeah...we can watch that one," Jackie said looking at me, asking the second question she had for me without so many words. I merely smiled at her winking. I'd been wise enough to have moved the third movie to another location. At least for now...
**
"Let me make a quick pit-stop," Jackie said heading up to our bedroom. "I've got something I think might be interesting and fun...under the circumstances," she added giving no hint as to what it was she was up to. The rest of us headed on down to the den, where almost immediately Chris shed her clothing without even batting an eyelash. As she did that, Rob walked over and removed "The Sound of Music" case. Upon opening it, he gave it...and then me a questioning look.
"Top one," I said without further explanation, and thankfully, he didn't pursue it. It was obvious he was curious as to where the other one had disappeared to, though he didn't let on to his sister at least, that one of the three was missing. He then walked over and slid the disk into the DVD player, sitting down on the couch. Moments later Jackie came down joining us, having removed all her clothing upstairs.
"Isn't that typical?" She asked walking into the room. "Here are Chris and I already naked, and the two of you are still dressed."
"They're waiting to get erections," Chris guessed. "Don't want us seeing them with their pricks doing the floppy dance, or only half as big as they really are. It's a guy thing," she mused teasing us both. Though in a strange way...she was partially correct. I had been sort of waiting for that, as Rob had been, though he was also the first between us to actually stand up at that moment, removing his pants.
"See? I told you!" Chris snickered as Rob finished removing them, proving to everyone that he at least did have a reasonable looking hard-on.
I undressed then as well, though I was far from erect yet, only a little self-conscious about doing so, as I could in fact appear quite small in a less than aroused state. Chris however found it interesting.
"Wow daddy! You mean...it can go from that, to as big as it was earlier?" She asked obviously surprised at that. "Cool!" she said teasingly. I reached down to give it a bit of help, but she stopped me. "No...I want to watch it grow...all by itself! Don't help it any either!" She now asked.
Though the movie had started, Rob paused it, freezing his sexily dressed mother there at the bottom of the steps for a moment, looking on. I had actually taken my seat on the couch, only then realizing after I had, that I was now sitting where it was that Jackie and I had first watched the kids fucking the night before. Just that bit of brief nostalgia was enough to send a tickling throb up my shaft as my prick grew a little. Chris came over, sitting beside me there on the couch, though kneeling...facing me, looking down at my slowly growing organ. Jackie walked over then sitting on the other side, though I noticed she had placed some sort of bag on the floor next to the couch without any explanation as to what was in it. Rob having taken one of the chairs, just sat in it sideways as he'd done earlier, his legs over the arm, though facing towards us...watching. He had his dick in his hand, absentmindedly fondling it.
I grew a little more. For some reason, having my daughter kneeling there only inches away, her sweet beautiful tits hanging there so decadently seemed to add a little fuel to the fire. Not to mention Jackie now sitting, or rather likewise kneeling on the other side, looking on as well.
"Fascinating isn't it?" She stated. "Like a blooming flower."
"Or beanstalk perhaps," Chris quipped chuckling. "It's getting a lot harder. Though I bet it grows quicker when you water it," she laughed, alluding to the obvious.
"You're right about that!" Jackie quipped. "Daddy does like it when I squirt all over him, though apparently so does Rob when you do too," she added looking over at him as he sat grinning from ear to ear like a Cheshire cat.
"Wow...it's really starting to get big and hard now," Chris said her eyes glued to my cock as it continued to grow, her hand twitching as though she wanted to reach out and grab it, and feel it for herself.
"Yes...isn't it," Jackie agreed leaning forward a bit, and now Chris did, the two of them close enough I could feel their respective breaths, causing my cock to twitch, throb a bit as they did that. But to make matters worse...in a way at least, as Chris leaned in, I felt the tips of her breasts suddenly brushing against my thigh. I glanced up worriedly towards my wife, wondering if she'd seen that, or what. "I don't think feeling a little titty is too out of line," she then said. "As long as Chris doesn't mind anyway, because I know you don't!" she finished smiling at me.
"Fuck no...I don't mind. Go ahead daddy...feel my tits a little if you want to."
I heard the sound of the chair being vacated. In seconds Rob had walked over taking a place on the arm of the couch next to his mother.
"Does that mean..."
"You wanna feel my tits too don't you?" Jackie laughed. I'd already placed my hand around one of Chris's, marveling at the feel of it...the differences and similarities, my cock now growing by leaps and by bounds.
"Go ahead honey...have a feel, I guess we can at least allow you boys to enjoy that much."
In seconds, he had filled his hands with his mother's breast, molding and kneading it within his hands. I glanced over, watching as he gently captured her rock-hard nipple, pinching it slightly, pulling on it much to Jackie's delight as she closed her eyes briefly, savoring the sensation. I was doing the same to Chris, enjoying the feel of her equally stiff fat nipple until Jackie woke us all from our rather erotic revelry.
"Well...maybe it's time for the movie," she suggested sitting up. "Go un-pause it," she told Rob, effectively causing him to release her breast, though he did so reluctantly, walking over towards the TV, his hard stiff cock leading the way.
I too sat back, Chris now spinning around on the couch sitting beside me, her bare thigh still close enough to be touching my own as the movie started up again. Seconds later, we were all laughing as I approached my wife, rose balanced delicately across my dick.
"How'd you manage to do that anyway?" Chris wondered aloud. "Without it falling?"
"I had a little help," I confessed. "I missed one of the thorns, and it sort of buried itself on my dick."
"Ouch!" She giggled, looking over at my hard cock once again. "Hope it didn't leave any scars!"
"Nah...your mom kissed it all better for me," I laughed back, causing everyone else to do the same too.
And then...we sat back as the movie began to get a bit more interesting.
"Here, before I forget and things get too heated here," Jackie said finally reaching over into her sack. "I brought something for you that I thought you might enjoy trying."
She reached in, removing one of her favorite toys, a purple colored vibrator called "The Rabbit", which I myself had enjoyed watching her use on numerous occasions. She leaned over across my chest handing it to Chris, who giggled appreciatively accepting it.
"Always did want to try one of these," she said turning it over and around in her hand. It was feature rich, and she quickly thumbed through the settings like a pro, testing each one. "Hell of a lot better than the one I have!" She announced. "I've been using a simple plain white slim vibrator that only has one speed."
Jackie laughed. "I was wondering where that one went too," she chided her daughter.
Chris blushed slightly, apologetically. "Didn't think you'd miss it, not after you got those other two new ones," she said...surprising Jackie in a way, that she knew about them. "So I sort of permanently borrowed it," she added sheepishly.
"Well, now you can ask if you want to borrow one of the other ones," her mom informed her. "Though I have a feeling...we'll both be fighting over this one, unless of course...you get your own rabbit, which after using this...I think one of us will have to!"
Jackie then reached into her sack and pulled out another device, completely different than the rabbit. Rob and I both sitting there in abject fascination...watching and listening to them even though on screen...Jackie and I were going at it like rabbits ourselves.
"What's that?" Chris asked curiously looking at the contraption as Jackie removed it from the box.
"Your dad got it for me a few weeks ago," she shared. "Only used it once until now...kind of interesting really. Called a "clit-sucker."
"A what?" Rob asked once again standing up, walking over. "What's it do? He was still milking his prick, and the sound of his slickness was evident. Yet he stood there looking on, working his cock almost oblivious to what we all could so easily hear.
Jackie sighed briefly, watching her son, her cheeks were flushed with obvious arousal. "It's called a clit-sucker, it sucks your clit," Jackie said smiling pleasurably as she uncoiled the small tube attached to what looked like a small facemask. Except this she actually placed over her pussy lips. At the end of the tube was a small pump, which she then squeezed. "Watch," she told us all. Which we now did...the movie for the moment totally forgotten, even though you could hear Jackie and I in the background fucking away like mad. She squeezed the pump again, and then again. Chris's eyes widening as she did. Slowly but surely, we all watched as my wife's hard little clit seemed to grow, quite a bit in fact, filling the small little tube which had now suctioned itself around her pussy, drawing it in...in particular her clit.
"Holy shit! How's that feel mom?" Chris asked. "Doesn't it hurt? I mean...god, your clit's gotten so fucking big...stretched like that."
"Actually if you go slow...and adjust it to your own comfort level, it actually feels damn good. It supersensatizes your clit even more than it is already. At least mine it does. Then...when I've just let it sit here like that for a minute or two, and then use this...or even let daddy suck it, I have the most intense orgasms ever!"
"Wet ones?" Rob asked excitedly, causing everyone to laugh.



"Yes honey...really, really wet ones. Which I'm sure I'll have later. But not at this very moment. Now...go sit down, so we can all sit back, play a little...and watch the movie."
Once again reluctantly, Rob returned to his seat, Chris began teasing herself with her mother's rabbit, though periodically looking over at her as she sat there with the clit-sucker still attached doing its thing. "Work on your nipples too?" She asked.
"Matter of fact...it does yes. But frankly, your father does a much better job of it with his mouth," she told our daughter leaning over to kiss me on the cheek as I reached up, giving one of my wife's nipples a tender little pull.
"Oh yeah...that's what I mean, keep doing that," she told me. So I did.
A short time later the movie ended, though no one had as yet cum...and far from it, though the sexual excitement of the room was readily apparent. It had become more exciting at this point to actually gather around, watching one another...in particular the girls as they continued to experiment with the toys Jackie had brought down.
"Can I try that?" Chris asked as Jackie finally removed the clit-sucker, releasing the pressure.
"Yeah, but be careful with it...don't pump it up too fast or too much until you see how it feels and where you best like it," she cautioned her.
"Maybe you'd better show me," Chris suggested.
Rob and I shot knowing glances at one another, but said nary a word as we did. Perhaps not really thinking about it...Jackie quickly proceeded to place the small plastic see-through cup over her daughter's mound.
"Make sure your lips are tucked in on both sides, or it won't seal very well," she cautioned, and then checked, helping to make sure they were. I felt my cock throb, lurching excitedly all on its own as she did that.
"Like that?" Chris asked, looking down checking herself, tucking her sweet pink lips in just a little as Jackie once again gave her a quick look-over.
"Perfect," Jackie smiled. "Now...go ahead, give it a pump or two...see how it feels." Chris pumped it, her clit poking its hot little head up inside the tube just a little.
"Hmmm," she purred. "That's different."
"Comfortable? Doesn't hurt or pinch it?"
"No worse than the way Rob sucks it when he's licking me," she confessed. "About the same really...though sometimes I have to tell him to suck it a little harder too," she said looking over at her brother who now sat on the floor in front of us now, once again absentmindedly fondling his dick.
"Don't feel bad...your mother very often says the same thing to me," I told my son. And sometimes, she tells me just the opposite too. "Not too hard damn it!" I joked.
"I do not!" Jackie said in defense, though she knew I was only joking around when I said that. "As horny as you get me when you're going down on me...you could suck it off entirely, and I'd be in heaven!" she stated.
Chris sighed a bit more deeply, having given the pump another squeeze. Her clit now extending itself even further inside the tube than her mother had.
"Fuck...it's a tiny cock!" Rob observed leaning forward for a closer look.
"In a way yes," Jackie said chuckling.
"I could say...that you have a really big clit Rob!" Chris charged him. "You're always asking me if I've ever done anything with any of my girlfriends, or if I ever would...wondering if I'd enjoy sucking another woman's clit...while she sucked mine," Chris tossed out, though I think it was the heat and the excitement of the moment as to why she did so. Jackie and I locking eyes looking at one another briefly without comment.
Realizing what she'd just said perhaps, she blushed profusely, turning towards her mother. Jackie was doing the same looking at her.
"Have you?" she asked simply.
The one thing about Jackie was, I'd never known her to openly lie to anyone...especially the kids. She might evade the question, or not even answer it at all...but she never lie about something she'd been directly asked about.
"Yes...I have. But that's all I'm willing to admit to, at the moment," she told her. "We can talk about it later...but not right now."
"Hmm, naughty!" Chris chortled, causing her mother to blush even more. And then removed the clit sucker, her clit quickly slipping back in size a little, though she reached down, clasping it with her fingers. "Oooh, that is sensitive...in a good way!" She moaned. "Now...where the hells that rabbit?"
"I think I need something to drink," I said standing, actually wanting to change my observation, watching the two of them now sitting side by side. Each of them beautiful in their own unique way, and incredibly sensual looking, so uninhibitedly sitting there playing with themselves the way that they were. I poured myself a drink, walking around behind the couch, now looking down at them from above that way. One hand on my glass, the other on my dick, stroking.
"Hmm, I'm starting to get close with this thing," Chris moaned a bit deeper. She was letting her mother's toy pretty much do all the work, not even really fucking herself with it, as it rested just inside her pussy. The bands of small steel balls slowly rotating in opposite directions against one another, vibrating as well, while the "clit-tickler" on the rabbit she held pressed gently against her clit. "But what would really help push me over the edge here...is if someone was playing with my tits while I do this," she informed everyone. Looking towards her mother.
I was fairly certain it had been a direct request, but perhaps again side-stepping it with her, Jackie merely turned looking up towards me. "I'm sure your father would be more than happy to help you with that," she said as she sat working a slightly different vibrator in and out of her own pussy. "Wouldn't you dear?" She asked.
I had visions of us having another family discussion again at some point, but at the moment, I was only more than happy to reach over now clasping both of my daughter's breasts in hand, and begin caressing them, teasing them along with her nipples as she continued on, fucking herself with her mother's toy.
"Need some help too mom?" Rob asked anxiously, as she looked down at him on the floor. She laughed. "Sure...why not, like father...like son," she added simply. In a flash, Rob was standing next to me behind the couch as the two of us stood there, touching titty, watching the gals as they proceeded to masturbate towards pleasure, now urging one another on.
"God this is hot!" Chris exclaimed, her eyes looking a bit glazed now as she looked at her mother. "Oh fuck...I'm gonna come mom...I'm gonna cum!"
She didn't squirt this time, though she definitely got a lot more juicy. The sound of her liquid climax easily heard as she only now pummeled herself with the toy, truly fucking her cunt. Almost immediately upon seeing, and hearing her do that...Jackie came too. Tossing her head back against the headrest of the couch, Rob still holding onto her tits, watching, though the sexy whore in her now took over, crying out.
"Pull on them! Twist them baby...yank on my nipples for me!" She demanded. I was half expecting that. I knew that she came harder more forcefully whenever I did...though I knew when to do it unlike Rob. He quickly obeyed however doing just as she'd asked, and then came violently, thrashing, moaning, spanking her clit with the palm of her hand as she climaxed.
Rob and I stood looking at one another...grinning. Each of us still softly now, caressing the girls breasts until they had slowly come down from their intense, mutual orgasms.
"Whew...now I need a drink!" Jackie said standing up. Chris on the other hand still basking in her own Euphoria, the toy off now, though still buried deeply inside her where it for the moment remained.
"Ok..." Jackie said walking over handing me a fresh drink as well. "Now I think...it's our turn to watch you two!" With that, Chris opened her eyes, sitting up, suddenly awake and alert once again.
"Oh yeah...I do like seeing that," she stated. "I once watched Rob and a couple of his friends jerking off together a couple of months ago. That was fucking hot too!"
"When? Where?" Rob asked, genuinely surprised. "You did not! I didn't see you!"
She laughed. "Ah ha! Gotcha! So you really did do that didn't you!" She teased having tricked her brother into admitting that he had done that, when she'd obviously suspected it.
Suddenly, it was just like old times again, but with an interesting little twist.
"Listen, before we...I...do anything here. I am sort of curious about something else."
"What's that?" My wife asked answering me, though it was evident by the look she was giving Rob, she was still curious to hear more about what he'd said.
"Well, to be honest, I was sort of expecting to see whatever it was that the two of you went shopping for and picked up today."
"Yes well...about that," Jackie said looking at Chris. "We got those for another reason, though I told Chris that was something she and Rob needed to discuss first, and then come to you with. I'm not sure they have yet. Especially with everything that happened earlier on this evening," she added.
"No...we didn't, not really," Chris said looking over at her brother. "Only a little bit. But after what Rob told me about what you and he did today, I figured maybe you might consider it," she said. "So after I talked to mom...she said I'd better check with you first."
"About what?"
"We want to do a movie too daddy. Only not just Rob and I...you know? But all of us in it...together."
I looked over at Rob, he was hiding a smile. "Tell you what...let me think about it tonight, and we'll discuss it tomorrow. A bit late to do anything tonight now anyway. And I'd also like the chance to talk to mom on it some more as well. That sound ok with you two?" I asked including Rob now.
"That sounds fine daddy...tomorrow would probably be better anyway. Then mom and I can show our new sexy stuff off for both of you if you'd like. In the meantime...I think I'm ready to have a bit more fun again, watching you two."
"Ditto that," Jackie grinned giving me a mischievous look. "And I do think it's probably a good idea that your father and I chat about this a bit more before we finally decide if we're actually going to do that," she added. Though I couldn't help but wonder...if she wasn't so inclined to, why had they bought what they obviously did in the first place?
I knew better than to say anything though. Now, was definitely not the time. Especially when Jackie took my hand, and Chris then took Rob's leading us over to sit down beside one another there on the couch. The two of them then prostrated themselves there on the floor in front of us.
"Well?" Chris asked. "It's your turn!" she said.
"You heard your daughter...and you heard your sister," Jackie said first looking at me, and then at Rob. "Let's see some jerking off!"
To be continued...
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I felt, and then heard Jackie roll out of bed early in the morning, the sound of her feet as she headed into our private bathroom, the door closing behind her. I lay there for a moment, and then realized I couldn't wait for her. Needing to pee rather badly myself, I slipped out of bed and exited our room heading down the hall towards the other bathroom.
This one we called the "guest" bathroom, though it was situated between the kid's rooms, each one having their own access to it from either side. I entered, both doors closed of course leading into their rooms. I had my typical morning woody, or a partial one anyway as I lifted the toilet seat and stood there pointing my semi-erect dick towards the bowl. The fact that I'd walked down the hall in the nude was of no moment. After everything that had been going on around here lately, being caught in the nude no longer seemed to be of any real concern. Not that it had ever been in the first place, as again we had always taught the kids they were never to feel ashamed about their bodies. But I hadn't exactly just wandered about in the buff before either.
So absorbed in those very thoughts at the moment, still trying to mentally will my cock down enough to finally pee, I didn't hear the door to Chris's room opening as she stepped into the bathroom.
"Oh, sorry...I didn't know you were in here."
"I'll ah...be done in a minute," I told her, expecting her to leave as she'd entered the bathroom entirely naked as well. She didn't, simply standing there looking at me. Suddenly I was pee-shy. "It might be a bit longer than I thought...you ah...need to go real bad?" I asked wondering if now I should leave, or if my daughter would.
Silly as it might sound, it felt weird standing there with my dick in hand, and nothing happening. Chris had her eyes glued on my cock which didn't help matters much either.
"Not in any real hurry," she smiled still watching, though not going anywhere obviously. "You mind if I watch?" she then asked coyly. "Never really seen a guy do that before...not up close and personal anyway," she added.
"No...I guess not," I answered, closing my eyes and trying with all my will to force my bladder to finally begin to empty itself. Problem was, my dick was getting harder...not softer. The image of my daughter standing there in the doorway looking at me suddenly filling my head. I opened my eyes again. "Sorry...it's a...well, you know...hard to pee with a..."
"Boner?" Chris giggled. "Yeah...I can imagine it would be."
To make matters worse, she leaned against the door slowly lifting one arm over her head as though stretching. One leg coming up slightly, bent at the knee as she balanced it on tippy-toe. It was an obvious pose meant to tease, to titillate. And it was. Her long shoulder length hair fell lazily around her neck, like itchy fingers reaching towards her breasts. Following their lines, I looked over and realized just how hard and pointed the tips of her breasts were, nipples rock hard, areolas crinkled up with arousal, excitement.
"Fuck!" I said looking down at myself, hearing my daughter giggle.
"Having problems daddy?"
Once again I closed my eyes, straining, finally feeling the surge of release, an almost pleasurable one, finally begin to make its way up my shaft. And as it did, I felt the pressured release of my cock finally softening a bit allowing me to go. It was as though someone had poked it with a pin, though I was almost happy to be feeling and seeing that. Any longer, and I'd have had to soften it another way.
Finally I began to urinate, stepping closer towards the bowl so I didn't miss-direct my aim and cause yet another mess. As I did so, I caught movement out of the corner of my eye. Chris had stepped away from the door, closing the distance between us. She now stood beside me looking down at me as I peed.
"Can I hold it?" she asked.
"What?"
"Hold it? Always wanted to do that...see what it was like, you know...being a girl and all."
"I don't know Chris..." I began. To me, that was bordering on a sex-thing, or at least now it was anyway.
"Oh come on please? You're almost done already, just want to see what it might feel like if I had one and was able to pee that way."
I'd always had a hard time telling her no, especially when she pleaded with me in that little girl voice of hers.
"Please daddy? Please?"
"Ok, but watch what you're doing, don't make me piss on the floor or all over ourselves either," I cautioned her.
She reached over grasping my cock, taking over, carefully aiming it as I finally felt the last of my morning piss traveling up my urethra.
"So...do I shake it?" She asked as the final last dribbles emerged.
"Not quite yet," I told her. "You'll still flip it around too much if you do it too soon," I informed her, my nervousness at having allowed her to even do this at least causing my prick to wither fairly rapidly at this moment. It was now almost as soft as it had been the first time she'd knelt there actually watching it grow. "Ok, now you can," I told her.
She shook it, or rather wiggled it a bit, giggling.
"What?"
"That's funny," she giggled again, still shaking it. "It's...it's so wiggly. Amazing how it can do that, go from so hard...to so soft...so quickly, so...so wiggly." Once again she burst out laughing. "Maybe that's what I should call you from now on...Mr. Wiggly!"
"Great," I thought to myself. "Just what I want to be known by...Mr. Wiggly to my daughter."
The problem was, she was still holding onto it. Which in my mind...was now a "sex-thing" so I stepped back, forcing her to release me. Almost immediately she sat down however after first closing the lid, and then began to pee herself. When I'd stepped back, I had sandwiched myself against the shower, so it would take a small maneuver to get around her as she sat there.
"Don't go yet," she told me. "Now you can watch me pee."
Ok, it really was a little weird maybe, but she spread her legs just enough that I could see the stream of piss falling from her pussy, shooting into the bowl. The thing was however, even though she was peeing...it reminded me of when she actually climaxed, sort of the way she squirted when she did. Like a friggin yo-yo...my cock started hardening again as I stood there watching her pee.
It didn't go without notice either.
"Wow daddy! Your cock's getting all stiffy again!"
"Yeah well..." I said feeling a bit embarrassed, and now thinking that maybe it was finally time for me to leave here. And I would have, but that's when Chris propped one leg up on the bathtub effectively blocking my escape. But more importantly, also spreading herself wide open as her fingers now reached down, the tip of one finger now gently caressing her still semi-hidden clitoris.
"Watch me grow too," she giggled once again. "Watch my little girl boner emerge," she challenged me. "I always enjoy rubbing one out in the morning after I wake up," she now shared. "Nice way to start the day don't you think?" She continued tickling her clit, and my cock continued to sit there and grow. "Wanna join me?"
"I don't know Chris, I'm thinking your mom..."
"Might want to join you both?" she asked as the bathroom door suddenly opened. "I was wondering what was taking you so long...now I know."
**
"We were...I was just ah...I mean she, Chris...was ah," Jackie laughed.
"I have a pretty good idea," My wife said looking down at her daughter, and then up at me. "But, standing here, I have to admit...that does look like a bit of fun," she added.
I felt genuinely relieved as Jackie turned removing her bathrobe, hanging it on one of the hooks behind the door, suddenly she too was naked. She walked over now standing in front of Chris as she remained sitting on the toilet seat, legs still spread, and still stroking herself. I don't think she'd even missed a beat doing so the entire time. Now here we both were, my wife and I standing in front of one another, and in front of Chris, though she was sitting down.
"You know what would be really fun?" Chris asked.
"No...tell me," her mother said looking down. "Obviously...you have something in mind here."
"Well yeah...you might could say that, but I sorta need your ok before I do anything," she stated.
Already I had an idea as to what it was...and if I did.
"And what might that be?" Her mother asked.
"Well, I know that when Rob's let me masturbate my clit with his cock...it's felt really, really good. So...I was sort of thinking, especially as the two of you are already standing here, that maybe...you'd let me masturbate daddy's cock against your clit," she suggested hopefully.
"I don't know David...what do you think? Think something like that might be ok, and not too far out of bounds here? Or are we pushing things again?" My wife asked.
At this point, I was so fucking horny I'd have let Jackie's mother do it if she'd been sitting there asking the question. "It's...not that...big a stretch," I sort of allowed smiling a bit.
"Why doesn't that surprise me?" Jackie mused...and then giggled. "Ok baby...go ahead, tickle me with daddy's cock."
Jackie now spread her legs apart considerably, simultaneously reaching down with her hands spreading her pussy open even more. Almost at once, her hard thick precious little clit emerged all pink, shiny and swollen. Reaching over immediately, Chris grabbed my cock, forcing me as she did so to step forward a bit, now close enough that she could actually rub the head of my prick against her mother's cunt. As she did that, she continued to finger-fuck herself as well, watching, rubbing all three of us quite delightedly moaning and enjoying the experience together. It was rather fucking hot even if I did say so myself.
I always did love it when the horny hot naughty bitch came out in my wife, which it immediately did. "Oh fuck yes...that feels naughty good!" My wife purred. "That's it baby...that's it, rub mommies clitty with daddy's prick honey....nice and hard, nice and fast against it!" she urged. "Make daddy's big hard prick squirt all over mommy's clitty baby...make it all messy, juicy, slick with his fuck juice!"
I actually loved it when Jackie started talking with a "potty-mouth" as I called it, and had before felt so inclined to do so myself whenever she did. Up until now however, I'd actually refrained from doing so, more so because of the kids, though I'd already noticed once or twice, that Chris got nearly as vulgar in her own speaking once she too was aroused.
"I love making your cunt juicy mommy," Chris spoke. "Sitting here rubbing daddy's hard stiff prick against your wet creamy fuck hole, it's so juicy...so wet, so hot! I really do want to see daddy squirt all over this hard precious little clit of yours," she said escalating her own fingering which we could both hear as our daughter's juices obviously began to heighten her own pleasure. The sounds of her own slickness now easily heard as she finger-fucked herself breathing heavily, panting as she furiously rubbed my prick up and down, back and forth against her mother's cunt.
My resolve at remaining more controlled, more aloof was suddenly gone.
"Oh fuck! Fuck! Yes baby, rub it! Slap my cock against mom's cunt...beat her pussy with it baby! Slap that clit! Slap it! Slap it! Slap it!"
Although Jackie and I had certainly enjoyed a few simultaneous orgasms together in the past, I think this was an all time first, at least for me it was anyway, experiencing what now became a simultaneous three-way orgasm.
Chris triggered it essentially too, it became obvious that she was on the verge, her low-deep throated moan of release suddenly coming up from deep within her lungs. As she did, Jackie began to shake and quake, her own cry of pleasure suddenly added to that of our daughters, creating a harmonic symphony of orgasmic delight. Hearing the two of them, I felt the first liquid spurt of my cream suddenly explode from the tip of my cock, yelling out now as well. We all watched, felt, shuddering and crying out pleasurably as my sperm bathed my wife's cunt. Her own "gusher" suddenly occurring, like that proverbial faucet being turned on, the onrush and splash of her sweet nectar cascading downwards like a waterfall. It covered my cock, Chris's hand, everything. As Chris suddenly sat back a bit, opening her pussy even more with her own hands, actually releasing my dick. And though she'd already been in the throes of her own climax, she too began to spurt, that slick sticky sliver of girl-cream suddenly shooting out and up, joining her mother's, which continued to pour out from her. The floor now a wet slick mess, my wife's cunt dripping in sperm, her daughter's sweet sticky sauce, as well as her own.
The sound then of the other door opening as we all turned at once looking over towards it.
"I've fucking gotta start getting up earlier in the morning!" Rob said as he walked in.
**
As Jackie and I headed off to take a shower, Chris winked at the two of us as she led poor frustrated Rob into their shower. I didn't feel too terribly bad, he was after all in pretty good hands.
After we had all dressed again believe it or not, and finished up with breakfast, Jackie soon after drew me off to one side.
"I'm going out to run a quick errand. While I'm gone, set up the video cameras in the new den, I think for our movie...it might be fun doing it in that room later on."
I was a bit surprised at that, and curious as to where she was headed off to, but without another word as to what she was doing, she soon after headed out, but not before briefly speaking to the kids too. After she had, their faces lit up like Christmas trees, obviously whatever she'd just told them had them extremely excited.
"So...you two have agreed to do the movie with us huh?" Chris said grinning from ear to ear.
"Apparently so..." I responded in kind. "And that means, I have a bit of work to do."
For some time now I'd been working on the new den. We'd finished off the rest of the basement with the idea in mind that we'd move the old den into the new area we'd just finished. It was slightly smaller, but with the kids soon moving out, it would suit our purposes perfectly. The old den would then be transformed into a new workout area. Something that Jackie and I had both been wanting to do, complete with a nice-sized Jacuzzi, that we could also use for other things. Such as entertaining new friends perhaps. For now however, all that was in the new den was a fairly small couch, a couple of end tables, and four extra dining room chairs we'd stashed down there for safe-keeping, or for whenever we had additional company over for dinner and needed them. Beyond that, there wasn't very much yet as we were waiting to rearrange and move in the old furniture.
But, I could see Jackie's point, using that area would give us all plenty of room to maneuver in, and using both cameras at differing angles, we'd hopefully get some pretty interesting shots too.
Not at all surprised, Chris announced she was heading back upstairs to her room to "get ready" as she put it, meaning she'd no doubt spend the next hour or so primping herself for the evening to come, which was still quite a ways off yet. Rob volunteered to help me out, so we busied ourselves straightening up the new den. Luckily, it didn't need much cleaning or straightening as it was newly finished, though he and I sat rearranging the furniture just a bit, and actually had fun discussing the possible uses and placements of it. As an afterthought, we also hauled in the really nice air-bed we'd purchased in the event we had additional guests, and then blew that up, setting it off to one side, likewise making it up with fresh sheets and pillows. Neither one of us was too sure how that might actually come into play, but under the circumstances, having it available just might entice things into getting more interesting. Not that they weren't already.
"Well, I guess that's about all we can do until mom gets home," I stated. "Though I'm sure once she comes down to inspect the room, see what we've done with it...she might have a few ideas of her own she'd like to change or perhaps even add."
With that, I retired back into the current den to lose my mind in a pro football game along with Rob, which we were in the middle of when Jackie returned home. As I thought, she made a quick inspection of the new den, giving her approval, though we did move the couch against the wall rather than keeping it where it was at.
She wasn't surprised to hear that Chris was in her room getting ready for the evening, and informed me she was off to do the same. All Rob and I could do was sit around and wait for the appointed hour.
They both came down the stairs together, disappointed initially when we saw them as they both wore bathrobes tightly wrapped about themselves. The one highlight being, they'd put on makeup and looked as though they were dressed for a fancy evening. That at least gave hint that whatever they had on underneath, would no doubt compliment and enhance their appearance.
"You two go shower. When you're finished, you know where we'll be," my wife said.
It was probably the quickest shower I've ever taken, not beating Rob by any more than a couple of minutes either. He and I then went downstairs into the new den where the girls sat together on the couch, sipping a wine waiting for us.
I noticed as we walked in, one of the cameras showed a blinking light, Jackie had already been filming, making me wonder quite curiously what they'd been doing before we got there. But, my attention was refocused at once back on the girls, seeing how they were dressed, in their new incredibly sexy attire was in fact breathtaking.
As the saying goes...and in this case it was meant literally. They looked good enough to eat!
Jackie owned several sexy, and very revealing outfits, but this one surpassed any of those by a mile, as did my daughters. It was still sexy, sensual yes...but it was also meant to add a nice touch of slut to it as well, which they both did!
"Damn!" Rob said simply summing it all up in one word, punctuating that by removing his bathrobe, allowing it to drop on the floor where it lay. He was already hard as a rock, something I hadn't quite achieved myself yet, though standing there looking at the girls, it wouldn't take long either.
Jackie wore black, her preferred color. A sheer lace sort of thing though both breasts were totally revealed. Half cups cradling her breasts in a tight form-fitting corset, that looked a bit like the old-fashioned kind worn in many brothels years ago. Garters, stockings on each of them completed the picture, Chris wearing something quite similar though in red.
I don't know why it was, it's not like we hadn't seen and admired the girls tits before, but there was just something about the way the two of them were displayed sitting there the way they were. And then Chris spread her legs, she had crotchless panties on...as did her mom, each of them sitting there with a vibrator up deep inside their pussies. Now I had some sort of an idea as to what Jackie'd been filming.
My cock was now rock-hard, not even realizing it had gotten that way until my wife bid me over to stand beside her.
"Stand here...to the side, so the camera can see us," she stated, taking my cock in her mouth, just as Chris did to her brother. The two of us now like bookends on either side of the small couch, our dicks in the girls mouths, vibrators in their cunt's as we all stood there smiling at the camera.
After several minutes of some rather intense cock-sucking, it was then decided that Rob and I return the favor. With the girls still sitting side by side there on the couch, he and I knelt down on the floor in front of them both, in seconds, licking and sucking pussy like there was no tomorrow.



I had already turned on the second camera, which would give us more of a wide-angled view, covering most of the room. The first I had reset for periodic zoomed in shots on a self-timer every few minutes. There was no way of knowing what all I might get doing it that way, but I was still fairly confident we'd get some interesting close-ups when I went in and edited it all later.
For the next half an hour we delighted ourselves teasing and pleasing one another, and finally fucking, this time using the chairs as our main props. The girls using the back rest of each, facing one another, leaning forward for balance as I stepped behind my wife, with Rob doing the same thing to Chris. We fucked doggy-style facing one another grinning from ear to ear. The sight of my daughter's tits swinging to and fro as her brother thrust into her from behind was erotic as hell. And they were no doubt watching and enjoying the same thing from their vantage point while I fucked their mother from behind, slamming into her wildly now as she ground back against me taking me in.
And of course the wild naughty side of Jackie emerged too, which I'd been expecting, adding that extra spicy slut sauce to the whole affair.
"Fuck my pussy! Fuck my pussy you prick!" Jackie cried out, "Come on baby...ram it, fuck it...make me squirm you fucking bastard!" She screamed.
There was no doubt they were both getting close, simply by the looks in their eyes. I was fighting hard against doing so myself, not yet ready to nor wanting the first round at least to end already. But there had been more to all this than either Rob or I were aware of, when surprising us both, by some mutual prearranged signal or something, the girls suddenly stood announcing at once that he and I were to sit down.
Neither one of us dared to ask why...or what was going on, simply taking direction and sitting down on the two dining room chairs that they had placed together earlier on. I had briefly wondered about that earlier, but now it was obvious they'd had plans for them in the beginning as Rob and I took our seats.
"Ready for another shower?" Jackie asked, "Because I think you're both going to get one," she said her face about as wanton and lusty as I'd ever seen it...just short of that frenzied, almost scary look I'd only seen twice before.
But the big surprise came when the two of them stood before us, Chris in front of me...Jackie in front of our son. They began by squatting over us...not touching, and certainly not inserting anything, just simply rubbing their cunts. But each one doing so in such a way, there was no mistaking the intent here, or what was soon about to happen either.
Sure enough, only a few moments later, Chris's deep-throated signature climax erupted. Her pussy beginning to squirt, the thin streamer of her girl juice arching out of her pussy hitting my hard prick directly, splashing against it. Not to be outdone either, Jackie's own juicy climax began, not quite the water faucet this time, but wet enough that she splashed, not a continuous streamer like Chris was doing against me, more like gushed squirts that just exploded one after the other in rapid succession as Rob sat back enthralled, somewhat amazed and surprised as his mother came on him.
**
After everyone had collected themselves, and the girls had cleaned up a bit as I fixed us all something to drink, Jackie then wandered over towards the closet, opening the door and retrieving a small sack she had stashed there. Though curious, I didn't ask...I knew by the look on her face she'd soon explain it anyway, but there was another look too. A new one by the way I saw it. She looked hesitant, antsy...but there was no denying the fact she also looked determined too.
"I don't think that now is the time or the place to hold a more formal sit down and talk about it sort of discussion," she began. "But I have come to a personal decision about something. And after I tell you about that...I'm then going to show you and give you all something, and ask if you'd be willing to go along with it...mainly for me," she added.
It was obvious even Chris had no idea, this being something Jackie hadn't discussed or shared with her before hand. Though before she began, Jackie nodded at the cameras looking towards me. I walked over turning them both off, and the returned where I now sat on the couch again, sipping my drink and wondering like everyone...what she was about to reveal here.
"Maybe it's just me...and maybe I am being a bit too silly about this. But...I've come to accept and realize, I have enjoyed, and am enjoying the things we've all done and so recently shared with one another." No one spoke, no one dared too. Whatever it was that Jackie had to say, it was evidently important. "We've already done and experienced things I didn't think I'd allow myself to do, and like I said...it's not that I feel guilty about it, because I don't really. It's just me."
She suddenly reached down into the sack she was holding, and moments later withdrew four blindfolds along with four black silk scarves.
"I've made a decision. And if you're willing to indulge me this one simple request," she said now handing them out to everyone. "If you're all willing to wear these, and promise not to peek, or even talk much if you can...then after that, I say...we just sort of go for it."
It wasn't too surprising when no one had any objections, and if anything, the kids found the whole idea rather kinky and erotic, to now realize we'd all been given the go ahead to do whatever to whom, we felt like doing as it were. Jackie then instructed us to all walk over to the king-sized airbed that Rob and I had positioned earlier. She then ensured we were all properly blindfolded and unable to see as she finished securing our coverings. She then walked over and grabbed her own mask off the arm of the couch, returning a second or so later, and had me help her put on her own, which I did even though I couldn't see what I was doing. I felt however, ensuring myself that Jackie too was just as blind as the three of us were.
For whatever reasons my wife had in doing it this way, it turned out to be one of the most erotic, sensual encounters I have ever known. Perhaps being robbed of one of our senses added to it, I don't know. But I saw...and I think we all did, with our mind as well as by enhanced touch. We explored, played...experienced one another in ways I honestly didn't think were even possible. By the end of it all, the four of us were completely exhausted, spent beyond words. Several hours had in fact passed by now, and soon I could even hear the gentle sound of Rob's snoring. He had simply fallen asleep where he lay.
**
Jackie asked me to wait for a couple of days before we were to get together again and watch the bit of movie we had made. She wanted that time for everyone, to think about what we had done, how we felt about it, and seeking some assurance from one another. Which I believe we all did. If anything, the peace and calm around the house was better than it had ever been before.
"I told the kids we'd watch it first, edit out anything that looks dumb or simply didn't turn out well. And then we'd all sit down and watch it together," she stated.
Sitting down in the old den, I turned on the TV, popped the new made DVD in, and settled back on the couch with my wife. We'd caught some pretty good stuff as I knew we would, though there still wasn't as much of it as I would have liked, making a few notes along the way of things we would probably want to edit out. It was nearing the end of where I'd quit filming, and I reached over to grab the remote. Jackie stopped me however smiling. I looked at her questioningly.
"The shows not over with yet...if anything, it's just begun," she said winking. I looked at her in surprise, though I settled back into the couch once again. Now anxious to see the rest of it.
"Where are the kids?" I asked.
"Upstairs in Rob's room watching another movie," she stated.
"Oh? And which one is that?"
"Swiss Family Robinson," she said looking at me with a gleam in her eye.
"But...but that's..."
"I know...now shut up and watch the movie," she laughed, and reached over to begin unzipping my fly.
The end...
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Once upon a time, you actually went to a theatre to watch an adult, or X-rated movie. Not many exist anymore, certainly not where I live, though there used to be. Long before the advent or introduction of videocassettes even, about the only other way you saw or watched a dirty movie was on your father's 8mm reels. At least I did anyway.
At the time, there just so happened to be a theatre not too far away from where I lived. I'd been there a couple of times before, both times all by myself. Once in the middle of the day, a matinee as it were, which was a little strange even then. I was practically alone that first time. I remember counting heads, observing. As I recall, there was only one actual couple, sitting way up near the back, no doubt so they wouldn't be disturbed. She was the only female I could even see. A handful of single men scattered elsewhere, including myself.
The second time I went, I went much later in the evening. The place was considerably busier too with far more couples, though still evenly dispersed within the theatre, hoping for a bit of privacy themselves. Even then though, there always seemed to be a smattering of single guys, some sitting only a few seats over or away from many of these couples.
I hadn't exactly planned it, but I'd been one of those guys. Three seats off to my right sat just such a couple. I'd glanced at them only briefly when they came in, but had then gotten involved in the movie, as it was a pretty good one. Obviously aroused, I sat with my arousal well hidden within my pants and had no intention of doing anything about it until after I'd returned home again.
Such wasn't the case beside me, though it took a while for me to realize what was actually going on. When I did, I was torn between watching the movie on screen, and the real-live action taking place only a few seats away. It wasn't as obvious of course, but it was real...happening as I sat watching. The young woman dressed, or rather almost undressed in a long coat. She'd opened it just enough to reveal to me that she wore absolutely nothing on beneath it. Even then, I only got a partial view of one of her breasts as the man sitting next to her reached over and nonchalantly fondled it. She however, had her hand in his lap, and it was quite obvious by her movements what she was doing to him.
I honestly believe I returned home hornier because of that, than the movie itself. Especially when the woman once actually looked over and smiled at me, and then licked and cleaned off her sticky fingers while I watched. They soon left after that, even before the movie had ended, leaving me with a slick hard prick, one hell of a wet spot, and wishing that I had someone I could have enjoyed doing something like that with myself.
At the time however, I was in between girlfriends, with no real prospects on the horizon.
Four months later I had met someone and had been dating again for several weeks now. It had only been recently however that anything sexual had finally occurred between us. Though Cindy was certainly open-minded, just based on some of the fairly frank conversations we'd had, she wasn't in any hurry to jump into bed with me either. She preferred taking things slow, which we'd done. Giving me just enough, bits and pieces at a time that promised more as our relationship grew. So far though, my biggest accomplishment had been finally getting to play with her bare tits while sitting out in the front seat of my car. It wasn't much, but it was a lot more than I'd enjoyed in quite some time with anyone else.
Needless to say, it was because of that that I was quite surprised when just by chance we happened to be driving by that very same movie theatre on our way home from dinner one evening. The movie that was advertised and currently playing was one that for whatever reason, had been given a lot of notoriety and press. As such, the title was a fairly familiar one, even to those that didn't, or wouldn't actually go and see it.
I caught Cindy looking over towards it, reading the title as we slowly passed by.
"You ever been in there before?"
Her question surprised me, but I answered her truthfully. "A couple of times...yes."
My answer didn't surprise her. "So...what's it like?"
"What do you mean?" I asked not sure what she was alluding to. "It's an X-rated movie...you know, people doing it on camera."
"That's not quite what I meant," she laughed still looking back over her shoulder towards the theatre. "I'm not that naïve, I've seen a couple of stag films myself you know."
Her answer had surprised me however. "You have?" Once again she laughed turning back around in her seat.
"What I was wondering about...was inside, you know...I mean is it dirty? Are there weirdoes and freaks all sitting around wearing nothing but trench-coats?" Now it was my turn to laugh.
"I don't know...maybe, but no one I actually saw...if you don't count the one woman I did see in there, giving her husband, or boyfriend a hand-job just a few seats away from me the last time I went there," I shared with her.
"Seriously? You saw that? She really did?"
"Yeah, she did. But it's only the first time I've ever actually seen anything like that either, certainly no guys sitting there jerking off. Or at least if they were, they were a lot better at concealing it than she had been."
"When was that anyway?" She now asked. So I told her of the two times I had actually gone. That time in the afternoon when the place was all but deserted, and then the much later show, when for whatever reason, more people seemed to turn out. "The witching hour perhaps," I'd jokingly stated.
She was quiet after that for a few minutes, obviously thinking about it, though at the time I'd just assumed she was satisfied with my answer, satisfying her curiosity, and left it at that.
"You ever seen that one?" she suddenly asked.
"That one what?" I asked looking out through the car window, wondering what she meant. I'd honestly forgotten all about the conversation we'd been having a while ago, especially as it had been a while since we'd even spoken.
"You know what I mean. That movie."
"Oh, no...I haven't," I said easily enough, though I had in fact given some thought to actually seeing it a few days ago, but hadn't as yet found the time to do so, nor really had the inclination to actually go off and do it either.
"Would you take me?" She then asked. "I'd like to see what it's like...actually going into a theatre to see a dirty movie," she said blushing just a little.
"Ok, if you really want to, I will. When?"
"Tomorrow? I think I'd feel better about going to the matinee too," she told me.
"Ok, sounds like a plan...might be easier for you anyway, less chance of some 'weirdo' as you call them sitting down too closely next to us. And even if someone does, there's usually plenty enough room we can get up and relocate."
She smiled at that, obviously still thinking. "So...tell me about that couple again?" She asked, and then began unbuttoning her blouse. Thank god we were only a few streets away from reaching her place.
But even better than that, we ended up having sex for the first time that very night.
**
Admittedly, I was more than a bit aroused myself, especially after the night before. The sex we'd enjoyed had been wonderful, passionate, if not a little reserved. But I thought that was mainly due to the nervousness of it being our very first time together. Like the saying goes, "practice makes perfect," and after last night, I hoped we'd be putting in quite a bit of practice. Especially as Cindy it seemed, was just as turned on, as I was to actually be going off to see an X-rated movie together.
"How do I look?" She asked as I met her at the door. It was hard to tell, she was wearing a long trench coat for one thing, but she was also wearing what appeared to be a blonde wig and a bit more makeup that I was used to seeing her wear. She looked totally different to me, so I asked her why.
"Why the disguise? If you're that nervous about going..."
"Not nervous about going, it's just that should anyone I work with see me, and realize I took the day off to actually go and watch a dirty movie with someone, let's just say, it would be a bit hard to explain, especially as most of the people I work with, probably fuck in the dark," she added. "Anyway...you never answered my question."
"You look great!" I told her. Though I still hadn't seen what she actually had on, and then she opened her coat for me.
No...she wasn't naked, but she looked damn fucking hot nevertheless. Dressed in an almost too short black miniskirt, and fishnet stockings, which were the style at the time, along with a very tight fitting red blouse with the top three buttons undone, that gave hint at a very lacy red bra she was wearing beneath it not to mention tons of cleavage from her more than ample breasts.
"And now?"
"Sexy as hell," I answered taking her in, almost wishing we weren't going now... heading back into her bedroom instead.
"Thank you," she said leaning over to kiss me. "For that...you just might get something special during the movie," she said winking at me. "Provided no one is sitting next to us," she then added.
I made a mental note to myself to try and find us a row where no one else was sitting when we walked in, though being a matinee, and remembering the last time, I was fairly confident we'd be able to manage to do that too.
Not too surprisingly, it wasn't much different than the time before when I'd gone there in the afternoon, except the only couple there, happened to be us. Once again only a handful of people were scattered throughout the theatre, though there was one surprise, two men seated together on the last row where I'd have preferred going with Cindy. She however led us both down towards the middle, though choosing an aisle seat on the right side section rather than actually in the middle. And though the angle in which to watch the movie wasn't my first choice, I wasn't about to argue with her over it either.
I almost laughed when she hunched down in her seat, more or less shielding her face, though taking sneak-peeks about looking around. The lights were low even, as they generally always were. But still she seemed a bit anxious and nervous as she hurriedly scanned anyone new coming in.
As I'd hoped, no one even came near us, nor sat behind us either as we patiently waited for the first feature to start.
It was a rather hot one when it did. Not long afterwards either, I felt Cindy reaching over, giving the very noticeable bulge in my slacks a little caress. She then surprised me, unzipping my fly reaching in. Luckily for me, I'd had the foresight, or the hope perhaps that something like this might happen, so I'd not worn any underwear beneath them. She giggled quietly upon discovering that.
"Don't put it away...I'll be right back, though it might be a little while," she told me secretively.
When we'd first entered, she'd made a point of locating the women's toilet before we'd gone inside, inspecting it even. We'd soon after taken our seats, but now she found the need to go by the looks of it. Though it felt odd sitting there with my hard cock sticking out, though no one was anywhere's nearby who'd have been able to see it. I found myself sitting there stroking it a little too, keeping it hard as I got somewhat absorbed in the movie, almost jumping when I felt a presence enter the isle, looking up as Cindy slid in next to me taking her seat. Almost immediately she leaned over however and before I knew it, her mouth drew me in. I glanced around, but no one seemed to be looking in our direction, like me moments ago, too focused on the action taking place on the big screen. I'd been expecting a hand job of course by now, after the way she'd left me. But I certainly hadn't been expecting this. Not only that, as I glanced down, I also saw her coat was wide open. She was naked beneath it! Reaching over, I wrapped my hand around one of her breasts, caressing it, enjoying the sensation of her hard little nipple as I palmed it, pinching it a little. She mewled pleasurably around my cock, sucking it harder in fact. I groaned, not really meaning to be quite so loud, once again worriedly glancing about. But the only person that appeared to have maybe heard anything was a couple of rows further down in front of us. He did look off to one side and behind him, but not directly behind where we were before turning around again. I decided I needed to be a bit more quiet, though it was damn fucking hard as good as Cindy was working my cock. And the way she was working it left no doubt in my mind either, she wanted me to come. Wanted me to spunk in her mouth, as there was no other place it was obviously going to go by the looks of it either.
I was still kneading one of those gorgeous tits when I felt the sperm in my balls release, seconds later filling Cindy's mouth with a rather copious load of my jisim. She took what she could, sucking me down, but it became quickly obvious that there was a hell of a lot more of it than she'd been expecting. Suddenly she stood once again, slipping past me heading back up the aisle towards the restrooms. I wondered briefly if I shouldn't follow, make sure she was ok. But the truth of the matter was, I was still a bit weak in the knees, still trying to collect myself, just managing to put my slowly dwindling, slightly still hard cock away.
And then suddenly she was back, sliding into her seat again.
Once again she opened her coat showing me she was still naked beneath it.
"Surprised?"
"That's putting it mildly," I told her, once again reaching over to fondle her breast.
"Oh...you put it away!" She whispered quietly, obviously disappointed. "I thought you'd leave it out for me, unless you'd rather I didn't jerk you off," she said still sounding a bit surprised that I had. The moment she said that however, she quickly drew her coat back together, effectively hiding her nudity, and forcing my still groping hand away. And then I felt it...someone passing by us pausing for a moment, and then continuing on forward. Once again, the same guy I'd seen earlier turned, looking over.
There was a blonde standing next to him in the aisle, wearing a long, very similar looking coat to the one Cindy had on. She stopped, looking back up towards us. We locked eyes, she looked down, and then back, and then laughed.
I noticed by his profile, he too was wearing a short-cropped beard similar to my own, our hair styles likewise the same.
"What?" Cindy said sounding confused, noticing the woman laughing, looking back towards us, which by now had garnered a few other people's attentions.
"I think maybe we should go," I said urging Cindy to follow, standing up.
"Why?" she said worriedly, following.
"Because I think I sort of know that woman, and under the circumstances, it might be a good idea if we were to leave."
Seconds later we had left the movie, hurrying towards the car.
"Well, that was certainly an interesting experience wasn't it?" Cindy said still sounding a bit confused by our sudden departure.
"Yeah, you might could say that," I said grinning at her. "Now...why don't we go back to your place and see if we can't pick up where we left off," I suggested.
Only then did she smile.
"Yeah...I'd like that. But even more importantly, I'll like taking off this wig too, becoming myself once again."
I couldn't have agreed with her more.
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As I'd been prone to do lately, I was up late again surfing the web, enjoying a few of my favorite erotic web sites. I'd just finished my quarterly exams and was looking forward to Spring Break, though unlike a lot of my college buddies, I couldn't afford to go anywhere. Still, it meant a bit of time off to sit back, relax...even sleep in. Which was one of the reasons I happened to be up this late.
It was naughty time.
I glanced at the clock on the wall in my bedroom, it was just then 10:50 p.m.
"Ten more minutes and she should be on line," I said to myself, already becoming aroused just thinking about it. About her.
Though I still lived at home, primarily for financial reasons, my parents had basically created an apartment of my own downstairs. I had a small kitchenette, though I rarely if ever used it. My own fairly large bedroom with a small sitting room within. I of course had my own shower as well, and all the amenities that made it feel just like an apartment. Even mom and dad knocked on the downstairs door waiting to be invited in before actually doing so. For the time being at least, I had plenty of privacy and space to spread out in. After I graduated, a year or so from now, I hoped that with a decent paying job that I'd finally get out and move into a place of my own.
But for now, I paid my folks rent, which they were most grateful for, and it didn't cost me an arm and a leg doing that, and putting myself through school either.
The one really downside to all of this had been the fact I didn't have a decent set of wheels at the time. Close enough to the University, I took other transportation, rode my old bike, or occasionally borrowed mom and dad's car whenever they didn't need to use it. Unfortunately, it was a luxury I couldn't afford at the moment, though that too I was working towards. But...not having transportation also made dating a lot harder to do to. And that was one of the main reasons I currently wasn't seeing or dating anyone, besides my own hand.
And it's not like I was a nerdy, or a geeky looking guy either. Reasonably attractive, or so I'd been told anyway. Though I certainly wasn't a jock, or worked out every day either. Still, I'd had my fair share of attractive women myself, and until lately anyway, I hadn't had any complaints in the bedroom department either.
But the fact was, because of all this, I had turned towards the Internet for my sexual release and amusement. And it had been while doing that, that I'd signed onto a website were couples met, chatted, got to know one another (very often intimately) and on occasion, sometimes even met. So far, nothing like that had been offered up, but I had been enjoying a few steamy chat-room sessions with what I knew to be an older woman. The only name I knew her by was her sign-on, which happened to be "Naughty Time".
Yeah, now I know...I'd heard it all before. That maybe some of these people claiming to be women, were in fact actually men. And in the beginning, I'd been nervous about that a little. But over time, several weeks now in fact, after getting to know "her" and some of the things we'd discussed, shared, I was ninety-nine percent sure she was in fact who she said she was. And as such, had begun loosening myself up a little. It had been a very slow and gradual thing with us too, another reason I was fairly confident that it really was a she, and not a he. Had it been otherwise, I seriously doubted it would have taken us this long to actually start talking about, or discussing sex. Something we'd only just really gotten into doing, not counting last night of course. Our last chat in fact the night before had gotten pretty hot and steamy. So much so, I had actually jerked off while talking to her, and according to what she'd shared and told me, so had she. Needless to say I was looking forward to another hot "naughty" erotic session with her again tonight.
I had already logged on to the website, just waiting. In the meantime browsing a few other websites, looking at porn, watching a few videos, and arousing myself. Mom and dad had retired to bed quite some time ago, so I knew there was virtually no chance either one of them would find any reason to come downstairs and disturb me. As such, I was now sitting there naked, stroking and fondling my hard cock in anticipation of her soon signing on. When I heard the "ping" of an instant message waiting for me, I immediately brought it up in order to read it. Sure enough...it was her.
Naughty time: "I'm horny....you?"
My online screen name was "Home Alone," maybe it wasn't too sexy, or very original, but it was the best I'd been able to come up with on short notice when I'd signed on the first time.
Home Alone: "Very. Hard as a rock now!"
She responded back with an LOL, along with an EWG, then adding..."Wish I could see that."
I did have a web cam, and wondered if she did. So I sent her the message telling her I had one, and that if she really did want to see me, I'd turn it on for her. Her response back wasn't nearly as quick as they usually were, and I wondered for a moment if maybe I'd been wrong about her all along. Maybe "she" wasn't a she at all...but really a guy after all. To my relief however, she responded back moments later.
Naughty Time: "I have one too. But to be honest, I've never used it," she told me. "I have to be careful...can't show you my face. Sorry. But if you can accept that...then I'll turn it on for you."
I felt genuinely relieved. If she was willing to do that at least, then she really was for real. I responded back.
"Agreed. No faces...just naughty bits, how's that sound?"
"Sounds perfect, I'm looking forward to it," and then, "Wait one."
Seconds later I got a prompt from her, inviting me to view her web cam. I likewise connected, doing the same, turning my own web-cam on, quickly adjusting it so that it was totally focused on my hard erect cock. Which is about all she could see as it basically filled the screen.
"Wow! You're big!" she typed, as the image of her came up, likewise filling in the view I now had of her, which was two fairly good-sized breasts sitting there staring at me, which is about all I could see of her too. But it was good enough in anyone's book. She had great looking tits, and especially as she was obviously much older than I. No, they weren't firm perky breasts of some twenty-something, but that wasn't what I was interested in either. I'd always been partial to older women for some odd reason. So seeing these mature full breasts that tended to rest against her ribcage a bit more than they might on a much younger woman, was still more alluring to me and sensual than anyone else's I had seen. It was also the main reason I tended to browse the "older mature" photo and video sites, not to mention setting up the filter on the website when I joined, inviting mature older women who'd like to chat to contact me as opposed to letting just any woman at any age do so.
"I love your 'tits'," I typed, remembering. She had told me a few days ago, she liked the more obscene, decadent sounding words whenever she was aroused. "Breasts where what woman called one another's," she'd told me. "But tits...was a naughty word, which she preferred using whenever discussing them, or talking about sexual matters regarding them. Boobs was for young girls, tits were for mature, horny women.
"I like your prick," she'd responded back. She liked the word cock too, but she said it was almost used too much, and thus had slightly lessened the erotic sensuality of describing a man's member, though she liked that word too, over cock. Penis of course was too clinical, whereas prick at least, had a naughty feel and sound to it, according to her anyway.
"I'd like my prick between your tits," I had typed back. "I bet it would feel heavenly, fucking them, squirting my juice between them."
"It would feel heavenly for me, jacking you off with them too," she responded back, and then adding. "I am so fucking wet just thinking about it. Wish you could hear the sounds my fingers are making inside my pussy while I'm sitting here playing with myself."
Maybe I couldn't hear her, but I could sure see how wet she was. And she could likewise see how juicy I was getting too as I squeezed my dick, a fat juicy dollop of precum oozing out of the tip which I quickly gathered up with my finger, smearing it around the head of my cock.
"Oh, I wish I was doing that," she said, the camera now pointing further down at her pussy, showing me a nice close up of her cunt, her lips glistening with juice, her fingers now taunting her hard extended little clit as she captured it, pinching it and showing it to me.
"I wish I was licking you too," I told her. I'd love to be sucking that hard amazing clit of yours," I said stroking my cock for her, showing her just how fucking hard I really was.
"I want to watch you cum, see you squirt," she told me. "Will you do that for me baby? Cum for me? Cum hard? Give me a big messy, juicy squirt?"
Just watching her as she fingered herself, playing with her clit, suddenly slapping it a bit with her hand was enough to get me off. I quickly typed "soon" that was all, and then sat back away from the keyboard just enough so she could watch it, watch me, without squirting all over my monitor or keyboard. I then watched as she did the same, giving me more of an exceptional view of her magnificent tits, and pussy at the same time. The moment she did that, I felt the tightening in my balls, the churning surge as my come raced up the length of my shaft. I quit stroking it, though only long enough to momentarily fight against the onslaught, forcing it to erupt by itself, making the orgasm even more intense before helping it along.
"Oh fuck!" I cried out, wishing she could hear it, hear me crying out my pleasure, my joy...my excitement. But I did see it.
Staring at my monitor, I watched her as well. Watched her hand as it came up to clasp one of her breasts. Her fingers forcefully pulling on her nipple now, stretching it out, thus lifting her breast as she did. Her other hand a blur on screen, almost too fast for the web-cam to capture as she obviously frigged her own clit violently. It was a pure joy to watch, watching her cum, seconds later a surge of clear juice emerging from her cunt, surprising me a little, yet exciting me beyond measure.
I continued to spurt, though the orgasm itself was now lessening. No longer the ropes of sperm shooting out of the end of my prick, but continuing to ooze, running down the sides of my shaft and onto my hands where I continued to milk my prick, forcing out each and every last drop of my spending.
"God I wish I could clean you off, lick it all up...suck you down," she typed. "That felt so good...watching you, watching you cum just as I did."
"That really was amazing, seeing you cum too, actually seeing you. Do you always squirt like that?" I had to ask.
She gave me another LOL. "Not always, but usually when I am exceedingly horny, like I was tonight," she said.
"Do you enjoy being horny?" I now asked. "I mean...do you enjoy arousing yourself during the day?"
"Sometimes," she confessed. "I do...why?"
"Because I'd love it if you'd do something for me," I asked her.
"What?"
"Do you own a vibrator?"
"No, I don't. My husband, or rather my ex-husband I mean, would have killed me if he ever caught me using one," she said. "So I never did bother to get one, even now," she added. I had wondered about that, an inadvertent slip perhaps...but I didn't pursue it. "I have used other things though," she said giving me another LOL. "Why do you ask?"
The thought of that gave me another idea, even more wicked than the one I'd been toying with.
"Ever used a banana? Cucumber? Zucchini?"
"Naughty boy," she then said. And then said, "Yes. What do you want me to do?"
"Wear it...all day if you can, put one of those up inside yourself, hold it in with a pair of panties...and then tomorrow night, sitting here, show me...use it on yourself and come for me with it."
"OMG!" She responded back...hesitating for a moment while she thought about it before typing anything more. "OK, I will...but then, you're going to have to do something special for me too!" She said.
"I will, I promise," I told her.
We signed off after that, it was late, now nearing one in the morning. At least I could sleep in a little, though I did have plans to go grocery shopping sometime during the day. Beyond that, I only had time to myself. Time to fantasize, time to imagine...and time to wonder what "Naughty Time" was feeling while doing all that.
I was already anxious for tomorrow night.
**
When I finally got up and came upstairs, mom had just gotten home from dropping dad off at the airport. He'd be out of town on business for a few days, or so he said anyway. For several years now their marriage had been one of convenience more than anything I think. I couldn't even for the life of me imagine them still having sex either, though they still must have from time to time, whenever dad got horny...or wasn't scheduled to be out of town. And I honestly felt sorry for her, it wasn't like mom still wasn't attractive, because she was. Sure, she wasn't exactly svelte, had put on a few more pounds than she would have liked, and even had a bit of grey hair now intermingled with her reddish brown. But all in all...I still found her to be an attractive woman, even if she was my own mother, and had told her so.
She blushed at the comment, trying to pass it off, ignoring me. "Sit down...eat, and don't dawdle too long doing it. I need to get to the grocery store, we're just about out of everything."
I had assumed we'd be going later, but now she seemed to be in a bit of a rush, so I hurriedly ate, and then ran back downstairs to dress. She was waiting for me almost impatiently at the door when I came back up, but at least she was smiling at me when I arrived.
The moment we got to the store, she headed over to the produce aisle. A bit out of the norm perhaps, as usually we started at the other end, and then ended up there. But today obviously she'd decided to go there first, so I followed her, pushing along with the cart. I stood patiently waiting while she picked up a bunch of semi-ripened bananas, tossing them into the cart before moving along, next stopping where the cucumbers were displayed. She picked several examining them putting a couple of them back, picking others, finally selecting two. She then moved on, locating the Zucchini, where the entire process was repeated again.
"What are we having for dinner?" I asked.
"Oh, I thought perhaps we'd have a nice tossed green salad tonight. It would be nice not having to cook a big meal for a change. Been a while since we've had something good and wholesome don't you think?" She was right about that. Dad had always been a meat and potatoes kind of guy, so it was rare that we had anything much different than that. Admittedly, I was now sort of looking forward to that myself.
"I'll help you cut everything up later, maybe we can relax, have a glass of wine, maybe even watch a movie together," I suggested.
"I'd like that, but...the fact of the matter is, your aunts coming over pretty soon. She's planning on having dinner with us. She knows Harold will be out of town for a few days, and you know how much she dislikes visiting whenever he's here. Hope you don't mind," she told me.
"Oh no, not at all, I like Aunt Kathy, she reminds me of you a lot," I said. "Too bad the two of you don't spend a lot more time together as it is."
"Besides, wouldn't you rather be going out...with a girl perhaps, instead of hanging around here all evening with two old ladies?"
"For one, you two aren't old, Kathy's what, one? Two years older than you?"
"Yeah, but she looks ten years younger than I do!" Mom quipped.
"No she doesn't. But she's also a lot more independent and outgoing that you are too mom. Ever since she left Uncle Fred years ago, she's been much happier, far more content, just like you used to be. Maybe, some of that will rub off on you," I hinted without coming right out and saying it. But I could see by the look in mom's eyes, she got my meaning.
"Never mind that, we need to finish up here and get home again. I still have a few more chores to do!"
We soon after finished our shopping, and then rolled out several bags of groceries out to the car. "Here, you put these in the trunk, she said handing me the keys to open it, taking a few of the smaller bags, mostly the fruits and vegetables we had purchased, and began putting those into the back seat. As she leaned in doing that, just as I began lifting out the other bags, I caught a nice view of her legs. It wasn't often than mom actually wore a dress, or even a skirt, but she was doing so today, and once again it reminded me of how nice she looked.
"You know mom, you really should wear a dress more often, you really do have great legs you know!"
"Thank you," she blushed. "I'm glad you still think so, not sure your father does, he rarely even notices me anymore," she said looking a bit sad-eyed.
"Yeah, I know," I offered turning to put away the rest of the groceries as she all but climbed in to the back seat for a moment, before reemerging to sit back up in front with me as we drove home in order to put everything away.
We soon after began doing that, standing side by side in the kitchen while mom handed me stuff, which I then put away. Including the somewhat green bananas that I placed in the bowl on the kitchen table.
"Wasn't there five of these?" I then asked, seeing that one of them appeared to be missing.
"No...I don't think so, I'm pretty sure I only purchased four," she told me. "Or perhaps, one of them broke off and dropped someplace."
"Maybe in the car, in the back seat," I suggested. "I'll go out and look for it later just in case it did."
Mom just smiled at me nodding her head, and then informed me she had other things to do, and that I could run along back to my room if I wanted to. Which I was grateful to do, wanting to spend some more alone time, browsing the net, getting myself good and aroused for this evening, just as I hoped "Naughty Time" would be doing.
**
I'd gotten so involved in browsing the net, in particular one site where all the women posting personal photos on it were considered "mature", that I didn't hear the quick brief knock on my door for a second. By then, my Aunt Kathy having made her presence known, simply opened the door walking in.
Unlike mom and dad, she didn't stand there and wait to be invited inside, especially as I hadn't locked the door. Thank god I wasn't naked. Bad enough I had to hurriedly shut down the screen. Worse, that I was sitting there with an erection, having to wait just for a second as she closed the distance between us coming over to give me a hug. Only then did I stand when she was close enough that she wouldn't have seen the tent I'd created in my jeans. I hugged her, bowing in the middle just a bit to ensure that I wasn't pressing anything against her that would give away my predicament.
"Studying?" She asked.
I doubt she had seen anything, though I know I looked flush in the face by the time she had reached me. I could feel it.
"No, not really. Spring break," I said lamely sitting down again, inviting her to do so as well, though she sat down on the corner of my bed when she did.
"And you're spending it here?" She asked surprised that I would be. "You should be out chasing a few bikini clad girls rather than wasting your time hanging around here!" She said exasperatedly.
I don't know why I said it, but I did. Maybe it was because I was after all still damn fucking horny sitting there. But my Aunt Kathy, ever since her divorce, had tended to wear somewhat revealing clothing. She might have been sixty-one, but I'm here to tell you, she looked a hell of a lot sexier than most women my age did. Like mom, she too had a nice set of breasts, though she tended to let them "hint" at you a bit more than mom ever would. Even now, the blouse she was wearing had one more button undone on it than most women would feel appropriate wearing that way. As such, when she leaned forward even a little bit, you caught a glimpse of her well rounded, smooth orbs peeking out at you, along with a bit of lacy edge to her bra as she also tended to wear far more sexier one's than was also otherwise normal. I'd even seen her go without one before when she'd worn cashmere pullover sweaters and such in times past.



"I'm not really into young women, or even a lot of women my own age," I informed her. "So it's obviously a bit more difficult for me, finding someone a bit older who is interested in any kind of a long-term, more formal, or even intimate relationship with someone like me."
I saw my Aunt's eyes suddenly turn into saucers at the revelation, along with a hidden smile on her face that she'd allowed herself to show.
"I see," she mused. "Well...let me say this, I for one would find someone like you a blessing in disguise," she chuckled. "Not many women my age, or your mother's age, are lucky enough to even consider having a younger man for a companion, or lover. Usually, it's the other way around, which is why I'm no longer married to Fred," she laughed finally standing up. "Anyway, I just thought I'd come down and say hello. Your mom and I are putting dinner together here shortly, we'll call you up when it's ready," she turned heading towards the door, once again stopping, looking back and smiling at me. "You can bring your naughty pictures back up if you'd like," she laughed. "Though I would have been interested in seeing them as well," she added, and then left before I could comment on what she'd just said.
**
Dinner was a delight. Not only because of the fair we'd been eating lately, but because my mother was acting far more animate than she'd been lately. Laughing, telling off-colored jokes even with me there, and generally having a really good time. I had my Aunt Kathy to thank for that though, somehow she always did bring the best out in mom whenever the two of them where together. Though I also attributed part of her more relaxed attitude towards the two bottles of wine we'd already managed to polish off. Even then, there seemed to be a bit more going on as well, which they'd obviously, and somewhat secretively kept from me. I'd caught them more than once leaning over, whispering, giggling like school girls over a dirty secret, laughing openly about whatever it was, and then hushing one another if I got too close, or too curious about what it was that had been said.
At least they were obviously having fun, and I just assumed they were no doubt making and sharing rude comments about dad, or possibly old Uncle Fred. There was one very strange thing however, that I almost didn't see, which had thrown both mom and Aunt Kathy into fits of giggles afterwards, though they both refused to tell me what had happened, or why they had.
I was just bringing in the last of the dinner dishes from the dining room table when I walked into the kitchen, mom spun around towards me faster than you could blink an eye. She and my Aunt standing at the sink washing and drying the dishes, or so it appeared anyway. When I walked in. For the briefest of moments, as she spun, it was clearly obvious that the back of her sundress had been hiked up. My Aunt's hand just then pulling away as mom spun around. It came down of course, immediately as she accepted the last of the now empty wine glasses from me.
"Thank you," she nearly burst out laughing, her face beet red handing off the glasses to my aunt, and then almost as quickly collapsing down into one of the nearby kitchen chairs.
"Are you ok?" I asked worriedly having watched her do that.
"I'm fine," she still giggled as Kathy too stood at the sink likewise chuckling to herself. I figured then it had to be the wine, and since mom really wasn't much of a drinker, it had gotten to her pretty quickly, even though we'd just eaten. Still that didn't account for the reason my Aunt had had her hand on my mom's ass, though I then figured it was just the two of them fooling around, annoying one another the way they must have done when growing up together.
Having finished up with everything, I then turned to leave the two of them alone, let them get back to their own silliness. Which is when I looked over towards the fruit bowl only to discover that two of the bananas I had put there this morning were gone. That in and of itself wouldn't have been odd...but the fact they weren't quite ripe yet, and now missing...was.
I headed back down the stairs to my room without saying a word, though still trying to puzzle it all out. And then I laughed. "No way!" Mom would certainly never do anything like that...maybe my Aunt Kathy would, though it was possible she had coaxed, or convinced her into doing something like that. But once again, I was more inclined to think I was allowing my own wild imagination to run away with me than consider the other possibility as realistic. Especially as I myself had suggested something similar to "Naughty Time," asking her to use some sort of fruit on herself for me. Still, stranger things had happened, and whenever those two got together, that was usually the case. Even so, I still couldn't quite imagine or accept that as being very logical, and assumed there had to be another explanation for the two missing bananas.
When I reached my room I glanced at the clock, I still had three hours to go before hopefully, "Naughty Time" would be on line again. Mom said they'd call me again when coffee was ready, which would be served along with some pie that we'd also picked up at the store for dissert. That would maybe kill another hour at least, after which, I'd feign being tired, and say my goodnights, and then retire back to my room for the night. A short time later I heard my Aunt Kathy knocking on my door again, this time seemingly waiting to be invited in, which I did.
"Come on in!" I called out having immediately and safely closed down my browser, so that now a game appeared instead, which looked like I'd been playing as Kathy opened the door walking in. She immediately glanced over, somewhat surprised to see that perhaps, expecting something else.
The thing I noticed however, was that she'd changed since the last time I'd seen her standing in the kitchen. It wasn't exactly a nightgown, or something too terribly revealing or even sexy...and yet it still was. Mainly because of who was wearing it, and especially this early in the evening still. What she had on was a thin breast hugging satin like beige colored camisole that did little if anything to hide the contours or fullness of my Aunt's magnificent full breasts. Even the shadow of her dark colored nipples could be seen, not to mention the hard tipped little points pressing against the clingy material. The bottoms where comfortable looking full boxer types, giving her the appearance of modesty in a sense, yet simultaneously hinting at sexiness, especially the way she looked while wearing them.
"Coffee and deserts ready," she announced taking notice of the fact I was staring at her. "You like?" She suddenly added seeing the look in my face. "Just got it today, thought I'd put it on and show your mother, damn fucking comfortable," she added.
That did make me laugh, and likewise helped me to close my mouth again, which I only then realized was hanging open. That was a word I'd never once heard mom use, and had never heard my Aunt Kathy use it around mom either, though it wasn't the first, and no doubt the last time she'd use it around me.
"Looks like it would be," I finally said finding my voice, only then tearing my eyes away from those sensual peeking nipples poking out at me. "You look great in it Aunt Kathy," I told her sincerely, though once again feeling my face flushing a little.
"You're just saying that because I happen to be one of those older women you enjoy jerking off too," she then said.
I figured it was the wine talking, though she had in the past teased and messed around with me like that before, though perhaps not to such an intimate extent as she just had. The thing was however, I had also in the past entertained one or two fantasies regarding my own Aunt, masturbating furiously, conjuring up impossible scenarios while getting my rocks off. But never before, even with the way she most normally dressed, had I been given quite this much of a view, or a hint as to how those breasts of hers really looked, let alone anything else.
But...being as horny I now was, obviously looking forward to later, seeing my Aunt dressed as she was, standing there in front of me, and using the wine as an excuse perhaps to take advantage of the situation, I decided to fight back, at least for the naughty fun of it anyway.
"Well, if half the women looked as good as you do right now, I'd probably be doing that a lot more often!" I responded back, surprised at myself for doing so, though she seemed to take it in stride, responding back.
"So you think I'm good enough to be jerk off material huh?" she quipped, and I swear her nipples seemed to grow some having just said that, though maybe it was the way she suddenly stretched her arms up over her head, purposely causing them to do so which did it. Either way, I was suddenly hard as a rock sitting here, which she then pointedly looked down towards. "Please don't tell me you got that playing a game. No way could it already be that hard in just the few seconds that I've been standing here."
Now that comment floored me. It was one thing to hint, suggest, even to tease about perhaps. But now she was staring directly down at my crotch, and making no bones about the fact that she was, or that she could clearly see my arousal. And the fact there was no point in trying to cover it up, or hide it was obvious. I clearly was.
"You caught me," I said instead. "No...admittedly Kath," I said using the shortened version of my Aunt's name, which I sometimes did whenever we'd spoken less formally, even more intimate in the past when I'd come to her with some question or concern as I long ago used to do. "I was indeed looking at a few sites just before you came down. Don't want to embarrass anyone having them walking in...seeing what I've been looking at."
"Show me," she then said walking over to lean over my shoulder. "I'm curious...and interested," she then added very seriously.
I couldn't believe I was actually showing her, but I quickly killed my dummy game, and brought up the page I'd been on once again. Her eyes widened a little when I did. There was an entire page of them, older women. Some of them just posing alone, though obviously touching themselves. Others...very much involved in some decadent, obscene sex-act, most of which were with younger men, not too unlike myself.
"Wow!" She said. "So do you belong to the site? Or is it free?" she asked.
"It's free...though you do have to sign up and then enter a screen name to log on," I informed her.
She reached over my shoulder placing her hand on my mouse. As she did, I felt the soft press of her left breast pushing against me. I didn't pull away, holding still, enjoying the sensation as she clicked on a particular photo, enlarging it. I looked over, holding my breath. The woman in the image looked quite a bit like my aunt, though perhaps even more like my mother. She was kneeling there holding her fairly large breasts together, the young man standing in front of her...squirting. His discharge of semen perfectly caught in mid-air as it arched out prepared to once again coat her already cum-covered tits.
"Hmmm, been a while since I've felt that myself," Aunt Kathy said, and then minimized the screen. "Well, anyway...deserts ready if you want to... come up," she said pausing, making me wonder if she'd done that on purpose, smiling at me as she said that. She then turned and left the room, leaving me to sit there and wonder...
"Had she?"
**
I had to sit there for several more minutes, finally willing my cock to go down. There was no way in hell I was going upstairs in that condition, no matter what. As I opened the door to the kitchen, they were just then serving the pie and coffee up. Mom was still dressed thankfully, though I was once again immediately reminded of the way Kathy looked, wearing that very sensual, somewhat revealing outfit of hers. I quickly crossed over taking a seat across from the two of them and dove into my pie.
"So, what have you been doing all evening?" Mom asked. Though unfortunately with a mouth full of pie, Aunt Kathy answered for me, taking advantage of the situation perhaps.
"He seemed to be playing with something...playing a game," she quickly added as though having made a mistake, "When I went down to invite him for coffee and pie."
Mom simply nodded her head. "Not surprised, you really do need to get out more," she then told me. "You spend far too much time down in your room all cooped up like that." Kathy was grinning from ear to ear looking down at me. I merely smiled back, nodding my head.
"Yeah, I know."
Which was about the time I caught movement out of the corner of my eye. My Aunt standing just back of where mom was sitting, just out of direct sight. She lifted the corner of her camisole top, just briefly, almost too quickly, baring her breasts for a moment before pulling it down again. But there was no mistaking the fact...she'd just flashed me!
**
There was nothing else that came out of that however while I sat there eating my pie. There was no mistaking the fact that my Aunt had flashed me however, showing me her tit, even if it was all too brief. The fact was...she had!
Almost immediately I contributed that to the wine, though making a mental note to pick some more up tomorrow, especially with Aunt Kathy spending a few days with us. Who knew that I might get her to do it again, though for a bit longer next time. One could only hope.
I had soon after excused myself , feigning the need for sleep, which both mom and Aunt Kathy had hinted at as well. It was kind of interesting in a way, as the new guest room which was just down the hall from my parents room, happened to be my old bedroom, which is where Kathy would be sleeping. I bid them both good night, and then returned to my room as mom got up and turned off the rest of the house lights preparing to go to bed herself. It was now 10:45, just fifteen minutes before "Naughty Time" was scheduled to meet me again. And to which I hoped desperately, she'd be just as horny and aroused as I was. Especially if she had done as I'd asked.
I logged on, logged in...went to the site and waited for that familiar naughty ping on my PC.
I even jumped when it did, grinning...already turning on my web cam in preparation.
Naughty Time: "Are you as horny as I am?" she asked, her own picture just then beginning to clear coming on. I had typed.
"Oh fuck yes...waiting for you," I said only then looking up.
Sitting in front of me, in front of the camera I was staring at, was the very same beige colored camisole I'd been looking at earlier.
To be continued...
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I just sat there and stared. I couldn't believe what I was seeing for one. It had to be some sort of freakish coincidence. Though I knew deep down inside, it wasn't. I was sitting there staring at my own Aunt, though she of course had no clue that it was me who was looking at her. The emotions I felt, the first of which was suddenly being scared shitless, and odd thing to feel...yet I was. Combined with that, the excitement, arousal, well off the scale, nervousness, confusion. So many emotions all at once, all wrapped up in a big knot that had suddenly filled my gut. I didn't know which one to deal with first, or how I was even going to. And when she IM'd me again, I knew I had taken too long in answering her back.
Naughty time: "You there????"
Home Alone: "Yeah...sorry, my keyboard froze up," I explained lying to her. And then I realized I had another problem to deal with, which for the moment, I needed to lie about as well until I could think things through better, not taking any risks or unnecessary chances here. "And...my web cam's acting up, can't seem to get it to come on line," I likewise lied.
Naughty time: "Oh damn, but you can still see me right?" she asked.
"Oh yeah, I answered back. You look damn hot too!" I added, which she did, but I was also stalling for time here, trying to think, still trying to work through this jumble of emotions I was feeling. And while doing that, catching bits and pieces as she sat there moving about slightly in her seat. Behind, the room now only taking on noticeable significance, something I hadn't focused on or been all that interested in before. Now I was. Sure enough, the simple bookcases behind, though enough distance away that I couldn't read any titles. And yet, a few well known, very familiar art pieces my father collected sitting there upon a couple of the shelves. That, and a small picture frame of the three of us together taken years ago when I was just a kid. Even though I couldn't make out the three individuals in the photo, there was no mistaking where my Aunt was at. Sitting in my father's private study, using his PC. I wish now I had taken better note of the surroundings from before, though I knew Aunt Kathy had a similar setup in her home. Similar enough perhaps, though she'd kept the camera on her body a lot closer last night than she had it sitting now. Purposely giving me more of a view of her almost full body, her breasts of course, and then on down towards her still covered crotch, though her hands even then seemed to be pressing against it.
"I did what you asked...want to see?"
My nervous, yet excited prick had begun growing. It was the most bizarre situation I had ever been in before, in my entire life. "Yes!" I simply responded, not knowing what else to say. And I knew, even as I looked at my monitor, what I was about to see. Sure enough, as my Aunt lifted her ass just a little, her hands coming down to suddenly pull off those now very sexy beige shorts matching her camisole top, I now saw a pair of brief bikini panties, and they had a bit of a bulge in them.
"Guess what it is?" She asked, adding an LOL behind that.
My cock was rock-hard, but my lungs had collapsed, or so it felt like, for a moment finding it hard to even breathe. "Show me!" I simple-typed once again.
"No...guess," she responded back. "What do you think I have in my pussy? And just so you know, it's been in there all afternoon long too!"
Thoughts suddenly filling my head, wondering now if she had it inside her when she came down to invite me up for dessert. Did she have it inside her then? Was she in fact walking around with a banana, buried deeply inside her cunt, just as I'd asked her...asked Naughty Time, to do for me. When she pressed her breast against my shoulder looking at the erotic photo she had chosen, was it in her even then? When she flashed me there in the kitchen, showing me her tits...tits I was hopefully going to see again here momentarily. Was it the banana in my Aunt's cunt turning her on, lessening her inhibitions perhaps, already horny, already aroused, and simply doing what she did, because of that? I felt frozen in my chair, my hard cock momentarily forgotten strange as that was, still holding my breath, now typing.
"A cucumber?"
Naughty time: "LOL, Nope! Guess again," she responded back, though on the screen I watched as she lowered her panties just a little. A small tiny tuft of fur now beginning to show.
"Hmm, a Zucchini then?" "Guess again!" She typed, lowering her panties a bit more, the object, though I knew what it was, just fractions away from being revealed now.
"You've got a banana in your pussy!"
"Yes I do!" she responded, and then yanked down her bikini briefs, exposing herself fully, the curved end of the half ripe banana just barely sticking out. "This what you wanted to see?"
I wanted to melt. I did, and I had...and now knowing that my very own Aunt was sitting upstairs in my father's study, talking to me...though she didn't know it, with a half ripe banana sticking out of her cunt, nearly made me pop off right then and there. My lust now taking over, the nervousness and fear slowly dissipating. This was simply too good to pass up, fuck up, or ignore.
"What I want to see, is for you to masturbate with it, and then tell me how it felt today, being inside you all afternoon long," I then added. I now finally stood up, quickly stripping off my clothing, retaking my seat...naked, cock in hand, as I watched the little prompt telling me that Naughty Time was busy typing. She typed a lot. I stroked a lot waiting to see what she'd written.
"Before I do that," she began. "I have another naughty little secret to share, something I think you'll enjoy knowing. It just so happens I've been visiting with my sister all day. And the entire time that I have, I've had this banana inside me, letting it arouse me, please me, tease me, without her even knowing I had been. How's that for starters?"
"Holy fuck!" I typed back, my arousal, excitement escalating beyond reason. I clasped my dick, a thick drool of precum oozing out of the tip, using my hand to further slick it's essence over my hard steel-like cock, I slid my hand up and down my shaft, now typing with one hand, slowly for sure, as I did. "Tell...me...more."
"Jerking off are we?"
"YESSSSSSSSSSSSSS!"
"Nice...ok, wait one."
Once again, I sat watching the prompt telling me she was busy typing, staring at the screen, her hands up working the keyboard, though that banana continued to sit there staring at me. It had almost slid completely out once, she had had to pause, reaching down, pushing it back in. I had seen the milky-white coating of her arousal covering it just before she did.
Finally the reply came. "I told her what I had inside me...why I was doing it. She was surprised at first, seeing that, knowing that. But it turned her on too. She wanted to know more, so we talked about it, me...still having the banana inside me. She's never done that before believe it or not. And at first, was more shocked to discover that I had. But I could also see it was turning her on a little too. We laughed about it, teased one another while we fixed dinner together, and then later, while eating. Even washing dishes with others around, secretively, knowing it was in there. And then...she put one inside herself too, or rather I did. How's that for naughty!"
"OMG" I typed back, meaning every letter. The truth was, now my mother was involved...and I could only sit there and wonder now. "Had that been what the two of them had been doing? Standing there at the sink? Aunt Kathy reaching over to fondle perhaps, slip back inside maybe...the banana that I now think my mom also had inside her?"
"And...she's here with me now," Aunt Kathy typed. "Want to see the banana in her pussy too?"
I actually came, squirting everywhere at once, all of a sudden, without sensing it ahead of time. It just happened. I was in shock, looking down at myself, watching my prick release what felt like a torrent of cum. It splattered literally everywhere, on my monitor where I sat watching it hit, running down as I grabbed for a shirt, the only thing I had close by, catching it before it went anywhere's else.
"Yes? No?"
"YESSSS YESSS YESSS!" I typed quickly, flabbergasted, shocked, excited as hell, even though I had just squirted all over everywhere and everything. I was about to see my own mother's pussy, and though the thought of that hadn't fully and completely registered with whatever ramifications came with that later. At the moment, I was too fucking excited to worry about it either.
I felt lightheaded, dizzy, my climax still causing my cock to throb, cum still dribbling out, as I collapsed down back into my chair. I saw movement in the shadows just off to one side of the screen, a dizzying blur then for a moment as my Aunt obviously made some attempt to readjust the camera. And then she appeared...I blinked, blinked again.
"Ready?" Naughty Time typed. "Ready to see another banana filled pussy?"
I was once again staring at the same identical outfit I'd seen earlier. They both had them on!
**
Now sitting side by side, the camera readjusted to include both of them, I sat watching as they each began moving the bananas in and out of their respective cunts. Even those looking damn near identical, a small tuft of hair gathered at the top, neatly trimmed, shaped, not quite bare. But it was the sight of those twin bananas's being worked, easing in and out of one another that once again caused me to feel a tight knot forming in the pit of my stomach. If I thought the one I'd felt earlier was big, it was nothing in comparison to the one I was feeling now. And not too surprisingly, I was also fucking hard again too! And then I saw hands reaching over, no longer doing themselves for me, but obviously doing one another.
I sat, wanking my cock like there was no tomorrow. The simple fact that I was sitting there watching my own mother, her sister...my aunt, fucking one another with those two obscene half green bananas was driving me insane with lust and desire. But the fact remained now, I knew something I could never, ever reveal. And worse, I could never mention it, even pretend to know, or act any differently around either one of them ever again.
But I was curious. "Who was...Naughty time?"
I really had no real way of knowing. Even as they sat there still masturbating for me, as we carried on an ongoing discussion over the keyboard, I kept asking myself that question over and over again.
"Which one was which? I just couldn't imagine it starting out being my mother, it had to have been my Aunt as she was always the one to instigate things, somehow draw mom in on her obviously naughty escapades. And yet...mom had been unhappy for a very long time now. She had always been a sexy, sensual woman in her own right...years ago at least. Had that same desire, same emotional need resurfaced? And it was for that reason that she'd gone off on her own, searching the web for release? Curious enough to become this Avatar, this "Naughty Time," seeking pleasure, adventure, excitement in her own way? Feeling as she did, safe at home in her own secret environment, unaware that fate, happenstance, coincidence, had brought the two...now three of us together?"
I had to know!
I had watched as they both climaxed, or so they said that they had. Though by the visible obvious signs, I had to believe that. One...which one, I still had no idea, had actually squirted a little. A small sliver of juice suddenly erupting from the depths of her cunt, the hand from the other...mom? My Aunt? Reaching over, allowing it to spray against her palm, tickling it, and then capturing some of her essence, patting her own sweet succulent looking pussy afterwards, smearing this very same female cum juice around on her own person.
I had come as well. Again. Not as copiously as before perhaps, but nevertheless just as strong and hard, nearly seeing stars when I did. But the added measure of knowledge, that I had just watched, just seen my own Aunt, and my own mother, masturbating for what they thought and felt was a total stranger, had added to the intensity of my second climatic bliss of the night.
After we had all done ourandback and forth, Naughty Time then reminded me that now it was my turn to do a favor for her. Curious about that now, for obvious reasons, I was still also trying to come up with a way of finding out more about them too, and came up with something on a spur of the moment.
"Are you ever on, or able to get on during the day?" I asked.
"Not normally...no, why?"
"Oh...well I was sort of hoping that maybe tomorrow by chance, as I happen to be off tomorrow, "Home Alone" I typed, giving them an LOL, that they might then contact me. There was a noticeable pause, and though I certainly couldn't hear them discussing it, just seeing them as they sat there, I knew that they were when finally one of them reached back towards the keyboard.
"Well...it just so happens, you might be in luck, as we will be around tomorrow yes. Only have one small problem with that we might have to work around. But...if you're indeed going to be there, leave your IM up. IF we can, and if it works out...we'll contact you sometime during the day."
I told them I would, that I'd leave the site up and running, and if and when they could indeed contact me, that I would indeed be here, waiting for them no matter what.
It was shortly after that however, that Naughty Time once again reminded me of what her request had been.
"Ever masturbated using a woman's pair of panties before?" She then asked.
"Can't say as I have...no," I responded back honestly. Though she knew through earlier conversations that we'd had, that I was indeed living at home, and had briefly spoken about my mother, and that I'd been somewhat worried about her as she'd been obviously going without herself, a topic which had come up in conversation when Naughty Time had informed me, she'd been going through much the same thing herself. Which was why, she'd joined this particular site in the first place, though she had also again mentioned now living alone. Which is why I was still more inclined to believe I had initially contacted my Aunt quite by coincidence. Still, there were too many unanswered questions remaining, and after what had happened tonight, I now knew I had to have the answers, at least one of them anyway.
"I would love to see you working that lovely hard cock of yours, with a pair of panties," she informed me. "Think you can manage to sneak a pair of them so I can watch you?" She asked. Provided of course you get your web-cam up and working again," she then added.
"Yeah, I think so," I replied back, figuring I had to, at the very least, since she'd done what I'd asked and requested of her. In spades as it turned out. "And for sure...I'll get fixed, even if I have to go out and get another one!" I assured her.
Shortly after that, we signed off as it was again late. I then quietly walked over to the door of my room, opening it. Upstairs, the feint sounds of footsteps moving about. I closed the door again, heading over towards my bed, where I lay in the darkness for a very, very long time...thinking about tomorrow.
**
Morning came all too early, especially for me. I had gotten very little sleep, surprised to find myself waking up as early as I had. It was only then 6:15 in the morning. Hearing the sound of footsteps already padding about in the kitchen, I was up and alert as though I'd had twelve hours of sleep, adrenalin suddenly kicking in at once. I literally jumped out of bed, ran into the bathroom to pee, and then slipped into my robe and headed upstairs.
Mom was making coffee. She was wearing the same exact outfit that my Aunt had been when I opened the upstairs door stepping in. Normally, I knew by the surprised look in her face that she'd usually have put on a robe by now before getting dressed later. I'd caught her off guard, taken her by surprise, as she'd obviously just barely come downstairs in order to get the coffee going.
"Shit!" she actually exclaimed, jumping a little as I entered.
"Good morning mother," I said pleasantly enough, walking over to embrace her, actually giving her a warm friendly hug as well as a kiss on the lips, which I very often did, as opposed to just on her cheek. But I allowed it to linger perhaps just a fraction longer than normal.
"You're up early!" she said actually blushing a little at being caught in the same semi-revealing outfit that my Aunt had worn, though I think too, that fractionary second of a kiss had had something to do with her being a bit flustered.
"Isn't that...?" I questioned ignoring her question, pointedly looking at what she was wearing, particularly, as her own nipples were in fact erect, and quite hard pressing against the somewhat thin material of her camisole.
She knew of course what I was asking, still blushing. "Yeah, it is. Believe it or not...Kathy bought me one as well, though the only size they had I could wear was in the same color as the one she got. So even though we're sort of twins...I like wearing it, looks..."
"Sexy," I said cutting her off, finishing her sentence for her, saying that, mainly because it did, though it caused her to blush again even more so than she already was.
"Really? You think? You think you're old frumpy looking mother actually looks sexy in this?"
I sighed...exasperated, which I'd done numerous times before whenever mom had purposely belittled herself. "Once again mom...you're not old, and you're certainly not frumpy! Especially in that! And if you don't mind my saying it...because I'm going to anyway, you look hot as hell in that outfit. I wish you'd wear something like that a bit more often in fact."
She laughed at that. "Why? Your father certainly wouldn't notice. Hell anymore Kyle, I'm not sure he'd notice me even if I ran around the house naked instead!"
Now it was my turn to laugh. "Well...I'd certainly notice it if you did that!" I told her, actually feeling my prick stiffen a little as I crossed over, purposely sitting down at the table as mom poured each one of us a cup of coffee, taking a seat directly across from me. But I had to, I now had a full-blown erection as I sat there across the way from her, and nothing more than the robe I was wearing in concealing that.
"Such things...about your own mother," she mused more to herself than to me actually.
"Well it's true mom, you're an attractive looking woman, no matter what dad says or does, he doesn't realize the true sensual treasure he has."
Mom looked at me, as though a question had formed, though she didn't ask it or comment on what I'd just said either. Once again evading it, turning away, sipping her coffee. Though all that did was provide me with another moment to glance down towards her breasts again. Sure enough, her nipples even harder than they were before, pressing against the material of her sleepwear.
"Where's Aunt Kathy?"
"Still in bed, snoring away," she'd said.
"Interesting," I thought to myself. Maybe she did snore, but not loudly, I'd heard her myself before. And with my old room down at the far end of the hall...
"I'm sure she'll be up soon though, as soon as she smells the coffee. By the way...I was wondering if you had any plans for today?"
It was a golden opportunity. I'd been sitting there trying to come up with a nice segue into bringing up the subject myself.
"Matter of fact...yes. Got an email from a friend of mine late last night, inviting me to go and spend the day hanging out with him. Told me to bring an overnight bag along, just in case we get too tanked up later on this evening to go anywhere, or do anything. So thought I might as well head over shortly after breakfast. Which reminds me... ok if I use the car?"



I saw a light suddenly go off inside her head, along with a bit of a smile upon hearing that. "Sure, why not? And besides, if your Aunt and I decide to go anywhere, we can always take her car. But I think we'll just stay in, watch a movie or something...a really good chick-flick," she added knowing how much I hated sitting around watching those, which was a small insurance policy about me coming back that evening.
"Yuch!" I responded. "Now for sure I'm planning on spending the night!" I could see that my answer was exactly the one she was hoping to hear. Which is also when my Aunt came strolling into the kitchen, still "twinly" dressed, though she quickly walked over, leaning forward in order to likewise give me a kiss on the cheek. I turned my head however as she did, catching her on the lips instead. Surprised perhaps by that...but she returned the kiss, raising up, and then winking at me.
"So, where is it you're spending the night?" she then asked. "With some hot horny girl perhaps?"
"Kathy!" Mom chided her sister, though all she did was laugh.
"Well?"
"I wish..." I replied. "Unfortunately, no...just a guy friend of mine, who invited me to hang out, and spend the day with him." It was hard not to notice the sudden turn of my Aunt's head as she looked at mom, no doubt smiling at her upon hearing that. And mom too, likewise smiled back in that same "secretive" expression the two of them had so frequently shared as though I had no clue that they were. "Though I don't mind telling you...if I had the chance to spend the evening with two hot ladies like yourself, I'd for damn sure prefer doing that as opposed to any hot young things anywhere else," I told them both.
Kathy gave me an appraised knowing look, but said nothing. Mom just snickered and took down another empty cup for Aunt Kathy, pouring her one, and then refreshing our own. As she leaned forward, I got a tantalizing glimpse of my own mother's bare breasts, the neckline ballooning out just enough to allow me to do so. Interestingly enough, Kathy saw that, saw where my eyes were looking, one eyebrow raised in curious note of it. I then looked at her...and winked.
She laughed, and then winked back.
"What's so funny?" Mom asked.
And then Aunt Kathy got me back...big time.
"Nothing much, just caught your son looking down the neck of your gown at your titties," she said. "I think you've just given him a woody!"
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My mother had laughed the comment off, though I was surprised at my Aunt's obvious referral to my actually looking at mom's tits. It was treated with good-natured humor however, and if anything, I honestly do believe mom was actually flattered a little, knowing that I had.
"Well, I need to get down and shower and then get ready to head out," I told them both. Though truth be told, I still had a lot to do in preparing for what I hoped would be an interesting afternoon. I would use the time, pretending to shower to further set things up as I'd lay awake half the night just thinking about it, planning and scheming.
Though it was now obvious I had been in fact, watching and talking to the two of them, I still wasn't one hundred percent sure who it was that was if fact, "Naughty Time." For weeks now I'd been conversing, trying to recall conversations we'd had, things we'd discussed, shared with one another. So many similarities that now made more sense, though I couldn't find a single one that would lean one way or the other more than any other. I had myself told half-truths, so I knew the likelihood of either one of them doing the same was very likely.
"You two enjoy yourselves...watching your movie," I'd added as I soon after excused myself and headed back down to my room again. Even as I did that, there was no mistaking the nervous excitement I saw passed between them through their looks and half smiles. I even hesitated, pausing on the first step before heading down to my room. Though neither spoke loud enough for me to hear, I heard a shared giggle, whispered comments, and then they also headed back upstairs to the bedroom.
I reached the landing, but instead of heading into my own room, I made a quick detour down the hall to the laundry room. I had made a commitment of my own, and had every intention of honoring it, though it would also hopefully buy me the time I would eventually need.
Reaching the laundry room I quickly began pawing through the clothes that mom would soon be washing and folding. Though I had never once entertained such a notion before, I now found myself curiously aroused as I sifted through the clothes in mom's hamper. And even as I did that, I then began to formulate another plan, one I wasn't totally sure I would implement, but if the situation proved itself out that I may, then I knew how it was I would bring it about.
I pulled two pairs of my mother's panties from the wash and quickly headed back to my own room.
I was at least glad that mom didn't wear what some might call, "granny panties". And though she certainly didn't wear thongs, or even bikini panties, she did wear nice women's briefs, and even had a couple of pair of women's boxers, though to be honest I'd never seen her wearing those either even though they had been in the wash. I had taken however two other pairs, one of which I would use in a moment in fact as I finished doing what I now needed to do.
It was an odd sensation for me, though I had to admit, it felt strangely good too. Sitting there using them stroking my cock, filming it. Although I was already aroused enough as it was, just from what I soon knew would be happening, the actual sensation of sitting there masturbating with a pair of my own mother's briefs was oddly arousing.
When I had recorded at least five full minutes of me sitting there amusing and enjoying myself, which I had. I then downloaded the short quick video off my camera onto my desktop, and then readied that for use later. The timing of which would be crucial, absolutely necessary for what I was planning to do, especially needing the time in which to do it.
The other nice feature of my room that I was now very grateful for, was the private entrance I had. Though I still usually left by the backdoor as I usually did, it was nice having it, so I could enter late at night coming home without worrying about waking mom or dad. It was how I would return now, after driving down the street, parking the car in the parking lot of the same grocery store we had gone to the previous day. Having done so in fact, further safeguarded just parking it somewhere on the street and inadvertently having them spot it should they decide to go out. The likelihood of mom returning to the store was highly remote. And especially if it were their intention of staying home with the hopes of contacting me not too long after I had left. I was banking on the fact they would wait a while at least before doing so after I had supposedly gone. Long enough at least to park the car, then jog back, slipping back into the house, into my own room through my own private entrance. Neither one of them aware of that fact that I had.
I quickly packed an overnight bag to carry up the stairs with me after first double checking everything I had done. I'd even gone so far as to drape a towel over my chair, just in case. I'd turned on my camera, double checked the settings keeping it close, though removing anything that might be seen off to the sides and thus recognized. I'd even gone so far as to hang up a pair of white sheets behind me further obscuring the view and making it appear as though I had plain simple walls adorning my room should they even notice that. Satisfied, I made my way back up the stairs.
By now, both my mother and my Aunt and dressed, but it was even obvious in that, they had no intention of going out, especially seeing my mother. She rarely if ever went braless, especially if she had any intention of going out. Now sitting there at the kitchen table, still drinking coffee, I noticed the tight form-fitting tee shirt she had on, obviously not wearing a bra. That and a pair of comfortable looking shorts, those these too, she'd have never worn out except perhaps to work outside in the yard. My Aunt too was similarly dressed, though what she wore of course, looked perfectly normal on her, something I would expect for her to wear, though she wore no shoes, standing there in her bare feet as I entered the room, carrying my overnight case with me.
"Well, I'm off," I told them both, leaning over to give mom a kiss good-bye, doing so on the lips once again, lingering once again for that briefest of moments before turning to then do the same to my Aunt. "Have a good time you two, try and enjoy yourselves, and simply have fun," I added.
"Oh, we will!" Aunt Kathy had said almost a little too quickly, especially by the way mom looked at her before turning to me, handing me the keys to the car.
"I'm not sure we'll be going anywhere, or doing anything, just watching TV or something," mom quickly added, though my Aunt has spoken as a follow up whispering so softly that even mom didn't hear, though I easily read her lips when she did.
"Or something..."
I soon after left, heading out towards the car, and then quickly headed down the street towards the grocery store.
**
It had taken me less than a half an hour to make it back to the house after I had parked the car. Cutting through a back alley and then onto a service road, I stayed well below the fence the moment the house came into view. There was only one moment when I could have been spotted, opening the gate and then slipping a few feet from there across the yard before reaching my private opening.
Reasonably confident I hadn't been seen, I quietly slipped into the house and into my room. I was somewhat relieved to see no instant message waiting for me, though I was logged on to the site in anticipation of there soon being one. Everything was ready, all I could do now was sit quietly and wait for Naughty Time to finally contact me.
Even though I was expecting it, I was still startled when I heard the familiar ding.
Naughty time: "You there?"
I responded back almost immediately. Home Alone: "With bated breath!"
Naughty time: "LOL, with mastur-bated breath?" she had typed.
"Doing that too."
"Get your web-cam fixed?"
"Oh yeah, already for you."
"You doing what I asked?"
"Yes."
"Let's see."
It was time. I turned on the camera quickly checking to ensure I gave nothing away, the sheet curtain behind me effectively obscuring any familiarities within my room. My cock hard and stiff with anticipation, the excitement level I'd been feeling...was feeling beyond the norm.
"Nice..." she typed obviously looking at me. "Here we come too," she now added, a second later her invite on screen allowing me access to her web-cam appeared. The image of them slowly clearing until I now sat looking at my Aunt and mother sitting side by side in two of the kitchen chairs they had obviously dragged up to my fathers study. I could see no more of them of course than they could see of me. I had quite naturally agreed early on that we'd never reveal our faces or identities to one another. Knowing that we lived in the same approximate locale, Naughty Time had been explicit about doing so, wanting to ensure and maintain her anonymity. I had to promise that in order for her to show me what she had so far on the cam. They both had on very sexy, very revealing nightgowns, which I chuckled at knowing. They had obviously scurried upstairs shortly after I had left in order to dress themselves and make ready for this. And though I still had no clue as to which one was which as I sat there looking at the two of them, I at least had somewhat of a starting point. Naughty Time wore red, the other a likewise sheer black that did little to fully conceal their magnificent breasts. Both my Aunt and mother had large breasts, similar in size and shape, or so it appeared. The brief individual glances at each once again giving off no clues as to which ones belonged to whom.
"You like?" She asked.
"Very much, very sexy...very hot," I responded back. "Please...let me see your 'tits' side-by-side," I now asked, remembering Naughty's preference for the word.
"Show us the panties first," she teased. I reached over picking them up and now held them up for each to see. I was momentarily nervous, though the panties I now held up were of a generic style that were no doubt worn by several women. "Wrap them around your cock," came the prompt, which I did. And then typed back.
"Show me your tits."
Naughty slowly untied the small bows holding the front of her sheer top together. In moments it had parted, revealing the magnificent shape and swell of her full breasts. Her nipples amazingly hard, thick and erect as she actually reached up thumbing one of them, though to my delight and surprise, the other dressed in black though I still had no idea which one was which, now reached over likewise toying with and thumbing the other one as Naughty typed.
"Use the panties, stroke it," she asked. I did so, working my cock, slowly pumping it up and down with the pale white briefs I held in my hand surrounding it.
The one in black soon joined her, likewise parting her sheer top, now looking at the two of them sitting side-by-side totally bare breasted, and again very similar looking. The only real noticeable difference being that I could see, was that Naughty's nipples seemed slightly darker pink in color, and somewhat larger in appearance. Beyond that, they were remarkably the same size and shape.
"So, do you always get together and play like this?" I asked, curious, and nervously excited to see the answer.
"Not as often as we once did, but whenever we can...yes," came the response. "You like seeing two women touching one another?" she now asked.
"Fuck yes! Especially you two. Two hot looking MILF's," I typed.
"Oh, so you're a mother fucker are you?" She then LOL'd.
I paused for a moment, not quite sure how to respond to that. And then typed, "No...I never have, but I've fantasized about that, does that shock you?"
"No, not really. We've both enjoyed a few similar fantasies ourselves," she informed me. "Keep stroking..." she then asked. "It's hot watching you do that...are those your mothers or your sisters panties?"
"Moms," I simply said continuing to do so now for them. "And you're making me very horny doing this...looking at you two. I'd like to see you do more too," I now asked hoping that I would.
To my delight, I now saw the one in black reach over between them her hand coming down into Naughty's lap. Naughty spread her legs slightly, revealing as she did so, she was wearing a matching pair of crotchless panties. I could only assume that they both were as the woman's hands now parted the slick looking folds of Naughty's pussy. I found myself holding my breath as she slipped a finger inside her, now working it.
"You mean like that?"
"Oh yes...yes, fuck yes! Keep doing that while I watch you two!"
"Keep stroking your cock with the panties for us," came her reply.
It was the perfect moment to implement my plan, though even then there was considerable risk, with no real hope for success even when I did.
"I'm going to sit back so you can see, and watch me a little better while I do," I told them both. "I'll show you all the naughty, nasty things I can do to myself with my mother's cum-crotched panties," I had added. I had no idea of course if they really were, and chuckled inwardly that I'd actually not even inspected them. But the immediate response to having said that was apparent.
"Does that turn you on? Jerking off with your own mother's soiled panties? Knowing that's her dried up pussy juice clinging to the crotch?"
"Yes, admittedly, it is."
I then watched as Naughty likewise slid her hand into the other woman's crotch, her fingers immediately beginning to tickle the woman's slit. The camera just close enough to allow me to see the wet glistening moisture of the woman's pussy as Naughty fingered her, sliding in and out of her for several moments, then sitting back, allowing the other woman to do the same thing to her.
"Keep doing that to one another," I now asked. "While I sit back and watch you for a couple of minutes, while you two watch me."
I had carefully prepared and planned this. It was now or never, though I was scared as hell that I'd still fuck it up.
"I'm going to readjust my seat a little so you can see me better," I then told them, and stood up, for a second vacating my chair. As I did, I hit "play" on my prerecorded video I'd made earlier already loading it into the cam so they could see it. There was only a brief disruption of image, and then just as quick what appeared to be me sitting back down again, panties in hand wrapped around my dick as I sat there stroking it. What they were looking at now, was what I'd recorded earlier. I stood off to one side watching their cam, waiting to see if there were any concerns on their part. But they too had sat back some away from the keyboard, both now openly finger-fucking one another, and likewise touching one another's breasts.
I headed quietly towards the door to my room, and then up the steps into the house.
**
It seemed like it took an eternity to quietly climb the steps leading upstairs into the house though I knew I had made it within less than a minute. Having reached the landing, I still had to stop briefly taking a breath. I'd been holding it. I stood there listening, though my father's study was at the far end of the hall around the corner. I could hear them, a brief giggle or two here and there, along with what was no doubt pleasured sighs coming from each as they sat side-by-side playing with one another while I watched them. Or so they believed hopefully.
I stepped, took another, still listening padding down the hall in bare feet, naked...aroused.
"God look at that cock, it's so beautiful, so hard!" I heard mom saying.
"Yeah, wouldn't you like to be sucking that, or fucking that right now!" Aunt Kathy stated, "I know I would! Look at him work that fucker with his own mother's panties," Kathy had added. "Makes you wonder doesn't it? Think Kyle would ever do something like that with a pair of yours?"
I froze in my tracks only a few feet from the corner. My heart was in my throat, and I knew now by the way I could clearly hear them that the door to my father's study was open. I had to be very quiet as I approached, still not knowing how much I dared to look, or what I'd even see when I did? Would it be enough to tell me? But I was also waiting to hear mom's response.
"Kyle? I doubt it, he'd probably never even think of such a thing, especially about his own mother," mom told her. "And quit talking like that," she then added. "You'll spoil the mood for me. I'd hate to think what Kyle would think if he were to see you and I sitting here like this."
"Oh I don't know Darlene, you might be surprised, I happen to know with a great deal of certainty, that your son's into much older women."
"Maybe so...but not his own mother...or Aunt for that matter," she offered. I took another step, preparing to peek around the wall peering hopefully into the room.
"Well, let's at least give him something more to enjoy here," Aunt Kathy said. "Lets see how he likes us standing tit to tit for him, fingering one another while we do."
Time was running out, I was dangerously close to not having time enough as it was and make it safely back before the video ended. But I had to look...I just had to. Even if I had only a second or two in which to do so. I poked my head around the corner. They were standing there facing one another, breasts pressing against one another, hands down between one another's legs, sure enough...finger-fucking one another as they did.
And...they were totally naked.
**
The problem was, I was now out of time. As much as I wanted to wait, hoping to see them turn, though even then, at this distance, there was still no guarantee. I had to get back, there was no other choice, turning to do so just as mom spoke.
"Damn, his image froze! I hope he's not having trouble with his web cam again!
I slipped down the hall as fast as I dared, though doing so quietly. Already my mind a whirlwind of thought, trying to come up with some reasonable excuse...explanation. Just coming to one as I opened the door to my room slipping inside. The movie had indeed ended, I'd taken longer than I thought the image of me sitting there cock in hand, mom's panties still wrapped around it now frozen in time.
There was also a message waiting for me.
"Home alone...you still there?"
I sat down, killing the video, and not too surprisingly no longer erect either. I typed back a response.
"Sorry, everything froze up there for a moment, including my keyboard. Had to reboot," I typed hoping that would explain it.
"Oh, we were wondering what happened, is it fixed now?" She then asked.
"Yes, unfortunately, I lost the video of you two after you took the rest of your clothes off...so I never got to see what happened after that," I lied hoping it sounded good...plausible.
"Oh that's a shame, then you missed us titty-kissing one another, and of course...finger-fucking one another too," she laughed giving me another LOL.
"Yeah, I did...would you do it for me again?" I asked.
"Did you already come?" She now asked. "If you did...then we missed it," she typed. "Your pricks not hard any more!"
"Yeah I did...but I can do it again if you'll give me something to look at while I do," I suggested.
"Will it take long? I'm not sure how much longer we dare stay on line," she now told me.
Now I was growing desperate. I knew dad would be home tomorrow, which meant this would be Kathy's last night here with mom. No telling when how long it would be when the two of them would ever be together like this again. Although I had prepared for this, I still wasn't certain of my doing it. So many things could happen...go wrong. She might in fact not even recognize, or realize when I did it. And the response in an of itself might not be exactly what I was hoping for either.
But it was once again now or never. And I was already getting hard again, which they could easily see as they sat there together, once again side by side again...though naked.



"I have another pair of panties...very special ones, my favorites in fact," I teased hoping it would do the trick. And it did.
"Oh yes...show us, stroke yourself with those for us too," Naughty typed.
Month's past I had actually gone out shopping with my mother, not for groceries that time, but for clothes. She hated driving in bad weather, so had convinced me to go along, driving her myself. I hadn't been too thrilled about going, waiting somewhat impatiently while she tried on new shoes, a couple of dresses and slacks, leading me from store to store inside the mall as she did. We had finally wound up standing there outside a lingerie store. She glanced over into the window, a mannequin standing there, a very sexy pair of black lace panties on her, small little diamond designs running around the waistband. Mom walked over looking even more closely at them.
"You know Kyle, I have never once asked your father to buy me jewelry, or diamonds. But just once...I wish he'd buy me something with diamonds like that, though God help me for saying this now...I'm sort of glad he doesn't."
We had headed home after that. But I had immediately gone back to the store, buying them for her. I'd then had them gift-wrapped, presenting them to her the moment I got home. Thrilled, she had cried, laughed, kissing me delightedly, and then of course immediately ran up stairs in order to try them on.
No. I had never seen her in them, though I knew she had worn them of course on several occasions, usually whenever they went out for the evening, though once again always wondering why. I doubted seriously that dad had ever seen them either knowing mom, as she now always dressed and undressed in the bathroom prior to coming to bed. I could only assume she wore them for herself, and no one else.
I looked at the monitor. Mom and my Aunt once again playing with one another. With their hands in one another's laps, I watched as they tickled one another, touching and purposely rubbing one another's clits. Pink precious little nubbins so hard, so glistening wet as they amused themselves. Each one fingering the other, purposely showing me their wetness, sticking fingers in, and then out...holding up to the monitor so I could see the almost milky white essence of their arousal clinging to one another's fingers.
"Well?" She typed. "We're waiting. Show us your favorite pair of jerk-off panties," she asked.
I reached over, now holding them up.
There was an obvious pause, fingers no longer working, playing, touching.
And then the screen went blank.
To be continued...
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I sat staring at the blank screen, "Naughty Time's" web-cam no longer on, though I also noticed I was no longer feeding back to her either as she'd shut that down on her end as well. I then turned mine off too, the quickly fading image of me sitting there now with a very limp cock when I did.
There were several possibilities, though none of them as far as I could see had a very good outcome to them, unless it was of course a problem with connection on her PC. I seriously doubted that.
It was possible of course that upon seeing the panties, her panties? That she might have somehow surmised they were simply similar to her own, and thus just a strange coincidence. I doubted that too. She might not have even recognized them as being a pair she owned. I doubted that as well. Or it could have indeed been a simple computer glitch, though I also firmly believed, she herself had immediately severed the connection. At least on the web-cam. Staring at the Instant Messaging still up that still contained our last written communications to one another. I now knew that had to be the case. She was still on line, though neither one of us at the moment sat typing anything.
"Fuck!" I expressly stated to myself, now wondering if I hadn't made a huge mistake. The shock, if mom and my Aunt Kathy now realized who it was they'd actually been conversing with had to be significant. So much so, that neither one of them had communicated back as yet, no doubt discussing it. I could only imagine the scene taking place upstairs above me, the hysterics perhaps, the uncertainty, the shame...guilt, so many possible scenarios and emotions.
So involved in my fear and concerns, the most obvious and most likely thing to happen didn't even occur to me, until it did.
They both came walking into my room without bothering to knock. My Aunt at once yanked on my makeshift "sheet wall" pulling it down. Which is the moment that my worst fears immediately came true. For one, there was no mistaking the panicked look on my mother's face, and the very angry looking one on my Aunt's. Both now wore robes, securely wrapped around themselves as they both walked over towards me. I on the other hand still sitting there naked, limp as a noodle, immediately jumping up from my chair facing them as they approached, not even realizing I still was for a moment as they did so.
"Would you like to explain yourself?" My Aunt actually stated as she folded her arms beneath her breasts glaring at me. Mom standing in the background behind her, almost as though hiding behind her as she stood there, seemingly unable to even look at me.
I felt like shit.
I had no idea where to begin, how to explain any of this. The bottom line was, it had been purely by accident that any of this had occurred. My error however, was in taking it beyond that, once I had learned, at least partially anyway, who it was that I was actually talking too. Though the irony of all that was still too obvious. I still had no clue as to the true identity of "Naughty Time," mom...or my aunt? At the moment, it seemed like a moot point however.
"Well?" She asked again waiting for some kind of a response.
I finally found my voice. "Well, it's sort of a long...complicated story," I began only then reaching over to grab my own robe off the end of the bed where I always kept it.
"Oh no you don't!" My Aunt said snatching it away out of reach. "You're not going anywhere, or doing anything...until you explain all this!" She said quite firmly. "So...explain!"
At least she let me sit down again as I began to, though I now felt horribly exposed, embarrassed and even a little shy as I placed my hands down in my lap, purposely ignoring mom who continued to stand somewhat secluded behind my Aunt. For the next several minutes I did my level best to explain everything, not leaving a single thing out, including my excursion upstairs where I stood watching the two of them standing there breast to breast fingering one another. Which is exactly what I said. In a way, I was still waiting for some kind of explosion to occur, especially after I had finished.
What I saw, totally confused the hell out of me. Aunt Kathy smiled, only then winking at me, turning towards mom.
"See? Told you...he had no idea until recently anyway," she now added as mom finally stepped around standing beside her sister looking at me. And then like a light-bulb going off in her head, she turned back towards me adding. "You...still don't know which one of us was...or is Naughty Time do you?"
But even as she said that, seeing the answer in my own eyes that I didn't, mom spoke for the first time herself.
"You're not...shocked? Angry with me? With us?" She now asked including my Aunt in her fears.
"Angry with you?" I replied, "How could I be? You had no idea who I was, until I stupidly did what I did," I half explained. "Had I not done that..."
"We might never have known," Kathy stated smiling even more broadly than she had been. "You wanted us to know...know you'd found out, and then see what we did!"
"Yes," I said softly, looking down at myself, almost laughing...crying, my prick having shriveled up into nothingness as though looking for its own escape.
"But I'm your mother..."
"And I'm his Aunt," Kathy said interrupting mom. And your son, my nephew, was admittedly, and willingly enjoying himself watching us...weren't you Kyle?" she now asked.
"Yes...I was."
"See Darlene? He's not afraid to admit it...even to you. And especially as he did actually continue to do what he did...now realizing that. Don't you see sweetie? Kyle wasn't trying to do anything to expose you or I, or hurt either one of us. He was plain and simply aroused with the knowledge of finding that out. Though still curious I'm willing to bet, as to which one of us was in fact...the woman he first met and started talking to weeks ago now."
"But..." mom attempted, though my Aunt quickly shut her down from continuing.
"No Buts for one thing. But...for another," she grinned. "What I do think is this, as far as his punishment should go, and I do believe he should be punished for this...a little bit anyway. Neither you nor I are going to tell him who Naughty Time really was. He's going to have to live with wondering which one of us it was, and let that be a lesson to him."
"You're kidding me!" I said staring at the two of them. "You mean to tell me, you're seriously not going to tell me which one of you it was I began talking to in the beginning?"
"Nope...at least not for now," Kathy said. "And I think we still have quite a bit we need to further discuss as well."
"Yes we do," mom added looking flushed in the face, embarrassed as hell as she further gathered her robe around her as though fearing it might suddenly pop open or something, though I also noticed she was even then looking down in my lap, though my own embarrassment at my current state far surpassed hers.
"I agree...and we will later," she again said interrupting. "I think we need to have a long sit down and discuss everything at length, there's obviously a lot we need to discuss, get out in the open here. But at the moment..."
I was once again stunned as I sat there watching my Aunt suddenly untie the sash on the robe she was wearing, opening it, and then simply dropping it down around her feet. As I'd somewhat guessed correctly, she was still naked beneath it.
"Kathy! What are you doing?" Mom blurted out, stunned and surprised at her sister's action.
"What do you think I'm doing?" She asked. "Same thing you were doing, and wanted to continue to do...until you saw your son holding up that pair of panties you said he'd given you. I for one...am still fucking horny! Especially now!"
"But..."
"But what? And please don't tell me you now have reservations about any of this, especially not after everything you've shared with me prior to now. You and I don't have any secrets remember? And even more importantly, you must realize, Kyle knew perfectly well who we were, maybe not "which" one of us was...well, Naughty Time," she giggled. "But he did know it was us, and he obviously was very aroused by that, and as you damn well know...showed us he was, jerking himself off, and playing with himself while we watched him. While he...watched us!" She purposely added.
Mom struggled with that briefly, for a moment anyway, as the realization of that finally began to sink in.
"You're not shocked...that my sister and I?"
"Shocked? Are you kidding me? God mom...that was such a..." I caught myself for a moment, and then just said it. "Fucking turn on...that I couldn't stop thinking about it! You have no idea how often I have sat here thinking about the two of you, and then actually watching the two of you, enjoying myself as I did. So shocked? No mom...not shocked, aroused yes. Very much so." I now looked down feeling the sudden lengthening of my prick finally coming out of its shell as the sudden turn of events began to look promising here again. More so in fact than I could have ever believed, especially with my Aunt now standing totally naked before me.
"But what about...your father?"
"Fuck Harold!" Kathy said once again jumping in. "Though come to think of it...don't. Not ever again. Here's someone that's dying to fuck you sweetie, and hopefully...me too," she added once again winking at me, looking down at my prick which had grown very much stiff again. "See? Look how hard he is honey just thinking about it...thinking about fucking the two of us, thinking about the two of us playing with one another, or about the two of us licking his cock together. I bet you'd like that wouldn't you Kyle?" Aunt Kathy asked.
I stood up, my prick about as hard and as stiff as it had ever been.
"Fuck yes!" I said simply, and then walked over, and undid the sash on my mother's robe.
**
It felt damn good to be standing there with my hard cock pressed against my mother's tummy. The feel of her soft pliant breasts as they filled each of my hands. My lips coming down onto hers, kissing her passionately, deeply surprising her perhaps with the hunger in which I did, kissing her unlike anytime I ever had before. And then she kissed me back with the same wanton hunger I was showing her. Aunt Kathy soon joined us, stepping up behind me then, sandwiched between the two of them, her own sweet breasts now caressing my back, her hands dropping down, coming around to take hold of my hard stiff member, now rubbing it directly against my own mother's pulsating cunt.
"Nice that you have such a large bed," she chuckled. "So...shall we?" she asked.
"Yes...yes! Fuck yes!" Mom stated simply then as the three of us moved over towards the bed.
**
"God...it's been, too fucking long!" She said as she and my Aunt Kathy literally dragged me into bed together. I actually laughed out loud, the tension, relief of all this finally getting to me, even just hearing mom say "fuck" was almost priceless all by itself. "I just couldn't do it anymore," she had added. "Not knowing what I now know," though she didn't elaborate, and now was not the time to ask her either. "But I was actually starting to think I would never know what it felt like to have a cock inside me again, especially one this nice," she said actually wrapping her hand around my shaft, fondling and stroking it, as was my Aunt, as the two of them now lay to either side of me there on the bed.
"Go on honey," Aunt Kathy said. "Do it...fuck your son."
Mom looked at me, the question in her eyes though she didn't come right out and ask it. I merely smiled at her and winked.
"Yeah mom, do what Aunt Kathy told you to do, climb on here, and fuck your son!"
She quickly did, easing herself down over my shaft in a reverse cowgirl, though that had been at my Aunt's suggestion, which we quickly discovered why. With me laying down on my back head propped up by the pillows, reaching around so I could also continued to hold and fondle mom's exquisite breasts, Kathy then nestled in between mom's legs. As mom slithered up and down my shaft, my Aunt simultaneously licked her clit, as well as me. It was one of the most erotic things I had ever seen, let alone felt. Mom was half drunk on lust, as were we all. For myself, so excited that I was actually shaking because of it. Feeling my Aunt periodically removing my prick from mom's pussy so she could lick and suck it, then putting it back in, licking mom, was a delight beyond my wildest dreams. And even when I climaxed, that too had to be amongst the top most intense orgasms I'd ever experienced before in my entire life.
I had even fought desperately to keep from doing so all too soon, but the sensation of my mother's hot slick cunt, and the added tickling, sucking of my Aunt's mouth was just too much for me to withstand.
"Oh fuck! FUCK! I'm gonna...CUM!" I screamed out as I began doing so.
And just as I did...mom did. She too screaming out at near the top of her lungs, Aunt Kathy removing my prick in order to suck it, drinking down the first spurt or two, and then rubbing it against my mother's slit, drenching her pussy, teasing her clit with my still spurting cream as mom continued on in the throes of her own orgasmic delight.
Even after we had both climaxed, just laying there feeling, and hearing my Aunt as she now proceeded to lick and clean up the two of us was one of the most sensual things I could have ever witnessed or experienced.
"You both realize of course, I'm still fucking horny?" She now asked as mom and I basked in the afterglow together.
I opened my eyes grinning. "Well after that...it might be a little while yet before I'm capable of fucking you too," I told her. "But...something I have very often thought about, which I now feel like I can say to you, is to finally have a taste of that sweet pussy of yours!"
"And it is too!" Mom said without thinking, and then blushed...giggling. It felt good seeing, and hearing her do that again. It seemed like a lifetime since I actually had.
"You know...later? When we actually do sit down and have our little chat? There's a whole lot of questions I'm going to have about that, which I'd really enjoy being given the answers too," I told them both.
Aunt Kathy rolled over onto her back, spreading her legs as I slithered up and over mom, now lying between them.
"And I can assure you Kyle, we have a great many stories to tell you about that too, some of which I'm not sure you're mother will even now, be too happy about my sharing with you."
"But you will anyway," mom agreed, leaning over to suck one of my Aunt's breasts. "And to be perfectly honest? Under the circumstances now? I don't mind you telling him either, sharing some of our long held secrets. It would be nice...going forward from this point on, not having any, anymore. At least between the three of us," she then added seeking some assurance.
"How about we all agree to that," I said even as I took my first precious lick up my Aunt's wet glistening split. "That whatever the three of us do together, remains between just the three of us, and no one else."
"So I take it then, you're inclined to continue pleasuring two old ladies from time to time?"
I nipped her clit.
"Ouch! Hey, that hurt! Well sort of..." she laughed.
"Number one, I don't want to hear that any more. Neither one of you are "old ladies". Two, I couldn't ask to be with anyone sexier than you two, especially since I love you both so very much. And three?"
"Three?"
"Yeah three...I have an idea about something that I seriously do want to discuss, with the two of you...later, over a glass of wine, some more chat...and hopefully some more fun. But for now, I'd prefer it if you'd just lay back, enjoy this, and let me enjoy doing this!" I asked.
"Sounds like a plan to me," mom stated, and then at my Aunt's coaxing and suggestion, she immediately climbed up and once again sat down on my Aunt's face. Seconds later, all that could be heard was the mutual moans and groans of pleasure coming from all three of us, as I finally began doing something I had so long thought and fantasized about, licking my Aunt's pussy, watching her as she ate out my mom's.
We had again taken a brief rest after that, after they had both climaxed again, and then I was treated to something I would never have envisioned. It was something I hadn't really even fantasized about either for that matter, as up until now at least...it would have been so totally out of my fantasy realm of possibilities to even think up such a thing. But here I now was, lying on my back, head propped up, looking down, watching mom and my Aunt passing my prick back and forth to one another as though it were a baton. As good as it felt, it was almost more pleasurable actually laying there watching them. Seeing mom, sucking, licking my cock, slurping on it almost greedily, and then passing it to my Aunt, who then did the same, though usually, I watched as the two of them licked and sucked it together, driving me nearly insane with the pleasure of it.
Even when I came, I kept my eyes open, watching as though having an out of body experience, which in a way...I was. Seeing the eruption of my prick squirting, in what had to be one of the most copious spunkings of my life, seeing my Aunt, and mother gleefully laughing, aiming it, directing it at one another, and then licking and sucking it all up after I was spent, was almost more erotic and climatic than the orgasm itself.
We had gone upstairs shortly after that to fix something to eat, the three of us now famished, none of us putting anything on as we did so, taking delight in the decadence of simply doing that.
For the next three solid hours during, and well after dinner, we simply talked. Mom finally spoke of things that she hadn't even told her own sister, the two of us listening, at times in shock by what we heard. I saw my Aunt's face getting angrier and angrier by the moment. It wasn't even dad's fooling around on the side what upset her so much, but more about some of the things he'd forced mom to do, all of it against her will that did it.
It was during that conversation in fact, that mom finally told us, she in fact new dad hadn't even taken the plane, and wasn't in fact out of town. She knew exactly where he was. Where he was staying even. After dropping him off at the airport, she had left, though having long been suspicious, waiting a short distance away. Sure enough, another car pulled up to the curb, him getting in it, and then speeding off. She had followed at a safe distance, watching as my father and another young, very young...too young, woman, went into a nearby hotel.
"Where'd you say they were staying?" My Aunt asked. With some coaxing and prompting by us both, she then told her. "Any guess as to what name he might have checked in under?" She asked reaching for the phone.
"I do," I said fairly sure that I did. Several month's back I had gotten the mail, saw a credit card which had been sent to us, at our address at least though under a different name. A name I thought funny odd at the time, even mentioned it to dad, who of course took it, said he'd look into it himself, and then let it go at that. Only now did I shake my head thinking about the absurdity of it as I did.
"What?"
"You'll never believe it," I told them both. "But go ahead, try it. Roman Polanski."
Now the thing was, my Aunt was a licensed masseuse, had been giving massages for years and was damn good at it. So much so, she'd built up quite a little clientele by now, though she hated having to give away a goodly amount of her hourly fee to the place where she kept and maintained her small studio. However...several of her best customers were cops, who very often came to my Aunt for their physical aches and pains, and much needed stress relief.
She had made the call, given someone she knew, who she said owed her a BIG favor the place where my soon to be ex-father was staying. In addition to that, she'd also given her friend the fake name he might possibly have been stupid enough to check in under.



Sure enough...he had. We got a return call an hour later. As it turned out, dad wouldn't be coming home any time soon.
"Well, seeing that we have all the time in the world now to enjoy ourselves, how about we do just that?" My Aunt suggested. "And being as I haven't as yet actually got to enjoy my nephew's prick yet, how about we start off with that. As a matter of fact Darlene, if you wouldn't mind doing to me...what I earlier did to you, I'd rather enjoy feeling what that felt like when I did it."
I of course was all for it. As good as it had felt the first time around...
We spent the next several hours just fucking and sucking one another until we had finally collapsed in a heap, falling asleep together there in the bed. We spent the entire next day doing the same, exhausting one another completely in the process, undisturbed, as at my Aunt's suggestion, we'd also disconnected the phone against any urgent or demanding phone calls.
It was the best two days of my life.
**
Epilogue
Funny what a difference in a year can make. I had indeed graduated and gotten my degree, speeding up the process a little, taking more classes in order to do so, quitting my part-time job so that I could. Mom of course filed for divorce, and got it easily, especially with dad now in jail serving twenty years to life for his crimes. In addition to that, I'd helped to ferret out a lot of his secret holdings, which with the help of more of Aunt Kathy's friends, some being lawyers, we'd managed to get our hands on most if not all of it. Much to my father's dismay of course.
It wasn't long after that that I moved out of my downstairs apartment, and upstairs with mom. And Aunt Kathy too in fact, who soon came over to live with the two of us. We remodeled the downstairs completely. It now has three very cozy, very atmospheric massage rooms. Mom...going back to school herself soon after, getting her license to do massage. With a degree in Business Management, I along with my mother and Aunt started our own business together, where they now work during the day, giving massages. And even I'm in the process of doing so myself now. Aunt Kathy's suggestion, as many female clients had expressed a desire for me to do that.
She had another suggestion too, that mom was at first hesitant to do, though perfectly legitimate of course. Nothing illegal, nor would there ever be when it came to the business. But amazing what something so simple can do, and certainly drew in a lot more clients. Now mom loves it, even though at first she was fairly reluctant to do so. For an extra fifty dollars, they'll give their massages in the nude. Nothing more than that, not ever. But it's been interesting in the number of additional clients we've picked up because of that, not to mention the extra money.
I'm still getting used to giving massages in the nude myself, especially as things have a way of popping up now and then. I do get a lot of nice tips though...so to speak.
But more importantly, the three of us are now enjoying our life living together, sharing a home and a business together, and going to sleep together each and every night.
The only thing that still bothers me to this very day; they never did, and never would tell me...who Naughty Time really was.
Oh, that reminds me. That's what we ended up calling our new business, "Naughty Time Massage," has a nice ring to it don't you think?
(No one under the age of 18 permitted inside without a valid ID and verification of age.)
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I had met Ted Mason when he'd been hired to come in and do some consulting on a major company merger I myself had been working on. His reputation preceded him, both in his almost ruthless review of a Company's organization, as well as his penchant for the ladies. His photo appearing quite frequently in the society pages of the paper.
He had one of those rough, chiseled looks about him, handsome beyond measure. Just over six feet tall with wavy black hair, cobalt blue eyes, and a body that one could see even through a three-piece suit he took care of. One could only imagine what else he was in possession of that the women all seemed anxious to want to have a look at.
When I heard he'd been hired to come in and do some consulting prior to the anticipated merger, I was more than a little bit nervous, as I'd be working very closely with him during the course of the time he would be here.
"Mr. Mason? This is Chris Mathews, she'll be your liaison and will be the one to show you around and inform you on all the area departments, procedures and organizational structuring," My boss Mike Bradford said introducing the two of us.
Having heard about his reputation long before hand, I had purposely dressed for the occasion. Not that I wore inappropriate attire into work anyway, because I didn't. But the last thing I wanted to do, was to wear anything that might be construed as sexual in any way. It was for that reason I had purposely worn a women's business suit, white high necked collar blouse with my long reddish brown hair pinned up rather than wearing it down as I very often did. Even my business jacket did a fairly good job of concealing what I felt was one of my more prominent attributes, C cup breasts that were full and as I'd been told on more than one occasion, damn near perfect in shape.
I knew going in that I'd end up working late at night, one or two weekends in fact though I'd be compensated for my efforts accordingly. Even so, I wasn't too keen on having to do so, working that closely and alone with the infamous Ted Mason. Though he lived in the suburbs, rather than commute back and forth every day, he had taken a suite in one of the nearby luxurious hotels where he would very often work late into the night. When the time came, which I knew it eventually would, he had invited me up to his suite one evening to go over a few final documents with him.
To be perfectly honest, I was nervous as hell. Being alone in his room with him, though he'd not once made a pass at me...up until now anyway, gave me cause for concern. Having ordered room service, we ate while going over the papers of the merge. I was again surprised that he kept it formal, almost too formal, which in a strange way now irritated me as for the first time since we'd started working together, I had actually let my hair down. Not only that, but I'd even allowed myself to wear a blouse that did little if anything to hide my more than ample breasts. Not once however did I see him attempt to steal a glance, or look at me any place other than in my eyes whenever we spoke.
By the time I had finally left, I'd decided that perhaps I just wasn't in his class, didn't live up to his standards and expectations, and was somewhat relieved that our less than exciting journey together was over.
A month later the company I worked for merged. Everyone said it was one of the smoothest, easiest merges to ever take place with a Billion dollar company. Few realized or knew about the long tedious hours that I had personally put into it myself, except for my boss perhaps, who'd given me a rather nice bonus, and a few extra days off in order to rest and recuperate.
I was doing just that at home, lying out by the pool taking in some much needed sun and actually relaxing after several weeks of hard grueling work when a florist stopped by. Having tried the door-bell out front, with no answer, he had come around the back hoping to at least leave the arrangement in a safe place, only then noticing me as I lay out by the pool, topless I might add as he called out to me.
"Ah, excuse me? Miss? Flowers!"
It was funny, normally I might have panicked, even been a little embarrassed to have been caught in such a compromising position. But I had been so frustrated lately, sexually...that I actually found enjoyment in simply standing up, walking over, and then signing for the delivery as the poor driver stood there with his mouth half agape, staring at my exposed tits.
"Thank you, I said taking the arrangement. Let me get you a tip from my purse."
He smiled, "No thanks...not necessary, you've already given me one...a nice one, thank you!"
I smiled back, appreciating the compliment, something I hadn't had in a while, and then walked back to the patio carrying the large vase of beautifully arranged flowers, curious about the card. I opened it, read...and suddenly sat down. It was from Mr. Mason himself, inviting me to dinner to celebrate our success in having worked so closely together.
**
I was impressed, having me picked up in a limousine, though he himself wasn't in it. The driver informing me that I was to be taken to his personal estate, out in the suburbs, where dinner had been arranged. It was an hours long drive, and I amused myself in having a drink, well several actually, to both calm my nerves somewhat for one thing, and for another, to show him on a more personal level, that I was perhaps indeed worthy of his attentions.
No longer working together, as far as I was concerned, there was no longer any reason to be coy or formal around him any more either. This time, if he made any sort of a pass at me, I was half a mind to receive it.
I was admittedly impressed. A half-mile long drive through the gate, eventually making its way up to the enormous looking mansion itself that sat easily on several acres. The surrounding yard, gardens, and orchard well groomed, and obviously taken care off. Pulling into the circular drive, I was let out, and escorted up a few steps to an enormous mahogany carved, doublewide set of doors. I didn't even knock as the doors almost immediately opened.
I don't know what I was expecting exactly, if I was expecting anything. But what I wasn't expecting, was to be met by a woman, perhaps a butler maybe, but certainly not someone who was dressed, and appeared to me as she did. She was absolutely beautiful, and for a moment I was actually jealous in a way. Wondering now if she was his lover, his companion, and that "they", not "he", had thus invited me to dinner and into spending the evening with them.
"Miss Mathews? Welcome, I am Deidra, one of Ted's personal assistants, welcome to his home. This way please," she said inviting me inside. And though she had addressed herself as a "personal assistant," I couldn't help wondering what else she likewise helped to assist him in, especially dressed the way she was.
Deidra was a very tall, very statuesque blonde. Her long hair full, cascading well down over her shoulders. The dress, though more gown...flowing as she walked, hugging the curves of her obviously near perfect sculptured body. I had thought to wear one of my favorite "little black" cocktail dresses, now feeling vastly underdressed even having put that on as I followed her down the long, expensively decorated hallway.
If I had thought my own breasts to be impressive, I was even more impressed with the way hers looked. Her gown, a deep plunging "V" in front, showing off more than enough cleavage, that even I wasn't sure I'd be very comfortable with in displaying. Once again giving me pause as to her actual role and association with Mr. Mason.
I was soon led into a formal, yet cozy sitting room.
"May I fix you a drink while you're waiting?" She asked, pouring herself one obviously. "Ted will be here shortly," she added, once again waiting for my reply.
"Hmm, Ted," I thought. Certainly and suddenly less formal all of a sudden. "I'd like a vodka martini please...dry?" She smiled at that, pouring out of a silver pitcher, obviously some had been made up ahead of time. She poured two in fact, handing one to me, the other left on the bars counter. Obviously that was Ted's preferred choice of beverage too.
It was at that moment the doors opened and Ted came strolling into the room. He had on a white dinner jacket, black bow tie, hand-tied as I could easily see, and immediately accepted the drink that Deidra now handed to him.
"Glad you could make it," he said smiling for what I believed had to have been the first time really, and then complimented me on my dress. "Please, sit down...enjoy your drink." He then turned to Deidra. "Let us know when dinner's ready," he said simply, obviously dismissing her.
"Yes Ma..." she paused catching herself, correcting herself. "Yes Sir," she finished. She then hurriedly left, though I caught the briefest of less than satisfactory looks from Ted as she did so. His face immediately changing again however back to that near perfect smile as he held up his own drink to mine, clinking glasses.
"To a very successful and hopefully lucrative merger," he toasted. "I enjoyed working with you," he then added.
"And I...enjoyed working with you too," I responded, now sipping my perfectly made drink.
"Dry enough?"
"Perfect," I said smiling back, fidgeting just a little as I all but melted down into the plush leather seats we were sitting in.
He stood, for the first time walking over to stand there beside me, looking down at me as he did. And it was the first time, I honestly believe, that he pointedly stared at my breasts. From his angle and position, there was no doubt he could see a hell of a lot more of me than he would have standing any place else. And I knew it, though as I'd already promised myself earlier...if he did, I might just sit back and see what happened next.
"Besides celebrating tonight," he began once again looking into my eyes, "I wanted to invite you out here for another reason."
"Oh? And what was that?"
He smiled, that disarming, charming...fucking good looking smile of his making me feel like some teenage girl who'd just been given her first kiss. And he hadn't even kissed me!
"I'd like to make you a proposition...after dinner," he informed me. And then as though on cue, Deidra reappeared announcing that dinner was ready. He held out his hand to me, helping me to stand as Deidra then took our drinks, remaining where she was as I followed Ted down yet another long hallway.
Once again, I wasn't sure what to expect, or what I should have been as we were met at another large set of double doors. "Another assistant?" I asked myself as another very beautiful brunette met us at the door, dressed in the very same dress that Deidra had been wearing. She held the door open, saying nary a word, a slight bow of her head as Ted and I walked by, a small upturned smile on her lips as she and I locked eyes very briefly. Ahead of us, within an enormous room sat a small, but well laid out little table. I'd half expected some long formal dining room table as big as the room was. As though reading my mind, Ted spoke.
"I do have a much larger table, seats well over twenty guests," he informed me. But for more intimate dinner engagements, I find this feels a bit more comfortable. Looks awkward to be sitting at one end of a large table like that don't you think?"
I actually laughed. "I wouldn't know...I'm not sure I ever have."
Ted then introduced me to "Bella," this new assistant as she in turn escorted in yet another young woman. This one less formally dressed, more like I'd expected some sort of servant, butler, or even a maid to have been dressed as she and another young woman who then appeared, brought in the first course, serving us simultaneously as Bella stood there looking on.
After Bella then poured us both wine, she followed out the two young looking females, once again closing the large doublewide doors, and backing through them as she did, almost bowing in a way.
"I can barely afford the cleaning lady I have," I said trying to make a joke, simultaneously trying to calm my nerves as I once again caught Ted with his eyes obviously devouring my chest again.
"They don't clean...they serve," he said pointedly, though once again smiling. "I have other staff hired that do that...but not when I have guests here of course."
"Of course," I said sipping the perfectly prepared potato soup and marveling over the obviously expensive bottle of wine that had been especially opened and served along with it.
We sat enjoying our meal together as one course after another was served. Each one perfectly prepared, especially the Beef Wellington, as we continued on getting to know one another a little better. At least far more on a personal level than we had done when we'd been alone together in the past.
When we were finished, Bella passed us back off to Deidra again, now led into yet another room where after dinner brandy's had been prepared and were waiting for us. I also noticed that there were two bound leather binders lying on a nearby table as we entered the room.
"Well, as I mentioned to you earlier, I have a proposition for you Chris, and hopefully, you'll give it some time to think about it and seriously decide."
"Decide what?" I now asked curiously, though by now...I had a pretty good idea as to what he was about to propose to me.
"What you'd think about coming to work for me of course," he said once again smiling that smile. Such a simple thing really, and yet...sending a pulse of excitement coursing through me, stiffening my nipples, which in turn sent a relay of anticipation and pleasure all the way down to my groin. "Now I know...they pay you well, or well enough where you work hopefully. But after you've had a chance to read through the contracts, I think you'll find that the compensation I'm offering you, will be substantially more than that."
Now I had to ask, curious. "Two contracts? Why two?"
He paused looking at me, trying to decide perhaps if now was the time to tell me, obviously deciding that it was.
"If you're half the woman I think you are, then you've already done some homework learning about me," he began. And he was right, I had. Long before we'd even met, which is how I had learned a bit more about his lavish way of living, the bevy of women he seemed to have on each arm at nearly every social event in town.
"I have...yes, and I'm pretty sure you've done the same thing with me as well, which is obviously how you knew I enjoyed a nice dry, vodka martini."
He smiled at that. "Yes, I have. But...it was actually working with you, judging your character and professionalism, under stress, and under very unusual circumstances, that convinced me to see if you'd be interested in coming to work for me," he stated.
Once again, I was curious about the two different contracts however, and so asked him.
"As I've already said, I would hope that you would take both contracts home with you tonight, read both of them through thoroughly, and then after having done so, be prepared to give me an answer as to which one you'd feel most comfortable in signing." He grew serious then, his look...the same one I'd seen him use when he was consulting, firm...non negotiable in his approach, almost menacing. "Whichever one you decide on...IF you decide on either one of them, is non-negotiable. I need to tell you, they'll be no discussing it, the terms are specifically clear. What it says, it says. There are no hidden or double meanings, in other words...no fine print. It is what it is, and I'd expect you to live up to the terms of the agreement, one hundred percent. Whichever one, you decide to accept, should you choose to even do so."
Now I really was curious. "Ok, I will do that. I'll read them each thoroughly, completely, and then give you my decision. But will you at least tell me now...what the difference between the two of them is?"
He seemed to think about that for a moment, and then nodded his head. "Very well, since you've asked, and since you've promised me to at least read through both of them later before making any final decisions towards either one, I'll tell you. The biggest difference between the two of them is this. Under the terms of the first agreement, you come to work for me solely as my assistant in whatever consulting project we're invited, or hired on to do. Nothing more, nothing less. But that means...there will never, ever be...anything intimate or sexual in nature between us. Period. The moment you even suggest it, hint at it, desire it...you'll be terminated for cause."
His answer, his explanation shocking me a little. "Ok," I paused hesitating...not sure what I should be feeling at the moment at his surprising candor by way of explaining it to me. "And the other?"
"Just the opposite," he said smiling. "You come to work for me as my assistant, much like Deidra and Bella. You'll escort me at times, be there with me to entertain and socialize with clients, friends, and influential people of all sorts in a wide variety of ways. We will no doubt become intimate, have relations, and from time to time, enjoy ourselves in the company of others. At any time you thus choose not to fulfill that particular role as outlined in the agreement, you will also be terminated for cause. And I can assure you, they're both legal, binding contractual agreements. There will be no severance, or any other monetary compensation beyond that which you will have already earned. So, as I said...it will be entirely up to you, which one you elect to choose. But once decided, there will be no going back either way. Understood?"
He then further shocked me again. My compensation as he called it, in the first one...the monthly amount alone more than I made in an entire year. And I honestly thought I was making fairly decent money in my position. And though I enjoyed my job, I also knew I was in a niche, one in which I would never be able to climb out of, or leave, or hope for any other kind of advancement in the company I was currently working for. It's just the way it was, family owned and controlled for the most part. And unless I was willing to marry into it myself...which I wasn't, then I was basically at a dead-end job, even though it still paid fairly well.
But if I thought I was surprised, shocked, by the first offer, I was even more confused by the second one. It paid substantially less. Still far more than what I was making now, but at a considerable difference.
"Ok, I'm confused here," I told him honestly. "I make more...a hell of a lot more, if there's no sexual relationship between us, just business correct?"
"In a way, yes. On paper at least. But in the second option, you will have considerably more perks so to speak. For one, you'll find there is an option to move in here, so all of your needs, requirements, and expenses will be taken care of. You'll have an entire private wing all to yourself, complete with a personal maid, driver, and even a chef, all of which will be on twenty-four hour call for you, should you ever require anything of them. Even if that is wanting or desiring a hot freshly baked cinnamon roll at three in the morning. That's what they're here for, and that's what I pay them handsomely for in doing. Obviously, you'll accompany me on certain trips, you'll be in a position to see a lot more of the world, go to exotic places with me, entertain guest with me, go to premiers...that sort of thing. But as you will see upon reading both documents, I do have...and will require, absolute obedience, in whatever form that it takes. If you cannot, and will not agree to either one of those conditions or terms, then we part ways here tonight. And we will not speak or see one another again afterwards. And likewise, as already mentioned. The moment you break the terms in either one of those contractual agreements, then so too will our relationship come to an immediate end. As long as you understand that, and can accept it, then either one you choose, I look forward to working with you...or, being with you," he then added.



It wasn't long after that, I was escorted to the door again, and out to my still waiting limousine, carrying the two leather bound contracts. Both Deidra and Bella walked me out to the car, somewhat surprised that Ted had said his own good-byes for the evening there in the sitting room where we'd finished our Brandy's, not following me out.
"We do hope, you'll decide to come and stay...and work with us," they both told me. "If you do...I think you'll find it to be very interesting," Bella added. "If not far more enjoyable than anything you could have ever imagined," Deidra concluded. And with that, I slid into the seat, watching them close my door, and then kissing one another, as the car slowly pulled away.
"Fuck me!" I thought looking back through the window. I had every intention of reading every single word in both contracts...at least twice, if not three times.
As it turned out, I read them both, three times that amount. And even then, I still hadn't made a decision.
**
I decided to sleep on it. But all I did was toss and turn half the night, getting up at four in the morning, reading them both again. What finally decided it for me, was while sitting there in the dark, all alone...I realized then what my life had become like for me, and what it would continue to be unless I went out and did something about it.
And then suddenly, I knew.
I waited until six a.m., and then called him on his private number, which he had told me he changed once a week, so I only had that long in which to contact him with my final decision. It hadn't as yet even been twenty-four hours. To my surprise, he answered on the first ring, telling me he was in fact already up. Even the sound of his voice when he answered was sharp, crystal clear, sounding like he'd been awake for hours, maybe he had.
"Mr. Mason?"
He laughed. "For now anyway...call me Ted. Surprised to hear from you so soon, and so early Chris," he spoke sounding genuinely surprised. "Have you made a decision yet?"
"Maybe," I responded back, though I'm not sure he was too pleased with my answer. I do have one more small question before I do that," I informed him.
Having read through the contracts numerous times, Ted had in fact been correct in that everything was clearly stated, and accurately defined. There was no legalese being used to confuse me, or require that I too obtain a lawyer, just so I could read it. And there was also no fine print. If anything, there was BOLD print, which had been paragraphed all by itself, at the bottom of one page. It was clear, precise, and obvious as to what it said. But it was also the one thing that still bothered me, caused me to hesitate.
"When asked, you will do what you're told without question."
"What does this mean precisely?" I now asked.
"Just what it says," he responded back simply. "Whatever I ask you to do, I expect you to do it, without pause, without hesitation, and without question."
Just the way he'd said that told me he meant what he'd said. The problem was, what was it he'd require of me, ask me to do? What if...I just simply, couldn't, or wouldn't do it? I already had the answer to that, I'd be terminated, our contract broken, end of subject. But the real question was...what would I be asked, expected to do? What if...I just couldn't do it, was I then throwing away a good job? Would I thus come to regret my decision?"
"I know what you're thinking, what you're wondering about Chris," he told me, as though still able to read my mind. "You're concerned that I will ask you to do something that goes against your moral upbringing, your self-worth, your conscience? Yes?"
"Yes," I responded back. "That's it precisely. What if you ask me...tell me to do something, and I can't. Then that's it right?"
"That's correct Chris...that's it. However, let me assure you of something before you decide one way or the other. Things I might ask you to do, are things I know that you can and will do. Even during the short time I've come to know you. I believe I know you, better than you know yourself. I will never ask, nor will I ever require you to do anything illegal, or immoral, though some by society's standards might see that a bit differently. But the point is Chris, and especially in the beginning, I won't ask you to do things that I know for now...you might not be comfortable in doing. It is not to say I won't test you a little, cause you to stretch some until you are. But I will never, ever ask you to do anything that I don't think you'd be ready or willing to do. Does that make things any easier for you?" He asked.
I had the distinct feeling he wouldn't accept another "maybe" from me...so I told him "yes," instead.
I could almost see the smile on his face when I said that.
"Tell you what Chris, how about you come over this morning, have some breakfast with us," he said obviously including both Deidra and Bella in his invitation. "And I will give you a small, though dramatic demonstration of just exactly what I might expect of you for now. How's that sound?"
"Ok, that sounds fine," I said somewhat nervously, though excitedly too.
"You remember how to get here, or would you prefer I send a car?"
"I remember," I told him, best give me a couple of hours though before I can get there."
"You can shower here later, it's just six-thirty now. I'll expect you by eight." And with that, he hung up the phone without waiting for a response.
**
I barely had time enough to dress let alone anything else. I figured during the hour long drive I had ahead of me, I might at least be able to apply a little makeup. Beyond that, I threw a brush through my hair quickly, jumped into what I figured was a reasonably nice skirt and blouse, and then headed off. Taking both contracts unsigned with me when I did.
I arrived at ten minutes to eight. As before, Deidra meeting me at the door. She too looked a bit more casual, though still elegant. She had on what appeared to be an expensively tailored white blouse and black skirt. It certainly wasn't short, but she wore seamed stockings with it, and I knew then, she no doubt had garters on underneath it as well.
She smiled upon seeing me, even leaning over to give me a quick kiss on the cheek when I entered. "Nice to see you again," she offered. "I do hope you've decided to join us here."
"I don't know...we'll see," I responded back seeing a slight look of disappointment in her face though she said nothing else, now leading me down the hall, though past the room I'd been asked to wait in before. "He's in his study this morning," she informed me, now leading me down another hallway, and then up a short flight of stairs. "This way, this is his own private quarters," she then informed me, letting me know, that coming here was by invitation only. Something I would no doubt need to remember.
He was indeed sitting behind a desk when I entered. Bella standing off to one side likewise smiling at me as I came in.
Once again another quick round of "good-mornings and hellos" followed. I placed the unsigned contracts down on his desk.
"Which would you prefer? Breakfast first? Or the small, simple demonstration first?"
I was too curious, and admittedly too anxious to wait. I'd already decided that if what I saw, or whatever it was he now asked me to do...if I in fact couldn't do it, that there was really no point in wasting one another's time, even over breakfast.
"Why don't we do the demonstration first. That way, if we find out this just isn't going to work, we won't find ourselves being awkward over breakfast afterwards."
He smiled at that, nodding. "Deidra? Bella? If you two wouldn't mind standing next to one another at the door please?" He now asked.
The immediately did so, each one once again wearing the same identical outfits. Black skirts and expensively tailored white blouses.
Ted then looked at me, his face taking on that serious demanding expression of his. "Just remember Chris, this is only a demonstration...a bit dramatic of course, with good reason. But even then, I don't believe I am about to ask you to do anything that I don't believe you incapable of doing. It might seem a bit of a stretch maybe, even for you. But certainly nothing that I think you, or anyone else would find themselves wrestling with after doing it. So...having said that, shall we begin?"
Nervously I nodded my head.
"Oh, one small minor thing you need to know. When it's just us, and no one else...you will always respond with "Yes Master." Any other time, it will be Yes Sir, or Yes Mr. Mason if we're in some sort of a formal setting, or if I am entertaining guests when you're around. Though...there will also be what is called "relaxed time" when you are free to speak your mind, call me Ted, or whatever else you feel like calling me at the moment, without fear or repercussions for having done so. But...to fail to do so, when it's not relaxed time, doesn't come without some form of minor penalty. All of which, either Deidra or Bella can explain to you later. So...understood?"
I couldn't believe it when I said it...but I did.
"Yes Master."
**
Although he half-grinned when I said that, he didn't comment on it any further either. Instead, once again looking at me directly, and then told me to go over and stand directly in front of Deidra, which I then did.
"Ok now. Chris? What I want you to do, is to grab the front of Deidra's blouse and rip it open."
I looked up into her eyes, I know the confusion, uncertainty in doing that was showing in my face. She quickly whispered to me as I stood there. "Just do it, do it exactly the way he asked you to...but do it now!"
Surprised at myself, I reached up, grabbing her shirt, yanking it, ripping it open. Button's suddenly flying everywhere, in every direction. The beautiful hand-tailored shirt she was wearing completely ruined. She now stood before me in her tattered shirt, the white also expensive looking lacy bra the only thing still covering her magnificent looking breasts. Deidra hadn't even flinched when I'd grabbed her and torn her shirt apart.
"See? Not too terribly difficult now was it?" He said, "though...you did hesitate some when I told you to do it. So...let's try it again shall we? Go ahead and step over in front of Bella this time."
I did that, now standing there looking into her eyes, as she too smiled at me and just mouthed the words, "Do it!"
"Ok Chris...rip her blouse."
This time I didn't hesitate at all, doing the exact same thing to her beautiful looking blouse that I had done to Deidra's. It too came away in my hands, button's popping off flying everywhere, an obvious rip being heard as I yanked it, likewise revealing her rather sexy-looking bra clad breasts.
I looked over towards him then, wondering if I'd passed the test.
"We're not done yet," he informed me. "Now, reach up and remove her bra."
I turned back around, looking. It was indeed one where the fastening was in front, easy to reach up for and undo. Which I now did. The moment I'd unfastened it, it came apart, her beautiful breasts now bare, popping out of it. I stood there staring at them, at her, wondering as I did...what next? Somehow I knew we were far from finished yet. And then I heard Bella once again whispering.
"Do whatever he asks you to do, don't worry about it, just do it."
"Well done Chris, now...for the stretching it a little part," he stated standing up walking over so he could now stand off to one side looking at me, at the two of us as I stood there. "When I tell you to do so...I want you to slap her breast."
I almost looked at him, somehow holding my ground, somewhat shocked at what I'd heard, and yet Bella simply smiled at me though just barely.
"Now! Do it!" He commanded.
I couldn't believe myself when I did. The moment the words came out of his mouth, my hand came up, striking her breast, slapping it, although I held back just a bit when I did, not so much that I didn't feel it, or that she didn't when I did. But I didn't want to hurt her either, hitting, or rather slapping her exposed tender flesh too hard.
"Do it again, to the other one this time, but harder this time too Chris...now, Do it!"
Once again I did so, and in fact, actually did slap her tit a bit harder this time, feeling it in my own hand, seeing her breast wobble for a moment afterwards before settling down again. Even Bella's expression told me she'd felt it that time, wincing just a little perhaps, but then smiling again, even more so than she had been.
"Better, much...much better. Ok, now, let's see you do Deidra this time."
Just as Bella's bra had done, Deidra's too popped open in front, revealing her breasts. Though she didn't smile, she did wink at me, just moments before the command came.
"Now...do it!"
My hand came up, fully this time, coming around, slapping her breast, feeling the weight of my palm grazing it, seeing it wobble, hearing the harsh sound as flesh came against flesh. Her eyes actually widening in surprise, along with the smile that now came to her face.
"Nicely done," Ted said moving over, his own hand now coming up, caressing the reddened breast gingerly, softly, even going so far as to briefly pinch and twist her nipple a little, causing it to further harden even more than it already was.
"No need to do the other one, you did very well that time," he said returning to his seat, inviting me to sit back down again as well. Though I noticed, neither woman moved, neither one bothering to cover themselves up again, or attempt to straighten or in any way repair the damages.
"You may all speak freely," he then said. Having heard that, Bella was the first to step over, leaning over, kissing me on the cheek.
"No worries honey," she told me. "Both Deidra and I are used to that. In fact, not that you've any need to worry about it around here, but if there ever is any disputes between us, or any of the other lesser attendants you'll be running into? We have what are called "titty" slap discussions, where whatever disagreements or disputes that might exist between us, are resolved in a very similar fashion. There hasn't been the need for one of those in quite some time now, as most of us all get fairly well along together. But...just so you know, you certainly didn't hurt either one of us when you did that," she assured me. Deidra then too expressed the same sentiments to me as well, likewise kissing me on the other cheek.
"In fact..." she laughed. I rather enjoy having my titties slapped, amongst other things," she added once again winking at me. "So no worries...it didn't hurt at all, in fact honey...it felt amazingly good."
Personally, I wasn't too sure about having my own tits slapped like that, and made a mental note not to ever push anything where I'd find myself in a tit-slapping match with any of the other women around here, which there obviously were after what she'd just said.
"The only thing you might want to be aware of?" Bella did now suddenly add. "Is some of the other girls, who've been hoping to fill this current vacant position? Well...they might not be as friendly towards you as we are. They've all been vying to replace the position recently vacated. And with you...if you do decide to join us, filling the void, well...they might not be quite as cordial towards you as we've been.
"Now girls," Ted said finally speaking up. "Let's not go getting Chris unduly concerned or worried about that. Especially with me here. And if she does in fact decide to accept the position, I'll make a point of warning the rest of them, that she's to be treated as a head mistress, even if she hasn't earned the right to fully be one as yet."
"Head Mistress?" I thought to myself, but decided to save that question for another time.
**
Ted then announced he had an appointment he needed to head off to, giving instructions to Deidra and Bella to give me a brief tour of the estate. "What else is on the schedule for today?" He then asked.
Bella spoke, it was obvious she was in charge of doing that. "Besides your noon meeting, and the guest we have coming over tonight, we do have one "Lesser" with a small violation that needs seeing.
Ted looked at me, smiled. "Take care of it, show Chris...and explain to her what that is. Oh, and you might also want to show her the girls dorms while you're at it," he stated, and then stood up in preparation of leaving. "Time we get serious again, and back to work," he then added.
"Yes master," both Bella and Deidra answered, bowing slightly as Ted left the room.
"Dorms?" I asked after he had gone.
"We'll show you, and explain all that later," Bella informed me. Just before Ted had left, he also invited me to stay for the evening as well. He had a guest coming for dinner, and informed me that I might want to sit in on the evening, get an even better idea of some of the things that went on around here. That he believed might give me an even better understanding of what it was like being here. With that, he headed out as Bella and Deidra took me on a brief tour after first changing their blouses since the ones they'd been wearing had been ruined.
As I already knew, the place was enormous, sprawled out on several acres of immaculately manicured gardens, pool area, and orchard. Towards the far back of the property sat what appeared to be almost an apartment complex. This I was informed were the dorms.
Deidra was showing me around as Bella had other duties to attend to soon leaving us. "This is where the Lesser's stay," she began. "Usually, we have at the minimum twelve who are here, no less than eight most of the time. A few, actually live off grounds in their own apartments, though if they do...Ted doesn't pay their full tuition for schooling if they are in fact going to school, which many of the girls are. For those that are here full time, he pays their tuition, books and such. They earn extra money based on their participation at whatever functions, gatherings, or social events we have here. She had already explained to me that they were called "Lesser's" as they were in fact less than anyone else here while in attendance. In addition, I learned there was also a privilege ranking even amongst Deidra and Bella, and me as well if I so decided to join them in coming here.
After taking a brief tour of the girls dorms, where I also learned they cooked, cleaned and fended for themselves there. In addition to actual studies if they were going to school, they also had studies and assignments in what they were obviously being taught here too. Many girls with the hopes of one day climbing up in the ranks as it were.
"We do lose a few," Deidra informed me. If there is a third violation for the same offense, the girls are then asked to leave, and there is no coming back, no reprieve. For those who truly do wish to remain here, they learn quickly. That is why there are very few disputes that ever really need to be resolved. On occasion however, we'll get someone who's a bit more stubborn and bullheaded, and press her luck. Unfortunately, those girls don't usually remain here very long.
"What was this infraction you spoke of earlier?" I asked.
"Oh that," she laughed. "A minor one really, and not worth Master's time. Usually, he calls on one of us to administer any appropriate punishments, and in this case, I'll be the one doing so, which is where we are headed now."
"What did the girl do?" I wondered.
"Like I said, a minor thing really...but something the girls know better than to do. She looked me straight in the eye, rather than looking down as we passed in the hallway. For that, she's to be punished having not been given permission to have done so."
The more I heard, the more I wondered. "Was this indeed the kind of place, the type of environment I really wanted to be in? I now had my own doubts, though I hadn't as yet fully made up my mind either. I was curious yes, at times intrigued even, but this was an aspect of life that I wasn't too sure I would fit in with very well myself. Even so, I followed Deidra back into the main house and into another area I had never been in before.



"I'm taking you to a place we call Chambers," she informed me. "Chambers is where we hold meetings, court, judgments, and of course punishments if they're to be given. Now, I would ask that you do me a favor here if you would please. Follow along and observe only, say and speak nothing while inside. There will of course be curious onlookers as to your being here, but that isn't to be mentioned or addressed now. As far as any of the Lesser's are concerned, you are right now, one of us."
I was surprised when we entered a small room, all around inside were long black satin like robes that hung on the walls. "I'll need you to put one of these on," she told me and then began to undress until she was entirely naked before slipping on one of the robes. "If you don't mind doing the same," she smiled. "And please, remember what you see and hear today, must remain here. What you are about to witness and see is for a reason, the girls are here to learn obedience, and discipline, and there are many, many ways that we go about teaching them that."
After I had myself undressed and slipped into my robe, I followed Deidra into what almost looked like a cathedral inside. And though it was arranged with what appeared to be hard wooden benches, they formed a half circle in front of some sort of Dias, or platform. Behind that, several far more comfortable seats, one of which was currently being filled by Bella as she patiently waited for us to join her. At the moment, there were nine young women sitting there on the benches wearing white, with six others wearing blue, two of which I now realized, had to be older than even I was! All of them wore robes similar to the black one I had on, though obviously in different colors. Though Bella I had noticed was the only one wearing red.
Bella stood as we came in, as did everyone else sitting there in attendance.
"Mistress Deidra?" Bella began. "As it was you who the novice affronted, it will be up to you to administer her punishment. Also, it is noted, this is her second offense for the same lack of respect shown to you as was shown to one of the Attending's the last time. As such, her punishment shall be doubled for the offense, and given as a last and final warning."
Obviously as I now realized, as Bella spoke looking over towards the row of women all sitting together dressed in the blue robes. These I realized, had to be the one's she'd addressed as "Attendings".
"Novice Jamie? If you would please step forward and approach the platform?"
I now watched as one of the younger looking women, obviously Jamie, walked over towards the raised platform stepping on to it. She had long blonde hair falling well down to the middle of her back. She was strikingly beautiful as well, though her look was one of fear and anxiety as she slowly approached. I stood off to one side, merely watching...observing, as Deidra now moved forward joining her. Behind Bella, on the wall, I only then noticed what appeared to be a collection of various kinds of whips. I'd at first thought them to be part of the décor, some sort of a collection perhaps. But now I realized, they were items that were obviously used. Deidra stepped up, selecting one that I later learned was called a "quirt". Once she had done so, she walked over towards the young woman, motioning over towards the Attendings as she did. Two stood, immediately coming over to now join the two of them.
As one, the two Attendings now reached down, lifting the robe pulling it up and completely over the young woman's head. She now stood there, totally naked in front of everyone. "Assume the position," Deidra told her letting the sound of the Quirt be heard as she snapped it within her hand. Jamie turned, bending over completely, her hands actually coming down to take a hold of her own ankles. In the next instant, Deidra struck Jamie's bare ass with the small whip, three times in rapid succession, stopping briefly, and then doing so again. I noticed from even where I stood, the young woman's ass had taken on a rosy red glow where each one of her cheeks had been struck.
"That is to teach you discipline and respect," she informed the young woman. "And now, you will be further taught obedience and humility." Deidra then nodded her head at the two Attending's, who now walked over towards her. Unlike the Novice robes that were pulled over the top of her head, my robe like Deidra's were tied and fastened in front. As one, they now stood in front of Deidra, undoing the sash and fastenings until it fell completely open. They then stood behind her, taking it from her as it came away. She now too, standing there as naked as the somewhat now cowering young woman was. One of the Attendings now leaned over pulling something out of a drawer that was in the six foot long Dias they were standing next to. It looked as though to be some sort of padded comforter, along with a pillow, all in a rich deep red, that was now spread out upon the Dias itself. Once it had been, Deidra climbed up, lying down upon it, making herself comfortable, legs spread. The two Attendings then took up positions on either side of the Dias and began softly caressing, almost playfully teasing Deidra's beautiful nude body as she lay there. Only then did Bella step forward speaking once again.
"Gather round," she simply commanded, "Learn how to obey and to serve," she added as each one of the Novices now approached, forming yet again another half circle around Jamie and Deidra as Jamie now leaned forward, though still standing, and immediately began licking Deidra's very exposed pussy.
I was slightly surprised to be witnessing this for one thing, not quite or entirely expecting it. Once again my own emotions a jumble at this point, realizing to some degree of what was expected and being required around here. And yet...standing there witnessing what I now was, I found myself becoming mildly aroused by it.
I had a few years back, dabbled in my own college curiosities as they say, and had admittedly in fact, enjoyed the experience. Since then however, I hadn't again experimented, or enjoyed the pleasures of being with another woman. As I stood there watching this now however, those same feelings, desires, wants and needs suddenly came rushing back. I was thus quite surprised to find myself becoming obviously aroused as I stood there watching the young woman obediently, and now quite openly enjoying it, as she continued licking and sucking Deidra's cunt.
Bella had in the meantime taken down what appeared to me to be a riding crop. Walking up behind the young woman Jamie, she now joined the half-circle of curious interested Novices and Attendings who all stood around watching what was now taking place. Without warning, without hesitation, she again landed the crop with a loud resounding smack on the woman's left cheek, causing her to wince slightly as she did so, though she continued without pause, licking Deidra's wide open, obscenely displayed pussy.
To my ultimate surprise however, even as this was going on, I noticed more than one Novice had now lifted their robes, hands down between their legs, obviously and very openly masturbating themselves. Even one or two of the Attendings were doing so as well, though these, I also noticed, appeared to be doing one another in some instances. Bella struck the woman again twice more, then laying down the crop, reaching to part her own robe. When she did, I immediately saw something else, what appeared to be a long, thick, life-like looking phallus sticking up between her legs. It was evident, Bella was wearing some sort of a strap-on.
She now stood behind the young woman, placing the fake prick against the woman's ass, though without inserting it, simply asked her. "Do you...submit?"
"Yes Mistress Bella!" Came the reply. "Yes!"
I couldn't believe I could now find myself as aroused as I now was, standing there watching this, walking forward just a bit in order to get a closer, better look at everything that was going on. Upon hearing the young woman's willing submission, Bella immediately repositioned the stiff hard cock she had on, and slid it inside the young girl in one single thrusting motion, burying it deep inside the young woman's pussy. There she held, staying for a moment, letting the girl get used to it perhaps, though she herself continued to lick, tickle and suck Deidra's spread cunt without missing a single beat in doing so.
I now felt my own moisture gathering between my legs, no longer caring, though no eyes seemed to be focused on me, I reached down, likewise parting the seam in my robe, easily locating my own, very wet split and began toying with it.
Standing there watching the spectacle before me, I was surprised at the level of obvious intensity which had been reached. The two Attendings on either side of Deidra, each one leaning over to suck, kiss and caress her breasts, all the while openly fingering themselves while doing so. Many of the other Attendings going so far as to remove their own robes, now stood fondling, caressing, or brazenly finger-fucking one another or themselves, one or two others now inviting one of the Novices to begin doing so to them, which they likewise now did. I noticed however, than none of the Novices touched any of the others, only themselves as many now were invited to remove their own robes, which most of them did. Bella continued fucking the young woman, even as Deidra finally cried out with climatic joy, announcing the unbridled arrival of her pleasure.
"May I...may I come now Mistress Bella?" Jamie asked looking back over her shoulder.
"No...you may not, not today, not this way at least," she warned her. Only then stepping back, pulling out of the young woman's cunt. "But you may, pleasure yourself to completion if you wish, while we all watch you," she then added. I saw a small look of obvious relief on the young woman's face. Deidra now sliding off the table, standing beside it as the Attendings brought her robe back to her, helping to put it on again. She looked towards me, smiling, and motioned me over. I was still standing there with my own hand between my legs, not realizing it for a moment until she'd done that. Only then removing it, allowing the folds of my robe to close once again, before walking over to stand next to her.
"You may have one of the Novices, or even one of the Attending's finger you if you'd like," she said whispering, but you must not touch any of them in here," she then added.
"No, that's ok...I'm fine," I responded back, though admittedly aroused, still in need and surprised to find myself enthralled watching all this.
As for Jamie, she had now crawled up onto the Dias, openly spreading her legs, where she proceeded to furiously finger-fuck herself, slapping her clit in fact, urging herself on towards climax all the while others standing there looking on, watching her, fingering themselves, or someone else having been invited to do so. Throughout the entire chamber, one by one, the pleasured moans and groans of ecstasy finally being reached, began to reverberate throughout the entire massive room.
**
Even though I was honestly still aroused, I had decided against allowing myself to do more than I already had. Following Deidra back into the small changing room, Bella soon after arrived joining us.
"So...you ok by all of that?" She asked pointedly.
"It was...interesting," I responded, still feeling the flush of excitement and arousal as the three of us stood there dressing again. I couldn't help but glance over, admiring Bella's firm full breasts, the continued stiff hardness of her nipples as she almost too slowly, too casually slipped back into her clothing again. Deidra too took her time, but then surprised me further, reaching over before I had managed to replace my bra, which was still hanging on one of the nearby hooks on the wall, hefting my breast in her hand momentarily.
"You have lovely tits," she told me. "I'm already looking forward to sucking them." I laughed at that, feeling embarrassed, still flushed, a jolt of renewed arousal traveling down to my groin as she quickly kissed it, sucking the nipple briefly before letting go. "Whenever you're ready for that," she then added.
I hated to admit it, but I was ready now, wrestling with my emotions however, just barely succeeding in overcoming them as I hurriedly finished dressing.
"Well, since you'll be staying with us through dinner this evening at least, how about I show you the fitting and dressing rooms? Let's see if we can't find something suitable for you to wear tonight," Bella told me. I soon after followed, wondering now what the rest of the day and evening was going to be like. It had been interesting enough as it was. But with a male guest being in attendance tonight, and one that both Bella and Deidra told me had some interesting little quirks about him, I couldn't help wondering what I was letting myself in for.
**
They had shown me the gowns they would themselves be wearing this evening, each one similar to those they had worn the night before, though in a dark sparkling blue color.
"You'll be introduced to Robert as another one of Ted's guests," Bella told me. "We don't want him making any assumptions about you, and as such, we'll make sure you're dressed in something totally different than what we'll be wearing," she explained.
I tried on a few different gowns, dresses, though one that fit almost perfectly ended up being a long floor-length emerald green affair that was cut well up the hip along one side. Obviously, I wouldn't be able to wear anything underneath it. But also posing as another one of Ted's guests, I'd no doubt not be expected to be doing so either. And though it wasn't as low-cut as either one of the gowns that Deidra and Bella would be wearing, it was low-cut enough that I knew I'd be showing off more than an ample amount of cleavage myself. Still, I had to admit, I thought I looked pretty good in it after putting it on.
"It's time for our afternoon massages," Deidra stated then as we handed over the gowns to a waiting Novice who was to ensure that they were clean and wrinkle free before the evening began. I watched as she hurried off, remembering the scene in the Chamber.
"You mind if I ask another question?"
"Feel free, ask anything you'd like...it's the best way to learn," Bella stated.
"Well, I was wondering. Obviously there is a hierarchy of privilege between the Novices, Attendings and yourselves. I got that, that much was obvious by what I saw. But I am curious...amongst the two of you, is there also a level of priority and privilege there as well?"
"As a matter of fact there is, though it's not nearly as obvious perhaps, between Deidra and I, and say us...and the Attendings or Novices. But yes...there are a few minor differences. For one, as Senior Mistress, I have first rights and privileges always. What that means is...say the three of us were invited to share Ted's bed one evening. What I have...is first right, first privilege to fuck him, before either one of you would...as would Deidra have first rights over you. However, if I so choose to pass off on that, then she is free of course to fuck him first, provided I have given up that right to do so. Likewise, on anything else that might happen or take place while in the room together. I have first right to suck his cock, though I might then ask or invite one of you to do so along with me. Or...I might wish to be the first one, perhaps even the only one, to drink down his seed. In that instance, it is my right to do so, without either one of you questioning me on that, do you see?"
"Yes, I think so," I told her.
"Something else you need be aware of," Deidra added. "Until such time as you decide, if and when you do decide to come here and stay with us, and even then...decide to become a full Mistress, until such time as you do, you will never be allowed, or invited to share Ted's bed alone with him. One of us at least will be there to join you. Only a full Mistress can accept an invitation by him to sleep alone with him in his room. It is a rare privilege to be invited to do so, usually...one or both of us are usually with him. On even rarer occasions, if one of the Attendings, or Novices even have shown some worthwhile improvements, or have accomplished a specific set of goals, or achieved excellent grades in school. Sometimes they too can be invited to share his bed with us. But there again, always...always...always, will one of us at least be in attendance with him even then. But, I will also add this. Master has the right to decide what he wants, and when he wants it, regardless. If he chooses not to leave it up to us, or the natural order of things, then he has the right to overrule or decide for himself what he wants. In those instances, privilege, and first rights no longer come into play." She saw the look of confusion in my eyes perhaps, chuckling. "Don't worry sweetie, it's not nearly as complicated as it may sound. After you've been here a while, see how things work, it's actually quite simple. Now then...we're already running late for our afternoon massage, so...shall we?"
**
I followed the two of them down yet another hallway, entering a large bathing room complete with its own small sized pool, sauna, and obvious massage tables. Three Attendings stood waiting for us as we entered. Each wearing only a small, very short wrap around much like a sarong, and bare breasted.
"They are all fully skilled in the art," Bella said removing her robe, now naked climbing atop one of the tables, as she lay first face down. Deidra followed doing the same, as I then did. "Whatever kind of massage you'd like...deep tissue, full workout massage, or even a nice gentle relaxing massage. Or...if you prefer, a very sensual massage, that I guarantee you, is well worth it," she added, nodding her head at the woman standing next to her, thus letting her know that's exactly what it was she wanted for herself. "Anyway...your choice, just relax and enjoy yourself."
I glanced up, the Attending one of the two older women I'd seen earlier inside the Chamber. I had seen her gently caress and suckle one of Deidra's breasts, arousing me to no end as I'd stood there watching her do that.
"I'll have what she's having," I said simply, seeing her smile, and then felt her hands as they soothingly began working my back.
None of the three spoke so much as a single word while the three of us lay there, though it wasn't long before I heard the pleasured sounds coming from both Bella as well as Deidra, as the two women working on them brought them ever closer to the peak of ecstasy. Whoever the older woman was that was working on me, had very skillful hands as well. She'd been slowly and ever so gradually teasing my neither lips, eventually even going so far as to allow an occasional finger to slip inside me, that I'd finally relaxed, even going so far as to spread my legs a bit more, inviting her to continue doing so.
I had been after all, very aroused, still very horny earlier from what I had seen, even though I hadn't as yet come to any final decisions about it. And yet...I was indeed enjoying this, enjoying the company of these two very interesting, and obviously very powerful women who had seemingly accepted me as a near equal, when most anyone else might have felt threatened, jealous even, by having been given such an offer as I'd been given. And yes, even though I realized and now understood, there were still subtle differences, and would be until and if such time as I decided to allow myself to be "trained" as Bella had put it. I couldn't help but lay here and wonder what it would be like to experience and enjoy this every single day. Especially when I felt my own Attendant suddenly surround my clit with her fingertips, and begin working it slowly up and down.



**
Later that evening after a nice long hot bath, pedicure and manicure, I was then helped to dress. I hadn't seen or spoken to either Bella or Deidra shortly after our massages, though I am sure they had other duties and requirements that needed attending to. Soon after, I was escorted back down to the very same room I'd first been greeted in, where I again sat, enjoying and drinking another very nice dry martini. A short time later Deidra entered the room leading another rather attractive gentleman inside.
"Robert Jones? I'd like to introduce you to another one of our Master's guests for this evening. Miss Patricia Anderson," she said introducing me with a fake name, mainly for my own continued anonymity and security. Which immediately had me wondering, if both Deidra's and Bella's names weren't otherwise not their real one's either. But...it was my mother's name, and maiden name, that I had given them to use. One at least I would be more familiar with in hearing during the course of the evening.
Deidra then fixed Robert a Scotch and tonic, soon after excusing herself, though promising to return back to us in a few minutes time, letting us know as she did, that Ted had already indicated he was already on his way down from his private rooms.
I had to secretly chuckle over my somewhat amusing cover story as well. One that I'd been told, Robert would be made well aware of prior to his arrival and meeting me. I was plain and simply a full-fledged lesbian, not at all interested, nor attracted to men, whatsoever. As such, though intrigued, perhaps even challenged, Robert knew going in, even as attractive as he actually was...he had no chance with me whatsoever in anyway. And I noticed after our cordial, but less than friendly acceptance of one another, he appeared more anxious than comfortable, left alone with me in the room. I on the other hand, was enjoying this minor bit of role-playing immensely.
"Very beautiful women Ted has working for him doesn't he?" I said making small talk, though letting Robert know, and having it confirmed for him, that it was seeing them, not him, that had my full undivided attention here tonight. Though later...he would be as well according to what I'd heard. Though I'd also heard, there was another aspect about him that was interesting as well, though I'd not been told as to what that was. Bella simply saying..."Enjoy it as it happens," she'd said, and then chuckled to herself.
Thankfully it wasn't long before Ted had joined us, along with both Bella and Deidra, wearing their beautiful, sparkling blue dresses, breasts almost bare, tantalizingly revealed, as they then escorted both Robert and I into the formal dining room. I smiled inwardly as we entered. A slightly larger table than the one I'd first dinned at myself, though not nearly as big as the one Ted had previously described. This time it was set for the five of us, and I knew then, Deidra and Bella both would be dining with us.
**
After we had finished another delicious meal, we were then escorted into yet another room, this one very spacious, relaxed and comfortable looking. I noticed at one end, there appeared to be a slightly, though small raised platform, though carpeted, with a wide variety of very comfortable looking pillows casually strewn about. After being offered a brandy, along with a small cigar, I had accepted each, perhaps surprising not only my host and hostesses, when I did, but not at all surprising Robert, who I now believed considered me more a rival as opposed to someone he had a chance at trying to seduce. Sitting back, sipping our cordials, enjoying the cigars, I was more than a little excited, and interested to see what was in store for us next. Thankfully, I didn't have too long to wait either.
The moment Bella and Deidra had seen to our immediate needs, they soon walked over to the small plat-formed area, where they slowly proceeded to undress one another. After they were both naked, I now watched as Deidra positioned herself there on the mini stage, kneeling on all fours, as Mistress Bella, having now procured a small whip, began laying it upon, and soon caressing her with it. Occasionally, as she did, she allowed a quick flick of her hand, the sharp sound of report coming from the gentle stinging sound of it landing against Deidra's exposed flesh. Marks soon beginning to appear across the cheeks of her ass, reddening in color, though Bella would very often lean over, kissing and licking them before striking her once again.
I couldn't help but glance over at Ted's additional guest, sitting there in his chair, Ted purposely sitting between us. Robert was obviously hard and aroused, his hand even then pressed, caressing and touching himself through the strained material of his slacks.
"Go right ahead," Ted told him, "Enjoy yourself, that's what we're all here to do tonight isn't it?" He mused.
I too had been told ahead of time, that I could do as much, or as little as I felt comfortable with, though I was also told, that Ted would no doubt very much enjoy seeing me participate, even in a small way, much for his own added pleasure. But that would in fact go a long way as well, in making Robert a bit more comfortable in having me there, since he'd not been expecting me. And if I wanted to see...and enjoy whatever it was that Robert enjoyed doing, it would help a lot, if I was to in some way at least, openly act aroused, and uninhibitedly enjoy myself there in front of the two of them. But it was again...totally up to me if I chose to do so or not.
Admittedly however, it wasn't so much an act at this point, as I was definitely becoming aroused, watching Bella and Deidra together. Eventually they had switched positions, where Deidra now caressed, and colored Bella's sweet ass with the crop, eventually even using it to fuck her with as the three of us sat there looking on.
Robert continued to periodically reach down, fondling his hard cock through his pants, though not quite being bold enough to expose himself, perhaps worriedly, and nervously so. Amused, but now more than a little aroused myself, I suddenly threw caution to the wind, standing up, where I now reached down, bunching up my dress and in one fluid motion, pulled it up and over my head. I sat back down, naked...surprisingly comfortable in my own skin. And that was much to Ted's delight as I saw, his eyes shining, now fixed on me, as were Deidra's and Bella's as they both looked over and winked at me. I then allowed my hand to drop down into my lap, and found it pleasurably stimulating to be sitting there actually masturbating, smoking a cigar, as well as sipping my brandy, while the three of us sat watching Bella and Deidra begin to more explicitly pleasure one another.
At last, no longer able to help it, or contain himself, though I am sure that my having done what I did went a long way towards that, Robert too finally stood, undoing his pants, dropping them down around his ankles, though he went no further than that, in disrobing himself. He didn't need to. What I then saw...nearly blew me away.
I have to freely admit, I have had one or two fairly large cocks in my lifetime. To be also be honest, I found it usually difficult in pleasurably accommodating one of any great size. Here however, what I now found myself looking at, seemed almost freakish, and perhaps in a way...was.
There was also no mistaking the fact, he wasn't as yet fully hard or erect, even if he could be by what I now sat looking at. I had heard of course exaggerations before, men claiming to be this size, or that size, but without even knowing for sure, I sat there gauging, and thus judging Robert's prick to easily be a good twelve inches or more in length. Even now as he sat there using both hands on himself, it was like watching someone trying to climb up a pole, rather than his actually sitting there, merely pleasuring himself. But...it was also then, that both Deidra and Bella now came over kneeling down in front of him as he did that. Seconds later, all three of them wrapping hands around his prick as they sat stroking it together, with still plenty of room for another's, had I decided to join them. Which for a moment...I almost did. However, where Bella and Deidra had been the show only moments ago, it now obviously became the three of them. And I sat back comfortably, allowing myself the perversion of enjoying it...enjoying them as I watched, unashamedly, unabashedly, touching myself. I even caught a brief acknowledging look of appreciation from Ted as I did so, before he too turned back around, facing what was quickly becoming a rather bizarre, but mind numbing, thought provoking almost obscene display happening right there in front of me.
And I hadn't even seen the best of it yet as it turned out.
**
Seeing the three of them together sitting there actually stroking that massive prick of his, which by now had indeed somehow gotten completely hard, was amazing enough. But as I soon realized, I hadn't really seen anything yet. Both Deidra and Bella now began licking it, sucking each of the sides, effectively sandwiching his massive cock between them. And then Robert leaned over himself, his own mouth coming down around the head of his prick as he easily sucked the thick fat knob into his own mouth! If I thought what I'd been sitting there watching had been unusual before, it was nothing in comparison to what I was witnessing now.
Obviously the three of them had performed this particular act together before now, Deidra licking up and down one side, Bella the other, very often meeting one another at the end where they would briefly lick with their tongues, tickling the semi-exposed head of Robert's prick, as he himself continued to lean over, sucking it contentedly, small mewling sounds, and slobbering dribble as he did so.
Amazed, thought I continued to fondle and play with my clit, I was still once again taken by surprise as I now watched Ted, finally unzipping his own fly, reaching in, and soon after withdrawing his own rather impressive, though not nearly as large magnificent looking tool.
I half expected him to jerk himself off, though he didn't. He'd merely released it, now sitting there with it fully exposed, hard, gleaming with his own pre-lubrications, which were readily apparent.
"Now you may," Ted said simply. And then without looking, without releasing his own cock as he continued to sit there sucking it, being sucked as Deidra and Bella likewise continued doing the same, Robert now reached over as though his hand had eyes, and wrapped itself around Ted's stiff straining prick!
Though slightly stunned by the totally unexpected turn of events, I was also intrigued, more than a little aroused at this point, and now sat fully fingering my own self, watching, listening and hearing the decadently obscene sounds now coming forth as Robert even more forcefully slathered his own cock, sucking, slurping on it like it was an ice-cream cone. His own hand now smoothly, effortlessly, yet somehow slowly, in direct opposite of what he was doing to himself at this point, continued to work Ted's prick up and down as Ted sat back, unmoving, yet watching without even once glancing towards me as this went on.
In moments it became evident that Robert was hovering on the edge. Sweat formed on his brow, his face nearly beet red as he now sucked himself for all he was worth.
Once again Ted spoke, saying a single word. "Now!"
As he did, Bella, or perhaps Deidra, I didn't honestly know which...suddenly speared Robert's ass with their finger. The moment they had done so, he came...erupting, spewing, spunking his own cum into his mouth as he literally drained himself. When he had taken as much as he possibly could, and as I only then realized, hadn't actually in fact swallowed it, he now stood. He turned, leaning over, and though without even coming close to placing his lips over Ted's prick, I now watched as he simply spat, a torrent of his own fresh cream now falling out to almost completely and entirely cover Ted's hard stiff prick.
It was the most bizarre, titillating thing I had ever seen.
After Robert had done that, both Deidra and Bella immediately commenced to work cleaning him up thoroughly with their mouths and lips. And as they did that, finally Ted too, added his own skyrocketing streamer of fluid to the mix, which they likewise now consumed. So involved in watching this spectacle, I hadn't even realized fully my own small little pleasure as I strummed my clit, watching this.
By now Robert had fully composed himself, zipping up and straightening preparing to leave.
"I'll expect an answer first thing in the morning," Ted said simply looking over towards him. "And it had better be what I'm expecting to hear," he'd added once again using a tone of voice that I would prefer not having directed towards me.
"You will, and it will be," Robert assured him, and then with that he promptly left the room without escort.
**
After he had gone, we too recomposed ourselves, the evening obviously at an end, though I found myself still quite aroused and wanting.
"You are most welcome to spend the night in one of the guest rooms," Ted told me, "Or if you'd prefer, I will have someone drive you home rather than allowing you to drive home yourself."
It was a long drive home, and I wasn't too terribly anxious to have to do so, though I was also slightly disappointed in realizing that the evening, even as late as it now was, had come to an end. At least for me. I graciously accepted his offer however, bidding him goodnight as he then left for his own private rooms, leaving Deidra and Bella to show me to my room and see to "whatever needs she may have," as Ted had stated it. Just before he disappeared, he turned once again facing me, a small smile on his face. He had an uncanny way of perhaps reading my mind, though I'm sure the disappointment in my face had said as much.
"I would have invited you to join us, but until I think we've come to an agreement and understanding..." he didn't finish, though turning to the girls. "Deidra? Bella? In an hour?" And with that he left.
Shown to my room for the night, Deidra and Bella saw to my immediate needs, in so far as they showed me a drawer full of various and sundry types of toys and vibrators. It was evident that I was to receive no such attention directly from either of them in a pleasurable way, leaving me to my own devices.
"Is it always like that with Robert?" I found myself asking them just before they departed. Bella laughed.
"Yes, always. Never different. I think Master indulges his "kink?" shall we say, primarily because Robert does send a lot of business Master's way. And for that, he allows him this simple perversion on occasion. In fact, it was his doing that brought our Master into working on the account which has now brought you here!"
There had been something familiar about his name, and then it suddenly dawned on me where I knew it. "Oh my god! Robert's on the board of directors where I work!"
"That he is," Bella grinned, and one of the reasons he was invited over this evening, though I daresay, Master got quite a kick out of your being here to see that." With that, they both kissed me on the cheek, wishing me a restful sleep, and then departed.
Somewhat frustrated as well as disappointed, I decided against using any of toys offered me however, and simply slipped into the large, comfy oversized bed. Sleep was a long time coming to me, though I was again up well before the sun's rays had begun to penetrate through the window in my room. Even before it had, I had made a decision however. And knew then, I was about to write a new chapter in my life.
To be continued...
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Breakfast was at six-thirty sharp, though I was already dressed and more or less ready for the day when I came down to the "relaxed" dining area as it was called well ahead of that. Deidra and Bella were already seated however in preparation of being served.
"Sit down, join us," Bella said.
"I will...but I need to do something else first," I informed them grinning. They looked at one another also grinning, and then stood...leading me back down the hallway, up the stairs to Ted's private study. I wasn't honestly too terribly surprised to find that he was already up, busy working at his desk when Bella poked her head inside asking if he had a moment to see me. In seconds, I was ushered inside, both Bella and Deidra closing the door stepping back out again.
"I take it you've made a decision," Ted said sitting back in his chair with a smile on his face.
"I have," I said simply reaching over to grab one of the contracts, the one I am sure he was hoping I'd sign.
"Before you do that, I need to make sure...you do understand everything in there yes? If you need to read it again..."
"No, I have read it several times now, though I do have just one or two questions I would like to ask first."
"Of course, go right ahead."
"What does, 'Companion' mean specifically?"
It had been one of the terms in the agreement, a title if you will, that I had some minor concerns and doubts about, not at all sure what it specifically meant, represented...or more importantly, required. Ted nodded his head.
"Simple really, as you already know, Deidra and Bella are both classified as 'Mistresses,' and though you will have a similar stature, or status around here for various functions and events, until such time as you decide to be trained, and thus elevated to that status, you will be known only as a 'Companion'. As a Companion, you will not have authority in any way shape or form however. Even the Novices and Attendings will not have to lower their eyes should you pass in the hallway. Though they must always treat you with respect, any infractions of that towards you, will be meted out by either Bella, Deidra or myself. At no time, until such time as your status changes, will you ever personally be involved with doing that."
We discussed that a bit more, clarifying a few smaller points until I had at least satisfied what that term specifically meant, which included doing anything that was outside of the terms of the written agreement.
"One last thing...the name."
"Oh yes, your new name. The name you go by now, and perhaps will continue to use outside of this place, will however no longer be used here. You will have but one name, just as Bella and Deidra do, and will be referred to only by that name while you are here on the grounds. It is a name I have already chosen for you, and will from the moment you sign the contract, be the only name you will ever be referred by again. Can you also accept that?"
"Yes," I said now satisfied, picking up the pen, and signing my old name on the document.
"Welcome to your new home, Maringa," he told me giving me my new name. A rather strange sounding one, so different than my own, though he'd obviously done that for a reason. He then pushed a small button beneath his desk, though I heard no sound. Seconds later the door opened, an Attending now slipping in waiting for instructions, she was the woman I had now met and seen twice before.
"Marlene, would you please escort Maringa back down to the dining area and introduce her please to Mistress Bella, and Mistress Deidra, as our new Companion, Maringa."
"Yes Master," she acknowledged, bowing appropriately, and then held the door open for me as I got up.
"Thank you...Master," I too bowed, though not nearly as low, but sufficiently enough I assumed, catching a look of approval on his face upon doing that.
"Oh and Maringa? Don't worry about your apartment, or your personal belongings. I'll see to it they are picked up and stored, you can go through them later and bring a small selection of personal items back with you. Everything else will be taken care of, including the sale of your home should you chose to do that."
**
I had rejoined both Bella and Deidra for breakfast, both of which were excited about the news that I'd signed the contract, and was now officially to be known, formally called as 'Companion' Maringa, less formally of course as simply Maringa.
After we had eaten, they immediately showed me my new quarters, which they confided, Ted had had done in the event that I did indeed decide to come and live here. I knew of course they could have just as easily been prepared for someone other than myself, had I chosen not to, but it was obvious he'd had them decorated and modeled after some of my own tastes and preferences in color. Master, had indeed done his homework.
It was after that, that both Bella and Deidra began instructing me in what specific duties there were I might have, along with the "rules" of the house, once again reminding me of my less than authorative position here. Which included of course my limited contact with any of the Novices and Attendings, save for "asking" them...not "telling" them to help me out with something, or to get something for me should I not be able to do so for myself. Even then, they could only do so if they didn't have other more important or pressing duties they were currently involved with.
Even knowing this, I had no real intention of abusing my stay here, or in asking someone else to do anything for me, that I could obviously and just as easily do for myself. After that, it was a matter of wardrobe selections, an appointment back in the city for a beauty treatment, shopping, and of course fittings for what I learned would be "proper" and "appropriate attire" for my status, including a entirely new selection of lingerie and the like, which Ted had already chosen and selected for me.
The rest of the day was spent being pampered and prepped, constantly being taught, informed and reminded over and over again as to how I was to conduct myself at all times. And though there was a lot to remember, and do...it didn't seem that it would be all that difficult for me to live up to and remember.
"I will tell you this though," Bella said in a somewhat serious tone of voice. "Though I don't know the specifics of your agreement, or what you signed, I do know Ted," she said speaking less formally now that we were off and away from the estate, as well as not wanting to draw unnecessary attention towards us. "You can rest assured, he will test you, when you least expect it. In the beginning, it will no doubt be somewhat minor things, but he will test your compliance, your obedience, and your diligence in performing immediately, whatever it is that he asks you to do. I would warn you only in that if you don't, he may very well ask us...or do it himself, in performing whatever punishments as he sees fit. And whatever that may be...whatever he then requires of either Deidra or myself, we will do it, without holding back or taking it easy on you. Just so you know."
It was yet another warning, and a reminder of what I had gotten myself into. And yet, having considered and thought about it all very carefully over the past several days, I found myself anxiously curious, even excitedly nervous, looking forward to the new challenge. It was a time to test myself as well, to discover just who I was as a person. Where my own limitations were, where my own boundaries might be. As Maringa, I was about to find out.
**
If anything, I probably had it pretty easy as the next two days flew by, most of my day spent in relaxation, some reading and taking care of my own surroundings as I'd already determined I wasn't going to sit back and become a slob, or someone to be waited hand on foot on either. I joined Deidra and Bella for morning workouts, and looked forward to our daily late afternoon massage. In between that, they had other duties to attend and see to, none of which I was asked to participate in, or be a part of. And aside from a few occasional curious looks from time to time as I passed both Novices and Attendings in the hallway as they hurriedly scurried about on some matter, or some task they'd been given, no one seemed too upset that I was there.
"You ready for tonight?" Bella had asked me early that morning. I had of course been briefed on what to expect, which, as I understood it, would be a rather lavish party that was monthly given and held on the estate. One in which where there would be many influential friends, acquaintances, and clients, not to mention a few other important politicians as well. Most of which would prefer having their identities and names kept out of the papers. One of the strictest and most important rules, was strict confidentiality. A single infraction of that, was dealt with severely, and always, always ended up with immediate dismissal, no matter how minor the infraction might have been.
"As ready as I can be I guess," I responded, more than a little nervous still, at the role I'd be required to fill. Not to mention the certain knowledge that 'Master' could at any time during the course of the evening, test me...and no doubt probably would according to both Deidra and Bella, who'd indicated early on that he most likely would.
"Just do it!" Bella had said, "Immediately and efficiently, whatever it is that he asks you to do. Don't waste time thinking about why, or what...or anything. Just react, just respond, and just fulfill whatever requirement it is, no matter how big or how small it is. Do that, and you'll never have to worry about any punishments or recriminations in failing to do so," she'd further warned.
I had already set my mind to doing just that. Master had met with me briefly, shortly after I had signed the contract, reminding me of what agreements had been made, though also assuring me he wouldn't ask or ever require of me to do anything he knew...I would be uncomfortable in doing. Though he had also added, he felt like he knew where those limitations currently were, and would still even then, ask me to stretch a little on occasion when considering that.
Admittedly I wondered if I could...or would. And if this employment might indeed suddenly end almost far sooner than it had begun. The evening's festivities I now knew...would no doubt decide that one way or the other.
**
I knew that six Novices had been handpicked to serve refreshments throughout the evening. All of them to do so entirely in the nude. At no time where they to speak or utter a single word even when spoken to. All they were allowed to do was smile, nod heads, and go about the task of seeing to it that Master's guests were taken care of. If a certain amount of groping, fondling or touching came while doing that, then so be it. Every one of the Novices had been picked for that very reason, they all knew what to expect, having done this before. And everyone of them would earn a nice little stipend as well, which is also why some of the Novices where always more than a little disappointed when they learned they had not been chosen.
Attendings too would be there, also six of them. Though they would be free to mingle, to chat, and to otherwise entertain the guests in whatever fashion or manner they saw fit in doing so. Though not entirely nude, they were scantily dressed, easily accessible in many ways, but still had the options, if they chose to act upon them, in saying no to this or to that, if they chose to do so. As Bella had informed me earlier however, the more an Attending allowed herself to participate with the guests, the more she was also apt to make during the course of the evening. And with the exception of only one, the older woman I knew now as Marlene, they had all done this before too.
As for myself, Bella and Deidra, we too were all similarly dressed for the evening, though even then, my own gown was of a slightly different cut, and not as totally revealing as theirs were with the traditional very deep "V" in front that almost fully exposed their entire breasts, with just their nipples still being effectively hidden so as to not be fully exposed. And though we all wore the same deep rich color of red this evening, my own gown, though still low cut, felt almost confining to me in a way as I stood there looking at myself in the mirror just prior to going down to the main room.
As I soon after joined both Mistresses, the guests had already begun to arrive. Some I saw even then electing to wear simple masks over their faces, shielding and thus further protecting their identities. Such was the concern and fear of many who had perhaps come here to attend the party for the very first time. As Deidra had also informed me earlier, for the most part, the guests would eventually amuse themselves, or one another, with very little contact or requirement from us. She reminded me though, we too were free to amuse ourselves in whatever way we saw fit. The big difference between us and the Attendings being, we saw no reward, or benefit one way or the other in doing so. Ours was strictly a matter of choice and preference, which I greatly appreciated, though I kept firmly in the back of my mind, Master could make a demand of me at any time, and in that, I would really have no choice.
**
Slowly but surely, the party did indeed grow quite lively. Once the minor nervousness of those who hadn't been there before, had worn off, the regulars, or those who were the most trusted and most comfortable, began livening things up a little.
I had in fact been standing curiously off to one side, watching two elegant looking women, both married to influential men themselves in attendance, kissing and playfully fondling one another there on a nearby couch. Many looking on, urging them both on to do more, though so far, neither one had dared go much beyond kissing, and fondling one another's breasts through their clothing.
It was then that I watched and noticed, with the simple nod of Master's head, Bella moved walking over, reaching down through the top of her gown as she did so. In seconds she had totally bared both her breasts, walking over, now sitting down directly between the two women.
"If either of you are nervous about exposing yourselves or one another, don't be. In the meantime...feel free to play with mine," she now told them both. Not too surprisingly, they both did. And as that occurred, as the two women now quite excitedly began fondling Bella's breasts, soon after leaning over to suckle each one together, the party itself finally got into full swing.
A simple gesture, a nod of the head, and then many if not most of the guests began to erotically enjoy themselves and one another. It was interesting to me in discovering the amount of power Ted...or rather 'Master' had in the simple nod of his head.
Deidra too I had noticed had been busy flirting, talking to the guests, allowing her hands to roam from this person to that, and then drifting away to do likewise somewhere else in the crowd. Almost like magic, a simple touch here, there, a brief fleeting pat, or grasp of a gentleman's groin seemed to set him, or them into motion. It was almost hypnotic seeing her perform, moving about the room the way that she was. So much so, I hadn't seen or even felt Master as he moved over now standing next to me. He leaned over then, whispering.
"See the older gentleman standing near the bar? The one talking to that much younger woman there in the blue dress?"
It was an easy find. "Yes," I said simply.
"That is not a good pairing," he informed me, for business as well as political reasons. "I need you to go over there and disrupt their conversation, and any possible interests they might likewise be entertaining at the moment. Go over, say nothing, but reach down, unzip his fly, and remove his member while he stands there. I am sure once you do, she will find someone else less complicated to amuse herself with. Now...do it!"
I knew it was coming, I didn't know the what or when it would, but now it had. Even before he had finished telling me to go, I was already on my way over towards the two of them. And just exactly as he had asked me to do, I did it, smiling yes, albeit somewhat nervously, yet excited too as I walked over, not even saying a word, looking into the older gentleman's eyes totally ignoring the woman as I walked up forcing them to separate. Seeing his surprised look, I reached down, my hand deftly unzipping his fly. Reaching in, I quickly found his meat, fondling it as I stood there, quickly feeling it grow, and then produced it pulling it out. Movement behind me, telling me even as I did that, the other woman had left us.
Master was immediately by my side. "Hello John, I see you've met Maringa," he said taking and shaking the man's hand, even though I still had my own hand on his dick. "Janine?" He then said turning to one of the Attendings who I only now realized he had brought over with him. "Why don't you fix John here a fresh drink, and then perhaps after that the two of you can get to know one another a little better," he stated. And with that, I let go of John's now very aroused hard cock, watching him turn, smiling, grinning from ear to ear as he actually followed Janine behind the bar, his prick now fully revealed still sticking out.
"Well done," Ted said, saying nothing more, and now moving off almost as silently as he had done when first coming up to stand next to me. I now wandered back to where I'd been standing earlier as Bella now joined me.
"It would appear you have passed your first test of the evening," she smiled. "Not too difficult now was it?"
"No...not really, and quite exciting to be perfectly honest about it."
She laughed at that, "The evening is young yet, and there will be a lot more excitement as you say, taking place before this night is done. Perhaps we'll even have the opportunity to enjoy one another later?" She strongly hinted, then kissed me lightly on the lips before moving off into the throng of people once again.
**
By now I noticed, many had gotten entirely naked, some few actually openly now fucking one another, either on the floor, or within or upon several of the couches spread out within the enormous chamber we were in. Just briefly counting heads, there were easily well over fifty or sixty people here already, with still yet more to come. And most now either looking on watching, finding amusement in doing so, or actually beginning to loosen up enough that they no longer cared what they enjoyed doing or feeling in front of anyone else.
The party was quite bluntly, turning into a real orgy of sorts. Though I found it interesting to note, none of the Novices of course were involved in doing anything, each one though nude, and yes periodically groped or pawed by members of either sex, continued to circulate about serving the guests drinks and ordurbs. And also as I now noticed, with the exception of Attending Janine, only one other Attending was obviously involved or engaged at the moment, currently lying on the floor now, legs spread while a quite matronly looking woman, expertly enjoyed herself while tonguing her.
Most everyone else...guests, had found entertainment and amusement amongst themselves for the most part.
It was soon drawing close to midnight, though only a small handful of people had by now left the party, many others obviously staying to continue until god knows when. I noticed however that both Bella as well as Deidra once again began moving about the room. As they did, I saw or thought I saw, each of them pressing into the palms of some selected few a small coin, or token perhaps. Having done that, Deidra soon after saddled up beside me.
"You've been invited to attend, though not to participate unless you wish to," she added, now pressing into my own palm what indeed appeared to be a shiny gold coin. It had simply the date imprinted on one side, and the time on the other. "One thirty a.m.," I said quietly to myself only then looking up.



"I'll come for you," she told me...when it's time," She moved off then back into the crowd, though as she did, I once again saw Master heading towards me.
"You have your token?" he asked. I nodded slipping it inside a small pocket that that been purposely sewn into my gown. "Good, don't lose it, as you'll not be granted entrance without it," he informed me. Though admittance to where I did not know. "Find any of this arousing? Amusing?" he asked, "Enlightening?" he quickly added.
"Yes, admittedly, I have...Ma," but Ted cut me off. "Not here," he said sternly but softly. "Here you may in fact call me Ted, as though you are yourself a guest...understood?"
"Yes...Ted," I said enjoying the sound and ability to say that, it felt at least to me, a bit more intimate, more comfortable.
"Good, now then...feel like indulging me a bit?" he asked. "For my own personal amusement and reasonings?"
Maybe it was, perhaps that's really all it was, but even then I felt it to be a test, reminding myself that even what he'd asked me to do earlier, I'd found easy enough to do without being too nervous, or even queasy about having done it. And more so perhaps, for there being a reason behind doing so when I had.
"The woman over there wearing the green dress?" He said pointing her out to me. "Her husband as no idea that she enjoys attending these kinds of parties, but I have long been after seeking some way of making his acquaintance in business as he does have several investment properties I myself might be interested in. As I understand it...she is a bit of an exhibitionist herself, though only with other women, and only with those, which she likewise finds a mutual, sexual attraction towards. She was overheard a short while ago, commenting to another mutual friend of ours as regarding her interest in you."
I stood listening, wondering...what it was that he would no doubt soon ask me to do. And when he did...would I in fact be able to do it, whatever it was, though he continued on.
"As I understand it, she has a penchant for finger-fucking, though more precisely, for being finger-fucked, and for finger-fucking in front of a crowd looking on. She derives a great deal of pleasure out of doing that, and as so stated, said earlier on this evening, that so far...the only woman in the room she was even interested in doing something like that with...was you."
I stood waiting for the command, which never came, somewhat unnerved by his blatant use of the words, though hearing them spoken as they were arousing me a little. Even so, I was still toying with the turmoil I was suddenly feeling if he in fact told me to go...to do it! I turned, curiously, still waiting for the words. What he said instead surprised me.
"No, it's not a command, it's a request, and only if you feel comfortable enough in doing it." His eyes told me he was sincere when asking, his face soft not hard in making the request. It was indeed a genuine request, and not a command.
I was surprised at my own response. "You will of course introduce us?"
His look was a smile, plane and simply. "But of course."
Ted now escorted me towards her. Spotting our approach, she quickly terminated the conversation she'd been having with the small group of people standing nearby, though they remained where they were, perhaps curious, just as I now was.
"Ms, Daniel," he said introducing her to me, "I'd like you to meet a special acquaintance of mine, one as I've come to learn shares a certain particular enjoyment as I've heard you do," he said pointedly staring at her. "This is Maringa," he said calling me by the still somewhat unfamiliar sounding name.
"Pleasure to meet you," she said taking my hand. "And what might this mutual enjoyment be that we might indeed share?" she asked trying to remain coy as she said it.
"I'll let her be the one to show, or explain that to you herself," Ted told the woman. "Though I would ask...that perhaps afterwards? You might give me a moment or two of your time?"
She merely smiled, still trying to act coy, illusive perhaps.
"Ted? Would you mind helping me please, the zipper on my dress?" I now asked.
I didn't need to turn or look into his face, my eyes still focused on the woman standing there before me. In an instant I felt his hand on my back, grasping the small catch, slowly pulling it down as my gown easily began to part. Even as I felt it begin to come away off my shoulders, I stood there, forcing my mind to blur out all those around me, everyone but her as her eyes slowly took on a surprised knowing look. When it was down far enough, I shrugged, the gown falling easily away, all by itself. I now stood totally naked there in front of her. With my eyes still locked on to hers and no one else, I slowly brought up my hand, and as I did, I stepped, spreading my legs apart. Excitedly nervous, surprised at myself in what I was now doing, I eased a finger inside my split, allowing it to almost casually linger there for a moment, rubbing it up the furrow of my sex, and then lifting my hand upwards further towards my mouth. Here, I tasted myself, savoring the sweet succulent juices of my long wet and aroused pussy, as it had been so now for most of the night. I sucked my middle finger, and then replaced it back down between my legs, more fully exposing myself as her eyes followed the movement. I now proceeded to slowly, teasingly, and yet purposefully, finger myself while she stood there watching me do so.
I smiled inwardly when she suddenly reached back, unzipping herself, another man now jumping to her rescue, helping her out. She too, soon after, shrugging out of the gown she'd been wearing. And though she had on stockings, garters, she wore no panties or bra, and had easy access to herself as her own hands came down, gently spreading her pussy lips a part all the while now looking towards me.
All around us, people began gathering, though I caught only the briefest glimpses of who they might be. My attention focused, remaining on her, as I likewise spread myself even more invitingly than I had been. I had just caught both Deidra as well as Bella moving in off to one side, even an Attending on the other, as well as curiously enough, a Novice, brave enough, and curious herself in wanting to witness what was taking place. Along with Ted too of course, and many, many others.
It was odd in a way, and oddly quiet as well, as everyone quit talking now simply looking on watching the two of us. Like two gun-fighters squaring up in the street opposing one another in a way. Daniel, now pressing one, and then two fingers inside herself, easing them slowly in and out, and then as I had done, sucking them off, smiling at me suggestively. She then quite boldly reached down with both hands, purposely spreading herself, obscenely so. Her very hard, very extended clit now unsheathed, it's pink shiny head fully revealed as she seemed to enjoy standing there letting it show itself not only to me, but the crowd. I saw it for what it was, a challenge of sorts, and thus did so as well. I could sense as well as feel my own hard precious clit as it surfaced above the protective flesh of its hood. I saw her eyes as they in turn looked downwards towards me, knowing full well that my own clit was considered to be on the larger side of most. I could also without any difficulty, cause it to throb, to move, to pulsate in a way all by itself, which I now did, grinning inwardly as she stood there watching me do that. And then without thinking really, I stepped forward, closing the distance between us, my hands still firmly keeping myself spread apart, and pressed myself against her.
"Ever been...clit fucked?" I said. Her eyes opened wide in response to that, now stepping back slightly, her back against the couch, though I moved forward remaining with her even then. "Spread your pussy for me," I asked, though almost demanding it, speaking softly, my eyes still locked on hers, looking into her face. And even without looking down to watch her do so, I know that she did. I felt her hands brushing against my own briefly, and then felt the wetness of her folds now embracing my own. I moved, pressing against her, clit to clit as it were. I could feel the slippery slide of my own stiff little knot sliding up and down against hers. And as I did that, she at once responded back, likewise pushing, moving gyrating against me too. In seconds we weren't just finger-fucking ourselves, or even one another, but were in fact grinding cunts together, clit to clit in a most obscenely decadent way.
All about us where whispers of approval, some moans and groans which had now turned into lusty desires and no doubt mutual fondling taking place that now began to accompany the sexual dance we were sharing. I again thrust against her, my hand coming up to capture one of her breasts, my fingers almost cruelly capturing a nipple, pulling it and twisting it as I did so. She threw her head back, eyes closing, a small whimpering sound of pure lusty enjoyment escaping her lips as I did so.
"Yes! Yes! Fuck me, please fuck me!" She begged, "Make me cum, make me cum now!" She cried out deliriously.
I was hovering on the edge myself, though fought for control. As slick and as slippery as she was, the sensation of her own sweet juices mingling with my own almost made me release with the pure simple pleasure of it. I held on however, still focused on her eyes, her face as she opened her own looking back, she came...crying out, almost screaming with her pleasure as I now reached down. Cramming two fingers in her cunt, I impaled her holding on, once again squeezing her breast, twisting it with my other hand as she came again, and then again. Pummeling her pussy furiously now, she finally reached the penultimate level of orgasmic bliss, collapsing down to her knees whimpering like an injured puppy. I stepped away, only now seeing the semi-shocked, yet obviously appreciated looks on everyone's faces. It was an odd feeling for me, a sense of power as I reached down stepping back into my gown pulling it up once again. We had been doing that for nearly thirty minutes, though it felt like we'd hardly gotten started by the time I had slipped back into my dress.
Somehow I knew by not actually climaxing, letting go myself, that I had gained some measure of favor, the look of pride on Master's face told me all that and more in an instant. Even Bella and Deidra looked on as though mother's taking pride in a daughter's performance at school. Bella walking over now, re-zipping my gown helping to straighten it as Daniel only then managed to pull herself up again, standing.
"When you've had a moment or two, to collect yourself," Ted smiled. She still couldn't talk, winded still, but she nodded her head in acquiescence. As he turned, Master again gave me the briefest of satisfied looks, and then walked away.
"I'm looking forward to sucking that clit," Bella whispered as she and Deidra then led me away back over towards the bar. I smiled seeing that a nice dry martini sat waiting for me.
**
It was almost time. Minutes later Deidra came for me. "Still got your coin?" she asked. I did showing it to her. "Good...follow me," she then stated as we left the main chamber where a good many people remained, some still actively fucking, or engaged in some other sexual activity, others milling about watching. I remained silent as Deidra then led me down a more familiar hallway, passing the kitchen area I'd seen earlier during my tour. She stopped in front of what I at first thought was some sort of a storage or pantry area, she knocked, knocked again, and the sound of the door being unlocked from the other side could be heard. I was a bit surprised to find a big burly guard standing on the other side. Even Deidra handed him a coin which he thoroughly inspected before letting her in, then asking me for mine too, doing the same.
After we had entered, I asked her. "Why all the security, secrecy?" I asked.
"You'll see soon enough...but fact of the matter is, a while back some nosy reporter managed to bluff his way into and onto the estate pretending to be someone else. He hung around trying to get the goods on a particular Senator he'd seen arrive, and made it all the way to the place we'll soon be going to," she told me. "After that happened, Master made it mandatory that no one else ever be admitted without having one of those coins," she said, "which are only handed out by us to specific invited people. Even the guards Master's hired don't know any of us, so it's for added security to ensure they check each and every single person coming in to make sure they're doing their jobs," she finished.
"So whatever happened to the reporter?"
"You don't want to know," she said simply leading me towards another door.
Beyond that first security room, we then entered another, though now there were others already inside waiting there. A total of six others not including Deidra or myself, two of which still had some sort of masks on hiding their identity. I noticed as well they all wore similar, though comfortable looking robes, much like large fluffy bathrobes and nothing else.
"We change here," she told me and then began doing so, taking one of the clean folded robes off a nearby table, hanging up her dress on an available hook as I followed. Though it still felt a little strange undressing in front of total strangers, after what I'd just finished doing a short time ago, it almost felt normal doing so. We then sat down next to the other couples, three men...three women.
"Now what?"
"We wait, Bella will be here soon, then she and I will lead the rest of you...blind-folded, to where we're going next."
"Blind folded?" Deidra laughed.
"Yes...this time at least for you, perhaps by the next time we do this, you won't have to be. But for now..." she said as just then the door opened, Bella walking in carrying several pairs of blindfolds and hoods.
"If each one of you will put these on for us please?" She asked handing them out. "Mistress Deidra and I will then lead you out from here," she told everyone.
I too dawned my covering, totally unable to see as I stood up, some sort of a line being given to me, asked to hold onto it and follow along as we were now led out from the room through yet another doorway.
I was surprised when I felt the coolness of the night air suddenly caressing my face.
"We're outside," Deidra whispered walking directly behind me with Bella no doubt leading the line of followers. "In a moment, we'll be going down a short flight of stairs, you'll find railings on either side to guide and support you when we get there."
It was odd walking across the grounds, a vague sense of familiarity to it as we entered the gardens, or rather the "maze" as it was called. And now I understood why. Being led through it, several twists and turns, which had totally confused my sense of direction, we were then told to stop. I could hear the sound of some sort of ground cover being moved, a door opening.
"Alright everyone, watch your step. There are just a few steps, six to be exact, where you will find yourself standing on a small landing. Once everyone is there, and inside, you'll be allowed to remove your coverings, but not until I say that you can. Everyone understand?" Bella asked.
Just as Deidra had told me, I immediately found the railings on both sides of the stairs, using them for support as I carefully made my way down the six steps to the landing. Once there I waited, though it was only for a moment as the doors were once again closed behind us.
"Alright everyone...you may remove your coverings."
Standing there allowing my eyes to quickly readjust to my surroundings and the subdued lighting, I was amazed to discover we still had another short flight of steps to descend before reaching the area below. But at least it would be far easier now in doing so as the small party moved off once again, following Bella on forward.
Reaching the "T" of the hallway below us, Bella stood at one side, effectively blocking the left turn, directing us towards yet another door on the right. "Please enter the door ahead of you, and once again wait there until you're directed inside the adjoining room, Mistress Deidra will let you know when that is." With that, Bella turned proceeding on down the opposite hallway and through the opposite door at the other end. Once again I found myself standing within a small chamber, though there were no chairs to sit in, and barely enough room to stand in comfortably.
"We'll only be here for a moment or two," Deidra assured me. "Just long enough for Bella to check on everything and ensure that it's ready, and that Master of course has also arrived himself."
It was oddly quiet, the tension, both sexual, and anxious filled the air as our small little party stood there staring at the door waiting to be told when it was time to go inside. I couldn't help but wonder what awaited me when it did.
**
And...just like dinner theatres I had attended, the lights in the room dimmed momentarily. "Alright everyone, we may all go inside now," Deidra said holding the door open for us as we all filed past.
I was surprised at the size of the room when we entered, much larger than I'd have thought, or actually expected to see perhaps. It was like a small auditorium, or theatre. Two rows of seats sat in a small circle surrounding what was obviously a stage. There were even curtains drawn behind it, Bella now standing just off to one side patiently waiting for everyone to come in and be seated. What was interesting about that, was the way she was dressed.
She was wearing what could only be described as some sort of molded, skin-tight black leather garment that looked more body-stocking as opposed to anything else. It had cutouts however, allowing both of her very full breasts to show completely. Nipples adorned with clamps, a small chain hanging down between connecting her breasts together. Likewise as she stood there with her legs slightly spread, it was also evident that what at first looked like a full piece garment, were in fact chaps as her groin was also bare, revealing itself whenever she moved, her ass too later revealed as being fully exposed. She held in her hand a small whip that had several thin strands of leather hanging from it, looking much like a mop, though it most certainly wasn't.
Though some were still quietly murmuring as they took their seats, a small crack of the whip Bella held in her hand quickly quieted everyone down. The room fell into a quiet hush as the curtains just then began to open.
As they did, I immediately recognized three of the Attendings who suddenly appeared, though none of the three had been at the party earlier. Each one hung, suspended, bound and gagged differently, uniquely in differing ways. All were naked too of course, and I recognized the first Attending as a young woman named Shawn. She was a petite little blonde, currently hanging their blindfolded and gagged, her ankles bound together as were her wrists, supported horizontally with her small little breasts pointing towards the ground. She too wore nipple clamps, though I noticed small weights dangling off each held there by little chains. Her nipples forcefully extended, almost painfully so as she struggled slightly while hanging there in the air several feet above the stage. Next to her, a more robust, well rounded woman, one of the older women I had recognized previously, though at the moment I couldn't recall her name. She too hung suspended, though her legs stretched downwards towards the ground, spread with some sort of bar between them forcing them far apart. Likewise blindfolded as they all were, her considerably larger breasts were bound too, lengths of smooth rope wrapped about each tightly, causing them to swell to the point that they looked like balloons ready to burst. Each one also clamped with what appeared to be clothespins tightly pinching her rather thick very hard nipples.



I was surprised to find myself aroused just sitting here looking at the three of them as they hung there, worming, wiggling and squirming about, though as yet Bella merely stood there watching them do so.
The third woman was hung upside down, her long black hair in fact touching the ground. Her feet also spread from the beam above her securing her ankles, hands behind her back, her breasts also criss-crossed with rope, and though not nearly as big as the second woman's, big enough that they too looked like balloons about to pop. She had one more interesting device however, which appeared to be a rather long, very thick dildo currently occupying her pussy as she hung there upside down.
"You may begin," Came Ted's voice, though as yet he himself remained unseen, still standing back in the shadows perhaps as there did appear to be another curtained alcove off to one side. Bella moved towards the middle, suspended as she was, easily turning her in a circle so that her exposed backside now faced towards the audience. She stood caressing the woman with the whip, allowing it to draw down her back towards her ass, though upon reaching it, she struck, struck again, and then again. Almost immediately the red blush of skin bloomed on each of her ass cheeks as Bella calmly strolled over to the woman hanging upside down. She too was then spun, the same process repeated on her.
Next to me, the older masked man and woman sat, opening their robes now, his prick hard and swollen, several leather bands adorning it, wrapped tightly over and around his shaft, down across his balls, the head deep-purple, filled with blood as his companion now reached over and surprised me by almost fully slapping it. He moaned, groaning pleasurably as she did that.
By now Bella had moved over to the first girl still hanging suspended horizontally. She allowed the caress of her whip to flow off one side of her back before cracking it upon her. The feelers extending out, wrapping around, stinging the tips of her breasts. She moved, ducking under, standing on the other side, repeating the caress, followed by another strike of the whip now stinging the other one. The young woman moaned, struggling even more as Bella moved down along the side, the process again repeated this time over the right side cheek of her ass. Ducking under again, hitting the left.
I heard again the same sound beside me, though not looking this time, movement clear enough as to what was happening as the older man's female companion repeatedly struck his exposed prick with every crack of the whip on stage. Other's too now, all around, opening their robes, caressing, slapping or pinching one another in some way so as it share in the agony and ecstasy occurring on stage.
To my left I had been seated next to a slightly older middle-aged woman of some means. Earlier I had seen her adorned with many very precious jewels on her person. I noticed now as she undid her robe, diamond studs, piercing her thick fat nipples, pendulous looking breasts sitting heavy against her chest. To my surprise, moments after doing that, Deidra appeared behind her, reaching over as I sat watching her do so. She then grabbed, lifting the woman's breasts pinching each side of the piercings as she did, raising the woman's heavy breasts off her chest, holding them there. Her nipples straining with the effort, and Deidra too finding it now difficult to continue holding them as they were, yet she did as the woman groaned pleasurably, hand now down between her legs before Deidra finally let go once again disappearing some place behind me.
**
Returning my attention back towards the stage, Bella now stood, her hand on the dildo inside the third girl's pussy. She moved it in and then out once or twice, removing it. Upon doing so, likewise running and then striking a much smaller, stiffer looking cane against the woman's puffy, swollen looking lips before plunging the device in once again. She repeated the process several times, and then tapped each of her breasts equally, rapidly. I soon saw what appeared to be red welts raising up off each breast, another spin, a continued assault on her ass again, as she made her way back over to the woman in the middle.
Back and forth between all three women, Bella teased, struck and at times caressed the three of them softly, almost teasingly as she did so. The couple sitting next to me obviously aroused beyond measure, the man standing, his prick about as hard and as firm as I had ever seen, as he cried out pleading to be struck. As though on cue, Deidra once again appearing out of nowhere. I noticed she now held some sort of paddle, approaching the man, as he'd stood almost whimpering with lust, need and desire.
"Bend over...grab your ankles!" she commanded, which he immediately did. "You...on your knees next to him!" She likewise directed his female companion. I watched taking note of the fact that she didn't even hesitate, doing so at once. "Hold his prick, but don't you dare do anything more than that!" She instructed using a tone of voice I had never heard Deidra use before. Now kneeling beside her companion, she latched onto his hard cock, holding it. "When I spank is ass...you pull on it and then let go," she instructed. "And then grab it again, doing the same thing every time I hit him, understood?"
"Yes."
"Yes what?"
"Yes...Mistress Deidra!" The woman responded getting a small disapproving look from her even after hearing that.
"And you," she now said pointing to the woman sitting beside me whose breasts she had pinched and pulled only a short time ago. "You get behind her, and every time I strike him, you slap her ass, as hard as you can with your hand...got it?"
"Yes Mistress!" She responded immediately, likewise getting up and out of her chair, now kneeling on the floor behind the other woman.
On stage, Bella continued whipping, sometimes teasing, or even merely looking on as she continued to walk back and forth between the three women. At times she gave them encouragement for their responses, other times chastising them just as quickly for not responding enough, or even too little. And so much going on all at once, that it was hard to focus on any one thing. My mind a whirlwind as I looked all about me, on stage, the floor and even behind me now as the others who had entered seating themselves there, now openly fondled, though more appropriately however, abused one another with hands, feet, or small paddles they'd been given.
In a way I felt odd, just watching, not actually being involved with anything myself except to sit there and ask myself the question, "Could I?"
The man with the mask below me finally began crying out, asking for permission to release. Twice Deidra denied him, seeing the pained expression on his face. His wife dutifully holding onto this cock, pulling it forcefully, though not stroking it, letting go each time with the smack of the paddle on his ass, which now burned a fiery red.
"Please mistress! Please!" He begged once again. It was obvious to me at least, if Deidra didn't give her permission soon, he would no doubt climax anyway. His prick already a deeper purple than I thought was possible, the head seemingly swollen to at least twice its normal size.
"Are you ready for it?" Deidra then asked the woman who'd been yanking, holding, and gripping the poor man's cock.
"Yes Mistress!" She cried out, her own ass rosy-red from the spanking she'd been given by the older woman who'd been previously sitting next to me.
"And are you Mavis?" Deidra asked...surprising her perhaps, though her eyes suddenly grew wide with excitement and anticipation.
"You mean..."
"Yes, take this," she said handing over what I now realized was a life-like looking phallus attached to a belt. Like an excited child on her birthday, Mavis as I now knew her name to be, jumped up, shrugging off her robe entirely, now naked, large pendulous breasts swaying to and fro as she moved. She quickly dawned the belt with the attached thick-veined looking cock and knelt down behind the man. She looked at Deidra questioningly for a moment however.
"He'll get nothing but your own spit," she informed the woman, who nodded her head in understanding. She indeed did that then, spitting on the man's ass, as he in turn looked somewhat relieved as she continued to do so.
"That's enough!" Deidra commanded. "Now...fuck him, let him finally have his pleasure!"
Mavis began easing the thick looking cock into the man's ass, while below him, his wife or partner drew the man's prick deeply inside his mouth, though did nothing more than that, once again merely holding it inside.
"Don't you dare suck it!" Deidra told her menacingly. "If she does", Deidra then added looking towards me, surprising me to some extent when she did. "You are to push her away, and then press his balls so he can't."
I knew what she meant and was asking, though the man now whimpered once again as Mavis finally managed to get the head of the prick inside him. "Don't suck it Beverly please...please don't suck it...let her make me cum!" He again pleaded. It was evident, interestingly so...that even now Beverly looked undecided as to whether she would...or wouldn't.
He again groaned, more and more of the cock finally managing to make its way inside his ass, Beverly for the moment at least, merely holding onto it with her mouth and nothing else, though I watched carefully for any signs that she was doing anything other than that. So far...so good, though I actually found myself waiting, prepared to jump at a moment's notice, without hesitation if Deidra were to ask me to do so.
"Go ahead you sniveling piece of shit...shoot your filthy fucking cum juice in your wife's mouth, fill her up with it while you kneel there like a dog, getting fucked by a woman!" Deidra stated, obviously humiliating the man with her tone of voice, though by the look on his pleasured face, he was obviously enjoying it.
Suddenly he was groaning, bucking, his face contorting in obvious climatic bliss, unintelligible sounds, words now being spat by him as he thrust his prick into his partner's mouth, literally fucking it, rather than she sucking him as he came over and over again. So much so that Beverly could in no way contain it all, his spunk suddenly drooling out the sides of her mouth.
"Is that what I fucking think it is?" Deidra suddenly exclaimed as though astonished to be seeing it. "Get up you stupid fucking cunt!" Deidra told her, "and don't you dare swallow...spit, or drool any more than you already have either!" In a flash, Beverly was standing there beside Deidra with her cheeks bulging out.
"Alright...you Mavis, on your back!" Mavis now pulled out of the man's ass, much to his chagrin, as it was very obvious at this point, he was still enjoying the fucking he was being given, even though his prick for the moment at least no longer appeared to be emptying itself. Removing the dildo she'd been using, she now lay there, spreading herself as though having done this before, knowing what to expect, though I certainly didn't. "Now...you may spit it," Deidra declared standing there watching Beverly as she carefully stood, her mouth poised directly over Mavis who now opened her legs even more obscenely than they already were.
"No wonder she couldn't hold it all!" I thought to myself as she opened her mouth, and the faucet of spunk suddenly began spilling out. If I'd thought Robert's load large...it was nothing in comparison to amount of semen she'd been trying to hold inside her mouth. It now literally poured out, falling below to land on the older woman's wantonly displayed cunt. She lay giggling, almost mad with desire and excitement as it did, her fingers spreading her lips, trying better to direct it as it splashed against her.
Beverly continued to spit, now adding her own spittle to the remaining mixture inside her mouth trying the best way that she could to cleanse herself of every last drop. Once she had, she stepped back, opening her mouth showing it to Deidra that it was cleared. The man below her finally moving towards Mavis, but almost shockingly, Deidra moved even more quickly, her foot suddenly coming down pressing him to the floor.
"No!" She warned. "Neither of you have done well in my eyes tonight," she told them both, seeing the disappointed look in the man's eyes, and the equally disgusted look in his partners. "You will do it instead," Deidra said looking at Beverly. "Next time perhaps...you will learn to hold it all in!"
"No! Please Mistress, I beg of you! You know I don't...don't..."
"Enjoy eating pussy? Eating Cunt?" Deidra laughed. "Yes...I know, but I don't fucking care either!" She informed her. "Perhaps next time, you will do what you've been told to do. Now...get down there and clean her up!"
I was so engrossed in the spectacle taking place in front of me there on the floor, that I hadn't even realized that Ted...Master, had come out onto the stage. Glancing up, realizing it, I saw him looking at Deidra who in turn looked back towards him getting a small nod of approval for what had just happened. Beverly, dutifully with her face planted between Mavis's legs, licking up all that spunk she'd just finished spitting onto the woman's widespread pussy.
"Come here Phil," Bella said pointing at the other gentleman who'd been sitting behind me. "Now you may add yours to the mix," she said pointing at Mavis still lying on the floor. I heard a small whimper come from Beverly, though she didn't raise up even an inch as he soon after joined them, now kneeling down, working his own cock pointing it towards the two of them. In seconds, he began to jettison his own thick creamy sperm against Mavis's pussy as Beverly was forced to continued licking and cleaning her up, which she did.
When it was done, calmly almost too softly, Bella then told everyone to retake their seats. At once, everyone who hadn't been, which was pretty much only myself, scrambled back to once again sit down. Bella waited until it was totally silent before looking over towards Ted who stood still patiently waiting. When he was satisfied that all was indeed quiet and settled again, he reached up undoing the collar on the red floor length cape he'd been wearing, which had likewise up until now at least, completely covered and encircled him. I found myself holding my breath as it opened, not at all sure what to expect as it did.
Ted too was dressed in what appeared to be a skin tight molding of some sort, which I only then realized, was a beautiful white leather that seemed to adhere to every square inch of his skin from the neck down. The one place it didn't, and the one place that now caught my eye along with everyone else's who now sat obediently, and quietly watching him, was the single opening between his legs.
Master's cock was enormously hard, far more so than I had seen it before. Jutting out between the small circular opening in his tight white leather pants, it looked almost menacing in a way. Yet I found I couldn't take my eyes off of it, daring to glance up and away for a moment, catching his look as he gazed back towards me. I immediately lowered my eyes again, though I'm not sure why I did, though I focused once more on his enormously hard cock in doing that.
"Well, which of the three has been the most pleasing this evening?" He then asked speaking at Bella and Deidra. "Which shall we thus reward tonight for their participation, or...has none indeed earned that reward tonight?" He then added as the three Attendings continued to hang, each one murmuring hopefully through the gags still covering their mouths.
He then walked by the first woman, swinging her slightly, examining the red welts and marks left on her skin, gingerly running a finger tip over her as he did, causing her to wince, still struggling against the bindings which held her.
"You maybe?" he teased walking past, and then on to the next one, likewise surveying her, letting his hands run up and down her thighs as she hung there suspended, upside down. "Or this one?" He then turned looking towards the rest of us sitting there, wondering ourselves now, which one he would pick, and for me at least, wondering what he'd do when he had.
He returned to the Attending hanging upside down. "You!" he formalized. "Will receive reward this evening."
Bella immediately went over and began releasing the first woman from her bindings as Deidra did the same to the other woman. When they were both finally released, working circulation back into their hands again, they now knelt on the stage in front of where Ted stood, expectantly, anxiously...paying obvious homage to him as their hands came up to caress him, though neither one dared touch his turgid, stiff looking member.
"Sorry...not tonight," he bade the two of them, essentially dismissing them both. And though there was obvious disappointment showing in their eyes, they soon exited the stage behind the curtain, disappearing. Only the woman who'd been chosen remained, still hanging upside down with Bella and Deidra standing off to either side. Though I noticed as they did, they both wore curious expressions on their faces. Obviously, whatever was going on, wasn't exactly normal, or a part of the routine, for whatever reason.
Once again, he looked directly at me however and then spoke. "Maringa, if you would please..." he then said his hand coming around in a slow sweeping arch, from me to the stage where it now pointed specifically at a spot beside him. I stood at once, leaving my robe behind me, walking purposely, and unashamedly towards the stage though careful to avert my eyes not looking into his directly as I did so.
"Bella? You may remove her gag and blindfold so that the Attending can more fully appreciate and receive her reward. As for the rest of you? Deidra will now see you out, thank you all for coming here this evening," he said dismissively. And with that, everyone else save for myself began filing out, swiftly following Deidra through the door.
**
With the Attending still hanging there upside down, Ted continued on with his more formalized way of speaking, letting me know as he did, that though the other 'guests' had departed, that in no way meant we were done here, or that anyone could relax. I stood patiently waiting, wondering...as did Bella until minutes later Deidra returned having escorted the re-blindfolded guests back into the main house.
He then spoke to the two of them, though I know his words were also meant for the Attending more than anything.
"You will have a reward day tomorrow, you may order whatever you'd like to eat from the kitchen, you will have the use of the reward suite tomorrow night, and may have anyone of your choosing amongst the other Attendings, or Novices join you if you'd like. And of course in addition to that, you may also now have my reward."
"Maringa?" He now said turning back towards me. "You may now stroke my cock," he informed me. "When I begin to squirt...you may aim it, put it...spray it, wherever it is that she asks you to do. When I am finished, the three of you will then lay her down, massage in my cream into her skin until it has been entirely absorbed. After that, she is free to rejoin her sister's and decide which among...all of them...or you," he suddenly added obviously surprising both Bella and Deidra in his statement, not to mention the Attending herself as her eyes opened wide upon hearing that. "As to which one, she would like spending her reward day with."
I had tentatively reached over, wrapping my hand around his hard, swollen, very angry looking cock and began playing with it. Almost immediately I saw a drop of Master's pre-lubrication bubble forth from the tip of his prick.
"First one's mine," Bella said claiming it, and then knelt down her tongue immediately coming up to swirl around the end of his cock as I continued to kneel there next to her, holding it for her as she did that.



"I claim the second," Deidra then informed me, exchanging places with Bella, once again me squeezing his prick, working it until yet again another droplet of his fluid emerged. This one she too lapped up, tickling his cock head with her tongue, savoring it for a few lingering moments before once again standing up, rejoining Bella, each of which now stood on either side of the hanging Attending.
"You may as well," he said looking at me. "If you'd like," he then added. I squeezed him again, not at all surprised when another droplet of his clear pearly fluid oozed from the tip. I stabbed it with the tip of my tongue, running that over and around the bulbous head of his aroused prick for a moment, though doing so not any longer than I'd seen either Bella or Deidra doing before sitting back again on my haunches. "Now...you may reward her," he told me.
He led me over to where she continued to hang, though at least now she could see and speak freely while doing so. Bella and Deidra both, now softly in fact, caressing her, running their hands over and around her tender exposed flesh, as though wakening it to further touch, further sensitivity, which I could very well see was the case as the young woman moaned, groaning contentedly as they did so.
"Where?" He said simply.
She answered immediately, "On my tits, my cunt...especially my ass!" she half pleaded. And then suddenly he began to squirt as I did my level best to aim his spurting where she'd directed, Bella and Deidra both slowly turning her as she hung there, ensuring that each ribbon of Master's nectar found it's mark, splashing against her liberally, fully, and copiously until I had managed to work out every last droplet that I could. Only then did Bella once again lay claim to Master's cock.
"I will finish the draining," she informed us both, replacing my hand with her own, once again kneeling as I now stood looking over, watching just as Deidra was doing, smiling at me approvingly as she did so.
She remained doing that for a considerable length of time until Master had decided it was long enough. "You may now see to her," he told all three of us. "And I will see the three of you at Brunch tomorrow morning." With that, Master cloaked himself once again, and then disappeared back behind the curtains as Deidra, Bella and I began undoing the last of the bindings securing the Attending still with us.
And just as he'd asked, we then lay her down there on the floor and began massaging in the remnants of his sticky seed, rubbing it into her exposed tender flesh until it had indeed finally and totally been absorbed into her skin. Deidra then helped the young woman slip back into a fresh robe, which was waiting for her.
"You may go," she then told her, waiting until she too had totally disappeared behind the curtain before turning and speaking. "Well, that was a bit unusual this evening," she said smiling, speaking on far more relaxed and friendly terms once again. "Though I believe he did that for an obvious reason. No doubt...word will soon spread amongst both the Attendings, as well as the Novices."
"With regards to...what?" I found myself asking, curious though still confused.
Bella laughed. "Regarding the fact he showed you a great deal of favor tonight, and so soon after you're arrival, in allowing you to actually touch, let alone lick his prick. Normally, something like that is reserved only after someone has been here a while, and has proven themselves," she said musing over that, though immediately adding. "I would dare say this though Maringa, you won't be shown or given that kind of favor again, until you have."
**
I soon after followed both Deidra and Bella back to the main house, this time without the need or requirement of the blindfold on our return, marveling at the secret entrance as one entire section of sculpted bush hiding the entry way, was easily opened much like a gate as we climbed up and out of the entry way into the ground below us. As it settled back into place, I could now see how and why, that unless someone actually knew where it was, they would never, ever be able to find the entrance into the area we'd just been in.
"And you only saw a small portion of what's down there," Deidra laughed. "When it's time, and when Master says that we can...we will show you more, a lot more!" she chuckled. "In the meantime, it seems the three of us have the night off. Anyone interested in spending a bit more time together? I know...I am!" she said hinting hopefully.
I was admittedly very aroused, and unfulfilled myself. And though it was now very late, only an hour or two now before sunrise, I found myself grinning from ear to ear. "Lead the way," I offered, looking forward to a lot more than just a little curious exploration.
**
To be continued...
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After making it back inside the estate, Deidra suggested we head back to her room, as it was closest, not to mention the fact she had a bit more interesting décor than I had in my room. In addition of course to a much wider variety of novelty's which she had spoken to me about previously, and which I was rather anxious to see or even try out.
The fact we'd all been getting along together so well over the past few days added to that too. I had found myself becoming more and more comfortable around the two of them. And curious! So far, we had teased, even flirted a little making suggestive lewd comments, though appreciatively perhaps sizing one another up a little during the process. They also had another distinct advantage over me, in that they had both seen the size of my moderately large clit. Something they had both commented on as to wanting a much closer look at, which had aroused me considerably the more I thought about them doing just that.
We soon after reached Deidra's rooms, as she led both Bella and I into her "Inner chambers" as they were called. Here, her bedroom was, with a bed that was even bigger than my own, nearly touching the walls on both sides, custom made obviously with just enough room to get out of it and walk around. Almost immediately she flipped a switch on the wall, the lighting suddenly changing from a subdued soft glow, to a deep rich red that momentarily took my eyes some time to adjust too. When they did however, I felt an excited, aroused thrill coursing through me at once. Just the lighting itself seemed sexual, naughty...dirty for some reason. And being as horny as I obviously was, it was the last ingredient I needed to overcome any inhibitions I might have been harboring.
"Well? Make yourselves comfortable," she stated. "Can I fix anyone something to drink?"
"Maybe later on the drink," I responded back. Taking advantage of the fact I had remained wearing only my robe, now slipping that off and sliding naked on top of her large oversize bed, just as Bella had already done.
"So...have you had...much experience with other women?" Bella asked. Lying close enough to me there on the bed, she'd allowed her hand to reach out, fingers just barely grazing one of my extended nipples as she asked me that.
"To be perfectly honest? No...I really haven't. I went through a somewhat typical 'curious-exploratory' phase in college, but even then...I didn't do much beyond some mutual petting, toying a little. Though one girl and I did sort of grind against one another until we came," I said sharing with them, momentarily reliving the experience. I smiled inwardly to myself, it had been pretty nasty-hot at the time. "If my old school-mate Charlene could only see me now!" I thought to myself as Bella continued her gentle, yet very arousing tease of my hard nipple.
"You mean...you never went down on another woman, licked her pussy?" Deidra asked pleasantly surprised at hearing that. As she now slid in bed next to me effectively sandwiching me between the two of them. I laughed.
"No, believe it or not...I never have. Thought about it...plenty of times yes, and wondered what it would feel like, if it felt any different when a woman did it to me, as opposed to a man. But there again...being honest, I never have." And then I laughed again after saying that. "You probably won't believe this either. But that thing I did to that woman earlier this evening? When I basically clit-fucked her right there in front of everyone? That was a first for me too!" I told them.
"Well you could have fooled me!" Bella guffawed, almost shrieking hysterically. "Funniest, and horniest damn thing I've ever seen too! Daniel had it coming, and I for one was damn glad you took her down a few notches. I've been wanting to do something similar to her like that myself, but Master has kept me in check, biding his time. Though I know he's done so looking for an opportunity to have a face to face with her idiot husband. Now it would appear, you managed to get him one," Bella said actually looking impressed. "And I know he was grateful for that, which is also why...I think he allowed you to see what you did this evening. That really was a very influential group of people you were with tonight in case you hadn't already guessed that!"
"I had a pretty good idea that they were. Mavis was it? Saw her earlier in the evening, sporting what had to have been several thousand dollars worth of diamonds on her at the time. And the other couple...the one's wearing the masks? Though I heard her name, never did hear his...but even with the mask on, he looked vaguely familiar to me."
"Guess its safe enough to tell you this now...but yeah, that was Senator Jack Evans. What's funny about that is...he's the one constantly tossing around religion waving it like a flag, talking about how we've gotten away from allowing religion in schools and such. If anybody knew..." she laughed even harder. "Anyway...back to this," she said now reaching down brushing my pussy ever so slightly, causing a thousand goose-bumps to suddenly flair up all at once.
Bella lying off to one side of me, with Deidra now laying on the other, had both begun to gently brush their hands and fingertips back and forth up and down my quivering flesh. Bella had also positioned one leg, now bent at the knee, which now almost obscenely, yet quite erotically, displayed herself to me as I looked over. Her pussy only a few inches away from my face now as we lay there head to toe now.
Besides the obvious differences in the size of our respective clits perhaps, hers being just slightly smaller than my own, though I had also seen many in porn films and photos of women who had what I thought were gi'normous clits, far larger than mine. But what I saw laying there looking at her was, her labia were far larger, which she now seemed to take delight in, stretching them out a bit, pulling on them with her fingers.
"Wow," I found myself saying, not really having meant to, the words suddenly coming out however even before I'd realized it.
Bella giggled, which was strange in a way, as that wasn't something you very often heard her do, especially when she purposely had her face on. Giggling wasn't something one would ever consider as being part of her personality, or nature. And yet...here she was, doing just that.
"You have a larger than normal clit, and I have slightly larger than normal pussy lips. I'm thinking, we should each one take the time to enjoy touching, feeling...and perhaps even tasting the differences. What do you think?"
"I think...that sounds like a fine idea!" I said immediately rolling over, my head suddenly between her legs as I straddled her in what would eventually become a somewhat traditional '69', though at the moment, neither one of us ventured off into that. Myself, content to take a moment or two, just looking, fondling and playing with her a little. It had been a long time since I'd actually done anything like this, and I wasn't about to rush it either. I wanted to take my time, let myself become even more aroused than I already was. And even as I did that, Deidra too got into the act, swinging around on the bed, with her own head next to Bella's the two of them gazing at me with their eyes and fingers as they likewise explored me together.
That in and of itself was damn fucking hot, and I could feel the juices already beginning to pool just inside the opening of my sex. I was actually glad and delighted that neither one of them seemed to be in any big hurry either. Taking delight in their almost too gentle explorations, fingertip touches and probing, almost more ticklish than arousing. But it wasn't even that so much, as it was hearing them actually talking about me as though I wasn't even there as they discussed, imagined, and spoke quite obscenely about my very exposed pussy. Hearing that, was really getting me excited, so much so, that I allowed myself to explore even more than I had been, likewise sharing in their almost vulgar, obscene conversation.
"God, look at that little fucker!" Bella said dinging my hard clit with the tip of her finger, flicking it with her nail even, which stung at first...just a little, but then immediately became something far more than that. "Look, if you spread her lips apart like this, it makes it stand out even more. Look closely Deidra, it almost looks like a miniature cock, it even appears to have a nice glands surrounding it, nice little ridge that I'm thinking would enjoy being tongued." Though I was slightly disappointed when she didn't do that.
"Ooh, and look at that," Deidra said, feeling her finger tip as it gently probed me for a moment, parting the folds of my inner core. Look how much sauce she's producing, so slick, white and pasty. Bet that tastes damn fucking good too!"
I wanted to scream out, "So DO IT!" But I held myself in check, content as well, as I now pinched Bella's lips between my fingers, now pulling on them...stretching them out fully, letting them go only to capture them and do it again to her.
"Oh yeah, I like that Maringa, keep pulling on them like that...but even harder than you are, and twist them a bit while you do, I really enjoy feeling that."
I not only did that, but I yanked on them to, almost violently, flapping them about with my hands, yanking, twisting, and stretching them about as far as I dared. Even then, I still wasn't doing it hard enough to suit her however.
"Harder than that honey," she purred pleasurably. "Like you were actually trying to tear them off!"
"Seriously?"
"Yeah...seriously, you hot little cunt, come on...pull on my lips honey, let me feel a little pain here!"
"You know what she'd really enjoy feeling?" Deidra suddenly said sitting up.
"No, what?" I asked looking back, enjoying the rather decadent sight of Bella laying there staring at my cunt, just as I had been doing to hers. Excitedly, Deidra rolled out of the bed, running around the side of the bed across the room where an enormous bookcase filled the entire far wall. She opened one of the closed cabinets, which I now saw contained what had to be hundreds of different sized, colored candles. Taking one, she quickly lit it.
"Wait until you see this," she said carrying the now lit candle back to bed with her. "And the really nice thing about this one is...it drips fast, burns fast too...but that makes it even better for doing this," she added. Bella of course knew what she was about to do, and immediately extricated herself from beneath me, which was somewhat disappointing for me at that moment. I'd been only a few tongue tickles away from actually doing that.
"Hmm, I do love this," Bella moaned long before Deidra had done anything to her. I of course immediately knew what she was about to do, though I'd never done it or experienced it myself. Always fearful about causing either myself...or someone else harm.
"How do you know...where, how?"
Deidra laughed. "Practice baby...lots and lots of practice!" She grinned, and then stood up on the bed, hovering over Bella's body as she lay there cupping her own breasts, toying with her amazingly hard thick nipples.
"Start here Deidra," Bella told her. "And then work your way down so that Maringa can see how to do it. After that, let her give it a try."
**
I watched as Deidra held the candle, leaning it over a bit as the hot wax pooled just then rolling off the lip. It dripped. I lay there having moved around once again so as to get a much better look while she did this. The first two splattering drops of hot wax hitting the tip of Bella's nipple almost perfectly, several others coating the lower half of her puckered areola, clinging to it, quickly hardening. Bella moaned deeply, the pleasured quick burn teasing her aroused flesh.
"Doesn't that...hurt?" I asked inquisitively.
"Oh yes darling...but in a very, very good way," Bella moaned again as Deidra tipped the candle once more, hot drippings of wax now coating the upper half of her rather large, dark areolas, as well as splashing and almost fully covering her nipple itself now. "Oh fuck!" She cried out as it did, obviously savoring the intensity of the sensation as the wax quickly cooled, once again hardening, capturing her nipple in a waxy cocoon.
"Here Maringa...you do the other one," Deidra said holding out the candle to me. I quickly stood, nervously accepting the candle from her as the two of us now stood over Bella. Looking down at her, one breast almost fully saturated with a red crusty caking, looked extremely erotic, and I found myself wondering what it would feel like.
"Right about there yes," Deidra instructed judging the near perfect height at which I should pour it, only then beginning to as I likewise attempted to aim the first few drops against the point of Bella's uncovered nipple. She groaned, moaning deeply again as several drops hit, most of which in fact landed against her bare nipple and surrounding areola. I adjusted my aim, moving it over a bit, and succeeded in covering it completely, just as Deidra had done. "Nicely done!" She complimented, taking the candle back. "Now...comes the fun part!"
I knew where she was going, and momentarily found myself surprised, though she quickly answered my unspoken question. "Only one or two drops," she told me. "Just enough to make it sting good, but not so much that you cover her clit like we did her nipples. Takes too long having to dig it all out for one thing," she chuckled. "And nothing worse than a waxy-tasting cunt!"
Her aim was perfect, and just as she'd indicated, she only allowed a couple of drops to actually splatter against Bella's clit, which she had herself revealed even more vulnerably, holding her pussy lips a part with her hands. Once again Bella groaned, even more deeply this time, squirming about on the bed, savoring the intensity of the titillating burn on her exposed tender clit.
"And now...we peel it all off," Deidra informed me. She then placed a small towel over Bella's tummy, reaching up and began to lift the now hardened wax off Bella's breasts and nipples placing it on the towel. "You do the other one," which I began doing. Exposing the somewhat reddened tender flesh beneath as we slowly stripped away the wax still clinging to her flesh. Even that seemed pleasurable to her as we did so, eventually peeling it all off. I now watched as Deidra began tonguing Bella's left breast, joining in, doing the same to her right one.
"Oh fuck that feels good!" Bella expelled, her now even more sensitized flesh being teased and caressed by our rapidly flicking tongues as we teased her tits simultaneously. I spent what felt like a lavish amount of time sucking and licking her hard fat nipples, quite enjoying myself as that too hadn't been something I had much experience in doing before.
"I'll let you have the honors," Deidra told me, now pointing with her eyes down between Bella's legs. A bit more wax lay waiting for us there as well, as I grinned, slithering down her nude form, now staring once again at her openly displayed pussy. There, three or four spots of wax clinging to her lips, as well as a rather large one actually covering most of her almost injured looking clit. I carefully, and gingerly peeled that way, though using my tongue to help in doing so. I felt a thrill course through me as Bella shivered excitedly, her hand coming up to rest itself against the back of my head. With the wax now gone, joining the pile we'd created on her tummy, Deidra removed the towel as I even more comfortably situated myself between her legs.
"Oh yeah Maringa, eat me baby...suck my cunt, lick my pussy!" she now demanded as my tongue for the first time ever, began lapping away at her sopping wet split.
**
As I lay there enjoying my first pussy ever, licking and sucking her very tender clit, Deidra, not to be left out by any means, crawled around behind me. Seconds later, she had me scoot up slightly, still bent over, still licking, and now fingering Bella's extremely wet cunt. I had an idea, and was expecting her to momentarily begin doing the same thing to me. But even now she surprised me a bit. Still kneeling behind me as I did, I felt her lips, mouth kissing and biting the flesh of my ass. One finger, and then two splitting my clit in a "V" as she massaged it, teasing it capturing it between her nimble fingers, rolling it around which began driving me nuts. If I thought that was intensely pleasurable, I had as yet an even bigger surprise in store for me.
"Holy shit!" I exclaimed, speaking right into Bella's cunt as the realization of what Deidra was doing hit me. Never before in my life had I ever been 'rimmed' either, and now...here I was. Deidra's tongue tickling me in a way that I'd actually never really considered before. Sure...I had on some few occasions, double finger-fucked myself, and enjoyed the twice-over sensation of it whenever I had. But to actually have someone now licking, tonguing me there, wasn't something I had anticipated or certainly expected.
"Like that huh?" Deidra mouthed continuing to finger-fuck me, still spearing my tight little opening with her tongue simultaneously. "Me too," she added..."So keep that in mind when it's your turn," she informed me.
I had latched my lips around Bella's clit, pulling on it quite severely, not even realizing that I had as Deidra's tongue dove repeatedly in and out of my ass, her fingers doing things to my clit at this point that I didn't think possible. I'd already felt the beginnings of an unexpected orgasm begin, which is why perhaps I clamped down on Bella's clit the way that I had. She giggled once again, feeling me do so, though it had likewise brought a bit of additional intensity to her as my mouth surrounded her hard firm clit, working it forcefully.
"I think you're gonna make her cum doing that," Bella told Deidra...which is fucking fine with me, because the way she's sucking my clit at the moment...she's gonna make me cum too!"
**
Ted actually laughed, startling the young Novice kneeling between his legs as she dutifully continued sucking his cock, hands and feet bound together, a black drape completely covering her so that 'Master' had no idea which Novice she was. He turned off the monitor in Deidra's room, pleased with what he had seen and witnessed, adding to his own level of arousal, though now it was time to get back to business.
Standing near the doorway, Belinda, one of the most trusted and senior of the Attendings stood nearby, her face stoic as she stood there watching. Melanie, the young Novice was one of her two charges. Her performance, or lack thereof, would weigh heavily on any favors Master were to show her going forward. Well aware of his impending orgasm, he of course gave no hint of it, letting it happen when it did, gauging the young woman's response to it seconds later when he began filling her mouth with his semen.
As he had expected, the young Novice whose identity remained a secret to him, continued sucking, draining his cock as she'd been taught to do. In that at least she'd won favor, though her technique and style still needed further improvement. A simple nod of his head towards Belinda brought her over towards him, carrying the collar she held in her hand. A tap on the young girls shoulder beneath the cape caused her to sit up at once, releasing Master's prick. The moment she did that, Belinda smoothed the cape down fully over her head, securing the collar around her neck on the outside of it before releasing the bonds securing her arms and legs together.
"A bit too tentative, too soft," he told Belinda, though all in all she had done fairly well. "See to it she spends two hours in the phallic room," he stated. "Teach her a bit more forceful technique." The cloaked hidden woman stood, her identity remaining unknown so that Master neither showed her too much favor, or judged her too severely if later running into her. Belinda smiled inwardly however, no one ever went away without additional time in the phallic room, practicing, learning to improve and perfect their techniques. But it was rarer still even then that Master didn't demand several hours of it during the course of a week. It had been in a sense a great compliment, until Master looked down at himself after the woman stood. There was a line of his spending clinging to the underside of his balls. He frowned, looking up at the Attending. "She missed some," he said glancing down at himself, his look no longer pleased. "You will see to it she is given additional time in 'consumption' ", he told the Attending. "And you as well are to report to Mistress Bella before noon tomorrow!"



"Yes Master!" she said, and then knelt down before him herself, quickly licking him clean, doing what was necessary in accounting for the most obvious failure of her own favored Novice. She herself would be punished for this infraction, minor as it was. But the difference being, Bella, or even Deidra wouldn't see it that way, and would no doubt see to it that she remembered it for quite some time afterwards. The cloaked nervous Novice stood off to one side, unable to see or know what was going on, though she did know her Attending had been verbally humiliated and embarrassed in front of her. Even with the added time now being given her to be spent in the phallic room, she feared more for the additional time she'd be forced having to do others things in making it up to her mistress.
After the two had departed, Ted reached up turning the monitor back on in Deidra's room. They were still going at it, Maringa now lying on the bottom, Deidra sitting on her face, Bella now lying between Maringa's thighs devouring her cunt by the looks of it, along with the decadently wicked sounds being vocally expressed by all three.
Master again smiled to himself. It was nice to see that the training had already begun.
**
We'd been at it for hours. I'd lost track of the number of orgasms I'd given, let alone received, nearing the point of exhaustion now as morning arrived, the announcement of it coming in the form of a knock on the door.
"That would be Novice Chrissy," Deidra announced languishing in the afterglow of her most recent climax. "It must be just six," she replied only then calling out. "You may enter!"
I later learned, as I would soon have my own Novice to wake me each and every morning, as well as being available to run errands, or do chores for me, though I had no intention as a 'Companion', in demanding such a thing. But as Chrissy entered the room, it was evident she was used to finding Deidra entertaining someone in her room, not at all surprised to find the three of us laying there naked together.
"It is six," she announced confirming the time. "Though as passed down to me as a reminder, breakfast will be at ten-thirty this morning," she informed us all. Deidra nodded, pleased that the young woman had saw to even that minor detail upon waking her, though we of course hadn't even been asleep yet. I was surprised that we'd gone the entire night, though fatigue I knew would eventually catch up with me as I actually yawned feeling the first effects of it.
"Let me see," Deidra said asking the young girl, though what she'd just asked and requested I had no understanding of. But almost as quickly as Deidra had asked it, the young woman lifted the simple white shift she was wearing up and over her head, now standing there naked holding onto it. What I now saw intrigued me a little. A smooth white length piece of rope perfectly framed either side of her pussy, her lips puffy, protruding outwards quite erotically. The twin strands led from there upwards towards each of her small pointed breasts, encircling each one, crisscrossing back over her shoulders and meeting the ties behind her back around her waist. "Have you touched it?" Deidra asked.
"No Mistress!" Chrissy exclaimed, obviously worried that Deidra wouldn't believe her. "Honest Mistress, I have not...not even once!"
Deidra seemed to be gauging her expression, looking into the young girls eyes.
"I believe you," she said finally, her expression relaxing, as was the young woman's upon hearing that. "So...would you like to?"
"Oh yes Mistress! Yes!" she said excitedly with even more passion and fervor. "May I? Please?"
"You may...but you'll do it here then, so we can watch you."
The girl seemed even more elated in having heard that, expecting perhaps given permission, to at least retire to her own quarters finally allowed to touch and pleasure herself. But now...Mistress Deidra basically honoring her with a masturbatory performance in front of the three of us.
"Slowly..." Deidra warned. "So we can likewise enjoy it," she added. "Otherwise, you may not be allowed the final pleasures of it, unless we are."
"Yes Mistress!" Chrissy said, only then slipping her hand down between her legs, gently running a single finger tip up her split, the other hand coming up to cup and likewise tenderly caress her small perky breast.
"She is one of my favorites to watch doing this," Deidra said leaning over to whisper so as not to be heard by the girl. "She's a squirter too, which is also why I make her take longer than most in doing it. The more aroused she becomes, the harder she squirts when she finally climaxes."
The young girl stood there visibly trembling, her knees shaking, her body quivering as she obviously fought off the urge to simply let go and come. She continued to slowly tease herself, pinching her small, yet noticeable clit between her fingers, doing to it, what she likewise did to her nipple with her other hand.
"Slowly child...slowly," Bella once again admonished her.
"Yes Mistress," she moaned audibly, slowing her manipulations, which if anything, simply intensified her need and ongoing pleasure. Exhausted as I still was, satiated beyond belief, I found myself becoming aroused once again just laying there watching her. Noticing my movements, Deidra cautioned me, whispering.
"Not in front of the Novices," she told me. "If you wish...we can have her accommodate you personally, but we never pleasure ourselves or one another in front of them, unless Master specifically asks it."
I nodded, ensuring my hands traveled nowhere's near my reawakened pussy, surprised to find it becoming so. Though the rather decadent vision of the young woman, ropes binding her small firm breasts, still framing almost delicately her very swollen, puffy pussy lips looked almost too good not to be doing so.
Several minutes later the obvious look in the poor girls face denoted the level of intensity she had now reached. Fighting now as best she could, staving off the inevitable, which I knew should she continue for much longer, would cause her to orgasm without having received permission as yet in doing so.
"Please Mistress...please?" She near begged, the frustration clearly showing now along with the beads of sweat that had formed on her brow as well as between her breasts. The pure exertion and effort of having so slowly touched herself while standing there, looking at us, we in turn watching her, had become nearly too much.
"Very well...you may come," Deidra announced, the look of pure relief in the girls face showing through as she quickly began fingering herself even more furiously than what I had done to myself in times past. She began slapping her cunt, the sounds making a distinguishable noise as she didn't just pat herself as I sometimes did, but literally began pounding her cunt, spanking it, and then rubbing it so fast that her hand became a blur.
"Watch this," Bella told me seconds later. "I truly do enjoy watching this one when she comes."
I did, but the poor girl looked momentarily worried, concerned...asking. "Where Mistress?"
"Right where you are," she responded in kind. "You can clean it up afterwards." Chrissy looked relieved, going back to the hard pummeling she'd been giving herself, teetering on the edge now quite obviously.
And then she came.
It was like watching a horse take a piss, which in a way I at first thought she was doing. I myself at times, though not always, could gush a bit, a very liquid and joyous orgasmic release. And I of course had seen it as well, other women in videos I had watched who all seemed to ejaculate these watery little streamers of climatic bliss. But in all of those...never had I ever seen anything like this! As Chrissy came, crying out delightedly, actually whimpering now as she did, the flow of her orgasm fell from between her legs as though someone had turned on a faucet. Never before in my life had I witnessed such a spectacle, or even thought it remotely possible. Her female nectar simply splurged from her cunt, gushing, hitting and splattering against the floor below her.
"No wonder she was worried!" I sat thinking to myself, for she had made quite a mess, and even then...continued to do so, though the flow now seemed to squirt out of her in much smaller pulsations, the ebb and flow of it slowly diminishing, though the look on her sweet blissful face certainly hadn't.
"Thank you Mistress! Thank you!" She said immediately going down to her knees then as Deidra handed her a large towel in order to wipe up the now wet sticky floor with.
"Well, I don't know about you two...but I'm going to at least try and grab a few hours sleep before we're required at breakfast," Deidra informed Bella and I both. Which sounded like a damn fine idea as Bella and I soon after left, each of us parting ways, heading off towards our own suite of rooms where I collapsed into bed, falling sound asleep within moments.
**
Ted once again switched off his monitor, his prick yet again hard and needful. He stood up walking over towards his desk, pressing the silent button beneath it summoning an Attending who stood as required just outside his door.
"Yes Master?" Silvia asked stepping inside, somewhat surprised to see her Master's aroused state.
"Two things...one, reschedule breakfast to lunch, around twelve-thirty. Send word that the Mistress's and the Companion are to be allowed to sleep until then. Two? After you have done that, return here, I have a hard cock that needs seeing too," he told her.
"Yes...Master," she said surprised at her good fortune, for it was rare that anything like this very often happened, especially in the middle of the day. Whatever else he'd been doing inside his office, even after the young Novice he'd had inside with him earlier had left, must have been special indeed for him to be this aroused, this early. Perhaps as rumors had been hinting at as of late, it really did have something to do with the new 'Companion', he had so recently brought into the house. And even if it did, and even if many were indeed a bit jealous of her being there, the benefits of her now being a part of them, far outweighed any disadvantages. She had not sucked Master's cock for well over a month now, and was already salivating in looking forward to doing just that.
**
I had been at the estate now for nearly three weeks. And as Bella had told me earlier, Ted had had very little to do with me in all that time. Though I saw him at breakfast, which was more of a daily informal business meeting, I had little if anything that I was personally tasked to do. I contributed part of that to a lot of inactivity however. There hadn't been any parties, even single guests being invited over or dropping by. For the most part 'Master' had been involved and engaged in the normal day-to-day business dealings that had captured most if not all of his time. He had in fact been away again for the past three days, though the buzz around the estate was that he was expected home that evening and had in fact planned a small little dinner party that I was relieved to hear I'd been asked to attend.
I was very glad for Bella and Deidra's friendship however as we'd gotten and grown even closer. I now looked forward to, and enjoyed our periodic romps together, sometimes with either one, though on much more preferred occasions, with both. I had also seen a lot more of the estate, most of which as I knew but had never seen, was below ground. I had also finally gotten a better look at the dorms and classrooms, having heard about but never seen the infamous 'phallic' room.
Taking me on the tour, Deidra led me into that particular 'class-room', Marlene teaching at the moment as we came in. A total of six Novices were in attendance as we entered, each one at the moment sitting together on a long bench side-by-side. Differing sizes of what looked to be like very realistic looking pricks permanently affixed to the table. At the moment Marlene was instructing them in the techniques of how to pleasure, accept without gagging, a particularly large looking specimen.
"Cock-sucking 101," Deidra whispered chuckling as we quietly walked about observing as Marlene went about her business as though neither one of us was even there.
"No, no! Janice," she admonished a very large busted brunette walking over to her. "There is no need to try and swallow so much of the prick as you are," she said leaning over to demonstrate the proper technique herself. "When someone has as large a cock as this one is, you can still satisfy it by learning to use your lips to nibble on it up and down the shaft, returning back to the head. There you suck and lick for a moment, and then repeat the technique down the other side, not forgetting the balls of course."
Someone giggled. "But...there aren't any on these!" A young woman said, which was true as basically where the balls would have been there were only attached bases permanently affixed to the table.
"We'll be working on that next week," Marlene said glaring at her, glancing worriedly up towards Deidra and I, though Deidra gave no indication of being upset or offended. If anything, she had found the young woman's comment funny too.
Deidra now led me over to another area, likewise interesting. Small stools with what also appeared to be medium to large sized pricks likewise attached to each one of these. But in addition to that, I also noticed each stool appeared to be wired to some sort of a monitor.
"What does that do?" I asked curiously.
"Besides being taught how to properly suck a cock, the Novices are also trained of course in how to pleasurably fuck a man's prick, milking it with their inner muscles. These units measure the amount of pressure applied to the penis when inside. The girls have daily exercises where they learn how to better use those particular muscles. Progress is of course measured on these devices," she said turning one on, showing me by holding the soft pliable dick, just how sensitive it was as the reading on the monitor measured minute increments of applied pressure.
"Would you like a demonstration?" Marlene asked walking over. "We were just about to move on to that very exercise in fact," she said smiling at me, a look I had seen come from her once before...almost hungry in a way.
"I'd like that," I responded as Marlene then turned to what I could only assume was one of her best pupils.
"Kathryn? If you would please?" Marlene spoke inviting a rather small breasted, but beautifully petite looking redhead to come over to us. "Novice Kathryn has so far shown the most promise and improvement in being able to work her pussy muscles," Marlene said introducing her to us. Turning one of the units on, Kathryn then applied what appeared to be a clear lubricant inside herself before climbing onto the stool and inserting the rather impressive looking prick inside. "Not only does the gel help with lubrication, but it acts as a conduit for ensuring that we are given accurate readings," she further explained. Marlene then turned back around to the young woman. "You may begin," she told the young girl.
Without moving, though obviously concentrating, she sat atop the fake penis with it completely impaled inside her, squeezing her inner muscles. As she did, the gage slowly rose, though fluctuating up and down a little with each obvious contraction of herself surrounding it. "Five point three, three." Marlene said smiling, obviously pleased with the highest reading, though most of the rest hovered between four point seven and five.
"Very interesting," I responded as she continued to sit on the device still concentrating, though it became obvious with the lowering numbers she was growing tired in trying to maintain the level of contraction she had been while surrounding it.
"Want to try it?" Deidra suggested teasingly, though I honestly didn't think she thought I would. The fact of the matter was, I had always felt like I had pretty good inner muscle control, at least some of the men I had been with had commented on my ability to do that. So I was curious.
"Might be interesting," I said surprising her to some extent, along with Marlene and most if not all of the now curious Novices who'd been invited over to watch and observe.
Like most here, at least during the day, I wore a simple shift that was both comfortable as well as functional, and usually without having put any panties on. I'd already misplaced several pairs as it was by now, and had gotten out of the habit of even bothering with them anymore, especially as I quickly learned, both Bella and Deidra didn't either.
I quickly lubed myself up, amidst a few surprised giggles though a quick look from both Deidra as well as Marlene quieted everyone down. I then straddled the fairly large prick, allowing myself to adjust to it, feeling it inside me as I bore down on it, actually feeling it now tickling my cervix.
"Go ahead...I'm ready," I told Marlene as she reached over and switched on the device.
"Whenever you're..." She didn't finish however, looking at the readout as I quickly and easily surpassed five, and then six...finally reaching just over seven as I contracted, trying to hold it. I released, took a breath, concentrating, and then contracted again. The readout hit seven point nine.
"Holy shit!" Deidra exclaimed her eyes wide open. "My best ever was just over seven!" she exclaimed obviously impressed, as were most if not all of the Novices. I soon after climbed off, proud of myself, though it was evident Marlene and Deidra were even more so.
"See students? What IS possible if you continue to work at it?" Marlene told everyone. "So...how about we start doing just that!"
As the girls began to mount their individual stools, Deidra and I moved on, Bella would be waiting for us for our afternoon massages, and would no doubt fill us both in on what to expect for this evenings small little dinner party. The small problem I had at the moment however, was just the few moments I had sat there with that nice-sized cock inside me, made me realize how long it had been since I'd actually been fucked by a man for one, and for another...I was damn horny now too!
**
We were lying on the tables just chatting for a moment while our masseuses finished preparing everything for our afternoon massage. Normally it was simply relaxing and I very often nearly fell asleep while getting one. Today however was an entirely different story, I was still horny as hell after the episode in the Phallic room, reminding me how long it had been since I'd even had a cock inside me. And now...here I was lying on a table naked, aroused...wet, horny, and Jake a very tall, very good looking Native American with rugged chiseled features, attractive as hell, and who obviously had a cock...well, I was half tempted to reach out and grab it.
What I didn't know then, and wouldn't know fully until several days later, was that Jake and his two fellow masseuses were on Master's payroll for a reason besides just giving massages.
I did get an inkling of that then however, though not getting the full story until much later when Bella nodded at Deidra, winking and then motioning her to look over towards me. I was lying on my tummy, eyes half closed, my hand nonchalantly down between my legs just lightly fingering myself a little, though totally unaware I was being watched while doing it. I was seriously hoping to give myself a quick one...just enough to take the edge off at least.
"Ah Jake?" Bella said causing me to suddenly stop what I was doing, opening my eyes looking in her direction. "Before you three begin our massage? I'm thinking...that perhaps the three of you might be interested in doing something else for us first...or rather for Maringa here," she said laughing, though being serious about it too. "Yes...in fact, I insist on it," she now added. "Why don't the three of you show us how hard you can make those cocks of yours get for us," she then added to that. "I know I for one would enjoy seeing it. How about you Deidra? Maringa?"



"Oh yes...let's see a bit of cock play," Deidra laughed joining in. "I'm sure Maringa here would be interested in seeing that two, wouldn't you sweetie?" She asked me.
Somewhat surprised at the turn of events, I merely nodded my head, all three men having already produced their pricks, now standing there stroking them to a fairly quick, full standing attention!
It was almost mesmerizing, seeing Jake, and "Charlie" as he was affectionately called, along with "Bones," who was nicknamed as such as he in fact was also a practicing chiropractor. At the moment however, the only thing being practiced was their three pricks, as they stood there side-by-side jacking themselves off for us as we all lay there watching them.
"You know...I'd really hate to see three hard stiff cocks go to waste like that," Deidra now added knowing full-well where this was headed, though I as yet still hadn't caught on. "But in fairness to Maringa, she really should be given first pick, or perhaps first 'prick' as it where, unless you of course choose to lay first claim here," she then added looking at Bella.
"No...no, I agree with you this time," Bella mused. "We really should let Maringa have first choice, I am sure it has been a while for her, especially as no one has been here to further enjoy her charms in recent weeks. So yes...under the circumstances, Maringa? You choose! Which one would you enjoy fucking here today?"
I was hesitant in deciding, not because I didn't want to, or wasn't interested, because I was. The honest truth was, they were all three good-looking with better than average sized cocks from what I could easily see, thus choosing one over the other had suddenly put a lot more weight on the issue than I really cared to have, in deciding between them. And especially in not wanting to seem to favor one over the others either. "I don't know..." I said instead, trying to decide, trying to come up with a way to actually make some sort of a choice, when Bella essentially made it for me.
"Well then...I chose for you, which is my right to do," she stated, though even then, I wasn't sure she had that choice to be honest about it, using my still too new naïveté to perhaps fool me into what she now did. "All three!" She said excitedly, "With you going first Jake," she told him. To my surprise, he immediately stepped forward grinning from ear to ear.
"And how would you prefer being fucked? " He now asked. Already laying face down on the table anyway, it became a simple decision, as at the moment, just about any position would have been fine with me as aroused as I was. I merely slid my knees up, kneeling though leaning forward presenting my ass now raised as my answer. I felt Jake walk over, the table the perfect height as he placed the tip of his turgid shaft at the very wet opening of my cunt and slid in. I grunted with the sudden, though very welcome intrusion, feeling his man-meat fill me wholly and completely.
"Ahh...would you look at poor Charlie?" Bella now said. "Standing there trying to keep his prick hard waiting for his turn, maybe...Maringa might be inclined to help keep him that way until it is his turn," she said prompting the man with a simple look as he now walked over standing next to me on the table. I had to lift up, but the angle of Jake's penetration felt heavenly as he grabbed both my ass cheeks, holding on, still slowly skewering my slick cunt. Without even thinking, I reached over with my mouth and slid it around the hard shaft now pointed towards my face and began sucking it. One cock now in my cunt, the other in my mouth as I fully accepted my decadent coupling there in front of everyone.
"Remember Jake," Deidra interjected. "No shooting off inside," she reminded the man. Fully aware of that rule myself...I knew that it was considered a major infraction and grounds for immediate dismissal. Master's rule ensured that none of the girls in his "school" got pregnant for one, though each was also on birth control anyway. But that also included bi-weekly check-ups, physicals, and strict adherence to that particular policy, even amongst guests. To break that rule meant being blackballed from ever being invited back to the estate. Or for male employee's, of which there were a few on staff, immediate dismissal.
It didn't take long for me to feel the beginnings of that first incredible orgasm, Jake's prick so wonderfully, so erotically spearing my heated pussy. I clamped down on it, using the muscles as I contracted, grabbing his shaft, intensifying the sensation inside as I climaxed. So hard was my orgasm, I actually screamed out my pleasure while still holding Charlie's cock inside my mouth. "Bone's" now himself having walked over to stand on the other side of the table, fondling my free-swinging breasts, which merely added to my lusty, decadent pleasure.
My orgasm, and perhaps the suddenly pussy-vice I'd used to clamp down on Jake's cock, caused him, or rather forced him to immediately withdraw seconds after that. When he did, I felt his own liquid eruption as it suddenly bathed my entire back and ass. Squirt after precious squirt of his seed landing against me, criss-crossing my back in ribbons of his warm delicious spunk.
"Oh fuck," Charlie groaned seeing this, watching me as I continued the manipulation of his prick, sucking it forcefully. He too stepped back, now fisting himself, thick ropes of semen suddenly flying from the tip of his prick, likewise coating me from my breasts on down as I rolled over spreading my legs. Bones was inside me before I'd barely managed to do that, now taking up from where Jake had left off. Like a freight train out of control, he slammed in and out of me with a rapidity I had never felt before, my second orgasm coming so soon after the first, causing me to squirt just a little. It wasn't something I did often, nor as much as I'd certainly seen done recently, but I did never the less. Bones soon withdrew as well, I sat up watching as he did, still feeling the delicious contractions deep inside as the third cum-bath of the day erupted. Once again, long thick streamers of pearly-white spunk began coating my body, most of which had thoroughly soaked my breasts. Rivulets of semen now running off down the sides, dripping onto the table as I collapsed back, thoroughly exhausted now, though still quivering inside.
Throughout, Deidra and Bella had remained silent, watching, Deidra only then finally commenting. "Well...she certainly won't need much in the way of lotion for her massage now will she?"
"No, she won't," Bella laughed. "And now I'm jealous...we should have thought of that ourselves," she added simultaneously reaching beneath the table, flipping the switch that had previously turned on the hidden cameras in the room. "But Master will certainly enjoy and appreciate how far along in her training we've come," Bella thought to herself smiling.
**
Indeed, I was given a lovely, very relaxing massage after that, the copious amount of natural body lotion soon massaged into my skin.
"You'll have a nice contented glow to your face for this evening," Bella stated. "And I think you'll find tonight's guest to be rather entertaining as well."
"Oh yes...it's always interesting and fun when the Weasel drops by for a visit," Deidra said joining in.
"Weasel?" I asked curiously. "Why do you call him that?"
Both women laughed. "You'll see sweetie, you'll see."
I obviously had a very interesting evening yet ahead of me only a few short hours from now, which I soon discovered would be an understatement.
**
To be continued...
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By the time I had got back to my room, a package for me had been delivered, or rather a large sized box sitting on my bed. There was a folded note attached, that though sent from Ted...Master, had been written in someone else's hand, no doubt one of the Attendings.
"Maringa, as per part of this evenings guest's desires, I would very much appreciate it if you would indeed wear what is inside. Both Deidra as well as Bella will be wearing something similar to yours, so do not feel embarrassed about doing so. But I will add...if you do decide to join us this evening, this outfit is mandatory!" T.M.
Curious, I undid the rather large bow surrounding the box, opening the lid peering inside before actually reaching into remove the "costume," which I called it to myself only then holding it up. I even laughed, realizing now what it was I was looking at. Glancing inside the box, I saw the rest of the ensemble and knew immediately what was being asked of me.
I walked over to the floor length mirror in my room, holding the very short...almost too short, plaid pleated skirt up to myself, along with the white blouse, knee socks and dark blue cashmere sweater with some sort of an emblem over the breast pocket on the left side. "This has got to be some kind of a joke," I said to myself looking about the room, half expecting either Deidra or Bella to suddenly jump out laughing at me as I stood there. I read the note once again, carefully. I knew then, it wasn't a joke, this was for real. And if I were to attend dinner later on this evening, this would be the outfit I'd be wearing.
"Well...if Deidra and Bella can do it, I certainly can!" I stated, and then headed off to shower, a small smile coming to my face as I began picturing myself, hair pulled back into a ponytail, no bra...full breasts pressing daintily against the semi-transparent white blouse. I had noticed there were no panties included inside the box, which had told me something else almost immediately.
I wouldn't be wearing any.
**
Dinner was to be served promptly at eight. I soon after made my way down stairs, a little surprised that I didn't see the normal hustle and bustle of Novices scurrying about as they usually were, running errands of one sort or another. Reaching the bottom of the grand stairs leading off towards the dining area, I soon discovered why, though even that for a moment threw me.
There were two long lines of both Novices as well as Attendings, each one seated there in the hallway just outside the dining area. For the first time ever, I now realized that every Novice as well as every Attending there could possibly be were here tonight. Many having come in from the city in order to be here for whatever reason. But even more curious as I approached, glad to see both Deidra as well as Bella standing next to the double wide doors waiting for me, likewise wearing almost exactly what I was. But it was seeing some dozen or so Novices, all wearing short plaid skirts, sweaters in an identical cut, a deep red, almost maroon. Even the Attendings wore very similar attire, though their sweaters were light blue in color, with matching pleated skirts.
I walked up towards Deidra, eyebrows raised in question looking back over my shoulder at the two formed lines. "This has something to do with the guy you call the Weasel right?"
Deidra laughed. "Yeah, you might could say that...you'll see why after we've had dinner. I don't want to spoil the fun for you, since this will be your first experience seeing this," she told me.
Just by the number of Novices and Acceptings here, I could tell there was something special going on, not to mention the obvious anticipation, nervousness and excitement in each one of their eyes.
"Obviously, this man too is fairly influential?" I asked.
"Oh yes...though you won't recognize him or anything, he's always been behind the scenes, keeping his true identity and anonymity in check away from the papers or magazines. But...he's probably amongst the wealthiest men in the world, and he has in place at least half a dozen corporate executives, who everyone else would think where the actual owners and CEO's of their own businesses. Nothing could be further than the truth in fact. The general public might think they are...but the reality is...he's the man behind the men."
"And he has a bit of a kink that Master allows him to enjoy here is that it?"
"Oh yeah, like I said...he does, and which is why there's such a turnout tonight. But again, I don't want to give anything away just yet either. It's something you have to see for yourself with your own eyes, which we will later, in about an hour or so after we've eaten. First things first though, let me duck my head in and see where we're at," Bella stated. "They're still talking business...or at least they were. If Master's ready to start serving dinner, I'll come back out and get you, and then make the introductions. Oh...one more thing. I wouldn't recommend calling him Weasel to his face if you know what I mean," she laughed, and then headed inside.
Standing outside the door next to Deidra waiting for Bella's return, I was surprised when Deidra suddenly reached over, her hands coming up to immediately do up one more button on my blouse. I had assumed with instructions not to wear a bra, or panties that a showing of a little cleavage was to be expected. I was wrong.
"There," Deidra said smoothing out my collar a bit, "Now you look a bit more modest...for the time being anyway," she winked chuckling a little. "And nice touch on the ponytail," she added. "Almost wish my hair was long enough to do that. No doubt Mr. M will pay you a little extra special attention because of that."
"Mr. M?"
Once again Deidra chuckled. "Yeah, seriously. That's the only name any of us even know him by," she informed me. "One of the few secrets even Master keeps from us, though I'm not even sure he truly knows the Weasels true name either. Which is one of the reasons we all secretly call him that, though the reason for that of course...you'll eventually learn later."
Just then Bella poked her head back out the door. "You may come in," she told us both. "Introductions...and then dinner."
**
Dinner had been set for six, which I noticed upon walking inside. Including Master and the three of us, I saw an older gentleman, no doubt Mr. M, along with a much younger looking woman sitting by his side. All three rising as we came in. Even I had to admit she was striking, long dark hair falling well past her shoulders, a black floor-length evening gown, which made me feel wholly underdressed in comparison. But it was her pale white skin that truly stood out, and I wondered if she'd even seen the light of day, looking almost Vampire'ish in a sense, half expecting to see fangs emerge upon smiling at us as we were then introduced.
"Mr. M, this is Mistress Bella, and Mistress Deidra, and...Maringa," he said turning towards me, leaving off the imaginary, or supposed title he'd given me for whatever reason.
"Pleased to see you again," he said acknowledging both Deidra and Bella with a quick brief shake of hands, though quickly capturing my own in between his two massive paws holding it there. "And very nice...to meet you," he informed me, glowering over me for a moment fully taking me in from head to foot before turning towards the woman waiting patiently...and as yet, unsmiling beside him. "And this, is my companion, Victoria," he said introducing her more to me than to the others, which told me in an instant, they had of course met her before. I wondered briefly in his having addressed her as that, the reason why master hadn't addressed me as such. Maybe he didn't want it to appear we were as intimately close perhaps as the two of them were, which is why he hadn't.
We soon after took seats, Master and Mr. M seated at either end of the table, me sitting directly across from Victoria, who I carefully took stolen glances towards as we began eating dinner. There was something about her I couldn't quite put my finger on, though she truly was beautiful in an almost Gothic looking way, something that for some oddball reason didn't quite add up with the obvious "School-girl" preferences he obviously had some kind of a thing for. I couldn't imagine her being dressed like this for one, which was perhaps the reason why in the first place the rest of us where.
We finished dinner none too soon, the curiosity and anticipation of the evening to come almost too much to bear as male staff, specifically brought in for the occasion, not only cleared away the dinner dishes, but the table and chairs as well, leaving only three there. Master now taking one for himself, with Mr. M, and Victoria taking and placing the other two chairs a short distance across from one another. I could only stand there slightly shaking my head in wondrous curiosity as Master spoke.
"Bella? I think we're ready to begin," he told her. "If you'd please escort in the Novices and Attendings?"
As Bella left to do that, Deidra once again leaned over towards me whispering. "This is where the fun begins," she informed me. "Mr. M loves playing this game. In a moment, each of us...all of us in fact will be invited to sit down over his cock. You get one in...and one out, that's it, and then you stand up and move to the end of the line. You may slide down over him quick...or slow, and visa-versa as you extricate yourself. It becomes in a way, a bit of strategic coupling with him, the ultimate goal of course, in seeing which one of us will eventually make him come. But there again, he won't come inside you, if you're the one fortunate enough to actually get him off, he'll not let the next person sit down on his prick, thus declaring the previous girl the obvious winner."
"How strange!" I whispered back, not at all sure I was so inclined to participate, though one look over in Master's direction told me he was obviously expecting me to do so. "So what's in it for the girls then?" I asked. Obviously this was all something they quite looked forward to, for whatever reason.
"Whichever girl is the lucky one to do so...is given twenty-five thousand dollars, on the spot, that's why!" She informed me, and then chuckled, though the doors had now opened with two long, yet mixed lines now coming in. "But that's not the half of it," she added. "If you get Victoria off too, the girl who manages to do that, gets ten thousand, so there's double the reason for each girl to be here in the hopes of making a substantial amount of money for little or no effort in having to actually do so."
"No wonder," I said turning back around again, though as I did so...I had yet one more big surprise waiting for me as I did that.
**
Mr. M of course sat in his own chair. By now he had removed his fairly average, though quite hard looking cock. He almost looked silly sitting there as he was, pants down around his ankles on the floor, with obviously no intent to remove them completely. His shirttail almost perfectly splitting his hard prick, which sat jutting up between his legs in obvious expectation and excitement of the girl's cunts he'd soon be fucking, one right after the other...including Bella, Deidra and myself by the looks of it. Once again, I figured that I could endure, if they could something like this, especially as it would be one single thrust in and out, and chances perhaps being...that might be all I'd get with the number of women who were standing there. And then I looked over towards Victoria, wondering. Which is about the time my mouth fell open. She...or rather he/she too...had a very large, very full...very stiff erection jutting up from between her legs as well.
"Surprise!" Deidra laughed as she looked over towards me. Unlike Mr. M however, Veronica had completely undressed, pulling off her gown to now sit there in black sheer stockings, garter and heels. She had magnificent looking breasts, that didn't look at all, or appear to be implants. It was quite obvious they were naturally enhanced, if that's what she'd done, simply taking hormones to produce the obvious fullness and natural symmetry of shape as I stood there gawking at her. Which is about the time she glanced over towards me, actually smiling for the first time...licking her lips.
"Oh, one more thing?" Deidra said. "Victoria gets her pick of the litter for the evening too...afterwards, Mr. M. and Master of course, enjoys watching her and one of us putting on a show for them later on. Though I can say, neither Bella nor I have ever been picked by her to do that...though I'm sure there's always a first time."
Standing there seeing the way she looked at me, told me that Deidra and Bella would still have a while to wait for that yet.
**
There wasn't time to dwell on that much longer however, as two immediate lines formed, a mixture of Novices and Accepted both filtering in amongst one another. One line moving forward towards Victoria, the other towards Mr. M. Each girl sitting down in their lap, one down thrust, one up...and then moving on to get into the other line, repeating the process.
"Well...shall we?" Bella asked walking over to get in line behind Marlene, one of the Accepted, whispering to me as I followed her over. "Marlene got the twenty-five last time he was here," she informed me, and Chrissy? Our resident squirter and Deidra's currently assigned wake up Novice? She got the ten grand from having got Victoria off last time."
Though currently in line as we slowly moved forward awaiting our turn with Mr. M., I glanced over noticing as I did that Victoria continued to keep her eyes on me, smiling even more broadly, not at all interested as it appeared, as one girl after another sat down in her lap, sliding down Victoria's hard stiff cock. I had a pretty good idea then, that I would later be putting on a show for Master, though oddly enough...the thought of that didn't exactly seem unappealing to me at the moment.
It wasn't long before I also realized...this wasn't going to be over with any time soon, so far at least, each girl had gone through at least twice, with both Mr. M, and Victoria, with no indication so far that either one of them were getting very close to actually ejaculating. Also of interest however, which each pass, I now noticed that hands too had begun groping, the girls blouses suddenly finding buttons popped, opened, looking more and more disheveled each time they came through the line, including myself. Now moving forward to slide down Victoria's hard cock, she immediately reached up, her hands all but shredding the front of my blouse open, baring both breasts at once as she grabbed them holding on, and then suddenly crying out.
"Shit!" One of the young Novices standing behind me suddenly said, I'd immediately stood up of course, just in time to see a fountain of cream suddenly spurting out the end of Victoria's cock. The moment she had, there was a sudden scramble by everyone else to get into, and thus form an even longer line now in front of Mr. M.
"Looks like we have a winner," Master said grinning, looking at me. And once again, his look likewise said he had a pretty good idea of who it was Victoria would be selecting later as well.
The one good thing was...having basically claimed my "prize", out of courtesy and respect for the others, I would no longer participate for the somewhat larger prize as the girls obviously began pulling whatever tricks they had up their sleeves in hopes of being the next one to get Mr. M off. Even Bella walked over towards me after her last attempt, seemingly satisfied with having at least put in a few appearances, now content to stand beside me watching everyone else.
"This is where they usually start putting all those techniques they've learned to the test," she told me. "Up until now at least, it's been like a slow-rolling train. After this, the girls will all be working their cunt muscles to best advantage, each one of them now hoping to be the one to finally get him off."
Seconds later after Deidra herself had gone through, coupled with him briefly, she then wandered over to likewise stand beside us. "Should be any time now," she smiled grinning broadly. "His face is starting to get red...usually when he does that, he's getting pretty damn close. Also...as you can see, he's making no bones about fondling the girls when they sit down either, grabbing their breasts, even fondling their cunts briefly as they sit down on him. That's usually when he finally looses it, so like I said...any moment now."
It happened only minutes after that. The young petite redheaded girl who had been asked to demonstrate her pussy contractions for me in the phallic room was the one who finally got him off. She had slid down, no doubt working her magic on his shaft, continuing to grip it, squeezing it as she did so, even as she slowly began moving up and off of him. The moment she had done so, he reached out with his hand, keeping the next one in line from coming over to sit down on him herself. Sure enough...he began spurting what appeared to be a gallon of cum-cream as rope after rope of semen began flying out the end of his dick.
"And there you have it!" Deidra said, "Pop goes the Weasel!"
**
In addition to the twenty-five grand paid out to the cute little red-head, and ten additional given to me, Mr. M then gave each one of the girls who'd participated a thousand each just for their efforts. Everyone soon departed with smiles on their faces, Victoria having already made her personal selection known to Master, which had of course been me. No one was really too surprised at that as she'd made it pretty clear as to who she was most interested in during the course of the evening.
"Mistress Bella? Is the room ready for us?" He asked her knowing full well it was of course.
"Yes Master," she responded already prepared to lead the way as our small procession soon after left the main dining area for Master's private wing where he had a small cozy, yet very intimate "play-room," as Bella had told me about earlier. On the assumption that I would indeed be the one chosen and selected by Victoria, Bella had filled me in on what I just might expect. The interesting thing for me was, I hadn't actually been asked if this was something I really wanted to do, or would do. And yet I somehow felt this was one of those "stretching the boundary" type of things that Master was curious to find out if I was willing to do. I honestly believed I could have very easily passed on it, and he'd have supported me. But I knew in doing so...he would have displeased his favored guests.
I had in fact considered my options, but then merely nodded my head in his direction after everyone else had cleared out. What I received back in response to that was a small, yet very pleased looking smile as we shortly thereafter followed Bella up to his private rooms for what would no doubt be more fun, and entertainment for his special guests.
As Deidra and I had stood watching the final moments together, she had also filled me in a little on Victoria. Victoria had been Mr. M's companion now as I learned for the past several years. She had undergone the hormonal procedure in enlarging her breasts naturally. A nice sized "B" cup as it turned out, without the aid of implants. She had also decided however that it never was her intention of having a full sex-change operation. Victoria enjoyed having a cock, and though in a strange sort of way, actually considered herself a lesbian. She enjoyed having the ability to fuck women with it, often referring to her penis as "My really big clit."
Minutes later we entered the Play Room, yet again another room I was totally unfamiliar with, as I'd never been here before. I was honestly starting to wonder if I ever would see all of the rooms and chambers reportedly on the estate. Entering, I was somewhat surprised at the simple furnishings contained within the room, and at the same time struck with the somewhat uncanny appearance of it as well. The entire room was mirrored, floor to ceiling. Everywhere you looked reflections of us as we entered, all from differing angles and views as though being inside some kind of macabre funhouse with mirrors.



In the middle of the room was a small, yet functional and comfortable looking padded platform much like a small raised stage. I was to later learn that with the simple press of a button on the arms of two chairs sitting a short distance away from it, that the platform itself could be turned, thus spinning slowly in a circle until whatever new preferred view was then reached. Master, and Mr. M of course sat down in the two very comfortable looking plush leather chairs, Bella seating herself on the floor on a couple of large cushions next to him, with Deidra doing the same sitting down next to Mr. M.
Victoria was already disrobing again, moments later entirely naked waiting for me to join her there on the small unique little stage. Glancing up into the mirrors, it became evident that I'd be just as easily able to see them as they'd have in seeing and watching us, reflections of them appearing as an audience in a way, countless duplicates all watching, all waiting for show the two of us would soon be putting on for them.
I decided at that very moment, I was going to thoroughly enjoy myself. Victoria was an interesting woman, even if she/he did have a cock, especially as it was in fact a very nice thick one, now hard...and well aroused. As I was myself quickly becoming. It would be interesting for me, having a pair of breasts to play with, caress and suck, while no doubt being simultaneously fucked as I soon joined her now naked myself crawling up and onto the platform.
"Begin by sucking one another's breasts simultaneously," Mr. M, now requested. In hearing that, I knew the two of us would no doubt be choreographed throughout the entire evening, succumbing to his wishes and desires, regardless of our own. But even then, I found myself strangely aroused by the thought of that, wondering what it might be he'd soon be requesting us to do to one another.
Victoria had spread herself out, lying on her back as I crawled over towards her, basically feeding her one of my breasts as I in turn leaned forward capturing one of hers in my mouth at the same time. Glancing up, her cock stood proud and stiff, easily within reach. I reached out clasping it in my hand, feeling her shudder excitedly, her mouth moaning around my sensitive hard nipple as she sucked it. I likewise felt the thrill of her sucking mine, her hand now coming down to reach towards me simultaneously, fingers dancing inside the opening of my very wet juicy split. As we did that, I felt motion, opening my eyes seeing that our stage was slowly turning in order to give Master, and Mr. M a much better view from the side as we continued doing that.
"Victoria," Mr. M began. "Now I'd like to see you tit fuck her with your breasts," he urged, the obvious sound of lustful desire clearly heard in his excited tone of voice. One again we moved, me now lying on my back, legs spread provocatively, obscenely as Victoria slithered up between them. I soon felt the soft press of her breast as she cupped it within her hand, mashing it against the opening of my vulnerably displayed pussy. She began working it up and down, back and forth, teasingly nipple to clit as she tickled me ever so delightfully with it.
Glancing into the reflections of the mirrored room, I could now see that Mr. M had indeed had revealed his own cock once again. Deidra, dutifully sitting beside him, slow-stroking it up and down as the two of them watched us. Master too had his out as well, Bella likewise fondling and playing with his, though she was far more focused in looking at Master's beautiful hard cock than she was in seeing anything we were currently doing.
"Suck her Maringa," Master suddenly said, his comment sounding more like a command than a request, and yet the same level of lustful desire and intensity being heard as he spoke. Without any hesitation whatsoever, I now moved, rolling Victoria onto her back once again, kneeling at the side, her hands still fondling my breasts as I hovered over her. I soon captured her long thick cock within my hands, my tongue soon after snaking out to stab at the tiny slit already producing a nice bubbly droplet of pre-cum from the tip.
I knelt, sucking her cock, taking as much of it as I could inside my mouth, holding it there. And even as I did that, I tickled her with my tongue, running it up and down against the length of her shaft, still sucking as excess saliva drooled, dripping out from the corners of my mouth to pool down and around her small, but very tight little balls.
Without actually being directed to do so, Victoria slid around pulling me over and onto my back. Still maintaining contact with her myself, she now moved down and began licking me, placing us in that well known position of doing a "69" with one another. As we did, I again felt the platform slowly turning, glancing off to the side, the images of Mr. M suddenly standing, removing the rest of his clothing as he did so. I couldn't help but wonder what would soon happen next.
I watched as Deidra slid over, now joining Bella as Master himself stood, though he didn't approach the still rotating platform, the two of them now kneeling below, taking turns licking, fondling, and sucking Master's prick as he looked on. To my surprise, Mr. M now came over kneeling on the platform with us, behind Victoria, spitting on his own prick as he did. From below, I had a bird's eye-view as he positioned his somewhat short thin prick against the opening of Victoria's ass, and slowly began easing himself into her.
"Keep sucking her clit," Mr. M told me, nearly making me laugh as he used that expression in describing the "twice as big as his was", cock I currently had in my mouth. But I did indeed continue to do so, watching from my vantage point as he soon after hilted himself fully inside Victoria's ass, holding still for a moment as I continued sucking, and as she continued licking me.
The platform continued to rotate, images of Master, Deidra and Bella slowly going by almost making me dizzy as I glanced up behind, continuing to watch the dangle of Mr. M's balls as they slapped back and forth, his tempo increasing as he thrust in and out of Victoria's ass. Her clit-cock still held firmly within my mouth however, once again closing my eyes in order to ward off the wave of nausea I was beginning to feel while all that was going on.
"Grab my balls! Squeeze them!" He suddenly cried out speaking to me. I did so immediately, holding them in my hand, squeezing them as firmly as I dared without causing him pain, though even then I heard him telling me to do so harder than I was. So I did. In seconds, I felt his first contractions, knew then he was emptying himself deep inside Victoria's ass. Moments later he stumbled back away from the platform, once again collapsing down into his chair, thankfully calling a halt to the still rotating stage.
"OK Victoria, now you may cum," he told her. Hearing that, I fully expected to suddenly feel her prick throb, squirt and spurt inside my mouth. But to my surprise however, the moment he'd said that, she scrambled up and away from me, leaving me there all alone, by myself, a bit confused by the sudden quick departure she'd just made. I rolled over still in a state of disbelief as she now stood in front of him, his mouth opening wide, her hand furiously pumping her clit-cock, knees already bending, shaking with the exertion of her impending climax.
And then sure enough...she came. Her seed, her essence, her fluid discharge suddenly spurting out in a massive torrent of built up need and desire, filling his mouth as she inched over even closer, his lips not quite encircling, or enclosing around it, never touching at all, or so it seemed. And then she was finished, stepping back...immediately kneeling down on the ground before him as he again stood. He now towered over her, looking down for a moment, and then spat. Spat again, and again, her semen, mixed with his own saliva now coating her face almost entirely as he took several long moments to ensure he'd cleared out his mouth from whatever remained. Once he was satisfied that he had, he simply stood turning towards Master.
"Call me in a few month's we'll do it again," he said simply, and then adding. "Oh...and I've arranged for that meeting with Brown and Edwards for you, they'll be expecting your call." With that, he turned and began dressing just as Victoria began doing, her face still covered, still smeared with her own spunk. Even after having dressed again, she made no effort whatsoever to clear it away from her face, even her eyes.
"Maringa?" Master said. "If you'll see them both out for me please," he asked. There was no doubt here as to what had just happened. I had effectively been dismissed. I turned following Mr. M and Victoria towards the door, catching a brief look from both Deidra and Bella. I could clearly see in their eyes they knew I was surprised at the sudden turn of events, as maybe they were. But I also knew just as quickly, they weren't about to say anything about it one way or the other either.
I led Master's guests down to the lobby, seeing them out the door, still naked, still horny, and now more frustrated and confused than I had ever been.
"Was he...displeased with me?" I stood there asking myself. But even as I did, I could find no explanation for it, one way or the other.
**
For the next few days, things seemed to settle down once again, the same routines, though I found myself more anxious, less relaxed as I saw very little of Master as he again spent most of his time away from the estate off on business. I was in fact sitting in my room reading a book, having begged off on my afternoon massage, which up until now at least, I'd grown fond of looking forward to and having. But not today. A knock on my door, calling out for whoever it was to come in, setting my book down, uncaring that I was unkempt at the moment, being lazy. Deidra entered looking towards me curiously.
"You missed our massage," she stated. "Not feeling well?"
"Didn't feel like having one today," I responded back a bit sullenly.
"I see. Well...maybe this will help to cheer you up some," she said winking at me, hinting at some prospect of better news. "Ted would like you to join him this afternoon at the business meeting he's attending. Would like for you to act as his assistant. I've prepared a list of things for you to go over in preparation for that, and have arranged a driver to take you there." She glanced at her watch. "You're going to need to hurry though Maringa, you've got less than two hours before he wants you there, looking sharp and professional."
"Shit!" I exclaimed jumping out of bed.
"Calm down...go take a shower, I'll spread out the clothes he wants you to wear for the meeting, and then fill you in on the way there as to what specifically he's going to need you to do. Oh...and plan on spending the night with him in his suite. Apparently, there will be more meetings and such tomorrow, and of course, you'll be expected to partner up with him for those as well."
**
In a way it felt good reading through the material that Deidra had given me to glance through while she likewise filled me in. Ted would be expecting me to fulfill the roll of an associate partner, as opposed to just being his assistant. I felt a sense of some importance again, being needed, wanted...even if it had started to appear to me that I wasn't needed sexually by him, at least I was needed. And that had energized me, enough so that I submerged myself into the facts and figures I would need to be familiar with if I was to look and act as though I'd been working on this hand in hand with "Ted" since the beginning.
"Don't worry...you'll do fine. Just try and enjoy yourself, and relax tonight. I can tell you that Ted's had me book dinner for the two of you at one of the finest restaurants in town for later on this evening. So obviously he IS pleased with you Maringa...or rather, Chris," she laughed saying a name that now in a strange way seemed almost foreign to me.
A short time later the limousine we were in pulled up in front of the thirty story office building. I knew that I was to meet Ted on the thirtieth floor in fifteen minutes, supposedly bringing the final proposals I'd been working on with me upon arrival.
"The portfolios are already here," she informed me as though reading my mind. A courier will escort you with them, he's already waiting inside for your arrival."
I left Deidra, meeting up with the courier who was indeed waiting for me, riding up the elevator together. Moments later the two of us were then escorted down the hall to an enormous looking conference room where several board members sat waiting for us.
"Ah, Miss Mathews, you're here. And right on time too!" Ted said introducing me, as we then began passing out the documents he'd already gone through and prepared ahead of time. I had learned what I needed to know, enough at least that I didn't appear stupid or unaware of what was taking place here. Though this meeting for the most part would be a matter of simply going over and explaining the facts and figures being presented. The in depth discussions, concerns and questions would be covered tomorrow. But for now at least, the hard part for me, was over.
Two hours later we were on our way back to Ted's suite, where I soon learned yet again another change of clothes was waiting for me prior to meeting our reservations for dinner. I was both pleased as well as surprised to find my dress would include garters, stockings, no bra or panties, and a very, very revealing evening gown. It was quite obvious Ted wanted to show me off.
"But for whom?" I couldn't help wondering.
**
Master, or rather "Ted" was very much attentive to me during dinner, reminding me as we sat enjoying the wine he had ordered just prior to ordering our meal. It had been a while since I'd seen him this relaxed, this attentive towards me again, and found just how much I had missed that. It had caused me several moments of wondering if I had made the correct decision in coming here in the first place. Already I had done things, allowed myself to do things, I might not ever have done had I not. None of which I really had any misgivings about, it had been after all an eye-opening experience on many levels. But I had been left with a sense that I still hadn't lived up to his expectations, and had because of it, lost favor with him in some way. Now at least, it felt familiar...good again to be out having dinner with him, spending the evening together again in more relaxed, comfortable conversation.
And admittedly, I looked and felt sexy too. Several appreciative glances from men and women seated around us confirmed the way I felt, and it was obvious that Ted was himself smiling, being proud perhaps that I was his date..."Companion," I thought to myself, feeling better about that at the moment than I had for several days now.
"You feel up to some naughty fun?" He asked.
As good as I really was feeling at the moment, I was up for just about anything, especially if that meant enjoying some naughty fun with him.
"Yes," I half whispered expectantly, wondering what it was he might have in mind. I didn't have long to wait before finding out either, when our waiter came over to take our orders for dinner.
"Before we do order," Ted said looking at the young man, "I was wondering if you could prepare something a bit special for us," he asked, and then watched as Ted slid over a hundred dollar bill across the table to him. He looked surprised, pleased, and quickly pocketed the bill.
"Whatever you'd like," the man told him. "What can I get you?"
"I noticed that you are serving Zucchini on the menu tonight yes?"
"Yes," the waiter responded, pulling out his order pad as though to write whatever special order it might be down.
"You won't need that for this," Ted assured the man. "But...what I do want, and would like for you to bring back to us before we actually do order...is a nice long, raw...Zucchini. Think you can manage to do that for us?"
Our waiter looked at Ted, and then at me. I knew my face was beginning to flush with the realization of what it was Ted was expecting...and why. And yet, in a rather strange way, I was also feeling excited, yes naughty feeling at the unexpected aspect of that.
"Right away sir!" Our waiter answered, spinning on his heels as he quickly disappeared. I could only wonder at what he might then share with anyone else back inside the kitchen area once he'd made his special request, and what he was now expected to bring back with him.
"So you don't mind indulging me?" Ted asked grinning wickedly.
"Not if it pleases you," I responded back, meaning it as I saw the look of delight in his eyes upon hearing me say that.
"Everything you've done so far...has pleased me," he now added just as our waiter returned with a simple plate containing a single, somewhat long, totally raw Zucchini on it.
"Thank you," Ted said effectively dismissing the man, though it was obvious by the look on his disappointed face, he was hoping for more. A lot more. "If you'll give us just a few more minutes to decide on dinner?" He added by way of exclamation point, as our waiter nodded, once again turning and then walking away.
He sat grinning at me, and then glanced down at the Zucchini sitting on the plate in front of me. Without bothering to even look around, to see if anyone had noticed our strange request, or what was to happen next if they had. I merely reached for it, spreading my legs in the process, and then placed it between them, taking a moment before managing to ease it inside myself.
"That what you had in mind?" I asked.
"Yes," Ted smiled. "Now we can order dinner."
**
Admittedly, having the Zucchini inside me as we ate, our very attentive waiter no doubt wondering as he cast several glances towards me, or rather down between my much covered up legs...seeing to our needs, wondering if Ted might perhaps have a few more. All that, arousing me considerably as dinner progressed, though the truly amusing part came at the end, as we left my special Zucchini, back on its plate, wrapped in yet another hundred dollar tip as we departed.
And as we did, I caught more than one or two amused, curious looks from people who'd been seated nearby.
To my delight, Ted placed his arm around me as we headed out into the parking garage where we'd left his car earlier. Though I was somewhat confused when reaching it, that he didn't open the door, inviting me to sit down inside. Instead, standing there hopefully, expectantly perhaps. Though curious myself as to why, I was content for the moment at least to just remain standing there, enjoying the sensation of his holding me, even caressing me as his hands finally came up and began toying with my very, very aroused breasts. It was about that time I heard the sound of someone approaching their car having just stepped out of the elevator a short distance away from where we were standing. I don't know why, but I actually expected Ted might remove his hands from my breasts, as what he'd been doing was fairly obvious. Instead, he turned me, me now facing forward towards the sound of the elevators we'd heard. Sure enough, a single though obviously well dressed man was heading our way, though for the moment at least, hadn't as yet spotted us. That would change very, very soon.
"Maringa," Ted said addressing me, "Pull down your dress." His tone of voice, the way he'd spoken told me in an instant, this wasn't a request...but a command. And yet...I knew in an instant I wanted to obey him, do what he'd asked, having a pretty good idea of what he'd been hoping for, and anticipating all along. Within moments, I'd shrugged the small spaghetti straps down off my shoulders, the already low-cut top easily falling away as I felt Ted undoing the zipper pulling it down. The moment my breasts sprang into view, the startled, yet obviously delighted stranger who'd been heading towards us stumbled in his steps, slowing...yet still cautiously moving towards us.



I felt Ted's hands come around cupping my bare breasts, kneading them contentedly, my nipples rock hard, sensitive to his touch as he almost painfully pulled on them. My eyes however glued on the man who now stood no more than five or six feet away, a look of uncertainty in his eyes as he stood there, trying to decide whether to watch, simply nod his head and move on...or what.
"Like what you see?" Ted asked the man sounding friendly, certainly not intimidating in the least.
"Beautiful woman," he responded, "gorgeous breasts."
"Yes she does," Ted said continuing to fondle them. "Would you like to see what they feel like for yourself?"
The stranger looked at me briefly, then past me seeing the look in my own eyes of complete and total surrender to whatever it was Ted...Master, wanted me to do. "Seriously? You'd let me feel her tits?"
"Sure...provided," Ted paused gauging the man's response to that, which was quickly forth coming." He even laughed nervously in doing that.
"I knew there had to be a catch, or maybe...we're on some naughty version of candid camera or something?" He now asked quickly looking about.
"No, nothing like that," Ted chuckled back. "And no real catch either, pretty simple actually, but you need to be a bit bold to enjoy what you're being offered here."
"Such as?"
"You let her suck your cock while I fuck her. You can enjoy that, and play with her tits as much as you like while she does. The catch is...we do it right here, right now. Your choice."
Once again the stranger looked around nervously. Though there were a few cars parked nearby, no doubt including his own, the danger obviously was, in someone else exciting the elevators heading our way, just as he had done.
"Well? You want her to suck it...pull it out!" Ted said a bit more firmly, letting him know it was decision time, now...or never.
He sat his briefcase down on the ground next to him, and then reached down unzipping his fly. In seconds, he'd produced a rather thick, impressive looking prick, already stiffening though he still looked to be a bit nervous while doing so.
"Go ahead baby...show him how well you can suck a man's cock," Ted encouraged me. As I leaned forward in preparation for doing that, I heard the likewise familiar sound of Master's zipper coming undone. Almost simultaneously, I felt the slightly cooler evening air as it caressed my bare skin, Ted having now hiked up my dress, bunching it around my waist. As he did that, our new stranger friend stepped in even closer, his hands coming down to capture each one of my tits in his hands as my mouth closed down around his hard cock. As I began licking, sucking and teasing his shaft, I felt Master's prick, wonderfully pressing against the sopping wet opening of my sex, something I had for so long been yearning for!
I almost came the moment I felt Ted's thick bulbous head slide deep inside my cunt, thrusting in, pulling, tucking and shoving my own pussy lips inward, then grabbing a hold of them taking them back out as his massive mushroom-like head forced them into doing so. I was simply in heaven! Even the sensation of this stranger's cock filling my mouth added to my unbridled desire and excitement, the juices from my cunt suddenly flowing, running down my legs even before I had realized it.
"God she sucks cock good!" The man bawled deliriously, feeling him shudder with intensity inside my mouth as I pulled on him even harder in conjunction with the thrusts I was feeling from master as he methodically, and smoothly thrust in and out of my pussy.
"Pull on her nipples...hard!" He tasked the man, which he did. I moaned even deeper with the exquisite, pain-pleasured sensation, drawing his prick even deeper into my mouth, gagging on it, saliva and drool now dripping down his shaft, so much of it that it even splattered against the shoes he was wearing.
"Oh fuck!" he moaned tossing his head back, his legs already weakening and I knew as he did that, he was close to tossing off inside my mouth. Ted sensing it as well, quickly warned him however against doing that, his personal perversion for something else long since decided.
"Not in her mouth," Ted said easily...simply. "Squirt all over her breasts, cover them with your cream," Ted added giving him the option, with no other alternative. Already close enough perhaps, though the simple suggestion itself taking him over the edge, he suddenly reached down, grasping his cock stepping back. Once again the sound of the elevators opening, someone else now approaching. He looked back over his shoulders.
"Forget that!" Ted demanded. "Do it! Come on...Do it! Squirt all over her fucking tits!"
And suddenly...he was. And just as suddenly I felt Ted spear me as deeply as it was humanly possible for him to do. As he did...I felt him swell inside me, throbbing, releasing...throbbing, filling me with his come nearly to overflowing. I screamed out my joy, my pleasure, my own spastic release, uncaring whatsoever at the startled looks of the young couple now standing a short distance away, watching the three of us.
They had initially looked frightened upon seeing us, stumbling into us, then smiling...slowly moving off in the direction of their car, smiling however, even giggling as they very slowly walked away.
"Ah thanks...that was ah...pretty wild," our strange friend said nervously, zipping himself up, quickly straightening his shirt and pants, and then grabbing his neglected briefcase, likewise wandering off towards his car parked only a few spots away from our own.
Ted pulled out, though leaving his only slightly softened cock to hang there, dangling provocatively. It was obvious he had no intention of putting it away yet, nor in letting me dress or straighten up for that matter either.
"Next one comes is yours," he informed me. "Whoever it is...or whoever they may be. I expect you to entice them to come over and join us."
Once again leaning me against the car, I felt the coolness of it pressed against my still bare breasts. Master's hands and fingers stroking me from behind, teasing...coaxing, tickling and pleasing my very slick, dripping cunt. Minutes later the sound of a car pulling onto our level informed me, that moment had arrived.
To be continued...



        Do it! Ch. 05

        Maringa learns what it means to be a Pet.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/do-it-ch-05

Title: Do it! Ch. 05

Author: Many Feathers

Category: BDSM

Description: Maringa learns what it means to be a Pet.

Tags: 

Series: Do it


I felt the cool metal of Ted's car flattening my breasts as I sprawled awkwardly against it. My dressed pulled down in front, yet hiked up in back, only garters and stockings covering me. I could feel the once again stiffening length of his prick sandwiched between my ass cheeks as lights from an approaching car rounded the corner heading our way. Looking up, I saw the driver pull into a stall only a short distance away, emerging moments later totally unaware of our presence.
It was then that I felt the first hard smack of Master's hand come down on my ass. "Remain silent, and they'll get harder and more frequent," he informed me. I moaned loudly, pleasurably even, though I doubt the driver of the car had as yet heard us. Stepping from the driver's side door, walking around, only then did I realize it was a somewhat older mature looking woman.
"Shit!" I thought silently to myself upon seeing her.
"Whack!" Came another slightly harder slap to my ass, and then another before I could respond.
"Fuck me! Please fuck me! Fuck me in front of this woman!" I cried out uncaring if she was shocked by our obvious display, though simultaneously worried she would call someone, reporting us as we stood there. She indeed stopped, obviously shocked and surprised at what she now realized was taking place, and even reached inside her purse for a moment, either for a phone, or perhaps a gun had she been worried we might accost her for some reason. "Please! Please watch him shove his thick hard cock inside my pussy!" I said looking at her directly. "Please!"
Though she removed her hand from inside her purse, showing she held nothing in it as she did, she remained standing where she was for a moment, indecisively looking about as though wondering if she should return to her car, or just walk past us where we stood and go about her business.
I knew then if I didn't do something soon, regardless how bold, or even how stupid it might be, she'd soon do one or the other. If she did that, god only knew how much longer we'd be here until someone else came along, or until someone did indeed call the authorities on us for being indecently exposed, not to mention fucking there in the parking garage.
I spun on my heels, surprising Ted in doing that, immediately dropping down to my knees, my hand coming out to surround his thick stiff cock, letting the woman clearly see it as I did so.
"Please...come be our lookout for us," I urged her, inviting her in a way to become a part of our clandestine, erotic coupling. I heard Ted chuckle upon hearing that. But more importantly, she took a step, cautiously, hesitantly, moving towards us. I smiled, waving at her, still holding Master's cock, now sucking it, letting her see it as I did. In seconds I felt the nearness of her as she stood close to us. "Just keep an eye out a little, while you watch...or, I will if you'd like to feel how hard this cock is," I asked hoping to tease her a little. "My boyfriend would get off on it if you were to do that," I quickly added.
"Just...just touch it? Nothing else?"
"Only what you want to do," I assured her once again standing up, letting her see my bare breasts, bare pussy, and disheveled clothes as I basically handed off Ted's cock to her. Relieved, she actually took it, stepping in further as she did, her own hand now coming around to clasp his stiff prick as I stood there next to her. Wearing a simple skirt and blouse I commented on her full breasts hoping to entice her into doing more, especially by the look on Master's face as he eyed me, telling me without speaking that was exactly what he was expecting me to do.
"You appear to have very lovely breasts yourself," I said as I caught her looking at mine, simultaneously stroking Master's quickly firming prick, growing harder by the second. "Go ahead, you can touch them if you'd like...I'd really enjoy that."
She quickly did so, obviously becoming aroused now herself, caught up in this totally unexpected somewhat bizarre situation there in the parking garage. Feeling her hand, her fingers reaching out to skim, tweaking my hard taut nipple sent a river of shivers traveling up my spine. And though clothed, I reached out as well without asking, hoping she would permit the somewhat unexpected intrusion as I cupped one of her breasts as she stood fondling mine.
"Hmm, lovely," I purred continuing to do so, pleased when I saw her eyes briefly close, a soft murmur of contentment escaping her lips. "Your nipples are even harder, longer than mine are," I said thumbing them easily now through the material of her thin blouse and bra. "I'd love to kiss and suck them," I added though not at all expecting her to accommodate my request.
Once again she looked up and about somewhat nervously. "Hurry then, before someone comes...if they do, I'm out of here!" She informed us. It was a simple matter, popping open two buttons. "It fastens in front..." she breathed moaning the words as I quickly caught the catch, freeing her exquisite mature looking breasts. Well supported as they'd been, I still loved the almost extra softness of them as they spilled out and away from her chest, hefting them each in my hands, now standing behind her in order to do so, pressing my own still bare breasts against her back as she continued stroking Ted's cock even more forcefully now.
"Let me...titty fuck you," Ted actually spoke, his voice raspy, filled with lust and desire.
"Hurry then...before anyone comes," she agreed anxiously speaking, though her own voice betrayed the wanton desire and excitement she'd suddenly found herself wrapped up in. She bent down just enough in order to accommodate the positioning, me still standing behind, helping to support her, though holding onto, and kneading her breasts as I did so. I watched as Ted placed his enormously stiff cock between her soft globes, and then helped to create a nice soft fuck-tunnel of titty flesh for him to enjoy. Pressing her own breasts together around his shaft, she held them together as he began fucking her there. I now pinching, pulling and slightly twisting her amazingly thick hard nipples, causing her to moan loudly, unconcernedly as I did that.
"After I cover them in cream...you'll want to be licking them off yes?" Ted asked me.
"Oh yes, yes! I want to suck these beautifully hard nipples, lick off all your thick creamy spunk from them," I agreed pulling on them even harder now, hearing her wince pleasurably.
"Get ready then," he informed us both. "Because here...it...comes!"
Only seconds after that, the first few massive spurts from Ted's prick slammed against the bottom of her chin. Stepping back, forcing her to release him, he now took over with his own hand, aiming his still spurting prick against the fullness of her breasts, in particular her nipples as I continued to pull on them myself...stretching them out, delighting in seeing Ted's cream now bathing them as I did that. He stood milking out the last few drops, rubbing the head of his bulbous cock directly against them before finally stepping back and out of the way.
"All yours sweetie," he told me. "Now, lick them up all nice and clean again for her."
Our still unknown, matronly looking woman once again appeared nervous, slightly apprehensive, as though expecting once Ted had climaxed we would both hurriedly scurry away the moment he had.
"It's ok...it's not necessary," she said straightening up, standing again, though I leaned over capturing one of her messy, slick sticky nipples in my mouth, already sucking and cleaning it off. When I felt her hand come around to the back of my head, I knew then she'd surrendered to the cleaning of her tits.
I took my time, savoring the musky essence still clinging to her soft breasts, chasing streamers of semen as they now began running down and over each one, catching it before they got away. What I didn't manage to lick off, I rubbed into her skin, massaging her as though with lotion until content I had managed to get it all, or at least most of it anyway.
"Would you like to come?" Ted asked. "I am sure you'd enjoy the feel of Maringa's tongue inside your pussy," he suggested.
She did think about it, though only for a split second, before reaching down, suddenly pulling her loose hanging bra back up and over her breasts. "Another time, I might have," she told us both. "Frankly...I'm surprised I even did this," she added blushing profusely now. "You caught me at a very vulnerable moment...I'm supposed to be on my way to see my lover," she added. "But now it seems, I need to make a pit stop first and clean up a bit more," she grinned. And then with that, she smiled, waved, and hurriedly walked away.
I turned curiously back towards Ted, uncaring that I was standing there half naked still as another car came up the ramp, driving by us, the participants both looking...or rather staring at the two of us as the car slowed, though continuing on.
"Now we can go," Ted said opening the passenger side door for me. He glanced down at his watch. "Oh yes...just in time too. They should be waiting for us."
"Who?" I wondered to myself. But I knew there was no point in asking...I would find out soon enough as it was.
**
It was only a short drive back to the hotel, once again parking in the hotel garage, though Ted had been given a private security code allowing us to pull into parking area that only those having security codes for could use. From there, another code in the elevators would take us directly up to the floor where his suite was.
"Take off your clothes," he told me as we pulled into a parking stall. "I want you completely naked."
The thought of walking through the garage, into the elevator totally naked was both arousing, and nerve-wracking at the same time. Though perhaps realizing even if I did, there was little chance of anyone seeing me, other than someone he wanted to. Which once again reminded me...someone was waiting for us up in the room.
I removed all my clothing, neatly folding it and putting it inside the small suitcase Ted had pulled out of the trunk, setting it on top of the car for me. It felt odd, strange, to stand there undressing myself fully in the garage. The coolness of the cement walls immediately felt, hardening my nipples even more than they already were. In moments, all I had on were my heels, which he'd told me to wear. And then he produced something else I hadn't seen up until that very moment.
"And this," he said reaching into yet another bag, withdrawing what was obviously some sort of a collar with a long finely fashioned chain attached to it.
I'd seen similar attached to the Attendings, as well as many of the Novices back on the estate, though perhaps not nearly as elaborate, or as expensive looking as this one was. I couldn't imagine the diamonds studded to it were real, but then as though reading my thoughts again, he told me they were indeed real diamonds and not just some phony look-a-likes.
"Nothing but the best for my...Pet," he told me as he reached up now fastening the collar around my neck. I felt a shiver as he did so, one of both fear as well as nervous excitement coursing through me. He had never called me his "Pet" before, doing so almost affectionately. I then felt him secure the collar about my neck. Once closed, I felt the slight tug on it as he held up the chain holding it in his hand, yet not uncomfortably so. "Something else," he now added, once again reaching into his mysterious little bag. This time he removed what was an even finer, more delicate looking chain, though each end had what appeared to be some sort of clamp attached to it. I now noticed there was another set of much longer looking chains attached to that, also with each end having some sort of a clamp. I looked at him expectantly. "Allow me."
There was a slight pinch, not really painful, more surprising than anything, which took a moment of adjustment in getting used to as he applied one end to my left nipple, and then connected the other end of the chain to my right. Looking down, I saw the gold chain bridging each one of my breasts, my nipples firmly clamped, swelling and deepening in color moments after he'd attached it. Now there were two loose ends dangling down over my tummy towards my crotch, and I immediately knew where those two were meant to be applied. Without his even having to ask, I spread my legs dutifully, seeing his half smile as he actually knelt there before me. Once again, a simple pinch, a bit more painful at first, though it too quickly became quite comfortable, if not downright stimulating. After he'd applied the clamp to one side of my labia, I steeled myself for the other side, though it didn't shock me nearly as much when he applied that one as it had the first side. Once again looking down, I now saw the connection from my breasts to my pussy by the twin gold chains now connecting each. Still holding onto the chain attached to my collar, Ted quickly placed the now packed suitcase back inside the trunk of the car again.
"Ready? Oh...one more thing. Until I say otherwise...no talking." I immediately nodded my head in understanding. As I did, Ted stepped forward heading towards the elevators only a short distance away. I had no choice but to follow, or be choked if I failed to move with him as quickly as he started heading off. Almost immediately I felt the tingling tug of the chain suddenly pulling on my pussy lips as I did so however. And the faster I walked, the more it pulled, as did the one's now clamped to my nipples. Movement of one, affected the movement of the other as I followed, working against one another, as they were, both stimulating, and yet pleasurably annoying at the same time.
"I want you wet by the time we get to the room," he informed me, entering the code on the elevator door, which immediately opened. I almost answered him directly, remembering his cautionary words, and simply smiled instead, nodding my head. "You'd better be," he said taking the smile off my face, his tone a bit more stern than I'd heard him use before. "We have a very important client you're about to meet...and this could easily make or break the deal we're negotiating if you're not," he said simply, though still very seriously. I remained silent of course, remembering his words, nodding my head solemnly this time by way of reassurance that I would be. Mainly...because I already was. This time, he really did smile seeing my contrite expression, even going so far as to pat, rub the top of my head, and then my ass as though petting a dog. Which I guess in a sense...for the moment at least, I more or less was.
Seconds later the elevator doors opened. We walked out into the foyer just outside the entrance into Ted's suite. A simple push on the keypad he held in his hands triggered a soft buzz, unlocking the doors. He opened them, ushering me inside ahead of him this time.
There was a soft glow coming from the main sitting room just ahead. The lights on low, the flicker of what I knew to be a gas fireplace glowing off to one side. And then suddenly the appearance of a very well dressed, good-looking man sitting at one end of the couch. He had a full head of nearly white-silvery hair, rugged features dressed in an elegant looking white dinner jacket, black hand-tied bow tie. Next to him, kneeling on the floor was a woman, likewise naked, a ruby studded collar around her neck, though she was also hooded, blindfolded.
"Kneel," Ted told me as we reached the middle of the room. I did so immediately assuming a similar pose to the one the blindfolded woman was in. I took those brief moments to look at her, though as yet I still couldn't see her face. Her breasts were slightly smaller than my own, though her nipples were far larger, areolas dark covering the front most portion of each breast. They too were clamped, small chains similar to my own connecting each though she wore nothing from them connected to her pussy the way mine was. She held perfectly still, unmoving as I quickly did the same. "Stay!" Ted said suddenly dropping and releasing the chain he'd been holding, walking over as the other man stood, accepting his hand in greeting.
"How's she doing? Pleased with her?" Ted asked looking towards the woman. "I remember she was bit more high strung and stubborn than most of the others were," he then added obviously reminiscing.
"Worth every penny though," the older man answered. "Still has a bit of a stubborn streak in her though, which is the reason for the blindfolding. She knows what happens if she misbehaves with the hood on," he then added. She seemed perfect docile to me, though his statement seemed extremely worrisome under the circumstances as I continued kneeling there, silently, trying to hold perfectly still.
"New one?" He said looking towards me, smiling wickedly an obvious gleam in his eye. "She up for adoption too?" He then asked obviously interested.
"No...this one's mine," Ted answered which amazingly enough, felt good hearing him say that, though in an odd sort of way when he did.
"Figured as much, mind if I let her have a sniff?" he asked Ted.
"Not at all, would be fun seeing them play," Ted responded. "Be interesting to see how she's developed since you adopted her," he then added. "What did you name her anyway?" He asked though he then looked at me, his finger pointing, which I immediately took as a signal to get down onto all fours, which I quickly did.
"Angel," the man laughed. "Perhaps a bit ironic given her temperament...but I sort of like the contrast," he continued chuckling though he now stood and began leading her over likewise on all fours towards me.
"Stay!" Ted said again as the elderly, yet still very attractive looking gentleman pulled on the chain attached to the woman's collar. He brought her around behind me, loosening his hold.
"Sniff her out Angel," he told her letting go of the chain now, once again settling back, sitting down on the couch again as Ted wandered over towards the side bar.
"What would you like to drink?" Ted asked already pouring himself something as I watched the brunet slowly and cautiously feel her away about me, suddenly sniffing, then moving around behind me as though she might actually mount me the way I was kneeling.
"Scotch," the man responded whose name I still hadn't heard yet, though he once again glanced over towards "Angel" as he'd called her. "Just sniff, get to know her first," he once again cautioned her, which she continued doing as I knelt patiently, curious, yet somewhat bewildered as to what exactly was now expected of me. It was so strange, and yet so erotic as well as I felt more than saw her as she placed her face close to my ass, sniffing, inhaling, even murmuring a little to herself, almost as though purring as she nuzzled my ass, close to my pussy. I then felt her actually nudge her nose closer, felt it brush between the lips of my cunt, she sniffed, sniffed again, and then licked. "Angel!" Came the sharp quick response. He suddenly stood, coming over, grabbing the chain he'd released yanking on it, pulling her back some, and then slapping her ass firmly with his hand. "Behave, or that's all you'll be getting!" he told her. "Now, shall we try that again?"
I looked up out of the corner of my eye towards Ted. He stood at the bar looking at me, his expression not giving anything away as he did so. I wondered briefly if I was performing the way he wanted...expected. As curious as I was to look once again behind me however, I remained kneeling as I was, face forward, unmoving more than I already had. At least in that, he looked semi-pleased anyway. Once again I felt Angel sniffing my cunt, moving slowly up along my side, sniffing along as she did, her nose just grazing my flesh.
"I think you can remove the blindfold now Jack," Ted told him. "Let's see how well they can play together."



At least now I knew the man's name as he reached down, removing the hooded blindfold from the woman's eyes. For the first time, I looked at her directly, her dark blue eyes looked almost right through me, for a moment I actually felt a surge of fear, uncertainty. There was something devilishly wicked in the way she looked at me, almost hungry as though she could in fact devour me.
"Hold still Maringa," Ted told me then. "She won't hurt you as long as you hold still and don't try to threaten her."
"Threaten her?" I thought to myself, "How in the world..." but I didn't finish the thought as I felt the sudden slight nip of her teeth against my bare flesh, just inches away from my hanging breast as she nuzzled it, nipping again, though not quite enough to cause me pain before glaring into my eyes once again, still circling, almost as though challenging me.
I remained perfectly still, quite frightened now by this woman's circling almost menacing inspection of me. She nipped me again, a bit harder this time, though I remained perfectly motionless. When I felt her mouth actually encircle my nipple, I winced as though she'd bitten it, though she hadn't, tonguing it instead.
"Good girl," Jack told her watching, sipping his drink just as Ted was now doing. "Be nice to her," he then added. "Or I'll blindfold you again, and won't let you taste her the way I know you want to."
"Before you let her do that, only fair that Maringa gets to become a bit more familiar with her too don't you think?"
"Yes, yes of course," he said. "But I'd prefer it if she's blindfolded again first," he informed Master, along with myself. "Once she's hooded, she doesn't move an inch...or she's punished severely for it if she does." Jack stood, walking over, and within moments he had replaced the hooded blindfold over her head again. "Ok, now she'll be still." He stated once again sitting down.
Master then looked at me. "Go ahead Maringa, get familiar."
**
As foreign as all this was to me, I found myself curiously aroused by it all, cautiously moving around behind the woman as she knelt there just as I'd been doing. I too sniffed, caught a whiff of her obviously very aroused pussy. It was pungent, but in a very erotic sensual way. To my surprise, even as I did that, she seemed to spread herself just slightly. As she did, I caught the wet glistening dew clinging to her lips, a small pearly droplet of moisture actually clinging to one of them, suddenly dripping, suspended for a brief moment on a long thin slivery strand before separating...falling.
I then nipped the soft flesh of her ass. To my surprise, unlike myself, she didn't even flinch, didn't move a muscle.
"Wow...she really is well trained," Ted stated obviously impressed.
"Good thing she has the hood on though," Jack answered back. "Had yours done that without it, they'd be curled up in ball right now."
I made a mental note of that, and decided against any more nipping, even if it had been far lighter than she'd done to me.
Ted walked around, now standing behind me, as did Jack. "Nice and wet too," he added obviously seeing what I was.
"So's she," Jack chuckled, his finger actually coming down to rub briefly through my slit, coming away with what I knew had to be a nice coating of moisture, which he then slipped into his own mouth, sucking his finger off. "Nice and sweet too," he then added appreciatively.
"Go ahead Maringa...lick her. Make her even wetter than she is."
This time when I ran my tongue up her wet slick furrow, she spread her legs apart even further for me than they had been. Once again I heard her whimper pleasurably, almost burying my nose inside her cunt, still licking and lapping away. As I did, I sensed her heat, the intoxicating aroma of her cunt as she pressed back against me, her fluids even more abundant than they were a moment ago.
"I think it's safe to remove her covering again," Jack said. "I think they've got more familiar, more used to one another now," he added, and then reached down, once again removing her head covering. For a moment, I was actually afraid, fearful she would suddenly spin around, turn on me. Thankfully, she didn't, though she looked back over her shoulder towards me, her smoldering blue eyes lustful looking, anxious. And once again, she actually pressed her ass back against my face, gyrating back and forth a little. "See? She's even waggling her tail now...I think we can go ahead and let them play for a bit while we finish our business."
To my surprise, the two of them then wandered off further into the back of the room, sitting down at a small table near the balcony, now out of site where we stood, each of us still kneeling. I almost spoke...words forming in my mouth, though her definite look told me not too. A low small, though deep growl suddenly emanating from her throat as she moved around back behind me again. This time I felt her tongue as she lapped furiously away at my pussy, using only her tongue in doing so, still kneeling directly behind me, making it somewhat awkward for her in doing that. I then leaned forward even more, sticking my ass higher into the air in order to better accommodate her. The moment I did that, I felt her tongue suddenly spearing me, thrusting inside not only my pussy...but also my ass!
Across the room, Master...and Jack continuing their conversation, completely oblivious as to what the two of us were doing, or seemingly so at least. Angel and I continuing to take turns, periodically sniffing one another, licking and lapping away at one another's hanging breasts, or openly displayed cunts until the sound of chairs being moved back alerted us both they'd finally finished their discussion.
"Well, looks like the two of them have gotten along well enough," Jack stated as the two came walking back into the room. "Would you like Angel to lick you off?" Jack then asked, to which Ted chuckled.
"Sure, and of course...am assuming you'd enjoy Maringa doing the same for you?"
"But of course," Jack responded in kind. "Let's just say...doing that will definitely cinch the deal shall we?"
"In that case...be my guest," Master told him, now calling to me. "Maringa? Come...sit." He instructed me, only then turning back towards Jack. "She's still learning...but a quick study," he told the man. "Let her learn and then do by example."
"Ah yes...of course. Angel? Lick!"
Master had sat down in one of several very comfortable looking chairs, but not before unzipping his fly, removing his stiff angry looking prick. Like a purring cat, Angel sauntered over towards him still down on all fours, and then like a cat, soon began lapping away at his hard exposed member. Never one did she use her hands, only her mouth, though soon sucking...drawing Master in, tenderizing his tasty meat. One look from him towards me without words simply said:
"Do it!"
Just as Angel had done, I soon moved over towards Jack, likewise on all fours. He smiled, unzipping his own fly, and then just like Master had done, bringing forth his own rather turgid swollen cock. And as Angel was herself doing...so did I. Lapping at first, and then sucking it, licking, popping the head with my mouth, my hands firmly placed down beside me.
"Oh yes! Yes! She is a quick study isn't she?" Jack said thoroughly enjoying my ministrations, which was in an almost surreal way...pleasing to me.
"Yeah...she is," Master said simply, moaning himself now, though still looking over towards me as I glanced indirectly towards him, sucking Jack's meaty stiff prick.
"Oh god! God! That's...that's so fucking good!" Jack mewled delightedly. "Ah...ah may I?" He asked.
"Yes...sure, Maringa...loves cream. Don't you sweet one?" he asked. Though my response came in the form of almost entirely swallowing Jack's cock down my throat, almost immediately triggering the explosion that followed. Though nearly suffocating me, I remained where I was, his prick squirting what felt like a gallon of his cream straight down my throat. I held my breath, feeling his prick throb, squirt, throb and then squirt again until I knew if I didn't breath soon...I would certainly choke. And I knew if I did that...Ted, Master...wouldn't be too terribly pleased with me.
"Holy fucking shit!" Jack said finally pulling out of my mouth, finally allowing me to breathe, though even then I remained still, licking my lips, savoring his half sweet-salty taste.
"Well Angel?" Jack said looking over towards his Pet. She was still working furiously on Master's cock, now seemingly ashamed to some extent that she hadn't...or possibly couldn't get Master off.
"It's ok...would have been surprised if she'd managed to," he told everyone. "Have already had three orgasms this evening already."
"You have?" Jack said incredulously...though it was evident Angel relaxed some upon hearing that. If anything, Master had just rescued her ego to some extent. "You fucking Cad you!" he laughed. "Very well then...Angel? Up!"
The moment he said that, it was as though "Angel" went through a metamorphosis, a transformation into what she had been...into who she also was. She stood immediately, her demeanor suddenly changed in an instant as she smiled...and then spoke for the very first time.
"Would you mind getting my coat for me darling?" She asked. "Even with the fire in here, it's still a bit chilly."
It was odd seeing her, hearing her, though Master then looked at me, his head nodding. I knew immediately what he'd meant, even more grateful he hadn't used the same command himself. I stood, though I felt no need...nor want for a covering or clothes. If anything, I felt proud, somewhat defiant, as I stood there still naked.
"I really enjoyed that," Angel said speaking to me as Jack suddenly wrapped her in the most gorgeous mink coat I had ever seen. "We'll have to do that again sometime," she said fingering my chin momentarily, and then leaning over to kiss me lightly on the lips before pulling her expensive coat more fully around her shoulders. She then turned towards Ted. "And hopefully...next time, you'll save one of those orgasms for me," she asked pouting, though looking sultry still as she said that.
"I hadn't planned on not..." he told her. "But it was a rather unexpected unusual evening before we were able to get here," he then added. "So yes...next time. For sure."
The two of them soon after left. I slipped into the bathroom to use the facilities, reemerging a short time later, surprised to find Ted sitting there in his chair...naked, his cock hard, as I'd ever seen it.
"Come here my Pet," he grinned. "I was saving the last of my cream for you."
**
It was days later after I'd had a chance to talk to Bella about the "Pet" thingy that she filled me in on a few more of the details.
Bella had then told me that becoming a "Pet" was course that was offered here, an "advanced" course, which not many of the Accepted, or Novices ever went into. Only a small handful ever deciding to do so. And even then, only two or three ever went so far as to ever become eligible for adoption as she put it. Though "adoption" too...and an entirely different meaning.
Adoption was plain and simply a signed contract, one between Master, and the Pet's new owner. The longer the contract, the more expensive it actually was, so most contracts were usually for no more than a year, or two years. Something that I didn't quite understand at first.
"Why is that? I'd have thought the longer the contract..."
Bella smiled. "Reason being, those who become Pets, actually still wield the control. You see, as long as they act as they'd been taught to do, and please their owners, then they reap several very worthwhile benefits from that, as we all do."
Angel's very expensive looking mink coat came to mind, though I chuckled inwardly remembering, that was all she had on when they left.
At the end of the year...or the end of the contract, the Pet has first right to renew...or refuse renegotiation of her contract. Anything before that, should an owner become disenchanted with his Pet, there are stiff penalties associated with doing that. Unless of course...he can prove that his Pet hasn't complied, or honored his demands and wishes during the course of her...adoption. So...naturally, the longer the contract, the more expensive it is, and harder to get out of for all parties."
"I see," I said. "So...have you?"
She burst out laughing. "Thought about it...once. But no. Can't see myself cowering down to anyone...except Master," she told me. "And even then...I'm no one's Pet either."
"So am I now?" I wondered aloud, not having really meant to.
"No honey...you're not. Once again, you didn't formally go through the training to become one either. What you did do...was simply perform, act as though you were in order to help Master accomplish one of his business goals. I would perhaps consider it another test, but one from which I have heard...you passed with flying colors!"
I smiled at that. I was still Master's Companion, and not his Pet. Though even as I stood there thinking about it, I had found myself quite enjoying the experience.
"Tell you what, as you know after breakfast this morning, Ted's going to be away for the better part of the week. Why don't you let me show you what one of the advanced classes is like just for the fun of it? We have two Accepted, almost ready to become adoptable, and one new Novice who will be attending for the very first time later on this evening. That way, you can see for yourself what all is involved in training these women to become Pets. Who knows Maringa, maybe in time...you'll actually decide this might be something you're more interested in actually becoming yourself?"
I seriously doubted that. What I'd done had been interesting, even sensually...erotically fun in a way. But to live that way, under contract, for a year or more...wasn't something I thought or could see myself actually doing.
"I doubt I'd much care to become one myself no...but. I am indeed interested in seeing how, and what is taught yes!" I informed Bella.
"Very well then, we'll do that. But now...it's time for our afternoon massages. Come on sweetie," she said hurrying me along. "I'm willing to bet, Deidra's already got one of them sucking her clit by the time we get there!"
Suddenly...I was in a hurry to get there myself.
To be continued...
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I had to admit, I was fascinated. Bella had led me once again into another part of the estate I hadn't seen before, also...underground. I'd begun to think that all these tunnels and wings that were underground, were even more extensive than the property above ground! What was even more interesting to me however, was how lavishly furnished everything was. You didn't even get a sense really of being underground, save for there being no windows. But there wasn't that "cement" feel to it whatsoever. Everything was built in hard oak or mahogany, colors vivid, bright...yet earthy that had a very warm soothing appeal to them. Leading me into one of the training areas, I was again surprised at the décor, even more so as we entered, one of the Attendings I'd met weeks ago was there. Obviously "Sonia", as I recalled hearing her name, was one of the Pets in training, and soon eligible for adoption. What was unusual and far different about her as opposed to Angel, was her appearance. She'd actually been painted, her body appearing much more like an animal in fact, like a Leopard.
"Ok, admittedly I'm confused here. How come she's painted? Angel certainly wasn't."
Bella laughed. "For some, many in fact...they really do take on the persona of whatever "Pet" they want to become, treated like. In Sonia's case, she had determined early on she felt like she was a Leopard. As such, whenever she's in training...or when she'll later become adopted and someone's Pet, this is how she'll see herself. And how she expects to be treated. Now true...she may, or may not always wear the spots once she is. But to her owner, whoever it is that adopts her, this is how they will see her, and remember her. But again...it's also how Sonia sees herself!"
"Oh, ok...I see. I guess," I said still a bit leery, especially as Sonia sat atop some sort of circular platform, collared, with a chain attached to an upper beam. Fastened in this way looked somewhat precarious to me. If she were to fall off...
"Her prospective owner should be here any moment now in fact, and then you can see the two of them interacting...training together."
"Her owner? You mean they actually go through training too?"
"Yes...of course! You wouldn't buy a fancy sports car without first learning how to drive one would you?"
"No...I suppose not. Still..."
"Let me try and explain further," Bella told me as we wandered over to the opposite side of the room, Sonia still perched on her stand, holding relatively still, though I noticed she did reach over and lick herself on the arm when she could, much like a cat might. It was strange. "When someone decides they are serious about becoming a Pet, they do so for several reasons, and it's not always about the money, even though a good Pet can make a lot of it. For most...it's a way to escape to some extent, to become something other than who they are...for a time."
"Ok," I said trying to understand.
"Now...in Sonia's case, she's a Leopard. And as such...she lets whoever it is that's interested in adopting her know...that means she's wild, hard to control...and in some ways, hard to train. But that's what the new owner knows and accepts going in. They learn how to control a wilder, less docile Pet as in Sonia's case. So, over time, they both come to respect one another more, learn one another's limits, expectations, so when it does come time for final contracts and adoptions to take place, they're totally familiar with one another in that regard. The new owner knows how far they can push things, and still get the results they expect, and the Pet...well they quickly learn just how far they can take it without going too far over the edge themselves. So it's a mutual learning experience for each. Ah...here she is now," Bella said as a tall good-looking redheaded woman came into the room, led in by Deidra. Surprisingly she was dressed almost comically to me in a way...in what almost looked like a Lion-taming outfit, khaki shirt and shorts, complete with pith helmet and some sort of a cane she held in her hand. The moment she entered, Sonia grew tense, her eyes locked on the woman who stood there staring back at her.
"Down Sonia...down!" The woman stated the moment she looked at her future pet. It took a moment, but the mere threat of the cane as the woman smacked it against the side of her own thigh seemed enough to cower the woman...or the Leopard rather, though I was still semi-struggling with that. Almost at once, Sonia seemed to crouch rather than sit, the chain just then at the end of its tether not allowing her to sit any lower.
"That's one of the code words," Bella said whispering to me. "Down is a simple way of saying you're now my Pet, and it's time to play. Up, is the code word to end it, in which case Sonia would indeed very much become her true normal self once again. Oh...and one other thing you need to know, those code words can only be used once per day. That's in the contract. Once used, Sonia would remain as a Leopard, until such time as her owner, her master were to use the other code word releasing her from that. The reason for doing it, is not to abuse it on either side. Pets are not yo-yos, and not to be treated as such either. It's a very simple...but very effective rule really."
Once again I remembered the simple command being given to Angel, ending our bizarre little session with one another. "Yes...yes, I can see how it would be. But what happens if her owner doesn't use the code word to release her?"
"That's another one of the rules in the contract, she is only required to be a Pet for a minimum of four hours. Any time after that, IF she wishes to, she can release herself. So once again, unless she's enjoying the moment as a Pet, she's not abused by being made to maintain it for any time longer than that."
"Oh," I responded, even then wondering if I could myself endure an extended period of time like that. I'd been a "Pet" myself for just over an hour and that for me had been long enough.
"Let's sit down and watch for a few moments, then I'll take you into the cage room. That's where we'll be seeing a brand new Novice taking her very first introductory course here tonight.
Deidra soon came over to join us, sitting on the other side of me on the couch we had taken, facing the makeshift "arena" if one could call it that. A circular section of the room, Sonia sitting atop her three foot platform. Her prospective owner then walking over, fastening a length of free chain she held in her hand to Sonia's collar, before removing the second chain still attached to the support beam well up over her head.
"Come Sonia, come!" The redhead commanded, once again tapping the cane against her own thigh, Sonia hesitating only for a moment, and then finally jumping down onto the carpeted floor, immediately positioned in a four point stance as it was called. The woman then held out her hand towards Sonia's face making a fist though with no obvious intention of hitting her with it. I watched as Sonia tentatively sniffed the woman's hand, looking as though she might now bite it instead, though a quick strike of the cane against her thigh reminded Sonia that might not be such a good idea. Picking up the chained leash, she now led Sonia around in a small circle, keeping her head taut, lifted as she did.
"Now comes the fun part," Bella said once again leaning over to whisper to me. "The first time she tried this though, Sonia left her with a pretty nice set of teeth marks. Didn't break the skin or draw blood...but she could have. It was much too soon for Carol to be doing what's she's about to do, back then."
It was then that Carol unzipped her khaki shorts, allowing them to drop down around her ankles as she stepped out of them. She wore no panties as she did that, only then stepping back. Sonia immediately picking up the woman's scent, her face immediately tearing into the woman's crotch there on the floor, almost looking as though she'd chew a hole through them as she picked them up with her teeth tossing her head back and forth for a moment before suddenly discarding them.
"Get a nice whiff Sonia?" Carol asked. "See how aroused and anxious I am? You ready to come over here and please me now baby?" She cooed at her possible Pet, and then gave a little slack to the chain she held, allowing Sonia to cautiously approach her, close enough that in moments she'd nuzzled her face in the woman's crotch, sniffing her as she stood there. "No biting!" She warned, not quite striking herself with the cane, though she did trail it cautiously over Sonia's back as though a warning, still allowing Sonia to nuzzle her there between the legs, still sniffing, still familiarizing her with her personal scent.
Carol then stepped over towards a comfortable looking, but low-legged table. Gingerly lying down on top of it, she then spread her legs, I could see it was the perfect height for what Carol was now wanting...expecting from her Pet. "That's right baby...that's right. Mommy gave herself a little milk-bath before coming over here...your favorite taste right?" She asked urging the woman-cat on. Sonia almost seemed to be purring now contentedly as she moved over, and sure enough, her tongue coming out with a great lapping fan-fair at the woman's openly displayed pussy.
"Well...you get the jest of the more advanced training, what's say we go into the Novice caged room and you can see for yourself how it all begins."
**
Unfortunately Deidra didn't come with us, having to stay and oversee the training exercise, though she certainly didn't appear too sad in having to do that, smiling at the two of us as we departed, and then quickly returning her attention back towards the small table. I noticed her hand slipping down between her legs just before we left as we began walking a short distance down the still long hallway.
"And this...is the Novice caged room," Bella said stopping opening the door. Once again I was surprised, taken aback just a little at what I saw. It looked much like an animal shelter in fact. There were rows of several neat and tidy cages on the floor, three stainless steel examination tables, each one with apparatus for binding, controlling...along with various muzzles should one be needed. Along with obvious washing and grooming stations.
All of the cages except for one, were empty.
"We only have one Novice here tonight," she continued showing me around, though I kept glancing over towards the far cage, though it was hard to see who was actually in there. A small blanket had obviously been pushed up against the bars, baring me from actually seeing much, though I could tell someone was actually in there.
"Is that...is that her?" I whispered curiously.
"Yes, and get this...her names Kat too, though she spells it with a K. She's the new Novice that expressed an interest to go through the training, this is her first night of doing so. All new Pet Novices must first spend an hour or so...depending on what type of animal they're trying to be, inside one of the cages. It helps them get a feel for it...to begin to identify what it's actually like. In Kat's case...she had three choices, and decided to first go with being a feral cat. Tomorrow, she might be, or trying being something else. But for now...that's what she's trying to see herself as, and how she's being treated. In an hour or so...someone else will come in, take her out of the cage, give her a thorough and complete examination, clean her up a bit, and then see how she responds to certain types of stimulation, or commands. We get a much better feel early on as to what their temperament might be later on when we actually do that."
Bella then led me over towards the cage, leaning over a bit. "Here kitty, kitty, kitty," she said poking her fingers through the bars, moving the blanket away just a bit. I was surprised at what I saw. "Kat", though I hadn't known her name, I had seen before during one of the other classes in the phallic room, though not quite like this. She actually looked quite disheveled, dirty even. Her beautiful blonde hair as I remembered seeing it, looked filthy, unkempt, almost matted and twisted in a way. There were also dirt streaks across her face, body...which I of course noticed at once, as her being entirely nude as well. To my surprise, she actually hissed at us.
"Yes well, it's to be expected," Bella said pulling her hand back. "She is new, and no doubt slightly afraid and intimidated being here. Might be a while yet before she's comfortable enough to let anyone try and handle her...examine her." Bella looked at her watch. "For at least another forty...forty-five minutes anyway." Once again she looked inside the cage. "Very good Kat, very good...just keep thinking like the feral cat that you are, someone will be in shortly to have a look at you, clean you up some. Try not to scratch anyone, or they might decide to declaw you if you do." Bella smiled at that, though I saw a nervous concerned look come into Kat's eyes as she hunkered back even deeper into the corner of her cage. Bella pulled the blanket up a bit more, giving her some privacy from prying eyes before leading me away.
"Not bad for a first time in the cage," Bella said. "She actually might make it through the course in a year or so."
"That long?"
"Oh honey...yes, that long at least! And that's just for the more docile, trainable Pets we have here. Sonia's been doing this for almost four now, but it also looks like she's found a good match and is ready to be adopted."
"Good Lord!" I allowed myself to expel thinking, "No fucking way would I ever put myself through something like this. Playing at...pretending for one night like I had, ok...maybe. But actually living, thinking like an animal? Playing the part for going on four years now? No fucking way!"
Bella once again laughed at that. "You're probably right, I can't see you as anyone's Pet either," she told me, forming the words as though to say something else, but then suddenly deciding against it. "Now...how'd you like to see the play room?" She asked me. "It's reserved specifically for Pets who've shown the most promise this past week, those who've obeyed instructions and commands well. We allow them some time to get used to one another, play as it were...and enjoy themselves. We very often give them some sort of a pretend scenario to see how they respond to that, all part of their training. Would you care to see?"
"I wouldn't miss this for the world," I told her, and then followed her down towards the far end of the hall, and yet another room with another pair of fairly wide double doors. And I was still wondering how much of this place I still hadn't seen. As it turned out, there was a hell of a lot that I hadn't.
**
By now I was pretty much ready for just about anything, though I was still a bit surprised to discover that it was Marla, one of the other Attendings and one of the oldest women here who happened to be down in the "Play Pit" as it was called. The room itself was again very large, nicely and richly furnished with very expensive looking plush carpeting. In the very center of it was a likewise circular pit, some three feet deep sunken down into the middle of the room. A ring of chairs and small tables ran half way around the pit where people could sit, relax...enjoy a drink. And of course watch their Pet's play down inside the circular area. Bella told me that besides this being used as a training, play area. It was sometimes used on very special occasions for sparring matches for other peoples, other owners Pets. They would bring them here whenever one of those special evenings had been set up, and then a very special clientele, mostly other owners, but also a few perspective owners, or just influential people interested in the sport, would then be invited to attend.
Bella and I took a seat, a nearby Attending on duty immediately coming over to take a drink order from us. Looking down into the Pit, I was again surprised to find Marla, simply laying on her side down there, three other's crawling all over one another trying desperately to get at her boobs...or so it seemed anyway.
"Ah yes...one of my favorites to watch. Marla's being the Lioness, and these are her three hungry cubs. Obviously, she only has two tits in order to feed them with, so they have to take turns sucking on her, fighting one another for the privilege of doing so. Sometimes it can get pretty rough, especially if one of them keeps getting pushed out of the way all the time and doesn't get their fair share. After a bit though...we'll see one of Master's other special hires come in, he'll play the role of the dominant Male Lion. And that's when it gets really interesting, watching him service the entire pride."
Admittedly, I was actually looking forward to that, though it was oddly interesting in a way, seeing the three younger Novices, all trying to vie for one of Marla's two available tits. They indeed scrambled, pulled, yanked, and tried to nudge one another out of the way in order to do so, while Marla simply layed back, her eyes closed, content to let the three of them somehow work it all out.
**
We sat sipping our drinks, one of the Attending standing nearby, though moments later she walked over towards a door opening it and looking in.
Bella glanced at her watch. "Must be time," she said smiling to herself. "I think you'll enjoy this," she added.
I looked back over my shoulder, the Attending walking back over to stand near us, the door opening once more as a man suddenly appeared...naked, looking more like an Adonis than man. Bella heard the catch in my throat, turning to look herself now, once again leaning over to whisper.
"That's Lionel," she told me.
I laughed, I couldn't help myself.
"No, seriously...that's his name," she stated somewhat seriously. I rolled my eyes still trying hard to stifle another laugh.
"You're kidding me," I then added, but as I glanced at him even more closely, all humor just seemed to evaporate.
He almost looked like a male lion as he slowly made his way over towards us. His deep bronzed skin, long blonde hair cascading down around his shoulders as though sporting a mane. I followed his lines down his strong chest, Abs more defined, cut, than I had ever seen on a man before. But the most prominent, obvious feature immediately garnered my attention. He was as hard as a rock. His long stiff penis standing up like a spear pointing towards me. Balls likewise bigger than any I had ever seen dangling beneath his proud manhood. Nearing us, he stopped briefly as Bella made introductions. Only then did I raise my eyes away from his massive prick looking into this face, once again catching my breath as I did so. He had slits for eyes instead of pupils. Taking my hand, I likewise expected him to kiss it as he held it, surprising me as he licked it instead, running his tongue from my wrist all the way up my palm to the tips of my fingers before releasing it. He had spoken not a word, a low deep throaty growl coming from him instead as he released my hand stepping over towards the pit. It was then that I noticed the women had gathered together, all cowering, save for Marla who now knelt expectantly looking up. It was then that he dropped down onto all fours and slowly began to move down the carpeted ramp into the area below.
"Contacts," she had said as Lionel began making his way down the carpeted ramp. "Interesting though isn't it?"
"More like...unnerving," I told her having seen that, contacts or no.
"Now it gets interesting," Bella said untying the sash on her robe parting it, revealing to me as I'd already suspected that she was naked beneath it. Almost immediately her hand dropped down between her legs. "Sometimes...I actually wish I was in training," she sighed pleasurably.
**
The three younger looking Novices remained huddled together, Lionel moving between them separating them further away from Marla, though he did so, cuffing one harshly on her ass, hitting her hard enough at least to cause her to scamper away even further as he slowly circled Marla, still growling. He then moved up behind her, obviously intending to mount her, but not before falling over her, his mouth coming down onto the backside of her neck, biting, holding her there as he completed the maneuver. In moments, he was inside her as she held perfectly still. The man-lion, continued to hold her like that for several long moments, his thrusts though slow at first...continuous. Finally releasing her neck, he increased the tempo, now rutting with her wildly, thrusting deeply forcefully inside as Marla collapsed down onto her forearms giving him even better, deeper access to her cunt. The three Novices still huddled, taking note, watching with curious interest, and perhaps wondering if they too would soon be serviced as well.



"He'll spunk her first, and then the three Kit's will lap him up...clean him off before he's ready and selects another," Bella told me, all the while unabashedly fingering herself. As bizarre as this all was, it was also erotically stimulating, watching, seeing Lionel mate so savagely with Marla, Bella sitting next to me, her fingers pulling and pinching on her clit, the sounds of her sex so wet, so slick. I hadn't even seen the Attending who had suddenly come up from behind us, her hands now reaching over Bella's shoulders, sliding downwards in order to cup and fondle her breasts without even being asked to do so.
"Pull on them hard...and keep doing so until I say otherwise," Bella told the young woman, now glancing towards me...almost expectantly. "Well? Do you not find this stimulating?" She asked curiously. The truth was...I did. And then parted my own robe.
As I began toying with myself, fondling my own slick wanton pussy, I leaned forward resting my now bare breasts over the small railing allowing it to support their weight. Looking up from below, Lionel seemed to like what he saw, snarling even more than he had been, his trusts furious, even deeper now than they had been, if that were possible. With a loud deep-throated growl, he pulled out, half sitting back, his prick on its own accord without help, suddenly spewing, lurching, and spewing again over and over. Several long, thick ropes of semen arching high up and over Marla's back, many landing in her hair, her neck, and then finally as he seemed to slowly diminish in his intense spurting, the remainder falling almost lazily on her back and ass before he more fully sat back. Even then, his magnificent cock remained mostly hard, though swinging a bit more freely from side to side as he once again circled around. The young Novice he had cuffed earlier now cautiously approaching. He allowed her to do so, seeming to be indifferent at first as she sniffed him out, smelling his still dripping prick, and then lapping at it.
"Hmm," Bella moaned hotly. "Now dear...you can release my tits, and come around here and lick me."
I had glanced over briefly towards her watching this, but quickly returned my attention back down into the pit. Lionel had half laid down on his side now, still looking up towards me, half smiling contentedly. All three of the young Novices now vying for the right as it were, to lick, lap at...and clean him up, much as they'd been doing when fighting over the right to suckle Marla's two available breasts. To my surprise, as they did that, he began stiffening again in a relatively short period of time. When he was hard again, as hard as he'd been when I first saw him, he rolled back over, once again cuffing one of the other females, then moving in, separating the woman he'd first struck when he'd gone down into the pit from the others now once again huddling off to one side. Including Marla this time. As he'd done with her, he likewise bit her neck, pinning her to the ground, and then slid up, easily mounting her.
"Almost makes you wish you were down in there with them doesn't it?" Bella remarked as she contentedly sighed, the Accepted between her legs contentedly sucking her clit now, both hands still holding, fondling Bella's breasts. She was right in a way, though I didn't admit it, what I wanted right now more than anything, was to feel Lionel's mouth on my neck, his teeth just slightly sinking into my skin, his hard magnificent cock spearing me from behind, trusting ever so forcefully into my hot, wet dripping cunt.
I finger-fucked myself to orgasm, climaxing with them as he once again moments later pulled out. His ejaculate, though not nearly as copious or as forceful as it had been the first time he had come, still bathing the young woman's ass. Bella too had climaxed, watching this, soon after sending the young Attending away.
"Well, seen enough?" She asked standing, letting me know that even if I hadn't...we were done here for the night.
Lionel had once again collapsed down onto his side, all four women now lapping away at him, cleaning him up as Bella and I stood and slowly wandered away.
**
I had slept very soundly, feeling refreshed and already looking forward to what I hoped would be another interesting day. I had no idea at the time of course, just how interesting it would prove out to be. Arriving for breakfast, I was soon to discover that Deidra came late, arriving a short time later with explanation for it as Bella and I dined together, waiting for her to arrive.
"Sorry I'm late," Deidra said coming into the small dining room we all shared together. "There was an altercation between two of the Novices, and unfortunately one that couldn't be resolved amicably. So...a challenge has been issued for right of status from one of the Novices against one of the others. I've scheduled the challenge for later on this afternoon."
"What do you mean...challenge?" I wondered.
"A challenge is when one of the Novices feels she has the right to challenge another Novice that currently holds the next level of status. Status is achieved through several means, how well they do in their classes or training, how responsive they are to commands or doing chores, a number of things really. But, with each level of superior status achieved, there comes with that a certain amount of luxuries, not to mention a slightly different level of pay for whatever status they've achieved. The thing is...no two girls hold the exact same level of status, so there is a bit of a pecking order. When one girl feels like she can advance and safely do so, they very often challenge the next girl to her in order of status. And each girl has the right to do so, but they may also only challenge another once. But...if she loses the challenge, she then must go down one level of status as well, thus giving the girl beneath her the advancement. Needless to say, there's a lot at stake for the girl issuing the challenge."
"What if the girl who's the higher wins?"
"Once again...the girl who is above her automatically loses to her, and steps down. So there is a lot at stake for everyone in a sense whenever a challenge is issued." Deidra explained, "Up and down."
It all seemed rather complicated to me. "Why challenge though? I asked. Thinking we were talking about an out and out fight here. "Are the rewards worth doing so? Taking the risk?"
"I guess they are if the difference is having your own room and a bed as opposed to sleeping on a cot, sharing a room with a first level novice." Deidra told me. "Which this is. One of the very new girls, and a very determined one at that, has decided she's had enough of sharing a room and sleeping on a far less comfortable cot. As such, she's decided to challenge the girl she actually used to share the same room with. Kind of interesting really, because rumor had it, the two of them were very often found fooling around at night. And actually getting one another into trouble because of it. Now...there is definite animosity between the two of them, so this challenge has actually come with no surprise. One will certainly be escalated, and the other will fall significantly.
"So they're actually going to fight?" I asked again.
"In a way yes...but not so much like a boxing match," Deidra chuckled. "You'll see what I mean later, though this too you may very well find interesting, the way that a challenge is met and either achieved, or defeated. It's quite entertaining to watch actually, almost wish we had challenges a bit more often than we do. Especially as whenever one's been issued, the girls get quite the benefits from it afterwards, as you'll very well see."
**
Admittedly, as Deidra and Bella explained more and more to me about this, I was curious and anxious to find out what all was actually involved here. I was told that there were indeed rules that had to be strictly adhered to, or the person violating them would be immediately disqualified. And disqualification came with a price as well...the person doing so, was immediately asked to leave the estate, period. At no time could either girl punch with a closed fist, they could slap open-handed wherever they liked, there was no kicking, and no biting. Should either one also leave the ring without officially and formally giving up, this too was a disqualification.
"So in a way...it is a fight then, though what they're doing is just slapping one another around a bit."
"Not entirely no," Bella told me. "It's all about submitting to another, to a lesser, or a higher, whichever the case may be...and there is an interesting way that that may come about, as you'll soon see." She added without going into greater detail about it, even though I pressed. "Just wait...see for yourself, then you'll understand."
Just before two o'clock, we made our way over towards the girl's dorms. The challenge room being located and housed there. Every Novice would be expected to attend the match, and an Attendings who wished to, may also come, but for them it wasn't an absolute requirement. Some did, mostly to see which Novices were more apt to be moving up in the ranks more quickly than others, though some few Attendings came merely for what happened afterwards.
For Attendings, once Attending status had been achieved, the differences were almost non-existent in their ranks. Only the Novices had far more to gain, or lose before actually reaching an Attending level.
Already a small group had been gathered, seven on site Novices, and surprisingly three Attendings who were curious enough about the two girls, that they came to watch the challenge with more than passing interest.
"You remember Kat from last night yes?" Bella asked.
"The girl I saw in the cage...the feral cat yes?"
"Yes, that's the one. Well...she's also the one issuing and making the challenge again Marsha, a four month Novice, and ex-girl friend, ex-room mate, by the sounds of it." Bella continued. "So it will be interesting to see how well she fairs, especially considering the fact, she's several inches shorter than Marsha is, and at least thirty pounds lighter as well. But...she's very scrappy, a real up and coming go-getter, so my money's actually on her to win the challenge."
"Don't bet against Marsha though dear," Deidra told her. "She's been challenged before, and challenged, and won both. I wouldn't count her out just yet."
"Care to make a wager?" Bella asked half jokingly.
"Sure, why not? What should we bet?" Deidra asked.
Bella grinned. "How about pussy licks until sleep for a week," Bella tossed out, to which Deidra smiled in return, quickly accepting the wager. It's a bet," she agreed turning towards me. "You want in on it too Maringa?"
"Ah, no...no thanks. I don't know either girl well enough to make any sort of an educated bet. So I think I'll just sit back and watch this one, and let the two of you have all the fun," I told them both.
The room did indeed look a little bit like a boxing ring, though there was no ropes going around the somewhat raised, obviously padded platform. Several chairs were placed somewhat evenly around two sides, with far more comfortable looking chairs for any Attendings who might be there, as well as three very, very comfortable looking chairs for ourselves as we came in and sat down on our own private side of the large sized padded mat.
"The two girls should be here any minute, they're probably still being fitted," Deidra told me almost anxiously.
"Fitted?"
One again she laughed. "You'll see!"
Sure enough, a few moments later the two girls came in, Kat...looking far different now than I'd seen her before, clean, her hair lustrous and full as it fell about her shoulders and breasts, though in comparison to Marsha, there was no doubt as to which girl had the height advantage as well as the weight. Marsha looked almost mean...determined, and downright scary.
"Glad I didn't bet," I leaned over whispering to Deidra, I think I'd have picked the wrong one!" She chuckled at that. "We'll see...I might lose yet," she confided looking towards Kat, who if anything, looked even more determined than Marsha did.
But the really odd thing was, both girls had indeed been fitted with what was obviously a strap on. They were the same size and girth of course, no advantage there, but I was surprised to find both girls so similarly equipped.
"See?" Bella laughed. "A bit more to it than you thought huh?"
"That's putting it mildly," I told her. "So...explain it to me."
"Obviously part of it, is forcing the other to submit, to give in...give up. Forcing the other to have an orgasm is another way of doing that too. Should either one of them do so, they lose. So they will spar, they'll slap-fight, wrestle, and eventually as one manages to overpower the other one, they'll attempt to insert their dildo into the other and try to get her to give up that way. Though Marsha in fact allowed her last opponent to do that, letting her think she was winning the challenge, and then suddenly at the last moment, Marsha flipped the girl over, suddenly fucking her instead of being fucked. It was all downhill after that for the other girl, she came...literally kicking and screaming. Ashamed and surprised at herself for succumbing to the sudden turn of events as fast as she had. So...don't be too surprised if at some point Marsha actually does that, allows Kat to insert her prick into her. It might be part of her strategy to do so, but it also makes it far more interesting and fun to see what the girls actually try and do to one another during the course of the challenge."
"So...are there like rounds? Like in a boxing match?" I asked.
"Nope...once the match begins, it goes until we have a winner, or someone is disqualified, though I doubt there will be much of a chance of that happening. Both women know what's at stake here, and know the risks. They'll fight within the rules, that I can assure you...until one or the other of them finally bows down to the other one. Then we'll know who the real victor is."
One of the Accepted once again clearly explained the rules to both girls, receiving their assurances that they were fully aware of them. She then turned towards Bella.
"Both of you move to neutral corners," Bella told them. "When I then say go...you will continue until we have a winner and a loser," she stated simply. "Ready then?"
Both women were indeed in opposite corners facing one another with determined looks on each of their faces. They had both nodded their heads when Bella asked if they were ready. There was a brief momentary pause, and then Bella shouted out the word. "Go!"
Like boxers perhaps, they seemed to circle one another, sizing one another up at first. Though I found it interesting watching them doing so, each one with a six, or perhaps seven inch fake cock sticking out in front of them as they sized one another up still circling. Marsha no doubt had the height advantage, as well as the strength, and much larger breasts too, watching them bounce and jiggle as she actually made the first move, surprising me somewhat when she did. She swung, intending to slap her opponent, but Kat much quicker, nimbler ducked the intended slap, hitting one of Marsha's breasts with a slap of her own. It stung, especially by the startled look on the other woman's face, reaching up to defend herself, covering her suddenly stung tit momentarily, though there was fire in her eyes.
"Well, that did it..." Deidra laughed. "Kat's certainly in for it now."
"Or...she is," I said more to myself as Kat once again ducked another swipe, this time charging the taller, stronger woman, literally bowling her over onto the mat. Pouncing on her much like a cat actually would. Though taken by surprise by the bold and sudden move, Marsha's size and strength was to her advantage. She quickly rolled, tossing Kat off her as she did so, holding onto her leg, turning her. I then watched as she nipped the fleshy cheeks of the young woman's ass.
"I thought you said there was no biting!"
"Biting? No. Nipping? Yes...that's allowed, provided there's no blood drawn or permanent injury. But a little forceful nipping is allowed...yes."
Though Marsha was indeed the bigger and stronger, Kat was as well matched in her speed and agility, finally forcing herself free by twisting out of the other woman's grasp, once again ducking another swing, another slap of her own against one of the woman's exposed breasts, two red marks clearly seen now where her slaps had landed.
"I bet that stings a bit," Deidra laughed, though her hand had now slipped inside the opening of her own robe, no doubt fingering her own aroused nipple as we all sat watching the continued match between the two women.
They again circled one another, Kat once again trying for a quick unexpected lunge, but this time it appeared, Marsha was half expecting it, side stepping a bit more quickly, spinning as she did, landing a loud harsh open-handed slap on Kat's ass as she lunged passed missing her entirely.
Kat just barely caught herself from leaving the area of the mat completely as Marsha followed up, once again falling on her, grabbing her feet and yanking her backwards, now pinning her down, laying on top of her. I noticed as she did so, her hands beneath, cupping each of Kat's breasts, squeezing them, squeezing them hard, and all the while using her strength to try and force the other girls legs open with her knees, though she fought back very hard, trying to resist. It was a futile attempt however, as Marsha indeed having the greater strength and size, finally managed to split her legs apart, just enough, that she suddenly plunged, now trying to find a way into the girls vulnerable pussy with her hard fake cock.
"Ah oh...now she's in for it!" Deidra chuckled, one hand still obviously fondling her own breast, the other now quite openly down between her legs again as she began toying with herself, all the while watching the match. Bella too had begun doing the same, as had several other girls from what I could see, all anxiously watching...some becoming obviously aroused as the girls wrestled, fought, and struggled there together on the mat.
It was far from decided however as miraculously, Kat seemed to draw up onto her knees, though her ass was now looking even more vulnerable as Marsha suddenly lunged, skewering the girl's cunt with her life-like looking prick. Kat took it...took it all deeply, even grunting and groaning with the force of the sudden plunge, but then she suddenly kicked one leg out to the side, her hand coming under and beneath herself, locking her arm over and then under Marsha. When she did, she pulled, bringing the heavier, bigger girl with her, using her own loss of balance against her. Suddenly their positions were reversed, though Marsha bucked wildly trying to dislodge the smaller woman. Kat hung on however, her own hands coming round to capture, holding onto both of Marsha's breasts, fingers digging into them almost painfully as she did so.
"Holy shit!" Deidra exclaimed, even as Marsha somehow managed to stand again, Kat still clinging onto her from behind, legs now wrapped around, vise-like gripping her holding on firmly secured around the woman's waist. Marsha now reached down, struggling to pry the other girl's hands off her breasts, though to no avail. Swinging about wildly, trying to toss her off, and then finally falling onto her back hoping perhaps that might do it. Kat however held on, even though the fall itself, and the weight of the other woman pinning her that way, nearly knocked the wind out of her. And then they rolled again, with Kat still holding on even more tightly now than she had been. It was obvious Marsha was losing a bit of strength and power with the exertion, still trying to dislodge the other girl, only making it up to her knees this time, not having enough strength left to fully stand.



"Well, I'll be damned!" Deidra admitted, though she fully opened her robe, fingers pinching and pulling her own nipples harshly, just as Kat was now doing to Marsha's. "That girl really IS a wild cat isn't she?"
Faster than anyone could think, Kat suddenly let go, but as she did she flipped herself over Marsha's head landing perfectly on the mat in front of the woman. Shoving...Marsha promptly toppled over onto her back, Kat lunging almost simultaneously, her prick spearing Marsha's pussy impaling her as the two girls hit the mat, once again Marsha trying to roll away. Kat was too much for her however, fucking, thrusting, all of Marsha's reserves gone, her breath labored as Kat pinned her arms to the ground, still trusting away furiously.
"You give?" Kat screamed out at her.
"No!" Marsha somehow managed to scream back, one last surge of her strength trying to buck the woman off her, but it was fruitless. Kat thrust again, even more quickly now, Marsha's head tossing back and forth side-to-side, tears suddenly streaming down her face. And then almost miraculously, Marsha bent her knees, thrusting up, meeting the younger more agile woman's thrusts in and out of her. Releasing her hands, Kat now reached down, capturing Marsha's breasts in her hands, tweaking her rock hard nipples. Reaching around, Marsha now grabbed Kat's firm tight ass, holding on, digging her nails into her now crying out, though not in pain or frustration, but in pure unbridled pleasure.
"Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" She began screaming out over and over again. And then she came.
**
Though the match itself was over with an obviously clear victor, what ensued next was totally unexpected, though both Bella and Deidra quickly informed me it was all part of it, and one of the primary reasons so many had showed up for the match. Not just to see it, watch it...but to enjoy themselves afterwards. It was a way of letting all the girls let out their own personal frustrations and renewing personal friendships without animosity or letting the competitive spirit everyone felt get in the way of that. Marsha had clearly lost, and her status would indeed change, but even as she lay there on the mat trying to collect herself, two of the other Novices quickly came onto the mat, now lying with her, one between her legs, the other suckling her breasts.
All about me others had begun joining one another in one way or another, some likewise coming out to the mat, others standing where they were, still watching, fingering one another looking on. Kat had already selected one of the Attendings as partner, a bit of a surprise perhaps as the Attending welcomed her, leaning over one of the chairs as Kat stood behind her, now fucking her freely, wantonly.
"I always did like this part afterwards," Deidra said enthusiastically, standing removing her robe now completely so that she was entirely naked. And then Bella did. "Well Maringa?"
There was no denying the room was now sexually charged, the cries of ecstasy, passion and need clearly being expressed and now heard everywhere. I stood, allowing my own robe to fall down around my feet as Bella took my hand leading me towards the mat into the sea of writhing moaning women all about me now as others quickly joined. In seconds I was consumed myself, lost to the sensation of flesh pressed against flesh, finding my face only inches away from one woman's cunt as she in turn had latched onto the lips of another. I speared her with my tongue, just as someone else did the same to me. I felt the tickle of lips surrounding my clit, sucking it urgently as I in turn did the same to the woman whose identity I still didn't know. Someone else now sucking my breast, and then both as another joined her. Rolling over onto my back to better accommodate, the young woman above me now sitting on my face as my own cunt was ravished delightfully.
I had actually lost track of the number of orgasms I had myself helped bring about, as one woman after another came on my face, soon being replaced by another. And I too had already felt, experienced and so obviously enjoyed several myself now, wondering briefly when the delightful madness might actually come to an end.
Momentarily free of the assault, I sat up to both collect myself and gain my bearings, just then seeing Deidra as she crawled towards me, an almost evil wicked grin on her face. By now she had donned a strap-on dildo herself, the life-like phallus bobbing up and down between her legs as she reached me.
"I so want to fuck you," she said simply.
"And I so want to be fucked!" I answered back, just then realizing how much I really wanted...needed to feel that.
"May I join you both?"
I looked up, Kat was now standing over the two of us looking down, Deidra's smile even broader, wider if that was possible.
"You up for a DP...right here? Right now?" She then asked. I hesitated only for a moment, and then gave in to my own wanton urges.
"Hell yes...come, fuck me. Both of you!" I stated, and then rolled over feeling Kat's fingers as she applied a bit of lubrication to my tight puckered ass. As she did that, I climbed onto Deidra's cock as she now lay beneath me, easing myself down over her rigid tool, impaling myself fully and completely on it. Once I was used to the sensation, I looked back over my shoulder to where Kat now knelt patiently waiting. "Ok baby...I'm ready. Come fuck my ass!"
As I sat on Deidra's cock so completely filling my pussy, I felt the tight press of Kat as she positioned herself behind me, the head of her fake prick now beginning to ease its way inside me. With a sudden "pop" I felt the head just enter.
"Ok, wait for a moment," I said breathlessly allowing myself to get used to the somewhat unfamiliar sensation, though all around us, the continued orgy of female flesh went on, moans...groans, cries of ecstasy and delight merely adding to my own very much aroused state of mind. "Ok...go ahead, slide in a bit more," I told her wincing just a little at first as she did, but then suddenly feeling the sweet filling of her prick as it now joined Deidra's, the two of them now resting side by side within me. "Oh fuck that feels good!" I then managed to breathe, as the two began moving together, though in opposites, one thrusting in as the other pulled out. "Yes! Yes! Oh fuck yes!" I cried out uncaring now that my own voice seemed to top that of everyone elses.
"Well, well...look what the Kat dragged in so to speak," Bella said moving over to lie beside us, watching. "And I must say...now I'm jealous! Wish I'd thought of doing that myself now," she added as she just then reached up, grabbing of all people...Marsha who had wandered over to have a look for herself. "Down here Novice!" Bella told the young girl. "Eat my cunt while I watch this," she fully demanded. "And don't stop until I've at least come three times!"
To be continued...
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I don't know if I consider myself lucky, or unlucky. Like most, perhaps a bit of both. But looking back now, I'd have to say the day I broke my arm, along with my opposite wrist and a broken leg as well, turned out to be one of the luckiest moments of my entire life.
We had just graduated from high school and a bunch of us seniors had planned on a senior camping trip. (The girls were all supposed to come up the following day and at least spend the day with us). After setting up camp my friends and I decided to go for a hike, climb a few hills (looking for make-out spots where there would be some privacy) and generally fooling around. Well...I wasn't watching what I was doing as well as I should have. The next thing I knew, I'd lost my footing and fell about fifteen feet over the side of a small ledge. Luckily? I landed in a bunch of tall bushes. Unluckily, I broke my arm and wrist in the fall and though I didn't know it at the time, until I'd actually reached the hospital, I found I had a small fracture in my leg along with both of those.
Needless to say I was pissed, disappointed in myself and frustrated as hell winding up in the hospital instead of camping with my friends over the next few days. Not to mention not getting to spend any hopefully intimate time with my new girlfriend, especially as she'd hinted at the possibility of that. So much for my plans.
A day later I was laying in bed at home. Mom had taken a week off to look out after me as I was having a hell of a time doing things for myself. Once again luckily, I had just enough movement and use of one hand to take care of more personal intimate problems. But that was about the extent of it. Getting in and out of bed was bad enough, so for the first two days I just laid there watching TV, growing more and more bored by the minute. Not to mention horny as hell. It had now been at least a week since I'd even jerked off. By now...I was crawling the walls so to speak, and unable to do much of anything about it. I had made the attempt in fact one night late after my parents had gone to bed. The reality was, the only hand I had in order to accomplish that was my left hand. And for those who don't understand, or know...when you get used to jerking off a certain way with one particular hand, it's actually more difficult and awkward to switch off and do it with the other one. Added to that, that left hand being the one with the broken wrist, so I also had limited movement with it as it was. Eventually I gave up trying to get myself off, which left me even more frustrated and angry than I had ever been.
And mom of course noticed the change in my normally good natured mood. Even after the accident I'd managed to laugh about it. But three days later I wasn't laughing any more. Getting a hard on I couldn't do anything about was becoming annoying for one. Mom's coming into give me a sponge bath was another. In the first place, it was a bit embarrassing, not to mention even though she was my mom, and not half bad looking either. She was still my mom. In the second place, the fact I'd even gotten aroused when she'd given me that first sponge bath was totally unexpected...for both of us.
When she got to the part where it was time to wash the part...she'd told me she'd do that beneath the sheet, so I wouldn't see her looking at it, and she wouldn't be looking at it while she did it. It wasn't much, but it was the best plan I could agree to accept at the time. So, there I was laying back, embarrassed to tears as mom rung out the wash cloth, and then lifted the sheet slipping her hand down between my legs where she proceeded to give me a thorough washing.
Almost immediately several things happened with that.
The first thing that happened was I started to grow a little. Not rock-hard horny, but enough that I was now embarrassed about that. Mom's hand on my dick (though she was actually washing it) and it growing...some anyway. And then to make matters worse, her telling me that she needed to wash under and around the foreskin a bit, so that I didn't get stinky down there. Ok...can you imagine anything worse than having your own mother tell you that she didn't want you to have stinky dick? So now she's playing blind man's bluff with my cock, feeling around, looking for cooties or some such with her fingers. And all that's doing...is pleasuring the head of my dick, and yeah...so it's suddenly growing again, a bit bigger now. And the way she's holding it in one hand, washing the tip, and pulling up the foreskin to wash that, well...its feeling good, and I'm more embarrassed than ever. And her hand is now securely wrapped around the quickly thickening shaft. And then of course she announces that we also need to "gingerly" wash my balls too.
Fuck. I wanted to die. Actually, I wanted to find a way to come first...and then die. Neither one of which happened of course.
And then things went downhill from there. Though a short time later, they suddenly got a whole lot better too!
**
Thankfully...I was saved by the bell, or rather the phone as it began ringing downstairs. Mom immediately stood dropping the cloth into the now luke warm pan of water she'd been using and took it with her.
"I'll fix you some lunch and bring it up in a bit," she told me quickly disappearing through the door heading downstairs to catch the phone. I lifted the sheet. Ok, so it wasn't one hundred percent erect...but was still bad enough. I mean it stood by itself without any help. Maybe it wasn't all angry and swollen looking, but she wouldn't have seen that under the sheet anyway. The fact was however...it was standing tall, and that she had held in her hand as she washed it.
My next immediate problem was...I needed to pee. BIG TIME. I refused to use a bed pan. So that meant getting out of bed, which even then wasn't easy. I'd been given a wheel chair to use at least in order to move about the second floor of the house. Crutches weren't an option, not with a broken arm, and a wrist that couldn't support much weight either, let alone anything else. So I was at least grateful for the chair. I slid out of bed, into the chair and then managed (slowly) to work my way over to the door, and then down the hall towards the bathroom. As I slowly made my way, I could hear mom down in the living room below talking to my aunt on the phone. Now I knew at least who'd called. No real surprise there either. With mom being home taking care of me, my Aunt Kathy had called at least three times a day ever since checking up to see how I was doing. I really did like my Aunt, five years younger than mom was, we'd always seemed to share a more personal, almost intimate closeness with one another. I'd even shared, and confided in her shortly after I'd lost my virginity. So we did have that shared kind of a connection with one another, whereby I felt like I could tell her just about anything. Unfortunately as I was about to find out...so did mom.
I was just about to wheel myself into the bathroom when I heard mom suddenly lower her voice. A sure sign when she did that she was about to share something with her sister she didn't want overheard. The problem was, since I'd rolled out into the hallway, I did.
"God Kath, you should have seen it...I mean I've admittedly wondered, you know...I guess parents sometimes do wonder about things like that, but I never expected..." She paused listening.
"No, no...I didn't actually look, look...I was washing it under the sheet, but he was growing, getting thicker and stiffer every second. Yes, yes...he was a little embarrassed I suppose, but not enough to keep himself from getting erect."
She was listening again, just as I was, rolling a bit further down the hallway towards the stairs.
"Yes, admittedly...I was getting that way too," she giggled, "And then you called, so thank god for that, I was honestly tempted to keep washing and holding it. As silly as this may sound Kath, I am sure the poor boy is going crazy in a way. You know how men are...I'm sure he hasn't had an orgasm since the accident, he can't exactly do much of anything about that, so I'm not surprised he was getting a stiffy when I was cleaning him up some."
"Fuck...getting a stiffy, she's telling my Aunt!" I sat telling myself. "And what did she mean by getting that way too?"
"I'm sure he'll be excited to see you sis," mom stated. "Yes, yes...I'm going to fix him a bite to eat now, and then I'll tell him you're coming over this evening, am sure he'll be excited to hear that." She giggled again. "I didn't mean that kind of excited," she laughed even harder though quickly lowering her voice once again. "Ok sis...I'll do that, yes, yes...we'll see you later on this evening then."
And with that she hung up. I spun in my chair heading immediately into the bathroom where I sat on the toilet trying desperately to pee. The problem was...I was as hard as a rock again.
**
A short time later mom brought up some lunch for me, and then informed me of course that my Aunt Kathy would be coming over later to see me. I acted as though I was just hearing this for the first time of course, though being excited about seeing my Aunt wasn't really acting as I was. It had been a couple of weeks since I'd seen her last, so was looking forward to her visit.
When she arrived, she immediately came up to my room after spending a brief few minutes with mom downstairs, once again talking in hushed tones, and from where I now was, totally unable to hear anything being said. Minutes later, she and mom entered my room where she immediately proceeded to come over to my bed, kissing and giving me a hug. After that she of course had to immediately inspect my injuries, going so far as to lift the sheet in order to have a look at the cast on my leg, though by now of course I was wearing boxers, and thankfully didn't have an erection. Mom made some excuse to head back downstairs and do something, leaving my Aunt and I alone for a moment.
"So..."
"So..." I responded back.
"Not exactly the way you planned on starting off your graduation was it?"
"You might could say that," I said letting her hear the frustration in my voice.
"I imagine it's pretty frustrating in other ways too isn't it?" She then asked smiling, though I knew full well what she was talking about. Like I said, one thing about my Aunt that I did appreciate was her way of speaking with me candidly about a number of things, and not too surprisingly...this one.
"You might could say that too," I added again.
"So can't you...ah, you know," she asked raising her eyebrows just a little sort of looking towards my crotch for a moment, and then back to my face.
"I tried," I said simply not feeling too awkward or embarrassed by the admission. "All that did was...well, ah...give me a stiffy," I said using the same word I'd heard mom using earlier. "And aggravate my wrist enough that it began aching, so I had to ah...you know, give up."
"And that left something else aching too didn't it?" She then added.
"Yes...it did."
She stood then looking down at me once again. "What about...ah, your girlfriend?" She asked. "Any possibility she might drop by...say hello, see how you're doing? I'm sure your mom would be cordial and candid enough to allow the two of you a bit of privacy for a while," she openly suggested.
"We ah...don't have that kind of a relationship yet. We just started dating a few weeks ago, so no...not exactly something I could ask her, or expect her to do Kath," I said using the less formal, more intimate address of my aunt that I very often did whenever we started speaking this way with one another.
"I see," she said looking worried and concerned. Once again she just stood there looking at me without saying anything, a bit of a flush suddenly coming into her face. "Well, I should probably go down and help your mother, but...wanted you to know, I'm planning on spending the night here this evening, thought we might as well try and enjoy an evening together. Even brought a few movies along to watch later up here in your room."
"Looking forward to that," I said. Which I was, though I now had...once again the beginnings of another unwanted erection, simply from the semi-intimate discussion we'd just been having. Which unfortunately hadn't resolved my problem...if anything, making it even worse as I now sat looking at my rather attractive aunt, once again getting a "stiffy".
I was glad when she finally left, though once again feeling frustrated and angry with myself in having gotten myself into this situation in the first place. I did enjoy our dinner together later, mom of course joining us, and then staying long enough to watch a movie together. And though it wasn't exactly a chick-flick, more of a suspense action adventure, there were one or two fairly steamy scenes in it, which once again didn't help me out much at all. Even Kathy commented on that briefly, joking around about it a little, stating that she didn't realize there were such sexy scenes in the movie, and hoped that hadn't "bothered" me in a bad way...watching them with her and mom both there. Though she had in fact placed her hand on my upper thigh when saying that, squeezing my leg, almost apologetically with that knowing little look in her eye. We both knew what it was she was actually referring to.
When it finally came time to say goodnight, I was once again actually glad. Though I had indeed enjoyed the company, I was surly, aggravated, and once again very frustrated, laying there on my back, bending my leg just a little in order to better hide and disguise the erection I was once again sporting. Giving me a quick brief kiss on the lips, mom of course kissing me on the forehead, they then said goodnight and left, closing my door leaving me to lay there in the darkness cursing my stupidity.
I know that nearly a full hour had passed. I'd glanced over at the digital clock on my night stand often enough to watch the time slowly tick by with sleep eluding me as I lay there. When I heard the sound of my door quietly opening, I actually feigned being asleep, still a bit cross, I wasn't in any sort of mood to be asked if I needed anything. What I needed was to be left alone. No...what I needed was a nice hard orgasm. And at the moment as I heard the silent approach of footsteps crossing over towards my bed, I didn't think I was going to be allowed either one.
I thought at first it was mom coming in to check on me, but when I heard the soft almost whispered sound of my Aunt's voice, I finally opened my eyes.
"Jim? You asleep?"
"Wish I was," I answered in response. Once again I'm sure my aunt heard the edge to my tone of voice as she sat down beside me there on the bed.
"Can I get you...do anything for you to help you sleep?" she now asked.
Mom had gotten some sleeping pills for me, but I didn't like taking them, always feeling too groggy in the morning the two times that I had. "No...thanks, I'll eventually fall asleep," I assured her. She continued to sit, her hand once again coming up to rest comfortably on my thigh. I could tell by her silence she was thinking, waiting for her to tell me whatever it was she was thinking about.
"You know Jim...I may very well be your aunt and all, but...you and I have always had a very close relationship, which I've really appreciated having and sharing with you over the years. And as such, I'm always concerned and worried about your welfare...and well, just because I happen to be your aunt, that doesn't mean I don't understand certain needs...even in my own nephew."
She moved her hand some, sliding it up my thigh, though still on top of the sheet, though she now held it mere inches away from my once again growing erection. I was beginning to think it would never go down when it finally did...and now, here it was raising up quite rapidly just because she'd semi grazed my thigh a little, causing it to do so. The fact was...I was still trying to digest her words, had she just said...just intimated what I thought she had?
"I'm ah...not sure I'm following you," I said simply.
She chuckled softly. "Yes I guess I should probably be a bit more specific as to my meaning," she said. And by way of doing that...simply slid her hand beneath the sheet. I then felt her fumbling about for a moment, suddenly reaching up locating my awakened prick, now holding it in her hand.
"Kath?"
"Shh...just relax, lay back and let me do this for you," she whispered quietly. I didn't know what to say, what to do...if anything but do as she'd asked me to do. Even in the semi darkness of my bedroom, which wasn't totally dark as the moon outside gave off just enough light to sort of see by, I looked down, seeing the movement there beneath the sheet as she slowly, pleasurably, began fondling and working my cock. "That feel good?" she now asked, a small catch to her voice, a nervous, excited trembling perhaps. The fact she was as nervous as I was, was interesting. But the most obvious, nervous, exciting thing was...my wonderfully attractive, sexy aunt...was beating me off!
"Yes...yes, oh fuck...yes. Oh god! Sorry...I didn't mean,"
"Shh," she said again still manipulating my cock, though she did so softly, slowly...not as though she was clinically pumping it up and down just in order to give me release. My aunt was actually enjoying herself while she did this. "It's ok...I understand, and not like I haven't heard the word before," she giggled softly. "Just relax, enjoy it...and if you want to say fuck again...say it. I know where you're coming from."
"Fuck."
She giggled.
"Oh fuck!"
This time she sighed...pleasurably.
"Oh fuck Kath...I'm...I'm...oh fuck. I'm going to come!"
"Yes baby...yes, come for your aunt Kathy, do it baby, do it...let me feel your hard strong prick squirting out all that hot naughty juice," she then said letting her own desires surface, though I'm not sure at the time she even then realized how much she really had.
"The sheet! The sheet!" I said suddenly, though why I was suddenly worried and concerned about that was a strange thought to be having at the time, especially when the sensation of my balls tightening was alerting me that I was milliseconds away from splurging what I knew was going to be one mother-fucking eruption here in a moment was beyond me. To my surprise however, my aunt must have agreed, or used that as an excuse to suddenly do what she now did. Yanking the sheet off and away from me, she now looked down, her hand more forcefully jacking my cock up and down, her mouth half open, her eyes wide. Even in the darkness I could see that, now looking down, watching her hand move up and down my shaft, the first beginnings of my orgasm even then starting to race up my shaft. "Oh yeah...yeah...yeah!" I cried out, jerking upwards somehow lifting my ass off the bed, though it might very well have been that very first skyrocketing torrent of cum leaping from my prick which caused that.
"Yes! Yes! Yes!" Kathy cried out happily, still stroking, now pumping and simultaneously squeezing my cock as jet after intense precious jet flew from my prick tip. I hadn't meant to, though afterwards as we both thought about it, neither one of us had expected the rather copious amount of cream I had actually spurted. It was everywhere, all over me...all over my aunt's robe...the sheets, the floor, the wall. Fuck...it was everywhere, and I fucking loved every single moment of it. Hands down...it was the best damn hand-job I'd ever been given, not to mention...the most needed one too.
Kathy once again kissed me on the lips before leaving, though this time I was almost one hundred percent sure her lips lingered there a bit longer than they usually did. "Now perhaps you'll be able to sleep," she told me. And then with that, she stood up and as quietly as she'd entered my room, she left it.



I was asleep within minutes.
**
To be honest...I don't remember a more relaxing sleep than the one I had thanks to my sweet sexy aunt. Finally waking up with the urge to pee once again, I managed to slip back into my chair, and as before...wheeled myself down the hall towards the bathroom. And just as before...as I neared the bathroom I heard voices coming from downstairs.
"God I wish I'd been there to see that," mom was saying. "I know...I know, I suppose that sounds horrible, especially coming from his own mother, but holding it in my hand the way I did...well, you know as I've already told you, it felt harder and bigger than Jeff's is...and to be perfectly honest about it Kathy, I was horny as hell while I sat there washing it!"
"Oh yes Carol, Kathy said calling mom by name, I was too...so I know what you mean. I was so tempted to reach down between my own legs and finger myself off while I was doing that, or worse...admittedly, ask him to do it for me instead. But yes...I know what you mean, rather wicked of us both to be thinking along those lines isn't it?"
"Wicked naughty yes...and heaven help me for thinking it, but I was so jealous of you when you came back and told me how it went. God Kath! I could just see Jim's prick squirting the way you said it did...and I'm not ashamed to tell you, after you told me about that earlier this morning, I had to go into the bedroom, pull out my vibrator and get off while Jeff was in the shower getting ready for work. I didn't even care if he'd come out and found me using it as horny as I fucking was!"
Mom horny? Mom saying fuck? "Holy shit!" I said to myself, somewhat afraid of being heard, or worse found, sitting there in my chair at the top of the stairs. Luckily for me, they couldn't see me sitting in the front room the way they were obviously drinking coffee, as I could smell that too. But it was obvious they had no clue that sitting there were I was, I could easily hear their entire conversation, even when they lowered their voices as though worried I might somehow overhear them from up in my bedroom.
"Does that make me an absolutely horrible mother?" Mom asked concernedly. "To be thinking...and having such thoughts about my very own son?"
"No more than my being is Aunt," Kathy answered. "And I was the one to actually stroke him off...and admittedly get just as turned on as you are hearing about it, as I was doing it. So no sis...I don't think it's horrible for you to admit to that. Hell sweetie, we're all creatures of pleasure and arousal, even if we're not always willing to admit it. Look at you and I, look at all the things we did growing up together. I don't think either one of us turned out worse for it because we did either...do you? You have any regrets about any of that?"
Mom laughed. "No...and there again sis, I don't mind telling you, I sort of miss it. We really did have a lot of fun back then didn't we?"
"Yeah we did...and admittedly, I miss it too."
"If it wasn't for Jeff...well, he'd kill me, kill both of us if he were to ever find out about any of that."
Now my Aunt laughed. "I doubt that sis...if anything, he'd want a part of me too, in fact, I know he would. He'd want to watch the two of us going at it for him, that's what he'd want."
"You're probably right," mom joked. "He would. But that still doesn't make the desires I still have go away either. Which is exactly what we both know poor Jim has been going through, until last night anyway. I bet he's still dreaming about that hot hand-job you gave him last night in fact."
"Speaking of which..." I heard the couch as someone stood, sounding like my Aunt as she continued. "Maybe I should go up and see if he's up yet, no doubt he'll be hungry if he is."
"Shit!" I said to myself, hurriedly turning the chair in order to retreat back into my bedroom, "fuck needing to pee," I once again said to myself. Problem was, I'd not given myself enough room to turn fast enough, having to back up, turn and move forward again. Being in the hurry I was, trying to somehow lean in order to make the turn, turning the chair around, I over did it. Which is when me and the chair suddenly tipped over crashing in the hallway.
"Jesus!" My mother shouted out from down below. "Jim? Jim? Are you alright?"
Seconds later I heard the sound of footsteps racing from the room over to the stairs and then up. Only then rolling over, collecting myself, shamefacedly as I lay there looking up at the two of them as they almost simultaneously reached down asking me if I was hurt...what had happened, why I was up and out of bed without asking for help. And then curiously so...Kathy asked.
"And why are you all the way down here by the stairs?" She now asked, looking back towards the bathroom, which was midway between here and my bedroom.
I think I opened my mouth...though no words came out. And then my Aunt answered for me.
"You...you were listening to us, weren't you?"
Now one thing you have to understand...I was a horrible liar for one thing. And for another, I had never, ever lied to my Aunt. Never had a reason to, and I wasn't about to begin doing so now either. Besides, she'd have been even more mad and upset with me had I denied it. She did after all, have me dead to rights on this one. Even if it had been mom who'd asked me the question, with her just standing there, it would have been pretty much the same thing. And then what I at first saw, and thought was anger in her face, was instead embarrassment, surprise, which was the same exact look I now realized, mom was giving me too.
"Ah yes...I was," I said simply as the two of them righted my chair helping me back in it. "Sorry," I finished.
"How...ah, how ah...much, did you...ah...did you hear anyway?" Mom asked.
"Enough," I said trying to whisper it, feeling ashamed, silly...guilty as hell that I had. Even though I now found it interesting that the two of them stood there looking back and forth at one another, guilty as hell looks on their faces. "Don't worry...not like I'm in any position to say anything to anyone about it," I suddenly blurted out. And then I actually found myself becoming a bit bolder too, taking them both by surprise I think. "And just so you know...I enjoyed what happened last night, and I'm not ashamed to say it either. I did...I needed it, I welcomed it, I wanted it. And yeah...if you must know, I wanted to touch you too!" I told my Aunt, though I didn't leave it there either, suddenly turning...facing towards mom. "And just so you know...maybe I was a little embarrassed when you first came in to give me my sponge bath, but the truth there is...it made me horny, I enjoyed it, I actually found myself wishing you'd continued doing what you were...I think I'd have actually come then too. So...there, I've said it, you now have the goods on me as well!"
And with that, I pushed away from the two of them as they stood there looking a little shocked, more than a bit surprised by my sudden outburst and admission. I even managed to make it down the hallway to my room, pushing myself through the door, then closing it. I sat for a moment, surprised I didn't hear anything, no footsteps coming to my room, no footsteps going back down the stairs, and no talking either. I could only imagine what the two of them were standing there doing, no doubt looking at one another, still trying to figure it all out perhaps.
"Shit!" I said out loud turning around in my chair again. I still had to pee.
**
I opened the door to my room, still half expecting to find the two of them standing there, but they weren't, the hallway was empty. I hadn't heard them go down the stairs, so that left just one other alternative. They'd obviously gone down the hallway the other way...into mom and dad's room. I noticed then that though the door appeared closed, it actually wasn't, still opened a few inches, and then the sound of mom's voice, though it didn't sound like she was talking to my aunt...but to someone else. And once again, though you'd think I'd have learned my lesson by now...I crept forward, listening, trying to hear what was being said, discussed. Mom was obviously and quite clearly on the phone.
"Yes, I just thought I should call and tell you that, yes dear...we do have a lot to discuss and talk about when you get home. Yes...yes, I will, we will," she said. "I love you too honey, and no...don't worry about it. Kathy and I will talk to him about all that in a minute here, we'll tell you how it went when you get home from your trip," she finished, saying good-by then and hanging up the phone.
I turned into the bathroom, closing the door, not trying to be quiet about it either. The last thing I wanted them to be wondering about, was if I was trying to spy on their conversation this time, even though I had been.
It wasn't more than a few minutes when I suddenly heard a knock on the bathroom door. "Jim? When you're done in there? Can I...ah, can we speak to you for a minute?" Mom asked.
I waited for a moment before answering. "Ah yeah...sure," I said pausing again. "I'll be right out."
Although I was already done peeing, I continued to sit there in my chair now, wondering as I did what it was they had, or wanted to speak to me about. Not only that...but I also couldn't help wondering what mom had spoken to dad about on the phone. By the sounds of it, a lot...and that made me more than just a little anxious. I sat collecting myself for a minute more, and then flushed, taking time in washing my hands before finally opening the door, wheeling myself out. Surprisingly, no one stood in the hallway expectantly waiting for me, though the door was again half open, beckoning to me from down the hall. I wheeled towards it, rolling in. Mom was sitting on the end of her bed waiting for me, though she had appeared to have changed clothes, or rather was in the process of doing so perhaps as she currently had her morning robe on. Kathy on the other hand was nowhere in sight.
"You ah...wanted to see me? Speak to me about something?" I asked sounding ridicules even as I asked the question.
"I would yes," mom said actually patting a place on the bed next to her, indicating that she wanted me to come over and sit down beside her. I rolled over close enough, and then easily pulled myself up out of the chair and onto her bed.
"Where's ah...Aunt Kathy?" I now asked.
"Right here," she said, stepping out of mom's private bathroom, though I guess I should have expected that. What I didn't expect when she did...was to see her naked.
"Jesus!" I said looking over towards her, and then at mom. "Ah...someone want to tell me what the hell's going on around here?"
"If seeing me like this makes you nervous, or uneasy, I can get dressed again," Kathy said. "We just thought it might make things easier for you, for us...if we were to basically put things on an even level here while we talked. So...would you rather I get dressed again?"
This time I didn't pause or hesitate. "No!" I said almost a little too quickly. "You're ah...fine, it's cool...whatever you want," I continued to stammer, now feeling my face blushing a bit. I mean shit...my Aunt was naked!
She smiled then, crossing over to sit next to me on the bed, effectively sandwiching me between the two of them. I was still at a loss for words however, not at all sure where any of this was going...or why.
"Ok, so...someone want to fill me in on what really is going on here?" I now asked.
"What's going on..." My Aunt began looking over towards mom, "Is that we felt like it was time for the three of us to discuss...to openly discuss, things that were said, things some of us are obviously feeling and thinking about. It's not fair to you...not fair of us, to say, or do what we've both done, freely and openly admitted to, unfortunately...to one another, and no one else...yet."
"Like your father," mom said jumping in.
"Like Jeff yes...and you too," my Aunt went on. "You...overheard things, things about us, stuff we were sharing, feeling and thinking about behind your back. And to continue to do so, without you hearing all of it, is an injustice to you, as well as to everyone else...including your dad."
"Ok, but I'm still not sure I'm following all this, or why you're suddenly sitting here next to me naked...not that I mind, mind you. I don't. But...since we're all being honest here, or at least I hope that's what we're doing...then I need to tell you, ah...seeing you like this? Well, let's just say I'm starting to get aroused again."
"We were sort of hoping you'd say that," mom spoke suddenly standing, and then she too removed her bathrobe. Suddenly I was looking at my own mother, also naked now...and speechless. I'd seen her naked a few times in the past, but not for a couple of years now, and not ever for very long either when I accidentally had, though even then she'd never made an issue out of it, or any sort of a fuss over it either. Mom and dad had always been fairly decently cool when it came to things like that, even sex discussions whenever there was something I wanted to know or was curious about. Even dad...years ago, had told me all about masturbation, something I'd started doing frequently ever since. Up until recently anyway. But now...here I was, looking at my nude mother as she sat down beside me once again.
"I'm still not sure I understand where any of this is going...or what the conversation was with dad on the phone," I tossed in, which stupidly confirmed for the two of them I'd overheard part of that discussion too, though they just grinned looking at one another, and thankfully let it go.
"We'll discuss all that later when dad gets home on Sunday," mom said. "But for now...we need to discuss the three of us."
"Us?"
"Yeah...us," Aunt Kathy said. "Here's the deal Jim, at the moment...you're sort of in an awkward situation. What I did...and what your mother in a way basically admitted to herself, which is part of what you overheard, was each of us...expressing a desire to at least temporarily help you out with that. Now...that being said, we're basically offering a few things for your enjoyment, benefit etc. As well as our own too."
"Ah huh..." I said, still not quite believing what I was hearing yet. Was this actually going in the direction it seemed to be?
"And as you also probably overheard...your mom and I, years ago now...used to ah...well, fool around together a little bit ourselves. And then with things happening the way they did here, that sort of stirred up a few of those old feelings again."
"The thing is Jim," Mom said jumping in. "Your father and I made a promise to one another years ago, which we've both lived up to. And that was...if either one of us decided to do anything outside of our relationship, we'd tell one another about it first, so far...we've done that. And so...before I could allow myself to do anything with my sister again, I had to tell him that I wanted to. And before I could approach you, I needed to tell your dad I wanted to do that too."
"Jesus! You...you talked to dad about that...all this?" I said once again glancing over towards my Aunt, and then back to mom. "And...and...he was cool with it?"
"Let's just say, he's very anxious to come home on Sunday and leave it at that for the time being. In the meantime...I'm rather anxious to explore a few things that I haven't explored in years, not to mention exploring something else, provided you're ok with it," she informed me.
Once again I couldn't believe this was happening, and had it not been for the fact my mother...and my aunt where sitting on either side of me entirely naked, I'd have thought I was dreaming. My cock told me otherwise however, having already lengthened and hardened considerably a long time ago. The fact that I was wearing nothing more than a robe, my boxers, didn't do much in concealing that fact either, which my Aunt immediately picked up on. Looking down at the tent in my robe at this point, she reached over, not touching...but parting the fold in my bathrobe. When she did, it became readily apparent as to what my cock had already decided. Sticking up through the opening in my boxers, it had already made an appearance.
"Even better looking in the light than when I last saw it," she suddenly blurted out, to which I then heard mom audibly gasp.
"Oh my...yes, it is!"
To my surprise it was mom who reached over first, the sudden sensation of her warm delicate hand wrapping itself around my cock, squeezing it gently. She moved in a bit closer to me as she did that, her voice husky, lustful. "So...is this ok, or...no?"
"Fuck!" I said by way of an answer, and then leaned over capturing one of my mother's beautiful, full breasts, her hard extended nipple sucking it into my mouth.
"I think...he said yes," Aunt Kathy laughed, now reaching over herself, her hand joining moms as the two of them sat fondling my stiff hard cock together.
I couldn't help but gasp audibly myself, though still enjoying the feel and sensation of mouthing my own mother's wonderful hard-tipped breast. The two of them however suddenly pushing me back onto the bed, allowing them to do so, though I was also in no condition, or desire to resist them in doing that.
As Kathy reached down, pulling my boxers all the way down my legs, mom likewise removed my robe, uncharacteristically, tossing it off to one side where it landed on the floor. "Don't worry about doing anything, that's what we're here for," she then told me, and slithered down my body, once again meeting up with my Aunt, who'd already begun tickling the length of my cock with her rapid-fire tongue.
I almost exploded right then and there, not so much because of how it felt, though it felt unlike anything I'd ever experienced before. But it was the mere thought that my Aunt...and now my mother were between my legs, taking turns sucking and licking my cock together. It was all I could do to hold back and keep from spurting all over their faces.
As though sensing that perhaps, I heard my Aunt giggle. "Perhaps we should give him a minute," she told my mother. "Not in any real hurry here are we?"
"You might be right...though I'm honestly anxious to finally see him squirt," mom added reluctantly pulling away. "But...as you said, plenty of time for that later. How about we...put on a little bit of a show for him now?" She ventured.
Something I was all for, so high-strung at the moment however, that even seeing that was apt to produce a fountain, and without any help of my own. But the fact I now knew the two of them used to do things together growing up, and now wanted to experience and enjoy that again...well I for one, wanted to see it for myself.
I now propped myself up on my back using the pillows from the bed, uncaring at the moment that neither of them was touching me, almost grateful for the fact that they weren't. Looking down at myself, my prick seemed to be bigger than it had ever been, and certainly far more swollen than I'd seen it in quite some time. But the bigger picture was...watching my Aunt and mother suddenly curling up in bed beside me locked in a very wicked, very delicious looking '69'.
"God Kath...when was the last time I licked your pussy anyway? Nineteen, twenty years ago now was it?" Mom spoke, but went back to immediately licking and sucking my aunt's juicy cunt.
"As I recall...the last time was three days before your wedding day remember? We both knew that it might very well be the last time we ever did that. It was also the first time, I ever actually fucked you with a strap on dildo. Good thing you weren't a virgin any more anyway, or Jeff might have been more than a little angry with me."
"Holy shit, you mean...you fucked mom before dad did?"
Mom chuckled. "Didn't say that Jim, your dad and I had been messing around ourselves for a couple of months. He just didn't know that my sister and I were too at the time. Didn't hear about any of that until a year or so later. And then of course, he kept hoping we'd start doing so again...except by then, your Aunt Kathy had gotten married herself, and Uncle Fred would have come unglued had he ever found out about that."



Aunt Kathy and my ex-uncle Fred had gotten divorced well over three years ago now, and so far as I knew, my Aunt hadn't found anyone else she was interested in settling down with. Though she had dated, and gone out a few times, she was very leery about letting anyone else dictate to her how she wanted to live and enjoy her life after that. And now it seemed...with dad's obvious approval, the two of them would be making up for lost time.
"God sis...your cunts still as sweet as ever," Kathy said as she ran her tongue up and down my mother's slit, the sounds of which could be easily heard as she did that. Mom's deep-throated moans of ecstasy and pleasure adding a nice erotic naughty accompaniment to her liquid, slippery tonguing.
"And yours is as juicy as ever too. God Kath, you always could juice up unlike anything I had ever seen before...just like you're doing now," she added. From the way they were currently positioned, I wasn't quite able to see that, though I strained my head trying to look over.
"I think Jim would like to see that," Kath told my mom giggling a little.
"Come here baby...come see this, come see how wet and juicy your aunts cunt can get," mom said coaxing me over to lay next to her, the two of us now gazing up at...and looking into my aunts hot went pussy as she pried her lips apart even more obscenely with her fingers so I could look in.
"Fuck...fuck that's hot!" I exclaimed.
"How'd you like to taste it?" Aunt Kathy asked.
"Yeah? Could I?" I asked excitedly.
As it was far easier for the two of them to reposition themselves than it was for me, I soon found my aunt crawling up to sit over my face. Looking up at that sweet bare pussy as she slowly lowered it down was a treat all by itself. But when I actually slid my tongue inside that very wet obviously juicy split of hers, I thought I had died and gone to heaven.
"I'm sorry...but I'm just going to have to fuck this!" Mom suddenly said out of the blue. "And frankly Jim, I don't care if you do come the moment I do. I need to feel it!"
Perhaps having something to focus on helped, though once again it was almost more about who it was that was actually sliding down over my shaft, more than the way it felt. Though it felt...unfucking real! The realization I was inside my own mother's cunt nearly did it for me, as she slowly began moving up and down, side to side...fucking my dick. In the meantime of course, here I was...sucking my Aunt's clit, wrapping my lips around that hard little knot, drawing it inside, running and lapping my tongue against it with quick little flicks, causing her to bounce against my face almost spasmodically.
And as we all did that...the two of them were now touching and fondling one another again too, which just escalated the sensations and arousal we were all feeling.
"I love your tits."
"I love yours too Kath, have missed playing with them, holding them...sucking them, like this."
I couldn't see it of course, not with a mouth full of pussy, and not that I minded that either, I could in a way, see it in my mind's eye...though their continued commentary certainly helped.
"I always did enjoy pulling and twisting on your nipples like this," mom stated. Hearing my aunt moan, grinding her cunt against my face even more deliberately as mom did that.
"Oh fuck yes...harder sweetie, harder...you fucking know I love that! That's it...jiggle them babe...pull on em...that's right! That's right...oh fuck yes!" My aunt was all but screaming, continuing to smother me with her cunt, her juices free flowing now as my face literally started to become soaked. Meanwhile...mom's pussy was doing a rather nice dance of its own up and down my shaft now, the sounds of her pussy sucking, the liquid squishy sweetness of it lathering up my dick was driving me nearly insane. And I knew...just as mom had predicted, I was only moments away from spilling my seed inside her.
"Oh fuck...I can't...I can't...hold out...any...long...ger!" I moaned deeply into my aunt's cunt, suddenly feeling the rush of pleasure, the intensity of release skyrocketing up my shaft.
"Yes baby yes! Fill mommy's cunt with your seed baby! Give it to me...spurt that naughty delicious cum juice inside me honey...squirt it! Squirt it! Squirt it!"
By now I was...feeling one maddeningly intense ribbon of spunk, one after the other filling mom's womb, imagining the spray splashing against her cervix, coating the lining of her hot slick, slippery fuck tunnel. I was so out of it in fact at that point, I barely recall my aunt suddenly lifting off my face, nor did I even realize that mom too had extricated herself off my cock. But as I slowly came around, I looked over, mom now laying next to me on the bed, her hands fingering, toying with her own breasts, and aunt Kathy now...down between her legs.
"Fucking A!' I just managed to breathe, looking over, watching as Kathy speared mom's cunt with her tongue, then looking up at the two of us, showing us both a dollop of my sperm clinging to it as she licked it out of her.
"Now this is something we never got to do," Kathy said smiling, looking more lustful than I could have ever imagined, licking mom again, and showing us again another cum-drop, balled on the tip of her tongue before sucking it down, swallowing and then slipping her tongue in once again eating mom out.
"Hold me baby...hold me while I come!" Mom suddenly cried out, as I reached over, my free arm, the one with the much shorter cast around my wrist allowing me to do that much anyway, gathering up her breast, holding it as she placed her arm around mine pressing me to her. The moment she did, I felt, and then saw her as her ass literally came up off the bed, forcing my aunt to go with her. And then she cried out, the high screamed wail of pleasure piercing the air as she allowed herself to enjoy and feel the intensity of the orgasm that claimed her.
**
I have no idea how long the three of us simply lay there together, each of us snuggled up, hugging one another, though eventually I did feel my aunt's hand once again lifting, and playfully fondling my very limp dick.
"I think it's dead," she said waggling it back and forth a little. "I think you killed it Carol!" Kathy said. "And I haven't even had a chance to fuck him yet!"
And then...much to everyone's surprise including my own, just hearing that, suddenly began raising the dead.
"Oh my," mom said once again sitting up.
"Oh mine..." my aunt Kathy kiddingly corrected, and then slid over, once again mounting me from above.
"Pardon me for being selfish here this time...but it's important to know...I haven't come yet."
I managed to last a lot longer this time, though I once again climaxed just shortly after my aunt did, not quite as intensely as I had the first time, but it was very satisfying and pleasurable nonetheless. And the fact that I got to lay there, feeling that...watching mom as she unabashedly sat there fingering herself was something else unique and extremely erotic to watch. Seeing my own mother...masturbating. After everything that had happened in such a short amount of time, I now knew...I didn't want any of this to end...not ever. But even as I thought that, wondering...realizing that once dad got home from his trip, things could very easily change, I was content for the moment at least, to enjoy this for as long as it lasted.
**
"Well, I don't know about you two...but I'm famished," mom said. "I think...we should get something started for dinner, and then afterwards, once we've all collected our breath, gathered our strength back...we should maybe even continue this. If of course...the two of you are up for it?" She wondered asking us.
I think the grins on our respective faces answered that, though I was suddenly struck with the thought that I'd once again be banished to my bedroom upstairs, while the two of them busied themselves in the kitchen downstairs. Maybe...they saw the look in my face after having said that.
"You know what Jim, with the two of us here. I think we can manage to get you downstairs so you can remain with us while we fix something to eat. What do you think Kath? Think we can get Jim down stairs safely enough without breaking anything else?"
"I think we can manage," she assured us both. "As long as we go slowly and don't try and rush anything in doing that."
"Sounds like what you said a while ago," I teased her, to which she laughed.
"You know...something else comes to mind too that maybe we could all be thinking about while we're fixing dinner...for later, afterwards," she then hinted suggestively.
"What's that?" Mom asked as she slipped back into her robe, then helping me to get back into mine, though I decided I was good without putting the boxers back on I'd been wearing.
"I think...we should all be thinking about something we'd like to see one another do, something naughty...something wickedly erotic...very naughty."
Mom burst out laughing.
"What?"
"You're only saying that...because you've already got something in mind don't you?"
My aunt blushed, but she nodded her head. "Well yeah...I guess I do. But I don't want to be the only one with a dirty, perverted mind around here either. So...while we're fixing and eating dinner, that will give the two of you time enough to come up with something you'd like to see...feel, or do. How's that sound?"
I opened my robe, showing both my aunt and my mother that amazingly enough...my cock was stiffening again.
"Sounds fine with me!" I snickered. Seeing their surprised expressions.
"Ok, put that thing away before you tempt me too much," mom stated. "Let's get you downstairs, and then fix something to eat. In the meantime, we can all be thinking about what we want to do to one another after that."
I thought that sounded like one hell of a fine idea.
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Dinner was good, but eating it was exciting. Sitting down at the table seeing mom and my aunt, neither one of which happened to be wearing much, just kept the idea of "Doing something fun and naughty," as my aunt had stated it, at the forefront of my thoughts. I'm not even sure I had tasted what I was eating. Glancing over at the two of them sitting kitty-corner and across from me had its special moments.
Deciding to entice me perhaps, or keep the mood being one of anticipation and longing, my aunt had worn what was nothing more than a flimsy wisp of mixed lace and chiffon, the white top she had on barely concealing her full firm breasts. The hint of her large tan nipples playing peek-a-boob with me across the way. Every time she shifted, or moved her arm, I caught glances of her amazing nipples as they pressed against the thin fine material of the pull over "naughty top" she was wearing.
Not to be outdone either, mom had worn something similar, but even more alluring in a way. Though throwing on a red cover up, which was also lacy, she wore beneath that a very sexy looking bra with nipple cut outs. And though mom's areolas weren't quite as large around as my aunts were, her nipples were without a doubt considerably thicker, longer, and almost permanently hard so it seemed. Though I think that had a lot to do with her sitting there the way she was, and the three of us eating, discussing past-time adventures. Something I was totally blown away by that they were for one, laughing and giggling like school chums together as we continued eating our dinner together. Needless to say, I had a rock-hard cock the entire time we sat there at the dinner table. And it was nice, since I was only wearing my bathrobe, that I had no need to worry about confining, or concealing it. Twice already my Aunt had reached over, giving it a little quick caress as though wanting to ensure it stayed hard. It certainly wasn't necessary, though it was definitely appreciated. Just hearing them talk about some of the stuff they had done together was enough to keep it that way.
"Do you remember that night we went out on that date together?"
"Do I!" Mom chuckled now glancing over towards me. "It was the one and only time that your aunt and I went out on a double date, just before I met and eventually married your father," she left off as my aunt picked the story back up again.
"Yeah, Carol had come home from the University to attend my high school graduation. It just so happened that the guy I was seeing at the time was the brother of a guy Carol had dated back when she was in high school. When he heard that Carol would be back in town to see me graduate, he thought it might be fun if the four of us actually went out on a date together. Sounded fun and interesting to us too, so we did."
"Interesting isn't exactly the word I'd use," mom laughed openly. "Even then, you were always the one getting me into trouble!" Mom quipped.
"Oh, and like you didn't enjoy it," Kathy challenged.
"So what happened?" I asked.
"What happened was, we went out to a drive-in movie, which they had a lot of back then. Steve, Carol's then boyfriend, owned a Chevy Super Sport, which had a bench seat in the front rather than bucket seats. Dan...Steve's older brother and my sort of semi-ex boyfriend sat with me in the back. So it was odd in a way, almost felt like the two of us were chaperoning those two."
"Except, you two were fooling around from the get-go. Almost from the moment we got to the drive-in shortly after the movie started, he already had your blouse open and was playing with your tits."
I noticed as though mom was actually reliving the moment that her hand came up, cupping one of her breasts fondling it for a moment, sending a nice throbbing surge of excitement into my already hard prick.
"Dan always did love my breasts," mom sighed pleasurably, obviously recalling the moment. "But we weren't the only ones getting carried away either," mom accused Kathy grinning at her. "Whose head suddenly disappeared down into whose lap?" she asked.
"Yeah well," Kathy laughed. "I was still a virgin at the time, and it was the one way I knew for sure would keep Steve at bay. I knew if I kept giving him those, I'd keep him interested though saving myself for when the right man came along. Who knew that the right man would be a woman?"
"Excuse me?" I said interrupting her. "What did you mean by that?"
"Another story...for another time," Aunt Kathy said. "Unless you don't want to hear what happened later," she asked me.
"Actually both," I hoped though I was interested in hearing what did happen next, as it obviously had something to do with mom too.
"Go ahead Kathy, finish the story while I clear away the dishes so we can all get a bit more comfortable back in the living room," mom said standing up. Once again I took note of her amazingly hard nipples, which appeared, to me to have actually gotten even harder than they had been.
"Well by now of course, we had both of the boys extremely horny, we'd been fondling and playing with the two of them all the way through the movie. We were pretty horny ourselves too of course, which is when she came up with what turned out to be a really wicked idea. During the intermission, we headed inside the concession area to use the restrooms...that, and to remove our panties which we thought would be a nice surprise for the guys. Except while we were in the bathroom doing that, your mom said: "Wouldn't it shock the two of them if we returned and switched places?" I know she was only joking...well sort of, but then I said "Yeah...let's do that!" So we come walking back to the car, but instead of your mom getting into the backseat again, I did. And she got into the front seat. You should have seen the look on their faces when we did that. I mean Steve still had his dick out, and at first he looked bewildered trying to hide it with his hands. Except that your mom suddenly undid her blouse again, letting Steve have a good look at her tits."
Mom came strolling back into the dining area to collect more dishes. "And as I did that, I looked over the back seat, Kathy was already bending over sucking Dan's cock, and he had the same surprised expression on his face too, though he sure didn't look like he was none too disappointed in our having done that. So then I bent over and started sucking Steve off. Needless to say, it turned out to be one hell of an evening."
"Wow!" I exclaimed. "I can't believe the two of you did that, so then what happened?"
"Actually, that's not even the best part...what happened next was what was really interesting," Kathy continued as mom disappeared once again, though not before removing the top she was wearing, as she looked over her shoulder at us.
"Why don't we move this into the family room?" She suggested. "I'll open a bottle of wine, and we'll continue this in there."
Aunt Kathy wheeled me into the room, continuing the story. "So the boys finally take us home, though we're still horny as hell. They had finger-fucked the two of us a little, though neither one of us had climaxed from it. Unfortunately, back then...once the guys had gotten their rocks off, and with the second movie now over, all they wanted to do was go home and sleep, so they dropped us off. Racing up to our bedroom, which we were still sharing at the time, we hurriedly undressed and slipped into the bed naked together. Now...as you've already surmised by some of the things you've heard, your mom and I had been exploring and experimenting with one another a little. But so far...we hadn't really done much of anything else, not up until that night anyway, which is when things really started happening between us. Anyway, there we were, lying side by side in bed together, naked. Each of us fingering the other when suddenly the door opens, and our mom comes walking in!"
"Grandma caught the two of you?" I asked in shocked surprise.
"Well...yes, and no. She didn't actually catch us, I mean we were under the covers. But she'd heard us come home, not totally asleep yet, and had been curious all night as to how the date had gone. Especially as it was the first time we'd ever gone out on a double date together. So anyway, she comes in, sits down on the edge of the bed. Now...it's in the dark, thankfully she hadn't turned the light on, the only light coming in through the doorway from the hall, though there's just enough light to vaguely see her sitting there on the edge of the bed. So now she's asking us how things went etc. But the funny thing was...I still had my hand on your mom's pussy, and in fact...now started to purposely tease her with our mom sitting there talking to us. Not like she could do much of anything about it either, except to somehow try and act normal, the whole time I'm fingering her."
"You really were a mischievous little cunt," mom accused. "Though it certainly did add to the excitement of it all admittedly."
"Holy shit!" I responded to that. "So you kept fingering mom with grandma sitting there?"
"Oh yeah...I did. And then your mom reached over and started doing the same thing to me! So now...there we are, the two of us laying in bed naked, each one of us with our hands between the legs of the other, diddling clits, and our mom asking us about how the date went."
What I was now actually enjoying myself, was seeing mom and my aunt sitting down in front of me on the couch. As though recalling that very moment, my aunt suddenly reached over quite nonchalantly, and began petting mom's mound through the sheer pair of panties she was still wearing. Mom in fact even spread her legs a bit so as to allow my aunt even better access to her while she continued.
"So finally she stands up, looking like she's about to leave, which we're both anxious for of course, as we're both incredibly horny as hell. Neither one of us getting off ourselves, and now needing to more than ever. Mom walks over to the door, about to leave, and then stops, turning back around to face us. And she says: "What you're doing? Brings back a few fond memories for me too...if my sister were still alive, I might be tempted to do that again as well. Have fun you two...but please, for dad's sake, as you don't want to be giving him a heart attack, try and keep the noise down...ok?" And then with that...mom left the room closing the door behind her!"
"Fucking A! No shit? She knew?"
"Oh yeah...she knew, even spoke to us about it days later. But what was so surprising about it, was that she'd obviously done something similar herself, which we later discussed and openly talked about. Needless to say, after that, is when your mom and I continued doing things like that together, up until the time she met and eventually married your father anyway. But yeah...that night, we went down on one another for the very first time, finally had those orgasms we'd been in desperate need of. But the final chapter on this story was, after we'd done that, when we were just laying there trying to collect our senses again. We heard the door to the bedroom softly closing, and then footsteps heading off back to mom and dad's bedroom. Never did learn who it was that had maybe peeked in on us. Though we both felt more than likely it had been mom. Not sure what dad would have done had he been the one standing there. But like I said...we never did find out, even days later when we talked to mom so openly about what she'd done with her sister. The subject, that moment...never came up again, and was never mentioned again either."
"Wow!" I said sitting back in my chair, though my eyes were now glued on the two of them as they sat there side-by-side, still fondling and petting one another.
"Well, now I'm all worked up again," mom openly admitted. "Especially with your finger's probing my pussy the way they are. So...anyone have something they'd like to see or do? Something anyone's been thinking about since we mentioned it earlier?"
I actually had several, but decided to defer to the two of them, let them get the ball rolling so to speak. "Well, you two are already doing something I'm interested in watching, so why don't we just start with that?" I suggested hopefully.
"I don't mind starting there either," my Aunt said. "Though I do have something in mind I wouldn't mind doing...and trying either shortly afterwards," she added wickedly the way she said it, likewise looking at me as I sat there unashamedly stroking my own cock now while watching them. Scooting down off the couch onto the floor, she quickly spread mom's legs even further apart than they already were, after first removing the thin pair of panties she'd been wearing. Watching my aunt Kathy as she now began obviously licking moms cunt was a treat in and of itself, but so was watching mom now reaching up as she began tweaking and thumbing those amazing hard nipples of hers. They looked so damn fucking hot, poking out...sticking out of that sexy assed bra she was wearing, almost looking as though they were trying to pour out of it the way she sat there as she fingered and toyed with them herself.
"Fuck that's hot seeing you do that to yourself mom," I told her unashamedly, still stroking myself. She looked up, smiling at me.
"And that's hot...seeing you doing that. I remember back a while ago, catching you jerking off in the shower, though you never knew that I did. Seeing you work your cock, sticking it under the pulsating shower massage. I got so horny then, I had to run back into my own room, grab my vibrator, and give myself a nice little orgasm after watching you do that. Now...here I am, getting to see you while your aunt's licking my cunt. Who'd have thought?"
"You can say that again," I agreed, now standing up, hobbling over to sit next to her on the couch. "And who'd have thought I'd ever been able to do this..." I added, leaning over and now capturing one of those incredible long, hard nipples between my lips as I began sucking it.
**
"My turn!" mom announced a few minutes later, though she had been quite enjoying my sucking on her tits, along with my aunt Kathy licking her cunt.
"Oh yes!" Kathy agreed. "But...now might be a good time to include the other thing I've been thinking about too," she added.
"Which is?" mom asked curiously excited.
"I want to feel Jim's cock inside my pussy while you do that," Kathy told us both, which sounded like a delightful idea.
"Oh yes...and then I want to feel that too!" mom added with a twinkle in her own eye. We quickly repositioned ourselves there on the couch, me now sitting down first as my aunt hovered above me for a moment, finally settling herself down over my cock, though not before mom had wrapped her hand around it for a moment, teasing aunt Kathy's pussy with it, before guiding it in. Seconds later, my aunts slick sweet cunt was easing itself down over my shaft. Her warm tight slippery fuck-tunnel gripping me, harboring my shaft as I felt her impale herself on it fully and completely.
"Oh fuck!" I moaned simply sitting there, throbbing away wildly inside her though she merely sat, allowing herself to get used to the sensation, thankfully for me.
"Ok honey...now you can lick it...lick us both," my aunt giggled hotly.
I know my Aunt was certainly enjoying herself, as was I. There's just nothing like being inside a nice wet, slick hot pussy, and then having someone else occasionally licking it too. Mom was driving the two of us nuts...literally. With me sliding slowly in and out of my aunts cunt, mom sucking, licking and flicking away at her clit, she was shuddering and gyrating wildly on top of me, moaning and groaning unlike I'd ever heard anyone do before, not to mention verbally expressing herself, which was another major turn on for me.
"Oh yeah, suck that fucking clit sis! Suck it! Fuck my cunt Jim, fuck your aunts naughty, hot wet cunt baby...fuck it, suck it...fuck it...oh god, suck it! That's it! That's it...oh fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Make me fucking come!"
Suddenly she was. I felt the vise-like grip of my aunt's pussy suddenly clamp down over and around my cock. She buried herself on my shaft, and then just sat there, which allowed me to feel the intense contractions as she surrounded me. Simultaneously, with mom still maddeningly pulling on her clit, my aunt came, squirting when she did. Something I guess mom had half been expecting her to do.
"Oh yeah, squirt baby...squirt, that's it...shower me with your pussy juice honey...more! More! Yeah, yeah...give me more!"
I could feel the sudden increase of juice myself, felt the inside of her cunt suddenly liquefy, more contractions, and then more liquid as her warmth bathed me, soon pouring out to saturate my balls as mom tried frantically to keep up, though Aunt Kathy seemed to surprise everyone including herself by the sudden somewhat unexpected deluge she began ejaculating out of her cunt, into mom's face, and again down my shaft splashing all over my balls. And then as though passing out, Kathy collapsed, toppling over sideways like a rag doll.
"Holy fucking shit!" She exclaimed moments later, only then extricating herself off of me.
"As soon as you've ah...collected yourself, I'd rather like trying that as well," mom said as she then began positioning herself over my still very hard...if not even harder cock.
"Ready to fuck mommy again baby?" She asked. Though there was no need for an answer, nor did mom really expect one either as she then held my cock, likewise teasing herself with the tip of my prick, slapping it against her swollen lips along with her hard knotted little clit.
"Fuck yes," I groaned. "Ready whenever you are!"
And suddenly...I was in heaven again. It was amazing to me, the subtle differences of the two. At first, my Aunt was a bit tighter, though she quickly loosened up a little, especially with all that slick liquid moisture. Mom wasn't nearly as tight, but damn she was slippery slick. And even with Kathy's squirting, as wet as it was, had been...it wasn't nearly as slick-slippery as the way mom's cunt felt. And I loved the sound of that squishy, juicy pussy. Hearing her as she slid down my shaft, the slap of flesh meeting flesh, and then that erotic "squish" sound as I skewered her. Something that even Kathy found extremely hot.
"Oh fuck that sounds naughty!" she exclaimed, soon after scrambling over, placing herself between mom's legs just the way mom had been doing to her. Once again I felt her hand periodically grabbing my cock, actually holding it, fucking it into mom's split. That...or her hand cupping my balls, toying with them as she sucked, licked and lapped away at mom's juicy lips. Mom too was quivering, thrashing about almost wildly now. Reaching around, I grabbed onto her tits, enjoying the feel of them in my hands, their full weight, so sex, so alluring as she bounced. Taking advantage of that, I then pinched each of her rock-hard nipples, fingers holding, pulling, even twisting a little.
"Oh fuck! Yes, yes! Pull on em baby! Pull on em! That's it honey...twist mommies hard titties! Yank on em baby...harder! Harder now...harder!"
God, I was doing that and more, all the while doing so with a cast on one arm and another smaller one around my wrist, though at the moment, I didn't feel the weight of either, only the luscious beautiful weight of mom's full heavy breasts as I continued toying with them both. She...still sliding up and down my throbbing muscle, which I could feel was only moments away now from spewing off inside her, telling her so.
"Fuck...I'm so fucking close!"
"Make him squirt all over my cunt!" Mom suddenly cried out, telling her sister what to do. "When he comes...rub it, jerk it, make it shoot all over my lips and clit!"
Having just pained the image of that, I felt my balls tighten into what felt like an A-corn. "Fuck! Oh man...it's....it's....oh fuck, it's coming!" I screamed out at the top of my lungs.



Now I have had some pretty intense and amazing orgasms in my life. I've even been secretly proud and in awe of myself when I've jerked off before after having gone for a few days. Watching streamers of my come spurt from the head of my prick, traveling what felt and even looked like at the time to be several feet. The pure pleasurable sensation of watching that, feeling that, surprisingly and wickedly erotic. But it was the sound of my Aunt's voice as she spoke it what could honestly be described as pure unadulterated surprise when I began squirting that really set me off even more.
"Oh my god! Fuck! Look at this Carol! Look at this! Look at your son's fucking cock!"
I couldn't see it, but I sure as hell felt it. And though I might have preferred squirting inside mom's cunt, this was more or less her fantasy moment. I didn't really mind though, I could sense as well as feel every rope of sperm tossed from my dick, Aunt Kathy holding on, now pumping it, ensuring that every ribbon of cum found some place to splash against, though mostly against mom's pussy and clit just as she'd asked. But there was no denying the fact, I'd initially sent several sprays of my white creamy nectar upwards against her breasts, on them and over them, only later to discover, my very first shot had actually parted her hair.
As it was...I counted at least eleven or twelve hard felt ejaculations, not counting the tingly throbbing ones later as my Aunt finished milking my prick, only then rubbing it once again directly against mom's clit as she came.
I think I was still dribbling, oozing semen when she did, taking delight in that fact as mom wailed out her own pleasure, not even softening her voice, her scream splitting the air as she now grabbed her own tits, pinching the nipples even harder than I'd been doing.
When it was over, she turned, kissing me full on the lips. Parting after several long delicious moments, she finally stood. And was a feast for my eyes when she did. Mom looked obscene, vulgarly obscene, and I loved every fucking moment of it as she stood there. Rivers of come running down her body, both breasts just soaked, one line dripping down her chin, several others clinging to her breasts like nets on a fishing boat. And then her pussy itself, drenched in what almost looked like a frosted cake.
"Come here you...I got some licking to do!" Kathy told my mom, and then knelt in front of her, spreading mom's lips once again, the syrup of my spent cream now almost frothy as my Aunt buried her face in her sister's cunt.
"Fuck!" I said simply, and then collapsed back on the couch again, content to watch as mom soon after enjoyed another nice little orgasm.
**
We sat for a long time after that simply collecting ourselves, gathering our strength as we sipped wine and enjoyed the very comfortable, very relaxed atmosphere of sitting around naked together. The fact that we even were was an amazing sensation all by itself. To sit there, even with what was now a very flaccid, very satisfied prick, still checking out my own mother and aunt. That they too seemed so comfortable around me now, still occasionally reaching over to briefly fondle, caress while we talked, joked, and once again began talking about various experiences.
"So tell me more about your conversation with grandma," I asked. "After you said she'd sort of caught you, and then when you approached her about it a few days later."
Mom laughed looking over and then down at my cock as it slowly started to rise again, almost unbelievably so.
"Hearing about that turns you on huh?" she continued giggling. "Well...something else then that will no doubt excite you about that, and this is something I've never shared with Kathy either," she then added seeing the sudden curious look my Aunt tossed her way.
"You been keeping secrets sis?" She asked sitting up, pouring us all a bit more wine.
"A few," mom answered. "To be honest sis, I never really gave this much thought as there wasn't really much to it...though in hindsight, perhaps I should have told you about it later even though I soon returned back to school myself. But as busy as both of our lives became after that for a while, it just never came up again."
"So...what happened?" I asked wanting to hear the details as obviously something did happen and I was anxious to find out what that was.
"Well, it started out with me coming into the kitchen one morning early while everyone else was still sleeping. Seeing that we were alone, I thought it might be a good time to talk to her about Kathy and I for one, especially after what she'd said to us that night. But for another, I was also curious now about what she'd said, and wanted to hear more, so I asked her. She then told me that she and her sister, our Aunt, had been periodically experimenting together throughout the years too, something that they'd likewise been engaged in since they were our age, and had continued off and on ever since that. Needless to say, I was surprised, as I'd certainly never suspected that, had never seen anything that would have suggested or indicated they ever had been. But...like I said, mom told me it was a different time then too. Had they ever been caught messing around, their parents would have totally disowned the two of them, so they were very careful."
"So get to the good part already," Kathy urged. "Obviously we know all that...but I want to know what happened that you never told anyone about."
"Patience my dear...I'm getting to that." As mom continued, I noticed her hand suddenly drop down between her legs, lifting one of them in fact placing it on the couch, something she'd been doing for years whenever she sat down to relax. Though I'd never seen her do so naked of course, which simply had the effect of opening herself quite decadently, more so...when she allowed her fingers to absentmindedly run themselves through her still puffy and swollen split.
"Well get to it faster, you're making me horny again, especially sitting here watching you."
Mom realized then what she was doing and almost put her leg back down, moving her hand away.
"No! Keep doing that, and keep telling the story," I urged her. "I actually think it helps in the telling if you're doing what you were...not to mention making it more interesting to listen to, while looking at you while you're ah...fingering yourself," I commented hearing the lustiness to my own tone of voice. Obviously my cock had hardened considerably by now as I sat there, now wrapping my own hand around it as I sat there fondling myself now too. Mom smiled looking over at me as I did that, and then went back to diddling herself as she continued.
"Well, ironically enough, as we sat there at the table together, mom finally confiding in me, and telling me about what she and her sister used to do together, I noticed that her hand was moving, just slightly, but enough to make me realize she was actually playing with herself."
"Mom? Was masturbating in front of you?" Kathy suddenly asked blurting it out. "You're kidding me!"
"Well not exactly in front of me, I mean she was sitting at the table, so I couldn't actually see what she was doing, only the hint that she was. But I think it was more along the lines of doing so without even realizing that she was...sort of what I was doing here a moment ago before I realized I was doing the exact same thing. But what that did, was arouse me as well, admittedly. So here we are, mom telling me how she and her sister used to play a few silly, semi-dangerous games around the house. You know...dashing down the stairs in the basement, standing there in the hallway fingering one another with their dresses lifted up for a couple of minutes, and then running back upstairs again before they were missed. That...or running out back behind the house where the old woodpile was. She said that became one of their favorite places to mess around as they could always hear and see if anyone was coming long before they'd have ever been caught. That was where she said they played a game called even and odds."
"Even and odds?" I asked still stroking my dick, simultaneously picturing grandma of all people doing what she'd done with her sister, though I had a hard time picturing the two of them doing that, mainly because I was seeing them in my mind as they way they looked now...not as they must have looked back then.
"Yeah, on even days, she said it was her turn for her sister to lick her, and on odd days, she'd return the favor. They didn't always make it out to the woodpile, so sometimes they missed a turn here and there, but mom said that was part of the fun...managing to get out there whenever they could, and then just dependant on what day of the week it was, determined whose pussy got licked, and whose didn't."
"Go back to the conversation at the table," my aunt said somewhat impatiently, though she too was now sitting there stroking and toying with her clit, though she'd also added reaching up to tickle finger her now very hard nipples too. Something else I was quite enjoying myself in seeing.
"So anyway...I'm now doing the same thing myself, though purposely. Seeing what she's doing, hearing her relate all these naughty little stories has obviously gotten me quite aroused now too. The next thing I know, she's looking at me, obviously now aware of what I'm doing."
"Carol? Are you...are you doing what I think you're doing?" She asks.
"Yes mother...I am. Same as you," I responded back.
Next thing I know, we're sitting there across the table from one another watching each other, though all either one of us can see of course, is the movement of our hands, the look on our faces.
"This is silly," mom suddenly says. "If we're actually going to sit here and do this, which evidently we are...then I want to watch you."
"Yeah...me too," I half moaned realizing I was about to see MY mother actually masturbating, while she watched me doing it."
"Oh fuck!" Aunt Kathy and I said almost as one...thinking the exact same thing as mom related her story, though I was now no longer content to sit there across the way from the two of them, standing...and just managing to cross the few feet over towards the couch, plopping myself down between my aunt and my mother. Almost immediately I reached over, awkward as it was with the cast on my arm, resting it on my mother's thigh, and then allowing my fingers to begin manipulating her sweet spot just as she'd been doing. Simultaneously, I reached over with my slightly freer hand doing the same thing to my aunt's pussy, which she nicely enough, spread herself a bit more easily so I could do just that.
"Better?" Mom laughed.
"Oh yeah...much, now continue while I sit here and enjoy myself," I told her.
"So now, mom stands up, removes her bathrobe, along with her nightgown beneath, and simply folds them both over the back of her chair. She now scoots it out off to the side and away from the table, retaking her seat. Next thing you know, I'm doing the same, so we're now sitting directly across from one another, nothing in between us to hinder us from seeing one another. Both naked, and both horny as fuck."
"Shit!" I moaned audibly, my fingers dancing in what was now a sea of slippery slop in both mom and my aunt. Loving every second of it as I finger-fucked the two of them simultaneously, enjoying the very wet, squishy sounds I was making as I twiddled their respective clits.
"Unlike me of course...mom didn't shave back then, so she had a pretty hairy bush, but even then, as she spread herself, holding herself apart with her fingers, I was clearly able to see her clit. And let me tell you...mom's clit was gigantic! Holy cow! I'd never seen anything like it before, or since then either mind you. I swear Kathy...Jim, it was as big around as my thumb when it was fully aroused, and stuck out a good inch at least, so swollen, so hard and so purple in color, I thought it looked like it was about to burst. So here's mom now...pinching her clit between her fingers, working it...almost jacking it off so to speak. And me of course, doing the same thing to myself, though my clitty was considerably smaller, but about as fucking hard then as it is right now...thanks to Jim here."
"You're welcome," I chuckled, now stroking it up and down much like a tiny little prick, just the way mom had explained she'd been doing to herself.
"So then what?" Kathy pressed, her hand coming over to grab a hold of my prick, which sent a flood of perfect shivers up and down my spine as she began toying with the head, easily producing a few nice little pre-cum fuck drops.
"Well, now comes the really good part."
"You mean this isn't?"
Mom giggled at me. "No...I'm just getting to that. So now she says...and imagine mom...your grandmother saying this if you can, "fuck this...I need more than fingers!" she says. So now she stands up, walks over to the refrigerator, bends over and looks up at me. She's holding a fairly large sized cucumber in her hand. Then she says, "You want one too?"
"Holy fuck!" Kathy exclaimed squeezing my prick in her hand now, almost painfully, though I too was digging my aunt's pussy now like I was looking for gold or something.
"So did you?" I asked.
"No...I didn't, I was actually a bit nervous, I mean think about it. Kathy's upstairs sleeping, as is dad...your grandpa. Either one of them, which could have gotten up and come down stairs. At least I felt like I'd have time to throw on my robe again...IF we even heard them in time. But I wasn't about to risk sitting there with a cucumber shoved halfway up my cunt if they did. Mom on the other hand didn't seem to care, or even if she did...had already decided what she was planning to do if we did in fact hear anyone. All she does...is come back over taking her seat again, and then proceeds to slide this monster fucking cucumber into her cunt. I am like...stunned, but mesmerized, watching her take it. Pushing it in...out...in again. And then as she does that, I suddenly see, and realize, it's now coated with this white creamy substance as she starts fucking herself with it."
I think my aunt Kathy and I groaned at the exact same time, and then mom did as I pulled on each of their clits simultaneously, stretching and holding them for a minute as I delighted myself in the way they both felt, slightly different, but each one amazingly hard too.
"I want to see you come," mom tells me. "Think you can do that for me?" She asked. And then surprised me a little when she added. "Do you squirt? Reason I ask...is because I do, and I don't want to shock or surprise you when I do...just so you know."
Kathy laughed. "Must be hereditary."
"Be that as it may...so mom's working this cucumber in an out of her cunt like a piston, the look on her face is unlike anything I had ever seen before. Pure wanton lust, just as the expression on my face must have been now...here we both are, watching one another, me pulling on my own clit...furiously, mom fucking herself wildly with the cucumber until suddenly she shoves it all the way in...holding it, and then just literally burst."
"Burst?"
"Yeah burst. I mean...this things buried so deep inside her you know? But then this spray...this massive amount of liquid is suddenly like trying to find a way out, forcing itself around this green prick sticking inside mom's pussy. And I'm watching it...blown away by what I'm seeing. She's coming...and then I am, before I even realized I was. It was the first time...I ever remember squirting myself, which obviously...surprised mom."
"No shit...surprised me!" I laughed.
"Anyway...how she did it I don't actually remember, I think I was like almost hypnotized just sitting there looking at her, but she's suddenly standing right there in front of me. She reaches down...removes the cucumber. The minute she does that, there's this additional little streamer of fluid that suddenly squirts out, arches away from her pussy, which she's now holding open with both hands, almost as though she's peeing on me...and squirts on me, or rather my tits. I look down, watching her do this, which is when I feel my own little ejaculation suddenly erupt. Not nearly as big as mom's was mind you...but enough that my cum-tinkle hits her...right on her cunt. She's laughing...I'm laughing, we're both coming, and laughing and giggling like mad. Which is when we hear footsteps coming down the stairs. Fuck...you should have seen us. We both scramble for our robes, just barely getting them on in time before dad...grandpa comes into the kitchen area. The floors wet...mom already grabbing a towel off the counter to mop it up with when dad comes in.
"What's all the laughter about?" He asks. "And why is the floor wet?" That's when mom says...Carol told me a naughty joke, and I laughed so hard...I peed myself."
"Oh no! She didn't!"
"Oh yeah...she did," mom said laughing so hard now that there were tears streaming down her face as she remembered the incident. "Papa was so disgusted after hearing that, he pours his coffee, and rather than sitting down at the table like he usually does, he takes it with him back up to the bedroom. Mom and I continued laughing about it even more after he left."
"So...did anything else ever happen after that?" Kathy asked.
"Nope...never did. That was the one and only time. I think she was a little embarrassed by it afterwards, that and a little guilty perhaps. I guess maybe it was one thing to have fooled around with HER sister the way they did growing up, but maybe something a bit different, less acceptable to have done the same with her daughter perhaps. Anyway...we never spoke of it or mentioned it again after that. Which is why...I never told you about any of this either...until now."
After having heard this story, sitting there between the two of them, fondling and toying with their clits the way I had been, I felt like I was about to burst myself. Which is about the time mom turned to look at me.
"Well, I guess...it really is YOUR turn to ask us what you'd like us to do for you now isn't it? Have anything in mind?"
I looked down at my rigidly hard cock. "Oh hell yes...something I have quite often thought about to be perfectly honest about it...though admittedly, not with you two, though now I certainly am. But what I would like, and enjoy feeling...is the two of you, sucking and licking my cock together."
I could only lean back against the couch with a mother-loving (Aunt loving) smile on my face as the two of them got down onto the floor, kneeling between my legs, and began doing just that.
**
It was a delight when I too exploded. Watching fountain after fountain of cum leaping from my prick, mom and my Aunt literally chasing it, at times sharing it as they continued licking, taking turns sucking the tip, drinking down what little bit was left after I'd managed to thoroughly mess up the three of us.
"Fuck that felt good!" I moaned watching the two of them as they almost languished there for what felt like an eternity, cleaning up my dick, along with themselves. Strange as it may sound I almost fell asleep as they did that, the hot naughty sensation of sucking and licking me together turning into one of this pleasant almost dreamy one as their tongue licks, light as they now were...continued.
And then suddenly it hit me, my eyes popping open as I sat up.
"Wait a minute! After grandpa died, that...that lady, that friend of grandma's that moved in with her...is she?"
Now both Kathy and mom laughed.
"And now you know...the rest of the story," mom said and went back to licking my prick.
To be continued...
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Ted...Master, had been away now for the better part of a week, he returned just before the weekend, though I'd only heard that he had, glad in a way that I hadn't run into him myself after what Bella told me.
"Worst mood he's ever been in since I've known him," she said confiding in me.
"Whys that do you suppose?" I now asked.
"The Grayson account," she said simply. "He's been involved in it on and off now for nearly two years. Every time he thinks he's got it nailed down, something happens, something changes. But we all know, it has something to do with the President of the company herself...Sybil Grayson. Every time Ted thinks that he's got this one wrapped up, she throws him a curve ball, some new wrinkle she's not happy with, wants more research done. Doesn't really care about the money, pays him whatever he tells her it's going to cost. In the beginning, he even made the prices so steep, he thought she'd either capitulate, or fire us...either or. She did neither. She paid, and paid...and then kept asking for other things. It's gotten to the point now, that Master's becoming almost consumed by it, trying to find a way to finally wrap things up, and come out ahead when he does. He's been working on that account again this week, and apparently from what I've heard since his return, he's no closer now than he ever was. I think he's about ready to throw in the towel, and I can assure you...it would be the first time he's ever done that, and it's not sitting too well with him either."
I had dealt with a few hardheaded women in my time as well, but I couldn't recall any as being quite this stubborn or hard to work with, save for one. It turned out she in fact hated men...almost to the point of obsession, and because she did, she had made what should have been a very easy investment, turn into a living nightmare. That was...until I personally got involved.
"I wonder if it's a man thing," I asked. "Maybe...she just doesn't like Ted?"
"Yeah, we wondered about that in the beginning as well. Ted even hired on a woman who he felt had the credentials, and expertise to put this one to bed. Unfortunately, that didn't work out either, for some inexplicable reason, Ms. Grayson seemed to become even harder to work with, eventually telling Ted that if he didn't replace the woman, and actively work the account himself, she'd sue him for breach of contract. And so...here we are again. Master's frustrated, there's been no real headway, and he's ready to cave in, even if it means losing several million dollars in a lawsuit."
"I wonder if Ted...Master, would let me look into it...into her?" I asked curiously. I had after all, done other things outside of simply being his "Companion", to which I felt like I had pleased him, achieving the results he had hoped for and expected.
"I'll mention it...suggest it," Bella told me. "But don't get your hopes up. I seriously doubt Ms. Grayson would enjoy having to work with you, any more than the other woman Ted hired when trying that before. So it's highly unlikely...but as I said, I'll ask...and we'll see."
**
Needless to say, I was surprised two days later when Bella came walking into my room unannounced.
"Sorry Maringa, but Ted needs you...right away, tonight," she told me. He's already booked you another suite where he's staying. I've already ordered clothing to be delivered to your room, which should be there by the time you arrive."
"Where am I going?" I asked anxiously, wondering how much time I had, and what I needed to prepare for.
"You're flying out to San Diego...now. You'll be checking in at the Hotel Del Coronado, Ted has chartered a plane for you, which will be waiting for us by the time we get there. Deidra and I are coming along with you as well, and we'll fill you in along the way. As I understand it...Master finally did come up with some fairly useful information, though it cost him a pretty penny in doing so. He's hoping that what he's discovered, found out...might prove useful to him. Useful enough...to be able to use it, and perhaps gain some leverage and finally wrap this project up once and for all. But the bottom line is...you'll be having dinner with him, and Ms. Grayson this evening, and then cocktails afterwards back in her own Penthouse there at the resort."
"Where will the two of you be?" I then asked.
Deidra and Bella smiled at one another, finally looking at me. "We'll be available and ready...at your beck and call, afterwards," they said.
"Afterwards?"
"Yeah...afterwards. Now...read this," she said handing me a manila envelope, which obviously contained a bit of new information in it. "Masters hoping that from what he's found and discovered, that your arrival, might actually end all this. Hopefully anyway. It might not be much, but it's all we have," she added.
I began reading through the few letters, documents, and even a private investigators report. Alone, none of them added up too much of anything. But all gathered together as I read through them, going back...reading through them again, they began to paint a very, very interesting picture for me. Suddenly, I began putting a few thoughts of my own together.
"She's smiling," Deidra said as I glanced up at the two of them.
"Yes she is, you come up with anything?" Bella asked.
"I don't know...maybe. If I'm wrong however..."
"If you're wrong, then we're no worse off than we already are," Bella said. "But if you're right...if there is something useful here, I know for a fact, you will make Ted...Master...a very happy man. And I for one, would prefer seeing him happy again, as opposed to becoming the very defeated looking man he's suddenly started turning into."
Once again I smiled. "It might be a long shot, but if what I'm thinking is correct...it might be our only shot. Just how far are the two of you...and Master, willing to go to help me do this?" I now asked.
Once again my dear friends looked at one another knowingly. "We'll go as far as you want or need us to go," Bella said. "The question is...will Master?"
And that I knew...might turn out to be the key to everything. "Is there any way I can reach him by phone? Even before we land?" I then asked.
"Sure...I can get him for you momentarily," Bella informed me.
"Good...but just one more thing."
"What's that?" Bella asked.
"It might be better if I spoke to him alone when I do...he might not be as willing to do it as he might need to be, and secondly...if he isn't, there's no point on involving the two of you in that conversation either."
I could see that both Bella and Deidra were curious about whatever it was I'd come up with. But under the circumstances, I felt until I'd discussed this personally with Ted, see what he thought...how he felt about it, especially as I now knew, he'd be involved in an entirely different way beyond anything he might have considered, or even be open too. So until we spoke about it, there was no point in letting on what it was I'd come up with.
"You can talk to him up in the stewards area," Bella told me walking back towards me. "He's already waiting on the line for you."
I swallowed, stood...and hurriedly made my way forward again. I had no idea how Ted was going to take this. But it was the only thing I could personally come up with.
**
"You want to do what?" Ted nearly screamed at me over the phone. "You're not serious!" he added calming down...though only slightly. He was at least thinking about it. "What makes you believe that will work? I've been working on and off with her now for the past two years...I don't see..."
"Trust me," I said actually interrupting him. "After all...Master," I now added. "What have you...we, got to lose?"
He was quiet...considering it.
"If you're wrong..."
"Then I'm wrong...and willing to accept whatever punishment comes my way because of it. But...If I'm right, then maybe this will soon be over with. And if it is...if I am right, then I expect to be paid fair compensation for my efforts."
He actually laughed at that.
"All right...agreed. On both counts. So you'd do well to keep that in mind Maringa," his tone of voice suddenly threatening. Though he soon lightened up somewhat again. "So, what is it you need me to do?" He now asked.
And I began telling him.
**
I was admittedly nervous as I began dressing for dinner. Bella and Deidra had selected a variety of evening gowns for me to look at and try on. But the moment I saw the elegant white dress, I knew immediately that's the one I'd be wearing. It was fairly low-cut, though without being too vulgar or obscene, but the whole purpose of my selection was because it was slit up on the left side nearly all the way to my upper thigh. Perfect for what I had in mind, though it would entail Ted's sitting to the left of me at the dinner table. Though even that might have to be changed once we arrived at the downstairs restaurant, dependent upon our seating.
I had continued to look over Sybil's dossier, gleaning what I could from it, slowly putting together a picture of who the woman really was, though there was very little there all by itself that Ted wouldn't have already devoured as well, trying to learn something more about this woman. What made her tick, what were her weaknesses in addition to her obvious strengths. There wasn't much, but there was something that had given me a hunch about her. There would of course be an element of risk involved with this, I was going on my gut feeling here. And what made me nervous the most, was what if I was wrong? If I was...then there would no doubt be hell to pay, and I knew there and then, Master would make me pay it, especially if I truly fucked this up.
I knew Sybil's photo wouldn't do her justice. Not when I saw her in real life, no doubt dressed to the nines for dinner. The posh restaurant right there at the hotel would make things easier for later...hopefully, if things proved out to be correct. If they did, then a few hours from now, we'd be back here in my room, where Bella and Deidra both would be prepared and waiting for me.
"So...you got everything you need then? Any questions?" Neither of them did, though they looked just as nervous about this as I was.
"We'll be here...waiting for you, just as you asked. I just hope you're right about her," Bella cautioned me for the umpteenth time already.
"I'm almost certain I am, but we'll soon find out won't we?" I stated, and then gathered my small matching carry purse, and proceeded on down to the restaurant, purposely being fashionably late, though only by a few minutes. Just enough to hopefully ensure they would both be there waiting for me at the bar were we'd agreed to meet before going in and sitting down to dinner.
Sybil was as I expected, a ravishing beauty. Dressed elegantly in her own somewhat revealing, black floor-length gown, she looked the picture and part of someone well to do, accustomed to the finer things in life, and expecting them. She was tall for a woman as well, giving her an additional sense of power and authority, and easily six feet, just as tall, if not an inch taller in fact that Ted was. She had purposely pulled her long shoulder-length blonde hair up in a French bun, giving her additional height. Her breasts full, showing plenty of cleavage, just as mine were, without giving the whole show away, though simple moves in one direction or another would certainly show more than they did. At just forty-four years of age, she looked ten years younger than that, no doubt a distinct advantage over men...even men like Ted who thought they had years of experience over her. Many found in dealing with her, just how wrong they truly were. Not only had she amassed a vast fortune, she was savvy in using it, as well as being intelligent enough to know how to mix that, along with her obvious sexuality to get whatever it was that she wanted. Sybil Grayson was known for her ruthlessness when it came to matters of business. More than one man had fallen by the wayside, giving in to her demands, something she was content to ride out no matter how long, until she'd finally gotten what she wanted.
In Ted...she had met her fiercest challenge, but even he was beginning to tire of her head games.
I soon saw the two of them sitting at the bar together. Ted spotting me across the way as I approached, standing.
"Ah, Maringa. I'd like to introduce you to...Ms. Grayson."
"Please, call me Sybil," she said as she offered her hand to me, which I then took, shaking it.
"It's nice to meet you," I responded, taking a quick breath, purposely eying her. "I like your dress, very beautiful, shows off your tits very well."
Standing off to one side and slightly behind her, I saw Ted's eyebrows raise at the comment, as well as a somewhat surprised look on Sybil's face too at my bold comment about her breasts. I had wanted to accomplish two things in doing that, saying that. One...to catch her off guard, and then cause her to raise her guard up just a little bit. Two, it was important for me to let her know that I wasn't intimidated either by her beauty or her wealth. I might not have been her equal in matters of business, but I wanted to let her know, I found myself as equally attractive, and self confident as she was in simply being a woman.
"Ah well...thank you. I ah...yours are, beautiful as well," she stammered slightly before reasserting herself. "Would you care for something from the bar? Or should we be seated for dinner?" She asked.
"Why don't we be seated. I'll order a wine at the table," I told them both. I knew the next part would be critical to my plans, and though I'd be winging it to some extent, I also knew I had Ted's blessings to do so...up until the time at least that I'd proven myself wrong, if indeed I was.
We were soon escorted towards a small table set for four, near one of the big picturesque windows looking out over the ocean. It was obviously one of the best seats in the house, but it wasn't at all conducive for what I had in mind. When asked if our seats were acceptable, I immediately spoke before anyone else could.
"Actually no...I'd much rather prefer a cozy, private booth," I stated once again seeing Ted's surprised expression, as well as a rather dismayed looking one coming from Sybil as I hurriedly looked about the seating area. I found what I was looking for, but it was also currently occupied. "That one...that one over there," I said indicating which one I meant, though the Maitre' d looked at me bewilderedly. Though it still had a reasonably nice view of the ocean, it wasn't exactly the best seating arrangement, that we could have had.
"I'm sorry, but..." he began.
"Yes, yes...I know. "Tell them to trade tables with us. Tell them that I will also pay for their dinner if they do, oh...and also tell them they can order a bottle of your best wine as further compensation for accommodating us."
"Yes mam!" The Maitre' d responded bowing, and then quickly headed off towards the other table with my request.
Somewhat put off by my request, Sybil turned towards Ted, speaking to him as though I wasn't even there, asking him directly. "I thought you said Maringa was your assistant," she stated curiously, letting him know she wasn't at all happy at my seemingly rude request.
"In matters of business...yes," he began, to which I quickly interrupted.
"But in matters outside business, our necessary roles reverse to some degree," I informed her, once again briefly catching Ted's slightly discomforting smile as I said that. Luckily for me, the other couple had quickly and happily agreed to the exchange as a small army of waiters quickly accommodated both parties. We were soon shown to our "booth", though Sybil was still clearly put out by the unexpected exchange. One more quick maneuver effectively positioned me, as well as placing Ted, where I wanted him. Sybil sliding in first, to which I then stepped in front of him, saying "thank you," and slipping in next to her. It obviously left Ted no choice but to slide in next to me, though I quickly grabbed his hand in the event he might have actually walked around in order to sit on Sybil's side of the table.
Once seated, and left alone for a moment after taking new drink orders, Sybil spoke, an irritated tone of voice clearly coming through. "I don't know why you chose this table over that one, the views much better over there," she said testily.
"Yes it is...but it's much easier, a lot more privacy here," I responded back. "I have a very wet cunt at the moment, which needs fingering. And now Ted can do so without fear of anyone seeing him doing it," I said holding in a smile as I saw her eyes suddenly open wide in obvious shock at my blunt comment. I could only imagine what Ted's face must have looked like, though I had warned him earlier to try and not look too shocked, or too surprised by anything I said or did. Sybil once again looked past me, speaking to Ted.
"Is she always like this whenever the two of you are out together?"
Without turning to look at him, seeing his answer, I merely smiled at Sybil instead, pleased to hear what he said, and how he said it when he responded back to her. "Maringa is simply...Maringa. She keeps my social life interesting," he said to Sybil. "I've learned to accept and allow her whatever she wants."
Sybil's face once again took on a new look as she eyed me a bit more appreciatively than she had before, though still shocked perhaps, taken aback by my lurid comment. "Well Ted? Like I said...I have a very wet horny cunt at the moment, which would appreciate some much needed attention if you wouldn't mind."
In seconds I felt Ted's hand sliding up my thigh, surmising perhaps now the reason for sitting on that side of me as his hand traveled up, immediately finding my bare pussy. Which was in fact, wet, slick...which I'd purposely ensured earlier, though my own natural juices had likewise come to the rescue in addition to that.
"That's it honey...finger that slick hot pussy, let me hear it," I told him smiling demurely at Sybil who continued looking at me with a mixture of shock...disgust perhaps, though there was also a hint of a bemused smile showing in her eyes. I was quite slick, the decadent sounds of his fingering easily heard as I even caught Sybil looking down towards my lap, hearing the slippery sounding juices as Ted's finger worked itself in and out of me. I smiled looking up, our waiter then just returning to take our dinner selections. Ted began to withdraw his hand, but I was prepared for that, quickly capturing it between my legs as I squeezed his hand there between them. "Don't you dare, I didn't give you permission to remove your hand yet." I waited, pausing, "Now...keep tickling my clit with your finger," I told him having waited to make sure that the waiter who'd only then reached our table, heard every word that I said. He too paused looking at me, and then at Ted, a slight blush coming into his face as he stood there. "Well then, we ready to order?" I asked.
**
I made Ted finger me while we waited for our dinner, ensuring that Sybil could obviously hear the slickness of my cunt as he continued playing with me. Several times I glanced over, gauging her reaction, though she was fidgeting in her seat, she did her level best to put on airs of annoyance at times. And yet, other times, seeing her shift as she did, antsy...I got the distinct impression this was getting to her in another way. Sybil as I'd hoped...was becoming aroused.
"If you'd like...I can have Ted finger you for a while, or...I can if you'd prefer," I said easily taking another bite of my dinner, taking a sip of wine in washing it down with as she lifted her napkin to her mouth, wiping it.
"I'm fine. Thank you," she said politely enough, not quite as annoyed in her response as she'd been pretending to be earlier. "I will admit, if you don't mind my saying," she then said turning towards me a little, and in doing so, causing one of her breasts to show far more than it had been earlier. I had surmised right myself, a simple twist of her gown would indeed almost expose it, I had to assume with her positioning, she clearly knew that. "You're a very interesting woman indeed, a bit brash in some ways...but I find myself intrigued by that. Intrigued by who you really are, and what you obviously want and enjoy out of life. In some ways perhaps, you and I have similar beliefs and tastes in things...especially in men," she then added actually smiling towards Ted.



"He does have a nice cock. Perhaps later, I'll show it to you," I said ignoring Ted altogether, speaking for him in having announced that, as though his cock was mine...and not his own. Sybil actually laughed at that.
"We'll see," she said simply. "Perhaps. Though the whole purpose of getting together tonight was to review where we're at on the project, after dinner."
"Yes, which we'll do later...up in my room," I informed her. "Either later this evening, or tomorrow, dependent on how the rest of our evening goes. But to be perfectly honest, I perform and think a lot better, once I'm relaxed, satisfied...and not quite so horny as I am now," I snickered joking with her. Once again, she had a semi-bemused smile in hearing that, looked and then winked at me quickly.
"We'll see," she said once again.
We soon after finished our meal, taking a slow leisurely stroll out on the boardwalk near the beach, listening to the surf as it made its way in. "Well, shall we go up to my room?" I suggested. "I think once there, we can decide if we're all really in the mood to conduct business tonight, or do something a bit more entertaining, leaving all that until tomorrow."
Sybil didn't answer exactly, still eying me, though she did give me a slight nod of the head as we turned heading back up the beach back towards the back entrance of the resort. I slipped my hand inside my small purse as we did that. Having prepared the message I was about to send before hand, I then did so...alerting both Bella and Deidra we were on our way. What would happen next, would be even more critical than anything that had happened so far this evening. But I was becoming more and more confident with each passing minute that I was correct. Even Ted had deferred to my taking charge, if anything becoming less and less authorative as the evening progressed. I had caught a few questioning, concerned looks from him early on. But he had kept true to his word, allowing me some leeway in my handling of things, so long as Sybil didn't simply explode, which so far...she hadn't.
We rode up in the elevator in silence, down the hallway to my suite where I knew Bella and Deidra would be waiting inside for us, prepared to do as I'd told them, though Master of course had no idea what was about to happen. Not until it was too late of course, and committed to it whether he liked it or not, once we entered the room.
I slid my key in the slot, opening the door, and then stepped back inviting Sybil to enter in first. The room was fairly dark, just a soft light showing somewhere in the distance. Once again I quickly stepped in between her and Ted as she continued on even further.
"It's awfully dark," she began turning back to look at the wall where the light switch was in order to turn it on. When she did, Bella came up from behind her, along with Deidra who'd stood off to one side in the darkness, unseen. The black hood coming quickly and easily down over Sybil's head, Deidra grabbing the woman's arms pinning them behind her back as Bella did that. "What the fuck?" Sybil screamed out as spun helping to hold her securely as Deidra, and now Bella finished cuffing her hands behind her back. "Are you nuts? What the hell do you think you're..." I shoved a ball gag into her mouth, effectively shutting the woman up.
I turned briefly towards Ted, his expression said it all though thankfully he held his tongue...at least for the moment anyway.
"Definitely time for a little fun," I said as the three of us now manhandled Sybil over towards the bed, pushing her down onto it. I quickly secured her feet and ankles to the bedposts with a length of soft, yet sturdy rope. "Alright...let's see about getting her a bit more comfortable," I now added. Deidra had already unzipped her gown once she'd secured the woman's hands. It was now just a matter of pulling it up and off her, the wrong way perhaps, but it worked even though she fought against the three of us doing that momentarily. She soon found it useless however to resist us, as we quickly removed her gown. Like me...she wore absolutely nothing on beneath it, as naked as I was.
"Alright...now, let's make sure Ted's as secure and comfortable as well," I now instructed. He opened his mouth to speak, but I quickly shushed him, putting my finger to his lips, whispering.
"Maringa," he'd began, though not speaking loud enough for Sybil to have overheard.
"Shh, just do it!" I admonished him, adding. "Trust me...but just do it!"
**
Though Ted hurriedly undressed himself, it took very little time for the three of us to secure Ted to one of the chairs, likewise ball-gagged, and then with the addition of a hood made available, but not yet covering his head. Once he was secured, rope-tied to a chair, the three of us moved back to the bed. If Sybil thought she was going to be semi-comfortable laying there, she was still in for a big surprise. Even so, she continued to struggle against the ropes that bound and secured her, though her efforts were of course futile, along with her ability to speak though she snarled a bit, trying to do so, but to no avail.
"Oh for Pete's sakes Sybil, quit fighting it. You'll enjoy it a lot more here in a moment if you do, though if struggling adds to your enjoyment, then continue to do so...be my guest."
Though she did continue to pull at her restraints a little, she did seem to settle down, though more winded from the effort more than anything, unable to speak and now having quit trying, she found it easier to breathe as well, calming down even more. Until Deidra placed the bottom leg spreader against her ankles, now securing that before releasing her feet from the bed posts.
Bella had brought in the special reinforced stand we'd hidden around the corner inside the sitting room. Now placing it near the bed, it was a simple matter of lifting her up, the three of us easily able to do so, connecting her wrist restraint to latch on the upper bar of the stand. Sybil now hung there suspended off the floor, hands above her head, legs spread obscenely wide below. I noticed as we stepped away, her thumb-sized nipples had in fact hardened considerably, though whether from excitement, simple exposure, or even fear perhaps having made them done so remained to be seen. Still, they were a sensual temptation I wasn't about to ignore either. Nor was her pussy. She had obviously taken care of it, neatly trimmed, just a small little triangle above her puffy swollen lips. Just by the evidence of that it was easy to see she was aroused, or becoming so, even if she wasn't willing to admit it yet.
"Take care of that," I said commanding Bella, which was yet again another strange sensation, though the role she was currently playing for Sybil's purpose made it easy for her to do.
"Yes Mistress," she declared immediately, coming back minutes later with a new razor, warm water and soap.
Once again Sybil strained against her bindings, this time doing so a bit more urgently, once again trying to speak around the ball-gag, though only managing to make unintelligible sounds as she did.
"You'd best hold still," I cautiously warned her. "I'd hate her to nick you while she's doing this," I stated. "Nothing you can do about it anyway, but make it easier on her...and on yourself. Either way Sybil, we are going to shave that sweet pussy of yours properly, so I can then enjoy it."
Realizing she didn't have any choice or say in the matter, she held still, hanging there as Bella quickly went about her business, shaving away the small tuft of hair above her pussy. Within moments it was smooth...bare as Bella dampened the cloth running it around and about the now smooth surface.
"Very nice, very sexy," I said commenting on it, allowing my hands and fingers now run through her swollen lips, upwards towards the now bare skin. I continued upwards towards her breasts, cupping each briefly, tweaking her nipples into an even greater firmness than they already were. Nipples the size of good-sized gumdrops, sticking out now a good half an inch or more. I pinched each, pulling on them, hearing her groan as I did so, though she again struggled, briefly. "Let me see the nipple clamps," I told Deidra as she smiled, handing them to me.
Sybil began gurgling on her own spit, trying to make herself understood around the ball gag in her mouth, as she once again began fighting fiercely against and within her restraints. Ignoring the obvious however, I placed one of the wicked looking clamps on her hard extended nipple, letting the teeth of the clamp slowly bite down onto that fat thick nubbin. Sybil gasped audibly at the intrusion, and then amazingly, sighed deeply afterwards, holding still in fact as I lifted her other breast in my hand. I enjoyed the firm full weight of it as I did so, bouncing it up and down in fact, once again surprised upon hearing Sybil sigh pleasurably, inwardly as I did.
"So...you ARE enjoying this aren't you?" I accused. She held still, once again seeming to struggle against her bonds, but I wasn't buying it. I pinched her nipple...roughly, letting go, pinching and then holding it, stretching it out and away from her breast. She again moaned around the gag. "Don't lie to me," I demanded of her. "Admit it you fucking bitch, admit it to me...you're enjoying this aren't you?"
She held still for a moment more, unwilling to acknowledge anything as I now applied the second clamp to her breast, it too now biting down into the tender flesh of her tit. I held the chain connecting each nipple together, pulling on it in the middle, thus applying equal pressure to each breast, asking the question once again.
"Go on...admit it, nod your head, you like what I'm doing to your tits don't you!"
This time she nodded, and this time she moaned even more deeply as I pulled on the chains once again.
"Very good Sybil," I said running a finger beneath her chin, down between her breasts, and then flipping each nipple quite firmly with a flick of my fingers. "And for that...you've earned a small reward," I informed her. "You may remove her hood now Deidra," I stated. I then nodded at Bella who had been standing next to Ted, she now placing his hood over his head along with the ball gag into his mouth as though he'd been sitting there the entire time with both on. Once he was covered, and appeared in a bit of distress himself, Deidra removed the hood from Sybil's head. It took only a moment for her to let her eyes readjust to the lights in the room, though I had since turned them down considerably, bathing everyone in the room in a much softer, more sensual light. She quickly took in Ted, sitting a few feet away from her, now hooded, his legs firmly and securely tied to the chair, his arms likewise bound behind his back. But in addition to this, Bella had also secured a length of cord around his balls, then up and about his hard stiff shaft, down between his legs, and though she couldn't see it...obviously up the crack of his ass too.
"Like what you see?" I now asked as she finally looked away from Ted towards where I was standing. I wore a skintight black leather outfit, nipple cutouts that allowed the front portion of both breasts to poke out through them, but it was the small whip in my hand that I now slapped against my own thigh that immediately garnered her attention. "Don't look at me Sybil!" I spat at her...look at Ted, look at his hard angry cock. You hate cocks don't you?"
She was looking, but it wasn't anger or disgust that I saw in her eyes, I saw lust...pure and simple, if not mixed with a bit of confused frustration.
"Go ahead Bella, you can remove Ted's hood now too," I told her, as she quickly did so. Though his hood hadn't been on nearly as long, he went along with trying to act like his eyes needed a moment to adjust, before glancing across the way, looking startled and surprised at the way Sybil hung there suspended in front of him. "Slap his cock Bella," I told her. "Hard!"
Bella did, her hand stinging Ted's blood engorged prick, making it bend with the force of the stinging blow, slapping hard back against his chest. "Does that please you Sybil? To see his prick punished?" I asked. The light in her eyes told me it did. I then slapped her left tit equally as hard, hearing the sound of flesh against flesh, a reddened mark appearing against the side of her breast as she winced, her eyes popping open. I turned towards Ted. "How about you Ted? You like seeing that? Hearing the sound of me slapping Sybil's bare breast, likewise punishing it?" He nodded almost enthusiastically.
I turned back around towards Sybil. "Would you like me to strike his prick again?" I asked her. She hesitated for a moment. I slapped her other breast, harder than I had the last time. She again winced, though moaned even more deeply, suddenly nodding her head. I just nodded at Bella. She again slapped Ted's prick, twice this time, once each way, making it wobble, throb, and bounce off his thigh after having slapped it.
"I wonder which one will be the first to give in to the other," I said speaking to Bella and Deidra. "Though I'm thinking that maybe they're actually enjoying this more than either is willing to admit," I then stated. I turned looking at each. "The slaps will get harder you know...unless one of you is willing to relent, if either of you does, then we'll reward you both with a bit of pleasure, but until then..." Bella slapped master's cock hard twice more, as I now did to Sybil's cunt, spanking it with the small whip I held in my hand, Bella now taking up a similar whip, holding it as though prepared to use it against Master's cock. He showed no fear in his eyes however, which I knew he wouldn't. His face showing no other emotion, his eyes locked on Sybil's as he sat there.
I looked at her. "Another then?"
This time...she shook her head no.
**
"I'd say that's worth another small reward, wouldn't you Bella?" I asked. "Let's see how they get along without the gags then. But...if they don't, or if either one of you speaks without being addressed, they'll go in again, and stay there this time."
Deidra removed the ball-gag from Sybil's mouth as Bella did the same to Ted, neither one of them speaking, though Sybil had indeed opened her mouth as though going to, thinking better of it as she looked towards me. I circled around her, drawing the small whip up and over her breasts, letting it linger for a moment before flipping it somewhat gently against her bare flesh. She let out a small whimpering cry, but said nothing. I smiled, stepping in front of her, now trailing the handle of it down her tummy, between her legs holding it there. I pressed upwards letting it rub between the lips of her pussy, caressing her clit briefly before bringing it back up, looking at it, and then smelling it.
"It appears that someone is a bit more excited and aroused than she's letting on," I said speaking to my two companions. I then lifted the handle of the whip holding it against Sybil's nose. "Smell that?" I asked. "That's your cunt stink," I said placing it back down between her legs again. "And I bet, you'd enjoy feeling something nice and hard up inside that stinky hot cunt too wouldn't you?"
Sybil looked at me, and then nodded.
"I asked you a direct question, answer it!"
"Yes!" She said admitting her arousal.
"Yes what?" I responded using the whip as was intended, flicking the soft exposed opening of her very puffy, very swollen lips, delighting in the sound it made as it struck her.
"Yes...Mistress?" She half questioned whimpering, though flinching as I replaced the handle back between her legs.
"Much better," I said though striking her again anyway just for emphasis, turning towards Deidra. "Come here Deidra," I now directed.
"Yes Mistress?" She said quickly.
"Suck her cunt...put her on the edge, without going over," I told her, likewise warning Sybil again after saying that. "And don't you dare fucking come while she does either!"
Deidra now knelt on the floor in front of where Sybil was hanging. Walking over towards Ted as she did that, I now dragged the end of the whip up and around his still hard, still straining shaft. I'd had seen his prick hard before of course, but admittedly, never quite like it was now. I even had to hide my own surprise a little, staring down looking at it. The mere touch of the whip as I slowly dragged it over the top of his prick producing a fat droplet of pre-cum fuck juice that dribbled from the tip. His glans was thick, swollen purple and throbbing.
"I bet you'd enjoy fucking that sultry looking bitch over there wouldn't you?"
Teds eyes grew wide as he looked at me.
"Well?"
"Yes...yes Mistress, I would!" He quickly corrected himself before I could respond, smiling at him though I saw the surprised look in his face at having said that to me, the unfamiliar acknowledgement of our role reversals.
"We'll see," I said walking behind him, flipping the whip against his exposed backside from behind. "But certainly not...until I've fucked her first," I told them both. Even Sybil's eyes opened wide upon hearing that, though her moans at being pleasured the way she was revealed her wanton ecstasy as Deidra expertly continued sucking and teasing the woman's cunt. I walked over to the vanity opening the drawer. As I'd asked earlier, Bella had placed several items inside for me, one of which was a strap-on dildo, which I now removed. "Come...put it on me," I told Bella as she immediately came over and began doing that. "Is she close?" I asked Deidra.
"Yes Mistress, she is. Her cunt is leaking like a sieve, her juices even now are flowing down her legs."
Now equipped, I walked across the room heading towards Sybil where she hung, the long thick prick sticking up between my legs letting her know what was about to happen. "Go ahead, lower her just enough that she can bend over the chair here," I said moving it over in front of her as Deidra allowed just enough slack in her arm restraints in order to accommodate that. Likewise her feet now touched the floor, though remaining spread as she stood there trying to find her balance. I stepped behind, pushing her forward. She literally fell over the back of the chair, her ass coming up at a nice angle as I stepped in between her legs.
"Think she'll come for me?" I said looking at Ted. "Think she'll come for you? If I even let you stick your filthy cock inside her cunt?" I grabbed the back of Sybil's hair yanking it towards me, forcing her head to jerk back. "You do want to come yes?" I asked.
She hesitated for a moment, only as long as it took for me to reach around her, grabbing her breasts, squeezing them in my hands roughly. "Or would you prefer I just fuck you until I do?" I now asked pressing the head of my fake prick against the opening of her very exposed, very slick pussy, teasing it as I did so. This time she answered immediately.
"No Mistress."
"No what? No you don't want to come? Or no you don't want me to fuck you until I do?"
She was obviously confused at my question, not sure how to respond to it, which had been my intention as I shoved, drilling her, impaling her fully on my cock, not giving her the option of response. Sybil groaned deeply, collapsing forward once again over the back of the chair as I slowly pulled out before ramming myself into her again.
"Cat got your tongue?"
"Please..."
"Please what cunt?" I said thrusting hard, deeply and fully into her once more.
"Please Mistress, please..."
Deidra came over standing beside us, as did Bella, each of which now began pulling on her nipples, yanking on them severely.
"Please what?" I demanded. "Let me hear you say it!"
"Please fuck me. Please fuck my cunt. Make me come...please Mistress, please!"
**
I continued doing so for several minutes, feeling it...feeling her as she time and time again hovered on the edge, though I would quickly back off. I knew that even doing this for much longer, she would simply climax all by herself without any stimulation at all if we kept doing this.



"Tell me you want to come."
"Please Mistress please...make me come!"
"How bad do you want to come?"
"More than anything Mistress...please!" She begged now as I slid into her once more, holding it, pressing against her cervix.
"Enough to come to agreement...with Ted?"
She looked at me...and then over towards him.
"Well?"
"Yes," she said simply saying nothing more, though I let it go.
"Release him Bella," I told her, which she immediately began doing. I slid out of Sybil's pussy as well, motioning to Deidra to help me undo the remainder of her bindings, save for her wrists, which we kept bound, tied together. "You...on the bed," I said speaking to Ted as he gingerly rubbed his own wrists and ankles, now free before doing so. Sybil looking at me perplexed. "No better way to seal the deal...than by fucking him, wouldn't you agree?"
She nodded, though this time I didn't let it go, striking her exposed ass with the whip I still held in my hand. "Then say it...tell him what you want him to do to you."
"I...I...want him...to fuck me!" She said meaning it, the tone of her voice quivering, the desire she felt, had...needed.
Deidra and Bella led her over towards the bed, helping her to climb on to it. Without further instruction she slid up and over his torso, positioning herself over his hard throbbing shaft as Bella now held it in her hand.
"Go ahead Sybil, but slowly...I want to see each inch slide inside you, but only as I allow it...understand?" She again nodded her head. "Ok, you may sit on the tip, but not it...just let Ted's prick head rest within the folds of your cunt, and then stay there."
She did as I'd asked, hovering above him, sweat already forming on her brow as she squatted there. I came over, once again cupping her breasts, slapping each one, and then pinching her hard thick nipples, twisting them.
"Feel good?"
"Yes Mistress...yes!"
"Would you like a bit more cock in your cunt?"
"Oh God yes...please Mistress, may I?"
"You may," I said nodding at Sybil who inched down on Ted's prick with her hand, exposing a bit more now, letting Sybil's pussy cunt herself only to where Sybil's hand rested. "Now...fuck that, but just that," I admonished her, which she began doing as I directed Deidra over to stand beside us. I leaned, taking one of her breasts between my lips, chewing not too lightly on her nipple as Deidra began doing the same to her other breast. Sybil moaned appreciatively, though once again begging moments later to feel more of Ted's prick inside her.
I nodded at Bella as she completely took her hand away, allowing Sybil to impale herself fully on Ted's cock. "Don't move," I warned her. "Not until I tell either you, that you can do so. I'm not quite finished with you myself yet."
Sybil had closed her eyes, enjoying the delight and sensation of having her cunny completely filled by Ted's rather impressive, very hard stiff prick which I knew from my own experience, was stretching the walls of her fuck-sheath quite wonderfully. As she did that, Deidra had been lubricating my own phallus, and then shocked Sybil a little as she applied some of the slick lubricant to her ass, slipping her finger, and then two inside, worming them about. I crawled onto the bed, kneeling behind her, once again pushing her forward a bit. Placing the head of my own prick at her puckered opening, I pressed. I felt the head pop through her sphincter, holding still for a moment, allowing her to become accustomed to the unfamiliar sensation. I pushed in a bit more, feeling the length of the dildo easily sliding in now until I too was buried inside her to the hilt.
"Now...you may fuck...us!" I told her, though warning Ted. "But don't you dare come inside her either. When you're there...when you can't possibly hold out any longer, she's to take you into her mouth...understood?"
"Yes Mistress," they both said simultaneously.
I smiled, sliding into her again, as she likewise lifted, and then slid back down Ted's member, likewise fucking him, as I continued fucking her. Deidra and Bella now moved over to stand by the side of the bed, each one reaching over, hands and fingers immediately going into one another's cunts, fingering one another blissfully as they watched the three of us. Picking up the pace, I began to fuck Sybil's ass with ever increasing speed and tempo, matching her own as she thrust up and down on Ted's prick, now crying out her pleasure, loudly and audibly as she did.
"Oh fuck, fuck me...fuck my ass, fuck my cunt....fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!"
Her orgasm was quick and intense, almost taking us all by surprise. The liquid pleasure of her release easily heard, the sloppy sounds of her pussy liquefied, pouring from deep within her depths, saturating Ted's cock, bathing it in her frothy rich cream.
"I...I, I can't...I can't hold out...much longer!" Ted likewise cried out. His moan of impending release, unusual perhaps, his previous shared orgasms not as vulnerable sounding, or as needful as they had been in the past. Even Deidra and Bella now looking on with amazed, surprised expressions on their respective faces as they looked at me...now grinning.
I slapped Sybil's ass hard with my hand. "Off! Off! Before he squirts in you!" I commanded her.
Reluctantly she did so, the last vestiges of her own still continuing orgasm within her as she lifted herself off Ted's cock. The moment she did, he immediately scrambled back, though still kneeling, his prick now only inches away from her face.
"Jack it off," I commanded her. "Jack him off until he squirts all over your face, your mouth, your tits. Then finish sucking it...cleaning it, until he has no more cum to give you," I demanded.
Needless to say, it didn't take long. Moments later Ted's prick erupted, geysers of his spunk suddenly lurching from the head of his prick, the first three splashing quite copiously against her face, her mouth now open, receiving several more white creamy discharges.
"Your tits!" I reminded, watching her as she now lowered his prick downwards, more spunk releasing, squirting, spurting against her breasts, covering them as well as she continued milking out his pleasure against herself.
I slid in and out of her ass once again...bringing her to yet another powerful orgasm as Ted collapsed back onto the bed. "Suck his prick...clean it. Make sure you get every tiny little drop of his sperm from it as you do," I again reminded, which she began doing, almost lovingly as I finally pulled out of her tight ass completely, looking over towards my two companions. There looks said it all, they were likewise mesmerized at the amazing spectacle we had all witnessed.
Having finished the task I had given her, Sybil rolled over onto her back, actually laying next to Ted.
"So...can I assume we're all in agreement here, that it's time we wrapped things up once and for all?"
Sybil looked at me, and then at Ted. "Yes, I think we can do that now," she told him. "Though only on one condition."
I frowned, perhaps my hopes of seeing this actually and finally finished were still yet premature.
"And what might that be?" Ted asked irritation showing clearly in his tone of voice.
"That next time...you fuck me in the ass while Mistress fucks my cunt."
Ted actually laughed. "I'd like that. It's a deal then?"
"Deal!" She said contentedly. "What's say we all have a drink to celebrate while we sign off on all the papers."
**
After we had finished doing that, Ted was indeed again hard and soon after mounted Sybil there on the bed, only this time...I'd given over the honors to Bella who lay beneath as Sybil rode her fake prick. Laying next to them, I had positioned myself quite comfortably.
"Come suck my clit...eat my pussy Deidra," I told her.
"Yes Mistress," she grinned, and then comfortably positioned herself between my legs in order to do just that.
Long after Sybil had finally gotten dressed again and left, though not before seeking assurance we'd get together again at some point, Ted came over smiling from ear to ear.
"You were right...she really did need someone to take charge, show her who was really the boss...even if it was a woman who needed to do that."
"Yes I was. And what's more...having done that, I now know who I am as well, and there's no going back." I looked him straight in the eye. "Take it...or leave it."
He looked at me, pondering his thoughts for a moment, both Bella and Deidra standing behind him looking on, curious as well to his next words.
"Yes...Mistress," he said simply. "Whatever you want."
-End-
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I'd enjoyed one of the deepest most relaxing sleeps I think I had ever had. Still half asleep in fact, semi-dreaming as images filled my head, along with some very pleasant sounds. I was still struggling with images that now began to fade like vaporous ghosts, while other things became gradually sharper in my mind. Sounds...movement, giggling. I woke up.
As my eyes popped open, I felt movement on the bed next to me. I didn't have to do much of anything but lay there taking in what I now saw.
"Morning sleepyhead," Kathy said grinning at me, as mom then did. She was laying on top of my Aunt, the two of them pressed together, grinding against one another quite obscenely. "We thought this might eventually wake you...get a rise out of you," she said as she looked down at my crotch having pulled the sheet away. I'd slept naked as I usually did, aside from the somewhat itchy cast on my leg and arms. I now looked down at myself and saw my typical morning woody. At the moment however, it was rapidly becoming a bit stiffer than a normal pee-hard. I was enjoying this unexpected wake-up call, watching my Aunt and mom basically clit-fucking one another.
"That's...nasty looking!" I grinned at them excitedly.
"Very nasty," mom responded back, humping herself against my aunt's cunt, the squishy sounds of their very aroused cunts slipping and sliding against one another, which was very apparent.
"Would you like to join us?" My Aunt asked.
"Eventually...sure. But right now, all I really want to do is lay here and watch the two of you, this is pretty fucking hot!" I told them both, reaching down to gently fondle my prick now as I continued doing so. Having a free hand however, even with my wrist-cast on, I managed to reach over, tweaking each of their respective nipples as those too occasionally rubbed against one another.
"Just like his father isn't he?" Mom stated. "Once a tit man...always a tit man," she added. "I swear, sometimes Jeff can just sit there jerking himself off and enjoy it just so long as he's fingering my nipples while he does. Though one of his favorite past-times is to tit-fuck me too, which I rather enjoy seeing myself admittedly. But I'll say this Kath...as nice as yours are, don't be too surprised when he soon asks if you'll let him fuck yours too. Especially now."
Aunt Kathy laughed, though she arched her back a little, giving mom a different angle to hump against perhaps as she pressed herself even more fully, now gyrating in slow sensual circles against her.
"Well, now that the proverbial cats out of the bag so to speak, I suppose we should be prepared for just about anything. I know how Jeff can be...no doubt, he'll come up with a few wickedly naughty things we've never even thought of," she giggled...though moaning at almost the same time.
"What about you honey?" Mom said including me in their conversation once again. "How would you like to start out your day?"
That was a no-brainer. "What you're doing now is perfect for the moment. Though I am soon going to need to pee here, stiff cock or no. I won't be able to have an orgasm any time soon until I do. But I'm currently not in any real hurry either. Watching the two of you doing this for a bit yet...is perfectly fine with me."
I watched for several more minutes as they both managed to get one another off, humping away excitedly, rubbing clits, cunts and tits together until they both exploded, laying there breathlessly for several minutes more until the need to finally pee...took over from the urge to keep stroking myself on the way to an orgasm.
"Ok you two...I really do need to pee now, so you're going to have to move so I can get down into my chair."
"Tell you what...rather than do that, your mom and I will help you walk into the bathroom, you really do need to start putting a little weight down on that foot according to what the doctor said. We'll help you get there, and then you can pee standing up."
The thought of my naked Aunt and mother escorting me on either side down the hall into the bathroom seemed like a great idea. Just having the two of them do that, feeling their firm full breasts brushing and pressing against me as I placed my arms around their necks was a wonderful way to go about doing that. We walked slowly and I savored each and every sensation as we did so, finally reaching the bathroom door as even then they helped me inside.
"Ok, thanks," I said pulling my arms away from them both almost reluctantly. "I'll let you know when I'm finished here," I added expecting them each to leave.
"Oh, we're not going anywhere," my Aunt then stated. "Don't want you toppling over or anything, why take the risk?"
Suddenly I was pee-shy. Weird. Weird how I could lay there on the bed only a few minutes ago, stroking my own hard dick, and yet...stand here with a semi-flaccid cock, trying to take a morning pee, and having a difficult time with someone standing there watching me try to do that.
"I'm not sure I can go...not with the two of you hovering over me like a pair of vultures," I tried joking around, hoping they would see my dilemma and take pity on me and leave. That didn't happen, though what did...surprised me even more.
"Here, maybe this will help," mom said suddenly reaching over, grasping my cock...holding it and pointing it towards the bowl.
"Help me what? Help me get hard again so I can't pee?" I said slightly frustrated as she stood there waggling my cock, which immediately began firming up once again.
Aunt Kathy laughed. "Maybe we should run some water, perhaps that will help," she stated.
"I know!" Mom said. "I have an idea!"
Once again I was a little confused as she suddenly reached over pulling the toilet seat back down, and then sat down herself. The next thing I knew, she was spreading her legs apart. She giggled slightly.
"I'm not pee-shy...just gonna take a second here," she informed us. And then seconds after that, she began to tinkle into the bowl. "There...how's that? That help?"
It did...as I now felt like I could pee. New problem however...mom was in the way.
"It does yes...but hurry up, or I'll end up peeing all over you, like I said earlier, I really do need to go now!"
"Then go!" Mom said spreading her legs even more. "Help him out Kathy! Take his prick and aim it for him...down between my legs!"
"Holy shit...you want me to..."
Kathy held it...indeed aiming it. "Go on sweetie...go ahead and pee now. Let's see your stream join your moms," she urged me.
I couldn't believe this. I mean this wasn't exactly something I would have ever considered doing before, not exactly my cup of tea so to speak. Even some of the porn I'd seen or stumbled across when it came to "golden showers" and the like, had never really turned me on very much. But now suddenly...the thought of actually standing here taking a piss while my Aunt held my prick, and me...pissing between my own mother's legs while she did...was suddenly fucking hot!
"Thar...she blows!" Mom quipped as a very forceful stream shot out of the end of my dick, Kathy quickly adjusting her aim with me now peeing between mom's legs. It was weird...though strangely exciting to stand there doing that. Watching my stream intermingling with mom's as she sat peeing herself. "Well...looks like I'm going to need a different kind of shower now after all," she laughed. "Though I'm willing to bet you'd enjoy having one too wouldn't you?" She said asking me.
"Yeah...I would," I said grinning. "Especially after all that hot sweaty sex we had last night. Though I wouldn't mind feeling a nice soapy-slick hand or blowjob either."
"Like I said...like father, like son," Mom added to that.
**
The one really nice thing about mom and dad's shower was that they'd had it custom made for the two of them. It was large enough to fit four people comfortably, also having two really nice showerheads on either end of it. On one side was a small ledge one could also use to sit down on, which mom enjoyed doing whenever she shaved her legs. But it also made it a lot easier for me too, being able to sit down rather than trying to stand there and balance myself. Though it had taken a while to wrap, and thus waterproof my casts against getting wet, it had been worth the additional effort. Especially when all I had to do was sit there while my mother and Aunt both saw to washing me from head to toe. Needless to say...they saved the best part for last. By the time they got around to washing my prick, it was stiff as a board, and in much need of attention by now.
I was basically expecting a simple, yet pleasurable hand-job when I noticed my Aunt suddenly pouring a goodly amount of soap into her hands, and then began applying that to my dick. She surprised everyone...especially me however, when she suddenly turned around, lowering her cunt over my cock...soon after impaling herself.
"Nice way to wash us both inside and out don't you think?" She chuckled to herself as mom stood there looking on, though her own hands certainly weren't idle either. She had placed one leg up on the sitting bench, thus spreading herself as her hands likewise spread her pussy lips apart even more so. Her free hand thus encircling and teasing her hard little clit while she stood there watching the two of us fuck.
"Oh yes...and as soon as you've had a turn cleaning out your cunt with his cock...I think I'll give a shot at doing that myself," mom quipped.
"Roto Rooter at your service," I sighed pleasurably as my Aunt rode me in a slippery reverse cow-girl, sliding up and down my cock for the longest time, though it became obvious mom was growing impatient having to wait her turn.
"Alright Kath...think it's time to have Jim's prick wash my pussy for a while," she stated finally exchanging places with my Aunt, though Kathy sat down beside me in order to watch it as mom took up the same position and slowly lowered herself down onto me.
"Here...try fingering my cunt while you're doing that," she told me. "I'm so fucking close now...it won't take but a minute!"
She was certainly right about that, she was already well on her way to having a rather intense, nice little orgasm. Already starting to pant as it was, she now told me to start slap-patting her clit for a moment.
"That's it Jim, slap it...slap my clitty...harder. A bit harder! That's it! That's it! Now...fuck, grip it between your fingers...pull on it, hold it there. Harder Jim Harder! Pull on it...don't...fuck, don't be afraid, stretch it...pull, oh fuck...yeah, yeah...that's it! That's it! Right there! Make... me... come!" She screamed out at the top of her lungs.
Hearing that perhaps, released an avalanche of mom's pussy juice as well, as she too began climaxing with my dick buried inside her. But admittedly, even feeling it when she did that, I was still mesmerized by the little spurts of clear liquid that suddenly shot out of my Aunt's cunt...little tiny geysers that seemed to pulsate with each and every contraction of her cunt as she sat there climaxing, over...and over...and over again.
"Oh fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" She was screaming out, just as mom now was...both of them saying the same thing almost simultaneously. And then I felt my own pleasured release begin to boil deep within my balls, the first jettison of my spunk already racing up the length of my shaft, which I knew in moments, would be filling my mom's sweet succulent pussy.
Which is also the same moment the bathroom door suddenly opened, and dad came walking in.
"Damn...wha'd I miss?"
**
Ok, so maybe mom and my Aunt knew everything was cool with dad. I mean obviously they had discussed something over the phone about all this...though I still wasn't sure where exactly I fit into things, or if dad was even ok with that. So far...it really hadn't been discussed in any great detail, which maybe by this time at least...it should have been. Point being...dad comes home a day earlier than expected. (In hindsight, I learned several days later he had done so because he was too damned excited to hang around another day when he really didn't need to!) But...at the moment, I didn't know that. All I knew was...I was sitting there with mom sitting on my dick, my first pleasured ejaculation already leaping from the end of my cock into my mother's pussy. My hand still working and fingering my Aunt's clit...and dad, now standing there in the bathroom looking through the shower enclosure at the three of us.
Plain and simply, it seemed all too surreal. Though once again, perhaps had I realized what mom then said, I wouldn't have been quite as nervous or as confused as I found myself being at that precise moment. I mean after all, I had my dick in my father's wife's cunt. My mother...which I was also at the moment, loading up with a rather goodly amount of my own fuck-batter. Which is when I finally heard mom speak, acknowledging dad's presence.
"Well, you're home early," she stated still sliding up and down my shaft, her hand now cupping my balls in fact, milking them, realizing I was at that very moment shooting off a rather impressive load inside her cunt. "Hang tight for a moment...your son's giving me his load," she then said, and went right back to fucking my cock as my Aunt reached over, frigging mom's clit, causing her to suddenly begin to orgasm herself for the second time now in as many minutes.
In the meantime, dad stood there watching the three of us, but then he suddenly began taking off his clothes. "Take your time," he then said. "I don't think any of us should be in any big hurry here. I've been looking forward to this all the way home!"
**
The only really frustrating thing for me had been...I hardly remembered my own orgasm, only that I sort of even had one. Even more frustrating when it became quickly obvious...dad already knew all about what had been going on, and was totally ok with it. Though once again, I should have realized he had been...and was, or I seriously doubt mom and my Aunt would have continued doing what they'd been doing with me in the first place.
Live and learn as they say. Though I was about to do just that.
Seeing mom and my Aunt naked together was one thing. Seeing dad naked was something else entirely. I wasn't sure how I felt about that for one thing, seeing him aroused, seeing him now suddenly desirous of participating and enjoying himself along with the three of us felt so weird...and not at all comfortable admittedly. Though I later realized, I was perhaps a little jealous of the fact he would now most likely, be joining us. Gone were the days so to speak. But...even knowing and understanding that, I wasn't sure I could personally handle watching dad enjoying himself the same way I'd been doing. Not at first anyway. I felt really awkward, once again a bit "shy" and unnerved sitting there, my prick making quick evidence of that as it immediately grew soft, plopping out of mom's cunt just seconds after I'd deposited my semen inside her. And she didn't help matters much either, soon after standing up, cupping her pussy with her hand, stepping out of the shower and then sitting down on the toilet. I heard the "plop" of my cum dripping into the toilet bowl as she suddenly leaned over taking dad's quickly growing cock into her mouth, sucking it.
"Ah...home sweet home," my father moaned happily.
By now, Aunt Kathy had turned off the showers, now helping to towel me dry, and then herself as mom continued to sit there sucking dad off.
Ok, so that was a little weird too. But then the really weird thing was...I was actually finding it interesting to watch that. It took me back a few years seeing her doing that in fact, the few times I had snuck in to see what was going on, having heard what sounded like moans and groans coming from their bedroom. Much of my early information had come from that, though never once had it been so blatantly performed right there in front of me the way mom was doing it now.
Fully hard and erect, mom removed her mouth from dad's cock, and then as nonchalant as she could possibly be, turned to my Aunt.
"Hand me that towel so I can dry off," she asked her. "And while I do that...I'm willing to bet Jeff would enjoy feeling what it's like while you're sucking him."
"Yes, indeed I would!" Dad said turning to face my Aunt Kathy, though not before smiling at me, actually winking as he did that. And though I caught that when he did...admittedly, my own attention was now forcefully drawn down to his dick as he stood there. Sure...I'd seen his penis before, standing side by side at a urinal or two...but I had never once seen it hard. Hell, I'd never actually seen much of it even when I'd spied on the two of them having sex. After all...it happened to be inside mom at the time when I'd actually looked in on them, so I obviously hadn't seen it hard then, even though it obviously had been. Now...here I was, actually looking at it...looking at dad's dick!
The first thing I immediately noticed, making this sudden mental comparison of myself to dad. Was the fact that I really didn't look anything like him in that department at all. We were completely different than one another in a lot of ways. For one...even has hard as he now was, which he was...I was at least an inch or so longer than he was, even a bit thicker around perhaps, though that one would have been a pretty close call. The biggest, and most obvious difference being, I had more of a slim, tapered cock-head than he did. Dads to be perfectly honest, looked like a fucking doorknob. No wonder mom said she'd never allow...or had ever allowed dad to fuck her ass. Now I could see why. He'd never get it in her for one thing, though I'm sure she most certainly enjoyed it up inside her pussy, which I almost felt jealous about when sitting there looking at it. Up until my Aunt showed a little difficulty in trying to actually suck it, not accomplishing that nearly as well, or as enthusiastically as she'd done with me. She mostly just licked and lapped at it like a fucking ice-cream cone, as she knelt there on the floor in front of him. And though dad certainly seemed to enjoy getting his prick sucked by my Aunt for the very first time, I suddenly found myself glad that I didn't have a fat fucking mushroom sitting on the head of my dick the way he did.
But I guess sitting there watching this had a profound effect on me too, something I wasn't as fully aware of yet as I soon after found I was. Which is when I also found out, I wasn't nearly as weirded out as I had been. I actually had an erection again.
"Ah...what I wouldn't give to have my own youth back again," my old man stated looking over towards where I remained sitting, my youthful prick standing up proud and excited again. Mom finished toweling off and turned chuckling at me.
"Maybe so...what youth makes up for in the ability to bounce back quickly, you on the other hand have the stamina that comes with experience and age. Both of which have their good...and their bad points," mom said smiling at us both. "And speaking of which, I'd much rather take this someplace a bit more comfortable than remaining here," she then added. "How about...we take a breather, have a bite to eat, and then see where things go from there?"
Dad agreed, though none too happily I might add. It was obvious he was hoping for, and expecting an orgasm of his own. But mom made it pretty clear, that was going to have to wait for a bit.
"We need to get Jim dressed and fed," she told him. "Can't have him sitting there in the nude waiting for you to toss a load now can we?" She asked, not needing...nor expecting a reply to that. And even Aunt Kathy had stood up by then, helping me to stand up out of the shower where she'd already begun removing the waterproof wraps they'd earlier placed around my casts.
"When does he get those damn things off anyway?" dad asked.



"Maybe by next week...provided they've healed enough by then. We see the doctor again on Friday for more x-rays. We should know for sure by then just how well he's doing."
"Oh, that reminds me," Dad quickly added. "Don't forget, my sister and our niece will be coming to pay us a visit for a week, they're curious to see how Jim's doing for one thing, but...it's also been almost two years now since we've seen them last."
Mom sighed. "I know. And just when things start getting interesting and exciting around here, we end up with guests in the house. And you know damn good and well, your sister and I don't get along very well, though admittedly...I am looking forward to seeing my niece again. I really have missed seeing her these past couple of years. Only wish Diane had allowed Bethany to come out and visit us last year by herself the way she wanted to. But then of course your sister...if she couldn't get away too, she wasn't about to let Bethany come all by herself either."
Dad reluctantly had started dressing again, just as we all did. "You know damn good and well that was more George's fault than it was my sister's. He always has been a strict disciplinarian. He's never agreed with the way you and I raised Jim, always thinking and saying we were too liberal, too easy going on him. Just as he's always been with Bethany, hardly ever letting her out of his sight, let alone letting her even date. Hell Carol, she's Twenty now...only a few months away from turning twenty one, and I'm willing to bet...she's still a fucking virgin!"
"She may well be...but that's her choice, not her fathers, regardless of what he says," mom replied back. "Though admittedly...now that she's finally left him, perhaps some of that will change. I've always found it interesting that you and your sister could be so polar opposites from one another in your beliefs and the way you acted. Even though you once told me...you and your sister were just as close growing up together, as Kathy and I were."
I noticed a curious look come into dad's eyes upon hearing her say that, though dad thought better of continuing on the conversation here. "That was a long time ago honey...Diane's been through a lot, made some personal decisions for herself, though marrying George wasn't a very good one as far as I'm concerned. The others...well, things change, people change...life goes on, even amongst family."
And with that, dad left the room, leaving me to sit there and wonder.
I wondered too about my cousin Bethany...though she hated being called that. Something I knew and remembered. Which is why I only called her Beth, something my now Ex-Uncle George hated my doing and constantly reminded me of that. Whenever we were alone together at least, I continued calling her Beth. Something she was always appreciative of, and once...even showing me just how much she had been. Much to my surprise.
**
As mom and my Aunt went about preparing breakfast for everyone, dad had wheeled me outside to the patio table where he as usual was content to sip his coffee and read the paper. Enjoying the peace and quiet of simply being outside again, I closed my eyes...not in sleep, but in thought. I smiled inwardly, remembering times past, that last trip out to see them when Beth had graduated from high school back then, and what had happened afterwards. Something to this day, I still had many fond memories thinking back on, even more so now...knowing that they...that she, would soon be here again.
I'd always been affectionately close to my cousin to begin with, though that was due to having a bit of a crush on her in the first place. Something I honestly had never acted on of course, I mean after all...she was my cousin. And Beth in fact, aside from her teasing me on occasion, had never once hinted at, or suggested anything even remotely sexual in nature...again, aside from a bit of teasing here and there, a dirty joke or two...or sex secrets we sometimes shared. So maybe in a way perhaps...that could be construed as semi-sexual in nature between us. But the fact was...even if either one of us entertained thoughts about that, we never once ever acted on them.
Until that last night just before we came home, which was the last time I'd seen her.
Up until that very evening, the entire weeks stay had actually been a fairly pleasant one. Uncle George was his usual self, but not overly obnoxious the way I most often found him to be. Until Beth had asked to be allowed to stay out late for the senior graduation party, something he refused to let her do. Curfew was still eleven o'clock, come hell or high water, as long as she was living there, according to my uncle anyway. And just because she had graduated, and was of legal age even...so long as she lived under his roof...she was to live by his rules. Period!
It was the first time mom had ever directly tried to but in...which naturally ended in words being said that had ended the night...our last night, with more than a little friction hanging over everyone. Diane had been forced to side with her husband of course, though I felt like she had initially tried to keep from taking any side. George of course, wasn't about to let her do that, insisting she back up his reasoning against my mother. We all ended up retiring to bed far earlier than expected because of it. Beth had stormed off to her own room in a huff, crying, upset...and perfectly content to remain there for the rest of her life as she put it. Or at least until she could get a job and move out on her own. She knew damn well she'd never get any help from her father in doing that, and do would have to save up whatever money she could earn, so that one day...she could.
When we'd come for our visit, I'd been given the old spare bedroom that had been built over the garage to stay in. It was small, but I hadn't minded it in the least. For one...I was away from the main house, felt like I had my own space, and no one ever bothered me out there either. Which was also the best place for Beth and I to find and spend any real time together, which we did often. But even better than that...her bedroom was directly across from mine. Very often late at night, I could see her puttering around inside her bedroom. We both knew that I could easily see her when she did, and she would even on occasion look my way, wave at me...and then soon after close her blinds, turning out the lights. Wishful thinking on my part perhaps, but I'd never once seen her in her underwear even...let alone naked.
And so...here it was, our very last night before leaving bright and early in the morning. Barely even nine o'clock with me wide-fucking awake...horny as usual, and even more so after a week of almost celibate behavior on my part. I looked out my window, and sure enough spotted Beth laying on her bed...fully clothed yes, obviously still upset and stewing in her room. As mad as she had been, I seriously doubted she was even thinking of me as I stood there almost willing her to look over towards me, and at least wave or something. Neither of which she did. But what she did do a short time later, changed things dramatically in ways I would have never imagined.
Beth was, the typical blue-eyed blonde. Cute as hell, nice figure, though I again hadn't seen much of it...not ever. My uncle had never allowed Beth to ever go out wearing anything he considered to be "too revealing". As such, I don't think I'd even seen any cleavage, not even a little bit. And never once had I seen her wearing shorts that didn't come at least half way to her knees. Nor did any of her tee shirts fit her too tightly either, though she did have fairly large breasts, difficult enough in concealing no matter what she wore. I really had felt bad for her. Had mom and dad raised me like that, I'd have left the house a long time ago...even if I had to live on the streets.
Lucky me. A reminder perhaps to be thankful for the things I did have, and the way my own parents had chosen to raise me. Though at the moment, I was learning a lot more about them than I ever thought I would. Hearing the brief rustle of dad's paper I opened my eyes briefly looking towards him, though it was the image of him standing there in the bathroom a short time ago with a massively hard erection that I suddenly saw in my head.
"Change that," I thought to myself closing my eyes again. "Back to Beth...and that last night we spent there."
**
Like always her blinds were partially open allowing me to see directly into her room as she lay there. I then watched as she rolled out of bed standing in front of her mirror. Though it was still early, I imagined that she like everyone else had obviously done, would be going to bed. Expecting her to walk over, perhaps even wave before closing her blinds, she stood there instead fingering the buttons on her blouse. To my surprise, she removed it, tossing it onto a chair next to her. And though all I could see at the moment was her bra-strap from behind, it was up until that very moment the most skin I had ever seen her reveal. I found a lump in my throat, my heart suddenly racing as I prayed desperately that she wouldn't come over and close her blinds.
My hopes were short-lived however as she suddenly did turn walking towards her window as though just then realizing she'd forgotten to close them. Though even doing that now revealed her to me in her bra, breasts covered yes, but the swell of their almost perfect curvature clearly showing as her magnificent breasts nearly spilled out of the top of her bra.
I stepped back though even though that move seemed foolish, my own lights were on, clearly revealing the fact I was standing there in my window looking out at her. Reaching the window she looked out over towards me, reaching for the blinds. I waited, cherishing this brief moment she'd just given me. And then she smiled, and then the blinds opened fully as she stood there reaching behind her back. I found myself holding my breath as her bra came away in her hands. She held it against herself briefly, smiling once more, and then let it drop.
"Holy shit!" I said openly standing there gazing at her, gazing at her bare breasts as she reached up cupping them both, holding them in her hands as though presenting them to me as a gift. Which in a way...she was.
Beth lowered her hands, reaching off to one side where I now realized she began unzipping the almost knee-length shorts she'd been wearing. The moment she had, they dropped down out of sight, but the sight she now presented was one I would never have imagined seeing. She stood in no more than a pair of white cotton panties, a bit conservative, even old fashioned perhaps, but she looked sexier at that moment than anyone I'd ever seen before. Still looking in my direction, I knew damn well she could see me standing there gawking at her, my mouth open even, which I then closed. I felt the hardness in my jeans, the strain of my stiff prick pressing against them begging for release.
Beth still looking, now slipped her hand down the front of her panties, and though I couldn't see the object of my desire, the mere fact she was...touching herself, sent a shiver of pleasured goose bumps up and down my spine. Her head tilted back slightly, one hand coming back up to cup her breast as she began fingering, toying with her hard extended nipple, which at this distance I could easily see. Beth continued to finger herself, the movement of her hand beneath and inside her panties obvious. Once again she glanced over towards me, the almost imperceptible nod of her head in my direction suddenly speaking volumes. I undid my belt, unbuttoning my jeans popping my fly open, letting them likewise fall down around my ankles where I stepped out of them.
I gave no thought to the fact that had anyone come outside for any reason at that time of night, they'd have clearly seen me...and perhaps Beth as well, standing in the windows facing one another...now masturbating, or at least rubbing myself anyway as I hadn't as yet fully revealed my stiff cock. Beth again smiled, even wider this time, her hands now tugging down on the waistband of her panties, slipping them off. I soon did the same, each of us now naked watching one another as she stepped back, sitting down on the end of her bed, laying back. I stood there, watching my cousin as she spread her legs...clearly and obscenely, showing me her pink little split. Once again hands and fingers diving between her legs pleasuring herself for a moment. Half sitting up, she placed two large pillows behind her head, still easily able to see me, and I her. Once again caressing, fondling and molding her tits for me, I stood there, my hand slow stroking my blood-engorged cock, up and down...up and down. I knew damn well she could clearly see me doing that, her hand coming back to her pussy, cupping it. As my hand moved, so did hers, caressing her clit, toying with it, one finger slipping inside what I knew was her hot juicy fuck tunnel. I watched as her hand then came back up to again slide over her clit, patting it for me, and then back down and in again. Over and over she did this...teasing herself, pleasuring herself for me...while I watched, while I stroked my dick for her.
Though it seemed as though we'd been doing this for a lifetime, it had only been a few minutes. Already I could feel what would be an explosion of tremendous proportions boiling deep inside my balls. Likewise across the way, Beth's hand now became a blur as she pummeled herself with her fingers, still looking towards me, urging me on with her eyes to join her in the sweet pleasured bliss we now shared. I stepped even closer towards my open window, literally wishing my cock would grow, extend and somehow travel the distance between us, entering her pussy...fucking her, squirting in her, which I suddenly began doing. I watched her eyes open wide, seeing my release, seeing the torrent of cum that literally leapt from the head of my dick. She watched as I did, as I spurted over and over, cream arching out into the semi-darkness below, landing god knows where on the ground. I saw her own mouth oval in response to that, her eyes suddenly closing, her legs closing as well trapping her own hand as she bucked wildly there on the bed, rocking back and forth.
It was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen.
"Jim? Breakfast is ready honey," I heard mom saying, shaking me from my revelry. And then she looked down, saw the hard firm erection poking up between my legs. "Hmm, looks like something else is ready too," she laughed. "Best you eat though...looks to me like you're going to need the energy."
**
The truth of the matter as, I was famished, as we all were. Sitting outside there on the patio digesting our food afterwards was a nice way to start the day off as well. It was already warm out, promising to be an even warmer one later.
"Well, so who's ready for dessert?" Aunt Kathy asked.
"Dessert? For breakfast?" I asked. She soon answered my question however standing up, dropping her bathrobe, revealing what I already knew earlier. She was still naked beneath it.
"I wouldn't mind having a slice of that pie," dad joked, and then laughed at his own joke as he unzipped his fly, moments later producing his somewhat flaccid, yet mushroom-headed prick. Needless to say, it didn't stay floppy too long.
Nor did mine for that matter. Just seeing Aunt Kathy naked would have done that anyway, but then you add mom in to the equation as well, especially when we all knew now, she had every intention of fucking me...right there in front of dad, while dad enjoyed fucking Aunt Kathy for the very first time.
Sitting in a straight-backed chair wouldn't have been my first choice for doing that, but then again...watching mom as she came over to straddle me in my chair the same way my Aunt now did to dad wasn't anything worth complaining about.
Within minutes, we all began enjoying Aunt Kathy's version of dessert, which in this case at least, burned rather than added a whole bunch of calories.
The odd thing was, even as I felt mom's slick, juicy pussy sliding down my rock-hard cock, I saw Beth's image in my mind. I wondered briefly what it would be like finally seeing and speaking to her again. So much had changed...no doubt, especially after my Aunt Diane and she had left Uncle George. Those thoughts however quickly began to dissipate as mom fed me one of her breasts to suck on while she basically fucked me.
"Here...suck this," she giggled pleasurably, lifting her own firm breast towards my mouth where I greedily accepted it, sucking it fiercely. She laughed as I did that. "Oh yeah...just like you used to do...way back when," she added. "Only now...it feels even better!"
At some point I actually saw the old man stand, though I later wondered if he hadn't done that as a way of showing off. Admittedly, I was impressed when he did, easily lifting Aunt Kathy who had now wrapped her legs around his waist as he continued to pummel her cunt with his cock, now standing only a few feet away, driving in and out of her like a fucking jack-hammer.
"Show off!" Mom stated, though she again laughed. "I'm sure that if Jim didn't have all these casts on...particularly on his leg, he could do that to me as well, even as fat as I am."
"You're NOT fat!" I said meaning it, "So don't even go there mom. I like you just the way you are...soft and curvy."
She smiled, kissing me full on the lips, which was a bit of a surprise. "Thank you," she whispered, her tongue still a lingering tickle on mine as she pulled away. "That's a polite way of saying I'm still fat...but thank you for saying it."
"You're not..."
Mom shoved her other breast in my mouth effectively shutting me up, and then began pressing even harder against me, working her clit against my shaft, grinding one out.
"I do love the feel of you inside me like this," she moaned pleasurably, as beside us, the sound of my Aunt's panting breath reached our ears. Mom turned as I did. "I think she's about to..."
"Come!" Aunt Kathy cried out, suddenly arching her back, holding still as dad now struggled to hold her there, keeping her in place. It was evident by the look in his eyes he was hovering on the edge as well.
"Fuck! I can't hold it!" He strained, though Kathy was quick to unwrap her legs, suddenly dropping down onto the patio there in front of him. The moment she did, a fat thick rope of semen launched from his prick hitting her squarely on the side of the face. She adjusted, though perhaps purposely, catching the second one on the other side, moving once again, pointing dad's dick down between her breasts where she finished stroking him off there against her.
Dad's strength was gone, as he collapsed back sitting back down in his chair. My Aunt turning, her face a sticky mess along with her breasts.
"I always did like cream with my dessert she stated."
"And where's mine?" Mom asked turning back towards me. Having seen that, I was surprised that it looked as erotic as it had...watching my old man's prick spewing out his fuck juice, squirting it all over my sexy Aunt Kathy.
"Right here," I told her, grimacing as she hurriedly flew off my lap, likewise doing to herself what my Aunt had done, though she mostly just opened her mouth as an inviting target. I watched several ropes of cum spear her tonsils, until I was completely drained. Even then she didn't swallow it however, allowing it to roll out of her mouth instead, down her chin where it dripped quite obscenely onto her breasts. She soon looked as messy if not more so than Aunt Kathy did.
"I think you and I need a shower," Kathy stated standing up walking over to take mom's hand.
"And I need my pussy licked," mom responded back as they looked at the two of us, giggling, and then disappeared into the house.




Dad and I just sat looking at one another. "Any other time, I would love to watch that," he told me a bit sheepishly. "But to be perfectly honest Jim, your Aunt just fucked me completely out."
"That's ok dad...I'm sure there will be plenty of opportunity in the very near future for you and I to see that...again," I added grinning at him. He nodded his head.
"Yes...and I'm looking forward to that too," he quipped, pausing for a moment. "Your mom's a damn nice fuck too though isn't she?" He asked me.
An hour earlier I might have been hesitant to respond, but I sure as hell wasn't now...nor would I ever be again either.
"Yeah dad, she was...mom's one hell of a nice fuck, and so's...Aunt Kathy."
"Oh yeah...they both are," dad smiled, and then picked up his paper.
**
To be continued...
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Getting the casts off felt amazing. And though I'd still have to wear a leg and wrist brace on occasion, it was nice being able to take them off in order to shower again, without help. Though the excuse for either mom or my Aunt being with me when I did no longer mattered anyway.
Just before Aunt Kathy left, dad and I at least got to enjoy seeing the two of them together, eventually joining in ourselves. And once again, a flash-back perhaps in doing that, laying between my Aunt's legs, fucking her...mom and dad next to us, watching them fuck. I almost felt like I should be standing outside the door of their room watching through the crack, rather than actually laying there beside them instead. Still...it was curiously hot, and I honestly did learn something by it too. Having been together for as long as they had been now, they knew one another inside and out. It was almost like watching a perfectly choreographed dance. Very little conversation was needed, each one seeming to sense the need, want and desire of the other long before asking it. They just moved into it naturally, gracefully. Though admittedly, I for one missed the rather erotic, dirty chatter that I'd enjoyed with the two of them. Thankfully, Aunt Kathy remained as vocal as she'd always been.
"Slice my cunt baby! That's it! Fuck my naughty wet gash!" She screamed out as her third orgasm of the evening claimed her. All I could do was look over at mom and dad with a shit-eating grin on my face, and do as my Aunt asked.
"Way to go son!" Dad said afterwards as we all lay there collecting our respective breaths. Dad still absentmindedly fondling his now rather limp dick...just as I was. Mom leaning up on her elbows between us, kissing each one...giggling.
"Oh yeah...like father...like son."
**
If I thought my newfound sex-life was about to improve, I was sadly mistaken. With my Aunt Kathy returning home, things here simply reverted right back to normal, almost as though nothing at all had ever happened between us. We didn't even talk about it, dad went back to being dad, doing the same ole, same ole...and mom too did almost the same. Almost.
The only thing that had changed around the house day in a day out, was the sudden lack of modesty they'd once shown around me. Now, though mom didn't exactly parade about naked all the time, seeing her come down stairs wearing nothing more than her robe, with it mostly open, became the norm. And even dad too didn't seem to be too overly concerned when he came down on a Saturday morning to read the paper, wearing nothing more than his boxers. Sometimes his big ole floppy dick would pop out, whereas he'd just tuck it back in as though it was a normal everyday occurrence for it to do that. Like I said...it was becoming one, strange as it was.
I'd really even started to wonder if I'd imagined everything that had happened, and then Aunt Kathy showed up one afternoon for a quick visit. Having just gotten home from work myself, I walked in, hearing what sounded like two cats fighting upstairs. I took them two at a time, reaching the landing, sprinting down the hall stepping into the doorway of my parents bedroom just in time to see the two of them finishing one another off with a couple of very loud vibrators.
"Jesus...I thought someone was dying!" I said standing there in the doorway looking at the two of them.
"I am...or I was," Aunt Kathy laughed. "I've been dying ever since I left here to have you fuck me again," she then quipped. "So...get over here...especially now that you have those damn casts off."
I fucked her, and then mom. First time in weeks, side by side. It was just like it had been, like we'd never stopped, picking up from where we left off. Needless to say Aunt Kathy stayed over for dinner, dad arriving home just as they began serving it up. We ate together, laughed, and then sure enough, soon as we'd straightened everything up, Dad spun Aunt Kathy around right there on the living room couch and fucked her doggy until she started barking like one. Mom meanwhile gave me what was probably the best ever blowjob while I simultaneously sucked cunt for what seemed like the very first time.
And then just like that...mom and dad went back to being Ozzie and Harriet. And I felt like I had reentered the twilight zone or something.
Obviously...there must have been some sort of unspoken rule that I hadn't been let in on or given to understand. If Aunt Kathy showed up, then it was like anything goes...and did. But the moment she left, aside from mom and dad still running around half naked most of the time, it felt like "hands off", so I quit thinking about it...or tried to anyway.
After about a week of that however, and with Aunt Kathy being too busy as of late to come over for a visit, I was climbing the proverbial walls. Luckily, I now had something else to look forward to however with Beth and my Aunt Diane's arrival only a few days away. I'd even scheduled and taken some vacation time from work in order to spend as much time with them as I could. So at least there was that.
It was thinking about her, about that last night we'd sort of...spent together when I found myself standing there in the shower with a massive erection. As it had in fact been a couple of days now since I'd even jerked off, I found the urgent need to do so, and thus began wanking my prick, one hand braced against the wall of the shower, the other furiously stroking my shaft when mom inexplicably came walking into the bathroom. I hadn't locked the door...though with the somewhat (or used to be anyway) lessoning of any inhibitions around the house, I hadn't felt the need to do so. Having heard me in the shower, mom came walking in with a fresh change of towels as that had in fact been her intent to do even before I'd gone in to take one. So lost in my own decadent thoughts at the time, I hadn't even heard her come in. As the shower doors themself were clear rather than opaque or frosted over, it was clearly evident what I was standing there doing as mom popped a towel over the top of the shower enclosure for me.
"You do know I just cleaned that out from top to bottom yesterday," she said scaring the hell out of me as I jumped, turning...cock in hand still though I immediately released it. She wasn't mad...wasn't anything like that in fact. Just mom being mom, though honestly, her standing there looking at me, talking about me "dirtying" up her thoroughly cleaned tub wasn't exactly something most "moms" would stand there and actually discuss. "Can't you at least get out and squirt it into the toilet when you come?" She then asked as though this was again the most normal natural conversation for the two of us to be having. "Either that...or make sure you clean it all up if you're bound and determined to do it in there," she told me. With that, mom turned and left the bathroom. Talk about a mood killer. And then the door opened again, and in she came again, sliding open the glass doors, looking down at my somewhat deflated erection.
"I'm sorry, I really shouldn't have spoiled it for you," she said smiling at me. "Come here, let me make it all better for you. Next thing I know, I'm standing there with my dick in mom's mouth as she sucked me off. After filling her cheeks with two days worth of cum juice, she did swallow most if not all of it this time, smiling at me after she did. "Keep this one between you and I," she said. "I owed you that much at the very least."
I knew then...that there really was some sort of unspoken, unwritten rule about all this that no one had let me in on. And though confusing as hell at times, I had no choice but to accept it, and look forward even more to my Aunt Kathy's infrequent visits.
**
It was Friday night. Dad would be picking up his sister, and my cousin from the airport on his way home from work. Mom had spent the better part of the day cleaning the house once again for about the third time in as many days. She was moody while doing it too. Although I was anxious and looking forward to their visit, I knew that mom and Aunt Diane didn't get along all that well. For some odd-ball reason, they never seemed to get along since the day she and dad had gotten married. Not that they called one another names or anything like that, at least not to one another's faces. But there had been those occasional catty remarks they both made, all the while smiling, grinning at one another, even holding onto one another's arms at times while doing so. Making out like they were the very best of friends. I often looked to see if either one...or both of them were simultaneously digging their fingernails into one another as they did that.
"How come you and Aunt Diane don't get along?"
"What makes you say that?" Mom asked trying to act like that was the dumbest thing she'd ever heard me say.
"Oh I don't know...maybe because I see the way you sometimes roll your eyes whenever she says something that I know she said just to irk you? Or maybe the way you bite your tongue, and then slam a glass down on the kitchen counter when you don't think anyone can see or hear you doing that?"
"Oh...best be more careful in the future about that then shouldn't I?" She said giving up the pretense at least. She then sighed. "You might as well know Jim, ever since your father and I got married, she's never felt like I was ever good enough for him."
"No surprise there. She makes that fairly obvious. But why? Why's she still think that after all these years? She knows damn well that you and dad are happy together. And look at her life...she's not exactly got a lot of room to talk. I mean I'm glad she and Uncle G have parted ways, especially for Beth's sake. But obviously...she didn't have what it takes to keep her own marriage from falling apart."
"Part of it...is that she's jealous," mom openly admitted. "It's because we do have something special together still, that she never did have. Not with George anyway," mom said a bit more softly.
"If not him? Who?" I asked curiously. Mom looked at me, her eyes boring into mine.
"Your father," she said simply.
"Oh," I responded back. And then a whole lot of things suddenly fell into place.
**
With several hours yet to kill before they got here, mom was flitting about like a nervous butterfly. She kept arranging and rearranging things all over the house wherever she walked from room to room.
"You know what you need," I told her as she passed by me for what had to have been the sixth time going from the family room into the kitchen, and back again without any apparent reason for doing so.
"A drink? It's early yet. And besides, I don't plan on getting wasted until after she gets here. Then I can tolerate her a little easier once I've had enough of those to sooth my nerves some," she told me.
"No...not a drink. But a nice hard, very relaxing orgasm."
She actually did laugh at that. "Except for the fact, I'm not in the mood to run upstairs and get myself off with my vibrator," she told me. "Too much work. And like I said...I'm really not in the mood for that, not to mention with you sitting here downstairs knowing I was doing that. This may come as a bit of a surprise to you...but even after everything we've shared recently, I still find myself a little shy with you knowing that. Oh sure...admittedly, once I become aroused, horny...let the beast out so to speak, 'shy me' gets locked away. But the moment I've climaxed, had an orgasm...'shy me' returns, my own personal Jekyll and Hide."
I reached up taking her hand, effectively pulling her down next to me there on the couch. Reluctantly, she allowed herself to follow, though quickly taking her hand back once she had sat down.
"You need to relax," I told her again. "Remember the other day in the shower?" I actually watched her cheeks color up a little as I reminded her of that.
"Yeah so?"
"Well, you did me a BIG favor. Now...let me do you one," I told her.
She hesitated before responding, obviously considering it though only briefly, and then placed her hands on either side of her preparing to stand. "I don't think..."
I pulled her down again, not letting her get up. "Like you said...this one's between us," I tried.
"As tempting an offer as that is...I really don't think..."
"That's just it mom. Don't think. Don't think about it one way or the other. Just relax, let me relax you...think of it as Aunt Diane preparation for the evening ahead. Come on, you're as jumpy as a cat. And you know how much that really does upset dad, seeing the two of you constantly going at one another's throats, even if you both make it look and sound like you're not. Everyone else knows that you are. So...how about just relaxing, not thinking and getting all worked up over their arrival here this evening. I mean who knows mom? Maybe now that she and Uncle G aren't married anymore, she'll lighten up a little."
"I doubt that Jim, if anything she might even be worse because of it." At least mom seemed content to sit there for a moment longer while we talked anyway.
"Yeah? Well here's something else you should think about and try," I told her. "Who knows...maybe you're right, about her, and if you are...if you were to act like this instead of that, you might see an entirely different person emerge out of her because of it."
I then told her my thoughts, explaining it all to her in detail. At first she just sat there looking at me like I'd suddenly turned insane. But slowly...over the next hour she began listening to reason, seeing where I was headed with this, what I thought could, and very possibly would happen should she actually do this.
"I don't know Jim...and besides, your father..."
Once again I surprised her. "Let me be the one to worry about dad this time," I informed her. "Maybe it's time that he and I had a son to father chat."
I could see mom was already starting to loosen up a little, far less antsy and nervous than she had been less than an hour ago. "You know...maybe I will go upstairs and have a little nap," she teased knowingly. "Maybe that might help."
"Nap hell mom...you just need a good old fashioned pussy licking, and I just happen to know the best person here that can give you that. Like I said...I owe you one after the other day. And like you said...this one's between us."
Ten minutes later I was kneeling on the floor between mom's legs, each one draped over my shoulders as I sat there flicking her hard little clit with my tongue. My hands kneading her soft pliant titty-flesh, playing with those amazingly hard nipples of hers, which of course had simultaneously gotten me hard as well.
"God...you do that even better than your father does," mom said shocking me a little.
"How about Aunt Kathy?"
Mom moaned, though she chuckled too. "Maybe as good...but even if you're not quite there yet...with practice, you sure as hell will be," she added sighing pleasurably as I drew her hard little nubbin in sucking, holding it." "OK...maybe you are," she sighed pleasurably again.
Reluctantly I let go of one of her breasts, my hand now traveling down running up inside that super slick passage of hers. Almost immediately I found that soft little spongy spot up inside, rubbing and caressing it with my fingers as I continued to suck-nibble her precious clit.
"Fuck...where'd you learn how to do that?" she asked arching her back, pressing herself even more forcefully against my face.
"Aunt Kathy," I beamed proudly. "She told me. Told me that next time I was munching on my mother...that I should try doing this."
"Remind me to tell her thank you," she sighed once again, slowly face-fucking me now as I continued stroking her sweet spot, rapidly flicking her clit back and forth now with my tongue as I felt her breathing suddenly intensify. "Never mind...I'll thank her personally myself in another way," mom groaned, and then launched herself, climaxing explosively against me as I held on for dear life.
**
I actually found I was as anxious and nervous as mom was, though for an entirely different reason. Seeing Beth again was something I was looking forward to, but let's face it, a lot of time had passed. The fact we had never once spoken about that night, what we'd both done watching one another. Not a single word had been uttered even, including that night. So it was not without a small bit of trepidation that I was curious as to how she'd act, respond around me after their arrival.
A short time later we heard dad's car pulling up into the drive. Mom and I both nervously standing there in the sitting room though no doubt for completely different reasons. Moments later the door opened, Aunt Diane walking in first, Beth following behind, though to be honest, it took me a moment to realize it was even her, she had changed that much!
"Welcome," mom said courteously enough, hugging dad's sister, as she returned the hug though it was far less than the way she hugged me moments later. I was hardly aware of that however, still staring at Beth as she stood there looking back at me, a small smile on her face as she said, "Hello Jim...been a while hasn't it?"
If I didn't know it was Beth, I'd have never recognized her. Gone was her long blonde hair. It was now coal black, cut short along one side, swept over towards the other hanging just below her ears. It had been tipped with bright red coloring, almost looking as though she had flames in her hair the way it had been styled. In addition to that, she now wore dark eye-shadow, though it did make her blue eyes stand out even more than they had before. Her lips likewise painted an almost purplish-black color. Different enough that, but so were the clothes she was wearing. I had never seen her in anything like she was wearing now, an almost too tight black tank-top that hinted at the absence of a bra. Black shorts, a wide leather belt that was studded, along with black knee-high boots completing the ensemble.
"Holy shit!" I said out loud before realizing I had actually spoken my thoughts verbally. Beth laughed, and then stepped over giving me both a hug and a kiss.
"You've changed a little yourself too," she informed me. "Though probably not quite as much as I have," she said whispering in my ear, once again giggling as she actually nipped it with her teeth before stepping back, now giving mom an affectionate hug in greeting as I likewise did with my aunt.
"My, my....Goth is it?" Mom asked looking at her niece, pleasantly surprised, even smiling at her as she gave her an even thorough looking over.
"Personally, I don't know what she calls it," Aunt Diane stated. "But I've given up trying to control her any more. Besides, she really is an adult now, and if she wants to run around looking like something you'd scare up in a graveyard, I guess that's her choice."
"Yes it is...and yes, I am," Beth said looking at me, smiling once again.
"Well, let me show you to your rooms," mom said. "Jim? You'd probably best go help your dad out with the luggage," mom reminded me as I caught a wink from Beth just before turning to head out.
"My room would be downstairs then?" She asked. Mom nodded. "Cool," she said simply and then headed downstairs to check out her room as I headed outside to help dad carry things in.
Dad was of course waiting for me, having piled up what looked like enough luggage for a month's stay.
"Well? Did they get along well enough?" He asked actually a bit worried. "No punches thrown at least?"
"Not physically no," I chortled picking up what I knew to be Beth's luggage. "But I do think that maybe you should sit down and have a talk with mom later," I informed him. "You might be surprised by what she has to say," I added seeing his curious look. He nodded his head at me briefly, and then followed me back inside the house carting his sister's baggage.



I quickly headed downstairs to the guest room where my cousin would be staying. The door was open so I didn't worry about knocking or anything as I entered, juggling several bags at once, which had captured my attention. "So...where do you..." I looked up, swallowing my tongue, dropping one suitcase entirely. Beth stood there next to the dresser, she'd just finished pulling off the tank top she'd been wearing, confirming my earlier suspicions. But what surprised me even more, was she made no effort to cover herself either as she stood there so calmly, her beautiful bare breasts fully exposed.
"On the bed would be fine," she answered. "Thought I'd take a nice hot shower after the flight...I'm all sticky and smelly," she grinned allowing me several moments of appreciative ogling before she finally turned heading into the bathroom. Though even then, she didn't close the door either.
"I'll ah...see you after your shower then," I called into her, just catching a glimpse of her bare ass as she finished removing the rest of her clothing.
"No...don't go. Come in...talk to me while I shower," she said surprising me even more. Hesitant, I entered the bathroom only then hearing her as she turned on the shower adjusting it.
Unlike mom and dad's shower, this one had frosted glass. And though it was easy enough to see my cousin was naked, it was just the vague outline of her body appearing through the glass partition as I came in, taking a seat on the toilet across from her.
"So...how've you been anyway?" I asked dumbly, not quite sure what it was she wanted to talk about or why. Though delighted at the opportunity to look at her even through the frosted glass as I sat there. Quite naturally too however, I became immediately aroused as I did so.
"Good, really good," she replied, suddenly opening the door just a crack so she could actually stick her head out when saying that. As she did, I caught a much better glimpse of her beautiful naked body...or rather her tits again anyway as she did that. She stepped back, washing her hair, though speaking to me again. "And guess what?"
"What?"
"I'm no longer a virgin anymore either."
I sat in silence for a moment trying to digest that, wondering what I should say...if saying anything when answering.
"Well? Aren't you going to ask me?"
"Ask what?" I replied, not at all sure as to what specifically it was she actually wanted me to ask her about it.
"Like...when? How?"
"Ok...when? How? Who?" I added curiously.
That one she laughed at, sticking her head back through the opening of the door again. "Who you wouldn't know even if I told you, and besides...it was only a onetime thing anyway, ancient history. When? About six months ago, believe it or not...up in the canyons on a blanket, that's the how part. And speaking of the how part....how about you?"
"Me?"
"Yeah...you! Don't tell me you're still dating your hand...don't you have a girlfriend? If not several of them by now?"
No way in hell could I tell her who it was I had been fucking lately. "No...not really, not recently anyway," I stated as she once again looked out of the shower towards me skeptically.
"No body?"
"Nope."
She grinned, once again stepping back beneath the falling water. "Well...guess we'll have to do something about that," she stated, though it was hard for me to hear if that's what she really said.
"Sorry...missed that, what did you say again?"
"I said...hand me a towel," which of course didn't sound at all like what I thought she'd said, though I let it go, grabbing her a fresh one off the rack, holding it, prepared to hand it to her as she turned off the shower. I then expected her hand to come out through the partial opening, but what she did then was to slide back the door totally and completely, only then accepting it. "Thank you," she grinned using that one to dry her hair with, a much easier task now as short as it was.
I stood there watching her tits jiggle, amongst other things. Her nipples hard and erect, which after a hot shower told me that maybe they were an aroused erect.
"So...you need a cold shower maybe?" She said finally drying off the rest of her body though her eyes were now focused towards my crotch, which was straining almost painfully against the front of my jeans.
"Yeah, after seeing you...I could use one," I told her.
"Be my guest."
I was tempted, but I also knew I would soon be missed, and I wasn't too keen on letting Aunt Diane catch me down here standing in Beth's bathroom naked in her shower. Beth's obvious openness might have changed considerably, but I doubt my Aunt's had. "I think I'll ah...take one later," I said. "Time for me to get back upstairs before I'm missed."
"Yeah, maybe you'd better...hate for anyone to come down here and catch me sucking your dick or anything," she said teasingly. Though even as I finally forced myself into leaving, I wondered if her taunt wasn't half serious. And then hoped as I climbed the stairs back up into the kitchen area that it actually was.
**
It was nice at least to see mom, dad and my Aunt sitting at the table sharing a coffee together, actually laughing as I emerged, though their jocularity seemed to halt the moment I stepped into the room. Even dad's face seemed a little redder than normal, almost as though they'd been sharing a private joke that I wasn't privy too. Odd...but nice to see the three of them smiling, even though they all looked like cats that had swallowed canaries.
"I miss something?" I asked not letting any of them off the hook.
"Something," mom actually grinned quite broadly. "We were just in the process of letting by-gones be bygones," she told me, and then shocked me even as she leaned over kissing my Aunt, who likewise stunned me, turning to accept the kiss from mom full on the lips. Ok, so it wasn't some erotic, hot naughty kiss, just a quick brief one. But if you knew the way my mother and Aunt had always acted around one another, even seeing that would have been totally uncharacteristic.
"Go get dressed," dad now informed me. "We're going out to dinner this evening, someplace nice for a change," he then added. "So at least wear a pair of newer, clean looking jeans and a decent shirt. After dinner, thought we'd come back here, open up that bottle of wine I've been saving, and spend the evening together, sort of getting reacquainted..."
"Better acquainted..." My Aunt said smiling at me with a look in her eyes I had never seen before, her statement hinting at something more, though she had left it there. Mom did give her a sly look, which I'd seen before. It was one of her patented "Not now" looks, which she tossed my Aunt's way, as she smiled back standing.
"Yes well...I'd best go look in on Beth, make sure what she's wearing is decent enough to go out in, especially these days," she then added. "And besides...we need to have a quick chat here before we do that," she said looking first at dad, and then back at mom. Grinning from ear to ear as she excused herself heading downstairs.
"Someone want to tell me what's really going on?" I asked as soon as she'd left.
"Maybe later," mom said shooing me away. "Now...go get dressed, and like your dad said, something nice and clean at the very least."
**
I came back downstairs a little over an hour later prepared to go out to dinner, which is when I learned that Beth had chosen not to go along with us. At first I honestly thought she was hoping that I'd stay back as well, thus giving us some time alone...and that perhaps she'd done so on purpose, so that we could maybe be together. But...as it turned out, there was a somberness expressed, which came along with that.
"I'm sorry Jim, didn't mean to put a damper on the evening," Aunt Diane said. "But after the three of us talked...discussed things we should have discussed years ago, I thought it was best that I talk about them with Beth too, let her know what was going on. As it turns out, maybe I should have waited in doing so. At the moment...she's not too happy with me, or with any of us for that matter. So that's why she's decided to stay back and not go with us. I think she needs some time to herself to digest and come to understand and accept what I told her."
"Maybe I should talk to her," I offered.
"I'm not sure that would do any good right now honey," mom said. "And besides...you don't really know the entire story yourself yet either."
"Well then...maybe I should. Obviously, I'm now the only one who DOESN'T know what the hell's going on around here."
"He's right," Dad said. "Time for him to hear it too, especially since Beth does. Why don't you two run up and finish getting ready while Jim and I have a father to son chat here."
The moment the two of them had left, dad turned to me. "Well son, obviously as you now well know...this family is full of surprises. Though I'm happy to say, no more in the way of hidden kept secrets however. And hopefully, after this...there won't be any more either. And more importantly, that after you hear what I have to tell you...things will eventually smooth themselves out. But...here it is, for what it's worth. Beth isn't just your cousin, she's also your sister."
You could have knocked me over with a feather. "Beth...she's, you and Aunt Diane?" I was stuttering, still trying to comprehend all this. "All this time...did you know? Suspect?"
"I did yes, but Diane always told me it wasn't...that Beth wasn't, until tonight. And I'm not sure she would have even then had your mother not spoken to her alone, briefly before that. She basically told Diane she knew about her and I, that we'd been close...closer perhaps that we should have been, but that we had been. And that your mom knew Diane still had affections for me in much stronger ways than just being brother and sister. But that's also when she told Diane about her sister, and the three of us having been together, and that she wanted Diane to know, she had no problem with that, as long as I still wanted to. Which of course...I do, always have. But up until things happened with all of us, I didn't think that Diane and I ever would again, nor did she obviously...until tonight anyway."
"So that's what the three of you must have been talking about, mom's being ok with you and Aunt Diane being together again."
"Yes that...and then of course telling us about Beth, finally admitting the truth. George had always wondered, suspected that Beth wasn't really his, which is why he was perhaps so hard on her. A piece of revenge perhaps, though Diane always insisted she was, always denied his ridicules accusations. Though obviously...they were true."
"And obviously...Beth didn't take the news very well then did she?"
"Apparently not, though your Aunt thought she would when she finally heard the truth. I think unfortunately, it wasn't the best time...or the best way she should have told her. It was a lot to take in all at once, so unexpectedly. Going to take her some time to adjust to the fact, you're in a sense, her cousin and brother, or...half brother anyway."
"Going to take me a while to digest that myself," I told him, now understanding why Beth was so upset. I probably would have been more so as well, but now...after having experienced what I had with my own parents, I obviously saw things in an entirely different light than she was at the moment.
"Anyway...we thought you should know. Especially as you also now know, my sister...me and your mom, might well..."
"I got it. No worries. But...what about mom's sister? You going to tell her about all this any time soon?"
"Sooner than you think, she's joining us at the house later for drinks. Your mom's already been on the phone with her as it is, so I'm pretty sure she's already well aware of the situation."
I sat in silence thinking about everything, and then finally announced. "I'm not going either. I promise I won't bug Beth to come out and talk, but I am going to let her know that I'm here in case she wants to."
"We figured as much," dad said standing. "Especially after you found out as well. Might not be such a bad idea, just in case Beth does need someone closer to her to talk about it with...especially you under the circumstances. So hopefully...she will. We should be gone no more than a couple of hours, and then back here for drinks later. So as I said, be expecting Aunt Kathy to be showing up sometime around nine or so, ok?"
"Jesus," I said sitting down again. "Beth's my fucking sister!"
**
I waited until after they had all left, and then went downstairs towards Beth's room. Sure enough, the door was closed. I knocked.
"Go away."
"Beth? It's me...Jim, I'm not going to ask you to let me in, all I want you to know is that I stayed behind too. I learned just as you did tonight...about, well about us. So...like I said, if you do want to talk about it, I'll be upstairs if you decide you want to." I stood there listening for a moment more, but Beth said nothing else, so I went back up stairs.
I'd been sitting there staring at the TV, without watching it when the door opened and in came my Aunt Kathy. I glanced at my watch, it was barely even seven-thirty yet.
"I didn't think you were coming over until later?"
"I know. Thought it might be best if I came over sooner than that, saw how you were doing, how you were taking the unexpected news." She turned looking in the general direction of where Beth obviously was. "How's she taking it?"
"Not very well I don't think," still trying to grasp it myself, though I personally didn't see a whole lot of problems here with it once I'd considered everything. But then again...I was also in a much different place than Beth obviously was under the circumstances.
"No surprise there. Maybe she'll open up to me even more so than you," she said, sitting her purse down on the chair heading in that direction. I knew Beth liked Aunt Kathy almost as much as she liked mom, and being that she was a woman, perhaps she'd be more inclined to at least talk to her. Kathy had a way of doing that with most people. So if anyone had a shot at getting Beth to open up and discuss it, she did.
An hour went by. It was now eight-thirty. Another half an hour or so, and the rest of them would be getting home soon. Though I had long ago turned off the TV, I was still staring at it even then, wondering how things were going...or not going downstairs, when I heard the sound of footsteps coming up. And not just one pair of footsteps...but two!
Kathy entered the room smiling at me and sat down on the couch facing me, though saying nothing. Beth entered in behind her, stood there for a moment and looked at me. "So...you're my brother."
"Yeah...I guess I am. And you're my sister."
She stood looking at me for a moment more, and then smiled...big. She came walking over, sitting down beside me, and kissed me, full on the mouth, even with my Aunt Kathy sitting across the way from us. She then turned towards my Aunt. Thanks Kathy, thanks for pointing out the obvious to me.
"Anytime sweetheart," Aunt Kathy said. "Now...I'm going to go fix us all a drink, something I'm sure we can all use now anyway. Might as well get a head start before the rest of them show up. In the meantime, you two have got a few minutes to chat about it...alone." As soon as she left, Beth turned towards me, once again kissing me.
"Ok, I'm confused here. At first you were upset to discover I was your brother, well...half brother, half cousin? Whatever the hell we are to one another anyway. And now...you're kissing me, like this?"
Beth laughed. "Yeah, well...after Kathy explained things to me, as well as a few others things, I guess you could say, I finally saw the light. And when I realized that if I was going to be mad, or stay upset by it, that it would most likely ruin the rest of my time here. I knew then she was right. Can't change what is...all I can do is accept it, or not. I decided...to accept it. I mean after all, not that big of a step, having the hot's for my cousin...or now my own brother is it?"
"You...you, have the hot's for me?"
"Of course I do...couldn't you tell? Especially after that first night? Or by practically inviting you into the shower? Though obviously...you never took the hint."
All this was of course great and all...but the problem was, there was a hell of a lot more to this story, which Beth didn't know. How would she react when and if she found out? What would she do then? Which is about the time, she surprised me with what she did know. Obviously my Aunt Kathy had filled her in on quite a bit of it already.
"I have to admit Jim, I was a little bit jealous."
"Jealous? Of what?"
"You and Kathy."
I swallowed. Though that was admission enough.
"Yeah...she told me, told me about you...her...your mom."
"Mom?"
"Yeah, your mom. Sure, I was a little surprised at hearing that too admittedly. And then she told me everything, how that all happened, why it happed...what happened. And then she told me something else too. She told me...my mom, still doesn't know about that part...yet. But, that before the night's through...she will. Apparently your mom and dad decided no more secrets, period. So they're going to tell her about it, about all of it...which is why they also invited your Aunt Kathy over, so she would be here when they did. Except..."
"Except?"
Beth chuckled. "Except she's also going to see and realize, that you and I have a thing now too, which is what she's going to see shortly after they arrive home here in just a bit."
"They are?"
"Yes...they are," Aunt Kathy said walking into the room carrying a tray of drinks. She was naked. "In the meantime, bottoms up. Here's to the three of us." She stated. "Now...what's say we get this party started shall we?"
**
I looked at Beth as she now stood quickly stripping out of her own clothes. "I have to admit...I've always been curious about being with another woman," she informed me as she soon after joined Beth, the two of them now standing side-by-side like a pair of erotic bookends. "Just never thought it would be someone like you who would be my first," she said brazenly. "Can't help wondering what mom will think about that," she then added.
"What can she think?" Kathy responded. "Not like she hasn't...or doesn't herself, especially after what you told me about your mother," Kathy answered back.
"What about Aunt Diane?" I now asked.
"Nope...sorry, no details while dressed," she said simply. "You only get to hear the naughty dirty stuff when you're naked...not until then."
I jumped up and began removing my clothes. "Naughty dirty stuff? Where, when...how?"
Beth laughed. "Well, shortly after George and her split up, I came home unexpectedly from work...and well, there she was...she and Mrs. Davenport, the gal next door."
"The redhead?" I asked vaguely remembering her.
"Yeah, the redhead with the store bought tits...that's the one yes. Anyway, that's what I walked in on when I came home early, the two of them lying there in the middle of the living room floor. They were so busy lapping away at one another's cunts, neither of them heard me. I just stood there watching for a while, shocked that mom was obviously so into it...enjoying herself. Which simply confirmed for me, it was something I wanted to try myself one day...when and if the right woman came along. And now...here she is, just like that."
"Yep...here I is alright," Kathy said laughing back, reaching over to cup my sister-cousins breast, which honestly I wished I was now doing myself.
"Anyway, after she discovered me standing there watching the two of them...she didn't make a bit issue out of me changing my hair or clothes after that. Especially as her divorce wasn't as yet finalized. George would have made it a whole lot harder and more difficult on her had he known about all that. So yeah, in a way...I sort of black mailed my own mother just so I could do this...be more of who I wanted to be. And so now...here I am, like this, and in moments now, about to find out what she did, what your mom did...and of course what Kathy did with both of them."



"Both of them? Jesus H! How many more surprises are there anyway?"
"Not too many more," Kathy said. "Though I have a feeling after tonight, there won't be any at all...which isn't exactly a bad thing. At the very least, we'll all have our cards face up on the table won't we?"
She was right about that, but I also wanted to hear the details, all of it. "You do know I'm going to want to hear the rest of that story," I told her. "About you and Aunt Diane."
"Oh I'm sure you will...later no doubt. But right now, what's say the three of us have some fun of our own before the others get here. No doubt seeing us will certainly open the door to those discussions anyway. And the way I see it...might as well get everything out in the open at once, no sense prolonging it, or hiding it...or pretending it's something else other than what it is either."
One thing I had always loved about my Aunt Kathy, she never did take any shortcuts, and always was the first one to cut to the chase.
"Sounds like a plan to me," I said as I sat down to sip my drink. "So...when do I get to watch you two?" I then asked.
"Right now," Kathy said. "Lay down baby..." She said speaking to my sister/cousin. "Auntie Kath's about to eat your pussy!"
To be continued...
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I honestly don't remember the last time I was this horny. Ok...maybe I do. But at this very moment, all memories, all thoughts had fallen by the wayside. Sitting there on the chair, drink in hand (wish I smoked cigars) watching the most erotic, beautiful thing I had ever seen, went way beyond my imaginings.
They teased one another tenderly at first, giving me another unexpected treat as they had tossed several cushions down onto the floor. Moments later, sucking one another's breasts simultaneously in an interesting titty-suck '69'. Beth of course had the slightly smaller, yet far perkier breasts, nice pink pointed tips. But I loved seeing the obvious differences between. Aunt Kathy's certainly larger, fuller...far more pliant as evidenced by the way Beth's hands molded them, gently squeezing them as she sucked one. I felt a lurch in my cock, droplets of precum oozing out almost continuously as I sat there mesmerized by what I was seeing. About the time I thought I was going to pop a load just watching the two of them doing that, Kathy finally pushed away, swinging around between my sister's legs.
"Time for pussy!" she announced almost evilly, eyeing my sister/cousin's openly displayed cunt, devouring it with her eyes before reaching up, spreading her lips apart even wider than they already were. "Ready for this?" she asked.
"More than!" Beth groaned, surprising me a little as she held out her hand beckoning me to come over and join her. "Come here baby," she stated still wiggling her fingers. "Come share this with me while Aunt Kathy licks my hard clit!"
She let out a deep throated, almost animalistic groan as Aunt Kathy's lips encircled her clit, sucking and pulling on it. Beth's hand snaked out, wrapping itself around my erection, holding onto it as though it were a safety bar, gripping it almost painfully. I reached out, my hands finally touching, coming into contact with her breasts, toying and tweaking her nipples as she continued squeezing my dick. Kathy now lapping away at her hard tender nubbin with a rapidity that looked almost frantic.
"Oh fuck that's intense!" Beth moaned once more, still gripping my cock, though she now added stroking it to her vise-like handling of it.
"Careful there baby, you pull it off...and I won't have anything to stick inside you later," I cautioned.
That made her laugh, though Kathy's tongue made her groan again almost immediately. "Fuck, pull on my nipple's baby...stretch em for me while she's doing whatever the fuck it is that she's doing to my cunt!"
I began doing that, though now taking notes...leaning over just enough to watch the magic of my Aunt's tongue as it rolled, twisted, and almost appeared to tie Beth's clit into knots.
"Jesus...you're good at that aren't you?"
Now Kathy laughed, though somehow managing to continue pleasuring Beth's pussy even as she did.
"Practice baby...lots and lots of practice," she once again somehow answered without missing a single lap-tickling beat.
Only moments later we all heard the sound of dads car pulling into the driveway.
"Guess who's home?" I stated unnecessarily.
"Get behind me Jim!" Aunt Kathy exclaimed. "Might as well give them a really good show when they walk in the door," she sighed pleasurably. "Hurry now...stick it in, I'm plenty wet enough as it is."
Beth reluctantly released my prick as I scrambled around back behind her. Her ass angled perfectly as I slid between her legs, aiming the point of my prick at her succulent wet opening, and then speared her. I heard the breath expel from her lungs momentarily as I did that, hilting myself fully into her balls deep just as the front door opened.
"Holy shit!" Dad exclaimed stepping into the door, as mom and Aunt Diane quickly swam around where he stood, stunned...though obviously amused looking on. "Looks like they worked out whatever problems they had doesn't it?"
"Beth?" Aunt Diane then asked, obviously surprised at what she was seeing.
"Might as well make yourselves comfortable," Beth managed through ragged breaths. "We're gonna be here a while," she added. "And besides...I'm sort of now curious to see you and Aunt Carol going at it," she intimated. A thought that suddenly filled my head.
"Yeah mom! Me too!" I quipped lustfully. The thought that I might soon see my other Aunt likewise naked, licking my mother's cunt almost causing me to jettison my load right then and there.
"Hey! And what about me?" Dad then said joining in, to which Kathy replied.
"Appears to me...the three of you can easily do something similar to what we are. Plenty of time to begin there...see where we end up," she suggested. "Though frankly...the way Jim's currently fucking my cunt, I'm going to end up having one hellashish orgasm here any moment now!"
I turned watching, still slamming in and out of my Aunt's cunt as Aunt Diane, mom, and soon dad, began to hurriedly remove their clothes. I knew then, we were in for one wild fucking night together, and I could only grin inwardly, realizing as it began, that I would hopefully soon be fucking my new sister on top of all that.
**
"So Jeff, how...and where would you like us?" Mom asked.
Dad stood with a smile on his face, looking over watching the three of us still going at it. "I sort of like what I'm seeing," he continued to grin. "How about you down on the couch, Diane between your legs, bending over the arm while I take her from behind?"
By the looks on their faces, I could see they were excited to do just that as mom placed herself down on the couch, Aunt Diane shoving a couple of additional pillows beneath her, setting the angle as she in turn bent over the arm, dad stepping in behind her.
"God...it's been a while, never thought..."
She barely had time to finish the sentence as dad drove his massive hard cock into his sister's pussy.
"I'd feel that fucker again..." she managed to breath as dad rammed himself home, holding for a moment before pulling out again.
"Ditto that!" Dad added happily. "Been a long time since I've fucked your sweet cunt sis," dad groaned slamming into her once more as she in turn bent over looking directly at mom's pussy.
"And who'd have thought I'd ever actually be going down on you Carol?" She laughed appreciatively.
"Oh I did!" Kathy responded looking up and over at the three of them. "Figured one day that would happen, knowing you two...even though neither one of you back then were willing to put your differences aside. But having been with the both of you...I knew you were a lot more alike than either one of you were willing to admit."
"Which reminds me, I STILL want to hear that story," I said grinning from ear to ear.
"Shut up and fuck your sister," Kathy said suddenly, laughing however. "Plenty of time for that later. Right now, she's hovering on the edge, as I can tell you are. And I think that the two of you should share your very first mutual orgasm together, how's that sound?"
"Sounds like he'd better get his dick over here and get it in me," Beth said through half clenched teeth. "I'm about ready to bust a gut here!"
I pulled out of my Aunt, my cock throbbing almost painfully. She'd certainly been right about that, I'd been straining enough as it was trying to keep from pouring my load in her. Even then, I now had to wonder and worry about doing the same to Beth's cunt the moment I entered her. After all, this was something I'd been yearning to do for quite some time now. Beth eased my fears almost immediately.
"Baby? Don't worry about shooting off in me right away either," she said as I settled comfortably between her legs. "I'm so fucking close myself, the moment I feel you squirt inside me, I'm gonna go off! And just so you know, don't worry about doing that either, I'm on the pill. So whenever you're there, whenever you want to...just do it babe...just fill me full of your fucking cum!"
Sweeter words were never spoken, the thought of soon plowing into my sister's tight hot cunt was foremost on my mind at the moment as I tickled her clit briefly with the end of my dick, rubbing it back and forth against her.
"Don't fucking do that!" She screamed at me. "I told you...I'm fucking almost there already! You keep doing that you dumb shit, and I'll fucking come before you're ever in me!" She was smiling at least, telling me that her angry sounding words were anything but that.
"You want it? Well babe...here it is!" And with that, I slid home into paradise.
**
It didn't help, though it was hot as hell, that my old man was banging the shit out of his sister next to us there on the couch. Aunt Diane likewise lapping away at mom's cunt like a thirsty cat after a bowl of milk. Kathy, having departed the two of us momentarily, had made herself home again, crawling up to sit on mom's face, so that she too was now devouring her sister.
"Fuck babe!" Dad moaned deeply. "I don't know that I can hold out much longer!"
"Don't then...go ahead and do it honey...where do you want to squirt?" She now asked.
"Fuck...you know where, you know what I like, what I want to see," he grimaced now fighting his own pending release with every bit of strength that he had. Almost immediately, Diane spun away from mom, dropping down slightly to the floor, suddenly capturing dad's dick between her own magnificent breasts, and then working them together, jacking him off with them as she did that. "Oh yeah! Yeah! Here it fucking comes!" He cried out.
As close as we were, even we...Beth and I looked over, watching the erotic spectacle taking place beside us. One...two, three thrusts more, and then suddenly dad's prick gave way, copious thick ribbons of sperm suddenly exploding from the end of his prick, saturating his sister's breasts, covering them in his spunk as he continued to cry out his pent up pleasure.
"Yes baby yes! Cover my tits with your fuck juice honey!" Diane was yelling out as well now, continuing to work her boobs up and down...up and down, watching the torrent of dad's cum cream as he continued spurting off between them.
"Fuck!" I moaned as well, my own eruption beginning, which I knew then no power on earth could have stopped. My balls tighter than they had ever been, like a coiled spring ready to release, I suddenly was. The moment my very first spurt left my dick, Beth likewise cried out, her fingers suddenly digging into my back, marks of which would lay testament to the intensity of her own spasmodic release.
"Oh fuck, oh shit...fuck, shit...fuck, yes...yes...yes!" She screamed out, a plethora of decadent, obscene words now being shouted, spoken and shared by everyone all at once it so seemed. Even mom now thrashing wildly there on the couch as my Aunt Kathy's cunt gave way, pouring her own liquid pleasure into mom's mouth, nearly suffocating her in the process. Kathy having taken over for Diane, simultaneously swallowing mom's clit.
I soon after collapsed, rolling off to one side, though gathering my sister in my arms as I did, holding her as she continued to shake, quiver and throb internally for what seemed like an eternity.
**
It almost felt like I was in a dream, laying there on the floor naked next to my sister, cradling her head in my arms, my hand soothingly caressing her bountiful breast. Next to us, my mom now had moved off the couch, kneeling next to Diane, she and Aunt Kathy now licking and cleaning her tits up together, chasing pools and rivers of spunk, with their tongues as dad likewise collapsed back into his chair looking on.
"Most gorgeous thing I've ever seen," he sighed contentedly. "Though I have to admit, never thought I'd see the day when Carol...and Kathy for that matter, would be cleaning spunk off my own sister's tits."
"Well Jeff, I hate making an issue out of this at the moment, but just as a reminder here...so far, I'm the only one that hasn't fucking cum yet!" She half joked.
To my surprised delight, mom was the first to move, laying her back down onto the thrown cushions and pillows onto the floor. "Allow me," she said hotly, and then slid in between her legs, effectively scissoring her in the process, one leg over the other, pussy to pussy, pressing against her. "Always did want to do this to you," she stated. "But never thought in a million years I'd ever get the chance."
"You did? You've...you've always wanted to fuck me?" Diane asked as mom began doing just that.
"In more ways than one sweetie," she said. "Only now...I can take delight in fucking you the right way."
**
Needless to say, it was a late night by the time Beth and I both stumbled downstairs to her room where we spent our first night ever together. I woke to the sensation of her sitting on me, patiently waiting, fondling my long ago stiffened prick.
"Whaaa?" I spoke groggily, finally beginning to waken, fully aware now of the pleasure I was being given, though my first thought was, I was dreaming.
"About time you woke up," she said looking down at me. "I was growing impatient, but I didn't want to slide down over this until I had your full...undivided attention," she said. And then just as suddenly, did just that, filling herself fully with my cock even before I'd finished rubbing the sleep from my eyes.
We made love again, slowly...passionately unlike the night before, taking time to enjoy the sensations we gave one another, once again climaxing almost simultaneously a short time later.
"Wow...smell that?" Beth asked.
I laughed. "Yeah...smells like fresh hot pussy," I told her reaching down between us, gathering a bit of her essence on my fingers, holding it towards my nose before licking them off.
"Thank you," she chuckled. "But that's not what I meant. I smell coffee."
I had smelled that too of course, but I wasn't as yet in any big hurry to have her uncunt me, even though I could already feel the slight flaccidity of my prick starting to wane inside her.
"Well, shall we go up and see who's up and about already?" I asked. No doubt my Aunt Kathy had stayed over as well. Surprisingly, Beth and I had pooped out long before the four of them had...so much for being young and having more stamina. Though I was pretty sure dad would be paying for that, no doubt sleeping in half the day, which he did.
Entering the kitchen area, we weren't at all surprised to find Aunt Kathy and Diane sitting at the table together sharing a cup of coffee, alerting us to the fact that mom and dad were indeed still asleep.
All I had on was a pair of boxers, though under the circumstances I didn't feel at all hesitant or shy to be dressed like that. Beth herself wearing only a wife-beater tank top as they called them, along with a pair of white bikini briefs. Even looking at her now, only fifteen or twenty minutes after having just fucked her again, I felt the stirrings in my loins as I sat down across from her at the table, Aunt Kathy pouring us an aromatic cup of freshly brewed coffee before sitting down again after refreshing their cups.
And though Aunt Diane was wearing a house coat, it was easy to see just in the way she moved, there was nothing on beneath it. Kathy too was similarly dressed...or rather undressed as it were, though with her I had long ago come to expect that. Though she wore a robe she kept there for whenever she did stay over, it was un-shashed, as it usually was, revealing the fact she was nude beneath that as well. Though I rather enjoyed the periodic flash of her breasts as she animatedly talked, or moved about in the kitchen, not to mention the neatly trimmed little expanse of light brown hair covering her mound. As much as I'd come to enjoy a bare pussy, there was something still exotic, still erotic in seeing that.
"You two need to shower at some point," she then told us. "You still smell like sex, and recently fresh sex too!" She then added chuckling to herself. "And not that I mind...mind you, but it's still early in the day yet for me to be getting on horny-dewish."
"Horny...dewish?" I asked.
"Yeah...you know, pussy dripping? Jesus Jim, I've got enough cum in me now to last a fortnight as it is. My own and your fathers! Christ, ever since all this started happening he's become insatiable! If I didn't know better, I'd swear he'd popped a half dozen Viagra as of late the way he's been going."
Good old dad. Had to admit, I admired him. I mean I'd always known and been aware of the fact that he and mom had a fairly active sex-life, I just didn't know to what extent that really meant. Now I was beginning to.
"Like father like son?" Beth queried?
"No doubt," Dianne said tossing in. "Though that does bring up a question or two I also have," she then added.
"Which is?"
"Well, for one...have you given any serious thought or consideration to all of this yet? I mean...you two just obviously found out about one another, and though much to my surprise...walking in, finding the two of you..."
"You mean, the three of us," Kathy corrected.
"Yes, the three of you...engaged in sex together is one thing. But now...here we all are..."
"And your point is?" Beth asked curiously.
It was obvious Diane was feeling a little uncomfortable, shy even, stammering about looking for the right words to say.
"What she's trying to say here kids...which we were discussing just before you came upstairs is this..."
Diane was blushing, reaching over towards Aunt Kathy as though coaxing her to shut up and not go there. Kathy however as expected, shrugged her off.
"What she's wondering about, is how you Beth...would feel, or take her having sex with Jim at one point. Which I happen to agree with her about, best we soon find out how you feel about that, so that no one else gets their toes stepped on, or feelings hurt."
"To be honest...I really haven't thought about that too much. I mean, last night was pretty wild all the way around, and the way it was going...I'm pretty sure anything and everything could have happened, and no one would have given it another thought. Now however, admittedly I do find myself wondering about it. After being with Jim now...so intimately and so closely, I do sort of have to wrap my mind around the fact, he has been having...and no doubt still will have sex with Aunt Kathy, not to mention his mom. And now of course...you likewise expressing an interest in doing that too. Which is again really no surprise, or unwarranted under the circumstances," she said speaking directly to her mother.
"Same goes for you honey," Kathy reminded her. "Same rules apply you know. Even if your considerations are for furthering your curiosity about having sex with another woman, such as me...Carol, and or perhaps even your own mother...no difference really in doing that with any of us, as Jim having sex with any one of us either. So that's something you...and Jim too, needs to get comfy with before anything else goes any further. Better come to a decision now before it gets even more complicated around here than it already is."
Like I said, Aunt Kathy had a way of cutting to the chase, getting direct to the point. Which she had, and which obviously had furrowed Beth's brow as she sat there considering it.
"You're right of course," she said moments later. "You're absolutely correct. But I think I've already made a decision regarding that, something I can easily live with myself...provided everyone else can." Turning towards me, she said: "I don't know what you and I have together now...especially as it's all still so new, but I know this...I want to continue to explore that with you and see where it ends up. Neither one of us knows where it will...or won't. But I do want to find out."
"Ditto, me too," I told her.
"So that's on one side of the coin. What I believe is this, Jim and I have that aspect of all this to ourselves. We can find time, alone time...just for us to explore all that. On the other hand, I can also see where he and I both might want to continue...to likewise explore, and have fun on the other side of that coin, aside from all that. At least, that's the way I see it," she said shocking the hell out of me, and perhaps even my aunt and her mother in having said that. "So in other words mom...imaging you and Jim getting it on here sometime...soon even perhaps? I don't think I'll be having any problems with that, unless Jim does."



Once again she looked at me.
"Ah...no. I ah...well hell Beth, I'd have to say I totally agree with you, one hundred percent here."
"Ah huh..."
I looked at her. "No...really, I do, I see your point and have to say I don't really see a problem with it...not at all."
"So...in other words, later on this afternoon perhaps, or this evening, after your dad wakes up? You won't have any problems with watching him fuck, or eat me out? Or me sucking his dick dry?"
Talk about short-sightedness. I hadn't really thought about that. I hadn't considered the fact that might indeed be part of the equation. Why was it, I had to ask myself...that I was perfectly ok (hell admittedly excited at the thought of it even) in seeing her munching rugs with any of the three women...including her own mother, (even more so perhaps) and yet...hesitant about how I'd feel about her fucking my old man.
"Like I said Jim...I've already come to a decision about all this, now...you need to do the same before anything else happens. Period!"
"She's right Jim, but you already know that," Kathy said chiming in. "So best you do that...and soon too."
I was surprised when I spoke as soon as I did. "You're right Beth. One hundred percent. I'm sitting here thinking about fucking your mother, and actually looking forward to that, to be perfectly honest about it. And fucking Kathy again...and mom, and of course...you too, as often as possible in fact. Sometimes a fuck is just a fuck...nothing more, nothing less. A pleasurable, fun naughty one perhaps...but it's still just that. And then, as you and I had this morning, it can be a whole lot more too. And I do know this...when you do finally fuck dad, and you will...I also know, it won't be, or feel the same way with him as it was with me this morning."
"No...it won't," she smiled. "So...we're all in agreement then?" She said looking around. "Everyone on the same page with this?"
"Well, speaking for your mother and father, I do know they certainly will be. And as for myself, hell yes. How about you Diane?"
Diane smiled looking at me. "So when do I get to fuck you then?" she asked.
**
I stood there looking down at Diane's cum-splattered cunt. Unfortunately, she wasn't on the pill, and so I'd had to pull out, which I did...shooting off several ribbons of cream all over her pussy much to her delight. It had been Beth's own words causing this to happen as quickly as it had, Diane still laying there on the kitchen table, still trying to catch her breath.
"How about now?" Beth had said.
I had thus stood there fucking my Aunt Diane...Beth's mom, while she and Aunt Kathy stood looking on...well for a few minutes anyway. And then they simply reached over and began masturbating one another while the two of us fucked.
Ok, so it was hot seeing them doing that. Hotter still while I stood there poking her mother's hole, the realization that in the not too distant future now perhaps...I'd be standing there where she was, watching her as she fucked my father.
The thing was, I now realized...I was good with that.
I stepped back, sitting down in my chair, glancing down at my semi-spent prick still dripping with a bit of cum-drool. As I did, Beth stepped over likewise looking at her mom, giggling as she stood there.
"You're a mess," she said simply.
"Yes I know," Diane said starting to sit up.
"No, stay where you are, let me clean you up," Beth told her. Though I'm sure her mother thought her to be doing it another way. Instead, she leaned over, her tongue suddenly snaking out.
"Ba...Beth?"
"Relax mom...and besides, so far...the only two of us who haven't done anything together or to one another...is you and I."
"Ba...but honey, I ah...well, just because...it doesn't mean that...that..."
"I know mom...but I want to," she said pushing her down again, and then licking her, licking the cum-drippings of my recent spending from within the folds of her mother's quite messy looking pussy. Though admittedly, sitting there watching her do that was already waking the dead in me.
"God...that...feels...good!" She stated. "Where ever in the world did you..."
"From me of course," Kathy quipped. "Not half bad for only a couple of lessons either huh?" She giggled further, though now eyeing me as she did that. "And speaking of lessons...isn't it about time I taught you a little more on how to do that as well?" She then said coming over lifting one leg, placing it down on the chair I was sitting in. I sat there staring at my Aunt's glistening cunt. "Ok Jim...listen up. A woman's clit is like a fine, highly tuned instrument. You don't just start strumming it...you need to tune it up first, and this dear boy...is how you go about doing that."
I was in the middle of rehearsal when mom finally entered the kitchen area.
"Damn it! I knew I shouldn't have slept in...what did I miss anyway?" She then asked.
And though mom obviously had missed quite a bit, she soon made up for that in spades.
Taking a bit of a time out and a breather, the girls went about fixing up something for breakfast, though even dad slept through all that, not at all unexpectedly.
"I'll make sure he has a nice dinner," mom laughed after we had cleaned everything up. "Let him rest...I have a feeling he's going to need it," she added.
We soon after sauntered out into the backyard. The sun well up now, though it was only mildly warm...not at all hot, simply put...nice and comfortable. When mom and Kathy began spreading out several large fluffy quilts out on the grass, I knew then I was headed towards a very enjoyable afternoon. Made even more so for me at least, as the girls made it known they were going to start things out between the four of them, though I was welcome...and invited to make rounds, jumping in where-ever I felt like it. Which at the time turned out to be one of the best ideas I'd ever heard.
As mom had done with Diane, scissor fucking her earlier, so did the four of them likewise start out that way. Beth and her mom (which was fucking awesome I might add) and then Mom and Kathy doing that too, laying side-by-side, cunt fucking one another while I ran around like a chicken with its head....well, with its dick hard perhaps. Point being...jumping in, touching, feeling, sometimes being touched as I made my rounds, grabbing tits here...there, tickling clits while they cunt-rubbed, and then later while they sucked and ate one another out, occasionally sticking my dick in a hot wet juicy cunt here and there, until I had actually managed to skewer all four of them over a matter of time.
I pretty much had nothing to do with their respective orgasms this time, which was still fun to watch and see as they all four got one another off. The highlight for me was...seeing them afterwards all four lying side-by-side on the blanket there as I stood over all of them, jerking myself off...as they watched. And then finally, when it was time, dousing them all with a liberal amount of "Jimmy's" soothing lotion cum cream, watching it splatter, spurting, and hitting all four women almost everywhere.
Fuck that was hot.
And then dad joined us...walking out, naked as a jaybird after finally waking up.
"Now it's my turn," he said, and proceeded to take up where I'd just recently left off.
After he'd added his own special brand of sauce to the mixture, we all rushed in to clean up again, and began the task of preparing a feast for dinner that evening.
After which, we'd spend the rest of the night doing, and seeing, and experiencing things, I started to wonder if we hadn't actually been the first ones to even think up.
"Ok, maybe not. But it sure as hell felt like it."
**
Come Monday everyone including myself went about the daily routine of life again. Heading off to work myself, though I was scheduled to get off early that afternoon, I headed out as did my Aunt running home long enough to feed her cat. She had promised to return later, even as exhausted as we'd all been from the night before, there remained a high level of sexual excitement that seemed to permeate the air.
"We may be later in the afternoon getting home," mom stated. "I'm taking Diane and Beth out shopping, and Diane wants to look at a couple of apartments nearby," she then added.
During a lull in the action we'd all been enjoying, one of the topics of conversation discussed was Diane's intent and desire to move here...much to my delight as I wasn't too thrilled with them having to head back at the end of the week. With everything that had happened, and with what we all now knew...my aunt had made the decision to sell her house and move here where she could be closer to all of us.
"I still wish you'd reconsider," dad had said. "There's plenty of room here, and with a little rearranging, and some slight remodeling, we can easily accommodate you and Beth," he'd told his sister, with mom agreeing as they stood there together.
"I don't want to be an imposition," she'd responded back. "We'll think about it, but I'd still like to get some kind of an idea of what's out there we might be able to afford."
They'd left it at that, though dad winked at me, telling me that one way or another, he'd convince my Aunt to move in with us.
I arrived home early that afternoon, dad likewise home as well having finished up early and deciding to take the rest of the day off. Not too surprisingly I found out why when I got home as Aunt Kathy had returned too, the two of them on the couch in the den...naked, when I came in.
My Aunt currently had her brothers cock inside her mouth, sucking it slowly, teasingly when I came walking in.
"Shit you guys...dad....you put me to shame!" I told them both.
"We're just making up for a little lost time," he grinned a little sheepishly. "And you know your Aunt Kathy...she loves sucking a nice hard cock whenever she gets the chance to do that."
"And you just happened to have one when she came over."
Though Aunt Kathy now looked up at me, "And you...I bet, are in the process of getting one."
She was right of course, I was. Though it would have been near impossible not to, looking at her sexy voluptuous body as she sat next to dad, leaning over in order to suck him, her gorgeous tits dangling down so provocatively.
"You might as well sit down next to your dad, so I can do you both," she then stated, sliding off the couch to kneel down on the carpeted floor instead. Once again the situation was a little strange for me, though I hurriedly removed my clothes, moments later naked as well sitting next to my father, each one of us with hard stiff pricks sticking straight up as Kathy proceeded to "two" hand us, alternately taking turns sucking our respective dicks back and forth.
When we were both so fucking hard we could have broken bricks (like we weren't already) Kathy then suggested we try something else.
"You know what I'd like to try," she said grinning with a wicked looking twinkle in her eye.
"Ah oh...watch out, she's feeling nasty again!" Dad commented.
"You know me too well," she laughed. "But you're right...I am feeling nasty. Really nasty, and with two cocks at my service...I can't think of a better way to use...and feel them both except through a DP."
"What's that?" I asked never having heard the term before.
"Double penetration," she said glibly. "Or in other words...one of you in my ass, the other one in my pussy. Though I dare say, there's no way in hell I can accommodate your father there, so how about it sport? You game for a little ass-fucking?"
I'd certainly heard about it, thought about it, but had never done it. "You can do that? Take us both inside you at the exact same time?"
"Oh hell yes, though it's been a few years since I've done that, but with the two of you available now...I'd enjoy trying it again. Like I said...you up for doing that?" She asked.
It took me all of two seconds to consider it. "Sure! Why the hell not?" And then, "So...how do we do this anyway?"
"Well, the best way I think, is for me to climb up into Jeff's lap, once I've straddled him and gotten him deep inside me, you come up from behind and then enter me that way. Let's make sure I'm well lubricated first though before we even go there. Hand me my purse."
The fact she carried a jar of KY with her didn't surprise me for some odd reason. The fact that she seemed well prepared for any contingency was, well...that was my Aunt Kathy. The typical (or perhaps not so typical) girl-scout. Always prepared.
"Here, let me slick up your dick," she told me. "And then you ream my ass a little using some of it." We did that. Soon, she was a juicy Lucy, sounding all slick and slippery as she eased herself down over dad's cock, fully impaling herself, holding still for a moment before inviting me over to join the two of them.
"You sure this is going to work?"
"Without a doubt," she moaned excitedly. "Now, just make sure you aim for the right hole, or you'll be joining your father, and even I'm not sure I could handle both of you at once there."
I indeed took aim, and spent a few moments introducing the tip of my prick to her cute little bum-hole.
"Quit teasing me there damn it!" She laughed. "That tickles! Just fucking stick it in, though not all at once. Just push until the head of your dick slips in...then hold it there for a moment until I say otherwise."
I did that, moments later looking down, watching as her opening slowly began to accommodate the tip of my prick. Fascinated, I watched as she seemed to gobble me up, sliding over me, and then wham...I was inside her.
"Nice!" She moaned as I held still. "OK, a bit more now," she urged, and then urged more again seconds later. "Good! Good! Way fucking good! Now Jim, now! Shove the rest of it in me!"
And just like that, I was deep inside her ass, my cock resting weirdly in a way against dads, though his was deep in the other side. Even so, I could still feel him, especially when he moved a little, throbbing a bit, as he felt me.
"Oh yeah, fuck yeah that's hot!" Kathy groaned deeply starting to move against us. It took a moment to work out the synchronization, but once we had, we began sawing her one way, and then the other simultaneously. Even for me, the sensation was uniquely different, her ass so frigging tight that it gripped my dick like a tight glove, pulling on it with each and every stroke, in...and out.
I guess with the two of us working her like that, it didn't take long for my Aunt to start audibly expressing herself, which usually meant a whole string of obscene, filthy sounding words as she skyrocketed off towards orgasm. Frankly, it turned me on even more, hearing her do that, though I was already pretty turned on as it was...fucking my Aunt's ass while dad pummeled her pussy from below.
"That's it you sweet fuckers!" She cried out. Fuck my ass! Fuck my cunt! Fill me full of that nasty, dirty, creamy, smeary..." she was trying to come up with something else to add to that.
"Spunky," dad tossed in.
"Yeah spunky!" She herself included. "Spunky, juicy, fuck juice!" she finished suddenly yelling crying out her rapture as her cunt literally liquefied, volumes of her own sweet juice suddenly cascading down and out of her like a waterfall as she bathed us both, even my balls getting splashed copiously as she squirted what felt like a gallon of cum.
"Here's mine!" Dad yelled moments later, panting...grunting, thrusting like a wild man beneath her, and then suddenly sitting still as he emptied his balls deep inside his sister.
I wasn't too far behind, hearing and seeing them both, I now thrust once or twice more, felt the head of my dick come apart, or so it felt like anyway, and then filled my Aunt's bowels with my own syrupy mixture.
We soon after collapsed in a heap together, still panting trying to collect our respective breaths when mom, Aunt Diane...and of course Beth came walking in.
**
"Well, that certainly looks...interesting!" Beth was the first to say as the three of them stood there looking on.
"I'll say. Jesus Kath, even I've never tried doing that...but I sure as hell am now!" Mom said jumping in.
"Fine...but you're going to have to wait just a bit for your turn then," dad informed her. "I'm not quite as young as I used to be."
"No worries...you rest up, regain some strength. In the meantime, I've got just the thing that we can use, provided Jim's up to the task himself of course."
It was only a short time later when I was to learn I would soon be fucking both Beth as well as my mom in the ass, while Kathy played the role of the other guy while waiting on dad to man up again. It just so happened that mom had a strap on she'd just recently purchased, and had been dying to try it out. Ironically perhaps, she did, though not quite in the way I think she first thought she'd be using it.
Diane wasn't too keen on trying that herself, though after we'd finished, she did state that perhaps one day, she might actually attempt it. I chuckled when not long after that, I walked in on her a few days later, mom buried in her ass up to the hilt, finally trying out her strap-on herself.
**
As dad had stated earlier, he eventually convinced his sister, my sister to move in with us, which she did. Giving up my room upstairs to Aunt Diane (though she sleeps with mom and dad almost as much as she sleeps alone now). As for me? Well I of course moved in with Beth into her...well, our room now I guess you'd call it. Which works for all of us, all the way around.
Quite naturally Aunt Kathy comes over even more often than she used to. And needless to say, whenever she does, you can damn well bet it usually turns into one hell of an interesting evening.
And yeah...Beth finally fucked dad too, it was interesting to watch, though at the time her mom and mine were busily gobbling my prick together, so it made it a lot easier for me at the time. But, as I said...as Beth said, whenever we're alone, and it's just us...there is something different about it that I experience with her, and not with anyone else.
Oh yeah...and before I forget, I'd come home one afternoon to an empty house, Beth working now too which certainly helps, as does her mom. But point being here...came home Aunt Kathy sitting outside on the patio reading a book, sipping a drink. Naked of course, which I loved coming home to most of the time now with all four of those sexy-assed women. Anyway, I sat down joining her in a drink, started talking about how things were now, how so much had changed since my accident. Lucky me.
And that of course reminded me of something.
"You know Aunt Kath...you never did tell me how it was that you and Aunt Diane ended up together that first time."
She smiled looking over the top of her book at me and winked.
"That's right, I never did...did I?"
-End-
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Chris looked nothing like her sister Robyn, about as opposite in many ways as they could possibly be. I'd been married to Chris now for going on twenty years, though I'd hardly seen or even gotten to know Chris's younger sister very well during all that time. We were almost more strangers than family, which is also the way it was between the two of them. Chris was ten years senior to her sister, and as such, the two of them had never really been very close, even growing up together. When Chris and I got married, Robyn was still a ten year old kid. Cute, but even then a bit of an obnoxious brat, and very obviously jealous of her older sister. One would have thought that with her older sister out of the house and moving away, she'd be delighted to be the spoiled only child. She wasn't. She only seemed to enjoy that when she had it to lord over her older sister in the way their parents spoiled her. Without having Chris around, she lost all the joy out of being able to do that.
The last time I had in fact seen my wife's sister was two years ago now, at her wedding and just a few weeks after her birthday when she'd turned twenty-five, though even then only briefly. I wasn't at all surprised to hear the hushed whispers and talks about how this marriage wouldn't last. Good thing I didn't bet, because it hadn't. Two years later Robyn was getting a divorce. And worse, she was coming here to stay with us for two weeks, "To get away for a while," as Chris had put it. Trying to put the best face on it that she could, though neither one of us were looking forward to her visit. As we both thought and discussed it, it would be no doubt two weeks of crying, bitching, moaning...more crying, complaining how life was so unfair to her, etc...etc...etc.
I planned on spending a lot of time out in the garage doing god knows what just to stay out of the house while she was here.
Admittedly, Robyn was an attractive looking woman, at least she had seemed to be the last time I had seen her, but then again...that was her wedding day after all. Unlike her sister, Robyn was no more than an inch or two over five feet. And though not exactly petite, she had slightly larger breasts and wider hips than my own wife did. But her height gave her the appearance of being almost "top-heavy" as they called it in the boob department. The last time I had seen her she had been wearing her light brown hair short, with blonde streaks running through it. Once again, an exact opposite of my wife. Chris was nearly as tall as I was at just under six feet. She wore her dark brown hair long, usually in a pony tail. And though her breasts weren't quite as big as her sister's were, they were a nice-sized hand or mouth full, no complaints here that's for sure.
And not that Chris wasn't vivacious and outgoing, she was...and she had a bit of a wild-side in her too, though she usually reserved that for the bedroom. Robyn on the other hand always seemed to run around with a chip on her shoulder...or rather her breast perhaps. One of the reasons she'd been given that particular name. She'd been born with a small little strawberry discolored patch of skin on her chest. As a kid, mom and dad had affectionately called her "Their little Robyn red-breast." As a kid, she warmed affectionately to the nick-name. As a teenager on hormones, she resented it, especially whenever she wore something just skimpy enough to hint at her cleavage. It was hard not to be drawn to that small patch of strawberry colored skin peeking out from inside her bra, or bathing suit cups. Though even as an older teen, she learned how to use that to her best advantage whenever she wanted the attention. Which was often.
"Just try and be civil while she's here Jack," Chris had urged me. "She's going through a really rough period of time."
So would we be, but I gave Chris every assurance I'd be on my very best behavior as we cleaned and straightened up the guest room across the hall from our own. At one time, we'd planned on making that into a nursery, but then came the word that because of getting the mumps at the age that I had, I'd become sterile, unable to have children of my own. Chris and I had discussed adoption, but for some reason, never got around to seriously looking into it. Now...even at just forty, we both had great careers and felt it was a little too late for us to be thinking about starting a family of our own. Mom and dad had once again depended on Robyn to do that for them, now...they were disappointed once again too. Another reason why Robyn had felt it necessary to get away for a while, away from mom and dad. Neither one of them were too happy with the way things had turned out, trying to convince Robyn to give Mat another chance. Fat chance that was...she'd already given him another chance, two of them in fact. Finding him cheating on her three times before now. Frankly I wasn't surprised. Though I'd never found Mat to my liking to begin with, I couldn't imagine being married to her myself. Not with her attitude anyway, and from hearing snippets of conversation between Chris and her mom, Robyn had a nasty way of flirting with everyone. Maybe Mat had found that disarming about her, but once again had it been me, it would have driven me nuts. And to this very day, I still swear she had flirted with me at her own wedding, somewhat drunkenly suggesting that I should have arrived a few days earlier before that, giving her a chance for one last fling herself.
Thank God Chris hadn't overheard her say that, or she'd have been looking for another maid of honor on top of tending to a black eye knowing my wife.
No...it wasn't going to be a happy or welcome visit. One in which I certainly wasn't looking forward to at all.
**
I was sitting in the den watching the game on TV when I heard my wife's car pulling up into the driveway. She'd gone to pick up her sister from the airport alone, figuring that would at least give them some time to discuss things on the way back without my being there. Steeling my resolve, I quickly entered the kitchen area knowing they'd soon come in from the backdoor connecting the garage. I pasted a friendly, welcoming smile on my face and stood there waiting for the door to open, which it soon did moments later.
"Hi Jack," Robyn said demurely as she stepped in. It was evident by her swollen eyes, along with my wife's, the two of them had been sharing a cry with one another on the way home. I allowed myself to genuinely smile back at her, welcoming her here as she suddenly took three quick steps and gathered me up into her arms. "Thank you Jack...thank you for letting me...for allowing me, to stay here with you for a while."
That was totally unexpected, her attitude, at least for the moment anyway, was pleasant, and I found myself almost immediately warming and surrendering to it. "You're welcome...anytime," I then added, seeing my wife's eyebrows raise in surprise at the admission, though she smiled at me a second later, giving me her own personal private little "thank you", upon hearing me say that.
"Yes, well..." I said stepping back breaking the warm affectionate hug that had just then began to make me feel a little uncomfortable. "Can I fix you guys something to eat? To drink?"
It was already promising to be another hot somewhat windy day with the Santa Ana winds blowing through the valley.
"A drink would be nice yes," they both announced, "Out by the pool perhaps," Chris suggested then, though I had figured it wouldn't be long before they would be out there. Though I myself had no intention of joining them. Not today anyway. With them both still having blood-shot eyes, I figured they'd still have lots and lots of shoulder crying to do, and the last thing I wanted to do at the moment, was be a part of that.
"Alcoholic? Or non?" I asked.
"Mix us a batch of Long Island Iced teas," Chris informed me with a look that said they indeed still had a lot to talk about. I was more than happy to do just that as they both headed off to change while I began mixing....purposely mind you, a rather strong batch of the drink. If anything, it might help her sister to get a good night's sleep. Though I also had my own ulterior motives. Chris always got exceptionally horny after she'd had a few drinks, provided she didn't have too many of course and pass out instead. Something I reminded her quickly about overdoing when she finally came downstairs once again minutes later. She was wearing my favorite bikini too, looking damn good in it as I immediately reached out, tweaking one of her already hardened little nipples through the thin white material of her bikini top.
"Hey buster...watch it!" She teased spinning away from me. "Mind your manners...or you won't be getting any later," she added with a wink.
"Mind your drinking," I challenged back. "Or neither one of us will be," I admonished her myself. Taking her drink along with her sisters, she soon strolled outside, leaving me to stand there looking at her through the window as she made her way over towards one of the lounge chairs out by the pool. Bending over to place their drinks down on the table, I was lost in the vision of my wife's near perfect ass when Robyn came up from behind me quite unexpectedly.
"You joining us?" She asked pleasantly enough. I had jumped. Knowing now that she had startled me a little, giggling then...looking out the window to see what it was that had so captured my attention. Chris, had already settled down into her lounge chair, but even then it was hard not to notice her beautiful tan body against the stark contrast of the skimpy white bikini she was wearing.
"Maybe later on this evening," I informed her, only then turning, getting my first really good look at my sister-in-law. I nearly bit my tongue off. If I thought Chris's bikini was skimpy and daring, it was nothing in comparison to the little bit of black nothingness she was wearing. Most, if not all of her beautiful full breasts were exposed, save for a thin triangle of material just barely covering her nipples. That, and the thinnest of strips running up between her obviously shaved pubic mound. When she turned heading outside, her twin ass cheeks were even more exposed than her breasts had been. Had it not been for the sliver of material around her waist, and a similar one across her back, I'd have sworn she wasn't wearing anything.
I could only stand there gawking at her as she went outside, though she did appear to turn her head looking back in my direction...smiling at me when she did.
I poured myself another Long Island Iced Tea, and headed back to the den to watch the game.
"She's gonna be trouble!" I told myself. And decided there and then I was going to mention my concerns to Chris. The last thing I wanted or needed, was to spend the next two weeks dodging Robyn's flirtation bullets.
**
Half an hour later I headed back into the kitchen to fix myself another drink. If anyone needed to slow down, it was me. Though I promised myself I'd nurse this one until dinner time. Glancing out the window towards the pool, I nearly tripped over myself. Chris was sitting up in her lawn chair, Robyn sharing it, sitting behind her, though she was rubbing lotion into her sister's bare back. Thing was, not only had Chris removed her top, so had Robyn. And even from the side, sitting the way that they both were, I had a clear bird's eye view of their bare breasts. Robyn's definitely larger, fuller...though Chris's somewhat smaller breasts seemed a bit perkier, giving me a rather sexy smorgasbord of differing titty-flesh to stand there looking at.
What surprised me the most was the fairly large, somewhat darker coloring of Robyn's nipples. Even at this distance I could clearly see the hard little points of her nipples as she moved about. Once or twice, seeing them graze the back of my wife's bare back, almost as though she was doing it on purpose. Without initially realizing it, I suddenly looked down, my hard cock pressed fully and tightly against the front of my beige shorts. Worse...a small but growing wet spot beginning to emerge. I knew then I'd soon have to head upstairs to change. But for now at least, I was content to stand there and allow my voyeuristic tendencies to run rampant. I knew better sure. Wasn't I just moments ago reminding myself to stay the hell away from any of Robyn's flirtatious teasings? And now...here I was teasing myself as I reached down slipping my hand down the front of my shorts, openly fondling myself as I stood there watching the two of them.
Playfully, I watched as Robyn completed the oiling of her sister's back, suddenly reaching around in front, cupping her own sister's breasts momentarily in her hands. Chris of course immediately reacted, though not in the way I first might have thought. She leaned back into her sister, her own hands coming up to close over her sisters, momentarily holding her hands within her own against her breasts. It was but a moment, but she then looked over in my direction, standing as she did, forcing Robyn to release her hold on her. Robyn too turned looking towards the house, that sexy little birthmark angling down towards her nipple, not quite reaching it. I stepped back away from the window, though I'd been cautious enough not to have been standing too close to it in the first place. Mentally my mind raced, trying to remember in the past what I could see from their vantage point. I felt reasonably safe they hadn't seen me, especially as I had stepped back even further into the room seeing my wife suddenly turn long before Robyn had. But now, Chris grabbed their two empty glasses and began heading my way.
"Shit!" I exclaimed yanking my hand out of my pants tempted to turn and run from the room. And I would have with plenty of time to spare had I not at that very moment knocked my glass off the counter top, shattering it on the floor. "Fuck!" I now added realizing my dilemma, already stooping to begin picking up the larger pieces of glass just as Chris entered in through the door. "Don't come in any further!" I called out to her, freezing her in place. "I broke a glass!"
She wasn't barefoot however, and quickly determining it was safe for her to enter further she did so. "I'll get the broom," she informed me. Moments later she joined me, sweeping now, though I made effort to remain stooped over as I was, looking for additional shards of glass. When it became obvious I was more in her way than helpful, I stood. And sure enough, Chris almost immediately spotted the now slightly larger wet spot I'd created on the front of my beige shorts. "Spill too?" she now asked, though she chuckled to herself when saying that.
"I came in for a drink," I said lamely.
"And looked out the window."
"Yes...and looked out the window."
"And saw us."
"And saw you," I mimicked back, still more flustered than rational, repeating her every word as though that was the most sensible thing to be doing as she continued to lead me.
"And liked what you saw."
That one stopped me however. Though Chris didn't give me time to respond, turning to gaze back out the kitchen window herself, forcing me to look as well as she did so.
"She does have nice breasts doesn't she?" I felt it prudent not to answer that.
"So do you," I said instead seeing the smile on her face broaden upon hearing that.
Robyn was again laying back in her lawn chair, completely oblivious to the situation inside. I however wasn't oblivious to the fact that my wife was standing there next to me bare breasted, nor that she had obviously seen my wet spot and knew immediately what I'd been doing, or at the very least, what my cock had been obviously doing. Leaking.
"Wish mine were as large as hers are," she added turning back to face me, a smile on her face as she reached down, cupping her breasts holding them together.
"They're big enough," I responded tearing my eyes away from the window. Tempted to reach out and fondle her offering.
"She is a tease isn't she? Even around me," she added knowingly.
"Yeah, that was ah...a bit interesting to say the least," I openly admitted. "Surprised she did that."
"I'm not," Chris told me. "Even as a kid before she came into her own, she was always jealous of my having breasts, and was constantly walking in on me when I dressed. She'd always take that opportunity to ask me personal intimate questions about myself, wondering when she'd finally grow some...things like that. When she finally did, years later, she even made it a point to show them to me whenever she could, as though flaunting the fact hers were now even bigger than my own. Thank god she grew out of the jealousy thing, though by then of course, it was a pride thing for her for some damn reason. Now at least...she seems to have gotten past that as well. She even went so far as to tell me out there that she thought my breasts were more beautiful than her own. And I think she actually meant that."
I couldn't believe I was hearing this, though to make matters worse, I was getting hard again too standing there looking out the window at my sister-in-law, along with my own bare-breasted wife standing next to me.
Robyn sat up looking in our direction.
"I'd better get back out there," Chris said refilling their glasses. "I've already been gone too long as it is. She'll be wondering," she giggled. "No doubt wondering if we're not standing here even now...fucking in the kitchen."
The look in my wife's eyes told me she was actually considering that. Like I said, when Chris had a few drinks, she got pretty horny, and it was evident she was now. Her own nipples had crinkled up into an amazing hardness. She always had had pretty thick protruding nipple-points whenever she became aroused, her areolas, though smaller and not nearly as dark in color as her sisters were, were nevertheless just as alluring. And especially now as she actually reached up and tweaked them with her own fingers. She laughed looking down at the bulge in my shorts. She turned heading back through the door, drinks in hand, opening it with her back as she turned briefly towards me before stepping outside once again. "And don't you dare do anything with that," she grinned. "Save it for later." And with that she was gone, once again walking out towards her sister who now spun around in her chair, reaching up accepting the drink Chris offered her. I saw her look past Chris towards the house, curiously. Though I had remained back well within the room still watching. Chris took her own seat, facing her sister, breasts now pointing towards one another, my wife's nipples still clearly and obviously erect. Even Robyn noticed that looking directly towards them. For a moment I thought she might actually reach out towards one, though she didn't, tossing her head back in a laugh instead as they shared something.
"Fuck this!" I said unzipping my shorts. No way in hell was I going to pass this moment up, an opportunity like this might never present itself ever again.
It felt wickedly perverse standing there jerking myself off over the sink, staring out the window, though by now both girls were laying down again. Even so, the sight of their heavenly breasts pointing skyward was enough to get me off. I shot my spunk into the sink, feeling even more wicked as I did so, though once the lusty edge had given way, I felt sheepish again. I quickly washed away my pleasure, ensuring there remained no trace of my wanton act, and then headed back upstairs to change.
I chastised myself on the way upstairs, shaking my head. Robyn hadn't been here even twenty-four hours yet, and already she'd become a complication for me. It was going to be a long...a very long two weeks if things continued at this rate.
**
Later that evening well after dinner as everyone finally retired for bed, I lay there in our bed waiting for Chris to complete her nightly ritual as she removed the little bit of makeup she wore, brushed her teeth, brushed out her long glorious hair. I smiled inwardly. The wine we'd had with dinner had been just enough to sustain the day long buzz she'd been nurturing. The twinkle in her eye, and her mischievous grin as she got ready for bed, confirmed the fact she was still horny too. Moments later she emerged from the bathroom, though wearing a simple pullover camisole which looked sexy as hell on her, I knew then she wanted what I did. And I made a point out of showing her my own arousal, the sheet fully tented upwards over my hard erect cock.



"Not here," she whispered then surprising me as she headed on tip-toes towards the door. "Robyn might hear us."
"Fuck!" I said to myself thinking it without saying it aloud. "So what?" I thought. "Can't we be quiet...in here?" I did ask.
"Sure, if you really want to, we can," she informed me not yet turning the door-knob. "But I'm in a dirty...horny mood, and don't much feel like keeping it all inside. So...which do you want? In here, all nice and comfy quiet? Or outside back by the pool on a blanket where we can moan and groan as much as we want to?"
I slipped out of bed, as she turned the knob on the door. The two of us silently padding on bare feet down the hallway towards the stairs, and then outside where we crossed towards the pool area. The only lights being those from the pool itself, giving us a rather erotic little atmosphere to enjoy as Chris spread out the large padded comforter she'd brought outside with her.
"Much better," she grinned turning towards me as she lay down on it. "Now baby...come fuck me, and tell me what it was you actually did do and see there in the kitchen after I left."
I should have known. Chris knew me even better than I knew myself. Seconds later I was behind her, fucking her doggy style, her favorite position. And all the while as I did so, I confessed to standing there watching my cum spurting all over the inside of the sink as I stood there staring at...the two of them.
**
I didn't learn until much later, several days later in fact. Though we'd been very careful, and very quiet heading downstairs, Robyn had been unable to go to sleep. She had heard our whisperings easily enough, even though she'd not been able to quite make out what was being said. When she heard the door open from our bedroom, and then the soft quiet, almost secretive padding of our feet as we headed down the stairs and then outside, she had gotten up. Following at a safe unsuspecting distance, she had slipped out the sliding glass doors of the patio area, coming around the side of the yard rather from the back door entry. Unobserved, she had hidden behind the pool house, watching us as we lay there fucking on the blanket. She had eventually confessed all to her sister, unbeknownst to me, and that she had masturbated while watching us. Crying the entire time.
**
Even after our late night romp in the back yard, Chris as usual got up early for her morning run. As we lived only a few short blocks from the beach, she enjoyed running near the ocean, along the sand, listening to the waves as they came crashing in. It was her favorite part of the day, a chance to be alone, think...plan her day and simply collect herself. After all that had happened recently, I expected she'd no doubt be gone a bit longer than usual. So much to consider, think about, and reason out in her head. I likewise did the same, though rather than running as I did so, I usually preferred to putter around the yard, or work on one of my many uncompleted projects out in the garage as I did so.
Still early, I had gone out to do just that, long before it got hotter in the day, before the winds picked up and began blowing that hot southerly wind in again. I knelt picking weeds out of the garden area. Though I left it up to Chris to arrange and thus decorate the gardens themselves, it was my job to see they were weeded and looking pristine in appearance. This was my time as well, early in the morning while it was still cool and pleasant enough to be doing so. Even as I weeded almost automatically, I was lost in thought...thoughts I knew damn well I shouldn't be imagining, entertaining. Especially now. And yet...there I was, doing just that. So absorbed in my thoughts I once again didn't hear Robyn's approach, jumping again now upon hearing the sound of her voice so unexpectedly.
"Coffee?"
"Jesus!" I yelped like a pup, almost falling over causing her to laugh.
"Sorry...didn't mean to scare you."
"You didn't...scare me. Startled me a little yes," I said with a bit of irritation in my tone of voice, not really meaning to. "Thanks," I then added far more politely, accepting the cup of freshly brewed coffee she handed me as she stood there sipping her own.
"You're welcome," she responded, not taking offense at my tone as I'd already softened it with a smile.
"Sleep well?" I asked sipping my own cup.
"Well enough I guess. Different...sleeping in another bed, one you're not used to...and alone."
"I can well imagine," I told her, only then taking a brief glimpse of her as she looked about the yard enjoying the rare fresh breeze of the still cool morning air. Damned if her appearance, even innocent as it was, or was meant to be...didn't get to me still. Though Chris usually slept in a thin pullover satiny, or even silk shift to bed at night, she sometimes wore nothing more than one of my old tee-shirts to bed. Sometimes with, but sometimes without panties, depending on the mood she was in. I liked the without mornings the best, as that usually meant she was in the mood for a quickie before either one of us dressed for work. A rather nice way to start out the day. Thus...it was a silent, though obvious sign to me of what I could expect.
Robyn was wearing a thin white tee shirt, obviously no bra as the cool morning air had already teased and caressed her nipples into hardness, poking and pressing against the material. Once again kneeling down, spotting a weed I had missed in the small patch I was working, a quick glance her way as she stood there next to me revealed even more. At least she was wearing panties, the hem of the shirt not quite long enough to disguise the fact that she was, or might not have. Though I doubted I'd find her doing the latter, especially around me.
"So, what's on the agenda for today?" She asked looking back down towards me, causing me to once again refocus my attention on the weeds and flowers rather than on the simple cute, almost too girlish little rose etched within the upper crotch of her panties.
"We talked about going down to the beach later, maybe taking a picnic with us, spending some time at the ocean, unless of course there's something else you'd rather do later?" I asked.
"No, no...I'd like that," she said bending over to gather up my coffee cup. "Sounds like fun in fact," she added. "More coffee?"
"Yes, please."
I wondered briefly if she'd done that on purpose, or hadn't thought about it, not realizing her exposure to me as she leaned over picking up my cup, basically displaying herself, presenting to me that barely covered, likewise near perfect ass of hers. But even more so, the sudden appearance, the outline of her lips pressing against the material of the sheer panties she was wearing, clearly displaying her protruding lips, her "camel-toe" as was so vulgarly, somewhat jokingly referred to. She turned her head looking back towards me. My eyes tearing themselves away from the sight, though already too late.
"Be right back with it," she said standing up, walking away. I had heard...distinctly heard her emphasize the word "it" when she said that, pausing for only a whispered breath of a moment, but enough that it made me wonder. She had to know I'd been looking at "it". She'd virtually caught me red-handed. And so...had the "it" she'd referenced, emphasized.. been the "it" I'd been thinking about. Once again I shook my head in frustration, scorn and chastisement at myself. Having Robyn around was going to be a lot harder than I thought.
**
Thankfully she didn't stay or hover around me when she returned with my fresh cup of coffee, heading instead back inside the house. Even so, her nipples still protruded provocatively against the front of her almost too thin tee shirt for comfort. My comfort anyway, as I felt my cock stiffen, against my will, already pressing against the front of my now too tight cut off jeans.
"Hurry home baby," I thought. "Daddy's got a hard one for you," I joked with myself, though I was also pretty sure she wouldn't approve of who'd given it to me, even though I'd not wished for that. Didn't make it any easier however, Robyn was...admittedly was, a good looking, sexy, seductive woman. A constant reminder for me to mind my P's and Q's around her.
By now it was already getting hot...too hot. I hurriedly finished off the section I had told myself I would do before putting my gardening tools away, heading back into the house for my morning shower. I hoped while doing so, Chris might return home and thus join me inside there. I was hard as a rock. As I climbed the stairs towards the bedroom, I heard the shower already running.
"Shit! That must be Robyn," I realized. She had beaten me to it, though I shouldn't have been surprised by that. Chris had already told her she could use the shower in our room as opposed to having to go all the way down stairs and use the one in the downstairs area. Even so, I found irritation in having to do that, now share time...scheduling amongst the three of us, though as I said...most of the time, Chris and I simply showered together even if we didn't fool around. Not exactly something I could do with her sister, which meant simply waiting for my turn. With the door to the bathroom closed however, I saw no point in leaving the bedroom, content to sit on the edge of the bed, flipping through channels on our TV while waiting for her to come out.
I glanced over towards the bathroom door. It's not like it was wide open or anything, it wasn't. But it wasn't fully closed either. A small crack, a very small crack alerted me to the fact it wasn't fully shut, and which was also why I could hear the fall of the shower inside a bit more perhaps than I should have been. I sat, feeling impatient, irritated with having to wait on her, deciding to use the advantage of having the door open a crack as an opportunity to yell into her, and ask her if she couldn't hurry things up. I approached the door, seeing movement beyond as I did.
Our shower was unique, custom made. Big enough to easily support four inside comfortably, though that had never been our intention of course. We just liked having the room to shower in, along with two separate shower heads on either side of the wall. In addition, you stepped down into it, two small steps with a safety rail. Something I liked as there was no need for a shower curtain, or sliding glass door to have to clean, not to mention easily used as a jet tub as well whenever we decided to use it for that purpose. At the moment however, even with the door barely cracked the way it was, I could clearly see my sister-in law as she stood with her head back beneath the shower, rinsing her hair. Her full breasts jutting outwards beneath the spray, a thin, very thin strip of pubic hair between her legs, pointing upwards towards her naval almost like a beacon, inviting you to look at it. Which I found myself doing. I swallowed my words, finger tips on the door, a slight, very slight push, opening it a fraction more, if that. But just enough to even more fully see her as I stood there spying on her.
Next to the built in rack holding an array of body soaps, shampoos, conditioners and the like, we had also had installed a hand-held spray for those harder to reach places. I now watched as she reached over turning it on, and then herself by the looks of it. She wasn't simply rinsing off, or washing anything else either for that matter. Not when I saw her hand travel up, cupping one of her breasts, toying with it. Her mouth forming a small "0" as she moaned softly, teasing her extended nipple, holding the shower massage against herself with an obvious pulsating beat.
"Fuck!" I moaned silently to myself once again. Because here I was again...looking at my sister-in law, masturbating. Feeling the erection which hadn't completely dwindled away, suddenly racing back to full and complete hardness again within seconds. The sight of her standing there, so vulnerably revealed. Closer this time in my observance in fact, details of which I now saw even more sharply, the pucker of her nipples, the crinkle of that delicate delightful skin. I allowed my eyes to caress her looking downwards, the water itself highlighting the normally almost invisible hair on her tummy just below her naval where she didn't shave. Wet however, it now lead like a path down towards her cunt, her lips puffy, protruding, swollen as she held and pressed the head of the pulsating shower massage against herself. Occasionally moving it away, teasing instead with a finger or two for a moment. Allowing me when she did that, a brief clearer glimpse at her lips, her opening, which she then spread, teasing and torturing her amazingly large looking clit. This too, far bigger than her sister's, so easily seen over the few feet separating the two of us as I stood behind the door. I watched as she changed hands, now playing with her neglected breast, placing one foot slightly above the other on the ledge running around the tub on one side. Effectively spreading herself even more...comfortably, the shower massage again directed at her cunt, specifically against her clit as she groaned audibly, shaking briefly, now pulling fiercely on her nipple with her fingers as she pulled on it, even twisting it.
"Jesus!" I said, though glad the shower was loud enough to drown out my words, spoken softly as they had been, though I again was reminded in doing that just how precarious my situation was at the moment. Though relatively sure she wouldn't know I was standing there peeking in on her, a focused glance in that direction might reveal any distortions behind the door from the light coming behind me. Something I was very well aware of, and already at the verge of stepping back, leaving the bedroom entirely.
Which is when she came.
She had let go of the hand-held spray, leaving it to bang wildly against the wall as she reached down...slapping, no...spanking her pussy as it were. She was slapping it hard with one hand, the other pulling...fingers pinching the flesh, her lips surrounding her clit, bunching it up, almost as though yanking upwards on a man's foreskin. No other way to describe it, explain it, as she pinched, holding it there, in a way, re-sheathing her clitoris. And though in doing so, she slapped, hit, and then ground her free hand against herself furiously, all the while crying out her pleasures, wave after wave of them...or so it seemed anyway. One long, never-ending string of orgasms that shook her from head to toe. She was still climaxing in fact, when I spun away from the door, the sound, subconsciously perhaps of footsteps just then nearing alerting me to the fact...Chris had come home.
She walked in, saw me thankfully standing looking towards her, and not through the door itself, though I was still too close to it for my own good. "Just came in to use the shower myself," I said trying to once again sound irritated. "Was just about to ask her to hurry up in there when you walked in."
Chris looked down at my crotch. "Ah huh," she smiled accusingly. "I bet you were asking her to hurry up...and cum," she giggled suggestively. "I'm willing to bet she's using the hand held shower massager you put in for me...isn't she?"
"I don't know...I...I ah...wasn't looking for that, at that...at her," I stammered.
"Ah huh," Chris said again stripping off her own clothes now.
"No really...I wasn't, I just came in to shower, realized she was already in there, thought I'd peek through the door, ask her to hurry up in there."
"Peek through is right," Robyn said suddenly coming into the room, thankfully covered up with a towel around her torso. "Thought I saw something a moment ago, blocking the light behind the door...thought it might be Jack, just wasn't sure if he was really brazen enough to sit there and spy on me."
"Spy? Spy? Who said I was spying?" I stammered defending myself, trying to sound shocked, angry even at the suggestion.
"Give it up Jack...you're standing there with a hard on," my wife said, and then burst out laughing, just as her sister did, now looking down and over towards me.
"Oh my...you really do. And...you really were spying on me, weren't you?" She accused without really sounding too upset about it.
"Well, you probably were masturbating in there, weren't you?" Chris now boldly and bluntly asked her sister. "Go on, admit it...you were probably using my shower massage."
"Well of course I was, especially after you told me about how you enjoyed using it, you certainly can't stand there and expect that I wouldn't...after all."
"No...but I can't say that I expected you to put on a show for Jack either," she said a bit more seriously, taking the edge off what a moment ago seemed like a bit of harmless ribbing.
"The door was shut."
"Not all the way...unless Jack," she paused once again looking towards me.
I don't know if Robyn had purposely not closed the door completely shut, or if she'd left it as a temptation for me. There was no real way of knowing. But...under the circumstances, it was at best circumstantial that she'd done that. And under those same circumstances, unfair to judge her by. I had been the one to push open the door a bit wider than it had been. I had been the one to stand there and observe her, even after I'd realized what she was actually doing.
"It wasn't entirely closed...but not open enough to see anything either, until I opened it a bit more," I freely confessed, surprising them both. "It really was my intent to ask your sister to hurry things up in there, I just didn't know at the time I attempted to do that...what things she was currently doing things too," I said trying to lighten the mood a little. "Which honestly honey...is when you came in."
"So you're telling me...you already had that when you came up here?" she asked once again nodding her head in the direction of my now...rapidly deflating member. At least it was doing that.
"He might have," Robyn said coming to my rescue, though that too was quite unexpected in a rather unique sort of way as well. And at first, I wasn't sure if she'd made things better...or worse in having said that. "He had one when I went out to give him a cup of coffee, just before coming upstairs to shower," she informed her sister. "Maybe...he was still thinking about yesterday, this morning...which is why he had one, and still did...even now."
Chris and I exchanged looks with one another. "What did she know," we were both thinking without saying as much, though our mutual looks asked the same question. "Had she heard us...seen us?" I asked myself. "Or did she know about my adventure in the kitchen yesterday? Had she and her sister privately, secretly, discussed any of that?"
I felt a strange sense of relief, though why I didn't know, catching a knowing smirk on Robyn's face as she eased by headed for her bedroom. "Time for me to dress...and get ready for the beach," she announced. "And besides, you two need to shower...maybe even talk a bit before we leave," she snickered quickly dashing from the room as Chris playfully reached out in an attempt to steal the towel away from her.
"Women!" I said once again shaking my head. Just when you thought you had them figured out, you realized, you really didn't.
"Come on you horny old goat," Chris told me shrugging out of the rest of her clothes. "She's right...we both need to shower, and what's more, we really do need to talk too!"
"About what?" I asked nervously.
"About her...about her staying here with us. About you and I. About me and her...about a whole lot of things I haven't told you about yet. And maybe it's time that I do, before you hear anything from anyone else."
Ok...this was starting to get interesting. "Like what?"
"In the shower," she said simply. "I'll tell you a little bedtime story in there, or maybe I should call it a "shower story", she giggled good-naturedly, though it was the same naughty giggle I very often heard her use whenever she was aroused too. Which was a fairly decent sign under the circumstances, as that meant...



I soon followed her inside, my hard stiff cock leading the way.
**
Chris held my dick in the shower, soaping it up...making it slick. "I need to come clean with you about something," she told me.
"Funny," I responded back as she continued to manipulate my cock back and forth, using the soap in her hand while doing so. "Keep doing what you're doing...and I'll come clean all over you," I said gritting my teeth, pleasurably so.
"Funny back," she laughed. "Seriously though...I really do need to tell you something, and now seems as good a time as any, especially while I have your undivided attention."
"My cock you mean," I groaned as she continued to work it, without missing a beat.
"In a manner of speaking, yes. But doing this might help in telling you what I need to," she said somewhat seriously. And had she not been doing such a nice job on my very aroused blood engorged cock, I might have heard the subtle concern in her tone of voice. Fortunately for her however, I had more blood in my cock at the moment, than I did inside my other head, which might have alerted me to that fact.
"Go on..." I said pleasurably, meaning both. "Continue."
"Two, almost three years ago now, when I flew out to be with Robyn just before her wedding?"
"Yeah?"
"Well...I'd arrived just in time for her bachelorette party remember? I mean...after all, I was the one throwing it."
"Yeah, I remember," I said enjoying the feel of her hand on me, though it slowed somewhat as she lost herself in thought. "You going to tell me something happened at the party I maybe shouldn't know about? Don't know about?" I quickly amended.
Already I was imagining some male stripper, and though there had been one, and though I was reasonably sure nothing much had happened, it wouldn't surprise me, nor really upset me either, to find out my wife, along with every other woman there, had done a bit of fondling, and perhaps a bit more in fact. Short of Chris actually fucking him however, it wasn't anything I'd have been upset in hearing. In fact...just the opposite, but she already knew that, because she knew me.
"You know better than that," she informed me. "And besides, I already told you what happened, you already know I fondled the guys dick, same as everyone there, including Robyn, who did a bit more than that, but...that's for her to tell you about, not me. No Jack...what I have to tell you about, happened later, after we all got home."
"Ok, so tell me...what happened after you got home that night that you haven't told me about?"
For a moment, Chris quit stroking my dick, telling me in an instant, that this was sort of serious. Not serious enough that I needed to be necessarily worried about it, obviously...but serious enough that she was nervous about telling me, in fear of my reaction perhaps. And that did worry me just a little. Though she then smiled and went back to stroking my slippery cock, putting me at ease a little.
"Not sure how you're going to take this, but...here it is. I finger-fucked Robyn that night."
To be honest, I'm not sure I heard her right. "Say that again? You did what?"
"I fingered my sister. Finger-fucked her cunt. Thought you should know."
"Jesus! Chris? Isn't that..."
"Incest? That what you're thinking? I don't know...maybe it is, a little anyway, but even if it is, even if that's what you want to call it...that's all I did...all we did."
"We? You mean...she finger-fucked you too?"
"Yeah...she did. We did."
"And why is it I'm only hearing about this now?" I asked, though the sudden realization of where this was going and why...suddenly hit me.
"Because I'm considering doing it for her again, and wanted to ask you about it before I do that, that's why. And because I wanted you to hear the whole story before I did, why I did the first time, and why I'm considering doing it again for her now."
"Yeah, maybe you should start at the beginning and tell me why you did that in the first place, maybe then I'll have a better understanding as to why you'd want to even consider doing that again in the second place."
"Before or after you cum?" She asked.
"Better make it before...at least that way I'll still be a little horny here, and a bit more open-minded to the suggestion. Not so sure how I'd feel about it after the lustiness in my balls went away."
"Good point," she said removing her hand.
"Hey! Didn't tell you to quit stroking it, just don't make me cum yet while you fill me in," I half pleaded with her. At least she laughed at that, soaping up my dick once again.
"Ok, here it is. I think during the party, and especially after she'd you know...fondled..."
"What else?"
Chris gave me an eyebrow, but then nodded her head just a little. "After she had fondled the guy's dick...as we all did," she openly confirmed once again for me, "she did suck it off a little. As did a few of the other women there, though not all of us...and certainly not me."
"Ok, I believe you...so, she sucked him off...a while."
"A little," she corrected.
"Did he cum?"
Chris hesitated, but shook her head again.
"A lot," I re-corrected her.
"Ok, she did a lot...for a little while."
"Whatever...where you going with all this?"
"Point being. After the party we came home, she was having second thoughts..."
"About what she'd done?"
"No...about what she was about to do. As did everyone else for that matter. Hell Jack, you know as well as I did, we were all second guessing her marriage to Mat in the first place. Needless to say, as much as she wouldn't admit to it, it was making her rethink things as well, especially after she caved in so easily in sucking that guy off...some guy she'd never met until that night. Using the excuse of the party as her last fling if you will."
Suddenly another unshared observation came to mind, though I sort of figured that now was not the time to bring that one up with my wife at the moment. "Go on...and then what?"
"She was scared...nervous, had almost decided to back out of the wedding that very night, and probably would have, had it not been for mom and dad pressuring her to go through with it. After all, they'd spent a lot of money on it...on her, the dress, invitations and what not. The list went on and on."
I could see it in my mind, the pressure from my wife's parents would have been enormous to carry through with the wedding, regardless.
Chris quit stroking my cock again, staring me straight in the eyes. "She was scared shitless Jack, scared to death she really was making a big mistake. And as we all now know...including mom and dad, even though they've continued to press her into making it work...she was right, as we all were. They never should have gotten married to begin with."
"Ok, ancient history. We all knew that, including your own sister apparently. But..."
"I'm getting to that," she said cutting me off. "She was upset, horribly so, asked me to stay with her that night, in her room...in her bed, with her. So I did. We talked...we cried, we laughed a little. And then..."
"And then?"
"And then we kissed."
"You kissed? What do you mean you kissed? You two kiss all the time."
"Not like sisters kiss, not that night. We kissed, we tongue-fucked one another, and that led to the other thing. Before I knew it, realized it...I had my hands on my own sister's cunt, and then I was caressing her, trying to sooth her, somehow quiet her crying, her fears, her anxiety, and maybe even my own. But as I fingered her, played with her, she calmed down...relaxed, began to enjoy it. As I was."
"Holy shit Chris...you enjoyed fingering your sister."
"Yes I did, and I enjoyed it when she fingered me in return. I mean, it just happened, we never did it again after that night, nor did we do anything else either. Just that...just finger-fucked one another. But...we did. And it seemed to help, both of us. Robyn went through with the wedding, though obviously as it turned out, it was still a big mistake, but at least she got through it, as we all did. Anyway...I've heard her crying, heard her again last night, long after we'd come back to bed. She's still going through a lot Jack, and probably will be during her stay here. So...I was thinking, just in case, just in case we ended up in a position like that again, in case it happened again, that you should know. I'm not opposed to doing that for her again if it should help her get through this. Strange as it may sound Jack...I do know my own sister, and I know that a little stress relief helps. And not the kind you give yourself either. Obviously, she's been doing that. And maybe that helps a little, but not nearly as much as the love and affection from someone close to her."
"Like you."
"Yeah...like me."
To this day, I'm not sure of what my answer would have been had my wife not been holding onto my cock at the time. Especially if I'd already come before then.
"Ok."
"Ok? You're ok if I do that for her...with her? If...she even wants me to, or allows it."
"Yeah, I'm ok with it. IF, you honestly think it will help with all this, though I'm still not sure why it's necessary for her to finger you too."
"Because Jack...it also helps her to give back affection in an intimate way, as well as in receiving it, that's why. Not to mention the fact, we're about as different as night and day, something you sure as hell well know. And having done that, brought the two of us a lot closer, ever since that day. You know as well as I do, we never really used to speak on the phone at all. After that night...we did, at least once a week, and more after her divorce. So...that's why."
"Ok," I said again.
"You're sure? You're ok with this?"
"No, I'm not sure...but yeah, I'm ok with it. I trust you. I trust your judgment. Always have, always will. If you honestly think this will help your sister get through this, and as long as it doesn't backfire on either one of us...yeah, I'm ok with it. Only one thing I will ask you though."
"Which is?"
"She knows...that I know, and agreed to let you do it."
"That's it?"
"That's it."
"No problem."
"Oh yeah? And whys that?"
"Because I told her yesterday out by the pool that I think you'd agree to go along with it before I did it. Told her I wanted to discuss it with you first before we did anything. She said she wanted to make sure you were indeed ok with it, before we did anything. She really does love you Jack, and doesn't want you to be worried about anything, or think ill of her in anyway. And that's also why I told her she should come up, leave the door open a little bit while she showered and then pleasured herself. But not before she was sure you were peeking in on her."
I stood there staring at my wife. "You're kidding me right?" Chris just smiled. "You set me up? Set this up?"
"Thought it might be a good way to broach the subject with you yes...not every day a husband hears that his wife wants to finger-fuck her own sister."
She had a point there.
"OK, so now what."
"Now I make you cum. And you can even think about the two of us fingering one another while I do that."
Chris was right. I did.
**
It's amazing how things changed after that. Not rapidly mind you...gradually, slowly. But in hindsight, looking back now, it was probably the best thing that could have ever happened.
After my nice slick, soapy hand job there in the shower, where I came in what felt like gallons, so intense my orgasm, standing there, imagining the two of them, my wife and her sister, fingering one another, well yeah...admittedly, it was a turn on, wicked as it really was.
We had soon after dressed, heading off to the beach. Chris didn't wear the same skimpy bikini she felt far more comfortable wearing out by the pool, though the red one she was wearing was still revealing enough. And thankfully as well, Robyn didn't wear her next to nothing black one either, though the one she did wear, was just as revealing as her sister's white one was. Go figure. Still, laying there on our towels situated between the two of them made me grin with pride (and a little knowing lust) as many men walked by periodically, gawking at the three of us, or rather the girls anyway, who seemed to enjoy the attention.
"I'm going down to stand in the surf for a bit," I stated, catching a grateful wink from my wife upon saying that. I sort of figured she wanted a moment to discuss things with her sister, let her know I was now ok with the two of them...comforting one another so to speak.
I'd barely gotten a few yards away when they rolled towards one another in whispered conversation. Standing in waist deep water shortly after that, looking back at the two of them as they looked at me, waved, and then kissed.
"Women!" I said laughing to myself. Wondering as I did, how many other men were getting off on seeing that as much as I was.
**
I walked back up to where the girls were and plopped down on my back lying between them, both laying on their tummies, wearing dark sunglasses so there was no way of knowing if their eyes were open, sleeping or otherwise. I then felt my wife's hand suddenly reach over molding itself around my somewhat flaccid cock through my trunks.
"Chris!" I chortled pleasantly. She laughed.
"No one's looking," she laughed again squeezing me. For the moment at least, we were somewhat alone, the closest people to us having wandered down to the water leaving their towels behind still a reasonable distance away. With the sun starting to wane, many had already picked up and began leaving the beach, though it had been our intent to remain there and watch the sunset together.
I then noticed the wine we'd brought with us for our picnic we'd had earlier was gone, as was the second bottle we'd brought too. "You're drunk," I stated simply.
"That...and horny," she replied squeezing my cock again, feeling it begin to stiffen in her hand. I looked over towards Robyn, but she remained as she was unmoving. I figured her to be sleeping for sure.
"So?"
"So what?" She asked.
"So...did you tell your sister?"
"About what?"
"You know damn well what...that I said, ok." She giggled.
"Oh...that. Of course I did."
"And?"
"And we discussed it."
"And?"
"Well...we sort of came to a decision."
"About what?"
Looking towards my wife, I didn't notice Robyn or was even aware of her until suddenly I felt her hand likewise reaching over, now resting alongside my wife's hand. The two of them now simultaneously cupping my prick together.
"What the fuck?" They both laughed.
"Told you he'd be surprised," Robyn commented squeezing it alone now as Chris removed her hand, leaving her sister's there to fondle and caress me by herself. She reached up holding my chin, rolled over and kissed me.
"We both decided it would be a lot more fun and exciting if you were to be included," she told me. I noticed then she had pulled her bikini top down, exposing one breast though it remained partially hidden between us as she lay there on her side grinning at me.
"You're horny."
"Very, and so's Robyn."
"Very!" She likewise giggled.
"Yeah...me too," I now said reaching over to finger my wife's bare nipple as Robyn continued to manhandle my now very rigid prick through my trunks. "Maybe we should go back," I said nervously as the other couple began heading back towards their beach towels, the sun just then getting ready to make its final descent into the ocean. Even as they did, glancing over towards the three of us, Robyn continued to play with my cock, which was now clearly obvious.
"After it sets," Chris moaned pleasurably as I tweaked her nipple. "And after you've eaten my pussy," she then added letting me know her intention.
"And mine," Robyn tossed in.
"And hers," Chris confirmed.
"Fuck me!"
"Later..." they both said simultaneously.
**
There was barely a moon, so dark now that it was hard to see anything except for outlines and shadows. Much to my surprise, the couple remained behind us sitting on their towels some twenty or thirty yards away.
"I don't think they're leaving," I whispered thinking that there was no way I was going to be doing anything to anyone until they did.
"Maybe they want to watch," Chris chuckled and then removed her top completely, likewise lifting up her legs, slipping off her bikini bottoms a moment later, now totally naked.
"Jesus Chris!" Normally a bit more subdued, though she did have a wild side, I was nevertheless surprised at her boldness out in the open like this.
"Eat me," she said simply. "Come on Jack...you're as excited as I am, admit it."
"What if they..."
"What if they what? Want to come over and join us? Watch? Let them...they might learn something!"
"Yeah, come on Jack...eat my sister, because then you're going to eat me too."
"Maybe, he should eat us simultaneously, side by side," Chris suggested.
"Now that... sounds like a great idea!"
Unlike Chris, Robyn stood. And though it was fairly dark, there was no mistaking, even at this distance that she had completely removed her swim wear before settling back down on the beach towel laying next to her sister as I sat there kneeling in front of them, looking down, and then looking back up and over towards our willing voyeurs. In doing so however, it became obvious to me they were doing something as well, though it was hard to see exactly what. The movements they were making however assured me they were momentarily at least, lost in their own private pleasures.
"Damn!" I finally grinned, and then looked back at my two luscious naked ladies. The moonlight just painting their voluptuous naked forms laying there on the sand. Erotic shadows now displayed, the sculpture of their respective breasts, partially showing in the moonlight, partially hidden in the dark. I'd never seen anything more sensual or more beautiful in all my life. "Eeny, Meenie, Miny...moe, catch a woman by the toe," I had grabbed each of theirs within my hands pulling on them.
Each was giggling, though Chris finally sat up reaching towards me, grabbing me by the head and bringing me towards her as she fell back onto the sand. "Enough with the teasing!" She said loud enough for our nearby friends to hear. "Fucking eat me!" she added hotly. "Now!"
Chris spread her legs obscenely as I finally caved in, diving between them. I could feel my hard stiff cock almost burrowing into the still warm sand beneath me as I did so, lapping away contentedly at her wet sloppy split. Glancing up, I could just make out Robyn's hand as she reached over, softly circling my wife's right nipple with her finger tips, causing her to moan even more than she had been.
"Oh fuck that feels good," she groaned audibly, loud enough I was sure, that even with the sounds of the waves still coming in, she'd been easily heard. Suddenly, the thought of that no longer bothered me, if anything...it aroused me even more. Lifting up slightly to peer over towards our audience, they...now sitting up, looking towards us. Though in that brief look, I noticed, without clearly seeing, each one had their hands in the other's lap, and just like these two were, the woman was obviously naked. I smiled and went back to work, licking and sucking my wife's precious pussy. "Now her," Chris said moments later. "I don't want to cum yet...not until we get home."
I sat up again, sliding over, repositioning myself, taking another glance over Robyn's prone form as she likewise spread her legs, bent at the knee prepared to receive me. I chuckled. "Looks like they're doing what we are," I informed them both. All three of us looking backwards them towards the other couple. Sure enough, she too was on her back, legs likewise spread obscenely, as her lover lay between her legs doing to her what I'd been doing moments ago, and about to soon be doing again. Only this time...to Robyn. To my wife's sister...my sister in law. I couldn't believe I was about to actually do that either, even as I settled myself, leaning forward, and then ran my tongue up Robyn's equally wet slit for the very first time.



"Oh...my...god!" Robyn breathed out deeply, loudly. "It's been so fucking long!"
I proceeded to attack Robyn's cunt with a vengeance, intoxicated perhaps by the increased excitement of actually doing this, especially where we were, and with an audience to boot. As Robyn had done to Chris, Chris now did to her sister, rolling over onto her side, her hands coming up to caress, tease and fondle her sister's slightly larger breasts. I peeked, still licking, sucking and teasing Robyn's clit. Just enough light as it fell on her exposed breasts, her nipples about as hard as they could possibly be, if not even more so than I'd seen them as Chris manipulated each. Watching my wife doing that, while I licked her sister's cunt was sending a flood of excited shivers racing up and down my spine, not to mention my hard stiff cock which I swear, felt as though ready to tear through my swim trunks.
"Ok, ok! Stop, stop!" Robyn near begged a few minutes later. "I don't want to come either yet...and I am already way...too...fucking...close!"
I eased up on her, only slightly disappointed, but more than ready now to pick up and walk home, even with a hard on leading the way. Anxious now to even more further enjoy the delights and eroticism of being with the two of them. In ways I am sure, I hadn't as yet even begun to imagine yet.
"Your turn," Chris said putting that thought on hold.
"What?"
"I said...your turn!" And then grabbed me, pulling me down and over onto my back. As she did that, Robyn likewise sprang into action, grabbing the bottom of my swim trunks, literally yanking them off. When she did, my cock sprang up like a coiled spring.
"Fuck!" Robyn exclaimed.
"What?" Chris asked.
"You said he was pretty good sized, but I had no idea!"
I was glad it was dark, or they'd have both seen me blushing. "I'm not THAT big!" I responded.
"Big enough!" Robyn replied, and then dove down onto my cock, just as Chris did. I lay back, my mind going in circles, stars filling my eyes and head as I felt two tongues, two pairs of lips suddenly joining, gathering me in, and licking my steel-hard shaft together.
"Fucking A!" We then heard quite audibly and clearly behind us. Causing the three of us to burst out laughing together. And then they were, laughing along with us.
"Maybe...we should be heading back," I said reluctant to actually be suggesting it.
"Yeah, maybe we should," the girls agreed as the three of us stood, dressing again picking up our things. We soon strolled by our equally nude friends, stopping briefly as we passed.
"Hope we didn't scare you away," the woman said speaking. "I told Pat he was being too noisy!"
"Yeah...we were enjoying the show," Pat added to that sounding quite disappointed that we'd decided to pick up and take off.
"We were enjoying yours too," I told them both. "But...I'm, we're..." I corrected, "In need of a whole lot more now, and the sand doesn't make that very comfortable in doing," I laughed.
"No...it doesn't," the sexy little blonde agreed, as I only then took my first real notice of her very small, but very sexy looking breasts. Twin little cones of delight with pink perky little nipples, especially when she stood, offering her hand to me and the girls. As did Pat, standing a bit awkwardly moments later. All three of us looking down at him as he did.
I was surprised when I spoke. "Now THAT's what I'd call a BIG cock!" I said brazenly enough, speaking the words I now knew the girls must have been thinking.
I think he was blushing too, though frankly I was now glad to be wearing my trunks again, even though they were still tented considerably.
"Sorry about that," he stated softly. "But admittedly, watching the three of you really was quite exciting."
"Obviously," Chris half whispered almost as though praying still looking down at his magnificent specimen of a prick, once again making everyone laugh, putting us all at ease with one another.
"Hey, if you're ever interested in dropping by and visiting," the blonde said turning. "That's our place, down there around the bend, first one on the beach."
I'd seen it before, it was the most talked about, most beautifully built place down there. And I knew then who he was. "You're...Patrick James!" I exclaimed. A well known, much sought after architect. The company I worked for had a while back tried to get him to contract with us for a project we'd been working on, but he'd been too busy and unavailable at the time. I then told him that.
"Well then...you three really should come over and join us for a drink one evening," he suggested shaking my hand, though once again, it felt odd, doing so...especially with that amazingly large prick of his bobbing up and down so obscenely while I did so. I don't think either Chris or Robyn ever took their eyes off it as we stood there.
"We'll ah...do that," Chris half stammered.
"Please do," the blonde said, finally introducing herself. "And by the way, since my horny husbands too preoccupied to remember to introduce me, I'm Susan," she stated. "Maybe next weekend perhaps? Or even during the week if you're available," she smiled demurely.
"We'll be there," I quickly agreed even before my wife could. If nothing else, my own boss would be delighted to hear that I'd managed to get my own foot in the door, so to speak. Though I'd leave out the part where I had stood there shaking the man's hand, with his blood engorged cock sticking out nearly a foot while I did so, bobbing up and down as we did that.
Saying our goodbyes then, we slowly walked away, heading back towards our own place, and what I now knew was going to be one hell of a delightful evening.
**
I was sitting on the edge of the bed patiently waiting for the girls. They had jumped into the shower, and though I wouldn't have minded joining them myself, they'd made it clear they wanted to save any more fun for the bedroom. I'd turned off all the lights save for a small beside table lamp giving the room a nice soft sensual look and feel to it. We were still nervous, even as excited as we all were. About to embark on something I don't think any of us realized might...or could, and now would happen, we were all still a little apprehensive about it. At least I was.
Chris was the first to emerge from the bathroom. "Robyn's still drying her hair, she'll be out in a minute," she began. "But that will give us a moment to chat."
"About?"
"About this, all of it," she explained. "Obviously we're moving into uncharted waters here."
"You can say that again," I said smiling a little, still feeling the tingles of excitement, though my prick certainly wasn't feeling very nervous at the moment, standing tall between my legs.
"The thing is...I think we need to be in agreement about something," she said somewhat seriously. "Under the circumstances, especially now with what's happened, and with what we're obviously about to do...it probably won't be the last time, at least while Robyn's here staying with us."
I hadn't really considered that, but...under the circumstances, she was probably right. Once we'd started this, it probably wouldn't be.
"So, what is it we should all be agreeing too?"
"Well, for one...none of us does anything behind anyone's back. If for some reason you and my sister should end up alone at some point, and decide to mess around without my being there, I think I should at least be told about it...in detail," she grinned almost wickedly. "Though I think we should make every effort to include one another whenever we can."
"Agreed," I said easily enough. "And...visa versa," I told her. Chris had taken off two weeks of vacation in order to be here with her sister during the day. I didn't have that luxury, going to work the next morning in fact, though I had planned on taking the next two Friday's off for a couple of three day weekends at least. "So same holds true for you two then," I further emphasized. "While I'm having to work while the two of you have plenty opportunity to play during the day...I would hope that I'd at least be informed and told about whatever the two of you end up doing together."
"Agreed," she responded back, and then giggled. "Maybe...we'll even call you at work while we're doing that sometime."
"Oh yeah...I can just see you doing that, leaving me there at the office with a nice big fat erection, and unable to stand up or go anywhere until it went down. Yeah...that'd work."
Just then the door to the bathroom opened and Robyn came walking out...delightfully, and deliciously nude. "Ok sport...your turn, go wash that sand off your body...and cock," she grinned hotly. "And hurry up about it too!"
"Yes mam!" I said ducking past her as she took a swing at me. This no doubt would be the fastest damn shower I'd ever taken.
**
I couldn't have been in the shower more than two minutes when I came out. What I saw caused me to nearly trip over my own two feet. Visions of them fingering one another had dominated my thoughts, now...based on what I was looking at, I'd expanded those fantasies two fold here.
They were on the bed, licking one another simultaneously, locked up in a decadently salacious sixty-nine together.
"Oh...there you are!" My wife said looking up at me as I stood there just inside the doorway. She was lying on her back, Robyn on top with her head still down between my wife's legs licking away. "Ready to join us?"
I was...and I wasn't. This was too good...too horny, too fucking exciting to pass up. "In a minute or two yes...but right now, I think I'd honestly prefer to sit down and just watch the two of you."
"No surprise there," Robyn mumbled into my wife's cunt, not even bothering to look up as she spoke. "And I'm not ready to quit doing this anyway," she added, and then made it perfectly clear she was having a good time as she added some rather wicked slippery sounding noises while fingering my wife's cunt in addition to licking it.
I walked over taking a seat in one of the two armchairs we had there in the room. Perfectly content for the moment to sit there, sip on another glass of wine, slow stroke my cock...and watch the ladies as they pleasured one another. On some few occasions I'd actually sat down and done just that watching a porn movie or two. After this, I didn't think I'd ever enjoy doing that again half as much.
"Any naughty...dirty, juicy requests?" Chris now asked.
"Aside from the one you're already doing you mean? As I pulled upwards on my prick, a nice fat juicy droplet of precum oozing out of the tip causing Chris to comment on it, directing her sister's attention towards me upon doing that.
"I do so love watching it when you jerk off for me," she stated. "But yeah...in addition to this, what else would you enjoy seeing?"
That was easy. From time to time we both watched a few porn movies together, each of us masturbating, watching one another while we did. An excursion outside of the norm, that we both found immensely erotic and satisfying. During one or two such sessions, I had always gotten most aroused when seeing two or more women together. Perhaps that was in and of itself the norm for a lot of men...but even more arousing and exciting to me than seeing two women going down on one another, was watching them actually grinding their cunts together. My favorite position being, what I called a "scissors press."
"You know what I'd like seeing," I said simply, not having to say any more.
"You'd like that would you?" Chris asked briefly before plunging her tongue and mouth back into her sister's wet split.
"You fucking know it!" I answered back, sliding that nice droplet of lubricant around the head of my cock, making it slick, teasing it even more as I sat there pleasuring myself, watching them.
"So, what is it he wants us to do?" Robyn asked lifting her head up. Her face was wet, glistening with my wife's juices. I wanted to run over there and run my tongue over her lips and face licking it up.
"Wants to see us pussy-fuck," Chris told her.
"Pussy fuck?"
"Yeah, roll over...I'll show you."
I removed my hand from around my dick, gripping the glass in my hand now instead. If I hadn't...I'd have squirted in an instant. Just the mere thought of seeing this bringing me too fucking close to the edge. Robyn rolled over, now on her back, her large breasts melting like ice cream having fallen off the cone. I personally found it sexy however for as large as they were, flattening out a bit her nipples remained hard, pointed and so fucking alluring as they poked upwards.
I sat watching as Chris slid in between her sister's legs, one leg under, the other over as she did so. "Ah...now I see what you mean," Robyn responded as she made herself available, and comfortable as Chris finished positioning herself. Laying at opposite ends of the bed now, joined in the middle, I stood...walked over and peered down for a much better, much closer look as the two of them held hands, now grinding against one another.
"This what you wanted to see?" My wife asked hotly, her words lust-filled, slightly slurred as her own pleasure became obvious.
"Oh yes! Hell yes!" I said my eyes glued to the two of them. My wife's totally bare pussy, swollen puffy lips, slick with arousal, meeting...pressing, grinding against her sister's, that narrow little patch of hair once again pointing down like a direction arrow where the two of them met. "Fuck yes!" I then added, hand back on my prick though I'm not sure I even knew at the moment it was.
I stood there watching for a while until I couldn't stand it anymore. "Don't move!" I said crawling up into the bed, joining them. I knelt, leaning forward, and then added the tickle of my tongue to their two pressed cunts, so sloppy and slick together as they continued their slow teasing gyrations, though now allowing, and making room for my dancing tongue. It was an incredibly unique sensation, doing that...licking them both back and forth, tasting their subtle differences, dribbling their own cream back and forth on one another, then watching them 'pussy-fuck' each other again.
"Now I have one for you," Chris asked with an almost glazed look in her eyes. I'd seen her horny...plenty of times, but I don't think I'd ever seen her look quite like this. She almost looked evil, and it was the most erotic expression on her face I had ever seen.
"Name it!" I said easily. She grinned...wickedly.
"Jerk yourself off...and then squirt on us," she told me.
"Oh yeah! Yeah! For fucking sure! I'd love seeing you do that!" Robyn said jumping in. "Jack off that nice hard prick of yours all over our cunts while we pussy fuck!" Robyn moaned deeply growing more and more excited at the thought of seeing that.
"Yeah baby...we want to feel that hot sticky cream of yours splashing against our cunts while we do this," Chris added.
I stood above them looking down, no longer worried or concerned about coming too soon, the joy of doing this for them...with them, already urging my balls into doing just that only seconds away now. Hearing, watching...listening to the slickness of their respective cunts as they slid, pressed, and humped against one another was music to my hears, and soon to become even more so I imagined, upon releasing what I knew would be a torrent of spunk splashing against and between them.
"Oh fuck...fuck, am so fucking close!" I exclaimed moments later, now bent at the knee, still hovering above them, though aiming...pointing my purple swollen cock at the twin split targets below me.
"Spurt it baby! Spurt it...shoot it all over us!" Chris urged.
"Yeah Jack...do it!" Robyn added, "Let's see that hard stiff cock of yours explode!"
I almost toppled over from the sheer force of the pleasure that suddenly leapt from the end of my dick. Watching these amazing spurts leave my cock, ribbon after ribbon of spunk shooting from the tip, splashing almost perfectly between them, bathing them both in copious amounts of cream that began to pool up in between them. It wasn't long before the sounds of the squishy sticky mess was even more easily heard than it had been, now fucking one another, using my own spent semen as additional fun sauce in order to accomplish that with. I stepped back, still throbbing, listening...amazed.
"I'm gonna fucking cum!" Robyn cried out seconds afterwards. "Fuck me sis! Fuck me! Fuck my fucking cunt!"
Chris screamed out her own incredible climax, unintelligible sounds suddenly ripping out of her throat, the slap of flesh suddenly dying out in an instant as they merely held one another, pressing against one another with every ounce of strength that they had. As though in suspended animation, they stayed that way for a very long period of time, neither one of them moving, though holding...still quivering, pressing...throbbing.
"Holy...fucking shit that was good!" Chris finally managed to breathe coming down.
And all Robyn could do...was cry.
**
I damn near called into work. Though had I done that, there'd be no way in hell I'd have been able to take off Friday if I were to do that. Still half in the bag from lack of sleep, we'd finally collapsed, exhausted sometime around three in the morning. We'd finished off in the wildest of ways...at least for me anyway. Chris kneeling down on all fours, doggy-style, her favorite position, but with an amazing twist. Robyn, draped over her, her own cunt accessible as I plowed into one...and then the other, back and forth, over and over, fucking each in turn, sometimes once, twice, a few times. In and out, back and forth, until I started cumming again, shoving it in one...squirting, in the other...squirting, cumming...squirting. I soon after collapsed, exhausted, spent...done. All three of us remaining like that until the fucking alarm went off. All too soon.
I had showered again, coming out a while later, Chris still out cold asleep in our bed...Robyn obviously up, though the smell of coffee alerting me to where she was. I headed down stairs, eager for some caffeine to give me a boost before leaving for work, though I envied being able to stay in bed for a while, for a number of reasons.
"Thank you!" I said taking the cup Robyn offered me, sipping from it, though admiring the view I was now looking at. She was wearing one of my dress shirts, open completely, looking hot as hell in it, naked beneath.
"Wish you could stay," Robyn wondered honestly meaning it.
"Me fucking too!" I wished openly taking another grateful sip of my coffee, though the clock on the wall was telling me it was already time for me to leave or I'd be late.
Robyn closed the distance between us, hugging me, putting her arms up and around my neck having to stand on tippy-toe in order to do so. "Wanted to thank you for last night," she said suddenly kissing me, affectionately not quite passionately.
"You're ah...welcome," I said as she stepped back away slightly, unable to avert my gaze as I looked down towards her breasts, nipples once again already hard peeking out towards me. "I'd best get going...before I can't," I grinned at her already feeling the surge in my cock as it too began to awaken.
"Before you go," she said stepping back in towards me, her hand suddenly reaching down clasping the zipper on my slacks.
"Fuck! I can't Robyn! I'm going to be late as it is," I told her.
"Please? I want to feel you squirt on my tits...feel your cum on me for a while in remembrance of last night."
There was no fucking way I could leave now...not with a hard cock, and those tits just begging me to squirt on them.
"Go for it!" I told her as she hurriedly began jerking my cock, holding it against her tits, teasing her nipples with it as she did that. With no reason to hold back, it didn't take long either...surprisingly, especially after last night, though I highly doubted I'd have a lot of goo to present her with. To my surprise, I still did.



Neither of us saw Chris standing there in the doorway. I had just then zipped myself up, sticky streamers of my spunk still clinging to Robyn's breasts as she turned around facing her sister, as I did.
"And I'd have thought you'd have been empty after last night," she giggled. "Seems having a nice big pair of titties around recharges you far sooner than I would have thought."
"Not just the titties...and like I've told you, I love yours every bit as much. No...just remembering last night can do this," I said patting my crotch again. "Now...I really am going to be late, so I'd best be off."
Chris came over to give me a kiss good-bye. "Have a nice day sweetie," she told me, and then stood next to her sister, her hand already coming up to begin massaging my cream into her sister's breasts. "We certainly will," she added.
"Damn!" I said shaking my head, and then headed off to work.
**
Thankfully I wasn't that late, and once Robert heard how I had actually met Patrick James in person, and had spoken to him, he'd forgotten all about any tardiness on my part.
"Think you can speak to him?" He asked.
"For sure," I smiled smugly. "We're having drinks with him at his place this weekend."
I almost expected Robert to give me the rest of the day off, though he didn't. Though he did take me out and treat me to a nice long lunch. One in which that had my head buzzing far sooner than I'd have preferred. Back at three, I decided to call home...see what the girls were up to.
"Need me to bring anything home?" I asked.
"Only your nice hard cock," Chris told me, telling me something else as she said that. They'd obviously both been aroused all day. I could tell it in her tone of voice.
"Anything...exciting or interesting happen today?" I asked fishing, though there were far too many colleagues about for me to get any more specific than that.
"Maybe...maybe not. Guess you'll have to wait until you get home to find out."
"Tease!" I near whispered over the phone.
"Baby...you aint seen nothing yet!" And with that, she hung up.
Needless to say, I made it home in record time, coming into the kitchen to the smell of what I knew was a delicious pot roast cooking in the oven. Obviously, they were preparing one of my favorite meals. But what I hadn't expected, was to see them as they stood in the kitchen preparing it. Each of them wearing an apron...and nothing else.
Chris handed me a scotch as I came in the door. "Dinner in about an hour," she informed me. "Finish your drink, relax...and then sit back and enjoy yourself for a bit, while we do," she hinted telling me little else. "We have a surprise for you...we went shopping today."
"I'm not sure that's much of a surprise, I fully expected you would," I answered back. Chris stuck her tongue out at me.
"It's what we went shopping for," she informed me. "So behave, or we won't show you the appetizer we've prepared for you before the main course...later," she added. "Now, run along...get comfy, something sexy even like...a robe," she once again hinted letting me know she wanted me ready, willing...and available. "The blue silk one," she then added.
It was a nice robe, but it wasn't meant to be a warm one, almost feeling too sexy on whenever I wore it, so I didn't much. Now however...it seemed like the perfect thing to be slipping into. I finished my drink, passing on another as my head was already buzzing enough as it was from the late liquid lunch I'd had. I then raced upstairs shedding my clothes, donned the silk robe, and was back downstairs within ten minutes. Once again...the girls proved to me they could shock me even when I was half expecting it. Chris was laying down on the kitchen table, legs draped over the edge, Robyn standing between them, wearing what appeared to be some sort of strap on dildo, that looked real as hell.
"Oh my god!" I exclaimed seeing the two of them. I remembered a while back, once again watching a video, seeing that. Chris had expressed an interest, though at the time, neither one of us knew anyone, or had felt comfortable with anyone we did know...who might be willing to do that with her. Now we obviously did.
I stood there watching Robyn fucking her sister for a while longer, and then Chris glanced at the clock on the wall. "As much as I'd like to continue this," she said forcing her sister to step back. "Dinner's almost ready. And this...we must save for later."
As though on cue, the doorbell rang. I glanced down at myself somewhat alarmed, even more so looking at the girls, neither one of which seemed to be in any big panic to dress or cover themselves up. "That would be...our guests," she said.
"Guests? Guests? What guests?" I asked realizing, that like it or not, I was the one now expected to answer the door...dressed, or rather undressed as I was. "Who?"
"Answer the door!" Chris spat pointing towards it just as the doorbell rang again.
"Women!" I said shaking my head walking towards it. "Can't live with them..."
I opened the door, and my jaw just about dropped.
Patrick and Susan stood there in the doorway holding a bottle of wine. "Hope we're not too early!" Susan stated as I stepped back inviting them both in. "Hmmm, smells good in here too," she added as Pat once again took my hand shaking it. At least this time he didn't seem or appear to have an erection when he did. Though I now noticed, both of them wore nothing more than a pair of similar robes to the one I was wearing. Chris and Robyn soon after came walking into the entry room greeting them both. Still naked, much to Pat's delight, and his wife's from what I could see. At least Robyn wasn't wearing the strap on, though as I stood there thinking about it, I wouldn't have been too surprised if she had, nor might the two of them been either.
"I feel...over dressed," Susan stated, and then slipped out of her robe, revealing the fact that she too was naked beneath it.
"Surprise," Chris told me winking at me. "Met Susan while we were out shopping today," she then informed me. "Thought we'd invite them over to dinner tonight...told them what we had been planning for you, thought it sounded like fun, so we decided to include our new friends. Didn't think you'd mind that too much."
"Not at all!" I said grinning from ear to ear. "Not at all!"
**
As the girls had set the dining room table, we did all slip back into our robes at least when we sat down to eat. Patrick's selection of wine was one of the finest we'd ever had, and enjoyed all three bottles he'd brought with him in no time. Once again, my head was swimming already, but even more importantly, so was Chris's, and that usually meant only one thing. Horny as she'd been earlier, she was even more so now.
Patrick and I sat back in the living room digesting our meal, now sharing a glass of Brandy I had. The girls had shooed us out of the way as they hurriedly cleaned up carrying out the dinner dishes, though I had a pretty good idea, it was also so they could chat, giggle, and share things with one another. No doubt...many of which would include whatever it was they had on their minds for this evening. An unexpected, though very welcome twist to what was becoming a rather naughty way of life. One in which I'd never have expected to find myself enjoying as much as I had been, and no doubt would be later on. Though the idea of now including another man was a rather unexpected twist, and one I still wasn't too sure about. But, I was willing to keep an open-mind about such things, and play it by ear, see how it went. I knew from past discussions with Chris, we'd long ago agreed, and assured one another, we would never ever do anything we both weren't one hundred percent in agreement with. As we hadn't really discussed it at length here, I had to imagine we either would shortly, or that the situation wouldn't present itself yet...where we had to.
Needless to say I wasn't too surprised when Chris called me into the kitchen as Susan and Robyn both joined Patrick in the sitting room with a brandy of their own.
"So?"
"So?" Chris answered back smiling.
"Women!" I said more to myself. "Ok, how about you tell me what's going on...and what I'm to expect rather than standing here wasting time trying to worm it out of you."
"But that's half the fun!" Chris shot back grinning at me seductively. "Ok, ok..." she relented seeing the look on my face. "Nothing for you to worry about. Had a nice long discussion with Susan, wanted to see where she...where they were at. Bottom line is this...for now, until we all get to know one another really well, and determine no one's got any problems with anything...at the moment at least, it's more of a girl-girl-girl thing...between us. Which obviously Patrick's ok with. He's content to enjoy that...and Susan of course during the course of things, no one else. Same holds true for us too...me and Robyn both. Us...you, only. How's that sit with you?" She asked.
It sat fine...for now anyway. Not sure how I felt about Chris, or Robyn for that matter, trying to stuff that almost too enormous sausage of Pat's up either one of them, at least not at the moment. Not until I knew emotionally if I could even handle that. And even more surprising, I found myself almost as jealous at the thought of Robyn being with him in some capacity, as I was thinking about Chris doing that. Chauvinistically speaking however...Susan was another thing. Girls and girls...was for whatever reason, perfectly acceptable. Such were and are in many ways, the double standards of life. For now at least.
"But you're cool with Susan and I...and Robyn."
I smiled.
"Pig!"
I smiled even wider.
"Horny pig!" She added.
"You got that right...now, anything else? Or should we rejoin our guests before we miss anything."
"Yeah...I'll meet you in there, I need to go find where Robyn put my strap on!"
**
I guess I shouldn't have been too terribly surprised. By the time I entered the room Patrick now sat still sitting in his chair, though his robe was open. His prick, large as it was, stood up like a small baseball bat between his legs, he had two hands wrapped around it, stroking it up and down. I could of course do that too...but you could easily put another two hands around his...not mine.
Susan and Robyn stood swaying to music which I'd heard coming down the hallway. Mostly dancing, they did seem to periodically touch, caress, and rub against one another there on the floor. I took my seat, undid the sash on my robe parting it. Maybe I wasn't nearly as big as Pat was...but I was just as fucking hard, if not more so. And certainly so as I sat there watching the girls, soon three of them all dancing and swaying erotically together. It didn't take long for things to heat up either, watching all three pressing themselves against one another, hands and fingers suddenly disappearing for moments, looks of lust-filled eyes becoming more and more apparent. And then as one, they fell to the floor, forming a small, intimate, wicked little circle.
"Nice!" Pat said vocally, expressing my own wicked thoughts.
"Very nice!" I confirmed looking down at the girls, finding it oddly erotic, looking over, watching Pat as he sat there unabashedly stroking his enormous prick...me doing the same to my own. On the floor, Chris was now uninhibitedly licking Susan's cunt, bare like my wife's, Susan in turn licking and slurping on Robyn's, she last but not least...licking her sisters, though after a while of that, someone called "switch" and as though choreographed, they merely turned around facing in the opposite direction and did it that way for a while.
"God I love watching my wife eat pussy!" Patrick remarked.
"Yeah...me too. Especially watching her eat her sister's pussy."
You could have heard a pin drop.
I looked over towards Pat, his eyes wide. Then down at the girls, all of whom had quit licking one another.
"She's your sister?" Susan asked.
"Shit!" I said under my breath. "Who knew? Obviously they didn't.
"Sorry...just never came up really, didn't know...wasn't sure how you'd respond." Chris stated somewhat worriedly.
"Damn!" Pat said suddenly. Susan laughed.
"What?"
"Now I'm in trouble," she giggled. "Patrick's always had a thing for my sister...pillow talk, that sort of thing. Always asking me if either one of us ever did anything together growing up. Told him...not as much as he'd probably like hearing about, but as I he's often fantasized about, seeing me with my sister...now at least, he's seeing that here with you two!"
"Whew...glad it's not a problem then," Robyn said breathing a sigh of relief.
"Maybe someone should have filled me in!" I stated, glad that what appeared like a disaster here had been averted.
"Ok....NOW I need some sucking after hearing, and now knowing that wife!" Patrick said standing up.
He looked even bigger standing up than he had sitting down. Susan crawling over to grab a hold of his prick, playing with it as she tried mightily to draw him as fully as she could into her mouth before gagging on it.
"Remind me to show you a little trick sometime," Chris told her. "Though even then, as big as he is...you might not get all of it down your throat, but a lot more than you are now."
"BJ 101?" Susan giggled. "How about now?"
"Sure...why not? Jack honey, how about you come over here and let Robyn demonstrate technique on you while I instruct?"
I had to grin...after all, I was about to get sucked off by my own sister-in-law, something that obviously Patrick would have enjoyed feeling himself at one point...but might never do. Having my own wife instruct her sister while she did was a personal secret pleasure I was certainly going to enjoy too.
**
Although Chris was a pretty good instructor, and frankly, just hearing her trying to tell Susan how to gobble down her husband's cock was hot all by itself, Susan still gagged repeatedly unable to take it much more than she had before. Chris looked over at me, her expression clearly asking the question.
"Go ahead," I laughed. She smiled, blowing me a kiss.
"With your permission," she began speaking to them both. "And a suggestion," she then added. "Let me show you on your husband how you can do it, and then after that...practice the technique on Jack who's not quite as...well, as big as Patrick is," she stated wondering if they'd agree to doing that. Pat and Susan looked at one another briefly, and then both nodded their heads in mutual agreement. "Cool!" Chris said excitedly as told Patrick to lay down on the floor beside her. "The real trick is in breathing through your nose, letting his cock slide past the point where you feel like you're going to gag, without gagging and forcing it out again. Once you accomplish that, the rest is easy...as long as you remember to breath slowly through your nose. Now...watch me."
Admittedly, even I was spellbound watching my wife as she prepared herself to try and fully take in this mammoth prick down her throat. She'd done it easily to me often enough, but then I wasn't nearly as big as Pat was, a bit thicker in girth, barely perhaps, but the length of his enormous prick certainly posed a real challenge. Everyone sat there looking on, including Robyn who'd left off sucking me, now watching just as intently as everyone else was as Chris slipped and wrapped her lips around the head of Pat's prick. We watched as Chris slowly began to gobble it up inch by inch as she began making her way down the length of his shaft.
"Fucking A!" Pat groaned leaning back on his elbows trying to watch, his head tossed back in exquisite unexpected pleasure as Chris consumed nearly half his cock...obviously far more even then than Susan ever had. His comment however causing Chris to laugh, and then gag, removing her mouth from his penis.
"Don't do that!" She admonished him laughing along with everyone else now in her failed attempt. "I can't suck you, or breathe through my nose if I'm laughing!"
"Sorry," Patrick smiled his face having turned red with a slight embarrassment, though the obvious flush of excitement had added to that. "Just never felt anything like that before," he then added, turning towards his wife, saying "sorry" again to her too.
"Don't be...hopefully I'll learn how to do this myself here shortly, and then after that you'll finally be able to feel my mouth sucking you down the way she can!" Susan grinned winking at her husband.
Once again Chris leaned over drawing Pat's cock into her mouth, easily reaching the point she had gotten to the last time before gagging on it. I think everyone was holding their collective breaths, watching. She paused, breathed, and then took another inch, another, another. Suddenly she had taken him almost...but not quite all the way down to the base of his prick. I'd have taken bets she couldn't take the last two inches or so without choking on it. Once again she stayed there, allowing the fullness of his cock down her throat to settle in. And then to everyone's surprise, swallowed him whole.
"Holy fucking shit!" I exclaimed not even realizing that I'd said that. The comment immediately breaking the suspense and tension, once again a ripple of laughter, though it again forced Chris to fully release Pat's cock.
"Damn!" Susan added to that. "That was...amazing, I still can't see how you can do that...especially to him!"
"Practice, practice, practice!" Chris responded.
"And I'm looking forward to that too!" Pat chuckled pleasurably.
"And speaking of...let's see you try it on Jack's prick," Chris told her.
The action and interest now turned towards me as Susan scooted over placing herself exactly over my cock the way Chris had over Pat's. I felt her mouth suddenly surround my prick-tip sucking it in.
"Remember to breathe through your nose," Chris reminded.
It took a moment, and for a moment we all thought she wouldn't make it, almost gagging, giving up as she made it almost half way down my shaft.
"Hold still and relax, let your throat relax before taking any more," Chris said kneeling next to her, though I noticed her hand reaching over, cupping one of Susan's breasts, teasing it gently as she said that. Susan sighed pleasurably, and then her throat seemed to open...one, two, and then three inches suddenly sliding down her throat. She had indeed taken me fully. She held still for a moment more, and then amazingly, I felt the flat of her tongue lick, my cock fully taken, licking again, sucking simultaneously.
"By George! I think she's got it!" Chris laughed.
As Susan continued to practice on me, Chris returned to Pat's prick much to his delight.
"Hey!" Robyn suddenly exclaimed obviously feeling left out at this point, pouting cutely as she did.
"Come here sweetie," I told her. "I think I can keep you entertained while the two of them are 'practicing', I grinned. Robyn beamed brightly as I lay back down, content and pleasurably amused as Susan practiced her newfound technique on my cock. Settling down over my face, though turning to face the action so she could watch, I immediately speared her delightful wet split with my tongue.
"Oh yeah...yeah," she giggled excitedly. "Eat my pussy baby...eat my pussy!"
**
Even for a deep-throat novice, I felt it best to warn Susan when I soon after felt the first pleasurable surge inside my balls. They were already telling me that I'd be filling her mouth with copious amounts of cream soon if she kept doing what she so delightfully was.
"I'm getting close kiddo...don't want to drown you," I warned. Though I was also still uncertain and especially not knowing me all that well yet, that she'd be too keen on drinking down my cum. Not unexpectedly then, she sat up, slipping me out of her mouth, though continuing to hold my cock with her hand, still working it.
"I would like to see you squirt," she admitted hotly. "I do rather enjoy seeing that."



"Me too!" Robyn agreed with her, "though I like tasting it too...especially Jack's sweet cream. You keep jacking him...I'll give you a target to aim at," she grinned, and then leaned over further, opening her mouth in a wide capturing net, though closing it again, speaking. "Whenever you're ready that is," she giggled waiting.
I glanced over next to where I was laying, just a foot or so away, Pat likewise on his back, though still resting, balanced on his elbows watching my wife once again drive fully down onto his cock, the entire length disappearing like a magic act...though more like sword swallower, as Chris knelt over him, sucking and likewise tonguing his shaft. He reached out, his finger tips likewise capturing one of my wife's hard little tit points...tugging it. She smiled around his dick, liking it. The moment she did, it triggered my own pleasured release.
"Fuck...here, it...comes!"
Robyn opened her mouth once again, even wider this time...though hovering several inches above my dick as Susan pumped it, more rapidly now.
"Oh yeah...squirt for us baby...squirt!" She asked, as I began doing just that.
"Oh yeah! Take it! Take my fucking cum!" I cried out, feeling the first spurt explode from my prick tip, watching as it splashed against the side of Robyn's mouth, the aim slightly off, though Susan and she both hurriedly corrected for the almost immediate second shot. Even this one...though fully and cleanly entering Robyn's mouth, forced her head upwards a little with the surprising volume of it, almost forcing her to gag with the unexpected velocity of the spurt.
"Damn! He cums good!" Susan barked excitedly.
"Yes he does!" Chris replied looking over, almost proudly so as she and Pat both looked over towards the three of us. Susan was still working my stiff shaft up and down, pumping out what felt like gallons and gallons of cum cream, most of which now began landing against Robyn's breasts as she herself had placed her own hand over Susan's, helping to guide it, aiming it where she obviously enjoyed feeling it.
"I do so love feeling all this hot warm cream on my tits!" She explained unnecessarily. Though so did I.
**
Basking in the afterglow of my climax, I almost lazily went back to licking and tonguing Robyn's now even wetter juicy split. Susan crawled over joining my wife, the two of them now wrapping lips around Pat's enormous prick, teasing him delightfully, even kissing one another with his prick sandwiched in between the kiss.
"Never done that before," Susan smiled, lips smacking, sucking kissing, doing it again as Pat groaned audibly. "Gonna cum for us too baby?" She then asked, the words no sooner out of her mouth than he began doing just that. It was admittedly erotic as hell, watching his prick squirt, both Susan and my wife still licking, and sucking it together. Streamers of his own precious semen shooting skywards, landing almost everywhere at once as they continued mouthing his prick until the last remnants of his orgasm merely bubbled, and then flowed from his prick-tip like molten lava from the seething volcano of a prick they both held.
It was a delight for me in another way too though, the erotic scenario triggering Robyn's release as she suddenly cried out, wailing at the top of her lungs, hunching back now almost suffocating me as she came. I drank in the delicious wet surge of her bliss, felt the liquid flow of her climax, swallowing, drinking...near drowning in it myself. And content to do so had I done. When she finally sat up, looking back and behind her, I lay there grinning like a Cheshire cat, my face drenched, glistening in her erotic rapture.
"Fuck you do that so well!" She thanked me.
"Any time," I said meaning it.
**
With three of us temporarily knocked out of action, it was no surprise then when Chris stood up walking over towards the coffee table where she'd first placed her brand new strap on dildo down on to.
"So...heads or tails?" She asked looking at Susan.
"I'll fuck you...and then you can fuck me," she told my wife.
"And then I'll fuck you both!" Robyn added to that with a mischievous smile.
It was another long...but very enjoyable evening. Though it had been wild enough as it was, I was content with spending the rest of the time with my two girls, though it was fun to watch Susan take that mammoth prick of her husbands, something she was obviously well used to doing. Watching them fuck beside the three of us as we did, until everyone was once again spent, almost too much to move. We bid them goodnight, just after midnight, and agreed to get together again come Friday evening, this time at their place.
"I've gotta get some sleep!" I told the girls dragging myself upstairs to bed. "And I can't afford to be late in the morning either," I added.
"I'll have the coffee ready and waiting for you," Robyn said.
I looked at her and groaned, as she winked at me.
"Best set the alarm for a bit earlier," I told my wife. "Or I have the feeling I will be late again," I then added.
**
At least I wasn't in as big a rush this morning as I stood there leaning back against the kitchen counter. Chris and Robyn both having scooted their chairs over in front of me, sitting side by side...naked, leaning slightly off to one side. Robyn's right breast, pressed against my wife's left breast, as they in turn ran my dick back and forth between the two, teasing their own nipples with it, once again jacking me off.
"Think he'll have much...especially after last night?" Robyn wondered now slapping my dick against the two of them as she asked that.
"No worries there," my wife assured her. "Sometimes I have to wonder if he doesn't have an extra set of balls hiding somewhere he cums so much," she grinned back. "Just you watch, there'll be plenty for the two of us!"
Minutes later, I treated both pairs of titties to a fairly impressive display of tit-squirting, several massive loads landing equally against each of them, and then enjoyed watching afterwards as they stood, mashing their wet sticky breasts against one another, virtually massaging and rubbing it in to one another.
"Have a nice day dear!" Chris said kissing me good-bye, as did Robyn. "Because we certainly will!" She added her hand already making its way down between her sister's legs as I forced myself to step out through the door.
**
I arrived at work with plenty of time to spare, Robert nodding his head appreciatively from his office as I walked by heading towards mine. Debra, my administrative assistant brought me a fresh morning cup of coffee, something I'd never asked or required her to do, something she just did for me almost from the very beginning. She had poured herself one as well, part of our early morning ritual now as we sat down to plan out the day. As she very often did, closing the door so we'd have some privacy to work and discuss things over that first cup.
In the three years now that Debra had been working for me, I had never not once made any untoward advances against her. Ours was, and would remain a professional relationship. Having said that however, it was also a friendly and pleasant one as well. We often joked, flirted a little without crossing any major lines in the sand. It kept things light and easy between us, and the fact she had a nice looking body, without showing too much of it off, was an added bonus. And today was no exception to that either. Debra had dark shoulder length hair, a nice full bosom, breasts somewhere in between my wife's and Robyn's, though I of course had never actually seen them. Just the occasional unintentional glimpse down the front of her blouse a few times. Sexy bras, lace bras mostly, a hint of well defined sculptured flesh with a small sprinkling of freckles, which I frankly found quite stimulating for some odd reason. In addition to all that, Debra had long curvy legs, a tight form fitting ass that looked damn good in jeans, which she usually always wore on casual Fridays. Today was Tuesday however, so she wore her usual business fare, which today consisted of a short black skirt, showing off those long legs of hers, and a nice somewhat see-through white blouse, though she most usually wore a camisole beneath that whenever she did.
"You look tired," she began. "Late night?"
I couldn't help but laugh at that. "You have NO idea!" I told her grinning wickedly. She knew the look.
"Lucky woman...wish my husband was as, well...adventurous as the two of you seem to be," she told me.
"If she only knew," I thought to myself, taking a moment to glance down at her chest as she seemed to sigh wishfully, causing her chest to heave, enough so that that one extra undone button on her blouse, which probably shouldn't have been, gapped just a little. The mere glimpse of a few sprinkled freckles caused my prick to stir inside my pants. "Yeah...it's been interesting to say the least, my wife's sister's staying over with us for a couple of weeks, so we've sort of been working around that," I said lying a little, not wanting to hint at anything that would raise any eyebrows.
She laughed at that. "Yeah, been there, done that myself. Late night in the bathroom, not always the best place to enjoy oneself...at least, not all the time," she confided in me.
Images of her now getting fucked in her bathroom filling my head, though I had never met her husband.
"So...what's on the agenda for today?" I asked deciding I'd best change the subject and get back to business before I allowed my cock to "dick-tate" otherwise.
Taking my cue, Debra opened the schedule book for today glancing at it just as my phone rang. I answered.
"Jack Stevens," I said answering.
"Hi honey," my wife said slurring her words a little. "Guess what we're doing?"
I felt my cock suddenly stir once again. Normally I might have been slightly irritated with a personal call, especially so early in the day, just having gotten to work after having so recently seen her. But now...with the too recent memory of walking out the door, seeing the two of them rubbing their cum-splashed tits against one another, Debra's freckled tits...and those damn sexy long legs of hers, I decided to indulge myself, listening in.
"Should I come back?" Debra asked. I put my hand over the receiver.
"No, stay put. I've been expecting this call, but it shouldn't take too terribly long," I assured her, returning to my wife. "Thanks for calling me," I then said trying to sound professional, letting Chris know as I did...I wasn't alone.
She laughed. "You have company then?" She asked snickering.
"Yes...I do in fact."
"Debra?"
"Yes." I responded even nodding my head as though lost in thought. Chris knew my routine in the morning as we'd often discussed it. She also knew of my somewhat friendly, only slightly flirtatious relationship with her. We held no secrets from one another.
"Way cool," she responded back, "this could be fun," she then stated, though it sounded more like she was addressing her sister than she was me in saying that.
"Go on..." I said urging her to hurry things up just a little, smiling at Debra, even winking at her as she sat there trying not to look as though she was listening in on my conversation, even though she obviously was.
"Well, after you left...Robyn titty-fucked me. And then I titty-fucked her too!"
"That sounds interesting," I said over the phone trying to hide the fact I was rapidly growing erect and aroused on my end. "How's that work?" I now asked.
"You want specifics?"
"Yes...please."
"Not until you take your cock out."
"Here? Now?" I asked, realizing maybe I was saying something I shouldn't be, raising suspicion, glancing at Debra again though she sat patiently in her seat, still smiling at me.
"Yes...unless you don't want to hear about it until you get home," Chris told me.
I unzipped beneath my desk, fishing my cock out carefully, Debra sitting across from me, making the whole thing dangerously thrilling.
"Ok, I can do that," I said having already done so.
"Promise? You're not just saying that to get me to tell you? You did? You are?"
"Yes." I said simply.
"Well, with our tits still nice and messy after you came all over them, Robyn had me lay down on the kitchen table, and then proceeded to mash her breast against my pussy, fucking and teasing my clit with it, until I came. And then I did the same thing to her. It was really naughty...really horny. Really hot!"
"I can only imagine," I responded stroking my dick.
"You hard? Wet? Slippery?"
"Very," I said again. "Yes...very much so."
"You playing with it now? Stroking it up and down, rubbing the head for me? For us?" She added.
"Yes, I am," I said still trying very hard to sound professional here on my end, though I was doing exactly that.
"Want to see us do that for you again tonight after you get home?"
"I would yes...I'd enjoy ah...I'd enjoy that very much, it would be much appreciated."
Chris laughed. "Ok baby, I'll let you get back to work now then. "Enjoy your cock," she added. "Come for me."
"I will...that, I can assure you. I will. And thanks for calling," I finished finally hanging up. "Sorry about that," I said speaking to Debra, cock still in hand, though I had every intention now of putting it away once she'd left rather than finishing myself off here in my office.
To my surprise however, she stood up grabbing my cup and hers. "I'll get us some fresh coffee," she said. "And I need to make a pit-stop into the ladies room first before I do that," she added surprising me just a little. She stepped towards the door, hand on the door-knob, not yet turning it, turning back towards me. "Oh...and tell your wife hi for me next time she calls."
I sat there looking at her. She laughed.
"You might also want to consider the fact that I have really acute hearing," she grinned a bit wickedly, and then glanced downwards in fact as though having x-ray vision or something as she looked towards my desk. "After that...I'm going to need a few moments too," she finished only then turning the knob on the door, stepping out.
"Well I'll be damned!" I said feeling my face redden considerably. "I'll be go to hell!"
**
A few minutes later Debra returned with two fresh steaming hot cups of coffee. She closed the door, this time locking it before taking her seat, sliding one of the cups over towards me. As she did, I noticed something else. She was no longer wearing the camisole she'd had on beneath her white blouse. She still had a bra on, that I could clearly see, a rather sexy looking one in fact with obvious lace patterns and designs in it clearly showing through. Another thing, there was a third button on her blouse now open as well. Daring, if not a bit too daring for the office, without being totally obscene, just on the edge of being inappropriate. I liked the look. I took a sip of my coffee, though damn near spurting it out across the desk moments later.
"So...you still have it out? Or did you put it away?"
Like I said.
Debra shifted in her seat, slid back a little away from the desk. The chair had rollers. She put one leg up on the edge of my desk. I didn't mind. She didn't have any panties on now either.
"That was horny," she offered. "Your wife and her sister huh?" She then stated matter of factly.
There was no point in denying it...she'd heard, obviously. I grinned, though answering her previous question rather than this one.
"I did yes."
She picked up on that.
"Still hard? Horny?"
"Very." And then I thought it was my turn to ask her a personal question. "You wet? Aroused?"
"Very," she answered back, spreading her leg a bit more, giving me even more of a tantalizing view.
"I'm your boss."
"I know...I work for you," she offered. "Which is why...only this, nothing more," she said easily enough. "Ever." She then added. "Unless it's too much...or not enough, either way."
"No...no, I'm good with that...if you are," I responded back. She smiled. Reached up undoing another button.
I unzipped again, letting her hear it this time when I did. She undid another button. Her bra had the clasp in front, she popped it. Her tits sprang free. Freckled. Sexy, sprinkles of freckles all over the front of them, racing towards her hard extended light tan colored nipples. Nice and hard...extended.
"Your turn." She said. "Let me see."
I looked at the door again. This was dangerous as hell, but I was as excited as hell too. I stood, my cock sticking straight out of the front of my pants. She looked at the chair next to her, pushed away, giving me room.
"Take a seat," she invited. I walked over the few steps doing so, sitting beside her, yet comfortably, or rather uncomfortably distant. "Stroke it for me...while I watch."
"Finger it for me...while I watch," I shot back.
She laughed, tossing her head back, her dark shoulder length hair hiding her face for a moment, though she lifted up a bit, bunching her skirt up around her waist as she did so. She had a bit more hair on her pussy than Robyn did, though not much. A small, neatly cropped little triangle, it was sexy...different. Naughty hot. She slipped a finger in, drawing it out again, showing it to me. It glistened. She was indeed very wet.
"Show me one," she asked.
I squeezed my dick, a nice droplet of precum emerged, I swiped it up with my finger showing her.
She fingered herself again, fingers to her mouth then as she sucked them off. "Now you."
I squeezed again, finger to mouth licking. Salty...sweet, tangy...erotic.
"Nice," she moaned, hand back down between her legs, free hand now cupping her breast. "Jerk it...work it for me."
I began doing so, pumping my prick up and down while she watched, while she finger-fucked herself, now pulling hard on her nipples...pinching them.
"Let me hear your wet cunt," I said huskily.
She moaned hearing that, her fingers flying now, smearing her slick wet juices around her extended clit, it was easily heard as she did so. "You like that huh? You like hearing that hot fuck sounding juice noise?" She asked.
"Fuck yes!" I responded, letting her hear mine now in kind, lathering my own cock, spitting on it as well, adding to the stimulation along with the additional wet slick slippery sounds as I stroked it.
"I squirt...a little," she said warning me.
"So? So do I!"
She laughed at that. "Want to see me do it?"
"Fuck yes. See me?"
"Fuck yes."
"When?"
"How bout now?"
"Fuck yes!"
Oddly...she lifted her cup, near draining it, handing it to me. I took it, wondering.
"Hold it for me," she then said, and then stood, legs spread....frigging her clit, fingering her cunt. "Soon...really, really soon." She informed me, redirecting my hand. "Closer...about there," she stated. Mesmerized, I sat there, holding the cup, watching...waiting. Watching her hand, smelling her actually, enjoying her scent. "Ready?"
"Hell yes."
"Here...it...comes!" She groaned deeply, and then did.
For the briefest of moments, it looked as though she was peeing, but she wasn't. This little spurt, spritz, spurt, and spritz, again. It was hot...it was decadent, it was erotic as hell. I heard the splash of her climax squirting into the cup, felt a bit of it hitting my hand. "Not too bad," she said looking down seconds later.
"Not bad at all...very nice in fact," I stated. She laughed again.
"Not that...I meant, didn't get too much on the floor, mostly in the cup."
"Oh that...yeah, I guess, doesn't matter, even if you did...that was fucking hot."
"Yes it was...your turn." She took back the cup, holding it...grinning. "Always did like cream with my coffee."
One, two...three squirts at the most, it was all I had. A bit too soon to have fully built up the reserves yet, though it seemed to have served its purpose. I shook off, a droplet or two more, neither one of them going into the cup. One landing on her breast, the other on her blouse.



"Sorry."
"Don't be. Nice reminder...it'll dry...clear, a small spot. Keep a smile on my face the rest of the day," she then added finally sitting the cup down. Each of us now a bit more worriedly dressing again. Just finishing that when came a knock on the door. A brief moment of panic, though the knock was light. Had it been Robert's it would have been firmer, harder.
"Yes?"
"Jack?" It was Robert's assistant's voice, Stephanie. "Robert would like to see you, got a minute?"
"Just finishing up here," I announced. "Be right there."
"Ok, thanks." She left. Debra and I smiled, quietly laughing, relieved.
"That was fun."
"Yes...it was," she grinned. "Again sometime?"
"I'd like that."
"Yeah, me too." Debra stood, walking towards the door, unlocking it. Fingered the spot on her now buttoned blouse briefly. "Buzz me when you're done seeing Robert, we still have today's schedule to go through."
I agreed, but not before I had called home again. Chris wasn't going to believe this when I told her.
**
"I don't know whether to be jealous, or horny!" Chris said meeting me at the door the moment I walked in.
"Yeah, me either!" Robyn said joining my wife in greeting me with an affectionate kiss. "That was hot...that really happen?" She then asked.
"I know it did," Chris answered for her. "Jack's not one to make things up like that, and besides...I love the fact he'd call me and tell me it even happened," she added. "That's why I love and trust him so much...because he does!" She then turned towards me again as I removed my suit jacket and tie, feeling unrestrained once again. "And because of that, making us all horny and all again, I guess that's why we were a little naughty ourselves when the UPS guy arrived."
"Oh god, what happened?" I had to ask.
"Don't worry, it wasn't that bad...not nearly as bad as what you did anyway," she chuckled. "And besides, it was your fault to begin with."
"My fault?"
"Yeah...your fault, you're the one with the great idea to put up that sign at the front door."
I knew which sign she was referring to. A while back we'd found ourselves missing a couple of packages that had been left on the doorstep. After that, I had posted a sign stating that any and all deliveries were to be made around back. After that, we frequently found UPS, Fed EX and a few others waiting for us there near the sliding door entry.
"Ok, so fill me in," I said as Robyn handed me a glass of scotch. I then followed them outside onto the patio. They'd obviously been out sun tanning by the pool again, each of them once again wearing the same bikinis I had seen them in the first day.
"Well, after that phone call you made, which left us both extremely horny I might add, we'd gone out to the pool to catch some rays...and yes, fool around a bit too. Which we'd just finished doing. At the time, neither one of us where wearing these," she pointed out towards her bikini. "We were both naked at the time, and like I said, we'd been rolling around on the blanket together having fun, just having finished that up, sipping our drinks when I suddenly looked up and saw the UPS guy, just then entering through the back gate with a parcel for us. Needless to say, it was too late to do much of anything but sit there and try and act as natural as we could. At first, he didn't even see us, which is what then gave me, and Robyn too I might add, the idea of having a bit of our own fun, see how the UPS guy acted and responded to seeing us."
"I'll bet he did too!" I laughed trying to imagine it if I'd been in his brown shoes.
"Anyway, there he is walking through the gate, oblivious to the fact we were even there, which is when I called out to him, which startled him just a bit."
"No doubt."
Robyn giggled jumping in. "You should have seen the look on his face after that though, that was even better, his eyes popped open wide as he realized we were both completely naked. He just stood there for a moment."
"Yeah, until I said, it's ok...we won't bite, though that's all I can promise you," I told him. He did laugh at that, and then came over so we could sign his delivery ticket. But that's when Robyn said...
"You have a package for her, but do you have one for me?" Robyn said speaking her own part.
"Needless to say, she was staring at the poor guys crotch when she said that, making it obvious, though he again laughed, his eyes everywhere at once it seemed taking us both in. He did say, we'd just made his day, and then was upset, because this wasn't his normal route and wondered if the other guy whose route it really was, had enjoyed such a delivery before himself. Told him no...he was just lucky today, though if he was covering for the same guy again this week, and had anything else to deliver, he might find himself being even luckier the next time. Told him what he'd just missed seeing. God...you should have seen his eyes bug out then!"
"You two really are incorrigible, you know that?" I laughed. "And I bet...delivery or no delivery, if he's even close to being in the neighborhood, he's likely to drop by again."
"Well, if he does...he might very well catch the next showing then. Admittedly, that was pretty hot, doing what we enjoyed doing out here in the broad daylight. Especially after hearing about your escapade. So...what's say after dinner this evening, we all come out for a late night swim, see what pops up after that."
"Sounds like a fine idea to me," I told them both. "And what IS for dinner anyway?"
**
There's something to be said about making love out in the open air. That night on the beach had been spectacular enough, but even here out on a nice comfy blanket by the pool with only the pool lights on was just as much fun, even better in some ways. Laying down on my back as Robyn mounted me in a reverse 'cow-girl' position as it's called, was spectacular in its own right. As she did that, leaning back against me slightly, Chris moved up between both of our extended legs, soon after capturing her sister's clit with her mouth, sucking it, while I in turn fucked her pussy with a nice slow easy going in and out motion. Almost the exact opposite of what my wife's rapidly flicking tongue was doing to her sister's clit. Drove her nuts...and me too actually as she periodically pulled my dick out of her sister, sucking and licking it a bit, before sticking it back into her.
After a while, after Robyn had had a spectacular orgasm, they traded places, and then I got to enjoy the whole thing all over again as Robyn sucked her sister's clit, and sometimes me as well.
After the day's events...I lasted a lot longer than I might have, seeing to both of their immediate needs long before I got even close to thinking about my own. But when I did, that again was equally fantastic. I think I'm spoiled now..."ruined" in a way perhaps. But damn...the feel of two mouths, tongues and lips, devouring you together, molding themselves around your hard stiff cock, sliding up and down one side and the other simultaneously...fuck that feels good. Almost too good. And then exploding, watching the geyser of cum spurting up into the air, the girls fighting over it, feeding it to one another back and forth, fuck...even that is hot just watching it, let alone how it fucking feels.
It had been an exhausting day however, and after several late nights, I was pretty much done in, actually crawling into bed by ten o'clock. Both girls comfortably on either side of me. I went to sleep with a smile on my face, visions of morning coffee...both here and at work now, dancing inside my head as I fell deeply and dreamily asleep.
**
I was sitting in my office when the phone rang. Debra and I were just finishing up some actual business having gone through the daily planner. This time I didn't bother hiding the fact it was my wife on the phone, putting her on speaker instead, though not before telling her that I had, and that Debra was sitting with me.
"Hi Debra!" Chris said speaking directly to her. "By the way...wanted to thank you for sending home a very horny husband to me yesterday," she told her. I had by then of course already confided with Debra that I'd told my wife all about it, and that she also obviously knew all about her sister, and was ok with that. Apparently, she too had had a few curious growing up experiences she'd had and shared with her sister, but none since then. I'd also briefly told her about the UPS guy, and then about our wild little evening out by the pool, with the three of us.
"Anytime," She answered back. "And damn jealous of the three of you," she added after that. "Wish my husband was as open minded and understanding as the three of you are. That little thing I enjoyed here in the office with Jack yesterday is about as wild a thing as I've done in all the years I've been married now," she freely admitted, which was sort of sad to actually hear about.
"Then you need to do something about it," Chris told her. "Even if you just talk to someone about it sometime," she then suggested. "Anytime your boss..." she paused, "Might be willing to give you a couple of hours off, you can always drop by here for a chat."
"Yeah...right," I told my wife. "Chat hell...you and your sister would have poor Debra spread-eagled and staked out in the yard if she were to ever do that."
"Don't give me any ideas honey..." she laughed.
"Or me either!" Debra responded back. "But I will keep that in mind," she finished.
"So anyway...why'd you call babe?" I had to ask. "Expecting the UPS guy again?"
"No, but thought I'd let you know, Susan is coming over in a bit here, told us that she and Pat are actually now planning to have a party Friday night, a very special party, and wanted to talk to us about it, see if we were interested in going."
I'd actually been hoping for more of a private little get-together again, perhaps a bit more fun like we'd had the last time, not to mention having the opportunity hopefully to actually discuss a little business with him. I had gotten Robert's hopes up about that earlier. Going to an actual party with several other guests didn't sound like there'd be much opportunity for either one of those.
"Ok, I guess...fill me in later when you have all the details then," I told her.
"Ok baby...I will. And Debra?"
"Yes Chris?"
"Make him nice and horny again for me, would ya?"
"OK baby...I will," she answered my wife back.
Debra stood crossing the room heading towards the door. We'd finished our meeting, I figured she was headed back to her desk, but she locked it instead turning towards me. Already her hands were reaching up to begin undoing the buttons on her blouse.
"I need to feel your cum on my tits," she told me. I laughed.
"I shouldn't have told you about that."
"Yeah, now it's all I can think about, wishing I was there with your wife and sister as you head out the door, the three of us with cream covered tits. Now, I want it...need it, right here on these," she said holding her breasts together.
"And I need to put it there," I responded back. Once again the day was off to a really good start.
**
I arrived home that evening to my scotch, taken out on the patio as I joined both Robyn and my wife who were sitting out there waiting for me.
"Hey babe," I said walking out, giving both of them a warm greeting. "Talk to Susan?"
"Afterwards...yes," she grinned. I was treated to the brief story of how the three of them had spent the first part of their day taking turns licking one another to orgasms. I was soon sitting there with a rock hard cock, but still curious to hear the details concerning the party. But...I was horny now too, which they quickly realized.
"Why don't you get out of those clothes and fuck Robyn, she's been thinking about it all day," Chris told me. "And while you're doing that...I'll fill you in on the details about the party on Friday.
Sounded like a great way to begin the evening as Robyn slipped out of her own clothing and soon stood before me bent over the patio table as I slipped in between her legs, soon rubbing the head of my dick up and down that slick hot little passage.
"Quit teasing me! Put it in!" Robyn demanded. "I've been fucking horny all day long thinking about this!" So I did.
"So, tell me about the party," I asked slowly thrusting in and out of my sister-in-laws sweet cunt.
"It's actually not as big a party as I was originally led to believe," my wife began. "Though there is a definite purpose behind having it," she grinned looking over towards her sister as I continued sliding in and out of her. "For one thing, they're having a catered Luau down on the beach, complete with roasted pig and all. Pat's invited a buddy of his, and his wife, some kind of a contractor, said you might be interested in meeting him."
"Oh? Who? Did he say?" I asked pausing, and then giving Robyn two or three quick hard jabs with my cock, hearing her moan delightedly.
"Only that you'd probably appreciate meeting him. They did say that we could also invite another couple to join us if we knew anyone. I was thinking that maybe you should invite Debra and her husband."
I wasn't sure about that, not after what Debra had shared with me. Especially if the party turned out to be anything like I was thinking it might.
"Don't worry too much about that," Chris said after voicing my concerns. "After the Luau, in which the girls are going to be invited to learn how to hula, grass skirts, coconut bras and the whole nine yards...Pat said he'd then inform everyone prior to going back to the house that the rest of the evening would be spent enjoying some adult fun and activities. Anyone not wishing to remain for that wouldn't be expected to."
"I'm sure they won't," I considered picking up the pace a bit now as I thrust even more deeply inside Robyn's tight little fuck hole. "I will ask her though...tomorrow," I breathed speaking in clipped breaths now as my own orgasm began hinting at its eventual arrival here. "What... else?"
"You're close...and so's she," Chris said making an observation as Robyn was now gripping the edges of the table tightly in her hands, eyes closed, panting hotly. "Sure you don't want me to wait?"
"No...this is sort of wickedly fun," I responded, easing up a bit, though Robyn pressed back, gyrating hard against me, urging me to continue.
"Ok," Chris chuckled. "Here's the thing though...Susan's also inviting her sister to join us as well, and she asked Robyn and I for a very special favor. After we go back inside after the Luau, she wants us at some point to begin fooling around a little, with Marsha, her sister at that point, now being fully aware we are sisters. She's hoping, that with the two of us showing some intimate affection, it might trigger a few of the desires and experiences the two of them once shared. Needless to say, Pat's all for it."
"What a surprise," I grimaced, ever so closer now, though Robyn was hovering on the edge now as well.
"Susan did say, she's not going to even approach her sister about anything, not unless she gives some indication of some sort that, that's of interest for her again. Beyond that, it will be entirely up to everyone else as to what they will...or won't do. Which brings this back to us..."
"What about us?" I asked, my balls about to implode, though Robyn was well ahead of me, taking that very moment to shove back, nearly knocking me off my feet as she came.
"Oh fuck! Fuck! Fuck me!" She wailed.
I pounded into her fiercely, feeling her cunt constrict, around my shaft, my impending orgasm finally at hand.
"On my back! On my back! Pull out...let me feel you squirt...on...my...back!" She said still climaxing, quivering...throbbing.
I did so, pulling out, grabbing my prick, though Chris had already stood at this point, coming around the table, taking it into hers and proceeded to finish jerking me off onto her sister's sweet ass and back. Several hot white creamy ropes of cum burst from my prick, landing and splashing upon her sister from her ass to her shoulders and back again. I was surprised at the voluminous amount all things considered, but it had been a nice unanticipated little, or rather big...climax for myself.
"Wow...you fucking came a lot!" Chris said shaking off the last few drops against herself, rubbing the head of my prick now against her swollen puffy nipples. "Hope you've saved something for me after you've had a chance to recuperate," she added.
"I'll be ready for more after dinner," I assured her. "Now...what were you saying about us?"
Robyn stood still trying to collect herself, though taking a seat now next to me, her face still flushed in arousal.
"The us part is this," Chris said. "So far we've done and experienced a lot more in a short period of time than I think any of us thought we ever would. No telling what might happen, or even be expected at the party. Just wanted you to know...if we decide to expand those boundaries a little, at least for one night, see how we feel about doing that, I'm...we're ok with it," she said including her sister. Obviously, they'd discussed all this between themselves earlier.
"And what if any of us aren't?" I asked.
"Then we don't. Like always Jack, we either all do...or we all don't. If we don't feel comfortable with anything that's happening or going on, then we leave, same as anyone else would...or even might do," she said indicating the uncertainty about my inviting Debra and her husband to this. No telling what might happen there, though I was sure as hell going to warn her about that when inviting her.
"Ok," I said taking a seat now myself. "We play it by ear then, see how it goes. But if anyone is uncomfortable, or feels pressured into doing something they don't want to do...lets agree here and now, we don't. If you don't I won't...but, I also don't feel it's fair for us to dictate to Robyn whether or not she does...or doesn't."
She opened her eyes then for the first time really having collected herself. "I'm part of you two now," she informed us. "Where you go...I follow."
**
I was very surprised the following day when I mentioned the party to Debra, even going so far as to warn her about later, after the Luau as to what might be expected, or happen. After considering it briefly, she said she would at least mention it to her husband, see if he was even interested in going, and would call him shortly regarding it, and discuss it with him. After she had, she'd come in and let me know.
Ironically enough I was on the phone with my wife when Debra came back into my office an hour later. I motioned for her to come in. "Chris," I mouthed letting her know this wasn't a business call.
"Hold on a minute baby, Debra just stepped into my office." I looked at her. Her expression told me that it was a "no", almost telling Chris that when suddenly her expression changed into a broad grinning smile. Obviously, she'd been teasing me with the real answer.
"He said sure...why not?" She said.
I spoke to Chris. "She's coming," I told her. There was a brief pause, and then a giggle.
"Oh? Don't hear her if she is," she stated. It took me a moment, and then I laughed filling Debra in.
"I heard," Debra said letting me know that her very acute hearing had indeed picked that up already. She spoke, so I held up the phone so that my wife could hear.
"I'd be more than happy to do just that for you," she told my wife, and let you hear me when I do...anytime," she then added. I then handed the phone to Debra so she could even more clearly hear my wife's response to that.
"Jack told me how you can squirt," she began. "I'd love seeing you do that sometime, but...since I can't at the moment unfortunately, it would still be fun hearing you," she finished saying. "We'd both enjoy hearing you do that," she then added, including Robyn who I realized must be sitting there with her, or nearby as they spoke.



"I'd be more than happy to do that for you now," Debra told her. "Ever since Jack told me about, the party, I've been thinking about the potential and the possibilities, even with my husband there. Needless to say...I've been horny ever since." She shared with my wife.
"Well in that case," Chris giggled, "How about we join you while you do?"
Luckily, it was already the noon-hour. Most everyone had left already for lunch, more importantly Robert who I also knew had a business meeting afterwards, and wouldn't even be returning. That meant that it was highly unlikely anyone other than Debra would have come in to see me about anything during that time. Making this about the best opportunity for some truly unbridled, uninhibited adventurous fun. This time I got up, walking over...locking the door, inviting Debra to take my seat behind the desk, even putting the phone on speaker as there wasn't anyone even remotely close around that could have overheard us when I did.
I loved watching her undo her blouse, popping that catch in front releasing those sexy freckled tits of hers. Likewise, she had unzipped her skirt, letting it fall down around her feet, stepping out of it, revealing to me that she wasn't wearing any panties either. Perhaps she had just taken them off prior to coming in here, or...hadn't worn any at all. Either way, the sight of her triangled little cunt winking at me gave an even greater firmness to my already growing erection.
"I do hope Jack's planning on joining us here," my wife spoke.
"Oh...I am, indeed" I assured her as I unzipped my slacks tossing them over onto the couch in my office, though that was as far as I dared undress, even during the noon hour, just in case.
"He's nice and hard," Debra informed my wife unnecessarily, though the verbal confirmation once again caused her to chuckle.
"I can almost see it," Chris responded. "Now...let me hear you," she then asked. "Are you likewise juicy wet?"
"Getting there," Debra giggled hotly, sitting there in my chair, one leg now resting on top of my desk as she spread herself, fingers busily working at her snatch. Even I could now hear the subtle sounds of her slick wet cunt as she sat fingering it.
"Oh yeah...you are," Chris said confirming the fact she obviously could too. "That sounds so naughty!" She stated, the tone of her voice turning silky, lusty. "So are we," she then informed the two of us, as we both then stood and sat there listening ourselves. Chris had obviously put the phone up closer to herself and Robyn, two distinct sounds now heard, two squishy slick cunts being toyed and fingered with on the other end. "Hear that ok?" she asked a moment later.
"Oh yeah!" Debra confirmed. "Wish I was there watching...fingering you both myself!" She told them, or doing even more!"
"Fuck," I moaned now imaging that, sliding my own hand up and down the stiff hard shaft as I walked over to sit on the corner of the desk, looking down at Debra as she continued to work and manipulate her own juicy pussy.
"So baby...has Debra even touched your dick yet? Would she like too?" My wife asked already knowing the answer to that one, at least the first part.
"No...she hasn't," I said looking at her.
"But I would like too, yes..." Debra admitted freely jumping in.
"What about you Jack? Have you touched, fingered that hot juicy cunt of hers?"
Once again...same answers.
"Then why don't you both?" Chris questioned, "And then tell us what you're doing, so we can visualize that while you're doing it then."
Tentatively, Debra actually reached out, wrapping her hand around my stiff prick. It felt heavenly, and certainly not something I had ever anticipated, or expected would ever happen.
"God he's hard!" Debra declared.
"I take it you're holding it then," Chris moaned delightedly.
"Oh yeah...fuck yeah, I'm holding it alright, and now jerking it up and down a little. Ooh...there's some juice!"
"Nice...smear it around the head of his dick, he likes that, especially beneath the tip, try tickling that with your finger nail." Debra did that, causing me to quiver uncontrollably, but that happened whenever Chris did that to me, which now Debra was doing.
"Oh yeah...that's nice, he's shivering," Debra commented.
"Yeah...he always does," she laughed, the sounds of her and Robyn both as they continued fingering either themselves, or one another, even more easily heard.
"You're both getting pretty juicy on your end too!" I tossed out letting them know Debra and I could likewise hear their own obvious arousal on our end.
"Are we ever!" Robyn spoke. "You should see your wife's pussy Jack...it's running down her legs!"
Debra moaned..."So's mine. Fuck, I'm so damn slick and wet now it's not even funny."
"Is she Jack? Have you touched her yet? If not...why not? So do it...slip your finger inside her cunt, tell us how wet, how hot and juicy she is!"
No power on earth could have kept me from doing that now, looking down between Debra's legs as she removed her hand, one finger coated thickly with what looked like a frothy white cream sauce clinging to it. She placed her finger on my lips allowing me to taste it, to taste her for the first time.
"She's feeding me her juice," I spoke hearing the deep audible sighs of excitement on the other end.
"Oh fuck...wish I could see that, taste that myself!" Chris announced.
"Now I'm fingering her...oh god, she is really slick, wet...juicy," I then added. "Listen...listen to this."
I slid one, and then two fingers inside Debra's pussy, in and out, worming, thrusting, making obscene, decadent squishy sounds in her cunt as I did.
"Fuck that's hot!" Robyn responded first, the quickness of equal slipperiness suddenly increasing on their end. I could almost see the two of them sitting there side-by-side, fingers busily working and teasing one another's pussies.
"You're telling me," I now groaned as Debra stood, standing closer to me at the edge of my desk, though it was far easier now to sit there fingering her while she in turn stood, pumping my prick up and down.
"God Chris! You have NO idea how tempting this is. If Jack wasn't my boss...and if you weren't now my friend...which I really do hope you are, or at least will be, I really would be tempted to sit down on this hard fucking thing!" She wantonly admitted to my wife. And frankly...I was half wishing the same thing myself.
Chris laughed however, openly. "Tell you what Debra. If by some chance your husband decides to stick around for the after party, party. And if things happen in such a way that he gets involved in some way himself, then I'll let you do just that, I'll even help you...provided I get to lick you while Jack's fucking you, how's that sound?"
"God...don't tell me that," Debra moaned deeply. "You'll make me cum here just thinking about that!"
"Then cum baby...cum. Let me hear you, like I said earlier...that's what I've been waiting to hear you do anyway!"
Even hearing Chris tell Debra that nearly made me cum just thinking about it myself.
"Where's your fucking coffee cup?" Debra near shouted. "I'm gonna explode here in a moment!"
"To hell with that!" I shouted back. "Just do it Debra! I could care less about the mess, we'll worry about that later...just fucking cum if you're ready!"
"Oh yeah! Do it Deb...do it! Go ahead and squirt baby, but Jack...you'd better fucking tell us what it looks like when she does!"
By the way her hand gripped my cock, almost squeezing it too hard, I knew she was almost there. That's when I reached up rubbing her clit directly instead now, frigging it wildly, forcefully.
"Oh yeah...that's it! That's it! Just like that!" Debra cried out. "Am gonna...am gonna...oh fuck, oh fuck...am gonna, CUM!" She screamed.
Her first little squirt caught me by surprise even though I was half expecting it. I watched her pussy suddenly shoot out this long flowing streamer of girl spurt...a nice clear watery little spritz, followed up by another, and then another.
"God, you should fucking see this!" I commented. "Her cunts squirting baby...nice little streams here while I'm patting her clit, fuck...there's another, and another, she's drenching the floor in my office!" I shouted out delightfully. As I did...I could hear the likewise cries of mutual, simultaneous release happening on the other end as well. Robyn and Chris both moaning out their own unbridled pleasures, adding to Debra's excitement and joy, her head tossed back now in total surrender, her pussy even then spurting out one last final little squirt that I purposely directed against myself, moving in closer to her, my dick pointed dangerously close to the woman's cunt, half tempted to simply shove it into her, though I refrained. Though I did feel and enjoy that last final spray as it connected directly against my dick, splashing and coating it in her silky hot wetness.
Looking up at me, her eyes filled with desire, lust and completeness, she once again reached down, grasping my cock pulling on it. "Do that to me too," she begged. Let me feel your cum on my cunt, please!"
"Oh fuck," I heard Chris sigh hotly over the phone.
I laughed. "No problem..." And with that, looked down, watching Debra's hand as she milked me, watched the white hot tracers of semen leap from my prick, splashing, squirting and covering her own, still dripping cavern of desire. The sounds of Chris and Robyn in the background, each one of them obviously coming again to as they joined us.
**
As we'd been instructed to do, we came down through the private side-gate onto their property, a flight of turning, slowly descending steps leading down towards the beach. Just ahead, two dozen kerosene burning lanterns on bamboo poles surrounded the ground level table that had been set up, decorated with a plethora of exotic beautiful flowers along with tons of differing finger-foods in addition to the pig, now roasted and set up on the spit waiting for us. Patrick had gone all out on his authentic Luau, beautiful colored leis which Susan dutifully placed around each one of our necks, along with a warm friendly kiss as we eventually reached them. Patrick's friend and contractor Steve and his wife Gloria were already there, along with Susan's sister Marsha, who we then met. Debra and Michael hadn't as yet arrived, and I began wondering if they in fact really would. It wouldn't surprise me to hear come Monday that he'd decided at the last moment to back out.
"Glad you could make it," Susan said after introductions had been made all the way around, Pat immediately giving us a freshly made Mai-tai, with plenty more available from where those came from.
The girls looked beautiful in the Hawaiian print wrap arounds they had specifically gone out shopping for. My wife's was a bright colored red one with a white flowered print, Robyn wearing an identical black one, equally attractive, especially in the way they had fashioned them with plenty of leg showing along one side, breasts just showing above the wrap with a nice hint of exceptional cleavage, and of course...nothing on underneath. For myself, I had worn a long favorite Hawaiian print shirt I had purchased on the islands years ago, an exact replica of the one that Tom Selleck most often wore in the series Magnum P.I.
Everyone there was of course similarly attired in one form or another. I took a moment to check out Susan's sister as she stood off with her sister talking to the girls. Like Chris and Robyn, they didn't look too much like sisters, different in so many ways, though Marsha had strawberry blonde hair that fell well down towards the middle of her back, with breasts even larger in their covered appearance than Robyn's were. I could just see Susan desiring to suck on one of those as I was myself. Unfortunately I wasn't allowed my secret transgression too long as Patrick and Steve came over to stand there and chat with me as we waited briefly and patiently for any word as to if Debra and Michael would soon be arriving or not.
"Understand your firm is working on buying up all that land on the other side of where Sea World is," Steve told me, making me realize he'd done a bit of research on me before meeting him tonight. "That's quite a bit of prime real estate, what's the prospect?" He asked honestly curious.
"Mostly shops, boutiques, specialty places that will cater to both the locals and the tourists. Overhead, fancy, expensive little condos, all the shops beneath, everything you need within walking distance. That's where we're headed with it, wanting to blend it all in though, something matching the area and topography."
"Taking any offerings yet?" Patrick asked.
"Funny you should ask," I told them both. "I was asked to see if you might come up with something, have something in mind for that we might take a look at."
"I think I've got one or two pretty good ideas,' Patrick said handing me another drink. "And if you like them, Steve here's just the man to make what I put on paper, turn into reality. I'll say this...one of my conditions if we end up signing contracts. Steve's my only builder, contractor. It's non negotiable."
"I don't think that's going to be a problem," I told them both, knowing full well the elation my boss was going to have for me when he heard the news. Not only had I just verbally signed Patrick on, I'd just gotten myself one hell of a bonus for having done so.
"What's say we go tear up some pig, get this party started," Patrick said steering me back towards the table where the girls were all now sitting down waiting for us. "And I have to say...I'm really looking forward to watching the girls do the hula for us, though I am sort of hoping we can perhaps can convince them to do it, sans the coconut shells.
I laughed. "Tell you a secret...keep giving my wife a few more of those Mai-Tai's, and she'll hula for you horizontally, naked..."
"Now that...I'd love to see," both Steve and Patrick agreed.
"Hey everyone!" We then heard spinning around. I looked up just in time to see my sexy little administrative assistant and her husband as they reached the bottom of the stairs. "Sorry we're late...neither one of us had anything to wear, so we had to make a quick pit-stop on the way here, what do you think?"
What I was thinking was that I'd have loved to walk over and bury my face in her tits for a moment. She wore the briefest of Hawaiian patterned bikini tops and the tightest shortest pair of white shorts I had ever seen, molding that taut exquisite little ass of hers even more so than the jeans she'd so often worn into work. Instead, I walked up to her husband as she introduced us, shaking his hand.
"Now why didn't we think of that?" Robyn asked admiring her very sexy almost too sexy look.
"Easier for us to get naked later," Chris told her grinning. Now the trick will be...to see if she does."
**
Dinner was beyond good, even the Shark which I'd personally never tried, along with the perfectly roasted pig, crab legs, shrimp and even some traditional dishes like poi, though most everyone there still didn't like it even though we all tried it. And secretly inside I had laughed...Patrick indeed had kept the Mai-Tai's coming, especially coming my wife's way. By the time we'd all had a chance to relax a bit and digest our food, the girls were all giggly anxious to learn how to do, and perform the hula for us in some real traditional attire. Susan had been given the hopeful suggestion of maybe surprising us with none, or at least some of them not wearing the coconut shells as bras.
While the girls headed back up to the house to change, it gave me the opportunity to feel Michael out a bit, trying to see where his head was at.
"Glad you two decided to come and join us," I began.
"Glad we were asked," he replied a bit shyly, a bit nervously. "Ah...Deb mentioned something about a bit more adult entertainment afterwards though..." he left off saying.
"Ah yeah, there will be," I freely spoke. "But...anyone not comfortable with being around while any of that's happening, isn't expected to have to stick around for that. No worries," I said. "Just nice that you both came here for this much."
He looked at me. "But that's sort of why we decided to come after all," he said surprising me a little. "Thought it might spice things up a bit at home, we've ah...well, we've not really had much of an adventurous life together if you get my meaning. We've talked about it at length...but to be honest, the opportunity to perhaps participate in doing something like that's never really presented itself until now."
"You sure that's something you're honestly willing to investigate?" I asked, though I didn't dare tell him I was almost as much a novice to all this as he was, not to mention the fact I'd been finger-fucking his wife lately at work.
"Yes, we are...we both are," he told me. "We've thought long and hard about this, or something like this for a long time before. Always wanted to see how we felt, how it went...give things an honest effort and see how we both felt about it afterwards. So once Debra filled me in on what could, and very possibly would take place here tonight, we both agreed, that for tonight at least, it was an "anything goes" sort of an evening. And then we'd sit down and talk about it tomorrow after it was all said and done. After that, we'd then see if it was something we'd ever do again, or just chalk it up to an interesting experience, and leave it there."
"Well, just try and keep an open mind about tonight," I further cautioned him. "But also keep in mind, if either one of you become uncomfortable, it would be more polite and proper for you to just quietly leave rather than make any kind of a scene...get my drift?"
"No worries there either," he laughed. "In for a penny..." he offered. "No matter what, for tonight at least, and then see how we both feel about it tomorrow, go from there."
"Ok, cool then...just so we're all on the same page here then." Michael nodded his head assuredly.
"Now...can I ask you somewhat of a personal question?"
"Sure...feel free, ask whatever you'd like."
"Robyn's your wife's sister yes?"
I was curious as to where this was going. "Yes she is...why do you ask?"
"Well, earlier this evening, Debra and I saw the two of them kissing, not like sister kissing...real hot, sexy tongue swapping kind of kissing. Debra said it turned her on...a lot, knowing that they were. Said if she was given the opportunity to see what it was like to be with another woman, those would be the two she'd enjoy doing that with."
"So you're wondering..."
He smiled without saying anything else.
"Let's just say, the two of them would be very open to that. If you'd like, maybe I'll even mention it to them, see what they think about that. Sound like something you'd be interested in seeing as well?"
"Oh hell yes!" He grinned delightedly. "That's been one of my biggest all time unfulfilled fantasies! And with sisters even!" He then added.
"I'll see what I can do then," I assured him. "No promises...but I'm willing to bet, a few more Mai-Tai's down all of them, and we might just all get our wish." Though once again, I didn't bother telling him what my particular wish happened to be at the moment.
"Speaking of wishes," Michael said drawing my attention back towards the house, we saw a line of hula clad girls quickly approaching us, all but two of them bare breasted. Not too surprisingly one was Marsha, the other was Debra herself.
"Maybe you should convince your wife to join the others," I suggested. "I have a feeling she will, once she knows if she does so, it's ok with you."
"I'll do that," he said standing up walking towards her, as the rest of us all began applauding the approach of our half naked, and very sexy looking hula dancers.



**
Peer pressure. Sometimes you've just gotta love it. The moment Michael spoke to Debra, she turned towards me, tossing her top in my direction, now bare breasted as well, much to everyone's delight. The moment she did that, Marsha stood as the only one still wearing coconuts, except for the professional instructor who was there along with the drummers and caterer's Patrick had hired on for the event. Even she looked tempted to join the rest of them. But it was with another big round of applause, and somewhat of a surprise to Susan even when Marsha finally shook her head, laughed and verbally said, "Oh what the fuck...why not?"
Now we had six gorgeous bare-breasted females standing side by side one another, no two of them alike, each of them slightly different in appearance, size and shape. It was another virtual smorgasbord of tantalizing, sexy titty flesh, and each one of them with nice rock hard stiff little nipples.
With careful instruction, they performed several very exotic, and somewhat erotic hula dances, which were actually quite beautiful in their flow, made even more so by the brief exposure of their respective breasts here and there as the Leis they all wore moved about playing peek a boob with their breasts.
After they had finished, rather than retiring and heading back inside to change again, we all settled down for a few more drinks enjoying the cool night air, and the atmosphere, allowing everyone to now consider and begin looking forward to, what was ahead. I quickly drew my wife and Robyn off to one side, filling them both in.
Chris laughed in that mischievously sexy sort of way she always did when she'd had just enough to drink to put her in that special place of hers. "Now we have two requests we need to try and fulfill tonight," she giggled. "Though, maybe in doing that, we'll accomplish both at once," she ventured. "Obviously, Debra's a no brainer, glad to see Michael would be up for seeing something like that. But the real hidden purpose behind all this, is seeing if we can get Marsha over there, a bit horny as well...and possibly, very possibly, joining in. Preferably with her very own sister."
"You go tell Michael the fix is in," Robyn laughed. "Tell him, he'll get his wish tonight if nothing else. We'll mention the same thing to Debra, and then when the time is right, we'll see about putting on a nice erotic little show for everyone. Hopefully, we'll get Susan, and Steve's wife in on it as well. And then...maybe, just maybe, even Marsha might come around, join in along with the rest of us, pretty much the same way she finally did with the bare-breasted thing."
"Great idea," I told them both, noticing just then everyone was starting to head up towards the house. Susan was already racing ahead with Steve's wife right behind her, each of them too late in their sprint as Patrick and Steve both had robbed them of their grass skirts, now running bare-assed as well, up along the beach, towards the house.
"Oh yeah, this is about to get really interesting," my wife observed.
"I certainly hope so," I then added. "I certainly hope it does."
**
Once inside the house however, the excited nervousness of outside seemed to be tapering off rapidly. If someone didn't up and do something soon to get things started again, the night was apt to become a major disappointment.
"So what do you expect us to do about that?" Chris asked me. "We can't just start going down on one another in the middle of the room just like that," she said.
"You never know...it might," I said in return, but she was right. I still didn't know where Steve's wife stood in all this either. Nor did Marsha look too enthusiastic about doing much of anything, now having dressed again, no longer bare breasted as everyone else at least still was. "What you could do though...is dance. Tell Susan you need some sexy, nice to move to beat music. Something to bump and grind against. After a couple of songs to heat things up a little, that's when the two of you do a bit of provocative, stimulating, erotic sensual touching. See where that leads to," I offered.
"Now that...sounds like a plan," my wife said moving off in order to do just that. I now felt it was time to go over and get better acquainted with Steve's wife, only then remembering her name...Gloria. Standing there chatting to her, admiring her rather impressive looking chest, and making no bones about the fact that I was either. She seemed not to mind too terribly much the attention putting me at ease as she allowed one of her magnificent bare breasts to press gently and comfortably into my side.
"Susan tells me, that she and your wife and sister have gotten to know one another...shall we say, fairly intimately?"
"You...might could say that, yes." I confirmed for her. "And you? Susan?"
"Not yet," she said winking at me. "But...hopefully after tonight," she grinned. And then added, and hopefully a couple of you guys too," she said with an evil wicked grin.
Yes...the prospects for the evening where starting to get better and better.
**
As we had hoped, it didn't take long before watching my wife and Robyn dancing so sexily together, eventually enticing most everyone else into likewise joining them, including Marsha as the last holdout, though she again was the only one doing so fully clothed. Once again peer pressure came into play however as every single one of the women began dancing with her, up and against her, and then began making a game out of stripping her clothes off while she did that. If nothing else, that at least showed us she wasn't opposed to a little girl-girl playfulness at least. A good sign.
It was erotic as hell watching it. Ironically now though...it was like the first junior prom all over again. All the girls dancing, all the guys standing on the sideline...watching. We were again at a cross roads here. One, two more songs at best, and without further improvement on our part, we'd again reach a lull in the action.
It was my turn to man up. So I did. I simply took off the rest of my clothes, first to reveal a nice stiff cock, which immediately received a few whistles and cat calls from the ladies as they pulled me into their little group on the floor, now circling, and dancing around me as though this was some sort of erotic harvest festival or something. It worked though. With me now the only guy getting any attention, it didn't take Pat long to likewise strip down, getting and receiving even more whistles than I did, though with good reason. He too was rock hard solid, and I wondered briefly if that might be a little intimidating for the other guys...especially Michael. But with Debra now eyeing Pat's prick, a lot...and sorely tempted to reach out and actually touch it, which she did sort of do with her ass on one or two occasions while we all danced, bumped and grinded against one another, Steve, and then finally Michael joined us now doing the same.
At least now, the rest of the night had a reasonable chance of success, in one form or another. Though just dancing like this, everyone bare-assed naked was turning out to be damn fucking hot enough as it was.
"Time to turn it up a notch I think," I finally said drawing my wife off to one side. "Especially if there's any hope of getting Marsha curious and interested in her sister again. Time to pull out all the stops here before she decides she's ready to call it an evening or something."
"Yeah...I think you're right, and besides, we did promise Michael."
"Yeah...that we did," I said winking at her. Chris then walked over whispered into her sister's ear, and then simply led her over towards one of the still unoccupied couches. "Ready or not sis...here you come!" She laughed.
**
Once they started doing that together on the couch, Chris crawling up between her sister's legs as she began so openly tonguing her...Debra quickly walked over, standing there looking down, as was Michael now, and then I...and then as it seemed, everyone else.
"Fuck that's hot isn't it?" Gloria said, being the first to express what most, if not all of us where thinking then, that yes...it was. I was pleased to glance over, spot Marsha once again finally joining us all, likewise looking down now as Susan saddled up just behind and off to one side of her own sister.
"I so do remember that," Susan sighed pleasurably. "Wouldn't mind doing that again now," she dared hope. Marsha turned looking at her.
"You would?"
"Yes, admittedly...I would."
"But I thought...after you and Patrick..."
"What? After we got married? You think I quit thinking about that? Thinking about how fun and erotic it had been being with you, that I no longer wanted to? I thought...after we did, after you became so standoffish, distant, that you no longer had those desires!"
Patrick was grinning from ear to ear, suddenly stepping up behind them both, putting his massive hands around each one of their bare shoulders. "Looks to me like, you two have some catching up to do...have at it," he told them both.
"Here? Now? In front of everyone?"
"Why not, they are!" Patrick said looking over towards my wife and her sister, who were both so lost in their own pleasures at the moment, that I doubted either one of them was even aware of what had just taken place.
Once again Marsha surprised everyone with almost the exact words she had used before. "Oh what the fuck...why not? I'm so damn horny now, I can hardly stand it!"
I smiled at Michael, who in turn stood there grinning at me. "Babe? Why don't you let Debra have a turn now," I suggested, as they quickly agreed, though pulling Debra down onto the middle of the floor, where she and Robyn soon after began to devour her like a couple of hungry, blood-thirsty Vampires.
Like when the girls had been dancing, suddenly they were the ones having fun entertaining one another while the guys against stood there like wallflowers. Wallflowers with dicks, sticking straight out stems throbbing with lust and desire as we looked on at the women as they joyfully and teasingly pleasured one another. I could imagine now the rapture and joy that Susan and Marsha were once again sharing after so long distant from one another. The sounds they made, giggling, moaning and lapping away at one another ferociously was both sensual and erotic. Gloria finally led Steve over towards where Patrick stood, the only female who wasn't actively engaged, but who soon would be.
It was difficult knowing where to look, what to watch. But when Gloria finally took Patrick's prick in one hand, her husband's in the other, placing them together as she now began sucking them each simultaneously, I paid more attention to that. Clearly, they had done this, or something similar to it before. Neither man flinched nor shied away as she did that, smiling and grinning at one another, looking down as Gloria at least partially managed getting their dick heads inside her mouth. She looked up Michael likewise looked on with hungry eyes. She smiled, winking, waving him over to her.
"Come on sweetie, never tried three before," she urged him.
He glanced over towards his wife, Debra's tits, pussy being so enthusiastically pleasured by my wife and her sister. She nodded her head, spoke..."Go for it, enjoy yourself...I'm certainly going to," she told him.
Tentatively he did as Gloria now knelt before all three men, taking turns sucking one, then the next and the next, going back and forth between the three of them. I knew for me...it was now or never, the chance having now come for me to delight myself in the pleasures of Debra's soft wet cunt.
"Any room in there for me?" I asked.
Chris laughed. "You've been dying to fuck this pussy haven't you?" she teased knowingly.
"Almost as much as you've been wanting to eat it, I reminded her as Robyn finally gave up her spot between Debra's legs.
I lay down on my back, Debra now positioning herself over me easing down over my rigidly stiff cock. It was heaven as she tortured herself, slowly inserting my prick into herself inch by inch until she had finally and completely taken me inside her. Almost the moment she did, leaning back against me now, Chris dove for her cunt, her lips capturing and surrounding Debra's already stimulated clit, which Robyn only moments ago had relinquished.
"Let me...return...the favor," Debra moaned audibly as I slowly began thrusting in and out of that succulent wet cunt of hers, Chris happily lapping away at her pussy. "Come...stand...over...me."
Laying behind her the way it was, it was hot as all fucking get out when Robyn approached, standing, though straddling herself over Debra's face. Deb now began tickling my sister-in-laws clit with her tongue, as Robyn stood over her, looking down at me, grinning from ear to ear. She fondled her own breasts, pulling on each of her nipples firmly, stretching them out, twisting her tits, jiggling them almost crazily in her desire.
"Fuck I'm horny!" She announced unnecessarily. "And she's eating my cunt wonderfully!"
"I can see that!" I exclaimed ramming my prick deep inside Debra's cunt, though Chris chose that moment to take it out, now sucking it briefly, licking off Debra's juices from around my dick causing me to throb even more than I already was.
"Fuck! I'm gonna come!" Michael suddenly called out next to us. Whatever Gloria had been doing, though I was also pretty sure it was the pure excitement of new experiences for him that did it, we all turned to watch. Still holding one cock in each hand, jerking them, she held Michael's cock firmly within her mouth, bobbing her head back and forth as he literally fucked her face. Seconds later, there was no doubt he was filling her mouth with his seed as she held still for only a moment, taking it, trying not to drown in the process. "Oh my god!" He cried out as well, over and over again as his knees buckled.
"Do it baby! DO IT!" Debra coaxed, urging him on, and then just like that, I felt this tremendous rush of hot warm fluid suddenly cascading down over my prick. Debra too was climaxing, the combination of my cock, my wife's wild little tongue, and the sounds of the ecstasy occurring next to us had unexpectedly triggered it.
"Oh yeah! Yeah!" Chris likewise called out to her, now drinking, slurping and slapping my cock with her hand against Debra's clit, lips as she continued to jettison even more and more of that amazing, silk-feeling pussy juice.
For the moment at least, Debra collapsed sideways off of me, spent, satiated and well satisfied. Robyn however wasn't immediately taking her place, though Gloria now came over interested in joining the three of us. Susan and Marsha had gotten one another off as well, enjoying their renewed intimate relationship, though Patrick now having seen that, something he'd long hoped to do, wanted a bit more.
"Admittedly Patrick, I've always been a bit jealous of my own sister, wondering what that cock of yours would feel like inside me, especially after Susan had told me about it. Now seeing it...I want to feel what it's like even more!"
Leering at her like a man possessed, Patrick soon positioned himself behind her doggy-style as she knelt on the floor. Susan grinned seeing that, and then beckoned towards Michael who had not too surprisingly, recovered substantially. "Come here baby...come do me like that, next to them."
Susan's suggestion had suddenly turned into a bit of a game, With Steve standing next to us, his hard stiff prick flagging Robyn down, she slipped off of me, taking his hand and now knelt down on the floor next to the four of them.
"Damn, should have brought my strap-on," Chris laughed as Gloria now asked me to join her as well, though she once again snuggled up with Debra, the two of them quickly becoming fast friends intimately once again as Chris now showed Debra what had become one of my favorite hot things in seeing her do. She slid up and between Debra's legs, pressing her pussy against Debra's, and began enjoying that still slick juicy cunt of hers as they began rubbing themselves against one another.
Admittedly, the sounds of four couples fucking side-by-side, all in the exact same position was interesting. The slap of flesh on flesh, the grunts and groans emanating from everyone all at once, watching one another, smiling grinning, and enjoying the sight of Debra and Chris wildly doing each other in front of us was exciting beyond belief. Like dominos, one right after the other, the men and women both began climaxing, sending one another off into delicious erotic spirals of intense mutual ecstasy. I had never seen so much cum spurting out, flying almost everywhere at once, damn near simultaneously. Each of the girls backs was drenched, rivers of semen flowing, pooling, and dripping off their sides. As desert, they soon began licking and cleaning one another up afterwards, soon ending up together in a giant circle, in which both Debra and Chris soon joined them.
It was a nice way to end the evening, four guys standing together, jerking off, watching the bevy of women below us as they moaned and groaned into another series of hot lusty orgasms.
By the time we finally dragged ourselves home, it was well after two in the morning.
**
I was half asleep already laying in our bed when the girls finally emerged from the bathroom joining me. "Jack? You asleep already?" Chris asked.
"Almost," I groggily responded, still in a bit of a nice sensual fugue as I lay there. I felt my wife slip into bed on one side, Robyn on the other, joining us as she'd been prone to do of late rather than taking to the guest bed.
"Thought you might like to know, Robyn's made a decision. She's moving back here to live with us," she informed me. I felt the girls snuggle up against me on either side, the feel of their soft warm skin like a comforting blanket surrounding me. Soft firm breasts acting like cloud filled pillows against my ribcage, even in half dreamy sleep, causing me to smile.
"I was hoping you would," I said turning towards her slightly, kissing her forehead. "I'll take some time off, go back with you and help you if you'd like," I assured her.
"Don't plan on bringing much back with me," she informed us both. "Most everything I want or need...is already here."
"I would like to turn the guest bedroom into more of a walk-in closet," Chris went on thinking, "We'll need the additional space," she added. "Oh...and a new bed."
I came more awake after hearing that. "Why? What's wrong with this one?"
"It's not big enough," she giggled. "We need a bigger one...a much, much bigger one," she teased once again fondling my very limp dick, as I now felt Robyn likewise reaching over and beginning to do too.
"You might be right. I'm going to need a bit more space in order to get away from the two of you, especially when I'm tired...and sleepy," I tried hinting.
"Oh come on Jack, you didn't even cum on my tits this morning, and you know how much I enjoy starting off my day with the feel of that," Robyn informed me.
I sighed, not so much in pleasure but in exasperation, even though my cock actually was getting hard again. "Tomorrow," I assured her. "I'll make it up to you for not doing that today...I promise."
"But..." she began pausing for a moment. "It already IS tomorrow!"
"Women!" I thought silently to myself. And then rolled over kneeling between the two of them, smiling as I did.
**
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Danny would kill me if he ever knew, ever found out...I had watched his mom pleasure herself. Bad enough that, but that I had in turn, jerked off watching her do that, though of course no one would ever know. Certainly never my best friend Danny, though we had years ago sworn to one another as kids growing up together, we'd never lie to one another, or keep any secrets.
Up until now.
And it's not like I was looking for it, or expected it to happen. It just did. But once it did, once it had, I couldn't keep the image of it out of my mind, no matter how hard I tried. And worse...going over there which I so often did, now speaking to her as I also always did...there was that secret hidden longing deep down in my gut that wouldn't go away. Even seeing her dressed, in things I'd never thought or considered her sexy in, now were. But even more surprising, I could see her as though she didn't have a stitch on. Busily in the kitchen baking cookies, or ironing as she watched her soaps on TV, naked...always naked. I could see her soft mature breasts dangling so provocatively on her chest as she smoothed the iron along one of her blouses, or one of Danny's shirts. Her nipples hard and erect, just the way I'd seen them, begging to be kissed, sucked and fingered. That small tuft of hair between her legs, not shaved like so many women were wearing it these days, not quite as unruly either as some of the women I'd seen in that stash of 70's porn I'd stumbled into in my father's closet. No...not quite like that either. Trimmed, cropped...sort of secret like, and yet...hiding the passage to her desires like a door that could only be opened with a special key. A very special "clit" key as I now called it, remembering that moment and that day, just days ago now.
Danny had gone to spend two weeks with his father as his mom and dad had gotten divorced two years previously. It meant a semi-lonely period of time for me while he was away, few others our age living close by, and especially with the two of us having recently graduated from high school, it meant a lot of free time on my hands with nothing much to do. Though I did work part-time, and supplemented that with doing odd jobs around the neighborhood, I missed the evenings when we'd usually go out and hang out together.
And at the moment, I didn't have a girlfriend either, making it even more boring for me.
I had gone up to my bedroom to spend some time amusing myself, browsing a few websites. Most of which were adult in nature, and of those...most all of which were MILF sites, as I had a secret thing for older women. Especially one in particular, though again, I had never acted on it, or ever intended to. Beverly Mason, though everyone simply called her "Bev", was after all, my best friend's mother.
After browsing a few sites, I was now horny and bored. I walked over to the bedroom window standing there glancing down and about. Normally, I didn't usually see much of anything, a single lone window facing me from my friend's place that gave me an angled view down into their family den. Tonight however, I got a brief glimpse of something that would forever change my life. For the briefest of moments, I saw Beverly cross the room holding a glass of wine in her hand, and then lean over in front of the TV, obviously putting in a DVD into the player. The thing about this was, she was naked when she did that. The view of her lovely heart-shaped ass, nearly stopped my own as I stood there holding my breath. It was only seconds as she then turned heading off towards the couch. Once she had, she was completely out of sight. But what I now saw there on the TV, even at this distance, was what was obviously some sort of porn movie. And that was a surprise in and of itself. Danny and I had certainly looked for "stuff" to amuse ourselves with, but never figured his mom would have anything like that hidden away at their place. Most of what we'd found and discovered had come from my dad's stash of X-rated stuff.
"What the hell?" I thought to myself. "Danny's mom's watching porn?"
I knew that there was one for sure way I could see more, especially now knowing she was naked, though I hadn't gotten that good of a look. And having seen what I had seen, I now knew I had to see more, risky as it might be. This was plain and simply too good of an opportunity to pass up.
I was scared shitless as I made my way downstairs, informing mom and dad I was heading off to meet up with some friends. Now that I had graduated, coming and going as I pretty much pleased, especially working and for the most part paying my own way, gave me a lot of unsupervised freedom and flexibility.
The moment I stepped outside through the backdoor, I immediately hopped over the fence after first ensuring no one was around, or would have been able to see me do that when I did. With plenty of coverage from the high fence and bushes running around their yard, I cautiously and quietly made my way over towards the back of the house where the patio was. I knew from having been there countless times before where my best vantage point would be in having any hope of seeing her. The risk of course being caught as a Peeping Tom, a sexual pervert no doubt if I was, but the thought of actually getting to see the object of so many secret fantasies was a temptation simply too great to ignore.
Almost crawling on my belly now, I made it all the way over to the sliding glass doors before even daring to look up and into the room. A small step gave me minor concealment, but I knew that once I was there, I'd be able to see into the den easily. Like I said before, I knew the layout, and had a pretty good idea where she would be sitting, watching the TV. Sure enough, she was, and what I now saw blew me away!
Bev was lying on the couch facing towards the TV, though where I crouched it was sitting sideways to me, so I couldn't see it. But...I could certainly see her well enough. And to my relief, I now realized she would have to actually look up and turn her head back in my direction if she were to inadvertently see me. A small advantage then, as any motion on her part to climb off the couch, positioned as she was, would give me plenty of warning.
The thing was, she was so lost in what she was doing at the moment, I think a bomb could have gone off, and she'd never have been aware of it. And that meant, I could sit there unobserved (somewhat in a state of shock) and take in something that I never thought in a million years I would ever be privileged in seeing.
Up until now at least, I'd only gotten a few subtle hints at to what her boobs might look like, but the surprise there was, they were a bit larger than I'd even imagined, though they had flattened out a bit as she lay on her back, indicating their fullness. Even more remarkably however, was the fact she was at the moment wearing nipple clamps. Both of her dark pink nipples clearly pinched, or being pinched at the moment anyway. Two thick fat eraser like nubs sandwiched in between, hard and stiff and proud looking. Bev's shoulder length dark hair spread out sensually on the pillow she was resting on, one leg casually thrown up over the head rest of the couch, the other bent at the knee off one side resting on the floor. It was evident she was sliding something in and out of herself as she lay there watching the TV. And then she took it out for a moment, actually sucking and licking it, licking her own juices off what I now realized was a glass dildo. Seeing her do that, made me realize just how fucking hard I was, wishing it was my cock she was doing that too.
Setting the glass dildo off to one side, she now reached down grabbing something else that had been hidden from view. That one I recognized having seen plenty of them in movies and magazines, and certainly off the Internet. She now held a long slim silver colored vibrator in her hand, which she turned on. And though I couldn't hear it, it was obvious by the way she now closed her eyes, gently running it around and over herself between her legs, she could certainly feel it.
A bit more relaxed and less fearful at being discovered, I moved up into more of a crouching position, still easily able to duck off and away to one side should I feel it necessary to do so. I unzipped, reached in, and withdrew my own very hard needful cock, and then began stroking it as I watched Bev continue to tease herself with the toy. As hot as this all was however, and exciting as it was for me to be sitting there watching it all, it got even better seconds later. Much to my surprise, I now watched as Bev again reached down beside the couch, this time lifting up what appeared to be a hand-held mirror. I couldn't believe what I was seeing, it was horny, naughty, and hot as hell. Bev was now watching herself as she placed the tip of the vibrating toy directly against her clit, holding it there. And then that's when she picked up the glass dildo, and slid that one deep inside that wet looking passage just beneath. Once she had slipped it inside her as far as she could, she went back to teasing the area around her clit with the other one. I watched all this, watching her do this only a few short feet away, close enough to pick out quite a bit of detail as she did so, furiously pumping my prick up and down the entire time.
When she came, it startled me, mainly because it was the first real sound I could easily hear. Obviously loud enough to have made it's way through the glass doors to me. The thing was, I jumped a little in surprise, lost my balance, and toppled over sideways off the step into the bushes off to one side of the door. I rolled, jumping up, and sprinted off like a man possessed easily clearing the fence separating our two yards from one another. Hunched down on the other side, I peered through one of the knotholes looking back. Sure enough, I saw the sliding doors open, as she peered out into her backyard, though she was now wearing a robe, holding it closed together in front with her hands.
Skate, their cat...like a godsend, just then came bounding across the yard, chasing insects perhaps. Though spotting Bev, stopped and came strolling over towards her.
"Naughty cat!" She laughed. "You scared the hell out of me!" She said chastising him and then letting him inside. "For a moment there, I thought we had visitors!"
I managed to swallow the lump in my throat, and then made my way back inside the house with my heart beating a hundred miles and hour.
**
I stayed away for three days, not daring to even accidentally bump into her, just in case she'd been wondering and not actually blaming the cat. And besides, I had no excuse for going over there anyway, not with Danny gone. But come Saturday, I did. On Saturdays I always mowed their lawn by way of picking up a little extra spending money. So, as I always did, I went over needing to get the key from the shed in order to use their mower. I stood on the back porch, knocked and then waited only for a moment when Bev finally came out to invite me in.
"Been a while since I've seen you last, how've you been doing?"
"Fine, thank you," I responded back. "How's Danny?"
"Talked to him this morning in fact, he's doing fine...told me to tell you hello next time I saw you, which I figured I'd do today if you came over to mow the lawn."
I had a hard time keeping my eyes off her breasts, even though she was dressed, I could still see them as clearly as I had then. With one more button undone than perhaps she should have, it was hard not to, taking a quick peak down her blouse as she moved about, leaning forward briefly as she sat down at the kitchen table sitting across from me.
"By the way...I just put come cookies in the oven to bake, when you're done with the lawn, perhaps you'd like a couple, along with a glass of milk."
"I'd actually prefer coffee," I told her, which I did prefer, but which I also hoped would let her know I was a bit more grown up, way past the glass of milk and cookies stage. She did smile at that, nodding her head.
"Yeah, me too," she replied actually winking at me.
I finished the lawn up in short order, coming back inside just as she placed the fresh-baked cookies on a plate, and then on a tray, along with two steaming hot cups of coffee for each of us.
To my surprise, she then led me into the den where we could sit more comfortably. "Have a seat," she stated indicating the couch, taking a chair across from me, the coffee table between us where she placed the tray down. "How do you like it?"
I was looking at the couch, my thoughts elsewhere. "I'm sorry...what?"
"How do you like it? Cream? Sugar? Black?"
What I wanted to say, was I liked it if she'd get on her back...with lots of cream. "Black," I said instead, accepting the cup along with a cookie, which she held out to me as I sat back on the couch. Doing that however, I felt something dig into my bare leg as I was wearing cut-off shorts. I reached down towards, and in between the cushions where I'd felt the small stab into the back of my thigh. I came away with what I knew now...was one of her nipple clamps. It took me a moment to realize what I was holding as I held it up. It took Bev two seconds after that to likewise comprehend what I was sitting there dangling in front of her. Her face turned scarlet, her mouth open, though no words came out.
"Here," I said blushing. "This must have fallen off the other night."
The moment I had said that, I knew I was dead-meat.
"So it wasn't Skate after all...it was you!" She declared glaring at me. I didn't know what the hell to do, or say...feeling glued to my seat on the one hand, but wishing I could simply turn invisible and then simply disappear. "Oh my!" She then added seconds after that, her face turning crimson, as she must have then realized what I had seen.
"I'm...oh god, Mrs. Mason, I'm sorry...I didn't mean..."
She sat there staring at me as I tried to stammer out some sort of an apology.
"Yes you did," she said simply sitting back in her chair. "Obviously you knew...saw me, and came over to peer through the doors at me, while I...while I touched myself," she said her voice taking on this weird little edge to it. An edge that could easily cut either way, and one in which had me wondering which way it would cut. I could just see her picking up the phone, calling my folks. But she didn't. Instead, she reached up, undoing another button on her blouse. Talk about confusing! "And just what did you see...exactly?" She asked. "And more importantly, what were you doing while you did?"
I was honestly speechless, caught betwixt and between here. "Where you jerking off?" She demanded. "Come on Robbie...tell me, where you?"
"Yes, yes I was!" I finally blurted out, shame-faced, disgusted with myself.
"I see," she said sitting back in her chair again, staring at me, though still fingering that damn button on her blouse as she did that. Several long moments passed without a single word between us, and then she spoke again. "So...what do you think we should do about this?" She now asked as she popped the button free, revealing the contours of the lacy bra she was wearing as I sat staring at her chest now.
"I don't know," I responded back, though by the look on her face, that wasn't the answer she expected to hear from me. "What can I do to make it right?" I then added, to which she smiled...slightly.
"Take off your clothes."
"I'm sorry...what?"
"You heard me, take off your clothes. You saw me vulnerable, naked...being intimate with myself. And for that, now you'll feel what it's like having someone looking at you while you do that."
"I can't!" I said shaking my head. There was no fucking way!
"You can...and you will, unless you want Danny to find out his best friend spied on his best friend's mother, jerking off while he did."
I was about to call her bluff, stand up and leave...but then I saw the look in her eyes, she was serious, she would tell him I had. She wasn't bluffing! And that would be the end of our friendship, forever! I did stand up then, but I undid the belt on my cutoffs, likewise popping the button on them, releasing them. They fell down around my ankles.
"Everything," she said with that same fierce look in her eyes. I pulled the tee shirt I had on up and over my head likewise kicking off my shoes. All I had on now was my briefs and a pair of socks. But I knew I wasn't getting out of this either. I was embarrassed as hell, but in a really strange way. Not so much for being naked in front of her, because I knew I would be in a moment. But because I was limp, flaccid as hell, and worried now of all things that she would see me, and treat me like that same little boy she used to know.
All I could do now was grin and bear it. I slipped off my briefs, and then my socks, now standing there facing her directly, eyes closed. I stood in complete silence, not daring to even open them, certainly not to look at her directly.
"Sit down," she now said, which I did almost gratefully...now given the opportunity at least to partially cover myself. "Stroke it...make it hard."
"Jesus! Bev, Ms. Mason," I corrected, shocked at what I'd heard. "You can't mean that!"
"I most certainly do! Now do it! Find out what it feels like to have someone else watching you, watching you while you pleasure yourself, see how it feels...see how I felt, how I feel now," she said sternly.
This wasn't for fun...this was payback. Her eyes told me so, as did the tone of her voice. If jerking myself off in front of her was the only way I was going to get out of this mess I'd put myself into, then I was sure as hell going to do it. I began stroking my prick. It took a moment...lots of moments in fact, but finally it began stiffening as Bev sat back in her chair a bit more comfortably, sipping her coffee, watching me.
"For how long?" I eventually asked, wondering if she wanted me to go all the way with this.
"Until I say otherwise," she said simply. "Let me see it," she said suddenly standing up walking over.
"Surely you can get harder than that, you're young, virile, and you're supposed to get steely hard. Fuck, even Jeffry could get harder than you are," she said referring to Danny's dad, her ex-husband. But it was hearing her say the word "fuck" that really surprised me, and oddly enough, sent a renewed bolt of unexpected desire, and now want...surging up my cock. It stiffened a bit more, but even that didn't seem to appease or please her much. But it was a war of nerves and anxiety for me, sitting there stroking my dick in front of her, and yet...scared shitless and still too damn embarrassed the entire time.
"Here, will this help?" She asked, and then sat down next to me, though hugging one end of the couch. As she did, she finished unbuttoning her blouse entirely, removing it, and then reaching behind unclasping her bra. It fell away, her gorgeous...and I mean gorgeous bare breasts suddenly confronting me.
"Holy shit! Wow!" I exclaimed without thinking. "You really do have fabulous tits!" I stated without hearing my own words as I said that. What happened then, was amazing. She laughed. Laughed out loud and hard.
"Oh they are, are they?" She asked suddenly filling her hands with them, lifting them up pressed together. "Not too saggy? Too floppy for an old lady like me?"
"You're not old...and they're sure as hell not saggy...or floppy, they're beautiful!" I exclaimed again, though I didn't have the heart to tell her I was actually staring at the first pair of real-live boobs I'd ever seen either. Up until now...all I'd ever managed was to feel up Christine Johnson's tits, and that was in the dark in the front seat of my car, through the sweater she was wearing. So far...that was the extent of my on-hands experience. I was still...a virgin.
I was still staring at them, not even realizing I was still slowly stroking my cock up and down as I did that. But one thing was for damn sure...I was rock hard solid now. And she saw that I was too!



"Here, help me take these off," she now said as she lay back on the couch, lifting her ass as she undid her belt, unzipping the skirt she'd been wearing.
I couldn't believe this was happening, mainly because it was happening so fast. What had been only a moment ago, some form of punishment, near torture, was suddenly turning into my wildest dreams! I pulled down on Bev's skirt, it came away in my hands, leaving her there with nothing more than a very tight pair of light blue satin panties on. And noticeably so, I could see a small dark coloration staining the crotch as I looked back towards her.
"Lick me," she now said.
Once again I was dumbfounded. I'd certainly heard about it, seen it...but never done it myself. And of course, she still had her panties on. However...as horny as I now was, and not about to pass up on whatever the hell it was that was taking place here, I reached up preparing to yank down her panties as well. She stopped me however, grabbing my hands.
"Through my panties," she told me. "Go on, if you're going to be a dirty boy, then you must act like one. Now do it! Lick me, lick my pussy...just like it is!"
I leaned forward, not sure of what to make of this, let alone expect. I'd heard the stories, good and bad. If this was indeed to be a punishment of some sort, best that I get on with it, and get it over with. I closed my eyes, even holding my breath a little as I tentatively stuck out my tongue, stabbing her between the legs with it.
"I said lick it, not tongue fuck it! Now do what I said...suck it."
"You said lick it."
"Now I'm saying suck it!" She said, though I heard what I felt was a nervous, excited quiver in her tone of voice. Was she in fact getting aroused? But I now did as she'd asked, sucking in that spot, drawing her panties into my mouth as I did, tasting her.
I felt like I'd died and gone to heaven.
I sucked harder, as though trying to suck off her panties into my mouth, let alone the pussy beneath it. She groaned, reached out grabbing the back of my head and pressed me further, harder against herself, even moving a little now. I felt her ass lift up off the couch, when she did, I slid my hands beneath it, now supporting her, cupping...oh fuck, cupping, my best friend's mothers ass in my hands!
"Now...take them off, but not with your hands," she groaned deeply, still humping herself against my face, making it difficult to comply with her wish. Eventually I managed it however, peeling her slick sopping wet panties down her legs where she finally helped me by kicking them off. What I saw then startled me a little, looking directly down at her pussy now. She giggled. "Like it?"
She had completely shaved it, her lips puffy and swollen at the moment, her inner labia glistening with the wetness of her arousal. She bent both legs at the knee, opening herself wide, her hard clit likewise glistening, pulsating as she reached down. I knelt there in front of her mesmerized. Bev pulled her lips apart even more, her clit extending like a tiny hard cock, the succulent darkness of her opening beckoning to me just below that.
"Oh fuck...yes!" I moaned in response and then leaned forward once again, this time my tongue coming into direct contact with her clit as she held herself open for me. I tickled it, speared it, lapped at it...and eventually drew it between my lips sucking it. Bev groaned, her body shaking, shuddering as I continued to assault her cunt, my hands now coming up to capture each one of her beautiful breasts.
"Oh yeah baby...yeah. Pull on them for me, pinch my nipples Robbie, pinch them! Squeeze them, and fucking suck my cunt!"
In all the years I had known her, never once had I ever heard her speak this way. Aside from the occasional everyday cuss words, hearing her spat words like fuck, cunt, prick, cock, pussy...just weren't part of her vocabulary, until now. Bev had never really dressed provocatively either. The smoldering, sensual, sexy exotic woman hidden beneath obviously always there as I was finding out. But she had been a chameleon in disguise, only now revealing her true sensual nature as she so openly, so wantonly showed her true self to me.
"Give me your prick!" She finally demanded. I froze momentarily, I was still a virgin, was this in fact then my moment?
She sensed my hesitation, my sudden war of will, nerve and uncertainty. She softened her tone, her mood almost immediately.
"You're still a virgin aren't you?"
I merely nodded my head.
"Don't worry, you don't have to. We don't have to go that far," she told me. "Save it for...your girlfriend, or even your own wife."
"I don't have a girlfriend, and I don't want to," I said just as quickly. "I do...want to fuck you," I then spoke letting her know, hear...the desire, need and lustiness in my tone of voice. I wanted to go back to that level we'd been on moments ago, hearing her speak, the vile obscene, sweet sounding words once again pouring from her mouth. That hot sensual naked body beneath me, breasts hard tipped, nipples firm fat and erect. Oh yeah, more than anything, I wanted nasty!
"You're sure?"
"I've never been more sure of anything before in my entire life," I answered back. "I so want to fuck you! I want to stick my hard cock deep inside that sweet wet cunt and fuck you until I explode...until you do."
She laughed at that, though not laughing at me, taking delight in my somewhat nervous effort to escalate this back to that pure unadulterated level of intensity and excitement we'd once already reached.
"So you want to fuck this cunt huh? Slide that hot hard prick inside this wet slick pussy?"
"Yes! Fuck yes!" I said inching up, my prick tip literally resting, knocking at the door as she now took it, holding it in her hand and began rubbing it directly against her likewise swollen clit.
"Not yet..." she said surprising me as I was sure she was about to take it and shove it inside herself. "We have plenty of time for that," she smiled knowingly. "Your first time should be even more memorable than this." She saw my look of disappointment, once again grinning at me. "Don't worry...we will, later...later on tonight. After we've thrilled, pleasured and drove one another nuts. We will...but later, upstairs in my bed."
I wondered then what would happen now, was she actually considering ending this for now at least? But she answered my unasked question almost immediately, beginning to stroke and fondle my cock ever so slowly...so wonderfully, so pleasurably.
"Cum on my tits, let me see and feel you squirting all over my tits!"
She knew better than I. If I had fucked her then, I'd have been inside her for all of two seconds before busting a nut, as I later would anyway. But I was experiencing firsts here, time to slow down, savor the joy of each one as it came my way. This was after all the first time anyone else besides myself had touched my cock, fondled or played with it. The first time I had been given the freedom to mold a woman's breasts within my hands without a layer of clothing covering them. The first time I had tasted a woman's essence, licked and sucked my first cunt, fingered and enjoyed the depths of her warmth, her wetness. I was like a kid at Disneyland with a day pass to enjoy all the rides, and I was trying to ride them all at once in my excitement.
She pulled me up towards her, my cock still in her hand as she rubbed the tip back and forth across her extended nipples, teasing herself...and me.
"Splash them baby," she cooed. "Squirt all over my tits, my boobs...my breasts. Squirt them, spurt them, fucking drench them!" She continued urging me, now slapping my prick against herself, jerking and working it as she did. I felt the churning deep within my balls, the inevitable explosion of ecstasy already beginning to race up my shaft. With her other hand she now cupped my tight hard balls, kneading them, massaging them as I suddenly seized up. I felt the release, unlike any I had ever felt before. I looked down, everything suddenly happening in slow motion.
"Oh my god!" I screamed out at the top of my lungs, the simultaneous expulsion of a thick long ropey streamer of cum hitting her squarely between her breasts. The force of which seemed to ricochet, the splatter of spunk racing off in every direction at once, hitting her chin, parts of her face, neck and once again her breasts as she now moved my prick, still squirting, spurting back and forth against herself. She was laughing, pleasurably, joyfully, as I now was, still launching streamer after streamer of my hot sticky cream against her as we did that.
I collapsed, falling back not wanting to crush her with my weight, my head spinning, my breath coming hard in gasps as I made some feeble attempt in controlling it.
We lay for several moments like that, neither one of us moving, and then she did. I felt her moving forward again, her hand once again surrounding my cock, though it had grown flaccid, considerably. I felt the softness of her lips surrounding it, taking it in. Softly...ever so softly she sucked, licked...teasing it.
In all the years I'd been jerking off, I had never once achieved a second hard-on in so short a time. And though the sweetness of her mouth still tingled the supersensitive head of my shaft, I soon felt that tingle turning from one of pleasured annoyance, into one of unbelievable sensuality. Once again my prick began to grow, slowly...surely...but undeniably aroused once more.
Yet another first.
** The fact that she had gotten me so hard again in such a short period of time was amazing. I couldn't help wondering as she did, as she used that magic mouth of hers on me, why on earth Danny's father had ever left her for a younger woman. The logic of that escaped me as talented as she was, and as totally uninhibited as she seemed to be. Maybe it hadn't always been that way with her...with them. But the way she lay there so exquisitely torturing my cock was the most amazing sensation I had ever experienced.
Once again fully hard, stiff and aching for release all over again, Bev rolled off the couch and stood.
"Stand up," she told me. I did, hard not to as she kept her hand on my shaft pulling me along with her.
Once again she knelt in front of me, her mouth quickly and swiftly gathering in my shaft, sucking it again, only this time all but swallowing the entire length of me. I knew from seeing others...especially in watching porn, I didn't have a monster dick. Certainly nothing to be ashamed of, which I wasn't...especially when it was as damn fucking hard as it was now. But it was still a bit of a surprise to see Bev literally swallow me whole, her mouth eventually reaching the base of my shaft where she actually licked me tickling me with her tongue, and yet still sucking, my entire cock having disappeared down her throat.
"Holy shit!" I exclaimed reaching down, holding her head, tossing my own back in wild abandonment as she slowly pulled back and then down again gobbling me up. I then felt her tongue spearing, and fucking the tiny eye-slit in my cock-head, squeezing it as a fat droplet of pre-cum oozed out. She snatched it up, showing me her tongue, wet and slippery, her mouth once again reclaiming my prick where she then performed her sword-swallowing act all over again.
It took a bit longer this time, but once again I felt my legs suddenly weaken at the knees, my balls again growing tight, the amazement that I would soon be climaxing yet again as she continued to pleasure me with her mouth was truly beyond belief.
"Let me know when," she informed me slathering the head of my dick with her lips, making hot sexy popping sounds as she drew it in tight, releasing, and then gathering it again. She was driving me insane with the pure intensity of her doing that.
"Almost there now," I warned her, knowing why. I had had various discussions with my friends, one of which seemed to always circle around this very subject. Girls really didn't like guy's cumming in their mouths. I guess in retrospect, I could understand why. As copious as my last climax had been, had poor Bev been the brunt of the force of that, she'd have surely suffocated, and gagged horribly while trying to do so. In addition, from what the guys had told me a few of their own girlfriends had shared with one another...it was the "worst thing ever!" so I totally understood Bev's wanting me to tell her before I came.
"Whenever you're ready...just tell me," she stated obviously waiting and prepared.
"Now!" I half shouted letting her know as the boiling cauldron in my balls suddenly let go. Once again I felt the race of semen traveling up my shaft. As it did, Bev removed me from her mouth, simultaneously grabbing the coffee cup off the table, which had been sitting next to us. It was empty, though the thought and realization of that had caught me off guard, confusing me. She had stood, holding it, directing my now pulsating ejaculating prick into it. Together we stood there, watching her milk my prick, one streamer after another of my cream spurting into the empty cup. There wasn't nearly as much as there had been the first time, but even then it would have gagged her if she'd tried to swallow it all. It was an odd thing to do as well, odd...but horny, nasty as hell as she giggled playfully, still pulling, still yanking, and me...still coming until the very last precious drop had dribbled into the cup. She set it back down on the table.
"Ok, get dressed," she said simply. "Go home...shower, get cleaned up, and then come back around nine, after its dark. I'll leave the sliding glass doors open for you. Come upstairs to my bedroom then."
We both hurriedly dressed, and then Bev gathered up the cups, including the one I'd just came in, along with the plate of unfinished cookies, once again leading me back into the kitchen. I stood near the doorway preparing to leave, looking back towards her. She picked up the cup, held it up towards her mouth, and then drank it.
"Fuck me!" I exclaimed watching her as she even turned that kinky weird moment into one of the most erotic I had ever imagined.
"I will later...after dark. Now go...go home and rest, get cleaned up, and think about what I'm going to do to you later...what you're going to do to me."
"But..."
"But what?"
"You didn't..."
She laughed. "Oh yes I did, several times. Lots and lots of really nice small ones," she said comforting me some. "But I like saving the best one for last...which you'll see tonight," she assured me. "Now...go home Robbie, try and relax, stay excited yes...but gather your strength, because you're going to need it!"
**
I took the longest shower of my life, hard as a rock, just thinking about her while I did. And I still had well over three hours yet before darkness came, before I was to return to her bedroom, her arms, and that luscious cunt of hers.
I would soon give her my virginity, though more like her taking it, or a combination of both. I was excited beyond reason, and yet nervous. I was obviously inexperienced. Already I had shown her that, but she had taught me much in the process, shown me what even I didn't know I was capable of. I replayed over and over inside my mind, everything that had happened, all that we'd done over and over again until I felt my cock leaking, tempted to stroke it, pull on it and make myself come again. But I refrained, soon after stepping out, dressing and then pacing aimlessly back in forth inside my bedroom, watching the clock slowly tick away.
I sat near the window finally watching the sunset. It was eight forty-five, and I couldn't stand waiting much longer. When the last rays finally disappeared over the horizon, I stood and made my way back down the stairs, stopping briefly to inform my parents I was going out, would be home late (if at all) and then stepped outside. I actually drove my car around the block, pulled it into the service alley back behind the properties and parked it where I'd seen Danny so often park his own car before. I entered in through the gate, noticing as I did so, most if not all of the lights in the house were off. Only a small very dim lamp glowing inside the den leading me towards it and the sliding glass doors that I knew had been left unlocked, open for me. I stood there at the doorway, once again glancing at my watch. It was eight fifty-five. "Close enough!" I told myself, and then slid the doors open stepping inside.
All was quiet, not a single sound could be heard. I thought briefly about calling out as I made my way through the room towards the front of the house towards the stairs. I stopped, smiling as I reached them. Each step held a soft glowing candle, a runway of light leading up towards the bedroom. There were no other lights on in the house, nor any upstairs that I could see, save for these on the steps, and then several more actually on the landing, the floor...a small trail going down the hallway and then turning directly into the open doorway of what I knew to be Bev's master bedroom.
I walked into her room expecting to find her laying there in her bed waiting for me. She wasn't. Perhaps in the adjoining bath? I wondered looking towards it, the door closed, though no light came out from beneath it either however. I stepped in further calling out to her softly.
"Bev?"
I felt her presence behind me. She'd been hiding behind the door. Ahead of me, the room was filled with two dozen or more candles, a floral scent filling the air, giving it an erotic, exotic feel to both. The lights quickly winked out however as she slipped something over my eyes covering them. It was soft, silky...sensual.
"Hold still," she purred. "And no peeking." She tied whatever it was around my eyes, ensuring it was secure and that I was now blinded to everything about me. Interestingly enough however, I could feel the warmth of the candles burning in the room, and even the smell of them seemed intensified now as she took my hand and soon led me over the few steps to where I knew it would take before reaching the bed. She began undressing me, slowly...teasingly, taking her time. I felt her hands rake my gradually exposed skin. Her lips often leaving a trail of light butterfly kisses across my flesh, wherever she removed something, she kissed, touched and continued to tease, all the while remaining silent as she did that, leaving me quivering where I stood.
Finally I was naked...my cock which I knew full well, stood stiff, straight and aching. Though this she hadn't touched, not one morsel of relief whatsoever as it throbbed almost painfully.
I felt her push and guide me towards the bed. I fell back, at first sitting down, but then she lightly pushed me again. "Move up, in the middle," she suggested. I did so by feel...felt her climb onto it with me, hovering near, not yet touching, obviously looking. I felt my cock throb again of its own accord. That made her laugh, giggling with her own excitement.
"Anxious are we?"
"You have no idea," I told her.
"You get any rest?"
"A little," I lied.
"Liar," she laughed. I laughed with her, throbbing again. She moved up towards me, I felt her hand now taking mine in hers lifting it up and over my head towards the headboard. As she did that, I then felt another soft silk like scarf being wrapped about my wrist. In moments she'd secured it, and began doing the same thing to the other.
"Fuck," I moaned softly, feeling the softness of her body as it periodically moved against mine, caressing it in ways that I hadn't thought of.
"Be patient," she told me. "This first parts more for me than for you, though I'm sure you'll love it every bit as much as I will," she assured me.
After she'd secured me, hands tied though my feet remaining free, I felt her slowly slither up my torso. I felt the soft caress of her breasts as they touched my toes, and then upwards along my leg, moments later just brushing against my groin, not yet my prick, though my balls seemed to sparkle with electricity as they were touched. She then moved downwards again, down the opposite leg, again to my toes, and now back again. She next moved upwards, still not allowing my prick to feel much of anything except its throbbing pulse. Her breasts now digging a trench up my belly, across my chest, finally reaching my head where she fed me one of them briefly to suck on. Like a starving babe, I accepted her nipple, her breast mashed forcefully against my mouth though she soon removed it. I then felt it as she fed me the other one, where I again paid homage to it, enjoying the feel of its firmness, hardness, even seeing it in my mind's eye as I did so. After what seemed like an eternity of her switching back and forth for a time, even once feeding me both nipples pressed together, which I likewise suckled as one, she then moved up once again. This time I sensed more than felt her as she hovered above me, slowly...gingerly lowering herself down. I could smell her before I touched her, or rather before she touched me. And even then...fleetingly. I struggled, lurching up, but she was quicker...dancing away before I could.



"Lie still. Let me...do all the work."
Somehow I knew...without knowing. Bev hovered above me, her cunt only fractions of an inch above my mouth. Like I said, I could smell her intoxicating aroma, her heat hovering just there...inches away.
"Open your mouth."
I did, not knowing what to expect, even how I was supposed to hold it open for her as I did so. I then I felt it, a small drip...another. It was sweet, musky, tangy all at once. I savored it, now licking my lips.
"You like?"
"Yes," I groaned audibly...deeply. I then felt what felt like a tickle, a tickle of flesh, ever so light, but I knew immediately what it was. She pressed a bit further, now the fullness of her lips kissing mine, her once again swollen, puffy, wet saucy lips as they smeared themselves directly. I flicked with my tongue, just spearing her depths. She sighed pleasurably, though moving herself down over me. I felt her pussy mash against my chin, and then work itself up again, passing over my lips and tongue as I desperately reached out trying to seize her. She continued the movement however, passing me by. My nose now coming into direct contact with her, she fucked it. Literally fucked it! Sat there on my face, my nose buried inside that sweet smelling, sweet tasting opening of hers as she mashed herself against my face. I was past insane with lust and desire as she finally moved downwards again, this time allowing me to find her.
I sucked, licked and tickled her cunt. I found her sweet tender clitoris, gathered it between my lips chewing it delicately.
"Oh yeah, that's it baby...that's it. Lick my pussy!" She moaned.
I wanted to crawl up inside her with my face, struggling against the bindings that held me. I continued to lap furiously at her swollen hot cunt, punching her clit like a tiny sparing bag, flicking it back and forth, then sucking it briefly again until she lifted up, forcing me away. Once again I felt the pleasure of her breasts as she slid back down my body. A body now in flame, every nerve ending of my entire being alert, awake...sensitized.
I now felt those heavenly breasts of hers as she gathered up my prick in a soft sweet titty sandwich. I heard her spit, and then spit again. The lubrication of her saliva more than enough, mixed with my own drooling prick, creating a slick slippery passage in which she stroked my cock, using nothing more than the soft pliable flesh of her breasts.
Just when I thought I couldn't endure any more of this heavenly torture, she moved down even more. At once, I now felt her lips and mouth again, taking me in, not fully...not as she'd done, just that damnable way of torturing...teasing me with. She chewed me, licked me..."pop" sucked the head of my dick, creating the most erotic, decadent sounds I had ever heard. She spit on my cock, covering it in her saliva, stroked it, spit on it...sucked it again. Over and over until I was thrashing back and forth, side to side, pulling and tugging against my restraints, no longer content or even happy to be held this way.
"Please!" I begged openly. "For gods sakes...please!"
All she did was laugh...almost evilly. "You trust me?" she asked, and then slowly ran her tongue up one side and down the other along my shaft, asking me again. "Do you?"
I had no reason not to...if anything, it would have been me where the question of trust might have been in doubt. "Yes...yes, of course I do," I basically whimpered still straining against my bonds.
She spit again. But this time after she did I felt a sensation, a tickling I had never felt before. And I froze. Certainly that had been an accident, and inadvertent touch perhaps. But no. I felt her probe, felt her finger push.
"Bev! No! Fuck! You can't!"
"Too late sweetie, I already did," she said worming her finger inside me now. I tried scrambling back, lifting up, but she grabbed my prick in her hand, like holding onto a lever, pulling me back. "Relax," she purred. "I told you...this one's for me."
Once again I felt her finger slide in, and then out. Simultaneously her other hand slowly milking my cock, working it up and down in conjunction with the movement of her fucking finger.
"God baby...your balls are so tight already. I almost wish I was fucking you now...but you need to let go of this one, intensely, and soon too. After that...after that I'll fuck you, and you'll fuck me. You'll feel how it feels to finally slide this nice hard prick of yours into a woman's cunt. To know what it's like as I clench my cunt around your shaft, gripping it, fucking it with my pussy as you thrust deeply in and out of me."
I was already gone...far gone. Her words sounding more like a dream than reality, a whisper on air reaching my ears, a breath of lust now bathing my cock as she took it inside her mouth once again, sucking it firmly. Her fingertip seeking, finding, and then caressing...and then white-hot molten lava suddenly bursting forth without my even sensing that it had.
"Oh...my...god!" I screamed out at the top of my lungs...and then held a single breath for what felt like an eternity.
**
I honestly don't recall her releasing my hands. Only when she finally pulled the blindfold away from my eyes did I suddenly realize I was no long bound. Almost immediately I rolled over, pinning her to the bed, kissing her fiercely. In doing so...I realized as did we both, this was our first kiss, our first real passionate kiss. Our tongues fenced and danced with one another repeatedly. I sucked her upper lip, she in turn then sucking mine, more tongues lapping away at one another as my hands now joined the dance, finding her breasts, tweaking her tender hard stiff nipples.
"Roll over," she breathed.
"What?"
"Roll over, onto your tummy, now it's my turn."
As stupid as this may sound, I double checked now that I could see, making sure she wasn't wearing some sort of strap-on or something. I was a virgin there too...well, in a way anyway, now that she had actually finger-fucked my ass.
"I'm going to fuck you, my way," she informed me. "Time for another couple of little ones...something to tide me over, work me up...juice me," she teased giggling. I had no clue of course, but did as she asked. Once again I felt her slide up and over me, now laying atop me, the press of her breasts digging sensually into my back. I had no idea that there were so many nerve endings there too, or that I could feel those delightful nipples of hers burrowing into me the way that they were.
And then she pushed herself, sliding against me, gyrating and sliding. Her cunt firmly mashed against my ass, I could feel her wetness leaving its mark. Felt the slick trail of her cunt as she slid up towards the small of my back, and then down again. Once again pressing, humping...grinding. She began to pant, now thrusting as though she did have a cock, as though she was using it to fuck me with as she fucked herself, her clit no doubt rubbing within the crack of my ass as she drove into me from behind, crying out her joy moments later.
"That's one," she sighed pleasurably. And then began doing it all over again.
**
By the time she had finished giving herself a second sweet little climax, she was ready. But then again, so was I.
"Are you ready for this? Are you sure?"
I'd never been more sure about anything before in my life...especially now, especially with her, and I told her so.
"I'll be gentle," she chuckled making me laugh, easing my nervousness and apprehension just a little. She then moved up straddling my torso, not as yet taking me, though certainly placing herself, resting against me. "How's that feel?"
"Heavenly," I answered back. Once again she laughed.
"You're not in heaven yet, not even through the pearly gates...yet, though you soon will be."
Pearly gates was right, slick wet, slippery pearly pettled gates. Once again she moved up, sliding against me. I felt my prick slip in between her lips, brushing against her clit as she slid up and down, once again teasing me with her slick cunt. Hearing the squishy sounds as she did that, cream turning to froth, bathing me in that hot essence as she mouthed my cock with her pussy, not as yet cunting it.
"You tell me when," she said simply. "And then just relax, once again let me fuck you for a moment...until you want to try fucking me."
"OK," I said feeling like my entire body was wired, every nerve ending I possessed ready to short circuit at a moment's notice here. And then..."I'm ready."
She had moved up, just as she'd been doing, allowing the lips of her pussy to kiss and suck at me. But as she began moving down again, this time I felt a slight difference, the angle of her positioning perhaps. I felt the head of my dick suddenly surrounded, she held still though only for a moment. "Feel that?"
I couldn't answer. One word and I'd have lost it. After all this...I would have fucking lost it.
"How about that?" She slid down a bit more, heat surrounding my cock in a way it never had before. I wanted to tell her to shut up, to quit talking, her words masturbating my cock almost as much as her hand and mouth had...and now, her cunt.
She moved up now instead, nearly uncunting me. I moaned, not in pleasure as much in frustration, though she fooled me again, driving back, impaling herself fully. I felt the entire length of my shaft spearing into her, spearing into her depths, the spongy soft, dripping hot fuck tunnel having just stolen...gladly and welcomely stolen my virginity.
"Ok baby...go ahead. Fuck me...see how it feels to finally fuck a woman."
Balls deep already, I pulled back, almost all the way out, and then slid into her again where she met me, thrusting downwards in greeting, meeting me more than half way, all the way...once again balls deep, flesh smacking flesh as I hilted her.
"Yes! Again!" She wailed. I slid out, and in...out, and in..."
"Fuck!" I cried out, "No! No! No!"
"Yes! Yes! Yes!" She answered back. "Give it to me Robbie! Give it to me...spurt baby spurt, let go...feel it, feel it...FEEL IT!"
I was feeling it indeed. I was feeling the intensity of my first ever orgasm blowing off inside a woman's cunt. The ecstasy and pleasure I now felt far surpassing anything I had ever known before. I could feel my cock lurching inside her, could almost see the spray of semen bathing the inside of her walls. The slickness of her cunt as she now rode me, pumping it out of me herself, something I was no longer coherent enough to do, simply overwhelmed me to the point that I lost track of myself and almost where I was.
I wanted to cry, laugh...both as I drew her close holding her against me. And said instead, "I'm sorry."
"Sorry for what? For coming so soon? For enjoying without being able to do anything about it, your first ever coital orgasm? Don't be absurd! That's the way the first one should be!" She informed me. "And keep in mind baby...it only gets better each time after that."
**
She was right. After we had both taken a breather, and actually relaxed a little, sipping some wine, calming down a bit, I was surprised when all she had to do was crawl back up into the bed, laying on her back, and spread her legs again. Like a draw bridge coming up...I rose to proportionate heights and then walked over with a shit-eating grin on my face.
"Round two?" she chuckled.
"Oh hell yes...and then maybe round three even!" I boasted.
"Yes well...we'll see. But maybe...just maybe," she winked.
This time it was basically a traditional fuck. Me on top, her on the bottom...good old missionary. And maybe it was...basic in that sense. But it was my first time once again, experiencing that. And boy did I!
Maybe it was partially the fact that this time I felt fully in control. Certainly had a hell of a lot more stamina, and duration. But there was something to be said about being the one to do most if not all of the work (which up until now, I hadn't been...though perhaps with good reason). Plunging in and out, taking my time, changing up things a little here and there, fast slow, deep...shallow, just experimenting, learning my way around. Bev just laid back, enjoying it...even when it was obvious I didn't know what the hell I was really doing, she seemed to get a kick out of it, enjoying herself, and quite frequently finding a way to escalate it, make it feel even better.
It wasn't long before the sweat was pouring off both of us. I had even rolled her over, now coming up from behind her in yet another traditional way, fucking her doggy-style, which I honestly and freely admit, soon turned into one of my favorite positions, and hers.
How I managed it, I don't know. But she actually came, hard...though telling me just before she did...that when she did, there might be an unexpected surprise waiting for me...as she did.
She was certainly right about that. But as I'd come to learn, come to love and appreciate about her, was her not holding back. That taught me something almost immediately. Giving yourself rather than wanting...or just taking, was very often even more pleasurable, more loving...and even more fun, than the actual orgasm itself. Not to say I didn't enjoy them when I did. Hell...I most certainly did. But watching her, feeling her...and now seeing her actually climax the way that she could, brought far more joy and pleasure to me than I ever realized it ever would.
Even when she sort of warned me what might happen just before it did, I didn't fully understand it, nor comprehend it. But damn that was fucking hot! As slippery wet as she'd been as we'd fucked now previously, it was as though a dam had burst somewhere up inside her. I slid in and out of her with a rapidity I didn't know I even possessed, listening to her words, her panting, that hot crazy way she had of vocalizing herself using vulgarity, that when being used like that, the way she did, just seemed to heighten and intensify everything else.
"Fuck my pussy you bastard!" She had first said after I'd been really pummeling her pretty hard there for a bit...though obviously not quite hard enough. "Harder you prick!" She demanded, goading me perhaps, though if anything...it worked. Somehow, someway, I found the strength and determination to plow into her, almost hoping to ram myself out the end of her mouth in doing so.
"That's it you precious fucker! Fuck me...fuck me harder...harder damn it! Harder! Because baby...I'm going to squirt all over you when I come!"
I only had the vaguest idea of what she meant by that. Hell I had seen the creamy, frothy side of things, and I had loved seeing that, loved tasting it! But I had NO idea! I was surprisingly hovering on the edge again myself, though I didn't hold out much hope of having the same intense sort of an orgasm I'd already had twice now. Not to mention spurting much of anything except air perhaps even when I did. But low and behold...fuck almighty, when she came...she wasn't kidding one iota about doing that. Wow...
"Oh baby...feel me baby, feel me come all over you!" She suddenly cried out, and then seconds later...began doing just that. Shit. Damn. Fuck! That was hot!
Her pussy...her cunt, just seemed to explode, all at once, all over everywhere, everything, all at once. Suddenly, this wet juicy spray just sort of pushed its way out of her cunt, with my dick still inside her. It forced itself out and around her, this cascade of almost clear fluid just bathing the two of us...along with the bed. And then amazingly, I joined her again! No, I didn't gush out gallons this time, it just wasn't there. But even then I managed a couple of pretty good spurts, and then just a nice throbbing pulsating continuation of spastic dick-throbbing delight as I held still there inside of her. Still feeling this wonderful wet continuation of liquid delight making its way down and over my shaft as she poured out her pleasure against each of us.
"Holy fucking shit!" She finally said rolling away, well out of the wet spot...hell, lake she'd created, as she did that. "God babe...it's been a while since I've had one quite that hard...thanks to you anyway!"
I was grinning from ear to ear...though I was also done in, toast, wasted, out of it. Finished. Even when she took me into her hand again, and waggled it about, it was as limp as a wet noodle.
"Good...he's happy and satisfied, as am I," she said kissing me once again. "Now...be a good boy and go blow out all the candles, and then come back to bed and sleep with me," she stated.
Another first. I had never spent the entire night in bed with a woman before. Doing that when I came back to bed and found her nearly asleep already, was nearly as good as the sex had been.
Well...not quite really. But almost.
**
She was giving me head when I woke.
"Ah...finally, I was beginning to wonder. Thought I'd killed you there for a moment," she told me.
"What time is it anyway?" I asked. I had to be to work at nine.
"Seven thirty," she informed me. "Why?"
And then I told her I had to work, that I'd best get up...get moving, take a shower. The scent of raw hungry sex still lingering in the air.
"Not before you fuck me again," she informed me. "At least a quickie...but not here either."
"Not here?"
"No...elsewhere within the house. Something I've always wanted to do, but never did."
"Which is?"
"Fuck in every single room. Every one of them. And this is a big house. Think you can handle that?"
"Today? Every room?"
She burst out laughing. "No silly! Not all at once, but how about once a day...a different room, think you can manage that much at least?"
"How about...two rooms?" I suggested confidently.
"Let's just stick with one for now, see how it goes," she informed me. "But...we might as well start off with the bathroom, kill two birds with one stone so to speak. Get you ready for work, and cross one room off the list."
We fucked, washed...and fucked some more. Even mapping out the rest of the house as we did that. Twelve rooms, not including the two now we'd managed to cross off the list, with the den not really counting yet. Twelve rooms, seven days before Danny returned home. Yeah, we'd have to double up a few times if we were going to accomplish doing that. But I was certainly game, if she was.
Neither one of us spoke of Danny's return though it was on both of our minds. We'd both mentally decided to enjoy what precious time we had...for as long as it lasted. Seven days at least. Seven days where I would mark down permanently those moments in my mind, to be savored and remembered for ever afterwards. Maybe...no, most likely, things would have to come to a screeching halt here. But until then, I was going to enjoy this...and hopefully Bev would too, as much as we possibly could.
"When do you get off work?" She asked as we both dressed, me in preparation for heading off to work here soon.
"I'll get home around ten...ten thirty," I told her. She handed me a key. "Wake me up if I'm still sleeping," she stated. "In the mean time, I'll be thinking about which room we should cross of the list next."
**
All I could think about was the way that tight sweet wet pussy felt around my shaft. I think I spent most of the night at work trying to hide my erection in fact. And oddly enough...maybe there's some truth to the fact that after people have had sex, they seem to act or feel differently, even glow some or something. Needless to say, Darlene, a cute gal who I'd actually asked out once before, though I'd been turned down, seemed friendlier towards me for some reason. Even flirting a bit, which was a bit of a surprise. She'd never done that before. We'd even shared a coke together during a break, something else we'd never done. What felt weird to me...was any other time, I'd have been euphoric over her doing that. Now...I felt like I was almost cheating on Bev, just sitting here sharing a laugh...a coke, and really nothing else. I was anxious to get home...



"Home," I suddenly thought. No...not home, Bev's place. I needed to remember that.
**
She certainly wasn't asleep when I came back to her place. She was up...waiting for me when I used my own key, entering through the back door. She was naked, sitting at the kitchen table.
"I have one more rule," she informed me.
"Oh? And what's that?" I asked enjoying the vision sitting there in front of me. I still had a hard-on too, I don't think it had ever completely gone away since the moment I'd left.
"I want to have kinky...naughty, dirty...even twisted sex, in every room, but the bedroom. There, we have semi-normal, loving, fun sort of dirty sex," she laughed.
"Sort of? Dirty sex?" I laughed back. "But really naughty, dirty, kinky...even twisted sex everywhere else correct?"
"Correct!" she laughed standing up. "Starting here," she then said climbing up onto her kitchen table. "Now...come fuck me baby. Fuck me right here on the table...but don't you dare come in me...that's for the bedroom. You tell me when you're about to, and then I'll tell you what it is you're going to do for me when you do."
After the incident with the coffee cup, I was ready for just about anything.
I was to find out, I really had no idea.
**
I was naked within seconds, looking at the prize as she draped herself onto the table, legs dangling down over the edge as I stepped up in between them...perfect height.
"Just remember...when you're close," she reminded.
"I know...tell you, and then?"
"You'll see....just promise me, you'll do it...no matter what."
"Ok, no matter what," I responded back. "When we're being kinky."
"Yes...kinky, and naughty."
I slid into her. Slick, tight...wet and wanton.
"Naughty, kinky...and dirty."
"Especially dirty," she answered back. "Fuck me...fuck me hard, nasty hard."
I fucked her nasty, and hard...and kinky. And she squirted, all over me, all over the table, and the floor...and I kept fucking her, watching her cum, feeling her cum, hearing her scream out her pleasure. And then that was too much for me...I had to come too, come with her.
She pulled me away then off and away from her, though holding my hand leading me. "Hurry," she demanded...and then surprised me stepping outside the back door. I attempted to follow, but she stopped me, closing the screen door. Pressing herself up against it from outside. "Now do it!"
"What?"
"Jerk off...squirt on me...through the screen. Hurry!"
"Jesus! Bev!"
"I said kinky...naughty, dirty...think I was kidding?"
No...she obviously wasn't, and then suddenly it felt that way...it was, and I was excited beyond belief. She pressed herself so hard against the screen, I knew there'd be imprints in her breasts, her nipples trying to bore holes making even bigger ones. I stood, jacking myself off, pressing my dick tip against the screen too, almost as though trying to force it through, to rub myself against her tits, her nipples.
"Make it cum...make it squirt," she demanded once again. "Let me see it...let me watch it try to reach me!"
I came, I splurged, I squirted. Most of it not going anywhere, caught in the tiny holes of her screen door, even though she managed to come away with a bit of it clinging to her tits anyway.
"Damn what a mess!" I concluded, looking at the copious amount of sperm now clogging up a goodly portion of her door. She opened it stepping in.
"Yeah...it is," she giggled back taking my hand leading me towards the hallway and upstairs to the bedroom.
"What about...that?" I said looking back.
"What about it?" She said. "I was planning on cleaning the entire kitchen tomorrow anyway, might as well do the doors too while I'm at it." And with that, we headed upstairs for what she called a more normal lovemaking session.
Shit...that was pretty kinky too!
**
Three days and five rooms later, I had lost seven pounds. Mom had even commented on it, worried that I had perhaps been working too hard. Dad just reached up rustling my hair, told mom to quit worrying about me, told her he figured I had a girlfriend. Which was one of the reasons I hadn't been coming home at night, nor home much at all, only long enough to change into a new set of clothes. If he only knew...he wouldn't be smiling as much. Though I was starting to not smile nearly as much myself. We only had four more days together before Danny came home again.
**
We were going to try for three today. Mainly because I had the entire day off. And that meant we'd have a little time for recovery at least...between rooms.
"Ok, so which room first?" I asked curiously. I had to laugh. Bev had actually drawn out a reasonable looking floor-plan to scale, and had now checked off all the rooms we'd done anything in, along with a short brief note about what we'd done, how we'd done it...and how she'd made me cum in each one of them.
"The laundry and downstairs bathroom is next," she informed me. Jeffry had never entirely finished off the basement, though he'd been going to before the divorce came. As such, the room itself was still partially joined, one large open area, with laundry and a semi-finished downstairs bathroom. As such...we were only counting it as one single room. We headed downstairs...naked of course, no reason not to be at this point, now more comfortable being around her naked than dressed in many ways. And not looking forward to the time when I wouldn't...or couldn't be.
She sat down on the toilet the moment we entered the room. "I need to pee first," she announced. So far this was something we hadn't done. "You ah...need me, want me to ah...give you some privacy?" I asked.
"No...what I do want you to do...is come over here, stand between my legs...and pee with me."
This one definitely was the definition of all three. Dirty, naughty...and certainly kinky. "I don't think I need to," I told her trying to beg off. Not that I was squeamish about doing that really...not like we were going to pee on one another or anything either, wasn't like that. But I didn't think I could...not in front of her.
"At least try," she said coaxing me over. I figured hell, if nothing else I could at least stand there and pretend to try to, even as she went. If I didn't...well then, shouldn't come as any big surprise or major disappointment when I couldn't. I stood between her legs looking down as she began to tinkle...just a tiny bit. "Well? I'm trying to hold it...waiting for you," she spoke.
Maybe it was the running water thing, or in this case, hearing her start to. To my surprise I found that I could...and then did, though aiming as carefully as I could between her legs as she spread them a bit wider, now truly beginning to pee herself. "Splash it against mine," she told me.
"You'll get wet, we'll get wet," I amended.
"It's only pee silly...you, me...us? You think that's worse than the fluids we've exchanged? And besides, we'll wash one another up afterwards. Now quit being a prude...piss on my piss!"
It was a silly game, but it was an erotic one too. We mingled piss together, and yes it splashed, and soaked us both. But as she said, we washed one another up afterwards, and then she had me sit in the sink, though it was slightly uncomfortable as I did that, wedged in nearly so tight I could hardly move. And then she took out a toilet paper roll, and then she removed the paper core from it.
"What are you doing?"
"Just this," she said, as she took out what appeared to be a massive jar of Vaseline, taking from it an enormous amount of goop from it, and stuffing that inside the middle. She then grinned at me.
"You can't be serious!"
"Oh...but I am!" she announced, and then slid most of it, though not all of it over the length of my shaft, it was still a bit too tight, even with the extra goop...but she managed to jerk me off with it any way. I came, ropes of sperm splashing against her breasts, her pussy as she finished me off using the toilet paper roll. And then she sat down on the toilet seat once again, and masturbated herself using what was left of the sticky, gooey roll.
**
Bev crossed the room off her homemade map as we sat at the small kitchen table collecting ourselves after our somewhat kinky little escapade downstairs.
"Where to next?" I wondered surprised that I could already be feeling aroused once again. Admittedly...I hadn't expected to find this as exciting as it was when we'd began doing this. But now, I found myself looking more and more forward to it. The downside of course being, the fewer and fewer rooms we had left to explore one another in, meant our time was running out too.
"The storage room," she said looking at her map. We had actually argued about this one, not really an argument perhaps, but a discussion whereby I didn't feel a storage room actually qualified as being a "room", but Bev had insisted it was. At first I couldn't imagine being able to do much of anything in there as cramped as it was. I was about to find out just how wrong I was about that soon after.
She had already straightened it up to some extent, giving us a bit more room on the floor. In addition, Bev had previously placed a nice thick quilt down, something for us to sit, and then lay down on as I figured her intent to be. She closed the door behind us, and then stood waiting for me to get situated down on the floor. Overhead a single light bulb gave us light, which she turned off by pulling on the dangling chain hanging beneath it. We were in total darkness.
I chuckled, unable to help myself. She laughed back. "Remind you of something?" She asked.
It did actually. I think all kids at one time or another sit in dark closets curious about sexual matters. It took me back to that in a strange sort of way. It was the first time I had ever kissed another girl in fact, sitting on the floor of her bedroom closet, unable to see a single thing as we did that. Remembering that moment, I tentatively reached out looking for her, though of course she was sitting right there in front of me. Having to feel for her face, though quickly finding it...I leaned forward searching her out with my lips, kissing her passionately.
"That's why I wanted to do this," she finally said after breaking off one of many very sensual erotic kisses. "So we could see one another with our hands, fingers...our minds, and not just our eyes," she informed me. "I want us to explore one another like that, from head to toe not leaving out a single solitary place as we do that."
She went first, having me lay down on my tummy where she proceeded to touch me with her hands and fingers beginning with my head, slowly working her way down. Bev teased the muscles in my back, my arms and shoulders and then finally caressed and fondled my ass. I shivered excitedly, the darkness concealing her magic hands as she continued. I felt the press of her finger as it momentarily explored, teased and stimulated my ass hole, though she didn't insert her fingers or go beyond that this time. Moving down my legs, she tenderly stroked those and then my toes, finally making me roll over where she worked her way back up again. Once again, she only briefly lingered over my very hard cock and tight balls; back up my chest to my face. Here she ran her fingers lightly and tenderly over my chin, lips...my nose and then caressed my ears playfully rolling them between her fingertips. By the time she had finished running her hands through my hair again, I felt like Jell-O.
"Ok, my turn," she announced quickly exchanging places with me. She was right about one thing, I was seeing her in a whole new light...or rather no light, but the experience was unbelievable. I saw and felt her body in ways I hadn't felt it, even while looking at it as I did before. Now, I felt and better understood the contours of her shape, the flair of her sensual hips, the indentation of her knees. Simple things, but things I now knew about her so intimately that I hadn't contemplated knowing before. I ran my fingers over her somewhat flattened breasts when she rolled over onto her back. I traced the edges of each slope, fingering the fullness of them as I lifted them up in my hands cupping them into cones, stroking upwards towards her nipples and then lingering there for a bit on each. I too had probed and teased her ass, finding delight in doing so, an erotic thrill of the unknown for me, surprised to find I had wanted to explore that even more.
As though reading my mind, after I had finished "looking" at her with my hands and fingers, she spoke almost in a whisper, still breathless...obviously aroused.
"Fuck me...fuck my ass," she announced surprising me.
"Are you sure?" I asked, though now very much excited at the prospect, and then thinking..."we don't have anything to properly lubricate you up with." She laughed hearing that.
"We'll find something...in here," she told me. I was about to suggest we turn on the light in order to do so, but she made a game out of that as well. "Check on the shelf to your right," she stated. "I'm pretty sure we'll find something there."
I fumbled around for a moment in the dark, passing by the obvious, some cans and then finding a plastic jar, opening it, which we both then smelled. "Honey," I announced.
"Put that one off to the side, if we need to...we can use that, though we'd both be awfully sticky if we do."
We searched through several more jars and cartons, finding a jar of peanut butter, quickly discarding that. Even the honey would have been preferred to that one. Bev finally stumbled into a can of lard, which we likewise set off to the side as a possibility until I found a large container of vegetable oil.
"That'll work!" She giggled excitedly. "Perfectly!"
I could only imagine the mess we were making, but even that became erotic and sensual as we spent time smearing it over one another, in particular over her luscious ass as we became slick and slippery with our vegetable oil coatings. And even once we were, once we were ready for what was coming next, we took our time being playful. The sounds her hands made, and mine as we probed and continued to play with one another there in the darkness was decadent...obscene. The slick "squishy" sounds our hands made, especially hers as she worked and jacked my cock, reveling in making as much sound as she possibly could. As I then did to her, fingering her already slick cunt, made more so by the addition of some additional oil.
"I'm so fucking hot...and horny. So whenever you're ready," she soon said after spending such a delightful time with her being naughty like this.
"Ready whenever you are," I responded back, her hand still gripping my hard shaft, almost reluctant to release it.
"I'm ready...more than!" She laughed a bit nervously. "And just so you know...it's been a while, a long while," she paused. "So it might be better if you let me sit on you, that way I can more or less control things for a bit. After I have gotten used to the feel of you, perhaps then we can try it in another position. But for starters at least..."
I agreed with her. This was another first for me for one thing. I was about to fuck a woman's ass for the first time in my life, unchartered territory once again. I didn't have any real idea as to the mechanics of this either, not knowing what to expect...or even do. So Bev's suggestion about being on top initially, was perfectly fine with me.
"We'll try this," she continued. "After which, I can spin around, and then we can turn around perhaps if you'd like trying it in a different position."
At first, I didn't think there was any way in hell. If I could feel a little discomfort, even with the slippery lubrication, then she certainly could. I felt a bit of pressure, though it lasted only for a moment, and then suddenly, I felt the head of my dick slipping inside past the outer ring. "Hmm," she moaned and then held still allowing herself to become accustomed no doubt to the unfamiliar intrusion. "Keep holding still," she again near whispered as I felt her push a bit more, suddenly slipping inside her quite easily after that. I knew within moments she'd impaled herself entirely on the length of my shaft, once again holding her breath for a moment, and then sighing again. "God that feels good...been so long!" She finally breathed.
And it did too! Entirely different, certainly far tighter than when I'd been inside her pussy, more like the sensation of her hand when she gripped me so hard on previous occasions, stroking me...which she now began doing, with her ass.
"How's that?"
"Fucking tight!"
"Not too tight?"
"No!" I groaned pleasurably. "Just right! Fuck this feels good!"
"Yes it does," she murmured now moving slowly, though continuously up and down, though she giggled.
"What?"
"You're still stiff as a board," she informed me, which I then realized I was, laying there immobile. "You can play with my tits now...I'd like that."
I relaxed, reaching up quickly finding those magnificent orbs in the dark, filling my hands with them once again kneading and caressing her soft pliant tit flesh.
"Go ahead Robbie...fuck me now, fuck me hard, nice and hard...the same way you do to my cunt," she told me. As I did, I could feel her reach down as she began frigging her clit, playing with it as my cock slid easily in and out of her ass now, her boobs still toys to enjoy as we did that, the feel of her wonderful hard nipples as I pulled on each, twisting and yanking on them with my fingers.
"Where do you...want me...to..."
"Where else? In my ass silly! I want to feel your cum spurting in my ass when you cum," she finished for me. "I want to feel it dripping out afterwards, running down between my legs. So pour it into me sweetheart," she said almost lovingly. "Spurt that hot fucking joy juice into my tight hot little ass!" She then flavored with a bit more obscenity as her lust once again took over her pleasure.
And I was only too happy to comply. As tight as her ass was, and as good as it felt, I knew without any doubt by the speed and intensity of our coupling, I wouldn't certainly last forever...not at this rate. But she too was already riding on the crest of her own orgasmic wave, her hand still slapping, frigging her clit furiously, which I could feel her do as she rode me.
"Come with me baby," she soon announced. "Let me feel it...feel you filling my ass with all that hot naughty cream!" She was near begging, which pretty much triggered it. I lurched, thrusting up hard inside her, spearing her, and then grabbed her hips holding on, holding her still for a moment as I simply concentrated on that first powerful jettison of my spunk deep inside her bowels.
"Oh fuck! Fuck! Here it comes! Here it comes! Here...it...comes!"
It was for me at least, one of the most intense orgasms I had ever had. There in the dark, feeling...sensing the deep pulsating squirt of my cock inside her, almost imagining the spray of my spunk filling her ass, I came...and came...and came some more. Crying out, thrusting now, plunging into her depths as she joined me, calling out...screaming out my name almost hysterically in the throes of her own climatic bliss.
"Yes Robbie yes! Come baby, fill me...squirt, squirt, squirt! Fill my ass baby! Fill my fucking ass!"
**
By the time we had showered and finished washing off all the oil still coating our bodies, we were both famished.
"Let's order pizza!" Bev suggested, which sounded fine to me. The way I felt at the moment, I could have eaten a large one all by myself after all the energy we'd expended so far today. "Twenty minutes...or it's free!" She then laughed after hanging up. "Start the clock!"
She was still naked, though we both were, sitting there on the couch still somewhat collecting ourselves there in the living room all the while keeping an eye out for the delivery guy.



"Fifteen minutes," I announced glancing at my watch. "One of us better put something on, he should be here any time now."
"Why?" She chuckled. "Always wanted to do this," she informed me as just then we saw lights pulling into the drive. I took a quick peek out the window, confirming my suspicions.
"You're crazy!" I said as she prepared herself, remaining naked, though her wallet was near the door.
"Yes...sexy crazy, and loving every minute of it too," she smiled looking back over her shoulder towards me, one hand on the door knob waiting to turn it...and no doubt, shock whoever the person was that was coming to the door.
We heard the knock, she hesitated only for a moment, and then opened the door. I was sitting back well within the room pretty much out of sight, even if she opened it up fully. From the side, I saw the surprise on her face, and knew there must have been a similar one on the other side of the door as she stood there.
"Wow...ok, that'll be....ah, that'll be fifteen ninety-five," the woman's voice spoke. I burst out laughing...of all people, it was a female delivery driver.
"Ah sure...Bev said taking the pizza, handing her a twenty. "Keep the change for your ah...troubles," she finished sounding slightly embarrassed now, though I was still giggling hysterically sitting there on the couch. It was all one sided from my perspective, I could only imagine...but it was still funny as hell. I was a little surprised when Bev stepped out slightly for a moment, still holding onto the pizza. More was said, though I couldn't hear what was, just a bit of additional laughter coming from each one of them. And then she stepped back inside closing the door. "Well...that was certainly interesting," she exclaimed. "And totally unexpected too!"
"No kidding, who'd have thought?" I continued to laugh. "What else did she say? How did she act when she saw you standing there in the altogether anyway?"
"Well...after the initial shock obviously, she simply grinned. But then, just before she left, she told me she thought I had great tits, and then asked me if she could touch one of them."
"No shit! Really?"
"Yeah really...that's when I stepped out a bit so that she could."
"So she actually did then? She touched your breast?'
Bev giggled, actually blushing a little as she walked over towards me finally setting down the hot fresh pizza on the coffee table. "Yeah, just briefly...but she did, fingered the nipple for a moment with the tip of her finger, and then leaned over and kissed it."
"Fucking A! And here I was...sitting here while she did that! Damn!"
"Oh you like the thought of that do you?" Bev teased. "What is it about men seeing two women together anyway? And then when we even mention the same thing from our side, all the guys suddenly get squeamish and want to hide!"
She had a point there, but I was still suddenly turned on again...though still hungry as the aroma of the pizza reached me. "Still...wish I had seen that," I sulked teasingly. To which she just laughed, poured us both a wine and winked at me.
"Eat your pizza," she said. "Because after it gets dark here...you're gonna be eating me, outside on the porch!"
**
Once again, wasn't exactly sure that her connected, semi-enclosed porch counted as a room, but she had said early on...she'd always wanted to do something outside there, but never had. It was obviously way to open for one reason. The street busy enough that cars were constantly traveling up and down it, not to mention the flow of foot traffic as well, people walking their dogs...or strolling down to the corner store on foot rather than driving. It had always been that way, constantly busy, especially during the summer months. So I saw no real way to safely do anything out there without attracting attention.
She did have one thing that we didn't have around our front porch, and that was a two-foot rock wall surrounding it, which had been put in for decorative purposes only. "Don't worry...no one will know, no one will see us," she assured me. "After its dark, we'll crawl out the front door, staying below the rock wall, and lay there below it."
Though I could see that, and perhaps agree with remaining unseen provided we were careful, there was still some element of danger that someone could stop by, walk up the steps to the porch, and catch us. We wouldn't have time to do anything if anyone did. Nor pretend we weren't doing...what we would be, if they did.
"That's part of the fun and excitement isn't it?" She asked me. "The danger? The risk of getting caught?"
Maybe it was in a way...but the real risk for both of us, was the fact my own parents lived next door to us. And not that mom or dad came over very often, but they had...if mom needed to borrow this or that, she'd always either sent me...or dad over to get it. I could just see him walking up to her porch, and find me there, balls deep inside my best friend's mother's cunt.
"Who knows? What if he did? Maybe he'd want to join us?" She asked me.
"Eeuuw!" I remarked, just the thought of that driving away my partial erection. "Ok, that's kinky...but even too kinky for me," I informed her.
"But seeing me with another woman...is perfectly fine though right?"
I laughed..."Yeah, just so long as it isn't my mom...that would be a bit too much too," I also stated.
She threw the seat cushion at me, which I ducked, though she hit me with a second one a moment later.
"Men!" She said.
"Women!" I responded back.
"Come eat me!"
"Whenever you're ready," I said hungrily.
**
We had turned out all the lights inside the house, but even then the lights from the lampposts out near the sidewalk still illuminated things quite a bit. The danger of stepping outside the door where there was no real concealment, until reaching the small rock wall surrounding the porch was brief...but risky. I had even suggested just wearing robes, stepping out, and then ducking down behind the wall. Bev vetoed that however, reminding me that anyone seeing us even doing that would raise suspicions. Her suggestion simply being...we crawled out close to the bottom of the door, naked...and then over behind the wall. Being naked from the get-go was part of the excitement and danger for her. For me too I guess, though I was far more fearful that one of the neighbors would still see us, if even by accident. With the darkness though, it was highly unlikely that I'd be recognized if I was, though that didn't help much in alleviating my nervousness.
"Come on chicken," Bev said goading me. "Let's go get nasty together!" Without giving me much of an option, she quickly ducked out the front door, and then almost on all fours, scrambled the few feet over to the semi-enclosed porch area. I kept watch through the door, looking about, but didn't see anyone who might have seen her do that. Ensuring no cars were coming at the moment, and that no one happened to be walking along the street close enough to see anything, I soon followed, reaching her seconds later.
"Can't believe we just did that," I said toppling down beside her on yet another thick quilt she'd brought out earlier for a bit of padded comfort.
"Fun huh?" she said sneakily, shushing me even then as we heard the sound of voices passing by on the sidewalk. "And try not to get too enthusiastic when you cum," she giggled softly. "Or at the very least, wait to cum when no one is walking by here."
"Well I'd say that depends a lot on what you're doing to me at the time," I joked back with her, though I had every intention of keeping whatever pleasure or enjoyment I felt as quiet as I possibly could, no matter how good it felt.
"Come here stud....come lick my pussy," she said motioning to me to slide between her already stretched out legs, bent at the knee, which I quickly checked to ensure that weren't poking up above the small rock wall we were hiding behind. Ensured no one could see us, I quickly did just that, snuggling comfortably between her legs, enjoying the scent and taste of her delicious cunt as I proceeded to devour her.
"Oh yeah, that's it baby...lick my pussy, suck my cunt and finger it while you eat me!" She moaned a bit louder than I felt comfortable with, but I continued doing so as she moaned a bit more softly after that. Bev was so slick, almost as slippery and wet as she'd been with the oil as I continued to lap away at her precious hard clit, alternating between sucking it directly, and just flicking it with the tip of my tongue. She had reached up with her hands, pulling my head even more forcefully into her, mashing her pussy against my face, gyrating and pressing herself against me. "Keep going baby, don't stop...don't you dare fucking stop!" She again spoke loudly again, just as I again heard the sound of voices talking, passing by. A dog barked, barked again obviously picking up on our presence, though I cautioned her to be more quiet as we obviously had company. "I don't fucking care! Suck it babe...suck it! Suck my clit, make me cum!" she actually cried out. I heard a snicker as the dog barked once more.
"Come on boy...come on," the strangers voice said obviously pulling the dog away. "No one's being hurt fella...they're just having fun."
I didn't dare look up in any effort or attempt to see who it might have been, had I recognized them. Bad enough that if they lived anywhere close by in the neighborhood, they'd have a pretty good idea of the woman who was living here, being Bev. And especially with her having more of a modest, straight-laced personality that most knew her of having, except now for me of course.
"They heard you," I laughed snickering.
"Sorry, couldn't help myself," Bev apologized though not really meaning it. "It just felt too fucking good to try and keep quiet," she emphasized reaching out for my hard stiff cock. "Think you can?"
"I'm certainly going to try," I shot back as she rolled me over.
"Well...we'll just see about that then, because I'm about to give you my all time, super-duper world class blow-jobs!"
I think when I came...every damn dog in the entire neighborhood was howling.
**
We had two rooms, and two days to go before Danny came home again. One of those rooms I still wasn't sure about. Danny's room, and had already told Bev that twice. There was just something inside my head that bothered me about fucking his own mother in his room. Bad enough I was fucking her to begin with, but that to me at least, would be like pouring salt into an open wound.
"Let's just play that one by ear then," she had told me. "Save it for last, and see how it goes." So far, we had done that, leaving the next to last room being the guest bedroom downstairs. At least this time, we would be in a bed again. Though knowing Bev, there was no telling what she'd still want or expect me to do even then.
Since I did have to work, I wouldn't make it back to her place until around three. I was just finishing up, preparing to head out when she called.
"On time?" She asked.
"Leaving in a few minutes," I assured her. "Why?"
"Because I have a surprise for you for one thing, and didn't want it to be ruined if something had come up. Secondly...I also need you to promise me something."
"What?" I asked curiously.
"Well...when you get here, just come in...you'll know where I'll be, waiting for you. But you have to promise me you won't call out, won't say anything...not one single word, so promise me."
"Why?"
"Just promise me Robbie, say you will. I promise you...it will be worth it if you do."
I promised her I wouldn't. Promised I'd come in and not say a single word, though she hadn't said I had to be quiet coming in either, that part wasn't important, only that I not say anything...so I agreed, though I was highly curious, and now excited as hell knowing her.
I got there in plenty of time too, five minutes to three, just as I told her I would be. Letting myself in with the use of my key, I quickly headed downstairs, surprised to find her waiting for me in the hallway, naked...and with her finger at her lips, once again reminding me of my promise. All I could do was raise my eyebrows at her questioningly as she motioned for me to join her there in the doorway. When I did...I couldn't believe my eyes.
There was another woman, also naked...lying in her bed, wearing the same blindfold I had. She wasn't bound however, totally free to move about, but she obviously was content to lay there...with the blindfold on at least.
The problem for me was...I knew her! It was Darlene, the girl I sometimes worked with from the office, the same girl I had asked out, though turned down. The same girl I had recently had a nice pleasant lunch with, and who for some odd-ball reason had even flirted with me, when she hadn't done so before. Here she now was...naked, laying in bed. I had in fact spoken to her earlier that morning. She had told me she had taken the afternoon off having an appointment. I'd assumed she had some sort of doctor's appointment or something, not that she had an appointment to come here, let alone be laying here naked when she did.
I broke my promise, though whispering in Bev's ear. "That's Darlene," I said wondering how the hell.
"Yeah, the pizza delivery girl from last night...wait, how'd you know her name anyway?"
I motioned for Bev to follow me back outside the room again, which she agreed nodding her head, but not before speaking to Darlene first.
"Be right back sweetie...he's here, just like I promised he would be, but he's obviously got questions...so just hang tight, and we'll be right back...and then we can have some fun!"
Bev followed me a bit further down the hallway so we could at least speak quietly without being overheard.
"What?" She asked. "And how do you know her name anyway?"
So I told her that we actually worked together, though I had no clue that she also delivered pizza three times a week at night as a further way to earn a little extra money while putting herself through school.
Bev thought it was funny. I didn't...not so much.
"How the hell did she end up here anyway?" I now asked.
And then Bev briefly told me how she'd suddenly gotten the idea there at the door, told the girl if she was "interested" in doing anything, to call her the following morning, which she did. She then told Darlene, how if she was interested in being with her "too", that part of the deal would be to be a surprise for her boyfriend in doing that. But...she didn't want Darlene knowing who her boyfriend was, hence the blindfold. But if she was willing to go along with that, she promised it would be wild, and a lot of fun. Curiously enough, it was also a long held fantasy of Darlene's to be made love to by a complete and total stranger. And with the assurance from Bev that I wasn't some sort of psychotic weirdo-freak or something...she was more than willing to go along with it. As long of course, as she and Bev had a little fun themselves. She had admitted to Bev early that morning, she was indeed bi-sexual, and enjoyed men and women equally as much.
But now...with me knowing who Darlene was, I wasn't sure this was such a good idea any more.
"Nonsense!" Bev stated. "This is even more interesting and fun now because of that. She'll never know it's you for one thing...provided you keep your mouth shut like I told you. And two...you get to see two women together, isn't that something you said you've fantasized about and always wanted to see?"
There was no denying the fact it was. And there wouldn't be a better opportunity for me than this one. And...I did like Darlene, though I wasn't about to tell Bev I'd gone so far as to ask her out, though turned down at the time as I had been. So the risk was...in her finding out it was me. I was definitely going to keep my fucking mouth shut if we actually went through with this.
"Ok, come on then...lets go back in and treat her to a little double-up of pleasure, and then take things from there."
I quickly took my clothes off, and then just stood there for a moment watching her as Bev climbed up into the bed next to Darlene. In seconds, they were caressing one another, hands, fingers and lips everywhere at once. I stood with a raging hard-on.
"Fuck me!" I thought. "This is crazy!" And though it was, and though it was indeed dangerous even perhaps...I now looked on at Bev in a whole new way as well. She was doing this not only for herself...but for me. And now I wanted her even more badly than I ever did before.
**
I was still nervous as hell...doing this, though obviously with Darlene's permission. Problem was, would she have gone along with doing this knowing it was me? Probably not...though even knowing that, somehow made all of this that much more exciting in a strange way too.
And it also told me something else about Darlene, actually...a lot of something's about Darlene, I would never have guessed about her. The least of which was her obvious bi-sexuality. Watching her and Bev together, long before I joined them was hot as hell. Darlene obviously loved playing with Bev's tits...and was doing so, just as Bev was of course enjoying herself as she played with Darlene's much smaller, slightly perkier tits. And who'd have thought that one either? That Bev too had a curious side to her nature, and had for quite some time now, been wanting to explore this. Though up until now as I later learned, that opportunity had never really presented itself.
"So...is he here watching us?" Darlene asked sucking playfully on one of Bev's hard extended nipples as she asked that.
"Oh yeah...he's watching, and enjoying it. You should see how hard his dick is!" She told her.
"Wish I could," she laughed pleasurably. "But at least I'll still get to feel it...yes?"
"Yes of course...and maybe next time, if there is a next time...I'll let you take the blind fold off!"
"Next time?" I thought to myself. "Yeah right...fat chance. There was no doubt in my mind at least, this would most likely be the first and last time we ever did anything like this, let alone including Darlene again, even if we did. Which I simply couldn't see happening under the circumstances. Something I again didn't wish to think about. Right now, all I did want to think about was this...watching them, and eventually joining in with them when I was too fucking horny not to.
"That would be nice too," Darlene commented. "But right now...I have to admit, I'm enjoying this, quite exciting really, not knowing who "he" is...or what he even looks like. But having met you...I'm pretty sure he's damn attractive as well."
"Oh yes...he is, and he does have one hell of a gorgeous hard cock!" She added. "Now...would you like to feel it? And touch it with me?" she then asked. "I'm sure he'd love having you and I licking up and down his shaft together, how's that sound?"
"It sounds...fucking hot!" Darlene stated, once again surprising me not only with her words, but her sultry tone of voice. God...if she only knew.
I soon after climbed into bed with the two of them, and then lay back taking delight as they both immediately went to work, playing with my cock. Darlene took her time exploring me with her other senses, a reminder of what Bev and I had likewise done in the kitchen pantry area. So I had some sense of what she herself was experiencing and going through as she fondled and sucked me that way.
I almost envied her as hot as that had been. But...I was also enjoying myself tremendously, watching the two of them, feeling their lips and tongues as they licked and sucked up and down my shaft.
"I'd love watching him fuck you now sweetie. Would you like that? Would you like to feel that nice hard big cock of his inside your pussy? While you're licking mine?"
"Oh yes! Yes! I would!" Darlene moaned anxiously as Bev guided her into position, with her ass up in the air now, just near the edge of the bed so I could stand up behind her while she in turn began earnestly licking Bev's cunt.



In a way...I wish we had gotten pictures. It might have been interesting one day to see Darlene's expression, showing them to her. But I knew that was never going to happen...thus content to at least secretly know I had fucked her, and that she had licked my cock...even though she would never know that she had.
We spent the next two hours fucking and sucking one another to our hearts content, in just about every conceivable position imaginable. At the end, I had stood with the two of them jerking me off together, kneeling there on the bed, working my cock back and forth between their respective tits until I had showered them both in a nice milky white spray of cream, saturating each one of them.
Finally exhausted, drained...Bev escorted me back outside and up the stairs again, me leaving first. "Go home, shower...spend some time with your parents," she told me. And then come back later so that you and I can spend the rest of the night together...in my room.
"What about Darlene?" I asked quietly, curiously...to which she smiled.
"Well...as I promised her, I'm now going back and pussy-fuck with her until we both climax again. After that, I'll send her home...with the promise perhaps that maybe...just maybe, should the opportunity ever again present itself like it did today, that we might one day do this again."
I started to say something, but Bev shushed me, and then pushed me, telling me to leave. "Come back after dinner," she told me. "I'll be waiting for you."
**
One more day really. One more day, so I had likewise taken it off, this time pretending and calling in sick. Danny would be back on Saturday sometime, so that meant that for us at least, this was to be the last full day we would ever have together, and more than likely, the last day we would ever be together as well. Neither one of us had really talked about it, more wishfully speaking, but clearly accepting the truth. Our time together was coming to an end...and with it, the most erotic, sensual experience of my life. I had lost my virginity to the perfect woman in the perfect way. At least I had that as a memory that would never, ever fade.
"Last room," she had told me as we stood there looking inside at it together. It was again a reminder to me that things would soon be over between us. And though I wished that it wasn't, I also knew as I stood there that I still couldn't fuck my best friend's mother inside his own bedroom. It just wasn't going to happen.
So we compromised.
With one foot inside the door, I lifted Bev up, pinning her to the edge of the doorway inside the frame. Using that as support, I was able to lift her weight easily, also strong enough in doing so. Thus we stood there, half in his room, half in the hall, Bev's legs wrapped around my torso, my cock buried deeply inside her, fucking here there against and within the door standing up.
It was surprisingly, a very pleasurable experience, as well as extremely exciting too. Feeling her sliding down over me, the slickness of that amazing pussy, bathing my cock in her sweet tasting cream, feeling her climax, feeling her let go...saturating my own dick in her spending as I in turn flooded her passage with a torrent of cream was beyond words.
"So..."
"So. We did it," she stated. "We managed to fuck in every single room of the house...and then some."
"Yes we did, and I wish we could do it all over again too," I admitted to her.
"So do I...but we can't...you know that."
"I know," I said feeling forlornly already, though we still had an entire night ahead of us, our last night...together in her bed.
It was again a long night, with neither one of us getting much sleep. We made love, slowly...sensually, passionately for perhaps the last time. Bev went so far as to say that maybe we could...on occasion, go someplace, meet...be together. But I knew she was only saying that as a way to make things easier on us both. After that, there would be excuses...reasons why it couldn't and would never happen again. I'd already come to accept that, more so in not getting my hopes up. We had finally fallen asleep together with my cock still buried snuggly and comfortably inside her sweet ass.
**
I returned home in the morning, neither one of us knowing for sure what time Danny might be arriving. Shortly after noon I heard the all too familiar sound of his car pulling up into the drive. Surprisingly, as I watched him get out, he headed immediately over here rather than going inside to his own home first. I met him at the door, with a welcoming smile on my face.
"Hey buddy! Good to see you again!" He said giving me one of his patented friendly hugs. "And man...do I have something to tell you!" He then added conspiratorially, pulling me outside so that no one could over hear him when he did. "Guess what?"
"What?" I said lamely.
"I'm no longer a virgin!"
Now...was not the time.
"Wow! Really? Who?"
"Girl I met...at the university...which is one of the reasons I went up there to spend the time with my dad. Wanted to have a look around, see the place...which is where I met her, at a party. Man Robbie, she's something...really amazing."
As anxious and excited as he had looked when he'd first come over to the door, I now saw an entirely different expression come into his eyes.
"Sounds like it," I said prompting him. "What else is going on?"
"Well...that's the hard part Robbie boy," he said, which is a term he'd always used whenever he was about to get really serious. "I've decided to go up there to school. I really like it, and of course...having now met someone I also really like...well."
"So...you're going away then. When?"
"In a week. I'm just back to pack up my things before heading back. Next semester starts then, so I'll be heading back right away. But hey...don't be too sad about it, if you decide you'd like to start school again yourself, you can always come up and share an apartment, or even a dorm with me. And besides...I'll certainly come back as often as I can...spring break maybe, certainly over Christmas, the holidays and the like."
"What about your mom? What do you think she'll say or think about this?"
"Yeah...not looking forward to that, to telling her I made my decision. You know how she is about dad, thinking he's such a bad influence on me and all that. I'm sure she'll initially take it hard...but hell, maybe with me out of the way...she'll hook up with someone, start having some sort of sex-life again even," he blushed a bit awkwardly having said that. "I get the feeling Robbie boy, that the main reason she hasn't done that...is because of my being there. Maybe now she can finally go out, meet somebody, and start having her own life once again without having to worry about me."
I smiled at that...my insides turning circles.
"I will miss you my friend," I told him honestly. "But I really am happy for you. Now...go home, have a chat with your mom, I know she's anxious to see you. And then later, when you can...come back, we'll go out screw around for a while, and you can tell me all the juicy details how my very best friend finally lost his cherry!"
**
Nearly two weeks later I was laying there in bed with Bev's head nestled in the crook of my arm. She was still toying with my spent dick, my cream still coating my cock, which she now used to further entice and stimulate me again with.
"You're insatiable...you know that?" I told her.
"Like you're complaining," she said waggling my cock back and forth in her hand like the tail of a happy dog. "And besides...I have a surprise for you."
"What? Another one?"
She giggled, excitedly. "Darlene's coming over tomorrow night again," she informed me. "How's that sound?"
I had to honestly think about that. "Blindfolded again?"
"Only in the beginning. I promised her this time, I'd finally let her see who you were, told her she'd be in for a nice surprise."
I just shook my head. "Don't know how much of a nice surprise it will be, but it should certainly prove interesting, that's for sure."
"Well, even if she isn't all that happy about it, though I'm willing to bet she will be, she knows there's no me...without you there. So it'll be up to her after that."
"You're amazing...you know that?" I said kissing her, my hand once again like a magnet to her breast.
"And you're pretty amazing yourself," she told me, now holding onto what had quickly become a rock hard cock again. "So come fuck me baby...fuck me, and don't ever stop fucking me either...no matter what."
"No matter what," I agreed. Wondering as I said that, if perhaps one day I'd ever be able to tell Danny the story about how I lost my virginity.
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Visual Pleasures
I had looked up across the way in the small cafeteria where I usually went to grab a bite to eat during the lunch hour. It was one of the perks working for the financial investment firm where I was employed. Good food at a reasonable price. Everyone knew of course that by doing that, it ensured people were hardly ever late getting back to their desks, thus ensuring the company was even more successful and profitable.
My thoughts weren't really on that however, but at the moment, on Carol, a sexy, sweet looking brunette with smoldering blue eyes who sat off to one side at a small table just across from where I was sitting. We had rarely talked, usually just nodding heads or saying hello if we happened to pass one another in the hallway, or upon riding the elevator up or down together as we came, or went home during work. As I did that, I caught a similar look from her my way, and then followed that up with a friendly smile, a most friendly provocative smile. I was married, so was she..."happily", I reminded myself, but I didn't see anything wrong with a little harmless flirting. Though a slight friendly smile could hardly be considered that now could it?
I had always considered myself reasonably attractive. A full head of dark hair with just a sprinkling of a few gray hairs now having recently hit the dark side last year turning forty. Though Marcy, my wife continually assured me I didn't look a day over thirty-nine. In truth, though she was only a year younger than I was, she didn't look a day over thirty, sexy sweet and damn attractive in her own right.
So why was I sitting here entertaining these lustful thoughts about Carol? It's not like Marcy and I didn't have an active, and very satisfying sex-life, because we did. I chalked it up to just simply being horny. Plain old horny...as I usually always was.
Like me, Carol was sitting alone at the moment. She returned her attention back to the salad she'd gotten, forking a few lettuce leaves, moving them about without eating them. As she did, she shifted in her chair slightly, and then crossed her legs over the opposite way.
Yeah...I was reminded of the scene with Sharon Stone. Maybe it wasn't as flagrant or as obvious as the way she did it, but for the briefest of moments, I was indeed treated to what could only be the whiteness of the panties she was wearing beneath her short denim skirt.
"Had she actually flashed me? Knowingly? Accidentally? Did she even realize just how short her skirt was as she sat there seemingly playing with her salad rather than eating it?"
I felt my cock start to harden, reminding me I'd best avert my eyes and focus on my own lunch before I allowed things to become even more uncomfortable than they already were. I now found myself chasing a few kernels of corn around my plate, though my eyes inside my head were allowing certain thoughts to once again monopolize my reasoning. I glanced up once again, looking her way, intending to do so quickly, just in passing, looking nonchalant. She was staring at me, her eyes locking onto mine. I locked mine onto hers, intending to smile once again, nod my head...something that would no doubt break the odd little moment we were having. And then she uncrossed her leg again, only this time placing it down fully onto the floor, turning in her seat as she did. As her legs opened.
There was no way in hell she didn't realize or know what she was doing. Even her wider, broader smile said that. I could clearly and easily see the crotch of her white panties now, her legs opening even a bit more, displaying herself to me. She glanced up, looking about quickly. The cafeteria already near empty now as workers had already begun leaving minutes ago in order to return to work. There were just a few people remaining, and none close enough to us where we sat to have noticed much of anything, certainly not this, not her...not Carol as she gave me a wickedly erotic glimpse into heaven.
And then she moved her hand away from the fork she was holding, laying it down on the napkin. I watched it as though seeing her do so in slow motion. Suddenly she reached down, once again quickly glancing about, and then slipped it down between her legs. If I hadn't been hard before...I sure as hell was now. The subtle movement told me what she was doing, albeit only briefly. But then she took her hand away, once again glancing about, slipping her extended middle finger into her mouth, and then sat there sucking it slowly off.
"Fuck me!" I said to myself, eyes probably as big around as saucers now as I sat there watching her do that. She then giggled, which I could easily hear her do over the short distance between us. And then stood. She gathered her tray, put her dishes on it, and then slowly walked past me on her way over to drop off her dishes in the return area.
"Meet me in the copy room in forty-five minutes," she said simply only loud enough that I could hear her. I couldn't believe that she'd said that, hinted at that..."at what?" I again asked myself. "What was she suggesting anyway?"
I watched her leave, turning at the door heading down the hallway disappearing from sight.
I was going to be a little late getting back to my own desk. No way in hell could I stand up now, not until this damn fucking hard erection went down just a little at least!
**
Forty minutes later I opened the door to the copy room. Carol was standing in front of it making copies. I stood there holding a file folder of my own. Not that I had any to copy myself at the moment...but I certainly needed a reason for being there in the event anyone else came walking in. And of course...I was curious.
"I've only got a few," she said business like, smiling at me no more than she very often did whenever we passed one another in the hallway. Her aloofness threw me off for a moment as she stood there making copies. I began wondering if I'd misinterpreted anything, replaying it once again inside my head. No...not possible. I'd seen what I'd seen, she'd done what she did, there couldn't be any other explanation for it. She turned slightly looking back over her shoulder towards me as she stacked a few more sheets into the copier for collating. "There, that should keep going for a few minutes she said...drown out our voices some, just in case." Once again she grinned, this time the naughty grin she'd given me before. "Stand in front of the door," she now added. I knew why...it couldn't be locked, nor should it for any reason. But doing so, would definitely alert us to anyone else attempting to enter. I stood firmly in front of it...again curious.
"You are married yes?"
"Yes," I responded back easily. "Happily too," I then added, though for the life of me I don't know why I felt it necessary to include that, though I did. She grinned, nodding her head.
"Me too...happily. But the reason why I am...is this," she said reaching down, grabbing the bottom of her pullover lightweight sweater, lifting it up. As she did, she included grabbing the cups of her bra, lifting them as well, standing there showing me her magnificent tits. "Jacque...my husband and I, enjoy doing this...teasing one another, or on some few occasions, other people. Other people we can trust. There's no touching...just showing, playing. Then later, we tell one another what we did...where, with whom," she informed me. "Keeps things even more erotic and exciting between us."
"I can see why," I said drooling over her boobs as she stood there flaunting them at me.
"So...you interested in playing once in a while? Under those conditions?" She asked me pointedly.
"Playing?"
"Yeah, you know...I'll show you mine, if you show me yours," she giggled as she now stood there fingering her rock-hard nipples for me. "That sort of thing."
"When? Where?"
"Where ever we safely can," she stated emphasizing the word. "And again...no touching one another, just watching, looking...you be ok with that?"
I would be yes. For some reason, this didn't feel to me like infidelity. Even if it was in the shaded gray area, I felt like something like that...as long as it didn't go beyond that, might be permissible. Well...to me anyway. Not that my wife might find it totally ok, but I seriously doubted she'd throw all my clothes out into the yard if she were to find out about it. Though in hindsight, maybe she would.
And besides...I was standing there with another hard-on again, so my reasoning wasn't exactly where it might should have been at the moment.
"Oh yeah, no problem," I said instead.
"Glad to hear that," she told me. "Let me see your cock."
**
With the possibility, though highly remote as it was, as very few people except for Carol ever came in here, the thrill, danger and excitement of doing that had me aroused on a level I hadn't been at for a while. Even as good as my sex-life with Marcy was. I unzipped, slipped my hand inside, fishing my erection out, nervous as I did so, exposing myself to her.
"Nice swollen head," she said appreciatively, though she covered her breasts up once again. To my delight however, she placed one foot down on the stepping stool that was very often used to reach up and retrieve packages of copy paper from the shelf. As she did, she lifted up her skirt once more, hiking it up considerably. This time however...she wasn't wearing panties. Between lunch and now...she had taken them off!
"Damn!" I moaned appreciatively looking at her, looking at her as she openly reached down spreading herself. She was shaved...completely. Her lips glistened, obviously wet and aroused as she was. She toyed with her clit, tickling it. She stood purposely showing it to me, skinning back the sheath that would normally protect it, revealing the pink swollen little head of her shaft as she spread herself apart for me.
"Squeeze your dick for me," she asked. "Let me see some precum."
I did. There was plenty of it. And it felt nice, silky nice...as I smeared it around and over the head of my prick.
The copier stopped, the collating finished. The moment it did, Carol took her foot off the stool. "You might want to put that away now," she giggled hotly. I did so...reluctantly I might add, now clearly showing a bulge inside my pants as I tried straightening up too. "I leave around five-fifteen, five twenty," she informed me.
I knew why. By then, most everyone who wasn't working later would be gone.
"Meet at the elevator?" She now asked.
I nodded my head grinning.
"You ah...might want to make a few copies for a minute or two," she giggled still looking down at my crotch. "See you after work then," she finished, and then slid past me out the door.
I made several copies of things I already had.
**
The day crawled as I sat at my desk periodically glancing up at the clock. Finally five o'clock arrived, and most of the guys I usually walked out with were already grabbing their stuff heading out. I pretended to still be finishing up a few things, saying goodnight as they walked by. Soon, most everyone had left that would be. I waited a few more minutes, and then grabbed my stuff heading off towards the elevators. I saw Carol walking towards me from down the hall the other way. Once again her demeanor was pleasant, courteous as she smiled nodding her head hello, just as she'd always done. We stood together at the door waiting for the elevator to come back up to our floor. I found myself praying no one else would show up and want to ride down with us. No one did.
I was curious as to what might happen on the way down, almost holding my breath as the elevator doors closed. "Just in case you're wondering...not here," she said looking at me. "In the garage."
We strolled out together, once again most of the cars had left, leaving only a sprinkling of a few still working for a while yet. I knew what car she drove, I'd seen it before. I had parked closer, much closer. "Drive me over to mine," she told me. "Park next to it."
It was a perfect spot, on the other side of a cement wall dividing a service elevator that was rarely used. I pulled in next to it, effectively shutting off both cars from being seen very easily, and none others even nearby that would cause any real concerns.
"When do you need to be home?" She asked.
"I've got plenty of time," I responded back. "Marcy, my wife...won't be home tonight until after seven."
She smiled at that. Unlocking her door, and then triggering the release on the passenger door as well. "Get in."
I slid in to my seat, turning slightly, just as she had. Once again she lifted up her sweater, this time...no bra either. Nor had she put her panties back on as she now bunched her skirt up considerably, revealing her bare pussy in all its magnificent glory to me once again. She now reached for her purse, opening it...and much to my surprise, removed what was obviously a toy, life-like...real looking. A thick, veined soft pliable cock, though also a vibrator as she turned it on.
"Take it out...play with it," she again told me, waiting on me before doing anything. I hurriedly unzipped, this time undoing my belt as well, finding the sensation wickedly delicious as I pulled my slacks down around my ankles, now sitting there with my rock-hard cock sticking up. I began pleasuring myself while she watched, while she in turn began teasing her clit first with the toy, long before slipping it deeply inside her, fucking herself. Once again she toyed with her nipples too, teasing them as I sat watching, finding this to be an enormous thrill, seeing her do that, knowing that neither one of us would be doing anything to one another except for this. "You like watching a woman masturbate? Does...your wife do this for you?"
"I do yes..." I said finding it difficult to speak, my mouth dry at the moment. "Sometimes," I then added, as she did...though not as often as I would have liked.
"Good," she responded back. "Masturbation, especially mutual masturbation, either with one's own spouse, or a near total stranger, can be wickedly erotic."
"You can say that again," I told her watching her as she now slid the fake prick deep inside her cunt, fucking herself with it. The sounds her now liquid pussy was making, additional music to my ears, though so were her comments.
"I like to make myself nice and wet. I love to hear the sounds my pussy makes when it's nice and creamy, slick...and nasty," she purred her eyes glued on my prick as I sat stroking it in the seat next to her. "Go on David...make it squish for me, let me hear it, let me hear you pleasure it while I watch you," she stated sounding hornier and hornier with each passing moment.
It was easy to do. My cock was leaking profusely at this point, my balls already growing tight with the inevitable eruption that would eventually take place, only minutes away now. Which then gave me pause. She could see by the expression on my face I was getting close too, holding off now...actually slowing down a bit, though I continued to fondle and play with myself.
"You got anything?" I asked. Because I didn't, not even a fucking hanky.
"No...not really, but you can squirt on my tits if you'd like too. I enjoy that...just as long as you don't touch me with anything else," she reminded. "But you can cream on them if you'd like...when you're ready."
Squirting on her tits was an unexpected bonus. I'd love doing that, watching my spunk splashing against her breasts. She then leaned forward a little, cupping her tits for me in both hands, though leaving the toy deeply embedded inside her as she did, whirring pleasurably away. I sat up in her seat, almost kneeling...aiming and pointing my cock in her direction, specifically now towards her breasts. I began to Jacque-hammer it pretty hard, working it up and down, looking at those tits, hard dark tan colored nipples, crinkled, puckered and so fucking horny looking.
"You come a lot?" She asked wondering. "You squirt good?" She asked teasingly. I know full well she was saying this to further enhance the moment, the pleasure I was feeling...enjoying.
"Fuck yes!" I responded back. "Especially when I'm looking at tits as beautiful as yours are, and listening to the sound of that fucking toy inside your cunt!"
"I like watching a man come," she continued. "I love seeing his nice hard cock squirt, spurting out all that nasty, creamy fucking cum juice," she urged. "You like seeing a woman cum too baby? You like hearing a woman moan? Cry out? Maybe even squirt a little herself?"
"Oh fuck!" I exclaimed feeling the sudden churning in my balls, alerting me to the fact I was only seconds away now from orgasm.
"That's it baby! That's it...go ahead, come all over my fucking titties!"
And then I began doing just that, watching as what felt like a gallon of sperm began to rocket out the end of my prick, spraying all over her magnificent breasts, coating them in what became a torrent of cream that soon ran down between them, soaking her skirt around the waist band even, though she certainly didn't seem to mind that at all. All she did was encourage me to keep shooting...keep squirting, keep coming on her.
I collapsed back into my seat, my semi flaccid cock still out, a small dribble of cum running down the side. I started to reach for it, some effort in cleaning it up perhaps.
"No! Leave it! Just like that! That's what I want to sit here and look at while I come!" she told me.
So I simply sat there, watching the trickle of my own come slowly drip down along the side of my prick while Carol furiously fucked her cunt with the toy, simultaneously frigging her very exposed clit now with her hand and fingers, pinching...pulling, even slapping it as she slid the toy in and out of herself. "Oh yeah...fucking hard one, fucking nice one," she said a grimace suddenly coming into her face. She seemed to seize up for a moment, even holding still, and then simply exploded!
And boy did she!
Marcy got juicy. Really juicy, at times with this milky white froth actually leaking out of her and then even more so when she finally did climax. I was noticing that very same thing with Carol too, a nice white juicy flow of womanly nectar appearing around her pussy hole, but then as she seized up...I saw something else. Three...four, and then five little spurts, almost clear liquid actually shooting out of her cunt. Amazed, I sat watching, watching her spray, totally unconcerned that she was soaking the seat, the console between us. I watched her come, listened to her as she cried out, almost humping the air...as though helping to force it out of herself as she ejaculated her own womanly joy-juice.
Finally she too collapsed, sitting back in her seat, tucking away her still cum-covered breasts again beneath her sweater.
"Did you...enjoy seeing that? Doing that?"
"Hell yes!"
"Would you like to do it again sometime?"
I just grinned at her.
"So would I. Just one thing though."



"What's that?"
"Before we can again...before we do again...you have to tell your wife first."
I sat staring at her. "You're...serious?"
"Yep...only did this, this time, because I was exceptionally horny, couldn't wait to tell you, that you had to do that first before seeing me do this. But...now you know that I want to, and we can...she has to be ok with it too. Think she will be?"
That one I had to think about. "I don't know," I said honestly, wondering if she might...if she could. We'd certainly shared a few wild fantasies with one another, things similar to this...but we'd never once really acted on any of them.
"Well, talk to her...find out. If she's ok with it, then we will. If not...it was fun."
I couldn't imagine how though as I began straightening up, getting dressed again.
"Do this...tell her that you and I happened to get into a discussion about such things, not swapping, or anything like that, because we don't. But...feel free to tell her how we talked about, my husband and I...enjoying, watching others, while they in turn watch us. See what she has to say about that. Maybe then, if she's interested, or curious about it, we can meet over at our place for dinner one evening, see how things go from there. How's that sound?"
I still wasn't sure, but at least that gave me some sort of a reason for even bringing it up, though even the timing there was everything. I decided then...it was time for a really horny night, get Marcy really worked up, hot erotic naughty discussion time. And then mention it.
I slipped out of her car into mine, watching her as she drove away, realizing as she did so...her gorgeous breasts were still covered thickly with my come. I knew then...Marcy and I would be having that discussion soon. Very soon. Perhaps tonight in fact.
I got behind the wheel, and discovered I was hard again.
**
I knew just how to get my wife into a loving romantic...and then very horny mood. I started cooking her dinner, after which, I would give her a nice relaxing back massage, which usually always led to other things.
The minute she walked in, she knew I was up to something, she could smell her favorite pasta dinner being cooked.
"And what are you up to?" She asked, though her smile told me I had a good chance of succeeding with her regardless.
And naturally as I'd hoped...with dinner, the massage, and then driving her nuts orally for a considerably long period of time, only then did I put my plan into motion, continuing to caress, excite and arouse her even more as I teased her with my fingers.
"Tell me a fantasy," I told her. "Tell me something you've imagined doing, wondered about...something that you think about maybe while you're masturbating."
She laughed. "It's actually been a while since I've even done that...haven't felt like I needed to," she informed me, though I felt like she was just saying that in order to stroke my ego.
"Oh come on...certainly you still do," I pressed. "I certainly do."
"Oh yeah? When was the last time?"
"Today...at work," I responded vaguely, not going into any real detail, though that really didn't matter either. Suddenly she pushed my head away from her pussy, sitting up. "You did? Why?" She asked curiously aroused, not at all angry or upset with me that I had...merely curious.
I then told her about the supposed conversation I had had with Carol. She'd met her a few months before at the company Christmas party, so remembered her.
"I don't know David," she paused thinking about it, though I was once again down between her legs, slowly tickling her clit with my tongue.
"They're not talking about swapping," I reminded her. "They're not into that...just watching, being watched."
Marcy and I had of course discussed the possibility of having a threesome, another male, or another female...both possibly. Though the opportunity had never really presented itself, and thus far...had remained mostly erotic pillow talk. I reminded her of that.
"See...the thing is babe, this might prove out to be even better than that. For one, all we do is watch, and play with one another, no one else...though in turn, we get to watch someone else too. See how we feel, how it feels while we do that. If anything, it's safe, erotic...naughty yes, but safe. Then...if we like it, feel ok with it, we have a good time. Simple...easy. No muss, no fuss!"
Once again she thought about it, though I noticed she had her hand on the back of my head now, grinding herself against me even more intently as she did that.
"Ok...set it up," she moaned softly...and then came.
**
I was even more excited when I got to work, leaving a bit early, hoping to catch Carol before she went inside the building. Figuring she'd park her car in the same exact spot again, I parked mine next to where she would. I'd been there less than five minutes when she pulled in, smiling as she did so, stepping out.
"I take it you spoke to your wife."
"In fact...I did," I said grinning at her. She laughed.
"See? Not half as bad as you thought it might be now was it?"
"Easier than I thought," I openly admitted. "She told me...to go ahead set it up, schedule a dinner together."
"How's Friday?" Carol asked.
"Almost not soon enough," I replied back. Once again she laughed glancing at her watch.
"I've got five, maybe six minutes before I need to go in and get ready for a staff meeting," she said as she began hiking up yet again another short skirt. "Think you can get yourself off in that amount of time?"
I didn't have the heart to tell her, I'd been jacking myself off, sitting there in the car for the past fifteen minutes waiting for her.
"Oh yeah...I think I can manage that easily enough...especially watching you."
"Then do it!" she said as she began rubbing her cunt through her panties, obviously not having any intention of taking them off...understandably so. But even that was hot...watching her tease her now slick lips through the thin material of her sexy looking briefs. "Oh, and David?"
"Yeah?"
"When you're ready to come...just do it down here," she told me, and then stretched out the waistband of her panties, indicating where she wanted me to squirt. "It'll be deliciously wicked, feeling your hot sticky cream covering my pussy during the meeting," she then added.
"Fuck," I moaned already imagining her as she moved about the boardroom, sitting there watching her, knowing as she did...it was my cum that was covering that delicious pussy.
Once again...I came a gallon. And then she did, using it to further stimulate herself with after I'd stood there pouring my hot sticky spunk down into her panties.
**
It was more difficult than I expected. Sitting there at the table while Carol walked around the conference room handing out minutes from the last meeting was driving me nuts. And not once did she look my way, or even acknowledge me, just going about her work proficiently, and professionally, all the while I knew...she was wearing my cum, sticking and clinging to her pussy.
By lunchtime...I was ready to climb the walls as aroused as I was. Hoping once again for another repeat performance in the cafeteria perhaps. Once again looking at the clock...waiting, and then the ding of my internal office email.
Carol White: "Not eating in the cafeteria today. Too nice outside. Thought I'd stroll down to the park instead. Interested?"
David Peterson: "Sounds like a plan...meet you in the lobby then...noon?"
Carol White: "Noon," she had typed simply.
I was down there five minutes before. Watched her as she strolled out of the elevator heading towards me...wondering. We walked in silence out of the building, down the steps and then onto the sidewalk before she spoke.
"In case you're wondering...no. I took them off, I'm not wearing any now," she giggled. "And did you like that? Did it excite you knowing that I was moving about the room with your hot sticky cum still clinging to me?"
"You know it did," I told her, trying very hard to suppress an erection while we walked the single short block away towards the park.
Reaching it moments later, we cut through on the path leading towards the middle where the fountains were. There were a few others walking about, as there were every day, some sitting just as we did, taking one of the open available benches. "Sit there," she told me, as I did, while she then sat at the far opposite end, a small distance between us, though semi turned my way. "You tell me if anyone starts to come up behind me...and I'll do the same thing with you," she then stated. Upon saying that, she swiveled about some, going so far as to place one foot up on the bench, the other still on the ground. When she did, she gave me a very unobstructed view down her skirt again, her swollen puffy lips now winking at me.
Obviously it would be far more difficult for me to be able to do anything outside in the park like this, so I really wasn't planning on it now either. I should have known better.
"Well?"
"Well what?"
"Let me see your cock!"
"Here? Now?"
"Of course here...now, why'd you think I invited you here in the first place? Just so you could see my pussy? I don't think so!" She said eying me. "Come on...take it out chicken...show me!"
We were reasonably alone, no one really close by, but I was still nervous, hesitant even then.
"It's warm out. Take your Jacket off, keep it handy if you like, just in case. But...unless you want me to close my legs...take it out. I'm not asking you to jerk it off for me, I just want to look at it. Touch it enough to keep it hard yes...but I really do just want to see it."
Now I was hard. Though I took my Jacket off just as she suggested, keeping it handy across my lap, though I unzipped, fishing out my hard stiff prick. Surprisingly, it felt damn good...very arousing, very horny just sitting there like that. The warm sun dancing around my cock, the small slight breeze in the air caressing it.
"See?" She laughed. "Nice isn't it?"
"Very," I admitted, looking over as she sort of opened and closed her legs giving me brief sultry glimpses at her bare cunt.
After about fifteen minutes of this she spun around in her seat, closing her legs standing up. "Ok, let's go, I have a surprise for you," she then added.
Making sure no one was nearby, I quickly stuffed my exposed hard cock back inside my pants, though not without some effort.
"Where we going?"
"Not far...come on," she said leading me through the park again towards the opposite side. I followed trying not to look to conspicuous as I did, holding my sports coat at the side, ready if I needed to use part of it to mask my condition. She laughed at that. "I guess we do have it a little easier, sort of..." she stated looking down at her chest, where I noticed her nipples were indeed hard pressing against the thin material of the blouse she was wearing, even with a bra on.
Just down the street around the corner from where our office building was, stood an old now abandoned elementary school. She then led me through a torn opening in the fence heading towards it. I followed, looking about, but no one seemed to notice, or much care if they had. She led me down between two sections of the building, still outside, but well concealed from any passersby.
"You might want to take your pants off this time," she informed me.
"Off? All the way off?"
"Yes...unless you don't mind getting them wet," she stated.
"Wet?"
"Yeah wet...I'm going to cum on you this time," she informed me, and then removed her skirt, standing there from the waist down, bare-assed naked.
I slipped out of my slacks and underwear, standing now with a dress shirt, tie, shoes and socks on. I think I looked ridicules, but it was sort of hot even then. Carol likewise lifted up her tight knit blouse along with her bra, baring her tits again. "Ok baby...let's see you work it for me," she told me as she began frigging herself, fingering her cunt. I happily complied, standing there only a foot or so away from her, jerking off my cock for her, watching her...as she again watched me.
I honestly had no idea that simply masturbating, even doing something like this, could be so erotic, so stimulating, and so fucking exciting. Sure, perhaps it was again the danger, and to some extent the silliness of doing it like this. In a strange way, I felt like a naughty kid again. It was fun...it was hot, and yeah...it was damn fucking nasty too!
"Don't wait for me," she said moments later, already the look on her face telling me she was getting closer and closer by the minute. However...it was as though we'd planned it, choreographed it in a way, though seeing her facial expression, even more than her hot naked naughty body seemed to trigger it, for both of us. But suddenly, she began squirting...spraying, her silky slick essence suddenly spurting directly against my prick, and then I was...shooting right back at her. The two of us then, standing only a foot or so a part, me squirting on her, her pussy, her belly, and even a bit on her tits as I kept Jacking myself off. She in kind doing the same to me, the sensation of that hot warm feminine cum-cream of hers literally bathing my cock was almost too good to be true.
"Fuck...that was,"
"Amazing!" She finished looking down at herself, rivers of cum clinging to her almost everywhere. "I'm a mess," she then added. "But it feels lovely too," she grinned.
I was a mess as well, pleasantly so. Though I wish now I had likewise taken my shoes and socks off. She had cum so much, my left foot was soaked, almost as though having stepped into a puddle or something.
"We'd best get back," she told me as we hurriedly dressed, heading off. "Five fifteen?" She asked.
"I'll be there...with bells on."
"Just make it a hard on," she smiled. "That'll be good enough."
**
Once again I walked her to her car, though mine was sitting right there next to hers anyway. "Do something for me please?" She asked.
At this point I was ready to do just about anything she asked. "Name it."
She laughed holding out her panties to me. "Go ahead, jerk yourself off into them for me, so I can wear them home, show them to my husband after he gets there."
I realized as she said that, he certainly knew about all of this...she'd basically already told me that. But even then, it felt strange knowing that he'd get off seeing another man's cum inside his wife's panties. Though I guess with the limitations that had been placed on all of this, there was no real threat or concerns there either. I found myself wondering how I'd feel...how I'd react, if Marcy came home and shown me a pair of hers this way.
To my surprise, the thought of that excited me.
I stood there jerking off with her panties, finally spurting into them. She did nothing but watch me, informing me that she had already promised her husband she would be calling him on the way home, wearing my cum, masturbating for him over the phone, hence saving it, not playing with herself until then.
Once again I stood there watching her go. And decided on the spot, Marcy and I were going to have another interesting conversation this evening. I was curious, and wondering what she'd think when I told her about this. Didn't plan on telling her about the afternoon session...not yet at least. But jerking off into Carol's panties might be a good place to start, see how she reacted.
But certainly not until I had her good and horny again first.
**
Before Carol left, we had stood talking about dinner Friday night, what time, where they lived things like that. We also discussed possible scenarios, Carol informing me the easiest way to sort of settle into the evening, being the hot tub they had around back. Secluded, private something that had very often worked in settling any insecurities. And one thing more she had mentioned, though they weren't swingers...and didn't actually swap with other couples, on some few occasions, they did allow touching! We then discussed that. Again, it was entirely dependent on the other couple, how they felt about doing that in front of one another. There was nothing else involved or expected, but the eroticism of several hands and fingers, adding to the ongoing mutual pleasure everyone was experiencing, very often intensified the moment.
I could easily see that. On more than one occasion, Marcy had mentioned the fact she'd always wondered what it would be like to have both of her breasts fondled, sucked and played with simultaneously. Just large enough to press the two of them together, I had of course licked them at the same time, even sucking them a little that way. But it hadn't been easy, and I hadn't done it for as long as I know she would have liked. This then provided the potential for her to experience that...that, and a lot more if she were indeed open to it.
The thought of having two pairs of hands stroking my cock sent a river of shivers racing up and down my spine. I drove home, both excited, yet apprehensive again. I'd already played "doing the dinner for her card," doing so again wouldn't have the same result as it had the last time. Especially if I was going to actually divulge this to her. No...this time I needed to open the door for her in another way, see how she responded to that, what she thought...more importantly, how she reacted!
I called Mike.
Mike and I had been the best friends for years. His family was from Sweden, so he had the look. Tall, blonde haired, fair skinned, and in reasonably good shape, especially since he'd lost quite a bit of weight most recently. For a time, Marcy and I had even gone out with Mike and his wife Stacy every couple of weeks or so. Unfortunately, Stacy and Marcy never really got along. She had always been suspicious, jealous of our friendship with Mike, always accusing him later of having flirted too much, or spent too much time chatting with my wife. She was an attention hound, which should have been a suspecting clue about her own life outside their marriage. In time...Mike caught her fooling around. He was devastated of course, and eventually shrunk into himself having very little to do with anyone, including us. He had come out to the house a couple of times since then, seemed to be slowly getting back to his old self, which Marcy and I were both glad to see. The last time he'd been over, Marcy had off handedly mentioned that if we ever were serious about having a threesome at some point...Mike would be her preferred candidate.
I wasn't sure I was really ready to go there yet...especially with Mike, my own insecurities still just below the surface perhaps, especially with Marcy obviously having a bit of a crush on him. But I did wonder...and now was the perfect time to find out, could I handle some simple mutual masturbation, touching perhaps? I figured that at first, Marcy would indeed be surprised, shocked to some extent, but after her comment, and the few times I had seen her flirting and teasing him, I knew she would quickly warm up to it.
It was Mike who then balked at the idea, not that he wasn't interested, because he was. It's just that we'd been good close friends for a very, very long time. And he didn't want Marcy or I doing anything we might regret doing later, and thus fuck up our friendship.
"We won't," I assured him. "In the first place, we're going to keep this simple and easy. All anyone's going to do is touch, fondle...things like that. No intercourse will be involved. That will keep it from getting too weird or complicated for any of us. And...we'll go slowly, see how Marcy reacts to even the smallest thing, see where it goes from there. How's that sound?"
"Ok...I guess, just so long as we do take it slowly, and at the first hesitation by anyone...especially Marcy, we stop!"
I agreed with that too. It was a good idea. And I also knew the best way to slide into this as well. Something Mike and I hadn't done for quite some time, though we'd enjoyed doing so in the past on a few occasions.



"I don't know David, you sure? What if she's not too keen on the idea when she comes home and finds us...well, you know."
I laughed. "Don't worry Mike, it's not like we'll be sitting there jerking off the moment she walks in the door. We'll just have the movie on, watching it...just like we sometimes used to do. We'll let Marcy decide at that point if she's ok with it, or even into doing the same thing herself. It's the best way to start...see where it leads. I'll call her now, let her know you're coming over for the evening, that I've ordered some pizza, and let her start to wrap her mind around that. She like's you buddy...always has, but you know that. So let's just let some of that flirtatious teasing the two of you have shared, run its course here, and see where it leads to."
**
I had purposely chosen the particular DVD we'd put in for obvious reasons. The x-rated movie was all about several varieties and combinations of threesomes. Marcy and I had watched part of it before, and I knew she'd gotten quite aroused and excited when doing so. Having already gotten the pizza and beer to go along with it, Mike and I were sitting on the couch in the living room when Marcy got home. Obviously pleased and aware Mike was coming over, so she knew he'd be there, she was a little surprised when she walked in, removing her business suit coat as she did. She tossed it over the back of the chair, saw what we were intently watching, and sat down, picking up a piece of pizza.
"What's this?" She asked seemingly taking an interest, acting as though nothing was going on outside of the norm, though in some ways...it was.
"One of our favorite movies," I responded quite unnecessarily, Marcy new damn good and well which one was playing. We'd seen it enough times already. But I also knew just by the look in her eyes as she turned towards me, winking...she was quite aroused by all this, and obviously curious as to what the two of us might have planned.
"Oh yeah...it's the one about threesomes isn't it?" She replied, finishing her pizza, sipping a bit of beer, and then standing up again. "Well, if we're going to be doing this...I'm sure as hell going to go upstairs and get out of these clothes and then into something a hell of a lot more comfortable!"
Mike looked at me, I looked back grinning at him. "Have another beer," I said clinking my glass against his. "I think the evenings about to get very interesting!"
A few minutes later Marcy returned wearing a lightweight throw over robe. It was one she very often wore in the evenings when she wanted to be "very" comfortable. Before...she'd not worn anything beneath it, and I hoped earnestly, she wasn't wearing anything now. Though she had it pulled close enough, tied up and secured, there was no real way of telling at the moment. I did have a pretty good idea she wasn't wearing a bra however, her breasts looked too full, too free when she came down taking her seat. When she leaned over taking another slice of pizza, that suspicion was confirmed. Her robe optioned partially, just enough to hint at the swell of her magnificent breasts.
"Oh yeah...I like this one," she said standing up and moved over, suddenly sitting down between us as though wanting to get a better seat. With her now sandwiched between us, I felt the electricity in the air suddenly increase. "This one always did get me hot," she announced.
And it did too. As it did me. I was already sitting there with a full-blown erection. And if I was...hopefully Mike was as well.
On screen, though she was a busty looking blonde, her tits looked very similar to the way Marcy's did, something we had actually commented on before. So I decided to use that.
"I like that gals tits," I stated. "They look a lot like yours do."
"I don't think so," Marcy challenged. "I think they're a little bigger than mine are, and her nipples are a lot larger and thicker too."
Mike glanced over looking at her as she spoke.
"I think we need an unbiased opinion here," I stated. "Because I think they do...though you might be correct about her nipples, just a little. Though I also think yours stand out a bit more than hers do."
Marcy then glanced over at Mike, turning in her seat just a little, as she did...opening her robe revealing herself to him. "Well? What do you think?"
It was the first time Mike had ever seen Marcy's tits. His mouth was open, his eyes glued to her chest. And what he said was..."Holy shit! You've got gorgeous tits Marcy!"
Maybe it's because it had been a while since he'd even seen any...real live ones anyway, up close and personal like this. Regardless of that fact, Marcy laughed, easing the sudden tension just a little.
"Thank you...but do they?" she asked again actually holding them in her hands now. "Mine aren't quite as firm as hers seem to be," she then added still holding them up, and then letting them go again where they jiggled, and the rested against her ribcage.
"Go ahead Mike, feel one...see what you think. I think they're plenty firm and full."
He first looked at me, and then at Marcy, and then reached out, cupping her breast. Marcy sighed when he did that, even letting her head fall back a bit as I reached around cupping the other one in my hand, giving it a bit of a playful jiggle.
"They're...plenty firm," he slightly stammered, a bit embarrassed now and unsure, pulling his hand away. "But yeah...have to agree with David there on one count, they do look similar, though I also do like your nipples a lot better," he added siding with us both.
He quickly picked up his beer, sipping from it, and then held it down close to his lap. I knew then he was doing the best he could to hide his obvious erection. Thankfully Marcy picked up on that one too.
"That guy's dick," she began as we all sat watching the blonde as she now held each in her hands stroking them simultaneously, rubbing them against her breasts as she did so. "Looks a little like David's too," she added. "About the same size I think, though the other guy certainly has a really big one."
He did...that much was obvious, and I wondered where she was going with all this, now anxious to find out.
"I wouldn't mind doing that myself," she then stated. "Bet it would feel nice against my tits."
I knew Marcy was really horny. It was about the only time I ever heard her refer to her own breasts as "tits". She had obviously done so, hoping perhaps to get a rise out of the two of us...she already had one out of me. And I felt like all Mike needed was some additional coaxing, though sitting there with his beer still in his lap, hinted at his own obvious arousal.
"So...you'd enjoy having two cocks rubbing against your tits honey?" I asked.
Marcy grinned. "I would yes, I'd like to see what that feels like. How about it Mike? Willing to help out an old friend discover what that might actually feel and look like?" She asked him.
I wasn't about to let the opportunity slip away, nervous or not. I then stood, unbuckling my belt, unzipping my pants. Surprised at my own sudden boldness, though I have to say, I now think I owed it to Carol for part of that. In seconds I was standing there in front of my wife and my very best friend, my cock hard...even leaking a little.
"I'm game...if you are," I told them both.
To my surprise and pleasure, Mike stood, his eyes wide open, his mouth partially perhaps still a little stunned by all this. But in seconds, he stood, his pants down around his ankles.
Marcy reached out, grasping his cock, pulling him closer towards her as she did that. Seeing him hard for the first time myself, it was nice to see we were both similar in size and shape, so not much chance of penis envy on either one of our parts. And that made it easier for Marcy too, she didn't have to pretend choice or preference for either one, even if she did have one.
"Wow...two hard cocks, just for me!" She grinned now reaching out with her other hand, securing mine, which she now sat, and began rubbing against each one of her breasts. "How's that feel anyway? You like?" She asked.
"Oh fuck...I mean, yeah...damn, for sure!" Mike once again stammered almost apologetically.
"Well...I fucking like it too," Marcy said once again letting him know, letting us both know just how aroused now she really was. "Thank you baby," she now said winking at me. "I always have wanted to do this."
There was something else she once mentioned wanting to do, and I couldn't help wondering now as she sat rubbing our two cocks against herself, if she wouldn't mention it, try it. Sure enough...I should have known better, now given the opportunity. She had slowly moved us closer together, both pricks now on one breast, inching each of our heads slowly towards one another against her nipple. She then placed them together, or rather sandwiched around her stiff firm nipple as though kissing it with our cocks. It didn't bother me, and I was pleased to see that it didn't bother Mike much either as he stood there and groaned, a fat droplet of pearly juice suddenly oozing out of the tip, which Marcy now smeared against herself.
"You got one for me too baby?" She asked, now purposely squeezing my dick, which sure enough produced one, which she then smeared against her neglected breast. "Oh yeah...that's hot, way fucking hot!" She cooed delightedly.
"You're telling me!" Mike offered now looking down again, feeling my wife's hand as she slowly began stroking us both.
Admittedly I was beyond horny, whatever reservations or doubts I might have had, long since thrown out the window. Whatever she wanted, I now knew I could do.
So far, she had enjoyed one small minor little desire, an easy one. But I knew through our frequent, lusty pillow-talk there was an even bigger one.
"Go ahead baby...now's your chance, do it." I said seeing her eyes light up like a fireworks display. Once again, she placed our cocks even more closely together, a bit strange at first, as she pulled us both towards her. And then just like that, she opened her mouth and drew the two of us in as though we were one single cock. Once again Mike groaned deeply, though looking at me for some sort of sign perhaps. I gave him one...audibly.
"She does suck a mean cock!" I said simply. "And now I know...she can suck two of them that way!"
**
It was amazing how quickly things escalated, and then even more so from there. And the thing I learned about myself, watching Mike, him being there, and seeing Marcy how she acted around him. All I felt was turned on, aroused. There was no hint of jealousy, uncertainty, or even nervousness any more as that corner had been turned a long time ago with my wife sucking our dicks as though one.
But the one thing I didn't want, was for all this to end far too quickly either. Already I knew poor Mike was fighting it, sure enough a telltale sign it had been a while since he'd even touched, let alone seen another woman. I knew then, as Marcy did, that we'd need to get the first one out of the way pretty soon here. After that, we'd relax a bit, drink some more beer, while everyone recuperated, and see how it went after we did that.
So in tune with one another, the mere look of our eyes going back and forth between us was like having an entire conversation without many words.
"What I'd love to do, is come all over those gorgeous tits of yours," I suddenly announced as though trying to fight it holding back though just barely. "And then after doing that...doing for you whatever you'd like us to do, after we've recuperated a bit," I lustily suggested.
"Be careful what you're offering," Marcy responded. "Because I have all sorts of things in mind the two of you could do for me," she informed us both. Once again Mike looked at me for confirmation, this was after all, turning into a bit more than we'd actually discussed.
"Whatever you want babe...tonight's your night!"
"Really?"
"Yeah, really," I said meaning it, which she now knew I did. She smiled, and then kissed me, and then turned kissing Mike as well, though he didn't allow the kiss to linger too long, still feeling a bit uncertain perhaps, though Marcy laughed at that.
"What? I have too much of David's cock juice on my mouth or something?" She asked him. We both nervously laughed over that, though once again settled into her sitting there in front of us on the couch once more, working and Jacking our cocks off against her.
"Gonna give me a nice squirt you two? All over my breasts?"
"I'll certainly try," I told her. "Might not be quite as much as usual though...already came once today."
"No surprise there," Marcy snickered. "What'd you do anyway? Where? At work again?"
Mike's eyes were wide again listening to this, a bit surprised perhaps at our candor.
"Yeah...out in the parking garage," I stated, just before coming home," I said without going into more detail at the moment anyway. Marcy laughed however. "What?"
"I was wondering if you'd ever get around to telling me about that. When I called to speak to Carol earlier about Friday, and when we briefly discussed possible activities outside in the hot tub later, I told her it might be fun to get an early start...surprise you. Obviously...she did."
"That...was your idea?" I said totally surprised.
"Yep! I told her you'd always had this naughty little kink about coming in a woman's panties, and thought it would be even better, if she just let you squirt into hers while wearing them...obviously, you did."
"Fuck!" Mike cried out, startling us both just a little, suddenly seeing him standing there squirting all over Marcy's breasts. He continued doing so, as Marcy immediately returned her attention back towards him, milking his prick until she'd managed to squeeze out every last drop that she could. "Sorry," he said sheepishly. "I couldn't help it, not after hearing that," he then added.
Marcy and I both burst out laughing. "Well, perhaps after you've had a chance to recover just a bit...you can do that to me if you'd like," she said suddenly standing. "Only one thing though...I'm not wearing any." And with that, she let her robe drop to the floor, standing there now in front of us, entirely naked.
"Remind me to thank Carol tomorrow," I told my wife, once again kissing her.
"Yeah, and me too," she whispered back. "Who knew that doing that...would bring me this?" She then laughed slyly, letting me know in that moment that I had probably outguessed myself.
"Well I'll be damned," I said as she knelt down in front of me, right there in front of Mike, and sword-swallowed my dick.
**
We soon moved things up to the bedroom where we could all get a lot more comfortable. For the next while then, Mike and I played tag-team with Marcy's cunt, giving her at least three, if not four, mind-blowing orgasms, orally.
I now knew...that at least with Mike, someone I was comfortable and trusted, that seeing Marcy pleasured so delightfully in this way, was something I could easily do again. And now wanted to. Just as she did, which we discussed sometime later after Mike had left.
Before he had done that however, we'd finished the night off with a bang...a really long and enjoyable one to say the least.
"You're sure about this," Mike asked me for like the sixth time already. Marcy had gone into clean up a bit, her tits were still covered in cum which had now begun to cake on them.
"Very sure...don't worry about it," I assured him. "We're having fun...aren't you?"
"Hell yes...but like I said earlier, don't want any of this coming between us, maybe after you've thought about it...realized what we did, what happened here..."
"We'll want to do it again maybe?" Marcy said walking out of the bathroom, sashaying towards us, wiggling those night fat heavy boobs of hers at us as she did. "If you're curious as to what the answer is regarding that...it's yes. I certainly do," she grinned, and then glancing down at me, as I stood there with a nice hard stiff cock again, she answered for me. "And seeing David...I'm pretty sure he's good with it too," she confirmed as I stood nodding my head yes, agreeing with her.
"Well, now that that's settled," Marcy said almost magically producing a coin and then flipping it. "Heads? Or tails?"
"Heads!" I called not even knowing what she was doing this for yet.
"Heads it is baby," as we all peered down at the coin on the carpeting. "Which means...you fuck my mouth, while Mike fucks my pussy."
Marcy got her wish enjoying her first ever threesome. At one point, I actually sat back, content to simply watch as erotic as it was, which I now found it. Sitting there in one of the two high-backed chairs we had in our room, I sat...actually jerking off, enjoying myself, Marcy there on the bed, Mike behind her fucking her doggy style. I loved watching her tits swing, loved hearing the sound of flesh slapping against flesh as Mike pounded into her from behind. Loved hearing her crying out in pure unbridled pleasure over and over again as he did so.
"Oh yes! Yes! Fuck me Mike! Fuck me! Fuck my cunt! Fuck me...fuck me...fuck me!"
Marcy came hard once again, causing Mike to soon after hit the mark as well, though he pulled out as he did so, at Marcy's request. Not that she didn't want him coming inside her, that wasn't a problem for us as Mike had had a vasectomy for one thing, but Marcy was on the pill too. No...it was mainly because she enjoyed feeling that, feeling a man's hot slippery cream spilling and landing all over her. She'd always enjoyed feeling that, loved it whenever I did, which is why he had at her request, pulled out.
Even though he and I had both climaxed already, Mike still managed to shoot one rope after another of his white hot sperm up over her ass, onto her back, some of it even landing in her hair, though she cried out excitedly when it did.
"Shoot it! Shoot it! That's it! Fucking come all over me!" She repeated over and over again. Even as Mike knelt there rubbing his cock over and around my wife's ass, milking out the last remnants of his cream, I stood walking over and placed my cock against her face. She smiled up at me, opened her mouth, as I unloaded my pleasure into her watching her swallow it as I did.
**
Though it was already late, after Mike left for home, Marcy and I sat up talking long into the night about everything that had happened, what I'd done with Carol, and to my surprise a few semi naughty things she'd done at her work too. I found she enjoyed a bit of exhibitionism herself, on occasion either wearing a bra that didn't quite fit well enough, just so she could lean forward this way or that...which then allowed one of her breasts to become a bit more exposed than it should have. She told me, she'd usually done that for...and to, the guy in the mailroom who came around twice a day. He was a sweet kid, all of nineteen, and never failed to turn beet red whenever he saw her, or stopped to chat with her. She noticed one day his eyes seemed to be glued to her chest, and then later after he'd left, taken a look at herself, realizing one button was missing in front. It had created a rather noticeable gap in her blouse, and wearing a rather sheer bra, her dark pink, almost red colored nipples had shown clearly through it. The thought of him seeing her like that had turned her on. Though she'd never said anything about it to anyone...including me, until now. After that, she'd gone on doing this from time to time, certainly not always, not wanting him to come to expect it, or even suspect she was doing it on purpose. Nor did she want anyone else in the company to know she was enjoying doing it either.
"So, you're not mad or angry with me?" She asked worried. "That...that I've been doing that?"
"Are you kidding? No! And especially now babe, I mean shit...look at what I've been doing lately. And though it's not like we're having an affair or anything, because we're obviously not, and I sure as hell haven't touched her...well, with my actual cum maybe, but nothing else. That is a bit more than you have done obviously. But after what Carol said to me that first time, that I had to tell you about it before anything else ever did happen, I knew then that I wanted to. And hoped you would too!"



"And so...that was sort of what tonight was all about then too wasn't it?"
"In a way yes, I guess it was. But it was for me too. I wanted to see how I felt, what I'd think if another man...or woman," I grinned, "were to touch you in some way. After all, tomorrow night we'll be with Carol and Jacque, naked in their hot tub, so who knows what might happen when we do that? But I needed to know how I might feel, or even think before we did. And I also figured this might be a good way to find out how you'd feel too. Which reminds me...how do you feel about all of this anyway?"
"Well for one honey, I know more than anything just how much I love you, especially since you went out of the way to do all of this for me. Secondly, I'm glad you fessed up. I don't want there to be any secrets between us, not ever. Whatever we do, whatever we experience, I want to feel like we can both come home, talk about it, and share it with one another."
"So in other words...the next time you tease the mailroom guy you'll come home and tell me about it then?"
"You got it," she said. "And the next time you stand out in the garage at work and Jacque off all over Carol's tits or something, then you'll tell me too right?"
"You got it!" I agreed whole-heartedly.
"Well then, sounds to me like tomorrow night could be very interesting. A lot of it depends on how well we get along with Carols husband...Jacque is it?"
"Yes, Jacque," I confirmed.
"Well, and they with us too I'd imagine. But...I already am coming to like Carol in just the short time we've spoken here, and even more importantly, I'm glad she was firm with you in saying that none of this was to be behind my back either. That makes me trust her and Jacque a whole lot more just because she did. But...I also trust you even more honey," she told me. "Especially after what you did for me tonight. That was very special, very erotic, very hot."
"Yes it was," I agreed, surprised I was becoming aroused again after everything we'd done this evening. She looked down, saw that I was.
"Come here baby...come fuck your wife."
**
We had only met Jacque once at the previous years Christmas party, and then only briefly. I knew only that Carol had met him years ago while vacationing in France. It turned out to be one of those world-win romances, long distance for a time, though they eventually got married. In time, Jacque came over to the States with her, where they'd been living ever since. He spoke with an accent, which all the women of course found very endearing, even provocative and sexy, including my own wife.
He was a tall man, and interestingly enough, was bald...though it was by choice and not through lack of having any hair that he preferred it that way. Well built, with hardly an ounce of fat on him whatsoever, I could see why the ladies tended to fawn over him at the Christmas party, somewhat surprised that Carol would even let him out of her sight.
I smiled remembering her brief comment to me as we shared a table together at the party. Several of the other female employee's seemingly had him cornered momentarily at the bar, talking to him.
"Looks like your husband might need rescuing," I had commented to her looking over as several women stood in front of him, hanging on to every word being spoken in that thick, sexy French accent he had. Carol had laughed glancing over towards him and then back at me.
"We have an agreement," she began, which looking back now, had far more significance than I realized. "We've always said...it doesn't matter where we go to work up an appetite, as long as we always come home to dinner."
Now after everything that had happened, I understood better just what she'd meant.
Both anxious and excited, Marcy and I pulled into their circular drive thirty minutes later. They had a lavish, yet modest sized home overlooking the ocean where it stood. Tall Palm trees dotted the landscape, especially off to one side which was the only real barrier separating their home from their closest neighbor.
"Wow...spectacular view!" Marcy commented stepping out as just then the front door opened, both Carol and Jacque stepping out to greet us, each giving us affectionate hugs, which surprised me a little as Jacque and I briefly embraced likewise shaking hands.
"Come in! Come in!" Carol said excitedly leading us through the extravagant looking foyer on further into the house. A spiral staircase off to one side leading up to the second and third levels of the home from the looks of it. "I'll take you for a short tour later if you'd like," she informed us, but Jacques got dinner on the barbeque just about done and waiting for us. Thought we'd have a quick drink before it's already out on the veranda."
I noticed as we followed, that both were wearing comfortable looking lightweight robes, and very little else by the looks of it. Confirmation coming when we seated ourselves down, and Carol proceeded to pour us both a glass of wine, leaning forward a bit. As she did, it was clearly seen as a portion of one breast nearly bared itself, that she had little if anything else on.
"Suddenly, I feel...overdressed," Marcy quipped joking with her having seen what I obviously had myself. Even Jacque turned from the barbeque just turning the Salmon he was fixing for dinner, commenting on that.
"And she had to convince me to wear even this much," he stated in that smooth, almost seductive sounding accent of his. "Most of the time...you'll find us au'naturale, as it were. Especially having as much privacy as we do up here."
"I can see that," I agreed once again taking in the surrounding grounds, the only open area actually facing the ocean, their hot tub perched on a nice wooden deck, that momentarily caused me concern looking at it as I wandered over. Although well supported, part of it seemed suspended out over the edge of the cliff overlooking the ocean below.
"You like?" Carol said coming up from behind me as I stood there looking down over the cliffs.
"It's very beautiful...but don't you have concerns about it being parked out here like this?" I had to ask once again looking at the supports holding it up on one side, and the hundred foot drop off from there.
"We've never really had any problems or concerns with it. Those braces aren't really wood...but reinforced cement that's been made to look like and match the deck. I can assure you, it's perfectly safe. But even should anything ever happen...while in it, it would be one hell of a way to go...yes?"
Now it was my turn to laugh because it certainly would be.
"We've had parties with as many as eight to ten people inside it," she assured me. "And short of a devastating earthquake, or the end of the world," she added grinning. "It's not moved an inch since we put it up here."
I was still dubious, but the view was admittedly spectacular. Already the sun was beginning to grow close to the horizon, promising an equally fantastic view of a sunset only a short time away now.
"And wait until you see all the stars, and can listen to the ocean below us while we're out here," she smiled taking my arm heading back to where Marcy and Jacque now sat waiting for us to join them. "It's really quite romantic, and erotic," she further grinned, "as hopefully you two will see."
I could only agree with her, once again reminded of the possibilities of the evening, and the invite we'd been given. After the previous night with Mike, Marcy and I were now curiously interested to see what this night might bring. With the excellent dinner, wine...and scenery serving as an appetizer, I found myself more than looking forward to whatever might happen.
**
We finished dinner watching the sunset, spectacular just as we'd figured it would be. Jacque then brought out a hundred year old bottle of cognac to sip on, after which we cleared off and cleaned up the table prior to going out to sit in the tub. I was just coming back out, Carol now taking Marcy on a quick tour of the house, plus showing her where she could leave her clothing after doing that. I stood watching Jacque out on the point by the tub, checking the systems and perhaps adjusting the temperature. Conveniently, there was a coat-tree next to it, where I watched as he removed his robe hanging it up, now standing there entirely naked, looking out over the ocean, still sipping his drink. I walked over to join him, now wearing only a robe myself having already undressed. As I approached, I realized his hand was down between his legs, and he seemed to be touching himself. At first, I thought it was a simple ball-scratch or something as I wandered over standing off to one side. He glanced over, smiling, then back towards the ocean, his hand still firmly holding onto what I now realized, was a very hard dick. And even more importantly perhaps, a rather big one on top of all that.
"I love coming out here, jerking off first thing in the morning, watching the sunrise," he told me still manipulating his prick as though it was second nature to be doing so, even with guests here. And perhaps...it was. "As well as in the evening, if we're not entertaining, or have other plans," he then added. "Often wonder...just how much come I've managed to spurt off down into the rocks below us," he then grinned still working his cock which had now hardened even more fully than it was a moment ago. As awkward as it initially felt, I had trouble taking my eyes off it as big as it was, easily several inches bigger than my own, and just as thick, if not more so.
"If I had a view like this, I'd probably do it too," I agreed with him, surprised to find myself actually becoming aroused. Just then, voices behind us alerted us both that the girls were about to join us.
"I see you've discovered one of Jacques favorite past-times," she giggled saddling up beside us moments later. "Good thing for the palm trees behind us," she added. "Though I've always been suspicious, he does this just so that sexy blonde that lives up on the ridge behind us might still see him from her balcony."
I turned looking, not at all surprised to see a figure actually standing outside, wondering even at this distance if she...or he...could see much of anything however. It was too hard to make out who it might be, though Jacque likewise turned looking. "I have seen her using her telescope," he chuckled. It's off to one side of her, though she doesn't appear to be looking through it now. Perhaps later...when we're all inside the tub, perhaps she will then."
For some reason, the thought of someone actually watching us, spying on us while we sat out in the tub...doing whatever, later...felt quite erotic suddenly. As evidenced by my own rapidly stiffening cock, which Marcy surprised me by reaching over, and grasping on to. Though as she did, I noticed too, her eyes were now glued onto Jacques obvious magnificent specimen.
Carol removed her robe, hanging it on the tree, now naked, inviting everyone to join her as she stepped down into the hot luxurious tub.
"I think, Mrs. Davenport, Brenda Davenport, has a thing for women as much as she does for men," Carol explained. "I've often found her looking down at me when I've sat outside laying out in the nude during the day getting some sun. I've even gone so far as to pleasure myself, knowing full-well she was watching, which admittedly makes it even hotter for me when I do."
Once again...I could see that, it certainly would for me as well. Marcy likewise then removed her robe as Jacque eyed her appreciatively as she and I then climbed up and into the tub. I glanced back over my shoulder, and sure enough the figure had walked over to the corner of her balcony, and appeared to be leaning over.
"I think she's watching us now," I stated as Jacque and I now stepped in joining the girls.
"Then let's not disappoint her shall we?" He stated with a huge grin on his face, taking a corner seat sitting up and off to one side at an angle, without actually getting into the tub. Almost as though on cue, Carol slid over towards her husband, taking his hard stiff cock in hand.
"He's such an exhibitionist," she laughed now leaning over, opening her mouth and slowly drawing him in.
Marcy and I sat in curious surprise as we watched this. Not unsuspecting that we eventually would be perhaps, just not so damn soon. But it appeared to be the audience we now had that had triggered a seemingly early start to the nights adventures, which had prompted it. And Marcy it seemed, was getting into the mood now as well as I felt her hand once again seeking me out.
"You should sit up in the other corner, give our voyeuristic friend something else to watch," Jacque suggested, though I think he was stating his own personal desires to watch Marcy sucking me, every bit as much as their neighbor was. I sat up, repositioning myself, and though my cock wasn't perhaps quite as big as Jacques obviously was, it was equally as hard as Marcy now sat up and began tonguing it. "Ah yes..." He moaned pleasurably watching her do that, as Carol continued lapping away at his own stiff prick. "Nothing better than a bit of carnal fellatio out beneath the stars now is there?"
"Or anywhere," I concurred enjoying the wicked attention my wife was now giving my cock. Though I didn't state it, I found myself agreeing with the additional element of excitement and arousal, being watched by the silhouette of what I now realized was a woman as she continued to lean over her telescope peeking down at us. I felt an additional thrill of unanticipated, unexpected excitement as my wife teased me with her mouth. It definitely seemed to add to the stimulation I was feeling, the neighbor looking down, and even Jacque too as he stared over towards us almost hungrily.
"I think it might be even more exciting for our naughty audience up there, if Carol were to join your wife perhaps...no?"
Carol removed her mouth from around Jacques cock looking towards us. Marcy looked over towards her, grinned and likewise nodded her head in agreement.
"He may not be 'quite' as big as your husband is, but I think there is more than enough room for the two of us in sharing it together," Marcy quipped.
Carol moved over placing her hand just above Marcy's around my shaft. "More than enough for both," she giggled licking the head just as Marcy began doing again too. I moaned audibly, tossing my head back, one eye on Jacque as I did so, who looked lustfully towards the three of us, now more firmly stroking his cock up and down. I couldn't help wondering if he didn't actually prefer doing that, masturbating himself...watching as it evidentially appeared to me like he did. His look was focused, his hand constant now, even his mouth was open in a pleasured joy as he pumped his prick looking on with rapturous enjoyment. As hot as it had been for me watching Mike with Marcy, I stepped outside myself, trying to see through his eyes as he watched his wife and mine, licking and sucking my hot turgid shaft.
"I wonder what your neighbor thinks of this," I questioned barely able to form words now curiously looking up, but to my surprise and disappointment, the woman seemed to have disappeared.
Seeing my look, Jacque too turned looking up, a small smile spreading across his face. "Well, one of two things..." he began. "Either she's had enough and has gone inside to take care of herself...or, the phone..."
Just then Jacques cell phone began ringing. I looked towards him, Carol laughed loudly.
"What a surprise," she commented and then went back to licking me with the phone continuing to ring.
"That would be the neighbor," Jacque said picking it up, though not yet answering. "Once in a while, though not often, she has asked if she might be allowed to come join us...and watch."
"I don't know," Marcy then spoke voicing some concern.
"If you prefer not, I will so tell her," Jacque said looking as though to finally answer. "But...I can promise this, not once has she ever actually participated, beyond pleasuring herself while she has watched. And that...in seeing her doing so, can add to and heighten everyone's experience. But...again, if you'd rather not, we understand."
Marcy thought for a moment. "Well...ok, in that case," she said surprising me a little as I'd honestly not expected her to say that. Jacque grinned, and then answered.
"You may come if you'd like," he said simply almost immediately hanging up. He hadn't even bothered asking who it was for sure, though he obviously knew it was her. A short time later we heard the side gate to their yard as it opened and closed. Both Marcy as well as Carol sitting up now as I slid back down into the water. Jacque however remained sitting where he was, still slow stroking his cock, not even bothering to pretend he wasn't as she came over.
"Thank you for allowing...and inviting me over," she began just before Jacque made formal introductions. "But watching you through the scope no longer became good enough," she said smiling wickedly. "So I was hoping he and Carol would allow me to...come," she grinned even more broadly emphasizing the word, giving it additional meaning.
Brenda Davenport was a petite little blonde, just barely over five feet perhaps, small breasted, though her breasts still appeared full and perky against her chest. Each capped with light pink nipples, likewise small, though exceptionally hard. To my surprise, she still had a tuft of closely cropped likewise blonde pubic hair, that proved the fact she was a true blonde, and not one out of the bottle.
Jacque poured her a glass of Chardonnay, likewise pouring the rest of us one as we sat back getting to know one another a bit better first before continuing on with anything.
"I am sure Jacque has already told you, I do not physically participate with anyone, beyond myself," she explained. "If I were to do that...I'd go against my own agreements with my husband. Doing this however...is totally acceptable, as long as I just watch, or enjoy myself with no other contact."
I thought that a curious thing, but relaxed once again sitting up and out of the tub, just as Jacque continued to sit, likewise now giving our new friend a better, closer, more revealing look at my hard cock.
"Hmm," Jacque suddenly moaned standing up, squeezing his prick tightly as he did so. "I have a gift for you Mon' Cherie," he said speaking to Carol.
The way Carol suddenly moved, sliding over towards him, flipping over onto her back, her head now facing up between his legs, told us in a millisecond, this was something they were both used to doing...and apparently often too.
We all watched from our own vantage point as a big fat droplet of pearly precum oozed from the tip of his dick. He continued to milk it, even more now appearing as it slowly slid off the head, and then began to stretch out in a long thin string of almost clear, yet thick sticky fluid. The string held, slowly stretching, drooling off and away from his cock, reaching down directly towards Carols open mouth where she half floated there waiting for it.
"I love watching him when he does that," Brenda moaned her hand just then traveling down between her legs as she openly began frigging herself. Her comment confirming the fact that they obviously did this quite often.
Almost transfixed, mesmerized, the slowly stretching cum-drool once again gathered weight at the end, swinging just a bit, obviously about to separate. It then did, falling the last few delicate inches directly into Carol's open waiting mouth. With a collective sigh, the rest of us then laughed quietly, having enjoyed the moment. It was an amazing thing...something so simple, yet so erotically performed just as they had done.
"And now...if I may be so permitted," Jacque said. "I would love dearly to offer up the first course upon and against your wife's magnificent breasts," he asked.



Without turning, or asking, or seeking some sort of approval for me, Marcy pulled herself out of the tub sitting on the edge, spreading her legs invitingly.
"If I also may?" Carol asked climbing out, coming around from behind her, and then seating herself with her legs to either side of my wife's. As she did this, she reached around cupping Marcy's full breasts in her hands. Jacque moved in closer, placing his prick perfectly and squarely between them. I sat off to one side, Brenda now taking Jacques place sitting on the other side as the two of us watched. Carol now began masturbating her husband's prick with my wife's breasts, working them up and down, even side to side a bit, thrilling and adding to the pleasure of his prick as Carol jerked him off with my wife's tits. I found myself standing there, hand on cock, working it as they did that. Across from me, Brenda too found her own pleasure, quite openly and obviously fingering her cunt, one hand tweaking an extended nipple as the two of us looked on.
It was fucking hot. Especially when Marcy quite uninhibitedly reached down between her own legs now, and began toying with her clit as they did that.
"Oh...oh, oh so very soon!" Jacque proclaimed his voice now taking on a deeper throaty edge to it, his eyes shutting for a moment, head tossed back. I watched his balls actually tighten, knowing full well as they did he was hovering on the edge of release here, expecting it any moment now. I wasn't long in being disappointed either as he suddenly cried out speaking in French as his pleasure erupted.
"So sucr'e! So Passionn'e! So...sensationnel!" He cried out loudly, his words filling the air.
As he did so, huge ropes of semen burst forth from the tip of his cock, most of which Carol captured and caught between my wife's breasts, though the initial onslaught had literally splashed against her chin and neck, one slice of creamy pearl juice splitting the side of my wife's cheek before Carol had gotten his wildly pulsating, squirting prick back under control once again.
"Oui! Oui!" He again spoke in French, though his next words were clearly plain with little accent behind them as he continued to exclaim his ecstasy. "Fuck, to come, to spurt...to feel such intensity, and such delight between such magnificent trophies such as these," he said now reaching out, clasping his own hands around my wife's come-covered tits, and began massaging into them his spent cream, just as Carol continued to do, helping him.
"Next? Carol asked looking at me. "Would you likewise enjoy a nice titty-fuck?" She asked me.
How could I say no? So I didn't. Carol then produced a hot towel out of a nearby container, using it to wipe off the remaining liquid from Marcy's breasts with, and thus cleaning her up. They quickly exchanged places now, with Marcy sitting behind her. I would ALMOST have been content with seeing my wife doing that, just holding Carol's breasts, playing with them, which she certainly did for a moment. I soon however stepped forward, placing my own shaft between Carol's tits just as Jacque had done with Marcy's.
Jacque now reclaimed my vacated seat, and though his cock had certainly lost some of its rigidity, he continued to fondle it, working it again. Brenda had managed to find the perfect jet there in the tub, placing herself over it now, allowing it to tease and tickle her pussy as she looked on, moaning softly as she did.
I now felt the magic of my wife's hands encircling Carol's breasts, teasing them up and down my shaft, watching the tip of my cock appear, and then disappear once again as she slowly moved them up and down, periodically squeezing them even tighter together around me.
"I am so juicy wet," she revealed unnecessarily as Marcy took cue from that, reaching behind her just enough to feel, and thus finger her new friend as she sat there jacking me off.
"Feel good baby?" Marcy asked hotly, knowing damn well that it did, but wanting me to say it, to speak the words for her, which I knew she loved hearing whenever she became this aroused herself.
"Fuck yes," I exclaimed. "I love fucking her soft firm titties," I proclaimed, moaning deeply as I continued doing so.
"Gonna cum for us too?" She asked? "Gonna squirt all over these nice firm tits of hers for me?" She pressed.
"Yes, yes...and Oui!" I said though making it sound more like a "we" word of wowed expression as though on a thrill ride. Which in a way...I was. And then simply..."Fuck!" As I felt the first intense explosion of climax escape the tip of my cock.
He might indeed have a much bigger prick, but I far surpassed even his own copious spending when it came to that part. Even Marcy was a bit surprised, though I came like that often. This one however, had to be near the top of the list when it came to the number of ejaculations my cock kept spurting, over and over again one right after the other, drenching both of her breasts, and a goodly portion of her neck, face and shoulders, as Marcy kept pumping me off against her.
"Fantastic'!" Jacque bellowed in enthusiastic delight his cock once again hard, stiff and straight already. "That was a magnifique, display my friend!" He bellowed out enthusiastically. "Such as one I have never seen before," he then added sounding a little in awe of my white sticky eruption, which even then was clinging to his wife's body, streamers of jisim matching and far surpassing his own little cum-drool drip a while ago.
I smiled inwardly, proud of my own manly showing.
After we had gone through the ritual of cleaning off Carol's wet sticky breasts with the warm clean towel, I too sat back into the tub, sipping my wine, recovering, still grinning.
"I think it's now our turn!" Carol announced moments later. Helping to lay Marcy down on her back on the surrounding deck boards, she then positioned herself above her in what was a traditional, yet still very erotic, sexy looking...'69'.
While the girls began lapping away at one another, exploring their respective pussies and clits, Brenda once again made use of one of the jets, positioning herself over it, and thus water-fucking herself as she again looked on. I could see by the pained expression on her face just how badly she would have enjoyed physically getting involved with the other two girls. Actually admiring her courage in refraining from doing so. Content at least then for the moment, to allow the jets at least, to pleasure her pussy, tickling and caressing it when nothing else could. It was interesting to watch, as Jacque and I both did. One eye on the girls as they giggled, probed and playfully sucked, licked and finger-fucked one another. Brenda squirming, humping and fucking herself against the jets in the tub.
It wasn't long before I too was again hard, almost casually stroking my dick just as Jacque was, though I don't think he ever once stopped doing so, even when it was mostly flaccid.
"I love licking pussy!" Carol announced with her mouth still full of my wife's quim, making it hard to fully understand what she'd said, speaking as though with a lisp, her tongue deeply buried in my wife's furrow.
"It's not polite to talk with your mouthful," Marcy answered back, though her mouth too remained glued to Carol's luscious cunt.
Hearing their talk perhaps, listening to the obscene sounds each one was now making as they slurped one another closer and closer to a liquidly explosive climax, Brenda let out a shriek both hands squeezing her breasts almost painfully so, her eyes seemingly glued shut, her body rigid for a moment as her orgasm claimed her soul. Moments later she collapsed, and then climbed out of the tub, thanking us all for allowing her this minor enjoyment and participation, she headed off home once again, but not before staying just long enough to watch Marcy and Carol get one another off. With a wishful sigh perhaps, she then departed and soon disappeared.
"Almost feel sorry for her. Almost," Jacque said after she had left. "But according to her prenuptial agreement with that prick of a husband of hers, if he catches her doing anything at all...with anyone, she's out of any inheritance, or any part of his vast fortune at all. She knows that he screws almost every woman in sight that will have him too, and because of that...she remains basically celibate, not even having sex with him, refusing to do so because of his own philandering. But...he tends to drink to excess, parties constantly, so she's in hopes that in time he will drive himself into an early grave, and thus free her from the sexual torture he's been putting her through. It's mostly because of that, that we on occasion allow her to indulge herself such as she did here tonight."
"Then I don't blame you," I told them both. "I know I couldn't live that way myself...and for sure now!" I said winking at my wife as she continue to lay there happily still fondling Carol's more than satisfied pussy.
"Well, shall we go back inside where we can get even more comfortable, and more shall we say...experimentive?" Jacque asked.
Drying off we soon after headed back inside the house, Marcy taking Jacques arm, Carol taking mine.
"Before we do anything," Carol near whispered as we walked back across the lawn. "If at any time either I or Jacque suggests something that either one of you aren't interested in doing...or even seeing for that matter, please say so before something gets started. We would much rather you do that, than begin something that you suddenly decide isn't something you're perhaps open-minded enough to consider."
I wasn't sure what she was getting at with her comment. So far, there'd been nothing that I felt was untoward, or too uncomfortable for me to handle. I'd found myself liking Jacque a lot more than I'd anticipated, though he did seem to have a quirky sense of his own cock. Even so, the night so far had been far more exciting than I could have ever imagined, and I was even now looking forward to a continuation of it as we headed inside.
"I'll be the first to let you know," I assured her, to which she simply raised her eyebrows a little.
"We'll see," she smiled coyly, and then led me up the spiral staircase leading upstairs to their overly spacious bedroom.
**
Though we had been taken on a brief tour of the house, we hadn't as yet been shown around the third floor, and with good reason. They had left this as part of their surprise. The second floor was actually where their bedrooms where, his...and hers. Each having large spaciously decorated yet separate sleeping areas, along with enormous walk in closets. I had again found that odd, though Carol had told us both it was the best thing they had ever done. Especially as Jacque snored loudly, and she being a very light sleeper. The third floor then was for sex...specifically designed for the entertainment of that. Reaching the top of the spiral staircase, we immediately saw why. There was indeed a single bed, but it was enormous, specially made, twice the size perhaps of the largest bed I'd ever seen with more than enough room for several couples at a time to lay side by side within it. In addition, a full second bar sat off to one side, a balcony with yet another deck, several deck chairs and tables. But it was the ceiling itself that blew us both away. Jacque then showed us, revealing that he could with the simple press of a button, open the half-ceiling skylight thus allowing the sky itself to come into the room. The sounds of the ocean below immediately heard along with the salty aroma of the sea air now greeting us.
"And of course, it can be closed during inclement weather, or if it is simply too cold out at night."
"Please...leave it open," Marcy asked enjoying the twinkle of stars far above us. "This...is simply breath-taking," she said still taking it all in.
"As are the two of you," Jacque announced enjoying the sight of the two girls standing together.
I had to admit, he was right about that, and I now found myself in hopeful expectation of seeing the two of them once again pleasuring one another in one form or another.
Fixing us all a fresh drink as we stood outside on the deck, now looking down on the grounds and back out to where the tub was, Carol walked out holding what appeared like a small fish bowl in her hand.
"Draw a number," she told us both. I was about to ask her why, but she answered my unasked question. "You'll see why," she said as Marcy reached in drawing a slip of paper, and then I did. "Go ahead, you can look, and then I'll explain."
I looked at mine, it was number one. Marcy's was number four. Jacque drew, and his was number two, leaving Carol with number three.
"Ok, I give, what's the deal here?" I now asked.
"Well, here's the thing," Carol began. "We've found that with anyone we've ever invited up here, and decided to allow ourselves to do a bit more than we normally do...one of the fun things we've discovered is this. Everyone...and I mean everyone, has some sort of wild, unbridled do I really ever dare do this...kind of a fantasy. So...having said that, we've actually made a game out of doing that. So, if everyone's in agreement, you two take a moment or two while we sit and enjoy our drinks. Think about the wildest, most provocative, most decadent fantasy you've ever entertained, or wanted to do...or see. Then, when it's your turn, we do it...whatever it is. Provided of course as I said, everyone's in agreement with it before hand. I will say this...if and once we begin, it's not fair to someone else to participate in someone else's fantasy, and do their level best to ensure it happens, only to have their own shot down later on. Because of that, we ask going in...will everyone promise to fulfill to the best of their abilities, the desires and wishes of everyone else? Once we all do...then we'll begin. And since you drew the first number, we'll start with you David," Carol told me. By the look on my wife's face, I could already see she was thinking about it, and thus assured that she was certainly willing to participate, I sat back in my chair and began contemplating a number of my own secret devilish little fantasies. Almost immediately of course one came to mind, though it was pretty simple enough, and though perhaps not elaborate, or even as decadent as some, it was mine...and something I had always wanted to see my wife do.
Even she knew what that was before I was asked to reveal it.
"I know what you're going to ask," she chuckled sipping her drink.
"Oh? Well...maybe you don't," I answered her back.
"Fat chance," she retorted. "Because now IS your chance, and I'm damn well willing to bet you're not about to pass this opportunity up either," she stated almost accusingly.
She had me there. She was right, I wasn't about to. Even if it was simple in a way, or not as decadent as some, it was after all, my fantasy.
"Just remember," she said. "Once we begin..."
"Yeah, I know," I assured her. Though I couldn't imagine anything I wasn't interested in seeing or doing. Boy was I in for a big surprise.
**
"So? Have you had a chance to think about it?" Carol asked me. "Have anything in mind?"
"I do yes...but I was wondering, if you happened to have very many sex toys available?" She burst out laughing at that.
"See that cabinet over there with all the drawers in it?" She said pointing. "It doesn't hold clothing honey...so go help yourself."
I walked over, opening it, pulling out the first drawer. My mouth agape as I did. I'd never seen such an extensive collection of sex toys and devices in all my life outside of a sex-shop perhaps. And even then, I wondered if one of those had one of everything, the way her cabinet did as I began rummaging through and exploring it. I soon came upon what I'd been hoping to discover, thus pulling it out.
A rather impressive, wicked looking double dildo.
"Told you," Marcy said high fiving Carol as the two of them looked at me. "I'd have bet a million dollars on that."
"God I hate being a foregone conclusion," I turned bringing back the toy with me.
My wife laughed, "No dear...you're just so transparent is all," she said teasingly. "But after hearing Carol tell us about doing this, I found myself actually looking forward to doing it...especially for you, especially because I know just how much you'd love seeing me do this. And so...just for you, I will. And well yes...because I'm actually looking forward to it myself, admittedly."
"So that is your number one, big fantasy then, seeing your wife and I fuck one another with this dildo right?"
"Well yeah, but then having the two of you sucking our dicks while you do. Think you can handle that?" I wondered.
"We'll do more than just handle it," Carol promised. "We'll do it, won't we dear?" She turned looking at Jacque. He was already fisting his prick again, once again nice and hard with eager expectation of her own soon to be revealed fantasy.
"Just let us know when you're all ready for us," he told the girls. And then we stood there, watching the two of them as they climbed into the bed together, and began to amuse and stimulate themselves with the toy for a bit first. Even watching that, was pleasurable in and of itself.
I was drooling. Looking at the bed as Carol and Marcy inserted the double dildo, now sharing it. I watched them as they both gobbled half of it up respectively, now bumping ass to ass against one another.
"This what you wanted to see baby?" Marcy asked as she slowly began gyrating her ass against Carols, Carol likewise doing the same thing back to her, each...fucking one another slowly, sensually as Jacque and I looked on.
"Oh fuck yes!" I groaned in response, my hand sliding up and down over my almost painful erection. Jacque too was doing the same, though I'd already come to the conclusion that his hand never was very far away from his dick at any time.
"So, you ready for us to suck you both now?" Carol asked grinning at me. In answer, I stepped towards her just as Jacque did stepping towards Marcy, each of us now crawling up into the enormous bed, kneeling as the girls playfully drew our cocks into their mouths and began sucking them, still fucking one another on the shared toy.
Twenty minutes later I was too close to blowing my load in Carol's sweet sucking mouth. Having already come once, I was fearful that a too soon second orgasm would finish me. And as early as we were into all this, that was the last thing I wanted to do...was "peter out."
"Hey! Where are you going?" Carol complained as I literally forced myself away from her.
"Too close! Too fucking close!" I panted breathlessly. "Time...time to just...watch," I stated putting further distance between us rolling onto my side, now glancing directly where they met, their cunts connected, fucking. Jacque too disengaged from my wife, following my lead perhaps though I didn't think he was as close to orgasm as I'd been. But the sight, and now sounds of our two lovely ladies as they picked up the pace was worth witnessing.
"God that looks hot!" I exclaimed enjoying the sounds of their flesh now slapping against one another in an ever increasing tempo of lustful delight. Marcy's face, her expression becoming almost glazed, hinting just as it always did at the seconds before she climaxed.
"Gonna come baby?" I urged? "Gonna let Carol fuck your sweet pussy to a nice hard, long come?"
Our naughty, dirty pillow talk as we called it, never failed to send her over the edge when she was close. And it didn't fail to do so now either. Her face screwed up in a delightful grimace, and then she simply let go. She almost fell over, her breasts now pressed inwards towards the bed, Carol slamming forcefully back into her, Marcy's cry of sudden delight filling the room as she came.
We all lay mutually enjoying the moment of ecstasy, Marcy's ecstasy, as though it were our own for several long moments.



"Well...who's next?" She sighed pleasurably finally coming around. "That was damn fucking fun!" She added grinning from ear to ear.
**
Now it was Jacques turn.
Jacque soon filled everyone in on what he wanted to do, letting everyone know as he did what he'd like to see, and how we'd make this actually work.
"Wow!" I exclaimed as he finished, and as Carol began making preparations, heading back over to their massive toy-cabinet. Just listening to him describe what it was he wanted to experience and how, had me wondering if we weren't a little in over heads here, though Marcy's eyes had lit up like a Christmas tree upon hearing it.
"I can hardly wait to see that!" She chuckled as Carol came back, now wearing what was obviously a strap on, with a thin narrow looking device, not quite prick-like, but nevertheless, interesting as it stood out in front of her like a small sword.
Marcy positioned herself towards one side of the bed kneeling down on all fours, one of her favorite positions anyway. Jacque then moved up behind her rubbing her pussy with his prick until she was nice and slick again, and then slowly eased that monster of a cock into her. It took a moment, but no one was in any rush as he held still behind her, letting her adjust to his girth and length.
"Ok, ready whenever you are babe!" He said looking back over his shoulder towards his wife. Carol had already coated her thin prick-like contraption with a goodly amount of lube, and then applied even more of it to his ass as I stood looking on waiting to complete this bizarre weird fuck-chain we'd be performing. Carol slowly eased her own phallus into Jacque's ass, taking her time until she too was hilted fully into him, he...fully impaling my wife.
"Now...your turn," Carol said looking back over her shoulder towards me winking as she did.
It took a few moments to position myself, making a few minor adjustments, but finally I had managed to likewise fill Carol's cunt with my cock, the four of us now connected together.
"Ok, now...how do we do this without working against one another?" I openly asked.
"It's like rowing a boat," Jacque answered. "We all move together as one at the same time in the same direction.
"Rowing a boat?" Marcy laughed. "You mean like...'fuck, fuck, fuck the cunt...working up some cream. Merrily, merrily, merrily, merrily...this's no fucking dream! Fuck, fuck, fuck the cunt..."
I couldn't help it, nor could anyone else, we were all laughing, but even as we did, as Marcy's wicked dirty song left off, we began moving in perfect unison, pushing in...pulling out, slowly increasing the speed and tempo as we began this chain-fuck that proved to be unbelievable.
**
To my surprise, fucking as one, we basically came as one too. This time no power on earth could have kept me from doing so. Multi orgasmic, just as she'd always been, Marcy was the first to reach yet another mind-blowing orgasm, unbeknownst to me at the time, we were all only seconds away from doing so ourselves. The intensity of her release acting like an electric conduit, triggering each one of us one after the other almost simultaneously. Hearing her deep-throated groan, and then the succulent wet release of her spending, Jacque likewise groaned out his own liquid pleasure, splashing his pent up semen into her wet slick sucking cunt.
"Yes baby! Yes!" Carol cried out now as well, thrusting in and out of her husband's ass, suddenly clenching down on my shaft with a vice-like grip, her orgasm seizing her entirely. And this of course...triggered mine. Feeling Carol's tight hot pussy suddenly spasm, clench, spasm again...found me spurting deeply inside her, one hard felt ejaculation after another ripping into her heated pussy as I now slammed into her from behind with every ounce of strength that I had.
We collapsed in a contented heap, everyone rolling off and away from one another in differing directions.
"Holy fucking shit!" I exclaimed trying to gather myself, and then the soft, almost whispered words from my wife once again being heard as she sang.
"Fuck...fuck...fuck the cunt shooting out the cream..."
**
After that one we all needed a breather. Two down...and still two to go, though I was already wondering if I'd even be capable of getting it up again. I could only shake my head looking at Jacque as he rolled out of bed, still flailing away at his now very limp prick as we walked over towards the bar.
"Drinks everyone?" He asked grateful to see him washing his hands, and then setting out fresh clean glasses as he fixed mixed drinks to everyone's specifications. While he did that, and as Carol went about cleaning up the toys we'd used, Marcy and I walked out onto the balcony. There was a nice refreshing breeze coming up from the ocean, the moon almost full, hovering over the water like a watchful eye as we stood there gazing towards it.
"Having fun?" She asked.
"Yes...you?"
"Very much so," she replied with a contented sigh. "No regrets or anything so far?"
"No...you?"
"No. Though I have to admit, we've probably done a bit more than I was originally thinking we might."
"You can say that again," I responded already thinking back on everything that had happened since we'd got here this evening.
"We might not do anything like this again," she thought aloud. "But since we've started this...at least for tonight, we're committed here right?"
"Under the circumstances, I'd say so yes. Only fair I suppose."
"Glad to hear you say that sweetie...speaking of fantasies and all that. Carol and I go next you know," she reminded me. "So at least keep that part in mind for me, might be something we only do this once, never again...maybe, maybe not. Guess we'll see."
"Perhaps," I said agreeing with her, though now...after what we'd done, experienced, I was actually sort of hoping we'd do all this again sometime. And especially now as we'd seemingly bonded fairly closely with our two new friends. Jacque came out carrying our drinks to us, handing them off as Carol soon after joined. The four of us now standing together side-by-side overlooking the ocean beyond, sipping our drinks enjoying the quiet moment together each one of us lost in thought perhaps.
And Jacque of course fondling his dick again as we did that.
**
"Well...guess it's my turn now," Carol announced. "So whenever you two think you can be ready again," she smiled hopefully. We finished our drinks, walking back inside where we all climbed onto the bed again, waiting for directions and instructions as she laid out her desire. Before doing that, she reached over to the small stand next to the bed, retrieved something from the drawer, and then moved over back beside me. I looked down as she began rolling what was obviously a condom over my cock. I looked up the question on my face.
"And what's this for?" I actually asked.
"For your protection and mine. You're about to fuck me in the ass," she stated simply.
**
Carol's fantasy of course was a bit more elaborate than that, soon after explaining to us just what she wanted, and how she wanted it. Basically, a DP, something I had myself never experienced or done before. As for her part, Marcy was to entertain herself, however she wished as the three of us did that, this was after all...Carol's turn. Though Marcy was just as enthusiastic, witnessing, watching, and then participating as she saw fit while we got ourselves into position.
Jacque now took his position on the bed, laying down on his back as Carol straddled him first, easing herself down over his once again rigid and waiting prick. And then it was my turn.
As well lubed as she was, it still seemed like an impossibility as I pressed the head of my dick against the opening of her ass...to no avail.
"Keep going babe," she assured me. "You're big yes...but not THAT big, no worries...I can take it," she said urging me on. I pressed a bit harder, felt the tip just enter and then held still. "No!" She admonished me, "You're almost there! Keep going...keep pressing, put it in!"
With what felt like a pop, even a sucking sound, I suddenly felt the head slide inwards, her cute little asshole suddenly gobbling me up like a hungry mouth. I slid further, and then further, finally bottoming out as I felt my balls slap against the flesh of her firm tight ass.
"Oh fuck that feels good!" She moaned deeply. And it did, surprising me to some extent. Especially as I could feel Jacque's mammoth prick resting against my own, sitting side by side one another there inside her. Only the thinnest membranes of flesh separating the two of us, keeping us a part.
And then I felt Jacque slowly ease out of her, just as smoothly then thrusting back in, the sensation of his cock rubbing against mine teasing it, teasing her as he did so.
"Oh fuck yes...yes, that's it, now...you fuck me too David, nice and easy...in and out, in...and out."
I began doing just that, finding my rhythm, matching that of Jacques as he continued to plow in and out of his wife's pussy. Marcy meanwhile had stood watching all this, doing something I had often wished she'd do more of for me, standing there unabashedly fingering herself. Just watching her do that while I eased in and out of Carol's tight little ass was more erotic and sensual than I could have ever imagined. No longer content to just stand and do that however, she finally climbed up onto the bed, situated herself over Jacque's face, and lowered herself down. Now I was treated to the two girls as they kissed, and then fondled one another's breasts playfully. Jacque now treated to my wife's juicy cunt as he devoured with his mouth, Carol now forcefully fucking his prick while I in turn knelt fucking her ass in an ever increasing staccato of runaway pleasure.
"Come in my ass David!" Carol called out to me. "I want to feel you squirt your nasty spunk inside my ass...please!" She begged again. "Fill me up, squirt inside me, let me feel it running out of my ass, my cunt...down my legs," she almost deliriously moaned now, her head tossed back and forth, side to side as Marcy began pulling on her breasts, pinching her nipples almost painfully. "Yes...yes! Fuck yes! Pinch them pull them...fucking twist them off, fuck me...fuck me...fuck me!" She cried out in sheer climax now, her body giving way to the intensity of her pleasure.
And I almost laughed as Marcy damn near drowned poor Jacque in her own gushing eruption of climatic bliss.
As for myself, I had no idea how I even managed it, but I did. Joining Carol in the throes of her orgasm, I felt my balls clench, tighten, and then empty themselves deep inside her bowels, just as Jacque began doing below her, he too thrusting in and out of her wildly now, which I felt, and which oddly enough helped to further stimulate, and thus trigger my third amazing orgasm of the night.
It was indeed time for another break. We'd now managed three very intense moments together, with one more yet to go. And though I was tired, and fearful for sure now of being finished for the night, I was still yet determined to do whatever I had to, whatever was necessary to ensure that my own wife's fantasy and pleasure were met.
**
For the first time I actually thought Jacque had finally tapped out. Rolling out of bed once again fixing us fresh drinks, I noticed his prick had actually shrunk down to what appeared an almost normal looking flaccid size, as had my own. At least then, we looked fairly close in size, dicks waggling limply as we walked back out onto the deck. The girls headed off downstairs to the kitchen to fix up a few snacks, help us re-gather our strength once again before even making the attempt to satisfy whatever twisted fantasy my wife might have. I chuckled wondering...knowing her, knowing that she had a few "pillow-talk" fantasies we'd discussed, one being very similar to what we'd just done with Carol. I quickly discounted that however, figuring she'd want to do something, try something we actually hadn't done yet. And even as the girls headed off, already they were conversing, speaking in hushed tones which alerted me to the fact, whatever it was my wife had been considering, she was now sharing the details with her new found friend.
"You golf?" Jacque asked me handing me a perfectly prepared scotch on the rocks. I sipped before answering.
"I do...but not as well as I'd like, and not as often either," I quipped.
"Don't we all," he agreed joking. "How'd you like to go with me tomorrow, at the club?" He then asked.
"Wow...really?" I said excitedly. I knew the club they belonged to was fairly exclusive, and well out of my own means at the moment at least. So given the chance and opportunity to go with him, I jumped at the chance.
"I've got a standing tee time at ten in the morning every Saturday," he continued. "On the mountain course, it's tough but far more secluded for one thing, especially as the tee-times are only every half hour, so that allows us time to play a special interesting game. We affectionately call it, 'Tiger in the woods', mostly because of all the trees," he again laughed. "Just so happens one of the guys in our foursome can't make it tomorrow, which is why I thought I'd ask you if you'd care to join us."
Already I was thinking money, and no doubt bet liberally while playing. Something I wasn't sure I could afford to do, and not that good of a golfer either to be throwing money away like that. Thus I hesitated before answering, though he seemed to pick up on my concern.
"No worries, we don't bet with cash," he told me. "We play an interesting little game on the green once we get there however, with each one of the female drivers in our carts."
"You mean...women other than our wives?" I asked taken aback just a little. Jacque laughed.
"Yes, we call them our cunt-caddies. Four women we've been meeting now for well over a year as we play golf. You see...what we do is this, once on the green, the only putter the men use is the one between their legs. Whereever your balls lands when it finally does reach the green, is where the girls take over. We slide inside them from behind, and fuck...while they putt. You fuck everyone else's driver except for your own, alternating greens. The object being of course to distract them and cause them to take more putts getting it into the hole, while you're in their hole." He chuckled obviously amused with himself.
"Does...does Carol know?" I had to ask.
"Of course she does!" Jacque exclaimed. "She doesn't have a problem with it, and even told me she'd mention this to your wife and some point, feel her out a bit. That way at least, you can discuss it with her later, see where she is with it, and then let me know before tee-time tomorrow. If she's not ok, I'll still have plenty of time to contact another one of our friends who is willing."
I thought about for a moment. "OK, I'll ask her...mention it, but don't be too surprised if she says no."
"Don't be too surprised, if she says yes either," Jacque responded. "I know Carol, and if anyone can convince her into letting you do that...she can."
Just then we heard the girls coming upstairs with a small tray of finger-foods and snacks. Marcy had a devilish look in her eyes as well as she approached me holding out the tray as I quickly removed a couple of small fancy looking sandwiches.
"Nervous?" She asked me with a twinkle in her eye.
"About what?"
"About what I might be thinking about," she teased hotly. I laughed nervously.
"Yeah, maybe a little...now," I chuckled again sounding even more nervous. Obviously whatever it was, it was going to be something a little unexpected, even Carol had shot me an inquisitive look as though wondering if Marcy had mentioned it to me yet. It was obvious that she did when she spoke in hushed tones with Jacque standing off to one side. I saw his eyebrows raise up a little, almost immediately turning to look in my direction, smiling a little before turning back to his wife, speaking in soft whispered words again.
"Just remember...you promised," she told me, which now really made me worried and nervous.
"Yeah, I know...so why don't you tell me what's in store?" I queried.
"Not yet...in a minute or two," she then stated. "But something else for you to consider perhaps."
"What?"
"Carol told me about Jacque's naughty little golf buddies," she said with a bemused smile on her face. Mentioned to me that he was going to invite you to play tomorrow, though she then told me how it was that they actually played."
"Yeah I know...he told me, but don't worry, I wasn't planning on..."
"You can go...you can play, you can have fun tomorrow if you wish," she said shocking the hell out of me. "Just as long as I get my wish tonight..." she concluded, still not fully revealing to me whatever the hell that it was. "Just keep that in mind."
We finished up with our snacks as well as our drinks, and then once again congregated back onto the bed. For the first time Marcy looked a bit anxious, nervous.
"Ok, so...here it is," she began. "Even David isn't aware of this naughty little fantasy of mine, something I've never actually mentioned to him before now. Having said that," she grinned holding my hand. "This is what I want you two to do...for me."
**
She was right about one thing, I really had no clue. And it wasn't something I'd actually ever considered, or ever thought about, up until now anyway. "You're serious," I asked knowing full well that she was, though her look gave way to obvious disappointment at my initial reluctance.
I thought about it for a moment more before responding. "Ok," I answered even then hesitating, seeing the surprised looks on everyone's faces that I'd actually agreed. "But it's got nothing to do with golfing tomorrow," I then added in my own defense. "If this really is something that turns you on...then I'm not about to sit here and tell you no, not after everything everyone else has done here tonight."
"You're sure?" She grinned brightly.
"If that's what you really want to see, to do...then yes," I assured her.
"And you'll try to get into it?" She added.
I actually laughed. "Well, let's just say I'm willing to try at the very least," to which she seemed to be good with. "So...what do you want to do first?"
Obviously there was going to be some intimate contact between Jacque and I, though he didn't appear at all hesitant in doing it himself. Carol had indeed obviously made him aware of it long before I even knew. And...listening to what she wanted to do, and how...it actually could have been worse in fact, and thus not nearly as bad as I was beginning to think it might turn out to be like for me.
"For starters...especially while you're both so small and limpy," Marcy giggled as she moved up into the middle of the bed. I was about to tell her I wasn't that small...or that limpy either as she put it, until I looked down at myself, and realized...I was.
"Ok, now what?" I asked as Jacque and his somewhat limpy dick joined us.
"I want to try and suck you both at the same time, while I can...while you're still a little...well, little," she giggled again.
That actually didn't bother me in the least, I'd actually found it arousing watching similar situations in porn movies, two guys with their dicks pressed together, sometimes tip to tip while the girl sat sucking the two of them off. As was her wish however, Marcy soon had Jacque and I stuffing as much of our pricks inside her mouth as she held them together against one another. To my surprise, she actually managed it.
"Let me try that...while I still can!" Carol spoke as Jacque and I turned towards her, though already there appeared to be a significant difference in length and girth here as she made the attempt. At best, she managed to get most of the two heads only partially in, as she licked and sucked them, each of us growing firmer and fatter by the minute. Admittedly, it felt good...albeit a little strange at first perhaps, but it indeed felt nice. It wasn't long however before doing that was no longer possible. Jacque and I were both once again...fully hard.



"Ok...now what?"
"Ok, this next part is definitely for me..."
"And me too!" Carol said joining my wife as the two of them rolled off the bed, taking seats on the couch sitting side by side one another.
"Ok," I again stated nervously.
"Alright...what I want to see the two of you do now...is rub your cocks against one another while we sit here and masturbate each other...watching the two of you do that."
Like I said, I'd already been made aware that Jacque and I were going to get a little touchy-feely here. But at least so far anyway...that was as far as she'd said she really wanted to see us go. I figured both literally and realistically, I could handle that.
Marcy had moved us off the edge of the bed, now standing on the floor only a foot or so away so that the two of them could watch us more closely, and more clearly.
"Squeeze your dicks, get some juice stuff going, and then smear that against one another," she politely asked, though her voice was already getting raspy with obvious arousal as she and Carol now reached over, toying and fingering one another. Jacque easily produced a thick fat dollop of precum fuck juice, though it took me a moment or two longer. Eventually I did however, and once having done so, placed the head of my dick against his, and worked it back and forth, just as he did against me, much to the delight and enjoyment of the girls. And quietly to myself too.
"And whether you choose to believe this or not honey," Marcy told me. "I think seeing that is damn fucking sexy, regardless of what you think or feel at the moment. And just so you know...I appreciate more than words could ever say, that you're doing it for me too."
Ok, so it wasn't that bad, and it actually felt interesting, rubbing my dick against his, especially as slick as they now were. I chuckled to myself quietly, for some reason thinking of this being like a sword fight, though his sword was indeed a bit longer than my own. At least we weren't out to try and stab one another with them. Or so I hoped anyway.
"Ok baby...now that I'm getting close here again, this is what I want...and would like you to do, to finish me off with tonight. "I want you to rub Jacque's cock against my pussy, against my clit, jacking him off, making him squirt all over me. And then...after that, have him jack your prick off against Carol's cunt."
I was expecting even worse than that, somewhat surprised at what it was that she actually wanted to see us do, prepared to do so...if that had been her real intent. Obviously, it wasn't. Now doing as she'd asked, I followed Jacque over towards the couch as she straddled the arm rest on her side, putting her at just the perfect height in order to accomplish this next task. She was wet...glistening, her furrow already frothy with her pre-girl cum cream.
"Go ahead honey, rub his dick against me, let me hear the naughty wet squishy sounds you can make while you rub his big fact fucking cock against my clit!"
There was no doubt about it, hearing her tone of voice, her use of vulgar obscene words, I knew my wife was about as aroused as she'd ever been before in her life. If this was indeed what she wanted then, wanted to feel...wanted to see, I was certainly going to accommodate her. I reached down, wrapping my hand around Jacque's hard stiff prick, and began using it to masturbate her with, simultaneously, masturbating him as well.
She was already close, as evidenced in the once again glazed look in her eyes. "Make him come on me honey, make him squirt...make him juice my pussy, drench my clit!" She all but demanded now. I continued to furiously rub Jacque's cock against her, and then heard as well as felt him tense up, looking down, seeing how tight his balls were. He was on the edge.
"Oh fuck...yes, here...it...comes!" He announced, and then began spraying his hot white sticky nectar all over my wife's widespread pussy. I continued pumping him, milking it out, watching in abject fascination as I did so. Milking a cock, other than my own, and actually...enjoying it as I did.
"Whew!" Marcy said a short time later after coming around again, her own very intense sweet little orgasm still causing her pussy to throb with several aftershocks of pure delight.
"You can say that again! That was fucking hot!" Carol now said jumping in. "Ok honey...now it's my turn, get over here and rub the man's cock against MY pussy!"
He began doing that. And it felt momentarily strange, once again realizing it was Jacque actually doing this for one thing, though I took delight in the sensation of it as he continued to rub the head of my dick, back and forth, up and down, side to side across his wife's pussy, teasing and toying with her lips and clit. Sometimes sticking it in briefly, fucking her with it, Just as I had done to him, taking a perverse delight in fucking my own wife with another man's cock, just as Jacque was indeed, now doing to me.
It was again an interesting sensation. Watching my prick suddenly, and amazingly to me anyway...suddenly begin spurting again, Jacques expert hand milking the cum out of me onto his wife's pussy, as she in turn climaxed with me, crying out almost the moment my sperm splashed against her clit, Jacque now aiming it, working it, and smearing it over and around as well as inside her even.
**
It had indeed been an amazing night. One that I don't think either one of us had expected, and yet...had enjoyed it as we later on discussed. Invited to spend the night in their guest room, now tired and on the verge of complete and total exhaustion, we of course accepted the offer. I wasn't relishing the drive back, especially as late as it now was, well after one in the morning.
"And don't worry about the golf game," I said as we tiredly crawled into bed together. "I wasn't planning on..."
"Go, have fun," she said meaning it.
"Really? You don't mind?"
"No...seriously, have fun...be naughty, we're certainly going to!"
I sat up looking at her. "Something tells me you've already made plans with Carol to do something tomorrow....while we're out doing that," I said eyeing her.
"You might could say that, yes," she grinned. "Carol's invited Brenda to come over tomorrow, lay out with us in the back...catch some sun, and maybe...just maybe, pleasure one another a little."
"Brenda too?" I asked.
"Yeah, but we're not supposed to say anything about it to either one of you two, so...don't you dare mention that I told you either," she made me promise her.
"Damn, almost wish I could stay here and watch that," I said actually wishing now that I would be, even more so than Jacque's weird twisted idea of golf.
Marcy laughed. "No worries, Carol said she'd secretly video tape the entire afternoon, just in case anything interesting does happen while she's out there with us."
"Damn," I chuckled surprised to feel a renewed lurch in my very spent cock.
"Anyway...enjoy your golf game," she giggled rolling over onto her side away from me. "Hope you win," she then added as she snuggled her cute perfect ass against my once again stiff needful cock.
"I think I already have baby...I already have." And then slipped nicely inside that wet hot juicy cunt of hers once more.
-End-
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Standing there naked in a room full of young women, one of which happened to be my wife's younger sister wasn't something I'd ever imagined I'd be doing. Nor could I imagine how I'd gotten here in the first place, the bizarre series of events that had let up to this. Led up to me promising to do this...to stand here jerking myself off in front of Chris, my niece and a room full of her friends.
But I digress here. Maybe I should start at the beginning and attempt to explain how I could find myself standing here like this stroking my cock in a room full of young women, most of whose names I had no clue to as to what they were.
Shortly after our wedding several years ago now, Darcy's father, my father-in-law, tragically passed away. We had planned on moving into a small little apartment, but after her father's death, Darcy and I remained at her parent's place helping out where we could. In time, we eventually found a place of our own within walking distance of where her mother and sister still lived. We had done so, in order that I might periodically continue to help out, and check on the two of them. Plus...it made it a lot easier for Darcy to remain close with both her mother and sister during that period of time.
We actually spent more time there than we did at our own place, and it had made me wonder why we'd even bothered getting a place of our own, as all we really did was sleep there. Still...I enjoyed the company of my in-laws. Unlike most perhaps, we both valued the time and friendship we had with them, and it made me feel good to know that I could help out and do things around the house for Darcy's mom, Maxine...things that Fred her husband of course, used to do.
It had been a standing running joke that the girls all seemed to come from great stock. Even though she was fifty, Maxine looked ten years younger than that, and even a few times had been mistaken for Darcy's slightly older sister. They did look a lot alike, more so than mother and daughter. That same ageless face, blue eyes, dark lustrous hair that all three women shared. And they had another shared trait as well that never failed to garner my attention, all three women, Chris included, had amazing breasts. Not overly large mind you, but certainly full on their respective frames. The girls all within an inch or two of one another in height at around five foot eight or so, though it was their outgoing bubbly personalities that truly set them apart.
Two years later Darcy and I ended up having an interesting conversation that would send things spiraling out of control, and which would lead to my standing in a room full of girls, pleasuring myself while they watched.
We had both noticed that Maxine seemed to become more and more withdrawn over the passage of time. Though still friendly and always excited and anxious to see us whenever we came over, I had noticed too that she wasn't taking as good of care of herself, mainly her looks as she once had. She had started to age far more quickly than she should have given the genes she obviously had. Though most of that was due to the late nights, the excess use of alcohol perhaps, though she was far from being considered a drunk. But...things had indeed taken their toll.
"I wish there was more that we could do," Darcy continued as we sat at the dinner table at our place, a rarity of late as again we spent five days out of seven over there having dinner. "Mom's just not herself anymore," she said toying with her food rather than eating it. I could see she was truly bothered, though admittedly, so was I.
"What about grief counseling? Something like that?" I suggested, though that topic had been brought up once before, with Maxine, or Max as she preferred being called, vetoing that almost immediately. I know, I was there when she said what she had, shocking and surprising me when she did. Another early on sign perhaps that Max wasn't doing nearly as well as everyone had initially assumed.
"I don't need to see a shrink...what I need, is a good hard fuck!" She'd stated.
Maxine was certainly no prude, and neither had been Fred. I had in fact loved their open candor and frankness with one another, even around the rest of us. They were always "touchy-feely" with one another, something I found refreshing in this day and age. And though she certainly cussed on occasion, though most of the time jokingly so, never in anger...hearing Max say that was just a little outside the norm.
"Mother!" Darcy had exclaimed in surprise, though laughing afterwards when she did.
"Well? I do! I'm not some little old lady you know Darcy, I still have wants and needs...same as any sexually active woman would. My problem is...all the men my age are already taken, or they're sexually inept!"
It's not like Maxine hadn't tried dating, or hadn't gone out with men over the past few months. She had. She'd even stayed out during the night once or twice, never bringing anyone home to spend the night however, something she refused doing. But...each time had been the one and only time with whoever she had met, spent the night with. And then there was usually a long time...a very long time before she'd go out and do something like that again.
"The thing is...mom's trying to find someone to replace daddy, but she can't, and probably never will."
"Stands to reason," I told my wife. "They were very much in love with one another, obvious by the way they'd tease each other, and flirt with one another even in front of us. And as you said...that was a constant for the two of them when the two of you were growing up."
"Yes it was," Darcy agreed...but it goes even deeper than that. Something mom once told me...shared with me, just before you and I got married."
"Oh? What was that?" I asked as I began clearing away the dinner dishes. It was obvious Darcy wasn't hungry, having simply sat there pushing her food around her plate without eating much of anything. I came back over to the table pouring us both another glass of wine as Darcy spoke.
To my surprise, she was actually blushing a little remembering, though there was also a little tear forming in the corner of her eye as she did so.
"I remember the day, shortly before you and I were to be married. Mom and I were sitting down at the breakfast table sharing a cup of coffee. Daddy had already left for his bi-weekly golf outing with his buddies. Chris had spent the night over at her friend's place, leaving just the two of us alone together. Mom decided that it might be a good time for the two of us to have a little chat. Not about the 'birds and bee's' no...hell, we'd had THAT chat years ago. No...she thought it might be a good time to intimately discuss sex, what she felt like made a happy and successful marriage, and wanted to ensure we had the same...same as she and daddy did."
"Wow," I said sitting back, wondering where this was going...curiously interested. "So...what did she tell you?"
"Wasn't so much what she said, as they way she said it," Darcy said pouring herself another glass of wine, she was obviously nervous, even a little mildly aroused by the looks of it. Her nipples were hard, suddenly pressing against the front of her thin knit tee shirt, alerting me to the fact that she actually was. "Mom told me...that if I was to keep you happy, and if you were to keep me happy, then we needed to make every effort...every single effort humanly possible to please one another, indulge one another's fantasies from time to time, and to never, ever under any circumstances, ever use sex as a means or a way to control one another."
"Sound advice," I said smiling. "And so far...working pretty well I might add." Which was true, if there was one thing that I appreciated so much about my wife was the fact, she never said no. Even when I knew she was perhaps a bit more tired than normal, though it had also made me more aware and considerate of the fact when she was. Our sex-life was basically far better than most. I truly had a very sexy, loving wife who had few if any inhibitions in the bedroom...or anywhere else for that matter either.
"But the point was...mom said that even if you maybe had something that someone might consider a little 'quirky', that I should do everything in my power to accommodate that...no matter what."
"Quirky? What do you mean by quirky?" I had to ask, realizing that her mom had obviously shared something with her.
"Well, let's just say in daddy's case...and mom's too as it turned out, he used to masturbate a lot...according to her, every single day, and sometimes twice. And that was in addition to whatever the two of them usually did. So it wasn't like he ran around jerking off all the time because he wasn't getting any...he was. If anything, mom's willingness to enjoy sex the way they did...kept him constantly aroused. The thing was...she liked it. Liked that he did, and came to encourage him to continue to do so. For her...as often as he liked, whenever, and wherever he liked...which again, was often."
I actually laughed, though thankfully so did Darcy. "I think I almost caught daddy doing that once or twice growing up, but he was always pretty good at concealing it quickly even if he had been, but there had been a time or two, when I had heard the two of them laughing about it later. So it wasn't as though he was doing it, or trying to hide the fact that he had been, not from mom anyway. And that's of course when she told me how much it had stimulated the two of them, kept things romantically entertaining and exciting between them. Mom had gotten to the point where even she called it, "Her daily fix," needing...wanting...to watch daddy jerking off. They had even made a point at least twice a week to just sit there and watch one another doing it. Not even having sex, though very often she said it eventually led to that. But usually...most of the time anyway, they just did that. Watched one another, enjoyed it when they did. Mom admitted to me that she'd come to view daddy's masturbation, and her own as one of the most erotic, thrilling...and now necessary aspects of their marriage. After daddy's death, she even told me how much she missed that, and how hard it was for her not seeing that, not sharing that with him again."
I didn't know what to say. Obviously there wasn't much I could say, or do for that matter. But at least now I had a much better understanding over my wife's concern for her mom. Going from feast to famine as it were, hadn't been easy.
"So...what can we do?" I asked not expecting for either one of us to come up with any sort of a solution, after all...Max had tried dating, so far...without much success. And it was obviously taking an emotional toll on her, especially lately.
"I was hoping you'd ask me that...I've been thinking about something, something we could do...but I don't want you looking at me cross-eyed when I do, and at least hear me out first before you say...or do anything."
At the moment...I had no clue what she had in mind. And sat there mouth agape as she laid it out for me. Certainly she wasn't being serious...or was she?
**
"Honey, as much as I love your mom...and you know that I do, I can't imagine doing that in the first place...shit baby, she'd probably kill me...and then you if she ever found out you put me up to it! What makes you think she'd even enjoy that in the first place? I'm not your dad."
"No...but you do have a really nice dick. And yes...if you want to know, I've even gone so far as to describe it to mom, you know...back when we were dating, when mom's and daughter's...well at least us anyway, share that kind of information with one another. Even mom said, it sounded like you and daddy were pretty much the same size and shape all things considered."
"Jesus Darcy...but me? Jerking off in front of your mom? How the hell do we do that anyway and not let her know I was doing it on purpose, or that you and I had planned it, just so she could catch me doing it. And what if? What if when she does...it's not a turn on for her, but disgusts her instead? What then? I love your mom, your family. And the last thing I want to do is jeopardize any of that!"
"You won't. I know mom. She wouldn't look at it or see it that way. And you know that too. Mom's always had an open-mind with regards to sex. I am sure she wouldn't see it as something perverse or disgusting at all. You're already forgetting Jack, mom loved watching dad do that, and loved doing that for him as well. I happen to know, she still masturbates herself from time to time, though perhaps not nearly as much as she used to do, or probably should. But she does, because we talked about that a short time ago too, when I was wondering what it was she was doing for relief, when she obviously hadn't been out dating for a while. So I know that she does...but let's face it, even that only goes a short way, not when you don't have much of any other visual stimulations, or fantasies to draw from."
"Yeah but honey...maybe I'm not exactly the best fantasy for your mother. What makes you think she'd even get off on something like that? Excited by that?"
"Because baby...we're going to make it personal for her...and see that she does!"
**
Ok...I know, you're sitting here asking yourself, "but how the hell did he get from there...to here?" Trust me...I'm getting to that. But it's complicated, and a long story, so bare with me. As strange as my wife's request for me was, especially as she began laying it all out...it took on a life of its own, as you'll soon see. So...be patient.
**
Ever since Darcy and I had officially moved out, it had been her mother's intention to turn Darcy's old bedroom into a personal sewing room for herself. Something she could truly spread out in, and far better organize than where she was now. Though she now had plenty of income and money to live off, after the insurance and all had been paid out, the last thing Maxine needed, or wanted to do, was lay around the house doing nothing. She'd always been a really good seamstress, and as such...still had several clients that came to her with minor repairs jobs, sewing needs, and on more than one occasion, dresses for the prom, or even one or two wedding dresses. She enjoyed doing that, and more importantly, it kept her busy and kept her occupied doing something she truly loved doing.
I'd been involved helping out with a bit of the remodeling, extra built in shelves, cabinets, that sort of thing, likewise getting ready to paint. It had been a part-time though steady project, that was slowly getting there. Though thankfully, Maxine wasn't in any rush to get it done so it seemed. I think...she just enjoyed having me there, keeping her company as the two of us slowly...yet methodically, worked on the room together. And on some few occasions, with Darcy and Chris as well, helping us out.
I sat listening to my wife's plan. Obviously...she'd been thinking this through for a while, once again a surprise to me as she'd never mentioned, nor even hinted at anything like this before. It became evident that she had been...working out all the little details in her mind, after which, it would be simply a matter of timing before it could be put into effect.
Well...the time had come. It was now or never, so it seemed. We were close to finishing the room off for one thing. And for another, it also required that Chris be away for the afternoon...a critical ingredient as the last thing either of us wanted or desired, was to have Chris inadvertently showing up or something, and thus ruining whatever plans that we had. Strange as they already were.
The thing was...Chris was going to be away at a sorority party that evening. One that she was seriously considering in joining. A couple of her very best friends were also being considered, so it was very important to her that she also attend.
A while back, Darcy had found some material she really liked for a nice summer dress, but had purposely not gotten quite enough material in order to have her mother make it for her. Something she had again thought of well enough in advance as part of her plan. The idea was, to drag her mom off with her to the fabric shop on the pretense of either getting more and enough to complete the dress, or baring the fact they might be out of that particular pattern entirely, in picking out something else together. Something Darcy knew her mother would thoroughly enjoy doing.
The thing was...she would purposely leave that material in the room where I would be supposedly working, having inadvertently forgotten it. Realizing that she had, she would then turn the car around, head back, and somehow convince her mother into coming back in and retrieving it. When she did...she would find me standing there in that room jerking off. But more importantly, even when doing that, actually catching me...seeing me, I'd be using a pair of her mother's own panties while doing that.
Yeah...something else that had come out of our previous discussion. You see...the quirk wasn't her dad jerking off all the time, it was the fact that he always did so...pleasuring himself with a pair of Maxine's panties. Needless to say, that's what Darcy wanted me to do, to more "personalize it" if you were, for her. So not only would she see me, catch me, she would have to realize, I was doing it...thinking about her while I was.
"So...what's the whole point of this you ask?" Well, according to Darcy, she felt that it would most certainly lift her mother's spirits up for one thing, a bit of flattery if you will. She felt that knowing her mother as well as she thought she did, she might at first indeed be a bit embarrassed, no doubt surprised...but in reality, flattered that she had caught me...Darcy's husband, wanking off, while thinking about her. A simple one time, naughty little gesture. Just something quick and easy, something to stimulate, to offer her mom some form of reassurance that she was still sexy, still attractive, and still jerk off material. Ok, so I decided to go along with that, just hoping Maxine wouldn't hit me upside the head with a rolling pin or something. And though I figured at worst she might yell at me, or just scream and turn and thus run out the door, I also figured Darcy would be able to calm her down in the event that she did. She even said, if she had too...she'd confess to her mother that she'd actually set it all up if things went from bad to worse because of it.
I still wasn't convinced however that this was the smart thing to do. Maybe she was right, maybe Maxine wouldn't be too horribly upset at walking in on me, finding me standing there beating off. But...what if she DID take offense to my doing so, while using a pair of her own dirty panties? What then? What if because of that...she saw me in an entirely different light, and not a good one? Would she even tell Darcy about it? Discuss it with her? Or with me?"
There were too many unknowns, and so many things that could go wrong if we actually went through with it.
But as Darcy slipped out of her chair, and then her clothes, and then proceeded to give me one of her world-class blowjobs, all thoughts of not doing this for her simply flew out the window.
"Ok, ok...you win. I'll do it. But don't say I didn't warn you," I told her. "In case anything should go wrong."
"What could possibly go wrong?" My wife asked as she finished slurping down what had felt like a gallon of cream as it poured out into her mouth. She sat licking her lips, smiling up at me.
"Famous last words," I responded back.
**
So far at least, everything seemed to be going according to plan. Though I for one was nervous as hell, especially knowing that I would soon be sneaking into my mother-in-laws bathroom, digging through her hamper for hopefully a pair of her dirty panties. And then finding something she would instantly recognize as being her own, freshly worn...and obviously soiled, that I would then be discovered using...jerking off into when she eventually caught me.



"What then?" I still asked myself wondering.
I turned looking at the material that Darcy had left behind, sitting on top of an old work desk as though in her haste, she had inadvertently left it there. Hearing the car pull out of the drive, I knew I had no more than ten minutes to run in, retrieve a pair of my mother in laws panties, and then strip down entirely, and begin jerking off with them.
With my heart racing, I soon found myself rummaging through her hamper, and quickly located a pair that I figured would suit my purposes, though finding when I did, to actually be aroused when I considered what it was I was about to do. And...it was interesting to note, Maxine still wore what appeared to be a moderate looking thong, so they weren't even panties really. Black in color, sexy as hell looking, which actually prompted me to begin getting an erection! I raced back into the sewing room with them, undressed as I'd been asked to do, and slowly began stroking my cock with her mother's panties. What I discovered much to my surprise, was how good it felt, standing there doing that. I enjoyed the sensation of the material as it slipped up and down my cock, even taking a moment to then hold them up to my nose, smelling them. Sure enough, the musky scent of her pussy remained, and I inhaled it deeply. The thought that I was actually smelling my mother in laws cunt smell seemed to send a spark of lusty desire straight down into my balls. My cock swelling to complete and full firmness, a small dewdrop of pre-cum fuck juice even then leaking out of the tip of my cock. I captured that with her panties, once again stroking myself, and found that I had forgotten all about her mother's soon expected arrival as I stood there doing that.
Maybe the fact that I actually was lost in thought, that I was hard as hell, and well given over to doing this when Maxine came into the room, was what helped convince her this wasn't set up...was for real, and that her son-in-law was in fact about to shoot a thick juicy load into her panties.
What she said was: "Just what the fuck are you doing?"
The thing was, the timing couldn't have been any more perfect...or more worse, depending on how you looked at it. Like I said, I had actually been enjoying this, finding myself actually aroused, so much so...that when the first familiar tingle deep down inside my balls began, it was already too late to keep things from pursuing their natural course. Not even the sound of my mother in laws voice as she said that. I jumped, turning, startled actually...looking towards her, and just as I did, my prick released. An enormous jettison of spunk that shot out of the end of my dick easily squirting several feet across the room, almost directly towards her. She actually looked down, watching it fall, watching the first, and then the second one splatter somewhere near her feet. I know there was more that followed as I stood there, but by now our eyes had finally locked on one another, so I never really felt the rest of it as my dick all on its own accord, finished emptying itself out.
"We should be back in about an hour," she stated almost indignantly. "By the time I return, I expect to see this room partially taped up and ready for trimming. You will have by then left a note, indicating that you've run out of tape and have gone down to the hardware store in order to buy more. I will meet you there in the parking lot after that. You and I are going to have a little chat."
With that, she turned, and then turned once again back towards me as I stood there with my still drooling, dripping cock...and her panties in hand.
"And please, make sure you put those back where you found them," she stated. And with that...she was gone.
"Fuck! I knew it! I fucking knew it!" I literally yelled out loud. "Now she thinks I really am some sort of a twisted pervert!"
**
There was no way of course to tell Darcy what had happened, at least not until I'd returned later from the hardware store after first meeting her mother. But by then, the damage would have been done, and it would already be too late except for to take whatever it was I had coming to me, and then hope that somehow later on, Darcy might somehow find a way of making this right again with her mom.
"Yeah...good luck with that," I thought.
I scampered back into her room tossing her panties back in the hamper, and then dashed back into the sewing room. I looked down, seeing the tracings of my orgasm still streaking the floor, and hurriedly cleaned all that up as well before tearing into the room, getting about half of it done before I realized time had run out on me. I needed to leave now if I was to be out of here before they got back, and then just as she'd asked...wait there in the parking lot and face whatever wrath awaited for me after that.
I was there all of fifteen minutes when I saw Maxine's car pull into the lot. I had purposely chosen a space where no one else was apt to park, and sure enough she pulled in next to me just sitting there for a moment glaring at me through the window of her car. Finally she motioned towards her door. I got out, reached for the door handle on the passenger side of her car and climbed in.
"Maxine...listen,"
"No...you listen," she said though the fire I'd heard earlier in her tone of voice had softened just a little.
I shut my mouth, prepared to accept and take whatever chastisement she had for me. Figuring that at the very least, I would again later talk to Darcy, telling her what had happened, and then hopefully she would at some point smooth things over with her mom.
"You are going to make me a promise...here and now," she began.
"Whatever you want...I promise..."
"Shut up Jack, hear me out," that tone was back, so I closed my mouth, the hairs on the back of my neck sticking up. I truly had never seen her like this before, not even once. Her face was flushed, her voice odd sounding as she continued. "Promise me you'll never...ever mention a word of this to Darcy. Not one word!"
"I promise," I assured her, but her look told me she wasn't through yet, and that I was once again interrupting her.
"I love my daughter."
"I know you do." That look again. I zippered shut, determined not to utter a single solitary word again...no matter what.
"But it's been a long time..." she paused her voice softening, that look in her eyes smoldering now...not angry, which frankly confused the hell out of me. Especially when she suddenly reached down and pulled the almost too tight fitting tee shirt she had on up and over her head.
You could have knocked me over with a feather.
**
"Take out your cock."
I think I was still trying to regain my senses. I mean after all, here we were sitting in the parking lot, albeit the back of the lot behind a very busy hardware store. And my mother in law had just taken off her top. Whether she had left home having first removed her bra, or had done so while driving even, I had no clue. But, there she was...tits bare, sitting there in her seat all but demanding I show her my cock again.
My mind was a whirlwind of total confusion. And interestingly enough, I still wasn't entirely sure this wasn't some weird, bizarre form of punishment either, as strange as that sounds. For all I knew, she was about to scream out that I was accosting her there or something while out in the parking lot to some passerby coming out to his or her car.
I unbuckled my belt, unzipping.
"Hurry up Jack, let me see it. Take off your pants...down to your ankles at least."
I now had thoughts of her telling me to get out of the car like this, half expecting her to have me do so. And then I realized she was smiling.
"Darcy was right...you are similar," she sighed pleasurably to herself, one hand suddenly coming up, cupping and now fondling her breast. "Stroke it...make it hard for me, let me see it hard Jack."
I slunk down in my seat just a little, looking about, ensuring that no one would be close enough in coming out to see us. So far...we were well enough and far away from anyone else's car that I actually felt pretty confident as I sat there now firmly stroking my cock.
"Very nice," she hotly moaned watching me doing that, and then shifted in her seat facing towards me. She'd been wearing a skirt, still was...but as she turned, likewise opening her legs, I realized what I was now looking at. Her bare...and I mean bare...pussy. Reaching down, she slipped her hand between her legs, stuck a finger in, and then two...slowly thrusting them in and out of herself for a moment. Seconds later she withdrew her fingers, and then much to my surprise, held them towards me. "This what you were sniffing earlier?" She asked. "This the cunt stink you were seeking while you were jerking yourself off into my cum-stained, cum-filled panties? They were you know...I remember wearing them, the black ones. The same ones you were jerking off with. You didn't know it Jack, but yesterday evening when you came over to mow the lawn just like you always do? Well...I stood there in my bedroom, watching you through the window. Jealous of my own daughter, jealous because she now has the kind of life and marriage that I used to have. And there you were, almost naked, mowing the lawn, and I remembered what she once told me about your cock, what it looked like when it was hard, how it felt inside her when the two of you made love. When you fucked..." she corrected obviously preferring the more decadent sounding words. "And so I stood there Jack, finger-fucking myself, fantasizing, thinking about you, wishing I could see that hard sweet cock of yours, if only once. And then low and behold..."
I don't think Darcy had any idea that something like this could happen. I know I sure as hell didn't. And now...here I was, sitting in the front seat of my mother in laws car, jerking off, watching her as she in turn finger-fucked herself. Oh yeah...how the hell was I now going to be able to explain this one to her?
But then Maxine's reminder, her promise that she made me give came flying right back at me again.
"Remember Jack, not one word. Not ever! If any of this...and I mean any of this ever gets back to Darcy, I will never, ever speak to you again, and you will never, ever again be welcome inside my house again either. Are we clear on that?"
This time I did speak. "I promise. I will never ever say a word about this to her, ever."
Once again she smiled, nodding her head. "Good...now that we're in agreement on that, let me see you come again Jack. Please. That was so fucking hot the last time!"
**
Yeah I know...I know. I'm getting there. But like I said, things just sort of seemed to go from bad to worse.
**
At Maxine's request, she soon had me spurting another good-sized load all over her tits, and then after that, telling me to rub it all into them. So now...here I was, actually fondling my mother in laws breasts, her lovely...firm, full breasts. Something that I was pretty sure even Darcy wouldn't have been too happy with. However, here I was, doing just that, and enjoying it too. I mean after all, hadn't it been my wife's fault that I was now in the mess that I was? Wasn't it?
And to top it all off, after I had done that, played with her boobs, finally sitting back, I had then watched her...once again at her request, as she fingered herself off, watching...listening, hearing her climax. Listening to the wet succulent sounds her pussy was making as she played in her own juices, frigging her clit, still twisting and teasing her nipples as I sat there watching her. God she came hard, even squirting a little, which was a totally unexpected surprise. Darcy had of course never mentioned that part, though perhaps she didn't know. Something else of course, I sure as hell wasn't going to mention to her either. And especially now as I had actually made a promise.
"Remember now...not a word."
"Not one word. I promise."
"Not ever!"
"Not ever!"
"Darcy's working in the floral shop tomorrow yes?"
"Yes she is."
"Good... tomorrow when you come over to work on the room again, I'll have something waiting for you."
"Waiting for me?"
"Yeah...you did put them back right?"
"Them?"
"My panties Jack...my cum stained, cum filled, cum pussy juiced panties...the black ones."
"Oh yeah...those. Ah yeah...I did, just like you asked."
"Good, because tomorrow, I want to see you finish up with them the way you started today before I so rudely interrupted you."
"Holy shit!" I said to myself. "What the hell have I gotten myself into?"
"Alright, see you at home later...you and Darcy are staying for dinner tonight yes?"
I found my voice...though even then it took a moment. "Ah yes...yes we are."
"Ok, well...time to be off then. Though do me a favor, sit here for another ten minutes at least before you leave, no sense pulling up at the exact same time, or Darcy might get suspicious."
"Oh yeah...good point, I won't. I mean...I'll stay here. Ten minutes. And then leave."
Maxine laughed. "Settle down Jack, don't be so nervous. Just as long as none of this ever gets out, you and I can continue to have a little fun together once in a while. So take it easy, collect yourself...relax. I'll see you back at home."
"Home!" I thought. Wishing I had stayed there.
**
"So? What the hell happened?"
I knew she'd be waiting for me, anxious to hear how things had gone, what had happened, though she said when her mom returned to the car, she simply acted like her usual old self. There was nothing in her mother's demeanor to suggest otherwise.
"Nothing happened."
"Nothing happened?"
"No nothing...I chickened out."
"Jesus Jack...you promised!" I had to think about that.
"No I didn't, I said I'd do it...I didn't promise I'd do it," though once again I stood there wondering if maybe I had promised, would one promise thus take precedence over another promise thus voiding that one? At the moment however, it didn't matter anymore either way. I had now made an actual promise I could see no way of breaking. Not without bringing down this entire situation around my head. Bad enough where I was standing at now.
"Shit," she said again thinking to herself. "Well...hell. We're just going to have to find another opportunity, another way then," she said pacing the room lost in deep thought.
"Listen Darcy...maybe..."
"Shut up Jack, let me think. I think I have another idea."
"God help me I thought."
**
What she came up with was even more bizarre than her last idea had been. There was no fucking way we could pull this off, not without Maxine wondering about it by my way of thinking...especially now with things where they now really were between Maxine and I. But I sure as hell couldn't mention that to Darcy now either. All I could do was go along for the moment, hope to hell things just wouldn't work out the way she had planned, and hopefully...eventually...convince her to give up on the notion. Maybe she would see some improvement in her mother's attitude, that sudden smile on her face. All I could do was hope that perhaps Maxine would pass it off as having met someone, in which case perhaps Darcy would let this drop. Though for me of course, I would then have an entirely different problem to deal with. Maxine.
We sat down and enjoyed a very delightful dinner together, a most pleasant one in fact. Right up until the time that Darcy began clearing away the dinner dishes, when Maxine lifted one side of the same fucking tee shirt she was wearing to reveal the fact, she still wasn't wearing a bra. Not to mention the fact...I could see the almost salt-crystal like dried caking of my afternoon spending still clinging to a goodly portion of her breast.
"So dear...what time are you expected into the shop tomorrow?" Maxine asked.
"Around nine, nine-thirty, why do you ask?"
"Oh, was just wondering then if Jack would be getting up early too, I'd like to get a nice early start on the room again, finish up where we'd left off earlier today," she told her daughter though her eyes had remained glued on me the entire time she had said that.
"Holy fucking shit," I sighed quietly to myself. What a fucking mess this was.
**
Which were pretty much the same words I was still thinking as I stood there, slow stroking my cock, while Chris, my own niece, two of her closest friends, and a handful of other young women sat around looking at me, watching me as I stood there jacking myself off in front of them.
How the hell did I end up here in the first place? I asked myself once again, still looking back, still trying to see where things could have changed direction somehow, and not had me sitting...or rather standing where I was now.
It was my own fucking fault...and now there wasn't a damn thing I could do about it, except for of course, jerking myself off.
To be continued...
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The morning had started off typically enough. Darcy and I had driven over to her mother's place for a quick early breakfast. Maxine had called us earlier asking if she could drive Darcy to the floral shop as Chris had stated the need to use her car to run some much needed errands. Once again, it wasn't unusual that we did that and had readily agreed.
The one thing about Darcy's younger sister Chris that drove me absolutely nuts was the fact she dressed...or rather undressed so provocatively around the house whenever she was there. This morning was no exception as Darcy and I walked in, the smell of fresh baked rolls, scrambled eggs, bacon and coffee waiting for us when we did. By now, the sight of Chris wandering about in little more than a white "wife-beater" tank top that looked painted on, and a pair of panties which most of the time barely even covered her ass was an almost normal occurrence to see her wearing first thing in the morning. And as usual, I always tried to avert my eyes and keep anyone from realizing I had ever checked her out. It was hard not to however, especially when her usually braless breasts with hard stiff nipples stood staring at me whenever I looked up. Just like they were now as Chris scooted back in her chair standing up.
"Refills?" She asked heading back towards the kitchen counter, her tight twin ass cheeks winking at me as she crossed the room.
"Yes, please," Maxine said holding up her cup as Chris made the rounds filling everyone's coffee. She filled mine as well, leaning slightly over my shoulder in order to do so. I felt the graze of her breast just barely caress my shoulder as she did. It's not the first time that had happened, and had been the topic of conversation in the past between Darcy and me. We both knew Chris enjoyed teasing me, though she appeared to do so innocently enough. Knowing full well it wasn't going anywhere, but she tended to make a habit out of doing that just for the hell of it.
"Why don't you just stick one in his mouth?" Darcy said dead-faced, not at all angry or upset with her sister, they had gotten well past that stage. Now it was more of a running joke between the two of them...and me the joke, whenever Chris purposely did anything like this.
And as usual, Chris just laughed it off, retaking her seat moments later but I again noticed her nipples if anything where even more prominent and harder than they'd been a moment before.
"I don't know what all the fascination with breasts is anyway," she said forking a mouthful of eggs. "We all have them, not like he hasn't seen them before anyway...you, mom and I are pretty much the same size, so like I said, seen one pair...seen 'em all!"
Even Maxine laughed at that. "Maybe you two look similar now, Darcy's still young enough that I'm sure her boobs are still a bit perky, fuller...but not mine. Especially at my age, gravity and all," she said looking down at herself. And of course when doing that, forcing my attention towards her. Maxine as usual sat in her robe, and as I had also learned a time or two, with very little on underneath it. Even as she sat there now, I could clearly see the hint of her cleavage peeking through the opening of her robe.
Now even my wife was getting into it, enjoying my sudden discomfort as the conversation got a bit more risqué, though I think she along with her sister where enjoying this at my expense.
"Let see mom," Darcy quipped surprising me, though I now had a pretty good reason as to why she might even suggest this. It certainly hadn't been planned, but Darcy had decided to use her sister's inadvertent teasing to her own purposes and advantage.
"What?"
"Oh come on...not like Jack hasn't seen your tits before," Darcy joked. "I've seen him looking down the front of that robe you're wearing enough times, so not like he hasn't." Maxine looked towards me, my face beet red. I had of course, but up until now it hadn't become the topic of conversation it now was.
"He doesn't want to see these old boobs," she said looking at me, though her eyes were already hinting at the fact that I obviously had enjoyed seeing them...even coming on them in fact, giving me a quick brief secretive wink when she did so.
All the chatter of course had been just that, no one had any intention of actually showing me their boobs, with the exception of Chris of course, who might just as well have. The tank top she had on molding her own large breasts quite revealingly, the curvature of each easily seen, not counting or including the dark coloration of her large nipples pressing against the front of it...still hard and erect.
"Wow...I need to get moving!" Chris suddenly exclaimed looking up at the clock. "I told Rachel I'd meet her by nine at the mall!" She exclaimed, and then hurriedly ran down the stairs to her room in order to dress.
"I probably should get dressed as well," Maxine announced likewise pushing away from the table, though addressing me when she did.
"Let me show you something in the sewing room that I've been thinking about adding," Maxine stated. "See what you think before I get dressed."
I nodded, standing as Darcy began clearing away the breakfast dishes intending to wash them while her mom dressed and while I followed her up the stairs to check out this new idea she had. "What do you want to add now? Or change?" I asked as we climbed the stairs up to the second floor, and then down the hall towards the sewing room, which was just across the hall from her room.
"Actually...I don't want to change anything," she grinned mischievously. "But I did want to tell you what I was hoping you're planning on doing for me," she grinned.
By now, I had a pretty good idea what that was of course, and had been half expecting it.
"Remember what we talked about?"
I nodded my head yes. We now stood in the doorway of her sewing room, and as I turned to look at her, I noticed she had undone the sash on her bathrobe allowing it to fall completely open. Not unexpectedly, she was entirely naked beneath it. Contrary to popular belief and earlier discussion, Maxine's large full breasts were indeed still very beautiful. Maybe they didn't sit up off her ribcage as high as they once did, like Chris's most likely did...but they were indeed damn fucking gorgeous. I felt my cock actually twitch in recognition of that, though I again also realized I shouldn't be standing here doing this either.
"I shouldn't be gone any longer than an hour. After I drop your wife off at the shop I'll head straight back here. What I want to see...expect to see when I do, is you standing here just like you were yesterday. I want to walk in just like I did before, see you standing here...naked, stroking yourself off. Oh yeah...and with my panties. I've left some new ones for you to abuse yourself with," she chuckled hotly. "You'll know where they'll be."
She turned then heading into her room to dress, leaving me there with a partial erection already. I knew of course, I'd do exactly as she'd asked me to do, still trying to figure out how the hell I had gotten myself into this mess, but now actually starting to like the fact that I was. I mean after all, it wasn't all that bad now was it? Just jerking off for her while she watched? Wasn't that bad of a thing to do...not that decadent, and besides...in a way, I really did have my wife's permission to actually do that. Didn't I?"
**
I began work on the room though checking the time. When I was fairly sure that Maxine would be returning any moment now, I went back into her bathroom. Sure enough, she'd placed a new pair of panties for me right there on top. Red ones this time, a bit more silky feeling as I picked them out, already imagining what they actually might feel like as I stood there stroking my cock with them when she came in. I quickly left heading back into the sewing room, undressed and stood there waiting for the sound of her car to pull into the driveway. Sure enough, I did...and then just as she'd asked, I proceeded to stand there slowly stroking my cock, amazed to find I was as aroused as I was. I lifted Maxine's panties up to my face, I could smell her...smell her musky aroma, it was intoxicating, and immediately sent a nice pleasured jolt down to my cock.
"Just what the hell do you think you're doing?"
It was de'ja'vu. Only this time...it wasn't Maxine's voice that I'd heard. It was Chris's!
I spun facing her, my hand still on my prick, though I managed to tear her mother's panties away from my face...already too late of course as she stood there wide-eyed gawking at me with the most surprised look I'd ever seen. That look however soon turning into a more curious...interesting one as she then turned her eyes down between my legs.
"Darcy wasn't kidding...you really do have a gorgeous cock!" She stated.
"Listen Chris...I can explain," I began already knowing I couldn't. How the hell could I reasonably explain to her what I was standing here doing...but I had to try. But then I had heard her words, only then registering. "Is that all the three of you do? Sit around and discuss my cock?"
"Lately...yes," she laughed still looking at it, though now she walked into the room closing the distance between us a bit uncomfortably. "Before now however, all I could do was wonder what it actually looked like, now I know!" She grinned her hand coming out before I could react, grabbing it.
"Shit! Fuck! Chris!" I said dancing away forcing her to release me. "What are you doing?"
"No...the question remains, what are you doing?" I hadn't realized it, but as I attempted to move back and away from her, she'd managed in the mean time to grab her mother's panties out of my hand, now twirling them around on her finger in front of me. "With these?" She then added leering at me. "And how many times have you done this anyway?" She continued to press, though at the moment...words failed me. "Ever...jerked off with any of mine? Would I find any of my panties missing perhaps? Or at least all crusty, sticky with your semen?" She asked once again stepping closer towards me, now damn near having me cornered and unable to retreat against the windowsill. Which is about the time we both heard another car pulling up into the driveway.
"Fuck! Maxine!" I stammered out, just managing to grab the panties back and away from Chris as she turned towards the sound.
Rushing past Chris I sprinted across the hallway, once again heading into Maxine's bathroom where I immediately replaced her panties, and then back into the sewing room again, where Chris continued to stand there laughing at me.
"Oh this is too good!" She giggled.
"Please...Chris, please, don't...don't say anything, don't mention this...please!" I begged as I hurriedly dressed again.
"Ok...I won't, provided later on, you do something for me."
"What? Ok...anything, whatever you want, just please...please don't say anything about seeing me like this."
"Promise?"
I should have known better, but as I could now hear footsteps coming up the stairs, I didn't have time to think it through before agreeing to that.
"Ok, I promise!" Chris smiled.
"I'll collect later then," she added, and then turned just as Maxine entered the room. "Hi mom!"
I had bent over now kneeling on the floor smoothing out some more tape along the floorboards trying to act as though I'd been doing that the entire time. Only glancing over and up briefly towards Maxine as she gave me a curious inquiring look, though speaking to her daughter instead.
"Thought you were meeting Rachel at the mall."
"I was...but then half way over there she called me, said she couldn't make it after all. Figured there was no sense going there all by myself, so I came home again. Anyway...thought I'd come up and see if Jack needed a hand doing anything," she smiled demurely, and then turned to look at me with a lusty grin on her face. "Looks like he's about ready to start painting, figured I might as well help. I'll ah...go put some painting clothes on and come back," she said slipping past her mother out the door and then headed downstairs again. Maxine and I stood listening to her leave before turning to me.
"Damn...shitty timing huh?"
"You might could say that," I said without telling her why.
**
As it appeared we couldn't do much but paint the room now, Maxine too went into her room in order to change into something she could likewise paint in. Chris returned moments later, ready to "lend a hand" as she said, giggling softly as she reached down cupping my cock through my cut-off jeans.
"Jesus Chris...your mom!" I whispered softly once again pulling away from her nervously glancing towards the door.
"This...is going to be interesting," she said as she walked over and began putting on one of the new rollers I had purchased onto the handle she'd picked up. Interesting was right. She didn't look much different than she had this morning. She had chosen as painting attire, a pair of worn out cut off jeans that had more holes in them than material remaining. Most, if not all of her ass was sticking out the bottoms of them, if not through a fairly large hole on the left side of her ass. Even worse however, was the cut off tee she was now wearing as well, barely covering the bottom portion of her once again braless breasts, which she'd proven out to be as she leaned over when picking up the roller. Both breasts stood dangling there momentarily as she did that. "Well...where would you like me to begin? Up here?" She asked reaching towards the ceiling, and of course while doing so...both of her tits immediately popped out from beneath the tee she was wearing. Which was also of course when Maxine once again came walking in.
"Maybe you should do around the baseboards," Maxine suggested, though she at least didn't comment on her daughter's obviously exposed breasts. "Leave the ceiling for Jack to do...he has longer arms than either you or I do," she stated.
The thing was...Maxine was almost as bad as her daughter in her appearance. Not quite...but all most! Maxine too had an old pair of shorts on, not nearly as short of course as her daughters were...but she had also put on an old dress shirt, most likely one of Fred's. She'd tied the front of it in a knot just below her breasts, both of which were threatening to force the buttons to pop off, obviously braless as well as evidenced by the deeper than normal cleavage I was staring at.
Tearing my eyes away from her, and from Chris as well, I was determined to focus my attention on painting the room. If I didn't...I'd soon be in obvious trouble and unable to hide it when I was. Little did I realize this was going to turn into a titty-teasing fest of unbelievable proportions!
As small as the room was, it soon grew to be uncomfortably hot, especially with the window open, as we needed to do that in order to air the room out some. That, or be overcome with the paint fumes. The problem was...with three of us working together side by side, the heat of the day...it grew uncomfortably warm, and before long, the three of us were actually sweating profusely.
I obviously had one distinct advantage. I could at least remove my shirt, which I now did, so I was at least a bit cooler than the two of them.
"Fuck this!" Chris said. "I'm taking mine off too! It's too damn hot in here!" And then just like that...she did. Maxine looked as though she were about to say something, but Chris cut her off, perhaps making her rethink her concern. "Oh for hells sakes mom...like we were talking about earlier, he's seen enough of both of us before now, what difference does it really make anyway? They're just boobs after all. And I sure as hell am not going to stand here and sweat to death when I can at least be a bit more comfortable!" To my surprise, Maxine laughed, and then began working on the small knot keeping the front of her shirt tied together.
"She's right...what difference does it make anyway? We're all adults here...and not like you haven't seen tits before...so why not?"
Suddenly I was standing there looking at two naked pairs of breasts as the two of them began painting again. The problem for me was...I was starting to get hard again, and had no way in hell of trying to hide the fact that I was. And worse...as only moments later, wearing a tight pair of cut off jeans, I was far more than just a little uncomfortable because of it. It was downright...painful! And...to make matters even worse than they already were, it was clearly obvious as well, which Chris managed to dutifully point out.
"Jack's got a woody!" She snickered looking over towards me. "How the hell can you paint like that? Doesn't it hurt?"
Perhaps it was indeed the pained expression on my face that gave truth to that. It did...almost more than I could actually bear in fact.
"Maybe...you really should take care of that," Maxine said in a voice that sounded more far away, than she'd intended to voice. Almost breathless as she spoke.
"Yeah...right," I answered back attempting to roll the wall again, though all that did was put additional strain on my prick as it pressed against the front of my jeans, nearly bending me over.
"No...seriously Jack, you could injure it...your, your ah...self if you let it stay that way."
As strange as it may sound, I realized they were probably right. Yeah weird perhaps...taking a 'jerk-off' break here, but maybe that was just what the doctor ordered. However the problem now was, apparently, neither one of them wanted me to go elsewhere in order to do that.
"Go on Jack, do it...we won't say anything will we Chris?" Maxine said looking at her daughter, to which Chris's eyes opened wide in understanding of what her mother had just then suggested.
"No...we won't. And I agree Jack, you should, go ahead...take care of it before you really do, do something to hurt yourself. Just imagine how upset and angry Darcy would be...if you did."
"Just image how upset Darcy will be if she finds out I stood here and jerked myself off in front of the two of you!" I shot back.
"Well, like I said...we certainly won't say anything, and in fact...we'll even turn around and face the other way while you do it," Maxine said. "Won't we dear?"
"We will?"
"Yes...we will, we don't want Jack feeling more embarrassed about this than he already is now do we? And we certainly can't let him remain like he is either...now can we?"
"No...I guess we can't," Chris snickered, though she then too turned her back, same as her mother had, the two of them now standing together there with their backs towards me.
"Hurry up Jack, I'm sure...this won't take too long."
**
Believe it or not...I did it. Sure, sure...I know, I could have just as easily gone in and used the bathroom and jerked off in there. The fact of the matter was, you're forgetting, I was pretty fucking horny at the moment. I mean I'm standing there the entire time, looking at two pretty gorgeous pairs of tits for one thing...and yeah...there's something to be said about doing what we'd all been doing and talking about lately on top of all that. So the idea of actually standing there and tossing one off...with them both in the room, even though they said they'd keep their backs turned towards me while I did it. Well...even then, it was still pretty arousing.
I dropped my jeans. Now standing there holding onto my dick...jerking it off.
"Hmm, that sounds nice doesn't it?" Chris said, though thankfully she'd said it with her back still towards me. "Just something about the sound of that, a guy working his slick juicy cock up and down...up...and down."
"Jesus...Chris!" I panted, to which she and her mom both laughed.
"I'm sorry Jack, but she's right. As much as I hate to admit it...she's right. That does sound wickedly nice. And it's obvious just how aroused you really are, which admittedly I have to say...is arousing me as well."



"Yeah...me too," Chris said chiming in. "And as a matter of fact...I think I need to get off now myself!"
Before either one of us could say a word, Chris had unbuttoned her shorts which now dropped down around her ankles, she quickly stepped out of them kicking them off to one side.
"Christine!" Maxine exclaimed using the formal name she'd once given her.
"What? You're just as horny standing here listening to this as I am, so just admit it. Jeeze mom...not like you don't masturbate any less than I do...and obviously any less than Jack does...or is. And I'm sure as hell going to take advantage of the moment and do something about it...so, aren't you?"
I'd actually quit stroking my dick...my mouth open, looking at Chris now as she stood there in the all together. Unlike her mom, she had a tiny little strip of dark hair just above her mound, her fingers now spreading herself open, one, and then two slipping inside herself as she began to methodically work them in and out of her equally wet, slick sounding pussy.
"I can't believe I'm actually considering this..." Maxine suddenly stated, but then turned towards me, now facing me. And as she did, she reached down undoing the zipper on her shorts, which soon likewise fell down around her ankles, and then she slowly, almost teasingly removed her panties. "When in Rome..."
**
By the sounds, and then the looks of it...Chris was even hornier than I thought, bringing herself to orgasm even faster than I was rapidly approaching. Listening to her as she stood there finger-fucking herself was amazing! And not only that, but those nice tits of hers were bouncing almost wildly against her chest, she was panting hotly, driving her fingers in and out of herself with a frenzy now, though so was her mother, the two of them watching me.
"Oh stroke that fucking cock Jack! Stroke it, stroke it hard! Make that fucker squirt for us!" Chris cried out, though even Maxine now was joining in hearing her daughter talking like that, so lewdly, so obscenely, adding to the unbridled, uninhibited decadence of the moment.
"Yes Jack yes! Stroke that cock, pump that fucker!" Maxine added just as lustfully now as her daughter had, likewise frigging herself, though rather than fingering, she was half slapping, half rubbing her swollen very pronounced clitoris.
"Fuck!" I cried out, hovering on the edge...realizing. "I don't fucking have anything!"
"Here!" Maxine said, and then amazingly, scooped up her discarded panties with her foot, flinging them towards me, which I caught in midair. In one fell swoop, I brought them down over the tip of my cock, and simply erupted into them. "Oh my god! Oh my god! Oh my god!" I said over and over again with each and every delicious spurt of cum into her silky smooth soft panties.
And as I stood there doing that, I could hear the satisfied mutual cry of both mother and daughter suddenly joining me.
**
"Not a word."
"Not a word," Chris and I both readily agreed. Maxine using that same tone of voice she had used with me, letting us both know she was deadly serious about this. "What just happened...can't happen, and shouldn't happen again, understood?" She said asking Chris first. Chris nodding her head saying it again.
"Understood?" She then asked turning towards me, though she winked as she said it.
"Ah...yeah, understood," I said understanding perfectly well what she was saying.
"Ok, now that we're all rationale and sane once again...let's get the rest of this room painted shall we? Oh...and if you wouldn't mind handing me back my panties Jack? I'll just take these and go put them in the laundry."
For a split solitary second, Chris laughed, muffling the sound with her fist. "Finally got to do mom's panties didn't you?" She whispered. I tossed her a look warning her, but all she did was laugh once again.
Maxine had left, returning moments later, still naked however, as was both Chris and I. For some reason, it seemed to not make any sense to dress after what had just happened, and so it was...we finished putting on the first coat of paint, doing so while completely naked together.
**
The first couple of days of the new week passed without incident. I was actually beginning to think and feel that maybe all this had actually and finally blown over. Even Darcy hadn't mentioned anything else about attempting to do anything else, so I pretty much surmised her idea had finally been forgotten. And though we'd spent the past two days actually at home, it was inevitable that we'd end up being invited over on Wednesday night for dinner. In doing so, we were informed it would just be the three of us as Chris was out attending some sort of Sorority thing with her friends, still hopeful of getting in according to Maxine.
"Tonight's the night," Darcy told me just as we reached her mother's house.
"For what?" I asked, at this point having as I said forgotten all about any scheming ideas or plans that Darcy had been considering.
"We're gonna put on a little bit of a nasty show for mom later on this evening," she said. "The way I figure it, maybe if she watches us for a bit, gets a chance to finally see you, that will give her a little excitement, something to enjoy perhaps."
"Jesus Darcy! You gotta be kidding. You wanna fuck in front of your mom?"
"Yeah, figured that might actually turn her on, give her a little relief, something to think about, maybe get her horny, interested again. Perhaps after that, she'll have the desire to go out and start dating again. But for damn sure...she needs to get out more, not hang around the damn house all day getting frustrated!"
How could I possibly tell her?
"And just how do you expect to bring this all about? Here? Tonight?"
"With this!" Darcy said holding up the bag she had brought along, which I had just assumed was a few odds and ends that she usually brought over with her. This time however, she held up what was obviously a bottle of Tequila, along with some mix for it. "You know me," she laughed. "A few of these always did get me horny...and that's something mom well knew that it did. And though it does, and though I'm already a bit horny now anyway, I figured I'd have a couple, and then just have several non-alcoholic ones after that. When it's close to bedtime, I'll pretend I'm just too damn drunk, to make it home. You know how mom is, she'll insist that we stay here tonight anyway after we've been drinking. And since we'll no doubt be sleeping on the pull out bed there in the living room, that will make it even easier for her to spy on us from the top of the stairs. You know as well as I do, as dark as it is up there, you can easily remain concealed, and yet see clearly and easily down into the room. We'll keep on an end-table lamp turned down low, but so she can still see what we're doing at least."
"I don't know Darcy, I'm not sure this is really such a good idea."
"Sure it is...trust me, I know what I'm doing."
Once again...famous last words. But it was also obvious to me, I wasn't going to be able to talk her out of it either. All I could do was hope that perhaps afterwards, after we'd actually done this, gone through with it, she'd leave things be once and for all.
**
"Tequila? Are you forgetting what that used to do to you?" Her mother laughed. "God...I have to admit, it's been years since I've actually had any myself. Let me go get some salt...you did bring some limes with you yes?"
"Oh shit no! I forgot to get any!" Darcy admitted.
"Well we can't have that! If we're going to do shots of tequila, we need limes!"
"Shots? I thought we were going to do margaritas or something!" I said
"Margaritas! Oh hell no!" Maxine said. "Been too long since I've had shots, and that sounds like a hell of a lot more fun. No...we're doing shots, and that means...we need limes. Darcy? Run down to the store and get some."
"Me? Why me? Why not make Jack go for them?"
"Because while you're doing that, I can finish showing Jack what I want him to add to the room. By the time you get back, we'll have all that out of the way, and can spend the rest of the evening enjoying ourselves!"
All I could do was stand there with a pained smile on my face, trying to appear to Darcy as though I was dreading some other change or idea that her mother had once again come up with, especially as close as we were to finally finishing off the room.
What Darcy didn't know of course, was I did indeed have a pained expression on my face, but not for that particular reason. I had a pretty good idea, Maxine simply wanted a few moments of "alone time" with me.
"Well, ok...I'll go, and hurry back," Darcy quipped, but as soon as I do, let's enjoy the Tequila then and not spend the entire night talking about the sewing room...ok?"
The last thing I wanted to be talking about right now...was the sewing room. As it was...I'd never be able to look at it in quite the same way ever again.
The moment Darcy left, and two seconds after we heard the car backing out of the driveway, Maxine turned to me.
"OK Jack...take out your cock!"
I figured it was inevitable, so I did. And not that I minded doing so now either. I'd already come to face the conclusion that it now turned me on, that it had...and that I'd do this anytime and every time that she asked me to do so. I mean after all, what other choice did I really have anyway? The simple thing was, Maxine enjoyed watching me jerk off. Darcy had been right about that, she'd loved watching Fred do it, and obviously often. Now since I had, and since we had...it was equally obvious to me, that she had every intention of continuing to do so.
So, once again...here I stood, working my prick for her while she watched, and while she in turn opened her blouse, though wearing a bra, which she simply pulled up and over her tits, freeing them.
"Like looking at my titties while you're jerking off Jack? Fred always enjoyed it when I did that for him too," she added. "And I like playing with them as well...gets me all nice and horny too."
"Yeah...I do," I freely admitted. "You really do have nice boobs, all of you."
She laughed at that. "Yeah, I can just imagine how interesting that would be, all three of us sitting there naked playing with ourselves while watching you. Though I'm fairly sure that's never going to happen, bad enough as to what happened the other day. And that...really can't and shouldn't happen ever again Jack. Things just sort of got carried away is all...too carried away."
"I agree, it shouldn't, and it won't...not again, not ever."
(Famous last words?)
"However..."
"However?"
"Yeah...when I realized Darcy had brought over the tequila, that gave me an idea..."
"OH god!" I thought.
"You know how that can affect her, always has done for some odd-ball reason. But what I was thinking was this, especially after what happened the other day. So it's not like doing this is any worse than that was, under the circumstances, and especially with Darcy being your wife and all. But...what I'd enjoy seeing...watching admittedly, would be the two of you having sex together. So...I was thinking Jack, I'll mention to Darcy that I don't think it's a good idea for the two of you to try going home this evening. I'll tell her you're simply spending the night here, we'll make up the rollaway bed in the living room for you. And then when it's time, I'll head on up to bed. Except, I'll sneak out a bit later. Hopefully by then you two will be fooling around. That way I can watch for a bit, amuse myself...if you get my meaning, and then actually go to bed with a smile on my face, and a reasonably good night's sleep because of it. So...think we can get Darcy to go along with all that?"
"For some reason mom...I don't think that's going to be much of a problem."
**
"He really does have a nice once Chris! Better than any of the other guys that have been brought here and done this, that's for sure!"
Several girls had now crowded around me, inching closer, forming basically a half circle now as I stood there fondling myself.
"Squeeze it, that's it...we want to see some juice leaking from it," one of them stated, the others snickering, yet agreeing with her.
"Yeah, squeeze it for us Jack," Chris said, though pretending that she didn't personally know me, which was part of the requirement here, the initiation, though I also happened to know, her two closest friends certainly did. Though Chris had assured me they'd never reveal that fact either, or neither one of them would likely be admitted to the sorority either.
It was still hard to believe, thinking back now on how all this had started, how it had gotten crazier and crazier by the moment...all of which had eventually led up to this, to my being here, agreeing to do this for her, just so Chris could make it in to the Sorority she wanted to be associated with.
At least these young women were dressed, or I'm not sure I'd have felt comfortable doing what I was. Not that I was actually comfortable doing this...it was a little embarrassing as it was, but at least I could do it, more so...without having a bunch of naked females tempting me while I did.
There was no way in hell I'd ever be able to explain this one, and even Chris couldn't help me out of this mess if it ever got out. But as far as keeping myself hard, entertaining myself while the girls watched, while they giggled, snickered and amused themselves at my expense perhaps. Well...at least I had the images inside my head to entertain myself with, and keep it that way. All the crazy things that had been going on, one right after another, one seemingly almost worse than the last one. And yet...each one hornier, wilder, crazier. Oh yeah. It was easy to stand here now, just thinking about those moments. Remembering back, beginning with that crazy night at Maxine's and the fucking tequila.
To be continued...



        My Own Fucking Fault Ch. 03

        The room may be nearly finished, but Jack isn't.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/my-own-fucking-fault-ch-03

Title: My Own Fucking Fault Ch. 03

Author: Many Feathers

Category: Exhibitionist & Voyeur

Description: The room may be nearly finished, but Jack isn't.

Tags: 

Series: My Own Fucking Fault


What can I say? It was hot, arousing...fuck, arousing as hell. Standing there slowly stroking my hard cock for her while my mother in law stood there fondling her breasts. Maybe it was that sense of dangerous excitement, a bit of almost "taboo" thrown in for spice. Major spice. God those tits, those hard fucking nipples. Gorgeous nipples, which she stood pulling on, stretching out those marvelous breasts, reshaping them with her hands and fingers. Damn that was hot!
She reached over to the counter picking up the bottle of tequila.
"I thought we were going to wait for the limes," I said.
"For this, we don't need limes," she said grinning at me, and then took a small pull on the bottle. I noticed she didn't swallow however, still grinning. And then knelt down in front of me.
"Maxine?"
Before I knew what she was doing, or about to obviously do...she did. Wrapping her mouth around my dick, I felt the cool, tingling bath of the tequila still in her mouth as she washed me with it. I felt her tongue flick around the head of my dick, that same almost burning tingle of the tequila caressing my cock. My knees went weak on me, one hand automatically reaching out for the counter top for support, the other...on the back of her head.
"Oh fuck!"
Maxine didn't suck me very long, only for a minute perhaps finally removing her mouth from my shaft, standing up again, still grinning, now swallowing.
"Well? Did you like that? Been years since I've given anyone a "TS", had to do it," she added already sensing my uncertainty that she had, and worse...that I'd allowed it, enjoyed it.
"Yeah that was ah...way interesting," was all I could really think of to say.
"I take it Darcy's never done that to you?" Her eyes smiling, licking her lips tasting me and the tequila perhaps.
"Well yeah...of course, just not with booze in her mouth."
"That's what I meant," she laughed. "And speaking of Darcy, she should be back any moment, best we straighten up again," she said putting her breasts away, as I did my now almost too hard cock.
**
Darcy in fact returned only minutes later, a bag of limes that she and her mother now split into slices as we sat down at the kitchen table together. In addition she'd gotten down the saltshaker and three shot glasses placing one each in front of us.
"Reminds me of my college days," Maxine laughed taking one of the lime wedges, making a fist, dabbing that against her fist and then shaking a bit of salt on it. She then picked up her shot, drank it placing the empty shot glass down. Maxine licked the salt off her hand, and then followed that up with the lime, sucking it. "Well?" She asked simply looking at the two of us.
Darcy and I picked up our own shots and downed them.
"Speaking of ancient history," Darcy began with the same evil wicked look in her eyes now that her mother had had just before she gave me a "Tijuana Slurpy" as she called it. "What is the wildest thing you ever did before you met and later married daddy?" She asked.
Maxine looked at her daughter in surprise. I noticed she was actually blushing a little too. "I'm not sure I should be sharing my dirty, naughty past with my daughter," she chuckled, though she quickly did another shot while obviously thinking about it. And then of course, we did.
"Come on mom, we're all grownups here now, and I know for a fact you had a wild side to yourself growing up, perhaps even more so than Chris has," she added once again making her mother laugh.
"I don't know about that, you know how your sister is," she said giving me a quick knowing look that made me just a little uncomfortable as she said that, though Darcy didn't seem to pick up on that herself. "Though there was one time...down at the beach that I'd have to say up until then anyway...was one of the wildest, craziest things I've ever done."
"Oh? And what was that?" Darcy said pouring her mother another shot.
"I can't believe I'm actually considering telling you this," she giggled a bit nervously, her face even a bit redder now.
Admittedly, now I was curious. "Go on, tell us," I urged her, though I felt the press of my still hard cock throbbing expectantly and in agreement in hearing this. Almost as though she had been reading my thoughts, or was still having similar thoughts of her own, she glanced briefly down towards my lap. The hard bulge of my cock noticeable, even without looking myself to know she could obviously see it. At least with Darcy sitting across from the two of us, she couldn't know what was going on, as seconds later I felt Maxine's hand rest itself on my upper thigh as she spoke.
"My best friend Gloria and I had gone down to the beach to watch the boys play volleyball. It was a warm summer's day, and so quite naturally we sat there on the sidelines in our bikinis, which for the time at least, were pretty revealing, though not nearly so as the one's you see today, especially the ones that Chris wears now. Anyway, we stayed there for quite some time, admiring the boys as they played, and who also began admiring, even speaking to us between matches. Finally, during a break between games they had come over and invited us to stay for the bonfire later on that evening. Now...it's important to note here, at the time I was still a virgin, I'd never even given anyone a blowjob before, though I had given a few hand jobs by then," she winked.
I glanced at my wife, she was obviously enthralled at her mom's sudden candor, taking another shot now herself, though I refrained, already feeling too much of a buzz as it was. Not to mention the light tickling movement of my mother in laws hand and fingers on my upper thigh as she lazily stroked me there, now continuing.
"Anyway. We agreed to join them later, and did. And funny enough, sat around the fire doing Tequila shots," she mused now doing another one. At this rate, I began thinking that if they both got too drunk, that whatever plans they both had (separately mind you) would fall apart, and of course if that happened, I wouldn't have to worry about anything actually happening later. So in a way, I was actually starting to encourage their continued drinking, though I myself had already began cutting back. "Now, it was interesting to note, Gloria and I were the only two girls there, with at least nine or ten guys. It was flattering at first of course, but then I actually grew a little apprehensive, especially when after a few shots, they'd managed to convince Gloria to show them her titties. And then of course, began clamoring for me to do so."
"Yeah, I can see why you'd be nervous," I commented, as Maxine paused looking at me, her hand now working all the way up my leg, resting now directly over the prominent bulge in my pants, gently and then briefly squeezing my cock as she did that.
"I was nervous, but admittedly excited too, especially when I finally took off my top, baring my breasts. It was at this point that Gloria actually told the boys that it was now their turn to show us something...specifically their cocks. A few were at first reluctant to do so, though several actually did so. Seeing all those hard stiff pricks waving at us was exciting, especially when I'd only seen one or two before, and even then not very well as it seemed like I was usually fondling one here or there in nothing but dark places. Now...here were several, as the boys stood around us, back lit by the fire. I was starting to get a little worried as to where all this was going, what might be expected of us, like it or not, when Gloria basically came to the rescue, making a suggestion herself." Maxine paused, obviously flushed in the face now, though her hand continued to rest on my prick, her fingers now tracing the outline of my swollen shaft beneath the thin material of my baggy shorts.
"So what happened next?" Darcy asked, her own face showing a bit more color to it as well, though I guessed not so much from the alcohol really, as from her own arousal. I'd seen her get that way enough times to know that she was now.
"What she did was this. She told them that she and I were both still virgins, though I happened to know...she wasn't. She then said, that since we were, and since we had no intentions of doing that...or even giving anyone a BJ, they could forget it. However...if they were willing, that she and I would enjoy jerking each one of them off, letting them cum on our tits."
"Holy shit mom! So did you?"
Maxine laughed, her face now beet red. "Yes we did. It seemed like the lesser of several evils at the time for one thing. For starters, we were probably a bit foolish and careless to have allowed ourselves to be in that position in the first place. At least we knew many of them, so we didn't figure we really had too much to fear from them, as far as some sort of a gang-rape went or something. So we really weren't too terribly nervous about that, as far as that goes. But...most of them did have hungry eyes now, especially after what Gloria had just suggested. Though she'd convinced me to go along with it a few minutes later, telling me that once we'd managed to get all...if not most of them off, then they'd most likely be done for the night, and we of course could quickly leave after that. Provided...we wanted to."
Maxine was still tracing the outline of my cock with her fingernail, dragging it along up one side and down the other. I could feel the seepage of my arousal as she did that, as she began toying with that a bit more herself upon discovery of it.
"So...next thing I know, Gloria and I are kneeling down in the sand with our backs to one another naked, a cock in each hand, jerking the boys off one by one, until they climaxed, squirting their precious fluids all over our tits. Eventually of course, we had gotten each one of them off at least once, and a couple of them twice even. Now covered in spunk, which I admittedly found very arousing, wickedly erotic, we finally made our escape, informing them all that we had to leave before we were sorely missed. With the boys all completely satisfied and far more docile now of course, we did so. But the night, that wild crazy erotic night still wasn't over with yet either!"
"Oh?" Darcy said obviously enthralled, and very much aroused now. I could see that clearly, just as her mom must have. Darcy's hand had fallen down into her own lap, I could see the subtle movement of it, which told me...she was somehow, someway, touching herself, though that would have been easy enough to do as she'd worn a lightweight summer dress. I could imagine her easily enough hiking it up just enough in order to do just that. "Hold that thought!" She suddenly stated. "I need to ah...go pee, be right back!"
"Yeah, time for all of us to take a pee break," I agreed, feeling Maxine remove her hand from my crotch as Darcy stood, half sprinting down the stairs in order to use the bathroom.
I looked at her, she looking at me. "I'm so fucking horny right now I could come just sitting here."
"Yeah, me too," I freely admitted. "Though what you're doing to me with your fingers isn't helping much. Keep doing that...and I will, and then how will I explain the great big messy wet spot?" I already had one as it was, looking down at myself, though at least having one wouldn't actually be the problem here. Darcy in fact might even get a kick out of the fact that I did, and that it was noticeable. Not to mention the fact, I'd have been willing to bet money she'd started actually toying with herself just before heading downstairs to pee.
"Yeah...we don't want you doing that too soon now do we?" Maxine laughed. "Don't want you running out of steam too early, and especially as aroused as your wife obviously is...I'm pretty sure it won't be too much longer, and she'll be wanting to ride that," she told me looking down at it, once again fondling it briefly just before we heard Darcy's footsteps coming back up the stairs.
"My turn," I announced the moment she entered the room. Darcy caught me at the door.
"Left you a little something," she giggled, and then slid past me retaking her seat at the kitchen table.
I headed down stairs to the bathroom, my wife's soaking wet panties were sitting on top of the toilet seat waiting for me when I got there. I picked them up of course, examining them, realizing two things at once. Obviously she now wasn't wearing any, giving hint to the fact it would now be much easier for her to sit there and play with herself. And secondly, she was obviously giving me something to think about now, and become even more aroused myself as I examined them, smelled them, ensuring that I no doubt stay that way for whatever lie ahead this evening.
It was damn near impossible to actually pee as hard as I was. But finally I managed it, making my way back up the stairs a short time later.
"Where's mom?" I asked coming back into the room, Darcy sitting there alone for the moment.
"Went to pee in her room, though she also said she wanted to slip into something a bit more comfortable herself, I think she's getting pretty horny telling us this story, I know I certainly am!"
"Yeah, shit...me too," I said holding out her panties to me, which I'd, stuffed into my pants pocket.
She laughed. "Like my present then? Save them for later," she said as we heard her mother returning. I quickly stuffed them back down into one of my side pockets. "Like the wet spot too," she told me. "Nice touch. You should let mother see it," she grinned hotly.
I didn't see the point in telling her she already had, and that she had in fact had a great deal of help in creating it, taking my seat again as Maxine entered the room.
I was half expecting her to have put on her robe. She hadn't, what she'd put on instead was something a bit more risqué and revealing, which even surprised Darcy a little. She'd thrown on a simple shift, the obviousness of her having nothing on beneath it readily transparent, especially with the way her hard extended nipples pressed against the thin material.
"Hope you don't mind," she said sitting down. "But it's still warm out tonight, almost too warm, and especially with all the tequila we've been sitting here drinking, I'm sweating to death."
"Yeah, that's why I wore this," Darcy explained commenting on her own lightweight summer dress, which I pretty well figured she had once again bunched up sufficiently in order to better access herself. "So anyway...finish the story mom," she urged not the least concerned or worried that I could so obviously see, as we both could, the noticeable outline of Maxine's breasts beneath the somewhat sheer material, not to mention the hard firm poking of her nipples pressing against it. "What happened then?"
"Well, as I said...Gloria and I raced up to the parking area where we'd left the car. By now it was dark out of course, most everyone else had left, save for the guys who were still down on the beach, no doubt talking about the wild crazy experience we'd all just had together. Neither one of us had bothered putting on our suits, figuring we'd do so once we got there, after cleaning ourselves up a little first, which we did. But then Gloria just got into the car, still naked, telling me to hurry up and do the same. So...I did."
While Maxine spoke, Darcy poured us all another shot. This time I was ready for one. Replacing my glass down on the table, glancing over at my wife as she did the same. But I noticed even then, her hand once again down between her legs, and that subtle movement once again continuing. I knew without any doubt now, she was indeed fingering herself!
Maxine tilted her head back downing her shot, sucking the salt off her fist, and then sucking another lime again. Having finished, she dropped her hand down again, finding mine beneath the table, only this time, she guided it over towards herself, still speaking as she did keeping my wife's attention on her. Not wanting to draw unnecessary attention myself, I allowed her to do so, moments later shocked when she placed my hand directly between her legs, pressing it firmly there before letting it go.
"Next thing I know Gloria turns towards me saying..."I'm fucking horny, how about you?" And yes...admittedly I was, still was...and now a bit nervous and scared again. I mean there we are, still naked, sitting in her car in a nearly deserted parking lot, suddenly she's reaching over towards me, her hand finding and cupping my breast, fondling it and teasing it. It felt good...it felt wrong, and right all at the same time. I mean I'd never been touched by another woman before, or touched another woman either. And suddenly I'm touching her breasts too..."
I glanced over at Darcy, her hands obviously busy beneath the table, hanging on her mother's words. I could feel the heat coming from Maxine's crotch, my hand resting directly against her pussy. I could sense as well as feel her liquid moisture as I allowed my finger to press inwards, not entering, but dipping into the cleft of her cunt. She was indeed sopping wet, and I pressed again, feeling her lips literally surround my finger, coating it with her sweet slippery essence.
"And then suddenly, we're actually sitting there fingering one another. She's finger-fucking me, and I'm finger-fucking her, and we're kissing...breathing hard now, strumming one another's clits...panting, moaning..."
Darcy's hand is moving a lot more now, I'm amazed she's not really trying to hide the fact that she's playing with herself, wondering if Maxine knows it as well, though how could she not? It's so damn obvious...at least it is to me anyway. And I find I have to be careful here myself, my own hand a bit more subtle, hardly moving at all, just the press of my finger, though I now feel it enter, spearing my mother in laws cunt. I hear the miniscule catch of her breath, though I hope Darcy sees that as just the excitement in retelling the story, and not the fact I'm now sitting here, fingering her mother's wet, slick, juicy cunt!
"Finally we both explode, almost simultaneously...getting one another off, sitting there in the front seat of her car. It was the first time I'd ever done that...with another woman, or ever had anyone, man or woman...get me off that way either! Up until then, the only one that had touched my pussy...was me!" She laughed as I felt this sudden release of nectar literally bathe my finger, Maxine's breath once again raspy as she held it momentarily.
She had just climaxed!
"Wow, yeah mom...that was fucking hot, you're right! That was pretty wild even for you back then!" She said easing back in her chair, both hands up back on the table again, as were mine now too.
"Yeah, admittedly it was...still surprised I told you that story though," she said scooting back in her chair. "Though being as tipsy as I am after all this tequila, I guess that explains why I did. And it also explains, that I best get my butt upstairs to bed before I can't."
Maxine leaned over giving me an affectionate kiss on the cheek, whispering the words "Thank you," in my ear. And then more loudly. "Sleep tight, and goodnight."
"Good night," I responded back as she made her way around the table, likewise kissing Darcy goodnight.
"The beds all made up and ready for you," she then added. "See you in the morning then."
Maxine quickly headed upstairs as Darcy and I made our way into the living room, unfolding the couch bed, turning off all the lights save for one small table lamp that had a nice soft warm glow to it.
"Maybe she really is going to bed," I whispered to Darcy, thinking perhaps after her little orgasm, that maybe she really would. That, and the affects of the alcohol we'd all consumed, especially as Darcy was definitely feeling it, staggering a bit more than I'd ever seen her do before. Not quite aware of herself, or even her surroundings as much as she should be perhaps.



"Maybe...maybe not. We'll see. But either way, now I'm damn fucking horny myself!"
That much was obvious, Darcy practically tore her clothes off, and then mine after we'd rolled out the bed.
"Could you tell what I was doing?" she giggled hotly as she climbed on top of me.
"Yes I could," I responded back. "It was a bit obvious, and I couldn't help wondering...if I could, that maybe your mom could too!" Once again she laughed.
"Yeah, I was sort of purposely doing that just to help get her aroused some perhaps, but I also think that she was doing the same. Kept wondering if you'd look over, see if she was, but I'm pretty sure that we was too," Darcy told me. "I saw her hand moving around a bit once or twice."
"I ah...didn't look, didn't want to get caught," I replied lamely, though at that point Darcy wasn't really listening to me any more either. She had just slid herself down over the length of my blood-engorged cock.
**
We were just starting to get into it, and admittedly it was feeling damn good. Darcy was about as wet and slick as I'd ever felt her. Even the sounds of her wet cunt as she slid up and down the length of me could be easily heard.
"I think she's watching us," Darcy whispered leaning over allowing me to capture one of her breasts, sucking it. "I'm pretty sure I saw movement," she added, now sitting up again riding me, moving her head from side to side as though in the throes of passion, but I could see her eyes, knew she was looking...wondering. "Yeah, pretty sure she is," she whispered again leaning over again. But this time when she did, I caught another reflection in the TV across the room.
At some point...Chris had come in, quietly of course, as neither one of us had heard her. She was standing off to one side in the kitchen doorway. Standing as she was, she must have known that neither one of us could see her where she stood. And we wouldn't have, except for the fact, I could see her through the reflection in the TV set. I decided to remain quiet about it however, and not let Darcy know her sister too was watching us now, though I still wasn't sure about her mother.
"That was hot wasn't it? Listening to mom's story?"
"Yes...it...was," I just managed back, Darcy slowly moving up and down my cock, the slickness of her pussy already threatening to make me come, though the image now of Chris in the TV wasn't helping much with that. I couldn't believe what I was seeing as she stood there, thinking herself safe perhaps. I watched as she unbuttoned her blouse, slipping it off. I could almost visualize her tossing it onto the kitchen table were we'd been only short time ago listening to Maxine's wickedly delicious story. She then did the same with her bra, freeing her breasts, now fondling them as she stood there spying on us.
"Hard to believe...mom did that, fingered another woman," she moaned softly still riding me up and down, my hands now holding onto her breasts, fingering those taut hard nipples of hers as she did that. "Have to ask her sometime...soon, if they....oh fuck this feels good, if they...ever did anything more than that!" I knew Darcy was speaking loud enough that if her mom was indeed watching us from the top of the stairs, she'd have heard that. Though at the moment, my eyes were still peering into the TV set. Chris had now bunched up the short mini-skirt she'd been wearing, her panties being pulled a short distance down her legs, though not off. I am sure she had purposely kept them there in the event of having to make a hasty retreat. But her hand now was definitely between her legs as she stood there fingering herself, still watching us.
"Oh yeah...she's there," Darcy moaned whispering softly now, once again leaning forward in order to do so. "I did see movement that time...so I'm pretty sure she's watching us. Let me know when you're getting close," she then added. "I want you to squirt on my tits...just the way those boys did to her that night, maybe that will really get and keep her aroused after seeing you do that!"
I knew however, the moment we did that...Maxine, if she was indeed watching this, wouldn't be the only one who did.
"Fuck...I'm gonna come myself!" She suddenly announced. Obviously the pent up arousal and pleasure she'd been earlier giving herself, and now this...had brought her closer to the edge than even I was, though I know as I felt her pussy suddenly liquefy around me, I wasn't far behind her. "Oh yeah! Yeah...I'm gonna come baby! Gonna come!" She literally screamed out, doing so, thrashing wildly about on top of me now.
It was all I could do to hang on, though even as I fought for control, still losing ground, I glanced over towards the TV once again, Chris's hand a blur between her legs as she stood there frigging her clit wildly.
It was too much for me, the entire night had been.
"Fuck babe..." It was all I managed to say. Like a shot, she jumped off me, taking my hands.
"Stand up baby...give it to me, give me your cream, squirt it baby! Squirt it! All over my tits!"
To say I merely drenched her, would have been an understatement. Even I was surprised at the copious amount of semen that I stood there pumping out onto her tits as she knelt there on the bed in front of me, jacking and working my cock.
"Holy fucking shit!" She actually exclaimed watching me squirt, watching me splurge each one of her breasts as she passed my cock back and forth between them as though working a fire hose.
Unfortunately, as I finally managed to pry my eyes apart, looking down at the white sticky mess clinging to my wife's breasts, I no longer could see Chris's image in the TV set any more. She had disappeared obviously and quietly heading down the stairs to her room. We both heard however the soft 'creak' of the floorboards in the upstairs hallway, confirming then once and for all...Maxine had indeed been watching us from the upstairs landing. That then was followed only moment later by the equally soft click of her bedroom door closing.
I collapsed back down onto the bed, now exhausted as Darcy snuggled up into the crook of my arm.
"Don't ya just love it when a plan comes together?" she giggled contentedly, and almost soon after fell soundly asleep.
I lay for a moment slowly drifting off myself, wondering even as I did...if things would now go back to normal again.
Somehow...I doubted it.
**
I was up early needing to run home to change clothes and head off to work. Being Thursday, this was Darcy's late day, not having to go in to the floral shop until noon, but then staying late tonight as this was the other gal's day off. On most Thursdays, Maxine would go in around two or three, and then work with Darcy until around six, though she very often stayed there with her until closing time around eight o'clock. That would hopefully, give me a chance for a little peace and quiet after I got off work. Time enough to come home again, change clothes, and then return back to mom's place where I could pretty much finish off the room.
I was actually relieved when I did arrive to discover that no one was home. That meant I wouldn't have to confront Chris either, giving me a chance to truly finish up the room aside from a few necessary touch ups the following day, or day after. Beyond that, Maxine's sewing room was finally finished, so I grabbed a beer from the fridge and went out back to sit on the patio and congratulate myself.
I was halfway through my beer when I heard the sliding glass door open. I knew without turning to look that it had to be Chris, it was just then five-thirty, so I figured it would be another forty-five minutes yet, if then...before Maxine even got home.
"I take it you finished mom's room?" Chris said coming around to the front of the table facing me, reaching for my beer taking a swallow from it as she stood there.
"Almost," I responded draining the rest of it before she could, but taking note of what she was wearing too. Standing there now in one of her very brief bikinis, her full breasts hardly contained within the top, though the small strip of cloth between her legs barely contained her mound at all. The outline of her neither lips clearly defined as she stood there looking at me.
"I saw you last night," she said at last.
"I know...I could see you in the TV," I responded back, seeing the look of surprise in her face when I said that. "No worries...Darcy couldn't," I added as she laughed at that.
"Go figure. And here I was thinking I was being sneaky," she laughed again.
I couldn't help but laugh with her. "Not much gets past you now does it?"
"Enough," I responded carefully. Chris too had that look in her eyes now that always spelled trouble. Same look her mother and my wife had.
"So, what did you think then? Enjoy seeing what you saw? What I did?"
Admittedly I had, it had been erotic, seeing her standing there in the doorway like that, panties down around her knees, her fingers flying furiously between her legs. I felt my cock already beginning to stiffen at the memory of that. No sense trying to hide the fact that I hadn't either.
"Yes," I said simply trying to sit up just a little before things got a bit too uncomfortable for me here again.
"You liked watching me play with myself...like watching me don't you?"
I didn't answer that, well not exactly. She had that look, and I was getting aroused here, better to stay where I was, partially concealed beneath the table at least and not let her see that I really was. I nodded my head slightly.
"I like doing that," she said. "I like being watched while I'm touching myself," she then began doing so. Running her finger down between her lips, caressing her pussy through the material of her bikini bottoms, pressing them into herself, which frankly looked hot! And frankly...was indeed getting me very aroused, and very hard all over again. "You still owe me you know..."
"What?"
"You heard me...from the other day, you still owe me. Take it out!"
Like mother like daughter(s).
"We don't have that kind of time."
"Well we certainly won't if you keep wasting time here! Maybe this will help." It did...but it really didn't either. Chris reached around undoing the clasp on her bikini top, suddenly there she was standing in front of me again with her boobs hanging out, and then worse, though not lowering her bikini bottoms, she pulled them off to one side, giving me a clear unobstructed view of her beautiful wet glistening pussy. Spreading herself even more open, her cute tiny little clit jumped out, it's head glistening with girl dew. "Well?"
It was like being hypnotized by a pussy. I'm not even sure I remembered unzipping my shorts once again, but I had, fishing my cock out for her.
"I can't see it all that well...stand up while you do that for me," she stated still fingering herself, so I stood letting my shorts drop down around my ankles, now basically naked as I ran my hand down the length of my shaft and back up again, palming the head which had already started leaking for her. "I like that, love seeing your little juice drops, tells me I'm arousing you," she giggled. And then after saying that, turned looking behind me. "That's twenty bucks each you owe me," she said.
"What?" I said confused, turning as she did looking back, and there behind me stood two of her best friends, Mandy and Cynthia. Both with shit-eating grins on their faces.
"It's worth it," the dark haired smaller girl spoke, whose name I soon learned was Mandy. "Though I honestly didn't think you could get him to do it," she added. Like Chris and Cynthia who I had met once, they were all wearing bikini's having come over to lay out, catch some sun and take a dip in the pool.
"It sure was," Cynthia now added. A bottle blonde, she never the less had the blue eyes to go with it, along with the figure. Not quite as busty as Chris was, she was still pretty close. Now surrounded basically by three girls, one of which...my sister in law, was half naked, and still playing with herself too believe it or not, I sat down trying to cover myself. Though it was a little too late for that under the circumstances.
"Awe...don't do that!" Mandy half barked. "It was just starting to get interesting!"
"Shows over," I said slightly irritated now at what Chris had obviously done to me, even though she stood there grinning like a Cheshire cat, and had made no move to stop what she was still doing, or cover herself either.
"Not quite," she said with a little too much bravado in her tone of voice. "I think we need an encore, but...I also think that maybe Jack needs a little incentive before doing that."
"Chris?" I ventured. "Come on now..."
But it was already too late for that too. Both Mandy as well as Cynthia now stood beside Chris joining her, each one reaching back removing their tops, so that I was now faced with three pairs of tits staring at me, differing shapes and sizes, with Mandy's being very perky though small, and yet having very long thick extended nipples, even more so than the other two. I couldn't help but look.
"See? Now you've got even more to look at while you play with yourself for us," Chris told me. "Come on....Jack, it off," she giggled enjoying her joke, and then continued touching herself again, just as her two sexy little friends began doing.
"Heaven help me," I said and then scooted my chair back a little so the three of them could watch.
**
The girls got a kick out of watching me squirt, primarily I think, because when I did, I tended to do so quite a bit. Chris however was the only one who walked over as I began doing so, purposely giving me a too tantalizing target to aim at. It wasn't long however before her breasts were dripping with several streamers of semen. She stood massaging my cream into her breasts, and even drew some onto her finger sucking it off. "Hmm, tasty," she mused obviously enjoying it, much to the giggles and delight of her two cohorts, though each of them declined to sample any off Chris's breasts when she offered it to them.
"OK, like I said...shows over, Max will be here any time now, and I think it's time I got myself home and cleaned up here," I stated standing, no longer shy in doing so as I finally pulled my shorts up once again, just as the girls began slipping back into their own swim tops once more as well. "So...we're even now right?" I said looking at Chris.
"For the time being we are," she stated. "But I'm sure you'll be owing me again really soon," she added, and then gathered her two friends heading off towards the pool. I gathered up my empty beer bottle throwing it into the trash heading back inside, wondering as I did that preparing to leave. "Had Chris and her two friends ever done anything together?" It was a curious notion considering the fact they hadn't seemed at all shy around one another. Being nude in front of one another was one thing...girls could easily do that and not think twice about it. But doing the other, exposing themselves so uninhibitedly, so easily. That hinted at something more...a lot more. But now was not the time to dwell on that either. I needed to get the hell out of here before anything else happened.
And I damn near made it out too.
**
To be continued...
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I tossed my empty beer bottle in the trash, realizing as I did, I had left my car keys up in Maxine's sewing room. I literally spun on the balls of my feet changing direction, heading back up the stairs taking them two at a time. I ran down the short hallway turning into the room and stopped dead in my tracks! Maxine stood in the middle of the room, naked my car keys held up in her hand as she dangled them in front of me.
"Looking for these?"
"Maxine!" I exclaimed surprised to find her standing there for one thing, and for another of course, seeing her nude. "You're...ah, home!"
She just smiled still holding my keys letting me know as she now clenched them in her hand she had no intention of handing them over to me either.
"I caught the last half of your patio party," she informed me then, turning and walking over towards the window looking out into the back yard towards the pool. "I see you've graduated to masturbating in front of just about anyone these days."
I had no response to that, and simply stood there wondering now where any of this was going. "What can I say?" I finally did say smiling sheepishly. "What can I do?" I then added which finally caused her to turn facing me once again. And of course, she had that look on her face when she did.
"I was hoping you'd say that," she grinned. "Take off your clothes."
**
I wasn't wearing much, just a pair of shorts and an old paint-stained tee shirt. I knew that until I had done as she'd asked, I wasn't going anywhere either, so I took everything off while she watched.
Once I was naked, Maxine turned back towards the window again looking down into the yard. "Admittedly, I did some pretty wild things when I was her age," Maxine said reminding me of the conversation we'd had previously. "But I think Chris has an even wilder side than I did, certainly a bit more open-minded and uninhibited than I was at her age. Come...look."
I crossed the room walking towards the window looking down. Even I was surprised by what I saw, not expecting it...at least not out in broad daylight anyway, though it immediately confirmed my earlier suspicions. Perhaps the girls thought I had already left, or simply didn't care. Either way, Mandy, the petite young woman I had just met, was lying on her back, feet dangling in the pool...now naked. As they all were actually. Chris was in the pool, standing between her legs, obviously fingering the young woman. Cynthia sat next to where Mandy was laying, currently caressing and fondling the girl's small firm breasts, occasionally leaning over to capture one between her lips, sucking it.
I guess I shouldn't have been too surprised to find myself becoming aroused while standing there looking down at the three of them, especially when Chris now leaned forward, her mouth coming down on her friend's pussy as she began eating her out. As I stood watching this, now transfixed in doing so, I felt Maxine walk up behind me, the press of her own lovely breasts now stabbing my back. I could feel the twin points of her nipples digging into me, sending a flood of aroused shivers traveling up and down my spine.
"Enjoying the view? Enjoy watching Christine licking her friend's pussy?" Maxine asked, her hand just then coming around grasping my rock hard cock.
"Yes," I stammered already feeling weak in the knees as she began pumping it up and down ever so slowly, still keeping her breasts pressed firmly against me, even moving them side to side a little as she now worked me with both hands, one occasionally cupping and caressing my balls.
"I enjoyed watching you fuck Darcy too," she continued. "I enjoyed seeing this nice hard cock of yours plunging in and out of my daughter's cunt. It's been a while since I've had a prick inside mine," she then informed me. "And I admittedly enjoyed wondering what yours might feel like inside my pussy...thrusting in and out, feeling the slickness of my juices as you fucked me with this."
I started to turn. "Maxine..."
"No, don't...keep watching, keep watching Chris as she eats her friend's cunt. Imagine yourself doing that, eating Christine perhaps. Licking and tasting her young sweet pussy. Would you like that Jack? Would you like to have your face buried between my daughter's legs?"
Maxine's hand was working its magic, though her vulgar obscene diatribe was getting to me as well. Hearing her talk so wickedly, speaking of things that I shouldn't be considering, thinking or fantasizing about, and yet...here I was, doing just that as she continued to paint such a wickedly erotic picture for me.
I watched as the girls changed positions. Cynthia now slipping into the water, Chris now on her back, legs spread as Mandy moved over actually sitting on Chris's face.
"I bet you wish someone was sitting on your face, and on your cock...I bet you'd enjoy that wouldn't you Jack?"
"Yes," I moaned once more, her hand continuing to pump up and down my shaft, squeezing out a fairly large amount of lubrication, which she now smeared around and about the head with two fingers, sliding them both over my shaft in a scissors-like caress.
"You like having your cock played with don't you Jack? You like having me...playing with it, your own mother in law, don't you...Jack."
"Yes, yes...fuck yes, I do...I do. God help me, I do."
Mandy had by now entered the pool, standing behind Cynthia, obviously fingering her. It was obvious to me, Chris had in fact climaxed, her face even at this distance turning into a grimace of pleasure as her friend got her off. It was hot, erotic...watching her do that, seeing her cum, seeing the pleasure on her face as I continued to stand there feeling the pleasure in my cock as Maxine worked it, now increasing the tempo and speed as she stood behind me jacking me off.
"I bet you'd enjoy squirting all over the three of them too, wouldn't you Jack? Can you imagine? The three of those sweet young girls, lying there side by side, fingering themselves, looking up at you while they did? Watching you stroke your cock, soon spurting, cumming, squirting them all with your hot sticky semen?"
"Oh fuck!" I groaned seeing it in my mind now as she said that, feeling the intensity of my impending orgasm, my balls tightening which she now held in her hand, kneading them, rolling them gently about, coaxing out the orgasmic pleasure I'd soon be feeling here.
"Go ahead Jack, come...come for me, squirt your hot nasty fuck juice Jack...imagine squirting it all over those girls down there, their tits...their cunts...their faces, wherever you'd like to."
I was two seconds away from doing just that when Chris rolled over, suddenly looking up in my direction. There was no mistaking it, she could see me...even smiling up at me as I stood there, just as my cock exploded, streamers of semen suddenly splattering against the window in thick creamy gobs of white paste. It soon began running down the window, slime trails of cum that Maxine continued to add to, creating even more designs as she pumped out my prick, now actually rubbing the tip against the cool window pane itself, smearing it about even further. Chris laughed, now pointing, directing her friends who now likewise looked up.
"Fuck," I said spent...stepping back a little now, the window a fogged up sticky mess. "How the hell will I ever explain this?" I thought asking myself.
Maxine had stepped away releasing me, though I knew without having much of a doubt, all Chris and her friends had been able to see, was me. And what must have appeared to them all as me standing there, jerking myself off in the window while watching them.
"Great job on the room by the way," Maxine said looking it over. "Just a few minor touch ups, and I can start moving things in here tomorrow...or Saturday," she smiled. "Oh, and we're planning on a nice dinner this evening after Darcy gets off work, so you might want to think about cleaning up a little...changing your clothes," she grinned. And then simply left the room heading across the hall to her own room. Somewhere along the way, she had dropped my keys into the middle of the floor. I stooped over picking them up. And knew even as I did that, I'd no doubt have another debt to be paid for what I'd just apparently done.
At the time, I had no idea just how big of a debt that would be.
**
I had gone home, showered and changed, and then waited for Darcy to get home from work. She looked tired, though obviously pleased when her mother had said she'd cook dinner for her...for us, so she didn't have to. After she had cleaned up a bit, we headed over, the smell of one of Darcy's favorite dishes being prepared.
"Do me a favor Jack?" Maxine asked almost the moment we walked through the door.
"Sure...what?"
"Run down to the liquor store, pick up a couple of nice bottles of wine to go with this," she told me. "I forgot to stop on my way home this evening," she added, "And then found myself too busy to go back after I had," she now grinned.
I turned, already heading back out the door when Chris came running up behind me, passing me by, already out the door herself. "I'm going too!" She called back not giving me any choice or say in the matter as she sprinted out towards the car jumping in. I knew immediately that I was about to be confronted with what had happened earlier.
"Might just as well get this over with," I said to myself as I reached the car, opening the door and then sliding in. I looked over at Chris, but she simply waited without saying anything as I started the car. Backing out of the drive, and then pulling onto the street, we headed the few blocks distance to the store.
"You owe me again...BIG time," she announced only seconds later, now turning to look at me. "And I need you to do something for me very soon when you do."
"As in?" I asked curiously, almost afraid to hear what it was. I should have known.
"Here's the thing...you obviously know Cynthia, and now Mandy," she grinned. I almost cringed there in my seat, indeed forced to remember, seeing them together the way I had out on the patio had been bad enough, but including now what they must have envisioned, me standing there in the window watching them, apparently jerking myself off while I did was even worse in my mind.
"Yeah?"
"Well I'm sure you know...Mandy, Cynthia and I are all up for acceptance into Sorority."
"Yeah, your mother told me you were, a fairly prestigious one too as I understand it, and hard to get into."
"Yes, it is. One of the things they're doing in fact...requiring that three girls all working as teams together, complete three tasks or assignments. If even one of us fails, we all fail. So we're totally reliant on the other two, to see to it that they meet all the requirements of initiation. So far...both Mandy and Cynthia have, now it's all up to me."
"I see. So what is it you've been tasked with then?" I asked figuring I was about to find out where all this was leading up to.
She smiled. "That's where you come in. My task...is to recruit someone...someone to bring in, who then agrees to do something for us, for the group. We're not supposed to be either romantically involved with them, or actively engaged in having sex with them either. So technically, we're not...but you're also the best candidate I can come up with. See, they also have to be accepted by the group too. It can't just be some bum dragged in off the street and asked to do this...this particular thing for the group. They have to agree, and approve of whoever it is before he does."
"Does what?"
"What you're obviously good at, obviously already comfortable in doing. Like I bet Mandy and Cynthia earlier on when I told them. I bet I could get you to jerk off in front of me, which obviously you did."
"Let me get this straight...you're asking me to jerk myself off in a room full of girls? Sorority sisters? While they watch?"
"You got it!" She beamed.
"Chris, listen..."
"No, you listen..." she said interrupting me. "I'm out of time...we're out of time. There's no one else that can do this for me...and after what you did up in the window today, watching us, I think you owe it to us to do that for us...don't you?"
I knew this was coming of course, had even expected it to some extent, but not to quite the extent that she was asking me. And still I hesitated.
"Look, if you do this for me...for us, I promise you this, no matter what happens after this, I will never again hold anything against you, or ever ask you, or require from you any favors. Just this one...this one big one. We need you to do this for us Jack, so we can be accepted. It's really not that big of a deal. All you do is show up, once the group accepts you as a worthwhile candidate, you then get naked...and simply jerk yourself off in front of everyone. You don't have to worry about any of them doing anything to you. All we'll do is watch...until you come. After you do, you can leave. That's it!"
"That's it. I just walk in...drop drawers, jerk off and come. And then leave."
"Yep...basically pretty simple really."
I didn't see it as being all that simple myself. But under the circumstances, I didn't exactly see any way out of it either.
"When?"
"Friday night, eight o'clock...I'll give you directions on how to get there. So, will you Jack? Will you agree to do this for me? For my friends?"
I knew Darcy had to work until nine tomorrow night, putting her home around ten or ten thirty at the latest. Hopefully, if I did this...it wouldn't take all that long. Though standing there in front of a strange group of girls, me naked...them watching me trying to get myself off, might prove to be a bit more difficult and stressful than I could ever imagine.
"If I do this for you...you promise, we're even after that? No more anyone owing anyone anything right?"
"After you do this for me...then right, we're even. I promise."
I considered it a moment more, and then figured there wasn't much else I could do about it, but agree to go along.
"Ok, I will. I'll do it for you even though it's against my better judgment."
Chris squealed excitedly, reaching over giving me a quick hug even though I was driving, forcing me to swerve just a little. She then settled back into her seat, though as she did, she started doing something else I hadn't planned on...especially as we were only a few blocks away from the store now. She was wearing a skirt, which I just then noticed, though noticing a lot more as she turned slightly towards me spreading her legs. She didn't have any panties on.
"I enjoyed watching you...now you can enjoy watching me. Though please...try to keep your eyes on the road while you do too. I'd hate having us end up in a ditch somewhere before I manage to come for you."
**
I continued to drive, periodically looking over towards her as she played with herself. The sounds now easily heard as her cunt got juicier and juicier. The slickness of her fingers working in and out of herself, often tasting it, before slipping them back in again, still fingering, still fucking her cunt.
"We're here," I announced pulling into the lot.
"Sok, I'll stay out here and wait for you," she smiled. "Don't want to have to start all over again...so I'll keep the motor running," she laughed as she continued to manipulate her clit even more obscenely, holding it between two fingers, working it up and down as though she were jacking it off.
"Fuck me," I said climbing out of the car and then hurried inside to get the wine before someone came by and saw what she was doing.
She was still going at it when I did return, climbing back into the seat, starting the car after putting the bag with the wine in it between us. I began backing out of the lot again, as she reached over removing one of the bottles. I glanced over, and then realized what she was doing with it.
"Jesus! Chris!" I said once again swerving the car.
"Just what I needed," she quipped as I watched her slide the neck of the bottle inside herself. She began seriously fucking herself now, those same slick juicy sounds being heard again, even more so than before. With two hands, she plunged the bottle in and out of her cunt, her breath coming ragged and heavy. I sat driving with a stiff prick once again, watching her, stunned that she was doing this for one thing, and equally surprised that I found myself actually getting off on it.
Two blocks from the house she came, just in the nick of time as I pulled into the drive. By now at least, she had straightened herself up again, jumping out of the car heading into the house having put the bottle back into the sack once again, taking it inside. It took a moment longer for me before I could follow her. Still partially erect even then, at least it wasn't tenting my pants out as I walked up the steps entering the house.
Chris was already helping Darcy to set the table. I looked over towards Maxine who was just then reaching into the sack removing the two bottles of wine. She held one up, looked at it for a moment, and then sniffed it.
"Hmm, interesting vintage," she said glancing towards me, and then over towards Chris. "It'll be interesting to see what it tastes like...bet you were wondering the same thing yourself...weren't you Jack?" She asked.
I felt my face turn crimson a little as she handed me the corkscrew. She chuckled to herself turning back towards the stove.
**
Like I said in the beginning. Here I now stood, in a room full of women...naked, working my prick for them while they watched. It some ways, it felt like a dream. How I had got here, everything leading up to this moment seemed like such a long time ago. Amazed that I was in the first place, my young sister in law and her two friends standing off to one side nearer the back than the front, my prick about as hard as it had ever been, and now...enjoying myself as I stood there.
It had been easy enough to find, arriving well before the appointed time, Chris, Mandy and Cynthia all standing outside waiting for me.
"Nervous?" She'd asked.
"Hell yes...wouldn't you be?" She laughed at that.
"Don't be...it won't be nearly as bad as you think it will. Try and relax, have fun with it even...you'll like the girls, and like I said, they won't make you do anything you're too uncomfortable with. Just try and follow instructions...for me, for us," she said turning towards her friends.
"I'll try," I told her meaning it, though I still didn't know what was totally in store for me of course, figuring that Chris wasn't telling me everything, which honestly wasn't much of a surprise. They soon led me inside the building, the Sorority itself as evidenced by the Greek lettering and signs nearly everywhere. Chris and her friends then led me up a flight of stairs, and then up another one.
"One more...this one leads up into the attic area," she informed me. "They're waiting for us up there."
I followed behind, Chris leading, and then entered the room. It was clean, spacious and obviously decorated for formal and semi formal meetings perhaps. A small platform stood off to one side, and I was led towards it. The room was indeed filled with several young women, though three chairs seemed to be centrally located in front of the platform on which I now found myself standing. The young women seated in front of me now introduced themselves after conferring together first, nodding their heads in agreement, and then nodding what was obviously approval towards Chris and her friends. I saw my sister in law smile appreciatively, obviously relieved.
"I am Jessica, this is Diane, and Samantha," she said introducing the three of them to myself. "You do know why you're here yes?"
"Yes," I answered simply.
"Good. Are you willing then to do for us as we ask you to do, without question?"
I thought, but saw no real alternatives here. And besides, the sooner we got on with it, the sooner I could leave. Once again I nodded my head yes.



"Before we begin then, it's important for you to know. If one of the three of us ask you a question, or ask you to do something specific, you are again to do so without question. If you do question, or refuse, that will be one strike against you, and against them," she said once again looking back at my sister in law and her friends. "Three strikes...you're out, and so are they. Understood?"
For the first time, I saw a look of real uncertainty in my sister in laws face, her own nervousness clearly showing through. I right then and there made up my mind to do whatever I had to, in order to get through this for one thing, and not disappoint her for another. I had no real idea what was in store for me, but had now made up my mind to leave here without any strikes against me, or them if I could possibly help it.
Satisfied, Jessica once again spoke briefly with the other two women, though what they said I couldn't hear as they finally came to a consensus.
"You may remove your clothes now," Jessica told me. I was indeed nervous, all three women were very sexy, strikingly beautiful in fact. I had worn very little in preparation for this, deciding a head of time that the less I had to wear, the easier it would be to get undressed, and then redressed again afterwards. I pulled the fresh clean tee shirt over my head, and then undid my jeans, stepping out of them. I was naked.
After a moment or two of almost unbearable scrutiny, the girls once again nodded their heads in approval, even though I was entirely flaccid...still nervous standing there like this in front of so many attractive, and still very dressed women.
"You now have ten minutes to get hard...without using your hands. If you can't, that will be your first strike. After ten minutes, you may then use your hands, but you will only have five minutes in order to make yourself hard. Understood?"
"Yes...I understand," I responded back, once again glancing over the heads of so many young girls sitting there looking at me, quickly finding Chris, her eyes almost pleading with me to get hard for her.
That first minute passed without much happening, a few snickers and giggles within the room, though a simple glance from the three soon quieted everyone down again. I closed my eyes...thinking back now. How I had gotten here in the first place? What had happened since all this had begun, that crazy conversation with my wife, that day in Maxine's sewing room...the tequila of course, and finally...watching Chris fuck herself with the wine bottle.
"Very nice...and in less than three minutes too!" Jessica announced. "You pass the first test. Now...for the second one. As you know, you are here representing three of our possible sisters. You came here knowingly, and willingly on their behalf. But I must now tell you, you're not here to simply jerk off...come, and then leave. What we expect and require of you...is to convince us, that you truly are pleasuring yourself...for us, while we watch you. In other words, we want to see you actually enjoy doing it. You must convince us that you are. Do things to yourself while we look on, that you only usually do in the privacy of your own room perhaps. Touch yourself in ways...that you perhaps have not done, shown, or shared with anyone else. Make us believe you are truly enjoying your own body. And finally...do not climax, do not come without asking permission from us in doing so first. Make us believe."
It was interesting. When very often alone, I did do things, tried things, touched myself in differing ways to bring about unique sensations. Very often which I didn't do, or hadn't done...even in front of my wife, let alone Maxine, or Chris for that matter. I began doing so now. Keeping my eyes closed helped for a moment while doing that, but pretty soon one of the three girls decided they wanted me to do it...with my eyes open.
It was the redhead with the gigantic breasts that were nearly spilling out of the low cut blouse she was wearing...Diane was her name, that then told me to open them.
"I want you looking at us," she told me. "So please...open your eyes as you do this, let us see you...and you seeing us as we look at you." She had said it almost formally, as though speaking an incantation or a chant even.
I stood, palming the knob of my prick, not simply or merely working my shaft up and down with my hand, but palming it, rubbing the tip, encircling it around and around.
"Very nice," Jessica commented. "And why is it you do that? What is it about touching yourself in that way, that you particularly enjoy?"
"Because it feels good..." wasn't the answer I figured they wanted to hear. The question as asked, in the way it was asked, had an underlying tone to it, perhaps the lustiness in her voice hinting at me, that what they wanted...what she wanted, was a lot more than that.
"Because doing this at first...makes me even more aroused, very horny...very wicked and naughty feeling," I said speaking candidly, surprising her with my answer perhaps. I saw the bemused smile in her eyes upon hearing that. She nodded her head, once again conferring with the other two.
"How else do you enjoy touching and pleasuring yourself...what is it that you think about while you do? What fantasies or thoughts do you entertain?" Samantha questioned. She too was a bit of a busty blonde, though not quite so much as Diane was, or even Jessica, closer to Chris's nice breasts perhaps, which I envisioned now, glancing once again across the room at her. This time seeing her smile, pleased with the performance I was giving at least.
I now split two fingers running them over the tip of my cock and then along down the sides, scissoring my prick as I did so, and then bringing them back up again. It was a gentle tease, firm yet soft, a quick flip of each against the tip of my cock, and then down again.
"This feels a little like the sensation of two women's tongues licking me, their lips kissing me...kissing my shaft, one on one side, one on the other. And then kissing one another, my cock sandwiched in between the two of them. I have very often fantasized about Chris doing this to me...kissing and licking my cock like this, though she never has."
Once again I saw a rather surprised look in her face, though she smiled, even perhaps blushing a little. Glancing around, I now noticed several girls seemed to be squirming in their seats, a few hushed whispered words, even a few breathless sighs...but no more giggling. Even Samantha's hand had come up, cupping one of her breasts through her clothing as she sat there in front of me. I don't even think she was fully aware that she had.
"And what else is it that you like to do to your cock...and why?" Jessica asked, her voice actually quivering a little as she asked the question.
"I like to make it dance."
"Dance?" She asked curiously.
"Yes dance. It amuses me. I like the way it feels when it's as hard as it is...as it is now. I can control it better, cause it to twitch, to lurch, to throb even, and yes dance...all without using my hands."
I began doing so, letting go of it, now standing there hands by my side, moving my cock with just muscle control, letting it bounce, twitch, dance and rock from side to side, all without moving a muscle anywhere else. In a way, it was like being the cobra, only I was the one hypnotizing the musician...or in this case, musicians.
By now...Samantha was not only fondling her own breast, but she had made a fist, placing it firmly against herself down between her legs. Diane too seemed to be casually toying with herself, as many others within the room had begun doing as well in one form or another. Including Chris and her two friends, standing against the far wall. She had lifted her short mini skirt, and though to my surprise was actually wearing panties, I could see her finger pressing inwards against the material.
"And...ah, ah...what, ah...what else do you enjoy doing to ah...yourself?" Jessica asked likewise squirming a bit more in her own seat, though so far, unlike her two companions, hadn't as yet touched herself provocatively, though I noticed her hands all but clamped down on the arms of her chair, as though trying to hold on.
"When I am really aroused...like I'm getting now, I like to really spank it...slap it, let it sting a little. Feel the sensations, the intensity, how hard it really is now...like steel, knowing how good it would feel, sliding in and out of a nice wet succulent slick pussy."
I slapped my cock, bending it off to one side, slapping it again, seeing it bounce this way and that way. I pulled on it firmly, letting it go...watching it bounce back slapping against my chest, and then hitting it again, this time rapidly with both hands, both hands now a blur as I stood there pummeling my own cock like a punching bag for a moment.
As I stood doing that, I glanced around again. Many of the girls now openly masturbating, several in fact fingering one another. I could hear the sounds of the girls sighing and moaning pleasurably, once again catching Chris, Mandy now rubbing Chris's pussy for her as she had lifted up her top, baring her breasts, touching and caressing them, as now many of them had.
"Make it slick, I want to hear it!" Jessica all but demanded, having to speak even more loudly now, no longer able to drown out the constant reverberating murmuring and passionate sounds now filtering through the room. "Spit on it!"
"I don't need to," I said looking directly at her now, grinning slightly as I wrapped my hand around my steel-hard cock, squeezing it. As I knew and suspected...I felt the ooze of a nice fat droplet of juice emerge from the head. I didn't need to look to know it was a nice big juicy one either...Jessica's eyes told me that as she sat there staring at it, her mouth open. Only then did I look down, delighted to see it just then easing away from the tip of my prick. A nice thin line of cum-drool slowly stretching towards the floor as though a spider might actually be spinning it. I grinned inwardly, seeing Jessica's hands suddenly move away from the arms of the chair, almost as though she were about to reach out for it. But I did so instead, wrapping the line of my own cream around my finger...twice. And then smearing it over the head, adding more juice as I did so, making it slick. I now pumped my prick in a more normal fashion, slowly however...up and down. As I did, I ensured that my lubrications continued to flow, adding to the squishy, slick slippery sounds I began making. "That what you had in mind?" I now asked.
The look in her eyes, along with her two friends was almost wild...Samantha having given up all pretense, unzipping her jeans, her hand far down inside them now as she sat fingering herself uninhibitedly, one breast fully bare which she'd simply revealed, lifting it up and easily out of the bra she'd been wearing. Diane too, had bared her own breasts, simply lifting her blouse, having worn no bra, and now sat cupping and holding her breasts, teasing them.
"How'd you like to feel my cum squirting all over your tits?" I asked her looking at her, and then looking at Jessica, asking the same. "How about you? How'd you like to see me squirt? See me shoot? See me drench those nice big titties of yours? Come on...show me, show them to me...let me see them so I can squirt on them for you if you'd like me to."
"Are you....are you asking for permission then? To come?" She questioned, her voice clipped, sounding out of breath as she did so.
"Not until I see your tits," I answered her back directly. "Or hear the sounds of your own squishy, juicy cunt...then maybe I'll be ready to do that."
I quickly produced another nice fat droplet, letting it form up on the head. Turning slightly, I then bent my prick as far as I could, only then letting it go. I felt it spring, felt it bounce, and watched it launch a bubble of pearly slick juice. Amazingly, it landed directly against her lips. It surprised her, her eyes suddenly going wide, her finger coming up, touching the very spot, and then tasting it. Her hand came down, and one by one, undid the buttons on the blouse she was wearing.
"To me! To me!" Samantha cried out suddenly having seen what I'd just done. I produced another, turning again, bending my cock...launching it. This too hit her as well, as though I had planned it, aimed it...hitting her directly between her breasts. Just as Jessica had done, Samantha reached down, easily locating the tiny wet spot of pre-cum fuck juice I'd hit her with. She rubbed her fingers in it, feeling the pearly-like texture, rubbing it between, and then placed that against her hard extended nipple...rubbing that.
The noise level had increased dramatically, almost out of control now. Several girls standing...watching, amusing and abusing themselves, or one another. I looked back at Jessica, both breasts now bare...tempting me with a delicious looking target, two targets, areolas as big as pancakes capping each breast, nipples as thick as thimbles, and just as long, protruding off each breast.
"Go on...let me hear you," I challenged. "Are you wet enough yet? Wet enough to even take this cock? Feel it thrust deeply inside you, spearing your wet juicy split? Is it? Is it?"
I watched as she thrust two fingers inside herself, heard the 'phuck' sound she made as she pummeled her pussy, which I could still hear even above the much louder sounds and noise in the room now. Girls crying out in ecstasy, one or two even climaxing perhaps, sounds of laughter now, release...and yet, Jessica's cunt...her squishy slick slurpy cunt as she now added yet a third finger, openly impaling herself.
"Come on my tits...squirt on me, go on...do it! Do it! Do it!"
And though I was close, I somehow held on, my eyes locked on hers..."No...you come. You squirt...you come for me!" I said in return. Truly her eyes were indeed wild looking even more so than before, though Samantha too looked as though she was possessed.
"My tits! My tits! Come on me!" She suddenly screamed out, lurching from her seat, heading towards me. Her action perhaps startling me hovering on the edge...I actually spurted, that first shot hitting her squarely between the eyes. She faltered as though in shock, struck by a bullet, just as the next enormous jettison of my cum-cream split the air. This one Diane turned to receive, but then pushed out of the way as Samantha launched herself at it, at the other girl. Another, another...my cock throwing out ribbon's of sperm like a fucking flamethrower sweeping the area. Jessica too now stood, almost Zombie like, pushing her two friends out of the way, scrambling now towards me as my cock continued to spurt streamer after streamer of precious cum cream towards them. Samantha had grabbed Jessica, pulling her back, halting her advance, and then charged. Diane did the same, at first making a grab for her, but then giving up, charging towards the small stage I was standing on. And then...so did Jessica, all three nearly at once making a spectacle of themselves, reaching for, trying to grab my stiff throbbing cock as I stepped off to one side like a matador at a bull fight, cum still dripping from the tip though my orgasmic battering of them was nearly over. As though in slow motion, I stood... watching the three of them stumbling, and then falling, collapsing against one another, fighting, pushing yanking on one another trying to disentangle themselves from one another still trying to reach me.
And then all hell broke loose.
**
It was like a crashing sea of women as the tide suddenly rushed forward, chairs toppling over, shouts and cries of women gone berserk. Diane, Samantha and Jessica unscrambling from one another, trying to regain their position, still reaching, though others had now joined them on the stage, many getting in their way as others fought through, still grabbing at me, some actually wrapping themselves around my legs now, trying to pull me down.
I knew then, I was in real serious trouble here.
"Get off! Get off him you crazy fucking bitches!" It was the sound of Chris's voice, somehow having made her way through the tidal wave of lusty, mad driven women. Pushing, pulling, fighting her way through finally reaching me, as had both of her friends, each one with a look of wild-eyed terror in their eyes. "We've got to get out of here," she screamed at me...pulling me along, though still naked, somehow managing to reach down, grabbing my pants at least, though there was no time to put them on now as the four of us broke away, reaching the door and then fleeing down the stairway below us. Just behind, several women chasing, still screaming and yelling as we finally made the door spilling out onto the sidewalk below.
"I'll go with Jack," Chris screamed at her friends. "Go! Go! I'll call you tomorrow!"
I had parked only a short distance away, but it was still a flight almost for our lives, me...still naked, though at least carrying my pants now, fishing for my keys as Chris and I made it safely to the car. Wild screaming girls now running down the street after us, though still at a safe distance away as I fired up the engine, hit the gas flooring it, and squealed off down the road tires burning, fishtailing as we drove away.
"Holy fucking shit!" I exclaimed looking back into the rearview mirror as the girls finally stood in the middle of the road having given up the chase. "What the hell happened anyway?"
"I think it had something to do with that mesmerizing dick of yours...who the fuck knows? All I know is this, I wasn't about to let a bunch of crazy-assed bitches hurt or injure anyone I care about...Sorority, or no Sorority."
"You do know...that probably ended it for you."
"Yeah...I know, but honestly? I really don't care. The three of us will start our own fucking Sorority if we have to. But I wasn't about to let those sex-crazed girls hurt or injure you either. Had they done that, my sister...your wife, would have given it to me worse than what happened here tonight...not to mention mom. No Jack...no way in hell was I going to let that happen to you...no fucking way."
"Thanks Chris...that means a lot. But...we're still even right? Regardless of what just happened?"
"Yeah, we're even," she laughed taking a deep breath. "We're certainly that."
**
I dropped Chris off at the door, taking only long enough to jump back into my pants again making it home only minutes before Darcy arrived. By then I had calmed down sufficiently, sitting in front of the TV drinking a beer, most of which I had managed to down in one gulp.
"Hey baby...how was your evening?"
"Oh you know...same ole, same ole," I said kissing her as she walked over giving me an affectionate hug from behind.
"That boring huh?"
"Oh yeah...very."
"Well, how'd you like some excitement then? Give me a chance to wash and freshen up a little...meet you upstairs in the bedroom...say ten? Fifteen minutes?"
I smiled at her nodding my head, and then as I'd earlier planned for, but hadn't needed, I popped a Viagra.
**
We spent the better part of the following morning hauling up stuff to Maxine's new sewing room where she put it away. Utilizing all the various crooks and crannies I had built for her. By noon, it was done.
"Why don't you go down, take a little nap for a while," Maxine told me. "Later on...I want to give you something for all the hard work you've done, a little gift," she informed me.
"You don't have to give me anything mom, I was glad to do it."
"Nonsense, run along, take a nap. See that he does Darcy...he's earned it," she said to my wife. "We'll call you...wake you up later, after you've had some rest."
I actually did that, passing out on the couch, waking several hours later, though only when Chris came down shaking me awake.



"You ok?" She asked somewhat concernedly. I was glad we had a moment.
"I'm fine...you?"
"Good."
"How's your friends? They ok?"
"Yeah...a little disappointed perhaps, we all are. But...we're also glad we got you out of there, and that nothing seriously bad happened. It really could have you know, that got just a little weird."
"Weird? You call that weird?" I laughed looking back on everything. "Yeah...well maybe so. Anyway...where's your mom and Darcy?"
"Where do you think? Upstairs in the sewing room. They told me to come down and get you."
"Ok, tell them I'll be there in a minute or so...I need to take a pee first."
Chris hugged me, and then left heading upstairs as I raced off into the bathroom to take a leak. I soon after climbed the stairs, going towards the now finished sewing room, glad that this might hopefully be the last time I ever went in there again.
**
As I walked in the door, I nearly tripped over myself. Earlier, we had hauled up Maxine's "napping couch" as she called it. It was an overly large sized couch that filled an entire wall next to the window. All three of them were currently sitting on it. And all three of them were entirely naked. But the additional shock came from the way they were all actually sitting on the couch. Long enough for there to be a bit of space between them, all three sat with their feet likewise on the couch, knees bent, legs spread obscenely so. And all three were sitting there touching themselves when I came walking in.
Words failed me.
"Surprise! Didn't think you'd ever see the day did you?" Maxine laughed seeing my stunned expression as I continued to simply stand there taking all this in.
"Someone want to tell me what the hell's going on here?" I asked...not that I really minded...but.
Now my wife laughed seeing my still confused look. "You really didn't think we'd actually do anything behind one another's backs now did you? Really?"
"You...you knew? You...planned this? Did all this?"
"Start to finish!" Darcy laughed again, all three still playfully petting and caressing themselves while I stood there mouth agape, eyes as big around as saucers. "Early on after talking to mom when all this began, I thought it might be a fun...an interesting way to keep you entertained while doing this. Obviously...it was, for all of us."
"So that...that story about your mom? Your worries and fears?"
"Oh, that was real enough...I did tell her I was concerned that she didn't seem as happy as she had been, which is when I suggested doing this. Took me a while to convince her to go along with all of it, but when she finally did...well," Darcy and Maxine laughed looking at one another. "She really got into her role."
"No shit," I said looking over at Chris. "And obviously you too?"
I noticed however she had a semi worried look in her eyes. Almost immediately I knew the initiation fiasco hadn't been a part of this, so I just smiled her way giving her a quick wink. Seeing the relief in her face, I knew then that Chris now owed me one! Though I didn't plan on collecting on it at this point either. But it would make for a nice insurance policy...just in case.
"Anyway...just so you know, and provided you're ok with it...I told mom that she can borrow you from time to time, whenever she gets the urge, or wants to indulge a desire or fantasy here and there. She's not ready to settle down or get serious with another man yet, so for the time being anyway...I figured as long as she had some kind of outlet for her needs..." She grinned. "And besides, you're starting to wear me out. You and that constantly hard cock of yours. I could use a little relief once in a while. As for Chris...well, Chris is Chris always will be. I also figured as much as she loves to tease and torture you half the time running around the way she does, she might just as well do so with my blessings rather than make a big deal out of it. Aside from a little harmless fondling on occasion, or doing things like this, she's assured me that's all she'd enjoy continuing to do, being her normal everyday self. So anyway...here we are, what do you think about your gift? Your surprise?"
"What I think is...this just became my favorite room in the entire house!"
Once again the girls laughed, me joining them as the realization of everything that had gone on really began sinking in.
"Oh and Jack? One more thing..." Darcy began.
"Take out your cock!" All three then said in unison.
-End-
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I was sitting in my office going over a few notes I had taken after having met with the last scheduled appointment of the day. Working as a marriage counselor had its interesting moments to say the least. And this one had proven to be just that. I suppose we're not supposed to get too emotionally involved with the people we meet with, but this couple had proven to be a harder challenge than any I had come up against. Mrs. Stacy Evens was an outlandish flirt, obviously part of the problem, openly flirting with me, even with her husband Bob sitting next to her. And adding to that of course, the flagrant way she would virtually expose herself to me, low cut blouses, often braless, and short skirts that she got a kick out of showing off to me, crossing and uncrossing her legs over and over again.
Thank god I only met with them once a week. I'd kept it totally professional of course, never allowing Stacy's flirtations to tempt me into doing or saying anything inappropriate, even when we had our monthly one on ones.
They had only been gone less than twenty minutes, and I still sat behind my desk hiding...or rather trying to ignore an erection. That was the one by-product of her visits that was difficult to control, seeing her, listening (mostly to her) about the fantasies she had and entertained, much to her husband's dismay and disapproval. She of course claiming that he was boring, and a prude in bed. Why they had remained married was beyond me, though I could only assume it was the money, as they were very well off. But it was also interesting to note, as strange as this may sound, theirs was an 'arranged' marriage. Both sets of parents long ago deciding this would be a front-page society coo, in bringing their children together. As such...they had to remain married for no less than five years, or face disinheritance on both sides. But they had also been required to take counseling together as part of that. Hence...my seeing them once a week, like it or not.
It was making for an interesting case study as well, which in addition to the actual counseling I was doing, I was going to use them in a book I was also writing, though keeping their true identities anonymous of course.
Like I said...I was still reading over my notes when my sister came in checking on me. Darlene and I had been working together now for the past several months. Ever since her own divorce (which I'd given her a little guidance on in trying to help her) she'd come to work for me when my previous office manager/assistant had taken leave to have a baby. It had worked out for us both. Darlene and I had always gotten along well, and being able to help her out when she needed it, gave us additional time to be together again. Something as the years had passed, had kept us from enjoying.
Surprisingly enough, this was also one of my favorite times of the day. Darlene had already locked everything up, coming into my office and immediately heading over to the cabinet where she poured us both two fingers of scotch before taking a seat there in front of me. She slid my glass over towards me, already sipping from hers.
"I could really use a smoke," she informed me.
Darlene had been trying to quit, so far...unsuccessfully, though she really was trying to cut back. Working here helped some...we were three floors up, so it took a bit of extra effort on her part to ride down the elevator, go outside for a quick puff or two, and then back up again.
One of the other things I also did as sort of a side business, was hypnotherapy. Hypnosis as it were, where I had successfully helped many others to actually quit smoking, as well as helping others to even change their dietary and eating habits. Obviously doing that wasn't nearly as lucrative as my counseling business, but it did provide a little extra spending money here and there whenever I needed it. I'd already made the suggestion twice to her however about trying to help her quit that way, but so far she'd been hesitant to do so. Hypnosis bothered her a little. The thought of being under someone else's control wasn't something she was too keen on relinquishing, even to me...her own brother. And I certainly understood why. Her Ex, Jim... a man I never had thought much of, had been very controlling, very demanding...if not downright abusive.
"I told you," I said easing back in my chair, closing my notebook, "any time you'd like for me to try helping you through hypnosis, I'm willing to give it a try."
"I know," she said sipping her drink nervously looking across from me. "If I can't manage it on my own...eventually, maybe I'll let you. But...that does sort of make me wonder about something Brad," she said as she paused for a moment, taking the time to polish off her drink. I'd barely even touched my own. She stood, still obviously thinking about whatever it was she wanted to ask me about, crossing back over towards the bar, pouring herself another scotch. Something she rarely if ever did. "You ever use hypnosis for any other reasons aside from helping people to quit smoking or lose weight?"
I hadn't really. It wasn't one of the tools I generally used, though I had used it once or twice in helping a couple of women with self-esteem issues. But beyond that...not much else, and told her so.
"Why do you ask that anyway?" I asked afterwards.
She was blushing now, and obviously very nervous. If Darlene had self-esteem issues herself, I couldn't fully understand why. Though once again...that could have a lot to do with her Ex controlling husband perhaps. However now...with him out of the way, why she would continue to have any was beyond me. Even I had to admit, my sister was one damn fine looking woman. I'd never admit to her of course that as a growing adolescent, I'd had more than one inappropriate thought about her, and had even once caught her masturbating in her bedroom without her ever knowing that I had. She had a great looking body back then, and in my mind...even more so now. She'd filled out a little, especially after her divorce, looking far healthier now than she ever had, and damn sexier too.
Of course it didn't help that I was still trying to fight down an erection, sitting behind my desk as I took one of those inappropriate moments to check out my own sister's ass in the tight fitting skirt she was wearing. Not to mention those ripe-sized breasts of hers, currently wearing a thin white blouse, the lacy pattern of the bra she had on, clearly revealing that beneath it as she stood there pouring her second scotch.
Once again she crossed the room retaking her seat. "You and I have always been close..." she began fidgeting as she sat there. I once again sat back, choosing to let her continue without interruption. If I had...she might not complete whatever it was she was struggling with here. Years of practice and patience had taught me that much. "When we were kids, we used to tell one another secrets, things we wondered about...sometimes did, sometimes hadn't done...but wanted to."
I remembered those times. Some of which had indeed been fairly intimate in a matter of speaking. The closest thing we had ever really done that would have put both of our parents into an early grave had they ever learned about it, was a few months after Darlene had turned eighteen. She had come to me, informing me she'd made the decision to sleep with a particular guy she knew. Even then, I knew better than to talk her out of it, deciding to hear her out, help her get through it, what she might expect from it at the very least.
That's when she informed me, she'd never even seen a guy's penis before...let alone a stiff one. And then asked me...if she could see mine that way, so she'd have some kind of an idea as to what to expect.
Three years her senior, perhaps I should have known better, especially with her being my sister and all. But as that's all it was...and never, ever did go beyond that, not then or later even...I had done so. Just stroking it long enough to make it hard enough for her to see what one actually looked like fully erect. She had...yes admittedly, fondled it briefly, once again just getting a feel for it, no pun intended. The whole examination and curiosity had lasted all of five minutes. But she left far less afraid and unsure of herself afterwards.
I never told her I'd stayed behind out there in the barn of our parent's place furiously jerking myself off afterwards. That single little semi-innocent memory had remained one of my fondest masturbation fantasies for several years after that. Though like I said...we never did anything like it again. Two years later, Darlene was married. And a year after that...she was divorced again. Thank god she and Jim had never had any children together.
As for myself? I'd been engaged once, nearly married...but I began seeing certain sign's in my own fiancé' and taking my own advise a short time later, had broken the engagement off. I was glad that I did. Patricia, my ex fiancé ' had ended up running away with another married man...unfortunately, half of a couple I'd been counseling, trying to help at the time. I'd had no clue of course, she'd been a part of that couple's problems, and had been for quite some time. Luckily for me...no one ever made the connection. Ever since, I'd been far more careful myself, less inclined to even get involved with another woman again, and far too busy these days to even think about it.
We'd been sharing a very long moment of silence. "I'm a little embarrassed to be telling you this, especially as you are my brother...but, I've been wondering, wondering all along here...if, if...maybe it's something to do with me, why Jim reacted the way he so often did towards me."
"Such as?" I said once again sitting straight in my chair, not quite wanting to put a professional sounding tone on this...but hoping she felt comfortable enough to confide in me.
"I never once had an orgasm with him," she said her face turning scarlet. "Not once, and it never made any difference what he did...I just never did. I'm not sure...I ever will not with anyone," she said almost breaking down at this point.
"Darlene? Have you had an orgasm before though? I mean...you know, giving one to yourself through masturbation?"
"Years ago...yes. I mean long before I got married, long before I ever did anything with anyone, you remember," she actually smiled, referring to that very moment I'd been sitting there myself remembering. "I masturbated all the time...almost to the point I was starting to think there was something wrong with me because of it. So yes...most certainly I did. But never have since..."
"Not since?" I asked incredulously. "And you still do masturbate?"
"Not for a while now...no. I gave up, I mean...seriously Brad, what's the point? If I can't get myself off...who the hell can?"
She had a point there, though being my sister and all, I wasn't sure what I could really do to help her with. I mean...I'm not a physiatrist, those sort of emotional problems are outside of my level of expertise here. I could counsel her to seek help elsewhere, or recommend someone, but as far as helping her myself went...I wasn't really in any position to do so.
"No, I don't want to do that," she said simply after hearing my suggestion. "I just...I just wouldn't feel very comfortable."
"Well, I'm not sure what I can do for you then sis...not sure what I can do to help you if you're not willing to seek help from someone who can."
"Can't you?" She asked almost pleadingly. "I mean...maybe, using hypnosis or something, couldn't you figure out why I suddenly can't, or what's keeping me from being able to do so? Help me out? Make it easier for me so that I can? At least climax?"
"Jesus sis, that's not exactly anything I've ever done, or tried to help anyone to do before...especially with hypnosis. I'm not even sure I should, and especially with you being my sister and all. You sure you'd be comfortable with me even doing that?"
"You're the only one I feel like I could be," she said sincerely, eyes hopeful as she sat there pleadingly looking at me. "Won't you at least...try? I mean...if it doesn't work, maybe you won't even be able to hypnotize me. I read somewhere, that a subject has to first be willing before they can be. If they're hesitant, or afraid, I understand that they simply can't be hypnotized, isn't that basically true?"
"For some yes...for others, they're more subconsciously inclined to submit to it, even when they don't think like they can be. It's different for a lot of people. You might be one of those...it may work, or it may not. We'd have to see."
"So...you're saying you will then? At least try?"
I took a deep breath, sighing heavily. "We can try sis...but no promises. I'm not even sure what I'm looking for here, or expecting to find when I do."
"How about some of that regression therapy, you know...taking me back in time, relieving part of the past. Maybe in doing that, you'll be able to figure out why I no longer can, find out what happened, what changed things for me, even before I got married."
I gave it some more thought, and then reluctantly agreed. "Tell you what, let me do a little research on this, put a few thoughts together over the next couple of days here. So far...we've got nothing scheduled on Friday. Let's keep it that way, don't book any appointments except for yourself. We'll start bright and early Friday morning when your minds more relaxed and refreshed then. Take it from there, and see where it leads us. How's that sound?"
"Sounds like a plan, thank you Brad," Darlene said walking over to give me a kiss and a hug from behind. I felt the press of her full breasts against the back of my neck, wishing I hadn't. I'd be sitting behind this desk now for another ten or fifteen minutes or until she at least left. Which thankfully soon after, she did.
I sat jerking myself off to the thoughts of my own sister...that day out in the barn. Something I hadn't done for several years now.
And I felt guilty as hell about it afterwards. Perhaps hypnotizing my own sister wasn't such a very good idea after all. I actually sat there hoping, she couldn't be.
**
Friday came. I was nervous, and I knew damn well she had to be too. We'd taken the precaution of forwarding any and all calls straight to voicemail so there wouldn't be any interruptions that way either. We'd locked the door, posted a sign saying we were closed taking a long three-day weekend, and had turned off all the lights. But, I had done that for another reason as well. I'd been reading, confirming what I had learned a while back, that the best time to hypnotize someone fully and completely, especially if they proved out to be a difficult or unwilling subject, was to create an environment of complete and total relaxation. And that meant in this case at least, making it as dark and as quiet as possible. I had drawn all the blinds, only the smallest bit of light even coming in, barely even able to see by. Aside from that, there was only one other small table lamp on in the corner, which I had likewise thrown a small red scarf over, softening the light even more with a nice warm red glow because of it.
The day previous I had prepped my sister, telling her she was to wear something she'd be comfortable laying there in. Perhaps something she might wear to bed, thus again simulating that moment of relaxation and vulnerability we all felt when first going to sleep. If she felt comfortable and relaxed in doing that, there was far more chance of success of my actually putting her under, and then maybe...just maybe, getting some hint or some clue as to why she had suddenly started having problems achieving orgasm.
I sat waiting for her in my easy chair. Likewise comfortably dressed, a lightweight pair of sweat pants and tee shirt. I too knew this was apt to take a while, dependent upon how things went. Darlene had gone into the restroom to change, coming out moments later wearing a bathrobe.
"Don't laugh," she said as she neared the couch before sitting down on it. "But this is how I sleep...and I figured, after what you told me, this is how I'd feel the most comfortable if I was actually going to sleep...or let you hypnotize me." With that, she opened her robe setting it off to one side. She stood there in front of me with what appeared to be a man's long-sleeved dress shirt on, and not much else. I didn't laugh, if anything I swallowed hard. She looked great in it...sexy as hell, yet remaining fully covered up of course too. But then I noticed something else...the shirt looked familiar!
"Hey...that looks like..."
"It is," she laughed somewhat embarrassed. "I stole it from you, years ago. I like sleeping in shirts like this, so now I have several of them, though this one for some reason...I like sleeping in the most. It's softer, more comfortable on me when I do. That...and it makes me feel safe for some reason."
"Well, as long as you are comfortable, and remember that you are perfectly safe here...we'll begin then," I told her as she placed herself down on the couch now, legs out straight, head against her own bed pillow which I'd also asked her to bring along. Folding her arms over her chest just beneath her breasts, I told her to try and begin to relax, taking slow deep breaths for a few moments, and then concentrate on the sound of my voice. "Are you comfortable enough?" I asked.
"Yes," she said softly, a bit nervously perhaps.
"Ok, then we'll begin," I said taking a deep breath myself first...slowly letting it out. "Ok Darlene, I'm slowly going to be counting backwards from ten. As I do, I want you to concentrate solely on the sound of my voice, listening to what I tell you. As I do that, you will begin to grow sleepier and sleepier with each number I count out. Ten," I said pausing, letting her absorb the word, preparing herself subconsciously. "Nine, your eyes are already beginning to feel heavy now, getting more tired, sleepier, and sleepier...eight." I paused briefly again, checking for eye movements, twitches in her feet or hands, though her fingers remained locked together still resting on her chest. "You're getting sleepier, your eyes are growing heavier now, seven..."
Even as I counted down, I wondered if my sister would allow herself to subconsciously give over control of herself to me. For a moment she seemed to be fighting it. I noticed her knuckles turning white, fingers still interlocked. "Relax Darlene...your eyes are heavier still, Six...you feel a peaceful sensation surrounding you, warm...comforting, safe. Five..."
I looked down and finally saw her fingers begin to relax, even her face seemed more peaceful.
"You're very relaxed now Darlene...getting deeper and deeper asleep, four. Even deeper asleep, your eyes are too heavy to open, almost fully asleep now Darlene, Three...deeper...two...deeper...one. You are fast asleep, deeply...asleep. Can you hear me Darlene?"
"Yes," she said softly, sounding far off and away.
"Very good. Now...I want you to think back, think back to a time when you can remember masturbating, and having an orgasm afterwards. Can you do that?"
"Yes," she smiled actually grinning as she lay there, her hands no longer interlocked beneath her breasts, simply and comfortably lying on top of one another now.
"Where are you?"
"In my bedroom."
"How old are you?"
"Just turned...eighteen."
"Very good...so, you're masturbating yes?"
"Yes," she sighed pleasurably, almost as though she was...remembering it at least. It was strange sitting there looking down at her, my own sister, now taking her to a time and place I wasn't exactly sure I should be taking her. I felt a little like a voyeur, invading her thoughts, her secret personal thoughts and intimacies. But I had to. I knew I had to if I was to try and determine what had happened, what had changed things and made it more difficult, if not totally impossible for her to be able to achieve an orgasm.



"So...how are you touching yourself?" I asked. "What are you using to pleasure yourself with?" I had to ask that, had to find out how she obviously preferred stimulating herself, perhaps something she had used, or the way she did it had changed things perhaps.
She hesitated, obviously struggling a bit.
"Its ok Darlene...no one can see you, you're perfectly safe, alone in your room...masturbating."
"Yes."
"How are you..."
"With my fingers. I'm...I'm touching myself with my fingers, I want to put them inside me...I want to pretend it's his cock inside me...not just my fingers."
"Whose cock Darlene? Who's cock do you want to feel inside you? Jim's?" I asked. Remembering that was the guy she had told me about...that day in the barn.
"Yes...I mean no. Yes, and no," she added seemingly a bit agitated now.
"So you're nervous about letting Jim put his cock inside you then yes?"
"No, not his...maybe later, but no...not his."
I sat up, eyebrows curious. "Then whose cock Darlene? Whose cock are you nervous about?"
"My...my brothers," she moaned, her hands hugging herself now criss-crossing her chest.
I gulped. "You're thinking about your brother's cock, because of that day in the barn?"
"Yes, that day...and a week before," she added which caused me pause, now sitting they're trying to remember back in time myself. And then it hit me...I felt a wave of guilt and panic almost settle in over myself. That had to be what she was thinking about, I had to be sure. So I pressed her.
"And, what was it that happened a week before?" I now asked.
"I saw him, him at that girl...Cynthia, down by the river." I knew then she had seen me, I remembered it well myself, wondering...feeling like we were being watched, but never sure. Now I knew.
"Go on Darlene...tell me, what did you see? What did you do?"
I watched them together. I had followed them down to the river. I saw them remove one another's clothes while I stood behind a tree, and then climbed it."
"God, no wonder I never saw her...I never thought to look up into the trees!" I told myself.
"And then I watched him as he placed her down on the ground, and then he kissed her, kissed her between the legs, and I remember thinking...what is he doing to her? And then I remember her crying out, passionately, tossing her head back and forth, side to side...and then she came. She cried out so beautifully, so passionately. I wanted to kill her!"
I was stunned. My own heart now racing a thousand miles a second or so it seemed. And Darlene had suddenly grown stiff and rigid again, tense, and then she softened, her arms and limbs growing limp again.
"But then I saw him...saw his beautiful stiff cock. He moved up against her as she spread her legs for him. I saw him tease her with it, rubbing himself against her. Until she couldn't stand it anymore. She reached down, grabbing him...grabbing his prick, feeding it to herself, and then he drove into me...fucking me, over and over. Feeding me his cock, his long stiff gorgeous cock."
"Don't you mean Cynthia?" I asked. "Wasn't your brother fucking Cynthia?"
I saw the confused look come into her face, even in sleep with her eyes closed, eyelids fluttering as though having a RIM sleep, as though awake, aware. "Yes," she finally sighed, relaxing once again. "He was fucking Cynthia, and not me. Not me...not me..."
"Ok, listen to me Darlene...listen to me. After that day in the barn, going forward in time...do you remember, did you soon after lose your virginity?"
"Yes."
"To Jim?"
"Yes. To Jim...not to Brad. To Jim."
"And where was this?"
"In his car...in the back seat of his car, at the fairgrounds."
"Shit," I once again said to myself. "Not a good place, certainly not the best place for anyone to lose their virginity! And certainly not to that asshole...the asshole she eventually married.
"And...how was it? Was it nice? Was it pleasurable? Or painful?" I felt I already knew the answer before she gave it.
"No...it hurt. It hurt a lot. I cried out, told him to stop...but he wouldn't didn't...wouldn't wait for me to get used to it...just kept pushing, pushing, and then the pain. The searing pain!" Darlene was crying now.
"It's ok honey...its ok, you can't feel the pain any more...it's gone, it's now after that. You're home alone again...relax, just relax, take a deep cleansing breath and relax."
She did so, actually relaxing as I likewise took a deep breath of my own trying to calm my own heartbeat.
"So...did you try masturbating again after this?"
"Yes...but not for a while, not for many days. And then I did."
"And did you...climax? Have an orgasm?"
"Oh yes...yes," she smiled once again her face taking on an entirely different look, though this time her hands came up, actually cupping and fondling her own breasts as she lay there contentedly, remembering and recalling the moment. I was so confused myself now, fearful on the one hand by what I had already learned. Wondering...was I in fact to blame for any of this? And then on the other hand, finding myself becoming aroused, horribly and so wrongfully aroused, listening to my sister's private words, thoughts...and now actions as she actually slipped one hand inside her now unbuttoned shirt, fondling her breast though thank god she hadn't bared it.
"And what are you doing?" I had to ask again...still trying to ascertain if she did anything differently, had used something that had made it easier, and then perhaps later harder for her to achieve orgasm. "How are you touching yourself, playing with yourself..." I added trying to keep the tone lusty, for her...not for me, and yet ironically doing just that of course. She was blushing too.
"I am fucking myself...with his cock, his big beautiful cock!"
I needed to ask, but that would wait...I already had a pretty good clue. "And what is it that you're using?" She again hesitated, blushing even more. "It's ok Darlene...no one can see you, or hear you, you can tell me, it's safe...just between you and I, no one else knows, or ever will."
"A...a sausage. I'm...I'm fucking myself with a sausage from the fridge. I've...I've wrapped it, in cellophane...but even then it's nasty...dirty...I...I feel nasty, dirty. But I want to. I want to be nasty for him, dirty for him. Only him."
"Who Darlene? Who?" But again...I already knew the answer.
"For my brother."
**
And now came the hard part...not so much for her, for my sister...but for me. I had already planned on doing this, just not sure when or how appropriate it might be until that precise moment arrive. Which I saw as now. We...she, was at a point in time, in her mind where she could and still obviously did experience orgasm. Could she then actually have one now? Would she?
I had to try and find out.
"Alright, listen to me Darlene...so you're still fucking yourself with the sausage right?"
She was still blushing, but nodded her head yes. I saw her hands actually slip down now between her legs, a good sign...given the opportunity and purpose here I had planned. I took another deep breath, fighting back my own guilt at what I was about to put her through, watch...and feeling aroused as I did it. Aroused at the sight of my own sister lying there next to me, fingers even then sliding up between them. As she did that, her shirt opened fully, her beautiful bare breasts spilling out. Dark tan areolas as big around as silver dollars, nipples taut, extended, wonderfully hard. Her pussy was bare...she hadn't worn any panties either. What did that tell me? If anything? Had she subconsciously, purposely not worn any beforehand...knowing what I might find out? Discover?
"Ok Darlene...what are you thinking now? What do you see, what are you fantasizing about? What am..a, I mean what is Brad doing to you?"
"He is licking my pussy, and I am sucking his dick. We're in his bed...laying side-by-side, I can feel his tongue playing with my clit, licking it...sucking it. I am sucking him, sucking his gorgeous cock, I love his taste, I want to taste his cum, I want to drink it, swallow it, feel it spurting inside my mouth, just as when I cum, when I squirt...when I fill his mouth with my own hot juices."
If I hadn't been hard already...I sure as hell would have been by now. I'd just learned something about my own sister I hadn't known. And now the image of that was filling my own mind with desire. Desire for my own sister. Even though I knew it was wrong, and could never, ever actually happen.
"How's it feel?" I asked, my own voice giving away the raw emotion I was now feeling, though thankfully, I knew she heard it not as my voice, as Brad's voice, but as her own. I watched her fingers as they opened herself, slipping inside. I could hear the sound of her slick juices as she played in them, now openly finger-fucking herself. I could see the hardness of her exposed precious clit as she pried back the protective sheath, exposing it even more fully. A finger on either side of it now, pulling on it...pinching it.
"It feels good," she moaned deeply. "So...fucking...good! He's...he's sucking my clit, sucking it into his mouth, teasing it...teasing my cunt, my clit...oh fuck, please don't stop, please Brad...please, please don't stop. Let me cum, let me cum...let me cum! Please Brad please! Help me! Help me! Help me!"
I dropped onto my knees beside her, my hard swollen cock stiff and painful, though I minded it not. I leaned over, parting her legs even more than they already were, my tongue coming up to lap at the swollen hard little knot she still held between her own fingers, licking it...kissing it as she finally let go of it, and as I then...devoured it, sucking it between my lips.
"Oh fuck! YES! YES! YESSSSSSSSS!" She screamed out, climaxing, squirting...several streamers of hot sticky girl juice suddenly erupting from inside, the spray of her ecstasy overpowering as she thrashed wildly there on the couch. Her hands squeezing, molding her own breasts as she continued to hump herself up and down, driving her cunt into my face as I held on, drinking her, trying to anyway...as she gave herself over to the sweetness of her magnificent pleasure.
**
I sat back in my chair, licking my lips, enjoying...no, savoring, the taste of my own sister's cunt. Darlene was at peace with herself again...smiling, obviously content, one hand back down between her legs, but this time only lightly petting herself, just as her other hand continued doing to one of her breasts.
At least I had one answer.
"Ok Darlene...moving forward in time again. I need you to move forward in time, to the last time you remember, touching yourself, when you couldn't...or didn't have an orgasm. Can you do that? Can you remember it?"
She fought with this one, which I knew she would. Purposely trying to forget it, lock it away, never ever remember the why of it again. "No...no please. Let me enjoy this...have this."
"You will Darlene, you will. I promise you, you will. But first...you have to tell me, tell me why Darlene, why couldn't you anymore? What happened to change it?"
"I...I can't. I just can't. I can't let him see that, let him have that. He can't have that. He doesn't deserve it, not...not the way he treats me, hits me...abuses me. I won't...I can't. Not ever. I don't deserve it either...I don't deserve to have this. Only with my brother, and I know I can't. I never will. I shouldn't...I won't. I won't...never again. I won't."
I knew now I had the answer I'd been looking for, as strange as it may seem. And I had the answer for her as well. Though up until a few moments ago, I'd have never considered it, beyond the wild, decadent imaginings of my own youth years ago now.
I stood up, removing my clothes. Nestling myself between my sister's legs, placing the tip of my cock at the opening of her wet, slick juicy cunt.
"Aright Darlene...listen to me. I'm going to bring you awake again. When I reach the count of one...you will be fully and completely awake. You will remember everything...and everything will be perfectly all right when you do. When you open your eyes...you will see me, and you will tell me...your brother, what it is that you really want. And don't be afraid to say it. Whatever it is...no matter what it is, and no matter what it is that you see. Do you understand?"
"Yes..." she said softly, once again sounding far and away.
"Aright then Sis...Ten, Nine, Eight...you're starting to wake up now...more alert, remembering everything you told me...all of it. Seven, Six, Five...you're almost awake now. Four...Three...Two...One. You're awake!"
Darlene opened her eyes, alert, slightly frightened and confused for a moment perhaps. But then she smiled, reached up, her hands coming up to grab the back of my ass pulling me towards her.
"I am awake...now. I am awake...and I know what I want, what I need. Fuck me Brad, fuck me...please fuck your sister, she needs it...she needs you. Always has, always will...you have no idea how long I have wanted this, needed this...needed you!"
I let her pull me into her, sliding into that still hot wet slippery sheath. "Oh...I think I have a pretty good idea now sis," I grinned. And then kissed her, hotly pleasurably as our souls and bodies became one, never separating again.
-End-
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I stepped off the bus double checking the address on the slip of paper I held in my hand. The small theatre I'd been told to arrive at appeared to be just around the corner. I was early yet, and decided to take advantage of the time walking into a nearby Starbucks ordering a coffee. While I sat sipping that, I checked myself out in a small mirror I kept in my purse. Taking a moment to run my fingers through my short dark hair, sassing it up just a bit. I likewise checked out my almost non-existent lipstick and makeup. The part I was auditioning for in the little known play, was for a lesbian, though in the beginning, she wasn't supposed to see herself as one, only mildly curious. I laughed to myself as I sat there staring at my reflection. The truth was...I was. When I'd gone in for my initial interview I had felt like the part fit me perfectly. And so had the assistant casting director after she'd looked me over and given me a small part to read.
It wasn't a big role by any means. I only had a few lines, and one semi-steamy scene where I'd been asked if I'd be comfortable exposing my breasts on stage briefly. I'd never done any kind of a nude scene before, even a brief one. Aside from a few provocative photos my ex-boyfriend had taken, that was pretty much the extent of my exhibitionist side. Needless to say, I was more than a bit nervous.
In addition to my short sassy dark hair, which I didn't think looked too butch, and which the director didn't want either, the fact I also didn't have overly large breasts though I had certainly received several nice comments on them, and plenty of admiring looks from both men and women in the past. They were still pretty nice sized, without being too big. And interestingly enough, I hardly ever wore a bra as it was, most of the time enjoying the freedom of not having to do so. And besides, in the play I wouldn't be wearing one either, making it easier when the time came for me to simply reach down, pull my tee shirt over my head, turn...and then walk into the bedroom where it was hoped my new found girlfriend would then follow me. Her ex lover, supposedly there in the sitting room trying to entice the woman I'd just met into going back to her. Like I said, it was a small role with only a couple of lines.
I sat at the table sipping my coffee. "Well? Are you coming or not?" I looked at myself in the mirror, saying it again, a bit differently this time. "Well...are you...coming or not?" I didn't like that one, and said it again the way I had the first time. Not realizing another woman had taken a seat at the small table next to mine.
"Just say where and when!" I suddenly heard, turning. I blushed, realizing the slightly older, yet good-looking woman had heard me. I laughed, apologizing.
"I'm sorry...I didn't realize I was speaking so loudly," I informed her. "I'm ah...auditioning for a small part in a play," I further explained.
"Oh, I see...sorry to hear that, I hoped for a moment there, that you might actually be propositioning me," she laughed back, not at all being serious, though perhaps flirting a little. Which caught me off guard just a bit. I took those few moments to study her as she stood up taking her coffee with her, approaching me.
"May I?" She asked
"Please do," I invited.
I noticed the woman was tall, had shoulder length strawberry colored hair that was lustrous and seemed to catch the morning sun just right, hinting at the various hues and streaks of differing colors in her hair. For a moment, it almost looked as though her hair was on fire, sitting next to the window the way she was with the sun shining through it. She had green, though perhaps more like hazel colored eyes, full sensual lips that were quite noticeable, especially when she smiled. She looked professional, business like, wearing a matching skirt and jacket, though I noticed her more than ample breasts seemed to be straining against the fairly sheer white blouse she had on beneath it. I could see the dainty lace pattern in the bra she was wearing, and for a split second in time as she took her seat, found myself actually wondering what her breasts might look like.
"My names Carol," she said introducing herself, extending her hand to me. "So...you're auditioning for a play are you?"
"Jessica," I responded back taking her hand shaking it. "And yes I am. Not a big part, only a small one. But hopefully if I land this part, maybe I'll get a chance at an even bigger one next time."
"So what's the part?" She asked taking an interest.
"Well, it's for the role of a young curious woman named Cindy. She's just met this lesbian in a bar, who has invited her to come home with her, which she does. Only she's never actually been with another woman before, but has decided she now wants to. Though she hasn't told the Rachel, the other character in the play, who's invited her to come home with her that fact either. Anyway, they arrive, there's a bit of kissing, some light petting, and then there's a knock on the door. The girl whose apartment it is naturally goes to it, and finds her ex-lover standing there. She comes in. There's a moment of indecision of course, this internal struggle as the ex-girl friend pleads with her to take her back. That sort of thing. That's when I make my own decision, finding this sudden threat to my very first opportunity to satisfy my curiosity about being with a woman. So I reach down, grab the hem of my tee shirt and pull it off, letting her see my breasts for a moment. I then turn, walk into her bedroom..."
"And that's when you say, "Well? Are you coming... or not?"
"Exactly!" I laughed hearing this mature, very attractive woman speaking the lines I'd meant to say. And saying them in exactly the way I now wished I had myself first spoken them. "Say that again," I said surprising her.
She smiled, sitting back in her chair looking at me. "Well? Are you coming...or not?"
I liked how she said it. She'd paused just briefly, just enough, giving emphasis to the word 'coming' which hinted at a double meaning perhaps. Just hearing her say it the way she had, had sounded like she was asking about that, and not actually asking about if the woman was going to join her or not. But if she was going to cum with her or not. I liked it, and told her so.
"Well after what you told me...about the curious character Cindy? I think she sees this ex-lover as a real threat to her chance at finding out what it's like to make love to another woman. And given the situation, it appears this is her one shot at achieving that. She needs to express that ultimatum to the other woman, as though this is her one and only shot to enjoy that herself. So the question is then, does she? Or does she go running back to the ex-girlfriend, someone she's obviously already been with. Does she want to deal with whatever problems existed that separated the two of them in the first place? Or...does she look to the future for something new and different?"
"That's...that's it exactly!" I exclaimed grinning from ear to ear.
"So...how does it turn out?" Carol asked.
Once again I laughed. "I don't really know. I wasn't given a copy of the entire play to read yet, only this scene, as it's the only scene I'm auditioning for. So really...I don't have a clue."
She smiled finishing her coffee, and then looking at her wristwatch. "Well, I best be off. But good luck with your audition. And if I were you...I'd try reading it just that way. I think it has more of an impact for one thing, and certainly gets her point across quite clearly without coming right out and saying...I want to fuck you."
I think my mouth was hanging open when she said that. Reason being...if I didn't know any better, I could have sworn, she'd just told me...that she actually wanted to do just that. Fuck me! I sat looking at her for a moment more, just as she did. It was perhaps just a split second in total, but it was time enough for the hesitation on both of our parts to speak volumes. She then smiled again, turning. "Like I said...good luck."
I sat watching her through the window as she walked down the street. Which is also when I felt the moisture pooling between my legs, something I hadn't realized until that very moment.
"Damn! Double-damn!" I said to myself. Wishing now that I'd at least gotten her number, or given her mine. And then the more I sat there thinking about it, the more I realized it was probably wishful thinking on my part. I convinced myself that hadn't actually been a come on. In the first place, there was nothing about her that actually hinted at her being a lesbian herself. Not that she had any sort of look one way or the other, as many didn't, including myself.
But then again...I wasn't a lesbian either. I'd never even touched another woman before, though I had certainly thought about it. Still having a few more minutes, I collected myself, finished my coffee, silently spoke the line once more the way she'd said it. And then headed out onto the sidewalk myself. It was time to audition.
**
I was both surprised and disappointed upon entering the theater. The place was packed! Still standing outside in the foyer, I realized there must have been three dozen young women standing there, all auditioning for two very small parts. The only good thing was, each of them appeared and looked just as nervous as I did.
"Alright girls, listen up please?" Someone spoke, and then as we all turned facing to where the sound of the voice had come from, a woman perhaps in her mid thirties stood there holding onto some sort of a clipboard. "Today we're auditioning for the roles of Cindy, the pickup girl from the bar, and for the role of Danny, the ex-girlfriend. If you'll all follow me into the theatre, I would like all the Cindy's seated on the left side, and all the Danny's seated on the right side. We'll call you up in pairs and then walk through the scene a couple of times each. The first will be a simple practice and instruction, the second will be the audition itself. We will expect live action and performance, which for the Cindy's will include removal of your upper garments. So I do hope you have come prepared and are expecting to do that."
There was a bit of nervous chattering along with a few giggles as everyone filed into the small auditorium, the small un-set stage just beyond. I now recognized the woman who had just spoken to us as the woman I had first interviewed with. She now took a seat just in front of the stage along with an older man, and a slightly older looking woman, both of whom she briefly conferred with. She then walked up onto the stage carrying her clipboard, which she placed down on a small table. She then called out two names, one from each side who then walked up towards the stage as she briefly set and described the scene. I sat looking on, somewhat elated that I'd at least have this opportunity to see how the other girls spoke the part, how they looked, their facial expressions long before I hopefully had to do so.
I had even taken quite a bit of an unexpected interest when it came to the moment in the scene where the character Cindy removed the shirt she was wearing, thus exposing and revealing her breasts. Though most of the girls were indeed small busted, one or two had rather large sized breasts, and though interesting to see them admittedly, I felt like they were more of a deterrent to the scene being acted than actually adding to it. All you really did look at where the tits, not the woman, and certainly not to what she was saying when she spoke those all too familiar lines.
"Well? Are you coming or not?"
**
Thirty minutes later after having seen several girls go up on stage and perform, Jessica was now having doubts about herself. She had seen several girls who she thought had done a very good job, not to mention having nice attractive bodies too, all of which had been a bit smaller in the bust, which she felt they were truly looking for. One young woman having amazing nipples, though whether those would be looked at as being attractive and adding to the part, or like the larger breasted women, being more of a detraction, she wasn't sure. Still...she now wondered if she truly had any real chance at all.
"Jessica Weatherly? Susan Johnston? You're next!"
It took a moment for me to realize that my name had actually been called, but then I did, jumping up from my seat, heading towards the stage. I felt like I had a stone the size of a basketball sitting in my gut, not to mention my throat suddenly being dry as the two of us now stood there, listening to Kathy describe for us the scene. Something we both of course already knew.
"Kathy? I think I'd like to do the scene with these girls myself this time."
Kathy, Susan and myself all turned as one towards the sound of the voice. Once again it took a moment, and then I gasped in surprise. It was Carol! The woman I had spoken with earlier inside Starbucks!
Kathy grinned turning back around facing the two of us, though announcing to everyone as she did. "Everyone? In case you don't know, or aren't aware of who she is...this is Carol May. She's the featured star of our little off Broadway play, as well as being a very well know, female producer and director. She is the first woman to actually produce erotic films designed especially for women."
I had heard the name, had in fact seen a couple of movies she'd produced, and had found them not pornographic at all, but very sensual, very erotic and very emotionally moving.
I stood in total disbelieve as Carol came up to stand between us, speaking to us momentarily. She looked at me only briefly, a small smile coming into her face.
"Ok, you already know your places...and your lines correct?"
All I could do was nod my head, still in a small state of shock here.
"Good," she said once again turning towards me specifically. "Just say them the way I taught you to do earlier," she winked. Now I smiled though once again nodding my head. Susan walked over to the blue line that had been taped out on the floor, where the imaginary door was, me...taking my own mark a bit more centered on the stage, Carol now standing in front of me.
"Ok, let's pick up the scene where the two of you are holding one another, kissing and fondling each other just a little, swaying slightly to the music playing. There wasn't any music, that too was pretend, but Carol then took me into her arms, holding me, actually kissing me on the neck, gently swaying there with me for a moment. She then whispered. "Touch me...like it was for real."
I brought my hand up, cupping her soft yet firm breast. She had of course changed out of the clothes she'd been wearing earlier, now dressed more simply, yet even then smartly as I gingerly caressed her, kissing her back, tilting my head just a little as she mouthed my neck nipping at it gently. A flood of shivers now running up and down my spine, the feel of her hand now touching me, caressing my own breast through the thin layered material of the tee I was wearing.
"OK...knock! Knock!" Kathy announced loudly.
Moments later I was standing there looking at her, my line coming up. Reaching down now, pulling up my tee shirt removing it, standing there on stage, bare breasted, the thrill and excitement of doing so readily apparent. My nipples hard as rocks, though not so much from the sudden coolness of the air, as from the actual tingling arousal I was still feeling from the touch of her hand and fingers actually teasing it only moments ago.
I turned walking towards the red line, representing the bedroom, reaching it, turning looking back, and then said. "Well? Are you coming...or not?"
"And...cut!" Kathy announced standing. "Very nice, thank you..."
"One moment...I'd like to try something," Carol suddenly said surprising everyone. Though no one obviously dared make an issue out of it when she did. "I think I'd like to change the scene...just a little. Make it a bit more sensual, more provocative. And I think it will give the scene a bit more dramatic effect as well. Having Danny's character entering the apartment, using her own key in doing so as opposed to knocking and being invited in. She comes in...and there is Cindy, and Rachel, dancing and swaying together in the middle of the floor, just as we were doing, except...they are both topless, thus there is more intimacy already being expressed and shown. This then heightens the intensity and uncertainty of each one of the characters in a much more dramatically defined way. So...let's do it again, but this time, beginning with the two women having already removed their tops."
I hadn't even bothered putting mine back on yet when Kathy had called cut the first time. Carol now unbuttoned her blouse, and then her bra removing them both, tossing them off haphazardly towards where Kathy was standing. Once again Susan moved back to the blue tape on the floor, looking a touch bewildered, as Carol and I moved back out center stage. Once again she whispered to me before Kathy called action.
"Now you can really touch me," she grinned, this time leaning in to kiss me deeply as our mouths met, tongues already beginning to dance within one another's mouths, fingers and hands exploring, the hardness of her sweet tender nipple locked between my fingers as I cupped her breast, scissoring it between them.
"Ready? And then action!" Kathy spoke once again. As once again...we did the scene, only this time truly caressing, toying and kissing one another, all the way up through my line when I walked away, reaching the door turning back towards her.
"Well? Are you coming...or not?"
**
I had retaken my seat back in the audience after redressing again. Carol remained on stage of course, playing her own part intermixing with the last few girls still waiting their turns. Finally, everyone who'd come there to audition had done so. We all now sat as Carol who had put her blouse back on, though it remained unbuttoned, her beautiful breasts still partially showing, stood with Kathy and the older man and woman, all of which were no doubt voicing and expressing their opinions on who had won the parts. Minutes later they had come to a consensus as Kathy retook the stage.
"Before I announce who we've decided on, I just wanted to thank each and every one of you for taking the time out to come here and audition for us today. This wasn't an easy choice. We have a lot of fine young actors with amazing potential to be choosing from. However, I believe we have also made that choice. So, I'd like to announce the following. For the role of Danny? And the role of Cindy? Would Marsha Jensen, and Patricia Green stand up please?"
There were a few audible moans and groans, though a smattering of hands clapping in congratulations as well. Though not many. The two girls of course squealing in delight upon hearing their names.
My heart sank. Though not too unexpectedly, both girls had indeed been very good, so I shouldn't have been too terribly surprised or upset. And yet, I was. Marsha? Patricia? You two will be the first under studies, in the event that the next two chosen actors cannot perform for any reason. Jessica Weatherly and Tracy Monroe...congratulations. You have been awarded the roles of Cindy and Rachel respectively.
One again I was stunned. I had heard my name, saw the knowing smile on Carol's face as she stood there looking at me, even as the first two girls names were called.
"Thank you everyone for coming, and we do hope you will come and audition for us again sometime. As for Jessica? Tracy? Marsha and Patricia? If you could stay for a few moments please? We have a few details to go over with you, as well as getting you a complete copy of the entire play."
Carol walked over speaking to me briefly. "When you're done here...come see me in the back. I have a small little dressing room. I'd like to speak to you after you're finished here," she informed me, and with that leaned over giving me a quick brief kiss on the cheek.



My mind was a jumble of emotions for one thing. Elation, excitement, a bit of confusion still too perhaps. And then of course...curiosity. Why had Carol asked to see me, to speak with me again, unless it was simply to congratulate me, which I figured most likely. After being handed my copy of the entire play, and after Kathy had given us a rehearsal schedule, we were all then excused. I waited for a moment, allowing the others to wander off, leaving, before turning and heading back past the curtain where Kathy now stood holding it open for me.
"She's around back, in there," she grinned. "Congratulations by the way. I really am looking forward to working with you...as I know Carol is."
Just a short distance away I could see the door that Kathy had pointed towards. It had Carol's name on it, "Carol May". I knocked.
"Come in," she answered the moment I had. I opened it stepping in. She stood in front of the small dressing table, already uncorking a wine bottle. "It's not Champagne, but it is a very nice wine," she told me pouring a glass, handing it to me. "We'll save the bubbly after we've received our first reviews," she grinned clinking her glass against my own. She still hadn't bothered to button up her blouse as yet either. Her full beautiful breasts still peeking at me from beneath the partially folded material of her blouse. It took a moment for me to tear my eyes away from her, looking back up once again at her face. She finished her drink sitting it down, turned walking over to where I suddenly noticed a large couch was.
"Well, Are you coming...or not?"
I laughed then, as she did. Reaching down once more, yanking my tee shirt over my head, just as she stood slipping out of her own blouse allowing it to fall to the floor near her feet. I reached her in seconds, once again our mouths coming together, tongues fencing wildly, furiously. Her hands already fumbling with the button on my jeans, and then yanking down on the zipper as I too unzipped the skirt she was wearing, watching it fall down around where her blouse lay. She then pushed me against the wall, I felt her pinning my hands over my head. As she did, she bent down, kissing my neck, and then continuing to kiss further down as she held me. My head was spinning, my breath frantic, panting as I felt her lips first encircling one breast, and then the other.
"Do you remember what I said to you earlier?" She asked.
"Yes!" I moaned deeply, knowing the truth now.
"And what was that?" She asked, still kissing, still nipping my breasts, teasing my nipples with her mouth back and forth, back and forth.
"You said...you, you wanted to fuck me!" I groaned again as she finally released my hands, now pushing me turning me towards the couch, literally pushing me down on to it. She dropped to the floor in front of me, grabbing the bottoms of my jeans, yanking on them as my pants came off, and with them as though a magic act, the small bikini panties I had also been wearing.
"I still do. And you? Would you like to fuck me as well Jessica? Would you indeed like to find out what it's like making love to another woman? Fucking her? Tasting her cunt? While she in turn tastes yours?"
"Oh yes! Yes! Fuck yes!" I wailed as she finished pulling my jeans off entirely, now leaving me naked, just as she was.
Carol crawled on top of me, pinning me to the couch. Once again her hands taking mine, stretching them up and over my head, her mouth on my mouth, kissing, sucking my tongue. I could feel her breasts mashing into my own, nipple kissing nipple, digging into my flesh as she softly, yet heatedly used her own breasts in caressing mine with.
"Before I fuck you, I'm going to taste you," she said hotly. "You have been eaten before yes?"
"Yes..yes of course," I responded back, though my voice quivered excitedly as I did so.
"Just not by another woman before correct?"
"Correct," I responded back again finding it difficult to talk. Already I could feel the juices pooling inside my cunt, threatening to overflow, run down between my legs, that's how hot I really was.
"And you of course then...have never gone down on another woman's pussy then have you?"
"No...no, I haven't."
"But you want to."
"Yes...oh god yes, I do!"
"And you will, but like I said...not until I have shown you what it's like," she said now teasing me, once again kissing and sucking my breasts, one hand fondling, her mouth and lips sucking torturing the other. I was in heaven.
But I had no idea what heaven really was until she moved lower, only then her lips and mouth beginning to tickle and hint at the pleasures to come. I felt her tongue lightly dance between my lips, the moisture I'd already secreted now bathing her face. She mewled wantonly, licking, lapping, her tongue not yet seeking out, nor finding my clit. Both hands still upon my breasts as I placed mine over them, enjoying the tender feel of her caress, pinching and pulling now on my own supersensitive nipples as she cupped my breasts, holding them for me, still kneading them like a contented cat.
And then her lips found my sweet center. I felt her tongue lash out rapidly, yet softly...almost fleetingly against my clit. I felt dizzy, even more light headed than I had ever felt before, just as the pressure increased, as her fingers now joined, seeking the depths of my soul, fingering the erotic juices that now poured from within me like a molten volcano.
I couldn't help but thrash wildly beneath her, the intensity of what she was doing to me driving me nearly mad with lust and desire for her.
"Come for me baby...come for me. Let me taste that sweet honey nectar, even more so than what I already am," she purred once again lapping away, now fingering, thrusting and finding my "G" spot, triggering what I knew was going to be one of the most intense orgasms of my entire life.
I had no idea. When I came, it was beyond anything I had ever felt ever experienced before. My mind went numb with the sheer pleasure of it, pure bliss. And even as I came, continued to cum, she moved up once again towards me. I felt her slide beneath me, one leg over mine, the other under. And then in seconds, the press of her equally bare cunt kissing mine. I felt her press, pressing back. Orgasm still claiming me as another washed over me. I fucked her, she fucked me back. Pussy to pussy, kissing like two mouths, clits rubbing, juices spurting from each one of us. I had never done that before...and now was. Just as she was. I felt her squirt, felt the fine misty spray of her delicious spending bathing me, just as I now was doing to her.
And then as one, we slowed, still moving, still thrusting though ever so slowly...so gently, gradually coming down.
"Holy fucking shit!"
She laughed, still moving against me. "You liked that huh? Liked getting fucked by a woman?"
"Oh yes! God yes!" I said once again moving against her, hearing the sounds of two very wet, two very delicious sweet smelling cunts as they continued to kiss, to press, to devour one another.
"So...think this will help with your performance now? Knowing what it's like? What it really feels like? Being with another woman now?"
I slid out from beneath her, now pressing her back, slithering down her beautiful body, kissing and now sucking her breasts, working my way down lower still.
"Perhaps not entirely yet," I moaned softly, licking her for the first time. "But I'm certainly willing to rehearse until I do, especially now that I have the part."
"You do that baby...you certainly do. And I certainly am...coming for you. Again."
And she did too.
-End-
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It was the second year that the six of us had come up here to spend a long weekend together. Jeff and his wife Rebecca, a tall very buxom brunette, Pete, and "Repeat", as we called her, Susan...because she looked more like his sister than his wife, each of them with dirty blonde hair, hazel eyes, and short in stature at not even five and a half feet, though again Susan too had fairly large breasts. Though not as large as my wife's were, more noticeable because of her short size perhaps, almost looking top heavy. And then there was my wife Darlene and myself. Personally, I thought my fiery little redhead was the most attractive of the lot, though again...most likely, I was just prejudiced in that regard. But the thing I loved so much about Darlene was her total lack of inhibitions, and carefree attitude about life and love. That...and her almost too daring nature, especially when it came to matters of sexual persuasion. But once again...it was just another aspect about her personality that kept life extremely interesting, especially for me.
The old cabin we were staying in had been in the family for years, an old hunting cabin. Its purpose and intent had never been one of luxury or spaciousness, even though for an old cabin like it was, even then it was still pretty big. Inside, it was basically just one gigantic room. A fairly large fireplace filled one wall, an open area in front of it plenty large enough to sleep the six of us comfortably together on air mattresses and sleeping bags. There was seriously no real privacy, which had limited everyone's libidos to some extent, as we'd all been forced to put up with the lack of sexual activities the last time we'd been up here together. Though Darlene and I had snuck off once or twice to fool around out in the forest, as we were pretty sure the rest of them had done as well a time or two.
There was a small kitchen area and a table just large enough to seat the six of us together, where we very often played cards late into the evening. Lighting was all by lantern or candlelight. We did most of the cooking outside on the porch utilizing the barbeques or Dutch ovens we'd brought along with us. It was needless to say rustic in every aspect. But the scenery, serenity and quietness of the mountain area where the cabin was, made the trip up here well worth it.
We'd already finished up with dinner, gotten a nice warm fire going as even the nights during the summer time could get pretty cool in the mountains. Darlene had already made up a batch of Margaritas for us to sit down and enjoy together which was usually the case. Later on cards perhaps...again, as usual.
We'd already managed to kill off one pitcher of margaritas as Darlene began making another when Rebecca asked me a question.
"So David...how many years now has it been that the three of you've been coming up here anyway?"
Jeff, Pete and I had been friends for years, growing up as kids in the same old neighborhood in fact. Years later, old enough to hunt, we'd started out coming up here with dad, and then later just by ourselves. When the idea and concept of hunting didn't appeal to any of us any more, we'd continued our yearly excursions up here even then for several years. Up until we'd all started getting married. And then hadn't done so for several years. Now...here we were again, just like in the old days...but now with our respective wives in tow.
As we started in on the second pitcher of margaritas, and with everyone starting to feel their oats at this point, it wasn't too unexpected when Darlene brought up a rather embarrassing question.
"So tell me honey...if you and your friends no longer came up here to go hunting, what did you do? Sit around and jerk off?"
Unknowingly, she had hit the nail on the head so to speak. Early on when we'd been young, much younger, we'd actually done just that. And by the look in each one of our respective faces when she mentioned that, she knew...as did the other wives, she had inadvertently stumbled onto something.
"You did didn't you! The three of you...sitting around, watching one another jerk yourselves off! Oh my god!" She laughed, as did the other wives, all teasing and jabbing at us now with their personal questions.
In an effort to deflect part of that perhaps, though it was already too late to sit here and deny any of it, Pete did remember something and then curiously scrambled over to check out our old stash, wondering if it was still even there. Something I myself had completely forgotten about at this point.
"You think your dad ever discovered our stash of Playboys?" he asked. I laughed, curious now myself.
"I don't know...check it out, see if they're actually still there!"
Long ago, we had in fact stashed a collection of old dog-earned Playboys, and then later, one or two really pornographic magazines up in the rafters. A portion of the ceiling area had been given a false shelf of sorts where dad sometimes stored things. It was there we had put up yet another false front in front of that, tacked down so we could still get at it easily enough, but where we had long ago placed our "Jerk off" material as we'd called it. Using the bench seat to stand on from the table, Pete easily pulled himself up into that old section.
"Careful Pete! I don't want you hurting yourself up there," Susan warned. "I can just see us having to rush you to the hospital from falling and breaking your neck...or worse."
"Yeah, like his hard cock if he actually finds those porn mags," Jeff quipped. Even I laughed at that...it had been Pete who'd been the first one brave enough between the three of us to actually whip his out and start wacking it off the first time we discovered what had then been dad's collection of magazines. We'd simply added to it after that with the far more dirty, filthy porn magazines we'd brought along.
"Very funny," we heard Pete calling down as he rummaged around in the old creaky loft area looking for the false boards we'd nailed over one section of the ceiling. "Ah...found it!" he called out seconds later, and then using his knife to pry that section away, laughed out loud. "Oh my god! They're still up here!"
"Bring them down...I want to see what the three of you used to look at when you jerked off," my wife said calling up to him. "And probably still do," she then said turning to the other girls, likewise making them laugh.
Almost gingerly he handed four well-worn magazines down to my wife, lowering himself down seconds afterwards. By the time he had, Darlene had already taken them over to the table spreading them all out for us to look at. "This one might actually be worth some money," Rebecca said thumbing through the really old Playboy.
"I doubt it," I told her. The covers really torn for one thing, and I happened to remember, we...ah...well, the three of us sort of destroyed the centerfold as I recall, and ended up burning it."
"Why'd you do that?" Susan asked curiously. "Was she ugly or something?"
Darlene burst out laughing. "Oh honey...I doubt that. Remember now, they sort of admitted to sitting around jerking off looking at these, try and picture it unless I miss my guess...the three of them standing there mostly likely squirting their white sticky stuff all over the centerfold. Back then...boys did that when they didn't have anyone else to squirt it on," she continued chuckling. Though once again, my wife had nailed that one too. I could still clearly remember the day we had done that, and by the embarrassed looks on Jeff and Pete's faces, they could too.
"I believe you're right Darlene, look at this one, some of the pages are actually stuck together!" Rebecca exclaimed letting out a squeal of feigned disgust as she held it up trying to shake the pages apart. "God, how much cum did you guys squirt on this one anyway?" She continued to laugh poking fun at the three of us.
"A lot," I openly admitted. That was the first real x-rated porn magazine any of us had ever seen before. Needless to say, it became the primary one we used to look at while jerking off too. First time any of us had actually seen anything where the men and women were really doing it. Where you could actually see that they were."
"Wow, no shit! Look at this one!" Rebecca suddenly exclaimed showing everyone the other x-rated magazine she held in her hand. One of the larger old black and white photos actually showed a guy standing there in the throes of climax. The camera had caught the precise moment he'd shot a ribbon of semen. It showed a long lengthy rope of it shooting off into the air, the look of orgasmic joy etched in his face, caught forever in time. "That's fucking hot!" She then added surprising everyone. And almost as one, we all turned looking at Jeff, his face beet red, though grinning.
"Yeah, she likes it when I do that...like's ah...well you know, seeing me squirt."
"Ditto that!" My wife said joining in. I LOVE seeing guys squirt, something very sexy...very provocative about seeing that."
I had no idea where any of this was going of course, but I was starting to feel slightly uncomfortable. Not because of what was being said, but because I was actually getting horny standing here listening to it.
"You know...maybe we should change the subject and play a game or something?" I suggested. Once again, my wife knowing full well of my sudden discomfort pounced on it.
"Why is that honey? Getting a little too horny are we?"
I just smile at her and nodded my head. No sense trying to hide the fact that I was, or that the air suddenly seemed a little sexually charged.
"Yeah, maybe we should play a game," Darlene said turning towards the other two girls. She then walked over towards them, drawing them off to one side, whispering.
"Ah oh..." I said looking at my friends. "Something tells me, we're not in Kansas anymore."
That too had been a running joke amongst the three of us. Having grown up in Kansas City, whenever we embarked on some adventure, or did something we were very likely to regret later, we had a tendency to say that.
When I saw Susan suddenly look over towards where the three of us were standing, and actually blushing a bit...though nodding her head yes to whatever, I knew then...we were in trouble. If my wife could convince shy little Susan to go along with whatever she had in mind, then that didn't bode well for the three of us. They soon parted, coming back towards us, evil wicked smiles on each of their faces.
"Ok...what?" I simply had to ask. "I know that look Darlene...what are you up to now?"
"Like you suggested, a little game, something to pass the time, make things sort of interesting, for all of us."
"What...kind...of...a...game?" I said slowly, worriedly. Like I said, I knew my own wife.
"Let's call it...tit, for tat."
"Tit for what?" Pete asked.
"Boob's for dicks then," if you prefer. "Tits for tat...or rather that...them," she said pointing at our lower extremities.
"You're kidding right?" Jeff asked anxiously...though more hopefully perhaps as his voice had gone up an octave upon asking that.
"Girls?" Darlene said turning towards them. "Let's show them that we're serious here," and with that, all three suddenly reached down pulling off the tee shirts they were wearing. Now true...they all had bra's on. No worse than the bikinis we'd all seen them wearing before...but there was something about bras in general, especially when they were actually threatening, or rather promising...to show you more.
"You're...you're serious!" I exclaimed realizing that my wife was anyway, though I still wasn't sure about the other two.
"Very," she challenged back. "And as a sign of good-faith here," she now stood reaching behind her back, undoing the clasp on her bra, which I did think surprised Susan a little when she did that. She allowed it to fall away from her shoulders, though still managing to catch it against herself, not quite revealing her magnificent breasts. "Well? Jeff? Pete? You don't count David...you've already seen my tits. But if they want to, then one of them at least, has to show us some dick here."
"Oh for heaven's sake's Jeff, do it...pull your pants down," his wife challenged him. "You know how much of an exhibitionist you truly are...so now's your chance. Especially if you really want to see Darlene's tits, like you're always telling me about how much you'd like to," she said startling everyone including Darlene, who now smiled looking directly at him.
"Well? Tit for tat. Last chance...now or never!" She said staring at him directly. And then Jeff began unbuckling his pants, though turning towards the two of us.
"Don't look at me!" He exclaimed. "This might be a once in a life-time opportunity here, and if you guys think I'm going to pass this up...you're crazy!"
Good old Jeff. He always could be counted on to be the first amongst us to do something like this, but in doing so...he also knew, the two of us would soon follow. Before I knew it, both Pete and I were now undoing our pants. All three of us at the point of dropping trow, though now it was up to the other two girls to get to the same point my wife was...tits free.
To my surprise, both Susan and Rebecca had reached back around themselves, likewise undoing their bras, though like my wife, still holding them firmly against their chests even after they had.
"On the count of three then? We all show? One? Two? Three!"
Pete, Jeff and I all dropped our pants, though funny enough...Jeff was the only one with a full blown erection. I was partially so, with Pete not even close. But then again, he'd also been the one most nervous around us, even after we'd gotten comfortable jerking ourselves off in front of one another years ago. Pete had without a doubt, the biggest dick I'd yet seen, and that included a few porn movies to boot. It didn't stay that way long however, nor did mine. Not with the three of us standing there looking at three gorgeous pairs of tits.
And the night was just getting started.
**
"Now then, that wasn't so bad was it?" My wife asked the three of us. And though they both stood there smiling, (Jeff and his hard dick) I knew that there was more to this than what was meeting the eye here. I could almost see it coming. "Now then...how about we move onto the next...tit for tat, especially seeing that good old Jeff appears to be more than ready for it."
"Next...tit for....tat?" Pete asked worriedly. I almost felt sorry for him. Almost.
"Yeah, let's see if you guys can do as well as this picture of the guy here shooting his load," Rebecca said speaking up.
"You are joking right?" Pete said incredulously. "You really don't expect me to...to stand here and actually jerk myself off in front of you now do you? Really?"
And now it was my turn to look incredulous as Darlene began undoing the shorts she had on, dropping them down around her ankles seconds later. "Well certainly not without a little additional incentive at least. Like I said...tit for tat. So...here's your next, well...not tit, but how's a bare-naked pussy sound? Willing to do it then?"
Up until now I figured this was a little silly alcohol talking, and the girls just trying to yank our chains. My wife had upped the ante so to speak in seeing if any of us...including me, were that willing to take it to that extreme. Even Susan looked a bit skeptical at this point, her hands actually coming up to criss-cross over her breasts as she stood there looking on...wondering.
Jeff looked at Rebecca, but all she did was snicker, commenting to my wife in a half whisper. "He wants to SO bad...look how hard his dick is, problem is...the other two. They're acting shy."
"Men!" Darlene laughed snickering in agreement. "Hard to get them to do anything their uncomfortable doing...or don't want to do, let alone getting them hard. Well...Pete and David anyway. Guess that might take a bit more coaxing then," my wife said turning towards her friend, and then kissed her. Full on the mouth for one thing, but for another, her hand came up cupping Rebecca's breast. Even that startled her for a moment, it had been so unexpected, but seconds later realizing the intent behind it more than anything else, she began playing along. Either that, or she was admittedly becoming aroused by it. And again, even Susan looked on in amused, though semi-shocked wonder as the two of them stood there kissing and fondling one another's breasts.
"Fuck you two! I'm doing this!" Jeff exclaimed and began pumping his prick watching the two of them.
"Not so fast!" Darlene turned stopping him. "That's a taste...you want to see more pussy? All of us?" She added looking at Susan, letting her know in no uncertain terms she'd signed up for this earlier. "Then...it's all of you...or nothing. We can always get dressed again and start playing cards if you'd actually prefer."
Jeff looked at Pete and I almost imploringly so. I almost laughed, his look reminding me of those days so long ago now when the three of us actually stood there together, jerking off. In particular that day we decided to spunk up the Playboy centerfold, standing there side by side squirting all over it together.
"Not like we haven't done it before," I reminded them both...though it was obviously Pete now that needed convincing.
"Shit man," he exclaimed. "We were horny kids then."
"So? Now we're horny grown men? What's the difference?" Rebecca took off her shorts, and then her panties, now standing beside my wife, the two of them still toying with one another's breasts a little. "Like I said Pete...look at them, tell me you wouldn't mind jerking off to the likes of that as opposed to an old Playboy centerfold. Especially when two of them are standing there touching one another," I challenged him.
"Well?" Darlene asked first looking at Pete, and then at Susan. Susan sighed, and then to everyone's surprise, began removing the rest of her clothing.
"Oh hell, why not? Hell of a lot better than playing cards," she giggled nervously.
Finally Pete shook his head and relented. "Can't believe I'm actually doing this," he told everyone.
And now we all stood in front of one another. Naked as they day we were born.
**
I'll be the first one to admit, in the beginning it felt a little weird, a little strange. And though we had done it...and often in fact, years ago now, that was then. This was indeed now. And yet, surprisingly, after only a few minutes, and some additional coaxing and prompting, the three of us soon stood there jacking ourselves off in front of the girls. Though again, not without some real additional incentive for us to be doing so.
They were too now. Tit for tat so to speak.
I for one have always enjoyed seeing my own wife pleasure herself for me, something she has very often done without hesitation like I said in the beginning. And I of course have done the same for her as well, something she early on told me she loved seeing guys do...seeing me do. So I did. The only real difference I guess between that and this...was having a bit more of an audience, it was hard not to look over, see what both Pete and Jeff were doing, and likewise looking at the girls...all three of them.
Susan was indeed an interesting character. At first shy, overly so...I'd heard through conversations with Pete in the past how she was in fact a real tiger in bed. Once heated, an almost anything goes kind of a woman. She was proving that out now...in spades. Having shucked off whatever final reservations or initial inhibitions she might have had, those had all fallen by the wayside now. Lying on the floor, all three of them side by side, looking up at the three of us as we stood over them jerking off was erotically intense. Perhaps even more so than any of us had realized it would be in the beginning.
"Fuck I am already close...too fucking close!" Jeff announced almost dejectedly.



"Nobody said you couldn't enjoy seconds...if you can manage it you know," Darlene assured him. "So whenever anyone's ready...just do it, you...or us," she stated the look in her eyes telling me she actually wasn't that far away from climaxing herself. And that of course, sent a tingling thrill down my shaft, jumping my own arousal up a notch.
Unable to hold out any more, Jeff just looked down, his voice shaking. "Where? How?" He almost stammered gritting his teeth.
"Where ever you want..." Darlene said looking up at him, one hand cupping her own breast, the other busily working her clit, strumming it wildly at this point, another hint at her rapidly nearing climax.
"Fuck!" Jeff cried out, his head snapping back, knees buckling just a little as he momentarily quit pumping his prick, just holding onto it for a moment more. And then...he unleashed.
"Oh yeah! Fuck yeah...would you look at that?" Susan exclaimed wild-eyed and lustier looking than I'd ever seen her before. Pete hadn't been lying when he'd told me about her before. Once Susan was horny...truly horny, she became almost a completely different person. "Shoot that spunk! Shoot it! Squirt it! All over! All over! All over!" She lay crying out as Jeff did his level best to accommodate each one of the girls. Once again jacking his prick, pumping out streamer after streamer of his hot white juice which had begun landing over all three girls like he'd turned the hose on them.
And that of course triggered my wife's climax, which I was fairly certain it would do. But it would also be only the first of many for her, as from this point on...she could easily roll from one right into another, almost at will after this.
And one thing more that I knew...which the guys soon would of course, was how much Darlene tended to squirt whenever she did. Eyes wide in surprise, both Jeff and Pete stood there watching this tiny little fountainous squirt suddenly erupt from my wife's pussy. A tiny little arch of pussy pleasure shooting up in the air, splashing down again, soaking her, as well as the floor beneath her. Thankfully, we'd moved the sleeping bags out of the way, or we'd have been sleeping wet that evening.
Inwardly I was certainly grinning. As much of a surprise as it had been for all of us...girls included, to see my wife laying there with her pussy squirting the way it did, I remembered back at something else. Pete had a surprise of his own too. He had a big cock, that much was evident, at least on the upper size scale of big dicks. Neither Jeff nor I were slouches in that department either, not by a long shot. Jeff might have been short in height, but just like his wife, his hard prick tended to look even bigger than it probably was just because of that. Pete on the other hand, was just fucking big...no, make that huge. And so was his cumshot as I remembered seeing it. Unless things had changed since then of course. But as I recalled, his semen tended to be quite copious in volume, easily duplicating mine and Jeff's put together. Something we had as young men growing up, gotten a weird kick out of when the three of us stood there blanketing that centerfold until it wasn't even recognizable as being one anymore. Half of which...had been Pete's doing.
"Fuck, I'm gonna lose it!" He soon after announced. I couldn't help but turn and look, I'd been amazed in the past before. And I noticed in doing so...Jeff too had turned to specifically watch. After all...we both had a pretty good idea, as must have Susan. She was the only one who actually closed her eyes, covering them with her hands, giggling as she did.
"Thar she blows!" She said peeking through her fingers just as the first jettison of Pete's spunk exploded from the head of his dick. Darlene and Rebecca had no idea. Had they, they might have been quicker on the hands to the face trick that Susan had already prepared herself for. Even for a guy...it was an amazing thing to see, to witness. I for one had never seen anything like it, not before or since. The only other man I'd seen even come close had been the Porn star Peter North. But even he would have been hard pressed to match Pete's delivery, even on a good day.
Hard to explain it really, to describe it. It was like throwing cups full of milk. That's about the only way I can even attempt to put into words what it looked like. That first splash, a thick rope, not a slim stringy one, was just that. A rope of cum. Seeing it leap from the head of that fat dick of his was just the beginning of the wild spectacle he created. I saw it land on my wife, next or close to her pussy in fact, and then splash from there as though someone had actually tossed a scarf down onto her body. He hit her left breast from there, up to the side of her neck and into her hair...and then beyond that. Turning, another voluminous milking already on the way, as this one began bathing poor Rebecca, her sudden squeal of delight and shock readily apparent.
"Holy fucking shit!" She cried out watching the splash of his cream as it had hit my wife, only then seeing the second skyrocketing explosion leap from his prick, shooting directly at her. She lifted her hands, too late...that second squirt not quite purposely hitting her full on in the face, much of it actually hitting her in the mouth where she swallowed. She actually had no choice, it would have been nearly impossible not to, let alone breathe. And good old Pete, just as Jeff and I remembered, was far from being done. Not wanting to let his own wife feel left out, Pete spun on one heel, still wanking his cock, holding still then a second later as the third massive squirt shot out. Still covering her eyes, though still peeking through her fingers, she laughed as he sure enough...started there. In seconds her hands appeared glued together, a trail of semen working its way down from there between her gorgeous pink nippled tits, down across her belly, and along the side of her upper right thigh.
The majority of his first few canon shots might be over, but he continued to pump his prick, which now just oozed like chocolate sauce being poured over ice cream. Only now taking her hands away, Susan opened her mouth as Pete stood over her, his cream dripping from the head of his prick in what seemed like a never ending drool of cum-sauce which she now tried valiantly to collect.
"You've got to be fucking kidding me!" Darlene quipped now watching this, still trying to collect the liquid sauce running in small little rivers over her own body with her hands as she and Rebecca both lay there, eyes still glued to him and his magnificent specimen of a prick. "That's got to be...the most incredible cum shot I've ever seen in my entire life!"
I couldn't help but laugh. "See dear? You're not the only one here full of surprises."
Mine wasn't nearly as copious of course as Pete's had been...but as far as cum-shots go, it wasn't half bad. I still managed to add a fair amount almost equally on all three girls. All three girls lying there now covered in joy juice, pretty much from head to toe.
As expected, Darlene had worked herself through a small series of mini-orgasms, saving the big one for last, which would come later. That's basically how she preferred doing it. Both Rebecca and Susan had likewise gotten off, and it was again another bit of an unexpected surprise seeing Susan when she did. She tended to thrash wildly, her head rolling back and forth as she cried out, her hand now slapping her pussy, almost fiercely, the other hand, fingers inside working herself that way. That too was an amazing sight to watch.
Poor Jeff almost looked disappointed, his prick once again stiff and hard, working himself up to what he obviously hoped would be another nice orgasm of his own.
"Time for a break," Darlene spoke, with both the other girls in agreement. "Fresh drinks, something to snack on...and then...see where things go from there."
I was wondering about that myself, just as I knew the other guys were. We'd all been casting looks back and forth between one another, several questions I am sure remaining unasked. As the girls stood inside the small little kitchen area throwing together a few things to snack on, the hushed whispers of their voices alerted us to the fact they were obviously discussing something, occasionally throwing glances our way.
"Throw some more wood on the fire, get it nice and warm in here for us," Darlene stated moments later. "We're going outside for a...to pee," she amended. "We'll be back in a few minutes."
**
After fixing up some fresh drinks and snacks, the girls all went outside for a supposed pee-break. When they did, Pete turned to me worriedly asking.
"Ok...admittedly, that was sort of fun...well, damn fun actually," he said sheepishly. "But I can't help wondering...I mean, we're not like.... ah, you know, thinking about..."
"Swapping wives?" I said finishing for him. "No Pete, we're not. At least I'm fairly confident that isn't part of what's been going on here...or even will be. Though I'll agree with you on one hand, maybe it's something we should address with the girls once they come back inside again. See where all this is really headed, so that we all know what to expect, or not expect. I don't think any of us want to stumble into doing anything we're not comfortable with."
I saw the relief in his eyes, as well as in Jeff's as the three of us stoked up the fire a bit, making it even warmer, especially as we remained butt-naked at the moment. It was amazing to me as we went about doing that how comfortable we had all seemed to become once again. Seeing one another naked again after all these years. Sure we had all changed and matured a little during that time, though Pete's schlong continued to swing to and fro as he walked about causing Jeff and I both to snicker while watching that. Just like old times.
"It's taking them a hell of a long time to pee don't you think?" Jeff asked.
"I don't think that's all they're doing," I commented. "Something tells me, they're having a pow-wow out there, which means..." I never finished however as the door suddenly opened, all three girls reentering the cabin.
"Rules!" My wife said the moment they came inside.
"Rules?" Pete asked.
"Yeah...rules. We thought it might be a good idea to go over a few simple rules, so that no one has any misconceptions or expectations regarding the weekend, since it appears we'll be spending much of it naked together."
The guys looked at me, and I at them, and then back to the girls again. Obviously they'd been thinking along the same lines as we had.
"Just so we're all on the same page here...this isn't about swapping wives or husbands. We're just having a bit of naughty fun is all...so beyond some touching perhaps, that's it. Unless we're comfortable doing things with our partners in front of anyone, that would be the only exception. Beyond that, it's strictly a touch only. Everyone ok with that?"
Obviously the girls had come to a mutual consensus outside, which was fine with the three of us too. Especially as we all readily agreed to that.
"By touching..." Pete asked a bit nervously, yet excitedly too by the edge we could all hear in his tone of voice. "Does that mean..."
"That it's ok if I walked up and fondled that sausage of yours?" Rebecca said walking up in front of him only inches away, though she didn't actually reach down and do it. "Hopefully...yes, as long as it's ok with you, and your wife," she said looking over towards Susan. Susan then walked over and stood in front of me, grinning. My wife then standing directly in front of Jeff, likewise grinning.
"If you guys are good with just that...we are," my wife concluded. By the smiles on our faces they could see that we were, and then as though on some prearranged signal perhaps, all three reached down and clasped the three semi-flaccid pricks sitting there in front of them. Even then...I still tentatively reached out cupping Susan's firm full breasts, taking delight in fondling them a bit, as the rest of the guys now began doing the same to the girls standing in front of them.
It didn't take long, and the three of us were once again standing proud and tall.
"Ok, now that that's out of the way, how about some fresh drinks, snacks...and some more naughty fun!" Susan said grinning, that aroused horny look showing through in her eyes again as both Rebecca and my wife laughed.
"I think we've unleashed a monster!" My wife quipped, or rather Pete certainly has anyway," she said looking down at his groin. Sure enough, Pete's magnificent tool was standing up about as hard and stiff as I'd ever seen it, though Rebecca's hand wrapped around him went a long way in doing that. Pete had always been a boob man, perhaps even more than I was. The moment he'd placed his hands on Rebecca's tits, his cock had swollen up to full erection in no time. He even had his eyes closed, standing there grinning like the village idiot, fully enjoying himself.
"So...any requests from anyone?" Darlene asked. "Come on boys...don't be shy here, now is not the time. Who knows...this might be the one and only chance you'll have to enjoy anything like this again. At least until next year," she added with a mischievous smile on her face. "So speak up!"
Jeff did...always the first one amongst us to speak up or act so it seemed. "Does ah...titty-fucking count or not count as far as touching goes?" He wondered.
"I think that's within the acceptable parameters," Darlene said easily getting confirmation from the girls. "I take it you'd like to tit-fuck these then?" She asked holding her breasts together in front of him. He was nodding his head like one of those wobble-head dogs in the window of a car.
Darlene laughed. "Ok horny boy...come over here, lay down so I can do a really nice job on you," she told him. Rearranging the air mattresses slightly closer to the fire so that everyone remained warm and comfortable, the three of us laid down side-by-side, the girls taking up position over us. In moments, we all felt the soft, teasing and yes titillating sweetness of three pairs of breasts wrapping themselves around our three equally hard stiff cocks again.
As good as it admittedly felt, while Susan lay between my legs, her soft, warm breasts fully wrapped around my throbbing prick, the sensation of that was heightened in seeing the other two girls...similarly engaged. Sure...admittedly more of a 'guy' thing perhaps, but they all seemed to be enjoying it every bit as much as the three of us were. The erotic sensuality of the fire's light bathing the room, everyone naked...and now extremely and obviously comfortable in being so in front of one another. And three very gorgeous pairs of breasts...sliding up and down so wonderfully around our hard stiff cocks.
Susan spit on my dick, though she didn't need to add much more lubrication to my sensual titty-fuck than that. I was already producing a substantial amount of pre-cum fuck juice myself, which she continually swiped off the tip of my cock, often rubbing and arousing her own nipples with it. In addition to sliding between those two perfect globes, she very often held just one breast in her hand, guiding it...in particular her hard fat little nipple, pressing that against the very end of my dick, almost as though she were trying to fuck the tiny eye-slit of my prick with it. Just seeing her do that was arousing, far more than any feeling I was experiencing perhaps. The visual alone, escalating my over all pleasure.
All around me the pleasurable sighs...moans and groans coming from everyone, the girls included, soon had us all hovering on the edge again, though as usual, it was Jeff who was the first one amongst us to announce the arrival of his orgasm.
"Oh man...fuck, here...it...comes!" He cried out, lurching and then groaning deeply. Sure enough, he spurted, the first jettison of his cream hitting Darlene squarely in the chin, though she then wrapped her beautiful breasts around the head of his spurting cock, capturing most of his creamy spunking that way between her tits as she finished jacking him off with them.
"Nice one," she giggled enthusiastically, though looking over at Rebecca, wondering...grinning as Pete now began making noises as though he was about to erupt soon as well. Which he soon did.
I think we were all wondering and thinking the same thing when the grimace on Pete's face told us he was seconds away from coming now as well. Not having as large of breasts as everyone else, Rebecca had trouble even wrapping hers around Pete's prick as she continued sliding them up and down his shaft. He grunted, holding still no longer helping to thrust up and down that sweet tit-valley. He groaned deeper, and then thrust up as though coaxing, helping his orgasmic explosion. Surprisingly, it wasn't nearly as much as we'd all anticipated or expected to see. If anything, more normal, more like my own previously, though even then...still substantial. Rebecca easily caught his creamy outpouring of semen, rubbing her breasts against him. Smearing her hard tender nipples in his man juice.
"Hey...it takes a while," he said afterwards almost looking embarrassed. "That was three days worth the last time!" He then added.
"Three days? Hell...I can't go three hours!" Jeff exclaimed jokingly.
"That's true," Rebecca added laughing along with him. "I can't tell you the number of times I've walked into the bathroom at home and found Jeff standing there over the toilet jacking off!"
"Rebecca!" Jeff shouted out aghast.
"Well it's true babe...not that I mind, like you damn well know...I enjoy watching you. Just like...you enjoy watching me!"
He blushed, but he was grinning too. "Yeah well..."
"So...where's my cream?" Susan asked me, though she had stepped up the breast-bating she'd been giving me.
"Right here," I announced through gritted teeth, and then splurged all over those hot succulent breasts of hers.
**
After cleaning up a bit, which all three girls certainly needed to do, it was now their turn to express their desires on how they'd like to enjoy their own respective orgasms. In getting ready to do that, we did switch up partners a bit as I moved over to sit by Rebecca, Darlene now with Pete, and Susan sitting next to Jeff.
"OK, what would YOU like me to do?" I asked her.
She all but purred when I asked her that. "Ok...don't laugh, but this is what I want!" Lying back, she spread herself even more obscenely than she had been, though her legs remained fully extended not yet bent at the knee. "What I sometimes enjoy, and want to feel and enjoy now...is a nice slow, soft clitty jerk-off."
"Oh yeah, I enjoy doing that too on occasion," Susan commented, though she had positioned herself on all fours as though expecting to be fucked. "What I want...is for you to kneel behind me, and just slowly finger-fuck me," she told Jeff. "Nice and slow...but continuous. I'll let you know when I want more fingers, or want it faster...ok?" Good old Jeff seemed more than happy to accommodate her, and began doing so.
Parking myself next to Rebecca, I leaned on one side, facing her. Hotly...she reached down spreading her pussy apart with her fingers, exposing herself quite vulgarly, which was erotic as hell. The pink glistening furrow of her split was so openly revealed to me as she did this, not to mention the swollen stiff little knob of her fairly large clit.
"Like this?" I asked taking it between my fingers, slowly working them up and down as though actually attempting to jerk her off like working a miniature cock.
"Oh yeah...just like that, perfect in fact," she moaned softly, though releasing her pussy, hands now coming up to capture her breasts, fingers already rolling and tweaking her nipples. As asked...I continued to softly and tenderly manipulate her hard little clit, tickling it with my fingers, seeking out more and more of her internal moisture to further pleasure and sensitize herself with.



I didn't even need to look over to see what my wife and Pete were doing. I pretty much knew what she liked...and wanted. Once she was good and horny of course, which she obviously was.
"You're sure? That's what you really want?" Pete asked wanting to make sure he'd understood her perfectly.
"Yep...that's what I want," she informed him saying it again. "I want you to slap my tits...and then alternate slapping my pussy, not too hard until I say otherwise...but not too softly either. Make it tingle-sting a little, really get my pussy juiced up, and then I want you to palm me...press it really hard against me, and grind on me like that until I come," she had told him.
I enjoyed doing that for her myself. It never failed to produce a gallon of girl juice, which I then used to smear around her cunt, and then pressing, squishing it against her as I palmed her, always made the most interestingly erotic sounds and noises in doing that.
"How' my doing?" I asked Rebecca. "Feel good?"
"Oh yeah...fuck yeah, that's nice...really nice. Just keep working it up and down," she breathed deeply, now pulling on her nipples, stretching them off her chest, releasing, and then grabbing them again, doing so over and over. "I'm getting pretty close," she purred softly. "When I tell you...stick two fingers inside me, and fuck me with them...hard. But then just hold my clit...pinching it a little while you do that until I climax."
"You got it!" I chuckled, already feeling my own cock hardening once more. Just laying here, looking at my friend's hot, wet delicious looking cunt, so juicy and so appetizing, I was sorely tempted to lean over and capture that clit of hers between my lips. But...unfortunately, that wasn't something I knew that would be allowed. Not yet anyway.
Already I could hear the slick juicy sounds coming from my wife. Pete quite enjoying himself, actually being able to half-slap my wife's breasts, which she honestly did enjoy feeling. That, and as he was now doing, patting, slapping, and then palming her cunt just as she'd asked him to do. Everyone there could hear the squishy sounds of her pussy, it was that loud, and that obvious.
"Oh fuck that's nasty hot!" Susan cried out unable to contain herself. "God Darlene...you get so fucking juicy don't you?"
"You might could say that," my wife answered back moaning as she did so. "Maybe tomorrow...if you'd like, you can check it out for yourself."
Jeff groaned, and then much to everyone's surprise, came all over Susan's ass. "Sorry...I couldn't help it," he said sheepishly. "But just hearing that...I mean, fuck."
"Men!" Rebecca chortled. "Mention a little girl on girl action, and they become putty in your hands...that or sperm on your ass, either one." Her tone quickly changed however after having said that. "Ok now baby...two fingers, hard and deep...make me fucking come!"
Darlene was already crying out in the midst of her own orgasmic release, humping herself against Pete's hand, that squishy sounding pussy-pummeling he was giving my wife even louder now as she began squirting, adding to it. "Holy shit that's hot seeing that!" He exclaimed above the cries of her pleasure. I was a bit focused myself though at the moment as Rebecca too let out a mewled cry of release, her hands immediately coming down to take over her own clit, now frigging it furiously. "Fuck my cunt...fuck it! Fuck it! Fuck it David...fuck it!"
Susan too had collapsed, reaching back and playfully massaging in Jeff's third spunking of the evening into her own ass. She sighed contentedly in doing so...as we all did.
**
Late...and with all of us satisfied and totally exhausted, we made up the beds, threw a bit more wood on the fire to see us through most of the night, and collapsed into our beds together. I spooned my wife from behind, surprised to find I was still partially erect.
"Slip inside me," she said sounding half asleep. "Fuck me to sleep baby...fuck me to dream land."
**
It was cold when I woke up. Not unbearably so...but it was obvious that the fire had gone out towards morning. There would no doubt be a few still burning embers remaining, which would make starting a new one easier to do. Darlene stirred beneath me, slowly coming awake herself, a reminder of the night before as I felt my now very flaccid cock resting against her warm beautiful ass. Still snuggled up inside the sleeping bag together I was perfectly content to remain so...but I knew Darlene. Once awake, she'd have to pee, and then that would be that.
I vaguely remembered having my prick inside her as we fell asleep...fucking her, but not towards orgasm. We'd done that often before, just connected, barely even moving when sleep claimed us both. That however, usually led to a nice early morning fuck, basically taking up where we'd left off the night before. Unfortunately like I said...it was cold, and now that Darlene was indeed awake, she quite naturally had to pee.
"You need to get another fire going," she informed me only then sitting up. I took delight in the hard crinkle of her sweet nipples, each one hard as rocks...though I knew that wasn't from any amorous inclinations...not yet anyway. Simply the cold. Even so, it was nice sitting there staring at my own wife's hard firm titties. "And try not to be too noisy while doing it...everyone else is still asleep," she now added finally slipping out of the bag, grabbing her robe so she'd have something to wear when she went outside to pee.
"Too late...I'm awake now too," Rebecca said likewise crawling out of her bag, thumping on Jeff waking him as she climbed out. "Wake up baby...see if you can help David get another warm fire going. We'll start working on coffee and breakfast after that."
Jeff groaned, but soon slid out of his bed and began helping me stack some additional kindling in the fireplace, along with a couple of smaller dry logs in order to get a nice start on it before adding the heavier, longer lasting logs into the fire.
"Damn!" Jeff suddenly exclaimed loud enough that I almost cautioned him to be quiet as Pete and Susan hadn't as yet gotten up. I needn't have bothered, they had...just not in quite the way I was expecting. Susan had climbed on top of Pete's prick, and even then was slowly easing herself down over his once again hard stiff shaft.
"Damn is right!" I then added looking on as she slowly began swallowing that monster up.
"Morning guys," she beamed brightly. "Don't mind us...I just have to start out my day with this cock inside me," she grinned, and then slowly began fucking him while Jeff and I stood there with idiotic smiles on our faces, watching them.
"Coffee will be...oh hell, fuck that!" Rebecca said walking over. Now it was the three of us standing there looking on. "I can't even imagine trying to take that thing myself!" She then said, though I chuckled quietly, her hand already down between her legs as though imagining it being inside there.
I hadn't even heard my own wife coming up from behind me, until she wrapped the robe she had on around the two of us, pressing her now very warm breasts against my back, her hands coming around to grasp my still somewhat flaccid cock. "Cold?"
"Not anymore!" I informed her, feeling her hands now beginning to work my dick again, the feel of those lovely breasts spearing my back, twin points now aroused hard, digging into me as she stood there.
"Kinda hot isn't it? Watching another couple fuck?"
"Oh yeah...very."
"After we've eaten and straightened up around here, and once the sun's fully up and it's warm outside, thought maybe we could all take a nature hike together, head up to horseshoe rock...maybe have some fun up there, how's that sound?"
It sounded great. We'd always used the term "nature hike" to basically say we were going someplace out in the woods, find a place and fuck. Sometimes we'd gone up to a place my dad had named horseshoe rock, which we now all did. It was an interesting little place, an area on one of the low peaks, easily accessible on foot, with a nice scenic view of the valley and surrounding hills just beyond. The large grouping of boulders that sat there had formed a bit of a nice enclosure against the north winds whenever we had any. We'd even slept up there a time or two amidst them. A few rocks, or rather slabs were almost smooth looking in appearance, and had made for a nice place to lie down on...and enjoy a nice long sensual fuck. But it was also one of the best places to sit and watch the sun go down...or my wife, whichever came first.
"Kind of be hot, naughty to go up there with everyone, and watch one another doing it...don't you think?"
"Oh hell yes!" Susan responded, still sliding up and down her husband's prick. "That sounds like a damn fun idea!" She moaned starting to get really into it.
"Well...you better save something for later then," Rebecca warned. Though Susan just laughed.
"If you're talking about Pete, no worries. He never comes during the morning fuck...this one's just for me. He will later though, I can assure you," she grinned, and then promptly came, collapsing over his prone body moments later.
"Yes, well...coffee's just about ready...and so's my pussy," Darlene stated. "So let's get breakfast over with here, and then head up to the rocks so we can all get our rocks off," she laughed.
**
The one thing I dearly loved and appreciated about in being up here, was that we were very secluded. My parents owned twelve hundred acres, and as such I'd never seen a single solitary soul up here in all these years. When gramps and dad had built the cabin, they had gone around the entire property, fencing it as well as posting signs. I'd laughed the first time I'd seen them. "Private property...stay out. Violators will be shot on sight!" Obviously neither gramps nor dad had any intention of doing that of course, but gramps had insisted on making the area look almost like some sort of secret government installation with sturdy chain link fence facing any areas of direct access by road. The rest of it of course, simple wooden fence that wouldn't keep anything out or crossing over it. Still...it had seemingly been effective. Like I said, in all the years I'd been coming up here, we had never once seen anyone else.
For that reason, when it was nice and warm out with the sun well up, the six of us headed out, naked as jaybirds, with only shoes and socks on as any form of attire. Jeff, Pete and I carried knap sacks with a few provisions, water, a bottle of wine for later, along with some cheese and sausage to snack on as well as a few apples and oranges. We then began the short two and a half mile gradual climb up to where the rocks where, and where I now found myself looking forward to what I knew would be an interesting little group fuck after we got there.
Admittedly...for me anyway, there's just something about being naked outdoors for one, and for another, having sex in the nice clean air with the warm sun beating down on you while you do. Just thinking about it never failed to make me horny. And it didn't now either. We were still a quarter of a mile away from reaching the point when Rebecca looked over and saw I was walking along behind her with a sizeable erection.
"Gee, remind me not to stumble or stop suddenly," she said giggling. "Or I'll break more than one rule here, ending up with David's prick inside my ass no less."
"She'd enjoy that too," Jeff quipped looking back, his own prick already starting to show signs of stiffening as well. "She's always wanted to try a DP," he then added.
"Oh really?" Darlene said eying her friend. "Hmmm, something to perhaps consider one day. I've always wondered about that myself," she smiled knowingly.
"Yes well...you are the ones to have set the rules," I reminded them as we continued along.
Though my wife grinned looking at me, reaching out to grasp my cock, now pulling me along behind her. "And you know what they say baby," she purred softly. "Rules were made to be broken."
**
By the time we had reached the horseshoe it was just before noon. The temperature was perfect, somewhere in the high 70's to low 80's. As such, it was warm enough to be very comfortable, especially nude, and not so hot that you were looking for any shade to lie in. Simply put...there wasn't any. Just the bare ground, and the huge boulders forming the shoe. One large enough to serve as a comfortable little couch of sorts, which all three girls now sat on together looking out over the valley and the hills beyond.
"Beautiful isn't it?" Rebecca exclaimed.
"Sure as hell is," the three of us said almost in unison, though we weren't looking out over the valley...looking at the three luscious naked women all sitting there together.
"Thank you," Darlene commented catching almost immediately the compliment. "Glad you like, though not too terribly surprised either," she said glancing over at the three of us standing there together, and each one of us with proud firm erections.
"Obviously they don't have sitting here looking at the beautiful scenery on their minds...but something else," Susan noted. "Wonder what that might be?" she then asked as though reading her husband's mind...and ours too for that matter. "I know what he'd like," she then said, peaking interest from her female companions.
"Oh yeah? And what might that be?" My wife asked.
"Go ahead honey...tell her," Susan urged Pete into doing, though he was obviously embarrassed now and reluctant.
"Oh come on Petey," my wife teased him. "You're amongst friends here remember? And besides...it probably is someone's turn to voice what their desires might be. Jeff got his yesterday with the titty-fuck thing. So...it's either you or David, and you might just as well spit it out, we'll wring it out of you eventually anyway."
"Be my guest," I told him. Though even then he still looked a bit nervous and hesitant.
"Oh for heaven's sakes!" Susan said, and then stunned us, reaching over, cupping one of my wife's breasts and began toying with it. "This IS what you had in mind wasn't it honey?" She now asked him, her other hand now slipping down between my wife's legs, as Darlene in turn almost automatically spread them in an effort to better accommodate her efforts.
And all Pete could do was nod his head, though interestingly enough...his cock seemed to be nodding its head too, even more excitedly.
"That's what I thought," Susan giggled though she continued toying with my wife.
"So...that's what you boys would like to see huh?" Rebecca now said joining in, now reaching over as she sat on the other side of my wife, taking Darlene's other breast in hand playing with it as Susan continued fondling the other one. "A little mutual finger-fucking one another? That about right?" She asked again.
Now all three of us stood there looking at the three of them as they began fondling and fingering one another...nodding our heads.
It was erotically hot standing there watching the three girls fingering one another, continuing to fondle one another's breasts too, with a small violation of the rules being committed perhaps, though none of us complained. Rebecca and Susan both at one point leaning forward, capturing my wife's breasts in their mouths sucking on them simultaneously together. Like I said...none of us seemed to mind that whatsoever when they did.
Thankfully, I had thought to bring along a camera, and with only some minor coaxing, got a few deliciously erotic photos to remember this trip by. The girls quickly getting into it, posing, and even more decadently displaying themselves for us, though the horniness settling in no doubt had something to do with that. The rock was the perfect prop, the three of them sitting on it together, legs spread, bent at the knee. Darlene had each of her hands in the other two women's crotches, fingering their splits respectively, they in turn with their hands down in Darlene's pussy...fingering her. It made for some damn hot fucking pictures. Especially when they switched positions so that everyone got a turn doing that, and getting their pictures taken for future prosperity and enjoyment.
But it was again watching the three of them get one another off that way that was really hot, and had me...along with my two friends, dripping precum like it was raining.
"Well, I guess that makes it our turn again doesn't it?" Darlene mentioned afterwards. She then turned towards the girls and announced "Huddle!" They did so...speaking in hushed tones we couldn't over hear as they now began discussing whatever the hell that it was. "Ok," Darlene said turning back around to face us after they'd obviously come to agreement on whatever it was. "It's your turn to do the same for us."
"Do what?" Pete asked. Though Jeff and I turned facing one another. We both knew without having to ask that.
"You know damn well what!" His wife told him. "You wanted to see us doing that, now we want to see you!"
"And besides," Darlene added jumping in again. "We're out here in the middle of nowhere, with friends...good friends who aren't here to pass judgment or make anything out of something that isn't. We're here to have fun..."
"Be naughty," Rebecca added.
"Yeah, and be naughty. And just like you wanted us to do for you...we're now only asking that you do the same for us is all."
"But...but, we haven't done that since..." Once again Jeff and I looked at one another, sighing.
"Ah ha! I knew it! You've done it before haven't you!" My wife declared grinning from ear to ear.
"Only once," Pete reluctantly admitted to the girls. "That day...with the centerfold."
"No wonder you fucking came so much," My wife stated. "Bet it felt damn good too...having someone else besides yourself stroking that big hard fucking cock of yours didn't it. Bet no one had before then, had they?" She now pressed.
Sheepishly Pete nodded his head no. Though Jeff and I at least had been fortunate enough by that time to have at least been given hand-jobs before then. So it hadn't been our first time doing that...though it had been the first time any of us had ever jerked off another guy before. The first...and the last time any of us had.
"So...shouldn't be that big a problem for you to do it again then should it?" Darlene continued. "Especially if you want to see any of us do that again sometime, or perhaps even a little bit more than that."
Ok...so that got all three of us interested. "Like what else?" I asked curiously.
"We'll talk about it later," Darlene told me. "After the three of us have had a chance to review the rules a little perhaps. But not here, not now...later on this evening maybe. We'll see...no promises."
Susan was looking at my wife, almost hungrily. "Promise? We'll ah...discuss the rule changes later?"
Both Rebecca and my wife laughed. "Yeah...later, we'll discuss them later. But right now, we're waiting to see if the boys are going to man up and play the way we want them to do."
"Oh for hells sakes! It's only a hand-job guys!" Jeff said suddenly reaching over and grabbing my dick. "It's not like we're being asked to do anything else...and certainly not like we haven't done this before, even if it was only once."
"He's right," I said surprised to be agreeing with him, though I admittedly still had my mind wrapped around the additional rule changes later perhaps. "Except with one small minor adjustment here. Makes a bit more sense for Pete perhaps to be in the middle of us." And everyone of course understood the reasoning behind that.
Somewhat reluctantly, and a little embarrassed too perhaps, Pete stood between Jeff and I, one hand on each of us, with Jeff and I placing our hands on his dick as the three of us now stood there jerking one another off while facing towards the girls.
"Ah...one more thing? Since, well since the situation more or less is presenting itself?" Susan questioned.



"And that is?" My wife turned asking her.
"Just promise not to laugh, or think I'm weird or anything," Susan began.
"Sorry honey...too late for that, we already know you're weird," Rebecca teased.
Susan frowned at her, but smiled immediately. "Well, given the situation and circumstances here...I always have had this one wild crazy little fantasy, and as strange as it may sound..." she said glaring at the two girls, and then looking towards us. "If it's ever going to happen...now would be the time."
"Once again...what is it?" My wife now asked, curiously aroused by the look on her face, hand down between her own legs again.
"I ah...well. I ah...would like to see, to ah watch...the guys jerking one another off, onto my...ah. Well...my pussy! That's what!"
"That's it?" Darlene laughed. Hell baby, that's not so weird, I'd fucking love seeing them do that myself! Well boys? How about it then?" She said turning towards us. "Think we can accommodate doing that...don't you?"
"I think the we...is us," I said grinning back at my wife. "But yeah...that might even help things a little here," I freely admitted as we then readjusted our position a little, now standing more directly in front of Susan as she laid back on the rock, once again bending her knees, spreading herself.
"So whenever one of you is ready to you know...squirt, then step up, aim it...and let fly," she giggled hotly.
It was admittedly interesting, standing there getting jerked off, and doing the same to Pete, with the girls looking on, all three now once again touching themselves, and occasionally one another, again looking at us as we stood doing the same. To my surprise, I felt my orgasm approach, this time even before Jeff did, which wasn't usually the case. And though I didn't exactly announce it, I stepped forward a little, not touching, but damn close perhaps as Pete actually aimed my cock down at the opening of his wife's cunt.
"Oh fuck that looks hot!" Susan said now sitting up so she could better see it, watch it when it happened, though half the fun and pleasure for her, was seeing her husband actually standing there jerking me off against her. Especially when I started shooting. "Oh yeah...pump it baby, pump it! Milk it for me sweetie, milk that hot hard cock for me baby, make it squirt all over your wife's naughty dirty pussy!"
Pete was still shaking off the last few dribbles of cum from my cock against his wife's pussy when Jeff moved forward. Stepping back and out of the way now, Pete finished Jeff off, likewise jacking him against her, as we all sat or stood watching Jeff's prick suddenly erupt, bathing Susan's cunt in even more juice, which now looked saturated, white tendrils of cream starting to drip, hanging down from her like ice-cycles on a cold snowy day.
"Oh fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" She cried out seeing most of it, and now using her own fingers to play in it with as she went about smearing her exposed clit with our combined spunk, teasing and pleasuring herself. "Come on baby! Come on! Drench me...it's your turn!"
Pete looked back and forth between Jeff and I. "Whenever you're ready...I am," he sheepishly grinned once again. With both of us placing our hands around his enormously thick cock, Jeff and I in unison began jacking it, working it...pumping it up and down, though we both got into actually rubbing it against her as well. Further smearing about the combination of our recent spendings, tickling her clit with her husband's prick until he finally grunted and let go. It was almost as much as the first time we'd seen him shoot off. Not quite..but almost. Even then, it was like giving her a spray with a can of shaving cream to some extent. Within moments...you couldn't even see her cunt any more, thickly coated with the copious amount of cream the three of us had given her.
"Before we leave here, most likely sometime tomorrow perhaps...I want to feel that myself!" My wife openly admitted. "That...was fucking hot!"
I didn't say it...but I was thinking it. It had been.
**
We took a much needed break after that, digging out the snacks and the wine we had brought along. Spreading out the large blanket that Pete had packed up, we sat enjoying a nice little picnic in the nude together, the sun warm to the touch as we sat eating enjoying one another's company.
"Who'd have thought that the weekend would have turned out like this?" I said aloud to no one in particular, though everyone agreed, so far it had. So far it had turned out to be incredibly erotic. And amazingly, sitting there naked like we were felt more comfortable than anyone could have ever imagined.
After a reasonable amount of time to recover had passed, Darlene let me know she was ready for some serious rock fucking. "Don't mind us," she snickered leading me over to one of the large stones so she could lean up against it, with me standing behind her. "But I'm horny...and it's time hubby here took care of that!"
In seconds, I was inside my wife, slowly fucking her from behind, reaching around, caressing her breasts, and enjoying the feel of that hot luscious cunt of hers bathing my cock as I slid in and out of her tight wet pussy.
"Fuck...me too now!" Rebecca announced standing. "I need some dick!" Walking over to plant herself down next to us, using the adjoining rock, she placed herself in an almost identical position as Jeff grinned, easing himself inside his wife, now joining the two of us as we continued to stand there fucking, watching one another.
Quite naturally then...seconds later. Susan and Pete joined us as well.
The sounds of flesh slapping against flesh, echoing just a bit there between the rocks added to the carnal sensuality of the moment. Hearing the pleasured sighs, groans and moans we each made, not to mention the wet slippery sounds all of us had begun making, intensified the combined coupling as we hammered away, laughing, still moaning and groaning until like dominos falling, we each began climaxing together.
Still weak in the knees, I had stepped back, enjoying the sight of my cum running down the inside of my wife's legs, her own precious squirt having added to that perhaps, the ground beneath us saturated now with her own free flowing juices.
"Nice little puddle you made there," I laughed along with her as we all began straightening ourselves up, repacking...and preparing to head back.
"Yeah, too bad we can't stay for the sunset, but...best head back now while it's still daylight and warm. Too damn cold later to be walking around out here like this," Darlene reluctantly informed everyone. "Though...after dinner this evening, and a few more margaritas perhaps...we'll have time, the girls and I, to discuss any rule changes to the rest of the evening...and tomorrow perhaps."
"Whatever you decide baby," I told her. "Tit for tat!" She winked at me, smiling back and nodded her head.
I turned looking towards my two friends. Pete Jeff and I all looking at one another, smiles on our faces. At this point, we all knew...whatever the girls were good with...so were we. Tit for tat.
**
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I'd been divorced for the better part of two years. And though I had had a few one night stands here and there, my sex-life at the moment was far less than satisfactory. It had been nearly five months now since I'd even been with a woman and I was climbing the walls. About the only thing keeping me sane was losing myself in work, and my right hand. When the opportunity came to attend a three-day seminar at a fairly nice resort close to where I lived, I jumped at the chance. I had been to a similar one several years prior, and though married at the time...and tempted, I hadn't allowed myself to be tempted, even though the opportunity and offers had certainly presented themselves. This time, should that happen again, I had every intention of indulging myself.
I had arrived early on Sunday, as most who would be attending would do. That evening there would be a small cocktail affair, a "meet and greet" as we called them. The seminar itself beginning bright and early the following day, lasting through Wednesday. What was nice however, was most of the sessions only lasted until one or two in the afternoon, allowing everyone plenty of time to relax out by the pool, or in a lot of cases, meet in small groups to discuss what had been presented, and do what was called "home-work" in preparation for the following day.
At forty-four years of age, I still considered myself to be reasonably attractive and in fairly good shape. I didn't have the perfectly flat stomach I once had, but playing tennis and golfing periodically had helped to keep me reasonably toned. With a full head of dark hair, though with a bit of a salt and pepper look to it now, I hadn't had a difficult time meeting women and enjoying the pleasure of their company on occasion. Give the time and opportunity to do so. Like I said, it had been five months. Just thinking about it had given me an erection as I unpacked putting things away in the room I'd be staying in over the next three days. Deciding to head down to the pool, even though it was still early yet, I was in hopes of at least scouting things out for those who were likewise looking for a little adventure during the seminar.
It happened almost faster than I could have ever imagined. As I later learned, her name was Cynthia, a long raven-haired beauty with alabaster skin that looked almost porcelain in appearance. She stood easily close to six feet, minus an inch or two, with long shapely legs that just seemed to go on forever. And though she was wearing a two-piece swimsuit, it certainly wasn't overly revealing. Her breasts were just large enough to hint at a reasonably nice size, a bit of revealing cleavage without her breasts threatening to tumble out of the cups like so many far more revealing bikinis tended to do these days. But then again...this was a business trip after all. It only stood to reason that it wasn't the sort of place where you'd expect someone to be so openly flaunting their bodies as they might normally do otherwise.
Cynthia had purposely placed herself under one of the large umbrellas, obviously not a sun worshiper, and much like me...just out to enjoy the warmth of the day, relaxing with a drink by the pool, watching everyone else being idiots. When the waiter brought me my first drink, a Long Island Iced tea, she smiled upon seeing me receiving it, motioning the waiter over to her seconds later.
"I'll have one of those," she said pleasantly. The lilt of her voice pure, friendly, yet even then sensually suggestive as she spoke. Once again she smiled at me after the waiter left to get her drink.
"You here for the seminar?" I asked hopefully.
"Yes, and you?" She inquired back.
"I am," I grinned giving her a look at my own bright smile, something that had in the past at least opened a few doors towards further communication. She grinned back.
"You live here locally or are you attending from out of town?"
"Sort of locally," I laughed. Live about an hour's drive away is all. But I much prefer staying here as opposed to having to commute back and forth every day. And besides, I'd much rather spend time relaxing here out by the pool between sessions as opposed to wasting the time driving back home. She laughed at that too, nodding her head in agreement, which is when we then introduced ourselves to one another. Cynthia lived almost an identical distance away in the opposite direction, and was staying at the resort for the same reasons I was.
"So Jack, are you married? Kids?" She asked after we'd spent a brief amount of time making small talk.
"Divorced," I replied. "And no...no kids thankfully," I told her. "Not that I didn't want...my ex-wife simply couldn't. How about you?" I inquired now curious about her as well, though I hadn't noticed a wedding ring on her finger.
"I'm divorced too," she smiled once again. "Five years now, and happy to remain single," she then added. "I do have one daughter, and she's a handful as it is, though she will be heading off to attend University here soon, and so hopefully that will give me a little more free time to actually look around a bit," she again grinned, though I noticed she had now turned the chair she was sitting in, in order to face me a bit more directly. As she did, I once again had the chance to admire those long legs of hers, and briefly imagined them wrapping themselves around me as I thrust in and out of what I could only further imagine as a nice warm, tight cunt.
"So Jack...after we finish these drinks, would you like to fuck?" She asked.
For a second, I wondered if I had heard her right. Especially sitting there staring at those long legs of hers, which I only then realized she had opened up a bit, giving me a very subtle look at the juncture between her legs. Perhaps it was my own subconscious fantasizing I'd heard her say the words while looking at her. I know my mouth was open as I sat there trying to convince myself she'd actually said that. She laughed.
"Sorry if that was a bit forward...a bit crass, but the truth is, I like you. And I'd like to spend whatever free time we do have here enjoying myself. So...like I said, your place or mine?"
Neither one of us finished our drinks, heading up to her room, which was a bit of a surprise as she'd booked a much nicer suite than the one I had. Seeing that, I then realized she made a far better living than I did. But the fact she was interested in me, even knowing that perhaps, made the entire three day stay there far more enjoyable than I could have possibly hoped for. And she had a body to die for as I quickly found out.
The seminar ended all too soon. We'd gone back up to her room that last night, figuring as I did it would be a sweet, but totally expected 'good-bye' fuck and nothing more than that. I for one however, didn't want it to end, and as I found out quite unexpectedly, neither did she.
Cynthia was sitting on my cock riding me, which was a pleasurable enough joy all by itself. I loved being able to reach up and fondle those magnificent breasts of hers, rose colored nipples, thick and hard which she loved having me play with. Even rough at times, especially when she climaxed.
"You should come up and visit us," she told me. "I have a nice little place next to the beach. It's not big mind you, but it is nice and comfortable. Nothing better than being able to go out in the early morning, or late at night and walk along the beach, watching the waves come in."
"A beach house? Damn...I'd like that," I responded eagerly, though trying not to appear too eager even when I said it. "When?"
She laughed, even as close as she was to having an orgasm as she continued to hump me, sliding up and down my hard stiff cock. "How about this weekend she asked? Can you come up and spend a few days?" I did have some time coming to me, quite a bit of time actually as I hadn't taken a decent vacation in a couple of years. My boss had in fact been pressuring me to do so.
"I think I can manage a few days, sounds fun," I just managed as I felt her pussy suddenly liquefy, her nectar suddenly pouring forth bathing my cock in her sweet succulent juice. As always, she cried out deeply allowing herself to fully feel the intensity of her orgasm. After she'd collected herself, now lying prone against me, the softness of her breasts and those amazingly hard nipples of her pressed against my chest. She sighed.
"Yes...it would be, though I hope you can put up with my daughter while you're there visiting with us. She can be a bit of a pain in the ass," she warned. "Unfortunately, she's taken it upon herself to become my protective guardian, always worried about any of the men I meet. Which admittedly I do have to thank her for in a way. She's chased away more than one man who was simply interested in me more for my money than for any sort of honest, real relationship."
"I can assure you, I'll be on my best behavior," I sighed back as she slowly began working that incredible pussy of hers around my shaft again, already starting to work herself up and towards another nice enjoyable little orgasm, which I knew...I'd be sharing with her this time.
"It's not your behavior I'm worried about," she laughed. And then fucked me into oblivion.
**
I drove up to where she said she lived first thing Saturday morning, arriving just before noon. "Holy shit!" I exclaimed as I pulled into the circular drive. "If this is her idea of a small little place..."
Maybe it wasn't quite as big as many of the other nearby homes, all perched on the cliffs overlooking the ocean below. But it was bigger than anything I'd ever lived in myself, and twice as nice. Obviously as I'd already surmised, she was well off, doing far better than I was, and I'd always considered myself financially well enough off too...but certainly nothing like this.
Cynthia met me at the door, this time wearing what I'd expected to see her in the first time perhaps. A black bikini that barely covered her anywhere, though it gave a stark contrast to her flawless near perfect skin. She hugged me, already settling her breasts against my chest as she invited me inside. Once again, I stood in awe looking through twenty foot high double-pained windows overlooking the ocean beyond. The view was spectacular as she led me further into the house.
"Glad you could make it," she said kissing me, and then led me over towards the window for a closer look. "That's Joy," she said as we approached. Now being able to see the likewise beautiful redwood deck that would be even more desirable to sit out on overlooking the ocean, I now saw an even more spectacular view, and one that surprised me a bit. Though I couldn't as yet see her face, I could see everything else about her, or nearly so anyway. Unlike her mother, Joy was obviously a sun-worshiper. She was currently laying on the deck having spread out a large beach towel...but more surprisingly, was the fact she was entirely naked. Needless to say, I was speechless. "Like I said," she laughed seeing the look in my face. "It's her behavior I'm more worried about. Trying to keep clothes on her is like telling her not to breathe. It's almost impossible, though I'm sure once she's had her fun making you feel awkward, she'll dress."
"Oh goodie," I thought to myself. "This should be interesting."
"Come on, I'll introduce you to her."
"Maybe you should let her know I'm here first," I suggested, still surprised that Cynthia was even allowing me to see her daughter this way.
"Trust me...she knows. She saw you pulling up. She's only been out there a few minutes, no doubt waiting for me to bring you out. Like I said Jack, as much as I try to...I can't totally control her. But the whole point of this will be to see if she can rattle you some. She'll no doubt be trying to size you up first, getting an idea of who it is you really are, and if she thinks you're just out to get into my pants, and then my money. Obviously she knows you've already done the first one...so now it's all about the second one."
Now I said it aloud. "This should prove to be interesting," I said just under my breath, but Cynthia heard it and giggled.
"Always is..."
There was a much smaller porch just through the sliding doors with a small set of steps leading down to the much larger spacious deck below which she was laying on. Even when Cynthia opened the door, and with the sound of our steps leading down towards her, she didn't bother to even turn to look up, remaining motionless almost as though asleep. Which obviously now, I knew she wasn't.
"Joy honey?" Her mother said. "This is Jack," she said simply. Only then did Joy roll over onto her side, shielding her eyes with her hand as she looked up towards me. She had long blonde hair, and the sun now backlit it giving her an almost angelic look. Her eyes said otherwise however as she more or less simply glared at me. Once again the problem was however, she was naked. And turning to look at me quite clearly revealed her rather full breasts, larger than Cynthia's were, though likewise having the same thick protruding nipples that her mother's had. But in addition to that, also unlike her mother who sported a small neatly trimmed little strip of pubic hair just above her mound, Joy's was completely bare. She obviously waxed it, or kept it totally shaved.
"Hi," she said simply and then rolled over again acting totally disinterested. If her intention had been to shock or disarm me, it had worked though I certainly hadn't let on, moving over to stand at the railing looking out at the crystal blue sea beyond, putting Cynthia's daughter purposely behind me so I would stand there and appear to be gawking at her.
"Come on, I'll show you the rest of the house, and then later if you'd like, we'll take a stroll along the beach."
I quickly followed Cynthia back inside, not once looking back, though I noticed through the corner of my eye, Joy had indeed rolled over onto her back, no doubt purposely doing so, seeing if I would in fact look back at her, which I didn't. I smiled inwardly to myself. "Oh yeah...this is apt to be a very interesting stay here...very interesting indeed!"
I was again a little surprised when Cynthia led me into her own master bedroom where I unpacked, placing what little I'd brought along with me into one of her empty dresser drawers. After changing into a pair of swim trunks I joined her in the kitchen where she fixed up a few sandwiches to go along with a couple of cold beers. Once she had, she led me back outside onto the deck to eat and enjoy the view. Joy had slipped back into a covering of sorts, though it did little if anything to cover up much of her naked body beneath it. I could still clearly see the outline of her rosy pink nipples peeking out at me as she took a seat across the two of us at the table.
"So...how long are you planning on visiting with us?" She asked me directly, which I honestly had to wonder about, why she and her mother hadn't already discussed this perhaps.
"Just for a few days," I informed her. "Over the weekend, and then through Wednesday," I explained.
"Which reminds me," Cynthia said jumping in. "I do have to work Monday and Tuesday, but I was able to take Wednesday off, so we'll at least have the last day of your visit here together."
I was surprised to hear that. I'd been expecting her to spend the entire time with me, which now did make me feel a little awkward in having planned the time off spending it here.
"Sorry," she went on further. "Important project I've been working on, and they pushed things up a little, so not much I could do about it. But I didn't want you to have to cancel your plans just because of me. And...after all, we do have the rest of the day and tomorrow together anyway. And the evenings here are always nice."
I had glanced over towards Joy as she said that, and could have sworn I had seen a smirk on the young woman's face when she heard that. Even then I began wondering if I had indeed bitten off more than I could chew here, which was confirmed seconds later for me when Cynthia spoke to her.
"Try and behave if you would dear please? While Jack's staying with us? He is a guest in our home you know, and someone I have every intention of getting to know better."
"Don't worry mother," Joy said in response to that. "I'll make sure to keep him amused and entertained while you're at work."
"That's what I'm afraid of," she said in response to that, though the two of them actually laughed about it. I chuckled as well...nervously however. Wondering as I did, just what the hell it was I had gotten myself into. It didn't take long for me to find out.
**
Sitting out on the deck, Cynthia's cell phone rang. Picking it up, she looked and saw who the call was from before answering. "Sorry...I need to take this, I'll try and not be too long," she stated standing, and then walked back up the stairs into the house. Obviously she worked, even when she wasn't supposed to, though I guess that was the price she was willing to pay for living the life of luxury she obviously did. The moment she did, Joy sat back in her chair, pulling the cover up she had on up and over her head, once again now sitting in front of me with her tits hanging out. It was hard not to look, though I purposely turned my head trying to look out over the ocean rather than directly at her.
"Please don't tell me your gay, mother will be very disappointed if you are," she informed me. "Bad enough if you're actually fucking her. Worse if you're actually gay and then fucking her...for her money."
Now I did look. "I'm not interested in your mother's wealth," I assured her trying to sound a bit irritated and indignant...on purpose. But all she did was chuckle to herself, shaking her tits some as she did.
"Well at least you're now looking at me and not simply ignoring me," she stated. "Though I will give you points for not actually ogling like so many of the men do that mothers had out here."
I wanted to ask her how many men her mother had had out here, but didn't. Though it now did make me wonder how many others had gone through this same obvious scrutiny. By the sound of it...many had.
"Hard to ignore a beautiful naked woman," I ventured, now looking at her purposely. "And especially one that enjoys flaunting it, just to see what sort of a reaction she can get."
"And am I getting one?" she asked leaning over as though to peek beneath the table at me. Truth was, I did have a partial erection. But at least it was only a partial one, and certainly not noticeable even if she had been able to lean over far enough to actually look. It was of course merely a suggested teasing ruse because she didn't lean far enough over to actually do so before sitting up straight in her chair once again. Though she did lean back, thus thrusting out her own perky young tits at me as she did so.
I just shook my head at her, though smiling a bit as I did. She continued however not actually expecting, or perhaps even wanting a real response to that. She shook her head, her blonde hair releasing and then settling again seductively over her shoulders, part of which had now covered one of her breasts. I wondered how many times she'd performed that movement, practicing it until her hair landed perfectly the way it just had. One nipple peaking out between the long blonde tendrils, like an eye looking through a keyhole towards me.
"I love the smell of the ocean, and the warmth of the sun on my body," she'd continued still eying me. "It always makes me horny sitting outside like this," she now continued as her hand suddenly slithered down between her legs even though I couldn't see what she was doing...even if she was really doing it. Though by her subtle hand movement, it certainly looked like she was. "I love masturbating out here," she next informed me. "You enjoy jerking off outside?"



"Once or twice," I answered her back seeing her eyebrows lift a little in response to that. "Don't have the luxury of such a nice place as this to do it however," I said still eyeing her, refusing to let her force me into turning my eyes away first, which I now believe she was trying to do. Especially when one hand came up, cupping her one uncovered breast, fondling and caressing it as she sat there, a small knowing smile on her face. She was obviously enjoying this, enjoying the fact I was indeed now looking at her, and obviously well aware of what she was doing to herself. If again...she in fact really was.
"Well, feel free...whenever you'd like," she informed me a bit teasingly perhaps, though no doubt trying to lure me into something, or tempting me...which I was fairly sure she was doing. Her mother certainly had warned me before hand about her behavior, but I hadn't figured this is what she'd actually meant when she'd said that. Though as I sat there watching her actually touching herself...if she really was, if this hadn't been what she'd meant by that.
"I think I'll save it for later...for your mother," I shot back tiring of her silly game, which she seemed to sense as she only then removed her hand from her breast as well as from between her legs, though she did stick her middle finger inside her mouth, closing her lips around it and licking it off.
"Yeah...me too," she said staring at me, still sucking her finger as she stood up. "Think I'll head inside for a bit and take a nap," she then stated and began passing around behind me on her way up the stairs. It was then that I felt her hand lightly brush against the back of my neck as she slipped by. She stopped briefly before going up though, once again turning to face me. "I'm sure she'll be on the phone for a while yet, plenty of time to take it out and jerk one off before she comes back, if you'd like to," she giggled, and then hurried along up the stairs back inside the house.
"Fuck me!" I said quietly to myself, admittedly enjoying that tight firm little ass of hers, thinking that it probably deserved a nice hard spanking. Though even that, after what I'd already learned about her, she'd probably enjoy a bit too much. "Way too much," I then added, and realized my cock was rock hard solid. I wondered... in passing around behind me, obviously looking down as she had, her hand briefly brushing across my shoulders as she did that, if she hadn't actually seen it. Even looking down at myself now...I certainly could.
Cynthia returned a short few minutes later. "Sorry about that, shouldn't have any more calls interrupting us today," she smiled apologetically. "And I'm also sorry about Joy too, not like I didn't warn you," she told me. "It's just one way she has of looking out for me, no doubt she tested you while I was inside?" She slightly questioned, seeing the confirmed expression on my face that she had. "I do hope that didn't shock or offend you if she did," Cynthia went on. "I've honestly tried speaking to her about it, about her antics...but to no avail. I can assure you however, she has no intention of actually trying to seduce you, it's all an act, trying to see if she can get you to more fully reveal yourself to her, and thus prove to me that you're perhaps not the person I think you are. But again...sorry if you're uncomfortable with her having done that. I do love her very much, and appreciate the fact she's always looking out for me, but her methods can be a bit trying at times."
"Yeah, I can only imagine," I said grinning a little. "But hopefully, she'll soon realize I'm not here to try and steal your money. The only thing I would enjoy doing at the moment...is fucking you perhaps."
Cynthia tossed her head back laughing. "Well then, by all means. Lets!"
When she stood up and peeled off her bikini top, I initially thought she was doing it as her own way of enticement, prepared then to follow her back into the house, and perhaps up to her bedroom where we might have a bit of privacy. Instead, she then slipped off her bikini bottoms and walked over towards the rail leaning over it, her beautiful bare breasts straddling the top railing. I knew then what it was...and where, she really wanted it. "I do so love fucking out here looking out over the ocean," she told me.
I turned looking back towards the house briefly, thought I caught movement from the second set of curtains on the upper most level of the house, the far left end as opposed to the right end where I knew her mother's bedroom was. That one had to have been where Joy's bedroom must be. And I knew then...there was a pretty good chance she'd be looking at us. Perhaps now it was my turn to turn the tables just a little. I quickly stepped out of the swim trunks I had on, allowing my hard turgid member to spring free as I slowly walked towards her mother. I did so purposely, slowly before letting it rest against and between Cynthia's likewise near perfect ass. I could almost imagine the view it must have given, seeing me do that, just before I spread Cynthia's ass a bit, and then slid deeply and quickly into the depths of her warm, slick inviting sweet pussy.
**
We had in fact taken a stroll along the beach watching the sunset together. After which we headed back towards the house and up the private flight of stairs from the beach. Joy was waiting for us when we arrived, though I was glad to see her dressed. Though what she currently had on wasn't much more than simply being naked again. The bright red bikini she had on left very little to the imagination, especially with her very prominent nipples poking through the almost too thin triangles of material barely covering each one.
"Joy honey? Why don't you run up and pour us all a glass of wine while I get dinner started here," she asked her. Without hesitation or complaint, she did so, running up ahead of her mother as I took a seat at the patio table again, enjoying the florescence of the waves as the moon light now lit them, watching them crash against the beach and a few areas where the rocks were now exposed further along down the beach from where we were. Joy returned moments later with a glass of wine in both hands, handing one to me. Though the way she even did that was suspect. She'd purposely passed it by a little too closely to my face before handing it off. I had caught a whiff of her when she did that. A very obvious, and yet very subtle odor which I'd become recently familiar with. One not unlike her mothers. I sniffed the wine instead however, purposely doing so, though letting her be aware of the fact her intentions and ploy hadn't gone unnoticed.
"Full bodied," I stated, sniffing the wine again, and then sipping it. "Nice aroma...flavor."
"You think so?" she grinned. "Or are you talking about the wine?"
The smell of pussy on her finger had been almost too obvious, as she'd brushed it by my nose dangerously close, holding the wine glass in her hand as she'd done that before handing it to me.
"Both," I answered her back taking another sip. "Though I'm a bit more partial to a more mature vintage," I then added seeing her scowl upon hearing that.
We sat in silence for a moment or two, both still sipping our wine listening to the waves crashing below us.
"Enjoyed watching you fuck mother earlier," she said, no doubt still trying to get a rise out of me when she said that. "I can see why she likes fucking you, why she invited you here. Obviously you do have a rather impressive looking cock."
"Thank you, glad you think so," I answered back. "Thought you might be looking down on us," I then stated, letting her know I was fairly confident she had been. "I like your mother, and besides being a smart and knowledgeable business woman, she really is a great fuck too. Not to mention probably being a pretty good cook on top of all that."
Joy actually laughed upon hearing that. "Ok, points for being honest too perhaps. So far anyway..." she further qualified. And then her face grew serious again as she leaned over the table drawing herself a bit closer towards me. "Let's get one thing perfectly straight here between us while we are being honest here," she said talking in low tones, forcing me to lean forward a bit in my seat as well so I could more clearly and easily hear her over the crashing waves periodically hitting the rocks. "If you do have intentions beyond just showing mother a good time...I will find you out, and I will spit you out before you can ever do anything that would ever hurt her," she told me. "So just remember that," she grinned sitting back straight in her chair once again. "Let's put it another way in fact, just so we do understand one another. Anytime you want to fuck me...all you have to do is ask. Once you do, I'll fuck you wherever you'd like...whenever you'd like...as much as you'd like even. But...you'd also have to agree to leave immediately and leave my mother alone once you do."
"I see," I said sitting back in my chair letting her think I was perhaps actually contemplating that. "That simple is it? So...if I said I wanted to fuck you right here...right now, you would? Right in front of your own mother even?"
"If that's what you wanted...then yes. I'd much rather have her be disappointed and upset with me in doing that, than in being disappointed in you, finding out later on that you turned out to be someone other than what you're leading either one of us to believe."
"So you still think I'm not really interested in your mother then, but in her money."
"I do. And I mean to prove it," Joy said leaning forward again. "So...like I said, I'm yours for the taking, anytime...any place, but you'll have to ask me to do it first."
"I'll keep that in mind," I said smiling at her. "Ah...and speaking of your mother..."
Cynthia rejoined us bringing along her own glass of wine. "Dinner's on...be a while yet, now...what was it I heard? You two were speaking about me?" She asked.
"Just getting to know one another a little better," I told Cynthia. "Putting cards out on the table so to speak," I then added.
Cynthia turned towards her daughter with a knowing look in her eyes. "I'm willing to bet she gave you a nice whiff of herself too didn't she?" Cynthia said, startling me a bit with the admission.
"Already told her I prefer a more mature vintage," I said chuckling a bit, now seeing the somewhat pained expression on Joy's face. She drained her wine glass shortly after that. "I think I'll take dinner up in my own room this evening, give the two of you a chance to have a bit more privacy and time together," she stated and then hurriedly left heading back up the stairs into the house.
"Again, I'm sorry Jack if she's made you feel uncomfortable in anyway. Like I said in the beginning, I know she only does it out of concern and worry for me...and yes, for herself too I'm sure...the money and all. Not like I don't know that I've already spoiled her too much as it is. But...there have been a few men who have even fooled me. Never her though. Had it not been for Joy, I'm not sure we'd still have what we do have, or that either one of us would be as comfortable or as secure as we are now. So...I tend to overlook some of her shenanigans from time to time. Provided of course...she doesn't go too far overboard with them."
"Look, I understand. And in a way...I don't blame her for being overly protective of you, no more than you're probably just as overprotective of her too in your own way. You're just looking out for one another, nothing wrong with that. So...if it doesn't worry or upset you, then don't worry about what I'm thinking based on whatever it is that she's doing. So far, if she enjoys yanking my chain a little, and teasing me a bit...even flirting with me. As long as you're aware that she is...and may continue to do. Then don't worry about me. I'm not interested in your daughter. I'm really only interested in getting to know you better first."
"It's nice hearing you say that Jack," Cynthia said leaning her head into and against my shoulder. "I've enjoyed being with you...making love with you, and I'd hate to find out in the end that it's been less than that. We come as a package deal. If in the end Joy can't or won't accept you, it's been our long term agreement, if that's the case, then I won't commit long term to that man. I might continue to see him, even to fuck him from time to time. But it would never be anything more than that, not without Joy's approval. And same goes for her too. If I don't like a guys she's with, or seeing. Same thing there as well. It's just the way it is.
"So in other words, I have to win the daughter over too then, in order to win you."
"If that's your intention...then yes," she smiled hopefully, wondering in fact if it really was. She kissed me, as I kissed her back, hotly, passionately...wondering as I did so...if those truly were my real intentions.
**
We had gone upstairs shortly after dinner and made love. And though still passionate, it had been a sweet tender coupling, leaving her exhausted, and soon after fast asleep there in her bed. She'd had a busy, stressful week, obviously exhausted as I turned out the lights, tucking her in, and then crept quietly out of the room heading down stairs once again.
I was still wide awake, not yet ready to turn in myself. That, and I was jones'ing for a smoke, having not lit one up since I had been here. If there was a time I was going to do so...it was now, especially after having just had sex when it was usually the time I most enjoyed having one.
Just after midnight, it was quiet, all save for those same waves crashing below us. The sound of the surf pounding giving the night a bit of a surreal serenity as I stood there next to the rail enjoying my smoke looking into the darkness beyond, the trail the moon blazed across the ocean beyond like a pathway into nothingness. The sound of her voice startled me, as did her actions. I'd not heard her come up from behind me. Like a prowling cat perhaps, she'd crept up on her unsuspecting prey, and then pounced without warning. It had been her fingers coming up, pulling the cigarette from between my lips that had first alerted me to her presence. I stood there watching her take a deep pull on the cigarette before handing it back to me.
"Nothing better than a smoke after sex," she informed me. She was again naked, but unfortunately...so was I. I'd been bold enough to have left the room without bothering to dress, thinking everyone actually asleep, though in hindsight, I probably should have known better. And even more importantly, later asked myself if I hadn't subconsciously gone down there like this, wondering if she might in fact actually show up. Which she had. And like I said...naked again too.
I took another drag on my smoke, using the time I did so to once again look at her, taking her all in, especially bathed the way she was in the moonlight. There was no denying it, Joy had a beautiful young gorgeous body, and she obviously knew it, enjoyed flaunting it...showing herself off. Tempting and teasing me as she did so. Which was of course her game. But standing there naked, as I now was myself, was I not too...playing it? I wondered. Maybe I was. Looking at her was arousing. That much I at least had to admit. And though I did indeed like Cynthia, and was certainly enjoying my getting to know her better than I did. What was it that I actually did hope to accomplish here? Cynthia did indeed make a nice living, obviously had a beautiful home out here on the beach where anyone in their right mind would enjoy living. Was there a future in any of this for me...for us? Or was it simply a passing infatuation that would soon end with my going back to my own little corner of the world?
"You're hard," she stated looking down at me as I polished off the smoke, pinching off the hot cherry, before crushing the rest of the smoke between my fingers, setting it off to the side to be picked up and tossed later. She was right. I was. Something about standing here outside like this always had been arousing to me. I loved being naked outdoors, always had, always would. And then added to that, doing so...with a young nubile, very attractive looking woman standing next to me likewise in the nude....well.
"Yeah...I guess I am," I freely admitted. I mean after all...not like I could hide it or anything.
It was then however that I felt her hand reach out, wrapping itself around my shaft. It was already slick as she did that.
"What are you doing?" I asked.
"Letting you enjoy a little 'Joy Juice'," she quipped continuing to fondle me. I realized then, she had taken a bit of her own lubrication, now applying that to me. Admittedly it felt good...too good in fact. My resolve shaken as I stood there. Yet determined even so.
"I didn't ask to fuck you," I told her, though my voice certainly wasn't in agreement with myself.
"I know, didn't hear you ask either," she said just as easily. "Though the offer still stands." She continued to slowly stroke my cock however, using her own juice to further pleasure me with, taking a bit more, her hand down between her legs again, which she now switched, using the other hand as she went back to slow-stroking my cock for me.
"If you're going to insist on standing there and jerking me off...fine. But you need to know Joy, I have no intention of letting this remain a secret between us. If you're thinking you can tell your mother that I wanted this...allowed this, without mentioning it to her, then you'd better stop."
"So you're actually telling me, you will tell mom I did this to you then...that what I'm hearing?"
"Yes...it is. And don't think that I won't either. I'd rather she hear it from me first. So...if it's your intent to get me aroused," you've succeeded. I'll be the first to admit that I am, already was when I came down here to begin with. And you doing this...isn't making it any easier for me. But...I have no intention of fucking you, or asking to fuck you either." I told her.
"I see," she said letting go of my cock finally, backing up to support herself against the railing again, though she spread her legs slightly, her hand once again down between them. This time I could see, she truly was fingering herself in front of me, openly and without any reservation or inhibition in doing so. "Very well...suit yourself, but I am horny now too...admittedly. And if you like, if you want...you can watch me get myself off. Even join me perhaps. And...if you'd also like, we can keep this between us, or you can tell mom what I did...or even what you did. I won't say a word either way. And that...I do promise you."
"Tell you what Joy," I said already having given this some thought. It was a bit risky perhaps...no telling how Cynthia would in fact react to it in the morning, but if anything...I would at least perhaps give myself some credibility in both of their eyes. "I'm aroused enough that I'm certainly not going to stand here and not give myself a bit of release...especially now that I need to. And...if you're going to stand there and play with yourself in front of me, I'm not about to look away while you do so either. I'll stand here, enjoy looking at you, and jerk myself off. In the morning, as soon as your mom's up however...I will tell her myself what happened here. So...now it's your choice. You can remain, pleasure yourself in front of me while I watch, while I jerk off...which I intend on doing whether you're here or not now. But whatever story I tell your mom...is now entirely dependent upon you."
On the one hand, I was really hoping she'd leave. On the other of course...I hoped she'd stay, continue to fondle herself while I watched her doing so. I mean...after all. Either way however, I would tell Cynthia what had happened here, especially before Joy could...which I felt she would do, regardless. Cynthia might in fact ask me to leave, be upset, who knows. But I was bound and determined, even if she did that, at least she'd know...as would Joy, I hadn't been lying to either one of them.



Joy began working her own pussy even more purposely, once again lifting a hand to likewise begin mauling and fondling that exquisite breast of hers. A sore temptation...trust me, as I wished that I could do that to her myself. I refrained however...somehow, though certainly no longer refraining from jacking my cock. Jacking it up and down now as Joy stood on, watching me as I played with my cock right there in front of her, walking towards the railing.
Amazingly enough, we came simultaneously, one or the other of us perhaps triggering it, but nevertheless...hearing her mewled expression of pleasure, the look in her face, the way she stood there with her fingers clamped down on one of her nipples...stretching it. I felt my own balls tighten, knew the familiar tingle of release, which was already at that very moment racing up the length of my shaft. That triggered intensity of eruption, the split second when my spunk leapt from the tip of my dick, momentarily highlighted in the moon light before falling off into the darkness somewhere below us, out over the railing as I stood there. Purposely aiming it that way now, not wanting to spoil or stain the deck. Joy cried out, watching it...watching me shoot, over and over again. Her own deep-throated cry of release mingling now with my own, she turned, facing the railing. I watched in wonder...surprise, even disbelief as the sudden highlighted appearance of her own pearly jettison of female spunk likewise arched away from her, and then disappeared into the depths below us. Glittering briefly for a split second, caught in the moon's soft caressing glow.
"Now I need a cigarette," Cynthia said walking out onto the deck. "Maybe we all need one."
To be continued...
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It felt like I had jumped three feet in the air at the sound of Cynthia's voice as she walked up behind us. And unlike us...she at least had a robe on, though I doubted she wore anything beneath it.
"Seriously," she said taking a seat at the table. "I could use one...and a drink," she added. "Bring the Scotch back with you when you come, and a couple of glasses."
"Three...glasses," Joy said jumping in.
I turned heading back up the stairs and inside the house heading for Cynthia's room where I'd left my smokes. I glanced back briefly seeing Joy now taking a seat across from her mother. I knew then that sending me off for smokes, and for the Scotch was purposely done. I slowed down, no sense trying to hurry. If anything, I'd doddle a bit, giving them time to chat. The problem for me was, after what had happened there outside, had pretty much taken away whatever options I'd had.
I knew now that telling Cynthia anything about what had happened would no longer hold any credibility. How long she had been there watching all that was yet another question. What had she heard? What hadn't she? Either way, trying to say anything at this point about it wouldn't accomplish what I had hoped to. And I likewise realized as I finally reached Cynthia's room grabbing up my pack of smokes, that Joy hadn't jumped, hadn't been startled at all. She must have seen, or at least been somewhat aware of her mother's presence. Another indication to me just how dangerous an 'opponent' she truly was, which is how I now saw her, and viewed her. She might indeed be a young woman, but she certainly wasn't a naive or stupid one. She was however very cunning and calculated. If anything, that little performance out on the deck had proven that. And though the two of them were no doubt discussing it even now, I couldn't help but wonder where that would now place me in all of this. At least Cynthia hadn't demanded that I leave, so that was something at least.
Curious, I approached the window in her bedroom pulling back the curtain off to one side peeking out and down below. They were still talking, though I couldn't hear anything being said of course, but even the movement of their heads, hands and arms told me through their animation that they were having a rather heated conversation. I allowed the curtains to fall back into place and began making my way back down into the kitchen area to retrieve the Scotch along with the three glasses.
Rather than walking outside naked again, I grabbed a towel from off the nearby shelf where Cynthia kept a supply of beach towels handy and available. Not having a robe myself, and not wishing to run back up to the room and dress, I wrapped one of those around my torso instead. Grabbing the glasses along with the Scotch and smokes, I took a deep cleansing breath and headed back outside again. At least things appeared calmer between the two of them than I'd spied...noticing earlier. The moment the sliding glass door opened, they fell silent, though still looking directly at one another, and not at me even as I approached. In silence, I poured each one of us a drink, and then offered them both a smoke. Joy declined, but Cynthia accepted one as I held the lighter for her. She took a deep drag on the cigarette, coughed, and took another.
"Ten years," she said dragging on it again, taking a sip of her Scotch and then crushing the smoke out on the tabletop leaving it there in an act of defiance perhaps. I lit my own, walked over to the railing leaning against it and just stood there.
"I'm going to bed," Joy announced draining her drink in one gulp, setting the glass down on the table. She turned without saying anything further, nor looking at me as she ascended the stairs. I followed her with my eyes, just as Cynthia did until she'd disappeared inside the house. Only then did Cynthia stand up, approaching me. I wondered now if this is where she'd politely ask me to leave. I was prepared for it if she did.
"Did she invite you to fuck her?" She asked point blank. I saw no point in lying to her, especially now. I still had no idea of course how much she'd seen, how much she'd heard, it mattered not. If she asked me anything, I would tell her, the truth.
"Yes she did."
Cynthia nodded her head. "I knew she would, she always does," she informed me, turning to face the railing looking out into the darkness as she stood next to me. I turned, likewise looking out taking another drag on my cigarette. "Would you like to?" She now asked without looking at me. "I saw...saw you looking at her, watching her while she played with herself, while you...while you stroked your cock."
"I know, and yes...under different circumstances, I would. I won't lie to you Cynthia. She is beautiful, she is sexy...and she's a damn tempting siren. But so are you Cynthia," I said turning towards her once again. "I didn't come here to meet her, or fuck her. I came here to be with you."
Cynthia reached up taking the cigarette from between my lips, she held it to her own taking another drag off it, not coughing this time, and then flicked it over the railing. The moment she'd done that, I felt her hands as she easily undid the knot in the towel I had wrapped around myself. It fell away down around my feet. As it did, Cynthia knelt using it as a cushion of sorts, her hand immediately coming up to wrap itself around my very limp, very flaccid prick.
"You probably will you know," she said now placing her mouth around my slowly stiffening cock as she lightly sucked it.
"Will what?" I asked glancing up towards Joy's bedroom. And though it was dark, I noticed the curtains not hanging quite straight, wondering as I stood there if she was indeed looking down at us again, just as I'd done.
"Fuck her," she added sucking me in again, the feel of her tongue now dancing around the tip of my cock, spearing the tiny eye-slit for a moment, and then back...lapping away at it.
"I have...no...intention...of doing that," I just managed, finding it a bit surreal to be standing here discussing this like we were, Cynthia's mouth, tongue and lips now lavishing pleasure upon my rapidly stiffening prick.
"I know you don't...but you will. They all do...eventually," she responded back, still sucking, mouthing...and tonguing me.
I glanced up again, not really meaning too, but the pleasure her mouth was now bringing me literally forced my head back as I bent even further back against the railing. I noticed when I did, there no longer appeared to be an opening in the curtains, slight as it might have been. I still couldn't be sure of course, it may have been nothing more than my imagination, but I wondered.
"I won't," I assured her again, damn near gritting my teeth.
"You will," she replied lapping away furiously now, the tender tickle of her tongue nearly driving me insane, as was this bizarre conversation we were having. "You may not..." she now added confusing me even further. "But...you'll want to, and eventually, you'll tell her that. Just don't lie to me about it when you do. I couldn't handle it, knowing that." Cynthia drew me inside her mouth fully, now sucking me hard, causing me to lose all train of thought. I didn't have a better answer for her than the one I'd already given her anyway. But I also knew as she now drew me closer and closer towards orgasm again, that Monday and Tuesday were apt to be very trying days. Very trying and tempting days indeed.
"Oh fuck," I moaned instead, feeling the surge of sweetness suddenly racing up the length of my cock. I reached out placing my hands on the back of her head, letting my fingers entangle within her long soft flowing hair. Like holding onto the reins of a horse, I held her like that, feeling the delicious purge of semen now filling her mouth. She swallowed, trying to keep up with me as I nearly drowned her. Finally, the explosion and stars I saw inside my head gradually subsiding, as did her continued sucking, licking. She pulled her mouth away, though her tongue still lapped, encircling, and demanding every trace of my spending. I opened my eyes looking down at her. She looked up, her tongue now cleaning off her lips. I bent forward, hands coming up inside her armpits, lifting her, helping her to stand kissing her fully and deeply when I did that. I could taste the pungent flavor of myself on her as I kissed her, as she kissed me back, tongues dancing, fencing with one another. And then I picked her up, walked over the few short feet towards the table. I sat her down on top of it, picked up my towel folding it, creating a pillow for her, and then pushed her back. In seconds, I had my mouth on her. I felt and tasted her heat, the musky aroma and salty sweetness of her own desire. I speared her with my tongue, hands already coming up to capture her sweet magnificent breasts. I rolled her nipples playfully between my fingers, my tongue flicking lightly at the core of her center, her clit like a hard little prick. Swollen, throbbing, as she groaned out her pleasure, loud enough to actually be heard over the sound of the pounding surf below us.
The wind had picked up as well. Clouds already beginning to filter across the moon lit sky making it even darker, harder to see the night as I devoured Cynthia's cunt, sucking and licking away at her sweet hard little clit.
A storm was coming.
**
I woke up to the sound of the wind beating against the window. Little if any sunlight filtering through, the skies clouded over with the promise of rain. I looked over, the indentation of the bed the only indication that Cynthia had indeed slept next to me. I slid out of bed, this time slipping into a baggy pair of shorts, not even bothering to locate a pair of fresh underwear from the drawer first. I'd do that later after my shower. I headed towards the closed door, opened it listening. Though I couldn't hear them, couldn't hear voices...I did hear the sound of the TV somewhere below, and then headed towards the kitchen. Cynthia must have heard me coming, she'd poured me a cup of freshly brewed coffee handing me one as she stood sipping hers, looking at the TV, specifically the news as the cute young weather reporter went on about the rapidly gathering storm outside.
"Looks like we're in for a pretty good one," Cynthia told me. "Here by tomorrow afternoon," she stated. "I might need your help later, securing the windows, putting away the table and deck chairs, and whatever else might get blown away."
She then explained to me how she had an automatic system that would roll out a thick piece of Plexiglas over all the windows, or hard wooden shutters over the smaller ones which she asked me to help her secure later if it appeared to be getting worse. I was reminded that she needed to head into town, into work in the morning.
"Don't go," I told her. "Surely they don't expect you to drive all that way in this?" I questioned.
"No choice. I have to. We have clients that are flying in today, it's an important meeting, one that will secure millions for a project I've been working on. I'm heading it up. I can't not go and leave everyone sitting there just because of a little wind and rain," she stated turning back into the kitchen pouring herself another cup of coffee.
"I wouldn't call this a little wind," I said as just then the large windowpanes rattled as though confirming my concerns.
"I'll try and cut the meeting short, if I can..." she added. "But I do have to go."
"I'll go back with you then," I suggested. She turned smiling at me, very much aware of my real intent in saying that.
"No, you stay here...if nothing else, I'd rather you did so and not leave Joy all alone here if it really does get bad."
I laughed nervously. Ironic enough as it was. Even the weather seemed to be against me for some reason, as though fate had already cast the die. It seemed as though Poseidon himself was out to get me...tempt me, leaving me alone with Joy when that was now the last thing I wanted or needed to do.
"Ok, I will...but I'll expect you to call frequently. If not me...at least call your daughter and let us know if you get hung up for any reason."
"Same here...especially if the weather takes a turn for the worse," she told me as we once again turned towards the TV.
"Winds in excess in some areas, approaching hurricane velocity."
"Great...just fucking great," I thought to myself. I already felt like I was standing in the eye of a hurricane now. Especially when Joy finally came down stairs joining us.
"Fucking weather!" She announced sourly. "Now we're all going to be cooped up in here all day!"
"Maybe it will blow over and head off someplace else," her mother suggested.
"Fat chance," Joy said collapsing down in an unceremonious heap at the table glaring at the TV set as though she personally held the weather girl responsible for all this.
"Well, either way, we probably should stock up on a few things," Cynthia said. "Perhaps after you get dressed..." she paused, "You might consider going down to the strip mall for me and picking up some stuff."
"Why me?" She turned looking irritated.
"That...or you can stay here and help Jack move everything outside into the shed, and help secure the windows instead then."
"Fine...I'll go. At least that will give the two of you some time to fuck after you've done that," she burst, and then stood heading back upstairs once again. All she'd been wearing had been a tight fitting wife-beater tee shirt and a thong that did little if anything in concealing her ass. I couldn't help watching her go, turning back around to face Cynthia again as she smiled at me.
"Sorry..." she apologized to me again. "Joy never has liked thunder and lightning. It scares her, ever since she was a kid. Unfortunately the weather reports say we're in for some of that."
At least now I could partially understand her outburst and behavior. But I was again not looking forward to being cooped up in the house with her myself, and alone to boot.
"She was right about one thing though."
"Oh? And what was that?"
"While she's gone...I do want you to fuck me."
**
We had just finished hauling in the furniture and anything else that wasn't nailed down, putting it all away in the shed when we heard the car pulling out of the drive. Joy was headed into town with a small list of things that Cynthia felt might be needed.
"We'll wait and see how the weather gets before we do the windows," she informed me then leading me back inside, though it had already started to sprinkle a little. Though windy, it wasn't bad enough yet to worry about securing any of those. "Time for a shower," she now added winking at me, and then led me back upstairs to her room again.
Cynthia had one of those enormously large shower enclosures with two opposite facing showerheads. One side was left completely open, stepping down into it with a small area for stepping out onto from there in order to towel off. After turning on both showerheads, adjusting the temperature to our liking, we undressed and quickly stepped down into it together. I'd always enjoyed showering with a woman in the past, and this was no exception. Especially with all the room and spaciousness that we had in doing so. There was even a small bench seat of sorts that ran in an "L" shape design around a portion of the shower. Already I was imagining what use that could be put to.
Almost immediately we began soaping one another up. I'd always enjoyed the feel of a pair of slick, soapy breasts as I lathered hers up. Cynthia too seemingly enjoyed it as I thumbed her nipples, using the soap to allow them to glide over them easily, strumming them back and forth as her own hand playfully did the same to my prick. I was soon hard as a rock, throbbing and in dire need of her. As was she...but not in quite the way I'd imagined.
Cynthia turned facing away from me. I took that as a sign as to what she wanted, though not yet wanting to penetrate, still playing...still teasing her. I placed my cock against the back of her ass, so hard and stiff that I could slap her with it, listening to her giggle as I did so, repeatedly.
Once again I leaned over her, leaving my cock to nestle itself in the crack of her still soapy slick ass. My hands coming around to teasingly fondle her alluring, dangling breasts. Nipples so firm and hard now that they felt like miniature thimbles as I stood there toying with them.
"Fuck me Jack...fuck me. Fuck my ass!"
Like I said, this wasn't exactly what I was expecting. Especially when I'd never done that before. Sure...I'd thought about it, fantasized about it on many occasion, but it was something my ex-wife had never allowed, never would. And up until now anyway, it wasn't something I'd attempted to do with any of the women I had dated. Had I known them, been with a few of them longer than I had...perhaps eventually I might have. But...as I said, this was, or rather would be a first for me. Once again, it was time to be honest here.
"You sure? I've ah...never done that before," I told her. She turned looking over her shoulder at me. Her eyes wide, her eyebrows raised in question.
"Really? Never?"
"Never," I openly admitted actually feeling shy now that I hadn't, especially not knowing what to expect. She grinned.
"Never had a man's cherry before," she said giggling like a schoolgirl when she said it. "Been a while for me too...a long while," she added to that. "But I want to. I want to feel you inside me...inside my ass," she literally purred quite suggestively now just thinking about it.
"Ok..." I moaned uncertainly as she reached back her hand once again caressing my prick, which was still slipping and sliding up through the crack of her ass. I knew now however, it would soon be directed elsewhere.
"Use the soap, enter me with your fingers first, get me nice and slick in there, open me up a bit," she implored me sounding even more aroused now than she had a moment ago. Her voice was thick...raw with lust and unbridled emotion. "Finger-fuck my ass Jack, and then fuck me...with your cock!"
I had enjoyed ass play before to some extent anyway, having a finger up inside my own ass a time or two, so I did have some idea as to what to expect there. She was still tight however, even with the soap as I eased first one digit, and then after a few moments, another one. Now sliding two fingers in and out of her tight puckered little opening, I felt it stretch a little.
"Oh fuck," she groaned hanging her head down, her hands now bracing herself against the side of the shower stall, the water pouring over her head in a fine misty spray. "God yes! That feels good...so fucking good," she moaned even more deeply. "Fuck me Jack, fuck me...put it in, put your cock inside my ass...and fuck me!"
I placed the head of my dick at her tiny little opening. She pressed back. For a moment it didn't feel like it would enter, too big...too tight. But then I felt her suddenly swallow up the head of my dick. The ring of her tight warm opening sucking it in, surrounding me like a firm wanton mouth.
"Yessss!" She hissed. "Oh fuck yessssssss!" she hissed again. "Fuck me Jack! Fuck me!"
I eased into her slowly, not only for her benefit in not wanting to hurt her, or take her too quickly, but in savoring the sensation of entering a woman's ass for the first time in my entire life. I wanted to feel and remember the sensation of each hot tight inch of her passage as I slowly claimed her, slowly inserted my manhood, my hard proud stiff manhood into that taboo fuck tunnel I was now entering.
"Jesus," I moaned as well, feeling every inch until the entire length of my shaft was embedded inside her. Fully hilted now, I remained still, allowing each of us to become accustomed to the sudden intrusion. Only then easing out...almost as slowly, and then sliding back in again, once again hilting myself until feeling my balls slap against her flesh. She now braced herself with one hand against the wall, her head looking back over her shoulder towards me. Her free hand now cupping her breast, pinching her nipple...pulling on it.



"Fuck me hard now Jack. Hard...deep...and fast!"
I pulled out nearly all the way, looking down at myself, waiting until I saw the head of my cock just appearing before thrusting deeply, with force back inside her again...all the way. She groaned, pressing back...urging me to continue.
"Harder!"
I slammed into her. Slipped out...slammed in, out...in out. Suddenly like a runaway freight train I began skewering her ass, pummeling it with my prick. My hands now gripping her ass, fingers digging into her flesh as I held on, thrusting...slamming, thrusting into her over and over again with a stamina I didn't know that I had.
Cynthia had dropped her hand down between her legs, openly frigging her clit now, fingers a blur as she fucked herself, her head once again bent down beneath the water as it pounded against her there, with me still pounding her from behind. I could feel the tension in my balls, felt the tingling promise of rapture already beginning to alert me to my own powerful release.
So unexpectedly then, she screamed out...her plea of release echoing off the walls inside the shower as she began to climax. Hearing her, now feeling her as the muscles in her ass clamped down on me in a vise-like grip, she literally milked the juice from my balls as I slammed into her one more time, holding still, feeling the throb of my cock so deeply inside her. And with each throb, I felt release. Felt he ejaculate of my cream spurt, pouring inside, filling her as she thrashed wildly beneath me, her ass now bouncing back against me, forcing my cock to drive even deeper inside her than it already was.
"That's it baby! Fuck my ass! Shoot your nasty spunk inside my ass, fill it baby...fill it...fill my hot nasty ass with your fucking cream!" She screamed, her orgasm so intense, so wild that I feared for a moment she would hurt herself...and me.
**
We had dried off, dressed and soon after returned back into the main living room. Joy was sitting there on the couch, several bags sitting upon the tabletop. But it wasn't that so much as the sight of her sitting there doing what she was that caught me by surprise. She'd picked up a number of things that Cynthia thought it wise we should have. Some of which had been batteries of course for the flashlights. But...she had bought several, and in different types. Which only now dawned on me as to why she had. I counted at least six, if not seven different vibrators. She had them spread out all over the coffee table, the backs off each as she sorted out the differing sized batteries she'd need in replacing them. She looked up as we entered, not at all surprised, nor even embarrassed as she sorted through everything, replacing each and every one of them.
"I'll be damned if I'm going to be bored if and when the lights go off," she told us. "At least you two can fuck one another's brains out, which it already sounds like you did," she said glaring at us. "Unless of course..." she grinned evilly looking directly at me.
Once again the wind rattled the windows outside.
"Maybe we'd best get to work on the shutters at least," Cynthia said ignoring the obscene display scattered about on the table. "The winds starting to pick up now."
I nodded my head in agreement, following her back outside again.
It was starting to rain. And rain hard. And I was reminded yet again of another saying..."Sometimes when it rains...it pours."
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Needless to say, we were both soaking wet by the time we'd finished up with the shutters on all the small windows. The rain was really coming down now with periods of thunder and lightning. Cynthia had told me earlier, but reminded me again of her concern and worry for Joy. Joy truly was terrified by thunder and lightning, had been so all her life in fact. And of course Cynthia also told me, she very often reacted to it in strange ways, trying to hide and cover up her fear.
"All I'm saying is...don't be surprised by anything," Cynthia said as we had stood against the wall on the back side of her home, temporarily shielded from the weather before making our mad dash back inside. "She's apt to do just about anything in order to keep her mind off the storm, especially if the thunder and lightning gets closer or more intense.
"Thanks for the warning," I near shouted as the wind seemed to be picking up a little. Though thankfully...for the moment anyway, the thunder and lightning didn't appear to be very close yet, though it was frequent, and beginning to increase in intensity.
When we'd made it back inside, standing near the same towel rack, Cynthia immediately began stripping off her wet clothes. "Here," she said handing me a large towel. "Take off your wet things and dry off with this." We both stripped, and then began drying off, though I soon grabbed another dry towel, once again wrapping it around myself just as Cynthia did. Walking back into the main room, we were of course greeted again by Joy who remained sitting on the couch, her display of obscene, yet interesting toys now laid out side-by-side there on the table in front of her.
"All set to go," she announced as though packing for a trip, or an outing to an amusement park, which in this case, was her own pussy. She still wore a white, wife-beater tee shirt along with a white thong, that I could see as she sat on the couch with her knees partially bent, it did little if anything to conceal that pressed in "V" of her split as it pushed against the thin material of her panties. Not to mention of course, her hard twin tipped nipples clearly showing through the thin material of her top. Twin aroused points of pure hard ecstasy that I allowed my eyes to feast upon. I know Cynthia could see what I saw, but didn't comment on the obvious. Apparently she was used to this...though I was far from being there myself. Joy was, and continued to be a disconcerting puzzle to me. She was indeed an enigma of character that had me constantly trying to second guess her intent, continually keeping me on my toes whenever I was around her.
"What about the main windows?" I asked trying to change the subject and give me reason and cause to avert my eyes away from Joy's continued, almost obscene display of herself.
"I don't think we need to worry about those just yet," Cynthia stated playing along. "At least those can be closed from the inside. But we should think about putting something together for dinner, just in case we happen to lose power for a while."
"I'm not hungry...what I am, is horny." Joy quipped her eyes locking directly on mine as she even more decadently spread her legs, even going so far as to lift one of them up, placing it on the couch. This simple move now displaying even more of herself as she did that. The outline of her sweet succulent looking pussy lips almost winking at me as she smiled in that naughty little girl, flirtatious way of hers. I turned away glancing towards her mother, almost having to will myself in doing so.
"Fine, then go up to your room and do something about it," Cynthia suggested, which would have been my suggestion too under the circumstances. Joy of course just sat glaring at her mother. As I stood feeling my cock beginning to stir.
"You know damn good and well I hate being alone in my room when the weathers like this," she said sullenly. As though to emphasize this very fact, a loud sharp crackle of lightning lit up nearly the entire sky, hinting at the fact that the storm was indeed intensifying and getting closer. This was almost immediately followed by a long rolling echo of thunder that reverberated inside the house. Joy's eyes had opened wide upon seeing and hearing it, and then oddly enough, if not bizarre enough, she reached over towards the table, grabbed what appeared to be a fairly large purple vibrator with more gadgets on it that I had in my car, and turned it on. "At least do me the courtesy of doing something to help me take my mind of the fucking lightning!" She exclaimed almost yelling at us.
"Like what?" Cynthia asked her in a much calmer tone of voice as Joy placed the tip of the now vibrating toy against herself, though merely teasing her split through the material of her sheer thong at the moment. My eyes unfortunately, once again glued to her as she sat doing that.
"Give me something to look at, to concentrate on while I'm doing this. If you don't...I'll never get off!" She sincerely asked her.
Cynthia turned looking at me, a small smile on her lips, though she again turned back facing her daughter, once again asking the very same question. "Like what?"
"Oh...I don't know, maybe you two could at least fuck or something. You both seem to be good at doing that!"
Just then another even brighter flash of lightning lit up the room, which was followed almost instantaneously by a rolling peel of thunder.
"Please mother!" She now begged, clearly agitated and upset, nearly dropping the toy she'd been holding against herself as she literally jumped up from the couch a bit.
I know I was standing there with my mouth agape, not believing everything that was going on for one thing, the weather outside making it even more surreal as Cynthia and I stood there looking on at her daughter as she once again placed the toy against her split, this time easing away the small patch of material covering her pussy lips. She now held it directly against them, teasing herself though her eyes remained wild-eyed and fearful.
"I know this is going to sound crazy Jack, but...would you mind?"
It was crazy. The thought of fucking Cynthia right in front of Joy without the pretense of her peeking at us from her window while we did, was strange enough. But then we'd already entered the 'Twilight Zone' a short time after I'd arrived here anyway by my way of thinking.
"Why the hell not?" I heard myself saying. Truth was...it was just kinky enough to appeal to me in a strange sort of way, decadent, taboo...dirty wrong. And it made me even hornier that I already was, standing there looking over at Joy as she so uninhibitedly, so unabashedly sat...playing with herself in front of the two of us. I easily undid the knot holding the large towel around my waist, it fell away unceremoniously around my feet, my cock springing up, as it did like a striking cobra. Both Cynthia as well as her daughter were looking at me as I did that, my prick still wobbling a bit having just thumped against my lower abdomen.
"Fuck you're hard!" Joy proclaimed still staring at my prick. I was. Very hard in fact, and very, very swollen. Even glancing down at myself now, I almost felt boastfully proud at the way I looked. I never considered myself as having a gigantically large cock, but at the moment it felt like it. So thick and swollen, the almost purple head straining against itself, a small droplet of precum already leaking from the tip as I stood there hands free, just letting the two of them admire it. As I myself was. And then Cynthia allowed the towel she was wearing to come free.
"God mom...you really do have a gorgeous body!" Joy told her mother. Which again was strange for me in hearing her say that, and perhaps for her mother too, though she responded in kind, accepting the compliment, and giving her daughter one.
"Thank you honey. At least the years have been kind to me, though I daresay, my breasts still aren't nearly as perky and well-rounded as yours are."
Once again this intimate little mother-daughter exchange was sending jolts of excitement and desire up and down the length of my prick as I stood there listening, looking back and forth between them like someone attending a tennis match.
"So...where would you like us? What would you like to see? Have us do?" She asked calmly enough, though I caught a lustful edge of excitement in her tone of voice. Doing this...doing what we were about to in front of her own daughter, had aroused...excited her. But then again, it had fucking aroused me even more so too!
Joy actually giggled, resettling herself there on the couch even more comfortably. I half expected to see her produce popcorn and settle in for the show. Though what she did do was suddenly lift up her top, exposing her breasts completely, and then scrunched up her ass, peeling the thong she was wearing quickly down her legs, tossing it away with one foot.
"Lean over against the arm of the chair there," she instructed. "I'd like to start off...with seeing Jack fuck you from behind."
"Start off?" I thought to myself. "Bloody hell!"
Cynthia moved without question however, soon positioning herself just as her daughter had asked, standing off to one side at an angle from where she sat, with me standing behind only a couple of feet away. I could see it in my mind's eye as though sitting next to her watching us, what it would look like. I grinned, couldn't help it as I stepped behind her mother.
"Don't put it in just yet," Joy moaned hotly. "Tease her a little first," she now added. "Let me see you rub it up the crack of her ass for a bit."
I began doing that as Joy in turn placed the now quiet toy between her own lips, not inserting, not even vibrating, but just allowing it to slide up and down her wet juicy center briefly as I began doing the same to Cynthia's ass. It was pleasurable, and quite a turn on for me, doing so...looking over, watching Joy as she in turn looked at us. Even when another clap of thunder and lightning occurred during this, Joy didn't freak out or flinch nearly as much as she had been. Perhaps there was something to this...in again, a strange sort of way.
"Ok," Joy said panting now, though still perhaps quivering from her almost unreasonable fear rather than excitement, though it was no doubt a combination of both perhaps. "Put it in just a little...not all the way though, I want to see it...watch you as you ease it inside her."
What I did...Joy did. Placing just the tip of my hard swollen cock at the opening of her mother's cunt, Joy did as well. I watched her now turn on the toy to its lowest setting, and then merely hold it...only the tip of it pressing directly against her lips. Sitting close enough to us, only a foot or so away as we stood there, I was mesmerized as her own pussy seemed to wrap its lips around the tip of the purple-headed toy, as though trying to suck it into herself.
"This is so...fucking...naughty!" Cynthia moaned hotly, allowing herself to become consumed by this rather macabre, wanton exhibition of one another, the periodic flashes of lightning and rolling thunder still filling the room, though Joy truly did seem to be reacting to them less and less, the more she herself became aroused sitting there...directing us.
"No fucking shit!" I exclaimed myself, adding in my own two cents, half tempted to simply drive my straining cock into her mother's depths as wet as she now was. Even I could see a small trickle of her mother's own lubrications running down between her legs as I periodically stepped back, looking down...teasing myself in just seeing her doing that.
"Oh fuck!" She said aloud moaning. "Now Jack...now, push all the way in...slowly though!" She amended. "I want to see it go as deep as you can inside her...and then all the way out again. Let me see the head of your dick pop out, before you shove it back into her pussy!"
I did as she asked, taking direction well, thrusting inside Cynthia's wet slick cunt, hearing her moan, grunting with the sudden sensation of my prick knocking on the door of her cervix.
"Oh fuck, oh my god!" Cynthia exclaimed loudly, one hand still helping to support herself, the other briefly cupping her breast where she now pulled on one of her hard extended nipples.
"Oh yeah...I like that, I like watching you play with your tits!" Joy announced having seen her mother do that. Reaching up, her firm young breasts likewise exposed, she kept one hand on the toy, deeply embedded inside her now, holding it there. The other...likewise fondling her own hard thimble sized nipple, rolling and twisting it as she looked on. "Let me see it," she now said looking at me as I'd just shoved in again filling her mother's cunt full of cock. "Let's see how juicy she is," Joy said removing the toy from her own pussy, and then holding it up to her mouth, licking her sweet sticky juice from the vibrator as I pulled out. Cynthia certainly was that. My cock was glistening with the saturated wetness of her cunt. The purple tip literally shining with the essence of her mother's fluids thickly and obscenely coating it.
Cynthia moaned once again humping back against me expectantly, enticing me to slide back inside her. "Fuck!" She wailed. "Fuck me damn it! Fuck me!"
Joy giggled, hitting yet another button on her toy. Rotating beads near the tip of her device now springing into action, along with a slightly louder buzzing sound coming from the evil, wicked looking toy. She placed it back at the opening of her cunt, holding it there momentarily. "Ok Jack...when I tell you...shove it into her, hard...and then fuck her as hard and as fast as you can...let me hear it. Let me hear flesh slapping against flesh...but, please...please promise me, you'll both tell me when you're about to cum!"
"Ok...ok, for god sakes, just let him fuck me!" Cynthia said almost by way of chastisement. Joy squealed in erotic delight and then screamed out.
"Now!"
I shoved, she shoved...I thrust, deep...fucking deep, in and out, in and out, like a piston machine. Joy too was doing the same. Her hand now a blur as she fucked herself mercilessly with the toy. I could hear the sound of her liquid cunt, her juices increasing ten-fold as she did so. Even the frothy bath her cunt was now giving her, could be heard above the din of the wind and the rain outside.
"Oh my god! Oh my god!" She cried out over and over again. Cynthia's hot wet snatch doing the same. I could feel her female nectar now coating and slicking up my prick even more. The pounding thrusts into her making erotic squishy sounds, the slap of my balls against her flesh, her ass meeting me as she rammed herself backwards in greeting as though trying to impale herself even more deeply than I was already doing.
The lights flickered, flickered again. Another clap of thunder, lightning all around now, almost continuous.
"Fuck...I'm gonna..."
"Pull out! Pull out! Let me see it!" Joy screamed, just as her mother already was...the throes of her own orgasmic release having seized her already, though her pleasure had robbed her of vocal expression for the moment. Only the harsh intake of her breath, holding it...the sudden vice-like clamp of her pussy tightening around me gave hint at her sudden, somewhat unexpected release. In feeling hers...it had triggered my own. I pulled out, about to spurt. Joy too now crying out in that all too familiar way.
The lights went out, another blinding flash of lightning filling the room, like a strobe as it crackled, sparked. I looked over, my own orgasmic release only then leaping from the head of my cock. Yanking the toy out of her at that same split second, I saw briefly that geyser of female cum suddenly erupt from the darkest depths of her pussy. It seemed to sparkle, momentarily caught in that precise moment of darkness, and then almost too brilliant light. Likewise, as the curtain of darkness fell once again, for only a millisecond of a moment, I looked up towards Cynthia, saw the second arch of cream leaping from my prick, the first already having landed, splattering across the landscape of her mother's back. This one now highlighted, like a laser beam pointing out a graph on a whiteboard as more lightning struck filling the room.
"Jesus H!" I screamed out now myself. The intensity, the rapture, the bizarre sensation of seeing all this in bits and pieces of refracted light, shadow and brilliance was beyond description.
And then darkness fell.
**
It was as though Poseidon himself had pulled the curtain down. It was pitch black, though again only briefly. The lightning mostly behind us now, though even then the all too frequent strikes briefly lighting up the room. Joy sat there on the couch, knees now pulled up against her chest, arms surrounding them locking them against herself as she rocked, her head buried between.
I could hear the heartfelt sobs coming from her now, just as Cynthia did, quickly pulling away from me, rushing towards her, sitting beside her now. "Come Jack...sit, hold her with me," she all but demanded, though I moved with the grace of a Gazelle, clearing the coffee table in one step, landing next to her on the other side where the two of us gathered her up in our arms holding her tight.
Gradually she relaxed, as the more intense portion of the storm moved on, though the winds remained, if anything more intense now as the window seemed to shudder almost continuously.
"Maybe it's time to cover the windows," Cynthia announced moving now, though only because we'd both felt Joy's tension and fear relax. I began to pull away from her myself, but her arm came up, her hand grabbing mine, holding it against her just beneath her breasts. I could feel the soft firmness of them resting against me as she did that, but allowed myself to remain.
"Thank you," she said softly, only loud enough that I could have heard her, though I simultaneously felt her free hand suddenly land within my lap. And though my cock was spent, mostly flaccid now, it retained a small degree of firmness. It was still slick with the creamy spending of her mother's cunt as she held it in her hand, gently caressing, enjoying the slick, sticky feel of it. I thought briefly about allowing her to continue, forcing her to remove her hand. But holding me as she was, the almost too gentle feel of her as she toyed with it almost lazily felt good. Admittedly so, even though I felt a renewed arousal already reawakening my senses. Just a moment or two longer...and then I would stand, would force her to let go. Just a moment more.
**
Cynthia now standing near the large twenty-foot high windows. The soft whir of the motor already engaging, the Plexiglas protective shield coming out of its encasement, slowly sliding both left and right towards center as it began covering and now protecting the windows which slowly quit shaking and vibrating as they had been.
It was even darker now. I could barely make out the silhouette of Joy's mother as she stood next to the window watching it close, ensuring that it did so properly. I moved, preparing now to stand. Joy however tightened her grip on my cock, almost painfully forcing me to remain as I was unless I wanted to make a scene.
"I guess I'd best light some candles," her voice came out of the darkness, though I could just see that she'd turned, standing there facing us. Wondering...if she could possibly see any of this, see me still sitting there, Joy's hand wrapped firmly around my cock, now hard though not quite nearly so as it had been...stroking it.
"Not yet mother," Joy spoke surprising me a little. "I'm still enjoying myself a little," she added a bit more softly. To my surprise Cynthia laughed.
"And just what is it you're doing?"
"Making it hard again," she answered honestly.
"And why doesn't that surprise me," her mom answered back, only then walking towards us though for a moment she disappeared entirely as she stepped off to one side in the darkness of the room, reappearing seconds later like a wraith settling down in the chair she'd been leaning against earlier, facing us. Now at least I could make out a bit more of her, even the occasional expression in her face as some light filtered into the room from the less dark skies outside the windows. I knew she was looking at me, as I sat looking at her, Joy's hand still slowly pumping and caressing my cock. "Go ahead...enjoy it," she told me then. "Just as long as you don't fuck her...I don't mind. Really."



I laughed with uncertainty even after hearing her words. Once again intending to stand up and move away. Joy's grip became even firmer, as did the sound of Cynthia's voice.
"No worries Jack...sit back, relax, let her amuse herself...and me, while I watch. It's really ok."
"Could this really be happening?" I asked myself, though I did lean further back into the couch. Joy's hand now expertly working me, sliding up and down, though alternating her teasing of my prick. Sometimes palming it, sometimes merely tweaking the head between her fingers. I realized I had closed my eyes, opening them...glancing over though it was still difficult to see any real expression or features on her mother's face. Just the less dark form of her nude figure sitting there in the chair.
And though we could all hear the diminishing rolls of thunder somewhere in the distance, the lightning itself no longer entered the room, now keeping it dark. Her hand stroked, fondled and then squeezed. She milked me, producing self-made lubricant. She purposely jacked it, smearing it, forcing it to sound as she did so.
"Hmmm," Cynthia moaned softly. Movement more than anything telling me she had repositioned one leg. "Do that some more, I like hearing that," she told her daughter. I liked feeling it, and settled back even more as she again milked my dick forcing out even more pre-cum fuck juice. It was indeed slicker than before as she purposely played with it, even bending it off to one side, releasing it...allowing it to slap back against my own thigh. She did so repeatedly as Cynthia's groans and soft mewling moans began to accompany her doing that.
And then I could hear the subtle, yet again sweet slick sounds her fingers began making as she sat across from the two of us, now quite obviously fingering her own slick, slippery pussy. "Louder!" Cynthia urged her daughter. "I want to hear more...make it slicker, louder!" She asked again, doing so herself now.
As slick as I honestly was...Joy made me even more so, purposely spitting onto my dick. If it wasn't erotic, lusty...even vulgar enough as it was, she made it more so in doing that. Jacking me fiercely now up and down, rapidly, she periodically continued to spit. In the darkness it began sounding almost as though she were churning butter. Next to us...Cynthia had begun to pant. Hearing the pleasure in her soft almost continuous moans now, I knew she was again nearing orgasmic release. The likewise fast, furious fingering of her own cunt clearly heard.
"Come, mother...come," Joy now urged her, which seemed perhaps to have triggered it as she did. Crying out intensely, deeply...her voice taking on a sultry wail as though sirens themselves had appeared adding to it as she came.
And then Joy leaned over, her lips surrounding my cock so unexpectedly, pulling from the root of my balls the rapturous release of my own cosmic explosion.
**
I was stunned of course that she had done that. Not expecting it in any way shape or form, not even sure that her mother might have suspected it when she had, too lost in her own joyous bliss perhaps to have noticed. I dared not mention it, or that she had. Though again, neither did Joy, licking her lips however, tasting and thus swallowing whatever trace remained of my second copious spending.
"Now we can light candles," she announced standing up. "But first...I gotta pee!"
There was a guest toilet right around the corner down the hallway, which she headed towards. I heard the door open, but never close. And then the familiar tinkle of her piss as she began relieving herself.
"Candles are in the kitchen," Cynthia now stated standing up. "Come Jack, help me light and distribute them."
I followed her down the opposite hallway leading towards the kitchen area where we indeed lit several candles, soon turning the darkness into a soft warm glow. I couldn't help but admire her still nude body as we did so, and noticed that she appeared to be blushing a little. Almost demurely she looked at me, blushing even more perhaps.
"I know...it was sort of naughty wasn't it?" She said. "Doing what we did...but admittedly, it was hot...sensual, arousing, even if it was highly wicked of us both to have done that."
"Yes...it was," I answered back. "But if you're ok...with what happened," I wondered, wondering as I asked if she knew. If she had known that Joy had taken my cock into her mouth, sucking me...draining me, swallowing my soul in a way when she did that. Even I had to wonder.
"Like I told you before Jack...just don't fuck her. Promise me that, you won't fuck her. Beyond that, I don't mind...I know she can be a real temptation, and I'm not so cruel as to not realize that. Especially leaving the two of you alone together during the day."
Her comment again a reminder of the day to come, and I asked once again. "Are you sure you have to go? Really? I don't mind going with you. I mean shit Cynthia...the weather!"
She walked over, her fingers caressing my chin, a quick soft kiss on the cheek then as well and then a nice lingering hug as I felt the press of her soft breasts digging into my chest.
"I appreciate it...but no Jack. You saw how she can get, so fearful and afraid. This storms just beginning Jack, it's far from being over. Unfortunately I believe, the worst is yet to come, and I'd much prefer you're being here...with her. When it does."
I had no idea just how right she was. But I was about to find out.
To be continued...
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I woke to the sound of several things going on all at once. Even before my eyes completely opened I could hear the sound of the rain beating against the windows. It was constant, not as bad a downpour as I'd heard before, but certainly continuous. But it was again a reminder of the severe storm heading our way. Secondly, as my eyes did open, I could also hear the sound of the shower telling me in an instant that Cynthia was already up and getting ready to head into the city. Something I still didn't agree with, especially with the approach of the oncoming storm, though Hurricane Kate wasn't supposed to affect us directly. The other was the sudden movement on the bed as I felt another presence bouncing on it, further attempting to wake me. Though to be honest, it was then the smell of freshly brewed coffee that garnered my attention.
"About time you woke up," Joy said sitting on the edge of the bed, bouncing up and down on it. I rolled over looking at her. Naturally she was naked. But I sat up, reaching for the coffee sitting next to me on the nightstand trying to ignore the obvious. Joy appeared to be in an exceptional mood, even with the storm brewing outside, which reminded me...I'd be cooped up in the house with her all day. Not necessarily a good thing from my point of view. Not with everything that had been happening anyway. Not to mention a promise I'd made, that I was even then wondering how the hell I'd ever be able to keep it knowing Joy.
The shower had stopped, as had the bouncing on my bed as Joy finally stood up again. "Breakfast is almost ready," she then added heading towards the door. "Tell mom to hurry up," she stood by the door, looking at me, her smile already too mischievous for this time of day. Her hard stiff, crinkled nipples already winking at me as she stood there, and then of course that knowing...almost dangerous smile as she tossed her head back, laughed, and then disappeared from view. I could hear her chuckling to herself all the way downstairs.
"Morning," Cynthia said coming into the room. She too was naked, though she stood with a towel wrapped around her head as she crossed over to her dresser, opening it and then rummaging through it briefly for a pair of panties and a bra. "Did I hear Joy?"
"Yeah...she was just here, said breakfast was almost ready." I sat my coffee down back on the nightstand, rolled out of bed placing my feet on the floor and stood up. I needed to pee. And I had quite naturally my early morning piss-hard. The moment I did that, Cynthia smiled turning towards me again, reaching out as I passed, latching onto it. "What?"
"Let me," she said leading me into the bathroom where I soon stood over the toilet, Cynthia now aiming me towards it. "Always loved doing this," she said.
I might have been getting a little more used to the wild crazy things that had been going on around here, but there was still something about trying to take a pee with someone watching over you while you did, not to mention actually holding onto it while you tried. Needless to say it was still a bit of a struggle even though I had to go pretty badly.
"Don't tell me you're still pee-shy!" Cynthia giggled. I think I grunted, and then finally began to pee, the pressure just enough that I was able to overcome my own stupid shyness. The two of us now looking down in the toilet bowl as Cynthia quickly adjusted her aim so as not to inadvertently spray me all over the floor, or our feet.
"It's getting worse outside," I said though any hope I had of actually changing her mind was fruitless as I stood there pissing, listening to the sound of my hard stream as it hit the water in the bowl.
"I'll be careful, another reason why I'm leaving so early, want to have plenty of time in getting there. And I promise to call you once I get there, or if anything happens along the way. Don't be worried, I'll be fine. I've driven in worse weather than this!"
"Maybe so Cyn," I said affectionately abbreviating her name, liking the pet name I had given her during the night...though saying it more like "Sin" with the obvious connotation behind the meaning. To me...she was. Sin incarnate, lust...desire...not to mention a conundrum of a whole bunch of things, not the least of which was being given permission to enjoy myself with Joy while she was gone...baring just one simple thing. Fucking her. "But it IS going to get worse before it gets better. It's you're getting back here before it does that worries me more."
She laughed at that, shaking my dick off, once again leading me over towards the sink where she now soaped me with a cloth, cleaning me off and then washing her hands. "The only thing you're worried about, is if Joy will convince you to fuck her. Maybe she will, maybe she won't, but I guess the three of us will find out soon enough after I've left...won't we?" She said not quite smiling this time, letting me know by the look in her eyes she'd been serious when she'd warned me about that, and when we'd spoken about it again later just before falling asleep. Cynthia was wise enough to know her daughter was too much of a temptation for almost any man. Especially one who would be cooped up with her all day. Knowing that, she'd basically given me her blessing and permission to do just about anything else with her that I wanted to...hopefully doing just enough to keep the two of us appeased, though mostly Joy, and keep me from succumbing to what we both now knew was some sort of weird twisted challenge. As friendly as Joy had become to me, I still felt like she didn't trust me one single bit. And that meant, she was bound and determined to prove to herself, and to her mother that I really was out for only one thing.
I certainly hadn't known when I'd met her just how well off she honestly was, so that had never been my intent to begin with. But I now faced a real true dilemma. I liked Cynthia a lot. And I wanted to keep seeing her. But...I was also becoming infatuated with her daughter too. And yes...I certainly wanted to fuck her, why try and deny that to myself? I couldn't. But I knew the moment I did...it would be over with, with both of them. Was it then worth it? Worth fucking Joy at least once? That was the one question I hadn't come to terms with as yet. But I was also painfully aware, left alone with her the way I would be, that temptation and question would no doubt be answered.
At least Joy had put something on when we entered the kitchen area. Though I wasn't sure what she'd put on made things any easier for me. In an odd way, she looked even sexier partially dressed than totally nude. I couldn't help wondering as we took seats around the table if she hadn't been thinking that herself. Trust me, I'm no pervert, and I've never once in my entire life entertained thoughts about young girls...I mean to say, really young girls. Sure, too young teenagers might cause a man to wonder about them briefly. Especially the ones who look legal, and who aren't which most of the time you don't find out about until it's too late. At least I'd never run into that problem personally myself. The fact was however, Joy had purposely made herself appear younger than she was, going in the opposite direction, and it honestly unnerved me just a little.
She had now put her hair up into these really short pigtails for one thing. The other was, she was wearing a very frilly, almost too sweet little nightgown that had ruffled matching panties. Not anything I'd have ever expected to see her wearing, and yet she was. Even her mother commented on her somewhat unusual attire. The short sheer top she was wearing had just enough ruffles crossing over the front of it to hide her breasts. Though barely. Even with the ruffles, I could see hints of her dark pink, almost red nipples peeking out at me. Once again, giving herself an alluring, sexy, and yes...wickedly wrong look about her that gave me the shivers.
"I'm behind on laundry," she offered up as a reason. "I didn't really have anything else comfortable enough to wear at the moment...so thought after breakfast was over, I'd at least get a load of wash going. No telling how long we'll have power before it goes out again anyway."
The power had come on again sometime during the night, the light still blinking on and off on the microwave as well as the coffee maker, alerting us to the fact they'd both need to be reset. But at least we could turn on the TV again, which I did in order to catch the latest weather updates as Cynthia polished off her coffee, grabbing another in preparation for heading out the door.
"Ok, I'll call you as soon as I get into the city. I'll try and cut the meeting as short as I possibly can, and then head home again," she promised.
"Just...drive safe," I said looking at her, giving her a brief though lingering kiss on the mouth before she turned and headed outside into what was quickly becoming gale force winds.
Joy was standing at the front bay window, which was still protected by the much heavier reinforced Plexiglas, which made it difficult to clearly see everything with the rain and all. But...she stood there watching as her mother pulled out of the circular enclosure and began slowly making her way down the drive. Only then did she turn towards me with that smile on her face.
"So...you like my 'naughty little girl' outfit?" She asked.
I couldn't help but laugh. If that's the effect she'd been striving for, she'd certainly achieved it.
"If that's what you call it, yes...admittedly, you look naughty as hell. But, I also have to tell you...it sort of creeps me out a little too. If I didn't know better..."
Now she laughed, though reaching up to undo the tiny pigtails she'd made in her hair. Even doing just that added years to her still young age, making me feel a little better at least.
"That better?" She now asked looking ten years more mature again thankfully.
"Much," I said relieved. "Now...you said something about needing to do laundry? Need me to carry anything down to the laundry room for you then?" I asked already hoping to get involved in something that would buy me a little more time. Though as early as it was...I didn't think I'd be able to continue dodging whatever advances she tossed my way until her mother got home. To my surprise however, we began doing just that. I carried down the heavier basket of laundry while Joy grabbed the smaller one that pretty much contained nothing more than both of their underwear. Once she'd loaded the washer with those, she stood sorting out the rest of it into colors and whites in various piles.
"While you're doing that, I think I'll go out and double check the shutters and windows," I informed her. I had turned at the door as she stripped off the outfit she had on. Once again naked now, adding those two items to the wash.
"Come back down here when you're done," she said demurely. "I'll be waiting for you."
"Said the spider to the fly," I thought to myself. And then headed out into the storm, almost looking forward to it when I did.
**
All the shutters save for one were holding. The wind had obviously worked its way loose, so I was glad that I'd gone outside to check on them, and get a personal view of the storm in doing so. The ocean was about as violent as I'd ever seen it, white caps as far as you could see with ten to fifteen foot swells by the looks of it. And we were supposed to be just on the outer fringes of the actual hurricane itself according to the reports, though there had been a minor warning that the storm could change direction just enough that we might get hit a little harder than anyone was expecting.
Just what I needed.
Even with the rain slicker on, I was still drenched when I came back inside the house. Stripping that off, along with my equally wet shirt, I headed back downstairs into the laundry area. As she said she'd be...Joy was sitting on top of the washer just as it began the first spin cycle. Seeing her sitting on top of it naked was interesting enough, but it was obvious by the look on her face, she was enjoying it too.
"Mom always wondered why I usually volunteered to help out with the laundry, even when I was just a kid," she grinned. "And then one day, she came home unexpectedly and found out why. I was sitting here, pretty much just like this, legs draped over the corner of the washer as it started to go into the spin cycle...like it is now. Just enough of a vibration I could get off on it. Which I was in the process of doing when she came down stairs and caught me using it to get myself off with. Even now...I still enjoy doing it. But the funny part was...weeks later, I came home and found her doing it. After seeing me, she'd gotten curious, and then one day after loading up the wash, figuring she was safe enough, decided to try it out for herself. I still smile every time I think about walking in on her, seeing her with her mouth open, eyes closed, hands braced on the edge of the washer with her legs draped over the corner of it just the way mine are now. She was right in the middle of an orgasm, never even knew I was there until afterwards."
"I can only imagine," I said standing there looking at her myself now, and feeling an all too familiar stirring in my pants. It wasn't even nine o'clock in the morning yet.
Joy laughed, enjoying the vibration obviously. "Yeah, she was pretty embarrassed at first too, especially as I had by then removed the rest of my clothing. When I jumped up to sit beside her on the washer, she was even more surprised and confused. That was I guess, the first time we ever did anything like that in front of one another. The two of us, sitting side-by-side humping the opposite corners of the washer as it went through the cycle. Once I'd climbed aboard, mom had even re-set it, starting it all over again. Best damn orgasm I'd ever had up until that time anyway," she mused.
Even hearing silly shit like this got me hard. Listening to her story, imagining her and Cynthia sitting side-by-side, mother/daughter...getting themselves off in a rather kinky weird sort of way.
It was fucking hot.
"Yeah, sometimes I guess it is a bit more advantageous being a girl as opposed to a guy," I stated not sure I'd have ever considered doing something like that myself, though I wasn't about to bring up my own experiences with mom's vacuum cleaner either.
"Anyway...this has gotten me pretty horny, sitting here like this with you standing there watching me."
She had cupped her breasts, likewise teasing her nipples as I stood there looking on.
"I think you woke up that way," I told her. She laughed, tossing her head back.
"Yeah, well so did you by the looks of it Jack. I saw the tent you were making in the sheets, half tempted to just jump on that, and make you sheet fuck me."
I didn't even want to know what she meant by that, so I didn't ask. But she was right about the other thing however, I was hard, and it was damn near impossible to hide the fact, even with the baggy shorts I had on.
"So...ready to fuck me?"
I could only sigh...wanting to, but knowing I couldn't. It was going to be one hell of a long day if she kept this up. "You know I can't...and I won't Joy. Even though I want to, and wish I could...I'm not going to. I really do care about your mother, whether either one of you believe that or not."
"We'll see," she said finally jumping down off the washer, grabbing my hand as she did, and now pulling me back up the stairs. "In the meantime, I'm sure you won't mind it if I suck you off, and while you lick my pussy for me now do you?"
She had me there. And especially with Cynthia's blessing and permission. If nothing else, perhaps taking the edge off the two of us would buy me even more time. One could only hope. As we reentered the living room again, the sound of far distant thunder rumbling caused Joy to frown once again.
"I hate that."
"I know. Doesn't sound close though," I assured her, hoping it wouldn't move in much closer any time soon, though again the weather reports had indicated we might get a bit more of it than what was initially expected.
"If it gets bad...I mean real bad...you'll have to keep me really occupied," she added the smile returning back to her face. "You know...so I'm not thinking about it."
"I'll do what I can," I assured her. "Short of..."
"Yeah well...like I said earlier, we'll see about that too...won't we?"
It was obvious she wasn't giving up, and I wasn't giving in. Not yet anyway...but as she pushed me down onto the couch, kneeling before me on the floor, now undoing my belt, unzipping me...I wondered if any man, under these conditions would ever be able to outlast her. I was beginning to have my doubts. Especially when that silkly soft mouth of hers suddenly engulfed my dick, and then for the next thirty minutes as she slowly teased me into oblivion, I knew that in time...eventually, she'd probably have her way with me. But as silly as it sounded, I wasn't about to go down without a fight either. No pun intended.
**
Although she enjoyed swallowing, Joy really did prefer seeing a prick squirt. She found it fascinating to watch let alone feel as the warm sticky spray landed on her body. Having worked me up into a total frenzy by now, we both knew this was going to be a big one, which it was. Letting her know I was about to cum, she withdrew my cock from that pretty little mouth of hers, and then pointed it directly at her tits, still jacking it, working it...until I began to shoot all over her. She just knelt there, moving it back and forth between the two, watching it splatter on her nipples, and then begin to run down the slopes of each breast, where she casually caught the drippings, reapplying them to herself.
After I had spunked her thoroughly, she lay down on the floor, now massaging my cream into herself until it had taken on the thick pasty-like texture of lotion. "Come on Jack, be a good boy and rub your nasty spurt-juice into my titties."
I knelt beside her now doing just that, taking delight in how soft her breasts where, especially with my cream being applied to them. Pinching and toying with those amazing nipples of hers, both of which looked like miniature gumdrops at this point, swollen, fat and incredibly hard.
"Ok, now...suck them while you finger me," she asked bending her knees, spreading her legs as I leaned over kneeling next to her. As she asked, I sucked one of her pert nipples into my mouth, taking delight in it, surprised at my own lack of inhibition at doing so. Especially as I could so easily taste myself while doing it. "Oh yeah...that's nice," she purred playing with her neglected nipple as I sucked on the other one, simultaneously worming my finger in and out of her hot juicy split. "Go slow," she instructed. "Just tickle it, easy in and out until I tell you to do otherwise. Pace yourself," she then added with a chuckle. "After I've come this way...then you're going to fuck me silly."
"Joy?" I said shaking my head no. "You know I can't...that I won't. So quit asking."
"Well then...you can eat me at least, after I've come this way. Make me come that way...and then we'll talk about it after that." I felt her hand reach over, once again wrapping it around my somewhat flaccid dick, which as I continued sucking her tits, and fingering her pussy for her...didn't remain flaccid for very damn long.
The thunder was getting louder, but thankfully not too loud or too quickly. But if I could hear it, I know she could. She'd already had one, if not two...mild little 'big sigh' orgasms, and had decided it was now time for a much bigger one.
"Ok...now lick me, eat my pussy Jack, suck my clit for me," she asked though I saw her wince a little with a slightly louder roll of thunder. I knew that the appearance of lightning once again wasn't that far away. And with that...her need and desire would become even greater for me in helping her keep her mind off that. The problem was...I was running out of options here, and as much as I enjoyed going down on a woman, I couldn't see myself being able to continue doing that over the next several hours here.



She did indeed come. And came hard too, screaming out her pleasure, her head rolling back and forth from side to side. She'd even humped herself fiercely against my face, which felt like I'd been punched as hard as she'd done that to me. Though I held on, licking and sucking her until she finally collapsed in a heap beneath me, still breathing heavily.
"Time for a break," she mused finally picking herself up as I likewise moved back to sit on the couch again. "And besides, I need to put another load in the washer," she added moving off. She made it to the doorway before disappearing when she turned around to face me.
"I wonder if fucking my ass counts," she said more to herself than to me, then disappeared down the stairs, leaving me to sit there and wonder about that one myself.
**
I moved off into the kitchen, poured myself a nice tall glass of orange juice, and then wandered over to the sliding glass doors looking outside and down onto the deck. I was slightly surprised to now find myself almost more comfortable and relaxed walking around naked than I actually did having clothes on. But I also knew, that made me vulnerable as well, and much more easily aroused.
It had quit raining. Though the skies remained dark, and the seas still choppy though not nearly to the extent they had been. Even the rumble of thunder in the distance seemed to be diminishing rather than escalating, so that was something anyway. But as I very well knew...this was simply the calm before the storm. According to the weather reports, we'd know within the next few hours or so, just how bad it was really going to get. I sincerely hoped at that very moment that Cynthia would indeed wrap things up early, and head home soon after that. She was already late in calling to let us know she'd gotten there safely, which now began to weigh heavily on my mind as I stood there glancing outside. So absorbed in my thoughts, I hadn't even heard Joy as she stepped up behind me. Not until I felt the exquisite press of her bare breasts against my back, her hands coming around, taking up my now flaccid prick, waggling it a bit as she stood there behind me.
It was at that moment the phone rang, causing both of us to jump nervously. Joy dashed for it, picking up her cell seconds later, smiling as she saw who was calling, nodding her head towards me.
"Hi mom, so you made it ok I take it?" She listened for a moment, still smiling, once again nodding her head. "Well of course we did," she laughed looking at me, running her tongue over and around her lips. "No...not yet, but I'm working on it," she freely stated as well. "So far...he's been a good boy. But I'll let you know the moment he isn't," she then added. They talked further, for a moment more, before saying good-bye.
"Well, she got there safely, but the weathers affected a couple of the other people in getting there, so they're running late. She said she'd call us as soon as she has a better feel for things...but thought it might be prudent to warn us, she may be taking a room for the night nearby. Something about one of the main roads getting back here being flooded at the moment, and an hour's detour being the only other way back. Said she'd call if anything changes...but now wanted us to know, best not to expect her."
"Great!" I said to myself trying to smile...especially the way she now stood there looking at me. I was beginning to think there really was no hope for any of this, and was just about ready to throw in the towel there and then, and get it over with.
And then we heard the thunder again, louder this time. The expression on her face changed from one of lusty playfulness, seduction, to one of true outright fear. She was nervous again and walked over towards me.
"Hold me...just hold me," she said shivering.
"Even better," I said picking her up. And then carried her up the stairs to her bedroom.
**
I had peeled back the cool, crisp sheets on her bed, helping her to slide in between them, joining her after she had. Laying on my back, Joy settled herself into the crook of my arm, taking my hand in hers, and then placing it against the fullness of her wonderfully soft breast. Within minutes I could hear her gentle snoring as she fell asleep. It wasn't long before I actually joined her.
I'm not sure how long it was that we lay there sleeping together, a couple of hours at the least. But it was unfortunately a loud crack of very nearby lightning, and then thunder that woke the two of us simultaneously. The wind was once again picking up, the sound of rain beating against the windows alerting us to the fact that the storm was indeed getting worse again. Joy shivered, not from being cold, but from honestly being afraid hugging me even more closely as yet again we saw and then heard another almost too close lightning strike.
"Fuck!" She exclaimed burying her face against my side. "Do something Jack! Distract me!" Only then did I realize she was holding onto my dick like some sort of handrail, trying to steady herself. The way she was gripping it, and then squeezed it with the next peel of lightning and thunder, I knew if I didn't do something soon, she was apt to rip it off. Literally prying her hand away, which wasn't easy...I rolled her onto her back.
"Close your eyes, try not to think about it, and concentrate on this," I told her. I slid down between her legs, parting them, though she seemed eager for me to do so. Placing my fingers on either side of her labia, I then pulled those apart, her open sweet pussy staring back at me when I did that. In seconds she was already leaking with anticipation, fluids beginning to seep inside her pussy as I slid my finger inside her, playing in them. The one thing about Joy that was an absolute certainty, she loved having her pussy fingered, almost as much, if not more than my licking or sucking her clit. And for the moment at least, it was just what the Dr. ordered.
When her own hands came up to cup her breasts and begin fingering her nipples, I knew she'd at least managed to put the sounds of the growing storm outside out of her mind. Moaning softly now, she continued to roll and pull on her nipples as I tenderly traced the tip of my finger over and around that hard extended little clit of hers.
"God that feels good," she moaned once again. "But..."
"But?"
"Yeah...I'd like you to do something else for me...if you wouldn't mind doing it that is."
"Like what?"
"Rub my clit...with your cock, tease me like that," she pleaded.
"I don't know Joy...that's bordering on..."
"No it's not!" She said firmly. "I'm not asking you to fuck me. And besides, you have to ask me remember? I won't let you...until you do."
"Ah huh."
"No, come on Jack, just rub me there that way. I want to feel your prick slapping against my clit, rubbing it...teasing it. Please Jack, please!"
Against my better judgment, I scooted up between her legs, now kneeling, my hand wrapped around my hard stiff prick placing it directly against her swollen pussy, that amazingly hard little clit of hers as she reached down. Now taking over for me, she spread herself trying to sit up in order to watch.
"Here," I said tossing her another pillow which she now placed behind her head so that she could.
"Thank you," she smiled. "I really do enjoy watching as much as feeling it while you do that."
Even I had to admit it felt good, and looked hot. She was super slick at this point, and the sensation of her juices, mingling with my own as I continued to leak out a fair amount of my own precum was intensifying the sensation for both of us.
"Let me play with it now," she stated, reaching down clasping my cock as she began slapping it even more firmly than I had against her clit, at times furiously jabbing it, rubbing it. "Like that?" She asked hotly, her eyes lust filled and crazy mad with desire.
"Fuck yes!" I groaned audibly admitting to it.
"Just imagine Jack...what it would feel like inside me."
"Joy..."
"Oh come on Jack, at least admit you want to."
"You know I do. But I won't. I can't."
She laughed, groaning again however as she proceeded to gently rub the head of my dick back and forth against herself.
"I don't think it would count if you were to stick the head in just a little. Just enough to feel my pussy lips sucking it."
"So you say," I told her. "But that's not the problem here now is it? It's too dangerous, and too tempting for one thing...for each of us. As much as I'd love feeling your cunt sucking my dick...there's no fucking way that's going to happen. I know you, one hunch of your ass, and you'd swallow me. And then it would be my word against yours, and I don't think that an 'oops, it just slipped in for a second,' would cut it. I know you...or at least I think I do." I stated pulling away just a bit, now worried she might in fact simply cram it into herself holding it the way that she was.
She giggled then, releasing me, though again begging for me to continue teasing her that way. "Fine...then don't. But at least keep rubbing me like that until you jack yourself off on me," she giggled again, the reference to my name obvious. "Jack it jack, come on baby...make it spurt on me, drench my clit. You know how much I enjoy seeing that, feeling that. Come on me baby, so I can finish playing with myself while using your cum to do so with."
At least it felt safer now. Sitting back on my haunches slightly, I began working my cock, still aiming and pointing it towards her cunt as she in turn continued toying with it, teasing herself...urging me on.
"That's it baby...milk it for me, make it spray, make it shoot...make it spurt baby, come on Jack, give me that hot nasty sweet spunk...spray my pussy, my clit..."
Hearing her...looking at her, watching her and listening to the sounds she was making with her own juice as she fingered herself soon took me over the edge. I grunted, groaned, leaned forward and let fly. Spurt after delicious spurt began to leap from my cock, splashing against her, soaking her. She squealed in delight, sitting up even further so she could watch, feel it as I continued pumping out ribbon after ribbon of hard-felt cum juice all over her pussy. Even when I'd quit ejaculating, she reached over, once again grabbing my cock, and then pressed it against her clit, still milking it. She rubbed herself, using me, smearing the wet sticky mess we had both made together all over her slick, silky, come-covered cunt.
"Oh fuck baby! Yeah, yeah...that's it...make it, oh fuck...make me cum!"
She exploded then. Her pussy shooting out her own version of my ejaculate, though hers a bit more watery, more gushy in volume as she literally and figuratively, soaked each of us along with the sheets. For the first time, her scream of pure enjoyment and ecstasy drowned out the vibrations of the wind hitting the windows.
I fell beside her then, exhausted, spent...as was she. For the time being anyway. And we lay there listening to the sound of the wind. Amazingly...the sound of thunder and lightning had stopped. Only the wind and now our slowly returning breaths coming back to normal could be heard.
But the night was young yet, still two hours before sunset, when it would be darker than it already was. I had come so close to simply plunging inside her, the temptation to do so almost more than I could even stand. Only the thought at the last moment that I'd probably never again be with Cynthia held me back from having done so. But I knew then as I held Joy close to me, I wanted her every bit as much as I wanted her mother.
I was half tempted to dress, drive home even as bad as it was outside. Only the thought of leaving this young woman alone, petrified, and truly afraid kept me from doing so.
But I now knew...I too was afraid. I knew I would never make it through the entire night alone with her if she kept up her torturous, tempting teasing.
**
With the sun finally setting, though we'd never really seen it do so, just getting darker instead, I thought it best to get a few candles ready in the event the power went out on us again. Already the lights had flickered twice, a sure sign that it eventually would.
"I'll fix up some sandwiches for later," Joy informed me. "No sense trying to cook anything, be in the middle of it and lose power again."
"Good idea," I agreed, and then opened a bottle of wine to share as we did that. If anything, it might further help to relax her, though again the thunder and lightning had stopped at least. Now it was only the wind. The good news was, according to the weather reports, Hurricane Kate had now been downgraded to a tropical storm. The bad news was, it had indeed changed direction, so we'd definitely catch a bit more of the high winds than had been earlier expected and reported. And those were already picking up now.
She had no sooner finished fixing up some cold cuts and cheese sandwiches when the lights once again flickered, and this time went out. "Good timing," I told her as I hurriedly set about lighting a few candles I'd managed to position around the room.
"Romantic," she giggled as a nice soft glow now surrounded us. I refilled our wine glasses, and then walked over towards the sliding glass doors looking out again. It was almost too dark to see anything, though standing there the way I was, I could see Joy's reflection in the window as she remained there on the couch sitting behind me. "I'm horny again," she announced. Without even turning, I watched her in the reflection as she placed both feet beneath her on the couch, once again spreading herself open, obscenely wide this time as she waited on me to face her. Which is when she then produced a rather large looking cucumber that she'd placed on the sandwich tray, and which I thought she'd planned on cutting up.
"Since you won't fuck me...yet, want to see me, watch me fuck myself?"
There was no denying it. Of all the women I'd ever known...ever met, both Cynthia as well as Joy were more adventurous, scandalous perhaps, let alone totally uninhibited than any others I had ever known. I caught my own reflection in the window before turning. Not at all surprised to see my dick had already grown just a little upon hearing her say that.
"One thing in my favor," I said turning to watch her now. "You've already drained me twice today. If nothing else, I might not even be able to get it up again...so your trying to tempt me into fucking you might not even be worth the effort."
"Sorry Charlie," she giggled looking at my cock. "If you were dressed, I might actually believe you, but that sweet nasty cock of yours is already starting to rear its ugly naughty head."
"You think my dick's ugly?" I teased back, though my eyes were glued to her as she sat there slowly rubbing that rather large cucumber she was now holding up and down the split between her legs.
"Not ugly yucky...ugly naughty," she said, which didn't make a whole lot of sense to me, but then again...much of my stay here hadn't either. I casually walked over standing in front of her, though keeping the coffee table between us, sipping my wine, watching her.
"You're almost as big as this is," she said holding it up now, looking at it.
"Not hardly," I said looking down at myself.
"Well not now no..." she laughed. "But you were...and will be," she added as she now wrapped her mouth around the cucumber, somehow managing to swallow nearly half of it. "Remember how that felt?" She asked withdrawing it then, replacing it down between her legs, rubbing it up and down her slit before easing a portion of it inside herself.
I sighed, remembering. Growing.
"You do know...you are going to fuck me before the nights over don't you?" She asked continuing to tease herself, now easing at least half of that green fucking prick inside herself. Removing it, she showed me that she'd already bathed it in a bit of her own special sauce, now licking that off. "Wouldn't you like to feel what it's like? Having this surrounding your cock, only all the way...so nice and deep? So cummy full? Wanting to squirt, fill my cunt cove? Wouldn't you baby?"
I was as stiff as I could possibly be, standing there as I polished off my wine, turning to locate the bottle and pour myself another as a way of retreat. She was getting to me, and she knew it.
By the time I turned back to face her, she'd somehow managed to insert almost the entire length of that dark green cucumber inside herself. Only the last couple of inches perhaps remained sticking out of her, which looked truly vulgarly obscene. Once again she laughed, allowed an inch or two more to slowly ooze out of her.
"Naughty huh?" she teased, her hands back up on her breasts again, cupping them, holding them together for me. I watched in abject fascination as she actually used the muscles in her pussy to slowly let it ease out, and not just plop out. She couldn't keep it from doing so however, nor suck it back in...though I wouldn't have been surprised if she had. It was still wickedly hot watching her do that. And I felt a bubble of cum-drool suddenly drip off the tip of my cock as I stood there. She saw it too, and waved me over to her. "Can't let that go to waste now can we?" She said as I eased around the side of the coffee table, now standing precariously close to her. She just managed to grab the cucumber as it slid the rest of the way out, simultaneously sticking her tongue out, not quite touching my dick, but easily spearing the line of cum-drool now dangling off the tip, slurping it in like a spaghetti noodle.
"Very..." I just managed hearing the lusty tones in my own voice. Already I felt weak in the knees, my resolve crumbling with each passing moment.
I then felt her hand as she wrapped it around me, and then seconds later, something foreign, cool to the touch as I looked down. She was holding the cucumber against me. "See? Almost the same size!" She giggled appreciatively. "So...imagine how it would feel inside me Jack, inside my hot...wet, very tight cunt."
I was two seconds away from pushing her back onto the couch and diving cock first into her cunt.
And then her cell phone rang.
**
"Saved by the bell," she said picking it up looking at it. "It's mom," she then informed me answering. "Hi mom...how are you doing? Everything ok? You get a room?"
They spoke for a moment more, and then Joy held out the phone towards me. "She wants to talk to you," she said as I came around taking the phone from her. Though as I did that, she reached up, effectively sandwiching my prick between her breasts, and proceeded to tease my dick with them as I stood there.
"Hello?" I barely managed, listening.
"Sorry about the way things turned out Jack," Cynthia began. "I know how hard it must be for you."
"You have no idea," I said looking down, watching my dick as it slid up and down between her daughter's gorgeous tits. She laughed at that.
"I bet it is hard. How many times have you cum anyway?"
"More than I can remember," I actually responded back. "And will do so again soon if Joy has anything to say about it," I added honestly. To which Cynthia again laughed.
"Wish I was there to help out, sorry I can't be. But...you're holding out? Still?"
I groaned, for two reasons. Now Joy was licking the tip of my prick every time it poked out of the end of her tit-fuck-tunnel. That...and because I now had no real hope of surviving the evening.
"So far..." was all I could manage. "Damn it Cyn, I wish you hadn't left," I moaned once again. "This is...damn fucking hard you know?"
"I know Jack...I know it must be. But I'll be there as soon as I possibly can, just stay strong for me...ok?"
"I'll try Cyn...I really will. I'll try."
"What's she doing now?" Cynthia asked me. I looked down.
"She's titty-fucking me...or I'm tit-fucking her at the moment, I'm really not sure which."



"Oooh...I bet that looks hot. Wish I was there to see it, or join you...titty-fuck you myself," she moaned. "Would you like that Jack? Having each of us doing that for you? To you? We can you know...and will too, provided you keep your promise to me. Just remember that Jack? Don't give in...don't fuck her. Promise me you won't Jack. At least promise me that."
"I promise," I responded, though even as I spoke the words, I had no idea how I'd ever be able to keep from doing so.
Seconds later as I was spurting all over Joy's tits again even before I handed back the phone to her.
"I love you too mom. See you in the morning then," she said as she sat licking off her fingers. "No, it's not so bad at the moment...just the wind is all. That...and this big mess that Jack just made, other than that...we're both doing fine here. Yes, yes...I know. I'm trying to be good too, but you know me. I can't seem to help myself." She laughed then, said good-bye to her mother and then looked up at me.
"Ok baby...now it's my turn again. Come lick my pussy. And after that, when you're all nice and hard again, maybe you'll be ready to ask me...to fuck me."
Even with renewed promises made, I wouldn't have bet against doing just that. I stood there looking down at her. Half tempted to just fuck her and let it be done with. I took a deep breath however, somehow steeling my resolve. One last time at least. I knew if I failed now...I was done for. Joy had been right, it really was only a matter of time. I now decided my only defense was a good offence. I was bound and determined to lick her into oblivion, give her as many orgasms as I possibly could, for as long as I could, even if it meant my mouth and tongue went numb for life. If I didn't, if I failed. I'd be packing my bags first thing in the morning.
To be continued...
**



        Gathering Storm Ch. 05

        Is it the calm before the storm?

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/gathering-storm-ch-05

Title: Gathering Storm Ch. 05

Author: Many Feathers

Category: NonConsent/Reluctance

Description: Is it the calm before the storm?

Tags: 

Series: Gathering Storm


My plan had worked, for the time being anyway. I had been relentless going down on her. Licking, teasing, sucking her clit, fingering her until she'd become delirious with pleasure. And even then, I hadn't let up. Almost the moment she'd come down from her orgasm, I began again, assaulting her cunt ignoring her pleas to stop. I wasn't about to. I knew if I did, she'd convince me to fuck her, one way or the other. And I would. I knew I would. So I didn't stop. Didn't stop licking her, didn't stop fingering. Didn't stop sucking her clit, making her come over and over again more times than either one of us could count. Finally, she truly had had it, pushing, even kicking me away from her.
"Enough! Enough!" She exclaimed tiredly, exhausted...and for the first time perhaps...completely spent. "Jesus Jack, my cunt's numb, as am I!" She continued limp as a noodle. "I'm even too tired to pee," she announced causing me to laugh, as she did, shrieking however, cupping her cunt with her hand. "See what you made me do?" She then exclaimed revealing that she had pee'd a little, unable to hold it in. "Pick me up Jack, carry me upstairs to the bathroom, and then into bed."
I literally did that. Holding her in my arms carrying her upstairs, and then sitting her down on the toilet so she could finally pee, looking as though almost asleep even then, head lolling, eyes droopy. I even wiped her, though learning a lesson when I did. You don't wipe up...you wipe down. My bad. But geeze, look at it from my perspective, I'm standing in front of her while she's sitting there. "Down Jack, the other way," she moaned half out of it, though she still managed a tired giggle in teaching me.
I then carried her into the bedroom, once again peeling back the sheets helping her to slip in between them. This time I didn't join her though. I didn't dare. She rolled over hugging her second pillow in a fetal position, and within seconds was sound asleep. I crept out of her room on tippy-toe, closing the door as quietly as I could and then padded just as quietly down the hall into Cynthia's room. At least it wasn't thundering and lightning any more. There was still quite a bit of wind, but even the rain didn't appear to be falling nearly as hard as it once had. It almost sounded soothing instead, the gentle sound of it hitting the windows helping to lull me to sleep a short time later.
**
It felt like a dream. And for a while, I continued to believe it to be so. How long she'd been laying there gently, almost too softly, licking and sucking my dick...I had no idea. But I knew I was hard, damn hard, those lips of hers working their magic on me. I felt her move then however, felt her crawl up onto me. Only then truly waking, truly realizing this wasn't no dream. Too late! Too late! "Oh fuck! NO! NO!" I screamed out. I felt her hot, wet slippery cunt slide down over my shaft, fully engulfing me. I pushed, still crying out, trying to dislodge her, though she held on as though riding a bucking bronco.
"It's ok Jack...it's me! It's me!"
"Cynthia?" I said in confusion. It was still too dark to see anything, pitch black outside though the rain and wind had stopped now. Almost eerily silent, save for the sound of my own confused labored breathing. "How?" I barely managed to ask. "When?"
"In the morning," she answered. "We'll talk about it in the morning. Right now...all I want you to do is fuck me. Fuck me deep...hard...and long," she whispered softly as she pressed herself against me, the feel of her breasts caressing my chest, the wet slippery sucking of her cunt still grasping my cock as she slowly began moving again. Still confused, the sensation was too great to ignore however, thrusting up now...meeting her. Feeling her as she slid down, more forcefully, the tempo gradually increasing, escalating as we began to fuck seriously now. I reached up, finding her breasts there in the darkness, tweaking those amazingly long thick nipples of hers, the heat of her pussy like liquid fire now as it bathed me in her essence.
"Come in me baby...come in me, let me feel your hot juice flooding my pussy!"
It wasn't long after that that I was. The sensation of my cream pouring out of me, filling what I knew then I had to have, needed to have...wanted to have more than anything else. But I knew too even as I did that, there was still a lot of unanswered questions that needed to be asked. But for now anyway, I was content to lie there, feeling the slickness of our combined mutual spending as it poured out of her pussy, soaking my balls. We soon fell asleep like that, me still inside her, the silence of the night now a welcome reminder that the storm for the most part at least...was finally over.
**
When I woke this time I sat straight up in bed. Even then, it still took two seconds to realize that what had happened the night before hadn't been any dream. I was alone however, though the sunlight was actually streaming in through the window. It was still overcast, but the rain and wind had both stopped. I sat listening for any sounds, not hearing anything...curious as I rolled out of Cynthia's bed, heading into the bathroom to pee before cautiously making my way down stairs. Once again...I had questions, and this time I was expecting answers.
When I finally got downstairs, the first thing I noticed was that Cynthia had obviously rolled back the protective shield from the main windows. What sunlight there was, was streaming in, giving the morning a fresh new feel to everything. Even so, it took me a moment to realize where they were, standing outside below on the deck. I glanced over towards the coffee pot, it was empty, and this time no light was flashing, informing me that the power was still off. I wandered over towards the sliding glass doors looking down. There were the two of them down on the deck. Cynthia had actually fired up the propane grill below and was busy cooking breakfast on it. I could see the old fashioned camping coffee maker even then steaming as it happily percolated away. It was cool out yet, so both girls were wearing robes, though I doubted they were wearing much else as the two of them stood there busying themselves. I slid open the door, the two of them glancing up towards me as I stepped outside.
"Coffee's almost ready," Cynthia said calling up to me. "Grab a robe...join us, we need to have a little chat anyway," she then added as Joy stood there beside her with a big shit-eating grin on her face.
I disappeared back inside without saying anything, grabbing a spare robe that hung just inside the door next to where Cynthia kept all the outside towels, and returned. By then, she had poured us all a coffee and was sitting down at the patio table the two of them must have brought back out from the shed, along with all the deck chairs. I glanced out over the ocean. It was still a bit choppy, but like I said, the storm appeared to be over with. Even the little bit of sun peeking through the clouds promised a nice clear day once the remaining clouds had moved off.
I accepted the fresh cup of coffee taking a seat at the table sitting across from the two of them. Anxious as I was, I remained silent, sipping...waiting for one of them, if not both to say something.
"I think it's time the two of us leveled with you Jack," Cynthia stated.
"That would be nice," I answered wondering where this was headed, feeling a knot suddenly forming inside my gut. Obviously there was a lot I didn't know that had been going on around here.
"For starters, let me say this beforehand Jack. I'm sorry...we both are," she said glancing at Joy who likewise shook her head in agreement with that. "I know she put you through a bit of hell yesterday, and I'm not without blame there either. I am. And again, I apologize for that. And it's also very possible, once you hear the rest of it, you might decide to just pick up and leave. Neither one of us blaming you if you do either...though we both hope you don't."
I could see by the look in both of their eyes they were indeed contrite, apologetic, but it didn't make the uncertainty, fear...and nervousness about the rest of it any easier to sit there and wonder about either. I kept waiting for the other shoe to fall, and when it did...it made more noise than any thundercloud had since I'd been here.
"Go on..." I said uneasily, sipping my coffee staring at the two of them. Once again they nervously looked at one another.
"Might as well spit it out and get it over with mother," Joy said nervously. "We've made it this far...so let's see where things end up after this," she added looking back towards me with a curious expression on her face.
"Here's the thing Jack, and all I ask of you now is to hear me out...try not to interrupt until I've finished...until we have," she said glancing at Joy again. "After that...well, I guess that's up to you as to what happens, or doesn't."
This was starting to sound more ominous by the second here, but I was now of course very curious as to what it was I didn't know...and what specifically had in fact been going on around here.
"Like I said...spit it out, go on..." I said using Joy's phrase.
"Ok, here goes. For starters, I never left yesterday," Cynthia said, seeing the surprised look in my face upon hearing her say that.
"Excuse me? You never what?"
"Please Jack, like I said...hear me out before you ask anything. After I tell you everything, you can ask whatever you'd like to...or do whatever you'd like to. We're both prepared for that."
I settled back in my chair, gritting my teeth, actually feeling angry and duped now.
"Yes...it was all a ruse. After I left, I parked the car a ways down the hill, and then walked back. There's a back entry way into the house that we normally don't use for anything. Downstairs, there's a nice comfortable little storm cellar, which you haven't seen yet of course, and which is one level down from the laundry and den area down stairs. Anyway...that's where I was for most of the day, and evening," she said once again startling me. The word "Why" hanging on the tip of my tongue, but I swallowed saying it, letting her continue instead.
"It's a fact Jack...most of the men I've come to know and date for a while...really were only out for one thing...money. And yes...I, we..." she amended looking at Joy again. "Have a lot of it. Now...I've not gotten that close with most men I've met for several reasons, so the subject or concept of agreeing to a prenuptial was never really an issue. Usually those relationships never lasted that long to even get to that point."
"I never was interested in your money."
"I know that...I know you weren't, but that too wasn't the real issue here. The issue was...I needed to know I could trust you. Joy needed to know, she could trust you. So we did what we did in order to find out if we could."
I still wasn't none too happy hearing this. "So you deceived me."
"In a matter of speaking...yes, but there's something else, something even more important I need to tell you. That you need to further consider, and think about before you decide to leave...if that's what you decide to do. Or...stay. Even more so."
"Yeah? And what might that be?"
This was obviously a tough one, even more so than the rest of it had been. I could see Cynthia steeling herself in preparation for answering, but it was Joy who spoke up first, saving her mom from having to do so.
"We come as a package deal Jack. You don't get one without the other, plain and simple." I know the even more confused expression on my face was as big a "tell" as any could be, though she continued speaking seriously. "Usually, the men we've met like one of us more than the other, naturally. That's to be expected I suppose. But mom and I made an agreement years ago now, something we've both stuck with. We like sharing, not being apart...and not intending to be so, not ever. It's just the way it is between us. Most men think that's interesting at first, find it exciting. Until they start thinking about it further. That's when they begin finding it weird, or too uncomfortable to accept. We demand pretty much equal time, though we give that back in spades. We're a constant threesome, though not necessarily in a sexual way of speaking...more like family, though it's not a "daddy" I'm looking for. Which is what most men who were first interested in mom, expect to be. That's not what I want, and that's not what this is about. It's about being an equal partner threesome. Period. About the time most of the men figure that out, they don't really want any part of it, and so they leave. Or...one or the other of us doesn't find the man we've introduced to the other's liking either. And that's another reason why sometimes things don't work out either. In your case...we both do of course. We're both equally attracted to you. And as we've now come to find out and discover, we think you're likewise equally attracted to us as well. But we both needed to know that. To know we could trust you. That you weren't using one of us over the other, or not as interested in one of us over the other either. I know that's pretty confusing for you to hear and understand, but...it's the truth. So...now you know Jack. It boils down to accepting that, accepting us both, accepting the situation...or not."
I sat quietly for a moment trying to digest all of this. It was needless to say, a bit overwhelming. And...I was still a little pissed at the deception, the torment...the teasing. I honestly wasn't sure how I felt. What I did do, was finish my coffee, and then sat my empty cup back on the table, standing. I turned without saying a word and headed back up the stairs into the house.
**
Admittedly I stood there inside Cynthia's room looking at my things, wondering if I should pack up and get the hell out of here. I then wandered over towards the window, looking down at the deck again, seeing the two of them sitting there holding hands, looking at one another.
I opened the window leaning out. They looked up.
"Well? You two going to get your asses up here or not?" I called down to them. "I've still got a score to settle here!"
"What about...breakfast?" Cynthia said nervously.
"Fuck breakfast...we'll find someplace and eat out...afterwards." I closed the window not waiting for a response, only hearing one as the two of them made a mad dash up the stairs together, running the entire way. I looked out over towards the ocean again. It was brighter now, the sun even more out than before. The seas considerably calmer. The storm indeed over with. I smiled, removed my robe and positioned myself in the middle of Cynthia's bed. Less than a minute later, the two of them came running into the room almost side-by-side, now standing there staring at me.
I lay there playing with my rapidly stiffening dick.
"Well? Don't just stand there, like I said...I have a score to settle here. And I think the two of you know what that is! Joy? You've got about two seconds to slide that cunt of yours down over my dick. And Cyn? You've got about the same amount of time to come sit on my face!"
They were both grinning from ear to ear...and then as one, again raced one another over to the bed. Quick as a bunny, Joy was in fact hovering over my cock, as was her mother as she sat next to me on the bed, not yet climbing over to sit on my face just yet.
"If you don't mind...I'd like to watch for a moment first," she said pleasurably. "I've been waiting...hoping for this, wanting to see it, but only when we knew...when we all knew...it was right, and going to work out for the three of us."
Even as anxious as Joy and I both were, she too hesitated, still hovering, looking down at me.
"You're sure Jack? You're positively sure about all this?"
"That this will work? No...I'm not. And just being honest with the two of you here. But...I will say this. I do like you both...equally. No favoritism there. I might even love you both a little. And that might even grow to become a lot more. And if it does...if we do continue this, then I promise you, I will never love one of you any more than the other. If that does happen, then I'll leave, or the two of you can send me packing as well. But until then...accept me for me too. Just the way I am. No more games, secrets...deceptions. Nada. Period!"
"No more...games?" Joy teased trying to pout.
"You know what I mean," I said grabbing her waist, placing my hands on either side of her. "Now you little shit, you're going to finally give me something I truly have been wanting all along. Only..." I paused grinning at her.
"Only what?"
"I'm not going to ask for it. You're going to ask me. In fact...you're going to beg me for it, as is your mother."
Joy laughed, grinning. "Fuck me Jack!"
"Not good enough," I responded back, holding her at bay even though she had attempted to slide herself down over my cock. "Make me believe it."
"Please Jack please...fuck me. Fuck my cunt!"
"A little better," I said looking over at Cynthia. "But...I'm not hearing it from you either. You want me to fuck your daughter? Seriously? While you watch? That what you really want?"
"Oh god yes! Fuck her Jack! Fuck us both! Please Jack...please. Yes...fuck my daughter, and then fuck me!"
"FUCK ME!" Joy screamed at the top of her lungs. And this time, when she made movement to slide down over my cock, capturing me...I let her. In seconds, she had impaled herself over my cock. I felt the tip of it literally spear her cervix. Cynthia's hand now coming over to gently cup and begin fondling my balls as Joy began riding me, sliding up and down, her pleasured moans suddenly filling the room as she did so.
I knew then as she did, I wasn't going anywhere. Not for a while anyway. Not for a good long while.
**
After a while of watching us, sharing and enjoying it, Cynthia finally climbed up to sit on my face so I could tease her, lick her and please her with my tongue. She did so, facing towards her daughter. They kissed, tenderly...affectionately. Nothing more. Even in the beginning there had never been any mention of anything actually going on between them. It had never been like that. And though some might consider even this much as being borderline incestual, they never once touched one another except briefly perhaps, and again only affectionately in passing. This relationship, their relationship had never been about that, never would be. It was simply sharing. Enjoying one another, watching one another yes...but never more than that.
After a time, when the three of us could no longer contain ourselves, Cynthia climaxed, joyously and wondrously, all over my face. Joy too did the same, her very wet, very gushy, very squirty climax drenching us both. It was a delight to feel as she did, triggering my own orgasmic bliss as I for the first...and certainly not for the last time, erupted inside her. Feeling the sensation of finally filling her cunt with my cream was a true delight. But the real delight came moments later, when almost like a tag-team, they immediately switched places with one another. I had only gotten a little flaccid, a bit softer when Cynthia eased herself down over me, holding me inside her until I'd firmed up once again. She then moved upon me with renewed urgency, soon finding a nice slow easy rhythm as the two of us fucked, as Joy looked on, occasionally reaching over, grabbing my dick playfully, helping me to fuck her mother. In time, she too climbed up to sit on my face, where we quickly repeated the previous adventure together. Though I daresay...Joy nearly drowned me this time when she came.
It was worth it. As we dressed and headed outside to walk down to where Cynthia had parked the car, I shook my head at the deviousness of the two women. Everything they had put me through, all that they had tortured and teased me with in doing.



Like they say. Paybacks a bitch.
We luckily found a small diner that was open a few miles away, gorged ourselves, famished from our early morning romp. When we finished doing that and came back out again, the sun was shining bright, the day promising and beautiful, as where the two women who held each of my hands as we walked outside.
"Take the top down," I told Cynthia, which she happily agreed with, though somewhat confused and taken aback when I climbed into the back seat rather than in front. Figuring I meant for Joy to sit up front with her, she began doing so.
"Where do you think you're going?" I told her, already unzipping my pants in the back seat. "You're with me," I said grinning at her. "It'll be your turn to drive on the way back."
Cynthia burst out laughing, started the car, and pulled out of the lot, heading up the coast, enjoying the bright warm sunshine, and the occasional glance back at us in the mirror. I sat with a smile on my face, enjoying the curious looks from people passing us, or who we passed, as I sat curiously behind the driver. Joy, her head down in my lap, softly, and tantalizingly sucking me for several miles along the coast. They soon exchanged places as we headed back. Pulling into the drive, I then got out, stood there with my cock sticking out looking at the two of them.
"Ok ladies, on your knees...time to finish what you both started here."
They looked at one another, laughed...giggled and then knelt down in front of me side-by-side. Even the passing cars, one or two slowing as they drove by, one even honking and waving at us didn't deter me from standing there the way I was. Two lovely, affectionate...and somewhat crazy women, more than happy to kneel there in broad daylight, sucking and fondling my dick together.
I came copiously, pouring out my pleasure all over the two of them.
It was only the beginning...
-End-
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Her name was Darlene Dimpledale, which is perhaps why she'd gone by the name Dee Dee, or simply Dee, for about as long as I'd known her. Which by now had been a very, very long time indeed.
My parents and I had lived next door to Dee and her husband Frank for years. I was an only child, and as I came to find out early on, Frank and Dee Dee never had any either. Though the reason for that was something I never found out as to why. But as such, Dee had taken to me as a second mother of sorts, always inviting me over for milk and cookies, and then later on when school was out for the summer, watching out and taking care of me. Something my mother was very appreciative of, as she and dad both had to work back then.
I didn't mind it at all either. Even as young as I was back then, I had a secret crush on Dee Dee, though the feelings I had back then weren't any I could really put my finger on as to why. I just liked her for some reason. Though perhaps it was because she was such a great cook, better than mom was, though I'd certainly never once told her that. But she was a great baker too. Always making pies, cookies...cakes. I found myself preferring to hang around with her during the day, more so than running off to play with friends. At times, she actually shooed me outside in order to force me into doing so, rather than hanging around with her all day.
And then Frank died. It was for a time one of the saddest times I'd ever been through. I had come to think of them as a surrogate Aunt and Uncle, even going so far as to call them that. It was a period of several long lonely months that Dee just seemed to withdraw into herself, and perhaps even age a little bit faster in the process. At most, she was only a few years older than my own mother, but I saw her begin to take on the look of a run down, lonely woman in a very short period of time.
I had just turned sixteen when Frank passed away.
It was now time to give back after all those years she had looked after, and taken care of me. With mom and dad's full approval of course, I continued to spend as much time as I could helping her out around the house. Doing odd jobs, mowing the lawn, raking up leaves, taking the trash out, whatever she needed doing, I was always Johnny on the spot. Never once did I feel obligated, put out, or put off in having to do things for her, no matter what they were.
Gradually, she slowly started to act like her old self once again. She'd even began putting on makeup again, something I hadn't seen her do in a very long time. She had even dyed her hair, taking out the few strands of grey she'd allowed to remain up until then. The moment she did that, looking ten, if not fifteen years younger again. Now even looking younger than my own mother was.
By the time I had turned seventeen, only one year away from graduation now, we'd gotten into such a place of comfortable familiarity with one another, that I had found myself being able to talk to her about things, subjects I could never discuss with either mom or dad. Sometimes they were personal things, and later as I'd actually started dating girls, they became even more intimate in nature. It happened so gradually, so smoothly that never not once did I think either one of us was uncomfortable or really embarrassed because of it. Dee became a sounding board for me, offering advice, and even at times, a few related personal experiences of her own time growing up as a teenager. It was nice, not to mention interesting, getting a perspective on things from a woman's point of view. I think it helped me understand girls a hell of a lot more than most, though even in understanding, it didn't always help me cope with the difficulties of raging hormones, or the adolescent silliness of growing up. For myself, or the girls. Dee just sat acting amused, remembering perhaps, and then would sit down and talk to me about it.
Like I said. I almost preferred spending time with her as opposed to spending it with any of my friends. Such was our relationship. And then one day, something profound changed things, and set things on a whole new course quite unexpectedly.
I had recently turned eighteen, graduation was only a couple of months away, and though it was my intention to further my education, I was also seriously considering entering into the service. I had a lot on my mind at the time. Decisions to make, and another one that I hadn't as yet told anyone about. Her name was Marjorie. My girlfriend. We'd been dating of course for well over a year now. Things had quite naturally progressed in the 'curiosity' department for both of us. Though Marjorie had told me early on, that she was saving it for when she got married, or baring that...only for sure if she felt like she had found the man she loved would she consider taking it that far even before marriage. Marjorie and I had spent the last weekend in the front seat of my car going far beyond anything we had ever done up until then, just short of actually having intercourse, "going all the way" as we called it. It had been the most exciting time of my entire life up until then. But it had also left me wondering as well. Marjorie had hinted at the fact that she might..."might" she had said it twice, have a big surprise to give me on my birthday. Well, not quite on my birthday as that was in the middle of the week. But very possibly on the weekend after that. A weekend in which her parents were going to be away. The implications of that, without coming right out and saying it...were obvious.
I was nervous, excited, apprehensive, curious...and scared to death. And when I went over to mow the lawn on Saturday morning, Dee could see that something was bothering me and invited me inside. It had actually been a long time now since we'd just sat down and talked the way we used to do. Busy life, schedules...trying to grow up had naturally put some distance between us. But even with all that, we still had a smile to share, or a friendly word or two to give one another every time we saw one another. But again, it had been a long time since we'd just sat down together and had a nice long comfortable chat.
Unfortunately, I knew going in, as did she...this wasn't going to be one of those. Even though we both sat smiling at one another just like old times.
"Ok Jimmy," she began..."Spit it out, what's going on?"
By now of course I went by Jim. No one, and I mean no one called me Jimmy any more. Even mom had quit calling me by that name the day I turned sixteen and informed everyone...mom and dad especially, I wasn't a little boy any more, and that Jim, not Jimmy was the name I would answer to. The only one who did...still did, and who could honestly get away with it was Dee. To her, I'd be Jimmy no matter how old I was.
It was as though Dee knew my thoughts before I did. Just like the time I'd gone into my father's workshop looking for some nails for a clubhouse the other guys and I were building. For years there'd been this one cabinet that dad had kept locked, and his one and only warning to me back then had been to "Stay the fuck out!" I knew he was serious, because dad never said 'fuck' unless he meant it. So I had...until that very moment. Reason being, I noticed the lock wasn't actually locked. It had been left hanging open. I stood there staring at it, wondering what secrets existed behind that "fuck-lock" as I called it. But being the curious teenager that I was, I opened the cabinet, and then just stood there staring at it.
"Why on earth would dad feel it necessary to lock up a bunch of old dirty rags and service and maintenance manuals?" Standing there peeking in, that's initially all I could see at first. Until I raffled through a few of the books on the stack. Suddenly I knew why. It was a stash of dirty magazines. I certainly knew mom would come unglued if she knew dad had these, which is partially why he kept them out here in the shed of course. But the fact he even had them to begin with was an eye-opening moment for me. Dad wasn't the prude I'd always thought him to be. I quickly rummaged through the stack, glad that mom and dad were at work so I didn't fear anyone coming up on me while I was flipping through a few. Selecting two that I found quite interesting, I hurried back outside to where my friends stood waiting for me.
"Hey Jim, where's the nails?" Bob Petersen, my best friend and buddy asked me curiously as I shielded the books against myself, running towards them. His eyes suddenly opening wide when he saw me doing that. "Hey man...wha'd ya find?"
"Inside!" I said blowing past everyone. Though we still had some finishing work to do yet, the clubhouse for the most part was nearly finished. We'd even dragged in an old worn out couch and a chair as part of the décor, which I immediately plopped down in, holding the books out for everyone there to see. There were five of us in total, now sitting around passing the books around as we took turns quickly leafing through them.
"Fuck!" Bob said actually slipping his hand down inside his pants. "I'm getting horny!"
Don't laugh...it was the first time I'd ever heard the word. "Horny? What the hell's that?" I asked, though delighted to find out, I wasn't the only one that didn't know what it meant.
"This!" He exclaimed taking his hard swollen cock out, and immediately began jacking himself off. I too had been masturbating for a while now, as had we all...but never together, and certainly never in front of one another, or even admitting to one another that we ever did. But Bob being Bob, and basically the leader amongst us continued to do so, all the while looking at the magazines.
It was after when I'd gone over to Dee's to finish moving some things out of the house she was donating to charity that we had our first real serious discussion. I was abnormally quiet perhaps, a little withdrawn in a way, still struggling with what had happened earlier in the day inside our clubhouse.
"Sit down Jimmy...talk to me. What is it that's troubling you anyway?"
Like I said in the beginning. Dee might have been older than mom by a few years, but I didn't really look at her that way. We were friends more than anything else. Close friends, the kind of friend you could say anything too. At least that's the way Dee had taught me to believe with her. She'd kept secrets, confidences in the past. Maybe it hadn't been over anything quite this intimate, or "naughty-bad" as I now thought of it...but I still felt like I could trust her, not even being embarrassed about telling her what I'd found, and then what the guys and I had done while looking at the magazines together.
In a way...it was almost a relief to see the small knowing smile on her face as she sat there until I had told her everything. Every single detail without interrupting me even once.
"So what's the problem?" She asked. "You feeling guilty? Bad you did that?"
"Well yeah...sorta," I answered back.
"Good! You should feel guilty! For disobeying your father and getting into his cabinet, whether it was locked or not! But not for doing what you did with your friends afterwards," she said a bit more softly. "It's perfectly natural Jimmy," she told me. "Everyone does it...including me," she'd added, though the workings of that escaped me for the moment. But she continued before I could ask her a much more personal question, sidetracking me perhaps...wisely. "If you're feeling guilty about masturbating in front of your friends, or them doing the same in front of you...don't be. It's a perfectly normal, natural curiosity that all young men go through, even if most of them never admit to it. So don't go beating yourself up for it. If anything, enjoy this time of self-exploration, learn about yourself. And don't rush things either...you'll learn all about girls soon enough."
That however had been the conversation that had opened the door. After that, we talked openly, candidly about anything and everything. Whenever I had a question, or had heard something...I came to Dee and asked her. And I honestly have to say, I came away each and every time with an honest and complete answer. Dee never once held back, told me what it was I wanted to know, didn't go overboard, never gave me more than I'd asked, nor more than she felt I needed to know at the time to satisfy my curiosity or question.
Such then became the nature of our relationship. Dee became the best friend I ever had.
It was like going back in time. Dee sat waiting for me to do just that. Spit it out. Normally, or rather in the past I'd found it easy to do so. But it had after all been a while. Would she still be as receptive as she once was? Would I shock her by what I was considering, dealing with? I realized even as I asked myself that question, the answer was no. Not Dee.
"I think Marjorie wants to have sex...you know, intercourse, this weekend...tonight," I said running everything together...spitting it all out so to speak.
"I see. And what do you want?" She asked me point blank. "Do you want to have sex with her? And if I may ask Jimmy...are we talking about losing our virginity here if you do?"
Oh she was indeed the wise one. She had always asked things in such a way that it forced you to honestly think about them before answering. Giving her an honest answer in return, especially as she'd always given me one.
"Yeah, I do. I mean...well, we've sort of done everything else but that," I freely admitted to her, doing so without reservation, though I did notice she raised her eyebrows just a little upon hearing that. "And yeah...we both are," I added then, though hearing the reluctance in my own tone of voice upon hearing myself say that.
"You're not ready. Not even now," she said equally as soft, but yet a bit more firmly. "If you were Jimmy...you wouldn't be hesitating right now. If Marjorie is the right girl for you, and I'm not speaking about waiting until you get married before you decide to do that. Heaven's knows...Frank and I certainly didn't. And I didn't lose mine to Frank in the first place. I lost my virginity to a man older than I was, who knew what he was doing, and to whom I will forever be grateful."
"No shit? Really?" I asked, forgetting my manners for a moment as I had hardly ever sworn in front of Dee before. Luckily, she laughed it off though, not even chastising me for the obscenity.
"Yeah, but I was ready. I knew it was what I really wanted, even though I knew there was no future in it for he and I. That's not what it was about for me. And it shouldn't be for you either. If Marjorie's the one...she'll wait. Just as you should. If she isn't...well, then you won't be looking back on this moment years from now and wishing that you really had waited. You want my advice Jimmy?" She asked. Which she always did. Just like that. And then she waited, never offering, never giving it, unless I honestly and truly wanted to hear it. And for sure...this time I did.
"Yeah, I would Dee. I really, really would."
"You said you've done everything else. Can I assume from that, you've pleasured her orally?"
Ok, don't laugh. I obviously still had a lot to learn here. "Her?"
Though she did. "Yes Jimmy...her," she chuckled a bit. "I take it, she's pleasured you that way, taken your cock into her mouth, sucking it."
I had seriously forgotten how candid she could be with me. I guess most would have thought she'd have used the more clinical term, "penis" when describing that particular male appendage. But...she'd said cock in front of me before, and pussy too. So hearing her say that didn't exactly set me back on my haunches. Now...hearing her say, "sucking it" did. That was indeed a sex thing, a describing what you do...or wanted to do, or did sort of sex thing...sex act. But I sat there asking myself the question, suddenly everything else no longer important to me. "Had she?" Obviously she must have, but it wasn't exactly something you normally sat there and pondered over. Until now.
"Ah yeah...she has. And ah no...I ah...I ah, haven't," I stammered just a bit, finally admitting to her I hadn't reciprocated in that way. Though to be perfectly honest about it, the subject of my doing that to her...for her, hadn't exactly come up either. Obviously...we hadn't done just about everything. There were still a few things. Well...a whole bunch of things actually, we hadn't done.
"I see," She said again sitting back in her chair, rocking a little, that same knowing bemused smile on her face. "So tell me Jimmy...have you?"
"No." I said easily, honestly...and sincerely. I never had. Never even thought about it until that very moment. And perhaps to some, when that moment came, they'd think about it, wonder about it, hesitate, and maybe even, find it disgusting or a revolting thought. But not me. I sat there, not realizing I was actually becoming aroused, not just yet anyway, though I was. But my mind was lost in the thought...actually licking pussy, not just fingering the way I had done. Which had been pleasurable and exciting enough in its own way. At least I wasn't so naive that I didn't know what a clit was, or that it felt good to a girl when you touched it, played with it. But I'd never actually considered licking it...until now. But not only that. As the image suddenly filled my head, as I sat there imagining myself actually doing that, it suddenly dawned on me. It wasn't Marjorie's pussy I was considering or thinking about doing that to. It was Dee's! It was the image once again of her standing there in her backyard, naked...taking the sheets down off the line. Only in my mind, I was kneeling there in front of her, also naked...rigidly hard, my fingers pulling her pussy lips apart, that sweet delicious looking clit of hers (I could only imagine it being so of course) as I knelt there licking it.
"Jimmy? Jimmy? Earth to Jimmy!" She said shaking me back to the present.
"Oh sorry..." I said feeling my face reddening; though I am sure Dee took it for embarrassment on my part as she shook her head positively at me.
"My advice," she then said sitting up again in her rocking chair. "Tell her you'd rather wait, not rush into it for one thing. I'm willing to bet, she's not really ready either Jimmy, and I'm willing to bet you one of my home-made pies, that she'll thank you for it afterwards, if you don't. But...maybe what you should do, is surprise her."
"How?"
"By doing what she's already done for you, by going down on her...or rather, licking her pussy if you will."
God I was hard, sitting there hearing her say that. Once again the image however, not of Marjorie, my girlfriend...but of Dee. And I knew at that very moment, I wasn't ready. Not with Marjorie anyway...I liked her. I liked her a lot. But I knew at that very moment. I wasn't in love with her. And doing something, like taking advantage of that, taking her virginity when I wasn't, or giving mine to her either for that matter, wasn't something either one of us should be doing under the circumstances. And to be perfectly honest about it, I now had to wonder about the rest of it too.
"But...I've never done it, not even sure how to do it for one thing. And what if...she doesn't like it? Or doesn't want me to?"
Once again she laughed. "Oh honey...one thing you're going to soon learn about women. We all love having our cunts licked."
OK...THAT was a new one. Cunt was a thing guys spoke about to one another, cunt...pussy...split, snatch, twat...hell, we had a bunch of names (never vagina though...isn't that funny?) But hearing a woman use a guys word (back then it was anyway) or...maybe not. Regardless, hearing Dee use it. Well...that damn near pulled the trigger on the gun in my holster.



She sighed then, her eyes closed as though remembering she once had. "Or at least I certainly used to," she added even more softly than anything she'd said before, which is also when I noticed a small tear run down the side of her face, which she hurriedly wiped away, turning as though hoping I hadn't seen it. Too late. I had.
"You're crying!" I said standing out of worry and concern for her, totally forgetting for the moment that in doing so, I had inadvertently displayed myself. Not something I would have normally done, and now painfully aware of the fact that I had as she was looking down, or rather at me...which then drew my own head down paying attention to myself. Had it been any other moment in history...I'd have probably been proud. I don't think I'd ever been that hard, that full...that erect, my jeans bulging out so much so, that a blind man (or woman) would have felt the change in the air surrounding it.
And then I said a word I'd never once said in front of her before. "Fuck! Dee! I'm sorry!"
**
Once again she had laughed, but put me immediately at ease. "It's ok Jimmy, I've said that one a few times myself," she continued chuckling, though her eyes remained glued to the very obvious, very pronounced erection sticking out of my pants. "I think though...it's probably time for you to return home and perhaps get ready for this evening. Just remember what I told you...if it feels right, then ok. If it doesn't...well then, you've still got plenty of time before you rush into anything."
She actually stood then, walking forward to hug me. (Yeah...picture this), so I'm bending (or bowing if you prefer) trying very delicately here not to poke her in the stomach with what is a very obvious, almost painful erection. She's still chuckling while we do this, giving me a soft little kiss on the cheek as she did. Now that's not abnormal either, but it did seem to linger for like a split second longer than usual, not to mention the fact, bowed/bent as I am, for some reason her fairly large full breasts seemed to press against me a bit more than normally as well. And of course, that did little if anything to squelch the predicament I now found myself in.
I finally backed away, or rather almost pushed away, just as she did, that damndable smile still on her face, and worse, another obvious glance downwards towards my crotch as we did that.
"Maybe...you should do something about that before tonight," she now laughed pleasantly, and even sighed when she said that. "Ah...to be young again," she finished, and then stood there at the doorway waving at me as I hurriedly (somewhat still stooped over mind you) towards my place.
Luckily for me, no one was home, so I managed to make it upstairs to my room without any further incidents. But, I had already made the decision to indeed "do something about it" as Dee had said, even if Marjorie and I ended up "doing it" or doing other things later on this evening.
What I now knew however...strange as it sounded. And what likewise bothered me to some extent, was the fact I knew with one hundred percent certainty, that I wasn't in love with Marjorie. The person I was in love with...was Dee.
**
Once inside my room, I literally tore my clothes off jumping onto my bed. I honestly believe this was the horniest I had ever been, which was odd in a way, as except for a little erotic banter between us, and the kiss...and the feel of Dee's soft full breasts pushing against me, well hell...there just wasn't much more than that. Certainly not enough that it should have made me this horny, this aroused. And yet...I was. I didn't have one of those monster cocks you're always hearing about. Average sized perhaps, though I was a bit thicker around than most I suppose. But what I was at the moment, was fucking harder than I ever remembered being before. Looking down at my own dick, the head of it seemed to have ballooned up to mushroom size, a dark deep purple color in fact, which was again something relatively new to me. I wrapped my fist around it, squeezing it...watched the emergence of not just one droplet, but a sudden runoff of pre-cum fuck batter, and then did so again, producing yet another pearly little silly string of juice that now clung to my fingers like a spider-web.
After I had spent several long minutes just teasing the shit out of myself, I began pumping it seriously up and down. Slowly at first, but with ever increasing rapidity as my mind suddenly went into overdrive. I now found myself accessing archives that I had long since locked away in memory, not a whole lot of them mind you, and not many that probably most guys would have held onto for their masturbatory fantasy material. But the truth of it was, each and every one of them had something to do with Dee for as far back as I could remember, and as far back as each and every incident qualified as "cock-throb" material.
I had even gone so far as to catalog them in order of priority. Like the day I'd gone over to help rake up leaves, needing another bag, walking over to ask her where she kept them. She was kneeling down of course, leaning over pulling out a few stubborn weeds with her hand. As she did, her blouse had opened considerably, giving me my first ever look at the smooth softness of those magnificent tits of hers. Unfortunately, she was wearing a bra, though even seeing that, most of it in fact, had sent me running off to my room a short time later.
My second filed away fantasy of hers had been when she'd tripped and fallen. Maybe it shouldn't have been one under the circumstances, and wasn't at the time as I'd been genuinely concerned for her. But she'd just retrieved a bag full of groceries out of her car, turned to head into the house just as I came out. Seeing me, she waved, but in doing so, forgot to look where she was going and tripped over the hose in her yard, suddenly she's falling, groceries spilling everywhere at once. Naturally I ran over to her to help her up, and then help collect the spilled contents now scattered everywhere. This was my second look down mammary lane, though this time, I got to see both boobs, sans bra, she hadn't worn one!
As I lay there in bed, pleasantly stroking myself up and down, I clicked off each and every little incident one by one, working my way up to number one as I did so, trying to time the orgasmic bliss I was rapidly approaching before reaching it. That day...that very special day, which was in fact only a few weeks ago now, had made it to the top of the list by leaps and by bounds.
Oddly enough, I had stayed home not feeling well. I wasn't dead-sick, just the sniffles, sneezes and typical cough that good old mom had used in her own concern, to convince me to stay home rather than go to school. (I owe you one mom) I later told myself. Outside, it had started to thunder and lightning, something that always fascinated me, and which I enjoyed watching. Walking over to my bedroom window to look out, it was then that it started to rain and rain pretty hard. Suddenly before I even realized what it was I was looking at, Dee came sprinting out of her back door into the back yard. I knew then what was happening. She'd put out several sets of sheets to dry out on the line as opposed to throwing them in the drier, something my mom very often did as well, preferring the smell of wind-dried sheets, just as Dee obviously did. In a hurry perhaps, or maybe (as I later wondered) having just gotten out of the shower, and then realizing it was about to rain, she'd coming running outside. I saw her turn, starting to undo the clothespins, which is when the robe she was wearing, came completely open. She made no effort to retie it either, the rain truly starting to come down now. But I stood there in my window, (though why I now did this I don't really know) stepping back a little, though still keeping a good eye down on where she was. Both breasts, both of those incredibly beautiful, full bouncy tits staring at me. Each one with humongous (ok, maybe they weren't THAT humongous) but when you're seeing them for the first time, they sure as hell looked like it...areolas. Dark brown, (something to do with her heritage perhaps, since Dee had once said she had Spanish blood in her) and then this small little dark patch between her legs. It wasn't this unruly looking triangle either, but it acted like a beacon to me as I stood there in the window looking down at her. I was seeing her for the first time ever...completely naked!
And then I remember her looking up towards my room. I had stood frozen, looking down at her, wondering if she could see me, had seen me. But she merely looked away, finished pulling down the rest of the sheets off the line, and never once made an effort to cover herself up as she finished doing that. She then turned and headed back inside the house.
It never failed...just before the turn, I erupted, as I was doing now. Needless to say, I'd cum a lot thinking about that moment, but I have to also say...laying there the way I was now, horny as I said I truly was, I began spurting unlike anytime I had ever spurted before in my entire life. It was almost impressive enough that I felt like telling someone. (I said almost). The first few spurts actually surprising me, going well up and over the top of my head, hitting the headboard, if not the wall behind me, (which I later ended up cleaning up after) but after those, readjusting my aim just a little, I was still surprised and in awe of myself as I emptied my nuts against myself, finally having to cup my hand over my dick because it was spurting so much. I even briefly wondered if there was some sort of a valve I'd somehow fucked up, thus allowing my cock to continue to pump out streamers of white sticky stuff as I'd never squirted this much of it in my entire life before. Finally, as it began to ebb, and now just ooze slightly out of the tip, I released my dick, still seeing stars, still trying to catch my breath...and the image of Dee standing there in her yard looking up at me forever frozen in time as I lay there.
And then my phone rang.
"Fucking A!" I jumped scaring myself to death when I did. "Now what?"
**
It was Marjorie, and she was balling her eyes out. "Oh Jim! Jim! My God damn, fucking little sister!" She wailed uncontrollably over the phone.
It was a day of firsts all the way around. Never once had I heard Marjorie cuss like that before. A few sprinkled damns, hells, and even a shit or two once, but never once had I heard her say God Damn, or EVER use the proverbial "F" word!
"Calm down Majiee" I said using the cutesy affectionate name I'd begun calling her, which usually did the trick...but not this time as she kept talking over me even then. "What happened?"
"She...she...she told mom and dad!"
"Told them what?" I asked as the hairs on the back of my neck suddenly stood up. I knew her dad, he'd as soon kill me as look at me, and he was twice the size of any man I knew, so I also knew he could do it too!
"Oh Jim, Jimmy...I'm sorry, I shouldn't have ever confided in the little shit, she...she told them about our plans for this weekend!"
I was stunned hearing that, Suzie, Marjorie's little sister could indeed be a pain in the royal ass, and usually was whenever I came over, always hanging around us as though hoping to catch us doing anything. So I wasn't too surprised at that. What I was surprised at, was Marjorie actually confiding something like that in her.
"Why did she do that?" I finally managed to ask her.
"Be...because she was jealous that's why! Jealous because mom and dad were forcing her to go with them over the weekend rather than letting her stay home with me. That's why! So she told them! Told them you were coming over after they left, so we could...'do it!'" She all but whispered into the phone. Which then made me wonder just how close her parents were to her as she stood there talking to me, though I'm sure she'd already had to sneak away just to make this phone call.
"So now what?"
Marjorie started bawling again, which took me another several minutes in which to calm her down enough to talk coherently to me. "They...they're, oh god Jimmy! They're making me go to my Aunts house for the entire summer!" She burst out once more. "And they're making me go with them tonight too!" She now added. "I'm...I'm upstairs here in my room packing now, which is the only way I could have a moment to call you...tell you what was happening! Oh Jimmy! Daddy said I wasn't ever to see or speak to you again...if I did, if I do...he's...he's threatened to ship me off to some sort of girls school instead of University in the fall!"
I was speechless...sad in a way too. And yet...strangely elated.
"I have to go Jimmy," she said crying once again. "But...I'll, I'll write. I promise! I'll write you every day, somehow...someway, we'll make this work Jimmy. I swear it! I promise! I'll write you!"
So much for Marjorie. Though as it worked out, she only wrote me one letter. A dear John, or in my case a dear Jim. Which was just as well, all things considered.
But that phone call, that moment in history, brought about the most amazing memory, most amazing experience I ever had. And I had no clue it was coming either. Not until two hours later.
**
I actually was a little bummed after we'd hung up. Especially when I went looking for my two, (maybe it was three) errant cum-shots that had splattered against the headboard of the bed and against the wall behind that. Whatever hopes, plans...or assignations that had been scheduled for later, had suddenly evaporated.
Though weirdly...my cock still hadn't. Sure...it had gone down some, but it was still pretty fucking firm as I stood there looking down at myself. Horny is as horny does. But in this case at least, twisting another well-known phrase just a bit. I had a boner, and no place to go.
But at least there was Dee. And I smiled. If nothing else, I could go over, tell her what had just happened, maybe even get a sympathetic hug out of it, a peek down her blouse if nothing else...and add a fantasy file to my memory banks. At least losing Marjorie (though I didn't know it at the time that I really had) wouldn't be a total waste.
I stood in the shower as though I was getting ready for a date anyway, whistling...actually happy, excited, looking forward to perhaps milking the evening now at Dee's place with my tales of woe's me and all that. I was even then imagining Dee holding my head against her breasts trying to comfort me...feeling my dick stiffening there in the shower...half tempted to work it again. Though I refrained from doing so, wanting the full-on "horniness" of the moment to encase me when I went over there.
Needless to say, Dee was surprised when I showed up on her door two hours later. "Dee? I need a friend," I said.
They were the best five words I'd ever spoken to her.
**
"What happened Jimmy? What's wrong?"
And so I told her, though I didn't say it with a smile on my face, or with any of the oddly felt joy I was keeping inside. Like I said, my heart was skipping beats at the moment with the sudden realization of the secret I now had, the secret I couldn't tell anyone...especially Dee, that I knew what love felt like...for the first time in my life, because I felt it for her. Something I also knew, was a total and complete impossibility. And so I told her everything that had happened, and Dee...just like always sat there listening, though this time sitting beside me, and yes...towards the end, she pulled me towards her, placing her hand on the back of my head, and guess what...(Joy oh joy!) pressing me against those soft pliant breasts as I actually began to blubber just a bit. Not an act either. I was sad, yet I was also happy as a clam, and a little scared...a little nervous, a little melancholy, and a whole lot aroused.
"You know, I shouldn't be doing this, but since you are eighteen now, and soon out on your own here...I've never felt like if a man's old enough to fight for his country, that he shouldn't be old enough to have a drink." Dee knew of course I was contemplating going into the service, something Uncle Frank had done in having fought during the second world war. And with that, she then stood, walked over to a small cabinet where I know she kept a few bottles of liquor, mostly for guests or special occasions. Apparently, this was one of those. She pulled out a bottle of brandy, and poured each of us a shot glass. Bringing one over to me, she sat down beside me once again. "To life...and all its ups and downs." She toasted, clinking my glass, and then began to drink just as I added my own toast to that...though why on earth I then said what I did...still escapes me.
"And to all its ins and outs!" I added. "Or lack thereof."
Dee spewed her brandy...all over me. My bad...my fault, but it really was funny. And we both sat laughing so hard because of it that our sides began to ache, and then she saw my fresh clean shirt all covered with spewed brandy.
"Oh Jimmy! I'm so sorry!" She said honestly aghast, embarrassed and ashamed that she's basically spit-up all over me. "Take off that shirt so I can throw it in some water before it stains and becomes ruined!"
It's not like she hadn't seen me with a shirt off before. Plenty of times. And even as I took it off now, it didn't seem weird or inappropriate in doing so. But she was helping me remove it too, the neck was a bit tight, and the gold chain I wore around my neck had gotten caught on the collar. She was reaching up trying to untangle that before I inadvertently broke it. Losing my balance, I quite naturally reached out to steady myself. And when I did that, my hands came into contact with her breasts, just as she yanked and now pulled the shirt off me over the top of my head. We were both standing there looking at one another, my hands had been on her tits for a split second at least until the shirt came off. And then I did something I never thought I would.
I kissed Dee.
And then Dee kissed me back.
**
It felt like a dream after that. We didn't even really talk about it. We just sort of moved as though knowing one day this would happen, that somehow, someway, this was meant to happen. After we kissed, I didn't even ask her if it was ok. I just reached out again, this time placing both hands on both of her breasts, and stood there touching, caressing them. Dee closed her eyes, her head tilted back just slightly. And then I reached up, and undid the first button on her blouse. I even paused waiting a moment, fearing the words, "Jimmy...don't, we can't."
They never came.
I undid another button, and then another and another. The whole time her eyes remained closed, her mouth partially open as though trying to find breath, praying internally, her mouth moving a little as she stood there. Maybe she actually was. I knew I was...praying she wouldn't suddenly wake up and realize what she was letting me do. Thank God she didn't. (Sorry God...but I mean seriously here ya know?)
She was wearing a bra. Which I was now staring at. Up until this very moment, this was the most erotic, exciting moment of my entire life. And she was wearing a bra! And I was about to reach around her, and undo it. And she was waiting for me to do just that. And so I did. And yeah...I fumbled with it, fumbled with it some more. She laughed, opened her eyes for the first time.
"Want me to get it?"
It was a guy thing. At least for me it was anyway. And a pride thing too. And it was also funny in another way. It was 1967, and the Graduate had just recently come out. So here we were...I was Dustin Hoffman, and she was Anne Bancroft, and I was fumbling with her bra still trying to get it off, and then I felt her hands come down, and begin undoing my zipper.
I think she had me out, before I finally had her tits out. I don't honestly remember. All I know is, suddenly we were kissing again, fiercely, hotly, passionately. My hands now once again firmly on her boobs...bare boobs this time, with hard nipples...really hard nipples. And her hand was on my cock...my dick, my prick...pick one. Her hand was on it. And I was in heaven. And soon to be inside my own Mrs. Robinson.



**
Once again without even saying the words, coming to a mutual consensus perhaps subconsciously, she then just reached out taking my hand in hers. I then followed her up the stairs to her bedroom, letting her lead me, where we then stood and finished undressing ourselves. Her on one side of the bed, me on the other. I'll always remember that...and remember this too. We had a thing...a pact we called it. It was something we had done early on...way back when I was a little kid, a thing we started doing, an assurance of sorts that whatever was said, whatever was spoken between us would never be revealed or spoken about behind one another's backs. We'd crook out index finger, and then lock them around one another, pulling back until we'd forced them apart. It was a promise we made one another.
She crooked her finger.
I crooked mine. And we walked around to the foot of the bed.
"Promise me Jimmy. Whatever happens here...pact," she said simply.
"Pact," I responded back. And then we locked fingers and pulled on them. Only this time...neither one of us pulled them apart. We stood there keeping them encircled together. And then we kissed again, only then releasing one another, hands and arms coming up and around one another as we embraced, and then tumbled sideways onto the bed together.
It was really cool too. She crawled up on top of me...me on my back. Hard as a fucking rock, though she wasn't looking at that, not yet anyway. She was looking into my eyes, and I was looking into hers. They say it's the window to the soul. I know...sounds a little corny, but honest to God (sorry) I honestly believe it was. I honestly believe I was looking at hers, and she was looking at mine.
"If you're not ready..."
"I am," I said simply. "More than ever."
And then Mrs. Dimpledale, Mrs. Fucking Dee Dee Dimpledale, slid her gorgeous, sweet, wet succulent pussy down over my cock.
And I spurted. Just like that.
**
I suppose it could have been the most traumatic experience of my entire life. God knows (sorry again there God, but geese....couldn't you have foreseen that part?) it could have. But all Dee Dee did was sit there, feeling me release, feeling me squirt, feeling me empty my balls into her and she'd just technically seconds...hell, milliseconds ago taken my virginity. She could have said something like, "Well shit!" Or..."Damn Jimmy!" Or...anything along those lines and maybe ruined me for life.
What she said was.
"Yes Jimmy yes...love me, give me your love, keep giving it to me Jimmy...all of it. And then give it to me again."
**
I don't know how she did it...or how I did it. But I stayed hard, stayed inside her. And we just sat there. Me...feeling my own stuff dribbling back down out of her pussy, and she sitting there, suddenly...the contractions, the muscles grabbing me. Hearing her sigh pleasurably, telling me how long it had been since she'd had anyone inside her. (I couldn't think of a single solitary person since Frank who might have) regardless...I was. Deep inside, and she was somehow magically milking me with her cunt, or rather working me hard again...harder still. And then she was moving on me, up and down now...slowly, softly. And I was moving up, and down...in and out, meeting her. And we were floating, like three feet above the bed, or so it seemed anyway.
And then we played, and laughed...and fucked, and made love. And I got to reach up and wrap my hands around those breasts of hers again as we did that. And she laughed, and she cried, and we both did...almost deliriously so. And for the first time ever, I called her "My Sweet Dee," later adding to that, "My Sweet (naughty) Dee," which she truly loved, though only letting me ever call her than when we were alone. And was she ever. I soon learned one thing about Dee I had never imagined, and that was just how truly naughty she could honestly be. Maybe it was making up for lost time or something, I don't know...I never really asked. But in addition to being my Mrs. Robinson, she was also my Mrs. Jekyll & Hyde too. Only in good way...a sexy way, a really wild...naughty way.
I didn't know that profanity, vulgarity, obscenity...could sound so cool, so good...so totally all right. Especially when coming out of the mouth of a woman that you might otherwise consider or think of as a mother. (I never again did by the way). It was simply put...fucking hot.
"Fuck me Jim...please honey...fuck me."
Oh yeah...almost forgot. Dee never called me Jimmy again after that day. It was like she needed to make that transition as well, and suddenly had.
**
We fucked, and then fucked some more until I was spent, but not until she had...twice, before I did again. And then we fell asleep in one another's arms for a couple of hours. It was shortly after that, I was roused...waking, the feel of her mouth on me, waking that again...which was easy to do, even after she'd already made me come twice. Two hours rest was a new record for me...hard again, aroused again, having my dick sucked.
And then I said..."Teach me Dee. Teach me how to do it...how to please you like that."
I remember her smiling. "You really want to?"
"Yeah...BIG time! Show me, teach me...tell me what to do."
I think she started to cry again a little. But she was smiling too. "Let me get a towel, and then let me get comfortable."
I wasn't sure what the towel was for at first. I learned why later. But she spread it out on the bed, puffed up both pillows behind her head, and then lay back in the middle of the bed.
I sort of saw, or rather envisioned myself as a diver standing on the bank of the swimming pool preparing to dive in. Maybe she saw that too. Because what she did then was stop me dead in my tracks.
"Ok honey...now, don't take this the wrong way here. But if you're ever going to please and pleasure a woman the way she wants it...likes it...you're going to listen to me. And you're going to do what I tell you, when I tell you...and how I tell you in order to do that. Agreed? Understand?"
I sat nodding my head excitedly. I was all ears.
She laughed, "Good. First things first then Jim. What I want you to do now...is look at me."
I was. But that wasn't what she meant. But I'm sure she guessed that by the confused expression on my face, until she reached down, spreading her legs apart even more fully, and then spread herself open with her fingers. And then said. "Now look. Don't touch...just get down here and really take a look at me. And smell me," she added spicing that up. Get familiar with my scent, let it do what it's supposed to do." If she meant making me hard...horny, she had no fears there. I was that in spades, and more. My prick felt like it would poke a hole through the bed, leaking like a sieve now. Already I could feel the seepage of it coating my shaft, enjoying the sensation as I did so.
I now did as she asked. I positioned myself between her legs and just lay there staring at her. It was the most amazing experience ever. (Well...almost, not counting the short time ago when she'd slipped that same wet pussy down over my cock...that goes without saying). But here I was...looking at her, looking at things I didn't honestly know even existed. And then she told me, explained everything to me, their names (yeah, clinical...and naughty ones. I liked the naughty sounding ones the best).
"And this Jim," she finally said after taking me on a tour of her "cunt" as she called it, which I loved hearing her calling it. "Is my clit...my clitoris, my little cock," she giggled a bit. "At the moment...it's sort of sensitive, aroused...so when you touch it at first, be gentle with it...tender. After a few minutes of that, when it's really aroused, when I'm really aroused, you can do more to it...a lot more, trust me," she laughed once more. "Anyway...go ahead, touch it with your finger now, but lightly, just get familiar with it...with me."
It was like taking that first ride on Magic Mountain, reaching out, touching her clit with the tip of my finger. Suddenly glad for the towel, which I then began to think she'd purposely spread out for me. I could feel my dick leaking, and knew for sure, without the towel, I'd have been junking up her fresh clean sheets. It was erotic and sensual as hell, to be laying there, diddling her clit (softly..gently) and feeling my own dick leaking, and that it was ok for it to be doing that, and especially telling Dee that I was...that it was, and the fact that she thought it was cool as hell (hot as hell actually) and told me to keep leaking, and to keep tickling her clit, and to keep fingering her a little. Sticking it in some. And then asking me...
"Do you want to see what it tastes like?"
I think I was grinning like a Cheshire Cat, leaning forward but she held out her hand stopping me. "Not like that...not yet," she smiled demurely. "Use your finger, taste that first," she implied as she slipped her own finger through her wet juicy split, sucking it as I watched. "Like that," she grinned wickedly.
I slid two fingers inside her, like tasting poi, though she was certainly much sweeter tasting than that, reminding me of the times she had let me scoop extra frosting out of her mixing bowl with my fingers. I now did the same to her, savoring her taste, her flavor, and then sticking them inside her again, doing it again. She giggled upon seeing that, perhaps the mannerism, the way I did it had reminded her of the same thing. She laughed even more so then.
"What?"
"Nothing really, just a silly thought."
"Tell me!" She giggled again, laughing again, though her own hands dropped down between her legs, two fingers this time delving deep into that wet juicy furrow.
"I was just thinking...what you'd look like doing this with a wooden spoon."
Now I laughed, though to be perfectly honest, the thought of that, as bizarre as it was, painted a rather erotic, quite decadent picture inside my head, using the spoon on her. "If we had one...I'd use it."
The look in her eyes told me she wouldn't mind doing that either at some point. "Could be interesting," she added. "For another time...but not right now," she exclaimed hotly. "Right now...I want to feel your mouth, and your tongue in me."
And right now, I wanted to do just that more than anything in the world, once again leaning forward, though she again held me up briefly.
"Not the clit...not yet, taste me, feel me...pleasure me everywhere else first," she instructed. "I'll tell you when...and how, to tickle my clit for me."
I began doing just that. My head was buzzing with excitement as I took the time to gingerly explore her with my mouth and tongue, nipping, sucking, kissing her here and there as she sighed audibly. I continued to probe her depths with my fingers as well, exploring the heat, the texture as well as the hidden secrets inside, which she told me about in explicit detail.
"Yes Jim yes...feel that? Tickle it with your fingers, rub it firmly, gently...oh yes, just like that. Later...I'll show you what I can do when you do that when I come," she informed me. I was anxious to see of course, but content to wait for the time being, too enthralled in learning, hearing her teaching me about herself. I pulled on her labia, stretching them outwards. Doing so with fingers, and then with lips. I gently chewed, pulled...stretched and playfully tickled her in combinations of lips, tongue and fingers. I was simply having the time of my life, more aware now than I had ever been, just how truly erotic, sensual something like this could honestly be.
"Oh fuck Jim, I can't take much more of this," she groaned deeply. "Now it's ready...my clit is ready to be sucked, licked...consumed," she moaned even more pleasurably as I now allowed myself to run my tongue up her split ever so slowly towards that waiting, special little prize.
Maybe it was instinct, but Dee didn't even tell me how to do it, or what to do as I simply flicked at her hard little nubbin ever so softly and gently. I continued walking my fingers inside as well, the soft spongy little spot inside that made her squirm even more excitedly as I drew her clit in between my lips, now likewise sucking it softly too.
"Oh fuck baby! That's it honey! That's it! Keep doing that! Just like that!" She half shouted, her hands coming up now to cup her breasts, fingers already pinching, rolling her own nipples as I looked up, watching. She speared her tits, stretching her nipples as she pulled on them letting go, only to capture them again repeating the torturous pleasure. "Harder now Jim...harder! Suck it! Suck my clit baby...suck it hard!"
Even then I was still careful, perhaps too fearful as yet in doing so the way she'd asked, but she coaxed me along, constantly letting me know she was ok, how good it felt, how she wanted to feel me doing it even harder than that as I slowly began doing so.
She let go of her breasts, half sitting up, her hands reaching my head forcing me to lift it for a moment as she looked at me, her eyes locked on mine. "Are you ready to see? Ready to taste? Ready...to make me come?"
"Fuck yessssss!" I hissed hotly, diving back into her pussy again, my fingers driving now, my lips surrounding, clamping down on her clit like a vise as she arched her back suddenly and allowed a slow gurgling unintelligible string of sounds to emerge from somewhere deep in the depths of her soul.
In the next instant, I felt the dam burst. Felt it...tasted it, and even watched it in a way as she suddenly gushed, her female nectar bathing my face, assaulting my senses, my tongue, my mouth. I swallowed...felt her surge, capturing the release, swallowed again. I became intoxicated with her glorious spending, fingers milking her from inside, tongue and mouth once again attacking her clit as she began screaming out, rolling from side to side. It was hard holding on, staying with her, but it was also the most incredible moment of my life as I did that, as she came...over, and over, and over again.
**
We both lay panting, slowly coming down, though I continued to lie between her legs, my tongue once again barely even touching her, yet still licking, still savoring, drinking in what had become for me the numero uno hot fucking fantasy memory of all time! She slowly came back to herself, finally though gently pushing me away.
"Now it's my turn," she said as she rolled me over onto my back. The look in her eyes hungry, wanton, mysterious as though she knew a secret I didn't. "You said Marjorie sucked you before? Gave you a blow-job?"
She had...and as good as it had initially felt there in the front seat of my car, she had left off far sooner than I would have liked. Not so much in wanting to come in her mouth or anything like that, (not to mention the fact...that was basically unheard of, and I hadn't expected that in the first place.) But it was in her too soon withdrawal of mouth and lips on me, I'd just started to truly enjoy it, succumb to it when she quit and proceeded to simply jack me off after that. Which was pleasurable too of course...especially as it was someone else doing it besides myself. But...I had been enjoying the other a whole lot more.
"Yeah...for a little while," I said letting her know in the simple tone of my voice and the way I spoke the words, it hadn't been long enough, not by my way of thinking anyway. She smiled at that, her eyes seemingly well aware of what I meant.
"I'll show you how it should feel," she then told me, and settled herself sideways at an angle towards me so that I could watch her as she did. Take delight in actually seeing her, as well as feeling her. And likewise offering herself, or rather those gorgeous tits of hers to me so that I could finger-fumble with her still hard extended nipples.
I don't know why they call it a blowjob in the first place. Why not call it what it is, a suck job, or even a lick job. Regardless...what Dee began doing went far beyond what Marjorie did. In essence, Marjorie's "blow-job" was more like a hand-job, only with her mouth, and even then...all too short. No...what Dee did, was make love to my cock. I watched, mesmerized, not only by the way it immediately felt, but seeing the way she did it while she did. I saw her tongue snake out and lap gingerly, tenderly at the supersensitive crown of my shaft. I watched her lips surround the side, nibbling, nipping, teasing up one side and down the other. She used her teeth, though I would never have known it had I not seen her doing so as she nip-sucked and took in just the tip of my shaft, eating it...(Eat job? Nah...) but I loved that. Loved seeing her as she moved around it like a popsicle, up and down, back and forth, side to side. Now this...was a blowjob, suck job, lick-job, whatever the hell you want to call it. This was pure unadulterated...heaven!
And I felt it...all the way down to my toes. I don't think I'd ever felt or understood the term "making your toes curl" but I sure as hell did now, because they were. I felt shivers of pure ecstasy racing up and down my spine, from the top of my head, all the way down through my body, pausing wonderfully somewhere inside my balls, and then racing down to my toes again.
I didn't just see stars. I saw the universe. It was like having an out of body experience, which gave me further understanding into the term, "Little Death," because now I knew what was meant by that. It was like floating above, looking down, watching Dee as she made love to my dick, treating it like it was some sort of idol to be worshipped, adored, treasured and cared for. And boy did she. It was never the same sensation for very long. Always varied, always different, something new. She stroked it, and didn't, licked it and didn't. And then she mouthed it, often making mewling, even "popping" sounds as she sucked the head, sometimes firmly, sometimes softly, and then nipped at it again with her teeth. (Did I say how much I liked that?) She was driving me insane with pleasure.
And then the tingling in my balls warned me of the inevitable. And being the gentleman that I hopefully was, I informed her that as good as this felt...and did, she'd best quit doing it before I couldn't stop. But she continued...even more urgently.
"Fuck Dee, I mean it...I'm...oh fuck, I'm getting so close...so fucking close, I can't...I can't..."
She stuck her finger in my ass.
That was a first for me too. But it wouldn't be the last. I think I died. For a moment anyway. I swear my heart stopped. I know I quit breathing. I know I was elsewhere looking down, watching Dee sucking this guys dick, watching her swallow the torrent of semen that I somehow knew, sensed and felt racing up his shaft, spilling into her mouth. Except then I realized it was me...it was my shaft, it was my cock that she had devoured, swallowed, half expecting to see her take her mouth away, no longer even having a dick. Which to be perfectly honest, as good as this felt at the moment, would have been perfectly fine with me. If I never had another orgasm for as long as I lived, this one would have topped them all, equaled and surpassed every single one of them all wrapped up into one gigantic, humongous fucking squirt of pleasure.
That's how good it felt.
Woody Allen had done a movie once where all these little sperm dudes wearing white clothes with white helmets all stood in a line waiting for their number to be called or something. And then dutifully marching up and out this gigantic (well it seemed like anyway) phallus. So it sort of felt like, and reminded me of that. But unlike the movie, had there been a remake of Dee Dee giving the blow-job, she'd not only have sucked out all the little dudes, but the factory workers as well, blue-collar guys (Smurf sperm?)...the bosses, the equipment...all of it. There would have been nothing left, just a vacant empty room that would have required a complete overhaul or remodeling.



But I digress here.
I collapsed. I entered the twilight zone. I had found Nirvana.
**
One of the few nice things about having turned eighteen was the fact I'd been given a bit more freedom. As long as I kept my grades up and certainly graduated in a few weeks, mom and dad didn't pester me nearly as much as to my whereabouts. Knowing they weren't home, I called and left them a message while Dee fixed the two of us something to eat. I explained I was staying at a friend's house (which was the truth) though I'm not sure they'd have been too terribly excited to discover which friend's house I was staying the night at. Once I made the phone call, I entered the kitchen, still naked...though so was Dee.
It felt comfortable as hell. And even after three very intense orgasms now...not for her, for me! I still felt my prick lurch just a bit when I walked in and saw her standing there busy at the stove. In a way...in a very remarkable way, it felt like we'd been doing this for years. And in some ways, we really had...just not naked.
I walked up behind her, kissing her on the neck, my hands on her hips. To my pleasant surprise, she reached down taking them in her hands and lifted them up to her breasts. "Whenever you find yourself in a similar situation again, just walk up and wrap them around me, and grab my tits," she told me. "I miss that."
Obviously she was talking about Frank, Uncle Frank, but I was ok with that. I knew she still missed him, obviously they had had quite a remarkable, intimate, sensual relationship while they were together. This side of Dee that she was only now allowing me to see, wasn't something that just suddenly happened. This was a part of who she truly was. A side of her that she hadn't allowed, or perhaps hadn't dare allow herself to indulge in since his death...for whatever reason.
I stood behind her cupping her breasts, playing with them, and felt my cock stiffening against the fleshy cheeks of her ass. She laughed while she stirred the spaghetti sauce. "You do have one distinct advantage over men my age," she giggled further. "Those recuperative powers of youth are amazing!"
With one hand still stirring, she reached back with her other hand, and then began simultaneously stirring something else. Now it was my turn to laugh.
"What's so funny?" She asked.
"The spoon Dee, you're stirring with a wooden spoon!"
We had a good laugh over that, and then she asked me to go open a bottle of wine so we could have a drink before...and then with dinner. When I returned with the wine pouring us both a glass, she then turned holding the spoon up to me so I could have a taste of her world-class spaghetti sauce. It was in fact delicious, and my mouth was now salivating almost as much for that, as it was for what I hoped we'd be having for dessert later.
After having helped to set the table, I turned towards her once again. And again, she stood holding the spoon out towards me, one hand beneath it in order to catch any drippings. "Here, taste this and tell me what you think now."
I walked over, opened my mouth in expectation and looked at the spoon. There was nothing on it, and it wasn't the same spoon still sitting in the slowly bubbling pot of sauce.
"There's...nothing on it," I said looking up into her eyes, which were smiling as I said that.
"Oh yes there is...taste!"
**
We had a very romantic dinner. Candle light, mood music, wine...and the best damn spaghetti (pussy sauce) meal I've ever eaten. We relaxed for a short time letting the meal digest as we retired back into her more comfortable living room, sitting across from one another in chairs as opposed to sitting side by side one another on the couch. We sat sipping our wine looking at one another.
"So Jim, I'm sure you have a list of things you'd like to do...or at least discuss," she began. "So tell me...what is it you'd like to experience next?"
She was right about that. I probably had a list of things I had always wanted to do, see or experience that would have filled up an entire roll of toilet paper. At least now, I daresay...I could mark off three items from off that list, which had been at the very top. Before I could do that though, she then got just a bit serious on me.
"Jim? I do need to say one thing though before we continue any further here. I'm not so naive as to think that, what we're at the moment enjoying with one another, is going to be a permanent thing. For one...there's too much of an age difference between us."
I started to object of course...but she shut me off.
"No...please let me finish here before you try getting all gallant on me. That's the truth of it, and as flattered as I am...and as aroused as you've made me, and made me feel like a woman again...this won't last. So let's not kid ourselves either. I have no idea how long this will last, if it will at all. But...as long as it does, I'm willing to take it one day at a time, and only one day at a time...if you are."
She was right of course. Dee was always right. I'd never found her to be wrong in anything. And even though I wanted to assure her that I would be by her side the rest of her life, or mine...if she let me, I also knew deep down inside, that that wasn't damn well likely to happen. I merely nodded in agreement with that, one day at a time...for now at least, was more than I could have ever hoped for.
At least she was grinning again. "Good, now that that's settled and out of the way, let me make a suggestion here, something I think we'll both enjoy doing."
Once again, I was all ears, and ready for anything...and everything.
"You said you have a list...well, so do I. So this is my suggestion, and trust me Jim, it's not something we should try and accomplish in one night here. For one thing, I'm not as young as I once was, and don't have the stamina to stay up with you, even as young as you make me feel. So...I propose this. We'll take turns...you get to pick something off your list, and then I do. We'll fit in as many as either one of us has the strength for..." she smiled. "And go from there. I doubt seriously either one of us will experience everything we've imagined, or been thinking about, but it might be fun and interesting to find out how many we can accomplish in whatever time it is that we do have together."
I couldn't have agreed more. And said so. And also said, that since she'd pretty much helped me cross at least three major things off my list already, then it was only fair that she now crossed something off her list. You should have seen her eyes light up over that one.
"Really? You'll do that for me then?" She asked unnecessarily. Because at the moment for her...I'd have given her the moon if I could find a way to do it.
"Yes Dee, my Sweet Dee," I called her. "Whatever you want, whatever you want to see or do...just name it."
"Well, for starters then, pour me another wine. After you do that...I want to sit here and just watch you."
"Watch me? Do what?"
She smiled. "I want to watch you jerk yourself off."
I was at first a little reluctant (more shy than anything) but as she explained to me, that in watching me, how I did it to myself...she would gain a better understanding in seeing that, and then knowing from it, what it was that I liked, how I liked it. And she also told me to truly pleasure myself...to enjoy it, and not just go through the motions, otherwise...she wouldn't learn anything she couldn't already do for me herself.
Seeing her sitting there, sipping her wine, so relaxed, and yet...obviously aroused, looking at those now very stiff thumb sized nipples of hers, I sat back in my chair, closed my eyes, and began doing just that. It was easier than I thought. Mainly because while sitting there, I was thinking about her, ticking off my list...easily getting past the clothesline episode before I even started thinking in terms of getting ready to climax again. But I actually was enjoying myself too. Especially looking up at her from time to time, seeing the expression on her face, almost serious as she watched me, studying me as I sat there playing with myself. And I didn't just do the ole' up and down thingy either. I really played...toyed, did all the things I normally did to myself in the secrecy, and privacy of my own room. Not even when I had jacked with the guys had I touched myself like this. That was pure expediency, this...hell, this was fucking erotic this was!
"Do that again," she said, speaking the only words that she had up until this point. "Let me see you do that again."
I had twisted the head of my dick with my hand, twisting it hard in one direction, almost palming it, letting go, grabbing, and then twisting it again. It felt good, a bit different, and just enough to add a sense of differing pleasure to my self-playfulness. She liked it, sat up and walked over sitting down on the arm of the chair so she could watch me more closely.
I could smell her. Smell her heat, her aroma. I could see her too of course, especially as she bent her leg, her pussy in all its magnificent glory looking back at me. In addition to everything else, I now had a bird's eye view of her incredible cunt, looking at it, and now actually hearing it too as she began fingering herself while she sat there next to me.
"What else do you enjoy doing to your cock?" She asked lustfully. "Show me Jim, show me. Show me everything you enjoy doing to yourself."
So I slapped it a bit, spanked it...which surprised and delighted her. She slapped herself, palming her pussy, smacking it...stinging it, which I did. "I like that too," she said, her voice taking on an edge to it that sounded deep...far away. "Sometimes...I like it rough," she then added. "Very rough."
I damn near came hearing her say that. Now truly twisting, two handed...one direction one way, the other direction with my other hand. Alternating twists, listening to the sound my cock was making as I added the decadence of free-flowing pre-cum fuck juice to my self administrations. And she was of course, doing the same. I could hear the succulent sound of her own juice, the squishy, almost frothy sounds she began making, that quick 'squish, squish, squish,' sound as she pummeled her cunt with her fingers. Hand now once again on her breast, capturing and tormenting her nipple. I wanted to suck it so bad...and knew then, seeing that...what my next pleasure would be. I had to tell her, had to share with her my naughty thoughts while I sat here working my prick for her.
"Oh Dee...I so want to fuck your tits," I said huskily, almost out of breath now...hovering on the edge, slow stroking my cock to orgasm, which I often enjoyed doing when I got so close...not varying the stroke at all, neither speeding it up...just going slowly, all the way through it.
"Oh yes...I'd like that," she breathed back her own words likewise deep, harsh...bordering. "I want to feel you squirt, shoot all over my tits Jim, while you fuck them. See your big beautiful cock sliding up and down the valley between them, fucking them...fucking my tits Jim, fucking my soft, slippery, cum-gooey tits!"
I exploded. And then she did. Watching one another, me squirting...cum flying everywhere all at once. And she too. Her pussy erupting, this little fountain of clear pulsating liquid shooting out like someone was sitting down between her legs with a squirt gun. "Squirt...squirt...squirt," it was fascinating to watch. And then I added something else to my list. Maybe not for today...but certainly, something fun, maybe a little strange, but something I definitely added to my list now.
**
Even I didn't have as much stamina as she had credited me with. After our almost simultaneous, mutual masturbatory climax...we both collapsed, exhausted, spent.
"Come on lover...lets go to bed. To sleep," she assured me, and then led me upstairs by the hand into her bedroom. We collapsed in one another's arms, light butterfly like kisses all over one another's faces, until we each drifted off into a sound...dreamless sleep.
**
I had always loved Sundays. It was the one day of the week that I got to sleep in. I even snuggled deeper into my pillow, and then my eyes popped open, remembering...I wasn't home. I was in Dee's bed! I rolled looking over, she wasn't there, but I simultaneously heard the sound of the shower running. I grinned, and followed my morning piss-hard into the bathroom.
I stood there for a moment and knocked. After all, the door was closed. I heard her laugh. "Come in silly...we don't have any secrets between us," she said. I stepped in, naturally she was in the shower, the glass was frosted, but not so much that I couldn't see the contours of her body through the glass. But the sound of the water running made it even more urgent for me in having to pee. "Go ahead," she giggled. "I know you need to." She then slid the door open a little, peeking out towards me. "I want to watch," she then added.
I didn't figure this one counted as one of "hers" though I wasn't sure if I was quite ready, or willing yet...to tell her, it was definitely one of mine for some odd-ball reason. But...I stood there straddling the toilet bowl, wanting to be especially careful not to piss over anything I shouldn't ought to be. And then almost pleasurably began doing so as she stood there looking on. I flushed. She yelped.
"Ooops! Sorry!" I grinned. She laughed, and then beckoned me in to join her.
We washed one another, head to toe, and then back again. I took delight in applying her body wash to every square inch of her body, just as she then did to me. It was erotic, sensual, without all the panting. That would come soon enough as I would later discover. But for now, even running my hands through her hair, washing it for her, as she did to mine was something that I never thought would be as intimate as it turned out to be. We were soon both squeaky clean when she turned, and then knelt below me there in the shower, holding her breasts together.
"How about now?" she asked. "Pour some more of that body wash on my tits baby, make them nice and slippery for you to fuck."
I did that, and then watched, felt as she wrapped those twin perfect globes around my hard stiff cock. She masturbated me as much as I fucked them for her. I felt weak in the knees as she slid her tits up and down my prick, even using them to slap my dick a little, then nipple-fucked me, or rather had me nipple kiss her, however you want to look at it. Holding my dick, squeezing the head, watching the little eye-slit open wide like a receiving pair of lips as she pressed her nipple against it, smashing it, rubbing it back and forth over and around. And then back through...once again sliding in between, up and down, side to side.
"Give me your cream baby. Squirt it all over my tits...bathe them Jim, spunk them...make them all nice white and creamy in your special sauce!"
I covered each copiously. Jet after jet, streamer after streamer of my spunk spurting out, splashing against her breasts until it ran in rivers of white cream between them. She gathered it up with her hands, further smearing each, washing herself once more with a frothy-like cum soap now that she created. It clung to her like lotion, she tickled and teased her nipples with it, moaning pleasurably the entire time. I didn't even think, didn't consider, simply drew her over to me, leaned over, and began sucking on them, cleaning them off. And damn if she didn't come while I did that.
**
We soon after dried one another off and returned to the bedroom. One thing I'd always been most proud of, was the fact I was always at my best in the morning. Even Dee was amazingly surprised, as before we'd even settled back onto the bed, I was as hard and as stiff again as I'd been only moments ago.
"Already?" She asked pleasantly surprised, obviously delighted. I just grinned, proudly at her, and then spoke.
"Your turn."
She actually took a moment, thinking...momentarily unsure by the look on her face. "Come on Dee...we agreed, whatever it is...whatever we want to do, desire to do."
" I know...but."
"But what Dee? My Sweet Dee. What would you like? What can I do for you?"
For the first time, she was hesitant. "Well, there is something. Something I've wondered about, thought about...but believe it or not Jim, something I've never done. But now...I want to. At least once in my life."
"Go on...tell me. What is it?"
"I want you to take me...in the ass."
**
"You've ah, I mean no one's..."
"Fucked me in the ass before? No Jim, no one ever has. Ever thought about it?" She now asked.
"Well yeah, I guess. Well, sorta maybe, I mean...hell Dee, I didn't even know what it was like to fuck a pussy until you. And not only that, but I mean damn...no one, including me, has ever stuck a finger in there either until you did!"
She burst out laughing, easing the sudden tension a little. "So I got that cherry too did I?" She continued to laugh as I joined her now. "Well good then...now you can have mine."
The thought of actually sticking my dick up Dee's ass seemed delightfully perverted, dirty-nasty, and right at the top of my list now.
"Ok, so...what do we do?" I asked a bit nervously. "I mean how?" She giggled. I giggled, still nervously.
"How about we do it doggy? Might be easier, though let me do most of the work, at least at first."
"Won't it hurt?"
"I don't know...guess we'll find out won't we? But, like I said, let me do all the work at first, you just be there, don't move until I tell you it's ok to do so...how's that sound?"
It sounded fine with me. Dee then leaned over across the bed, her breasts brushing against my arm, so I took the opportunity to grab one, caressing it, tweaking her nipple a bit as she took her time rummaging through her nightstand, though I think she did that partially on purpose. She was enjoying the nipple play just as much as I was.
"Ok...got it!"
She then showed me a tube of special lubricant. But that wasn't all she showed me. In addition to that, she had also removed some sort of vibrator, a rather fancy looking one if I might add, it almost looked like a cock, bigger than I was even.
"After your in...thought this might feel doubly good as well. But let's first see how it goes before we include that...if we do."
She poured some lube in my hand, and then in hers, and then poured a liberal amount onto my throbbing dick as well.
"Here, lube me up real good, while I do the same to you," she told me. She applied a bit more to my solid dick, and then I sat staring at this most private intimate parts, never having gone there before, never even thinking I ever would. And then wanting to so badly. Especially knowing she never hadn't either, and now was asking me too! I lubed her up...slid my finger inside, took delight in the strange, tight sensation. Wiggled around a bit. She hunched forward, moaning..."Oh god...yes Jim yes...that feels so...fucking...good!"
I fingered her some more, played with her, explored her, and then she said it was time, only I loved how she said it.
"Fuck my ass! Now! Fuck my hot tight ass Jim! Fuck it! Fuck it! Fuck it!"
I remembered her instructions to me however, so I posed myself, placing the tip of my cock at the opening of her ass, and then turned into a statue. She looked back over her shoulder expectantly, and laughed. "Sorry...I forgot what I told you to do." She eased herself back against me then. I felt her press, felt my dick sort of scrunch up, and then wow...fuck, holy shit (pardon the expression here) and then felt my prick tip pop through that tight little opening. She pressed back a bit more, taking me inside inch-by-inch, nice and slow...easy...slow...easy. And then bam. Fuck, holy shit again. (Again sorry) I was balls deep inside her ass.
"Now you can move," she said whimpering a little. "Fuck me baby...slowly, easy...but fuck me. Fuck my ass!"



I don't quite remember how slow and easy became hard and fast. But it did. I just remember her humping back against me with such force at one point, that I was meeting her with equal force, and then we were this runaway freight train all of a sudden. The sound of flesh slamming into flesh, smacking...tits gyrating wildly beneath her, my own balls bouncing to and fro like there was no tomorrow. It was simply exhilarating, and beyond words.
And then she shoved that fucking vibrator up inside her pussy.
I thought I had died and gone to heaven.
The fact is, I had never personally experienced the workings of a vibrator before, and why should I? But the moment she slipped it inside her, and turned it on, I felt sensations that seemed to head off in every direction at once. As I did. As I began filling that hot tight ass of hers with fuck-butter in what felt like every possible direction. I slammed into her, grunting, crying out, my body shivering, shaking almost spasmodically as Dee too exploded around me.
All I can say is, I'm glad the damn windows were shut, even then, not so sure afterwards that we hadn't been heard somewhere by someone as loud as we both were. I had begun to think that each and every time Dee and I did anything, it somehow surpassed the previous experience, the previous climax, the previous everything. Dee was proving out to be the most remarkable, sensuous, wildest woman I could ever imagine being with. And I knew then I truly did love her, and wanted to be with her forever.
**
After cleaning up again, we stumbled downstairs to the kitchen where thankfully fresh hot coffee was waiting for us. I was still tingling internally, every nerve ending seemingly alive and sparking, making me feel even more invigorated in a shorter recuperative period of time. I stood in order to retrieve the coffee pot and refill our cups.
"Good God Jim! You're hard again! Already!"
I grinned sheepishly. "What can I say? You do it to me Dee. Just looking at you, sitting there so wonderfully naked, even drinking coffee seems erotic to me." And she did, she simply did. Her marvelous bare breasts, which she'd teasingly allowed to rest on the tabletop looked like she was serving up a plate of hot fresh titty just for me. If I'd been a cannibal, I'd have devoured her, devoured them...right then and there.
Though I poured the coffee, I sat the pot down on the table, Dee had already taken my hard cock in hand, her lips and tongue even then starting to encircle it, tease it a bit, making me go even weaker in the knees.
"So...I guess it's now your turn again," she basically mumbled around my cock as she continued licking and sucking it. "So Jim, what is it you'd like to see or do next?"
Even though I was indeed hard again, I wasn't sure I was quite ready for another marathon fuck, wishing instead to actually prolong things a bit, build up some reserves for whatever idea or request she had, before letting fly again. It was the perfect time to tell her what I'd been thinking and considering earlier. So I did.
"You know how you enjoyed watching me?"
"Yeah," she said only then releasing my cock, though still holding it with her hand, looking up at me with a mischievous gleam in her eye. "What do you want me to do for you?" She asked hotly. "What would you like to see baby?"
And then I told her, in explicit detail. What I wanted to see, to feel, and why. She was grinning as she stood, once again taking me by the hand. "Come on...we're gonna need to go back into the bathroom for that one," she mused.
I was fascinated with watching her squirt...watching her come. After telling her that I wanted to lay there and watch her do that again...if she could, and then squirt on me, all over me, she grinned broadly.
"There's one sure-fire way that never fails to make me do that, and even more so than I already have," she'd stated. "But we're going to both get a little wet again," she'd added as we soon stepped back into the bathtub again. I lay down, looking up at her as she stood above, straddling me. She turned on the water, adjusted the temperature to a nice warm sensation and then removed what I saw to be a hand-held shower massager. "I don't know why it is, but whenever I use this on myself, it never fails to make me gush. So if that's what you want to see, to feel...then that's what you'll get," she promised me. Turning it on to a nice pulsating beat, she placed it against herself, and then just stood there looking down at me, though from time to time, teasingly, she redirected it against my prick from above. I enjoyed the tickle, but I was enjoying the kinky view even more as I lay there beneath her looking up.
"Oh man!" I moaned excitedly, feeling my cock throb and bounce about on its own accord even without Dee spraying the water against me.
"You like that huh?"
"Oh yeah, fuck yeah. You...look...so...hot, standing there like that Dee!"
"Well enjoy it then, because when I'm ready...I'm really going to soak you," she informed me. "It takes a while, doing it like this...so be patient. But I promise you...it'll be worth it."
I wasn't in any hurry. Looking up at her, watching her holding the shower massage against her pussy, seeing her shiver pleasurably at times, fondling her own breasts again as I lay there watching her was really getting to me. The anticipation of what I likewise hoped would be another one of her magnificent "pussy gushers" as she'd called them, was adding to the pleasure and excitement for us both.
"Oh yeah, it's going to be a hard one...a big one baby," she told me gritting her teeth as she moments later shut off the shower massage, and then simply reached down once again spreading herself with one hand, and now actually slapping her pussy with her other hand even harder than I'd seen her do before. "You ready for it? Ready?" She grimaced, this wild lusty look in her eyes as she stood there teetering on the edge.
"Do it!" I simply cried out looking up. And then she came.
She wasn't kidding either when she did. At first I thought she had somehow sucked up some of that water from the shower massage or something. What came out of her in this enormous flush of pussy juice was unlike anything I'd seen before. It flew out of her, cascading down over me like a fountain. I watched it explode from her depths, watched it as it began raining down on me, splashing against me, splashing against my still throbbing cock as she continued to stand there spanking her cunt, laughing and giggling hysterically as she did. I think I must have counted at least six or seven of those gushing squirts, each one just as fluid as the last as I lay there beneath her, feeling that warm, semi slick splash of her cunt juice bathing me from above. Some of which splashed into my face, allowing me to lick my lips, tasting her salty, funky sweetness. Only when she was positive there was nothing else to give me, she reached out for the sliding glass door on the shower stall.
"Where you going?"
She blushed. "One of the side effects. Whenever I do that, afterwards...I have to pee, bad," she continued blushing starting to step over me.
"Don't," I said surprising myself when I said it. "Pee on me!"
She looked down at me in surprise, not shock...or disgust, just surprise. But she was smiling again too. "Seriously?"
"Yeah, seriously. It's not like we're not in the perfect place for it. And as long as I'm still here, I want to feel that too...I want to feel, and do everything with you Dee, no matter what!"
"Frank liked it when I did that for him once in a while too," she suddenly admitted to me. "And I did as well. Kinda weird, kinky perhaps...but sometimes it really did feel naughty good."
"Then do it Dee, do it for me...pee on me!"
Once again she repositioned herself over me, and then simply let go, beginning to tinkle at first until it became a steady, much warmer stream of piss that she again purposely directed towards my dick, splashing against me. After she was done, I stood up, facing her.
"This doesn't count as my request...especially as we're sort of already doing it...but, think you can do the same yourself now?"
"It might take a little effort," I informed her. "A bit hard to piss with a full erection."
"Well then, let's take care of the one before we advance to the other shall we?" She suggested. Before I knew what she was planning here, she had taken my cock in her hand again, stepping up towards me, where she began running it back and forth, up and down her split, teasing her clit, and likewise jerking me off against her as she did that. It felt wonderful, and as aroused as I already was, it didn't take long before I sensed another orgasm about to claim me.
"Here it comes Dee, here it comes!" I groaned, looking down as we both did, watching my prick spurt, squirt, soaking her pussy in my white creamy juice as she continued to rub it against herself, once again coming with me, not gushing, not even squirting really this time when she did, but certainly climaxing as she let out another shrill little cry of orgasmic bliss.
She stood there afterwards still gently, softly rubbing my now somewhat more flaccid erection against herself. "How about now?" she asked. I answered her by allowing my own warm stream to begin splashing against her as she held it against herself.
We soon after showered, and then cleaned up again. Drying one another off, both of us thoroughly spent and exhausted now. Whatever else was in the offering would have to wait for a bit. I also knew I needed to make an appearance at home for a while at least, lest my folks become worried about me. But I also knew that Dee was in need of a bit of a nap herself. After getting dressed again, we kissed at the door, and then I made my way around the back side of her house down the service alley and onto the street from there. I then made my way home, figuring if my folks saw me coming up the walk, they'd quite naturally assume I'd just spent the evening over as Gerald's place, one of my good close friends who didn't live that far away from us. And who I also had asked to cover for me just in case. Though he of course thought I'd spent the evening over at Marjorie's place as we'd previously discussed.
I soon after collapsed into my own bed for a long, much needed nap. I had now experienced with Dee in such a short period of time, more things, more wicked naughty fun things, than I thought I would ever experience with anyone, ever again.
**
With school, the next week proved difficult especially with graduation coming up, though I managed to spend every free moment that I had over at Dee's place. For the next two months, including after graduation, Dee showed me things, and did things with me that I didn't even know was possible. She was for me, an addiction, as I was for her.
The year was 1968. And with it came the draft. And with that, I soon entered into the service, required to go off and fight a war we were already losing, though no one would admit to that yet. Shortly before being shipped overseas, I came home six months later on an all too brief furlough. I spent the first three days of it with my family and friends, and sandwiched time with Dee in between. I then spent the second to last night of it with her, wrapped in her arms, and she in mine. We had made love sweetly, though passionately together. I think she knew, though I wasn't willing to accept it, that it would be the last time we ever did.
We promised to write, and for a time we did. Though Dee had also made me promise, that I wouldn't write anything to her that would remotely hint, or suggest at the things we had done and shared with one another. She'd made it very clear to me that she didn't want anyone ever being hurt by what we'd done, what we'd shared. And had told me specifically, that if I did so, no matter how tempted either of us might be to express those thoughts, she'd never write back to me again. I made the mistake of doing so, once...not much, but confessing my love and desire for her. She never wrote me again.
I returned home well over a year later. And I was in for quite a shock when I did. Next door, there was another family living there now. Mom soon informing me that Dee had sold her place, needing to do so in order to move in with, and take care of her very sick sister somewhere back East. I made a few attempts to find her, to contact her, but I never did. Eventually I met and then married someone, and got on with my life, just as we all did.
Life has a strange way of catching up with you. A few weeks back I was shopping at a local store, and happened to run into an older woman now that once lived in the old neighborhood. And upon running into her, I couldn't help but ask.
"Gladys? Do you remember Dee? The woman that used to live next door to us?"
"Oh my yes, dear sweet Dee. She always had a good word to say about everyone didn't she?"
"Yes, she did. You ever hear anything about what eventually happened to her? Where she went? Where she is?"
"As a matter of fact, I do recall hearing a couple of years back now, one of the other ladies from the old neighborhood had gotten word that Dee had finally passed away, a few years after her sister did. Poor thing. I hear that she never did remarry again after her husband died, taking care of her sister and all I suppose never brought about the opportunity for her to do so again. Anyway...that's what I heard, been a few years now I guess since she passed."
I'd been wondering, and dreading hearing that. Especially having never found her, never spoken to her again.
But I had kept my promise to her. The promise we'd stood making to one another there at the end of her bed. That I would never reveal what we shared, did, or enjoyed with one another so long as anyone was left alive that, that story might hurt or offend. Both of my parents are long since dead now as well. Though it was mostly out of worry and concern for her sister hearing or finding out anything that all this remained secret and unshared up until now.
Now at least, I can tell this story, about the most amazing woman I ever knew. Dear Sweet Dee, who will forever remain, and who will forever share and have a corner of my heart.
Bless you Dee for helping me become the man that I am today.
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The Party
Author's note: From time to time I entertain ideas or suggestions from some of my readers and fans. A while back, I was approached by a couple who had attended a rather wild party. They asked if I couldn't put into words for them, some of the things they did and experienced. As they have also asked to remain anonymous, I will honor that request. There is quite a bit of bi-sexuality in this story based on the experiences they encountered at this affair. So for those of you, who find no interest in that, please beware.
I have also chosen to write this in the first person as that is my preferred choice and style of writing, so am writing it from the viewpoint of this intriguing couple who described for me in somewhat explicit detail some of the aspects of the party they attended. Obviously I have taken a little liberty in doing so, using dialogue which I feel will enhance and add to the story, and to the situations as explained and described to me as I began writing this. For those of you who do read and enjoy this work, I hope to hear from you and appreciate your votes and comments. I am likewise sure, that they too, would be interested in hearing what you have to say. All individuals portrayed in this tale are of course, over the age of 18.
Joining an Adult site
For quite a while now my wife Kate and I have toyed with the idea of joining an adult site, specifically with the intent of perhaps meeting another couple, or couples we might be compatible with, and with whom we might actually explore a few sexual fantasies the two of us have had. Fantasies we'd very often spoken of candidly with one another, but had never acted upon. We gave it a lot of thought, and then sat down one night together and scripted up a profile that we thought accurately described ourselves, along with a few of our more tame thoughts and desires. Within the span of a few short hours, we already had several personal notes waiting for us in our in-box, though none so far from anyone close or local. At first, we began to wonder if we ever really would as we had heard a few stories. People (mainly men pretending to be women) or couples whose profiles and pictures didn't accurately represent who it was they really were.
We had gone in with the intent to be as honest as we could be. We were certainly no Ken and Barbie, though I daresay, my wife Kate at 49 years of age looked easily ten years younger than that, with a body that I thought could compete easily with any mature woman around that age. For myself, I am five years older than my wife. At 54, I already have a full head of almost bright white hair, which had begun turning so before I had even reached 40. A genetic trait perhaps that ran in my family, though Kate thought it made me look very distinguished without looking old. We both worked out at a local gym twice a week at least, so remained in fairly decent shape, though admittedly again, neither one of us had abs of steel or anything like that. Toned perhaps, though at my age, I was happy just to have that.
More about us. Like I said, my wife Kate looks ten years younger than her true age and that's no exaggeration. She stands 5'4" tall, has shoulder length dark brown hair, and an incredible figure though she (like most women perhaps) is constantly complaining about how gravity is beginning to take over. Personally, I find the gentle hang of her lovely C cup breasts to be most alluring and sensual. They are full, heavy against her ribcage with lovely light tan colored nipples that when erect are very thick and full, a reason why even with a C cup, Kate has often worn pads inside her bra as her nipples tend to show through even with a bra on, and do so considerably.
She has a nice firm ass, though again she considers it too big for her tastes. Personally I like the way she looks in a nice pair of tight fitting jeans and a white blouse which, as already mentioned, usually shows off those lovely full breasts of hers.
For myself, I stand just a fraction under 5'10". I have hazel colored eyes (as we both do) I tan easily, though now I am trying to be a lot more careful about spending quite as much time out in the sun as I used to. Again being honest, I am as they say average in the endowment department. I don't have a monster cock, though Kate (and girlfriends in the past) never had any reason to complain. Kate's always said it's not what you have, but how you use it. Hopefully she's not just saying that because I'm her husband, though her quite vocal expressions of pleasure whenever we've made love are a pretty fair testament of that fact.
Oh and by way of introduction. My name is John.
First Meet
It was several days after we'd placed our ad before we actually had someone reasonably local to where we actually lived, who contacted us. After a few brief exchanges back and forth, we finally agreed to meet someplace for coffee as a way of meeting one another in a so-called "neutral" environment. Needless to say, Kate and I were both anxious as well as nervous...though likewise excited. We had hopeful expectations, but had already decided going in, not to get our hopes up, especially for a first time encounter with another like-minded couple.
What surprised me about Kate was when she came down the stairs after primping in front of the mirror for the last hour before joining me. Dressed casually of course, she was wearing one of my favorite outfits. A nice tight pair of form fitting jeans, and a lovely white blouse, though I immediately noticed she'd gone without the usual pads in making any attempt at covering up her large thick nipples should they become aroused. The reason I knew this, was because I could see them already. She was aroused. Nervous yes, but obviously excited too.
After some discussion, we had agreed to meet Jack and Jill (yes their real names) which had been the introduction for some comic relief on both of our parts, deciding that the best place was a truck stop located approximately thirty minutes away for both of us. It was the perfect place to meet, sit...have a cup of coffee and a piece of pie perhaps, and simply get to know one another. They were already waiting for us when we arrived, recognizing us almost immediately (by my white hair) and waved us over to where they had already been seated.
Jack was my wife's age, though to be honest, he looked closer to my own. By his semi rugged features, it was obvious he worked hard (as we soon learned) working as a construction worker for many years. His wife Jill was a fiery looking redhead, somewhere in her mid forties, with far larger tits than even my wife had. And though not trying to make too obvious a comparison here, she was built a little like Dolly Parton, similar frame perhaps, though her breasts weren't quite as large as Dolly's are, but you get the idea. Jill was very warm and friendly from the get-go, standing, giving each of us a very affectionate hug and a kiss before sitting down to join them. As we soon learned, they'd been in the "life-style" as they called it for a number of years now, though they didn't consider themselves constant swingers, and had in fact remained pretty exclusive to a small group of special friends. The only reason they had even decided to contact us was the fact one group of friends had moved away, and they'd been looking for another "perfect" couple that might be interested in joining their small little group. We spent the next solid hour getting to know one another better, and slowly but surely, Kate and I became very comfortable in getting to know them. When they suggested that we go out into their motor home (which they had arrived in) for a drink perhaps, we hesitated only briefly before deciding to do so. After all, we were in a truck stop, so there wasn't much of an expectation that things would really go anywhere, even in their motor home. Boy were we in for a nice surprise.
Our first sexual dalliance
The motor home was spectacular with all the amenities. They explained that they enjoyed traveling a lot, driving across country, and had gone all out in purchasing the motor home we were now sitting in. Even sitting there in the truck stop, it felt more like we were visiting them at their place, though they assured us they also had a very nice "country-style" home on a twenty-acre piece of property, that allowed them some seclusion and privacy for their more intimate parties and adventures. We sat sipping wine getting more and more relaxed. Kate and I both enjoying their company, and in no real hurry to call it a night just yet. Already we could feel and sense some underlying overtones of sexual electricity in the air, especially when Jack asked if either Kate or I would enjoy looking at his wife's tits. Obviously she was as proud of them as her husband was, already beginning to undo the blouse she was wearing before either Kate or I had had a chance to nod our heads yes, though we both did.
Another side note here. Aside from a couple of brief, curious encounters when she was a teenager, Kate had never really been with a woman before, not fully anyway. Aside from masturbating, and being masturbated by a close girl friend, and then a year later doing the same with a distant cousin, that had been the extent of her woman to woman experiences. Though she had confessed going in, she was certainly interested in exploring that further. Something I was certainly anxious to see for several reasons. Like a lot of men perhaps, the thought of seeing two women together had always been high on my "jerk-off" list. And with the potential of one day actually seeing my wife do so, I was of course very supportive and all for it.
There was however one aspect of problematic concern for me when we'd agreed to meet Jack and Jill in the beginning. And that had been the small note in their profile under sexual preferences, that listed them as being a "bi-sexual" couple. Even as we sat sipping our drinks, watching Jill as she happily peeled off her blouse, now sitting there in just her bra, was the fact that Jack, rugged and quite manly looking as he obviously did, and was...could be in any way shape or form...bi-sexual. A topic that I know both my wife and I wanted to address with them at some point, but only when the situation felt right would either one of us do so. Obviously it would be easier for Kate to bring that up with Jill, and hope from there there'd be an opening to find out more about Jack's thoughts regarding that.
I had never considered myself a prude, or judgmental. If anything, I was fairly open-minded about most subjects, though to be honest about it, this wasn't one I had entertained or thought too much about. Years earlier, I'd have probably even found the thought totally absurd, if not downright discusting. But now, age perhaps, and an entirely different attitude about such things, especially as I did work with a guy who was completely and totally gay. I had surprised myself, finding him to be quite likeable and friendly, and never once had he made me feel uncomfortable in knowing that, knowing he was gay. Nor was he as they say stereotypical in that regard either. If you didn't know he was gay...you wouldn't know. Plain and simply.
But, until that opportunity presented itself, I was content to sit there sipping the fairly decent red wine and now openly and freely ogling Jill's tits as she now removed her bra showing herself off for us.
Like I said, Jill actually did have a nice rack, a bit larger than Kate's were, and also heavy and full against her chest without sagging down to her knees or anything. Her nipples were considerably smaller though, yet nice and hard and well erect as Jack reached over and playfully fingered one of them.
"She loves having her tits played with, and sucked on," he informed us as he continued to do so, Jill grinning hotly, enjoying the exhibitionistic moment, as we all were. Needless to say, I wasn't too terribly surprised when I felt myself growing erect, sitting there watching this. Now glancing over towards Kate, her own nipples truly obvious now, having made their full appearance, poking through the front of her blouse, even through the bra she was wearing as though about to bore a hole through it. It was noticeable enough, that even Jill commented upon seeing them too.
"Wow Kate, you've got really large nipples...may we see?" Jill asked.
I was pleased when Kate hardly even hesitated when answering, let alone reaching up to begin undoing the blouse she was wearing. "Sure...why not?" She giggled a little nervously, but I caught the catch in her tone of voice, telling me just how aroused she truly was at the moment. I still held no expectations that there was much that would be going on, not tonight anyway, and certainly not sitting in the parking lot of a truck stop. But...just the thought, and the thrill of both girls showing off their breasts was exciting enough, especially when I, like what Jack was doing, reached over to give one of my wife's hard extended nipples a little playful fingering. She moaned as I did that, having rather sensitive nipples. Not so much so you couldn't play with them, but sensitive enough that I had actually managed to make her orgasm just by sucking on them in the past.
Tit tickling
"Wow, I love your nipples! May I?" Jill asked looking over towards my wife. If I hadn't been hard before, I sure as hell was now, hoping that Kate would say yes, and thus invite Jill over to touch them herself. I sat back, sliding over so that Jill had a place to sit as Kate slid over closer to me on the nice long bench seat we were sitting on. Both women bare breasted sitting beside one another now as Jill began thumbing, cupping, and tenderly caressing my wife's tits, just as Kate now began doing to Jill's. I thought I was going to bust a nut here, just sitting there watching the two of them, which must have been the same reaction to it that Jack was having, though he expressed his thoughts verbally.
"Fuck that's hot!" He exclaimed unashamedly, and then surprised both Kate and I when he asked if either one of us would have a problem with him openly jerking himself off while watching this.
"Ah no...be my guest," I said surprising Kate I think as she glanced over towards me, though by the look on her face, she was just as curious as I was in seeing him actually do that. Without any nervousness, or fanfare, Jack unzipped, and allowed his slacks to drop down around his ankles, along with his boxer shorts. He was hard and stiff, though I was somewhat pleased to see that he too didn't have or own a monster cock either. It was similar in size and shape to my own as he now sat back, slowly stroking it, working it up and down while watching the girls as they continued to sit there and fondle one another's breasts, though Jill soon added another unexpected delight to this when she leaned over and began gently sucking on one of them.
"I love seeing that. And your wife has such amazing nipples!" Jack said as he squeezed his cock, producing a rather noticeable drop of pre-lube juice, smearing that now around his rather bulbous cock head, making it glisten a little as he continued toying with himself. And then Kate shocked the shit out of me.
"Why don't you join him honey?" She asked. "I'm sure that Jill would love seeing that nice hard cock of yours too, wouldn't you?" She then asked turning towards Jill.
"Hell yes...but only if John's comfortable enough to do so, after all...we've just met, and we don't want to scare the two of you off here either," she said. "Though you'd best get used to the fact that Jack's a bit of an exhibitionist, as well as a voyeur too. He loves jerking himself off, and he loves it when people, men or women...watch him doing that. But he also loves seeing men or women doing it too. So...if you're comfortable enough John, I hope you will. I know we'd both enjoy seeing that."
I had never jerked off in front of anyone, save for Kate on occasion, but even then, only a handful of times where I'd actually done so through ejaculation. And only once before that, when watching a friend of mine fuck his girlfriend had I been horny enough to actually stand there and do so while watching them go at it. Beyond that...my experience in that area was fairly limited. But I found myself aroused well enough now, and comfortable now...to unzip, and likewise push my jeans down around my ankles. As I usually went commando whenever I wore Levis, I didn't have any shorts on, so the hard sudden emergence of my own cock was a delight to them both upon seeing it.
"Nice cock!" Jill exclaimed looking over as I merely sat there for a moment, just letting it weave about a bit excitedly before actually stroking it.
"Yes it is," Jack added, having a nice long look for himself, once again palming and squeezing his own dick, seeking some more, and finding it...precum juice. "Go ahead John, enjoy yourself...enjoy the show the girls are giving us."
First ever...side-by-side blowjob.
After a few more minutes of now sitting there stroking and fondling my own dick so openly, and with the girls now having for the moment at least, satisfied their curiosities with one another's tits, Jill stood up and walked over, now kneeling down on the fairly plush carpeted floor of the motor home, and slipped her mouth over her husband's dick and began sucking it. Although a little surprised by that, I was even more surprised when Kate simply leaned over, and took mine into her mouth as well. Jack and I now both, being treated to two rather intense, very erotic blowjobs by our wives as we sat there looking back and forth across from one another. It was erotic as hell, seeing his wife, the way she sucked and played with his dick, which was very similar to the way that Kate was now sucking on mine. As aroused as I was, and had been all night, I knew if she continued for much longer, I'd soon be filling her mouth with a load full of cum. By the sounds of it, especially the way Jack began to more or less face-fuck her, he too was hovering on the edge, about to unleash a torrent of his own cream into Jill's sucking mouth.
"Oh yeah baby...take it! Take it! Take it! Here...it...fucking...comes!"
As aroused as I was, just hearing that soon had me about to boil over too. Kate...very attune to it whenever I was that close, reached up, gently cupping my tight hard balls, something she always did whenever I was about to toss a load, whether down her throat, or against her tits or face. That's usually all it ever took, which is what happened now. As Jack filled his wife's mouth full of spunk, I began doing the same to my wife, Kate caught a little off guard perhaps by the voluminous amount of my spending, which under the circumstances, was significant. So much so, she couldn't quite handle all of it, allowing a bit to flow out of the corners of her mouth and down onto her breasts. By now, Jill had moved back over in order to watch us a bit more closely, and upon seeing the overflow, as Kate now sat back, grinning, though blushing a little, it was a nice, unexpected surprise when Jill leaned over and with her tongue, slurped up the few droplets off my wife's tits that had spilled.
"I do love cum!" She announced, taking another lick, though she quickly added another sweet soft suck to each one of my wife's nipples before sitting up again. "Well, that was a rather nice, though totally unexpected surprise," She stated. "Too bad it's getting so late, and we are where we are, otherwise we might invite the two of you to further explore this with one another. However...it's a good start, and perhaps we should stop here so the two of you have a chance to discuss this between yourselves on the drive home. Though speaking for both Jack as well as myself, we do hope you'll want to see us again soon...very soon in fact."
Having now gotten rid of the hornies...I thought Jill's suggestion was a very good idea. I did want to talk to Kate privately, see how she felt, and was glad that we hadn't gone any further with this, not yet anyway. Not until we'd talked and openly discussed it. Though I was slightly disappointed that I hadn't gotten to see Jill in her entire glory as yet. But with luck, that time would come soon enough.



We had soon dressed again and prepared to leave. "Listen," Jack began. "We'd like to invite the two of you over to our place next weekend for a barbeque. There will be one another couple there, dear friends of ours, and yes...also in the life-style as well. But I think you'll enjoy meeting them. Like you...they were initially shy and nervous about all this as well, but as they've come to grow close to us, they've really opened up, and have become our very best friends now. Anyway...I hope you'll think about it, and then come out and join us next weekend."
I was surprised when Kate answered for the two of us, not that I minded, as I was hoping she'd agree to go and see how things went after we'd talked about it perhaps. But it was obvious she'd already made up her mind about most of this. "We'd love to! Need us to bring anything?"
"Not really, it's a BYOBABN, kind of a barbeque," Jill laughed.
"Ok...I get the BYOB part, but what does the ABN stand for?" I asked.
"It stands for...and be naked," Jill giggled even more so. "With all that privacy on our property, we're usually practicing nudists as well. I mean why not? But it is a lot more fun with everyone just hanging out, being themselves, so hopefully...now knowing that, you'll still come out and join us."
I personally had to think about that one, at least a little bit, so then ushered my wife through the door before either one of us committed to anything else. But the idea was intriguing. It was certainly something that neither one of us had ever done before, hanging around naked, especially in front of others at what Jack had assured us was a very simple, relaxed barbeque.
After giving them our assurance we'd let them know, Kate and I returned to the car for the thirty minute drive back to our place. It would be late, even later by the time we got home, and I was already not looking forward to having to get up and drive into work in the morning. But I was pleasantly surprised, when Kate made the drive home a hell of a lot more interesting than it even had been coming in.
She was after all, still fucking horny as hell!
Finger-fucking in the car
We had no sooner gotten out onto the highway headed home, when Kate unbuttoned her jeans, and then unzipped them. In seconds, she had her hand down the front of her pants and was quite obviously fingering herself. I don't know how many times in the past I had hinted at her in doing so for me, something up until now she had only laughed at, embarrassed, shy about doing so perhaps, though at least now...it was dark. I could barely see what she was even doing, had it not been for the dashboard lights just giving off enough light so I could see her as she did that.
"Surprised?" She asked, her tone of voice lust-filled and horny sounding.
"Very surprised, but pleased too!" I told her glancing back and forth frequently at my wife as well as the road. The last thing I needed to do was drive off into a ditch somewhere, so I was careful about what I was doing, even though I was becoming quickly aroused myself once again knowing she was doing that. Especially when I began hearing her own wet sounding juice noise as she really began finger-fucking herself there in the car next to me.
"So what do you think honey? Want to go next week...to a naked barbeque?" She asked curiously, though that lusty tone of voice was still there, alerting me in an instant that she wanted to. "I certainly wouldn't have to worry about wondering what I should wear now would I?" She added to that, chuckling to herself.
"No, I suppose not," I said reaching down to actually try and reposition my rapidly growing cock again, glancing over, looking, though more listening as Kate fervently played with her pussy.
"Take it out...stroke it for me while you drive," she suddenly announced. "That was hot...watching the two of you doing that," she then added.
"Oh, so you enjoyed seeing that huh?" I said hearing my own tone of voice taking on a sultry edge.
"Every bit as much as you obviously enjoyed seeing us playing with one another's tits," Kate responded back correctly. "You came so fucking much, nearly drowning me, so I knew it had aroused you even more than you were really letting on."
I laughed at that, she had me there. It had...which was obvious. And more so now as I unzipped, fumbling just for a moment, though I was again glad I had gone commando, making it easier to free my prick once again. And it felt good too, the cool night air now bathing it, surrounding it as it stood up proud and free through my now unbuttoned, unzipped jeans. Kate now struggled out of her own jeans, pushing them down further, likewise slipping her bikini briefs down and off, which were soaked as she informed me. No surprise there.
"I am so fucking wet! And so damn horny!" She said. "And I don't mind telling you honey...I'd have enjoyed seeing the two of you jerking one another off."
"You would huh?" I said a bit nervously, laughing it off a little. We had of course shared some pillow-talk with one another in the past, spoken of things that neither one of us had done, and might not ever do. But the one thing I had always enjoyed being able to do with Kate, and she with me, was to discuss things, openly, without reservation. Sometimes just letting the moment allow us to talk about stuff neither one of us might ever really do. But at least we could talk openly about it. One of Kate's always had been...to see me either jerking, or sucking another man off. I had eventually relented, that I might be ok with doing the one...jerking, though highly doubtful about doing the other...sucking. Though I later conceded, I might in fact allow another guy to suck me off...as one-sided as that was. Still, it was a lot more than I had ever considered doing before in the past.
"No more than you'd enjoy seeing me going down on Jill's pussy I bet," Kate said hotly, obviously bringing herself closer and closer to the edge with each passing moment, and with each strum of her clit as she sat there, so openly now, allowing me to see her as she spread herself there in the seat. Even with cars passing by us going the other way, she didn't try and hide herself, or what she was doing, though the likelihood of anyone even knowing that was pretty much non-existent. Even the one car that caught up to us and passed us on the road didn't cause her to slow down, cover up, or otherwise interrupt her now very heated, very arousing, finger-fucking. This simple act alone, told me in an instant, that even the little bit we'd experienced and done tonight, had far reaching effect. I had truly never seen my wife lower her inhibitions to the extent that she had. Especially when she placed her feet fully up onto the dashboard, spreading herself even more widely, and then began literally slapping, spanking her pussy towards orgasm. I loved it when she talked dirty, which wasn't nearly as often as I would have liked, and usually only then when she was so worked up, it was like she turned into an entirely different person.
"You like this John? You like seeing your hot, slutty wife, spreading herself here in the front seat of the car, knowing people might see me? See me spanking my cunt? Slapping it? Finger-fucking it? Knowing that I am? Knowing that I am so fucking horny right now...imagining sucking her cunt John? Can you imagine that? Imagine seeing me doing that? Licking her pussy? Seeing her as she's licking mine?"
Her questions were rhetorical of course, she was simply spitting out her own decadent thoughts, so close to climax, the sound of her very wet, very juicy pussy testament to that. Her near slur of speech as she approached the point of no return, looking over at me, watching me as I just as wantonly sat there jerking myself off while I drove.
"Gonna come for me baby? Gonna squirt all that hot, nasty fuck juice all over yourself? All over the car? I don't care baby, do it! I'll clean it up for you, I promise. Just come for me baby....come for me, while I do!"
Since I already had once anyway, I didn't figure it would be all that much, or all that messy. When I came I was surprised however at the intensity of my orgasm, having to fight against closing my eyes as I drove, fighting through it, looking over, seeing my wife as she came, literally screaming there in the seat beside me. Only the sensation of my still warm spunk running down over my hand into my lap informed me that I had indeed juiced, still somewhat copiously, though not perhaps truly shooting off as I sometimes did. Still, it was a warm pleasurable naughty/dirty feeling as we both sat smiling at one another during the rest of the drive home.
Shaking hands...well, sort of
The next three days of the workweek seemed to drag by as we waited anxiously for Saturday afternoon to come. Saturday morning, we received a call from Jill giving us directions to their place, and once again reminding us that it was indeed a naked barbeque, and insuring we were both ok with that. We had in fact talked about it again, at length, and decided we were, and that it might in fact be fun and interesting. Jill had already stated that nothing would happen that everyone wasn't in full agreement with, and that if all we did was enjoy dinner, sit around later and watch if that's all we felt like doing, no one would say or think anything, or make any attempt in getting us to become involved with anyone. Obviously, she had made it clear that later on that evening certain things might indeed happen. But stressed we were under no obligation whatsoever in participating ourselves if we didn't want to. Just before hanging up, she had also told us there was plenty of room for us to spend the night there if we wished, rather than having to leave earlier than we might like for the long hours drive home. That one Kate said we'd think about, not wanting to commit ourselves to staying there if we found in the end, things weren't exactly to our liking. That being said, we were both acting like kids on Christmas morning. Anxious with anticipation, excitement and arousal. We could barely keep our hands off one another, even as we finally got in the car and headed off to our first ever naked barbeque.
Finding their place was relatively easy as they had given us plenty of land marks and sign posts to follow, though seeing the hand-made sign someone had nailed up at the entrance to their property made us both smile. It said simply: BYOBABN Party. They were right about the seclusion too. It was a two mile drive up a hard-packed dirt road through wheat fields almost as far as the eye could see, a few small hills dotted with trees and bush, until we rounded the corner running alongside one of the small rolling hills. It was almost like dropping down into an oasis. Just beyond that sat their rather large country-style home, which was spread out on one level. Lush greenery everywhere with several very tall pine trees surrounding, and still hiding the main house even as we pulled in. Along with their large motor home parked on the side of the house, there were three cars, one of which we correctly assumed was from their other friends, Mac and Darlene, who Jill had told us more about during her conversation with my wife earlier that morning.
The moment we got out, the front door opened. Jill stood there smiling and waving at us excitedly. She was entirely nude.
"Come in! Come in! Glad you could make it!" She smiled enthusiastically, once again giving each of us a hug and a kiss, only this time, I certainly felt the full press of her rather large, very bare breasts against me as she did that.
"Nice to ah...see you...again," I quipped making it obvious as to what I actually meant. Jill laughed at that, giving me another kiss on the cheek, and then led Kate into the house by the hand as I followed the two of them.
"Everyone's already out back. You can change in here," she said directing us into what appeared to be a small though cozy sitting room. "What can I get the two of you to drink?" She then asked, taking our orders, and then leaving us to stand there looking at one another as we began to undress.
"You ready for this?" I asked my wife still a bit nervously.
She grinned. "I've been looking forward to it all week...so hurry up horny boy...let's get nakie and join the others!"
Perhaps being a little self-conscious and apprehensive, especially as we knew little else other than their names concerning the other couple, I followed my wife outside. I was as they say quite flaccid, though pleased and somewhat relieved when spotting Jack out by the barbeque where he stood placing the steaks we'd be having onto the barbeque. His dick was likewise flaccid, but even smaller in size than mine was. It was an interesting note to see it the way it was now, and the way I had seen it. Using my wife's term, Jack was a grower, and not a be'er...as she termed it. Meaning his cock, much like mine, could be quite small, and yet grow considerably, rather than remaining more one size, hard or soft like some men.
I was caught off guard a second later however still looking over towards Jack when Jill came walking towards us, leading their other two friends over for introductions. I turned just then as Jill spoke, already introducing. "Kate? John? This is Mac and Darlene," she stated. I turned expecting a handshake, but got the surprise of my life instead. Mac did indeed extend out his hand, but not where I was expecting to receive it. Next thing I knew, it was holding my dick, which he did shake.
"Nice to meet you... John is it?"
Jill burst out laughing, as then did Jack as he stood a few feet away looking on. "Oh my god...sorry John I forgot to tell Mac you two were all new to this," she said. "It's just our friendly little way of greeting one another, had it been Darlene two seconds ahead of Mac, she'd have been reaching down between your wife's legs, giving her a friendly little pat there instead."
"You mean like this?" Kate said surprising the hell out of me as she suddenly reached down, cupping Darlene's quim giving her a little palm squeeze as she did that.
"Perfectly," Darlene purred, now reaching down, doing the same to my wife as I stood there looking on, eyes probably as big around as saucers by this time.
Jack was still laughing as he came over, and much to my surprise took a hold of Mac's prick, giving it a firm, yet quick brief shake. "Like that," he chuckled. "No big deal..." though even as he said that, I now realized for the first time in fact, it actually was. Mac was perhaps a "be'er" as Kate would say, his prick though partially flaccid at least, was still as big as mine, or Jack's was when they were hard. Though it dangled down between his legs quite limply at the moment at least.
"I think I'll stay with shaking hands...for the time being," I said taking his in mine, though Darlene did in fact reach over hugging my wife now as well, pressing her somewhat smaller breasts against her as the two of them hugged briefly. Dammed my dick. If not seeing that didn't cause it to lurch and throb just a little. Once we had gotten through that brief moment of awkwardness, we joined everyone over at the patio table, sitting down with our drinks, getting to know one another a bit better.
Unfortunately for me, try as I might...sitting there looking at the three girls, soon gave rise to my rapidly growing erection. Thank god for the wooden table...for the moment anyway.
Mac and Darlene
Mac stood easily near six feet, though the most remarkable thing about him was his cleanly shaven bald head. Admittedly, he looked good like that, though it wasn't a look I thought I'd look very good in myself. But aside from that, it was immediately noticeable, Mac didn't seem to have a single hair on his entire body either. Even his groin was completely shaved, smooth and free of any hair whatsoever as far as my eyes could see anyway. For years, Kate had been shaving my balls, preferring it that way. And had "groomed" me in other ways as well, keeping me "all neat and tidy" as she called it. Only once suggesting that she shave me entirely, though I'd more or less balked at that, only agreeing to go with the nice tight cropped look instead, which was somewhat of a compromise between the two. Kate of course shaved, which I rather did enjoy, as had Darlene as I stood there for a moment before having taken my seat moments ago, looking at her. Jill was one of those 'landing strip' types, a small patch that might not as well have even been there by my way of thinking. But if that's what Jack liked, or as she preferred, then more power to them. As far as Darlene? Well she was maybe...like I said maybe...just over five feet or so give or take an inch or two. Which made the two of them an interesting contrast, being as tall as Mac was, and as short as she obviously was. In addition to that, they were considerably younger too, somewhere in their mid thirties perhaps, though I still say, Kate looked every bit as young as Darlene did, which made me even prouder of her than I already was. Body to body...I still think she had the best one there, and I wasn't being biased in thinking that.
Darlene did have interesting tits though. Certainly smaller than either my wife's or Jill's were, right around a nice sized B cup perhaps, but even more noticeably she had what I'd only a few times seen on the internet, and never in real life before...what were called "puffy nipples". To me...it was like seeing her breasts capped with some sort of a strawberry desert pastry. Only without the whipping cream. Though as I sat there trying not to stare at them, I was imagining putting on a special kind of cream to each one, they actually looked that tasty, certainly unusual to me as it was a little difficult trying to find where her areolas ended and her nipples began. Even the skin coloring, an almost rosy-red all seemed to blend inwards together.
Jack then stood to go take a look at the steaks. "John? How about you go grab us all another drink?" He asked me.
I know I must have looked petrified upon hearing that. Kate was of course well aware of my current predicament, and giggled accordingly.
"What's so funny?" Jill asked curiously.
"Hubby has a woody," she said out loud letting everyone know that. "So I think his standing at the moment might be a bit embarrassing for him."
"Oh really? Let's see?" Darlene stated actually looking over, and then leaning over in order to look beneath the table at me. "About damn time someone got appreciative at looking at the three of us cute, sexy naked ladies," she then added.
"Hey, I'm starting to!" Mac quipped. "I just didn't want to be the first one!" He grinned, and then stood, showing everyone that he was indeed starting to become aroused. He definitely was a "be'er", growing a little yes, fattening more so...though he didn't suddenly get twice the size he was going soft to hard, though admittedly, he wasn't rock-on fully hard yet either.
Letting me off the hook for the moment at least, Mac headed off to get everyone a fresh drink as Jack returned to the table. "Steaks should be ready in about ten minutes," he announced. Everything else that was going along with them was already waiting, covered and sitting on another table next to us along with the dishes, knives and forks and everything else we would need.
"Too bad that Jim and Joy couldn't make it," Darlene said speaking up.
"Jim and Joy? That's a lot of 'J''s here," I said chuckling at the thought. "Jack and Jill," I said pausing for obvious effect, "Jim and Joy...and John. Maybe we should think about changing your name honey..."
"To what? Jate? Doesn't really work."
"Nor does mine," Darlene laughed joining in. "Jarlene...no, I think I'll stick with the one I have."
"That'd make me another Jack," Mac said joining in. "And I think we already have enough Jack's around here."



"Jack-off's you mean," Jill giggled as well. "Though I guess with all the J names, we could officially call this, the Jack-off club or something, since we all enjoy doing that."
"Oh yeah?" I asked curious. And where do we sign up for that one?"
"Right here," Jill announced standing, pointing at her breasts. "Only you sign your name with the lead in your pencil there, right across here," she told me, almost as a challenge, actually inviting me to do so.
"Go ahead honey," Kate told me. "Sign us up," she grinned wondering if I really would as Jill now stepped around, actually presenting her tits to me. I think I surprised my wife as I stood, rock hard, and not at all embarrassed now that I was.
"I print better than I write," I told her, grinning as I said that.
"Whichever way you prefer, we're not too formal here obviously," she said looking back at everyone, wondering as perhaps they were if I was about to actually do it. I began writing, in cursive as it turned out. "John and Kate Matthews," I said finishing up the swirly 's' right across her right nipple as I finished. But even better, I had managed to smear a bit of my slick juice across those hard nipples as I finished. Jill reached down, swiping a bit off her nipple, sucking it off her finger seconds later.
"Hell of a lot better than had this been indelible ink!" She laughed as everyone else did. "Well Jack," Jill said still giggling. "Looks like we officially have two new members, or I guess that's one new member, and one very nice looking pussy," she added.
"Hey, I think I'd prefer signing my own name," my wife said shocking me even more. "How about later, after we eat, you let me figure out how to sign my own name on the registries..."
"I think I'd like that," Jill sighed pleasurably. "And I have to say...that one would be a first for me. Never have experienced a pussy against these babies yet," she said once again holding her luscious tits together.
"God....now you've got me thinking about it! I think I'd enjoy signing my own name as well!" Darlene said.
Now we were all laughing as Jack stood up once more to retrieve the steaks off the grill. And this time, he too was sporting an erection. "Sounds to me like, we all need to sign up again," he smiled. "Right after we eat!"
Registration
The steaks were cooked to perfection, as was the rest of the meal. So much so, that I actually lost my erection and became even more comfortable with the camaraderie and companionship we were now sharing with all of our new friends. It was surprising in a really good way, that both Kate and I could find ourselves being so comfortable with them, sitting here naked, enjoying a barbeque of all things, and having that still uncertain buzz going around inside our heads, that the night was far from over with. And with that, would we indeed then succumb, and throw away whatever reservations, or inhibitions we might still have? Just doing what I'd done already, signing my name against Jill's tits was a big step for me, for both of us actually. And especially with Kate's obvious amusement and delight in having watched me do so. We had already had, and long ago discussed the "what ifs" things...jealousy, uncertainty, paranoia's...if any. Neither one of us confessing to having such worries or concerns. But more importantly, agreeing and assuring one another, that if either one of us suddenly did have, we'd mention it to one another immediately rather than just continuing on, thus causing problems for ourselves later rather than dealing with them now.
Though it was now the thought of seeing my wife riding Jill's tits as it were, that soon had me sporting an even firmer, harder erection than the one I'd had before.
This time when I got up to help with clearing away the table, I didn't even bother trying to hide the fact I had one again.
"Go figure...the newbie's the one who's ready to begin this party!" Jill said excitedly. "Maybe we're starting to get boring," she then added. "Nice that we've invited a little fresh blood into our group, stirs the imagination, and the libido quite a bit doesn't it?"
As we finished clearing everything away, hauling things back inside the house again, I did manage to draw Kate off to one side briefly.
"So...we good with everything?" I asked a bit nervously, though she knew what I had meant by that.
"I think so...yes."
"What if..."
"Look, John...it's new for us yes, but we're not really going to know unless we at least commit to this evening one hundred percent here. Maybe after...maybe after we have, after we've had a chance to discuss it, think about it, one or both of us will decide it's not right for us. But...until we do that, until we know for sure, we won't know for sure...unless we do it first."
"So...we go for it, have fun...do, ah...whatever right?"
Kate laughed at that. "It's the whatever part I'm sort of hoping to see," I knew what she meant by that of course, but I still had reservations regarding that, and perhaps my own open-mindedness. I knew it wouldn't freak or weird me out to see perhaps Mac and Jack do something, I just wasn't sure how far or to what extent I was willing to take that myself. I answered her non-committally, which even then was something.
"Let's see how it goes, take it one step at a time. It's the best I can do."
"Good enough," Kate responded as we cleared away the last of the table. "But I will say this, if you want, and expect to see me eating another woman's pussy any time soon, I do expect to see something in kind back from you anyway...even if it's just giving either Jack or Mac a hand job...so baby, keep that in mind. Quid pro quo."
She'd said that once before. As much as I wanted to see that, see her munch down on another woman's pussy, I knew there would be a small price to pay for seeing it, even if it was a rather small one. It wasn't really too much to ask after all. And more than anything, I always had had that particular fantasy in mind. And with Kate actually considering it now herself, there might not come another opportunity or time for it.
"Just remember," she winked looking back over her shoulder at me, likewise wiggling her cute little ass a little. "You want some pussy-pussy action? Well then...I need to see a little cock-cock going on too."
I stood there looking down at my erection. It was about as hard and as firm as it had ever been.
"One night...one night where we just let ourselves go, see what happens, see how we feel about it afterwards. I could do that," I then said to myself. "At least for one night anyway."
Let the games begin...
As the girls finished things up in the kitchen, I walked back out onto the deck rejoining Jack and Mac who sat lounging in their chairs waiting for the girls to return. As I did, I couldn't help but notice the two of them sitting there almost nonchalantly stroking their cocks in anticipation of that. It was evident they weren't jerking off in order to climax, just maintaining their full stiff erections. Even mine had gone down at this point, so I was the odd man out, and actually felt out of place for a moment.
"Best get working on that," Jack mused as I stepped over taking my seat beside the two of them, "or...one of us could if you'd prefer."
That had been the real first implication that Jack, and no doubt Mac for that matter, not counting the attempted hand...or rather dick shake earlier, telling me that neither one of these guys had any problem with a little guy-guy fondling. Though I was also just as sure at this point, it probably went a lot further than that.
"Maybe later," I heard myself saying, surprised that I had when I did, and wondering just as quickly if I even would when the time came, if it came. Though I also reminded myself of what Kate had said as well. "Quid pro Quo," knowing that she had her own fantasies and desires, just like I had mine.
Giggles and laughter alerted us to the fact that the girls were on their way back out, Jill's face lit up like a Christmas tree when they emerged.
"Guess what honey?" Jill said addressing her husband. "Jim and Joy were able to get away early from their kids and grand kids. They're on their way over...should be here in about twenty or thirty minutes!"
"Great!" He smiled just as delighted, "Once they arrive, we really will have ourselves a party!"
"Grand kids?" I asked myself looking over towards my wife, though she didn't appear to have the same curious thoughts I did, smiling back at me without any obvious concerns.
"You'll really like them," Jill said sitting down next to me, her hand slipping almost simultaneously down between her legs as she sat there sort of absentmindedly diddling herself. "They're an older couple, but I can assure you, they're a hell of a lot of fun, as I'm sure you'll find out after they get here. In the meantime, I thought we could start things off by perhaps playing the dice game."
"Dice game?" I asked as Jill now opened a small box she had brought outside with her having set that down on the patio table.
"Yeah, it's something Jack and I made up a while back, but it's proven out to be a lot of fun, especially whenever someone new is introduced to the group. Sort of helps ease in to some of the erotic, naughty fun things taking it slowly as we go. But I think you'll find it entertaining and a hell of a lot of fun."
"Great idea!" Mac said sliding over to sit next to us. "Been a while since we've played it, though what about Jim and Joy? Should we wait until they show up?"
"No, they can catch up after they get here, by then we'll probably be through most of the milder tamer stuff anyway, so they can jump in on the more interesting situations."
"So...how do you play this, ah...dice game?" I now asked.
"It's basically pretty simple really." Jill then produced a hand printed sheet that had several drawn out sections on it, and some sort of point total for each level. There were a total of six six-sided dice, three white, one blue, one red, and one green. "The way this works is like this. On the white dice, odds are for the guys, and evens are the girls. Once that's determined, then you look at either the red dice guys, or blue dice girls. The number of that dice determines two things, who gets to pick what off the list, though the numbers on both dice indicate who those people are. Obviously, we'll assign everyone a number. For example..."
Jill rolled all the dice, white rolled up a pair of threes for six and a two, so the option went to the girls. The red rolled a one, and the blue rolled another three.
"So let's say your number was one, and mine was three, that would mean it would be you and I together for this first adventure, and that it would be my choice in picking something off the list."
"Ok, I follow that so far...but what's the green dice for?"
"That one only comes into play if all three numbers on the white dice roll up the same, sort of like a Yatzy" she stated. If you do...then again, if all three numbers are odd or even, that determines as a group...guys or girls that then select what we call an "orgy act" where everyone participates all at once."
I nodded my head catching on. It did seem fairly straight forward, and simple indeed.
"The total of ALL the dice is the point total for the act itself. Once performed, both people receive those points and can then apply them to the next higher level. It usually takes at least three acts to move up a level, which basically helps to really get things rolling, and very often does at that point."
I looked through her hand printed list. The first level was indeed fairly tame, a bit of touching, kissing, those kinds of things, for a two minute limitation in time. The next level got a bit more involved, with some obvious oral situations, and the time limit now at five minutes total. The third level included just about anything and everything you could think of, and the time level had increased to ten minutes.
"Now, there's only one major rule here," she added. "If at any time you chose not to do something, or participate when it's required, you're out for the rest of the game. It's only fair that we do that, and ask that for everyone else who's participating. You're certainly free to sit and watch and even enjoy yourself while doing so...but as far as joining in after that? Then no. Understood?"
By some of the things on the paper, I could see how that situation could indeed arise, and it made me wonder further..."Just how far was either Kate or I willing to go with this?" I guess the two of us would soon find out, especially after Jim and Joy arrived and were included into the mix.
I realized then there were more numbers on the dice than men or women participating, and asked what happened then.
"That's the beauty of the game, you can improvise on things like that, either double up on the numbers, or you can make it a "solo" event for someone, or as we very often do, make an unassigned number an all included. So in that example, if only my number rolled up, and an unassigned number rolled up, that would mean I'd have to perform that particular act with everyone."
I sort of liked that idea, as did everyone else, so it was decided, especially with Jim and Joy not having arrived as yet, that we'd do that until they got here.
"Ok then, let's get started!" Numbers were then assigned to everyone, with me getting number one, Mac two, and Jack three. Same with the girls, Kate also number one, Darlene number two, and Jill number three. I didn't mind the idea at all of matching numbers on the blue and red dice, as that meant Kate and I would also be doing things together. Though I was a little nervous and worried as to how the orgy thing would turn out, which eventually it would. Not to mention the potential for other things to occur, especially in level three where one of the categories was "girls" choice, or "guys" choice. That I knew...could get interesting.
First roll of the dice
Since it really didn't matter who rolled the dice, Jill did after also taking out of her little box what appeared to be an egg timer. She set that off to one side, along with a pad and paper where she could keep track of everyone's individual points. Placing all the dice inside a cup, she shook it, and then again just like we were playing Yatzy, she rolled the dice out. The whites rolled up even, meaning it was the girls who selected, or specifically Kate, as the blue number rolled up a one, and the red rolled up a four.
"Well, looks like our first all guys and Kate roll," Jill announced handing the sheet over to her to select something from. "So sweetie...you pick, what do you want to do?" It only took her a second as she smiled.
"I'm taking hand-job," she announced, though she could have in fact selected something specifically for herself. But this was obviously something she wanted to do. "So that means I give each one of the guys a hand job for a full minute then yes?"
"Correct," Jill announced setting the timer. "Whenever you're ready."
Kate stood and walked over kneeling down in front of Mac first, taking his cock in her hand as she slowly began working it, playing with it. Admittedly, it was hot watching her do that, fondling and truly playing with another man's cock for the very first time really, right there in front of me. Just seeing her doing that soon gave rise to my own needful erection, which I had long since stopped stroking myself, unlike either one of the other guys who seemed to have done so the entire time we'd been sitting out there. After a minute, Kate moved over, now taking Jack's cock in hand, fondling and playing with his, enjoying the sensation no doubt, and the differences between the three of us, subtle as they might have been. She soon of course moved over to me, likewise playing with my cock.
"Enjoying yourself?" She asked curiously.
"I am," I grinned honestly. "That was admittedly exciting and arousing, seeing you doing that," I told her.
"Obviously," she said still slow-stroking my cock up and down, especially when she managed to squeeze out a rather nice sized droplet of juice from the tip of my prick, smearing that around the head of my now very sensitive cock. "Me too," she added winking.
"Time!" Jill announced counting up the point total under Kate's name and making a note of it on the pad. Once again she gathered up the dice, rolling them. This time it turned out that it was me dominating, and Darlene being my partner. I looked at the list and immediately knew what I wanted to do.
"Suck her tits," I announced happily. And then for a full minute afterwards, I dined on Darlene's sweet strawberry appearing cupcakes.
Things progressed with just about everyone's number being turned up, and a lot more mutual fondling, pussy fingering, and tit sucking. It was indeed a nice easy way to immerse oneself into the atmosphere of all this, the voyeuristic side of my own personality being quite stimulated while watching everyone, as well as in being watched. And then we got our first "triple play" with three one's rolling up on the white die.
"Hmm, so that means we get to select right?" Mac said sounding devious.
"It do!" Jill chuckled as she handed off the list for the three guys to choose from. "So what is it you want to see the three of us do with the three of you?" She now questioned. It turned out to be an obvious and easy one with there being enough points now for us to be able to select something off the second category.
"Blow jobs all around!" We announced having come to an agreement. In order to also keep things interesting, we decided to keep things mixed, which was also easy to do, with Jill now kneeling down in front of me, Darlene in front of Jack, and my wife, kneeling down in front of Mac as Jill set the timer for five minutes.
"I might not be able to last for five minutes!" Mac said jokingly, though I think by the look on his face he was half serious too. "Especially when I've never felt Kate's mouth wrapped around my dick before...it might be too much for me," he said taking it further.
"That's your problem," Jill quipped. "Or pleasure...either one. Enjoy, I'm certainly planning on it!" And with that, she started the timer, and proceeded to suck my dick.
Jim and Joy
Sure enough about three and a half minutes later Mac announced he was about to shoot his load.
"Oh fuck...fuck! Too good! Too good!" He exclaimed looking down. "Not gonna make it baby, where would you like it?"
I had been wondering about that, as Kate didn't do that very often for me either. She answered his question however, removing his cock from her mouth, now placing it between her tits as she continued to stroke it for him as he leaned forward a bit, now holding onto her head, and began squirting. He was still doing so, pumping out several thick streamers of spunk against my wife's breasts when Jim and Joy came strolling out onto the deck.
"Well, well...looks like we're missing the really good stuff here!" Joy said as she walked over looking down at Mac's still spurting cock, though everyone else was now standing, including my wife who now turned with massively drenched cum-covered tits.
"Joy? Jim? These are new friends of ours, John and Kate Matthews," Jill said now introducing us. And of course, Jim walked over, reaching down, and shook my dick. To everyone's surprise, including my own...I then did the same to his.
"Pleased to meet you," I said, as a smattering of giggles suddenly erupted all around, along with a wide-eyed look of surprise from my wife, along with a most pleasured smile and nod of her head as she stood there looking at me. Kate then walked over towards Joy, and promptly reached down cupping the woman's cunt, palming it, as Joy then did to her moments later.
"Pleased to meet you as well," she told the woman, as I now stood grinning back at her own sensual little greeting.



They were indeed an older couple, and I hate to say it, but were well preserved for their ages. If anything, Joy looked extremely sexy for an older woman, something that had caught me off guard just a bit. She wore her hair fashionably short, which really looked good on her, especially as she had made no obvious attempt to color it. And though her breasts were certainly no longer perky, and just a bit smaller than my wife's were...they were never the less quite stimulating to look at (and as I would later discover) quite soft and erotically pliable when being played with too. She also had fairly long nipples, which even then were hard and stiff as she stood there greeting everyone in kind, just as Jim then did, saying hello to Mac and Jack's prick with another friendly little hand shake. As the two of them sat down, taking up on the offer of a drink as we all took a bit of a break here, it afforded me the time to look at the two of them even more closely, without being too obvious about it. Though Joy did have a small patch of pubic hair, (it too being a wispy silver color) I found it erotic as hell while looking at her there, as was Jim too. His hair likewise gray, though his features didn't at all make him appear to be old looking, and quite physically fit for someone in their early sixties. In addition to that however, was the fact that Jim did have what none of the rest of us appeared to by way of comparison...that so called 'monster' cock as I called it. Not even hard (yet) it hung easily a good seven or eight inches down between his legs, and actually swung to and fro as he moved about. I had of course noticed that right off when I reached down and shook it hello.
"So...the dice game huh?" Joy said upon seeing the dice still lying on the table along with the score pad and timer. "Been a while since we've all done that...sounds like fun."
"Yeah, it's been fun!" My wife excitedly stated, "Looking forward to playing with you," she then added, getting an affectionate kiss on the cheek from Joy upon saying that.
"And I'm looking forward to playing with you too!" She answered back, reaching out and giving one of my wife's breasts an affectionate little feel.
"Well, I guess that makes you guy's couple number four then," Jill announced adding their names to her score sheet. "And we'll spot you two enough points to catch you up to everyone else...how's that sound?"
"It sounds perfect. Now...whose cock do I get to suck first then?" She asked, as everyone laughed.
"I think you need to roll the dice first," Jill told her giggling.
"Oh damn...you mean I have to wait before I can do that?" She said jokingly, though Jill soon rolled the dice, and sure enough as it turned out, Joy's number came up along with mine. She grinned almost too wickedly, not even bothering to look at the list. "Oh goodie...I get to fuck the new guy!"
Facing the music
Almost before I could even react to it, Joy came over and placed herself down over my dick in a reverse cowgirl position as I sat there in my chair. Glancing up towards my wife as she did that, I was at least pleased to see not only the smile on her face, but her hand suddenly down between her legs as she sat there watching the two of us, uninhibitedly toying and fingering herself, though it seemed everyone else was too. Including Jim now, as his prick had hardened quite noticeably, now easily the eight inches I had estimated it would be. It didn't appear to be quite as thick around as mine was, but the length of it was certainly noticeable.
"Oh, he's so nice and thick this one!" Joy exclaimed as she just then managed to impale me fully inside her before finally beginning to move up and down against me. "Grab my tits," she then added, "I really like having my tits played with while I'm fucking someone."
I was only too happy to oblige her. And as I now discovered, they were damn fucking soft, though her nipples were damn fucking hard, stiff and long. Taking each one between my fingers thumbing them and rolling them about.
"Oh yeah...I love that, but pinch them...hard!" She all but demanded. "Pull on them and pinch them nice and hard while I fuck you!"
The sound of flesh slapping flesh could easily be heard as hardly anyone was saying anything, just watching the two of us going at it. I could certainly understand why now...Jill and Jack had purchased this particular piece of property, so far out and away from everyone. Our fucking sounded like thunder rolling as we crashed into one another.
"Times up!" Jill too soon announced, though even then it took a moment or two more before Joy was willing to give up my dick.
"We need to discuss time limits," she laughed. "That was way too fucking short!"
I had been like less than a minute away from shooting a load up inside the woman's cunt...for me at least, the timing had been just perfect. And though I'd been known to manage two, sometimes even three orgasms a night, I wasn't anywhere's near wanting, or ready to start counting them down just yet.
We continued to play of course, once again most everyone getting involved in one way or another, doing various things. But then finally came the roll that truly made me question myself...though I knew it would eventually come down to that. And of course, who else but Joy was the one to suggest it when it occurred. "Girls choice," and that basically meant...an anything goes kind of situation.
And then like an opposing team, the four women all huddled off to one side together, making it an even more dramatic effect, at least for me anyway as they stood there discussing the possibilities and options of what the four of them would like to do or see. I saw Kate glance up seconds later, looking over towards me, and knew by the expression on her face, a curious one...that whatever it was that was about to be announced, would cause me to come to some sort of a final decision here about everything. And I didn't have too long to wait.
After the huddle finally broke, Joy made her way back over passing next to me. "You can thank your wife..." she began. "You got off easy...this time," she added. And then told everyone what it was they'd come up with and agreed upon.
"Ok guys...here's what we want to see. The four of you stand up, form a circle, and then going right to left, grab the dick of the guy next to you, jacking him off, all the while rubbing that dick against the dick opposite and across from you," she explained. Although nervous, and a bit apprehensive as I hadn't really done anything like this before, I steeled my resolve, determined now as Kate and I had earlier agreed to do, to just go with the flow and see how things felt afterwards. And besides, I now knew in my doing even this much...Kate would most likely finally do at some point in time, the one thing I'd been dying to see her do for me.
We quickly formed a tight little circle, Jack standing to my left, and Jim now on my right, meaning it would be his dick I would soon be fondling, and masturbating here, as Jack did the same to me. I'd likewise be rubbing pricks directly with Mac across the way, as we formed up and began doing so, the girls now standing in between the openings in order to watch and enjoy things more closely as we began doing that.
"Ten minutes," I thought to myself. "I can certainly handle this much for ten minutes."
I'll be the first to admit, it was an interesting sensation, holding onto another man's cock, especially as big, and as hard as Jim's was. And not only that, but purposely rubbing it as I did that against Jack's, while he in turn fondled mine, rubbing my prick head against Mac's, who in turn of course, pumped on Jack's dick, rubbing it against Jim's.
"Fuck that's horny hot!" Jill exclaimed as I glanced over, saw she was fingering herself, though so were the rest of the girls as they filled in the gaps between us, looking on. I was surprised to find this as arousing as I suddenly did, enjoying the sensation, the rather strange sensation I might add, of not only doing this...but enjoying it while I did.
"I'll say," Kate added standing next to me, grinning broadly, affectionately as she reached up kissing me on the cheek, and then whispering. "Thank you baby...I'm loving this."
"Me too," I actually responded back, blushing a bit, in admission of that. But the truth was...I really was. I didn't feel squeamish at all, not like I'd expected, and the feel of Jim's prick in my hand was indeed interesting as I stood there jacking it, rubbing it directly against Mac's prick, though somewhere along the way, we seemed to be rubbing against one another all over the place, which is about the time that Jack announced he was actually going to come.
"Fuck man, I'm going to let go!" He announced simply as Mac really went to work on his dick now, pumping it furiously as the first jettison of his semen suddenly skyrocketed from the end of his dick, splashing against the three of us as we all stood there, watching, feeling and sensing it as he did so.
"Nice one!" Mac exclaimed, and then he too began spurting, just like that, unable to hold off any longer, and producing a rather nice discharge himself, even though he had already come once earlier on in the evening against my wife's tits.
And then low and behold...I felt it too. Felt the first tingling sensation deep inside my balls as Jack continued rubbing his still squirting, spurting head against my prick and everyone else's.
"Fucking A!" I exclaimed, and then simply joined the party.
The only one who hadn't come of course was Jim, though he soon explained the reason why without really being asked.
"I'm trying to pace myself," he said. "Unfortunately at my age perhaps, I usually only manage one climax a night, though it's usually a pretty big one when I do."
"It is that!" Joy said joining in. "Jim usually comes what seems like a gallon when he does, so keep that in mind ladies, especially if you're the one caught sucking it when he does, though as much as I love drinking cum myself, it's damn fun just watching it when he erupts. Which perhaps why I've affectionately called my husband "Old Faithful". He never ceases to amaze me whenever he does erupt, as I'm sure all of you will eventually see tonight before this party's over!"
I actually found myself looking forward to that.
Finally...girl on girl stuff
Retaking our seats, catching our breath, Jack refreshed everyone's drinks while we took a break from the game for a moment, though at that moment, I didn't realize it had already come to an end. But...it had indeed served its intended purpose. With everyone well aroused now, even though three of us at least had just finished having rather nice, very intense orgasms, the girls were pretty well fired up. Jim sat, still fully erect though he continued to fondle and play with it a bit, keeping it so. In the meantime, with the three of us sitting there feeling like Jell-O, it didn't take long to see that the girls weren't about to just sit there and wait for us.
"Come here sweetie...I need to taste that!" Joy said looking over towards my wife. "Sit here, lay down on the lounge chair," she indicated as Kate did just that, much to my immediate surprise and delight, fully laying down, and back with her legs spread dangling off each side of the chair as Joy somehow managed to crawl up into it with her. "Yeah, that's it...now, scoot back a little!" I sat up, suddenly well collected, and extremely curious to see this. As was everyone else so it appeared. Both Jill as well as Darlene wandered over throwing down cushions to sit on, and then began caressing and massaging my wife's breasts as Joy settled in, and began coyly licking and savoring my wife's sweet delicious pussy. Her eyes were closed, her mouth open in a small knowing "O" as she moaned softly, contentedly as Joy went about her work.
I was hard as a rock again within seconds of seeing this.
I could see by the look on my wife's face that she was in heaven. As much as I enjoyed eating her out myself, I know there was something about another woman doing it for her, that forbidden fruit thing for one thing, and of course her being a woman period. But I am also sure, having both breasts fondled and played with (not to mention being sucked simultaneously) surely added to the pleasure she was currently experiencing. That too was a first for her, so I know she had to be feeling things she never had before. When she started moaning the way she usually does, especially when she becomes so very much aroused, I knew it wouldn't be long before she was climaxing like crazy.
But I was about to see and witness something I had never seen before either. And it would in the beginning, almost horrify my wife!
Still licking and lapping happily away at her, I now watched as Joy eased in first one finger, and then two, inside my wife's cunt. Even sitting where I was, just a few feet away, it was easy to see...watching her as she appeared to be sort of walking her two fingers inside my wife's pussy. It was driving her nuts. And I took special note of that.
But it was when her eyes suddenly flew open that I thought at first there was something wrong. One second before, she looked to be hovering right on the edge, her "cummy" face as I called it, those kinds of faces you normally don't enjoy letting others see, though I think they look fucking hot. Especially when she pulled one. And this was a good one too...right there, right up until the very moment her eyes suddenly popped open wide. She even tried sitting up for some damn reason, and then basically let out a wail that surprised everyone. But it wasn't even that so much, as what suddenly we all saw, and heard. Joy was literally drinking my wife's juice. And there was for some inexplicable reason, a whole bunch of it too. Not just the sort of creamy stuff she sometimes produced, this was an honest to god jettison of some sort of almost clear fluid. Even Joy was having a difficult time now drinking it down, finally backing away, her face absolutely drenched, and my poor wife apologizing (still coming) apologizing, and still coming some more. It probably didn't help that Joy continued to sit there, fingering my wife's cunt, her fingers literally buried to the hilt inside her as she in turn just sat there and laughed, licking her lips.
"Oh baby...oh honey, no reason to apologize here, you didn't do anything wrong. Haven't you ever squirted like that before?"
"Squirted?" My wife said in astonished amazement. "I thought...that sort of thing was you know...fake?"
"Oh hell no!" Joy now assured her, only slightly backing off now as the torrent of nice spritzy little pussy squirts had finally began to ebb. Now she was just pulsing out a little bit of her fresh pussy honeydew. "I do it too...not every time mind you, but once in a while. It just depends on how aroused I am, and what's being done to me. I thought I might try it on you...and low and behold, looky what we did to you!" She said grinning like a Cheshire cat.
It wasn't any big surprise to glance over and realize that all four of us were sporting hard firm erections again. After having watched that, watched my wife climax so gloriously the way she had, we were all rearing to go again, and the girls were more than ready for that.
Fucking wild isn't the word
"I need a cock!" Darlene said simply. "But I also want to have my pussy licked too," she grinned suggestively looking towards me. Crooking her finger, she bid for me to come over, though doing the same to Jack as she took one of the large padded mats available and placed it down on the deck near her. "Lay down Jack, lick me while I suck you, and while John here pounds me from behind. I need some good hard pussy-pounding, and some clit sucking," she added, and then got into the classical '69' position with Jack as I waited briefly before working my way up behind her on my knees.
Obviously we weren't the only ones preparing to have a fun little group activity here. Placing another comfy mat down on the deck not too far away from us, Jim settled himself down on that laying on his back, as Kate now positioned herself over his long throbbing penis. I knew she'd been dying to try out his long cock almost from the moment she'd seen it, and now she had her chance to do just that. Standing in front of her as she slid down over his cock, Mac now fed her his dick, which she began to delightfully suck, while simultaneously fucking Jim's prick.
Pairing up together, Jill and Joy were amusing themselves with Jill sitting on the edge of the patio table, Joy taking a seat in front of her, and had already begun licking and pleasuring Jill's pussy with her mouth as I looked over watching all this, just then sliding my own cock deep inside Darlene's hot succulent, extremely went cunt.
Darlene quite obviously was very much enjoying the double pleasuring she was receiving. Even with Jack's cock inside her mouth, she was moaning delightedly, almost deliriously. I could likewise feel the clench of her pussy muscles as they sucked at my dick with every thrust, every lunge, every plunge into her depths. And of course I too was enjoying the sensation, the feel of her, my senses almost on overload as I added to the excitement and passion of the moment. Glancing over, watching the erotic spectacles taking place near me simply added to that. My darling sweet wife so uninhibitedly bouncing up and down on Jim's prick, her hands and mouth busy, working at Mac's cock simultaneously with a fervor that implied her own pleasured enjoyment.
And then of course, enjoying Jill and Joy, Jill's eyes closed, leaning back a bit...her mouth and lips working, her tongue constantly moving as though she was doing the licking herself as Joy basically devoured the woman's cunt.
It was indeed a sight to behold with all this taking place around me, simultaneously. I was in fact so absorbed by all this, that I didn't initially even comprehend for a few moments what I was suddenly feeling. I had thrust into Darlene's pussy, and then slowly pulled out, teasing her as I did so. However, I had slipped out by accident, prepared to reach down and reposition my cock against her cunt, sliding in again. Before I could do that however, I felt Jack's hand suddenly grasping it! In that millisecond of time, I felt he was actually going to put it back in, expecting him to do so, but found instead, that he actually sucked, and then licked the tip for a moment, before actually doing that. I felt an unexpected, unanticipated shiver of delight course through me, and then felt the warmth of Darlene's pussy again. I shoved...in, and then out, Jack again repeating the maneuver several times in succession. Fucking Darlene, Jack sucking my dick, and then doing that all over again repeatedly. It was decadent enough, so totally unexpected, and yet I continued doing that, purposely now removing my cock just so Jack could grab it, lick it, and then shove it back in her.
It was Jill's anguished cry of delight that drew my attention to her at that moment. She was flat on her back, lying on the table, thrashing about wildly now, with Joy holding on for dear life, still sucking and licking her, though barely. As I did that, I noticed too that same grimace of pleasure, or "cummy-face" on Mac as he only then looked down, starting to withdraw his prick from my wife's mouth.
"Gonna...CUM!" He cried out, though to my surprise, Kate didn't allow him to extricate his prick from her mouth, if anything holding it firm, all but swallowing his entire length as he began spurting...her cheeks puffing out some as she took all he had to give, simultaneously holding her breath a little as he spurted one load after another into her still sucking mouth. And though it surprised me a little, seeing her do that...it also pleased me to no end. Kate was indeed far aroused at this point, perhaps more than I had seen her in quite some time. There was no doubt about it now, what she'd said, and what we'd agreed upon earlier, about going for broke here tonight more or less, was suddenly being proven in what I now enjoyed seeing her doing.



Having seen that, along with the combined sensation of Darlene's pussy, and oddly enough, Jack's mouth still periodically sucking my dick in between, I knew I wasn't going to be able to hold out for much longer myself. But it was Kate's cry of climatic release that did it for me, just hearing her, that familiar little squeal she made whenever she climaxed.
"Fuck, am gonna squirt!" Was about all I managed, my eyes closing automatically, feeling my balls tighten even more than they already were, just as Jack reached up, cupping them. I shot off like a rocket, filling Darlene's cunt, hearing her cry out in delight as I did that, as she too began to climax, Jack having latched onto her clit, sucking it...as the two of us came together.
Darlene all but collapsed, falling forward, my prick suddenly popping out of her drenched now very creamy pussy, though Jack continued licking us both, doing so almost casually, cleaning us both up. Now almost too sensitive, I sat back, forcing the issue, standing up on almost unsteady knees as I wandered over towards my wife, helping her up where we hugged, and then kissed erotically. I didn't even think about it, tasting Mac's flavor and essence in my wife's mouth as we tongued one another passionately.
"Whew...I need another drink!" I then stated, as Kate agreed with me, the two of us walking over towards the makeshift bar Jack had set up. Though as we did that, it became obvious to us both...that another show was soon about to start, and neither one of us wanted to miss that.
By now, Joy had made her way over to where Jim was still laying on the mat. His cock still covered with my wife's nice creamy little spending. Tendrils of her female juice still clinging to it as Joy began lapping and cleaning him up.
"You ready to give me a nice big hot juicy load baby?" She asked him as he smiled at her nodding his head.
"Fuck yes...I'm not sure I can hold out much longer," he confessed.
"Would you like some help?" She grinned still teasing his cock, licking it. Once again he nodded as Joy then turned towards Mac, inviting him over. "Care to give me a hand with this?" She asked him hotly. "Baby's ready to burst here...time for Old Faithful to blow!"
Once again sitting down, though placing our seats close enough so we could watch this, Jill soon sauntered over as well, standing next to me, one hand on my shoulder, the other one again down between her legs. She slipped a finger inside, and then offered it to me as I took it...sucking it off, tasting her own juicy fluids.
"It's so fucking hot watching him come," she stated as Jack now joined his wife, slipping behind her, and then in her, the two of them slow-fucking, not for the purpose of reaching, or finding climax, but in simply pleasuring one another while watching this climatic moment as we all were.
"Come on Darlene...come help!" Joy now stated, inviting Darlene over, as she somehow snuggled up between his legs, laying on her back as she actually took his balls into her mouth. From above, Mac and Joy licked, sucked and ran tongues, hands and fingers up and down his shaft, methodically, well practiced, and obviously having done this and shared such together with one another before. It was like watching a perfectly choreographed performance as they complimented one another, as opposed to getting in one another's way as they did this.
"Almost there baby...almost there. So...fucking good, feels so...fucking...hot!" He just managed, his face starting to redden just a little, the intensity of what we all knew to be here shortly, a rather intense orgasmic display. And no one was disappointed either. In hindsight, looking back at that moment, I honestly can say, I'd never seen anything like it.
Old Faithful
In the past, I've actually prided myself in having some rather remarkable, "big-squirty" jettisons of spunk myself. Though that was usually only after I'd gone a few days without jerking off, or without doing anything with Kate either. And then only...if we'd really teased, and delayed the shit out of one another before that actually happened.
Still...those squirts of mine when they occurred where something to see and to talk about. Which we laughingly usually did.
So knowing that...about myself anyway, I was pretty much expecting something similar out of Jim when he finally came. After all, he'd been aroused now most of the night without having come once, so I had a pretty good idea, that when he did come...and soon by the looks of it, it was going to be a good one.
Like I said...I had no idea!
It was as though all of God's creatures were suddenly aware of what was about to happen. I couldn't swear it of course, but I'd have bet money that even the crickets which had just a short time ago, came out and began chirping...had quieted. I know none of us spoke a word, only the sound of labored breath, a faint hint of Jill's juicy cunt, though I also think Jack quit fucking her for a moment, holding still there inside her as Jim suddenly let out a cry, seemed to arch his back, lifting his ass which forced Darlene to lift with him keeping in contact with his balls.
What I saw then...was the most unbelievable sight I had ever seen.
The "rope" and I call it that...because it damn near looked like that in fact, shot out of the end of his prick in this long, lengthy white streamer of spunk that somehow defied gravity. Without exaggeration, I still swear it shot at least three if not four feet straight up in the air. Now I've had a few that I daresay have done that as well, though perhaps not straight up, but even then...only one, perhaps two. Not Jim.
Now sitting up, Joy on one side, Mac on the other (Darlene now scooting out so that she too could watch) they both had their hands wrapped around his cock, pulling down on it...holding it. He shot again as they did that...still holding, not moving back up. Another streamer, just full, just as copious, and just as high shot out again. And then up again came their hands, and down again repeating the movement, the squirting. They pumped, he shot...they pumped, he shot over and over again. I sat, I know my wife sat, each of us wondering...thinking, though I finally heard myself saying it out loud.
"Holy fucking shit! Will he ever STOP cumming?"
It had broken the sexual tension a little, a few nervous, delightful giggles following, though everyone's eyes remained glued to the spectacle, even as Jim's ass came back to the ground once more. Even then, he continued to spurt, seven, perhaps eight now...though no longer quite as high as they'd been, or as thick perhaps, but still they came, continued to come. Joy and Mac now working his prick a bit more, a steady cadence, a steady yet still slow stroking. He came again, squirting more, only a few inches now, but enough to see it...watch it flow, spurt and begin to saturate their hands, his balls...and everywhere else around them now. I lost track somewhere around thirteen, perhaps fourteen full spurts, not counting the bubbling dribble of spunk that continued to ooze from the tip long after both Joy and Mac had finally quit stroking him, milking his cock. Even then, it continued to bubble out of the tip running down the sides of his shaft.
"And that's why...I call him 'Old Faithful," Joy said, only then mouthing him again, beginning to clean him up.
Only then did I realize somewhere along the way that Jack too had climaxed, now stepping back, a dribble of his own cream running down the inside of Jill's legs as she swiped at it, now gathering up what she could, licking it from her fingers.
"Pretty fucking amazing isn't it?" She then said.
Which Kate and I thought, was a fucking understatement.
With everyone pretty much sated, we sat once again collecting ourselves. Having been invited to spend the night rather than drive home, we decided to do so, though both Mac and Darlene soon after began preparing to leave, as did Joy and Jim as they had early plans for the following morning and needed to make their own long drive back soon as well.
Before they all went back inside to dress again, Joy came over to Kate and I once again telling us how much she enjoyed meeting us, and had enjoyed being with the two of us. I thanked her for that, as Kate did, and told them both how much we too had enjoyed meeting and being with them.
"I didn't get to suck your cock though tonight," she added, "so perhaps you'll return again so that I can."
Without even looking towards Kate for any kind of confirmation or response to that, I answered for the both of us...correctly I might add.
"Count on it...and the sooner the better," I added.
"Don't tempt me," she winked before turning. "I'm still rather horny...and plan on playing with myself all the way home tonight!"
With that, we kissed them good-bye, did the same with Mac and Darlene, and then stood in the driveway next to Jack and Jill, the four of us still nude, still happy as clams as we waved them all off.
"Well, we can either show you to the guest room...or to our room, whichever you'd prefer," Jill asked.
It was a no brainer. We might have to catch up on a bit of sleep the following day, but Kate and I were both ready and willing to continue on with this new adventure we'd just taken, and spend the rest of the night enjoying the delights of our two very new, and very dear friends.
-End-
Epilogue and note
Although my wife and I must remain anonymous for both personal, as well as professional reasons, I wanted to take a moment and thank Many Feathers for telling this story for us.
And though he certainly took some poetic license in some of the dialogue (understandably) for story interest, both my wife and I agree, MF captured the essence of our sometimes quirky friends characters and personalities. Joy (though not her real name no) is indeed a very special and very delightful woman, who has now befriended my wife in such a way that I don't think a single day goes by that they're not on the phone with one another. She is indeed a very unique and very special lady. (Not to mention "Old Faithful") Which really is the nickname she has given her husband, and another now very dear friend of ours.
Though this story is just the beginning of what became a permanent fixture in our lives with this special group of friends, I wanted to find a way to share it, as this experience has indeed changed our lives for the better. We of course have continued on our relationship with this small group of people, along with one another couple recently introduced only a couple of months ago. And though we continue to have, and to enjoy many similar experiences together as was this one. We feel that adequate justice was done in the telling of it, and how we've now come to cherish and enjoy one another's company to the extent that we have.
So again to Many Feathers. Thank you. Thank you for helping us to share this amazing experience.
J & K
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Who'd have thought?
Admittedly I was feeling pretty shitty when I walked in and dumped most of my worldly possessions back in my old bedroom. I was just twenty-five, married a little over a year, and already my marriage was over with. My wife, soon to be ex-wife as soon as I could contact a lawyer and start divorce proceedings, was pregnant. Problem was, it wasn't mine. I was nearly one hundred percent sure it wasn't to begin with, though that wouldn't be fully determined until we'd gotten the blood tests back after the baby was born. And why did I think that? Mainly, because I had stumbled onto Christy's diary for one, which had started all this. Even after we started dating, as attractive as she was, high school sweetheart, cheerleader, and the whole nine yards. Even back then...she was the epitome of the running joke regarding dumb blondes. She had stupidly recorded each and every assignation with the equally dumb-assed ex-star quarterback. A guy she'd been seeing, and sleeping with behind my back almost from the very beginning.
Bad enough that, but then I'd faked going to work, parked around the corner from our apartment, and sure enough...not fifteen minutes later asshole showed up. I waited fifteen minutes, plenty of time to let the two of them fuck themselves...literally. And then quietly opened the door, entering our apartment. Seconds after I had, I could hear the two of them going at it like two cats in a burlap bag. I stopped briefly in the kitchen, grabbing a towel, and then walked down the hallway, just short of the bedroom door. They hadn't even bothered to close it, so sure of themselves. Steeling myself, I walked the last few final feet, Christy was sitting on top of him, her back turned towards me, blocking assholes view of the door as I quietly crept closer and closer towards them.
I'd already twisted up the wet towel...waited, timing the thrust, and then "thwap". I let go with all my might, perfectly timed, perfectly aimed. Christy was so dumb, she actually thought Berferd balls, as I now thought of him, though his name was Bert as I recall, was climaxing. I couldn't even begin to imagine how that must of felt, but I was grinning inwardly as he suddenly bucked up, screaming out for all he was worth, Christy trying to hold on like she was riding a bucking bronco, likewise crying out, only she was yelling, "Yes baby! Yes! Come for me! Come for me! Fill my pussy with your hot creamy juice!"
She didn't know Berferd was shitting himself, the bed and everywhere else. Only then did I make my presence known to her.
"I hope he was worth it," I said. "See you in court."
**
While numb-nuts, and they sure as hell must have been, reached down trying to find out if he still even had a cock and balls. All the while still struggling to force air back into his lungs, and Christy now, wide-eyed, freaked (especially on discovering what she was now sitting in) jumped up off the bed, running around like a chicken with her head cut-off (and no shit...pun intended here) actually trying to cover herself with her hands. Like that made any fucking difference at this point. Screaming out "EEEEEEEUWWWWWWW, YUCK! EEEEEEEEUWWWW!" Looking at the bed, me...herself, the bed again, as I stuffed a few of my more important things into an old duffle bag.
"I'll be back tomorrow for the rest of my things. Just make sure you and numb-nuts, or no-nuts rather, aren't here when I do!" And with that, I left...heading home, though I wasn't too happy about it, but having no place else to go at the moment, giving me no other choice.
Although I had my suspicions, and was relatively sure the baby wasn't mine now, I couldn't very well dump her out on the street until I knew for sure. How she managed, if she could manage to maintain the apartment on her pitiful income was no longer my concern. She could stay there until the next month's rent was due, and then worry about wherever the hell it was she was going to live. At the moment...I could have cared less.
You see...I was still going to school, and working a part-time job, so having kids was completely out of the question. Even with Christy using birth control, I hadn't wanted to take any chances of her getting pregnant, so we had always used...always, always used...a condom in addition to that. Talk about fate playing a cruel joke here...she had indeed gotten pregnant anyway. I had even read the stupid fucking entry in her diary when she wrote about it, wondering even as she put it down, if it was Bert's baby, and not mine. Especially as she also noted, "I'm not sure if Danny and I ever did it without one?" She put a whole row of question marks behind her comment. That's how dumb she truly was. As for the idiot, I noticed in that small split-second of perfect timing, poor old black and blue balls...hadn't been wearing one.
**
Thirty minutes later I was standing in my old bedroom, having dumped out what little I'd brought with me onto my old bed. Not too surprisingly, no one was home. Mom would of course be at work...and my younger sister Kathy would be attending school at a local university, as I knew she was carrying a pretty full course load. She worked part-time as well, so it was rare than she was ever home herself anymore, let alone...having any kind of a social life. I'd always felt my kid sister of two years was cute, certainly not drop-dead gorgeous, but reasonably attractive. What she lacked in looks if anything, she more than made up in brains, having managed to get an almost full scholarship at the local university, which was helping her pay the way through the courses she was taking. Ironically enough, we could end up graduating at almost the same time together the way things were going. I then walked into the kitchen, pulled a beer out of the refrigerator, and had breakfast. After I'd done that, I figured I owed mom a phone-call, I could almost...but not quite hear her say, "I told you so."
I knew she wouldn't. She wouldn't actually do that, say that...but she along with my sister had both tried very hard to get me to rethink my marrying Christy in the first place. I wish to hell I had listened to them.
And I hated dumping all this on mom anyway. She'd more or less been through it herself, the day my old man had walked out on her years ago, dumping mom for a woman half my dad's age. Mom had gotten her "Told you so," on him a year later when she ran off with yet another guy, and basically drained all of dad's accounts. He had tried to weasel his way back in to moms affections, to no avail. She was the one who had given me the idea of the twisted up towel trick. Dad had intended to surprise her, seduce her in a sick twisted way, walking in on her while she'd been in the bathroom taking a shower. He'd stripped off his clothes, stood out in the hallway, jerking himself until he was nice and hard, and then intended to come in and hopefully...entice her. Mom luckily enough, had caught movement out of the corner of her eye, caught dad in the mirror preparing to sneak into the bathroom, and had just managed to twist up the towel off the rack, wetting it just before hand. He came in, she opened the sliding glass door...and "Thwap".
He was still laying on the floor when the police came and arrested him for breaking and entering, along with attempted rape, which was clearly quite obvious. But the real surprise came during the trial when his equally idiotic attorney had brought dad's girlfriend in as a character witness. He actually tried using her to show that dad had been distraught, sorry for what he'd done, beside himself with grief. Only that turned into something else as it was revealed that "what's her name," wasn't twenty-one as she had claimed, hadn't even turned eighteen until just a short time ago, which meant...dad had been having sex and sleeping with an under-aged minor for the better part of a year by this time. It was comical seeing his face as he sat there looking dumbfounded at the Judge, who sat looking back at him, scowling.
He ended up taking a plea deal and got fifteen years, he'd be out in five with good behavior.
He was still serving time. And I could have cared less.
**
After I finished my beer, I called mom at work. She was doing pretty well for herself by now, working as a claims adjuster for a fairly large Insurance company. As such, her hours were flexible, though she stayed fairly busy, once in a while traveling out of state even. But, she did love her job, felt self sufficient, enough so...she hadn't gone looking for another man to fill the void. Sure...she dated on occasion, and no doubt fucked some of the men she did date. On the nights she didn't come home, that was pretty clear what she was doing. But she never once brought anyone home, not while Kathy and I were still living there at least. And so far as I knew, even after I'd married and moved out, she hadn't then either.
"Hi sweetie! What's up?" Mom asked curiously. I very often did call her, just not usually first thing in the morning on a workday. I'd already called in, taken the day off...figuring I'd need to.
"Just wanted to thank you."
"For what?"
"For the towel trick you pulled on Jack," I told her. She got my meaning, ever since he'd left, I had refused to call him dad. And then I told her...the rest of the story.
**
I had tried very hard to dissuade her from coming home, but she wouldn't have it. She was already on her way. Now worried and concerned for her "baby" as she'd called me, which I think to her, I always would be...no matter how old I got. In a way...it was comforting. I might very well be my own man at this point, but the truth of the matter was, I was in need of a little TLC myself at the moment. And mom was just what the Dr. ordered.
Except for one thing. It was because of mom that I'd moved out and gotten married in the first place. Not because of anything she'd ever done...but because of what I was afraid I might do. You see...I had always had this desire, for her. A desire that try as I might...for so many years, I just couldn't put out of my head. And the last thing she needed was to have to be confronted with the likes of her own sick, twisted, perverted son. Jack was bad enough, she didn't need another one. And now...here I was again, right back where I'd started. On the one hand, almost glad to be home again. On the other, scared shitless...afraid of what I might do or say, or inadvertently let slip out. All I could do for now was bide my time, hope for the best, and eventually move out, and find yet again, another place to stay that would keep some distance between the two of us. Until then, I'd have to be content with my secret, private fantasies and pleasures, and hope to hell she never found out.
She was home ten minutes later. And two seconds after that, she was holding my head against her breasts trying to comfort and sooth me. Which helped immensely, because it did. But...I was now also standing there with a very painful, hard throbbing erection, trying desperately to keep it from digging into her thigh, or anywhere's else for that matter as she mashed my head against those almost perfect, full beautiful breasts of hers.
Yeah...I had seen them, on more than one occasion. Nudity had never been a major issue in our house growing up. Mom refused to let the situation with Jack turn sexuality, pleasure, and the rest of that into something less than what it was really meant to be. She didn't openly parade around in the buff or anything, but if either Kathy or I happened in on her while she was dressing, or undressing, she didn't exactly shoo us out of the room either. She always went about her business as though we weren't even there, never making it a big deal, though it very often for me...became a big deal, later...in the privacy of my bedroom as I lay there on my bed jerking off, with whatever new images, thoughts...or fantasies I now had regarding her. Another reason I felt like such a shit for doing so. If mom ever found out how I felt, she'd no doubt find the way to take the blame for it herself, looking back, wishing she'd never been the way she'd been with us growing up. And that was the last thing I ever wanted her to do either.
But there I was now, only a millimeter of material away from having my face rubbing directly against those still gorgeous breasts of hers, and having a hard on to boot, which was going to take some fancy shuffling on my part, to keep her from being aware of.
She then spotted the empty beer bottle sitting on the kitchen table. "It's a bit too early for that Danny, how about I fix you some real breakfast instead?"
"I'm not really hungry mom...but coffee would be nice," I told her. She relented, and began making it, while it dripped, she announced since she'd taken the rest of the day off so she could be with me, that she was going upstairs to change into her "comfy clothes" as she called them. Once again, I was almost wishing she wouldn't. And then again...looking forward to seeing her in them again, it had been, after all, a long time since I had.
The coffee was just finishing when she came back down the stairs. I was already pouring us both a cup when she came back into the kitchen. Thank god I'd now had enough time for my erection to have gone down considerably, though upon seeing her...I knew I'd soon need the protection of the kitchen table to hide a renewed erection within moments of seeing her. Like I said...it had indeed been a while since I'd seen mom wearing her so called, "comfy clothes."
For mom, that usually meant, and in this case certainly did...no bra. Usually a wife-beater tee shirt, which she had on now, and which looked painted on truth, be told. She had naturally full "C" cup breasts at least, and at 46 years of age, she still looked damn fine, a hell of a lot better than most women her age. She'd kept herself physically fit, almost daily working out in the downstairs exercise room she'd had put in. So she didn't have a lot of excess fat, if any...and probably in a lot better shape than even I was. Though while living here, I'd worked out with her most every day as well, though again for me...I'd let the last several month's get away from me as far as a daily regime of exercise went.
She also wore a pair of my old cut off sweats, wearing them almost too short...even for her, though she had the ass and legs to pull it off. I had always secretly gotten a kick out of the fact they were my old high school sweat pants. Mom said she enjoyed wearing them because it reminded her of me, and the fact of course, they were nice and big, and still comfortable. Sometimes when she sat, depending on how, and where I was, I could see right up the pants leg. Very often I saw panties...usually, but...a time or two, I'd had a glimpse into paradise.
But it was an outfit she only wore inside the house, never out, and always changed out of it whenever anyone came over, even when they'd shown up unannounced. In front of Kathy and I however...mom just loved wearing her comfy clothes whenever she planned on sticking around the house.
Like my sister, and me mom had dark brown hair, hazel colored eyes. Both Kathy and mom very often wore their hair in ponytails, making them look almost like sisters, as opposed to being mother-daughter. That's how good of shape mom truly was in. Only when she let her hair out full, wore a bit of makeup, did her true beauty and maturity, truly shine through. As much as I loved seeing her like that, I had also come to resent it to. Usually when she dressed up like that, she was going out...either to attend some function or convention...or to spend the night in a hotel or motel some place, fucking another guys cock. I hated that I was jealous of that, hated what it did to me...hated the way I thought, and very often the way I acted around her, or even treated her, when I had no good reason for doing so. Mom eventually sort of caught on. After that, she'd maybe inform Kathy as to what her plans were, which she'd then tell me later...after mom had already somehow managed to sneak out of the house without having to confront me.
Like I said...it had gotten to the point that when Christy came along, I jumped at the chance, even knowing as I did...it probably wouldn't last.
**
Mom of course now sitting across from me at the table, sipping her coffee. Me...trying very hard not to stare at her fairly dark, very obvious, dollar sized nipples, which seemed to be already pressing, and poking against the thin material of her tee.
"So, tell me again...at the beginning, when you walked down the hallway with the towel in your hand..."
Mom always had a way of making a bad situation, into something humorous, as long as it didn't hurt or offend anyone. I knew she was trying to do that now, staying well away from the "I told you so," she must have been thinking. I related the story again, and then we laughed, and cried hysterically as I recounted it, each time seemingly funnier, with Christy dancing around the room, covered in shit, and Bert wailing away like a baby, still rolling around in it himself. I wish I had had a camera with me. One of those "priceless" moments.
And then things sort of got serious again. "Well, I for one...am glad you're back. And you damn well know Danny, you're welcome to stay here as long as you'd like. There's no reason for you to go rushing out, trying to find someplace else to live. Especially right now, where you need family, need to be with family...and that brings us to a whole other issue."
"Oh? What?" I asked curiously...somewhat nervously. Another thing about mom was, was her uncanny ability to seemingly read minds. If not specifics, she knew enough to know when something was festering, bothering...and gnawing at either one of us...Kathy or me.
"I know...you left to get married for reasons other than being in love with her. You'll never convince me Danny, that you ever really were. So...how about you now level with me? Why'd you run off and marry her in the first place?"
I knew damn well there was no way in hell I was going to tell her the real reason. Jesus, she'd kick my ass out the door the moment I mentioned a single word about the way I truly felt about her. So I quite naturally lied.
"Well, mainly...because you know, we'd just started having sex, and well...it seemed like it was the right thing to do at the time, you know...make it legal and all."
"Ah huh..." Mom said taking a sip of her coffee, peering over the rim of her cup at me as she said that. It had sounded pretty lame, even to me.
"No...really," I said in my own defense, though I knew damn well my eyes were saying otherwise as she looked directly into them.
"Ok, we'll table this for now," she offered. "Especially under the circumstances. But...I'm telling you right here and now, and I want you to promise me something..." she paused, waiting.
"Promise you what?"
"When you're ready...you'll tell me the truth, no matter what, no matter how bad you think it might be. You owe me that much. And I'll promise you in return, I won't judge anything you have to say, or share with me. And that...I do promise you!"
"Ah huh," I said in kind. And then added, seeing her stern serious look. "Ok, I promise. Really...when I'M ready!"
At least she had given me that much. In my mind...I doubted I ever would be.
**
"Listen honey, why don't you go up stairs and take a nice long hot shower, maybe it will help to relax you."
That sounded like a fine idea on several counts. For one, it would again put some distance between us for a while anyway. And two, I needed to desperately do something about this almost painful erection I now had once again. Seeing mom in her "comfy clothes" had certainly gotten to me, and I'd been sitting there running through a scenario of decadent thoughts almost the entire time we'd been talking. That's how sick and twisted I was. Even a simple conversation between us, didn't detract from the visions I sat enjoying about my own mother.



I really was sick. And I had a hard on. First things first.
I entered the bathroom, got the water going nice and hot, stripped down, and then stepped in. The water felt good on my skin as it pummeled against me, already starting to relax, though still highly aroused. A mixture of emotions now flooding through me all at once. It just sort of hit me, unexpectedly. Wasting the last year of my life, soon to be divorced, home again...seeing mom again, I suddenly found myself standing there bawling like a baby. So consumed in my own grief, my stupidity, my absurd, perverted, twisted arousal, I hadn't really heard the simple knock on the bathroom door.
Mom had decided I might need some fresh towels and had brought some up to me. I had forgotten what it was like living here. In the past, mom had done that before, a brief simple knock, and then if the door was unlocked, either to our bedrooms, or the bathroom, she'd simply walk in and do whatever she was there to do. Whether that was to deliver towels, or folded clean laundry to our rooms. I should have remembered that, should have locked the bathroom door, though later...I wondered if I hadn't subconsciously forgotten to do so...hoping mom would enter the room.
The thing was, she had. And she heard me...standing there in the shower crying. I wasn't even aware of her presence until suddenly the sliding glass doors opened, and then she did something she had never done before, she stepped in...fully clothed, spinning me around, hugging her to me.
"Oh baby...oh honey, it's ok...mommies here."
**
Now I had a new dilemma. I was naked...mom wasn't, though she might as well have been. Standing there in the shower with me, her white, wife-beater tee shirt might as well have been translucent. Still in a bit of shock at her unexpected presence, mom held me against her, more specifically, those same breasts which I could easily see now, staring down at them, seeing the very clear, very dark coloration of her rock hard nipples as they speared through the soaked, plastered tee shirt she was wearing. But even more problematic of course, I could feel my hard firm erection digging into my mother's abdomen. And if I could...
Still hugging me to her, me still slobbering a bit, though the crying was now pretty much under control, replaced quite naturally of course, because now I was frightened, and confused well beyond my ability to cope with it. Mom of course, taking my sudden calmness as having been comforted, relaxing...which I was anything but. Almost too scared to move...my cock still digging into her tummy, as I now tried to gingerly back away a bit. And then I got an even bigger shock. I felt her hand surrounding it.
"Danny...please, don't say anything, don't think...just, let me...do something for you. I...I think, this might help you to relax."
The next thing I knew, mom was stroking my cock, lovingly, firmly...tenderly. I seriously thought I was dreaming, standing there beneath the shower, the feel of her soft firm breasts pressing against me.
"This...is silly," she then said, which for a moment made me think that she'd suddenly realized not only how silly this really was...but how weird, how sick...how demented it actually was, and that I had perhaps in some way, caused her to forget herself, and realize what it was she was doing...holding her own sons cock. But what she did was, step back, suddenly reaching down and pulled the tee shirt she was wearing, up and over her head. But she didn't stop there either, she then shimmied out of her now equally wet, equally drenched sweat shorts, and now stood there in front of me, just as naked as I was. Once again her hand came out, wrapping itself around my hard turgid member.
"There, that's better!" she said, as she began stroking it for me once more. I was at a total loss for words. I didn't know what the hell to say...words would come later perhaps, when we sat down to discuss this, which I was pretty sure we would. But for now, all I could do was reach out, my hands coming up to cup my own mother's breasts as she stood there jerking me off. I was half expecting her to push my hands away, removing them from off her breasts, though under the circumstances, that would have been as absurd as what she was actually doing. Instead, she moaned, leaning into me, her head on my shoulder now as I continued toying with her boobs, fingers now easily locating her hard extended nipples, playing with them, pulling on them. She sighed again, pleasurably. "God baby...that feels so good."
"Yeah...no shit," I finally answered back, hearing the catch in my own voice as I said it, still in disbelief at what was happening here. My wildest fantasies coming true, though how they had, why they had...continued to escape me. But for now at least, I didn't care how, or why...only that it was. Words indeed...would come later, afterwards.
I heard her laugh at that, chuckle...sighing once more. It was the best sound, the greatest sound, and the most comforting thing she could have ever done, aside from her playing with my cock anyway.
I felt my knees buckling, already starting to get the shakes, what she was doing...the way she was doing it, felt heavenly. All thoughts of her being my mom, playing with my dick, suddenly evaporating like so many raindrops hitting a hot sidewalk on a summers day. All I could think about for the moment was the tightness in my balls, the sensation of what I damn well knew was going to be one mother-loving, earth-shattering orgasm, only seconds from now. That...and the feel of those god-loving, hot-fucking, incredible tits I held in my hands as it started to happen.
"Oh fuck mom...Jesus, oh God, oh God! Oh GOD!"
"Let it come baby, that's it...let it come, feel it baby...give it to mommy," she told me. And then I did.
It felt like I came forever! Standing there looking down at myself, as we both were now, heads together in fact, watching the semen leap from my cock, spurting upwards, defying gravity as I splurged against her, specifically those same breasts I continued to hold, watching my semen as it covered her, leaving tracers of my spunk splashing against her as she cried out in delirious glee and enjoyment, watching it. And all I could think of to do then...was kiss her.
I think that one...caught her off guard. At least for a moment anyway. Obviously I had never ever kissed her quite like that. Not the ole' typical kiss your mom kind of a kiss...this was full on lips, seeking lips, tongue suddenly spearing into her mouth, without thinking, just reacting, succumbing to the moment. There was only the briefest hesitation, withdrawal if you will as she no doubt involuntarily reacted back to the unexpected, perhaps unanticipated reaction. But then suddenly, as quick as she'd started to move away, she pressed forward. Now it was her tongue dancing with mine, her mouth seeking, and chewing on my lips, her breath coming fast, anxious and as needful as mine was. And my cock continued to throb, somehow continued to drip, if not spurt now at least, still bubbling cum, still drooling out semen onto her hand as she still continued working it, moving it up and down, back and forth, lovingly, still playfully...squeezing out every single drop.
Only when I was fully sated, did she release me, stepping back a bit, forcing the two of us to break the tongue duel we'd been having. Her face was flushed, as was mine of course. Her hands now coming up around my neck, not so much to wrap them around holding me, as I felt her rinsing her hands off, knowing as she did, she was washing away all traces of what she'd just done to me. What she'd allowed herself to do to me, wondering as she did...was she now finally having guilt feelings having done so? She then rinsed off her cum soaked breasts as well, only turning then, once again opening the door of the shower.
"I'll give you a moment to collect yourself. After that...we probably should talk. Come see me in my room," she then added, stepping out, toweling off quickly, her wet soggy clothes still laying inside the shower stall. She didn't even bother picking them up, taking them with her. I heard the gentle close of the door behind her as she left the bathroom. And I stood there, looking down at my still slightly stiff member, trying to convince myself that it had actually really happened. And then wondering...what the hell I had done, what she was no doubt now feeling. I could only imagine the thoughts she must have been dealing with at this point, what I had somehow confused her into doing.
I dreaded walking into her room.
**
I took an inordinate amount of time drying off. Slipping into a fresh pair of 'tighty-whities' and a clean tee shirt I had brought in with me. There was no point going back to my room to finish dressing, or putting anything else on, as I'd have to walk by her bedroom door in order to do so, and I could see as I stepped out into the hallway, her door was open. At least I was somewhat dressed now, as I figured she'd be again.
I stepped into the doorway of her room, she was sitting there on the edge of her bed, she at least had a large fluffy bath towel wrapped around herself, so she wasn't exactly naked still...just naked beneath it, and once again, my stupid prick sort of betrayed me, throbbing a bit with the realization of that, even growing a little, though not enough to once again embarrass the hell out of me, or totally betray my thoughts.
"You ah...wanted to talk mom?"
"I think we should yes...there's something I need to say to you," she said patting the bed next to her, inviting me to sit down. Her face was still flushed, though again so was mine as I took a seat, trembling a bit nervously, anxiously. "I need to apologize to you," she said simply, sounding obviously concerned, worried...no doubt guilty.
"For what? There's nothing for you to apologize for! If anything, I should be the one to apologize to you, for making you do something you shouldn't have!"
She looked at me like I'd just turned blue or something. "Making me...do?" She seemed to ask, still looking perplexed. "Danny...I wanted to, it was me remember? You didn't ask me...I was the one who just got in...I was the one who...who, grabbed you, you didn't say, ask..."
She was right of course, that's what really had happened, though in my mind, I had somehow replayed it, using my own fears, twisting things around. Once I realized that, I sat staring at her.
"You...you wanted to do that?" I said suddenly dumbfounded.
Once again she was looking at me like I had lost my mind, and maybe I had. "For a long time now...yes. I figured you knew that, and that was the real reason why you felt like you needed to leave, needed to get out of the house, no matter what. Which is the real reason you actually married Christy. That IS the reason isn't it? What you've been so afraid to tell me, honestly, until now?"
This was really fucked up. Now I really was confused. And must have looked like it.
"Since....since when?" I stammered. "I mean...I left, but, shit...fuck, sorry...I mean...I married her yes, to, to...keep from, Jesus!" I said in exasperation. Mom once again was wide-eyed looking at me, trying to let me finish, but now as flustered and confused as I was. "Damn it mom! I left because I wanted to be with you! My own mother! Not Christy!"
There, I'd said it. And whatever else happened now, it was out in the open. I couldn't take it back, couldn't change it, but in a weird way, it actually felt good finally getting it all out in the open.
"What?"
Once again silence passing between us as we sat there on the bed looking at one another.
"You've...wanted...me?"
"For as far back now as I can ever remember mom, yes. I figured that if you ever found that out, you'd disown me. And after what had happened with Jack, well...let's just say, I have no desire to feel what that fucking towel feels like."
She burst out laughing, and then I did. And then she collapsed back onto the bed, still laughing, and then I rolled over, not quite on top of her, but looking at her.
"We still have to talk, about a whole lot of things...but not right now," she said, and then put her hands on my face, and pulled me towards her, once again kissing me, this time passionately, not like a mom, not like a mother...but like a woman. And as I did that, as we kissed, I felt movement, opened my eyes just a little, and watched as she simply undid her robe, parting it.
She was naked again.
**
"Make love to me Danny...please," she asked. "Make love...to your mother! God help me...help us, but...please Danny, please. Fuck me!"
I was as naked as she was two seconds later. Not even realizing when I reached down to yank off my underwear that I was as hard as a rock again. But I most certainly was. Now looking down, looking at the very place I had once come from, and was about to go back too...I felt hypnotized, certainly mesmerized, and didn't just want to go shoving my hard dick inside her without refamiliarizing myself with her again either. Perhaps expecting me to do just that, mom scooted up further onto the bed, opening her legs, allowing herself to so uninhibitedly invite me, vulnerably. Flushed...anxious, certainly aroused. Still sitting beside her for a moment, looking at her, I could see the glistening dew of her moisture actually seeping out, coating her lips, bathing them in an intoxicating, liquid invitation. Which I accepted of course, but not in quite the way she was at that moment expecting.
I finally rolled over between her legs, and then ran my tongue up her split.
"OH MY GOD!" Was all she said, and then cried out pleasurably, her hands suddenly running through my hair, keeping me pressed against her as I continued to tickle her, tease her, exploring her now with my tongue as I tasted her essence for the very first time.
As much as I hate to admit it, one of the few things I had enjoyed doing for Christy, was going down on her. Mostly because I liked it, though she certainly did. And rarely, if ever, did she actually reciprocate the same for me. Usually nothing more than a brief interlude of what I knew she felt was necessary foreplay, before just climbing on top. Never once had I ever come in her mouth, something that was simply unthinkable for her to do. But I still enjoyed tonguing her never the less. One of the few real highlights of our marriage. But now...here I was, doing that, and enjoying it even more, oh yes..."far fucking more!" I thought to myself as I lay there between mom's legs, running my tongue up and down that sweet tasting furrow. Shaven, which was a bit of a surprise as even Christy hadn't done that, preferring a 'landing strip,' as it was called, which I personally found silly. I'd always enjoyed either or...as opposed to that. And now, here I was, licking my own mother's cunt, running my tongue up to her clit, lapping at it, and then gingerly, softly, sucking it.
Now I knew mom never was a prude. And that there was a down to earth openness about her. Always had been. Not like she didn't cuss, because she did, and threw as many "F" bombs around as Kathy and I called them, as anyone else did, especially when she was frustrated, or tired, or had had "one of those days." So it's not like I hadn't heard her say fuck before. But...the way she was saying it now, and the meaning in the way she was saying it, was like erotic, blissful, beautiful music to my ears.
"Oh fuck, baby! Baby! Yes! Yes! Oh my god yes! Eat my cunt baby! Fuck me with your tongue, your fingers! Suck me...suck my clit, suck it...eat it...fuck it! Finger it! Make me cum!"
Man...she ran off a string of erotic, sensual sounding words in a way I'd never heard her use before. And for the briefest of moments, I actually was jealous again. Jealous of any man who had ever heard her say that, speak like that. But then I chased those thoughts away, somehow I knew...even without asking, she'd never called any one of those guys baby, and meant it the way she said in saying it to me.
"Lick me baby...lick me...eat me honey, eat your mothers cunt!"
**
As worked up as she was, (though I'd like to think it was my now rapidly flicking tongue on her clit!) with the sexual tension in the air, the sudden realizations we'd just both experienced, and the now out in the open knowledge of everything...mom and I both had just given ourselves over to this unbridled pleasure. Needless to say...it didn't take long. Moments later, mom's hands were once again pulling on my scalp, literally humping herself up now against me, mashing her pussy against my face, grinding...humping, me holding on, now sucking her clit, hard, harder still as she implored me into doing so as she came.
"Oh my god Danny! Danny! DANNNNNNNNNNNNNY!" She exploded my name orgasmic in nature, as she wailed out at the top of her lungs, soaking me, along with everything else. As I now discovered something else I'd never known about mom. She was a squirter!
Even after she had finished spending herself against me, I continued to lay there, lapping up all that sweet glorious juice, softly still exploring, drinking, sucking up her nectar wherever I could find it hiding within the folds of her slick juicy pussy.
Finally she reached down forcing me away. I looked up, my face glistening with her juice, I could feel it, sense it, smell it and still taste it.
"Now...come make love to me," she said as though reciting a prayer. I lifted up, still on my knees, moving into and between her. My cock throbbed, the head more swollen and purple than I'd ever seen it, even in the shower. Mom looked down, gasping as she did. She reached out, taking it in her hand, placing it against the lips of her cunt, rubbing it up and down, teasing herself. "I helped in bringing you into this world, out of this same very place. And now more than anything Danny, I want to be the one to bring you back into it."
I waited, content to do so, enjoying the feel of her hand on me again as she teased me, teased herself, just rubbing the tip up and down her succulent, hot, wet split. I was thankful I had come a short while earlier, not yet fighting for control, even as good as this felt. Enjoying the ride, the tease...the sensual playfulness my own mother's hand was giving me. I felt her lips suck, caress, encompass and surround the head of my dick, heard the juicy, erotic, decadent sounds she made with it, sounds she made herself. Hot naughty sucking sounds, slick sounds, slippery obscene, vulgar, beautiful sounds as she introduced my cock into her pussy. I felt the head ease inside, her hand still holding, guiding me inch by precious inch until she could no longer continue holding onto it.
"Fuck me now Danny! Fuck me! Spear me with that sweet cock of yours!"
I drove home. I buried myself fully, deeply into my mother womb. I knocked at the door of her cervix, she answered, she invited me in. She smothered me with her caress, clenching me, her muscles working around and about me. And I fucked her. Slowly...smoothly, without fanfare, without urgency, without fear, guilt or worry. I fucked my mother's cunt. I fucked her, and made love to her, and she fucked me back, and made love to me back. For what felt like a glorious eternity.
How we managed it, I don't know, but we came together without words, without warning, just coming...spraying together. Me inside, squirting what I knew was another voluminous load. She in kind, spraying me, her own female nectar fighting for escape, the liquid pleasure of her own pearly orgasm finding its way around my hard stiff shaft, bathing my balls in another shower as I drove home, in and out, steady...constant, never relenting even as the last spurt flew from the tip of my cock, as the last squirt of her cunt made its way past my dick soaking me in kind. Only then did we each hold still, basking in the heat, the juice, the aroma and sound of our respective, collective breaths as we each fought for sanity. And then we kissed again, tenderly...lovingly.



"I so love you mom," I told her. Meaning it in an entirely different way, unlike any way I had ever said it before.
"I love you too Danny," she responded in kind. And even in the way she said it back to me, I heard it said differently, meant differently, than anyway she'd ever expressed it before.
Even then it was a while before either one of us moved. Not until my cock did it for us, slipping out of her with a wet squishy plop, deflated now, almost entirely, likewise satiated, content...thoroughly spent, as we both were.
"We'd ah...best get cleaned up, air the room out a little," she laughed. "Kathy will be home within the hour," she now reminded me, and in doing so...likewise reminding me, we still had things to discuss, especially with regards to my sister.
"After she heads off to work...we still need to talk, need to discuss all this, what it means, where it goes from here...if, that's where you want it to go," she added.
"I do," I said simply. "I can't go back mom...not now, not ever again, unless of course..."
She shushed me, placing her fingers against my lips. "Later, we'll discuss it all later. Right now, we really do need to wash off the sex smells, clean up, and then I need to get working on dinner before your sister gets home."
With that, she sat up, pulling me up out of bed with her. "Now...help me strip the sheets off the bed!"
**
Kathy was indeed a whole other concern. Something we surely would have to consider, and figure into the equation. Though I had enjoyed what had just happened with mom, more than anything I ever felt possible to enjoy with her, I also knew...the ramifications of that could prove out to be devastating to my sister if she ever found out. And there again, hurting her in any way was the last thing I ever wanted to do.
Although we had over the past year or so grown distant, and with good reasons, it hadn't always been like that between us. Even as kids, we hardly if ever fought. Always close, always sharing, and in time, always there for one another, sharing secrets...more importantly keeping them, building trust. When puberty hit, we even managed to work through all that together as well. Close enough to discuss things, talk about things that most of the time we only shared or discussed with our closest friends. It had always been like that between us, right up until the time I had decided to get married, announced it. Only then had Kathy seemingly pulled away, no longer sharing much if anything with me, her fears and concerns spoken of only once in a last ditch effort, and then after that...hardly a single word in concern or question. And certainly never again after that, anything about herself, or where she was in her life. That now...became private, secretive, unlike ever before.
I remembered her twenty-first birthday, almost as though it were yesterday. Just a few short months before Christy and I were married. Looking back on it now, I wondered even then if she wasn't trying to warn me, somehow save me from myself in the only way that she felt she possibly could.
Now, finally at legal age to actually drink, she had made plans to "go out" and do so. Mom's concern, worry...and insistence that she stay at home and do it there...especially for the first time, and especially as she knew, Kathy would no doubt go overboard, finally won out. Though not without my own help and cooperation. She'd managed to convince me to stick around and more or less chaperone, the small little party mom had agreed to let Kathy have. But even then, with strict rules about anyone driving home who didn't have a sober ride. Rooms made ready for those who couldn't. Assurances from me that I wouldn't let anyone go who'd been drinking, driving themselves. And then of course...looking after my sister without being too horribly obvious about it, even though she knew I'd be there, keeping an eye out for her. Only then had mom relented, making herself scarce, spending the evening out with one of her few and rare girlfriends.
Sure enough, as the night wore on, Kathy got more and more tipsy, finally to the point where she couldn't walk without help. She had finally stumbled into the coffee table, knocking it over, falling, though thankfully there was nothing on it she could break, and even more importantly she hadn't broken anything on herself.
But the party was officially over with after that. Those who could safely drive, did so...taking others, thankfully, and gratefully, leaving no one else behind to spend the night. Kathy by now half collapsed on the couch, where I was tempted to simply cover her up, leaving her there. But then remembering one of my own similar experiences when I'd just turned twenty-one. I didn't figure that mom would appreciate Kathy puking all over her nice white couch, or onto her expensive shag carpeting then as well. So I helped her up, half carrying, supporting, and led her upstairs to her own room, grabbing a bucket first, just in case she might need it later on.
Once inside her room, she had staggered away from me, pushing off. I figured she would simply collapse there down into her bed. Only then would I cover her, tuck her in for the night, and place the large pale by her bedside on the floor where hopefully she'd discover it, should it be needed. I stood there waiting for her to fall over, but instead, she seemed to stagger, holding her own for a moment, and then surprised me, reaching up, beginning to undo the buttons on the blouse she was wearing, oblivious perhaps to my presence, or not realizing I was watching her doing that.
It was like being a deer caught in the headlights. I didn't know what to do for a moment, warn her...remind her, tell her I was still there, or wait...watch, allow myself this unfair moment, this perverted act of decadence, taking advantage of my sister's inebriation.
It wasn't like we hadn't seen one another before either. Just like mom, we'd walked in on one another in the bathroom, or bedrooms, or inadvertently come home at strange times, catching each other running about in our underwear, or sometimes less. Neither Kathy nor I had made a big deal out of any of that either, always laughing it off, teasing one another about it afterwards perhaps. Or thoughtfully reminding ourselves of the far more intimate discussions we'd had when questions or curiosities arose, coming to one another first, even before going to mom should we want to ask or inquire about something, usually of a sexual nature.
But this...this was different. Somehow it was different, seeing Kathy actually undressing herself, or at least trying to anyway, right there in front of me. She'd managed to undo her blouse, now standing there in her bra, even though it concealed her smaller breasts, just seeing my sister in her bra sent impure thoughts coursing through my head.
"Kathy," I said, trying to let her know I was there, that I could see at least this much. All she did was smile, holding out her arms towards me.
"Help me Danny, help me...I'm drunk I'm think," she said mixing her words, and then laughing about it, realizing that she had. "An...an, well, I don't want to sleep in my clothes. You're my brother Danny, it's ok, you've seen me in my... in my birthday suit," she said laughing again, for some reason finding that funny now. "Come on Danny, help out a sister here, help me get into my jammies, ok?"
"Ok sis," I laughed, seeing her helplessness, glad in a way she was aware of my presence and felt good enough, comfortable enough, to ask for my help. "Which ones do you want to wear?" I asked reaching her dresser drawer, pulling it out.
"My...my Care Bears," she said, giggling. I shook my head. She really was drunk. Kathy hadn't had that set of pajama's for years now. Maybe she was remembering back to earlier days, I was still chuckling when I turned around to face her, ready to ask her again, or suggest something. She'd managed to take her blouse the rest of the way off, along with her bra. She now stood there, topless...her pert young breasts sticking out at me. I think I froze in place for a moment, looking at her, seeing her smiling at me, one hand on her hip as though trying to strike a seductive pose, failing miserably as she nearly toppled over, losing her balance. She composed herself regaining her balance, although barely, wavering, almost toppling again, still trying to look sexy. "So...big brotha...you like watcha see?" She said slurring her words, trying to look sexy, looking ridicules instead, though she made me laugh, made me smile in the process.
"Oh, are YOU so going to hate yourself in the morning!" I told her, walking over now, totally giving up on trying to find her some pajama's to sleep in. If nothing else, I'd at least push her down into bed before she fell down, and then just yank her jeans off. She'd have to be content with sleeping in a pair of panties, and no bra, though she might indeed be grateful for that later in the event she eventually threw up.
That was the idea anyway as I reached her. Instead, she basically threw her arms out, wrapping herself around my neck, pulling me close towards her. The feel of her breasts unexpectedly mashing against my chest, her liquor tasting mouth suddenly coming down on mine, her lips searching, hungry, as she tried kissing me.
"Kathy!" I said pulling away, forcing her away as I did with my hands, which then succeeded in doing what I thought she'd do, as she toppled over, onto the bed. She was laughing however, making it a game...reaching out towards me, one hand doing a "come here" finger invitation, the other now cupping her breast, doing an invitation to that.
"Come on Danny, come here. Come take your sisters birthday cherry Danny. Wouldn't you like that? Wouldn't you like to stick your horny, hard cock inside your own sister's pussy? Take my cherry Danny? Please Danny please? Come fuck me for my birthday? Give me the only birthday present I really want from you?"
I couldn't believe what I was hearing, even though I knew she was really drunk, and probably wouldn't remember a word of this in the morning. At least I hoped she wouldn't, and I already knew I was going to pretend she hadn't said what I'd just heard her say.
And I also knew, I wasn't about to help her take her jeans off either. Bad enough I was looking at her tits as she offered them to me.
Only now she had reached down to unbutton them herself, hunching her ass up, lifting, trying to work them down her legs, removing her panties in the process as she did that, taking them along with. Now she was basically totally and completely naked, both panties and jeans bunched up somewhere below her knees where she'd given up. I sighed, frustrated, not being able to just leave her laying like that, especially now, especially if she tried to get up later and try and make it into the bathroom like that. She was apt to break her neck. I had no choice, once again walking over, grabbing her cuffs, pulling her pants the rest of the way, off, likewise bringing her underwear with them when I did.
"Hmmm," she moaned pleasurably, her hands now coming down between her legs as she began stroking herself, trying to finger-fuck herself as I folded, or rather tried to fold her jeans tossing them over the back of a nearby chair. Once again, for the briefest of moments, not so much tempted, but the perv in me coming out for a moment, taking in the sight of my sister's pussy. The memory of it even now, still lingering. The contrast oddly enough. Mom shaved, my sister natural, though neatly trimmed perhaps. Though at least she wasn't sporting or prone to having one of those landing strips.
I left her moaning in her bed with her hands between her legs. Not that I didn't trust her...I didn't trust myself.
Sure enough, the next day, she was hung over...getting up once to do god knows what, and then heading back to bed again, not waking up until around dinner time, though even then not eating. Neither mom nor I said a word to her about the night before, and Kathy of course didn't mention it either, drinking about a gallon of orange juice before heading back up to bed again.
The next day however, she did sort of speak to me.
"Where you in my room the other night? Or...was I just dreaming something?" She asked cautiously. "How did I get into bed anyway?"
She wouldn't have believed me if I told her I hadn't helped her up stairs to her room, after all, that was what I was there for. "I helped you," I said simply...letting her put what pieces she could put together for herself, without any help from me.
"So...part of it was real then."
"I guess...depends on which part," I offered.
"How about the part where I woke up naked. Was that with your help?"
I wasn't going to lie to her, after all...what was the point. "Well...sort of with your help, yes, but...I promise I didn't look too long!" I said trying to make a joke out of it, which was something that mom would have done.
That actually didn't seem to bother her much, at least not in a bad way, even smiling a little, though sort of sickly so as she did, reminding me of the failed pose trying to look sexy.
"But...nothing else right?"
I looked at her like I didn't have a clue as to what she was talking about. "Nope, just patted you on the hinny, and sent you to bed," I said in response to that. "You were out like a light a second later."
She seemed relieved upon hearing that, and nothing was ever said about it again. Though it was the last time either one of us really spoke about much of anything after that. A few months later, I was making the worst mistake of my entire life.
**
Not too unexpectedly, though Kathy was surprised to see me sitting there when she came home, she at least didn't do an "I told you so," either after hearing me retell the story again. If anything, she was sympathetic, and like mom, happy to have me home again. For a while anyway, though it also meant having to share a bathroom again.
"I do hope you at least learned how to pick up after yourself while you were away," she poked. "I'm through picking up your crusties off the bathroom floor," she then added.
"Since when have I left crusties on the floor anyway?" I charged her back, to which mom immediately played referee, just like she'd always done, even though this argument, like all the rest, had been in fun.
"Alright you two...go wash up for dinner, and then help me set the table," she said putting a stop to our rather crude conversation. Kathy sprinted off upstairs, me about to follow when mom's almost whispered voice froze me in my tracks briefly.
"No need for crusty shorts anymore anyway," she winked. And then said, "Now...shoo!"
After dinner, I retold the towel portion of the story, where we once again all laughed, making an even bigger joke out of it, imagining that Christy very possibly had poured lighter-fluid all over the sheets, setting them on fire, as opposed to washing them.
"Let's hope she did that outside," mom quipped joining in, and then the three of us bursting out laughing again.
It was good to be home. Especially now, though I knew there was still a lot to talk about and discuss, which we'd be doing soon as Kathy now scrambled to get dressed and run off to her night time waitressing job.
"Be home late," she said unnecessarily, though she leaned over giving me a kiss on the forehead, something she hadn't done in a very, very long time. "Nice to have you home bro..."she said just before leaving. And the smile on her face told me she meant it too.
Mom and I sat waiting until we'd heard Kathy's car pull fully out of the drive, and then onto the street.
"Well now," mom began. "I guess it's time we had that little chat."
**
She had poured us both another glass of wine, and then sat down again. "I think we both know that what happened today, will more than likely happen again."
"I certainly hope so," I told her. And then serious, "I don't think I could go back to pretending it never did, or wouldn't again," I said simply. "In fact I know I couldn't. Not after today, not after the way it felt...the way you felt."
"No. And to be honest honey, I couldn't either. But...there is your sister."
"Yeah, I know, I know."
"We'll have to be careful, very...very careful. Whatever we do, we can't act any differently around one another while she's here. Promise me that."
"I promise. But, what when she isn't?"
Mom smiled. "As long as it's safe, and as long as no one ever knows, ever hears about it...then Danny, I'm yours, whenever, and however you want me."
"Seriously?"
"Seriously!"
"You mean like now?"
She laughed. "That what you want? Again? Already?"
I stood up, proving to her that I was. I already had an erection, it was pressing firmly against the front of my pants.
Mom moaned, sitting back in her chair, the lustful look I'd seen earlier coming back into her face.
"Take it out for me Danny, show it to me, let me see it again, let me see you touching yourself."
"You...you want to ah...watch me, ah...see me playing with myself?"
Once again she grinned. "Oh yes, only this time...with you knowing that I am." That one took me by surprise, even though I had already unzipped, unbuttoned, taking it out.
"You've seen me before?" I asked in shocked disbelief. "When?"
Again she laughed. "Two summers ago, that last trip we all took together, remember, we'd gone up to Yellowstone, rented out the cabin and spent the week there?"
"Yeah..." I said slowly, trying to recall. I mean, looking back on it, remembering, there'd been almost an infinite number of times that I had jerked off, but as far as I knew, or could recall anyway, I never once remember her catching me at it, or even too close around me when I had. "Where was I? Where were you?"
She was grinning, recalling it. "It was the third or fourth day since we got there, we'd all been out swimming in the hotel pool, remember?"
Vaguely I did.
"You and I had come back, done for the day, though Kathy wanted to remain there, eyeing a few boys who were still hanging around. I needed to do some laundry, so I gathered up what we had, content to go down to the small little laundry room do a load, read a book and wait for it to finish."
"Yeah?" Now I really was remembering.
"Well, what you didn't know...and never knew, was that I got all the way down there, and had forgotten my wallet, so I came back for it. You were in the bathroom, and the shower was running, but you weren't in it yet. That...and the door was still open a crack so that it wouldn't entirely steam up the room. I stepped over to it, admittedly tempted to see if I could peek in on you, then inform you why I was back, and thus heading out again. Except when I reached the door, peering in for a moment, I saw something else."
I was standing there hard as a rock, stroking myself in front of her now while she sat there watching me, telling me all this.
"And then what?" I asked, my voice taking on a raspy sound to it, pleasuring myself, enjoying it as I did, enjoying the sensation, knowing mom was now watching me...truly watching me stroking my own cock. But that's when she reached down and lifted her tee shirt, baring her breasts for me, and began playing with them, adding to the thrill of this.
"It was pretty naughty to be honest with you, looking back on it now. At first, I couldn't quite figure out what you were really doing. I thought initially, peeing...or starting to, before getting into the shower. You were standing over the bowl, just like you might if you were trying to ensure that you weren't going to pee on the floor. Except for the fact, you had one hand on the wall in front of you, your legs were bent slightly at the knee, your other hand obviously moving, up and down...stroking your cock, aiming it towards the bowl. Your head was tilted back slightly, your eyes were closed. You were jerking off."



I clearly recalled it now, remembering. "And then what?"
"I just stood there watching you, growing horny as hell, though I didn't dare do anything about it just then, and besides, you were already close. I could tell by the way you suddenly slowed down, now looking down, expectantly, watching yourself, watching your sperm suddenly start shooting out of your cock, into the bowl. I imagined it was me you were squirting it on..."
"I was imagining that too!" I told her. Because I had been.
"Well, you don't have to imagine it anymore," she told me. "Now, come over here, and squirt all over mommies tits!"
Watching her play with her boobs, me standing there in front of her, jacking myself off was hot as hell. Especially when she shared with me how she'd later on gone into the bathroom herself, stepping into the shower, and then masturbated herself...while thinking of me doing what I did. She'd even hoped to find some small remnant, some trace of my ejaculation, though unfortunately, there hadn't been one. Moments later, I was gushing all over her, squirting all over her tits in thick copious spurts that saturated both breasts, and then some. "Fucking A!" I announced, no longer worried about using the "F" word in front of her. After all...
And then she lifted one breast up, large enough, pliable enough to do so, and began licking my cream off it, cleaning it up herself. Had I been able to, I'd have come again, adding more to it...it was that fucking hot!
And then she peeled her pants off, and began masturbating for me. "Wanna watch?"
"Are you kidding? Hell yes!"
"It's apt to get pretty messy here in a moment."
"Oh, and like mine wasn't?"
"Good point," she laughed. And then said, looking me straight in the face as she said it. "Where would you like it?"
Who'd have thought?
**
After we had cleaned up the mess we'd both made, I took her hand as she led me back up the stairs to her room.
"Think you can fuck me?" she asked, then answered her own question, looking back and down at me. I was already starting to get hard again. "Never mind...foolish of me to ask. But...how would you like to do it this time?"
"Any position?"
"Just name it, however, and wherever you want to."
I was joking around, sort of. "Can I...fuck you in the ass?"
She nearly stumbled on the stairs hearing that one, stopped turning towards me. "Even...Jack," she paused saying his name instead of anything else, "Never did that to me," she stated. "Why don't we stick to the basics here at first, give me a while to think about that one," she now added, telling me as she did...the thought of it wasn't entirely out of the question, not just yet anyway.
"I was only teasing," I answered back.
"Ah huh...and what else wouldn't your idiotic wife do for you?"
"Well...for one, she never did give me a decent blowjob either!"
That one stopped her at the top of the stairs. "Never? I mean...you've never come in a woman's mouth?"
"Nope!"
"Forget fucking for the moment...we've still got plenty of time for that before Kathy gets home. Right now, momma needs to show her boy what the hell he's been missing!"
**
I really had NO clue! And now I had a much better understanding of the term, "making your toes curl," mine had...and without purposely making them do it. The fact that mom had done things to my prick that I'd never felt before was just the icing on the cake. The way she pleasured me with her tongue and lips was beyond anything I'd ever felt before. Whatever it was that Christy thought she was doing, was kindergarten material. Mom had a Masters Degree when it came to sucking cock. And though I don't consider myself as having a really big dick, though she said it was, she somehow managed to pretty much swallow the length of it, sucking me that way too. I honestly thought I had died and gone to heaven. When my orgasm began, it started in my toes...curling them, and they remained that way as the orgasm washed over me like a tidal wave. Not only did I see stars, I'm pretty sure I heard trumpets blowing somewhere off in the distance. I had never felt anything like it. Though I am also pretty sure, mom hadn't been fully prepared for the deluge of cum that poured out of my cock, and down her throat either. Some of which she couldn't contain, dripping out of her mouth and down onto her breasts. I thought she looked sexy as hell sitting there like that afterwards.
"Hmmm, maybe that wasn't such a good idea after all," she said several minutes later, her hand still fondling and playing with my dick, though it was spent, about as limp as it could possibly be as she waggled it back and forth, lifeless...dead. She had literally sucked the life out of me. She laughed though, seemingly pleased with herself, and what she'd done to me. And though we still had some time before Kathy got home, I think every bone in my entire body had liquefied. I remained laying in mom's bed, a pool of total and complete euphoria.
Even when she hinted at the fact that she might let me have her ass...even that didn't raise the dead. She had done the one thing I never thought possible, Beauty had slain the Beast. As such, she then simply snuggled up in bed next to me, spooning me from behind as we snuggled and snoozed until the alarm went off, which seemed like only minutes after she'd set it.
"Come on honey...time for you to get up and move into your own room. Kathy could be home anytime now."
It took superhuman effort even then for me to finally roll out of bed. Kissing her again, lingering as we did that, it took the opening of the front door to give me an energy boost as I hurriedly padded down the hall into my own room, and collapsed gratefully into my own bed. I was soon fast asleep.
I didn't know it at the time, but I wouldn't have the opportunity to fuck mom again until three days later.
**
Monday evening mom announced that she'd been called away to go out of town for two days. And though I wasn't really thrilled with her being away, it also came at the best time for it since she had to. Kathy had the next two evenings off work, so she'd also be home, and as she currently wasn't dating, or seeing anyone...the likelihood of her going out was remote at best.
And I didn't have the best start to my week either. I'd spent a minimal amount of time arguing with a pleading Christy over the phone. No way in hell was I going back to that. Another call with an attorney mom hooked me up with started the ball rolling in that area too. And then of course there was school for me, and my own part time job at the hardware store. As such, I had gotten home tired, emotionally exhausted and spent. I decided to lie down, take a little nap, and then wait for my sister to get home before ordering the pizza we'd agreed on for dinner that evening.
I lay, tossing and turning. Even as tired as I was, sleep eluded me. What didn't, was the thoughts of my mother. Things we'd done, shared, experienced together monopolized my mind. No surprise that I soon found myself laying in my bed with a very needful, urgent erection. I decided to enjoy a bit of stress relief, which if nothing else might finally help to relax me enough to actually fall asleep for a bit, and then stripped down, crawling back up into my bed totally naked. I proceeded to enjoy a rather nice, long leisurely stroke, my mind focused, images of mom and I doing things, some of which we hadn't even done yet, as I wandered off into a whole new world of fantasy.
When the simple knock came, along with the door opening, it took me a moment for the conscious side of me to realize it had. By then of course, it was already too late. I really had to start locking my door, though that would only serve to no doubt raise suspicion anyway. Still...better that perhaps that having Kathy walk into my room, catching me with dick in hand, which is exactly what she'd done.
There was nothing to grab to really cover up with either. I was laying on top of the coverings for one thing, and for another, I was too shocked to move for a moment anyway. Looking over at my sister as she stood there in the doorway, looking back at me. I expected her to turn, probably run screaming into the night, but she didn't. Instead, she came in, closing the door behind her, and then leaned against it.
"Don't stop on my account," she said simply now smiling. The thing was, she had the same look on her face that I'd become accustomed to seeing in moms.
I still held my cock, but more as a means of concealing it as opposed to continue playing with it, though perhaps sitting there like that acted as some sort of encouragement for my sister. To my own disbelief, I now watched her as she slid her hand down the waistband of the lavender colored, velour shorts she was wearing, along with a matching top that hugged her ample chest nicely. Images of her standing there, racing through my head like an express train as I tried in vain to digest what the hell she was doing here.
"Kathy," I somehow managed, shock and surprise clearly registering in my face.
"Keep going, I've always wanted to watch you do that."
"Kathy!" I said again, a bit more firmly this time, trying to somehow push through the lusty fugue she had placed herself in. "I can't...we can't...you can't!" I added, still watching her as she even then didn't stop, didn't desist. Her hand continued to move quite obviously between her legs as she stood there fingering herself.
"Why not? We're not really doing anything," she implied her free hand now lifting the top she was wearing up and over her breasts, revealing them to me, confirming what I already suspected, that she wasn't wearing a bra. Her breasts certainly weren't as big and full as mom's were, still having that youthful appearance and look to them, unlike the more mature, hate to say it..."motherly" look to them that mom's had. But...they were damn cute, perky...twin little hard tipped points just waiting to be sucked, licked, and played with. My cock throbbed, but rather than enticing me, it acted as a reminder as to what she was doing to herself while I lay there watching her.
"I'm your brother!" I said like that made any difference.
"So? I'm your sister...your very horny sister, who's always had a crush on her own big brother. There, I said it...how's that grab you?" She asked suggestively, though making reference to my hard cock. "Though by the looks of it, you already are grabbing it. Come on Danny, stroke it for me, let me see you do it."
There was no fucking way. I finally slid out of bed, standing up, no longer shy or concerned about her seeing me, after all...she'd already seen enough as it was. "You need to leave," I said sternly, seeing the shocked, hurt look on her face after having said that. She burst into tears, turned, and then opened the door, racing down the hallway back to her room where I heard her open it, and then slam it seconds later.
"FUCK!" I actually shouted out. I knew then there was no way I could leave it like this. I had hurt my sister, I was a fucking hypocrite on top of everything else, though I sure as hell wasn't about to tell her that, or why. What I hoped to do, was reason with her, calm her down, tell her I was sorry, and hope to repair this little episode before it got blown way out of proportion. I didn't bother getting dressed, simply pulling up a pair of discarded underwear as my only covering and then headed down the hall to her room. I stood outside her door, and knocked. "Kathy?"
"Go away!" Came her reply.
"Kathy please...we need to talk!"
"Go away!" She said again. "There's...there's nothing to talk about! I'm a pervert, a freak, a sick twisted freak!" She screamed out at me through the door. I winced, hearing the very words I had called myself.
"No you're not Kathy, now please...let me in, I need to..." I wasn't sure what I needed to do, what could I say? I knew exactly how she felt. "Please Kathy," I asked again, though silence followed for a moment longer.
"It's...not locked."
I had expected it to be of course, but that told me upon hearing it, that perhaps she was half hoping I would come to her room. I turned the knob, opened the door stepping inside. She was naked, laying on top of her bed, legs spread, glaring at me.
"You wanna talk? Then you'll have to do it, looking at me like this. Looking at your sick, twisted perverted little sister who's got a thing for her own brother!"
I knew then I was going to hell. I stepped into her room and closed the door behind me.
**
"You're not sick...or twisted, or perverted Kathy," I told her. "Trust me."
"Yeah? And why should I?"
I was digging a hole here, and I knew it. And I couldn't very well tell her the real reason behind that either, so I stretched the truth just a little, hoping that when I did, I would at least defuse the situation here somewhat. Prepared to make reasonable concessions if I had to, though I was still hoping to walk away from this without doing anything stupid.
"Because I've had the same thoughts myself, that's why. I just never acted on them."
"About me?"
"Yeah Kathy...about you."
At least she had stopped crying, wiping her face, a small smile actually creeping into it instead. "So I'm not...horrible? Evil? Wicked?"
"No more than I am," I responded back. "There's nothing wrong with having the thoughts Kathy, obviously we both have, did...it's just that, well...you know, it would make things really complicated, for...for everyone."
"Not if we don't let it."
"My point exactly." But I knew even as I said that, that's not what she had meant by it. She spread her legs even further, her hand slipping down between them, spreading herself, already beginning to finger-play with her obviously wet juicy split.
"Then please Danny, please. Let me watch you...see you, prove to me, you're just as sick and perverted as I am."
Against my better judgment, and all reasoning, I slid my underwear back down my legs. "Just this Kathy! I mean it, nothing else."
She was grinning from ear to ear. "Ok," she said simply, and then really began working on herself. Admittedly it was fucking hot, standing there watching my sister pleasuring herself. My cock thinking for me now, hard...stiff, throbbing as I began fisting it. "Not there...here," she said scooting over on the bed. "Lay on your side next to me so we can truly watch one another."
Once again I felt I was tempting fate here, but I was committed now, too late to turn back, avoid this. All I could do was hope that once we'd done it...watched each other, that reasoning would return, and that perhaps later, while sharing a pizza perhaps, better minds would prevail and we could then sit down, discuss it rationally, and somehow avoid letting anything escalate. Or so I hoped anyway.
I walked over and crawled into bed next to my sister. I could hear her. Hear the sounds she was making, so wet...so slick, so wonderfully juicy as I now in kind once again began stroking my dick for her while she watched. I felt the bubble of lubrication emerge from the tip of my cock, using it to further slick the head of my very aroused dick with. I smeared it, teasing myself, eyes glued on Kathy as she did the same. I watched her retrieve some of her own feminine cream, watched as she applied that to each one of her hard extended nipples, teasing them both into an even greater firmness, hearing her moan, sigh upon doing that.
"You're so fucking hard!" She exclaimed looking at me, and then slid two fingers inside herself, purposely working her cunt, yes...enticing me as she did, causing herself to make even more lewd, erotic sounds as she finger-fucked her pussy.
"And you're fucking juicy!" I responded in kind, my mind a blur now, all thoughts of reasoning and sanity having flown right out the window. Only once before, not counting her drunken stupor the night of her birthday party, had I seen...caught her masturbating. Something she reminded me of when she spoke.
"I watched you once, sort of..." she began, when you didn't know that I was. But not like this," she added. "Not where I could really see you, really enjoy you while you did." I actually laughed at that, that was twice now. I wondered how many other times I'd actually been found out, apparently I hadn't been as cautious or as careful as I thought I'd been. But I answered hers with one of my own.
"I caught you once doing it too, but yeah...not exactly like this either, but I did watch you once, for a while...saw you when you came."
"No shit? Really? Where? When?" She actually said excitedly rather than being embarrassed, now clearly anxious for me to tell her, which obviously was now heightening her arousal.
But I had a double whammy for her, and at first, wondered if it was a very smart thing to do, to bring up...to once and for all confess to her I had seen her doing something which at the time, had indeed shocked and surprised me. And yet...later, afterwards, also became a periodic masturbation fantasy for me. I hesitated actually telling her, wondering if I could, or should make something else up instead, but then I figured...she'd probably know I was lying.
"Come on, tell me Danny...when did you catch me doing it?"
God I was bad...digging an even deeper hole for myself perhaps, but I told her. "Wasn't just you Kathy...I caught you and our cousin, Janice." Her eyes opened wide. She knew, and she now knew what I knew. Shortly after she had turned eighteen, when our cousin of the same age, a few months older is all, had come for a visit as had mom's sister, my Aunt Beth. They'd come out for Kathy's eighteenth birthday and spent the week with us at our place. Janice and Kathy of course had doubled up in her room. Aunt Beth taking my room, leaving me out on the couch, though I didn't mind doing that. But it was the first night they were here when I accidentally overheard a conversation between the two of them. I had gone upstairs in the middle of the night to take a pee. I noticed that a subdued light was still coming from beneath the door leading into their room as I began passing by, and then heard the two of them clearly whispering. They were far from ready to fall asleep. And the natural nature of me being me at the time, I was curious as to what it was they might be discussing. I actually got down on the floor with my ear now facing towards the one or two inch opening. Having done that, it was very easy to hear the two of them far more clearly now.
"So...so how long have you known this?" Kathy was asking.
"I don't know...forever maybe," Janice responded back. "I've never really been attracted to boys, especially when I hit puberty. I'd always, always found myself a lot more interested in girls, and not the silly stuff either. I hung with guys...but I looked at girls the same way they did. After a while, I just accepted it, and knew what I was."
"Wow...does Aunt Beth know?"
"Yeah, we talked about it, she's ok with it...as long as I am."
"So...so you've ah...done stuff? With other girls?"
"Oh hell yes! And I love it!" Janice said a bit too loudly as Kathy cautioned her to tone it down, though they both began giggling.
"What's it...what's it like?" She asked.
"It's wonderful...if you weren't my cousin, I'd be tempted to show you." Once again they laughed, nervously, though I now found myself digging a hole in the floor as I lay there listening to them. "All this sex talk IS making me horny though...I am tempted to take out my toy and get myself off with it."
"What toy?" Kathy now asked. "You actually use a toy?"
"Yeah! Don't you?"
"I don't...I don't have one, never used one before," Kathy admitted.
"No shit! Really? Not ever?"
She must have been shaking her head no, as I heard no reply.
"Want to try mine?"
More laughter, though I was hoping like all get out that she would, even if I didn't get to see it, at least I hoped I'd be able to hear it. But then things got a whole lot better. I heard what had to be Janice briefly slip out of bed, padding over on bare feet to the dresser she was using, rummaging around in it for a moment, and then padding back to the bed again.



"Oh my god! Is this it?"
"Yeah, here...feel this," Janice turned it on. I could easily hear the fairly loud buzzing that came from it as Kathy squealed, almost yelling, telling her to turn it off again.
"It's too loud! Turn it off! Turn it off before someone hears it!" She said toning her own voice down. Admittedly, having heard it worried me a little too. Mom's room, and mine...were just down the hall.
"Ok fine...but I really do need to get off. Where can we go so no one can hear it when we use this?"
More silence, but then Kathy said, "I know...come with me. We'll go outside!"
As quick as a bunny, and as quiet as I could, I scampered back down the stairs just making it to the couch when I heard the soft gentle creak of footsteps on the stairs above me. They were being as quiet as they could be, overly cautious, but then again, I was supposedly sleeping down on the couch in the living room. They wouldn't have to go past me either, slipping by in the hallway, and then out the back door. I knew where they were headed.
I waited until I heard the screen door quietly closing before getting up. Having a pretty good idea of where it was they were going, I went out the front door, and then around the side of the house, coming up along side of the garage, and then out onto the patio. We had a tall hedge running along the side of the property, but that afforded me the concealment of creeping up on them as sure enough, I saw both Janice and my sister sitting down in the porch swing we had out back. Well concealed where it was against normally prying eyes, not to mention the fact they were well now away from the other side of the house where all the bedrooms where. It was a relatively safe place for the two of them to be. Even when Janice turned on the vibrator again, it didn't sound nearly as loud as it had in a still quiet house.
I crept closer, now less than ten or fifteen feet away. A full moon providing me with more than enough light to see them by.
"Ok, show me...show me how you use it," Kathy asked excitedly. And then I knelt there, watching her do that, watching my lesbian cousin as I'd come to find out, as she began showing her cousin, my sister, how it felt to fuck yourself using a vibrator. Obviously it was the first, and certainly not the last time Kathy ever had. Though she didn't insert it however, which I didn't know or really understand at the time. After all, she was still a virgin at the time.
"You don't have to put it in either," Janice informed her. "Most of the time, I don't. I just like the way it tickles my clit...like this, see?"
"Oh...good. Because I wouldn't do that, I couldn't," she confessed, telling her cousin in an instant that she still was a virgin, though most of that had all escaped me at the time.
"OK, now you try it," Janice offered passing off the toy to my sister, as I continued to kneel there in the grass behind the hedge watching the two of them. Watching until I had seen them both climax, quietly as much as they could, but seeing and hearing them all the same. I had joined them as well, though they never knew that of course, shooting off into the grass, squirting a gallon of semen, just as I saw, and then heard my own sister come.
**
"I wish I'd known that," Kathy now told me. "That would have been hot, hot as hell, knowing you where there, watching me...watching us."
"Probably not at the time," I told her. "Though yeah, it really was pretty fucking hot back then, and admittedly sis, I did jerk off several times afterwards while thinking about that."
"No shit? Really? You did?"
"Many times!" Though I couldn't help wondering as I said that, if I'd actually done myself more harm than good here. I decided to try changing the subject a little before we went off in a more dangerous direction. "I wonder if Janice is still living with that girlfriend of hers?"
"Last I heard when speaking to mom, after she'd talked with her sister...she still was yes. Guess she found out she truly was a lesbian after all."
"Yeah, I guess she did," I said still remembering back. "So...tell me Kathy, was that the only thing the two of you did while she was here?" My cock was betraying me. I was too fucking aroused with the idea that perhaps they really had done more than just masturbating in front of one another, now knowing what I did know about my cousin.
I saw my sister smile, and knew in an instant, it wasn't. "No...but let's save that story for later. Right now...I'm so fucking horny, that I need to cum. And I need to see you cum while I do," she then stated. "So...will you...for me? Please?"
"Yeah, I'm almost there now myself," I informed her. "I probably need to get something though before I do."
"No...please don't. Like I said, I want to watch you, actually see it spurt," she paused. "You...can come on my tits if you'd like," she suggested.
It was...too tempting of an offer not too. Especially if she wanted to actually watch me squirting.
"OK, you're sure? I do tend to come quite a lot."
"Oh fuck! Then do it Danny! Do it! Show me! I want to see you squirting as I get myself off!"
It wasn't more than a few minutes later that I was. Admittedly it was erotic, hot...definitely naughty, as I lay there beside my sister, pumping my prick, watching it squirt, watching it as we both did, as I lay tracer after tracer of white hot creamy sperm all over my sister's breasts. The moment I began doing so, she too began to climax, moaning audibly, deeply, wildly as she did.
And then the guilt set it. Maybe I really was a twisted pervert, even more so than my sister. A reminder that Kathy could never ever find out about mom and me.
**
After we had finally cleaned up and dressed, though for Kathy, that consisted of nothing more than a pair of panties, though I groaned upon seeing her when she came down to the kitchen to join me for pizza. And not in a good way either. I really was hoping to have a more mature, serious discussion with her. Seeing her topless, those cute tits of hers still sticking out, wasn't going to make that very damn easy. I had at least slipped back into some real clothes, now wearing a pair of shorts and a pull over tee shirt.
"Oh damn...I was hoping you'd at least stay in your underwear," she told me. "Thought we could like sort of have a pajama party while we ate our pizza, watched a movie or something..." she emphasized the word a bit too obviously.
Having at least climaxed, I was thinking a bit more clearly at least. "For one...I'm spent. And for two...you promised Kathy, nothing else...remember?" She was pouting, as she tore off a slice of pizza, handing me one.
"We'll see," she said, and then headed off towards the den, turning on the TV. "Come on Danny...come watch a movie with me."
Even as I grabbed the rest of the pizza and drinks, following her into the den, I had the feeling that this wasn't over with yet. And far from it. And worse...that we weren't going to have a sit down, serious discussion here either. I was already wishing I'd just let her cry it out alone in her bedroom rather than doing what I'd done...allowing things to happen the way that they had. I was already feeling guilty enough as it was. Not for what the two of us had done, which in the grand scheme of things, was nothing in comparison to what mom and I had done. But that was the real issue here anyway. I knew that if Kathy ever found out, it was apt to destroy her, destroy this family. And god help me...mom certainly didn't deserve that. I began thinking that it might be best for me to find another place after all, and soon too, before disaster struck.
I had no idea, that was just around the corner a few hours from now.
**
I tried to keep some distance between us anyway as we sat on the couch together, eating pizza, sipping on our beers, and trying to watch the movie, which for the life of me escaped me as the only movie playing inside my head, was the one where I lay there next to my sister, watching her finger herself while she in turn watched me jacking off all over her tits.
"So...you interested in hearing about what else we did?"
I so wanted to say no. But my cock was nodding its head yes. I was curious, the idea of my sister and cousin doing whatever else, was too tempting an issue to ignore.
"Yeah, tell me. But no funny stuff...ok?"
"I promise...no funny stuff. I'll be totally serious."
"That's what I'm worried about."
She laughed, scooted over closer to me on the couch, actually laying her head down on my shoulder. I was half tempted to stand and sit down in one of the single easy chairs, but I figured she'd still follow me over to one of those too, and if anything, make things worse by perhaps sitting down in my lap instead. She'd done that before...though we certainly hadn't done then...what we'd obviously done now. I just needed to be alert and on guard here.
"So...that was of course the first time we actually did anything. The second time was the following night, and that night...she taught me what it was like to go down on someone."
"Fuck..." I thought, wondering if there was also a third time, and then slipped moaning aloud.
"I know," Kathy giggled. "I still think about it every now and again too."
She then proceeded to paint a rather vivid, very intimate, and very detailed account of the two of them, first going down on one another separately, with Janice first showing her how it felt, and then basically teaching my sister what to do to her. That was of course followed up with a long, juicy account of the two of them performing a "69" with one another, which left me breathless, straining...and incredibly hard. A point that didn't go unnoticed either as my cock was sticking straight up, trying to push its way through my pants. And made worse by the fact there was indeed a third time, and a fourth time...and every single night in fact during their entire stay here.
"Isn't that...uncomfortable?" Kathy then asked, and then reached over, unzipping me even before I realized what the hell she was doing.
"You promised!" I said lamely, though enjoying the fact that at least some of the uncomfortable pressure had been removed.
"This isn't funny," she responded in kind. "This is serious...it needs to come out before you hurt yourself."
Ok, I hate to say it, but that made me laugh. She was acting serious, and under the circumstances, being what they were...I needed a little comic relief at this point, not to mention, some growing room.
But I hadn't counted on her reaching in, and actually grasping my dick as she removed it.
"Kathy," I warned once again, feeling the coolness of the AC as it suddenly bathed my cock, which honestly did feel pretty good, and especially as it wasn't painful any more sitting there the way I had been.
"No worse than masturbating in front of one another," she stated as she began to tentatively explore me a little.
"Yes it is," I tried to counter. But damned if it didn't feel good, feeling her hand so soft, fondling and teasing the head of my dick.
"Feels good though doesn't it?"
I gritted my teeth, wishing it didn't. "Kathy..." I said again, though not nearly stern enough perhaps as she now squeezed it, producing a nice fat dollop of pre-cum fuck juice, which she then smeared over my hard swollen-purple helmet.
"Oh god that's slippery, and feels so nice...you're so fucking hard again!" She added as she continued to toy with my dick. I was hard. And it felt good too. And I was admittedly enjoying it, my sister's hand, stroking and playing with my cock...her cute, sweet bare tits now pressing against my arm. I couldn't help myself, I reached over, fingering one, briefly...just tickling her nipple just a little.
"Yes Danny yes...play with my tits...suck them if you want to, I'd...I'd...really enjoy that."
If I didn't get punished for this...then most likely I never would. I leaned over, cupped one of my sister's sweet breasts within my hand, and began sucking it. Sucking it, as she continued pumping and jacking my cock.
Like I said...I knew I was going to hell anyway.
**
"Finger me Danny! Yes! That's it! Finger-fuck me! Fuck my pussy for me!" She cried out.
I only had myself to blame for this, getting to this point in the first place. The moment I had allowed myself to lean over and begin sucking her tits, I might just as well have signed my own death warrant. Quite naturally, one thing had led to another, getting her so heated up as I had (What the hell was I thinking anyway?) that it didn't take a rocket scientist to figure out what came next. So now here I sat, fingering my sister's pussy, while she continued jacking me off...and me still sucking and playing with her tits. Though even as we did that...I was again making a mental note, chastising myself...this was as far as it would go. Period!
Kathy was right on the edge however, as I ran my fingers up to her clit, gently pinching it, pulling and tugging on it, effectively jacking her off!
"OH MY GOD!" she screamed out, and then climaxed, thrashing wildly, humping my hand, though I'd pulled away with my fingers, she had reached down grabbing them holding them against her as she basically rubbed herself off against me.
Feeling her, seeing her do this, had me right at that same point myself, I started to groan, expecting her to finish pumping me off as well, needing it now...wanting it. She knew of course how close I was, waiting...watching.
"Oh fuck...Kath! Kath!" I cried out as the surge of sweet ecstasy began racing up my cock. She leaned over, engulfing me with her mouth, and began draining me as I poured myself out...and into her.
"No! No! Nooooooooooooo!" I cried out. But it was already too fucking late.
**
"Sorry Danny. But I've always wanted to try that, to do that, especially after the first time I saw you cum. I knew then I was going to...eventually. It seemed like the perfect moment."
"It was...and will be the ONLY moment!" I told her, seeing the sad almost disappointed look in her eyes. "We've already done too much sis," I said trying ease the sudden tense situation a little. "This can't go on...we, we...we just can't do this again."
"Why not? You like it! I like it! I most certainly like it!" She said licking her lips, still cleaning off the remaining residue of my spending from around her mouth. "And I for one...don't care what anyone else says or thinks! Including mom!"
That one scared the hell out of me. "Kathy no! Mom can never find out! It would kill her, and you know it! Is that something you'd really want to do to her? Tear her a part?"
"No..." She said softly, realizing the seriousness of that, and the impact it would have. "But...I have no intention of not doing this again either Danny, whenever we can...whenever it's safe."
Now I knew I was in hell.
"I mean it Kathy. Mom can never find out. Not ever! Promise me!"
"I promise Danny! I promise! And I mean that," she said as she finally stood up. I half hoped she was going to go up to her room and maybe even think about it. But she held out her hand to me instead.
"What?"
"Come on."
"Where?"
"Where do you think where? To my bedroom of course!"
"What for?" I asked fearing the worst, now expecting it.
"So you can eat my pussy!"
**
"I can't fuck you. I won't!" Maybe I had succumbed and given in to everything else, but this is where I finally drew the line in the sand. Here I was standing my ground. At the very least, should the day ever come, I could at least look back and say, "I didn't fuck my sister at least."
Not like it really mattered. I knew now I was done for. Whatever else happened, I was now involved with my sister, along with my mother, though neither one of them of course knew about the other. And I was bound and determined to keep it that way, no matter what. As long as I found a way to perhaps keep them both satisfied, then maybe...just maybe, it would work out, at least until I could get out on my own again, though even then...I wasn't betting on it. At least, it might make things a little easier.
Living with both of them now though, pretending, running around both of their backs, and they behind one another...wasn't any way to live. I now felt like what I was doing, was far worse than anything Christy had ever done to me. Her involvement with numb-nuts, was mild in comparison to all this.
I was both anxious as well as excited when mom finally came home. That first night back, a strange one for more reasons than one. All three of us subdued, trying to "act normally" around one another, just like the way it used to be. And yet...all three of us harboring thoughts no doubt all through dinner as we sat smiling, talking about mundane stuff, school...work, mom's trip. And all the while tossing careful knowing looks back and forth at one another. A three ring circus of innuendos, winks, rolled eyes, a hand beneath the table here and there, or a foot to foot caress, though I usually moved mine away, only to be attacked from the other side.
"Well damn...I have to get ready for work!" Kathy groaned as she finally stood up leaving the kitchen. "As much as I hate too," she added. "But at least I have a short day at school tomorrow," she then stated, reminding me, she'd made me promise to treat her to another long hard cunt-licking again the moment she got home tomorrow.
"Good-night sis," I said giving her a chaste, brotherly kiss on the cheek as she likewise received one from mom before disappearing out the door minutes later. Mom and I waited at the kitchen table, listening to the sound of her car pulling down the drive, and then onto the street before either one of us dared speak. Mom was the first one to do so.
"You'd damn well better hurry up and fuck me! It's been three long damn days! Too long! I need my son's cock inside his mother's pussy! Now! Right now!" She told me, and then stood, hiking up her skirt, not even bothering to lead me upstairs to her bedroom. "I mean it Danny, I need to feel your hot sweet cum dripping out of my cunt...then, and only then, we'll head upstairs to the bedroom, where you can do whatever you want to me."
"Anything?"
"Yeah...anything. Including that, if that's what you want."
I stepped around behind her, mom now leaning over, her breasts flattened against the table as I stood behind her, rubbing my hard stiff cock up and down the already wet, juicy furrow of her split.
"Quit teasing me, and fuck me!" she demanded. And so I plowed into her.
**
I was actually starting to think I could pull this off, and somehow make it work. So far at least, things really were sort of starting to get back to normal, at least whenever the three of us were home together. Beyond that though...it was nuts! The moment either one of them left for any reason, leaving the other two of us alone, anything and everything was possible. Though I had still managed to fend off my sister's attempts to fuck me...try as she might. But admittedly, my resolve was weakening there too. And ironically enough, schedules changed, or rather my schedule at work, so there was now less time than we'd had, meaning that whatever waking moment there was found, was usually found with me having sex with one or the other of them.
I was even starting to consider the use of Viagra. Going twice, sometimes even three times a night or day...was starting to wear thin on me. Thank god now, there was usually at least one, sometimes two days in between when nothing could happen, giving me a chance to recoup and recover. But it was getting harder rather than easier, juggling schedules around, trying to fit things in.
And then came a really weird bad stretch. For almost a solid week, there was simply NO time at any point for anyone to do anything with anyone else. On the one hand, I was almost grateful for it. On the other however...both mom, and Kathy had let it be known, one way or the other, we weren't going another day without doing something anyway.



The problem was...they had both told me that. And all three of us still had the next night off together.
After dinner was over, I'd stayed behind with mom to help clean up the kitchen, being that it was my turn to do so anyway. Kathy had gone upstairs to her room to study, as she had an important quiz the following day, though not before informing me that one way or the other, even if we had to sneak outside in the middle of the night, we were doing something! I'd relented, but only because I knew if I didn't, I'd pay for it later, that...or she'd do something a little too brash and stupid, and most likely jeopardize everything. After giving her my assurance we'd find a way...do something, she left with a smile on her face and headed upstairs to study. The moment she had, mom turned to me.
"You notice anything strange? Different about your sister lately?"
"Ah no...not really, why?" I said suddenly feeling my heart beating a mile a minute, not to mention my throat suddenly going dry, constricting.
"I don't know really. Can't quite put my finger on it. She only ever really acted like she has been one other time, and that was when your Aunt Beth and Cousin Janice came to stay with us for a week. She was acting like this then...I know you know about your cousin, being a lesbian and all, but Beth and I both had to wonder if she and Kathy hadn't done a little experimenting while she was here. Anyway...she's sort of acting the same way now, so I was just wondering, thought maybe she'd confided something in you about having found a new boyfriend or something. Though I have to admit, she hasn't been going out if at all...which you think she would be. And she certainly hasn't been spending hours on the phone like she used to do whenever she was either. Just so curious...and perplexing. Anyway, thought I'd ask you if you knew anything about what's going on with your sister."
I was definitely going to have to have a heart to heart talk with my sister. I hadn't really noticed anything too strange about her attitude, but mom had. And that was enough to make me realize that Kathy had changed, just enough, that it was now noticeable.
"I'm not aware of anything, but tell you what. I'll talk to her, you know...like we used to do, see if she'll open up to me about anything. Though to be honest mom, I don't really think there is anything going on that you should be worried about."
"Oh I'm not worried, just curious. She seems to be running around the house with the same look of contentment on her face, that I have on mine these days!" Mom said reaching down, giving my groin a familiar little squeeze. "And speaking of which...one way or the other, tonight...even if we have to go outside to do it, you're fucking me come hell or high water!"
Need I say it?
**
I think that night was the closest I ever came to having a nervous breakdown. After it had gotten reasonably dark outside, and with Kathy still up in her room studying, mom came back down stairs after having taken a shower. She was wearing only her house robe. I knew the minute she looked at me, she had nothing on underneath it.
"Come on...while we can, we're going outside!" She informed me whispering. Nervous, but resigned, I followed.
"You sure this is the safe thing to do?" I asked worriedly.
"Maybe not...but I'm not waiting any longer. I need that cock of yours inside my pussy! And I need it now!"
I followed her outside towards the swing. That infamous familiar swing. "Here, sit...take your shorts down, but leave everything else on...just in case. If your sister does come looking for us, we'll have plenty of time to just sit down, side by side and pretend to be enjoying the evening air together!"
It maybe wasn't the best of plans...but it was doable. Even I knew the moment Kathy came down and poked her head out the sliding glass doors, that would trigger the outdoor lights. As strange as it sounded, I also knew, she'd be temporarily blinded, waiting for her eyes to adjust. We'd have plenty of time to reposition ourselves there in the swing, especially as Kathy would still need to walk out a little ways onto the deck before she could see us sitting there...acting naturally.
Sliding down over me in a reverse cowgirl, mom proceeded to fuck the lights out. I began to wonder if the swing would in fact support us both, though thank god it did. Even after we had both orgasmed, it was almost a relief in the sense that we'd done it...gotten away with it, more than it had felt good. Though admittedly, it had.
"Well, that helps to take the edge off anyway...but tomorrow night, after Kathy goes to work, you and I are making up for some lost time here!" She told me.
I then kissed her good night, exchanging sincere, "I love you's" with her, which we both truly meant, and then headed upstairs to my own room. I was honestly hoping that by now Kathy would be too tired perhaps after having had to study for so long, and would forget about tonight. I even crept past her door, entering my room, and as quietly as I could, I soon slipped under the covers, and minutes later, was happily sound asleep.
**
"Wha?"
"Shh, it's me!" Kathy said whispering. It was pitch black, she was in my room, straddling my chest, and she was naked.
"You can't be in here!" I whispered back, alarmed now...and wide-fucking awake!"
"Be quiet Danny, I told you. No...I warned you, one way or the other, tonight..."
"Yeah, but not here...not now, it's late. She could hear us, or...or come looking for us or something," I stammered not making any sense.
"Don't worry, she won't. She's fast asleep. And besides, I left the light on in my room, and my radio playing really soft. If she does get up, she'll think I'm still up and go back to bed. Oh, and I locked the door too," even if she calls out to me and I don't answer, then she'll think I simply fell asleep the way I was."
"So how the hell do you get back into your room if the doors locked?"
"Easy, I hid the key in the bathroom silly."
However, there was an even bigger problem facing me at the moment. Kathy was sitting squarely on my dick. I could feel the wetness of her pussy gliding up and down the length of it, as I grew...like it or not, and as she got wetter and wetter.
"Kathy, you know we can't..." I said meaning it...but also knowing I wasn't the one who was really in control here either.
"Shh, be quiet...you want mom walking in here?"
That shut me up. But it did little if anything to stop my rapidly beating heart, nor the slickness of her pussy as she continued to rub herself against me. I started hoping against hope, that's all this was, and that she'd simply get herself off that way. And no doubt...me too as good as this was feeling.
I should have known better.
All of a sudden, she slid up...and then down, but as she did, she adjusted the angle just enough. Even though I was forming the words...they never came out. I felt my prick enter just a little, but then it seemed to hit a block or something. And then Kathy grunted, pushed, and suddenly slid down over my shaft.
"Jesus Kathy! What did you just do?" I tried very hard to say, speaking as softly as I could, but I was now deeply embedded inside my own sister's cunt. And worse than that...I also knew, she had been a virgin all along. Until now. And she was crying.
It was pretty much too late to worry about it now, or attempt to say anything. All I could do, was hold her, letting her fall forward against me, still shaking, shivering, my cock so deep inside her tight virginal cunt, that I didn't dare move anyway. Not until she began doing so. Whispering, still crying a bit as she slowly eased up, and then back down against me.
"Oh Danny...Danny, for so long, for so very, very long...I've wanted to feel this, feel you Danny...feel you inside me. And now...I am! Oh God! I finally am!"
I felt like such a heal, such a shit. But there was certainly no going back now. And so I began fucking my sister. Meeting her downwards thrusts, slowly, softly, easing in and out of her newly speared pussy, feeling her slowly getting accustomed to it, her wetness once again taking over, bathing us both until we were rocking, moving...working in perfect harmony together. Moments later, I sensed it before feeling it actually. Her pussy suddenly clenched, as though going into a spasm, and then she was climaxing, her cunt tightening, loosening, tightening again, effectively milking me. Thank god she was on the pill...and had been for quite some time, even though she had been a virgin all along. Though I had of course thought otherwise. Why else be on the pill? Stupid me.
I felt the first delicious spurts of my own cock shooting off inside her, which she too felt, sighing pleasurably, still contracting, still climaxing herself. We were both laying there trying to recover when we heard the sound of mom's bedroom door opening down the hall.
"Shit! Shit! Shit!" Mom's up!" I said to my equally startled sister. Both of us scared shitless now, Kathy eased off me, and then tiptoed rapidly over to the bathroom, which was thankfully attached to my room, as well as the hallway. If nothing else, she could hide in there at least, or pretend to be using it if she had too, which would seem pretty lame as the lights were out. But it was the best we could do, or hope for under the circumstances. With Kathy slipping inside the bathroom, prepared to step into the shower stall to hide if she had too, we both listened as mom herself quietly padded down the hall, stopping momentarily it seemed just outside the door to Kathy's room. She didn't knock, or speak however, before footsteps told us both...she was headed this way!
"Fuck!" I said motioning to Kathy to close the door, which would give her two options at least. Either remain there and hide, or if and when mom came in to my room, if she did...Kathy could then at least slip out the door back into the hallway. Though she'd then have to go downstairs, rather than back to her room, or she'd risk bumping into mom. Still...it was better than mom catching her in here...with me. And with me still naked, laying on the top sheets of my bed, which is how I always slept when it was hot like it was during the summer.
I then heard her faint knock, and knew damn well she'd come in a second later, unless of course I had locked the door...which it wasn't. She did. "Danny? Danny? Are you awake? I thought I heard something!" She said fearfully. "Would you mind...checking? Downstairs? Though it could be your sister, I didn't hear her in her bedroom though...just her radio playing. Would you mind?"
I rolled over in bed, turning on the lamp sitting on my nightstand, and wished to hell that I hadn't.
"What...what happened there?" She asked. She was looking at the bed, specifically between my legs. I was covered in blood.
"Where is she?" Mom asked. Her look was unlike any I had ever seen before. "I know she's here...somewhere. Now...where is she!"
Kathy stepped out of the bathroom, still naked. She was white as a ghost, though so was mom, as was I now. The three of us all standing there looking at one another.
The world had come to an end.
**
"You...come with me," she said to my sister, and then turned to me, once again pointing her finger at me. "And you...stay where you are. You're not going anywhere. I'll deal with you after Kathy and I have had a chance to talk."
Fire and Brimstone. That's what this was. And I didn't move either. For the better part of an hour I lay there...my nerves aflame...wondering, wondering where they were, what they were talking about, what was happening, and what now...my own future was going to be like. And then I heard footsteps. There wasn't any knock this time though, as the door opened. Mom walking in...with a wet towel in her hand. She had twisted it, glaring at me.
"Spread...your...legs."
"Mom!"
"You heard me...spread them!"
I had it coming. I knew that. The pain I had caused numb-nuts, the same pain Jack had felt, I was about to feel. And I deserved it. I steeled myself for it, though I knew no matter how much I thought I could, this was going to be the worst pain I'd ever felt in my life. And now...I almost welcomed it. I knew I'd destroyed this family, the love I had for my mother, and for my sister, and the love each one of them had for each other. I deserved whatever I got. I closed my eyes, waiting for the "thwap" of the towel any second now.
I jumped when it happened, when I felt it. The searing pain...the excruciating searing pain...never came. What I felt instead was the warmth of the towel mom held in her hand as she began wiping me off. I opened my eyes, she was smiling at me. My sister standing behind her, also smiling.
"What the fuck?"
"What? You actually thought I was going to hit you with this?"
"Well...yeah!"
"I probably should have...and would have too, if I'd had this in my hand when I first came in here. But...after your sister and I talked, after she told me everything...and I do mean, everything. Well...I knew then, this wasn't entirely your fault, any more than it was your sisters...or mine. We're all to blame here for what's happened. You seriously didn't think I could be hypocritical myself now do you?"
I looked past mom...towards Kathy. "So...she knows about...about us?"
"Naughty boy," Kathy said walking into my room then. "Who'd have thought? My own brother...fucking his mother, and then fucking his baby sister. Naughty...naughty boy you!"
"Yes he is...now, what are we going to do about it anyway?" Mom asked turning towards her.
"Well...I'd say, fuck him! What do you think?"
"I think that sounds about right...who wants to go first?"
I knew now...I must have died, and gone to heaven. No way in hell, could this be happening!
-End-
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It was a typical Wednesday night after work. I'd met up with the guys for our weekly bowling league. As we usually did after finishing, we'd gone into the bar for a couple of beers before heading home. What wasn't typical, was I noticed the same rather attractive woman sitting at the bar again. I had seen her last week sitting in what I thought might have been the very same stool by the bar. Then...she'd been wearing a tight fitting, deep cut "V" neck tee shirt that had hinted at a considerable amount of cleavage, along with a tight pair of white slacks that likewise hinted at very long legs. She had smiled at me, and I had smiled back. But nothing came of it. Even when she finished her drink, walked to the door, she had stopped for a moment looking back at me, smiling again. And then left. I had sat there wondering, "Was that an invite?"
I decided it was my own imagination working overtime, and remained in the booth with my buddies, enjoying another beer before I left heading for home. Walking down into the covered parking, I actually did look around for her, but she wasn't there. I shook my head deciding it had been nothing more than wishful thinking on my part, and drove home.
Now, a week later, here she was again. This time wearing what appeared to be a peasant blouse, her shoulders bare, another hint at her full breasts simply by the way her blouse fell over them. She was also wearing jeans this time, which looked damn sexy on her. With dark shoulder length hair, smoldering dark eyes, which must have been brown in color, we sat smiling at one another again, nodding heads in some sort of mutual greeting. Though who she was, or why she was there eluded me. I certainly hadn't seen her bowling out there, and I know I would have noticed had she been. For whatever reason, she was just simply sitting at the bar and I surmised that she perhaps lived or worked close to the bowling alley, and simply stopped in for a quick drink before going home. And, just as she'd done last week, she finished her drink, passing by the booth we were sitting in, and smiled at me once again, this time allowing her eyes to linger a bit, actually traveling down between my legs as though she had x-ray vision and could see through the tabletop. She passed by heading towards the door. I followed her turning, trying not to be too obvious about it in front of my friends. Once again she stopped at the doorway, briefly looking in my direction, and then headed off down the stairs towards the underground parking area.
"Well guys...sorry to cut this short tonight, but I have an early morning meeting that I need to go home and prepare for!"
And though they tried to get me to stick around for "just one more beer," I declined, and then stood telling them all goodnight, and made my way down the steps towards the covered parking area. Only a minute or so behind her, I hoped that I'd at least catch her driving out and then have some idea of what car she was driving so I could look for it next week. If in fact she even came here again.
I needn't have worried. She was waiting for me.
Oddly enough, she was standing next to her car on the driver's side. Parked at the far end of the underground lot where the lights weren't quite so bright. Very few cars were parked anywhere's near close to hers either, another oddity. And though it was a reasonably safe neighborhood, especially this early in the evening, I found it strange that she would have purposely parked where she had. My own car considerably closer as I began heading towards it...sort of. My head still turned towards her, looking for some sort of further invite, or purpose for her to be standing there watching me. "Waiting for me?" I then asked myself.
She was driving a black Toyota Avalon, nice car and I likewise noticed it had fairly dark tinted windows. As I continued to angle over towards my car, she stepped around hers towards the trunk. Her movement alerting me to the fact she had been waiting for me, so I changed direction and began heading her way. She smiled upon seeing that, stepping back around to the driver's side of the car though without getting in. Only this time, she opened the door...the door to the backseat, not the front.
"Get in," she said simply nodding for me to do the same on the passenger side. So I did.
I slid in next to her on the backseat, closing the door as the overhead lights winked out. "Hi," I said curious...
"Hi, let me see your cock."
"Wow!" I laughed nervously, now wondering if I wasn't on some sort of Candid camera program or something. "Shouldn't we at least introduce ourselves first?" I asked.
"No...no names. I don't want to know your name, or tell you what mine is either. What I do want...is to see your cock. Unless of course you're not interested. If you're not, then we need to part company, here and now."
I wasn't even hard yet...though in moments I knew I would be. I began to unbuckle, which is when she leaned over, taking over for me, pushing my hands away. "No, let me," she said forcefully as I gave it up and allowed her to finish unbuckling my jeans, likewise unzipping my fly as her hands then dove in, seeking and immediately finding my still somewhat flaccid cock...taking it out. "I like it when they're not fully hard yet," she smiled...putting me at ease just a little. "I like watching, making them grow," she then added as she continued to fondle it, even waggling it about a little, still floppy-soft, though what she was doing still felt really nice. Of course, the fact that a very attractive, nameless woman was actually fondling my cock to begin with was nice all by itself. And...it was quickly getting hard too. "Oh yes, very nice...very, very nice!" She said obviously pleased as my prick soon stood fully erect within her still caressing hands. "Do you...come a lot?" She now asked curiously.
"Ah...sometimes, I guess...yes."
"Good, I like watching a nice hard cock spurt...love seeing it, especially if they squirt a lot, so hopefully you will," she said as she now began to purposely pump my prick up and down. Let me know when you're getting close," she told me.
Just a few more precious minutes of this, and I would be. Still sitting there in disbelief as this attractive woman, this stranger, sat in the back seat of her car jerking me off.
"I'm ah...getting pretty fucking close," I warned her, hearing her chuckle.
"Good...you're not a prude at least. I was hoping you wouldn't be. I like talking dirty, filthy, and I love hearing it, so glad you're not queasy or shy about saying fuck," she stated, though now she surprised me further as she suddenly quit working my cock. I was milliseconds away from shooting my load, though she'd worked a bit of magic on my balls too, suddenly delaying the inevitable. Now she sat back in her seat again and reached down, removing the blouse she had on. I sat mesmerized, watching her as she did so, now reaching around back, unclasping her bra which came away in her hands.
She had gorgeous, incredible tits that were now revealed to me. Twin globes, fairly good-sized, at least a "C" cup by my quick evaluation that hung heavy against her chest. Each one was capped by a rather large areola, dark in color, almost the size of a small pancake, and alluring as hell. I'd never seen larger areolas on anyone, not to mention her thumb-sized nipples, which were hard, sticking out a good inch, or so it seemed. She reached up, taking each one in her fingers, pinching them and rolling them around. She had even held onto them, stretching them, lifting her heavy breasts away from her ribcage as she did so.
"Fuck!" I moaned audibly watching her do this, once again hearing her chuckle.
"Making you horny is it? Watching me play with my own tits?"
"Hell...I mean, fuck yes," I amended, going for the more decadent term since she obviously enjoyed hearing that.
"Make you squirt even bigger for me then? Maybe?"
"No doubt," I moaned feeling my cock throb now with eager anticipation.
Once again she reached over taking it in her hands, squeezing it. As she did, a rather nice dollop of pre-cum fuck juice emerged from the head. She smeared it around the super-sensitive head of my dick, thumbing it. "Like that?" She asked, the lust easily being heard in her tone of voice now, as she did so again...now smearing the next bubble of juice directly against and onto her thick hard nipples.
"Oh fuck," was all I could moan by way of an answer, though once again pleasing her that I'd said that.
"I'm really looking forward to watching you drench my tits," she informed me. "I so love seeing a man's hard fucking cock spurting, squirting...nice and messy, creamy...all over these," she said now wrapping them around my prick as she began using those to masturbate me with. "If you cum a lot...we may do this again next week."
I was suddenly glad I hadn't had sex, or even jerked off in three days now. As horny as I was, and as good as this felt...I was pretty confident I'd give her what she was hoping for. Once again, I warned her I was nearly there. This time, she just grinned, expectantly, though she went back to using her hand, now aiming it directly at her tits.
"Squirt for me baby, spunk me...cream my tits, drench them, saturate them, spurt all over me sweetie, cum for me!"
I was only too happy to oblige. The first rope of semen shot out of the end of my dick so forcefully that it actually took her by surprise. She squealed delightedly upon seeing it, squeezing my dick again in a most delightful way, almost as though cutting it off, building pressure again before releasing, pumping, which quite naturally produced another equally copious discharge against her tits.
Once again she cried out in delight, aiming my prick against her tits, unloading what felt like a deluge of spunk splattering against them. Even when the forceful jettisons of cream seemed to diminish, she continued slapping my still gurgling cock against her nipples quite hard. Spittle's of cum juice flying everywhere as she continued to milk my cock, now rubbing the head of it directly against her hard swollen nipples. Now satisfied, she sat back, surveying the damages, obviously pleased. Rivers of spunk ran down between her breasts, some clinging now to the gentle slopes of each, hanging like icicles melting, droplets falling, now staining her jeans. She didn't seem to mind, and actually took delight in that as well, though she quickly speared some of the still flowing rivers, re-adding that back to her breasts again.
"You own a cock-ring?" She now asked, still fondling her breasts, massaging in my spunk to them as she sat there.
I knew what one was, but I didn't have one. "No...I don't," I said simply, my cock still sticking out, though it had now gone flaccid just a bit, happy and content, another bubble of cum clinging to the tip. She saw that, swiped it up with her finger and sucked it off.
"Hmmm, tasty. Get one. Wear it next week...while you bowl," she informed me. "Same place...same time then," she said and simply reached over, opening her car door. She didn't even bother to cover up, her discarded blouse and bra still sitting in the back seat as she now opened her driver's door, sliding in. I now opened mine, stepping out after buckling and zipping myself up. It was hard to see her behind the tinted windows, though she now electrically rolled my window half way down. It was hot as hell seeing her sitting there behind the steering wheel, bare breasted, her tits actually glistening.
"I need to go. Be here...next week, and don't forget the cock-ring!" With that, she rolled the window back up, started the car, and within seconds began backing out. I stepped away, watching, just getting the briefest of glimpses at her now as the front of the car faced me. The windows weren't nearly as darkly tinted, and it was quite obvious she was sitting there naked, or at least topless behind the wheel. She obviously didn't care, driving off moments later, leaving me to stand there and finally ask myself.
"What the fuck just happened?"
**
It seemed like an eternity before the next week came around again. I found I'd been anxiously looking forward to it more than I thought. Between girlfriends at the moment, last week had been for me, a nice pleasant surprise. Obviously no strings, no commitment, though it was weird not having any real knowledge as to who she was, if she was married etc. I made a mental note to have a look at her hands this time, though after what she'd done last week, her being married wouldn't have fazed me either. If all she wanted was to give me a nice sloppy hand-job and have me squirt all over her tits, I was good with that.
I had pulled into the underground parking garage, immediately looking over to where she had parked last time, though her car wasn't there. What bothered me however, was how full the lot was, even this early. I soon discovered that in addition to the weekly league, some company had planned a bowling party for their employee's, so all the lanes were busy and in use. I began bowling, trying to keep an eye out for her, but I never did. And unfortunately, because of that, I really wasn't concentrating on my game either. I think I bowled the worse I ever had, my buddies initially joking about it, but then as things progressed, and got worse, they began giving me the evil-eye, grumbling.
"What the hell's up with you tonight Steve? You're way off your game here. Something bothering you?" One of my friends asked.
"Just work, got a lot going on at the moment, a lot on my mind. Sorry that I let you guys down," I said as we began picking up, putting our balls away, and preparing to head back into the bar for our after game drinks. Though the guys weren't nearly as jovial tonight as they usually were. All because of me. And...as we entered the bar, I likewise noticed "she" wasn't there, wasn't in her seat, or anywhere's else for that matter either. Though it was busy, more so than usual with so many having come here to bowl tonight. Dejected, disappointed even, the guys took that as my own guilt at having let the team down tonight.
"Don't worry about it Steve, happens to all of us one time or another. "You'll get it back next week...we'll cream those guys!"
I was thinking cream, but not the way he'd meant it when suddenly I looked up, saw her walk in through the other door, stopping briefly at the cigarette machine. She bought a pack, lifted it out of the tray and looked at me, smiled briefly and then sauntered by going out the opposite doors. The ones leading to the steps, which in turn led to the underground garage.
I stood up, not even bothering to finish my beer. "Once again, sorry I let you guys down tonight," I stated, and then bid them all a goodnight, walking out acting...and perhaps even looking dejectedly, though inside...I was grinning from ear to ear, my heart already beating wildly, the cock in my pants hardening, though it had been that way a good portion of the evening. Especially having purchased, and still wearing that cock ring she'd asked me to get.
I walked down the stairs immediately looking over to where she had parked the last time, but her car wasn't there of course, someone else's car was, though like I said, it was pretty busy tonight. I glanced about, now spotting it...more towards the middle, sandwiched between two other cars. Not a good thing. But I also noticed upon doing that, the nearest overhead light was out. Whether she had done that herself, or was lucky enough to have parked closer towards it would remain a mystery. Though my own car was parked a goodly distance away from hers, I ambled over towards it, still not seeing her as she hadn't stepped out, though arriving, peering closely inside, I could see she was already in the backseat waiting for me. Sure enough the door wasn't locked as I took a quick furtive peek about ensuring no one was watching me when I did this. I opened the door, slid in. She already had her blouse and bra off.
"Don't have as much time tonight, also...it's pretty damn busy too," she added actually sounding a little nervous, which was a surprise to me. But then she smiled and seemed to settle down some, already fingering her hard tipped nipples with her hands looking at me. "Well? You wearing it?"
I smiled back, unbuckled, unbuttoned, and unzipped. I hadn't worn any briefs, my cock now hard as a rock, the cock ring nicely settled, fitting around the base. She almost seemed to purr looking at it before reaching over to fondle my extremely hard, extremely swollen dick. Even the head of my cock seemed bigger, the head swollen purple like a plum.
"Oh yes...very good, very nice. Nice big hard fucking cock!" She stated. "Going to come nice and big for me again?" She asked hopefully.
"Count on it," I answered. "I didn't even cum once since last week," I told her honestly. "I was saving it all for this."
That one she truly grinned at. "Very nice," she said again. "And since you've done that for me...I'm going to do something a little special for you tonight as well, though like I said, we don't have quite as much time as I would like...especially where we are, so closely parked and all. But...I've been anxious, and thinking about this all week myself," she paused as she then reached down, easily sliding the far more comfortable looking pair of slacks she had on, that obviously had an expanded waist, allowing her to remove them quite easily. Like me...she wasn't wearing any underwear either. And I was surprised upon seeing her pussy. Unlike most women these days, though trimmed, shortly cropped, she had more of the traditional furred little triangle. Dark haired, matching perfectly the color of her own long flowing hair. She now scooted over more towards the corner, facing towards me, one leg on the floor, the other up on the seat as she reached down, spreading herself, showing me her swollen, slick looking labia, and what appeared to be a rather nice sized clit, equally stiff and glistening with honey dew.
"Ok, jerk it off...squirt on me. Here," she said spreading herself even more, giving me a glimpse of the dark recess of the unknown hidden passage between her legs. "I want you to squirt all over my cunt...bathe me in it tonight, make me messy as all fuck, so I can feel it dripping between my legs as I drive home tonight."
I began doing just that, working my cock, taking some measure of delight in doing so for her, jerking myself off while she watched, while she in turn played with her clit, pinching and pulling on it much like she had her nipples the week before. I could hear her now too, the sounds of her super-slick juicy pussy as she shoved her fingers inside, working herself now. The obscene squishy noises she was making, which I now added to. Squeezing my own dick, producing some nice lubrication, smearing that around myself, slicking up my own cock, purposely milking it, squishing it so that she could hear the sounds my own cock was now making in addition to her own.
"Oh yeah, perfect! I like hearing that. Almost more than speaking dirty, just listening to your cock getting squishy is almost as good as hearing you say fuck, cunt, or cock."
"How about prick? Pussy? Snatch? Twat?" I offered, seeing her smile, hearing her as she pounded her cunt even more than she had been.
"Perfect," she said again. "Only hurry...I need to see it, watch you...feel it. Feel you spraying my cunt...my snatch, my pussy...my twat," she repeated back. "I need to feel you fucking coming all over me!"
"Damn!" I said then, glancing up, seeing someone else having entered the garage area, actually heading our way.
"What?"
"Someone's...someone's coming this way!" I informed her sinking back down in my seat a little. Even with the tinted windows, anyone purposely looking over, and then in...could still see movement.



"I don't care...keep going, I'm too fucking close!" She told me. "Do it damn it! Jerk it off! Squirt on me...squirt on me while I come!"
If anything, it made the situation more intense, more exciting, perhaps the danger of discovery, especially as the other guy reached his car, the one on the other side of the car parked next to us, though he'd only given her car...this car, a cursory glance before opening his door, slipping inside and then starting it. Doing as she'd asked, I had slid over, kneeling again, aiming my cock directly at her cunt while I fisted it, felt the surge...and then the release. In seconds, I was once again spurting out an even more copious discharge of spunk all over her pussy. The fact that she had a triangle of hair between her legs made it even more obscene, splashing against it, clinging to it, though quite a bit of it actually landed inside, directly against her clit, not to mention one or two shots, almost perfectly disappearing inside that deep dark hole she was now offering to me as a target.
"Yes! Yes! Spurt inside me, fill my cunt, squirt in it!" She cried out quite audibly. Had she done so before the guy had started up his car, only then backing out, I was fairly confident he might have heard her as she released, climaxing...thrashing about wildly even there in the back seat as her orgasm claimed her. "Here...give it here," she told me...pulling me closer, rubbing the head of my prick up and down her slick, messy split, tickling her now somewhat sensitive clit with it even then. I started to ease forward, wondering, but she pulled away, answering that question. "No! That's the one thing I can't...and won't do!" She said simply. "If this isn't enough for you..." she left off saying.
"No, it is...I only thought that maybe..."
"Sorry, no maybes...not ever. Everything else yes...just not that," she said almost sadly, meaning it. "Now...I have to go," she said again, almost as apologetic. "Next week?"
"Yeah, sure," I said zipping up, putting things away, though I noticed again she didn't bother dressing at all, this time getting out of the car entirely naked, slipping into the front seat again.
"I like the cock-ring. Do it again next week. And I promise, next week, we'll have more time, and next week...but only if you wait an entire week without coming again, I promise you something even more special. Think you can do that?"
"I'll try," I told her, not making any promises. The past week had been hard enough, I wasn't so sure I wanted...or even could do it again. Especially after all this. I was cataloging new masturbation material here.
"Well try...and be honest with me. If you can, and if you do...I promise, I'll make it worth your while."
And with that, I stood there once again watching her drive away. The image of her cum-splattered cunt, semen dripping down between her legs as she did so, already giving rise to a second, equally needful erection.
"Fuck...a whole week?" I stood there asking myself. "Worth my while?" I decided then, come hell or high water, I was going to do it.
**
If I thought the last week had been nuts, this one was far worse! More than once, I'd been tempted to throw in the proverbial towel, wank myself off, and then lie to her about it if I had too. But somehow, each time as I began, something would come over me, and I'd stop. I don't know why...but I knew I couldn't lie to her. Maybe I could lie to my ex-wife, after all, she'd lied to me on several occasions, especially about her affair, which had led to our divorce in the first place. But I knew as I more than once, put my hard stiff cock away, I wouldn't lie to her...my mystery woman, my sexy, cum-slut stranger. Wednesday still didn't come fast enough when I showed up for bowling. Though thankfully, I was full of energy, bowled my best game ever in fact, even earning a patch, much to the elation and congratulation of my teammates. Yeah, we creamed them all right, the first place team even, taking all three games along with total pins. It was a good night...and about to get a whole lot better!
She was sitting in her usual place. One very brief quick glance in my direction was all she gave me however. A thin wisp of a smile edging the corners of her mouth. She sat contentedly sipping on her drink, perhaps aware that my buddies weren't about to let me go quite as early as I had been lately, celebrating our fantastic victory over our rivals, not to mention having bowled a hundred and fifty pins over my three game average!
By the time I had finished my second beer, I was more than ready to call it a night. "Sorry guys...as fun as this was, early day again tomorrow for me. Need to head home and get some sleep."
I was waved off with cheers and fanfare, actually making it to the door before she did. This time, stopping briefly, smiling as she smiled back, only then slipping off her stool as I started heading down the stairwell. Her voice caught me as I reached the bottom.
"Anxious? A little excited are we?" She asked. I turned looking up the stairs as she continued heading down. I laughed, shaking my head at her as she did so. She had pulled the blouse she was wearing up and over her breasts, no bra...her boobs full, bare, and wonderfully decadent as they bounced a bit with each footfall on the stairs.
"Aren't you worried about being seen?" I asked, though no one was about, the parking garage once again more like it normally was. Just a sprinkling of cards spread out all over the place. Her car too I noticed, back in its more familiar spot.
"Take your cock out," she told me. "Even if it's not hard yet. I want to see it...watch you walk back to the car with me, while it grows."
So simple an act. And yet...so erotic, so hot, so fucking fun. I unzipped, fishing out my prick, which was already half way there now, and no doubt would be, long before we reached her car. Even when another car came down the ramp into the parking terrace, neither of us hurried our step, nor did I even try to hide the now raging pole sticking out in front of me, though thankfully, whoever it was, spotted an empty stall far closer to the stairs, pulling in there a good distance away from us. We walked side-by-side, she looking over and down at me, taking pleasured delight in MY now dancing, bouncing prick, she too, breasts still fully exposed as she remotely unlocked her doors, walking around to the driver's side, though once again sliding into the back seat, just as I did.
"So...you save it for me? All of it?" She asked, and then smiled, before I could even respond to that. "You really did...didn't you?"
"I did...yes," I smiled almost proudly, now damn fucking glad I had somehow managed to get through the week without even coming once.
"Well, since you have...since you did, just for me. I'm going to give you a very special treat tonight then," she informed me, and then had me take off every stitch of clothes I had on, just as she did.
Swinging me around, almost full out on the back seat, she knelt down on the floor beside me, which was fairly easy for her to do, with as much backseat room as there honestly was. When she placed her mouth around and over my cock, I thought I was going to explode, way too early in fact. But after that initial onslaught and teasing, she settled down into an exploratory pleasuring that kept me hovering on the edge for what felt like an eternity. About the time I really did feel like my balls were going to explode, I felt her finger suddenly worming around my asshole. I knew then where she was headed with that, and actually found myself looking forward to it. Whenever I had felt that before, or whenever anyone had ever done that to me before, including my ex-wife, I never failed to have more of an intense, explosive orgasm. With her mouth still firmly clamped around me, I knew then what it was she was planning on doing to me. It had been a while. A long while...too long.
"Holy fuck!" I exclaimed as I felt her finger suddenly spear my ass, wiggling about, touching caressing...and yeah, triggering my release.
There was no fucking way she was going to be able to contain it all as I began spurting into her mouth. Sure enough, she had to back off some, though still sucking, taking it. When I was drained, stars still circling around inside my head, I finally felt her sit up, waiting on me. I opened my eyes as she leaned over, kissing me. And then much to my surprise, and certainly not expecting it, she opened her mouth, and my own semen poured into mine. Most, if not all of it.
"Don't freak! Don't swallow either!" She suddenly demanded of me. "Spit it out into my cunt!" She then added. Not exactly used to having a mouth full of semen, even if it was my own...I waited patiently as she spun around on the seat herself, basically switching places with me. Only miraculously, she lifted her legs, almost all the way back towards her head. The gaping maw of her furred cunt looking at me, her hands coming around her legs, prying herself even more widely apart. "Now do it!" She told me. "Fill my fucking cunt with your cum!"
I spit, drooled, spit and did just that, actually enjoying the vulgar, obscene sight as my own sperm flooded her pussy, some of it dripping into her hair again, though most of it actually sliding down that dark slippery slide into the darkest, deepest recess of her fuck tunnel. Only when I had managed to get most of it into, or onto her, did she then pull my head forward again.
"Ok, now you can eat me...suck my clit, and suck that fucker hard too!"
**
She was right about one thing, this time she wasn't in any big hurry to leave just yet. Even as others came down into the parking garage, we continued to sit there, content...talking, still playing a little as she worked at getting me hard once again.
"I want to jerk you off again before I leave," she told me, and then asked. "By the way...those guys you bowl with?"
"Yeah?"
"You trust one of them? I mean totally? Implicitly?"
"One yes...why?" I asked.
"Bring him down stairs with you next time," she said. "Don't worry...it's not really what you think, but I think you'll enjoy it, even more than you realize at the moment. And I'm pretty sure...he will too, as long as he keeps his mouth shut. And also...don't tell him too much about me either, don't point me out to him even in the bar. He'll see me soon enough."
"Ok," I hesitated, and then thought about it, smiling. It would sort of be nice, finally getting to share this with someone, had I just told the guys what had been going on, none of them would have ever believed me. Now at least...I'd have a witness if and when the whole story finally did come out.
"Next week then."
"Yeah, see you then."
I stood, watching her drive off, once again naked behind the wheel, only then realizing my twice spent dick was still hanging out. I stuffed it back inside my pants lest someone see me standing there, and have me arrested for indecent exposure.
**
I had called Mike, my best friend the day before we were to meet at the bowling alley, and filled him in. At first, he like the others would have, thought I was pulling his leg.
"Trust me Mike, I'm serious. Wait until you meet her...see her, see what she's into," I told him, though I had also told him everything else we had done together since the day I'd first met her.
"You're serious!"
"Very! But like I said...don't go getting your hopes up about anything either, and besides dude...you are married. And happily too yes?"
"Yes, I am. But I don't think watching her and you is going to jeopardize my marriage, or any vows. So hell yes. I'll be there. When do we meet up with her anyway?" He asked.
"Shortly after we finish bowling, after we've had a drink in the bar. I'll let you know then."
It was almost funny. Mike had the worse game since he'd been bowling. And though I had a fairly decent game again myself, though not nearly as spectacular as the previous week, even with that, we won three out of four and remained on top of the standings. After we finished, we headed into the bar. She...was sitting at her stool, enjoying her drink as usual as we took our seats in our now almost reserved booth. I didn't even bother looking around, or indicating that I knew anyone. Mike however as about as nervous as they come, fidgeting in his seat, anxious to meet this mystery woman I had told him about.
This time she was wearing a very short, black cocktail dress, that had a deep plunging neckline, revealing a goodly portion of her more than ample breasts. She glanced my way only briefly, and then stood, making her way past the table without looking over this time, or looking back for that matter. Even one of the other guys commented on her though as she walked by, noticing her for the very first time really.
"Wow, there's a looker. And look at those long-assed legs. Wouldn't mind having those babies wrapped around my waist!" Everyone laughed at that of course, including me...and Mike, though he still had no clue as to who my mystery woman was yet either.
"Finish you beer...time to go," I said quietly. He drained it, standing.
"Sorry guys...but Steve's giving me a ride home. My cars in the shop, so I asked him to give me a lift over here after work, and then home tonight. And sorry that I didn't do so well tonight either," he added.
After some assurances, and reminders about how shitty I'd done a couple of weeks back, and then how I'd come roaring back with a vengeance, we all said our goodnights as Mike and I then left the bar heading down the stairs into the parking garage.
"Where is she?" He asked after we reached the bottom of the stairs. I looked over, her car parked in its usual place, only once again she was standing outside of it, looking towards us. "That...that her?" He asked only then realizing that had been the woman we'd all watched leaving the bar.
"That's her! Come on!"
We walked over the short distance towards her, reaching her moments later. "This your friend?"
"Yeah, this is..." but she shut me off.
"No names remember?"
"Oh yeah...right, I almost forgot."
"Shit man, you mean to tell me, you don't know her name?" He said eying her up and down.
"Nope. That's how she wants it, and that's how it is," I said simply.
"Wow," he mused, and then grinned. "That's' fucking hot!"
"Yes it is...isn't it?" I agreed.
"Take your cocks out, both of you. You..." she said turning to Mike. "You're welcome to jack off while you watch this, enjoy yourself, but no coming until I tell you, you can. And then I'll show you where you can...IF you want to. Understood?"
I'd already filled him in about all that, so he wasn't too surprised about her attitude, or demands, though only now, I think the truth of what I had told him, was finally actually sinking in. "Yeah, ok...sure, whatever you want," he said simply.
I was surprised by my own boldness to though, not really thinking about it until now. Taking out my hard cock, in front of my friend, and not even being shy about it when I did. Though after watching us for a bit, watching this lovely beautiful stranger getting down on her knees, right there by the side of the car, and sucking me off, Mike eventually took his out too, and began playing with it.
"Keep one eye out for us though dude!" I told him, though standing where we were, we had a total and clear view of the entire parking garage. And though it might seem strange should anyone see us, the car pretty well hid the things she was doing to me, and what Mike was now doing to himself.
Mike continued stroking his own cock, watching her as she sucked my dick. I noticed that as he did, he seemed to have a slightly bigger cock than I did, though that didn't seem to be of any real interest to her. Aside from occasionally looking over, watching him, she was content to fully pleasure me.
"Remember, tell me when...both of you," she reminded.
I was nearly there, though by the look on Mike's face, so was he.
"Whenever you're ready for it," I told her. She grinned, and then stood, still half stooped over however, giving us both a very tempting target to aim at, down the front of her dress. "Seriously?" I asked.
"Go for it!" She told me, telling us both in fact, as I then pointed, and moments later began launching a series of well placed, and copious jettisons of sperm. Some of which didn't quite make it down her dress, a lot of which actually splattered against the dark black material instead. I was surprised she was ok with that, but she seemed to be quite pleased with the rather decadent appearance of herself. "You ready now?" She asked turning towards Mike, just as he too began squirting off, and if not more so, saturating her dress even more than I had, with very little of it actually shooting off down between her breasts.
She seemed rather pleased with the look however. Cum dripping everywhere, her black dress completely ruined by the looks of it. But all she did was stand there smiling at what we'd both done to her.
"So, anything I can do?" I asked.
She giggled. "Nope not this time...not really. I've already had two orgasms myself now, and will probably have one or two more on the way home tonight." She then lifted her dress, showing us both when she did, that she had a vibrator fully impaled inside herself, whirring and buzzing away, held there by the briefest of thongs. "See? I'm good. Now...time to leave, but...I ask before doing that, don't say anything to your other friends, just yet, promise?"
We both did, and then as before, Mike and I stood watching her drive away.
"Holy fucking shit! Did that really just happen?" I just stood there grinning. I knew exactly how he felt.
**
I was surprised on the following week that she wasn't sitting inside the bar after we'd finished up bowling. I kept things to myself however, even when Mike drew me off to one side. "So...you meeting up with her again yes?"
"I think so...I hope so," I told him, not really sure at this point. I even sat looking towards the other door, wondering if she'd come in that way again. But she never did. I finished my second beer, and decided it was time to head down to the garage, see if she was there. For some reason, I felt like...she wouldn't be.
Even Mike seemed anxious for me, giving me a knowing look as I said goodnight to the guys and headed out. I breathed a sigh of relief however, spotting her car in the same exact spot, heading towards it. I gave an even bigger sigh when I realized she was sitting in the back seat waiting for me...naked.
"You had me worried there for a moment," I told her slipping inside, already starting to take my own clothes off as she watched me, waiting before actually speaking.
"Well, this will be our last time together," she announced.
"What? Why?"
"Because my husband and I are now even...well, sort of."
"Ok, you lost me on that one. Your husband? What's...what's going on?"
"I was planning on telling you everything tonight anyway," she then said. "After I do...I guess it will be up to you if we do anything tonight or not. Either way...it will be the last time."
I was honestly sorry to hear that. Wednesday nights at the bowling alley would never be the same again.
"Ok, spill it...tell me...everything."
With a somewhat sad look on her face, even though she still looked sexy as hell laying there in the back seat of her car with nothing on, she began. I'm sure you've been wondering all this time...why you?"
"Well yeah, admittedly I have. So...why me?"
"Because it was your wife, my husband was having an affair with. Even though they aren't doing so any longer, as you may or may not be aware of."
I had no idea who the guy was that she had been having an affair with, but I did know, for whatever reason it had actually broken off, even before my now ex-wife came and told me all about it, and that it was over with. Except for the fact, so was our marriage.



"Wow...ok, so that explains a little anyway, but...why all this? And how come you wouldn't let me fuck you? Especially if that's what my ex, and your husband were doing. So why not?"
"Two reasons. One...I signed a prenuptial agreement when we first got married. There's a couple of loopholes in it, which I'm using against my bastard of a husband for one. Unfortunately, the verbiage says verbatim, that I can't fuck anyone else...ever. Yeah, no shit, it actually says that in the agreement. So...to make sure I don't violate any of that, I don't. But...I'm not fucking him either. The way I see it, if he can fuck around, then so can I. But until the time comes he's willing to change the contract, he doesn't get to fuck me either. Oh sure...we'll do most everything else, as strange as this may sound, I really do love my husband. He's just a prick when it comes to this, and what he's done, even though he says he's sorry for doing it now. Tough shit. Until the day he changes our agreement, then no fuckee for him!"
"Ok, so that's a little strange, but stranger still, does he know about the rest of it?"
"Not really no. Not who of course, only that it's pretty obvious I am doing other things, short of "fucking" as the contract says. And that sort of pisses him off, a little anyway. Especially the other night when I came home with cum all over the new black dress he'd just purchased for me. But I also told him, that we were even now...again, sort of. I'd had an equal number of flings to his, according to what he'd confessed to me anyway. So...that's why this is our last night together. After this, we really are even."
At least now I knew why she had picked me of all people, though I was at least also glad to hear, she wasn't running around doing this with a bunch of other guys either.
"So in a way I guess, doing it this way, we both get a little revenge for what happened. But oddly enough...he's well...he's been acting a lot differently around me lately too."
"Such as?"
"I know you already think I'm pretty strange enough as it is, but now...coming home, especially since I don't wash the cum off me, make him see it, or even smell it, and won't have sex with him any other way. So he's been forced to do things...with me, while I'm still sticky, or crusty, however you want to put it, with your cum. Even though like I said, he doesn't know it's the ex-husband of the woman he was having his affair with. Not sure he'd enjoy knowing that too much. But...he has been, and is suddenly now sort of getting turned on by it. Last week, he was like a madman, seeing me in that dress, cum splattered all over it. Needless to say...he soon after, added his own to it. I threw it away of course, he can always buy me a new one."
I laughed at that. If anything, this chick, this still nameless woman had balls.
"Well, I'm still sorry this will be the last time then. I was just getting used to it, looking forward to it in fact...to you."
"Yeah, me too," she said almost apologetically once again. "It was fun wasn't it? If not a little crazy, a little dangerous, and wild. But it really was fun. I've never done anything like this before in my entire life, believe it or not," she informed me.
"Well, that goes for both of us then. Just wish..."
"Yeah, I know. Me too. And I really am half tempted. But...I don't dare, not as things are set up, I could lose everything, and I do mean...everything. So. Until such time as things change, or until I can get him to amend our agreement, it has to be this way. I do hope you understand."
"Well, I do and I don't. But, doesn't really matter much does it?"
"Unfortunately...no. So, since this will be our last time together, I thought I'd let you decide what you want to do, short of...short of that anyway."
I thought for a moment. "How about this? Does fucking you include your ass?"
"I don't know...it might. As tempting as that sounds, I'd best not chance it. Fucking might be fucking, in either one. So probably not."
"Damn!" She laughed.
"Yeah...damn, I think I'd have enjoyed that with you. Even HE doesn't get that from me either!"
"Well then, how about we finish the way we more or less started off then. How about you jerk me off, while I finger-fuck you, how's that sound? More or less fitting under the circumstances then, wouldn't you agree?"
"I'd like that. And besides, I like watching you cum. I like watching it a lot, and I really am going to miss that. But yeah, cum all over me this time, head to toe, let him see me when I come walking into the house, bare-assed naked, with all your spunk still clinging to me. Maybe when he sees me like that this time, he'll want to do it too. Only...only my answer will be NO this time, not until he agrees to make some changes."
"Works for me," I said to her. And then began toying with that very wet, juicy pussy of hers.
**
We took it slow and easy, even kissing...something we hadn't done in addition to fucking. Eventually I laid her back on the seat, going down on her once more, this time taking my time, driving her nuts...wanting to leave her something to remember me by. She came hard...deliciously hard, and then did the same to me. This time she sucked my cock like there was no tomorrow, which in a sense, there wasn't for us.
I came hard too. Spraying her liberally, just like she'd asked me, from head to toe. I had drenched her even more so than I had in the past. She was sticky with cum, smiling at me as some of it clung to her hair, matting it, drooling down the side of her face, to her breasts, tummy and on and on. She left it like that, as I dressed, as she once again climbed naked into the front seat.
"See you again sometime?" I asked. "Maybe?"
"I don't know...maybe, a lot depends. But you already know that. Maybe one day I'll come walking into the bar again, you never know. If I do, you'll know...things have changed, not sure how they'll change, or what it'll even mean if they do. But...if you see me again, you'll know.
I watched her pull out, once again standing there watching her drive away. I didn't know if I ever would see her again. Especially not knowing who she was, where she lived. Hell, I hadn't even noted her fucking license plate.
I turned headed towards my own car. I didn't tell her that our summer bowling league would be ending in three weeks. Perhaps it really didn't matter anyway. The likelihood of ever seeing her again was remote. Rather than heading over towards my car, I began making my way back up the steps towards the bar. I knew the guys would most likely still be there.
I grinned, taking the stairs two at a time. I had a few stories to tell them about, plus...I had a witness when I did. But I also wondered, what would they think about joining a winter league?
-End-
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Obviously this had been going on for a while, though I stood there in shock, briefly chastising myself for not realizing it. Not having a clue, a single hint. A myriad of emotions washing over and through me as I stood there, staring. And neither one of them yet aware that their older brother had come home early...unexpectedly. How many other times before had my own sister and brother, fraternal twins, been so engaged like this before now?
Our parents had died a few years ago in a horrible traffic accident, leaving me as the only living relative capable of raising them, hardly an adult myself at the time when I did. Only five years senior to my siblings, Jack and Janet had just last year graduated high school, both now working part-time jobs, attending university, and trying to make a better life for themselves, just as I'd been doing. We'd all been busy, working...going to school, so much so, that there hadn't been time for any real social life, not for any of us. Something I was now even more painfully aware of.
They were on the couch, each with their heads buried between the others legs, oblivious to my presence, which for the life of me, I had not yet made known to them. My initial thoughts being one of anger, disgust, and revulsion at what I was seeing. Impulse to run over, yank them a part, scream, yell...possibly even hit my younger brother in the face for what he was doing to my sister. And then she...likewise just as culpable, her mouth even then bobbing up and down my brother's amazingly hard stiff cock. I stood frozen where I was, unable to move, thoughts of turning away, confronting them later. And yet...I could do neither. I couldn't confront, couldn't turn, couldn't just walk away. I found myself growing aroused instead, watching them, watching my own siblings so pleasurably enjoying one another. What I found out was...I was jealous!
I had in the past caught brief glimpses of my sister naked, or partially so. Early on of course, there was much embarrassment on both parts because of it. But as time passed, as we all became more comfortable with the unusual situation we'd been thrown into, Janet at least became less self conscious about it, as did I. In time, when those moments came, when an inadvertent bumping into one another in the single shared bathroom became unavoidable, we all simply laughed it off, teased, and even flirted just a bit. Though back then, it was indeed a much more innocent flirtation, teasing that most close brothers and sisters would do. Even Jack had seemed to act less shy around his sister. Numerous times I know he had gone into the bathroom while Janet was showering. His need and excuse very often of not being able to wait on her, taking a pee. That had eventually led to a few very important rules around the house.
I knew the shower enclosure was opaque enough that no real intrusion of privacy was ever taken. I had in fact once gone in and done so myself, so I easily accepted and understood the occasional circumstance of this happening. And in fact, had once been in the shower myself when Janet came into the bathroom in order to do the same thing. The difference being at that time, I'd been masturbating, though I seriously doubted she ever knew that.
After a time, it became almost commonplace. Three siblings sharing a small apartment together, with only one bathroom, two bedrooms. It was inevitable then, that the occasional bumping into one another like this became unavoidable. And the fact they'd been thrown together the way they had, sharing a room. Well...even that hadn't been, or seemed all that strange. They had shared a room for years together at home, until such time at least as Janet started growing breasts, and then mom kicked me out of my room, and made me double up with Jack so sis could have some "female" privacy, as mom put it.
But this...seeing what I was standing there watching now, went far beyond any of that. "How long had she been sucking my brother's cock?" I silently asked myself. "And how long...has he been licking my sister's pussy? Not to mention...the rest of it.
In a weird, totally twisted way, it certainly made some sense. Being fraternal twins, though certainly not really identical, save for a few similar features perhaps, they had always had this extra special closeness growing up. Something I had again felt almost jealous of early on. Though I also knew, five years in the beginning was far more of a difference then, than it was now. At eighteen, my thirteen year old siblings were more of a nuisance around me more than anything, though I'd have given my own life up for them had it ever been necessary. Who'd have thought that only two years later, I'd be raising them myself? Let alone, standing here in the open doorway of the living room, watching the two of them thoroughly enjoying a mutual "69" with one another only a year later than that?
I found myself admiring them both, though my thoughts remained jumbled, confused, conflicted. Janet's long shoulder length, reddish brown hair dangled down in front of her, partially obscuring the view as she continued to lick, tickle and suck Jack's cock. Another reason why she obviously hadn't seen me yet. Too absorbed in what she was doing to him, to his cock...his rigid, rock-hard cock. Her breasts, fuller than I realized perhaps. Only staring at them now, taking them in. Sure, I'd seen them before, glimpses, snippets here and there. Always fleeting, always tearing my eyes away, refusing to take notice even though I did. As though I had somehow erased some of the images, memories...specific details, not allowing the incestuous thoughts to permeate my mind.
But now I did.
I know for sure I had never seen Janet's nipples so hard, so puckered. Her dark areola's crinkled in arousal, twin little caps, a bit pointed, yet so inviting. Jack's hand occasionally reaching down between them, seeking and then finding one...playing with it. Hearing my sister's moan of delight and approval, which merely triggered her own hands to likewise stroke, fondle or caress her brother's cock even more than she currently was.
I could feel the seepage of my own prick wetting the front of my trousers, not even needing to look down in order to confirm it. My shaft hard-felt now, pressing almost painfully so against my slacks, the temptation to reach down, unzip...release, and pleasure myself as I stood here, too bizarre a thought to actually do, yet so very tempted into doing just that.
"Oh Janet! Janet! You're going to make me cum!" Jack suddenly announced, the excitement of his impending release quite obvious. She lifted up some, expectant perhaps, removing her hair away from her face, her mouth still open, inviting the onslaught, which just then began. But as he did...as his spunk suddenly leapt from the tiny slit in the tip of his cock, her eyes locked on mine as I continued to stand there, glued momentarily, feet to the floor. It felt like it was happening in slow motion. Watching my brother's cock spurting, streamers of his spunk hitting her chin as opposed to going inside her mouth where she'd no doubt intended it. Some of it now splashing against those magnificent breasts, which I again more fully looked at, seeing the white sticky cream of Jack's spunk now clinging to them as she rose up further, mouth still agape, though no sounds had as yet been uttered by either one of us. Jack...still fully and totally unaware of my presence, his cry of pleasure continuing, cock still spurting...clueless. And all either one of us could do, was look into one another's eyes while he continued doing so, groaning out his deep felt pleasure.
And as we did, I felt the pleasured release of my cock spurting off inside my pants, jolt after jolt of my own semen, no doubt flooding my underwear. The realization of that, somehow acting as the solvent, ungluing my feet, my thoughts, my emotions. I simply turned and walked back down the hallway to my own bedroom without saying a single word.
**
Though I had closed my door, I hadn't locked it. Knowing that as soon as they'd had the chance to speak and discuss this, one...or perhaps both maybe, would no doubt come down to my room. How long that might take, I had no guess. But I knew, eventually, one of them would. I was after all, the head of this household, the authority figure, the one in charge, though I tried very hard not to make it seem that way. We had in the past, always discussed, always given one another the right to voice an opinion, listening to it before any major decisions were reached that would equally affect any one of us.
This would prove to be an interesting one. Interesting, because I wasn't sure who it would be that would first come to the door, knock on it, and request entry. At least I'd had time enough to remove my soiled clothing, tossing my sticky underwear off to one side, disgusted with myself at my own bodies betrayal. Even the bed seemed out of place here for some reason. So I took a nearby chair, sitting inside that, facing towards the door, waiting, wondering. What could be said? What would I say or do upon hearing whatever was said? What punishment if any could I effectively meter out? And would I even do that? Had I not just admitted to myself only moments ago of my own jealousy at seeing them together? Wishing it was me...climaxing in fact, though involuntarily.
Even though I expected it, had been...when the knock came, I jumped, startled, surprised.
"Yeah?" I said only half thinking.
"Brian, it's me. Can I come in?"
I'd have taken bets on it being Jack rather than Janet, so a bit surprised upon hearing her voice. "The doors not locked," I said flatly, trying to disguise the edge to my emotions. Feeling angry yes...but not so much at her, or at Jack for that matter. But angry at myself. For not seeing it, not knowing, not being aware. But even more so, because I'd been harboring the same thoughts for quite some time now. Enjoying the decadence of my own wicked imagination, late at night in the privacy of my own bedroom. And worse. And though I afforded myself the luxury of never having acted on those thoughts or impulses, I was angry enough with myself for thinking them anyway. And angry for being jealous that the two of them had.
When the door opened, I was expecting to at least see she had dressed. That was the first surprise, because she hadn't. She was still naked, now standing there just inside the door looking at me. She hadn't even bothered cleaning herself up any either. Jack's sperm still clinging to her tits, though drying now marring her almost perfect body, reminding me of coffee stains on a beautiful white blouse.
"So, now you know. But...you don't know all of it either Brian," she told me, her voice calm, sure of herself.
"So tell me Janet," I said emphasizing her name, trying to put some weight against that when I said it, implying...implying what? I then asked myself. "What is it I don't know?" All the while sitting there, looking, but not looking. Seeing, but refusing to notice, wanting...but ignoring the want, the desire I still felt for her. My own sister.
She walked over, now sitting on the edge of my bed, forcing me to turn partially in my chair, still looking at her...through her, refusing to notice the obvious. "When did she shave her pussy?" I asked myself, still trying to act calm, collect...still obviously stern and...angry?
"We were going to tell you, but the time just never seemed right at the moment. And...we were obviously worried about what you'd say when we did tell you...or, when you found out, like you did today."
"Yeah, no shit!" I said hearing my voice level escalate just a bit, though still trying to keep the edge of my emotions in check even then. "So how long has this been going on anyway?"
"About six months," Jack said walking into the room. Obviously he'd been standing outside listening, waiting perhaps to see how I'd first react to our sister. He too was still naked, though thankfully, his cock had at least returned to some semblance of normalcy. I'm not sure what I'd have done, or reacted to had he come in with it sticking straight up in the air. "Though you must have realized, there's always been something special between us growing up as kids. Kids stuff we've done, that eventually sort of lead to all this," he explained.
I shook my head. Even so, I still hadn't seen it coming, hadn't seen a hint of anything. Or...if I had, I had somehow blocked it out of my mind, refusing to accept, to believe it. Knowing why perhaps. For years now, ever since Janet had grown into the woman she'd become, especially after the death of our parents. She had grown up quickly, taking on some of the responsibilities herself, maturing rapidly, perhaps even more so than I had, and certainly more so than I felt Jack had. In a weird way, in a really weird way, she'd become mom. But she'd also become a woman, and it had been very hard not to notice that. It was harder trying not to notice that now.
"I'd feel a lot more comfortable if the two of you would go and put something on," I said once again averting my eyes, staring at the floor, only then seeing my discarded underwear, knowing full well they were filled with the remnants of my own semen.
"No, not until we've had a chance to speak, like I said Brian...to tell you what you don't know."
I sighed, looking up at her again, determined not to look at my sister naked, somehow dressing her, or fuzzing out the details of her body, mentally fogging over the parts I shouldn't be looking at.
"The truth is Brian, we've both been trying to find a way to tell you...that we wanted you...to join us."
**
I know I was sitting there with my mouth hanging open for a moment, trying to find the words, finally doing so. "You...you what?" I just managed, wishing I had something to drink now, the words sounding like sandpaper as they came out of my mouth.
"We want you...to be with us. All three of us...together!" Janet said laying down on my bed now, forcing me to sit up more so I could see her face, though I stood instead. On the one hand, wondering if I should flee the room. On the other...
"You can't be..."
"Serious?" Jack said walking around me from behind, now taking the bed as well, though he sat on the edge rather than laying on it, looking at me. "But we are Brian. Janet and I have already discussed this a long time ago. We've been trying to figure out a way to approach you. Needless to say, the issue more or less got forced here today. But we're actually both glad that it did. So now you know. Now you know what we both want, and that's to share this...share it together."
I couldn't believe I was actually listening to this, hearing what I was hearing. Though as I did, as it began sinking in, I felt my prick lengthen just a little, just enough that it reminded me how much I'd been wishing for this to happen. Perhaps not in quite the same way it obviously was. I opened my mouth to speak, and then closed it. The words I'd intended, not the words I wanted to say. I knew then it would be stupid of me to do so, to deny what I felt, what I wanted. Especially if this was truly what they both wanted too.
"So...you'd be cool with...with..."
Jack laughed. "Don't worry bro...it's not a you and me thing, it's a "we" thing. "You and me...pleasuring sis. Janet...pleasuring us, what do you say bro?"
Janet was now grinning from ear to ear. Though that's not all she was doing either. Still lying on her back, looking back and forth between us, she had both breasts cupped within her hands, toying with them, caressing herself, invitingly.
"You have any idea how long I've wanted to feel the two of you sucking on these at the same time?" She asked.
I could already see it in my mind. Me taking one of my sister's tits into my hands, wrapping my lips around her hard extended little nipple. Jack doing the same thing to the other one, next to me.
"You're not just pulling my leg...saying this to, to...to get out of anything here," I said once again trying to sound stern, though it seemed ludicrous hearing myself when I said it. Even Janet laughed.
"The only leg I want to be pulling is the one BETWEEN your legs," she continued to giggle. "Come on Brian...please? Come suck my other titty," she now asked, and as if on cue, Jack suddenly leaned over taking the one closest to him into his mouth, as he did indeed begin sucking it. I started to move towards her as though hypnotized. "Uh ah..." she said shaking her head no. "First...remove the clothes, then you can suck my titty."
I reached down yanking the tee shirt I had on up and over my head. Seconds later, undoing my slacks, allowing them to fall down around my ankles, stepping out of them. I now stood with nothing more than another pair of white briefs on.
"You ah...might want to remove those too," she giggled again. "This time, I want to see you come, on me...or in me, wherever you'd like. Just not inside your shorts again," she laughed out loud this time, causing me to blush a little.
"You...you knew I, that I..."
"Came?" She giggled again. "God Brian! I saw the bulge! How could I not? And I saw the dark stain suddenly appear too, you really ought not wear beige slacks if you're planning on doing that," she laughed. "Now...take em off, and get over here...I need to see that cock of yours, hard this time," she added.
It already was. As was Jack's as I noticed, climbing onto the bed on the other side of her, taking her neglected breast into my mouth. I felt her hand come up to my head, fingers tangling in my hair just as she was doing to Jack's head, Jack's hair, holding the two of us against her...together.
"Oh man...oh fuck! I've been wanting this, wanting to feel this...for years!" She said. "And finally! Finally! It's fucking happening!"
"Me too," I whispered, though she heard it still, hugging me even closer against her, taking delight in the sensation as Jack and I nursed her breasts, teasing her in our own uniquely different ways. I could have done that forever, but after a while, she was no longer content to allow it. Pushing us both away, she rolled me over onto my back, now pointedly staring at my prick, and then at Jacks. I found myself doing the same, as Jack did. We were pretty close to identical in that department too. Maybe he was an inch, if that, longer than I was, but I was also slightly larger around than he was too. Not much by the looks of it. Though Janet certainly looked pleased.
"Eenie, meenie, miney...mo. Ah to hell with it," she laughed once again. "Doesn't really matter what we do first now does it?"
Suddenly she had my cock in her hands, her tongue already snaking out to lick and tickle the tip. I couldn't believe this was happening for one. It had been so long now. So many months, so involved with worry, finances, trying to do the best I could in the way of providing for my siblings. I like them...until recently anyway, had been neglecting my own needs. Refusing to date, to get involved with anyone, and take any time away from the two of them. Obviously, I had needed to. Like my own mother and father perhaps, I'd been too smothering, certainly not observant enough to their needs and desires. Let alone my own.
"Like that?" She cooed still lapping away at my cock like it was a melting ice cream cone.
"Fuck...fuck yes!" I said allowing myself the vulgarity, words normally held in check, spoken with anger. But not this way, not this word...now said pleasurably, wantonly...needfully. "Oh fuck baby...that's it, that's it! Suck my fucking cock!"
As she did, as she continued doing so, Jack moved around behind her. Knowing his intent, she lifted herself up a bit, now kneeling more, giving and granting my brother access to her pussy from behind. In moments, he'd slid inside her, moaning himself now, looking over her shoulder at us, as she continued popping the head of my dick in and out of her mouth, even making that sound, that noise, that sensation even more erotic than it already was.



"God damn Brian! Wait until you slip inside this sweet juicy pussy of hers. I swear to God bro! Sis has got the tightest, most amazingly slick cunt you've ever been in!"
I damn near shot off in her mouth. The thought of that, but oddly enough, hearing Jack say it, hearing him tell me what it was he already knew, and was in fact doing now himself. I could hear the slap of flesh against flesh as he pounded into her from behind.
"Slow down sweet fuck," she called out to him. "Time for me to fuck my other brother now, though if you'd like...you can have my ass while he does, how's that sound?"
"You...you like it up the ass too?" I asked shocked at her admission.
"Oh hell yes!" She giggled wildly. "And even better still, the thought of the two of you doing me together is something I've been masturbating wildly about now for years! And finally, FINALLY, it's going to happen!"
I watched and felt my sister as she climbed on top of me. Staring up at her, and then kissing her as she kissed me back. Not as she had done, not as a sister...but as a woman kissing a man. Passionately, hotly...desperately. And as we did, I felt the slickness of her cunt suddenly envelope and surround me, not quite entering. More like lips kissing me even that way. Mouth to mouth, her pussy mouth, my cock mouth, kissing, pressing, rubbing. And then heaven.
I felt her suddenly take me in fully. One easy up and then down motion, and suddenly I was inside her. Inside my sister, buried to the hilt. I held her breasts within my hands, kneading them, exploring them, pulling and rolling her hard taut nipples. Fucking her. Oh my god...fucking her!
"Oh yeah...yeah, come on Jack, my ass...it's waiting for you baby. Come fuck your sister's ass, and feel your brother's cock inside my cunt...fucking me, fucking me next to your cock, fucking my horny naughty little ass."
We held still for a moment, waiting for Jack to lubricate himself up a bit, using mostly Janet's free-flowing pussy juice to do so with. He then eased inside her, slowly...but effortlessly, and then suddenly I felt his stiff prick sliding up against mine, separated now by only the thinnest of membranes. It was unlike anything I had ever felt before in my entire life. Though the same was true for all of us perhaps.
"Holy fucking shit!" Janet cried out. "Oh My God that feels good!"
As one, we began moving together then, finding our way, finding the tempo...the pleasure, the unbridled enjoyment we were all now experiencing together. Thrusting up, feeling my sister's pussy clenching around me, the slickness of that pleasurable cavern, the juicy sounds she made...that we made. The sensation of my brother's cock spearing her ass, rubbing up the length of my own dick, as mine did the same to his. It was an ecstasy that none of us could withstand or tolerate for much longer. Janet, succumbing to it far more quickly than I had expected either Jack or I to do.
"Faster! Oh fuck! Faster! Harder! Faster!" She merely screamed as Jack and I began doing that, tag-teaming her in a way, he...behind thrusting wildly, pounding into her ass. Me below...humping up, she, grinding down, mashing herself against me, somehow meeting his thrusts as she did that. And then screaming. Not a simple cry of release, but an almost bloodcurdling scream that rattled the windows in the room as she came.
And then I felt it...as I heard Jack's deep-throated moan of enjoyment. His cock lurching, suddenly throbbing, and I knew he was just then spurting, filling our sister's bowels with his semen. I came...explosively. I felt my cock literally balloon inside her, and then the jettison of spunk, which came in torrents, or so it seemed anyway. I flooded her pussy, as Jack flooded her ass, as Janet drenched us both. Her own feminine cream adding to mine as it squished out of her, unable to contain it all any longer, making even more decadent sounds as we slowly wound down like a ticking clock about to expire.
We collapsed together in a heap, and then stayed that way for the better part of the next half hour hardly moving.
"Ok, ok...time for a shower. All three of us," she said sitting up rolling out of bed, cupping her pussy with her hand as though trying to keep the remaining essence of our combined spunk from dripping all over the floor. "And then after that..." She winked. "I want to suck you both...simultaneously."
Jack and I looked at one another. He grinned. And then I grinned. Things were never going to be the same again. Not ever!
**
Even taking a shower together the way we did, meant showers would as well no longer be the same again. Well hopefully anyway. Crowded as it was there in that small shower, we stood, the three of us, washing one another, Janet standing between as Jack and I soaped her up, not missing a single solitary square inch of her, nor she either one of us. And it was nicely odd in another way too, seeing my brother's hard stiff cock, standing there, proud and firm. Mine too, and neither one of us embarrassed, or shy about it either as Janet stood between us, one hand holding each of us, working them up and down together.
"Ok, nuff of this shit," she said none too politely. "Let's towel off...and then go back into the living room. I want to spend some time amusing myself with the two of you. Not that I'm sure you're gonna mind all that much," she mused. And then stepped out of the shower, beginning to dry off as Jack and I soon followed.
By the time Jack and I had finished drying off and headed off towards the living room, Janet was already sitting there on the couch waiting for us. "Come here," she pointed directly in front of where she was sitting, having already moved the coffee table out far enough so that we could do so even more easily. "Stand right here," she said again, directing. Jack and I stood, side-by-side as Janet once again reached up taking each of us in her hands. It was needless to say, an interesting, but not at all unpleasant experience. Looking down, seeing your own brothers cock hard in one hand, yours next to it, being held by the other as Janet now placed us both, or attempted to anyway...inside her mouth. Somehow she did manage to suck us both in together, just fitting the heads of our respective cocks inside her mouth, sucking a little, mostly licking, but enjoying that as she did so. "Fuck!" We both said in unison, not having intended to do so, but lessening the tension of the moment when we did.
"I know!" Janet suddenly stated, an idea coming to mind. It had indeed felt good, looked even better perhaps...seeing our sister doing that to us, but she obviously had yet another idea running around inside that naughty wicked little head of hers. "You two are gonna need to get comfy together...and quickly. So get the hell over whatever hang-ups either one of you might have, and do what your sister tells you to do...ok?"
Suddenly Janet was indeed in charge here, and Jack and I both knew it. "What do you want us to do?" he asked.
"Lay down on the couch, both of you...but here's the tricky-icky part...though maybe not for me," she giggled excitedly. "I need you balls to balls. That way, I can place these two beauties side-by-side. One thick, long, hot fucking cock, which I am damn well going to find a way to fuck together. At the same time."
"No way!" I exclaimed.
"Way!" Janet said determinedly. "Now come on you two...give me one fat juicy hard cock!"
It took some positioning, but believe it or not, we finally managed it. A little weird feeling yes, me on one end of the couch looking down at myself...across the way, Jack doing the same. Our pricks meeting up there in the middle, which Janet now held within her hands, holding them together as she climbed up onto the couch, hovering over us.
"You don't think this is really going to..."
She smiled, and then slid down....over both of us. It took a moment, it was tighter than anything I had ever felt before, that's for sure. And probably a damn-sight tighter than anything my sister had ever had up inside her cunt either. But she did it. Somehow, she fucking did it! After a few really careful, really slow up and downs, she seemed to stretch a bit making it far easier for her to fuck us both. The fact she had both my cock, along with my brother's inside her was amazing. Just sitting back watching her was intense too. Seeing the way she cupped her breasts, tweaking her nipples, riding the two of us was more sensual than anything I'd ever seen before. The look on her face, the pure physical joy as she rapidly approached yet again another mind-blowing orgasm was enough to trigger my second one of the evening. As I felt my sister's lubrications suddenly increase, along with another peel of deep-throated groaning that seemed to begin deep within her gut, suddenly spewing from her mouth in another ear-splitting scream of delight, I throbbed...and then felt the juice explode from my prick. Perhaps sensing what I felt, Jack cried out seconds later, and I knew then he too was adding more of his own juice to the now saucy mix. Janet slowed, though still humping the two of us, the sounds of the now very squishy, very frothy mix of our combined juices easily heard.
"Wow, that...was fucking hot!" Janet exclaimed as she finally stood up on weak knees, somehow managing to wobble over to a nearby chair collapsing down into it. Looking up and over at my brother, it was an interesting sight to see, our two pricks now mostly flaccid, covered in spunk, his...hers...and ours.
"You can say that again," I responded barely able to speak yet.
"I will...as soon as we've all had a chance to recover. I'm sure we'll all find something else naughty fun to do, and then I'm sure I'll be saying that again afterwards!"
I had no doubt she was right about that.
**
Unfortunately, Jack had to leave for his part-time job, scurrying upstairs to shower again. Still sitting there across from my sister, it now seemed a little surreal, especially as she had made no effort to dress, deciding to remain naked though she had returned with hot towels in order to clean up with. To my surprise, she came over towards me, and rather than handing me one in order to clean up myself, she began doing so for me. Janet always had been attentive in that regard, but certainly not precisely in this way, washing and cleansing my now very flaccid and very satisfied prick.
She seemed to take quite a bit of delight in doing so, even going so far as to skin back the foreskin, cleansing and taking special care there as well. She was smiling.
"What?" I asked curious seeing her expression.
"Just remembering something," she answered back smiling even wider.
"And..........?"
"You have a tendency to talk in your sleep a lot," she offered, which wasn't new to me, as I did.
"Yeah, and occasionally walk in my sleep too," I added. A fact that had caused me a few somewhat embarrassing moments as a kid growing up. Hearing the story of how I had walked outside buck naked in the middle of a snow storm. Mom...trying to shoo me back inside the house, chasing me around the street with a quilt as I ran from her laughing hysterically. That was one I was glad I hadn't woken up in the middle of.
"Oh yeah," Janet giggled. "Mom did tell some interesting stories about you doing that too, but I was remembering an incident one night a few months ago...in particular," she paused looking up at me with a mischievous look in her eyes.
"Go on..." I encouraged curiously now.
Janet continued washing my dick, though at this point it became more of a continued fondling. Perfectly clean now, she seemed more content with just holding it, waggling it a bit softly, almost nonchalantly toying with it as she continued her story.
"I had just gotten home from work, tiptoeing down the hall trying to be quiet so as not to wake you up," she related. "I passed by your door on the way to my room, and thought I heard talking. Obviously you were alone, but I wasn't sure at first...wondering if you finally had actually invited someone over."
I laughed at that. "You know better than that," I told her. "When was the last time that I had a female guest over to the house?"
"Well, that may be true...but at the time, I did wonder. Anyway, I stood outside your door listening, and then tried the door, intending to just take a little peek into your room. Obviously you were alone, sound asleep in your bed, but I realized while looking inside, you were naked. As hot as it was...and had been, you were laying on top of the sheets. There was also a full moon then as I remember, so the light was coming in through the window, just enough to allow me to see you by. I almost turned to walk out and go back to my room when you suddenly rolled over. When you did, I noticed you had an erection."
"Oh no! Really? Oh fuck...sorry about that!"
Janet laughed. "What for? Not your fault you had a hard-on, in your sleep. Hell, I swear Jack does all the time," she smiled again. "But it wasn't even that so much that caused me to do what I then did...it was what you said after that...in your sleep."
"What did I say?"
"You said the sweetest thing ever," she grinned broadly. She then sat back on her heels, though still managing to hold onto my cock. "You said...'God Janet, I wish I could fuck those tits of yours!"
"I did not say that!"
"Oh yes you did!" She chuckled delightedly. "Clear as day! So much so, for a moment, I actually thought you were awake, speaking to me. I walked over, wondering if you were, but then you mumbled something totally unintelligible, and then I knew...you were talking in your sleep again. But the fact was Brian, I'd clearly heard you say that, and knew then what I'd suspected for quite some time, at least had an edge of truth to it. Anyway...I couldn't just walk away either, not having the perfect opportunity that I had at the time. The first real chance to have a close-up look at this dick of yours."
She waggled it again, a bit more fondly, playfully. And much to my surprise, I actually felt it thicken a little, trying to imagine all this.
"And then what?" I asked pleasurably as she slowly, almost teasingly began stroking it again.
"Well, I couldn't help myself. And like I said, the opportunity was simply too good to pass up. So I carefully sat down on the edge of the bed, and leaned over looking at you...inspecting you, and then tentatively held you for a moment, trying to see if my doing that would cause you to wake up. Obviously...it didn't."
"Obviously," I replied as I would have certainly remembered that, and not hearing it like this for the first time.
"Anyway...so then I leaned forward a little, like this," she showed me, and kneeling there in front of me the way she was, she stuck out her tongue, just lightly licking the head of my cock. "I licked it...licked it again, and looked up to see if you were waking up, but all you did was mumble something again, though you sighed pleasurably too. So I licked it some more, and then sucked it a little."
"Oh my god! Seriously? You sucked my cock while I was sleeping?"
"Did I ever!" She laughed. "But like I said Brian, after hearing what you said, and after having discovered what you'd also been doing...I knew then, as I later discussed it with Jack, that eventually, we'd have to tell you about us, and hopefully...include you with what we had just begun doing back then."
"Did she know?" I silently asked myself. "What do you mean...you discovered?" I asked more than a bit worriedly now.
She wrapped her lips around my cock again, sucking it however, even as she answered my question. "That you'd been using my panties to jerk off into."
I was mortified, embarrassed to tears almost. I had only done that a couple of times, and had always been very careful about putting things back. "How'd you...how'd you find out?" I asked shamefacedly. She giggled again, blushing a bit herself now.
"Oh don't be embarrassed by it," she told me. "Actually, I found that pretty sweet too...and yes, naughty admittedly. Quite a turn on in fact. But the thing is Brian, even as wet and juicy as I get, my panties are NEVER that crusty when I go to wash them! So I noticed that, especially one particular pair, my dark blue ones, which had a lot more stains on them than they should have. So that's when I asked Jack if he'd been using them to jerk off with. When he said "No", I knew he'd have told me he had. So I knew then...it had to be you. And that's when I sort of...set you up."
My face was beet red, I could feel it. "When...ah, when did you do that?" I now asked, having a pretty good suspicion when that must have been now. I had seen something myself, which had triggered it, or at least I thought that had to have been the incident she was talking about, as again...like I said, I hadn't actually done that more than two or three times at the most.
"The red ones."
I knew then, I was right. "Oh yeah...I should have known, or should have known better perhaps," I amended. "So...so you did that on purpose then?"
"Oh yeah, and boy was I excited when I went back later to check and see if you did, and of course found out that you had. I raced back with them myself after that, and actually masturbated with my own panties, knowing they were filled with your still sticky warm cum. God Brian, I got off so hard doing that, that I wanted to do it again, but unfortunately, I never caught you using them again, so I figured you must have been dealing with guilty feelings or something after that."
She was right there too. Because I had been. Tempted more than once, I never did so again, too afraid she'd discover what I'd been up to...been doing. So I had quit using my sister's panties to jack off with.
But the image of that day, her red panties had stayed with me for a long time and became for me one of the most often used fantasies to remember while jerking myself off late at night after going to bed.
I was running late for class that day. Standing impatiently outside of the bathroom waiting for Janet to finish up in there. We had made a rule, which up until then at least, seemed to work. The first twenty minutes always had been considered private, personal time. But after that, if anyone exceeded the time limit, and someone else needed to use the bathroom, then that was their problem. As the door didn't lock, we all honored the twenty-minute rule. I had given her twenty-two minutes, and needed to pee desperately, as well as at least wash up in lieu of taking a shower that morning.
I knocked, as we still did, even after someone had used up their allotted personal time before entering. Janet had called out, "Just a sec!" So I had waited, hearing a bit of scuffling, and figured she was looking for something to cover herself up in. Which had been my guess moments later when she said it was ok, and that I could come in. Her hair was wrapped in a towel, still obviously wet, and she had another one wrapped around her body, so I pretty much surmised that was what she'd been looking for.
"I'm in a hurry, so you might want to leave or it's going to get rank in here," I had warned her. She laughed, scurrying out of the bathroom, leaving me to my personal twenty minutes at least. As I sat down, I looked over and noticed what appeared to be red material caught in the cabinet door. So I reached over, opening it, which is when I then discovered an unexpected surprise, which I now knew...was a set up. Not only was it a pair of Janet's red satin panties, but there was some sort of vibrator sitting on top of them. Obviously, she'd been masturbating and had hurriedly tried to hide the evidence of her having been doing so. I picked up the toy, smelled it, and could still clearly smell my own sister's natural juices clinging to it. But then of course, I picked up the panties too. The crotch was still damp, still fragrant. And against my own better judgment, I used them to sit there and jack off with. I had even purposely tried not to get any semen inside them, though I must have gotten a little bit on them anyway, even as careful as I was...as I remember coming a lot! After I had finished, I then put them carefully back just the way I had found them, part of them still sticking out of the cupboard door, the toy carefully rearranged where I had found it. But obviously, now hearing all this, she had done that on purpose.



"Yeah, so after you left for school, I went back into the bathroom, and sure enough, I knew then you had discovered my trap, and sprung it. Sure enough when I looked for the evidence, I found some, though unfortunately, not nearly as much as I was hoping for. But even then, it was still enough that I ran back to my own room, taking my panties with me, and then used those to run up and down my slit with, until getting myself off again."
"So."
She giggled. "Yeah so...that's when I knew, that eventually...we'd end up like this, well...hopefully anyway. And now we have." She moved closer towards me, now cupping her breasts, surrounding my now stiff cock with them. "So...here we are."
"Indeed."
"So...still interested in that tit-fuck you mentioned? In your sleep?"
Now I laughed. "More than ever!"
She was still doing that to me when Jack came back down the stairs, all dressed and ready for work.
"Holy shit you two! Did I really need to see this? Now I'm going to be fucking horny all night at work! Thanks a lot!" He was smiling though as he said that, stopping briefly to watch for a moment, kissing his sister full on the lips even as she continued milking my prick with her breasts. "Do that for me later? After I get home?"
"Maybe tomorrow," she informed him. "I'll probably be sleeping in Brian's bed tonight."
I was surprised at hearing that, the thought not having registered up until now that that was even a remote possibility.
Once again he laughed at that though, which was a bit of a relief as there was no apparent jealousy, or concern in his expression as he turned heading out the door for work.
"Just as long as you keep your promise," he smiled, turning...his cock sticking out of his pants now, having unzipped them, somehow fishing it out, and now teasing her with it before stepping outside, his cock as far as we knew...still exposed.
"He always like that?" I had to ask.
"Only when he's horny," she told me, and then proceeded to finish jacking me off with her tits.
**
We indeed spent that night together, making love as it were, not just simply fucking. Though fucking we did too. But having that time together, alone...for some oddball reason, seemed to make up for all the times we hadn't been together, when the two of them had been. Maybe she knew that, or knew that's how I'd felt, been feeling when I had stood there in the doorway watching the two of them together. But as nice as that was, I think it was that moment when I went down on her for the first time. Feasting on that glorious pussy of hers, the smoothness of her full puffy lips, sucking and nibbling on each one. Basking in the aroma and fragrance of her heated cunt, licking...tasting, sucking her clit, and then doing everything all over again. I lost track of the number of times she came, climaxing over and over again until forced to shove me away. Too tender, too sensitive to continue, though aroused still even then. Forcing me onto my back, taking my hard stiff cock into her mouth, and then draining me. I hate to say it...it was the first time anyone had ever done that to me. Not that it had been a big deal (up until that moment anyway), but the fact my very own sister was the first. The first one to happily, almost greedily in fact, slurp down my cum, and then sit there, licking her lips, squeezing, urging out more, licking that up. It was beyond my wildest dreams seeing her doing that for me.
In the morning, still too tired, and honestly done in for the moment, I did however sit back, and allow myself the enjoyment of seeing Janet allow Jack to titty-fuck her. Even though I never got hard, never even remotely getting aroused enough to join the two of them. It was still exciting and arousing to watch it, to see it this time without the jumble of emotions and insecurities I had so recently experienced. I watched in fascination, seeing my brother's come marking our sister's breasts, drenching them, saturating them, and finding it both erotic and sensual.
Later that night...taking turns with her. Now laying beside the two of them, content to watch, enjoying the movement, the dance of their coupling. No longer the jealousy, guilt or feeling somehow less bonded or apart from them as I once had. I knew then, we had come together as one. As a family again, perhaps in a unique, unacceptable way to society as a whole. But it mattered not, not to us anyway. We had only had one another to rely on, to count on when things got tough, when that same society had pretty much left us to fend for ourselves and find a way to survive all this.
We had. We did. And we had no intention of ever going back again.
-End-
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Tinkle Bell - Chapter One
When my parents first informed me that we would soon be having a foreign exchange student coming to live with us, I wasn't too terribly excited by the idea. Being an only child, I was somewhat accustomed to having my own space, though "Bella" as I soon found out her name would of course have her own room. The house was certainly big enough, almost a small estate situated on well manicured grounds, outdoor pool, Jacuzzi, and garden area that my parents had formed into a small maze. It was something I had enjoyed running around in as a small child. Now it was more decorative than anything. Back then it was taller than I was. Now...at my height of just under six feet, it was two feet shorter than I was. Still, it did bring back many a fond memory of the times I had spent in it pretending to be lost, sometimes purposely hiding out in it until my mother came looking for me.
I had wandered out there now, sitting on the small bench directly located in the middle of the maze. My folks having gone to the airport to pick Bella up while I waited for their return. I had also been given to understand, she was three years older than I was, at twenty-four, I likewise had to wonder if she would see me as more of an adolescent than an equal, even with the minor age difference. Being Italian, I likewise had to wonder if we'd get along all that well, especially since I didn't speak a single word of Italian myself, and though she spoke reasonably good English from what I was given to understand, it was just one more obstacle I felt would keep the two of us from getting along very easily.
I couldn't have been more mistaken. And I also wondered afterwards if my very open-minded parents weren't well aware of that when they'd decided to bring her in to live with us for a time. I'd even reached the conclusion long after they had, that perhaps Bella had indeed been some sort of a gift in a way. Her more mature outlook on life, her experience and intellect in things I hadn't as yet experienced myself, paved the way for some much needed tutoring in other areas.
You see...though I wasn't exactly unfamiliar with the female anatomy, I still at twenty-one, wore the label of "virgin". Not that I wanted to remain one, but so far I hadn't as yet found a woman that I honestly felt like I wanted to share that first time experience with. I was plenty experienced in other ways of course, and had been content with that, up until now at least. When I heard the car pulling into the circular driveway in front of the house, I took a few short cuts, hopping the hedge where I could and then made my way over to the front of the house. My parents and Bella just then getting out as dad began off-loading all her luggage from the trunk of the car.
Needless to say, she was gorgeous!
She too was tall, nearly as tall as I was from the looks of it. With an olive complexion, dark shoulder length hair, dark brown eyes which were offset by a perfectly oval shaped face. She had full lips, which were accented with a rosy red lipstick. She looked to me like a very young version of a Gina Lollobrigida, especially when I then got a pretty good look at her magnificent full breasts as she leaned forward to pick up one of her suitcases. Though encased in what appeared to be a lacy red bra, the fullness of them threatened to spill out as she leaned forward.
"Here, let me," I said just then reaching her, catching a smile from mom in appreciation of that as she then introduced me to her.
"Bella? This is our son David. David? This is of course Bella. Bella Risso."
"Nice to meet you Bella," I said speaking slowly, though she laughed hearing my attempt to pronounce my words succinctly.
She responded back with a very sexy sounding Italian accent yes, but her English if anything was even more fluid sounding than my own. "English is my second language," she informed me as she allowed me to pick up a couple of her bags as we now all followed dad inside the house. "French, German, as well as Dutch, and even a little Chinese, which I'm still learning to speak, and of course...It-al-ian," she said pronouncing that in what was obviously an attempt at humor, as she broke up the syllables, purposely, laying on an even thicker accent much to everyone's amusement.
We had soon deposited her luggage inside her room as mom quickly pointed out a few of the amenities, including her own bathroom of course. "Well, we'll leave the two of you to get acquainted with one another, and settled in a bit. Dinner will be at six-thirty out on the patio. I'll expect David to give you a brief tour of the house and grounds so you can better familiarize yourself with the place," mom finished. And then she and dad stepped out, closing the door behind them as they left.
I felt momentarily awkward, alone with her like this as she opened one of her suitcases there on the bed, obviously intending to change into something else other than what she was wearing. I saw that as my cue to leave too. "I'll ah...just be downstairs, come get me when you've finished dressing, and I'll show you around," I told her, and then made to walk over to the door.
"No need to leave," she informed me, "only take me a second here," she added. Then much to my surprise, she reached down pulling the blouse she had been wearing up and over her head, now standing there in that same lacy-red bra I had caught a glimpse of earlier. But it didn't end there either. Reaching around, she deftly undid the clasp on her bra, allowing it to fall away from her breasts, even as she tossed it off to one side there on the bed, reaching inside her suitcase and retrieving what appeared to be a rather form-fitting tank top, setting that off to one side for a moment as she began undoing the somewhat dressy looking slacks she was wearing.
"Ah...maybe I should wait, just outside at least," I stammered blushing a bit. Surprised that I was, surprised at my reaction to her, though she then turned, already shoving her slacks down off her feet, smiling, and then laughing a bit.
"I'm sorry...have I embarrassed you?" She asked. "I keep forgetting that you American's are a bit more inhibited when it comes to nudity here. In France, I've become accustomed to spending time on the beaches entirely naked, along with everyone else. After a while perhaps, it simply becomes second nature. I guess I need to remember that while I'm here."
"Yeah, maybe you better," I informed her then, though I made no further effort to leave the room either. "I think dad might enjoy your more European outlook on life, but I'm not too sure how mom might take it, even as open-minded as she is in comparison with everyone else I know."
Once again she laughed, though she continued on with her undressing, now standing there in front of me with nothing more than a very skimpy looking thong on, which even then barely covered the obvious full pair of lips between her legs. It was all I could do to tear my eyes away from that, which then of course, were drawn right back to her still bare breasts again.
I had known her for less than fifteen minutes, and already I had seen her naked, or nearly so anyway, save for a thin piece of material barely covering her pussy. She had the darkest set of nipples I had ever seen, far darker than her normal skin tone, areolas the size of silver dollars, twin little spikes that stood up proud and erect as she stood there, though she soon slipped her tight form-fitting tank top over them, covering them up. Even then, I could still see the somewhat darker color of her nipples showing through. Slipping into a pair of likewise tight form-fitting shorts, which barely even covered her near perfect ass-cheeks, she then took my hand pulling me back out into the hallway again. Barefoot, she simply said. "Lead the way...show me around," and then stood patiently waiting for me to do so. Her hand felt good in mine as we slowly descended the stairs together.
There was no doubt about it. Having Bella staying here, was apt to prove interesting.
**
I took Bella on a short brief tour of the main living quarters, save for the private quarters where Irene, our live in cook, Doreen, the maid, and Andy our grounds keeper lived. After that, I then showed her the still well groomed maze that I used to run around in as a kid. Bella found it fascinating, and made me show her the pathway (even though we could see where it eventually led to there in the middle) and how to get there without bumping into dead-ends. After that, we walked out to the back area where the pool and Jacuzzi were.
"Oh yes! Yes! We must go for a swim!" She announced, and just like that, she began stripping off all her clothing.
"Wait Bella! Wait!" But it was already too late, though she had kept her black tiny thong on, everything else lay in a small pile next to my feet as I watched her run over towards the pool diving in.
"Come on David! Come swim with me!" She pleaded.
"Ok, I will...but, I'm going to go grab us some towels first," I informed her, though my other intention was twofold. I planned on putting a suit on for one. And for another...informing my folks that our new guest had a penchant for swimming naked.
I raced back into the house, heading for the sitting room where I knew mom and dad would be. Entering the room, both mom and dad looked up, seeing the semi worried expression on my face.
"What's wrong sport?" Dad asked curiously even before I had said anything.
"Nothing's wrong really," I hesitated. "But you might want to go over a few house rules with Bella at some point," I said smiling a bit sheepishly.
"Oh? And why's that?" Mom asked.
"Well...for one, she's discovered the pool. But secondly, she's out there swimming naked in it." I didn't really count her wearing the thong I'd last seen her in as clothing, especially under the circumstances as her near perfect ass was as revealed as her boobs were.
"Oh my!" Mom exclaimed looking over towards dad, though I saw what appeared to be a small smirk appearing in a hidden smile. "Yes...yes, I guess we should go over a few rules while she's here!" Mom stated further.
"Now Grace," dad said looking back towards mom. "Let's not be too hasty here. She's used to doing that, and I don't want to come off as being too prudish, or making her feel uncomfortable or unwelcome. Perhaps we can reach some sort of a compromise at the very least."
I could see mom was a little surprised at dad's recommendation. "Such as?" She asked giving him a concerning look.
"Well, maybe we let her know its ok to be topless...just not, you know, totally naked while swimming, or sun-tanning out back. If we approach her that way, perhaps she won't feel like we're making too many demands on her," he finished hopefully. Mom sat considering it obviously struggling.
"Ok," she finally agreed, though not entirely comfortable with the obvious compromise. "Perhaps this evening shortly after dinner would be a good time to bring it up, along with a few other minor rules we have around here," she stated.
I smiled, surprised at the outcome, but leaned over giving mom a kiss on the cheek.
"What's that for?" She then asked me.
"For being a cool mom, and for not getting all hung up on Bella running around with her boobs hanging out," I grinned.
"Yes well," mom blushed. "Just try not to stare too much," she playfully scolded me, turning towards dad. "And you Harold...I'd prefer it if you didn't even look at all, or at the very least, not be too obvious about it."
Dad laughed. "Yes dear."
With that out of the way, I sprinted upstairs to my room, changed into a pair of swim trunks, grabbed towels, and headed back outside to the pool area. Bella was just then finishing a couple of laps, now swimming over to the side of the pool upon seeing me approach.
"What took so long?" She asked frowning upon seeing me wearing trunks. "And why are you wearing those anyway?"
"Mainly because mom and dad are home, and might at some point come out here to sit on the patio. Let's just say...mom hasn't seen me naked since I was a little kid, and I'm not sure she'd be too comfortable seeing me now."
"Spoil sport," she said lifting herself out of the pool at that point, once again giving me an unobstructed view of her tits. Nipples hard, crinkled erotically as she stood up, ringing out her hair, reaching towards me for one of the towels I was holding. I gave her one, continuing to stand there as she used the towel for her hair, drying it vigorously, which enticingly of course, made her boobs bounce provocatively. I felt myself becoming aroused watching that and decided that it was as good a time as any to take a seat on one of the nearby lounge chairs before anything became too noticeable.
She finished doing that, and then stood looking at me. "What? You afraid of getting wet?" She asked. "Or are you afraid of something else?" She teased knowingly. It was hard NOT looking at her breasts, especially as she walked over and stood next to me looking down. It was then obvious what she was looking at. Especially as I had gotten considerably stiffer and harder, though thankfully, not quite fully erect.
"Maybe...later," I said ignoring her comment. But that's when she suddenly sat down on me, only the thin material of her tiny black thong separating her well defined pussy from actually rubbing against me. "Hey!" I cried out in surprise. But all she did was laugh, put her arms around my neck, effectively placing her tits about three inches away from my face.
"I think it's going to be fun living here," she told me then, and then...kissed me.
Still surprised, I found myself kissing her back however. And as we did that, I now felt the obvious press of her bare breasts against my own skin. The feathery caress and touch of her nipples almost grazing my own. Which of course immediately hardened me entirely. Feeling my erection suddenly pressing against my shorts, and the thin material of her own almost non-existent garment, I was once again reminded of the fact that my parents could in fact walk outside any moment now. And after what I had just said to them, I was half expecting it. At least expecting dad to make some excuse to coming wandering out. I actually placed my hands on her sides, trying to be careful so as not to come into contact with her breasts in an effort to lift her up and off me. I should have known better. She wasn't having anything to do with that, and began fighting back, making it into some sort of a game or something. When she did, I resorted to the one tactic I still had, not knowing if it would work or not. I began tickling her.
"Oh my god! Stop! Stop!" She began laughing hysterically.
"Then get off," I said laughing back.
"NO!" She firmly tossed, now actually grinding herself against me. Which made my own situation suddenly far worse...I was horribly aroused, and yet scared to death as well. So I began tickling her even more than I had been since she seemed to be very ticklish.
"Stop it David! You're going to make me pee if you keep doing that!"
I took it as a hollow threat and nothing else, continuing to tickle, and yet implore her to get off me then.
"NO!" She said defiantly, still squirming around on top of me, so I continued to tickle her. And then low and behold...I felt a warm wet sensation suddenly saturating my trunks, more importantly my dick. Bella was peeing!
"Oh my god!" I cried out shocked and surprised, not so much offended, or disgusted at the realization, just simply surprised she'd actually peed on me. After all, she HAD warned me she would if I continued. The thing was, looking up at her, her eyes were closed in obvious ecstasy, I had seen that look enough times in the past to know...it was orgasmic in nature. Bella was experiencing a climax! And she had quit struggling too, though I had also quit tickling her. The continued warm sensation of her pee drenching me however continued, as did her sudden deep-throated groan of delight and ecstasy as she obviously came. Moments later collapsing against me, her hands once again around my neck, the subtle movement of her lower region as she continued pressing herself against me, pussy throbbing wildly. I know...because I could feel it.
"Did you just..."
"What pee? Cum? Oh hell yes...both obviously," she said sitting up once again. "But I warned you, didn't I?" She asked. "And now I guess you know one of my secrets," she stated. "Sometimes...especially if I'm very aroused, like I am now," she grinned. "When I pee...and have to pee bad, I can actually have an orgasm. Needless to say David...you triggered both. I only hope that didn't shock or offend you too much. I simply couldn't help it."
I was actually surprised to find that it hadn't. We were still sitting there, pressed together, and though the initial warm bath she'd just given me had begun cooling off, my cock hadn't. It was now rock fucking hard as ever! Something that was only too noticeable as she continued grinding herself against it.
"And by what I'm feeling...I'm also guessing, you rather enjoyed that too," she added knowingly.
Words failed me however. The press of her wet saturated pussy, even though we were still separated by thin layers of clothing, was having its effect on me. I finally did find my voice however, and even managed to get Bella to swing her legs off, sitting beside me again as we now shared the lounge together.
"I didn't know anyone could do that...pee and cum at the same time," I chuckled a little embarrassed now by all this. Especially sitting there with a full-blown erection, which was too noticeable to ignore. "Hell, I can't even pee in the morning when I get up if I'm sporting morning wood...I have to wait until it goes down some before I can."
Bella tossed her hair back laughing at that, seeing it in her mind's eye perhaps. "I guess men and women are wired a little differently," she told me. "But like I said...I certainly don't cum every time I pee either, only when I'm highly aroused...like I am now. But...I bet, you could do it if you tried."
"Nope...no way. We really are wired differently in that regard. Not even remotely possible."
She sat contemplating the mechanics of it perhaps. "You know when you've really got to go bad...and you've been holding it in until you can? That sensation...when you finally can pee, doesn't that still feel pretty damn good, almost like having an orgasm?"
"Yeah, sort of...I mean I know what you mean, and sure...but it's more of a pressure pleasure release, not a...well, you know, a climax, orgasm, happy time good feeling release," I chortled once again making her laugh. "And as a matter of fact...I actually do have to pee now, pretty bad...but until I calm down a bit here, that's not going to happen either," I freely admitted.
Once again she was staring at my crotch. I'd given up all pretense of trying to hide my predicament either, I mean after all...what was the point?
"At least try," she told me.
I laughed, preparing to stand up. "Yeah...maybe I should, perhaps by the time I get inside I'll be able to do so."
"No! Not inside...here!" she told me. "Do it right here!"
"You can't be serious!" I exclaimed.
"Oh but I am serious!" She responded back. "As a matter of fact David...I'd love it if you returned the favor."
"Excuse me?"
She turned once again straddling the lounge chair, though as she did, she reached down moving her tiny thong off to one side. I was now staring directly at her blood swollen pussy lips, and more importantly, her hard extended, fully revealed little clit. Which wasn't so little at the moment either. "Right here," she said tempting me. "Pee on me right here David! I want to feel your naughty, hot urine spraying directly against my little clitty!"
"There's no way in hell," I said once again, though I couldn't tear my eyes away from her cunt. "Especially...looking at that," I informed her, salivating.



"Please? Try? For me?" She asked coquettishly.
I couldn't believe I was actually going to try and do this. Thank god the lounge chairs were plastic, and that I was beyond horny at the moment...and perhaps not thinking too clearly either at this point. Throwing caution to the wind, I lowered my loose fitting trunks just enough to reveal my hard stiff cock, though how in the hell I hoped to actually pee with it like this remained a mystery.
"You're sure about this?"
"More than you know," she said now spreading herself even further apart, her extended clit now even more profound as I sat there staring at it. "Come on David...pee on it for me, let me feel you squirting on my pussy!"
"You have any idea how hard this is?" I asked.
She giggled. "Oh yeah, I think I have a pretty good idea how hard it truly is," she said staring just as boldly back at my now very exposed cock.
"That's not what I meant," I said, though laughing along with her. "Seriously Bella...I'm not sure I can even do this, especially...sitting here with you, well fuck...with you so hot, horny and naked."
"I am that!" She giggled back in return. "But try for me anyway. Trying thinking about something else then...try concentrating, close your eyes and try to imagine how good it will feel to finally go, like those times you were telling me about, when you really had to pee, but needed it to soften up just a little so that you could."
"Ok, but no promises. And please...try and keep an eye out for mom and dad...just in case. I can only imagine what they'd say if they were to come out here right about now."
Perhaps it was the sudden reminder and realization of that, that made me wilt just a little. Enough so...I was actually able to focus on the one feeling as opposed to the other. I knew as I sat there, eyes still closed...that I might actually be able to do this, as strange and bizarre for me as it was. Moments later, I actually felt it when I began doing so, only then opening my eyes so I could direct, and watch. I needn't have bothered. The moment my thin stream even began, Bella lifted herself up slightly, simultaneously reaching forward, her hand shooing my own away as she wrapped her long slim fingers around my cock, holding it. Though the moment she did that of course, I lost the sensation of being able to pee.
"Concentrate David! Come on! Concentrate! You can do it, come on...pee! Pee baby...pee!"
And suddenly...I was.
**
I sat there surprised, watching my thin golden stream actually splashing against Bella's cunt as she continued to hold herself open with one hand, directing it. And with the other, holding onto my cock...aiming it. She cried out in delight, once again tossing her head back, enjoying the sensation as I drenched her, considerably. And even long before the stream had begun to lessen any, she cried out again amidst the throes of yet another orgasm. When I finally had pretty much finished, only then did she open her eyes, her face flushed in passionate pleasure as she now began jacking my cock off. It hardened instantly, but even more amazingly, I had been hovering on the edge now for so long, her mere touch suddenly tightened my balls, the beginning tingle of my own pleasured release imminent. She sensed it as well, still jacking my cock, even more firmly now.
"Oh yeah...yeah! Cum for me David! Cum for me, cum all over my tits!"
And as I had just done to her pussy, I now found myself squirting again, only this time in an even more pleasurable way, shooting lots and lots of white sticky stuff all over her boobs instead. Maybe it wasn't simultaneous, the way she could do...but it was damn fucking close. As close as I'd ever get anyway. One second ago pissing on her pussy, and now...cumming, squirting, bathing her magnificent tits with an entirely different solution.
When I was finally drained...entirely, only then did she readjust herself. And with the edge off, my fears and worries immediately resurfaced again.
"I'd better get the hose, and wash everything off," I informed her, quickly putting myself back into place, which was now at least easy to do. I soon scampered off grabbing the hose and began spraying everything off.
"You'd ah...better wash me down a little too," she giggled as I looked up, saw the cum-curdles now clinging to most of each one of her breasts.
"Yeah...maybe I'd better," I said, and then adjusted the nozzle as I began spraying her off. Which I was in the process of doing when mom and dad finally did come strolling out onto the patio.
"Well would you look at that Harold?" Mom stated. "They're playing in the water, just the way he used to do when he was much younger," mom quipped actually smiling upon seeing that.
"Not quite," dad said just under his breath as he now took a full really good look at Bella's nearly nude body.
"What did you say? I missed that," mom asked.
"Oh...nothing dear," dad stated. "Just nice to see the two of them getting along so well together."
"Yes...isn't it?" Mom replied and then waved at the two of us as she and dad took their seats.
**
As usual, Irene fixed a very nice, yet simple dinner especially for a warm summer's night as we ate outside on the patio. And thankfully, as they eventually did get around to addressing a few "minor" rules, Bella took things in stride, obviously pleased that mom and dad weren't quite as prudish, or as unopen-minded about such things as her running about topless when outdoors. Another minor rule to follow. But only when we didn't have expected guests over either, as mom soon added to that, having at least given in on the topless compromise.
"Well, how about we relax in the Jacuzzi for a bit, and enjoy an after dinner brandy while we do?" dad suggested. It was something we had all very often done, especially on the weekends, so it wasn't anything unexpected as we hurriedly took our dishes back inside before heading off to our respective rooms to change. Bella was the first to make it back to the tub...yes, topless again, though she had at least put on a far more conservative bikini bottom, though even that did little if anything to cover up the twin firm globes of her ass. It was again a European cut, and I seriously doubted she had anything that would have been less revealing in her wardrobe. When mom and dad returned, mom was in fact wearing a two-piece suit, though hers of course was far from even remotely considered as bikini ware. Settling down inside the Jacuzzi together sipping the brandies that dad had prepared for us to enjoy, we all noticed that Bella seemed a bit more subdued, and even frowning a little.
"What's wrong dear? Don't you enjoy brandy?" Mom asked.
"Oh it's not that, the brandy's fine. Very good in fact. It's just that...well, you've gone out of your way to make me feel comfortable here, which I appreciate. But now...having done that, I feel as though I have made you feel uncomfortable."
"Nonsense," mom responded. "It will just take a little getting used to things is all," she laughed a bit, even blushing a little at the obvious reference. "I guess we are a bit less shall we say, uninhibited here in the States?"
"Yes, and that's too bad too," Bella continued. "You have nothing to be ashamed of," Bella told my mom. "You have perfectly wonderful breasts, and you should be proud in displaying them! I only hope mine will look as good as yours do in a few years," she added. Mom again blushing, dad and I both looking at one another with wide-eyed amazed expressions on our faces at hearing this particular conversation taking place.
"Well thank you, but I'm not sure it would be very proper...or appropriate for me to bare my breasts in front of my own son."
"Oh for heaven's sakes Grace, it's not like David hasn't seen your boobs before. You know he has, several times. We even talked about that years ago, that we weren't going to make a big deal about such things with David growing up and all. And so far...up until now anyway, we haven't. So I tend to agree with Bella. What's the big deal? And besides, I think there's some sort of saying isn't there Bella? When in Rome?"
She laughed at that. "Yes, there is. And I'd love it...and truly appreciate it if you'd honor me, and make me feel more comfortable in my own skin, if you'd be so inclined to do the same."
I guess I hadn't as yet had enough surprises for one day, as mom suddenly shrugged her shoulders, still blushing a little, and then reached around behind herself, undoing the top she was wearing, removing it. Though as she did, she did sink down below the surface of the water a bit more, so that just the upper slopes of her breasts were exposed. Even so...I had seen them, surprised at her sudden boldness. And though I certainly hadn't entertained thoughts about my own mother, no more so than the occasional curiousness whenever I had accidentally walked in on her while she was dressing or undressing, I was still appreciative of the fact she had done even this much. Obviously for Bella...and partially perhaps for dad too as he now sat grinning from ear to ear.
"Another brandy anyone?" Dad asked. Though I noticed that mom was looking down in the water, and then thought I saw movement of her hand as she reached over towards him.
"I would...yes," she said. "But maybe...you should let David pour it this time," she said with what I honestly believed was a bit of a wicked smile on her face. Dad looked down briefly, perhaps feeling mom's hand through the swirling bubbles, which pretty much hid whatever else was going on.
"Perhaps you're right," he grinned back, winking at her. "David? Would you be so kind please?"
I knew then I needed to hurry. Or we'd all be going without a second brandy.
**
I truly loved Saturday mornings. It was my one and usually only day of the week to sleep in. Mom and dad were in a golf league together, something I was glad they were involved in, sharing time together, and doing something they both loved to do. As such, I knew they had already gone out to the links. I lay there, half asleep, half awake fighting the ever growing urge to get up and pee. About two seconds later, I felt someone...or rather Bella suddenly bouncing on my bed, or more specifically...on me. I slept naked, as I now realized, she did. Thank god I was currently on my tummy, though the feel of what was obviously her bare pussy pressing against my ass cheeks woke me right the hell up.
"Did you even bring any clothes with you?" I asked speaking more into my pillow, too afraid to even acknowledge her presence at the moment. Especially with my usual morning woody hiding beneath me.
She laughed at that of course, still bouncing, though rubbing herself a bit too against my bare ass.
"And aren't you braking the rules just a bit?" I reminded.
"Not if no one else is here I'm not," she stated simply. "Your mom and dad left well over an hour ago...we're all alone here."
"Not quite," I moaned hating to admit I was enjoying the feel of her. "There is the maid you know..." though I also knew, Doreen wouldn't come into my room to do anything as long as the door remained closed. I could only hope and assume that it was.
"Maybe she'd enjoy watching," Bella suggested. "She is an attractive woman you know," she then added. "I wouldn't mind..."
"Bella! Good god woman!" I said laughing, though not at all surprised by her hint. "For starters, she works for us, so I'd never even consider such a thing. And secondly, I also happen to know...she has a relationship already. With Andy. I know, because I accidentally walked in on them one day when no one was supposed to be here. So like I said, they sort of have a thing going! And I'm not entirely sure she's into other women either."
"Oh, don't be too sure about that," she chortled. "Most women, though many won't admit it, have at one time or another been curious enough to fool around. And even if they haven't, they've still thought about it, I assure you. And I'm willing to bet, if I let it be known I was willing, she just might take me up on it."
"You're awfully sure of yourself aren't you?"
"Would you prefer that I wasn't?" She asked. "I mean after all David...if I was just your average typical everyday woman, we'd never have done or enjoyed what we did yesterday, now would we?"
I groaned into my pillow. Enjoying the feel of what was becoming a rather slick, slippery pussy rubbing back and forth against my ass.
Bella giggled excitedly. "By the way, what were they doing when you walked in on them anyway?"
"What do you think they were doing?" I answered back, now actually needing to pee even more than I had needed to the night before. Though silently I admitted to myself, the fact that they knew I knew was a bit of an insurance policy should I ever need it. Not that Doreen, or Andy would ever give a shit if they caught me, or anyone else for that matter doing anything. They had it good here, and they knew it. Mom and dad paid them well, and treated them a lot more like family as opposed to hired help. More often than not, the two of them pitching in to make things easier for them both. Happy and contented help made things run a lot smoother as we'd eventually come to find out. "Come on Bella, time to get off me...I really do need to pee...bad!" I added chuckling a bit. Thankfully, she rolled over collapsing on my bed, watching me as I swung my legs out, standing, stretching. As I did that, I suddenly saw this nude figure go running past me into the bathroom.
"What the..."
Following, I entered my private bathroom. Bella already sitting down on the toilet seat. "Not funny...you have your own bathroom remember? And I really do need to go Bella." The fact I actually no longer had morning wood, and was far flaccid enough to pee easily should have told her that, even with her staring at it...I wasn't growing any. The urge to go was that bad. "Come on...get up, I need to go!"
About the time I said that, I heard her beginning to tinkle. "There's plenty of room for both of us," she stated. "Here...look, stand in front of me and go."
I knew there was no point in arguing with her. Not now anyway. She'd already made her mind up this was going to happen one-way or the other. And as bad as I truly did need to go, there appeared to be plenty of room for me to stand there and piss between her legs. I think I even surprised her a little when I walked up, positioned, and started doing so. Once again she giggled, excitedly.
"See? I told you!"
The thing was. Once again, she reached up taking me in her hand, removing my own. And as she did, and as I now expected her to do, she took careful aim, placing my stream against herself as she continued peeing, the two of us looking down, watching our combined piss splashing and mingling together.
"Hmmm, so warm. So nice and warm," she sighed pleasurably. "I so do love that feeling!"
"Obviously," I added as my stream slowly began to peter out. "Now...shake it off."
I shook my head, she wasn't exactly shaking it.
"I said shake it off...not jerk it off!"
"Oh? And you'd prefer I didn't do that?" She now asked.
She had me there.
But she surprised me once again too. I was soon to learn that Bella, or "Tinkle Bell-a" as I now thought of her, was just full of surprises.
Suddenly she leaned forward, her mouth fully engulfing me, the sensation of that full-lipped mouth of hers surrounding my rapidly growing cock as she sucked it was heavenly. Even my knees weakened a little, forcing me to thrust out my arms and hands in order to steady myself. She took that as a welcome sign as I latched onto her head, now bobbing up and down on my shaft with vigor as she began giving me probably the best blowjob of my entire life.
When I felt the obvious sensation of my balls turning inside out, I knew I was only moments away from flooding her mouth with sperm. So being the gentleman that I hopefully was, I told her so, giving her fair warning.
"Hmm, good," she mouthed around my dick. "I missed out on that yesterday."
Nuff said. I stood there and succumbed to the sensations she was thrilling me with. It would in fact be the first time for me. Not my first blowjob, no...but certainly the first time I had ever come inside a woman's mouth before. And there was no doubt about it. Bella was that. She might have been a young woman, but she was very much a woman, more so than a lot of women I knew who were her age if not older. It became clearly evident to me, that sex to her was meant to be fun, exciting, even a bit risky at times perhaps. But she took pleasure in that, and gave pleasure back ten-fold. So far anyway, far more than anyone I had ever been with. Not that I'd been with a lot of women. Like I said, after all, I still was a virgin. But...I did pride myself on knowing what to do to a pussy aside from that.
At the moment though...it was all about my cock. And I was more than happy to let it go at that. Bella was making my toes curl. And I was still trying to stand on them.
Seconds later, she was draining my cock. Still slow-stroking my shaft, as though milking it, each glorious spurt disappearing down her throat as she sucked greedily, even nosily, murmuring, almost purring in a way as she sucked me dry. For myself, I saw stars of course, felt light-headed, almost faint, once again having to hold on as my knees buckled even more than they already were.
"Holy fucking shit!" I finally cried out as she slowly pried her mouth away, leaving off with a slick, juicy popping sound.
"Wow...now that, was a load!" She said licking her lips. "And now...it's my turn," she said standing, flushing, taking my hand leading me over to the sink to wash up. "Let's go back to my room now where you can fuck me silly!" She said enthusiastically.
"There's a...one major problem with that," I told her.
"Oh? And what's that?" She asked. "Or don't you want to fuck me?" She now asked still teasing me a bit, not expecting the answer she was about to receive.
"It's not that so much...but the fact is, you see...I'm still a..."
"No way!"
"Virgin!" I finished.
"Seriously?"
"Seriously."
Suddenly she smiled. "Well now, we'll just have to see about that. But...you're right. If you truly are, we certainly don't want to rush this. Something like that needs to be savored like a fine bottle of wine. And now is not the time for that. However...may I at least assume that your tongue isn't?"
"That you may," I said and then waggled it at her, rolling and pointing it. She took it into her mouth, sucking it, as though sucking my cock again.
"In that case...come tongue fuck my pussy while I lay there and imagine all the naughty, dirty things I'm going to do to you one night when we're all alone together!"
I took her hand, and happily followed her down the hall to her room, naked as the day I was born, breaking every house rule in the book as we did so. And perfectly ok with that.
And I also knew, with Bella living here with us for a time, things would probably never be the same again. And I was good with that one too.
To be continued...
**
Author's note: I do indeed appreciate your votes/comments/feedback on my stories. If you are indeed enjoying this one, drop me a note, let me know if this series is one that you'd enjoy seeing me continue. As always, I truly do appreciate hearing from you.
I remain...Many Feathers, aka, Thesandman



        Tinkle Bell Ch. 02

        Saturday proves out to be a most interesting day.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/tinkle-bell-ch-02

Title: Tinkle Bell Ch. 02

Author: Many Feathers

Category: Fetish

Description: Saturday proves out to be a most interesting day.

Tags: foreign exchange student

Series: Tinkle Bell


Leading me into her room, and then towards the bed, I saw she had left the door open after entering.
"You ah...might want to close that. As long as the doors to our rooms are closed, Doreen knows not to enter." And though it was early yet, not even eight in the morning, Doreen usually began making her rounds, cleaning rooms and changing sheets on the beds which she did every Saturday around nine or nine thirty. Bella hesitated looking back towards the open door, smiled, and then jumped on the bed. "Seriously Bella," I said looking back at the open door, but once again all she really did was smile at me.
"Doesn't the thought of her maybe seeing us excite you?" She asked.
It did...and it didn't. Like I said, even if she did see us, I knew that it wouldn't lead to anything. Not like she'd run off and tell my parents she'd caught us fucking. Especially since I wouldn't be...not yet anyway. But what might we be doing that she would see? In a sense, even if she did, we weren't doing anything wrong or doing anything that concerned her. That, and the fact I'd caught her and Andy having sex out back in the storeroom gave me an edge on that anyway. The only thing that really concerned me was her blabbing anything she might see to Irene. Irene and mom were close enough that it was very possible that could come out in conversation.
"Ok, maybe a little," I admitted. "But I'm still not so sure it's a very good idea."
"Tell you what," Bella said laying back on the bed, her knees bent, already spreading herself obscenely. "For the next hour, we leave the door open. If anyone walks by and looks in on us, I lose the bet. If not...you lose."
"What bet?" I asked curiously once again seeing her smile wickedly.
"Later on this evening, whoever loses, has to do whatever the other person asks them to do for them....agreed?" I thought about that briefly. I had an entire treasure-trove of erotic fantasies I had tucked away.
"Anything?" I saw Bella's eyes light up. In saying that, I almost saw her hoping that maybe she would lose this bet.
"Anything." She grinned broadly, and then reached down between her legs, spreading her lips apart with her fingers. "Now...come here, look at me. Look at my naughty bits!"
I was only too happy to comply, though I was still a bit nervous having left the door open. And yet...after only a few moments of lying there between Bella's legs, simply looking at her wide-open cunt without even doing anything to it, I was even more excited because it was.
**
I lay there watching her touching herself, pleasing herself, jumping at the bit so to speak wanting to do all that and more to her myself. Yet every time I made any attempt to do so, she closed her legs tightly. "Not yet...I'm enjoying this, teasing you...teasing myself, making us both very, very horny," she explained. She was obviously dragging this out of course, but it was having the effect on me she was hoping for. I was horny. Damn fucking horny to be exact, and the thought of Doreen, or anyone else for that matter walking past her wide-open doorway no longer concerned me. I was half hoping someone would as aroused as I now was.
"Ok, now...stick your finger inside me, see how wet I am," she mewed pleasurably. Admittedly, it was fun, waiting on her to tell me what to do to her...and how. Slipping my finger inside, I wormed it around, feeling the slick, slippery texture of her pussy, enjoying the illicit sounds I made when doing so, as she did. "Hmm, yes...now taste me. Suck your finger off, tell me what I taste like," she asked.
I took my finger out, ensuring she could see it as I sucked her juices off it. "You taste...fucking sweet!" I informed her, sucking it off again.
"Close," she replied. I looked at her questioningly. "Now tell me again, only this time...use dirty words, filthy words, vulgar words to describe it. Stick it in again, your middle finger this time. There's a nice little spot you can easily reach that way. Tickle that for a moment...I'll show you something."
I did that, easing in my middle finger, finding what I was fairly sure was the very spot she had told me about. Caressing it...teasing it. Sure enough, I felt what appeared to be additional moisture leaking out of her, a bit like a trickle of water. Looking squarely at her pussy, specifically at her little pee-hole, I saw nothing coming from there, so it certainly wasn't piss.
"Ok, now tell me...suck it again, and tell me what it tastes like now. But like I said...use your imagination!" She said hotly.
Taking her cue, I thought about it...realizing what she wanted to hear me say, coming up with the most profane description I could possibly come up with as I once again withdrew my finger, licking and sucking it for her while she watched.
"It tastes like cunt. Hot, creamy, slimy, slippery fuck cunt," I said. "Nasty hot dirty pussy-cunt, sticky...drippy, gooey snatch," I continued as I looked down, seeing these little pulsations, contractions, as her still gaping maw seemed to open and close on its own accord. I was glad that it didn't have teeth, if it had, it would have chewed off my finger, let alone my tongue.
"Oh yes...yes, that's exactly what it tastes like...and looks like," she agreed. "Now...suck it, suck and lick my fucking clit, and finger my gash some more. Finger-fuck my cunt David, play with that spot again, make me juice, make me flow...nice and creamy and sticky and slippery for you."
I literally dove into her cunt. In seconds, my lips had captured that amazingly hard clit of hers, sucking and all but chewing on it as she thrashed and moaned beneath me. Two fingers now inside, walking back and forth along that spongy little spot. It was amazing, feeling continued moisture begin to seep out of her, actually starting to pool to some extent within the palm of my hand as I did that.
"Oh fuck that's hot...and feels so good!" She cried out as I continued to manipulate her pussy, literally playing with it, doing things to it I had never in my life ever done to another woman before. It didn't seem to matter, no matter what I did, how I fingered her, how I licked or sucked her, she wanted more, and wanted me to keep switching things up, taking her to the edge, backing off, and then doing it all over again. Even when I slipped an additional finger inside her ass, now scissoring her that way, double-fucking both holes, still licking and sucking her clit, she was going mad with desire and lust.
"Yes David! Yes! Finger-fuck my ass, my cunt! Suck me! Eat me! Lick me!" She cried out over and over again.
I was having the time of my life. And unbeknownst to me, and something I wouldn't learn about until much later that evening in fact...Bella had lost the bet. Though as busy as I was, as consumed with devouring, and simply enjoying her pussy the way I was, I never knew it...not until much, much later. And even then...the entire time thinking that I had been the one to have lost our little bet.
**
Bella saw Doreen as she passed by the door heading for more linen. She had already been to my room, having come from the other direction, getting an early start perhaps now that we had an additional guest staying. Something I hadn't thought about. After making my bed, straightening up a little, which was all she was required and asked to do in my room. She had now headed down the hallway towards the storage closet for more sheets, even though the sheets on Bella's bed had just been recently put on in anticipation of her arrival. Sure enough, she had stopped at the door, her eyes widening as she saw the two of us, prepared to back out as quietly as she could. But Bella of course had already made eye contact with her, smiling when she did, holding a finger to her lips telling her to be quiet, but then waving her forward as I continued eating Bella's cunt, totally unaware of all this. And all this...as I said, I learned much later that evening.
At first hesitant to do so, Doreen made a step back preparing to leave, unsure of Bella's intentions perhaps. But while I lingered at her pussy, so lost in the lust of my own world here between her legs, Bella once again held her still, shaking her head no, though I am sure had I known that, or seen her doing so, I'd have thought only she was still basking in the throes of her own heated passion. Doreen stayed, watching, now very aware of the silent request being given her. And as I thought about it later, I came to the realization that she would have, given the opportunity, which she had been given. Doreen was after all a very attractive woman in her own way. Shorter by several inches perhaps, and with smallish breasts. An image that came immediately back to me as we later discussed all this. I had admired her slim, toned body then, appreciative, if not longing for the sensation she was then being given as Andy's slim long cock penetrated her clenching pussy. I too had stood at the doorway, transfixed, watching the two of them going at it like dogs in heat. Totally unaware of my observance as Doreen rode his cock, thrashing, bouncing, and wildly gyrating herself against him until they both came together in a crescendo of mutually satisfying orgasmic bliss. I had then slipped back out the door, but not before spotting for the briefest of instants, the turn of Doreen's head in my direction. I didn't know if she had seen me or not. Neither one of us mentioning, or even hinting at it, though there had been curious looks for several days afterwards. Beyond that, nothing more.
Bella locked eyes with her, smiling wantonly. Even licking her lips suggestively. She began playing with her own breasts, pulling upon her nipples. Stretching them, lifting them, causing her breasts to become pointed with the intensity of her self manipulation, and then adding to all that, presenting dialogue to accompany the now decadent spectacle taking place in front of her as Doreen continued to stand there looking on.
"That's it David! Fuck my cunt with your fingers! Eat it, suck it...suck my clit. Just imagine...imagine this baby. Imagine Doreen sitting on my face, me eating her pussy, while you're eating mine. Imagine looking up, seeing her nasty, hot juicy split, oozing out her own juice, which I suck down, drinking...licking, lapping away at her...her..."
Doreen had been hot enough, bold enough to have actually reached down, lifting the hem of her short working skirt, and then simultaneously, slipping down her panties a bit in order to better pleasure herself. In doing so, she caught on to what Bella was asking, wondering about, further exposing herself in doing so. A small, neatly trimmed tuft of hair still framing her pussy, light brown in color, matching the hair on her head.
"Her...soft, light brown furry pussy," Bella added, moaning, reaching down with one hand, placing it behind my head ensuring that I stayed where I was, and not going anywhere. Though I of course had no intention of it. I could feel my hard cock spearing the sheets, no doubt soaking them as I continued to leak droplets of my own arousal, the small pool which had begun to form beneath me, actually cool to the touch as it widened, and broadened with each passing moment.
"Oh yes...yes," she moaned even louder now. "Image walking in on us, seeing the two of us together, her cunt pressing against mine, legs overlapping, scissoring one another, pussy fucking, cunt kissing one another, and then coming over, standing there over us, jerking and working that big stiff cock of yours until you began spraying all over the two of us. Would you like that baby? Would you like to see that? Do that?"
"Fuck...fuck, I'm gonna cum!" I announced. Her illicit diatribe, her descriptions, the surprised unlocking of a few secret hidden fantasies of mine making it too hard, too difficult not to. The slight, yet constant rubbing of my dick against the cool soft sheets. The slickness of my own lubrication caressing my cock, the aroma, intoxicating as it honestly was of Bella's cunt as I lay there licking it, smelling it, was simply too fucking much.
"Yes! Yes! Yes!" Bella cried out deliriously, once again not allowing me to move, forcing me to accept this rather bizarre way of climaxing, though even then it felt deliciously wonderful as I did.
And then Bella simply squirted. She didn't pee...it wasn't that, I would have known. No...this was plain and simply a small little fountain of almost clear liquid fluid that just seemed to erupt somewhere within the depths of her cunt. I caught the first squirt of it directly inside my mouth, backing off seconds later, surprised at the onslaught of her squirting nectar. Now fascinated as much as still in the throes of my own orgasmic bliss. My cock erupting, pumping out several jettisons of spunk into and against the sheets. Bella's cunt...squirting still. One, two...even three more little spunkings of her juicy fluid that shot out of her like someone was pressing down on the trigger of a squirt-gun between her legs.
I was blown away, I was mesmerized...I was in love.
I never saw Doreen come while standing there in the doorway watching the two of us. But Bella certainly did.
**
"Come David...come and shower with me. I want to do a bit of shopping, find something nice to wear for this evening, and see a bit of the city."
I knew mom and dad had plans for taking us out to dinner later, with Saturday naturally being Irene's day off from having to do any cooking. So I was prepared for that, and had been planning on showing her around a bit anyway.
"What about the bed? The sheets?" I said looking back, seeing the obvious mess we had made, more specifically, the BIG mess I had made.
"Leave them," she said simply.
"But..."
"But what? So what if she sees and wonders, is that not too... also exciting?" She asked.
I couldn't believe I was agreeing with her. But it did. And even more surprising, I had just climaxed, but already my cock was beginning to lift its firm fat little head again in recognition of that. Bella saw it too, reached down, clasping my cock and began leading me into the bathroom. Doreen...stood just outside the bedroom door listening to all this, still trying to calm down, collect her own breath. Returning a short time later with fresh linen in order to make the bed as Bella once again sucked me off inside the shower as we stood there together.
**
Once again she had drained me there in the shower. Sucking my dick, taking and swallowing whatever semen I had managed to produce between orgasms. It was nearly as good as the first time she'd done it, once again a reminder to me just how much more experienced she obviously was in that department...amongst others.
"Man, wow..." I said trying to collect myself. And after two pretty recent climaxes, like most every time afterwards, I needed to pee again. I reached for the shower door.
"Where are you going?" She asked, as we hadn't even washed up yet.
"I need to pee first."
"So? Pee here! I do!"
"You do? I mean...you? You pee in the shower?"
"Of course, don't you?"
Sheepishly I admitted to having done so. Not always mind you, just occasionally. Usually when I was in a hurry or feeling lazy. But I had, and so I told her so.
"Yeah, me too," she smiled sharing my conspiracy. "So...go ahead. Pee. I'm going to."
"You are?"
"Yes...I am. Watch me."
Pulling me closer towards her again, I stood only inches away, looking down at the bare space separating the two of us. She reached down, spreading her lips apart, her fingers pressing just so, angling perhaps the tiny little pee-slit in her pussy as suddenly I watched this tiny amber colored fountain of liquid begin to cascade upwards against me. Once again, splashing against my still semi-rigid cock, which hadn't as yet had time to go down fully. It actually lurched as she began doing that. As we stood there watching her spray, watching as it soon mingled with the falling water from the shower turning from a golden amber to a light pale sun-lit color, and then disappearing down the drain between our legs.
"Ok, your turn," she announced after she was finished. "Only this time...I want to feel it on my ass," she informed me, turning around, leaning forward a bit with her hands bracing her support against the stall wall. "Ok baby...let me have it. Pee on my ass!"
I took direct aim at her tiny pink puckered orifice and began to let go. The hard firm stream of my warm piss hitting her precisely, splashing against her puckered sphincter, her hands once again down between her legs as she leaned there, frigging herself. I couldn't believe it, how hot it was, how decadently wicked this was doing this...watching this, seeing her once again fingering herself to yet another orgasm as I emptied my nearly full bladder against her.
"Hmm, that was nice. But...we really do need to get cleaned up here. You're parents will be home soon, and I'd like to be gone and out shopping before they get here."
She was right, and so we hurriedly washed up, dried off and re-entered the bedroom. "As much as I hate to say it...as I enjoy you watching me, we can't afford the luxury of that right now. So...go change, while I do. I'll meet you downstairs shortly."
I headed quickly towards the door, stopping suddenly, turning around looking back into the room.
The bed had been made. Fresh clean sheets placed upon it. The single blanket neatly turned down with crisp sharp corners, pillows fluffed and waiting for sleep later on that evening.
Doreen had of course been here while we'd been inside the bathroom together. I couldn't help but smile to myself as I hurriedly headed down the hall to my own remade bedroom. I wondered if she knew we were in the shower together, and likewise wondered what she thought of the obvious mess we had left for her. The thought of Bella and Doreen doing what she's so wickedly fantasized about running around inside my head. I laughed, and then hurriedly got dressed, though already my cock was having other ideas.
**
I knew a good strip mall to take her to not too far away from the house. It had plenty of designer labels and fashions, which I figured she'd be very familiar with, and of course she was. On the way over, I asked her.
"So...since I lost the bet...what is it that you have in mind for me anyway?" She just grinned at that.
"I'm still thinking about it...so I'll tell you later. But I promise, you'll enjoy it...whatever it is," she assured me.
I was sure I would too. And though I wasn't too keen on following her around from store to store, I was catching more than one or two appreciative looks from other guys, and even a couple of women as we walked hand in hand together browsing the windows until she saw something that interested her.
"Come on...in here," she said leading me inside the small, yet fashionable store. After only a few minutes she had picked out three or four dresses she wanted to try on. Along one wall was a half dozen or so curtained off dressing rooms. The kind where you could still look over the top of the panel and speak to someone. She chose the end one, stepping inside to try on the first dress as I planted my butt in a chair off to one side and waited.
The store wasn't all that busy either. There'd been only one other customer inside when we'd entered, and she'd already gone. The single clerk minding the store was a cute looking blonde, I doubted she was much older than nineteen tops as she soon strolled over towards us asking us if we needed any help. She'd gone back to the register fiddle-faddling behind that keeping an eye on us to some extent, which didn't surprise me. I figured having a man inside the store, and a rather attractive looking girlfriend with him, (which was an odd thing to be thinking about as I did) might raise a few curious concerns. I'm sure I wasn't the first guy and gal to enter the store and actually try and do something while there. And even half contemplated that as I periodically glanced over towards the curtain where Bella stood dressing behind it. Seconds later she reappeared wearing the first dress she'd selected. It looked good on her, but it didn't do much for me.



Bella turned around in it of course, expecting my input. "Nice...but not me," she finally said before I'd even had a chance to respond myself. Grateful for it. "Let's try the next one," she added stepping back through the curtain, though I noticed as she did that, she didn't fully draw it closed this time, leaving a small gap which allowed me a fairly good view as she stood there inside, removing the dress. A full-length mirror completely filled the wall facing her, so that gave me an additional advantage of seeing her entirely, no matter how she moved. It was wickedly erotic watching her undress, especially when she looked directly into the mirror, smiling. I knew then she could see me as easily as I could see her. I quickly glanced back towards the sales clerk. She gave me a brief warm smile too, glanced towards the dressing area and went about her business. I looked back, Bella was still naked, not yet having tried on the second dress. She was playing with her breasts...teasing me. I laughed, shaking my head, glancing up at the clerk again as she approached.
"Everything ok?" She asked sort of looking over the curtain into the room. I couldn't help but wonder with the mirror there if she could see Bella, especially as she continued to stand there the way she was...entirely naked.
"Not sure about this size," she responded handing one of the dresses over the wall to the clerk. Maybe another size down," she suggested.
"Let me see what I can find," the girl said and walked over to the rack, finding the same dress in a smaller size, returning. Instead of handing it over the curtain however, she stepped more into the opening, though using her body to shield me from seeing anything as she stood there for a moment.
"Wait there," I heard Bella say. "Let me see how this fits first," she then added as the girl looked back towards me, as well as back into the store as though wanting to ensure no one else had entered yet. No one had.
I watched then as the young woman moved on further into the dressing room, helping Bella with the zipper on the dress.
"You've got large boobs," the young woman said. "Everything else seems to fit pretty well, but you are a little tight across the bust-line."
Looking past the young woman towards me, Bella parted the curtain almost completely stepping out towards me. "Too tight huh?" She asked. Her boobs looking as though they were about to spill out of the dress even though it looked good on her. Unfortunately, the top really did look a little too small. As though to confirm that, she pulled the front down, revealing her breasts as she stood there, much to the surprise of the young girl waiting on her. "Maybe it would look better like this?" She asked jokingly.
"Yeah, that looks good too, but I seriously doubt you could get away with wearing it around town looking like that."
Even the sales girl laughed at that one. "You already tried the size larger?" She then asked.
"Yeah, it didn't fit quite right either," Bella complained, and then slipped out of the dress entirely, once again standing there in the nude with the curtain wide open. The girl reached back as though to close it. "Don't bother," she told her, stopping her before she could do so. "No one's out there anyway, and I want David to see and approve of what I'm wearing tonight," she added.
Once again she tried on the other dress, this one obviously a bit too tight as she struggled into it. I seriously doubted she'd even get the front of this one up and over her breasts. The sales girl now standing behind, likewise seeing that, though without as yet commenting as she looked over Bella's shoulder into the mirror. "Damn...my tits are just too big for this one too," she stated, and then surprised me, cupping them in her hands. "See? I sort of want them to look like this in the dress," she stated, holding them together. She then dropped her hands, taking each of the sales clerks into them instead, raising the woman's hands up, and then stunning me speechless as she placed each one of them on her own breasts. "There...just like that," she stated, holding them a moment more, then dropping her hands again, though the sales clerks hands remained, cupping Bella's breasts. "Think you have anything that will make them look more like that?" She asked.
The girl stuttered a bit, though still holding onto Bella's breasts as she did so. "I ah...um, sure we do...somewhere," she stammered, though her fingers were now specifically gliding over the hard little nubs protruding from Bella's tits as she said that. Interestingly enough, she made no effort to run off and find anything either. Unfortunately, that was also about the time that the little bell on the door rang, announcing that someone else was just entering the store. I saw movement, saw the clerk pulling the curtain closed once again, and then seconds later stepping out. "Let me see to this other customer, and then see what I can find for you. I'll be right back," she said almost breathlessly. As she ran off to attend to the new woman's needs who'd just entered the store, Bella opened the curtain again, partially. Enough so that I could see she was still naked, and now fingering her cunt there in front of me.
"I am so fucking wet!" She half whispered. "Wanna make a new bet?" She then asked.
I couldn't help but laugh, shaking my head. "What's the bet?"
"I'll bet you a blow-job, against a finger-fuck, out in the parking lot, that I can get her to show me her breasts...and even fondle them a little. Better yet, and do that, with you being able to see it!"
"That's a bet!" I agreed. After all, I really couldn't lose now could I?
Perfectly content to wait, the young woman hurriedly rang up the new customer and then all but ran over to a different clothing rack, picking out one or two dresses, and then running back.
"Here why don't you try these?" She questioned.
"Ooh, I do like this one!" Bella exclaimed, once again holding it up in front of herself looking into the mirror, her cute firm ass bare, the sales girl looking down at it as Bella stood there. "Don't know though...sometimes it helps if I can see it on someone else first, then I get a better idea if I really like it or not. Would you mind?" She asked.
"I ah...don't know, that's ah...not really normal practice here for us to do that," she stammered again, though I'm fairly certain the implication of what Bella was trying to accomplish here wasn't lost on her either.
"Please? If anyone comes in, I'm sure David can pretend he works here and at least greet them. If anyone really needs anything, by then he can tell us, and then you can go back out and help them...so please?"
I heard the girl laugh. "Ok, but...help me with my dress then," she said turning around facing me as I sat there. For a moment it looked as though she were about to reach up and pull the curtain closed, but to my surprise, she didn't. Even as the dress she had on fell away. And though she wasn't braless, the fact she now stood facing me in her bra was interesting enough. Even more so when I saw Bella reach up, now cupping her breasts, even with her bra still on, and began kneading them.
"You have really nice tits," Bella purred looking over the woman's shoulders, just tall enough to easily do so, watching her own hands as she continued caressing the woman's boobs before suddenly reaching around back, undoing the clasp on her bra, which suddenly slid down the woman's arms. She was blushing, but smiling at me as Bella now cupped her bare breasts within her hands. "What do you think David? Doesn't she have great looking tits?"
Unfortunately, we all heard the tinkle of the bell again. And just as quickly as we had, I saw the young woman grabbing the curtain pulling it closed. I stood up, assuming my role and walked over.
"May I help you?" I asked. The thirtyish something woman seemed startled that a man might be working here.
"I'm ah...here to try on some new bras," she said a little uncomfortably. Luckily, that had been the first area we'd gone over and browsed through upon entering. So I knew where it was without having to look around as though not knowing.
"Follow me then," I said. "Stacy's currently helping another customer, so I'm sure if you have any questions, she'll be the one to help you here shortly."
I had of course noticed the name badge Stacy had been wearing. And upon hearing me say that, the woman relaxed noticeably. "Thank you," she said, and then began browsing through the garments as I slowly strolled back towards the curtained dressing room just as Stacy stepped out, once again dressed and looking properly attired, though a little flushed in the face before smiling and thanking me as we passed. Bella stepped out, now wearing a perfectly beautiful dress that looked damn good on her, in every way. It was the first one she'd even picked out.
"You knew this was the one from the beginning didn't you?" I asked.
"Of course silly. But if I'd just put this one on in the first place, we wouldn't have had half the fun we did...now would we?"
"I guess not," I said agreeing with her, when she then held her fingers up to my nose suddenly. I sniffed.
"You didn't!"
"Oh yes...I did! I told her, that until she let me finger her cunt, she wasn't leaving the dressing room, no matter what. Needless to say...she let me."
I stood there wide-eyed waiting for Bella to change again, and then followed her back over to the counter in order to make our purchase. Seeing us, Stacy left the new customer and sauntered back over.
"Oh yes, I do like that one," she said still blushing a bit. She began ringing us up. Glanced up, just as Bella fed me a finger to suck off.
"Doesn't she taste sweet?" Bella asked in hushed tones, tough certainly loud enough that Stacy saw and heard all of it.
"Oh yes...very much so," I said continuing to lick and suck her finger as the girl stood watching me do that. "And I must say...I'm now damn jealous!" I then winked at the girl causing her to blush even more, though she found herself, and hurriedly finished up the transaction. Folding our purchase, slipping it into a nice handy bag, she then pulled one of the stores discount cards out of its holder and turned it over, writing on the back of it.
"And with your next purchase, you'll get an additional twenty percent off," she stated all business like. She then handed Bella the card. We both noticed it had a phone number on it. "And thank you for coming in!" She then said.
"And thank you...for coming," Bella said leaning over the counter just a bit, and as she did, reaching out, her hand giving the young girls breast a quick affectionate little squeeze. "I truly enjoyed that."
The young girl was still blushing furiously as we left the store.
"Well...now that's two bets I've lost!" I said as we headed off to grab a bite to eat before shopping any more stores.
"Wanna try for three?" Bella laughed.
"Against what?" I asked, though not too inclined to get involved with any more betting with her today. I was already in deep enough as it was.
"See that older guy sitting over there eating his lunch?" She directed. We'd just passed a small outdoor café' area.
"Yeah? So?"
"I bet I can give him a hard on."
"Fuck babe...you could give a rock a hard on, if you know what I mean. But ok...I give, how? And how are you going to know he actually has one even if you do manage to do that?"
"Makes it an easier bet for you doesn't it? If we can't tell, then...you win right?"
I thought about it. "Ok, that makes sense I guess. So I hate asking this, but what's the bet this time?"
"Ok, if I win...you have to drive all the way home with no clothes on. And I do mean...nothing. If I lose...then I do."
"I don't know Bella...all the way home? What if we get pulled over or something?"
"Then don't break any traffic laws," she stated.
"I think indecent exposure is against the law too. At least here it is," I added. "And what if my folks are home when we get there? Which they probably will be. What then?"
"Didn't say you had to go inside the house naked, only drive home naked. We can certainly dress in the car again once we get there."
Against my better judgment, I agreed to the bet. She was grinning again. "Ok, let me handle this," she asked as we entered the open-air patio area, immediately greeted by a waiter.
"Lunch?" He asked prepared to move off with us, seating us.
"Yes please. But...I'd prefer sitting over there," she said pointing at a table that was just across the way from where the man was sitting. "I prefer a bit more shade," she said picking out a particular table that was indeed a bit more covered from one of the many palm trees dotting the area.
"Very well," he said seating us, and then handing us menus. "I'll be back in a few minutes to take your orders." I began looking and browsing through mine. And then glanced over at Bella.
"What the hell?" I asked.
She had been wearing a simple tee shirt and a pair of shorts. Almost casually, she had lifted one side of it up, exposing her breast. "Shh...not so loud," she cautioned me. "Now...reach over and fondle it, as though you're trying to do it without anyone seeing us," she told me. "And keep doing it unless I sit up again," she added. "That will mean our waiters coming back, or someone else is. Other than that, keep doing it...that guys bound to notice you doing it sooner or later."
"You're crazy!" I said laughing. "But in a good way," I then added catching her brief naughty little pout.
"Crazy horny you mean. And you do make me that David, you really, truly do. "I'm already looking forward to having a threesome with you and Stacy."
"Oh yeah sure...like that's going to happen."
She smiled. "She told me she's already looking forward to that," Bella said eyeing me directly.
"No shit! When?"
"Not until I've gotten your cherry first, for one thing," she reminded me as I leaned forward, fingertips already tickling her extended nipple. "And when I'm sure you're ready to handle that. Then we'll call her. But not before then." Suddenly she sat back, and I took my hand away. Though I noticed as she did, she left her boob hanging out. Luckily, the waiter was standing just behind her and off to one side, so he couldn't really see her doing that. He quickly took our order and left. Bella was grinning.
"So?"
"So...he's looking. He's definitely looking. I think he saw you playing with me earlier. But he certainly could see me when you took your hand away, and when the waiter came over again. He's still looking now I think," she said without turning her head to confirm that. And of course all I could do was sit there and enjoy her still exposed breast.
"Now what?"
"Well, he's just gotten his check, and is preparing to leave. So I'm pretty sure we'll know here shortly. He has to pass by here on his way out to pay."
Only then did I glance over his way as the older man stood. Sure enough, he was bulging out a bit, though not enough to confirm he actually did have a hard on. He could have had a big package, even for his age as far as either one of us knew. He stood, and began walking over towards us, which is when Bella knocked her napkin and silverware off the table, right in front of him, immediately getting up, almost running into him she had timed it so perfectly.
"I'm sorry," she said, now kneeling, scooping up what she'd dropped, her head eye-level with the man's groin as she purposely stared at it, and then slowly stood. "Nice package," she exclaimed, and then much to my disbelief, she allowed her hand to just nimbly, and lightly run up the length of it, grazing his pants. He looked over at me, smiled, shook his head.
"Nice tits too," he added. "Thanks for the lovely surprise, truly made my day," he exclaimed, and then excused himself walking past us on his way out. Bella sat down again just as the food arrived.
"You're unbelievable!" I informed her.
"I'm that...and horny too!"
She said that just as our waiter placed her dish in front of her. He almost dropped it in her lap.
"He's going to fuck me later this evening too," she said looking at him. "He's a virgin. I'm really looking forward to it."
He then looked at me.
"Man...wish to hell I'd been with someone as good looking as she is when I lost mine," he told us. "You're one damn lucky man."
I laughed. I couldn't help it. It was all too bizarre. But he was right about one thing. I sure as hell was that.
"Hurry up and eat," she told me then.
"Why? What's the big hurry? We still have the better part of the day."
"Well for one...you owe me a finger-fuck out in the parking lot. And two...a naked drive home while I finger myself watching you. And three..."
"Three?"
"Yeah...and three. I want to look really good for you tonight, and let you think about how nice it will feel when you finally slip that nice hard cock of yours inside me."
I'd have been ok with a glass of water.
To be continued...
Author's note: Again thank you to everyone that has voted or commented on this story so far. Your feedback is so very much appreciated. I am thrilled that "most" of you who have written me, are enjoying it. So I guess I will continue on...and see where this leads.
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I remain, Many Feathers, aka Thesandman
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Bella looked fabulous in the short black dress she had picked out to wear for dinner. Mom and dad had taken us to a nice Italian restaurant. And though it was an Americanized version of Italian food, Bella quite enjoyed it, or at least, very much enjoyed being there.
Almost from the start she had begun teasing me...right there inside the restaurant! We had taken a semi-circular booth in order to watch some of the floorshow that went along with the meal. Skimpily clad women who danced, entertained, and performed wild flame spinning acts that defied description with baton's of fire. It was hard keeping focused on that though, Bella had my undivided attention elsewhere.
Having slid into the booth, I sat on one end, dad on the other with the two women comfortably placed between us. As I said, almost from the onset, Bella had her hand down in my lap, teasing me mercilessly. The dig of her fingernails along the outline of my shaft was only the beginning. The periodic squeeze of my rapidly hardening prick. Though it was the decadent teasing of my other senses that simply escalated all that. Bella of course hadn't worn any undergarments. No surprise there really. She'd have been hard pressed to wear a bra with the dress she'd selected anyway. Her breasts bulging just a bit in the low-cut squared opening. Something I had noticed my father early on enjoying...while trying not to. Even mom had commented on how nice she looked in her dress, wishing when she did that she had the breasts to pull that off. Personally I thought she still did, but her far more conservative attire was no match for the way Bella's body seemed to just scream out "I wanna be fucked". Something I was looking forward to doing later on that evening if I had my way.
Thank god I had taken her advice and worn dark slacks to dinner. I could feel the wetness of my own lubrication saturating my briefs. Another precaution, though I quickly learned with certainty the fact Bella hadn't. Twice she had hand fed me some appetizers, the unmistakable aroma of her pussy-slick fingers being wafted below my nose, and once even being directly smeared against my lips while mom and dad's attention were focused on the dancers. Bella was a tease of the first order, but I was definitely enjoying it far more than I could have ever realized.
At one point she had even taken her spoon, slipping that down between her legs very cautiously, and then bringing it back up as though it had something in it...which it did, but not what mom then thought it had when she'd fed it to me.
"Try this sauce," she had stated slipping the spoon into my mouth. I could taste her funky essence, the frothy slimy syrup of her cunt clinging to the spoon as I drew it into my mouth licking it off.
"It is tangy isn't it?" Mom said trying some herself, but certainly not from the same place Bella had procured it.
"Oh yes...very much so. Very delicious," I said keeping a straight face. "If we weren't here in a restaurant, I wouldn't mind burying my face in it and eating it all up that way!"
Mom laughed. Dad looked over. I honestly believe he had an inkling of what was really going on. After that, I noticed that he tended to keep more of a focus on the two of us than even the dancers out on the floor. And they were showing more skin than Bella was! Now aware of that perhaps, she went back to a bit more cock teasing beneath the table, though even then, I think the angle of her hand hinted at what sort of cock-tail play she was actually doing as she sat there sipping her drink. Dad's bemused smile told me that much.
Even on the drive home after dinner as the two of us sat in the backseat of the car didn't hinder her ongoing teasing of me. Twice she had opened her legs, spreading them, taking my hand placing it between them so I could feet just how wet and juicy she was. We'd almost gotten caught once in fact when mom turned in her seat, asking Bella a question. I'm not sure I got my hand back from between her legs when mom had turned, though she didn't seem to act any differently. The flush in my face however would have been a dead giveaway however, had it not been just dark enough perhaps in the back seat to hide the fact I had turned crimson.
But, as I said...I honestly think mom and dad were far more aware of things than either one of them were willing to admit. I mean after all...Bella was gorgeous, she obviously liked me, and she'd be living with us over the next six months. They'd have to have been blind to the obvious sexual electricity that seemed to be surrounding the two of us every time we were together.
"I'm looking forward to a late night swim," she soon announced as we pulled up into the circular drive.
"Dark enough, I think it would be perfectly permissible if the two of you just want to skinny dip," dad quipped.
"Harold!" Mom laughed, though she said nothing else, thus sanctioning perhaps this slightly against the rules scenario, though adding. "Well...I know you won't be skinny dipping anyway, I have other plans for you," she then added, which made Bella giggle. It seemed even having her around was having some sort of an effect on my own parents, which wasn't a bad thing. I enjoyed seeing the two of them having fun, acting like hot and horny teenage kids themselves again. It was nice not having prudish, straight-laced parents that tried to pretend they didn't have the same desires and urges that everyone else did. Especially when dad asked...
"You still have those old high school batons of yours?"
"Yes, but why would you ask that?" Mom questioned.
"I was thinking...perhaps we could wrap them with a bit of cloth, douse them in some lighter-fluid, and then you could give me a little performance," he snickered.
Mom giggled, blushed, which I could see her doing there in the front seat, though she leaned over whispering, making dad blush. She never was good at whispering quietly however when I heard her telling him. "The only fire you're going to see, is the fire between my legs baby," she said and then kissed him.
Bella held a smile, glanced at me, and then slid out behind me rather than waiting for me to come around and open her door for her.
"Good."
"What's good?" I asked as we followed my parents into the house a short distance behind them.
"Good that they'll be plenty busy themselves from what I see...which means," she left off not really needing to add to that.
"Oh yeah. Very good!" I agreed as we both headed out back, not even bothering to head up stairs to change clothing.
**
It's truly hard to put into words just how sensual Bella could make the simplest of acts, the simplest of things become something so highly erotic. We had stepped out onto the dimly lit patio area, just beyond, the pool still lit up with the underwater lights. I had stopped at the outside bar preparing to fix us a couple of drinks before joining her. As I did, Bella continued on, first kicking off her high heels. I watched as she reached around behind her back, deftly and easily undoing the zipper on her dress, enough so, that she just seemed to shimmy out of it. The fact it was a brand new, fairly expensive dress didn't even register on me at the moment. She left it laying crumpled up in the damp grass as she continued on towards the pool without a look back towards me. Only the outline of her totally nude body as she suddenly leapt into the air, taking form, and then diving into the pool with a grace that was almost Olympian.
Mom was standing off to one side and behind me. She's seen this almost ethereal looking nude ghost shimmer into the air, and then into the pool just as I had.
"Thought you could use these," she said smiling handing me a couple of towels that she had grabbed off the shelf for us which we kept just inside the patio doors leading out. "Have fun," she then added, kissing me on the cheek, and then turned chuckling to herself as she headed back inside the house.
"More than you know," I said to myself, and then kicked off my own shoes and proceeded to head out towards the pool area.
**
I sat our drinks down on the small little table and then slipped out of the rest of my clothing. Though unlike Bella, I somewhat folded mine, taking the time to drape them over the back of my chair. I saw her splash, saw her feet come up briefly, and then she sunk beneath the surface of the water. I walked over looking in. Where before she'd looked like some sort of apparition, she now looked more like a mermaid. A very, very beautiful mermaid, her long dark hair flowing out in every direction at once, swimming below the water on her back, eyes open looking up at me as she did so. She had her hands down between her legs...she was masturbating. I was standing there mouth agape, watching a mermaid masturbating. I stood there looking down, watching her, feeling my cock stiffen even more than it already was. I couldn't help but wonder what I must have looked like standing there on the edge of the pool looking down at her as she did that. Finally she just seemed to float upwards, still stroking herself, breaking the surface.
"Nice trident there Poseidon," she teased me looking at my blood engorged shaft. "All the better to fuck me with," she then said, changing direction entirely...now reciting nursery rhymes.
"Is that what you'd like? After all...I did lose the bet," I reminded her. "Or bets rather," I added.
I had indeed finger-fucked her there in the front seat of the car in the middle of broad daylight right there in one of the parking stalls facing a small little bakery. I had done that, the two of us watching people run in and out of the store, the entire time, my fingers teasing and manipulating her clit, her sopping wet pussy as we'd sat there doing that. Though we had in fact received a number of curious looks from people passing by, or coming out of the store, no one had at least ventured over close enough to have seen what was actually going on. Even if they had, I seriously doubt Bella would have shoved my hand away. By then, she had already had one orgasm, and was well on her way towards another one when she suddenly cried out in ecstasy, startling a young kid on a bike who'd been unaware of us, until then anyway.
"Time to go," I'd said taking my still slick, slippery hand away.
"Whoa sport...not before you pay up on the other bet. Take your clothes off first."
"Here?"
"Yeah baby...right here," she said.
I just managed to remove my jeans and underwear easily enough without anyone taking a real notice of that. But when it came time to remove my tee shirt as well, I saw a woman standing there just inside the bakery looking at me as I finished removing it.
"Ah oh," I said looking straight back into the woman's face.
"Don't worry about it," Bella laughed. "Had it been me sitting here doing that, then she'd have every right to wonder. Guys drive around shirtless all the time, and there's no way she knows you're sitting here naked," she stated. Which would have been true perhaps, had she suddenly not tossed my briefs out the window as I backed the car out of the lot. "Now she's wondering..." Bella laughed as we pulled away, looking back through the mirror as the woman came out of the shop, wandered over and looked down as though confirming her suspicions.
"You're nuts!" I said half seriously. "What if she calls the cops or something?"
"I doubt that," Bella laughed openly, "she just waved."
I looked into the mirror, she was just then bringing her hand down. "She did? Really?"
"Oh yeah...she did. Now...let me see that cock of yours," she said reaching over to fondle it, which she had done the rest of the way home, including as we reached the property pulling up into the drive. Andy stood off to one side leaning on the shovel he'd been using, wiping his brown, acknowledging us as we passed by him. Though even he seemed to wonder curiously why I was driving with my shirt off. For one...I never did that. And secondly, I am also sure he was wondering where Bella was. She had taken that moment to lean over out of sight. Not that I minded...be we were now home.
**
I watched Bella swim over to the side of the pool lifting herself out of the water, and then running her hands down her naked form, wiping what water remained away from herself.
"Towel?"
"No...thanks, I'll drip dry. Even at night, its still wonderfully warm here, feels good on my skin," she informed me.
I then told her about mom standing there with me for a moment just before she dived into the pool.
"I like your folks," she began. "You know, they're not as inhibited as they seem to try and make everyone believe."
"I'm beginning to think that myself," I agreed, taking my seat and immediately bringing up the subject again. "So...like I said, considering our bets..."
"About that," Bella cooed sitting down in her chair next to me, sipping on her drink first. "I sort of misled you," she started. "I actually lost the first bet."
It took me a moment to think about that. "Ah...you want to run that one past me one more time please?" Which is when she then told me the entire story about Doreen, and what she'd done while standing there watching the two of us. "You are pulling my leg here yes?"
"Well not yet...but I plan on doing just that here pretty soon, your middle leg anyway," she grinned. "But no David...for real, she was really there, and that really happened, and to be perfectly honest, I think if I'd encouraged her further, she would have joined us too."
"No shit."
"Nope...no stinky poop. For real. But like I also said regarding Stacy. Until I've had you all to myself the first time, not too inclined to invite anyone else into joining us...just yet. Which brings us to the next thing. Since I did honestly lose...what is it you'd like me to do this evening? Anything...anything at all."
I was still mulling over the fact that Doreen had stood staring at my bare ass, not to mention everything else when I realized that not only did I want to lose my virginity to this woman, but I also knew exactly where it was I wanted to lose it. As crazy as it sounded, for as far back as I could remember, the one place I had always thought of eventually doing it...and doing it when...was in the middle of my childhood maze. Maybe it wasn't the best choice, maybe my first time really should have been in a nice comfy bed, but this honestly for me had remained a fantasy and a desire of mine for as far back as I could remember.
"In that case...come on," I said standing offering her my hand, which she immediately took of course, and then we strolled out to the side green where the main gardens were, and headed towards the maze.
There wasn't a full moon, but it was close enough that we could still see by as we began making our way slowly through the maze. And since the grounds weren't lit, it made it even more romantic in a sense, adventurous, and extremely exciting for me knowing that all my parents had to do was look out the window of their bedroom, and they'd clearly be able to see us. I even told Bella that, figuring as I did, that might add a level of excitement to her own. Which it certainly did.
"Kind of sweet in a way, if your mom does see us," she told me as she continued to follow. Even with the maze being shorter than we were...at night, it could be very confusing. "Seeing her son losing his cherry for the very first time."
I wasn't too sure about that, glancing up towards the main bedroom window. Not too terribly surprised to see a faint light on inside. Obviously, they were still too busy themselves to be worrying about us. But it wasn't mom and dad I should have been thinking about as it turned out.
At the time, neither one of us saw Andy and Doreen duck into the small Orange grove as we came around the side of the house. We hadn't see them, but they had certainly seen us.
"Can't believe this is where you want your first time to be," she laughed as we reached the old stone bench. "Sure you'll be comfortable enough? And...how do you want me?" She likewise asked. I'd already envisioned this scenario more times than I could count, just not with whom yet. And now I knew who.
"I'll sit...you straddle me," I informed her. I could see by the look on her face that she liked the idea.
"Ok, but...I'm going to tease you a bit first, don't want you to know when it's coming before it does," she stated. "I want you even more aroused than you are now. I want to feel you squirt almost the moment you slip inside me. And then I want to fuck you until the juices are running out of us. And then of course...we're going to fuck again, anyway and every way you want to."
All I could do was sigh and shake my head pleasurably. I sat down, Bella placing herself over my lap facing me, her slick juicy pussy resting against my aching prick, though as she said, not yet slipping me inside her. I was so anxious, so excited, every hair on my entire body seemed to be standing up. An ocean of goose bumps suddenly appearing all over my body as I leaned forward taking one of her exquisite breasts into my mouth, gently sucking it. She reached up, cradling my head to her breast as I did, stroking me, and then gently began moving. Just enough that I could feel her pussy lips kissing and caressing my hard stiff cock.
"You keep doing that, you'll make me cum that way," I warned her, though I knew I still had plenty of control to keep from doing so quite yet.
"Well if you do...we'll sit here all night if we have to, until I've made you hard again then. Which judging by your previous performances, won't take very long anyway."
"True," I said rubbing back against her now, enjoying the sensation as my cock became more and more slippery, sluicing up and down that velvety pocket of hers, me teasing her...she teasing me, our genitals being introduced to one another for the first time, though not quite yet coupling. I switched breasts, now sucking and kissing the other, my hand coming up to play with the one I'd just left, taking delight in her rock-hard little nipple as I rolled it around and around between my fingers, gently pulling on it.
Like I said, every nerve ending in my entire body seemed to be alive, electrified...intensified. So when the moment came, so lost in what I was currently doing, enjoying...I wasn't at all prepared for it. She was right on another count too. I had no idea what it would feel like. And all it had really taken was one simple upward movement, a change of angle, and suddenly I was where I had never been before.
"Oh my God!"
And then I came.
**
I honestly think I passed out. Maybe only for a second or so. But I know that for a moment anyway, the entire world turned black on me. Just these swirls of stars going off inside my head, the sound of her voice sounding far off and distant.
"Yes baby...yes, fill me honey, give me all your hot creamy juice."
I was still holding onto her breast, perhaps even painfully, only then realizing it, letting go, looking up into her face, still seeing stars. Though I think they were reflections of what I was seeing in her own eyes.
"Pretty intense huh?" She said simply, and once again cradled my head against both breasts as we sat there rocking together back and forth, back and forth, still inside, but almost like a wet noodle now, just firm enough to remain so without slipping out. And then I felt the most exquisite sensation bathing me as I sat there. Without a word, a hint...anything, Bella just let go and began bathing my still throbbing cock in a shower of her heavenly warm piss. In seconds, I felt myself come alive again, my cock though not nearly full hard was even beginning to wake up a little as well, still in a state of shock perhaps at the unknown sensation of actually spurting off inside a woman's pussy for the first time.
"I had no idea..." I barely managed, still basking in this woman's warmth, as decadent and as vulgar to others as it might seem. It was the perfect way to share another intimate release with her as we sat there. Though once again, thank god the bench we were sitting on was made of stone.



"Ok, your turn..."
"My turn what?" I asked still trying to clear my head a little.
"Pee in me."
"In you? Pee inside you?"
"Yeah," she moaned pleasurably, once again just barely moving.
"I...ah, I ah...don't know if I can," I said simply, though to be perfectly honest, having just climaxed, and now semi-soft at least, the urge to go was there. Especially after feeling her doing it while still capturing me inside her.
"Yes you can. Don't even think about it...just do it David, pee in me."
It was the oddest, and yet...the most amazing sensation, not including of course the feel of her still silken pussy clasping my cock. But it was certainly different.
"Oh my god...oh yes, yes...I can feel you David! Almost like you're coming inside me, but coming hard...a lot, so much...oh so fucking much!" And then just like that, she started to have an orgasm, just from me being inside her, pissing inside her, wetting us both, drenching the bench we were still sitting on. The warmth of it caressing, stimulating as I suddenly found myself growing hard again. Extremely hard, extremely horny. And then as though I'd suddenly turned into Superman or something, I stood up, taking her with me, my cock buried deeply inside her as she rode me like that. Bella now put her legs around my waist for support as I stood, letting her lean back, taking her hands in mine, almost horizontal as we stood there fucking like that beneath the stars.
I wish I had had a camera. Luckily for me...for us, someone else did.
**
That bench turned out to be one of the best places imaginable. Though somehow I always knew it would be. When my strength finally gave out, and I was forced to put Bella down on the ground again, she then had me stand on it. That was a new one, one I hadn't thought about. But there I stood, in the middle of the maze, feeling like...even posing a little perhaps, like a Greek God, though fortunately with a phallus still in place. And this one hard...straining hard, as she stood...yes stood right there in front of me, sucking it. All around me the world had grown quiet, peaceful, and content. Or maybe it was me, just sending out vibes to every cricket or creature that could make a sound. The night grew quiet, save for the sensual sounds of her sucking mouth as she devoured my cock. I swear I could even hear it coming when it did, the splatters of spunk filling her mouth as she swallowed, taking my pearly essence. Only then did I stand down from my pedestal, and trade places with her, as I worshipped the new Goddess of my realm. I paid homage to her feet, working my way upwards. I kissed and licked her ankles, her calves, caressed and licked her knees, working my way upwards ever so slowly. I then stood, just as she had, and parted the pearly gates of heaven, and then entered them with my tongue.
I was rewarded with another bath, my goddess turning into a beautiful free-flowing fountain for me...right there in the middle of paradise. It was an image and a memory that would forever stay with me. It was...the most incredible night of my entire life.
To be continued?
Author's note: Again, thank you so much for all who have contacted me regarding this story. I so truly appreciate the comments (and suggestions) I've received regarding it. I appreciate your votes, support, and yes...even your constructive criticism, which I always do as I hope it will make me a better storyteller.
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Needless to say, the evening had proven out to be incredible. And though tempted, Bella and I both agreed that it was probably way too soon to have mom or dad finding us sleeping in the same bed together. As liberal as I was beginning to think them to be, and especially with all the sexual innuendos taking place between the two of us, I just wasn't ready yet to suddenly throw this in their faces. Especially since Bella had only been with us for a few days now.
Reluctantly, I went to my room, and she went to hers. Though to be perfectly honest, I needed the sleep. Having her in bed next to me didn't guarantee that, not by a long shot. But, I was already looking forward to the following day as my head hit the pillow. I knew a really nice secluded section of beach where a good friend of mine lived. His parents owned a summer home there, and it had always been an open invitation to drop by whenever I had felt like it. Only the owners of properties along there utilized that particular section of beach, so it was rarely if ever busy, even on the weekends. And though it certainly wasn't a nude beach by any means, not like those in France anyway...it was private enough that many people at least went topless, provided there weren't any kids playing around the area. Unfortunately, it was the best I could do. Bella however had promised to "be nice" unless we were fairly secluded. Her comment promising all kinds of things, so I was in hopes...especially after last night, that we'd find ourselves with a stretch of beach all to our selves.
I rolled out of bed heading towards the bathroom, took a pee, combed my hair, brushed my teeth and shaved. By the time I returned to my room, Bella was sitting on the bed Indian style, naked of course, waiting for me. But there was something else waiting for me as well. She had spread out what appeared to be several 9X6 photos.
"What are those?" I asked curiously walking over.
"A present...for us, something to remember last night with," she grinned wickedly.
"What?" I picked one up looking at it, stunned at what I saw. "Who? How?" The when was obvious. They were photos of us making love there in the middle of the maze.
"They're from Doreen and Andy. Apparently, they were out in the Orange grove fooling around themselves when they saw us come out. Just so happens...Andy's a bit of an amateur photographer, enjoys taking photos of the two of them. Though it was at Doreen's suggestion he get a few of us, especially as it was obviously a very special night for us. Didn't think you and I would get too upset with them watching us, or taking these. Oh...and just so you know, she handed me the camera they took them with. Said you could personally delete the images yourself, just so you know these are the only prints that were made."
"Actually, they're pretty damn good," I said smiling looking at them again. Andy had done a pretty good job, using what light there was to capture what looked to me like some rather startling images, very erotic...sensual with intermingling shadows and shapes. Had we not known it was the two of us, it would have been hard pressed to specifically identify that it was actually Bella and I standing there. "I'll down load these, and then give him his camera back," I told her. "And remind me to thank the two of them later for this."
"I already did," Bella grinned licking her lips. "Which is why I'm sort of late waking you up," she teased. "I just left Doreen sprawled out on my bed. Needless to say, she's still trying to recuperate a little," she snickered further. I stood there staring at her.
"You mean to tell me you...you and Doreen?"
"She really does have a lovely pussy. Though she was a bit reluctant at first, not too terribly sure how Andy might react to our little dalliance. I told her...that unless she said otherwise, we'd keep all this to ourselves. So, not sure you'll ever get to sample that yourself, but take it from me, if and when you ever do...it will be well worth it."
As interesting and as tempting as that was, I was more inclined to keep things a bit more simple rather than complicated. Messing around with Doreen, especially if she and Andy had a serious relationship growing between them wasn't something I wanted to jump into the middle of. Maybe a little girl-girl play wouldn't jeopardize that, but I wasn't too sure that my getting involved wouldn't. Though I freely admitted to her, I wouldn't have minded watching that.
"Maybe another time then," Bella told me. "We did discuss the fact that Andy would probably get off on watching the two of us too!" She grinned. "So who knows? Perhaps when we're all sitting around horny together, it might happen."
I seriously doubted that. But then just as quickly changed my mind. Having Bella here had already brought about things I would have never dreamed possible. She just seemed to exude sensuality and eroticism. The fact she was sitting here now, once again naked as though it was the most normal, natural thing in the world to be doing all the time was testament to that. I didn't even think about it until later, that mom or dad could have walked in on us at any moment. Though I also wondered what either one of them would have said had they seen Doreen laying in Bella's bed either.
That concern was quickly set aside however as Doreen suddenly appeared in the doorway, anxious to make my bed perhaps. Though she blushed upon entering, especially with Bella sitting there the way she was, photos still obscenely spread out in front of her.
"Oh, sorry...I'll come back," she said preparing to leave. The fact was...it hadn't even dawned on me, that I too was naked, and slightly aroused having stood there looking at Bella along with the photographs.
"No, that's fine...come in Doreen," I told her, only then realizing my situation as Bella's eyes widened looking at me, or rather more specifically at my half-mast cock.
"You might want to close the door though," Bella offered as she did. "I was just telling David about our little adventure together," she then added causing the poor girl to blush even more furiously. She lay back, making me wonder in an instant what she was up to. "As a matter of fact...he was just asking me if I thought it was possible for the two of us to do a little repeat performance for him while he watched. What do you think?" She asked, now fondling her own breasts.
I glanced at the clock on my nightstand. It was just then after ten in the morning. I knew dad would already be off for yet another round of golf, this time with his buddies, and mom would have headed off to her weekly coffee gossip session with her friends until around noon. So that left the three of us pretty secure and alone together. Irene wouldn't come in until later to begin preparing whatever was on the menu for dinner that evening, but she never came into this section of the house anyway. And as for Andy...well, he'd no doubt be out on the grounds taking care of things there for a while. And the fact was...I was horny, though lately it seemed like I was constantly so now. But I still didn't want to do anything that would cause any major problems either.
"I would enjoy watching..." I assured her. "And I promise to do nothing more than that," I added seeing her continued reluctance, right up until I said that when her resolve seemed to weaken a little.
"Nothing? Won't you at least pleasure yourself some while watching us?" Bella asked. "I'm sure that Doreen wouldn't find that objectionable, now would you Doreen?" She then asked turning towards her, half rolling on the bed now, extending her hand. "Come...come play with me, let me play with you again and show David what it was I was telling him we did earlier," she said all but cementing the deal. Obviously...still looking a bit disheveled, Doreen obviously had enjoyed herself. When she smiled, I knew then she'd agreed. Bella sat up and then stood, beginning to undress our maid as I hurriedly gathered up all the photos, setting them inside the nightstand next to my bed. They would indeed be a nice keepsake from the evening before.
"And this will stay between us for now yes?" Doreen asked "At least until I feel the time is right to mention it to Andy?" She questioned. It seemed to be the last obstacle to her hesitation.
"Just between us," Bella assured her. "Though anytime you think Andy would love watching us, just let me know," she then added. By now, between the two of them, Doreen stood naked, allowing me a much better look at her nude body than I'd had before. Her breasts were indeed smaller by far than Bella's were, though her nipples too were dark in color, no doubt from her Latin heritage. I was also a little surprised to see the dark hair neatly trimmed between her legs, expecting otherwise perhaps. But Bella seemed to enjoy it as she playfully ran her fingers through it as though combing it, though it was far from being unruly. "Lay down sweetie...so I can fuck you," she said hotly. Just hearing Bella say that sent a jolt of arousal into my cock as it lurched slightly, throbbing. I stood patiently, excitedly, watching as the two of them positioned themselves together there on my bed. Just like in the fantasy she'd shared with me, unknowingly at the time as Doreen had stood there watching the two of us, it now began actually unfolding.
"Oh yes, you're still so wet!" Bella moaned grinding her equally wet cunt against Doreen's, legs over lapping, scissoring one another, pussy to pussy as they held hands, humping, pressing and grinding against one another so uninhibitedly. "Come David. Come closer...watch us, listen to us, listen to the sounds of our wet, juicy cunts making love to one another," she stated.
I moved closer, transfixed...watching, my hand already wrapping itself around my cock, fisting and stroking it. Below me, they continued, humping one another, slick wet cunts pressing, kissing. Doreen's eyes now locked on me as I stood there above the two of them.
"Stand on the bed, over us," Bella suggested. I complied, straddling the two of them, looking down. Grinning as Doreen's eyes continued to stare at me, locking onto my hard swollen cock as I stood there above her, jerking myself off.
"Oh god..." she moaned involuntarily, wetting her lips now fingering her extremely hard nipples as she unabashedly began playing with them.
"Would you like him to come on us when we do?" Bella asked. "Would you like to see...to feel David's hot sticky spunk squirting all over us as we fuck one another?" she asked hotly.
"Yes, oh god yes!" Doreen exclaimed excitedly, now grinding herself even more intensely against Bella's cunt, her rapture rapidly approaching now by the twisted look in her face as she struggled to hang on. "Hurry David! Hurry! Come with me...with us," she amended, though knowing Bella, she could almost come at will, no doubt timing herself, waiting on me as I surged ahead, feeling the pleasured release just around the corner now.
"Arrrgh!" I simply grunted, not even speaking intelligently, simply growling out my ecstasy, pumping...jacking...and then freezing still for a moment, basking in the tingled explosion deep within my balls, knowing my own anticipation, the sensation of semen even then traveling up the length of my shaft. I pumped once more, twice, aimed...and simply let go.
"Oh fuck!" Both Bella and Doreen said almost in unison. In seconds, I stood above them, torrents of my white nectar spraying wildly, squirting and splashing against the two of them, though my preferred target soon became the mesh of their twin juicy cunts still pressed together. The moment I did that, they each came...crying out loudly, though Bella of course now began adding a bit of her own frothy cream to the mix, saturating Doreen's cunt, wetting it even more so than I had, though all three mixtures now became a blend of rich frothy sauce the likes of which I had never seen before.
I continued to stand there squeezing my dick, oozing droplets of spunk hanging, and then dropping in spider-web like tendrils, one of which Doreen even opened her mouth to receive as it drooled, and then dripped into her waiting mouth. She too licked her lips, savoring the spicy flavor, even then running her fingers around and over her breasts, gathering up what traces had found their way there.
"Wow," she said moments later, once again looking thoroughly spent, exhausted...complete.
Bella giggled looking at herself, and then the two of us, though I was in far better shape than either one of them were...though my sheets would certainly need changing again after all this.
"Time for a shower," she stated, and then uncoupled herself, reaching for Doreen's hand pulling her up with her as she stood. "Come on...let's get cleaned up," she instructed pulling Doreen with her into my bathroom as I happily followed.
**
Entering the bathroom I stepped around the girls heading into my large oversized stand up shower. I rarely if ever took a bath, having preferred a larger shower when we'd first done some remodeling after moving in. Adjusting the spray and temperature, I turned. Bella was right behind nearly stepping in herself. Doreen however once again hesitated, and then seemed to make her mind up about something.
"I'll be right there...I need to pee first," she stated, and then lowered the seat on my toilet preparing to sit down.
"No! Wait! Not yet!" Bella exclaimed, causing Doreen to actually jump a little at the forceful command. "Hold it for a minute more," she then said a bit more softly, extending her hand once again towards Doreen as she looked towards her with a puzzled expression on her face. She allowed herself to be pulled in with us however wordlessly. I however knew, or at least had an idea what she was up to, simply shaking my head. I could almost see it already, and briefly wondered how Doreen would react to it when Bella sprung it on her...like I said, she certainly knew how to make things interesting.
Bella now began washing the woman, taking care to soap up her still very perky breasts and nipples, that I swore hadn't softened a single bit. Each one still as firm and as hard as I'd seen earlier as I splashed my seed over and upon them. She likewise soaped up the woman's furrow, taking an inordinate amount of time doing that, and yet doing so without the obvious inclination of arousing her, or trying to stimulate her. She really was just washing her, though being slow about it as she did.
"I'm...I'm sorry. But I really do need to go. I always usually do after having an orgasm like that."
"I know...me too," Bella grinned, though she made no effort to set the woman free, now pressing herself even more fully against her. "Now...close your eyes for me," Bella said. At first curious, hesitant, and obviously in dire need now as she actually seemed to be crossing her legs just a little, she however did as Bella had told her to do.
"Now what?" She asked, a tremor being heard in her tone of voice as she struggled with the obvious, and rapidly escalating need here.
"You'll know," Bella said simply.
I gingerly made my way over standing off to one side, and yet between them...waiting. Bella and I locked eyes once again looking at one another, and then she winked, smiled...and began urinating.
Doreen's eyes popped open at the unexpected sensation. Looking down, she for a moment appeared shocked, almost disgusted by what she both saw and felt. She stepped back, but the shower stall glass kept her from retreating too far, especially with Bella stepping with her, keeping them close, keeping the warm stream firmly splashing against her, specifically her still somewhat swollen pussy lips.
"Don't be shocked...embrace it, feel it...enjoy it," she said looking into the woman's eyes, and then lowering her own, taking Doreen's with her as she did so. "Look at it...look at me, feel it!" She said again, almost demandingly. I heard Doreen actually moan a little then doing so, the urge perhaps part of it...but her squeamishness obviously dissipating.
"Now you may go," Bella added as her cunt came to a mere trickle, the water in the shower already having turned clear again as the drain consumed what initially began as an amber pool beneath our feet.
"Here? I...I can't."
"Yes here...and yes you can. Pee on me...go ahead Doreen, aim your pussy at mine, press it against it in fact...and just pee."
Bella now grabbed the slightly older woman's ass in her hands, drawing her even closer, pressing herself against her.
"Do it!" She said again firmly. "Let it go!"
Doreen moaned, her eyes popping open again, looking down, yet not quite able to see as they stood so firmly, so closely together. But I could see, and could certainly see the expression on each of their faces as they both felt it. "Unbelievable!" Doreen finally managed, now obviously enjoying it, shocked at herself perhaps that she was. But she stood, now basking in it...her hands likewise coming around, now firmly ensconcing Bella's tight ass as she pressed even harder against her. The floor of the shower once again a pale yellow as her hot stream of piss flowed, no doubt firmly and hard against Bella's cunt as she received it, even laughing...grinding herself against the other woman as she continued doing so.
Funny how that works. Something about running water, even though we did have the shower going. Normally I would have been 'pee-shy', especially in the past, even more so in front of a woman, let alone two. But not now. I silently laughed to myself, imaging the date, July 18th, 2011 A.B. After Bella. I walked up, closing the distance between all three of us, cock in hand, and then as though turning on a fire hose, proceeded to hose down the two of them.
It wasn't very often that I surprised Bella, though this time I had. She simply smiled however, nodding her head, and then as one, the two of them turned towards me, my continued stream switching back and forth between them as I sprayed off their breasts, their cunts, back and forth until the stream finally and quite naturally began petering out.
"There now...that wasn't so bad now was it?"
Doreen blushed, shook her head no. And grinned. "Though I'm not so sure Andy would probably enjoy that," she added.
"Who's to say? Perhaps you could mention it, say you saw something like that once, ask him what he thinks. Or...better yet, just do what I did to David the first time he felt it," and then she told her of our hot, naughty little pool-side piss-party we'd enjoyed with one another.
She laughed at that, imagining that perhaps, and even more so when we then told her what had happened out there on the stone bench in the middle of the maze. Obviously, they had missed that part under the cover of darkness and all, and it certainly hadn't shown up in any of the photographs.
"Which reminds me...I probably should go out and spray that bench down here soon. Not that you'd probably know, but I do know...mom and dad have been known on occasion to go out there and sit together some times. Not so sure that's something that either one of them would ever get into, let alone discover they were sitting in it, dried or not."
We all got a chuckle out of that, though we soon finished our shower together, dried one another off, which was almost as fun and enjoyable as the rest of it.
"Don't forget what I told you," Bella said before Doreen finally left. "Any time Andy feels like he'd enjoy seeing us together, or perhaps even be comfortable enough to have David there watching us with him, let me know."
"I will...but it might take some time, feel him out a bit before just springing this on him."
"Honey? If Andy's even half the man I think he is...I'm pretty sure he'd jump at the opportunity to see that."
Now it was Doreen's turn to laugh, and blush again as she further considered it. "I will...but like I said, I'll let you know. Now...I need to get going here. I have another bed that needs changing again, and...laundry to do," she further added. "Lots and lots of laundry to do," we heard her giggling all the way down the stairs again.



**
"Well, shall we head to the beach? Pack up a picnic lunch or something?" Though I had already thought of that before hand, asking Irene for a special favor, though only if she had time to do so. Throwing something simple for us together to take along with us.
I had learned early on from mom and dad. Asking nicely, and sincerely, without making demands, usually brought about what you wanted or hoped for. Sure enough, Irene had in fact packed us a rather nice lunch, even including a red and white checkered tablecloth to complete the ensemble. A bottle of chilled white wine, several bottles of very cold, almost frozen water, sandwiches, chips...fruit and even two slices of her famous cheese cake. Seeing it, I kissed her on the cheek, thanking her. In many ways...she really was like having a second mom around.
"Thanks Irene, I truly appreciate it."
"Me too," Bella said, kissing her on her other cheek, and then I followed my sexy Goddess out to the car. It was almost odd seeing her in a swimsuit, even if from behind, she still looked naked. Straps so thin you could barely see them. Though when she turned, the bright red bikini itself was hardly big enough to keep her breasts from falling out, let alone having enough material in front to keep her pussy covered, and then just barely.
"Damn good thing we're going to a private beach," I informed her. "Even with that on, I'm not sure they wouldn't come and arrest you anyway."
"Americans!" Bella said shaking her head. "Yet they come to Europe with the hopes of touring the nude beaches in the hopes of seeing a bit of bare skin, and then they return here and pretend they wouldn't do that. I don't think I'll ever totally understand the logic in that."
"What logic?" I laughed in kind. "Now...let's go find us a nice quiet little corner all to ourselves," I seriously hoped.
To be continued...
Author's note: I am so pleased by the response to this story. I am also pleasantly surprised by it. And thank you all again so much for your kind words, support that I continue on with this (even for me) interesting story. Not sure where I'm going with it yet...but it's been an interesting ride getting there. So hope you'll stay with me, so we can all find out where it eventually leads to.
Thanks again. I remain...Many Feathers, aka...Thesandman
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In addition to the really nice picnic lunch that Irene had prepared for us, I had also brought along a couple of small beach umbrellas. My intent to provide a little shade, but more importantly to perhaps give us a little privacy as well from prying eyes. Provided of course we could even find a semi-secluded spot away from anyone else.
I liked the fact that the access gate to the walkway running down a flight of steps to the beach was key-coded. I knew the code of course, soon giving us access as we descended down the short flight of stairs between extravagant, expensive looking beach houses. Bella just shook her head as we did that.
"Only in America," she mused. Moments later we had reached the expanse of sand stretching out towards the ocean. The beach was pristine in its appearance, and few others were even there as we strolled down towards the water, putting some distance between us and the last home as we sought a nice place to set up. Only one other couple approached, but they were simply taking a stroll through the lapping waves of the ocean as we placed our umbrellas down and spread out our large beach towels. We watched them pass, they in turn smiling and nodding their heads at us, no doubt wondering as they did. Bella of course wearing her almost non-existent red bikini, nipples clearly straining against the thin material. Beyond that, there was only one other couple who had likewise tossed down some towels a bit further up the beach. And they were currently out standing in the water enjoying the coolness of it holding one another.
"Maybe they'll give us a show later," I wondered.
"Or maybe...we'll give them one!" Bella mused already reaching behind herself, undoing the top she had on. In seconds, her beautiful full breasts spilled free. She again laughed to herself however.
"What?"
"I just think it's funny. Here we are...on a private secluded beach, and even then I can't sit here entirely naked."
"It's not France," I reminded, but had to agree with her. It was silly. Especially when you had private access, meaning that even cops couldn't come in here unless they were summoned to do so. I could understand to some extent the pretense of decency perhaps. But with no underage kids even in sight, it seemed sort of ludicrous that we couldn't do that, even here. I leaned over adjusting our umbrellas against the sun. It was already warming up considerably, promising to be another hot California day here. "Water?" I asked reaching into the cooler/basket we'd brought along with us.
"Yes please...great idea!" Bella said accepting a nice cold bottle from me as I handed it to her, taking one for myself.
I twisted the cap removing it, drinking from it as I looked over. What I saw caused me to spew the little I'd just sipped. Laying on her side facing me, she had lifted one leg slightly, simultaneously reaching down to easily slide the wisp of material barely covering her pussy off to one side. She had placed the cold bottle of water between her legs instead, inserting the short neck of it inside herself.
"Hmmm, now that feels nice!" She literally purred, holding the bottle against her cunt, enjoying the coolness of it as she held it there just inside her pussy. "One of the reasons I like ice on occasion," she informed me. "Very stimulating. But especially out here on a nice hot day...this feels very nice. Too bad the bottles so big around though, otherwise I could get a lot more of it inside me."
I was still mesmerized by the fact she was holding a bottle of water between her legs, not quite fucking herself with it, just holding it...but even the thought of that was already sending signals down to my crotch. Just then I glanced up, saw the couple who'd walked past us a short while ago coming back the other way. Bella saw them too of course, but continued to lie on her side facing me. I was fairly sure they wouldn't be able to see what she was doing to herself with the water, but even the thought of that aroused me even more. I was now sitting there with a full-blown erection.
"Nice way to cool off my hot little cunt," she giggled as the couple continued their approach.
"Yeah, you're lucky. The necks too thin for me to stick my dick down the neck of one of those...imagine that might feel pretty good too."
"You bring a knife?"
"I think there's one in the basket yes...why?"
"Hurry up and drink some," she said accepting the knife from me. I did so as she took back the bottle beginning to cut it. "Now...dig a hole...right here," she said deep enough to put this in," she instructed. "And hurry, they'll be passing by us again in a minute or so."
I had scooped out enough sand to accommodate the bottle of water as Bella gingerly packed it back around the bottle. She was grinning. "Ok, take your cock out, roll over, and stick it in here," she told me.
I knew better than to argue with her, and besides, as weird as it was, I actually found her suggestion and idea intriguing. Quickly lowering my swim trunks just enough to expose my dick, placing myself over the hole we'd created, though containing the bottle filled with icy-cold water. I just managed to slip my prick into the hole, laying fully down on it now hidden away as the couple approached. Bella had likewise managed to just reinsert her bottle back inside herself and much like me, rolling over on it, the bottle secretly hidden beneath her now closed legs.
"Hi," she called out, suddenly garnering the couple's attention. Something I hadn't been expecting or really prepared for when she did that. They began angling over towards us, Bella now lifting up, resting her upper torso on her elbows. And though a good portion of her breasts were now revealed to them, hanging down as they were, her nipples were just kissing the material of the towel beneath her. "Nice day isn't it?" She asked as they drew next to us. Me laying there trying to look nonchalant, likewise resting on my own elbows now, hoping that my stance didn't appear too obvious. The sensation of the cold water surrounding my hard stiff cock buried down in the sand surprising. It felt good. And rather than lessening my erection because of it, if anything...it became even firmer, especially looking at Bella laying there, knowing where her bottle was, and now having a couple standing right there in front of us.
"Very nice," the woman spoke. I figured the couple to be in their early to mid forties perhaps. "We enjoy coming here as often as we can, we've got the second house heading up the beach," she informed us.
"Nice place," Bella responded rolling over slightly looking. As she did, she revealed even more of her breasts to them, a fact that didn't go unnoticed as the gentleman standing with her took notice.
"Thank you," he answered still looking, smiling a bit. "We like it, though I must say we envy the two of you."
"Oh? And why's that?" Bella said sitting up a bit more, just enough that her full breasts dangled provocatively for a moment. Watching that, I felt my cock throb inside the cold water, getting a bit of a sadistically wicked thrill as it did that.
"We very often come out here in the early morning for a walk along the beach...usually naked ourselves. Not many people around here that are upset by that, unless their kids are here of course. Wish we were doing that now."
"So why aren't you then?"
"Because this time...we did bring our son with us, along with two of his friends. They're still at the house, eating a late breakfast. Not sure our son would be too thrilled about seeing me naked," the woman said though the man chuckled.
"Don't be too sure about that Debra," he said calling her by name. "I remember being his age once, though I don't think he would care too much having his buddies gawking at you. You however..." he said speaking to Bella. "Will no doubt draw some attention once they realize you're here," he cautioned us. "I just hope they don't annoy you too much, or become too terribly obvious when they see you. We'll try and warn them off ourselves for you, but with those beauties on display, don't say we didn't warn you," he laughed.
"Thanks for the heads up," I said in response to that, though now not too terribly excited about having a bunch of horny teenage boys hanging around us.
"Oh, and one more thing. You might try just digging a hole, pouring water in that. Even the wet sand feels pretty good too," he told me. I know my eyes had grown pretty wide laying there. Bella burst out laughing.
"Guess we weren't quite quick enough," she said.
"Saw you digging the hole, and since you're sort of laying over it at the moment, had a pretty good idea what you were doing. Like I said...we come here a lot, isn't much we haven't done or tried ourselves," he said grinning, and then pawed his crotch a bit. It was evident he was becoming aroused standing there looking down at Bella's very exposed breasts. "Come on dear...let's go back, I suddenly have an itch that needs scratching."
That was when Bella rolled over completely, thus exposing the fact she had a bottle currently sticking inside her pussy. "Guess I'd better hurry up with this then," she said boldly glancing up at the two of them.
"Hmm, have to try that one," Debra said looking down. "We do have bottled water in the fridge still don't we honey?"
"If we don't...I'm sure as hell going to the store to get some!"
"Here' take mine," Bella said slipping it out of herself, tossing it to them. "My treat...we have plenty more where those came from."
They both laughed at that, thanked us again...and then began heading back off towards the house.
"So much for privacy once the boys discover we're out here then," I mused a bit sullenly watching the interesting couple move off, though I now sat up removing my semi flaccid cock from my not so secret hole in the ground.
"Then you'd best hurry up and fuck me while you still can," Bella told me. I looked around once again, though the beach was still pretty much deserted save for the other couple still standing out in the water. But that was when we both noticed, they seemed to be doing a lot more than just standing in it. "See? Even they're doing it...just out in the water. So...we can either go out and sort of join them, or just do it right here. Which one would you prefer?"
I slid off my trunks tossing them aside.
"Good choice."
**
As she lay back on the towel having removed her own bikini bottoms now, I positioned myself between her legs, uncaring of the fact that the couple standing out in the water could see what we were doing...or about to do anyway, as easily as we could see them.
"Stick that other umbrella in the sand between your legs," she told me just before I got ready to slide my cock inside that very inviting pussy of hers.
I turned looking back, realizing the couple was indeed watching us, though doing as she'd told me, effectively placing the umbrella just over my ass. "Surprised you don't want them watching us, thought you'd enjoy that."
"It's not that," she chuckled as I repositioned myself once again. "And they're more than welcome to watch us doing it if they want to in fact. I just didn't want you getting your ass sunburned," she grinned. "I don't think that ass of yours has seen the light of day for over a millennia!"
In seconds however, the thought of any of that faded away as I filled Bella's luscious pussy with my cock, sliding in and out with an ever growing rapidity that soon had the two of us panting and gasping for breath as she came, and then as I did. I pulled out, taking delight in the white messy sauce that leaked from her cunt, dripping down onto the beach towel.
"Hand me another bottle of water," she grinned. "As much as I love the feeling of your cum dripping out of me...out here, it's apt to curdle and I'm not so inclined to sit here smelling like the ocean if you know what I mean."
I laughed, handing her another bottle as she douched herself with it, rinsing her pussy out, once again sticking it inside, curling up on her back literally emptying the bottle inside herself when she did. She then surprised me further, doing a kip-up, suddenly standing just like that. I was needless to say, very impressed. "You're just full of surprises aren't you?"
About then however we heard laughter and saw movement a short distance away along the beach. Three fairly tall good-looking young men were running along the edge of the surf, throwing and chasing a Frisbee. "Ah oh...I bet that's the boy and his two friends," I said quickly slipping back into my trunks again, as Bella did, though she did so a bit more slowly than I had. Already they had seemed to zero in on us however, continuing to move slowly in our direction. "Well...good thing we had a little fun anyway," I said a bit dejectedly. "Once they get a look at you, I think any hope for continued privacy or intimacy will be a thing of the past."
Sure enough, the boys seemed to settle in, throwing their Frisbee around, chasing it not too far at all from where we were sitting. Once, it actually landing close enough to where we were, though I had my suspicions one of them had tossed it further than he should have. I reached out, tossing it back easily.
"Nice throw...wanna play with them?"
"Very funny. No...not really," I said finding myself beginning to become irritated. It was obvious now they wouldn't be going away any time soon. Even in her bikini, Bella proved to be too tempting to ignore, the boys no doubt hoping to see a little more beyond what she was already showing them.
"No...I mean play with them another way," she said continuing to look on. I had seen that look before, and knew that, that wicked evil mind of hers was working overtime again.
"And just what is it that you're up to?" I had to ask, to which she chuckled.
"Wondering if you'd care to make another bet."
"Remind me never to take you to Vegas with me," I answered her back, then adding. "What kind of bet?"
She was obviously still thinking, mulling it over in her mind, and then smiled. "Let's just say whoever wins gets to enjoy one hell of a wild night of pure decadence...no matter what it is."
I liked the sound of that, but I was of course still hesitant. "Ok, but what's the bet itself?"
"I'll bet you, that I can have all three of those boys peeing on me."
I laughed. "Yeah right...where?"
"Right here...on the beach," she stated easily. I couldn't imagine it however, there was no way she was going to be able to convince three boys to actually stand here and urinate on her.
"Ok, it's a bet," I said though something told me almost immediately I'd already lost it. Bella stood, giving them a pretty good view of her bikini clad body.
"Stay here. In a couple of minutes you'll hear me scream. Don't worry...I'll only be acting and thrashing about for a bit. When I start doing that, count to three...and then come running. I'll need you to help support me as I come limping out of the water. Oh, and hand me some of those strawberries Irene packed for us to munch on."
I did so, curiously, and watched as she then rubbed several of them on the back of her ass, the strawberry juice slightly staining her rump a little.
"What's that for?"
"You'll see," she said wiping off her hands as she slowly began strolling down to the water. "Just remember...when you hear me scream, count to three, slowly...and then come running."
Not too unexpectedly, the three boys paused in their Frisbee play, watching this sexual goddess as she strolled down to the edge of the water, slowly wading in. She appeared to be cooling herself off, splashing water over herself. Watching her do that wasn't cooling me off that's for damn sure, having just the opposite effect. I was actually so engrossed in watching her, that it took me a second more than it should have when I heard her suddenly scream, spinning about in the water, even falling, still yelling, and then standing again, one hand holding her back side. And I noticed as she did that, one of her breasts was now fully exposed having fallen out of her bikini top, though she completely ignored it. And though I also had my suspicions she'd somehow managed to do that herself. I ran towards the water, noticing as I did...all three boys were going to get there long before I did.
Sure enough they reached her, though she immediately and seemingly grateful, accepted their help. Throwing one arm around each one of the boy's shoulders as two of them began helping her out of the water, one boy straggling behind slightly as I reached them. Bella limping, seemingly in excruciating pain.
"What happened baby?" I asked worriedly, and for a moment almost was worried, until I saw her wink at me quickly, and then began wailing again as though in agony.
"Fucking jelly fish!" She cried out. "I got stung damn it...on my ass!"
It was really hard holding in a smile. "Let me see babe," I said walking around behind her where the other boy was likewise inspecting the supposed damaged spot.
"Nasty welt," he offered. "Been stung myself before too, hurts like hell."
"Yes it does!" Bella exclaimed as the boys continued moving along, helping her over to where our towels were. "And there's really only one thing for it," she said eyeing me, and then looking back towards the three boys, though their eyes were more clearly focused on her exposed breast, which Bella of course in her agonizing pain, had completely forgotten about. "Amonia...I need you guys to pee on my ass and take the sting away."
They all looked at one another, but it was obvious they were reluctant to help out a damsel in distress, even a sexy looking one. I was beginning to think I just might win this bet after all.
"Please!" She cried out desperately again now looking at me. "Come on David...you start, this fucker stings like you have no idea!" She said actually managing tears now. Still, none of the three boys made any movement to join in helping her. Though none of them were leaving either. And it was about that time the other couple came running up to us, asking what had happened.
"Jelly Fish," I told them.
"You need someone to pee on it," he told her as though just having come up with the idea himself.
"Yeah...I know that. But so far, I don't see too many chivalrous Knights willing to take on that challenge," Bella said with a painful looking grimace on her face.
"Here I can..." the young girl stated as she suddenly untied her bikini bottoms dropping them. "Roll over onto your belly," she told Bella.
Bella looked at me, obvious surprise in her eyes, but a smile on her lips too. I was merely stunned, now seeing the shaven pussy of the young woman as she prepared herself to help Bella out.
"Let me take mine off first," Bella quipped. "I don't want them getting ruined, just bought this bikini recently," she said, and then seemed to notice her tit was hanging out too, and simply removed that. "Ok, go ahead...do it. Pee on me."
Suddenly, five guys stood there forming a semi-circle as the cute little blonde with a very sexy little body on her, squatted over Bella's reddened ass...and began urinating on her.
"Well I'll be go to hell," one of the boys said, perhaps not realizing he'd just verbally expressed his thoughts. Though I had stood there thinking pretty much the same thing myself, and now wondering..."had I still won the bet?"
**
Unfortunately, the girl didn't have a lot of piss to give her, try as she might. And Bella sensing that, taking advantage of it perhaps immediately cried out for more. "Not enough! Not enough! That helped, but I need more...more. Please, please somebody else! Pee on me!" And then the boyfriend stepped up, and then I did. And then three very nervous, but suddenly now very brave boys all took their cocks out. And as one, we began hosing down Bella's cute, sexy looking...perfectly fine ass together. It was like the Fire Brigade had finally shown up at a three-alarm fire. Five guys pissing all over Bella's sweet sexy looking ass as she lay there with the biggest fucking smile on her face I had ever seen.



Maybe I would take her to Vegas after all.
To be continued...
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It was almost funny. The moment the three young men had finished draining themselves all over Bella's ass, including several other areas, they hurriedly put things away and then made excuses about needing to return to their place. Bella thanked them profusely of course, standing...naked, giving each one of them a grateful kiss on the cheek. I noticed as she did that, she likewise gave each one of them an additional token of her gratitude in grazing their bare chests with her breasts in addition to that. We then waved as the three now semi-red-faced young men ran off back towards their beach house.
"And thanks to the two of you too!" Bella said addressing the other couple who had also come to her rescue. "By the way...my name is Bella, and this is David," she said introducing the two of us to the attractive young couple.
"You're welcome, and this is my wife Tracy, and I'm Derrick," he said now introducing the two of them. "That's our place, forth house up the beach there," he said pointing. "You're more than welcome to come and join us for a drink if you'd like. It's really starting to get hot now, and you might enjoy a bit of cooler air inside our place," they offered.
We still had plenty of time before we were due back. And the fact that Tracy had made no effort to put her bikini bottoms back on was an indication that they too were of an open-mind about such things. She then undid her bikini top as well. "Well, now that the cats out of the bag so to speak..."
"Referring to that pussy of yours you mean," Derrick said interrupting her, though she continued on anyway, tossing him a mischievous wink.
"And since we're headed back anyway," she smiled taking Bella's hand in hers. "Not to mention the fact, no point in you getting dressed again either, so we might as well enjoy the walk back to our place just as we are."
Derrick and I quickly retrieved the rest of our belongings and followed behind the now two naked and very lovely ladies. The subtle differences between them interesting. Bella's slightly larger, fuller behind, and Tracy's more compact, "bubble-butt" as I tended to call it in my mind as we walked several paces behind the two girls who were still holding hands. Bella glanced back over her shoulder once, and then winked. When she did, I knew our afternoon was far from being over.
As young as they obviously were, it was interesting that they owned such a beautiful extravagant place, though Derrick explained that it was more of a family owned home, though he did make a pretty good living himself working for his father's investment company. We came to learn that they spent almost every available weekend here, and were then invited to join them anytime we felt like it if they happened to be staying there over the weekend.
"Wow! An indoor pool?" Bella exclaimed after we'd walked in through the back patio doors. The area facing us obviously a pool, interestingly enough with half of it being outdoors, and half of it being indoors. "That's convenient!"
"Hell, you haven't seen anything yet," Derrick told us. "Why don't I get us all something to drink, and then after that, I'll show you a few other additional little surprises."
"Do me a favor first though," Bella said in a certain tone of voice I was all too familiar with.
"Sure. What?"
"Well, for one...your wife and I are both naked. And with the two of you still dressed, I either need to get dressed myself, or you two need to join us. Your choice, but I think we should at least go one way or the other."
Derrick looked at his wife, she simply smiled. "The votes are in," he announced, and quickly slipped out of his swimwear. I soon followed suit, joining him.
"That's better," Bella chuckled accepting what appeared to be pre-made Long Island iced teas. "Oh yes...that's nice, one...two of these, and anyone could do anything they wanted to do to me," she quipped.
"Oh really?" Tracy said giggling a bit.
"Yes...really," Bella shot back giving one of Tracy's perky breasts a little tickle.
"Game on," I thought to myself.
**
Tracy and Derrick then took us on a short brief tour of their rather lavishly designed, and furnished home. I'd have traded mom and dad's place for one like this in a heartbeat. Not that I didn't appreciate what I had myself, but just the way this place was laid out was beyond description. There were private, intimate little nooks and crannies all over the place. Definitely a party house, which I mentioned.
"Oh yeah, it is that for sure!" Derrick said. "You see...mom and dad are swingers, so once a year they have a major party here. Last time, there must have been almost a hundred naked people enjoying themselves in damn near every corner of the house."
"My kind of party," Bella said standing against the railing in the upstairs "playroom" as Derrick had called it, the ceiling literally open to the bright sunlight outside, though a panel could be electrically closed in case of inclement weather. Looking down into the room below us as we took a short stroll along the walkway topside, encircling it. Several deck chairs sitting out on what was a large oversized deck facing towards the ocean. "I could lay out here all day long!" She then added, turning...facing Derrick once again. "And when did you say the NEXT party was?"
He laughed, though eyeing her delicious looking breasts once again, just as I had been doing to both girls. "Two months from now in fact," he told us. "If you're seriously interested, I'll put your names on the guest list."
"So I take it you two like to play as well?" Bella asked curiously.
"We do, which a few people might find strange in a sense, especially with my parents being there and all. But the place is big enough, and we've more or less made it a rule not to fool around or play with the same people they do. Sort of keeps some distance between us sexually speaking. So no one is really too awkward feeling, even when we occasionally do bump into one another."
"Wouldn't bother me any," Bella replied.
"Baby? I don't think ANYTHING would bother you," I added to that.
"So true," she tried acting coy as she said that, though all that did was make me want to lean her over the railing and fuck her right there. I think Derrick was thinking along the same lines himself.
"Come on, let's head back to the pool area. Have one more thing I want to show you," he said, and then led the way back down the spiral staircase three floors below us.
Once again reaching the pool area, he and Tracy both began climbing down a small ladder. "Follow us," he said grinning from ear to ear. "This is actually my favorite place in the entire house, especially as very few people even know about it." Curious, we followed. But when both he and Tracy dove under water, moments later reaching what appeared to be the side of the pool, it got even more interesting. We stood, not yet diving under, watching a panel suddenly open. It was dark beyond, but only for a moment or so as he then pushed another hidden device, blue lights suddenly appearing, lighting up what then appeared to be about a ten foot corridor leading in further...again, all under water.
"Interesting," Bella mused. "Come on David, let's go!" We dove down, now following, swimming through the somewhat eerily lit tunnel. Popping up into the room beyond, all Bella and I could do was gasp at the unbelievable beauty of the place. Seeing it, I had a pretty good idea where the idea must have come from.
It was as though we had traveled back in time. Back to the Garden of Eden perhaps. A virtual tropical paradise. Though I had never been there myself, I had seen pictures of the Playboy Mansion, and Hef's own little tropical pool paradise. This one put his to shame. I figured Derrick's father must have gotten the idea from that perhaps, and then simply decided to do it one better. He certainly had. Everything about it seemed real, and where it could be...it was. There was even a small little beach area off to one side, with real sand that you could spread out a beach towel and lay down on if you wanted to. There were hidden switches, which were carefully concealed and managed to create what almost looked like and felt like sunshine overhead, or when switched to darkness, suddenly revealed what then appeared like the night sky overhead. Even that was complete with twinkling stars, a moon that could be put through the various cycles, thus adding to the dimness or illumination of the room. And on top of all that, there was even a slowly moving satellite, which Derrick got quite a kick out of showing us as we watched it transverse across the sky over our heads, looking like it really was one.
"Fuck!" I said more to myself, but saying it openly, hearing the two of them chuckle as I did, knowing full well how impressed I truly was by all of this.
"And then of course, the waterfall," he said turning that on. Off to one side, a beautifully cascading falls began flowing. "And behind that? The best make-out, come fuck me place you've ever seen," he told us. And then the four of us waded through this beautiful clear pool through the falls where we were bathed by almost silky feeling warm water. Once inside we saw what was some sort of stationary platform, looking more like a bed, floating on the water itself.
"Now that's what I call...a waterbed!" I laughed.
**
What I found truly interesting however was the fact that there wasn't any other light inside this chamber, this cave...this come fuck me in here room. Other than the shimmering light outside, reflecting off the falls themselves giving off a glittery effervescence with just enough ambient light to clearly see by.
"This is fucking amazing!" I exclaimed truly in awe.
"And speaking of amazing fucking...why don't we?" Bella asked giggling almost like a little girl. "Admittedly, this will be my very first time...fucking inside a cave, never have before, always wanted to...so I'm damn sure going to take advantage of this!" And with that, she slid easily out of the water and onto the oversized floating bed waiting for us.
The three of us soon joined her there with more than enough room to spread out and enjoy ourselves. Though my initial surprise was when Bella crawled over towards Tracy, stalking her almost like a cat. It was obvious what it was she wanted to do to the woman.
"Before you go getting your hopes up...you need to know, I just started my period two days ago."
Bella didn't even hesitate. "Doesn't bother me if it doesn't bother you. I earned my red wings several years ago."
"Red wings?" I said to myself looking over at Derrick, though he too seemed as perplexed by that statement as I was. Tracy however laughed, and then lay back, spreading her legs. Obviously she understood perfectly. Bella turned briefly seeing the look on my face perhaps.
"It's a girl thing," she announced, and then planted her face between Tracy's legs. And like a vampire perhaps, began devouring her.
Derrick and I sat there watching the two of them, getting more and more aroused by the second. Neither one of us at all shy, or feeling uncomfortable, sitting there stroking ourselves as we watched them. In the span of only a few short days, I was doing more than I had ever imagined, and feeling more and more comfortable with myself, with each passing moment that we did. And admittedly I knew...I had Bella to thank for that.
"One things for damn sure. Tracy is nearly insatiable whenever she's on her period. About the only time when she can actually wear me out!" That made me think...wondering, though perhaps having heard that, Bella removed her mouth long enough to turn her head looking back at me. I swear the woman knew what was thinking.
"Hell, Bella's insatiable constantly, but if that's true of her as well..."
"It is...which you'll find out soon enough sometime next week," she informed all of us. "Just hope that there isn't a full moon too," she added with a serious expression on her face. "The hair on my pussy grows faster, as well as on my arms and legs. I tend to grow a tiny little mustache as well, not to mention howling at the moon when I'm really horny."
Derrick laughed. "She is joking right?"
I looked at him with a straight face. "No...I don't believe she is."
**
The girls soon after traded places, with Tracy now munching away on Bella's cunt. "Come here boys," she directed. "While she's doing that, I think I'm in the mood to enjoy doing something else too!"
Derrick and I then saddled up alongside Bella's head. It was clearly made evident to us what she wanted as she reached out, clasping each one of our hard cocks in her hand, placing them tip to tip, as she then mouthed them both simultaneously together. Tracy still content to lay there between her legs, sucking, and finger-fucking Bella's cunt with an almost ferocious like intensity.
"Like I told you," Derrick said as the two of us continued watching her. "She won't be content until Bella's had at least half a dozen or more orgasms while she's doing that.
I couldn't help but laugh. "An irresistible force finally meets the unmovable object. Trust me...Bella could calm a hurricane if she could find a way to capture it between her legs. I know...I've seen her capture other things. She's like a spider, spinning her web of erotisism over you before you're even aware of it."
"Oh, so now I'm a bug? I'll remember that!"
"I didn't say you were a bug," I tried explaining even though she was so delightfully sucking our cocks together.
"Ok...a spider then. Just remember, what kind of spider I might be, like...a black widow? You do know about black widows yes?"
Derrick laughed nervously. "She really is joking right?"
I just looked at him. I was starting to believe that Bella maybe really was some sort of an Alien after all, sent here to earth to study, watch...and perhaps even, eventually devour us.
I decided there and then. Even if she was. I was ok with that.
**
Suddenly Bella closed her eyes, though still holding our cocks together, rubbing them back and forth against one another a little. She moaned a bit, shuddered, opening her eyes again looking down. "That's one," she smiled. "But we've got a long ways to go yet," she said turning back to us again. "Now then, here's the deal, and I don't care how you do it...or manage it, but I want both of you, whenever the time comes, whenever the two of you are ready to cum, to do it together, simultaneously. So figure it out. Coordinate it, but just do it. I want to feel two spurting cocks filling my mouth at exactly the same time. Once again she closed her eyes, shuddered and smiled at us.
"I think that's two," I said.
"Three," she amended. "I had one when I was eating her," she informed us both. "But...whose counting?"
"Apparently...I am."
"Well quite worrying about my orgasms, and worry about your own...and his. Like I said, you want anything more out of me later on tonight, then do what I asked you to do."
Derrick just laughed. "Oh hell yes. Dad's gonna love her. You two are definitely going on the guest list."
It was strange. I certainly wasn't jealous, not really...and especially now, with Bella sucking the two of us together. But having heard that, I did find myself feeling a little possessive of her. Maybe it was because I didn't know Derricks father perhaps. Though hell, we really didn't know Derrick or Tracy all that well either. We'd barely just met them. Had it not been for Tracy coming over and peeing all over Bella's ass, we might not be here now.
I knew then, I still had a lot to think about myself and digest regarding this amazing woman. In a way, I knew it would be like trying to hold onto a whirlwind.
Impossible.
**
What wasn't impossible, was that just as she'd asked and required it, we somehow managed it. Occasionally looking back and forth at one another, exchanging looks, nods, smiles and almost panicked expressions. And then...finally, a simple nod of the head, eyebrows raised in question. A nod back, another smile. And then as one...we literally began filling Bella's mouth with a torrent of semen, just as she launched into what had to have been by then, her eighth or ninth orgasm.
"Now that's...what I'm fucking talking about!" She gurgled as she damn near chocked on the torrent of sperm suddenly filling her mouth.
**
We soon after made our way back out of the "love cave" as I now referred to it. In a sense, almost feeling like I'd been given birth again as we made our way out of the opening, which only then dawned on me...was oddly enough shaped like that of a woman's vagina, looking back at it as we exited. Derrick grinned seeing me do that.
"Wondered when you'd realize that," he stated.
"Hard not to," I said smiling back at him. "And as much as I hate to say it...we need to head back. One of the few rules around the house where I live. You never, ever miss Sunday dinner. It's the one day of the week where mom does most of the cooking herself, even though she has help doing it. So unfortunately, we need to start heading back."
"Understood," Tracy said chiming in...still licking her lips. "My mother was a bit like that herself. But...we'll be here again next weekend, so if the two of you don't have any plans, feel free to drop by. We've even invited a few additional friends over for a mini-party of sorts. Especially as I won't be on my period by then."
"But I will be..." Bella halfway growled, and then adding. "We'll be there."
We then swam back out through the eerie little tunnel, back into the main indoor/outdoor pool area, and back up the steps. Drying off, we slipped back into our totally dry swimsuits, which was an odd thing to be doing under the circumstances. Except for the fact, Bella didn't put her own top back on. I knew then, she had no intention of doing so as we said our good-byes and headed out the front door this time, bypassing the security access gate leading down to the beach.
"Next week then?" Tracy asked once more hopefully.
"Wear your red wings," Bella answered winking at her. And with that, we headed off.
**
"You'll have to tell me what that really means," I asked. She chuckled to herself. "Oh eventually you'll find out. It's not exactly something you tell someone. They sort of have to experience it, in order to earn them."
"Earn them?"
"Yeah, you'll see. Now...lets hurry home, I'm starving. And I promised your mom if we got back in time, I'd give her and Irene a hand making dinner. I'm actually quite looking forward to that."
And I was looking forward to later on that evening myself. We had briefly discussed a return visit back out to the maze again. Maybe it was the sense of having so recently lost my virginity there that I wanted to return to the exact place, and perhaps relive all that again. Bella was of course all for it. Though I think it really didn't matter where we went to do it, just as long as we did do it. Either way...I was already looking forward to the rest of the evening, though still wondering if I'd have time to run the hose out and wash the stone bench down before dinner time.
To be continued...
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I had expected roast, or perhaps a baked ham, even a broiled chicken. But when we sat down to dinner, I was totally surprised. Mom had made a rather extravagant looking pasta dish. Mom never made pasta! And I knew then that between Irene, mom and Bella, the three of them had managed to put together a rather fine affair. Even dad seemed pleased.
But that wasn't the only surprise waiting for me as we all sat down at the table together. Mom was wearing a new dress, and this one a bit more fashionable than I'd seen her usually wearing. Not overly done mind you, but I was seeing more cleavage than I think I had ever seen her allow. The dress was red, not too terribly low cut, just enough to give hint at the gentle swell of her still firm full breasts. Dad too seemed to enjoy looking at her, even dishing out one of his few and far between compliments at the way she looked in her dress even before I could.
"Thank you," she said blushing a little allowing me to stand behind her chair as she took her seat at the table. "Nice to be appreciated and admired once in a while," she stated in a backhanded way, but not said with a tone of pouty annoyance at all. She was truly enjoying the obvious attention. "But I have Bella to thank for this," she then added. "She helped me to decide how to look tonight and even helped me primp myself up a little just before dinner."
I looked at Bella. She winked, licked her lips and mouthed the words, "Wait till you hear!"
I could only imagine. Or could I? With Bella, I'd learned that anything, and probably everything was possible.
As we continued eating this incredible meal together, we quite naturally talked about what we'd all done during the day. Of course...I offered up only the basics about enjoying the somewhat cozy private little beach we'd gone to, and having met another young couple who had a family home there. Being invited in for a drink, shown around. Leaving it at that.
Of course Bella didn't.
"Unfortunately though, I got stung by a Jelly Fish," she said continuing the fabricated story, though I was surprised by that, why she would for one.
"Oh my!" Mother commented. "Where did it sting you honey?" she asked concernedly. "How are you feeling now? I do believe we have some ointment around here some place don't we Harold?"
"Oh, it's fine now...we just used an old proven remedy to treat it with. Just so happened that a group of young college boys were playing with a Frisbee on the beach, though that is also how we met the other couple too. They came over, and thankfully peed on my bum cheek for me, and so the combination of their help, David's...and the other couple, Tracy and Derrick, between the lot of them, they managed to help me get through it."
Dad's eyes were as big around as saucers, and moms too for that matter, her face even redder now than it had been moments ago in accepting the compliments.
"They...they actually, well...you know, took their...ah, they peed on you?" Mom stammered.
"Yes they did. And it felt nice too! Certainly helped a lot. I was very appreciative of the fact that they all did."
"They all did?" Dad asked specifically addressing the addition of another woman being there.
"She was the first, had it not been for her, and perhaps David, I'm not sure the others would have manned up and done so for me."
"Oh my," she said again, I'm sure trying to imagine that. "And...and you, ah...and they didn't seem to mind?"
"Oh heavens no!" Bella assured her. "I was so very grateful that they did...that they would, especially that David would himself do something like that for me. It stung horribly!" She finished taking a sip of wine, only then turning towards me with a very wicked, evil look in her eyes, followed up with another wink.
"I'd have peed on you too!" Dad suddenly blurted surprising everyone. "I mean after all...I've myself been stung by one of those things, and wish to hell someone had been willing to do that for me too!" He stated. "Funny how the most natural of remedies, such as that can be so soothing."
"Hmm, I wouldn't know," mom said softly. "Thankfully I've never been stung by one myself, but can't imagine what that must feel like. Either one," she added blushing again. Though I caught her turn of head towards my father, and simultaneously a knowing look back towards her, that all too familiar quirky smile of his just turning up the corners of his mouth. I wondered.
"So...what are your plans for this evening then?" Mom asked obviously changing the subject though her face was still a nice shade of pink.
"Actually, David's taking me out to a club later for a few drinks and some dancing. Been a while since I've done that, and was curious what the night-life's like around here," she informed them.
I almost said, "We are?" and then caught myself. "What the hell is she up to?" I then asked myself silently, though nodding my head in the affirmative that we were.
"Especially since the next week is apt to get pretty hectic and all, especially with attending classes again and the like. Not sure we'll have the time to do much else during the week, until the following weekend perhaps, though we have been invited back to Derrick and Tracy's place again if we want to go."
"Well, don't overdo," mom cautioned us both, though looking more towards me. "I know that David has classes tomorrow afternoon, and nothing worse than trying to follow a lecture while nursing a hangover."
I did have classes the next afternoon. Liking the schedule I'd created for myself. Only having two courses on Monday afternoons, a pretty full schedule Tuesday through Thursday, and then again only two courses Friday morning. One of which I didn't really need to attend if I wanted to have a really early day as all I needed for that was to pick up a notes and assignment sheet rather than just sit there and study. But I had no intention of tying one on either. Like I said...that was news to me.
We soon after finished up with dinner, and then helped clear away the dishes. I managed to get Bella to hold back for a moment, asking her.
"What was all that? And that thing about you and I going out clubbing tonight?" I wondered.
"We're not really going silly," she told me. "I'll tell you all about it a bit later. Just pretend we're going out. Once we get to the car, I'll tell you what I do know...and what we are doing," she informed me.
I could hardly wait. This woman was just full of all kinds of surprises. And so far...all of them had proved interesting.
**
When we got into the car, even before I'd had a chance to put the key in the ignition, Bella turned to me. "I'm horny!" And with that, she reached down pulling the skintight tee she had on up and over her head. Quite naturally as I'd come to learn, she was bare breasted, though that much had been obvious. I laughed, still having not turned the key yet, waiting for further instructions perhaps, especially with her now sitting there the way she was.
"Tell me something I don't know."
"How about the fact I felt your moms tits!" She informed me.
"You didn't!"
"Did!"
"No fucking way!"
"Way!" She grinned.
"Ok...so maybe you really did, but now you've GOT to tell me how the hell you pulled that one off...especially with mom!"
"Start the car, drive down the road for a bit. You know that dirt road turn off we passed coming back earlier?"
I knew the one yes. It was a service road that ran around behind the estate. Andy very often used that when traveling back and forth between the various orchards rather than driving up the main roads by the house. He only used those when it was absolutely necessary.
"Why are we going there?" Though I was even more curious about her touching my mother's boob's thing.
"Well for one. Just so happens that I know that's where Andy and Doreen will be, down by some little crick or something. You know where that might be?" She asked, simultaneously digging into her purse as I finally started the car. She pulled out a camera. "Thought it would be fun to return the favor," she added.
I knew where the crick was of course, and also knew we'd have to cut the lights, and park the car long before we reached it. Otherwise, they'd be able to hear and see us. We didn't have all that far to go either as less than a quarter a mile away, we'd reach the turn off.
"So, now...tell me about mom's boobs," I said curiously interested. "Just how the hell did that come about anyway?"
"Well, earlier while your mom, Irene and I were making the pasta and the sauce, she mentioned that she wished she had something a little different to wear for dinner this evening. She said she was getting bored with the stuff she had, and had wanted to perhaps sex-herself up a little bit. Her words...not mine. Anyway, just so happens that I had brought along that particular dress with me, brand new, never wore it. Mainly because it was a little too small in the bust when I first got it. Had every intention of perhaps shedding a few pounds, which perhaps then might have decreased my bust size a little. Needless to say, I didn't, but didn't want to throw it out or give it away either. So I mentioned it to her, convinced her to try it on, see how it looked on her. So while you were off studying, waiting on dinner, your mom and I had a bit of a fitting session in her room."
"And?" We were close to reaching the turn off, though I'd slowed the car down considerably, already cutting the lights. I knew the road like the back of my hand, and it was just light enough out that we could still see by.
"Well of course she first tried it on with her bra on, but it didn't look right, too much of her bra was still showing, so I convinced her to try it on again, only this time...without the bra."
"Holy shit, so you mean to tell me..."
"Yeah, she wasn't wearing one at dinner," she chuckled. "Bet she's never done that before has she?"
"Not as far as I know...no," I had to admit as I began slowing the car down even more. "So...you saw her tits, ok. But you said..."
"Yeah, I felt them up some too," she giggled. Getting her back into the dress again, I made some pretense of you know...tucking her in here and there, wanting to see how it fit, how she looked, and then kind of joked with her a bit when she questioned her nipples perhaps poking out and showing. She was worried about that. Your mom really does have fairly large thick nipples. So then I suggested that maybe we should make them hard, see how they did look, just in case."
"Fucking A!" I exclaimed. "You really did...didn't you?"
"Oh hell yes! Should have seen it David, me standing there tweaking your mom's nipples, purposely making them stand up all stiff and proud so we could see how they might look beneath the dress. And they looked great too! Very sexy, and it was sure as hell fun playing with them. I even think she was enjoying it, though trying very hard not to. She was squirming a bit, even saw her eyes close briefly while I flicked them with my fingers a little, telling her as I did that I was trying to get them about as hard as I could, just so we could see. And boy...did they!"
"Well they didn't look hard at dinner, I know I certainly couldn't see anything, and didn't even realize she wasn't wearing a bra either!"
"Well that's because in the end, she decided that she just didn't dare go without wearing one...not with them looking the way they did anyway. She said though your dad certainly wouldn't mind it, she wasn't too comfortable having her headlights turned on, which at first I didn't understand, not being familiar with the term until she explained it to me. But it was after that that I gave her a pair of padded titty cups for her to wear over them. After she did that, she liked the way it looked a whole lot better. I told her I still liked the more natural, sensual look without them. But she was of course adamant about letting them appear that way, more so in front of you. But the best part was, making mine hard for her, you know obviously...how far mine really do stick out, so I showed her how far they do...fingering them until they were for her as she watched me. And then I slipped on the pads over my own, beneath the tight tee I was wearing so she could see for herself. That's what finally convinced her. But...like I said, I did get to play with your mom's tits a little. And she really does have pretty nice ones, even at her age! Wouldn't mind doing more to them that I did."
"T.M.I." I said trying to shake the image off. Bad enough getting aroused hearing what I had.
"Anyway...told your dad about it just before you came down to dinner."
"You did what?"
"Yeah, told him that his wife had nice looking tits, said that he should start paying more attention to them before someone else did. Like me."
"You didn't!"
"Of course I did!"
"What did he say? What did he do?" I asked running the two questions together just as I killed the motor on the car, drifting off slowly and quietly to the side of the road, as far in as I dared to.
Bella laughed. "He said...what I wouldn't give to see that! And then I said...anytime, and then I gave him a little kiss on the cheek, said I'd do her in a New York minute, and told him to make sure he complimented her on her dress, and perhaps after dinner, and after we'd all left, that he might make a point out of showing her just how horny she'd made him looking the way she did."
I sat there with my mouth open.
"So...I take it we're here then?" She asked.
"You told dad you wouldn't mind doing my mom..."
Bella just smiled at me, and then started taking the rest of her clothes off. "Come on David, we're wasting time here. Let's go find out where the two of them are, and what they're doing. So...get naked."
The fact I was already hard as a rock didn't come to any surprise to her as the two of us slowly began walking up the dirt road that led only a short distance away down the side of another hill and then towards the creek. Reaching the crest of it, we could see the top of Andy's truck parked down very close to it.
"Still can't believe you said that," I said whispering.
"Still can't believe your dad said he'd mention it to her later this evening," Bella tossed back. "Now...be quiet, I think I can hear them!"
I know I stumbled there in the middle of the road, watching her beautiful nude form slowly creeping forward as quiet as a stalking Indian. But I now knew, this conversation was far from being over with yet too.
She traveled ahead just a bit further looking back at me. "By the way...did you know your mom shaves her pussy?"
I stumbled again, this time stubbing my toe.
**
Bella waited patiently for me as I quit jumping around, and then limped towards her finally reaching her. "Shhh, see there? In the back of his truck!"
Sure enough, we could just make the two of them out. Obviously Andy had fixed it so they could comfortably fool around in the bed of his truck near the creek. The sound of the water just enough perhaps to have kept them from hearing our approach, even with me trying to quietly curse a little. Doreen was obviously sitting on him, bouncing up and down, though not frantically, just nice and slowly...yet obviously grinding away.
"Come on, this way," Bella said starting to circle off to the left, which would put our approach up behind them, and with Doreen sitting the way she was, they wouldn't see us until we were right up on top of them. "No pictures yet," she whispered. "Let's watch them for a bit, see what happens, and maybe have a bit of fun ourselves in the mean time."
We wandered at an angle down through a small copse of trees, coming up through it, heading back now towards the truck. Reaching the last of them, Bella leaned forward bracing herself against one of the larger trees. Just beyond no more than a few feet away, we could easily see Doreen as she continued riding Andy's hard stiff cock, the two of them moaning and groaning away in ecstasy while they fucked. I slipped up behind Bella, now placing my own erect cock at the opening of her pussy. She turned her head, looking back at me, once again whispering. "Slick it up inside my cunt...but, after that, I want you inside my ass!"
My eyes popped open wide, but I didn't dare speak. She turned back around, watching Doreen and Andy, her hand now down between her legs fiddling with her clit. I did as she asked, slipping my cock inside that heavenly wet passage, fucking her for a moment, though she soon shoved me out of her, once again looking back.
"Now!" She mouthed at me. "My ass!"
I repositioned, looking down, just barely able to see as I pressed the knob of my cock against that tiny puckered little opening, and began pressing inwards. It felt too fucking tight, and I was sure it wasn't going to happen, and then suddenly, I felt the head of my prick slip in. I held still, basking in the totally foreign sensation, but not for long. Bella suddenly pressed back leaning forward even more, her heavy tits swinging, rocking to and fro as she somehow managed to gobble up the rest of me deep inside that hot tight passage.
I began fucking her, slowly...quietly, in and out. All the while watching, listening to Andy and Doreen.
Doreen had begun to increase her tempo just a little, and as she did, she spoke a bit more loudly as well, obviously unconcerned about being heard, especially all alone like they were, way out here.
"You still imaging me eating her pussy Andy? While David's fucking me?" She asked. "You like the thought of that don't you baby? Standing there, jerking yourself off, maybe even titty-fucking her while I eat her, eat her cunt. While David's dick is pounding in and out of me...harder faster!"
"Yes! Yes...Fuck yes!" He cried out loudly, deliriously...obviously approaching orgasm.

He almost threw her off, though somehow Doreen managed to stay on him, even as he sat up looking over towards us, just as she was now, looking like two deer caught in the headlights.
I hadn't been expecting that. Me...standing behind Bella, my cock deeply embedded inside her ass.
"Surprise!" Bella exclaimed happily. "Mind if we join you?"
To be continued...
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After the startling flash of the camera, and the sudden announcement of our unexpected presence, I was still unsure as to how we'd be received. I needn't have worried. After the initial shock, Doreen was all smiles, though blushing a bit still. Some from initial embarrassment perhaps, though mostly from excitement as hard at it as they'd been up until now.
"Paybacks a bitch," Bella said jumping up into the back of Andy's truck bed, still not quite invited, though his eyes were locked on Bella's somewhat larger tits as they hung there swinging back and forth a little until they settled again.
And now I knew why Doreen had nicknamed him "Handy Andy". He'd blown up a full sized airbed in the back of his truck, making things nice and comfortable for the two of them...now four of us as I climbed in behind her, now clearly invited.
"Plenty of room," Doreen smiled staring at my rigidly hard cock. "Especially for that!"
I again wasn't too sure as to Andy's reaction to all this. It wasn't like he and I had spent a great deal of time in friendly idle chatter. We'd been cordial of course, and I did like the man, as he was always pleasant, available and helpful in doing odd jobs around the house for mom and dad in addition to his grounds keeping duties. But the fact that he couldn't seem to take his eyes off Bella's tits spoke volumes.
And throughout all this, Doreen had been sitting on Andy's cock. She started to lift up as though preparing to make additional room for the two of us. "No...don't! Stay where you are, though maybe...spin around on him in a reverse cowgirl," Bella suggested. "There's something I'd love to do!"
Doreen did that without questioning why. Pivoting about on her heels, turning...spinning, all the while with Andy's cock still deeply embedded inside the woman's cunt. "Oh yes! Perfect!" Bella exclaimed, and then scooted in, kneeling to some extent as she leaned forward. In seconds she was lapping away at Doreen's pussy, along with Andy's shaft as she alternated between the two, licking and sucking on one...and then the other. I sat kneeling behind just watching.
"Hi..."
"Hi..." Doreen responded back as our eyes locked briefly. It was a silly odd moment, saying that. Andy's cock still smoothly and slowly going in and out of her cunt, Bella noisily lapping and sucking away at the two of them.
"Enough with the pleasantries already," Bella said still somehow licking Doreen's pussy even when saying that. "Stick your dick inside me David...and fuck me!"
It was an easy request to fulfill, Bella's sopping wet pussy immediately sheathing my cock as I slid deeply inside her. I moaned, it felt so good, especially looking up and over at Doreen's tits as she reached up, cupping them, adding to her own stimulation as she began teasing and taunting her hard thick nipples.
"Spank my ass! Spank it hard!" Bella told Doreen, while David's fucking me!" She demanded loudly. I was suddenly very glad we were well far and away from anyone else as Bella's deep sounding voice billowed out into the stillness of the night. "Spank me! Fuck me! Make me cum!" She additionally demanded.
The hard slaps reverberated into the night as well, now accompanied by Doreen's panting, along with Andy's own moans of delight as he rapidly approached orgasm by the sound of it.
"Oh no you don't! Not about to let perfectly good sperm go to waste!" Bella exclaimed a few seconds after that. I didn't know it at the time of course, not until she yanked Andy's cock out of Doreen's pussy, stripping off the condom he'd been wearing, flipping it out over the side of the truck a millisecond later. I then watched peering over her shoulder, Doreen likewise looking down as Bella pumped his prick, the first couple of shots spurting, landing directly against the woman's clit before Bella took Andy's cock back into her mouth again, draining it. Seeing that, I felt myself getting close now, which once again Bella seemed to sense. "Come here David!" She now said to me as I pulled out coming around. "Kneel here in front of her," she further instructed, and then began pumping my prick with her hand, aiming it. "Cover this pussy baby...cover it, saturate it with your sweet sticky semen so I can lick it all off!"
Needless to say, I exploded. Half a dozen or so thick ropes of white hot cream leaping from my cock, splashing against Doreen's pussy as Bella and Doreen both cried out enthusiastically, Bella...simultaneously still rubbing Andy's dick against her pussy even as I did that. Spent, I sat back half collapsing against the bed of the truck as Bella moved in once again, and began licking off the now combined spunking of Doreen's wide open split. It didn't take long before Doreen was coming again either, crying out almost as loudly as Bella had.
**
We were sitting there still trying to collect our respective breaths when Bella spotted a cooler sitting off to one side. "You have anything to drink in there?" She asked hopefully.
"Got some beer," Andy responded. "Help yourself!" Bella smiled turning towards me.
"Fuck," I laughed more to myself.
"Wanna bet?"
"No fucking way," I answered. She smiled again, opening her beer handing one to me as the four of us virtually chugged them down.
"What's so funny?" Doreen finally asked not quite having heard our conversation.
"You'll see soon enough I think," I answered simply as Doreen looked at me quizzically.
"Wow...I'm hot as hell now," Bella informed everyone. "Going to go down and stand in the creek for a moment...anyone care to join me?"
Not too surprisingly, we all did...finding that a great idea to walk down and stand there up to our knees for a moment in the cold clear running water.
"Between the beer, and this," Bella stated after we'd been standing there for a couple of minutes, "always makes me have to pee."
"I hear that...me too," Doreen agreed, and then began to step out of the creek. It wasn't used for drinking water, not around here anyway. Just used for irrigation for the most part, so I wasn't too terribly concerned or worried, with what I knew what was coming next.
"No, don't! Pee right here, pee on me...I want to feel it!" Bella announced, and then before Doreen could take another step, Bella placed her hand between the woman's legs, cupping her pussy. "Go ahead...pee, let me feel your warm piss in my hand!" She stated blatantly. I saw the surprised look in Andy's face upon hearing that, but it was followed up with a curious smile too as he stepped off to one side, now standing beside the two of them.
"Really? You're serious?" Doreen asked.
"Very...now do it! Pee! Piss on my hand...my leg, wherever you want to, but just do it! Pee on me!"
Doreen laughed nervously, but continued to stand there, now concentrating just a bit by the looks of it. "I'm a little nervous," she then admitted. "Never done anything like this before."
"Always a first time for everything, isn't there David?" Bella said turning towards me.
"You might could say that," I agreed. Watching, just as Andy was, the two of us now flanking both girls, though it was now Doreen's turn to surprise the two of us. She placed her hand between Bella's legs, cupping her mound in much the same way, just staring into Bella's eyes. There was no need for further discussion or approvals here.
Both women began pissing at the same time, one perhaps triggering the other. "Wow...interesting!" Doreen exclaimed, obviously feeling Bella's cunt suddenly release a stream of very warm urine against her, just as she began doing to Bella.
"Yes...isn't it! And wait until you feel what it's like to have the boys dousing you all over with their dicks!" Andy's face did take on a different look upon hearing that. Obviously he wasn't too sure about it, or in Doreen's reaction to that either, until she said,
"I'm looking forward to that!"
Beer and coffee both always did have that effect on me. The moment I'd finished having either one, I always had to go. Apparently, so did Andy, especially standing there in water, watching all this.
"You...you liked that?" He asked a bit cautiously, obviously nervous.
"Very much so!" Doreen responded perhaps a bit still surprised that she had. "It felt good...kinda horny too!" She then added. "And I really would like to feel what that's like...especially while standing here," she then told him.
"Come on boys...man up, show us some streams!" Bella challenged as I stepped up to the plate so to speak.
I leaned over whispering to her, "Good thing I didn't bet...I'd have lost again."
Bella pouted, and then grinned. "You're learning!" She whispered back.
I waited a moment more, wondering if Andy would join us, or chicken out, but with another prompting from Bella, he soon stepped over in front of her standing beside me.
"Do this, and I'll let you fuck me...with Doreen's permission of course...tomorrow night."
"Why not tonight?" Andy asked hopefully, not even bothering to hear if Doreen might indeed have objections to that, though she also answered at almost the exact same time.
"Only if I get to fuck David's cock while watching that!" She responded.
"No problem there!" I said, more to her than the other two, as Bella likewise answered.
"Only because David and I still have plans tonight," she told them both. "But tomorrow for sure! I'll talk to Doreen about it later, when she comes in, in the morning to straighten up a bit. I'm sure we'll have a nice fun little chat about it all then."
I chuckled. "Chat hell. Just make sure you're ready to go with me when I head off to school tomorrow...I can't be late."
"Don't worry baby...I'll make sure your lunch box has been all packed for you," she grinned turning back towards Andy. "So? We have a deal?"
Andy answered by way of suddenly beginning to hose Doreen down, and then I did. The two of us now standing there, twin streams of almost steamy warm piss splashing against her, starting from her pussy on upwards over her belly, across her tits, both of them...and then back down again.
"Oh fuck that's hot!" Doreen exclaimed, as she immediately ran her hands all over herself, relishing in the feel of our warm piss soaking her body in obvious sweet contrast to the much colder water we were all standing in.
I'm almost certain she had another orgasm while we did that.
**
By now it was getting late, late for an evening before a school day at least. Nearing midnight as Bella and I dried ourselves off with a towel after washing down in the cold creek water, though even that was invigorating. And...I was hard again too.
"Like I said," Bella said holding on to it, pulling me behind her as we said goodbye. "I still have things to do," she laughed. "See you tomorrow then?" She said speaking to Doreen, simultaneously reaching out with her free hand, caressing the woman's still hard-tipped breast, maintained that way perhaps by the cold water, though I'm fairly sure arousal still had something to do with that as Doreen then cupped Bella's tit, giving it an affectionate little send off.
"For sure," she replied. "What time would you like me to come..." she paused "To your room in the morning?"
"Come...whenever you'd like," Bella said, likewise pausing enjoying the obvious word play with her. "And don't worry about knocking if the doors closed, or if you hear any strange buzzing sounds when you do. I'll just be busy warming myself up for you."
"Damn!" Andy complained then. "Wish to hell I could see that!"
"Maybe tomorrow night...if you're a good boy and do whatever Doreen and I ask you to do," Bella quipped, and then with that, she began leading me off by the cock back to where we'd parked our vehicle.
**
We had just gotten inside the car and had turned around, now using the lights to see by as we drove of course as I turned to her. "You know, it's amazing to me what you somehow manage to convince people to do," I said shaking my head at what we'd all just done together.
"Why? Most people are far more curious about things than they're usually willing to let on. Most of the time, they just need a little encouragement. That's all I do. Encourage."
"Yeah...by shaking those tits, or showing off that pussy and ass," I chuckled.
"True...but it works doesn't it? I bet I could even get your mom and dad..."
"T.M.I!" I shouted out loudly cutting her off. "Don't even go there!"
Bella laughed. "Spoil sport," she teased and then sat back already beginning to finger herself. I could only imagine what was running through her mind at the time.
**
We reached the main road back to the Estate a few minutes later. Once again I cut the lights to hide our approach from anyone, though by now...mom and dad would have surely gone to sleep. Even so, I wasn't taking any chances as we pulled into the circular driveway. Sure enough, all the lights were off, so there was very little light coming from the house. And even from the earlier bright moon, clouds had almost totally obscured that making it even darker. The weather reports had hinted at sporadic showers and thunderstorms over the next few days. Obviously they were moving in now as Bella and I retreated from the car, more or less feeling our way around the side of the house and back to where the gardens were.
"Damn!"
"What?" She asked as we silently padded along, still in bare feet...still naked too.
"I was going to spray off the stone bench...never did."
"I wouldn't worry about it," Bella laughed. "Good chance we'll do it again tonight anyway, I still have a bit of beer left in me needs to come out."
"Yeah, you're probably right," I agreed. And actually found myself looking forward to that too. Just one more thing I had never ever imagined myself doing before, and now quite enjoying it whenever she did that. It was simply one of those wickedly naughty little things that for whatever reason, intensified my already horny nature as it was. And especially coming from Bella. Beautiful, naughty, horny hot Bella. The best thing that could ever have happed to me, not counting the fact I'd been lucky enough to have given her of all people...my virginity.
"Good thing you know the way," she said softly. "I can't see a fucking thing!"
"Not to worry...I've actually walked the maze blindfolded before, just to see if I could do it. I seriously have it memorized.
"Hmmm, blindfolded huh?" She laughed. "You're giving me ideas!"
"What a surprise," I said once again softly as I led her into the opening of the maze. "Now quiet...mom and dad's room is just above us," I cautioned her. "Don't want to be waking them up."
In a way, it was just like that time back when I was a child again, feeling my way along, though we weren't totally blind either, not like then. Shadows and shapes still helped to guide me as I pulled Bella along, making our way safely through the exact passage, one turn left to go, then a straight shot into the middle and the stone bench. At least the clouds were starting to reveal the moon once again. Light suddenly reaching us once more just as we made the turn.
"Oh my god! Mom! Dad!"
"Oh my! Well...if this isn't a little awkward! Damn it Harold! I told you, we should probably wear something out here...but no!"
Bella openly laughed as the two of us stood there staring at my parents. Dad laying on the stone bench, mom sitting on top of him. Obviously they'd been fucking, and in a weird sense...still were. Even with our unexpected arrival, mom merely leaned forward over dad, trying to cover herself to some degree. I mean after all...what else could she do?
"I don't think this is awkward at all!" Bella simply stated. "In fact...I think it's pretty damn cool!" she openly laughed again.
Maybe for her it was cool, and in a strange way, maybe a little cool for me too, but they were after all my own parents. Suddenly walking in on them the way we had, the two of them starkers...in the midst of, and then Bella and I both naked as well standing there seemed just a little too surreal for me. Not to mention the fact, I now realized they'd been fucking on a bench we had recently pissed on, though I sure as hell wasn't about to mention any of that. Bad enough all this.
Dad was actually grinning, though I think he was enjoying the view, especially with his dick still inside mom at the moment.
"Guess we're not the only ones with the same idea here," Bella now informed them both, though that much was obvious.
"Yeah, I guess so," I finally laughed, the situation now becoming more funny than uncomfortable, mom still looking almost obscenely vulgar, leaning over, pressed against dad, still trying to somewhat cover herself, though the position itself like I said...didn't help much.
"Maybe we should agree on odds or evens or something," dad finally spoke, still finding the whole situation funny now. "We'll take the odd days..." Dad never finished, not with mom now glaring at him.
"To hell with that! I'm pretty sure this will be the last time I let you convince me to come out here and do this again!" Mom said actually sitting up, not realizing the more full exposure she had just put herself in. "Come on Harold...close your eyes! And you too David!" she said looking at me though she had already slid off dad's still hard cock even then. I squinted. Pretending to, though still looking, though not too surprisingly, dad's eyes were wide open as mom passed by dad following. Even more surprising though was when I saw mom's hand just brush Bella's, purposely as she passed, and Bella likewise finger-tickling mom's hand as she scurried back down the path heading out of the maze again, dad following, though looking back.
"Come on Harold," mom said again, but there was definitely a giggle in her tone of voice when she said that.
Bella reached down once again grabbing my dick, leading me towards the stone bench now vacated. Which is when I also realized, I'd been standing there the entire time with an erection!
"Oh my god!" I said silently to myself. And then I noticed what appeared to be a wet spot on the stone bench, it certainly hadn't been raining, not yet anyway. Bella saw it too, and then ran her finger through the small little puddle. She licked her fingers, grinned at me.
"Yummy!"
I could only look at her shaking my head as just above us, the faint sound of the window coming down locking into place reached my ears.
Though I couldn't help but wonder.
To be continued...
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It felt like a dream. Right up until the time I began climaxing. Suddenly my eyes popped open, the rush of ecstasy already escaping my cock. I looked down in the twilight of the night, eyes still not yet focused. Bella now standing, and like a wraith, a Succubus come to take my life's energy from me, she had. She turned, her voice a whisper almost like a distant memory.
"See you in the morning," she said adding, "Sweet nasty dreams."
I'd been having one. Now I knew why. I glanced at the clock. "Bloody hell!" It was 3:20 a.m.!
As quickly as I had woken up however, I was asleep again. The pure pleasure of my unexpected release sapping all energy from me. I remember thinking just before I fell asleep again, "Maybe she really was an Alien!"
**
I woke having slept in far longer than I'd intended, even on a day where I didn't have to attend classes until early afternoon. Of course I knew why. Woken up in the middle of the night, finding my cock being sucked had something to do with it.
"Doesn't she fucking sleep?" I asked myself as I rolled out of bed heading towards the bathroom. Once again, I was starting to wonder about her. Throwing on a robe, as I still needed to shower yet before getting dressed, I stepped out into the hallway on my way to fetch a much needed cup of coffee. Thankfully, Irene kept a pot going until eleven. It was just after ten now, so I knew there would still be some remaining for me.
The moment I did however, the door to Bella's room just down the hall similarly opened. Except it wasn't Bella who stepped out. It was Doreen! I might not have thought anything about it if it wasn't for the fact that she looked a bit disheveled. One more button than usual undone on her short shift, which she was even then still trying to do up as she came out of the room. Her hair looked like she'd just woken up, in need of a good brushing. And the moment she looked at me, her face went beet red.
"Ah...good, ah...good morning," she smiled and then hurried off, no doubt worried about having gotten off to a late start herself, though perhaps in Bella's case, a very early one.
I was still tired from everything we'd done the night before, not to mention Bella's nocturnal meandering into my bedroom at O'dark thirty in the morning! I now wandered past her bedroom door, not fully closed, as Doreen hadn't pulled it shut all the way. I thought briefly about stopping, knocking, looking in on her. And then thought better of it. If I did that, chances were, I'd be too late for coffee! I crept past her bedroom door instead, heading down stairs where the sound of my mom singing to herself in the kitchen alerted me she was in a particularly good mood.
"Morning sleepyhead," she said as I dragged my ass into the kitchen sitting down at the table. Thankful as mom poured me a cup of coffee, handing it to me. "I was just about to come and wake you myself," she said with a lilt in her tone of voice. Like I said, two things stood out as being totally "not mom!" One of which, had been her singing. I honestly don't recall a single day when I'd actually heard her doing that. Maybe humming once in a while, but never flat out singing. Secondly...the way she was currently dressed. That one even more so. Mom was usually pretty reserved in her attire, even around the house. Not today. Today she was wearing a fairly tight, and short pair of white shorts, totally uncharacteristic for mom. In addition to that however, she was also wearing a tight red and white stripped tee shirt, that looked good on her, though again, something she wouldn't normally wear, except perhaps out to the beach, and only then...years ago. Not now. And yet, here she was, doing just that. She was wearing a bra though, not yet perhaps so daring as to go without one, though she easily could have.
She simply looked great. And quite naturally I had to ask.
"You look sensational mom, but I am curious...how come?" I know how that must have sounded, though she laughed, blushing a little.
"You like then?" She asked turning around so I could see her entirely as she did that.
"Very much so...but what made you suddenly decide to dress like that anyway? And I noticed you were singing earlier too, you never do that!"
"I don't?" She said suddenly humming to herself as she pondered the reason perhaps, but then merely grinned, walked over, ruffled my hair and poured herself a cup of coffee sitting down. That was the third thing. She very rarely drank coffee, and usually then only with half of it being cream. She was drinking it black.
I sat patiently waiting, still drinking her in. Like I said, she looked fucking hot. "What did dad say?"
Now she did blush. "Wasn't so much what he said, as to what he did," she giggled just like a teenage girl. "Which reminds me. Your father's taking me out to dinner tonight, and then dancing afterwards. He's also booking us a room at a nice hotel for afterwards so we don't have to drive home late tonight."
"In the middle of the week? Or rather should I say, on a Monday?"
"I know," she grinned again. "Kind of fun thinking about it, good way to start off the workweek," she said with the biggest smile on her face that I'd seen in a long time. "Anyway...I have Bella to thank for the clothing. She caught me in the hallway early this morning, shortly after I got up. She told me to try these on, see how I looked, and to especially see what your dad thought about them when he saw me after taking his shower. Needless to say...he was running a bit late himself this morning!"
The fact that they seemed to be doing a lot of that lately, and obviously not even trying to hide the fact that they were spoke volumes. But hearing mom even mention it the way that she had was again uncharacteristic for her. Admitting to me, that the two of them had had an early morning romp again, and especially after having obviously done so the night before was beyond my imagination. Especially for my own parents.
"Bella again," I thought. "How the hell does she do it anyway?" And I again thought back to the 'finger' thing she and mom had so briefly shared. I made a mental note to ask her about that, though I wouldn't be too terribly surprised if she didn't tell me the reason behind it.
"Anyway, already gave Irene the night off, so you and Bella will need to fend for yourselves this evening. Not that I'm sure you'll mind terribly. Plus, it will give the two of you a chance to have some alone time as well, without your dad or I crimping your style...or hers," she giggled again. She then stood suddenly. "Well, I'm off for a day of pampering thanks to your dad. A manicure, pedicure, facial and bikini wax," she said off handedly as though sharing something like that with me was the most natural thing in the world to be doing. And once again, I was reminded by another haunting remark.
"By the way, did you know your mother shaves her pussy?"
Once again I was shaking my head with the image of that, and with the now added image of mom and dad sitting there on the stone bench in the middle of the maze...stark naked, fucking one another.
"What was this world coming to anyway?" I asked myself, and then realized simultaneously everything I'd done lately and gotten involved in myself. There was only one word for it...Bella.
And then as though I'd summoned her with just a mere thought, she came walking into the kitchen.
She was wearing an almost identical outfit to the one mom had on. A similar pair of white, almost too short shorts...a blue and white striped blouse in a slightly different style, and no bra...which was painfully obvious. She also looked as though she'd gotten twelve hours of sleep looking as refreshed and as invigorated as I did whenever I had been lucky enough to have slept that long.
They kissed one another good morning too. Not on the cheeks either, but on the lips.
"Told you," Bella said eyeing her, winking. "And was funny hearing Harold whistling as he left for work this morning too," she then added.
"Your honor? The prosecution rests. We've determined that this woman who calls herself Bella Rossi, truly is an Alien from another world, and that either she, or someone of her kind has taken over, and thus inhabited the bodies of these two individuals."
"David? You ok? You have a funny look on your face," mom questioned.
"Oh, no...I'm fine, I was just thinking about something, have a quiz at school this afternoon I've been a little worried about is all," I lied.
I had to admit though. Even if she was an Alien, or a Succubus, or some other form of life form, I was all for it. In the short time she had been with us, I had seen my normally fairly straight-laced parents truly come out of their respective shells, with smiles on their faces. It was actually nice seeing them truly enjoying themselves once again. If Bella was the reason behind that, no matter how small, she truly deserved all the credit for it.
Mom then came over and kissed me good-bye, likewise full on the lips, not just a peck on the cheek, once again reminding us they wouldn't be home this evening. She then picked up her purse and keys and headed out the door. Singing to herself when she did.
Bella poured herself a cup of coffee now, also black and sat down across from me.
"I need some cream for my coffee," she said.
"I thought you took it black," I said though pushing over the creamer towards her as I knew dad certainly still drank his that way, Bella or no Bella.
"That's not the kind of cream I was talking about," she grinned evilly at me. "Show me your cock!"
**
"I think you already drained me last night...remember?"
"That was last night," she said simply. "Today's...today. And besides, I need to clean your pipes out, get you all prepped for this evening."
"This evening?"
"Yeah, this evening! Or did you forget already? We're getting together with Doreen and Andy later. I thought it might be nice for them if they had a much nicer place to fool around in with us, which is why I thought the downstairs rec room would be the perfect place. We can step out and use the Jacuzzi, or just spread out on the floor or couch, maybe even throw something a little naughty as background into the DVD player to catch a glimpse of from time to time, keep the ole' juices flowing so to speak. And don't tell me you don't have any naughty DVD's, I know you better than that."
Of course I did...though I hoped to hell my mom didn't know that. Though now after all this, I wouldn't be half surprised to discover my dad did, or that they occasionally watched one together.
"Yeah, I'm sure I've got something, but you were really serious about this? And they were?"
Bella laughed. "Oh hell yes, it was all Doreen and I could talk about this morning when she came into my room. They're both looking forward to it, and I don't mind telling you David, Doreen's very...very...anxious to ride that thick fat cock of yours!"
"She is?"
"Fuck yes! You should have heard how hard she came when I got her off this morning, just teasing her with the imagery of that, licking her pussy, while you fuck her. Oh yeah...she came damn hard, twice...and then made me cum pretty hard too mashing her pussy against mine. So yeah...we're both very much looking forward to a nice, horny hot time tonight. Another reason to take advantage of the fact that your parents will be out for the evening, so the two of them don't feel too awkward about fooling around with us inside the main house."
Just imagining actually fucking Doreen was getting me pretty hard, and pretty aroused and especially with Bella there watching us. Though she too would of course be doing a bit of that herself...with Andy. And the thought of that still got to me a little. That almost hypocritical possessive double standard of mine I was still struggling with. There was nothing of course by way of any sort of commitment, or even emotional admissions between us. And yet...I found myself suddenly entertaining feelings and emotions that I knew better than to be allowing myself.
But regardless, I now had a hard on. A big one. A very horny one. And with Bella sitting there lifting her blue and white stripped blouse up and over her tits while I sat there, it now became a very desperate one.
"Right here baby. Put it right on these. Come on now...jerk it off for me, so I can watch you, let me see you squirt all over these babies. Want to see your cum dripping, sliding right off my tits...nice thick creamy gobs of goo clinging to them everywhere!"
I stood before her, wanking my prick, staring at her tits, my cock straining, throbbing, the sensation of tingling orgasm already starting to boil somewhere deep within my balls. I felt the first precious surge of my spunk suddenly racing up my shaft, knowing that in seconds I would indeed be bathing these twin peaks with lots and lots of white sticky soy sauce.
"Sorry...forgot my..." Mom stood there in the doorway just as the first jettison of my cream leapt out of my cock, saturating Bella's left tit. "Wallet," she said staring at my still spurting prick.
**
Personally, I didn't find it all that funny. Embarrassed almost to tears, I had fled the room. I sat inside my bedroom, still shaking, trying to recover. The fact my own mother had stood there and watched me squirt my prick juice all over Bella's tits was bad enough. But I wondered now how I could even face her again. Thank god, I'd at least have the night in order to recover from this, though I still wasn't sure how the hell I was going to actually face her without turning inside out when I did.
It was Bella of course who came upstairs a short time later, certainly after mom had gotten her wallet and left again.
She was laughing.
"It's not funny."
"Well, it sort of was," she giggled still. "You should have seen the look on your face, it was priceless!" She continued giggling. "There you are, eyes bugged open about as wide as they possibly could be, your cock lurching, spewing, spitting a fountain of cum-cream all over my tits. And then you turning, running bare-ass naked up the stairs. Thought I was gonna die!"
"I damn near did!" I said in exasperation. "What did mom say? Do?" I asked worriedly.
"No worries. Your mom is a lot cooler than you're giving her credit for David. Maybe she was just a little embarrassed herself, more surprised though I think. But she smiled at me after you ran off. Said that maybe after she had gone that I should come up here and let you know everything was fine, and that it was...well, she said "No big deal," but then she realized what that might have sounded like though we were both laughing by now, and then she said, "A bigger deal than your fathers for sure, still laughing and that you had nothing to be ashamed of."
"She said that?"
"Sure did!" And she even stared at my breasts for a minute longer before she left too."
"Oh my god! And my cum..."
"Dripping all over them yes. Pretty damn sexy if you ask me, and probably your mom too by the look in her eyes."
"Don't go there Bella," I begged. "I'm still not sure I'll be able to face her again without blushing."
"Baby? After all that, I'm pretty damn sure you've got no reason to be embarrassed...trust me."
"And why do you say that?"
"Because. I told your mom you'd probably be feeling like this, ashamed and miserable...most likely all day, unless she did something for me that might at least make you feel a little better about all of this."
"Oh yeah? Like what?" I said unable to imagine anything. "What could you possibly come up with that would make me feel any better about any of this!"
"Well...for one, I told her to call your dad, which she did."
"What the hell for?" I said almost shrieking it.
"I told her, to tell him...she was dropping by his office really quick on her way over to her spa date. And after I told her why, she agreed....and then called him."
"And told him what?"
Bella had been standing there with one hand behind her back. She now brought it around in front of her, holding onto what appeared to be mom's bra.
"Let's just say your dad was very excited by what she had to tell him, and said that she'd be waiting for him down by his car in the garage, if he was interested. Also thought...with you knowing that, that maybe you wouldn't be as freaked out about what happened when you learned what she was heading off to do."
I stood staring at her. "You mean to tell me...that, seeing that...turned mom on into doing it for dad?"
"Surprise!" Bella laughed tossing mom's bra down onto my bed. "Now come on, you need to shower, and so do I. And besides...I need to pee something fierce again now too!"
**
It was amazing what Bella could do to me, if not to my entire family, let alone everyone and anyone else we even got close too. Only minutes ago I was mortified. And now, after hearing about all this...I was at least partially recovered, if not more than still slightly confused by the turn of events. Especially with the image now of mom driving over towards dad's office, sans bra. Add that to the list of "never done that before either".
"Lay down baby," Bella told me as I did so, laying down in the shower looking up at her as she stood above me looking down.
"Now, where were we. Oh yes...wanking your cock for me wasn't it?"
"Are you forgetting? I already came, even if I don't quite remember it, I do know I did that. I seriously doubt I can do it again, especially now.
Bella stood over me, frigging her clit, exposing it, pulling on it. And then she began to pee. I saw...felt, and watched the trickle of her warm pungently erotic aroma as she began bathing my rapidly stiffening cock. She merely smiled, continuing to frig herself, suddenly climaxing while still pissing on me.
When I felt the sudden tightness in my balls, followed by the unexpected release, I looked down at myself.
"Well I'll be go to hell!" I said, as the first spurt of what was obviously still in there shot up, splashing against the final stuttering piss stream still coming out of Bella's pussy.
"See, told you..." she grinned. "Now...lets finish washing up and get ready to head to school. Still want you to show me around a bit, and I want to sit in with you during your classes today. And then afterwards of course, we have tonight to look forward to. And since you've now had a few nice little orgasms, that should keep you from blowing the roof off too early tonight. Especially with brand-new, never tried pussy. So come on stud-muffin, time to get dressed and get ready for the day!"
"Just one thing," I asked her as I hurriedly began dressing.
"Sure baby...just name it."
"Would you mind taking mom's bra back to her room?"
Bella snatched it off my bed, and then sashayed out into the hall with it, twirling it around her finger. She was singing the same song mom had been singing earlier in the day.
I sighed. And then smiled.
To be continued...
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Since we had about an hour to kill before my first class, I took Bella on a brief tour of the campus, showing her where it was she'd need to go, and where she needed to check in on the following Monday.
Not too surprisingly, she received a number of looks as we strolled about, mostly from men of course, but even a few appreciative glances from women too. Though she also got a few hard looks from other women, no doubt sizing up whatever competition the "new girl" was challenging.
"You ah...also might want to reconsider your attire when you start attending next week," I said trying to keep it light without offending her in some way.
"Oh? And whys that? What's wrong with what I'm wearing?"
She was still wearing the almost too short white shorts, blue and white striped blouse that was so form fitting it looked painted on. And still of course, she was bare-breasted, her constantly aroused nipples jutting through the thin material as though they would soon find a way to bore themselves out.
"Nothing wrong with what you're wearing, not really. It's damn sexy in fact. But that's the problem. It's almost too sexy. Wear something like that to a class, and whoever the professor is, male or female...well, I seriously doubt they'd find it very easy to conduct a course with you sitting there dressed the way you are now."
She was actually grinning, even sticking out her chest a bit more than she had been. "So you think they'd be too busy staring at my tits to actually teach a course?"
"I know I would be."
"But that's half the fun David. Making the classes even more interesting and entertaining. Makes the day go by faster. Nothing worse than sitting there listening to some boring lecture unless you can make it less boring. You'd be surprised at the number of professors and instructors I've done this with who've made attending University a hell of a lot more fun."
"You know...for some reason I don't doubt that. Not for a minute. Forget what I said. Attend class naked if you want, that would certainly prove interesting."
"Don't tempt me," she giggled. "Though I once kept flashing my bare breast at a really attractive looking female professor once. And she wasn't even gay, or bi-sexual either...at the time," she added.
"Glad I didn't bet on that one either. I'd almost be willing to bet you could convince the Pope to allow conjugal relations inside the Vatican!"
She actually stopped for a moment as though considering that as I stumbled ahead briefly, stopping myself looking at her. "Funny you should say that," she smiled. "Always thought it would be fun to get it on somewhere around there, would be quite the challenge wouldn't it?"
"Actually...no. I wouldn't take bets against you seducing half the Swiss Guard knowing you."
"Only half?" She pouted. I shook my head again.
"Come on...we're going to be late if we don't get a move on here."
**
And speaking of boring. My first of two classes of the day was certainly that. The first class was my Psychology class where I was studying social and behavioral sciences. I chuckled to myself silently as we entered the medium sized auditorium. Bella would have made a great case study. Normally, I sat somewhere in the middle though closer to the front even then. Today however, I purposely chose to sit back about as far away as possible and still adequately hear the lecture. Though in hindsight, I later learned that Bella thought I had done so for other reasons, much to my later chagrin. Also as usual, the class was pretty good sized with about sixty or so students in attendance, most filling in the front rows as Professor Jensen was an older man, in his early sixties perhaps, and didn't have a very strong voice. Nor did he seem very tolerant either if at any point interrupted unnecessarily during the course of his lectures. Another reason for placing Bella as far back in the auditorium as possible. I was beginning to get to know her antics all too well.
Or so I thought anyway.
As he always did, he started precisely on time, going over the study notes we'd been given the week before. I wanted to slink down inside my seat when only moments after that, Bella raised her hand. I had begun to question her about what the hell she was doing when Professor Jensen noticed her, stopped speaking and acknowledged the hand being raised.
"Yes miss..."
"Rossi, Bella Rossi," she said speaking in what I now heard as a very, very thick Italian accent. It certainly wasn't her normal speaking voice.
"Go ahead Miss Rossi," he said, though curiously he didn't appear as upset as I figured he would be by the interruption.
"I'm sorry for interrupting you," she began again, still speaking in a very pronounced way, as though weighing almost every word before speaking it. "But I am here on Foreign exchange, and just recently having learned the language, well enough to speak it," she added, "And hopefully understand. Would you mind horribly speaking just a little louder perhaps? I find the course quite stimulating," she said thrusting her chest out a little. On either side of us, one young man, a freshman perhaps, snickered, leaning forward looking at Bella's obvious erect nipples, turning towards his friend.
"Obviously," he snickered again trying to whisper.
I wanted to slink even further down in my seat. But then the Professor actually smiled. I think that was the first time I had ever seen him do that. He then looked at the first few rows, all of them filled.
"Donna, Stephen," he said addressing two students sitting on the very front row. It was almost as though they owned the seats they were sitting in. Always there, always the same seats. No doubt his best students too. "Would you mind for today please? Exchanging seats with..." He looked up at Bella, or at us rather. "Miss Rossi was it?"
"Yes, and my friend David," she now said drawing me into all this.
"And with Mr. Somers," he said using my last name, which surprised me a little as I didn't even know that he knew who I really was. Though now he did.
Donna and Stephen didn't look at all happy as they stood, as now Bella did, dragging me along with her as we walked down one side of the isle, Donna and Stephen walking back up the other side, glaring at the two of us the entire time.
Now...here we were, sitting on the very front row, and Bella, with her hard fucking nipples sticking a mile out in front of her, now aiming them directly at the Professor.
"Better?"
"Oh yes much...thank you," she smiled demurely, and then made a moment out of settling into her seat better as he stood there watching her.
I wanted to laugh and cry. The rest of the hour he not only spoke a little more loudly than usual, but he spoke a hell of a lot more slowly too. Almost as though purposely doing so, so that Bella could understand the lecture better. But I also noticed as he swept the room, walking back and forth from side to side on the small little platform stage, that he always seemed to stop in the middle for a moment while doing so, gazing directly towards Bella. Bella always gave him a smile the moment his eyes locked on hers. And after the third or fourth time of his doing that, I actually caught him smiling back at her briefly after doing so.
I was now damn anxious to get out of there. And with less than twenty minutes to go before class was over, I was beginning to think I might actually do so before anything further could happen. It was usually during this time that Professor Jensen gave us a short chapter to read for work assignments. And he did so. After which he usually sat silently reading through his own notes while we read.
Once again Bella raised her hand.
"Jesus," I said to myself slinking down in my seat again. To my surprise, Professor Jensen smiled again.
"Yes Miss Rossi?"
"Professor? If I may have a moment of your time while everyone else is studying?" She asked.
"Most certainly," he said still smiling.
"What the hell are you up to?" I just managed to ask as she began sliding out of her seat. She merely turned winking at me.
"Just having some fun," she said. "I'll tell you all about it later," she added and then left before I could say or do anything else. I watched her walk up on the small stage standing next to him, speaking in tones low enough that I couldn't hear them. Though when the Professor's eyes widened considerably, I could only surmise she had said something that had taken him completely off guard. Especially when he actually blushed a little. Bella then whispered something else to him, giving him that "Please? Pretty please?" look she was so fucking good at.
I actually saw him nod his head, and then stand again, facing the rest of us.
"We'll dispense with further reading and discussion for today," he announced cutting the time almost entirely. "Read your notes and be prepared for a quiz on them next week when we meet here again. Class dismissed."
Curiously perhaps, everyone began piling out, except for myself as I sat there waiting on Bella. I happened to know that this small auditorium served double duty. It was also used for a drama and debate class. There was a couple of offices just back of the curtained area, along with a storage area for props and the like. Bella once again turned towards me briefly, blowing me a kiss, and then to my surprise, disappeared behind the curtain following the professor.
"What the fuck?"
Five minutes later she reappeared, though the Professor didn't, heading towards me with a big fucking grin on her face.
"What was all that about?"
She pulled me up out of my seat. "I'll tell you all about it on the way to your next class," she said giggling a little, adding..."that was fun!"
"What was fun?"
And then she proceeded to tell me as I once again nearly stumbled over myself climbing up the short flight of stairs out of the hall.
**
What Bella told me was almost unbelievable. "I told him I was currently working on my thesis, and wondered if he might be willing to help me out with it. I said that I was doing a long term study on men who were at least sixty or older, and that it was about their ability to still produce a strong firm erection in less than five minutes, without aid," she added.
Which is when I stumbled.
"You're kidding me! Please tell me you didn't really tell him that."
"Why not? I am!"
"You are what?"
"Working on my thesis. I even gave him a case number, 946. After I told him what I was doing, and why...and after I managed to convince him," she said cupping her breasts, "he agreed to help me."
"So you're telling me then..."
"Yeah, I showed him my boobs...he showed me his dick. And he managed it too!" She added, "less than five! And without using his hands either!"
"Oh my god!" And then I said. "Nine forty six? You mean to tell me..."
"Yep...so far I've seen nine hundred and forty six cocks, all over the age of sixty. And more than eighty percent of them had no problem at all getting hard in less than five minutes, all the while just looking at me."
"I swear to god Bella...you're not from this world are you?"
She actually laughed at that. "Funny...sometimes I wonder about that myself," she grinned. "But, at least he helped me and contributed. My goal is to reach a thousand before I publish."
"You're being serious then? You really are doing a thesis on that? It wasn't just some elaborate joke?"
"Dead serious," she said looking serious.
"Then how come I never got a number? And what was up with the thick accent anyway?"
"Well duh baby...you're not over sixty, not yet anyway. I'm only doing this on men who are, on men's whose dicks can still get nice and hard in a fairly reasonable amount of time. He had a pretty nice one too if I may say so. Not nearly as nice as yours of course, but a nice one nevertheless. He was even leaking a little as he stood there. And as far as the accent goes...well hell, that helps me a lot whenever I approach anyone, especially foreign men. If I lay it on thick enough, and sweet enough, I rarely if ever get turned down."
Having heard her, and watched her in action. I could understand that.
"Nine hundred and forty-six cocks," I said to myself. "She's actually seen...nine hundred and..."
I stumbled again, nearly going down this time, just catching myself on the railing as we just then managed to step outside again heading across campus.
"Bella?"
"Yes baby?"
"We won't be attending that other class today. I think I'll cut it instead, get my notes from one of the other guys later on."
"Cool," she said. "Does that mean we can go home and fuck then?"
"Whatever you want," I told her. I knew better than to suggest otherwise.
**
With my parents gone for the entire day, and night, I knew we'd have the house pretty much all to ourselves. Having given Irene the day and night off, I also knew she'd mostly likely have gone to visit with her sister who lived but an hour's drive away. That left only Doreen...and of course Andy, who'd no doubt be out and about working on the grounds keeping. Doreen would most likely be attending some light housekeeping duties such as dusting, or vacuuming. Though after everything else that had been happening around here, and especially with having plans on possibly and actually fucking her later, I wasn't too concerned with running into her any place after we got home.
Like I said.
Doreen was in fact doing just that in dad's study as we came down the hallway heading towards the stairs towards our rooms. Bella stopped me of course before we did that.
"Come on, I want to see if she did what I told her to do," she informed me.
"Which is?"
She giggled again in that naughty girl way of hers. "You'll see."
Doreen was standing there on tiptoe dusting off the top shelves of my father's bookcase there in his study when we came walking into the room.
"Oh!" Doreen said in complete surprise, lowering her eyes, even curtseying a little. That...wasn't normal, or required...or expected.
Once again I was asking myself. "Now what?"
"Didn't expect you home so soon...miss," she said.
"Miss?"
"Expect the unexpected," Bella responded in a tone of voice I'd never heard her use before. "Now...come here. Did you do as I asked you to do?"
Suddenly Doreen looked slightly afraid, even worried a little. I was still playing twenty questions with myself too.
"What the fuck?" I said silently to myself once again.
"I...I couldn't earlier," she responded. "Mrs., Somers was still in attendance," she stated. "And I...well, after that, sort of got busy doing other things."
"Too busy to do what I asked you to do, is that what I'm hearing?"
Now Doreen really did look afraid, once again lowering her eyes, almost shaking.
"Bend over," Bella commanded. "Over there, over that chair there," she now indicated. And without question, Doreen did so...moving towards it, hiking up her skirt without even being asked. She wasn't wearing any panties.
"Well at least you did that much. But I'm really, really disappointed in you Doreen. You were told to keep that vibrator inside you until I said otherwise. You've truly disappointed me here. And now, for that...you of course know, you must be punished!"
"Yes miss!" Doreen said totally subservient to her now, bending over, her bare ass exposed as Bella walked up behind her.
"Now...you WILL begin finger-fucking your pussy while I spank your ass for your disobedience. And you WILL reach orgasm while I do so, because I will not stop spanking your ass until you do. And you'd better not try faking it either, because I'll know...or rather David will. David?"
I was dumbstruck, standing there like a statue, even after hearing my name called. "Yeah?"
Bella frowned at me. Almost immediately I changed my reply...though only God knows why.
"Yes Miss?" She smiled at that and winked.
"Come here. Stick your finger inside her pussy. Don't do anything, just stick it inside. Let me know for certain when she comes. Trust me...you'll know if and when she does. Ok, Doreen? Start fingering!"
I stood there, my finger inside Doreen's cunt. Bella, smacking, and not lightly either, slapping Doreen's bare ass, alternating between each cheek as she did so, all the while Doreen furiously fingering and manipulating her clit. I counted almost thirty slaps of the hand on her cheeks, both rosy red at this point, hand prints actually showing when she came. There was no mistaking that she did. Her cunt literally gushed in my hand, the walls of her pussy suddenly clenching around my finger squeezing it as she cried out. Once again I was thankful that no one else was home as loud as she did.
"Very well...go back to your duties," Bella admonished her. "But...not before you put the vibrator back inside your cunt like I told you to do the first time!"
"Yes Mistress Bella," she now said, and then scurried off no doubt, in order to retrieve it.
"You mind telling me what the hell that was all about?" I asked still damn fucking confused, with a wet palm where Doreen's cunt had come all over it.
Bella laughed. "Nothing really. Just helping her to fulfill one of her fantasies is all. Something we discussed earlier this morning."
"She...she fantasized about doing that?"
"Of course! You don't think I'm really that mean of a person do you?"
I certainly hoped not anyway. Though once again Bella was just full of surprises.
"So...you two were sharing fantasies then I assume?"
"Sure were," she grinned with a twinkle in her eye.
"And I'm also assuming you told her one of yours then?"
"Sure did," she said again.
"And that was?"
Bella just looked at me. "You'll find out soon enough," she stated. "Now come on. I need to pee, I've been holding it in ever since we left. Oh...and start getting that thing of yours hard for me too," she added. "I plan on sitting on it when I do."
To be continued...
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The thing I loved about my shower was that it was very large, spacious enough to accommodate four people comfortably, with two separate showerheads. You could even have a 'mini' bath, though that wasn't what it was specifically designed for of course. Now laying in about three inches of nice warm water, Bella straddled me.
It's hard to even begin to describe the sensation I was feeling. The slick, almost silky softness of her pussy as it fully engulfed me. The visual of this amazing beauty, the way her dark hair caressed her shoulders, those smoldering eyes, full sensuous lips. Just looking at you, it was as though she could see into the very depths of your soul.
Not yet fucking, Bella was content to settle down over my cock, simply enjoying the sensation of it being inside her. Again the visual of those full firm breasts of hers swaying slightly, dangling...hanging there in front of me. The warmth of the shower bathing the two of us from below and above, I throbbed inside her anxiously yet contentedly.
"Hmm, that's nice. Do that again," she asked.
I have always had pretty good cock control, so I more or less wiggled it around inside her, sending out signals to 'dance' as I had previously thought of it. Making my cock lurch, bounce and throb hard enough for her to feel it inside without actually moving.
"That's hot," she literally purred, only then slowly beginning to move herself up and down my shaft, the fullness of her breasts so erotically jiggling, bouncing a bit as she did so. My hands itchy, wanting desperately to reach up and begin toying with those incredible nipples of hers.
"Oh fuck!" I moaned involuntarily. The sweetness of this almost overwhelming already, which is when I then felt an even more intense warmth suddenly showering my cock. I sat up slightly, using my elbows for support, looking down, watching. The warm piss stream of Bella's urine saturated my cock and balls, the cummy smoothness of her pussy-juices likewise caressing my shaft inside as I struggled for control. Bella however already in the throes of orgasm, her patented cry of orgasmic pleasure reverberating off the walls inside the shower stall. I edged ever closer to my own release, my balls beginning to tighten in expectation of that.
"Oh no you don't!" Bella suddenly said, lifting herself off my shaft, her hand reaching, cupping the base of my prick, squeezing. I felt the intense tingle of anticipated pleasure suddenly dissipate. My eyes opened wide in hopeful frustration.
All she did was look down at me, smiling.
"That was for me. Yours comes later...for Doreen," she said simply opening the shower enclosure door stepping out. I lay there in shock, disbelief as she stood toweling herself dry.
"You're seriously leaving me like this?" I asked finally standing, my cock about as hard as it had ever been, tempted to simply wank it off right here and now as fucking hard as I was. Throbbing still. Wanting. Needful.
She looked over at my again dancing prick. "And don't you dare do anything either," she warned me. "I'm like Santa Claus. I know if you've been naughty or nice. So for now...you'll have to be nice. I'll tell you when you can be naughty again. Like around seven-thirty downstairs in the rec room. So until then," she left off slipping back into her clothes again. "Now...time to go see Doreen, we have some unfinished business to attend to," she said looking at me with an evil look in her eyes. "And don't you dare come looking for us, or you'll spoil everything for this evening," she warned. And with that, simply exited the bathroom, leaving me to stand there, hard hot and throbbing.
Tempted yes. But somehow I knew, if I dared do anything...she'd fucking know. With my prick painfully hard, swollen and in no hurry to go down again, I toweled off, dressed and headed off to my own bedroom to spend the next two hours sitting alone in my room waiting for Christmas to come.
**
Early on dad had installed an internal intercom system throughout the entire estate. Though rarely used, there were times it did come in handy. All too often you could run off in search of someone, and never find them, missing one another within the internal maze of the house. So when I heard the sound of Bella's voice coming over the intercom in my room, it startled me.
It was seven fifteen as I glanced at the clock on my nightstand.
"Merry Christmas baby...come unwrap your present."
I was only wearing a robe and nothing else in anticipation of the evening. Though I paused at the door before heading out into the hall. "Christmas? How the hell?" I didn't remember mentioning that, or joking about it with her openly. Coincidental perhaps, or just so in tune with her in ways I hadn't yet been able to comprehend. Either way, it was almost spooky...and I again entertained ludicrous thoughts regarding her existence.
It was however the witching hour though...or almost seven-thirty anyway, regardless, as I headed down the hall towards the stairs, singing a song that for some reason had gotten stuck inside my head.
**
I slowly made my way down several flights of stairs heading towards the lower-level recreation room. I took delight in the anticipation almost with each step. Though my cock had indeed eventually gone down, it now began stiffening again, almost with each and every set of stairs getting a little harder, a little longer. By the time I stepped onto the landing at the bottom hallway, turning down the hall headed towards the rec room, I was as hard as I'd been earlier. Already the sensation of cum-drool dripping off my prick-tip as I walked. I looked down at myself, finding fascination in that, as a silly-string of almost clear pearly fluid seemed to swing from one side to another briefly before tearing off, falling... landing god knows where.
I stepped into the open doorway of the room, and froze in my tracks.
This particular room was the one room in the entire estate perhaps that my father had had only the one real say in, aside from his study, which even then mom had had a great deal to say about when designing it. This one however, this room...was all dad. He'd wanted something rustic looking, and though perhaps a little out of place with the décor of the rest of the estate, he had stood firmly, eventually getting his way. It had a high massive ceiling supported by large thick beams criss-crossing the area. A tall standing rock-wall fireplace covered almost one entire wall. Thick, plush leather furniture, a massive entertainment center built into an adjoining wall, and even a conversation pit dug out in front of the fireplace filled with nothing by comfy throw pillows. Oddly enough, mom rarely ever spent any time down here, just once in a while when the two of them decided to watch a movie together. I think I had actually seen a fire going in the fireplace only twice. Just outside the sliding glass doors likewise completing a third wall sat the Jacuzzi, and beyond that of course heading across the yard, the pool area. The lights as usual were subdued, giving the room its warmth and rustic look, shimmering off rich mahogany tables and end tables. Everything I was used to seeing of course. But what I wasn't used to seeing, was a nude woman hanging suspended from one of the massive support beams in the ceiling. Bella stood off to one side expectantly. She was dressed in skin-tight leather, black leather with cut outs for her breasts, which were bare. But beyond that, she was pretty well covered from the neck on down, completing the ensemble with tall laced boots giving her additional height, and something of a rather frightening countenance.
As for Doreen, she was hanging there fully suspended, almost as though she were flying. Her legs were bound together bent at the knee reaching towards the middle of her back. Her arms too pulled behind reaching towards her legs, the two pair joining there together where additional thick strong ropes secured her there with a thick coil of rope securing her to the beam as she hung suspended a good five or six feet off the floor. She was blindfolded too of course, had a ball gag in her mouth, and even had earplugs in her ears. I only noticed then that in addition to all that, she had what appeared to be clothespins pinching her extended nipples looking awfully painful. I hadn't as yet discovered the rather thick dildo sticking in her cunt, or the one inside her ass, secured there by some sort of a harness keeping them embedded deeply inside her. Taking all this in was surprise enough. Looking over at the billiard table where Andy was likewise staked out was even more surreal.
Andy's arms and legs were similarly bound, each one being spread, firmly secured with strands of rope leading off towards the four cornered legs. He too was blindfolded, gagged...but it was the appearance of another slim length of rope, securely attached to his prick, likewise secured to the beam in the ceiling above him that looked decadently strange, obscenely vulgar, and weirdly arousing.
Bella placed her hand on Doreen's ass and slowly began walking in a slow moving circle. I watched the rope twisting about itself above her as she did that, talking to me as she moved.
"Surprised?"
Surprise was an understatement. I still didn't know what I thought about all of this, mixed emotions both good and bad tumbling around inside my head. Bella was obviously a lot of things...but a dominatrix as well?
I wondered then if she had specific plans for me, and shuddered at the thought. She laughed as though once again reading my mind.
"Don't worry sweetie," she began. "This is their desires, just thought it might be fun for you to explore it a little with them," she told me. "Consider Doreen your play toy for the evening. You are free to do whatever you'd like to do to her...or with her. She's all yours. I'll be busy playing with the balls over there," she said looking back towards Andy who merely groaned through his gag upon hearing that. Obviously he wasn't wearing earplugs, or if he was, could still partially hear her. So far Doreen hadn't made a sound, content to simply hang there the way she was even as Bella continued to walk around in circles with her, tightening the rope above her body even more. Which is of course when I finally saw the rather large set of dildos, one inserted in her pussy, another inside her ass. "Been preparing her all afternoon for that rather large cock of yours," she told me. "She's a tight one, and not used to handling something of your girth I think," she said looking down smiling at my still massively hard erection. Glancing back towards Andy, only now really seeing him with any real clarity, I could see why. His cock was fairly long, perhaps as long as my own, though I'd never considered myself as having a 'monster' cock. Slightly above average perhaps, though it was fairly thick. Andy's however was indeed fairly slim, even swollen as it was, though certainly hard. It was still weird seeing it pulled, stretched almost uncomfortably by my way of thinking, tied by the rope, attached to the beam above him.
"You managed to do all this by yourself?" I asked finally stepping further on into the room, still mesmerized.
"Well, I did have a little help from Andy with some of this," she explained proudly. "But yes...for the most part, I pretty much did it myself."
I noticed then what appeared to be a video camera sitting on one of the end tables. "You're going to record this?" I now asked.
"Already did," she said. "A little something I promised I would try and do for your dad," she explained.
"Dad? Dad...dad knows about this?"
"Well, he doesn't know what exactly...thought I'd surprise him with it," she stated.
"No shit!" I said to myself, wondering how he'd take the way Bella had redecorated his favorite room. "He...he actually asked you to, fuck..." I wasn't sure I wanted to think about it further. "What about my mom? Damn...she'll shit if she ever sees any of this!" I said worriedly. To which Bella only laughed.
"I wouldn't worry about that too much David. I did a little something special for her too," as she once again glanced over towards Andy.
"Mom too?"
"You worry too much. Your folks are a lot more open-minded and cooler than you're giving them credit for," she told me. "And no...it's not like they're ready to venture out and start doing things with the staff if that's what you're worried about. But they don't mind watching...or looking, same as you. So lighten the hell up," she said a bit more tightly lipped, though her features softened again as she pulled me towards her, placing my hand on Doreen's soft bare skin. "Now relax...enjoy yourself. Doreen's been anxious and excited all afternoon just thinking about this. Time for you to have some fun, she certainly has been." And with that, Bella turned on both vibrating toys embedded inside Doreen's pussy and ass, though I noticed they were both on the lowest setting. "I wouldn't turn them up any higher than that," she giggled, "or leave them on too terribly long either. She's about ready to pop as it is. But I think she'd enjoy it a lot if you teased and tortured her a bit, do whatever you feel like doing to her. She's been hoping for that."
"Your discussion...earlier."
"Part of it...yes. Now...go enjoy your present while I run over and start playing with mine."
Bella then pushed on Doreen's ass, sending her into a slowly unwinding circle as she began spinning right they're in front of me. For the first time I heard her moan as she began doing that.
**
Admittedly it was horny. Seeing Doreen suspended as she was, totally at my mercy, as was Andy to Bella's. I allowed Doreen to unwind a bit, just letting my hands and fingers graze her sweet nude body as she did that, letting the contours of her flesh pass by, hearing her moan as my fingers tickled and pressed her flesh. Across the way, Bella was teasing Andy in much the same fashion, leaning over, letting him feel her full tits grazing his head, his cheeks, occasionally tugging on the rope cord fastened to his prick. Andy groaned deeply every time she did that.
I enjoyed verbalization however, in whatever form, so when Doreen finally came to a full stop, I removed the gag from her mouth. Her lips were dry, giving me an idea as I clasped my prick squeezing it, producing a rather nice dollop of juice for her, smearing that back and forth across her lips with my fingertips. She moaned softly the moment I did that, once again licking her lips.
"More," she said softly. "I want more."
I did so, feeding her my juice, then reaching beneath giving her breasts a nice gentle feel, feeling the clothespins still attached to her hard straining nipples.
"Oh yes...yes! Please...please! Pinch them with your fingers! Pull on them chew on them, bite them for me!"
Admittedly it was damn fucking fun. She was suspended just high enough that I could stand just beneath her, I removed both pins, replacing them with my fingers, pulling down on them, and then taking turns sucking, chewing on one...pulling the other and visa versa. I walked back around her, turned off the vibrating toys and undid the harness holding them both in. The moment I did that, the one in her cunt came slipping out, barely catching it in time when it did, the one in her ass seconds later doing the same though I surprised myself.
"Try holding onto it...that's it...try, try squeezing, holding it."
She did her best, but eventually this one too came oozing out. Now I had another treat in front of me. And she was literally at the perfect height for it too! Standing, I spread her legs slightly, just enough give that I could. I then slipped my tongue into the furrow of her now dripping cunt. Her juices free flowing, and obviously had been for quite some time as slick as she was. I continued to lick her cunt, teasing her ass with my fingers, likewise spearing her with my other hand as I now walked two fingers inside that incredibly sweet slick pussy of hers. She was moaning deliriously now, as was Andy. I looked up and over. Bella had undone the rope keeping him attached to the beam above. She now held that in her hand, pulling it back between his legs, letting go. I watched as his cock sprung like a tightly coiled spring slapping back against his chest. She then grabbed the end again, pulling on it once more, repeating the process.
It looked wicked as hell, and I found myself curiously excited enough to possibly try that sometime. But not now.
"I need your cock!" Doreen moaned. I want to feel you...feel it inside me," she pleaded. Having heard that, Bella came over, a simple adjustment in the ropes and Doreen dropped down quite a bit once again to the perfect height before securing her once more.
"Let me know if you want to release her entirely," Bella said. "I'll come over and help you do that when and if you're ready for that," she grinned. She then promptly went back, climbed up onto the billiard table, and then rope and all, still tied around Andy's cock, she lowered herself down over it having removed the bottom half of her leather outfit. She was still holding onto the rope! "Wait until you feel this honey!" She almost growled, and then while sitting on him, she began pulling on that fucking rope!
As for myself, now positioned directly behind Doreen at the absolutely fucking perfect height, I discovered something interesting. Bella had certainly been right about one thing more too. Not quite being used to having as thick a cock in her as mine was, the vibrator, even slightly bigger which had been inside her now for god knows how long, had opened her up a bit. Even then, I took my time, placing the head of my cock just inside her opening, and then gently eased my way in. She moaned loudly and quite audibly as I did so, making me glad I'd removed the gag hearing her as she did that. Looking across the way at Bella, watching her as she continued to torment poor Andy's prick, sliding up and down his shaft now, still holding onto her rope toy as she did was eerily hot. Having peeled away the lower half of her leather outfit of course, now just wearing the upper half along with her boots, she looked like a biker on her Harley the way she was sitting on him, riding him.
I turned my attention back to Doreen...having slid in and out quite easily twice now, which is when I got my idea. Pushing forward on her, just a little, she of course slipped off my cock. Holding onto her ass, I could still more or less guide her as the natural pull of the ropes brought her back to me. After one or two miss hits and a minor adjustment, I now had the angle just right. This time, I pushed off, let her come all the way back...and damn! She literally slid over my cock, impaling herself fully on it simply by the motion of her swing. She actually cried out upon feeling that, as I pushed off again with the exact same results.
"Nice one!" Bella called over to me. "Remind me to try that sometime myself!" She then added seeing what I'd somehow managed to do and perfect as I continued on pushing Doreen off my cock, only to have her come swinging back, spearing it fully and completely again.
I did this a few more times until my own pleasure was almost too much. I knew if I continued, I'd soon be spewing my load, and I was far from wanting to do that just yet. I pulled out, slapping her ass with my dick just a little, and then sucking her pussy again, toying with it, fingering it, and then took another turn walking about her suspended body simply running my fingers over her. Doreen was shaking almost spasmodically at this point, quivering with lust and desire.
By now, Bella had switched tactics too. Having removed Andy's gag, she had now turned around positioning herself over his face. He was happily sucking and eating her, she in kind, now sucking his cock though I also noticed she'd finally removed the rope from around it, having retied it around his balls instead. They looked even more swollen than before, once again almost painfully so, though he seemed to be enjoying that.



I now stood in front of her. Her mouth only inches away from my cock. But I gave her back another sense, as I wanted to see her face, her eyes as she hung there in front of me. I removed her blindfold. She smiled hotly upon seeing my stiff shaft throbbing only inches away from her face. "You want it? Come and get it," I told her. I stood just far enough away, only a few inches really, but she actually had to swing herself a bit in order to reach it, missing it the first couple of times, finally reaching, but then not quite securing it. On the forth try, she suck-ceeded if you will. Her mouth just capturing the head of my cock, sucking it briefly before gravity and her inability to hold the position forced her to let go once again. She swung back...and then forward, this time just managing to almost fully swallow my cock with her mouth as she latched on to it. She again sucked, trying to hold, but the strain once again too much as she had to breathe and again let go. I needed more myself however, so this time when she came swinging back, I reached out, now grabbing her boobs again, mashing them within my hands, though effectively holding her in place. I rolled and pinched her nipples as she now happily and contentedly began lavishing my cock with her lips and mouth.
We'd been going at it like this for the better part of an hour, but I could tell the strain was finally starting to have an effect on her, so it was now time to undo the binds that held her, and proceed onwards to a bit more normal and natural sex play. Seeing this, Bella too began undoing Andy's restraints. Minutes later the two of them standing...smiling, and working out whatever kinks they still might have had.
"I owe you BIG time for that Bella!" Doreen told her.
"I know...just remember what we talked about," Bella said offhandedly. "I'll be collecting on that at some point," she said giving me a curious look, which of course made me curious. But I knew better than to press as to what was being bandied about here. I figured I would learn what that was soon enough.
"Sit down," Doreen said now speaking up for herself, pointing towards the couch as I moved over towards it. "Now it's time that I just simply fuck you into oblivion!" She said hotly.
"Same for you Andy," Bella said speaking to him. "You take a seat next to him, so we can watch and ride the two of you together!"
**
I now sat and felt as Doreen slid herself back over my cock once more. This time, in charge herself as she did so. Bella did the same to Andy, he and I now sitting side by side there on the couch, the two girls sitting on us, though occasionally leaning over sideways, kissing and tonguing one another as they fucked us simultaneously.
"Suck my tits! Please!" Doreen begged as I took one, and as Bella took the other, each of us sucking, nipping on them together, the girls still sliding up and down on our respective fuck-poles enjoying themselves.
Unfortunately, no longer in any real control here, I soon felt the tingly sensation of my nuts starting to boil, the eruption of my spunk imminent.
"You're going to make me shoot it!" I warned her. "Not sure how much longer I can hold out!"
"Fill me then!" She called back, now grinding even harder against me. "I want to feel your hard cock spurting off inside my cunt! Go ahead baby, squirt...fill my pussy, spunk my hot horny snatch!"
I began doing just that. And I am sure that the moment I did, it likewise triggered Andy's release as he began spewing his own torrent of cum-cream inside Bella's pussy. It felt like the top of my head came off, as good as it was, which in turn made her, and most likely Bella too, orgasm right along with us. It was hard to tell however as Doreen's cry of delight once again filled the room with her earth-shattering scream.
"Give me that cunt!" Bella moments later demanded as the two girls slid off us onto the floor. In seconds, they were locked up in a '69' devouring one another, licking Andy's cream and mine out of one another's cunts. We could only sit back, satiated yes, but still taking an obscene delight in the spectacle there on the floor in front of us.
Needless to say, the girls came again, bringing one another off, only then sitting up, slick glistening faces, expressions of lusty enjoyment still filling their eyes.
"Ok...Jacuzzi!" Bella exclaimed. "And then round two!"
**
We relaxed for a time, enjoyed a refreshing drink, and then Bella slid down over my cock once more, as Doreen did the same to Andy. We fucked a bit more slowly and longer this time, though eventually our coupling quite naturally increased to the point that we began splashing more water out of the Jacuzzi than it naturally bubbled out itself. Somehow I managed yet again another orgasm, though this time I knew I was spent...exhausted, wasted in ways I hadn't thought possible. Bella and Doreen went in for more drinks, bringing them out upon their return. But she had also brought something else with her as well, a long thick double-dildo, which she waggled back and forth at Andy and I. Neither one of us now sporting an erection of any kind.
"The only bad thing about this...is it doesn't squirt. Have to see about finding one that will," she said teasing the two of us a bit with it, still shaking the giant sized cock as though it were a cobra. Taking seats on the patio, enjoying our drinks, Andy and I were then treated to an encore as the girls placed the dildo between them, back to back, ass to ass...and proceeded to treat themselves to one more nice enjoyable fuck for the evening.
I didn't mind sitting there watching that at all. Though I was curious about the video camera, which I only then noticed was likewise sitting on the table. The little red light being on, telling me that it was recording.
To be continued...
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I know for a fact I fell asleep the moment my head hit the pillow sometime just before midnight. I also know I was suddenly wide awake, only moments after spewing what had felt like another "dream load", though just as before, I saw the shadow of Bella's form slipping out of my bed heading back out into the still dark hallway. She hadn't said a single word. I rolled over, my eyelids still heavy from lack of sleep as I glanced at the clock on my nightstand. It was just after 4 a.m. in the morning.
Seconds later I was sound asleep again, though it seemed like only moments had passed when the alarm rang. It was now 6 a.m. I rolled out of bed still groggy...but smiling. I headed off to the bathroom for my early morning pee. "No woody this morning!" I said to myself standing over the bowl relieving myself. I glanced in the mirror in front of the sink as I washed my hands taking notice of myself as I did so. I swear I had lost a few pounds, not that I really needed to, but I had been negligent in my workouts of late. Though considering it further, I'd been working out just as hard, if not more so in other ways.
I hated Tuesdays. They were my Mondays in a sense. I had a full schedule ahead of me, with a busy day filled with a quiz, one exam, and a research project I was working on, not to mention some study work I'd be involved in most of the afternoon. For the first time ever really, the last thing I wanted to do was be going to school. And though Bella would be going through almost the same hectic schedule I was next week, I was almost jealous of the fact she still had free time on her hands to enjoy herself. "Too much free time," I thought, and then chastised myself for thinking that. "Was I jealous of the time? Or her?"
She hadn't even been with us a week yet, and here I was entertaining thoughts and feelings that I really had no business considering. In six months, Bella would be returning back to her own country, her own family and friends no doubt, though she had really told me very little about herself, or any of that. I realized then, she was more stranger to me than friend...though I had already considered her to be that much. Though she was of course in many ways, more than that. She was my first...and the memory of that would stay with me forever of course. Regardless of what happened.
I quickly changed getting ready for the day and headed out into the hallway. I noticed the door to Bella's room was open as I passed by peeking in. Her bed was already made, though not quite as crisp looking as Doreen did it, telling me in an instant she had done so herself, far earlier than Doreen would have as I doubted she was even up making her rounds yet. Especially after last night. The memory of that bringing a smile to my face along with a little consternation. I had broken a personal rule about fooling around with the hired staff. The last thing I wanted to do was complicate things for my parents. They both liked Irene, Andy and Doreen immensely, though even that thought held me for a moment as I remembered the video camera, and the fact that Bella had recorded god knows what going on long before I had come down to the rec room. Once again, I shook my head considering that. Mom...dad. Even they had seemingly changed a lot since Bella's arrival. If we had all changed this much in so short a period of time, what would things be like in six months? The mind boggled.
And I was wrong about something else too as I headed down the stairs towards the kitchen. The smell of freshly brewed coffee reaching me long before that. Irene was obviously in attendance, no doubt planning out dinner for the evening. I knew dad would most likely leave for work straight from the hotel they had stayed at. Mom at some point, after lounging around a bit, doing some shopping first before heading home, wouldn't be home until sometime late in the afternoon. And for me...especially on Tuesdays, I wouldn't be home until almost seven or seven-thirty, just in time for dinner as things usually went.
Yeah...it was going to be a long day. Which I was thinking about when I reached the landing and nearly collided with Doreen carrying a load of freshly cleaned wash back up the stairs.
"Oh sorry, good morning David," Doreen said in her usual more formal tone of voice. It had taken me a long time to get her to call me by my first name rather than my last name when she first saw me after starting to work here a few years ago. Even then, greeting me by my first name still sounded somewhat formal perhaps. Which is the way it sounded now. I was almost glad for it this time as opposed to every other time. What we'd done...shared, and yes enjoyed...hopefully hadn't affected our relationship. I liked her yes. Hell, I'd fucked her, eaten her pussy, probed her ass, come all over her in fact. But the bottom line was, she still worked for us, or rather for mom and dad really, but I again didn't want what had happened complicating all that. By her tone of voice, and business like demeanor, it hadn't.
Once again Doreen attempted to slip by heading off to perform her scheduled duties. I stopped her mid-stride. "Ah...Doreen? You didn't happen to see Bella this morning have you?" She blushed a little answering.
"Ah yeah...for a while," she said blushing even more, though I decided not to get specific with her. "I believe she went out for her morning run," she said, "just like she does every day."
"Ah...ok, thanks," I said leaving her, heading off towards the smell of the coffee. "Morning run?" I then asked myself as I entered the kitchen. Irene was in fact sitting at the table pouring through several of her personal cook and recipe books. "Morning Irene," I said cordially pouring myself a coffee.
"Good morning Mr. Somers," she said formally just as she always did. It was almost a running joke between us. Once she had gotten the first Mr. in, it was David, or sometimes even Davy, or whatever else colorful name she had for me at the time. I liked her for that. But for whatever reason, she had always insisted on starting out the day like that.
"Ah...you know if Bella's gotten back from her morning run yet?" I asked. I glanced at the clock on the kitchen wall, I needed to be leaving in less than fifteen with my first class of the day just under an hour from now.
"She hasn't returned yet...no," she said with a hint of disapproval in her tone of voice. "Running around like that, out in the open," she added more to herself than directly at me, shaking her head though she went back to pouring through her books looking for something to put together for this evening. Once again I decided not to press the issue or ask her what she had meant by that. Obviously, whatever it was...Irene hadn't as yet taken to liking Bella all that much.
"Well, I best get a move on or I'll be late for class," I said finishing my coffee, putting the cup in the sink.
"Rinse it out," she said not even bothering to look back at me.
"Yes mam," I answered doing so, though I always did. That too had become a bit of a game between us, and one I actually enjoyed playing with her.
"The names Irene, not Mam," she shot back... again part of the game. "Though you'll never catch me running around the countryside bare-assed naked," she then added...which wasn't part of our morning ritual.
I thought it best to leave it at that as I headed outside to my car.
Pulling down out of the drive, I began heading out towards the main road passing by the orchards as I did, which is when I suddenly saw movement off to one side. I slowed, craning my neck a bit so I could see better. Sure enough I saw a figure. A very nice looking figure. Bella was indeed naked, angling over, running across the open expanse, just then making the trees heading towards me. All she had on was a pair of running shoes, socks, and what looked like to be a sweatband on her forehead. I stopped, waiting. I sort of understood what Irene had meant. Though we certainly had a lot of private property, one of the main roads passing by in front of the estate was fairly well traveled, though admittedly not too busy this time first thing in the morning. Still...anyone driving by, happening to glance out and over in the direction Bella had been coming from, would have had no problem seeing this naked woman running through those grassy fields.
She was hardly even breathless as she reached my window peering in, though she was covered in a fine sheen of sweat from running. Even this early, it again promised to be another hot day.
"Oh good, glad I caught you," she said leaning in through the window kissing me. "Didn't think I would, sort of got off to a late start this morning," she added. "Long night," she grinned. I figured it was pointless to ask her about the 4 a.m. thing.
What I said was, "Don't you ever sleep?"
"Sure I do...I always get my good four hours every night!" She told me. "I'm a bear in the morning if I don't!"
"You're bare now," I said meaning something else, unable to help reaching over giving one of her bare breasts a little tweak since it too had decided to come greet me through the window. She laughed at that.
"Yeah, well...I'm not sure Irene was too terribly pleased when I came outside for my run this morning. Even came out dressed, though I left my robe over the back of the chair on the patio. She stood there watching me as I ran off, shaking her head. Guess I'll need to see what I can do to fix that," she grinned wickedly.
Even with Irene...I wouldn't have made any bets against her being able to do that.
"So what are your plans for the day?" I asked, knowing I was now pressing myself for time, very likely going to be late for my first class of the day, though at the moment I could have cared less. Just sitting here, still almost absentmindedly fondling her breasts as they hung through the open window of my car was worth doing that.
"Well, I'm meeting Stacy in a couple of hours. We're going to go shopping together, and then perhaps lunch after that, then..."
"Stacy?" I asked interrupting her. She looked at me, slightly confused, and then smiled.
"Yeah, Stacy, you know...the girl we met in the clothing shop."
I asked myself how she managed to schedule that, but didn't as she continued on.
"And then later, I'm heading over to spend some time with Debra at the beach," she added. "Though I'm sure I'll be home long before dinner time."
"Debra? Who the hells Debra?" I did ask, not particularly proud of myself in the way I had asked the question. There was too much controlling of a tone of voice in that when I did so, which Bella picked up on, standing back, thus removing her tits from the window which I'd been playing with.
"Debra's the woman we met there. You know...the couple who had the three boys staying with them? The one's who came to my rescue?" She said reminding me unnecessarily. "That Debra."
Once again, I was curious as to how the hell she'd managed that, though she answered that one for me a moment later. "Apparently, his father knows your father, so they got the number. She called me, said she was alone for the day as their sons back home with their dad for the week going to school while he's working. She decided to spend the week there all by herself for a bit of additional relaxation and sun. Anyway, she invited me to come join her, so I accepted. Frank's picking me up later and taking me there."
"Frank?" I now asked, getting more and more confused by the second here.
"Yeah Frank. Debra's father in law, the one who knows your dad. He's picking me up, taking me over there since I don't happen to have a car at the moment...remember?" She said stepping away even further back from my car.
I felt like a shit, realizing what I had sounded like. "Well, sounds like fun then, but I'd best get going...I'm going to be late enough for class as it is."
"Oh I am sure it will be," she said with a look that told me perhaps I had indeed overstepped my bounds with her. "Have a nice day at school...David," she said with a tiny little edge to her tone of voice, and then with that, she turned and went back into a sprint again heading towards the house. I looked back seeing Andy standing there leaning against his shovel as she ran towards him.
It was time to leave.
**
I was late, though only a little bit so it didn't turn out so bad. What was bad however, was how the day went. I constantly had my mind on other things...on Bella rather, as opposed to my classes, and especially my work project. DeeDee, my partner a cute little blonde who had in fact flirted with me from time to time, though I hadn't made up my mind about her yet, was concerned at my lack of attention to the project we'd been working on together.
"You don't seem to be here today," she had asked me. "Anything bothering? Troubling you?"
I told her about Bella. She didn't seem too impressed. If anything...suddenly she too was as distant as I'd been. Maybe that was a dumb thing to do. We didn't accomplish much, and I was glad when the time we'd set aside to work together came to an end. Though she did surprise me just at the last moment when we decided to call it a day.
"You should call me sometime," she said. Taking my blackberry, and punching in her number. "There...now you don't have any excuse not to, unless of course you have other reasons," she hinted once again referring to Bella. Obviously...I had said too much.
I more or less drifted through the remainder of the entire day with my mind elsewhere. Thinking about Bella, wondering what she was up to...what she was doing, to whom...where, when and how. I had no right of course, she was her own woman, obviously...and had made that point perfectly clear.
I came to a decision. As much fun as everything had been up until now, not to mention the fact she was of course my first fuck...my best fuck, and that maybe because of that I'd allowed myself to have feelings for her. It was time to reverse that. At least a little anyway. Time to put just a little distance between us perhaps. Show her that I wasn't as jealous, or as controlling as I'd come off sounding earlier. Bella had put me in my place, so it was best that I accept that, and show her I didn't have designs on her, or any expectations beyond that which we'd already shared together. I picked up my phone, punched in the number and called DeeDee. She was obviously surprised when she saw who was calling her, though she answered with some excitement in her tone of voice.
"Didn't I just see you a couple of hours ago?" She asked.
"Yeah," I laughed. "I was wondering. You free for dinner tomorrow evening?"
**
I got home just as Irene and mom were setting the table. I noticed they had only laid out enough places for three.
"Good, you're home. Dinner's almost ready," mom stated. I looked at her not asking the question, though she must have seen it in my eyes. "Bella won't be joining us this evening. She received an invitation to stay and have dinner with Frank and Debra tonight at their place. Told me to tell you not to wait up for her either as she'll probably be home late, and especially with you having another full day of school tomorrow."
"Ah...ok," was all I said in answer to that, and then hurried upstairs to my room in order to change clothes.
It was strange. Both mom and dad seemed to be more like their usual selves. Mom once again dressed rather conservatively. Dad too seemingly preoccupied with his thoughts as the three of us sat there in silence, more or less toying with our food as opposed to actually eating it. It seemed that Bella's mere presence seemed to draw something out in mom and dad that I hadn't seen in either one of them in a very long time. Not until recent anyway. And now...here we were again, almost like it had been before. Eating dinner together yes. But in silence, even more so than we'd done in the past. None of us had finished when I excused myself and headed upstairs to my room, explaining I had a lot of studying to do, and yet again another full day ahead of me. I began doing that, but more often than not, found myself just sitting there staring at my computer screen. I had hardly done anything at all when I heard the sound of a car's tires crunching along the gravel drive way. It wasn't late...but it wasn't early either. It was just after eleven. I was fairly sure that Bella may very well drop in on me if she saw a light coming from beneath my door, so I hurriedly turned everything off and jumped into bed. Doing something I hadn't done for a while, leaving on my briefs as I slipped between the sheets having turned off all the lights.
A short time later I heard footsteps coming up the stairs. Sure enough, I heard them walk a bit further past her own bedroom door, and then stop, turning...heading back again. That sound was soon followed by another. The sound of her door opening, and then closing. I lay there for what had to have been twenty minutes, finally starting to feel sleepy and knowing that I would be drifting off soon. I wondered as I did that, if I could expect another nocturnal visit in the middle of the night.
I didn't. I woke up to the sound of my alarm going off. Well...sort of. I'd been staring at it for the past hour waiting for it to do so. When it did, I reached over turning it off and slipped out of bed heading towards the bathroom. I didn't have a morning woody this time either.
**
I dressed, headed downstairs for my morning coffee, went through my morning ritual with Irene, though I really wasn't in the mood for it as we did that. Something she seemed to sense as I rinsed out my cup in the sink, without being asked to do so.
"And in case you're wondering," Irene said. "Bella didn't go for her morning run this morning."
"Oh? She didn't?" I had assumed she had. I had again walked past her open bedroom, her bed made already once again, no sounds coming from inside.
"No...she's waiting for you in your car," Irene said. "Said something about wanting to go to school with you again, wanting to see what a normal day was like so she could herself start getting prepared for that, or some such thing anyway. At least she was dressed."
I actually did smile at that, though saying, "In my car?"
"Unless there's another car you have that I don't know about yet...yes," Irene said sarcastically, and then adding. "Can I plan on you being here for dinner tonight?"
And then I remembered. DeeDee.
I had thought about taking her out, and then for some inexplicable reason, changed my mind. "Yes, I will be. And in fact, plan on one more guest for dinner. I'll be bringing a friend home with me tonight," I told her, to which she raised her eyebrows curiously, looking at me.
"A woman?"
I nodded my head.
"God help you," she said. "Better make it a light one then. I seriously doubt anyone will be eating very much."
**
Sure enough Bella was sitting inside my car when I came out. And somewhat to my surprise, she was in fact a bit more appropriately dressed. She was wearing a nice pair of form-fitting jeans with a rather demure looking blouse on, that though still emphasizing her body beneath, didn't come out and scream that she was ready for sex.
"Good morning...sleep well? I hope I didn't wake you when getting home last night," she said the minute I got in, turning on the ignition.
"Ah no...you didn't, didn't even hear you come home," I told her, receiving a look that told me otherwise upon hearing that. "So...how was your day anyway?" I asked, not really wanting to hear...but wanting to.
Bella settled back in her seat as we drove down the drive heading towards the main street.
"It was nice," she said pleasantly enough. "Met Stacy for some shopping, a little fingering, more shopping, more fingering, and then lunch. Couldn't do much of anything else, there really wasn't any real opportunity to do so, though we did make plans to get together again...soon," she added.



I didn't comment.
"And then she dropped me off back here, and then Fred...or rather nine-hundred and forty seven," she added chuckling a bit, "as he preferred me calling him after that, once I told him about the study I was doing. Sort of a funny running joke after that. Actually began calling him forty-seven out of nine hundred after that...you know, after the Star Trek series? What was that again anyway? The one with the female captain on the ship? And that really good looking half human, half machine person with the really nice big looking tits?"
"Star Trek Voyager. Jerry Ryan. Seven-of-nine."
"Oh yes, that's it...her. Well anyway, even Debra looks a little like her don't you think?"
She did actually, though it didn't dawn on me until just then, though she didn't have as big of tits as the character in the series did. Not even as big as Bella's were.
"If she had your tits...then maybe."
"Yeah, Frank...or rather nine-forty-seven," she giggled, "said that too."
"You showed him your tits then."
"Well of course. He saw them when we went out to the beach later," she said. "Saw Debra's too, though I think he'd seen them before obviously, kept staring at mine though...not hers. Didn't see her pussy though...though I sure did later, up close and personal." I ignored that, though even more curious.
"Was this before? Or after?" I found myself asking.
"Oh definitely just before. Want to make sure he'd be 'up' for it," she said emphasizing the word, when I finally asked him if he'd care to participate in my study. Naturally...he was more than happy to."
"Naturally," I said trying to keep a civil tone, though I wasn't doing very well. "So then...the two of you..."
"Yeah, after Fred left to do something for a bit, though they then invited me to stay for dinner, which I accepted of course. That's when Debra and I got to know one another pretty well. First pussy she's ever licked...how about that?" Bella said.
"Doesn't surprise me," I stated as I gripped the steering wheel of the car, relaxing after a moment upon seeing how white my knuckles had gotten. "So...did you turn her too?" I asked making a vampire statement. She knew what I meant.
"You forget, takes more than once to do that. But yes, we definitely talked about doing so again, she quite liked it...as did I."
"I'm sure you did." We actually sat in silence for a good five or six minutes. Me staring ahead down the road, Bella looking directly at me.
"Please don't tell me that you're actually jealous that he saw my tits, or that I saw his cock. Or that I licked another woman's cunt. I thought I knew you better than that David," she said sternly, letting me know she wasn't happy with the way I was now treating her, or talking to her. And she was right, I had no right to be doing that, or thinking the way I had been. But I couldn't help it.
"No. I'm not," I then told her trying to sound like my normal old self again. "In fact, we'll be bringing someone home for dinner tonight," I then told her, though now wondering how the hell I was going to explain that to DeeDee. Bringing her home for dinner, with Bella riding along with us. That was going to prove to be interesting too.
"Oh? A new face?" She said almost excitedly. A woman yes?"
"Yes, and yes..." I answered. "Someone I've been working closely with...on a project for my science class," I told her.
"Please tell me she's not one of those science geeks with thick bottled glasses, or that she's skinny and flat chested or some such. At least tell me she's pretty and maybe even has the hots for you."
"Yeah, she's blonde...she's pretty, and yeah...she may even have the hots for me. I don't know for sure. We've never dated, though we have talked about it."
"So you haven't done anything with her yet?" She asked. She knew damn well we certainly hadn't fucked, that much was a given.
I turned looking at her, almost running the car into the curb at the side of the road before correcting myself. "No...I...we, haven't. Why? You interested?"
"I don't know...maybe, depends on what she looks like," Bella said challengingly. I could almost see it coming, even when it did.
"There's no way," I said actually confident of that for a change.
"Wanna bet?"
I couldn't help myself...
"Game on," I told her. And then we shook on it.
To be continued...
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It was like waiting for the other shoe to fall, which never did. I was expecting Bella to at some point pull another stunt like she had before. But to my surprise that never happened. Not yet anyway. She seemed honestly intrigued by most of the classes she attended with me. At times taking notes for whatever reason, and even asking related questions from time to time. Once again revealing to me facts I hadn't realized about her. The woman was damn smart proving to me she was a lot more than just a gorgeous horny human being.
By noon I had excused myself in order to use the restroom, though taking that opportunity to secretly text DeeDee. We had no classes together except for the one Science class. And as prearranged I reminded her that I (we) would meet her in the commons area adjacent to the parking lot after the end of our classes. That was when I also informed her that Bella was with me and had come along in order to get a better layout of the campus. When she didn't respond immediately back, I knew it was because of my telling her about Bella, and not anything else. I got her response back sometime later, feeling the vibration of a waiting message alerting me to that fact. I read it when I again was otherwise occupied away from curious eyes.
"Fine. See you at 4:00 then in the commons."
She didn't need to say anything further, I knew she wasn't thrilled at having to share a ride home with Bella and I, but at least she was still coming, so that was something. Even then I wasn't sure this was the smartest thing I had ever done, and honestly wondered why I had after thinking about it further.
Precisely at four, we stood waiting for her in the commons when I saw her approaching us walking up the sidewalk in our direction. Admittedly she looked hot, purposely having changed into something that was no doubt designed to titillate and intrigue me outside of what she normally wore to school. She was wearing a fairly short skirt, far shorter than I'd normally seen her wear even when she'd worn one before. And the tight silky-looking blouse that complimented her dark skirt gave hint at her other attributes where she had in the past quite purposely tried to undermine her rather large bust size.
Shortly after we'd been assigned to work together on our project, and gotten to know one another better in doing so, DeeDee had eventually confided in me that she'd been tagged with the nickname "Double Dee" in high school. An interesting play on words that everyone knew...or rather thought they knew, was directed at her obvious double D breast size. She was obviously a bit fuller in the chest than even Bella was, but not by much. And I found myself wondering what the two of them would look like standing side by side.
"Fat chance of that happening!" I told myself watching her draw closer, though again reminded of the silly-assed bet I had made with Bella earlier. This one being one that I felt a hundred percent certain I would win.
When she hugged me hello, though it was totally unexpected when she did, I knew that indeed the game was on. Especially as she semi-glanced towards Bella, not yet being formally introduced yet, giving her an interesting smile that informed me the same thing. Bella smiled back in a similar way.
"Hi, I'm Bella," she said extending her hand in greeting. "I'm staying with David and his parents on foreign exchange," she added unnecessarily.
"I know, David told me," DeeDee responded accepting her hand. And then let it go at that. Though I did then introduce her to Bella, though calling her "Dee" when I did, something she preferred going by in more formal situations and settings.
"So...is it Dee? Or DeeDee then?" Bella asked curiously. "And is there a story behind the name?"
DeeDee glanced at me with the question in her eyes. I merely shook my head "no" as briefly as I could get away with, trying to let her know I had said nothing to Bella about the nickname.
"My friends call me DeeDee, she started...everyone else..."
"In that case, Hi DeeDee, am very pleased to meet you, and hopefully we will indeed become very good friends after tonight."
"Game on..." I thought once again seeing the surprised, displeased look on DeeDee's face having heard that. But what I said was, "Well, shall we head to the car then?" I suggested rather than stand here as awkwardly as it seemed to be getting especially with the looks that were now suddenly being tossed back and forth here.
The drive back to my place one that I wasn't looking all that forward to. Surprisingly, Bella immediately jumped in the back, giving DeeDee the passenger seat without another word, though she did try making small talk with DeeDee most of the way home. Asking her pertinent questions about our work, genuinely taking interest, and once again proving to DeeDee and I both that she even had a basic knowledge and understanding of what we were working on. Something that I knew caught DeeDee a bit off guard when she did.
I was still thankful when we got home pulling into the drive that nothing had happened to set off either woman, though the evening was far from being over with yet. Even mom gave me a questioning look after having heard from Irene later that afternoon that I was bringing another guest home...a woman. With Bella up in her room no doubt changing into god knows what for dinner, and DeeDee likewise "freshening up," mom turned to me.
"You do enjoy playing with fire don't you son?" She asked with a bit of a smirk on her face. "Or is this some other science project you're working on that I don't know anything about," she giggled to herself.
"Well hopefully I won't be putting out any fires," I assured her. "It's just dinner, and perhaps a swim later," I said having told DeeDee earlier to bring along a bathing suit, just in case she did want to go for a swim later after dinner. Something I had purposely failed to mention to Bella, though I figured she'd find out soon enough anyway. Not to mention the so-called bet we had made, though even that I was now wishing I hadn't made with her. Not that I thought I would lose it...not this time anyway, but I wasn't so sure how comfortable things would be when the real fire...the bonfire erupted later on that evening. Or fireworks as mom had eluded, which was just as likely to happen if not more so. Which I was now pretty sure would happen, though hopefully long after my parents had themselves retired for the evening. My only relief came in that Bella had already assured me she wouldn't approach DeeDee about anything until the time was right for one. And only then after we were both pretty well assured we wouldn't be interrupted by anyone either. I did ask mom to see what she might be willing to do in the way of keeping dad occupied with something else however, just in case he wanted to stay up and sort of keep an eye on things. Or in this case, two sets of things...though I doubted either one of us would actually get a chance to see that.
"I think I can manage that," mom grinned. "Especially after last night," she added telling me more than I really needed to know. "It seems lately that we've both been a bit more amorous than usual, so a little hint as to a continuation of what we enjoyed together last night should do the trick."
I smiled, grateful for that until she added.
"Though I don't mind admitting, seeing the fireworks tonight might be worth missing an orgasm or two."
"Mom!"
She just laughed, ruffled my hair, and then shooed me off to go get washed up, and call the girls down for dinner. Truth was, I wasn't very hungry. More nervous and anxious than anything. And as it turned out, with good reason.
**
Dinner was painfully quiet...and long. Almost too long. And though there was a bit of small talk between courses, in which Irene would come out and serve, eyebrows raised, looking back and forth between the two women, and then at me. It was however her not quite silent chuckle to herself, and then her head shake as she returned to the kitchen that made me the most uncomfortable. That and knowing Bella, wondering what was going on inside that head of hers. Aside from one or two minor related comments, she seemed to be behaving herself. Though I chalked that up to her scouting out her prey.
After dinner we retired outside to the patio area, as was our want. Though dad seemed perplexed when mom suddenly pulled him aside. He was obviously hoping to sit outside for a bit, enjoy his drink and perhaps get even more of an eyeful of girl candy. Bella had indeed changed earlier into something that though modest and appropriate for dinner, could just as easily be shrugged off in a heartbeat. I knew damn well she wasn't wearing anything beneath the dress, modest in appearance as it was. I caught the unexpected movement of mom' hand as she placed it between dad's legs giving him a gentle little cop and feel, and then likewise whispering something to him after she had done that. He grinned like a little boy, turning towards us.
"Well, we'll leave the three of you to your own entertainments for this evening," he told us all. "You're mom's decided she needs some of her own entertaining...upstairs!"
"Harold!" Mom spat, but she was smiling, and then turned winking at me, blowing me a kiss as she did that. She soon after left, tugging dad behind her though he followed her quite willingly.
We sat watching them go, sipping on our after dinner drinks, though Bella then spoke up the moment they had disappeared. "Well, how about a dip in the pool then?" She suggested.
"Oh...I'm sorry, but I forgot my suit," DeeDee said smugly. Which I knew was a lie as she'd brought a rather large bag with her to the car, which I felt held more than just her day wear in it. We had after all discussed it, though this was before I'd informed her about Bella being with me. "And besides...I thought that perhaps David and I..."
"Oh you don't need a suit," Bella said interrupting her before she could finish her thought. "We never wear any, do we David?" She said, suddenly standing. "So come on...shall we?" She asked looking directly at me now, her eyes no longer focused on DeeDee. I knew what she was doing, and why. And I figured we might as well get this over with as quickly as possible. When DeeDee refused to do so, I figured the bet was in, and she'd have to accept defeat, simple and easy as that.
"No...we don't, but it's entirely up to you," I said turning back towards Dee. "I certainly don't expect you to do anything that would make you uncomfortable," I assured her.
"And why would she feel uncomfortable?" Bella questioned, "Unless she's worried about not measuring up or something, but I doubt that. By the looks of it, she has a very sexy body on her...no reason to be jealous, or ashamed of the way she looks...are you?" She then pointedly asked. "And besides, we're just being friendly here, going for a swim, enjoying the evening together...aren't we?"
For the first time I saw determination on both of their faces as the girls looked back and forth at one another for a few seconds more, until Bella almost magically shimmied out of the outfit she was wearing. Like I said...she didn't have anything on underneath it.
"Grab us some towels David?" Bella asked, and then turned walking bare-assed naked, and so very slowly towards the pool.
I turned heading back inside the house to grab some, figuring one of two things here. DeeDee would either follow me back inside, thus putting an end to that...or. I turned looking behind me after stepping through the sliding glass doors, just in time to see DeeDee slip out of her blouse and skirt.
She hadn't been wearing anything beneath her clothing either.
**
When I came back outside with the towels a few minutes later, it was like watching two fighters circling around one another in the ring, each one waiting to strike the first blow, looking for an opening. The swam, or rather tippy-toed in a circle, just eyeing one another, without speaking as I approached setting the towels aside, only then beginning to undress myself...albeit nervously. Neither girl looking at me as I did.
"So..." Bella said smiling now.
"So..." DeeDee responded smiling back. Though it wasn't the kind of smile I'd appreciate being given.
"You really are a very attractive looking woman, and you have very nice looking boobs too. No wonder David finally got around to asking you out, I sure would have!"
That comment surprised Dee of course, Bella having essentially jabbed scoring the first blow. "Thank you," she stammered defensively, obviously off balance for a moment. "Yeah, I ah...was wondering when he might, if he would..." she added a bit weakly.
"Well one thing I've certainly learned about him, he truly is a tit man, certainly played with these enough to know that," Bella said cupping her breasts, effectively lifting them up and out of the water, showing them off. What was weird of course was me standing there, totally naked now, the two of them talking about me as though I wasn't even there. Or rather sparing, though Bella had once again landed a quick combination.
"You have nice breasts too," DeeDee began looking at them. "Almost as big as mine are," she now said hefting her own rather large breasts up and out of the water, the first time I had seen them of course as I stood there on the bank looking down at the two of them, neither one of them still acknowledging my presence as I stood enjoying my ring side seat. "So if he is indeed a breast man, he'll have to accept the fact, and be content with just these, and nobody else's!"
I was surprised when she said that, obviously going for the knockout here with one wild swinging blow, though Bella had easily ducked it.
"That's too bad," Bella shot back. "I was always taught to share my things, and haven't minded doing so with David. In fact, I have really enjoyed seeing him, watching him pleasuring another woman, and he seeing me," she added with an inquisitive look, which is also when she first acknowledged my presence. "Don't you David?" She asked.
I could almost hear the bell at the end of round one.
"Did you bring our drinks with you as well?" She then asked, reminding me that I hadn't, causing me to turn almost immediately heading back across the lawn for them, almost grateful for it. By the look on DeeDee's face, I was actually glad she was in the pool. I half expected her to self-combust into a ball of flame by the look in her eyes.
And as I headed back for the drinks, I found I was asking myself. "What the hell was I thinking of anyway?" True...I did like Dee, she was attractive yes, and a great partner to work with. But the fact I hadn't actually seriously considered asking her out before said something. And the fact that I also now knew, accepted, and realized that I really did have feelings for Bella made me realize this was perhaps a really stupid mistake on my part. And I saw no way around it now either. Not only had I seriously jeopardized my relationship with each, I also knew it would make working on our very important project together all the more difficult as well. Especially if this didn't turn out right, which it looked like, it wasn't going to. Not ending well for anyone.
"Doesn't he have a nice looking ass?" Bella then quipped seconds later. "I so love biting it," she added.
Once again I swear I could hear the bell starting round number two.
**
By the time I'd returned with the drinks the girls had gotten up and out of the pool, now sitting on either side of the small little table. They may have been sitting, but the fight was still on, though going on silently at present. To my own amazement, Dee made no effort to cover up, or hide herself in anyway. If anything, putting herself on even more open display purposely...especially as this really was the first time I had ever seen her in all her glory as she more or less stretched out there in the lounge chair she was laying in as I handed her her towel. She took it, though set it aside not even bothering to dry herself off with it. The night was still warm of course, so it wasn't being cold, more like enjoying the look she had, wet...naked and quite sensual looking. She knew it too. She'd come out swinging right off the bat at the beginning of this round.
And it was hard to really gage it by the look of things as to who really did have the nicer looking breasts. Though indeed slightly larger, Dee's nipples were considerably smaller, a very light pink in fact, almost disappearing altogether into the same surrounding skin tone. And though her nipples were indeed hard, they too were much smaller than Bella's thicker, darker, equally stiff and aroused nipples. Yeah, maybe I was a tit man, but score points there for Bella's side. One or two anyway.
But I was intrigued by the fine little patch of fluff between Dee's legs. She truly was a natural blonde. And though she wore her hair fairly short, she did so with just enough length in the back, and enough bangs in front to keep her from looking too butch. Not that anyone would have considered her being so, looking the way she did. But she was indeed almost the exact opposite from Bella in that department. Score equal points for the intrigue as I finally tore my eyes away from looking between her legs. Though I also noticed in doing so, Dee actually parted her legs...just a little, giving me a not too innocent peak at her when she did.
"Well David, Dee's just informed me that if she's to let you play with her gorgeous looking titties, that you can't play with mine any more. So I was wondering, if she'd be up to a challenge of sorts before you have to decide that, perhaps make things easier on you!"
I realized I hadn't spoken a single word since I'd gone inside for the towels. Nor was I aroused either, sitting there nervously worried, so much so, that even the sight of two delicious looking women hadn't caused that to happen as yet.
"What sort of a challenge?" Dee and I both said at once, only then looking at one another, our facial expressions both very curious.
"What do you have in mind...Bella?" Dee asked emphasizing her curiosity, speaking slowly and deliberately, especially when speaking Bella's name. Bella smiled. God...I knew that smile. The faint, the punch coming. I could almost see it when it did.
"How about I finger-fuck you for him?" She said as though discussing the weather instead of what she'd just asked. Thank god the glasses were made of heavy duty plastic. I never felt it as it slipped out of my hand, landing on the patio concrete, nor bouncing, spilling the contents of it as it did. I was too shocked at the moment to do anything but sit there. As was Dee. Talk about a hard punch to the gut!
"Excuse me?"
Bella laughed. "Just what I said. Here's the challenge," she continued before Dee could gather her wits about herself, or before I could. Still holding my hand up as though it still held a glass in it for a moment longer, before realizing I had actually dropped it. "Simple rules...only two in fact. One...we stand and finger one another, first one to come loses. Second rule...throughout the contest, there has to be constant contact. Should either one of us break that contact in anyway, we also lose. So see? Simple."
"You must be joking!" Dee said seriously. "If you think..."
"What? You worried I actually might make you come before you can make me come?" Bella once again shot back hurriedly, throwing Dee off balance again.
She stammered, "I'm ah...I'm not even into women," she finally managed.
"Well then, you have the distinct advantage here. If it's such a turn off for you, then it'll be hard for me making you come then won't it? I on the other hand enjoy a nice, nasty, hot little finger-fuck, don't I David? And I come pretty easily too if it's done right. So there again...your advantage there too. Make me come, and I promise to leave David alone...for good, or for as long as you two are dating anyway. I win however...then things stay just the way they are. Which for you means, you can still have him too, if that's something you both want. Either way...it's a win-win situation for you if you think about it. So...what do you say Dee? Want to give it a go? Or aren't you up for anything like that?"



I couldn't believe my ears, nor Dee's response seconds later when she said. "OK, you're on!"
**
"Alright David, you'll be our referee."
I didn't have the heart to tell Bella this fight had been going on for several rounds already.
"Ok," I said instead.
"And as such...whatever the final call is when you make it...we'll abide by that. Agreed Double Dee?" Bella asked now slowly pronouncing Dee's name, though by the look on Dee's face, she didn't much appreciate the obvious referral to her nickname, seeing that as a further challenge perhaps, further incentive to actually go through with this, teaching Bella...and perhaps me too a lesson.
"Agreed," she said not quite clenching her teeth, but now standing there definitely right beside her competitor.
"And remember, we must also have hands on continuously as well in one way or another. The moment either one of us isn't touching the other in some way, we also lose regardless if we've made the other person come or not. Also agreed?"
"Agreed!" Dee said even more defiantly. And then she surprised Bella and myself, stepping closer, her hand suddenly dropping down between Bella's legs. "Ring the bell baby," she said grinning defiantly.
And then I said. "Ding...ding."
**
I was a little surprised when unlike Dee with her hand obviously down between Bella's legs, no doubt fingering her pussy, her other hand actually cupping Bella's ass, as though ensuring she kept some kind of obvious physical contact, that Bella wasn't doing the same. What she did, which was the reason for my surprise, was to cup both of Dee's large breasts within her hands, toying and thumbing the woman's nipples. She hadn't even bothered, nor attempted to actually finger-fuck her yet.
In a weird way, it was like watching Muhammad Ali doing the rope-a-dope from my perspective. Just standing there against the ropes, taking it...taking whatever punishment (or in this case anyway) pleasure Dee could meter out. In the meantime, teasing like a butterfly rather than stinging like a bee, which I felt would come in time as she continued to tease, tweak and almost gently rub Dee's hard little nipples as the two women stood there facing one another.
"I bet these pretty little things are really sensitive aren't they?" Bella asked as she continued to play with them, and as Dee continued to finger-fuck Bella's cunt, her hand working almost violently away at it. So much so...I could even hear the slick, slippery juices of Bella's pussy telling me she was already considerably wet.
"How long could she just stand there and take this however?" I found myself wondering.
"I'm willing to bet too...had we more time, that I could even make you come just by playing with these sweet tits of yours," Bella offered. "Perhaps another time, I'll actually treat you to that, suck them...play with them, and tease them for you, until you do."
I think I heard a small sigh come from Dee, a very small one. But if I had...then whatever she was feeling, whatever it was Bella was doing to her, was having a profound effect on her. And oddly enough, almost simultaneously, I knew I had lost the bet, regardless of the outcome here. And I wondered in having done so...what the cost of that was going to end up being this time.
So many thoughts, emotions began running around inside my head all of a sudden. The realization of one being...I did indeed have feelings for Bella, more so than I'd been willing to admit. The sudden thought of never again doing anything with her no longer acceptable. The second realization being...though I did like Dee, a lot...and probably (admittedly would) enjoy fucking her, the fact was...I could easily forgo ever doing that if it meant something more happening between Bella and I. And so I found myself no longer unbiased here, secretly rooting for Bella to win this contest. Smiling just a little, because even with this weird tactic she was employing, I somehow knew, one way or the other she was going to win. Another thought. Never again would I ever bet against her on anything.
"I must say..." Bella seemed to purr. "I do like what you're doing to my pussy. Your finger feels really good inside me. I'm sure you can feel how slick and juicy I am. And regardless of what happens here, what I'd love to do to you after I make you come...which I will do, I would love to lay you down there on that lounge chair and suck your clit, lick that sweet tasting pussy of yours, which I'm sure it is. And I promise you...when I do, I'll make you come even harder the second time."
Bella continued playing with her tits, pulling on them a bit harder now, rolling Dee's nipples, tweaking them, taking alternate turns on them...letting go. I was fearful that she'd forget, do them both at the same time, in which case she'd lose this match. But sensing my fears perhaps she merely looked at me, winked and smiled, and continued on...pulling on one, letting go, alternating between Dee's two hard crinkly nipples.
I hadn't been hard before. But I sure as hell was hard now.
"Hmmm, David's certainly enjoying our little show," Bella mused.
"Match," I said silently to myself...though I was, whatever you wanted to call it.
"Look at that nice hard stiff prick of his. Bet you'd love feeling that up inside your pussy about now wouldn't you Dee? And I would in fact love to be laying there, watching it go in...helping to put it in...maybe even licking and sucking your clit while he's fucking you. Think about that Dee...wouldn't that feel nice? Hot? Horny? Decadent?" She asked with a deep lusty edge to her tone of voice. Only then did her hand, one anyway...suddenly begin trailing downwards over Dee's stomach. Seeing her even flinch a little as she did so.
"Here comes the sting," I said to myself.
"I bet you have one hell of a hard little clit right about now," Bella continued to purr softly. "And I'll even tell you what I'm going to do to it before I do it."
"Here comes the fancy foot-work," I thought.
"Before I slip one...and then eventually two fingers inside your slick cunt...I'm first going to take my fingers and surround that hard little clit of yours, stroking it...jerking it off just like I was jerking off David's hard cock, that one throbbing over there."
She had directed Dee's attention over towards me as I stood there, juice bubbling at the tip, shining in the glow of the outdoor pool lights. And she was right too, my dick was throbbing, swollen almost a deep purple with unbridled excitement...and hope.
"I'm going to work it a little for you, just the way I'm sure you enjoy playing with it yourself. And then...I'm going to slip a finger...and soon after two, up inside you, massage that sweet tender little spot of yours, just the way you like it. Oh yes...just like that, two fingers inside me now David...she's finger-fucking me with two fingers now. Can you hear that? Can you hear how fucking juicy and slippery I am?"
We all could. Hell, if mom and dad weren't upstairs busy fucking their own brains out, I'd almost be willing to bet they could have as loud as it was. And I even turned half expecting to find Doreen and Andy perhaps hidden away somewhere watching all this. Surprised when I didn't.
I then I heard Dee moan, though her eyes suddenly went wide with the realization of that. Determination once again setting in...but, she'd let her guard down somewhat, along with her resolve.
"Oh yeah, keep fingering me like that...and you will make me come baby," Bella cooed. "That feels so fucking good. And I'm willing to bet, even if you never have licked or sucked a woman's pussy before...you'd be damn fucking good at that too wouldn't you? I'm almost willing to bet you've at least thought about it before, even if you've never done it...yet. But you can with me, if you want to. I'd love to feel your tongue on my clit baby, just as I know you're going to enjoy feeling my tongue on yours after we're through here."
For the first time Dee spoke, but the quiver in her voice betrayed her when she did.
"And...what makes, makes you think you'll...that I'll allow you to do that?" She half panted.
"Because baby...you already know how good it'll feel. Especially with David standing there, jerking himself off while he watches me do that. You know that'll turn you on, you know how hot it will be to see him jerking and working that stiff hard cock of his for you, putting it inside you seconds after I make you come. Just imagine that Dee...your pussy throbbing, clenching, every nerve ending already on fire, and then the feel of that big...hard...stiff penetrating dick of his filling up every single square inch of this delicious pussy of yours."
Suddenly Dee's knees bent. I saw her eyes close, her mouth open in a silent scream. "Oh god!" She cried out weakly.
"That's it baby...imagine it honey. David's cock suddenly slipping into you...filling you, just like this!" Only then did Bella insert her finger, not one, or two...but three. And when she did, she pressed hard, holding them, impaling Dee's pussy. And then she came, her almost anguished surrender filling the night as she cried out, wailing at the top of her lungs.
"Yes! Yes! Yes! Fuck me David! Fuck my pussy!"
I could almost hear the crowd roar. "Ladies and gentlemen...we have a clear winner by knockout! The undisputed, undefeated champion of the world....Bella Rossi!"
**
Still weak in the knees and shaking almost violently, I helped Bella carry her over sitting her down in the lounge chair before she actually collapsed.
"How about we make her dreams come true David?" Bella quipped. "While I suck and drink this pussy of hers, make her come again...get ready to thrust that cock of yours up inside her when I tell you. Now...come stand over here and jerk it off for us, for her," she added with a wink. "I think she's been looking forward to that...haven't you Dee?" She now said softly.
All Dee could do was nod her head and smile demurely, almost embarrassed. But she really was smiling this time as Bella leaned forward, her mouth suddenly coming down gently on the woman's still trembling pussy.
"Oh my god!" She cried out again, legs spread, hands coming up to grab the back of Bella's head. "Oh yes! Yes! Eat my fucking cunt!"
**
Bella indeed made her come again, even harder this time...just like she said she would. Even before she had finished crying out her almost anguished pleasure, Bella pulled away directing me into taking her place. I slid home without hesitation, driving my cock as deep as it would go inside the hot, slick furrow of her gaping maw, glistening with Bella's spit and her own womanly juices. I plunged into her depths, pulled out, plunged in once more and felt her cunt suddenly erupt in yet again another orgasmic release, seizing her like a convulsive fit as she began shaking uncontrollably. I felt my cock suddenly spurt...my own eruption filling her, cascading like a molten volcano as the lava of my own sweet joy juice filled her pussy to overflowing.
A bit weak myself, I pulled out, flopping over to sit on the grass now next to her chair trying to catch my breath. Bella, fingers gently reaching up, opening Dee's sweet nasty little gash with the remnants of my own spunk still pouring and leaking out of her as she scooped some of it up with her fingers, now sucking and licking it off them.
She was grinning at me like a Cheshire cat.
"Go ahead Bella...tell me. What do you want me to do next after losing our bet?"
"Well, as soon as we've all recovered here, and had a bit more to drink...which you should go get for us by the way as I'm sure poor Dee here could use one. Is...you're going to pee in me again. Only this time...in my ass."
I am sure I wasn't thinking as clearly as normal when she said that, still exhausted from the exertion and excitement of all this. "I've already done that," I laughed.
"Not on me...in me," she stated again.
I finally heard what she'd just told me. "How's that even possible? No fucking way!"
"Don't worry...you will. And in front of Dee too, won't he baby?" she asked still gingerly toying with the woman's still puffy swollen pussy lips.
"Whatever you say Bella," Dee giggled pleasurably. "Whatever you say."
**
I wandered off to pour us fresh drinks returning a short time later. When I did, both Bella as well as Dee seemed a bit more collected, chatting and even laughing as though they were old friends.
"Drink up sweetie," Bella told me. "I need that bladder of yours nice and full."
Dee did look up then having heard her say that, obviously unaware of the prior conversation having taken place, or at least not registering on her.
"Why on earth do you need him to do that?" Dee asked.
"So he can pee on me...in a very special way," Bella responded simply.
"So he can do what?" Dee said actually sitting up looking at me and then asking. "You...you're actually into that?"
I nodded my head yes. After all, now was. And I was through trying to deny anything...to anyone.
"Really," she said a bit more softly, sitting back now, no doubt trying to imagine that, to which Bella again gave me a sly grin.
"Oh yes really," she said. "And I bet...if you'd like him to, he'd be more than happy to do that for you too. You'd be surprised how nice that feels, how erotic it really is Dee. It's not at all what most people think, not disgusting at all. Quite pleasurably really. And I'm willing to bet...you've thought about it before too haven't you?"
No way was I going to bet against that one either.
Dee opened her mouth as though to say something, perhaps even deny it, but she just closed it and nodded her head instead then too, though finally speaking softly, almost too soft to hear.
"Ok, admittedly...I have."
**
Two more drinks and I had a full bladder and was in desperate need of taking a piss. "Ok Dee...why don't you and I suck him together just a little now? Get him a bit firmer than he already is. After that...he's going to stick his prick just inside the opening of my ass, and start to pee. As soon as you do David, as soon as you get going...that's when I want you to shove it all the way inside me and continue to do so.
"Holy shit!" Dee exclaimed, intrigued a little maybe, even a bit unsure, perhaps slightly disgusted even...but also, aroused. Her hand had betrayed her again there too, coming up to latch onto one of her own nipples fingering it a bit. "I can't believe you're going to do this," she told me, though she seemed to be quite anxious to see it.
"Just save a bit for her David," Bella told me. "Enough at least to wet down her pussy a little. I think she'll quite enjoy that."
I was still surprised at myself in many ways for actually doing this as I soon knelt down behind Bella as she assumed the position on all fours. "May take me a while...sort of have to work through the block here," I said meekly.
"Take your time David. We're not going anywhere until after you do. In the meantime Dee...how about you play with my tits now? They've been begging for some attention of their own here."
Dee was only too happy to oblige, reaching over, pulling on, and pulling down on Bella's boobs as though she were milking a cow oddly enough. And even more oddly...it was the thought of milk squirting into a pale that triggered my ability to go. I felt the sensation begin, felt the warmth of my own urine suddenly begin spewing and knew that unbelievably enough I was actually pissing inside Bella's ass.
"Now David...now! Shove it in! Fuck me...piss me baby. Now...now....now!"
I did so, the erotically strange sensation of being fully and completely inside Bella's ass, pissing away, plunging into her depths, though saving a little just as I had promised as I reluctantly pulled out of her, aiming it now at Dee's wide-spread pussy as she lay there on her back in the grass waiting for it.
I began to spray her cunt. And as I did, she cried out in unexpected unanticipated delight enjoying the warmth of my urine as it beat playfully against her still tender clit.
**
"Damn! Who'd have thought? I can't believe he actually did that...did you see that? Never...never in a million years ever thought something like that would turn me on...get to me."
"Me neither," dad said. "And suddenly I feel like I need to pee myself."
"Really?" Mom asked. "You...you think we should? Maybe once at least? See what it's like? I mean...if we don't like it, if it's really all that yucky, dirty or disgusting, we can rush back inside and shower," mom added.
"Think you can pee on me in the shower?" Dad asked.
"Oh yeah...hell yeah," mom grinned. And then she and dad left the secrecy of the bushes where they'd been hiding watching all of this from the very beginning.
**
Having thought I'd seen movement, I looked off into the darkness towards the side of the house. I didn't see anyone of course, or anything else. But then grinned privately. "Bet Doreen got an eyeful there!" I thought. "And very possibly Andy too knowing her," I added to myself.
"Wow...I'm wasted. Exhausted," Dee finally admitted. We'd already discussed the fact that Dee would now spend the night...with Bella in her room rather than me driving her back home this late at night. And obviously as they were pretty close to the same size in most of her clothing, Bella was quite certain she'd be able to pick something out for Dee to wear to school tomorrow. "Who is she really anyway?" She then asked me. I laughed openly, chuckling at that.
"I don't know...I haven't quite figured that part out yet. She's either a Vampire, an Alien, or very possibly some sort of creature no one's aware of yet," I half jokingly stated.
"Maybe...I'm all three," Bella said somewhat seriously. "Makes you sort of wonder what our babies will look like doesn't it?"
And admittedly, I did.
To be continued...
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I had spent another full night sleeping, though I really wasn't surprised at that. Waking a good hour before my alarm went off, I rolled out of bed heading for the bathroom. Though I had a fairly full day ahead of me, at least I didn't have to head off to school as early as I usually did. And especially as I also had to take DeeDee with me once she'd gotten up and made herself presentable.
I decided to head down for coffee even though it was an hour earlier than usual, once again stepping out into the hallway. This time Bella's door was closed as I began walking past it. As I did however, I heard someone cough. It sounded like Doreen! Too curious to pass this up, I hesitated with my hand on the doorknob, turning it for a quick peek inside Bella's bedroom. Thankfully it wasn't locked. I'd have been surprised if it had been.
Needless to say, I was blown away by the sudden vision that I saw through the tiny crack in the door as I peered in. All the beds in the entire house had been custom made. Considerably larger than even a King sized bed was. Had it not been...I seriously doubted the entanglement of arms, legs, heads and everything else would have fit in it, sprawled about as they were. It was impossible to tell who was who...or where. Sheets tucked, rolled, twisted, an arm or leg here...there... sticking out impossibly at times between them. Or so it seemed. I started to close the door again when I saw Bella lift up her head looking in my direction. She smiled at me though lifting her finger towards her mouth letting me know as she did that to be quiet. I opened the door a bit more, enough to better look in as she lifted someone's arm off her chest, the hand still tenderly cupping one of her breasts as she gently placed it elsewhere. Bella then rolled out of bed, naked of course...walking towards me.
"Looks like you had one hell of a night," I actually grinned looking past her towards the bed again.
"We did yes," Bella whispered back almost conspiratorially. "It was fun...and rather eye-opening to say the least. I do believe we have turned Double Dee," she giggled. "Though I assure you...she still likes cock, even once hinted that we should go wake you...bring you in, but then things got sort of complicated after that."
"You mean with Doreen," I said looking past her again back towards the bed as someone shifted, suddenly sitting up. Dee poked her head from beneath the sheet looking tired but happily satisfied. She even giggled a bit, waving at me, blushing simultaneously, though remaining silent.
Bella looked back towards the bed, snickered, saw Dee smiling at us.
"Good thing I came in to wake you then, since obviously you won't be running today. And Dee needs to get up and get ready herself here shortly, or we'll both be late for class."
"Oh, still plan on my morning run. Wouldn't miss it. Just a bit later today is all. And as far as Dee goes...no worries, I'll get her in gear here shortly so you won't be late."
"And you best get Doreen up and going too!" I added. "Mom's apt to start wondering where she is, and I'm not sure she'd be too happy to find the three of you all in your bed together."
"No worries, trust me," Bella said. "Now shoo...we have things to do, unless you want to stand here gawking some more and make everyone late."
I allowed her to push me back then, closing the door on me, shaking my head. A bit nervously though, still smiling to myself. That was indeed a vision, and I actually did wish that they had come looking for me, even as tired as I was. I started to walk away when I heard another voice.
"Did he see me?"
"I don't think so Grace," Bella laughed. "But we'd best get everyone up before someone else comes looking for us!"
"Mom?" I almost fell over.
**
I don't even remember making it down the stairs. "Mom?" I said once again, trying to envision that, wondering "how the hell?" But then the one word answer to that came easy. "Bella". If anyone...could do the impossible, she could. I laughed then, strangely enough...the only "impossible...well maybe not even that. Unlikely," I changed considering it...was Irene. Now had she been in the room as well, I really would have passed out. I entered the kitchen to the smell of freshly brewed coffee.
Irene was nowhere to be seen.
"No fucking way!" I said out loud which is when dad came wandering into the kitchen, pouring himself a cup of coffee on his way out the door. Even stranger...he was whistling. Dad never whistled. Especially when heading off to work.
"No fucking way what?" He then asked looking bright-eyed happy and alert.
"Ah...no fucking way am I going to be late today," I said lamely, though he didn't seem to really notice, back to whistling again as he gathered up his brief case preparing to head off.
"Seen your mother?" He then asked, though Irene's absence was even more telling.
"Ah no...why?" I asked worriedly.
"Never mind...no big deal," he said grinning. "Tell her when you see her, I'll call her a little later on, see how she's doing," he said curiously. And then he left. I stood there listening to him whistling again. One thing that was as sure as the sun coming up every morning. Dad never left for work without kissing mom good-bye. It was the first time I was aware of anyway, that he hadn't."
"Now where the fucks Irene?" I asked.
"Right here silly boy," she said suddenly appearing in the kitchen. "Don't forget to rinse out your cup before you go," she told me. Irene too looked as though she could use a bit more sleep. And not only that. She hadn't addressed me as Mr. Somers.
**
I told Irene I'd be out on the patio finishing my second cup of coffee waiting for Dee to come downstairs. A short time later she did, wearing a nice outfit, obviously one that Bella had picked out for her. She looked good in it, and I told her so. But in my mind, I was seeing Bella wearing it. "So...ready to go?"
"If we have to," she said almost wishfully. "Wish I could stay and go for a run with them," she then added.
"Them?" But Dee just smiled at me and said nothing further about that.
"Come on Davey," she giggled a bit. "We'd best get going...or we'll both be late!"
I pulled the car down the drive slowly heading towards the main street. Sure enough off in the distance I saw Bella...and then someone else it seemed running beside her, both obviously naked. But then I saw another figure, also nude, just then lumbering up a small rise as they stood in place, jogging, waiting for her. It was hard to see who it was really...but then I realized it could only be one other person.
"No fucking way!" I said again, but then they just as quickly disappeared down another rise and out of sight after that. All I could really do was wonder as I pulled the car out onto the highway.
**
Bella was outside by the pool waiting for me when I got home. As I stepped out onto the patio, she came running up to me...bare assed naked of course. I was pleased when she threw her arms around my neck, kissing me.
"Missed you!"
"Missed you too!" I told her, pleased that she had.
"Come on, we have just enough time for a swim...and a blow job before dinner."
I laughed, thinking she was joking as she pulled me along behind her towards the pool. "Yeah right," I said laughing it off, though she looked at me...seriously.
"No...really. Hurry up, take your clothes off, sit on the bank while I get you off. I've been neglectful of my duties lately," she added as I now hurriedly stripped off my clothes, looking back towards the house. No doubt, mom and Irene were busy in the kitchen. It wouldn't take much for either one of them to look out and see us. Even with my back turned towards them, sitting on the edge of the pool with Bella between my legs. It wouldn't take a rocket scientist to figure out what she was doing to me.
"What about..." I said turning back around, looking again.
"I think David...that issue is no longer of importance, or concern around here," she grinned. "Let's just say...things have gotten a bit more interesting of late."
"You're telling me," I said as she suddenly wrapped her mouth around my still somewhat flaccid cock...which wouldn't remain so very long. "That was mom in your room this morning wasn't it?"
She said "Ah huh" still sucking my dick.
"So in other words...the four of you had a pussy party?" Wondering if there had been five. Though there had been too many limbs sticking out everywhere to know for sure. Certainly too many to keep straight. But all Bella did was say "Ah huh" again, still licking and sucking my cock.
"Quit talking...and enjoy this, unless you'd rather I stop," she informed me. "We can talk about the rest of it later...after dinner this evening," she then said, though I was again worried about someone seeing us out here, seeing what we were doing as I looked back towards the house again. "And quit worrying about that too," she added. "Not like they haven't watched us before," she giggled slurping on the head of my cock now, purposely...making me jump and twitch with the added sensation and pure pleasure she was giving me.
"Oh? And when did they do that?" I asked straining the words as my balls began to tighten.
"When you...I and Double Dee were having our contest," she laughed, but then drawing me deeply into her mouth again, almost swallowing me whole.
"Fuck...so there was someone!" I said suddenly remembering. "Mom and dad? Holy shit!" I added to that, just as my balls released and began filling Bella's mouth with a huge load of cum.
The rest of my unanswered questions would have to wait.
**
By the time we had gotten dressed and come back inside again, dinner was almost ready. Mom smiled, greeting me, ruffling my hair with her hands. "Enjoy your swim?" she asked, but before I could answer she then turned towards Bella. "Oh and by the way honey...something just arrived for you by courier...it's out in the sitting room."
"Oh really for me?" She asked curiously, and then I followed her into the room where dad was just then sitting it down on the table. It was large, heavy and well packed.
"This is for you...just came," dad said handing over the paper work to Bella. "From somewhere in Italy," he added having obviously looked at the ship from address.
Bella actually blushed a little. Obviously she knew what it was. "It's from Papa," she said. "I've been expecting it. Go ahead Mr. Somers, open it." I turned looking towards dad, wondering at the formality, but he just smiled and then pulled out his pocketknife working the sealed lid open on the rather well padded and packed looking case. It was packed with straw as it appeared, and individualized sealed containers besides that. Lifting one, he popped open the lid on that and then drew out a bottle of wine. He read the label, handing it to me.
"BR Vineyards," he said looking at the bottle of rich dark red wine, a scrolled B & R on the equally fancy looking label that depicted a rather old, but stylish looking house.
"That's where I live," Bella stated. "That's our vineyard, that's our home...and this is the wine we make." She now informed everyone. "Daddy named the vineyard after me. Bella Rossi wines." And now I knew something more about Bella I hadn't known before. And I realized as I stood there holding a bottle of rather expensive looking wine in my hand...it was about time that I did.
**
"Ok if we have a bottle of this with dinner?" Dad asked.
Bella lightened up just a little, obviously a little embarrassed by all this, though I wasn't sure why. Obviously she came from a family with money, I just hadn't known to what extent yet. She was obviously well off.
"Of course it is...Papa sent it for you, I'll translate his note later if you'd like. But it's his way of saying thank you for allowing me to live with you over the next six months. You can expect a case of wine every week going forward. He'll try and mix it up a little for you. Our Vineyard is just a short distance away from the Alps, down in the Po Basin. Since the soil is so fertile and rich there, we're able to cultivate a wide variety of differing grapes. As such, we make a lot of Chardonnay, Cabernet, though mostly this one...the Pinot. I think you'll enjoy it."
Bella just became for me an enigma of several unanswered questions.
We soon sat down to dinner, and surprisingly, mom insisted that Irene as well as Doreen and Andy likewise join us. It was a rare event, though it had happened before. But under the circumstances, with the wine and all...they had felt it worth celebrating, and finally getting to know a bit more about our foreign guest. Though looking at the brief glances everyone seemed to be tossing back and forth amongst one another, I got the distinct impression everyone knew a bit more about her than I did.
"So tell us about the Vineyard Bella, how come your father named it after you then?"
She was obviously a bit less sure of herself, and surprisingly self-conscious, though she began. "Well for one thing...I'm an only child. My mother died during childbirth, so I was raised by my father and two uncles, and two aunts of course. So it wasn't like I didn't have a motherly figure to guide me as a child growing up. I did. But it was an interesting experience to say the least, and not one I am too sure you'd be interested in hearing about. Suffice it to say...I was daddy's girl, and hence the Vineyard being re-named after me... after I was born."
"It must be wonderful growing up in a place like that," mom spoke wondering.
"Oh it is...was, don't get me wrong. I loved growing up there, it's so beautiful and all. But it was my dream to get an education, graduate with a degree, something that no other woman in my entire family has ever done. Needless to say...it is Papa's dream that I one day take over the Vineyard and run it myself. I...and my chosen partner in life. Though if Papa has his way...it's one he has chosen for me."
Bella then looked at me, letting me know in an instant she was spoken for. Which perhaps explained in a way, her almost carefree, rebellious life-style.
"Papa expects me to return and begin doing that, as soon as I leave here once I graduate. What he doesn't know yet...is I have no intention of doing so. I do love the Vineyard, love living there. But it's never been my desire, or dream to ever take it over from him. Which is why I am a little embarrassed about my initials being on the bottle. And why I am also not looking forward to really going back, having to face him about that...and," she choked up then, not quite finishing. It was the first time I had ever seen Bella become truly emotional.
I was a bit choked up myself. I was falling in love with a woman that I now knew I would never be allowed to marry for one thing. Never accepted. And the fact that she and her family lived half a world away, made it even more obvious to me. About all I could do was accept, and enjoy her for the now almost too short period of time I did have. After that...I knew there never would be anything more.
**
We finished dinner on more of an upbeat note, which the wine oddly enough contributed towards. Dad was ecstatic when Bella convinced him to open up two more bottles, which he did so that everyone had at least a third, if not four glasses of it before we excused ourselves, carrying the forth glass of wine and stepped outside.
"Let's tub...and talk," she told me. I knew mom and dad would no doubt be joining us in a bit. But I was glad for the time alone with her. I wasn't even nervous or the least bit concerned as we stripped down getting naked again, settling down into the hot tub along with the wine we now drank...from her vineyard. Bella's very own...vineyard. It was almost too overwhelming a thought to consider as we clinked our glasses together in a silent toast.
We then sat in silence after doing that, but only a moment. "Go ahead, ask me. I know you're curious and must be thinking about it."
I was. And I did. "So...you're obviously spoken for."
She nodded her head adding. "In a way yes. Let's just say that Papa's already made his mind up about the kind of man he wishes me to marry. Though I've made that plainly clear to him, I'm not ready to marry yet. What he of course doesn't know...is that if he insists, and never gives me his blessing, then I will never marry. That is, and will be by my choice then...not his. But that still leaves the problem of the vineyard of course. Sure...it will most certainly be kept running within the family regardless of what happens to me. My dear sweet uncles will see to that. But they have very little involved in it by way of true ownership. Even Papa has seen to that legally on paper as well. Right now I own forty percent of it, and Papa has forty-one. The rest...divided equally between my uncles. So as you can see...one day, I will inherit the rest of it."
I thought about that for a moment. "Well...not to be gruesome here, but what happens after your father dies and you do inherit the remaining shares of it? What then? Can't you simply sell it or deed it off...or let your uncles buy you out and take it over from there?"
"No." She said simply. Papa saw to it, that if I ever did that, then the entire vineyard was to be auctioned off to another owner at a Euro a share. Including the shares currently and semi-owned by my uncles. So you see...they would become destitute, without income, and without something that has been in my family for generations. I can't ever do that to them. So simply put David...I have no idea what I'm going to do when the time finally does come. What I do have...is six months to think about it. Six months to rest and relax, gain an education...and have fun...with you."
Bella kissed me then, and then moved over sitting in my lap. "I need you inside me David. Please...make love to me. Right here...right now."
I knew that mom and dad could come walking outside at any moment. But for the very first time, I could have cared less. I placed the tip of my cock in the warm juicy place that it most needed to be in, the place she most needed me to be. And this time, we didn't fuck. We danced, almost musically together out there beneath the stars. But what we did do...was make love. Honestly and sincerely. And it was there we also came together, simultaneously as one, our orgasms as one...fully and completely unlike they had ever been before, including the first time we had ever done it.
Bella was still sitting on my shaft, still impaled deeply inside her though we had finally collected ourselves when mom and dad came strolling out.
"Mind if we join you?" Mom asked, only then making me feel a little unsure of the situation when they did that. I wasn't at all surprised when they each removed their robes of course, showing us that they too were naked. I was however prepared to move Bella off me at that point, even though it might be a little embarrassing though it was clearly obvious to them both...to all of us, what we'd been doing. It was one thing to sit there in front of your own parents naked...and they you. It was something else entirely to be fucking while they were. Even though I now knew...they had watched the two of us previously.
"Only if you don't mind your sons cock staying inside me for the moment," Bella announced. "I'd rather not leave it just yet."
"Don't mind at all," dad said surprising me. "As long as the two of you don't mind you is mother taking my cock inside her." Mom actually giggled at that.
Now I knew things would never ever be the same around here again. And suddenly, I was grateful for that. Which is about the time mom climbed up into dad's lap.
Suddenly I wasn't quite so sure.
**
After six glasses of wine, it came as no big surprise when Bella announced that she had to pee. Mom giggled upon hearing that. The effects of the wine no doubt, as I was enjoying a pretty nice buzz myself now. Added to that, the fact that mom and dad had indeed been "doing it" though they had been keeping things toned down a bit, only slightly moving...like that really made any difference. Of course...Bella had remained sitting in my lap as well, she and mom talking away, chatting about anything and everything, while dad and I sat fucking (yes fucking now) the two of them.



"Me too!" Mom announced suddenly sitting up. It was the first time I ever recalled seeing my father with an erection. I hadn't seen anything of it that night out in the maze due to the darkness. And frankly, I was impressed, even though I was still weirded out a little.
Bella stepped out of the tub preparing to head inside the house when mom stopped her cold...still giggling. "No...don't. Don't go inside Bella," she said looking at me a little sheepishly, blushing a bit...giggling some more. "Do it here...on me. Please," she said blowing me away. I know my mouth was open...wide, as were my eyes. I looked over at dad, but he didn't seem surprised at all, if anything...even more excited than he had been. That much was now clearly obvious. Even more so as he stood to get a better look.
Bella grinned, looked at me, winked, and then took mom by the hand laying down on the patio while instructing mom to basically sit down on her...pussy to pussy.
"Whenever you're ready...I'll meet you there," Bella told her. And then just like that, mom tossed her head back, sighed pleasurably, and began peeing...as did Bella. Dad moved over leaning over the side of the hot tub to watch, as I now did. We sat there watching a small pool suddenly form beneath the two of them, spreading slowly out in almost every direction. Mom was still sighing in relief...and yet pleasure too, especially as Bella laying beneath her began moving...grinding against her.
Dad stood stepping out of the tub, walked over looking anxiously down at the two of them.
"Go ahead Harold," Bella said. "Do it...let me feel it...pee on me." And then he was. I was in a state of shock as I climbed out of the tub, stepping over to stand beside them all. Mom looking up at me with pleasure in her eyes, now grinding back and against Bella.
"Do it David...do it," she said simply.
And then suddenly I was. I watched the stream of my urine shoot out, splashing and covering my own mother's breasts. I was peeing on my own fucking mother! As was dad, though we now stood there peeing on them both. Bella smiling and laughing the whole time.
"Ok Grace...you win, I lose. Never in a million years did I think that David would actually pee on you. Guess I was actually wrong about that."
Bella wasn't undefeated any more. And somehow...I felt good about that.
But I had still just pissed on mom.
To be continued...
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After our totally unplanned for, totally surprising, and certainly shocking episode out on the patio deck with mom and dad of all people...Bella and I soon after retired. I did have an early day ahead of me tomorrow with school again, though it was also an early day home too. Something I had purposely scheduled in order to take advantage of a somewhat extended weekend. And it was the fact that it was the weekend that Bella reminded me of something else as she curled up against me there in her bed. This too being a first for us. The first time I'd been invited to share her bed for the entire night, though she also made it a point of letting me know this wasn't to be a permanent situation. Just in special circumstances, like the way tonight had been. Exhausted, spent, I spooned her, enjoying the feel of her soft breast as it filled my hand.
"No nipple tickling," she warned me. "If you tease my nipple, you'll make me horny again. If I get horny again, you'll have to fuck me. If you fuck me...it'll take me a while to cum again, which means you'll be tired in the morning. If you're tired in the morning, you could be late for school, and unlikely up for going to the party tomorrow night."
"Party?" And then I remembered. We'd been invited back to Tracy and Derrick's place for what they said was a small intimate little party with some friends of theirs. "Oh yeah...that's right," I then added, still not sure even now if I was up for that. I'd been on an emotional rollercoaster most of the night having learned so much more about this amazing creature I was pressing against. And not too surprisingly, with her soft full breast filling my hand, the caress of her tight ass against my currently flaccid cock, I felt it stir as the vision of that, even though she was actually there with me, now filled my head.
"You're growing."
"I am."
"You're going to fuck me."
"I am."
"You're going to be tired in the morning."
"Probably."
"You won't feel like partying tomorrow night."
"Yes I will...bet me," I said softly whispering in her ear as I now eased my cock into that reawakened slippery hot passage between her legs.
"Not a chance," she moaned pleasurably, as she moved back against me, taking the entire length of my shaft as deeply as she possibly could. We moved slowly together after that for a very, very long time.
It was worth every minute of sleep that we lost.
**
Admittedly I was dragging when I got up the following morning. Not too surprisingly Bella had already gotten up, though I'd obviously been dead to the world when she had. I smiled seeing the small folded little note waiting for me on her pillow, opening...reading.
"Morning lazy bones. When you finally do wake up, please make the bed." She had punctuated that with a smiley face, giving a blowjob. "I'll contact Tracy and Derrick later on today for details about tonight, and let you know what the plan is after you get home from school. Suggest lots of caffeine today, you're going to need it!" She punctuated that one with another smiley face, this one laying on its back with its legs spread, another smiley face going down on it. "And thank you for last night...it was truly wonderful," she added, though her sign off intrigued me. She had signed it, "Love, B."
I rolled out of bed, pee'd and then came back and made the bed. I headed back to my own room to shower and dress, and then headed downstairs for my morning coffee. I was running late, but still had plenty of time to make my first class without being late if I didn't dawdle, and as long as the traffic didn't pose any problems.
There was another note waiting for me propped up against my favorite coffee cup, which is about the time that I realized the house was eerily silent. Dad had already headed off to work himself of course, but there was again no Irene. And I hadn't bumped into Doreen as yet either, nor mom for that matter...who as was most normally the case, sharing a cup of coffee with Irene waiting for me, and for dad so she could give him his good-bye kiss in the morning.
I opened the note, surprised to find it had been written from Irene.
"Good morning Mr. Somers. Don't forget to rinse out your coffee cup." That was all the note said. I walked over to the patio door stepping out sipping on my coffee. Off in the distance I saw what appeared to be four women, all naked, all jogging together side by side as they crested a small hill and then disappeared moments later running down the other side. I just shook my head, finished my coffee rinsing out my cup.
I really needed to start working out again.
**
I think I had consumed more caffeine powered boost drinks than I ever had before, finally arriving home from school, which perhaps hadn't been the wisest decision. My intent had been to grab a quick nap for a couple of hours after arriving home. Instead, I was buzzing...bouncing off the walls. Mom had given Irene, Doreen AND Andy the day off for some odd reason, so Irene had quite naturally headed off to visit with her sister. Doreen and Andy taking off for an afternoon at the beach, leaving mom and I as the only one's there as she likewise informed me that Bella was out shopping, looking for a new outfit to wear to the party tonight.
"Sounds like you have an interesting evening ahead," mom said sharing with me the fact that Bella had actually told her about it, even going so far as to describe the house and all the incredible features it contained, including the underground tropical paradise with its special room back behind the water fall. Though slightly surprised that she had, I was even more surprised when mom stated that she wanted to talk to me about something. She seemed a bit nervous, apprehensive as she asked me to sit with her.
"What's up mom?" I asked curiously.
"I just want to make sure that we're ok," she began. "You know what I mean," she said blushing a bit. "I am your mother...first and foremost, but admittedly David, your father and I are discovering things about ourselves we've never realized before. And to be perfectly honest about it...we're enjoying it. Just not sure how you feel with regards to the changes in us you're obviously seeing. I mean...we've, well...you know, done things...things that perhaps we might not should be doing, especially in front of our own son. I just didn't want you thinking anything horrible about your father and I because of it."
"I'm not," I assured her. "Sure...at first maybe it seemed a little weird, a little strange to me. It's not like I haven't seen you naked before," I began. Nudity in front of one another growing up never had been an issue. My parents had brought me up not to think that way, so I was used to seeing them both like that, especially later when I came of age as we then actually began sitting out in the Jacuzzi together after dinner in the evenings. But...I did laugh a little as we sat there discussing it. "Just saying...takes a little getting used to is all, not that I mind the sudden changes I'm seeing in you two. Don't get me wrong, I'm actually happy for it mom. I mean...nice to know you and dad are still as affectionate as you've ever been, if not more so. But walking out and catching the two of you doing it on the stone bench was only the beginning. Seeing dad with an erection for the first time, another little..." I laughed openly. "Ok, not so little admittedly, but unexpected confrontation there, so good for you. But actually seeing it like that, my own father. Took a bit of getting used to. And then of course..."
"I know...finding out that I'd actually been with Bella, though let me assure you, your dad knew all about that before that ever happened. Needless to say, he was anxious as all get out to hear the details later on that evening after he got home. But I also wanted to tell you, just in case you're worried about it David. He has NO desire to be with Bella himself, beyond fantasizing a little bit about her perhaps, and enjoying the voyeuristic aspects of actually looking at her. But beyond that, he has no designs, or intentions of doing anything more than that. He and I both wanted you to know that. And I also wanted you to know, if it bothers you that Bella and I did fool around that wild crazy night...well, I'm willing to forgo ever allowing that to happen again if it upsets you at all."
I'd already thought about that and come to a conclusion about it. It didn't. Though perhaps I was being a bit hypocritical in a sense that I was just as glad to hear dad didn't have any intentions of doing anything with her either.
"Mom, the way I look at it is this. Bella has now taught me things about myself that I honestly didn't realize either. Yeah true...she's a bit more open-minded and uninhibited than most people, but look how happy you and dad are because of it. You've changed, maybe not a lot...but a little. You look better, you are certainly dressing sexier than you ever have before," which I noted in what she happened to be wearing now, another tight fitting pair of shorts showing off her still toned, and tanned legs, a skimpy tank top that hugged her curves nicely, likewise showing off her more than ample breasts, even though she was wearing a bra. "And the fact that you're doing that has made dad happy, more so than I've ever seen him...says a lot. So no mom...I'm in no position to judge, or suggest you and dad do anything other than explore those emotions and feelings, regardless of what they are...or regardless of what the two of you chose to do about them."
Mom was grinning from ear to ear. "I'm glad to hear you say that," she told me. "Because I also want you to know something, and I don't want you finding out about it from anyone else but me when I tell you this. But tonight, after your father gets home from work, after you and Bella have gone off to that party this evening...your dad and I plan on having a little party of our own...with Doreen, and Andy."
Ok...that one surprised me. Not so much that both mom and dad were actually venturing out a little themselves, but that they were obviously going against their own rules in a sense...fooling around with the hired help.
"We've already discussed this with them of course," mom continued. "Our first concerns being because they did work for us. But we're all in agreement, so I think we'll be ok. They're more like family anyway, as opposed to being staff. But while they're on the clock...it's business and work as usual. Off the clock...well," she grinned. "And especially after Bella told us about that little party the four of you had together. Oh my...and as Doreen told us even more about it after we talked to them, she's anxious again to experience even more of that. Bella's already given me that leather outfit to wear she showed me, and I am of course anxious to see the look on your father's face when he sees me wearing it," she said blushing slightly once more, though her breathing suddenly took on a bit more rapid sound to it.
"Holy shit! Mom's getting aroused right here in front of me!" I thought to myself, and she was too!
"Anyway...I'm just relieved, and glad we can be as open about all this as we have been lately. You are after all a grown man, and it's nice that we can discuss things like this in an adult way, even if you are my son. I just like and appreciate the openness we all have, the openness that Bella has shown your father and I. Your dad and I have always had...fantasies," she said still blushing even more. We've just never really acted upon most of them...until now. But now that we have, neither one of us has any intention of going back again now either. So as long as it doesn't upset or bother you any that your parents have decided to just be their horny old selves...and allow you to do the same, then...well, let's just be adults about it, and enjoy it as long as we're not upsetting or hurting anyone."
The fact that I could now see mom's nipples had hardened pressing against the tight form fitting tank top she had on, even with her bra on...further confirmed that she was aroused and horny. Now it was my turn to blush as I caught her eye, after she'd caught mine looking at them.
"I know...I'm horny," she laughed, having said that just as we heard the sound of mom's car pulling up in the drive. "Ah...that must be Bella," she said perhaps slightly relieved, and though our conversation hadn't been exactly awkward in any way...I was now getting a bit turned on myself...so it was definitely time to change the subject. Bella came walking in to the sitting room where we were moments later carrying an arm full of shopping bags, walking over first kissing me on the cheek, and then mom. Though simultaneously she reached down into one of the bags, pulling something out in order to show her what it was.
"Got you the one I was telling you about," she said easily not at all bothered by the fact she was showing mom what was obviously a rather interesting looking vibrator, right there in front of me. "I think you'll like it," she smiled knowingly. "I certainly love mine...just wish to hell I'd brought it with me," she added. "But this one does all sorts of things, depending on what you like." Bella now turned it on and began demonstrating all its various uses and stimulations. "And I'm willing to bet...you can tease the hell out of Doreen with it tonight too," she said.
"I think I will," mom grinned thinking about it. "But first...I best become familiar with it myself. So if you'll excuse me, this horny lady as some personal business to attend to!" And with that, mom stood up, taking her new toy with her upstairs to her bedroom.
"Let me know if you want any help with it," Bella called out to her just as she disappeared around the corner of the door, chuckling. To which mom responded back almost immediately.
"Don't tempt me."
**
I was still sitting there when Bella looked down and pointed at me, as she burst out laughing.
"You've got a boner!"
I know my face turned crimson the moment she pointed out the obvious, because I did...a big one in fact.
"Yeah...I do, a big hard throbbing one too!" I responded back.
"Well...aren't you the naughty little boy, getting all horny and turned on by your own mother, and she you... by the looks of it. I saw those hard little nipples of hers. Had you not been sitting here, I'd have been tempted to lean over and take one into my mouth."
"You should have. I'll be the first to admit Bella, I'd probably have enjoyed seeing that. But no...just watching that, not doing anything myself. That's a line I'm NOT willing to cross. Watching is one thing..."
"How about peeing?"
"Ok...you got me on that one...but that was sort of indirect contact, though even then...not sure I'll ever do so again. But having said that, and especially after talking to mom like I did? As far as I'm concerned, I'm no longer going to worry about what they're doing around here, any more than I'm going to worry about what you and I are doing around here either."
Bella had the most beautiful smile on her face I had ever seen. "I'm so glad to hear you say that," she told me. "It will make living here so much easier...for all of us. Now...get your mind out of the gutter, let that prick of yours go down because neither you nor I are going to do anything about it...or to it, until this evening. We've got a long night ahead of us according to what Tracy told me, so I do hope you're going to be up for it, though by the looks of it...I'm sure you will be."
I shook my head knowing she was right. It was more than likely to be one very long, yet very interesting evening after having met those two a week ago now.
"I do have one other question I've been meaning to ask you though," I told her.
"Oh, and what's that?"
"How the hell did you ever convince Irene to go running with you naked in the morning?"
Bella again laughed. "Oh sweetie, that had absolutely nothing to do with me! That was all your mom, she's the one that convinced Irene to run along with us after she began doing it. Irene apparently has been complaining for ages about her weight, about how she looks, and that she's actually started seeing some guy from time to time when she has the night off. But she also told us both, she hasn't had sex in well over three years now. Not because she doesn't have the urge, she's just been self-conscious about herself. So it was at your mothers prompting and suggestion that she run with us...naked yes. But in doing so, she'll be constantly reminded of it, and that will continue to give her the incentive that she needs. I run naked now because I actually enjoy it. But wearing clothes hides what we are, what we've become. If we want to change who we are, into who we want to be...being naked is a constant reminder of that. That's the reason your mom started running with me, not that she has a lot of weight to lose, but she wants to look better than she already does. Once you start doing that...naked, you actually can see the changes taking place. Like I said, I now run that way because I enjoy doing it. But believe it or not David...ten years ago, I weighed over a hundred kilos."
"No way," though to be honest, I had no idea how much that really was, though it sounded like a lot.
"Oh yes...way. I really did. Anyway, that's why she's running with us now. And guess what? Irene's enjoying it...and now knowing my story, she no longer looks at me the same way she first did. Funny how we all judge people before knowing them isn't it?"
I could only nod my head in agreement with that one. But I also told myself I really did need to start working out again. Perhaps even running too...though I doubted I'd do that naked. Well, maybe with a jockstrap on at the very least.
**
Though fashionably late perhaps, we weren't the last ones to arrive either. Derrick and Tracy both greeted us at the door...naked, obviously setting the tone and the mood of the party almost from the onset.
"I feel...overdressed now," Bella mused. The new outfit she'd bought, a skin tight, low cut, short hemmed almost silky feeling, bright red affair that looked great on her, especially with her dark olive complexion and hair seemed to have been purchased for no real good reason.
"Oh, no worries, everyone else is still dressed," Tracy assured her. "We just like greeting everyone this way, tends to put everyone else at ease when the time does come for everyone to strip off and get naked. Love your dress by the way...where did you get it anyway?"
I shook hands with Derrick, unable to help myself in doing so, looking down, watching his prick bounce happily as we did that before following the girls down the foyer into the main room where everyone else had gathered waiting for the rest of the guests to arrive, which Derrick explained was another couple they knew, as well as their close neighbors...Debra and Mike.
"Oh yeah, we sort of met them already," or at least Bella knows Debra anyway," I added. "They're the couple whose son and his friend's peed on Bella when she got that Jelly fish sting." I said recalling the fabricated story.
"Yes, that's them, they just called in fact, they're on their way, as are our other friends, Chris and Marsha, who should be arriving here shortly. Something you two should know about them as well," he also stated, "though everyone else knows them quite well already. But I'll explain that to Bella and to you here in a moment after we've all had a chance to enjoy a drink and relax while we're waiting for everyone else to arrive."
Almost immediately Derrick walked over to the bar that was sitting off to one side, fully stocked with almost everything imaginable by the looks of it, though he immediately brought a bottle of wine up from behind the counter, opening it...and began pouring.
"Thought you'd enjoy this," he said as he handed us our glasses. Two other already empty bottles of it sitting on the counter. "Just picked this up this evening from the store," he began. "Sort of in honor of Bella here since she comes from there. It's a bit expensive, but I can assure you well worth it if you ever decide to get one for yourself."



Bella and I just looked at one another.
"Not one word," she told me seriously. "Not one."
I wasn't about to say anything.
**
They now introduced us to the other two couples who had already arrived. We first met Patrick and Becky, though he preferred going by the name Pat. A tall man, taller than anyone else there, well over six feet. His wife Becky, just the opposite, the most petite woman there, even more so than Tracy was, and even smaller in the bust, almost flat chested. Pat looked as though he could be a bouncer as big and brawny as he was without an ounce of fat, though we soon learned he was an investment stockbroker, and did well at it.
We then met Steve and Julie, another interesting couple. Julie was model material, or would have been anyway had it not been for her extremely large bust size, something we would come to learn later were natural, and not enhanced by any means. She was just a few inches shorter than Patrick was, and several inches taller than her husband Steve, with long flowing bright red hair that fell way past her shoulders. Her husband Steve reminded me a little of the guy in the Mr. Clean ads on TV. Likewise solidly built, bald-headed though he purposely kept it that way, with an almost identical earring in his ear just like the cartoon character from the TV ad.
"Well, before they get here, I suppose I should tell you a little bit about our other two friends so that you'll be forewarned ahead of time," Derrick started having already peaked my curiosity and interest, along with Bella's. "Chris and Marsha, a couple that Tracy and I have known for years now, and who were amongst the original couples that we began swinging with early on. The thing is...and something you need to be aware of before they get here. Chris...is a shemale."
I'd of course heard the term, and seen on the Internet women, or men...however you looked at it, who had breasts, along with a cock. From what I had heard and learned, though a few were actually going through some sort of transition into becoming a woman, many of them preferred being just what they were. A woman with a dick. Which as Derrick explained it to us, was Chris's case. And his wife Marsha preferred it that way. Enjoying women every bit as much as she enjoyed being with a man. So in having married Chris years ago, she more or less had them both in that regard.
"Anyway...we thought we'd best let the two of you know that before they get here. To anyone else who sees them together, you'd think they were a lesbian couple...seriously. Chris...is actually a very, very gorgeous looking woman, as you'll soon see, as is her wife Marsha. But she's also got a rather impressive looking cock on her too...almost as big as Mr. Cleans' is over there."
Obviously, we weren't the only ones who noticed the similarity between Steve and the character he looked so closely alike. But I was even more interested in meeting this Chris person...as was Bella.
"Wow...she really does sound interesting, I'm already looking forward to fucking her!" Bella stated. And oddly enough...I was actually looking forward to seeing that too!
We stood around chatting further getting more familiar with everyone, drinking Bella's wine...when the rest of the guests arrived within moments of one another. Bella of course immediately greeting Debra along with Mike in a very friendly way...making me wonder though I said nothing more about that, and now wouldn't. But I...along with Bella was indeed intrigued as we were soon introduced to both Chris and Marsha seconds later. Derrick was right...Chris was a very striking looking woman. Not at all like I was half expecting. There was absofuckinglutely nothing about her...that suggested she was anything but a woman. Not one single thing...other than the dick she obviously had between her legs. She had nice looking breasts, what was yes...dyed blonde hair with a few black roots showing, but other than that, there was nothing artificial about her that I could see whatsoever. Marsha was obviously of Spanish, or Latin descent, her skin tone just slightly darker than Bella's, her hair equally as dark if not even more so...almost coal black in color, with deep dark offsetting eyes that gave her a most unusual, alluring appearance. They indeed made a most interesting couple as we stood there chatting for a few minutes before being directed into the "play room", as Derrick had shown us and explained to us the last time we had been here.
"Going to be one hell of a party isn't it?" Bella said whispering as we followed everyone else down the hall. "I can hardly wait to get this dress off," she then told me.
"Women..." I said silently to myself. But I was anxious now to see everyone else naked as well.
**
They had obviously prepared a few special things beforehand, though at first...neither Bella nor I had any idea as to why. Directly in the middle of the room sat five chairs all gathered together there in the middle, back to back. Two on one side, three on the other.
"We always like to begin these parties with a sort of game," Derrick informed us, especially as we were relatively new to all of this. "Though this is one of Tracy's favorite games, and then I have one of my own, which we'll also play later. We also sort of have something else we enjoy doing throughout the evening, which you can participate in doing if you'd like, though you certainly don't have to. Just makes it sort of interesting come the end of the evening if you will. But I'll explain that a bit later to you. Right now, we'll start off with what Tracy and I affectionately call this game, as musical fuck. Being the host, I'll sit this one out, so hence the five chairs, for five guys. Or if you prefer....four guys and Chris," he chuckled, though so did Chris upon hearing that.
The rest should be obvious to you all, with one minor exception. There will only be one couple winner. And the winner of this game receives a special prize at the end of the evening, so there really is an incentive to play and win this thing. So...for the girls, while the music is playing...they will slowly walk around the chairs that the "dicks" are sitting in. When the music stops, they will of course attempt to lay claim to one of the chairs, climbing up and into the lap of the dick who is sitting there. Obviously the woman who doesn't succeed in doing so...is out. After that however...everyone else fucks...for as long as it takes until one of the dicks comes. Whoever does first...is then also out. And then we begin again. Obviously, the last couple remaining will be declared the winner of this particular event and will be treated to something special towards the end of the evening. Everyone understand how the game is played then?"
"Damn it Bella...I knew you should have gotten me off before we came here," I stated a little too loudly, to which everyone burst out laughing. Though I had to laugh at myself after that. "Well it's true," I said still joining the laughter. "I've been horny all day just thinking about this...and now, well hell...the moment anyone sits on my cock, I'm probably a goner!"
"Just as long as you're not done for the evening after that," Tracy grinned. "Oh and by the way...we do have a handy supply of Viagra if anyone needs it."
I considered taking one...but then Bella made me feel a whole lot better moments later. "Honey...don't worry, as horny as you get, and as often as you're able to come a night...I'm willing to bet if they give prizes for the most times a man can climax, you'll win hands down. So don't worry about it...even if you do lose the first game, I have a feeling, you'll be the big winner tonight. And that...you can bet on."
Having heard that, I suddenly knew...I honestly would be.
"Ok, let the games begin!" I announced, and then along with everyone else...stripped off my clothing.
To be continued...
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Before we got really started however, it was imperative that the guys all be appropriately 'readied' for the event. The girls thus became our 'fluff' girls in a sense as they soon saw to the games requirements, each one now stroking and fondling their respective partners until all the guys...Chris included stood proud and tall. It was the first time I got a real good look at my stiff competition.
I realized immediately they hadn't been exaggerating about Mr. Cleans, or rather Steve's equipment, or Chris's either. They both clearly had the largest cocks there. Steve's was long, though perhaps not quite as thick as mine was, with a slight right hand bend to it, reminding me a little of a hard firm banana. Slim tipped...his cock head already purple in color seemed anxious to get going.
Chris however was even more interesting for several reasons. Not only did she have a large cock, almost as big as Steve's was, certainly thicker, but she also had a much larger cock-head, appearing a bit like a miniature plum capping it, likewise swollen purple and throbbing. But in addition to that of course...she actually had gorgeous looking tits. They weren't overly large, or certainly small by any means. And later that evening out of pure curiosity I had asked Tracy if she had had them enhanced. She hadn't. They were as real and natural as any of those there. The hormone treatments she'd taken had seen to that. Nipples long and thick, light tan in color...and just begging to be sucked.
I found myself giving that some thought.
Derrick of course was similarly built to me, though I had seen his prick before. Patrick likewise had an average looking cock, but was thick veined and easily as fat as mine was. Mike had maybe the smallest cock, but still well within average. His primary distinction being the obvious curvature...amazingly hard it seemed to curve upwards almost pointing back towards his belly. But he likewise sported perhaps the biggest cockhead of any of us. Looking like a small fist attached to the end of it. I wondered briefly if upon seeing that, if many women were even able to accommodate him comfortably as big as it was.
I would soon find out.
One more thing that was then addressed was the fact that these events were always a "safe party" affair. As such, like it or not...the guys were required to wear condoms. But there was an additional reason for that too, which Tracy now explained.
Placing six small little cups on the counter, each one with our names stenciled on it, I noticed too that the cups had measurements in millimeters and centimeters along the side.
"Ok, for those of you who wish to do so...and play another ongoing game during the evening, after each climax, if you can manage more than one," she joked garnering laughter. "You may then come over here, or keep your cup with you during the course of the evening. Squeeze out as much sperm from your condoms as you can back into your cup. At the end of the evening, the cup containing the most sperm will also be a prize winner."
"What's the prize tonight?" Steve asked excitedly.
"You'll find that out later horny boy," she responded back. "But if memory serves me right, you missed out last time by only a couple of millimeters, which was your fault I might add. Had you not cum all over Becky's tits the last time, you might have won!"
"I know...but I couldn't help it. You know that she loves the feel of hot warm cream splashing on her boobs. And I wasn't the only one last time either."[Soft Break][Soft Break]
"So you're now blaming me for losing?" Becky shot back playfully, cupping her breasts showing them off. "So in other words, if later on I offer you these to tit-fuck, the answer will be no then?"
Steve chuckled. "You know damn well I will," he responded back. "And yeah...I know your personal rule too," he added. "Fuck your tits...and cream them. Yeah, I know...and remember. It was worth losing," he grinned.
It was at that point we all began putting our condoms on, though Mike not too surprisingly had a lot more difficulty fitting his on than either Chris or Steve did oddly enough. He eventually managed it however, and then like the rest of us, stood there dick proud and erect, wrapped in it's interesting green colored "party wrapper" as Tracy called it.
Mine was blue.
"Alright boys...everyone take a seat!" Tracy announced gathering the girls in a circle around us. "Ok ladies...you all know the rules. When the music starts, we start walking around the guys here. When it stops, everyone finds a lap and a nice hard party wrapped cock to sit on."
**
Moments later Derrick started the music, the girls slowly beginning to walk around and about us, several feints being made as each one tried to time the music stopping to finding a lap. Finally however, it did stop. Almost as one...the girls dashed for a dick in a chair. Though I noticed that Tracy actually hung back just a little, purposely allowing the other girls to find a prick to sit on. Like Derrick, she had taken herself out of this first little game, no doubt playing the hostess. But it mattered not...one of the guys sitting here would eventually be eliminated, and the game would continue on from there.
I honestly don't know how she managed it. But I wouldn't have bet against her. Sure enough, Bella somehow managed to land in Chris's lap. And by the look on her face, she was just as glad as Bella seemed to be when she did. Sitting next to her oddly enough, Marsha managed to gain my lap, not yet inserting my cock as we hadn't been given the word yet...but resting her obviously slick pussy against it, just as I am sure Bella was doing to Chris's hard cock. Behind us on the three other chairs sat Becky on her own husband Pat, Julie on Mike's dick, and Debra on Steve's.
"Ok, everyone ready? Go!" Tracy announced as the girls all reached down simultaneously, inserting our cocks inside them. I almost didn't want to watch...the arousal and excitement merely adding to my own stimulation, looking over at Bella, now pressed tit to tit with Chris, though obviously fucking her. Not only that, Bella had now reached up, fondling the woman's breasts while fucking her. It almost made me wish that I had a cunt...or even contemplate something else. Bella obviously enjoying herself, teasing Chris's nipples, breasts and no doubt her cock as she sat facing him, riding it for all she was worth, just as everyone else seemed to be doing. How I managed to hold out for that first round was a marvel in itself. Marsha's slick, slippery pussy was caressing my shaft like there was no tomorrow!
"Oh...fuck!" Chris cried out after less than five minutes, not able to hold out any longer, though I wasn't honestly too surprised by that. As good as Marsha's pussy felt around me...Bella had a way of working her cunt muscles like no bodies business.
"Ok girls, everyone off!" Tracy cried out the moment it was determined Chris had lost her seat. She stood, her condom clearly displaying the evidence as she walked over to the counter, grabbing her cup, and proceeded to milk out every bit of sperm she could manage as the music began playing again.
This time around when the music stopped, Bella landed in Mike's lap, Debra in Patrick's, Marsha on Steve, and Julie on me, leaving poor Becky as the one taken out on the girl's side. Pouting just a little, she promptly walked over, knelt down in front of Derrick and began sucking his cock.
"Damned if I'm just going to sit around watching," she chuckled adding. "On my tits? Or in the cup?" She asked. Derrick grinned.
"Where do you think? On those gorgeous tits of course!"
So while Derrick sat down with Becky milking his cock with her tits, the girls once again began fucking us. Julie's pussy was damn tight, which was surprising to me as being married to Steve I figured she'd be significantly stretched, though I then realized, it really wasn't the depth so much, as the girth. Maybe I wasn't as deep inside her as he could go, but there was no doubt she was feeling...and enjoying the width of my hard cock.
However...once again, it was poor Mike who lost it next, meaning in a sense that Bella had now claimed her second victim. I briefly wondered if she wouldn't in fact knock the guys out one by one...all by herself. Mike too then walked over and began milking out his own heavy laden condom into his cup, adding what appeared to be a fairly rich deposit of cum into his little cup as the music began playing again.
To my surprise however, it was Bella who was actually eliminated this time, failing to locate an available cock to sit on when the music stopped. We where now down to three as Bella took her place standing beside Chris and Tracy. Almost at once, she ran her hands up between the two standing behind them. Her fingers suddenly going inside Tracy's cunt...and her other hand once again fondling Chris's somewhat flaccid prick. We had to take a short moment as just then Derrick was blowing his own load all over the front of Becky's tits, much to everyone's delight and amusement as we watched that.
"Sorry for the interruption there," he meekly apologized, but then gave the go ahead for the rest of us.
Debra was on my cock, Marsha on Steve and Julie on Patrick's dick, though it was clearly obvious Julie was having to take an extra moment to comfortably impale herself on Patrick's. Satisfied, she looked up, smiled...almost cross-eyed, and nodded her head she was ready.
"Go!" Tracy called out again, though she had said it with a clear edge of excitement in her tone of voice. Bella was obviously giving the woman's clit a much needed work out with her fingers. And even Chris's prick had almost magically risen again. What a surprise.
I had done well so far...but the game was soon up. With Debra rubbing her fine looking tits in my face as she fucked me, it was a bit too much added stimulation. I felt my first release of the night pouring into the condom inside her, and announced my defeat with an audible groan of delight.
"No worries baby!" Bella called out from the sidelines...now, come fill your cup, I'll even help you!" She offered soon after joining me as I stood there, another chair removed.
The game continued with Steve and Marsha being declared the eventual winners.
**
"Well, what's say we have some more of this magnificent wine, and collect our breaths. After that, we'll head down to the tropical room for a swim and some fun down there." Derrick informed everyone. I was already looking forward to that.
"What about these?" I asked holding up my only slightly filled cum-cup as we all now called them.
"No worries," Tracy giggled as she collected them all placing them inside a water sealed container. "I'll swim them through the tunnel for everyone," she explained.
We sat sipping Bella's wine...though no one else had figured that out as yet, and then proceeded on down to the pool area, where one by one we all got in and made the short, but still interesting journey through the dimly lit tunnel into the paradise beyond. Once there, it had been set up for night already, the stars above making it feel and honestly appear as though we truly were outside, and not several feet actually below ground.
"I still get chills every time we come down here," Becky acknowledged. "And I really do prefer the night time effect over the daylight one," she added, though so did most everyone else, including Bella and me.
Bella was almost glad to see that this time there was an array of tropical drinks waiting there for us, as opposed to more wine. Not that she and I both didn't enjoy it...we did. But she just seemed so self conscious about alerting everyone as to her status in life, not that it really mattered. Especially with this crowd.
"OK everyone...this time we're all here to enjoy being Adam and Eve's," Derrick proclaimed. "And Patrick? Since you were the big overall winner the last time we got together, you and Debra, our female winner get to start off in the Cave. You'll have five minutes to yourselves to do whatever you like, and then after that, by random draw, we'll send another couple inside to join you. For the rest of us? We sit outside and behave until it's our turn to join in," he explained. "So drink up everyone...relax, play around in the pool if you'd like...or just lay back and enjoy the evening sky."
**
Five minutes later Chris and Mike were randomly selected to head off inside the cave. Bella and Steve after that, followed by myself and Tracy soon after those two. Once we entered, I got a better understanding of the reasons behind doing things this way. The last time we had been here, and inside the cave...the artificial daylight from outside had at least allowed the glow from the waterfall to illuminate the room inside slightly. Now...it was pitch black, you couldn't so much as see your hand in front of your face. And with the sounds of the crashing waterfall it was virtually hard to hear much of anything, so verbal communications, limited as they were already, were next to impossible. Blindly moving on in deeper, we of course located the large floating bed, which was even bigger by far than the one I slept in at home. A sea of arms, legs and naked bodies now greeting us as Tracy and I climbed into the bed joining them. There was really no way of knowing who the hell was who, or what was where for that matter. Moans, groans, pleasurable sounds reverberating only being heard in bits and pieces as loud as the falls were. And that, perhaps meant to hide and disguise who was saying what and where they were unless you were right on top of them. Which a second later, I was... as I felt a soft firm pair of breasts suddenly pressing against my chest. I lowered down just enough to begin sucking on one, having no idea who they belonged to.
Admittedly, it was damn fucking exciting!
With a mouthful of titty, I slid my hand down between her legs...and came into contact with a very, very hard cock! I now knew whose tits I'd been sucking on! I paused, hesitating for just a moment, and then thought, "What the hell? Who's gonna know or care anyway?"
**
It didn't take long before the chamber was starting to feel pretty crowed once everyone else had come inside. The bed though still adequate enough to contain everyone, now seemed to be filled to overflowing with bodies that slithered, wormed, and even at times simply rolled over one another. I eventually found myself with someone sitting on my face, licking her pussy while I in turn felt someone else sucking my dick. Even with a condom on, it felt damn fucking good...strangely enough, slightly better perhaps than even when Bella had done it. Which of course made me wonder how much better it would feel without the condom! Either way...it was simply too good as I eventually gave over to the incredible sensation, coming pleasurably moments later.
How I managed it I wasn't sure, but I slipped back off the bed into the shallow warm water and headed towards the sound of the rushing falls. Seconds later I reentered the room beyond, chuckling when I did as both Steve and Derrick were already standing outside enjoying another drink together as I emerged. I soon found my cum-cup, poured the contents of my recent spending in it, and decided to join the two of them. Within minutes, Mike and Steve emerged as well, leaving only the girls...and Chris still inside the erotic chamber. Realizing that, I laughed.
"I know...always ends up like this," Derrick mused. "The guys all standing around out here, the girls inside there...even Chris usually remaining there with them. And I can assure you, they're not eating apples either!" He laughed even harder as we all did.
Eventually however, even the girls started coming out, smiles on their faces, contentment in their eyes.
"Well? What's say we head back upstairs again, Tracy's got some munchies for us, and if anyone is like me...I'm famished and in need of a little fuel oil before we get busy again."
With everyone in agreement, Tracy re-gathered our cups placing them back inside the bag, and we swam back out the tunnel reappearing moments later back into the main room. We then followed Tracy up the spiral staircase to the floor above where they had previously prepared a nice spread of various finger-foods and snacks to munch on...along with more wine of course.
It really was inevitable. Debra had picked up the bottle after pouring herself another glass of wine and began reading the label. "This is really, really good wine," she stated. "What vineyard is it anyway?" She then asked as she read. Suddenly her eyes opened wide, and she looked up towards Bella. "This...is this your wine? You're vineyard?" she then asked, which of course immediately captured everyone else's attention as well.
"Yes it is..." I said for her before even she could respond to that, proud of the fact it was, which I felt she should be too.
"Holy cow...man, aren't you fucking lucky David!" Derrick immediately stated. "Dating and sleeping with a gorgeous looking millionaire for one thing...but having both a nice glass of wine and a woman like this to come home to every night? Talk about envy!"
"Yeah...no shit! So when's the wedding anyway?" Steve asked trying to be glib.
It was like watching someone turning off the light behind Bella's eyes as we stood there.
"I'm never getting married." Came her simple answer.
**
It took a while for her to lighten up again, though thankfully she did. We proceeded to spend the rest of the evening enjoying ourselves, taking it a bit more slowly, though we eventually did play another interesting game again. "Blind man's cock," for the first round, and "Blind woman's cunt," the second.
One at a time each of us had to lay there blindfolded, and then allow ourselves to be either sucked or licked by whomever...and then afterwards try and guess in the precise order who each person was doing the sucking or licking. The person getting the most right answers in the correct order was the winner.
Surprisingly...I was.
And even more surprisingly, I ended up with the fullest cum-cup at the end of the evening too.
"Told you," Bella teased brushing up against me, though I was glad to see her in a much better mood again when she did that.
"Well, I guess that makes ole' David here the big winner for this evening," Derrick announced, and not too surprisingly...Bella's the female winner with the most agreed upon female orgasms of the evening too! So...it looks like you guys get the prizes," Which he sheepishly then turned lifting up from behind the counter...you guessed it. A full case of B & R's finest Pinot.
It actually was funny. And even Bella finally had to laugh when we realized that. "But in addition to this," Tracy now added walking over. "The two of you now get treated to whatever you want...by everyone else. For the next thirty minutes, you two don't have to lift a single finger, everyone else will even do that for you. So...to begin with, what if anything specifically would you like everyone else to do for you?" Tracy asked. "And it doesn't matter what, or who it is either," she added with a knowing look. "This is the part where we're all just friends here, no judgments...no hang-ups...no nothing. So take advantage of it while you can. Just name it...whatever it is."
I heard this one coming a mile away.
"What I want..." Bella began, since that's the case...is to go down to the beach, lay in the surf just on the edge of it, and then have ALL of you," she emphasized...simply pee on me while I lay there."
"Wow...well that's a new one, even for me!" Chris stated. "Always did wonder what the hell that would feel like though. Down on the beach huh? Hell yes! Let's go then!"
We soon did that, piling out of the house though the beach was well deserted, and since most of the neighbors who were even still there just happened to be at the party anyway...we were all alone. And then specifically upon her request as she settled herself down into the still warm sand, the fingers of the ocean waves just barely lapping at her, she had everyone form a circle around her. "Whenever you're ready," she told everyone, girls and guys included...fire away!"



One by one in the beginning everyone began doing just that. And then as more did, others quickly joined, self included. Julie found it fascinating as well, squatting down over Bella's pussy and allowing a very strong stream to pour from her own cunt directly against Bella's. Chris took her own amusement and pleasure in peeing on her tits, and then hosing her down towards her cunt as well, everyone else crossing streams, or simply stepping out of the way to let someone else get a turn in either bathing her tits, or her cunt...and finally as she rolled over...her ass too.
"Well David...looks like you're up next then," Tracy said as Bella washed herself off in the ocean after basking for a few minutes more in the nice warm piss bath she'd just so thoroughly enjoyed. "Now...what is it you'd like? What more than anything else would you like to see or do?" She asked.
I looked at Bella, and said just as simply.
"I'd like to be able to tinkle on Bella, each and every day for the rest of my life...that's what I'd like."
**
We had placed the case of wine in the back of the trunk. I knew dad would be happy when he saw that. It had been a long night, interesting at times for sure...strangely quiet at others, and with good reason perhaps. Bella seemed to be a bit melancholy as we said goodnight to everyone, promising that we'd do our level best to join them all again the following month.
And it was reasonably early yet too. Not yet midnight, though more than likely it would be by the time we got home again.
We started out in silence, but then Bella turned to me. "Why'd you say that anyway?" She asked.
"Because I meant it. That's why." And I also knew that we weren't really discussing my want or desire to actually pee on her every day for the rest of my life either. It went deeper than that. She knew it too.
"You know that's not possible."
I turned looking at her, trying to keep one eye on the road. "Anything's possible Bella, you taught me that. Hell, I'd probably still be a virgin if it weren't for you...now look at me."
She did, but then she said, "Papa would never be able to accept you," she said almost sadly.
"Then that's his problem. Not yours...or ours for that matter either."
"But it is David...it really is my problem. There's a lot more at stake here. My uncles and their families for one. I wish it were really as easy as that. But it isn't."
We drove the rest of the way home in silence after that, finally pulling up into the drive just short of midnight.
"I wonder," she said finally smiling again.
"About what?"
"If they're still going at it," she actually giggled acting like her old mischievous self again. "Come on David...let's go find out. Let's go around the back way and see if they are."
"And then what?" I asked, though I was strangely becoming aroused again at the thought of that.
"Then we watch...and we fuck...and we enjoy ourselves. For as long as we possibly can...while we can," she added, and then raced off into the darkness of the night. I stood there watching her go until she actually had disappeared, and then I slowly made my way around the side of the house with every intention of fucking her silly when I found her.
To be continued...
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As it turned out, we were just in time for the big finale. I caught up with Bella close to the patio, the two of us then making our way over towards the large sliding glass doors. As was usually the case, the curtains had not been drawn leaving us a wide-clear view of the entire family room just beyond. I chuckled softly seeing the four of them actually lying on top of dad's prized billiard table. The fact that they were said a lot. Doreen was flat on her back, and though it took a moment to realize it, dad's cock was embedded in her ass! He was slowly (almost carefully by the looks of it) sliding in and out of Doreen's butt, mom sitting on her face, leaning over licking her pussy. The fact that she was, that I was watching her do this was a little unnerving...and yet highly arousing at the same time. Andy was likewise involved, standing on a makeshift set of steps in order to achieve the appropriate height. He too was likewise skewering mom's ass...which again was another unexpected revelation. Obviously my own parents were pulling out all the stops here!
Not too surprisingly, Bella started taking off her clothes. "Hurry David, get your clothes off! I want to come when they do!" She informed me. The night had been strenuous and exhausting...but even though it had, the sight of my parents so wickedly engaged as they were sent renewed surges of arousal coursing through me almost immediately. That and the sight of Bella now standing there cupping one of her breasts, toying with it...her other hand down between her legs fingering herself. Just seeing her doing that never failed to make me hard, no matter how tired I was!
I walked up behind her placing my now hard cock against the soft firmness of her ass. She leaned forward pressing her hands against the sliding glass doors. It was interesting in a weird way seeing her do that, one look over by anyone, and they would clearly see us, just as clearly as we could see them. But as I'd already decided earlier, and especially now...I didn't care anymore. It was erotic...strangely so perhaps...but it simply was.
"You know what I want...so do it."
Seeing what was going on inside the den, I did. Bella had already been using her own juices to lubricate herself with. And though she had been, I still spit aiming at my dick resting against her ass, adding further lubrication on it prior to placing the tip gingerly against her tight puckered little opening.
"Don't be gentle with me," she said hotly, urgently. "Trust me...I'm ready. Give it to me!"
I granted her wish. I pressed, felt her sphincter surround, grab and only slightly resist the intrusion, and then I shoved, burying the entire length of my cock inside her in one quick thrust. Bella groaned deeply, crying out...not in pain but in pure pleasure. I held still however, allowing her to feel me, get used to the sudden fullness of my cock buried in her bowels. I felt her clench around me, squeezing me.
"Fuck me David...fuck me...fuck my hot tight ass!"
I began doing just that, the two of us watching my parents along with Andy and Doreen in the room beyond as the four of them now began racing for the finish line inside. The obvious look on everyone's faces as they contorted in ecstasy, pleasure...lust. Like dominos falling after that, as one of them came, someone else joined them. The same affect now occurring here outside. I hadn't expected it of course, I had already climaxed more times in one evening than even I thought possible...and yet, that all too familiar tingling seized my balls, as did Bella's ass as she again clenched me, clamping down...crying out again, this time in orgasmic bliss.
I filled her ass almost to overflowing.
**
I rolled out of bed the following morning just before ten having slept in considerably. But then again...I had needed it. Thank god it was Saturday. After taking care of early morning business, I tossed on a lightweight robe and opened the door to my room heading off for a much needed morning cup of coffee. As I did, I noticed of course that the door to Bella's room was open, wondering as I saw that if she had in fact somehow still managed to go for her early morning run. Somehow I knew...she still had, though where she got all that energy from I had no idea. I could barely walk as it was, my dick actually a little tender this morning.
I passed by her open doorway, Doreen just then leaning over Bella's bed fluffing the pillows having just made it. She wasn't wearing any panties. I just shook my head continuing on, not wanting to interrupt her schedule, but felt the almost painful throb of my cock upon realizing that.
"Coffee," I told myself. "More important than pussy right now," I added further chastising myself.
As I drew closer I could hear voices coming from the kitchen area. Speaking in low tones even then, they obviously heard my approach as moments later I entered the room. Mom and Bella sitting at the kitchen table, they had fallen silent, waiting for me perhaps...but the fact that neither one was saying anything when I did spoke volumes. Not too surprisingly Irene wasn't there. This time of day, she'd no doubt already be off doing the Saturday grocery shopping.
"Good morning," I told them both, leaning over to kiss mom, kissing me back, and then Bella, as she likewise did before heading over to the counter for that much needed cup. I stood filling it, neither one of them speaking yet, turning back around to face the two of them. "Ok...what's up? You two look like you've just finished eating a canary together."
I did have a pretty good idea though. My birthday was in less than three weeks, I had been expecting and anticipating something of this sort, mom always trying to surprise me even though I was usually well aware of anything that was going on. She had found an ally and consort in whatever it was she was up to. That...or Bella had.
"No birds...only pussy," Bella answered snickering. Mom blushed, but giggled upon hearing that.
"Someone once told me that pussy tasted like chicken...it doesn't though does it?" She now answered back, laughing even more, surprising Bella a little with her comeback.
"Another bird...no, not hardly," Bella burst out laughing at that. "But you're making me hungry now...and not for food either!"
"Good god!" I exclaimed standing there watching the two of them giggling hysterically now in fits. I think they were both still a little slaphappy from their adventures the evening before.
"Should I...set the table?" Mom continued on, forcing me to raise my eyebrows at her when she said that.
"I'd like that," Bella teased back. Looking as though she actually might do that even with me standing there.
"Ok, I know what you're doing," I interjected. "You're trying to get me to leave by trying to embarrass me into doing so...so you two can plan whatever it is your planning no doubt for my birthday."
"Whatever gave you that idea?" Mom asked trying to look serious, but she was also having a difficult time still trying to contain her laughter. "I just figured you'd be too embarrassed to see your own mother spread out here on the kitchen table while Bella enjoys a little mid-morning snack!"
I rolled my eyes at that one. "Bella? I think you've created a monster here...and she's my mom. And another one too, come to think of it...and where is dad anyway?" I had noticed his car was still sitting in the driveway outside. "Isn't he usually out on the golf course by now?"
"I think your dads already played around this morning," she giggled hysterically once more, laughing at her own joke. In fact...he even scored a hole in one!" This time she burst a bubble, laughing hysterically, as was Bella.
I shook my head, poured more coffee into my cup and immediately headed outside towards the patio. Obviously it was their intent to drive me off...and if trying to embarrass me into doing so was one way, it wasn't working. But their sudden slaphappy silliness did.
"Fine...go back to whispering, or diddling one another, whatever your intentions were before I came out here. I'll leave you two alone so you can go back to talking about whatever it was...uninterrupted!" And with that I stepped outside, not quite fully having closed the sliding door when I heard mom.
"Meow...here kitty, kitty...kitty," another giggle...more laughter. And then the sound of Bella's chair moving back as she stood up. "Table work for you then?"
"More than," mom said with a totally different sound suddenly to her tone of voice.
Admittedly I was tempted to see if they were now being serious...or just pulling my leg. But I was honestly too tired still, and admittedly even more tender. And the thought of getting aroused this early regardless...would have honestly done me in. I sat drinking my coffee, voices once again no longer heard aside from a giggle here and there. I sat my cup down, removed my robe and walked out towards the pool. Maybe I wasn't yet ready to start running naked in the morning, but the least I could do was a few laps.
**
I didn't swim as many laps as I normally did, soon after climbing out of the pool heading back inside again. No one was in the kitchen this time as I started to head up to my room, but not before glancing over at the table. It had been cleared completely off!
"No way!" I said to myself, and then paused adding..."OK, maybe." I chuckled then, heading upstairs walking past Bella's open bedroom door to the sound of the shower running. Which is also when I again heard giggles coming from it. "Ok...for sure," I now amended. It was mom's laugh that I heard along with Bella's. They were obviously in the shower together. Unable to help myself, I stepped in, the door to the bathroom was open as well, though this time I merely called out to them. "You two having fun in there?"
"Already did that!" Bella responded. "But don't go away...come in here!"
Even with mom in there with her, I wasn't about to turn and leave. Maybe they really were just showering together doing nothing else...though that would have surprised me. They actually were, standing there washing one another's hair by the looks of it.
"What do you need?" I asked. The shower enclosure was still opaque and steamed up enough that I really couldn't see much of anything, until she opened it a bit more fully. Then I could...the two of them naked, smiling from ear to ear.
"I was wondering what your plans were for the day," she asked me.
"Catching up on some more sleep," I thought...but said instead. "Nothing really, what are your plans?"
Mom stood directly behind her now lathering shampoo into her hair. Even as simple an act as that was...I felt myself oddly aroused by it. Maybe because it was my own mother with her perhaps...and yes the fact they were both naked, though I tried very hard not to look and to treat this as just one more thing that was going to become a normal occurrence around here.
"I'd like to see something new. Go some place, do something fun. I've seen very little of the area around here, so was sort of hoping maybe you'd take me for a drive or something," she asked.
"How about Catalina?" Mom suddenly suggested. Which honestly was a good one, I'd actually considered doing that a few days ago when we had time.
"Where's that? And how do we get there?" She asked.
"Usually by boat...more fun that way," mom told her. "As a matter of fact Harold and I were just discussing that last night, saying that we really wanted to go back there soon. There's a really nice seafood restaurant I think you'd enjoy."
"Oh I'd love that!" Bella exclaimed excitedly. "So where do we catch the boat?"
"We don't. We have one," I told her. The look in her eyes said it all.
"You have a boat?"
I laughed. "Yeah, you're not the only one around here with secrets and surprises," I continued chuckling. But it's not really my boat...it's more mom and dad's."
"It's the family's boat," mom interjected then as she began rinsing out Bella's hair. "And speaking of which, after we're finished here, I'll go wake him up...find out if he'd be interested in heading up there this afternoon...spend the night again like we used to do. I've missed doing that."
"Spend the night on the boat?" Bella asked again excitedly. "Really? Could we?"
"Sure...we used to do it all the time."
She thought about that for a moment, "Just how big is this boat anyway?"
"Over forty feet," I informed her.
Her eyes grew wide at that. "That's not a boat! That's a ship!"
"Almost," I agreed, "though it's actually called a Yacht I guess. At least it's plenty big and comfortable enough to enjoy a nice trip up the coast in it, with plenty of amenities. And I agree with mom, it's been a while since we've taken it out...I'm sure dad would love taking the four of us up there!"
"Go wake your father," mom stated then. "And then tell Irene if she's back to pack us some food for the trip, also let her know she won't have to worry about meals this evening or at all tomorrow. I'm sure she'll be pleased hearing that. Now shoo...go get dressed, get your dad going...we'll be out in a minute or so," she added suddenly cupping Bella's breasts as she stood behind her. "It's her turn to do me now," she added winking.
I left not sure if she'd meant one thing...or the other.
**
Dad was as excited as everyone else was when he found out mom wanted him to take the four of us up to Catalina for the weekend. Irene had packed us more than enough food to take along with us, and of course dad had included a case of wine for us to enjoy as well, especially as we now had another one. We packed light and simply, the girls of course wearing bikini's...mom included. It was the first time in recent memory I actually recalled seeing her wear what could officially be termed that as opposed to a more modest two-piece. Dad was more than pleased seeing her in it, as well as Bella of course, who's bikini was almost non-existent...something she would obviously be more likely to wear, or not wear at all on the beaches in Europe. We all had packed one set of reasonably nice clothes, though nothing formal or elaborate for dinner that evening after our arrival. But beyond that...not much else.
It was a beautiful calm day as well, bright and sunny with hardly any wind at all. The seas about as calm and serene as I'd ever seen them as we finally headed out early that afternoon. As he usually did, dad set out at an angle, heading both out to sea, as well as heading up the coast. About the time we had trouble making out the shoreline at all, he corrected course and began heading directly north.
"I think we're far enough out now that no one's going to see us for one thing, so if you girls want to go ahead and get topless, I don't think David and I will mind that all too much!"
"Topless hell...I'm getting naked!" Mom declared even surprising Bella as she easily slipped out of her bikini, though Bella did too seconds after that. I stood next to dad inside the cabin watching the girls as they then walked out aft onto the rather spacious deck we had just for doing that. Sunbathing.
"Now don't be getting sunburned," dad warned them. "You know what happened the last time you actually took your top off Grace, I couldn't touch your tits for over a week!"
"Don't worry honey...I'll make sure I've got lots and lots of sunscreen on them this time," she then turned to Bella. "You will of course help me with that yes?"
Bella was only too happy to oblige her...and visa versa. I soon after left dad and wandered back to sit with the girls, enjoy the smell of the open sea, the feel of the spray as we raced along at a fairly good clip, doing just under twenty-five knots.
"You come out to join us? Or ogle us?" Bella asked smiling.
"A bit of both actually," I openly admitted, starting to get used to seeing my mom running around naked all the time, no longer bothering me quite as much as it once had.
"You still wearing those?" She then asked looking at my swim trunks.
"I thought I'd better, yeah...don't want to be getting that sunburned, on top of being a little tender today."
Mom giggled. "Mr. Wiggly have a hard night then?" She laughed a bit more.
"Mr...Wiggly?" I said looking at Bella. She'd called me that a couple of times after we'd finished fucking when I was totally and completely spent...when she had literally drained me of the ability to get it up again, holding it in her hand, flipping it back and forth like a rag doll. Obviously she'd been talking to mom about our adventures!
"I'd be more than happy to put lots of sunscreen on it for you," Bella told me. "You know...make it all nice and slippery, gooey...and totally protected against the sun?"
"I think it needs protection from you," I shot back teasingly, though amazed when I felt it actually stiffen a little at the thought of that.
"Well, not fair then. You can't be out here looking at us...if we can't at least be looking at you too...right Grace?"
I was shocked when mom smiled, nodded her head. "No...I think you're right Bella. Only naked people are allowed back here on this end of the boat." Mom concluded though I was fairly sure she was just kidding around and not being all that serious about it. Especially when I looked at the two of them and suddenly began stripping my trunks off.
"Fine...there, happy now?"
I had stepped out of my trunks kicking them off to the side. Certainly nowhere's near erect, I just stood there in all my deflated glory.
"Very..." Bella grinned. "Now...come here, let me put some of this on it for you!"
"Yeah right," I said, but then she reached out, grabbing my dick, almost pulling me off my feet, already pouring a liberal amount of sunscreen onto my shaft as she began working it in. I felt my face turning red, the obvious of course happening. Which I wouldn't have really minded all that much...but damn, mom was sitting there!
"Bella!" I said weakly, unable to do much of anything as my penis slowly began rising.
"Hold still!" She said continuing to stroke it now as opposed to merely rubbing the sunscreen into it. "I'm sure your mother doesn't mind...do you Grace?"
"Oh...not at all. In fact I'm quite enjoying it," she said actually staring at my cock as it rapidly hardened. "As a matter of fact, I once walked in on him when he was jerking off years ago," she said.
"Mother!"
"Oh really?" Bella laughed. "Do tell!"
"Bella! Mother!"
But then she began doing just that, recounting the day she had accidentally entered my bedroom with me lying there in the middle of the bed, Penthouse and Playboy magazines spread out all over the place and me sitting there right on the throes of orgasm. So shocked at seeing me like that, she had just stood there, me still not even aware that she was yet as I had closed my eyes, only then basking in the pleasure as my cock erupted. Mom had seen the entire thing.
"What to watch it again?" Bella asked.
"Bella!"
"Matter of fact...I would!"
"Mom?"
Admittedly, it was crazy...me standing there on the deck, Bella giving me a hand job in front of mom, though I had to hold onto the railing as she did as we hit a few swells that would have sent me flying otherwise. I had to admit, it felt good though...the slickness of her hand, the sunscreen making a rather decadent and naughty sound as she slicked my shaft back and forth, up and down until the inevitable happened. Bella made sure to catch most, if not all of it against her tits too, making another rather obscene spectacle of herself.
"Here, allow me," mom said moments after that as she began rubbing my own brand of sunscreen into Bella's boobs. "I don't imagine this will protect much...but it sure feels nice," she said, and then added. "David? Why don't you go spell your father for a bit? I think I could use a little more lubricant on my breasts as well!"



**
I walked back into the main cabin where dad was piloting the boat. He looked at me and grinned. "I take it everyone's having a good time back there?" he asked.
"Yeah...but you'd never believe it. Mom told me to come spell you. Something about putting some lotion on her chest for her?"
"I thought Bella would be more than happy to do that," dad wondered curiously.
"Oh, she would...if it were that kind of lotion she was talking about."
"Oh!" Dad said grinning, catching on. "In that case," he said actually stepping out of his own shirt and trunks right then and there. "Guess I'll head back and lend a hand then," he grinned further. "Just keep us heading North by North west for about thirty minutes or so. I'll come back in and relieve you again. After I've been relieved..." he smiled, and then followed his now stiff dick back outside.
I heard him just as he reached them calling out when he did. "All hands on Dick!"
I couldn't help but laugh. It was indeed going to be an interesting day, not to mention the evening ahead no doubt. But admittedly I was happy. Having someone to share this with, which I really hadn't had before, made all the difference in the world. But I also knew, it was to be short-lived, as much as I hoped and wanted it to be otherwise, I knew...as Bella knew. It never could.
"Best then that I make the best of it!" And I had every intention of doing just that!
**
I was expecting dad to return, but when I heard someone's hand on the cabin door I looked up to see Bella coming inside the pilothouse instead. "Your mom and dad are going to enjoy themselves for a bit," she smiled wickedly. "And besides...I told him that I was interested in learning how to drive a boat, thought you could teach me."
"You don't exactly drive a boat...you steer it. Here, I'll show you, take the wheel." For the next few minutes I showed her what to do, how to stay on the course we were on, how to chase swales if they appeared to be big ones...though again the sea was a lot calmer than usual, so we didn't really have to do much of that. Bella however seemed to be enjoying herself as she stood there slightly moving the wheel back and forth.
"Ever fucked on a boat before? Oh...I guess not," she immediately laughed correcting herself. "I guess you haven't, have you?"
"Have you?" I asked.
"Nope! Me neither!"
"Wow...that's a surprise. I thought for sure you would have."
"Does a dingy count?"
"You fucked in a dingy?"
She laughed. "Not for long, we just got started when it tipped and dumped us out, though technically it was in me when it did. So I guess that still counts. But a dingy is about as big a boat as I've ever done it on anyway...and not for long even then. So...interested?"
"You're saying then you'd like to fuck my dingy?"
She looked down at my rapidly stiffening, still somewhat sun screen covered cock. "I'll fuck whatever you want to call it. Do I still get to drive the boat while you do though?"
"Yeah...you drive this boat, and I'll drive yours," I said standing behind her now resting my hands on her sensual looking hips.
"You're talking about the little man in my boat now yes?"
"That's the one!" I assured her. "Think he'd like to go for a little ride?"
"Sail a way mister! Sail away!"
Actually, it was more like playing submarines when I torpedoed her tube. But I didn't tell her that, we were naughty nautical enough as it was already.
Still...it was an unbelievable sensation, standing behind her there, sliding in and out of that tight went cunt of hers. The knowledge of mom and dad no doubt doing the very same thing out on the deck. Couldn't help but wonder either the way things had obviously started out, what the rest of our naughty little cruise would be like. There were two separate sleeping cabins, but they were close to one another, with pretty thin walls. There was no doubt that if we ended up doing anything later on that evening, trying to keep things quiet would be virtually impossible...on either side. And knowing Bella the way I did, she wasn't one to be quiet when she was enjoying herself either. Just as she was now as she began calling out, panting like crazy, hovering just on the edge of orgasm. Which is what she was doing when dad came strolling back in.
He laughed grabbing the wheel taking it from her.
"Go ahead honey...enjoy it, I'll worry about what direction we're going in while you do that."
Bella laughed, nodded her head, let go of the wheel...and climaxed, just as I did to the tune of dad singing, "Row, row, row your boat."
I knew I'd never be able to listen to that song in quite the same way ever again.
**
To be continued...
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It was early evening when we made the island. The dock master guided us in, assigning us a nice wide berth as we secured the boat. Bella and mom soon after getting dressed into some casual, but still very sexy evening attire as we headed on, into the island for some sightseeing and dinner. It felt nice holding Bella's hand, walking around peering in windows, sometimes going inside to browse. It felt good, it felt right...and I was again reminded this was only temporary.
Bella and mom both were wearing similar outfits. Both had on a pair of white shorts showing off plenty of leg along with their respective tans. Bella also wore a white bikini top, though she had a white blouse on over that, open at the moment, buttoned later as we went in to settle down for dinner. Mom too had on a white shirt, but hers was tied in a knot just beneath her breasts, though she had opted for a regular bra worn beneath it. Dad and I in printed shirts and khaki shorts almost as though the four of us had purposely coordinated our attire. Maybe the girls had, but we certainly hadn't...similar tastes perhaps as we laughed about it later looking at one another.
Needless to say the girls looked fabulous anyway, receiving several looks from appreciative admirers as we walked along, sometimes Bella and mom holding hands walking up in front of dad and I as we held back admiring the two of them.
"Gives you thoughts doesn't it?" Dad said at one point not being bashful at all about what he'd obviously been thinking, though I had in fact been thinking the very same thing myself.
"Many," I said simply chuckling as we continued walking along admiring the two girls as they admired the surrounding scenery. We walked a bit further, the girls stopping for a moment to look at something in the window of a small little boutique.
"So...you ah...wouldn't mind, I mean...would it bother you if you were to, to...ah, see you're ah..."
"You mean watch mom and Bella going down on one another?" I said a lot more easily, seeing the relief in dad's eyes when he heard me come right out and say that. He grinned.
"Precisely."
"No, wouldn't bother me to 'watch' them," I said emphasizing the word. "I think we've already established that much. As far as actually doing anything with mom? No...admiring mom for how she looks, and enjoying that, even enjoying seeing her being excited, being pleasured is one thing. Going beyond that? No. I do have to draw a line someplace, and she is my mom...sexy yes. But...she's mom."
"Sorta the same way I feel about Bella," dad said. "Almost feels like a daughter to me, especially with her living with us. That and the fact that you two are obviously romantically involved now."
I almost responded to that but didn't. Romantically involved had a lot more meaning behind the word than the way I felt Bella felt about us. Intimately involved would have been a better word to use perhaps, but I let it go, once again falling in behind the girls as they spotted another shop they wanted to look in just around the corner from the restaurant we were heading to. Once again we stopped, and I smiled inwardly as dad took that moment to cast a quick brief glance about ensuring no one else was looking in order to readjust things just a little.
"Me too," I again laughed, and then did the same. Just thinking about that, as wicked a thought as it was had definitely started to arouse me. Obviously it already had dad. Even after repositioning, there was a pretty good hint at what he was sporting, though his shirt and mine did a good job of hiding our sudden discomfort.
"So...maybe later then, if ah....well if things sort of go in that direction, you...you ah wouldn't be, wouldn't feel too uncomfortable seeing something like that?"
"As long as you wouldn't feel equally as uncomfortable watching your own son jerking off his cock while I was watching it," I informed him. "Because I seriously doubt I'd be able to sit there like a monk and not do that if you know what I mean."
"Good...because I'm sure I would be too. So as long as we're both on the same page here."
"Oh...I think we are for sure in that regard. And for another then, let's see if we can't steer the conversation around in that direction at some point. Maybe plant a few seeds, see what grows."
"I don't think that will be too terribly difficult," dad said. "We sort of discussed it already, earlier on out on the deck. Once I've teased your mom a bit with what has obviously already grown," he said giving himself another minor adjustment as we walked along. "I'm pretty sure that will remind her of what we discussed...and then some."
"Well it certainly shouldn't be a problem convincing Bella," I said. "I think she had the hots for mom after the first day she arrived here. And now look at the two of them. They're looking and acting more like sisters, or best friends than anything. Look how much mom's changed already too, and how she's dressing these days. Mom looks hot. And I don't mind saying so, she does!"
Dad smiled almost proudly. "Yes, she does. And I must say, I do have Bella to thank for that. Your moms reawakened a side of me that I didn't think would ever exist again. But now that it has...I want to take advantage of it every chance that I get."
"I hear that," I told him, speaking more to myself when I said it. Just then both girls had stopped, each one leaning over to peer more closely in the window. Dad standing a few feet away and behind, both of us looking at the tempting targets being presented to us simultaneously.
"You thinking what I'm thinking?"
We both checked again, and then made another simultaneous adjustment to ourselves. Obviously...we were.
**
Though busy, the restaurant wasn't remotely crowded. As a precaution though, mom and dad had made reservations. As the hostess began directing us to a table somewhere in the middle of the main floor, dad stopped her, holding out a twenty towards her.
"Is the second floor available?" She smiled nodding her head taking the twenty and then led us up a short flight of stairs. It wasn't nearly as busy up here with only a few tables seated. Directing us to sit wherever we preferred, we walked over to a more secluded table overlooking a nice view of the ocean in the open air, yet still sitting inside. It felt good to have a fresh breeze still blowing in your face, the promise of cool night air just ahead as we gave our waitress a drink order as we began thumbing through the menus.
"Cute isn't she?" Bella asked as I glanced up once again watching our waitress walking off in order to place our drink order before coming back to us.
"I guess...why?" Though I hadn't really looked at her all that closely, obviously not as closely as Bella had.
"Because she couldn't take her eyes off you the entire time she was taking our orders, that's why. Must be because of all those pheromones you and your father are giving off," she then stated.
I shook my head..."Pheromones? Where'd that come from anyway?"
"I think it's coming from the two hard-on's you two are sporting...that's where. Your mom and I saw those nonchalant little adjustments you both made. Why'd you think we stopped at that store just before getting here to have a peek in the window?" she laughed conspiratorially glancing over towards mom, mom smiling broadly acknowledging the ploy. "We decided to give you two a further tease, see what happened. Obviously...it did. Let's just say neither one of your shirts were hanging down straight when we came in here. And I'm willing to bet your still in the same condition now."
"I'm never betting with you again," I told her, though once again nodding at our waitress as she approached returning with our drinks, leaning over to whisper. "And not betting...just saying, I think she was probably looking at you more than me," I then winked.
"Oh yeah? Well let's have some fun with her then, see what happens, if she's actually interested."
"In what?" I asked quickly just as she arrived with the drinks though Bella didn't answer. Leaning off to one side a little as the waitress moved in between us, placing our drinks down. I noticed as she did that, she undid one of the buttons she'd done up on her top, revealing a bit more cleavage, even though she was wearing a skimpy bikini top underneath. Sue noticed when she turned back to face Bella, smiling, though purposely looking down Bella's blouse as she leaned forward a little, obviously flirting with her.
"Are you ready to order yet? Or do you still need a minute?" The young woman asked. I noticed that she was wearing a small imprinted name badge over her right breast with the name "Sue" engraved on it, though dad spoke for everyone, still glancing at his menu, not really taking the young woman in the way Bella had, and the way I obviously was now.
"Not yet I think," he said smiling now looking up at her, smiling even more so. Dirty old man...I snickered. "Perhaps another minute or two...Sue," he said spotting her name badge. Once again she smiled in return, catching my eye, and then Bella's again...and again purposely noticing that yet again Bella had undone another button.
"I'll give you a moment or two more then," she said still looking at Bella obviously smiling at her.
"Was that a wink? Sort of anyway?" I asked as she turned once again heading off.
"Definitely a wink...a quick one maybe, but a wink. Like I said, I think she was flirting with us," Bella said openly now raising even more curious interest from mom and dad.
"Flirting with you maybe...certainly not me. But she was definitely looking at your tits," I said almost a little too loudly, causing mom to "shush me" though she laughed after doing that.
Sue was certainly attractive, long dark hair currently pulled back into a ponytail, and tall for a woman too, easily 5' 9" or so by casual observance with long well toned legs which appeared even more so coming out of the short black uniform skirt all the waitresses were wearing. She was perhaps a swimmer, if not a daily jogger but her muscular looking calves and long legs certainly were attractive. And though it was hard to tell the actual size of her breasts perhaps being encased in the somewhat frilly white blouse she had on with pleats running down the front of it, hinted at a more than ample bosom.
"I think we could have a bit of fun here, unless I miss my guess. But I'm almost certain she'd be up for it," Bella told me. "How much money have you got on you anyway?" She then asked.
"You mean in cash?" I asked, though I'd brought just under two hundred with me when we'd left home for just in case. Though I usually used plastic.
"Well yeah cash. I don't think she'd be too willing to do much if you were to wave a plastic card under her nose. I was thinking along the lines of something else," she stated as dad of course overheard and then asked.
"Like what?" He said curiously, though even mom seemed to lean further into the table wanting to hear the details.
"Let's see if she's willing to play with us a little," Bella said wickedly. "Though it might get a little expensive here," she then added. "I think I've got almost a hundred myself in my wallet," she said starting to reach for it, when dad grinned, waved her off.
"Don't worry about it...trust me. I'm sure that between all of us, we can cover it. Now...what are we betting on here anyway?"
"Ah dad? For one...we're not betting. And two? You don't want to be making any bets with Bella...trust me, you'll lose."
"Not always," mom suddenly spoke grinning...blushing as she said that. "I happen to recall one certain bet she made that she did lose."
Recalling it myself now, I smiled. "Maybe, but Bella has a way of winning, even when she supposedly loses," I offered, which made Bella smile, winking at me when I said that. "Like I said..." I added turning back towards dad. "Don't bet with her...trust me."
"Ok, so we're not really betting here, but what have you got in mind?" Dad asked curiously.
"Have you got a fifty?" She asked me. I did. A couple of those and a few twenties as I pulled out my wallet, handing her one. Bella promptly tore the bill in half!
"Hey!"
"Don't worry," she said easily. She then took out a pen and a small piece of paper hurriedly writing something down on it, and then tucked one torn half of the fifty-dollar bill inside of that, and the second half of the fifty underneath her nearly empty drink glass. Seconds later we saw Sue returning to take our orders, which she did.
As Sue stepped around behind Bella as Bella gave her, her order reading off the menu, she handed it to her, along with the hand written note, folded over what was obviously a bill. Sue's eyes widened at seeing the "fifty" peeking out of the corner, accepting it along with the rest of the menus.
"I'll be back in a moment to see if you're ready for more drinks," she assured us, and then once again headed off. No doubt seeking a place where she could more privately read her note.
"Ok, so what did you write?" I asked worriedly, nervously...especially knowing Bella.
"I told her, that if she was interested in the other half of that fifty, that all she had to do was bring us back the panties she was wearing, hand them to us...and then prove to all of us that she didn't have any on."
"Oh my!" Mom exclaimed, blushing again, but then giggling too. "That's...so naughty!"
I looked at mom, though more surprised at her reaction. "I can't believe you just did that!" I told her..."What if...what if she gets upset or something? Says something?"
"She won't. I could tell. But even if she returns her half of the fifty, we'll still tip her well for the service anyway. I assure you...I don't think she's going to be upset however. If anything...she'll probably get a laugh out of it later if nothing else. But odds are...she will."
"I bet she doesn't," dad said.
"Dad?" I said turning towards him. "I wouldn't go there...seriously."
It was several minutes later before Sue returned, heading our way again, with a smile on her face carrying an empty tray with her.
"Your dinners shouldn't be too much longer," she informed us leaning over to pick up dad's empty drink glass, and then mine. As she did, she dropped something in my lap, which she'd been palming beneath the tray. I looked down having sensed something, and saw what appeared to be a pair of black lacy nothingness. She again smiled, walked around the table now with her back towards the majority of other diners and workers. Picking up moms almost empty glass, she then reached down, the slit in her skirt just high enough to fold upwards. When she did, she revealed the fact she didn't have any panties on. A small thin strip of pubic hair showing just above her otherwise shaved pussy. It was brief, but long enough to ensure that each and every one of us got a knowing look. Only then did she pick up Bella's empty glass along with the other half of the fifty-dollar bill. "Is there anything else I can do for you while you're waiting on your dinners? More drinks?"
"Yes...please," dad said an obvious catch to his tone of voice. "And ah...maybe some more napkins?" Now dad was blushing.
And then mom shocked everyone...including Bella.
"And another fifty to see your tits when you come back? Maybe?" She asked blushing even more, though having so boldly spoke. Even Sue seemed surprised by that. I know I certainly was...sitting there with my mouth open, still holding onto Sue's panties.
"I'll see what I can do," Sue stated and then winked at mom, heading off with the tray carrying our empty glasses.
"Nice one Grace!" Bella said giggling. "No bets she doesn't either. You'd best get that other fifty out David, something tells me, we're going to be looking at boobies here shortly!"
**
Sure enough, just a few minutes later Sue came walking back towards us, one hand holding a tray with our drinks on it just over her shoulder. The other...already reaching up as she began undoing the buttons on the blouse she had on. She had obviously removed her bra ahead of time. By the time she got to our table, the front of her entire shirt was open. She then handed us the drinks standing in one place for obvious reasons as we took them passing them to who they really belonged too.
"Let's see," dad said getting into the act suddenly. Her tray now empty, she slipped it beneath her arm, carefully opening her blouse more fully with her free hand, showing us her bare breasts which I surmised where roughly the same size and shape that Bella's were, though Sue's nipples were more of a rosy color, and very erect as she stood there proudly displaying them.
I held up my other fifty giving it to her.
"I must say, you're certainly the most interesting...and possibly lucrative table I've ever waited on," only then deftly doing up her blouse again. "I'll be back with your orders...and anything else that you think you might be able to come up with," she said turning once again heading back towards the kitchens.
"See? I told you she was interested in playing. So...what do you think we should try and have her do next then?" Bella asked.
"I know!" Mom suddenly exclaimed grinning. "Harold...get out your wallet!"
**
We were just finishing our meal, Sue having left after bringing it to us with yet another note, and this time one half of a hundred dollar bill which dad had given her. The problem was, no one but mom knew what she'd written on the note. Bella finding it amusing to wonder, dad and I curious, though I was once again more concerned than anything else. After all, Sue hadn't returned to even check and see how dinner was. If nothing else, I had assumed she'd either bring back her half of the hundred, or return for the other half, depending upon whatever the hell it was mom had written down, which she still wasn't telling us. When at last we had finished, another waitress, a totally different one came over to our table, checked on how dinner had been asking us if we wanted anything else.
"Shit!" I said silently to myself, feeling for sure now we had all gone too far with this bizarre little game. Except for the fact mom was in an exceptionally good mood for some reason, which Bella likewise realized, though still not asking...simply accepting whatever the hell was going on.
"Ready?" Mom stood after dad had paid the bill and left a small but reasonable tip for the new girl.
Dad pocketed his half of the hundred-dollar bill, shrugging his shoulders upon looking at me no doubt seeing the still confused expression on my face. We then left the restaurant and wandered back through town towards the docks and where we're moored the boat. As we drew closer, I looked up...Sue was standing on the bow waiting for us. Mom grinned.
"I think you can give her the other half of that bill now," mom said. "As well as another fifty for even being here," mom continued grinning, "Oh...and don't forget to give her the tip money for dinner either," she added to that. Mom then turned towards Bella. "And hopefully you don't mind dear...but I told her you've got the most amazing tongue ever!"
Bella burst out laughing. "No Grace...I don't mind you telling her that at all, do you David? Harold?" She asked us.
Dad was too busy fishing out his half of the bill to respond back to her, while I on the other hand just shook my head again. It looked like it was going to be one hell of another interesting night after all.
**
Dad was busy pouring everyone a glass of Bella's wine in the main lounge cabin as we stood there making small talk. Sue spotted the bottle of wine, commenting.
"Oh, we have that one on the wine list!" She announced. "It's a really good one though a little expensive."
"I know...I saw it," Bella announced without elaborating further though no one else did either.
"So...your note said that the two of you wanted to undress me, and then have your way with me then yes?" Sue asked hotly.



Taking her cue, Bella stood, now joining mom as the two of them began unbuttoning her blouse again, along with unzipping her skirt, letting it drop down around her ankles. She was naked again within moments. I still had the woman's panties in my pocket, she hadn't put her bra back on either, so there was little else to remove once mom and Bella had undressed her. Then they stood and began removing their clothes. Dad took a comfortable seat on one side, as I finally accepted the inevitable here, taking another seat across from him with the girls still standing there in the middle. All of them...naked now.
There was just enough room for the three of them to lay down on the carpeted floor and spread out comfortably. Though still not fully accustomed to actually seeing mom AND dad so similarly involved beyond just seeing them naked, I was oddly aroused, enough so that I settled back, beginning to enjoy this as Bella immediately began licking Sue's pussy, who in turn began licking mom, as she in turn...began licking Bella's, forming an erotic little circle of Sapphic hungry, horny females as they began pleasuring one another right there in front of us.
I looked over across the way at dad, he grinned sheepishly perhaps, and then reached down unzipping his shorts, soon sliding them down his legs, kicking them off seconds later. He did the same with his boxer shorts, and then no longer worried about me, or what I was thinking, proceeded to sit there sipping his wine, and jerking off his cock his attention now focused entirely on the girls.
I soon did the same.
**
Only minutes later, I watched as Sue suddenly cried out obviously in the throes of orgasm. Bella's talented mouth and tongue working its magic as Sue came, forgetting all about mom for the moment, though mom continued on, enjoying Bella's cunt. I was quietly pleased, surprised...and yeah, even a little proud when mom made Bella climax shortly after that. And though mom hadn't obviously climaxed yet, as soon as Bella and Sue recovered, they then began working on mom together, taking turns sucking her breasts together, and then the two of them somehow managing to lick mom's pussy, one from below, one above as mom now knelt on all fours there in the middle of the room.
Dad groaned, stood up...released and spurted a rather large copious amount of cum cream all over mom's back as she squealed delightfully feeling and sensing it as he did so, and then climaxed herself.
I wasn't about to do that myself, and slowed down a bit, timing my own pleasure for a bit later as I was fairly confident things were just getting started here. And of course...I was right about that.
"So Grace, since this one was basically your idea, what have you got in mind next?" Bella asked as dad contentedly took his seat, pouring everyone more wine no longer concerned or inhibited about walking around with his dick sticking out, especially as flaccid as it now was.
"Actually, what I'd like to try is that thing I saw and watched you and Doreen doing," she said almost coquettishly. "You know...that scissory kinda thing."
Bella laughed. "Oh yeah...that. I was actually hoping you would try it, with either one of us, but I don't think you were quite ready to go that far with things just then were you?"
"Not then...but I sure as hell am now!" Mom exclaimed obviously still very much aroused. "You ever done that before Sue?" She then asked.
"Never have no," she freely admitted. "But then again...I seem to be doing a lot of things tonight that I never would have considered doing before either. Like being with a woman for the first time for one...but now that I have," she smiled wickedly. "Whatever your pleasure is then...I'm all for it!"
"Oh goodie!" Bella said excitedly. "Ok then, let's get you two positioned together then, and I'll just sit off to the side, join in doing things here and there, and help the two of you enjoy this!" She explained.
Dad was starting to get a woody again, which made me more than just a little proud of him, especially at his age. I sat still fondling myself watching, enjoying the show as Bella got the girls positioned, one leg now wrapped over that of the others, their cunts firmly and exquisitely pressing together there in the middle of the floor. Lips kissing lips so to speak.
"Now, just move and enjoy yourselves," Bella urged, while I enjoy the two of you!"
Bella sat beside mom and Sue, folding her legs Indian style. Reaching out, she caressed them both simultaneously, often caressing their breasts, but occasionally reaching down to further stimulate their clits, teasing and fingering them that way as mom and Sue passionately rocked back and forth against one another, humping one another slowly working their way towards yet again another serious climax.
"Oh this is nice," mom groaned deeply looking over towards dad. "Are you enjoying this too dear?" She asked him.
Dad inched forward in his chair a bit, giving mom a much better unobstructed view of his cock as he sat there playing with it, showing her he was.
"Don't waste any of it," she informed him after that. "As soon as we're done here...I plan on coming over there and doing something about it, along with some help if either of the girls are interested," she added.
"Sounds fun!" Sue moaned hotly, likewise on the verge of ecstasy herself now, the sounds of two very slick, very wet cunts mashing against one another easily heard as they continued to pump and grind themselves against one another. "Who'd have thought?" She suddenly added. "And to think I've even been living with a roommate who's gay, though the two of us have never ever done anything. Up until now anyway," she then added. "Won't she be in for a big surprise?"
Bella held her finger up, and then marked the air with it, looking at me smiling. I too laughed at that. She'd managed to convert another one.
"Well after you two are done with Harold over there, maybe Sue will come over and help me with David. I think he'll be more than ready for us by the time you do Sue," she told her.
Sue was no longer listening though. Her eyes had just rolled back into the top of her head.
**
True to her word Bella scooted across the floor towards me and then lovingly began licking and sucking my dick as Sue and Mom worked together taking care of dads. When she had finished there, she then came over joining Bella. I soon sat, looking down, watching the two attractive women now sharing my cock together, feeding it back and forth to one another very often kissing themselves, with my cock sandwiched between them.
It was an odd, unique, weird, bizarre, yet still arousing sensation to look over, seeing mom now sitting in dads lap in a reverse cowgirl, going at it again, watching the three of us.
Seeing that...made me cum. BIG time!
**
Sue finally left us shortly after that, heading off home and to what I now wondered might be a very surprised, hopefully pleased roommate...once again thanks to Bella.
But with the rest of us now totally exhausted, I would have rather gone into our cabin and gone to bed. But as was usually the case, that wasn't mom and dad's plan. I knew what their plans were, something we had done very often before, especially with calms seas like this. Dad had a spot, knowing the waters and current well. So even though it was growing late, we soon put to sea again, heading out and away from the island until we were no longer able to see the lights coming from it. The night outside was dark with about a quarter moon shining was all, giving up just barely enough light to see by topside without the aid of any other light. A bit further, dad then cut the engines, and though tossing over the anchor, it was used more as additional drag than anything as he then checked our drift and direction. As was always the case, once satisfied he then ushered everyone inside again.
"Enjoy a nice peaceful relaxing sleep," he informed Bella. "You'll never get a better one anywhere but here," he assured her.
Bella looked at me questioningly.
"Don't worry, he's been doing this for years. We'll drift with the current all night, and then in the morning we'll head the rest of the way home. Makes the return trip back considerably shorter. Pretty amazing actually. Don't worry...you'll see."
Saying goodnight to my parents then, we soon slipped into our own cabin, and into bed. With the gently rocking motion of the boat out on the open sea, Bella and I were both soon fast asleep.
**
Sometime in the middle of the night I became vaguely aware of what sounded like a freight train, though I soon realized it was the sound of almost gale force winds. That...and the fact that the boat just then chose to lurch, nearly tossing me out of bed at that exact same moment. I rolled over, looking for Bella, but she was gone.
"What the fuck?"
Worried that she had perhaps gotten seasick suddenly, I managed to stagger out of bed, careening with the wall almost violently as the boat rolled a little too much suddenly before righting itself again. I just made the toilet, opening the door, but she wasn't in there either.
"She must have gone up to see if she could help dad with something," I thought, maybe because it hadn't gotten too bad yet...and with as little sleep as she normally has anyway," I justified to myself. Reaching the pilothouse only minutes after that however, I saw the wheel simply spinning out of control, and no one inside. Outside, the waves were crashing wildly against our small Yacht, eight to ten foot swells making us bob up and down like a cork in a rapidly growing violent sea. "Where the fuck is everyone?" I asked, only then calling out, though my question as to their whereabouts remained unanswered, and if anything drowned out by the force of the blowing winds tossing the boat about as though it were nothing more than plywood, which it would soon be if I didn't immediately get the engines started and head into the wind here soon.
But I took a small chance running topside, going from the bow to the aft calling out, nearly being washed overboard when doing so. I checked below again, still calling out, now panicked and afraid soaked through to the skin as I frantically continued to search and cry out.
No one answered. No one came running. No one. Neither mom nor dad...or Bella. They were all missing, the seas turning even more violent now as I finally made my way back into the pilothouse, turning the engines over and slowly steered into the wind. I looked out to sea trying to scan the swells that at one moment had our small boat sitting on top, and in the next, peering upwards as gigantic waves towered over us. The sky above ink black, not a star in sight, not a flicker of light coming from anywhere aside from all too frequent forks of lightning. It's as though everyone, myself included, had been swallowed up by the night.
I couldn't believe this was happening.
To be continued...
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I felt the warmth of sunlight on my face coming through the small porthole in our cabin. The moment I did I popped open my eyes sitting up.
"Oh good! You're up! I was just coming to get you!" Bella said. She was standing in the doorway of the cabin...naked. "What?" She then asked looking at me. She looked down at herself searching for something, then back at me again. "What?" She said again. "Jesus David, you look like you've seen a ghost! What's wrong?"
"Nothing," I said finally finding my voice, staring at her. I wondered for a moment if she was a ghost...standing there. Maybe I was on some sort of a ghost ship. But as the cobwebs finally cleared away, I realized I had only been dreaming. It had seemed real enough, but thankfully it was only a dream. Even then I asked. "Mom? Dad?" Bella was still staring at me curiously.
"Your mom's starting to fix us something for breakfast, your dad's getting ready to get underway," she added just as the engines started up, punctuating her statement. "See? Anyway...he told me to come down and get you so you could help him stow things away and get ready to get underway again."
"Was...was there a storm, or anything last night?"
"Only in your mind maybe," she chuckled. "You were snoring awfully loud for one thing, but for another, you were talking in your sleep too. I couldn't quite hear or understand anything...but you certainly didn't sleep very sound, though I sure as hell did. Even slept a bit longer than I usually do too because of it. Your dad was right...best sleep I've had in a long, long time."
"Why are you...naked?" I asked still trying to fit together the pieces of my confusion here. Though very much relieved that things were obviously just fine. Though I was again wondering if I was talking to the undead here or something. For some reason, that honestly wouldn't have surprised me.
She laughed. "Because I still managed to fit in my morning run, running around the ship, which your dad certainly seemed to enjoy while I did so. He was sitting out on the deck watching me run, and I'm pretty sure I could see his hand moving...a lot," she grinned. "Now come on...breakfast will soon be ready, and like I said, your dad's waiting for you to come up and help him."
Bella turned heading back up the stairs topside as I continued to sit there, shaking, glad she hadn't seen me doing so. The dream had seemed so real...too real. Though I should have known better. For one, dad would NEVER put to sea if there was even a hint of a possible storm for one thing. He'd always been very meticulous about that. Checking and double-checking the weather reports. Had we had any possible inclement weather, we'd have stayed at the berth for the night. Secondly, I also thought it odd now remembering the dream. Even though they were all missing...I remembered my panic, my true fear mostly directed at Bella herself. Even with mom and dad missing, I somehow knew that was ok, weirdly enough. Though I couldn't see them, find them...they weren't the focus of my fears and concern, not really anyway. It was Bella. And that made me wonder even more. The inevitable was still a few months away, but I knew, somehow knew that the storm I was dealing with inside was getting worse and worse. I wasn't sure that I was going to be able to accept her disappearing from my life, going back to her own life at some point where I knew that once she had, I would most likely never see her again.
That was a nightmare I didn't want to have to deal with. Last night's was bad enough. I crawled out of bed, realizing I too was still naked, though noticing something else when I did. Somehow, someway, Bella had written something on me...with lipstick, specifically on my dick. I had a hard time making out what she'd almost magically, and mysteriously written. I actually had to stretch out my very flaccid cock in order to make it out. When I did...I felt shivers once again race up and down my spine. She had written, "Sweet dreams baby...B!"
Having finally calmed down, I climbed up the ladder towards the main deck. Though slightly surprised perhaps, though I was starting to get used to it, Bella and mom were in the small galley fixing us something to eat. Mom too was naked. I gave her a brief quick kiss on the cheek and then headed off to find dad taking him a cup of coffee along with one for myself. Finding him however, was a surprise. He was naked too, sitting in his Captains chair steering the boat on its course heading home. I knew then that Bella had probably been right about seeing him earlier as he watched her taking her morning jog around the deck.
I was the only one wearing swim trunks.
Mom and Bella soon joined us, bringing up breakfast, setting everything out on the table so we could eat.
She looked at me, though more specifically at my swimwear. "You going to ah...join us?" She asked. Even mom and dad were looking at me curiously. I shrugged grabbing the waistband of my trunks and yanked them down, kicking them off.
"What the hell...why not?" Everyone was still staring at me though. I looked down only then realizing the red lipstick.
"Get my message?" Bella laughed.
I was blushing, but I answered. "I believe I did...yes."
**
We finished up with breakfast and I began helping the girls clean up and put everything away again when dad announced we'd reached the twelve mile limit.
"What's that?" Bella asked.
"We're officially in International waters now," I told her.
"And what does that mean?" She asked, though dad answered her before I could.
"Basically, it means as Captain of this ship...I could officially marry you two," dad quipped though he said it only as a joke and not being serious. For a moment though, Bella's eyes grew wide looking at him.
"You're kidding right? You could really do that?"
"Maybe," dad responded back now realizing he perhaps shouldn't have said that, especially seeing the look on my face. "What it does mean though...we're no longer governed by the laws of the land," he said..."or more specifically the States being out this far."
"So no rules?"
"Well rules yes...just different rules, especially way out here," he added.
"Any rules about giving someone a blow job out on deck?" She then asked. Dad laughed.
"Not as far as I know there isn't," he grinned..."Or anything else along those lines either for that matter. Where is your mother anyway?"
"I'll send her back," I told him as Bella proceeded to pull me by the arm aft again, back out onto the sun deck. Though early, the sun was well up almost blinding.
"Here, lay down, make yourself comfortable, and relax. You're all tensed up for some reason."
I was, still not able to fully shake off the weird strange dream I had had. Bella placed several cushions beneath me, propping my head up, though the sun was still far too bright forcing me to squint.
"I have an idea," Bella giggled. "And besides helping you keep the sun out of your eyes, it will also help you to just lay back, relax...and enjoy this. I don't want you thinking about anything else except for this," she informed me. "Now...just lay here, I'll be right back." She had placed a folded towel over my eyes, effectively blocking the sun out. I felt her return moments later, securing then what felt like a small length of rope over the towel, further securing it so that it couldn't be removed.
"What are you doing?"
"Shh, no talking. Now just lay there, relax...and enjoy this. I'm going to give you some obvious...much needed, tension relief."
"Right here? Out in the open like this?" I asked laughing though quite excited at the prospect of letting her do this to me, laying out on the open deck as we were. Though the prospect of anyone coming close enough to see us was remote, it was the thought of it happening that suddenly seemed to heighten my arousal to some extent.
"No rules out here...remember? Now shush...no more talking or I won't let you enjoy this," she added. I heard her move away briefly grabbing some more pillows, tossing a couple down beside me. Seconds after that I felt her soft, warm hand as she began stroking and massaging my cock to instant hardness. Moments after that, I felt her sensual lips suddenly sliding down over my shaft as she began sucking it. It felt heavenly. And especially as she was in no real hurry here either, taking her time, teasingly so as she began giving me probably the best blowjob I had ever had. I gave myself over to it, simply concentrating on the pure ecstasy I was feeling, the sensuality of her lips and tongue as she licked, nibbled, tickled at times, but constantly and continually aroused me to greater and greater heights of pleasure. When my orgasm eventually did come...I knew it was going to be a monster. But I was in no hurry for that to happen either. We were still miles and miles out from reaching home, and all I wanted to do right now was forget everything, and simply enjoy this amazing blowjob she was giving me.
It went on forever, or so it seemed anyway. But it was just what the doctor ordered too. And I was also right about the other thing as well. When I came, it was explosive, in more ways than one. Not only did I see stars inside my head, but I was damn sure that the copious amount of my pleasurable eruption damn near drowned her, hearing her gasp, almost gag...choke, and yet continue to swallow me down, obviously taken a little bit off guard and by surprise at the voluminous amount of cum-cream spurting out of my dick as I filled her mouth.
"Fuck!" I finally managed to say long moments afterwards, drained...satiated, and well pleased as I heard her moving away. "So...can I take off the blind fold now?" I asked.
"Of course, but careful of your eyes when you do, it's really bright out here this morning," Bella advised me.
She was right, it took a moment for my eyes to adjust after doing that, squinting once again, but I was also a bit stunned to see both mom and Bella now sitting there in deck chairs looking down at me.
"Jesus...mom? You...watched her doing that to me?" I asked.
She just smiled pleasantly for a moment. "Thought I'd play look-out, make sure we weren't boarded by any naked female pirates that might try to take the ship and ravish you," she stated trying to appear serious.
"Ah huh," I said looking over towards Bella who was trying very hard to keep a smile from appearing on her face.
"Anyway...you should probably go in and relieve your father for a spell. Send him back out here in fact, I'm sure he could use a bit of tension relief himself right about now, though according to Bella, he was doing that a little earlier," she shared with me grinning over that.
Once again I shook my head, stood on still unsteady feet and began making my way back inside heading towards the pilothouse again.
"I liked the rope idea over the towel," mom said just before I passed out of earshot. "Let's do that to Harold as well when he comes out here."
I relieved dad, sending him out back with a small warning. "You're presence has been requested aft," I told him. "But beware, it's very possible that we've been boarded by naked female pirates disguised as mom and Bella. Especially if you feel something a bit different or unusual walking your plank."
He looked at me oddly.
"Never mind...bad joke, just trying to be funny. But they're out there waiting for you. Enjoy yourself. I certainly did."
I took over the wheel keeping us on course heading for home. "International waters huh? No rules?" I wondered.
**
As it turned out, I was glad we had managed to enjoy a fun, naughty weekend together. It would be a while before we actually did anything even remotely like that again. With Bella returning to school the following week, things suddenly changed dramatically. If I thought Bella was here simply for fun and games, or just needing to get away from her family for a while, I was sadly mistaken. She approached her classes, studies with the same intensity and passion that she did when we were having sex. I realized then she had that same fire, same head for business that merely proved to me, her father had been right. Bella really was the only person who could conceivably take over the business, keep it going...prospering perhaps even more than it already was. Bella was intelligent, diligent, and way too hard on herself in many respects. She wasn't perfect, far from it. But if she got anything less than an "A" on an exam or paper submitted, she almost seemed to take it personally. On nights when she needed to study, she basically locked herself away inside her room. Irene usually sent a tray up to her so she'd at least eat something when she didn't join us for dinner downstairs. But this sudden unexpected change in Bella after she started going back to school again was totally and completely unexpected.
It was usually only on the weekends that I saw the old familiar Bella re-emerge again, and if anything...when she did, she was usually even more horny than she'd normally been. It was like seeing a bear coming out of hibernation. Come Friday night, Bella was ravenous! So much so, that she would very often wear me out, the two of us having sex together for long hours at a time. And at times, it almost didn't matter where it was either. Once the urge hit her again, it could be anywhere, and most often was. Doreen had in fact had to step around us once carrying up a load of clean laundry up the stairs. Bella had all but tackled me as we'd been heading up, now sitting on me, fucking me...right there on the stairway as Doreen passed by us. Looking on almost wishfully. Another oddity in a sense. So far...we'd kept most everything between the two of us, Bella hadn't even shown any signs or interest in involving anyone else, or contacting anyone we'd previously been with either. And then Monday would come, and the other Bella would suddenly return again, locking herself away inside her room for long hours at a time while she studied, almost ignoring me and everyone else while she did so.
I knew it was her intent to graduate early, and hence the heavy difficult course load. But this was ridicules! She had turned into Dr. Jekyll and Miss Hyde!
**
The only real bright spot that I could see, was the fact that my birthday was coming up, the very next weekend in fact. I also knew...Bella had been for quite a while now working on something, along with mom, though keeping whatever it was a secret from me. Though I certainly knew they were up to something, and had even hinted at it at times, they had kept me totally in the dark about whatever the hell it was. So at least I did have that to look forward to...maybe. But whatever it was, it had to be something a bit more fun and exciting than the way things had been around here lately. I was really missing the old Bella, and not having quite as much fun even with the horny Bella on the weekends. Mainly because I knew that Bella would soon tuck herself away again...which was becoming rather frustrating.
I was missing having a friend too, besides the incredible sex. And I was even starting to fantasize, and imagine things...with people like Doreen again, and not even thinking about Bella when I did. So I was hoping my upcoming birthday weekend would at least bring back the old Bella again...at least for a little while. I smiled coming home that Friday night from school, finding a note with one of Bella's typical erotic, naughty smiley faces waiting for me on the kitchen table. I opened it and began to read, finding myself growing rather exited as I did so.
"Well birthday boy...it's almost time for your surprise. So after you finish reading this, you're to go upstairs and pack a few things for the weekend. You'll be checking into the Marriott hotel downtown. We've booked you the penthouse suite. After you've checked in and relaxed for a bit...get dressed for dinner. Wear something nice. A white dinner jacket would be perfect in fact. I'll be waiting for you downstairs in the restaurant at eight. Don't be late...even fashionably. Love, Bella."
"Wow...a suite?" I was curious, wondering what she...and most likely mom too had been up to these past few weeks. But whatever it was, I knew it promised to be something interesting, especially knowing Bella. She had been secretive about whatever she'd been up to, long before recently in fact, so it had been going on for quite some time now. Whatever it was. But I figured, with my birthday being tomorrow, I would soon find out.
My white dinner jacket was already waiting for me laying there on my bed, all clean, pressed and fresh from the cleaners. There was a note on that one too, this one from mom.
"See you later on tonight son!" She said simply. "Dinner's at eight...don't be late! Love mom."
I still had several hours before the appointed time, but hurriedly gathered up a few things and left anyway. I wasn't about to disappoint anyone. And I wasn't to be disappointed myself either, though at the time I wasn't aware of anything. That would come later. Much, much later.
**
In a strange way, it was almost the scene out of the movie "Pretty Woman" where Richard Gere is downstairs in the bar waiting for Julia Roberts when she shows up, looking beautiful, dazzling, and for a moment, he doesn't even recognize her.
It was a little like that. Except in this case, it was me showing up in the bar with her waiting for me. And even then, I still almost didn't recognize her. I hadn't really seen her all fancied up as often as I would have liked. But I was certainly seeing her that way now. She had even had her hair done, up this time, almost identically to the way Julia Roberts had worn hers in the same movie. Complete with the elegantly styled form-fitting red dress. All she was missing was the half a million worth of diamonds around her neck. Though she was wearing one...one of mom's, which looked damn fucking good on her. Bella looked spectacular! And judging by the way everyone else there in the bar was looking at her, they all thought so too.
"Wow...you look sensational!" I said upon greeting her.
"Thank you, so do you," she said taking my arm. "Well...shall we? You're parents are already waiting for us at the dinner table."
We were soon shown to our table, where sure enough mom and dad sat waiting for us, dad similarly dressed, also in a nice white dinner jacket and black tie. Mom in a fairly low-cut black evening dress that sparkled with almost every movement that she made. She too looking very beautiful this evening as we took our seats joining them. Dad of course had already ordered a bottle of wine to go along with dinner. Yeah...you guessed it. Bella didn't seem to mind too much though, actually a little flattered that he had, especially when he really didn't need to pay for it any more. He now had almost six cases of various wines from her vineyard waiting at home for him.
Now. I have to be perfectly honest here. Though dinner certainly promised to be nice, and seeing Bella as well as mom so elegantly dressed, looking sexy as hell even though they were...I was expecting a bit more than this. Not so much in the cost they had obviously laid out on everything for my birthday. But this was dinner after all. Even a fancy one perhaps. But it was still dinner. After everything the two of them had been doing, it seemed to me that dinner reservations at a nice restaurant wouldn't have taken several weeks of planning to work out.
Which is about the time that several waiters and waitresses showed up standing around our table preparing to sing...by the looks of it, "Happy birthday" to me. Which was embarrassing enough all by itself. But again...I digress here. I was still slightly disappointed that this appeared to be the big effort they'd seemingly been putting into all this. And then suddenly some other people appeared, carrying in what appeared to be some sort of partitions. Ok...now that was interesting. As though perfectly choreographed, within the span of only a few short minutes, we suddenly had our own private little room, right there in the middle of the restaurant. Now THAT was impressive! I was pleased when no one actually sang "happy birthday", just appearing and standing there and then helping with the privacy walls that suddenly went up all around us. In seconds we had total and complete privacy, right there in the middle of a busy restaurant! That took some doing! A small curtained entry allowed our waiters and waitresses to come in and serve us, check on us, and kept the drinks coming even as we waited on our initial entries. But it didn't take long to find out why they had gone to that extent either, when both mom and Bella suddenly stood. As nice as they looked in those dresses they were wearing, they came off! And then...they both looked even better! Although mom promptly explained that once Bella had told her about her idea, she had asked if she too could come along, do the same thing for dad, knowing how much he'd enjoy seeing her this way. Especially in a setting like this one. Bella of course immediately agreed. So...here they both were now. Bella in a very sexy red-laced bra, matching garter and stockings, along with red 6" "come fuck me" heels completing the outfit. Mom was likewise similarly attired in black. Which was oddly stimulating, seeing them both sitting here like this, dad and I more formally and appropriately dressed of course in dinner jackets and ties. For a moment I actually envisioned myself as James Bond sitting next to Pussy Galore, and Christmas, (you'll get that if you saw the movie) Even our waiters and waitresses had obviously been prepared for all this. Coming into our now very private little booth area, serving us, and no one even batting an eye upon seeing the two women sitting there like this. Though I did observe several appreciative smiles and glances tossed their way whenever anyone entered. Including the Maître d, as he made a couple of appearances just checking on us. I could only imagine what the rest of the patrons were wondering at this point as the evening wore on.



And all throughout the course of dinner itself, we were having a good time. Our spur of the moment encounter with Sue at the other restaurant giving birth to this evening's entertainment as well, from time to time, as word had likewise and obviously been spread about "special tips" being offered and given for those waiters and waitresses bold enough, and daring enough to serve us in special little ways, or brief momentary performances between courses or in between being served fresh drinks, which there were more than plenty of. It got to the point that the moment anyone even walked through the curtain, that a blouse was undone, or skirt dropped briefly, if even only for a couple of minutes or so. Enough to keep things interesting, that was for damn sure. Even the guys got into the act for mom and Bella, showing themselves off briefly, giving a peek here and there as mom and Bella both stuffed dollar bills down their pants, most often whatever briefs they were wearing after copping a quick feel or a look first.
I suppose that they could have reserved a special room off and away from the main dinner area looking back at it. But to be honest, doing it the way they had...where they had, just made it all the more unusual and exciting.
It was the best dinner I'd ever been too.
**
And then just as quickly as they had put up the walls, they came and removed everything, once mom and Bella had dressed again first of course. Dad laid out a sizeable tip in addition to the small fortune they'd obviously paid out for the dinner's entertainment, and then we strolled casually out of the room amidst curious looks, whispers and obvious wonderings as to what had been going on, and why the unusual form of privacy. I am sure that more than a few thought us to be some sort of royalty, or celebrity or something, not able to put their finger on who we might be...though still excitedly curious about it. In a way, I almost felt like that. And by the looks Bella received, looking as beautiful and elegant as she did, I am almost a hundred percent sure that some thought her a queen or princess of some foreign land.
And in a way...she was.
We made our way over towards the elevators where mom and dad let it be known they'd be leaving us. Mom leaned over kissing me, as dad kissed Bella, wishing us a goodnight, and to have "fun" as mom put it.
"See you sometime tomorrow afternoon then...for the rest of your birthday surprise," she added. And with that, mom and dad left, Bella and I only then stepping into the elevator. Even before the doors had closed, she produced what was obviously a long thick red scarf and began tying that around my head, covering my eyes.
"Now...no peeking. Not until after we get inside the room!" She informed me. And then led me out of the elevator and down the hall, leading me by the hand as I walked towards the totally unknown.
Bella escorted me through the door, still leading me further on into the room. Only then coming around behind me, finally undoing the red scarf she had tied around my head. The moment it came off, I heard what I was half suspecting, though still stunned when it came anyway.
"Surprise!"
The room was filled entirely with women. Lots and lots, and lots...of naked women. And I knew everyone of them by name. Even Doreen was there...along with Stacy, Becky...Debra, Tracy as well as Julie and Marsha too. But a nice surprise, and likewise totally unexpected, was seeing Sue standing there amongst the rest of them.
"I know...thought I'd invite her as well, if she could make it. Which she obviously did."
I laughed, there were even two other women I knew, both of which were old high school friends of mine, who I never had seen naked before. Somehow, someway, Bella and mom or so it appeared anyway, had convinced them into joining us. Though how she had managed that, I hadn't a clue. "You really are amazing Bella, you know that? But even more amazing, had you actually invited Chris along. Now that really would have been a big surprise!"
"Someone mention my name?" Chris said walking out of the bathroom just then, to which everyone laughed, making me blush upon seeing her...especially as she was the only one standing there with a hard on. Including me, though I was still dressed at the moment.
I could only shake my head. "Guess I should have known better," I said meekly.
But one thing was for sure at least. At the moment anyway. Bella was back. BIG TIME.
To be continued...
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With plenty of available hands, it wasn't long before I was completely stripped, though there had also been a fair amount of groping along the way. Chris wasn't the only one with a hard on now as once again Bella approached me carrying that same red scarf again.
"What now?" I asked curiously. It was still hard to believe I was standing there in the middle of a room full of very attractive, very naked women. Ten and a half of them in fact.
"Well, since this is your birthday party, I thought it appropriate we play a few party games. So for this one, you get to be blind-folded again while we play kiss and guess the titty."
I smiled at that, speaking. "Wait, I need to look a bit more," I said though she had already begun securing the scarf around my eyes.
"Sorry baby...you had plenty of time to look, so if you lose this one, it's your own fault. Now...this is how we play the game. You can only use your mouth and tongue...no hands. You must then guess whose tits you're kissing and then move on to the next pair of breasts and do the same. We'll keep track of how many you get right...or wrong. To win, all you need to do is at least get one more than half, any less than that, you lose."
"What does the winner get?" I asked obviously excited by all this, looking forward to soon be sucking so many pairs of breasts all in a row here.
"You win? We do whatever you want us to do...no matter what. We win...then same thing."
Having heard that, I wasn't so sure about the odds here, or the possible results if I were to lose knowing Bella. But then we began the game as everyone shuffled around a bit, forming a small circle around me, with me standing there in the middle of eleven pairs of breasts.
"Remember baby...no using your hands. You're free to lick, nibble kiss as much as you want before guessing a name. But after you do, you move on to the next girl and so on."
Having no clue who was where of course, I just leaned forward a bit until encountering my first set of bare tits. I took delight in kissing, licking and nibbling on the first set of perky tits, hard stiff nipples and made my first reasonable guess. On the small, yet full side, I vaguely recalled what Becky's tits had looked and felt like, thus guessing her name before moving on to the next girl's boobs. These were much bigger, considerably so...placing these tits in the top three of the girls there, one being Bella of course, Marsha, and one of the two girls from my old high school, which I had seen for the first time as she stood there smiling fondly at me. That one had been Elizabeth. I had done a bit of quick homework there thankfully upon seeing her for the first time. Though she had large breasts, her actual nipples were pretty small in comparison with Bella's and Marsha's. And sure enough, as I began tonguing and licking them, one and then the other, I rightly guessed as it turned out, those boobs belonged to her.
The game continued, as I sucked, licked and guessed my way around the circle, finally starting to suckle on one particular nipple, getting a feel of her supple firmness. I didn't even need to go on to the second breast before making an educated guess. I knew these tits by heart. "Hi Bella," I said simply, though I then did give her other nipple a gentle kiss along with a quick fleeting lick or two.
"You little shit," she laughed openly giving herself away. But we both knew there was no point in pretending otherwise. No one had tits like Bella did. I knew them as well as if they were my very own. Which in and of itself was another interesting thought.
I continued on, struggling with a few, fairly confident with others, though one perhaps unfairly had likewise given themselves away, and gave me a hopefully distinct advantage. Leaning inwards, I had felt the briefest of touches before "Chris" put some quick distance between us. Though to ensure I didn't give away my advantage, or that I was now pretty sure who it really was, I took additional time licking her hard nipples, first one and then the other, finally guessing.
"This has to be Chris, might be Becky again...but, I'm going to have to stay with Chris on this one," I said now finished with the 'kiss and guess the titty' game. Bella undid my scarf, standing back as she and Doreen totaled and confirmed the results.
"You win...six out of eleven," Bella told me, though she then leaned forwarding kissing me on the cheek as though congratulating me, whispering. "I saw her dick graze your leg you little shit," she said softly laughing.
"All's fair in love and..." I paused. "War...but hopefully, there won't be any of that today," I said chuckling. "Just lots and lots of love."
"No worries there baby. Now...since you won that round, what would you like all of us to do?"
**
I stood there looking at all the girls letting them wonder for a moment, though I already had something very specific in mind. Especially seeing my two old high school chums, Sandra and Elizabeth.
"You did say anything right?"
Bella looked at everyone, only my two high school friends looking more than a bit nervous and anxious as the two of them stood there waiting on me.
"Anything....right girls?" She asked getting confirmation by way of the fact no one raised a voice or made any objections.
"Well in that case then, since I think we can fit four women side-by-side on the bed here...what I'd like to do, is fuck each and every one of you...pacing myself of course," I added carefully. "So what we'll do then is have four of you lay down for starters, then as I move over to the next girl, the one I just did will be replaced by a new one, until I've managed to sample each and every one of you!"
"Hey!" Chris said with a small frown on her face. "What about...me?"
I'd actually forgotten.
"One small change here," I chuckled as everyone else laughed at the exchange. "Chris will follow right behind me, when I move, she does...everyone here ok with that?"
There were lots of additional smiles, including those coming from Sandra and Elizabeth. Sandra had been the first girl whose tits I had ever touched. Oddly enough, that's all we had ever done in the short time we'd actually dated. Just seeing her fully naked...finally, was a nice unexpected surprise. Elizabeth had been my first ever finger-fuck and blowjob. Though I had likewise been very enamored with her tits while the two of us were also dating, I had actually never seen them. Only playing with them beneath her blouses, or in the dark oddly enough. We had in fact come very close to actually doing it, only moments away in fact when her brother came home unexpectedly and walked in on us.
He was the captain of the football team. And he beat the mother loving shit out of me. Needless to say, we didn't date after that, under the threat of his having the rest of the squad working me over if they ever saw me hanging around her again.
Strangely enough, Elizabeth ended up losing her virginity a short time later to her brother's best friend. Obviously, that was approved. I was looking forward to a little payback for all that.
"Well girls, since we already drew numbers earlier..."
"You drew numbers?" I asked Bella though she continued on.
"We'll just go by those. So the first four? Come over here and lay down on the bed then," she directed as the first four did, the second group of four standing by...ready to watch and then eagerly take up their spots when the time came.
It was a virtual smorgasbord of pussy waiting for me as I stood there looking down at them. Tracy was obviously number one, and I remembered how tight her pussy had felt. It was a great way to start. Sandra was number two, looking a bit nervous, though excited, actually fingering her nicely trimmed, but hardly bare blond little cunt as she lay there. Doreen was number three, looking likewise excited and pleased to be feeling my cock again. Debra number four, completing the first four very willing participants.
"So...do you just want to keep going until you come in one of us?" Bella asked.
"No, not yet...too early for that just yet," I leered back at her. "Just want to enjoy a small sampling here is all. And then enjoy whatever's next."
"Oh I think you will indeed enjoy that. After this, and after some refreshments, we're going to play another little game."
"What a surprise," I said kissing her openly on the mouth and then whispering, breathing the words into her mouth as I kissed her. "Thank you...for this."
"Happy birthday," she said again kissing me back, and then stepped back. "Ok girls...and Chris," she mused. "Everyone ready here?"
I knew I certainly was as I eased myself in between Tracy's wide-open legs as she easily accepted me in. Even then...she was still fucking tight, and it felt damn fucking good too!
Wanting to pace myself, and having a pretty good idea of what I needed to do, I slid in and out of her slowly for a good dozen or more strokes, giving her the last three or four as hard and fast thrusts, hearing her moan as I did so before pulling out of her. She groaned when I did...almost sadly.
"The nights still young," I assured her. "I'll be back."
"See that you do," she added as Chris took my place and happily gave her an equal number of strokes, which seemed to please her very much. It was kind of fun watching Tracy reach up and clasp Chris's free-swinging boobs while she did that, playing with them. I was almost jealous.
"Nice to see you again," I said to Sandra as I placed the head of my cock just inside the opening of her pussy for the very first time. She smiled, sighing.
"So wanted to feel this...do this with you," she moaned audibly as I slid home then.
"Me too, so I guess we both get our wish," I told her, and then fucked her for an equal amount of strokes, finishing off just as I had with Tracy. Likewise hearing her groan and whimper just a little as I finally pulled out of her, though Chris was again ready, willing and still very able to take over my place.
"Hi Doreen," I grinned, "Nice to...feel you again," I said rubbing my cock back and forth against her clit just a little. I knew how much she enjoyed my doing that, and she did have a pretty nice sized clit after all.
She giggled and simply said, "fuck me," so I did.
I next slid into Debra and enjoyed a nice squishy little ride with her. She always was incredibly wet, and it was no different now. I knew by the end of the night, and hopefully before, she'd be demonstrating to everyone her pussy-squirting technique, which was quite interesting and exciting to watch. Though Marsha along with Julie had that same capability. I thought briefly how that in fact might make an interesting request later.
Becky had taken up the fifth spot, and then Sue...which I was likewise looking forward to doing again, and then Stacy, which for me would be another first time as we'd never actually done anything yet. Next came Marsha, and then Bella as it appeared, followed by Julie and last but not least...Elizabeth. Another one I was quite anxious to sample here as we'd never attempted fate again after that first failed experience. I briefly wondered what had happened to her husband, as I heard she'd eventually married him. But she wasn't wearing a wedding ring now however, I know...because I had checked after seeing her again.
I definitely enjoyed Sue, giving her a couple of extra ones for good measure, just for making the trip down to be here. She seemed pleased that I had done that, climaxing in fact, the first girl to do so as Chris thrust inside her. She seemed to get off on Chris doing that as she too sucked on Chris's boobs...climaxing seconds later as I moved on to Marsha, and then finally Bella.
"I could make you come you know," she said teasingly.
"I know you could, and I won't stop you if you do either," I told her the moment I slipped inside her. As much fun as I was honestly having, as arousing and exciting as this all was, being inside her...that simple pleasured familiarity, once again a reminder to me, that Bella was in fact the only woman there that I honestly and truly wanted to be with. I honestly think she sensed that too. I felt her pussy grip me tightly just once, and then she allowed me free rein after that as I slid in and out a good dozen strokes before pulling out quite reluctantly myself at this point.
I enjoyed Julie as well, another one with a very slippery wet cunt that felt like someone had poured a full bottle of baby oil inside her only moments ago. And then I finally moved over to Elizabeth smiling down at her.
"Hard to imagine isn't it? Just like old home week in a way." [Soft Break][Soft Break]"Yeah, who'd have thought that one day we'd actually finish what we once started," she said, reaching down grabbing my cock, and then impaling herself with it. "Wish to hell I hadn't been so fucking afraid," she told me.
"You?" I laughed. "It was your brother and the rest of his friends threatened to make mince meat out of me!" I reminded her.
She suddenly looked sad then, even as we actually fucked. "My brother was saving me for Jared," she said softly. "He'd have killed me too," she finished.
I almost came in her, just for old times sake. And then decided I probably would later, though Bella told me a short while after this, that's exactly what she wanted me to do. I told her I would.
Marsha came too. But I knew she would. Chris emptying her balls inside her lover's pussy, the two of them actually climaxing together. Needless to say, she never finished the end of the round though no one else seemed to mind that all too much. It was still fun watching the two of them.
"Alright everyone, freshen your drinks, grab some refreshments while we let birthday boy here recover. And then on to the next game!"
Bella winked, walked over fondling my dick as she handed me something to quench my thirst with.
"Hold on for the next one baby...this one, you're gonna lose. Count on it."
I wasn't about to bet with her either. Somehow I knew I would.
**
"Oh no! The blindfold again?" I asked as Bella walked over towards me carrying it. Admittedly, the unknown was exciting...but seeing her naked as she approached, along with so many other attractive equally naked women all milling about was keeping me fully erect anyway.
"You got it!" She grinned a bit too wickedly. "This time we're going to play suck the dick," she laughed.
"That's not too creative a name for a game," I laughed back, though curious.
"Guess it depends on how creative everyone can be while they're sucking it," she told me. "Anyway, here's the rules for this one baby. We'll draw by random numbers again to see who goes first. Obviously the women drawing first will initially be at a disadvantage. However, if you can hold out, then their odds will improve for a second go around."
"Second go around?" I asked though Bella continued on.
"Everyone will have one full minute to suck your cock the best way they know how. At the end of that minute of course, a new girl gets a chance to make you cum, and so on. The woman who does obviously wins that special prize, but another one as well, as you will then treat her to a nice oral pleasuring afterwards."
"So...how do I win?"
"Honey...isn't getting a blowjob from that many women reward enough?" She smiled, but then added. "But yes...you can still win. IF you manage to survive two rounds of the girls trying to get you off...then you do actually win. And like before, that means we would all have to do whatever it was you wanted us to do. But...if you don't survive two rounds, then of course...we all win, same thing."
I thought about that. It would mean trying hard NOT to cum for almost a half an hour! A half and hour where each and every woman there (along with Chris!) would be doing their level best at trying to get me to orgasm. I didn't like the odds, and knew Bella wasn't joking earlier when she said she knew I was going to lose this one. I knew it too, and we hadn't even started yet!
In a weird way, it was still a win-win situation the more I thought about it. After all, doing whatever the women wanted me to do after that had some interesting possibilities. I crawled up onto the bed, made myself comfortable, and just smiled.
"Let's do it!" I exclaimed excitedly.
Once again I had no clue who was doing what initially, though there were a few hints along the way. Some nervous hesitations, telling me that this was a first time meeting of mouth and cock perhaps. Others...all too familiar once again, though allowing me the pleasure of then imagining the face or body of the woman who was currently sucking my cock. Yeah, it was damn fucking fun and exciting.
Admittedly, it was more of an interesting game than I'd imagined when starting out. Obviously the first few women weren't quite as rambunctious in the beginning. A bit of strategy perhaps taking place there. It made it a hell of a lot easier for me, that's for sure. And I began to think I might actually survive this because of that. I could actually lay back, enjoy the softer, almost too tender licking and sucking without getting all worked up far too soon. After the first four women however, that drastically changed.
I had no idea who the woman was of course, certainly not Bella as I was fairly confident once again I'd know her mouth. But whoever it was...proceeded to devour my cock as though they would consume and swallow it whole!
"Oh fuck!" I moaned audibly, unable to help myself to the surrounding sounds of a few surprised giggles and moans of worries and concerns that I might not last nearly as long as many suspected. I even heard Bella's voice somewhere else within the room.
"I wouldn't worry...he's just catching his second wind here. No way would David cave in this soon!"
The way she was going after it though made me wonder. Two minutes of this, and I seriously doubted I'd have been able to last this incredible sucking I was being given. The way her lips seemed to surround my dick-head, nearly pulling it off...and me as well, as she just "popped" it in a uniquely special way, took some doing and effort to adjust too. I honestly nearly lost it.
"Times up!" Bella announced, barely saving me when she called out. The few seconds respite between lips gathering me in again, just barely enough to take the edge off, give me strength and determination in preparing for the next titillating set of lips that began working me over.
I knew that all this stimulation, seeing the girls naked, at times petting or fondling one another, and now me...was taking its toll. I was surprised when Bella announced I'd made it safely through the first round. Even she had taken it easy on me for whatever reason. I had again known it was her turn of course when she mouthed and sucked me, once again almost too gently as she did so. Figuring she was in fact allowing someone else the opportunity to claim my proverbial prize here. But I now knew there was no fucking way I was going to survive another round. It was only a matter of time here.
**
I'd been given at best another minutes reprieve as a new random order was selected. The moment it was however, the race was on. There was no more taking it slowly or easy on me...whatever expertise or tricks anyone had up their sleeves now, came out...in a vengeance.
I'd managed to make it through the first three...hovering on the edge, almost whimpering. At this point, everyone knew that whoever was next had the best chance of making me cum and being declared the winner.
When I felt my cock suddenly and completely enveloped again, along with that almost too intense throaty, poppy-thing she did to me like the last time, I was fairly sure this time I wouldn't survive it. I was two seconds away in fact...my balls so tight I thought they would burst a seam first or something before my cock exploded, nearly doing so in fact when Bella called out time again. And I don't think it was any big secret either, whoever the next person was...was no doubt going to be the lucky winner here.



Funny enough, I'm not even sure she really sucked it much either, one perhaps two...a bit of a tongue tickle, and I was finished! I felt the soaring of my cream racing up the length of my cock, felt the intensity of the orgasm wash through me from head to toe, stars suddenly filling my head, and a distant voice somewhere in the background saying, "Thar she blows!" Amidst a smattering of giggles and laughter along with a few somewhat disappointed moans as I began filling the woman's mouth with more cream than I think either one of us thought possible.
I think I imploded. Minutes later Bella removing my blindfold looking up at the victor still half lazily slurping away on my dick. I was actually pleased to see that Doreen had managed to claim the prize. Though Chris was standing next to her looking down.
"Almost had you," she said.
And then I thought about that. Had she done...to which Bella now commented no doubt thinking along the same lines as I was.
"And that...would have certainly proved interesting, had she..." Bella quipped giggling a bit, and then kissing Doreen, swapping a bit of cum with her, though there was still plenty to go around.
"Alright girls, more drinks...refreshments and munchies available while Doreen receives her treat from David, and while we gather round and decide what he's going to do after that for the rest of us!"
It was going to be one long fucking night. And I was looking forward to it.
**
At the moment though...it was time to focus on Doreen. I enjoyed the fact she had a much larger than normal clit for one thing. And for another, she loved having it sucked. And sucked hard! I had learned early on of course that no two women were alike in the way they enjoyed having their cunts licked or pleasured. I'd been with some, recently in fact as I glanced about the room. Women who preferred the more teasing gentle flick of a tongue, almost indirectly. Others who enjoyed it a bit firmer, even rougher perhaps once aroused. Doreen, and Bella both for that matter, preferred it when I seriously attacked their clits, sucking on them like they were a miniature cock. Though unlike Bella, Doreen preferred me not using any fingers in her at all while doing that. Liking it better when I just played with her tits instead, working and manipulating her equally hard nipples rolling them around with my fingers, while simultaneously working and rolling around her clit with my lips and tongue.
All around us, some watched just for fun, perhaps touching or toying with one another while they did. Others getting a bit more intimate with one another, perhaps the recent excitement and pleasure we'd all been sharing and enjoying with one another having kept them on the edge for far too long now.
Off to one side of us, which I had just caught a few glimpses of while sucking Doreen's knot-hard clit, Becky and Debra had currently ganged up on Chris, taking turns sucking her dick while Julie lay beneath Debra, licking her pussy. All around the room several seemed to be doing the same in one way or another. Though I had noticed that Bella had taken Tracy and Sue...along with Sandra surprisingly enough, into the bathroom for a little pee-play inside the massive shower stall.
Everyone seemed to be enjoying themselves in one way or another. I know I certainly was.
Doreen came loudly and long...enjoying her much needed orgasm. Rolling over and collapsing, just as Bella and her piss-playmates came walking out after having obviously just having finished showering with one another, and then rinsing off.
"So...you enjoy that?" Bella asked Sandra after they had re-emerged. She was blushing a bit perhaps, her face flushed, but she was grinning broadly, nodding her head yes, that she actually had.
"I've...I've only before sort of wondered about it," she admitted. "But yeah...I'm now glad I tried that, it was really interesting. Just something about it sort of...well feels so wickedly naughty you know?"
Elizabeth walked over towards her, curious to hear though she hadn't been quite so brave or adventurous to go in and join them, almost looking now as though she wished that she had.
"So...you're feeling rather naughty now are you?" She quipped joking perhaps, but obviously horny, to which Sandra certainly surprised her, along with me when she responded in a way I'm sure she wasn't expecting.
"Naughty enough to want to go down on you!" She said. "Care to be my first female pussy?"
Elizabeth's eyes opened wide in surprise at that, but then let herself be led over to the now vacant bed, Sandra pushing her down, forcing her legs apart. "Right here? Like this in front of everyone?" She again asked in shocked disbelief.
"Oh yeah...hell yeah, right here...right now. I'm going to lick my very first cunt!"
She got a bit of applause for that, as well as a few curious onlookers as they stood around the bed in a half circle watching as Sandra's tongue dove inside Elizabeth's pussy for the first time ever. I don't know if that was a first for Elizabeth or not, but either way...seconds later, she was moaning like there was no tomorrow, her hands and fingers digging into Sandra's hair pressing her pussy into the poor girls face. Sandra didn't seem to mind too much.
Bella came over joining me at the bar where I was enjoying a rather tall glass of orange juice. She looked down chuckling, taking in my very limp, well spent cock.
"You going to last the evening?" she asked only sounding slightly concerned, though I'd already asked myself the very same question. "I do have a supply of Viagra if you think you might need it, I'd hate for you to you know...peter out here at your own party," she laughed a bit more.
No surprise there.
"I'll let you know if I do. But so far, I think I'm ok. Though speaking of which...what is it I'm going to have to do for everyone anyway?"
I already knew that they had once again redrawn random numbers, though at the moment I had no idea what the reasoning or purpose was behind that.
"Actually, we're making it easy on you," Bella laughed. "Even with Chris leading a helping hand here so to speak...it's not exactly a one man job here if you know what I mean."
"Yeah...no shit Bella. There's more pussy in this room tonight than I've seen in all my years put together!"
"Happy birthday," she said again winking. "Anyway...here's the deal. When you think you're ready...and you get to go at your own pace here, just call out the next number in sequence. So since Doreen was basically number one already, you'll start out with number two. Whoever that is will let you know. Then they'll tell you whatever it is they would like you to do for them. Simple as that. So enjoy yourself, though try and pace yourself too. And like I said...if you need any help...."
"You'll come over and spell me?"
She laughed at that. "No...but I'll help out wherever I can if necessary. No David, this one's on you baby. You have almost a dozen horny women here tonight, and as the birthday boy, you get to blow out each and everyone of their candles. I will say this though...if you can, you really should try and save something special for your two high school friends over there," she said drawing my attention back to the bed again where the two of them were now busy going down on one another in a very erotic looking '69'. "It didn't take much convincing to get them to come here tonight, but they were nervous when they heard all the details and what would no doubt be going on around here with so many other naked women. So I think they showed some courage just showing up, as naive as the two of them still are."
"I'll do my best," I assured her, though looking down at my cock, which was starting to get hard once again, she laughed.
"Yes...I am sure that you will."
"Number....two?" I called out.
Chris looked up at me grinning. I just shook my head and looked over towards Bella. She just looked at me and laughed.
"This should be interesting," she then said.
She was right about that...it was.
**
I did manage...just. To make it through each and every one of the girls however before the night was through. And...as I'd promised, I actually did manage to fuck both Elizabeth and Sandra, almost side by side together, especially as they were six and seven respectively, though we had fun with me working back and forth between the two of them, basically turning it into a threesome on the bed right there in front of everyone.
What was hot...at least for me anyway, was getting to come in both of them, though even doing that wasn't easy. Slipping out of Sandra, and then between "shots" just managing to plunge into Elizabeth long enough to spurt a couple of nice ones in her too. I then got to watch as they once again cleaned one another out after that. Even Bella was impressed with that one.
It was actually past three in the morning by the time everyone went home, all except for Bella, Doreen and Sue, who was spending the night with us because of the long drive ahead of her.
After giving everyone a big warm kiss goodnight, and a couple of booby feels here and there as I did that, I turned facing my still naked three companions.
"So...you all plumb tuckered out? Or is there anything else the three of us can do for you?" Bella asked.
I was...and I wasn't. I was going to be dead tomorrow for sure. But then I could sleep in all day long if I wanted to. After all...tomorrow, well...I guess now actually, was my birthday.
"Well, there really is one thing I'd like to feel before we sort of call it a night."
Bella already knew, grinning the moment I said that. "I think...we can accommodate you, don't you girls?" She said turning towards them. Each one of them nodding their heads in agreement as I soon after followed them into the shower stall again.
"Go ahead baby, lay down while we play Niagara Falls on you."
I lay there looking up as the three gathered around, moments later being treated to a nice warm soothing shower from three adorable horny looking cunts.
It was a nice relaxing way to end the evening. I fell asleep, listening to the erotic naughty sounds of the three of them pleasurably licking one another right there in bed next to me. It was better than falling asleep listening to music.
**
I didn't wake up at home until almost four in the afternoon. When I did, there was another card waiting for me on my pillow from mom and dad. I opened it, enjoyed the card itself, and then opened the other envelope inside. It was a round trip, opened ended pair of tickets to fly anywhere in the world that I wanted to...a year from now. After I had obviously graduated. Though I had been on a bit of a fast-track myself in eventually getting my degree, though nowhere's near as intense or brutal as it was for Bella, it still seemed like an eternity away. Bella would be gone in less than three months now, which meant nine more months before I could even consider going to see her. If in fact that was even possible. The one time I had even hinted at it, she had reminded me about her father, and his unwillingness to accept anyone he didn't approve of. She'd made it subtly clear...he would no doubt, disapprove of me.
I stared at the tickets wondering.
I didn't know whether to laugh...or to cry.
To be continued...
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If I thought my wild birthday weekend had brought the old Bella back, I was sadly mistaken. Come the following Monday, she went right back to her long hard nights of study, once again sequestering herself behind locked doors. Like before, it promised to be another long boring week for me if she kept this up, not to mention frustrating!
At least on the weekend she semi re-emerged once again, spending most of that Saturday afternoon frolicking around in bed together. But even then, it was less wild and crazy the way it had been. Not that I was complaining mind you, it was passionate and intimate. Almost too much so. She left with a face looking melancholy rather than satisfied, though I certainly knew she had been. Her multiple orgasms proof enough of that, but I was again not invited to spend the entire night with her in bed. Another week of the same, and then two...and I was beginning to wonder if Bella wasn't seriously going off the deep end here with all the effort she was putting into school. Particularly when we were invited to attend another wild party over at Tracy and Derricks place again. Something I thought we'd both been looking forward to. To my total and complete surprise, Bella declined going, stating that she had an important paper to finish and couldn't afford the time in going...needing to complete it. She also reminded me she still had her project she'd been working on, and needed to put some time into completing that. Subtle reminder perhaps that my cock wasn't the only one she was interested in. She still had a quota to fulfill like it or not. But, it was the first time she'd blown an entire weekend on schoolwork rather than having any real fun, with me at least.
Frustrated and angry even, I went alone. I stayed long enough for a blowjob, though couldn't get into it. Being a single guy at a couple's party, even though I was invited to stay anyway, didn't seem appropriate. And though our new found friends urged me to do so, I didn't want my shitty mood spoiling their fun-filled evening. I was home by ten. Bella's door was open as I walked by, but she wasn't inside. Going back downstairs I ran into mom, asked her if she knew where Bella was. She said that Bella had left shortly after I did, stating she had some research to do, and would be at the library in town.
She never came home that night.
Whatever was going on...whatever she was going through mentally and emotionally, I damn well knew wasn't entirely about her sudden studious nature. Time was drawing short, closer and closer with each passing day. I began to feel that what Bella was doing, was trying to place some distance between us at this point. Whenever we did run into one another after that, she was of course still friendly, a bit flirtatious at times, which was even more frustrating and confusing. But she seemed to be pushing me away more and more as the days progressed.
Even the night when she didn't come home, telling me later that she had decided to stay in town, rent a room with it being so late, didn't sit well with me. I found I was jealous, wondering if she wasn't secretly meeting someone else, and began to suspect just that as she and I hadn't even done anything in nearly two weeks at this point. Bella appearing disinterested in sex simply didn't make any sense. For her, it would be like holding your breath. You could only do that for so long. And yet, so far she had. Or so it appeared anyway.
Another week passed. More of the same, and I finally said "fuck it!" I figured I would give her one more chance at showing me she was no longer interested, something concrete that would prove to me one way or another that there was no longer anything there. I waited until Saturday morning, the first Saturday I had in fact not actually slept in. The one thing that hadn't changed and remained a constant, was Bella going out for her morning run. I heard her door open, bright and early as usual, knew she was up and heard her feet on the steps heading downstairs going out. She was usually gone a little over an hour, so I settled back in bed anxiously waiting with my door open. I sat slowly pleasuring myself, stroking my cock almost mindlessly in fact, which made keeping it hard and erect somewhat of a chore. Though I did hope upon her return, seeing my door open, she might drop by, look in...at least say good morning. Perhaps seeing me laying there with a nice solid hard erection, which I now needed to work at maintaining, might interest her into doing something. If not...then I was ready to throw in the towel and let her go her own way if that's what this was really all about.
Well over an hour later I finally heard footsteps coming back up the stairs. By now I had at least managed to work my cock into a somewhat believable arousal, resorting to fantasies, some pretty wicked ones in fact, along with reliving some of the various adventures we had had, and enjoyed together. I now heard those same steps coming down the hallway towards my room. I saw movement, and then saw Doreen as she began passing by carrying a load of clean linen with her on her way to the storage room. Quite naturally she stopped upon seeing me laying there like that, dick in hand, pumping it up and down. She smiled. I smiled back.
"Would you...like any help with that?" She asked.
"As a matter of fact...I would!" I told her making up my mind in that brief instant that if Bella was no longer really interested, Doreen sure as hell was!
She came into my room starting to close the door behind her when she did.
"No...leave it open," I told her. Maybe she knew why I said that, I honestly don't know, but she did, placing her load of linen on a nearby chair. Walking over towards me, even then reaching up, undoing the buttons on her service uniform, though I was more than pleased to see she wasn't wearing anything on underneath it. One more interesting change that had taken place, and which I for one was very supportive of. Mom and dad's new uninhibited way of thinking these days. And their obvious sexual involvement with Doreen and Andy, which I also knew had continued...was the reason behind that. Dad loved being able to watch Doreen go about her work, especially when she bent over not wearing any panties. Or in the afternoon when it got a bit warmer, she'd purposely undo several buttons, thus allowing both mom and dad an intimate naughty look at her nearly exposed breasts. It kept the "ole juices" constantly flowing as he'd said one afternoon while the two of us sat sharing a drink together while Doreen went about dusting the den, which didn't need dusting by the way. I had left when mom eventually came downstairs to join us, seeing Doreen dressed, or almost undressed as she was, and undoing several buttons on her own blouse.
It was time for me to leave, hearing some heated giggles only a short time later as I went out another door to swim a few laps and work off my frustrations. It seemed like everyone else was getting it, and having a good time...but me!
So again..."fuck it!" I thought as I sat there watching Doreen take everything off just before climbing into bed with me.
"What would you like?" She asked.
"Come sit on my cock, fuck me slowly...for a very, very long time," I told her. "And then after we do that...I'm going to eat and suck that amazingly hard, big clit of yours until you can't stand it anymore. And then...when you're almost ready to come, I'm going to rub it with my dick until I squirt on you as you do come. That's what I'd like," I informed her.
She had a big fucking smile on her face upon hearing that, and then proceeded to do exactly what I had asked of her. Already wet...which as I understood it, she was for much of the time now, according to dad, I slid easily inside her as she sat astride my cock and began to slowly work herself up and down my shaft while I in turn entertained myself, playing with her tits, and pulling on those rock hard nipples of hers. I actually got so engrossed in doing that, that it took a moment to even realize we were being watched.
I just happened to catch movement out of the corner of my eye, just behind where Doreen was sitting on me, not making a real point or obvious effort to acknowledge that I had either. Only looking, glancing over more directly as Doreen's natural body movement allowed me to do. When I did...I saw Bella standing in the doorway, though still mostly in the hall...watching us. She was actually dressed, though wearing a comfortable, easy to get out of pair of flannel shorts with one of those elastic waistbands, along with a matching tee shirt that even from here I could see she wasn't wearing a bra beneath. She said nothing, just silently standing there watching Doreen and I. I said nothing as well, though perhaps moaning a bit more, a bit louder as Doreen's sweet slick pussy worked its magic up and down my shaft. I watched as she slipped her hand beneath the waistband of her shorts, knowing as she did, she began fingering herself. Likewise, lifting up one side of her shirt, confirming and proving to me what I had already guessed, that she too had been braless. I know for a fact that Doreen wasn't even aware of her standing there behind us, too involved in her own pleasures, and in pleasuring me to notice, though I certainly did. Now getting a bit of a twisted kick out of fucking Doreen, watching Bella as she masturbated herself, watching the two of us.
It was a bitter sweet moment, watching Bella's face contort up in obvious ecstasy and pleasure a she came, quietly oddly enough...and then stepping back out of the doorway just as quietly heading back to her own room. I never even heard the door close, though at that very moment...Doreen was crying out in her own pleasured orgasmic release.
I squirted copiously inside her moments after that...the entire time wishing that I was doing so inside Bella's cunt...and not Doreen's.
But I felt now...I had my answer, which was a short time later, likewise confirmed.
**
After my morning fuck-fest with Doreen, I was quite naturally hungry, heading downstairs for something to eat, surprised to actually run into Bella just as she was finishing up with her own breakfast. To my surprise, she was in the process of writing me a little note, though I noticed she hadn't included one of her normal erotic, naughty little smiley cartoons that she usually left me whenever she did that.
"Oh, was just leaving you a note...but since you're here now, Elizabeth called a few minutes ago. She was wondering if you had any plans for this evening. Told her I didn't think so...but said you'd probably call her back and let her know if you did. She left you a number where she could be reached," Bella stated handing me the note she'd just finished writing, which basically said verbatim just what she'd told me. Bella had signed it simply, "B"...that's it. Which to me said it all.
"Thanks," I said taking the note sticking it in the pocket of my robe. "I think I will call her," I said and then walked over pouring myself a cup of much needed coffee.
"You probably should," Bella added, and then turned leaving the room before I could respond back to that.
If I didn't have my answer before, I had it now. My time with Bella had come to an end.
**
I wasn't hungry any more either, going back upstairs to dress and make a phone call. The morning passed as I spent much of it upstairs in my room. Elizabeth had been excited to get my return call though, which had let to an interesting conversation. After some obvious nervous chitchat, she must have gotten bold enough to come right out and ask me a question.
"So, do you and ah...Bella have a special relationship going then, or what?"
"Not really," I responded back. "Knowing her has been interesting yes, as you saw at the party," I reminded her. "So in that regard it's been special yes, I've enjoyed doing things because of her that I never imagined ever doing before."
"I know what you mean," she giggled over the phone. I could almost see her blushing when she said that. "Who'd have thought I'd have done what I did? Especially with Sandra. Ever since the party, we've been hanging around together. I really like having her as a friend."
"Just a friend?" I inquired, my curiosity intrigued. Especially if I could still somehow work this out to my advantage. Yeah, I know...I was being a cad, but at the moment I really didn't care if I was.
She again laughed a bit shyly, "Yeah, who'd have thought we'd end up doing something like that huh?" She replied evading my question to some extent.
"So you two just friends then? Or do you two still enjoy getting together and licking one another's cunts?" I asked obscenely not really caring how vulgar that sounded at the moment. I figured that if getting right to the point wasn't something she was comfortable with in doing, especially after everything that had happened, I wasn't going to waste too much time on her...or Sandra for that matter.
"Wow, you have changed haven't you?" She said though my tone of voice and use of obscene words seemed to have unlocked a door of some sort. "I like it though," she said almost breathlessly. "Makes me feel...you know, sort of naughty."
"As in the two of you sucking my dick, or two of us licking some pussy together sort of naughty? That maybe what you had in mind?"
She nervously laughed at that, but that edge was certainly there as she almost whispered. "Would you like that?" She asked sounding quite excited and enthusiastic about the prospect of actually doing that.
"I'll say this...if you both decide to come. I'll book us a room at the Marriott again for this evening, provided your both willing to spend the night and do whatever I ask you to do. If you're up for it...meet me there around eight. I'll leave word at the desk to send you both up when you arrive. Just be prepared to get as wickedly decadent as you've ever imagined. If you are...then I am sure the three of us will have one hell of a good time."
To my surprise, she agreed. "Let me call Sandra right now," she told me. "If you don't hear back from me within the hour, you'll know we'll be there," she promised.
I hung up then, pleased with myself at setting up a situation outside of the house, as far away from Bella as possible. I also knew if she asked me about it, I'd tell her. Two could play at that game. Now feeling pleased with myself, I was both hungry again, and wanting to work off a little unexpected energy, so I decided to take a quick swim first, grab a bite to eat, and hopefully an hour from now, call and see about booking a room for the night. Even if I had to book a suite in the event they didn't have any other available rooms...I'd do so, and fuck the cost.
I went out for a swim, was just heading towards the den afterwards when the sliding glass doors opened surprising me a little. Dad walked out first, followed by three of his golf buddies I had once met before. Not all that surprising as they'd come over in the past for drinks with dad just like it looked they were about to do now. But then Bella stepped out right behind them, writing in her ledger as she did.
"And that makes one thousand," she said more to herself than to anyone, making a last entry perhaps, only then looking up seeing me as I crossed the yard heading towards them. Dad's friends, each one looking a bit sheepish, but smiling however. Bella only then looking up acknowledging me as I approached, intending to pass by on my way into the room. She had on the same shorts I'd seen her wearing earlier when she stood in the doorway of my bedroom fingering herself, but the top was certainly different. It was cut off so short that the bottom slopes of her breasts were clearly visible, even as she stood there. One motion of her hands up even briefly would no doubt fully disclose both of them, let alone bending over.
"I take it you finished your study then," I said just as I began to pass.
"Finally...yes," she smiled almost demurely. "You call Elizabeth back?" She then asked changing the subject. I stopped, turning back around facing her.
"I did yes. I'm meeting her AND Sandra a little later," I offered with perhaps a leer on my face having said that.
"Good for you," Bella said actually smiling, looking as though she meant it, and was excited that I had. "You really should see if you could get something going with one of them again anyway. I think they both like you...a lot. And who knows, maybe they'll even be willing to share you."
"Yeah, I could get used to something like that," I responded, "Especially since it appears you no longer want to."
She opened her mouth, but then closed it apparently changing her mind about saying anything though she smiled again.
"Well, have fun then," she said instead, and then headed off towards the pool, shedding her clothes as she did, giving dad and his three buddies an eyeful as she slipped past the table they were now sitting at, her delectable ass waving at the four of them as she then dove into the water.
I turned walking inside without looking back again, and headed upstairs to my room to make another phone call. Even if the girls didn't come, I was damned if I was spending another night here around Bella.
**
I had managed to get a nice double room so at least I hadn't had to put out for a suite. But I was still in a bit of a foul mood too when I finally heard the tentative knock on my door. I walked over, naked as a jaybird, not giving a rat's ass who was there when I answered it. Though fortunately perhaps, it was the girls. They seemed a little surprised to find me standing there naked at the door, not even sporting a hard-on yet. I figured that was their job to give me one...not mine.
They both looked great, if not more than just a bit slutty. Obviously then had spent the afternoon primping themselves as well, no doubt teasing one another if not more in anticipation of this. Unfortunately, seeing them in their sexy clothes wasn't on my personal menu. Like I said, I was still being a bit of a shit after they came inside.
"Undress one another, and then we're going into the bathroom. I want to see the two of you pee on one another."
Sandra didn't really flinch at hearing that, though Elizabeth seemed to. This was obviously one she hadn't quite decided to test the waters with quite yet, though Sandra obviously had, and by the previous experience...enjoyed it too. Once again, I didn't really care. This was a bit of a test perhaps, knowing she hadn't...and proving my point about requiring the two of them to do whatever the hell it was I asked, or wanted them to. She hesitated momentarily, I could see by the look on her face she was hovering on the word no. I then forced the issue with them both.
"You agreed...whatever I wanted. If that's not the case, we best end this right here and now then. Totally up to you...but you need to decide now before I get all worked up," I said grabbing my own cock, shaking it back and forth a bit, letting it actually grow a little as I stood there doing that.
They began removing one another's clothes as I sat down on the edge of the bed watching them, smiling. "Maybe this won't be quite so bad after all," I said to myself.
**
The moment they were naked, I stood up however moving towards the bathroom, letting it be known I was serious here. They followed me inside, Elizabeth quite nervous, as was Sandra perhaps, hell...not like she was experienced at doing this either, though she had seemingly enjoyed it the first time she had.
"What...what do you want us to do?" Liz said nervously, which I began calling her again, as that's the name I'd used for her when we dated during high school. She even smiled a little more comfortably hearing me say that.
"Well Liz, Sandy..." I said using my pet name for her as well. "What I'd like is for the two of you to get nice and close...cunt to cunt, fingering one another of course...and then just start peeing, as soon as you can do so. When you do...when I can see that you are, then I'm going to aim my own cock at the two of you, and piss all over your tits. So whenever you two are ready," I said turning on the shower, getting it warm enough at least to stand in, and perhaps work as a motivator in getting the girls to finally let go while standing beneath it.



It took a while...but eventually they both did. I was pleased to see a surprised smile on Liz's face as she stood there with her hand between Sandra's legs, fingering her pussy, and then feeling the warm piss suddenly streaming out, splashing against her hand. She even giggled a little, though blushing deeply as Sandy let go. And then she did...much to Sandy's very obvious delight, the two girls now fingering one another hotly, enjoying their mutual spraying.
And then I began peeing on the two of them. Enjoying the look and sensation of covering each one of their bare breasts with a hard stream of yellow piss. In a way, at least the way I was thinking as I did that, I was peeing on Bella. And not in a good way. It was something we had shared, that had actually meant something to me...something erotically intimate yes, kinky for sure...and yet, so very personal and intimate. Now...it was only dirty. But that's exactly the way I needed to see it and remember it. Just something very, very dirty.
**
We cleaned up washing one another and then returned to the bedroom. Though aroused, I was still in a bit of a snit, sitting down in a nearby chair after pouring myself a wine, not even bothering to ask the girls if they wanted any. And I had purposely ordered a Merlot from a California vineyard; the last thing I wanted was to once again be reminded of Bella drinking one of her wines.
"Get on the bed and suck one another's cunts!" I directed the two of them. As aroused as they both were, they eagerly did so, not seeing my rougher than normal demeanor as anything other than lust on my part. Which was just as well perhaps, getting into one another at that point, shy to some extent in actually doing this in front of me, and to one another. But like I said, they were both incredibly horny and eager to please, not only me...but one another.
I was actually starting to get into it myself, watching them, getting aroused...my prick finally standing and just about to walk over to the bed, joining them when my cell phone rang. I almost didn't answer it, though still curious as to who was calling. Walking over to the night stand I picked it up, fisting my cock, now standing there looking at the girls still devouring one another and looked at the ID number on the phone. I was surprised. It was DeeDee who was calling me.
"Hey, what's up?" I answered looking down at the girls leering at the two of them as they briefly looked towards me. I nodded at them to continue what they were doing however, so they did. In an odd way, I now wished I was actually with Dee as opposed to being here with Liz and Sandy, though an evil wicked notion was suddenly filling my head as Dee asked me if I happened to be doing anything, or would I like some company?
I had already come to a big decision earlier. I wasn't about to get involved emotionally with any woman again, not for a long...long time at the very least. But the idea of enjoying myself, not being tied down to any woman at this point appealed to me. And my newfound outlook on life was currently driving my own thoughts and emotions. Which is why I probably said what I said when I did.
"At the moment in fact...I'm sort of having a little party here with a couple of girls I know," I began. "In fact...I'm standing here in my hotel room watching the two of them licking one another's cunts. But you're certainly welcome to come over and join us if you'd like."
I got looks from both Liz and Sandy upon hearing that, but I remained stoic, letting them know if they didn't like what I'd just said...they were free to leave. For whatever reason, they changed their minds, or reconsidered doing so, though I was equally surprised at Dee's response to that as well.
"Sounds interesting, sure they won't mind another girl?" Dee asked inquisitively.
"I don't think they'll mind at all, especially as you enjoy eating pussy as much as they obviously do. So if you're up for it...come on over, I'll leave your name at the desk so you won't have any problems coming up to the room," I assured her, and then hung up.
Maybe upon hearing that, and already thus engaged anyway, both Liz and Sandy's moods seemed to change suddenly back to their more aroused, decadent horniness. If anything, they seemed to be slurping and sucking away at one another with even more vigor than before. Seeing that, and suddenly feeling left out, I decided it was time to put an end to their ongoing pleasure, and see to my own.
I climbed onto the bed, and since Liz happened to be on top at the moment, I just slid in behind her, placing my cock at the opening of the cunt Sandy was still licking, and drove it home as deeply as I possibly could.
"Fuck!" She exclaimed, not exactly surprised, nor welcoming either. "You drilling for oil or what?"
I mellowed out then, though without responding, simply beginning to more softly, less fiercely, continue fucking her pussy as she herself wiggled back, now enjoying and accommodating me after doing that.
Half an hour later I was inside Sandy. She was sitting on me in a reverse cowgirl with Liz now licking her pussy again, and me from time to time as we fucked. It was then that I heard a key card being inserted in the door. I had left instructions at the desk for them to give Dee one after her arrival. Obviously they had as the door opened, and she came walking in.
"You weren't kidding where you?" She asked perhaps thinking I might have been pulling her leg. Mattered not, she was here now too as I introduced her to Liz and Sandy.
"There's plenty of room left on my face if you'd care to get undressed and join us," I told her, wondering now if she would...or simply turn around and leave again now knowing what I'd said to her over the phone wasn't some exaggerated story on my part. She smiled however closing the door behind her.
"I will, as soon as I pee first," she informed me, disrobing and preparing to head into the bathroom.
"Wait...you can pee on me while you do that," I said ushering the girls off me for a moment. "Come on you two...come in here and watch this, I think you'll enjoy it." Again, I wasn't a hundred percent certain they would, but if they didn't, then that was their problem. Dee had already given me a curious look as well as all four of us now walked into the bathroom together, me sitting down on the toilet seat first. Dee once again looking at me inquisitively. "Go ahead...sit on this," I instructed as I fisted my rock hard cock. "And then after it's inside you...you can pee." I looked at the other two girls. "Suck on her tits while she's doing that," I told them both. Surprisingly, with smiles on their faces, they waited for Dee to ease herself down over my cock, and then latched onto her breasts, sucking her nipples as Dee moaned audibly, enjoying the mixed sensations. "Whenever you're ready," I waited. And then felt the warm flowing sensation as Dee began urinating around my cock while I in turn began fucking her where she sat.
When she was finished bathing me in her warm piss, Dee moved preparing to stand up and wipe herself off.
"No don't...let Liz and Sandy do that for us," I said venturing out into uncharted waters here. Curious as to their response, if they even would. They hesitated looking at one another for only a moment, and then with lust filled eyes, Sandy knelt in front of Dee and began licking her cunt, Liz kneeling in front of me as I stood, her mouth coming around to suck and lick off my cock.
I felt rather pleased with myself all in all as they began doing that.
But I felt like a horse's ass too.
**
Eventually I sent all three girls packing, though not before filling all three of them with cream, though I think Dee got the least of it, as by that time I was pretty well done in. Liz and Sandy left around one in the morning, and an hour later, I was saying good-bye to Dee after giving her a little one on one time alone with me.
I couldn't help but wonder if I'd ever hear from ANY of them again, after the way I'd initially treated all three in the beginning, though the night did get a lot better towards the end. Still...Liz and Sandy weren't too pleased with me when I informed all three of them that I wanted to wake up...alone. Dee had stayed, long enough like I said to rub another one out for herself riding my cock, but by then...my head just wasn't in it any more. At least she got herself off on me, though we soon parted shortly after that. I finished off the rest of the wine by myself, and then collapsed exhausted, slightly drunk into my bed where I remained until check out time the following afternoon.
**
Bella was waiting for me in her open doorway as I walked by heading to my own room. I saw her sitting there on the edge of her bed.
"Get all your frustrations worked out?" She asked. I stopped, took a step back glaring at her. "Hope you don't mind...but Dee called here, so I gave her your cell number."
I was wondering how she'd got it, now I knew.
"You speak to her then?" Bella asked. "She sounded..."
"I fucked her," I answered interrupting her. "So yeah, guess in a way I did. And also fucked Elizabeth, and Sandra too. We had a party, a nice horny piss and fuck party," I informed her, and then with that, I stormed off towards my own room slamming the door behind me. It was mere moments before I heard the knock on my door.
"David...we need to talk, can I come in?"
"It's not locked," I answered her rolling over in bed, "Though I don't know what we need to talk about...I think you've made it pretty clear to me where you're coming from," I said as she stepped into my room.
"That's just my point," she began. "I've tried to. Tried to make it perfectly clear David. You know how it is for me...how complicated..."
"Fuck complicated! Everything's fucking complicated!"
"It's my fault, I should have known. I should have never let anything happen between us, I knew after I had, something like this was going to happen, but I couldn't help myself. I'm sorry."
"You're sorry! Now we both are! I'm sorry I fucking ever got involved with you either Bella! I let...no, I GAVE you my fucking virginity even! I let you seduce me, letting me think there was actually something between us."
"There is...was," she amended. "But I told you...it's, you and I...it's..."
"Over!" I finished for her. "Now, please, go away and leave me alone!"
"Very well," she said standing. "But just remember David, or at least try to anyway. This wasn't the way I wanted things to end between us. Like I said, it's my own fucking fault that it has. I knew this would eventually happen, which is why I tried to keep you interested, entertained in other women besides myself."
"Don't need your fucking help anymore," I spat out after her. "I'm doing fine all by myself now...so thanks anyway."
"I won't...bother you anymore," she said softly, and then disappeared down the hall heading back to her own room.
**
The weeks passed. One right after the other. Things at home changed again too, almost right back to the way they had been before Bella's arrival. Mom and dad more reserved and quiet again, trying to stay out of the way perhaps, but it had affected them as well. Even Doreen seemed to be avoiding me whenever it was possible.
I saw less and less of Bella, even during the weekends. Between her constant vigil of studying, she was less often at home too. Very often going out, spending time with Stacy as I came to understand it, along with Derrick and Tracy, even going to one of their parties, spending the night there, doing god knows what.
I continued seeing Elizabeth and Sandra...together, never alone with each. Only Dee did I reserve that for, and even then, it was less than satisfying whenever we did so. Admittedly, I missed the excitement, the passion, the strange quirky ways Bella had about her. It was eating me up, but the distance between us now was far too great to ever bring the two of us back together again.
And besides...what was the point? She was going home again in less than a week. She had indeed gotten her degree. There would be no ceremony, though mom and dad insisted on taking us out to dinner in celebration of that. I went, but I sat on mom's side, Bella on dad's as we made pleasant small talk throughout most of the evening. It was more like she was my sister now. The sister you tolerated, put up with because you had to. Not the woman you'd once lusted after, fell in love with. Bella would soon be going home. Better it was left like this anyway.
But like it or not...I was miserable. And perhaps in a way, so was she.
**
That last night together was painful in more ways than one could ever imagine. She'd be flying out first thing in the morning. I had agreed to at least see her off at the airport with mom and dad, but the realization this was it...once again gnawing away at me. Late that afternoon I heard another knock on my door.
"David? It's me...Bella."
"Come in," I said trying to keep the quiver out of my tone of voice, the hard firmness I'd been using whenever I was around her, though lately even that I'd found difficult maintaining.
"I need to ask you a favor," she said as she came in sitting down on the edge of my bed without being invited to do so.
"What?"
"Before I fly out tomorrow, I'm going to ask you to do something for me. And if you won't...or can't I'll understand. But I'm not even asking you for a response now. I want you to think about it first...and then decide."
"Ok, what?" I asked fighting with emotions now, still trying to act disinterested, distant even though I was trembling inside just with the nearness of her sitting there next to me.
"At midnight...I'll be sitting out on the stone bench. I'd like it if you come out and make love to me there...one last time at least. If you chose not to, I'll understand, and accept that. But I really would like to feel you inside me one last time at least...before I go." Bella stood and headed immediately to the door, she too obviously fighting off emotions, not even turning again to look at me, though I heard her say once more. "Midnight. Five minutes after that, and I won't be there."
**
It was an odd evening all the way around. Mom and dad had purposely gone out for the evening with the hopes perhaps that Bella and I would thus have some privacy to spend that last night alone together. They had likewise given everyone else the night off, as well as the follow day off too. So even Doreen and Andy, along with Irene were away. The only two people at home, Bella and I. Me in my room, and as far as I knew...Bella in hers.
By ten I was going stir crazy. I'd already made up my mind, I would indeed fuck her one last time, if that's what she really wanted. But I'd do it on my terms, not hers. In a nice comfortable bed, not on some fucking hard stone bench regardless of it's symbolic meaning. To hell with that. I opened my door, headed down to her room. She wasn't there. I called out, looked around, and then went outside. Her car was gone. Bella wasn't even fucking home!
Pissed, I went back to my room, slammed and locked the door and sat there staring at the clock as it ticked away slowly approaching midnight. "Fuck her!" I thought to myself. "Fuck this! I don't need this shit!"
At one minute to midnight I lay there having made up my mind.
At four minutes after midnight, I was standing there in the maze, naked...looking around. Bella was nowhere to be seen. I glanced at my watch again, it was now five minutes past.
"I didn't think you would actually come," she said out of nowhere, standing now, obviously hidden away behind one of the dead ends within the maze, hidden. "Glad you did though," she added now winding her way over towards me. "I didn't want to leave it like that," she added as she came into the circle now, and then into my waiting arms.
"Me either," I said softly, kissing her. "I'm...I'm sorry Bella," I started, but she placed her fingers against my mouth shushing me, and then kissing me again.
"Me too, but that's over and done with now. What's past is past, nothing we can do about it...except fuck, one last time."
"I can't!" I told her seeing the sudden disbelief come into her eyes. She was actually shocked I had said that.
"I can't fuck you...but I can, and I will, make love to you...one last time."
Bella smiled at that, nodding her head. "Then David...make love to me. Make love to me like it was the first time all over again."
And so we did.
And in a way, it was too. For that short time we spent together outside there, we went back in time. Everything that had happened, good and bad, was for the moment at least, forgotten. It was only us, the two of us there in the maze making love once more, passionately, lovingly...tenderly. And there we spent the night together, at times waking up, finding her snuggled up close to me there on the grass. We'd make love again, slowly...softly, falling asleep once more wrapped up in one another's arms.
I woke up to the feel of sunlight on my face. I popped open my eyes, but Bella was nowhere to be seen. I got up, racing back into the house, naked, uncaring that I was even as I ran into mom as she sat at the table in the kitchen waiting for me.
"Bella took an earlier flight. Your dad took her to the airport himself to see her off. She didn't want you going with her. Said something about the two of you had already said your good-byes. Obviously, you did," mom added only then acknowledging my nakedness with a slightly bemused expression on her face. "She told me to make sure and give you this however," mom added handing me a letter.
I couldn't read it. Not now...maybe later. I sat it off to one side, sitting down at the table.
"I could really use a cup of coffee...and maybe even a hug right about now," I said.
Mom gave me both.
**
Epilogue
Aside from all the quirky things I knew about Bella from the very beginning perhaps, though amongst the oddest even then, was that she hated email. Didn't even have an email account. Besides her laptop, which was the one thing she had given into as to actually needing, she didn't even have a cell phone. I knew that her vineyard had email, I'd seen that advertised on a website when I had Googled her vineyard early on out of curiosity, and then had asked her about it. She had told me, that her father of course needed an email account in order to do business, but that it was never used for personal reasons, nor would he very likely ever inform her if an email showed up, especially from me as being personal. She'd probably never even learn from him that I'd sent one, if I ever did. Likewise in trying to call, the number listed as for business use only. Their home number remaining private as was the wishes and request from her father, which Bella respected never giving it out to me. All I did have was her address. And since she herself did pick up the mail daily from in town, that remained the only one real viable option I had in reaching her. Sitting down and actually writing a good old fashioned letter.
I had done so a week after she had left, writing in response to the one she had written me.
I still had mixed emotions about her letter. She'd told me how wonderful that last night had been, how much it had meant to her, and that it would forever remain a fond, beautiful memory to cherish and hang on to. She'd gone on to wish me luck in my relationship with Dee however, not exactly something I was expecting to read or be forced to think about. I had in fact all but stopped seeing anyone again.
And worse, she had signed it in such a way that I was again left with mixed emotions.
"Your Tinkle Bell."
Maybe that was intimate enough perhaps, we had indeed gotten involved in doing things I would never have imagined doing, experiencing...enjoying with her. Which oddly enough, I had found I honestly only truly did enjoy with her. With anyone else...it was more like going through the motions, but the "emotions," the thrill...the excitement, the true pleasure...just wasn't there, not with anyone else.



I wrote her back of course, asked her how she was doing, what her life was like, did she miss me...etc. A week later getting a letter back from her in the mail. She answered all my questions, almost as though on automatic pilot, something missing in the way she wrote to me. Nothing about missing me, hoping to see me again one day, none of that. All she had said was that she'd been very busy at the vineyard, something about her dad not feeling well, though she had guessed that he'd said that, been doing that, by way of getting her more involved in the business. Which is what she had done.
She had signed that letter, "Yours truly, Bella."
It was two weeks later before I even thought about sitting down to write her again. I finally did so, already resigned to the fact we had in fact had our last night together and there was no point in pretending otherwise. She was living her own life now, there at her vineyard, no doubt working side by side with her father, uncles and aunts, and a whole slew of cousins from what little I had actually gathered. Bella had a new life, her own life...and it didn't include me. I wrote, telling her pretty much the same thing. I was only a short week or so from finally graduating myself now. Already thinking about where in the world I might disappear off to for a while, collecting and gathering myself finally using the tickets that mom and dad had given to me nearly a year ago now. I sent off the letter, wishing her luck in life, signing it, "Always your friend...David."
Several weeks went by and she never wrote me back. I'd pretty much written her off. Now graduated myself, making plans, even trying to decide if I might invite Dee to go with me, that or a new girl I had recently met, Anna. Though she reminded me too much of Bella, and I wasn't sure I was all that ready for a relationship like that again. In fact, I actually had a date with Anna that night, and had gone upstairs to my room in order to get ready for it. As I did, I happened to glance over, saw that there was actually an email waiting for me to read on my computer. I decided I'd better read it, one thing Anna wasn't shy of...was titillating me with a few naughty arousing pictures. We'd both been doing that a lot lately, so I more or less assumed she was priming my pump here just before going out together tonight. I opened the email file and sat there looking at the "From to" address in bold type waiting to be read.
It said simply: B & R Vineyards
I sat down, holding my breath for a moment, surprised to be looking at that, and then I finally opened it.
"David...Papa is very, very sick. The doctor's say he is dying, nothing can be done to help him now...it's only a matter of time. But I had to reach you, to tell you...this and only this David. I'm sorry for everything, and I know now, though I have also always known, just how much I truly do love you, and need you.
Your Tinkle Bella."
Somehow she'd managed to include one of those smiley face people at the bottom of her email, one with big tits, making them bounce. As somber as her message was, I still couldn't help smiling.
But I also knew I had a flight to book. I was going to Italy, and Bella.
End of Book I
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It was the dumbest, and best thing I had ever done, all rolled up into one.
I was thirty at the time, an up and coming office manager, over a small group of employees. Two young men just barely out of high school who mostly ran errands and did all the heavy lifting. There were also three other women in the office, two young girls, one married, one single and very flirtatious. There was also another woman, closer to my age who basically acted without title as the office supervisor whenever I wasn't around. Liz kept me, and the one single female in line with the mere look of an eye. She's the kind you want to look out for, the one who is after your job. Because of that, I certainly didn't want to tempt fate, tempted as I was to flirt back with Christy, though even then I still did so on occasion, but only when the coast was clear.
Good reason for that, I was married at the time. Not happily mind you, my own marriage currently having a rough go. But the last thing I needed was a little temptation, an office romance, and wham-bam thank you mam...Liz would have my job.
There was one other currently open position I hadn't as yet been lucky enough to fill. It was only part-time, shitty pay, and even shittier hours, which is perhaps why it hadn't been filled as yet. I'd been granted this part-time position for someone to come in almost at the end of the day for the rest of us, and do that day's filing and paperwork. Much of which would take place in a small cramped, sometimes hot-sticky storage room for a couple of hours each day. Everyone I had interviewed once they'd seen what was required, where they'd have to work, and then working for an odd time to begin with, 3:00 - 6:30 each night wasn't much to anyone's liking. So far, Liz and I, and sometimes Kathy and Christy had been putting in the extra over time just in an attempt to stay up with all the damn paperwork.
I really needed that part-time person. And then Lorraine came in.
She was perhaps in her mid fifties, reasonably attractive for her age though she certainly wore less fashionable clothing than most everyone else did. A sign of her own age and the times perhaps, but I got the impression (rightly so) that she'd been out of the work-force for some time. Turned out as we talked and as she offered more than I was entitled to ask, that she was married to a rather well-to-do attorney, who in fact was expected to be made into a Judge soon. So it wasn't as though she needed the money. She obviously didn't. But what she offered and told me was, she was bored to death just sitting at home basically doing nothing. All her kids were grown up, married with families of their own. And she was going nuts. Thus, when she saw the ad for this position, especially because of the hours, it just fit her bill perfectly. That put her home still before her husband ever got home in the evening, and gave her something to do that would help keep her sane. Plus having other employees to talk to perhaps. (I didn't tell her that for much of the time, she'd be all alone in the "dungeon" room as we jokingly called it.)
Needless to say, I hired her. And damn glad that I did too. She was an efficient, attention to details kind of a woman which was just what we needed to ensure that all the filing was correct and easily retrievable again whenever it was needed. And after that first day, she was pleased to learn she could wear casual (as long as it was neat looking) clothing, which meant jeans and tees. Second day to work, she'd obviously gone out and purchased a few things as she looked a hell of a lot better dressed this way than she had when she'd come in for the interview in her "Granny print dress" as I'd called it.
Lorraine was tall for a woman, almost six feet, taller than I was by a couple of inches. Obviously she had her own imperfections,(don't we all) though she still looked pretty good in a pair of jeans, even if I do say so myself. She also had fairly large breasts, though she was still careful about wearing blouses that would tend to display them more than she was willing to allow them to be. Once again, understandable perhaps for a woman that was simply there to work, and certainly not out to impress or get involved with anyone. And I certainly wasn't looking at her in that regard either.
Lorraine was Lorraine. An employee. Part-time even, but she was friendly and nice to be around. Even Liz liked her.
Once or twice a month we had to go through selected accounts, re-pull the files and combine figures for a monthly report. It was time consuming, monotonous work, and up until now anyway, I'd hated it. Spending a few hours of unpaid overtime myself having to go through everything. But Lorraine very often stayed with me, helping to re-file everything away again afterwards, cutting down on the time and effort for us both. Something I really came to appreciate, as I came to appreciate Lorraine more and more with each passing day.
She might have worked for me, I might have been her boss, but we became pretty good friends during those long boring hours when we worked together, and I got to know more and more about her, and her personal life. Not intimate life mind you, we didn't get into that. And as such, I didn't tell her about my own personal woes either. Neither one of us did until three or four months later. And then one day she came in a little late, looking upset, and obviously appeared to have been crying. She apologized for her lateness (which was like maybe ten minutes) and first time she ever had been, and went straight to work. The only thing I did notice was her lack of smile, and her silence as she absorbed herself into her mundane tasks.
Very often Lorraine would be the last one to leave, thus locking up and closing up our small office. But on this particular night, I was working a little late myself. Mainly because my future ex-wife and I were in the middle of one of those long drawn out fights that lasted a week and were mostly spent in stares and silence. I really wasn't looking forward to going home to that, so I decided to work a bit later, and catch up on some of my own paperwork. Lorraine seemed surprised when I did. Coming out long after everyone else was gone, the two of us nearly finished for the day. One thing I immediately noticed, she was still upset.
"You ok?" I asked. Once again she seemed surprised that I asked, trying to pass it off as nothing. But I pressed anyway, knowing damn good and well that it wasn't.
"Not here," she told me almost whispering, though there wasn't anyone else but the two of us even there. "Someplace else...just not in the office where you're my...my boss," she said uneasily.
"Ok? Go for coffee or something?"
"No, no place someone might overhear, see us. As a matter of fact, I shouldn't even be..."
I could tell she was already changing her mind about whatever it was. I wasn't about to let her do that. "I know! The park! It's just down the street from here, we'll go there," I told her.
It was a strange silly park, a strange place to have one really. I am sure that when whoever designed it and put it in, thought that there'd be plenty of use for it with neighborhood kids and all. And then they built a retirement home right next door to it instead of the houses and condos they were thinking would be built there instead. Didn't see too many senior citizens going over to the park to swing or slip down the slides. There was rarely anyone ever there. I had often spent my lunch there reading a book, eating my lunch in total peace and quiet. It was the perfect spot to sit and talk.
We had parked our cars side by side, though Lorraine got out of hers and got into mine instead. Even then we sat in silence for several long moments while I waited for her to gather up whatever courage that she had in being able to share with me, whatever it was that was currently bothering her. Finally she took a deep breath and let it out.
I was surprised at what she said, certainly not expecting the words that suddenly came tumbling out of her mouth after that.
"You have any idea how long it's been since my husband's fucked me?" She asked.
My dear sweet, prim and proper Lorraine. You could have knocked me over with a feather at that moment.
**
It was almost comical. The moment she had spoken the words she was apologizing to me for that, looking embarrassed, ashamed, and surprised with herself that she'd actually done that. She even reached for the door, preparing to get out when I just managed to grab her hand, holding here there.
"Lorraine, you're with friends here," I said. "And nothing you can say will offend, shock or surprise me." Though coming from her anyway, it had. "I want you to feel like you can say anything to me, anything at all...and it won't go anywhere else but right here."
At least she let go of the door handle sitting back in her seat again, though she wouldn't look at me, her face flushed, still embarrassed perhaps. "So tell me...what's going on?"
"I don't know that I can. I shouldn't have said what I said to you in the first place. It's my problem anyway, not yours."
"Lorraine? Come on...spill it." I decided to use the semi-shocking language she'd used right back at her, at least that would put us on equal ground here. I felt like that maybe I needed to do that, so I said: "Why doesn't your husband want to fuck you?" I asked.
I actually got a smile out of her having said that. And she relaxed just a little. "That's so weird," she then said finally looking at me.
"Weird?" I asked a bit confused and bewildered myself now.
"Yeah weird, because I don't think I've heard or said the word...fuck three times in my entire life now, seriously. And now I've said it, and heard it twice tonight. Well..twice now," she laughed, so that is three times. But the weird part is this Brian, I like hearing the word, saying it all of a sudden. Reading it mostly though I suppose. Which I've been doing a lot of lately, reading you know...dirty stories at home on the Internet. And they've, well...you know worked me up some, even at my age."
"Your age? Who says you can't be worked up...horny at your age?"
"Apparently...my husband. For almost two years now, we've hardly done anything, anything at all. At least he doesn't do anything to meet my needs anymore. Even going so far as to tell me a few months ago, "aren't you past all that now? Didn't you go through menopause already?"
Now I was shocked. "He...he actually said that?"
"Oh yeah, he did. He honestly thinks that women my age don't even want, or desire...or "need" as he put it...to orgasm any more. And yet...he still expects me to at least give him a handjob, or blowjob, whenever he wants one." She chuckled again, still blushing. "But it's obvious he doesn't care about fucking," she giggled again. "At least...not with me."
"You don't think he's having an affair do you?"
Once again she laughed. "Oh god no! Especially with him being in the position he's in and all right now. Goodness no! I'm positive of that. It's just that, well..." she stammered obviously a bit flushed at this line of thought. "He's just not interested in me, especially seeing me naked. All he wants, or occasionally asks...is for some 'stress relief', according to the way he sees it. It's not even really sex anymore. Just an expected chore for the wife to do. And old used up unattractive wife," she added starting to tear up again.
Now I had heard Sweet Lorraine say fuck, hand-job, blowjob all in one evening. Would wonders never cease? Though the biggest wonder was in fact...I was starting to get a little aroused by all of this.
"To begin with Lorraine, you're not old for one. And for another, it's my own personal belief that you're only as old as you let yourself feel. But frankly, if he's not willing to do anything for you, why on earth would you want to do anything for him?"
It was like calling the kettle black on my end, but I didn't go there with her, not yet anyway.
She sighed. "Maybe it's just me. He's going to be a powerful influential man here before too long, and all he has is an old hag for a wife."
Now I sighed. "Lorraine, I'm telling you, you're not old, and you're not an old hag either. I think you're a very attractive looking woman, and maybe I shouldn't be saying this, but I think you look pretty damn good in those jeans you've been wearing!"
And that's when she kissed me.
**
It wasn't a jump your bones I want to fuck your brains out kind of a kiss. It was almost chaste in fact, but it was still a kiss.
"Thank you," she said sweetly.
"For what?"
"For making me feel sort of sexy in a way, though I guess...it would be more like being a horny old lady."
"Nothing wrong with being a horny lady," I responded back, leaving out the word old. "No more than my being and feeling like a naughty boy, sitting here with you, allowing thoughts I shouldn't be having running around inside my head," I laughed.
"Oh?"
"Yeah, let's just say that I'd probably embarrass myself if I were to get out of the car right now," I freely admitted. Lorraine looked down at my crotch then, her eyes wide with surprise perhaps, drawing my own there as well. It was rather obvious. I was honestly aroused.
"You're...you're hard? Really?"
"I am," I laughed feeling a bit embarrassed, but enjoying the admission, her eyes looking, the throb I felt, and the press of my prick against my jeans. Yeah...I was horny, but I also knew we were now treading on dangerous ground here. I glanced at my watch. "Well...I really should get going before I'm missed," I said lamely.
"Yeah, me too," Lorraine agreed reaching for the door handle again. But before she opened it, she leaned over giving me another chaste kiss on the cheek. "Thank you Brian for listening to me. You might be my boss at work, but I would also like to consider you as a friend."
"Ditto that," I told her. "And Lorraine? Anytime you want to chat about anything...as a friend, I hope you will feel comfortable in doing that."
She grinned from ear to ear. "Thank you Brian, I will. It's nice having someone to actually talk to about such things...even sort of naughty things," she said once again looking down at my crotch. "And just so you know?" She laughed opening her door stepping out. "I'm a bit hard myself," she grinned and actually touched her breasts where her nipples would be. "Goodnight," she finished and then jumped into her car, pulling out of the lot as I sat for a moment still a bit stunned at the dialog we'd just shared not to mention the totally unexpected action of her rubbing her nipples, even if it was only for a mere second. But that was enough to cause my dick to lurch once again.
Yeah there was no denying the fact I was horny as hell too. And I certainly didn't have any expectations of going home and relieving that. I took one careful look around the park, which was still very deserted. I took my cock out and proceeded to give myself a nice stroke, allowing myself to entertain fantasies about Lorraine that I knew damn good and well weren't going anywhere.
**
The following day Lorraine stopped by my office briefly before heading directly off towards the dungeon. She slid what appeared to be a thank you card across my desk, smiling and then walking off. With everyone outside busy at their assigned tasks, I sat back reading the small note she had written.
"Just wanted to thank you again for last night. Lending me an ear, and a shoulder to cry on. It helped...a lot. I even did something I haven't done in more month's than I can even count now. So thank you for that too," she'd added, and then signed it HOL.
I chuckled seeing that. But I had noticed something else too when she came in. She was again wearing a nice pair of jeans, but she had also worn a rather form fitting red and white stripped tee shirt that actually showed off a bit of cleavage. Not much...but more than she had up until now anyway. I didn't have a 'thank you' card, but I pulled out a note pad and answered her back.
" HL," I began, once again leaving out the O for Old. "Like I said, anytime. And I don't mind telling you it's nice to know you actually 'did' something," I emphasized putting a line beneath that word. Kind of exciting knowing that. And BTW, just so you know...I did too." I then signed my note back to her, NB.
I waited until I actually had something to take back to her for filing, and then took the file folder along with her note having paper clipped that with her name on it back to the file room handing it to her. She smiled seeing it. I winked and then turned heading back to my office again. It was perhaps thirty or forty minutes, just a short time before everyone was to call it a day when she came back into my office again. This time she had written me another note, slipping that to me on what was now an empty manila file folder. Without so much as a word, she turned and went back to the dungeon.
I know it sounds silly, but I was feeling a bit like some kid passing dirty notes to his girlfriend in high school or something. But it was again arousing, exciting. And certainly far more exciting than anything I'd been enjoying lately anyway. I opened the note reading it carefully in such a way that no one would notice me doing so if they were to suddenly pop in. No one did.
"I like you calling me HL, makes me feel good, and again...even wanted in a way. I'm sort of...buzzy right now because of it. And I also wanted to ask, did you? Really? Where? Right there in the park?" This time she signed it HL.
I waited until everyone had gone for the day, locking up, and then heading down the hall to the file room. Lorraine was of course still busy, sitting there in her small little steno chair, leaning over one of the open drawers putting things away when I came in. She looked up. I was grinning, and then she did. "How's it going HL?" I teased. Once again making her laugh, though answering her question moments later. "And yes...I did. Right there in the park, I took it out and well...you know, only seconds after you left."
She was blushing again, but not from embarrassment, that was an entirely different look. She was flushed, excited...or at least getting there anyway. And I was also further treated to a bit of a look down her blouse too as it had opened just a bit. I could see the gentle swell of her magnificent breasts just before they disappeared down into the confines of the lacy white bra she was wearing. Once again I felt my cock lurch and knew if I didn't beat-feet out of there, I'd be standing there with an erection.
"Wow," she sighed. "Yeah, me too," she then giggled. "Well, the moment I got home anyway. It felt good too, haven't done that in months. Just haven't felt like it."
"I know what you mean," I told her. "Sort of in the same situation myself," which is when I finally told her a little about what I was going through too.
"Have you got a minute? Or do you need to get home right away?" She asked.
"No hurry," I responded.
"The park?" She asked, obviously feeling like this was perhaps neutral, safe ground or something...certainly away from the office place. And as long as she felt that way, and still wanted to chat, continue on with this rather erotic discussion, I had all the time in the world for her.
"I'll lock up, meet you there," I told her as soon as you're finished here."
"Give me fifteen more minutes, and then I'll do that." She informed me. I went back to my office, finished up a few things I still had to do, made a phone call indicating I'd be just a little late, which was fine with my wife at the time, and then waited for Lorraine to leave. She did so, smiling and looking at me, and then left the building. I closed up and followed her only a minute behind, pulling up next to her in the park in the very same place we had the last time. Once again thankfully, there was no one but the two of us there again.



She got out of her car into mine. There was again a brief moment of awkward silence, and then she looked at me. "Ever since you told me you did that, I've been thinking about it," she mused, laughing nervously again. "It's funny Brian. I mean...it's not like I haven't seen a hard cock, obviously I have...my husbands. But with him, like I said...it seems more like a chore, than a pleasure, especially for me. And I also don't mind telling you...I haven't seen another man's cock in more years than I can even count. So...I was wondering..." she paused looking at me, and then down at my crotch once again.
"Could she actually be asking me what I think she's going to?" I asked myself, "Or was I just imagining things?"
"Could I see yours?" She then asked, "Unless of course you'd rather not," she back peddled nervously now. "Oh my god, I can't believe I just asked you that!" She stammered once again. "I really am a horrible HL aren't I?"
Now I laughed, though speaking. "If you'd really like to Lorraine, I don't see a problem with doing that. Though just so you know, it's not like I have this whopper of a dick or anything, I don't. I'm just Joe average in size to be honest about it...no big deal as they say."
Her eyes were as big around as saucers though when she looked into my eyes again. "I don't care about that," she informed me. "It would just be nice seeing another man's cock for a change."
I took another quick look around the park, which we both did. We were still obviously alone, though I was still very nervous. As was she. But I now unbuckled my belt, unzipping, pulling my jeans down just enough to expose myself. My hard cock springing up stiff and straight right through the opening of my boxers. I could hear her swallow hard from where she was sitting, her eyes glued to the admittedly proud, hard cock I was sporting.
"Push them down some," she now added her voice husky sounding. "I want to see your balls too," she told me. I pushed my pants and boxers down around my knees, though no further than that, in the event of an emergency here. She could see me now though, entirely as my cock actually throbbing, bobbing around a bit all by itself.
"How's that?" I asked sounding a bit lusty myself...feeling it too.
"Oh my...that IS hard, nice and hard!" She said swallowing again. "A lot harder than I've seen!" she now added to that.
"Thank you," I said not knowing what else to say, and now sitting there with the somewhat cool night air further caressing my cock making it throb just a bit...and then actually drool. I was leaking precum like a sieve here.
"You're...dribbling," she expressed giggling again. "So is that what naughty boys do when they're aroused?" She teased.
"No different than what horny ladies do I imagine," not knowing if she did, but admittedly wondering, so I asked. "So...do you get... you know, wet too?"
Now she was blushing furiously. "More than you know," she informed me. "Especially last night, and then today. I even had to go into the ladies room and use a napkin, you know...not for that, but...but for, well getting juicy yes."
This conversation was making me even more horny, especially sitting there with my dick sticking out. Though I was now starting to also feel a bit foolish because it was. Wiggling in my seat, lifting up, preparing to pull my pants up again.
"No, don't...not yet, please!" she coaxed. Now looking at me with a question in her eyes. "You'll still have to do something about that yes?" she asked.
I laughed, "Eventually...yes. I certainly can't go home this way," I told her, hinting that I would no doubt be sitting here stroking off again after she left.
"Then do it now, so I can watch you...see it, please?"
"Really? You're serious? You want to watch me...watch me, jerk off?"
"Oh yes! God yes! Will you?" She asked.
I started doing so, nervously...apprehensively, suddenly getting a little cock shy. Oddly enough, I was going in the other direction as opposed to the one I should be going in. "Sorry...this might take a while, I'm ah..."
"Would this help?" Suddenly Lorraine reached down grabbing the hem of the blouse she was wearing, lifting it up. As she did that, she likewise managed to free her breasts from her bra as well. The two items now up near her chin, though I wasn't looking there at the moment. I was staring at her magnificent tits with my mouth hanging open!
I was pleasantly surprised in more ways than one. The fact she'd even done that was the main one, but the second one being, is that for as large as they honestly were, as heavy as they honestly were, they didn't really droop much. They were full, rested heavily against her chest yes, but they were round and well formed, sticking out in a very erotic tear-drop shape that had taken my breath away! Not only that however...she also had two of the biggest, thickest, hardest nipples I had ever seen before on anyone...ever! Like twin little gum-drops sitting on each, protruding a good inch or so off her breasts, large dark tan areolas, looking like small pancakes capping each tit. I was enthralled, and my cock was once again rigidly hard.
"That helps...a lot!" I finally managed, staring at them both now, stroking my meat almost fiercely as I sat there looking at her. Lorraine, looking at me, as she began fingering and thumbing those nipples for me pleasurably, sighing as she did so. "Fuck!" I moaned aloud, to which she giggled again.
"I am coming to love hearing that word," she stated.
"And I will soon be coming, thinking it...and saying it again," I shot back. "Fuck this is horny!"
"It sure as fuck is!" Lorraine quipped giggling again. We could both easily hear the slippery sounds my hand was now making as it traveled up and down the length of my cock. Squishy sounds as I purposely milked myself now, letting her hear just how aroused and horny I was. Just how good it felt to be sitting there masturbating, staring at her tits, especially as she now began pulling and pinching those incredible nipples of hers.
The problem was...I was getting really close, and I didn't have anything. I even silently chastised myself for that, especially having gone to McDonalds earlier in the day for a burger, tossing away my unused napkins instead of saving them like I should have.
"I'm going to need something...and soon," I informed her still trying to think.
"Why? I want to watch it...see it squirt," she said hotly. "Don't hide it...let me see you toss off," she then added making the whole experience sound even more erotic more decadent than it already was. But I wasn't too keen on squirting all over the car either, not that I really cared, but I was a little worried about any tell-tell evidence I might leave behind.
But that was when Lorraine offered up a solution that would remedy the problem and desire for both of us.
"Squirt on my tits," she told me, now leaning forward a lot closer, cupping them together...offering them to me as the perfect target in which to make my deposit. "I'd love feeling and seeing that," she then said, which pretty much triggered the orgasm I was trying to hold off from having seconds after that.
"Oh fuck Lorraine! I'm gonna cum...hard!" I added feeling the sensation, the sudden gut wrenching tightness in my balls. The almost mind numbing pleasure as I felt the semen running up the length of my shaft, and then suddenly exploding from the tip in one massive ejaculation one right after the other, splashing and hitting her squarely between those big beautiful tits of hers!
"Yes! Yes!" She cried out excitedly, looking down at herself and me, watching my spunk literally drenching her boobs, covering them each almost entirely. Thick droplets of cream now clinging to each one of her nipples, adhering to it for a moment before oozing, and then sliding off. Hanging like ice-sickles in a way, erotic and obscene all rolled up into one. I sat back, drained, complete as she continued to examine her own breasts, now toying and fingering the pools of cum covering her tits, catching some of it before it could further slither away down her belly and drip onto her jeans.
"Wow...that was hot. You always come like that?" She then asked me.
"Not always...no. Only when I am really, really horny...like I am now," I told her seeing her smile upon hearing that.
"So...seeing these old tits of mine helped then?"
"Lorraine? For one thing, and I'm saying this for the last time. You're not old, your tits certainly aren't either. They're prettier than most women's tits I have seen for one thing. You've got amazing nipples, your boobs hang firm and full. So trust me when I tell you this...you've got tits that any woman would be jealous of having!"
"Thank you," she said again, though pulling both her bra and shirt down again, putting the "girls" away as she called them, only seconds before we both saw and felt the twin lights of another car pulling into the parking area. I scrambled madly, tucking my dick away, zipping and buckling up. But the car had only turned in, in order to turn around again leaving as quickly as he'd come into the lot. It had been enough to scare the two of us into leaving however. Lorraine hurriedly exciting my car, though pausing for a moment beside her open door before sliding in once we realized the car wasn't parking nearby. The fact her tits were still covered in my recent spending was hot as hell thinking about it. It must have been for her too as she now cupped them again through her clothing, no doubt feeling the sticky, creamy moisture beneath.
"You know what I'll be doing the moment I get home," she laughed still nervously, but obviously still very much aroused too.
I leaned over in my seat looking through the passenger window. "I'd love hearing about it...tomorrow," I told her.
"Maybe," she grinned, and then slid behind her seat, closing the door backing out seconds after that. I waited before starting my own car, and then left as well, turning in the opposite direction for home. It was the first time in recent memory that I was already looking forward to going into work again.
**
Once again she stopped briefly by my office before heading down the hall towards the file room. Nothing out of the ordinary there either. She'd always done that since starting here, just her way of letting me know when she'd arrived. Anyone else outside in the office area seeing her doing that wouldn't have thought anything of it. But she again slipped me another note before heading off, smiling at me wickedly. The one thing that was out of the ordinary again...was the fact she was wearing another new blouse. This one a button up, but far more in style, and more importantly, I noticed she'd been wearing it with one more button undone that she probably should have. Not enough to raise eyebrows or anything. But enough to raise a cock should she lean over some. I was now hoping that she would.
I already had a hard-on, in anticipation of her even showing up. I had to wait a few minutes before reading her note however as Christy came in to my office in order to discuss something with me. Liz of course sitting outside looking over towards us. I was careful to ensure the door remained open, and that I remained behind my desk. Satisfied perhaps that we were indeed discussing business, Liz went back to her own without a second look our way. I was anxious to read my note however, and soon dismissed Christy, though she'd made one feeble attempt at flirting with me. Now was not the time, nor would it ever be again as far as I was concerned.
This time I got up and closed my door before going back to my desk and reading her note. That was usually the sign I had a phone call, or needed to be left alone for a bit. Everyone understood that, and especially as I didn't usually leave it closed for too long. I excitedly opened my note and then began reading, slightly disappointed when I did. I was hoping for more than this. A lot more.
"I was going to use an old toy I happened to have, but the batteries were dead. Can you believe that?" HL
"Damn!" I thought now sitting there, too soon to open the door again, so I chose instead to write her a note of my own in response to her somewhat short disappointing missive.
"Well HL, I would be happy any time to take you and get you a new toy, and a year's worth of batteries if that's what it would take, just to hear you describe how it is, or was....that you enjoy pleasuring yourself. I again, would so love hearing and knowing about that. A very...very NB."
I walked down the hall heading into the file room. Sure enough she was again leaning over one of the drawers. And sure enough, I could easily see her bra clad breasts...both of them, though she soon sat up, looking all prim and proper again. I handed her my quickly scribbled note.
"Don't leave," she said, and then quickly unfolded it reading what I had to say. I was a little surprised at that, but continued to stand there. "Hand me my purse over there," she then said pointing at the coat rack sitting behind the door where her purse was. I turned grabbing it, handing it to her. She unzipped it, reached in, and withdrew an envelope...this one obviously containing a couple of pages at least. "This might be more what you were hoping for," she told me. "I just wanted to be sure first before giving it to you. I got...pretty explicit if you know what I mean."
I was getting hard standing there just thinking about it, once again wishing she would lean over and give me another quick glance at her breasts again. As though reading my mind perhaps, she actually did so, then looking up towards me, though remaining forward. She damn well knew where my eyes were.
"I liked the feel of your cum on my tits," she whispered quietly. "And I even enjoyed walking around last night at home, and even during dinner, knowing I had your now dried cum clinging to them still."
"Holy fuck!" I moaned softly, trying to whisper it back. "You keep this up...I'm going to have to go visit the men's room!"
She grinned upon hearing that. "I'd enjoy that...but you'd have to save it for me somehow. Bring it to me afterwards," she added wickedly.
"You really want me to do that?" I asked getting more and more aroused by the moment now.
"Hell yes! I loved feeling and seeing it last night. I'd love feeling it again, only now...soon! Find a cup or something, and then bring it to me."
I knew then exactly where I would find just what I was looking for. "It might be a while, I want to read your note before I start doing that," I told her. She just winked, nodded her head and went back to her work. I folded her envelope and slid it into my back pocket, and then headed for the break-room.
I opened the cupboard, pulled out a clear plastic cup and then headed off towards the bathroom though a little nervous and worried about what I would do with it afterwards. I took another cup however this one, one of those heavier hot coffee cups, placing the clear one inside that one. Now satisfied with my devious trick, I slipped inside one of the stalls, pulled down my jeans and began reading her two page type-written note.
"Well my naughty, horny boy. Though I like calling you NB, and you calling me HL. I certainly was after getting home, feeling your cum still clinging to my tits, and then purposely leaving it there while I served dinner, if you get my meaning. I wanted the arousal to build up even more than it already was, so waited until after he had gone to bed for the night. That's when I pulled out my toy that I had secreted away earlier, only to discover the batteries were dead, and that I didn't know where to find any more for it. But then I improvised, and I thought while doing it...that you'd find it as naughty erotic as I was, looking for something else to use. I found it in the refrigerator. A nice long thick, cucumber! Yes, I really did Brian, especially since it was and looked to be just about your size. Not long, but nice and thick, just like you. I then went outside onto our deck, out in the open air overlooking the back yard. I had only my robe on, nothing else. And as I sat there with it wide open, I could still feel your now dried cum clinging to my tits, wishing it was brand new fresh creamy cum again. That's when I began teasing myself with the cucumber, running it up and down my juicy wet split. Did I tell you how juicy I truly do get Brian? I was seriously dripping. I could even felt my own juices running down the inside of my legs as I walked outside to the deck before sitting down. Needless to say, it didn't take much before I had slipped most of that naughty green cucumber deep inside my pussy. Actually Brian, I don't normally care for this word, but under the circumstances, it goes much better with fuck. It's dirtier sounding. And at the moment, while writing this, even after I finished getting myself off, I am horny again. Aroused again, and feeling dirty again. So let me amend what I just told you Brian...naughty boy. I fucked my cunt with that big, hard...green wicked looking cucumber until I squirted all over the deck. Didn't know that did you? Yeah...I do. I squirt too, though it's been quite a while since I've actually done that. Obviously I need to be really aroused too before I can do that. But I was Brian, I was so fucking horny...so remembering the way your cock felt and looked as it squirted all over my tits. I wanted to suck your cock Brian, suck out the rest of the remaining juice from the tip of it. Does that shock you to hear that? I thought about it, thought about what it would taste like, feel like. Not saying I would ever actually do that Brian, just so you know. But I did think about it, fantasize about it, and then got myself off again after that. Only this time just using my fingers, pinching my clit, playing with my stiff hard nipples again. I came hard the second time too Brian, even harder perhaps, once again squirting and soaking the deck outside. I didn't even bother or worry about cleaning it up either. Thought you might enjoy knowing that. HL. A very, very HL at the moment too."
I came in my cup. A nice load too. And then walked out of the bathroom heading back down the hall towards my office, but not before stopping by the file room. Lorraine looked up, I grinned handing her my "coffee" cup. She looked inside, smiled...and then slipped past me heading towards the ladies room without so much as a word to me.
I wandered back to my office and sat there day dreaming for the next solid hour.
**
Unfortunately I did have prior commitments that I needed to attend to right after work, so I couldn't stay. Not that she had asked me to do so, or expected me to either. But I did wait until everyone else had left before locking up, wandering back to the file room, letting her know that.
"So everyone's gone then?" She asked a bit worriedly.
"Yes, they have," I assured her.
"Also...I need you to give me the letter back," she said almost apologetically. "I can't risk anything," she added. "So I'll need to destroy that, same as I have with what you've given me."
I'd been thinking along those very same lines, already having run it through the shredder, informing her of that.
"Thank you, sorry it has to be that way, but I just can't take any chances. I hope you understand."
"Trust me. I do. And just so you know Lorraine, what we have done and enjoyed together, is just fine as far as that goes. I don't have any expectations of doing anything else, or making you feel like I want you too."
"Same here," she agreed. "I think for now, that's about all I can handle. But I will say this, I am enjoying the feel of your cum on me. Though this time, I used it someplace else...any ideas where that was?" She grinned.
I could see it in my mind's eye. It was fucking hot. "You poured it in your pussy then? Your cunt?" I amended for her benefit as well as my own. I liked saying pussy when I was getting warmed up. I liked and preferred using the word cunt when I was already there. And I was now.



"Yes...on, and in my cunt. And then I finger-fucked myself to a nice, hard orgasm. Didn't squirt this time, but just as well. I didn't relish the thought of having to clean up the floors there in the bathroom."
I laughed at that. "Yeah, can't says I blame you there. But damn, just the thought of you finger-fucking your cunt is getting me aroused again."
"I know you need to go, but can I see it again? In the light this time?"
In the park, it had been nearing twilight, so though we were still able to see, it wasn't like we'd either one of us seen it as clearly as we might have out in broad daylight. Now...here in the storage room under the florescent, we certainly could.
"Can I see your tits again at least?" I asked.
"Only fair," she smiled unbuttoning her blouse now fully. As she did that, I unzipped, unbuckled and produced my rather hard, very aching cock.
I was a few minutes late in leaving. But I left with a smile on my face, and another load of cream clinging to Lorraine's amazing tits again. She promised to write me another letter that evening. I was already looking forward to that.
**
Her home commitments, and mine kept us from being able to stay past working hours during the next several days. Though frustrating as that was in a way, we amused, teased and tortured one another with the simple small notes and letters we wrote and passed back and forth. It was an interesting form of foreplay, that by the end of the week had each one of us hoping for more, especially with the weekend now ahead of us. It was again the first time that I didn't actually look forward to the weekends the way I once had. Her last note had done it for me too. Simply put, she'd said: "I need to see your cock again."
I wrote back. "I need to show it to you."
Unfortunately real work got in the way after that, keeping me totally busy for most of the afternoon. But during that time I'd been thinking of a way to sort of surprise Lorraine with something I hoped would be wickedly naughty. I waited until the office had cleared, walked out of my office, locked the doors and then returned tossing my keys on the desk. I then fished out my cock, which didn't take a whole lot of effort to get all nice and hard, and then brazenly walked down the hallway towards the file room, with my cock sticking straight out. I stepped into the room, Lorraine only then looking up, delightful surprise in her eyes as she spotted my throbbing hard cock sticking out, pointing at her. But then I saw another look suddenly come into her face as well. Sheer panic, about the same time I heard Liz's voice right behind me.
"Hey...you locked me in!"
"Oh, sorry," I quickly responded. "The keys are on my desk, let yourself out, I'll be right behind you," I said not even bothering to look at her. I couldn't. Instead I knelt down facing the cabinet, pretending to be searching for a particular file, kneeling with my cock fully exposed. Thankfully I heard Liz's footsteps heading off, Lorraine trying to hold in a laugh that was threatening to explode from her anyway. "Jesus!" I exclaimed finally allowing my breath to release hearing the front doors opening and then closing. I stood, stuffing my prick back inside my pants, took a peek out the door down the hall, listening. But heard nothing. "That was fucking close!" I said turning back around to look at Lorraine. She had taken her blouse and bra completely off! "Fuck!" Stay where you are! I'll be right back!"
I ran down the hall, turned the keys once again locking the door, and then sprinted back the other way, past the file room, and into the bathrooms...both of them. Thank god no one else had decided to use the facilities before they left. I right there and then made a mental note to never again do anything until I had checked the entire office, including the bathrooms myself.
And now satisfied, I returned to the file room. Lorraine was now entirely naked.
**
"I don't know why...but that made me damn horny!" She exclaimed, sitting there in her comfy little steno chair, with not a stitch of clothing on.
"I can see that," I exclaimed, taking her all in...the first time I ever had obviously. It was interesting to see her pussy for the first time, though she was sort of covering that just a little, one hand down between it, though I swear she was actually fingering herself. She was trimmed, that much was obvious, and I was a little surprised to see such a fine mat of light brown hair with a tiny sprinkling of gray hair mixed in between. I found it quite erotic actually.
"Want to watch me?" She asked, like I would have said no fucking way. I was nodding my head as fast as one of those bobble-head dolls standing there looking at her. "Well then? Take your cock back out and stroke it for me, while we watch one another," she stated. "I want to see you come again, totally naked this time," she then added, letting me know that I would soon be as naked as she was.
She didn't squirt, but she sure came hard, calling out, crying out actually shaking almost uncontrollably as she sat there watching me jerking off. I came hard too, just managing to squirt one on her at a distance, before quickly closing the gap, just managing to deposit the majority of my cum all over those fabulous looking tits of hers. She even lifted one up, licking her cum coated nipple, tasting me.
"May I?" I then boldly asked. She smiled, nodded her head, and I leaned over sucking and licking the other one.
That was as far as it went. Another mile stone in a way perhaps, but we were both being overly cautious, timid...and perhaps rightfully so. The temptation was great admittedly to take it a bit further, though we certainly talked about it, fantasized about what it would feel like often enough, but never really going there.
Just doing what we had done so far was hot enough in my mind. And I think I might have been content with just doing that. But then fate threw us another interesting little curve ball.
**
Every summer the company we worked for threw a small little barbeque together for all the various offices within the State. Not large enough to perhaps lay out for the entire affair, they did buy all the meat and drinks for it. The employees then chipped in with pot-luck side dishes, and the managers spent the time cooking hot dogs, hamburgers and even chicken for everyone who attended. All in all, it was a great time had by all, especially as we did it on a Friday, basically giving everyone the day off work as long as they actually attended.
Lorraine had in fact volunteered to bake several cakes for dessert, and asked me if I wouldn't mind dropping by and picking them up from her place on my way over to a park we'd reserved just for the occasion. It was close to her place, so it made sense, and I did so arriving late in the morning in order to load up, and then drive off to the park and help set things up from there. I had plenty of time, getting to Lorraine's about ten, and not expecting to meet anyone else until noon, the party and barbeque scheduled to begin around one o'clock after that.
When I pulled into the drive, it was easy to see she had lots of money, or rather her husband did. The house was spacious, nicely furnished, if not overly extravagant in a way. She was almost embarrassed by it after inviting me in. It was the first time I actually felt a little awkward being around her. But it didn't take long to get over that as she led me into the kitchen area, showing me the several trays of cake she'd managed to bake up for the party. Offering me a drink, we then walked down into comfortable sitting area. She sat down on the couch, patting it, inviting me to sit there beside her as opposed to sitting elsewhere away from her.
"Don't be...nervous," she said looking at me. "I can assure you, we won't be interrupted. But I'd like to do something...if you'll let me," she stated then, and after doing that, she opened the house coat she'd been wearing, confirming what I had half suspected. She was of course naked beneath it.
"Name it," I said simply looking at her. My initial nervousness in being here rapidly evaporating.
"I want to jerk you off," she told me. "I actually want to make you cum myself, feel you squirt, see you toss off by my own hand."
"I have no problem with you doing that, if you don't have a problem with me fingering you Lorraine. I've been dying to see what your wet slick pussy feels like. So if you'll let me...I'll certainly let you."
It was a no brainer for either one of us. I kicked off my jeans and boxers, her hand finally coming around, clasping my prick as she began to explore it, familiarizing herself with it quite thoroughly this time. I did the same. One hand exploring what I found to be one wet succulent juicy pussy, that just seemed to liquefy more and more as I continued playing with it. With my other hand, I now took delight in fingering and rolling her fat hard nipples, pulling and pinching them as she urged me to do so, harder and harder even, until I honestly was fearful of hurting her.
"It doesn't hurt. Not when I'm this fucking horny anyway," she finally stated. And then I really pinched them, pulled on them, likewise doing almost the same thing to her indestructible clit. She was going nuts, but then again...so was I. Her hand pumping, squeezing, milking, and smearing my own precum fuck juice over the tip, was driving me insane with pleasure.
I could see by the expression on her face she was getting close. She even stopped me briefly, removing her gown entirely, placing it beneath her. "I'm about to make a really big fucking mess," she informed me. "So be ready for it."
I laughed. "Me too, but not before you do," I told her making her lay back on the couch as I knelt on the floor beside her now, my hands busy as thieves between her legs, breasts and nipples. She lost herself then, allowing the pleasure I was giving her, giving herself over to it fully and completely. When she sprayed, as she came...she quite literally bathed the two of us in a unique little shower of almost clear liquid spurting that seemed to pulse up and out from the deepest darkest depths of her cunt. She literally screamed too, almost at the top of her lungs, thrashing about wildly, now pinching and pulling on her own breasts as I pinched her clit with one hand, using my fingers, and drove two others as deeply as I could into her sopping wet cunt.
It was amazing. Simply amazing seeing her come like that. And it took her several long moments to finally collect herself afterwards. But when she had, she still had fire in her eyes, looking at my cock, even licking her lips as she had me stand up there in front of her. I thought for a moment she was actually going to suck it, a little disappointed when she didn't actually. But she proceeded to milk me with those still delicate hands of hers, one on my shaft, the other cupping and kneading my balls. I felt my own orgasm only seconds away, warning her how close I was. I looked down, waiting to see the explosion, feel the fire and ice as it seized my cock and balls, the eruption of white lava drenching her breasts again obviously.
But not quite.
"Squirt baby, squirt...squirt it all over me, all over my face, my mouth, my hair, my tits...wherever you want to!"
That was all it took. If I thought any of my previous climaxes were intense, they were nothing in comparison, or volume to this one. I saw rope after rope after rope of creamy hot cum shoot from the end of my dick, giving Lorraine a true cum-bath, the likes of which she had never seen before. Nor I for that matter. When I was done, she was one fucked up smeared up, messy looking bitch. And we both loved it. She was giggling hysterically, standing up in order to see herself in the mirror. She honestly looked a sight, and I almost felt a bit guilty about it...almost. Until I could see she was actually enjoying it, seeing herself so obscenely decadent, cum clinging to her everywhere, running down her body now in little rivulets as she caught some of it up with her fingers. Again...licking them off, tasting me, tasting us as she applied some of it back to her own cunt again, frigging her clit again...getting horny again.
And this time I surprised her. "Squirt on me Lorraine, fucking squirt that pussy juice all over me!" I lay there on her hardwood floor of all places, as she stood over me, straddling me, fingering herself.
"You're sure?" She asked, almost looking cross-eyed at this point.
"Never more so," I told her meaning it. And then watched as for a split second, it almost looked like she was peeing on me. Though she wasn't. It was sweet tasting, pearly...and lots of it. I caught a great deal in my mouth, but she likewise managed to spray me like a garden, ending with a nice few final spurts directly against my reawakened cock.
**
Showering with her afterwards was heavenly as well. Soaping one another up, slipping my hands over and around her entire body, her full soft breasts, the surprising firmness of her ass. And she of course, mine...along with my now flaccid, happily content cock, though even then she somehow managed to caress it back to firmness once more.
"I wish we had more time," she sighed audibly.
"Me too," I agreed, though we were pressing it now, needing to get to the barbeque and not raise any suspicions in doing so.
"I'm still horny, I'm....HL," she laughed.
"And I'm still an NB," I responded. "Maybe we can do something later, hopefully..." I added.
We dressed after that, packed up and then headed off to the park in order to help with setting up. Lorraine wore a nice pair of white shorts, not inappropriately short by any means, but certainly highlighting for the very first time her long legs that still appeared young looking, tapered and well muscled. I complimented her on that as well, informing me that she ran on her treadmill each and every day. I made a mental note to start taking better care of myself too. If Lorraine could look as good as she did at her age, I needed to do the same very soon or I'd have a hell of a time later on trying to do it.
The barbeque of course was a big success, everyone having a good time, milling about talking to employee's that we didn't very often meet or see except quarterly. The entire time, Lorraine and I casting hot, horny glances at one another, flirting constantly, though careful even then in doing so. Only once did we risk much of anything, and totally by happenstance even then.
The restrooms were at the far end of the picnic area. I had headed off towards them in order to relieve myself, coming out minutes later and almost running into Lorraine as she appeared to have the same need herself. I took a quick peek around, saw that no one was even close to us, and then pulled her behind the building out of sight from anyone. I kissed her, hard and deeply...perhaps for the first time that we'd ever kissed this way. Our mouths and lips locked, tongues fencing, toying and dancing with one another. We broke the kiss, once again checking out our surroundings though still safely alone.
"I need to see it," she told me already reaching down unzipping my fly. In seconds she had my hard cock in her hands again, fondling it as I likewise reached up, lifting up the tee she was wearing, along with her bra and stood there caressing and thumbing her amazing nipples as she continued stroking my cock.
"I can't believe how horny you make me," I breathed hotly enjoying the feel of her hand on me, and her exquisite breasts as I stood there caressing them, especially as less than fifty yards away, the noise and laughter of the employee barbeque continued.
"Horny enough for you to cum?" She asked equally as excited.
"Here? Now?"
"Yes!" She said simply. "I want to see your cock squirt...as long as it doesn't take too long," she laughed.
I could usually hold off from doing so for a while whenever we played, but I also knew I could come for her almost instantaneously if I just simply allowed it. The sensation of her hand, the way she played with me, rubbing the head of my cock in the particular way she did it could get me to that point in mere moments.
"Where?" I asked already grimacing as the thought of squirting for her nearly caused me to do so at that very moment.
"I wish on my tits...but we'd better not, my blouse is too sheer and some of your spunk might soak through, or worse...leave a lingering odor that might be too difficult to explain," she giggled. She turned me, facing towards the bushes off to one side, looking back over her shoulder briefly once again ensuring that no one was approaching us or close enough to see anything. "Go ahead Brian...let it go," she urged excitedly.
She pumped my prick once, twice, and then we both began watching as great gobs of semen began leaping from my cock, splashing and splattering against the bushes behind the bathrooms. And just as I finally began petering out, we both heard the crunch of footsteps on gravel heading towards the restroom. Lorraine hurriedly put her tits away, as I likewise stuffed my still somewhat hard, and somewhat still leaking prick back inside my jeans. We stepped further behind the building, quietly. Lorraine now walking around back heading off to the other side where the women's entrance was. I heard the sound of the door opening and then closing on the men's side, only then stepping around my side of the building heading back towards the party. It had been a thrilling, somewhat dangerous moment perhaps, but it had left me far more excited and still aroused than I could have ever imagined.
Perhaps it was that moment of excitement and danger that soon led the two of us back to that small little park near work two nights later. Both Lorraine and I having been teasing one another with more notes and quick teasing flashes or groping's over the past couple of days. I had expressed the desire to feel her slick pussy again, finger-fuck her, play in her juice. She surprised me by coming into work the next morning, wearing a skirt instead of her normal jeans. It was fully proper of course, complimented with a nice button down blouse, the hint of the lace bra she wore beneath it just teasing enough to remind me of those twin hard nipples of hers hidden beneath it. By the time we closed up for the day, I was as hard as I'd ever been, and as I soon found out, Lorraine was about as wet as she'd ever been as we pulled into the park side by side once again.
**
I don't know how or when she managed it, but I sat in my car appreciatively shaking my head as she pulled in next to me, opening her door stepping out. Her blouse was completely undone, her bare breasts partially exposed, the lacy bra she'd been wearing gone, and no doubt whatever else she'd been wearing beneath her skirt. She confirmed that for me only seconds after sitting down in her seat, turning towards me, one leg propped up, her skirt hiked up, giving me an unobstructed view of her neatly trimmed little pussy patch.
"Maybe I should change your name to Naughty girl," I said reaching over in order to run my finger up the slick furrow of her cunt since she was presenting it to me.
"I like the sound of that," she purred hotly as my finger teased and tickled her briefly. "I like feeling naughty...horny too yes, but I like being naughty, dirty...filthy even," she groaned even more deeply as I allowed my finger to further probe her depths, removing it moments later, licking my fingers off from the sweetness I found there waiting for me.
"God Lorraine, I love how you taste," I said slipping my fingers into her once again.
"You do?"
"Yes...I do, and I wish to hell I could eat you," I told her. "I wish more than anything...that you'd let me do that for you."
I could see the struggle and hesitation in her face, though it surprised and pleased me when she spoke, in a strange way perhaps.



"You probably won't believe this, but John's never, well he's never done that for me," she stated.
"You're kidding me! He's never gone down on you? Licked your...cunt," I added emphasizing the desire in my tone of voice, and using one of our "dirty, horny" words as we very often called them now.
She giggled erotically. "No...he's never sucked, licked my cunt, not once in all the years we've been married. Said it's not natural, normal for a man to do that to a woman."
"And yet, he asks you to suck his cock," I said trying to see the logic in that though there wasn't any.
"Exactly," she sighed almost despondently, but then smiled at me. "You'd do that?"
"In a heartbeat!"
"Where? When?" She asked obviously even more excited now. The problem was logistics. With the gear shift sitting between us, and the cramped space, eating her out in the front seat of my car was virtually impossible. Though the same was true of hers as well, even more so as she drove an even smaller compact car.
"In the back," I said suddenly. "Get in the back seat Lorraine! I'm going to eat and lick your pussy until you can't take it anymore!"
Like two horny teenage kids at a drive in, we both slid out of the front doors, opening the back and then getting in that way. We'd made ourselves a bit more vulnerable and far more conspicuous perhaps, but as horny and as aroused as we both were, the improbable risk was well worth it. There was plenty of room on my back seat fortunately enough, and Lorraine managed to spread herself fully, only slightly having to sit up as I knelt beside her there on the floor, already my hands and fingers busy at work on her luscious tits as I prepared to dine for the first time on her pussy.
I had barely even licked it, tentatively running and flicking my tongue against her hard precious clit when she cried out ecstatically. "Oh my god! Brian!" She exclaimed, her hands gripping my head, snarling her fingers in my hair as she pressed her cunt even more firmly against my face. I sucked and licked her for all I was worth, feeling her entire body trembling and quivering beneath me as I did that.
I couldn't believe it moments later when she actually pleaded with me to stop. I could tell she was hovering on the edge, the intensity of her climax only seconds away. "Stop! Stop Brian! Please stop!" She begged.
"Why?" I asked still licking her, though not as furiously as I had been. "Aren't you enjoying it?" I asked knowing full well she obviously had been.
"Too much," she moaned trying to catch her breath. "So much...I know I'm going to make one hell of a mess all over your back seat."
"I don't care," I told her. "And don't you either. I want you to come, to enjoy this...as hard and as fully as you can." She relaxed upon hearing that, settled back against her door then and simply moaned, "Make me come then Brian...eat me until I fucking come all over your face!"
She wasn't wrong in her warning either. She did come, explosively, and thoroughly, saturating not only me, but almost the entire back seat of my car as she squirted what felt like gallons of pussy juice. I was enraptured tasting her, feeling her do that, laughing almost hysterically as the pure volume of her climax finally forced me to sit up and back a little, nearly drowning on her pure unadulterated spending.
She too was laughing, happily, content. "I told you, I warned you," she said sitting up further, glancing down at the soaked back seat. "I'm sorry," she said trying to mean it. I just laughed at her.
"No you're not...you enjoyed it too much."
She burst out laughing again. "You're right, I did. Oh my god Brian, that was unfuckingbelievable!"
"Yes it was, and I'm going to do that for you again sometime soon too. But not here, somewhere a whole lot better where you can enjoy it even more...and where I can."
"Hmmm," she sighed imagining that perhaps. "Yes...yes, I'd like that," she purred softly. "Only now...it's your turn. And I'm going to suck every last drop out of you that I can."
I knew without any doubt she would too!
**
Up until now I had kept my pants on of course, being as vulnerable as we were, especially in the backseat of my car. Lorraine still had her skirt and blouse on, though it remained open as I moved up onto the seat now with my jeans and boxers down around my ankles. She leaned over, teasing my cock with her tits, rubbing them back and forth against me until suddenly drawing me deeply into her mouth, sucking me.
"Oh fuck!" I moaned deliriously, feeling this amazing sensation of her mouth as she so expertly gobbled me down. "Oh fuck!" I said again, with an entirely different reason behind it. At that precise moment I caught the quick flash of headlights pulling into the parking area. "Shit!" I exclaimed again, though by now Lorraine too realized someone else had pulled in, slinking down in the seat just as I did.
"Shit!" She exclaimed as well, now worried, a bit panicked. "What do we do now?" She asked nervously.
"Stay still," I said though already reaching down to begin pulling my pants up, just as Lorraine hurriedly began fumbling with the buttons on her blouse.
The car pulled in to a spot two parking spaces away from us. I sat up slightly looking over, fearful that it might in fact be a cop. It wasn't. I could see two people inside however a man and a woman, telling Lorraine that as she didn't dare sit up enough herself in order to see.
"What are they doing?" She asked. I looked over again, and then laughed.
"I think, the same thing you were about to do to me. Her head just disappeared," I informed her, which now caused her to sit up looking over for herself. Sure enough, there was just enough light to still see by, the man's head tilted back against the seat, the woman nowhere in sight at the moment.
"Now what?" Lorraine asked. "Do you think they know we're back here?"
"Probably. I mean...where else would we be? Two cars parked side by side, and no one sitting in them? And we're certainly not out on the playground," I chuckled. "So yeah...pretty sure they know we're doing something similar to what they are. Obviously they don't seem to mind...do you?"
Lorraine thought about it and then chuckled. "I guess not. Though it appears our secret spot isn't as secret as we thought it was," she added once again laughing at that. "Hell Brian...before too long, there will probably be a whole bunch of cars sitting here with guys getting their dicks sucked!"
"Or women...getting their cunts licked."
"Don't say that...you'll make me all horny again. And I still am anyway. And now even more so...knowing that someone else is doing what I'm about to do to you."
"You're still planning on sucking my dick then?" I asked happily.
"Oh hell yes...and I want you to cry out as loud as you can when you cum too! Give them something to think about," she giggled again. And with that, Lorraine once again had me strip off my pants, back down around my ankles and proceeded to treat me to one hell of a magnificent blowjob. And true to her statement, when I came, I bellowed out a nice hard cry of release, hearing her sucking me dry, swallowing what I knew and felt was a gallon of spunk straight down her throat. I sat looking over at our naughty neighbors. Who in turn were both now sitting there looking at us. I waved, and then they did, and then Lorraine sat up waving as well. The woman's head soon disappeared again however, obviously she wasn't through yet.
"Maybe we should leave, give them some privacy," I suggested.
"Not yet," Lorraine stated. "Let's give them a naughty little show first," she then said surprising me just a little. "Open your door, step outside with your pants off. I'll give you another nice little suck in the open doorway with my tits hanging out, how's that sound?"
"Sounds like someone's a bit of an exhibitionist," I responded back. "You serious?"
"Very...come on, let's do this and then get the hell out of here!"
I pulled my jeans and shorts completely off, throwing everything up into the front seat. Lorraine took off her blouse, now topless though her skirt remained as the two of us opened the door slipping out on my side, making our presence obvious. Sure enough, he looked over, and then she sat up looking over as well, just as Lorraine kneeled right there in the parking lot, once again gathering my reawakened cock back into her mouth, sucking it.
"Fuck babe...keep doing that, I could come again!"
She grinned around my cock. "So...whose stopping you?"
Our neighbors sat watching as sure enough Lorraine managed to get me off again. Not nearly as copiously this time of course, but enough that she put on a pretty good show, this time having me squirt what I could squirt between her tits. At the end of the show, we heard a brief little honk come from their car. They had obviously enjoyed it.
"Time to go," I stated, we were both running late at this point, even though it had been well worth the additional time spent doing all this.
We got into our respective cars, pulled out of the lot with Lorraine turning left, and me turning right. I drove just a few hundred feet, saw a cop car pass me and as I looked in my rear-view, sure enough, saw it pulling into the parking lot of the park. It was the last time we ever went there.
**
Our close encounter had had the effect of throwing cold water over the two of us. After that, we even quit taking unnecessary risks at work as long as anyone else was still there. Only on those evenings where I could stay a bit later, and only then after checking each of the bathrooms to ensure we didn't have another "Liz" episode, did we allow ourselves to get randy with one another. But at least we had that if nothing else. And because of that perhaps, we then did things we might not have done otherwise, though far more assured of being alone and uninterrupted.
I had enjoyed kneeling on the floor, Lorraine actually standing on a step ladder, both of us entirely naked of course, eating her cunt, and doing so for quite some time as decadent as it was. She came forcefully once more, giving me a nice shower from above as she came. But just the fact I had eaten her out that way, her standing, spread just above me, made it all the more erotic for us both. Similarly, Lorraine enjoyed sucking or jerking me off, having me sit or stand in various places around the office, once...having me lay across my desk, butt naked as she devoured my cock most delightfully.
It was also the first time I mentioned the fact I wish I could fuck her like that. We had of course discussed it prior to this, but it had remained the one absolute line in the sand she just wouldn't cross. I hadn't mentioned it, or brought it up again until that moment. Mainly doing so not as a request, but more along the lines of wishful thinking.
"I'll think about it," she told me still sucking my cock. "I am tempted," she added then. "But if we ever do, do that...it has to be someplace other than this, not like this...not the first time at least," she laughed again nervously.
Admittedly I now had my hopes up. I would love nothing more than to finally slip my hard cock inside that super wet velvet glove of hers at some point. But I was also content to wait until the time, and the moment allowed it, and of course...if she did.
That moment came a lot sooner than I could have possibly hoped for.
I had in fact mentioned to Lorraine a week earlier that my wife was going out of town for a few days to visit with her sister. It meant I'd be home alone Friday, Saturday as well as Sunday night. And I knew why my wife was going too. She wanted and needed the time to bounce things off her sister, our time together as husband and wife was drawing to an end, and we both knew it. I fully expected when she came back from her trip to tell me she wanted a divorce, and though she didn't...it was only a month later when that finally did happen. But I'd been expecting, and even prepared for it long before then.
Unfortunately though, weekends weren't conducive for Lorraine and I. She had a life with her husband on the weekends, estranged as their relationship was too. I thus settled back figuring to get a bit more rest and relaxation in, and prepare myself for my soon to be ex-wife's return after her visit.
And then Thursday night, all those plans changed...dramatically.
Once again Lorraine came into work, stopping by my office, slipping me another note. It had been a while since she had, and I found myself quite excited in seeing her bring me one. After she left, I made pretense of needing to make a phone call, got up and closed my door before opening her note.
"Guess what? John's going out of town on business...tomorrow morning!" She'd written. "Which means..." She'd lettered her signature, "HFNG"
I kind of figured out what she meant by that, and a short time later scribbled out a note in response to that, taking it to her shortly before close of business while everyone was very busy getting ready to leave for the day.
I walked down to the file room, handing her a manila file folder with nothing more than several blank sheets of paper in it, her note sandwiched now somewhere in the middle. That had become an additional precaution we'd been taking when passing dirty, naughty notes back and forth between one another.
I had simply written, "You place or mine?"
**
We easily decided on going to my place Friday night after work for several good reasons. One, she was worried that with her husband going out of town, that one of her kids, or even grand kids might just "drop by" in order to check up on her. So her place was definitely out. And though I didn't have the same concerns going to my place, it would take some clandestine effort on both of our parts getting her in there. I didn't want my neighbors accidentally seeing me bring anyone home for one thing, and having that get back to my wife. Lorraine had already shot down the idea of getting a motel or hotel room. Her nervousness at being seen or spotted just too much, especially with the notoriety it might bring as far as her husband's pending appointment went. And she wasn't about to risk the backlash from that in any way shape or form. It was risky enough between us as it was anyway, so the only option then was coming to my place.
We agreed to meet after it got dark. I picked her up from a local grocery store parking lot nearby my house, though even then it wasn't one I frequented too often. She hurriedly climbed into the backseat of my car as we'd already discussed, and then I drove home from there with her safely hidden out of sight in the back seat.
"How long before we're there?" She asked.
"About two minutes is all," I replied back already turning into the subdivision I lived in. "Almost there in fact."
I pulled into the driveway, hit the garage door opener, and then pulled inside, closing it afterwards, remaining there until it had fully closed behind us. "Ok, we're safe now," I said breathing a little easier now myself. Lorraine sat up...I laughed, I couldn't help it. Somehow, some way, between the grocery store and home, she had gotten undressed, now grinning at me like a naked cat who'd just eaten the canary.
"Well? You ready to fuck me senseless or what?"
**
I had already prepared the bedroom ahead of time. I'd even gone out and purchased a fresh set of sheets. I figured I owed her that much at least. I had also gathered up as many candles as I had on hand, lighting those just before I left to pick her up. Thus with the soft music playing on the stereo, the subdued light, the clean fresh linen on the bed, our first coupling ever was well received when she walked into the room right behind me.
"Only one favor to ask," she said crossing over to lay down on the bed.
"Name it."
"Fuck me any way you'd like, as often as you'd like...however you'd like...just not missionary."
"Deal," I said and then took off my own clothes.
**
One of the few things in the bedroom that I actually had, once upon a time enjoyed...was the floor length dressing mirror on the wall facing the bed. If you positioned just right, you could see just about anything from any angle. Lorraine even noticed it first before I pointed it out to her.
"Never watched myself actually fuck before," she said placing herself this way and that, finally kneeling there on all fours as I got behind her. I liked the idea, as she did...watching her tits swing and sway as we actually fucked for the very first time, though I took an inordinate amount of time teasing her first, before actually slipping it to her.
I even ate her first, kneeling behind as she giggled and humped back against me, enjoying the view of my doing that to her.
"Enough already, fuck me!" She demanded. "I need your cock inside my cunt now! You can eat me later, for dessert!" She laughed.
The time had indeed come as I knelt behind her once more, still taking a moment to rub my cock up and down that slick, slippery furrow, and then slowly positioned the head of my dick just at her opening...and slid in. She felt like butter as her cunt consumed me, the entire length of my shaft now buried deeply inside as she moaned deeply, and yet softly. "Oh god, Brian...yes, yes...fuck me, fuck my cunt please! I have wanted to feel this for so long!" She added.
"Me too Lorraine, me too." And so we fucked, slowly at first, and then passionately, wildly, even crazily after a while. Moving from one position into another, taking brief breaks, coming, fucking...and doing it again. I lost track of how many times she climaxed, and surprised at myself for doing so at least three times as well, until I simply couldn't get it up any more.
Even then she lay there by my side, sucking me...never getting me hard again, I was far too spent for that. But her soft, sensual, still very pleasurable blowjob went on for the next two solid hours.
I didn't know that having a soft cock sucked so tenderly, for so long, could be and feel as intense as it was. It was honestly and truly...the best blowjob of my entire life, and I never even came while she did that.
**
I still got her back to the grocery store parking lot by eleven. Once again, the risk of her being out too late, unaccounted for, was simply too great. With an entire day ahead of us on Saturday however, I met her at the same place again around noon, once again driving her home where she hid in the back seat until after the garage door had closed.
It was almost better fucking her right there in broad daylight, though I had enjoyed both with her to the ultimate degree. We frolicked, fucked....teased and pleased one another until exhaustion forced us to part. Even then, once we'd gotten our strength back, we went at it again, fucking her in every conceivable position...but one. The only one that I could think of anyway. She rode me, facing front, reversed, side to side, behind again doggy, which as it turned out, between that one and sitting on me facing front, became her two favorites. So we decided to keep our last and final day just for those two, which we did.
It was earlier Sunday too, as we both knew we had things to do before the night came. So it was all about enjoying ourselves up until the last possible moment, for as long as we could, while we could.
I even fucked her in the garage the moment the door closed, leaning her up against the car, standing together fucking her and then lifting her onto the hood where I literally raped her cunt, with Lorraine screaming out the entire time, begging me to do just that. I wondered afterwards if that had been such a good idea though, it was the only time I really did worry about any of my neighbors actually hearing us.
But it was a damn good fuck, and only one of many as the morning wore on.
I even ate her out again, after filling her full of cum twice by then. I think she had squirted most of it out right back onto me, but regardless, the pure obscene decadence of it all, left us both totally fulfilled, breathless and wanting for nothing by the time I was forced to drive her back again.



It was the best weekend of my entire life, and as it would soon prove out, the last really good weekend I would ever experience for a long, long time after that.
**
Oddly enough, we only fucked one more time after that, at work...on my desk. It wasn't as comfortable as either one of us thought it might be. More naughty-fun than anything perhaps, and so we went back to more orally pleasuring one another, though mutual masturbation seemed to remain our most satisfying staple if you could imagine that. It felt fun, naughty...wicked just doing that, especially in the office after hours. One of the favorite places as it turned out for Lorraine to do that, was in the women's bathroom standing in front of the sink, looking into the mirror. She would stand behind me, jerking my cock, the two of us watching it spurt, watching it very often splash against the glass making a mess of everything. Though we always had plenty of Windex and paper towels to clean up with afterwards.
The craziest thing though, was when she squatted over Liz's waste basket, while I fingered her, and then made her cum, squirting just enough to hear her juicing inside the can, almost sounding like she was peeing as she did. Only afterwards actually removing the plastic bag, tossing it away and replacing it with a new one.
It was the thought that counted anyway. But it was still damn fucking fun.
And while all this was going on, neither one of us knew at the time that our time together was rapidly approaching the end. But it was best that it did, when it did...for both of us. It made those last final days easier to accept and learn to live with.
Everything seemed to happen all at once less than a month after all this had happened.
By the look on her face as she came into work one day, I knew something was up. She came into my office, closing the door behind her and sat down.
She sighed. "Well, as you probably already know by now, especially since it's been all over the news...John got his appointment."
I had heard. We all had in fact. Both Lorraine and her husband's photos had been all over the news since the past evening. Lorraine was in fact a bit of a celebrity now, like it or not, especially with the buzz out in the office, and everyone standing around trying to look in through my partially drawn blinds. I got up, closing them completely shooing everyone back to work.
"Needless to say, John's asked me to quit. Doesn't want me working any more, said I'd be too busy doing other things," she sighed once again almost in tears now. "So I guess I'm giving you a week's notice."
Being part-time, Lorraine didn't even have to give me that much. And I told her so, but she wanted to stick it out until the end of the week at the very least. Though there were other reasons behind that of course, which I was in a way...grateful for. But that helped me make up my own mind about something else too. I had the previous day been offered a job elsewhere myself. I hadn't as yet made up my mind about taking it, but then did, right then and there. It would be better all the way around for everyone in fact. Especially for Lorraine and I. It would never be the same working here again, and I wasn't sure that I could. Too many memories, and no longer having her here would remind me of that. And so I then told her what my new, just moments ago decision was.
"So I guess we're both leaving then," she said sitting back. "Which I guess, is probably best under the circumstances. I just can't...can't take any risks, for any reason."
"I know. I do understand, though I admit Lorraine, I'm fucking going to miss you...horribly!"
She did cry then, but then so did I. We hugged, even kissed, and eventually laughed about some of the damn dangerous things we had done.
"One last week of naughtiness?" She asked.
"Every night," I assured her. Starting tonight in fact. Plan on me eating you right here on this desk," I said. "I'll make sure I've cleaned it off first though," I then added.
She smiled, stood up, and then walked out to tell Liz and everyone else the news.
We actually had a good-bye party for the two of us that Friday, even though I'd be staying on another week myself. Liz was elated of course, she was getting my job, and I had in fact recommended her. I doubted she'd find anyone to have any fun with in the dungeon the way I had. Nor would I probably ever experience what I had with anyone ever again. Not quite like that anyway.
I was wrong on both counts, though it would be years before I learned that. I had a divorce just ahead of me for one thing. And a future wife who would become my soul mate, who I hadn't met as yet.
All in all, things turned out just right in the end. But I never forgot Lorraine, or the intimacy we shared, the excitement we experienced with one another over that brief year we had together.
I had promised her I wouldn't try and contact her again after that. She said the temptation would simply be too great for her if I ever did. So I honored that, never spoke to her again, or tried to find out whatever happened to her.
That was thirty years ago now. So who knows. But wherever she is...if she still is.
I still remember.
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How do you even reconcile that? A young woman, just barely nineteen years of age, in lust and love...with her own mother! You can't. At least I couldn't. And because I couldn't, I couldn't say, do, or tell anyone. It had remained a deep dark secret for years.
And the funny part? I knew I wasn't a lesbian, not in the sense that I had desires for other women, I honestly didn't. Not really anyway. Sure, I had wondered what it might be like with a few girls...but I had wondered the same about several boys too, one or two of which I had dated and allowed certain liberties with. It wasn't until I had turned eighteen that I'd even lost my virginity, well over a year ago now, and had only slept with one other boy since then. And no girls...no girls whatsoever. But like I said, it wasn't women I was really interested in. Just one. And that one I could do nothing about anyway. Not ever.
Every time I even masturbated, I went back in time. That was always how my fantasies started out, whenever I was thinking about mom..."Darlene" as I sometimes even called her whenever we went out together. It had become a bit of a running joke between us, that eventually took hold. Mom looking far younger than her 37 years, so much so, very often people thought we were sisters. Both of us with dark brown hair falling well past our shoulders. Each with hazel colored eyes, similar builds even, though I knew mom had slightly larger breasts than I did, though not by much. We even wore the same clothes at times, an inch within height of one another at around five foot eight or so. And even some we met and knew, said we sounded just alike over the phone even.
I rather liked the idea of that, and eventually...so did mom. So outside of the house, if I called her Darlene instead of mom, or mother...she'd smile, share a secret laugh with me, and usually tease me back in some way, usually referring to me as her "older sister." Though that one was usually a bit hard to swallow. Still, it pleased me to no end whenever she said or did anything like that.
But I remember how my desire for her had come about as though it really was yesterday. Mom and dad had gotten divorced when I was very young. A year later he was killed in an automobile accident, so I didn't have much of a recollection of him at all aside from a few rare photos mom had kept, mainly because of me being in them. Beyond that, not much else. I did recall going to dad's funeral, not even sure I looked at him. But what I did remember was sitting in mom's lap, crying perhaps because she was, even though they were divorced. I think she still loved him, and even missed him a little bit. And perhaps more now because of his death. Wanting to comfort her perhaps in some small way, I sat in her lap, hugging her as she hugged me back. And by accident, because it was, I remember just reaching out to hold onto her, hold onto something, and inadvertently found my hand clasping her breast. She allowed it, only for a moment or two, but then shifted in her seat, removing my hand away from her. Perhaps it was too obvious, especially sitting where we were, there in the church. But I waited just a bit, and then put it back, once again just holding, softly, not moving. She again allowed it, or ignored it, or perhaps simply enjoyed the intimate needful contact of two grieving souls. Whatever the reason, we stayed like this for a lot longer, before she finally made me move my hand away from her once more.
I didn't try it again, not that day anyway. But later the next day at home when we again just cuddled on the couch, grieving, remembering...comforting one another. I again reached up simply to embrace, to hold, and again came into contact with her breast, only now resting my head upon it as though it were a pillow. I think I actually fell asleep like that. My head on her breast, the other holding and cupping it just like it was a comforting pillow to me. I don't remember her taking my hand away from it that time.
Over the years, especially when I finally discovered the joys of masturbation, that distant memory of doing that would come racing back. But interestingly enough, each time that it did, each year that I grew, that image of me sitting there, holding mom like that, had me at whatever age I currently was at. Not as that of the little girl I certainly once was back then.
I never failed to have multiple orgasms thinking about that, fantasizing. But I also never failed to have the worst guilt ever afterwards either. It had gotten to the point that I fought against the urge to even do so, eventually relenting of course after days and days of wrestling with myself. I would purposely imagine boys I had gotten to like, or even thought about. I'd also found, or rather stolen, a dirty magazine I had once discovered at a friend's house, using that as the source to stimulate my pleasure. But inevitably, after the initial thoughts, the pictures, photos or whatever, my thoughts always returned to once again sitting on my mother's lap. Only then could I climax. It was a never-ending struggle.
After high school, and not yet having enough money to further my education with yet, I starting hanging around mom, or rather she'd actually invited me to do so. Learn the trade, see if it was something I'd eventually be interested in doing. She'd done fairly well as a realtor, making enough at least to pay the bills, though not much more than that, certainly not enough to likewise put me through school. I'd have to do most of that myself. Which was again the reason for finding some sort of job in the meantime, possibly getting my license, and perhaps even working with mom at some point.
An idea I didn't exactly disapprove of. The more time I could spend with her, and around her, the happier I was. But it was almost as equally frustrating too. Fantasies, images, wicked erotic thoughts about my own mother, dominated almost every waking moment of my day.
It was a catch 22.
And then the most amazing thing happened that basically changed my entire life!
**
I had always wondered why mom never got remarried again, though selfishly grateful that she hadn't. It wasn't like she'd suddenly become celibate either, I knew better than that. She had dated, still did...though not nearly as so often as she once had years ago. I'd caught her on the phone talking to my aunt, her sister Cathy more than once. Giggles, whispered words, some of which I'd heard and picked up on a time or two whenever I'd managed to eavesdrop on their conversations. The moment I walked in wherever she was however, the conversation immediately turned to the weather or some aspect of her job, even though I knew better. I liked my Aunt Cathy, she looked a lot like mom too, just a bit older perhaps, and therefore a little like me as well. I hate to say it, but she could have easily passed for "our" mom.
Whatever the reason, she never brought any guys home, and rarely...rarely ever spent the entire night out. I think she did that maybe three times at the most. Usually it would be late yes, coming home well after midnight. But she always came home, always stood in the doorway checking on me after sending the baby-sitter home when I was still too young to stay by myself. And then later, even when I was older, having Aunt Cathy keep me company then instead.
Like I said, I liked my Aunt Cathy too, she allowed me a glass of wine here and there whenever she'd come over. She and I would very often watch a steamy movie together, filled with lots of simulated sex, (nothing hard core...or porn if you will) but it still got my mind going, and juices flowing between my legs nevertheless. And yeah, admittedly, I had indeed fantasized about my Aunt Cathy once or twice too, though usually after watching her change clothes if I happened to be sitting in the same room with her when she did that. Normal stuff maybe, she had a nice body too. But it almost didn't matter with whatever mom wore. A hint here or there, the way she wore a dress or a pair of jeans. A low cut blouse, sometimes a tee with no bra. The moment anything like that happened, I could be standing there, images of me sitting on her lap again. And away we would go.
But I digress. Like I said, it was an interesting, eye-opening day for me, that completely changed my life.
I had actually been invited to go out to the movies with a girlfriend on a particular Saturday afternoon. I knew that mom and Aunt Cathy were going out shopping later, and then home later to share dinner together, and with me too of course, after the movie was over. I was even looking forward to that. I headed out to meet my girlfriend at the theatre, arriving and then waiting for her at the ticket counter when she called me on my cell phone. Her car had broken down on the way there, so she wasn't going to make it. I asked her if she needed a ride or anything, but she informed me her dad was already on his way. Slightly disappointed at not seeing the movie with her, I made the best of it, and decided to go home. With luck, I might even catch mom and my aunt before they went out shopping together, thus tagging along with them, "sisters...and mom together again," I thought laughing at the prospect. I even called, but mom had her cell turned off for some reason, so I only got her voicemail. I then tried my Aunt's number with the same result. Close to home, I gave that idea up, especially when I saw my Aunt's car still parked out front of the house, and mom's too of course, so I knew they were still home.
The odd thing was, I had this weird feeling, perhaps a premonition, or maybe just this crazy wild urge or desire to catch them doing something, or talking about something they didn't want me seeing or overhearing. Because of that, I parked my car in front of the neighbor's house next to ours, and then headed up the driveway into the back door of the house from there. To this day, I don't know why I did that, but it was again an action that dramatically changed my life.
I slipped in through the back door, down the hall towards the main sitting room. I could hear voices, or rather soft moans coming from that area. Almost on tippy-toe, I walked towards the room just easing around the corner standing there looking in. It wasn't as though there was a lot going on, but enough. Enough to shock me anyway, even disillusion me to some extent, though later in my room I knew it was more jealousy than anything else. They were still dressed, mom and my aunt sitting side-by-side together there on the couch. But my aunt was sucking one of my mother's breasts!
I figured that mom must have caught the movement of my entry out of the corner of her eye, though I turned almost immediately. So it was either the movement, or now the sound, as I no longer cared about not being discovered as I fled down the hallway, and then up the stairs to my bedroom, actually slamming the door. Like I said, I was more jealous than shocked really, of what I'd just witnessed, emotions flooding through me in every direction at once.
It wasn't long before I heard a soft knock on my bedroom door, followed by the sound of my mother's voice.
"Cindy? Can I come in please? We need to talk."
**
"Yeah, no shit!" I thought, but then answered. "The doors open."
Mom entered my room, obviously dressed of course. She took a seat across from me where I remained sitting on the edge of my bed.
"Where's Cathy?" I asked, not even calling her Aunt, which was in a sense my way of voicing my displeasure, and shock...and everything else I was feeling by leaving that out.
"She went home, thought it might be best to let you and I have a chance to talk about what you saw, what you think you saw."
"What I think I saw?" I half shouted back. "You trying to tell me I didn't see Aunt Cathy sucking your tits?"
Mom's face sunk just a little, I could see she was as hurt and confused and as embarrassed as much as I was by all this.
"No, she was...but you need to hear me out before you go jumping to all kinds of conclusions here Cindy. It's time that I did come clean with you about a few things, about your Aunt and I. But I'm going to ask you to listen to what I have to say before this goes any further. Will you do that for me please?" Mom's voice had a soft, yet pleading tone to it. I knew she was serious, and yet anxious for me to listen. And to be honest, I was curious to hear more, find out why my aunt was doing that to her for one, and for another...why mom appeared to obviously be enjoying it.
"Go on," I said in a softer tone of voice, waiting on her now.
She swallowed, folded her hands within her lap trying to relax. "You do know your aunt is and always has been a lesbian yes?"
I'd always known that my Aunt seemed to go in that direction, though I don't think I'd ever heard the term come up actually labeling her as one. I had always figured she might be, though I also knew that mam and paps, would have had a heart attack had they ever been told, or made aware of the fact that she was. Aunt Cathy had never married of course, but she didn't live with any women either. No doubt, she'd had plenty of girlfriends or partners, but again...she certainly didn't flaunt doing that around any of the family either.
"What's that got to do with you mother?" I said keeping things a bit more on the formal side here between us. "You trying to tell me something?" I added once again letting mom hear the edge in my tone of voice.
"Yes, I am...but not what you're thinking," she responded back raising her own voice just a little. "Now if you'll please give me the courtesy of not interrupting me again, I'll explain it to you!"
I sat back on my bed, using my elbows as a rest, propping myself up, but I said nothing further, waiting for mom to somehow make sense out of all this for me.
She paused waiting on me, satisfied I was done talking, and then continued. "I need to go back a little, tell you a few things that at first might not make too much sense. But you need to hear all that, understand it, before I can even begin to explain what you saw the two of us doing," she paused once again, though I kept my mouth shut, simply nodding my head. Curious now.
"The reason your father and I got divorced, was because he used to hit me. He only did so twice, but the third time he ever did was the last time he ever did. I swore then that I would never ever again let another man do that to me. And up until a few nights ago, no one ever has. In case you hadn't noticed yet...I'm no longer dating Jerry."
I never had liked Jerry, though I'd only seen him a couple of times over the past few months. He'd occasionally come by the house, pick mom up for an evening out, and then leave with her. I'd caught him checking me out on more than one occasion, and not in a friendly way either. He'd given me the creeps. I figured mom had been sleeping with him though she'd never come out and told me she had been of course, something she never did.
"Well, just so you know...a few nights ago, we got into a fight, mainly because I refused to spend the entire night with him. He'd been drinking, though we both had, and whatever it was that set him off, well...he slapped me. Needless to say, that was it between us. And as I have always done, I immediately told Cathy what had happened. Throughout all the years she's always been there for me, and I've always been there for her too."
Once again I started to say something, but mom's look kept me from doing that.
"I'm getting there," she stopped, looking at me, so I closed my mouth again. "Long ago when I was still living with mom and dad, as was your aunt while I was going to school in order to get my degree, long before I eventually met and married your father. Cathy and I still shared a room of course, even though by then we were both adults, neither one of us able to afford moving out onto our own yet. But that was fine at the time, we'd always been close, always gotten along well with one another. And it was because of that perhaps, that we'd found ourselves getting closer in other ways too. Your aunt was the one who taught me all about masturbation early on, not only telling me about it Cindy, but eventually showing me. And then in time, the two of us masturbating in front of one another. Quite naturally that turned into the two of us doing one another, and eventually...more than that."
Mom took a deep breath, her voice nervous and quivering. I could see that this was hard for her in trying to tell me, though I still hadn't as yet grasped the why of it all.
"That's basically how it all began. Very often after coming home from a date with some guy, I'd be aroused, horny and excited, though I'd made a promise to myself to keep my virginity intact until the right man came along. It wasn't easy, and I was very often as frustrated and horny as the poor guys were that I wouldn't allow doing more than perhaps feel my tits up a little. It was a different time back then. Girls didn't put out beyond maybe giving their boyfriends a hand job or something, if even that. But it didn't change the fact, I'd very often come home from a date in need of some relief myself. And the same was going on with your Aunt too. Yes, she was seeing and dating guys then, not quite ready to face, or accept the fact she was more attracted to women back then. Again...a sign of the time perhaps. But what that did do...was bring the two of us even closer intimately. We used one another to satisfy those desires, take the edge off so to speak...and keep one another in check from just giving it away to some guy, simply because we were both horny."
All this was interesting of course, but I still didn't understand why...after all this time, there the two of them were on the couch again, but I held myself in check now from asking anything, letting her continue without any interruptions from me.
"And just so you know Cindy, it's been several years now since your Aunt and I did anything with one another. So it's not like we've been having this secret little thing with one another all this time either. Because we haven't. But...like I said, it was the one thing we did share, the one thing that when either one of us was upset, hurt, that we would use in comforting one another. After I told her about what had happened to me, after what Jerry had done, she came over of course to discuss it with me. And quite naturally, after what we'd done in the past, it seemed quite normal to do so again. Allow that intimate caring aspect we'd once shared together, to happen again. That's why she was sucking my breast Cindy, so yes...if you're wondering, had you not come in when you did, no doubt the two of us would have ended up in the bedroom shortly after that, going down on one another, just like we used to do for one another. I'm not trying to justify any of this, just finally be honest and open with you about it. You're not a child any more Cindy, far from it. You're an adult now. And as an adult, you have the right to hear all this, from me...and from your Aunt too if you ever feel like discussing any of this with her. Which I might add, she's hoping you will at some point. The last thing she wants is for any of this to come between the two of you either."
"So...this was, all because of Jerry? Him slapping you, that the two of you ended up on the couch together like that?"
"Yes," mom said sitting back in her chair again, looking relieved that she'd at last told me everything. "I know it must still be quite a shock hearing this. Realizing that your own mother, and her sister, have...well, had intimate relations with one another on and off over the years. But there it is Cindy. I'm not going to sit here and tell you that it won't happen again either at some point, it probably will in fact. That's just the way it's always been between us. We've used that as a means of comforting each other during hard or difficult times. So it's not like we're having this ongoing, constant sexual relationship with one another. Just once in a while, usually because of things or situations like this, with Jerry," she finished.



"Ok," I said actually accepting all this, no longer as angry or as hurt as I had been. In a strange way, it all actually made sense, and I could understand why they had...why they still did. But I was also secretly, still a bit jealous because of it. Which certainly didn't help my situation out any. If anything...now knowing all this, it just made it worse!
"So...now you know the entire story, though I'm sure it's still a lot to absorb, seeing what you did see, and almost seeing what you didn't. I do hope honey, that you'll find a way to forgive me for it though, someway, somehow. And you're aunt too for that matter. She cares about you an awful lot, and she's probably even more nervous and upset about all of this than I am. So I hope you two will get a chance to talk, if you want to."
I figured we would, eventually. But right now, mom was right. This was a lot to take in suddenly.
"I'll be the first to admit though honey, I am relieved. I'm glad I'm not carrying this secret around with me anymore. And I promise...no more secrets either. Their shouldn't be any secrets between us now. We're both adults, and it's about time I started treating you like one."
Mom stood preparing to leave.
"Ah mom?"
"Yes honey?"
"Sit down...I need to tell you something."
**
I guess I shouldn't have been too surprised. Perhaps the old saying "honesty is the best policy" really wasn't. Or maybe my timing was just off, especially after what she'd just finished telling me. But to hear that her own daughter very often masturbated, fantasizing about her own mother, and that I had been for years, wasn't something she was ready to hear about just then, let alone wrap her mind around. She just sat there staring at me for the longest time before finally saying, "But...but I'm your mother!"
"Yeah? So? And Aunt Cathy's your sister, is one any worse than the other?" I asked.
She was obviously flustered, unable, or perhaps unwilling to respond to that. "I need...I need to think Cindy," she said, and then stood, and then without another single word...mom walked out of my bedroom. I sat there looking at the once again closed door for the longest time, wondering what the fuck had just happened.
**
One thing's for sure, if anything, our little chat seemed to put additional distance between us. For the next several days we basically avoided one another, though if and when we did sit down together, over dinner...or later while watching TV, we hardly spoke. And if then, it was usually about the weather, or how her job went that day. Gone was the laughter, the joking, the teasing of one another. And the time sitting near her saying nothing, well like they say, the silence was deafening.
It had been like that for nearly a week now, and I was so torn up inside, I was seriously contemplating taking a job elsewhere and then moving out. Get a place of my own, ready or not. I had gone up to my bedroom far earlier on a Friday night than I usually did too, saying goodnight to her, cordially, even finding it awkward when I leaned over kissing her on the cheek. It was as though even that now held some secret, vile obscene connotation to it that was making any affection whatsoever between us, impossible to continue with. I slipped on what I usually wore to go to bed, a pair of panties only, and then slipped between the sheets turning out the lights. It was barely past ten o'clock as I lay there trying to go to sleep, which fifteen minutes later as I lay there with my eyes wide-open, was proving fruitless. There was only one thing I could do that usually helped with that. Though even then I was reluctant to do so. I knew what images, no matter how I started out, would end up inside my head long before ever reaching orgasm...if in fact I even did. I had even put my headphones on, listening to soft music, which very often in the past, had helped lull me to sleep. I slipped one hand down the waistband of the white cotton panties I had on, and began touching myself. The other, fingering and toying with my breasts as I very often did, those uncovered by the sheet as I lay there, the images now of course forming inside my head. Only different this time. No longer me sitting on mom's lap...but sitting next to her, kissing and sucking her breast just the way I had seen Aunt Cathy doing.
So absorbed in my thoughts, the music...I didn't hear mom's gentle knock on the door, nor her opening it even though I hadn't invited her in. How long she stood there looking at me, I honestly don't know. But obviously she saw and knew what I was doing. I next felt her weight added to the bed, my eyes suddenly popping open, my hand flying out from beneath my panties, the other suddenly reaching for my headphones yanking them off.
"What the fuck?" I literally screamed out, startled more than anything, and a bit embarrassed too perhaps.
Mom didn't say anything though in response to that. What she did instead was place her hand on one of my breasts, caressing it, and then leaned forward, drawing the other one into her mouth!
And all I could do was lay there, trying to sort this all out in my own head, though slowly...and sure enough, succumbing to the sweet ecstasy I was now feeling. All these years, all this torment, all the private, dirty, naughty thoughts I had ever had about mom and me...were suddenly being realized, in a way at least. But the fact was...mom was sucking my tit, and it felt heavenly!
Eventually she did sit up however, though she kept one hand on my breast, slowly and tenderly caressing it, still gently and softly fingering the nipple. She too had made ready for bed, the simple sheer shift she very often wore, the only thing she had on at the moment. The light from the hallway back-lighting her just enough that I could see the silhouette of her body beneath it. The contours of her breasts, her stomach and the gentle slope of her back. I reached out with my own hand then, memories and images of a time long ago suddenly filling my head. I clasped her breast through the simple shift, cupping it, reveling in the sensation of doing so again after all these years. She moaned. And then I did, and then I sat up and rolled her over onto the bed.
She moaned softly again as I lifted up her shift, exposing her thighs first, surprised upon seeing the smoothness of her pussy, hairless which I hadn't realized until now. I gazed at her thighs, allowing my eyes to follow the undressing as I now revealed her near flawless breasts. Nipples much like my own, rosy-red, thick, protruding. She was obviously as aroused as I was. I scissored one of them with my fingers, just as she was still doing to me. I then drew in the other, sucking it eagerly, desperately, trying to devour it perhaps like a hungry infant. But her moans once more, telling me of the real pleasure I was giving her at the moment. My own moans in response to that as I groaned around her nipple now captured within my mouth, the sensation of her fingers, gentle...yet urgent as they toyed, played and continued to finger my aroused, equally hard nipples. I traded back and forth then, paying homage to each one of my mother's breasts, and then slowly began licking, making my way down her delicate shivering form, lingering briefly at her naval, kissing and licking that. I felt her hands suddenly on my head however, lifting me away from her. Her eyes wide questioning, even as she spoke.
"Cindy..."
"Mom," I said in response to that, attempting to return, begin licking her again, but she held me in place.
"No...wait, we...we need talk, please Cindy...please," she said urgently, desperately, sounding on the verge of tears now. Reluctantly I sat up, her hand only then moving away from my own breast, though mine remained on hers as I sat there looking down at her, still touching, but now smiling as she smiled back. "We...we really shouldn't honey," she said trying to convince herself perhaps, but I wasn't having any of it...not now.
"It's too late for that mother," I said once again trying to sound more adult, more formal again, more in control than she at the moment. "I'm not letting you get away this time, not ever again," I amended. I allowed my hand to now travel down where my tongue had been going, brushing her briefly, softly between the legs. I could feel her moisture seeping through, the dampness which greeted the mere tip of a finger as it slid through her furrow. She gasped, even raising her ass off the bed just a little, surprised at the sudden unexpected touch of my hand.
"I won't be able to say no after this, if we do this...if I allow this," she said still holding on to one last desperate plea perhaps in getting me to rethink my own actions. But I knew then, there was no going back...only forward.
"Then don't," I said simply, once again leaning forward, and this time, placing my tongue where my fingers had been.
**
Surprisingly, I had only seen my mother naked a handful of times. Usually when we'd both been in a hurry getting ready for work, once or twice laying on her bed watching her while she got ready for one of her "dates" talking to her, though purposely eyeing her, secretly enjoying myself. Fodder material for when masturbating later back then. But here I was now, looking at her nude body, or rather the depths of her cunt, something I hadn't seen. Not like this anyway. And the fact she was now shaved intrigued me. She hadn't before. The sight of her nicely trimmed little bush was what I recalled seeing. Not this. Not this almost prepubescent look that even I didn't entertain, having fashioned myself after mom's look. And now...here we were, different again.
"Why'd you do it?" I asked between gentle soft lickings.
Mom's thoughts elsewhere however.
"Wha...do, do what?" She moaned almost deliriously, especially when I stopped licking her in order to speak again.
"Shave it, shave your pussy. Did you do it...for him?" I asked suddenly tasting bile, or something like it.
"No," mom laughed "Not for him...for Cathy."
"Aunt Cathy?" I asked surprised upon hearing that, running my tongue from the bottom of her split all the way up towards her clit, just barely grazing it. "Why? When?"
"Because she..." mom moaned as my lips encircled her hard little clitoris, gently sucking it. I stopped.
"Well?"
"Because she prefers it that way," mom groaned again, hunching her ass upwards as though trying to fuck my face, draw me back into her.
"But I thought you said, you two hadn't done anything."
"We hadn't, she didn't know yet...it was a surprise."
"So you're telling me that I'm sucking this bare pussy before she did."
"Yes," mom barely managed as I wormed a finger, and then two inside that super slick passage toying with her, my thumb pressing down on her clit.
"Will you...do me, to look like you?" I asked her.
"If you want...yes."
"When?" I asked again, still teasing and tickling her clit. "After I make you cum?" I said teasing her further, enjoying the torture I was putting her through.
"Oh god yes, whatever you want, whenever you want it," she squirmed violently again, humping upwards against the palm of my hand, grinding herself against it as I merely sat there, fingers buried, thumb encircling and teasing her hard little knot.
"Before you eat me then," I informed her. "I want my first time with you to be the same as this," and then leaned forward once more, my lips taking over for my thumb, my tongue now fluttering like a butterfly against the surface of her hot throbbing little girl prick.
"Oh god baby! Yes! Yes! Whatever you want baby...just make mommy come, make me fucking come...please!"
**
Believe it or not, we actually fell asleep that way. The earlier need for my own orgasm evaporating with actually giving her one, my own mother! Content then to just lay there, my fingers still buried inside, the ebb and flow of her slowly diminishing contractions around my fingers as the waves of her orgasms gradually decreased. We both floated in a sea of bliss for differing reasons perhaps, the afterglow of climax, ecstasy, frustration, the unknown, all suddenly and completely washed away in that almost magical moment.
I woke, alone...startled at first, but then yawned, stretched, remembering, content...satisfied, happier than I'd been in a long, long time. Especially when I saw my mother's shift still laying next to me, folded neatly on the pillow next to my head. She couldn't have left me a better message, other than actually waking up next to her perhaps. But I could already smell breakfast cooking.
I didn't even bother putting anything on, tearing out of bed, down the stairs heading towards the kitchen and all those lovely smells I was taking in. I laughed entering, there was mom, just dishing up the recently cooked bacon. She was wearing a cooking apron, and nothing else.
"My, that certainly looks sexy on you," I laughed taking a seat as she turned, eying my own very exposed breasts.
"Looks like we had the same idea," she chuckled back adding. "You sleep ok?"
"Never better," I honestly said, and then stood again, walking over to her, embracing her as she stood there trying to balance the plate with still hot bacon in it.
"Careful, or you'll burn yourself, and we can't have you doing that now can we?" She said flicking one of my reawakened nipples with her fingertip as a warning perhaps. I sat down again, feeling hungry and horny.
"So...when do we shave my pussy?" I asked her point blank.
She laughed, even blushing a little. "After we eat, and after we have a little chat again," mom said sounding a bit serious this time. "We still need to Cindy, even after last night. I think we should discuss what happened, what happens now...if anything, and not let our emotions rush us into anything."
"I'm not going back mom. I can't. Especially after last night. Now I know the truth about you and Aunt Cathy, and now that you know the truth about my secret, there's no fucking way I can deny it anymore. Not to myself, not to you...not to anyone!"
"Including your Aunt?" Mom asked.
To be honest, I hadn't really thought about that, but after only a second or so, I realized that it really didn't matter, I mean after all. Mom said that she and her sister would no doubt be intimate again at some point. And having accepted that, I realized that my Aunt would have to come and accept me and mom being that way too.
"Yes, including her mom. She has a right to know about what's happened between us. No secrets, remember?"
She relaxed then upon hearing that. "Good. I was hoping you'd feel that way," mom said. "Because I've already invited her over later on this afternoon. I think we now all three need to sit down and have a heart to heart chat about all of this. You two need to clear the air as well honey," mom said reminding me that I really did need to do that. "And Cathy needs to hear our news too...from the two of us, face to face. I'm still not sure how she's going to take hearing that, once she does hear. It could be a lot for her to try and accept too. Incest is a funny thing Cindy. And that's what this is, whether we like it or not, whether we wish to call it something other than that. The bottom line is, it still is. Cathy may not see it that way between she and I. People don't. Hell, I had trouble seeing it as that, once you'd told me about how you felt. I saw you and I as being incest, but not me and my sister. Not until later did I see and finally accept the truth of it. You were right, there was no difference between the two, not really. And I had to ask myself a question at that point. Was I ready to tell MY sister, that we couldn't ever do anything ever again. And my answer was no...I wasn't, and I'm not ready to do that. And so the next question to you then is this. Can you accept that about Cathy and I? Will it bother you to think about the two of us together on occasion? One thing we can't have Cindy, is jealousy going on amongst us. That will tear the three of us apart as surely as anything else would. So we either all agree, or we have to all face the music here, and never do anything with one another ever again. Period."
Mom was right of course. And I agreed with her, seeing the logic in that. The question was...would Aunt Cathy?
**
We finished a delightful breakfast together however, and then mom and I went back up the stairs again, this time heading into her bathroom. At least I wasn't 'too' furry as she put it, though she did use her trimmers first, getting everything off that she could before actually applying a razor to it.
"Now, hold still. I promise I won't cut you or hurt you, as long as you hold still and don't go moving around, even if it tickles a little."
I was more excited than nervous. The fact that my mother would be gaping at my very exposed pussy only moments from now made me lightheaded. The reason she was even doing it in the first place, made me more excited, and wet!
"You will keep your promise to me though right? No matter what happens after Aunt Cathy gets here?"
Mom smiled. "Honey...even if this is the only time, not to mention the first time I ever lick your cunt, I can promise you that much. Wild horses couldn't keep me from doing that."
I giggled excitedly. We had at least three solid hours before Aunt Cathy arrived. And I had every intention of enjoying each and every minute of that with mom before she got here.
**
I think I had a tiny one the moment she even touched me with the razor.
"I told you to hold still."
"Sorry mom, but I think I'm having one," I shuddered. "A little one anyway. Just you touching me at all triggered that."
Mom shook her head. "And I thought I was bad," she freely admitted. "It was the same way with your Aunt and I the first few times. All she had to do then was even breathe on me, the feel of air on my clit from her mouth, and I was having a "little" one as you put it. But that makes the ones to follow even better. Trust me."
"Ones? As in more than?"
"Oh baby...that goes without saying. I'm going to show you things, and do things for you and with you, that will make your head spin."
"Just make my pussy spin mom, around and around and around, as many times as you want to."
Mom slipped her finger inside me then for the first time, though holding it there, unmoving. I felt the jolt, like a shock of electricity scoring my insides.
"Just sit on that then, hold it, while I do this...and don't move. If you have to, then just try clenching my finger if you think you're going to do that."
I clenched mom's finger a whole bunch of times! And I had a whole bunch of those little ones again too!
**
It was erotic as hell just standing there in front of the mirror next to mom looking at ourselves. We almost looked like twins, though she did appear to be slightly older, with a few more natural curves than I had. Still. It was fucking hot, seeing ourselves, standing there naked. Even the slight difference in our breasts was hardly noticeable. Hers a bit fuller perhaps, more rounded and slightly heavier against her chest. Mine...a bit more perky, still flunking the pencil test however, but nipples just as thick and rosy as moms were. But it was the almost near identical twin cunts looking back at the two of us that amazed me. Outer labia slightly protruding, all flushed swollen and pink. I even spread myself, looking far more closely at myself than I think I ever had, finding and taking delight in that as I stood there doing so. I even exposed my clit, taking wonder in that as it too seemed to be harder than it had ever been sticking out far more than I ever remembered it doing. Mom too did the same, still standing next to me, the two of us now spreading ourselves, looking, looking at one another, giggling, looking some more.
"Ever watched yourself masturbating in a mirror?" She asked. I never had, blushing at the mere thought of it.



"Oh baby, you need too. You learn so much about yourself doing that, seeing yourself in ways you wouldn't normally see. The way your lips grow pinker, or darker. The fullness of them, the way your cunt will moisten, very often getting even slicker than usual, and yes...not to mention the way your clit will look as you touch it, watching yourself touching it, playing with it."
I was getting fucking hot just listening to her. "Show me!"
Her face was a little flushed from excitement, though perhaps nervous embarrassment as well. She giggled in a way I hadn't heard before, opening the drawer to her vanity, reaching inside and withdrawing a large square hand-held mirror.
"Come on, back to the bedroom. I'll show you how it is I enjoy doing it," she giggled again almost conspiratorially. The fact that mom was about to share this with me was again adding to the intensity of arousal and excitement we were both feeling at this moment. I was about to see my own mother play with herself in the most intimate and vulnerable of ways. It felt clandestine, naughty, even dirty in a way. It was the most erotic, sensual moment of my entire life!
I followed her back into the bedroom, the two of us naked, admiring her walk, the slight jiggle of her ass, the sway of her hips and breasts as we did so. The visual candy I was looking at, memorizing in a way, as she prepared her "naughty spot" as she called it blushing even more now, was intense. I watched then as she knelt down on the floor at the side of the bed, placing the mirror flat, positioning herself over it.
"Why here?" I asked curiously.
"Oh," she giggled again. "I ah...well, I guess it doesn't have to be right here, it's just where I usually do it for some reason. Always felt like if you were to walk in, I could..." she was stammering, her face deepening even more. She laughed. "Sorry, I'm still a little nervous here, and excited. But I do it here as all my toys are in the nightstand for one thing. But I'll be using my hands and fingers for now."
I nodded my head in understanding, now sitting on the edge of the bed looking down at her as she knelt there, placing the mirror just under her pussy. It was an amazing sight. Erotically hot for some inexplicable reason. Looking down into the mirror just as she was. Mom's puffy swollen lips, a bit of moisture clinging to them making them glisten. Her hard precious clit likewise exposing itself, the tiny little head protruding from its protective sheath likewise fat and swollen now as she skinned it back with a fingertip even more. All the while watching herself doing so, as I was...staring into the mirror.
"See? You can actually see it in a way that you otherwise wouldn't, or couldn't. You can see the way you touch and tease it with your fingers, the way your lips seem to suck at your fingers whenever you insert them, or the way you can tickle your own clit while you play with it," she groaned inwardly.
Maybe it had started out as a show and tell, but watching mom's fingers as she began probing herself, teasing and encircling her clit quickly became more than that. I heard the small tiny catch in her voice, the murmur of unbridled pleasure as she flicked her clitoris with the tip of her finger, encircling it, and then probing herself briefly with two fingers.
"That's fucking hot!" I exclaimed, my own hand coming down between my legs now, wishing that I too had a mirror of my own to look into right next to her. "Food for thought," I considered watching.
"The other way I like..." she said removing the mirror now, standing it on end, handle up propped against the bed frame. "Is like this," she demonstrated. "It gives you a different view, angle and look while you're masturbating," she flushed once again.
This time mom sat with her legs spread wide to either side of the mirror. And she was right too! It did give an entirely different perspective in the way her pussy looked. Her clit seemed more pronounced for one thing, but for another, that dark naughty looking hole seemed even more inviting, more mysterious in a way.
"Usually, I use one of my vibrators when I'm watching myself this way," she informed me as she once again probed at herself with fingers.
"Show me!" I said again hearing her laugh.
"In the drawer there," she said turning looking over at her nightstand. I opened it peering in, surprised to see a small, but nice variety of different devices, a couple of vibrators, a wand of some sort, and a rather real looking dildo that immediately made my juices flow even more than they already were. I'd never been one to snoop through my mother's things, so I was a little surprised that she kept such a supply of hot, naughty fuck yourself devices on hand.
"Which one?" I asked almost salivating.
"Pick one you'd like to see being used," she said hotly. "Something you'd like using on yourself," she then added.
It was an easy choice. I handed her the life-like prick that had a nice shape to it, plenty thick and long. I noticed as I drew it out that the balls were more like a suction cup. I sat looking at them for a moment as she again blushed.
"Oh yeah...that one. Sometimes I take that one into the shower with me. You can stick it on the wall inside, and then get a nice doggy-fuck out of it," she grinned. I handed it to her, and then sat back again, watching as she sucked on it briefly wetting it, though by all appearances, she was wet enough already. I knew I certainly was! She then eased the long thick toy into her cunt. Her pussy lips immediately grabbing at it, surrounding it as she gently began easing it into herself. Once again, the image I saw in the mirror made it somehow more wicked, my arousal level now way off the charts as she sat there on the floor, easing the toy in and out of herself, the two of us glancing at the mirror.
"Fuck mom, that really is fucking hot! Watching you doing this like that," I moaned deeply, my fingers twiddling with my clit openly as I looked down at the mirror, though mom was gazing at me sitting there in front of her on the bed.
"Open your legs a bit more so I can see you," she groaned once more as I did so. Revealing myself far more obscenely. I glanced down, but it was of course impossible to see myself the way she obviously was, though I could see my own hard little clit protruding outwards almost impossibly. "God you're aroused aren't you?" Mom asked. "Your pussy is so moist Cindy! I can see the frothiness of your own juices just starting to ooze out of that sweet looking pussy!"
"I need to see!" I all but demanded, standing up, and then placing myself next to her there on the floor. Mom scooted over a bit, me taking her place now spreading my own legs the way she had hers. The image I saw of myself almost startling. Mom was right, I'd never once looked at myself in quite this way before. My pussy seemed even larger than I'd imagined. My labia a bit longer and thicker perhaps, though it was the white creamy sauce I saw oozing out of my cunt that caught most of my intention. It was an amazing sight, and I wanted to lick it. I slid in a finger, watching as I withdrew a bit of my own cream, and then licked it off my finger.
"Oh honey!" Mom groaned even more audibly. "Let me...taste you," she said through clipped ragged breath. "Let me...taste your...juices!"
"Help yourself," I said looking at her wickedly, spreading my legs apart even further, inviting her touch.
She moaned even more deeply, her hand coming over between my legs however, the two of us now watching, looking into the mirror as she slipped her fingers inside, and like sampling poi, removed them. Clinging to her two fingers was a nice white dollop of my own brand of girl cream. Mom slipped both fingers inside her mouth, sucking and licking them off, and then repeated the process, taking time to gently caress and tickle my clit a bit first before doing that.
I reached over now taking the dildo into my hand, and began fucking mother with it. She in turn finger-fucking me, smearing the tiny head of my clit with some of my own juices, causing my legs to shake almost spasmodically as intense as it was. She put her other hand on mine however, removing the dildo from herself, and then guided it over towards my pussy.
"Try it, let me...show you," she gasped as together we placed the head of the phallus against the opening of my own cunt, and began easing it in.
"Oh my god that feels good!" I cried out as the two of us together began working it slowly in, and then out of my slick wet cunt. We could hear the sounds of my own juices, the smack of slick slurpy sounds we made as we slowly increased the tempo. Each time we pulled it out before sliding it in again, the visual of so much white frothy cream now clinging to it as my cunt seemed to produce far more of my own slippery lubrications than I'd ever seen before.
I was already hovering on the edge as it was, when mom suddenly half sat up, moving over, facing me. "Lay down," was all she said. And two seconds later, I was in heaven!
**
I'll be the first to admit, I always had enjoyed having my pussy licked, and had certainly fantasized and thought how it might feel having another woman doing it. But here I was, now experiencing that for the first time, and not with just another woman, but my own mother to boot! The way her tongue danced, flicked and pleasured my clitoris was beyond comprehension. The way she would ever so gently wrap her lips around its length, sucking it, drawing it into her mouth, and then tonguing it again. I was within moments on the verge of collapse, brought there even more quickly as her hands came up to likewise begin toying with my rock hard nipples. The moment she held them between her fingers, rolling them about, it was as though I suddenly had three clits.
"Oh fuck! Mom! Mom!" There was no way I could hold out, the tidal wave of pleasure suddenly rolling over me, consuming me, was simply too good to fight against. I came harder than I ever remember doing, mom's mouth licking, sucking and devouring the cream that now flowed from me in a torrent of orgasmic bliss. I saw stars, heard my own voice as though from a distance as I cried out at the top of my lungs.
**
For the better part of an hour, we lay there together in mom's bed, orally pleasuring one another. Taking turns, though then later towards the end, laying on our sides doing one another simultaneously. I was a novice at it of course, but natural instincts took over, doing to mom what I enjoyed feeling myself. And I took her lead very often as well, sensing what she did, doing it back, following. The two of us mewling like contented cats licking up milk, which in a sense, we were both doing. Even mom's pussy seemed to secrete more fluid now than it had done earlier. Mine as well, the "milk" which is just what it looked like, pouring out of me in tiny little streams that mom lapped away at, purring contentedly as she did. I lost track of the number of orgasms we gave one another.
"Oh my god Cindy! Look at the time! Your Aunt Cathy will be here in less than half an hour!"
Reluctantly, we made ourselves presentable again, and headed downstairs into the kitchen where I helped mom start putting together things for the meal. Fixing up a nice tossed-green salad as she began fixing the pasta sauce, getting it on the stove to simmer for a while, we'd just managed to finish doing all that when we heard my Aunt sticking her head through the open door in the living room.
"You who! I'm here!" She announced.
I followed mom in carrying two glasses of wine, mom carrying one for herself as she greeted my Aunt with a kiss and a hug before sitting down. I walked over demurely, handing my Aunt her glass as she eyed me specutively. She had dark circles under her eyes, which I hadn't really seen before. She'd been going without much sleep, or so it seemed anyway.
"And how's my favorite niece anyway?" she asked accepting her wine, sipping from it, trying to keep things light even though there was a little tension in the air.
"You're only niece," I responded back, though smiling as I did so.
"Which makes you my favorite," she quipped looking a bit more relaxed now, though her eyes remained cautious. She then glanced over towards mom, mom giving her a simple nod of the head, telling her in a sense that we'd indeed talked, though of course Aunt Cathy had no idea we'd done far more than just that.
"So Cindy. I take it then you're mothers told you everything," she began. I looked at mom, trying to keep a straight face here, still looking a bit serious myself.
"She did yes. She told me about the two of you growing up, and how you were always there for her whenever she needed you. All about dad, and now Jerry...so that I at least have a better understanding of what it was I saw when I came into the room when the two of you were sitting here."
Ironically, they were again. Sitting in the exact same places they had been, me now sitting across from the two of them in one of two large comfortable armchairs. Aunt Cathy took another sip of her wine, setting it down on the coaster on the table. "I see. And, well...did you have anything you wanted to ask me?"
"I do. I am still curious about something," I told her now placing my own wine glass down on the table, leaning forward a bit looking her directly in the eye.
"Go ahead honey, feel free to ask me anything you'd like. Whatever it is, I'll be perfectly honest with you about it."
I took another quick glance back at mom, and then at my Aunt again, sitting back in my seat now. "Ok, so my question to you is..." I paused. "Have you ever watched yourself masturbate in a mirror before?"
**
It was actually pretty funny. My aunt looked at mom, her eyes as big around as saucers, and then back towards me. Her mouth open though no words came out as she glanced back at mom again. Finally mom spoke.
"Actually sis, I'm rather curious about that myself, so...have you?"
It finally dawned on her that there was a hell of a lot going on here than we'd let her in on as she finally composed herself, though still looking quite confused. At least she was smiling now, and the worry lines around her eyes seemed to almost magically disappear.
"Ok, you got me with that one...for a moment anyway. Now seriously, what's going on here that you're not telling me about?"
"Well the fact is Aunt Cathy, earlier today, mom showed me what it was like to do that. So before you got here, we've been watching one another masturbate in a mirror in her bedroom. And in fact, I don't mind telling you we're now twins in another way as well." I had worn a short simple blue skirt, and now stood, hiking it up just far enough to show her what I meant. What I wasn't wearing...was any panties. "Well? What do you think?" I asked now displaying my cleanly shaved pussy for her though her mouth was open again as she sat there staring at it. Finally, she burst out laughing.
"I bet that's not all the two of you have been doing now is it? So tell me...from the very beginning, and don't leave anything out. I want to hear ALL the juicy naughty details. But before you two do that...I need another glass of wine here." She drained the remainder of hers, and then handed me her empty glass. Mom did the same, handing hers to me as well.
"Would you be a sweetie then and pour us a couple of more before dinner?" Mom asked.
I smiled, nodded my head and collected their two glasses, almost skipping off into the kitchen with them returning a few moments later. When I came back into the room, both mom and my Aunt were naked, sitting there together, hands down between one another's legs. I almost spilled the wine.
"That's for making me wonder...and nervous," Aunt Cathy stated. "But...I also want to be nice and comfy while I hear the rest of this naughty little tale here," she snickered as I now handed her and mom their wines.
"I think I need a second one myself first," I told them both, downing the rest of my own, and then headed back off into the kitchen again. When I returned, this time I too was naked, and took my chair again facing the two of them. "Oh, and I turned the sauce down real low mom. Something tells me, dinner will be a little bit later than we were planning."
**
After mom and I had filled Aunt Cathy in on the events of the day, including the two of us ending up in bed going down on one another, we finally sat down to dinner. Still naked. It was actually quite fun doing so, glancing up, seeing mom's breasts just peeking above the table top, or Aunt Cathy's boobs doing the same. It was also interesting seeing the differences between them in that regard as well. Aunty Cathy being five years older than mom, though her body was every bit as fit and trim in many respects as moms was. Her breasts drooped just a little more perhaps, not quite as full or as firm, but sensually attractive even so. But it was the thought of what I couldn't see at the moment that continued to run around inside my head, Cathy had of course shaved her pussy too, eventually coaxing and convincing mom into doing the same. But what she also had, that I had only gotten a brief quick look at, was the small little piercing through her lips. A dainty gold chain linking each of her outer labia together. The fact that she did, even at her age, was very stimulating.
We soon finished dinner, cleaned up and spent a rather enjoyable time doing so. Occasionally one of us would reach out, a simple gentle touch here and there, often brief and fleeting, but playful. It had the effect of arousing all of us again, which I had believed once I'd walked in and saw the two of them naked, was where all this was eventually heading anyway.
"So, what's this about the mirror?" Cathy asked grinning from ear to ear.
Mom and I took each one of my Aunt's hands, and then all three of us together walked up the stairs heading into her bedroom. I was actually the one to show her what it was and how...mother had shown me. Kneeling first, spreading myself over the mirror as Cathy stood behind me looking down over my shoulder. But she did a bit more than that, which surprised both mother and myself, and really got things going more or less shortly after that. She squatted down, just enough to actually straddle my shoulder. I could feel the heat and the moisture of my Aunt's cunt as she settled herself down, even the heady aroma of her arousal seemed to be drawn into my nose, heightening my own awareness. She rubbed herself against me like that for a moment. The slippery, almost oil-like lubrication of her pussy smearing against my skin. I forgot all about looking in the mirror as mom now stood coming to stand around behind my aunt. Mom quickly located her sister's breasts, cupping and caressing them while Cathy continued to more or less hump my shoulder. I could feel the delicate little gold chain digging into my skin, almost teasingly. And I knew then as she did that, she was likewise digging her clit into me.
It was a simple maneuver, accomplishing what I really wanted. I merely turned. When I did, my mouth came into direct contact with my Aunt's cunt. My tongue snaking out to flick at her rather large clitoris, far larger than either moms or mine. Unfortunately the chain seemed to be getting in the way now as I lapped away at her, causing her to laugh.
"Here," she said reaching down, undoing what appeared to be a tiny clasp on either side. It came away in her hand. "But..." she now said stepping back, "Let's take this onto the bed," she suggested, which both mom and I were more than happy to go along with.
"Lay on your back," she told me, "So I can sit on your face."
"And so I can lick your pussy sweetie," mom likewise agreed.
In moments we were doing just that. The sensation of my Aunt's cunt over my face, my lips drawing in that incredibly long clit of hers while mom in turn lay between my legs licking me was amazing. It was hard concentrating however, getting so lost in the pleasure I was feeling, and the pleasure I was trying to give my aunt. I soon felt her shudder however, suddenly holding her breath, and then the sound of this long drawn out "oooh" sound as she came. I quickly followed suit, mom's talented tongue doing laps on my own clit, two fingers inside stroking what was obviously my "g" spot, though for me, it was the first time anyone had ever really done that, or managed that. I'd always had creamy climaxes, for about as far back as I can remember. But then I felt something entirely different, unique, and downright strange. I felt like I was suddenly peeing, and even gasped, struggling to get away. Embarrassed, ashamed that I'd just peed in my own mother's mouth, she simply smiled looking up at me licking her lips.



"You never told me you could do that," she grinned lustfully.
"Do what?" I asked finally spinning away to sit on the edge of the bed, somewhat mortified.
"Ejaculate like that...you know, squirt!"
"Squirt?"
"She doesn't know!" My aunt said sitting down beside me now, her fingers automatically disappearing up inside me where they toyed briefly before coming out as she placed my own wetness against my lips. "Go on...lick them off."
I did.
"Now...does that taste like pee to you?" She asked me.
It didn't of course, and then she and mom both gave me a lesson in female ejaculation...squirting.
"So that really is the first time you've ever done that?" Mom asked me seriously. She and my aunt were both surprised at that admission, figuring that since I did tend to have very creamy orgasms, that I'd have naturally, on occasion at least...had more of the squirty kind. Even Aunt Cathy did once in a while, though not always. Only usually in certain positions, and in particular whenever mom, or one of her girlfriends had massaged and fingered her own "g" spot, though she informed me then, she always managed to with mom's "magic wand," as she called it. Mom had tried, but so far...without much success. Though she had noticed she usually did get a bit juicier at times, just never squirting.
"Where's that wand of yours?" Cathy now asked. "That never fails to make me squirt," she thus informed me. "Let's try it on Cindy here, see if it does the same thing to her that it does to me."
Once again mom got into her toy drawer and brought it out, plugging it in. She then showed me the two different speed settings. "I'd advise keeping it on the lowest one until you think you can handle the other," she strongly urged me. "It's a bit too intense until you're really ready for it."
They then had me lay back on the bed, knees bent, spread, the wand within my hands as I tested the waters so to speak. Enjoying the vibrating hum of it against my cunt, acclimating to the sensation, and eventually finding just the right spot that gave me exquisite pleasure without going overboard. And while I did that, both mom and my Aunt treated my tits to a double sucking, that merely enhanced everything else, sending almost constant jolts from my breasts all the way down my body where it took off in every direction at once upon reaching my clit.
"Oh fuck...I'm, oh my god...I'm gonna cum already!" I halfway screamed out only minutes since we'd started this. I then flipped the wand on high, which simply intensified the vibrations and sensations two fold, if not more so. That shock to my clit, to my cunt sent an explosion the likes of which I had never felt before. And with it...a gush of female lubrication that nearly tore my head off.
"Oh my! Would you look at that!" I heard Aunt Cathy saying almost as though she were saying it in the next room. And then the lights went out.
**
When I basically came to my senses again minutes later, it was to the sight of something so intimate, and so beautiful that I lay there totally mesmerized. Mom and my aunt, basically fucking one another. They had gotten into what I can only describe as some sort of a scissors embrace, one leg over and under the others. Thus so, they had their respective cunts pressed tightly against each other, lips to lips. Holding hands, fingers entwined, interlocked, they lay grinding against one another. It was the sound of their pants, their moans, and their cries of mutual enjoyment that had finally filtered through the fugue of my own carnal bliss. Now rolling over onto my side, my pussy still throbbing internally from the spastic, liquid release it had felt. I gazed upon their sweet coupling, listening to the sounds of their own wet cunt-kisses as they ground against one another, slipping and sliding freely, even laughing at times. I now sat up, the temptation too great to ignore, one hand on my mother's breast, the other on my aunt's now petting, tweaking and enjoying the subtle differences in their hard, yet pliable nipples.
They both moaned even more pleasurably, now thrusting against one another as though each of them had some sort of an invisible cock, and proceeded to climax almost simultaneously as I sat there beside them looking on, almost coming again myself just from doing so.
**
We lay there together afterwards, simply touching or kissing at times, though talking a lot. I even shared with my Aunt how the whole thing came about in the first place, the fantasies I'd had about mom throughout the course of the years. How it had all started out on the oddest of days even.
Aunt Cathy laughed. "Must run in the family," she said.
"What do you mean?"
"That night, after you'd gone to bed, I was sitting in your mom's bedroom holding her, comforting her. That was when she reached out, held my breast in her hand. Something she hadn't done in years. She just held onto it, cried a bit, and we then fell into bed together and slept. We made love for the first time in years that very next morning. I even asked her what had gotten into her. All I remember her saying was, something she said you did for her when she most needed it."
I looked at mom. She was crying, I was crying, Aunt Cathy was crying.
And I knew then, we'd all be fondling a lot of breasts, plus a whole lot more from this day forward.
End
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I remember that day so many years ago now, out camping by the lake with my parents. The horrible thunderstorm that came out of nowhere, the countless lightning strikes hitting everywhere. Including me.
I don't remember much of anything after that. Only waking up in the hospital, the sound of voices nearby. One of the doctors's speaking to my parents, hearing bits and pieces of their conversation, as I lay there swimming through the fugue of coma, and waking.
"A miracle he even survived. No telling yet the affect it may have had on him," sounds of mom crying. The sense of touch, something cool on my forehead though my eyes refused to open, to tell them I could hear things, feel things. My body as yet unresponsive. It would be a week more at least before whatever was going on deep down inside me, finally gave way, allowing me to once again return to the present. My eyes popping open, though I hadn't been asleep...still listening, still feeling.
Someone calling out to a nurse...mom now standing by my bedside, tears running down her face as she leaned over kissing me, still calling out for someone to come.
"He's awake!" She charged as one of the nurses finally did come in.
"I'll get the doctor," she stated almost as happy as mom seemed to be.
"Welcome back to our world Brian," the doctor, told me as he began writing in my chart. "You've been away for a while."
That was nearly ten years ago. I was ten at the time. A lot had happened in the course of those ten years. Some remarkable things in fact. Slowly, gradually...for whatever reason, finally manifesting themselves to me with the onset of puberty for some strange reason. I remember the first time I felt it, sensed it. This "little spark" as I called it, though later I called it "flipping my Bic" for lack of a better explanation for what it was.
It was several weeks after returning home from recovering in the hospital that I first sensed something unusual had happened to me. Too afraid to tell anyone about it for fear of having to go back while they performed all sorts of tests on me, I simply ignored what I'd discovered, locking it away, too afraid to explore it, test it...revel in it. That little spark. That little something that felt so very, very strange.
I had stumbled across it quite by accident. Walking home from school one day, watching my own feet more than anything, trying not to step on any cracks in the sidewalk as a way of amusing myself. A simple penny. Stopping, reaching down in order to pick it up. It felt hot, hot from the sun perhaps, I flinched just for a second. But as I did, I felt this spark, this thing...and then saw it between my fingertips. A bluish white light, just a fragment for a moment or so, between my fingertips now holding the penny. I dropped it, it too seemed to glow for a moment, and then the light faded. I picked it up again, and though warm it was no longer hot. Quite naturally I put it into my pocket, and then scurried home to tell mom about the strange thing that had happened to me.
I had no idea at the time of course, just how strange it would turn out to be.
**
I had run home with my penny. Darting into the house, into the kitchen were mom stood making cookies. "Mom! Mom! Look at what I found!" I had said excitedly, showing her the penny. She laughed.
"You're rich!" She laughed again.
"No mom, you don't understand. It's not just a penny, I think it's a magic penny or something, I saw it glowing!"
I suppose to humor me, she now accepted it, looking at it a bit more closely. "A magic penny huh? Don't suppose it grants wishes or anything? Like maybe giving us a million, perhaps even two million more of these things?" She chuckled once again, though looking at it. Of course I knew, she was making light of it, not taking it serious at all, and deflating my excitement.
And then she said, "Hmmm, date says 1961. That was the year I was born."
Only, she didn't really say it. I mean no words came out of her mouth. She was just standing there looking at it, holding onto it, yet I swear I had heard her actually say it clear as day. She handed it back, and then said. "That was the year I was born, when the penny was made, 1961."
"I know, I heard you the first time," I responded now reexamining it again, looking at the date, confirming what I'd now heard her say twice.
"First time?" She asked looking at me oddly, but then let it go, turning back towards her cookies again. "Damn...I forgot to get more flour at the store," she said. "I need at least another cup to finish these. I wonder if Susan has some flour I could borrow?"
"Want me to run over to Mrs. Daniels and ask to borrow a cup for you?" I asked. It was something I was always doing for mom, and something Mrs. Daniels seemed to always be doing with us too. Borrowing things back and forth from one another.
Mom turned, a bewildered look on her face. "How'd you know I was thinking that?" She asked.
"Thinking what?"
"About borrowing some flour from Susan."
"I heard you asking about it," I said looking just as confused as she was.
"But I didn't say anything."
"Sure you did. I heard you."
It was an odd conversation. But it was soon forgotten as I shortly afterwards headed off in pursuit of a cup of flour for mom. Me thinking she was messing with me, and mom...well, who knows what she was thinking at the time.
**
Later on that evening after dad got home from work I showed him my magic penny too. He looked at it briefly, handed it back, giving me one of his patented smiles that said, "that's nice...now go away." "Fine son, if you think so," he told me as he handed it back. "You know what they say though don't you?"
"No...what?"
"A penny saved, is a penny earned." And then he didn't say another word as he went back to reading his newspaper.
I looked at my penny. Maybe it wasn't magic after all. But I wasn't going to just save it either. If anything, I could spend it on a "two-fer" as we called them. Penny candies. Only they weren't just a penny. Some of them got you a "two-fer" for one penny as we called them back then. Six chocolate's in a plastic wrap, but for a penny you could get two of them. A good deal at any price.
I ran upstairs to my room to get cleaned up for dinner, placing the penny on my nightstand, and promptly forgot all about it. Until the following day when Jimmy, who was my best friend at the time, and his younger sister Jenny came over. I'd always had a bit of a crush on Jenny, though I wasn't supposed to have one of those I suppose. Guys my age weren't supposed to be into girls yet. So I pretty much kept that a secret to myself. And I certainly wasn't about to ever admit that to Jenny either. I wasn't sure she even liked me all that much, though she was always tagging along, hanging out with us all the time, which Jimmy said his mother forced him to do, thus keeping an eye on her.
They'd come over, hanging around my room, reading comic books, though Jenny as usual was bored, rummaging through stuff. My stuff, which was fairly annoying, even though I sort of liked her.
I saw her pick up my penny almost nonchalant, looking at it, though also looking like she was going to take it.
"Hey, put it back. That's my penny!" I told her. She looked at me like I'd gone mad.
"It's just a penny. What's so special about it?"
"It's magic...that's what!" I said, though to be honest, I no longer believed it really was. But the thing was, I was irritated at her for almost swiping it. I reached out for it, though she did her tease thing, holding it out to me, and then taking it back before I could get it from her. "Come on...give it."
"What's so magic about it?" She teased, Jimmy looking on, finding amusement in my struggle and his sister's obvious annoyance with me. I closed the distance between us, once again grabbing her hand, this time too fast for her to do anything as I struggled with her. Her laughing, me trying to force her hand open, finally doing so, reaching for the penny...and then this little spark suddenly happening again. The penny glowed, only briefly, but the spark made us both flinch, both of us dropping it where it rolled off somewhere on the floor.
"What was that?" She asked looking at her hand, though there weren't any marks there, even though she rubbed at a supposed spot. "What did you do?"
"What'd he do?" Jimmy said only now curious.
"He made it glow," Jenny told him. "The penny."
"Where is it?"
"Somewhere around here on the floor," I said now looking for it, as suddenly we all were.
And then Jenny found it, only she didn't really say anything, holding it, palming it, once again attempting to steal it, keep it perhaps. Only I heard her, looking up then as she just stood there, though her mouth never moved.
""You'll never find it," she said...without saying it. "Because I found it, and I'm never going to tell you."
"Give it here," I said looking at her. "Give it to me. I know you have it Jenny, now give it back."
She looked at me in surprise. And then reached into the pocket of her pants, pulling it out handing it back to me.
"Here, keep your old stupid penny," she stated. And then she said...and just because of that, I'll never let you kiss me either."
Only thing was, she didn't say that. Once again, I'd heard it, but she hadn't actually said that to me.
"Who says I'd want to kiss you anyway?" I then asked her. The look in her eyes, the sudden stunned expression on her face as she suddenly turned and bolted from my bedroom said it all.
"What the hell was that all about?" Jimmy asked, though now forced to leave, as he'd catch hell for it if he didn't accompany his sister.
I stood there looking at my Penny, realizing what had just happened. Not understanding it, not at all. But maybe...just maybe...that Penny really was magic afterall.
**
That then became my secret. Maybe the penny really was magic. Though if it was, it wasn't magic for very long. And it didn't seem to really do anything more than allow me to hear someone's thoughts for a few minutes or so at the most. But that was pretty cool in and of itself. Though I quickly learned not to tell anyone I could do that either. For one thing, they wouldn't believe me. But for another, if they did...and if they realized there were times I could honestly do that, well then...it would take all the fun out of it for one thing. And rob me of my Magic Penny for another. It was just too good of a thing to share with anyone after that. And so my penny became my good luck piece too in a way. Always with me, always on me...though I rarely if ever took it out when I was around anyone, which was ironically weird in a sense. And because I didn't, it didn't do anything either. And I couldn't just make the little spark come because I wanted it too, even though I tried countless times. It just didn't work that way for some reason.
And then one day, I lost my penny. I'd left it in my pants pocket, on the floor in my bedroom when I went in to take a bath. I didn't know it, didn't realize it until much later, but mom had come in, gathered up my dirty clothes and took them into the laundry room to wash. I don't know whatever happened to my magic penny, but it was gone. And even after I exhausted several hours looking for it, I finally gave up and resigned myself to the fact I'd never be able to do that again.
But I was only then starting to learn a lot more about myself anyway. A few months later, experiencing my first ever "nocturnal emission" as they were called. My first ever dirty, "wet-dream." And with that, all kinds of things started to happen. Some of which at first, actually scared the hell out of me!
**
The first thing I did of course was run off to see Jerry and ask him about what had happened. A year older than I was, I figured he had to know. And quite naturally he did, explaining it to me, but then taking it up to the next level even, which is when I learned what masturbation was. And it was later, while practicing that, that I found myself aroused, excited. And low and behold, the spark came back. Just like that. I felt the little tingle just between my fingers, though at the time, it was between my fingers and something else when it happened again. But there it was, which is when I started calling it, flicking my Bic, which was a term the guys were using for doing something else entirely. But I knew now it was arousal and excitement that brought it about. I wondered then about the Penny. So I found one, tried it...and sure enough, it worked on it too. So it wasn't just THAT penny, the one I had lost so long ago now, but any penny. And if it was any penny, then...and sure enough, I figured out through trial and error, it was actually copper. Whatever it was, and why...copper was the conduit through which I learned to use my deep dark secret. Though pennies remained the easiest way to make it work. Now I had a whole jar of them. Magic Pennies.
Through trial and error, I quickly learned several things. You didn't actually need to be holding the penny, it only needed to be close to you, though if it did touch you in some way, it did seem to work better and last longer. And that was the other thing I learned as well. I found out that if I flicked my Bic too often, it didn't seem to work as well, or last nearly as long. Usually less than a minute even, if that. So then I tried refraining, seeing how long I could make it work for, and how strong. Again trial and error in doing that, but the strongest it would ever last was for no more than fifteen minutes perhaps. I had gone two, three days, and then a week...even two without making the spark. But it didn't seem to matter, or make any difference. Two days without sparking seemed to charge it up to the maximum I could make it work, make it go. So now I had the parameters at least, and a better understanding of it. Or so I thought anyway.
So far, I had used it to eavesdrop, basically picking up on people's thoughts. Which for the most part was actually pretty boring, not nearly as exciting as I first thought or believed it would be. Only on occasion would I actually pick up on something juicy, something titillating and interesting. It was like playing golf in a way. Getting frustrated, asking yourself why you played in the first place, and then getting that perfect swing, or putt. It's what kept you coming back. Same thing with my new found ability. Most of the time it was boring, but every once in a while...
**
By now I was eighteen. I'd been honing my skills so to speak, flicking my Bic, practicing the placement of pennies here and there on unsuspecting people, or when the opportunity presented itself, just brushing against, or touching something I knew was made of copper that someone was wearing. That eventually proved to work the best. Maybe because in those instances, they were closer to the people I used this on. That...and having gone at least two days to ensure I had a "full charge" not knowing what else to really call it. Only then would I release the spark, mostly just a little at a time unless I caught a piece or sense of something I found particularly interesting. Then I may very well use it all.
I had gone into a reasonably nice little coffee shop one evening after getting off from my part-time job. I tried to do so at least once or twice a week, mainly because of a really attractive girl around my age who worked there. I hadn't really approached her as far as going out or anything, mainly because she'd never shown much of an interest towards me beyond my being a semi-regular customer. I wasn't exactly a geek or anything, certainly not bad looking...but I'd already figured out, either she had a boyfriend, or I just wasn't her type. It didn't stop me from going in to gawk at her though, or entertain the prospect of "slipping her a penny." I'd even gotten to the point of boldly doing that in some cases, mostly with people I knew of course, handing them a penny and then simply saying, "A penny for your thoughts?" That's usually all it took, and then they were giving them to me, good and bad at times, without ever knowing they had.
So there I was, having my usual piece of pie and coffee, ogling Debbie, enjoying the view, especially her rather large breasts, that she had on one or two occasions, leaned over just enough while explaining something to me off the specials of the day to give me an added treat to my visit. I was waiting for the perfect opportunity, the precise moment to use my line, slide a copper penny across to her, or place it in her hand and then ask her that very question. I was planning on doing so when I saw this guy come in taking a seat across the aisle from me. There was something about him, the way he looked maybe, though it was more the look he took when watching Debbie moving about. It gave me the creeps, almost leering at her as he sat there watching her. Maybe it was a sixth sense or something that made me do it. But I charged my penny, and then slid out of my booth on the pretense of going to the restroom, stumbling, pretending to fall, catching myself as I all but collided into his booth. I tossed my magic penny into his lap as I did so, apologizing. His look of annoyance and disgust with me readily apparent, not even answering or acknowledging I'd done that after I straightened myself up. I soon headed into the restroom, spent only a moment or so, and immediately came back out again. I figured I had maybe two or three minutes to more or less listen in on the man in the booth sitting next to me.
"Nice little piece of ass," he thought. "I wouldn't mind fucking that cunt, in fact...I'm going to! That's it! I'm going to! I'm going to wait until she gets off, walks out, then I'm going to grab her...haul off over to those bushes behind the parking lot, and that's where..."
It's all I heard, but it was enough. Debbie was in danger, and it was up to me to do something about it. I slid out of my booth, grabbing my check waving it at her so that she would walk over and meet me at the cash register.
"Debbie, I need to tell you something," I told her, causing her to look oddly at me for a moment, which in itself worried me. "You do know me, well sort of anyway...I've been coming here for a while now, so hopefully you will listen to what I have to say to you," she seemed somewhat alarmed now, but with the manager standing not too far away, she had obviously decided to hear me out. "Don't look...but that guy over there who was sitting across from me, I overheard him, talking to himself. I don't think he realized that he was, or did. But I heard him say something...something about you, something he was planning on doing to you after you got off work tonight." Now she was looking freaked out, but I continued. "Right now, right this very second, go tell your boss what I just told you. After that, call the cops...tell them what I said, what I heard this guy saying. Please Debbie, trust me...now do it!"
She immediately turned, walked over, whispered something to her boss, and then the two of them walked around into the back. I left more than enough money for my bill sitting there, and then calmly walked outside towards my car. I climbed in, and then sat, hoping and praying that she had done what I'd asked her to do. Less than five minutes later, two patrol cars pulled up in front. Two officers got out, walked in as though stopping for something to eat perhaps as two more patrol cars pulled up behind the building, officers getting out of their cars with guns drawn.



Ten minutes later, the two who had gone in came back out. The guy with them, hands behind his back, handcuffed, looking bewildered as hell.
Unfortunately, the last thing I needed was for anyone to be asking me any questions. So I left, returning the very next day however. Debbie wasn't working, hadn't come in...taking the day off according to another waitress that worked there. I asked her what had happened the previous day. She told me they'd run the guys ID, his description etc. And found out in the process, there was a warrant out for him in another state. A warrant for suspected rape, after a positive test had come back on his DNA. Unfortunately by then, he had fled the state. I managed a big sigh of relief. And knew then, what I could do could be beneficial. Not exactly a super-power if you will, nothing quite like that. I wasn't quite ready to run around in some sort of a skintight suit with a cape or anything. But I was feeling pretty good about myself, and my ability to "flick my Bic" for the good of mankind perhaps. But then I also realized, I could use it for somewhat wicked, or possibly evil purposes too.
Decisions, decisions.
**
One thing I wasn't was a cowboy wearing a white hat. Besides, I didn't think that would go very well with a cape either by my way of thinking. Nor was I wearing a black one either. More grey really, somewhere in between perhaps. But enough so, that I did at times certainly entertain specific thoughts. Don't we all? And never anything that would ever hurt anyone, or ever force them into doing anything they didn't want, or wouldn't do under any circumstances. Still...it was fun to wonder at times. Fun to occasionally listen in on someone's thoughts, especially if I was lucky enough to catch someone, particularly someone attractive who was entertaining similar thoughts, even if it wasn't about me. It was sort of like peeking through the proverbial keyhole, watching someone else having sex. Maybe it wasn't me, but it was still exciting nevertheless.
I wasn't a perv. Not in the real sense anyway. But I had again, quite by accident discovered that one of the best places to go, if there was the hopes of picking up on someone's naughty thoughts, was to sit there close to the fashionable, somewhat risqué lingerie stores. I waited until I saw someone that looked attractive to me, someone I'd enjoy sleeping with of course, or at the very least enjoy seeing naked. Naturally, I couldn't very well walk in and actually do that, nor would I. But I had learned to go in, browse as though I was looking for something for a girlfriend, or even a wife perhaps, even wearing what appeared to be a wedding ring, for just such an occasion as this. With luck, I'd see the woman picking out a few things to try on. I'd wait until she'd selected a room, or if I was really lucky, I'd get close enough to drop one of my magic pennies in a bag or something, ensuring she'd then be taking it with her when she went inside one of the rooms to dress. Once, I'd had to resort to actually rolling a penny beneath the door, though that had worked well enough too. Once I felt that connection however, I more or less sat back. I'd even discovered that once a connection was made, I could hold onto it for a considerable distance. Walking out of the store again, taking my seat once more, and listening in on every thought or emotion the person I had chosen was thinking. There were times it made for a very enjoyable afternoon.
I knew this particular woman was special for some reason, so I'd dumped every bit of my charge into the Penny I had dropped in another shopping bag as she went by. Now I sat listening in on her thoughts, juicy ones. Really naughty juicy, dirty ones as she stood there admiring herself, thinking about all the hot naughty sex she was planning on having later on that same evening. The images now...not just thoughts any more, which I sometimes managed to pick up, though only when I had fully charged the penny, as she imagined, envisioned what she was fantasizing about, was better than any porn movie I'd ever seen! I sat there getting aroused even more than usual, though content to remain where I was, surprised when she came walking out of the store only moments later. She walked over, sitting at the far end of the bench I was sitting on, rummaging through her purchases, combining a few of them into larger bags making them easier to carry.
I looked at her thinking. "God I'd love to see you naked, actually fuck you, lick that pussy of yours, which I'm sure would be sweet tasting as hell!" She glanced up, looking right at me, the oddest expression on her face I'd ever seen.
"I'm sorry, did you say something?" She asked.
Now it was my turn to look at her weird. "Ah no, I didn't...why do you ask?" I asked.
"Oh nothing...not really, was just thinking," she said smiling to herself then, and at me too, though I'm not sure she knew why she was.
But now I was wondering. This was new. And so I thought, looking at her, actually trying to concentrate as I thought it. "You're horny, and obviously a bit of an exhibitionist," I told her directly without actually speaking, projecting it perhaps, though it was the first time I'd actually attempted doing this. I had of course gathered up that much from her own thoughts, from the brief glimpse of imagery she had shared with me. I then suggested, she might see me as a challenge, something naughty to do, to thrill herself perhaps in doing so. "Show him your tits," I thought again, still concentrating. "He'd like that, and you would too, the thrill of quickly exposing yourself to a perfect stranger, the added excitement you will have later on tonight knowing that you did. Laughing about it later with your partner, surprising him with your sudden boldness, go on...you can do it, go ahead, lift up your tee shirt, and bra...give him a peek a little flash, no harm...no foul."
I watched as she suddenly looked off to one side and then the other, and then turned towards me. She was smiling, winked, and then reached down lifting up her tee shirt and bra. I sat there with an open mouth, stunned for several reasons as this beautiful woman who was way out of my league, flashed her tits at me.
It would be two days before I could experiment again. But it gave me time to write down what I'd learned, think about it further, and plan out another worthwhile, and hopefully just as successful little experiment.
But I couldn't help smiling every time I thought about the gorgeous brunet who I'd so easily manipulated into flashing her tits at me. This was going to be interesting.
**
There was a girl I worked with at my part-time job during the evenings. We worked for a packaging and distribution company, boxing up product, and then sending it out. It was boring work at times, but it paid well. We had peaks and valleys too. Sometimes so busy you hardly had time to think. At other times, so slow that we'd very often find ourselves just standing around waiting for orders to come down. It was during those times that I'd gotten to know Gayleen, my new friend and co-worker fairly well. So well in fact, that over time she'd finally opened up, told me a little bit about herself, even a few semi-intimate details without getting really specific. We didn't exactly flirt or anything, beyond the normal almost casual flirtation that most everyone did without getting too carried away with it.
She was fairly attractive too. Not a raging beauty mind you, but cute. She had dishwater blond hair that she wore for the most part in a ponytail. Green eyes, thick lips and a cute button nose. And though her breasts certainly weren't large by any stretch of the imagination, they looked nice enough. Her ass however was sensational, especially in a tight fitting pair of jeans. I was somewhat attracted to her, but I knew she had a boyfriend. Though I also knew, she hadn't quite yet committed to sleeping with him yet. So we had discussed some of those more personal intimate details yes. But she had also hinted at something else, once almost telling me, sharing with me whatever horrible secret it was, as she later declared it to be, thus ending the discussion, not comfortable enough in "going there" as she'd put it. Obviously, it was something she was both embarrassed about, as well as ashamed of by the way I saw it.
Gayleen then became the perfect choice here. I knew enough about her to make a few reasonable guesses and assumptions based on what she had told me. And I also had a pretty good idea how to steer things in that direction again if given the chance to do so. We had in times past actually gone out to the parking lot, sitting in either her car, or mine, and continued on with our discussion for a while longer before driving off. It depended upon how busy it had been. I preferred doing that, sitting outside with her as Gayleen for obvious reasons, tended to open up a bit more, especially if there was little or no chance of being overheard. I knew we had a particular order we'd be running tonight, a busy one. So I figured we'd not have too much of an opportunity to chat, except during our one short break. That would be when I'd hopefully direct the subject, and then with luck, continue it on with her some more later on after work. I also knew, she'd be wearing jeans, just as she always did. Jeans with copper rivets which made it a much better conduit, as they were much closer to the person wearing them. And it had been very easy for me to quickly brush one, or touch one, and let that full spark go into them. Usually it was so quick, no one ever saw the quick burst of blue-white light whenever I did that. And if they did, it happened so quickly that most everyone just thought they were seeing things, especially as no one ever reacted to it. Especially me.
The night went perfectly, according to plan. We were busy, so did very little talking. When our midway break came, Gayleen and I headed down to the break room for a cup of coffee and our usual chat. I purposely looked a bit glummer than usual however, baiting her to ask me the question. She knew that I too didn't have anyone I was seeing at the moment. But I'd decided to use that as a reason to direct things hopefully in the direction I really wanted them to go. Seeing my face, my abnormal silence as we sat down, she quite naturally asked.
"Brian? What's bothering you? Anything wrong? Anything you want to talk about?" She asked.
"Not anything I think you'd care to hear about," I began. "More like a guy thing...it's a problem I have, something I need to deal with." I said baiting the hook hopefully.
And as I'd hoped, Gayleen tried to lighten the mood a little, just as I usually did for her. "Well I hope it's not some sort of a disease thing, or anything like that, from something you picked up someplace," she said trying to tease me a little.
"I wish," I responded looking up at her trying to smile. "That would at least mean I was getting some...which I'm not obviously, but that leads into the other little problem I'm dealing with, which I'm damn sure you don't want to hear anything about."
Now she was curious. The bait in the water. The question was, would she take it?
"You in a hurry this evening?" She asked.
I tightened the line, still silent for a moment, pausing, waiting until she bit again.
"We could...we could talk, outside after work if you'd like," she now added.
"Ok, maybe," I said, setting the hook and slowly, ever so carefully...reeling her in.
After we had finished our shift, we walked outside, not quite ten o'clock yet, though dark enough that where we parked we had plenty of privacy, though we always waited for everyone else to leave before going out and getting into one of our two cars. As was usually the case, Gayleen simply followed my lead. Tonight, it would be my car. For one, it was a nice car, though an old car. A 1970 Chevy Super Sport. What I liked about it, was that even for a muscle car, it had a bench seat in the front, nothing to really get in the way of anything, making it a bit more intimate and cozier. I directed her that way, stepping around to the passenger door, opening it for her as she prepared to get in.
I reached out, just briefly touching one of the rivets on her jeans, letting the full charge go. The movement, the light coming on inside the car, coincided with the quick flash of light I'd discharged. I figured tonight, with luck...we'd have a full fifteen minutes or so to do a little bit of experimentation. But that also meant, I didn't have a whole lot of time to be wasting either!
The moment I slid in next to her, I looked at her and said. "You're sure about this, you really want to hear about what I'm dealing with, even if it weirds you out?" I could already sense her curiosity, and oddly enough...a little arousal coming from her too. There was definitely an attraction there, though not one either one of us would normally have admitted to, or acted upon.
"I'm sure," she said easily, sitting comfortably in her seat, obviously relaxed. And I could sense that she truly was, so I decided to go ahead with the rest of my plan, my experiment.
"Ok, here it is then Gayleen, and I hope I don't shock you, but the reason I broke up with the girl I was seeing? Was because she wanted to have sex, and I simply wasn't quite ready to go there yet."
She looked at me oddly. "But didn't you say inside that you..."
"Intercourse, I wasn't ready to do that yet no. But what I do enjoy, and was enjoying, in lieu of that, was masturbating in front of her, for her, while she did the same for me. I enjoyed that, and I'm pretty sure she did too. But then it wasn't good enough. Yeah sure, we'd enjoyed oral with one another on occasion as well, but I was perfectly content with just leaving it where it was...short of, well you know, actually fucking. But then she told me she was growing tired of that, wanted and needed more. So...we broke up. Needless to say, now I'm not even enjoying that much anymore. And to be perfectly candid about it Gayleen, it's just not as much fun jerking off all by yourself, with no one to share that with, after you've been doing that. In a sense, it would be like refraining from ever fucking again, once you actually had."
Her mind and her thoughts were going a thousand miles an hour. The excitement almost too much for even me to make sense of, or comprehend. I had to slow her down a bit, calm her, getting her thinking in one direction, and then see where this might lead the two of us.
I then used the one thing she had only briefly hinted at a few weeks earlier, which I felt was along the same lines, the same thing I'd just admitted and confessed to her.
"You feel the same," I directed looking at her, though acting as though I was still waiting on a response to what I'd just told her. "You enjoy masturbating, you do it all the time...sometimes you even convince yourself you do it too much, that there's something wrong with it... with you. But there isn't Gayleen, there's absolutely nothing wrong with it, and you're even thinking about it now, thinking about watching me, watching me masturbate in front of you, and then you, playing with yourself in front of me!"
I could sense her struggle at this point, wavering, her emotions mixed, jumbled, fearful even, but likewise, aroused. It was an odd sensation even for me. I could sense this mist, this fog...even see it as she sat there struggling with her thoughts. And then it slowly began to dissipate, clearing rapidly a moment later.
"I think we're sitting in the same boat Brian," she began once again shifting in her seat, but this time looking far more relaxed than she had been. "But neither one of us are going to go anywhere unless we put our oars in the water," she smiled.
I knew then I had landed my fish.
**
I looked at her, pretending I didn't know what was going on, or what she was talking about.
"You're not the only one with those same problems and worries," she managed to sigh, looking almost relieved to finally be sharing what I knew she was about to. "You know me pretty well Brian, but probably not as well as you think you do. There are things I haven't told you about myself. But...since you have, since you've shared things with me, I feel more comfortable in telling you, I am basically a pretty sexual person. It's gotten me into trouble at times because of it. Which is why I eventually decided to really slow things down with guys, until I was sure there was truly something there at least. But yeah...I do know what you mean Brian; I masturbate constantly, like three...four times a day. Maybe I'm some kind of nympho or something. I've even considered seeing someone because of my...my...addiction."
"In the first place Gayleen, masturbation isn't an addiction. It's a natural normal thing that everyone does, whether they're willing to admit to it or not. And trust me...three, four times a day isn't abnormal either. Some do it less often, some do it more. I think most do it for simple stress relief. I know I do, at the end of the day, just so I can sleep better."
Gayleen smiled at that, again the emotions and sensations I was picking up from her was soothing her anxiety. I paused, once again concentrating on her, soothing her worries and fears further, and then continued on.
"But admittedly what I do miss, is that level of excitement, that sharing excitement that you can only get with another person. That's what I miss Gayleen, more than anything. But just because I do miss it, it doesn't mean I'm suddenly going to stop jerking off either. I know I will. It just won't be nearly as much fun not having someone else to share that with."
I almost smiled. I could already hear her thoughts even before she formed them into words.
"Let me ask you something Brian. Obviously, we both feel much the same way about things. Not wanting to make the kind of commitment with someone that we're just not sure about yet. However...that being said, I...like you, also enjoy that "excitement" as you call it. Sharing things...doing things, without necessarily taking it to the next level. I guess what I'm proposing, and asking is this...how would you feel about, you and I...maybe doing that, for each other. As long as we understand the boundaries, limitations, and accept the fact, we're doing it just for those reasons?"
I was grinning from ear to ear...inside. Trying to look serious on the outside, weighing her offer, considering it. But I could sense the elation inside her own head, the sudden turn of events emotionally as now I sensed her hope...her excitement, and now...want.
"You're sure? I mean...we're talking about, hell Gayleen...getting nasty together," I quipped, "Within reason of course," I smiled. And of course she smiled. I was now picking up all kinds of wickedly erotic thoughts from her that seemed to be pouring out of her emotionally like a river jumping it's banks. But I had sensed another side of her as well. One she was finally allowing herself to feel again. She loved that "nasty" edge, that naughty, dirty sensation. It excited her, aroused her, almost beyond reason.
"Let me show you just how sure I am," she smiled almost devilishly. She reached up, and began slowly unbuttoning the blouse she was wearing. I sat transfixed, my eyes glued on her as she did that, one button at a time. I could still hear her thoughts as well as she did that.
"I'm so fucking horny Brian, you have no idea. How long I have actually fantasized, imagined seeing that cock of yours, wanting to watch you play with it, me...play with it, even sucking it...and maybe one day..."
I'd run out of time, but it mattered not. No longer able to hear her thoughts anymore, my little experiment had been a rousing success. I knew I'd want to continue it with her, learn more, do more. But now was not the time. Right now, the two of us were simply going to enjoy a bit of wickedly naughty fun together.



**
Once Gayleen had unbuttoned her blouse, she leaned forward reaching around behind herself, unclasping her bra. It fell away, slithering down her arms like a sensual serpent. She then removed it, along with her blouse, now sitting there topless. Her breasts indeed weren't overly large by any means, but certainly more than a simple handful. One thing I loved seeing almost immediately however, was just how large her nipples were. Areolas a nice rosy-color, sitting atop each breast like a small pancake. Nipples capping each, thick...invitingly hard and erect, just begging for attention. As much as I wanted to reach over and touch one, I refrained however. That may perhaps...come in time. Right now, I knew it was best to simply follow her lead.
She again paused only briefly, allowing me this intermittent look. I ensured that the look of surprise, and then pleasure on my face had registered with her as she then reached down unbuttoning her fly, unzipping her jeans.
"Well? You going to join me, or just sit there with your tongue hanging out?"
I grinned at her, trying hard not to leer, and then unbuckled my own jeans, slipping them down around my ankles, just as she did. The two of us now sitting there looking at one another, albeit a bit awkwardly, nervously at first. My hard cock throbbing however, dancing all on its own accord as she lowered her gaze away from my face, now focusing on that more directly. She sighed, a small moan escaping her lips. One hand almost automatically coming up to capture her breast, watching her do that, wishing it was my own as she began fingering it, toying with her nipple. Her other hand now down between her legs, the tip of one finger slowly drawing itself upwards through her hairless little groove. I fisted myself, squeezing, producing a nice fat dollop of precum smearing it about the head of my dick, thus further stimulating myself in doing so.
"God you're hard!" She exclaimed suddenly, finally breaking the momentary silence that had fallen between us.
"And horny, but you look pretty hard too," I motioned, looking at her thick fat nipples as she continued playing with them, teasing each back and forth. "I take it...they're pretty sensitive then? You enjoy having them played with?" I asked, my tone of voice a bit deeper now, more husky.
"Oh yes...yes I do," she groaned back, playing with them even more noticeably now. Actually pulling on one of them, stretching it out a bit, lifting her soft firm breast in the process before letting go, and then doing it all over again. "I've always enjoyed having my tits played with...you, you can touch them if you'd like," she then informed me.
I reached over, again glad I had waited for the invitation, now fondling her neglected nipple and breast as she continued playing with the other one, still fingering her pussy, toying with her clit as she now rubbed that hard little knob with gentle teasing motions. She too was wet, very wet. Applying a bit of her own special sauce to her clit, just as I was doing to myself. We could each hear the slickness of our own juices as we sat there. Mine, a squishy slick sound as I slowly pumped my prick up and down, taking time in doing it, not yet ready to stroke it as urgently as I might.
"I love the way that sounds," she told me. "I like hearing it, feeling it...making it do that," she added.
"Feel free," I then said. "But don't feel like you have to or anything, only if you want to."
Gayleen licked her lips, and then withdrew her hand from between her legs, now reaching over. I felt the softness of her small delicate hand wrapping itself around my stiff, turgid member, once again squeezing it, producing another nice bubble of pearly liquid. She now took that, smearing it about my shaft just as I had done. She pressed, the squish sound produced, giggling as she did it, doing it again.
"God that sounds naughty."
"Yes it does, just as naughty as your pussy sounds when you were fingering yourself," I added to that.
"I like naughty."
"So do I."
"Finger me. Finger-fuck my pussy...my cunt!" She said hotly. "Go on Brian, finger my fucking cunt!"
We sat side-by-side there on the front seat of my car, not only watching one another masturbate, but masturbating each other! It was more than I had honestly hoped for or expected. But it had proven to me, that with a little concentration, patience, and a willingness to simply direct things, most of the time, people did...and would. It would be far easier now of course to continue more of this in the evenings with Gayleen, which I certainly planned on doing. But now, even as I fingered her to a nice little climax, and as I likewise sat back, enjoying the pleasure she gave me as she stroked me off, purposely drenching her cute gorgeous tits with my semen a short time later, I was already planning another test. And this one a bit more risky perhaps. A subject who I knew would be a lot harder to control, to manipulate, or get them to let their guard down more likely. Even as I sat there squirting all over Gayleen's boobs, I was already planning my next conquest.
**
Though Jerry and I had remained good friends throughout the years of course, with the passage of time he'd eventually gone on his own way. He was currently attending University out of state, and had been for almost a year now, though it had been almost two years since the last time we'd even hung out together. I still saw his mom from time to time however, always asking her how he was doing, what he was up to, things like that. I'd always considered Jerry's mom an attractive woman, though she certainly didn't dress the part. Not exactly prudish perhaps, but certainly conservative. She went to church every Sunday, but I'd been around her enough to know she wasn't overly religious either. She cursed on occasion, though always apologizing for having done so immediately afterwards. Though even her curse words were the mild ones, never once an "F" bomb, though I could say pretty much the same thing for my mother too.
But I had picked out Jerry's mom, Carol, as my next unsuspecting target.
Carol was perhaps in her late forties to early fifties even, though I had never asked. Either way, she certainly didn't look it. She had dark brown hair, shoulder length, and a reasonably nice figure, from what you could make of it. Most of the time, as I said, she dressed conservatively. I don't recall a single time when I'd seen even a hint of cleavage in anything she'd worn. And yet she had large breasts, easily a C or even a D cup. The fact I had very often hung around her, talking to her while waiting on Jerry to either finish up with some chore, or even get home from practice after school, gave us some history and background together. In many ways, she had treated me from that time on almost as though I was another child of hers. Not that I minded. Like I said, even back then I was starting to appreciate the MILF thing, even though no one had called it that yet.
Now all I had to do was come up with a good enough reason for going over there, and visiting with her for a bit. That...and do it when I knew she and I would be all alone. Jenny, my boyhood sweetheart, well sort of anyway...was still in high school and a member of the cheerleading squad. I knew from my own past experiences there, she had practice three days a week. Today was a Friday, so I knew for sure she did, if not actually a game even though I'd lost track of following any of that. Either way, I felt sure we'd be alone. As far as Jerry's dad went, that was a no brainer now either. Like a lot of people perhaps, Carol and Mike had gone through a rather messy divorce nearly three years ago now. I had to wonder, reconsidering Carol if she hadn't inadvertently contributed to that. Mike had been having an affair with a woman half his age, and once discovered, it was over with. Just like that. Jerry's dad had moved out, and they all got on with their lives as best as they knew how to. Including Carol, who'd now gone back to using her maiden name, though I honestly had no idea what that was. But that too, gave me something else I might be able to use on her as I sat there thinking about what I was going to attempt to do.
Needless to say, it would be a tough one, given I only had the fifteen, maybe twenty minutes I had to work with here. I'd not flicked my Bic for the full twenty four hours needed so to speak, and then grabbed one of my many "Magic Pennies" as I still called them out of the jar in my room, just in case. I didn't recall seeing Carol very often wearing jeans, let alone anything else that might have copper in it, so if nothing else, then the penny would have to do. I then called her, surprising her perhaps, but laid out a story about possibly going to the same university Jerry was attending, or maybe even the one I know she had gone to, graduating from UCLA as Jerry had once told me. I had in fact been working towards doing that, earning the extra money I'd need, saving up for it with the intention of enrolling in the fall. As I'd hoped, Carol was excited, anxious to see me, so I promised to come over that Friday, sit down and visit with her.
As she usually did of course, she met me at the door with a big hug and a kiss. A chaste one of course, usually on the cheek. She invited me inside for a glass of lemonade to go along with our chat of course, and then took our glasses into her informal little sitting area just off the kitchen area where she preferred entertaining. I knew for a fact that Carol didn't do a whole lot of entertaining these days, wondering how long it actually had been for her, since she'd entertained much of anything.
"So...Mrs, Ms...gee, what do I call you these days anyway?" I asked trying to sound innocent about it. Jerry told me you'd taken back your maiden name, but I'm not sure he ever told me what that was."
She laughed at that, blushing just a little. "Oh for heaven's sakes Brian, the days of you calling me Mrs. Davis, or now...Ms. Peterson, are long gone. Just call me Carol, I think we're way past formality now, don't you?" I smiled at her nodding my head.
"I'd like to think so," I assured her.
"Now, what can I help you with?" She asked curiously. And of course I then told her I was as yet undecided as to which school I might want to attend, my choices now pared down to where Jerry was going, along with UCLA, where she had herself graduated from, and one other, a bit more Midwest, though that was a long shot the more I'd been thinking about it.
"So...what was it like going to UCLA anyway?" I asked. "I've heard...it's quite the party school," I stated shyly. "Which surprises me, as to why you went there," I then added as I began setting things up. I hadn't as yet "flicked my Bic" of course, not wanting to waste any precious time here, getting the chit-chat out of the way first, setting up the direction I hoped we'd soon be taking before doing that. My Penny, already handy and available for when the time was needed. I had already noticed she wasn't wearing anything with copper in it, so the penny would have to do.
"Well believe it or not Brian, back in my college days, I was actually a bit of a party girl back then. Did some things I'm not exactly proud of now, got into a little trouble for it in fact, nearly getting expelled even. But...I soon after got my act together, changed my ways, buckled down and graduated. And stupidly...got married," she'd added taking a breath, and then looking flustered. "Not that I have any misgivings about getting pregnant, giving birth to Jerry, and later Jenny. Not that...just that, well...you know how it is," she left off saying.
"Yeah I know, and I'm sorry about that. But you Carol? A party girl? I'm having trouble seeing that," I laughed just a little. But she was already lost in thought perhaps, remembering back now.
It was time to flick my Bic. I'd been holding the penny in my hands, and now charged it. I pretended to reach into my pocket as though getting it, and then held out my hand to her. She looked at me.
"Here, open your hand." She did so. I dropped the penny into it, she looked at it, and then at me. "Penny for your thoughts?" I asked.
Almost immediately I got a sense of embarrassment and shame even. Brief fleeting images, a drunken party perhaps, plenty of nude men and women running about, squealing, chasing one another. And then this image of Carol, a much younger Carol, the way she saw herself perhaps, remembering, though even that image tended to flicker back and forth between that one, and the way she actually looked now. She finally snickered a bit. "Oh Brian, I dare not tell you those thoughts," she stated moving about in her chair as though suddenly uncomfortable. "Like I said, I was a different woman...a different girl back then. I did things, like I said, that I shouldn't have." I sat listening, or appearing to however, now slowly worming my way into her thoughts, like a shadow in the back of your mind, whispering to her, using what I saw, what I felt, what I sensed to draw her out more and more.
"It still excites you to think about though," I told her. "Things you did, the pleasures you felt, so long ago now. How long has it really been Carol? Since you've allowed yourself to feel that way again? To experience that kind of exquisite, joyful pleasure? How long? Certainly what you did wasn't that bad now was it? Haven't you made more of it than what it actually was? When are you finally going to let go of that, quit brow-beating yourself with it?" I pressed, now seeing the struggle, sensing the emotions as memories of that time came flooding back to her.
"Oh come on Carol, it can't be that bad. Can't be any worse than some of the things I've done myself, now can it? Doesn't everyone experiment in one way or the other? Try things? Do things? Some of which we may latter regret yes, but isn't that how we learn who we are? I'm sure, knowing you...it isn't half as bad as your making it out to be."
"Oh Brian, seriously honey...you have no idea. I really did do a few things that I regret. Not all of them of course, but some. And yes, you're right, I do sometimes think about those times fondly," she stopped herself looking at me. "You...you did ask me that right?" She suddenly questioned, not at all sure now if I had asked, or if she'd just offered something she shouldn't have.
Like I said, this could get interesting, but I needed to tread carefully here, and we were still on borrowed time as well. I knew then, this might take more than one session to make any real progress with. It might be better to take it slow and easy with her as opposed to trying to force anything too quickly. Though I did decide right there and then to try and plant the suggestion, along with the determination to tell me what happened, seeing me as a friend, someone she could trust, share this long held secret with.
"Go ahead Carol, you can tell him. He'll listen, he'll understand, and he won't judge you, or think ill of you for sharing something with him, something a bit naughty, a bit dirty...about your past. It's ok, he's old enough now, far more mature than his age even. He's always liked you, admired you. Hell, you know deep down inside, he's even been a little bit attracted to you, sometimes hanging around, flirting with you in that little boy way of his he once did. He's your friend...go ahead, tell him. Tell him what you did that you think was so bad. He'll listen, he won't judge. If anything, he'll think it's way cool that you did that."
It was like watching her talking to herself, only it was listening to me, she continued to struggle a bit, weighing the consequences perhaps, and finally...finally...accepting it.
"I can't believe I'm actually going to tell you this Brian, but I think you're old enough now to hear it and not judge me for one thing. But for another, there's no one else I can possibly even image telling this. It's something I've held onto for years, struggled with. But maybe, maybe telling you...telling someone about it, will help me see it in another light."
I sat back, pleased with the progress I had made, though having less than half the time left before the Penny wore out. The penny she still held in her hand like some sort of amulet. Which in a way, it was. But maybe, just maybe...it would be enough. One more prod. "Go ahead Carol, tell him, and don't hold back. Tell him everything, spit it out, don't be afraid. He will understand."
She seemed to settle into it then, finally having made up her mind, with some encouragement from me of course, and began, relaxing in her seat after taking a sip of her lemonade. "Believe it or not Brian, I once belonged to a rather prestigious Sorority. I won't give you the name, as I don't wish to blemish them further with my own wrong doings. But needless to say, it was shortly after my...my misfortune, that I was asked to leave. Something that I have had to live with to this very day."
"Go ahead Carol, tell him. Spit it out, tell him everything, all the gory details. It won't shock him, offend him...you can do it, spill it, you'll feel better." I could feel the energy starting to weaken. The link between us not quite as strong. I relaxed it a little, buying a bit more time, something I'd recently learned how to do. Just barely holding on, no longer able to suggest anything anymore. But perhaps I had done just enough. I could still hear her thoughts, which might help me in redirecting our conversation if I had to.
"I'm not sure you'll want to hear this..."
"I do. No matter what it is you have to say or tell me. I really, really do Carol. I can see that it's something that's been bothering you for quite some time now. Listen, we're friends, just not neighbor's, and least I'd like to think of us as being that. Good friends, close friends, someone you can share a secret with, say something to, and know they won't go out and tell anyone else about it. I'll promise you this Carol, you share yours with me, and I'll tell you a secret I've never told anyone else!"
She actually smiled at that, now grinning, nodding her head. "Ok, just remember I warned you, but I'm going to hold you to your promise to tell me what your secret is afterwards," she stated.
"I promise Carol. I will."
"Still can't believe I'm actually going to tell you this, but ok...here it is Brian. Like I said, back then, I really was a bit of a party girl. Some people might even call me easy, though I'd still like to think it wasn't like that. But I did enjoy doing certain things, admittedly. And I didn't see that as being much worse than anything any of the other girls were doing back then either. So it's not like it was all that bad, even now...I still don't see it as such. Only what happened, what I got more or less trapped into doing, all because of a stupid bet. A bet I lost, and out of some sort of twisted, false pride and vanity perhaps. It was a bet I felt I had to honor and live up to."
"Which was?"
"That I had to blow every single guy in the Fraternity we were associated with, or at least those who were willing to go along with it anyway. Blindfolded mind you, so I wouldn't ever really know who I had...or hadn't. But I did Brian. And I'm ashamed to say it now, but I enjoyed it. I enjoyed every moment of it. Kneeling there naked in this little room, hands tied behind my back. One guy after another coming into the room, the sensation of a different dick perhaps, each one fucking my face." She stopped, obviously surprised with herself, her face deepening in color, even more embarrassed now, realizing she'd just dropped the "F" bomb in front of me. "Oh my god Brian! I got carried away there for a moment, I shouldn't have said that."
"What? Fuck? I happen to like the word, and not in a mean way either. I think it's sexy personally, I like hearing it, saying it...especially when I'm horny. Don't you?"



I had a little bit left, so I used it. "You like hearing it, and saying it too Carol. It's ok, go on, say it...say it. Say fuck!"
"Funny word isn't it? Fuck I mean? It can be so cruel when used certain ways, or hurt people you care about. But yes Brian...there are times when you say it, hear it, of course...do it, when it's just...well, simply put. It's just fucking hot!"
I'd lost my connection. But it had been worth it. And now, it would be interesting to see where things would go from here.
"Yes it is Carol, so...fucking tell me, the rest of the story!" I smiled.
**
I had made her laugh hearing that, relaxing her even more, though there was still color in her cheeks. Her eyes seemed wider, more alert, her breath a bit quicker perhaps as she once again seemed to squirm in her seat. Not from being uncomfortable, but from something else. There was even a hint of moisture standing out on her forehead now as she wiped it off with her hand, now surprising me, reaching down, undoing the top button on the simple summer dress she was wearing. I honestly saw cleavage now for the very first time since I'd known her.
"Wow...whew, is it hot in here? Or is it me?" She giggled making a joke of it, but she truly was heating up a bit.
"Yeah, I know what you mean, it is sort of hot." Though it was far hotter outside of course. "Wish I could take my shirt off in fact," I said somewhat innocently.
"Go right ahead!" Carol said. "You know that doesn't bother me, seen you with your shirt off more times than I could possibly count," she said almost wistfully. "Just wish I could," she then added, surprising herself. "Even with this light summer dress on, it's almost too hot still."
"Wouldn't bother me any...if you did," I said looking directly at her. "After all, it's your house, and we're just friends sharing secrets right? I'd certainly never tell anyone."
I think she almost would have too. But it was early yet. She laughed the suggestion off, making light of it. But she did undo one more button. So there was that. And I now saw just how lovely her breasts hinted at being, purposely looking at her, letting her know that I was. She even leaned forward a little, finally continuing her story. I left my own shirt on, tempted as I was. But it was a start nevertheless.
"Now...where was I? Oh...yes. I was getting face fucked by the fraternity."
I openly laughed, causing her to do the same, but in such a short brief time, I had seen this sensual, erotic woman begin to emerge from the cocoon she had wrapped herself in, just now starting to emerge.
"Here's the thing Brian," she said suddenly getting serious again, so I did. Listening. "It's hard for me to say this, admit this...but since you asked, and since we're already there anyway, I'll finish it. Back in the day..." she said again smiling, trying to lighten things up a little as the mood had again turned somewhat somber. "I loved the feel, and yes...the taste of most men's cum. So much so, that when I found myself kneeling there like that, having one man after another spurt his cream all over me, all over my face and body...I was in heaven. What I didn't know however, is that someone with a camera had been taking pictures of me. Kneeling there, dripping cum, covered in it. Eventually someone distributed a few of the photos unbeknownst to me. One of them landed on the Deans desk. Naturally, I was called in. I was of course stunned, dumbfounded, though oddly enough, the blindfold I had on obscured my face just enough that the accusation of it, couldn't be supported. I lied Brian. I didn't confess to any of that happening. And without anyone stepping forward who'd actually been there, witnessed it, they had nothing to basically convict me of. The damage was done however, and the compromise became my resigning from the Sorority in order for the entire affair to be dropped after that, and thus keeping me from being expelled from the University."
Carol sat back in her seat now, looking suddenly younger in a strange way. It was obvious, finally sharing, and telling someone that story had relieved a major burden from her. One she'd been carrying around all these years.
"The problem is...well, was anyway Brian...it affected me greatly after that. I was never really the same person after that. I quit partying obviously...but it did something else too. The thing I'd once enjoyed, as decadent or wicked, as I know it sounded, was something I never did again. Not for anyone. Including my own husband Brian. So you see, the ending of our marriage, was just as much my fault as it was his. My refusal to do for him, give him what he wanted and needed, is my fault. I couldn't do it anymore Brian. Not for him, not for anyone. Every time I even considered it, those memories, those horrible images would come racing back. I'd get physically ill, and quite naturally, that would be the end of it."
"I'm sorry Carol, I do understand a lot better now what it was you must have gone through, but it doesn't have to stay that way. Sure...it's something you have to work through, but I'm confident you can."
She laughed nervously. "Fat chance of that happening now sweetie. I mean look at me, a middle-aged woman, no one in my life, and not very damn likely anyone will be any time soon. And on top of that, there's no assurance I'll ever be able to get through that mental block, and truly enjoy an intimate relationship with anyone ever again."
"Hey...you said fuck! It's a start!" I smiled at her. Once again making her laugh, and making her squirm in her seat just a little.
"I need some more lemonade," she said suddenly standing. "It really is hot in here. Can I get you another?"
"Yes...thank you," I said handing her my glass. She returned a minute or two later, and I noticed as she leaned forward just a little, giving it to me, she had undone one more button on the summer dress she was wearing. One more, and she might just as well take it off. She again caught me looking, though I made it obvious that I was, actually commenting. "You really do have nice looking breasts, from what I can see of them of course," I told her now looking up into her eyes again. She was blushing just a little, but then leaned forward a bit more, this time giving me a quick brief kiss on the forehead.
"Thank you. It's been a long time since anyone's told me that. Not like I've given anyone an opportunity to do so...it's just been a very long time."
She sat down again, sipping on her drink for a moment, the two of us once again just looking at one another in silence.
"Well...so now you know my whole sordid story, my past. Are you shocked by what I told you Brian, especially knowing me all these years?"
"No, not really. I mean I'm sorry you went through what you did yes. But offended, or shocked? No. I think I've always felt that there was something about you down deep, just beneath that surface of shyness, even professed inhibitions that I never fully accepted was the real you. I still think, the real you, is that same sexy, uninhibited erotic woman just waiting to come out and play again."
Once again she laughed, this time crossing her legs, giving me the quickest, briefest glimpse up her summer dress. I saw the light yellow color of the panties she had on, though again my look was brief as she re-crossed her legs again properly.
"If I didn't know better, I'd swear you were flirting with me."
"Who says I'm not Carol? Truth is...you're definitely an MILF! That's for damn sure."
"MILF? What's a MILF? Never heard that term used before. What's it mean?"
"Mother I'd like to fuck," I said simply looking directly at her. I watched her eyes grow wide upon hearing that, saw her tongue come out and absentmindedly lick her lips briefly trying to give them moisture as her mouth had obviously gone dry.
"Ah, well at least now I know what that means," she said obviously skirting the issue, trying to change the subject, though keeping things still intimate between us. "Anyway...I told you my big deep dark secret. You promised to tell me yours."
I nodded. I'd already decided what I was going to share with her. Which was a big fat lie of course. But I'd already made a pretty good assumption she'd believe it, accept it...and perhaps even, enjoy hearing it. It was a gamble for me at this point of course, I had no way of knowing what she'd think when I told her. But by now, I was reasonably certain, she was almost as aroused as I was.
"My secret has a little something to do with you. Back in the day..." I said using her terminology, seeing her smile at that when I said it. "When I'd come over here, hang around, waiting for Jerry to come home, or even when he was here. I'd sometimes sneak into your bathroom, rummage through your dirty clothes hamper, and 'borrow' a pair of your panties," I said with as much of a straight face as I could muster. "I always brought them back of course...afterwards."
I wasn't sure at first how she'd respond to hearing that. But after what she'd told me, I figured I needed to give her something that was equally obscene, though a bit more personal even.
I actually saw her smile then, and then broader a moment after that. "Well...that answers that question!" She now laughed. "You did?"
"I did. What question?"
"I always assumed..." she laughed again. "So, you're telling me...it was YOU then who was using my dirty panties to masturbate with."
"I did...and I was yes," though what she had now said suddenly dawned on me. Jerry!
"I don't know whether to be relieved, or surprised," she giggled flatly. "All this time, I've been thinking it was my own son who was confiscating my panties, when in fact...all this time, it had really been you! I almost approached him once regarding it. But after my own experience, I thought better against doing it. I didn't want him scarred for life, or dealing with something that I later decided was perhaps a normal, natural thing that most young men probably did. Even if it was my panties he was doing it too. I am curious though..." she then added.
"About?"
"Did you...well, did you ever take any of Jenny's panties as well?"
I figured I owed Jerry one, though he'd probably never know it. I even blushed a little, cementing the effect. "A few times...yes. I did. But to be perfectly honest about it Carol, I much preferred using yours to pleasure myself with. I liked them better, and quite frankly...they made me a whole lot hornier. You tended to juice a lot," I added, gambling once again, not sure if she really did...or if what I'd just said might actually disgust her in some way.
All she did was smile again, though blushing herself now. "I do tend to do that whenever I'm really aroused. Hate to admit it, but I very often had to change panties once or twice a day."
"I know," I said winking at her. "Trust me, I know."
**
Though I had secretly hoped for a lot more to happen, things had pretty much run the full gauntlet here. Her nervousness suddenly reappearing, and with it, her inhibitions again. She fidgeted in her seat, once again changing the subject. This time, entirely.
"Well, we really got sidetracked there didn't we?" She said nervously now, back peddling. "We're supposed to be talking about the University itself, why you might want, or not want to attend there, not talking about my secret past, or yours either for that matter," she now added in that Mrs. Davis, now Ms. Peterson, tone of voice she once used around me. It was time to go. But I now knew we needed another session together, and I needed the time to recharge my ability. But I wasn't about to leave with things quite on this level again either. But I had just the reason, a very good one, for putting it back there again before I left.
"Actually Carol, I need to get going. But what I would like, is to come back, perhaps on Sunday even? Maybe we could discuss things again. I've enjoyed this, and frankly...enjoyed sharing with you, finally being able to share with you MY big naughty secret. You're right...it's sort of cleansing, finally being able to do that in a way. I always did sort of feel bad, felt guilty about stealing your panties, even though I always did bring them back." 'At least I hope I did,' I thought to myself.
"Not always," she giggled again slipping back some. "And in fact, I could now box your ears for taking one pair of my favorite panties that you never did return."
"Oh? And which ones were those?"
"My red silks. Always wondered what happened to those. That was the missing pair that almost prompted me to speak to Jerry about."
"Oh yeah...those. Sorry about that. I rather enjoyed those too. So much so, I did decide to keep them, that pair anyway. I think I sort of ruined them anyway. Wasn't sure everything would wash out, or allow them to look the way they should have after that. More than happy to buy you a new pair though!"
"Maybe...I'll just have you work it off, doing things for me around here. I could in fact, use a little help these days."
'Perfect!' I thought again. "Yeah, more than happy too. Whatever you need, whenever you need me, I'll be glad to come over and give you a hand...or whatever else I can give you," I said pointedly. I could see by the look in her eyes, she knew what I meant, though it was again time to go, leave her with that thought...and something else as I now stood. I had a massive erection!
Her eyes were almost automatically drawn to it in fact, which I was hoping they would be. I made no attempt at hiding it either.
"Oh my!" She actually said looking down at it. And then back up at me.
"Sorry," I said. "Can't help it. Admittedly, I'm aroused. And in fact...as soon as I get home, I'm planning on doing something about it," I again shared with her, firmly planting an image in her head that I hoped she'd be thinking about. Me...laying in my bed perhaps, jacking off...thinking about her. Which I would be.
"Oh...my," she said again, blushing profusely. "Really? I mean...wow," she just said again, though I had turned now heading towards the door.
"Yeah, really," I said turning the doorknob. "And if it's ok with you...I'll be thinking about those nice looking breasts of yours," I told her quite frankly. "Amongst other things." I opened the door, stepping out.
"Brian?"
I turned facing her. Me half out, Carol just behind the open door. I watched as she suddenly lifted her summer dress. A brief shimmy, and then suddenly she stood up again. Only this time she was holding something in her hand as she glanced out the door looking this way and that, and then back towards me, holding out her hand.
"Here," she grinned. "For old time's sake. Just make sure you bring these back...on Sunday. How'd you like to come...for dinner?" She's said, the emphasis on the one word unmistakable.
I accepted her pale yellow panties, grinning wickedly. "I'd enjoy that. And I promise, I'll bring these back to you...and clean too."
"Don't bother doing that, in fact, I'd prefer it if you didn't. I wash things differently than most people do," she said by way of reasoning. But I felt that the real truth was, she wanted to see them, after they had been used, cum in, squirted on. I had every intention of making sure she was happy with the results.
"Sunday evening then...with these," I said holding them up just a little before stashing them into the front pocket of my pants. The motion once again directing her gaze at my still hard, firm erection. She laughed.
"Be careful you don't go running into anything with that," she joked. "You could poke someone's eye out with that thing!"
The afternoon had gone better than I could have possibly imagined. I could hardly wait for Sunday evening to come around. And needless to say, I came several times in those soft pale yellow panties of hers, just thinking about all the deliciously naughty things I hoped I'd soon be doing to her. Sunday evening could come fast enough.
**
I had of course managed to recharge myself, grabbing another penny before heading out the door and running over to Carol's place. I had a bit of a nice surprise waiting for me when I did too. Meeting me at the door, wearing something I'd never seen her in before. I had seen her wearing shorts before yes, but not quite this short. Just bordering on the edge of modesty, while still being modest, especially the way she usually dressed. But the biggest surprise, was the fact she was actually wearing a tube-top, without a bra, which was clearly evident. That was something that was totally out of character for her to be wearing.
"Wow, you look nice!" I said the moment she invited me in.
"Thank you," she preened just a bit. "It's still warm out, and since my air conditioning is still acting up, I was damned if I was going to sit around sweating to death like I have been."
"I'll see about looking into that for you," I told her, though that was an area I was totally unfamiliar with.
"No need," she told me. "I've already put in a repair call to have someone come out and have a look at it next Tuesday. Sweet of you to offer though," she said now hugging me, and again kissing me chastely on the cheek. The thing was, I could feel the press of her now braless breasts against my own chest as she did that, and even think she had done so purposely, lingering like that for a moment more.
"Oh...and I brought these back," I said pulling out her very much used, cum in panties out of my pocket, handing them to her. She grinned, taking them.
"Go ahead, have a seat, I'll ah...just put these upstairs in my hamper," she informed me.
I grinned at her, even winking as she smiled back and then headed upstairs. I wondered if she'd spend some time inspecting them, hoping she would. Once again, the mood now being set, hopefully saving us both a little time, though I would wait until the moment was perfect again before actually flicking my Bic again either.
I believe she was gone a bit longer than was necessary, but sat patiently waiting for her return. She returned with a smile on her face, stammering a bit in fact, as I purposely teased her about my return of her very soiled panties.
"So...get a chance to see how much I managed to squirt into them for you?" I asked not even hesitating.
This time she blushed crimson. "Yes, yes you did didn't you?" She actually asked. "So...what was it you were thinking about anyway?" She asked, though turning her back towards me having asked me that, stirring something on the stove.
"You want the honest to god's truth?" I asked prompting her to commit herself here. "It's pretty naughty."
I heard her chuckle, though she continued stirring the pot. "Just giving them to you so you could do that, was pretty naughty," she said. "But yes...of course, be honest with me. I'm rather enjoying that. It's, well...it's refreshing for a change, don't you think?" She now turned looking over at me, and as she did, I could see each one of her nipples poking against the material of her tube-top. They were nice and hard, stretching the material erotically.
"I imagined doing something to you, that I rather enjoy doing to be honest about it, though I haven't done so in quite some time now."
"Oh?" She said looking at me as she asked, but then turning around again, waiting for the answer. I knew she couldn't hear it while looking at me. Not yet anyway.
"Well, there were actually two things I thought about...mostly," I added. "One...since I got a little peek at your tits," I said emphasizing that word, deciding to use a more sexy word besides breasts, or boobs...hoping it would further the cause, "I imagined fucking them, you know...titty-fucking you, sliding my cock in between them while you held them together for me so I could."
She dropped the spoon in the pan, though quickly grabbing it, stirring again, a bit more quickly this time. "Ah huh...and, and what else?" she asked, her breathing telling me in an instant that the thought of that had excited her.



"Well, the other one. Something I have always fantasized about of course, but never done, never felt...was having you actually masturbating me with your panties, similar to those red ones I stole from you. I've always imagined that, more times that I can even count. What that would actually feel like, look like, only having you doing it, and not myself."
She kept stirring the pot, rapidly now. I stood, quietly, flicking my Bic. I approached her and then ever so gently, slipped the penny into her pants pocket behind, though my next move was designed to do more than that. A lot more. Even as I felt the connection between us, the turmoil in her mind, the confused sense of lust, depravity, want and need. The images I now saw as though they were actually happening. My cock, (though it was an imagined appearance of one anyway...not quite my own) that I now saw inside her mind. Sliding it up and down between her bare breasts, which I did think now, probably were hers. Most likely exactly the way they looked. And then the image of her sitting next to me, naked on her bed. A pair of her panties in hand as she sat there stroking my cock with them. I kissed her on the back of the neck. And as I did, I concentrated, telling her in an instant that more than anything...more important than dinner, or anything else for that matter, that's exactly what she wanted to do to me.
"He'd be coming in your panties Carol, he wouldn't actually be squirting on you now would he? Only in your panties. But you could see it, feel it when he did...when he does. You would enjoy that wouldn't you? It would be safe, it would be simple...easy, and yes naughty, naughty fun."
She quit stirring the pot, reached over, turning off the stove, and then turning. Her breasts once again mashing against my chest, as this time she kissed me back, fully on the lips, her mouth hard pressed against my own.
"Come on...dinner can wait. There's something I'd enjoy doing for you," she told me.
Taking my hand, Carol then led me down the hallway towards her bedroom. I could quite clearly hear her thoughts of course, even more so, holding her hand. The images sharp, crystal clear.
"Am I really going to do this?" She was asking herself. "What if..."
"Yes, you are. There are no what if's here Carol. You know you want to do this, something you've been craving to do now for years. You know you have to, need to...want to. You know this could be the way, the only way...after all these years holding back. You must do it Carol, you will do it in fact. Nothing else matters."
The moment she stepped inside her bedroom she released my hand, turning looking at me. She reached down and in one smooth complete motion, pulled the tube top she'd been wearing up and over her head. Her magnificent breasts spilling out as she did so.
"Take off your clothes honey. I'm going to jerk you off, with my panties. And after dinner...you're going to tit-fuck me too!"
I didn't bother telling her that dinner would be late. Very, very late.
**
I quickly stripped off my clothes, watching her as she stood there watching me. Not yet removing her own shorts, though she had in fact unbuttoned, and unzipped them. I teased her just a bit, purposely, removing my jeans, though not my briefs, letting her see the fairly impressive bulge pressing against the front of them.
"Everything," she moaned hotly now, finally slipping her own shorts down her legs, kicking them the rest of the way off with one foot, now standing there wearing...a red pair of what looked like silk panties. "Look familiar?"
"Very," I grinned, though I'd never seen the likes of them before obviously.
"I went out and got them, yesterday, after you left. Though I'll be honest with you Brian, I never thought I'd actually be doing this. I did entertain the thought of perhaps handing them to you again, like the other ones. But after thinking about it, I decided, this would be a lot more fun. A hell of a lot more fun in fact."
My cock sprang up hard and full as I now discarded my briefs, likewise kicking them off to the side, allowing my prick to stand, throbbing, even bouncing a bit as she stood there feasting on it.
"How would you a...like it," she said having trouble breathing. "A little wet? Or a lot?"
"What do you think?" I actually did leer at her. She leered back at me, now pressing her fingers deeply into her cleft, no doubt forcing the crotch of her panties deeply into her wet succulent slit, bathing them in the juices I now knew were flowing, sensing it in her mind, just as she was, as they did. And I was learning something here too. Something new, something I hadn't quite yet experienced in quite this way before. In addition to my own excitement and pleasure, I was now feeling hers! I could almost feel the way she was touching her pussy, as though I myself had one! I don't think I'd ever been this aroused, this intensity was bordering on madness!
I walked over, holding her in my arms, my hands coming up to surround her magnificent breasts, kissing her deeply, passionately, as she kissed me back. Her hand suddenly clasping my rigid prick as we stood there. She then pulled me, tumbling back onto the bed, like a banshee gone wild, she stripped off her red silk panties, now holding them in her hand, wrapping them around my cock, beginning to stroke it with them.
"Oh god!" I wailed uncontrollably, the sensation of that silky softness, the addition of her own wet juicy lubrications, still warm as she slithered the material up and down my throbbing member.
"Yes! Yes!" She cried out in response to that, "Oh baby...feel it, feel my naughty, dirty girl cream caressing this gorgeous hard dick of yours! Do you like it baby? Do you like how naughty I am, jerking you off with my own panties? Did you like jerking yourself off yesterday with my other ones? The one's you brought back, all filled up and crusty with your dried spunk? Did you know...I, I actually tasted it baby. I did...I really did. I sniffed, and licked that dried up crusty spunk of yours sticking to the crotch of my old yucky, dirty panties. Can you believe that? I did...I actually did. And it made me so....fucking...hot!"
The connection we now shared, the images I was seeing in her mind were almost violent, abstract and bizarre. But I was loving every minute of it. I could see in her mind, fountains...geysers, even waterfalls if you will of white spurting spunk covering her from head to toe. Such were her thoughts, weird and crazy as they were.
"Jerk me baby! Jerk me. Work my cock honey, that's it...pump it, make it squirt, make it fill your delicious red panties. See me cum in them babe...cream them for you, and then...and then...I want to masturbate you with your own cum-filled panties!"
Carol went nuts on me. No other way to describe it. Only she did me one better than that. With my prick still surrounded with her red panties, she sat on top of me, and then to my utter amazement and surprise, she suddenly shoved me inside her, panties and all! I was now fucking her, with her panties still surrounding my prick, the sensation of that beyond anything I'd ever imagined or felt before as Carol suddenly screamed, crying out in absolute delight as I too let go. Spurt after delicious spurt filling up both cunt and panties together. And as I did...as we did. I felt her orgasm as though it were my own, adding tremors of explicit, unbridled delight, which magnified, intensified my own normally sensational climaxes.
I actually passed out.
**
I wasn't out of it very long, even coming around before Carol had. Though sadly, the connection between us once again severed, as time had run out. I was almost grateful that it had. The intensity of sharing her orgasm, while experiencing my own, almost too intense!
Carol had fallen off to the side, the obscene visual now before me, her spunk filled panties still somehow captured within her cunt. Portions of them protruding, her cream and mine still dripping out of her onto the sheets. I slid up next to her, closer, my mouth gently surrounding her still hard extended nipple, sweetly sucking it as my hand likewise caressed and softly played with the other one. She murmured, coming around then, her eyes suddenly opening.
"Holy fucking shit!" She exclaimed. "Never in my wildest imagination have I ever...and I mean ever! Had an orgasm like that one!"
"I know what you mean baby, seriously. I know just what you mean!"
Only then did she realize that her panties were still stuck up inside her cunt, as she reached down, half embarrassed in order to remove them. I stayed her hand. "No...let me, please," I grinned, and then moved down her body, kissing and licking her every step of the way as I did so. Once between her legs, pushing her more fully onto her back, spreading them. I then captured her creamy cunt-cock filled panties between my teeth, and teasingly began pulling them out of her. Once I had, I moved back up, and began a long slow teasing dance on her with my tongue.
"You know...he never, he never did this to me either..." she sighed, almost crying as she felt what I was doing to her.
"You don't have to think about that anymore," I told her. "Now relax, enjoy this Carol. I'm going to eat, lick and suck this sweet tasting pussy of yours, until you climax again. Maybe twice even. But for now, just enjoy, don't worry about me, or about anything. Just enjoy the pleasure I'm about to give you. That's all that matters at the moment...ok?"
"Ok," she sighed almost dreamily, as my tongue began to lap her into happy land.
I made her come four times until she finally pushed me away from between her legs, exhausted, spent...emotionally drained. But contentedly happy, perhaps for the first time in years.
We lay together like that quietly for the better part of an hour, recuperating, relishing in the intimate closeness as we simply held onto one another. After a time, she finally spoke, still sounding dreamily, almost out of breath.
"Brian?"
"Yes?"
"I want you to do something for me."
"Name it."
"Think you...think you can come again?" I laughed.
"Yeah, pretty sure I can...why?"
She hesitated only for a moment. I wish then I was able to hear her thoughts, but she spoke them for me seconds after that. "Because...I want you to come on me Brian. I want you to stand over me, and come...all over me, everywhere, as much as you can, for as long as you can. Will you...can you, do that for me?"
"You're sure?"
This time, she didn't hesitate even for a second.
"I'm more sure than I've ever been about anything. Please Brian, please...come on me, all over me...everywhere, for as long as you possibly can."
"What about...dinner?" I teased, now standing up on her bed, looking down at her. My cock already swollen, stiff and hard. She looked up at it, and then at me...grinning like a Cheshire cat.
"Fuck dinner!"
**
Maybe it wasn't as much as I would have liked, but I'd already spent an enormous load in her pussy-panties earlier. Still, it wasn't half bad, the pure eroticism and excitement of doing that for her, producing enough, that I managed to give her several good squirts, starting with her hair, face, chin and breasts, petering out before going elsewhere, though I dribbled out, and shook out as much as I could onto her belly. We then spent some time together rubbing it all into her skin until it was completely absorbed. Only then did we go down stairs...still naked, and warmed up the now cold soup she'd been making for us.
"It's...ah, been a while, since I've...well, you know, been with anyone Brian. Especially someone young, and so...recuperative?" She asked as though questioning. I laughed, finishing my soup, and then stood, taking my empty bowl to the kitchen sink washing it out for her, and then turning. She gasped upon seeing my rock hard cock again.
"You were saying?"
"Think you can..."
"Where would you like it this time?" I asked grinning at her.
She opened her mouth, pointing inside. I didn't ask her if she was sure this time. I knew that she was. I walked over where she sat, and began fucking her face, which is exactly what I knew earlier, was what she really wanted.
**
Later that evening as I sat at home making entries in my journal, I had discovered a few new things, which seemed to be an ongoing factor. There was still plenty of new things to learn about whatever this "thing" was inside me. Having been connected while actually having sex with someone, had taught me something. The intensity of that experience almost more than I could mentally handle myself. I truly had in a very unique way, experienced, sensed...and felt the orgasmic bliss that Carol had been feeling, on top of my own. I smiled inwardly, looking forward to further study on that one. Including Gayleen now as soon as I could in order to have two separate women, two differing thought processes and emotions to experiment with. I was curious if I would indeed experience the same thing with her now. And now had every intention of pursuing an even deeper relationship with her, as soon as I could. I planned of course on continuing things with Carol too. She meant even more to me in a way perhaps, because of our years of knowing one another for one thing. But now, knowing what she'd gone through, and how far she had come in so short a period of time, regaining a bit of her old self in the process.
I'm sure Jerry would have killed me, if he were to ever learn that his mother was indeed now a true MILF, and that I had in fact fucked her. But then again, I figured in a way...he now owed me one!
I soon slipped into bed, exhausting quickly claiming me, though already looking forward to the following night at work. The last time Gayleen and I had been together, she had hinted at the fact that maybe it wasn't all that safe, doing what we were doing in the parking lot after work. Her suggestion had been, that perhaps next time...we just go over to her place.
I didn't come out and say it of course, and once I had bonded with her again, I knew I'd know anyway. But I was pretty sure, we would soon be graduating from mutual masturbation, into a whole lot more.
I was looking forward to finding out, what it felt like when she came. It would be interesting in comparing the two.
I fell asleep with the sounds of the growing wind outside my window. The distant rumbling of thunder. Weather reports had indicated we were in for some fairly severe storms over the next few days. Frankly, I was looking forward to it. Lightning after all, truly fascinated me, and for good reason.
**
It was indeed a blustery day with plenty of high winds and rain when I got up the following morning. And as was usually the case, with the electricity in the air from the storm, I could feel it to some extent, this little trickle of what felt like a small tiny current coursing through me. I'd grown accustomed to that over the course of the years. And try as I might, even when I did, it didn't change the duration of my little spark. Neither did it add to it, or take away from it. It remained the same, even during an electrical storm. The only sensation I ever did feel, was that little tiny bit of current juicing through me that didn't seem to do anything else beyond that. I'd even gotten to the point where I hardly noticed it anymore, unless I actually thought about it, like I was doing now.
By the time I was ready to leave for work, it was really coming down. By the time I got to work, there was a thunder cell right over the top of us, or so it seemed anyway. Enormous flashes of lightning, followed by almost immediate claps and reverberating rumbles of thunder. I pulled the hood of my rain jacket up over my head, opened the car door preparing to run inside to the building and get out of the rain.
There's an interesting saying. Something about lightning never striking twice?
Well guess what. It did.
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It seemed weirdly familiar. Waking up, finding myself once again laying in a hospital bed. The only difference being, I hadn't been in a coma. Out for a while yes, obviously, though it couldn't have been that long. For one, Gayleen was the one standing outside my room talking to the doctor, mom and dad hadn't even shown up yet, which meant I couldn't have been here all that long. I sat up, feeling fine...better than fine actually, though my head hurt, had a bit of a headache, and was still a little woozy. But beyond that, I felt pretty good. And then my head cleared a little, I remembered the bright white flash of lightning, remembered the sensation of electricity running rampant inside my body. But that was all. Until waking up now however. The doctor looked in, saw me sitting up, immediately called for a nurse and then came walking into my room, followed by Gayleen. She must have told him she was my girlfriend, or fiancé for them to have let her in to see me, even before my parents had.
"Well, well...you're a very, very lucky man," he said going over my charts, looking at me and reading some more. "Say's here you were struck by lightning ten years ago, is that true?"
"Yes, yes...it is," I said realizing I had in fact been hit again, though I didn't feel injured in any way this time, not like the first time I'd been struck. "What happened anyway?" Though Gayleen answered before the doctor could respond. She'd been standing behind him off to one side, looking wild-eyed and panicked.
"You got hit by lightning! That's what happened! I thought you were frigging dead!" she excitedly exclaimed as tears now began running down her cheeks. "No shit Brian...I came out looking for you, you were late coming into work, which wasn't like you. And there you were, face down on the ground out in the parking lot, rain coming down...out like a light. I seriously thought you were dead! Couldn't see you breathing, couldn't find a pulse, though when the paramedics got there, they said they could feel one, a faint one. But...but," she was crying now almost hysterically.
"It's ok Gayleen, I'm fine...really, nothing broken, nothing melted," I tried assuring her.
"Which brings us to the strange part," the doctor now said jumping in again.
"The...the strange part?" I asked, now extremely curious. "What had happened?" I thought.
"Yeah, after the paramedics got you stabilized on the way in, though they said all your vitals were perfectly normal for the most part, it was when you finally came around, opened your eyes that they said they saw them glowing."
"Glowing?"
"Yeah, they said they saw this very faint blue light in your eyes."
"Maybe it was some sort of reflection or something, after all doc, I do have blue eyes."
"Not like that, they said it was the whites of your eyes that were actually blue in color, first time anyone had ever seen that before. Then later, after we got you in here, I looked at them again in a darker light, and they still seemed to have a faint trace of a blue glow. You mind if I have another look again now that it's been a couple of hours?"
I wasn't too thrilled about that. The last thing I wanted anyone doing was running a whole bunch of tests on me.
"Ok," I said hesitantly as he signaled for the nurse to turn the lights off in the room as he grabbed a small little light in order to look at my eyes with. He spent quite a bit of time doing that, and then just shook his head.
"Well, whatever it was, if it was...you seem perfectly fine now. Pupils respond and dilate, as they should, color is good, no apparent optical damage. And certainly no glowing," he finished once again signaling for the nurse to turn the lights back on. "I still want to keep you for at least twenty-four hours for observation, just to make sure we don't miss anything, or that something else doesn't pop up on us here. But...I think it's safe to say you don't appear to have any serious injuries. And again...consider yourself damn lucky. I don't think you were hit by a lightning strike directly, or we'd see some sort of burns or damage. But it must have hit very close by, to have knocked you out like that." He then wrote something else inside my chart, told the nurse to come in every few hours and see how I was doing, and then left. The nurse then informed me my parents were in fact on the way, and would be here any time now. She asked if Gayleen was staying for a bit, and she assured the nurse she would be, at least until such time as my parents arrived. With that, the nurse left, and Gayleen immediately came over to the bed, taking my hand in hers and looking at me.
"I don't care what anyone says Brian. I saw what I saw. You laying there in the parking lot, thunder and lightning all around, pouring rain coming down like crazy. But every time there was a flash of lightning, even halfway close...I swear," she paused as though wondering if she should even continue.
"Swear what?" I asked, now a bit nervous myself. "What'd you see Gayleen?"
"I'm not crazy, I saw what I saw Brian. Every time I saw flashes of lightning illuminating you in anyway, you...you Brian, you're entire body was glowing this bluish white color. Not just your eyes like the paramedics said, but your whole body!"
Admittedly, even I had to admit I was a little worried about what had happened to me, especially based on what she had seen, let alone what the paramedics initially thought they had. I wondered if I still had my ability, or if it had been altered in some way. I needed to get a hold of a penny soon in order to try it, test it out myself.
We locked eyes for a moment, then she leaned over my bed hugging me. "Oh Brian! I'm just so thankful you're ok," she sobbed hugging me tightly.
"I'm fine," I reassured her, then thinking to myself, "But I sure as hell was looking forward to maybe licking your pussy after work...damn storm!" I thought. Gayleen laughed, standing up again, her face blushing.
"Yeah...me too," she said. "And maybe even more than that. You must be feeling better if you're actually horny!"
I know my mouth was open, so I closed it. "Had she heard me?"
"Of course I heard you," she said, and then looked at me funny for a moment. My mouth hadn't moved. "I must be losing it," she suddenly said.
"What do you mean?"
She laughed again, nervously this time. "I thought you said something, but you didn't did you? I mean...I thought you did, but you didn't actually say what I thought I heard you say." She was rambling now, and we both knew it. "I...I think I'm just distraught, still a bit shaken, but incredibly thankful that nothing's wrong with you."
That's when I saw it. A small flicker of light in her eyes as she leaned closer to the bed looking at me. Like a tiny little flame, a small bluish light inside her pupils. Half panicked myself now, I imagined snuffing it out, and just like that...it went away. "Can you hear me now Gayleen?" I asked, thinking the question to myself, though she just smiled at me, stroking my forehead. "Would you like to fuck? Right here in the bed? Right now?" I thought again, but she just continued to stand there smiling her fingers soothingly caressing me. Obviously she couldn't. But now I knew something had changed, drastically, dramatically. And I was a bit worried. Now I had all sorts of new things I needed to learn about what had happened, if and how to control it. And more importantly...how long would this last if I now flicked my "Mind Bic!"
I needed to experiment, and quickly! Something simple perhaps. But I needed to learn how to control this better than I just had. There was too much danger, confusion in simply allowing my thoughts to be heard so easily, so clearly like that. Simply thinking something, and having Gayleen picking it up as easily as she had was far too risky. I again concentrated, this time imagining that little blue light, sure enough, I saw it inside my own head, a brief little spark, and then a flicker, it held.
"Gayleen?"
She now looked down at me again, eyes locking. "Though you're hearing this, you won't remember what I was saying...thinking, unless I say you can, understood?" I thought this... looking at her. Her expression once again looking a bit bewildered, confused. I had to think fast here or this could get out of control in a hurry. "Relax Gayleen...just listen, listen as though asleep, all is well, nothing is untoward here," I once again assured her. She did relax then, though her face took on an almost blank look, a faraway look as though she had in fact gone to sleep...almost as though she were now hypnotized in a way. I decided to work with that, see where this went, what I could do with it, with Gayleen while she was like this.
"Undo your blouse for me," I basically suggested. Surprisingly, she didn't move, didn't even begin to attempt doing that. I could see the struggle in her face, even felt it now as her emotions seemed to be playing tug of war with herself. I was missing something, something critical. She was more statue now than anything, even her fingers had stopped moving, now almost lifeless resting in position quite unnaturally against my face. There was a block of some sort, and I had to find a way around it, and quickly too. Someone could come walking in at any moment, not to mention my own parents. "We're alone Gayleen...no one even knows that we're here at the moment, we're all alone...we're safe. All I want to do is see those lovely breasts of yours Gayleen, that's all. You know that, you want to show me, to please me. Go ahead Gayleen, its ok, show me your tits."
This time I saw her face totally relax, still a bit vacant looking in the eyes though. I'd need to work on that. But now her hands moved, Gayleen stood up, her fingers deftly and quickly beginning to undo the buttons on her blouse. In moments, she had opened it, her bra clad breasts totally and completely exposed.
"Thank you Gayleen, I enjoyed that." I thought once again, seeing her smiling now. "It's ok, you can do your blouse up again. All you'll remember is thinking how you'd have liked to have flashed me, perhaps tease me a little after you've done it up again. You won't remember actually doing it, or that we've had this conversation beyond the simple fantasy that you momentarily entertained about doing that." In my mind, I snuffed out the little flame. And as I did, I saw the tiny pinpoint of light inside her pupils likewise flicker out. She giggled.
"What?"
"I must be feeling better now too, especially knowing you are."
"And why's that?"
"Because now I'm feeling horny...even contemplating doing something I would never, ever do. Especially in a place like this, with so many people around."
"And that is?" I grinned mischievously at her.
Gayleen turned looking behind her quickly, and then hurriedly undid the buttons on her blouse again, only this time, after she had done that, she grabbed the cups of her bra, lifting them up and over, baring her breasts, flashing me. As quickly as she had however, she pulled her bra down again, likewise re-buttoning her blouse.
"I can't believe I just did that! What a rush!" She laughed openly.
"I can't believe you did that either," I thought to myself. "But you did...didn't you?" I asked myself again, making a mental note of that. Something to ponder on in greater detail later.
Just then my parents arrived however, Gayleen excusing herself after briefly talking to them. Mom of course dashing immediately into the room, dad not far behind her as he first finished thanking Gayleen for calling the paramedics and getting me in here.
"I'll come...visit you tomorrow!" Gayleen promised and then turned heading down the hall towards the elevators.
Although glad to see mom and dad, and assuring them that everything was fine, and that I was certainly alright, I now wanted to experiment some more, learn where my limitations were, if any. And more importantly, what could I do with this now? How long would it last? And just how much stronger was it? It seemed to be, I could sense and feel that much. But what did it all mean?
**
I was tired, after everything that had happened, the emotional strain of whatever changes had taken place must have shown on my face. Almost gratefully so when the nurse as instructed dropped in to check on me. "I think I really could use some sleep now," I told my parents. After once again being reassured by me, and the nurse, they finally left, though like Gayleen, promising to be there first thing in the morning. I watched them leave, grateful they had come, but just as happy they were now leaving. I was anxious to experiment a little.
"Are you hungry?" The nurse now asked me. She was a petite looking Latin American, long dark hair, dark brown eyes and olive complexion. I liked her smile. She seemed curiously interested in me too, bustling about, tucking in my sheets, taking my blood pressure and temperature as we talked.
"A little," I had responded. "Mostly thirsty though, if I could perhaps get something to drink?"
I had noticed the name on her badge just over her left breast. "Carla" it said. "Carla Rodriguez, RN".
"Sure. What would you like?" She said looking at me directly now. I flicked my Bic, thinking quickly as I did. In the dim light of the room, I could see the tiny flicker of light in her own eyes.
"Hear me and listen," I said quickly thinking it. "All you'll remember is having gone about your duties, just as you always do, nothing more unless I suggest it, understood?" Carla nodded her head. "Good...in addition to some food, and something to drink which you'll do, remembering our conversation, that is all you'll remember doing, other than what I've already suggested to you, but right now...what I want you to do for me, is give me a hand-job. Will you do that for me Carla? Give me a nice sensual, pleasuring hand-job?"
Unlike with Gayleen, I felt little or no hesitation, no real internal struggle. I sensed even as she moved closer to my bed, her hand already slipping beneath the sheets, grasping my rapidly stiffening cock, this was something she had done before. I sensed it, sensed her thoughts, the obvious excitement, that element of danger perhaps that she'd experienced before. This wasn't new to her. And now I knew that! She stood next to me, looking down, smiling, her hand starting to caress and methodically stroke my cock there beneath the sheets. I spoke to her openly.
"I take it you've done this before yes?"
"Yes," she almost whispered, still smiling.
"Tell me about it. Tell me how and where you've done this before, while you're doing me. I want to hear it, it arouses me, it arouses you in the telling," I spoke. Already I could see her nipples were getting hard, even beneath the uniform she was wearing. For as petite as she was, she still had nice-sized breasts, and obviously large thick nipples for them to be showing so suddenly and so easily beneath the confining material.
Still stroking and teasing my cock there beneath the sheet, she began sharing her story with me.
"A few months ago, there was a man came in, he'd been in some sort of an industrial accident, had broken both his arms severely. Needless to say, they'd been cast, and for the better part of a week, he was likewise immobilized. We had to do everything for him of course, feeding him by hand, taking care of other personal needs and requirements for him because he couldn't do so for himself. All part of the job. Anyway...I'd come in for the evening shift, he was scheduled for a sponge bath, though reluctant and very nervous about my giving him one. Which I soon discovered as to why. He became aroused of course, which some men very often do. Again, we expect it, though going about our business, taught to ignore, pretend, even overlook it at times. That usually does the trick. Once they relax, 'it' relaxes," she laughed softly. "Except in this case...he stayed hard. Very...very hard. And he happened to have a very large one too. Very noticeable, hard not too...pardon the pun here. But his prick was tenting the sheet, seriously...just the way yours is doing now, only quite a bit more even. He was embarrassed obviously...but highly aroused too. I felt sorry for him. Very sorry. He'd been here nearly a week at this point, few if any visitors, mostly coworkers, unmarried as I'd eventually learned. Perhaps it was because he was. Because he was so attractive, and so vulnerable, that when he pleaded with me, pleaded with me to do something about it, something...anything...that I then did to him, what I am doing to you now."
"So you jerked him off, in order to help him out...relax him, satisfy his desperate need."
"Yes...I did," she said sounding almost dreamily as she said that, remembering, suddenly images filling my head of that moment, clear as day. I could see his face, see the room he was in, Carla, standing there beside him, just as she was with me. And she was right too, he had an enormous dick! It was huge! And then I saw something else, something as she thought ahead, still remembering.
"But then he got worried, got nervous about coming, what would happen, where he'd spurt, the mess he would soon be making."
"Yes he did," she said, once again sounding dreamily, almost far off as she spoke.
"And he voiced those concerns to you, asking you what he should do...getting close then as he was."
"Yes he did," she said again. "But I'd already made up my mind how to handle it," she grinned looking at me, just as I saw in my mind the same smile on her face when she'd looked down at him.
"You're going to take my thick creamy load into your mouth, swallow it aren't you?" I asked.
"Yes I am," she grinned devilishly at me. "Whenever you're ready."
"I'm almost there now," I informed her. "Go ahead Carla, suck my cock...drink and swallow down my come for me."
Nervously she did look behind her, over her shoulder.
"Don't worry, if I see anyone, I'll say your name. If you hear it again, all will be as it was as I told you. You're just here performing your duty, your tasks...and on the way out to get me that drink I'd asked for earlier. Understood?"
She again nodded her head in understanding of that.
"Good. Very, very good. Now...suck my cock, suck it well, and make me cum. Make me cum baby, let me squirt off into that pretty little mouth of yours."
Carla lifted the sheet, leaned forward and devoured my cock, sucking it furiously. Moments later I was spurting what felt like a gallon of cream into her mouth. After she had finished doing that, I suggested she might want to have a drink of water, which would be the reminder to her to go and get me a drink of soda, as I'd asked. "Carla?" I said severing the connection almost immediately. She stood looking momentarily perplexed perhaps, but then shrugging it off.
"So...I'll get that soda for you, and then we'll see about getting you something to eat, and perhaps...if you'd like it, a nice sponge bath later on, just before bed."
That one I had "suggested", so it was nice to see her coming up with that one all by herself, no longer under the influence of anything. It was nice to know, that one had worked too. I had learned a lot, but I still had a lot to learn. One thing was for certain however, it had been longer than fifteen minutes in total between Gayleen and Carla. If there was a limitation to the duration of this, I still hadn't found it yet. But I wasn't done yet either.
**
Carla had returned with my soda, and shortly after that with something to eat, which wasn't half bad considering I wasn't on any kind of diet restrictions. I enjoyed my meal, watched a little TV, though most sat there thinking. This was in some ways far more complicated for me than just using the penny. At least then, I had an idea of how much time I had, and what limitations I had in using it. Now, though it seemed the ability was far stronger, and thus far more complex, I was almost back to square one here, in trying to figure out how to use it. And use it safely in doing so. What limitation I had, if any...remained to be seen. There were obvious obstacles. It still appeared that one could not force anyone into doing something against their nature. However, I was finding that there were subtle ways around that. Provided the person felt safe, that there was no threat, or coercion against what their own morals were perhaps, then it appeared to go pretty smoothly. It was when bumping up against that, that the "statue" effect came into play, which is what I now called it. Another nurse had come in to draw some blood, and I had taken that moment, and that opportunity to experiment again, something just as simple. The suggestion to her to likewise show me her tits, had resulted in her sitting there like a zombie, unmoving. It took a while to shake her free from that too, which was a bit unnerving. Her just sitting there, staring off into space having just begun to wrap the large elastic band around my arm prior to drawing blood. Eventually I got through to her, erasing what I'd said, even suggested. She came around, looking slightly bewildered, though only for a moment, and then finished her job, soon after leaving.



So there were indeed limitations. I would learn now to gently probe a person's thoughts, see if they had inclinations in doing something that I might suggest, before actually suggesting it. That seemed to be the key here as I gradually found out.
Carla returned soon after the hospital settled in for the night. All was mostly quiet, Carla making quicker than usual rounds before coming into my room.
"How about that sponge bath before you settle in for the night?" She asked bringing in the things she would need with her in doing so.
"Sounds great. But before we do that, I need to use the restroom, but I'm still feeling a bit shaky here. Mind giving me a hand into the bathroom?" I asked. Carla came over to the bed, slipping her arm around me, one hand in hers as together we slowly walked across the room heading towards the restroom. I looked at her, once again flicking my Bic so to speak, though knowing know I would begin calling it something else. More like "sparking" as I imagined it, saw it...and almost always then saw that same little flicker of light in a person's eyes once I'd established that connection with them. Which was the case now in fact as Carla looked back at me.
She hadn't told me everything. There was more. A lot more. As I probed her thoughts, looking for a link, something to point me in the right direction here as to what she would...or wouldn't do. I discovered something. I found something curiously remarkable, a bit frightening even, yet totally amazing and remarkable. I saw the little light, and it was as though I could walk towards it, if that makes any sense...somehow following it. It seemed to elongate, turning into a pathway. I continued to follow it, though more thought than substance. Like a neuropath way, guiding me on. It abruptly ended, though when it did, it was like seeing a door opened, opening thoughts still held, locked away, secreted away perhaps, yet still there. It felt as though I had gone in through a back way for lack of a better way to describe it. Consciously, I was communicating with Carla about using the restroom, needing her help. On a subconscious level, I was accessing her thoughts, hidden away thoughts, that she herself wasn't even thinking about. It was the strangest, weirdest sensation. I was...where she wasn't. And almost instantaneously, I learned everything there was to know about Carla and the guy she had told me about. It was as though she had this tiny little section of memory, reserved away just for him. Like a single small book on a shelf, filled with volume after volume of additional memories.
Maybe it was me. Maybe this was how I had to see it in order to understand it. But as I pictured that, it's how I saw it. A full and complete library. Some books were dusty as though they hadn't been accessed for god knows how long. Others newer, clean looking, though most had no titles to them, or if they did there still wasn't much I fully understood, just bits and pieces of things. Abstract things, having no clear meaning to me, though perhaps they did for her. This one however, was indeed marked clear as day. "Broken arms guy," I even chuckled outwardly. Carla didn't even remember his name, only filing her memories and thoughts of him this way. "Broken arms guy, with a really big dick" as I finally made out the full elongated title she had filed him away by.
Oh yeah. She'd done more with him. A lot more.
Once inside the bathroom, I turned towards her, throwing out the immediate thought. "We're safe in here...know one will ever know," I told her silently. "You'd like to fuck me wouldn't you Carla? Don't be afraid, admit it if you'd like to do that, tell me...show me that's what you're thinking about if you would."
I lifted my hand towards her breast, caressing her, pressing her back against the door. She lowered her hand down between my legs, easily parting the flimsy hospital gown I had on. Obviously nothing on underneath it.
"I want to fuck you," she told me.
"I know," I thought back without saying it, though she seemed to hear it anyway, accepting it, grinning from ear to ear. She now reached up, undoing her uniform top, her breasts coming into view as she likewise undid the front clasp for this particular bra she was wearing. I'd been correct in my assumption earlier. She had amazingly thick hard nipples, each one standing proud and erect now as I gathered them both between my fingers, gently massaging and rolling them around. She now hiked up her uniform skirt.
"Hurry, take off my panties," she told me urgently. "Take them off! Fuck me! Fuck me hard...fast, and deep!"
These were her words, not mine. I had only opened the book, causing her to remember, to feel the excitement, the passion again. Using it, interjecting myself, creating a new book, which now had my name on it. We began writing in it together.
I pulled her panties down her legs. She kicked them off to one side. Lifting her skirt again, I saw the tiny strip of dark fur just above her mons. I ran my hands down through it, down further, reaching the silkiness of her now very wet pussy. Lightly dragging a finger back up her furrow, now teasing her clit. Carla moaned, sinking her hands into my shoulders, though turning, bending forward, leaning against the door.
"Fuck me Brian, please...fuck me, fuck me hard deep and fast!" she stated once again, even more urgently this time.
I was only too happy to comply with her request.
**
I plowed into her, just as she wanted it. In one lunge, one deep penetrating plunge into her silken cavern, I was suddenly balls deep. She grunted, the thrust taking her breath away, though she cried out pleasurably seconds later.
"Again!"
I pulled out, almost all the way, and then shoved, impaling her just a deeply, now grinding against her, pushing her into the door.
"Fuck me you prick! Fuck me! Fuck my cunt! Fuck it! Fuck it! Fuck meeeeeee!" She wailed as I began doing just that.
I could sense her pleasure. Just like before, sensing and feeling her joy, every bit as fully as my own. The oddness of her pussy, like having one. Feeling a cock...my cock, sliding in and out, the nerve endings of her sweet little clit, firing off like a myriad of differing synapses, sending signals to her brain, as well as my own. The pleasure centers of each merged, joined...combined as I continued to fuck her into oblivion, and likewise...myself. I felt her climax begin, triggering my own, or was it my own triggering hers? It mattered not. We came as one. Powerfully, forcefully...totally. The climax itself once again beyond anything I had ever experienced before. But likewise...so was it for her as well. She screamed, hoping the closed door would muffle the sound of our mutual explosion as her cunt clenched around my cock, milking it fully. Spurt after delicious spurt firing off inside her womb, bathing the sweet tight fuck tunnel that still gripped me.
We both collapsed, slithering down the door onto the floor where we lay in a heap together, trying to catch our collective breaths.
"Oh my god...my god! I swear it Brian, never...never have I. Never, ever...have I ever been fucked quite like that!"
And I knew, without a shadow of a doubt, she never had been either, or at least felt or had an orgasm quite like that. But then again...neither had I.
**
After we had finally gathered ourselves together again, only then did I interject my thoughts, through the back-door so to speak.
"You'll remember this, but only if you want to Carla. If you enjoyed it, if it's something that doesn't cause you worry or concern, then enjoy it, remember it, even reflect on it, and possibly entertain the thought of doing so again if we can. If however, now knowing...realizing what we just did. If it bothers you in the least, causes you grief. Then this never happened. You won't remember it, all you will remember is giving me the sponge bath. The minute I say your name, the choice will be yours."
I let go of the spark, letting it wink out once we'd reached my bed again, climbing back in.
"Thank you...Carla," I told her.
"No, thank you!" She said winking, and then grinning at me. "Sorry we couldn't give you the sponge bath, perhaps tomorrow, if you're still here," she told me. "But...that was far fucking better, at least for me anyway."
"Yeah...me too Carla. Way fucking better!"
**
After the little bit I had learned however, I was now anxious to experiment further. I needed to confirm my findings, write everything down of course, and then do it again. I was anxious to see Gayleen, but even more anxious to again see Carol. Between the two of them, I could practice, again hone my skills, and find what limitations to this there still might be. And then after being secure with that, trying it elsewhere perhaps. Trying it on people I knew, as well as people I didn't know. The possibilities here, were endless. What would I discover? What could I find out, make people do...or find I could not? I was excited just thinking about it, got very little sleep as I sat there in my bed. Carla once came in to check on me, but I feigned sleep then. A short time later, another nurse, this one much, much older had taken over her shift. Only then making her rounds, just before morning. She wasn't much to look at. Perhaps she'd looked a lot better in her day, with much less weight, worry lines, and age now giving her a sour, almost burly appearance. She came in, professional, businesslike, going about her work as she once again prepared to take my blood pressure, hopefully for the last damn time. I looked her in the eyes, made the spark, saw the same light in her eyes...and held her there momentarily.
"Now then, what deep dark secrets do you have?" I asked as I now followed the pathway of that little blue light as it stretched out through the corridor of her mind.
What I found made the hairs on the back of my neck stand straight up. After I had checked out the following morning, I made an anonymous call to the police station. I informed them of a particular nurse, her name of course, where she worked. And the fact that they should start with her, looking into inexplicable deaths lately. Particularly those of elderly men in that particular hospital. There had been several over the course of the last few years. Not enough to really raise any suspicions, or questions. No, she was too smart for that, too careful, except where she kept a secret diary, and press clippings, obituaries, those of each man's life she had taken. I saw the secret place in her apartment. The section of floor just inside her closet. Everything the police would need in piecing all of this together. Complete with a lock of hair, from each and every one of her victims.
Sometimes being the "good-guy" even if it was only part-time, had its rewards. Though I still wasn't quite ready to put on the cape yet. Unless it was a gray one...then maybe.
But...I had hopefully done my good deed for the day. I'd gotten a crazy woman off the streets, as the headlines would prove themselves out a day later, after she'd been arrested, and what I'd given over to them found out.
What I needed now however, was a little diversion, something a bit more interesting and fun for me. It was time to go over and see Carol again.
**
Having taken my doctors advice, I'd decided to take off both Friday, as well as Monday from work and school, thus giving myself a nice long weekend to recoup, though again I felt fine...more than under the new unusual circumstances. And I was still anxious to see Carol again too, so on a spur of the moment, I headed over to her place, hoping to catch her at home. I knew she worked as a realtor, but only when she had too. Most of the time, she was home. Unfortunately, her car wasn't in the driveway, but Jenny's was. Unusual too, as Jenny was still in high school.
"Hmm," I thought, wondering. And though I really had no expectations, and certainly wasn't about to muddy up the water so to speak, it was the perfect opportunity to test things out once again, on someone new, but also on someone I was reasonably familiar with. Ever since we'd been kids, Jenny and I hadn't ever really gotten along all that well. In fact, the older she got, it seemed the more she came to despise me for some reason. Just before "Jim" as he was now called, had gone off to college, we'd spent those last few weeks hanging around together, very much of it at his place, though even back then, I enjoyed it when we did, spending more time around Carol, getting to know her a lot better too. Whenever Jenny was there however, she'd give me the evil eye, or say something obnoxious, or purposely try to spoil some movie or sports program we were watching, turning off the TV, and then running away with the remote. Once, I had actually chased her all the way down the hallway, just barely grabbing her before she could close the door to her room. She'd shoved the remote down the front of her blouse, daring me to get it.
I did. She was pissed at me for weeks after that. Silly me.
Needless to say I wasn't at all surprised when Jenny answered the door. Though I was slightly surprised in the way she had answered it, no doubt...only because her mother wasn't home for one thing. Or perhaps...she was expecting someone else besides me. She was clearly surprised, and then just as quickly, agitated by my presence.
"What are you doing here?" She asked standing behind the screen door.
"Well if you must know, I was talking to your mother about UCLA, am considering going there in the fall. Had a couple of additional questions for her about it," I began.
"Well she's not here. Won't be home until later on this evening, she's showing a house." Jenny actually started to close the inside door on me.
"Wait! Can I at least leave her a message or something?" I asked, figuring...knowing Jenny, she wouldn't bother telling her mother I had even been by.
"I guess," she said folding her arms beneath her breasts, glaring at me. I stood looking back at her.
"I'll need some paper, and something to write on it with, can I borrow something?" I asked feeling a little agitated towards her myself now. This is the way it had always been between us, for more years than I could even begin to remember. "And why is that?" I suddenly asked myself. "Why does Jenny hate me so damn much anyway?" It suddenly became a secret I'd like to ferret out now...especially since I could.
"I suppose," she finally said stepping back, the only indication I was actually being invited in. I opened the screen door, stepped inside capturing her eyes directly as I did so. And summoned the little spark.
"You're fine...we're fine," I assured her. "Now...just stand there, as though dreaming, but awake, and answer me this then Jenny...why is it that you hate me so much anyway?"
I saw the pathway, followed it, the door to my question just beyond. Already Jenny's deep dark secret thoughts betraying her. I sensed her response, even as she spoke, answering. Her tone not quite as ambivalent towards me as it had been. "I don't hate you Brian, I just don't like you very much is all," she said hedging her bet here. Even as our minds spoke, communicating on this conscious plain, I was already entering through the back door, the secrets to her thoughts soon revealed to me as I entered in, once again finding a library, which is how I still think I needed to see it, in order to understand what I was seeing...doing. Not too surprisingly perhaps, there wasn't that many books here, not too many with dust on them either, and those books, small ones...reminding me very much of the thin children's books we used to read. Only there was one...mixed in amongst a few of those. Slightly larger, a bit thicker perhaps as I picked it up. It was called, "I was in love with you Brian Jones! And you were mean to me because of it!"
It's how she had filed this one away. And now I knew the reason, but not the entire story. I decided to dig a little deeper as consciously, I now told Jenny to lead me into the house where I could get some pen and paper from her. We did that, me tagging along inside her head along for the ride as she searched out her mother's bill cabinet. All the while, hearing her thoughts, as well as reading and discovering her secret ones. Like being in two places at the same time, which in a sense...I really was.
"I hate you Brian Jones, for not being the one that I eventually lost my virginity too, when all I ever wanted was for you to be the one when the time came. I hate you for never noticing me, for being two...count em, just two fucking years older than me, but never even giving me a moment's notice. I happen to have tits too you know, and nice ones too! Though you'll sure as hell never see them, not now anyway. Especially since you'll be leaving to go off to school soon, and then...just like my brother, see you what...once? Twice a year if I'm lucky? No! Fuck you Brian. Fuck you for making me love you...and hate you, all at the same time!"
"Here," she then said digging out a note pad and a pen, all but throwing them at me. "Write your note...I'll make sure she gets it."
I looked at her, smiling, disarming her a bit as I wrote. "I must say Jenny, you've really changed you know, a lot since we really hung around one another. You're beautiful in fact, and I bet, you're probably one of the most popular girls in the school now these days aren't you?" I looked up, handing her the note. Her mouth was open, her eyes wide in surprise, perhaps shock even.
"I ah...I ah, well...I..." "Read the note Jenny," I told her, ready to project my thought into her head as she did so.
She read, "If you really do hate me as much as you say you do...then I'll leave, and I won't come back here and bother you again, not ever. If however, you still feel something towards me, the way I think you do...then let's get rid of that hate, maybe develop something else, maybe even be good friends, or better friends...or perhaps even, lovers. It's entirely up to you Jenny, your call. What's it going to be?"
I reached out, taking the note back, slipping it into my pocket as she stood there, that statue effect, for a moment at least. Indecision playing havoc with her emotions, feelings...reality.
"You...you really think I've changed? That I'm...I'm..."
"Beautiful? Yes I do Jenny. And I could honestly kick myself, for not really paying any attention to you until now. But to be perfectly honest about it, I figured you never really did like me, so what was the point? Why make a fool out of myself chasing a girl who didn't really want to have anything to do with me? No sense making things worse than they already were, which is why...I would hope that at least now, now that you are older and more mature, we can both put those silly thoughts and times behind us. What do you say?"
"What I say is...mom's not going to be home for several hours, how about you and I sit down and have a nice quiet little chat."
I smiled at her. "I'd like that," I said. "I think it's about time the two of us buried the hatchet."
She smiled back, turning, walking into the family den, though I could see her hands doing something as she did that, entering, turning around. She'd undone the buttons on her blouse, she wasn't wearing a bra either. "Oh, I think it's way past doing anything like that Brian. In fact...I was thinking along the lines of burying something else, what do you think?" She slipped out of her blouse now, wearing only a pair of white cotton panties, the one's I'd been surprised to see her standing there in when she opened the door.
As I had done with Carla, I told her mentally, if this was really something she wanted, would feel good about having done afterwards, then she could keep the book. If not...I would hand her the second note I had also written. This one for her mom, and that one, is the only one she'd remember my giving her just before I turned and left.



"Alright Jenny, all up to you now...do I stay? Or do I go?"
"Get your pants off," she said leering at me. "Let's see what it is I've been fantasizing about now for all these years!"
As I began to undress, looking at her, I also realized this could get very, very tricky. I had every intention of seeing where I could likewise take this with her mother, with Carol. But I also knew I didn't want to fuck either relationship up either. This would take some additional thinking no doubt, as to how to do that. But right now, I had other business to attend to. For one, I now had a very gorgeous, blue-eyed blonde, with nice firm breasts, pink nipples, and a very, very bare pussy, all puffy and swollen...just waiting for me.
I'd worry about the other details later...
To be continued...
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I sat down on the couch next to Jenny, the two of us naked now. We kissed, hands everywhere at once it seemed, touching, exploring, teasing one another wildly. And as we did that, I sought the little light inside her mind, wanting to explore her in other ways. For one, I wanted to ensure this was indeed something she wanted, that I hadn't inadvertently implanted a thought or desire of my own that wasn't in line with her own desires. As I did that, I discovered something else too. Not only was there one little dancing spark of light, but two. I knew one was hers, one was mine, though how I knew that, sensed that...I didn't know. They danced together, circling one another just as we were doing physically. I sensed the joy, peace and excitement within the two lights as they sometimes joined, becoming one, and then separating again almost with a sense of loss briefly. But I now knew without any doubt whatsoever, this was something Jenny had been dreaming of, wanting...for a very, very long time.
I felt better about this, elated in fact, running my hands over and around her gorgeous breasts, familiarizing myself with them, teasing and tapping her hard little nipples with my finger tips. But I was still troubled and worried too. Having now made peace, having now made this intimate connection with Jenny, I didn't want this causing problems later on between her and her mother. I felt almost guilty sitting here now, realizing this. I had every intention of exploring more of the same with Carol as well. But how could I accomplish that without causing either one of them pain or grief should either one of them learn of my involvement with the other? That was something I had to find an answer to, and soon.
But I was getting better at this "being in two places at once thing," as I now saw it. Physically speaking, acting, moving and communicating on the waking level, and yet...thoughts which I knew were my own, asking...seeking, searching and exploring inside that subconscious place within a person's mind, where they themselves were not thinking. The library, the books of their memories carefully arranged, sitting on the shelves waiting to be opened, accessed and read again. Or others, much like the one I was looking at now. Open, laying on a small desk (did I just create that? Or did she?) Blank pages, suddenly being written in, words almost magically appearing, filling each as the pages turned. In some ways it was a bit disconcerting, and yet I managed it. Talking verbally, communicating with words and actions...like now, kissing her deeply, tongues fencing and toying with one another, hands caressing one another's genitals. And yet...my thoughts, lingering here inside her mind, our twin lights still sparing, intermingling with one another, this new book now being written in even as I stood here.
And then something new happened. Totally, and completely unexpectedly, almost causing me to release the little spark I was holding onto. It was so startling, that at first I didn't know how to react to it. So much so, I myself became a statue, though only for a moment, only long enough for Jenny to ask me in the physical, if I was ok...if anything was wrong. I shook it off, assuring her everything was just fine, that I was just still blown away we were now doing what we were. She laughed at that, pulled my head down to her breast, and told me to suck it, which I began doing.
And while doing that...I saw one of her other books suddenly come off the shelf. It was a large, thick, almost heavy looking book. It had one word, one title on the spine. It read simply, "Mom".
Of course I realized it wasn't necessary to actually "read the book," after all, these were just thoughts she was having, thinking...even as we kissed, even as we mutually masturbated one another, pleasuring one another, sitting there on the couch together side-by-side. The book was literally, and figuratively speaking, just a sign...an indication she was thinking something else. Accessing memories, or making new ones. The fact that it was with regards to her mother in some way though, intrigued me, worried me a bit. I relaxed, intercepted her thoughts as she had them.
"I wonder what mom will think when I tell her about this. After all this time, we're finally going to do it...be together, he's going to fuck me...no, make love to me. Brian's soon going to have this gorgeous hard cock of his buried deep inside my pussy!"
"Shit!" I actually thought, and saying it aloud.
"What?" She asked, her secret private thoughts suddenly evaporating, the "mom" book disappearing, back on the shelf again, for the moment anyway. "What's wrong?"
"Oh...ah, nothing, not really. I was just thinking...well hell Jenny, it's not like I was expecting this. I ah...don't have anything. You know?"
She laughed then, relaxing again. "Don't worry about it. I'm on the pill, have been for a couple of years now. No need to worry," she giggled again. "So does that mean you DO want to fuck me?" She asked.
"No actually," I said seeing her eyes widen a bit. "What I'm going to do however...is make love to you. How does that sound?"
"It sounds...perfect. But not here. Let's go upstairs to my room."
I followed her, but as I did...I attempted to do something. Something totally foreign, something so risky that I wasn't sure it would even work. But I had no choice now. I had to do something, something to protect not only myself, but Jenny, and her mother too. As we climbed the stairs together, I accessed her "mom" book. In my mind, opening it, turning to the last page where she'd left off...reading back, and then mentally erasing what I felt she couldn't share with her mother. And there I wrote:
"Under no circumstances...ever...will you share anything with your mother about us. Every time you even think about doing so, you will immediately erase that thought from your mind. If you even hear anything with regards to that, from any other source, including your mother, those words will likewise be immediately forgotten as though never spoken, never shared. They simply will not exist!" I don't know why, but I added an exclamation point. It was like putting a lock on the passage, or writing it in her private book with permanent ink that could never be erased. As a safeguard, I then added a few more lines, another form of security perhaps, protection, though this one I still wasn't sure of. Perhaps later, when the moment was right, I'd test it out. For the time being however, I had done everything I could think of to do. I then put the book back on the shelf, rejoining her thoughts again as we entered her bedroom. Curious...I asked her.
"Jenny? Because I have every intention of fucking your mother later, I don't want that to ever be an issue between us, ok? What we do, what we share...is between us. Likewise for your mother and I? Understood?"
Once again, almost trancelike, I felt her accessing that book, thoughts confused momentarily, the statue effect briefly taking place. She read the passage, smiled, and came back into herself again, grinning at me.
"Ok," she said almost dreamily, and then back to her "now" self...the physical side of her, as her eyes cleared, focusing on me now. "We'll keep all this just between you and I," she assured me. "Now Brian...come make love to me, though I still want to hear you tell me how much you like fucking my pussy." She made no comment, no mention of the fact I'd just told her I had planned on fucking her mother too. Obviously, the block, the passage I had written inside that book was doing what it was supposed to do.
Problem solved, at least on Jenny's side. But I now knew I could do the same thing with her mother when I saw her again. But right now though, I had a pussy to fuck. And oddly enough, I didn't want any more distractions other than just the two of us, pleasuring and enjoying one another. For the time being, I snuffed out the little spark. I'd bring it back again when the two of us got close to climaxing.
I was curious to see just how intense her orgasms were!
**
Before we really got down to business, Jenny spread out a large thick towel across her bed, and then having me lay down on my back as she straddled me. I already knew, this was her favorite position, so had even suggested it to her, seeing her eyes light up with arousal and excitement.
"What's the towel for anyway?" I asked.
"You'll see soon enough," she giggled. "Let's just say...I tend to get wet. Very...very wet."
I was already looking forward to that, to experiencing that with her, and letting her experience my orgasm as well, though she really had no clue that she eventually would be. Without actually inserting my cock yet, she lay prone over me, her firm full breasts pressing against my chest, the softness of them arousing and exciting me even more. I could feel the slickness of her pussy, the folds of her cunt already wrapping themselves gingerly about my hard stiff cock, not yet inside her, but against her.
"How's that feel?" She asked sliding against me, teasing my cock with her slick moist cunt.
"Heavenly," I told her, meaning it. Briefly enjoying the solitude of my own thoughts, not yet sharing those with her, or she with me either for that matter. As much as I had learned, and still had to learn, I also enjoyed this separation too. Being myself, allowing Jenny for the most part, to now be herself as well. Even discovery in this way, had its moment.
"I've been thinking...fantasizing about this moment for years Brian," she told me as she continued to slither up and down my hard stiff cock.
"I know Jenny...me too, though I never told you of course, never let you know that I had, or that I did."
She smiled at that, a tear actually coming into her eyes. "Did you know that I still have a tee shirt of yours? Something you once left here, I stole it." She giggled. "Every once in a while, I'd wear it to bed. For a time, it still had your smell on it, until mom washed it..." she added giggling again. "But I used to pretend you where there in bed with me, making love to me, like we are now. I'd caress my breasts, imagine it was your hands caressing me, and then touching...fingering me, fingering myself as I imagined the two of us fucking."
I had in fact done the same, though never telling anyone of course. Especially her. Thinking at the time that Jenny despised me, hated me...which in a way she did, though for reasons at the time I hadn't understood. Now I did.
"I would come so hard thinking about you, thinking about this...wondering if we'd ever actually be doing anything like this together."
"We are now," I all but whispered to her. She reached down, guiding me up, placing me, and then looked at me, and slowly, inch by precious inch, began easing herself down over my straining shaft. "Oh god! You're in me Brian! You're finally in me!"
"Yes I am baby...yes...I...am!"
I locked eyes with her again, felt and made the little spark inside the two of us. Felt it merge, mingle, dancing once again, just as we were. Just as Jenny began riding up and down my shaft, impaling herself, impaling me. I felt the sense of rapture, bliss, coming from us both, as I knew she did. I could feel, sense her secretions, the moisture, the smells, every one intensified. And by the look in her eyes, the jumble of pleasure suddenly consuming her mind and thoughts, almost too much to distinguish between, too rapid...we fucked. Our passion, ecstasy, joy increasing two fold, and then ten.
"Oh my god!" She screamed at the top of her lungs. And we exploded, together...as one. Me a fountain inside her, she...a fountain outside, drenching me.
It was again, a new...interesting sensation, feeling her squirt like that, as though I was doing it myself...and she, likewise, no doubt feeling the same exact intensity as well. Each and every pulsation of my prick as it threw rope after rope of semen into her pussy. Her body convulsing, jerking almost spasmodically as we shared this climatic bliss together. We collapsed in a heap, blackness consuming us both, a universe of stars all around. And I felt, as though, for a moment anyway, we were a part of them. Or maybe...just maybe, they were a part of us.
**
By the time I got home, mom was standing in the kitchen fixing dinner. Though I could see by the look on her face, she wasn't as happy as she normally was, though she tried hiding it as she spoke to me.
"Dinner will be ready in about an hour or so...I'm running just a little late," she added trying to smile. But I could see just in the way she was acting, something was up. I walked over to her, lifting her chin up, giving her a quick loving kiss, though I flicked my Bic, created the spark, and quickly accessed her recent thoughts.
She and dad had had a silly fight, over nothing really. With the recent events they had both been stressed. Mom's way of dealing with that, had been through the need to be held, even caressed, made love to as a way of recovering from that. Dad was just the opposite. Always had been. He'd withdraw, become consumed in some TV program, or perhaps a book, totally ignoring mom, oblivious to her present needs. They were exact opposites.
"Mom," I said holding her...speaking to her. In a minute I will give you a reason to forget all about dinner. When I do that, you're going to go upstairs, take a nice long leisurely bath. After which, you're going to put on something sexy, something very, very sexy and revealing for dad. You'll then come down stairs wearing it, surprising him, as it's early evening. But it's ok, he'll know by then...as you will, that I won't be home for the evening. The two of you will come together then, pleasure and enjoy one another in ways that perhaps you haven't done in years."
And with that, I released her, winking out the little spark.
"Don't worry about me," I told her. "I already have plans for the evening, so I probably won't even be home at all tonight," I now informed her. "Why don't you and dad just plan on having an evening to yourselves? How does that sound?"
She smiled. Smiling in a way that told me she was already thinking about the suggestion I'd just given her. Almost mischievous in her response back to me. "Planning on a little late night fun?" She asked, which was not totally out of character for her, but bordering on it.
"I am yes..." I responded back kissing her on the cheek, giving her a friendly hug. "So, since I am...why don't you go and relax, forget all about dinner, and enjoy an nice romantic evening with dad." She giggled like a schoolgirl, even reaching over, turning off the stove.
"You know? That's not a bad idea, I think I'm going to do just that!" She removed her apron, once again kissing me, lovingly. "Just don't do anything I wouldn't do," she laughed again, and then turned, almost racing up the stairs. I shook my head, dad was in for one big fucking surprise, but not if I left him sitting there the way he was either. I walked in to the den. He was reading the paper.
"Dad?" He looked up. Our eyes locked. I planted a suggestion, though he seemed to resist it for some reason. Dad was being difficult. I needed to find something, find a way around it, prepare him basically for mom before she came down stairs and attempted to seduce him. Might blow up in her face if she did, and if dad remained withdrawn, unresponsive to her, no matter how she might look when she came back down the stairs again.
"Mom's horny dad...she needs you. She needs you to make love to her, thrill her and please her. And not just some kind of quickie either. She needs something, something special from you tonight. So what will it take dad? What will it take for you to get thinking along those lines? What will make you do anything she asks you to do for her tonight?"
I saw the little light, the pathway...I followed it. Not at all surprised to discover that just like everyone else, we all had a secret little room. A place where we put our thoughts, thoughts we'd normally never share with anyone. "What really gets you hot dad? What arouses you the most. Go on, you can tell me...mom's upstairs, she'll be there a while, you've got plenty of time dad. What is it? Go on...show me, what is it?"
I saw the images now, his thoughts betraying his secrets. The hidden compartment behind the entertainment center. Surprising me, as I had no clue it was there. I watched him as he reached inside. Oddly, I saw him younger, by a few years at least. It had obviously been a while, whatever it was. He pulled out a DVD from this secret compartment, now inserting it into the player, turning it on. I was expecting porn, perhaps some deviant kind of porn or something, something secretive and unusual for dad. And...in a way it was. Though I certainly hadn't expected what I now saw, or stood watching. Suddenly the image I'd been seeing, fluttered...jumped. I'd been looking at a memory, the aftermath. What I saw now, was just before all that. Dad...coming home from a trip unexpectedly. Wanting to surprise mom perhaps, and then being surprised. Walking quietly up the stairs to their bedroom, expecting to find mom in bed perhaps, sleeping. Only she wasn't. She was in the bathroom, the door open, though the sound of the tub running masked any sound he might have made. I watched as though looking over his shoulder as he stepped just inside the door of the bathroom, seeing mom, and then backing out quickly.
It was even odd for me, seeing this. Seeing it through dad's eyes, just as he did. As he remembered it, obviously now treasured it. Mom...laying in the tub, the faucet full on, though the drain was open. The cascade of water pummeling her pussy, using it to masturbate herself with. Laying there, playing with her breasts (damn...mom really does have nice looking breasts) I realized, seeing them in a unique way perhaps. But I was. Dad...now coming back, the small video camera they owned in hand. He...now filming her, unbeknownst to her obviously. But even more interesting to me, though this was still a little weird, was seeing dad, now naked...standing there, stroking himself, using a pair of mom's panties while doing so. And mom...totally unaware that he was, filming her, as she in turn, got herself off, laying there beneath the faucet in the bathtub.
The video then...dad sitting there, watching this, getting aroused, watching mom, using her panties. All still secret, things she didn't know, things he hadn't shared, hadn't dared express to her.
"It's time dad," I said simply. Put in the video, be watching it...when she comes down. Let her see you doing it, let her know what you like, what you enjoy. Share it with her, don't be afraid dad...express yourself. It's ok, its good...mom will be surprised yes, but pleased too. Trust me. Trust me dad, it'll be the best damn thing that's ever happened to the two of you."
I let go then, after telling him he'd remember this, the urge and desire, once he heard me leaving. Knowing where mom was, what she was doing.
I had one more little suggestion to make however, and hurriedly ran back up the stairs before mom entered her bathroom. Her door was closed, though I knocked, just catching her in time as she invited me in, just having put on her robe.
"Just getting ready to leave mom, wanted to say goodnight, tell you to have a good time tonight with dad." I fired up the flame, spoke to her briefly, in what would no doubt feel like barely a moment. Hinting...suggesting, even preparing her for what she'd see, and not to be shocked by it...but flattered instead. "Trust me mom, you'll like it. I promise you. Have a good time with dad!"
And with that, I soon left. I had no doubt in my mind the two of them would have one of the best evenings they'd ever had together in a very, very long time.
**
The problem was, I now had a couple of hours to kill before meeting Carol. I had called her, asking if she could meet later, after showing the house. She liked the idea, but with Jenny home for the evening, she had asked if I'd feel like coming over, to where she was...after she had closed up for the day. I said I would, liking the idea. Something about being in someone else's house, though with their permission in a sense. Though I was also looking forward to doing the same things with Carol, I had done with Jenny. It was imperative now, that I place the same safeguards with her, that I'd done with her daughter.



I drove over close to the area where she was at, located a nice quiet out of the way little outdoor café, and decided to sit there for a bit, wait for her call. As I sat enjoying my coffee, I reflected on what I had done and suggested to mom and dad. Fairly confident and assured, they would indeed be in for a nice surprise this evening. That perhaps, a few doors had been opened that had been closed for way too fucking long! As I sat thinking about that, I wondered...what else might I do in helping to pass the time? What more could I learn? I needed to confirm what I had learned, that went without saying. Confirmation of anything I had done or accomplished was important in seeing if I could do it the same way with anyone. I finished my coffee, it was time for another. One of the girls behind the counter was damn cute, I wondered if she'd be easy enough to tap into, learn anything. Which might be a bit tricky, especially in this kind of an environment. But maybe...if I was quick, I might at least learn something useful about her.
I planned everything ahead, knew what I was going to say, and how to say it. We were only talking moments here, it was about all I would have, without raising suspicions by anyone else standing nearby when I did this. Even then I waited until it was far less busy, no one else waiting for coffees to be made when I walked back in. Her name was Jules, embroidered over her breast as I glanced at it, needing the familiarity. I looked her in the eye, made the spark, even then being in two places at once, placing a second order for coffee with her, all the while accessing her thoughts, simultaneously, instantaneously as she stood there looking at me, briefly, momentarily a statue. I let go. I had found what I was looking for, pleased with myself.
"That'll be five, thirty-five," Jules said ringing me up. No more than perhaps five, six seconds had passed. Not enough to take notice of anything, or the somewhat blank stare on her face, which she'd held for that time. After serving me my second coffee, I watched her go into the back, no doubt telling someone she needed a five minute break or so...and then walking out, fixing her hair, straightening herself, and walking straight over to another table where this guy was sitting. He looked surprise as she asked him if she could sit for a moment. Damn surprised, but very pleased too. I smiled, took my coffee and walked back outside again to sit at my table. Feeling a bit like Johnny Appleseed for some reason.
In that split second of time, I had picked up on her emotions, the thoughts she was having. "The cute guy at that table over there." It wasn't much. But enough to go on, have some fun with. I had told her simply, "Go on...go over introduce yourself, let him know you're interested in him. You'll hate yourself if you don't." It was an easy one. Simple as that. And she had. This was fun, but I now needed another challenge, time to spread a few more seeds perhaps, make someone else's day. I wondered.
I took my time, looking around. Watching people on the street, coming and going. A ways off, I could see a couple walking down the sidewalk together. Obviously lovers, dating...or perhaps married, though newly so. They were holding hands, affectionately conversing, laughing, taking their time.
"This could be interesting," I thought, wondering if I could pull this one off. It would take some doing, and I'd have to be quick about it, as well as not make it too obvious to anyone else. Timing would be everything.
They were across the street, slightly up and away from me as they approached, stopping occasionally to window shop as they did, just strolling along. I looked at the stores they had yet to pass by. One of them a pet shop. I'd been by there before. I knew they'd no doubt have new puppies in a pen for everyone to see. I had to rely on her stopping to look, even if he didn't care to. I'd have to time this, pretending to stop to take a look myself, garnering their attention...simultaneously! If...I even could. Something new here to try. I finished my coffee, stood, and then strolled across the street well ahead of them.
I looked in windows opposite from them, gauging their pace as we converged on one another, drawing closer to the pet store, arriving at the exact same time. Sure enough, she stopped pulling him over, the two of them now looking as I did. Luckily, there were indeed several new puppies, playing, roughhousing together.
"Cute aren't they?" I said as the couple luckily both turned towards me at the sound of my voice. I flicked my Bic, saw the spark showing in BOTH of their eyes, and smiled...holding them briefly together like that. "So...do the two of you enjoy adventure? Excitement? Especially if it feels a little dangerous?" As I'd hoped, especially with this couple, I got the immediate sense that they did...or had on occasion anyway. No blocks here to worry about, hopefully.
"There's a little alley, right next to this building. It would be a good place to have some fun in, be a little naughty together," I said implanting the thought, the suggestion, using images instead of words this time in doing so. I let go, turned, walking off as though only just having spoken, stopping a moment later, peering into the window of another store, just in time to see the two of them suddenly turn, heading down the alley. I grinned, slowly walking back, standing at the side of the building, briefly, carefully looking down the alley. Sure enough, by now, the young woman was actually kneeling there before him, his hard cock getting sucked as he leaned against the building watching her do that. I smiled, whistling a tune as I headed off towards my car, and hopefully the phone call I'd soon be receiving.
**
I had barely gotten back to my car when the phone rang. Sure enough, it was Carol.
"Guess what? I made the sale!" She said excitedly. "Just a few minor details remaining, but I sold the home I was showing!" She again informed me, almost giddily. "We need to celebrate!" She told me with a very sultry sounding voice, only then giving me the address, it was close by. "Come in the back way, I'll leave the door unlocked. After that...just follow the trail of clothes leading over towards the stairs. After that, you'll have to look for me," she teased hanging up.
Two minutes later I was walking along the path that led into the entryway out back. The place was enormous, bigger than anything I'd seen or ever been in. The only entry appeared to be one through a pair of sliding glass doors. Sure enough, they were unlocked, and as she'd stated, I saw a pair of shoes, then a jacket, skirt...blouse, eventually her bra draped over the banister, and half way up the stairs, a pair of panties and pantyhose. I saw a small light coming from the far bedroom down the hall, heading towards it. I stepped through the door, she was already laying in bed beneath the sheets, hopefully naked, which judging by the trail of clothes she'd left, she should be.
"Anything in particular you'd like to do?" I asked as I slipped off my clothes, soon joining her. Even as she purred, stroking me, as I stroked her, there was indeed something I needed to do first. I kissed her, and then looked deeply into her eyes for a moment. In seconds, she was mine, and I was standing inside one...just one...of her many secret little rooms.
But I didn't have time right now to do any exploring, or ask any questions. What I needed to do was write the same things I'd written in Jenny's book, into hers. I looked...or rather thought, finding it immediately as a book once again appeared in front of me. It simply said "Jenny" on the spine. I opened it automatically to the first blank page, and then placed the same safeguards there, I had placed in Jenny's book. Now...it was time to play.
I had felt something nearby however as I'd stood there writing in her book, the sensation of naughty arousal yes, but it had an edge to it for some reason. Something she'd obviously, and most recently been thinking about. I could almost smell it, the sensation so strong. Even as I now began physically licking and sucking her breasts, continuing to arouse her that way, I probed her thoughts, picking up the trail again. She had indeed been fantasizing earlier, thinking about whatever it was.
"Tell me..." I whispered like an afterthought. "You know you want to. You'd enjoy seeing my reaction, actually telling me your fantasy, this naughty dirty thought you've been entertaining. Would I be interested? Would it arouse me as much as it obviously arouses you? You won't know...not unless you tell me, share it with me. Go ahead Carol...tell him. Tell him what naughty dirty little secret you've recently been entertaining!"
She moaned softly as I began making my way down her body, purposely teasing her with my tongue, hands and fingers now taking over where my lips and mouth had been working her breasts. My goal obvious.
"I can smell your heat...your want," I groaned audibly. "I can hardly wait to taste you," I offered. "You're making me so horny Carol. Are you as horny as I am baby? Have you been thinking naughty, dirty...even filthy thoughts?"
"Oh yes...yes I have," she moaned just as deeply now.
"And what were they honey?" I asked just then lightly, ever so lightly running my tongue up her slick wet furrow, not quite lapping at her clit, not just yet. "What were you fantasizing about Carol? Before I got here? What were you remembering, or thinking about wanting to do?"
And then just like that, she was. The images suddenly shared, filling my head. Sharp...crystal clear, sultry, wicked images that surprised me a little, though making me smile. Not too unexpectedly, I saw myself in this fantasy, but what was surprising...there was another woman too. No one I recognized, or ever saw before, but she was there. And then oddly enough, she was in this bed, this same bed, with us.
"There's...well, there's this woman I know, that I sort of work with."
"Another realtor?"
"Yes, Susan...she's, a blonde, attractive, something about her. I...I experimented a little in college, you know...we all do, or many do anyway," she added. "Not that I've ever really been attracted, or into women...but something about her, for some reason. Anyway, I was just fantasizing, imagining...the three of us."
I knew it all now...already way ahead of her, seeing it, seeing it as she lay here waiting for me, masturbating, fantasizing about it, though I made her tell me, made he say the words even though I'd already seen her entire fantasy by now. It was still erotic, hearing her do so, telling me as I licked and now happily lapped away at her burning clit.
"Would you like that Carol? Would you like it if she were to join us? Do to you what you just shared with me? The two of us, pleasuring you?"
She laughed at that. "Fat chance...it's just a fantasy Brian. She's straight for one thing, sure...we get along well, we've even shared a few things, but I seriously doubt she'd ever really go for anything like that. Like I said it's just a fantasy Brian...just something a little naughty fun to think about is all. After all, you did ask."
"What's her number?" I now asked leaning up on my elbows looking at her, grinning at her wickedly.
"You can't be serious!" She said incredulously. "You wouldn't!"
"Won't hurt to try...you might even be surprised."
"But what if she says no? What if after hearing about this, she freaks out? Then what? It could cause problems for me Brian. For you."
"It won't. Trust me," I said reassuring her, though at the same time, likewise convincing her subconscious to allow me to try, to call her...to feel her out a little."
"We'll start off easy with her Carol, feel her out a bit...see what happens. I promise, I won't say or do anything that will cause anyone any problems, but I think there's a way to get an idea if it's something she might be interested in doing. What do you say? Might be fun...and interesting.
She thought about it, and finally relented, after a little more persuasion, though I made sure the final choice to actually do so was hers. "Ok, as long as you're sure about this."
"I am...call her. Tell her where you are, invite her over here. Tell her...tell her this," I said as Carol's eyes widened. "You did say, you sold the place right?"
She had, which was one of the reasons I thought his might work, it was time to celebrate. Celebrate an enormous sale for her. And who better to do that with, than a close co-worker and friend.
And besides...I was now curious about experimenting yet again.
**
Carol had indeed phoned Susan, informing her she'd made the sale on a home that had been on the market far longer than the sellers had hoped it would be. Though times had been tough of course for everyone. Amazingly, Carol had managed to sell it, at the minimum price the owners were willing to let it go for. Susan was ecstatic for her as well, and with no plans at the moment, agreed to come over, have a little "bubbly" with her...me, and with Susan. Susan was of course curious to meet this guy that Carol had suddenly informed her about. Especially as she had been trying for quite some time herself to set Carol up with someone, without much success.
"He must be something," Susan said over the phone to her. "Especially for you to have gone out and met someone all by yourself."
I had told her not to give out too much information about me, let Susan see me for herself. Being so young in fact...would be an additional surprise, and might very well play into all of this if things worked out the way I was fairly confident they would.
"She'll be over in less than an hour," Carol told me.
"Good, now...as much as I hate to say this, we need to do a couple of things. Number one, we need to get dressed. With luck, we'll be undressed again later on. Two...you straighten things up a bit, I'll run to the store down the street and pick us up a couple of bottles to celebrate with. After that, after I get back...you need to tell me as much as you can about this friend of yours. That way, I'll at least have a better idea as to how best to approach her about all of this."
I had said that, primarily as a way of getting Carol on board with the idea, as opposed to simply suggesting it. It might be far more difficult getting her to go along with all this, not to mention Susan, if I had to spend too much time between the two women, trying to make this work.
And besides, I really was horny now. And I didn't want to have to waste the rest of the night trying to do this either. If the images I had seen were even close, there was a lot about Carol I didn't know yet, and I had every intention of finding out more about her than I had already learned. Carol was proving out to be a very interesting character.
Who'd have thought?
But then again, I now knew her thoughts. Had access to them, almost any time I wanted. This was going to be fun!
**
"Relax. Try and not look so nervous," I told her after my return. "Don't worry, once she's past the initial surprise at seeing how young I am, she'll look at you in a whole different light...trust me. Let her see the new side of you Carol. The bold side, the adventurous side, the sensual...sexy, seductive side of you. Implant those ideas, and she'll be thinking them herself, especially after a few drinks. I'm willing to bet, after what you told me about her, that will loosen her up considerably."
According to Susan, though she was married, she had had a couple of affairs that Carol knew about. She was a bit of a flirt, though mostly being just that, especially at the Christmas party once she'd had a couple of drinks. Though Carol thought she only used that as an excuse to actually do so. With luck, the alcohol I'd purchased would give her another one. Something I could easily use. Beyond that, it would be a matter of getting inside her head quickly, finding out a few of her secrets hopefully, something I could use. Having experimented earlier with the couple was also proving to be a nice surprise, having practiced that. I figured I'd need to pretty much do the same thing with these two, at the same time. So neither one of them would see or ever be aware of any "statue" effects, which I'm sure there would be until I'd found out what I needed to know.
Moments later the doorbell rang, and then Susan let herself in, smiling broadly, and then stunned as Carol and I stepped around the corner together. "Susan? This is my new boyfriend...Brian."
"Nice to meet you," I said walking up to her and offering her a drink, which she immediately accepted, only then eyeing careful with a delightful look in her eyes.
"Nice to meet you too," she said back at me, once again looking at Carol. "And you dear...have a lot of explaining to do," she laughed. "Though admittedly, I do enjoy surprises...naughty girl you!"
"Oh, and you have NO idea how naughty I have been!" Carol giggled back. "I feel like a new woman!"
"You look like one," Susan responded back to her. "You're certainly dressing like one these days," she said taking a look at the far more modern attire she was wearing. More businesslike yes, but still with a great deal more cleavage than she'd ever seen Carol showing off before.
"So tell me, how did you two meet anyway? No wait...first tell me, tell me you didn't..." she glanced upstairs to where the bedrooms were. "Or rather..."she said lowering her voice as though conspiring here with us. "Tell me...you did."
"Oh yes...we certainly did, and we're hopefully planning on doing so again soon too," Carol said, just as I'd told her to do, directing it in that direction once given the opportunity to do so. Which Susan had so wonderfully done just now.
"Can I watch?" She laughed making a joke out of it, which is when I looked at the two of them, now standing beside one another, joking as I quickly flicked my Bic.
**
I had decided to do this one just a little differently. Number one, we were pressed for time. Number two, if I was wrong...if Carol was, then we'd find out before things got too complicated. Watching it all unfold, would prove interesting as well, especially if I was right, as I now asked her.
"Ok Susan...here it is. Have you been with another woman before? Or, have you considered being with Carol? Fantasized about it maybe? If you have...then here's your chance. She's interested, I'm interested...but now, it's entirely up to you. If you are...you must let us know then." And with that...I released her, and Carol.
"You can do a lot more than that if you want to," Carol told her then. "Entirely up to you though, thought it might be nice to really let our hair down and celebrate, what do you think?"
Susan looked back and forth between the two of us. "Both of you?" She asked wondering.
"Of course both of us...but only if you're interested in that, so the question is...are you?"
Susan grinned, sat her drink down on the table, kicked her shoes off while simultaneously taking off her jacket.
"Oh I've had a few thoughts about that from time to time."
"Do tell," I said now taking off my own shoes, just as Carol was doing. "Up...in the bedroom though," I added.
**
To be continued...
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It was like directing a play, or in a strange sense perhaps...like manipulating puppets, or marionettes. I held the string. It was a tiny flicker of flame, just barely there, but more than enough however. A mere twinkle of thought, and they both seemed to act upon it as though it were their own ideas in doing so. There was no "statueism" as I'd termed my made up phrase. They responded to one another easily, without qualm, without shyness...and certainly no inhibitions when doing so. So alike in many ways, yet so totally different in others. Me...laying back on the bed just watching, an audience of one, or two if you counted the other freestanding member between my legs as we lay there watching the two of them.
I didn't mind being momentarily forgotten. I had after all basically suggested it. For now, it was watching them, seeing them as they took notice of one another, exploring tenderly...at times playfully. Almost like two naughty kids playing the "I'll show you mine, if you show me yours," game for the first time. Only vaguely aware I was even there as they took their time, hands, fingers, at times lips and mouths touching and exploring one another as they stood there facing one another.
Again...sort of what I'd had in mind when we'd reached the bedroom.
Carol and Susan had almost identically shaped and sized looking breasts. I'd have been hard pressed to see much of a difference between them. I vaguely fantasized about having a set like that, my collection of erotic novels sandwiched between them sitting in my bookcase at home. And though their breasts again were near mirror images of one another in that respect, their nipples couldn't have been any more different in appearance. Carol's, larger areolas most certainly, slightly darker, on the tannish side. Her nipples were much thicker as well, though perhaps not longer. Like small little gumdrops protruding off her breasts, little peaks stiffened in arousal and expectation. Susan's...far smaller, dollar-sized at best, and almost too pink, blending in with the color of her surrounding flesh that it was at first glance, very difficult in even distinguishing where her nipple left off and where the fleshiness of her breast began. Her nipples stood as well, alluringly so....taut, inviting, not quite as thick perhaps. Little spears, little erasers that needed chewing on.
Just thinking that perhaps, not even realizing I had been, and then suddenly Carol leaned over, still standing, still facing Susan, and began doing just that. Susan placed her hands on the back of Carol's head. Using her for support perhaps, or in help to hold her there, quite unnecessarily, as Carol devoured first one, and then the other back and forth. It was fun seeing her mouth and lips, kiss, suck and tenderly chew on those hard little nubbins. The mewled sounds of pleasure escaping Susan's lips as she continued doing that, her eyes closed, mouth open, tongue frequently wetting her lips in a pavlotic response to that.
"Finger her," I thought simply. "Finger that hot, slick nasty cunt."
Once again directing the play, changing up the scene a little. Laughing at myself...both, suddenly reaching, almost frantically as though fighting over who was to go first in this new act of carnal knowledge. After all, I hadn't really been specific had I? I hadn't addressed "who" first, or when. Each...now wanting to do so, like wrestlers trying to gain advantage, seeking the first hold, the first pin. Both scoring almost simultaneously, fingers now working between one another's legs. Breasts mashed together in a mutual tit-caress of epic proportions, hands strumming, fists pressed almost directly against one another as each of them worked one another in a harmonic symphony of sensual and erotic delight.
"Fuck! I'm dripping!" Susan spoke, sensing and feeling that she was perhaps, though again it was maybe my thought, split seconds ahead of Carol's own, which led her to pull Susan over to the bed now, pushing her down on it. I barely had time enough to roll out of the way.
"Lap it up," I had smiled inwardly, already seeing it in my mind's eye. Carol brazenly laying between Susan's legs. Susan on her back, legs obscenely spread, uninhibitedly inviting Carol to tongue fuck her, something I certainly knew she hadn't done since early on in her college days.
"Oh fuck! Eat me Carol! Lick my cunt, suck it...finger it, suck my clit!" She groaned audibly and loudly now, only briefly acknowledging me with a small smile, her "fuck face" already making an appearance as the pleasure she was feeling, the sensation of Carol's mouth and fingers working their magic on her made her succumb to it.
I was more than pleased when her hand snaked out, taking hold of my hard stiff cock. I hadn't directed that. It was impromptu, a thought of her own choosing, which in an interesting way again surprised and pleased me. They still had desires, wants of their own choosing, not at my own demand or direction, though I could of course throw in a few of those here and there along the way. But for now, knowing Susan needed the feel of my cock in her hand, and then eventually her mouth (again her own choice) as Carol, now vampire...feeding between the woman's legs almost hungrily brought her to the brink over and over again...without allowing her to do so.
Ok...so that one WAS my idea. But it served its purpose, driving the two of them almost frantically nuts with wanting. And giving me another curious thought, though I had no intent upon researching it, or experimenting now. But I couldn't help wondering. "How long could I cause two people to so pleasurably torture one another, and then force them to both back off, denying climax...orgasmic ecstasy, until the soul itself took charge. Even if it would...or could?
But now was not the time to find that out. I was having too much fun seeing this, seeing the two women, not all that accustomed to the explorations and pleasures of another woman, suddenly pursuing that.
And then it was Susan going down on Carol, again of their own designs and pleasures though I certainly approved and went along with it. Like I said, I was enjoying the lusty delight I saw in their eyes, even though a tiny spark seemed to enhance that, twinkling right behind that look, that pleasure...that sultry, almost primitive drunkenness as they strove to take one another to places neither of them had ever been before.
It was a pure delight to watch. Getting inside their heads, sensing those thoughts, experiencing their pleasures and feelings. That...in and of itself even more exciting and pleasurable to me than the actual physical stimulation I was periodically given in the flesh as they took turns fondling and toying with me.
Like I said. I was briefly this cunt, and then that. I felt and enjoyed the subtle nuances of each. The slightly different quiver or tingle here as opposed to there. That slickness, heat...that trickle of fluid from one, not yet the other, or visa versa. It was an entanglement of thought that at times even confused me briefly, though I was learning how to control it, sustain it, unweave or unravel it, thus keeping myself distant just enough to know it wasn't truly me, but them still separate and apart... as a side of me.
It was simple convoluted carnality that was going to take some getting used to.
But now I could sense the buildup. The explosive climatic final curtain call on the last act, the last scene. I knew that their respective orgasms would be tied into one another's at this point. One single, massive, collective bliss that would be mutually shared, simultaneously experienced and created. I had but to unravel the string holding it, keeping it in abeyance, my own firmly attached to it as well as the moment to the inevitable drew nearer. I knew then I had reached what felt like a limit...some sort of actual limit to all of this. A brilliance of white light, a bursting if you will, where suddenly all thought, all sense, all meaning became this almost blinding white light inside the mind, the soul...the spirit.
It was well over an hour before any of us could even move.
**
I honestly don't really remember climaxing. Well, spurting...squirting if you will. But I most certainly did. Perhaps far more than I ever had, even after days of purposely abstaining. Though dried now for the most part, all three of us seemed to be covered in drying spunk, both theirs, and my own. Even my own thoughts and visions of this were vague, fuzzy. Kneeling beside the two of them, remembering mostly, or thinking I did anyway. Not even touching my cock, nor they either as we came together. That link, that trickle of thought, the spark that danced as one spark, not three. Seeing the fountain of cum as it began leaping from the tip of my prick all by itself without help from anyone. And then in an almost abstract way, turning from that first jettison of spunk, into a blinding white light that was every orgasm I'd ever had all rolled up into one. Every ejaculation of nectar I'd ever given myself, or been given, recollected...redistributed in millisecond of time, just as theirs had been.
Pure ecstasy...in the purest of forms perhaps. But by the bewildered, almost frightened looks on their faces as sanity came back, as reality and self awareness came back to them, I knew then it had almost been too much. Too much for any of us. Even the spark had gone out. I could feel that tiny void, saw its lack of presence between their dilated eyes. And worse...I almost frantically reached for it, flicking that Bic, though no flame came, no tiny spark. I felt empty, panicked even. I tried again, felt something...and then a second or two later, the spark lit, came to life again. I almost breathed a sigh of relief feeling it. Though by now the girls were themselves looking shaken, even fearful as they tried desperately to comprehend something that the body and mind wasn't simply made to accept.
I joined them again, quickly yet carefully.
"It was the most intense orgasm ever yes...but you will see it as something far less than it actually was, yet just slightly better than anything you've ever previously experienced before. Nothing to be alarmed by, or afraid of. Just the best climax, the best bliss, the most intensely pleasurable experience you've ever had. That...and nothing more."
I too was mentally and physically exhausted now. Letting the flame go once again, this time of my own accord. But seeing the more confident smiles and looks on their faces, reassured me.
"God Brian!" Carol spoke, grinning from ear to ear as she did so. "That was...the most amazing experience of my entire life!"
"For me as well!" Susan said chiming in. "I honestly don't think I've ever had an orgasm that intense before. It was as though...as though, hell Brian, I can't even begin to explain it. I mean...I'm not even sure what you were doing, or what Carol was doing, but somehow I sensed, we all were, and then coming, actually climaxing together simultaneously! Simply put Brian...that was the best fucking orgasm of my entire life!"
We all laughed, easing the sudden tension a little. Susan had essentially said the same thing Carol had, just taking a bit more time getting around to it.
"Ditto that," I said sitting back between the two very beautiful, very satisfied women laying on either side of me.
But more importantly...I now knew what I was going to do with the rest of my life. But I also knew as I lay there fleshing it all out, I was going to need a partner. Someone I could trust, someone I could confide in, and perhaps share a few of my thoughts with, see what she might feel about all of this. I knew I'd have to convince her. But how? How much did I dare tell her, or show her even? Would she even believe me if I did? Though again other thoughts came to mind. Ways that I could. Things that existed and were performed, or believed in today. I could, and would use those to my advantage. It would make sense, partially at least. But I knew now how I could make it work, and I knew as I did so...that person, the only person perhaps, that I could convince to do this with me... was Gayleen.
**
Planting the tiny seed was the easy part. I had long ago learned that people were far more convincing, and convictive in their own thoughts...if they believed them. I had called Gayleen, told her about an idea I had, and wanted to bounce it off her. She could tell I was enthusiastic and excited about it, and of course readily agreed. I then took her to dinner, a nice quiet out of the way restaurant with good food, where we could talk privately and discuss my idea. As we sat looking over the menus, I initiated that little spark, planting the tiny seed, hoping that she would herself then help it to grow, bloom and burst into a floral display of her own making. If anyone would buy into it...I knew that she would.
I then let the flame wink out. From here on, I wanted her to think things through for herself, weigh the possibilities, and ask the questions I hadn't already asked or foreseen myself. No better way to prepare oneself for the inevitable scrutiny and uncertainty of something that many might see or take as being unfeasible, unacceptable, if not downright charlatan in nature. Gayleen I knew would raise those issues and doubts. But if I could convince her, I knew I could most likely convince anyone.
As we began eating, I slowly began laying everything out for her. I saw her bemused expression turn to one of honest curiosity, and then doubt, and then careful scrutiny as the questions finally came.
"Ok, yes. I've heard of Tantra meditation. Even a little bit about this "Tantra sexual energy," you've been explaining to me. I can sort of see how it works, and honestly believe that people can feel that, or do that, without actually touching one another. But you're sitting here telling me that you can take it several steps beyond that. And what about the hypnosis thing you mentioned. You said there's a little of that, only to the point where it allows someone to relax and allow themselves to open up to what you've been telling me. But you know...as well as I do Brian, people really can't be made to do anything they wouldn't normally do, no matter how open-minded or truly uninhibited they are."
"I agree with you Gayleen. I don't think people CAN be made to do anything honestly and truly against their will. Maybe hypnosis isn't the best word to be using here. Suggestive thought perhaps, just getting people to consider the possibility of actually experiencing something like this. Like I told you, it's been something I've been working on for years, studying up on, getting to understand myself how it works, how it could work. But like I told you, I now believe it will work. And I think I can prove it to you, simple suggestive thought, something that if one is already leaning towards doing, they actually might do it, given a helpful nudge, a little push in the right direction."
"Ok, let's say I believe you up to a point. I think I've proven to you I have enough of an open mind myself to at least look at the possibilities before denying the feasibility of something like this actually working. So I'll give you that much. But I also am one of those people who needs to see results, see confirmation, something concrete before I'm willing to fully commit myself."
I sat back smiling as we finished our meal. "That's why I considered telling you all this in the first place. I want you as my partner in this Gayleen. But only if you are yourself one hundred percent convinced, and are willing to support me in this. So...having said that, how about I put on a small little demonstration for you? Something that only you and I know, something that can't be rigged, or created as a hoax of some kind. Proof positive as they say."
"Like what?" Gayleen said sitting back in her chair now. Enthusiastic yes, but cautious too. Just what I needed her to be.
"So you'll trust me on the hypnosis thing then, because it's not really that...more suggestive thought like I said."
"I can't be hypnotized...but I already told you that early on. Even tried doing it a few times, but no one's ever been able to put me under as they call it. So...ok, I'll trust you in that. But you still have to convince me about the suggestive thing," she added.
"And that's exactly what I am going to do Gayleen...in two parts. The first part I'll do directly with you. The second part, will come later, which I will also explain later, after you give me your hand, and your undivided attention just for a moment."
She looked at me specutively, only for a moment, and then smiled, holding out her hand.
"Well, I guess it's safe, especially in here. Not like you can make me take all my clothes off or anything."
I laughed at that. "Well maybe not here, but hopefully later," I added accepting her hand, and then getting a slightly serious expression on my face. "Ok, you say you've got an open mind, so prove it to me. All I want you to do is literally look at me, eyes wide open, and then tell me what thought or word suddenly pops into your head, the moment after I let go of your hand. Agreed?"
I watched the little spark of flame suddenly fill the back of her eyes. Gayleen nodded her head in agreement. I let go of her hand.
"Marjorie?"
I sat back, smiling and nodding my head again.
"You're telling me, that you are the one to place, or should I say, suggest her name to me?"
"I am...and I did," I assured her.
Marjorie was the night shift supervisor where Gayleen and I both worked. She was in her late fifties to early sixties perhaps. Always a no nonsense kind of an individual, with a gruff demeanor, and a permanent scowl on her face that looked like it had been painted there. But Gayleen and I knew something that no one else did, which was part of the reason for doing this.
"What's she got to do with any of this though?" Gayleen asked, still obviously not convinced she hadn't come up with the name out of the clear blue sky all by herself, and not having anything to do with me actually suggesting it. Even if that were possible.
"Part two to all this," I smiled once again. "Edward."
"Edward?" She chuckled. Like I said, we both knew something, knew there was something even if no one else did, and especially as we were both pretty sure neither one of them had ever acted on it either.
Edward worked there too as the night janitor. A very geeky looking, very shy guy. The kind of person who was kind and considerate to everyone, and who would never hurt a fly. Neither would he ever step out and ever boldly do anything he was even tempted to do. No matter how much he may have wanted to. For quite some time now, Gayleen and I had seen him on occasion looking over at Marjorie whenever he came through the warehouse at night. He was constantly looking at her through puppy dog eyes. Easily half her age, he still found her, for whatever reason, the obvious love of his life.
Neither Gayleen nor I had thought much about it. After all, they were who they were, and certainly no match made in heaven, or even the possibility of that. Until one day, Gayleen and I saw something we perhaps shouldn't have. Which made us both rethink things...just a little anyway.
It had been after work, Gayleen and I out in the parking lot as we'd been doing for a while by then, fooling around a little, talking...just enjoying that time together. She had then realized she'd left something at her workstation she needed for the next day, we'd headed back inside hurriedly before they locked up for the night. Marjorie as usual, the last one to leave and lock up. Her car we'd noticed was still sitting there out in front, so she hadn't gone home yet. Not wanting to confront her either, we basically snuck inside with the intent to grab what she needed, and then head out again with no one being the wiser. What we saw, took us both by surprise. And we almost got caught, nearly running into her when we did. Thankfully, she was too absorbed in her own thoughts to hear us, or realize we'd actually come back in again. What was odd about it, was to see her standing there in the shadows, peeking around a corner looking out onto the main floor where Edward was still sweeping things up. It wasn't a big thing, but it was certainly a curious thing, especially as she had her hand on her breast, obviously cupping and caressing it...watching Edward simply sweeping up. We backed out of the area just as quietly as we'd come in, and soon after left, laughing about it. Making jokes about "Marjorie" of all people, obviously getting off in a way, looking at Edward secretly, in much the same way he'd tried just as secretly whenever looking at her.



"Yeah, Edward. That's the second part of what I intend on showing you...proving to you. You and I both know, Edward would never in a million years actually approach Marjorie, right?"
Gayleen nodded her head in agreement with that.
"And would you also not agree, it would be totally and completely out of character for Marjorie to actually approach Edward directly either?"
Once again she agreed.
"Ok, so...doing what I believe I can do, if they were to actually come together with one another in such a way that you knew it had to have something to do with what I believe I can do. Which is in helping people believe in themselves, and with one another...provided that isn't something they wouldn't do otherwise. Just given the chance, the opportunity to experience the flame so to speak...that you'd be willing to believe there was something to all of this?"
"Honey...if you can figure out a way to get either one of them to actually acknowledge, or approach the other, I'll support whatever you want to do, at least initially. So...having said that, what's your plan here?" she asked mildly curious, yet obviously excited too.
"Tomorrow night, after work. I'll prove to you what I've been telling you. I'll just need a brief moment or two alone with each of them. Something I believe will be easy enough to do. After that, we'll have to wait and see. Fair enough?"
We knew that Edward drove an old beat up Ford truck with one of those even older style camper-trailers attached to it. I often wondered if he didn't in fact live and sleep in it. His truck was always the first one on the lot, and I daresay, the last to ever leave the lot as well. Always parked down at the far end, away from everyone else, it would be easy enough to keep an eye on. As for us, I told Gayleen I'd pick her up, we'd then park my car a short distance away in an adjacent parking lot, and then scurry back to hide behind a small hedge near where Edwards truck was. If things went according to plan, I was fairly certain Gayleen would have her proof, and I'd have a partner for the rest of my long-term plans and ideas.
"OK, so now that that's all settled, what say we do something about those clothes you're still wearing?"
"You are good...those were my thoughts exactly," she smiled standing as we prepared to leave.
The nice thing was, they really had been too!
**
We had parked my car a short distance away from where we normally parked, and then came in to work for the evening. When at last the opportunity presented itself, I asked Marjorie if she had a moment so I could speak with her. I turned to Gayleen, smiled knowingly as she smiled back, and then followed Marjorie into her office on the pretext of asking her about my upcoming performance review, to which she was all business of course as she sat down at her desk across from me. I lit the spark, saw the small flame in the back of her eyes and with more than enough privacy, statuized her. Just long enough to 'suggest' to her what I wanted to, though covering that with the thought that she'd only remember the two of us discussing my performance. Which overall really had been good, but leaving her with a sense we'd had a good discussion about it, which would also leave her in a better than average mood. It was important to get her thinking about Edward, and what I'd essentially told, or rather suggested to her, to do.
I had basically told her that she needed to be bold, and brave enough to express her feelings towards him. Though I took it even a step further than that. Telling her that throughout the day she'd begin by just thinking about him, wanting to share how she felt. But then as time went by...the more she thought about it, the more aroused she'd become, thinking about the possibility then of actually seducing him out in his truck later after work. The thought of which would of course get her more and more aroused as she considered it. With that, I stood up, having already told her that would be when she'd be herself again, and as far as she'd know and remember, we'd been having this performance conversation the entire time. I did so, seeing her perhaps smile for the first time in a long time, and went back to work.
"How'd it go?" Gayleen asked curiously as I rejoined her in boxing up orders.
"Good. Now all I have to do is speak to Edward briefly, which I will do as soon as I can get him alone for a moment too. But keep an eye on Marjorie...she's got a smile on her face for one thing, but hopefully, perhaps we'll see her eventually move off to speak with Edward at some point, and then we'll know if this is going to work or not."
Just then we saw Edward coming around the corner hauling trash out.
"There he is. Now's my chance."
I had, just before coming to work that evening, taken an old empty wallet of mine, stuck a few dollars in it as a reason for approaching him. As he neared, I stood, wallet in hand.
"Edward? Found this out in the parking lot just before coming in tonight. Didn't see any identification, but there was a few bucks in it. Thought maybe you could give this to Marjorie for me, see if she could find out who might have dropped it."
Even though we spoke, he never slowed, always busy about his work, so it was hard catching his eyes long enough to do what I needed to do. I finally did so as we stood there just outside near the large dumpster, finally turning towards me in order to accept the wallet I had supposedly found. I flicked my Bic, saw the flicker in his eyes, and held him briefly for a moment.
I have to say...for the few short moments that I shared his mind and thoughts with him, Edward proved out to be one of the most interesting individuals whose thoughts and mind I had ever had a look at.
Although Edwards mind library was small, it was uniquely organized, clean and tidy. It was an interesting way to look at people this way perhaps. Something about how they organized their thoughts maybe, privately and subconsciously. But in Edwards's case, it even looked clean too. I didn't see or feel him as being simple minded or anything, he wasn't. Smarter than he even looked, or acted perhaps. But whatever it was...he had a way of organizing things, and then keeping things extremely simple and efficient after that. The most amusing thing however, unlike everyone...he didn't appear to have any secret hidden rooms within his mind. There was but one other door leading down the pathway, which I curiously followed. Again, all this happening and taking place within mere moments of time. There didn't even appear to be a door, or if there was, it remained open, informing me as I saw it, sensed it...that whatever purpose behind this second place, was an open-book to his thoughts, how he felt, not really trying to conceal or hide them from anyone.
Edward was indeed an upfront, nothing to hide kind of a guy, which surprised me. He was the only one I'd encountered who had been.
I almost didn't go in, wanting to hurry, though again only seconds were ticking by during all this. But that second room intrigued me, so I wanted to look before planting the very simple thought I had planned on giving him.
If my thoughts had feet, they would have stumbled as I entered his special room. Once again, perhaps it was the way I had to see it to grasp and understand it, though I sensed I was seeing it the way his own subconscious thoughts handled it as well. A simple, though again clean, sturdy looking chair sat in the middle of the room. It too was labeled, an interesting curiosity. Neatly printed in large bold lettering, it read: "My naughty thoughts place." I sensed even in reading it, that the expression itself spoke volumes. There was no guilt, no disgust, no sense of it being a bad thing, or an evil or wicked thing. If anything, I wanted to smile just being there. This was simply put, the place where he could go, feel good about it, and enjoy himself. With no harm or intent against anyone, or anything. And there, all around as I looked, hundreds upon hundreds of mental images of just one person...Marjorie.
It was obvious he had no true reference as to how to honestly picture her. Only the face remained the same, though with differing looks perhaps. But the bodies were different, though general in appearance perhaps as to how Marjorie might look...naked. Medium sized breasts, though he must have imagined again hundreds of combinations of how her nipples, and to some extent the shape of her breast might look once unconfined by bra or loose fitting work shirts. In addition, her pussy too. Shaved, totally bushed...which made me laugh in seeing the various combinations of that, as well as everything in between. Obviously, Edward had spent a great deal of time thinking about how Marjorie might actually look, and had collected every image of her possible in doing that. I couldn't help wondering how often he came here and spent time actually thinking about her, and pleasuring himself in some way.
It was time to plant my thought, turn him loose and get back to work.
"Take her the wallet," I said simply. "Listen to whatever she might have to say to you, be bold and brave enough to agree to whatever that might be, and most importantly Edward, enjoy yourself."
Edward accepted the wallet, and immediately headed off to seek out Marjorie.
Gayleen and I sat watching him head off towards her office. "Ok, now we see how the suggested thoughts work," I told her with a big smile on my face. I was pretty sure they would...I mean after all. But I was curious to see if even the simple thoughts would eventually lead towards much, much more than that.
We soon found out just how much they really did.
**
Thirty minutes before our shift ended, Marjorie came out and announced that everyone could finish up whatever they were working on, and then leave early. It was like watching rats leaping off a sinking ship after that. It was rare that she ever did that. And especially this early, in making the announcement. As expected, everyone seemed to put things into high gear at this point, and within a very short time, began leaving work as though expecting Marjorie to suddenly change her mind for some reason. Like everyone else, Gayleen and I quickly exited as well, though heading back over towards my car, and the safety of the thick wall of hedges separating the two parking lots. There we hid, watching as everyone else cleared out of the lot until only Edwards lone beat up looking truck remained behind, along with Marjorie's car, still parked out in front of the building.
"What if...they do something inside without our being able to see, or be aware of it?" Gayleen asked.
"They won't. For one thing, Edward wouldn't feel comfortable letting that happen inside where he works. Regardless of how he feels about her...his job is too important to him to allow anything like that to happen. He'll need a separate place, a safe place. A place where he knows he can be himself. Physically, that place would be inside his own truck, baring going someplace else. As for Marjorie, I more or less "suggested" to her where they might go...after work, knowing Edward would be uncomfortable if she were to approach him like that. Trust me...it will be in his truck, eventually..."
As it turned out, we didn't have too long to wait either. Ten minutes later the two of them came out, looking a bit nervously perhaps, though ensuring the parking lot was completely devoid of any other cards before sauntering over towards Edwards truck.
"Well I'll be damned!" Gayleen chuckled quietly as we hunkered down even lower behind the hedgerow until they had both opened the door to his camper, and gone on inside.
"Come on...follow me," I whispered as we left the safety of our little spot and made our way over towards the side of his camper. One window was partially open, just enough to stand beneath, and clearly hear everything that was being said.
"What is it that you said you needed to see and talk to me privately about?" Edward was asking, though Gayleen and I both wished to hell there was some way of actually looking inside the camper without being discovered. There wasn't however, not really, thus we'd have to be content with just listening. Though that at least, was coming through crystal clear at the moment.
Just by the sound of Marjorie's voice I could tell she was excited, though nervous as she answered, him, telling him that she'd been having these thoughts...these feelings for quite some time now, and had finally decided to tell him how she felt about him, perhaps see how he felt...about her, in doing so.
Gayleen was looking at me with a surprised look in her eyes, as I looked back at her, smiling knowingly as she finally realized there was something to what I'd been telling her.
"I know I'm not pretty to look at," Marjorie had begun, and far older than you are as well Edward, but I think I've seen you looking at me too a time or two, so I thought to myself...nothing ventured, nothing gained...especially if I didn't just come right out and tell you I'd been thinking about you."
"But...but, you ARE pretty!" He stammered almost defensively. "So don't say that. And...and...I think about you too!" He told her, now almost as excitedly as she sounded. "All the time in fact!" He then added to that hurriedly. I wish I could see the expression on his face, and hers as a brief moment of silence followed. I could almost see him blushing, and she too for that matter, as the realization of what they'd just told one another finally sank in.
"You do? And what do you think about Edward, whenever you think about me?" She was now asking, her voice taking on a sultry tone to it.
Once again, we could hear his shy, someone reserved response to that, just imagining him standing there, shuffling his feet, looking down at his shoes perhaps.
"Just...just stuff."
"What kind of stuff?" Again a pause, more feet shuffling perhaps as I tried holding in a chuckle. "Go on Edward...tell me. Tell me what you've been thinking, and then I'll tell you what I've been thinking. And here's a hint...I've been thinking naughty thoughts...about you. There, I said it...now it's your turn to tell me."
"Nau...naughty thoughts?" He asked curiously excited now. Obviously. "You...you have? About me?"
"Yes I have Edward. So...now it's your turn. What kind of thoughts have you been having about me?"
"I've ah...I've ah...been having naughty thoughts about you too," he told her boldly, once again pleased that he had. His self confidence hopefully bolstered perhaps in having done so, as I had again suggested he might.
"What kind of naughty thoughts Edward? Thoughts about these?" She asked.
"Fuck I wish we could see what was going on," Gayleen whispered into my ear, though I agreed with her. Still...we were both getting a pretty good idea of what was actually taking place inside his camper, even if we couldn't see anything.
"Oh my," Edward moaned. "Ah yes...those, and...and other stuff too," he added now sounding even more excited than he had been.
"So you've been thinking about my tits then. Wondering what they looked like maybe?" She asked. He must have been nodding his head, as we heard no real answer to that. "And what about this?" She then added. We again could only guess as to what she was indicating, until she helped clarify that just a little. "You think about my cunt Edward?"
"Your....your what?" He asked.
"My cunt baby, my pussy...this."
"Oh, didn't know that's what that meant," he told her honestly. She giggled at that, not laughing at him, though obviously surprised he didn't know what that had meant.
"You do know what pussy means though right baby?" She asked almost teasingly. Again no verbal answer, though her giggle told us he must have told her in some way that he did. "Cunt...is just another really naughty way of saying pussy," she said. "Go ahead baby...say it, say cunt."
"Cunt," he responded.
"Now say tits. You do like looking at my tits yes? Do you like my nipples? The way they're shaped?"
"Yes," he moaned rather deeply, audibly...and the added the simple word, almost in a whisper. "Tits...boobies...breasts," he then added to that, suddenly enjoying the naughty game they were now playing.
"That's it! Yes...tits, titties, boobies, breasts, knockers, fun bags," she laughed, as he now did. "Are you...are you aroused Eddie?" she now spoke, using a form of his name perhaps, though I don't think anyone had ever referred to him that way. "Are you horny? Like I am?"
"Uh huh."
"Let me see. Let me see how horny you are Eddie. Let me see...your cock."
Again, more silence, but then Gayleen and I both heard Marjorie gasp.
"Oh my god Edward! Holy fucking shit! Your...your...fuck, your cock is huge!" She suddenly exclaimed.
"It is?"
"Jesus baby! Don't you know that?" She asked almost incredulously. "That's the biggest fucking prick I have ever seen!"
"It is?" He said again, a bit more confidently this time.
"Oh yeah, BIG time. And you know what I want to do to that?" She now asked, and then answered before he could. "I want to suck it...and then I want to fuck it. You do know what that means don't you Eddie? That I want you to put that big fat fucking cock of yours all the way up inside my cunt?"
"Really? Inside you? You...you'll let me, let me be nasty inside you?"
"Nasty hell babe....fucking dirty nasty. Say it baby....tell me you want to fuck me. Tell me you want to fuck my wet, hot, juicy slippery cunt. Say it baby, I want to hear you say it."
"I want to fuck your naughty, nasty...hot...juicy...slippery...cunt!" He almost bellowed, chuckling excitedly now.
"And you will...but first sweetie, come over here, lay down on your bed here while I suck on it for a bit."
"Ok, don't laugh," Gayleen told me. "But this is making me damn fucking horny too!" She whispered once again. She then unzipped her jeans, pulling them down her legs. As usual, she wasn't wearing any panties beneath. I then unzipped as well, stepped behind her as she leaned against the side of the truck, hands extended bracing herself as I placed the head of my own dick against the slick wet furrow of Gayleen's pussy.
"Oh...fuck!" Edward wailed loudly from inside.
"You like that huh?" Marjorie questioned. "Never had your cock sucked before?"
"No!" He whimpered softly this time. "Never...never anything," he then informed her.
"Really? You mean to tell me, you've never...you're still a virgin?"
More was said, though we couldn't quite hear it. It was still very erotic though, standing there just below the window, my cock sliding slowly and smoothly in and out of Gayleen's equally wet hot pussy as we stood there listening to them.
"Oh baby! That's ok...don't worry about that. It happens to everyone, especially their first time!" Marjorie suddenly exclaimed, the sounds of Eddie's obvious mind-blowing orgasm having taken place just seconds ago. "We'll just wait...take some time, but I'm pretty sure..."
There was a long pause this time.
"Holy shit. You're still hard! Way hard!" She exclaimed.
"I usually am, until after the third, or forth time," he told her.
"Excuse me? Forth time? How...how often do you jerk off anyway?" She now asked him.
"Every day. Usually twice in the morning, then twice again around lunch...in here usually," he added almost shyly. And then sometimes, but not always, two or three times just before bed."
"You...you mean, you're actually telling me then, you...you cum every time? You do this every day?"
"Most every day yes. And yes...I do, doesn't everyone?"
"Oh honey. You just made my day baby. Now get over here, let me show you what it actually feels like to make love to another woman. You ready for that?" She giggled again. "Never mind...I can see that you are."
Gayleen managed to have a semi quiet little orgasm of her own, and then felt me as I neared my own, suddenly spinning around, taking me into her mouth, stroking me, sucking me. "Think you can manage a second one yourself? After we get back to my place?" She asked.



"Count on it," I assured her. And then poured a nice thick load down her sucking throat as we stood there listening to Marjorie as she quite erotically, took Eddie's cherry from him.
**
We made it safely back to the car, got in, and then burst out laughing.
"So...Eddie...or rather Edward," she said, as we both knew we could never dare call him that ourselves. "And Marjorie...are now an item maybe?"
"Count on it," I assured her. "Though I am sure they'll still be careful around one another at work. But...I think it's safe to say...they're about to have the best night of their entire lives, out there together, in the back of Edwards old beat up truck. So...now do you believe me when I say I think I have a gift? Something we can do something useful with to help others?"
"Yeah...maybe you do. Maybe you've convinced me you can. So now what? Where do we go from here? What do we do?"
"Well...the first thing is. We go back to your place and fuck. Until morning at least. After that, you and I are going to make a few phone calls, invite some friends over, a very informal party, where I am also just as sure, we can convince them to invest in this idea."
"Good luck with that," she told me. "But we'll worry about the financial aspects of all this tomorrow. Like you said...AFTER you've fucked me all night," she grinned as we drove out of the parking area with the lights off until we were safely out of sight from where Marjorie and Eddie, no doubt continued on fucking...as they obviously would be after having heard about Eddie's talent.
"No worries there either, trust me," I assured her.
The truth is. I could have perhaps just gone into a bank, maybe even robbed it, it might have been easy enough to do given my newfound gift. But as I'd maintained all along. I didn't wear a black hat, didn't consider myself to be a really dishonest individual. Of course, I didn't wear a pure white hat either, a bit more on the light gray side perhaps. But I also knew...for those who I could convince, without too much prompting, I'd ensure...were well compensated afterwards for having done so. With that being said, once we had the funds I figured we'd need...we'd then go looking for a nice place to set up shop.
And I had just the place in mind too. Now all we needed was to convince the owners of the resort to sell the place to me. I was fairly confident they would too. And I would make it more than worth their while in doing so.
Things were looking up. There was a whole new future ahead of me, ahead of us perhaps. And I was more than anxious to get things rolling on it.
But not before...fucking Gayleen's brains out. I was really looking forward to doing that too!
To be continued...
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We had just a little over an hour before everyone arrived at the meeting that Gayleen and I had arranged. Mostly friends, people we knew who were at least minimally in a position to invest a little bit in my idea anyway. A few others, contacts that the friends knew, and who thought might also be interested in at least hearing me out. No more than twenty or so...but it was a start at least.
I had of course planted a few subtle hints, suggestions going in. Carol as well as Susan would of course be attending, and then people they also knew. Their enthusiasm bringing in others, each one of course I would personally meet and greet at the door. There would be a lot of Bic flicks as I did that, though I'd already promised myself that I wouldn't coerce anyone into investing outside of their own free will. What I would do however, is suggest they listen with an open mind, digest what I had to say, to offer, and then let things go from there. Hopefully, we'd get at least half of them to invest in the prospect I was offering.
In the meantime however, with everything set out and prepared for their arrival, refreshments, cocktails, and a neatly prepared proposal for each one to read through at their leisure afterwards, Gayleen and I were enjoying a little pre-meeting stress relief.
One of the nice side effects from all this, was the fact that Gayleen had a real penchant for sucking my cock all of a sudden. It was almost to the point that every free moment we had, she was taking it into her mouth, even if it was for two seconds, as silly as that may sound. Though those two seconds at times, even then were heavenly, if not at times a bit dangerous in retrospect. We'd once gone in to the Bank where I again was hoping to secure a loan. The loan officer had left us sitting there briefly while he went out to grab some forms we'd need to fill out. The moment he left his office, Gayleen turned to me, that now all too familiar look in her eyes. Ever since we'd gotten down to real business, the excitement of doing this perhaps had affected her in other ways. Not that I minded of course.
"Let me see your cock!" She'd demanded.
"What? Here?" Although I was already unzipping even before I had answered her. Like I said, this wasn't the first two-second blowjob I'd ever been given. There'd been several, elevators, climbing in and out of the car, rounding the corner in the isle at the grocery store, once getting a two-second hand job in line at a checkout counter if you can believe it. I'd only once had to "glimmer" anyone...as Gayleen and I now referred to it when an older woman had seen Gayleen's hand on my exposed cock. I'd simply told her in a fraction of an instant, that she was simply daydreaming, and would take that thought home and use it on some unsuspecting spouse or partner's eventual delight. I quite liked the thought of "spreading the joy" to some extent whenever that happened.
Even if the Loan officer returned, I wasn't too worried about him making a scene, as long as I could hurriedly lock eyes with him at least. Gayleen had leaned over, sucking my cock into her mouth quite contentedly for a bit longer than two seconds perhaps and then sat up once again with a smile on her face. Just like I had.
"No, don't zip up just yet," she had also told me. "Leave it so I can play with it a bit after he comes back and sits down."
Needless to say, it was a very lucrative, and entertaining meeting we'd had with the loan officer. And yes...I did get a nice start up loan, which I was sure I'd easily be able to repay within a short period of time once we'd gotten a few investors onboard with us. Unfortunately, I did have to tell him that white stuff that was covering his desk afterwards wasn't really there. I often wondered after that if anyone else had come in and noticed it. I could only imagine what they would have thought had anyone done so.
"Hmm baby, you do suck a mean cock!" I told Gayleen as we sat there on her couch waiting for the first of our guests to arrive. The fact she honestly enjoyed doing it was an added bonus. Gayleen just didn't go through the motions in order to please me. She truly was one of those women who took additional delight in doing that. And as such, I rewarded her for it in more subtle ways. Rather than a vicious circle, this was a delicious circle. I let her feel a bit of my orgasm whenever I had one, which in turn aroused her even more, hence the additional desire perhaps to suck my cock every chance that she got. It had in fact been a nice exercise for me. I'd learned to "dish it out" so to speak. Previously, my orgasms had been everyone else's orgasms too, and visa versa. The problem with that was, it had been almost too intense...too draining. I couldn't very well be having that, or causing that with everyone we came into contact with. We'd all be out of it for far too long if we kept doing that. So it was by trial (not so much error...as pleasure) I'd learned to dole out just a little bit of mutually shared ecstasy. The effects of which, were almost addictive (pardon the semi-pun) in nature. The fact that Gayleen could experience or have a mini-orgasm herself just from doing that, kept her wanting to come back of course. And usually, when we had the time, as we had now, I would of course reciprocate, giving her an even more intense one after that.
It was good practice for the days ahead.
"I do so love sucking your cock," she said slurping away at it madly.
"I know. And I appreciate it too!" I told her, enjoying this momentary respite, the pleasure she was bringing me certainly relaxing me, and oddly enough preparing me for when our guests arrived.
"I don't want to swallow it though," she said looking up at me as she continued licking my dick even when saying that. "I want to wear it!" I laughed. Gayleen had her own ideas, which to a point made sense and added to what we hoped to eventually start doing. That subtle added fragrance, pheromones, and a bunch of other things, such as her provocative attire, still subtle without being overboard, would hopefully add to the enticement and mood of those who'd be attending this first of many investor meetings.
"Then you'd best prepare to wear it," I informed her. "Because I'm about ready to dress you with it," I grinned.
With one hand still working my cock quite nicely, Gayleen swiftly undid the buttons on the tight fitting, almost see-through white blouse she was wearing. Not too surprisingly, she wasn't wearing a bra. With her nicely shaped bare breasts now available for me, she placed my cock between them, and began jacking me off.
"Whenever you're ready," she winked.
"I'm ready," I said just as the first full thunderous spurt of cock-juice leapt from the head of my dick, followed by several others as I quickly drenched her beautiful bare tits. The two of us then spent the next several minutes rubbing in all that fresh cum-cream into her breasts until like lotion, it had been almost completely absorbed. She had...gathered up a small amount, placing a bit of it behind her ears like perfume.
"Who knows? Maybe it will help?"
"Couldn't hurt," I laughed again. "Now...while we still have time, what can I do for you?"
She stood up, lowering her short sexy black skirt, though leaving her white still undone blouse on as she took a seat on the couch. Her tits still glistening a little as she sat there grinning at me. She didn't have on any panties either.
"Eat me!" She said hotly. "Eat my fucking cunt!"
**
Not too surprisingly, Carol and Susan were the first to arrive. Besides Gayleen, I don't think I even had to look at her as "in tune" as we'd become with one another. I'd even begun to wonder if once I'd established that link in the first place, if I even had to look at them again.
Food for thought.
I likewise greeted Susan too of course, saw the tiny flicker of flame behind her eyes and allowed the almost automatic response I had carefully planned for everyone to find root in her subconscious.
"Keep an open mind to everything you see, hear or do tonight," I implanted in a millisecond of time, seeing her accepted smile as we then hugged and kissed almost affectionately.
"John and Mavis should be here shortly," she informed me as she then sauntered past, greeting Gayleen as well as Gayleen then led our first two guests into the main meeting room we had set up just for this. I had in fact already done my own homework on John after having spoken to Susan about him briefly. More than anyone else attending this evening, John could, if he even desired to, almost finance the whole thing himself. He had a master's degree in economics for one thing, had taught at a prestigious university for years, and then had branched out into low risk investments, turning that into such a profitable venture that he'd eventually started his own company. The man was reported to be worth over a Billion in earnings.
"He'll be a hard sell," Susan informed me honestly. "So be prepared to be scrutinized thoroughly. John doesn't invest in anything until he's turned things upside down, and inside out. And even then, he may only give you token support, so don't expect him to be the lone investor, even if he does invest. But as I promised...at least he's coming."
I thanked her, feeling fairly confident that I'd at least get him thinking about it. And had even pondered the idea of giving the less likely investors a small little demonstration, something to think about perhaps once I'd done so.
With the banks help, the little I had already secured from other sources including Carol, Susan and even Gayleen, along with every dime I'd managed to put away, we still needed another million and a half dollars if I was going to have enough just to come up with the down payment on the property I was looking at. I'd already convinced the owners of the resort to sell to me, provided I could raise the first year's payment and have that in escrow...with provisos. I basically had a year to show a profit, have enough to roll another year into escrow, or the entire resort could end up right back in their hands again. So yeah, I was a little nervous, but I also knew more than anyone else...I was on to something here.
It wasn't long before John and his wife, along with most everyone else had arrived. And as I'd intended, I met each and every one of them personally, taking that small brief moment to plant my suggestion, ensure that the flame was there, and continued mingling about for the first little bit before we sat down and really got things started.
Gayleen had gone out and had some professional looking posters made up, several of which we had eloquently framed and purposely positioned close to where I'd be speaking. In bold lettering were the simple words, "Feel the flame." And then just below that, a simple almost too small little flicker of fire, unlike what one might expect when seeing the caption. Instead of this enormous blaze, we had what appeared to be nothing more than a simple burning matchstick, without the match.
Already the posters, which was also the emblem on each one of the professional looking prospect guides we'd handed out, was the topic of conversation as many curiously spoke of it to one another.
"Well...ready to get started here?" I asked Gayleen as she leaned over kissing my cheek, though not before secretly dropping her hand down between my legs giving my cock another friendly little cuddle.
"Too bad we didn't make, or find a bigger podium," she giggled. "I'd have enjoyed sucking you off while you stood here talking to everyone."
I just shook my head. I was beginning to think that maybe I'd created a monster.
"If things get going...and take off the way I hope they do...I just might let you do that," I snickered back at her as she almost casually popped a button on her blouse, showing off a bit more cleavage than she had been, before directing everyone to begin taking their seats.
I stood waiting patiently until everyone had done so, and the gradual murmur throughout the room gradually fading away into complete and total silence.
"Thank you everyone for coming tonight. It is my hope, and my intention, that when each and everyone of you tonight leaves, that you will do so with the same enthusiasm and desire that I have. And as such, that you will also then become partners in something that I honestly feel will revolutionize the way people behave towards one another, both in the business world, as well as in their own private intimate relationships. For now, we're here to discuss that. Intimacy, and how intimacy in our lives can, and very often does have impact on everything else we do...including how we conduct ourselves in the day-to-day business world. All I ask of you here tonight...is to keep an open mind about everything you see, hear and do tonight."
I had once again cemented the trigger, knowing full well that in the beginning at least, everyone would listen. Would it sway them one way or the other? No...I didn't really want to do that either. What I wanted was their undivided attention in hearing and most likely seeing for themselves, what I had to say.
Most everyone was attentive, and even smiling. All except for John and Mavis of course, the two obviously on guard, steeled against being swayed by fancy speeches or an almost bible-thumping like atmosphere designed to make the crippled somehow walk again. I couldn't, and wouldn't do that....but maybe, just maybe, I could in a sense...raise the dead.
**
I knew of course going in, this crowd was going to be a hard sale. Especially John and Mavis. And I also knew that once I began throwing some facts and figures, most...if not all would be highly suspicious and dubious of that. Especially John and Mavis. But it was a necessary evil in doing so, I had to get them to salivate a little, even if they soon after found my proposal almost preposterous. I had to at least get them thinking, which by the looks on everyone's faces...they most certainly were. Many had already raised their hands with questions, but as I had stated in the beginning, I'd attempt to answer each and everyone of them that they might have...once I had completely finished. A simple reminder of that brought their hands down, though looks on faces told me that for some of those, they were less than satisfied at not being given time right now.
But as I had done with Gayleen...and even Carol to some extent, it was now time for a little simple demonstration. Something to amuse them perhaps, entertain, but hopefully...and more importantly perhaps, truly open their eyes to what I'd been telling them.
"Alright. Early on this evening, I asked you to do one specific thing for me, can anyone tell me what that was?"
A few hands came up, but the one I was really hoping for that did, brought a smile to my face as Mavis raised her hand, though John gave her an almost disapproving look when she did so.
"Mrs. Edwards?" I said addressing her formally, "Tell us...what was it that I asked each and everyone of you to do here tonight?"
Thankfully she ignored her husband's look, speaking. "To keep an open-mind regarding everything we see, hear and do tonight," she said almost smugly once again looking towards her husband, giving him a look. It was obvious just by that simple gesture, she was already feeling a bit more enthusiastic, and interested than he was.
"That's right," I said saying the obvious. "And as such, I now want to perform a little demonstration for you all if I may. Let you...all of you, feel the flame here tonight."
There was again an almost hushed murmur as it made its way around the room. I let it, letting the flame build so to speak, the curiosity and interest as to what kind of parlor trick I might be making here shortly as they shuffled about in their seats anxiously.
Barnum, of Barnum & Bailey's circus might have been correct in his assumption that there was a sucker born every minute. But it was my intent to show everyone here, they certainly weren't suckers, or that I was some sort of charlatan either. What I wanted to do, was leave them with something to think about, something they couldn't ignore, something that would truly open their eyes. And sometimes...it took something shocking in order to do that.
A risk here yes. A big one perhaps. But one that I was fairly confident, once everyone had had a chance to think about it later...would come to the inevitable, and unavoidable conclusion, there really was something to this...to what I'd been telling them about all evening. And if they eventually came to understand all that, they'd have to accept the unavoidable conclusion...there was BIG money to be made here!
The details about a fancy resort, where clients and guests would check in for a week's long experience, at reasonable, but classy prices had put the initial reluctance to hear me out into most of their faces. Potential profits, had equaled that out to some extent, but simple facts and figures wasn't what this meeting was about. I needed investors to get this thing rolling. And that meant, the first order of business was in proving to them I wasn't just dreaming all this.
"Ok, so how many of you consider yourself to be fairly open-minded?" I began. Most everyone save a select few raised their hands, including Mavis, though John as I expected hadn't, nor had one or two others. A good start. "Ok, and of you who are holding your hands up, how many of you would say that you're also fairly uninhibited?"
A few more dropped hands, though one or two now had questions, which I answered as I was also expecting that.
"What do you mean specifically, by being uninhibited?" Another older female asked, blushing after asking the question as a few snickers now followed that.
"Sexually speaking," I said charging ahead, boldly now...hearing a few giggles, a few gasps, and one or two people shifting in their seats looking truly uncomfortable now. Which is what I'd been after in the first place.
There were only a few now still holding their hands up, Carol and Susan not too surprisingly of course, along with Gayleen, one other younger looking man, and a woman I remembered being introduced to as his wife. Beyond that, everyone had now put their hands down.
"What if I were to prove to you, that you could be even more open-minded, more uninhibited than you ever dreamed of, or would ever openly acknowledge or ever consider showing anyone else?" I asked. "Would that help to prove to you that what I've been telling you tonight, is possible?"
Someone laughed, speaking though I didn't pick up on who'd actually said it, beyond it being a woman's voice.
"My husband would gladly pay you if you could make me do anything outside the norm," she'd said again to a smattering of giggles and laughs.
"That's what I hope all of you will consider doing after you leave here tonight," I then stated. "So...all I ask now, is that all of you who are now sitting there with your hands down...will you please stand up?"
Everyone did, including John, though again the expression on his face was almost stoic, even bored just a little, but he had at least stood.
"Good...now, I'd like all of you to form a circle with Gayleen and I in holding hands, alternating men...women as we do that." We quickly scooted back the chairs until there was more than enough room, and now stood together, everyone including those who had had their hands raised. It would help in drawing more tantric energy as I'd explained, though many stood... still disbelieving. "Ok, now...here's what I'm going to do...like I said, keep an open mind at least, we'll start there. Close your eyes, and don't worry about me, or anyone else saying anything. I'm simply going to use, and focus my energy, and that of the energy of everyone standing here and use it within the group. Yes...it will be sexual in nature, but to what extent, you will have to learn and see for yourself. Even for those of you who perhaps no longer see sex as being important, or no longer apart of your own lives perhaps, I'm going to attempt to prove to you differently. Now...again, close your eyes, open your mind, and simply relax and be quiet."



To be honest...it was an amazing sensation for me too. Connected as we were, I had access to everyone, simultaneously. I followed the flamed path into each and every one of their libraries of thought, and from there, into each and every one of their secret little hidden away rooms. Some had more than others, one or two hardly worth mentioning, much like Edwards had been in a sense. And yet...everyone had something. John was no major surprise. I had to stifle a laugh upon discovery of his secrets, his thoughts, his secret place was more elaborate, and perhaps even more decadent in nature than anyone else's. But so was his frustration perhaps because of it. And thus, his temperament, and his hard attitude towards anything good or exciting in life. John hadn't had, or been able to sustain an erection for several years now, and it was eating away at him like a cancer.
I now entered, and opened every private room, every secret door, and simultaneously, though even I would be hard-pressed in explaining it, I interacted with everyone there in the circle one on one...at the exact same time. I brought out those hidden away thoughts and desires, dusted off some of them, some of which hadn't been even thought about, or entertained for years now. Some few, more recently, making it easier to make the images I now did seem real, fresh, almost as though they were actually happening. There were already a few whispers, murmurs of surprise, delight and even pleasures being felt as we all stood there together. And now knowing what I knew about John, he would indeed be difficult, but not impossible. Taking a bit more time perhaps, and a more focused energy on my part. I thus had to thin the herd just a little in order to do that and keep from spreading myself too thin. For those like Carol and Susan, the secretively "swinging couple," I now knew about, and one or two others...I caused them all to enjoy a small, yet still pleasurable little orgasm, and still allow everyone else within the group to get a small sense of it, without really understanding what it was. There were more gasps, some obvious surprise, as most who now had, literally opened their minds, even dropping their hands with the sheer unexpected intensity of release. And all the while just standing there.
"We're not done yet," I said as the circle suddenly seemed to dissolve. "We'll reform again here in a moment. But let's be honest here...some of you, and even most of you felt something." Most everyone had, including John, his expression saying so, though he again refused to come right out and admit to it. Others...it was obvious. Especially those who had in fact actually experienced an orgasm.
"How about you Carol? And you Susan?" I asked pointing them out on purpose. "What was it you felt?"
"You know damn good and well what I felt," Susan said blushing profusely, a bit embarrassed that she actually had in fact, in front of so many strangers, not to mention her stuffy friends. But Carol was even more good natured about it, giggling excitedly and saying.
"Can we do that again?" Now I did laugh.
"For those of you who wish to...yes. Or, you can now sit down and watch everyone else as we form the circle once more, that includes the rest of you who won't as yet admit to feeling or sensing anything. This time...I can assure you...you will."
There were a few more blushing faces. I'm not sure they were quite willing or prepared to allow themselves to do what Susan and Carol, and the younger couple had just admitted to. But I held them, using suggestion now as control, though only in the sense of keeping them there long enough to remain within the circle which we quickly formed again.
"All right, like everyone did before...open your minds, relax, and no talking. Just feel...feel and enjoy energy, the flame. Go ahead...feel the flame," I said, and then once again walked back inside everyone's secret private little rooms. Only this time, I drew a bit more energy, using it with John. I'd picked up on something, scanned briefly through one of his private little books, and smiled inwardly at what I saw there. A recent entry, one that he'd entertained almost from the moment he'd arrived and had looked at Gayleen. I now knew his secret, and also knew the way I'd convince him to partner up in this enterprise.
"Go ahead John, it' ok. Imagine what it would feel like...indulge yourself John. Imagine wearing a pair of Gayleen's panties. The feel of them pressing against your hard stiff cock." I felt resistance, worry...but pressed forward. "It's ok John, you're here. Here you have no problem, in fact, you now have a very, very hard stiff erection. Can you see it John? Can you feel it? Yes...yes you can. Look at yourself John, there you are. A nice hard cock, and its being caressed by Gayleen's wet, soiled, earlier worn panties. And now John...and now, she's straddling you. You see yourself fondling her nice tits, that's it...that's it John play with them, go ahead, don't be afraid. Enjoy it. Enjoy the feel of her pussy now resting against your cock. No..she understands John, she understands totally and completely. It's not about penetration, it's all about the naughty, dirty, wicked feel of her hot juicy cunt resting against your cock isn't it John? So slippery, her panties even wetter now as she soaks them through from the other side, cunt-kissing your prick John...you're hard, strong stiff glorious prick. Oh yes John, yes...feel it John, feel it. You want to cum don't you John? You want to feel yourself spraying, squirting, filling her nasty, dirty, filthy panties don't you....John!" I just managed as John...the real John the John holding hands with his wife there in the circle suddenly opened his eyes, looking down at himself. He was both shocked, surprised, perhaps even a little disgusted, but mostly...amazed.
He'd just come in his pants. Along with many, many others. Each one of them enjoying their own hidden, secret naughty fantasies. Including Mavis, though hers I had smiled at as well. She'd literally gone around the circle of women, entertaining herself with each and every one of them in her own special way. A secret she had long held, and never told anyone. Especially John.
Mavis was a bonafide closet lesbian.
**
John immediately turned, his face scarlet, grabbing his sports jacket from off the back of his chair where he'd placed it earlier. "We're done here!" He announced, "Come Mavis!" He then added already beginning to walk out, though now looking back. Mavis hadn't budged an inch. "Well? Are you coming? Or not?"
"No John...I'm staying. I want to learn and know more about all this. You go if you must...but I'm staying! I'll catch a cab, or a ride home with someone," she now informed him further, seeing his surprised look as we all did upon hearing that.
"Fine! Suit yourself!" He exclaimed, and then hurried out towards the door. Mavis turned back around looking at Gayleen and I after he had left.
"Now...where were we?" She asked smiling pleasantly.
One other older woman had also appeared to be ready to leave, but upon seeing Mavis make a stand, and herself sat down, though her face too was flushed with obvious arousal, and what appeared to be just a hint of fear. Again, an emotion to be expected. People feared what they truly didn't understand, especially if it had taken them by surprise, which it obviously had.
But even this little demonstration hadn't been enough to necessarily change anyone's minds, or convince them that this wasn't just some hypnotic, hallucinogenic experience of some kind that could easily be explained away.
It was now time to convince them, though I truly wished that John had stayed. He'd have been in for a nice surprise.
"Gayleen?" I asked addressing her as she now came up standing by my side.
I then turned addressing the room again, the looks on everyone's faces except for an expected few, nervous...apprehensive, and yet...obviously aroused, curious too.
"OK, I think I've given you a small example of what can be achieved. The energy we all share, which is all around us, can be tapped, can be shared and used to experience the true joys in life. As long as we're open to it. After this past example, how many of you still maintain that you have an open-mind here tonight?" As I'd hoped, most everyone raised their hands once again. "Good...because now, I'm going to ask you to hold that thought. Gayleen? If you would please?" I now asked. Almost immediately, Gayleen reached up and began undoing the buttons on her blouse. In moments, her bare breasts sprang forth as she likewise shimmied out of the short skirt she'd been wearing, allowing that to drop down around her ankles. As expected, there were some additional gasps of surprise as she did that. The older woman who'd nearly left now raised her hand. "Yes Ms. Dawson?" I asked, knowing now she was a widower, lived alone, though she also had had, and paid for sex with much younger men on occasion. One of her secret, private indulgences.
"What is the purpose of this anyway?" She now asked. "Why is she naked?"
"Glad you asked. Another simple demonstration. Now that Gayleen is naked, and that all of you can see that, by another show of hands...how many of you can accept her standing here in the nude? How many of you are open-minded enough, to accept her being here like this?"
Though everyone quickly looked about the room at one another, I was pleased to see most everyone's hand being raised, including Ms. Dawson, Gladys...along with Mavis whose hand had been amongst the first ones to raise. I again smiled.
"And now...who here would be likewise brave, and uninhibited enough to stand here next to Gayleen...likewise just as vulnerable and naked as she is?" Not too surprisingly, only Carol this time sat there with her hand still being raised. I motioned her up to stand next to us, and without even asking, she immediately undressed, soon standing naked on my other side.
"Matching bookends," someone spoke garnering a laugh, though Gladys now spoke letting it be known who it was.
"Ok, so we know those two are brave and uninhibited. But what about you?" She asked. I'd been expecting that of course, and immediately nodded my head smiling at her.
"You're absolutely right of course, but I'm going to ask you to do something for me Gladys," I now spoke addressing her more intimately. "If you wouldn't mind please...coming up here and helping me do that?"
Her eyes went wide as she considered my suggestion, but then steeled her resolve, and the challenge perhaps, coming up and joining us. Without further hesitation on her part, she immediately reached down, undoing my belt, and then unzipping my pants. She then yanked them down around my ankles leaving me standing there in a pair of tight red briefs, the obvious bulge showing as I had long ago become quite aroused myself. Even then, she seemed surprised to actually see that.
"Go ahead Gladys...pull them down too."
She did so, my hard cock springing up having briefly caught on the material of my shorts, now slapping and thumping against my lower abdomen as it finally came free. "Oh my," she spoke almost in a whisper, but then stood again, though her eyes remained partially glued to it.
"Ok Gladys, here's my question for you then. "Would it be safe to say that you wouldn't be so inclined to stand here and remove your clothes in front of everyone?"
"No fucking way!" She actually exclaimed, though blushing at the choice of her own words perhaps. "Maybe I don't mind, or really have a problem with any of you, or anyone else for that matter getting naked. Nudity doesn't upset or bother me. But I am after all, almost seventy. And I'm pretty sure that no one here would be particularly interested in seeing an old lady naked."
"I would!" Someone said, once again relieving the sudden tension a little.
"How about I prove to you that you actually would like to?" I now asked her, seeing the total and complete disbelief in her eyes.
"You...prove to me, that I'd be comfortable standing here naked in front of everyone," she said incredulously.
"Yes."
Gladys laughed. "Yeah right."
"Give me your hand Gladys," I said simply, holding it out to her as she looked at it briefly, though her eyes once again landing on my hard firm erection as I stood there waiting for her to accept it.
Although it took a moment more, she finally did so, though hesitantly. "Look at me Gladys...that's all I want you to do, look at me, open your mind, and hear my thoughts...nothing more."
She did so.
"Gladys. It doesn't matter what any of us look like on the outside. The true beauty is inside each one of us. Who we are, how we treat others, is where the true beauty lies. Open yourself up to that, shed your fears...your inhibitions. Let others see you for who you truly are, the beautiful woman inside that I clearly see you to be." I let go of her hand. She looked at me for a moment more, and then reached behind herself and began undoing the zipper on her dress.
Once again there was a smattering of surprised murmurs as they spread about the room. Within moments, Gladys had indeed shed every article of clothing she had on. To my own surprise perhaps, Gladys actually had a fairly nice body on her for someone her age. True, her breasts sagged a bit, though mainly because they were still large and full. She had a bit of a tummy, and a few extra wrinkles here and there, but Gladys was, just as beautiful a woman as she'd ever been.
"Now Gladys...go down and simply touch someone, anyone, and share with them, what I shared with you."
It was like watching dominos falling. One by one, people stood, removed their clothing, and then turned towards their neighbor, touching them spreading the message. In ten minutes, everyone in the entire room was naked. And more importantly, everyone was smiling.
Although tempted...sorely tempted, we officially ended the meeting after that, though most everyone remained naked, standing around, enjoying refreshments and simply chatting amongst one another. Carol and Susan both soon came walking up to Gayleen and I.
"Well, I do know there are several here who you've convinced, though a few others remain a bit skeptical, even after finding themselves standing here in the all together," Susan laughed. "But my question now is...once the still someone prudish leave..." she winked without finishing the question. I smiled nodding my head.
"I think that's in the offing here after most everyone else has left. That couple over there? I know they'll be staying...and Mavis, Gladys too. Carol? Go ask the two of them if they'd be interested in staying after for just a bit." I touched her arm, not even looking in her eyes this time, locking thoughts. "Tell them both...if they do stay, they'll be glad they did."
**
Thirty minutes later, it was a small, but aroused group of people who now stood there. Gayleen, myself of course...Carol, Susan, Frank and Julie, along with Mavis and Gladys. And one other man who had likewise stayed behind out of curious interest as to what else might actually happen after the meeting was over. His name was Darrel, and much to my surprise, I would later learn he was the president of a local bank in the area.
At the moment though, it was time to relax, and in a very small way, celebrate just a little. With the few small commitments we received from those who'd attended, we'd managed to raise just a little over a hundred thousand. Still far short of what we needed, but it was a fairly good start.
Seeing where Mavis's attentions were at the moment, I took a tiny peek inside her thoughts, smiling as I did. Amazingly enough, it happened to be Gladys that she for the moment at least, had her mind on.
"Go ahead," I told her...talk to her. "Flirt a little," I added. Mavis looked at me in wide-eyed surprise, still trying to hide perhaps. I winked. "It's ok Mavis...I know. Go over there, enjoy yourself. I think you'll be in for a pleasant surprise," I now told her openly. I grinned as she walked over, and within seconds the two of them seemed totally enthralled with one another.
I had picked up during the course of the evening, especially when Gladys came up to join us, that she too had taken notice of Mavis earlier on. And more so again, seeing her naked, and seeing that the two of them had a lot of similarities. Now...both comfortable in their own skins, they stood laughing and talking like long lost lovers having finally gotten together again. Gladys too had a few almost "ancient" memories she hadn't acted upon, though I sensed and soon discovered, she brought those secret fantasies out of her secret room once in a while in order to enjoy herself while thinking about them. Everyone had indeed seemed to suddenly become comfortable in their skins as it were, but it was now time to get this party started. I allowed a small little nudge in that general direction, and then more or less stood back, seeing the slow rolling effects of that.
Mavis had coyly reached out tentatively with a fingertip. She lightly brushed one of Gladys's thick rubbery-looking nipples, much to her delight. In turn, oblivious, or so it seemed to everyone else at this point, she likewise reached out and playfully tickled one of Mavis's now rock hard tits. In seconds, they were kissing...and fondling one another openly right there in the middle of the room! Seeing that, as some gathered to watch, others now became far bolder themselves. Even Gayleen smiled, winking at me as she nestled herself between the legs of Julie, the young woman, while Frank, her husband... now kneeling behind Gayleen, toying with her opening as he prepared to slide his rather impressive looking dick inside her. Carol and Susan both had of course eyed me, their wants and desires obvious. And though tempted to play with the two of them, I was in hopes of further solidifying additional funds. As such, I brushed my two play companions off briefly with a simple thought, sending them off in pursuit of Darrel who was more than happy to comply with their wishes. Making my way over towards Mavis and Gladys, I took delight in seeing Mavis now laying down on the floor, with Gladys sitting on her face. Mavis was having the time of her life, and by Gladys expression...so was she. She noticed me standing there looking at the two of them however, and then smiled.
"Get over here," she told me. "As nice as what it is she's doing to my cunt...I can't think of anything better to add to that, except for sucking on that nice hard fucking cock of yours!" she informed me.
I stepped over, reaching down to enjoy the sensation of her very, very soft pliable breasts, fingering her hard taut nipples as she almost hungrily drew me into her mouth, sucking the head of my cock just the way I liked it, though I had again...more or less given her silent instructions in doing so. She was a good student. And I felt it when she came too, almost triggering my own release, far short of normal, though I honestly hadn't expected her to climax quite so soon. Whatever Mavis was doing to her, she was damn good at it. Now climbing out from beneath her, she too decided to take a spin on this man's cock, though Gladys wasn't quite ready to fully relinquish it either. In moments, the two of them knelt in front of me, while I in turn literally fucked my dick between their sucking sliding lips as each one of them claimed a side, and permitted me to just stand there doing the humping motion, watching my blood engorged dick slide between their two happy faces. Even this one was relatively new to me.
"We want to see you come this way," Mavis spoke.
"Yeah, so we can taste you too, feel you squirt on our faces..."
"And tits..."
"And pussy," each one in turn seemed to answer.
"Whoa girls...one thing at a time here. Not sure I'll have enough to cover all the bases you just mentioned!" I laughed. "Not all at once anyway."



"Then start here baby," Mavis said sucking the head of my dick once again, as Gladys happily began sucking and nibbling on my balls. "Fill my mouth...and I'll share it with her."
Minutes later, I was doing just that, squirting what felt like a gallon of come cream into each one of their mouths as they passed me back and forth between one another, almost perfectly sharing the spurts that seemed timed perfectly to their satisfaction.
And as I did, I allowed them a small little trickle of my own orgasmic delight. Mavis's and Gladys's fingers did the rest, as the two of them now simultaneously finger-fucked one another to another mind-blowing orgasm, all the while, still passing my cock back and forth laughing almost hysterically like a couple of teenage school girls.
By the moans and groans coming from around the room, everyone had seemingly shelved, or gotten over whatever shyness or inhibitions they might have had. By the time Gayleen and I had finally seen the last person out the door, everyone was happily drained...spent, and enthusiastic about what they had discovered about themselves during the evening. I had had one last word with Mavis just before she stepped out the door, Gladys already offering to give her a ride home, though I wondered if they didn't plan on going elsewhere first.
"Whenever it is that you do get home," I said speaking to her thoughts only, "Wear a pair of panties, any panties...doesn't matter. And then go in...surprise John, tell him specifically you have a desire to rub yourself off on him that way. Tell him you don't want to actually fuck him, just masturbate him, and yourself, while humping him through your panties. Trust me Mavis...it will improve your lives, for both of you."
And all that in less than a second or two's thoughts. Mavis and Gladys soon left, both with a smile on their faces, and a twinkle in their eyes.
Even then it took me a moment longer to realize someone was nibbling on my ass. I turned before even closing the door as Gayleen knelt behind me, smiling looking up. "I need to suck this," she said grasping my somewhat flaccid member, her other hand still between my legs gently rolling and kneading my balls.
I just shook my head, still in the doorway. Maybe I really had created a monster after all.
**
On the following Monday I got another nice surprise. A big one in fact, in fact...two of them in a manner of speaking, though the first one was by in large the most welcome. A courier knocked at the door, I stood signing for an express envelope, and then stepped inside, surprised to see the name and address of John's firm on it. I opened it, saw and read the note first.
"Thank you," it simply said. "From both of us. You've changed our very lives. Sincerely, John Edwards."
I now opened a second envelope. Inside that one was a check for two million dollars. John had basically in one fell swoop, given us more than enough operating capitol to do everything we needed to do, including rescreening, and rehiring staff if we needed to, a bit of remodeling in order to create the kind of atmosphere I wanted this resort to have, and take care of discreet, but important advertising. But the bottom line was...we were in business!
The next little surprise was in learning about Darrel, who had again secured for us pretty much an open line of account. In addition to that, securing additional investors as well, which we hurriedly set up another important meeting in the days ahead. From that select group, would come the first of our big paying customers.
Even I had no idea just how life changing all this would be. Within a relatively short period of time, I would soon find out.
To be continued...
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I had always been close to my sister Sandra...or rather "Sandy" as she preferred being called these days. With only two years difference between us, it had never seemed an obstacle for either one of us. She knew my friends...and I was well acquainted with hers. One in particular.
We both still lived at home in order to cut down on expenses while I attended a local university, the same one that Sandy had begun attending as well a few months after graduating high school. Along with her best friend Diane, who I was currently seeing, and had been dating now for several months. The odd part was, most of the time, our dates consisted of the three of us going out together. Like I said, I'd always gotten along well with my sister, so having her come along with us seemed quite natural as opposed to her being a third wheel. We had double dated on a few occasions, but Sandy didn't really have any guy special at the moment, so lately it seemed like she was far more content to just tag along with us. Admittedly, it put a cramp in my love-life to some extent, but Diane and I had managed to fit in some intimate personal time for ourselves here and there. Though whenever we did, or made it obvious we needed some alone time, Sandy's mood and demeanor would noticeably change during those times.
Sandy and Diane were similar in appearance too. Very often people would take them for sisters, not quite twins...but they looked, and dressed alike a good deal of the time. I found myself quite frequently enjoying the curious looks we got as the three of us strolled about the stores, or sat in the movie together, a beautiful girl sitting to either side of me. Each of them had dark brown well past the shoulder length hair, green eyes, full sensual lips, and though I couldn't prove it exactly, pretty much the same figure and bust size. Like I said...they looked so much alike, I'd even gotten a bit of teasing from my buddies because of it. Saying I had some sort of a twisted sister fantasy, which is why I was dating Diane in the first place. I too had a full head of dark hair, and more like hazel eyes as opposed to being green like my sister and moms were. I was also a couple of inches taller than both, just under six feet give or take an inch. I enjoyed playing tennis, and though I didn't have a regular regimen or workout routine, I did take pretty good care of myself. I didn't consider myself a hunk, not by any means, but I'd never had any real problems dating cute, or attractive looking girls all through high school, and then into college either. Still...the thought that my friends found it odd that I was dating someone who looked a lot like my own sister, or that I might be a bit twisted in doing that, gave me pause on more than one occasion. Especially as I had secretly thought about my sister in times past. But that was years ago. About the time Sandy started looking like a true beauty, a true beauty with tits, which is about the time most guys first look at their sisters a little differently. I know I did. And so yeah, I spent a few nights secretly fantasizing about my own sister. But eventually I grew out of that. That...or forced those thoughts away whenever I found myself absentmindedly entertaining them. After all, that was incest. And thinking about one's own sister was pretty twisted and sick in a way...wasn't it? So I didn't much care to hear my best buddies saying it or thinking it either. Though maybe to them, seeing the three of us always hanging out together would seem to be a bit sick and perverted in some ways.
I had no idea at the time just how twisted and perverted things were about to become.
**
I normally worked after school at the university bookstore and library part time. I had as usual showed up prepared to work when Jerry, one of the guys I sometimes worked with had showed up as well. I'd forgotten. Having traded shifts with him a few weeks back so he could have a particular night off, he'd agreed to come in and work for me one night. Remembering, and now delighted, I quickly headed off towards home, glad now for an entire weekend, especially as our parents had left early that morning for a drive up to San Francisco to spend some time with my Aunt as she'd recently had surgery. Nothing serious, but enough so, she was laid up and in need of some additional help. That would leave the place to us for the entire weekend, and that also meant, I might in fact be able to convince Diane to spend the night with me at least once. It had been well over two weeks since we'd had a chance to be together, and frankly...I was damn fucking horny!
Although I shouldn't have been too surprised to see Diane's car sitting in the driveway, I hadn't expected to see her of course until sometime Saturday. Obviously she'd come over to visit with Sandy, and maybe..."just maybe" I thought smiling to myself, be waiting for me in bed when I supposedly got off work that evening. I figured we'd have to play nice for a bit, especially with my sister around. But I also knew that Diane was much like me in respect to getting a bit cranky if we didn't fool around some, or go too long between having sex. Something else I loved about her, she could be a real animal...a real dirty, naughty animal in bed once she was aroused. And I needed some animal loving tonight in the worst way too!
With Diane's car in the drive, I was forced to park my own car out in front. Usually I entered in through the back door, but with the closer proximity of the front door now facing me, I entered that way instead. And though my room was upstairs, Sandy's room was downstairs, the far larger of the two. The moment I stepped inside I could hear voices, a bit of laughter, and knew that the two of them were obviously downstairs in her room. I sat my backpack down on the floor next to the couch in the sitting room and started to head over towards the stairs leading down to her room and the den area. Which is when I heard something else, a whole lot different than laughter, almost like a deep guttural moan. There was no mistaking it either. It was the sounds of someone enjoying a nice little orgasm, no question about it.
"What the fuck?" I thought silently to myself, and then deciding to remain silent, I quickly slipped off my shoes, now taking the stairs as quietly as I could in stocking feet. Obviously they weren't expecting me home, not for a few more hours as yet. And as mom and dad were certainly away, they had no reason to suspect anyone would come stumbling in on them. The problem was...this was my girl friend...and sister I could hear fooling around together. Even as I slowly descended the stairs, I had mixed emotions regarding what I might soon discover. On the one hand, this was every man's fantasy wasn't it? Two girls...enjoying one another in the most intimate of ways? And yet...on the other, this was my sister who was one of them...with MY girlfriend! Even though Diane had been Sandy's best friend long before we'd ever started dating. Which then raised the question, "How long has this been going on anyway?"
I continued to creep down the stairs as quietly as I could, still listening to the sounds of heavy breathing and moaning, only now...I realized it was coming from the den, and not from her bedroom. Reaching the small landing, off to the right down a short hallway was my sister's room, another full bathroom, and the laundry room. To the left, the family den. I now saw the flicker of light coming from the TV as I turned left and approached the doorway. It was open, as they'd obviously saw no need to close it. I slid up along the wall before daring to peek in, knowing where the TV was, and knowing they'd be on one of two couches, and perhaps both. But I also knew, if they were indeed watching something on TV, they wouldn't notice me standing behind them. And if they were doing something else other than that, they wouldn't be worried about me yet either. I felt relatively safe as I eased my head around the corner peeking into the room.
What they were doing was watching a porn movie together, though where they had gotten it from I had no idea. The moans and groans I'd been hearing coming from that, and not them, or at least not all of them anyway, though the obvious laughter had been...nervous excited laughter perhaps. On screen as I stood there back behind the door in the darkness, I could see two women and one man, actively engaged in stimulating one another. At the moment, the two girls knelt before the guy sharing his cock, sucking and licking it together. But as interesting as that might have been to watch any other time, what I now found myself actually looking at had garnered my entire attention. And I knew I must have been standing there with my mouth open when I did.
They were indeed sitting on opposite sides of the "L" shaped couches. All I could see was the back of Diane's head as she sat on one side of the couch. But it was my sister who I could far more clearly see, as she sat on the other side, facing off to one side before me. For one thing, she had her hand down inside the waistband of the panties she was wearing, her shorts long discarded, laying on the floor beside her. And though she was also wearing a tank top, she had one side of it lifted up over her bare breast. One hand toying with her hard taut nipple. I had on some few rare occasions, caught glimpses of my sister before, but it had been a couple of years now since I'd last accidentally bumped into her when she was naked, and that had been the all too briefest of moments as she screamed, covered herself with her hands, and had ducked back into her bedroom. To be honest, I hardly had time at all to take anything in. Not like I was doing now. And I realized I was holding my breath, almost afraid to breathe for being heard and thus discovered. But this was too good of a thing to pass up, watching my own sister sitting there on the couch, masturbating! And obviously...though I couldn't see her at the moment, I could surmise by the subtle movements I was seeing...that so was Diane. Maybe they weren't actually doing anything to one another, but the two of them obviously were masturbating in front of one another while watching the porn flick. And once again, I found myself asking the still curious question. "Just how long have the two of them being doing things like this? And had they...done more than that?"
The sound of Diane's voice shocked me back into reality, and I hurriedly stepped back around the corner, fearful that my sister might suddenly look over in my direction and catch me standing there looking at the two of them.
"He's got a nice cock. Almost as nice as Brian's is," Diane suddenly stated, moaning pleasurably as she did. Standing as close as I was to her, only a few feet away I could easily hear the slippery sounds her pussy was making as she quite decadently sat there fingering herself. I loved hearing her when she did that for me. She always was one to get quite juicy, and she certainly was now too, showing no inhibitions, or shyness whatsoever as she sat there finger-fucking herself, right in front of my sister. Though Sandy too, was pretty much doing the same thing herself, finally lifting her ass, and now pulling her panties completely off so she could more easily spread herself, and begin fingering herself in earnest now.
"Oh? Whose is bigger? His? Or Brian's?" Sandy asked curiously, to which Diane chuckled a little. Though I was more surprised at hearing my own sister's curious question being asked of Diane.
"Hard to tell really, perhaps about the same size in length anyway, though I think the head on Brian's dick is a bit larger. I know that it takes some doing to get my mouth over it whenever I suck it for him," she added giggling. Sandy moaned, her attention once again glued back on the TV as I chanced it, once again peeking in around the corner looking over at her. Sandy now held what obviously appeared to be a life-like looking vibrator, a hell of a lot longer than I was even, though admittedly, the head of the fake cock I now saw my sister rubbing against her cunt was far slimmer than my own. As was the guy's dick they'd been talking about in the movie.
"So you like sucking my brother's cock do you?" She laughed, though once again moaning a bit even as she said that, only then slipping in the first couple of inches of the toy cock she was teasing herself with as she now glanced over towards Diane. "Bet you wish you were sucking it now don't you?" She then added.
Diane giggled. "Yeah, but later tonight, I'm sure I will be," she moaned herself once more, the sounds of her deliciously wet pussy seemingly louder even as she sat there slapping and fingering her cunt, something I personally loved seeing her do. The fact she was doing so in front of my sister, made it even hotter yet. But what was also making things hot, though I was struggling emotionally with the sense of it all, was the fact that I was extremely aroused, watching my own sister doing all this. I just couldn't tear myself away from standing there listening, and watching...so long as I didn't get caught. "God...I wish he was here now!" Diane groaned once more. "I need to feel that nice hard dick of his inside me!" Sandy moaned once more herself, and then almost too softly to hear, adding...
"I'd enjoy seeing that," she said almost in a whisper.
Diane laughed nervously. "I bet you would." I stepped back behind the wall once more as though the sound of my rapidly beating heart might be overheard somehow. "I knew you were standing outside the door the last time we were together," she then added. "Why didn't you just open the door then and peek in?" I couldn't believe what I was hearing.
"I was too scared for one thing. What if he'd seen me, or heard me doing that? I'd never hear the end of it for one thing. But for another...Brian IS my brother after all, even though I'd just once...like to see someone actually doing it, and not just on some porn movie, you know...for real."
"What was this telling me?" I asked myself. "Was Sandy still a virgin?" It sure sounded like it. Though why on earth she wanted to watch her own brother fucking his girlfriend was beyond me. Still...
"Tell you what Sandy. Later this evening, when we're really going at it, go ahead and peek through the door, I'll make sure I've got his full attention. But that way, you can watch us a little at least, just don't make any noise, or we'll both have some explaining to do. I can't even begin to imagine what your brother would think if he was to find out you and I have been masturbating in front of one another for years now, or that we once..."
Sandy laughed. "Yeah, and only once too, just before the two of you started dating!" Sandy quipped. "I have to tell you Diane, in the beginning, I was actually jealous, and even a little mad at my own brother for interrupting things just when they were starting to get interesting!"
Now Diane laughed. "I know...aside from this, which I don't really consider as cheating, I just didn't feel right about getting involved with both of you. And I'm not too sure that Brian would have been too keen on the idea either. But I'll say this...if anything ever does happen that might break us up...you'll be the first one I'll come to for some comfort...if and when that should happen...believe you me!"
"Nah...you guys are too good together," Sandy commented. "Even though I am willing to admit, I am a teeny-weeny bit jealous. But as long as you're ok with doing this much...I'm ok too. And speaking of which...I'm so fucking close now, that I'd like to cum watching you cum. How about you? You ready to cum with me?" Sandy asked.
"Fuck yes!" Diane groaned, turning on the couch slightly, now facing my sister, though I still couldn't see her too clearly. Sandy had turned more directly as well, forcing me to step completely back behind the wall again outside the room, or she would most certainly catch movement, or perhaps even see me. I didn't dare risk looking inside the room again. But just hearing what was taking place, and now visualizing it inside my head, it was still horny as all get out.
"God I love watching the way you play with your pussy," Sandy spoke hotly, the lust evident in the tone of her voice.
"And I love watching you," Diane shot back. "I love watching you fuck yourself with that thing," she added. "Though I'm frankly surprised, you haven't gone out and 'officially' given your virginity away yet," she half teased.
"Haven't met the right guy yet," Sandy moaned softly, beginning to pant, changing the subject almost as quickly. "You ready? Because I certainly am!"
"Oh yeah...I am too baby...go ahead, cum for me...cum with me," Diane groaned loudly and audibly. "Because...oh fuck....here, I go!" She cried out, and then as I had heard her do several times in the past, Diane's high pitched little wail of unbridled delight suddenly filled the air. Along with...my sisters.
**
Though I had honestly been tempted to take out my own cock and jerk it off while standing there, I was too afraid to do so. It would be one thing getting caught spying on them, something I could possibly turn and use against them. But...getting caught with my dick out, in front of my own sister no less, was something else entirely. Using their own cries of delight to mask my retreat, I hurriedly, yet quietly made my way back up the stairs again. I slipped on my shoes, went out the back door, stood there for a moment collecting my breath, not to mention adjusting myself, and then came back inside the house again. Only this time, letting the back door slam behind me, just as it always did. And...I called out too.
"Diane? Sandy? You guys here?"
I no longer heard the sound of the TV being on, no surprise there. A quiet scuffle below as they no doubt hurried getting dressed again, or at least gathering their things together so they could dress. I then heard the padding of bare feet heading down the hallway towards my sister's room, and the sound of her door quietly closing as I stood there at the top of the stairs listening. Smiling to myself, I left the kitchen area, stepped back into the hallway and then headed up the stairs to my room, once again calling out. "Diane? Where are you?"
I then heard her calling out behind and below me of course. "Brian? You're home?" And then the sound of her own footsteps coming up the stairs. "I thought you had to work this evening!" She said sounding a bit out of breath, obviously startled and surprised, if not more than a bit shaken, but I passed it off as a nice pleasant surprise to find me coming home early. I met her at the bottom of the stairs, kissing her, holding her close...and yeah, smelling her arousal and heat, though I'm not sure she could tell I could do that. But there's no mistaking the funky, yummy stink of a woman's hot, horny arousal. It was simply...intoxicating to me.
"So...since I'm home, what would you like to do tonight?" I asked.
"What do you think?" She leered suggestively at me, even placing her hand down between my legs, a bit surprised to feel I wasn't entirely soft, not having yet grown flaccid after my too recent encounter with the two of them. "Feels like...you've got the same idea in mind that I do," she winked fondling me some more until I was rock-hard solid once again.
"Sounds like a plan," I told her, "a little later," I then added mouthing the word "Sandy". She frowned, but then nodded her head in acknowledgement of that.
"How about pizza and a movie?" She then asked. "And of course...some wine to go along with it. You know how Sandy gets after a couple of glasses of wine, she almost always falls asleep after she does that."
Which was true, she usually did. Though I couldn't help wondering as I quickly agreed to that, if the two of them hadn't already set something up after hearing their earlier conversation. And frankly...I was both curious, as well as a little turned on to realize that my own sister wanted to watch the two of us actually fucking.



"You order the pizza while I go upstairs and shower," I informed her. "And I'll even let the two of you order the movie too. Just make it something we'll all enjoy seeing together," I added. "No chick flicks."
"How about a chick flick with skin in it?" She asked. I laughed at that.
"Only IF there's enough skin worthwhile," I told her, and then scooted up to my room, and the bathroom where I proceeded to take a nice long relaxing shower, and let the two of them finish making whatever plans they might have had. By the time I came back down stairs again, the pizza had arrived, and there was an open bottle of wine with three glasses waiting for me to bring down stairs to the den with me. I had worn only my bathrobe, something I was prone to do whenever we were alone together like this, so being naked beneath it would be no real surprise. But I also knew, just knowing I was...would arouse and excite Diane even more than she already was, if that were even possible under the circumstances.
They were already watching a movie, one I had seen once before, but was pleased to see which one they had picked out, as it was one of those coming of age stories of three young people, two women and one man, all sharing a place together during the summer, and the eventual relationship, sexually speaking, that developed between all three of them. I found it to be an interesting choice, sat down...poured the wine, and began eating the pizza.
As she usually did, Sandy sat on the same couch I'd seen her laying down on earlier, with Diane and I sharing the slightly larger couch together, though sitting side by side as opposed to laying down like Sandy was. Midway through the movie, and after consuming two glasses of wine, Sandy was already looking as though she were about to fall asleep.
"Told you," Diane laughed quietly looking over at her, just as she allowed her hand to slip between the folds of my bathrobe, once again seeking out my now flaccid cock.
"What are you doing?" I asked, feigning shock at her boldness.
"What do you think I'm doing?" She continued whispering, the two of us once again glancing over towards my sister, who now appeared to be dozing, though she'd rolled over on her side, still facing us, it appeared she had in fact fallen asleep. Somehow...I knew she wasn't however, that she was actually faking it, and wondered then if this was how the two of them had finally decided to do this. By now, Diane was openly fondling my cock making it stiff and full once again as I pretended to nervously glance over towards Sandy while she did this. "Don't worry...she's asleep, told me earlier just how tired she was," Diane said trying to reassure me. "And besides...I think this is sort of naughty, don't you? Don't you find it exciting to be messing around a little with your sister in the same room we are?"
I answered that by extending my hand, finding her breast as I began kneading it beneath the tee shirt she had on. Quite expectedly, finding no bra to have to fight through while doing so. She had indeed obviously come prepared for this.
"That's what I thought," she sighed softly, and then leaned over, taking my cock inside her mouth, gumming my somewhat larger head, something she knew I damn well enjoyed whenever she did that to me, as sensitive as it was. I closed my own eyes, only partially, squinting, looking over at my sister, without appearing to actually be looking. Sure enough, she too was squinting, looking back at us now.
"Fuck!" I thought to myself. "This is a bit wicked...but is it really incest? No...how could it be? She's just curious...about "it" is all," I again assured myself. "It's not about me directly...not really," I said arguing with myself, seeking some assurance that my own arousal was because of Diane's mouth on my cock, and not on the fact it was my sister laying just a few feet away that was truly arousing me while she did that.
Yeah...right.
It wasn't long before Diane shifted positions there on the couch, suddenly climbing over to sit in my lap. She'd been wearing a short skirt, and I soon learned no panties as she reached down, guiding me up in between her legs.
"Don't worry...she's sound asleep," Diane professed once more. "And even if she does wake up, it's not like she doesn't know we're doing it. Chances are she'll just run off to bed, or if she doesn't then we will. But right now...I need you inside me," she said nipping at my ear as I felt her slick, soft, deliciously wet pussy engulf me. I once again closed my eyes, squinting...looking, and sure enough, saw Sandy doing the same thing I was, squinting back. Diane had bunched up her skirt just enough that I knew damn well Sandy could see her taking my cock as she slowly rose up and down my shaft, almost purposely. "Suck my tits," she then informed me, which I loved doing anyway, but I knew even as she said that, it was to ensure my attention was elsewhere, and not worried about my sister. I happily unbuttoned the blouse she was wearing, removed her bra, and after she'd wiggled out of that, began lapping away, and sucking her hard fat thick nipples. That was one of the few areas they were completely different in. Diane had dark tan, large areolas that covered a goodly portion of her rather large breasts. Sandy's in comparison, were a rosy red color, only half as large around perhaps, but a bit longer even, sticking up nice and hard as I so recently remembered seeing them as she lay there playing with one of them.
I sucked...looking over, carefully, and saw my sister's hand suddenly sneak down between her legs, though trying to appear as though she were simply sleeping like that, one hand tucked down comfortably, and innocently, though I knew damn good and well what she was doing to herself as she lay there.
Admittedly, I was damn fucking horny. And I was fairly confident that Sandy had a bird's eye-view as my cock slid in and out of her best friends, soaking wet cunt. The sounds of which I could easily hear myself as our tempo gradually intensified. At this point...I was way beyond caring, even if Sandy was to sit up and actually watch us...pointedly, not to mention doing anything else. Though the subtle movement of her hand confirmed that very fact as she continued to lay there, still squinting...still watching us.
I could feel my own orgasm build, knew I was only moments away from spewing a gallon of cum inside my girlfriend's cunt...and told her so. Something she loved hearing, which almost always triggered her own release.
"Fuck baby...I'm going to squirt in you," I told her, enjoying the sound of those words, just as she did. She loved hearing me tell her that, loved it when I said "squirt" with each and every ejaculate of my cock as it spurted deeply inside her.
"Yes baby, yes! Squirt in me! Fill my fucking cunt!" I began doing so, only then looking over at my sister again, eyes open...just as hers were. She now looking at me, the movement of her hand more than obvious between her legs, as was the look in her eyes as we locked eyes with one another, watching one another cum.
**
Though Diane spent the night with me, and though we had in fact made love again, she woke early in the morning, leaving before sun up. Needing to work that day, she also needed to go home, shower and change clothes. Though I sensed her leaving, I was far too out of it myself to fully wake up and say good-bye to her. Only waking when I heard the soft knock on my bedroom door, Sandy now peeking in at me as I in turn rolled over looking at her.
"You up? Or do you want to sleep for a bit yet?" She began. "Thought I'd ask...because I was getting hungry and wondered if I should fix something for you too."
I lay there looking at her, the memory of two things immediately coming to mind. One...watching her cum as I did. Two...hearing the soft faint click of my bedroom door opening the night before. And though I couldn't see her clearly, I could tell the door had been opened a crack. Once again, Sandy had stood for a time looking in on us while we fucked. That knowledge of her doing so, once again adding to my excitement and enjoyment, causing me to experience yet again another very intense and satisfying orgasm.
"Yeah, I'm hungry...but we need to talk first."
"About what?" She asked tentatively, though she did step further into my room. I sat up, keeping the sheets up over myself, especially as I was still nude. I patted a spot next to me however, inviting her over.
"Well...for one thing, about what you saw down in the den, and what I saw at the same time. And then again...last night. Obviously, I knew you were peeking in on us."
"Oh...that."
"Yeah, that. So...you want to talk about it?"
"What's to talk about?" I frowned at her, and then smiled. She smiled back, blushing. "Look Brian, it's no big deal. I was...I was just curious, that's all. And then...seeing the two of you, well...I got aroused, a little..." she said blushing even more than she had been.
"A little?" I chuckled trying not to laugh. "Looked to me like more than just a little!" Though who was I to talk? Laying here in bed, naked as the day I was born, my sexy hot little sister sitting next to me, in what was nothing more than a too tight tee shirt which she wore to bed, along with her panties, wasn't exactly un-sexy attire as she sat here next to me. I couldn't help but glance at her suddenly hard nipples, which hadn't been minutes ago. Each one now nicely firm and hard, poking against her white, wife beater tee shirt, which was making me harder now too.
And mine at the moment was even more noticeable than she was, as she glanced over my way, looking down at the sheet, seeing the all too obvious tent pole. I bent my knees slightly, trying to hide it...too late of course as she smiled.
"Looks to me like someone else is more than a little aroused too," she said feeling a bit more confident all of a sudden. "I'd have thought Diane had worked all that out of you last night the way you two were carrying on!"
"Yeah well...not quite obviously. But let's be honest here shall we? Just because you're my sister, doesn't mean I can't get humanly aroused...especially with you sitting there the way you are," I said nodding at her chest as she looked down at herself, seeing what I was. She wasn't exactly blushing, her face still a bit red, but a different kind of red, in a different way. Especially the way she was now looking at me. Flushed...heated. Yeah, definitely aroused. Just as I was. She was smiling however.
"So...what you're telling me is...little sister turns you on?"
Now it was my turn to blush. "That's not exactly what I was...what I was trying to say," Sandy giggled, and then reached down suddenly lifting her tee shirt up and over her head.
"So tell me, what was it you were trying to say then? That you weren't getting aroused looking at these?"
I know my mouth was open, because I closed it, unable to find enough moisture inside my mouth to find words. The fact I was now staring at my own sister's ripe, luscious tits had stolen my sanity for a moment as I tried to make myself register what I was actually looking at. What I said was..."Fuck Sandy...those are nice!"
Now she did laugh, and shook her chest at me, making them wobble and bounce about considerably. But she didn't let it go there either. Suddenly, she spun around on the bed, pouncing on me, or rather on my lap. Thank god the sheet was between us. Even then, I felt her groin suddenly pressing down against my very firm cock.
"You think so huh?" She laughed again, once again wobbling her boobs in front of me, though making it worse as I felt her likewise press down even more firmly against my shaft too. I wasn't sure she was doing it on purpose...but how could she not? If I could feel it...she had to have felt it as well.
"Sandy..." I tried. Only now she was looking down, looking at where she pressed against me, where her panty covered cunt rested firmly and precisely against my sheet covered prick. Which by the way, was now showing a bit of a darker spot where the two of us met.
"Jesus Brian! You're fucking hard!" She exclaimed. She then looked up at me, and simply said..."I want to see it!"
"Sandy..." I tried once more, but she continued, heading me off, knowing damn good and well what I was trying to do here.
"Oh come on Brian...show me. Don't weird out just because I'm your little sister. It's not like we haven't, well...sort of, seen one another before. Which reminds me...you really do owe me one! So come on, quit being so damn shy and all big brothery on me."
I knew of course what she was talking about. It was weeks before she let me off the hook because of it. But she was forgetting one thing. She'd already gotten even with me for that one...a long time ago. Obviously, she'd forgotten.
"We're already even," I reminded her. "Remember? You walked in on me a couple of weeks after I caught you bare-assed out in the hallway?"
"That didn't count."
"What do you mean that didn't count?" I asked incredulously.
"I didn't actually see anything, not really. Sure...I knew what you were doing, but you covered up so fast...I didn't actually see it."
"Well...you certainly saw it yesterday while it was going in and out of Diane," I now added.
She chuckled. "Not totally, only partially. I mean I saw you at an angle yes, so some of it, just not...well, not it...it!"
"It, it?"
She was getting exasperated with me, though I was doing so on purpose, still trying to worm out of this situation if I could, which didn't look as though I were really going to.
"I'll let you touch my tits if you'll let me see it."
They were only a few inches away from my face as it was, her comment redirecting my gaze back at them as though a magnet. God she had nice looking tits, and though like I said, almost the exact same size and shape as Diane's, for some oddball reason, they were even more alluring, more arousing to me. Perhaps that forbidden fruit thing. Though in this case, two fruits. Nice ripe full ones that I was in fact dying to touch, if not actually bite on and chew.
"Jesus," I said instead, feeling my cock throb at even thinking along those lines...not to mention an additional press of my sister's now soaking pussy still pressing against it, even between the sheet. That small little spot had grown considerably from both sides. Obviously, she was adding a bit of her own arousal to the situation just as much as I was.
Almost before I knew what I was doing, I reached up, one hand suddenly surrounding each one of my own sister's breasts! Her eyes lit up, opening wide as she sighed upon feeling that, and then closed almost as quickly as she sighed again, this time grinding herself against me a bit more purposely and fully. I was soooooo tempted to suck on one of her tits, nearly doing so, but then catching myself, actually letting go of her breasts.
"Ok, ok...before I do something even worse than I already have," I said rolling, forcing her to roll with me, effectively dumping her off me. I then slid out on my side of the bed, standing up...literally and figuratively speaking as Sandy now lay there on my bed looking up at me. I figured the two or three second look was good enough, and began heading off towards the bathroom.
"Hey! Where are you going?" She asked scrambling out of bed, actually chasing me. "I'm not done looking...yet!" She exclaimed in no uncertain terms.
"I gotta pee!" I said lamely.
"Ah huh...what you want to do...is jerk off don't you?" She accused me instead.
I actually wanted...no, needed...to do just that. But I wasn't about to tell her that either.
"Seriously sis...I need to pee, bad! And if you don't let me...then, well...let's just say things will get a bit messy here in about two seconds."
"I like messy. In fact...I want to see you do just that Brian. Make it messy. Let me watch you."
"Watch me pee?" I laughed. "Yeah...right."
"No...well maybe that too yes in fact. But no...I want to watch you...jerk off."
I had made it as far as the door, now standing there sideways looking at her. Looking at her as she reached up cupping her magnificent breasts, fingering her nipples. "Wouldn't you enjoy jerking off, looking at me? Looking at me while I masturbated for you?" She asked, one hand now slithering down her tummy, my eyes once again glued as she slipped her hand beneath the waistband of her panties. There was no mistaking where it had gone either, nor when she pulled it back up and out, holding those same fingers beneath my nose for a moment before sliding them across my open lips. I was too stunned to initially react to that. The smell of her...the hot, horny fragrance of my own sister, not to mention the all too brief, tantalizing taste of her as she gave my palate something to think about.
"You're serious."
"Very," she said now bending over, easing her panties down her nicely toned legs. It was the first time I had actually seen my sister's pussy up close and personal. Unlike Diane's, Sandy still had a small neatly trimmed little tuft of hair just above her mons, which pointed down towards her swollen puffy lips like a neon sign. She stood there, now spreading herself, running her fingers up her furrow, her fingers showing a glimmer of liquid moisture clinging to them as she brought them back up to her mouth once again. Licking them off. "Please?" She added.
"Oh fuck!" I said. I was too far gone to argue any more, let alone think about what I was about to do for her...with her. "After I pee," I said not really sure that I could now...especially when she followed me into the bathroom. Obviously, Sandy wasn't letting me out of her sight. "In the shower," I then amended. Somehow, doing that in the shower, even with her there, didn't seem quite as bad as it would have otherwise. Don't ask me why...it just didn't. And besides, I'd been masturbating in the shower for years while thinking about my own sister. It just seemed suddenly appropriate.
**
Standing in the shower with my own sister was a bit unnerving for me, but arousing too. It couldn't be helped. As much as I knew, and felt like this was wrong, just the sight of her standing there before me was enough to chase away those rational thoughts. Especially as she stood there smiling at me, fingering her luscious slit, toying with those amazingly hard nipples of hers. And her eyes locked on my purple, swollen cock the entire time as I stood there next to her stroking it.
"Fuck you're hard!" She said again for about the umpteenth time. "Doesn't it hurt? Ache?" She asked only then looking up into my eyes, an actual look of concern crossing her face. I laughed.
"Only if I leave it this way," I told her already feeling that tingling sensation down inside my balls telling me that when I did come...it was going to be a BIG one.
She smiled back. "Promise to tell me when you're about to," she stated. "I've been so looking forward to seeing this." Once again she made me laugh, nervously. Standing here fisting and stroking my own cock in front of my sister was once again so totally out of the norm for me. And yet...I had stood here in this very spot fantasizing about doing just this on numerous occasions.
She was making it easier for me though, touching herself so intimately as well. I so wanted to reach out and touch her. And maybe she sensed that, or saw it in my eyes or something though I'd made no move, nor indication to her that I wanted to do that.
"I'd love it if you'd touch my tits," she informed me, sighing audibly just at the thought of me doing so perhaps.
I didn't even hesitate. It was as though my hands had a mind of their own. I reached out with my left hand immediately fondling and toying with her available breast, though she continued to toy with the other one herself, moaning and sighing pleasurably as I did so. I fingered her nipple, likewise fingering the head of my own dick in much the same way, bringing pleasure to myself. It was like synchronized nipple-dickhead fondling, one becoming the other in a way, my own fingers doing to each, intensifying the pleasure. I don't know why it feels that way. It just does. Flipping that nipple of hers, rubbing and teasing it, sent additional shivers of delight down my shaft, causing my balls to tingle even more than they had been.



"So...did you enjoy watching Diane and I masturbating in front of one another?" She suddenly asked out of the blue.
"You...you knew I was there?" I asked totally taken by surprise.
"Not at first...but then I caught your reflection in the TV, or movement rather. And then I waited...looking at the TV again, but not at the movie that was on. And sure enough, when the reflection of you standing there just behind the door alerted me that you were...well, let's just say that got me really horny. Knowing you were now watching us."
"More you than Diane," I now finally admitted. "I really couldn't see her," but then I asked as it suddenly dawned on me. "Did...did she know?"
Sandy nodded her head. "But only after you'd already left. Then I told her you had been yes."
"What did she say?" I asked incredulously, though my hands...still with a mind of their own hadn't stopped even for a second, still cupping and molesting my sister's breast.
"She wondered why you didn't just come in...and join us," she laughed.
"She did? Really?"
"Yes...really. And...she asked me to ask you something after she realized you had been."
"What?"
"She wondered...if you'd be jealous, or get upset...if we were too, well...if we were to do more than just watch one another finger-fucking ourselves," she said using the more decadent term, knowing that hearing her talk "dirty" was arousing to me. Which it was of course. The image she painted when saying that, relaying that precise moment back inside my head.
"You mean..."
"Yeah...actually touching, licking. We did once before, a long time ago. Just before you and Diane started getting serious. But never since then. She didn't want to cheat on you, not even with another girl...with me."
I laughed feeling a little stupid. "Oh, and this isn't?" I said only then taking my hand away, though I swear it was mad at me when I did that. She reached out, grabbed my hand however, and put it immediately back on her breast.
"Not really. I mean come on Brian, you and I aren't really doing anything...no more than what Diane and I were doing. Watching one another masturbate. You weren't upset by that now were you?"
"No."
"Well then."
"Listen Sis...this. This is a whole lot different than that. You two are friends, close friends, girl friends. And I don't exactly feel threatened by that." I chuckled looking at her as she frowned at me. "Ok, maybe just a little. But not really in a jealous way. And not really threatened either as I think about it. More like curious...aroused at the thought of it, you know?"
"So you're saying..."
"It wouldn't bother me if you two did. How's that? I mean...yes, it would bother me, in a good way. Like wanting to see that, watch that."
Sandy laughed. "She said you'd probably say that too. Though I agreed with her knowing you. So you're saying you'd be ok with the two of us licking one another out? You know...sucking one another's cunts? Rubbing our pussies together? Stuff like that?"
"Oh fuck! Sandra! Stop it!" I said using her more formal name, which I'd always done whenever she was badgering me at one time or another. Though this wasn't exactly like that, but I was trying to get my point across. "You keep talking like that..."
"What? It'll make you come?"
"Yes!" I said simply, and then paused thinking. "Would...well, would you two let me watch that then?"
"Maybe the second time."
I looked at her, bewildered.
"It's been a while Brian. A long while. We talked about it, even before yesterday. If the time ever came again, we'd sort of like that moment, that first time to be between us. Keep it a little special since it has been. You wouldn't be too terribly upset by that now would you? Jealous that we'd want that?"
I thought about it. Though my sister's nipple was already telling me that I wouldn't be.
"No. I can understand that. But then after that? The next time you two would?" I asked feeling a bit more weak in the knees.
"Guaranteed," Sandy grinned now winking. "It would be hot...having you there, watching us, working this fucking hard cock of yours while the two of us suck one another's cunts!"
"Oh fuck...Sandy!" I groaned loudly.
She grinned...looking down at my dick. "So...you gonna?"
I could only nod my head, looking down, already my balls tightening in anticipation of release. The clenching, spasmodic throb of that first powerful jettison of my spunk already making its presence known.
"Now?" She asked again. I just looked at her, the answer obvious. And then she reached out, grabbing my cock. I think I screamed her name. I'm not actually sure about that. But I stood there looking down, looking down at my own sister's hand as she clasped, now pumping my prick as geyser after geyser of white sticky cum-cream spewed from my dick, lurching, splashing all over her as she stood there giggling excitedly, pumping me off against her. When she had finally squeezed out every drop of my essence that she could, she then let me go. She began smearing my semen all over her body as though using it as body wash as I stood there with disbelief in my eyes, watching her. Realizing, my sister had just jerked her own brother off.
"There, that wasn't so bad now was it? So now...how about you finish doing me?"
My hand was inside her pussy even before I had a chance to think about it. I knew I'd be having a long conversation with my hand later. But right now...all I could think about was bringing my sister the same kind of pleasure she had just given me.
**
After we had dried off and collected ourselves, we went down stairs to fix breakfast. Both starving at this point.
"So, what's on your agenda for today? I asked. For myself, I had an early shift at the bookstore, from one to five, putting me home again sometime around six. I knew that Diane was planning on coming over again this evening, but I wasn't sure when.
"Mostly laundry, some house cleaning," she replied. "Which reminds me...strip the sheets off your bed if you would for me please. I can only imagine all the cooties you've left there...you and Diane," she laughed.
Though Sandy didn't work, it was by agreement between her and my folks. Wanting her to get the first year of college under her belt and work on her studies, mom and dad helped support her, the same way they had done for me my first year in school. In exchange for that, Sandy took care of the laundry and some light cleaning, along with helping out with dinners and the like.
"Speaking of Diane. What time is she coming over today?" I asked inquisitively ignoring her comment, and not trying or attempting to suggest anything, though Sandy of course immediately took it that way.
"She gets off around two. And with luck, I'll be getting off around three," she grinned wickedly.
"So you're going to talk to her then...about what I said?"
"That...and about what you and I did in the shower this morning," she grinned even more broadly.
I raised my eyebrows at her. "Sandra..."
"Quit being a worry wart Brian. She'll be cool with that, trust me. Not like we haven't discussed you before. Or the fact that she knows I've always been curious about what you looked like, and especially what you would look like when you squirted for me. I've always been fascinated by that. So I'm sure as hell going to tell her I finally got to watch you do it."
"You did a lot more than just watch," I reminded her.
"I wouldn't call that a lot Brian," she smiled. "I barely touched it when you started squirting all over me."
I was getting hard again.
"Well, I need to get dressed, and then get ready to head off to work," I said excusing myself, standing up, though my boxers did little if anything to hide the fact I was once more aroused. Sandy didn't miss seeing that either.
"Try and save some of that for later. I know Diane will be wanting...and needing that by the time you get home. I think...no, in fact...I know, she'll be damn fucking horny by the time you arrive, so don't be too surprised if she's already naked and waiting for you," she added.
My dick was even harder now, but it seemed pointless trying to hide it. She was still looking down at it too as it suddenly popped through the opening of my shorts.
"Well...hello," she giggled. "Somebody wants to come out to play!" She took a step towards me, but I turned heading away from her.
"You're insatiable, you know that?"
"Tell it to my pussy," she grinned. "Though I'm sure Diane will once she hears about all this, and that you basically gave us permission to suck cunts."
"God, Sandra!" I exclaimed in exasperation, and then turned before I simply walked over and shoved my dick in my sister's mouth. Tempted as I was.
I listened to her laughter all the way up the stairs as I headed towards my bedroom. Visions of the two of them together now filling my head, which I was pretty sure they would be doing after Diane arrived.
I smiled at the thought of that. Maybe they really would be naked when I came home today.
**
My head and thoughts weren't at work. All I could think about, all I could imagine was the two of them together. Two peas in a pod. Or in this case, a pussy pod. Twice I had had to remove things I'd stocked as I had stocked things incorrectly. Luckily I still had the presence of mind to realize that, and went back to check what I'd done, correcting my mistakes. My shift couldn't end fast enough. Images of the two of them locked in a naughty, arousing...wicked embrace, lapping away at one another's cunts, had left me with another almost painful erection. One I was again cognoscente of, making sure I stood behind the counter while helping to check out customers without being seen.
Even during the drive home I was half tempted to take my dick out, just so it would have room to stand without being so miserably confined. Twice I had to tell my hand no. We really did need to talk at some point. But now was not the time. My hand would win the argument.
I was pleased as I turned the corner on our street to see Diane's car, this time parked out in front as I pulled into the drive. And having done so, I of course entered in through the back way, letting my presence be known as the back door slammed shut behind me upon entering. Even then...I heard nothing, no voices, no laughter, no TV. Just total and complete silence.
"Sandy? Diane?" I called out walking over to the stairwell, listening. Once again however, no sounds could be heard. I turned intending to check out the living room, but there was nothing there either. "Maybe they went for a walk or something," I thought to myself, though the absurdity of that was obvious. I then headed towards the stairs intending to head up to my own room and change, which is when I looked up and saw the two of them standing together...naked. Looking down and smiling at me.
"We've been waiting for you," Diane said.
"Yeah. We decided to wait," Sandy added.
"Wait?"
"Yeah...wait. Now, hurry up...we're both fucking horny as hell, thinking about it. Having you be with us, watch us...the first time we actually go down on one another again after all this time.
This time my feet did all the thinking. Taking the stairs two at a time until I had reached them, kissing them both. And not just a quick little brotherly kiss on Sandra either. I actually kissed her smack on the mouth, which surprised her a little maybe. As well as Diane when I did that.
"Wow!" Sandy said stepping back. "Now that...was worth waiting for!"
I now followed my two luscious tarts into my room. Sandy had indeed changed the sheets on my bed, nice crisp clean sheets, which with luck, would soon have a whole new batch of Diane-Sandy-Brian cooties on them if I had anything to say about it.
Once again they stood together, waiting on me as I began taking off my clothes, now well aware that I was about to be treated to something very, very special. And as they did that, I was again reminded of just how much they looked alike in so many ways. Aside from Diane's bare pussy, and the small neatly trimmed tuft of hair just above my sister's cunt. That...and the difference in color of their respective nipples, they really could have passed for sisters. Even their hairstyles were very similar.
I could see why the guys had occasionally teased me about that. If they only knew now.
I think my cock was smiling at me when I finished undressing. It certainly felt like it anyway. Glad to be finally free again for one thing, but now looking forward to watching what I felt like was going to be a very erotic and sensual moment...for all of us. I stood there watching the two of them as they crawled into my nice clean bed. I almost felt like maybe I shouldn't be here for this, for this first one.
Almost I said.
"Come over here," Sandy said patting the bed. "Lay beside us...watch us, nice and close," she added, and then lay back as Diane winked at me, spreading my sister's legs, and proceeded to start tonguing and licking her from the head down, kissing her rather passionately first, before she slowly began doing that. Once she had vacated my sister's tits, and began leaving a trail of kisses and tongue licks a bit further down, Sandy invited me to allow my hands to come out and play. Which they were both eager to do obviously. I now lay beside my own sister, cupping and caressing her breasts, watching Diane...OUR girlfriend as she now began to probe at my sister's pussy with her tongue. Sandy, legs spread, bent at the knee, offering herself, making herself even more open and vulnerable to my girlfriend's talented tongue.
"Oh fuck Diane...I have been waiting to feel this for so...damn...long!" She moaned as Diane looked up, smiling, though her tongue was still busy, flicking and lapping away at my sister's cunt.
Sandra reached over, wrapping her fist around my cock, mostly just holding it. Which was now fine with me. Especially as Diane looked up, watching her do that...once again grinning, though still licking, quite nosily in fact now. Sandy was getting wet.
I watched mesmerized for what seemed like an eternity. Lightly, and softly caressing my sister's breasts all the while. "Oh god Brian...she's going to make me cum. And hard too!" She added, now looking at me, looking into my eyes. She had her "fuck-face" on too. You know the one, the one that you're embarrassed to let anyone else see. But she was looking at me with that face, her eyes burrowing into mine. "Watch me come Brian. Watch me...watch me while Diane sucks my clit, eats my cunt...fingers my pussy. Watch me Brian...watch me!" She cried out suddenly.
I was watching. I was seeing the most beautiful, sensual, erotic thing I had ever seen or witnessed in my entire life. My beautiful sister's face, all screwed up in pleasure, eyes open no less, locked on mine, and mine locked on hers...peering into the depths of her soul as she came, as she cried out, literally screaming as she did. But never once, did she close her eyes either, as hard and as nearly impossible as it was for anyone to actually do that in the throes of total and complete ecstasy, like she was. And yet...she somehow managed it.
I didn't even know for a moment, or realize it. But I was too. Only when I sensed, and then saw the white sticky cream clinging to her breasts did it dawn on me that I had actually joined her, came with her at that same exact moment. I don't even remember her hand doing anything to me, except just holding me. Obviously...it had been enough.
When at last super-sensitivity demanded that Diane remove her mouth from my sister's pussy, did she once again crawl up towards the two of us. But not before licking up the tracers of spunk that I'd left criss-crossing my sister's chest and breasts. She met us there then after that, the three of us kissing, sharing kisses, kissing one another back and forth. Me kissing Diane, and then Sandy, just as passionately and as provocatively as they lay kissing one another.
"My turn!" Sandy exclaimed after a bit, rolling Diane over onto her back as I once again assumed the exact same position against her. I now watched as my sister proceeded to drive Diane just as wild, just as crazy as she'd done to her moments ago.
That was erotic too. Though perhaps not in quite the same way as I'd experienced with Sandy. But I was a bit less aroused, though my prick at least bobbed it's satisfied head in acknowledgement of that, especially when Diane climaxed. And where we once again shared several long passionate kisses together after that.
I found that almost more fun than the rest of it.
Almost I said.
**
"What time is it?" Sandy asked a short time later, rolling over onto her side in order to glance at the clock on my nightstand.
"Why?" I asked looking as well, it was almost seven at this point.
"Because the pizza should be here anytime now," she answered in response to that. "I told them I'd leave them a nice tip if they delivered it around seven."
"Pizza? Again?" I asked. And though I enjoyed pizza, I wasn't all that crazy about eating it two nights in a row here.
"Yeah...again," she said rolling out of bed, just as Diane did. "And then after that...after we eat, after you've...well, built up a bit more stamina again. It'll be your turn."
"My...my turn?" I said looking at her, looking at Diane. The two of them standing there grinning from ear to ear. My twin horny pussy pod peas.
And then the doorbell rang. They grinned, laughing, racing down stairs as I shouted out after them. "Are you two crazy? You're still naked!"
"Yeah...we know. Promised we've give the delivery guy a really...really big tip!" Sandy shouted back. I walked over to the window looking down. I laughed. Someone was in for a big surprise, that's for sure. The delivery guy...was a girl. I raced out of my bedroom, reaching the stairs as they opened the door. I had to see this, see the surprised looks on everyone's faces...if I could.
"Oh..." Sandy said almost immediately. I could only imagine. But then I heard the delivery girl speak on her side of the door.
There was a smile in her voice when she did. "And to think that something like this would probably never happen to me!" She had stated, and then added..."that'll be twenty-two fifty."
"Ah...come in, let me get my wallet," Sandy said stepping back, as did Diane, as the cute little blonde in the Pizza delivery uniform stepped into the house, handing off the two large pizza's to Diane, drinking her in as she did so. And then she caught me standing there on the stairway looking down at the three of them. Likewise nude, and likewise aroused again.
"Damn...even better," she smiled. "I don't suppose..."
"Maybe...another time," Sandy said walking over, handing her the money, though she then leaned forward kissing the woman on the cheek as she did that, careful to allow one of her breasts to just brush against the front of hers.
"I hope so..." she said looking at the two of them, and then once again towards me, smiling, shaking her head, and reluctantly stepping back out through door. Sandy closed it, turned looking up towards me.
"Don't even think about it," she said, to which Diane agreed just as quickly. "You'll have your hands full with the two of us, let alone three."
I knew then, this was going to be a long and enjoyable night.
**
I picked up the pizza from the kitchen table and followed the girls downstairs to the den. Diane had stopped long enough to remove a pitcher of margaritas from the refrigerator. The problem with that was, I didn't have much of a tolerance for hard alcohol. Any more than two drinks and I'd be dealing with the bed spins. An experience I wasn't too keen on allowing again. The downside was, after two drinks...when the buzz wore off that I did have, I got tired, really...really tired, especially after having a nice hard climax. Which I'd had.



"Two drinks...no more than that," I warned them both as Diane poured, and as Sandy divvied up the pizza.
"Party pooper," Sandy teased me.
I just shook my head, trying to ignore her for the moment, which wasn't easy. After all, all three of us were still naked, and I was starting to become aroused again, with the help of the tequila. The one upside to drinking it for me.
But...I was also thinking sort of anyway...rationally again too. Thinking with my head, and not my dick...though that could change any moment. As I sat there admiring the two of them, their similarities and differences, I managed to convince myself that so far at least, Sandy and I hadn't really done too much of anything. Which made it easier for me to accept perhaps, with her being my sister and all. Aside from a little touching, we hadn't done much of anything else. Though I had indeed probed my sister's pussy with my fingers, I hadn't done so for very long. Nor had she really done much with me either. Barely a hand job, if you could even call it that in the shower, and then holding onto it while she came. Though I had as well. Even then, there wasn't a whole lot going on as she did that. Everything else was pretty much between the two of them, and that I rationalized...I could live with. I wasn't sure I could live with or accept too much of anything else.
The "Your turn next thing," had excited me, but it had worried me too. Having Sandy watch Diane and I was no longer any hindrance to me. I could easily handle that well enough. But doing much more than what the two of us had done, wasn't something I was quite so willing to allow myself to think on, let alone do just yet.
Still struggling with that while I had sense enough to before my dick took over my thinking, Diane then announced it was time for me to be inside her "Hot wet pussy," as she called it. I'd been looking forward to that myself. When she positioned herself down on the floor, on all fours as it were, I knew how she wanted it. One of my favorites as well. Good old doggy. But there was to be one slight variation on that particular theme as it turned out. I watched as my own sister then slid up under and beneath her.
"Come on Brian...you fuck it, while I lick it," she told me.
However my thoughts were..."Which it...are you planning on licking?"
The other problem was, my dick had taken over my thinking. Smiling, I saddled up behind Diane, placing my prick at the opening of her wet glistening slit, teasing her, toying with her, just as Sandy was doing to her with her tongue.
"Put it in already damn it! And fuck me! I need you to fuck me, and especially with her sucking my friggin clit!"
I slid in and out of that slippery tight fuck tunnel of Diane's, enjoying the sensation, though well aware of the fact my sister's tongue was somewhere in the mix as well. I tried not to think about it, though occasionally sensing...and yeah, perhaps feeling, when she'd accidentally on purpose, maybe give it a lick or two while it was going in and out down there. Hard to say...but with my mind buzzing from the booze, and my dick happy as a clam (or inside one as they say) I wasn't playing with a full deck at the time either.
And then when Diane climaxed, once again screaming out at almost the top of her lungs, that did it for me as well. I shoved, held...felt the first delicious spurts of my own copious release filling her cunt. Afterwards, collapsing back, drained, exhausted...spent. And my sister, now licking the remnants of our mutual spending out of Diane's pussy.
I didn't want to think about it. Rationalization, and sleep...overcoming me.
"That's it...I'm done. I warned you two about the booze. Booze and orgasms don't mix for me. I'm headed to bed!"
On still unsteady legs, I managed to stand. Though pleased contentment still showed in Diane's eyes...Sandy's still held a look of lust and desire. I could only laugh looking down at the two of them.
"Have fun," I said honestly, which I knew they would...just managing to stagger back up to my bedroom, collapsing into bed without even pulling the sheets up. I was sound asleep within minutes.
**
The next thing I knew, was the sensation of a warm mouth engulfing my cock. I moaned, still half asleep, though the pleasantness of it was stirring me. "Diane," I moaned once more partially awake now, hearing her mouthing me, slurping away. My cock rapidly hardening again, the effects of the booze now having worn off well enough, along with a little sleep anyway, that I was becoming aroused once again. And then she slithered up and over towards my face. Diane knew damn good and well just how much I loved eating her, a bit jealous of my sister that she had been doing so earlier, and I hadn't. It was now time to make up for that, which I was getting ready to do when I saw my bedroom door open. And not just a crack this time either. I smiled inwardly. Sandy, the one with obvious voyeuristic tendencies as I'd come to realize them...and me. Me, with the equally obvious exhibitionistic ones perhaps. I really enjoyed, and was getting off, on Sandy's watching me lately.
"You might as well come in, sit down on the bed, and enjoy yourself," I told my sister as Diane moved up over my face. Though the room was dark, there was just a fraction of moonlight coming in through the window that you could just barely see well enough by. I looked up, just moments before that gorgeous bare pussy of Diane's descended down over my face. Hands already reaching up to attach themselves to her equally beautiful breasts. My tongue already dancing on the floor of her swollen hard little clit. I felt the bed press down beside me, smiling as Sandy no doubt sat looking on. Diane now leaning back, her hand finding me, holding me and playing with me as I continued to assault her sweet cunt.
And then I felt another hand. Sandy's hand, wrapping itself around my dick, stroking me...jerking me. I shuddered at the delightful touch, fighting emotionally with myself. I mean, it wasn't as though she hadn't already done that. Or that I had in fact fingered her as well. But I knew that if things continued the way they seemed to be, a lot more than that could easily happen. All she had to do was lean over in fact...and suck me into her mouth. It was time to remove that temptation.
"I need to fuck you," I said into Diane's cunt, almost regretfully as I told her that, though she quickly moved up and off my face, sliding down, her pussy immediately gathering me, her lips surrounding, measuring, and then she leaned up, down...and I was again inside her.
"Oh fuck!" She moaned, moving on me...me moving inside her, faster and faster until I thought the bed might collapse, the sound of the headboard already banging against the wall as our coupling intensified. And then she came...crying out, screaming. Only it wasn't Diane's cry of ecstasy that I heard and was so familiar with...but Sandy's! I felt my cock lurch however, spewing it's precious load deep inside her pussy, bathing her over and over again with its forceful release.
We soon after collapsed against one another, chests heaving, breath trying to be restored as the light on my nightstand finally came on. Diane sitting next to us, having done so.
"Well? Was it as good as you thought it would be?" She asked actually smiling, I even think there was a tear in her eye as she said that, as she reached out and gently caressed Sandy's arm, and then mine.
"Better than I ever imagined it would be," Sandy answered back, and then leaned forward, kissing me, kissing my lips which had tried to form words, as I finally escaped, sitting up, forcing her to do so as well. I looked down at her pussy. The hair gone, looking over at Diane now as she tried holding back a giggle.
"We didn't know how long it would fool you, but we hoped that it might, at least long enough...which it obviously did," she announced.
"I just fucked..."
"Your sister," Diane answered for me. "And it was hot watching it too!" She then added.
"You're ok? You're not..."
"Jealous? No. Why would I be? I love you, I love your sister. And I know she loves us both equally as much. There's no room for jealousy here. None at all. The only issue for you the way I see it, is in accepting that. Accepting the fact that your sister needs you in much the same way that I do. And if I'm ok with that...what about you? You ok with sharing your sister with me too?"
I was dumbfounded, once again looking at Sandy.
"You're...you're ok with all this? Really? This is what you want?"
"What do you want Brian?" She asked pointedly. "I know what I want...especially now, especially after all this. I want you both, as often as we can manage it. I want this cock inside me, and I want to be able to do that whenever I feel like it. And I likewise want Diane to feel the same way too. No jealousy between us. So the only question is...how do you feel about fucking your own sister?"
This time I thought with my real head, as I leaned forward, placing my lips on my sister's lips, kissing her, and gently rolling her over onto her back. I once again felt the head of my dick part the supple folds of her cum drenched pussy, and drove it home.
End
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*Teresa*
This is a story about firsts. A whole bunch of them in fact looking back at them now. Everyone says they clearly remember the first time they ever made love with anyone. And I suppose that's true. But I clearly remember all the other first times as well, as though they were yesterday.
I met Teresa in the 5th grade. She would later become the girl I would date and eventually experience a fist full of firsts with. But that was years away yet. Right now, my female experiences were limited to gawking, acting silly, stupid, trying to impress a girl who wouldn't give me the time of day. Hell, what girl at that age, who was of the right mind would anyway? And to what point? The point was, there was just something about Teresa that told me, even at that age, we were somehow meant to be together. And then as it was perhaps expected, I chased...and Teresa ran like hell. Funny how fate can step in and totally change things so unexpectedly. As the next few years passed by, Teresa and I found ourselves sharing classes, and then into Junior High, taking the same bus to school, likewise again having a couple of classes together. By now, she at least tolerated me, even smiled on occasion, enjoying my still somewhat stupid jokes and attempt to befriend her more than she was willing. All for naught of course, Teresa was still as elusive as the pot of gold at the end of the proverbial rainbow.
She wasn't as anyone might classically call a raving beauty, but she really was pretty. Of Spanish decent, she had an olive complexion, dark smoldering eyes to go along with her middle of the back length almost coal black hair. She wasn't tall...if anything short, at just five feet, if that even. The fact she had a rather large chest for her size, (which by the way was admittedly one of the reasons I was attracted to her back in the 5th grade. She was about the only girl in our class that actually had boobs large enough to require wearing a real bra.) But try as I might, I made no better headway with her than I had early on, and so at last...I finally quit trying. And fate had a hand in that as well, in the weirdest of ways.
Heading into the second year of Junior high school, the powers to be for whatever reason, changed school boundaries on everyone. With Teresa just living on the next street over from where I lived, they had chosen the very street that separated us as the border for sending us to different schools. Teresa remaining with the same school we'd both attended the previous year, and me...off to a brand new school that had recently been built. When that happened, I had pretty much figured that it was meant to be, and that it was time to give up on my almost life-long endeavor to win her over. As such, I began looking elsewhere, and eventually had better luck with a girl I soon met, and began seeing as often as I could after school. Sure, I still saw Teresa on average of once a week as we attended the same church together, but beyond that, that was all. She'd even made a point of coming up to say hello to me first, something she had never done before. But like I said, by this time...I'd given up on her, and having someone else who did seemingly enjoy my attention and affections, I suppose I was far more aloof around her than I had ever been before.
*The chaser...became the chase' e.*
Dawn was my first ever "French Kiss," a cute petite little blond who was also a member of the girls junior cheerleading squad. She was in a sense quite a catch, and furthered my status in the rankings back then as 'lucky guys'. And though we hadn't done anything...and I virtually mean anything, French kissing a girl was considered more or less a prelude to eventually going further with them. So as far as I was concerned, it was only a matter of time. Needless to say, the furtherest thing on my mind was Teresa. Though when I saw her again, so unexpectedly I might add, the timing couldn't have been any more perfect.
Dawn and I were milking our five minutes between classes to maximum degree. With both classes close to where we were standing, there was just enough time for a press against our respective lockers (also close to one another ironically) a quick (non tongue) kiss in this instance, and then a promise to see one another after school of course. We wouldn't have time to visit again until then as after this, our two remaining classes took us off in entirely opposite directions. And so it was with the warning bell that we had less than a minute to make it to class now, Dawn kissed me quickly once more, and then headed off to her class down the hall. The moment she broke away, I looked up past her as she ran off, and low and behold, there was Teresa walking towards me. Surprised to see her yes...I nevertheless took a moment of secret delight as she had to have seen Dawn and I actually kissing there in the hallway. She continued to approach, even having a smile on her face as she looked at me. I stood however still dumbfounded at seeing her here, at this school...my school.
"Cute girl," she said passing, still smiling and then walked right by me looking at obvious room numbers. In doing so, reminding me that I was going to be late for class myself if I didn't get a move on here. But still curious as hell as to why Teresa was now here at my school. When she stopped, looking at the teachers name on the door, and room number, and then entered the class, I almost fell over. She'd just entered into my classroom. Social studies and human nature class, of all classes to be having with her...but obviously, I would be.
I couldn't help but wonder if fate wasn't once again intervening here for whatever reason. With Teresa being given a seat one up and across from me, I sat just behind her, occasionally given glances backwards from her as she caught my eye, once again smiling in a way I had never seen her smile at me before. I soon learned she had been transferred, even this late in the year with only a couple of months to go before school was out for the summer. An oddity as that wasn't a very common occurrence, not at all...especially this late in the school year. But as it turned out, there were still adjustments being made. One of which was class size, and so the word had gone out on a volunteer basis, that if there were any students who were willing to transfer to the new school, even inside current boundaries, then arrangements would be made.
Teresa had been one of a small handful, who had volunteered to transfer, and now she was sitting in my class.
**
*Role reversal*
Though I continued to see and more or less date Dawn, Teresa and I likewise reacquainted ourselves, and basically renewed our friendship, more so in fact than it was before. But now, I didn't actively pursue her of course, not like I had done. Dawn was now a part of some of our conversations in fact, though I found it interesting that she herself wasn't seeing or dating anyone. Towards the end of that year, we found ourselves thrown together in a very unique way, though at the time I didn't foresee the future, or what would come out of it, because of it.
There was a TV program being aired at the time, called "The dating game." It was very popular, if not quite outrageous at the time for prime-time viewers. All of the drama and arts classes were involved in producing our own version of the Dating game for school assembly, and as luck would have it, I was to be one of a handful of so called "eligible" bachelors. What I didn't know until we were literally on stage, was that Teresa was the unknown, likewise eligible bachelorette. Needless to say, it didn't take long for either one of us to realize she was the one asking questions, and that I was one of three guys answering them. I even got most of the laughs as the game progressed, and it also seemed more than my fair share of the questions being asked too. I was fairly sure that Teresa would be picking me as her "date" as the game continued, which consisted of a cheap evening meal at a local hamburger joint as it turned out. But to my surprise, along with everyone else's as it later turned out, Teresa selected someone else. And though I think Dawn was quite relieved at the outcome, I was taken aback by the end result, along with a goodly number of classmates and friends. Everyone said we had this sort of real "chemistry" and why Teresa had picked someone else, remained an unsolved mystery. At least until the very next weekend.
We were back to sharing a bus ride home. And though I didn't always take the bus, most often walking Dawn home after school instead, it left me with a two mile walk home after doing that whenever I did that. On this particular night, I'd been tasked by my parents to "take the bus", as they were going to an office party that evening where my dad worked, and wanted me home before they left. Thus I found myself sharing a seat with Teresa on the way home, which is when she told me, "You know why I didn't pick you over Jerry?" She began. Although I was curious as to why, I didn't want to seem too anxious about it either.
"Haven't really thought about it," I told her. "But since you mention it, why didn't you? Everyone said afterwards that they thought for sure you were going to."
"And that's the reason I didn't," she said candidly. "Because I knew everyone there...including your girlfriend, thought for sure I'd be picking you. I didn't want to cause problems for you because of it."
We'd barely gotten the mysteries of all that out of the way when we reached my stop. Standing up in order to get off, Teresa did as well, even though her stop was still several stops away yet, though admittedly, it would almost be quicker for her to get home in getting off where I did. And yet...she did so, following me off. I had on some few occasions walked her home to her place after church, so I certainly had been to her place before, and once even invited inside for a brief visit. But never ever had Teresa been to my place.
"Wanted to see where you lived," she'd said answering my unasked question. So I took her inside, introduced her to my parents though they already knew "of her" in a way, though never formally meeting, or having been introduced to her before. After making a phone call to tell her mom she'd be home later than usual, she stuck around long enough for me to be given my "while were out for the evening" instructions...and then I walked her home. By the time we got to her place, her mother had already left, as she worked in the evenings as a waitress. Her dad worked in the evenings too, so it was a strange situation for her where she became the supervising adult over her younger brother and sister. Both of which usually disappeared out the door the moment her mom left for work, thus leaving the two of us pretty much alone together. Something that over time, we'd begin taking a lot of advantage of, but that was still a ways out yet. I mean after all, we weren't actually even dating...yet.
*First kiss*
I remember the conversation clearly, as though it were yesterday.
"So, is Dawn a good kisser?" She asked me point blank as I sat there on her couch. I had only planned on staying a minute or two, after walking her home, before heading back. After all, Dawn would be expecting a phone call later on that evening since we hadn't spent any time together after school.
"Yeah, I guess," I responded a little sheepishly, feeling slightly uncomfortable at the weird topic she'd chosen to discuss with me.
"Better than me?" She then asked.
For starters, I obviously had no idea. I'd never kissed Teresa, for real anyway. Only in my dreams. "How should I know? I've never kissed you," I responded back, not seeing the trap I'd just sprung on myself, but not minding that I had as things eventually turned out.
"Then maybe you'd better find out," she'd said looking into my eyes, expectantly. I guess if I'd been all that serious about Dawn, I would never have kissed her. But the moment she said that, I somehow knew, it wouldn't be the last time I would ever kiss her either. That kiss turned into another, and then another and another. And before you knew it, I'd been there almost two hours, just the two of us sitting there kissing and making out as it was called. Until "curfew" for her younger brother and sister brought them home again, forcing us to finally part company.
I never did call Dawn that night, too busy fantasizing, and masturbating like mad for one thing. But for another, I was also trying to come up with an easy way to break things off with Dawn. Like the old song says, "breaking up is hard to do," and Dawn knew immediately who was behind it all too. It didn't take a lot of investigating to find out as for the last few remaining weeks of school, Teresa and I spent most of it hand in hand, wandering the halls together, riding the bus home...and then spending a minimum of two hours every night tickling one another's tonsils with our tongues.
*Getting up to bat, feeling my first ever titty.*
Back then, just getting up to the plate was half the fun. Few were, and few did. And though I constantly struck out back then, never even getting to so called "first base", the fact was, I knew one day...I would. But there would also be only an occasional single even then, it would be a long time before I would ever score my first double, or make it to second base. Such where the times then perhaps. But I digress.
Still together by this time, and still dating, now in high school of course, and with me having just gotten my driver's license, and first car, it was time to celebrate. And it was also time to go out on our very first "official" un-chaperoned, date together. As such of course, we went to the drive-in movie. We'd certainly gone before, with friends who were driving, though none of us had done anything more than a whole lot of heavy kissing. Yeah, admittedly I had managed to graze one of her boobs here and there, and even once remembering she'd allowed me to rest the palm of my hand on her once, for longer than two seconds. After that, it became more of a challenge just to see if I could increase the duration of "officially" holding her breast, which came in nanoseconds of time to be perfectly honest about it. It took a long time before I finally hit the three second mark before she'd finally move my hand away from her breast. Or so it felt like anyway. But...that was an official halfway down to first base for me. At least I was now actually hitting the ball on occasion, even if I was still being thrown out before ever really reaching the base.
But things were about to change, and at a pace that I don't think either one of us expected or had planned on up until then. That change was brought about by the times to some degree, along with drastic changes taking place in Teresa's home life. Her parents were about to divorce for one thing, something that had been a long time in coming. It was also the age of Aquarius...free love, bra burning (though Teresa wasn't about to burn hers, let alone take it off yet), but that too would soon happen. But when it did happen, when things finally did change, it happened so fast, and in such a way, that in some respects, neither one of us was really prepared for it. I think part of that was because Teresa and I had both turned eighteen early on in our final year of high school.
For me, it was because of my mother way back when. For whatever reason, she hadn't started me in school when I was really young, when she should have, holding me back a year before doing so. In her way of thinking, she wanted to make sure I would be a bit older, a bit more used to the idea. Being an only child, looking back, I think she wasn't ready to give me up being home all the time. As for Teresa, hers was a matter of being right on the dividing line perhaps. Turning eighteen shortly after school started, and thus...the two of us already well ahead of most of the others when our senior year began. It had its perks...advantages, but it had its disadvantages as well. I was no longer governed by a curfew for one thing. As long as I kept my grades up, graduated...then I could pretty much come and go as I pleased. Something I certainly took a great deal of advantage of. As for Teresa, with her mother now divorced, trying to survive and raise three kids without a whole lot of support from her sometimes father, she was thrown into the role once more of playing mom, looking after her siblings while her mom worked most evenings. Though by this time of course, Teresa and I both had part-time jobs. As an "adult" one of the downsides of being eighteen...I had to find money to pay for my own dates, and gas for the car I drove. The days of having an allowance as it were, was over with. Needless to say, whenever we had time together outside of all that, we made it quality time. And that's when things just seemed to dramatically escalate all of a sudden.
*Making it to first, and then second base...standing up.*
Fridays were very special to us. For one thing, neither one of us had to work. For another, her mom did, which meant we'd pretty much have the place to ourselves, though I didn't dare show up until long after her mother had actually left. Her brother usually bolted out the door to head off and screw around with his friends the moment their mother left, which left us with Teresa's younger sister Sara, who could be a real pain in the ass at times. I think she hung around just to annoy us, knowing full well that we wanted some alone time. But she used that to her own advantage as well. Very often it took some sort of a bribe to get her to leave the two of us alone. Either with allowing her to watch some movie she shouldn't be, or having a friend over, or even going so far as to allow her to have her own boyfriend over, though she wasn't (or hopefully wasn't) doing what we had been.
I knew there was something about this particular evening too. It wasn't as though we had discussed it, or even talked about it...but it was in the air. When Teresa suggested that we go outside, out back, and sit on the old sofa as opposed to staying inside, I knew there was a lot going on here. That was indeed our "later in the evening" make out couch. Usually where we ended up for the last hour before I had to scoot home before her mother arrived. The fact we were going out there a whole lot earlier than normal spoke volumes. That, and the fact Teresa was wearing my favorite pull over sweater, the one I loved being able to caress and rub her tits through. And on occasion, once in a great while, actually being able to sneak a hand under for even more direct contact, though still while she was wearing a bra. Yeah, seriously...that's as far as I'd ever gotten with her. I'd still never actually touched them in the flesh, nor had I seen them either for that matter.
All that...was about to change.
We started out as we usually did, lots of kissing...only this time, it was still light out, no stars yet. And as such, I didn't dare jump to light speed and simply place my hand on one of her breasts. At least not until I couldn't really see what I was doing yet. That seemed to be at the time, one of the requirements or something. I tended to think it was because Teresa didn't want me seeing her "horny face," as I called it. Though I knew she got that, especially the way she'd squirm, even pant and moan a lot as I kneaded her soft breasts like freshly rolled dough. So when she lifted my hand, placing it right there on her breast, in the middle of daylight no less...I knew indeed this was going to be a very...very special evening. Especially when I discovered that double D Teresa, wasn't wearing a bra!
Now, like I said...on some few occasions, though even then not for as long as I would have liked, she'd permitted me to actually sneak my hand up inside her sweater or tee shirt, and actually fondle and caress her breasts that way. I had more easily felt her nipples harden through the material, enough so I could finger, and thumb them, teasing her...teasing them, certainly teasing the hell out of myself if you will, but never directly. The fact I was now touching her, in daylight...outside, with the threat of her little sister popping out on us at any given moment was one thing. But the fact I was also feeling her hard extended nipple, even with her (my) favorite sweater on was something else. For one thing, that fucker(s) was hard! Harder than I'd ever felt it, imagined it...and she seemed to be doing a lot more squirming and moaning too as I sat there rubbing it, rolling it, pulling on it, even if it was through the material of her sweater. In the meantime of course, I am also kissing her, everywhere that I could, every place I could find exposed flesh, I kissed before going back to her mouth again. And then I began to notice something. Each time I moved downwards, kissing that "V" of her neck, it seemed to be getting lower and lower with each pass that I made. Opening my eyes (finally) I saw that she had hooked two of her own fingers in that "V" of her sweater, pulling it down. I was actually looking at the upper swells of her full firm breasts, and suddenly kissing them too! More and more of them in fact. It became this weird, highly unusual game we were suddenly playing. I'd make the return trip back to her face, lips, and then start downwards again, watching her as she pulled down on this damn sweater of hers. More and more flesh suddenly revealed, and then saw...actually saw this difference in texture, coloration. And I knew without any doubt whatsoever, I was looking at the crescent moon of one of her dark colored areolas!



I don't think I'd ever been so fucking hard in my entire life! And then as I made my final trip...knowing it would be, I looked, and holy shit...it was suddenly there. This big, beautiful, totally naked hard nipple just waiting for me to kiss it, to suck it, to fondle it. And then I was. I remember reaching it, first kissing it of course, repeatedly, her hand suddenly on the back of my head holding it against her, as though nursing me in a way, which I began doing of course. Now sucking it, gently, almost afraid she'd wake up and find out what I was doing here. Until maybe I'd spent too much time doing that perhaps, which is when she then said, "Baby...suck the other one too."
I'd almost forgotten she had two. Like maybe she was saving one for another occasion or something. But now it was awkward. It meant putting one back, and then what...me pulling down on the other side in order to reach it? (What did I know?) But then she of course made it easy for me. She just reached down, and pulled her sweater up and over her breasts, now both of them exposed. And me, sitting there staring at them for the first time, both of them, in their absofuckinglutely beautiful glory.
I think time stood still. I know the stars eventually came out, but I sat until the kink in my side turned numb. Hell, I wasn't about to change positions, even if I left paralyzed after this. I took delight, and time...going back and forth between the two, never getting my fill of doing this. Of seeing her, seeing her breasts, hell...sucking and playing with her very bare breasts. Are you kidding me? Her mother would have had to come home and forcibly remove me herself at the rate I was going. I was in seventh heaven, and so was Teresa by the sounds of it.
The nice thing about that night was, we never went backwards from there. After that, every chance we had, every moment we could take, she wanted me to play with her tits, suck them, nurse them, and fondle them. I honestly believe to this very day, Teresa was one of those women who could actually have an orgasm just by my doing that. There were times after we'd been doing this for a while, she would shudder, and then shortly after...was when she'd almost have to forcibly make me give them up. Not that I minded, especially knowing, we'd be doing it all, all over again, the following day.
My problem was...I was beginning to think that I would forever have a persistent case of perpetual "blue-balls". I'd pretty much decided that was just the way it was, and that I'd have to learn to get used to it. Sure...after I got home, I'd furiously jerk off until the flames had momentarily been extinguished, but it was still a bit frustrating. I was now playing the same old "two second" hold game on her pussy that had taken me several years to get past and make it even this far with her breasts. At that rate, I'd be well into my late twenties before I even got to see her pussy, let alone anything else. I wasn't sure I could be that patient. But once more, Teresa was way ahead of me.
*My first triple*
It was another one of those rare precious times we could actually go out on a real date. Dinner and a movie...and not just a drive in. And though that certainly didn't allow for us doing anything inside a sit down theatre, even the drive home back to her place always held the promise of something more. She'd very often tease me, excite and arouse me by removing her bra in that almost magical fashion women can. Without taking anything else off. Suddenly, pulling it through the sleeves of a blouse or sweater, tossing it behind into the back seat. (I even think I had two or three others at this point I hadn't as yet gotten around to bringing back to her). But that was always a good sign that we'd still have some mess around time even if her mother happened to be home that evening, which she was in this case. Which made this particular night even more memorable, exciting...and to some degree, wickedly dangerous.
We were still a bit early yet from the time we said we probably would be back when I pulled onto her street.
"Cut your lights," she told me as we slowly approached. "And then cut the engine too," she added. I did both, silently letting the car drift up in front of her place. The lights were still on of course, including the porch light, though it was just dim enough not to shine down on us as we pulled over against the curb. Though her mom was home, and no doubt still up, she wouldn't be expecting us yet for one thing, but even if she did see us, and come out the front door, we'd have plenty of time to make ourselves presentable before getting out. Or so I hoped anyway. But I was again just expecting some more titty play before we called it a night again. So imagine my surprise when she turned towards me and said, "Baby...take it out, I want to please you."
You don't really plan these things. I know I certainly didn't, hadn't...though maybe she did. Maybe she had been thinking about it all day, all evening. But she certainly didn't let me in on it until the very last moment. So it's not like you actually come prepared for this. Especially when it's the very first time. I'm not even sure I had heard her correctly when she said that, I was still trying to comprehend the words she'd just spoken, which weren't made any easier to understand either as she once again lifted that still favorite sweater of mine up again over her breasts. (Maybe I should have taken a clue in the sweater...I think it too was magical in a way). But there I was looking at her gorgeous bare breasts as she leaned up against the passenger door and window, looking at me.
"Unless of course you don't want to," came the famous last words.
I don't think I've ever unzipped my fly that fast before, realizing she was actually serious. Though even then I hesitated, reaching in myself, taking it out. But then she started playing with her own breasts, and that's all it took. A moment later, I was sitting there with my cock (at least it was nice and hard already) sticking up and out as she sat there staring at it. Finally, she moved over, placing her hand on it, and then as though she'd been doing this for a number of years, began jerking me off. I knew the moment she began doing that, there was only two ways this was going to go. Thank god it didn't go the way I was fearing the most, though it almost went too far the other way.
I was nervous as hell. Sure...excited beyond belief. After all, Teresa actually had my cock in her hand and was playing with it! But I was still nervous, now fearful of her mom suddenly stepping outside. Or worse, perhaps even sneaking out the backdoor, seeing us parked there out in front, wanting to surprise us...catch us. And oh yeah...would she ever if she were to do that. Especially now. So maybe that helped a little, took the edge off the excitement, adding a pinch of fear into the mix. Which was just enough to keep me from losing it all too soon. The pleasure of my girlfriend's hand, hell...a different hand other than my own, now working my dick was far more than I could have ever imagined happening at this point. And yet...here she was.
It felt so fucking good that I finally started to realize that I was going to be shooting off in my girlfriend's stroking hand before too much longer here. And that now raised another concern. Once more, way ahead of me Teresa smiled looking down at my rock hard cock and tightening balls, and said. "Rick? Do you have anything?"
Had I known, had a clue that this was even remotely on the agenda for this evening, I'd have brought something with me. Ironically, having cleaned out the car earlier in preparation for a real date, I'd discarded the few paper napkins I'd tossed over into the back seat from one too many fast food stop offs. As it was, I couldn't think of a single fucking thing we could use.
Hell, I even had a first aid kit in the trunk in the event of a real emergency. Little help here for that. This was a different kind of an emergency. I swear, someone should invent an emergency first sex kit or something. They'd make a fortune on it. Have it handy in the trunk of the car for whenever it was needed, right next to the first aid kit perhaps. I was even trying to imagine all the things you could put inside it, beyond the obvious of course, for situations just like this one when she spoke again.
"I take it you don't have anything."
"Shit!" Was all I said still trying to come up with something we could use, though now worried that because I didn't, she'd stop...once more leaving me high and dry, only this time far fucking worse than a simple case of blue balls. Which is what I thought was happening as she suddenly let go of my cock, once more leaning back against the passenger door.
"Hold that thought," she grinned wickedly, suddenly raising her ass right there in front of me as I watched her suddenly lift the short skirt she was wearing, grabbing the hem of her white bikini panties, struggling out of them as she lowered them down her legs. "Grab them and pull," she announced, which I happily did of course, though now wondering where any of this was going. Was she actually considering fucking me?
Not possible, no fucking way. Not here, not now...not like this.
I was right about that, she wasn't. But what she now offered was almost as good. (I said almost). It wasn't something I had actually done before, (though I certainly have since). But then taking the panties back away from me as I sat there holding them in my hand, she placed them over the head of my cock, effectively covering it completely, though her hand still felt damn fucking good. But then again, so did her silky like feeling panties as she picked up where she'd left off.
"There, now you can squirt whenever you're ready," she informed me.
(Note to whoever decides to make a "first aid sex kit" to include a silk or satin pair of sexy panties...trust me. Oh, and maybe a short length of soft nylon rope too. I'll explain later.)
The thing was, I'd actually seen my girlfriends pussy for the first time too, albeit very briefly, too briefly...but I had, and was now sitting there realizing that as the tickling sensation deep within my balls was alerting me to the fact I was going to be shooting off here in a second or two. And I also knew, just by that preliminary sensation, this was going to be the mother-fucking best orgasm of my entire life. (Sorry about that mom, it's just an expression). But the truth was...it was going to be.
"Holy shit babe!" Was all I managed. And then I think my entire body somehow became weightless, or I found super human strength or something, lifting my ass completely off the seat, toes curling into the floorboard like a ballerina as I somehow arched my back, meeting that delicious stroke of my girlfriends hand as it came down, me coming up...and then just coming. Over, and over...and over again. Nonstop for what felt like a fucking eternity.
Her panties were soaked. But then again, they sorta had been before I soaked them myself, which was something else that added to all this wicked deliciousness too.
"Holy shit baby," she said as my semen literally soaked through her panties, enough that it bubbled up through the material and still managed to soak her hands and fingers. "Do you...always come like that?"
"Only when you do it," I informed her, seeing the smile on her face after saying that. She knew what I meant. The problem was, I was still pretty messy, even with the panties catching most of it, though she used those to finish wiping me off with the best that she could. And then she surprised me again, perhaps without thinking when she did it, actually licking some of the residue off her fingers. It was like watching her after she'd baked and frosted a cake. I don't think I'd ever be able to see her do that again without thinking about this very moment.
"Shit babe," I said looking at her as she just then realized what she'd done.
"What?"
Don't laugh...back then, I'm not even sure shit like that was legal. Or even if it was, I'd never heard of ANYONE, EVER doing that. I'd never even seen it, and it wasn't a subject that was even discussed amongst any of the guys...seriously.
"My stuff, you ah...shit babe...you ok?" I asked somewhat worriedly. I mean the last thing I wanted to see was Teresa suddenly gagging, puking on me after experiencing some horrible chemical reaction or something. I could almost see it happening. Talk about a major bummer after such a major orgasmic explosion, especially as it was my first one ever with her.
But what she said was, "Actually, it's not half bad...not like anything my girlfriends said it would be like."
"Jesus," I thought to myself. "You mean to tell me girls actually talk about shit like that when guys don't?" And then I said..."Yeah?"
"Yeah, haven't you ever tasted yourself?"
"Are you kidding? Why would I? Have you?"
Teresa's look gave me the answer. But what was even more interesting, was the fact we'd never really discussed it, never talked about it, it was a subject that just never came up, until now anyway. And then I suddenly knew, Teresa masturbated too, obviously...and now I had another interesting image, fantasy, to add to my stored collection.
"Of course I have silly," she responded back. "Kind of hard not to...you know?" As she now wiggled her fingers at me, laughing. Two fingers in fact, which again spoke volumes. "Well," she then said suddenly changing the subject on me here, leaving me with my mouth still hanging open, my somewhat flaccid dick still hanging out. "I'd best go inside before mom discovers we're out here," she said putting all my toys away, straightening her skirt once more, though tossing her cum filled panties into the back seat, along with the bra she'd discarded earlier. "Oh, and do me a favor though if you would please. When you wash those? And you WILL be bringing them back, along with ALL my other bras, make sure you wash them on the delicate cycle, otherwise you'll ruin everything."
"Ah...Teresa?" I began finally putting myself away. "Would you like it if I..." She actually blushed, giggled and then opened her car door stepping out before I could run around to do it for her. She stood waiting for me as I finally managed to get out myself, speaking at me over the roof of the car.
"Eventually...maybe. Let's not rush things ok?"
"Ok," I responded back a bit dejectedly, though I asked her something else. "Can I...at least see it again? This time a bit longer than a second or two? I mean after all, you've seen me...so I'd sort of really enjoy seeing you."
She turned walking up the steps towards the front door, but I heard her as she said, "Maybe...I'll think about it."
I kissed her goodnight at the door, thanked her for the lovely hand job, and floated home I think. It had been one of those incredibly memorable evenings. And yes...I washed her stuff on delicate the following day after mom and dad left for a while. With plans on seeing her again the following day, even though it was a Sunday, her mom had pulled a Sunday shift at the restaurant she was working at, so we had every intention of taking advantage of things again. Something we always did too of course.
And we would yet again accomplish another milestone when we did.
*Mirror Images*
The nice thing about Sundays was, even though Sunday's were a rarer day for us in being together, was if Teresa's mom had to work one. When she did, it meant we had all sorts of private time to be together. Being Catholic, Teresa's sister and brother had no choice but to go to church. Which usually meant, a minimum of two hours, if not usually three where we were totally alone. Sure, Teresa was expected to go too, but at eighteen now, that was one of the few things her mom allowed her to make her own decisions about. And since she did go most of the time even then, on the days when her mom worked and didn't go herself, neither did Teresa. Though her sister and brother weren't given the same options as she was. Which was fine by me. I pretty much had the same call myself needless to say. And so it was, that I rushed over to her place the minute she called me to inform me her siblings had just left. After what happened the night before, I was hopeful for just about anything, and rushed over (with her panties and bras all cleaned and folded for her too!)
She must have been thinking about the night before almost as much as I had been. Almost from the moment I walked in the door, taking my hand, leading me over to sit down on the couch, we got right to it. This time there were no preliminaries, no small talk, no easing into anything. I honestly believe this was the first time she was hornier than I was!
I swear, it was inside of two minutes that I was sitting next to her on the couch sucking on her tits. And it was two minutes after that, when she asked me. "So...you still want to see it?"
Do bears shit in the woods? Though I think all I managed to do was sit there shaking my head yes. And then she stood, telling me she'd be right back as I watched her walk around the hallway corner heading towards her bedroom. I had no idea why...but I was certainly content to wait. She came back moments later carrying a fairly large hand held mirror. Ok, don't laugh...but this is the way I first got a really good look at her pussy. No kidding.
Teresa came out sitting back down next to me there on the couch. Curious, I sat waiting...wondering. "Sit back, look...it's the only way you're going to see it," she told me. (No...I'm still not kidding here). So I did. She'd been wearing a skirt, and like the night before, she'd removed her panties, only this time, leaving them back in her bedroom perhaps. So there we are, sitting side by side on the couch, and she holds this enormous hand-held mirror down between her legs, and then says. "OK, go ahead and look."
Now...it wasn't the style back then to run around sporting a shaved, or even a trimmed pussy per say. And I'll be the first to admit, I'd caught a glimpse here and there of my own mother's on infrequent occasion. And she was Irish. So you can only imagine. But here...Teresa being Spanish and all, I was surprised at what I initially was looking at. She didn't have much pubic hair at all. And what she did have, was so fine...and thin, that it literally laid down straight, almost as though she'd combed it that way. Now it's not like I'd seen a lot of women's cunts before...not like this anyway, mostly in a few magazines (the really dirty kind) where about all you ever did see was a thick bush. (Much like mom's, only her's was bright fucking red in color!) Teresa's pussy hair was jet black, but like I said, not much of it, thin, and wispy, laying down flat just above this magnificent looking slit. It was the most erotic thing I had ever seen. But...I wasn't seeing much else, not certainly inside, not with her legs tightly closed, and me looking into a mirror at her, which we both were.
"Well? Satisfied?"
I think I remember saying "It's beautiful!" (Score points for me on this one, because it led to a hell of a lot more because of it, I think.)
"Yeah? Really? You think so? Really?"
"Yeah, really," and then I told her I'd seen mom's once or twice, ALL bush...and ALL red. She laughed at that, told me her mom was the same way, though dark black too...but yeah, real hairy and all bush. I then told her how I thought her slit looked really cute. (Well it did!) and then she said "Yeah? You like it then?" I told her I did of course, and said I'd like to see it again if she'd let me. But this time...without the mirror. She thought about it for a moment, and then stood up, reaching for my hand. I took hers...and felt my heart jump up somewhere inside my throat as she then led me down that hallway towards her bedroom.
"Don't go getting any ideas," she informed me. "We're not having sex. Well...not intercourse anyway," she then added. Which told me in an instant a number of things. We were about to do something...far more perhaps, or at the very least, as much as we had done. Only this time, once again in broad daylight. "No more than an hour though," she likewise stated. "I don't want to take any chances in getting caught." Once again telling me, we were definitely about to do something. And then Teresa took off every stitch of clothing she had on.



It was the first time I had seen her completely naked. And interestingly enough, it really put her large sized breasts into perspective. They looked even bigger on her small sized frame. She looked amazing, though she was blushing furiously as she crawled onto her bed, waiting for me to undress, which I hurriedly did of course. I remember shaking like a leaf. Though I'm pretty sure she was too. The two of us, laying there next to one another, hands and fingers and mouths seemingly everywhere at once. We literally couldn't get enough of one another. But it was spectacular for me anyway...when I finally reached down, cupping her bare (well you know what I mean) pussy, actually holding it, palming it, without her shooing my hand away after two or three seconds. I then began to "diddle" her as we called it. Just finger-tip diddling mind you, not really fingering her inside. After all, she truly was a virgin then, and even as I learned later, how she masturbated, never included anything ever going inside. All pretty much clitorial (ok...my own word, but I like it). And all the while, she's jerking and fondling me again, so we're now enjoying our first ever mutual masturbation with one another. Yet another first here. And to be honest, I had pretty much figured out this was about as far as things were going to go, and I would have honestly been ok with that. So maybe it had something to do with me actually touching her, being touched. I mean, shit...the way it felt when she touched me the first time? Nothing like it, having someone else doing you besides yourself. So maybe it was that way for her too, who knows. Whatever the case, or reason, next thing I know, she's slithering down my body...yeah, you guessed it.
Within forty eight hours, I had experienced my first ever hand job, and now...about to experience my first ever blowjob too.
*Oral sex OMG*
Now obviously she was a novice at this, just as much as I was. And I had nothing to compare it to anyway. So maybe if I had had, I'd have looked back and said it wasn't the greatest blowjob in the world. But...when it's your first blowjob ever, it IS the greatest, regardless of what she's doing, or how. At first, it was tentative little licks of the tongue (why the hell they even call it a blowjob in the first place escapes me. But again I digress here). But even that felt utterly amazing to me, and if I thought I was shaking like a leaf before, it was nothing in comparison to the way I was shaking now. I felt spastic in a sense. I mean sure, it tickled some too, the way she was doing things, but fuck...the mental part more than made up for the lack of any real technique on her part. I mean think about it...I'm laying there getting my dick licked...and soon sucked! I mean it's only natural that the one would at some point in time, follow the other. Which it did.
And that did feel unbelievably good. Short of the baggy full of whipping cream I'd once used to jerk off with, I'd never felt anything like it before. (Hey...give me a break, it's better than fucking a pie isn't it?)
Call me chivalrous perhaps. But in truth, it also had a lot to do with me not yet wanting to blow my load. (Not to mention the fact that I think we were both still unclear on cum coming anywhere's near another person's mouth at the time). But since I was getting close here (too close) it was time to back her off for a bit before I embarrassed myself. Although there was a bit of surprised joy in this for her too when I suddenly rolled her over, and then slithered down her body, kissing every square inch of her along the way. She actually sat up, propping herself on her elbows looking down at me.
"And where do you think you're going?" She asked.
"Where do you think I'm going," I said still kissing. "I'm about to return the favor here."
"Oh yeah...righ...Oh my God!" She said instead. I'm not sure I even meant to, or like I said, being a novice at this myself here. But I hit her pleasure button. Probably by mistake. But one thing I've always prided myself on, is that I've always learned from my mistakes. And so I licked it again, that little knot I found, that precious little nodule of nerve endings. And then suddenly she's flat on her back again. Hands on her tits...pulling on them harder than I ever had, that's for damn sure. And me, lapping away at her like I'd died and gone to pussy heaven. Looking up, watching her, her head rolling back and forth on her pillow. Her ass bouncing, as I now slipped my hands beneath her, cupping it, more or less holding on, though it helped tremendously. Now I've never ridden a bucking bronco in my entire life, and have no plans to ever do so either. But, just holding onto her ass at least gave me an idea which way she was going, so I managed to ride her for the full eight seconds at least before she exploded. (Ok, so it was longer than eight seconds, but you get my point here). I made Teresa come. With my mouth. Maybe it wasn't her first orgasm ever...but it was the first one she'd ever given to me in that sense.
Damn I felt good. I'd just made a woman cum. Me. With my mouth no less.
And then she sucked the life out of me a short time after that. And yeah...she did the unthinkable, the unimaginable, the unspeakable. She swallowed me whole, even when I told her I was about to come. Even then, she still did it, still took it. And I knew I was going to tell every fucking friend I ever had, ever knew, even strangers on the street perhaps, that she swallowed my fucking come, and said she enjoyed doing it afterwards even. Actually liked it, and wanted to do it again, as soon as I could manage it.
Well...I would have. But then she said. "And don't you ever dare fucking tell anyone I did that to you, or I'll never do it again."
Mums the word.
Oral sex became our favorite past time. Whenever, and wherever we could manage it.
It seriously became almost an obsession between us. I shit you not. Next thing I know, I'm getting blowjobs (ok...suck jobs) before school outside in my car sitting in the parking lot. (I still to this day wish the hell I could have told the guys. But...I also knew a good thing when I had it too). So, I kept my mouth shut. And then we'd race home back to my place after school. Being an only child, with mom and dad both working, that meant we had another two hours of alone time before she had to be home. And so we spent most of that entertaining one another orally again. We did it all. Perfected the fine art of '69' in any and all positions you can even dream up. We did it. Which was more of a novelty to be perfectly honest about it, as I think we both preferred, and eventually settled into, doing one another, taking turns pleasuring one another. Which felt better, especially as we could just lay back and concentrate on what the other one was doing to you.
I even lost a little weight. And mom even commented on that once, asking me if I was working out again. I didn't have the heart to tell her I wasn't. Or worse, tell her what I was doing instead. Though one day dad came home unexpectedly and found us doing that. To my surprise, he didn't kill me (or us) wasn't even mad. If anything, he just smiled though Teresa was embarrassed to tears. But that's another story, for another time. Yet though in a way, it was another first too. First time we got caught. Though it wouldn't be the last time either.
Weeks, and then months passed with Teresa and I enjoying life together. Though admittedly at this point I was (and had been) thinking about the two of us actually "doing it". We'd even discussed it briefly...talked about it at least. The good news was, she was thinking about it too, and admittedly was wondering what it would be like. I figured then, it was only a matter of time.
*And then the wheels came off*
I remember distinctly that it was a Saturday. I'd gone over to Teresa's house. Her mom was of course at work, though her brother and sister were still there. Unfortunately, as long as they were, we couldn't do anything but sit there and watch TV together. Hopefully, her brother and sister would get bored hanging around, or would eventually run off and do something with their friends. It was the best we could hope for. We couldn't even suggest the idea, not with Sara anyway. Even sitting, or just laying on Teresa's bed in her bedroom, doing nothing aside from a feel here and there, Sara would pop in and out of her room unannounced, uninvited, and unexpectedly. I swore it was her lot in life to either try and catch us doing something, or to keep us from doing it. And probably both. As long as Sara was hanging around, we didn't dare do anything. Nothing but talk usually, which wasn't so bad, unless Teresa was in one of those serious discussion moods. Which today...was one she happened to be in.
We were indeed laying on top of her bed together. I had managed one or two titty fondles, which Teresa allowed, or ignored either way, using that perhaps as a way of keeping my attention when she suddenly told me out of the clear blue sky, that her mother had asked her about us.
"What about us?" I responded back, suddenly forgetting all about the tits I'd been playing with.
"She asked me if we'd done anything."
"You're kidding me! And what did you say?"
"I can't lie to her Rick, you know that. So I told her."
"You told her? Told her what? What did you tell her?" I now asked worriedly. Already I could see her mom fuming, throwing her hands up in the air, yelling at her...planning on some way of killing me perhaps.
"Everything. I told her everything. She wanted to know, everything...all the details."
"Holy shit! Seriously? What happed then?"
"She was a little pissed at first," Teresa continued.
"No shit."
"But after she calmed down, she told me she was glad we hadn't, you know...done it."
For the first time, I was actually glad we hadn't. "And then what?"
"Well, we talked about things."
"Things?"
"Yeah, things...stuff, stuff we've done. Mom asked me if I had enjoyed it," I groaned, rolling my eyes, disbelief, panic, confusion suddenly clouding my thoughts though I continued listening. "I think she was a little jealous."
"Jealous? Seriously? Why?"
"Because she and dad never really were very affectionate, not like that. And there was, well...there was stuff he just wouldn't do. Not like we have anyway, so she was sort of jealous about that, asking me why I liked it, what it felt like."
"Oh my god!"
"Yeah, no shit," Teresa said with a bit of a blank look on her face, obviously recalling the details of their conversation. "I honestly thought she was going to come unglued, ground me, forbid me from ever seeing you again...but she didn't. Instead, we talked more about some of the stuff we had done, where, when..."
"Holy shit!" I said again, recalling all those times myself now, and now realizing, Darlene, Teresa's mom knew all about them as well. "So then what happened?" I pressed nervously, worriedly.
I knew from past discussions we'd had, what Teresa's plans and future goals were. Similar to my own in many ways, though her college education was pretty much taken care of, unlike my own. I have to give Darlene credit in one regard, now trying to make ends meet with little help and support from her ex-husband, though he did occasionally pay what he could. Darlene had still managed to set aside a little bit towards her children's education. But there was an obvious price that came along with that as I was about to find out. I too had hoped and planned to go to college after graduating myself. But it was also a fact that if I did, I'd have to rely on putting myself through school. As such, I knew that I couldn't afford to do so on a full time basis, so my plans were to take what courses I could afford, until such time as I could do otherwise. Obviously, it was going to take me a lot longer to do that, but there was really no other options for me at the time.
"She made me promise her something."
"Promise her what?" I asked already having a pretty good idea where all this was going.
"She made me promise, that no matter what it was we have been doing, that I wouldn't give you my virginity, or anyone for that matter, until my wedding night."
I knew then any hope I had of actually having sexual intercourse with Teresa had gone right out the window. "And what was the second promise?" I found myself asking, feeling let down and deflated.
"That I wouldn't get married until after I had graduated from college."
"Jesus Teresa, you didn't actually agree to that did you? I mean...what about...what about us?"
We had only really danced around the issue of the two of us actually one day getting married. There had been nothing concrete or specific with regards to that. Idle chat, testing the waters though we entertained the thought, never really taking it beyond that. Going to college after graduating was something we both planned on doing. Whatever happened during that, was something else entirely. But tying in Teresa's virginity to that, seemed totally absurd.
"What about us?" She responded back. "We've never really committed to one another regarding a future. We both agreed to take a 'wait and see' attitude about it, unless you've changed your mind," she said rolling over and away from me, letting me know as she did that, that her tits were suddenly off limits again. I gave up, sitting up.
"No, it's just that..."
"You want to fuck me is what," she said sounding angry now, upset. "I understand that, and don't think I haven't thought about it too Rick. But I promised mom, and that's that. She doesn't seem to be too terribly upset about the rest of it, though she doesn't exactly condone what we're doing either. But as long as we don't take things all the way, she's willing to accept it. Oh...and one more thing though. She wants to talk to you, one on one herself."
"Fuck!" I said already imagining the conversation we'd be having. With Teresa out of the picture, I was pretty sure our conversation wouldn't be nearly as congenial as the one Teresa had had with her mother. "When?"
"When's your next night off?"
I thought, "Um, Tuesday," I said going over the work schedule in my head.
"That's perfect then," Teresa told me. "I have to work myself until ten, but mom has the night off too. I'll tell her you'll be over then," she said still sounding a bit surely though at least smiling a little again.
Sara made one of her unannounced appearances shortly after that, and made it obvious she planned on hanging around, further interrupting our conversation. I decided the evening was a total loss at this point because of that, and decided to head home. Teresa didn't make any attempt to stop me either, so it was definitely time to leave. It also meant I probably wouldn't see much of her outside of school until the weekend. Graduation was only a few weeks away at this point, and we were both busy with projects we were working on in getting prepared for that. So even our time at school together would be limited.
"At least call me, and let me know how it went," she said at least kissing me at the door as I prepared to leave.
"If I still have a head left," I told her, to which she actually did laugh.
"Don't be so paranoid, or worried," she tried reassuring me. "Like I said, she wasn't that upset when I told her what we had been doing. In fact, I actually think she was actually a little aroused by it if you really want to know, especially since she kept asking me things about what it felt like, stuff like that. You know how it's been for her Rick, ever since she and dad divorced. She hasn't been out with anyone since then. So I know damn well she hasn't been having sex with anyone else. You know how she feels about divorce, in mom's way of thinking, which I think is ridiculous, she can't ever get married again."
"Yeah, that is a little silly," I freely admitted. "I'd certainly never condemn myself to a life of celibacy."
"Yeah, neither would I," Teresa winked, licking her lips, making me wonder if I should perhaps stick around for a little bit. But then she blew me another kiss and promptly closed the door.
**Bewildered, strange conversation**
I was nervous and apprehensive by the time I arrived that night, around seven o'clock as we'd agreed. Darlene met me at the door, and I was surprised to find she was wearing a robe as she invited me in, though I'd seen her wearing it before as she prepared to get ready for work. The thing was, she wasn't working tonight, so I found it odd. After coming in however, she immediately walked over and around the ironing board she had set up.
"Hope you don't mind, but I thought I'd do all my ironing while we chat. Can I get you something to drink?"
I took a seat on the couch next to her as she stood ironing. "No...no thanks, I'm good," I said steeling myself.
"Yeah, that's what Teresa said," Darlene said not even looking up from her ironing as she stood there pressing one of her work blouses.
"Did she just say what I thought she did?" I asked myself, though I didn't respond to that any further, remaining silent, fidgety, and again more nervous than ever if she had indeed said what she had, meaning it that way.
"So, can we speak frankly and honestly here?" She then asked. "It's not my intent to embarrass or make you uncomfortable, but I do think it's important that we understand one another totally and completely, don't you agree?"
"Yes mam," I said speaking formerly perhaps.
"Call me Darlene," she then corrected me. "We're both adults here, and obviously we're discussing adult topics, or will be anyway," she then added only now looking up at me, gathering my eyes in hers.
"Ok, Darlene..." I said sounding out her name perhaps for the first time really, though I could now feel the sweat starting to trickle down my neck into my shirt.
"Sure I can't get you anything to drink?" She asked. "I'd like one," she then said speaking more to herself than to me. "I know I probably shouldn't be offering, but...can I get you a beer? Would you mind getting me one?"
"Ah...sure," I said now changing my mind, standing up and heading into the kitchen to grab us a couple, returning a moment later with them. Darlene was just then reaching down into a nearby laundry basket retrieving yet again another blouse to be ironed. As she did, leaning over, the front of her robe billowed out, I stood there glancing down at her, still holding onto our beers as I easily saw one of her breasts quite clearly. It was now obvious to me, she didn't have anything on underneath it, though if she was totally naked was still a mystery. It was bad enough I had seen one of her tits, and quickly turned my eyes away. "Ah, here..." I said sitting her beer down on the end of the ironing board, retaking my seat, though by now at least she had straightened up again, beginning to iron the next blouse.
"Thanks," she said taking a quick sip, once again eying me. I took a drink myself, waiting. "So...I assume Teresa talked to you a little bit about what we discussed," she began finally.
"Some," I countered taking another sip.
"Told you about refraining from having intercourse with you...or anyone else until she's through with college?"
"Ah yeah, she mentioned that," I said once again feeling fidgety.
"Think you can live with that?" She asked as she stopped ironing, looking at me directly again.
"Do I really have a choice?" I countered feeling a bit bolder now, perhaps with the beers help, though I felt like I was cornered here to some degree, which may have added to that. Not to mention that I was oddly aroused, just a little, having accidentally gotten a pretty good look at one of Darlene's bare breasts.
"No, not really," she countered back. "Not if Teresa expects me to support her through college she doesn't."
She went back to ironing again, and I looked up watching her, waiting for the next comment. As she did however, I noticed that the gap in her robe seemed to have widened just a little as she continued ironing. I could now see just a small portion of one of her breasts, a bit of cleavage that was suddenly showing itself as she stood there moving the iron back and forth over her blouse.



"You know I don't necessarily condone what the two of you have been doing either, but I'm also not foolish enough to think I'll convince either one of you to refrain from doing any of that either. I know...I was your age once, so I've been there, done that. Made a few mistakes myself along the way. Frankly, I married one. Though don't get me wrong, I don't regret having the kids we had together, not for a moment. But we had sex way too early, which resulted in our getting married early, which of course is when Teresa came along."
I'd always known that Teresa's mom was young when she had her, right around eighteen or nineteen herself when she was born. Which accounted for the fact that Darlene didn't look anywhere's near her age either. Mature yes, but attractively so, which was becoming more and more apparent as she ironed. I was now catching glimpses of a well rounded portion of her left breast as it periodically made an appearance as her arm moved back and forth over the blouse she was ironing. She finished that one, hung it up, and leaned over to grab another. Sure enough, this time her entire boob fell out. She noticed it though, quickly adjusting things before standing up once again, new blouse in hand. Her robe once more, more appropriately gathered together. Obviously she had finally realized how close she was to unknowingly revealing her entire self. She went back to ironing as I sipped on my drink. Once more waiting on her as she continued.
"Like I was saying...once you've partaken of the forbidden fruit, it's ludicrous to think that you won't be partaking of it again. Which is why I feel it's necessary to put my foot down on the issue of the two of you actually engaging in intercourse. At least if I stop that from happening, you won't be tempted in that way."
I opened my mouth, intending to speak, but thought better of it. Especially as I noticed her robe had seemingly parted all on its own again. Only this time, even more so than it had been. Now I was seeing the entire side of her left breast, as well as the gentle full under slope of it as she stood ironing. I knew I was only millimeters away from seeing an exposed nipple, and found myself holding my breath rather than speaking.
"How is it anyway?" She then asked, catching me off guard, taking me by surprise at her bold question.
"Ah...what? Sorry," I said in questioning. Wondering if I had heard her right.
"You know...oral sex with my daughter. Do you enjoy it with her? Do you enjoy doing that to her?" She boldly and frankly asked me flat out, once again just holding onto the iron looking directly at me. Though to make things worse perhaps, her left breast was now entirely exposed, nipple and all as it literally poked out through the opening of her robe, which had parted considerably, gaping almost completely open. "The reason I'm asking you that, and again speaking as one adult to another, is I'm trying to understand the fascination here, the temptation as it were. And if in the two of you engaging in an activity like that, that it will be good enough. Or will you grow tired of it, and demand more from her? More than what she's willing to give you, given the circumstances."
I was still staring at her exposed tit, forcing my eyes away from it, looking up into hers. Only then did she look down, realizing she was exposed, and nonchalantly tucking her boob back into her robe once again. But beyond that, she said nothing about it, nor apologize, or act embarrassed upon the discovery.
"Well?"
I could really feel the sweat now, not only down my back, but on my forehead too. "Yeah, I do. We do...we both do," I said stammering somewhat, more than a little flustered here for obvious reasons.
"Then explain it to me," she said taking a much larger pull on her beer before sitting it down again.
"Excuse me?" I asked.
"Remember, we're being adults, talking frankly with one another, so don't be so timid or shy. Hell Rick, you just saw my bare breast, so you must know I'm not exactly a prude, but I'll be the first to admit, I'm probably not as knowledgeable as my own daughter is in certain areas. All I'm trying to do here, is gain a better understanding of things. Frankly, oral sex...wasn't part of our marriage," she openly admitted. "In all the years that Michael and I were married, never once did he ever put his mouth on me, so I have no idea what that's even like."
"Holy shit, really?"
"Yes...really. And I only gave him a blowjob, I guess you call it, a handful of times. Not that he didn't like it, because he did. But he struggled with liking it for some damned reason, possibly because he knew I was expecting some sort of similar back from him, which like I said, he never did. So...again, I'm asking partially out of curiosity, yes. What's so special about it for one thing I suppose, but again...is it special enough that you think, or even that Teresa might think, it will be good enough without going on to anything else. And what about masturbation? I know she told me that the two of you enjoyed doing that for one another too. I just find it hard to accept that the two of you could also be content to just sit and masturbate one another without wanting to take everything further."
My head was swimming here. Almost too much frankness in a way, especially coming from Teresa's mother. And especially as she continued ironing again, and as her robe once again parted, her breast playing peek-a-boob with me once more.
"Now, like I was saying, and asking. There is a reason for my bluntness here with you. I really am trying to understand better here. So let's quit skirting around the issue, and be open and frank with one another...again like adults, ok?"
"Ok," I said softly, still feeling a bit shaken, totally off guard, confused...even frightened in a way, and admittedly aroused, which was making it even worse. Up until now, I hadn't really given much thought to just how attractive Teresa's mother really was. They had similar shaped and sized breasts, that much I had learned. Darlene's nipples seemed to be slightly larger in diameter, and perhaps slightly darker in color too. Teresa's were more of a dark tan, where as Darlene's were a slightly darker color, more like a chocolate, which had a very interesting appeal to them, especially as hard as her nipples obviously were, though I had in fact only really seen one of them.
"Good...I'm glad to hear you say that," she said finishing off her beer setting it off to one side. Though watching her as she turned, her robe now parted completely, the sash coming undone. I caught the briefest glimpse of a dark triangle of hair down between her legs, though she again caught her robe, reaching back, grabbing the tie, though only loosely wrapping it around itself once more before turning back towards me. "So as I was saying Rick, do you actually enjoy doing that to her? You know...actually licking her? Sticking your tongue inside my daughter's pussy? Or are you only doing that in an attempt to get her aroused, excited and thus wanting to do more with you than just that."
Now I truly was uncomfortable. And not because of this conversation we were obviously having either. I was hard as a fucking rock, and thus sitting here, with my prick now cramped and aching like hell, was making it even worse for me.
"No, I like doing it for her...to her," I finally managed to answer. "I like making her feel good."
"So she does enjoy it then."
"I think so yes...I mean, she does come."
Darlene raised her eyebrows at that one. "So you're saying she has an orgasm while you're doing that?"
"Yes."
She fell silent for a moment as though trying to visualize that, reaching over, hanging up another ironed blouse, once again bending over towards the basket to retrieve another. I couldn't help it, my eyes followed. Sure enough, the robe parting, billowing as she stood. Placing the wrinkled blouse on the board, though she appeared to still be thinking, not yet reaching for the iron. Her right breast this time fully exposed as she stood there.
"So you don't mind the way she tastes? That doesn't bother you? You don't find that repulsive or anything?"
I swallowed, swallowed hard, reached for my now empty beer.
"Why don't you grab us each another one," she said seeing me doing that. "And when you come back, I expect you to answer my question."
The problem was, the moment I stood up to do that, I knew I'd most likely embarrass myself. Good hell, I had a fucking hard on, and there was no way in hell she wasn't going to not see that. She held out her empty to me to throw away. I had no choice now, figuring that maybe if I moved fast enough, quickly enough, she wouldn't notice. I stood, grabbing my empty, and then hers, and then walking as quickly as I could back into the kitchen again, taking time to adjust myself as best as I could before grabbing two more beers for us. There were two more remaining, and somehow I knew before the night was over, we'd have gone through the entire six-pack. I took a deep breath, looked down checking myself. I was still obviously hard, and there was still a bit of a bulge, but at least it wasn't quite as noticeable as it had been the first time. I came back into the room, handing her, her beer. Her breast once more carefully tucked away. But I saw her eyes, took note of the fact that they immediately looked down in the direction of my crotch. "Holy fucking shit! She HAD seen!" I thought to myself, which she confirmed seconds later.
"Obviously you are aroused thinking about that," she began confirming my own suspicions. "I couldn't help but notice," she actually grinned just a little. "I can see and understand to some degree why you would be, and while admittedly I am too, just a little. It's hard not to be," She said chuckling at the unintended reference to my hard stiff cock. "Admittedly Rick, it has been a while for me obviously, as I'm sure you must know. I'm certainly no prude either, I'm just like everyone else in that regard as well. I have desires, fantasies, thoughts, just like everyone else. But I do what I can to control them, work through them, and with them. Do I masturbate? Certainly, I am after all only human...just like the two of you. And am I tempted from time to time? To go out, be with a man again? Of course I am. But I have learned to control those desires, put them off...and in some ways, ignore them."
"Glad you can," I said aloud, not really meaning to perhaps, but I did. "I sure as hell know I couldn't!"
Her eyes grew wide upon hearing that. Her smile taking on an almost sinister appearance as she nodded her head at me. "And that dear boy...is my point. I'm not sure I can trust you not trying to pressure Teresa into having sex with you eventually, even though she has herself promised me she wouldn't. But...you still haven't answered my other question either. So before we take this any further, I'd still like to hear what it is you have to say about the other."
On the one hand, I wanted to stand up and bolt out the door. On the other, I was eerily aroused at this point, strangely enough, finding this whole conversation bizarre yes, but erotically arousing too. I decided to remain, see what else was going to come out of this, and where this all was eventually headed. One thing was for sure, Teresa was going to get an earful when we next spoke again.
"Sweet. She tastes sweet. I like licking her pussy. I get as much pleasure in doing that for her, as I think she gets from my doing that to her."
It was at that very moment I decided to fight fire with fire. If it had been, or was Darlene's intent to throw me off, embarrass me, or chase me away, by trying to intimidate me, or scare me, she was about to find out otherwise. If anything, it was now time to turn the tables on her to some degree perhaps. Maybe now it was time to shock her, put her back onto the balls of her feet, get her to back off...accept things the way they were, and allow the two of us to make our own decisions. Though I was still pretty sure that sexual intercourse with Teresa was a long way off. Maybe not until she actually graduated...but a long ways off yet, yes.
**Things heat up, in more ways than one.**
"So you DO like doing it then. You're not just going through the motions, doing something just to get your own way with her."
"Yes, I like it. I enjoy going down on her, licking her pussy, especially sucking her clit."
Yeah, maybe it was more than I should have said, or what I should have been telling her, sharing with her, but like I said, this was becoming a war of sorts, in a way. Though I was now wondering, asking myself if I had gone too far, especially by the look on her face. The fact she too now had to be flustered became obvious as she bent over once more reaching into the rapidly dwindling pile of skirts and blouses in her laundry basket. One hand reaching, the other as I saw actually slipping down through the folds of her robe, somewhere between her legs though she had turned slightly, as though trying to conceal the fact. She brought up a black skirt to iron, only then realizing, she hadn't ironed the still wrinkled blouse she had placed there earlier as yet.
"Oh," she chuckled realizing her mistake, tossing the skirt back towards the basket. "I guess I'm getting ahead of myself here just a little now aren't I?" Her robe was completely open again. I could see the half moons of both breasts now threatening to spill out as she stood there beginning to iron the blouse. "She did tell me she enjoyed doing that to you too," Darlene now spoke. "So I suppose you probably do as well then. Just hard for me to imagine it I guess, never having felt that myself. Though like I said...the few times I sucked Michaels cock, I did enjoy it, found it arousing, so I guess knowing that much first hand, it doesn't surprise me that Teresa would too. And she did say, you are pretty well built. And by the looks of what I saw when you stood up, that much is clearly obvious. Michael wasn't all that big...smaller from most from what I've since learned, though his prick, and one other are the only two I have ever seen." She paused then looking at me. "No, I wasn't a virgin when Michael and I married if that's what you're wondering. Which is another reason I don't want Teresa making the same mistakes I did. And which is why the two of us are sitting here having this conversation so we can better understand one another, and where we're both coming from."
Darlene sat the iron off to one side, picked up her beer again, draining half of it. Looking at me.
"I don't think she's making a mistake being with me. And I certainly don't think I'm making any mistakes in wanting to be with her either," I finally commented, now drinking down almost as much beer as she had, waiting for her to respond back to that one. Which she did, but certainly not in the way I would have imagined.
"Ok, then help to convince me this isn't, that it won't be. And maybe I'll relax, lighten up just a little," she said once again taking me by surprise to some extent, hearing her backing off...retreating just a little. Maybe the idea of having this conversation wasn't as bad as I thought it would be. One thing was for sure, it had certainly been damn interesting.
She stepped around from the ironing board. And as she did, she completely undid the sash on her robe, letting it fall behind her. Her robe now completely parting, opening again, though she then helped in further revealing her entire self by putting her arms back behind her, still stepping forward until she stood no more than a foot away from me there on the couch.
"I want you to have a look, a good look. I'm pretty sure that Teresa and I share the same genes. We're built similarly alike, I know...because I've certainly seen my own daughter, so I do know. And so I am also equally sure that this is pretty much how she'll look like when she's my age. So I'm asking you Rick, will you still be content with that? If the two of you ever do get married? Will you be content to be with one woman the rest of your life, someone that most likely will look very similar to the way I look? Do you find me attractive? At my age? Will you still find Teresa attractive, at my age?" She asked standing there revealing herself fully and completely towards me. My mouth had gone dry, I couldn't find any spit, reaching for my beer, knocking it over. Luckily the bottle didn't break, but the contents were pouring all over the carpeting. I reached for it. "No! Leave it! Answer the question!"
If I thought I was prepared to fight this particular battle with her, I was wrong. I was definitely in retreat mode here. Unsure of what to say, or do for that matter. Almost frozen in place, in shock to some degree. But admittedly, looking at her, so brazenly standing as she was, demanding an answer, I finally gave her one.
"Yes!" You're both...both beautiful," I heard myself saying, meaning it perhaps...honestly. I could see Teresa looking like this in a few years. Very sexy, very attractive, very alluring. Darlene stood nodding her head at me, reaching around now, grabbing her sash, closing her robe, securing it.
"Show me your dick." She said.
"What?" I felt a river of sudden goose bumps race up and down my entire body. I became light headed as well, wondering if the beer I'd so quickly consumed hadn't added to the almost freaky atmosphere and situation I now found myself sitting in.
"Well for one thing. I know that the two of you will end up discussing part of this anyway. But I think that there are certain aspects of our discussion that best remain between the two of us, if you get my meaning."
I got it perfectly, though I still had no clue as to what the purpose of me showing her my dick was about.
"Ok, I get that...but why, why ah...fuck," I said actually saying the word, blushing upon realizing I had, though she didn't comment on that, so I stammered, and continued on. "Why is it that you want to see MY dick?" I finally blurted out.
"Two reasons," she said calmly enough. "I know if you do, then you won't dare run off and tell her about most of this, which I think should remain just between you and I. So by showing me your cock, it gives me assurance that you won't. Obviously, if you do...then I'd have some sort of reprisal against you for using any of this against me."
It made sense in a way...maybe, but even then, I wasn't at all comfortable by this strange twist of circumstance and reasoning. "And the other?" I found myself actually asking her, to which she smiled just a little, the seriousness in her face softening.
"Obviously, you're a bit bigger than either of the two men I've ever been with ever were. So I'm obviously just curious, curious to see, admittedly. But there's another reason behind that too, I want to reassure myself, that when and if the time does come, Teresa will be prepared to handle it. I may be inexperienced with a larger man's size, girth, length...that sort of thing. But I told you earlier, I do masturbate, and so I do have knowledge of what it takes to handle something considerably larger," she now told me. "So, since you've obviously seen me...only fair that I now see you, and put things back on an even keel between us."
I couldn't believe that I actually did it. But I suddenly found myself reaching down, unbuttoning my jeans, and unzipping my fly.
**And then it got even weirder**
I guess I should have known better. I was only asking for trouble here I suppose. But when you're eighteen, sitting there with a hard on, you're not thinking very clearly. I know now I certainly wasn't. It had been my intent, to unzip, fish it out, show her...and stick it back in again. Needless to say, that didn't happen.
"No!" She exclaimed the moment I made any movement in doing just that. "Not so fast, I want to see it, get a good look...same way you did with me," she said freezing me in place. "So...all the way, pants down around your ankles Rick, so I can look at you closely."



She then sat down next to me there on the couch, just looking at first, peering over at me. I honestly think I had my eyes closed, because I remember them flying open seconds later when I felt her hand suddenly wrap itself around me. I think in hindsight, I might have bolted from the seat, and perhaps should have. But with my jeans down around my ankles at the moment, I wouldn't have gone too far or very fast before falling over onto my face.
"Relax, like I told you...I just want to see, feel...get an idea," she said calmly enough, calming me, though my heart at this point was beating about a thousand miles an hour here. "You are pretty big. Certainly bigger than either Frank or Michael," she told me. "And definitely harder too," she added as she suddenly stroked her hand up and down my shaft. God help me...it felt good when she did that. And then suddenly her robe was open again. Her beautiful tits sitting there staring me in the face practically, though I now caught movement of her other hand as it disappeared down between her own legs. I sat there in a state of disbelief and shock. She was actually fingering herself, all the while still stroking me. Yeah, I still should have stood up, regardless of my pants down around my ankles and gotten the hell out of there. But I didn't...I couldn't. I was plain and simply mesmerized by what I was seeing, by what was happening. Teresa was the farthest thing from my mind at the moment.
Darlene was firmly stroking my cock now, up and down, squeezing the head, capturing the significant amount of pre-cum fuck juice that dribbled out of the tip. She then used that to further smear around the head of my dick, pleasuring it, pleasuring me. Thoughts racing away inside my head, knowing this was wrong, way wrong...but knowing even as I asked myself that, it was already too late. I could feel the delicious sensations of my impending release only seconds away now as her lovely delicate hand continued to manipulate my cock. Her own hand, still working her own slit, the sounds of her free flowing juices easily heard, along with my own. She worked my cock, making it squish, slick with her efforts, the tingling of my balls now tightening.
"Come with me," she then spoke. "Come for me...while I do," she gasped audibly, deeply, groaning now as this wail of pure unadulterated delight suddenly filled the air. Just as the semen from my cock began doing, as I spurted over, and over again. Fountains of my cream skyrocketing upwards from the head of my cock, landing everywhere, splashing against her, me...so much of it that it took us both by surprise. Only when she had fully and completely milked out every bit of my orgasmic release that she could, did she finally remove her hand. And then surprised me once more, as she began licking, and tasting her fingers. "Always wondered what that would taste like, now I know," she grinned, still licking sucking them off. "At least now I can understand better why Teresa doesn't mind doing this for you."
"Fuck...Teresa!" It was like getting punched in the face with a sledgehammer. "I...I...I need to get going," I stammered once again, this time standing up, grabbing my jeans, pulling them up as I did, stuffing my now very spent cock back inside them again as Darlene now stood as well, though not moving away from me. I felt her taking my hand in hers, lifting it.
"Not before you make me a promise," she said seriously.
"Ok, I promise!" I said not even knowing what I promising to do here when I said it. She laughed.
"I mean it," she said, lifting my hand with hers, now placing it on her bare breast, clasping it, holding it there, though I didn't dare take it away either. "Fuck...now I was touching her mother's tit no less!" I thought. "I know you and Teresa will talk about this...some of this anyway, but promise me that certain things we discussed and shared here will remain between us...for obvious reasons."
"I promise!" I blurted out again, shaking like a leaf now, starting to step back, though she held me firmly against her, her hand still over mine, still holding it against her breast as I felt her squeeze it, and thus forcing me to squeeze her tit in the process.
"And..."
"And?"
"Promise me something else too," she said holding me against her.
"What?" I said shaking, totally expecting Teresa to come walking in through the door any moment now, with my luck, even though she wouldn't be getting off work for at least another hour yet.
"Promise me that if you ever feel like you can't honor my request, Teresa's promise...that you'll come to me instead then."
"What?"
"You heard what I said. If what the two of you are doing, no longer is enough, if you can't avoid temptation, then come to me instead. You can fuck me, as often as you want, wherever you want...just not her!"
She let me go then, stepping back, as I did. As though two magnets now facing one another the wrong way.
"You're...you're serious?"
"Very," she said speaking so. "Or anything else for that matter too," she then added. "And it will remain just between us, I promise you that too," she added. "As long as you never fuck my daughter."
I stood there like one of those waggle dog dolls in the window of the car, just shaking my head, though my whole entire body was still shaking too as I left the house. She stood just inside the door, her robe still open as she called out to me one last time.
"Remember Rick, mum's the word."
Now where had I heard that one before?
*Anxiety in spades*
Needless to say I didn't sleep much that night. Tossing and turning in bed. I still couldn't believe what had happened, or why it had happened. Replaying it over and over in my mind, trying to sort it all out, reason it all out. Justify it where I could. In the end, I couldn't of course, all I could do was accept it, and vow to never let it happen again. Never put myself in a position where it could. But more importantly, never ever tell Teresa everything either. Sure, I knew we'd discuss what it was that her mother and I supposedly did talk about. But I was going to let it be very generic, hopefully keep it down to what I hoped was a very similar conversation she'd had with her, mostly about the two of us just not having intercourse. And hope I'd get away with that.
I was lucky enough at school too, normally picking her up to take her to school, she had gone in earlier to help out with the set decorations that were being made for graduation before school started. So it meant not seeing or being with her until lunchtime at least. Even then I was dreading the questions that would most certainly come.
We met outside her locker just as we always did. I smiled, kissing her, just like I always did, trying to maintain, keep it as natural as possible. Succeeding at it too, though she was anxious and excited to hear all the details. (Yeah right). "Come on...let's go out to your car," she said anxiously, excitedly...wanting to hear what it was we'd discussed.
"Ok, but I don't have as long today as I usually do either," I announced, which thankfully I didn't. As part of the choir, we had an early practice, and a long one, which we'd all agreed to do, giving up part of lunch in order to get started.
We'd barely gotten inside the car when she kissed me again, even putting my hand on her breast while we kissed.
"I've missed you!" She said.
"Missed you too," I answered back, though I had.and did. But I was of course feeling guilty as hell too!
"So? How'd it go? What did the two of you discuss anyway?"
"Pretty much what I am sure the two of you did," I said trying to hedge my bet here.
"I doubt that," she giggled, actually blushing a little. "Our talk got pretty hard core in a sense, but I told you it had."
Now I was blushing, or so it felt like anyway. "Yeah, I'm sure ours wasn't anything like that. We just mostly talked about plans for the future, yours and mine. Her concerns, your promises, you know...stuff like that."
Teresa sat back, looking at me.
"What?"
"Mom said it was a bit more than that, but she'd let you be the one to tell me. Said you did discuss oral sex, our masturbation sessions, stuff like that, and said that you'd agreed not to pursue having intercourse with me."
"Yeah, that too," I quickly added. "Promised her I wouldn't try and convince you otherwise."
"So you won't then?"
"No...I won't. Promised her, and am promising you the same thing."
"What did you tell her about the other stuff? I know she's not very experienced about any of that, which is really too bad. But she said you got pretty specific with regards to why you liked it, what it felt like when I went down on you, and how good it felt. Did you two really discuss that?" She asked.
"Well yeah...I ah...yeah, I did. What can I say? I do like it. I like what you do to me, how it feels, so yeah...I told her."
Teresa grinned. "Sure we don't have time enough?" She said reaching over undoing the button on my jeans, unzipping them and reaching in. I was as flaccid as they come.
"Maybe not," I said trying to smile, seeing the disappointment in her eyes. Maybe later? This evening?" I asked, hoping.
"I don't know," she said scooting back over to her side of the car. "Mom's schedule has changed, she has the early shift now. She'll be home most of the evenings around eight. And with Sara now aware of that, not much chance for keeping her out of our hair when mom's not home. Sucks in a way doesn't it?"
"Oh yeah...big time," I agreed, wondering why Darlene hadn't bothered to mention that to me.
"Guess we'll just have to make do, do what we can, when we can," Teresa told me, still obviously disappointed. "Maybe we can manage a few things, even when she's home," Teresa suggested, though how that would even be possible, I had no idea.
"Oh yeah? How are we going to manage that?" I found myself asking.
"Well, believe it or not, mom did say that she knew this was apt to put a cramp in our love-life, with her being home more often than she has been. But she also said, she'd maybe try and be a bit more tolerant, give us some alone time...out back, on the couch from time to time."
"She did?"
"Yeah, she did!" Teresa grinned. "Isn't that wild!"
"You have no idea," I thought, simply smiling back at her.
**We are not alone**
As it turned out, it wasn't until the next night that I came over, and as expected, Sara was her usual pest self, not leaving the two of us alone long enough to even think of doing anything, let alone doing it. And then sure enough, we heard Darlene's car pulling into the drive right around eight o'clock. She greeted us both in her usual friendly way, with no subtle hints or anything else towards me, easing my mind just a little at least. By nine, she had shooed Sara off to bed, giving us a surprising wink when she did, actually nodding her head in the direction of the back yard.
"Come on!" Teresa said taking my hand.
"Shit, you sure about this? About your mom?"
"You saw...same as I did. She all but gave us her blessing!" Teresa said. She stopped short of the door though, sending me out ahead of her. "I'll be right there," she said, and then turned back running back into the house. I walked out into the garage, through the door, and took a seat on the old familiar couch. Seconds ticking by when I heard the back door to the house open and close, and then moments later Teresa as she finally came outside to join me. She was wearing my favorite sweater again. The magic one. And finally, I began feeling a whole lot better about things.
"She say anything to you?" I found myself asking.
"Yeah, she actually said to have fun, told us not to worry about anything, or about Rob barging in on us either. He's still out with his friends, and not expected home for a while yet. Said she'd give us an hour to have fun and enjoy ourselves before I have to go back inside."
"Seriously."
"Yeah, seriously. Now, get your pants off. And then you can suck my tits for a bit!"
I did so, still nervous, but soon forgot all about anything else as I contentedly began nursing on Teresa's beautiful tits, her hand pleasurably stroking and working my cock as I did so. When I got close, I sat up as I usually did, Teresa now treating me to a wonderful finish as she leaned over, engulfing my cock with her mouth, sucking it now fully instead. I leaned back, enjoying it, basking in the pleasure she was giving me. I noticed something however. "Movement? Was that the curtain in her mother's bedroom I just saw move?" I asked myself. I looked without looking. Sure enough, seconds later, I saw it part a bit more fully, though the lights were certainly off inside her mother's bedroom. I knew then we were being watched. I didn't dare tell her that, not sure why I felt I couldn't, or shouldn't. But I didn't. I sat filling Teresa's mouth with my cream, knowing full well as I did, that Darlene was watching us every single moment.
Afterwards, as Teresa sat up again, her tits still showing, her sweater pulled up over the top of them just enough, she leaned back in the couch, now slipping off the pair of shorts she was wearing, sans panties of course. Spreading herself. "Oh baby, I am so fucking horny! Come on...eat me baby, suck my cunt!"
I knew even as I knelt down there on the ground in front of her, that Darlene would be watching me do that. Watching me eating out her daughter's pussy from the very beginning. Oddly enough, I was actually excited by that.
"Well Darlene, if you really want to see it...then be my guest," I said to myself as I knelt down between Teresa's widely spread legs, even pushing her back on the couch more than usual, holding her legs in the air with my hands as I lowered my face into her free-flowing succulent juices, and then tongue-fucked her, clit sucked her, into one hell of a tremendous orgasm. By the time I was done, sat up, and sneakily looked over towards the window, the curtains were closed again. I wondered for how long she had watched us. Wondering even then if she wasn't at that very moment, laying in bed...masturbating, and pleasuring herself.
**Catch 22**
Talk about Murphy's Law. It was as though fate was suddenly against us. My car broke down, and it would be weeks before I could earn enough money to get it fixed. So...there is sat. I was even forced into having to take the bus into work, which meant I had to leave earlier than usual in order to get there on time. Not to mention the extra time it took getting home again afterwards. Which put me getting home way late at night, unable to sneak a quick drive by to see Teresa.
And then to make matters worse. Dad got a new job, so mom quit hers in order to stay home again for a while. So coming over to my place after school for even an hour like we used to do, was also out of the question now too.
We literally had no place to really go, except her place, as she had to be there to look after her younger sister until her mother got home at night. All we could do and hope for on those nights when Teresa wasn't working, and I wasn't...was that she'd give us another wink, sending us sprinting off into the back yard once again. Except for the fact, for nearly two weeks, she didn't do that.
If anything, Darlene for whatever reason allowed Sara to stay up longer than normal. And didn't even make any attempt to keep her occupied, or from bugging us. We groped when we could of course, but it just wasn't the same. And even Darlene tended to hover about and around us whenever Sara wasn't. Watching TV with us most of the time, joking and laughing of course, but never once letting us know she was ok with us going out back together again.
"I'm going nuts," I told Teresa one evening just before walking home. "I thought you said your mom was ok with us doing stuff once in a while."
"Yeah, me too. Maybe this is what she meant by once in a while though. Let me talk to her, see what I can find out. Maybe she's had a change of mind about it or something," Teresa said.
"Or something," I said to myself as I walked home that evening. With our jobs and schedules, our next best opportunity would be Saturday night. Although Teresa worked, she was supposed to get off around four or five. The plan was for me to come over then. We usually watched TV for a bit, but it was hoped that maybe tonight, we'd find some private time to be together. Especially as Teresa had informed me that Sara had a sleep over that night, and wouldn't be home. Rob was going to a concert, so he'd be out of the way too. And though Darlene would be home, it was hoped with some persuasion from Teresa, her mom would give us the go ahead once more to have some fun. Especially as there really was no reason not to. And either way, we were going to do something. Even Teresa said that. Even if we walked down to the school and hid out beneath the bleachers or something. We were one way or the other, going to get one another off. Period.
I was actually hoping for the bleachers.
But, as we'd planned and agreed upon, I arrived at her place right around five o'clock. Teresa wasn't home yet, but Darlene invited me inside in order to wait for her.
"She called earlier, said she was running a bit later. Something about one of the girls calling in sick or something," Darlene told me. "Told me to tell you to stick around. That she'd be here as soon as she can. Can I get you something to drink? Would you like a beer perhaps?"
It all seemed too vaguely familiar. "Ah, no thanks. I'll just sit and watch some TV until Teresa gets here," I answered her.
"Ok, shoot yourself," she smiled. "I'm going to go in and take a nice long bath anyway, so if you still want that beer, help yourself."
Seconds later I heard her as she turned the water on in the tub, letting it run, though the door was obviously open. I then saw her as she turned the corner in the hallway heading back towards her bedroom. She was now wearing the same bathrobe I had seen her in before. I quickly averted my gaze back to the TV, not wanting her to catch me looking at her...remembering or anything. Which is also when the phone rang. She had an extension in her room however, which she answered. I could hear her talking, but couldn't make out who she was talking to, or what was being said. She soon after hung up, and came back out into the hall heading towards me.
"That was Teresa. She said they're still having problems locating another girl to come in and take over her shift. Told me to tell you...not to go anywhere, and that she'll be home just as quickly as she can make it."
"Ok," I said, frustrated, but prepared to settle in and actually get interested on whatever the hell program that was on I'd been sort of watching.
"Do me a favor though if you would please," Darlene said as she reached the end of the hall before turning, heading into the bathroom. "Would you mind pouring me a glass of wine and bringing it into me? And if you'd like...feel free to pour one for yourself too," she added. And then before I could respond to that, she disappeared into the bathroom, closing the door behind her.
Already I was beginning to wonder. But already reminding myself that I wasn't about to let anything happen again either. I wasn't about to make the same mistake twice as I headed off to pour her, her wine. And then poured myself one as an afterthought, though leaving it in the front room table as I then went down the hallway, stopping at the closed door, knocking.
"Here's your wine...Darlene," I said, thinking her not yet in the tub, waiting for me to hand it to her. Silly me.
"Come in, bring it over to me," she said instead. I opened the door, sure enough, she was already sitting in the tub, though thank god there was tons of bubbles. She was taking a bubble bath, so at least she was decently covered as I walked over, standing there holding out her glass to her.



"Didn't you get one for yourself?" She asked.
"Yeah, it's back in the TV room," I announced.
"Well then, go get it, bring it back with you. Might as well use the time to have another chat while we have the chance."
"Another chat?" I asked.
"Yeah, there's something else I think we need to talk about," she smiled taking a sip of her wine. "So...hurry back. We certainly wouldn't want Teresa coming home and finding you in here with me now would we?"
Once again, against my better judgment perhaps, I ran back, grabbed my wine. But...figuring she was right about that at least, and so that made it reasonably safe enough by my way of thinking, that she wasn't about to suggest anything. Not with Teresa's coming home any time now at least. So maybe all she did want to do was have another chat. "About what though?" I wondered as I reentered the room taking a seat on the toilet next to the tub.
"I guess you know I was watching the two of you the other night," she began sitting up just a bit, just enough that the upper slopes of her breasts broke through the suds, not enough to reveal her dark nipples yet...but damn fucking close. Once again, I tried to avert my eyes, looking into her eyes instead.
"Figured you might have. Thought I saw the curtains open and then close later on."
"Yeah, it was certainly interesting," she said sitting up a bit more, taking another sip of her wine, though this time a bit spilled, dropping between her breasts as she realized it, sitting up even more still. Her breasts of course, now coming up through the suds like a submarine surfacing through the icecaps. "Oops!" She giggled, actually reaching down, lifting one of her breasts, attempting to lick off the wine. "Damn, can't quite reach it, would you like to?" She asked actually offering me her breast to lick off.
"Ah no...thanks," I said worried now.
She let go of her breast, though they remained revealed as she sat back closing her eyes. "Yes, I can almost still see it, see you two out there together. Quite a show you put on. And obviously, one you were putting on for me...weren't you?" She pointedly asked, once again opening her eyes staring me down. "And don't try denying it. It was quite obvious, especially the way you spread her, bent her over almost double so I could clearly see what you were doing to my daughter's cunt. Even she looked surprised by that when you did it...though obviously pleased."
I neither denied, nor confirmed it. Taking the third option by remaining silent, though silently chastising myself now for having done that. Maybe it hadn't been such a good idea after all. What the hell was I thinking?
"Obviously, it worked. You got me very, very aroused watching you do that. I suppose you also know, I was standing there masturbating myself, watching the two of you, until I couldn't stand up any more. Had to lay down...and then use this," she said. Hidden beneath the bubbles, there in the tub with her, she suddenly brought up her hand. Within its grasp, she held a life-like rather large looking flexible dildo. "I'm pretty sure it's close to the size you are," she added. "Maybe just a titch bigger is all, but pretty close." She then lowered her hand again, though I noticed as she did, she seemed to be inserting it inside herself, right there in front of me.
"Ah...maybe I should leave you alone now," I suggested, actually standing.
"No Rick...you're not. You're not going anywhere. We haven't finished our little chat yet. I still have a few things I need to discuss with you. New things..."
"New things? Like what?"
"Being honest with me for one. Come on, admit it...you intentionally did that knowing full well I was watching you, didn't you?"
"Ok, maybe I did...but I'm actually sorry I did it now," I told her, feeling the hairs on the back of my neck beginning to stand up. I didn't like the way any of this was going now.
"Well at least you are now being honest with me," she said smiling. "So...I'll be honest with you too. I haven't been very good about giving the two of you any more private time now have I? Since then I mean?"
"No...not really. Not like we thought you would anyway."
"Shame on me," she said smiling once again, though the water was starting to swish back and forth in the tub just a little, proving to me now that she was in fact fucking herself with the flexible dildo as we talked. "And shame on you for making me horny...wondering what it would be like to feel that, to experience that...the way you were eating her. Eating my daughter's pussy."
Once again, I wanted to bolt, to flee...to run off into the night and try and explain it all to Teresa later, if I could. But for some reason, I couldn't. And I knew damn well, that the moment I even tried, Darlene would come up and out of that fucking tub, suds and all clinging to her, and somehow, someway keep me from leaving the house until I'd heard her out. I wasn't going anywhere. And we both knew it.
"What is it that you want from me Darlene?" I asked already fearful of the answer.
"Pretty much the same thing you want with Teresa," she answered. "More time alone obviously, which I can give you, and will give you...provided you're willing to do something for me too. After all, you've already teased me with it...cruelly I might add if you think about it. So...you're going to make it up to me Rick. I'm not asking for all that much here you know. Just the knowledge, the experience of actually feeling what it's like. Just once at least. Do that for me, and I'll start working with the two of you, making sure you have more time to be alone together."
"And what if I don't?" I had to ask.
Suddenly the water quit moving, as she sat up once again. "Well, a couple of things actually. One...I'll see to it that the two of you never have a moment alone again, at least not while I'm around. Sure...I know that in a few weeks you'll probably have the money to get your car fixed. So you can always drive off somewhere, risk getting picked up by some cop for indecent exposure or something. And I sure as hell won't bail either one of you out if you are caught either. But that's beside the point. Let's just say you do that anyway, chancing the risk. Well, then that would leave me only one other option."
I was furious, now being actually threatened here. But I didn't dare say or do anything, but listen...wait her out, hear what else it was that she had to say. Though I now drained my wine in one gulp, steeling myself for this.
"You have a very, very cute...and interesting little mole on your right testical," she said letting the implication sit. "But I also have a pretty good eye for detail too. I think I could pretty accurately describe your hard cock, how big it is, the shape and size of your head, the way one vein seems to stick off to the left side the way it does. Accurate enough, to describe it in its obvious turgid state. Oh...and see that blue robe over there, hanging behind the door?" I looked, the same one I was familiar with yes. "Well, that's one of three I have. Happened to love that style and color of bathrobe. The one I was wearing that night? The one you managed to squirt all over?" She smiled. "Well, that one I have safely tucked away...with lots and lots and lots of your DNA all over it. Just in case I might ever need it to protect myself with."
I felt like I'd been punched in the gut. I could hardly talk, hardly breathe.
"You wouldn't dare..."
"Tell Teresa? No...probably not. But I would certainly mention it to say...your parents perhaps? Sure, eventually Teresa would probably hear about it, learn about it. But by then I would have concocted enough of a story that she'd believe me over you...trust me on this. Trying to protect her, you know? Not wanting her to find out that you'd actually tried to seduce me."
"Seduce you? Who's trying to seduce who here anyway? And seduce hell! This...fuck, this is nothing more than sheer black mail!"
"Call it whatever you'd like. Either way, you'll lose. Think about it. All I'm asking is that you do this one thing for me. Let me see what it's like, and after that...I promise I won't ask you for anything else ever again. Hell, tell you what, I'll even loan you the money to get your car fixed if you'd like. You can pay me later for it when you can. Though you don't even have to do that if you don't want to."
"Keep your money," I answered. "I'll get it fixed when I can afford to do so myself."
There was a long silent pause then, though I noticed as I sat there, she went back to fucking herself there in the water while I watched.
"So? What's it going to be Rick? Do this one favor for me and then we call it even? Or what?"
"Just this once right? Then we're even? Nothing else? Ever?"
"Not unless you want to, like I told you before. All you have to do is ask. You want to fuck me...then just ask, and I'm all yours, wherever, and whenever you'd like."
I had an answer for that, but I kept it to myself. Now was not the time.
"When?" I said instead. I was now nervous about Teresa coming home for one thing, and didn't want to sit inside the bathroom any longer than I had to.
"How about now?" She asked suddenly standing up, suds running off her body, the fake cock still hanging between her legs.
"No fucking way. Teresa could be home any moment now."
"Oh that. I forgot to tell you, when she called earlier? She actually said that they couldn't get anyone to come in and take over her shift. She won't be home until after midnight. Told me to tell you she was sorry, that she'd call you tomorrow. I told her I'd tell you, and that maybe...just maybe, I'd arrange things so the two of you could have some alone time together. So...we still have several hours yet. Now's as good a time as any, don't you think?"
"Fine!" I said giving in, pissed at myself for doing so, but not really seeing any way out of this. "Where?" I then asked. "Here?"
"No silly. Not here. In the bedroom. And by the way, you'd damn well better make it good too. Make me cum, hard. No half-assed efforts. After all, I saw you in action once already, so I know what you're capable of. You make this good for me, and I'll make it good for you too. Less than a hundred percent...and the deals off. Understood?"
"At best, you're getting ninety percent," I said to myself. "After all, how the hell will you know?" I likewise asked, as I followed her down the hall towards the bedroom.
**Selling my soul**
This is the part where I wish I could say I just followed her into the room, gave her my ninety percent, rolled out from between her legs, and went home.
Unfortunately, that's not what happened.
I honestly believe that Darlene was the pure embodiment of what a Siren truly is. Following her into the room, watching her as she spread out there on her bed, lusciously naked, created a great deal of emotional turmoil for me. Had she been homely or ugly...maybe I could have kept myself from appreciating just how beautifully attractive she really was. And even though my outward demeanor was trying to say one thing, my hard cock was telling me something else. Though for the moment at least, I was trying very hard to ignore it.
"You might as well make yourself comfortable too, I think we're going to be here a while," she informed me in a very sultry sounding voice.
I was already resigned that I was going through with this, so if getting out of my own clothes would hurry up the process, then I was more than willing to do that. In moments I too was naked, though my involuntary arousal greeted Darlene's hungry eyes as she smiled licking her lips.
"Nice to see I have an effect on you," she again purred reaching down between her legs, stroking her own pussy, decadent and obscenely spreading her lips. I could see even now as I crawled up into the bed, preparing to situate myself between her outstretched legs that she was wet. Her juices glistening, the inner pink folds of her pussy winking at me as I steeled myself once more to hurriedly get this over with. So far I had remained silent, vowing not to say any more than I had to. I tentatively stuck out my tongue, running it up that wet glistening furrow of her sex.
She was even sweeter tasting that Teresa was! "Fuck!" I thought, savoring her flavor and aroma, and yet desperately fighting to keep from enjoying it as I continued to lick, likewise probing with my fingers hoping to further stimulate her even more quickly. She reached down, taking my hands in hers however, lifting them up towards her breasts where she helped them to settle.
Her breasts were soft, pliable, and yet firm to the feel as my hands began kneading and caressing them. I could likewise feel the stiff thimble sized nipples pricking the palms of each hand as I glided over them. With a mind of their own, my fingers captured, rolling and pinching each thick nub, sending shivers of delight and renewed arousal coursing through me. I could feel the press of my own stiff cock spearing the cool sheets, the escape of my own lubrications already beginning to saturate the spot where it did. I heard her moan, deeply...throatily, knowing full well that the ministrations of my tongue and lips as I continued to pleasurably assault her cunt was working it's magic.
She was getting the full one hundred percent from me, even though at the moment I hadn't quite realized that yet.
"Oh my god that's heavenly!" She moaned even deeper, her knees bent now, splayed widely off to each side giving me even better access to her pussy as I playfully attacked her clit, sometimes capturing it with my lips, sucking it as though sucking her nipples. My fingers tapped on each of her nipples, then pinched, pulling, adding to her delight and joy. Her moans continuing, head rolling back and forth against the pillow, her ass now coming up to meet the occasional tongue thrusts as I fucked her pussy with it. "I had no idea...no idea!" She kept crying out over and over again.
I hadn't even realized my own transition. Going in, angry, determined, upset, fearful and confused, and still aroused. Now...still determined yes, certainly aroused yes...but finding myself basking in the succulent delight of her pussy. Her juices were flowing, covering my face. Her exquisite breasts still filling my hands sending further signals of additional excitement and arousal down to my own hard stiff cock. I felt her beginning to stiffen, sensed the sudden intake of her breath as she momentarily held it. Once again capturing her hard sweet clit between my lips, I sucked it for all I was worth. I felt her ass once again lift up off the bed, meeting me somewhere in the middle as I held on, still sucking, simultaneously flicking her nub with the tip of my tongue as I imprisoned it. And then she just simply exploded!
It was another first. At least for me, and very possibly for her as well. The abundance of juices flowing from her pussy early on was amazing enough as it was. But I had no clue myself, no idea whatsoever, nor at the time had I heard anything about a woman's ability to squirt the way she suddenly began doing. At first, I honestly thought she was peeing on me, but there was no odor of urine, no foul taste to the sudden gush of liquid that now filled my mouth. Forced to drink, or drown, I did so, a force of wills perhaps as I refused to relinquish the prize of her cunt as I continued to flick her clit with my tongue, somehow drinking and consuming the sweet essence of her climax as she continued to pump, squirt, spurt and saturate the two of us, along with the bed.
I didn't even realize, or comprehend the high pitched squeal of delight that had permeated the entire room for several moments, her rapturous cry suddenly filling my ears as she thrashed wildly about now, forcing me with her own hands to back away from her heated cunt as the super-sensitivity of her ravished clit forced her into doing so.
"Enough! Enough!" She cried out, actually crying now, tears streaming down her face as she collapsed back into the bed, exhausted, her breath coming in quick raspy gulps of air as she fought to regain some semblance of composure.
I actually smiled, licking my lips, running my fingers over my chin wiping away the residue of her spending that still clung to me there.
She finally sat up, almost wild-eyed looking at me. "My god! That was the most amazing experience of my entire life!" And then with that, she pushed me over before I could even respond, her mouth seeking out, and quickly finding my shaft as she enveloped it, sucking and tonguing me. I fought emotionally with that only briefly. Likewise succumbing to the sudden sweet pleasure her mouth and lips were bringing me. Too emotionally drained now myself to fight against it, against her...against myself. And so I lay there, feeling the ecstasy of her returned pleasure.
Perhaps a better word for her was Succubus. Because she certainly did that, moments later drawing my very soul through the end of my cock. Swirling stars and the universe suddenly all about me as I caved into the perverse depravity I had so willingly shared with her.
**After math**
True to her word, Darlene gave the two of us all the alone time we could ever want. And never once did she approach me, hint...or otherwise indicate in any way shape or form that there had been anything between us.
I relaxed, and for a time everything seemed to go back to the way it was, the way it had been just between the two of us. And though the following week was busy with actual graduation on a couple of days away, following the big last dance on Friday, I began to feel the first pangs of guilt and remorse as they began to saturate my subconscious.
Teresa and I of course had long been looking forward to this moment. Not only finally being given our diplomas of course, but looking forward even more so to the last big final dance. As most did, and as I too had done, I had rented a limousine for the evening, which had cost me a pretty penny, and set me back a bit from earning enough money to repair my car with. But as far as I was concerned, it was well worth it. We would go to the dance, and then afterwards be driven to a nice restaurant where many of our friends would likewise be going. Some...had even secured rooms at a local hotel, though doing that was just out of reach with my available finances. Oddly enough however, my parents for whatever reason, had conveniently arranged to be out of town that particular weekend. Though surprised at the too coincidental aspects of that, I nevertheless had every intention of taking advantage of it. As such, I had arranged things before hand, rose petals in the bed, a collection of candles to be lit adding a nice soft warm glow to the room. A place of sensuality and excitement that would be waiting for us after coming back from an extravagant dinner.
The entire evening had been perfect, the thing that dreams were made of. It was a great way to graduate into the world of adulthood. And even when Teresa was finally allowed to enter into my own bedroom after the candles had all been lit, I thought then that maybe...just maybe, we might culminate this very special night together in the most intimate of ways.
I should have known better, I should have quit trying to fool myself, or think Teresa not serious in holding to her promise and commitment to her mother, rather than to me. And more importantly, I perhaps shouldn't have asked it, wanted it...almost, almost...demanded it.
As we had done countless times before, we teased and pleased one another in all the ways we'd ever experienced or allowed ourselves to do. She had in fact climaxed twice now, pleasurably, fully and completely. I had worked myself up, now laying on top of her, kissing her, likewise as we'd done before. And as before, as we'd tempted fate, and ourselves in a way, she'd allowed me the hint of possibilities. My cock languishing in the furrow of her heated place. Her pussy lips sweetly kissing and sucking on the shaft of my cock. I had before masturbated her clit with my prick. Stroking it, rubbing it, sliding up and down against her, which I began doing now. She allowed it of course, trusting in me...in herself. Only the briefest of cautionary words then being spoken.



"Only...this..." she sighed pleasurably, a warning, a reminder to me perhaps, though I persisted. Still rubbing, angling, rubbing, but now bumping the head of my cock at the sweet opening before me.
"Rick, no! You know we can't, that I won't!" She finally admonished me worriedly.
"But I love you Teresa," I spoke. Words I had of course said before, but I meant them, as I meant them now too. But perhaps placing a cost on the worth of them as I hungrily pursued my own selfish desire. But even as I did, I saw images, felt the renewed flame of lustful guilt engulfing me, even to the extent that the image of Teresa's mother now filled my head. I pushed, heard Teresa's cry of alarm. Her hands coming up to forcefully push me off and away from her. I'm not sure I even realized that I had in fact attempted to impale her, but her eyes told me otherwise of course.
"Take me home," she said simply. "Now!"
**Anguish and remorse**
I of course tried several times to call her the following day. But she refused to answer any of my calls. Finally her mother answered.
"Please Darlene, I need to speak to her."
"She doesn't want to talk to you right now," she told me, her tone of voice telling me in an instant that she too was upset with me. "What the hell did you do to her anyway?" She asked. Which told me at least, that Teresa hadn't said much, but the implication of that said enough.
"I...I didn't do anything. She...she stopped me," I finally admitted. "And she had every right to do so...I was stupid!" I blurted out.
"Yes...you were," she said and then hung up the phone on me.
I kept trying to call her for several days, but she repeatedly refused to speak with me. Eventually, all I received was a busy tone, telling me then that either she or her mother had taken the phone off the hook rather than sit there and listen to its insistent ringing. I finally gave up, figuring that perhaps when she cooled down, she'd maybe, hopefully contact me.
It was a full week before she finally did.
Seeing her actually standing there at the door was both a shock as well as relief. "Teresa!" I said pleasantly surprised, grateful, joyful, until I saw the stoned expression on her face. She held out her hand to me.
"Here," she said dropping my high school ring back into the palm of my hand. "I think we need to be a part for a while," she informed me. "I need time to think about us, about any possible future," she then said. "And I can't do that...being with you, not now...not for a while yet, if at all," she then added. "Don't contact me again, or try to reach me. Just leave me alone...give me time. I need time to think about all this." With that, she turned and effectively disappeared from my life.
It was a weird period of time for all of us. The Vietnam conflict was at its height, and though I had in fact gone back to school, I was only doing so part time. And though Teresa even then was still very much in my thoughts, I had since heard through mutual friends, she was in fact seeing, and dating someone. My heart ached, my hopes died...and with that, any hope whatsoever that the two of us would ever be together again.
And then they announced the draft. I remember sitting in front of the TV, watching and listening as they drew out numbers based on a person's birthday. I sat in a state of shock as my number was very early on called. Number 12. I remember mom crying, almost hysterically. Dad on the other hand, encouraging me to enlist, to create my own fate and circumstance rather than having it dictated to me. It seemed like the lesser of two evils at the time. So I did, the very next day, signing up...enlisting in the Navy. I had ninety days before I was expected to report for boot camp. My life and future was once again about to change.
Just two weeks before actually leaving, I received a phone call late one night from Darlene of all people.
"I heard you enlisted," she told me. I felt a sliver of excitement upon hearing that. Obviously Teresa must have heard it from someone as well, had told and informed her mother. I wondered if this might be a bridge to our meeting, seeing one another again. But it wasn't. "Can we meet someplace?" She asked.
Still hopeful, I agreed of course, agreeing to meet her at a local nearby restaurant in a hotel. She was waiting for me in the bar when I came in. Ironically not old enough to drink legally, but old enough to fight and die for my country. She stepped from the bar, taking my hand in hers.
"I have a room," she said simply. "Thought it would be easier to talk there than here in the lobby." I thought nothing of it, following her upstairs to her room. She sat down on the edge of the bed even though there were chairs nearby we could sit on. She patted a spot on the bed with her hand, inviting me over to sit next to her. Though cautious now, I remained curious, even optimistic in a way.
"How's...how's Teresa?" I ventured, though sitting down next to her, not too close, wanting to keep and maintain some distance, now feeling a bit awkward and uncomfortable at being here.
"You need to let her go," she said responding to that. "She's seeing someone else now. She's happy, and content, so you need to let her go."
"Yeah, I heard that," I said feeling sick to my stomach at hearing the words, but then asking, once again curious. "Why did you want to see me then?"
"Mainly, because I heard you'd be leaving soon," she said. "I wanted to see you, I wanted...to be with you."
I sat looking at her, the turmoil in my mind, my heart doing summersaults. "What do you mean?" I asked, already knowing the answer perhaps, but nevertheless, still wanting to hear it, to hear it clarified.
"I want to make love with you. I want you...to fuck me."
And god help me, that's what we did. After everything I had just been told, had confirmed, in my mind...if I couldn't be with Teresa, then I would accept the next best thing. In a way then, in a very bizarre, stupid way...I would finally be with her, in a sense perhaps. Or so I thought. And so it was, I lost MY virginity that night, not to Teresa, but to her mother. Was it good? Yes. Admittedly it was. We enjoyed and pleasured one another throughout the night. I lost track of the number of orgasms we both had and shared with one another. And though the mystery and wonder of it all had finally been revealed to me, I left early on in the morning with an emptiness that I knew would never be filled.
I never saw Darlene again. But I did see Teresa, the day before I actually flew out to finally attend boot camp.
I had been invited to a going away party in my honor by a group of friends, many of which Teresa and I had both palled around with. Midway through the evening, and after several illegal drinks where I was just then starting to put on a pretty nice buzz, one of my buddies approached me.
"Hey buddy, someone wants to speak to you."
"Oh yeah? Who?" I asked.
"Teresa. She's out back...waiting for you."
"Teresa? Here?"
"Yeah, she's waiting for you, said it was important."
Once again with my heart suddenly beating wildly, I half dashed outside, spotting her immediately as she turned towards me. And yeah, you guessed it...she was wearing my favorite, magical sweater again too. She looked beautiful, a feast for sore eyes. Whatever had happened between us, whatever she'd done, the things I'd done...I knew could be worked through, forgiven, amended. Someway, somehow.
"Teresa," I half prayed just standing there looking at her. She walked slowly towards me, eyes sad, remorseful, or so it seemed. She stood briefly in front of me for a moment longer, looking into my eyes. And then she slapped me harder than I've ever been slapped before...or since.
"You stupid, stupid bastard!" She cried out. "You actually went out and fucked my own mother! How could you?"
I couldn't say anything. The fact she even knew was bewildering enough. Obviously...for whatever reason or purpose, Darlene had told her we had.
"You couldn't wait. Couldn't give me the time I asked for, the time I told you I needed to see where I was, see how I truly felt about you...about us. My mistake, in telling my mother that I was thinking about it...thinking about us again. And what do you go and do? You seduce my own mother instead, you sleep with her...you fuck her, because you couldn't have me. Well...so be it, I hope you can live with that."
"Teresa, it's not like that..." I tried. "You don't understand..."
"Don't even bother trying to explain it Rick. The bottom line is...you fucked her didn't you. I know you did, because she told me specific things, things only she could know if you actually had. Don't ever try calling me, or seeing me again. I don't want anything to ever do with you again...not now, or ever! Understood?"
And with that, she left. All the years we had known one another, all the times spent, good and bad, had suddenly and dramatically come to a complete and final finish.
**Forty years later**
I had only gone to one high school reunion. My tenth. And though I was actually hopeful I might see her there, she didn't attend. I had of course lost complete track of her shortly after entering the service, and then four years later returning. A mutual friend of ours filled in a few of the missing pieces, which ironically enough, made me both sad and angry with myself all over again.
Shortly after our final breakup, the guy she'd been seeing and dating actually ran around telling everyone, that he'd finally "nailed her". The two of them broke up shortly after that. Teresa had likewise moved out of the house, now living on her own, though I heard nothing more of her relationship with her mother, nor where she actually disappeared to after that.
Like I said, the years went by. I myself now married to a beautiful and loving woman. A woman who now knew my past, and my history, which included Teresa of course.
When word reached me that there was actually going to be a forty year class reunion, my wife convinced me to go, though I hadn't gone to any others since the tenth. I briefly, honestly wondered if Teresa might herself actually be there. Something my darling wife was obviously aware that I might be thinking about.
"We should go," she said finally convincing me. "Might be interesting to see if she's even there, finally put the ghosts to bed as it were."
I finally agreed, and so we did. And yes, she was there, the two of us spotting one another almost immediately. I of course introduced my wife to her. Teresa herself currently single again, though the whys behind that we didn't get into. I was surprised when she asked if she could sit with us at our table. Another mutual female friend of ours likewise joining us. So now, there I sat, Teresa on one side, my wife on the other as we sat through, and laughed at old photos of our formal selves, and sat listening to embarrassing moments and stories. Even one picture of Teresa and I standing at the side of my car together, "High School Sweethearts", the caption read.
I felt Teresa's hand come up taking mine in hers. My other held in my wife's hand. Sitting there sandwiched between the past and the present.
"Makes you wonder, what if... doesn't it?" She said only then turning towards me, though then looking over towards my wife. "Though I daresay, things probably worked out for the best either way."
I leaned over then and kissed her, on the cheek. Giving her hand a final affectionate little squeeze before letting it go again.
-End-
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Trust me. Growing up in a house full of women wasn't easy. Especially when you're the only male, and the youngest to boot. Dad had died when I was very young, leaving mom to raise three girls and a boy pretty much by herself, though she did have help from her own twin sister, my Aunt for several years following my father's death. Twins tended to run in the family. Two of my sisters were also twins, two years older than I was, Stacy and Tracy. And then we had an older sister, who was four years older than I was, Christine, though we had always called her Chrissy as kids, and then later simply Chris. My mother's name was Darla, and my Aunt's name was Marla. Yeah, go figure. But like I said, it wasn't so much the rhyming name thingy that drove me nuts, as it was in having to share two bathrooms with a house full of women. Needless to say, I always got the short end of the stick when it came to alone bathroom time.
Having any time to myself was virtually impossible, even in my own bedroom, which got progressively worse of course as we all grew older. A closed bedroom door didn't mean anything, for me at least. The twins very often barging in on me under the pretense of doing something. (I didn't learn until a year or so later that they had done this in the hopes of catching me jerking off, though they never did.) But as we all grew older, suddenly ALL the girls seemed to need an inordinate amount of time just getting ready for school in the morning. And though mom shared her private bathroom with Chris, even then the twins took more than their fare share of time in the bathroom the three of us shared.
Like I said. Trust me. It wasn't easy. But it had been at times...interesting.
**
I guess with so many women dressing and undressing haphazardly and in a frenzy half the time, one would think you'd get used to seeing so many different bras, panties and what have you laying around. Well, at least in my case you certainly didn't. And especially when it couldn't be helped that I would on some few occasions, catch my sisters, and mom included at times in various states of dressing or undressing. Nudity had never really been an issue at home, at least early on anyway. But about the time I hit puberty, mom had had a pow-wow with the girls and admonished them all to be a bit more discrete around me after that. Even then I still got an occasional glimpse of a boob here, or an ass there. But it was still the sight of my sister's lingerie, draped everywhere, or tossed upon beds or chairs as I roamed about the house that fueled my fantasies. It was a virtual smorgasbord of delectable and delicious unmentionable attire that constantly bombarded me. Seriously, taking a shower (when I could) with several pairs of this and that hanging all over the bathroom, or a hamper full of the stuff, kept me in an almost near constant state of arousal. Even if it was my very own sisters...and on occasion, though I'd never admit that, thoughts of mom too whenever I'd inadvertently seen her.
Let's face it and be honest here, my sisters, and mom included...were all damn good looking!
Even at forty-four years of age, mom looked ten years younger than that. With dark shoulder length hair, an attractive figure, which included a set of full breasts, she looked more sister to Chris than in many respects to her own twin sister. Chris had dark hair as well which she wore long and full, nearly reaching the upper slopes of her ass. Needless to say, she spent a great deal of time in the bathroom brushing and taking care of it just for that reason alone. She too had nice breasts, which I had been fortunate enough to have seen more so than any of the others early on as she very often sat in front of her vanity mirror brushing it, usually topless when I had been younger. My periodic meanderings into her room to talk to her about this or that while she did so, afforded me the excuse to look at her. Something I did without her thinking too much about it, before mom held her meeting with the girls of course. As for the twins, they too had tight supple bodies, both gymnasts in school, and though they didn't have nearly as big of breasts as Chris or mom did, it was obvious that what they did have was "firm and perky" as I eventually would learn. They certainly gave me plenty of masturbation material to work with, with that many women running around, who needed magazines to look at? Constantly being hugged, coddled, or kissed was just an affectionate way they all had of looking out for me. Just as long as they kept it to a minimum when any of my friends came over. Though I think they did it more often, and on purpose, when any of my friends where there.
And I have to say, though early on when I was younger I didn't really think about this in any real depth, especially as my sisters tended to tease the hell out of me, or aggravate me to no end for their own mutual pleasures. But the truth of it was, we were all very close, usually supportive, and in a sense very protective of one another as well. Though like I said, when I was a kid, I didn't exactly see it that way. Not until much later, and not until I had finally graduated from high school myself did I finally reach a point where I felt more of an equal to the rest of them, and was finally treated that way in some respects. Save for the bathroom maybe.
And in addition to all this...mom had a firm rule that she had always insisted on. She wouldn't tolerate anyone lying to anyone, under any circumstances. She had always prefaced that with the words, "If you don't want to hear the answer, don't ask the question." Meaning that she expected everyone to be completely and totally honest about anything and everything that came up amongst ourselves. At times, that could be awkward, even embarrassing, especially when you were a young curious kid growing up. But it also had ramifications too, serious ones whenever I had been caught in a lie. Another one of mom's stern warnings. "Either truth...or consequences."
A term that my sisters, all of them...at times turned into almost a game, especially when they were in one of those moods to tease me almost unmercifully.
Mom had a good job, though because of it, she periodically had to go out of town on business for two or three days at a time. Needless to say, whenever she did the twins and I tried to make the best of it, usually planning dinner around delivered pizza and movies, though I usually had to suffer through a chick-flick first before finally getting to watch whatever movie I'd selected. Chris was usually around to chaperone and play the role of mom whenever she was away. But even Chris allowed a great deal of latitude, very often joining us for a seat on the couch as we sat there in the evenings together watching the movies, or enjoying our time together. The thing was, the girls usually turned this into some sort of a pajama party, wearing their late night "comfy" clothes as it were. Which for Stacy usually consisted of nothing more than a tight fitting tee-shirt, no bra, and a pair of panties. Something mom would have usually frowned upon the girls wearing around me had she been there. Tracy was nearly as bad, though her preferred choice of late night sleep wear was a floor-length shift that was likewise form fitting. I had very often and clearly seen her hard extended nipples pressing against the material of her light pink sleeping attire, not to mention the way it likewise hugged the curvature of her ass. Chris was prone to wearing men's boxers for some reason. Hell, even I didn't wear those. Along with various tank tops or tee shirts, though as large breasted as she was, I rarely ever saw her not wearing a bra. Even so...she was just as fun to look at if not more so than the twins were.
The girls had all started out the evening drinking some wine along with the pizza, allowing me my "one glass" as we settled in to watch the first movie together. The unexpected surprise being, this particular "chick-flick", had a bit of a sensual story line, including a great deal of nudity in it. Needless to say, I found myself sitting there in my chair becoming aroused. Though for the moment at least, I was keeping that fairly well hidden as I sat there in my chair hugging my favorite pillow just as I usually did.
Unfortunately, that's when the teasing had begun when Stacy leaned over whispering to her sister when a particular erotic scene came on, the two of them then glancing over towards me as I sat there watching it, eyes glued to the action taking place.
"I wonder if David is getting a woody," Stacy asked whispering, but yet loud enough that I heard her even then. Obviously I ignored her, though realizing I was in fact sitting there with an erection, now trying desperately to ignore that. Even Chris chimed in with a subtle warning to the twins.
"Girls..." she said cautiously, though she had a smirk on her face even when she said it.
"Well I bet he does!" Tracy then quipped looking at me. "Especially with the way he's holding that pillow!"
Once again, "Don't ask the question if you don't want to know the answer," came to mind. So I sat there once more trying to ignore their obvious teasing, though even with Chris's admonishment, it continued.
"Well, do you?" Stacy pressed. I glared at her, and then with as much resolve as I could muster, I answered her back.
"No...I don't!"
Even Chris looked at me when I said that, eyebrows raised. Admittedly, I probably should have answered her honestly, though even then I'm not sure the teasing would have ended there. The problem was, this was now a matter of "Is he...or isn't he, telling the truth!"
"Prove it!" Tracy then quipped jumping in with her sister. "You know the rule! Truth...or consequences!" She then added. I looked at my eldest sister for support, but she once again lifted her eyebrows at me.
"Don't look at me sport, you're the one who got yourself into this," she actually chuckled a bit. "If you don't, then the twins will have to suffer the consequences of calling you out. If you do...well, then unfortunately you'll have to suffer the consequences of lying about it."
As I sat there pondering my immediate dilemma, I wondered if I might in fact bluff my way out of this, perhaps turn the tables on them. I wasn't one hundred percent erect, that I knew...though I wasn't exactly flaccid either. I was hoping that my "package" might not reveal to them that I was, or wasn't...one way or the other. And if I made it quick...maybe. I pulled the pillow away from my lap, not bothering to look down...merely hoping.
"See! Told you!" Stacy quipped almost yelling, now forcing me to look down at myself. True, there was a noticeable bulge sitting there inside my briefs, but even from my vantage point, sitting at the angle it was, there was no concrete evidence one way or the other.
"It's not...hard, hard." I said stammering a bit, still trying to build some sort of a defense for myself here.
"Hard, hard?" Tracy now squeaked, giggling excitedly. "You mean to tell me that's not fully erect? Sure as hell looks like it!" She added, though I noticed as she said that, her nipples seemed to suddenly balloon considerably beneath her tight shirt. Maybe this wasn't the first time I'd been teased like this to some extent, but it certainly was the first time I'd sat for this long with my own sister's ogling my cock, even if I was still wearing my briefs. And now sitting here looking at the three of them, all of which...including Chris, had noticeably stiff looking nipples, I found myself now getting harder.
"Well fuck...now I am!" I finally burst, feeling slightly embarrassed, annoyed, and yet excitedly aroused too. This conversation had gone in a very strange direction all of a sudden.
"You were before," Stacy continued..."just more so now." She said a bit more softly, though her eyes were still glued to the front of my briefs. "Consequences," she then added looking up towards Chris. "Wouldn't you say?"
I swear, even Chris's eyes seemed glazed over at this point as she absentmindedly wetted her lips which had suddenly gone dry as she spoke. "Probably," she almost whispered, then speaking up, "Like what?" She asked turning towards the twins. I knew then I was in trouble...big time!"
"Strip!" They said exactly at the same time, though this wasn't the only time the girls seemed to be on the same wavelength. "Now you have to..." "Show it!" One began, the other finishing the exact same thought.
"Yeah...right!" I said grabbing my pillow once again, hiding my obviousness now. "Like I'm really going to show you my dick," I said trying to laugh it off, which is when Chris sat up leaning forward, looking at me purposely.
"Consequences David, come on, be a sport. You know damn good and well you'd make them pay for lying about something."
"Yeah? Well...this is different!"
"Oh? And how's that? If you'd just answered honestly in the first place, that would have been the end of it, maybe we'd have teased you a bit more regarding it...but since you out and out lied about it, that's why you're sitting here where you are now," Chris stated boldly.
"Yeah...and with a hard on too!" Tracy giggled. "Come on bro...let's see it, pay up!"
"Fine!" I said exacerbated, once more removing my pillow, tossing it at the twins though they ducked it as I missed the two of them, laughing. Though I certainly wasn't. I lifted up my ass, pulled down my underwear as my hard cock sprang up right in front of them. "There! Satisfied?" I asked putting it away again almost as quickly.
"Nope! Not good enough!" Stacy exclaimed. "We said strip. You didn't. That means take them all the way off...and stand up now as an additional penalty for failing to do that!" Once again I looked towards Chris, but she was no help at all, still sitting there with glazed over eyes, licking her lips again. I just shook my head, stood up, pulled down my briefs and kicked them off entirely. Now with my prick pointedly standing fully out in front of me. However this time, I made no attempt at either covering, or retrieving my shorts either. Standing there, looking at my three sisters looking at me, was starting to turn me on. And even more so when Stacy likewise absentmindedly reached up and fingered her nipple for a second until she realized she'd just done so. Almost shamefacedly putting her hand back down.
"Is looking at your own brother making you horny?" I asked staring my sister down. She looked up, shaking her head.
"Of course not...I was just..."
"Liar!" I said spitting it back at her, looking over towards Chris again as she openly laughed.
"Ah oh..." she mused still giggling.
"Consequences," I returned looking at Stacy, though including Tracy even as I said that. "And what about you sis? You getting horny looking at your own brother's cock?"
She at least was honest about it, though it took her a moment to answer the question, and even then, she only really answered it with an affirmative nod of the head.
"Pay up," I said turning back towards Stacy again. "Now it's your turn."
"To do what?" She asked worriedly.
"What do you think?" I challenged back..."Strip!"
Once again Stacy looked for help from her older sister, though none was forth coming. "That's not fair! If I have to...so should she!" Stacy said glaring at Tracy now.
"Nah uh...I told the truth, you didn't. Strip sis!" She said smugly now, starting to enjoy all this.
"Fine!" Stacy said, emulating the exact same words I'd spoken earlier. In seconds, she'd removed every stitch she'd been wearing, and was now standing there bare assed naked just as I was. Admittedly, I was at a loss for words. I'd caught glimpses...brief glimpses of everyone before of course, but I'd never been treated to a full on view before, and certainly never this close.
"Wow," I actually breathed looking at my own very gorgeous sister. "So..." I found myself beginning to ask her. "Are you and Tracy truly identical in every way?" I wondered curiously speaking my thoughts aloud.
"Almost," Stacy answered still glowering at her sister. "Can I get dressed again now?" She asked, getting an affirmative shake of the head from Chris, though not from me, though I too finally reached down retrieving my own underwear, slipping them back on just as my sister did.
"What's...different," I actually asked while doing that, though neither of the twins answered as Chris herself then stood putting a quick end to all this anyway.
"I think that's enough of Truth and consequences for tonight," she exclaimed. "I'm going up to bed before any of this gets truly out of hand. And I suggest the three of you do the same," she added to that, turning...and then left the room heading towards the stairs. I sat back down, after retrieving my thrown pillow. There was still a few minutes of the movie remaining though we'd all but forgotten about it. Not at all tired...certainly not now anyway, I wasn't about to head off to bed, determined to stick around, finish the movie...and hopefully, if the girls did head off to their own bedroom, put in another one, an X-rated one, and enjoy getting myself off as aroused as I honestly now was.
The problem was...neither one of the twins seemed to be in any big hurry to leave either, especially now that Chris had gone off to bed.
"I have to admit David...you're pretty big," Tracy suddenly announced. "Bigger than any I've seen anyway."
"Yeah, you are," Stacy said joining in. "Just how big is it anyway?" She too wondered aloud.
"Shit, I don't know...not like I've actually measured it or anything," I proclaimed, once again feeling nervous and uncomfortable here discussing this with my own sisters.
"No shit? Really? You've actually never measured yourself? Don't all guys do that?" They almost spoke as one, talking over the top of one another as they each asked the questions.
"No...we don't. At least I haven't anyway," I said speaking for myself at least. Which is when the twins sat looking at one another with smiles on their faces.
"I'll get it," Tracy said standing, and then scurried off over towards the desk there in the den.
"Get what?" I asked, though I now had some kind of an idea as to what they were suggesting here. Sure enough, she pulled an old wooden ruler out of the desk drawer.
"This should work!"
"Get real," I said looking at her. "You don't really think for one moment here..."
"Come on, be a sport David," Stacy said. "Aren't you even the least bit curious yourself?"
"It's not about the size...the quantity..."
"I know, I know...it's the quality," Tracy laughed. "But we still want to know. Come on...now that we've already seen it anyway, why not?"
"Because for one thing, I'm not exactly...hard again," I proclaimed, which was true...I wasn't. "So you wouldn't get an accurate measurement anyway. And I'm not about to sit here and wait until I am again either," though I paused...suddenly with an idea coming to my head. "Unless you give me some sort of incentive, something to help," I then added looking at the two of them once more.
"Like what?" They both said again in exact unison.
"Show me...the differences," I grinned back at them. "Do that...and then you can."
**
The girls glanced at one another, grinned, and then stood as they began removing their clothes. Tracy was quicker, the simple pink form-fitting pajama gown she was wearing coming up and over the top of her head in seconds. Confirming my earlier suspicions of course, that she was entirely naked beneath it, which she was. Stacy was soon naked again too of course, and now the most noticeable difference between them was readily apparent. Stacy had a small neatly trimmed tuft of hair above her mound, whereas Tracy was completely shaved. Her pussy lips a bit more puffy and swollen perhaps for whatever reason, though I would have been hard-pressed to find any differences between their respective breasts whatsoever! They seemed to both have the same slight upward curvature to them, a little pointy, though not much. Each breast capped with twin light pink nipples, quarter-size at best areolas that almost blended in with the rest of their natural coloring, making it difficult at first to even make out their areolas at all, though the firmness of their actual nipples themselves was quite obvious.



"Wow...that's it?" I asked looking back and forth between the two. "Just your...hair?" I asked only then looking up into their respective faces, each one blushing a bit.
"Actually, Stacy's boobs are a little bigger than mine," Tracy said actually reaching over, cupping one of her sister's holding it to the side of her own.
"Well if they are...I certainly can't see it," I exclaimed staring, then hearing a giggle from Stacy. "What?"
"Now you're hard..." she giggled again, redirecting my attention down at myself. She was right, I was. And even more noticeably, the head of my cock had actually managed to worm itself over the waistband of my underwear. "Time to measure," she giggled, and then with that, she stepped over, grabbing my shorts and yanking them down around my ankles. As she did that, my cock slapped against my abdomen, almost hitting her in the face as she recoiled back some.
"Sorry," I blushed, "didn't mean to poke your eye out," I told her trying to make light of the situation.
"You almost could too!" She said looking down at me, just as her hand came out, actually grasping my cock. I heard a gasp from behind her and off to one side as Tracy saw what her sister was doing, now joining her, her own hand now wrapping itself around me too as my twin sister's stood there actually fondling my shaft. "Where's the ruler?" Stacy asked as Tracy reached for it, handing it to her. "So...she said placing it against my hard cock, trying to align it at some decided upon spot where they felt my cock met my balls. I stood there, enjoying the feel of her hand still holding me, and oddly enough the ruler too as she clasped the two of them together and then leaned over, double-checking her placement, and then reading off the actual measurement to her sister. Though Tracy now had to "confirm" her sister's measurement, reading it just as closely herself. The fact that I had both sister's with their noses only fractions away from my hard dick wasn't lost on me, especially when I glanced down, saw a pearly drop of dew suddenly bubble up from the tip of my cock, and slowly roll over the head down the side of it where the ruler was. "I say seven and 3/8 inches," she announced reading as Tracy confirmed the exact precise measurement, though that was when she also discovered my cum drool.
"What's this?" She giggled actually rubbing her finger into it, swiping it up, and then rubbing it between her thumb and forefinger. "David's horny juice," she then said, still giggling as Stacy now put another firm squeeze on my cock, producing another one for herself.
"And a lot of it too it seems," squeezing out another as Tracy now gathered that one up.
"What do you expect?" I said grimacing as my own sister's now stood there taking turns squeezing droplets out. "Though I best warn you..." I said letting the rest of it go unsaid. The girls once again looking back and forth at one another, grinning wickedly.
"No way," I said seeing the look in their eyes, stepping back, forcing them to release me. "Bad enough we're doing this much," I added to that stepping back again though I had backed into the couch, and suddenly just sat down rather than trying to go anywhere else. Almost as quickly as I had, the twins were suddenly on either side of me, sitting down as well, though I now dropped my hands down into my own crotch in an effort to protect myself.
"Come on David...you know you'd like to, at least you know your cock certainly would," Stacy snickered.
"Oh yeah, I want to alright, and will too...later, when I'm upstairs in my own bedroom!"
The twins were both pouting then looking at me. "So...how often do you jerk off anyway?" Stacy asked.
"Oh no you don't. I'm NOT playing that game again," I told them both.
"How about a pact then?" Tracy asked as Stacy looked on curiously.
"A pact? Concerning what?" I asked just as curiously.
"How about, no consequences...just truth. You ask a question, and we promise to be truthful in answering. But then you do too," Tracy continued. I thought about that for a moment before agreeing.
"Ok, but...my question goes to both of you, so that means you both have to answer it...honestly," I leered back at them, though all they did was grin back shaking their heads in agreement with that.
"OK, that's fare...and you can even ask first," Stacy said taking over here.
"In that case...I'll ask the two of you then the same question you just asked me. How often do the two of you do it?"
Stacy laughed. "I know for a fact that Tracy does it at least once a day!" She announced squealing on her sister. "She's always doing it in bed at night just before she falls asleep...so I know she does it at least that much!" Tracy playfully punched her sister on the arm, though she had to reach across me in order to do that. And as she did, I felt her soft breast graze my arm, sending chills up and down my spine, not to mention a nice friendly throb between my legs.
"Oh, and like you don't!" She shot back. "I know...because I've seen and heard you doing it too!" She said drawing her in, almost every time I start to!"
"So? What do you expect? Hearing the way you go on while you're doing it, makes me horny too!" She laughed only then glancing down seeing my cock actually throb with yet again another dollop of pre-cum fuck juice oozing out of the tip.
"OK, we answered your question, so now you answer ours!" Stacy said.
"At least once...sometimes twice a day," I informed them both. "Though I've been known to do it more than that," I said almost proudly, well aroused at this point as we sat here naked together asking intimate, private questions of one another. Especially as Stacy's hand once again found itself wrapped around my dick, though seeing that, Tracy's hand soon joined that of her sisters as they went back to squeezing me, not quite jacking me off however.
"And what do you think about while doing it?" Tracy asked.
"Sorry...I think it's my turn to ask the next question first," I said though it seemed a silly point to be making as I'd no doubt be answering that question anyway. But the girls took it in stride waiting on me as I thought about what to ask. Something a little different than that.
"Ok...so tell me, where's the most dangerous, or most unusual place you've ever done it?" I asked them both. Stacy's face immediately blushing even more than it had been, the look in her eyes telling me she certainly had someplace before, though Tracy seemed to have to actually sit there and think about it for a moment, only then blushing herself, though smiling.
"You first," Stacy said...obviously hesitant, though I knew she would eventually as she looked at her sister.
"I once did it sitting in the back seat of the car when Chris drove me to school one morning," she laughed.
"I don't remember that, where the hell was I?" Stacy asked.
"Sitting in the front seat," Tracy smiled. "Neither one of you had a clue, had a nice little orgasm too as I recall it," she laughed. "OK, so...there's mine, now...tell us yours!"
Stacy was however blushing furiously now, and I could see she was struggling with even telling us both. "Come on sis...spill it, or we might have to reconsider the consequences part of doing this!" She threatened. Stacy took a deep breath, blushed some more, and then told us.
"It...it was a few months back," she began nervously. "I ah...well, I had a date in fact that evening, went to the movies, got home late. I was still a bit worked up, pretty horny. It was the first time I'd let my boyfriend feel me up," she openly admitted. "Though we aren't seeing one another anymore," she then added giggling as she held her fingers apart from one another only a few inches apart, and then looking at me, lengthening the distance apart, still laughing. "Anyway," she continued garnering her courage. "I promised I'd let mom know when I got home, only she was sound asleep when I got to her room. I almost turned around and headed back downstairs to my room when I noticed that David's bedroom door was partially open, and that he had his bedside lamp light on. Figured he was still up, so decided to stick my head in and say hi to him, at least let him know I was home, and at what time, in case mom questioned me about it. Only he was asleep too...with the light on, naked...laying on top of the sheets instead of beneath them."
Which is true, as during the hot summer, that's usually the way I did sleep, no covers...naked, though I must have fallen asleep with the light on before turning it off, though I certainly don't remember my sister coming by the room or saying anything to me, which I commented on.
"No...I didn't. I was going to, but like I said, you were sound asleep. But...you were also naked, and though your cock wasn't hard, not like it is now anyway," she giggled again, once again squeezing it, "as horny as I was, had been all night, I actually stood there by the side of your bed, looking at you. Next thing I know, I've got my hand down my panties, and I am standing there masturbating myself, looking at you while I got off. And you never even knew I did," she laughed smiling and remembering. "I was scared as hell too, worried that you might wake up, see me standing there doing that, but it was so...fucking...hot!" She said actually panting a little as she once again recalled doing that, thinking about it. And her hand once more coming up to nonchalantly finger her breast as I noticed she tended to do whenever she wasn't really thinking about it. Something I'd have to remember she seemed to like doing whenever she was aroused. "So...that's mine," she sighed actually sounding relieved as well as excited that she'd actually shared that.
"So David...what's yours?" She then asked, getting an agreed nod from her sister's head.
"Most dangerous, or unusual place huh?" I thought, now smiling myself. "That's easy...and did it a lot more than just once too," I tossed in freely. "And similar to your story's too," I told my sisters. Their looks of interest told me they were anxious to hear, especially as Stacy continued to sit there rubbing her own nipple back and forth with one hand, her other still holding onto my cock, though I noticed the girls had actually begun working it up and down just a little, not that I minded. At this point...I was too far-gone, and enjoying it too much to mention anything.
"Remember when I was little and I would go into Chris's room and talk to her while she was brushing her hair?"
"You just wanted to see her tits," Tracy laughed, revealing that my so-called secret wasn't as secret as I thought it had been. "Don't tell me...you masturbated even back then? Looking at her?" Stacy then asked right on top of Tracy's question.
"Well no...not really, not then. But remembering that, sort of gave me the idea yes. So about a month ago, after graduation when Samantha and I broke up? I was feeling down in the dumps, remember?"
"Do we ever!" The twins again said in unison. "You were impossible to even be around there for a while."
"I know...that's why I decided to talk to Chris, since she'd been through a few bad breakups herself. Thought she might have some answers for me in how to deal with it. Anyway...one evening I passed by her room, and there she was, sitting at her vanity again, just before bedtime, brushing her hair. And it was just like in the old days. I asked to come in, sat on the edge of her bed, talking to her. Of course she was wearing a bathrobe this time, but I could see partially into the mirror as she sat there. I could see from my vantage point that it was partially open in front, and that every once in a while, as she moved, I'd catch a glimpse here or there of her breasts. And before I knew it, I was aroused, erect. And as I too only had my robe on, and nothing else, it became obvious to me that I could actually sit there and fondle myself..."
"Jack off you mean," Stacy interjected wickedly.
"OK...jack off," I laughed, "Sitting there talking to Chris about my girlfriend problems, though jacking off," I said again winking at her, "Without her ever being aware that I was."
"You sure about that?" Tracy asked, which gave me pause.
"Now why did you say that?" I asked her.
"Because if what you're telling me happened about a month ago, I remember walking into the kitchen when Chris and mom were in the middle of a conversation, which suddenly got all hush-hush for some reason. Obviously they'd been discussing something, something they didn't want me to have overheard anything about. But the one thing I did hear, and didn't put two and two together until now, was hearing Chris say, "Almost like he used to do when he was little...coming in to talk to me," or something to that effect anyway. So maybe...she did know!"
I thought about it, but discarded that they might have been talking about me sitting there actually jacking off, which I had done. "I doubt it...I am sure they were just talking about my conversation with her, and the fact I used to come in and do that as I felt more comfortable with her back then, more than any of the rest of you, including mom."
"Maybe...but why then did they decide not to say anything about it in front of me?" She asked.
"Maybe because they knew you'd come and tease me about it or something," I offered, "Like you usually do," I then added. Though even I now was wondering, though I am sure that Chris, or even mom would have said something to me about it, had they suspected, so I shrugged it off.
"So...where were we?" Tracy asked, "Next question?"
As horny as I honestly was now, I was curious...and had been so for quite some time, especially knowing the two of them. "OK, here it is...and remember the pact," I reminded them, though by the looks in their faces, they suddenly realized the Pandora's box they might have very well opened here.
"Ok...go on. Shoot!" One said, the other adding.
"So tell me...have the two of you ever done anything with one another?" I asked sitting back seeing their eyes suddenly open wide upon hearing me asking them that.
They sat looking back and forth at one another for a moment, hesitant obviously, still not saying anything.
"Come on you guys, I already know you've obviously laid in bed next to one another and masturbated, surely you did a little more than that yes?"
"Yeah, but not all the time though," Stacy finally ventured. "So don't go getting any ideas that Tracy and I are into lesbian incest or shit like that!" She added though I could see the renewed flush of arousal and excitement filling her cheeks.
"Never in a million years," I answered. "But...what did you do then?" I pressed.
"If...we tell you, you're going to owe us for saying," Tracy spoke, likewise aroused, especially by the suddenly lusty tone in her voice.
"Ok," I answered without really thinking, too curious and interested now in hearing what else it was the two of them had done together.
Once again they looked at one another, nodding their heads, smiling and then in unison turned towards me. "We took one another's virginity shortly after we turned eighteen," they announced speaking the words together as though they had rehearsed them. And even though it was clear what they'd just said, the mechanics and meaning of it escaped me momentarily.
"Run that one by me again? You did what? And how?"
Stacy laughed, though they both were. "We decided a long time ago that neither one of us wanted to lose our virginity to some boy in the back seat of his car. So we made a pact...that we'd give our virginities to one another on the same night. So...we borrowed one of mom's vibrators..."
"Mom has a vibrator?" I said suddenly, shaking my head as the thought of that suddenly invaded my reasoning. "No wait...never mind, go on..."
"Anyway...we used mom's toy to pop our cherries, gave them to one another one night."
"Yeah, it was far better letting Stacy do that, than some inexperienced young kid who'd never even seen a woman's pussy before, let alone know what to do with one when he did see it. And was damn sure a lot nicer, and easier...wasn't it Stacy?"
Stacy's look seemed almost far away as she sat there recalling it. Her hand in fact once more toying with the hard little nubbin of her breast until she realized she was doing that, forcing it away from herself. "Yeah...it was. So now you know David, and now...you owe us for telling you that!"
I remembered my agreement, vaguely, but now wondered what it was I had gotten myself into, though still trying to buy myself some time here if I could. "So that's it? You haven't done anything more than that? Ever?"
"Of course we have!" Tracy responded. "But we're not about to tell you everything! That wasn't the deal! You wanted to know something, we gave you something. You want anything more than that...then you have to pay up for what you do know first!"
Obviously I had painted myself into a corner here, there was no getting out of it. "Like what?" I asked worriedly.
The girls looked at one another again, grinning from ear to ear, and back to me. "Jerk off for us," they again said simultaneously, and I honestly did wonder then if they hadn't at some point in the past, actually rehearsed having this conversation.
"Seriously, you want me to actually jerk myself off in front of you? Right here? Right now?"
"Why not? You sort of already have been anyway, and we certainly sort of have been too," they both giggled. "Now...we want to see how you do it, how you like it..."
"I just want to see him squirt!" Stacy said far more boldly. "I've never seen a guys cock cum before. Well...not in real life anyway," she added once again blushing a little.
As horny as I now was however, and already knowing I was in dire need of relieving some pressure here soon, especially after everything they had shared with me, not to mention sitting here naked in front of me, the thought of doing this suddenly seemed like a wonderful idea.
"Ok, I will...if that's what you want. But...I want to hear more too at some point, if you want to see me actually come. Otherwise, I'll just finish myself off later inside my room." I had no intention of doing that of course, but I figured I'd try and milk this for all it was worth...both figuratively, and literally speaking. Perhaps too aroused themselves now to think about it, they readily agreed, scooting over to sit side-by-side one another as I stood, turning now facing them. Without another word, I simply began stroking my cock, sliding my hand up and down the shaft, squeezing it a bit, as yet again another bubble of lubrication oozed from the tip. I took that, sliding it around the head of my cock, making it glisten, making the purple tip of my prick look even angrier, and harder for some reason.
"Oh god! That's hot!" Stacy moaned as she sat there watching me, one hand down between her legs, the other up on her breast again."
"So's that," I responded back, watching her...and then Tracy as she began doing the same thing to herself. "Though...it would be even hotter, watching you two fingering one another," I suggested hopefully.
Amazingly, they just began doing that. Reaching over into one another's laps, fingers suddenly finding, and then playing with one another's cunts, clit tickling, exploring as I stood there fisting myself. Watching my sister's masturbate one another was beyond anything I could have ever imagined, or hoped for. And now...here I was, actually seeing them do it, and masturbating in front of them while I did. Normally, I'd draw this out some. Enjoy it, pleasure and tease myself. But my balls already felt like they were going to implode as it was. I backed off some, not wanting to come so soon, but the twins weren't having any of it.
"No...keep going, keep jerking it...we want to see you come David!"
"Yeah, make it spurt David!" Tracy agreed. "Come on us...come on...come on our tits!" She then said, offering the one she held in her hand up to me, though her other hand remained happily engaged between her sister's legs.



Just hearing her say that did it. I couldn't have stopped the geyser that followed if I had wanted to. The pleasurable rush of semen suddenly racing up my shaft, the incredible explosion that followed as streamer after streamer of white-hot sticky spunk flew from the head of my dick splashing against both of them. Tracy crying out in delight, Stacy I think actually climaxing as she squealed in surprise, panting and gasping, thrashing about some, though Tracy soon joined her as I finished unloading what had to have been at least nine or ten really hard felt spurts against the two of them. In seconds, their respective breasts were covered in my thick juicy cream, rivers of it running between, some clinging to their nipples like frozen icicles after a storm. They were still basking in it, giggling over the spectacle as I stood there. Sudden movement, though more shadow than anything catching my eye. I glanced over towards the hallway, not seeing anything, but now alert and aware. I waited, listening...sure enough seconds later, an all too familiar creak on the stairs, third one from the top. Normally you wouldn't even be aware of it unless you were listening for it, and I was. I couldn't help but wonder how much Chris had seen, or heard. And worse...how long had she actually been there? I decided not to say anything to the twins about it however. I didn't want to throw a damp towel over what we'd just enjoyed here together. But I figured, if anyone was really to blame for any of this...it was me. I'd give it a few more minutes, and then make my way upstairs to Chris's room, and take it from there.
"Come on, let's go jump in the shower and then get ready for bed!" Stacy suggested, the two of them giggling as they both kissed me before scurrying off down the hallway towards mom's room. By the way they were acting, I had a feeling the night was far from over with for them. And even though it was still a delight seeing them leave, I now turned towards the stairs, slowly climbing them heading up towards my sister's room. As I reached the landing, purposely by-passing that third stair, I saw a feint light still coming from beneath the door in Chris's room, so I knew she was still up. More importantly, I wondered what she might say to me when I knocked on her door. Nervously, I approached, still wondering just how much Chris had indeed seen or overheard, and how bad it was going to be now that she had.
**
I reached her door, tapping on in lightly, calling into her as I did. "Chris? Just wanted to say goodnight," I stated though it took an extra moment or two before she actually answered me.
"Goodnight David," came her soft reply, though I couldn't really tell anything in the way she had answered. I waited a moment more, hearing nothing else, and then turned preparing to head down the hall to my room when she actually did call out to me again. "David?" I stepped back to the door.
"Yeah?"
"Can I see you for a minute?" She asked. I swallowed, blew out a breath and turned the knob on the door. It was open as I stepped into her room, still only wearing my briefs even then, though at least I no longer had an erection. Chris was laying in bed beneath the sheets. Though sitting up, she had pulled them up, trapping them beneath her armpits, and thus over her breasts. It was evident she didn't have anything on, which surprised me a little.
"Yeah?" I said again standing there as she beckoned me over to her.
"Sit down," she said patting the bed beside her, even scooting over a bit though she was still careful to take most of the sheet with her when doing that. "I think we need to talk," she informed me.
Sheepishly I sat down next to her. "Figured you might," I began still wondering how on earth I was going to explain any of this. "I know...I know, things sort of got out of hand," I began as she looked at me in surprise.
"So you...you knew I was there?" She asked.
"Well, not for sure, and not really until...well you know, until I had...until I had climaxed. But then I saw your shadow, so figured you had been."
"You actually jerked off...in front of the twins," she stated, though again her tone of voice wasn't telling me much.
"Yeah, like I said, things sort of got carried away. We'd been talking about...well about stuff, and then one thing led to another, sort of a dare you thing I guess, and then all three of us sort of, well hell sis....we just got aroused and got carried away. I don't know how else to explain it," I told her.
"Four," she said simply.
"Four?"
"Yeah...I was too," she said blushing herself now. "And I probably should have said something when I realized just how carried away things were getting. But I didn't. So I'm just as much to blame for any of that as the three of you are. I got aroused too, watching you, what I could see anyway," she added. But it was even hearing it...listening to what was being said that was arousing to me. Did the girls really take one another's virginity?"
"Apparently, yes...with one of mom's toys even," I laughed easing the tension just a little. "Though I'm not sure she knows that!"
"Probably not," Chris mused, snickering a little. "I do hope they washed it and put it back," she then added laughing again, though hearing her do that relaxed me considerably. "Surprised they didn't come ask me to borrow one of mine," she then offered which now made me laugh at that. "Though to be honest David, I'm even more surprised they didn't actually coerce you into doing it," she now said seriously.
That one took me back a little. "And why would you say or think that?" I asked. "I am after all their brother. I seriously don't think...aside from what happened tonight, that either one of them has really thought about anything like that before."
"You'd be surprised," Chris told me. "It's not the only time I've heard the two of them secretly discussing you. I know for a fact, they've long been curious about what you looked like, and how big you are."
"Well, I guess they won't be curious any more now will they?" I realized, playing the entire evening inside my head again, though I also felt a small stirring occur when doing that, and knew then it was time to refocus here. "But I really am sorry sis..."
"Yeah, me too," Chris said looking at me. "Sorry because I'm not quite as bold or as outgoing as the twins are," she continued...her hands suddenly coming up taking the sheet away as she revealed her magnificent breasts to me. I sat there open-mouthed looking at her. Watching as she continued to pull it away. And then she really did surprise me. Sitting there, as she totally and completely uncovered herself, I saw then that she had in fact placed a vibrator between her legs. It wasn't on...but it was fully buried inside of her. "As you can see...I really was horny, I was in fact masturbating when you called through the door," she now shared with me. "Thinking about what I saw, heard...wishing I'd been sitting there watching you myself. I didn't dare look after you stood up, or for sure you'd have seen me. All I could do was listen at that point. But...it was enough."
"Damn sis!" I said my eyes glued to her neatly trimmed treasure. The pink knobby looking toy still sticking inside her as she only then reached down pulling it out. I was surprised to see her essence clinging to it. A bit of her own white frothy naughtiness adhering to the surface of the toy. She laughed at that. "What?"
"I was two or three seconds away from climaxing when you knocked."
I sat up even more. "Should I...should I leave?" I asked somewhat confused here, though her eyes said otherwise.
"No! In fact...David," she said a bit more softly. "I'll be honest with you. I was jealous downstairs, jealous of the twins, jealous that I wasn't able to watch you or see you while you were doing that. I...I...I almost walked in."
"You should have," I grinned. "I don't think either one of the twins would have said or done anything at that point...they were too far gone as it was, though again...so was I."
Chris looked at my groin, the hard press of my swollen cock once more apparent. "Can I...can I see it?" She asked. "It's been a while," she lustfully added, only then easing the tip of the fake cock back inside herself. I was getting harder and harder by the minute. I leaned back on the bed, lifting my ass, reaching down and pulling my briefs down as I did so. My hard cock once more springing free. "Can I...touch it too?" She then asked though already reaching over towards it. I merely nodded my head, closing my eyes as the pleasurable sensation of my elder sister's hand wrapped around the length of it, gently squeezing.
"Can I...touch your breasts?" I then asked in return.
She smiled, shivered a little in excitement perhaps, though nodding her head yes.
I moved over closer to her, now kissing, licking and then gingerly sucking one of her exquisite breasts into my mouth. She moaned, her hand tightening about my cock. "Rub yourself with it sis," I whispered to her around her breast. "Go ahead...do it, get yourself off with me," I urged her. She didn't even hesitate. Seconds later I felt the sweetness of her super-slick pussy. She had long since removed and actually tossed away the toy she'd had inside her. Her hand now working my shaft up and down the length of her swollen split. She was panting like crazy now, only moments away from what I knew was her release. My mouth still sucking, hands caressing and kneading her breasts. And then I felt the unthinkable, though I am sure we both did. Suddenly I felt the tip of my cock slip in, just barely, but enough to know it had penetrated my sister's cunt. She tensed, moaned, neither one of us moving. "Just say the word," I suddenly stated even before thinking about any "consequences" afterwards.
"Fuck me, oh David...fuck me!" She said a hairs breath after that.
**
I plunged in and out of my sister's cunt. The warmth and heat of it surrounding me. We could both easily hear the succulent juicy, even frothy sounds of her pussy as we fucked. Adding to our mutual delight and pleasure as wickedly decadent as it was. Bad enough....her brothers cock, my sister's pussy, the knowledge of what we were now doing, and then hearing it as we did. But at the moment...that was the farthest thing from either one of our minds. I felt Chris's nails digging into my back at the moment of her release, followed up by this amazing sensation as her cunt literally liquefied around me. I'd been with a few women who got "juicy-wet", which was exciting enough, but never...ever...anyone, or anything like this. I felt this incredible sensation of additional moisture, warm... bathing me as I continued to plow into that amazing place. Chris's cry of ecstasy and passion filling the air, a momentary worry for me as I wondered if the sounds had traveled enough to have been heard. Too late in worrying about that now, especially as my second orgasm of the night began. Not knowing though...and even more worried about that now, I pulled out. Realizing why perhaps, understanding without words, Chris suddenly scooted back on the bed. Even before the first shot of my spunk left the tip of my cock, Chris suddenly had it in her mouth. Shocked, surprised, I emptied myself into her, Chris sucking, swallowing, pumping my prick, urging out each and every hot-throbbing ejaculate from my dick until she had mercifully drained it. I collapsed back onto the bed, the smell of sex heavy in the air, the sheets soaked from our furious liquid coupling. I finally opened my eyes, though Chris hadn't as yet removed me, still licking and sucking me though I had softened considerably.
"Wow...ah, you ok sis?" I found myself asking her. She looked up, a smile in her eyes as she answered.
"You have no idea," she said pleasurably. "But..."
"But?"
"I think we really stepped in it," she said only then releasing my cock though she still held it. "I won't lie about this David, about what happened...I can't. So let's just hope we're not confronted with it, or asked about it. It might in fact be a good idea if we never mentioned that this ever happened."
"Fat chance," Tracy said as the twins suddenly came walking into the room. "Yeah, and I thought I was loud whenever I came!" Stacy added. "Jesus sis...damn good thing it was just us and not mom who were able to hear that!"
"Fuck..." Chris moaned rolling over, though not bothering with trying to cover herself, or hide the fact we'd pretty much messed up the bed. With her vibrator still lying on the floor, pillows now scattered from hell to breakfast, it was obvious the passion and wild abandonment we'd so recently shared.
Stacy sat beside me on the bed, reaching over to clasp my very limp, very flaccid cock in her hand, even managing to milk out a droplet of cum which she wiped off with her finger, and then tasting it. "So I'm guessing this is pretty much done for the night right?"
"You'd be guessing correctly," I told her. "And besides, I think it's probably a good time for the four of us..." I said addressing my elder sister as well. "To decide what happens...or doesn't happen next. Especially as we've opened a very taboo door here, and with mom still out of town for a few days yet. If we don't... then things are apt to become very awkward and uncomfortable around here, and I know for sure...mom will sense that the moment she walks in through the door. Unless..."
"Unless?" Chris now questioned, though looking confused and totally unsure of herself. A look I had never seen on her face before.
"Unless we come to an understanding, here...tonight...amongst the four of us," I suggested again.
"Which is?" Tracy asked though smiling as she did so.
"That we all agree...all this ends right here and now...or, we all agree, all of us...no exceptions, that if it's to continue, we do so with an open-mind, no threats, jealousies..." I said briefly looking at Chris once more, "And just see where this goes." I offered.
We all sat silently thinking about it after that for a few moments. And then Stacy stood speaking up first. "Well, just so you all know, I have no intention of stopping anything, not until I've at least fucked him too, especially since Chris already has. So until I have...even if the rest of you decide not to continue on with this..." she let that hang there for a moment. And then Tracy said, "Ditto. That goes for me too," she said grinning at me, and then pouting as she looked down at my still very limp cock. "Let's give it at least a couple more days before we make any final decisions. At least until mom gets home. Maybe by then...we'll all know, and be in agreement by then. Everyone at least agree to that much?"
As strange as it may sound, I'd have gone along with it either way. I was still dealing with my own mixed emotions at this point, as was Chris I'm sure. Lust, excitement, and arousal, no longer guiding my thoughts, though I also knew that could quickly change. Especially around these three. And besides, I was tired too, and felt like we could all use a good night's sleep. Maybe in the morning we'd all see things differently. Or...maybe not.
**
At least it was Saturday, though even then I didn't sleep in as much as I would have liked to. I'd been tossing and turning most of the night...dreaming. And even then my dreams woke me...usually with a hard on. Visions of my sisters, sometimes singularly, sometimes all three of them together, kept invading my thoughts. I woke, unable to sleep any longer and headed downstairs to make coffee. By the time I arrived, Chris was already doing so, surprised to see me up and about already, and not having bothered to put anything on except for her bathrobe. When she turned, she had to gather it, closing it in her hand, the belt for it obviously missing. I saw those same sweet breasts I'd finally got to suck and play with, not to mention that neat dark tuft of hair between her legs where I'd so pleasurably fucked it the night before.
"Coffee will be ready in a minute," she said sitting down, taking a seat at the table though letting go of her robe again, which immediately parted, exposing most of her bare breasts though I tried not to stare at her as I spoke.
"Sleep well?" I asked.
"No...not at all. You?"
I shook my head no. "Tossed and turned most of the night, though I must have slept some, kept having these dreams," I admitted.
"Yeah, me too," she said as well. "Good dreams? Or bad dreams?"
"I guess it depends on how you look at it," I told her, only then coming to my own personal decision here. "What I can tell you is this...I enjoyed last night. A lot. And as far as I'm concerned, as long as everyone else is in agreement with it...I'd like to continue on with it. At least until we've all had time to make other final decisions regarding what's happened here. But I'm not sure I'm ready to do that...not without..."
Before I even knew what was happening, Chris shot up over her chair and came over to mine. Suddenly she was sitting in my lap kissing me. And not like a sister either. "Obviously...I've already reached that very same conclusion myself," she told me. "Now...before the twins get up and discover we're up...how about you fuck me again," she grinned.
Coffee would have to wait.
**
Whatever indecisions or thoughts I might have had about all of this went right out the window the moment I felt my sister's hot wet pussy sliding down over my shaft again. Nuzzling her magnificent breasts once more as she did, filling my hands with all that soft pliant tit-flesh while she pleasured my cock was one hell of a nice way to wake up in the morning. And though not quite as frenzied as it had been the last time, it was still bad enough. The same slick sounds of her cunt, the bouncing of the chair on the floor perhaps, followed not too long after that by the same squeal of pleasured ecstasy, I soon felt my own about to join hers.
"No need to worry David," she assured me. "I'm still on the pill, so go ahead baby...fill me. Fill me with all your hot delicious cream!"
I began doing just that. Feeling my prick pulsate, release, pulsate and release again, over and over was almost mind-numbing. And of course, hearing the down stairs door to the twins room suddenly open and then close with a mad dash of feet coming up the stairs was no real surprise. We hadn't exactly been quiet again.
"Jesus you two! Why don't you just blow a fucking bugle next time!" Stacy said entering the kitchen as we sat there, Chris no longer worried or concerned about what the twins might think. Her actions needless to say, speaking louder than words. Though Tracy, somewhat amused, wasn't very pleased none the less at finding us this way.
"So how longs he going to be out of action this time?" She quipped coming over to take a seat next to us, though leaning in, looking down, and even tweaking one of her sister's nipples as she did that.
"Ouch!"
"You deserved it," Tracy told her. "Not fair. You've already fucked him twice now, and we haven't even fucked him once yet!"
"I'm sure you two will get your turn. By the feel of it...he's still pretty firm, bet you could even climb on and get him hard enough again before you know it."
"Coffee first," I said begging off momentarily, though this was looking to be one hell of an interesting day the way it had just started out.
"Yeah, and a shower too," Tracy added turning towards her sister..."Unless you want sloppy-sister seconds," she laughed. Chris immediately cupped her quim, keeping all the juice I'd put in there from running down her legs as she prepared to head off back up the stairs again. "Hmmm, how about sloppy seconds that way," Stacy asked looking after Chris, and then followed her.
"What are you doing?" Chris asked as Stacy caught up to her.
"Something I've always wanted to do...but never had the guts to actually try...or do," she told her, and then pushed her back down into a kitchen chair. With a plop, still cupping her cunt with her hand, Stacy knelt down on the floor in front of her, forcing her legs apart.



"Well I'll be damned!" Tracy exclaimed, giggling. "Save some for me sis," she quipped scooting over a chair in order to watch this, as I now did...after first pouring myself a cup of coffee of course.
Even Chris was surprised by this, but only for a moment as suddenly her younger sister buried her face between her legs and began sucking out all the cum I'd just shot in there.
"Holy shit," I said looking on. And sure enough, in seconds, I was fucking hard again.
**
Now past her own shock at her sister's twisted boldness, Chris lifted her feet bracing them against the edge of the kitchen table, likewise spreading herself even more widely as Stacy continued to lap away at her now very exposed cunt. Still looking on in abject disbelief, Tracy suddenly reached down removing that all too familiar garment she slept in, once again confirming she was naked beneath it. She looked down at me then, seeing my hard stiff throbbing cock. I could see by the look in her eyes what she wanted to do.
"Thought you wanted me to shower first," I laughed.
"Fuck that. We'll shower afterwards. I'm too damn horny to wait now!" She charged, suddenly walking over, though turning around so as to continue to watch her twin sister going down on her eldest sister. And though this now effectively blocked my view, I didn't really mind as Tracy's pussy made contact with my cock for the very first time. Without any fanfare, she simply impaled herself, the entire length of my blood engorged cock now captured within the deep dark recess of her tight hot pussy. Though she sat, unmoving for a moment. "Hmm, stay still," she almost purred. "I just want to feel it being in there for a moment." I didn't mind that, I was in no real hurry myself, savoring the moment as well, though I did reach around her, gathering her small, yet firm pliant breasts within my hands, caressing them. "Ooh, that's nice!" She mewled again. "I do so love having my tits played with."
"And I love playing with them," I told her only then thrusting up a bit, driving myself even deeper into my loving sister's cunt. She giggled, thrust back, and proceeded to ride me in a reverse cowgirl while looking on at her sister as she continued eating Chris's cum filled pussy.
"My turn!" Chris announced a few minutes later. Reluctantly standing up again, Chris now helped Stacy to finish removing the rest of her clothes, taking her robe and spreading it out on the kitchen table. "Lay down," she said leering at my sister, though now my view was perfect as Stacy complied with her sister's instructions. Spreading out on the table, legs dangling over the edge just off to the side of where Tracy and I were. Sitting down in a chair now, Chris leaned forward, her mouth immediately seeking and finding Stacy's wet juicy split.
"Who'd have thought my elder sister would ever eat pussy?" She laughed, though groaning in delight as Chris's tongue slowly ran up and down the length of her split.
"There's a lot you don't know about me," she answered back. "Yours isn't the first one I've ever gone down on."
There was obviously a story there, and I'd be interested in hearing it. But at the moment, I was too absorbed in the wild, wicked spectacle taking place all around me. Not to mention Tracy's wet slick cunt now pounding up and down like a runaway freight train on my prick. It wasn't long after that, that I felt the second orgasm of the morning begin to manifest itself.
"Oh fuck...Tracy, I'm gonna..."
"Yes! Yes!" She cried out interrupting me. "Shoot that nasty cum-fuck juice in my cunt!" She cried out, already in the throes of orgasmic bliss herself at this point. Feeling her pussy contract around me, spasms that clenched, milked and pulsated over and over, I released. Squirt after delicious squirt began filling my sister's cunt as she continued to sit there grinding against me now, receiving my hot nectar until I finally collapsed back, drained and exhausted.
"Bring it here!" Stacy cried out having watched us, all the while Chris still lapping away at her pussy. Tracy immediately climbed up onto the kitchen table, straddling her sister's face now, cupping her mound with her hand, keeping my cream from dripping out prematurely. Once positioned however, she settled down onto her twin sister's face, a devious smile on her own face as she grinned at me.
"She does eat a mean pussy," Tracy groaned as she knelt there over her sister's face, with me more than content to just sit back now...looking on.
**
"Well, that was certainly interesting," Chris stated a while later as we all sat around the table, still naked, as she poured coffee for the four of us.
"I think that's an understatement," I quipped smiling back at everyone, though we all were really. It was like seeing several Cheshire cats grinning at one another as we all fought to collect our wits and sanity after all that, though it was Stacy now who was suddenly pouting.
"I still haven't fucked him yet," she suddenly realized as everyone laughed.
"Give me a while...and this time, not before I actually do take a shower!" I informed her. "After all, we do have the entire weekend ahead of us you know."
A knock on the door however suddenly had everyone looking at one another, and then scrambling.
"Who the hell could that be?" Chris stammered as the twins automatically bolted down the stairs to their room.
"I don't know...but somebody better answer it!" I said as we heard the knock again, followed by the doorbell.
"You do it!" Chris threw at me. "I sure as hell can't, not looking like this, and smelling like pussy galore!" She cried out, already fleeing towards the stairs heading up to her room. With no other choice or options available to me, I quickly threw on my sister's robe, having to hold it closed with just my hand as she still hadn't found the belt for it, and headed towards the front door. I opened it, and there stood Marla, my Aunt, mother's own twin sister as she basically glared at me.
"About damn time," she said pushing past me into the house. "What the hell's going on around here anyway?"
Marla was carrying a sack full of clothes that mom had obviously loaned her to wear. Proceeding past me into the kitchen, with no stopping her as she did, I was hard pressed to explain the obvious disarray of the kitchen itself, chairs scattered about and situated as they had been earlier, not to mention four cups of still half filled coffee sitting on the table. My Aunt looked at me, up and down for a moment.
"What?" I simply asked her, feeling extremely nervous at this point.
"What's wrong with your robe?" She asked me point blank. Fearful, I looked down, worried I was showing or something, still having to hold it closed with my hand.
"Nothing, why?"
"Then explain to me why you're wearing your sister's bathrobe. I should know, I gave that to her as a Christmas present last year."
"Fuck!" I thought silently to myself. "I ah...mines dirty... in the wash, so I grabbed this one to wear when I heard the doorbell," I offered weakly. She was still glaring at me, perhaps deciding if my answer was sufficient, though why I don't know. She turned, once again surveying the kitchen area.
"And so...where is everyone? Obviously they were here," she said. Thankfully, Chris came walking into the kitchen at that moment, towel drying her hair as though having just come from the shower.
"Hey Aunt Marla," she said walking over giving our aunt a kiss on the cheek, which Marla accepted of course, but now eyeing her suspiciously.
"Something fishy going on around here," she then said taking a seat, motioning for Chris to pour her a coffee.
"What do you mean?" Chris asked sounding perfectly calm, though I was far from it, especially standing there wearing my sister's bathrobe.
"Well, for one thing...David's wearing your robe, and you're wearing your mothers. I know...because I bought that one for her too." Chris made a face at her, laughing it off.
"David's was dirty, so he borrowed mine and then I borrowed moms," she replied simply. "What's so fishy about that?" I breathed a small sigh of relief for Chris corroborating my own explanation. Though that was short-lived however.
"The smell in this room," she said eying the two of us. "If I didn't know better..."
**
I almost let out a sigh of relief when my aunt stood, preparing to leave. "Yes, well...I promised your mother I'd drop by, check on you before she returned. She said something about coming back late Sunday night yes?"
"Late Sunday yes..." I almost too quickly confirmed. Standing next to her, she sniffed, eye-balling me up and down once again, and then leaned over to give me a kiss on the cheek, likewise doing the same to Chris just as commotion from downstairs told us all the twins were on their way back up. "Damn..." I thought silently.
"Aunt M!" The twins said jointly reaching the top of the stairs, rushing over to greet her. They had always called her that, though no one else ever had, and perhaps their being twins gave them some sort of special status and affection around their aunt, more so than Chris or I as her demeanor brightened considerably upon seeing them.
"Was wondering where you two were," she told them. "Was just about to leave."
"Yeah, we just got up," Stacy said though she and her sister were dressed at least, though Marla paused once again looking at them, and then us.
"Just?" She asked.
"Yeah...we just got up, thought we'd come up and see you, after we heard your voice up here," she responded back. Marla glanced at the table...at four cups of coffee sitting there. And suddenly sat down again.
"Shit!" I said suddenly to myself as Chris likewise looked at me, worry on her face. I am sure she was thinking the exact same thing.
"Ok...enough's, enough. I think it's time I got down to whatever the hell it is that's been going on around here," she said looking sternly towards the twins now, not even bothering to look at us again. "Too many puzzle pieces," she explained. "And let me put it bluntly for you all. For starters, I don't know a single man that would parade around in a woman's bathrobe...no matter what. Secondly...there are four cups of half finished coffee on the table, not two. Which tells me...the two of you aren't telling me the truth here. Third? Chris looks like she just got out of the shower, but her hair wasn't all that wet for one thing, and last but not least...I know the smell of pussy, and frankly David...you reek of it, though so does this entire room," she finished.
That last comment had everyone standing there wide-eyed, though no one was saying a word one way or the other, which in my estimation, was as good as confessing we had in fact been up to something.
Marla folded her arms over her breasts, sat back in her chair and glared at each of us. "I'm not going anywhere, until I have some sort of reasonable explanation, other than the ones you've all been trying to feed me. That...or I'll be calling your mother here shortly to let her know what it is I'm suspecting. So, it's up to you. Either come clean with me...or come clean with her...your choice, either way."
As far as I was concerned, the jig was up. Bad enough that my Aunt was going to hear about all this, but that was a damn sight better than mom finding it out for herself. Though she could at times be a pain in the ass, the one thing I had learned about my Aunt, was she had always kept a confidence, leaving it up to us to deal with whatever consequences for our actions, whatever they might be. Just her knowing about it was usually enough to cause any one of us to fess up, make things right without her ever once having to say anything. But this went a damn sight further than anything we'd ever done before in having to fess up to.
"I'd say you'd better sit down for this, but you already are," I began. "So maybe...we should at least all go into the family room and get comfortable. This is going to take a while."
We had long known of course that my Aunt had been a so-called closet lesbian for years. And though she didn't really try hiding it, it just wasn't something we discussed or brought up around her. She had never married of course, and had a long time "friend" for several years until just a few short months ago, though they had never officially lived together. Unlike mom, my aunt hardly ever wore any makeup, which perhaps contributed to her looking a lot older than mom did. Beyond that, like Stacy and Tracy, they looked pretty much identical beyond that, and I very often wondered why my Aunt was into women...and why mom was certainly more interested in men. At least she was dating at the time, though nothing too serious.
I sat, telling the story as honestly and as completely as I could from the very beginning. The twins fidgeting on one couch looking somewhat shame-faced, Chris sitting across from me, though next to our Aunt in matching oversized chairs. Twice I caught her trying to gather my attention, though I didn't want to stop in the middle of things...not yet, not while I had all this fresh in my mind. She eventually looked exasperated, shook her head dismissively, and eventually gave up. I figured whatever she was trying to tell me, or signal me...would just have to wait. Thirty minutes later, I had finished with her knock on the door. Whatever her thoughts now...well, we'd soon learn of the consequences. But at least I had told the truth. Sink or swim.
Only then did she look around at each and every one of us. "Well frankly...I'm not too terribly surprised by any of this," she said pleasantly enough, though I had half expected her to explode or something, even prepared for it to some extent. "You four always have been rather close...especially lately, now that David's become obviously a virile young man. And judging by the size of his cock, I'm not too terribly surprised you all decided to sample it either," she added. It was then I looked down, realizing I'd been sitting there talking to her, with my robe having fallen open quite some time ago. I'd forgotten all about trying to keep it closed.
"I tried telling you," Chris actually laughed. "But after a while I figured, oh hell...we've all seen it, might as well let Aunt Marla see it now too," she giggled again, which my Aunt suddenly did too, surprising, and actually embarrassing me a little as I suddenly grabbed my robe with my hand, closing it again.
"Don't bother David," she told me standing up. "We're not done yet," she added. "There's a little matter we need to settle up with here first. You know the rules, same one's I have as your mother does. You all failed to tell me the truth when I initially asked you. So now, you get to deal with the consequences. So let me spell it out for you all. Either you all do...and I mean ALL of you do, what I tell you to do...or, I tell your mother everything you just told me, and let her deal with it. Those are your choices, period. So...which is it going to be?"
For me, there was no choice. Whatever my Aunt decided we were going to have to do as punishment, far and away would be a lot easier than trying to explain any of this to mother, seeing her hurt, or obviously disgusted with us. And again...I had always admired my aunt for at least doing that. Keeping things between us whenever it came to that, which it certainly had now. And by the looks of it, so did everyone else as they all came to an immediate agreement.
"So be it," she said sitting down in her chair once again. "OK all of you, stand....come over here in front of me." We all looked at one another, but then did so, waiting to hear what our punishment was to be. "Strip." She said softly, easily.
I started to open my mouth to speak, but she just stared me down. "You heard me...now do it, like I said, without question. Unless you'd rather I pick up the phone here."
Without so much as another word, we did so. Though for Chris and I, it was even easier. We just let our robes fall, revealing our nakedness beneath them, now only waiting on the twins as the girls methodically removed, and even folded their clothes on a nearby chair before walking over and joining us again. My aunt was staring at my cock, limp as it was.
"I must say David. Even as limp as your dick currently is, it looks like it is, or at least can be...a pretty big one. Can't say as I now blame any of your sisters for wanting to try that one on for size."
You could have heard a pin drop after she said that, though she continued a moment or two later, looking at all of us. "You know, I might be an old Dyke in some ways, at least in the way some might see or describe me. No secrets there, your mothers certainly always known I've had a thing for women. But...just because I do, doesn't mean I haven't on occasion enjoyed a nice ride with a man here and there either. I do know a nice cock when I see one." She then looked up at me, straight in the eye. "So my boy...let's see it. Make it nice and hard for me, let's have a look at it shall we?" She then stood, calling the twins over to her. "And while David's busy working on that, why don't the two of you undress me," she added. "I think we've got a long...long afternoon ahead of us here don't you think?"
With that, Chris laughed, looking very much relieved, yet still somewhat confused. I knew I was, though I had taken a seat in the chair across from her as I began stroking myself in accordance with my Aunt's demand. The whole thing seemed surreal however even as I did that. Expecting far worse from my aunt, especially under the circumstances, now here we all were, once more headed for a day of incestual fun and excitement by the looks of it. Minutes later, my aunt too was naked, and admittedly, I found looking at her to be rather arousing and exciting. I know it probably had a lot to do with the fact she was my mother's twin. So in a sense, seeing my Aunt, was also seeing mom. It was a fine line I was walking here. Looking was one thing, doing was something else entirely. But, sitting here looking at my aunt as she now sat down on the couch in front of me, the twins now sitting on either side of her, fondling her rather large, somewhat droopy breasts, was exciting as hell. And I also noticed something else. Unlike mom, Aunt Marla had actually shaved her pussy. Something that was totally unexpected, especially from her perhaps. I'd seen mom quite by accident a few weeks ago, walking by her room as she was changing. Mom had a pretty full bush, trimmed yes, but she obviously still held on to the more traditional naturalness of her particular age group. Though looking at Stacy sitting next to my aunt, I again wondered why she insisted on keeping that small tuft of hair over her puss as opposed to just shaving it.
"To each their own I suppose," I thought to myself, which obviously included my aunt now too.
"Ok David, stand up...let's see it," my aunt told me. I did so, facing her, my cock hard enough perhaps, though not quite as thick or as full as it could get quite yet. "Now turn off to the side," she implored me, the tone of her voice taking on a rather lusty sounding edge to it, though she also addressed the twins too. "Pull on them harder girls, my titties like it rough," she informed them. "Gets me all nice and juicy," she added once more turning back to speak to me. "So David...how's it feel to have your own sister suck your cock for you? Did you enjoy it when she did that?" I looked at Chris, smiling yes, remembering yes, and felt my prick actually throb a little, as well as even harden a bit more too. Marla laughed, seeing my prick actually throb and bounce of its own accord. "I can see that you did...do," she added. "What about it Chris? How about you coming over here and kneeling in front of your brother for me. Let's see your technique, let's see how well you really can suck a man's cock."



"Not like I have a lot of experience doing this," Chris informed her as she moved over to kneel down in front of me. "But...I will say, it did appear the last time that David certainly enjoyed me sucking him." And with that, she quickly wrapped her sweet lips around my dick and began knobbing the tip for me in a most delightful way.
Admittedly, I think it was the combination of my sister sucking my cock, and looking over at my aunt and the twins that was making me weak in the knees. The girls were wildly molesting my aunt's tits, just the way she had asked them to do, handling them roughly, even slapping them repeatedly as she cried out in delirious pleasure, especially when they clamped on to her hard thick nipples, pulling and stretching them. I noticed too that the girls now knelt on the couch to either side of her, my aunt's hands busy between their legs, obviously fingering and toying with them both. An additional sight that had my cock throbbing in pure pleasured delight.
"Ok, now let's see it," Marla said once again. Reluctantly, Chris let go, leaning back as my cock now as big and thick as it had ever been, pointed directly at my sister's face. "Now that's...one fucking hard looking cock!" She exclaimed. "Been a while too...and I think as appropriate punishment for lying to me earlier, that you're going to have to fuck me with that, don't you think?"
Somehow, that didn't sound like punishment to me at all as I nodded my head in agreement with that. She slid off the couch at that point, getting onto all fours there on the floor in front of me.
"Stacy honey? Come over here, lay down in front of me sweetie, so I can have a taste of that sweet little honey-pie of yours." Excitedly, Stacy did just that, scooting down, and then laying on her back with her legs obscenely spread for her aunt. "Chris? Tracy? You two on either side, I would have you sucking and playing with my tits while David here fucks my cunt. You do want to fuck my cunt don't you David?"
I grinned.
"No...say it. I want to hear the words David, so tell me...tell me and your sister's here what it is you'd like to do to your dirty old, nasty lesbian aunt."
"I want to fuck her dirty, nasty, lesbian cunt," I responded back, hearing the twins giggle as I said that, though my cock once again throbbed in heightened arousal at hearing myself speaking the lewd words back to my aunt.
"Then get over here honey, and slip that nasty old, mean looking cock into your aunt's pussy!"
I moved over getting behind her down on my knees. My aunt now turning her attentions to her niece's pussy as she began licking it, sucking and showing Stacy what it meant to truly have one's cunt eaten out by a woman who knew exactly what the hell she was doing. Almost immediately Stacy was moaning and groaning, even before I had actually slipped my dick inside Marla. Tracy and Chris of course, now complying with my aunt's other wishes as they went about sucking, squeezing, and again slapping my aunt's free swinging breasts there on the floor beneath her.
"Nice and slow David...we're in no hurry here," My aunt said looking up and behind after a while. "A young man like you should have plenty of stamina, especially after having already climaxed what...twice today already? In the meantime...Tracy? Time for you and Stacy to switch places here for a bit. And then Chris...I want to finish up with you when David finally fills my pussy with his cum."
It was a long...marvelous shag. I did indeed take my time, learning to play, pleasure and experiment a little. Sometimes I thrust as deeply into her as I could. Other times, just little quick jabs in and out, more so teasing the head of my dick than perhaps actually pleasuring my aunt, though no matter what I did, or how I did it...she seemed to be enjoying it.
After both the twins had climaxed, and were once again joined at my aunt's breasts, Chris now lay before her, Marla tonguing my sister's slit, and doing what appeared to be a marvelous job of it by the look on her face. As much fun as I'd honestly been having, that all too familiar tingling sensation deep down inside my balls was telling me that I wasn't going to be able to hold out for too much longer here. Sensing it perhaps, Marla again looked back at me, now thrusting back harder now.
"Go ahead David. Pound my cunt, nice and hard, nice and fast...let me feel that hot sticky fuck juice filling me up honey..."
I didn't need to be asked twice. I was soon banging the shit out of my aunt, thrusting in and out of her as hard and as fast as I could. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh while I did adding to the depravity of this whole situation. Though it was the ear-splitting sound of Chris's orgasm that I think took me over the edge. Especially when I knew, and thought about the liquid surprise she was no doubt spurting and spraying all over my aunt's face at the moment that led me to feel that first massive spurt leap from the tip of my cock, now flooding my very horny aunt's slick slippery pussy.
**
Unfortunately I was drained and exhausted after that wild-assed fuck with my aunt. Collapsing contentedly down on the couch once more, though enjoying the sight of all three of my sister's, once more cleaning out my aunt's pussy for her. They soon after formed a daisy-chain in fact, licking and eating one another out, which almost...not quite, but almost...got me hard again. But, even young and virile as I hopefully was, I was too spent to actually get it up again. An hour later, everyone had dressed as my aunt prepared to head home.
"So what are your plans for tomorrow?" She asked.
"Well, not much really. Aside from cleaning and straightening up the house before mom gets home, we really don't have any," Chris answered for all of us.
"In that case, I'll be by again in the afternoon...perhaps we can do this again, provided you all want to," she asked. The twins of course were immediately excited at the prospect of that, though I once again had to admit...looking at my aunt, reflections of my own mother, I too would be looking forward to that.
"Alright then...see you all tomorrow afternoon. And...I think I don't need to say it, but I think it might be a good idea if we keep all of this amongst ourselves right?"
"Yes Auntie M!" The girls quipped in unison, though Chris and I both shook our heads in agreement as well. Bad enough now we'd included aunt Marla into the mix. If mom were to find out about any of this, she'd no doubt have a conniption fit!
Even after we all walked my aunt to the door, saying goodbye to her, I turned, Stacy standing behind and off to one side, once again pouting in that almost sexy little girl way she had of doing.
"Now what's wrong?" I asked.
"I still haven't gotten to fuck you yet," she said simply.
"Don't worry sis. I'm pretty sure you will soon enough." She smiled then, and then scampered off after her sister who had already headed off towards mom's room for yet another shower.
Chris looked at me. "And you for sure need one now too," she spoke taking my hand in hers. "Come on...I'll wash your back, and you can wash mine."
Somehow I knew...it wouldn't end there as I followed Chris back up the stairs again.
**
Unfortunately, I still had to work that evening. Taking a short, but much needed nap before I left, I was just getting ready to head out the door when the phone rang. Being the only one around at the moment, I answered it.
"Hey mom!" I said shortly after hearing her voice over the phone. "How's the trip going?"
"Sadly enough...almost too well," she told me. "I need to stay one more day, tie up some loose ends and finalize things here on my end before I can come home. So let the girls know, I won't be home until sometime late Monday night now."
I smiled inwardly upon hearing that. With me having to work this evening, I knew I wouldn't be able to do anything with the girls myself until Sunday. But now with mom staying an extra day, it meant we'd at least have one more night to actually be together. I also knew my Aunt had come by again while I was taking a nap, dropping off a few items for the girls to try out together. I had heard giggling downstairs while I was getting dressed, along with a snippet or two regarding a particular strap-on affair they were ALL dying to try out on one another. I was disappointed I wouldn't be around to see that myself. But now at least, perhaps on Sunday they'd do it again for me.
"Sorry to hear that mom," I told her. "But we all love you, and miss you...so hurry home!"
"Love you too honey," mom responded back. "Give the girls a big hug and a kiss for me, and tell them I love them."
"I will mom, see you Monday night then." With that, I hung up and went in search of the girls, finding them all in Chris's room. Needless to say, I wasn't at all surprised to find the three of them sitting on her bed together, naked of course...and excitedly discussing the array of adult toys and novelties my aunt had dropped by earlier.
"Too bad you have to work David," Tracy said already fondling a rather thick vibrating dildo, obviously anxious to try it. "You're going to miss all the fun!" She leered at me.
"I know...but, I do have some news," I began, and then explained the discussion I'd just had with mom to them. "So...maybe tomorrow, you all will be willing to show me how some of these gadgets work?" I asked hopefully, receiving several excited nods of the head yes. It was all I could do to pry myself away from Chris's bedroom as Stacy soon after selected a rather interesting double-headed dildo that she was anxious to try out with one of her sisters. "Damn!" I said to myself as I headed off to work with a raging hardon. "Totally, unfucking fair!"
**
"Alright sleepy-head, time to wake up!" Chris said shaking me as I finally opened my eyes rolling over to look at the clock on my nightstand, it was almost noon. "Marla called, said she's on her way over too, so unless you want to miss everything, I suggest you get up, shower and grab a quick bite to eat. We'll be downstairs in the rec-room in case you're wondering," she grinned at me, seeing my morning wood already making an appearance as I rolled out of bed. "Save some of that for me," she added. "As fun as some of the toys were...I still like the real thing the best." With that, Chris left my room as I hurried into the bathroom to shave and shower. About the only thing I was really hungry for eating was pussy, I'd been dreaming about it all fucking night. I saw no point in dressing after my shower, throwing on my own robe instead. I had just reached the landing downstairs when I heard a knock on the door, peering through the peephole briefly, sure enough, my aunt Marla had just arrived then too. I opened the door, greeting her as she looked at me.
"I see you got your robe cleaned," she laughed brushing by me, though giving me an affectionate kiss on the cheek this time. "So...where's the girls?" She asked.
"Down stairs in the rec-room. I'll be honest, it wouldn't surprise me to discover they've already started in without us," I said leading the way down the hall, into the kitchen and then down the stairs. By the time we arrived, the girls indeed had gotten started. Tracy and Stacy already spread out on the floor in a scissors position, pussy to pussy, with the double dildo inside the two of them as they lay there fucking one another.
"Obviously you were right," Marla said walking over to take a seat on the couch, watching the girls. Chris had been doing that too, though using a vibrator on herself as she sat spread-eagled in one of the large oversized chairs. The minute she saw us however, or rather saw the emergence of my rock-hard cock suddenly standing up through the folds of my robe, she pulled it out of herself, setting it aside.
"Told you, I actually prefer the real thing," she said inviting me to lay down on the floor near the girls.
"Hey! Don't go exhausting him!" Stacy warned her sister. "I STILL haven't gotten a chance to fuck him myself yet!"
"No worries sis," I assured her. "I got plenty of sleep last night, so I can assure you...there will be plenty of me to go around, to anyone who wants it," I stated likewise eyeballing my other sister and aunt, both of who were likewise smiling at me, or perhaps more so gawking at my stiff standing member. I did as Chris suggested however lying down on the floor as she soon straddled my cock taking it deep inside her.
"So...you joining us or what?" Tracy then asked our aunt.
"In a minute. I'm enjoying watching the four of you for a bit here first," she stated.
"OK, suit yourself, but you might as well get naked too," Tracy told my aunt. "I want to feel what it's like when you fuck me with the strap-on you brought over. I didn't get a chance to do that yesterday after you dropped all this off."
Marla stood, undressed, and then sat down again, though looking a bit more longingly at Chris and I.
"Would you like a turn?" Chris asked her. "I'm sure I can find something else to ride," she laughed looking at me again. "I do love the way David eats pussy," she chuckled, making me chuckle too.
"That would be nice," I likewise agreed. "Come on Aunt Marla, come over here, sit on my dick while I eat my naughty big sister out."
Once again I admired my aunt as she finally walked over. Keeping herself in pretty good shape, and though her boobs certainly weren't young-looking any more, there was something about their maturity and natural look that I found very alluring and exciting. Not to mention her very bare pussy, that once again for some reason I found interesting that she would shave it at her age, unlike mom did. As Chris settled down over my face, I soon felt my aunt likewise sliding down over my cock. In seconds, I could feel the super-slick silkiness of her cunt gripping my prick, along with my sister's hot juicy snatch now riding my face. I tongue-fucked her, sucking and licking her clit, while my aunt slowly moved up and down, giving me a nice long sensual fuck. And then of course, next to us...looking on, enjoying themselves, the twins continued to fuck one another, still grinding their cunts away upon one another, giving a blow-by-blow description of how that felt, along with how the three of us looked together.
"God that's fucking hot!" Tracy moaned. "I know you can't really see it David," she groaned even more deeply. "But Chris and Aunt Marla are kissing, feeling one another's tits while they're both riding you. That looks so fucking hot and naughty," she sighed wistfully. "I can hardly wait until it's our turn to do that!"
She was right, though I couldn't see it, I could sense it, and certainly feel what was happening, though my aunt's pussy seemed to get more and more liquid as she slid up and down my cock. Not to mention my sister's pussy, which I expected to explode in a torrent of female nectar any moment now, already preparing myself for it so that I didn't drown when she did.
"Oh man...listen to that," Stacy now added. "Can you hear how fucking wet and juicy they both are?"
"So are you two," Chris shot back, giggling, though grimacing a little as she did, trying to hold the inevitable off. "I can hear you two just as easily," she added to that, laying there fucking one another."
"Oh god...so good, so hot...so...so unbelievable!" My aunt suddenly exclaimed, thrashing wildly now, crying out. "Oh David! David...fuck me baby, fuck me...fuck me hard, quick and fast!" She exclaimed as she drove herself down on me, as I likewise thrust up into her, meeting her somewhere in between as I speared her pussy with my cock. "Oh fuck, that's it...that's it...I'm gonna...CUM!" She cried out at that moment, screaming it at the top of her lungs. Her pleasure, triggering my own just then, not to mention my sisters as she suddenly filled my mouth with her own delightful torrent of cum juice. Caught off guard, even though I'd been expecting it, she almost did drown me. I had been too lost in the other simultaneous sensations taking place. The sounds of my Aunt's intense orgasm, followed immediately by my own as I showered her womb with a torrent of my own seed. And then Chris of course, damn near suffocating me simultaneously to all that.
And somewhere in the distance it seemed...the sound of the twins reaching their own mutually satisfying orgasms seconds after that.
**
Still sitting on the floor, propped up against the couch, I was in the process of still gathering myself as my aunt lay off to one side a short distance away from me. Chris between her legs, tenderly licking her well-used pussy, the twins now paying homage to each of her full pliant breasts as they kneaded and molded them in their hands, sucking on and playing with her still hard nipples.
"So how much longer?" Stacy asked looking over at my still flaccid prick.
"Not too long," I assured her, "Especially watching the four of you doing that," I grinned back at her winking. "Just something about seeing that...seeing all of you enjoying one another like that, sort of makes me wish..."
"Wish what?" My aunt asked looking over towards me. I blushed a little, almost embarrassed to say it. "Go on David, don't be shy...what is it that you wish for?"
"Hell, might as well say it," I decided easily enough. "Especially now..." I added to that. "I sort of wish...that perhaps mom," I said ending off, not bothering to finish it as the looks I got from my three sisters seemed to mirror those very same thoughts as each one of them knowingly smiled too at my unfinished meaning.
"You think she might go along with all this?" My aunt asked.
"Probably not," I chuckled back. "Hard to imagine how she'd react to this if she were to walk in here right now," I replied.
"But she is here."
As one, my three sisters and I turned our heads towards the doorway. "Mom!" I exclaimed in surprise, seconds later scrambling trying to cover myself as she stood there in the doorway looking on. But then I paused, looking at her again, and then back at my aunt. They were identical in appearance. "Mom?" I said looking at mom in the door. Only then she grinned in a way that only my aunt possibly could.
"So Darla...what did I miss?" She asked. I looked over at my Aunt..or rather my mother, though all four of us were by this time. Once again asking the question. "Mom? Ha...ha...how?" I barely managed trying to find my breath, which felt like it had been knocked out of me. Obviously mom had refrained from wearing any makeup whatsoever, just as her sister always did. But even more interesting...she had obviously shaved her pussy too!
My aunt came into the room then, undressing as she did, taking a seat next to her sister there on the couch moments later. "Guess it's time we came clean here isn't it sis?" She stated looking at my mother, who was at this point blushing furiously now, looking extremely worried and nervous. "You see David," she said more directly towards me, though eying my sisters as she began, "After I told your mother what it was I walked into, well...she was at first surprised upon hearing it of course, not angry mind you...she like me, had been expecting it to happen at some point. But...she was a little angry with me, for joining in the way I did, as she didn't feel like she could, even though she had always wanted to. So...then we concocted this little scheme together, to sort of switch places, give her a chance to even the score with me, without any of you ever knowing. Something we hadn't done since high school, though we used to be pretty good at mimicking one another in addition to looking alike. Got pretty good at fooling people too. Even better than the twins try doing on occasion. The thing was though, she was just going to come here, and then leave, without the four of you ever knowing. That was the plan anyway. But then I decided that wasn't a very good plan either. Especially as I think once this was all out in the open, amongst all of us...that none of us would then have any reason to hide any secrets from anyone. So...needless to say, I let myself in after I was confident she'd have more than enough time to, shall we say...indulge her fantasies to some extent?"



I looked at my mother. "So...you've wondered about this too?" I asked. She was blushing even more now than she had been, but nodding her head yes. I moved over kneeling in front of her, leaning in, taking her face between my hands as I lovingly kissed her. "So...I finally fucked my own mother," I breathed into her mouth. She smiled at hearing that.
"Yes, yes you did. And wonderfully too," she added. "And...I'd like you to do it again if you wouldn't mind," she boldly, and more confidently asked me now.
"How about you fuck us both a little here?" My aunt asked. "After all Darla, you at least got to, I haven't as yet gotten to do much of anything today...yet anyway," she said with that same lusty smile I'd seen on her face the day before. The same one that mom was giving me now in fact.
"Sounds interesting," she said. "Shall we do the Jonathon?"
"What's a Jonathon?" I asked curiously, though by the looks on their faces, my three sisters were just about to ask the very same question.
"Your mother was dating a guy named Jonathon back in high school. She knew about me of course, though even our parents, your grandparents didn't know anything back then. Anyway, they were supposedly alone one evening, obviously doing it in her bedroom, in the dark of course, which helped to make things a little easier. After a while, she came out on pretense of needing to use the bathroom, but instead of returning herself, I went in. Like I said, though I prefer relationships with other women, I do enjoy a nice hard cock every once in a while. So...this was the perfect opportunity to do that. I went in taking your mother's place, and he fucked me instead of her the second time. Never knew he ever did either," she and mom both laughed remembering. "Only time we ever did that, but we forever afterwards called it the..."
"Johnathon!" The girls and I all said simultaneously together, laughing out loud now as we did.
"Yeah, the Johnathon, my aunt and mother said once again, though mom then said. "Maybe...we should call it the David now," she stated.
"Maybe we should," my aunt agreed. "So David...would you enjoy doing the 'David' with us?"
"You're damn right I would!" I said shaking excitedly as my mom and aunt now stood next to one another, bending over leaning against the couch as I stepped up behind the two of them, slipping my prick into my Aunt's pussy first, only because I felt it appropriate to do so under the circumstances. And though I only gave her a half dozen strokes before repeating the same thing to my mom, I was soon fucking the two of them side-by-side, repeatedly switching back and forth. The girls soon walked over, finding positions on the arms of the couch to sit there and watch us, though fondling themselves and one another as they did so.
"Now THIS is fucking hot!" Chris finally exclaimed moments later as she suddenly squirted, spraying her pussy juice all over my mother and aunt's asses as I continued pumping into them, taking even more delight in the decadent display as my sister ironically offered up the proverbial "money-shot" as it were.
Once again, seeing my sister do that pretty much triggered my own orgasmic release. "Fuck....I'm gonna come soon!" I warned them.
Mom looked at my aunt, my aunt looking at mom, the same identical looks on their faces once again.
"The other Johnathon," mom said.
"Yeah, the one we wanted to do, and never did," my aunt answered her back.
Grimacing, just barely able to hold on, I still asked. "What do you mean?"
"Squirt some in your mother, and some in me...and then we'll show you," she stated. In seconds, I was doing just that. Feeling the semen from my prick erupt, first in mom, pulling out of her, shoving it back inside my aunt, and squirting inside her cunt too. I did that back and forth until I had totally and completely spent myself. Only then did I collapse back on the floor against the couch as my mother and aunt took up a "69" position with one another, and began eating one another out.
"Fuck...now THIS is even hotter!" Chris exclaimed wantonly looking on, once again frigging herself widly as she stood there hovering over the two of them on the floor below her. And...sure enough, minutes later, releasing another deluge of her own pussy juice, which she sprayed liberally all over my aunt and mother, much to their delight. Hearing the two of them climax shortly after that as they finished devouring, sucking out, and swallowing every ounce of my sperm that they could from one another. They were soon both satiated, exhausted, and well pleased, likewise joining the rest of us as we sprawled about trying to catch our collective breaths.
Several minutes went by without anyone saying anything, still reliving the past few moments perhaps, until at last Stacy did speak.
"Damn it!"
"What?" Mom asked turning towards her as Stacy sat, pouting once more, hands crossed over the front of her breasts. "What's wrong?"
Stacy glared at everyone, but especially at me. "I still haven't gotten to fuck him yet!" She spat obviously exasperated. There was a long silent pause...and then as one, we all burst out laughing.
**
End
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Lonely Hearts - Chapter One
Let me begin by first introducing myself. My name is John. I am fifty-five years of age, and now a widower as of eighteen months ago when my wife Kathy died from a long terminal illness. Kathy was the love of my life. High school sweethearts, we'd married right after graduation, and then had a son, Mark...shortly thereafter. Mark is currently serving overseas in the Navy as a career officer. I am very proud of him, though I don't get to see as much of him as I'd like to.
I own a small auto repair business. Though I guess it's not so small after all. I now have three separate shops that are spread out throughout the city. I'm certainly not filthy rich, not by a long shot, but I do well enough, and treat my employees well too, which has kept down the turnover, and thus kept things lucrative enough for everyone.
I'm no youngster. But I'm still in reasonably good shape for my age, better than most my age, or so I've been told anyway. I still have a full head of hair, though it's almost pure white now. Had always been a fair-haired blond as a kid, by the time I was in my late twenties, it was already heading towards the snow-white side of things, something to do with genetics, or so I was told anyway. Like my sister Lisa, I have blue eyes, stand just an inch less than six feet. Do I have "love handles?" Yeah...probably so, but it's been a long time since I've had anyone other than Kathy ever wanting to hold onto them. Get my drift?
And as already stated, I have one sister, Lisa. Lisa is three years younger than I am, though she honestly looks ten years younger whenever you see the two of us standing together. She too is in great shape, far better than I am...that's for sure. But she runs every day, and heads to the gym at least twice a week. Something I should probably begin doing myself before things get any worse than they already are. But it seems like there's never enough time in the day to ever do that, spread out as I am amongst the three locations that I spend a couple of days each week overseeing.
More about Lisa. Like me, she's a widower too. Lost her husband Jack, a good friend of mine in fact, almost five years ago now in an auto accident. Not his fault. The ONLY good thing to come out of that, was the substantial settlement she received, not to mention the sizable insurance policy Jack had on himself. As long as she's careful, Lisa will be set for life with that and the small pension she has from her previous employer, having taken an early retirement.
After Jack died, Lisa would very often come over to our place for dinner on Sunday's, though we eventually ended up just taking turns going back and forth between our two homes every Sunday. After Kathy died, Lisa and I saw no reason to discontinue doing that. If anything, we were both glad for it as it had in essence drawn the two of us closer together again. Lisa has two children, a boy and a girl, both married with four grandkids now between them. Like Mark however, it's infrequent we ever see them. Bree and her husband live in England now where he works, so if I even see my niece, it's once a year now if that. Mathew is almost as bad. He lives in New York, and though it's at least still on the same continent, he too might as well be living over in Europe as often as we see him and his wife Suzan, not to mention the grand kids. He spends more time over there on business, than he does here where his offices in New York are. Needless to say, Bree sees her brother more than we do.
Lisa and I both look forward to their visits of course, as infrequent as they are. But we've come to look forward to our relaxing Sundays together almost more than that even. It's gives us both a chance to have someone to talk to, to bounce things off of the way we used to do so many years ago now.
"John? I've been thinking about something, and have a proposal to make," Lisa told me as I entered her home already heading towards the kitchen as the delicious smell of a pot roast cooking assailed my senses.
"Yeah? And what's that?" I said catching another whiff of freshly baked rolls, still nice and hot, currently wrapped in a clean cooking towel, resting inside a woven basket prior to being served along with the succulent dinner I knew she had prepared for us.
"Hands off...wait until dinner time," she said slapping my hands away from the towel as I'd made a feeble attempt to snare one of them. "Here...enjoy a glass of wine with me until then, we've still got a few minutes yet, and like I said...I want to discuss something with you," she told me.
Lisa's blue eyes are about the only thing we share in common. Like I said, she looks ten years younger at least than she really is. She's always had dark brown hair, another obvious difference between us, that she wears long, though usually in a ponytail. And not that I'd dare even bring it up, but if she does color it to hide away whatever gray might be appearing these days, I'm certainly not privy to that. And though she's certainly in great shape, her age and nature has certainly had something to say about her fairly large breasts. No...they're not nearly as perky as they might once have been, not like I saw them all that often growing up as a kid...only a handful of times perhaps. But I find her, or rather their maturity quite alluring, even if she is my own kid sister. I have to laugh. For a woman who's in her fifties, Lisa's never been one to have been fond of wearing a bra. Obviously she does, especially while out in public, or whenever anyone is expected over. But the few times I've happened to drop in on her unexpectedly, most of the time...she isn't.
I sat down in one of the somewhat comfortable oversized armchairs as she sat down in the identical one across from me. We both took a sip of our wine while I waited on hearing whatever it was that she had to say to me.
"Ok, here's my proposal John, and hear me out first before saying anything, will you do that for me please?"
She was using her condescending voice, so I knew better than to joke around with her, or tease her any at this point. She was obviously being serious. "Go for it," I answered, my equally pat answer, telling her that she had my full and undivided attention here.
"I think you should move in here with me John. It's just plain silly for the two of us to be managing two homes, especially when they're both much, much larger than either one of us really needs, living alone."
We'd sort of toyed with the idea once before, though never getting into the specifics of it, like now as I sat listening, so this wasn't really all that new of an idea, though now as she continued on, she'd obviously given it a great deal of thought, with plenty of well thought out reasons for doing so.
"And it would be better for you to move in with me, as opposed to me moving in with you," she'd begun. "For one thing, this is a little newer home, so not as many things could go wrong living here as opposed to your place. Eventually, you're going to have to start making improvements, and what's the purpose behind that? Secondly, you'll be closer to all three of your offices, almost equal distance to all of them commuting from here. Thirdly, there's plenty of room..but you already know that. You'll have your own room, which is almost as big as my bedroom, not to mention your own private bathroom. Even at your place, you really don't have that, having to go down the hallway from your room in order to get to it."
I wasn't really in any disagreement with my sister here either. She already had me at "commute" though I wasn't about to interrupt her just yet either. Let her sell it to me a little more.
"I only ask one thing John," she said as she finished with a rather lengthy list of reasons why we should do this.
"And what's that sis?" I asked her curiously.
"Well...just remember. I'm not your mother...or your wife. I'm your sister. And as such, we should treat one another as equals, though in your defense, you always have. Just keep that in mind. Sure, we'll both have separate responsibilities, you have the business, and taking care of whatever needs the property and house might have, or that might arise. I'll keep it neat and clean, keep fresh clean sheets on your bed, and clothes in your closet, not to mention a good home cooked meal waiting for you when you come home at night. Things like that. But...we're equal in every way outside of all that. We share expenses equally, and we discuss everything equally before ever making any major purchases or decisions. So...how's that sound?" She asked.
I looked at her. "So...when should I move in then?" I asked.
**
The house sold faster than either one of us thought it would. I owned the place outright, so that helped, letting it go at far less than it was really worth. Though neither one of us, like I said, really needed the money. It just made it easier to get rid of the place. And even easier was the fact that the new owners were delighted to keep most of the furniture. I didn't really want...or need it. What they didn't want, was given away to charity. All I really wanted, and brought along with me, was my own recliner. A small compromise in bringing it over with me, as it did...well sort of, go with the furniture in the den. A bit of rearranging, and I was all set, and comfortably moved in.
After about two weeks of actually living together, things were just starting to settle into a bit of normalcy for both of us. And admittedly, living closer, and thus cutting down on my commute time between the three shops, had me getting home earlier at night too. That, and coming home every night to a good home-cooked meal as opposed to take out, or bland tasting TV dinners had a distinct advantage. But...even as good as things really were, I could see that something was still troubling Lisa, so after we'd retired to the den to watch some TV, and relax with our evening coffee's together, I decided to ask her what was actually on her mind.
"You noticed huh?" She said smiling just a little.
"Kind of hard not to Lisa. I've seen that look before, so I know something's going on inside that pretty little head of yours...so you might just as well spill it, and tell me now as opposed to stewing over it, and telling me later anyway."
She gave me a look. One I was all too familiar with. "Ok John, here it is...and I expect you to be open with me, the way you used to be when we were still living together under the same roof growing up as kids."
That was indeed the one thing I really had missed. Lisa and I had been close as young adults growing up together. She might have truly been my kid sister, but I was always the one she could come to, and talk to frankly about anything and everything...which back then, had even included sexual situations from time to time.
"Go for it," I told her...letting her know that I too was serious once again, and ready to listen.
"Well, a couple of things really. But for one, let me ask you this John. When you got home at night after working all day...what was the first thing you enjoyed doing after you did get home?"
I thought about it, and answered her easily. "Pretty much what I'm doing now," I said.
"Pretty much," she responded repeating me. "Meaning... not everything right? So be specific John. What aren't you doing now, that you were doing? That would help you and I both better assimilate into this new position we've found ourselves in. What would make you feel more like at home? More comfortable with yourself?"
That was actually pretty easy too, though I laughed as I mentioned it. "About the only thing I don't do, is come home, take off all my clothes and just sit around in my boxers and fart half the time," I informed her jokingly. Though I certainly had farted on occasion around her even here.
Now it was her turn to laugh. "That's what I thought. You sit here dressed until it's time for bed, and then you undress. But doing that, makes you continue to feel more like a guest here John, and not actually at home. Your home...my home. OUR home!" She finished. "I want you to feel free in doing that," she then added. "Though I would appreciate your holding down the fart thing just a little if you wouldn't mind," she then added, making me laugh once again.
"Ok sis, fair enough. And I'd appreciate that. But now tell me...what aren't you doing that would make you feel more comfortable yourself?"
She answered that question in action as opposed to speaking the words, though she did that magical trick thing that most women have for some reason, come to quite naturally do. She'd been sitting there in one of her standard usual tee shirts and a pair of shorts. Suddenly she reached behind herself, undoing the clasp on her bra, in seconds she was pulling it through and then out of the sleeves of her shirt without ever taking it off. Once in hand, she tossed it off to one side, and for a moment at least, caressed her now freed breasts, soothing them with her own touch.
"Much better!" She said grinning at me. "I wasn't sure if that would make you feel uncomfortable or not," she then added.
"Hey, if you don't mind having your own brother walking around in his boxer shorts, I certainly don't mind if my sister walks around without a bra," I leered at her teasingly. The fact was though, her nipples were clearly evident, pressed against the almost too tight tee shirt they way they were. A reminder of what I'd caught a few glimpses of as a kid from time to time. Lisa as I recalled, always had had fairly large, dark areolas. Not to mention her actual nipples, which even now looked thick and hard-pressed against the material of her shirt. And like I said, maybe they didn't stand up nearly as much as they once did, but they were mature and full looking, just the way I liked them. Kathy too had had fairly large breasts, and I had always enjoyed playing with them, seeing them. Something I had sorely missed. It had been that long, since her death, that I'd even seen a woman's breasts, now sitting here not quite seeing exactly, but certainly noticing my sisters.
"I'm no different that you are John. I like being comfortable at the end of the day." And then she did surprise me, as she stood up, unzipped the shorts she was wearing, and let them suddenly fall down around her ankles where she promptly kicked them off to one side, sitting down once again.
Ok. She wasn't wearing a thong, or anything like that. But she wasn't wearing granny panties either, which would have likewise surprised me if she had been. What she was wearing, was a simple pair of white cotton panties that covered her modestly enough without showing or hinting at anything.
"Ok John, your turn. Get comfortable."
OK...so it did feel a little strange. But I stood, first removing my shoes, and then taking off my shirt. I did turn as I undid my belt, next unzipping my pants, sitting down again as I took them off, folding them and temporarily hanging them over the back of the chair I was sitting in.
"Please tell me you don't sit around with your socks on either," she laughed looking at me sitting there in my boxers and socks. "If you'd like a nice pair of slippers, I'll go out and get you some."
I leaned forward, taking off my socks as well, though as I did, noticing the open fly of my boxers part, the tip of my cock suddenly appearing, though I quickly closed the opening with my hand, having removed the socks now, adding them to my neat tidy pile. The problem was, I had actually stiffened a little. Just a little mind you. Nothing to write home about, or even make a fuss over really, certainly not with my sister sitting there. But it was because she was sitting there in nothing more than a pair of panties and a tee shirt with her nipples pressing against it that had even remotely stimulated those now long dead urges and thoughts. Even being my sister and all, this would still take some getting used to.
Worse however...my quick, unexpected, unanticipated emergence hadn't gone unnoticed.
"And that raises another question John, something else we should probably discuss here," she said sitting back, taking a long pull on her wine, pouring herself another, and then offering me the bottle. There had been no attempt at masking where her eyes had been for a moment either as I saw her look away from my crotch after having closed the opening again. I felt my face flush upon realizing that if I leaned forward to accept the bottle from her, we'd have a repeat performance here. Maybe she realized it too, so she stood, walking over to actually refill my glass herself. The problem with that was, as she leaned forward in pouring it, her blouse gapped considerably, giving me a clear and unobstructed view of her now bare breasts, not to mention those same erect nipples I'd been looking at as she did that. She soon stood however, as I purposely averted my eyes from what I'd seen, though I now took a look at my sisters still near perfect ass as she made her way back over towards her own chair, sitting down again.
"And what question might that be?" I asked finally answering as I too took a long sip of my wine.
"Sex." Came her one worded answer. "We should probably talk about that too." She said. And then we both took another drink.
**
I laughed nervously, taking another drink. "Sex? What's that?" I said trying to make a joke out of it, though she too obviously appeared nervous.
"It's what we both used to enjoy doing at one time," she quipped. "Though it sounds like it's almost been as long for you, as it's been for me," she said candidly.
"You telling me you haven't since..."
"Jack? No," she said shaking her head confirming she hadn't. "The only thing I've been dating is my battery-operated toy."
"Jesus Lisa!" I remarked shocked at hearing that she even had one of those things. Even Kathy had shied away from ever using one, though I had once suggested her getting one just as a way of spicing up our sex-life. She'd treated me to a cucumber episode, which had been good enough without the addition of batteries.
"What? Just because I'm still single and not seeing anyone, doesn't mean I don't still have the urges or desires from time to time John," she said giving me that look again. "And I seriously doubt you don't either," she then added accusing me.
The truth is, I hadn't masturbated much at all since my wife's death. Only a handful of times at best really, though there had been one incident, which I actually told Lisa about.
"Ok, so I'm not quite as celibate as you are," I confessed. "Though even that was almost an accident."
"Don't tell me...you were walking along with a hard on, tripped and accidentally slipped inside some woman's pussy," she said.
I had almost forgotten just how crass Lisa could get, though her mannerisms and uninhibited nature never failed to make me laugh.
"Not quite...but almost," I said seeing her expression change to one of curiosity as she settled back into her chair.
"Ok...so spill it. Tell me...what DID happen then?" She asked.
"Two months ago, just before Christmas at the annual office party?" I tossed out as she nodded her head remembering I had invited her to come to it, though she never did. As we always did, we rented out a small local bar, owned by a friend of mine who closed the place just for us so we could hold our annual Christmas party there. Between the three shops, with the employees and their significant others, we had nearly sixty people there, give or take a few. Barb...a woman that worked in the main shop that I spent most of my time at, was just as good a service repair technician as any of the guys were. And she didn't take any guff from anyone either, with good reason. She could probably handle herself well in a fair fight with any of them. Now don't get me wrong, I'm not saying she was a butch-dyke lesbian, even if she did happen to look like one. Nor had anyone been daring enough, or stupid enough to ask her about that either. Barb...well, Barb was just Barb. And for the most part, everyone let it go at that. The fact she didn't come with anyone, was telling perhaps. But even then, no one asked her if she was planning on bringing anyone. Certainly not me anyway. The one problem Barb did have however, was being able to hold her liquor. She was as we used to say, a "cheap date" or "easy drunk," after three fairly stiff drinks, Barb was bobbing and weaving about through the tables and chairs with everyone expecting her to topple over at any moment.



Barb was almost a Christmas tradition with everyone making bets on what time she'd finally pass out.
I had headed off to the bathroom to relieve myself, standing there at the urinal when I heard someone else coming in. Not thinking anything of it, I finished up, shook it off and was just starting to turn around when I heard her standing directly behind me. Honest to god...I think she'd been looking over my shoulder.
(Lisa was by now laughing hysterically as I told her this story, continuing on).
"Then what happened?" She asked still snickering.
"Well, that's the funny thing about it. At first...I thought she had accidentally entered the men's room, as drunk as she was. But then when I turned and got a really good look at her, she was standing there with her shirt open, bra pulled up and over her tits, with both of them winking at me."
Once again Lisa was laughing. "You always were a tit-man John," she said shaking her head. "I know...and remember," she laughed even harder. "You were always trying to get a peek at mine."
"Never mind that," I interrupted. "You want to hear the rest of this story or not?"
"I'm all boobs John. I mean...all ears. Yes, please, by all means...tell me the rest of it."
I was looking at my sister's boobs however, once more forced to tear my eyes away from them, back up towards her face again. "So anyway, now I am stunned, confused...looking at Barb's tits. Where they beautiful? No...not really. They were big yes...and a bit flabby, nipples even pointing down as opposed to pointing up any. But...they were tits, and it had been a while, like I said. And damned if my dick hadn't actually grown some."
"Like it is now maybe?" Lisa teased as I shot her a look. "Sorry, she quickly added, couldn't help saying that. Please...continue."
"So before I can even react to anything, suddenly Barb lunges forward, pinning me against the damned urinal!" I said as Lisa once again burst out laughing, trying to picture that. "So here I am, trying to keep from collapsing down into that, Barb's hands suddenly all over me, managing to unzip my fly again, undoing my belt. I'm trying to fight her off of course..."
"Ah huh," Lisa snickers.
"No...seriously. But while I'm doing that, I realize I've got one of her boob's in my hand...and she's suddenly now got my cock in her hand...and damn it Lisa, I don't mind telling you...it felt good feeling that, even if it was Barb who was the one holding it. I was almost too stunned for words as she stood there milking my dick."
"Go on..." Lisa said, not really laughing quite so much anymore, now taking on a different look, as she sat there listening, looking at me, a bit flushed in the face perhaps. The fact I'd been speaking a bit vulgarly had obviously had some effect on her...as well as me. We'd spoken candidly before of course, but it had been years now since we'd actually sat here having a conversation like this.
"It really was...and had been my intent to push her away, get out of there. But shit sis, she had me, and was stroking me, and well...hell, you know...it had been so long."
"Yeah, I know...who could blame you?" She said still sounding interested in the story. "So then what happened?"
"You really don't want to hear the gory details," I said.
"Yes I do...go on finish, you started this, now...let me hear the rest of the story," she said trying to mimic a well known radio personality, Paul Harvey.
I just shook my head snickering at her imitation, though continued on. "Just remember...I warned you sis." She just winked, smiled and sat back again, waiting. "So...now it's starting to feel good, or rather I am, even if it is Barb doing this. But now I am also nervous and worried that someone might come walking in on us standing there like that. So I manage to convince her to move into one of the stalls, and damn lucky that I did too. No sooner had we done that, gone inside and closed the door, than sure enough...someone else comes walking in. But that's also when Barb suddenly leans over, takes my dick in her mouth, and starts sucking it. All the while we're both listening to whoever the hell it was, standing there taking a piss. I of course don't dare say or do anything to further raise suspicion..."
"Of course not..." Lisa chortled.
"So he's pissing...Barb's sucking...and now that's starting to feel damn fucking good." I saw my sister's eyebrows raise up over that one. I don't think I'd ever used that particular word in front of her my entire life, though she said nothing and remained sitting as I continued on. "Finally the guy leaves, but that's just as I'm starting to cum. But at least I can tell her I'm about to...figuring, well...you know. And then she just gobbles me up even more, now bobbing up and down on my cock even more fiercely than she had been. And then, well hell...you know what happened then."
"She took it? She...she swallowed?"
"Yeah...she did. And let me tell you sis, there was a LOT of it too!"
Lisa was truly blushing now. I figured mostly from embarrassment perhaps at hearing me telling her all this, though I suspected that some of it might have been from arousal too. Just telling my sister the story, strange as it was, had aroused me a bit too, as I now sat there with a semi-erection, that I was subconsciously fighting down to keep from having it make a full-on appearance here.
"Anyway...to make a long story short. She stands up again, wipes off her face, puts her bra back on over her tits, buttons up and leaves. Eventually I come out as well. But oddly, Barb's suddenly not acting or being quite as drunk as she had been. Suddenly, and considerably sober again, though she quickly proceeds to get stinking drunk, and eventually does end up passing out. Dave even put her up in a cot in the back room of his bar to sleep it off. Following Monday... she comes into work, goes about her business, never looks or says a word to me about what happened, and never acts any differently around me either. So neither did I. Neither one of us ever spoke about it, or mentioned it again. It's as though it never happened."
"Maybe that's the way she needed it to be John. Wanted to do something she's obviously always wanted to do, but then needed to step back, step away from it, and pretend it never happened. Being drunk gave her the reason and excuse to sort of do that."
"So you think, she really did know?"
Lisa laughed. "Oh John. Of course she did! For whatever reason. But, once she had, once she did...she was satisfied, and content for everything to go back the way that it had been. You've at least allowed her to do that yes?"
"Yeah, I guess so."
"Then leave it at that. There's always next year's Christmas party," Lisa did chuckle again as I picked up one of her chair throw pillows, and actually threw it at her. I missed of course, on purpose, though she used that as an excuse to bolt up off the chair she was in, and charge at me.
I'd always been ticklish, and she knew that. Immediately jumping up and into my lap, almost knocking the two of us over in my chair in the process. I immediately grabbed her hands of course, holding them off, up and away from me as she struggled. But as she struggled, I felt my sister's full firm breasts suddenly press against my face. Unaware perhaps that they were, or that I was breathing in my sister's heavenly, personal scent. And then of course, involuntarily, I felt my cock beginning to grow, to stiffen considerably, and quickly. And with sis now sitting firmly in my lap...it didn't take long before she could feel it too. And suddenly we sat there silently looking at one another, though she did suddenly look down. My hard dick, unavoidably sticking up through the opening in my boxer shorts. As though branded by a hot iron, Lisa suddenly extricated herself from my lap and hurriedly crossed the room, sitting back down in her own chair. I crossed my legs, making an attempt to hide my now firm erection of course. There was no help for it however, trying to tuck it back down inside my boxer shorts was fruitless. All I could do was sit there trying my level best to at least keep it out of sight.
Looking across the room at my sister, her face was as flushed as mine was. Partially from the silly, playful exertion of course. But I couldn't help wondering if she was flushed to some extent from the unexpected arousal too. I knew I felt it, though I fought it, wondering if she was.
"Well, anyway...like I was trying to tell you in the beginning John. This is your home too. So if you are seeing anyone, have any lady friends you'd like to have over...to...well, you know. You have every right to do so, just wanted you to know that. Whatever goes on inside your bedroom is your business."
"Lady friends?" I laughed. "Not hardly...at least not at the moment anyway," I said seeing an almost look of relief in her eyes upon hearing that. "What about you?" I then asked. "You trying to warn me about the possibility of coming home one evening and finding some guy-friend here?" I asked still trying to keep things light between us. Her face softened with a slight smile.
"Already told you John...the only thing I'm dating is Mr. Ever-ready. And speaking of which..." she blushed further. "It's way past my bed-time. Goodnight."
Lisa stood, walked over towards me again, kissing me on the forehead, and then turned heading up the stairs towards her bedroom. I sat there, watching her go, finding that my eyes had been firmly focused on my sister's ass. Finally as she disappeared, I looked down at myself, saw my hard stiff cock clearly poking up through the opening in my boxer shorts, and knew then and there, she had to have seen it again when she came over to give me a kiss goodnight. I smiled inwardly, a little confused by what I was feeling, but then sat back and slowly proceeded to jerk myself off.
**
Things settled back into some semblance of normalcy over the next few days. I still wasn't quite ready to come home, strip off and sit around in my boxers, though I had managed to remove my shirt and shoes, lounging around after dinner in jeans or a pair of working slacks. Lisa didn't press the issue with me either, though I noticed she started wearing a bra less and less often around me during the evenings, even though she too hadn't gone back to wearing just a tee shirt and panties around me either. I think we were both slowly trying to get comfortable with one another again, especially after the incident in the den when she obviously saw my hard aroused cock.
It was a Friday night, and I was already very much looking forward to the weekend. Lisa had already informed me two days before that she was going out to have dinner with a friend...a female friend, and then afterwards perhaps even take in a movie. I didn't mind so much, especially when I came home and found she had already ordered a pizza for me. All I had to do was warm it up, if I wanted. I smiled appreciatively. Even if she wasn't there to see it. Sis was always looking out for me. For the first time since the "incident" as I now referred to it, I stripped off all my clothes down to my boxers. I then took a cold beer from the fridge, the pizza, and headed off down to the den to watch some TV. One of the other nice things about living here was the fact that Lisa had cable. With an enormous listing of movies to chose from, I sat back eating my pizza in one hand, the remote in the other as I scrolled through all the various and available titles. And then suddenly I found myself looking at some rather interesting titles...adult movies. Whether she was even aware of it or not, paying the premium she did gave her access to those as well. I scrolled back up, looking for something else to watch. But my prick had already made up its own mind, lengthening even as I sat there. I scrolled back down again, intrigued perhaps by a title I had read, curious and interested as I clicked on it for more information.
"My naughty hot sister," the title stated as I then read a brief synopsis of the story line. Not much, something about a brother secretly observing his sister while she masturbated, and then getting involved from there. I checked my watch, it was way early yet...Lisa no doubt still having dinner with her friend. I was too sorely tempted, especially sitting there comfortably in my boxers, with my dick sticking straight up out of them. I clicked on the program, settled back, and soon began watching the story as it began to unfold. It took me back in time just a little as I sat watching it, back to a time long ago when I had in fact caught my own sister playing with herself. The only time I ever had, though I also hadn't watched her too long doing it either. Too afraid of getting caught perhaps for one thing. But for another, finding myself actually getting aroused watching her, realizing it...had shook some sense back into me, so I promptly retreated, though the image of her doing that remained with me for a very, very long time afterwards.
The fact that the girl in the movie looked a little like the way Lisa did when she was younger more or less fueled the fantasy again some too. Thirty minutes into the movie, the girl was laying on her bed, using what appeared to be a rather complicated looking vibrator on herself, simultaneously fingering and toying with her breasts while her brother stood just inside her closet, video-recording her as she masturbated. And of course...stroking himself off while he did.
I was soon doing the same. Sitting there in my own personal comfy chair, which I had now reclined back, cock in hand, slow-stroking it to my heart's content, watching...and yet imagining, remembering, substituting the girl in the movie for my own...back then, younger sister.
"Well...well, what are we watching?" Lisa suddenly said from behind me causing me to jump, reaching for the remote, which I simply knocked away from myself instead sending it flying across the room, skidding across the floor. Hands still on my cock, though I was now trying to cover it as opposed to fondling it as I had been.
"Jesus sis!" I only then managed to stammer looking up and over at her as she stood there in the doorway behind me. "What are you doing home anyway?" I asked still bewildered, not quite able to act or decide what I should attempt to do first. The movie was still playing of course. The sounds of the young woman on the bed, panting and breathing heavily as she just then started to climax. The subtle sound of her buzzing vibrator, the camera pan back to the boy in the closet as he stood there fisting his cock, jerking himself off, and now coming as well as several ropes of semen suddenly began to discharge from the end of his prick.
"Interesting movie," she said ignoring me as she now came the rest of the way in and settled down in her chair, looking at it, and then over towards me, though by now I had managed to sit my own chair upright again. And once again, crossing my legs in order to try and hide my very obvious aroused cock. "I see you discovered the adult channels. I was wondering if you would."
I looked at her in shock. Obviously she already knew they existed, though I wasn't about to ask her if she actually watched any of them herself. She turned back towards the TV, actually settling back into her own chair, speaking...though not looking at me.
"We couldn't decide on a movie to see, so we made it an early night instead. Margaret had things she needed to do tomorrow anyway, so she brought me home early."
Now I knew why I hadn't been aware of her coming home. She hadn't driven her own car, so the sounds of the garage door opening hadn't alerted me. That, and coming in through the front door, instead of through the garage door, which I would have heard from down here was the other.
"Jesus sis!" I said again, flustered, and frustrated now...not to mention being embarrassed. "You ah...you can shut it off now," I said meekly, certainly unable to do so myself, especially with the remote halfway across the room closer to the TV itself now than either one of us.
"Why? It does look sort of interesting," she said. "I have watched a few John..." she then added, only then looking back towards me.
"Yeah? Maybe so...but not with your own brother in attendance, and naked..."
"And with a hard on too you mean?" She giggled, though at least she stood up again, appearing as though she was finally going to retrieve the remote, which she did do...but not to turn it off. Instead, she turned up the sound just a little. "My hearings not quite as good as it once was," she explained, walking back towards her chair, sitting down again.
"You're kidding me right?" I now said looking at her, hands down in my lap, though my cock had at least partially softened a little with my nervous embarrassment.
"Oh for hells sakes John, lighten up. We're both adults, and if either one of us wants to watch a dirty movie, we're certainly entitled to do that. Especially in our own home."
"Maybe so. But...you are after all my own sister."
"Yeah? So? And you're my brother. But it's not like..." she glanced at the TV once again, perhaps only then realizing what it was I was watching. She smiled. "It's not like we're young...like they are. We're older now John, we're both in a different place now under different circumstances than back then."
I know my mouth was hanging open (not to mention my dick still sticking out) after she said that, though no words came to mind just then. Though she did pause the movie, freezing it in place, the scene before me now seeming surreal as the young man in the closet inadvertently stumbled, dropping his video camera, and then crashing out into the floor of his sister's bedroom. The look on the young man's face one of horror and shock. Similar to what mine must have looked like when Lisa came in.
"And don't you dare do anything...I'll be right back," she said. And then I watched as she left the room heading upstairs once again. Taking the remote with her as she did that.
**
"Jesus," I said again more to myself. Staring at the frozen screen...looking down at myself, growing hard again, almost unbelievably. Looking back up at the entry, almost expectantly, wondering. "She doesn't mean..." I said talking to myself, feeling my cock twitch and grow even a bit stiffer perhaps. An eternity passing, and then footsteps coming back down again. Lisa walking back into the room, holding the remote, sitting back down in her own chair again. Wearing nothing more than a tight fitting tee shirt, her bare breasts boldly pressing against it, hard stiff nipples protruding. That...and a pair of bright red women's briefs, and nothing else.
And then I noticed what she was carrying in her other hand.
"So...bring me up to date in the movie John. What did I miss beyond the obvious?"
"You're telling me you're going to..."
"Yes John. I am. I'm going to sit here and masturbate while watching a dirty movie with my own brother. Who hopefully will get over his own squeamishness, and begin doing the same. I mean after all John, it's not the first time you've ever watched me doing this, now is it?"
"You...you knew?" I said in disbelief. So many years now since I had. And never once had she ever mentioned it to me, that she'd known I'd been standing there. Though not in her closet, certainly peeking through the crack in her door for a bit. Seeing her there on her own bed, legs spread, bent at the knee. And though the toy she'd been using on herself back then wasn't as elaborate as the one in the movie, the one she now held in her hand was.
Now she did blush. Perhaps for the first time as she confessed she had known. "I would have never said anything to you about it back then," she stated easily enough. "But to be perfectly honest about it John, when I realized you had been, when I saw shadows behind the door out in the hallway, and realized my door hadn't closed all the way. I knew then you had. And the thought that you had, that you'd seen me playing with myself...well, it aroused me even more. I even did it again a few times after that, with a crack in the door. But never saw, or at least caught you peeking in on me again."



"That's because I never did," I told her. "It was the one and only time." I looked at her. "You ah...you ever catch me?" I asked curiously now. To which she laughed.
"Oh yes, more than once in fact," she grinned. "Though I actually never got to see you cum. Once you were facing towards the old shed, while you were standing outside. The other time, well...you had a white hanky over it, so you obviously came in that."
I had done that often enough, but I was trying to place or picture when it was she might have actually seen me, without my being aware of it.
"And when was that?" I asked curiously.
"Remember the year we flew out with mom and dad to Uncle George, and Aunt Diane's place for Thanksgiving? And you ended up sleeping on the sofa down in their rec-room?"
"Yeah," I said cautiously trying to think...trying to remember.
"And how our cousin Betty was constantly teasing and flirting with you back then, even though she was our cousin?"
Betty was dead now too, sadly enough...but she'd been almost ten years older than I was back then, and had seemed to take a great deal of delight in teasing me, nearly exposing herself on several occasions as though on purpose. And back then, on a horny teenage boy with raging hormones, it hadn't taken much to interest, or arouse me...even if she'd been my own cousin. I nodded my head, though still not sure when, or how, she had actually seen me. I'd honestly jerked off a number of times while we'd been there.
"So...but when," I asked still trying to visualize all this.
"It was late, everyone had gone to bed. You remember how close Betty and I were, even though she was a lot older than I was. Always felt like she was more of a sister to me than a cousin, and an older one at that. Took me into her confidence, shared things with me about herself. And I of course did the same. So I did have a pretty good idea about what she was doing...teasing you, and why. We'd both seen the bulge in your jeans just before you disappeared downstairs to the rec room to sleep. I soon followed her outside, we snuck around the side of the house, peeked in through the window. And sure enough, there you were. Unfortunately, by the time we got there, you were already laying on the couch, jerking yourself off, with your hanky over the end of your cock. Saw you cum, well...saw the look on your face anyway when you did, but not much else."
"Fuck...you mean to tell me?"
Lisa laughed. "Yeah...she saw you too," she giggled. "But if this helps any John. After that, after we came back inside and went back to her room? That's when she showed me what a vibrator was used for."
"No shit!"
"Yeah...really, no shit. My first one, was the one she actually gave to me, which is no doubt the same one you saw me using that one time. So...now you know."
"And you two..."
Lisa laughed. "We'll save that story for another time. Right now, I'm more interested in all this...back to the movie, and you," she added. "So quit being so damn shy and reserved John. Enjoy yourself...try forgetting that I'm your sister for once."
"That's not quite so easy," I assured her, though after this little discussion, my prick had in fact firmed up once again.
"Then maybe this will help," she said un-pausing the movie, though it was probably when she actually spread her legs, draping one of them over the arm of the chair she was sitting in, turning on her vibrator, and placing down between her legs that caused me to forget all about what the hell we were doing here. Time for that discussion would no doubt come later. Right now, I was too fucking horny to give it any more thought than that, as I suddenly uncrossed my legs, allowing my recliner to settle back once again. The next thing I knew, I was sitting there stroking my prick in front of my own sister, while she in turn, began masturbating herself in front of me.
**
It's not like we were actually doing anything. Well...to one another anyway. At least that's how I finally saw it, accepted it. Actually watching my sister playing with herself, while I did. Though the brother and sister in the movie certainly took it well beyond that as we sat there. I know I was thinking about that, wondering if she was. The two of us periodically glancing over at one another, especially when Lisa lifted the tee shirt she was wearing up and over her amazing breasts, and began toying with her rock-hard nipples. That almost did it for me, and I found myself having to ease up a bit, or I'd be shooting off everywhere. The fact I hadn't worried about...or brought a hanky with me in the beginning only then dawned on me.
Finally she actually looked over towards me again, lust-filled eyes and an expression on her face I'd never seen before. Not to mention the lusty tone of voice she now used when she spoke, further confirming the fact she was now sitting there hovering on the edge herself.
"You ah...you getting close John? Because I sure as hell am!"
It was obvious she was, just by the look on her face, but then I was too, and even more so now perhaps, just hanging on. Though idiotically enough, I was still wondering what I was going to do about it. I mean...I just couldn't sit there and simply cum, squirt...spray, now could I? The only thing I did do...was nod my head, looking at her, once again feasting on my sister's tits as she sat there pinching the nipple on her left breast.
"That's the one thing I never got to see you do John," she said with that same lusty catch in her tone of voice, teetering on the edge now, looking at me, her face flushed, her breath coming in clips between words. "I watch to watch you John. See you squirt...watch you cum," she moaned.
I was speechless, just sitting there looking at her, looking at my hot, very horny sister as she openly touched herself sliding the vibrator in and out of her obviously wet pussy.
"Come on John, cum for me. Let me see you cum, while you watch me cum. I want to cum for you John. Your horny, naughty little sister wants to cum for you while she watches her equally horny older brother shoot his wad."
"Fuck!" I finally spat, and then threw caution to the wind, too far gone to care or let anything matter at this point. All I wanted to do was finish jacking myself off, and if my sister wanted to see me doing that, while I in turn watched her actually climax, I was suddenly all for it. Three firm up and down strokes of my cock after that was all it took. I suddenly grimaced, not able to help it any longer. Felt the first intensely pleasurable surge racing up the length of my cock, and then the inevitable eruption as my seed suddenly exploded from the tip of my prick, surprising even me when it did. I had obviously come hard before, and a lot too from time to time. But it had been a while since I'd actually seen myself come quite this much. Not only was that first massive ejaculate a sight to see as it skyrocketed up in the air with a massive launch, not only in volume, but in length. But this was quickly followed by several more, each one just as copious, just as intense, as my prick continued to pump out streamer after streamer of hot cum cream. Each one of which began to land, splashing haphazardly all over everywhere, and almost everything, not including myself.
"Oh fuck! Yes John yes!" Lisa cried out, watching enthralled, and then shoving that vibrator so deep inside herself, where she held it now, thrashing and bucking about wildly, uncontrollably, once more crying out her own delirious pleasure, though her eyes somehow remained open, focused and locked on to my still discharging prick. I had slowed stroking it, more milking it now. And though the half dozen or more spurts that felt like they'd take the end of my cock off with it when I came had diminished now, there was still a sizeable oozing of cum-cream that continued to run down the length of my shaft, now coating and saturating my balls, not to mention my chair. Drained, collapsing back now, and only then closing her eyes, Lisa shuddered, groaned once more, and then smiled at me.
"Stay where you are...I'll get you something," she said and then stood up and walked past me, glancing down at my now spent prick. Her breasts still fully bare, her tee shirt still pulled up above them as she sauntered by, but not before placing yet another kiss on my forehead before she left again. "Thank you John...thank you."
I could only sit there, slick and covered with my own cum, still trying to sort out how all this had happened, mixed emotions especially now coursing through me as I waited for my sister to return with something I could use to wipe myself up with. She returned moments later carrying a nice hot damp towel, expecting her to hand it to me. But instead, she reached out, lifting my somewhat limp cock up herself, and proceeded to clean me up like she'd been doing it for years.
All I could do was sit there and let her.
To be continued...
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As Lisa stood there tenderly wiping all the come off my shaft and balls, I remembered what she'd told me much earlier when I had first agreed to move in. She indeed wasn't mom...nor was she my wife. Hell, even Kathy never did what she was now doing to me. She was in fact my sister. And what she was doing now, was indeed something my sister would do. Something she had always done, taken care of me in her own unique way. Though this was something that was certainly unique, cleaning up her brother's cock after he'd just finished wanking it off in front of her. Though admittedly, the fact that her tits were still hanging out wasn't exactly sisterly.
"Thank you again John," she said sounding more like a sister as she once more planted another kiss on my forehead. Thinking back on that, it was rare that I ever remember kissing her on the lips at all. Usually always on the cheek, or if on the lips...it was always one of those really quick "smooch" kisses. But if Lisa was to kiss me first, it was usually always on the forehead. The thing was, as she did that...leaned forward, her breasts literally came into direct contact with my face. I remember kissing one, though to be honest, I don't remember which one. The fact she didn't react to my doing that either way was curiously interesting as well. And I was even a bit shocked at myself for having done so. It was almost automatic for me. It was just there, and I sweetly, softly and quickly had kissed it. Not even on the nipple, just somewhere on the breast as she stood back once more, and then retreated back up the stairs carrying the cum-coated washcloth she'd brought down with her after telling me goodnight.
"Night sis," I responded in kind, sitting there still feeling the tingle of my thoroughly washed dick. What had happened between us still seemed surreal. In all the years we had known one another, even after all the semi-frank intimate discussions we had had together through the years, including on occasion discussions we'd had and shared about various sexual problems in our respective marriages. Never once...had I sat back and entertained sexual thoughts regarding my sister. And I would have been willing to bet, Lisa hadn't entertained any of me either. And now...less than ten minutes ago, we'd both been sitting here watching one another masturbate. Would it be something we'd both come to regret? Have guilty thoughts about for letting it happen? Would what happened eventually ruin what we'd only recently managed to bring together. The closeness of a relationship we'd once shared.
I soon after went upstairs to bed myself, walking past my sister's closed bedroom door. The lights were off as evidenced by the darkness coming from beneath the door. I stopped briefly, considering whether to knock on her door or not, and then thought better of it, walking down the hallway towards my room.
I didn't get a hell of a lot of sleep that night.
**
I had eventually dozed off yes, but it was a very restless sleep. Waking the moment I heard her bedroom door open and then close, followed by footsteps heading down the hall towards the stairs. I sat up in bed, too wired...unable to sleep any more.
"Might as well face the music," I told myself. Now that time had passed between us, I had a pretty good idea that if there was a problem now, I'd see it almost immediately in my sister's reaction and attitude. She'd always been that way. You could tell a storm was brewing long before she ever told you why, or what was troubling her. I swore her blue eyes turned gray just before the shit ever hit the fan.
I was curious as to what color they'd be this morning.
It was rare that I ever had to go into work on a Saturday. Open only until 2:00 anyway, usually my shop foremen could handle whatever situations might arise. Only if they couldn't did they ever call me. After taking my morning piss, I threw on a clean pair of boxers, but then slipped into an old bathrobe of mine. I didn't want to give the mistaken impression that I was anxious to go anywhere by getting dressed. But I also didn't want to make any other assumptions either, especially showing up downstairs in the kitchen wearing only my boxers. Slipping on the new pair of slippers Lisa had purchased for me, I headed down stairs to check out the color of her eyes, and see if there was any hint of what might be going on inside her head. I could already smell the coffee brewing by the time I entered the kitchen area. Lisa had already taken down two mugs out of the cupboard and was just then placing them on the table when I entered.
"Thought I heard you. Coffee should be ready in just a couple of minutes," she said smiling. She was wearing the same "comfortable" looking tee she had had on last night, though she had changed her panties. These were a light blue. But...that was all she was wearing. Once again those same hard nipples of hers were clearly defined beneath the material of her tee. It was difficult not staring at them as she walked back over with the pot, pouring us each a cup. "Sleep well?" She now asked, though continuing before I could respond to that. "I sure as hell did," she grinned. "But then again I always do after having a really nice orgasm," she freely said.
I noticed her eyes. I swear they were bluer than I had ever seen them.
She sat sipping her coffee looking at me. "You don't have to go into work today do you?" She asked.
"Ah...no. Not unless somebody calls me," I informed her. "Why? You need me to do something?" I asked wondering if there was some chore she had asked me about, and that I had perhaps forgotten to do or something.
"Yeah, there is something I would like you to do...or rather let me do," she said stoically, looking serious.
I sipped my own coffee now, looking at her. "And... that is?"
"I want to watch you come again. Only this time, I'd like to see it a lot closer up, and maybe even...do it myself."
My sister was full of all kinds of surprises. "Gees Lisa," I stammered not sure of what I should be saying to that. "I mean...shit, last night..."
"What about last night? You having misgivings about it?" She asked only now looking worried.
"Well no, I mean...not really no. I just think that maybe last night was, you know...one of those spur of the moments."
"More like a sperm of the moment," she quipped once again trying to lighten up the suddenly tense situation. Though it worked, as it usually did. Her often crass manner, never failed to get a chuckle out of me.
"It was that wasn't it?" I answered her back chuckling just a bit. "But you know what I'm trying to say here Lisa," I said getting a bit serious again. "It was admittedly hot watching you...but Jesus sis...I am after all..."
"Yeah, my brother. I know. But think of it in these terms," she said standing up to grab the coffee pot in order to pour us both another coffee. Before doing that however, I sat there watching her as she reached the counter, then reaching down, and in one swift yank, she pulled the tee shirt she was wearing up and over her head. Only then turning around, coffee pot in hand, with her tits hanging out. "You finally get to see these just about any time that you like, and for no other reason but they're there. And I don't mind at all you're seeing them...or even touching them, or..."she winked. "Kissing them some more if you want to."
"So...she had realized that," I thought to myself.
"Think of it in this way John," she now continued. "We're not really doing anything. Nothing more than what we both wanted to see or do when we were younger, though neither one of us would ever admit it back then. So...here we are, we're older and wiser now. But more importantly John, we're living together. And we're bound to run into certain intimate situations from time to time. And...we're both normal functional human beings with desires and urges just like everyone else. So, now we have the opportunity to more or less explore those old feelings, and do so with complete honesty and understanding towards one another. Hell, I'll be the first to admit it John. I'm curious about you. I enjoyed seeing you, watching you. And I want to see more of that. I'm not saying let's run upstairs and fuck John. All I'm saying is, I wouldn't mind doing what we did last night from time to time. Sort of keep the edge off, and keep my sanity so to speak. You know what I mean?"
"I think it's already too late for that."
She glared at me, and then laughed. She knew I was teasing her. "You might be right. I think I've already lost my mind, or going insane...or eventually would have, had I not gotten a refresher course in what it's like to see a man's nice hard cock again. Like yours was," she said. "Like it's hopefully getting now," she paused once more looking at me. Me...looking at her luscious, freely exposed tits.
"It is."
"Well then? You're probably going to be jerking it off again soon here anyway, so you just might as well let me watch you when you do. Or...let me do it for you," she added hopefully.
"That's it? That's as far as it goes then right?" I asked having already given myself into this...to her, to what I now knew we'd probably be doing from time to time. The thought of which suddenly seemed perfectly normal, perfectly acceptable, and more than all right. "As long as we didn't take it much beyond that," I found myself telling myself, wondering if I believed it even as I considered the words.
"That goes for me too you know," she then added. "So if you want to touch me a little, you can. Or kiss my tits again," she grinned. "Or even suck them some...I like, and miss feeling that."
I missed it too, and told her so.
"Would you like to suck one of them now?" She asked.
I couldn't believe she was actually asking me this as I sat there nodding my head yes. She grinned from ear to ear, slid her chair over next to mine, and cupped one of her large breasts offering it to me. "Be my guest," she said pleasurably. Trembling, I reached over taking it in my own hands, and then gingerly bent over and began nursing it.
**
As I sat there sucking on my sister's tits, there was a bit of a surprise for both of us. Suddenly I could taste this sweetness, and realized I was actually sucking mother's milk from her breast. I sat up looking at her in surprise, squeezed her breast again, specifically her nipple, and saw several bubbles of milk appear around her extended gland. Lisa giggled almost embarrassedly.
"It never really went away," she informed me. "Since I tend to play with them so much, whenever I'm masturbating, it keeps them stimulated, and keeps producing milk. Hope you don't mind...Jack...Jack, loved it," she said obviously choked up a little as she said that.
I'd never tasted it myself. But found it intriguing, interesting, manipulating her nipples once again, this time with enough force that she actually sprayed a little, making her laugh. "Wow!" I exclaimed, once more leaning over to recapture her tit in my mouth, sucking her milk as she placed her hand on the back of my head, pressing me against her.
"Hard to express in words how that feels," she said softly. "You...sucking my breast. The sensation of that, drawing the milk out through my nipple. It's like there's a direct line from that, all the way down to my...my cunt!" She said using the more vulgar term, but I knew in her using that, saying that...she was alerting me to just how aroused she was becoming. "Or more specifically, my clit!" She then added to that. "God that feels good John, really good. Sometimes...I could even have or experience a mini orgasm just from having my tits played with and manipulated like this," she moaned softly still holding my head against her breast, almost feeding it to me as she held it within her own hand now as well.
I was hard as a fucking rock, which her hand soon discovered as she dropped it down into my lap, easily locating my stiff phallus, fondling and squeezing it as a nice fat dollop of lubrication flowed from the tip. I felt my sister's fingers spreading it about the head, teasing me, pleasuring me in ways I had long forgotten.
"Fuck sis....fuck!" Was all I could say.
"I know," she whispered back saying nothing more, though pushing me away then as she suddenly stood up. "Come on John...I need a shower, and so do you," she said slyly.
"Shower? Together?" I asked incredulously as she now took my hand in hers, pulling me up out of my seat.
"Sure...why not? We both need one, at least I do."
"I've ah...I've ah...never done that."
Now it was my sister's turn to look at me in stunned surprise. "You're kidding me right? You and Kathy never once took a shower together?"
"Don't laugh Lisa. But no...we didn't. There's a lot you don't know. Don't get me wrong here, I loved her very much. But our sex-life was far less than perfect. About the only time we ever did do anything was during the week just before her period. And then if I was lucky, we'd maybe have sex two or three times that week. It was almost automatic with her, like clockwork. It got to the point where I got pretty good at guessing when her period was coming, and started anticipating that it was almost "sex-week" as I came to call it. Though even that was again like I said, less than what I had always wanted or hoped for. Most of the time she'd let me know she was in the 'mood' by standing at the foot of the stairs in one of the few somewhat sexy negligee's she actually owned. After seeing her, she'd head back upstairs to the bedroom. By the time I got there, she was in bed, with the lights off. I rarely saw her actually naked, only a handful of times really in all the years we were married did she consent to 'day-light' sex. And even then, she was usually wearing something. So seeing her totally naked was usually by accident."
We had reached her bedroom as she led me inside towards her own private bathroom. Far larger than my own, with both a tub and a shower. The shower itself big enough to accommodate four people as she leaned in turning the water on, adjusting the temperature.
"I'm sorry. I had no idea John," she said after listening to me. "I always thought you and Kathy had as intimate and passionate of a relationship as Jack and I did. Even the few times we spent together, Kathy didn't seem shy about openly discussing things with me, so I just assumed that she was a little bit like me in that regard."
"She was good at fooling people. Including me sis," I told her as she stepped into the shower, me following. "I sort of stretched the truth a little about the cucumber thing. She didn't actually do that for me...I actually caught her using it." Lisa laughed at that, already beginning to soap me up, though purposely refraining from washing my now somewhat flaccid cock as I stood there beneath the spray.
"Ok, explain that one to me," she asked.
"Well, the plain and simple truth is this. Something that always did frustrate and confuse me Lisa. It wasn't like she was exactly frigid or anything. Aside from the time we only really did it was during sex-week, I know for a fact she masturbated a lot. I actually caught her doing it a number of times, though she vehemently denied it even then. Even when it was almost too obvious to do so, even then she still did. But there was one time when things were really slow at work. My own car needed some minor work done, so I had decided to keep the crew busy at least, not just standing around, and had them work on my car. Slow as it was, I then decided to take the afternoon off, caught a bus and went home. Obviously not expecting me, I came in the back way. I knew that it was pretty close to her 'time', so I was sort of in hopes of surprising her, enticing her perhaps into having one of our rare daytime romps. Well, she surprised me actually. I found her, sitting there in the living room, watching the TV, masturbating. Though at first, I didn't know she actually was. I mean picture this sis. There she was, wearing one of the few business skirts and blouses she owns, complete with having the matching jacket on. Only her feet are propped up against the edge of the coffee table. Her blouse is mostly undone, her large breasts fully exposed, which was my first clue that something didn't look right. Though that's when I noticed the subtle movement of her hand down between her legs, and knew she was playing with herself...masturbating. But the really weird part of all this was, she was watching a fucking soap opera Lisa! Not even porn, not some sexy or racy movie even...a fucking Soap opera! Anyway, it was about then I saw her remove what I now discovered was a cucumber. Like I said, I'd tried a number of times to suggest sex-toys, by way of trying to spice up our sex-life a little. She said that she didn't want to get "hooked" on something like that. And that she preferred the real thing anyway. And yet...here she was, sitting on the couch in her business attire, fucking herself with a giant-sized cucumber, watching a Soap opera. I mean, I know I'm not hung, or anything like that. But if she could only really get off with monsters like that inside her, no wonder..."
I noticed then there was actually a tear in my sister's eye as her hand finally found me, though holding me gently, not even really stroking me yet, just fondling my cock delicately. "Like I said John, I'm sorry. I had no idea. And it's not like you're puny in that regard either," she said now stroking my dick a bit more forcefully, enticing me once more. "Trust me, I know. Jack wasn't even quite as big as you are, and he was more than adequate in that department, and certainly knew how to use it in satisfying me. So if Kathy thought of you as being less than enough for her, that was her problem. But I can assure you, she never went outside your marriage looking for something else either. I would have known that, sensed that if she had."
"Oh, I don't doubt that for a minute sis. I know she never cheated on me, though I almost wish that she had in a way. Her secret masturbation episodes, especially when I confronted her with them after catching her, drove me nuts. Her denying that she did, when it would have been more arousing and exciting for me to hear her actually admit that she did, or had instead. But then seeing her...seeing her like that, obviously off in some sort of weird twisted fantasy, well...it was almost too much for me."
"Well, everyone has fantasies John. I certainly do too. And I daresay, that some of mine could be considered weird or twisted as you say, even more so than Kathy's was. But yes...I do agree with you on the other hand, the fact she denied having them or more importantly at least sharing them with you, does seem a little strange. I mean...well, Jack and I enjoyed some pretty sick or twisted pillow talk from time to time. And I'll be honest with you John, you know how much Jack liked you, considered you more a friend than his brother-in-law."
"Yeah, I know...felt the same way about him too," I told her. Lisa nodded her head, though continuing.
"A few times...when we were sort of role-playing or fantasizing there in bed while making love, he'd on occasion ask me about threesomes with another man or woman. We'd discussed it several times, though up until then, we'd never actually pursued that or done anything. And then finally he came right out and asked me if there was any one person that I was willing to admit to as being sexually attracted to, or interested in. There was...so I told him."
"Who?" I asked curiously.
"You," she said leaning into me now, resting her head against my chest, still lovingly holding my rapidly hardening cock within her hands. The feel of her firm full breasts now mashed against my chest as we stood there beneath the water together.
"Me?" I asked incredulously. "You told Jack that?" I now asked stunned upon hearing this.



"I did. And the funny thing was, Jack thought that was damn fucking hot. His very words. And he even told me, of all the men he knew, friends he had, that you would probably be the only other person he would honestly feel comfortable sharing me with. Watching me with. And that for him became a personal fantasy. I'm almost embarrassed to tell you John...more than once, we both pretended that he was you while he fucked me. Those were some of the wildest most passionate evenings we ever spent together."
"So did you two actually ever have a threesome then?" I asked, my hands now cupping my sister's breasts again, coyly thumbing and teasing her hard extended nipples as we stood there.
"We did...a couple of times yes. Once with another friend of ours, someone we both knew and who I was ok with. But even that just didn't seem to reach the level of arousal and intensity we had hoped for. Another was with another couple, which I actually found more interesting as that was my first time with another woman. But the guy was more of a voyeur, not that there's anything wrong with that. But he was more interested in seeing me with his wife, and not so much in seeing Jack with his wife. So that too was less fun and exciting than it could have been. We'd finally gotten back to discussing the possibility of approaching you...and then the accident happened. And well...that was the end of that, in more ways than one."
"Jesus sis," I said slowly expelling my breath. "I'm not sure I'd have reacted very well to that...back then," I added smiling at her as she looked up at me, and then suddenly dropped down to her knees there in the shower. I looked down at her, sensing what she was about to do, not sure how I still felt about that at the moment either, right up until the moment she took my cock into her mouth and began sucking it. "Fuck!" I said simply, giving into the unbelievable sensation, opening my eyes again, which had closed of their own accord. Now looking down at my sister as she knelt, looking up at me, her mouth wonderfully working my cock.
"Always wanted to do this," she grinned around my shaft, licking it rapidly.
"Another first for me," I informed her smiling back. Her eyebrows furrowing just a bit.
"Don't tell me, Kathy never sucked you off?"
"No...she did, well not off...off if you know what I mean. But I actually never saw her doing it. I only ever felt her doing it...you know, in the dark thing."
Lisa just shook her head, almost apologetically for my wife. "In that case John, settle back...watch, and enjoy yourself. I'm about to give you a real treat here. And then afterwards...I'll expect you to do the same thing for me."
"You want me to eat your pussy?" I thought, but didn't quite say. The words just melting in my mouth, becoming nothing more than an intelligible amount of gibberish as my sister's mouth and tongue began doing things to my cock that I didn't even think were possible. The fact I was actually watching her doing it, was almost as good as the sensations were.
"Fuck Lisa..." I moaned now placing my hands down on my sister's head as she fucked me with her mouth.
"I know John...I know."
**
I was so fucking close, but sensing that, Lisa stopped what she was doing, only then standing up again. "Not yet," she grinned. "Not here. Now you finish washing me, and then we'll go into the bedroom."
Though I liked the sound of that, I was nervous and apprehensive still too. Thinking with my cock again, instead of my head. I still had reservations about some of this...not sure I could ever actually fuck my own sister, even if she was ok with it. I'm not sure I was. I know...I was walking a fine silly line here perhaps. But it still was a line in the sand for me that I wasn't sure I was willing to cross. The fact I'd enjoyed, allowed...and wanted my sister to suck my cock again, and me...licking her pussy too, if that's what she wanted, seemed like something that didn't quite take us over that edge. Incestuous still yes, but not quite decadently incestuous, if that was even a measure of things. Though for me at the moment...it still was.
I soaped her breasts, once again enjoying the feel of them in my hands, slippery soft...yet firm, pliable, erotic. I was having fun playing with them, holding tits in my hand again, looking forward to sucking them again, tasting my sister's milk even. I had now washed (well sort of washed) her everywhere except actually touching her pussy. Sensing my nervous hesitation perhaps, for that's all it really was, Lisa took my hand in hers, guiding it down between her legs as I held the soap in my hand almost as a protective barrier.
"Go ahead honey...wash my pussy. Let your fingers feel me, feel how wet I'm getting for you."
I didn't say it, or tell her...but the last time I had actually touched, well...rather fingered a woman's pussy was when I'd diddled Rebecca Ann Sue's cunt back in high school in the back seat of my car. It had been that long. Sure...I'd more or less petted my wife's pussy a few times, but "fingers" don't belong there was her response. (Her's...or mine?) I'd always wondered. So my experience in that particular department was sadly lacking. Hell, I couldn't even remember what Rebecca Ann Sue's pussy even felt like by this time. But I was sure as hell finding out what my sister's felt like as I now stood there enjoying the sensation of slipping a single digit inside her. Not only was I taking delight in the slippery, slick almost oily-like lubrication that was now coating my finger, but the spongy-like texture as well, especially just inside as I stood there caressing it.
"Oh John...that's my...spot!" She moaned deliciously.
"Women had a spot?" I asked myself, though continuing to grin, nodding my head like I knew what the hell she was talking about. Whatever it was I was doing...I continued doing it, until she too seemed to be growing weak in the knees on me.
"Ok, enough...or you'll have me turning into a cum puddle here," she stated. "Time to get out, and take this back up in the bedroom."
Stepping out, we dried ourselves off so as to expedite things, and then I once again followed my sister into her bedroom, standing there at the foot of the bed looking on as she crawled up into it. I started to climb in with her, but she stopped me once again.
"Not yet...I want to watch you again for a moment," she explained. "I want to watch you jerking your cock off John, while you stand there and watch me finger my pussy. You'd like seeing me do that wouldn't you?" She asked hotly, her tone of voice taking on that sultry tone to it once more.
"Yes," I basically hissed, looking down at my own sweet sexy sister. Maybe some wouldn't find it sexy, but I sure as hell did. Her large full breasts now flattening out some, spreading out to either side of her ribcage like thick fluffy pancakes. Her nipples however, standing stiff proud and tall off each breast. Hard thick thimble-sized protrusions that looked inviting, making me salivate for the taste of them again. Especially when she reached up with her hands, now capturing each, pulling on them until she managed two pretty good spurts of breast milk that shot up, and then cascaded back down onto her tits and belly.
"You like seeing me milking my titties?" She asked as I stood fisting my cock, showing her I did, likewise milking my own cock so that a streamer of pre-lubrication now appeared at the tip. It actually oozed down in a long filament that stayed connected, starting to swing a bit too and fro before finally separating, dripping onto the floor.
"Oh fuck...that was hot, make it do it again," she told me as I produced another, stood looking at it, watching it begin to lengthen out again. "Bring that here," she told me however before it could separate again. "Carefully...I want to taste it."
I took a single step forward closer to the end of the bed as my sister scooted around on her back, suddenly scrunching under and beneath me. The dangle of fluid just hovering over her open mouth now as she reached up, grabbing my dick. I watched as it just then dripped, disappearing into her mouth as she savored it, licking her lips, squeezing my prick again in hopes of another. But even as she did that, I felt her tongue suddenly snake out, now tickling and licking at my exposed scrotum, my balls still hanging a bit loosely, but tightening with each and every passing moment as she suddenly sucked one gently into her mouth and began tonguing that.
"Holy fuck sis!" I spat, knees suddenly growing weak on me.
"Bet she never did that either did she?"
"No." I said simply. Though if she had, I'd never seen that either, though I don't remember ever feeling anything like this, so I was pretty damn sure she never had. Needless to say, I was in heaven. Two distinct treats for me. One, getting my balls licked and sucked was one...having had no idea that my sister doing that could feel that way. Two...hell make that three. The fact it was my SISTER actually doing that to begin with. Three. That I was standing there looking down at a nude woman. Fully nude. No frills, no lace, no nothing. Just beautiful bare tits (even if they were spread out some) and this puffy, swollen pair of bare pussy lips. Cunt lips...labia and all. Which I had actually played with, ran my fingers through, sensed and felt the wetness, the slickness. A cunt I had actually finger fucked...once again, my sisters. So all this was going through my tortured pleasured mind. Which in my book anyway, was far beyond anything I'd ever enjoyed all at once.
"I bet there's something else I can do that you'd like," she said still mouthing my nut-sack.
"You could be doing anything sis...and I'm sure I'd like it. Shit babe...you're driving me nuts enough as it is." She laughed at that.
"Nuts enough," as she licked them again. "Guess you could say that I am. But how about...a titty fuck?"
Now that I had enjoyed. One of the few things it seemed Kathy hadn't minded me doing. But then again...only once ever with the lights on, and only because I'd insisted on it. Well...that and it being my birthday and all.
This time Lisa had me crawl up onto the bed with her, now straddling her tummy, pointing my stiff aching cock at her face as she leaned up just enough to give it a little lick, before holding her breasts together, giving me a nice soft passage to slide my prick between.
"And here's something a little extra for you," she said, once more pulling on her nipples, making them squirt, much more this time...though she'd been basically priming the pump for me so to speak. It was just wickedly decadent enough, seeing her tits spraying, both nipples squirting, with that very warm sensation of her mother's milk suddenly raining down on my thrusting cock. She milked them some more, adding more cream to the mix as I now plowed through her milk covered valley, further pleasuring my own dick. "How's that feel?" she asked.
"Fuck Lisa...you have no idea! This is...sensational!" I grunted, enjoying the tease of the slippery passage back and forth between her succulent looking breasts. "Man oh man...that's naughty hot!"
"You like me making you...naughty hot huh?" She likewise moaned, spraying even more milk on me. "I like it too," she added. "You're making me naughty hot. I can already feel my pussy liquefying inside, wanting you to drink it...taste me, eat me!" She almost demanded. I took the hint. "Spin around, so I can also suck that cock of yours again," she caught me just as I started to slide back on her. Yet again...another first.
We were soon in a classical "69" with one another, me on top as I fed her my dick, Lisa holding it, sucking it, while I for a brief moment, just hovered above her, holding that succulent, juicy looking pussy of hers apart with my hands. I had honestly never seen one this up, close and personal before. And I was savoring it. Her lips were swollen red, glistening. A dewdrop of an almost milky white substance seemed to ooze out of the opening. Gingerly, cautiously perhaps, I licked it up, tasting it...tasting her. Tasting my sister. "Damn!" I groaned audibly, and then plunged even deeper into my sister's open, inviting pussy, digging for more. It made her laugh.
"So...you like that huh?" She asked as she almost immediately drew my cock very deep into her throat without waiting for an answer. I answered her by thrusting my own tongue into her as far as I could, finding more of that sweet tasting nectar, devouring it as I now found and discovered her little knot. I sucked that too, lightly and gently at first, rolling it around inside my mouth like a pebble. "Oh fuck, oh baby...yeah! Just like that! Like that!" Lisa finally exclaimed no longer sucking my cock, though holding it, rubbing the tip which was sending a thousand tingles into my balls. "Damn that's good! Don't let anyone ever tell you, that you don't know how to eat pussy honey. Because you're doing a damn fucking good job!"
Maybe I wasn't an expert. But I always had been a quick learner. As Lisa directed, telling me what she liked, what felt good, I merely listened, and continued. But it had gotten to the point where the novelty of doing a "69" together had worn off. Once again she coached me, rolling me over onto my back.
"Now...lay back John. It's time I showed you what this is all about."
I don't care who you are, or how much control you think you have. But the way my sister went after my cock was something along the lines of fantabulous. Within moments after she began sucking and licking me earnestly, I knew I was a gonner. I could feel my balls tighten into twin little golf-balls, the tingling sensation in my prick already alerting me this was going to be a gusher on top of everything else. And so I actually tried warning her...you know, just in case. She merely said, "Ah hum" and kept bobbing her head up and down on my cock, one hand rolling my golf-balls around, which simply added to the other, triggering moments after that, the first of several powerful jettisons of my cream.
"Fuck...she's, she's...sucking me dry!" I think I remember saying to myself. The intensity of my orgasm causing me to actually lurch up some, eyes popping open as I looked down at her. She in turn, once again looking up towards me, smiling. And as she smiled, I watched a copious amount of my dick-cream suddenly pouring out, down and around my shaft again as she purposely gave me the vision of seeing that. Knowing that all that spunk had only moments ago been inside her mouth. And then she dove back down on my cock again, sucking up, cleaning and cleansing my prick again, even as I continued to spurt, adding more and more juice to her rather noisy, sloppy, slurpy blowjob.
It was the best moment of my entire life!
**
I think I dozed off. Or maybe it was more like passed out. But when I eventually did come too, Lisa was still softly licking and sucking my now very limp cock. Even that felt good. No sense of urgency, no real passion...just this delightful, loving, tender exploration of my very satisfied phallus.
"For a moment there, I thought I lost you," she giggled smiling, obviously content and quite pleased with herself.
"You did. I think I saw stars sis. Just before the blackness came."
"So in other words..."
"Best fucking blow job of my entire life!" I said thanking her. "Now...what can I do for you?" I asked feeling a bit guilty here. I sort of figured she'd had a small one earlier when I was going down on her. Nothing earth-shaking, not like I knew she was capable of having anyway. I'd seen that for myself.
"Nothing right now," she said smiling. "I'd rather wait until you're fully and completely recovered again...later on this evening. Think of it as long, extended foreplay for me. Sometimes I like doing that, spreading it out over the course of an entire day. Sometimes I'll do that to myself. Have a bunch of small little O's...and then when I am damn good and horny, I let myself have the big one. Oh...and by the way, as you'll no doubt see and witness later. Those tend to be rather...well, shall we say, 'squirty' ones?"
I laughed. "Damn sis. You tend to leak out in all sorts of ways don't you?"
"I do. And you haven't seen anything yet dear," she said winking at me. "So be thinking about it. Later on this evening, maybe we'll watch another naughty movie together, and then when I'm good and ready, you can watch me squirt all over that nice hard cock of yours. Would you like that?"
I looked down at myself, and then my sister did. Astonished, I was already starting to get hard again.
"Obviously...you would."
"Maybe we don't need to wait until later," I proposed.
"Oh yes we do," Lisa told me. "So put that on hold. Like I said, part of the fun for me is drawing it out...and this one honey, I want to draw out for as long as I can withstand it. Trust me, it'll be worth it. Now, time for you to get dressed and get the lawn mowed for me. After that, I have a few other little things I'd really like you to do for me."
"Yes dear," I quipped. And then my sister punched me. Hard too! It was the perfect exclamation point to the start of a beautiful day. I was already anxiously waiting for the evening to arrive. But more importantly, I found I was falling in love with my own sister. And that was something I wasn't quite sure how to deal with...yet.
To be continued...
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It took almost two hours to both mow and trim the sizeable yard we had. I was already considering the possibility of looking into a riding mower to cut down the time it took doing it as I entered the back door into the kitchen area. Lisa was just then setting plates out on the table for the lunch she'd obviously just prepared.
"Go ahead and wash up John. Lunch will be ready in a few minutes here."
Even as I stood at the kitchen sink washing up, I took the moment to eyeball my sister. Though dressed now, she was hardly wearing more than what she now did in the evenings. Though anyone coming over wouldn't have given that much thought, though I certainly was. The beige shorts she had on were baggy, though short, giving her legs a much longer look to them. I couldn't help doing that, admiring and taking in her still firm muscular shape, the tone of her calves, not to mention the firmness of her cute ass. She was wearing a plaid sleeveless blouse, the shirttail tied in a tight little knot just beneath her breasts. The way she was wearing it, molded her very obvious bare breasts, and though giving her support, highlighted the fact she wasn't wearing one as they jostled about freely just a little. I watched without trying to be too obvious about it even as she finished placing everything on the table in preparation for our mid-afternoon lunch together.
"Ok John...I think you've had ample time to stare at my tits, I'm sure your hands weren't all that dirty!"
I swear, she had eyes in the back of her head, and on the sides too. I walked over, smacking her on the ass however before taking my seat. "Well if you're going to run around like that, you'll have to just get used to my looking at them," I informed her, enjoying the sensation of being able to talk like this with her. Obviously, we'd gone into the 'familiar zone' with one another, so more open, uninhibited and even playful banter was to be expected. Seeing her smile, I knew it was welcomed too, along with the half friendly slap on her ass as she squealed in delight, though side-stepping away from me in anticipation of another perhaps.
Lisa had fixed egg-salad sandwiches, one of my favorites, and one I hadn't had in a while. Not since the last time she had made them for me, which I couldn't even put a date to as long as it had been. "Thanks sis...you spoil me," I told her devouring half of one almost before she had a chance to say "you're welcome," which she said by simply placing her hand over one of mine, squeezing it briefly before biting into her own sandwich. We sat enjoying our food, silence taking over for a moment, though as I sat eating, I couldn't help but overhearing this strange unfamiliar sound.
"What is that?" I asked looking up over towards the window as though the sound was something coming from outside. Just vague enough to give me that impression as nothing within the room itself suggested anything that could be making it. "Can you hear that?" I asked her again now standing.
"Hear what?"
"That...that, that buzzing sound," I said now leaning over the sink staring out the window, though in doing so, now clearly hearing it behind me, and not outside. I turned looking at Lisa, a big grin on her face as she sat there still chewing on her sandwich. I furrowed my brow, once more looking at her directly. "That's coming from you!" I rightly accused, to which she of course laughed, almost spewing the last bit of food in her mouth as she struggled to keep from actually choking on it.
"I was wondering when you'd eventually figure that out John. You're right of course, it is me...or rather the mini vibe I have inside me."
"Mini what?"
"Mini vibrator. I told you earlier, sometimes I like to tease myself throughout the day." She then stood removing what appeared to be a small remote control from her pants pocket, only then revealing the fact that a small thin cord ran up the side of her shorts, and then down over her waistband, disappearing into god knows where from there. "Right now...it's on really low," she informed me, then turning it up a little, that humming, buzzing sound taking on a noticeable difference though she quickly turned it down again. "Suzie likes being teased," she then said.
"Suzie? Who the hells Suzie? And what's she got to do with what you're doing now?" I asked totally confused and bewildered here, not to mention mildly shocked at realizing what she was doing here.
Once more she laughed. "Suzie Q...my pussy," she said. "You know, like the song?"
"You named your pussy, Suzie Q?"
"Along time ago, even before I started dating Jack yes. Don't you have a name for your penis?"
"No," I said looking at her.
"You're kidding me? I thought all guys named their dicks, you mean you never did?"
"I don't know what books you've been reading, but none of the guys I ever knew ever named their dicks no. Maybe their girlfriends did...but the guys? No...at least I certainly never did. Though maybe if you think about it, Dick sort of is a name I guess."
"Doesn't count," Lisa told me. "We'll have to come up with something for him."
"Him?"
"Yeah...him. I'll have to give that some thought," she said grinning once more though sitting down once again after putting her remote control back inside her pocket.
"Anyway...Suzie likes it when I tease her like this for a bit, without letting her climax. Makes it a lot nicer one, a lot harder when I let her come later."
"Her."
"Yeah...her. Him. We...us," she giggled.
"You're making me hard."
"Good. Stay hard. Now...finish your lunch. We need to go to the store and pick up a few things."
"We? As in you...me,"
"And Suzie...yes, Suzie Q."
I just shook my head and laughed, though curious and asking. "What if someone hears that? You know, while we're shopping?"
"No worries...I'll turn it off just before we go in, she likes that, the tease...the anticipation of when we come back outside again."
"Suzie."
"Yeah...Suzie," Lisa winked and then began clearing up the dishes. "And if we hurry, I might even let you kiss Suzie on the lips as soon as we get back."
As I went upstairs to put a shirt on, I found myself whistling a familiar tune...not to mention running through a list of names. "Damn it woman!" I said and then laughed. In her own strange unique way, Lisa was indeed making me feel alive again.
**
True to her word, Lisa had turned off the vibrator she still had up inside her by the time we got to the grocery store. The problem was, I'd vaguely been hearing it on the drive over, so that by the time we arrived, I was now fully erect. "Shit Lisa! Now see what you've gone and done?" I was tenting through my slacks, wishing now I had thrown on a pair of jeans instead, something that would have at least compressed my current predicament. And of course all she did was laugh as she climbed out of her side of the car. Making adjustments the best I could after getting out myself, I looked down once again. It wasn't as noticeable, but there was no doubt that anyone looking would see there was an obvious bulge there.
"Don't worry about it," she giggled. "Anyone looking will just tell themselves you've got a nice package is all," she smiled again taking my hand and then leading me inside the store. I quickly grabbed a shopping cart, something to help conceal my situation as we began slowly making our way up and down the aisles, gathering things off my sister's shopping list. At least as we did this, my stiff aching member finally started to go down. Until we reached the produce aisle.
I wasn't thinking anything really by the time we arrived there, but moments later as Lisa began picking through some of the cucumbers I began getting nervous and worried again. Mainly because she was fondling a couple of them almost intimately, giving me a particular 'look' and a smile as she did. She even stuck her tongue out briefly, flicking the tip of one of them without even bothering to look around to see if anyone was watching her, though I certainly did. And my worst fears came to fruition in doing that, as an attractive young looking blond came strolling over towards us, pushing her cart. By the look on her face she was very much aware of what was going on here. She held a diminutive smile, not trying to hide it necessarily, but obviously amused. Now standing next to Lisa likewise fishing through a few others laying there, as Lisa returned the one she'd been holding, searching out others, the young woman spoke to her.
"I know my husband prefers the really big thick ones," she said almost conspiratorially. "Though I prefer the long skinny ones myself. I think he just enjoys the visual of it more than anything."
I stood there with my mouth hanging open, listening to the two of them standing there talking about cucumbers in this way, especially as they both now held one, almost stroking it as though getting a seductive feel for it.
"I think I'll stay with the slimmer one," Lisa told her, only then looking over at me, or rather down at my crotch again, which of course drew the other woman's eyes as well. "I think John will be pleased either way, watching me...so I think I'll stick with this one." She then placed it in a plastic bag, as the blonde likewise did the same with hers, though she gave my crotch another going over before winking at Lisa.
"Have fun," she said and then pushed her way down the aisle stopping in front of the rather large carrots. She held one up. "These aren't bad either," she added, giggling, placing it back and then proceeded on along her way.
"Jesus H!" I finally exclaimed as we soon followed behind, though I pushed our cart considerably slower, hoping to place some distance between us. I soon wouldn't have my shopping cart to use as any sort of protection from my once again obvious state.
We managed to make it out of the store without any further incidents, packing away several grocery bags in the back seat. Lisa was still fumbling with a few as I walked around to my side of the car getting in. Closing the back door on her side, she then came forward sitting down on her side, settling in...buckling up. She held the cucumber in her hand.
"Home James," she grinned wickedly. "But slowly though...I think you're going to enjoy this."
**
Lisa reached down pulling out the small bullet vibrator she had inside her. I was amazed at how small it was, and that it could even give her the kind of tingling pleasures she'd obviously been experiencing. "Suzie's happy...want to feel?" She asked. I couldn't help but laugh, letting my sister draw my hand over and down between her legs as she pulled one side of her baggy shorts over, showing me just how easily accessible she was. It only dawned on me then, she hadn't been wearing any panties either. She was indeed slick, slippery wet, forcing me to remove my fingers moments later, though not before licking and sucking them off herself. I was almost jealous of her.
Still holding her baggy shorts off to one side, she now took the cucumber, placing it gingerly at the opening of her sex and began teasing herself with it. Slowly, easing the long slim green phallus inside her, likewise withdrawing it. I noticed as she did, it appeared to be coated with an almost milky-white sheen that clung to its glistening surface.
"Trying looking at the road once in a while John," she admonished me. "I don't want to end up on a gurney in a hospital with a cucumber sticking out of my cunt."
I actually did have to slightly correct our position in the road, as well as slowing down a little. My foot had absentmindedly pushed down on the accelerator just a little, though I think that was in response to my trying to relieve some of the pressure off the positioning of my very swollen cock. I then changed my mind, sped up again with my eyes firmly focused on the road ahead of me. We were only a few blocks away from the house. I heard Lisa laugh though I didn't look at her.
"In a hurry to get home are we?" She asked. I reached down, still watching the road, unzipping my pants, freeing my member as it all but sprang up through the opening I had now provided for its escape.
"You might could say that," I said grinning inwardly as she moaned and simply said:
"Oh my!"
We pulled into the driveway a few minutes later. Aroused, all thought of propriety had fled me. Sliding out of the front seat of the car, I didn't even bother putting my hard cock away. Even as I walked towards the back of the car, opening the car door in order to grab a couple of bags of groceries, I stood there with it sticking out, obscenely, vulgarly, uninhibitedly. Lisa loved it, quickly snatching up the remaining bags and now following me back inside the house where my dick basically led the way.
We'd barely managed to put the bags down on the kitchen counter when she was suddenly there on her knees in front of me, her mouth already surrounding my shaft, sucking it in.
"Thought you wanted to wait," I told her leaning back against the counter now, holding onto the edge for support, gripping it as her mouth suddenly became a vacuum around me.
"I am...we are," she said though she continued to kneel there sucking my dick. "Tell me when you're getting close," she then added. I had no idea what the hell she was up to, but her mouth felt too fucking good at the moment to worry about it. Moments later however, I could feel the sensation alerting me I was going to come soon, though I think my tightening balls were the first early warning signal as she suddenly stood releasing my prick even before I could say anything.
Confused, I stood there watching her as she moved over towards the counter where the bags were and began rummaging through them.
"What the hell are you doing?" I asked bewildered.
"Ah...here they are," she said suddenly removing a package of light bulbs we had purchased. "Would you mind grabbing the step ladder out of the utility room?" She asked, confusing me even further. "Come on John, I told you earlier that the light in the hallway needed to be replaced."
I started to wonder if Lisa wasn't showing the first signs of Alzheimer's, and then reached down attempting to put my still hard throbbing cock away.
"Don't you dare," she said looking down at it. "Leave it that way, I rather like it, and want access to it whenever I feel like it," she told me. "Oh...I see, you thought I was going to let you come did you?" She laughed. "Sorry Charlie...we've got a long way to go yet before either one of us does that." She then paused looking at my cock with a thoughtful expression on her face.
"What?" I asked her looking down at my almost dark purple swollen monster still sticking out the front of my slacks, looking quite angry at this sudden unexpected turn of events.
"That's what his name will be!" She exclaimed delightedly. "Charlie! From now on...we call him Charlie!"
**
I managed to procure the stepladder carrying it back into the hallway where Lisa stood expectantly waiting on me. My dick was still sticking out of course, which pleased her to no end as she saw it. I then climbed the ladder, removing the light cover handing that to her so she could clean and dust it off, as she in turn handed me a new light bulb which I then began replacing. As I did, I felt her hand wrap itself around my cock once more, stroking it playfully.
"Damn it Lisa," I said half seriously. "You're gonna make me fall!" I told her just managing to get the new bulb in the fixture as I then turned to take back the light cover and put it on. She continued to stand there and fondle me however until I had, only then releasing me as I climbed back down the ladder again.
I hadn't noticed until that very moment that Lisa had dropped her shorts, which she now stepped out of as she climbed up the ladder there in front of me. Reaching the top rung, she sat down on it, perfectly positioned with her bare pussy right there in front of my face.
"I told you if you were a good boy, I'd let you kiss Suzie on the lips when we got back," she said hotly, her hand already down spreading herself as I stood there looking directly at her. I didn't need to be asked twice, leaning forward, hands now on her knees as I planted my mouth on her lips, sucking and drawing them in, French kissing her...tonguing her, soon locating and flicking her hard little knot with the tip of my tongue. She squealed delightedly, her hands coming up now to rest on the top of my head. "Oh yes John, that's it...lick my fucking cunt!" She cried out obscenely..."Until I tell you otherwise," she then added. She pulled my head up forcing me to look at her. "I promise you John, all this teasing torture will be worth it. Trust me." She then replaced my head back down against her pussy again, and allowed me to lap away at her until she was shuddering on the edge. "Ok...stop. Stop!" She demanded, forcing my head away again. Reluctantly I did so, my face slick with her juices and the heady smell of her.
"Ok, time to change the sheets on the bed now John. I want nice clean sweet smelling sheets for later. You go put the ladder away, and meet me in the bedroom. Once again I reached down almost absentmindedly trying to put my cock away. She waved her finger at me though. "Ah uh John...remember?"
I left it out...carried the ladder back where I'd found it, and then followed my almost painful aching dick..."Charlie", back up the stairs again.
**
By the time I arrived in my sister's bedroom, she had already changed clothes. Well...sort of. She had now removed her blouse, her gorgeous tits now fully exposed, though she had in turn put on a pair of black silky laced panties. She looked sexy as hell standing there like that as she pulled the pillow covers off the pillow, and then walked over towards me, draping the two of them over my dick as though its sole purpose in life was for doing that. She then reached for the corner of the mattress lifting that up, and began pulling off the rest of the sheets. "Well?" She asked glaring at me. "Are you and Charlie just going to stand there and watch us work?"
I just shook my head. There was no point in saying anything, or fighting it, as I wandered over, pillowcases still dangling from my cock as I lifted up the other side, removing the sheets from the bed. We then refitted new sheets onto it, smoothed them out, replacing the pillow covers as well, and then the nice thick comforter. In moments the bed was freshly made again, apparently for later.
Now that it was, she pushed me down onto it, tossing away the dirty pillowcases, and began attacking my belt, undoing it. "I want you naked now," she told me. I looked at the clock on the nightstand; it was barely three in the afternoon. "Sorry sweetie. We still have a long...long ways to go yet before we're done." I moaned almost in exasperation, but then she climbed up straddling my legs after having pulled my slacks and shorts completely off me, only then undoing my shirt, tossing that off to one side as well until I was even more naked than she was.
Lisa now straddled my waist, though more specifically my cock, taking it in her hand, cagily slipping it up and through one of her leg openings. Now trapped, I sat there looking at my cock as it rested against her pussy, her sheer silky feeling panties now covering us both. She reached down, now rubbing me through the material, as well as herself as I groaned inwardly at the sensation of that. Her warmth and wetness bathing my cock from one side, her almost cool, slick panties caressing me on the other.
As good as it felt, I was still very frustrated, if not even more so now. Though the torturous tease and pleasure had in the beginning been somewhat enjoyable, it was now becoming almost maddening. "Please sis please...enough with the teasing. I'm not sure I can stand it for much longer, let alone try and survive all of this until this evening."



She smiled, leaning forward kissing me full on the mouth then. Taking my still captured cock with her, pressing hard and firm against her drenched pussy. I felt her soft full breasts grazing my chest as we kissed, tongues now dancing, fencing, as we sucked one another's lips, taking turns even in doing that.
"I'm not all that mean," she sighed whispering. "I never figured you'd be able to...or me either for that matter," she now informed me. "But part of the fun is in not really knowing. But what I need...and what Suzie needs...is a messy face."
"Messy...face?" I asked somewhat relieved.
"Yeah baby...Suzie needs a nice, sticky, messy face."
Lisa reached down once again, placing her hand over my cock through the material of her panties and began caressing me in earnest now. As she did that, I could feel her neither lips almost surrounding me, nearly sucking me inside her. The heat from her cunt in evidence. The warmth of her lubrications bathing me in her essence, though I too was now bathing her in my own as the first streamers of cum drool began to saturate the thin material of her sexy panties.
I was in a sense desperate for her. My own personal resolve crumbling as I actually considered, thought about just spearing her, thrusting my cock inside her, fucking her. But not knowing for sure how she felt, as we'd both addressed that earlier as something neither one of us was sure of, or even wanted to do...I just managed to hold back. It was hell on the one hand, and heaven on the other. But even this, if it's all we ever did, if we never, ever did actually fuck...it was more than I had really truly enjoyed before. And I wasn't about to say or do anything that would fuck that up. Tempted as I now was.
This time when my balls tightened up, ready to explode, I knew there was no holding back. But Lisa knew it too, having grabbed my cock firmly in her hand, though the material of her panties still separated her direct touch on me. She now rubbed it wildly, wickedly back and forth against herself, rubbing my much larger head, against her much, much smaller one. It wasn't long after that, that I felt the searing fire of my climax suddenly erupt. Spurt after spurt of my semen saturating the two of us, her panties soaked now, milky-white cream oozing and seeping through the material. She continued frigging herself with me, the slipperiness of my semen now caressing her clit more directly as she masturbated herself with it, using me. I continued to throb, long after my orgasm had actually abated, the tingling sensation of that sticky mess somehow soothing my almost too tender organ now. Her eyes popped open as she looked down at me. Wicked lust, desire...want in her face.
"Are you ready for this?" She now asked.
"Go for it!" I told her. "Go...for...it!"
**
Even though I was half expecting it...I was still taken by surprise at the enormity of it. I had no clue...no idea, even warned beforehand. Sure, I had heard about it, even seen it once (sort of) in a video...but never, ever...anything like this. And even then, I didn't quite actually see it, just felt it, especially with her still wearing her panties. Lisa seemed to draw in her breath at some point, actually holding it for a long moment as her body tensed, seemed to hang there, and then just explode all at once. And as she cried out, as she finally expelled her breath, I felt this enormous liquid saturation suddenly pouring out of her, all over me...us, Charlie and Suzie Q. I felt my sister's fluids, her juice pouring through her panties, all over my cock, down my legs, saturating my balls and everything below that. She thrashed above me, still crying out deliriously as her orgasm swept through her, over her, and around her all at once. Eventually she collapsed, her fully body covering mine, her breathing still labored as she fought to finally control it. When she eventually did, she sat up, her face flushed, blushing just a little.
"I warned you," she said. "Hope that didn't freak you out though," she then added. "It's been a while...a long...long while, since I've come quite like that."
"Freak me out? No. Surprise me? Yes...but damn sis...that was nice, really...really nice."
In truth, at first...I thought she was actually peeing on me. But even if she had been, if that's what she'd actually done, I was amazed that the thought of her doing that didn't bother me. And even after when I learned, it was purely and simply a woman's full on squirting ejaculate instead, I was intrigued by it, stimulated, and now looked forward to seeing her doing it again.
"Fuck!"
"What?"
"We're going to need to make the bed again," she announced. "That...and now I need to wash the comforter too."
I laughed. "You go get the sheets...and I'll start stripping the bed."
"Deal," she said as she slipped out of the bed. "And then after that...you go downstairs, watch some TV for a while and relax. I'll bring you a beer while you're doing that. And then later...after dinner, I'll show you something else fun," she hinted with that knowing look of hers.
I swatted her ass again as she dodged me heading out into the hall towards the linen closet, giggling the entire way.
And I knew even as she did that...I wanted to fuck her more than anything. Not just fuck her however, make love to her. I stood there realizing even as I repeated the words. More than anything in my life at the moment...I wanted desperately to have sex with my own flesh and blood.
**
I sat on my recliner sipping my beer, half watching the TV, half looking at my sister. Lisa sat in her chair sipping on one as well. She was still mostly naked, though I was too. Still wearing her cum-drenched panties, explaining to me when she came walking in still wearing them, that she wanted to "feel" me for a while, as well as smell me...smell us all mingled together as it was just one more aphrodisiac that turned her on. I was just starting to get amorous again simply looking at her when the sound of the doorbell upstairs alerted us both that we were about to have company.
"Shit! I forgot! Marsha said she might be dropping by later. Wanted to show me the new dress she got for her niece's wedding!" Jumping up, she tossed on her bathrobe, about the only thing she could do, and hurried towards the stairs.
"What should I do?" I asked. I had nothing to wear, and really...no place to go either.
She turned briefly before bounding up the stairs in order to answer the door. "You stay where...and how you are. I'll come back in a bit and let you know how things are going," she informed me. "Oh...and if you finish that one, you can finish my beer," she added. And with that...she was gone.
It was a strange sensation, sitting there naked, company in the house. I could hear the two of them talking briefly, though without being able to make out what was being said, talking in low tones, and then giggling. Seconds after that, the sounds of the two of them moving off, heading upstairs. And then parting, one set of feet heading back downstairs again, the others heading up. I figured Marsha was heading up towards the bedroom, with Lisa now coming down, which she confirmed seconds later as she rounded the corner of the hallway peeking in at me.
"She wants to show me how it looks on her," she stated. She then paused, considering, and then grinned. "If you want a peek at her...give us a minute. I'll leave the door cracked for you," she said, and then hurried back up the stairs again.
I had in fact met Marsha a number of times. She was Lisa's best and dearest friend. Only a year or two younger than Lisa, they had very often gone out together at least once a month and even golfed together on a league during the summer. I had even kissed her once, under the mistletoe during Christmas time a few years back. It had all been in fun of course, everyone was kissing everyone under that sprig there beneath the doorway in the hall. The thing was, she'd slipped me the tongue when doing so, which had caught me off guard, just luckily for me, my wife hadn't been around at the time to have seen that. But even after losing Kathy, Lisa had once let it be known to me, that if I was interested, Marsha was too. She'd gotten divorced a year after that Christmas party. No surprise there. Her husband had been fucking the hostess at the time, another one of their mutual friends. She was attractive, admittedly...but honestly, other than her looks, just not my type. Marsha was a natural red-headed beauty, Irish descent, with splotches of freckles on her shoulders than actually looked sexy, not to mention the few that seemed sprinkled on her chest as they disappeared down into the low-cut gown she'd been wearing at the time. I sat there thinking about what Lisa had just said to me..."If I wanted a peek?" Surprised that she'd even venture down that road with me...let alone with Marsha. Still, there was something about the way she'd said that, hinting at it, that said more. Intrigued, I figured I'd given them plenty of time to start trying on dresses, and hurriedly, yet quietly made my way up the stairs. Sure enough, approaching my sister's bedroom door, I could see it was open just a crack. And though I was naked, and surely in a precarious situation here if I was discovered, the sounds of their laughter and giggling drew me closer towards the door.
"Well? What do you think?" I heard her asking as I planted one eye against the opening peering inside. Marsha was standing in front of the full-length mirror just inside the closet admiring herself, with Lisa standing off to one side. She was wearing an elegant floor-length emerald green dress, though with the bright red hair, she admittedly reminded me of Christmas all over again. The one obvious thing about it, her boobs looked like they were about to pour out of it, which Lisa then addressed in fact.
"It's a beautiful dress honey, just make sure you don't bend over though, or move too quickly one way or the other, or your girls will make a sudden unannounced appearance."
"I know," Marsha sighed cupping them now, trying to keep them in place. "Makes me almost wish my tits weren't as big as they are," she sighed once more. "But I do love the dress."
Lisa walked around in front of her at this point, now looking towards the doorway. By the knowing look on her face, she knew I was there. Still wearing her robe, it parted however, opening. I could see the swell of my sister's breasts as she stood there, still wearing of all things...her recently cum-filled panties. "Let me see something," she offered, and then unzipped Marsha's dress just enough to comfortably pull down the front. Marsha's rather large breasts, even bigger than Lisa's were, suddenly spilling out. My earlier wonderings suddenly confirmed as a splash of freckles further decorated her tits, areolas almost as red as her hair was, with seemingly hard stiff nipples protruding off each one. Lisa cupped her friend's breasts pressing them together for a moment. Though I think she was doing that more so for me, than for actually doing anything.
"If I didn't know better, I'd swear you were trying to cop a feel," Marsha quipped.
"Who knows? Maybe I am?" Lisa responded in kind, though stepping back now, appearing to look and think for a moment.
"Well, you let me know if you ever are interested," Marsha joked back. "I've actually never been with a woman myself before, but you'd certainly be the exception to that given the chance."
Lisa stepped up, taking the woman's breasts back in her hands again, once more molding them positioning as though trying to see something. "Like I said honey...next time we go out and get drunk, maybe you can take advantage of me then...who knows what might happen after that?"
"Quit teasing me...you're getting me horny, especially fondling my tits like that." "I'm not fondling honey...I'm looking. If I was fondling...you'd know. I'd be doing something like this instead," she said leaning over and all too briefly sucking in one of Marsha's hard nipples. Marsha gasped as she did that. But Lisa quickly stopped standing upright again. "Now you know," she laughed turning towards her dresser as Marsha stood there looking on at her in wide-eyed surprise. Though I was too, even though neither of them could see me doing it. And not only that...I now had a hard on again.
"Let's try this," she said turning back towards her friend. "A while back I had a similar problem with my boobs falling out. Got this, seemed to help. Might do the same for you, might as well see shall we?"
It was hard to tell really, but it appeared to be some kind of tape or something. Lisa was the one actually placing her hands on Marsha's boobs again, and then fitting them back into the dress. She tore off a couple of pieces of tape, strategically placing them, refitting the woman's boobs, and then stood back again. "Try leaning over now, let's see what happens." Marsha did. Leaning forward far more than what you'd figure she would under any circumstances. I got a nice clear view of her massive cleavage as she did that, even swaying from side to side some, but they appeared to stay where they were supposed to. "Now...trying bouncing a little, let's see what that does." She bounced, but this time her boobs did pop out of the dress, once again fully revealing themselves.
"Ok, so no bouncing," Marsha stated, laughing as she stood there once again admiring herself, with her tits hanging out.
"Yeah, no bouncing. But other than that, I think that the tape may help, so you're welcome to try it."
"Thank you," Marsha said, now unzipping the dress the rest of the way as she proceeded to take it completely off. Lisa glanced back towards me once more, grinned and winked. Marsha was in fact only wearing a black thong beneath the dress. As Marsha began to dress in her other clothing, she asked: "By the way, how come you're running around half naked in the middle of the day anyway? And where's John at?" She slyly added.
"Because I was busy masturbating just before you arrived, that's why," Lisa said openly, surprising her friend perhaps with the candid response, which wasn't all that far from the truth either. Though the truth would have been something else entirely. "And John's in his bedroom taking a nap I think. He's had a long...hard day," she added. Marsha looked at her friend for a moment, a curious look on her face. Though I chose that moment to quietly head down to my room before I overheard anything else being said.
I lay there on my own bed, quietly, and idly playing with myself as though having nothing else to do. I soon heard my sister's door opening, and the two of them entering the hall, still talking and giggling.
"If I didn't know you better...I swear Lisa," Marsha was saying, though they soon headed downstairs again so I didn't catch anything else that might have been said. Minutes later I could hear the sound of Marsha's car starting, and knew she'd be leaving soon. But it had given me pause as I considered their conversation.
"What would people think if they found out about what we had been doing? Especially our own children? Let alone other friends and neighbors? As exciting as this all was, had been...where we indeed playing with fire here? And would it perhaps be better if we took the time to actually sit down and discuss this, before things really did get out of hand here?"
I rolled out of bed, slipped into a fresh clean pair of boxer shorts even as I heard the sound of my sister's footsteps coming back up the stairs again.
It was time to talk.
To be continued...
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I heard the door open, now standing in front of the window looking out into the yard, turning towards my sister as she spoke.
"So...how'd you enjoy the...show," she hesitated looking at me. I know by the expression on my face she could see something was troubling me. "What's wrong?" She then added.
"Nothing's wrong really. Just something I overheard Marsha say that made me think."
"You're having second thoughts about all this aren't you?" Lisa stated looking forlorn now, "I knew it...knew you would eventually. Should have never let things get this far," she then added nearly turning away. Already tears starting to form in her eyes.
"Please Lisa, don't leave. I just think we need to discuss this, that's all. What Marsha said made me realize, what we're doing...could hurt a lot of people, though mostly you."
"So you're not feeling guilty about any of this then, is that what you're telling me?"
"Guilty? No. Worried...for you, yes. I'm not going to deny that I haven't enjoyed this, enjoyed fooling around with you sis. But it's obvious, if Marsha's even the least bit suspicious, which I believe she is...what if word does get out? What then? What about the kids? What will they think? How will they react?"
Perhaps seeing me, now dressed in a pair of boxers again caused Lisa to reach up, belting and closing her robe. Now was not the time for thinking about her tits, though even her doing that made me think about them for a moment.
"For starters John, even if Marsha is suspicious, or eventually does learn the truth. She might be at the most a little jealous because we are...and you and she aren't. But even then, I know her well enough to know she wouldn't run around saying anything to anyone. But...let's suppose our kids eventually do find out we're having sex. For starters, Bree wouldn't have a problem with it. Trust me, I know. She was the one that actually came to me shortly after Kathy died and actually suggested the idea about you and I eventually moving in together."
"That doesn't mean she's ok with us having sex."
"Actually, it does. She told me that it was too bad we were in fact brother and sister, because she thought we actually made a good couple. But then she added to that, that even though we are...she wouldn't have a problem with that either. Her comment is what even got me thinking about it from time to time, fantasizing about it John, long before any of this. I don't mind telling you the number of times I've actually masturbated fantasizing about all this, and a hell of a lot more too!"
"But what about..."
"Mathew? Oh I know in the beginning it might bother him just a little. But you know Mathew as well as I do John. He's always looked up to you, almost more so than his own father. You took the time to teach him about cars, went to his high school games every chance you could get, especially when Jack wasn't always available. And you damn well know how close Mathew and I have always been John. Even more so than Bree and I were. Hell, he came to me whenever he had a question with regards to sex, but you know that, because I told you. And then later, when he was older, and talking to mom about such things was more embarrassing. Who'd he come to then John? Jack? No...you. He came to you. So will it bother him in the beginning? Maybe. But eventually in time, he'll come to accept it and see it for what it is. The only problem I see is maybe with Mark."
I had to agree with that, Mark would be the bigger problem. He was more like Kathy than he was me. His thinking and reasoning had been greatly affected by his mother's outlook on life, as well as the way she conducted herself in bringing him up. Something we hadn't always seen eye to eye on. "Yeah. Mark would be the bigger problem."
"Well, the rare times we even see him, we could during those visits refrain, back off...let him get used to the idea of the two of us just living together for economic sakes more than anything else. Then, when and if it's an appropriate time to discuss it, when he's more apt to listen to reason, then we tell him. Together. Like Mathew was with you, Mark was more so to me. His very favorite Aunt remember?"
"His only aunt," I laughed as the tension was in fact easing up a little.
"Yes, maybe so. But he always called me his most favorite 'pretty' aunt remember that? And remember how when he was younger, he was always crawling up into my lap, and inevitably his hands would be finding one way or another to brush against my breasts?" I did remember and laughed at that, Mark was more like me in that way, than anyone. He too had always been a breast man.
"Yeah, you're right about that too."
"Like I said John. I think even Mark would eventually come around. So, the only real question is then...what are we going to do about it? Continue on together and deal with the situations as they come up? Or put a halt to all this now before anything else happens? You know my feelings on it John, so now the final decision is yours to make. But I think I'm entitled to know what that is...don't you?"
I think my answer was forthcoming, as my prick had actually begun to stiffen once more. The thought of having the kind of life I'd actually dreamed of with a woman, though not necessarily my own sister, was standing right here in front of me. The image of her naked, the two of us finally together in bed, causing my arousal. I made no attempt to disguise that I was either, as my penis slowly began to emerge through the opening in my boxers. Lisa saw it of course, half smiling when she did.
"As tempted as I am right now to do something about that, I'm not going to. What I am going to do, is go take a shower and get cleaned up. After that, I'm going to fix us a nice dinner. We're going to sit down, enjoy it...and talk. And I mean really talk John, about everything. You're going to hear things, about me...about what I want, what I am no longer willing to just settle for any more. As much as I loved Jack, and he me...and as good as things were between us, there were still things even then that I denied myself. And I refuse to do that anymore. And you shouldn't either John. So we're going to talk about all that too. So take the time to think about that so we can discuss it. And then after that, we'll see where things stand." She turned in the doorway preparing to leave, turning back towards me briefly just before doing so. "Oh, and just so you know and are prepared to hear it John? I'm seriously not going to hold anything back. You're going to hear all about your decadent, twisted, horny little sister and all the very naughty fantasies and desires I've ever had. Particularly about you...us. So keep that in mind, and be prepared to be just as forthcoming as I will be." With that, Lisa left the room, leaving me standing there with another hard firm erection. It was going to be an interesting evening in deed.
**
I almost went back upstairs to change clothes again when I came down after Lisa called me to dinner. Though I had dressed, putting a pair of jeans and tee shirt on, Lisa had actually dressed. Wearing a very nice, almost too elegant little black dress. Though the hem was indeed short, showing off her more than ample thighs and legs, it wasn't too short to be considered vulgar or obscene either. Likewise, the bodice was cut just low enough to show off some cleavage without her having to worry about them falling out, unlike Marsha in her dress.
"No, don't. I like you just the way you are. I dressed for you. I thought you might enjoy seeing me dressed like this for a change."
"I do. But now I feel underdressed," I told her candidly, actually feeling a little uncomfortable now. Especially with the way she'd set the more formal dining room table. Her good dishes, silverware, candlelight, and what appeared to be a fairly expensive looking bottle of wine. Jack had always been fond of collecting wines, had a small yet nice wine cellar downstairs in fact, though I hadn't even once gone in to look at it. Lisa had even prepared Beef Wellington and all the trimmings, making the dinner even more extravagant in my eyes, with me sitting there in a pair of jeans and an old faded out tee shirt from a Grateful Dead concert I had once gone to. "Really, it would only take me a minute," I said actually anxious to change before tearing into all this delightful food.
"No," she said again. "I like the way you look. You look manly. The fact that I've only seen you in a suit even once, and that at Kathy's funeral, just shows who you are John. And that's what this evenings all about. Being ourselves, being honest and open with one another. I just wanted to show you a side of me you've probably never seen before. Sure, I like good food, fancy places and entertainment once in a while. And I think that we'll eventually enjoy doing some of that together. But I like the races too John. I enjoy getting dirty, going camping, taking hikes, fishing and just relaxing in the out of doors. You used to enjoy doing that too, though I know Kathy wasn't too keen on it, so you quit going as much as you used to. Well, I'm here to tell you, I'm looking forward to doing that, if you still are."
My sister really was amazing. I had almost forgotten the fun times we'd had and shared as a family together, going up to the lake during the summer, spending a few days, sleeping out beneath the stars. And she was right too. It had been several years now since I'd even dusted off my old sleeping bag.
"So, let's enjoy our dinner together while I tell you a few things. Things that maybe even Jack didn't know about me, or very likely...didn't want to know. But you see the difference is this John. I want you to know. I want you to know everything about me, everything about your very own sister. No surprises for one thing. But for another, now that I know who I am, and who I intend on being, it's important for you to accept that, or not. But having the option to do so right up front, and not later on after having me springing it on you."
"You make it sound like you have this evil-wicked side of you that nobody knows about."
"That's just it John, I do. You saw the tip of the iceberg in the grocery store today. You saw the real me, the person that I am, and always have been, though I was usually too afraid to let that woman out. There's a side of me that likes to be silly during sex. Another side that likes to be damn fucking naughty. And yet another side that wants to explore her fantasies and desires with someone she trusts. Someone who won't judge her, look at her any differently. Who knows she can be a loving, caring housewife, mother and friend. But who can also be a smoldering, slutty vixen inside too. So the question is...is that something you want? Is it something you can accept from me? Because if the answer to any of those questions is NO John, then there's really no point in pursuing any of this any further."
I took the moment to think about that while enjoying my food, not wanting to talk with my mouthful, taking a sip of wine after that before answering.
"Maybe it might help if you shared with me some of those fantasies you say you have, perhaps that would give me a better idea as to what you really mean."
"Ok...since you asked. And since we're both being hopefully honest with one another here. One thing I think about on occasion, though have only really dabbled in it a hand full of times, and only because Jack sort of accommodated me, though even then...not to the full extent I was hoping to experience. But the thought of being at someone's complete and total mercy. Blindfolded, tied up yes, but not just namby-pamby tied to the bedposts either John. I mean full on bondage once in a while. Unable to move, almost uncomfortable. Ropes around my tits...tight, until they're swollen purple like balloons. I want to feel the slap of a hand on my ass, perhaps even a crop once in a while. And I'll say it...maybe a strange cock, someone I don't know, might never know as you force me and ask me to suck them off while you stand there watching them. Now, I'm not saying we will do that, because I also believe neither one of us should ever do anything we don't want to do, or wouldn't enjoy seeing. But even just talking about it, even if it remains nothing more than a fantasy. I'd like to believe that we can still talk about it, openly without fear or repercussions. And I want you to feel like you can do the same with me too."
"What else?" I asked. And though I had never really been into the bondage scene, nothing she'd proposed or suggested was a real big turn off for me. Maybe down the road some of those things might be possible, even if I wasn't so sure about them right now. But the thing was, I was open minded enough to consider it, and yes...discuss it with her, which I told her.
"Like you already know. I want to be silly naughty at times. I want to have the freedom to simply walk in, see you sitting there, ask you to take your cock out for me and play with it. Maybe that will be all I want...for the moment. Or...I want to have the freedom to be sitting on the couch, masturbating, and should you come home, to not sit there and worry about what you might be thinking if am. People masturbate John, I certainly do. And I have no intention of ever stopping either. It doesn't mean I'm not happy with our sex life, or that I find you inadequate for any reason. It just means sometimes I enjoy getting myself off. And once again...I would expect the very same from you in that regard. You want to jerk off, then jerk off. Whether I'm there or not, whether we're sitting there watching some program on the TV one evening, and you get a wild hair up your ass to just take your dick out and jerk off...then do it."
I had to laugh at that one. That was almost a little too farfetched. "Oh sure...I can just see me doing that, and you just sitting there looking the other way, reading a book or watching the news while I sit there and jack off."
"Who says I'd do that? Chances are I'd join you for one thing. Although nine times out of ten, I'd bet we'd end up fucking in the middle of the floor. And that's the other thing too John. Sure I enjoy doing it in bed. But...I constantly fantasize about you fucking me all over the house. Wherever, and whenever. I get off on that, perhaps even more so that fantasizing or thinking about the two of us doing it in the bedroom. I think about you pinning me against the wall, lifting me up, me...straddling your cock as you nail me right there. Or even walking around, the two of us fucking..."
"I'm not sure I'm still strong enough to do that for any real length of time."
"Point is..." she giggled. "Even if you did me like that for a minute or two, it would be worth it, it would be exciting and arousing to me. That thing you did today for me John, that's what I want to see and do with you. Seeing you as you carried the groceries into the house with your cock sticking out the way it was, meant the world to me. You have no idea how loving and important a simple, silly act like that was. But it was. And it reminded me why I feel towards you the way that I do. Sure...we're brother and sister, but I also know that means we're a lot more alike than most people are. We always have been John, but then again...you should know that."
"So... me carrying in groceries from the car with my dick sticking out turned you on huh?"
"Yes it did John, and the mere thought of you doing that is turning me on again too. But...now that I've shared with you, time for you to share something with me too. What is it that turns you on John? What do you fantasize about anyway?"
"Well that thing with Marsha earlier was kinda naughty..." Lisa laughed at that.
"What a surprise, I thick typical of most men...seeing two women together. But, while we're on that subject, let me say this. Even something like that I'm not opposed to. More than you know. But...I also think, that you and I need to become very comfortable with one another first. We need to reach a place where neither one of us would have any jealousies, doubts, fears...apprehensions. Once we have that, once we have total and complete trust in one another, then as far as I'm concerned...the skies the limit."
I actually liked the sound of that, and agreed with it. We were in no real rush here to explore the unknown. We still had enough unknown explorations amongst ourselves for the time being.
"So you wouldn't get upset with me for looking at another woman's tits, or ass?"
"Of course not. Hell John, I'd probably be looking at her too, though I'd also be looking at other men, wondering what their cocks looked like, how big they were, how hard they could get, how much they were able to come. Would that bother you? Knowing that? Knowing that I do think these things and wonder about them?"
"No...not really. Especially if you knew I wondered about those things myself."
"Oh really!" Lisa said, catching me off balance.
"You know what I mean sis...I mean those things about women...not men."
"But that's something else too John. Even if you did...as long as you were honest about that too, I wouldn't have a problem with it. Hell, I'll be the first to admit I get off on watching gay porn, same as you obviously get off on watching lesbian porn. No difference."
"Well...no, I guess not."
"Good, then don't be surprised if I ask you to watch gay porn with me once in a while, and I'll certainly enjoy watching lesbian porn with you...deal?"
I thought about it, answering her hesitantly. "Well, ok...but only as long as you never tell anyone I ever did."
"Deal!" She laughed. "Now, what else would you like to do John? What's the one thing you've fantasized about, but maybe never ever did."
I swallowed. "Well, there is one thing. Never did it, never tried it...though I've certainly thought about it before."
"Then tell me...what is it?"
"Ah...well, I've always wondered what anal sex felt like."
"You've never had anal sex?" Lisa said looking at me incredulously.
"Nope...never have."
"Well, I'll be honest, we didn't do it that much or that often, but as long as Jack was careful with me, after we'd gotten started, I enjoyed it a lot. So...we'll do that, count on it, at some point. But until we've at least actually fucked one another, I think we're getting ahead of ourselves here don't you think?"
I laughed. "Yes sis...you're right. I think first things first. We need to fuck. The only question remaining then...is where and when?"
"I already know where...and the when is very soon now," she began. "But I want to clarify something else too. There IS a difference between fucking, and making love. I first want...no, I NEED you to fuck me, and then later...upstairs in the bedroom, I want you to make love to me. Fucking is for being nasty, dirty, and wanton. Making love, is when I want you to be tender, caring, loving with me, and I with you. And I want to experience doing that with you John. All of it. But first...I definitely need a good old fashioned fucking. So...you up for that? Any reservations at all?"
"Maybe in the beginning I did. But not any more sis. I now know and realize the only woman I really want to be with...is you. So again, since we're obviously going to be in the bedroom later...where is it that you'd like me to fuck you now?"
Lisa smiled upon hearing that, once again her look taking on a lusty edge to it. "I told you before that I've had these rather weird, strange, certainly decadent fantasies from time to time. One of which, is going to an intimate little dinner party, perhaps wearing a dress just like this one. And then in the middle of it perhaps, suddenly the mood strikes, the desire, the need. And then right there in a room full of people, you suddenly lift me up, placing me on the dinner table. And then you fuck me John. You fuck me hard and fast with everyone looking on. Is that too...strange for you?"



I was actually picturing that in my mind. Maybe I hadn't exactly considered something like that in my own fantasies, but I certainly was now. Just the thought of actually fucking my sister, with people watching me do it, was turning me on. Maybe it was sick and twisted in sort of a way, but more than anything at this moment, just the thought of finally sliding my dick inside my sister's cunt was the only thing I wanted to do more than anything else in my entire life. I think she then saw the look on my face as I scooted back my chair standing up, already unbuckling my belt, unzipping my pants as they second's later fell down around my ankles. Lisa stood up as well then, seeing my hard exposed cock pointing at her.
"Take me John, take me. Take me hard, deep, and fast."
**
I cleared a space on the table, moving away our half-eaten food as Lisa moved the burning candles over to the sideboard, the only source of lighting we had. Leaning against the edge of the table now, I easily picked her up, depositing her on the end. Spreading her legs, hiking up her dress I reached for her panties and began trying to pull them down.
"There's a time...and a place for that John. Now is not the time, nor the place...rip them off!"
I yanked, damn near pulling Lisa off the table as I did, but she had already grabbed the sides of the table anticipating that perhaps. Her panties came away in my hand, ripped and torn, along with several dishes that went flying, crashing against the floor.
"I can always buy new dishes and new panties. But what I can't buy...is what you and I have," she said almost casually, brushing away, and thus knocking off additional glassware and cutlery. I reached up, now yanking down on the front of her dress. The small delicate spaghetti straps of her black cocktail dress shredding away as I pulled down on the front of her dress exposing her tantalizing delicious boobs. Lisa was grinning from ear to ear. "That's sort of what I had in mind when I first put this on for you," she told me. "Now John...now. Fuck me!"
I speared both of her breasts in my hands as I lunged. The angle of my cock to her pussy perfect as I slammed into her, filling her in one fell swoop. Impaling her, I held still for a moment, savoring the sweetness of her honey-filled cunt that now surrounded me, clenching me in its vice-like grip.
Thrusting into her the way that I had, had momentarily taken her breath away...and mine. When she finally found her voice again, she sat up, now bracing herself on her elbows looking down and over towards me...towards us. "Oh god John! You're in me...you're inside me baby. You're hot, hard nasty pricks inside my pussy!"
"Oh fuck sis! Yes it is, isn't it? I can't believe that it is either. I'm actually fucking my own sister, after all these years...finally."
"Yes...finally," she moaned once more rocking back some, yet gripping me as I slowly withdrew letting her savor the moment just as I was. "Oh god...yes, yes John, yes! Tease me honey...let me feel that delicious cock of yours sliding out...and then back into my cunt! Nice and slow for a moment...and then fast John, fast....fuck me fast until you're ready to come, until you can't hold back any more. And tell me, tell me please so I can do something special for you."
I slowly slid back into my sister again, hands now mauling her breasts as I did, squeezing them, gathering, and then pinching her nipples, pulling up on them as I rolled them between my fingers. She groaned even more deeply this time, once more laying back on the table, her legs coming almost all the way up to her chest, presenting herself for me.
"Harder now John! Harder! Fuck my cunt John...fuck it, fuck my horny, naughty pussy John....fuck your sister's hot naughty pussy!" She all but screamed out now.
I was now slamming into her with the rapidity of a freight train. Even more dishes now bouncing around on the table, more sliding off crashing onto the floor, the sounds of which just added to the obscenity of what we were doing. The squishy wetness of her pussy greeting my thrusts, the sounds of which got louder and louder as flesh came together, likewise slapping and meeting one another in a frenzy of lust and passion that I know for myself, I had never experienced before.
"Oh fuck sis...fuck!" I cried out a few minutes later, the only intelligible words I could even utter as my orgasm approached, so tempted...almost too tempted to just keep thrusting, keep fucking her until I began spewing my load deep inside my sister's sweet slick pussy.
Knowing the moment however, before I could even react or understand, suddenly she was sitting up more fully, her hand down around my cock taking it into her hand. I opened my eyes having felt the sheath of her softness leaving me, but now felt as her hand rubbed my prick like a jackhammer against her own precious clit. Beating it against herself in a way that bordered on insanity, I cried out, letting her know as I did that I was about to ejaculate, to spew what I knew was going to be a fairly sizeable load here.
We both watched that first, almost magical spray of cream as it leapt from the tip of my cock, splashing against her tender abused clit. And as it did, even before the second rope of semen could join the first, I saw my sister's liquid climax joining mine. I saw, and then felt the warmth of my sister's ejaculate drenching and bathing my cock. I was amazed, watching as though in slow motion as my semen literally collided mid-air with her spray. The two forceful jettisons of orgasm mingling, combining and then cascading downwards over the two of us as we each continued to pump, squirt, and bathe one another in climatic sweetness.
I collapsed on top of her, panting, sweat drenched, out of breath...just as she was. The floor was a mess, broken dishes and food scattered about. We were equally so, dripping with our own bodily fluids, still panting, still basking in the afterglow of what had been an earth shattering experience for both of us.
"Now that's...what I call a royal fuck!" Lisa exclaimed laughing almost giddily now, just as the phone began ringing.
"Leave it," I tried calling out to her as she managed to swing away from me.
"Better not," she continued grinning. "I'm sure it's Marsha. She said she'd either call or come by to tell me how the wedding for her niece went. If I don't answer it now...she's apt to be knocking on our door later on. And I have other plans for you later," she continued to smile, reaching for the phone, answering.
I took that brief reprieve to collapse down in my chair again as she nodded her head towards me, confirming that it was in fact Marsha on the other end.
"So...how'd it go?" Lisa asked her, still sounding a little out of breath, as though she'd been running or something. "Oh good...good, glad to hear everything went well," she added only now making her way back towards me. I sat, watching my sister as she hiked up her torn dress, straddling me there in the chair now. I was somewhat surprised to find I was still hard enough to accommodate her as she slowly lowered herself, once more encasing me inside that heavenly passage.
"Me? John?" She asked back into the phone, winking and smiling at me. "Well...we just finished having dinner together for one thing," she stated. Though not able to make out the words, I could hear Marsha commenting, and then giggling through the phone.
"As a matter of fact Marsha...we just finished doing that too. I am in fact straddling him now, I've got his big nasty hard cock all the way up inside me again as I sit here talking to you." There was a momentary pause. Then I could hear Marsha speaking again, excitedly. "No...I'm not kidding," she said suddenly holding the phone towards me. "Tell her John, I don't think she believes me. Tell her that you've got your cock up inside my hot little pussy at this very moment."
"She's right Marsha, I do. I've got my big hard cock up inside my sweet sister's tight little pussy at this very moment." I heard an obvious gasp of surprise on the other end after saying that.
"What...still think we're pulling your leg? Here, wait one...am sending you something." Lisa then held out her phone, snapping off a quick photo of us, though not before raising up slightly, just enough to show my stiff hard cock connecting the two of us. Ensuring that it did, she then sent it off. "Ok, how about now?" She asked giggling hotly, though moving up and down my prick again, teasing me with it as she waited for her friend's response. That one I heard.
"OH MY GOD! You two really are...aren't you?"
"Told you," she said slithering up and down against me once more. "Now I hate to be a bitch about this right now honey...but you see, I have this cock in me, and we're about to take things upstairs to the bedroom in a moment. What? Oh yes...sure you can. Lunch tomorrow, sure thing. Yes...yes, I'll tell you all the naughty juicy intimate little details. No...no. I promise. Yes, yes, we'll see...maybe. Eleven-thirty then...our place," Lisa finished and then hung up the phone.
"Jesus sis," I had to laugh.
She laughed back. "Well, sort of takes care of one little problem now doesn't it? Although she did sound a little jealous yes. But I think she'll quickly get over it, especially if we can come up with someone she might enjoy being with herself."
"Dan," I said thrusting up inside her, feeling my hardness reaching its fullness once again. "My main office shop foreman. He's younger, but I think she'll enjoy meeting him. I certainly know he'll enjoy meeting her. Who knows, maybe the two of them will hit it off."
"Maybe we should invite them over to dinner one evening, you know...a small intimate little dinner party."
I looked at the mess all around us. "If we do...we might want to consider plastic dishes," I leered at her.
"Yeah, perhaps your right, or just forgo dinner all together. Maybe just have them arrive with the two of us already fucking on the table."
"You'd like that wouldn't you," I said standing, picking her up, my cock still buried deeply inside her as I began moving towards the stairs.
"Oh...and you wouldn't?" She asked wrapping her legs around me for additional support, arms around my neck now as she clung to me, fucking as we moved.
"Matter of fact...I probably would," I responded back, reaching the first step, thrusting into her, and then out again before climbing onto the second step.
"Hmmm, if memory serves me, there are fourteen steps to the landing. Think you're still strong enough to handle all that?"
"Sis...I might not be as young as I once was, but I'm just as strong as I ever was. I'm going to fuck you all the way into the bedroom, and then some." "Just fuck me until we get to the bedroom John. After we do...make love to me."
We made it to the top of the stairs, and then carried her down the hall towards the bedroom, my cock still fully embedded inside my sister's cunt.
"By the way John, she asked if she could watch us tomorrow, I said..."
"We'll see....I know I heard that, and now understood what you meant by that." I tossed my sister onto the bed, and just shook my head grinning at her. "Have to admit sis...living with you is certainly going to be interesting."
"As it will be with you too John. Now...come here. Make love to your sister."
And so I did.
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I met my wife Jessie in an Art's class during college. It was one of those moments, now looking back, that I knew even then would change my life. Though to what extent it did, and had...I certainly didn't know at the time. The only thing I did know, the moment I saw her, I knew I was going to marry her. No matter what.
Oddly enough, she was the artist. I was merely modeling, in the nude mind you, for a few extra bucks on the side. I was myself a struggling writer, not an artist. I never had been very shy, a fairly decent body all things considered, though I was certainly no body builder either. But then the arts instructor hadn't been looking for that either when she approached me.
"Danny? Would you be interested in posing for a particular class of mine?" She'd asked. "You will be nude however...think you can handle that?" Like I said, nudity wasn't a problem for me, and so I assured her I could do that. "Can I ask you another favor?" She then asked, actually blushing a little. "But only if you're interested," she then added hedging her bet a little. "It would require something else, but you'd get paid additional for doing it," she hinted.
"What's that?" I asked curiously, wondering, as she seemed obviously hesitant to even bring it up.
"Well, once a week, I also teach an erotic arts class. So not only is there nudity involved with that, but you'd also have to be comfortable enough to sport an erection during the class. If you've got a girlfriend who might be interested in joining you, that would make things easier on you perhaps, though I do have a number of girls who've also signed up to be models for us as well."
I had to think about that one, though only for a moment as she told me it paid a hundred dollars an hour, and with the class being two hours long, that was an easy eight hundred a month I could use, just for posing nude...with an erection. Cindy, the instructor, quickly informed me there wouldn't actually be any sexual relations, just simulated expressions. More like, something was just about to happen, or just had. That kind of stuff. I figured I could handle that, though maintaining an erection for two hours wasn't going to be easy. Until she told me that very often, the artists themselves very often drew one another also posing nude as they sat drawing. So perhaps, knowing and seeing that, might keep me more or less aroused. Though keeping myself stimulated was obviously expected. I figured, "What the hell? Why not try it at least once, see how things went?" I currently wasn't seeing anyone either, so the potential for perhaps hooking up with someone seemed promising. I had no idea just how promising that would turn out to truly be, as that's when I first saw Jessie.
And the first time I even saw Jessie, I saw her nude too.
Not everyone was, just a handful, three women and one man out of a class of twelve as it turned out. I had just come out of the dressing room only wearing a robe, which I would soon be removing. Oddly enough, I'd actually popped a Viagra a short while ago, and had been sitting there looking at porn mags, working up a nice stiff erection prior to walking out. The first night would be solo. Five or six different positions, but all of which would be clearly showing off my exposed aroused member. Approaching the small platform, I soon assumed the position Cindy had asked me to do first, laying down on my back, one leg bent at the knee, one hand behind my head, the other not quite touching my hard cock, though appearing as though I was just about to. I was asked to hold this particular pose for about fifteen minutes while all about me took up whatever tools they preferred using. Whether it was simply a charcoal sketch, watercolor and brush, or oils. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Jessie, though I didn't even know her name at the time. Though I daresay, I was too busy looking at her cute luscious body, which was helping to keep me focused, not to mention, stiff and straight for the class.
I guess you could say she had medium sized tits, neither too small, nor too large. Light tan areolas, slightly darker than the rest of her flesh, though the one thing she did have, and which clearly stood out, was very long thick nipples that seemed to be perpetually hard as she sat there drawing and sketching me throughout the night. I know, because I hardly took my eyes off them whenever I had the opportunity to look at her for any length of time.
She had dark shoulder length hair, which she wore in a ponytail. I later discovered she had almost emerald green eyes, a small dimple in her left cheek whenever she smiled, though at the moment she too was focused and serious as she sketched various positions and poses of me on her pad, tearing them off one after the other as she discarded some, drawing others. It was after that first class was over that I boldly approached her, introducing myself, and only then learning her name.
"Hi, I'm Danny. Mind if I see your work?" I asked.
Needless to say, I was a little surprised, and embarrassed as each and every piece she'd done...showed differing angles of my cock only. Nothing else...just my cock, top to bottom, from the side, some large, some exaggerated, (obviously so) and one even looking like something Picasso himself might have done. I didn't see much of a resemblance in that one, though Cindy had commented favorably on it while looking over Jessie's sketches, which is when she then further introduced the two of us though we had basically done that already. I did learn however, according to Cindy, that Jessie was one of her more promising students and really had an eye for detail. By the few sketches I had seen, I could clearly see that...even if they were all pictures of my cock, and nothing else.
"You do good work," I had told her after Cindy had left the two of us to get even better acquainted with one another.
"You have a nice cock," she'd countered. "Make's it even more interesting to sketch when they look like yours does. Lots of differing veins, angles, especially when it throbs, like it was obviously doing earlier," she said smiling at me. "Coffee?"
I laughed. She had a way about her, which I was just beginning to discover. Almost honest to a fault, certainly open-minded as I would also learn. But she had a few deep dark secrets about herself too, that I would also eventually find out.
But for now, it was a late night coffee together at a local hangout, where I would discover that the girl sitting across from me, was the one I had every intention of eventually marrying.
Yeah, I know. Love at first sight. Something that only happens in fairytales and romantic movies perhaps. But it in fact happened to me. The only problem was, could I accept and come to terms with Jessie's passions, her quirks, kinks and interests. I would soon find out.
**
I figured the evening was coming to a close for the two of us as we'd already passed on another refill of coffee. Jessie was already gathering her things in preparation for leaving as I tossed a few bills on the table. She smiled, looking at me, and then said. "I'd like to watch you come. I only live a block away from here, care to come back to my place with me?" She asked as though we were discussing the weather or something. Even then, I wasn't sure I'd heard her right either, figuring she'd meant something else, or had misspoken the words in some way. I know by the confused expression on my face, she was realizing that. "Seriously, I'd like to watch you come, you know...spurt, squirt. Come on, I'll explain it to you on the way home."
And just like that, I followed my future wife out the door of the café' back to her place, wondering as we walked side by side, now hand in hand...if she was merely flirting with me, or teasing me. Until she actually explained herself as we walked.
"Here's the thing," she began. "And I was being serious when I asked you that. You see, for as long as I can remember now, I've had this fascination, this incredible desire and interest in seeing a man come. I love seeing it, watching it, making it happen...or just sitting back and watching it as they make it happen. I know, some might think it's too freaky, too weird, which is why I also don't date very much. Not too many guys I know are eager to accept that, unless they're the only one doing it for me, but that's not what I'm into," she said openly. Like I said, with no reason not to be honest about it, she was...especially since we'd just met, and she was just letting me know in no uncertain terms what she enjoyed seeing, and why. "Anyway, like I told you earlier, you have a nice looking cock, and I've been wondering all evening long what it would look like when it finally squirted, so...you interested?"
After two hours of sitting there with an erection in the first place, and now this...I was once again very hard, walking next to her, realizing we were headed back to her place, where I was actually going to come for her, though I of course had other hopes at the time too. Only some of which were actually accomplished...that night. We soon reached her apartment, which was on the 1st floor, and soon followed her inside where she almost immediately directed me to sit on her couch, after removing all my clothes first, though she did as well. Like I said, I had other hopes in mind, which she soon clarified as she then took a seat in front of me. "Will it help if I masturbate in front of you while you do so for me?" She then asked. I realized then, she had been very serious, nothing else was even remotely hinted at or suggested, making it very clear to me once again, that it was all about seeing me cum. That, and nothing more.
Obviously I told her it would indeed help of course. I mean hell, if nothing else, I'd at least get to see her doing that. After all, we'd just met...and maybe this was just her way of getting to know me better before venturing on into anything else. Though I was still a little nervous and hesitant at first, until she settled back in her own chair, and began touching and toying with herself right there in front of me. After that, it got pretty easy for me from there.
"So, do you usually come a lot? Big squirter? Or dribbler?" she asked, though at least her tone of voice had taken on a rather lusty edge to it.
"Depends I guess," I said almost matter of factly. "On how horny I am."
She smiled at that. "Well I hope then you're nice and horny, because I'd really enjoy seeing that nice hard cock of yours squirt...a lot," she informed me. "So...whatever I can do to help with that...just let me know."
"Well, watching you doing that is helping a lot towards that," I assured her. "But honestly?"
"Yeah?" She replied inquisitively, almost eager to hear.
"Having someone else get me off, I mean...besides myself, seems to always trigger a much, much bigger load."
"I've noticed that...about most men," she agreed. "So...would you like me to jerk you off instead of yourself then?"
"If you wouldn't mind..." I smiled back, grinning then as she stood up, crossing the room and now sitting beside me, her small delicate hand wrapping itself around my fairly meaty cock.
"Don't be afraid to tell me what you like the best," she assured me. "Tell me what you want me to do, and how to do it, so that it feels the very best, and more importantly, so that it makes you come the hardest and biggest for me that you can."
I actually enjoyed telling her what I liked and wanted her to do, which she then did. Though I also told her of course, it would also help a lot if she let me touch her a little too.
"Ok, I don't really have a problem with you doing that, just so long as you know, I have no intention of having sexual intercourse, or oral sex with you...just now anyway. So mutual touching is fine...for now, if you're ok with that."
Needless to say...I was.
**
Five weeks went by. And though you couldn't actually say we were dating or anything, especially since the only time I saw her was the night of our erotic arts class, it inevitably ended up with the two of us going back to her place. Where we continued our somewhat reserved routine of playing with one another until we had both orgasmed. It was our sixth session, and one in which had gotten a bit more elaborate, and erotic...though we'd been well-warned beforehand the previous week. Cindy had brought in another model, one who was equally open-minded, and certainly up for the challenge of more provocative and stimulating poses. One of which was having her kneeling over me, her mouth just millimeters away from my hard stiff cock. Twice, she had actually licked it, teasingly, once glancing over towards Jessie as she sat only a few feet away, busily sketching, catching the quick fleeting lick of my cock, and smiling at me upon seeing it!
I had returned the favor somewhat, likewise posing in a hard to hold "69" position, not quite really doing anything, but so damn fucking close to doing it that I was literally leaking like a sieve, and so was she. I had almost absentmindedly snatched up a bit of the woman's sweetness with my tongue as she hovered above me, a thin streamer of her glistening female drool suddenly forming. I watched it in abject fascination as it extended, lengthened...only millimeters away from my mouth. Seeing it, Jessie came scrambling over, sitting inches away from us herself now, and began sketching that as furiously as she ever had before the string of girl cum finally parted actually dripping down into my waiting open mouth.
"Alright class, that will be enough for tonight," Cindy stated only moments later, though she too had seemingly stood there mesmerized, watching this erotic unplanned for spectacle. She had walked over at that point, looking over Jessie's shoulder at what she had drawn. "Now that...is as erotic as it cums...pun intended," she added to that, blushing and giggling somewhat embarrassedly, yet obviously aroused.
As everyone began to leave, including my nude model companion, Jessie cornered Cindy briefly, asking if she could have a moment of privacy with her after everyone had left. Curious, I prepared to leave myself too however, waiting outside for her, though she quickly motioned towards me, letting me know as she did that whatever it was she wanted to talk to Cindy about, included me as well. Remaining as I was, though putting my robe on, I sat nearby in a chair as Cindy quickly ushered out the remaining students, returning back over to where we sat waiting for her.
"You wanted to see me about something?" She asked.
"Actually, I have a bit of a favor to ask, and was wondering if you'd agree to do something for me...for us," she now added looking towards me, though I of course had no idea what it was she was talking about.
Cindy looked at me, her face still a bit flushed, and then back to Jessie again. "Perhaps, what is it?" She then asked, though I heard a nervous catch to her tone of voice upon saying that.
"This!" Jessie said holding up the last sketch she'd just actually finished. It was stark in contrast, the details almost photogenic in nature. How she had captured it the way that she had was simply amazing. That cum-drool drip, parting even as she finished drawing it, the shape of my mouth and lips preparing to receive it, the subtle folds, intimate in every detail of the young woman's gaping pussy hovering just above me. "This...is the moment before the moment," she said speaking excitedly, even more so than normal for her when she was usually in the "zone" as I called it. "What I want now...is the exact moment of ecstasy!"
Cindy looked at her, eyebrows arched in question. "I'm not sure I fully understand what it is you're asking of me," she stated.
"What I am asking, is for the two of you to give me that moment of ecstasy. Yours...and his," she spat, even more excited now. "I want to capture that penultimate moment in time!"
"I'm not even sure that's actually possible..." Cindy stammered once again looking towards me. I was only then starting to get a sense of what Jessie was asking here, curiously aroused, yet humbly silent on the matter, wondering in fact if I was about to experience something incredibly magnificent here, knowing Jessie.
"I'm asking...because I feel like you of all people know what I'm going for here," Jessie began once more, this time speaking in less animated tones, softer in speech, questioning, not quite pleading with our instructor. "No one ever need know," she then offered as reassurance, hopefully. "But like I said, you Cindy, of all people know what I'm capable of doing here, what I can do...but only with your help."
Cindy thought about it for a moment, suddenly checking her watch. "Ok, I can give you an hour, but no more than that. Will that be...sufficient?"
Jessie's eyes smiled in delightful surprise that Cindy had actually agreed to this, though the specific details even then hadn't as yet been fully discussed. "More than," Jessie said.
"So...what is it you want me...want us," Cindy said looking towards me once again, "to do?"
"What I want...is for the two of you, to pleasure one another to the fullest degree, no holding back. I want to capture each and every moment leading up to that. And then...though I'll need you to prepare and forewarn me, I'll want you to tell me when it is that you're both actually going to climax. Yours...and his. I will only have moments I know. But I know that I can capture that instant in my mind, and then draw it. So...will the two of you do that for me? Please?"
"No holding back then right?" Cindy asked already beginning to unbutton the blouse she was wearing. You want to capture it all...from the beginning, to the end."
"Yes," Jessie said already laying out several pads, pencils and charcoals in preparation for that. "And don't either of you worry about me, or where I am, or what I'm doing. I'll most likely be walking around you both while you're doing this anyway. All I ask...is that you both honestly do your level best to truly pleasure the other person. Will you both do that for me? Please?"
"You really want me to do this?" I finally spoke, needing to know that if I did this, I was indeed doing it for her, and not so much for myself, though admittedly, as Cindy finally stood before me now, entirely naked, I was quite happy to accommodate her request to the best of my abilities.
"Yes, even to the point of fucking one another, if you want to. But only as long as you don't actually come inside her. I need to see that. I need to witness it the very moment it begins to happen, for either one of you," she further instructed us. "Beyond that...just enjoy yourselves as though I wasn't even here."
Obviously, this went well beyond anything I had done so far in class, much of which, up until now anyway, had been damn borderline. But now, Jessie was asking for far more "explicit" material to work with, and with our very own instructor no less!
"No faces right?" Cindy asked one last time, as she crawled up onto the cushioned pedestal I'd been posing on all night.
"Nothing recognizable, no," Jessie assured her. "I'm not really a portrait artist anyway, and that's not what I'm shooting for here. What I want to capture, is the purest form of sensuality and erotica imaginable."
"Well in that case...come here Danny. Teacher needs to suck that magnificent cock of yours!"
Although it didn't seem possible at first, I somehow managed to lose myself in the moment, forgetting all about Jessie as she silently slithered about and around us. Only the occasional scratches of pencil on paper alerted us to her presence. Before long, Cindy and I were about as involved as two lovers could be, pleasuring and teasing one another towards the pinnacle of climatic bliss. Only when I actually entered her, finally fucking her, did I look up glancing about for Jessie, though she had then moved further into the shadows. I could see her form, her own nude form as she stood there watching us, one hand actually down between her legs, but I could not see her face. I returned to Cindy, fucking her deeply, thrusting harder and harder into her as she soon locked her legs around my ass, meeting my thrusts, crying out deliriously now.



"Oh god...ok, oh fuck....fuck, I'm going to...to...CUM!" She announced crying out as Jessie seemingly appeared out of nowhere, hovering only inches away from us now, shoving me in fact out of the way. In disbelief, I saw her scramble between Cindy's outstretched legs, her own fingers taking over where my own cock had been only moments ago. The intensity of her face as she looked at Cindy's quivering cunt, her orgasm only then beginning to seize her soul. How she did it, how she managed it, I perhaps will never fully understand. But Jessie watched intently as Cindy came, and then the moment her orgasm finally began to ebb, she once more sprinted away, snatching up her pad and pencils. Within moments, she had captured perfectly the exact moment of Cindy's orgasmic pleasure. Her entire body writhing in ecstasy, her pussy lips captured in raw animal lust, the dew of her spending, the trace of the woman's cream even then making an appearance. Somehow, almost magically, she had perfectly captured the entire moment.
And then it was my turn.
**
Even I had to admit, Cindy knew how to give great head. She didn't just lick or suck my cock, she worshipped it, made love to it...to me. And all the while she knelt there doing that, Jessie sketched, furiously, as though in an entirely different world. As fast as she'd finish one sketch, tearing it off the pad, tossing it onto the ground, she began another. Wordlessly, yet constantly moving, circling, getting different views and angles of the same ongoing thing...which for me was nothing short of a world-class blowjob.
Even Cindy seemed reluctant to finally have to sit up, removing her mouth from me when I warned her...warned them both I was almost there.
"Maybe...next time," she almost purred, letting me know in an instant she was more than game for doing this again sometime. Jessie had heard her as well, already coming over so she could be close enough to watch me when I came.
"Maybe next time I'll let you take him in your mouth, but only if you allow it to dribble out after that," she told our instructor. "But right now...I need to see it shoot, see it squirt...see it the exact moment that it sprays up into the air!"
Cindy continued to jack me off now. Already my balls tight in anticipation of their release. This somewhat surreal conversation taking place between the two women, both of them expectantly waiting for me to come now, the two of them in fact erotically urging me on.
"Did you enjoy her sweet lips on your dick baby?" Jessie asked, speaking far more intimately to me that she ever had, not once before ever calling me by that so personal or as affectionate of a name. "Did you like the way she sucked and licked that nice hard stiff dick of yours? Did it make you want to come? To squirt? To spray all that hot sweet naughty fuck juice for us?" She pressed.
"Yeah honey...do it for us," Cindy said joining in, still jacking me, softly, almost too teasingly, though it was also just the way I liked it too, even without telling her that I did. Just this continuous steady, slow up and down stroking, one hand jacking, pulling, the other knobbing, caressing and teasing the head. "You gonna shoot hard? Big...for us?" She'd added, just as Jessie was. Just as my balls seemed to breathe in...ready to implode.
"Oh...fuck!" Was all I managed...and then stars suddenly filled my head.
**
I'll be the first one to admit. Drawing, capturing...an image of an actual "cum shot" didn't seem to be all that awe inspiring, even though it sure as hell felt like it. But somehow, she managed it. I had indeed cum, a lot...and yes, it was an amazing sensation, an even more amazing spectacle perhaps too as I continued to erupt over and over again, more so than I had in a very, very long time. It was frankly...all over the place.
The moment I had quit spurting however, Jessie moved off, snatching up her pads and began furiously sketching, as though reliving the moment for me, all over again. When she had finished, actually looking exhausted herself, spent...as though having climaxed as well, only then did she show Cindy and I what she had in fact captured on paper.
It was almost magical. How anyone could have done what she did...especially with it being the actual moment of ejaculation itself, and then several repeated others...well, it was actually surreal, almost dreamlike in a way, the way she had done it. Even Cindy sat there, almost stupefied, thumbing through page after page, after page of almost near perfect, life-like drawings.
"Jessie..." Cindy spoke her voice obviously quivering with emotion and excitement. "I honestly have to say, this is some of the most amazing, incredible work I've ever seen anyone do...including you. This is without a doubt, your very best work," she looked up, blushing, even laughing just a bit. "I don't know that there's someone who would be bold enough to display this, to show this...but if you'll let me, I'd like to start asking around. You've got real talent here Jessie, even if it's fairly explicit, as these are...in nature. But just the same, these are too good to simply tuck away in some dark corner and forget about."
"I'm not ready for that yet," Jessie said taking them all back from her. "Maybe one day...but not yet. Not until I know, and I'm sure this truly is the very best I can do."
Cindy actually looked slightly disappointed upon hearing that as we all three...collected ourselves and finally left together.
"Anytime you...ah...need to practice like that again, I'm in," Cindy said kissing us both on the cheek goodnight, and then heading off towards her car.
I walked Jessie home again, though after what we'd just been through I figured things were pretty much done for the evening. Thus, I was surprised when she turned to me at her door, once more inviting me in. Though it was the way she stated it, that let me know otherwise.
"I need you to fuck me," she said, and then turned unlocking her door...I followed her in with a smile on my face.
**
It was the first time I had ever spent the entire night with her, waking up next to her in bed, the memory of the incredible night of passionate love-making, still clearly etched inside my head, my own private little canvas of erotic art. We had barely gotten much sleep, though it was already well into the morning as she stirred finally waking up, smiling at me.
"I love you," she said. "I didn't mean to fall in love with you...but I did. So...I love you, take it for what it's worth."
"I love you too," I told her, meaning every word of it, surprised that she had actually said it first, and had meant it when saying it. If you had come to know Jessie as I did, she didn't say anything she didn't mean or feel...or believe in.
"I know. I've known it from the first time we met, even if you didn't then, I knew eventually you would. That's what makes what I need to tell you next, so hard."
I felt like I'd been kissed...and then slapped. The look on her face suddenly serious. "I know you love me, and I know I love you. But I think we're both going to have to try and un-love one another."
"Ok, you want to run that one by me again? You love me? And you know now that I honestly love you too? But..."
"But, yes...we can't. It won't work, I know for a fact that it won't, because I can't be...the woman, the wife, the person that you will want me to be. That's just the way it is Danny. I know myself, and I know that there are things about me, I can never change. Things I don't want to change, and won't change. And in time...because of that, you'll either come to hate me, resent me, or be disgusted with me. That's why I think it would be better to end this now, before it gets any worse than it already is."
"I think it's already worse. First...you tell me you love me, and then you're dumping me...just like that. Well sorry, not good enough. You have to tell me the reason why it won't work Jessie...you at least owe me that much."
"Ok, you want to know the reason and the truth? Well...here it is. And I'm not going to whitewash it, or sugar coat it for you either Danny. There are certain things I can promise you, and once I promise, I never, ever go back on my word. But...there are also other things, I can never promise you, things I know I can never do, things that I am sure you along with many others, would never be able to understand, or accept."
"Such as?"
Jessie rolled out of bed, naked...now pacing back and forth along side of the bed as she spoke. Me...laying there watching her, listening.
"Let's say one day we actually got married. The one thing I would promise you, and assure you I would keep my word and promise, is that I would never have an affair with anyone, or ever do anything behind your back, without your permission. And hopefully, that would go for you too," she added.
"So far so good..." I thought to myself, though there was some interesting discussion still left there on the table regarding what she'd just said...but now was not exactly the time for that either.
"To define that further Danny. I would never have oral sex, or intercourse with anyone. That I promise you. But what I can't promise you, and never will promise you is this. You know me well enough by now, that you know damn good and well what fascinates me. Always has...always will. Any opportunity I am given, that I have, that I either venture into, or even by circumstance happen upon...when it comes to seeing a man's cock squirting...then I'm going to do that. I'm going to continue to enjoy that particular fetish Danny, every chance I get. So if the circumstance presents itself, and I can jack off some guys prick, or watch him jack it off for me so I can see him cum, then I'm going to do that. And I don't think that a lot of men...including you Danny, could ever be accepting of that. Not in a so-called committed relationship, let alone marriage. So like I said...there are things I can promise you as a wife, girlfriend, or just lover, but there are other things I can't...and won't. I'd rather not put you, or anyone else in a position of having to accept that, when they honestly can't. So...now do you understand and see what I mean?" She finally stood, hands beneath her breasts, facing me, nervously, waiting for my reaction.
"So...you're telling me, this is the only thing standing between us is that...yes?"
"Yes," she said surprised at my 'so-far' calm demeanor.
"So just as a hypothetical example here. Let's say one evening we go out to a club or something, and some guy asks you to dance. And so the two of you dance, and then he hints at doing more than that...out in the parking lot persay..." I paused looking at her, but she merely nodded her head, waiting for me to continue.
"So you would then tell him that you wouldn't fuck him, or suck him...but that you would in fact be willing to give him a handjob, mostly...just to be able to see him cum."
"Using that specific example, then yes...something like that, or close to it anyway. So yes...I would. But...it would probably be closer to the truth told this way Danny, and that's where the real difference is the way I see it. Lets' say some guy comes up to me and asks me to dance. And let's also say here...you're aware of it, and nod your head to him, telling him it's ok to ask me to do just that. The thing is, you're also then telling me...you're giving me permission too Danny. Permission to do what you now know I like doing...and will continue to do. So...we go out onto the dance floor, we're dancing. Except the reality is this. I doubt seriously he'd be the one to blatantly come right out and ask me to fuck him, or even suck him off...not like that anyway. Maybe he'd hint at it perhaps, even want it, or be thinking about it. But usually that's about all that would actually happen. Sure, maybe he'd even grab my ass or attempt to cop a feel if he felt like he could get away with it. But...if I liked him, liked him enough to want to see his cock...watch it squirt, whether he jerked it off himself, or I did...I'd actually be the one asking him if he'd allow me to do that. So you see Danny...your example, your scenario isn't quite as simple or as accurate as you describe it. It would be me Danny. Me. I'd be the one wanting to do that, asking him if he'd let me do that, let me see it...watch it. Whether you came with me to watch it as well...or not. Either way...once he agreed to it, we'd be headed outside to his car, or mine...just so I could. Now do you understand and see the difference Danny? It's not the other guys...or girls even, you have to worry about. It's me Danny. Any chance I get to see a guy cum, or see a woman's pussy squirt, then I'm going to do that Danny. Wherever, and as often as I can. Can you honestly tell me...you can live with that?"
I honestly didn't know. Not quite put like that. I mean on the one hand, she was telling me she would never ever have an affair or do anything behind my back. Yet...on the other hand, she was also telling me that as far as jerking off some other guys cock, or having him do it while she watched, wasn't part of that.
"Like I said...maybe it's best if we..."
"No!" I said finding my voice. "Not until we've given it a chance first. Isn't that fair? Give me a chance Jessie. Let me find out how I can handle that...or not before we throw any of this away...just yet."
"So you're telling me, that you want to actually see what happens, how you respond when a situation like this actually comes up? And it will Danny...trust me. You'd be surprised at how many men, after I've carefully approached them, telling them what I want to do, are suddenly willing, ready and able to do just that. Especially the married ones Danny. The guys who for whatever reason, don't see some strange girl giving them a handjob, as actually cheating on their wives, even if some believe that it is. I personally don't care if it is...or isn't. Like I told you, some things I can promise you I won't do...no matter what. But this isn't one of them."
"Let's just say, I'm not willing to just walk away, even knowing all this Jessie. So...how about we set something up, let it happen? At least then I'll know. At least then...we'll both know for sure."
"OK, I'll agree to that. But if this is going to work, either way, we have to be totally and completely open and honest with one another about it Danny. Should you feel differently, even days later...you have to tell me. Agreed?"
"Agreed. So...when do you think?" I wondered curiously, not quite sure how something like this might actually work.
"How about now?"
"Now? You mean...right now?"
"Yeah...now. The sooner we do this Danny, the better. So yeah, now. Get dressed, we're going to the beach."
**
She drove, though to my surprise, she had a nice looking little sports car. An old convertible bright red 67' Mustang, so the trip down to the beach was at least exciting in that way too. Though then telling me why she had picked the beach as a good place for this to happen as I sat next to her in the passenger seat, wondering if I'd lost my mind agreeing to do this. Still not sure how I really felt about it, or how I'd actually react to it once it happened...if it happened, though Jessie once more assured me that it would.
"The beach is actually one of the best places," she explained. "For two reasons. One...most guys need to feel like they can do it and get away with it quickly without getting caught. So wearing nothing more than a pair of swim trunks usually assures them of that. Second reason...most guys once they are approached, and with the added element of danger are actually more inclined to do it, especially if it can be handled and done without a great deal of fanfare. So you see...the beach really is the easiest place to approach some stranger in actually doing this. The only problem as I see it...is if you actually want to be there watching it, or if just the evidence will be good enough."
"I think...for this one at least, I need to be there," I told her. Even seeing evidence of the act, knowing that she'd actually jerked off some guys dick, wouldn't be enough for me to weigh and evaluate my own emotions. I knew with absolute certainty, I had to be there.
"Ok, so be it. But that might make things a little more difficult. Not impossible mind you, just a little bit more difficult. You're going to need to let me be the one to approach, and then explain. Once I do...and once things are cool with the other guy, then I'll either wave you over, or bring him to you, whichever way he's more comfortable with. Agreed? Oh...and you'll need to go along with whatever I tell him to convince him into doing it with you there, regardless of whatever that is, will you also agree to do that? Basically just stand there and watch me?"
"Agreed," I told her, still wondering at myself...but determined to go through with this, mainly because I actually did love her, and wasn't about to just throw my hands up in the air without knowing one way or the other for sure.
She knew by the look in my face I was nervous and still struggling with it as we pulled into the parking lot.
"Look Danny, it's not too late if you want to turn around and head back. But...you need to try and understand this Danny. I can't really explain it to you, why it is...why I am the way that I am, I just am. I love seeing a guys cock squirt. I love seeing different cocks, all shapes...all sizes. The way they all come and squirt so differently. You even told me, you are a bit of a breast man. I don't expect you to quit looking at other women's breasts Danny. In fact, I encourage you to do that, if that's what you like doing. Especially if it keeps you aroused and interested...in me, because of it. Why should I deny you the joy and satisfaction of doing that given the chance? I won't...never will. But the same goes for me Danny. It's got nothing to do with my love for you, or for my commitment to you. That I can give you. But this is the one thing you have to give me Danny. The understanding and permission if you will...to take advantage of any opportunity that presents itself for me to see a nice hard squirting cock. There it is...plain and simple."
"Or pussy," I said reminding her that she had brought that one up earlier too.
"Or pussy," she grinned. "Though I am sure you wouldn't mind being there to see that one either."
She had me there.
"There!" She suddenly pointed ahead. We'd been sitting there in the parking lot for less than ten minutes, more or less surveying our surroundings while she looked about for what she felt like would be the best opportunity. We had seen a van pull in with four guys. They had all gotten out, and then taken out their surfboards heading down to the beach. One of them had turned suddenly, heading back towards the van, telling his friends to go on and that he'd meet them out there.
"Well? You ready? Now or never," she said one hand on the door handle.
"Go for it...just let me know, here...or there." I told her.
Jessie jumped out of the car and immediately headed over towards the van. Admittedly she looked damn fucking hot. With a nice all over tan, she had purposely chosen to wear a rather revealing white bikini, that did little if anything to cover her more than ample charms. If just the sight of her looking like that, and then offering to give some guy a quick hand job didn't do the trick, I didn't know what would. Even if the son of a bitch was gay.
I sat watching her a short distance away as she approached. The guy just then hanging up his cell phone, throwing it into the front seat of the van, only then seeing her, a look of wondrous surprise on his face as this delectable sexy woman approached him out of nowhere. They stood for a moment talking, him grinning from ear to ear one moment...and then the next, a look of total surprise on his face at his obvious good fortune based on what she'd obviously just told him. But then came another look, this one of uncertainty as she suddenly pointed back towards where I was, him following...digesting perhaps as she now obviously continued, trying to explain in some way, why I had to also be there when she did it. He at first seemed reluctant, perhaps wondering if we weren't going to roll him or something, even looking out towards the ocean where his friends had gone.



And then Jessie reached up and took her top off, exposing her breasts right there in the parking lot. One look at those, and he was smiling again, even when looking up towards me. But then more so as Jessie reached down, fondling what I knew to be his growing prick right through his swim trunks. Suddenly, the two of them were walking towards me.
Now I was the one who was nervous.
Reaching the car, Jessie simply jumped into the back right over the door, inviting "Michael" as she soon after introduced him to me, into doing the same. He did so, the two of them suddenly sitting in the back seat together. Though he was in fact now looking unsure and nervous again.
"Don't worry. Like I already told you, my boyfriend enjoys seeing me doing this, and I enjoy doing it. So just relax, sit back and enjoy it while I get you off."
"And I get to play with your tits while you do right?" He questioned.
"Yes, though just my tits, like I told you. That, and the hand job, nothing more, nothing less," she confirmed now freeing his somewhat stiff cock, though it obviously wasn't fully erect yet. Obviously the tits thing had been a selling point, though even I had to admit, had it been me she'd approached, it would have been a negotiation point with me as well.
So it was that Michael sat there, fondling and exploring Jessie's breasts, while she slowly worked his cock into a nice firm, solid erection before really beginning to stroke it for him.
"There, that's nice...how does that feel?" she asked playing with it, not even once looking at me, just at him...or specifically his cock, as though mesmerized by it. "Do you like that? Like what I'm doing to it?" she further coaxed.
"Oh yeah...fuck yeah, that feels nice," he moaned, still rubbing her nipples, fingering them as she in turn rubbed, fondled and stroked the young man's cock. And as she did, as I sat there in the front seat looking back at the two of them, likewise keeping somewhat of an eye out around me, I discovered that I was actually getting aroused. Before I knew it, I too had an erection, half tempted to take it out and stroke myself off while watching her doing the same thing to his cock. Maybe it helped that it appeared slightly smaller than my own, pridefulness perhaps, that comparison thing, though he did appear to have a slightly larger, more bulbous head on his shaft. And I noticed that Jessie enjoyed rubbing that in a particular way, teasing it with her fingers, scissoring each side with each up and down stroke of her hand.
"Gonna squirt big and hard for me baby? Lots of hot naughty cum juice?" She asked, coaxing him and teasing him with her words, along with her hand, especially as I sat there watching her doing it. Surprised that I was in fact now very much aroused as she did.
"Big and hard," he spoke back, eyes somewhat closing now, his breath becoming quicker, as his face began to grimace.
"Almost there? Gonna cum for me soon baby? Gonna give me all that hot delicious cream? How about right here on my tits honey...would you like that? Would you like to squirt all over these nice big titties of mine?"
I know I sure as hell wanted to, though he was soon doing just that.
I sat and watched, as she did, as the young man's prick suddenly exploded. Fountain after fountain of his hot white creamy cum splashing against her breasts as she stroked him, rubbing him against herself. Finally spent, she simply sat there enjoying the feel of his cream as it ran down between her breasts, on down to her belly. Once again nervous perhaps, he thanked her, thanked us both, and then jumped out of the car, soon after racing back towards his van, almost forgetting to grab his own surfboard in the process.
"I imagine he'll have quite the story to tell his friends," I actually laughed. "Wonder if they'll even believe him."
Jessie laughed. "Not if we leave now before he can reach them and point us out," she said, climbing out of the car, though not getting back in behind the driver's seat. "You drive," she said exchanging places with me as she got back in, though she still hadn't as yet put her top back on either. Still bare breasted, with cum-trails clinging to her tits. She reached over fondling my obvious erection as I started up the car, pulling quickly back out onto the highway again.
"So...how do you feel?" She asked.
"How do you think I feel?" I responded back...I thought it was obvious.
"I know how this feels...which is why I intend on doing something about it. Perhaps after that, after the horny goes away, you'll feel differently about everything that just happened. And then, once we get back to the house, we can talk about it calmly, without any other emotions getting in the way."
Sounded like good reasoning. Especially when she suddenly leaned over and gave me my first ever blowjob while driving a car. Frankly I was surprised when I came in her mouth as she swallowed it, rather than watching it, as I actually came. She sat up, licking her lips, only then putting her top back on again over her now somewhat cum-caked breasts.
"Sometimes I just need to do that too," she told me, like I also now need to do this." She sat back in her seat, spreading her legs along with the thin strip of material covering her mound and proceeded to masturbate all the way home. I counted three small, but nice little orgasms by the time we got there.
But even more amazingly, by the time we had gotten there, I was horny again. Horny in thinking about what we'd done, what I'd seen, what I'd watched her do...and how I now knew I felt about it. I was eager to see her do it again.
But....first things first. I all but carried her into the house, throwing her down on the bed where I gave her my answer. Several times.
**
Jessie and I began dating seriously after that. Aside from our weekly Erotic Arts class, things seemed to regain a sense of normalcy for the two of us as we truly began to get to know one another better. I now spent most of my time with her at her place, even sleeping over more often than not. Jessie's "quirk," or "kink" all but forgotten for a time as we simply explored one another and as we both came to accept, falling in love with one another deeper and deeper. I'd almost decided that perhaps these things were no longer a fantasy or desire for her. But then one of those "opportunities" presented itself, and I realized then that side of her really hadn't changed, nor should I expect it to. Interestingly enough, I found myself once again facing mixed emotions. Half disappointed that as close as we'd become, that aspect of her nature...her desires, hadn't changed. And now I knew...wouldn't. On the other hand...that feeling, that weird level of excitement I had found watching her in the back seat of the car at the beach came racing back as well. I was again intrigued, curiously aroused to once more witness my future wife's indulgence.
The previous week, Cindy had informed everyone, especially me...that she'd be bringing in two men to sit and pose for the class. Reason being...this would be an intimate portrayal of two men together, though again mostly simulated. I had already mentioned to Cindy beforehand that I wouldn't be comfortable posing in this fashion, simulated or not...and that trying to maintain an erection during such time might prove more than difficult. Jessie of course was anxiously looking forward to the class anyway, no real surprise there. I went along with intentions of merely observing and sitting off in the shadows during the class. Much to my surprise, as the night began and went on, I found the provocative poses the two young handsome looking men were positioned in, to be somewhat stimulating. Needless to say, so did most of the class, especially Jessie. At one point she had managed to corner Cindy off to one side, briefly speaking to her. I saw Cindy smile, looking over towards me shortly thereafter with a bemused expression on her face. Shortly after that, she had a brief chat with the two men during a five minute rest period. Both of which then looked over at Jessie, nodding their heads somewhat eagerly. Having no chance myself to ask at that point what was going on, I was determined to simply sit back and let whatever was going on, to simply unfold. Which of course, it eventually did.
An hour later everyone had finally filed out. Cindy locking up the room after the last person had left, leaving only the two young men, Robert and Edward, along with Jessie, Cindy and myself.
Finally, Jessie approached me. "Cindy's agreed to let me do a very special portrait of her," she began. "With Robert and Edwards help of course," she then added. "And yours too...if you're interested." She then proceeded to tell me that all three of them had of course already agreed to do so...quite eagerly I might add. Her intention of course, in jerking the two men off, having them come on Cindy's body, and then capturing that moment in her own unique way shortly after that. My inclusion to add to the volume of their combined spending would be greatly appreciated, IF I was up to it. Surprisingly, I'd been nurturing an erection most of the evening, wondering...and not at all surprised at the eventual disclosure of her desires and plans. And though I had pretty much made up my mind that I now would indeed add whatever I could to the project, I would start off merely watching her in the beginning. Saying she understood, she then wandered off back towards where Cindy was already setting up a long narrow banquet table in order to lay down on. After covering it with a sheet, Cindy disrobed, now naked, and placed herself upon it. With Jessie standing on one side of the table, and Robert and Edward on the other side, I now watched as she reached out taking both of their magnificent, and very turgid pricks in hand. She began slowly stroking them, holding them together in her hand as they stood there together, Cindy laying there on the table between, watching her as she did so, almost casually fondling herself as this went on. Hard and aroused before, I was even more so now...watching this simple, yet erotic display as Jessie coaxed their cocks into an even greater firmness than they already were. Her finger teasings clearly evidenced by the expressions on their faces. When she actually looked over her shoulder back towards me, I nodded her way and began removing my own clothes. She and Cindy both simply smiled knowingly without saying a word as I moved towards them. Only then did Jessie speak, directing me.
"Come stand in between them Danny," as they soon parted, making room for me to sandwich in between them. Whatever my earlier reluctance had been prior to this, seemed to melt away, though my nervousness as to what was expected of me remained. "Closer, move closer together so I can work the three of you together at once," she informed the three of us. I now found myself the third man in the middle, drawn together at a slight angle, with Robert and Edward on either side of me. It was an odd sensation. The press of a hard stiff cock on either side of mine as Jessie caressed them, holding the three of us there together within her hands. Slowly, her workings turned into more obvious stroking. Occasionally leaving off to work one of us independently from the other, as though gauging the closeness of our pending orgasms with one another. She was almost uncanny in doing so too, somehow sensing each of us without really needing to vocalize where we were, only cautioning to tell us when the moment finally did come. The canvas of Cindy's body below, soon to be the recipient of her carefully placed paste painting as it turned out.
"I'm close...very close," Edward finally spoke, alerting her.
"Come here then, stand beside me," she instructed. "And you two...keep your own close, on edge...but not over the mark. That's my job," she smiled wickedly. Robert and I stood, now fisting ourselves, though slowly, and on "edge" as it were, while Edward moved around the table standing next to her. Taking Edwards rather long, though somewhat slim prick in hand once again, she now stood behind him, the press of her own bare breasts against his back. I watched as Jessie continued to stroke the man's shaft, aiming it as it appeared in the direction of Cindy's left breast. "As soon as he comes...whoever thinks they can come quickly, and next, remain where you are. I'll come to you," she informed us both.
"I think that'll be me..." Robert stated, teetering...yet so far holding out. Wordlessly, he and I exchanged places, with he now prepositioned to deposit his seed on what would obviously be Cindy's right breast when the time came.
"I'm gonna..."
"Cum!" Jessie said for him. "Yes Edward, yes. Let it go, squirt for me...spray her breast, cover it in your white hot sticky cream!" she cried out excitedly, pumping his prick in earnest now, rubbing the massive spongy head directly against Cindy's hard stiff nipple. Cindy likewise moaned pleasurably, watching, yet still fingering herself as his almost immediate discharge began to saturate her entire breast with thick copious streamers of his flying spunk. As though actually drawing it, Jessie stroked, rubbed and painted the canvas of Cindy's tit with the man's semen until she had coaxed out every last drop. Only when she had, did she hurriedly step around and over to where Robert was standing. "You ready?"
"Fuck yes!" He too groaned as she now did the same thing with his cock, slapping it, rubbing it, and pressing it against Cindy's other breast until it too soon began coating that one in a similar display of white sticky streamers of spunk that crisscrossed it, along with some of her other still smeared breast from Edwards climax.
The moment he was done, her eyes looked towards me, the question already asked.
"Whenever and wherever," I assured her.
"Stand at the end of the table, take each one of Cindy's legs in your hands, and spread her apart as far as you comfortably can," she thus told us both. Cindy scooted down slightly, her ass nearly off the edge of the table now as I did as instructed. Our instructors pink glistening pussy, now obscenely exposed, even more carnally displayed as I held her there like that. Jessie now behind me, the feel of her soft pliant breasts now pressing against my own back, her hand firmly wrapped about my phallus as she dragged it up and down, back and forth across Cindy's almost quivering throbbing cunt.
"Oh fuck!" Cindy cried out deliriously as she did that, obviously relishing the onslaught of this masturbatory entreat.
"Try not to come until she does," Jessie told me. "The moment she does..." I was already gritting my teeth, trying to hold back, though thankfully Cindy was herself now riding the crest of her own orgasmic wave. She cried out, the wail of her ecstasy filling the air. I looked down, the sudden appearance of her own white frothy nectar cascading out of her pulsating quim. "Now! Now!" Jessie called out to me, though needlessly so, for the almost immediate appearance of my first flying jettison of spunk soon began splashing against that throbbing, quivering, white frothy split between Cindy's legs. Almost spastic now, Cindy tossed, her ass coming up off the table, Jessie's hand smashing the head of my prick more directly against the woman's clit, rubbing her, rubbing me as I continued to spurt what turned out to be one of my more impressive, massive displays against her.
The moment she had drained me of the last precious drop however, Jessie immediately disengaged, rushing over to where she had already set up her easel, and began capturing the entire affair as though it had all occurred simultaneously.
"Cindy!" Jessie called out without turning away from her work. "Please...please, come here...finger me from behind while I finish this."
That was new...and exciting to watch as almost dutifully, even while basking in the throes of her own golden afterglow, Cindy rolled off of the table. In seconds she now stood behind Jessie, her hand furiously plowing through the obviously wet, liquid passage of my girlfriends cunt.
"Press against me," she cried out further. "Let me feel the come, let me feel it against me," she demanded. Cindy did so...her come-covered breasts now meshed against Jessie's heated flesh as her hands flew, as image took on a life of its own there upon the sketch pad. I, along with the other two men, almost reverently walked over, standing behind silently as Jessie's magical talent recreated what we had so recently felt and seen for ourselves. In a bizarre, almost abstract way, it was like experiencing it all over again. And I...along with Robert and Edward both, soon found ourselves once again growing erect as we stood there watching her.
Faster than anything I had ever seen her do before, she was finished. The portrait, the erotic image of her minds-eye clearly expressed in the almost photo-like appearance there on paper as she finally succumbed. Her orgasmic release at Cindy's hand and fingers finally completing the masterpiece. She turned, looking exhausted, yet somehow exhilarated. Spying almost immediately our three newly erect cocks pointing towards her.
"Give it to me...whatever you can, give it to me," she implored the three of us. Somehow we managed it, all of us just a few minutes later. Perhaps not as impressive as Cindy's still come-soaked body had been, but more than enough to please her never the less as she stood there moment later, ribbons of spunk dangling from her tits as though decorated like a frosted cake.
I had soon after collapsed, not even bothering to dress yet, though Robert and Edward had done so, both soon after leaving. They had of course thanked both Cindy and Jessie profusely for the unexpected treat, agreeing to be available again anytime if either were wanted or needed to do so.
Cindy...taking the finished sketch off the easel, held it up, looking at it, studying it...and then walked over towards where the two of us now sat, sharing the one and only small studio couch together.
"Jessie...this is without a doubt, the best piece of work you've accomplished yet. And to think, you were actually in the throes of an orgasm yourself when you added the last final touches to it...amazing."
"Thank you," Jessie sighed tiredly. "I think it is. And now I think...I'm ready to take you up on your offer," she informed our instructor. "You really think...you can find someone to show it, even as...well, as decadent as it appears to be?"
"I already have someone in mind," she told her. "It may very well be a private showing, for just a selected few. But I have a feeling Jessie...you're about to become a very, very big demand for particular clientele of intriguing, almost shocking works of erotica."
**
A couple of months passed. But just as Cindy had predicted, word spread, and Jessie's unique talent was soon being clamored for. She had even shown off several of her collection at a couple of private showings, each one of them sold out, with each piece being sold for several thousands of dollars. Most sold anonymously too of course. At first, I wasn't sure how I felt about having many of them, featuring my own stiff spurting cock, hanging in someone's home somewhere perhaps. But at least my face was never fully depicted in any of them, save for one that Cindy herself had purchased as a personal memento.
As for us, we were married shortly after that. Even Robert and Edward had come to the private intimate little ceremony, which we'd held for a few selected family members and friends. As a sort of a pre-wedding, wedding present, I had spoken with Robert and Edward a short hour prior to the ceremony. And though holding to tradition myself, not seeing the bride prior to her walking down the aisle, as she soon joined me standing by my side, she smiled, whispering to me, thanking me for the wonderful gift. Her dress cut low enough, enabling me to see...the still somewhat fresh spunking of her breasts, where their semen still remained. Though Cindy too stood beside her as her maid of honor. And me smiling just as knowingly, as she had likewise sent Cindy in to me, where she likewise stood, wearing a similar paste of pleasure between her own breasts as we completed our vows together and became man and wife.



Jessie still does very selective, erotic paintings and sketches for a rather large clientele, many of which to this very day remain anonymous. Opening a personal studio for her in our home, she still enjoys the occasional, personal, private sessions that she does by appointment for a reasonable price. She sketches provocative, erotic and quite sensual pieces for couples who've likewise come to appreciate her work. I think she enjoys doing those more than some of the more expensive, more intimately detailed pieces she's often commissioned to do. And it's certainly worked out for me in a way too. We don't go out "looking" nearly as often as we once did in order for Jessie to indulge herself as she had been. No need to. Those moments now come to us.
"Finished?" I said walking out of my own personal study where I now enjoy my own talented endeavors. I've just finished my second book, now working on the third.
"Just," she said smiling at me. "They're dressing now, but I think they like the portrait," she told me smiling pleasantly. "And...how's the book coming?" she asked curiously.
"Coming well. And speaking of which...you've got a little there on your shoulder," I laughed.
Jessie still sketches, still draws in the nude. She does her best work that way, always has. And occasionally of course, she gets involved in her work, just as I do. She laughed, reaching up, spearing the small ribbon of sperm that had obviously landed on her shoulder, smearing it further into her skin.
"Yeah, he was pretty wild and excited right there towards the end," she grinned. "It was a fun one to watch. Though it's only made me want to watch another one. You game?" She asked already reaching down to unzip my fly.
"You planning to paint this one too?" I asked. She'd already sketched countless ejaculations of mine as it was. I was almost embarrassed to say how many of these decorated a couple of rooms in our own home.
"Nope...this one I need to swallow," she said eying my now hard dick. As the young couple she'd just finished sketching finally emerged from her private studio, thanking her profusely again, carrying out their own little personal masterpiece as they passed by us. I had to chuckle, they didn't even bat an eyelash as Jessie knelt there in front of me, my dick in her mouth as she waved them goodbye.
"Come again...any time," I told them both.
I knew I certainly would.
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It was probably going to be the last family vacation we ever had, just amongst the seven of us anyway. Yeah, we had a rather large family as it eventually turned out. Early on, my father had come to meet my mother with two kids of his own by a previous marriage. His wife had died a couple of years earlier, so he brought into the relationship my two half siblings, Chrissy was six at the time, and David was four. Mom had gone through a divorce around the same time, and brought with her another stepsibling, Jessica, also four years old, same age as David. A year after they were married, I came along, named after my father Brad, though early on everyone called me "junior". That wasn't so bad, except that later "junior" became "B.J." which at the time as a young kid, I didn't associate anything with. That came later, much to my chagrin. Last but not least was Stacy, my sister, three years younger than myself, and totally unexpected as she was the only one who hadn't really been planned for. Needless to say, with such a diversity of characters and personalities we all had our moments trying to get along. Frankly I'm surprised that as kids, we didn't kill one another.
As we all grew and matured however, it seemed that as young adults, we'd finally managed to outgrow our petty differences. If anything, many of us actually growing closer to our step, or half brothers and sisters, which had certainly been the case for Chrissy and I. Now a striking twenty seven year old woman who was starting to make a name for herself as a realtor. She had in fact taken a position with the company that she was working for out of state. As such, it was either now or never that we took this vacation, as a family while everyone was still close enough to home in order to do so. Even Stacy, the youngest had plans for attending college a goodly distance away, though still living in the same State, though it would be a long six hour drive in order to actually see her.
As diverse as we all were in our characters and personalities, the same held true for looks as well. Quite naturally, Chrissy and David looked a bit more alike with fairly dark brown, almost black hair, though somewhat fair complexions. Jessica, like mom was a very typical blue-eyed blonde, and also like mom, fairly large in the chest bust-wise, something that Chrissy wasn't. Much smaller, almost petite, at best sporting a full sized "A" cup, I know...because I had had an opportunity here and there to have seen her. Even then, I always had enjoyed seeing her tits, and as a young boy, had even fantasized about them whenever I masturbated. More on that one later.
As for myself, I was a bit more like dad. Same dark brown hair that he had, and lots of it. We shared pretty much the same build and height as well, with me just an inch below six feet and around a hundred and eighty, solidly built pounds as I'd always been active in various sports and activities all through high school. And now again while attending college myself, though at a closer, local university than the one my sister Stacy had intentions of attending.
Stacy, my true sister was more like mom. Dishwater blonde hair, just under five and a half feet, and though her bust wasn't quite as large as moms or Jessica's was, she was still amply endowed in that department too. Yeah, once again...I know, because I'd had a few opportunities to take advantage of that one as well.
Early on, while dad was still an up and coming stockbroker, we had been forced to live in a small three bedroom home. Mom and dad having one room of course, the girls the largest one...and then David and I sharing a much, much smaller bedroom with bunk beds. As kids, we never did get along. And had it not been for my size, even being four years younger than he was, I'd have been taken advantage of every step of the way. As it was, my size and build eventually put the two of us on more equal footing, though all that did was ensure one or the other of us came away with an occasional black-eye as we seemed to be constantly fighting with one another back in the day. At one point, it had gotten so bad that they'd eventually (and just temporarily) moved me into the sitting, or living room on the couch just to keep the two of us apart. As it turned out, I loved sleeping there as I'd caught more than one late night excursion from my sister, Chrissy. Turns out, she was a sleepwalker, and very often did so. And usually, naked to boot.
By the time dad finally made it big as an investment counselor for several large firms, we finally moved into a rather nice, and very large home, with each of us actually having our very own bedrooms. Though even then, we still managed to stumble into one another while getting dressed or ready for school. Stacy, Jessica and I being assigned one bathroom on the floor we slept, and Chrissy and David sharing a bathroom on the floor just below us.
The bottom line was, we got used to seeing one another in various stages of undress, sometimes purposely, sometimes teasingly, just annoying one another as siblings very often do. There really wasn't anything untoward going on amongst us, not really...not at the time anyway, though again, we all had to some extent taken a more personal confidence in our various brothers and sisters one way or another. As I had done with Chrissy, now Chris...as things turned out. For whatever reason, she had taken me under her wing perhaps as a kid, especially during the rough times I had with David, and then later...when girlfriend problems eventually came my way. That's when things got really interesting between us. Chris was the first one to actually tell me all about sex, and everything that encompassed. She had even gone so far as to let me have a "look" at it, just so I'd know what a woman's pussy actually looked like long before I ever really did anything. That was the sort of relationship we had together, though David and Jessica had much of the same thing between the two of them, as we would all eventually learn later on. Only Stacy seemed to be left out of that personal bonding, still the kid, still the youngest, and thus took haven more with our mother than anyone else. When Chris began spending more and more time outside the home, eventually moving into her own place in fact, was when Stacy and I seemed to quite naturally gravitate closer to one another. I was after all her "real" brother as she so aptly put it, and she being...my little sister, and someone I began looking out for, and protective of. She and I had the same interesting conversation about sex that Chrissy and I had had. But that was also when I discovered a shared secret she confided in me about. My younger, sweet, sexy little sister...had a thing for girls. Not that I minded, that was her business and personal preference, but you'd never have known it or suspected it to look at her. She was about as girly-girly as you could ever get, and even managed to keep her secret away from the others. Hell, she even went so far as to date boys once in a while, so it wasn't as though she was a hide-in the closet lesbian necessarily. She just simply preferred women.
But again, as I said in the beginning, the bottom line was...we were all about to venture out into our own lives, and the last opportunity we had to take advantage of one last family vacation was now. After that, we all knew we'd be calling those times something else..."family reunions" as we began bringing others into this close-knit little family. As such, mom and dad wanted to do something special, something extravagant even, especially as dad had had one of those banner years. Mom and dad spent a great deal of time thinking about it, planning it...and then came up with what they thought would be the ideal vacation get-away. At first, I wasn't too sure about it myself, but eventually the idea grew on me, along with everyone else. Mom and dad had managed to secure our own island getaway! We would figuratively, and literally be staying on our own private little island for two weeks! Though we could of course take our private launch over to the main resort island for more extravagant dinner affairs as well as shopping. The thought of spending two weeks in a tropical island paradise suddenly seemed like a dream come true, even if it would be just the seven of us sharing a small tiny island together for the majority of the time there. Mom and dad would have the main bungalow, which was much larger and had more "family" type accommodations whenever we felt like being together as a group. Thankfully, David and I would have our very own, much smaller units, though the girls were well pleased with sharing one medium sized unit amongst the three of them. All in all, everyone was well pleased and excited at the prospects, especially when the day finally came and we found ourselves winging out across the blue Pacific in search of paradise.
No one had any idea at the time, what Paradise would eventually come to represent. We would soon find out.
**
We had flown into the larger island by a small plane. Something that David and I both found exhilarating, though the girls...mom included, where quite nervous about. After we had landed and checked in, we were then escorted over to our very own private little island, which was actually less than a mile away from the larger island, yet far enough to give us a sense of welcome seclusion. Needless to say, the brochures hadn't given this place justice. It was simply unbelievable!
Each hut or bungalow basically had its own small private beach. Tall thick palm trees tended to naturally separate the view of each unit from one another, in a more or less circular pattern, though there was one area almost right in the middle of all of them that served as an open-pit fire area, and gathering area for outdoor cooking should we desire it. Beyond that, there really was plenty of privacy, and even a few hiking trails that led further into our own dense little paradise, complete with a small water fall at the far end of our two mile long little strip of ecstasy.
The first surprise came after we'd all checked in and dawned our swim-ware, mom and dad asking us to come over to their unit once we'd settled in, so that they could lay out some simple ground rules with us regarding the resort, and our stay here. Needless to say, my siblings and I were in for quite the surprise when we did. Gathering together after first checking out one another's digs...we soon headed over as a group back over to mom and dad's spacious little hut, though it certainly wasn't all that little. Extravagant to the extreme with a fully stocked bar, pantry...should we decide to cook there on the island, along with various other sundry amenities.
The thing was...they were both sitting there naked when we came in.
"Mom? Dad? You're...ah, you're...why are you naked?" Chris finally asked speaking for all of us.
"Yes...we most certainly are," mom said blushing a little. "But you might as well know, while we're here, we plan on being this way most of the time. So we wanted to come right out with it, and let you know we would be, so there wouldn't be any unexpected surprises. This trip is very special for us too, and we have every intention of taking advantage of it, even with the five of you here." Mom told us, though dad soon added to that.
"You're all adults now yourselves," he'd begun. "And it's not like we haven't run into one another in various states of undress either. So let's also act and be adults about that as well. We're here to have fun, relax, and just simply be ourselves. Your mother and I have every intention of doing just that. And our being naked is part of it. So...get used to it. Either that, or stay in your own areas if seeing the "old folks" naked tends to bother you," he actually then chuckled easing the sudden tension dramatically.
I noticed Chris was smiling as she stood there, though the rest of us were acting a bit more nervously and unsure of this sudden turn of events. Like dad said, it wasn't as though we hadn't occasionally run into one another in the all together from time to time. Nudity never really had been an issue amongst any of us while growing up. But seeing mom and dad so prominently displayed in their birthday suits went a little beyond that.
"What about us?" Chris asked, once again speaking for all of us, though to be honest about it, up until the moment she asked, even seeing mom and dad in the buff, the thought of doing the same myself really hadn't entered my mind until she brought the subject up.
"That's up to you," mom answered. "Like your dad said, we're all adults here. If you're comfortable running around our little island naked, then do it. We're certainly not hypocrites, if that's something you personally decide to do. Just keep in mind that whatever you do do...or don't, is no one else's business. And the only other thing we do ask is this...if you see the door to our bungalow closed...go away, don't bother us. It means we're having some special alone time," mom finished, though Jessica snickered, whispering just under her breath to Chris who was standing next to her.
"Fucking, they mean," she laughed, though I'd over heard her as well standing on the other side, with images of my own parents now doing the nasty together invading my thoughts. It was time to leave mom and dad to their own amusements, naked or not...and do a little bit of exploring here myself.
Mom and dad soon ushered us out, closing their door behind us as the five of us slowly meandered our way back to our own huts, though surprisingly, Chris walked beside me as I headed back to my own little place.
"You want to come exploring with me?" I asked.
"Yeah, I'd like that...provided you don't mind seeing me naked too," she informed me. I nearly tripped over my own feet when she said that.
"You serious? You're going "native" too?" I asked.
"Unless it bothers you," she informed me, already reaching behind, undoing the clasp on the bikini top she was wearing, undoing it...though holding it against herself even as it came undone, still covering her somewhat small, but very perky breasts.
"It probably will bother me...in a good way," I said teasing her back. "So long as you don't mind your brother walking around with a boner most of the day," I said not really meaning it, though half worried I actually might should she decide to get completely naked, and spend most of the time that way, not to mention the rest of my siblings.
"Not like I haven't seen it before," she reminded me. Which she had, just as she had shown me her pussy once out of curiosity, I had in kind returned the favor, though I hadn't been erect at the time either. Not that time anyway. "Interesting too," she then added before I could respond to that. "You notice how similar you and dad are in that department?"
"Not really no...I wasn't actually checking him out, though admittedly, I sort of was giving mom a good looking over. She really is quite an attractive looking woman at her age isn't she?"
"Yeah, she is...wish I had as big of tits as she and the other girls do," Chris said, just then lowering her arms, allowing her small breasts to spring free as she now carried the bikini top in her hand as we just then reached my own small little bungalow. It had actually been a while since I'd last seen them, and honestly, I think they had actually grown just a little. Chris's boobs, though small, were nicely shaped, with a slight upward pointy lift to them both. Each capped by a delicious looking, almost strawberry colored nipple, that even now seemed all hard and crinkly as she stood there.
"I like the way your tits look," I said looking at them, and then at her, seeing her blush a little, though smiling.
"Well glad you do anyway...you always were trying to get a look at them every chance you got while growing up, always thought it was cute, and yes...even a bit flattering that you wanted to with everyone else having far larger breasts than I did."
"Hell sis...you're forgetting. You also let me have a good long look at your pussy too, don't forget that. And I also think, especially now that I'm a bit more experienced in that department, that you've got the cutest, prettiest pussy I've ever seen."
"Really? You really mean that? Or are you just saying that trying to comfort me?" She asked.
"No...I mean it, you really do, though admittedly, it has been a while now since I saw it last," I added almost hopefully. Though she had indeed removed her top, I honestly didn't think she was actually considering wandering about the island in the altogether the way mom and dad planned on doing. Which is when I got the second surprise of the day, when she suddenly reached down, untying the small bows on either side of her bikini bottoms, letting them fall. Suddenly, Chris too was standing before me entirely naked. The one thing that was different now, than what I had seen before, was she was entirely bald. The last time I had seen her, once more sleep-walking, though that had been a couple of years ago now, was she'd had a bit of a pubic patch sitting there between her legs. Now...there was nothing.
I think I swallowed, standing there looking at it...at her.
"Well? You like it like this? Or not?" She suddenly asked. I swallowed again, looking up at her and then answered.
"It's...gorgeous!" I said simply, meaning it. And I knew by the way I'd said it, she knew I had meant it too. She grinned.
"Ok, so...shall we go exploring then?" She asked changing the subject. I looked down at myself, still trying to decide what to do here. Problem was, I was actually starting to grow just a little. Seeing where I was looking, she laughed. "Don't worry about it...been a while since I've see 'It' that way too," she giggled again. "But I am sure, once we start walking and just exploring, you'll find it won't be poking out quite that way as we do that. So come on BJ..." She said tossing out the name that only she had ever really gotten away with in calling me by. "Take em off...and let's go see our island!"
**
Unfortunately, I did start off sporting a partial woody, it couldn't be helped, though Chris made it easier on me by not looking at me too often, or commenting on it. By the time we had actually started the gradual slow easy climb up to where the water fall was reported to be, it had actually become considerably more flaccid, though remaining somewhat thicker than usual even then.
"There...listen, you can hear it," she informed me excitedly, now taking my hand, almost pulling me along behind her as we made our way up to the summit of the small hill. The crash of the falls just off to one side as we crept along the plateau heading towards it, winding our way in and out of the palm trees as we did that. Reaching the edge of the cliff looking down over the side, we could see it. That and the beautiful blue almost crystal clear pool some twenty or thirty feet just below us. It was the most beautiful amazing sight I had ever seen, and then Chris and I both saw another one. Not too surprisingly, Jessica and Stacy had decided to go exploring themselves. But what was surprising, was the fact that they too had obviously decided to adopt mom and dad's reasoning. They too were naked, frolicking about us just below in the water, though for the moment at least, totally oblivious to our presence having come in from the other way. I almost called out to them, but then Chris hushed me, suddenly slinking down out of sight, pulling me down with her.
"No...wait, give it a moment," she spoke, once more peering over the side, still looking around, no doubt wondering where David was, just as I now was, in thinking about it.
"He must have remained behind," I offered not seeing him, though once more looking down at the other two as they playfully swam about, splashing one another. Once more I almost called out, until I saw something...looked again, wondering if I had in fact seen what I thought I had. Once more looking over towards my sister. But her look confirmed she'd seen it too, or had at least been aware of it. Now standing together, facing one another in just a few feet of water I sat watching Stacy as she reached up, cupping one of Jessica's big firm breasts, playing with it, and then likewise fingering our sister's nipple.



"Holy shit!" I exclaimed, glad that the thunder of the falls easily concealed my sudden surprised outburst.
"Surely you've known!" Chris stated looking towards me, though her eyes spoke the question more so than her words.
"About Stacy being a lesbian? Or bi at least? Yes...but certainly not that," I said looking back down and over the cliff face towards them again, as Jessica too now held one of Stacy's breasts in her hand, likewise fondling and playing with it. "How long has this been going on?" I asked my sister.
"About a year now I think...though up until now at least, it's been more playful curiosity than anything really serious. Looks to me like, they're just taking advantage of the moment to indulge themselves just a little. I too have always known that Stacy tended to lean more towards girls than boys, but Jessica was a bit of a surprise, knowing how boy crazy she's always been. I think for her, it's more of that naughty curiosity....you know how she is, has always been. Always the first one to do or try anything, which damn near landed her in quite a bit of trouble a few times."
That was true about her for damn sure. She'd gotten busted, grounded for a couple of months for smoking pot inside the house, and was also the only one as far as I knew, who mom and dad had actually caught having sex with her boyfriend in her bed when no one was expected home. She'd been grounded for that one too.
Seeing them standing there fondling one another's breasts was hot enough, but then as they both reached down just below the surface of the water, hands between one another's legs, it became clearly obvious as to what else they were now doing.
"Are they..."
"Fingering one another? Yes...I think so," Chris half moaned watching them just as I was, though I now glanced over and realized, Chris had her own hand down between her legs, and was almost nonchalantly fingering herself, right there in front of me. In no time at all...I felt my prick suddenly stiffening to full staff, and just as she was now doing, I began doing to myself, sitting there beside my sister, the two of us touching ourselves, looking down, watching our sister's as they in turn stood fingering one another.
Sure, I had in fact masturbated a few times fantasizing about my own sisters, though most usually Chris as it turned out. And though we had on occasion played "touchy-feely" years past, we'd never really done anything, certainly nothing like this, not actually playing with myself in front of her at least, which I was most certainly doing now, and which she too was doing.
When she reached over and suddenly grasped my cock, it seemed almost natural and normal for her to do that, especially under the circumstances. Still fingering herself with one hand, and me with the other, I was content for the moment at least to just let her do that. Besides...I now had breasts to play with, and with that particular door now seemingly open, I just reached over, cupping one of them. I quickly found one of those incredibly hard, amazing nipples of hers and began fingering it, pinching it gently between my fingers as my sister began doing the same to my dick head. Sensations of her doing that, sending tingling thrills and shivers up and down my spine, causing me to shake with excitement uncontrollably.
"You keep doing that...you're gonna make me..."
"Cum?" Chris quipped. "God, I certainly hope so...admittedly Brad, I've always wanted to see you do that. I don't mind telling you, I used to lay there in bed at night and fantasize about you...fantasize about what it might be like...being with you. Does that shock you?" She said now looking at me worriedly, not to mention that her hand had also stopped stroking my dick.
"God Chris! Don't stop now! I'm so fucking close!" I told her. "And just so you know...I spent many a night in my own bed, thinking about you too!"
We both turned as one, once more looking down over the cliff, the echoing sounds of our sister's mutual release as the water amplified their cries of joy. The two hugging one another closely now, still furiously, even more so perhaps....finger-fucking one another as first Jessica cried out, and then Stacy did. Gradually slowing, stepping back slightly from one another, YET kissing one another softly for a moment. They turned, though still holding hands as they walked back up towards the small beach where their towels were. I more or less missed that last part however, my eyes were closed, as though glued shut. At the moment I was too busy pouring what felt like a gallon of semen down my sister's throat. It was the third, and best surprise of the day as I had started to cum, and then suddenly her mouth was surrounding me, drinking me down, swallowing my essence as it began exploding from the tip of my cock. Nothing else mattered at the moment...not even my other horny naughty naked sisters.
By the time I was able to open my eyes and stand up straight again, Jessica and Stacy had disappeared, no doubt heading back towards their bungalow again. We'd all been gone for the better part of two hours now, and it was likewise time for the two of us to head back in order to get dressed for dinner as we'd actually be heading over to the main island in order to do that.
"Are we ok?" Chris asked somewhat nervously, still licking her lips, a reminder that she'd just finished draining my balls. My own sister...had sucked me wonderfully dry.
"More than," I assured her, actually kissing her, which surprised her a little. She hadn't expected that, nor had I actually, only then realizing I was tasting my own cum inside her mouth, at least the residue of it as I did, as our tongues briefly fenced one another for a moment. "Let's just say...I owe you one," I said grinning at her, though my hand had almost automatically come up to gently grasp and fondle one of her small perky breasts again, causing her to moan pleasurably as I did that.
"I'm going to hold you to that," she told me. "Later, after we get back from dinner," she stated. The two of us suddenly now glad that David and I had our own private little bungalows, making it a hell of a lot easier for the two of us to do something like that.
"I'll make it worth your while too," I assured her, feeling myself growing hard and stiff again even though I'd just had one of the most amazing, most intense orgasms of my entire life. And this time, I walked all the way back to the bungalows like that too. My prick never did go down...though walking behind Chris as she more or less pulled me a long behind her sort of kept it that way.
**
Chris and I finally parted heading off in our own separate directions just as we reached the edge of the semi-circular formation of huts. I walked inside, wondering what Chris would say...if anything to our sisters, especially upon realizing that she'd left her bikini behind at my place. I was still grinning from ear to ear, surprised and delighted by the unexpected turn of events as I stepped beneath the shower, which was also outside. The water naturally warmed and heated by the sun as I stood there beneath it, showering. Images of what we had seen and done so recently together filling my mind, so much so that it took a moment to realize I was hearing David's voice as he stood there speaking to me.
"Hey!" He finally said a bit louder, sort of hanging over the side of my shower enclosure looking down at me. For once I was actually grateful I wasn't sporting a hard on.
"What?" I responded back, adding...'Where've you been anyway?" I asked curiously. He just grinned at me, looking like the cat that had eaten the canary. Though the two of us had never really gotten close, especially with all the earlier animosity between us, at least as we'd grown and matured, we'd set most of those petty differences aside. At least now we were far more civil to one another...well sort of anyway. I could tell he was dying to tell me what he'd been up to. That look I HAD seen before.
"Guess what I saw?" He asked trying to bait me, which was his way. I was half tempted to say the same thing back to him, deciding against it however. I figured mine was a hell of a lot better than his was, and for the moment at least, was keeping that one to myself.
"What?" I said instead, stepping out of the shower, grabbing a towel as I began drying off.
"Earlier? I went back to lie down, take a nap for a bit. When I woke up a short time later, everyone had already taken off of course."
"Yeah? So?"
"Well, I was naturally hungry, so I headed back towards mom and dad's hut, the door was open now, so I figured they weren't inside doing anything, and that it was safe to go in, browse around, find something to munch on."
That was typically David. He seemed to have a bottomless pit when it came to snacking, though he also had the metabolism for it too. He never did gain any weight, no matter what it was he seemed to be eating, unlike myself.
"Yeah? So?" I said again, this time showing some irritation in saying it, wanting him to get on with it instead of drawing things out the way he usually did. He got the point.
"They said not to come in or bother them when the door was closed right? Well, they didn't warn us, or tell us they might do something elsewhere now did they?"
He had my attention now, curiously enough.
While I was making a sandwich, I looked outside, spotted them laying on their own little beach there. Next thing I know, mom reaches over, starts playing with dad's dick, and then suddenly she's giving him a BJ, B.J.," he says grinning at me. I let it go this time however, without commenting on that.
"So...you watched mom giving dad a blowjob huh?"
"Watched em fucking too," he then added as though this was the real reason for the canary look. I didn't have the heart to tell him. Nor did I really want to. "Bet you've never seen them doing that now have you?"
"Nope...you're one up on me there David," I smiled back. "But I will say this, we've what...been here less than a day already? I have a feeling we'll both be seeing that, and perhaps a bit more...so don't be surprised by it if you do. And more importantly, don't make an issue out of it either, if you do...otherwise, you might bring an end to it. And I don't think either one of us would want anything like that to happen, now would we?"
He thought about that for a moment, shaking his head in agreement with it. "Still pretty cool though, sick and twisted as it might be...watching mom and dad actually fucking. Don't mind telling you Brad, it really was pretty hot."
"I hear you," I told him, now picturing it in my own mind, remembering what mom actually looked like, and now finding myself actually getting a bit aroused here. "But...like I said, just don't be too surprised by things around here David. We've got two full weeks here, who knows what the hell might happen while we are?"
He looked at me speculatively, smiled knowingly nodding his head. "God...one can only imagine, and hope," he added grinning like a Cheshire cat.
I had to agree with him on that one.
**
We took the launch over to the main island shortly before the sun went down. It was an enjoyable dinner, sitting there on the veranda, a nice tropical breeze blowing, as we sat sipping Mai tais together. Just watching the sunset over the Pacific Ocean was breathtaking enough in and of itself. But sitting there looking at four, yes four, very attractive, and obviously very sensual women, simply added to the majestic scenery of the evening.
After we finished watching the sun sink far off into the sea, we took a stroll around the resort, stopping to window shop. There was a club with dancing, which mom and dad of course wanted to do, as did most everyone else including me. All save for Stacy who had been acting a little strangely most of the night. Not so much that anyone else had really noticed, but I had. Especially when I saw her resigned look at the mention that mom and dad planned on staying at the club for a while. I could tell she wasn't too keen on the idea.
"Tired?" I asked.
"Yes!" She said hopefully, as though wishing that someone might in fact take her back to our own little island. I made mention of the fact to everyone that she was, and then offered to take her back, and then actually come back for everyone else at a specific time, not wanting to leave her all alone on the island either. I too feigned being tired, even though I wasn't, so it was agreed that I'd return at midnight. Just before I left however, dad came back informing me that they would be taking the resort launch back, so I didn't have to worry about doing that. As such, Stacy and I soon headed back without much being said along the way. I could tell however that something was bothering her.
Walking back to her bungalow, I wasn't at all surprised when she invited me inside.
"What's troubling you sis? And don't tell me nothing is, I know...something is, I could see it in your eyes all evening."
"You always could," she responded knowingly. "I never was one to be able to hide anything from you was I?"
"Nope! So, tell me...what gives sis?"
Stacy plopped down on one of the really comfortable looking beds, and then patted at a spot next to her, which I took, sitting down beside her.
"I want to ask you something."
"Shoot."
"Was it you...or David, that was sitting on top of the plateau earlier today?" She asked straight out.
Obviously she had seen me after all, though curiously, she'd made no mention of anyone else, so I didn't either. "It was me," I answered directly leaving it at that. She actually smiled, even giving a small sigh of relief upon hearing that.
"Good...that's a relief," she smiled almost brazenly, yet blushing simultaneously at the same time. "I wasn't sure. When Jessica and I walked back up to the beach, I happened to glance up, saw someone...but the sunlight was partially blocking my view. I knew someone had seen us, obviously a male...but wasn't sure beyond that. Obviously..." she paused for a moment, even reaching over to place her hand on my bare thigh. "You saw us."
"I did, yes." I said easily enough, enjoying the sensation of her hand on my thigh, the sudden unexpected intimacy of such a simple act.
"Were you...you know," she stammered slightly, her hand now softly circling, caressing my thigh gradually inching upwards as she did that.
"Jerking off?" I answered back, speaking truthfully to some extent as I pictured the moment in my head. I had been...up until the moment that Chris suddenly leaned over taking my cock into her mouth anyway. Which is no doubt why Stacy hadn't seen anyone else sitting up there with me.
"Yeah, that," she giggled then, her hand actually brushing over the now growing bulge of my cock through my loose fitting shorts.
Stacy and I too had played those "I'll show you mine, if you'll show me yours," games when we were younger. And she also had the distinction of being the only one amongst all of my siblings (not counting my mother) who had actually caught me in the act of masturbating. The day she had, I'd been in the bathroom just coming out from a shower. Since we shared a shower, and as there was rarely any time to do anything in there, especially clean up before someone else was pounding on the door wanting to use it, I never jerked off in there. I stood, one hand on the wall behind the toilet leaning forward, legs slightly spread, hand on my cock jerking away, pointing it downwards towards the toilet bowl. I hadn't locked the door, nor did anyone really. Had I done so, the girls too would have no doubt gotten into the habit of locking it as well in retaliation for my doing that. Keeping it unlocked had become somewhat of a game we all played on one another from time to time. The unexpected sudden quick walk in, glimpses here, there, while in the shower or just getting out. It was relatively harmless, and everyone did it from time to time. But that day...I knew I had been alone, the last one to leave, or so I thought anyway. So I wasn't too worried about anyone coming in unexpectedly. In addition to that, I was so lost in my thoughts, my fantasies, the "edge" of release already beginning to seize my balls when Stacy knocked, (which we always did as quick fare warning) however, I hadn't heard the faint knock, nor the door opening at that moment as my cock began to spurt, almost the exact moment she came in. Stacy stood (though I didn't even know that at the time) watching me, watching me squirt off into the toilet, yanking my prick pleasurably, groaning and moaning deeply as I did so. Images of her in fact, even then filling my head. As I finally opened my eyes, still peering down into the bowl of the toilet to take stock of what felt like one hell of a load, Stacy finally spoke, startling me.
"Wow...so that's what it looks like when it comes out huh?"
I think I jumped three feet. "Jesus...fuck...Stacy!" I spat suddenly turning trying to cover myself, though the damage was done. Even more so when Stacy walked over, looking down into the very toilet bowl herself likewise inspecting the discharge of cream that now floated there like clouds in the sky.
I reached over, flushing it. Though we both now stood there watching the swirl of water as my cum-curdles fought vainly to remain behind.
"Sorry...it's just that, I've never seen that before," she finally stated. "I mean...I know boys cum and all, but I've never actually seen one do it before. It was...well, it was rather interesting," she stated now looking up towards me.
"Well, I guess you have now," I stated finding the moment suddenly arousing in a weird sort of way, though I began wrapping a towel around my still somewhat stiff member by way of hiding it.
She just stood there looking at me though, the question in her eyes without speaking.
"What?"
She remained silent for a moment more, the anguish of her thoughts clearly etched within her face. "Can I...can I see you do it again?"
"What...you mean, jerk off again, while you watch?" I asked frankly surprised by this, though not without a bit of mild amusement, not to mention aroused interest as my cock actually throbbed just a bit upon hearing that.
"Yes." She said simply, obviously serious about it.
"Shit...I don't know sis. Maybe. But certainly not now. It you know...takes a while. And if you really, honestly do want to see that, you're going to have to give it time. If I was to do it now...there wouldn't be a whole lot to see since I pretty much emptied my balls here."
She laughed at that. "When then? Tonight?"
I thought about it. Aside from Jessica being home, mom and dad had their weekly card game with the neighbors. David would be at work, and Chris was living in her own place at the time.
"Yeah, later tonight maybe," I had told her as the thought of jerking off for my sister again suddenly started to arouse me. I had done so of course...seeing the excitement in her eyes as she sat across from me, watching me jerk off until my prick once more erupted copiously for her.
Returning back to the present however, Stacy's hand still making soft gentle circles on my thigh, I looked at her wondering. "So...what did you think?" She suddenly asked. "Did you enjoy seeing us? Did you like what you saw? Did you cum?" She finished, her breath sounding excited, obviously aroused.
"It was hot sis. Admittedly. So yeah, I enjoyed watching you. And yeah...I did cum hard. Very...very hard." I added.
I now felt her hand actually grasp me even though it was through the material of my shorts. The fact she'd even done this surprised me just a little, I started to say something, to respond in some way to her action, but she quickly headed me off.
"Please Brad, please. I've been thinking about doing this ever since this morning," she began. "I want to watch you, see you...cum again. But this time, I want to be the one that makes it do it," she said beginning to unzip my fly. If I'd had any resolve, any misgivings about any of this, about her...especially being my true sister, they went right out the door. The moment I felt the softness of her hand touch the hardness of my aching stiff cock, I was gone.



"Here, let's make this easier for both of us," I told her, now standing undoing my shorts, slipping them off completely. I hadn't worn underwear, so I was immediately naked from the waist down, but I didn't stop there either, quickly pulling my tee shirt up and over my head. "Your turn," I now said looking at her as I stood there in front of her completely naked now.
"Me?"
"Yes...you. I want to look at you while you do this," I said simply. This time she didn't even hesitate, quickly pulling off her blouse, and just as quickly her bra, then her own shorts until she was finally wearing nothing more than a pair of light blue bikini panties. These too she then slid down her own legs, until we were both standing there only a few feet apart, looking at one another totally and completely naked since the first time we'd done this as children simply curious about one another. I knew however, there was going to be a lot more happening than simply looking at one another this time.
Stacy had an incredible body. More so than I actually realized. I found I was even jealous of it just a little, her stomach taut, flat...her abs clearly defined, honed and toned. She wore what was typically I suppose called a small tiny landing strip above her pubic area. Just a small, neatly trimmed tuft of heavenly fur. Her belly button was pierced, a small diamond stud actually catching the moonlight as it drifted in through the window, causing it to glimmer suggestively. Above, as my eyes travelled onward in rapturous exploration of my younger, sexy sister, her full breasts, easily a nice B cup stood full, well-rounded and heavy against her chest. Her nipples appeared to be a light brown, perhaps even tan in color. Areolas as large as a fifty-cent piece, though her nipples were thick, standing atop each one in obvious arousal. I found myself reaching out, my hands suddenly capturing each one of them between my fingers without even asking her permission in doing so. She gave it, with a deep growly moan as I stood there caressing her breasts, teasing her nipple tips, and felt as my hard stiff cock now throbbed anxiously against her tummy. Feeling it as well perhaps, she reached down, once more grasping it within her hand as she stood there gingerly toying with it, exploring it, as I stood exploring her.
"Sit down," she said pushing me back onto the bed, forced to release her, though she quickly joined me again, crawling up by my side.
"Turn around," I said in kind. "If you're going to play with me...I'm going to play with you."
Stacy giggled excitedly, quickly switching positions so that we were laying head to toe on our sides. Almost immediately she was back to fondling and toying with my cock as I likewise began strumming her preciously wet slit.
"So tell me sis...how long have you and Jessica been fooling around?" I asked running my finger up her tender groove, just brushing her glistening hard little clit. She shivered, moaned involuntarily, telling me in a heartbeat just how aroused she really was.
"About a year now I guess," she barely managed. "It's not like we do things a lot, just once in a while. Usually...when she's between boyfriends, like she is now. I can almost plan on her coming to me whenever she's gone through a breakup. Sort of like recharging her batteries."
"And what about your batteries? You like it when she recharges yours?"
"Admittedly I do Brad. But then again, I think you've always known I have a particular fondness for women. Not that I don't enjoy something like this once in a while too, just not many men out there I'm particularly attracted to. Though admittedly, being attracted to my own brother isn't probably the smartest thing in the world to be doing, not to mention likewise being attracted to my own sisters too."
"Sisters? As in both Jessica and Chris?"
Stacy blushed profusely. "Ooops! God Brad! Please don't say anything to her about that. It's supposed to be a secret. Not even Jessica knows that Chris and I used to fool around some when she was living at home too. She's the one that actually taught me how to masturbate, and was the first pussy I ever actually went down on. It's been a long time since we've actually done anything though...and admittedly I do miss it." She paused, holding but not stroking my cock as she leaned up looking at me. "So...what do you think about all this Brad? Am I horrible? Do you think I'm a bad person because I find more enjoyment and excitement playing with my own brothers and sisters than I do anyone else?"
"Bad in a good way," I responded back. "You make me wanna be bad too sis. Really bad. Bad to the point that I'd like to do more than just finger your pussy if you know what I mean."
"I'm ah....I'm still a virgin Brad," she suddenly confessed. "Believe it or not, that's something I still haven't experienced. Though maybe I'm technically not a virgin any more, not like I still have my hymen, it's just that..."
"You've never had a man's cock inside you," I finished for her.
"Exactly."
"Are you...considering it then?"
"I don't know...maybe. With the right person maybe."
"Have anyone in mind?"
She grabbed my cock firmly once more, stroking it vigorously again. "Sort of...I'm still considering it," she smiled at me, and then surprised the hell out of me as she stuck out her tongue licking the head of my prick for a moment. I figured that all was fair game, as I likewise leaned forward a bit more myself, quickly running my own tongue up and down that wet slippery split of hers. I began teasing that hard little nubbin as she suddenly groaned, one hand coming down to rest on the back of my head as I continued licking and lapping away at her.
"Oh fuck...yes Brad, yes. Eat my pussy baby...eat your naughty sister's horny hot cunt!"
As horny as she was, it didn't take long. Within moments, Stacy was bouncing, quivering and almost spasmodically thrashing about beside me as her legs suddenly locked around my head. Drawing her clit even deeper into my mouth, I rolled it around with my lips and tongue until she screamed out, exploding in a series of orgasmic tidal waves that all but put her into a catatonic state afterwards. Finally too tender to touch any more, she pushed me away, curling up into a fetal position, still quivering and shaking as I curled up behind her, simply holding her until she simply fell asleep. I laughed silently. Her intention to see me cum, make me cum...which I hadn't as yet, as I quietly slid out of bed, covering her with the simple plain sheet before making my way back to my own bungalow. I had barely made it back, crawling into my own bed when the sound of the resorts launch approaching our little island reached my ears. I soon drifted off into my own restful sleep, thoughts of my dear sweet little sister filling my head as I did.
**
I couldn't have been asleep very long, even as tired as I was after a rather intense and exciting first day. But it was the hushed giggled coming from David's hunt a short distance away from my own that shook me from sleep. After all, it wasn't David who was doing the giggling.
With mom and dad's bungalow on the other side of mine, and much further away than David's was, I doubted that anyone else could have possibly heard those sounds. Even the girls hut was as far away from David's place as was mom and dads, but that begged the question. "What was going on anyway?" Finding my watch, I realized that barely an hour had passed before they had obviously returned. By now, everyone else was no doubt fast asleep, all except for David of course, and by the sounds of the female giggles I had heard, it sounded as though it was Jessica who was with him. Now curious, I rolled out of bed, still naked in fact, and silently walked down the small dirt path towards his hut. A full moon easily lit the way, though the only sound I could now hear was the gentle waves crashing on the tiny island beach surrounding us.
Though the door to David's hut was closed, the open air window wasn't. Making my way stealthily off to the side, I approached, sliding up next to the window itself which was large and easily chest height. I took a quick peek inside, glad that the moonlight was bathing the inside of the room just enough in order to see by as I did. Aside from that, they had no other lights on. But it wasn't necessary anyway, I could clearly see well enough as to what was going on.
Jessica was naked, kneeling on the bed with David behind her. I stood there looking in, watching my sister's tits swinging to and fro wildly as David fucked her from behind. Even in the subdued light, I could still easily see his rather impressive looking member sliding in and out of my sister's pussy. He slowed, teasing her...withdrawing it just as slowly, and then ramming it home fully and deeply into her, withdrawing slowly again, repeating the exquisite torture.
"You fuck!" She said looking back, reaching down between her legs as though to capture him and make him speed up again. "Quit teasing me! I'm almost there...again," she laughed. "Hurry up you bitch!" She called him. "Fuck me! Fuck me hard...deep and fast you little shit!"
"This entire family's going to hell in a hand basket!" I mused. "Now just how long has THIS been going on?" I asked myself wondering if Jessica wasn't indeed the main instigator of all this, though also asking myself just as suddenly..."If she is...then why hasn't she approached me as well?"
Though curious about that, I was still rather horny myself from my earlier enjoyment's with Stacy. Now standing there outside their window, watching the two of them as David finally began complying with my sister's wishes. He was soon slamming into her wildly from behind, the sounds of flesh slapping against flesh as David now pulled out all the stops and began fucking Jessica furiously. I continued to watch, now feeling my own orgasm begin to make an appearance, once more smiling to myself as I looked down and around, spotting a nearby chair I could use to stand on. Retrieving it, I moved it next to the window, stood on it, though not before ensuring those two were too busy to see me. Satisfied they were, though not for much longer by the sounds and looks of it, I stood on the chair, pointed my cock through the open window and proceeded to jerk myself off. Several hard-tossed ribbons of sperm flew in to the darkness, landing god knows where as they did. Pleased with myself at a bit of brotherly retaliation I suppose, I climbed back down again just as I heard them both squealing rapturously in their own climatic bliss. Returning the chair back to where I had found it, I made my way back to my own hut again, this time falling into a deep restful sleep until the warmth of the early morning sunlight finally awakened me.
**
Rolling out of bed once again, I quickly took a much needed pee, and then stepped out into my own cozy little porch. Though the sun was fully up, it was early yet. But even then I knew my dad would be up as well, already having made, and no doubt drinking coffee perhaps. I quickly began walking in that direction, suddenly stopping taking stock of the fact that I didn't have a single stitch on! I almost turned to head back, and then bravely thought better of it. "Fuck...why should I care if they don't?" I asked myself. Boldly I continued on, not at all surprised to see that dad was indeed sitting out on their own comfy little porch facing the beach. He was indeed drinking coffee, and just as naked as I was as I came up and stood there next to him.
"Morning son, sleep well?" He asked, adding. "Coffee's ready if you want some."
"Like a log," I responded back, already turning to head inside to the kitchenette they had. "Where's mom?"
"You know her," he told me. "Already gone for her morning run, with Stacy and Chris as it appears. They should be coming back around any time now in fact. There's an easy little jogging path that's half a mile around the huts here. Four laps will give her, her two mile run," he said peering down the beach. "Ah...there they are now," he said pointing. I looked, just making them out as they headed our way. Time enough to walk inside, pour myself a cup and rejoin him, which I did, just as David arrived.
"Ah, thanks Bro," David said reaching for my cup, though I easily ducked him, side-stepping him.
"Get your own," I admonished him, only then realizing that he too was as naked as I was. Definitely, something about being here on this little island had seemed to evaporate whatever modesty or inhibitions any of us might have had. Taking a seat, I sat down sipping my coffee as David soon joined us, taking a seat up on the other side of dad as the three of us now sat watching the girls grow ever closer towards us as they ran.
All three of them were naked too.
"Interesting life here isn't it?" Dad mused watching the girls slowly jogging, though we were too. With them only a hundred or so yards away from us now, seeing the gentle bounce of mom and Stacy's breasts was mildly amusing, though more so perhaps the fact that Chris's boobs weren't moving at all of course, small as they were. But even then, it was arousing to be sitting there watching the three of them as they approached.
Mom was smiling, and even waved as they drew closer to us, calling out. "Only two more to go!" She grinned acknowledging the three of us as the three of them soon passed us, continuing on their little early morning jog. As one, the three of us sat, heads turned following, now watching three very shapely asses as they continued on down the beach, though Stacy took a moment to look back in our direction. I think I caught a faint smile on her face as she did that before turning back around again. Looking away from them, I just caught dad's hand down in his lap, he had in fact...for the moment at least, actually been fondling himself. And though not quite erect, he was proportionally a bit bigger than he had been a moment ago. As though realizing this, he'd taken his hand away from himself, once more reaching for his coffee, only then looking at me. Though I too had lifted my own cup back to my lips sipping from it looking oblivious about the obvious.
"Pleasant little sight that, wasn't it?" He grinned somewhat awkwardly. Though I couldn't help but agree with him, it had been. Though it was David who was even more obvious about it than we were. His cock had risen considerably, no longer flaccid, and now poking out quite a bit, far more so than even dads had been.
"Obviously, your brother enjoyed it too," Dad quipped suddenly aware of David's stiff standing erection. "Nothing to be ashamed of either son," he told him then. "Just our way of quietly appreciating the beauty of the women in this family," he stated then. Which was when Jessica suddenly came walking up.
"What's this about the beautiful women in this family?" She asked walking up to dad, kissing him on the cheek, and then stealing his coffee away from him, sipping it. Her large breasts mere inches away from dad's face as she did that, me...chuckling to myself as dad's gaze never wavered from them either, not even aware as yet that she had taken his coffee cup and was drinking from it.
"How come you're not running with the rest of them?" I asked as Jessica handed dad's cup back to him, which he accepted, only then tearing his eyes away from her exposed breasts. I noticed in the brief moment he did that, his cock had now stiffened, though he soon crossed his legs in an effort to partially conceal that at least.
"I'm not much of a jogger for one thing. But for another, I'm not about to run naked like the three of them either," she said suddenly cupping both breasts within her hands. "These things tend to get in the way without some form of support. Frankly I'm surprised mom and Stacy are out there running like that too." Dad laughed at that.
"Actually, mom was in fact holding her breasts earlier the first time she came around, so maybe they were bothering her just a bit," dad conceded.
"Maybe...she was just playing with them," David quipped, likewise eye-balling his own sister as she stood there, visions for me now...of the two of them fucking one another in David's hut last night. I was half tempted to ask him if he'd discovered any strange snail markings on his floor this morning, but then thought better of it.
"Well, one thing's for sure, I plan on doing just that a bit later on today," dad remarked almost proudly of the fact that he at least was actually getting some. Little did he know of course. "So...what are your plans for the day anyway?" He then asked the three of us.
"Well I for one, want to go back over to the resort, do some shopping and maybe even a little gambling in the casino later. Anyone feel like coming with me?" She asked. Though I too was interested in doing that, I had already promised Stacy that we'd go for a swim later in the pool below the falls. David however answered before I did.
"I do!" He told her. "I want to see if I have any better luck than I did last night," he then added.
"Just see to it you don't spend all your money foolishly," dad cautioned him. "Cause you're not getting any more from me this trip," he then added. "This trips already cost me a small fortune as it is...though it's well worth it," he then added to that as once more the girls rounded the corner down the beach from us again, heading back this way. "If you know what I mean, he added to that." We all looked, and then we all laughed. This time, it was Stacy who was jogging while holding her own boobs in her hands.
"See? That's why," Jessica chuckled again. "Told you."
This time as they drew close to us though, Stacy dropped out, mom and Chris continuing on for their last lap.
"Next time...I'm wearing a bra," she stated walking over to us, though once more giving me what could only be taken as a special knowing little look as she said that. She even brushed by me, her hand just grazing my cock briefly, though well out of sight from anyone seeing her having done that. Even so, I was surprised she had even attempted it with everyone standing around like they were.
"Come on David...let's get dressed and head over to the island," Jessica said. "Grab some breakfast, do some shopping, and then gamble a bit. You want to come with us Stacy?" She then asked.
"Ah...no, no thanks. I'm thinking about going back up to the falls here in a little bit for a swim, maybe next time." Jessica looked at me then, though without saying anything and just smiled.
"Ah huh...well, enjoy yourselves," she then added, including me in that though I hadn't said anything. Thankfully, both she and David soon headed off to actually get dressed.
"Want something to eat?" Stacy asked both dad and I.
"No thanks honey, already had some fruit and pastries myself this morning. Plenty more inside though if you're hungry. Thanks anyway."
Stacy and I quickly headed inside in order to do just that. "What would you like to eat?" She turned almost the moment we got inside out of earshot, her hand already coming down to rap itself around my somewhat stiff member. "I know what I'd like to eat," she said picking up a banana, and seductively peeling it then before wrapping her lips around most of its entire length. "Which reminds me...I sort of owe you one don't I? We never did finish what I had wanted to do in the beginning." She turned looking back outside through the open doorway towards dad, though he was too far away for him to hear us. "And did you notice? But I think...dad had a woody!" she giggled slightly.
"We all did," I laughed back. "Just watching the three of you jogging along the beach, couldn't help it...none of us could. Why. That bother you that dad had a stiffy watching his wife and daughters?"
"No...not really, kind of naughty hot actually. Never seen dad's dick actually hard like that before. No wonder mom's always smiling. Though I daresay Brad...you could certainly give dad a run for his money in that department."



"Maybe him, but certainly not David. I'll say this for him, no wonder he has such good luck with the girls at school, that guys got a monster dick on him, even if I do say so myself."
"Oh? Didn't look like that much of a monster to me," she smiled, only then actually biting into her banana, chomping off half of it in response to that.
"You should have seen it last night," I grinned wickedly. "And then you'd know what I had meant by that."
"Something tells me...I must have missed something after you left," she grinned.
"You might could say that..." I said picking up a slice of cantaloupe, and then licking it in much the same way I had licked her last night.
"Do tell me," she grinned walking over, once more fondling my cock as the two of us stood there, dad just sitting a few feet away outside the door. Though we both noticed then, his hand was subtlety moving up and down in his lap as we stood there.
Standing there watching dad actually jerking himself off as I told her about the night before, all three of us just finishing as mom and Chris once more made an appearance just a short distance away down the beach again.
"Come on...let's go for a swim," I said taking her hand pulling her along behind me. "And besides, like you said earlier. You still owe me one."
**
We soon after made the short walk to the clear crystal pool, swimming for a time, even frolicking beneath the falls. Deciding to take a breather, dry off (amongst other things) we made our way up to the plateau from the other side, opposite of the way that Chris and I had climbed up. Once there however, we walked over to the exact same spot where Chris and I had been, spreading out a blanket to lie down on and allow the sun to dry us off.
"So...about time I returned the favor from last night isn't it?" Stacy said finally sitting up again, though I remained flat on my back, allowing her to basically shield the sunlight. At least in this way, I could look at her, watch her, as she sat beside me Indian style, already beginning to play and fondle with my rapidly growing dick.
She had barely even gotten started however when we both heard someone coming up the path that I had taken the day before.
"We've got company," I warned her, though she'd already heard it too, releasing my cock, though she made no effort to scoot away from where she'd been sitting. Slightly surprised, and somewhat relieved, it was Chris that suddenly emerged now walking...and smiling...towards us.
"Hope I didn't erupt...or better yet, miss anything," she announced walking over towards us, likewise placing her own towel and blanket down next to ours. The fact my cock spoke for us both said it all anyway, there was no sense denying it at this point.
"Actually...she was just getting started," I quipped smiling easily now, wondering in a way what might be expected next. Until I remembered that Stacy had no clue that it had been both Chris and I who'd been up here the day before. I figured it was best that I come clean with it before Chris said something.
"She saw us...well, me anyway...when we were up here watching the two of them yesterday," I announced. Only then Stacy realizing that I hadn't been alone up here.
"So...you saw us too then," she asked looking at her sister.
"Yeah, I did. And it looked pretty hot from where we were sitting," she added to that.
"Funny. I didn't see you sitting up here. Only Brad," Stacy said looking directly at me as she said that. "Where were you at the time?"
Now Chris was looking at me. "Probably laying down at that point," she said easily enough. "I dozed off after a while as cozy warm as it was."
I was grateful for the small omission. Pleased that Chris was wise enough to see that might, and could cause a small discomfort here if she was to actually tell Stacy what it was she had been doing at the time.
"Anyway...don't let me interrupt you," she said grinning now. "Besides, I'd like watching that myself."
"I ah...told Brad about us," Stacy said though she had already reached over taking my now VERY hard stiff cock in her hand again.
Chris laughed. "Figured you had, just a matter of time before I knew you would. No worries sis...it was going to come out at some point or another. Especially seeing you with Jessica yesterday. I figured if you hadn't told him about us yet, that you would...especially after seeing the two of you."
"You done anything with Jessica yourself?" I now asked, wondering just how many in the family she had been with.
"Not yet, never really had the opportunity or the inclination really. Not that I wouldn't given the chance mind you...but it's just never seemed to be the right time, or right place. Have you?"
Her question surprised me, though it made me chuckle as well. "No...I haven't, was almost starting to wonder why she hadn't approached me if she'd already approached everyone else. Though admittedly, she and I haven't gotten along any better than David and I have."
"Speaking of which," Chris said lowering her voice almost as though she was afraid of being overheard. "You should have heard the two of them going at it last night!"
"Jesus! You heard that?" I exclaimed, now suddenly worried, and wondering if anyone else had, if she had.
"Actually, I was still trying to go to sleep after everyone got back. Couldn't as yet though, still wired maybe from the club. Anyway...soon after, Jessica gets up, obviously sneaking out...so I followed her, and low and behold, she went straight over to David's hut. So I stood outside, watching them through the window."
I laughed.
"What?"
"So was I. Obviously on the other side. Didn't see you though," I snickered again, as was Stacy now, knowing the rest of the story. Now Chris laughed.
"So you mean to tell me you were watching them on one side, while I was watching them on the other one?"
"Apparently so," I laughed out loud again.
"Yeah, the only one still out cold and solidly asleep was this one here," Chris quipped looking at her sister. "You were out like a light!"
"That's because I'd already had my nice little orgasm...thanks to Brad here. Which is why I still sort of owe him one. Never did finish what I had started doing after we came back yesterday."
"Figured you two would," Chris confided. "I could see it in your eyes all during dinner, that you wanted to go back, and if you could manage it...that you'd prefer it if Brad came back with you. Obviously, everything must have worked out. Except for...that," she grinned again looking down at my still swollen, and now very purple aching cock as Stacy almost nonchalantly sat there flopping it about, playing with it. "Looks to me like it needs to cum. And like I said earlier...I'd very much enjoy watching that myself if neither of you too has any problem with it."
"I know I certainly don't," I informed them both. "And you're right...it really does need to cum here pretty badly too. It's been aching pretty much all day, especially watching you guys jogging earlier.
"For once, I have to say I wish I had your tits instead of mine sis," Stacy said cupping her breasts for a moment. "No more jogging for me without wearing support, that's for damn sure!"
"And I wish I had your tits," Chris told her, reaching over to now cup them herself, holding them in her hands. Stacy moaned as she did that, a reminder perhaps of past times together.
"Been a while since you've touched them," she stated, eyes closed, though her hand once more began stroking my now more than needful cock again.
"Yeah, it has been. And I've missed that. Tell you what. You finish off poor Brad here, as he obviously needs it. And afterwards, I'll treat you to something special, while he watches us. I'm sure he'll enjoy seeing that. How's that sound?"
I almost came then, just hearing her say that.
"It sounds...wonderful," Stacy sighed pleasurably, and then began working my cock up and down almost anxiously. "And how about you Brad? Think you'll enjoy seeing the two of us going down on one another?"
My answer came in the form of several white sticky eruptions that were soon filling the sky, and splashing almost everywhere and upon everyone seconds after hearing that.
**
Even though I had had one very fine, very intense orgasm, it didn't take long for me to be hard as a rock all over again. Just watching the two of them together was enough to do that. Seeing Chris and Stacy going down on one another simultaneously would have raised the dead.
They had both given each other multiple little orgasms by now, finally rolling away from one another, spent...exhausted, and thoroughly satisfied. The problem was, I of course was now ready again myself.
"Ah oh...look what we did," Chris laughed rolling over towards me. "Can't have him walking back looking like this now can we?" She asked her sister, as Stacy too now rolled over joining her sister as I stood there kneeling between the two of them.
"Certainly not," she agreed, and then as one, the two of them began licking and sucking me together.
The pure pleasure I now felt as their tongues and mouths at times became one, was too incredible for words. They licked, nipped, sucked, tickled, stroked and mouthed me to levels of ecstasy and enjoyment that I'd never experienced before. Once more hovering on the edge, Chris was the first to seemingly pick up on that.
"Ever tasted a man's cum before?" She asked Stacy.
"No, never had. Add that to the list of things I've never done with a man...yet," she hinted back. "But...I have wondered what that would be like."
"Keep going, you're about to find out," I informed them both, feeling my balls beginning to tingle with imminent release.
"Want to find out?" Chris asked again. "Because if not, it's ok...I'll be happy to take it," she told my sister.
"No...I want to, I really want to. And especially with Brad," she said honestly. "We'll take turns with it," she surmised, "You know...pass it back and forth to one another. You take a shot...and I'll take the next one."
"These aren't tequila shots here ya know," I said starting to grimace now, just barely managing to hold off here. "Not like I can control them after they begin."
"Here...we'll just place our mouth's close together, and you do all the work," Chris suggested. "Ready whenever you are," she then added as their tongues simultaneously went back to licking and flicking the tip of my cock again.
"Oh...I'm ready. More than," I said giving them final warning. "Because girls...here...it...CUMS!"
I knelt there, watching my cock explode. Ribbon after ribbon of spunk leaping from my prick tip. The girls almost fighting over it, tongues lapping, mouths sucking, and licking as Chris basically took over, grabbing my dick, feeding it to Stacy first, and then feeding herself, back and forth until they had each managed to suck out, draw out, and lick off the last remnants of my incredible spending.
"Well? What did you think?" Chris asked as I once more collapsed backwards, stars still filling my head at the moment.
"Salty maybe...but certainly nothing like I expected, or heard about. I quite liked it," she added to that. And then surprised me, and perhaps Chris too as she suddenly leaned forward kissing her sister, and thus sharing a bit of a cum-kiss with her as the two of them embraced, swapping spit, cum, and everything else again as it seemed.
"Alright you two, before you get all amorous and horny again, we'd best be getting back before mom and dad send out a search party for us."
We hurriedly gathered up our things after that, and began making our way down the hill back towards the huts. Now famished, we headed immediately over towards mom and dad's bungalow of course, especially as that's where all the food was. Neither one was there, and at first, nowhere in sight either.
"Maybe they went over to the resort," Stacy suggested.
"I doubt it. Unless they made arrangements to do so earlier or something. David and Jessica took the launch over this morning, not expected back until dinnertime. Dad already said he was planning to do a barbeque for everyone. So they must be around here somewhere."
I agreed with Chris. "Yeah...maybe they did go off looking for us though. Though the island isn't all that big. Not like you can really get lost here. Surprised we didn't run into them then, especially if they did come looking for us."
Just then, Stacy spotted the two of them out the window. "There they are...off a ways, down near the point there see? Just out in the water."
We all looked. Sure enough, it was them. Though as we continued to look, it was also obvious as to what they were doing too. Dad standing...mom on her back, legs locked around his waist, basically floating on the water as he obviously stood there fucking her.
"God, they're like a couple of horny kids aren't they?" Chris grinned, laughing. "I have to say, I'm not sure I've ever seen the two of them like this. Especially with their open-mindedness about not just them...but all of us running around in the all together out here. I don't think I've ever seen the two of them this horny before."
"I know what you mean," I said telling her about dad earlier this morning. Watching them jog, and then sitting there jacking off afterwards though Stacy and I were pretty sure he never realized we'd stood there watching him.
"I have an even better one for you," she then told us. "When we came back? Mom and I? You two had just left obviously, and as mom and I came running up towards dad, it was pretty obvious he'd just finished. There were little wet spots in the sand just beneath where he was sitting, but even better, he'd missed some. When we walked up, I teased him a little, but then so did mom if you want to know the truth, because she saw it too. She looked at dad, and honestly said, "So Bradly...getting off on your very own daughters are we?"
"She didn't!" I said laughing out loud.
"Oh yeah...she did! But that's not even the best part! Then she reaches down, swipes up a bit of his cream from the inside of his thigh and licks it from her finger, right there in front of me! And then says: Hmm, tasty as usual too!"
"Oh fuck! No shit! Really?" Stacy says laughing hysterically now.
"But even better..." Chris says again, once again lowering her voice conspiratorially, looking at the two of us. "And then I reached down, and swiped some of it off him myself, and then licked it off with the two of them looking at me, and said. "You're right mom...it is!"
"Oh my god! You didn't...did you? Really?"
"I did. I really, really did. Dad was a little stunned, just sitting there, until mom burst out laughing hysterically. Then she promptly sat down in his lap. Needless to say, I didn't stick around after that, but the look on his face was priceless. I'm willing to bet he fucked the shit out of mom right then and there after that. But by then of course...I'd gone looking for you two."
"You sure this place isn't called fantasy island?" I then asked. "Because I'm starting to think that everyone's most wickedly decadent fantasies are starting to be acted out here," I told them both. "I know mine certainly have been!"
"I'm half tempted to agree with you on that count," Chris stated. "And I'll tell you something else too that I found very interesting. I overheard mom and dad talking while we were waiting for the lunch to be made ready to bring us back. They had wandered off a bit, but you know how sound travels when you're next to the water, so I don't think they realized I could hear them as well as I did. Didn't get it all mind you, just bits and pieces here and there. But...what I did overhear them discussing was interesting enough. Dad said, and mom agreed with him, that while we're here. He said we, and mom agreed with him, that while we're ALL here, that whatever happens, no matter what...he's ok with. And mom said the same thing. The way they see it, this is a very, very special vacation, and one that we might never ever enjoy together again like this as they see it. Anyway...I then overheard mom telling dad, "But only if the kids are ok with it...agreed?" And then dad agreed to that, whatever that was."
"Wow...that IS interesting isn't it?" I wondered aloud. "Makes you sort of wonder what it was they were actually talking about doesn't it?"
"Well, I'll say this to that. We might find out tonight during the barbeque. Dad was very implicit about making sure David and Jessica were back in time for it. He told them, and me...that he wanted to have a little family chat during that time. And even said that he wanted us all to sort of dress up for the occasion. Apparently, they bought things for everyone and said that they'd be ready and waiting for us in our rooms prior to this evening."
"Maybe we should go see if they're there already then?" Stacy suggested curiously, to which we all agreed to, though I wandered back to the girls hut with them first before going back to my own place. Sure enough, there were tropical outfits sitting on their respective beds, though by the looks of it, they didn't look like anything more than a single wrap around floral print wrap of some sort as the girls held theirs up, inspecting them.
"Here's a note," Chris said as she began reading it. "In mom's hand writing. It says: Make something sexy fun out of this. Wear nothing else, and come to the barbeque with an open mind. Love, mom."
"Holy shit," I said wondering now, as the three of us quickly went back to my place. There was a similar package and note waiting for me as well. Another floral piece of cloth, but this one, much, much smaller. Barely enough to even wrap around myself. "You mean...this is it?" I asked still trying to figure out how I was supposed to wear the damn thing.
"That's it," Chris chuckled. "Here, it goes like this," she said fitting it around me, tying it off on one side. "There...just like that!"
"Shit, it's like wearing a skirt...or more like a mini skirt at that," I then added. "I might as well show up nude if this is all it is."
"I have a feeling, that's a lot closer to the truth here than any of us actually realizes. I have a feeling, this is apt to be, one very...very...interesting evening ahead of us."
I laughed again however looking at myself in the mirror.
"What?" The girls both asked.
"Well for one thing...imagine poor David trying to fit into something like this. As short as it is, I seriously doubt he'll have enough material to cover up that dangling cock of his!"
"Even better...what if it suddenly gets hard?" She then wondered.
And something told me, it would too. Especially with the girls standing around looking sexy in their outfits.
Once again the name "Fantasy Island" suddenly came to mind. I had other fantasies I hadn't told anyone about either. I mean after all, most men had them at one time or another. I certainly had. But I was beginning to wonder if they were a lot more feasible than I'd ever imagined.
We all three were now anxiously awaiting for the evening to come, and what else might actually be in store for us when it did.
I soon after heard the launch returning and knew that Jessica and David had likewise made it back in time as I returned to dress, the girls having gone back, no doubt doing the same.
I stood looking at my reflection in the mirror, already fighting my erection, trying to keep it down somewhat as I allowed certain thoughts to once more control my mind.
"Nah...no way," I finally said. And then headed out back to where I knew dad was already starting up the barbeque.
**
To be continued...
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By the looks of it, mom and dad had done a pretty good job of setting things up. Short of an actual Luau, it was going to be one hell of a feast. We were actually scheduled to attend a Luau in fact, sometime next week over on the main island. But for now, this was the next best thing. Dad was already starting steaks, though there'd be fresh fish as well. The girls had already set up tables with all sorts of delicately prepared side-dishes that the resort had done up for us. And though wearing a tropical print wrap similar to mine, dad's was considerably longer, making me wonder why mom had chosen much shorter ones for David and me. I didn't mind it too much however once getting it on, it was comfortable, and made me wonder briefly if this was sort of what it might have felt like wearing a Kilt. I might just as well been naked for all the support or coverage it provided me.
And yet, oddly enough, it would have felt really weird sitting down to eat with everyone being naked too. So I suppose wearing something at least seemed far more appropriate.
At dad's request, I moved some of the tables around just a little so that we'd all be able to sit down and eat together. As I finished doing that, mom came out with yet another tray of food along with some tablecloths to spread out. Almost immediately I saw what she had in mind when she said "make use of them in a sexy way." The floral print wrap she was wearing was a bright emerald green with various plants and flowers decorating it. But that wasn't what caught my eye. It was how she had chosen to wear it that did. She had secured it, tied it off so that it was worn mostly as a long dress reaching the ground. But one side was folded and tied up and over the shoulder, completely covering one breast, while fully exposing the other one. She looked sexy as hell in wearing it this way, and smiled briefly upon seeing me admiring the bold look.
"You like?"
I actually had to swallow before answering. "You look sexy as hell mom, admittedly, the one boob thing is kind of provocative." She laughed at that.
"Yeah, wearing it this way, I can show off my best tit, and tease with the other one."
"Best...tit?" I asked.
"Yeah," she giggled again now helping me as we spread out the tablecloth together. "They're not exactly the same size. This one's just a little bigger than the other one is. So this way, you really don't notice it so much."
To be honest, I'd never really noticed or found much, if any, of a difference between them. But then again, it was only recently that she'd been parading around fully naked too.
"I've never noticed a difference," I told her, hearing dad chuckle just behind me as I said that.
"That's because you probably weren't looking at them symmetrically," mom grinned, winking at me as she said that. "Though I hold you and your sister accountable for the difference. For whatever reason, you both seemed to prefer sucking on my left breast as opposed to my right one...try as I did."
"Me too!" Dad stated once again obviously listening in. "Just something about that left breast of yours," he said teasingly.
"Just be glad you men don't have to deal with something like that," mom chastised him back. "How'd you like it if you had one ball considerably larger than the other one, then you'd know how I feel."
I found myself actually standing there looking at my mother's bare breast. Seeing that I was, she easily released the still covered breast, now standing there directly in front of me. "See?"
I looked again, closely now. And yes, there was a small slight difference, but unless you actually tried looking for it, it was hardly even noticeable. "They both look good enough to me," I told her. "I think they're incredibly pretty in fact," I added to that, marveling at how firm and full they still were, hardly any real sag to them whatsoever, especially as firm and heavy as they really were. Perhaps not quite as high on her chest as Stacy, or Jessica's were. But given time, I knew that their breasts would perhaps droop even more so than mom's were.
"Thank you honey," mom said walking up to kiss me, and not on the cheek either. Kissing me on the lips. I honestly think her kiss, though still brief, lingered just a moment longer than what might have been usual. Enough at least that when we parted, her lips still seemed to pucker a bit as though still savoring the moment. But not only that, I had also felt the softness of her bare breasts pressed against my chest for that same moment. Her nipples, both now as it appeared, a bit harder, more pronounced than they had been a moment ago.
"Whew," I actually said, not realizing I'd voiced my feelings perhaps, though mom smiled almost seductively at me as she once more tucked away her breast back inside her sarong, recreating her original look.
"Go see what's keeping your brother," she told me. "See if he needs any help with his outfit."
"I think I'll see if Chris is up for doing that," I told her then. To which dad once more chuckled as he stood there turning the steaks.
"Send her in there to help...and they could end up missing dinner entirely!"
"Bradley!" Mom chortled, but then laughed as well. "Perhaps you're right...maybe I should go and see if he needs any help myself." With that, mom headed off towards David's hut, leaving me to stand there wondering about the comment dad had just made.
"How much had been going on anyway?" I wondered, "And more importantly, if it had...how much did they really know?" Somehow, I felt like we would learn a great many details this evening as the night wore on. But I was left to return to that thought later as my three gorgeous sisters finally came out at that moment, joining us.
Though the floral print patterns were basically identical in design, the colors were of course all different, as was the way the girls had chosen to wear them too. Jessica had adopted mom's idea basically, though BOTH of her breasts were bare, choosing to wear a bright red dress though it had been specifically picked out for her, with a white pattern, same as the others were. Though Stacy's was blue, and Chris's was actually a reverse of that, a white dress and black similar floral print. Jessica had worn hers as a full skirt, long to the ground, though she was completely naked from the waist up. Stacy was completely covered, but had used most of hers to wear her skirt very short, showing off a great deal of her perfectly shaped legs, though her breasts were teasingly encased in the rest of it, much like mom's one covered boob was. Chris was actually the more modest of them all, though she too had shortened her dress even more so than Stacy's was. Though I felt that my sister's perfectly formed ass really was her best feature, which she seemed to be showing off. I knew just looking at her, that her pussy was only inches away from being exposed, and no doubt would be if she were to bend over, or even in sitting down. Most of her dress was likewise covering her chest with a double fold over both shoulders, and was then tied off and secured on one side. Each in their own way did indeed look sexy as hell.
"About damn time!" Dad announced, though he too had been admiring his daughters just as I had been. We turned as one, as mom and David began making their way over towards us. David's short wrap, blue in color, where mine was black had been neatly formed and tied off along the side. It was clearly evident that his rather impressive looking tool was making an almost improper bulge just off to one side, making me feel for a brief moment, almost jealous at the obvious difference between us. Chris however, as usual, and almost as though reading my mind, leaned over whispering to me.
"Keep in mind honey...you're what I call a 'grower'. You start off small...er," she chuckled. "But...you grow considerably bigger. David pretty much stays the same size, just softer to harder is all. You've got nothing to complain about. Trust me."
Her words were both assuring, and yet once more alluded to the fact that she was a hell of a lot more aware of things that I obviously had been. And it again made me wonder, just who in this family had been doing what...to whom?
"Well, now that we're finally all here together, and while we're waiting for the steaks and fish to finish cooking, perhaps it's time we have that quick little family chat. But not before we enjoy a toast together, towards our time together here, and this fabulous vacation we've all been enjoying." Dad and mom then began pouring each one of us what proved to be a very potent tropical drink of some sort. Dad even called it a "Tropical Island, iced tea," which to me, tasted like there was a bit of just about every kind of alcohol they had available inside the bar.
It was damn fucking good too. But I knew I'd have to go slowly with one, or two of these, or I'd find myself sucking pillow, instead of anything else later, which was my hopeful intent.
Mom's "good tit" coming to mind as I actually thought that.
**
After our family toast, dad began his brief speech to us all. "As you all know...yesterday, after arriving here, your mom and I made a point of letting you all know what our personal intentions were. We had already decided early on, that shortly after our arrival, we planned on showing you how truly uninhibited and carefree we really are. Especially away from those of whom might frown on it the society in which we live. At least here, we can be free to express ourselves as we see fit without judgment or recrimination. We both wanted you to see that, and experience that with us, to whatever extent or level you were all equally comfortable with. And...we were right. It didn't seem to take very long, that each one of you felt as comfortable and free as we did, in our respective nudities."
I noticed upon looking around that everyone was smiling, nodding their heads in full and complete agreement with him. So far...so good.
"And then of course...your mother and I," dad said winking at mom as he spoke, "took things to another level as well. Being intimate, openly, and affectionately with one another. We didn't hopefully, embarrass or do anything that seemed too flagrant, or too obvious. But the fact that I am sure most of you knew, we were being intimate, and enjoying one another, wasn't lost on any of you as to how we now approached doing that either. We are here after all...to have fun, relax, find enjoyment in whatever ways we feel comfortable doing."
As though they'd actually rehearsed all this, it was mom who now stood, as dad...as though on queue here, turned back to the barbeque, turning the steaks and checking on the fish to ensure it was cooking properly.
"We also wanted you all to know, we're not blind to things that have been going on in this family, as much as some of you might think we have been. Early on...when your dad and I first met, and long before we even got married. We talked about it. Talked about the difficulties of trying to merge different personalities and heritages into this family, not to mention then later...including two more of our own with Brad Junior, and Stacy. Obviously as you all know and remember, these were trying times, especially with times between David and Brad that for a long time, I didn't think would ever work out. Now at least...you two are civil to one another, so that's something at least," mom said looking at the two of us, as we in turn looked at one another, nodding heads.
"Your dad and I also discussed other things. Things that I know you were never fully aware of. Things we talked about, even planned for in a way, knowing the difficulties of trying to raise a ready-made family in one home. We knew going in...there would be curiosities, obstacles. Which we tried to manage as best we could, mostly by allowing each one of you to find your own way, work through those without either one of us having to step in until it was absolutely necessary. For the most part, I think that strategy worked. You all found your way, sometimes with one another, sometimes in confidences with each other that you didn't always share with anyone else...including your dad and I. The thing is, you did. But you also discovered some intimacy too. That was again something that was expected. We knew it would happen, it was virtually inevitable that it would. We didn't know in what combinations it might, or what the outcomes of such alliances would result in. Again...for the most part, I think things took their natural normal course. And obviously...since we've been here, that seems to have held true and continued on from there as well."
Once more, mom and dad seemed to exchange roles as he now began stacking the meat on a plate, which mom then carried over towards the table.
"Much as some of you might think otherwise, your mother and I weren't blind to some of the things that have been going on between some of you throughout the years. And...which I think I can easily say, have continued on here as well yes?" He asked looking at each one of us, though grinning now as he did that.
I almost chuckled at that, seeing several looks back and forth amongst everyone...me and Chris included in that, and to some extent...Stacy and I as well, though it was David and Jessica who seemed to be exchanging most of those looks between themselves.
"Hurry up Bradley," mom said interrupting him for the first time. "Before dinner gets cold."
Dad nodded his head, continuing. "So bottom line then is this...as far as we're concerned, though you are all our children, you're also all adults. And as adults, you are free to make your own decisions, seek your own desires and goals in life, whatever they might be...and with whomever they might be with. While we're here...especially here, your mom and I wanted you all to know..."
"That we're ok with whatever you want to do with one another," mom said jumping in again, obviously trying to speed things up a little here, though she quickly took it to another extreme, perhaps in getting more directly to the point. "If you want to fuck one another, feel free to do so. Even feel free to watch us doing it if you'd like...if something like that turns you on. I know...speaking for your father and I, we've enjoyed watching some of you, given the opportunity to do so that is."
I was a little surprised at mom's vulgar use of the word fuck, as she rarely used it. Just hearing the word, though I'd certainly said it enough times myself, seemed to escalate the overall mood and tone of this little family meeting we were having. Something I think we all felt and realized, especially when Jessica immediately spoke up taking advantage of that open door perhaps.
"You mean...you and daddy have seen me...seen us?" Jessica asked jumping in as well now, looking first at David, and then at Stacy, though that one I think, had somehow been missed by dad, up until now anyway, as he now looked over at her inquisitively. Though I also noticed, mom didn't.
"Once or twice," mom grinned. "Needless to say, we never questioned you about it now did we? Nor will we now either. All we are saying is this...if you choose to do so, especially while we're here, then feel free to do so. And that holds true for the rest of you as well," she then added. "Now...come, sit down, eat. We can talk about this further during dinner if you wish to. But lets not waist any more time and ruin dinner here by letting it get cold."
As we all stood and began heading over towards the carefully prepared table full of food, Chris was the first to make yet another comment, almost stopping everyone in their tracks.
"Daddy, you didn't say we were also having Polish sausage," she said looking serious. Though he looked at the barbeque for a moment as though half expecting to see some there, and then back towards her again, looking confused. "Either that...or a snake crawled up inside your wrap," she grinned, now pointing out the obvious. Dad's dick had risen just a bit, tenting out the front of it as he actually blushed, the rest of us looking, and then laughing a little at Chris's not too subtle awareness of dad's obvious arousal. She then looked at mom however, raising the question that I myself had been wondering about, and almost too afraid to actually ask.
"So does this mean if I wanted to, it would be ok for me to reach out and fondle dad's sausage if I wanted to?" She dared to ask mom.
Mom and dad glanced at one another, smiles on their faces. "This too is something we discussed, though we decided long before now, and agreed to again last night...it would be perfectly ok with us as well, as long as that none of you felt pressured, or obligated to do anything like that. We felt...as long as it was your desire, and not just our own, we'd leave something like that up to each one of you. But...since you raised the question, and asked it...let me say this. "It's up to you to let us know if that's something you want to do or experience. Neither your father nor I will approach any of you. So...that being said, let's eat, and let the rest of the evening more or less take care of itself. Everyone ok with that?"
I sat down next to mom, reached out, fondling her "covered" breast. "I think I need to make amends to this one," I said smiling at her. "If you'd let me," I then added to that.
"I'd like that. In fact...I'd enjoy that very, very much," she said similarly reaching over, her hand on my upper thigh briefly, and then quickly, far too quickly in fact, giving my now rock hard cock a gentle, affectionate squeeze through my wrap. I knew then, most likely before the night was over, I wouldn't be wearing it. Nor did I also have any doubt, most everyone else wouldn't be wearing their outfits any more either.
**
Not only was the dinner we were having together spectacular, but so was the mood and atmosphere now that everything had been literally and figuratively speaking...laid out on the table. Most everyone was laughing, even flirting with one another. The jokes getting more and more decadent, even some of the stories people began sharing, and then asking one another about.
"So mother...how many times did you and daddy catch David and I together anyway?" Jessica curiously asked.
"A few times...twice for me at least, and I know for sure once with daddy," she answered. Though she also turned towards Stacy too. And once with you too honey," she smiled. "Though that time was with that girl-friend of yours, Dianna I believe? The girl you were sort of seeing for a while?"
Stacy seemed obviously surprised at that one. "You did? I mean, when...how, where were you?"
"One night when she'd come over for a sleep over as I remember. The two of you were down in the living room, sleeping together in sleeping bags? Remember that?" Obviously by the look on her face, she now did, though still somewhat bewildered by it. "Your daddy and I even fucked...watching you two, at the top of the stairs, though you never saw us of course. Somehow, we managed to keep quiet. I don't mind saying though...seeing you honey, was pretty erotic. I'm not sure how many girls you had actually been with by then, but it was certainly obvious, to me at least, that you knew what the hell you were doing, and that you obviously enjoyed doing it."
Stacy was blushing profusely now, especially glancing about at everyone else who sat looking...and yet smiling affectionately at her. Though she quickly turned the tables on mom at that point too. "So...have you ever been with another woman before mom?" She asked pointedly. And though mom hesitated for a moment, she quickly answered.
"Not really...no. I sort of experimented curiously when I was a lot younger yes. But I've yet to actually do much of anything with another woman. Not that I wouldn't, given the chance perhaps. But it just never really presented itself. No one I know at least would be into that. Not amongst the friends or people your dad and I know..."



"With the exception of Colleen," dad interjected. "More than once, she's hinted at that very possibility," he stated again.
"Well...with her maybe yes. But I'm not too fond of George, her husband, and you know damn well Bradley, one wouldn't come without the other."
"Literally speaking," he said causing everyone to laugh.
"Yes well, aside from Colleen..." mom said furrowing her eyebrows at dad, "aside from the little I did do when I was younger, I've never actually experienced being with another woman...no."
"So...you're saying you would then? Given the opportunity?" Jessica now asked furthering the interest in the question Stacy had posed.
Mom looked at her then. "Why? You offering?" Mom asked her back, just as pointedly now waiting on her response, almost longingly by the look in her eyes.
Jessica looked at Stacy. Stacy looked at Chris, Chris then looked at the two of them, and back at mom again.
"We are...if you're interested in finding out what that's like," Chris finished full circle here.
"Holy fucking shit!" David said, who had oddly enough been the most quiet and reserved all evening. Taking everything in of course, speaking rarely and only occasionally, certainly not boldly or vocally up until now. He happened to be standing at the moment too, having gone back over to the buffet table to load up his plate again, standing there dishing up, listening in, having heard this unexpected discussion taking place, and then blurting out the way that he had.
"Speaking of sausages," mom stated. We all sat looking towards David, each passing second now that we did, his wrap stretched in a certain specific place, causing him a great deal of discomfort by the looks of it. So much so, he actually put his plate down, looking at us, and then at himself again.
"Fuck this," he said, suddenly undoing the knot on the side, removing it. In seconds, his magnificent cock sprang free, sticking proud and straight out from his groin. I was actually smiling just a little. Chris had been right. He was a soft to hard kind of guy, where I was indeed a little too big one. Though his prick was indeed hard and stiff, it wasn't much bigger than mine was, once I too was hard. It had actually looked a lot bigger than it really was, maybe due to the light and shadows the way I had seen it. Regardless of that however, David had more or less just paved the way here for everyone else to begin doing the same.
"Here we go!" Dad said...emulating a recent commercial, which caused everyone at that point to burst out laughing.
**
Taking the time to digest our food a little, dad poured everyone another round of those stiff drinks, though at least by now, having food in my stomach would help. As dad walked over handing mom one, she surprised everyone, reaching up, undoing the makeshift belt on dad's wrap, pulling it away. Revealing when she did, his semi-rigid cock, which was the first time I had actually sat there looking at it. But then she surprised everyone even more, including dad as she playfully stroked it, coaxing it into hardness.
"Better...much, much better honey," she told him. "See girls? Like I said earlier, daddy has absolutely nothing to be ashamed of. And now you see why he manages to keep a smile on this old girls face."
"You're not old mother," I commented seeing her smile at the compliment. "Damn sexy in fact," I added to that, seeing her smile even more now.
Admittedly, dad had a nice looking dick, not quite as big as David's was perhaps, and maybe even mine...but it was certainly thick, and considerably hard as mom actually slapped it, making it spring downwards, and then up again, slapping against his belly. It was actually pretty hot and erotic, seeing her sitting there playing with him the way she was, right there in front of us. Her total lack of inhibitions at this point seemingly having an effect on everyone.
"Fuck mom...you could hang laundry on that!" Chris quipped, and then removed her wrap, actually piling it on dad's prick, which then Jessica did as well, followed by Stacy as she likewise removed hers. In moments, dad stood...his prick easily supporting the admittedly lightweight garments they'd all draped over him. But more importantly now...everyone except for mom was naked. I had removed my own wrap shortly after David had, proving my point in a sense, that I too had nothing to be ashamed of.
"Well...suddenly, I seem to be a bit overdressed here," mom said, and then simply seemed to shimmy out of her own gown as it fell down around her feet. Once more, our family stood together entirely naked, and obviously aroused in front of one another, with no awkward looks or hesitations as hands suddenly seemed to reach out here and there all at once. Chris once again seemingly leading the way here by her actions, dropping down to her knees in front of dad, one last time glancing upwards towards mom before doing anything. "Be my guest," mom answered the unasked question. "Your dads been fantasizing about that for years!"
I am willing to admit. Though I hadn't really given it much thought before now either, but seeing my very dear sweet sister, suddenly down on her knees, in front of dad, as she held his very hard cock in her hand, and then licking, sucking it. Was one of the most erotic things I had ever seen. My own cock was now aching for similar attention, though I was even more anxious to explore a few of my own hidden fantasies and thoughts with mom. I could see that was going to have to wait for a bit however, as Stacy and Jessica both led mom over to the table, which they had quickly cleared away. Now laying her down on it, I watched as the girls first began paying homage to mom's breasts, something I was envious and jealous of for a moment, though I was soon content, just as David now was, to stand there and watch this. We actually did find ourselves standing side by side, each of us no longer concerned, or even inhibited about standing there together like this, hard cocks sticking straight out in front of us.
"Who'd have thought?" he simply stated as we stood there looking on, watching Jessica as she nursed mom's right breast, and as Stacy once more seemed to take to the left one. I snickered at that quietly, looking forward to sometime soon...doing the very same thing myself.
Not to be left out however, and somewhat content for the moment anyway, dad nodded in mom's direction at what the other two girls were doing. Almost reluctantly, Chris removed dad's cock from her mouth, leaving it with a long drool-drip clinging to it as she did so. Even that looked decadent as all get out as dad sashayed over to where David and I were standing. Soon after joining us, his sliver of mixed pre-cum and saliva, only then separating and landing down near his feet as we all stood there watching it.
"Plenty more where that came from," he proudly announced. "Though mom tells me...you're quite the load shooter Brad," dad grinned.
The girls were still nursing and sucking on mom's tits, mom's hands having now come up, cradling and cupping the two of them against her warmly, and affectionately. Chris just then reaching the three of them, and then moving up between moms legs, carefully bending them at the knee, even spreading her some as the three of us sort of side-stepped over just a little for a much better view of this.
"She did huh?" I answered, remembering...as mom had been the only other one besides Stacy to actually ever see me squirt. Chris too had caught me jerking off once, but never saw me actually come like Stacy and mom both had. And I remembered that, that particular instance had probably been the basis and foundation for some of my early on, masturbatory fantasies about mom after that. I remembered it as though it had happened yesterday.
"She actually saw you squirt?" David pressed.
"Yeah, she did," I found myself answering back, actually reliving the moment, relishing it, though seeing Chris as she bent forward now, actually starting to run her tongue up and down mom's juicy looking split was making me even hornier as I recalled that special moment in time, for both David and dad.
"Tell it Brad," Dad said urging me to do so, though I had every intention of doing just that. "Mom certainly told me the story more than once," Dad said to me, telling me in the instant that obviously it had had more of an impact on mom too than I knew at the time...or even now.
"That was the week that dad was away on business, I was still looking for a part time job, something to get by on while attending the local college nearby. Needless to say, I was at home...everyone else was supposedly out, leaving me home alone as it were. Mom had gone out shopping, with Colleen in fact now as I think about it. But anyway, for whatever reason, mom came home early, a lot earlier than was expected. I didn't even hear her come home, though at the time, I was pretty well into myself at that moment. But worse, I was doing it in a place I probably shouldn't have been doing it either..."
"Where?" David asked, though our eyes all currently remained glued on the four women who were quite obviously enjoying themselves. I laughed though, interrupted for the moment when even mom spoke up, though she spoke in clipped, panting words as she did.
"Don't...leave...anything...out...either!" she spoke, the lustfulness in her tone of voice readily apparent. "It was very...hot," she added to that with a very deep moan, as Chris suddenly seemed to draw mom's hard little clit even more deeply into her mouth, sucking it.
"I was in her bedroom," I began again, surprised mom was still listening, once more obviously enjoying this moment, which seemed to be adding to the pleasure her daughters where bringing her. Which pleased me some as I continued on, now anxious if anything, to completely tell the story, and not leave out any details as I may have done a few moments ago. This was for her now...more than anyone, and I could have cared less what any of them might have thought upon hearing it. "Where I obviously had no real business being. But the thing was...I was horny, obviously...and unbeknownst to anyone at the time, I'd gone into mom's room with a purpose. I had rummaged through her dirty clothes hamper, found what I had hoped to find...which was a pair of her soiled panties. Admittedly, I was in a very dirty...horny mood. And as such, I wanted something dirty to use while I pleasured myself. So I rummaged around until I found a pair of mom's panties, which I was currently using to stroke myself off with. There... in her bathroom. Needless to say, I hadn't heard her, though in defense of that, when she saw me standing there, and realized what I was doing...she didn't say anything either, and continued watching me. I was right on the verge, hovering on the edge. Already the sensation of my balls getting ready to release when I felt...more than anything, an awareness of someone there behind me. I turned, still stroking my dick with mom's panties of course, and there she was, standing in the doorway of the bathroom, watching me. But even more than that, she had her hand down the front of her pants at the time. I didn't see anything obviously, but it was evident she too was now fingering herself. That was all it took, that triggered it. I couldn't have stopped it then if I had tried to. Suddenly I was squirting...spurting, my semen literally shooting out towards her. As though in slow motion, I watched it hitting her, I watched it as it soaked the front of the white blouse she was wearing..."
Mom's moans were deeper now, throaty as she began to pant, still listening. I walked over closer towards her, now stroking my dick, telling the story...dad and David both soon joining me as we all gathered around now, David too stroking, as was dad...all three of us uninhibitedly playing with ourselves in front of everyone, mom looking up now...seeing us, her "cum-face" already starting to make an appearance. Even Jessica and Stacy had quit sucking her breasts, though still holding them, kneading them, pinching mom's nipples. Only Chris continued on, still chewing and gently sucking on mom's hard precious clit.
"I couldn't believe the volume...bigger than any I had ever had before. Squirt after squirt continued to erupt from my prick. Mom still standing there, still fingering herself, watching me...watching my dick as I emptied myself all over the front of her. And me...using her very own panties to be doing it with! Mom came...just as I managed to milk out the very last half decent discharge against her, and then came over to me, hugging me...kissing me on the lips. I could feel the wet sticky mess now clinging to the two of us, my spent cock digging into her tummy. It was one of the best orgasms of my entire life!"
Mom cried out then in extreme ecstasy. Her orgasm just then claiming her, washing over her. And as she did that...I looked down, not at all surprised to see the cum once more leaping from the end of my dick. I saw it soar over my sister's head, splashing against my mother's stomach and breasts, and then as Chris finally did raise up a little, more than one spurt actually catching Chris in the back of the head.
But I wasn't the only one.
No sooner had I finished tossing off my load, I saw another racing by me, and like my own, this one likewise splashing against mom too, lower down this time, nailing her upper thigh, though Chris had turned at this point, immediately opening her mouth, dad's third and forth jettison of cream suddenly being claimed there. David joining us...Dad still squirting, me now milking...dripping out what was left, which I now smeared against mom's still lovely, still somewhat neglected imperfect breast, as David stepped up to the plate and proceeded to drench both of mom's breasts in his own joyous, over abundance of cum-cream, nearly as voluminous as my own.
No one spoke for several moments after that. Only the sound of excited breathing filling the air.
Finally dad did. "Well, I don't mind telling everyone, especially now. Up until mom told me about what happened, I had never once entertained the idea of doing that myself. I am now proud to say however, since then...I've done so several times. And I have enjoyed jerking myself off, with each and every one of the girls...dirty, soiled...cum filled panties!"
"Daddy! You dirty...dirty old man you!" Jessica grinned, and then promptly came over and began licking his spent dick clean.
David stumbled back against the table sitting down. "Well damn...obviously, I've been missing out!" He said, as everyone laughed.
"I think I've got a pair here with me you can use if you'd like to find out," Chris informed him. "Or I'd be happy to do it for you if you'd like me to," she then added to that. David sat, smiling nodding his head, already his cock seemed to bounce just a little rather than just laying there looking like a dead snake. Mom finally strong enough to roll off the table then, still looking quite the sight.
"Well...that was a nice way to begin the evening," mom stated finally sitting up, cum dripping and running everywhere it seemed as she did that. "In the meantime...I think we all need another drink...and then I believe, it's someone else's turn here on the table. Though by the looks of it...I'd say your father won't take too long to get ready again. Not with the way Jessica's sucking his cock!"
She was right too. And obviously my sister was enjoying every minute of it as she knelt there in front of him, doing that.
**
We did take a bit of a breather then though, freshening drinks, though I opted for a glass of wine instead of another one of those almost too stiff tropical drinks mom had made. My head was swimming enough as it was from all the excitement, not to mention the recent incredible spending I'd just enjoyed.
"So...I'm curious mom," Stacy now asked as we sat still trying to collect ourselves, though Jessica continued to sit next to dad at the table, still fondling and toying with his now once again hard cock.
"Yes dear?" Mom replied.
"After you caught Brad jerking off in your panties, and especially as he basically saw you masturbating too in a way...while you did that. Nothing else ever happened then after that?"
"Surprisingly no...it didn't. I think we were both too shocked afterwards in realizing that we'd actually enjoyed it. Brad was indeed a bit embarrassed at first, hardly even looking me in the eye after that for the first couple of days. But it was then that your father came up with the perfect solution, that seemed to settle everything, though again...nothing else ever happened between us."
"And what was that?"
I spoke up, answering that question myself. "Two days later, I came into my room, saw that mom had tucked a pair of her recently worn panties just under my pillow. I knew then that what had happened, was perfectly all right, and that mom didn't have any problems, concerns or worries with regards to my having done that. Periodically after that, I'd find another pair waiting for me. So it became a bit of an intimate little game between us. I'd use her panties to jerk off into, and then return them soon after back to her room."
"Where I on the other hand, would then take them, after Brad had cum in them, and use them on myself to masturbate with," mom stated once more surprising everyone with this intimate little revelation we'd just shared. Though dad obviously, knew all about it. Something that up until now, I hadn't known.
"And here I thought we were bad!" Jessica spoke obviously surprised upon hearing this, as she looked towards David.
"You were bad...and it was fun watching you," dad said in response to that. "You have no idea the number of times I had wanted to tell you that, approach you. But as your mother and I long ago agreed, that unless you approached us first...we never would. Until now anyway."
"Come on then...dad," Jessica said wickedly, pulling him by the cock towards the table. "I think it's about time you and I indulged ourselves then...don't you?" She then turned towards her sisters as dad climbed up onto the table. "Come on girls...come join us. Only fair after the attention we all gave mom, that we do the same for daddy too don't you think?" Only Stacy hesitated, not because she wasn't interested, or aroused...but she seemed nervous as to what might now be asked or expected of her. Once again mom came to her rescue however, speaking up.
"Stacy's still a virgin," mom said..."In the technical sense anyway," she added to that. "I'm not sure she's ready to go much beyond what she already has, so let's not place her in a position of doing anything more than that. Why don't you ride your father's prick Jess...since that was the original intent anyway, and let your other sister's do whatever it is they're comfortable in doing."
Jessica now straddled dad in a reverse cowgirl position, with his legs dangling over the edge of the table. Seeing that, Stacy made the quick choice to stand between him there, her intent and desire obvious as she waited briefly for her sister to slide down over our father's cock...fucking him, before leaning inwards. She was soon licking, teasing and mouthing the two of them while they fucked. Chris quickly seized the moment, climbing up onto dad's face, facing the other way, back to back now with Jessica. Here she presented dad with her wet juicy split, which he immediately began tonguing and licking.
"Well now...I guess that leaves the three of us doesn't it?" Mom stated. "Come here boys," she said suggestively. "Let mommy have some fun with the two of you."
At first unsure as to what she had in mind, and though no longer squeamish, or being at odds with David, I couldn't help wondering what she was up to. It didn't take long to find out. Having us stand there together on either side of her as she sat on the bench seat of the buffet table. She quickly reached out, taking us both in hand, and then drew us together, forcing us to step even closer to her, and one another. David and I for the very first time ever, now stood cock-tip to cock-tip, mom's mouth surrounding us both to some extent, as she began licking and sucking the two of us simultaneously. It felt heavenly, and surprisingly enough, looked erotic as hell too...watching mom's tongue snaking out, licking the two of us, seeing it circling our respective cock heads as her tongue danced and flicked our pricks. The feel of mom's mouth on me, and I am sure as David felt it too, sent a cascade of goose bumps up and down my spine. I reached down, finding one of mom's breasts, pleased that it was her "so-called" neglected one, and began toying with it. David too soon did the same, the two of us now fondling mom's tits while she continued to mouth, suck and lick us together, even teasing us, in a weird sort of way, as she periodically rubbed the head of our dicks back and forth against one another, amusing herself.



I don't think either one of us minded her doing that however, as it was her hands wrapped around us, doing all the teasing and toying, though she now began taking turns with each of us, more fully sucking and exploring us individually with her mouth.
It was also very nice, having mom doing that, while standing there looking over towards dad and the girls. Jessica was obviously enjoying herself, riding dad's dick, slowly working herself up and down, while Stacy in turn, took turns...though it was hard to see much from my vantage point, licking the two of them. Chris however was contentedly riding dad's face, his hand up, cupping and playing with her cute perky breasts. It was easy to see his fingers as they held, pinched and pulled on my sister's hard nipples, something I now knew she took a great deal of delight in, while having them played with in this way.
"Oh god daddy...I need to warn you," she said suddenly, her face already starting to screw up in a pleasured grimace. "I tend to get...very liquid down there whenever anyone eats me like this," she said pleasurably. To which dad merely grunted, still licking, if not even more so now upon hearing her say that.
Even mom looked up having heard that, though she maintained the two of us within her hands, still stroking our cocks, even rubbing them against one another again. "Like mother, like daughter," mom said. "I tend to do that as well whenever I'm having my pussy eaten too," she told us.
Only seconds after that, poor dad was drowning in a flood of cascading pussy juice as he fought to drink it all, lapping away at my sister's cunt, Chris crying out into the night as her orgasm claimed her. Jessica too seemed to suddenly hit hers as well only moments after that. Perhaps the effect of hearing Chris juice, her cry of ecstasy, the gurgling climax as dad drank from his daughter's pussy. Though I am sure it helped a lot that Stacy was at that very moment, sucking on Jessica's clit for all she was worth too.
"Fill me daddy...fill me!" Jessica called out now in the throes of her own climax. Though the way dad suddenly rose up, almost lifting Jessica off the table completely, it appeared as though he was at that very moment...doing just that. Pouring his own seed deep into the depths of my half-sister's womb.
"Oh man...fuck...mom!" David's clipped words announced. Turning just then as mom gathered him fully into her mouth again, stroking his cock, yet somehow still holding onto my own as she took him. I saw her cheeks suddenly expand, saw David go weak in the knees for a moment as he began spurting off into mom's mouth. Somehow she stayed with it though, swallowing, sucking...draining my brother's balls until once more he stepped back, collapsing down on the bench seat sitting next to her. She then turned towards me, eyes smiling, her mouth still full of cum as she finished swallowing, and then licking her lips.
"Hmm, yummy. But now I'm thirsty for a lot more...whenever you're ready baby. Mommy wants your cream!"
As mom cupped and held my balls, caressing them, she soon went back to sucking the head of my dick, paying particular attention to it, though gently stroking me at the same time. It wasn't long after that I felt the surge as it began to make its way up my shaft, just when I glanced over and saw Stacy now standing beside me looking on. I reached out, cupping my sister's breast, she smiled, drew closer to me, and then reached down replacing mom's hand with her own...jacking me. The moment she did that, I came...massively, spurting off into mom's mouth as she sucked, trying desperately to swallow the deluge of semen I began pouring forth. Unsuccessfully however, as a great deal of it soon appeared at the corners of her mouth and dripped down obscenely, onto her breasts.
I thought it looked cool though...seeing that. Especially when moments later, Stacy leaned over and gently began cleaning mom's breasts off with her mouth.
**
We were all pretty well drained, exhausted...spent. Slowly drifting off to our own bungalows for some much needed sleep. The fact that we hadn't done much more than we had, or even with others, held promise for the days ahead. We'd been on the island for a little over two full days now...and considering everything that had happened already, I knew now we had barely scratched the surface of what lay ahead.
I was just drifting off to sleep when I suddenly felt Stacy slipping into bed next to me, snuggling up behind me, spooning me instead of me spooning her. It felt nice...comfortable, perfect. Though even as she did that, I realized that she hadn't really gotten off, though certainly helping in the efforts to see to it everyone else did. I was about to offer, and suggest doing that for her myself when she spoke in a sleepy tone of voice.
"Eat me up in the morning," she said already sounding like she was drifting off to sleep as she said it.
"What?"
"Don't wake me up...eat me up," she sighed happily, pressing herself even more firmly against me from behind as I then heard the soft gentle sounds of her breathing steady out with contented sleep.
I was already looking forward to the sunrise.
**
To be continued...
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As promised, I ate her up twice. Waking to the warmth of the morning sun as it tossed a warm blanket of light over the two of us. Stacy still snuggled up close to me, her steady breathing and gentle snoring confirming the fact she was still sound asleep. I carefully pulled away, but in doing so...managed to nudge her more fully onto her back. With the two of us already being nude, it was an easy matter to likewise tenderly spread her legs, crawling up between them. I took the time to truly appreciate the beauty of my sister at this point, unhurried, gentle...relaxing in a very unique, sensual way.
Stacy moaned softly in her sleep. I waited for a moment, ensuring she had drifted off into a deeper sleep once more before continuing. I wanted this to be dream-like in a way, if I could manage it. Plus...I was truly enjoying myself too. As lightly as I could, I ran my fingertips up through the folds of her pussy, watching them suddenly spread like a flower opening in the morning sunlight. She was already moist, reminding me again of the morning dew still clinging to the petals of her delicate flower, as I felt the pearly-like slickness against my fingertip. I placed my finger against my lips, savoring her taste. Once more she sighed contentedly as I did that, yet still asleep. I waited a moment more, and then gently eased forward, running the flat of my tongue up the entire length of her precious slit. I did so as lightly, and as slowly as was possible, stopping short at the apex of her still somewhat hidden clit. I retreated back the other way, once more plowing the furrow of her sex with my tongue, this time allowing it to probe a bit deeper, yet soft, slow as I did so. She again moaned in her sleep, stirring just a bit as I again stopped, waiting.
Already her lips were beginning to swell. Walking my fingers back up to the top of my sister's cunt, I gently nudged the protective hood from her clitoris, watching it as it emerged. It too changing color, stiffening, and hardening like a miniature cock. The precious glistening head of her pink clit seeming to pulsate as I allowed my finger to dance on the surface of its glistening little clit-head. Stacy moaned again, once more stirring, and I knew that much more of this, she would slowly begin to wake. For now at least, she appeared to be dreaming, that early morning realm of reality and dream state, where one seems as real, as substantial as the other. I ran my tongue upwards again, this time however, flicking softly at her clit, fingers once more spreading, revealing. I kissed it, kissed it again, a gentle soft lingering suck before turning once more down her now even wetter split. The taste and aroma of her juices now assailing my senses. I probed, tongue-fucked, lingered with quick butterfly flicks of the tongue against her clit again. Like a fighter at the bag, the tempo and speed ever increasing, but only until she stirred again, her breath suddenly changing...did I then slow again. I felt her relax, ever so close to opening her eyes, allowing her to drift off once more. My breath hot against her quim, soft whispers of desire caressing the throbbing, pulsating stem of her sweetness until she once more seemed to sink back into the bed. I smiled outwardly, and inwardly, once more beginning the silent torture of her sex. This time running a single finger in through the wet, succulent opening of her sex, feeling the warmth of her essence now coating it, securing it, and likewise now throbbing and clasping about it.
"Ohhh," she moaned once more. This time forming words as wakefulness began to approach. With one finger inside, gently caressing, petting her, I now took her hard little nubbin firmly between my lips and began sucking it, though still as gently as I could. All the while looking upwards now, seeing the flutter of her eyes as they fought for consciousness.
"Almost there...almost there," I thought. I could tell by the response of her body, and by the way that her juices were almost free-flowing now, that she was a lot closer to orgasm than her conscious mind realized. Once more I felt her pussy clamp down tightly on my finger. I felt the increase and intensity of her inner muscles as they throbbed in spasmodic release, accompanied by a sudden surge of liquid sweetness. Her eyes fluttered open, for a moment looking bewildered and confused. My lips only then drawing in her clit fully, sucking it firmly, holding...sucking...seeing recognition, and just as suddenly rapture as her eyes closed once more.
"Oh my god!" She cried out, and then simply succumbed.
Even before she had fully come down from her climax, I allowed her the grace of working through her super-sensitivity. Feeling her relax, her breath still coming in gradual gasps however as she gathered herself. I renewed the earlier assault on her now very awake pussy and soul.
"Oh god...oh fuck, yes...yes Brad. Eat me! Eat me! Eat me!"
**
"Come on you two...get a move on," mom said standing in the open doorway of my bungalow. Any other time, she would have given us start, but not this time. That simple morning greeting telling us both in an instant, just how much things had changed. She stood smiling, not at all alarmed or worried about seeing the two of us together, though all we were doing was laying there at the moment, Stacy...still basking in the afterglow of her second very intense orgasm.
"That's right," I said remembering.
"Yeah, they'll be here within the hour," mom said once again. "So you two really should get something to eat before we go." She turned preparing to leave, but then suddenly stepped back into the room again, crossing over towards the bed where she leaned over, kissing the two of us affectionately. "There'll be time for more of that later," she grinned, winking at the two of us, and then departed.
It was odd seeing mom standing there wearing a somewhat modest, white two piece swimming suit. But it was a subtle reminder of what had been planned for the day. Weeks before the trip, we had all gone out and gotten certified to scuba dive, including mom, though she'd been initially reluctant in the beginning to do so. Ironically, perhaps more than anyone else, she had taken to it quite naturally, and thoroughly enjoyed herself while getting used to breathing underwater. She was the first amongst all of us to qualify, and was now looking forward to this private little excursion out in the reefs, more so than anyone else.
Stacy and I quickly dressed, soon joining the rest of the family for a quick bite to eat. Everyone anxious and excited now to actually practice our diving skills in the clear, crystal blue water near someplace called "The fish bowl". We had already been made aware, that this was a "clothing optional" dive, as had anyone else who'd be joining us on the trip. And though we initially started out dressed in swimwear, once underway...everyone was then free to remove their clothing if they then chose to do so. A short time later, a very large catamaran approached our small little island. We then waded out, boarding the boat, where our rented gear was already waiting for us. Besides the seven of us, there were only two other couples, likewise friends, as it appeared who had booked the same excursion. Introductions were soon made all around. Bill and Barbra Matthews were a young attractive looking couple, mid thirties perhaps, along with John and Jill Stevens. We laughed as they told us to refer to them as BB and JJ, something both couples actually answered to, as they explained the unplanned unions of their respected first names all starting with the same letters. David looked at me, and by the expression on his face, I could see he was dying to tell them about my name. Thankfully, refraining from doing so. Indeed, much really had changed between us, only weeks ago...he'd have taken delight in trying to embarrass me with such a comment.
As we headed out to sea, and towards the "fish bowl", it became obvious that realizing we were indeed a family traveling on vacation together, that there might be some hesitancy on our part to accept nudity around one another.
"Will any of you have a problem if we remove our clothing for the dive?" Barbra asked. "It's one of the reasons we booked this trip," she said inquisitively to that.
"Same reason we did," mom spoke surprising her a bit as Barbra and Jill both, once more took in the seven of us, wondering perhaps. "No worries...we're nudists," mom added to that, as though that perfectly explained everything to them. I saw dad hiding a sly smile upon hearing that. But the other two women smiled then, nodding their heads in acceptance and understanding, more importantly, reaching around and almost immediately undoing the bikini tops they'd been wearing. The moment they began doing so, everyone else did as well. Dad eyeballing the new scenery briefly, and his whispered comment once more reflective of what he's said the day before when we'd truly started getting familiar with one another.
"Here we go...again!" He grinned.
I noticed as soon as the bikini tops came off the other two women, that neither one of them was any bigger than Chris was. Chris in fact seemed rather delighted in that herself, suddenly no longer having the smallest breasts there. In seconds however, everyone was once again naked as we slipped into our diving gear in preparation for the dive. Listening to last minute instructions from the diving instructor and guide, everyone was instructed to buddy up in two's or threes, and ensure that they remained in constant contact with one another. The water was once again crystal clear, and the visibility near perfect. We'd also be diving in less than fifty feet of water, with the spectacular view of the coral reef below us, and a wide variety of colorful fish all swimming about. I was paired up with mom. Stacy...Chris both joining dad, leaving David and Jessica together, which everyone had pretty much expected them to do. We soon entered the water, and then began heading off in differing directions taking in the sites along the reef. There were various outcroppings of rocks and ledges, which concealed a wide variety of fish, though cautioned about going too deeply into any of those crevices, because of electric eels possibly being hidden within those areas.
Though we could see others a short distance away from us, like us...everyone seemed to be preoccupied with their own explorations, basically just keeping an eye on one another and not too concerned about where everyone else was. The sensation of weightlessness was in and of itself intoxicating in a way. But so was seeing mom swimming nearby, the total freedom of movement that she had, not to mention the way her breasts seemed to move so alluringly as she did that. Before I even realized it, I was hard, swimming beside her with a full out erection, something that didn't go unnoticed for very long. We had just then gone around one corner of an outcropping of rock, barely out of sight from any of the others. As though planned, mom came towards me, her hand immediately coming out to surround my cock. We sat there, our feet kicking just enough to keep us both virtually motionless, my own hands now cupping and caressing her breasts. It was eerily erotic, looking into one another's eyes through our masks, unable to speak, and yet saying so much merely by looking at one another. It took no effort at all. Reaching around behind her, my hands now on my mother's ass, I easily lifted her upwards. She came to me, her legs spreading obscenely as she did, fitting herself perfectly around and about me. We continued to float there together, the head of my prick nudging the opening of her sex, which she soon gathered into herself. For the first time ever, I felt the head of my prick suddenly engulfed in the surprisingly slick, slippery passage of her womanhood, the very place that I had myself once come from. I entered her inch by inch, savoring the excitement of this so taboo coupling until I was buried to the hilt inside my mother's cunt. In a sensual dance of pure weightlessness and control, we rolled, turned, twisted, all the while fucking one another so uninhibitedly, so effortlessly.
Finally at one point, I looked out to the side, realizing in our unbridled dance, that we had reemerged from the safety of our little enclosure, now fucking far more openly where we could so easily be seen. I needn't have worried however, for we weren't the only ones. Though I briefly felt concern as only a few yards away, Bill and Barbra, likewise engaged... coupling just as we were, glanced over, watching the two of us...as we in turn fucked...watching the two of them. There was no hiding the fact now...which they now had to know, I was indeed fucking my own mother!
And...more importantly, I was too far gone to care at the moment either. The exquisite sensation of actually being inside her, soon had me quivering from head to toe inside. I felt the bubbling rush of semen racing up the length of my shaft, I felt it begin to pulse, squirt, and leap from my cock, filling my mother's womb. She in turn, thrusting, humping and grinding against me in equal and obvious ecstasy.
We soon after parted, both pleasured and satisfied in search of other members of our group. It was an interesting spectacle coming upon dad. Stacy floating on one side of him, Chris on the other. Each one with their hands on his prick, jerking him off. Just as we arrived, within mere feet of them now, mom and I watched as his prick began to jettison milky white clouds of semen that quickly spread out in all directions at once, much to everyone's amusement. Chris and Stacy both made feeble attempts at chasing it, capturing it, though continuing to milk out as much of it as they possibly could from dad's prick.
I soon after spotted David and Jessica, who had surprisingly...actually hooked up with John and Jill. It was like watching an underwater, choreographed ballet. Jessica's hands outstretched holding onto Jill's, David behind Jessica, John behind Jill, fucking them almost, but not quite, doggy style, letting the buoyancy of the water and the girls steering them to keep them so easily positioned as they sat there floating, fucking respectively, watching one another. Seeing this, I found myself becoming aroused again, just as Stacy came swimming up next to us. I was surprised when she removed her mouthpiece, slinking down in front of me. In moments, she had gathered my hard stiff cock into her mouth, and began to expertly, suck me off...right there under the water!
As surprised I was at this, I was even more surprised when mom soon joined her. The two of them now taking turns, one breathing air, the other sucking, though the way they managed to do it, there was hardly any disruption at all as the two of them together quickly brought me towards yet another, hard-felt, first ever...underwater blowjob.
As interesting as it had been to see dad's prick squirting...or rather 'clouding' as it where...under water, it was even more so...seeing my sister's mouth, and mother's too...opening as that same milky-white cum-cloud emerged from both, almost as though blowing smoke out in a way, the way that it escaped from their mouth's and lips, drifting upwards before each one reinserted their respective breathers again.
Unfortunately our time was up, so we began making our way back to the boat, soon climbing aboard. At first, the chat and banter was about all the beautiful sites we had seen, the colorful fish swimming about, though it was John who then purposely changed things in a differing direction.
"That wasn't the most amazing, or even beautiful sight I was admiring," he began. "Watching all that hot underwater sex taking place was what was really and truly beautiful!"
I had at first been fearful, wondering what they would think. Obviously they had seen mother and I together, and John and Jill had in fact actually been with David and Jessica in a way, so it was quickly and clearly obvious that we had a very incestuous family here.
"And time we came clean too," Barbra said saddling up next to mom, actually putting her arm around my mother's waist. "We're not just friends," she began to explain. "Jill is in fact my sister-in-law. She's the one who is married to Bill, my brother. John is in fact Jill's brother, who is likewise married to me. So...now you know a lot more about the four of us too."
It soon came to light that the four of them had been traveling about, vacationing for years in this way. Basically switching partners for the duration of their vacations together, though certainly enjoying the combined company of one another as well, sleeping in the same rooms together, rather than separate, truly making the most of it.
"Kind of nice being able to share that with someone, rather than hiding who and what we are all the time," Jill added to that, smiling provocatively towards David and Jessica, who stood smiling and grinning back at her once the full story came out.
"Yes...it is," Jessica said. "This vacation for us, has been an eye-opening experience as well, and one that was long overdue I think."
We soon retired to enjoy lunch, now sharing stories and experiences with one another, taking advantage of the beautiful calm seas as the boat sailed along smoothly. With the Captain and his two-woman crew fully approving of our 'on deck' dalliances, it wasn't long before everyone was locating and picking a spot, to pick up where we'd all left off earlier below the waves.
But I think I was even more surprised, when Barbra saddled up to mom there on the open deck, at first asking if she'd like for her to put some suntan oil on her back, which she began doing. Though it wasn't long before it looked a lot more like caressing, than applying oil to her. I then saw her whisper something into mom's ear, as mom then looked up towards dad who sat next to the two of them looking on. His erection clearly showing as he sat admiring everything going on about him, though in particular...mom and now Barbra.
"Feel free," dad told her. "We're on vacation here...so why not? As long as we're all consenting of course," he added to that. Mom nodded her head in agreement with that, as Barbra quickly took advantage, slithering down between mom's outstretched legs, and almost languishly, began going down on her. That simple act seemed to open an entirely different door. The moment Barbra and mom started up together, Jill too came over to dad, soon sitting in his lap as the two of them began to almost too causally fuck. John had actually approached Stacy, though she politely declined, seeking refuge perhaps by coming over to sit next to me, though Jessica quickly offered herself up, much to John's delight as Jessica now stood up leaning against the rail, John behind her, thrusting away.
Stacy immediately crawled up into my lap. And for a moment, I actually thought her intent was to fuck me, astonishing as that was. Seeing the surprised look in my face however, she merely winked at me, whispering. "Not quite ready for that yet. Though if I was going to fuck anyone...I think it really would be you Brad," she told me. "But until then...how about, just rubbing against me, while I rub against you. Would that be ok?"
"More than!" I assured her, as we began doing just that, though I even think mom thought we were doing it as she glanced over towards us, now grinning from ear to ear.
With everyone else fairly engaged, that left the final pairing up to being Chris and Bill of course, which just seemed to work out quite naturally. Laying down on the deck, almost right beside mom, Bill now began sliding in and out of my older sister, while Chris joyfully sucked on one of mom's breasts as Barbra's rapidly flicking tongue delighted mom elsewhere.
"Well, I'll say this much," Stacy said hugging me even closer to her now, pressing her soft warm breasts against my chest, her slick, slippery cunt riding up and down, sliding against my cock, though I was sorely tempted to impale her on it. "This is one vacation we'll not soon forget."



"You can say that again sis," I agreed with her, though I quickly took her face within my hands looking at her deeply, just before kissing her unlike I had ever kissed her before. "But I'll add this to that too...I hope sis, that even when this vacation comes to an end...that we won't."
She looked at me, though rather than saying anything, she simply pressed herself even harder against me, and for a moment, making me wonder and think if she wasn't half tempted to impale herself on me right there and then...though she didn't. But what we did do...was then kiss one another, unlike any way we had ever done before. And we both came...right in the middle of doing that.
**
The sun was just beginning to set when we pulled back into the resort. It had been a long, but very pleasurable and adventurous day. Once again however, everyone was tired, and more than ready to call it an early night. I sure as hell knew I was, exciting as it had been, I was in dire need of sleep at this point. Though by the looks of it...so was everyone else. As we stood waiting for the resort launch to take us back over to our own cozy little island, I saw the girls suddenly gather a short distance away, conversing in hushed quiet tones, periodically looking over our way as dad, David and I stood there together.
"Ah oh..." Dad said voicing his opinion. "Something tells me, this vacations about to get a bit more expensive."
"Why do you say that?" I asked.
"I've seen that look in your mother's eyes too many times before. Whenever I do...I know it's going to cost me something. And especially the way they're all sitting there huddled up together. They're up to something...that's for damn sure." There was laughter then, and hugs all around amongst the girls. They soon came wandering back towards us, though as mom looked at dad, she merely shook her head at him.
"I'll tell you later," she said simply.
We soon boarded the launch, once more heading back to our own huts. Moments after our arrival, I was comfortably asleep in my very own bed. My last thoughts as I drifted off...wondering what would no doubt happen next.
**
I was dreaming. And in my dream, I could feel the hot silkiness of my sister's cunt as it gathered me in. The feel of her free-flowing juices as they surrounded my prick. The subtle up and down movements, the softness of that textured sheath gripping my cock, squeezing it, holding it, kissing it with the most tenderness of embraces.
My eyes popped open just as my cock popped. I looked down, Stacy's mouth even then formed around my shaft, her cheeks billowing, puffing out as she endeavored to take and thus swallow what I knew had to be one hell of a big load.
"Thought I'd return the favor," she said, even as a bit of cum escaped the corner of her mouth though she was quick to capture it, licking it up again. Stacy gave my prick another half dozen or so cleansing sucks before suddenly sitting up.
"Where are you going?" I asked, half-groggy from dream-sleep, and unexpected enjoyable climax.
"We're going shopping. Mom's taking all the girls on a bit of a shopping trip over at the resort. Probably have lunch there, but back for the Luau of course. So prepare yourself," she laughed. "Maybe take advantage of the time and actually get a bit more sleep in. Something tells me...we're all going to need it."
"No wonder dad said what he did," I answered in response to that. "If mom's taking you all on a shopping spree...knowing you three, it IS apt to get expensive!"
"Knowing mom, and knowing what she has in mind, it very well could. Will just have to wait and see. But...I'm already looking forward to this evening Brad," she said leaning over to kiss me before scampering out the door. Once more, I could taste the essence of my own climax still clinging to her lips as she disappeared. I smiled, sighing pleasurably, and soon after drifted back off to sleep again.
**
I woke up a couple of hours later, hungry and thirsty. Wandering over to the main bungalow, I grabbed something to eat, washing that down with a cup of cold coffee, which wasn't half bad actually. Hearing voices just outside, I stepped out onto the small private little patio and beach area of my parents hut. As expected, dad and David were sitting there talking. What wasn't expected, was what they were doing at the time when I came out.
"Morning son. We were just getting started here if you'd care to join us."
I know I stood there looking on, words failing me for a moment. Each of them sitting there stroking their respective cocks, doing so with what appeared to be a pair of the girl's panties. Amusing to some extent was the sheepish expression on my brother's face as he sat there looking at me.
"These are Chris's," he said stopping briefly as he held them up showing them to me. "She gave them to me to use...just before they left. Thought I'd give it a try...see what I was missing out on," he added to that. Dad nodded towards another chair, glancing at it...seeing what appeared to be a silky-black pair of women's panties.
"Your moms. She left them for you," he said smiling. "Told me to tell you...she's expecting you to enjoy yourself for her."
I had to laugh. For a moment, the idea of the three of us just sitting around jerking ourselves off together with the girl's panties seemed almost absurd. Almost. But the reality was...standing there as dad continued on, though I wasn't sure whose panties he was currently using while he did, and as David then continued...the memories of doing so myself in the past came rushing back to me. As my cock began to quite naturally stiffen at the thought, I resigned myself into joining my father and brother in this somewhat kinky little indulgence. Dad smiled as I took my seat without saying anything further. I picked mom's panties up, holding them to my nose for a moment, smelling her musky fragrance as I did that.
"She slept in them last night, told me to tell you that."
I enjoyed their feel. Slinky, slick, especially the way they caressed my cock as I wrapped them around my swollen member and moved them up and down my shaft several times. David was grinning now too, obviously a bit more comfortable now that I had actually joined them. He seemed to be experimenting with Chris's panties, looping them around the bulbous head of his prick, and then twisting them back and forth. Even from where I was sitting, I could see a dollop of pre-cum fuck juice oozing from the head of my brother's dick.
"Amazing how good that really does feel," he spoke in a lusty tone of voice. "Just surprised I never thought about doing this until now."
"Ditto that," dad said. "Though thanks to Brad Junior here for letting mom catch him. If he hadn't, I might never have tried this myself either."
"I didn't let mom catch me," I said in my defense. "She just did. I honestly didn't think she'd come home as soon as she did...when she did."
"Whatever," dad mused. "Just glad she did, and then told me about it after that. I've been amusing myself once in a while this way ever since!"
Dad then turned to David. "Anyone ever catch you doing anything?" Dad asked curiously, slow stroking his cock, simply enjoying the pure pleasure of doing so, though heightening the arousal in his own speech as he did that.
Once again David looked a bit sheepish, but he too was really starting to get into this. And perhaps the "sharing" of such stories was becoming an added turn on for him as well. "Well...you already know about most of that sort of thing," he began. "But you probably don't know about our next door neighbor, Mrs. Green."
"The old lady next door?" Dad interjected, suddenly interested, sitting up a bit though I noticed his hand slid down his partially exposed shaft several times in rapid succession. "No...I never heard anything, what happened?"
David laughed hearing and seeing dad's response to that as well. "Yeah, I used to think of her as 'Old Lady Green,' myself...until I saw something I wasn't supposed to one day. After that, I saw her in an entirely different light. I quietly had to laugh thinking back now myself. Mrs. Green had lived next door to us before we had moved into the larger house, which meant, dad was pretty close to her age now, though I didn't remind him of that as David continued.
"Yeah, I was weeding the garden that morning, the south strip next to the fence where our yard bordered hers. If you remember, it was my punishment for the fight I'd recently been in with Brad."
I remembered that too. I'd been assigned to do the Western strip next to the fence behind the house.
"I just happened to look up for a moment, just in time to see Mrs. Green cross in front of her bedroom window. She stood there looking out briefly, but hadn't seen me. I know...because I ducked down after spotting her. She didn't have a single stitch on! But what surprised me, was the fact she looked pretty damn good for her age. I had expected to see something else maybe. But what I saw was this fairly attractive looking woman, especially when I then saw her hand come down actually cupping one of her fairly large breasts. Sure...they weren't all firm and perky or anything, not even the way mom's look now. But like I said, they weren't half bad for a woman in her late sixties, trust me. Needless to say, I was stunned when she lifted it up, actually licking her own nipple! She soon stepped away from the window however, but that only left me curious as to what else she might be doing. That's when I jumped over the small fence and raced over to the backside of her house where her bedroom was."
"What happened then?" Dad asked, obviously even more excited now, his hand stroking his hard prick a bit more forcefully at this point, though then again...we all seemed to be, including David as he continued relating the story to us.
"Well of course I wasn't sure where she was at, or what she was doing at the moment. But the window was just low enough that I could peek in if I stood up on tiptoe. Trying to be as careful as possible, I looked in. Sure enough...she was still in the room, standing in front of her vanity, looking at herself. But it was what she was doing as she did that, that caught my attention. She was using a hairbrush on herself to masturbate with."
I remembered Chris telling me once she used to masturbate with her hairbrush too. I began to wonder if that wasn't the preferred method of choice until fancy vibrators finally made an appearance. Especially with the way some of the handles were shaped back then. I couldn't help wondering if the manufacturers actually knew what else they were being used for, and had purposely designed them that way.
"Admittedly, it was pretty fucking hot seeing this reasonably attractive woman standing they're playing with herself like that. So I began playing with myself while watching her, taking my cock out," he said looking down at himself now, a large wet spot clearly showing through the lighter color of the material as he held it over the tip of his cock, still rubbing himself with it. "I remember looking away just for a moment, sort of checking to make sure no one could see where I was from the house, and then looking back. Except when I did...there she was. Standing in the window right in front of me, looking down at me. Me...standing there with my cock in hand! I actually fell down, so startled upon seeing her, afraid of course that she was suddenly going to make a scene or something. You know...come running out, or worse...come over to the house and tell mom what she'd caught me doing. Only that didn't happen. Instead, she continued to stand there, which is when I noticed, she was still fucking herself with that damn hairbrush. And...she was smiling at me in a most sultry, horny way. Well fuck. I just sat there on the ground below, looking up at her, and proceeded to continue myself. Me jerking myself off watching her, and her doing the same...watching me."
"Damn son," dad laughed. "Who'd have thought Old Lady Green was such a horny old woman! But then I guess since she'd been widowed for a couple of years, that it stands to reason. Sort of makes me wish I'd have known that myself!"
"Mom would have skinned you alive," I told him. "Back then anyway."
"Possibly," dad snickered. "Though I doubt it. It was about that time that your mother and I started to experiment with things just a little. So it's entirely possible, we could have at the very least ended up in a threesome with her perhaps, though admittedly, I'm not sure Mrs. Green would have been accepting of that."
"Yeah, I don't think she would have been," David explained. "I know...because after that episode, we actually spoke about it once. About what happened. And that's when she told me that she had enjoyed what we had done, and that we could in fact do it again from time to time too. But only watching one another. Never touching. So we never did. But I spent many an hour watching Mrs. Green with that damn hairbrush of hers, and she spent many an hour watching me jerking myself off. Man that woman had a mouth on her when she got horny. She's have made a sailor blush let me tell you!"
"Fuck, I need to cum," dad suddenly announced. "Just thinking about the two of you doing that has got me almost there already."
"Yeah...me too," David said, obviously the thoughts of those past moments still filling his head. As for me, I was myself lost in the memory of that day when mom walked in on me there in her bathroom. The way I had turned suddenly, only then realizing she was there, just as my cock began to unleash the torrent of cream that it did, drenching and covering my mother's blouse almost to the point of transparency.
The sound of dad's grunt announced the arrival of his climax. David and I both looking over towards him, though more specifically at his cock. The green satin panties he was using appeared to be those I had seen Jessica wearing before. In seconds however, I watched the material darken considerably, and even some of his discharge appear to actually seep through the thin material as he finished jacking himself off.
"Oh fuck!" David cried out seconds later. He leaned forward in his chair just a little, the light blue panties he still had wrapped around his cock, one hand holding onto one end, the other pulling on the opposite end as he simply tugged them back and forth, working his cock off that way. Head exposed, I watched it explode, several streamers of his thick sticky semen suddenly bursting from the tip, arching out a bit as though suspended for a moment before simply falling downwards into the sand. It was an impressive display, soon triggering my own orgasmic release. Though like dad, I too covered my prick tip, enjoying the sexy feel of mom's sheer black panties. Just sheer enough however, that even as my seed erupted, most of that still came through the material of her panties soaking my hand. The stark contrast however obscenely decadent in another way. The milky white substance coating and covering the black material, oozing out in thick white globs that pooled on the surface, even as I folded them over, trying to capture the rest of it as I came.
The three of us sat back, quietly enjoying the moment. I couldn't help sitting there shaking my head a few minutes later. I was twenty one years old, and had just had my first ever circle jerk, with my father and brother no less.
**
It was late in the afternoon before the girls returned from their excursion over on the main island. I was surprised that they hadn't come back with more than they did, not much than a few small trinkets perhaps. Mom gave me an inquiring look almost the moment they got back. I smiled, nodding my head at her, to which she brightened considerably, smiling back, and almost immediately headed inside to their bungalow. No doubt to see if I had indeed placed her panties back onto her bed. Which I had done.
Stacy too came up to me, an even bigger smile on her face as she gave me a kiss on the cheek. "Feel like going for a swim with me up at the pool?" She asked.
"Sure, I was just thinking about that in fact," I told her, though it soon became obvious that David, Jessica as well as Chris wanted to come along too. I was hoping for some private time, perhaps getting down to the bottom of what was really going on here...but that was obviously going to have to wait as the five of us then left, hiking up to the falls together.
We played and frolicked together in the slightly cooler water there beneath the falls for the better part of an hour. Eventually making the short climb up to the plateau again, where we spread out our towels, laying down, and letting the warmth from the sun overhead dry us off.
Chris, Jessica and David soon seemed to be dozing off. Stacy and I however laying side by side simply looking and smiling at one another.
"So...what did you guys get?" I asked curiously. "As worried as dad was initially, it didn't appear to me like you bought the farm when you guys came back."
Stacy smiled. "Not so much buying stuff, mom just needed to check on the arrangements for the Luau tonight more than anything else, and then a couple of other minor surprises, is all."
"Ah uh," I said not fully accepting her explanation. I knew the Luau had been planned and already paid for, and couldn't imagine there could be much more that mom had needed to add to that, or see to regarding it. So whatever else was going on...I was obviously out of the loop, and my tight-lipped sister wasn't saying anything more to me about it either.
"Just be patient," she said then. "You'll see," she smiled, and then reached down wrapping her tiny little hand around my very soft, very flaccid...very small cock. Even in her hand, it disappeared. "Wake it up," she said waggling it a bit. "I want to see it squirt."
"I don't know how much it would, not yet anyway," I informed her. "We sort of did that already just a short time before you guys got back."
"Yeah I know," she giggled. "Figured you might. We were talking about that during lunch, Chris mentioning the fact that everyone had given you guys a pair of their panties to jerk off into. Obviously...you must have gotten moms. I can only imagine what she's doing with them now," Stacy laughed seductively.
"And with dad no doubt watching her too," I added to that.
"No doubt. Anyway, I really am looking forward to the Luau tonight, should be fun. Mom did make a couple of small changes to that, in order to spice things up some. Wait until you see," she grinned.
I was curious, but then again if it was indeed a surprise, I was willing to wait and see what transpired as the evening wore on. Stacy continued to waggle my dick however, which finally had started to stiffen some.
"On second thought...maybe we should wait," she seemed to decide, though giving it one last tug, as it was hard now, it slapped back against my chest as she let go of it, actually standing before I could even say anything. "I'm heading back...time for a nice little nap myself, especially if the evening is going to be a long one, which I'm inclined to think it very well will be." I stood then myself, joining her for the walk back.
"Tease," I spat looking at her sexy little ass as I followed her down the trail, my now rock hard cock following her.
She looked back over her shoulder at me, giggling. "You ain't seen nothing yet big brother," and then like a shot, she took off back to the huts in a dead run, leaving me to stand there watching her sweet sexy body disappear through the palm trees shortly after that.
I was half tempted to stand there and jerk one off though, and might have had I not heard the others soon coming up behind me. Chris appeared taking my arm in hers, hugging me close to her as we walked along. She smiled at me knowingly. Once more telling me that the girls were sharing way too many secrets amongst one another. I opened my mouth to speak, but she just winked, making a motion across her lips as though zipping them, which essentially spoke volumes to me.



The evening now, couldn't come soon enough.
**
We had of course all more appropriately dressed for the trip back over to the resort. Though even then the girls wore floral print bikini tops, with matching sarongs. I wore my favorite Hawaiian shirt, which was an exact replica of the one worn throughout most of the Magnum P.I. series by Tom Selleck, along with a pair of white shorts. Dad and David both were similarly attired as we made our way over to the island in preparation for our own private little Luau.
After we arrived, we were then escorted down to an area of the beach that had been cordoned off. Several privacy screens had also been set up, thus blocking anyone's view of the beach area we'd be dining at, ensuring that for whatever reason, we would indeed have plenty of privacy from prying eyes up closer to the resort.
The table was already spread with several delicacies, two men just then uncovering the roasted pig that had been cooking in the ground since early morning, or even late last night. Tiki torches burning in several places as the major source of light, though it also appeared there would be a nice sized bonfire that would also be lit later on that evening. The biggest surprise came when I noticed that four more place settings had been prepared around the ground level table we'd be sitting at. And sure enough, just as we arrived, I glanced up just in time to see that Bill, Barbra, John and Jill would be joining us.
"Made arrangements to invite our new friends," mom announced. "After all, we have plenty of food, more than enough...and thought it might be fun having them join us for this evening."
It was nice to see them again, and I was beginning to imagine the way the night might go now after seeing them, curious if that would happen here...or elsewhere. Though the large privacy screens which had been set up hinted at the latter rather than the former. We soon enjoyed a few cocktails as last minute preparations for the meal was complete, and then proceeded to eat, dining on a myriad of fine food and delicacies. Midway through the meal, the evening entertainment showed up. Several very beautiful and attractive Polynesian women who'd be performing several Native dances for us. The thing was, for this dance at least, and several others hopefully...they wouldn't be wearing coconuts as bras. Every single one of them was bare breasted as they began the first of what I could only describe as sultry, if not downright sexual fertility dances for our entertainment.
Before long, even the bonfire was lit. Male dancers now joining the women, scantily dressed themselves, their almost bare asses giving the girls something exciting to watch, while the guys continued ogling all the bare breasted women. They had even returned for the bonfire dance, wearing what could only be described as "mini" grass skirts. Their own asses periodically showing, and hinted evidence of the fact, they were wearing nothing more on beneath those either!
These dances now taking place around the bonfire of course, a bit further away from where we were sitting, using a lot more light and shadow as the performers began. And then as they began, the men and women dancing close, even intimately together, it appeared at times, without coming right out and revealing it, there was a lot more going on here than what met the eye.
"Are they really fucking?" Bill asked looking on, though I think that question was on my lips as well. It certainly looked like a few were, though as they slowly emerged from around one side of the bonfire where they were more easily seen, if they had been...they had separated just at that point, though joining together once again just as they began to disappear around the backside of the fire where the light possibly was playing tricks on us. I honestly couldn't be sure. But either way...it was erotic as hell.
Eventually all the girls were coaxed into performing a dance with the professional dancers. And much to everyone's delight, they all took of their bikini tops too, now dancing topless as well, adding additional delight to the provocative performance. An obvious "shimmy" being required in some places, and then a slow moving, almost hypnotic series of undulations in another. Even Chris made light of herself, along with Barbra and Jill as they all three tried desperately to make their tit's wobble and bounce the way the others were in various places. All to no avail of course, it just wasn't physically possible. But it was still funny.
As the night began to wear down, I was starting to wonder. As entertaining as this all had been, there had to be more to it than just this. Even when Jill, Barbra, John and Bill said their goodnights, thanking mom and dad for letting the four of them join us, I was wondering then if things hadn't been sort of put on hold...waiting for the four of them to actually leave. Though if indeed that was the case, why had they been invited then in the first place? I was still puzzling that one out when we began making our way back to the launch. Still early yet, not even close to ten o'clock at this point, I realized that whatever else was going to happen, would happen...back on our own private little island. And it didn't take long for that to be confirmed either. Though I, along with both Dad and David where taken by surprise when it was.
"Ok boys...you three have to wait here for a minute," mom told us. "So don't go running off anywhere. And you'll know where to go when the times right. So just behave, stay where you are...and wait for the signal."
"What signal?" Dad asked.
"You'll know it when you see it," mom said turning around and leaving us at this point, though the other girls had already done so.
"I knew there was more to all this than what she was telling me," dad said, though smiling as he did so. "Though whatever it is...I have a feeling, it'll be well worth it."
We continued to stand for several precious minutes, getting more and more fidgety and anxious until suddenly the tropical forest just beyond, suddenly seemed to light up like a Christmas tree.
"What the hell?" David questioned speaking for all of us. It was as though someone had turned landing lights on...one by one, a series of Tiki torches suddenly lit, running up the trail away from the bungalows, and well beyond, running back up to where the falls were.
"I think...that's the signal," dad said easily enough. "Come on...let's go see what this is all about," as he then led on without waiting any further. David and I quickly following, now more than curious ourselves. Beyond, and just ahead of us, more and more torches were lit, easily showing the way in the almost total darkness, yet there was no sign of anyone, nor could we see anyone actually lighting them, though the distance was still great enough to keep us from seeing that. The effect however, was quite spectacular in its simplicity. As we finally drew close enough to the actual location of the falls, here too was a scene that seemed almost surreal in design. Several torches had been placed, encircling the pond beyond. The waterfall now shimmering and sparkling in the light, looking at times like glass, at other times like a strobe light going off, as it fooled the eyes.
"Where the hells the girls?" I stood wondering, as none of us yet had even seen anyone.
"They must be..."
Suddenly the top of the plateau was lit up, two additional bonfires immediately erupting almost magically.
"Up there..." David finished as we all stood looking upwards now. As the light from the bonfires intensified and brightened, an entirely unexpected, different image suddenly appeared.
"Holy...fucking shit! Are you seeing what I'm seeing?" I asked. But as neither David nor Dad spoke, looking where I was...it was quite evident they were too. And they were just as speechless as I suddenly was. I only then glanced around, honestly, and seriously expecting to see some gigantic hairy creature come bounding in, descending down upon us. Looking back and up again...seeing my sweet, bare-assed naked sister as she hung on some sort of a platform, her hands bound, tied above her head. For the moment at least, looking limp, totally subdued. I again asked myself..."Just what the fuck is going on here? And why is Stacy all bound and tied up like that?"
We were about to find out.
To be continued...
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Once again dad took off at a run, following the path leading around the side of the hill up towards the plateau. I ran directly behind him, with David behind me. As we turned the corner beginning the slight ascent, another torch greeted us just above. This one being held however, by Chris who stood there looking down at us as we approached. She was wearing a bright white bikini, highlighting her dark tan. Any other time I'd have looked on admiring the look. At the moment however, with my sister dangling naked on a well designed platform, seeing Chris was the furthest thing on my mind.
"What the hell's going on anyway?" Dad asked as he got within distance from my sister. Reaching her, she put out her hand, pressing it against dad's chest, effectively stopping him. At least she was smiling.
"You'll see soon enough," she explained, though stepping in front of him once more as he made a small attempt to pass by her. "Wait here. I promise...you won't be disappointed." Confused, dad remained where he was, even as Chris reached behind herself, suddenly producing what appeared to be an ornamental knife of some sort, handing it to me by the blade.
"Jesus," David spoke just behind me, but said nothing else, no doubt as confused as dad and I were by this rather strange behavior we were all seeing.
"Go rescue your sister," Chris told me as I took the knife from her, only then stepping to the side, allowing me...and only me to pass by her. I looked back, but she had again blocked the way, dad and David both standing there looking on with questions on their faces. A short walk further, and I was soon standing on the summit of the plateau, only now...just ahead, flanked by two more burning torches that had been planted on either side of the path, I saw my mother and Jessica, similarly dressed as Chris had been. Each wearing white, very revealing bikini's, only they both held something else in their hands as well. As I drew near, I realized then that they appeared to be spears as they stopped me, crossing them. I glanced ahead, off a short distance, the platform that Stacy was still hanging from.
"Are those for real?" I asked glancing back at the two of them. They certainly looked real anyway.
"Want to find out?" Jessica joked, though I was finding this crazy scene a bit much at the moment. Mom tossed Jessica a withering look however, and then formally addressed me.
"Remove your clothing first, and then you may pass," she said looking fairly serious now. Whatever was going on here, though I was confident it was all some sort of silly game, I did as she'd asked. Removing the shorts and shirt I had on, I was soon naked. Only then did they uncross the spears blocking my way, turning as though invitation to continue on, which I did.
Though the path led directly towards where Stacy was, I noticed something else now just off and behind the platform itself. It looked totally out of place, unsure of what it even was until I drew closer, only then seeing it for what it actually was.
"Holy shit!" I actually chuckled, now realizing. The lengths that mom had actually gone with all this suddenly dawning on me...not to mention the cost that poor dad would soon be hearing about no doubt. What I now saw was a very crude, yet elaborately made bed. White sheets adorning it, standing a good three feet off the ground. Thick rounded beams and poles all woven together with grass-roped cords. A sacrificial alter in a way perhaps, now giving me a much truer sense of what this was all about. I shook my head in disbelief, and yet excitement too, only now realizing what it was that was actually being offered here. I turned once more, looking back, now seeing that Chris, dad and David had reached mom and Jessica, though the two of them continued to stand guard, holding everyone at bay there behind me. I continued on, the knife held in my hand, following the path towards the edge of the cliff, which overlooked the pool and falls beyond. The platform jutting out just a little, not so much as to truly look all that dangerous as well made as it was. But the illusion of what had been created, and seen from below, had been brilliant in its design. Hearing my approach at this point, Stacy finally rolled her head, looking over towards me. I could see the nervous smile on her face.
I stood in front of her, just admiring her for a moment, now knowing my part in this carefully designed play. "I'm here to rescue, seduce you...I think," I told her holding the knife, knowing what it was I was supposed to now do. "This is really what you want? Me to be the one?" I asked needing to be sure.
"It is yes..." she responded back. "But not to be seduced...to be taken, savagely," she added to that. "I want you...to fuck me!"
I knew then that Stacy wanted...needed this, to be an experience she'd always remember. Something very special, which it would be...for both of us. But perhaps not in quite the same way that mom had initially intended. It was time to improvise just a little.
I looked back, once more seeing our entire family slowly approaching us now. Each one carrying a torch, though mom and Jessica still wielded their wicked looking spears too. I briefly hoped that Jessica wouldn't get too far involved in her own role in this, and actually use hers on me when they realized what I was actually about to do here.
I raised the knife, though not in the stance of slicing through the bindings that held my sister's wrists or legs together, securing her to the beam jutting out over her head. Instead, I brought it up, almost in a stabbing motion, coming down with it, impaling the blade in a cross-support beam nearby. Even Stacy looked at me questioningly upon seeing that.
"I think you'll enjoy this even better than the bed," I informed her. "Especially for your first time...far more memorable," I finished, though adding as I spoke silently to myself..."I hope."
I could sense the rest of the family suddenly stopping a short distance away, no doubt wondering...curious as they stood looking on. I knew Stacy certainly was as she glanced towards me, as I stepped closer towards her. Spread-eagle as she was, her legs though comfortably bound, giving me the perfect opportunity here as I closed the last bit of distance between us. I cupped her breasts in my hands, molding them together even more than they were. I leaned forward, pressing the stiffness of my hard cock against her flesh, nowhere's near her pussy yet, but letting her feel, and perhaps wonder at my intent. Gathering her breasts, I kissed and sucked them as one. Her hard aroused extended nipples pressed together as I drew them simultaneously into my mouth, sucking them, molding and caressing her breasts as I did. My cock spearing her upper abdomen as I stood there paying homage to her breasts.
"Oh god!" She moaned loudly. "Yes...yes! Fuck yes!" She cried out, loud enough I am sure everyone heard her, and in doing so....stopping them once more a short distance away from us as they now encircled, looking on. No doubt surprised by this slight change of plans, they appeared pleased however as I took my time here, savoring the delights of my still bound sister before finally rescuing her and releasing her bonds.
"You wanted savage...I'm about to give you savage," I said leaning closer, now whispering in her ear so that only she could hear me when I said that.
I heard her sigh, moaning deeply, excitedly. "Oh Brad," she said simply.
I placed the head of my blood engorged cock between her legs. Felt the liquid essence of her very aroused cunt already bathing the tip of my prick as I teased her with it a little.
"Fuck me...oh god yes, fuck me...right here, right now," she suddenly cried out, her words reverberating out over the water below, and through the small canyon like area that was formed there. I knew how easily everyone else had heard her too, and half wondered just how far her cry of desire and arousal might have actually carried on our own little island.
If there had indeed been a furry King Kong anywhere's close to us, he'd no doubt have heard, and even then been reaching us...his massive fists already reaching out to tear her away from me. But it would have been too late for that even then. I shoved, my prick impaling my sister's cunt...spearing her deeply in one sudden thrust. She cried out again, ungodly sounds slicing through the peaceful silence of the night. I thrust once more, even harder this time, deeper as she cried out again, thrashing wildly there in front of me, straining against the binds that still held her. I pinched and pulled on her nipples almost cruelly, still thrusting hard, deep and fast into my swinging, swaying sister. But all that did, was seemingly intensify her delight, her ear-piercing scream, once more echoing off the rocks and falls, reverberating all around us like a thunder clap as she continued to cry out over, and over, and over again.
Still thrusting, still fucking, I glanced up briefly, only now spotting the others, all pretense of game, theatre, or act suddenly evaporating in an instant. Mother was already down on her knees before David. His hands on the back of her head, fucking my mother's face, almost idiotically holding onto the spear for support which he had impaled into the ground next to her. Jessica and Chris too, dragging dad down to the hard ground beneath them. Chris already grinding herself on dad's cock, Jessica doing the same to his face, though heads turned towards Stacy and I still looking on.
Though they couldn't possibly hear it, I could...not to mention feeling it as I pummeled my sister's cunt almost unmercifully. Hearing the almost frothy like juices, even feeling them as they ran out of her cunt, bathing my shaft and balls, literally dripping and then running down her legs. We stood, churning fuck-butter together, the hard-felt slap of flesh stinging flesh, her cries of ecstasy, followed by my own now. Though ours weren't the only sounds of the night, the wild unleashed frenzy taking place only a short distance away, animalistic in nature. Mom now on all fours, David behind, rutting with her there. Dad too, having switched positions with my sisters, fucking Chris from behind, as she in turn now ate Jessica in a mutual "69". Dad no doubt reaping the benefits of that, as Jessica licked, sucked and pleased the two of them together.
But there were other sounds as well. As though the entire forest had seemingly come alive, waking up to the erotic frenzy now taking place. I tried to gather my wits about me, making sense out of it, but too far gone for that at the moment to really care. The slickness of my sister's cunt, the first pulsating contractions as she hovered on the edge of climatic bliss, soon stole all thought, care and concern. I felt my own orgasm rapidly approaching now, my breath coming in pants of unearthly lust and desire.
"Come in me...come with me!" Stacy screamed out one last time, feeling that first massive spurt as it exploded from my cock, filling her. She met it with an equal force of her own, the sudden unexpected, unanticipated deluge of her own spurting. I felt the force of it as it literally sprayed out, nearly dislodging me. The rapture of her liquid climax bathing the two of us, soaking the ground, the platform, and everything else as well. My own discharge meeting hers, joining it, and then backwashed as she continued to spurt long, almost continuous streamers of girl spunk into the night.
All about us came the cries of similar ecstasy's taking place. Almost as though the entire universe had somehow gotten involved. Drained, almost too weak to stand, I half collapsed, only then grabbing the knife up again, this time slicing easily and quickly through the bonds holding my sister's feet. And then upwards, I took the knife parting the rope that had secured her hands. They quickly parted from the beam as she literally fell into my arms. Once more I thrust the knife into the wood leaving it, turning, only a few feet precariously from the ledge, holding onto her, peering over...looking below.
"Holy fucking shit...would you look at that," I said. But Stacy was as yet too far gone to even entertain any thoughts of doing that, barely clinging to me as I stood there holding my almost unconscious sister.
I'd have made bets that half the island was now sitting below us likewise engaged in what could only be described as an orgy of unprecedented decadence. It was the most amazing sight I had ever seen. And one I certainly hadn't expected to see as I stood there looking down.
**
I had no idea how they had all gotten here...or when. But gathered all about below us, like a writhing snake upon the sands, stood a throng of people, at least a hundred strong or so it seemed. A massive orgy of flesh at this point, everyone joined or coupled about, save for just a few, still looking up watching. I noticed then, looking further, raising my own hand in recognition, waving...as Bob, John, Barbra and Jill looked on, waving back. And then as though the water itself and risen, casting a gigantic wave over the top of them, they fell back into the sea of flesh surrounding them, and were quickly consumed.
I carried Stacy off the platform, now walking back towards the bed, even as the rest of the family gathered themselves, once more holding onto their torches, following us.
"No point in wasting all this," I told Stacy as she finally smiled looking up at me. "Especially after all the time and effort mom went to in setting all this up." I gently placed her down onto the bed now, climbing in after her as the family stood, gathered around. I was surprised when David leaned over the bed, kissing Stacy on the forehead.
"I'd be lying if I said I wasn't a little jealous of Brad," he told her. "But that...was the most amazing thing I had ever seen, and you couldn't have picked anyone more perfect for finally doing it," he said, likewise holding his hand out towards me. I took it, but then pulled him closer, actually gathering him into an embrace.
"About damn fucking time," mom said just under her breath, though we all snickered quietly together at her comment.
"Listen, we've already done what was come here to do," Stacy offered. "And this bed is certainly big enough...for all of us," she now added to that. "So come on mom...dad," she said smiling at the two of them, "It's about time I found out the rest of what I've been missing."
"Sloppy thirds?" I laughed looking at David, though he just shrugged his shoulders grinning from ear to ear.
"Works for me bro..." he grinned once more. "I'm starting to get used to it," he added to that. And then crawled into the bed next to Stacy, watching as dad slowly eased his hard stiff cock into the depths of my little sister's cunt.
"Well hell...while we're waiting here," mom said climbing onto the bed at that moment, already easing herself down over my brother's cock, she then turned looking back over her shoulder towards me. "Don't just stand there," she said. "Slick that bad boy up...I've got another place you can put that you know. Always wondered what it might feel like having the two of you inside me...at the same time that is," she laughed adding to that. "Not like the first time...that's for damn sure."
I was doing just that, though Chris offered up a bit of her own spit, grinning wickedly before turning, hand in hand with Jessica as the two of them began walking off.
"Where you two going?" I asked.
"Crowded enough on the bed as it is," she told me. "Thought we'd go down and mingle below...when you're finished here, you'll know where to 'come' and find us," she said winking, emphasizing the play on words. She and Jessica then headed off, running and laughing wildly as they headed down to the orgy still taking place below us.
"Oh baby...you are so juicy wet honey!" Dad said as he began moving in and out of Stacy's now devirginized womanhood.
"Well, Brad certainly had a lot to do with that daddy," she told him. "I think I'll be leaking his cum juice out of me for days after this. And yours too hopefully," she added to that. "And yours too David," she then said turning to him as well. "Provided of course, you still have some left for me after fucking mommy," she giggled.
"No worries baby...I have an idea as to how to redeposit it for you if you'd like...after he has," she told her.
"Ok, even I have to admit, I'd enjoy seeing you do that," I responded in kind as now prepared, I eased my own hard stiff shaft into the tight little opening of my mother's ass, where David sat patiently, waiting for me to join him there.
It was an amazingly odd sensation. Feeling my brothers cock pressing against my own, only the thinnest of obstacles actually separating the two of us as we began moving in and out of my mother's twin holes respectively.
Watching, Stacy reached out, giving one of mom's swaying breasts a gentle tweak. "And thank you mommy...for doing all this," she told her as David and I continued, sawing away at mom's body like a couple of lumberjacks cutting down trees.
"Hey...what about me?" Dad questioned, though he too was still enjoying himself, busily thrusting away inside my sister's extremely slippery pussy, which we could now all hear quite easily again. "I'm the one actually paying for all this," he said reminding himself that he still had no real idea how much all of this actually had cost. Or how...mom had even managed to do all this in such a relatively short period of time...all things considered.
"I think I'm in the process of thanking you right now," she responded back to that. "Don't you think?" She asked winking at him, to which he winked back. "Yes...yes you are honey. And whatever this does end up costing me, will be well worth it too."
"Won't be nearly as bad as you think honey," mom responded back to dad with a deep groan as David and I seemed to get into a near perfect rhythm here...one in, and one out as it were, fucking mom's holes, pleasuring her beyond the limit.
"I've already paid for a portion of this...in other ways," she giggled slightly. "Not to mention the fact, most of the workers and staff that were involved in putting all this together, are no doubt down there, enjoying themselves," she said looking towards the falls, even though none of us could really see anything. Though the sounds of laughter, ongoing moans and groans seemed to be drifting up towards us almost non-stop anyway.
Once more Stacy began panting like crazy, wrapping her legs around my father's back as he began spearing her even more forcefully. She was obviously closing in on yet again another mind-blowing orgasm. Just as David and I were. With a nod of our heads towards one another, we immediately picked up the pace just a little, mom's eyes suddenly opening wide as we did that.
"Oh my god!" She cried out. And then seconds later, bathed us in her own little deluge.
**
Once again spent, David and I both, along with Dad, sat lounging on the bed simply watching now, still collecting our breaths. As promised, mom had climbed over towards Stacy, me helping to support her on one side, as Stacy lay partially on her back, though lifting her ass, pussy to pussy with mother as she sat astride her, scissoring her in a way.
"That's it...just hold still, let me do all the work," she then added to that, grinding a bit even then however. "Can you feel that?" she soon asked.
"I can! Oh my god...I can! All that cum..."
"From me to you baby...just like I said," mom said grinding harder now, squishing about... two sloppy went cunts kissing one another. Not too unexpectedly either, they soon came again, while doing that.
"Well as much as I hate to admit it, I am plumb tuckered out," I stated. And though the orgy was no doubt still going on, there wasn't more than a couple of hours before sunrise. "I'm heading off to bed," I informed everyone, though pleasantly surprised when Stacy soon joined me, taking my hand.



"Me too," she stated giving everyone a kiss goodnight, and then falling in behind me as we made our way back down the trail again, passing by the now much calmer sea of nudity all laying about, though some still moving, still somehow engaged, not quite ready to give it all up yet.
"Wonder where the other girls are," Stacy questioned as we quietly stepped by.
"Almost afraid to ask," I said actually stepping over one woman, who I only then recognized as one of the Polynesian dancers we'd seen performing at the Luau earlier that evening...or rather the night before as I now thought about it.
We made it back to my bungalow, stepping inside, both surprised to see Chris laying there in my bed waiting for us.
"About damn time," she grinned. "I've been waiting for you."
Stacy and I looked at one another and laughed.
"Oh hell...no plans for today anyway," I told her. "We can sleep away the rest of the day if we want to."
"Maybe so," Stacy tossed. "But my poor little pussies a bit tender at the moment. Not used to doing that just yet, so I may have to take a rain check myself here anyway."
"Nonsense," Chris told her. "All it needs is a little tender loving care. So come here honey...let big sister take care of that for you."
As tired as I honestly was, I was more than happy to let the girls play doctor, as within minutes, I was sound asleep, peacefully drifting off to the sounds of my little sister's soft sweet joyful moaning.
**
I had never been much of a golfer, and as such, had no desire to take the launch back over to the resort the following day. And besides, I was still exhausted and a bit hung-over from the night before. Dad and David however were both avid golfers, and had been looking forward to playing eighteen holes on the championship course they had over there. They were both gone, and no doubt already teeing up by the time I awoke, surprised to some extent to find myself alone when I did. I had honestly expected to wake up sandwiched between Chris and Stacy, neither one of which was there as I stretched, yawned, and then reached down scratching myself. The sun was already well up as I stepped into the outside shower, rinsing off god knows what before heading off in search of everyone else.
I figured that by now, as late as it was already, I'd more than likely find them all gathered together at the main bungalow. Sure enough, they were, though I was somewhat relieved to see that most of them hadn't been up for much longer than I'd been. Though Stacy and Chris both looked like they had at least caught up on some sleep, looking a bit more relaxed and fresh, Jessica looked like something the cat had dragged in. Her hair was still fairly messy, having not even put a comb or a brush through it yet. And mom didn't look much better, though I didn't very often see her without makeup like she was now. Everyone quietly sipping coffee together as though the slightest sound would sound like a volcano erupting right about now.
"Coffee?" Stacy asked upon seeing me, almost in a whisper, still trying to hide a bit of a smile as she redirected my glance back towards mom. "Still trying to figure out if she's alive this morning," she added to that in an even lower, quieter tone of voice. Chris however wasn't quite as caring as Stacy had been, speaking up normally, though she received a hard glare from both Jessica and mom when she did that.
"Didn't feel like hitting any balls this morning huh?" Chris asked handing me a freshly brewed cup of coffee.
"Not my thing. Stroking them maybe...hitting them? No," I answered simultaneously thanking her for the coffee. I turned towards Stacy who was sitting next to me. "And how're you doing sis? How's your pussy feel?"
Any other time, such a question wouldn't have even been asked, before now anyway. And yet now, it seemed the most natural question in the world to be asking her under the circumstances.
"A bit tender perhaps," she giggled quietly. "But certainly ready, willing and able to go again," she soon added to that, even bringing a smile to mom's face upon hearing her say that.
"As tired as I am...I've still got a bit of an itch myself too," she smiled, though groaning simultaneously, lowering her own voice in speaking again as though the sound of actually speaking annoyed herself. "Once this headache goes away anyway."
"You know the best thing for a headache, is a good old fashioned orgasm," Chris offered.
"Really? You're kidding right?"
"No really. I read that it is, and then tried it out for myself. Unfortunately, most people don't feel much like having an orgasm when they have a headache, so they don't even attempt to try. As for myself...that's one of the reasons that neither Stacy nor I have one this morning, unlike the two of you," she said looking over at Jessica, who was looking even more miserable now as she continued to sit there. "We gave each other a very nice one earlier this morning."
"And where was I during all this?" I asked curiously.
"Right beside the two of us...snoring away. We were actually hoping you might wake up and join us, but we let you sleep instead, though like I said...we certainly managed to have a good time without you."
I laughed. "So you woke up doing, what you were doing when you went to sleep."
"Something along those lines," Chris agreed. "I have to admit, if I didn't like cock so much, I'd be half tempted to totally go the other way, especially as good as Stacy is at eating pussy."
"Yeah?" Mom spoke up, eyes interested as she looked over at her. "You really were serious about the orgasm thing yes?"
"Oh yeah, like I said...best thing ever for it, certainly works for me anyway."
"How about it Stacy? Feel like helping your mother out here?" She asked.
Stacy grinned. "Sure thing mom, how about you lay back that lounge chair there, and let me see what I can do for you."
Mom did that, undoing the robe she actually had on, confirming the fact she was still naked beneath it. Propping her head up just a little so she could still watch, Stacy knelt on another of the lounge cushions, positioning herself between mother's legs.
I sat still sipping my coffee, watching the two of them now, and found myself quickly becoming aroused again as I did so. Likewise wearing a soft fluffy robe, I hadn't tied mine however, so my cock was free to grow and expand as I sat there watching this. Chris and Jessica certainly noticed, Chris even reaching over at one point to give it a bit of a fondle herself. In the meantime, whatever magic Stacy was using on mom, appeared to be working. It wasn't long before mom was squeezing and playing with her own breasts, moaning and groaning quite audibly and pleasurably now.
"See? Told you...really does work wonders," Chris smiled approvingly as we continued watching the two of them.
"Ok, I'll bite...but I'd prefer a nice hard cock right now. Brad? You interested in helping me out?" Jessica asked.
Frankly I was surprised by her request. Throughout most of this, she and I had actually had very little contact. Even when things had opened up sexually amongst all of us, she and I had seemingly continued on with our mutual dislike of one another. So hearing her asking me to fuck her was an unexpected, unanticipated surprise.
"Sure...where and how would you like to?" I asked. She answered by simply standing up, dropping the robe she'd been wearing, now naked as well. Coming over, she merely straddled my lap as I sat there in my chair. I even had to place my coffee cup back onto the table lest I spill it on her. In seconds, I felt her somewhat dry, not yet lubricated pussy trying to force itself down over my not quite hard member. Though it wasn't long before she managed it, and that I was. I was soon deeply embedded in Jessica's cunt for the very first time. She was even smiling a little too as she looked down at the two of us, now fully joined.
"You feel every bit as good as David does inside me," she complimented. Yet again another surprise. "I guess you two are pretty close in size after all," she now added to that, finally starting to move a little, now sliding up and down my shaft as she got juicier and juicier. "Do that thing to my tits, that you were doing to Stacy's," she then asked. "I liked the way that looked...never did that," she added.
"You never had both of your tits sucked at the same time?" I asked incredulously, knowing her.
"Well...not by the same person," she grinned. "Not like that anyway."
Pressing her breasts together in order to suck both nipples simultaneously was even easier than it had been with Stacy. And though her breasts were only slightly larger, they weren't quite as firm or as full as Stacy's were either. A lot more malleable perhaps as I molded, pressing them against one another, her nipples easily coming together as I quickly placed my mouth over the two of them...sucking them together.
"Hmm, that IS nice," she moaned happily, now grinding more than sliding up and down, preferring to give a bit more stimulation to her clit perhaps as she found the perfect spot and position in doing so, grinding away at my shaft. I didn't mind it so much either, making it easier for me to continue sucking on her breasts, now nursing her twin nipples quite firmly, which she seemed to be very much enjoying at the moment.
"Damn..." Chris sighed almost mournfully watching me do that. "That's the ONE thing I'll NEVER get to experience myself," she complained again. "Not to mention the fact, that I'm suddenly sitting here...odd woman out. Again." I saw her reach over, suddenly grabbing a banana from off the table out of the fruit bowl. Pulling up her chair so that she could watch all of us, she then lifted her legs, placing them comfortably on the table, spreading herself. In seconds, she was easing the banana in and out of her cunt with a nice slow easy rhythm that she seemed to be thoroughly enjoying.
Hearing mom, I glanced over towards she and Stacy. She was just then gripping the sides of the lounge chair she was in, arching her back, lifting her ass. "Oh my god! Right there! Right there! Right there!" she literally cried out, forcing my sister to rise with her as she did that, hanging on, her mouth now glued to mom's cunt like a suction cup.
"God I know EXACTLY how that feels!" Chris cried out as well, now slamming that yellow banana unabashedly in and out of herself, the sounds of her female nectar easily heard as she seemed to be producing gallons of it. "Stacy's got a tongue on her like nobody's business!"
Even Jessica was looking over and watching this now, though she was once more moving up and down on my cock like a runaway freight train. "Oh fuck, oh fuck...yes, yes...come, come!" She called out, almost urging mom to do so, as though trying to gage and time her own climax to moms, just as I now guessed, that Chris was doing, as she too began urging mom to do the same.
"Come mother, come! That's it...come mother, let it go...let us see you come," she called out just as Jessica now was, though I could already feel my sister's pussy beginning to clench and pulsate about my shaft, so I knew that only moments more now, she would be.
It was precisely then, that mother came however, once more clenching at the chair, lifting herself even higher up than before. Suddenly the sounds of Stacy gurgling, trying to keep her mouth on mom's gushing cunt even then, though failing a moment later. Reluctantly sitting back, though pleased at her obvious handiwork as mom's pussy continued to spurt what looked to be like little pulsating fountains of pussy juice, one right after the other. I sat watching this, fascinated, as she sprayed all over my sister's breasts now. Stacy even went so far as to cup one of her own breasts, leaning forward, and now rubbing and smearing this against the still gushing opening of my mother's cunt, as though trying to put a plug in the dike...so to speak.
Chris was coming now too though, as was Jessica, and then I. Like dominoes falling, one orgasm after the other being triggered by everyone else's. I felt my own release as I began spurting massive volumes of cum inside my sister's cunt. The liquefied sounds of her release, now joining mine as the squishy, frothy mixture of girl cum and boy cum mingled together, soon after running out of her in torrents, drenching my balls in rivers of creamy thick pussy foam.
And just as we'd all climaxed simultaneously, we soon collapsed, pleasantly exhausted, breaths still labored as we sat trying to collect ourselves.
"Go figure," Stacy said breaking the momentary silence. "Now I really AM horny!"
"Well...at least my headaches gone," mom announced.
"Yeah, mine too!" Jessica smiled looking a bit more normal again, though she still looked like something the cat had dragged in...and then fucked.
"Give me a minute sis," I assured her. "The day's just getting started here."
**
While everyone else ran off to actually get cleaned up and straightened up a bit, Stacy and I made our way back to the falls. Though the tiki torches remained along the path leading up to it, we were both surprised that no trace remained whatsoever of anything else. As proficiently as they'd set it all up, they had likewise taken it down again.
"Damn...I was sort of hoping the bed would still be there at least," Stacy said as we made the summit looking about, remembering the crazy evening we'd all experienced together the night before. Even looking down over the cliff-face, there was no evidence that anything had really been disturbed. "I still can't believe you literally fucked me...there," she said pointing at what was now only empty air, the platform we'd stood on no longer there of course. The realization that we really had been only a few feet away from the cliff-face as Stacy technically lost her virginity to me.
"Well at least you do have that," I reminded her. "Something that no one else can lay claim to anyway." She smiled at that, hugging me closer to her, though I moved her back just a bit, worried her sudden enthusiasm might accidentally send us careening over the falls.
"How about, we do it right here then?"
"Sounds like a plan," I told her. We soon spread out our towels into a makeshift blanket for her to lay down on. Once she had, I moved in between her legs, but not before sampling that sweet tasting pussy of hers again. I brought her to the brink of orgasm twice, not quite allowing her to succumb to it however, before finally placing the head of my dick at the opening of her still very puffy looking pussy lips. I teased her with my dick, rubbing the hard swollen head up and down her wet glistening slit, tickling her clit, rubbing the two heads together.
"Enough already! You're teasing me to death here!" She cried out, hunching up, trying to impale herself upon me if I didn't do it to her. Quick as a bunny, I speared her split, driving the entire length of my shaft as deeply into her as I possibly could.
"There. How's that?" I asked as I began thrusting smoothly and easily into her.
"Better...much, much better," she sighed contentedly. And just for a moment, I felt like we really were floating on air.
**
By the time we returned from the falls, David and Dad had returned from their golf outing. But not only that, they were currently standing side-by-side in front of mom as she knelt down there in front of them, holding and sucking their dicks together.
"What's this all about?" Stacy questioned though taking a seat nearby so she could watch.
"This is David's reward for beating me today," Dad answered her.
"David's reward? Looks to me like you're getting rewarded too dad," Stacy asked still somewhat confused, though admittedly, I was wondering the same thing myself.
"Win...win," he chuckled. "I guess in a way, I am. Though this is what he actually wanted to see his mother doing...to both of us. When I told her about the bet, she was more than happy to accommodate his wishes."
"Yeah, we can sort of see that," I spoke, still wondering however. "But...since it is a bet, what did you lose in return for David's winning...besides this." I knew the two of them better than that, and figured that there had to be more to this that what was meeting the eye here.
Dad sheepishly smiled. "Well, I did promise mom that she'd get to fulfill another one of her fantasies later if she paid up on this bet for me. And just so you know, as part of that, we've invited Bob, John, Barbra and Jill over to our island this evening, for a little fun and entertainment. Chris and Jessica have already gone off to get prepared for it, which is why they're not here now," he finished saying. He then looked at his watch. "Should be here in about an hour from now."
"So another party then..." Stacy sighed, though giggling immediately after. "I guess I should just plan on catching up on my sleep tomorrow," she added standing up and preparing to head off to join her sisters.
"Ditto that," I laughed, realizing we most likely had another long erotic, naughty night ahead of us. And though wanting to head off and get cleaned up a bit myself before everyone got here, the sight of mom sucking dad and David's cock together was too good to simply walk away from either. Admittedly, it looked damn fucking hot, especially the way she was doing it, obviously enjoying herself, though certainly pleasuring the two of them as she did it. I was honestly amazed that she could just manage to fit both of their respective cock-heads into her mouth at once, sucking them together, though usually not for too long, needing to both breathe as well as swallow. And I was using this as a way to re-prime my own pump for later this evening when the others finally arrived here. Though that begged another question as well. So far we had kept things pretty much in the family here with a few minor side-trips perhaps. Would things indeed soon go outside of that? It was an interesting thought, and one I was anxious now to discover.
But...I was even more anxious to watch as mom soon drew both dad and David to the brink of orgasm.
"Almost there son," Dad announced, grimacing just a little. "How about you?"
"Oh yeah...yeah," he agreed just about...almost...oh yeah, almost there too," he said looking down at mom, just as she removed both of their dicks, holding them and stroking them together against one another. Amazingly, they both started to cum at almost the same exact instant. Seeing the twin, voluminous spurts as mom directed their spraying cocks against herself, she was soon covered in rivers of white sticky cum, much of which was in her hair as well as in her face, not to mention a great deal of it between her breasts too.
She turned, facing me. An erotic, decadent, obscene sticky mess.
"Well? Care to add your own?" She asked. "Hurry up if you are...I need to start getting ready too."
I was damn fucking tempted. Trust me.
"Maybe a bit later," I found myself saying instead. "After the load I gave Stacy a short while ago, I don't think I'd have all that much to give you myself at the moment."
"Later, I'll have makeup on," mom said smiling through the goo. "But maybe we can plan on doing something else," she smiled trying to wink at me, though the cum more or less kept her from being able to do that.
I simply laughed, turned...and headed back to my own bungalow to get ready for the night ahead.
To be continued...
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The fact I was having to move back into the house I had once lived in was bad enough. But having rented it now for the past five years ever since my mother had passed away made it even more difficult in doing so. It wasn't in the best of shapes to say the least. A messy divorce left me with no choice but to do so. Luckily, or unluckily for me, however you wanted to look at it, the last tenants had left over a month prior to this. I'd been looking for someone else to rent out to when the proverbial shit hit the fan. Not like I hadn't seen it coming, but as they say, timing is everything.
And the last thing I really want to be doing at this point, was having to clean, restore and make the old place livable again. Not to mention the fact...I was once more living in the same home I had left so many years ago. Not that there weren't fond memories of growing up there as a kid, there were plenty of those. But it's an odd sensation to go back to something when you've already convinced yourself you never would.
With everything that needed doing to make it not only presentable, but livable...I took a week off from work in order to set things straight again. Most of the major needed repairs I knew I could do easily enough myself, and thus save even more money. But it was the more simple things that also needed doing that I detested having to do. And that had soured my mood even more so. Dust bunnies everywhere, stained carpets, doors that hadn't been washed or cleaned in god knows how long. The list went on and on. I was already toying with the idea of hiring someone to come in and do that kind of work, while I finished up on the major stuff, when a solution literally fell into my lap.
I had in fact moved out over ten, maybe twelve years ago. And though I certainly had come over periodically to visit with mom, those visits had remained basically just that, visits with her. The old neighborhood as I had called it, was almost a thing of the past. Sure mom stayed in touch with many of them, one or two even close friends. But friends I had once known, or kids growing up...like me, by now had all moved away. They now had families of their own, more kids and grandkids, so I had pretty much lost track of anyone who looked familiar to me, or who I might have known long ago when growing up here. And that was when I bumped into Valerie. Or rather, when she literally bumped into me.
And I'll be perfectly honest. At first, I didn't even recognize her, though she certainly recognized, or at least knew who I was perhaps. Mainly because she'd noticed me moving back into the old home. The last time I remember seeing Valerie. She was eight years old.
**
I had gone over to the local grocery store where I proceeded to buy up just about every cleaning supply imaginable. Those were things I hadn't exactly packed up and moved with me when I separated from my soon to be ex-wife. Another reason for my sour and surely mood as the wake-up call on just how expensive this was going to be hung from a very long tape in my back pocket, with little or no food on the list itself. I was throwing several sacks of this stuff in the back of my car, turned to roll my now empty shopping cart into a nearby stall for empty ones when Valerie's still half-full shopping cart came rolling towards me. She had just then turned after loading a bag into the back of her car, just in time to see her cart rolling away as she began giving chase to it. I stopped it, with my own empty cart before it could slam into the side of my car, scowling at her for a moment, though not really meaning to. Like I said, I was in a bit of a shitty mood anyway.
Her smile was disarming as she approached, apologizing for the errant cart. Immediately shaming me into apologizing to her myself, though more for the look I'd given her more than anything else. That...and the fact she was damn cute. Don't get me wrong, she wasn't a looker by any means. Cute in the sense that she was attractive enough, especially wearing the somewhat skimpy outfit she was currently wearing. Short shorts, a tight fitting tank top that hugged her more than ample breasts. She was the kind of a girl that you'd describe as having some meat on her, without being fat. Hair long, worn in a ponytail, with little if any makeup on, save for some moderate eye-shadow and lip-gloss. An average, but still cute looking girl with what I felt was her best feature, even beyond her large tits, as being an amazing smile.
"Sorry about that," she continued smiling...looking at me as I merely smiled back, apologizing myself, though now she smiled even broader, which was a bit unnerving at first. "You don't remember me do you?" She asked.
Wild thoughts filled my head. I never laid claim to being a saint, and with the problems I'd been having in my marriage for quite some time now, I'd eventually gone outside of that for some much needed satisfaction. Something the ex had been doing for far longer than I had. Still...even having been with a few somewhat younger women, I certainly couldn't remember being with anyone quite this young. So after carefully checking my memory banks to ensure I hadn't hooked up with her during some sort of mind-numbing stupor, I looked at her more closely. A faint recognition just there below the surface.
"Ok, you got me. I think I do know you somehow, but I honestly don't remember from where."
She laughed at that. "Well, I think the last time we even spoke to one another, I was maybe eight years old," she informed me. "I'm Valerie...your neighbor? I'm Jocelyn's daughter."
"Oh my god! You're Joycelyn's kid?" I asked, regretting I had said that the moment I did.
"Not so much a kid anymore," she said only slightly frowning at me now, simultaneously turning in profile so I could better see her voluptuous body, though I had already noticed that. Her smile immediately returned as she turned facing me once again. "I'm eighteen now, just graduated this year."
"Yeah, you're not," I observed, looking at her, and once again regretting the way I just had, my eyes automatically taking her all in again, though I'd done so in simply trying to see her then, as opposed to the way I was seeing her now. I know that it didn't come off that way however, especially the way she smiled at me, almost wickedly. Which in turn, made me blush.
"Thank you," she said demurely, but again her eyes held a mischievous twinkle in them that made me feel like a prepubescent kid again. Thankfully, she was wise enough to suddenly change the subject before the drool fell from the corner of my mouth. "Looks like you bought out the store," she noticed. "Obviously...you've got a lot of cleaning to do."
"Unfortunately, yes. I was even considering hiring someone to do the general cleaning for me...you don't know anyone who'd be interested in doing that do you?"
"Really? You're serious?"
I hadn't meant her...but I could now see she was interested. And then suddenly I was.
"Yes...really," I answered. "Why...you interested?"
"I clean all the time," she laughed. "Ever since mom hurt her back, I do most of that at home, but unfortunately, I don't really get paid for doing it either. So sure...hell yes, if you're offering...I'm interested."
And just like that...I had a cleaning...girl.
**
Val, as she actually preferred being called, told me she'd meet me back at the house in about an hour. I warned her that one of my still unfinished projects was the swamp cooler, which apparently hadn't been working for quite some time now. Only ten in the morning, it was already hot, promising to be a rather humid day. Without any kind of a breeze, even with all the windows in the house open, I knew we'd both be sweating profusely before the day was done.
"Thanks for the warning," she'd told me. "I'll come dressed and prepared for it."
**
I was almost embarrassed to have her come in. The place was a mess besides being dirty. I'd unpacked very little, seeing no point in doing that until I had actually cleaned the rooms before putting things away. Almost every room had a stack or pile of boxes in it. Even the little furniture I had, or had recently purchased wasn't due to be delivered until I'd managed to make room for it, or at least clean.
"Oh well," I thought as I managed to sort out the various cleaning supplies. "It's not like I'm entertaining guests," I realized, though the picture now running around inside my head was of Val's supple looking body, which was already giving rise to something in my own shorts. Dressed lightly myself, already feeling the stickiness of the heat as I began carting in some lumber in order to begin replacing pantry shelves, I heard a knock on the back door. "Come on in!" I called out as I turned facing the screen door as Val opened it coming into the kitchen. She had indeed come dressed and prepared for the heat perhaps, but if I'd thought what she'd been wearing earlier was provocative, what she had on now was downright sexy. Not sexy in the sense of meaning to be, it just was. She wore a pair of red lightweight cut off sweat pants that had been cut almost too short as I saw it. The matching top, had likewise been cut off very short, just covering her breasts, leaving a great deal of her midriff exposed. I knew without even having to look, that should she lean over even a little, I'd be looking at a hell of a lot more than what I was seeing now.
"Might as well start in here," she said breaking my revelry as I just then realized I was almost staring without saying anything. "After I finish in the kitchen, I'll move to the bathroom," she informed me. "Those are usually the two rooms that need it most in my experience."
"Ok," I stammered. "Most everything you'll need is sorted out on the table there," I stood pointing feeling like an idiot, especially as I could still feel the stirring in my groin, almost afraid to look in the event it was starting to become noticeable. "I'll be working in the pantry here, replacing and fixing the shelves while you're doing that. Just let me know if you need help with anything," I offered as she walked over and began selecting the items she'd be using.
"Same here," she responded back. "If you need me to help you lift, or hold onto anything, just ask."
Oh the thoughts I was having after she said that, purposely turning to begin working on the shelves before she could see the new blush in my face, not to mention the now very obvious bulge in my shorts.
I quickly managed to busy myself outside cutting and measuring the new shelves for the pantry, bringing those in, spotting Val standing on an almost too short step ladder as she finished wiping and cleaning out the top shelves in the cupboards.
"I'm not sure that's very safe," I said worriedly as she appeared to be balancing herself precariously on the ladder as she wiped down the shelves.
"Almost done with these," she responded back without looking. "But you're probably right. Would you mind steadying the ladder for a moment more so I can finish this last one?"
I hurriedly walked over, grabbing the ladder to hold it in place as she leaned forward once more. Sure enough, as I'd suspected earlier, I could see easily up the front of her cut off sweatshirt. And though she was in fact wearing a very modest white bra, even seeing that was incredibly sexy. Her full breasts obviously contained, yet straining against it as she stood there wiping the shelves. I found myself imagining what they'd look like unencumbered, while she continued wiping down the cupboards, the image of that playing around inside my head when I realized she'd finished, had turned and was now looking at me.
Worse than that though. I realized then she'd spoken my name once already.
"Mark?" She asked again. "I'm done if you wouldn't mind helping me down."
"Oh...yeah, sure," I said holding up my hand towards her as she reached for it. Unfortunately in doing that, I'd destabilized the balance on the ladder, and her sudden shift in weight caused it to suddenly lean to one side. In a flash, she literally jumped, the ladder falling off to the side as she careened into my chest, just barely catching her.
And there we stood. Val had in fact jumped, wrapping her legs around my waist, her arms now encircling my neck as I caught her, my hands now firmly cupping her twin ass cheeks, the look of surprise in both of our faces for a moment, and then laughter as we both realized how close she'd come from possibly hurting herself, the relief of her safely suspended there in my arms.
"Wow...that was close," she grinned, finally unwrapping her legs and sliding down my torso until she settled back onto the floor again. The problem with that was, I felt her full breasts sliding across my chest. And I also felt her as she slid past my obviously rock hard cock. And though neither one of us mentioned either, I could see the sudden heat in her face every bit as much as I knew, she was seeing in mine.
"At least that's done," she stated stepping away. "And next time, I'll know better," she grinned further. Which is also when she happened to glance down briefly, before turning back towards the kitchen table to retrieve some additional cleaning supplies. "Guess it's time to head up to the bathroom next," as she smiled again, grabbing the mop and bucket, paper towels and Windex. Only when she had turned the corner disappearing into the hallway headed upstairs did I dare turn to look down at myself.
"Fuck!" I said silently. There was no fucking way she could have missed seeing what I now saw myself. I was slightly worried and concerned, she'd think me to be some sort of a pervert at this point, and find some excuse to leave and never come back. I wouldn't have blamed her had she done that. Shaking my head instead, I went back to work, finishing the shelves in the pantry, checking off one more item from my things to do list.
And then I noticed, the next thing on my list just happened to be the replacement of the doorframe in the upstairs bathroom. I had noticed that almost the moment I'd begun moving things in. For some unexplained reason, it appeared as though someone had at some point actually tried kicking in the bathroom door. I could only wonder at the circumstances that had brought that about. The bottom hinge completely splintered so that the door hung at an odd angle, not closing properly, and putting a strain on the upper hinge so that it too had bent beginning to pull away from the door. I'd already removed the entire door, planning to reframe the side piece before re-hanging it with new hinges. Grabbing my tools, the piece of wood I'd need, I soon headed upstairs.
The last thing I expected to see as I entered my still cluttered bedroom, was Valerie sitting on the toilet, just then wiping herself, and standing.
"Oh god! I'm sorry...the door!" I stammered quickly averting my eyes, embarrassed as hell.
"Don't be," she said flushing, only then reaching down to pull up her shorts. "Only peeing," she said as though it was perfectly normal for me to have seen her doing that. Though her answer was in itself curious, as though maybe I might have expected to see her doing something else. In the few seconds of time all this took place however, my mind had already registered the fact her pussy was entirely bare. When she'd stood, not even bothering to cover herself, I had seen that before averting my eyes. But I had also noticed almost simultaneously as she then reached down pulling her sweat-shorts back up, that she hadn't been wearing any panties either.
"That was...or rather is, my next fix it project," I explained looking at the door, which I'd set aside against the wall. Val washed her hands in the sink, turned looking not at all embarrassed at my having caught her taking a pee, and offered her help. "Need me to hold it for you while you screw?" She asked. Once again I was at a loss for words here. Was that a double meaning in some way? Though her face certainly didn't show it to be, looking completely serious here as I walked over finally setting my tools down which I'd been holding there like an idiot.
"Eventually, maybe," I said instead taking the piece of wood I'd already premeasured and cut. "I need to frame this piece in first, and then glue it. So probably won't be ready for the door until tomorrow at the earliest. In the meantime, there is another bathroom downstairs where the door does close." She laughed at that.
"Don't worry about me," she stated easily. "If you haven't noticed by now, I'm not exactly shy or modest. So unless it bothers you, it doesn't bother me. In fact, I was just about to ask you if it would bother you if I were to take my top off. There's very little ventilation in here, and the bathroom is really causing me to sweat."
"No, of course not. As long as you're comfortable," I replied sheepishly trying not to grin like a fool here. After all, she was wearing a bra, and from what I'd seen, it was more encompassing than a lot of bikini tops I'd seen. Why the thought of that came with any significance at it actually being a "bra" seemed rather silly under the circumstances, even as she smiled that damn smile again, reaching down, and in one swift motion pulling it over her head.
The problem was. She wasn't wearing the bra now.
**
Once again I found myself staring at her. "Ah...weren't you wearing..."
"A bra?" She finished for me. "Earlier, yes. But as sticky hot as it is up here, I took it off. I hate having sticky tits. Drives me nuts," she added to that. Only then did I see her white bra hanging over the empty shower rod over the bathtub. "Hope this doesn't bother you," she then said with that all too familiar smile on her face once again. "But like I said, I'm not very modest, and prefer being comfortable while I work."
"Oh...it bothers me," I thought to myself, and then said..."Not at all. Whatever makes you the most comfortable is fine with me."
We both returned to working, though I found myself stealing periodic glances her way more often than not. I simply couldn't help myself. I can't explain it, don't even know why...but there's just something about watching a woman work, especially naked, or even partially so that seems to do it for me. As I secured the new frame to the door, I'd glance over and down at Val as she knelt over the tub, scrubbing it. The way her full breasts dangled over the edge of the tub. The way they'd wobble and bounce a bit with each and every arm stroke, not to mention the fact, that I likewise got periodic glimpses of her well rounded ass cheeks as they made an appearance through the openings of her rather baggy shorts. The knowledge there too now, that she wasn't wearing any panties either, making it hard for me to not imagine what it would be like, and feel like, to be slipping my cock in and out of that sweet, hot tight pussy of hers. Something I knew that would never happen of course. But it was sure as hell fun thinking about it as I stood there framing in the door. Val finished the bathroom, which now looked spotlessly clean. Impressed with her work, I told her so.
"Listen, why don't we both take a break?" I suggested. "I know I could use it. How about something cold to drink?"
"Beer?" She asked. I know she'd spotted the case of that which I had put in the trunk earlier.
"Sure," I said. She might have only been eighteen, but I figured one beer wouldn't hurt.
"Cool, I'll just finish mopping the floor here while you go for them." I nodded my head in agreement with that, and headed back down to the kitchen to grab us some beers. By the time I returned, she had finished. But once again, Val had caught me in a bit of a compromising circumstance. Taking a seat on the floor, she had done so by a particular stack of boxes, one of which contained a few magazines I'd decided to bring along with me. When I walked in with the beers, she sat thumbing through one of them. The title on the magazine she held in her hand said it all. BIG NATURAL TITS.



I had never been a real fan of those typical men's magazines showing beautiful women with gorgeous near perfect bodies. Most of those were doctored up and airbrushed anyway. Not to mention the fact, that most women appearing in those had fake looking tits these days too. I'd never been a fan of that, especially when my own wife had gone out and had hers done. I'd relented only because she really did have small boobs, and had stressed that she'd feel better about herself if she could increase her bust size just a little. I was thinking a cup size perhaps. Needless to say, I wasn't happy to discover she'd gone from a small B, to a triple DDD when I went into to see her as she recovered from surgery. It was just one more wedge driven between us. And don't get me wrong here either. I don't mind looking at, or enjoying a big set of tits, just as long as they don't look like balloons that have been attached to a woman's body. My soon to be ex-wife's did.
Val looked up accepting the beer I handed to her, though she continued to thumb through the magazine.
"Interesting," she commented sipping her beer.
I didn't dare say anything, though I managed to park myself across from her sipping my own beer. Thankfully at least, my dick had gone flaccid again, but it wouldn't remain that way for very long as I sat there looking at her, so it was a necessary evil to likewise sit down before I embarrassed myself...again.
She looked up at me at that moment actually holding the magazine up as she did, pointing at a particular photo of a slightly older looking woman, once again large breasted, and just slightly saggy, though I actually found the woman to be very attractive...more importantly, totally and completely real and natural.
"You think she's sexy?" Val asked.
"In fact I do." I responded honestly. "Which is why I prefer buying those kind of magazines over any others. I like natural, normal looking women."
"With big tits," Val giggled.
"They don't have to be big," I chortled back. "Just real...natural, or at least reasonably," I added. Even if they aren't, if they look real, and feel real, I'm good with that. It's the balloon's I take issue with."
Val put the book down, looking down at herself now, which of course drew my attention. "Never have liked the way my own boobs look," she said. "I think they're too big...and too saggy, especially for someone my age. All the girls I hung around with had much nicer looking breasts, I've always been self conscious about the way mine look."
"You could have fooled me," I thought, but said instead, "I like the way yours look. I think they're very, very attractive in fact."
Val's breasts were at least a natural double D, and well rounded in a teardrop shape perhaps as they rested against her chest. And she had fairly large areolas as well, not overly so...but about the size of small coffee cup in circumference perhaps, and a dark tan color. Her nipples in fact stood stiff off her breasts now, though whether that was from excitement, or being simply exposed, I didn't dare hazard a guess. But they were obviously thick, thimble sized perhaps, and stood a good inch off her areola.
"Yeah?" She asked once more looking down at herself, and then shocked me a little as she cupped them, hefting each one of them in her hands. "Not too droopy? Too saggy?"
"I prefer it when they don't pass the pencil test," I actually laughed.
"Pencil test?"
"Yeah, you know...when you can't place a pencil beneath them and hold it there."
She laughed upon hearing that. "Never heard that before. But yeah, you're right, I'm guessing mine wouldn't," she mused, and then reached over suddenly, startling me a bit as I had no idea what, or why she was doing this. Until she had grabbed the pencil I actually had resting over my ear, which I'd been using earlier to measure with. "Like this?" She now asked, lifting one breast, placing the pencil beneath it, letting go. Sure enough, the pencil stayed in place.
"Yeah...just like that," I said admiring her breasts openly, finding it oddly erotic that she was doing this for one thing, and that we were just sitting here like we were, sharing a beer and discussing tits with one another.
"What about my nipples? Not too big?" She now placed the pencil over the top of one of them. I was surprised when she let go, and saw it balanced perfectly as it rested there.
"I'd say...pretty damn near perfect Val. Trust me...you've got nice looking boobs. And I don't mind telling you, I am enjoying, sitting here being able to look at them."
"Yeah, I sort of noticed that earlier," she said winking at me. And then asked. "So...is there like a pencil test for guys too?"
"Pencil test?"
"Yeah...you know, like being able to balance one on your dick when it's hard? Like it was...earlier?"
I felt my face turning crimson again, though laughed trying to ease the sudden discomfort I was feeling. Not to mention shifting as I sat, likewise trying not to draw attention to my now very hard, very stiff member.
"I take it you noticed. Sorry about that."
"Don't be. I actually found it quite flattering that you got aroused looking at me. Even before doing this," she said once more cupping her breasts, and even pulling on each one of her nipples, making them thicker and longer than they had been. "I will say this...though I don't exactly care for the way my tits looked, they always have been sensitive, and I've even managed to have a few orgasms just playing with them and nothing else."
"You can?" I asked incredulously, not even realizing I'd said that out loud, nor the way it must have obviously sounded to her when I did.
"Yeah. Would you like to see me do it?"
Now I really was speechless. But I heard myself saying, "Ah huh..."
Val giggled excitedly, and began caressing and playing with her own breasts, all the while looking at me. The way she rolled and pinched her nipples, pulling on them, tugging...letting go, and then grabbing them again was one of the hottest things I had ever seen. If I hadn't been hard before, I certainly was now. But I didn't dare breathe, say a word...in fear that she would suddenly wake up and realize what she was doing. When her eyes took on a sort of glassy, faraway look, I knew she was getting close. And to be honest, so was I. Without doing anything to myself. It was as though I was masturbating through osmosis, watching her sensing her pleasure, feeling it in a way as she drew closer and closer towards climax.
"Ahh, ohh...yesss!" She hissed, her eyes growing wider now, her "cummy-face" as I secretly called it whenever I saw a woman having an orgasm. She had one too. A good one. Her face all screwed up now in ecstasy and pleasure. Her face suddenly flushing, as was her breasts as the rush of blood spread across her skin like a wildfire out of control. I could feel the seepage of my own lust leaking from my prick-tip, no doubt soiling my shorts, wishing now that I could come this way, needing to, wanting to. She finally sighed, sitting back up and straight again, though gingerly, lightly still fingering her nipples. "That was nice. Did you like seeing that?" She asked.
I nodded my head, my throat dry. "That...was fucking hot," I finally answered. She giggled again. "And you really came? Just from touching your breasts?"
"Yeah I did. Not as big of an orgasm as I do have when I actually masturbate, but it still was."
"Damn," I said again smiling leaning back against the stack of boxes, though partially trying to adjust my hard straining erection now in doing that. Unfortunately, I think she was well aware of why I was now shifting about as her eyes lowered in that direction.
"So...since you obviously enjoyed seeing that, how about doing something for me?"
"Like what?" I asked hesitant, almost fearful of where this might be going.
"Show me your cock."
**
Now I really did feel like a dirty old man. The fact that I was actually sitting here in front of her ready, willing, and able to expose myself to her told me that. Never mind the fact she was sitting here topless in front of me, she was after all, only topless. A far sight as I saw it from actually taking my cock out and showing it to her. And though she was eighteen, I was still twelve years older than she was, and definitely feeling like a bit of a pervert at the moment.
"Please?" She now added seeing my hesitation. Unfortunately, I was thinking with my dick now instead of my head, standing...already unzipping my shorts, soon after peeling those down my legs along with my briefs simultaneously. My hard prick even caught on the waistband momentarily, suddenly freed, and then slapping against my stomach as I allowed my shorts to now drop down around my ankles. "Nice," she almost sighed...hearing the slap of my prick and seeing it now as it stood fully at attention in front of her.
I've never considered myself to be much above average, but even looking down at myself now, I'm not sure I've ever seen it harder, or more purple in color as it was now. Throbbing even, along with a big fat droplet of pre-cum drool now forming, and soon stringing out from the tip reaching towards the floor.
"Fuck your hard!" She exclaimed looking at me...or at it rather, her eyes seemingly glued to my cock. "It looks like it's going to explode any second now!"
She had no idea how close to the truth she was in saying that either. My balls were so tight, I felt sure that had I touched myself, I'd be spewing juice all over the place. Feeling like I'd granted her request at least, the rationalization of all this had me thinking somewhat clearly again as I bent over, preparing to pull my shorts back up.
"Oh no...don't do that!" She implored me. "Not now...not as hard as it is. Make it cum for me Mark. I want to watch it, watch it spurt. I know you're dying to. So please Mark...please. Stroke it, and make it come for me. Pretty please?"
I think I would have withstood even that, had she now not done what she did. Faster than I could even comprehend it, she rose up, lifting her ass off the floor just enough, and in one fell swoop, took her very short, sweatpants off. I watched as she sent them flying with the kick of her foot. Her legs now obscenely spread, hands and fingers already down between them. I stood staring at the delicate pink folds of her cunt, the sight of glistening moisture readily evident.
"God I am SO fucking horny!" She spat as she sat fingering herself. "Stroke it for me Mark, stroke it. Jerk it off, make it cum for me, while I make myself cum for you again."
I knew in an instant. I was done for.
**
Watching Val as she unabashedly sat there finger-fucking herself was too much for me to withstand. I'm not sure I even realized I had taken hold of my own cock until I felt myself actually stroking it, working it up and down. And as I'd already surmised, a few more strokes in doing that, I'd be shooting cream out everywhere.
"Oh yeah...yeah, that's it, stroke it baby, make it shoot, make it cum really, really hard for me!"
I was standing at least five, maybe six feet away from her when I felt the first massive rope of semen leap from my cock. Incredibly, the first one hitting her squarely between the breasts, though I hadn't actually meant to do that. Val squealed in surprise and excitement, watching as the second one likewise reached her, falling just a bit shorter, mostly landing down in her lap, drenching her hand and fingers as she continued to now pummel her cunt with them furiously. She cried out, her orgasm upon her, joining mine as I continued to pump out several additional streamers of spunk until my legs could no longer support me. I collapsed back to the floor, looking on, seeing the trail of cum streaks staining the floor between the two of us.
"You made a mess," she laughed. "A really nice one," she giggled loudly, reaching out with her finger to then run it through once such trail, feeling the stickiness between her fingers. She was certainly right about that. I had indeed made a mess of things, and wondered if I hadn't made an even bigger one in having done this.
**
At her request, we finished cleaning and putting things away in the bedroom before calling it a day. Naked. Neither one of us bothering to dress again after that, though she said she preferred doing so in the nude. Not only because of the heat, but because it gave her energy in doing it, and in seeing me naked while she did. I have to admit, it did seem to make the work go a lot faster and easier, though it took me a while to get used to working that way. Not to mention seeing her that way the entire time. Interestingly enough though, it worked. As tired as we both were after a rather strenuous day of cleaning and repairs, I was more than ready to sit down and relax.
"So, feel like ordering in a pizza or something? Maybe watch a movie together?" She asked.
I hadn't really planned on making an evening out of it, but it was obvious she felt like sticking around for a while yet. And to be honest, I didn't mind. She was fun to look at for one thing, and for another, even though we'd done what we'd done earlier, I had already sorted out in my mind at least...it was sort of innocent naughty fun. And that nothing more had come from it, no pun intended.
"Sure, any place in particular that you like?"
Excited, she called in the order. "They'll be here in about twenty minutes."
"Better get dressed then," I stated already looking for my clothes along with my wallet.
"I'm not ready to do that yet," she answered. "But I am ready for another beer. Want one?"
Oddly enough, my living room was about the only room that was in any a semblance of order. Figuring I needed someplace to sit and relax after a day's work, I'd pretty much cleaned that up myself before putting things to order. As such, I did have the TV and DVD player set up, along with my personal collection of movies. And being the new bachelor that I was, I had also categorized, and actually displayed my X-rated movies, though I hadn't planned on having company any time soon when I did that. Especially not someone like Val who now knelt looking through them.
"Ah...I'm not sure those are the kind of movies we were talking about watching earlier," I informed her, feeling slightly embarrassed now that I actually had displayed them as she even then pulled another one out, looking at the title and description.
She ignored my comment as well. "Only seen one other naughty movie," she said looking at another one. "Ever seen Deep Throat?" She asked. I had, and admitted so, an oldie but a goodie for the times. "This one looks interesting though, can we watch this one? Please?"
I looked at the title. Although why I was even considering her request escaped me for the moment. Maybe it was the fact that out of all my X-rated movies, this one was one of the mildest, based on the content and subject matter at least. It was more voyeuristic and exhibionistic than anything else. And after what we'd done earlier...it wasn't as though this would be any worse than that. Mostly, it was about a couple who played games watching one another in the apartment complex they lived in, which over time got more and more elaborate as the movie went on. They didn't even get together until the very end. And even that part of the movie was more suggestive than actually explicit. Maybe it was because of that I finally relented. I figured if I was actually going to let her watch one while we ate our pizza, this would be the lesser of many evils.
I had gone into the kitchen to wash my hands, grab a couple more beers when the doorbell rang.
"Shit!" I called out. Realizing the pizza guy was here. Which is when I then heard.
"I got it!"
"Shit!" I called out once again, though this time racing back into the living room. By the time I had however, Val was already standing in the open door. Completely and totally nude as she actually accepted the pizza from the guy.
"Just a second, I'll get your money," she said smiling, though I stayed far enough inside the room that I couldn't see him. Already my mind going a hundred miles an hour as to what the pizza guy must be thinking. Val turned walking over towards me as I stood there stupidly, only then fishing out my wallet. "It's eighteen seventy five," she said grinning from ear to ear. For the moment at least, all I could do was shake my head at her as I handed her a twenty, and as she handed me the pizza box. I then attempted to hand her a couple of extra bucks to that for a tip. She laughed.
"I think I've already tipped him well enough," she grinned once more, and then headed back to the open door where the young kid stood waiting for her.
She handed him the money, stood for a moment more in the open doorway, and then stepped back finally closing it.
"Always wanted to do that," she grinned looking at me as she came back inside.
I had to laugh. Maybe I had never delivered pizza, but I had gone door-to-door selling magazines when I was a lot younger, and never once had anyone opened the door even halfway naked in the year I had done that. Though I had friends who made wild claims saying they had. And now, here I was on the other side, realizing that this young kid may go racing back to lay this story on his friends. I wondered how many of those would believe him.
"Five will get you ten, the next time I order pizza from them, there will be a car load of pizza guys showing up to deliver it."
"Well if you decide to, just call me and have me come over then. I'd hate for them to show up and be disappointed," she giggled back. "That really was exhilarating though. Especially the way he stood there blushing, trying NOT to look at me, but stealing glances at me anyway. It was kinda cute too. Too bad he really wasn't."
"Yeah...too bad," I thought. "Good for me," though I then wondered why I found myself thinking that.
"Anyway...I'll get some paper towels for the pizza. Why don't you start the movie and then we'll sit down and enjoy it together," Val continued as I watched her head back into the kitchen. My eyes glued to her cute little ass the entire time.
"What the hell am I doing?" I then thought to myself as I actually inserted the movie into the DVD player. I had the feeling that the night was far from over with yet.
**
It was interesting to note here. Seeing the movie the second time was far more erotic than it had been the first time. Obviously because I was sitting there watching it with an attractive (naked) eighteen year old for one thing. But also because I was watching her almost more than the movie. Just seeing the intensity on her face, the obvious flushed arousal as she ooh'ed and ahh'ed throughout most of it. Sitting on her side of the "L" shaped couch, also afforded me the luxury of periodically catching her. There were times when her hand just dropped down between her legs, and though not quite openly masturbating, she was at times actually fondling and touching herself, not even realizing that she was perhaps. But of course I'd also caught myself doing the same. It was almost automatic at times, likewise getting involved, interested in a particular scene, or in her...and finding my hand wrapped around my dick for a moment. A few times I caught her looking over at me too, always that damndable smile on her face. A knowing look at spoke volumes, as though she wanted to say or mention something, and then didn't...as though waiting.
When the movie finally ended, I thought I was going to burst, and was now anxiously waiting for her to call it a night and go home, so that I could finish jerking myself off again. And though I had done so earlier in front of her obviously, I felt that now to be one of those "once in a blue moon" experiences, and not likely to be repeated here any time soon.
Boy was I wrong.



When she actually stood up, picking up her empty beer bottle, I initially thought she was gathering things up, straightening up in preparation for leaving.
"Don't worry about doing that. I'll clean up first thing in the..." I never finished. Val walked over carrying her empty bottle with her, and promptly sat down on the ottoman sitting in front of me. I looked at her with the last words frozen inside my mouth, taken by surprise for one thing, and not entirely sure of what it was she was doing for another. Until she grinned. And as she grinned, she looked at me, or rather at my stiff hard dick, which I just happened to have my hand wrapped around at the moment.
"Yeah, do it again for me Mark...while I watch you," she said. And then spread her own legs, moving the empty beer bottle down between them, slowly and teasingly entering the neck of the bottle inside herself as I sat there looking on.
There was something wickedly decadent about seeing her doing this. I'd never seen anyone do that for one thing. And now watching her as she did, as she obviously drew pleasure from it, slipping the bottle inside her until she couldn't push it in any further. She partially withdrew it, pushed it in again, and then held it there, grinding it against herself.
"God that feels nasty," she mused lustily. "But so is watching you, holding your dick. Now...stroke it for me. Let me see you play with it. And don't just pump it up and down either Mark. Play with it the way you like to do when you're all alone and thinking really naughty, dirty thoughts. I want to see you play with it when you're doing it that way. Like the way you're seeing me playing with myself now, using this bottle. Though I'd be glad to fuck my pussy for you with anything you'd like to see me using. I like to try different stuff all the time. Bottles work ok...like this one, though there's a lot of other stuff I actually prefer using."
I was so fucking hard I thought I was going to go off again any moment. Just listening to her as she spoke, as she played with herself, fucking herself with the bottle, and now imagining all sorts of lewd, evil wicked things going inside her.
I couldn't believe I was actually doing this for her...in front of her. But just sitting there hearing her, listening to her was really turning me on. Unlike anyone ever had before. She was so fucking wet, the sounds her pussy was making as she fucked herself with the bottle, and the entire time, talking to me, urging me on. I'd always been titillated by a woman's willingness to talk dirty to me on occasion, but in all this time...it was never like this. It was almost second nature to her the way I saw it. And because she was, I actually found myself toying with my own dick in ways I would never have done in front of anyone else. I enjoyed pulling on the head of my prick, just teasing the tip with my fingers, which she seemed to take a great deal of joy and delight in watching me do.
"Fuck that's hot," she literally purred. "I like seeing you do that. You like hearing how wet my pussy is? Can you hear that Mark? Can you hear how messy wet I'm getting? All that girl cream my cunt's making for you? Watching you? Watching the way you're sitting there playing with that nice hard fucking dick of yours?"
"Ah huh..." I managed to answer, content to just sit there and listen to her, watch her as she continued to play spin the bottle in her pussy.
"You gonna squirt all over my tits for me baby? When you cum? Drench them both for me? Mark my tits with your gooey, slimy semen? Let me feel your hot nasty spunk spraying all over these big fat, floppy tits?" She now asked picking them up in her hands, holding them together, and even somehow managing to press her nipples so that they were actually rubbing against one another. And all the while with that fucking beer bottle sticking out of her cunt. It was just too fucking hot.
"Oh god. I'm gonna lose it babe!" I said, face already starting to grimace here. "I am so...fucking close!"
"Then do it baby! Do it!" She said still holding onto one of her tits, though her hand went back down to the bottle as she started to ram it in and out of herself with a lot more force now. Trying to time her climax to mine perhaps, though I fought the urge to release myself, trying to let her catch up to me maybe. Though I needn't have worried. She just looked into my eyes, let me see her "cummy face" and came. I exploded as well. Looking down, seeing the first massive spurt of my cock as the cum flew from the tip, arching high into the air, and then raining down on her as she sat there...still cumming, still working that beer bottle in and out of her cunt. And all the while crying out.
"Squirt baby squirt! That's it... spunk me, squirt me, splash me, cum me...cum me...cum me!"
**
We had actually gotten dressed after that. I had watched her put her top back on, over her cum-covered tits. She'd made a point out of leaving them that way, cum-splattered and smeared as she almost gingerly put her sweat top back on, leaving her bra as I realized, to continue to hang over the shower rod in the upstairs bathroom. I laughed when she actually carried our empty beer bottles into the kitchen, tossing them into the trash, including the one she'd just used on herself. I was half-tempted to take it out again, and if nothing else, just smell it after she'd gone.
OK...so I did do that.
"So, what time tomorrow do you think?" She asked just before stepping outside onto the porch.
"Whenever you'd like," I told her. "You don't have to make it early though if you don't wish. It is Sunday, so if you want to sleep in a little, go ahead. I usually do sleep in a little on Sunday's myself."
"Well, we'll get a lot more done before it gets hot again. But even if you're not up yet when I come over, there's still things I can do that won't require your help. Do you have an extra key you can give me so I can let myself in?"
I laughed. "Don't tell anyone, but I rarely lock my back door. I'm a light sleeper anyway. But there's certainly nothing here worth stealing yet either."
"Ok, will see you in the morning then," she said walking over and actually standing up on tiptoe enough to kiss my cheek. "I'll have the coffee on and waiting for you," she added to that, giving me another kiss. "And Mark?"
"Yeah?"
"Thank you for a really wonderful day. It sure made working a whole lot more fun and easier." And with that, Val stepped outside and disappeared.
I certainly had to agree with her on that point. It had done that. Though I was still feeling a little guilty about allowing myself to let things go as far as they did. Even as I argued with myself all the way upstairs, where I now sat and blew up the air mattress I'd be sleeping on for a while. I was already hoping that we'd spend another day of naked cleaning and repairing together.
In the morning, I wouldn't be disappointed either. But the surprises that lay ahead were only just the beginning.
**
To be continued...
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It was the smell of freshly brewed coffee that actually woke me up. Had it not been for that, I know I would have slept for a much longer period of time. But upon smelling it, I knew almost immediately, that Val had already arrived. Rolling out of bed, I stumbled into the still open bathroom and hurriedly took a pee. Surprisingly, it felt cool, the heat from the day not yet making its appearance. Throwing on a short bathrobe with nothing on underneath as I always slept in the nude, I made my way downstairs. Having to pass through the living room on my way into the kitchen, I was still taken by surprise as I entered. She was currently dusting, as well as humming quietly to herself. And all she had on was a pair of small miniature headphones, along with what appeared to be a black thong. Frankly, I was surprised she was wearing that much considering the day before. I was about to grab her attention, making her aware of my presence, but then reconsidered. As I mentioned previously, there was just something about watching her work, in the nude, or at least nearly so, that I found quite stimulating.
But that wasn't the only thing stimulating that was going on here either. As I stood in the doorway of the hall leading towards the kitchen, I not only felt myself starting to become aroused watching her, but I could see what appeared to be obvious pleasure spreading across her face.
"What the hell?" I thought to myself. As she stood now leaning over the coffee table, which she'd been dusting with a feather duster, though god only knows where that came from, she suddenly paused. I watched as she placed her free hand down on the table for additional support, her eyes closed. The song she'd been humming to, suddenly stopping, and what now became obvious to me as a long, low pleasured growl escaping her lips instead. I arched my eyebrows curiously, and stepped further into the hallway lest she take notice of my standing there watching her. So far she remained completely unaware of my presence. Whatever had just happed seem to pass as she stood up straight once again, though her hand immediately slipped down the front of the tiny black thong she had on, making adjustments. "To what?" I asked myself once again.
"Good morning," she suddenly said turning towards me with a smile on her face. "So...did you enjoy the show?"
Fool that I was. She'd known I'd been standing there the whole time obviously. And even more obvious as I stood there, my prick poking out through the opening of my short bathrobe. She saw it immediately, and grinned. "Seems to me that you did," she chuckled further. And then said, "Coffee break, yes?"
**
I followed her cute little bare ass into my spotlessly clean kitchen. She had already washed and put away every glass, dish or pan that I owned. Not only that, she had even almost magically cleaned my coffee pot out, which now gleamed just as brightly as everything else did. I half wondered if the coffee would even taste the same.
"Second shelf there on your right," she informed me. "Though if you don't want them there, you can certainly move them to another spot."
I opened the cupboard. The few mugs I did have were all neatly stacked side-by-side, handles all facing in the same direction. I took two of them down and began filling our cups as she pulled a piece of paper towel off the roll, folding it, and then placing it down in front of her. I thought of course she was doing so for the cups as I had no saucers for them, but that wasn't her intention as I quickly discovered.
"Ah...mind if I ask? Ah...in there, by the coffee table, were you..."
"Having an orgasm?" She laughed. "Yes...I was," as she then showed me what the paper towel was for. Reaching down into her tiny thong again, and a second later retrieving what appeared to be some sort of small silver looking gadget in the shape of a tiny egg. She placed that down on the paper towel. "I borrowed this from mom," she blushed. "Thought I'd try it. Turns out it's a pretty nasty little toy," she added to that. "Doesn't really give you a BIG orgasm, but it certainly tickles you into wanting another one."
I damn near spilled my coffee, quickly setting the cups down in front of us, though it was her hand reaching out, grabbing my rock hard dick, that was once again poking out through the folds in my almost too short bathrobe that caused that.
"I don't normally take my coffee with cream, but I'm certainly entertaining the thought," she had then stated.
"You...you actually borrowed that from your mother? From... Jocelyn?" I stammered.
"Well, borrowed meaning she doesn't know I took it, yes," she laughed at that. "But I know for a fact she hasn't used this in a very long time. I even had to replace the battery in it for one thing. But she's since graduated onto bigger and better things."
Suddenly I had a whole new list of images swirling around inside my head, though I was also now slightly paranoid, worried that Jocelyn might in fact discover it gone, and start to question it. Without even voicing my concern, Val seemed to sense it, seeing it in my face.
"Don't worry. It wasn't even with the rest of her naughty stuff. Like I said, she hasn't even used it in a while. And besides, she wouldn't do anything until dad leaves for his bowling league later on this afternoon anyway. That's when she usually does it, if she's even going to."
"Good god!" I was now thinking. "Like mother, like daughter?" I wondered. Though the sensation of her hand still holding onto my prick reminded me of the fact that we'd just crossed a new line in the sand here.
"There, nice and hard again," she stated smiling at her handy work. "It was starting to go down some, and I wanted to make sure it didn't, not until you've given me some cream to go with my coffee at least."
"You are kidding right?" I asked her.
"Well, maybe a little. I didn't mean for you to literally squirt into my coffee cup, though as I sit here thinking about that, I bet it would look sort of interesting. But no. I'd just like to watch you cum again, squirt on my tits again for me maybe before we start getting busy again. So...you up for giving me another nice hot messy load?"
I nodded my head. Hating to admit what she was so easily able to do to me, she smiled seductively, and then pulled her chair over closer to mine.
"Just relax, try and enjoy your coffee while I'm doing this. I want to play with it for a bit first, before letting you actually come on me. And then after that, I'll probably be ready for another one myself, while I work..." she said winking. "Especially since I know you enjoy watching me do that so much."
"Fuck!" I sighed pleasurably, and then sat back, watching her as she leaned over and began doing things to my cock that I never even thought about doing. Needless to say, my coffee turned cold, but my prick certainly didn't. I swear she was half Indian, or at least I began to wonder if she wasn't trying to somehow start a fire the way she spread her hands, walking them up and down my shaft as though trying to do that. It felt heavenly, and I even felt the heat from the friction she created, though she continued to spit quite frequently, keeping me lubed that way. It was decadent, seeing and hearing her do that. The squishy slick sounds she made as she continued to spit, soon adding my own natural juice to the mix, which became almost frothy as she fondled and stroked my cock the way that she was.
"God this is fun!" She quipped obviously delighted with her handy work. "Your cock is so fucking hard too! And purple as hell! How's that feel anyway? You like what I'm doing to it?" She asked, never once looking away from it, staring at it, as though expecting it to erupt any moment now, which indeed, it soon would be.
I'm not sure the sounds I was making at the moment were even intelligible. Not only was the sensation of what she was doing to me with her hands amazing, but so was the visual of her as she did that. Spinning and twisting my cock, which is about the only way I can even begin to explain it as she masturbated me, all the while seeing those nice soft fleshy tits of hers gyrating and bouncing against one another simply added to that. It was as though she had turned into this one girl/woman nasty band. The, "squish, squish, squish," sounds she was making, followed up by the almost obscene, yet highly erotic sound of her breasts actually slapping one another as she purposely bounced. That flesh slapping flesh sound, reminding me of other fun ways in creating that. And then her soft added chant, which I had just realized she was making, accompanying the rest of it, as she just spoke the one syllable word, "Ah," over and over and over again, in between the "squish, squish, squish, and the flap, slap, flap sounds." I'd even begun joining in, not realizing that I had until my balls took over. Joining her with an, "Oh, oh...oh," presentation.
It had gotten to the point, that I actually found myself sitting there singing along with the beat, a tune forming inside my head as I actually sang it to myself. "Flap, slap, squish, squish, oh what a relief it is, Flap, Slap, squish, squish..." and so on. That is...right up until the moment my balls turned inside out.
"That's it baby, that's it!" She finally spoke, bringing climax to the decadent symphony we'd been performing together. Ribbon after ribbon of white-hot juicy spunk once again leaping from the tip of my cock in a fountaneous upheaval of magnificent proportions. "Wow! Fucking wow!" She exclaimed once again, the first and second spurts actually flying up and well over her shoulder, missing her altogether. Hitting somewhere well back behind her on the kitchen floor. Quickly adjusting her aim, the next several landing and splashing against her, right where she wanted them too. Perfect bull-tits' eyes as it were, semen thickly coating each one of her magnificent saucer sized areolas and hard extended thimble-sized nipples. They were soon equally drenched, though even then she leaned forward now pressing her cum-covered tits directly against my cock, still milking it, still somehow managing to smear the very last droplets of this amazing climax against herself. Finally letting go of me as I tried desperately to make the stars quit spinning. She proceeded to toy and pull on her tits then, using my own cream to further pleasure and tease herself with. And then sure enough, just as I'd seen her doing before, once more climaxing in that unique special little way of hers just by flicking and pulling on her own nipples.
"Whew! That was nice! Did you enjoy that? I certainly did," she grinned, and then suddenly reached down, slipping a finger inside her pussy, withdrawing it, and then tasting herself. God...I wanted some of that!
"Fuck!" I mewled sitting there watching her.
"Wanna taste?" She asked slipping her hand down once again, pulling it away, a filament of her sticky girl cream clinging to it like the beginnings of a spiders web as she held it up, pressing her finger tips together, pulling them apart and then seeing the strand of her precious pussy cream splitting off into even more strands of her silly string, girl juice.
I was nodding my head like a kid in a candy store being asked if he wanted one of everything.
"Then finish your cold coffee," she grinned mischievously, and finish hanging your door in the bathroom. Maybe after that, I'll let you have a taste," she winked at me. And before I could even respond to that, she stood. Quickly grabbing her silver egg, stuffing it back down between her legs again, and then heading off. I downed my coffee in one gulp, walked over and placed it in the sink along with hers. I stood there shaking my head, looking down at my somewhat flaccid member, and wiped the drool from the corner of my mouth.
It was going to be another long hot...interesting day. And it was starting to get warm temperature wise too.
**
An hour later I had finished the door, now swinging properly again, not to mention closing. Upon doing that, I went in search of Val, wondering what she'd been up to for the past hour. I found her downstairs in the laundry room. She had washed and folded every article of clothing I had. Since I didn't yet have a bedroom set, which wouldn't be delivered until sometime during the week, Val had made do with a long banquet table. She had spread everything out, sorting it all into neat tidy little stacks. At the moment, she was sitting on the edge of the washer. I also noticed, she was no longer wearing her tiny black thong either. And...she had one of my magazines in hand as she sat there reading it as I came wandering down.
"Last load is in now," she informed me. Along with the washer just then starting to head into the spin cycle, I could also hear the dryer still doing its thing. "Oh good! You're just in time!" She giggled seconds later.
"For what?" I asked.
"For this," she leered at me, putting the dirty magazine down she'd been thumbing through, and edging herself over to the edge of the washer as it began to hum itself into the high-speed spin cycle.
"Jesus H!" I said once more shaking my head in wonder at her. This girl seemed to be insatiable, not to mention creative when it came to the myriad of ways she seemed to have in giving herself an orgasm. She was now riding the washer, almost fucking the corner of it in a way as it spun, rocking just enough as she rode it to actually derive some pleasure out of doing that. And for the umpteenth time that day, I found myself standing there with another raging hard on. The fact I had actually gotten used to working naked came as no surprise to me now, nor that I was again becoming aroused as I was. Val was becoming an addiction to me, one that was beginning to worry me just a little. But so far, I was being as cautious as I could, and yet allowing myself the pleasure of watching her, and seeing what she did next, or next would be doing to me. How much further I'd allow that, or that she might...remained to be seen.
I was a little surprised when she didn't appear to actually climax this time, once more jumping off as the machine finally began slowing down.
"Oh," she giggled, a bit of flush in her cheeks. "Already came twice that way...don't want to wear it out you know? We still have half a day ahead of us yet. And the best is yet to come!"
"Oh god..lord help me," I told myself. Which is when she suddenly seemed to be hearing, listening at something. With a squeal and a giggle, she raced into the adjoining room. One that was mostly storage there in the basement, but which I knew faced the driveway carport of her place. I quickly joined her, and sure enough, saw her standing there looking out the basement window across the way.
"Oh goodie! Daddy's just leaving!" She squealed excitedly again, and then started to run off.
"Hey! Where are you going in such a hurry?" I asked.
"Be right back!" She exclaimed. "Don't go anywhere!" And then she dashed off up the stairs. I heard the screen door open, and then slam shut again moments later.
"Naked?" I asked myself. And then wandered back upstairs myself, wondering what the hell was going on now. Or about to.
It wasn't long before I found out.
**
I had a three-sided window there in my kitchen, forming itself around a little alcove where my kitchen table sat. It afforded me the luxury of standing there looking over into her yard without really being seen. And good thing, as I was still naked of course, though no longer sporting the erection I once had. Five minutes, and then ten passed, with no sign of her. I was starting to get nervous, worried that something had happened, or that she'd been found out, seen running around in her cute little birthday suit. A few minutes more passed, and then suddenly this blur, realizing it was her as she came around from the back side of her house. I watched in amazement as she cleared the short fence like an Olympian, jumping it easily, though once more enjoying the titillating spectacle as her breasts bounced, wobbled, and flopped wildly about as she did all that. In seconds, she had reached the back door, rushing in, a wild look in her eyes...excitement.
"Come on...wait until you see this!" She almost shouted at me.
"Come on where?" I asked looking down at myself. "You don't seriously mean..."
"Don't worry. No one can see us. Too many large trees for one thing, besides the fence. We'll be perfectly safe, now come on!"
Even so I hesitated. She dropped her finger down between her legs again. Giving her pussy a swipe as though running a credit card, holding it up towards me. "You want some of this? The come on...trust me."
Like the idiot I was, especially around her, I found myself stepping outside my back door, following her as she once more raced across the yard, though this time using the small gate that existed between them. I didn't dare be so foolish as to attempt to jump the fence myself, even though I was fairly certain I could do so. Already I was reading the headlines inside my head as I dared not tempt fate.
"Man is robbed of family jewels, found naked and bleeding to death in the neighbor's yard."
Prudence dictated caution here. Which was ironic, as I was now running behind this eighteen-year-old nymph also in my birthday suit. And though nervous as hell, I likewise felt exhilarated. Finally catching up to Val on the backside of her house. Glancing worriedly about, I was at least relieved to see she was right about anyone seeing us. From where we stood at the moment, the large trees running along the backside of the property, effectively kept anyone from actually seeing us. Even so, that didn't hold true for her mother inside the house.
"What are we doing?" I asked breathlessly, trying to whisper, though the excitement in my voice still sounded like it was too loud.
"You'll see," she grinned as she then lifted one end of a nearby bench seat that was normally used for the picnic table. "Help me with this," she stood staring at me. Against my better judgment, I picked up the other end as we hurriedly moved it a few feet beneath a window that was situated a bit higher than the rest.
Val climbed up onto the bench seat once more peering in through the window. She giggled, and then looked down at me, motioning for me to step up and join her. "There's a mirror on the wall, you'll need to look in towards that," she stated. I was still hesitant however, and not at all too keen about being a Peeping Tom. No matter how tempted I might be to see whatever it was she was trying to show me.
"Don't worry, she won't be able to see you. I know. Because I've done this before. Almost a hundred percent of the time after daddy leaves, she'll go back into her bedroom, close and lock the door. The second time I noticed her doing this, I got curious. And ever since then, like I said...most of the time she does that. Just like today. Which I was waiting to see as I hid outside on the patio, waiting to see if she'd walk back into her room. She did. Now come on, step up here and join me. And like I said, look into the mirror."
I stepped up, but I was still worried. "Won't she be able to see us in the mirror too?" I asked, not yet daring to look in.
"No," she giggled again. "It's too high for her to see into, as long as she's laying down anyway. So unless she suddenly stands up for some reason, we're still safe."
I actually dared to peek in. Even then not looking into the mirror yet. But because of the shape and design of the room, all I could see was the end of the bed itself, and two feet, which appeared to be spread just a little. I then scanned for the mirror Val had told me about, quickly finding it, and in doing so...catching the image of Val's mother, Jocelyn...laying down on her bed. At the moment, she didn't really appear to be doing much of anything, perhaps just resting as I saw it, even though all she had on at the moment was a pair of bikini briefs and nothing else. I had a quick flashback to when I was still a kid growing up. Jocelyn wasn't that much older than I was, having had Val late in life, and quite unexpectedly. She had even a few times sat for my folks when they had gone out for the evening. And I of course had held a minor secret crush for her at the time. I had even recalled trying to spy on her once or twice after it was time to send me to bed, hoping to catch her doing something...anything, but never with any luck. And now...here she was, a bit older perhaps, but nevertheless, her breasts clearly revealed as I stood there on bench seat peering in on her.



"She taking a nap?" I questioned.
"No...watch," Val giggled again. "It's actually quite interesting. I'm not sure what she's thinking when she does all this, but whatever it is...she's obviously aroused and turned on by it. Always the same too basically. And don't worry, it's not like I have this thing for my mother, I don't think about doing anything with her, or to her. Its just sort of exciting watching her is all, which I'm sure you'll soon see what I mean."
I looked back into the room again, though more specifically the mirror this time. I saw now that Jocelyn was actually pulling on her nipples with her fingers, and quite firmly this time. Pulling hard enough she'd stretched them into almost a cone-like shape, letting go, and then doing it again. A few moments of that, and then she surprised me even further, slapping them...each one independently, and hard too!
"Damn!" I exclaimed, though immediately ducking down again, fearful I might have been heard.
Val laughed. "The windows are double-pained. Short of a siren, it's virtually impossible to hear anything." I stood up, looking inside again, seeing her as she continued to slap her own breasts, which now began to look reddened and angry. To my surprise, my very flaccid cock throbbed just a bit, alerting me to the fact I was becoming aroused by this rather macabre scene taking place. One that I had no business watching, feeling more and more like a real pervert myself by the second. Especially standing outside her bedroom window, without a stitch on, slowly getting an erection. If anyone did see us, or catch us...I was screwed.
It was fucking exciting.
It was then that I noticed she had reached over towards her nightstand. Grabbing something off it, I was curious.
"Like I said," Val paused looking in, though I now felt her hand reaching over, wrapping itself around my slowly stiffening member. "This is where she really gets wild." I didn't dare look away now, even though I was tempted to look down and see what Val's hand was doing to my dick. Whatever it was that Jocelyn held in her hand, she seemed to slip it beneath the waistband of her bikini briefs. I watched her poke against the material with it, a small bulge forming, and then suddenly, she broke through.
"What the hell's she doing? And what is that anyway? A knife?"
"Yeah, a little one," Val confirmed. "You'd be surprised how many pairs of panties she's actually ruined doing this."
I stood mesmerized, watching as Val's mother literally cut away an opening through her panties, now tearing an even wider hole open with her hands, effectively shredding them apart. Hidden beneath her pillow, she now brought forth what was clearly obvious, as a very real looking, almost life-like dildo, in the shape of an enormous penis, complete with cock and balls. As though struggling with it, she then rammed it into herself. I could see her mouth opening, knowing full well she was crying out, though I honestly couldn't hear her. At least that brought me comfort in realizing if I couldn't hear her, she certainly couldn't hear us very well either.
When Jocelyn suddenly rolled over however, I nearly toppled off the bench we were standing on in a panic.
This time Val really did laugh, and loudly too. Maybe she wasn't worried about being heard through the windows, but I sure as hell was. "Keep watching! Keep watching! She's getting to the good part now!" I was pretty much at wits end here, the ups and downs of arousal, excitement, fear and paranoia playing havoc with my emotions. But excitement and curiosity won out however, with the help of Val's hand of course. I peered inside once again, Val's mom now on her tummy, though she had placed her knees beneath her. Of interest however, which I had obviously missed, was the fact she had torn away one entire side of her panties. One leg entirely free from them now, though the rest of her torn, shredded garment seemed wrapped in tatters about her other leg. Once again she reached beneath her pillow, and this time produced what appeared to be a slim, though wicked looking vibrator. She quickly coated it in what appeared to be some sort of lubricant, and then reached around behind herself. It didn't take long to guess where she intended to put that one, especially as she was now basically sitting on the fake cock, which was still buried to the hilt inside her pussy.
"Keep watching," Val instructed as she slithered down my torso. Before I knew what she was up to, I felt her mouth suddenly surround and envelope my now very hard cock. "Not me...mom!" She exclaimed once again, obviously looking up towards me as I momentarily looked down at her. I stood there looking in through the window, watching Val's mother as she obviously knelt there fucking herself in the cunt and the ass simultaneously, all the while Val sucking my prick, doing heavenly things to it, that nearly buckled my knees.
"Oh my god!" I couldn't help saying. It was almost too much. Too long since I'd even had a nice blow job for one thing, but for another, to be given one now standing on a bench, outside, peering in through my neighbor's window...watching her masturbating. Well fuck...my entire body was suddenly on sensory overload here.
Jocelyn was thrashing about wildly now, and then suddenly flipped like a gymnast onto her back again. This time I didn't duck, or even flinch. Had I done that, Val would have most likely bitten my cock off. As it was, I could only stand there staring. Val's mother suddenly yanked the prick out of her cunt, literally tossing it. And as she did, a stream of liquid suddenly exploded from her pussy, not just once, but several times, easily shooting several feet across the bed hitting the floor.
"Oh...my...god!" I cried out upon seeing that, and simultaneously felt my own cock's release, not even attempting to warn Val of it, not even really aware that I was until it was happening. I simply succumbed to the unbelievable ecstasy I was now feeling as torrents of my nectar filled Val's still hungrily sucking mouth. I finally pried my eyes open, only then ducking well below the window, fearful now that her mother had likewise climaxed, she might be more aware of her surroundings, and hence anyone peering in.
Even then, my mind didn't register what I was seeing as it looked almost silly. Val's cheeks bulging..as though holding her breath. She looked up at me, and then with both hands on either side of her cheeks, she pressed them in. It was like watching someone popping a gigantic, really nasty looking pimple. As soon as she did that, all the cum she'd been holding in her mouth came flying out, flying everywhere at once, coating me...her, and half the wall we were standing in front of now.
"Cool huh?" She grinned.
Once more I just stood there staring at her, no intelligible response coming to mind.
"So...did you see mom cum? See her squirt? Wild isn't it?"
That was an understatement...but then again. So was Val. "You're crazy...you know that?"
She winked, dribbled some more cum from the corners of her mouth allowing it to drip down onto those magnificent tits of hers, though there was plenty of spunk still clinging to them from the pimple pop she'd just emulated.
"Come on. Help me put the bench back before mom sees us out here."
That was enough to shrivel my dick in a hurry, though it was also all the prompting I needed to do that too. In a flash, we were back through the gate and into my house once again, though it still took me a while to calm down even after managing to do that.
"Well...where do you want to go from here?" Val asked as she picked up her bucket of cleaning supplies.
And I found myself asking the very same question.
To be continued...
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Though the house was pretty much clean, the majority of the rooms I actually planned on using, now spotless, Val was determined to finish cleaning every room. Heading downstairs to the only partially finished basement, I soon after followed her down. One of the projects on my "things to do list" was in fact finishing some repair work down there that had been neglected for years now.
Just before his death, my father had in fact framed in one room that he had intended on using for a much larger den and family recreation room. All that got done was putting up some sheet rock, which had never been painted. On the opposite side of one wall, it had been the intent to establish a small guest bedroom, but sheet rock had never been hung in that room, so it remained framed is about all. Now it was merely storage for a bunch of needless odds and ends. After dad's death, mom saw no point in finishing what he'd begun as the house was big enough for her as it was. And since she had no intention of ever moving, or selling the place, she saw no point in having it finished either. Now however, it was back on the list again. If anything, finishing the basement would enhance the sale price of the house should I soon decide to sell it as opposed to living here. Something I still hadn't as yet decided. Either way, it still needed to be done.
Val has just finished scrubbing down the laundry room, coming out just as I entered the still as yet unfinished storage room. Just before I had moved out, most of my belongings I had stored down here on a temporary basis. As I began moving out, pushing things aside and such, I had inadvertently punched a hole through the dry wall. It wasn't a big one, but in all these years it had remained unrepaired. I had decided to patch it from the unfinished side, as it would be less noticeable on the other side of the wall when it came to actually painting it.
I stood looking at the small hole trying to decide which was the best way to approach this when Val saddled up beside me. She had that look in her eyes again.
"You planning on fixing that?"
"Yeah I am...why?"
"Don't do it yet...I want to see something first," she asked. I looked at her inquisitively. Taking my hand in hers, she led me from that room into the adjoining room where we once again stood in front of the small hole. She stood back eying me and the hole respectively, smiling. "Make your dick hard," she said simply.
"What? Why?"
"Because I want you to stick it through the hole there. I think it's the perfect height."
"Yeah right," I laughed thinking she was simply pulling my leg here, but that damned look in her eyes said otherwise.
"Haven't you ever heard of a whorey hole?" She asked.
"I think they're called glory holes, not whorey holes," I corrected.
"Whatever. I still want you to do that. I think it would be fun, and even you might find it interesting, not knowing what it is I'm about to do to you."
"I think the whole point of a whorey hole," I paused, though continuing rather than correcting myself. "Is that you're not supposed to know the person on the other side of the wall. Obviously I would, as you would."
"Oh come on. Don't be a spoilsport. It could be fun. And I promise I will make it worth your while!"
I was determined to put my foot down on this one, and refuse. The thought of actually sticking my prick through the dry wall seemed absurd, and utterly ridicules. I am sure the look on my face said as much, even before I began to speak. Which is when Val started playing with her breasts, one hand slithering down between her legs as she simultaneously began touching herself that way too.
"This make you horny?" She asked. "Watching me, playing with myself? Or even better...feeling my tits wrapped around that nasty hard cock of yours, stroking it with them?"
Just the thought of that made me shiver. That was something she hadn't done, nor had my ex-wife much cared for it either. So it had remained for me one of those silly, yet hot erotic fantasies that I enjoyed feeling for whatever reason.
"So if I actually stick my dick through that hole, you're saying you'll titty-fuck me?"
"Amongst other things...yes," she grinned, knowing damn good and well I was going to now.
I still felt silly. Yet on the other hand, knowing that I was about to have my cock sandwiched between Val's soft pliant breasts had caused it to stiffen almost immediately. And though I wouldn't actually see her doing it, which is part of what I liked, the odd realization that I would still feel it, and thus be forced to try and envision it, suddenly seemed rather appealing. And besides, if I did this now. I was willing to bet she'd let me do it again another time while I WAS watching. With only a single sheet of sheet rock separating the two rooms, this wouldn't be all that difficult. And surprisingly enough, stepping up to it, I was at the perfect height, just as Val had already surmised. Even so, I still felt stupid hugging the wall as I stepped up to it, sliding my dick through the hole which was just big enough to allow me to do so without rubbing it against the actual sheetrock.
"Fucking hot!" She squealed watching as I did that, and then ran from the room into the adjoining one.
I stood there with my face pressing against the dry wall. Already my once hard dick was beginning to grow a bit flaccid. And then suddenly...it felt like heaven on the other side of the wall!
I could hear her clearly and easily from my side. "That looks really, really nasty!" She giggled. "I love the way your hard cock looks sticking through the hole here!" I could feel her soft flesh encompassing my shaft, imaging what it must have looked like from her side, feeling it on mine. Her twin slopes surrounding, pressing, and beginning to move up and down my shaft, causing me to buckle in the knees just a bit, even shaking as I stood there.
"You like that huh?" She laughed once again, as I now heard her spit, and then felt it as she added some welcome lubrication to the titty-fuck she was giving me. Though it wasn't long before I was producing some lubrication of my own, which I now felt as she pressed one of her hard tipped nipples against the head of my leaking cock, smearing that around.
I felt her suddenly pull away however, thinking she had satisfied her curiosity, though surprised to find myself wishing she hadn't stopped yet. And though no-where's near close to actually climaxing, the thought of spurting off through the wall seemed just decadent enough for me to want to do it.
And then I felt something else.
It was another warm, wet...delicious sensation. And I knew then she had sucked my cock into her mouth again. Or thought she had for a moment as she spoke, making me realize that wasn't physically possible. "Oh god...that's good!" She moaned loudly and deeply on her side of the wall. "You like that baby?" She cooed wantonly. "You like the way my pussy feels sliding up and down your horny hard cock?"
Jesus! I was fucking her! I actually had my dick inside this young woman's cunt. Talk about a delicious, unexpected surprise here! But it was frustrating as well too. On the one hand, I was ready to climb through that little hole in the wall just so I could see it, see my prick sliding in and out of what now felt unbelievably pleasurable. And yet...the way she was pumping me, moving up and down, back and forth, and even side to side as I stood there straining against the wall, was something I didn't want her to stop doing either.
"Yes! Yes! Oh fuck yes baby!" I cried out trying to somehow force even more of myself through that damn hole, though I needn't have worried as Val ground herself against me, ensuring that as much as I could put inside her was, save for the inch or so of the damn fucking whorey hole separating the two of us.
"Can't cum in me baby," she called back towards me. "Not that it's not safe, because it is. But I want to watch you squirt through the wall," she explained. "So tell me baby...tell me when your hard, hot naughty cock can't take it anymore, so I can watch you cum...free hand."
Val continued to grind against me for a moment more until I felt her pussy liquefy, and knew damn good and well she was having a nice little orgasm of her own. That...followed up by her deep shallow moans of pleasure that rang out like music to my ears. It was all I could take, hearing that, feeling her slick, slippery pussy as it squished wickedly around my now very saturated prick.
"Fuck! I'm gonna cum!" I actually screamed, not caring even if the neighbors heard me at this point. Almost immediately, she extricated herself from me of course, timing the moment almost perfectly. I now felt only the coolness of the air in the next room, made more so by the liquid moisture clinging to my now bare prick, which she'd left there. I felt the first massive, powerful squirt explode from the tip of my cock, followed by another, and another as I stood there pressing against the wall. On the other side, the squeals of delight as Val stood watching me, seeing my cock throb, dance, spurt...throb again, spurting again, over and over and over. Even I was amazed at the number of spunk spurts my prick seemed to be tossing into the next room.
"That was amazing baby! You should see the floor!" She giggled aloud. "I'm gonna need the mop again!"
**
At her urging, I left the hole in the wall unrepaired. She told me she wanted to try it again at least one more time before I actually fixed it. Though thankfully, not today. Which in a weird sense, told me that there'd be more fucking at some point. Though I honestly hoped now, the next time we did, I'd be actually watching it.
By now it was early evening and we'd again managed to accomplish a lot in a relatively short period of time. And...we were both starving too, though I'd already tossed out the idea of ordering pizza again. She almost seemed disappointed when I told her that. Almost.
"How about burgers then?" She asked anxiously. I was actually in the mood for that. It just so happened that there was an obscure little burger joint less than a mile away. One that I'd always enjoyed going to. Unlike most of the chain restaurants, these guys knew how to charbroil and burger, and even went so far as to give you a side dish filled with fresh condiments on the side that you could place on your burger yourself. Not to mention home cut fries that were the best I'd ever tasted from any place.
"Sounds good to me too," I told her. "So you'd better get dressed..."
I quickly threw on a tee shirt and a pair of shorts, meeting Val at the door. Once more, she stood there wearing the same cut off outfit she'd first worn when she came over. Breasts barely covered, and even without looking to check, I was fairly sure she wasn't wearing a bra this time. There was still one hanging up in my bathroom, so I was pretty sure she hadn't bothered wearing another one when she came over this morning. We soon jumped in my car and headed off down the street. As always, the place was busy so we had to wait for a moment in line, even after placing our order. As we sat there, three cars ahead of us, and several behind now, Val smiled. That wicked gleam in her eye again.
"Oh no!" I actually said, even as she leaned over towards me, hands already groping at my fly. "Not here...no way."
"Just until we pull up to get the order," she said. "Come on Mark, let me play with your dick. You know you want me to."
God help me I did. "Ok, but just until it's our turn, then you have to behave yourself. Promise me...no trying to fondle my cock in front of the clerk at the window...ok?"
She frowned.
"Ok?"
"Ok...promise." But her eyes said otherwise.
Admittedly, it was deliciously nasty sitting there in the front seat of my car, Val playfully stroking my cock, which she'd freed. I glanced a couple of times in the rearview mirror, wondering if the people behind me were curious about what was going on. They appeared to be, especially as Val wasn't exactly making it too secret that she was doing something. Soon however the car in front of us finally got their order. Reluctantly, I pushed her hand away, though giving in to her request to leave my cock sticking out. I knew that the order clerk wouldn't be able to see anything, so I wasn't too nervous about doing that. "You promised," I reminded her as she sat back in her own seat finally, though still frowning at me...sort of.
"Twelve eighty-five," the young kid at the window told me as I handed over a ten and a five to him. He handed me back the change. "It'll be just a minute," he added to that, closing the window and headed off to finish preparing our order. I looked over at Val again, but she was indeed behaving herself. Though still smiling in that way that she did that told you she was up to something. "Here comes our order," she said looking at the window. I turned, the young kid just then opening the window, a drink in each hand. He leaned out just a bit, preparing to hand them to me, and damn near poured them through the window into my lap.
"What the hell?" I asked just managing to grab them, looking at him...glaring because of his inept ability to handle such an easy task. And then I saw his eyes, and knew almost immediately. I turned. Val was sitting there with her boobs showing. She'd pulled her top up just enough to reveal them, which she was only then pulling down again. Now I glared at her.
Of course, she was grinning at me. "I went to school with him," she stated. "Even tried asking me out once, until I heard he'd already spread the rumor that I'd already fucked him. Needless to say, I didn't show up for the date, and soon after let it be known to him that whatever chance he thought he might actually have in taking me out ever again...he'd just blown. Saw this as the perfect opportunity to show him what he missed out on."
I couldn't help myself. I actually laughed, just as he came back to the window again with the rest of our order. "Play with my cock," I said simply...quickly, just before he opened the window again. I saw the flash of wild surprise in her eyes, as she simultaneously lifted her shirt over her tits again, and grabbed for my dick. I lifted up in my seat, as though struggling to accept the bag he now tried handing to me. His eyes popped open wide, seeing not only her tits again, but also clearly seeing my hard cock with her hand wrapped around it. Only she then did one even better. She leaned all the way over, sucking it into her mouth as I took the bag, placing it on the other side of her, turned and smiled at him. "Thank you," I said. And then put the car into gear. We drove off, dinner in hand, and me being treated to a rather nice blow job all the way home.
**
I was almost...almost glad when Val went home. It had been a long hectic day, and I was nearing exhaustion. The good news was that the house was pretty much clean. I still had a few major projects to finish working on which would keep me plenty busy during the rest of the week that I had off. Fixing the air conditioning now at the top of the list, though I had assured Val I'd leave off doing anything about patching the hole in the drywall until such time as we'd tried that out again. Oddly, I wasn't sure when that would even be. Val had already informed me that she had plans for a good deal of the day, so the likelihood of even seeing her was remote. I certainly didn't have any expectations. And like I said, she had pretty much finished doing everything I had hired her on to do. About the only thing we had discussed was her coming over on Saturday's to do some general cleaning after this. And even that wouldn't continue for much longer than a month or two, when she would eventually head of to the University several hours away and start attending classes there.
It had been an interesting experience for me, in more ways than one. But it was clearly obvious it wouldn't continue on for much longer either. With no expectations of actually seeing Val the following day, I busied myself about the house, making several trips out to the hardware stores to gather up the additional materials I'd need. I had just finished hanging up my new shower curtain, (though I left Val's bra right where it was a as nice little memento for the time being) and sorted out the new bath towels and bath mats I had just purchased, when I heard the screen door open and close, and then Val calling out to me from below.
"Mark? You busy?" She called out.
"Up here!" I answered back, letting her know where I was. I fully expected then to hear the sound of her footsteps coming up the stairs towards the bedroom. But I heard nothing. Nothing at all. Curious, I wandered back down the stairs looking for her. Entering the kitchen, I stopped shaking my head, though smiling as I did that. I saw a pile of her clothes neatly folded and placed on the kitchen table. There was also a small hand written note, which she had folded with my name on it.
"I got you a little something," she had written. "Which is partially what I was out doing today. Meet me down stairs at the whorey hole, and I'll show you what it is. P.S. Take of your clothes first though, and then meet me."
I was surprised at how happy I was that she had showed up. But I didn't need to undress either. Maybe I'd been hoping she would pop in, and as such...I'd been doing a few odd jobs that I could still do indoors...naked. I grinned as I immediately headed downstairs.
"Val?" I called reaching the bottom of the stairs.
"In here," she greeted, quickly adding. "But close your eyes before you come in," she informed me. I did so, stepping towards the door, and then closing them as I entered. Almost immediately she was behind me. I then felt something silky soft suddenly being tied around my head, some sort of a blindfold as it appeared. "No peeking," she giggled excitedly. "Thought this might make things even more interesting." After securing my blindfold and ensuring that I couldn't see anything, she once again led me towards the hole in the wall. I was already fairly erect just in anticipation of what was to come. She giggled upon seeing that too. "Nice to see you're as aroused as I am." I felt her hand on my dick making it even harder as she guided me through the hole. "Now...give me your hands," she asked, which I did, and then felt her secure them behind my back with a pair of what had to be fuzzy fur handcuffs.
"You gotta be kidding me," I half complained, though allowing her this indulgence as she secured my hands behind my back.
"Trust me, you're gonna love this," she now added. After checking my blindfold once more, ensuring I couldn't see, and that it wouldn't slip off, she likewise checked the handcuffs again. "Not too tight?"
"No...they're fine."
"Ok, wait here," she laughed, and then I heard the pitter-patter of her footsteps leading out of the room and into the short hallway. I my mind's eye, I could already see her as she approached the hole my dick was sticking through on her side.
Moments later I felt the warmth of her soft mouth enveloping my prick. I felt the tingles as they traveled up and down my spine the way her tongue flickered over my glands, the swipes of her tongue back and forth, and then her pursed lips once more drawing me in, all the way down my rock hard shaft. The slow teasing pull as she drew me out again, and then down again. I moaned deeply, pressing myself even more fully against the wall.
"You like that huh? Feel good does it?" She asked, and only then did I feel her hands cupping my ass, one lowering down between my legs to gently cup and begin fondling my balls.
"What the fuck?" I exclaimed starting to pull away, but I now felt a hand on my shaft gripping me firmly on the other side, Val...standing behind me, now pressing herself against me that way, effectively pinning me.



"Don't freak," she said soothingly. "I thought you might enjoy this naughty little surprise I planned for you. It's was hot, seeing your reactions on this side, but I thought you might try and bolt when you discovered what I was up to."
"Who?" I stammered, the hand on the other side still holding me, though I again felt the person's mouth slowly sucking on the tip of my prick again, causing my knees to buckle slightly.
"That's part of the fun...you don't get to know. But no worries, nothing to be alarmed or concerned with. Trust me," she said again, though her reassurance did little if anything to make me feel better. Only the teasing pleasurable sensations I continued to feel eased my fears some. "Now relax, and enjoy it."
What choice did I have? On the other side of the wall, whoever it was...had a firm grip on my cock, and not about to let go of it either. Behind me, Val pressed, the sensation of her breasts digging furrows into my back, not to mention her hand still lightly gripping my balls at the moment. Thus, I was literally in no position to attempt to do anything, but enjoy it. And as I finally calmed down from the initial shock and surprise, I began doing just that, though my mind of course was going a hundred miles an hour, wondering who it was she'd enlisted into helping her do this. A thousand possibilities entered my mind. But fuck it felt good as I finally gave myself over to it.
"So tell me...what's she doing now?"
One slight concern...and mystery solved.
"She's...she's, sucking it, no...now, now she's licking it at the moment. Licking the head, slowly...ah, no, fast now."
"Keep going," she urged as I felt her hands reach around me now, finger tips caressing and tickling at the base of my shaft where she could reach, no more than an inch or so separating Val and the other woman as the two of them worked in unison, pleasuring me. "What's she doing now?"
"Ah fuck...stroking, stroking my shaft, and...and just sucking, just lightly sucking the tip of my prick now. Oh god...oh fuck, that's...that's good!" I moaned desperately. Though so did Val's fingers as she now guided them down through the crack of my ass, one hand back on my balls again, fingers dancing, teasing...threatening. I was shaking uncontrollably now, the sensations exquisite, rapturous and exciting.
"And now?" She asked moments later. "Do you feel her tight hot pussy yet?"
"Yessssssss!" I hissed, for it was precisely then that I was. The obvious difference in sensation unique. The sudden surrounding of even sweeter, softer, slick flesh now gathering in the tip of my cock, as though holding it. And then the slow almost torturous pleasure as the woman's cunt slowly drew my cock in until I was hilted inside her fully. I felt the grind of her pussy against me, the heat of it as it pulsated and contracted about my shaft before moving away again.
"God, this really is fucking hot, seeing it from this side," she sighed herself, the sounds of her own slippery pussy being worked now, her fingers obviously dancing within. "But I need to taste and feel you too," she stated. "So be a good boy, and don't try moving away or doing anything," she warned me. I could only stand there still feeling my cock being fucked as she left the room, joining her unknown companion. I again heard footsteps, but not before feeling Val's mouth as it took over sucking and tickling my shaft. Though she continued to speak to me through the wall.
"Just think Mark," she spoke to me from her side. "At the moment, I'm licking another woman's pussy juice off your stiff prick. How's that grab you? Turn you on that I am?" Just then I felt soft hands once more caressing my ass, cupping it, squeezing it, and likewise traveling down between my legs, finger tips just grazing my now very tight ball sack. I groaned through the wall, my cheek hard pressed against it.
"Hmm, that sounds naughty from this side. I take it you like what she's doing to you?"
I groaned again in answer to that. Just as I felt Val's pussy likewise slithering over and down my shaft.
"Just remember baby...no coming inside me. Want to see that again...actually, we both do. So if you reach the point where you just can't handle it any more, make sure you say something ok?"
"Ok..." I just barely managed, though nearly losing it anyway as I now felt a tongue on my ass, exploring me there in the most unexpected and delightful of ways. "Holy shit!" I flinched, and then sighed pleasurably again, stars already beginning to form as my knees buckled.
"You better get in here!" Val called out to her unnamed accomplice. "I have a feeling he's not going to last much longer."
I felt oddly alone, in a very strange way, the sound of bare feet once again making their way out of the room, joining Val on the other side of the wall. But then I felt heaven again, as two sets of lips and tongues began to dance and explore me simultaneously. If I could have crawled through that hole in the wall, I would have. One mouth nibbling, or licking...the other sucking, and then tongue-flicking. On and on it went, back and forth at times, and then at times I felt and sensed as mouths came together, almost kissing, my steel prick sandwiched in between.
And then it was there. I actually fought it, strained to keep myself from spurting, pressed against the wall as I was, even holding my breath to some extent, trying to delay the urge...the inevitable, all to no avail.
"Oh fuck! FUCK!" I screamed out loud, alerting them that I was about to explode. I continued to feel two differing hands on my cock. But the stroke was almost maddening. Just a very slow torturous pull up...and then down. It seemed like an eternity even then, but then suddenly the electric shock deep down inside my balls. The fiery surge of release. The mind blinding eruption of exquisite pleasure. The intensity of my ejaculate traveling up my shaft, almost as slowly as the hands that continued to stroke me. I could even see it, imagine it as it happened. The mutual combined giggles of delight now on the other side of the wall. The first time I could partially distinguish the sound of another woman's voice, though no words were spoken.
"Oh my god! Look at that! Look at that! Come baby, come. That's it! Squirt it baby, squirt it! Keep going baby, that's it...that's it, oh yeah baby...squirt baby. Squirt!"
**
Val had briefly poked her head inside the door where I had slithered down the wall, now sitting bare-assed naked on the floor. "I'll be right back," she said with her patented giggle, and then I listened as two pairs of feet hurriedly ran up the steps into the kitchen area. I could hear low voices speaking, but couldn't make sense out of anything being said, nor could I even begin to imagine from any of that who the girl was who'd been with her. I then heard the screen door open and closing, followed by just one pair of footsteps coming back down again.
She came over immediately, undoing my handcuffs first. By now my hands were aching, but I was in an even bigger hurry for her to pull the blindfold off. When she did, I was surprised to see that she had dressed again.
"Sorry, can't stay to play. I promised mom I'd get the grocery shopping done and pick up something for dinner tonight. Hope you don't mind, sure had a good time though," she said kissing me on the cheek, and then turning heading back towards the door again. She stopped however, looking back at me. And then at the wall again. "I do hope you'll leave it like that for a bit. You never know." And with that, she was gone.
**
I didn't see Val until the following afternoon. By then, I'd managed to finally fix the air conditioning. At least now I could sit comfortably naked without sweating. But even more interesting, Val had turned me into a morning person. I'd get up, have a coffee and get busy on my projects. It was amazing. By noon I had usually accomplished everything I'd set out to do. Val would bring lunch, or make it, and then we would. She had even come up with a new game for us to enjoy. "Fuck in every room," she'd simply called it. So we started out that very day doing it on the kitchen counter, and then on the kitchen table. And though it really wasn't two rooms, Val said it still counted, so we managed to cross two rooms off our list that day.
We had made it about half way through every room in the house (not counting the closets thank god) saving the downstairs for the weekend, where I was honestly in hopes of perhaps another repeat performance with her and her still unknown friend. When she didn't come over Saturday at all, I was actually starting to get worried, though at least she called me way late in the afternoon, telling me she'd explain everything on Sunday to me, when she did come over. I could tell by the tone in her voice that something was up.
Even more so when she came over late Sunday morning, and didn't even take her clothes off the moment she came in like she usually did. Unfortunately, I had...sitting at the kitchen table drinking coffee with a woody. But seeing the expression on her face, that hope and thought went immediately out the window.
"What's up?" I asked worriedly now, wondering if we'd been found out or something. But it wasn't us that had been found out.
"Mom kicked dad out of the house," she began. "I warned her, even told her...but she didn't believe me. Come to find out, dad wasn't even in a bowling league. Mom discovered last week that the league he claimed to be bowling on, finished up two weeks ago. She finally confronted him with it last night. And of course, he finally confessed after lying about it for a while even then. Finally said he wouldn't see the woman any more...yada, yada, yada. But mom had already decided that enough was enough...so she kicked him out."
"Damn Val. I'm sorry to hear that," I told her, though greatly relieved it didn't have anything to do with us, though it certainly had affected us as she obviously didn't appear to be in the mood for doing anything. And naturally, I felt a bit awkward and sheepish sitting there like I was, even though I no longer had an erection at least.
"Yeah, and not so much them splitting up that worries me. I mean I've honestly been expecting it to happen a lot sooner than it did to be perfectly honest about it. What's bothering me the most though, is I'll be going off to school here before too long. Which means...mom will be home all alone. And though she says her backs a lot better, it still bothers her some. And I'm worried about her doing something, and throwing her back out again."
"Tell you what Val. You tell your mom, if she needs help doing anything, just to let me know, and I'll come over and do it for her. Either before work, or the moment I get home. How's that sound?"
Val's face lit up in relief. "Really? You'll do that? You'll keep an eye out on mom for me so I don't have to worry?"
"I promise...I will," I assured her. The moment I said that, she reached down, pulling the tank top she had on up and over her head.
"So...how about we start out in the bathroom today?" She grinned wickedly. It was nice seeing that look in her eyes again for one thing. And my cock thought that too as it immediately began to stiffen again. "Only, let's do it all over the place in there," she added to that. "I want to show you what I like doing with the shower massage you have for starters. After that, I want to sit in your lap and fuck you on the toilet seat. Then...I want to sit on the counter while you fuck me there, so we can also watch ourselves in the mirror while we're doing it."
I was hard as a rock as I followed her cute naked ass up the stairs. She laughed, seeing her bra still draped over the shower rod in the bathroom. "I like that," she said. "Sort of makes me feel at home here."
"Glad you do. And trust me, it's not going anywhere either, not until you take it that is." She kissed me then. Deeply, passionately, lovingly. Different than she ever had before, and I kissed her back, just as passionately. I was then treated to quite a show, watching her as she pleasured herself in the shower, holding the vibrating shower massage against her pussy until she came that way. After that joining me on the toilet seat, not even bothering to dry off, just jumping on, sliding down, where we fucked until I finally stood up, picking her up, still impaled on my shaft. I then carried her over to the vanity counter, sitting her down on that where we proceeded to fuck our brains out, all the while looking over at ourselves in the mirror as we did.
It was the first time she let me come inside her. It was the first time we actually made love, although it was still in a rather strange spot. But then...that was Val. Nothing with her was considered normal, nor too depraved either really.
We managed to get through every room in the house easily. And many more than once. We'd even enjoyed the "whorey-hole" again as I now called it, though we didn't have anyone join us again for that one. I'd pretty much decided that was a onetime thing, which was fine too as it had worried me a little as to who her friend had been, and if word might eventually circulate about that.
We spent the last night we really had together, making love all night long. And though I knew she'd be back every couple of months or so to see her mom, and me...it was proving to be very difficult. Val had indeed made me feel alive again, better about myself. Not to mention I was looking better too. All that exercise...
For the first time in a long time as Saturday drew near. I knew I'd be doing my own house cleaning for a change. With Val away at school now, I was missing her even more. The weekends now boring. Boring as hell. Though in her honor, I didn't bother getting dressed either, purposely staying naked as I geared up for doing the more mundane house cleaning chores at least. Along with the laundry. I was just carting the hamper down from upstairs when I heard a knock on my back screen door.
"Crap!" I said to myself, wondering who it might be for one, half startled by hearing the all too familiar knock to begin with. But then realizing I was naked, and thus opened the inner door peering around it, looking outside.
I think my mouth fell open.
"Hi. Val told me you would probably appreciate a little help with the housecleaning." Jocelyn stood there with a feather duster in her hand. It was all she had...on. "May I come...in?" she had paused...grinning.
Now where had I seen THAT look before?
"Ah...sure," I said stepping back inviting her in. She smiled upon seeing me.
"I take it you were about to do the laundry?" I nearly fell over the hamper, which I had sat down beside me as I turned to let her fully into the house before any other noisy neighbors saw her...or me. I nodded my head as I regained my balance. "Good place to start then...down stairs," she winked.
She might have been older, but Jocelyn had a fine looking ass herself. I picked up the hamper following.
"I do hope you didn't get around to fixing the hole yet."
I know I nearly tripped, quickly recovering though. "Ah no...not yet. And no intentions of ever doing so either."
"Good," she said simply...and walked down stairs.
**
There's a mirror now that hangs over the hole. Maybe it hangs just a little lower than normal, but it serves a purpose. Several actually. It's a finished den now too, nice and comfy where I spend most of my evenings, or rather Jocelyn and I do anyway. And if you're wondering. Yes. Val still comes to visit. Though aside from an occasional experience at the Whorey-hole, my relations remain separate with the two of them.
And oh yeah, before I forget. Val's bra still hangs over the shower rod in my bathroom.
Along with her mothers.
It feels homey here again.
-End-
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She is me... Chapter One
I was standing in the baggage claim at the airport waiting for my cousin Faye. It had been nearly a year since I had seen her last, something we had always enjoyed doing. As cousins go, we were very close. Perhaps not nearly as close as I'd fantasized about, but we were close. We enjoyed one another's company, and always looked forward to these almost too short visits.
The thing about Faye was, she was flirtatious as hell around me. Very often our conversations were filled with innuendos, flirtatious banter back and forth. And comfortable enough, that there was very little we couldn't discuss with one another, including our current (or in my case) not so current sex-lives. But it had never gone beyond that. Though I wasn't sure that with a little more effort on either one of our parts, it possibly could have. Even our kisses in greeting had been chaste. Sure, affectionate yes, but never once had we locked lips in such a way that we'd qualify for being "kissing-cousins", as much as I would have liked that.
I stood waiting, watching the escalator for her to finally appear. When she did, she saw me at almost the same moment I saw her. Her immediate smile lighting up the room, or so it seemed anyway. The fact she hadn't changed much was no surprise. Long brown hair, same color as my own, that fell easily and comfortably about her slim frame. Faye had sparkling blue eyes, a smile that could melt any man, and a body to match, though I'd never gotten much of a look at it outside of a few times when she'd worn a bikini around me. It had been enough however to light the fires of many long evenings just fantasizing about her. I guess you could say she had 34C, or large B cup breasts. Either way, they looked bigger than they probably were on her curvy frame. The fact she enjoyed showing them off to some extent was another one of those flirtatious kinds of teases of hers. The fact she had come to visit with me, and dressed as sexy as she was (at least I thought so anyway) just reaffirmed the kind of relationship we had with one another. I noticed almost immediately the somewhat short pleated blue skirt she had on, along with the tight form fitting pull over sweater that was a complimentary color of blue, low cut just enough to give hint at the swell of her sensual breasts.
I almost broke through the barrier just to gather her up in my arms in order to hug her. But she saved me the embarrassment of doing that by rushing through the obstacle course in order to get to me first. In seconds we were hugging one another almost crazily. I am sure that people who were standing around us thought us to be a couple, separated for a time perhaps for some unknown reason. I honestly wished it was actually like that.
"So Faye, how was the flight?" I asked, still holding her hand as we made our way over to the carousel to await the arrival of her luggage.
"Too long," she laughed. "I'm looking forward to a nice hot shower, and something decent to eat. And not necessarily in that order either!" She grinned, once more hugging me to her. It was hard not to notice the press of her full breasts against me as she did that. And I again wondered if she wasn't getting some sort of a kick out of doing that to begin with. I'd never tried to hide the fact I was a bit of a breast man, and had even once commented on hers when we'd gotten into a discussion about things like that. I'd told her then, I thought she had an amazing body, and any man lucky enough to land her one day would make me jealous upon doing that.
She had laughed of course, once more leaning over to give me an affectionate kiss on the cheek. But I had felt the press and near caress of her breasts against my bare arm that time too. Like I said, Faye could tease me to death in the most subtle of ways, though I think we both knew damn good and well what she was doing to me.
It wasn't long before we had piled her luggage in the backseat of my car, quickly getting onto the freeway from there for the short thirty-minute drive back to my place. We were both anxious to get there of course, and by the looks of it, just a few minutes ahead of the normal rush hour traffic. We were doing our usual catch-up when I just happened to catch unexpected movement out of the corner of my eye. That's when I looked over towards Faye and whatever it was that didn't seem normal.
In hindsight. It's just like everyone says. Suddenly everything I remember seemed to be happening in slow motion. Whoever was driving the other car, came up the on ramp at a much higher rate of speed than even we were traveling. And maybe, he/she didn't see us, I don't honestly know. All I do know, is Faye suddenly aware that something wasn't right either, looking over, and then screaming. Though I'm not sure I remember the scream, maybe because we both were. I do remember looking over to my left, but there was another car in the lane next to me, though I didn't have time to react even if there hadn't been. Once again...in slow motion, I heard and then felt the sudden impact of the car slamming into us, the screech of breaks being applied, though too little too late. If anything, I honestly believe that had made it worse. Clipping the back corner of our car, sending us into what initially was a tailspin. And then after that, we were weightless. I know the car rolled, though I have no idea how many times, or what actually happened after that.
What I did see, when I realized I was looking...scared the hell out of me.
**
And just like some of the other stories you've maybe heard, I found myself looking down at myself, or at the scene rather. I don't know how much time had actually passed. But I was fully aware of emergency vehicles parked all over the place. I was on some kind of a gurney, though still laying on the ground, I had a neck brace on, and strapped down, but it was also obvious they were still working on me. In a panic, I looked around for Faye. She too was being attended to a short distance away from where I was. How she had gotten there, I had no clue, but the paramedics with her had already lifted up her sweater, they'd applied one of those emergency defibrillators and were in the process of charging it.
"Clear!" Someone shouted. In an instant, I was somehow magically right by her side, looking down. I watched as her body jerked from the electrical shock she'd just been given, and then everyone looking at some sort of a monitor. "Charging again," someone else spoke, though that's when I saw the strangest of things. This little blue white light seemed to suddenly leave her body, like a little sphere of some sort. The moment it did, I could sense her presence, including her emotions. She seemed bewildered, confused, incoherent, though I was beginning to feel a little bit of that myself.
"Are we dead?" I asked her as much as myself, but perhaps that question, unexpectedly asked as well as received, confused her even more. Like I said, I could feel all that, sense it, as that little light streaked off as though trying to get away from me, heading right over to where I was still laying there on the ground.
And then I was chasing her, just as someone else called out, "Hit him again!"
"Faye!" I yelled, or thought I did anyway. And it was just enough to get her attention perhaps, because her little light seemed to hover, shudder and then oddly enough, evaporate, just as they hit me with another electrical surge. I saw Faye's little light suddenly drawn into my body, followed almost immediately after that with someone else saying..."We have a pulse!"
Talk about weird. I mean I know I was still floating there above all this. But now I was watching as my body drew breath, though they quickly applied an oxygen mask to my face, finally bringing the cart I was on up off the ground, now rolling me towards one of the waiting ambulances. I turned, looking back to where Faye was still laying, once more suddenly right there, right beside her.
"Still nothing," someone said. "She's gone."
"NO!" I screamed. "She's not gone...she's in me!"
"Try it again," one of the other paramedic's demanded. "Charging!"
I knew then...it was now or never. Even as the electrical charge hit her body, I was willing myself to enter her. It was like swimming through Jell-O for a lack of a better explanation. I felt like I was going to suffocate in fact, as though holding my breath, which maybe I was. I then I heard someone else saying..."She's back."
**
Once again, I didn't remember any of this at first. What I do remember initially is suddenly waking up in a hospital room. I was sore from head to toe, my head pounding, at first my eyes blurry like I'd been asleep for days. But they gradually cleared and I first noticed a woman Doctor standing at the foot of my bed looking down at me. She was smiling.
"Ah good...you're finally awake."
I vaguely remembered the accident. "Where's Faye? How is she?"
The Doctor looking at me, now frowning just a bit. A look of obvious concern on her face.
"You're going to be fine," she assured me in soothing tones, though I could still detect a bit of uncertainty in her tone of voice. "You probably suffered a severe concussion, but aside from a few other bumps and bruises, I'd say you came away damn lucky. No doubt the air bags and seat belts saved both of your lives."
"So she's...ok?"
Once more, Doctor nameless looked at me, and then came over with one of those penlights, peering into my eyes.
"Do you know what day it is?" She asked.
Even I wondered about that for a moment. Maybe I had been out of it for longer than what I thought. "Friday?" I questioned uncertain. Doctor no name nodded her head. "Correct. Now tell me...when's your birthday?"
I almost told her mine. Which is about the same instant I looked down, saw that the sheet that was covering me wasn't exactly flat. I lifted my hand, looking it is as though seeing a stranger for the first time. My nails were polished! And then everything came flooding back to me.
"Faye? Are you ok?" The Doctor asked, truly concerned and worried now.
"March 17th," I responded quickly. "1987." I took a breath, just as she did, looking a bit more relaxed now. "Please tell me...where's Howard? And how's he doing?"
"He's still in ICU. He didn't fare nearly as well as you did. But I can assure you; he's going to be all right. We did have to operate to repair a pretty badly damaged broken arm, but with some physical therapy, he should retain full use of it again. He's also got some cracked ribs, but beyond a few additional bumps and bruises, nothing life threatening. As soon as he comes out of the anesthesia, I'll let you know. Now...try and get a little more sleep. I'll be back to check on you again in just a bit here. Is there anything I can have one of the nurses get for you before I go?" She then asked.
Obviously I was relieved to hear I was ok. Or rather that Faye was. Though even that thought was a bit confusing to me. I still hadn't wrapped my mind around the idea that I was currently residing in her body, and that she was in mine. Though thankfully at least, she was still under the affects of the anesthesia. I could only imagine what she'd be thinking and wondering when she finally did come out of it. Unfortunately, I didn't have the luxury of worrying about that just yet.
"Some water maybe? And I really would like to pee."
"I'll send for one of the nurses," she said smiling at me once again. "And get you a bed pan to use."
"I don't need or want a bed pan. I can make it to the bathroom myself." I struggled to sit up, swing my legs out off the side of the bed. Which is when I discovered a whole bunch of new things.
The only way I can really compare it, is like when you've just gone out and bought a brand new car. Something you've never driven before. Something with a whole bunch of new dials and switches and buttons to push. Sure, eventually you'll get the hang of it. But you turn on the wipers instead of the lights. Which is essentially what I did. When your mind is used to driving a hundred and eighty pound muscle car, and suddenly you're in this really streamlined economy model, the mental exertion I used to power it was as they say...over kill. I literally propelled myself off the side of the bed, crashing onto the floor before I'd even realized what had happened to me.
"Ah huh..." Doctor no name said, coming over to help me stand up again, placing me back onto the bed with a very stern expression on her face. "Like I said, we'll wait for the nurse if you insist on going into the bathroom. Obviously, you're still not yourself yet."
That was a major understatement.
"Ok," I sheepishly said, seeing the logic in that now. This truly was going to take some getting used to. I waited patiently until the nurse finally arrived, and actually did help me make it across the room into the bathroom. Talk about disoriented. Faye was maybe five-five? Far shorter than I was to be sure. And it was a weird perspective for me, seeing the world through her eyes, on her scale of things. Not my scale. It was as though the floor had lifted or something, making it difficult for me to gain a positive balance. This was going to be a lot harder than I had originally thought.
"That's it...slowly. One step at a time," The nurse was telling me as we finally reached the bathroom.
"I can take it from here now," I assured her as we reached the door.
"Sorry, not until you've made it the rest of the way," she informed me. "I'll stand here until you do. After that, I'll be right outside waiting for you," she then added to that.
Somehow, I actually made it without doing a face plant.
But the best was yet to come.
**
Now don't laugh, but I caught the name on her badge. "Jackie". So yeah, nurse Jackie stood there in the doorway looking back at me. And I of course was bound and determined to accomplish all this by myself without the need of any further help. First things first however, which was also no easy feat. I reached behind, undoing the tie holding my hospital gown together, or attempting to, though it seemed to have turned into a knot.
"Need some help?"
"No...I've got it," I said in frustration, basically giving up, simply reaching down and then bunching up my gown as I then reached down lifting the toilet seat. I then reached down...
"Holy shit!" I actually cried out. And of course Nurse Jackie came running over.
"What? What's wrong?" She said looking, just as I was. Expecting to see something maybe, though I had been too. But not exactly the same thing I'd been expecting to see, which wasn't there any more. Well...it was, hopefully...just not on me, or rather Faye I guess upon thinking about it.
"Ah nothing, never mind," I said spinning around, actually sitting down now. Nurse Jackie looked knowingly at me.
"Did you...are you starting your period?" She now inquired as though this was the source of my sudden exasperation and alarm.
"Ah no. I thought for a moment I might be, but I'm not. I'm good. Now...if I could be given some private time here? I might be here for a while," I told her.
Still hesitant to leave me all by myself, she finally stepped back through the doorway. "There's a call button there on your left. Use it when you're ready to go back to your bed, and don't even think about doing so yourself, or next time you WILL be using the bedpan instead. Understood?"
I nodded my head as she closed the door, and sat there quietly, listening until I was sure she had actually left.
It was time to actually have a look at myself. Or rather at Faye I guess. And strange that thought too in a way. I felt a little like a Peeping Tom, a bit of a pervert, about to commit an act of violation if you will. Sure it was me inside this body, but it wasn't my body. It was my cousins. The body I had long lusted after. And now, here I was in full and complete possession of it in ways that I could never have even dreamed of. Across the way over the sink stood a mirror. I hadn't as yet even seen myself. Yet again another shock and surprise. Standing up once more, walking over towards the sink, almost afraid too. I think I even peered in at first, as though expecting to see me, not Faye. But it was Faye. And it was me too. Sure, it was her face, her eyes...her look. But it was me looking.
"Good god!" I heard myself saying, seeing the words formed, though spoken by her mouth, her voice, even though it was me...Howard, thinking and saying them. Seeing HER face looking back at me was unnerving to say the least. And it really did feel like I was spying on her, violating her in someway. And yet...I couldn't help myself. Though the mirror only allowed me to see myself from the chest up, it was too much of a temptation. I had to see. I had to see my tits...Faye's tits. Lifting up the gown around my neck, I stood there staring at what I had up until now, only imagined, only fantasized about. Her boobs were near perfect, at least in my mind. I stood staring at them, taking in their shape, finally seeing her nipples, not quite the way I'd imagined them to actually look like perhaps, yet close enough. They were a light tan in color, small areolas, small but nice looking nipples that began to harden and lengthen almost from the moment I had lifted the gown. In seconds they were erect, a bit thicker obviously aroused. I had to cup them, hold them, feel the weight of her firm full breasts in my hands. Once again it was eerie, holding a pair of breasts from this angle, feeling this unfamiliar balance on my chest, understanding for the first time perhaps what it felt like for most women now who had large breasts.
I of course wanted to see more, experience more, but unable to really do so. I could look down between her legs, see what was obviously (unexpectedly so) a bare pussy. But even bending forward a bit to look was almost painful. I had wrenched my back, or rather she had. These very thoughts still confusing to me, disorienting as I tried to keep separate the thoughts and feelings I was having. The mechanics of being in her body however, a constant reminder that this body wasn't mine...though for how long it would remain that way was yet unknown. A sudden knock on the door a reminder I had been in here long enough.
"Faye?"
"Yeah, almost done...just a minute," I called out, lowering my gown again, turning on the faucet to wash my hands before opening the door. I was greeted with a furrowed brow. "I'm fine," I assured nurse Jackie. "I'm feeling better by the minute in fact." Even so she helped me walk back over to the bed, though I managed to do so, far more comfortable in this body now than I had been, obviously getting used to it. "So how long do I have to be here?" I now asked.
"At least tonight, for observation," she informed me. "We'll see after that come tomorrow."
"Any news about my cousin?"
"Not yet, he's still in recovery. We'll let you know the moment he wakes up however."
She left soon after that. Once again leaving me with more questions and curiosities than I had answers for. And worse...now I really did have to pee.
**
It was far more difficult just laying there in bed than one could possibly think. Though the TV was on in my room, I wasn't watching it. My mind currently awash with other feelings and concerns. Faye at the top of that list. I had heard only that she (me) was out of recovery, but still hadn't woken up yet. Concerned, I'd naturally inquired, asking the doctor, who had simply told me that everything appeared perfectly normal, though it was very possible that other problems existed, and that the appearance of what they now felt to be a possible coma, was something they were looking into. It sounded ominous to me, but I was again assured that they had every expectation "Howard" would come out of it before too much longer.



It didn't make me feel any better laying here. Maybe Faye had freaked out in some way. I couldn't say that I wouldn't blame her if she had. After all I had in a way too. Though I was also distracted by being inside the body I was at the moment. I had waited until the nurse had left after taking my last vitals, wanting to ensure I wouldn't be interrupted for a bit. The moment she had gone, I had immediately reached down beneath the sheets, once again cupping my breasts. I was still enthralled with actually touching them, not to mention the additional sensations I now began to discover in doing so.
"This isn't fare!" I actually thought to myself. I had started out simply exploring of course, now fondling and purposely caressing my hard erect nipples. I was amazed, surprised...and to be honest, stunned by the exquisite sensation and pleasure I was giving myself. I had very often lain there in bed at night, just teasing the head of my cock with a fingertip, enjoying the stimulation, tease and arousal. I was feeling that, just playing with Faye's nipples! It was as though she had some sort of a direct link with those, all the way down her body, and then connected between her legs. This tiny electrical surge of pleasure traveling as I did that. I felt Faye's clit throb, or what I thought was her clit anyway. I still hadn't gotten much of a good look at it, determined to do so the moment I could sit up without straining my back, or the moment I could get my hands on a hand-held mirror. I wondered then if she had anything like that in her purse. I quickly discarded that for the moment however, not yet ready to go snooping around in Faye's purse for one thing. I'd prefer actually looking when I was certain no one would come walking in on me and wondered what the hell I was actually doing. I could just see it, me trying to look at Faye's pussy...and caught doing so. A bit hard to explain under the circumstances.
But. I could certainly explore it with my hands and fingers, which I'd already decided to do once the lights were off and things had peacefully settled down for the evening. In a way, it was like waiting for a hot date. I was anxious and aroused, nervous as hell. The pleasures I had already given myself just from fondling Faye's tits had been a form of foreplay that I'd been giving myself for the better part of an hour now. Needless to say, I was horny as hell. Though I still felt a bit sheepish, doing this to her, to myself. Which again, was another confusing struggle as I fought with the "she is me" thing constantly.
Even after all the lights were out, and the hallway quiet outside the room. I waited for another thirty minutes before even daring to slip my hands down between Faye's outstretched legs. Still nervous, apprehensive, I spread them, slightly bent at the knee now for easier access with my eyes locked onto the closed door of my room. I certainly wasn't expecting anyone, but the last thing I wanted, was to be caught pleasuring myself either. Realizing there was probably no right or wrong way of doing this, I simply began to touch. What felt good, I pursued, what felt irritating as opposed to pleasurable, I refrained from repeating. Once I had gotten a pretty good feel for things however, I worried less about the door opening, and more about this amazing tingling sensation going on down between my legs. I then added the previous enjoyment I'd discovered, once more caressing my nipples, finding that I could now tolerate a sort of pleasure/pain as I pulled and pinched them. Caressing Faye's clit, the intensity of my arousal escalated, now rolling my nipples firmly between my fingers heightening even that.
"Oh god this is good!" I actually moaned aloud, reminding myself to remain quiet lest someone walking by my room out in the hallway should hear me. I was too far gone to stop now however, the mystery of a woman's orgasm quickly approaching. Would it compare to my own as a man? How might it differ? What would the overall sensations be like? Strange question I know to be asking myself, but I was nevertheless. I began to feel almost faint, lightheaded and dizzy in a very unique way. Already the internal spasms and signals alerting me that I was on the verge of experiencing something very intense here. But it was a deeper feeling too, almost more encompassing than what I had ever felt as a man. When it began, I was caught almost unaware of it. It was like a slow rolling ripple of ecstasy, very gradual at first like an approaching tidal wave. The real power just below the surface, awareness yes...but nothing like that tickling surge of release I felt upon ejaculation. This was entirely different from that. I felt it in my fingertips, toes, even my face to some degree, not to mention within the very tips of my breasts as it washed over and through me. And suddenly I was consumed. The waves broke, the sea of pleasure like a wall of indescribable sensation. Internally I felt the contractions, the spasmodic, involuntary clenching of my pussy...of Faye's pussy rather, as it did its thing. The rapture I now experienced astounding, overwhelming, incomprehensible. I was almost having another out of body experience, and for a moment, actually thought I was. It was as though I could again see myself, or Faye rather, laying there on the bed, convulsing, shaking, quivering inside and out. The stars I saw inside my head rather than outside. But there was no mistaking the impact of having an orgasm, and what it did to me. And even better, a few moments later...I was having another one.
**
Although I was half expecting it, I was still a bit surprised when yet again another Doctor came in to examine me one last time before releasing me. I again asked about Howard's condition, receiving almost the same response from him that I had heard before already. I was...still comatose, though brain wave activity, vital signs etc., all appeared to be normal. They would continue to monitor (me) for any improvements, still expecting (me) Howard to awaken at any point, baring something that simply wasn't showing up on any of their monitors. I had as well been given permission to go down to his room once I had gotten dressed and signed out. Something I was now very anxious to get doing. I had quite a list of "things to do" now that I was being released, the first of which was somehow retrieving the luggage that I'd been informed was still with my totaled car, being held at the compound yard. And even more importantly, I also needed to get the spare key to my apartment, though hopefully the neighbors who lived directly across from me would be home, and willing to give it to Faye though they had never met her of course. I had to smile at that one. It would prove to be an interesting situation, once more given the circumstances. But first things were first. I needed to get dressed.
Even then, I had to pause as I looked at the clothes, which had been hung in the closet. The same clothes Faye had been wearing when I had met and picked her up at the airport. Now I really did feel strange, even more so than I'd been feeling. At least in the hospital gown I had felt somewhat normal, somewhat like myself. But here I was now, about to get dressed, into women's clothing no less! Even as I slipped on Faye's somewhat skimpy bikini panties, I had this almost giddy silliness when doing it. Not only did it feel weird doing that, it felt a bit nasty and erotic too. Not feelings I should normally be having I know. And yet, I was. It only got worse however as I actually picked up her bra, now fumbling with that as I put it on. Remembering times past, watching my ex-girlfriend as she'd secured the clasp in front first, only then spinning it around, lifting it up and over her breasts once she had done so.
It wasn't as easy as it had looked. If anything, it felt confining, and not at all comfortable either. I was almost half tempted to leave it off, and perhaps would have, had I had more than just the very tight, almost too thin sweater been any other option. As hard as my nipples were, though why I don't know, I wasn't about to display myself so prominently either...strange as that sounded when thinking about it.
And then came the skirt. "Holy fucking shit!" I once more thought to myself. The freedom of not being so confined as I was used to almost felt obscene...decadent. Realizing that there was really nothing between me except for the sheer panties I was wearing, and thin air. Even walking seemed to sensitize those same sensations. And I felt myself getting uncontrollably wet.
"This really isn't going so good," I told myself, though with no other options, I then gathered up the rest of my things and waited for one of the nurses to wheel me down to the admissions area where I would then be checked out. Once I was, I would make a trip back in...back up to Howard's room, my room...Faye's room. Maybe...maybe simply touching her would bring some sort of connection, some sort of realization and wakefulness back to her, and then hopefully back to me. As interesting as this all had been, as exciting as it had honestly been, it was also still...too weird for words. And I'd have gratefully exchanged Faye's body back with my own again in a heartbeat.
I stepped into the elevator, along with a couple of male orderlies. As I did, I felt a pinch on my left breast, realizing I hadn't actually gotten it situated as comfortably inside my bra as I should have. The pinch was both uncomfortable as well as annoying. Without even thinking about it perhaps, I lifted up my sweater, basically exposing myself as I made the necessary adjustment, tucking my tit into the bra a lot better than it was. I looked up, only then realizing and seeing the slightly stunned, somewhat embarrassed expression on the two men's faces. "Oh sorry..." I chuckled somewhat to myself. "Wardrobe malfunction." They merely smiled, even grinning a little now as we rode up to the third floor together where I hurriedly got off. It was a reminder than even though I wasn't a woman...I'd better damn well start acting the part or I was apt to find myself in even worse situations than that one had been. Certainly closing my legs whenever I sat down, especially if I continued to wear a dress, would be one of them. I stopped at the nurse's station, told them who I was, and gave instructions on how to contact me. I then headed off towards the room that I was in. I took a deep breath just before doing so. I knew damn good and well, this was going to be even stranger than what had so far experienced.
I walked into the room. There I was...looking asleep if anything. Once more, I found myself having an out of body experience, though in another body...Faye's. And she (hopefully) was in there somewhere. In me. I walked up, putting her hand on my arm, leaning over...whispering in my ear. "Faye? Can you hear me? It's Howard. I hope you can hear me Faye. Please don't be afraid. I don't know what happened, I can't exactly explain it myself. But I'm in YOUR body. And you're in my body. Can you hear me Faye? Please honey...squeeze my hand if you can hear me. Do something Faye. Anything."
I waited, but there was no response. All the monitors in the room seemed to be acting normally. Good pulse rate, heart beat. Breathing normal, brain activity normal (or at least I hoped so anyway). Nothing to indicate why she (we) were in this coma. Which was a little disturbing. That was MY body laying there, looking asleep at the moment, somehow functioning, though only because she was inside, or at least I hoped so anyway. I couldn't even begin to imagine trying to live out the rest of my life...as her. This had been interesting, initially. But now it was starting to become worrisome. I even kissed myself on the cheek, hoping that would do something...anything. But there was still no response. Just then another nurse came into the room, immediately checking all the monitors, noting everything in a log.
"His wife?" She asked curiously.
"No...ah, cousin. I am staying with him for a visit. Or was anyway, until this happened."
"Is there a number where you can be reached in case we need to?" She then asked.
"Yeah, I've already given it to the nurse's station out front. So please let me know if there is any change, any change at all."
After assuring me they would, I soon after left. Grabbing a cab, and now heading back to my apartment. I for sure needed a change of clothing for one thing, and a shower again too. And once more, with a bit more privacy at my disposal upon getting there, I had every intention of having an even more detailed look at myself...well, at Faye anyway, as long as I still had the chance. And then after that, I needed to see about getting the rest of Faye's clothing out of the car, along with my house keys, which were no doubt still with the car keys from what I'd been given to understand.
After being dropped off by the cab, I walked up the short flight of stairs to the second floor where my neighbor's apartment stood across from mine. Hopefully Jillian would be home, as I knew her "significant other" Sharon, would still be at work and not expected to be home for a while yet. And this would take a bit of explaining too, though I was glad I had mentioned to them both that my cousin Faye was coming, and would be staying with me for a couple of weeks. This wasn't exactly the way I had planned on introducing her to them however. But at least they wouldn't be too surprised when I showed up at the door, and explained everything that had happened to them.
I knocked. And then moments later knew that Jillian was no doubt peering out at me through the security hole in the door. I then heard her unlocking the door, though as it opened, the chain remained attached to it. "Yes?" She asked. "Can I help you?"
"Hi. I'm ah...Howard's cousin Faye. I uh...have something I should probably tell you, and then after that, I'm going to need the extra key to his place that he's left with you so that I can get in."
She hesitated only for a moment, and then closed the door briefly, undoing the security latch and chain. "Come on in," she said curiously enough. And then asked..."Where's Howard?"
I honestly thought about telling her. And then she stepped from behind the door where she'd been partially concealed. All she had on was a bathrobe, which she'd been holding closed with her hands. Seeing it was me, and someone she'd heard about perhaps, she actually let it fall open to some extent as she led me further on into the house. When she did, as she did...the devil inside suddenly got a whole new idea inside his head.
**
I quickly told her about everything that had happened, which of course now explained why I was standing here.
"Good god! Is he going to be ok?" She asked.
"I certainly hope so," I said honestly. "But now you can sort of see the fix I'm in. I need to figure out a way to get my luggage back for one thing, I've been wearing these same clothes ever since I got off the plane on Friday."
"Well, I think I can actually help you out with that, you seem to be about the same size I am, a two yes?"
I had no idea what she had meant by that, but I decided to play along. Either a two or three yes."
She looked at me. I realized maybe it was best not to elaborate more than what was absolutely necessary.
"Listen, can I get you something to drink? This time I just nodded my head yes. "Soda? Or would you prefer something a little stronger? I know it's early yet...but you look like you could use it."
"Yes, thank you," I said to that. Once again she didn't bother with closing her robe as she stood up to take a couple of glasses down out of the cupboard, soon after sitting one down in front of me, pouring a finger or two of bourbon into my glass. My eyes of course glued to her bare breast as she exposed herself to me.
"Oh sorry!" She immediately said, pulling her robe together again upon realizing she had done that. "I was just about to go in and take a shower when you knocked. Maybe I should go in and put something on."
"No! Don't!" I said almost a little too loudly. "I mean it's fine...you're fine, (you're very fine,) I thought. I don't mean to take up all of your time here," though I wasn't in any real hurry to finish my drink just yet either. I mean after all...for as long as I'd been living next to my good, but lesbian neighbors, I'd certainly never been afforded an opportunity like this one before either.
Thankfully, she sat down again, sipping on her drink, asking a few more questions about Howard, and what the doctor's were saying. I answered them all of course, as best I could, sneaking peeks at her whenever I could get away with it, drawing out the time with her without making it too terribly noticeable. Eventually however, I had finished my drink. "Well I guess I really should let you go in and take that shower, and I need to see what I can do about getting some additional clothes to wear."
"Oh...that's right. I said I think I can help you with that. Come on...follow me, let's see what we've got that I can let you borrow until you get your own clothing back."
I followed Jillian back into her bedroom. "Ok, let's see what we've got here," she said rummaging through her closet. To be honest, I was dying to get into a pair of jeans, but I knew damn good and well, nothing I had would fit Faye's hips.
"I don't suppose you've got an old pair of jeans I could borrow do you?"
"That I do have, and lots of them. Try out that dresser drawer over there while I keep looking through here," she told me. I walked over, pulling out the top drawer, it was full of her underwear. Her's or Sharon's perhaps. Tons of lacy bras and panties. I immediately closed it, trying another one, which was at least full of jeans.
"Here, try this on," she said handing me a pull over blouse. "That should fit you well enough, and looks good with those jeans you're holding too," she added to that. I reached down, pulling the sweater I had on up and over my head. "Hey...wait!" she suddenly called out. I froze, worried I had done something wrong. "There's a little bit of blood on your sweater, and your bra!" She informed me.
I did have a small bandage over a minor cut I'd received from the seat-belt actually cutting into me, but hadn't noticed the small blood stain on the inside of my sweater, nor the small brownish spot on the side of my right cup either.
"Take it off, we need to wash that and get the stain out," she informed me. The sweater had been easy. The bra...not so much. I actually had to think about the mechanics of doing this for a moment. Thankfully, Jillian came to my rescue. "You need help with that?" She asked.
"Actually, I do. You see, in addition to sort of throwing my back out, I'm also having a little trouble bending my arms back far enough," I stated, hoping that made sense to her. At least it seemed to as she came over behind me, and in two seconds, had undone the catch on my bra. I quickly shimmied out of it, now standing there as topless as she was, and feeling a bit shy and embarrassed as I did.
"You've got nice boobs," she told me actually looking at them, which of course gave me equal time and opportunity to look over at hers.
"So do you," I replied in kind. They were roughly the same size by the look of it, though she had much larger areola's than Faye did, and slightly thicker looking nipples too, light pink in color, almost disappearing into the surrounding tissue of her breast.
"Yeah, I think one of my bras will fit you well enough," she said still looking at me. "But let's see how these pants fit on you first," she then stated. It was time to remove the skirt I had on, which I almost automatically reached in front in order to remove it. The zipper was on the side. "You need some help with that too?" She asked actually smiling at me.



"If you don't mind," I said quickly giving in. "I guess I'm a bit more stiff and sore than I realized," I said laying it on thick.
"Yeah, sometimes that happens. You don't really realize it until a day or two afterwards, and then suddenly it's almost impossible to even move." She chuckled.
"What?"
"Don't laugh," she said though grinning when she did. "A couple of years ago, Sharon and I were trying out one of those fancy sex swings, ever seen those?" I had, so I nodded my head. The thing is, it was the same one they still had, which they'd shown me just about that time. "Anyway, we were getting pretty frisky and wild with it, you know...really getting into things, except that Sharon hadn't secured the bar in the middle that you hold onto while your swinging securely enough. Not enough to hold both of our weights in it anyway. So there we are...she's on top, me on the bottom, and we start to bouncing and swinging a little when down she comes! Next thing I know, I'm crashing into the floor on my shoulders and back with Sharon landing on top of me. It was sort of funny at the time, but not so funny a day or two later. I could hardly move because of it. So I have a pretty good idea what you're going through."
"Yeah, it's...sort of surprising just how stiff and sore one can be after something like that." I'd no sooner said the words than another thought came to me. One that I was surprised to find myself actually contemplating. Though I spoke the thought anyway. "And while we're sort of on that subject. I don't suppose you have a hand held mirror I could borrow for a moment do you?"
"Sure...why?"
I actually blushed, which she at least perceived as actual shyness and reluctance on my part to tell her this.
"Go on, don't be shy...what do you need it for? What can I help you with?"
"Well...it's like this. Because I can't really bend over to well, you know...my back sort of being out. Well...I've sort of got this itch, not sure if it's a pinch, or an injury, or what. But I haven't been able to check it out either...you know."
"You cut elsewhere?" She then asked worriedly. "Something they missed?"
"I don't know. Maybe. Didn't dare ask, or say anything. Couldn't be that big a deal anyway, but I can't actually see it myself at the moment. Thought maybe with the mirror."
"So where is it exactly?"
Now I was blushing. "You know...down there."
"Here, let's have a look," she said simply now motioning for me to sit down, and then lay down on her bed. "Lay back," she added to that, already pulling down on my panties as I lifted my ass up, so she could finish pulling them the rest of the way down my legs. Once again she giggled.
"What?"
"Oh...nothing really. "I'm just wondering what Sharon will say when I tell her that you and I were playing Doctor this afternoon."
"She won't get mad will she?" I suddenly asked in a semi-panic.
"Sharon? Oh hell no. Not her. If anything, and I hope you don't mind my saying this, I mean obviously you've either already guessed by now, or perhaps Howard said something to you. But we're gay...you know, lesbians. And the thing is, we're kind of not so much committed, though we're that too...as open minded and more liberal with one another. Sharon would be more inclined to ask me if I tried seducing you as opposed to anything else. And then upon seeing you, and meeting you, be more inclined to try seducing you herself if I hadn't managed it."
"Oh..." I grinned blushing even more. As well as I thought I actually knew my two neighbors, I was learning more intimate details about them in the last ten minutes than I'd learned about them in the last year living next door.
"Here, try spreading your legs just a little, bend your knees some," she told me now crawling onto the bed to have a closer look at me herself. I did as she asked, feeling two things almost immediately. Arousal, and a surge of moisture that felt somewhat familiar now, but alerted me to the fact she'd be seeing it soon herself too. "Well it certainly doesn't look like you've hurt yourself. But where does it hurt anyway?"
"I ah...well I guess, sort of...well, inside maybe, not far, just a little."
"I see. Mind if I look a bit closer then? I promise...I won't bite. I might be tempted to lick some...but I don't bite, unless of course you're into that," she laughed trying to put me at ease. I lay there looking up at the ceiling in her room, unable, and unwilling to look down at her directly. I couldn't believe this was actually happening for one thing. That I...was actually laying on my neighbor's bed, naked...even if it wasn't my own body that was naked. But it was hers, which nearly was. But even more importantly, I could now feel the touch of her delicate fingers as she gently pried my lips open. "Ah...looks like you somehow scratched yourself maybe. Don't know how you did, or with what, but there does look to be like a tiny little spot that's a bit inflamed. I think I can get you something for that. In the meantime, here's a mirror, have a look at it yourself."
I now had a mirror in my hand, sitting up slightly, holding it between my legs where I now got the first real good look at Faye's pussy, up close and personal. Jillian came walking back into the room then, her robe though still on, completely open. I could now see her more clearly than I had before. A small tuft of hair over her pubic bone. Neatly trimmed yes, into what I'd heard it being called as a "landing strip", or some such. I was still holding the mirror, my pussy...or rather Faye's pussy clearly revealed. Jillian standing in front of me, looking on as well, when we both heard the sound of Sharon's voice coming from the doorway. Neither one of us had heard her come in.
"Well...well, what have we got here?" She asked. And then asked. "And can I play too?"
**
To be continued...
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At the sound of Sharon's voice I rolled out of the bed, startled out of my wits. Even as I did this however, I could hear Jillian's laugh.
"You wish," she'd said, still laughing. "Though actually...so do I. But unfortunately, it's not at all what you think."
Jillian then introduced us, and began explaining to her everything that had happened, and why I'd been laying there on her bed naked. Though the way she'd said it, it still sounded pretty far-fetched even to me. Of course, everything was anyway, though they had no idea just how far-fetched all this really was to begin with!
"Is he going to be all right?" Sharon now asked, actually sounding worried for me. Which made me smile inside, knowing that she actually cared.
"I don't know. I certainly hope so," I told her starting to get dressed again, grateful for the snug fitting pair of jeans that Jillian had loaned me, along with the somewhat loose-fitting bra and blouse she had given me as well. I still felt a little weird putting them on even then.
"Obviously...you don't have any plans for dinner." Jillian stated. Which was true, I didn't. Though I also knew I had plenty to eat that I could fix. I figured that just because I was now a woman, I wouldn't have any problems doing that for myself, but then said..
"Actually, no...I don't. Is there someplace around here close by that's any good?"
The girls looked at one another smiling. "You like Italian?"
**
We agreed to meet back at their place in a little over an hour. Time enough for me to take the extra apartment key they had given me so I could let myself back into my own apartment. It felt very strange walking in to my own place, as though I was a visitor rather than actually living there. I quickly took a shower, which at least felt familiar and comfortable, even though washing the body, "Faye's body," I reminded myself...didn't. But at least I was totally alone. And though I still had this nagging thought somewhere in the back of Faye's head, that what I was doing was still some sort of violation of her privacy perhaps, there was really no help for it. After all, what other choice did I really have here?
One thing was for sure, as I stood there beneath the shower, letting the soothing hot water cascade over me, I couldn't help but stand there cupping my breasts. Well...Faye's breasts anyway, which I had to constantly keep reminding myself. They weren't mine. They were Faye's. I was just sort of borrowing them for the moment. But, since I was...
I still couldn't get over how sensitive her tits were. Those delicious tingles that stirred as I tapped her nipples with her fingertips. I then pulled on them just a little, twisting to some extent, learning the extremes, the does and don'ts of her body. And still delighted with that invisible, almost immediate bridge between nipples and clit that sent out a firestorm of unbridled lust and desire as I stood there doing that. At least with the mirror, I had finally gotten a fairly good look at my pussy. You know what I mean. Once more a delightful surprise. All that pink inviting flesh, labia that seemed to swell and fill with erotic desire, which they were of course doing now. Not to mention the tiny protruding finger that made a separate appearance, like my own cock did as it hardened, peeling back the foreskin on my shaft. Only in miniature. Finding immediate delight in the simple friction, or soft caressing touch of a single finger that brought as much pleasure, intensity to my cunt, as I did while stroking the full length of my rock hard shaft.
Strange that I found myself actually missing that to some extent. Somewhat like I had heard about amputee's missing a limb, feeling like it was still there, still attached, even though it no longer was. That was a little unnerving, even though playing with, and fondling her clit felt heavenly. That...and having breasts of course. My hands drawn back to them almost at will. A reminder that I'd have to be careful in doing that when I was out and about anywhere. Much like the simple adjustment I'd made to my bra there in the elevator. I'm sure that wasn't a normal occurrence for women, especially with other men standing around at the time.
Being a woman was a hell of a lot harder than it appeared, that was for damn sure!
I gave myself a small...but nice little orgasm, and then forced myself to get out of the shower. I still had a couple of phone calls to make, the first to check on how I was doing of course. And the second, to find out what it was going to take to get Faye's luggage and belongings out of the car.
I towel dried my long hair...which took forever, once again something I sure as hell wasn't used to doing. And then wrapped the bath towel around my waist. I realized almost immediately that probably wasn't the way it was normally done. Not with my twin spheres sitting there staring at me again, though glad I didn't have anyone in the apartment with me at the time either, so I left them out like that. I then took a look at myself in the mirror.
"Fuck!" I immediately exclaimed. I had washed off every bit of Faye's make up! Not that she wasn't attractive without it, but there was no mistaking the fact, I looked entirely different with a plain face here. And there was no way in hell I was going to be able to do much about that either. I ruffled through her purse, found what she carried by way of "touch up" cosmetics and made a feeble attempt at adding color...anything. But all I managed to do was make myself look like a two-bit hooker. So I soon washed that off. "Fuck it!" I then added to that. And settled for some lip-gloss. Sharon didn't appear to wear much if any make up, so perhaps with my not wearing any either, it wouldn't appear too terribly strange. Not like I was going out anywhere...not yet anyway.
As it turned out, I'd be able to get my luggage and personal affects easy enough, using Faye's identification. But then I realized something else. Glancing at her driver's license, and signature, I tried writing her name.
I wrote it in my own hand.
"Fuck!" I said again. All I could do was feign some sort of hand injury or something, maybe even wrap it in an ace bandage, and then scribble something that looked even remotely close to her actual signature. I could only hope that the fact my face at least was hers...would be good enough.
Calling the hospital, I had learned there was no change. I was still in a coma, though again told that I was resting comfortably, and honestly expected to come out of it at any time. I actually had mixed emotions about that happening. What if I did? Or rather...she did. What then? It was too confusing to even try thinking about for the moment. I'd have to deal with that when and if the time came. Right now, I was starving. And I had a dinner engagement next door with my two beautiful, lesbian friends.
**
I had actually had dinner with my neighbors before. And Jillian was a damn fine cook. She'd even gone to Julliard in training to be a chef, so I knew what she was capable of.
"Dinner will be a while yet," she said in greeting. "So come on, sit down...have a glass or two of wine while we're waiting."
By now of course, Sharon had changed clothes, strolling in to their small, cozy little sitting room. She now wore a simple, though very short pair of shorts, half of her ass cheeks showing, along with a white, wife-beater tank top. No bra. And though her breasts weren't nearly as large as mine or Jillian's were, they were more than a handful. And clearly evident in appearance as they strained against the confines of the tight fitting shirt. Especially her nipples, which I noticed were hard, poking out like twin little thimbles against the material, and just dark enough in color that I could easily see the size and shape of her areolas. Frankly, in all the time I had lived next door to them, I had never seen her dressed quite this brazenly before, at least not around me...not until now anyway.
We sat sipping our wine waiting on dinner getting to know one another better. I found myself admiring their easygoing way, their banter back and forth with one another. Flirtatious, teasing...even including me in it on occasion.
"Have to tell you Faye," Sharon said as she refilled my glass, bending over just enough to whisper into my ear as she did that. "You have great looking tits, wish mine were as pretty as yours are."
"Ah...thank you," I responded in kind, a bit flustered, already beginning to feel the effects of the alcohol as I started in on my third glass of wine. Dinner couldn't come fast enough. Much more, and I'd be too drunk to enjoy it. "But I think your...tits...are equally as nice," I stammered a bit, using the same word she had, hearing it said, feeling a bit of a naughty pleasure in actually saying that to her. Jillian had come over to stand behind Sharon upon hearing that.
"She just wants to see them again," she laughed, reaching around to actually fondle one of Sharon's through her top as she stood there. "I swear, she's worse than a lot of men I know...including your cousin Howard. He's a bit of a breast man too. Always ogling ours whenever he thinks he's getting away with it. Kind of fun teasing him in that way, especially knowing he'll never actually get to see," she laughed at that.
I was laughing too. Inside.
"And speaking of which, how do you know I have nice boobs anyway? You've not really seen them, not like Jillian's," she added to that, now reaching over to likewise fondle one of her boobs.
If I had had a dick...it would have been rock hard by now. But, I did feel like I had a "clit-on" if there even was such a thing. All this sultry talk, and now adding to that this open fondling of one another as they stood there in front of me was making me even more dizzy and aroused than I already was.
"Maybe she doesn't want to see your boobs," Jillian said jumping in before I could answer. "Maybe...she's hungry and would rather eat. I think dinner should be just about ready."
It was as though Faye was actually speaking and not me. Surprised as the words more or less fell out of my mouth. "Yes...I am, and would...like to see your...tits," I said liking the sound of the more vulgar word, which again made me tingle excitedly between my legs. The emergence of additional moisture, something I could feel as well as sense, so foreign to me, but so pleasurable as well. Both girls turned looking at me, grinning.
"How about we eat first? And then we'll ALL show our tits, how's that sound?" Jillian laughed reaching out, taking my hand and then pulling me up off the couch. "Something tells me we should really get some food into you, or no one will be showing anyone, anything."
I hardly even remember eating dinner as delicious as it was. But the food did help. I still had a bit of a buzz, but I was no longer feeling giddy or lightheaded either. Just aroused, uninhibited...and once again very, very horny. I was hoping of course their erotic amusing banter hadn't been some sort of a joking tease. Though I got hints of more to come throughout dinner, seeing their periodic eye contact as though sending signals back and forth to one another. Occasionally feeding one another, and then me...making that even sensual and erotic as we fed one another, laughing, giggling, and making a game of it. I was wet beyond words by the time we had finished eating, feeling the seepage of my arousal wetting my jeans slightly. Sharon grabbed another bottle of wine, opening that, and then took it with her back into the sitting room.
I helped to clear away the dishes, and then Jillian and I went back out into the sitting room where Sharon had already disappeared to a few moments ago. By the time we arrived, there was soft music playing. She stood in the middle of the room, swaying to it seductively. More importantly, she had removed her top. Her cute pert breasts now fully exposed. It was almost hypnotic watching her as she danced, finally looking towards the two of us. "Well? You two joining me or what?"
Jillian was already reaching down preparing to pull off her own top. Once again I felt shy, uncertain...a bit confused. Here I was again, in a place I had no right to be, doing what I damn well knew, and had they known, they'd have scalped me in a heartbeat for doing. I reached down pulling my own top over my still bra-clad breasts. I reached back, prepared to fumble once more with the clasp, but Jillian beat me to it.
"Here, let me help you with that," she said softly. "I know you're still a bit stiff and sore." In moments she had freed my breasts, the three of us now swaying and standing together in the middle of the room. It was sensual, erotic...no one touched, talked, or did anything but look and dance as we moved about one another, until the music stopped. When it did, Jillian and I happened to be facing one another with Sharon standing between us. Suddenly she reached out, one hand clasping my left breast, the other hand doing the same thing to Jillian's right one.
"Hmm," she mused. "Hard to tell who's bigger, pretty close to the same, but you certainly do have thick nipples Faye. Are they very sensitive?" She then asked now running the edge of her thumbnail over the top of it. I shivered involuntarily.
"I think that's a yes," Jillian giggled in response to that. "I'd say...about as sensitive as yours are." Jillian then reached out now running her finger over the tip of my other breast. "Sometimes I can make her cum just by doing this," she told me, still fingering my now very erect, very hard and yes...very, very sensitive nipple. "Ever done that?" She asked me.
"Na...Na...No," I shivered again. Surprised as I saw my own hands reaching up, now cupping one of Jillian's breasts, as well as Sharon's. "Can't say...that I ever have," I said honestly though my tone of voice sounded more like a squeak as I said that. I saw Jillian wink at Sharon, grinning.
Sharon now stepped around behind me. In seconds I felt the press of her bare breasts against my back, her hands once more coming up and around, gathering both of my own breasts within her hands, pressing them together, kneading them delightfully. As she did that, Jillian too came forward, her own breasts which she now also cupped, mashed against mine, perfect height, nipple to nipple now, as she rubbed hers against mine.
"Do you like that?" She moaned breathlessly. "Does it feel good?"
I think I hissed the word yes. I was delirious with pleasure, and we weren't really doing anything yet. Though then that thought suddenly filled my head. "Were we going to?"
When Sharon lowered her hands, leaving off my breasts, though they remained pressed against Jillian's as she continued to toy and tease her nipples against my own, I felt Sharon now fumbling with the belt, and then the button...and finally the zipper on my jeans, popping them open. I knew then I wanted nothing more than to play with these girls...right or wrong. I wanted to experience real joy, real pleasure at the hands of another woman, as a woman. Even if I wasn't. Even if I was only borrowing this body for a short period of time. I knew that there would probably never be another opportunity like this with anyone. Especially these two. When Sharon began pulling my jeans down my legs, I quickly helped her, stepping out of them. She was surprised and delighted to discover that I hadn't worn any panties.
"I think she came ready to party," Sharon mused as I now turned, facing her...and reached down to begin undoing the shorts she was wearing.
**
Maybe it was the wine. Though I think it was that and a combination of things that gave me the courage to do what I now did. Aroused yes, beyond words. The aspect that I was doing something that seemed borderline depraved...added to that. The excitement of it perhaps, getting away with something that no one, would ever believe should it ever come out. But as I pulled Sharon's shorts down her legs, I found myself bent at the knee, confronted with what I can only describe as breathtaking. As her pussy quickly came into view, I found my face situated directly in front of it. I was a little surprised to discover that though trimmed, her pubic hair was still rich and full above her lips. It was a soft light brown color that appeared straighter as opposed to curly. I actually found myself running the tips of my fingers through it as she lifted one leg stepping out of her shorts entirely. She moaned as I did that, signaling approval I suppose, though I was too fascinated (and a bit scared) to actually look up towards her face. Before I even realized what I was doing, I leaned forward, my tongue snaking out at this point to delve through the light pink furrow of her sex. The heady aroma of her heat already assailing my senses as I gingerly and lightly ran my tongue up her obviously wet split.
"Did she ever!" Jillian seemed to purr, stepping around behind me, and then almost straddling me, as I continued to explore Sharon's quim with my fingers and lips. Jillian had obviously stripped off the rest of her clothing too, as I now sensed the sweetness of her sex pressing against my neck and shoulders of all things. It was a strange, though welcome sensation feeling that. Feeling her moisture kissing me as she slid herself in a slow circulating motion, humping herself if you will in a gentle way against my bareback.
Sharon pressed my head against her cunt. Her hands now entwining themselves in my hair, the soft moan of her pleasure echoing like a song being sung as I lapped away at glistening folds. Finding her precious clit, I now encompassed that with my lips, drawing it in...sucking it, flicking at it like humming bird wings in flight.
"Fuck! Enough! Too soon for that yet!" She said forcing me away now, stepping back. Jillian too standing again, the two of them now, each taking me by the hand leading me back towards their bedroom.
"Come on," they both grinned. "Now it's your turn."
**
The bed was so big I felt like I could become lost in it as they led me to it, helping me to lie down. Sharon slid a large fluffy pillow beneath my head. "Now...just lay back, close your eyes...relax, and enjoy this," she smiled. I did as she asked, totally, and completely at their mercy. Every fiber of my being alive, quivering...excited. I felt the press of their respective weights coming onto the bed, followed by the sweet sensation of hungry lips suddenly encircling each of my taut, hard extended nipples.
As much as I had enjoyed fondling my own nipples, and even more so when I had felt both Sharon and Jillian touching them, it was nothing in comparison to what I was feeling now. The sweetness was somehow deeper. The pleasure I'd felt previously more on the surface, though the jolts I had felt had been internal, an electric surge of energy racing down towards my clit. (I was actually thinking of it as being my clit now...and not Faye's.) But this was even more intense. The subtle differences as each suckled my breasts, though simultaneous, were madly complimentary. I could feel the pull, as though some inner core of my being wanted to lift up and through the tips of each nipple and somehow release, even ejaculate if that were remotely possible. In a way, it was almost identical to the sensation of feeling the rush of cream traveling up the length of my prick when I came. It felt like that, like twin cocks being pulled, and yet...it was my nipples. The pressure delicious, that deep-rooted almost cosmic experience as my head swam in a sea of lights and colors and an intensity I had never experienced before.
As though in dream, I could hear Sharon's voice speaking, vibrating around my nipple still as she did so. I knew my body was again shaking, quivering involuntarily. "I think she could come with our doing this."
"I think she could too," Jillian agreed, her tongue rapid fire now about my tit as though it had in fact turned itself into another thick hard clit. It so felt like that to me. And then Sharon joined her, likewise doing the same. Two clits, and then three as my own throbbed, pulsating, seemingly on fire, a heartbeat of drums once more echoing inside the depths of my very soul.



"Oh my god!" I screamed, hearing Faye's voice as it exploded, and with it...the rush of ecstasy that seized my entire body in a vice-like grip as I came.
**
Even before I had fully come down from my orgasmic release, I felt Sharon slithering down my body, nestling between my legs. And though at first my clit seemed far too sensitive for this, the tingling tickle of her tongue turned into heavenly delight seconds later. As she did this, Jillian then moved up, positioning herself over my face. She didn't bother asking, nor did she need to. I reached up, placing my hands on her hips as she lowered herself down over me. And then...just as Sharon's tongue was doing to me, I began doing the same, almost identical movements to Jillian.
It of course wasn't the first time for me doing this to another woman. Something as Howard I had certainly enjoyed doing plenty of times in the past. But now...as Faye (more or less) and especially as I was in the situation that I was, with two very experienced women...and lesbians to boot, I was bound and determined to learn from this, experience from this...and hopefully emulate what it was specifically they enjoyed doing, and have done to themselves. I was again a novice in the world of Sapphic enjoyments, and bound and determined to prove myself.
Already familiar to some extent with the mechanics of doing this, I was still surprised and delighted as the sweetness of Jillian's taste threatened to overwhelm me even then. Maybe it was the chemistry of our bodies that caused that, or just the mental euphoria I was currently experiencing. But whatever it was, I couldn't get enough of her, nor did it seem...could Sharon get enough of me. We took turns devouring one another in this way for what seemed like an eternity, until Sharon announced, "I need to fuck you!"
Obviously, I wasn't exactly sure what she meant by that, until she once more rolled off the bed, heading towards her dresser where she opened a drawer, rummaging through it for a moment, and then retrieving what was obviously some sort of a strap on, with a rather realistic looking prick. And then it truly hit me. I was only moments away from actually being fucked here...as a man, for the first time in my life. And more than likely, the ONLY time in my entire life. It still felt odd, and somewhat apprehensive as I lay there watching her as she quickly slipped it on. Now walking towards me, this large phallus, larger than my own in fact, wobbling about, bobbing up and down, yet eerily real looking in a way as she once more crawled up onto the bed towards me.
"On your knees," she commanded, almost demandingly, taking obvious charge now, reveling in the sudden power she seemed to posses, or grow into with this lance dangling between her legs, complete with balls that held yet another unknown surprise. "Ever taken a cock this big before?" She now asked as she placed the head of it between my neither lips, just sliding it around, up and down, wetting it.
"No..." I moaned softly, telling the truth of course, though wondering even then if perhaps Faye actually had. I was only slightly fearful of actually being able to, having never felt or had ANYTHING inside me, though obviously Faye must have. But could I handle it? Could I truly accept and accommodate this thick long monster I was being presented with? Would it perhaps hurt, or even damage me...damage Faye in the attempt? I felt like a virgin somehow. The total unknown, the foreign unexplored aspects of what was about to happen to me now confusing my thoughts as well as jumbling my emotions. I was both afraid, and yet excited.
"Treat her gently Sharon," Jillian warned, now kneeling beside me, one hand softly caressing my ass, her lips leaving light kisses there as well as she leaned over, watching, guiding and ensuring that Sharon wasn't too enthusiastic with this initial intrusion I was about to endure here.
I know the fear and uncertainty of what I was about to experience had caused me to clench up inside. I could feel my cunt contract, though pulsate. I could simultaneously feel the almost unwanted intrusion as the head of Sharon's prick began to seed itself in the opening of my tight, yet still wanton pussy.
"God she's tight!" Sharon said looking down, backing out just a little, and then pressing inwards again, gaining a bit more depth as she did. "Even for as wet as she is," she now added to that.
"And thank god for that!" I thought to myself, just as Jillian reached beneath me, her fingers seeking, and then finding my clit, which had all but disappeared from fright. The moment she captured it however, caressing and teasing me that way, it was as though she had found the key to the door, unlocking it, opening. I felt Sharon push, and then all at once, sliding in...sliding through, hilting herself fully into the very depths of my welcoming pussy. I saw stars. Even in this, I felt sensations that where again and at once unknown to me. The fullness of this, yet the indescribable completeness that I felt in the overall joining. A thousand tiny pinpricks of pure unadulterated delight as nerve endings seemed to all come alive at once. Each one sparking in a unique way that sent pleasure signals streaming into the nub of control...the same clit that Jillian held, still caressed, and thus triggered returning signals back into the surrounding tissue of my lust inflamed cunt. With a voice that sounded neither like Faye's nor my own...I heard myself saying:
"Fuck me! Fuck me! Oh god...fuck me!" I actually cried out, hearing words I had never spoken, never thought I would, and meaning every one of them as I cried them out over, and over, and over again.
**
The orgasm I had again experienced was yet again unlike any of the others that I had had. It felt oddly deeper, not quite as intense perhaps as when having my clit sucked or licked, and yet it was almost more pleasurable even then. I had bucked, fucking back wildly as Sharon thrust in and out of me. I was almost grateful when Jillian finally had to let go of my clit, no longer able to hold onto it. That had been almost too much when she had been. I could feel, and then hear the juices from my pussy as they gathered and accumulated there inside me, feeling them as well of course. They became frothy sounding, as though Sharon was churning or making butter in me, which in a sense she was...and did as I came once more, even deeper this time, the sound of my own voice ricocheting off the walls. She was crying out too at this point, somehow, someway triggering the release of her own climax, and then oddly...feeling this surge of fluid, this spurting, this splash, squirt, splash of fluid that began filling and bathing the insides of my spastic, clenching, squeezing cunt.
She collapsed on top of me shortly after that, breathing hard just as I was, trying to collect myself, and yet re-running an old movie inside my head of a similar experience. Only in this one, it had been I who had collapsed, pressing against the sweat-covered body of the lover I had once known and been with in much a similar fashion with.
"Enjoy that?" Sharon asked finally raising up a little, though not yet retrieving the hard prick still fully lodged inside the depths of my womb. "Like the little squirts I gave you? Sort of interesting huh?" She asked. "Obviously you can adjust them to do it several differing ways, but I like the quick hard spurts the best, you can actually feel them better when they're going off inside you like that. I don't know how realistic they actually are, as I've never been fucked by a man before, though Jillian certainly has. She's always admittedly been a bit more bi-sexual, than totally gay, unlike myself. But...she says that it feels pretty realistic to her as well. So, what did you think? Did you like it? Did it feel good?"
I had barely even found voice, finally disengaging, sitting up, "It was wonderful," I said simply, not knowing what else to say, though confessing to them even as I said that, surprising them both when I then added. "That was...my very first time."
"Jesus, you're seriously not telling me...you were a virgin? I mean obviously, you've had something in there before, but you're saying that you've never..."
I know it sounded stupid, unbelievable, but it was the truth, in a way at least. So I decided not to elaborate too much on it. "No one has actually ever fucked me before no. Yeah, sure...I've had things inside me, vibrators and such," I lied, not knowing for sure, but guessing of course that she must have. "But that honestly was, the first time that I wasn't doing it myself."
"Holy shit!" Sharon said sitting back surprised and likewise delighted at this admission. "My first ever real virgin!" She paused then looking at me, asking. "So Faye, are you telling us that you are gay then? Is that why you've never been with a man before?"
I had painted myself into a bit of a corner here. Not quite sure how to accurately, or reasonably answer that. "Not saying I'm a lesbian no. I've certainly fondled and played with a cock before," I grinned. "Plenty of times in fact," I smiled a bit more. "Just never felt comfortable having one in me is all."
Sharon nodded her head in understanding, though I'm not sure I even understood what I'd just said. She and Jillian both looked more than a bit pleased with themselves though, upon hearing my revelation, and then asking me. "So...how do you feel about fucking one of us?" Jillian now asked. I smiled, eyeing them both.
"I can't think of anything I'd rather be doing...than fucking the two of you." And that was the god's honest truth too. I just wouldn't be doing it as Howard. "So...tell me, how do you make the balls on this thing do that anyway?"
**
Before actually putting on the girls strap-on, and fucking them myself, there was one other thing I had enjoyed seeing, though so far...only in movies, never for real. The temptation and opportunity now too real, too close not to ask it.
"There is one thing, I would like to see first. And then maybe do myself, if I can ask it."
"Name it," Jillian giggled, already positioned there on the bed, looking sultry, still horny and in desperate need of a good hard climax herself now.
"I've never actually seen it done. Only in movies," I began explaining. "But it looks hot as hell to see it, so was wondering if it feels as good as it actually looks. Though like I said, I'd like to see the two of you doing it first, before actually trying it myself if you wouldn't mind."
"Just spill it baby, whatever you want...I think we'll be more than happy to accommodate you," Sharon laughed. "So don't be shy...what is it?"
"Do you guys ever...you know, sort of hump one another in what looks to be almost like a scissors lock? You know...where you press up against one another, and put your..."
Jillian burst out laughing. "Oh baby! Hell yes! We do that all the time, it's one of the favorite ways that we actually do enjoy fucking one another. In fact, sometimes this clit of mine gets so hard and so big, Sharon swears that I could actually fuck her with it. So...you want to see us do that huh?" She once again asked winking at Sharon, holding her hand out towards her. "Come here baby...come fuck me, let's show Faye here how two lesbians actually enjoy doing that."
I actually preferred to stand next to the bed as opposed to being on it with the two of them. I wanted to see this, watch this from every angle, hear every sound they made as they ground and rubbed their respective cunts against one another. Within minutes, I stood there watching the two of them doing just that. Well practiced obviously, and so in tune with one another, they were soon hooked up, legs overlapping one another, pussy lips kissing, pressing, mashing and grinding against one another. And the slick, slippery sounds they were making were music to my ears, so hot...so erotic, that I soon found myself finger-fucking my own cunt, emulating the two of them in thought and sound. I could hear the flood of my own juices pouring forth, pummeling my cunt...Faye's cunt, sliding them in and out of myself in harmony with what I stood witnessing there on the bed.
"Look at this fucker!" Sharon called out to me, motioning me over towards them. "Look how hard her fucking clit actually does get!" She exclaimed. They slowed long enough for Jillian to reach down, spreading herself. Her hard clit, enormously hard, and far bigger than my own, or Sharon's for damn sure, indeed appeared and looked like a third or even a half of my pinky finger. It was pink, glistening, fully erect, and almost obscene in appearance. And I could very well imagine it...imagine her, actually fucking me with it.
"Come here," Jillian half begged me. "Suck it...suck it and lick it for me," she asked. "Give me...a blow job."
That wasn't exactly what I had on my mind when I leaned forward, but I did indeed begin sucking and licking it, her thick hard little clitoris standing up proudly as Sharon once again pressed herself against her lover, grinding her own slick glistening pussy against Jillian's. And me...being in such close proximity with the two of them now, once more enjoying the intoxicating aroma of their aroused sex, the sweet taste of Jillian's' cunt, the strength and surprising firmness of this pinky-sized clit that I now mouthed and devoured.
"And get ready for yet another surprise," Sharon now warned me. "You're really gonna love this!"
It wasn't long before Jillian was moaning and groaning so loudly that it was obvious she was hovering on the edge.
"You might wanna step back just a little," Sharon laughed. Reluctantly I did so...though curious. Jillian immediately fingering and palming herself now, almost fiercely the moment I took my mouth off that amazing clit of hers. She almost appeared to be spanking it in a way, harder than I would have to myself most certainly. Though I didn't have a whole lot of experience in that particular area as it was.
Just then, Jillian sort of seized up, arching her back as though in suspended animation for a moment.
"Thar she blows!" Sharon said partially sitting up now as well, just as this fountain, this geyser, this stream of what looked almost like pee, came flying out of Jillian's cunt. It wasn't though...it was clear, not quite watery, slicker...thicker, and spurted, stopped, spurted again in pulsating little squirts as she ejaculated. Amazingly, it arched far enough, easily so...splashing against Sharon, almost drenching her. She sat, mouth open, actually trying to capture some of it, waving at me, telling me as she did that, to come over and join her. I hurriedly did so, just in time to catch and share the next streamer of Jillian's pussy juice that squirted out of her cunt, and cascaded down, bathing the two of us.
**
"That's the only real drawback," Sharon stated a short time later as we quickly stripped off the sheets on the bed. "Which is why we also have quite a supply of clean sheets on hand," she giggled though Jillian was actually blushing a little with embarrassment.
"Sorry...can't help it, especially whenever I get THAT horny and aroused," she defended.
"No reason to be sorry," I assured her. "That was...simply, amazing!"
"Yeah, it IS amazing isn't it?" Sharon said kissing her lover affectionately. "And she tastes fucking good too doesn't she?"
Admittedly, she did. Though I had almost still been expecting a pee-like taste, which it didn't at all.
"How do you do that anyway?" I had to ask.
"I don't really know, kind of hard to explain it. And I don't do that every time I come either. Just depends on what I'm doing, and how I'm doing it for one. But the quick hand-slapping thing I do against my clit really seems to trigger that for some reason, so I always know I'm going to squirt like that, when I do it that way."
"Well, that was fucking fun to see...even if we did mess up the bed," I giggled back, now joining in.
As much as I had enjoyed the evening however, it was getting late. And I had a lot that I needed to do in the morning. Retrieving my luggage..."Faye's luggage," I corrected myself, realizing as I thought that, I was in a way losing myself in her identity. A slightly troubling thought. And...I also wanted to drop by the hospital to check on myself too. Another still troubling and confusing thought. I still hadn't figured out yet what might happen, what inevitably would happen when I eventually did come out of my coma.
I'd be spending a goodly portion of the day tomorrow...researching things on the Internet. There had to be something...some hint, some clue, some sort of similar experience, no matter how far-fetched, or unlikely it seemed, that someone else had also experienced. I couldn't be the ONLY person this had ever happened to now...could I?
To be continued...
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Even my dreams seemed to be confusing, disjointed, and very disturbing. I had dreamt that I was laying in bed, the whispered sound of another voice speaking to me, trying to reach out towards me.
"Where am I? Who...am I?" It seemed to ask.
I wanted to open my eyes, but couldn't. And yet, in the dream when I was able to do so, I found myself looking down at myself. I was Faye, or rather she was me.
"Faye? Faye? Can you hear me?" I asked, seeking...searching, but there was only darkness now, the echo of her voice fading off into the distance, the sound of my own name being called as it did.
"Howard! Howard! How...ard!"
I woke up, was it dream? It seemed so real, so bizarre. I could still hear the sound of my name being called, jumping almost three feet off the bed when the phone rang.
"Hello?" I gasped sounding like I'd just been out running.
It was the hospital calling. I had left instructions to be notified the moment there was any change, any change at all.
"Just wanted to let you know," the Doctor began. "Though he is still comatose, there are some good signs that he may be coming out of it sooner than later. There was finger movement early on this morning. And though there hasn't been anything else since then, that's a really good sign. As I had said before, the likelihood of Howard eventually waking up is only a matter of time now. However...I do like to be cautious in these instances. Until Howard does have full consciousness, we won't know the extent of any additional complications, if any...until then."
I had hung up the phone after that, knowing that I had a lot of research to do for one thing. Plus, I still needed to pick up my belongings for another. I also wanted to drop by the hospital and check how I was doing first-hand myself. It was going to be a very busy day. I hurriedly dressed, called a cab, and went down to the compound yard where my totaled car was still being held. I had in fact remembered to wrap my hand, almost entirely, making it appear as though it had been hurt in the accident. Signing for my luggage, I was relieved when the guy behind the counter didn't question the odd looking signature, simply looking at my ID and accepting that. What he brought out to me however wasn't complete. I was missing what appeared to be a whole lot of stuff.
"I'm missing an entire bag!" I explained. About the only intact piece of luggage was a small carry on, which had held more of my cosmetics. Little good that would do me, and another duffle bag that at least held a few other things which appeared I could use was about all there was. Inside that was another pair of jeans, couple of tees, and another pleated skirt. Most of my underwear and other personal items were missing.
"Sorry, we gathered up what we could. But there was a lot of wind and such blowing things about. And as far as seeing any other luggage, well...unless we missed it, or unless someone else came along and found it...this is all we managed to salvage."
I now knew I'd have to do some shopping, though the thought of having to go out and buy up a bunch of women's intimate apparel wasn't very exciting to me. I still wasn't used to the idea of having to wear a bra as it was, let alone the still strange (giddy) sensation I still got when slipping on a pair of women's panties. Neither of which I was wearing now. And which I was suddenly made aware of as the fat, bald-headed, unkempt, unshaven man behind the counter stood glaring at me, forcing me to take stock of myself. I quickly looked down, twin points too revealing pressing against the thin material of the borrowed tee shirt I had on.
I couldn't believe I was actually offended at some guy staring at my tits. But I was. I soon after left, taking with me what had survived the accident, which still wasn't all that much as I saw it, wondering then if Faye had actually packed that light, though it certainly hadn't felt like it when I loaded the trunk of my car after picking her up from the airport. A lot of it really was missing.
My next stop of course was the hospital. And though I couldn't stay long having left the meter running on the cab, I wanted to drop by long enough to check on things myself. As I'd already been told, I was still resting comfortably, or so it seemed. Ensuring no one was about, I leaned over, whispering. "Faye? It's me...Howard. Are you in there? Can you hear me Faye? Can you hear me?" I waited for some sign of recognition, anything. But there was nothing. Once again stopping by the nurses' station, I left the same instructions I had left with them before. To call me at the sign of any change, no matter how slight or insignificant. I returned home knowing that I now had even more work to do. Research on the computer to see if there was anyone else who had experienced the same phenomenon that I was. IF there was anything out there at all on the subject.
And the second thing of course. I needed to buy a whole bunch of new underwear.
**
I signed on my computer, and luckily for me...I knew the password of course. I then Googled everything and anything that was even remotely related. Most of the things really having nothing to do with what I was looking for, though one or two others hinting at something that possibly could have. Until I realized after reading further, that most of that was more mythic in nature, past beliefs, and somewhat religious symbolisms. I was having very if little luck until I stumbled across a rather bizarre link, something about it just catching my eye, causing me to click on it and read further. That led me to a blog, someone named "Chris Smith," who had set up some sort of a web-site for men and women both who all appeared to have basically one thing in common. Gender identity confusion of one kind or another. Though most of what I read was pretty much along the lines of what you'd expect to find. Men and women both either going through the process of having a sex-change, or thinking about it. Not exactly what I was looking for or hoping to find, until I followed another small link, as part of Chris's biography. That one caused me to hold my breath for a moment. There was a small quote beneath his name. It read. "He is me...and then. Who am I?" I read further, and though it didn't go into specifics about what I was hoping it would, there was enough there that hinted at something deeper, more profound. I decided to take a chance, sending off an email to the address listed for contacting. At first I wasn't sure what to write, what to send in hopes that Chris would respond back to me as quickly I hoped for. I sent: She is me...
I sat back trying not to think about any of this, not yet. It was almost too overwhelming for me as it was. And...I had another problem facing me now too. I was running low on cash. I had just a little over a hundred on me, with no access to my own account, or credit cards. Faye of course had a couple, but there again, the signature thing was apt to cause me problems there. I wasn't sure how lucky I'd be in being able to actually use them for one thing, nor did I know what her balance was, or limits. Using them would be something I would do only as a last resort. Unfortunately, I was going to have to do something about buying a few things either way, like it or not. And without having access to a ride, nor the luxury of taking a cab again, I had no other choice but to go next door and knock, hoping my new found friends...old friends, could possibly help me.
Sharon of course had already gone to work, but Jillian was up and about, and more than happy to take me out to do some much needed shopping, though I fibbed a little in telling her that my credit cards were pretty close to being maxed out, so I'd have to be very careful and wise in using them.
"No worries," she smiled. "I know where we can go to get a BIG discount. Friend of ours works at a woman's lingerie store. That's where Sharon and I always go whenever we need anything. I'm sure once we explain to her what happened to you, she'll be more than happy to help." I was delighted to hear that, though on the drive over to the store, Jillian then informed me that they had in fact all gotten together on occasion in times past. Part of which was a repayment of sorts for all the "free stuff" they got, in addition to the discounted merchandise items. "Don't worry, you'll like her. She's really sexy, and very cute...a bit of a wild side on her yes, and a few kinks...but nobody better who can help us out here. Trust me."
I'd always hated that saying. "Trust me." There was always a catch, some hidden warning that always proved itself out, though when it did, it was usually too late. Even so, I followed Jillian into the small, yet well displayed lingerie store, though realizing as we did, it wasn't just about that. Aside from the expected obvious, most of their stuff was almost TOO sexy, TOO revealing, not to mention the fact that a back area of the store appeared to cater to mostly "adult toys and novelty items."
"You brought me to a sex store?" I asked after walking in, taking a brief look around. "All I need is a couple of pairs of normal panties, and maybe another bra or two," I told her. "I'm certainly not looking for anything that's crotch less, or edible! That's for dam sure!" I stated. Jillian laughed, still leading me by the hand further into the store.
"I'm sure we'll be able to find you something you can wear, even if it is just a little bit sexy. You look good in sexy. You are sexy. And like I said, Samantha will think you're sexy too."
I noticed there had been only one other person in the store when we came in, and 'he' had come walking out of the back adult area, leaving shortly after our arrival. One guy, middle aged appeared to be attending the register just outside of that area. He looked up towards Jillian and I as we passed, heading around the other side to the lingerie area. He smiled, even waved at Jillian, as she returned the wave calling out. "Samantha?"
"Stock room," he continued to smile pointing off in that direction. "She'll be pleased to see you I'm sure," he grinned even more broadly. To which Jillian responded under her breath, well out of range of his hearing her.
"Yeah, so are you...I'm sure," she said.
"What was all that about?" I asked only once we were well out of eyesight too.
"Oh, nothing really. He and Samantha just sort of have a mutual understanding is all. We've been here before obviously, and sort of know what's up whenever we come in to do a little bargaining. Nothing to worry about really, Sam will handle it."
"Sam?"
"Yeah, short for Samantha. That's what she really goes by. You'll see when you meet her."
As though we worked there...Jillian led me into the back, calling out to Sam as we did that.
"Back here!" Came the reply. Seconds later we entered what was obviously some sort of receiving area, Samantha...or Sam, was unboxing a few cartons, putting things on hangers when we came in. "Jill!" She said enthusiastically in greeting, coming over to not only hug...but kiss Jillian the moment they saw one another. Sam was an interesting looking character. Almost pixyish. Thin framed, an inch or two under five feet if she was lucky, short bright white hair with a strand of it died purple that seemed to hang down over one eye, obscuring it almost completely the way it was cut. She was wearing what appeared to be a tight black leotard, almost flat chested by the looks of it, with just two obvious well rounded bumps pressing against the tight-stretched material. She wore what appeared to be a men's pair of red and white polka dot boxers over that however, basically completing her outfit. She was obviously gothic too. Dark eyes, black lipstick and fingernails, with a black mouth kiss tattoo on one side of her neck.
"Hey Sam...want to introduce you to someone, who needs your help," Jillian said now handing me off to Sam. "This is Faye," she said as I extended my hand in greeting, and though taking it, Sam merely drew me in even closer, using that as leverage to do so, thus embracing me in another close hug instead along with a kiss on the mouth that caught me by surprise as she lingered there for a lot longer than just a moment.
"Easy enough to remember," she smiled, stepping back still holding my hand in hers, looking me up and down. I looked at her inquisitively, though Jillian, now Jill...answered that for me. She calls everyone by an abbreviated version of their name. Here I'm Jill, same as she's Sam...not Samantha. Sharon of course is Shar..."
"Oh," I said, still not sure I understood why she did that, but finding her welcoming, bubbling personality quite intriguing.
"So...what're we here to get?" She asked. Jill explained, quickly filling in details. I noticed that even as she did that, she seemed to abbreviate even the details, getting to the reason for our being there without a whole lot of extra explanation. Maybe it was the way Sam operated, fast and furious, seemingly in full understanding for the purpose of this visit. "Let's see what we can do about fixin' ya up," she grinned, though I noticed there was a look that was passed quickly back and forth between the two of them. "Might have ta, be nice to the boss though...ya know? Shouldn't take too long though, been a few days now as it is. But he's pretty primed at the pump now judging by the way he was acting around me this morning already. And especially now knowing that you're here. Almost willing to bet, he's got it out already."
"Got what out?" I asked whispering to Jillian as we followed Sam back into the store area. Jillian laughed. You'll see. Don't worry though, Bob's basically pretty harmless, never given Sharon or I anything to worry about since we've been coming here, as long as you can put up with him standing there watching anyway.
"Watching?"
She didn't have time to answer however as moments later the three of us stood there in front of where Bob was still sitting. I noticed as we stood there, his hand indeed appeared to be moving about, even though it was still well hidden beneath the counter.
"OK, I need at least two bras...and three or four pairs of panties," she said looking at him. He leaned back in his chair looking at the three of us.
"That's gonna cost," he said. "And nothing off the wall either," he added to that.
"What's the wall?" I asked in hushed tones.
"Their very best, most expensive stuff," Jillian informed me. "The display goods. If you see something you like or want to try on...then Sam goes and gets it in your size, and brings it in to you. Store policy, she has to be in there with you while you try it on to avoid any shop-lifting or pretend exchanges that weren't purchased here, especially for the more expensive stuff."
I had no response to that.
"You gonna be good with that?" Sam asked turning back around to ask us. Might could negotiate a bit better...or more..."
"She's pure les..." Jillian answered for me. "Won't mind being looked at, but touched...no." Sam grinned, nodded her head.
"Two bras, half a dozen pairs of panties, and one of those off the wall. For that...you get to watch us for a bit, and then I'll finish you off with a hand job." Bob thought about it. "Make it a blow-job, and it's a deal."
"No cum in the mouth then, not for that," she countered.
"On your tits then."
"For that...she gets a bra off the wall."
Once more he sat thinking about it. "OK, deal. Early lunch today then. Go turn the sign and lock the door." He stood up, coming around the counter as Sam scurried off towards the door before any other customers came walking in. Sure enough, he had a hard on, his thick massive dick sticking straight out. He led us into the adult novelty area, and I noticed there was another door leading through that into another area.
"The back office," Jillian informed me as Sam just then caught up to us. "We've been in there a couple of times before," she added.
Sam was already peeling the top of her leotard off by the time we had entered his somewhat cluttered office. Not too surprisingly, there was a leather couch sitting off to one side, about the only thing that wasn't cluttered.
"I'm not sure I feel real comfortable about this," I whispered worriedly.
"Relax. You don't have to really do much of anything. He'll want to see your tits, but beyond that, it'll be mostly Sam going down on me while you play with hers and mine a little, something like that. He'll get off on watching her licking me. After I get off...which I always do, she'll finish him, then we'll go back and do our shopping. Shouldn't take more than twenty minutes or so, give or take a few." I was surprised when Jillian suddenly stripped completely down, like me...she hadn't worn anything beneath her jeans and blouse either, though obviously she had come prepared for this. I just happened to be that way. I stood off to one side, nervously, though finally pulling my tee up and over my head, revealing my breasts. I was surprised to find myself a bit shy and nervous, until Sam came over, perfect height for her, as she now cupped and latched onto one of my breasts, sucking it. Already I could hear Bob's breathing getting harder as he sat behind his desk, no doubt busy jerking himself off while he watched us.
"Come on baby. Come lick my pussy. It's horny for you."
"And I'm horny for it too!" Sam responded, reluctantly leaving off my tit, though she still held my hand, drawing me over towards the couch with her. "Play with mine while I'm licking her," she informed me. "Two reasons..." she then whispered. "One...I like it. And two...Bob will get worked up really, really fast the more the three of us do together," she winked at me conspiratorially. "Get the picture?"
I did, nodded back at her, and began fondling her sweet small, very perky breasts.
**
I was honestly surprised to find myself becoming quite aroused, and now starting to get off on this. Even when I heard Bob suddenly stand up, walking over to stand next to us there on the couch. Sam was still hungrily licking Jillian's pussy. I had been asked, and thus managed to pull down Sam's leotard completely where it now lay all bunched up around her ankles. I was finger-fucking her twat, one...two and finally three fingers as she instructed me to do the wetter and wetter that she got. It was also oddly arousing to look up, watching Bob who had removed his own pants, though still wearing a shirt, he stood fisting his rather impressive looking cock. It was now making a lot of very slick, slippery sounds, much like I very often did to myself when I once had a dick. Though the sounds I was making in Sam's pussy where just as wet and slick sounding.
"Fuck that's hot," he groaned deeply looking on. "I'll throw in one of my best negligees if you'll fuck Sam with a strap on," he urged us all. "While she sucks me," he then added to that. Sam looked back over her shoulder towards me, questioning. I looked past her to Jillian.
"Up to you," she said non-commitally. "But I certainly could use a new one," she implied letting me know that it would go much in the way of repaying certain favors here. I felt like I owed it to her. And besides...I actually did want to try doing that. We hadn't gotten around to doing so the night before, and now I was thinking about it again...curious.
"Yeah, ok...sure. Why not?" I actually answered seeing the delightful look of surprise on both Sam and Jillian's faces upon hearing that.
"A new one," Sam then said looking at Bob. "And this one...I get to keep!"
"Ok, ok...but the three of you are robbing me blind today!" He complained half-heartedly. "And I knew then, he was getting his money's worth, even more so than we probably were. Sam finished pulling off the rest of her clothes and then ran bare-assed naked back into the novelty section of the shop, returning a few minutes later with a brand new package, ripping it open.



"Get the cleaning solution and lube," she told Bob. He turned heading back to his desk, opening a drawer, and handing her a couple of bottles along with some clean towels. Sam was quick about her business, handing me the contraption a moment or two later. "Ever tried one of these?"
"Nope...first time using one this way," I stated. Once again, she seemed to understand my statement.
"Cool. First time for everything I always say. Ok Bob, soon as she's in me...you're up."
Jillian had slid off the couch by this time and helped me to secure this interesting contraption on me once I had also finished undressing. The three of us all now entirely naked as Bob seated himself on the couch, Sam leaning over, already starting to fondle and suck his cock while I stood behind her, Jillian helping to guide my fake prick into the opening of her pussy. I had no misconceptions about this either, or so I thought. About to fuck my first cunt as a woman, I knew going in that I wouldn't be feeling or sensing it the way I would be doing as a man. This was about her, her pleasure, and me giving it. And Bob getting it watching me as I did that, as I fucked her.
Well...that and the blowjob she was now giving him too of course.
Boy was I surprised.
As I began to ease in and out of the young woman's pussy, Jillian stood behind me, her hands coming around to cup and fondle my breasts. Once more that direct line connection from nipples to clit seemed to fire up again. And even more startling, with each thrust into Sam's cunt, I felt the press, and the tickle of the device which fit snuggly over my mound. It was stimulating me too, caressing my split, especially as I impaled her, and then stood grinding against her for a moment before withdrawing again. Sam was gyrating and rolling her ass as well, fucking me back, somehow managing to hold on to Bob's prick as she sucked it without biting it off as I caused her to moan repeatedly. With Jillian behind me, just the press of her bare breasts digging into my back was enough added stimulation, and I reached back, quickly finding her wet succulent pussy with my fingers, now toying with her all the while shoving and thrusting away.
"Fuck! Fuck! I'm gonna cum, gonna cum!" Bob announced. Almost immediately Sam backed up, almost standing up, though ensuring I remained deeply inside her.
"Here they are!" She said cupping her small little breasts, not even then managing to make enough of a difference in doing so, so firm and perky where they, and not even large enough to press the two of them together in doing so either. Bob stroked his own cock now, fiercely, rapidly, and soon began spunking her tits with a rather large copious amount of semen, that was honestly...rather impressive. They were soon drenched in rivers of his cream, so much so that it was running down her tummy, dripping onto the floor.
"Make...me...cum...too!" She finally cried out, half standing, half bent over as I slammed wildly in and out of her. Enjoying the sensation, going through the motions so to speak of what I was used to, and yet...finding pleasure in it, in an entirely different way. Feeling the slap, tickle caress of the device against my own clit. Before I realized it, I clenched, clenched again, heard Sam crying out just as my own orgasm washed over me. Even Jillian joined us somehow, having now straddled my leg, humping herself against me like a dog in heat. The slickness of her own cunt juices bathing my leg as the three of us actually managed a near-simultaneous climax together.
Our supposed lunch hour had indeed passed quickly. Not wanting to lose any more business that he already may have, Bob dressed and hurried back into the sales area, leaving the three of us to dress and straighten things up again.
"That was fun!" Sam announced playfully. "We'll have to do this again...and soon too!" She added to that with a wink. We then followed her out back into the main area of the store, did our shopping, and soon after left with a plethora of goodies in our bags. Including a brand new double-dildo that Sam had managed to toss in while Bob was busy with another customer.
"Call me!" She said speaking to Jillian, though looking at me. "I'd enjoy fucking you sometime myself."
**
It had been another very interesting day, and it was still early afternoon by the time we arrived back at my place.
"You're coming over for dinner again later yes?" Jillian asked. As tempting as the offer was, especially as I was interested in seeing what the new toy would look and feel like, I was honestly exhausted. And at the moment, all I really wanted to do was take a nice long nap, catch up on some much needed sleep, and probably spend time doing a little more research.
I begged off for that evening, telling her I still had a lot to do, being honest about the sleep, and promised that we would get together again real soon. Though slightly disappointed upon hearing that, Jillian at least understood. We kissed as friends, and then went our separate ways into our respective apartments. The moment I walked in, I saw a small flashing light coming from my PC. It was an alert that I had an email waiting for me. I rushed over towards it, looked at the subject line. It read from Chris Smith:
"If you mean what I think you mean...call me. Right away."
I clicked on the message, opening it. He had given me a phone number.
**
I dialed the number. The area code informing me he was in a neighboring state. He picked up on the second ring, his voice warm, friendly and very masculine.
"This is Chris," he had answered, almost as though expecting my call. Though I am sure the unfamiliar number on his caller ID probably hinted at that.
"Hi...this is..." I almost didn't know which name to give him. "Faye," I finally stated, figuring the sound of a woman's voice, using the name Howard might be just a little too weird, and put him on the defensive. I had no idea if he actually knew anything about what I was soon going to be telling him. If he did, then the name really wouldn't matter after I had shared my strange little story. "I'm very curious about the message you left me," he began. "Would you care to tell me what you meant by that?"
I had absolutely nothing to lose at this point, especially with time working against me now. The odds were that Faye would be waking up soon, and when she did...inside my body, all sorts of complications would no doubt arise from that. I decided to tell him everything, start to finish about how I had found myself now inside my cousin's body...and she in mine. To my surprise, he listened intently without interruption. Only when I had finished, waiting for him to tell me I was some kind of a kook, or idiot, and that I had wasted his precious time, he said instead.
"Give me your address. I'll be there first thing in the morning."
"You're kidding right?" I asked. "You're seriously going to fly here to see me based on what I told you over the phone?"
"For starters...yes. I need to meet you, see you. There's a few other things I'm going to need to do once I am sure you are who you say you are. But it starts with me getting there first. You willing?"
Once again, I was growing desperate here, running out of options. "I am yes. What airline will you be flying in on? I can meet you at the airport."
"Don't worry about that. I have my own plane, which is why I will be in early. If what you're saying is true...we don't have a whole lot of time here. I'll explain everything else to you once I've arrived, and we'll take things from there."
**
I got very little sleep. Waking early, nervous and apprehensive. And though he said he'd be here in the morning, he'd said nothing about what time I should expect him. I had put on the coffee, just sitting down to have my first cup, not even properly dressed yet when there came a knock on my door. I glanced at the clock on the kitchen wall. It wasn't even seven in the morning yet!
"No way," I thought gathering my robe about me, cinching the sash as I had little else on save for a pair of my own boxers, which felt just a bit more comfortable to me than the women's panties did. Especially those we had gotten from the lingerie store Samantha worked at. I peered through the security peep, saw what appeared to be a middle-aged, attractive looking man standing outside, calling out to him. "Yes? Who is it?"
"Chris Smith. Are you...Howard?" He asked, not even hesitating, even upon hearing the sound of a woman's voice. I hurriedly answered the door before either one of my neighbors could become curiously aware of his presence. That would be hard enough trying to explain to them, let alone anything else.
"Wow...that was fast," I said stepping back inviting him in.
"I left first thing. Had a car waiting for me when I arrived. Wanted to get here as soon as possible. Like I said, if you're for real...then time really is of the essence here."
"I'm for real," I assured him. "Everything I told you is the god's honest truth!" He merely nodded his head, walking past me into the darker area of my still unlit sitting room.
"I need to do something," he informed me. "It's a simple thing really, and not exactly a full proof test as to what you're saying. But it's a start. I need to look into your eyes with a pen-light."
Chris appeared to be in his early to mid forties. Reasonably attractive, though admitting that to myself seemed oddly strange. And yet there was something about him that I found intriguing. He had deep blue eyes, dark brown wavy hair with just a hint of grey beginning to form at the temples. He already had a few worry lines starting to edge about his eyes, telling me he hadn't exactly had an easygoing life. And yet they didn't make him look old, as much as just handsomely rugged.
"Ok," I answered. "Where do you want me?"
"Over here in the dark," he said. "Keep your eyes wide open, looking directly at me. Try to ignore the light until I say otherwise."
I stood before him doing as he'd asked. He clicked on the small little light, and then brought it up towards my eyes in a flash after that. My vision was blurred for a moment, and then he stepped back, once more looking at me. "Ok, you can turn the lights on now if you'd like. I have a story to tell you."
I sat in stunned silence as Chris began talking to me, beginning with the reason for the light. He had explained that he had met three others like myself, making this claim. And that all three...for whatever reason, passed this particular little test he had given me. Apparently, my eyes dilated a lot slower than most everyone else's did. It wasn't really all that noticeable. But to the trained, observant eye...it was enough. I had passed the test.
"So you've...you've met others like me making the same claim about being in the wrong body?"
"Yes, like I said. It's rare...very rare, but I have yes. That is actually all I do now, researching this phenomenon, seeking to find others, like yourself...and help them if I can."
I almost wanted to cry. "So you do believe me then. You believe that I am Howard, and that I'm in my cousin's body. And that she...is currently in mine." He already knew of course about my body lying in a comatose state in a nearby hospital, though unlike me...the news that I could be coming out of the coma at any time now, wasn't necessarily good news to him.
"The reason I believe you implicitly Howard, is because of this. You see...my name IS Chris. Or to be more exact, Christine. I've been living in my husband's body for going on ten years now. Very few know that, less than a handful, most of which are on my personal staff." I stood there staring at him, taking in every square inch of him again. There was nothing, and I mean absolutely nothing about him that suggested he was anything other than a man. And a very masculine one at that. There was nothing effeminate about him in any way shape or form.
"How?" I said almost collapsing, sitting down on the couch now on shaky legs, no longer able to support my weight as he took another chair sitting next to me.
"Like you, my husband and I went through a rather traumatic experience. We enjoyed going on white-water rafting trips, not the easy ones either. But the more adventurous, somewhat dangerous excursions. As luck would have it, we hit a particular area that was known for turning rafts, capsizing them, but up until then anyway, no one had ever drowned because of it. Before I knew it, our boat was caught, tossed, and overturned. The current was unusual however, the water level a bit lower than it usually was, and because of that, the undertow a bit stronger, unbeknownst to any of us. The next thing I know, I have this sensation of leaving my body, underwater no less. I could see my body, flapping about, lifeless...and knew almost at once, I was dead. And then there were people, in the water with us, pulling on us...and I saw myself, as well as my husband's body being taken back up to the surface. What was odd, and somewhat different than the way you described your own experience, was that I saw someone giving CPR to me...and then breath! I knew that was virtually impossible. How could I be breathing, and yet still existing outside of my own body? I then heard someone else saying that they couldn't find a pulse, couldn't get Steven to breathe. Someone else saying that it was too late, that he was dead. I don't know why, but I knew that we would soon both be, unless I acted, and thus did what I did. What you did. I entered his body with my soul. The next thing I remember, is waking up in the hospital...in this body. Not my own. And it's been this way ever since."
"What about your...your husband?" I asked hearing the strange words coming out of my mouth, speaking to a man as though he was a she, and not visa versa. But then again...look who was talking here.
"Like your cousin, he's been in a coma ever since. For a long time I went through the nightmare, trying to figure it all out, learning what I could, until eventually stumbling on someone else with a similar story. And then things just sort of took off from there. I'm financially well off, so I have plenty of means to do the research that I do, with very few knowing anything about it. There would be far too much judgment, disbelief for one thing. But for another, I have no desire to subject myself to being put through a battery of tests either, or eventually being labeled a lunatic. Something I am sure you've had the same worries and concerns about yourself."
"Ten years? And he's still alive then?"
"Yes. He is seen to by my own personal staff. It has been my hope that one day I would find a way to reach him, to convince him that he's still alive, and unfortunately, just residing in the wrong body. I even believe that once I actually came close to touching his consciousness, I could feel it, sense it...like a nagging thought, or a word just on the tip of your tongue like you can't remember it. And then it was gone. I haven't felt it since. And yet, I know he's still in there, still alive...just hiding for lack of a better word for it."
"So...what do we do next then?"
"That's the hard part. First, you're going to have to trust me...implicitly. Second...you have to also believe that what I'm telling you...is as true as what you have told me. Do you believe that Howard? Do you also believe that I am who I say I am without hesitation? The reason I ask you that, is because in the end...it may make all the difference in the world...for both of us. For all four of us."
"All four of us?"
"Yes, because if this works...and I'll be honest with you here Howard, there are no guarantees. Only a hunch. But one I have studied carefully, and done all the research on that I can. I've since come to the absolute conclusion, from everything I've read, everything I've seen, and everyone that I've actually traveled around the world to actually speak to about it. There's only one possible solution to any of this if we're to have any chance of living out the rest of our lives in our own bodies again."
"And what's that?" I had to ask.
He...or rather she, looked at me intently, and then said. "I need to fuck you."
**
"You need to do what?"
"I know...it probably sounds strange to you hearing that. So let me explain, or try to anyway. So please...hear me out, and then decide. But trust me..."
"Yeah right, where've I heard that one before?" I thought, though he continued.
"The French have a phrase for it. They call it "little death," have you heard that saying before?"
I had...nodding my head.
"Well there's a lot more to it than that of course, even the Buddhist Monk's have some teachings on it...the spiritual aspects of it. That the moment of orgasm, is about as close as we come...as human beings from actually leaving our temporal forms. But there is a moment, when as some believe, we actually do. It's a split second, a fraction of a split second in fact...where we actually can, and where some have. It's that moment...that gives us the one and only chance we'll have to reach out in the world or plane of neither here...nor there, to contact Steven, and hopefully Faye as well. But we can only do that, only accomplish that, if we're able to reach that exquisite plane of ecstasy together...simultaneously."
I couldn't count the number of times on one hand where I had actually experienced a simultaneous orgasm with anyone. Let alone...it needing to be the most intense, most cosmic, most explosive orgasmic release even possible when we did.
"That's it...that's the solution. We have to fuck...and then come...simultaneously, and it has to basically be the best orgasm ever. That's what you're telling me."
"In a nut-shell, yes. But that's also why we need to get started now. Why we need to fuck now, and get the preliminaries over with."
"Preliminaries?"
"Yeah, let's face it Howard. Until you and I are comfortable and totally familiar with one another's bodies, how we respond to sensual touch, what drives each one of us over the top most of all...we'll never achieve that level of pleasure unless we practice, become familiar with one another. Inside and out so to speak. So you see? We do need to start, and start soon...before Faye does wake up in your body, and very possibly make it even more difficult for you to reach her. You in fact have a far better chance of reaching her, that I do of reaching Steven. But I have to try. And in the trying, hopefully...you'll have an even better chance of being successful. But yeah...we need to get started then as soon as we can. We need to get the awkward moments out of the way. We need to get in tune with one another, comfortable with one another, totally...and completely, uninhibited with one another. And that means..."
"We need to fuck. Only in this case, you're the man...and I'm the woman, even though it's actually the other way around."
"Yeah, sort of makes things interesting doesn't it?"
"I'd say that's a major understatement," I told her. "To begin with, I'm still trying to wrap my head around the fact that you are indeed a woman...and not a man. I mean...you do have a penis you know, and you're going to be putting that inside me. It's the visual picture here I'm going to have a little problem dealing with."
"Well if it makes you feel any better Howard. Same holds true for me too. I know some believe it's a lot easier for a woman to be with another woman. But not in my case. I know, because I've actually tried that. Not that I haven't enjoyed the experience, but it's simply not my cup of tea. And then try to imagine the other side of that coin. Approaching another man, someone I AM actually attracted to. And not the feminine, truly gay men either Howard. I'm NOT gay...I'm a woman. I'm a woman who is attracted to men. Not gay men. Not lesbian women. So you see, in many ways, it's been far harder on me. Which is why I don't mind telling you...it's been a while."



He/She...had a point there. There was a whole bunch of things I was going to have a problem dealing with here myself. "I think in the beginning, it might help if we do it the first time in the dark. Try to see ourselves for ourselves, who we truly are as a human beings. With luck, the real us...will relax and reveal themselves, and get us both through the first few awkward moments."
I hesitated for a moment...weighing the options. But there weren't any. "So no real chance that we'll somehow manage to accomplish it the first time?"
She laughed. "I seriously doubt it. Like I said, for one thing...I don't know about you, but I'm damn nervous. It really has been a while for me, with a man or a woman. And secondly...I'm pretty sure, I'm not going to last a long enough time to get us both to that simultaneous point anyway. If anything, I may be a bit, well...shall we say premature in that department?"
Now I had to laugh, the tables suddenly turned. "Ok, I see your point. So...we get familiar, used to one another first."
"Exactly."
"We need to...find a way...to arouse and excite one another."
"Yes."
We were standing there in my bedroom now, looking at one another. I felt like a bride on my wedding night. Though why that thought suddenly filled my head, I had no idea.
"You want me to undress first?" She asked.
"How about you start...and then I'll catch up. You're wearing a bit more than I am," though suddenly I then remembered, I was wearing a pair of my old boxer shorts. At least, I sort of looked cute and sexy in them.
She took off her shirt, kicking off her dark brown very expensive looking Wing Tips. I then realized, that she...or he under the circumstances was actually blushing a little. She paused briefly, unbuckling her belt, unzipping her fly. I undid the sash on my robe, allowing it to part, revealing to her...him, my pert full breasts. Though that wasn't where her eyes were at the time. She was looking at my groin, suddenly smiling, and then laughing.
"What's so funny? You don't like the way I look in boxer shorts?"
"Oh it's not that. Not that at all. Funny how some things never do change do they?" She opened her pants fully, letting them fall around her feet. She...he...stood before me wearing a black, lacy, skimpy pair of women's bikini panties.
To be continued...
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And though she was wearing panties, which I found oddly erotic looking at, she was also sporting a fairly impressive looking erection, which also looked rather interesting pressed so tightly against the dainty material.
But that is also when it dawned on me. That cock, that prick, that turgidly hard member would soon be sliding in and out of my pussy. I was about to be fucked, truly fucked for the first time in my bizarre little male-she existence.
"Look, I know how you must be feeling right about now Howard, because I'm feeling it too. I'm looking at you as a woman at the moment, a very attractive, sexy woman. And yet inside, I know...you're a man. And you...looking at me as a man, a man with a hard cock, something I know must be foreign to you to even contemplate. But you have to keep in mind, I'm very much a woman inside. A woman who is very much attracted to men, and yet...here I am as a woman, about to fuck a woman in the physical. But we both have to find a way around that logic, that mentality, or we'll never accomplish what we absolutely have to do here."
"Any suggestions?" I asked feeling a little silly at the moment, apprehensive and uncertain for sure.
"Maybe...something that might help, but it's also a bit dangerous in some respects. More so for you than me maybe, only because I've been living like this for a lot longer than you have, and have learned how to control it, deal with it. But let me ask..." Chris walked over to the bed sitting down on it, drawing me down next to her. Both naked, the inevitable only moments away now, she took my hands in hers. "Have there been moments when you've sort of felt yourself losing your identity? I call it crossing over. It's when your thoughts, even though they're your own, almost feel like they're hers. If that even makes any sense to you."
"Actually, it does. There have been times when I have this mental image of myself, and see myself shaking my head, as though doing so to clear my head, my thoughts. Realizing I was thinking as a woman, and not as who...and what I am. Almost as though I was actually becoming my cousin."
"Good," she said smiling at me. "Good in the sense that... that is what we need to do here now. Only we have to allow the cross-over to some extent, albeit only briefly. But like I said, that's where it's more dangerous for you than for me. I've learned how to accept that, and feel myself as Chris, and not as Christine. You need to do that now...Faye," she said calling me by my cousin's name. "From here on in, while we're doing this, getting familiar, getting comfortable. You have to become Faye, just as I will be...Chris. Think you can do that?"
I looked down at her groin. "It might help if you were to take the panties off," I told her. "I'm finding that weirdly erotic, and not necessarily in a good way either."
Christine laughed, standing up again, and hurriedly stripping off the black lace panties until she stood in front of me, her hard stiff cock sticking straight out in front of her. I now knew, she'd become Chris, just as I was about to let myself go, and actually become...Faye.
**
It was in a way again...like having an out of body experience, only wide awake. I had to force my mind's eye to see myself as Faye...not as Howard. I began to draw on the various sensations I had learned about her body, how each of these felt when I first explored my new self. I remembered the intensely electrifying tingles when I had first touched her breasts. Feeling the super sensitivity in having done that. The way the electrical pulses, surges of arousal and desire had traveled so foreignly down between my legs, to my clit...my clit. Not Faye's clit, not even Howard's clit...but my clit.
My clit. I was neither Faye, nor Howard. I was a woman at the moment without a name, but that almost seemed more appropriate, more acceptable under the circumstances than anything else. I needed to be anonymous, and I needed Chris, Christine to be a stranger in a way to me as well. Someone I didn't see as either one. I reached out, wrapping my small delicate hand around his thick hard cock, squeezing it, familiarizing myself with the length and girth of it, finding it arousing as I did that. It had been so long, or so it seemed anyway, since I had actually felt myself holding a dick...a cock, a prick...in my hand.
"Turn out the lights now," I told him. "And fuck me."
**
When the lights went off, about all I could see was a bit of shadowed definition. It was the perfect cloak...for the moment anyway, to submerge myself into this new persona. My lover now...as I came to think of him, leaned over, sucking my breast. I felt that all too familiar tingle of delight, the surge of arousal and ecstasy as he mouthed my tit. I could feel the anticipatory pulsation as my clit began to throb in hopeful expectation. Hearing a moan escape from my lips, a whispered breath as I fully succumbed to the almost overwhelming sensations. Especially when next his fingers reached down in exploration, quickly finding the nerve center of my sex, tweaking it. I moaned again, even louder this time. Likewise reaching out again myself now, finding that rigidly hard tumescent member as I began to stroke it, exploring it, and familiarizing myself with the object that would soon be sliding in and out of my very depths.
And then he groaned. And I smiled inwardly, finding delight in this simple pleasure, this intimate contact that was rapidly escalating in want and desire for us both. I took delight in the surge of pearly like fluid that leaked from the tip of his prick. So slick, so erotically hot as I smeared it over and around the head of his dick, just as he was likewise coating, teasing and slicking my clit up with my very similar female lubrications. Laying there in the darkness, hearing the sounds, which were so familiar to me in many ways, and yet hearing and sensing them all so differently at the same time. That slick, squishy sensual splurge as I stroked the helmet of his blood engorged shaft. The same holding true for me as well, though the furrow of my sex now basically dripped and pooled my pre-spending that made more of a splat sound as his palm now cupped, pressed and half-spanked the entire area surrounding my pubic mound. I lifted up my ass in wanton greeting to that, the desire building now, the unknown before me. I needed it, wanted it...
"Please...please, fuck me. Fuck me...stick your cock inside, and fuck me."
**
I was half expecting it to feel a little like the way it had when Sharon had slid that fairly realistic looking dildo inside me, when we'd fucked. I was pleasantly surprised when it didn't. Not really. There was a noticeable difference. There was nothing real, nothing alive about the phallus that had filled me then. Pleasure yes, and even that in a different sense. This was real. This had internal warmth, a heartbeat of its own perhaps, a throbbing that was born of need and desire, now matching my own. It was so unlike the sensation I'd felt when Sharon had fucked me. This had depth, a sense of being...of joining, unlike anything I had ever felt before. I felt nerve endings come alive inside me, somewhere deep, all encompassing. I met each thrust, each lunge with a complimentary contraction, savoring the exquisite friction. Almost involuntarily, I gripped, held, and fought to hold on, yet finding pleasure and delight in the inability to do so. And then welcoming again, the forceful intrusion, that spearing heat that sliced into me, pummeling me, hammering the depths of my very soul.
It ended all too sweetly.
Nowhere's near my own climatic release, I felt the sudden eruption, the quick pulsating throbs. I didn't feel the actual spurting as much as I did feel that. A throb, a sense of release, knowing that as I did, he was emptying his seed deep inside my womb.
"I'm sorry...like I said, it's been a while."
I felt oddly frustrated. So close, and yet so far away. "It's ok, I understand," I said in response to that. "And besides, this was mostly about getting through the awkwardness wasn't it?" I said reaching over then, turning on the light. Chris rolled over, pulling up the sheet covering himself, as though he...now she again, felt as shy and embarrassed as I might have. I remained comfortable in my skin, standing up moving off into the bathroom to freshen up a bit. "I could use a smoke," I said laughing. "And I know for a fact that neither Faye nor I even smokes."
Now Chris laughed. "I hear that. I used to. Though my husband never did. And the way I see it, he'd never forgive me if I were to cause him to start to."
And that was yet again another interesting observation. What fall out, if any might there be when and if Faye and I once again returned to our own bodies? Would I...recall and remember any of these sensations I'd experienced? Would they remain with me as part of my memory, or would they fade in time with the inability to experience them in quite the same way again? I even wondered if I'd ever stand up to pee again, already used to sitting down now.
I came out of the bathroom, Chris already getting dressed.
"For sure, we're going to need to do a lot of practicing," he told me. I slipped into my own robe again, leading him back out of the bedroom into the kitchen area.
"That's for sure...especially if we're to hope to even come remotely close to experiencing an earth-shattering, simultaneous orgasm together. Since that's what you say we need to do. I'll be perfectly honest with you Chris...I wasn't even half way close to getting there myself yet."
"I know," she said a bit sheepishly. "Which is why we really do need to do this again...and soon, and often," she added to that. "But I also need to get a few other things in motion now too. I suggest we plan on doing this again in a couple of hours, provided you don't have any other plans for the day."
"No plans really. But I do have one small minor concern. My neighbors. Explaining your presence here could cause me a few problems after all this is over and done with." Without going into a real lengthy explanation, I did inform her that I had gotten involved the past evening with my two lesbian neighbors. She did laugh at that.
"Well, I can't say as I could actually blame you for doing that under the circumstances. But yes, I can see how that could possibly cause a few problems after all this is over with. So...tell you what. As a cover story, you tell your neighbors that I am an Uncle. That I came here because of you, and because of Howard. We should only have to worry about my being here for another day or so. After that, we'll have moved the entire operation to a far more suitable place, once the rest of my teams here."
That seemed reasonable enough, so I agreed to the story.
"So you'll be back then in a couple of hours?"
"Roughly yes. And don't go doing anything, as much as you might want to. It will probably help and benefit us both if you remained aroused, unfulfilled. That may help in getting the two of us closer to climaxing together the next time. So try and refrain from masturbating, or even more importantly, doing anything else with your neighbor friends, as tempted as you might be."
It made sense, but it also sucked. I was horny and still aroused. "Ok, I'll wait. But try and come back here as soon as you can then. I really do think we need to practice a lot. Lots and lots...and lots...of practice!"
Chris laughed, nodded her head in agreement, as I walked her towards the door. As luck would have it though, just as Chris stepped out, so did Jillian from across the way. She looked at me, inquisitively. There was no way around it now, though luckily, we'd already discussed a reasonable cover story.
"Jillian? This is Howards Uncle Chris," I said introducing the two of them. "He heard about Howard of course, and immediately flew out here to see how he was doing. Probably be staying with me a couple of days." Jillian smiled then shaking his hand.
"Nice to meet you. Chris was it?" She asked again looking past him towards me, her curiosity however saying something else. I'm sure it was because of the way I looked...nothing more than a robe on, and looking as though I had just rolled out of bed, which was actually the truth of course.
"Yes," Chris said, turning, kissing me on the forehead. And then saying to me, though I know it was for Jillian's benefit. "I'll call you from the hospital as soon as I learn anything more." And then with that, he left, leaving Jillian and I to stand out there alone together.
"So...no other news yet huh?"
"Not really, no."
"Hey...I was just thinking about coming over and seeing if you'd be interested in going out someplace for lunch? How about it?" Jillian asked.
"I'm a mess," I told her. "I need to shower, get cleaned up...maybe you should go on without me."
"Nonsense. I'll wait. In fact...I could probably use another shower myself," she grinned hopefully.
"As much as I'd probably enjoy that, I let you into the shower with me, we probably won't get any lunch. And I am hungry. Not to mention the fact, I promised to meet Howard's uncle later on this afternoon after he's settled into his hotel. And then dinner this evening." I hoped that my explanation would be reason enough to at least temporarily delay any further activities between us, as much as I would have liked that.
"You're probably right. OK, how about you shower, dress, and then come over when you're ready."
I agreed to that, delighted that my ploy and explanation had seemingly worked. She stopped just inside her door looking back at me however, adding: "I might prefer being with women...but I'd do him in a heartbeat," she told me once more giving me a wink and a smile. "If you two want an additional female to party with...just say the word!" And with that, she stepped back into her apartment. Only then did I feel a rather funny, unusual sensation. Looking down, and seeing what was no doubt the tail-tail evidence, as Chris's cum ran down the inside of my leg.
**
Chris called me a couple of hours later just as she said she would. After explaining to her what had happened after she left, she laughed. "Might be better if you actually came here then," she said. "I've already got things nearly in place now. Just finished renting out the entire top floor, two penthouse suites at the Marriott. Had to pay plenty to do that too. One of them was actually occupied at the time."
"That must have cost a small fortune," I agreed. "So the Marriott then? And why two suites? For the staff?"
"Sort of...they have the rooms just below us. Had to rent out most of that entire area as well."
"Holly shit. You really must be loaded then!"
"Let's just say, I've been fortunate. But...the other suite is where they'll be bringing my husband. And I've also already made arrangements to have Faye transferred here as well, somewhat secretly of course, and that cost almost more than renting out the two floors did. Had to pull some strings to pull that one off. But it's pretty much all set. They'll be bringing Faye over sometime tomorrow afternoon, after Steven gets here. After that, we'll be spending a great deal of time with one another...obviously. But it is again important that we get some additional practice in first. I'll of course have my own team of qualified doctors and nurses here with us, keeping an eye on the two of them. But you and I will have a much more urgent requirement behind all of that. And especially after my visit today. I had a personal look at Faye myself, she is indeed coming around. She reacted quite strongly to the light in her eyes when I examined her. She could be waking up any time now. And so that does tend to complicate things just a little. If she does, then we'll both have some major explaining to do."
"Oh my god! What happens then? What happens if she does wake up before we've even had a chance to try and do this?" I asked.
"Only chance we'll even have then. We'd have to find a way to convince her to join us, which makes things even more difficult for all of us after that. Then we're not looking at just a climatic simultaneous climax...but a three way. And that...might be virtually impossible to achieve."
"Yeah...no shit," I replied in kind...though my thoughts at the moment were in trying to even imagine that. Me...Faye, and Chris all jumbled together, with Steven laying in a bed next door to us in the adjoining room. Yeah...that would go over like a fart in a space suit.
"Well, so you ready to get in a bit more practice?"
"Yeah, I think that's a pretty good plan," I told her. "I've been damn horny all day, ever since you left," I freely admitted. "But I was also thinking about something...something else that might help."
"Oh yeah? And what's that?" Chris asked.
"Well...I know how you're not really into women and all that, but since I've been in this body, I've really come to love having my pussy licked. Might help out a lot if you were to do that for a while before actually fucking me...get me a bit closer, more excited and aroused too, ya know?"
"Actually, I was thinking about doing just that. And I didn't say I didn't enjoy being with another woman, I have been. Just said I prefer being with a man. I enjoy eating pussy, and I'm pretty sure, I'm going to enjoy eating yours too. Though that sort of does raise an interesting question I have. How do you feel about giving me a blowjob? I've actually missed feeling that, if you can believe it."
I knew what she meant. I was rather missing that myself. This whole thing was becoming more and more convoluted by the second. And I could also see what she had meant earlier. It was dangerous being Faye. The longer I was, the less it became difficult for me in keeping the two separate. I was beginning to enjoy my time as Faye. And that did worry me...just a little.
**
I met Chris in the lobby of the hotel an hour later. Using her special passkey, the elevator by-passed all the other floors, taking us straight up to our own rooms.
"One of the perks of having these," she said smiling at me. "We don't have to ride up with anyone else, unless we choose to do so. Keeps things nice and private too," she added. "We'll be doing that late tonight, long after most everyone has gone to bed. Even then, I've already arranged to have a security escort, temporarily closing off the lobby area when we bring my husband, and your cousin in later. After that...it'll be up to the two of us...with a whole lot of luck."
"No kidding," I agreed as I began to undress, just as Chris was. It was still light out however, and she then turned to me.
"We can draw the drapes, make it a little darker at least, if you'd like."
"Actually...no. I think this time, I do need the visual aspect as a part of this. I need to see you, see what you're doing to me. And I want...to see what I'm doing, and how you're responding...to me."
In the light, it was strangely different of course. Christine coming towards me as a woman in a man's body. And me...just the opposite. It was a little unnerving, and yet...as I felt her place the head of her cock inside the opening of my pussy again, it felt heavenly. I opened to her, feeling it as she slid inside and slowly began sawing in and out of my soaking went cunt. It felt far less awkward than the first time too. And there was no doubt that I could see the danger, feeling myself succumbing to emotions and feelings I had never felt before. For the moment at least...I was a woman, I was Faye...I was no longer Howard as I thrust back, taking Chris's shaft deeper and deeper, faster and faster until I knew I was hovering on the edge of climatic bliss. Chris slowed. It was obvious she too was fighting it, trying desperately to hold on long enough for me to ride the crest with her. But as she slowed, it actually hurt more than helped my own pleasure. I felt it ebb, and then suddenly begin to back away.



"No!" I cried out. "Fuck me Chris! Fuck me...fuck me hard...faster! Faster! Faster!"
She did, but in doing so...the inevitable happened for her. Once more I felt the sudden surge and throb of her prick inside me. Once again so close, though as she emptied herself, finally spending herself, I too felt the delicious tickle of orgasmic release, though it was far less than what I had actually given myself, or even experienced when Sharon had fucked me with the dildo.
We had again just missed the mark, though we had gotten closer. But it was a reminder to us both, just how difficult this would be, if not actually impossible. To achieve a level of nirvana that would allow either one of us to experience this "Little Death", this split second of out of body spiritual ecstasy, was beginning to look bleak.
"I'm sorry," Chris said again sitting up. "That was better...but still far from what we'll need to achieve. And we're both running out of time here."
"Maybe next time...we'll do even better," I said hopefully, though the look she gave me didn't mirror my sentiment.
"Maybe."
We both began dressing again, I knew that Chris still had a few things she needed to do in preparation for the arrival of her husband, and my cousin. But I was starting to think this would be all for naught.
"Mind if I ask you something?"
"Sure, go right ahead."
"You mentioned that there were others...others that you found. What happened with them? You never told me."
Chris walked over taking a seat next to the bed where I remained sitting. "There were three. Well four actually. The first two were never really confirmed much beyond the same simple tests I gave you. But there was nothing to suggest that they weren't telling the truth. There were other things of course, things that are foreign to most men, or women...and yet they knew of them in explicit detail, much like you did. The problem was, with the first two, both of their spouses, or partners, had already passed. So there was no help for them, or for me for that matter. The only other couple that were together, and who had crossed, had lived that way for the better part of twenty years. By then, they had grown used to their new identities, new lives. Neither one of which wanted to run any risks, or face the very real possibility that something might happen to either one...or both of them. Needless to say, they were thus content to live out the rest of their lives together, as one another."
I fell back onto the bed, the realization suddenly hitting me that I too might have to permanently accept my own status. Could I indeed adapt, accept, and begin to live a life as a woman...or rather as a man, trapped inside a woman's body? I had no real answer for that, and was now more than ever determined to find away to make this thing succeed, if that was even possible.
"No others then?"
"None that I've actually met no. There have of course been others, throughout history, which is the reason I've done the research that I have with regards to this. Trying to find the one key, the one thing that might help, that might work. Some of the ancient texts and writings I have found, have suggested that others did succeed, though there is no real substantiated proof of it of course. Mostly word of mouth, hearsay, or writings that many have interpreted as meaning something else. The one really interesting example I did find, that few have ever been privileged enough to see, actually involved a story about Cleopatra, and Mark Antony. You are familiar with history yes?"
"Well, I did see the movie."
Chris laughed. "Hollywood's version of the event. Though history says there was another chapter to that, which was hidden, and remained hidden as far too many either didn't want it revealed, or worse...explored, or adapted as an additional part of religious teaching and belief."
I sat up again, interested in hearing this as Chris continued.
"The story goes, with the Roman army on Cleopatra's doorstep, about to invade her palace, and already fearing that Mark Antony had been killed outside in her defense, she chose to end her own life rather than having it taken from her. She then allowed a King Cobra to bite her, thus ensuring she would indeed die by her own hand. Just as she collapsed, though not yet dead herself, Mark Antony broke into her private chambers, just barely ahead of the Roman's who were pursuing him. Upon seeing what she had done, he was determined to take his own life as well...thus joining her. Taking out his knife, he thrust it into himself, giving himself a mortal wound. As he then collapsed...it is believed that their spirits just then began to leave their mortal bodies. Somehow, someway, in this neither world, this spirit world...this cross over point, they saw one another. And in the excitement, in the belief that somehow, someway they could have one last moment together...they returned, but in the confusion of it all, did so in re-entering the wrong forms. What was translated for me, written on some ancient papyri, was an interesting exchange, supposedly heard and witnessed to by several Roman soldiers who just then managed to break into the chambers as the two of them lay dying...again...together. Cleopatra was then heard to say, looking over towards her lover..."My Queen...my queen. And he, looking somewhat startled, though quickly responding back to her in the old Egyptian language and dialect, which he never did learn how to speak, called her My Antony!" They both succumbed to their wounds and poisons once more shortly after that."
"Wow," I said trying to digest this interesting little twist on history. But it was again yet another reminder just how difficult this was proving out to be. And the likelihood, that I and Faye may very well be trapped inside these bodies...just like Chris had been, and thus all of us remain that way forever.
"I refuse to end up like Cleopatra...or anyone else for that matter. This has indeed been an interesting experience Chris. But one way or the other...I will be Howard again. And Faye...will be Faye."
"Then we just need to see to it, that we do everything in our power to see to it that that happens," she agreed. "There are a couple of other things I'm also going to try and do to see to a better chance of success for us both. While I'm doing that...and making the final arrangements and preparations for both Steven and Faye for this evening, I want you to start doing something as well."
"And what's that?" I asked.
"Well, don't laugh...but I think it's important that you do this. I want you to start arousing yourself. I don't care what it takes, or what you do...but you need to make yourself as horny as you've ever been...unfortunately, you cannot under any circumstances, allow yourself to have an orgasm. You need to begin the process of building up the desire, the want...the need, to levels that are just short of reaching that. When the time comes...no pun intended, you and I need to be so close to that moment, so physically aroused, that we'll join in that split second of time...outside of the bodies that we currently posses.
"So you want me to get aroused."
"Yes, as much as possible."
"And so do whatever I want..."
"Yes, just don't climax...you need to be very, very horny tonight."
"So anything I want."
"Yes...I'll even tell my staff to see to it that they get you whatever you need. They're reliable, and trustworthy. They'll do whatever you ask them to do. There is just one more thing we'll need to be cognoscente about if this actually does work however."
"Oh? And what's that?"
"That we don't get confused, and get drawn into one another's bodies instead. There is a danger of that actually happening, and that would just make things a hell of a lot more complicated than they already are."
"You can say that again!" I said now even more worried and concerned. Maybe being in a man's body again wouldn't be quite so bad...but it would also be giving up ten years if not more of my own life looking at it that way. Entering into an older body. And though Chris didn't look half bad, and especially with all that money, it really wouldn't be mine anyway, and it would just necessitate the two of us thereafter living, and very possibly having to work together, like it or not.
"Like I said...we have to make this work."
"No shit," I said in agreement. "Because I think we're only going to have one shot at this...either way."
**
I sat on the bed trying to think of something to both arouse and amuse myself. Unfortunately, this wasn't one of those places where you could order in adult movies on the TV, so I was stuck trying to come up with another solution when it suddenly presented itself to me. A soft knock on the door followed by the sound of a woman's voice.
"Yes?" I gathered the robe I had on around me. Though I already had thoughts bouncing around inside my head as the door opened. Sure enough, it was one of Chris's staff members. I had seen her briefly before next door setting up and preparing the adjacent room.
"Chris asked me to stop by and see if there was anything I could get or do for you," she said. I chuckled seeing her look.
"Well that's a loaded question. I guess you're fully aware of everything that's going on?" I asked curiously. The young woman nodded her head. I vaguely recalled Chris referring to her as Diane.
"I am...yes. Everything," she informed me. "As part of the staff, Chris likes to keep us well informed so that we know precisely what's expected of us...and why."
"So you obviously do know all about me too then."
Diane smiled, nodding. "I'd imagine that it's been very difficult for you, much as it's been for Chris, just in a different sort of way."
"You have no idea," I told her. "Admittedly, it's been interesting. And I'll probably never look at another woman in the same way ever again. It's been...insightful, I will say that." She laughed, stepping into the room further. Diane was a fairly attractive looking brunet with short dark, almost coal black hair, large hazel colored eyes, and a beautiful bright smile. She didn't have bad looking tits either. Especially wearing what I am sure was supposed to look like a very professional, though private nurses uniform on. There was still plenty of cleavage showing.
"So IS there anything I can get or do for you? Chris was very specific about that, she told me that you might need some help in preparation for this evening."
Was she hinting at what I now hoped she was hinting at? I wondered. "Just how far does that direction..." I didn't finish, feeling suddenly a bit shy and bashful to even be considering such a thing.
She walked over, standing directly in front of me, her hands suddenly slipping into the opening of my robe, parting it as she cupped my breasts. "This answer your question?"
It did, and it had. I reached up, undoing the next button on her nurses uniform, and then another, and another until her full breasts were almost fully on display, clad in nothing more than a rather sheer, lacy looking bra. Even her dark nipples could be easily and clearly seen through the material as I helped her to slip the blouse off.
"Don't mind saying...I'm sort of curious to see what it might be like...being with a woman, who obviously thinks like a man...and is of course a man inside. And yet..."
I was getting a clit-on again, and told her so. She burst out laughing. "I'll have to remember that one...I think I'm getting one too!"
In moments, she was naked, removing the robe I had on as we all but tumbled down on the bed there together. "I wish to hell..."
"I know. Chris said that regardless of anything else, you weren't supposed to come. But I'd enjoy taking you right up to that edge...as many times as you think you can stand it," she told me. "Think you can handle that?"
"I don't know...but I'm certainly willing to find out," I agreed excitedly as she slithered down between my legs, leaving a hot trail of tantalizing kisses beginning with my super-sensitive breasts, belly and then finally my very aroused sex as she lingered there softly licking and kissing without actually doing anything specific. I was dying to feel her tongue parting the wanton folds of my flesh.
The way she pleased and teased me without going immediately to my sweet spot told me she wasn't a novice at doing this. And especially as she appeared to be quite thoroughly enjoying herself while she did it. After twenty minutes of pure heavenly torture when she finally did begin flicking her tongue over and around my hard little clit, I was climbing the walls.
"You...you'd better stop," I heard myself saying, wishing otherwise, but so fucking tempted to just let her take me over the edge regardless of everything else. Without question, without asking, she moved up, sliding over my body. Suddenly I was looking up at the pink glistening folds of her own sensual looking pussy.
"Go ahead, do me for a bit until you've had a chance to calm down. Then I'll lick you a bit more and take you to the edge again." As she lowered herself down over my face, I reached up, seeking and then finding the hard pointed tips of her breasts. As I pulled and played with those, I similarly did the same thing to her clit and labia with my lips. Gently sucking, and chewing on them, listening to the sounds of her contented moans that likewise escalated and heightened my own obvious arousal. Unlike me however...Diane was more than happy to come as I devoured her cunt. Hearing her cry out contentedly while doing so, tasting the sweetness of her more than ample juice as it poured into my mouth, damn near triggered an orgasm for me even without being touched. She had hardly even come down from her climatic bliss when suddenly her pager went off. Before I could even ask her what was going on, she scrambled out of bed, snatching it up, reading the message.
"What is it?"
"Green light," She said reading the two simple words, that apparently told her everything. "It would appear, we're pushing up the schedule. Chris color-coded every possible situation that might arise. Green light means...we have to act now. Your cousin is starting to wake up!"
**
In less than a few minutes, there was a sudden flurry of activity. Diane had dressed in what seemed like the blink of an eye, suddenly looking professional once again. I peeked around the corner looking into the room adjacent to mine. It was an odd looking combination of things. On the one hand, somewhat clinical, like a miniature hospital room to some degree. Monitors and equipment, all set to go. Three beds, one single on each side of a pulled curtain, a fairly good-sized double bed sandwiched in the middle of those two, but with far more comfortable looking satin sheets, red in color even, along with large fluffy comfortable looking pillows. It looked rather odd from my standpoint, though I understood the intent to some degree. I hadn't considered the fact that we'd be doing this, right there in the middle of the two of them, though now it made sense that we would be as I stood there watching the final touches and preparations being made to the room. To my surprise, Chris suddenly appeared, helping two others wheel what was obviously her husband into the room. I was almost taken aback upon realizing who this was. Unlike my own body, looking as though it had merely been asleep when I had looked upon it, Chris's body...though well cared for, appeared quite gaunt. There had of course been a loss of muscle tone, her features looking thin and wane. I knew then the extra ordinary risks and precautions that were being taken at this point.
"What happens if this does work?" I asked her.
"What happens is...you'll have to be the one to react, and quickly. There is no doubt there will be a great deal of confusion, and uncertainty about all this if it does. I may be awake, and alert...but I doubt I'll have the faculties to be of much help to you, other than instruction. And that's only IF this even works," she once more reminded me. "And by the way...your cousins on the way here now. She's only about five minutes out from arrival. So...you ready for this? We're going to have to act quickly as it is. From what I understand...she's starting to show signs of waking up any time now."
I glanced back at the center bed...realizing the moment was nearly here. Could we do this? Could we in fact achieve nirvana...enough so that Chris and I would experience simultaneous release. Though even if we didn't...try as I would, I was bound and determined to do so myself. Find a way to escape and reach Faye. According to Chris, I would need to re-inhabit my own body, regardless of her presence there, thus forcing her out, and dangerously enough...hoping that she then would find and re-inhabit her body.
So much could go wrong. But the time was upon us.
"I'm not taking any chances myself either," Chris told me. "Took one of these earlier, and now glad that I did," she said holding up what was obviously a Viagra. "Wanted to be ready for when the time came." She looked down, redirecting my eyes. I saw that she had a rather sizeable bulge already appearing in the slacks she was wearing. Thankfully, I was still pretty aroused myself from the long bout of foreplay I'd been enjoying with Diane. And then we both heard the elevator doors. "She's here," Chris stated unnecessarily as the doors opened, two additional staff members suddenly rolling my body into the room, placing it on the already prepared bed, quickly hooking Faye up to several monitors. She stirred slightly as they did that.
"Come on, no time for dawdling here Howard...it's time to fuck!"
**
There would be a staff member on each side of the curtain with our bodies. I smiled just a little realizing Diane would be sitting next to me. With luck, I'd be meeting her again shortly as myself. And the idea of them sitting there, listening to us was oddly arousing as well. Though the entire situation was bizarre enough as it was. Undressing, climbing into bed now, preparing to fuck with the hopes of achieving this "Little Death," something which still was nothing more than a working hypothesis...unproven.
The lights came down just a little, as though on cue. It at least afforded the somewhat clinical surroundings a bit more of a seductive atmosphere, though any time for further seduction or prolonged foreplay was almost out of the question. Chris's hard stiff cock now before me, harder and stiffer perhaps than I'd ever seen it. I assumed the Viagra was doing its work, and hoped for her sake it would accomplish what appeared to be the impossible.
"Let me be on top," I said suddenly. The thought of taking control, perhaps knowing better than she what I might need in order to get me there as quickly as I could seemed a reasonable expectation. Chris nodded her head knowingly, climbing up into the middle of the bed, presenting herself. "Make sure you play with my tits...a lot," I added to that. I knew that additional stimulation would go a long way in sending the kind of electrical surges I'd need to further intensify my pleasure...and hopefully my climax.
I was already juicy wet. Still dripping from the very intense oral pleasuring I'd both received, and given only a short time ago. Climbing aboard...I wrapped my hands around Chris's prick, guiding it towards the opening of my pussy. I paused only for a moment, rubbing the head purposely and directly against my hard little clit, as though flipping on a light switch. Almost immediately I felt the electrical pulse of pre-orgasmic pleasure racing up and down my spine. The moment I felt that, I slithered down the entire length of her shaft until it filled me completely. Only then did I raise up, before slamming myself down again, impaling myself over and over as the intensity and speed of what now became our furious fucking took over.



Maybe it was my being on top that helped, though I felt that somewhat dangerous situation Chris had warned me about starting to invade my senses. What I felt, enjoyed and began to strive towards, was an intensity of pleasure, that I knew with a great deal of certainty, could only be experienced by a woman. As good as my own climaxes had been as a man, they were indeed different. Pleasurable yes, undeniably...and yet different. As Chris played with my breasts, rolling and tweaking my nipples, I felt surge after surge of pure unadulterated delight begin to seize the very core of my nerve center. I could feel my pussy pulsate, begin to contract, and throb deeply. Far deeper than ever before...like feeling a heartbeat between my legs rather than in my chest. I could feel myself succumbing to the ecstasy of being a woman...the temptation to remain so actually evading my thoughts.
"Oh fuck Howard...you feel so good, so tight, so wet...so wonderful!" Chris spoke suddenly.
I think that saved me. Just hearing my name, reminding me who I really was, what we were actually doing here, or at least trying to do. I opened my eyes, looking down at her in the subdued light, looking into her eyes. "Her eyes," I thought to myself. Not Steven's eyes...but her eyes. She was indeed in there, just as I was in here. I could see by the expression on her face she was desperately trying to hold on...waiting for me, straining with every fiber of her being to keep from losing control.
"I'm going to cum Chris. Oh fuck...I'm going to cum!"
Almost the moment I said that, I felt my pussy contract once again, and then clench even tighter...the internal explosion, indeed earth-shattering. Tremblers of pure sweet ecstasy now coursing throughout my entire body all at once, in every direction at once. And as they did, I felt this almost foreign sensation suddenly pummeling the inside of my fuck tunnel. Chris was emptying herself into me simultaneously, the cry of bliss escaping her lungs sounding more like a woman's than a man's...just the opposite as I likewise heard myself crying out.
It was now...or never.
**
It felt like a blink of a blink. Time stopped. All movement stopped, no sound came...nothingness. Two forms below me, twisted, joined, features and faces frozen as though sculptured, forever captured as statues in another time and place. I felt myself neither here, nor there, and then suddenly on the other side of the curtain. My own body there before me.
I entered. And as I did...I heard a scream. And then two screams...one of them my own.
**
"What the fuck!" Another scream of alarm, fear...panic. "Who are you...where am I? What the hell is going on here?" Faye called out, scrambling now.
Suddenly all at once, everything seemed to explode in a flurry of movement, voices calling out, sounds of uncertainty, surprise...total and complete confusion.
"Faye!" I called out myself then, having scrambled to my feet, and yet stumbling. Still weak from too prolonged a stay off them, I careened through the curtained wall, almost collapsing onto the bed myself as Faye just then managed to disengage herself from Steven, looking down at him, and then over towards me as I all but collapsed on his still prone form. The look on her face understandable, her mouth opened prepared to scream once more though no sound came out. Her eyes wide in surprise at seeing me.
"Howard?"
"Faye!" I said reaching out to her. "There's a lot you need to hear that you don't understand yet. You're going to need to trust me on this one honey...trust me, and listen to me." Even then she looked as though she was ready to bolt from the room, until the other curtain parted, Chris...Christine, laying on the table looking over, tears in her eyes...and yet too weak to move or do much of anything but speak.
"Steven...my Steven," she just managed, looking over, lifting one hand up in his direction as he now too seemed to come to his senses, looking over towards the long held comatose body of his wife, no doubt wondering why she looked the way she did, and why she was simply laying there like she was.
"Christine? What...what's happened here? How's this even possible? What's going on here?" He now likewise asked, questioning the same things that Faye had, the two of them coming into themselves, joined...fucking climaxing together upon waking up, involved intimately with a complete and total stranger.
I was now laughing deliriously, Faye looking at me like I had lost my mind. And perhaps I had. It felt good being me again, though I was still trying to regain the faculties of my own body. I felt like a wet rag, thoroughly ringed out, trying to find strength, at last reaching her...reaching Faye as my hand gathered hers into mine.
"It's ok Faye...I can fully explain this...we all can. But you're never gonna believe it."
**
It took a long time to explain. And even then, a lot longer before either Steven or Faye was able to even remotely comprehend what we'd been trying to tell them. It would take longer still for Chris to explain the last ten years of her life...to convince Steven that the memories he now held, weren't from yesterday...but from ten or more years previous. Luckily for me, I didn't have that long to tell Faye about, the changes subtle, and yet enough to make her realize that time had passed, something strange and yet miraculous had happened. I was at least now sporting a few days growth of beard, which actually seemed to help to some degree.
Faye had gone from outrage, to confusion and shock, and then finally to embarrassment, only now realizing she'd been sitting here the entire time, still naked, especially in front of me. There was a lot I still hadn't told her, and no real idea as to how to even begin. Only when both she and Steven finally began to accept the fact this wasn't some sort of gigantic hoax, and that what Christine and I had been telling them, had indeed happened, did they finally begin to come to terms with it.
"So I've actually been in the hospital the entire time...in your body," she said back to me, repeating my very words, as though needing to say them and hear them for herself.
"Exactly."
"Which also means..." she left off looking at me, and then down at herself, which is when she realized she was indeed still naked.
"Ah yeah...it does," I said a bit sheepishly. "And like I said Faye, there's probably a few other things I should tell you about all of this. And I'm not really sure how you're going to receive it when I do...but obviously there's a few things you probably should know."
"I can only imagine," she said putting on her robe again, though at least she was smiling, still shaking her head in disbelief. "Obviously...if everything you've told me is true...you've been functioning normally, in my body then."
"Well, as normally as possible I guess you could say. It did take a little getting used to. It's not every day you wake up with a nice pair of boobs on your chest."
At least she did laugh at that one. "So you think they're nice huh do you?"
"Oh yeah. Very. But before I tell you a few other things you probably should know, maybe it would be best if I asked you a couple of other questions first before doing that."
We had both dressed by now, riding down the elevator together, heading back to my place again. Though we'd agreed to meet with both Steven and Christine in a couple of days to further discuss all that had happened, answer any additional questions Christine and I were fairly sure they'd have...and take things from there.
Besides...they had a lot of catching up to do themselves. A LOT of catching up to do after ten years.
"Well, after being in my body for the past few days, I guess there's very little you DON'T know about me...at least physically anyway," she again blushed. "So go ahead...what do you want to know?"
I swallowed, fearful of what she might do...or say to me after I asked her, but I knew I would have to.
"Ok, here it goes Faye. I was wondering..." I swallowed again, nervous, though continuing. "Have you...ah, have you...have you ever been with another woman?"
The elevator doors opened just at that moment, and she nearly stumbled going through them, though she then turned towards me, looking at me curiously. "And why would you be wondering or asking that?" She posed...though saved me the awkwardness of asking her again. "But...since you obviously do need to know for some reason, and since I think I'm not going to know the reason behind it until I do...the answer is yes Howard. I have. So...now that you know I have a bit of a kinky side, why did you ask me that anyway?"
I took her hand in mine, heading towards the doors that would take us outside to the waiting limousine that Christine had called ahead for, and had waiting for us.
"Well it's like this Faye. My neighbors...Sharon and Jillian? They're...well, you see, they're lesbians, and we've known each other for a fairly long time. And well...you see, after I came home as you...well..."
And then I told her the rest of the story.
**
Somehow, we made it into my apartment without running into anyone. Faye walked over to the couch, throwing our purse down onto it, sitting down.
"You know the one thing that really pisses me off about all of this?"
I was almost afraid to ask. "What?"
"For years...I wondered what it might be like, feel like...to actually have a cock. And the ONE time I actually do, I can't remember a damn thing!"
I actually breathed a sigh of relief. "Well Faye, if you want...I'll be glad to give you mine, wanna see it?" I said actually joking with her, trying to lighten up the mood just a little.
She reached up, starting to undo the buttons on her blouse. "Well, that's a start," she said wickedly.
End
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I had worked as a Paleontologist for most of my adult life. Nearing thirty, I had already seen and traveled to more exotic places than most would over their entire life-time.
I loved my work. But it had left me very little time to develop any serious or long term relationships. Not that I hadn't had my fare-share of women here and there. I had. But there was really no time for any permanence in my life at the moment.
I'd been working on a new site in Guatemala when the telegram arrived. It was from mom, short...sweet and to the point as I'd come to expect from her. I had to take a moment to think back to the last time I'd even seen her, or come for a visit. Nearly five years now since I had done so...and only then because dad had passed away due to a long suffering illness. Don't get me wrong, I loved my mother, but she and dad seemed to constantly be at odds around one another, which made whatever time I spent with either one of them, less than enjoyable. And once again, the news I'd just received wasn't good either.
"John. Uncle Fred passed away suffering a heart attack. Susan's coming here to stay with me for a while. Next time you're in town again, come by. Would be nice to see you again. Love mom."
Like I said, short and sweet...to the point. But it was what she hadn't said that intrigued me. One of the reasons I hadn't spent as much time with my folks as I might have, regardless of their constant bickering, was the fact there had been a bit of a family scandal years ago. If I hadn't left when I did to begin my new adventure in life, my Uncle Fred would have no doubt killed me.
I had just turned nineteen at the time. I was still in the process of trying to decide which school to attend to begin my new career. But prior to doing that, I'd been invited to participate in a dig not too far from home, something I was looking forward to doing. Gain some much needed experience for one thing, but for another...to actually get away and out on my own. As such, mom and dad had more or less put together a going away party for me. A few friends, family...including my Aunt Susan and Uncle Fred. Needless to say, the alcohol flowed that evening, plenty of wine and beer...too much so for my Aunt Susan who had become pretty intoxicated during the course of the evening. Not that I wasn't feeling it myself, but what happened after that I can only blame on the free-flowing booze...my Aunt's very real attractiveness, and the fact that I was still a typically horny nineteen year old kid.
I had just entered the upstairs bathroom in order to take a leak. I had caught movement out of the corner of my eye just prior to doing that, glancing back and saw my Aunt slowly weaving her way towards me down the hall. Like I said, it was obvious she'd had a bit to drink herself, but I didn't think much more about it. After all, I had gotten there first. Standing over the toilet, I whipped out my cock in preparation of taking a pee when she knocked on the door.
"Hurry up in there!" She called out. "I need to pee too!" She added.
I don't know why it is...maybe it's just me, though I've since discovered that several men can become "pee-shy" for whatever reason. But the thought of my Aunt standing there listening to me urinate suddenly made it even more difficult as I stood there struggling...trying to make it go. Which of course is when she simply barged in rather than waiting outside any longer. Unfortunately, the lock on the door had broken years ago, and dad had never gotten around to having it fixed. Saw no real point in it anyway as there was another bathroom downstairs, and a half bath in their bedroom...also down stairs. And though this really wasn't my own personal bathroom, it was the one I always tended to use as my bedroom was just down at the end of the hallway.
I was still standing there, holding my dick in hand when Susan suddenly barged into the room. I had simultaneously just managed to start peeing when this happened, so it wasn't like I could just shove it back inside my pants without pissing all over myself. I tried turning, just a bit off to one side, calling out to her as she came stumbling in, just managing to reach the sink clinging to it without falling over as she boldly looked down at me, dick in hand.
"Aunt Sue!" I just managed, red in the face for one thing, though all she did was laugh.
"Ain't like I aint seen a man's prick before," she slurred slightly. "Though admittedly, not sure I've seen one that big before," she giggled more to herself suddenly reaching out towards me of all things. Though thankfully, I had managed to stop peeing, even though I was far from being finished as I stepped back suddenly, out of reflex and self protection more than anything in an attempt to actually keep her hand from finding me. When I did that however, I stumbled, stepping back into the shower stall nearby. The small ledge causing me to fall back, where I luckily just managed to catch myself before falling flat on my ass inside the shower itself. All this did was cause my Aunt to laugh however, as she suddenly pulled down the slacks, along with the panties she was wearing, and lay claim to the toilet I'd been trying to use.
The problem with that was...she'd forgotten to lower the seat. Suddenly she's half disappearing down inside the bowl, totally taken by surprise and now as shocked as I was at the somewhat comical events taking place here. Me standing there with my dick sticking out, my Aunt, bare-assed now half wedged into the toilet bowl.
"Well don't just stand there gawking at me John!" She cried out. "Help get me up out of here!" She demanded.
She was waving her arms wildly, motioning for me to come over to her, not to mention half yelling as she did. At least there was enough noise downstairs to cover her sudden cry of alarm, or so I thought anyway, as I hurriedly moved towards her. More as a measure of shutting her up as opposed to actually helping her I suppose. The last thing I wanted was for someone to come rushing in, and find the two of us like this. Hard enough trying to explain that let alone anything else. Which is basically what actually happened. Grabbing her hands, I had expected to pull her up and out of the toilet. Slightly off balance myself however, she pulled instead, bringing me crashing into her. The next thing I hear is her saying, "Ah ha! Gotcha!"
Before I even realized what was happening, my Aunt's suddenly got my dick inside her mouth, sucking it. Her hands now dropping mine, and clenching onto my ass, pulling me even more fully into her. I had hardly any time to react to what was happening. My thoughts suddenly going in a million directions at once.
For one...believe it or not, this was my first EVER blowjob! Though at the time, I'm not sure it really qualified as one. But the fact my dick was actually inside a woman's mouth, even if she was my aunt was enough to cause me to stand there stupidly for a moment, just taking this all in. Secondly...and not that anything had ever happened between us prior to this, growing up...I had always had a bit of a minor crush on my aunt. Not something I had ever actually acted upon, but she hadn't exactly helped in that department either. About the time I had hit some level of maturity...my Aunt Susan had taken a bit of a sadistic kick out of teasing me, even flirting with me a little. There'd been brief, subtle glimpses down her blouse...things like that when I knew damn good and well she hadn't been wearing a bra. And I swore she knew it too, allowing me these quick peeks, a knowing look and a smile right behind that. The occasional brushes up against me, kisses on the cheek or forehead as she allowed a lingering caress of breast against my arm. My sexy looking aunt had become a major portion of my masturbatory fantasies back then. She really was sexy looking, though hating to admit it, so was mom. Though she had put on a few extra pounds over the course of the years, mom too was still an attractive looking woman. Both sisters with dishwater blonde hair, curvy figures, more than ample bust lines...which again, my Aunt Susan seemed to enjoy flaunting in my face whenever she had the chance.
But up until this moment...it had never gone beyond any of that. Certainly not with me standing there, my cock in her mouth as she sat there, still half-wedged inside the toilet bowl, with her slacks and panties down around her ankles as she sat there sucking on it.
Which is when the fucking bathroom door opened once again.
Apparently...even with the noise going on down below us, my mother had just managed to hear my Aunt's cry for help. Ascending the stairs, she had taken a moment more to inform my Uncle that she'd just heard her sister's cry for help. So he too then had followed her up the stairs in search of my Aunt. It had taken a moment for them to figure out where she was...even laughing about it as they opened the bathroom door. No doubt already well aware of her somewhat inebriated state and expecting something...just not what they found as they suddenly stepped into the room. Me...head slightly tossed back now, hands on my Aunt's head, fucking her face as she in turn sat gobbling my cock.
Needless to say, sounds of their laughter suddenly fell silent as the sound of my mother's voice suddenly crying out, as she said "Oh my God! John!" And then my Uncles, right behind that..."I'm going to kill you...you...you, mother fucker!"
Needless to say, the party ended at that point, and it's safe to say, I barely escaped from the house with my life, thankful for mom who had somehow managed to throw herself between the two of us before he could grab me. I jumped into my car and headed off to a friend's house where I spent the next two days more or less hiding out. Eventually I came home again after my Uncle had calmed down enough and quit looking for me. There was of course a bit of a row between my mom and her sister as well, not to mention my father, who was almost as upset with me as Uncle Fred was. I think everyone was more or less really relieved when I finally left on my new life's adventure the following week.
In time...all was more or less forgotten, and never really discussed again until several years later, and then only really in passing the last time I had come home for a brief visit after dad had died. I had of course run into my Aunt Susan again back at the house during my father's wake. Luckily for me...Uncle Fred was away on business and hadn't been able to return for the funeral in time. It was at first awkward, seeing her again, even after all this time. The only reference being made, with a small knowing smile once again, was when I had headed off upstairs to use the bathroom again. And then hearing my Aunt say, I need to go too...only this time, I think I'll use the one downstairs."
Nothing more was ever said about it. And now, here it was...several years later after that as I stood there with the telegram in hand, telling me my Uncle had died.
It was time to go home for a visit again.
**
As it was, it still took me three days to make arrangements to leave the country. I didn't bother replying to the telegram. Mom would know that I'd eventually make it home when arrangements could be made so I didn't bother telling them when I might be there, or how...or when I'd arrive. A few days later I was standing in front of the home I had grown up in, paying the cabby and watching the taillights in the still dark morning as he pulled away. Not too surprisingly, there weren't any lights on in the house, but it was early yet. I figured that mom, and my Aunt, if she was indeed staying there, were still fast asleep. And though I no longer had keys to the house on me, I knew where mom kept a spare one in case she lost hers, or locked herself out. I headed towards the back of the house where I knew the planter would be that hid the spare key. Rounding the corner, I was surprised to find that there was a light on, coming from the kitchen area. So...someone WAS up after all. I started to head towards the back door, when I caught movement just then, mom coming into the kitchen from the other room. I stopped dead in my tracks when she did that. She was obviously talking to someone, though what she was saying I couldn't hear. Her movements animated, even laughing as she came into the room, turning leaning against the kitchen counter. I was taken in at the changes I saw. She actually looked younger than the last time I had seen her. Nearing sixty, she looked far younger than her years, certainly less aged than the last time I had actually seen her. She had obviously colored her hair again, more her normal color, or the way I once remembered it, perhaps adding to that. But it was the even more obvious change that suddenly filled my eyes that had me standing there, gaping at her with my mouth open. Though wearing a bathrobe, it suddenly seemed to open as she leaned against the counter. She was naked beneath it, her full breasts suddenly fully and completely exposed. I'd maybe seen them once or twice growing up as a kid. But I'd never seen them looking like this, or like she did now. Mom had definitely lost some weight. No...she wasn't svelte or anything like that. But she wasn't frumpy looking any more either. She'd actually toned up some. She still had a bit of a mature belly pooch, but it was nothing like it once was. And though her breasts certainly weren't sitting high up on her rib-cage any more like they once might have, they were wonderfully full and round in appearance. Each capped by fairly large, dark brown areola's that drew my eyes to them like a beacon. I shook my head as though trying to clear my mind. Looking at my own mother like this, feeling a certain stirring below was not only inappropriate, but totally sick for me to be standing there gawking at her the way that I was.
I paused...taking another step in preparation of heading towards the door...knocking. But that's when my Aunt entered into the picture, suddenly coming into view from wherever it was that she'd been sitting. No doubt at the kitchen table, which was currently out of my sight. When she did that, I nearly tripped over my own two feet.
Aunt Susan was completely naked.
Once again I found myself feet frozen to the spot, unable to move, not daring to lest outside movement might be seen by either one of them. As dark as it still was, I knew I was covered in the darkness outside, the light inside masking my even being there, for the moment anyway. Mom again laughing as my Aunt approached her, once again animated, though so was my Aunt as she closed the distance between them. And then suddenly, she was standing there right in front of mom, both hands coming out to capture, and then cup my mother's heavy pendulous breasts in her hands, hefting them...as though weighing them. Gently shaking them up and down just before her thumbs seemed to find both of mom's thick extended nipples at once, thumbing them, rolling them, and finally pulling on them as she stood there playing with my other's tits, teasing her nipples.
I finally took a breath, realizing only then I'd been holding it as though afraid that had I actually taken a breath, they'd have heard it. But by the way they stood there facing one another, mom's hands finally coming up, and now beginning to do the same thing to my Aunt's breasts that she was doing to hers...neither one of them would have been aware or even remotely concerned or worried about any other presence standing there outside the window area.
"Fuck!" I actually said out loud, though knowing as I did, neither one of them could have possibly heard me. "What the fuck?" I then asked again, though this time silently to myself as I stood there watching the two of them, no longer sure about walking a few feet further towards the door, or letting them know I was actually there. "Would they then realize that it was very likely I had actually seen them? Seen this? Seen them doing what I now stood there watching them do?"
I was confused beyond words. Shocked...appalled even. And eerily aroused.
As I stood there watching the two of them fondling one another, I noticed that my Aunt had changed as well. Where mom had definitely lost weight, my normally almost too skinny Aunt had gained it. The thing was, she looked as good as mom now did, having done that. The two of them almost identical in shape and size now, though Aunt Susan was still an inch or two shorter, just barely over five feet. She always had, had slightly larger breasts however, and by the looks of it...still did. Which is what I was now gawking at as the two of them embraced, their breasts heavy, pressing against one another as I now watched them actually kiss.
"Holy fucking shit!" I exclaimed, this time loud enough that I was afraid I actually might have been heard, quickly ducking down well below the window before daring to stand up again in the event I might have. The fact that my mother...my aunt...were being obviously intimate with one another was something I was having a very difficult time wrapping my head around. "How long has this been going on anyway?" I now silently asked myself. I thought back as far as I could, but there was nothing I could even remotely put my finger on that pointed towards anything ever going on. Aside from my Aunt's occasional flirtatious teasing towards me, I'd never once caught any sign or indication of anything else. And especially towards mom. And...knowing mom, not that she was prudish or anything like that, but sexual topics and discussions were never the norm around home or when I was growing up anyway. And now...seeing her like this, basically naked even if she was wearing a bathrobe, standing there in the kitchen with my Aunt as the two of them openly fondled one another was the furthest thing I'd ever expected to see.
And I knew then, there was no way in hell I was going inside, not now anyway. Not until I'd had a chance to sit down, collect myself...and think about what I'd just walked in on. I stood up, but the two of them had already moved off...god knows where to do god knows what. The thought of which STILL bothered me, both good and bad. I was oddly aroused, still confused, and quite unsure of how I was going to approach this, if I even approached it at all.
I found myself back out on the sidewalk shortly after that, and then down to the corner store where I called another cab, and then took it to a nearby hotel room. I figured I'd make my grand entry of having come home. AFTER I had called first, and told them I was on my way. It took me a long time to finally get to sleep. And then only after I had jerked off, thinking about the two of them standing there in mom's kitchen, fondling and playing with one another. I was still aroused, and yet feeling guilty about it for some reason as I finally drifted off to sleep.
**
It was late that same afternoon when I actually showed up at the door. This time, they were expecting me as I'd called ahead, letting them know I'd arrived. There were hugs and kisses all around, my normally stoic mother in a surprisingly good mood...though I certainly had to wonder at that. Aunt Sue was her usual, normal self...perhaps too normal, as once again I swore she allowed the press of her full breasts to linger a bit longer than usual against me in greeting. But then again, it may also have been my own over-active imagination having its way with me. We spent the next hour or so catching up, and I had just begun to really relax, finally chasing away certain thoughts I was still entertaining as the evening wore on. Especially when we sat down to eat. Things seemed perfectly natural...normal again, with no hint of anything going on between them. I had even looked for it, checked for signs. Nothing. I had even almost convinced myself that what I'd seen earlier on that morning was just some sort of silly horseplay between them that had possibly gotten out of hand, and that I'd then read far more into it than what was actually going on. By the time I headed upstairs to bed, I had basically convinced myself that what I'd seen...was far less than what I'd thought it was, and soon put it out of my mind.



I woke up a couple of hours later, needing to pee. And once again, was given reason enough to think otherwise.
Though it was late, it wasn't quite midnight yet. As I headed down the hall back to my bedroom, I could hear voices coming from downstairs. From the bits I gathered, my mother and Aunt where just then preparing to head off to bed themselves. I could hear them moving about, turning off the lights, and then giggling. I quite naturally perked up, trying to hear what was being said, but they were still too far away, and speaking quietly so as not to be heard, though their suspicious sounding giggles now seemed far more than innocent. I crept towards the stairway peering down, seeing the last of the living room lights being shut off. I could hear them as they made their way down the second set of stairs leading to the downstairs bedrooms. I hadn't even considered the fact...up until now anyway, that they might actually be sleeping together. As soon as I was sure they couldn't hear me, I made my way down the rest of the stairs, soon inching my way down to the lower floor where once more I heard voices. This time a bit more clearly as they no longer whispered the way they had been doing. And though they had indeed closed the bedroom door, there was a good two inch gap beneath it, the light showing through indicating that they at least had the small bed stand light on.
I felt like a pervert. At the very least an about to be "Peeping Tom," as I slowly crept towards the door, trying to control my breathing along with everything else. I knelt down next to the door, not quite looking beneath the two inch gap as yet, not willing to risk it yet. But I could hear everything being said very well.
"Are you as horny as I am?" I heard my Aunt asking. Mom giggled. That had been her I'd heard earlier. I swear in all the years, I'd never heard her giggle like that before, or as often.
"Probably more so. But I also know why you're so horny this evening, and it's not because of me either!" Mom responded. My Aunt must have made some sort of face, though I couldn't see it of course. "Don't give me that look," mom chuckled once more. "You're not fooling anyone Susan. I saw what you were looking at earlier. John's John!" Mom openly laughed once again.
"Oh, and you weren't?" Susan retorted.
"Didn't say I wasn't. I just wasn't as obvious about it as you were."
"Oh, but seeing it...thinking about it, didn't add to your horniness either. Is that what you're telling me?"
I wish I could have seen mom's face just then.
"Ah huh...just what I thought," Aunt Susan stated then. "You just don't want to admit it."
"I'll admit to looking yes. I mean Jesus Susan, John had a fairly noticeable lump there, hard not to wonder what it looks like. I mean after all, it's been what...six? Seven years now for me? I might be enjoying what we've been doing, but it doesn't mean I don't fantasize having a real cock inside me you know."
"You mean fantasizing about having your son's cock inside you, you're not fooling me Maxine, I am after all...your sister."
I almost fell over having heard that. "Mom and my Aunt were checking out my package earlier? And now...actually talking about...about what it might be like to actually fuck me?" I asked myself. And as I did, I felt my cock lurch with arousal as I finally leaned forward placing my cheek at the bottom of the door. But all I could see of course was the bottom of the bed, and their feet on the other side as they finished undressing. Looking around hoping for something...anything, I finally saw something. Mom's full length dressing mirror. Unfortunately, my Aunt Susan was currently standing in front of it, and so I couldn't yet see anything more than their legs and feet, though suddenly Aunt Susan stepped out of her shorts and panties that she'd been wearing. And then as she did, slipping up and onto the bed, I finally had a fairly good look at mom as she finished undressing herself. Reaching back, unclasping her bra and letting it fall down the length of her arms. I lay there on the floor watching her in the mirror as she caressed her own breasts, massaging them, even going so far as to tug on her own extended stiff nipples before climbing into bed.
Once more however, I couldn't see anything, not even with the help of the mirror.
I then heard more giggling, and the sound of a soft buzzing sound seconds after that. "Think he's this big?" Susan asked.
"I don't know...maybe," mom purred as my Aunt no doubt lay there teasing her to some extent with the vibrating toy.
"I bet you'd love to find out wouldn't you?" Susan pressed. "I bet you're wishing the tip of his cock was rubbing this hard little clit of yours the way that I am...don't you?" She asked once more, though mom's only response was to moan pleasurably.
"I bet your wishing that John's hard, stiff...swollen cock was sliding into your hot sticky pussy, just like this is...don't you sweetie?" She pressed again. "Go on, admit it...tell me you want it, tell me you'd love feeling your son's hard stiff fucking cock sliding inside you right about now."
"Oh God yes! Yes!" Mom suddenly blurted. "No more than you do!" She then added to that as though that was some sort of a defense. Now Susan laughed.
"Never said I didn't sweetie. Now then...just lay back and pretend this really is John's cock fucking you while I make you cum. And then after that...you can fuck me with it while I pretend he's doing it to me, how's that sound?"
"Shut up and fuck me!" Mom shot back. "You've got me so horny now...I'm ready to climb the walls!"
They weren't the only one's who was horny now. I was so damn hard myself at the moment that I was half tempted to open the door and walk in on them as they lay there and damned everything else. Instead, I rolled over onto my back, listening to the sounds of my mother's orgasm minutes later, joining her there outside the door as I showered myself almost entirely with a nice thick heavy spray of cum cream.
**
Once again everything seemed totally normal in the morning as we gathered around the kitchen table for a light breakfast together. Though I continued to look for any tell-tale signs, there weren't any. No looks, no secret lingering smiles, touches...nothing. They continued to pretend their relationship was nothing more than it had been during all the years I had grown up with them. I pondered once more what if anything I was eventually going to do or say to either one of them. I knew that I couldn't continue to pretend I didn't know myself...and that eventually the truth would come out, and that I'd end up confronting them about it. But how...and when. I simply didn't know. What I did know, and had come to accept, was the idea or thought of the two of them being together was arousing, like it or not. And on top of that, the fact I now found myself entertaining thoughts regarding the two of them, even though I continued to push those thoughts away every time I found myself thinking about them, was becoming harder and harder for me to do.
It was when mom announced that she had an appointment to get her hair done that an idea came to me. It meant that for a time at least, Aunt Susan and I would be alone in the house together. I wondered then when that happened, IF she might in fact continue her past flirtatious teasing with me with the two of us alone. I decided to give her a little additional incentive, and see if she'd act on it.
I waited until mom had left to get her hair done before announcing the fact that I was heading upstairs to take a shower. They had also mentioned that they wanted to head into town later to do some shopping, which I too needed to do as the few clothes I had brought home with me were hardly appropriate, or in good enough shape to be going out to dinner in. Which is something else they were planning on doing that evening.
"Ok, well...I think I'll head upstairs and take a shower," I announced, catching a bit of a sparkle in my aunts eye as I said that. She merely smiled however, nodding her head as I pushed my chair back under the kitchen table and headed upstairs to the bathroom. "Maybe that was a bit too subtle," I wondered as I quickly discarded my dirty clothes, tossing them in the nearby hamper. I had purposely done so, figuring I'd eventually exit the bathroom wearing nothing more than a towel around my waist. I even had a plan for that, figuring that if my Aunt happened to be anywhere's near around me when I did that, that I'd find a way to "accidentally" let it fall.
I needn't have worried. I had no sooner stepped into the shower, getting it nice and hot when I heard a quick knock on the bathroom door. Even before I could answer it, I heard the bathroom door opening. I smiled inwardly. Ironically perhaps, the door still didn't have a working lock on it.
"Thought I'd best bring you in some clean towels," my Aunt announced.
Once again I found myself smiling as she said that. I knew that the shower glass enclosure was opaque just enough that it fairly well hid everything. Only the hint of my nudity in the shower itself, likewise obscured with the steam would be revealed to her. And with that in mind, I decided to act as nonchalant as possible with her presence there.
"Thank you," I called out to her, chuckling to myself however, as mom had already placed new clean towels in the room only yesterday.
I felt my cock already starting to grow, though thankful that it wasn't standing at full mast, turning slightly off to one side, wondering if she could even make out the dangling appendage within the somewhat distorted pattern of the glass within the enclosure. I noticed as I did that, the same vague outline of her as she sat down on the toilet seat.
"Sort of ironic isn't it?" She suddenly said as she sat there, no doubt looking at me, though again I had to wonder just how much she could make out. Not much since I couldn't make out any more of her either, though I did step over towards the door just a bit, which I knew would give her somewhat of a more definitive look at me anyway.
"How's that?" I called back to her.
"Oh you know...the last time we were both in here...I was sitting IN the toilet, rather than on it," she half-laughed. "Which is one of the reasons I wanted to talk to you...to apologize."
"No apologies needed," I answered back. "That was a life-time ago now anyway, and no reason to apologize for it. I was as much at fault as you were."
"That's not what I wanted to apologize for," she then said, surprising and confusing me to some extent.
"For what then?" I now asked.
"I'll tell you when you come out of the shower. I don't want to apologize to you through a door...but face to face."
I wondered then if she would leave and wait for me downstairs to come out. But she didn't, continuing to sit there on the toilet seat, which told me that she had every intention of actually waiting for me there. Once more I smiled, turning off the shower, I figured if she was bound and determined to see me, I would grant her, her wish. I slid back the door stepping out, her eyes immediately drawn to what I damn well knew she wanted to see as I reached for one of the new clean towels she had waiting for me. I pretended not to notice however, once more trying to act nonchalant about her sitting there as I grabbed the towel, even being bold enough to first towel dry my hair. I knew doing that, it would give her a moment more of an unobstructed view as I did that before facing away seconds later to begin toweling off the rest of my body.
"So...what is it you feel like you need to apologize to me for?" I finally asked facing her though I had now wrapped the large fluffy towel around my waist.
"Like I said...face to face. Come here," she told me. I turned walking over towards her, now standing in front of her only a foot or so away.
De'ja'vu
"I wanted to apologize for not finishing what I started out doing the last time we were sitting here like this," she told me. This time I didn't respond to that, nor did I shy away as she suddenly reached up taking the towel away in one fell swoop. My semi-rigid cock now dangling only inches away in front of her face as she briefly looked up at me, before wrapping her hand around it, drawing me to her. Once more I was forced to take a step in her direction, but this time happily doing so as I felt the warmth of her mouth suddenly surrounding me. She began to suck softly, lightly, enjoying the sensation of my prick rapidly hardening inside her mouth perhaps as she did that.
By now of course, I had certainly experienced several rather exquisite blowjobs by other women, but I had to acknowledge the fact, that once more being given one by my own Aunt, added an additional wicked thrill to the heavenly sensations she was suddenly bringing me. All I could do now was moan in response to her ministrations of my now rock-hard shaft.
My Aunt mewled contentedly as she licked and sucked me, paying particular attention to the very swollen bulbous head of my dick. "Hmm, have to admit John, I don't remember it being quite this big and this hard the last time," she giggled slightly before taking a goodly portion of its length deep into her mouth again.
"I don't think it had time to get as hard the last time as it is now," I groaned back, once again placing a hand on the top of her head just as I had done the last time. This time I kept my eyes open however, looking down, watching her, enjoying the sensation of seeing her sucking and milking my prick every bit as much as enjoying the sensation of her actually doing it. And as I did that, I was enjoying another view as well. The blouse she had on was low-cut, billowing out just a bit as she leaned forward lavishing my prick. She had either removed, or had purposely not worn a bra. I could clearly see her amazing tits, her hard pink extended nipples clearly revealed. I simply had to touch one. Reaching down, I knew she could feel my hand as it invaded the opening of her shirt, traveling down, and then moments later, encircling, capturing, and then gently kneading one of her soft pliant breasts. Aunt Susan moaned now, just as I was, though seconds later she released me, suddenly standing up.
"I always knew you were a breast man, the way you used to ogle my tits every chance you got."
"Every chance you gave me," I shot back, letting her know that I damn well knew she had done so purposely back all those years.
"I enjoyed doing that," she freely admitted.
"And I enjoyed looking. Though I always wondered if the day would ever come when I'd actually get to touch them."
"I think...that day has arrived," she answered reaching down, and then pulling the blouse she had on up and over her head, now revealing those luscious looking tits of hers in all their glory. With her hand once more back on my cock, stroking and playing with it, I leaned forward, capturing one of those magnificent hard nipples of hers within my mouth, sucking it. My hand freely caressing and toying with her other nipple as she placed her hand on the back of my head, holding me against her. "Oh yes...yes, suck it John. Suck that little fucker, make it feel good...make my titties feel really, really good!"
"Oh fuck," I moaned hearing her say that, not to mention finally and at last...actually getting to fondle and play with those tits of hers. "God, Aunt Sue," I moaned pleasurably. "Never in a million years did I think I'd ever feel your mouth sucking my cock again, let alone...ever getting to play with these big fat titties of yours," I said lewdly. She chuckled, rubbing the head of my prick against one of her hard extended nipples now.
"I like it when you talk dirty to me," she stated. "Just something about doing that huh?" She asked squeezing the head of my dick, producing a nice fat droplet of pre-cum fuck cream which she now smeared against the hard nubbin which she now seemed to almost be trying to force into the slit of my dick head. "I like having two sides of me," she then added to that. "The sweet, affectionate, prim and proper Aunt everyone else see's and knows, and the dirty, horny, wanton one that I get to let out every once in a while, that very few know about...including your Uncle Fred, God rest his soul," she said almost sarcastically. I looked at her curiously.
"I take it...you weren't as vocal with him?"
"Not hardly John. Your Uncle and I didn't really have much of an active sex-life. Though I wouldn't even go so far as to call it that. Once a week, Saturday, just before bed, he'd shove it in a couple of times, cum...and that would be about the extent of it. Needless to say, I became more familiar with a few of my toys...and one or two excursions on the side, in an effort to maintain my sanity, and any assemblance of a happy secure marriage. Don't get me wrong John, your Uncle was an otherwise good man, a good provider, and even a good friend. But sexually speaking...there wasn't much pleasure and enjoyment there. You know...I never once gave him a blowjob?"
"You're kidding me!" I responded back to that. "As good as you do it?" I chuckled out loud. "Shit Susan," I said dropping the formality. "If I'd been married to you...I'd have been hoping for one of these blowjobs of yours every day of my life!"
She smiled at that. "Well then, we'll just have to see about that, won't we?" She grinned further. "Though I will ask you one thing."
"Oh? And what's that?"
"For the time being at least, let's keep this just between the two of us. Don't get me wrong, it's not my intention to keep my feelings and desires for you a secret from your mother. But I do want to approach her with all this in my own time and way. Can you agree with that and let me deal with it in the meantime?"
"Sure, no problem," I told her, though glad to hear that this wasn't something she wanted to keep and maintain just between the two of us for hopefully too long. I wasn't sure I'd be able to keep my own desires and affections for her under wraps without eventually giving something away. Though I was curious about her comment regarding this new level in our relationship. From the little I secretly knew...this topic had obviously been brought up before, though I had to wonder if mom knew that her sister would eventually act upon it, as she already had.
"And one more thing," she began, now placing my prick between both of her well rounded tits, slowly working and moving them up and down my shaft as we stood there. "Your mothers had a much harder time of it too, ever since your dad died. Believe it or not John, she's a very sexual individual too, with wants and needs the same as any other woman. There's a lot you don't know yet, things you need to know...but now is not the time. We'll talk more on that later. But for now, let me work on the aspect of all that, and in eventually letting her know about all of this," she told me, once more slithering her breasts up and down my shaft by way of punctuation to that.
"Ok," I said simply, unable to say much more than that. The pleasurable sensations she was once more bringing to my cock, which was hovering on the edge of release at this point was robbing me of my ability to even speak.
"Now then...where were we?" She asked, and then answered herself. "Oh yes...now I remember. I was sucking your cock. So...how about you give me all that creamy cum of yours? I've been dying to taste it!"
I gladly succumbed to the sensations of her talented mouth as she went back to work on me, feeling the tightness in my balls as her other hand now fondled, caressed, and began to coax the boiling cauldron of semen that was contained in them.
"Oh fuck...Sue!" I cried out, feeling the intensity and early warning of my impending release as she drew the tip of my prick even more firmly into her mouth, sucking it almost desperately.



"That's it baby, that's it...give it to me...cum for me baby, let your dirty, naughty Aunt have your creamy, nasty fuck juice!"
Needless to say, I gave it to her.
I think it was one of the most intense, longest climaxes I had ever had. I lost count of the number of spurts that I felt skyrocket from the tip of my cock into her mouth as she swallowed it, even to the point where she could no longer keep up with it, allowing some of my juice to roll out of the corners of her mouth, dripping down and splashing against her bare breasts in an obscene display of further decadence. Even when the last throb, the last spurt had left my cock, she now held, rolling my dick back and forth against her hard nipples again, smearing the remnants of my spending around those, licking her lips, looking up and smiling at me.
I smiled back at her, and then said...."Oh by the way, apology accepted!"
To be continued...
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After mom had returned home, we went out shopping together where I was finally able to buy a few sets of new clothes, suitable enough for going out to dinner that evening in. We had dinner at a nice cozy, inexpensive Italian restaurant. And just as things had been whenever the three of us were together, all was perfectly natural and normal. Right up until the moment that mom excused herself to go into the "Ladies room," as she called it. She had barely turned the corner when my Aunt swung in her seat towards me. We'd been sharing a semi-circular booth together. As she did that, she pulled one side of the cross-over blouse she was wearing, showing me the gap in the off-center V, which effectively bared one of her breasts. Once again, she had decided against wearing a bra, even with as large as her breasts were. Still firm enough to look enticing, even braless for as large as they were.
"Thought you'd enjoy seeing some titty...breast man," she teased. I reached over giving her exposed nipple a gentle fingering. After all, the barriers which had once been there, were no longer there. "Naughty boy," she teased as I did that.
"Naughty Aunt," I retorted back at her, still flipping her nipple, a bit more firmly now...watching it fatten and harden. "Wish I was sucking it," I added. Susan looked around, talking stock of any waitresses close by, or other customers that might be in a position to be looking our way.
"Go ahead...give it a little kiss," she giggled hotly. I didn't bother reconnoitering myself. I simply leaned over, capturing her fat nippled tit in my mouth, kissing, and then sucking it for a few moments until she finally forced my head away...reluctantly I might add. "God you've got me hot already!" She announced. "Here...feel this!" Taking my hand, she led it down between her legs, and though she was wearing panties, I could feel the heat and moisture coming through them. I so wanted to finger-fuck her right there, half tempted to do so. But that is when I looked up and saw mom heading back our way, though it gave me just enough time to lean over and whisper to her.
"I so want to lick that," I said. She winked, and then mouthed the words even as mom slid in next to her.
"Maybe later."
On the drive home, we talked about having a night cap together in the sitting room prior to going to bed. After we'd arrived, Susan suggested we all get comfortable first, mom already heading downstairs to change, Aunt Susan catching me at the stairs just before I headed upstairs to slip into something a bit more comfortable myself. "Wear your robe...and nothing else," she told me. I looked at her questioningly. "Don't worry...I'll explain later," she said, and then hurried downstairs to change herself.
I did as she asked, returning downstairs a short time later wearing only my somewhat short bathrobe, and then entered the kitchen area where I proceeded to uncork a bottle of wine. As I did that, sounds of conversation below reached my ears, so I stepped quietly over towards the door, and then took a few steps down until I could hear what was actually being said.
"He'll never know," Susan was saying. "Just go with it, the way I told you. You've never been much of a drinker in the past, so he'll naturally assume that after a couple of drinks, and you feigning to be tired and a bit tipsy, that passing out on the couch will seem perfectly normal. Just don't be too obvious about it, if I actually manage to coax him into doing anything."
"What?" I thought, asking myself. "Doing anything? And with mom there pretending to be asleep?" Obviously, there was a lot going on I didn't know about yet, but whatever it was...some aspect of mom's being curious about me...and perhaps Susan, was part of that. "Well...three can play at that game," I mused to myself, and then hurried back upstairs to the kitchen hearing the two of them as they padded down the hallway in their bare feet. Moments later, they were joining me in the sitting room where I had already poured everyone a nice large glass of wine. Mom was wearing the same bathrobe I had seen her in that morning, and I couldn't help wondering if she...like me...was naked beneath it. I was already guessing that Susan was.
We had just finished the first bottle of wine, and I was about to suggest we open another one when Susan pointed over towards my mother. Mom had apparently gone into her "pass out" act there on the large-sized "L" shaped couch we'd been sitting on. She on the short side of it, with my Aunt and I sharing the longer side.
"I think your mother's had enough. Been a long day for her anyway, and you know she's never been much of a drinker."
"Maybe I should help her downstairs," I offered, knowing full well that would go directly against whatever scheme they'd come up with. Sure enough, Aunt Susan was quick to deny that.
"No...let her be for now, she's sound asleep. Let her rest, we can help her downstairs later. Right now...I'm feeling very horny and naughty, and even more so with her actually sitting there," she told me, only then undoing the sash on her robe, confirming what I'd been suspicious of all evening long, that she was indeed naked beneath it. Admittedly, I was enjoying this, especially seeing my Aunt totally and completely naked, not counting that time through the window, because she'd never really turned towards me at that time. Now, here she sat on the couch, turned towards me. And though still wearing her robe, it had fully parted of course. I now found myself looking at my Aunt's pussy for the first time. Perhaps due to her age and personal preference, she still had a finely trimmed patch of pussy hair there between her legs. Neatly kept, and not at all unruly, telling me in an instant that she did at least keep it trimmed and edged by the looks of it. Surprisingly, I found it very arousing to look at, even though her lips remained somewhat concealed as she sat there. "Like what you see?" She asked.
I licked my lips, letting her know that I did as I boldly gazed at her.
"Still wanna lick it?" She asked, spreading herself just a little, enough so that I could finally see the pink glistening lips of her pussy inside.
"What about mom?" I asked glancing up in her direction, though she continued to lay there unmoving, eyes tightly closed.
"She's out cold," Susan assured me. "And besides, don't you find it wickedly naughty...if not a bit dangerous to think about licking me with your own mother so close by?" I grinned at that, nodding my head. "I'll keep an eye on her just the same, and warn you if she stirs, even a little."
"Ok, but turn around here on the couch and face this way," I informed her. "That way you can keep an eye on mom and warn me if she starts to wake up." The thing was, I had another reason for doing that, something I am sure neither one of them had thought of or considered. Looking up, I could clearly see mom's reflection in the fifty-inch TV which was hanging on the wall opposite her as I only then slid up between my Aunt's out-stretched legs. "Warn me," I asked again, glancing up, already noticing that mom had already shifted, and that her eyes were wide open. "This should be interesting," I thought to myself. And was already thinking along the lines of something else a bit later. Like I said...three could play this game.
**
I now focused on my Aunt's cunt however...now only inches away from my face as I positioned myself, taking delight in the pungent aroma of her musky scent. She was definitely aroused, her pink lips glistening with desire as I inched ever closer, only then lightly dipping the tip of my tongue inside her pussy as her hands came up, resting on the back of my head.
"Bet you never thought you'd ever be eating this cunt did you?" She asked, speaking a bit more loudly perhaps than she should have if she'd been truly worried about waking mom up. I took the opportunity for another glance upwards into the reflection of the TV. Sure enough, mom was leaning up just a little, affording herself a better vantage point in order to see by. But not only that, I now noticed her robe had opened, and sure enough, she was naked as well. One hand already down between her own legs.
"Fuck!" I thought to myself silently. "Mom's playing with herself!" Though I was again immediately drawn back to my Aunt's sweet looking pussy as I ran my tongue lovingly up and down her swollen puffy split.
"Oh God!" My aunt groaned, once again a little too loudly, which made me think, she was doing so on purpose so that mom was made well aware of just how good this was feeling as I continued to lap away at her slit, not yet even introducing my tongue to her clit which my fingers had already more fully exposed as I spread her even further apart. "Oh fuck...suck it John! Suck it! Suck my naughty clit!" She begged.
Interestingly enough, I felt perspiration forming on my brow. With the robe I had on, it was actually getting unbearably hot. I sat up, once again taking a quick brief glance into the TV. I had to force myself to keep from smiling as I saw mom dive back down into the couch, retaking her position, eyes closed, though her hand had in fact remained down between her legs even as she did that. "You keep an eye out," I said again, allowing my robe to fall down behind me. "I can only imagine what she might think if she were to wake up and find her own son, licking his Aunt's pussy," I stated, also not quite whispering, and loud enough to have been heard. Susan chuckled at that.
"You might be surprised," she told me.
"Indeed I might," I answered back, and then reached up in order to surround her big fat tits with my hands so I could play with those while running my tongue back and forth across the dance floor of my Aunt Susan's clit.
"God that's nasty!" She exclaimed. "I so love having my pussy licked."
"I bet you do," I said to myself. Almost asking her if she enjoyed it as much as the way mom ate her. Tempted to...though I didn't. Not yet anyway. This little game they were both playing was turning out to be quite interesting, and I was now curious to see just how far they would take it, and just how far I in turn could exploit it to my own amusements. And I now knew of course, that mom would have a perfect view of my ass and dangling balls as I knelt over my Aunt's cunt slightly, licking and teasing her all the while kneading those magnificent tits of hers.
Surprising myself, I was half wishing that I was doing the same thing to mom. Perhaps in time I would be! But right now, I had my Aunt's sweet cunt in front of me, and had every intention of enjoying it to the fullest extent as I finally drew her hard precious clit in between my lips, now gently sucking and pulling on it as she lifted her ass slightly, meeting me...thrusting and mashing herself against my face.
She was a hell of a lot closer than I imagined she would be, but was determined to draw this out for as long as I possibly could, even backing off a little though she almost chased me with her cunt. "Please...please, lick it John, lick it. Lick that little fucker and make me cum!" She pleaded.
"Only if you promise..." I teased, once more ever so lightly tickling her little nub of pleasure with the tip of my tongue.
"Promise what?" She asked breathlessly, ready to promise me the world if I asked it by the sounds of it.
"That you'll let me squirt all over your tits and face afterwards," I said. I wondered then what mom would think, seeing me doing that to her very own sister.
"Oh fuck yes! Yes! Whatever you want baby!" Susan squealed with delight. "You can squirt wherever you want to. Cover me from head to toe in your hot naughty cum-juice!" She almost cried out, aroused beyond measure as I once more captured her clit in between my lips, one hand dropping down between her legs now where I added one, and then two fingers...working that soft spongy magical place just inside her pussy. "Oh my God! What are you...what are you...doing?" She moaned once more thrusting up against me as I worked that special little spot, gently chewing her clit, feeling her tense up suddenly.
I wondered.
"Oh my God!" She actually did cry out then, loud enough to have awoken the dead, uncaring if she did as she suddenly exploded beneath me. And sure enough, as I had hoped, as I had learned and found out a lot of women could do...she squirted! Not a lot, but enough that it even surprised her. She obviously had never done that before, and told me so the following day. At the moment however, I was now lapping away at the sweet sprinkle of female cum-juice that was making these tiny little spritzers of sweet tasting spray against my face.
And I swore...I heard a small groan of pleasure come from mom's side of the room as I did that.
**
And now true to her word, after she had climaxed so wonderfully, I slithered up her torso, straddling her tummy. Rock hard and horny, and in dire need of releasing what I knew was going to be a sizeable load all over those pretty tits and face. And my Aunt was waiting for it as I sat there, jacking myself.
"Yes baby, yes. Work that naughty cock for me, jack it...jack it John. Make it squirt. Make it shoot all over these tits," she said holding them up for me like a target, likewise opening her mouth, running her tongue around her lips quite lewdly. "Squirt it in my mouth baby...shoot it right inside my mouth, let me taste you...again," she added, which once again nearly made me smile. Obviously...they had talked. And obviously, mom was well aware of what must have happened in the bathroom earlier. And even as I prepared to shoot off all over my Aunt, I knew the night was far from being finished yet, if I had my way.
"Here it cums you naughty horny cunt," I told her, knowing full well how hot talking dirty to her got to her. By the look in her face I could see that it did as she left off her breasts, hands diving down between her legs now, one hand reaching for my cock. I pulled back however, wanting to spray her myself, preferring to watch her make herself cum now, as I did. Telling her so. "Work that cunt you naughty fucking bitch!" I told her. "Come on, play with it, spank it...slap it. Make yourself cum. I'm going to shoot my hot nasty juice all over those pretty titties of yours, and that nasty looking pussy! Here it comes Susan, you ready?"
"Oh fuck baby...yes! Yes!" She cried out actually slapping her cunt. A quick glimpse into the reflection of the TV likewise confirmed that mom too was frigging her own pussy furiously, watching...obviously listening to the two of us. Just the thought of her doing so, as my prick began to launch several streamers of hot sticky semen over my Aunt's body and face was enough to intensify the orgasm as I stood there jacking my cock off against her. "Oh wow baby...wow!" Aunt Susan exclaimed breathlessly having climaxed simultaneously as I did. Now massaging in my torrent of cream into her breasts, I began to turn, noticing as I did that mom had once more settled back into her previous position, feigning having passed out earlier. I walked over towards her, cock still semi-erect, sticking out as I stood there next to her looking down.
"You're certainly right about one thing..." I began glancing back towards my Aunt once more, who was now looking at me with a slightly worried expression on her face.
"What...what's that?" She hesitated.
"Doing this in front of her, though she's obviously out cold, certainly did add an element of dangerous excitement. I wonder what would have happened had she woke up and saw us?" I asked.
"Oh yes...well. I'm sure she would have been a little shocked and surprised yes. Not too terribly upset perhaps, she is after all a woman with the same needs and desires as any women has. Especially after having gone so long without having a man. But you being her son and all, probably would have been a bit unnerving for her."
I stood looking at my mother, smiling to myself. Her eyes tightly closed, trying to calmly control her breathing though I couldn't help but notice a bead of perspiration on her brow. This ruse she and my Aunt were trying to pull on me was almost comical. And it was now time to have a little fun with it at their expense. I reached down, pulling one side of my mother's robe open just enough to expose her breast.
"John! What are you doing? You'll wake her up!" My Aunt warned.
"I doubt it," I responded back. "If she didn't wake up while we were doing all that, I seriously doubt she'll even be remotely aware I'm stealing a peek at her tits. I've always wondered what they look like, especially now. And since I have the chance, might as well take it," I said candidly giving my Aunt a wicked smile, and then reaching down to completely undo the sash on my mother's robe, peeling that back so as to expose her fully and completely.
"You...you've thought about what your mother's tits looked like?" Susan asked curiously.
"Of course, you and her. For years growing up, I admittedly harbored a few fantasies about the two of you. Don't most horny teenage boys do things like that? Especially with a mother and Aunt who are both sexy and attractive? Well anyway, I did. And since we're already being naughty here...what's it hurt for me to take a peek at my own mother, knowing she'll never know I did...unless you tell her of course." By now I could see what appeared to be goose bumps gathering, not to mention her nipples crinkling up a bit more than they already had been. Her arousal was obvious, even if she was trying to pretend it wasn't. I decided to get a bit bolder, now reaching out to actually finger one of them, flipping that hard erect nipple lightly.
"John!" Susan spoke, once again warning me, now whispering...which again was almost funny. "Don't...you'll wake her up for sure doing that!" I was starting to get hard again, which Susan now noticed, especially as I now rubbed the head of my prick against one of my mother's breasts, enjoying the clear trail of lubricant I began spreading against one of them.
"Nah, she's really out. Never was much of a drinker, I bet I could almost fuck her and she'd never even wake up then." I jokingly teased, seeing the worried look in my Aunt's face that I might actually try it.
"You...you wouldn't would you?" She asked.
"No, not like this...not this way," I said surprising her. "I would never fuck my mother against her will. She'd have to come right out and tell me that's what she wanted to. If she were to ever do that, then I certainly would...no doubt about it!" I turned to look at my Aunt once more. She was cupping and fingering one of her breasts, obviously becoming aroused again herself watching me, hearing what I'd just said. "Admittedly, I'm getting aroused again, looking at my own mother, as well as you. Wondering..."
"Wondering what?"
"You know...you two. Growing up together. Did the two of you ever fool around?"
"Fool around?"
"Yeah, you know...masturbate, play with one another, that sort of stuff." My cock was nice and hard again as I walked back over towards my Aunt, figuring I'd give poor mom a chance to quietly collect herself, though I had made no effort to close her robe again, leaving her fully exposed now. My Aunt's gaze of course, once more back on my cock as I began rubbing it against her cheeks as well as along her lips as she tried to speak.
"Well yes...I guess we did a few times. You know, curiosity and all that, growing up...just learning about sex and all that."
"Tell me about it," I urged her, now reaching down to capture one of her hard nipples, pinching and pulling on it almost cruelly. "I want to hear!"
"Well, even though there was two years between us, we seemed to develop almost at the same time, so it sort of began with the two of us making comparison about the way our breasts were developing, taking in those differences...things like that, and then it sort of escalated from there over the years."



"Go on...continue, tell me more," I halfway demanded, now slapping my cock against her face, something that was obviously turning her on for me to do. I likewise took another quick peek into the TV again, not at all surprised to see mom's eyes open, once more looking towards us. Almost laughing as her hand once again managed to worm its way back between her legs. "Did you two masturbate in front of one another very often? "
"Eventually, yes...almost every night it seemed. It became almost a game for us to do that, not to mention a nice way of relaxing just prior to going to sleep."
"And then of course...you started playing with one another yes?"
"A few times...yes," Aunt Susan admitted, though I could tell she was a little worried about sharing too much with me, especially with mom fully aware of what she was telling me.
"I bet more than just a few times," I challenged. "And I'm even willing to bet the two of you even licked one another's cunts didn't you Aunt Susan?" I said leering at her, now milking a droplet of fluid from my shaft and purposely smearing that directly against her lips so she could taste it. "God I bet that looked hot, seeing the two of you together, doing something like that. I wish I was watching you now," I further pressed. "You two still do things from time to time? I bet you do," I said not giving her a chance or moment to deny it. "I mean after all right? You and mom so sexual, and obviously neither one of you dating or seeing anyone. Makes sense...perfectly natural, normal that you would again."
"That...that doesn't bother you if we did?"
"Are you kidding? I'd love seeing it. In fact Susan...I want to see it! And soon!"
"Fat chance," she responded though her tone of voice told me she was actually thinking about that too, if not a hell of a lot more than that. "Your mother would never allow it, even IF she consented to the two of us doing anything...again," she quickly added.
"I have a feeling she would," I said simply. "If you were to seduce her, especially if she was already a little horny. You could do it when she was sure I wouldn't be there. I could make up a story about going out for the evening, getting home late. Only I'd sneak back in and then secretly watch the two of you, how's that sound?"
"I don't know John...I don't honestly see how we could..."
"I know you could...and I know you will. You'll get off on doing this just as much as I will, and you know it. Just think about it Susan...making love to mom, grinding your cunts together, sucking each other's clits, tits...me secretly watching, jerking off watching the two of you doing that. And mom not even aware that I was. Dangerous and exciting yes?"
"Yes," she whispered more to herself than responding to me. "Yes...it would be."
"Well then?"
"When?"
"Tomorrow...during the day. I'll make up a story about going out to see an old friend. You and mom were talking about sun-bathing anyway. It would be the perfect opportunity for you two to do that. You know...start out by offering to put some oil on her back, tops off of course...I assume you usually do, do that. But this time, just take it beyond that, knowing as you are...I'll be standing here inside the house, spying on the two of you through the window, jacking myself off. Hell...just so you know that I really did. I'll even squirt off into a glass for you, and then hide that in the refrigerator in the back so you can find it afterwards, and maybe use that to masturbate yourself with again. How's that for dirty/naughty?"
I could tell the visual of my actually doing that was arousing her...as well as my mom, whose hand was once more furiously working herself though she was trying to be careful about it even then as I glanced back at the TV screen.
"Well...I'll try. But no promises John. Your mother may or may not be open to that, it has been a while you know."
"Ah huh," I said grinning at her, letting her know as I said that, that I didn't believe a word of what she was telling me. "Sure Aunt Susan, whatever you say. All I'm saying is...I did this for you, now you can return the favor for me. I want to watch you and mom, fucking one another...amongst other things."
With that I turned, actually hoping to catch mom in the act, but she'd obviously been anticipating my movement and had already removed her hand from between her legs, letting it rest off to one side instead. Her face was flushed however, another dead giveaway that she too was as excited about all this as I was. Her conscience however demanding an out...something for her to allow herself to actually do this, and yet pretend that she would never know I'd been standing there...actually watching her and my Aunt together.
"Well, I guess I really should carry mom off to bed," I then stated, easily picking her up, not at all concerned when one hand brazenly clasped her breast as I then carried her downstairs to the bedroom, my Aunt Susan following. After laying mom on the bed, I even went so far as to remove her robe, leaving her entirely naked as I took a moment more to look at her.
"Tomorrow then. Shall we say one o'clock? I'll slip back inside the house shortly after that, by then...you can start seducing her for me." And with that, I left kissing my Aunt good-night, and giving her breasts another nipple tweak as a reminder for her to stay as horny and aroused as I was.
And I was curious just how far this silly game could be taken before the two of them came clean. It was going to be interesting to find out.
**
Although I was half tempted to hang around and listen in on their conversation after I had supposedly left and gone upstairs to my own room...I didn't. I figured it would be even more interesting and exciting in not knowing, seeing how things played out, what they did, and how they'd do it. In the morning, mom seemed a bit more nervous than usual, though obviously excited too as we all laid out our plans for the day. Me telling my story about heading off to see a friend later, and not returning until well after dinner time. When the opportunity came for me to have a private conversation with my aunt about it, I had already decided to up the ante just a little bit as well.
"So...we're still set for this afternoon yes?" I asked. The first hurdle perhaps, because it was possible that mom may have declined going through with the ruse, though as excited as she seemed to be around me earlier, I really doubted that.
"Yes," Aunt Susan assured me. "We talked about having some privacy to ourselves with your being gone for the afternoon, being able to suntan...naked, without you walking in on us. So yes...we're all set."
"Good. That's good. But there's something else I want you to do for me too in addition to that," I sprang on her, watching her eyebrows raise in curious alarm.
"And what's that?"
"At some point...obviously after you've got her good and horny of course, I want you to get her to admit to being curious about me, even aroused sometimes, enough to masturbate, thinking about me."
"Oh John, I don't know. I'm not sure I can get her to admit to anything like that," she said trying to wave me off with that one.
"Sure you can Susan. I know you can. Just bring the subject up in passing, you know, maybe tell mom how horny I make you thinking about me, get her to start talking in those terms, teasing her about it...eventually getting her to confess it while you're busy licking her pussy or something. I bet she will...I bet if you get her horny enough, close enough...she'll say it. Admit to it."
"OK, I'll try John. I'll try...but again, no promises."
I left shortly before one o'clock, heading off to see my friend, even going so far as to drive mom's car around the block, parking it at a local grocery store, and then making my way back on foot. I waited until it was ten after one before sneaking back inside the house. Sure enough, they were already out back, already laying down on the lounge chairs with my Aunt sitting next to my mother, spreading oil onto her bare back. I got just close enough to the window to let my presence be known before stepping back again out of sight, letting Susan know I was there...and watching them.
"Show time!" I thought bemused, as I was fairly confident the two of them really would be putting on a show for me. In particular mom...doing this, knowing damn good and well I'd actually be watching the two of them. I couldn't help wondering just how arousing this really was for her, and just how far she'd take it, the things she'd do, knowing I was watching, though supposedly not knowing she was aware that I would be.
With the window partially open, it was easy to hear what was being said as they sat only a short distance away in the lounge chairs. "OK, roll over," my Aunt said as gave a bit of a wink to mom, giving her some sort of signal, letting her know it was "game time," as it were. "Let me do...your front," she finished, once more pouring some oil into her hands as she began massaging that into mom's breasts, her own tantalizingly exposed as well as she sat there doing that. "Feel good?" she asked rubbing in the oil, more sensually than she might otherwise have done.
"Yes, very..." mom almost purred. "Sort of reminds me..."
"Of when we were younger?" Susan finished. "When we used to play with each other's tits growing up, watching them develop? Finding out about how sensitive and exciting they became as they did?"
"Ah huh..." mom moaned a bit as my Aunt now took mom's nipples purposely between her fingers and began rolling them for her. "Though...you probably should be doing that Susan, after all, we are adults now...we're not kids any more you know. Not like we once were...this is..."
"Incestuous you mean? Naughty? Dirty?"
Mom laughed. "Yes...all of that."
"But feels good too doesn't it? Better than doing it yourself isn't it?"
"Yes...admittedly Susan, but...like I said."
"Shhh. Enjoy it. Pretend we're teenage girls again. I think we're both in need of a little excitement here, so just go with it. Pretend I'm touching your breasts for the first time again, just like we both did that first time."
"But it's so..."
"Naughty, yes. Dirty...nasty, filthy even. But I'm horny too. And I can see that you are. Your nipples are so fucking hard and erect. And I'm willing to bet your pussy is just flowing now too!"
"Susan! You're so bad! You shouldn't be talking to me like that, or doing what you're doing to me either!" She responded, trying to act like she wanted my Aunt to stop.
"I am bad yes...very bad. But so are you sis. Now..you don't really want me to stop now do you?"
"No..." mom answered softly. "No, I don't. That feels so good, just like the way it used to," she freely admitted.
It was hot hearing this, even if it had most likely been somewhat preplanned in what they'd say and share, knowing I'd be hearing it...listening, and certainly jacking myself off their inside the house while they were doing this. Which of course I was doing too.
It wasn't long before mom had reached up and began fondling my Aunt's breasts, the two of them openly caressing and playing with one another now. When my Aunt leaned over and began sucking and licking on mom's boobs, she let it be known what her intentions were, slowly working her way down mom's tummy.
"Susan, you shouldn't...that's, that's taking things a bit too far here don't you think?"
"Lay back...relax, remember how much you loved it when I used to do this for you late at night after we went to bed?" My Aunt said as she slithered down between mom's legs, slowly...teasingly removing her bikini panties, exposing her likewise, neatly trimmed muff. "Oh Maxine...you're so wet!" My Aunt stated, worming a finger inside, gingerly teasing mom's clit for a moment. "I knew you wanted it," she added to that, and then leaned forward licking her, still finger-fucking my mom's cunt. For myself, I stood there watching, now sliding my hand up and down my steel-feeling shaft, enjoying the show, and getting a kick out of the fact that I knew mom was saying and doing all this...knowing I could hear her, even though she was pretending herself she knew nothing about that. "Makes me damn horny too...just remembering, how you still taste the same, so sweet. Make's me sort of wonder how John's cock would taste, don't you?"
"Sharon! Oh my god! You shouldn't be saying things like that, John's my son...your nephew!"
"Yeah? So? And you're my sister. And here I am, eating and licking your pussy again after all these years. And don't try to convince me that you haven't had those kind of thoughts about John either. You certainly know I have, so admit it. I've seen you looking at his package, now admit it!"
"Ok, I have looked yes, hard not to," she giggled somewhat nervously. "The way he's sometimes worn those tight fitting pants, the outline of it, hard not to notice. But I don't necessarily go around wondering what it would feel like, or even taste like...or anything like that."
"Ah huh...don't lie to me sis. Come on, admit it. Admit that you've actually masturbated imagining that hard gorgeous cock of his sliding in and out of this hot nasty pussy of yours," Susan said, once more licking and sucking mom's clit, two fingers now worming in and out of mom's cunt as she spread her legs even more decadently so that Susan could do that.
"Ok, ok...maybe a few times. But it's just fantasy. You know I'd never really want to do that, or act on it, thinking about it's one thing...doing it is..."
"What? Another?" I asked stepping out onto the porch, naked as the day I was born, my rock hard cock sticking straight out in front of me. The looks on their faces priceless, neither one of them expecting for me to actually do this of course, even being fully aware I'd been standing there watching the two of them.
"John! What...ah, what are you doing home so early?" Mom asked scrambling to find something in which to cover herself, Aunt Susan likewise looking dumbfounded that I had actually walked outside like this. Obviously confused here since this was well outside of what I'd initially discussed with her. "This...ah, I can explain," she stammered genuinely embarrassed now, though finally giving up on trying to find her top, let alone her bikini bottoms, using her hands instead in some vain effort to cover up her tits from my gaze.
"Change of plans. And now I'm glad they have changed. Coming home...seeing the two of you like this...something I've always wondered about, fantasized about. So...don't let my being here stop you."
"You can't be serious," mom said once again. "You can't possibly be suggesting..."
"What? That I want to watch you and Aunt Susan rubbing cunts together? Something along those lines? Well mom...I certainly am!" I said standing there stroking myself, making sure she got a good long hungry look at my stiff throbbing prick. "Come on mom, admit it...standing here like this, jacking off my own dick, it's turning you on isn't it? Watching your own son masturbating? I know it does mom, I know because I once caught you spying on me one day while I was. And I knew that you had begun playing with yourself too while you were doing that. So...now, here we are, once again. Only this time, you can watch me openly doing it...while I'm watching the two of you."
Aunt Susan turned towards mom, speaking for the first time. "You never told me about that!" She said.
"It was a long...long time ago," mom answered, obviously embarrassed now, and more than a little confused by all of this.
"Tell her the story later," I said taking a seat now across from the two of them. "Right now...I want to sit here and enjoy myself...watching the two of you."
To be continued...
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"John, you can't possibly be serious here!" Mom exclaimed as she sat trying to cover her full breasts with one arm placed over her chest, the other...her hand now vainly trying to cover the dark patch of pussy hair covering her mound. Neither one of which, she was succeeding in doing very well. "I'm your mother!" She added to that as though the rationale of that would make further sense.
"Yeah, you are. My very hot sexy mother, and my very hot sexy Aunt! And I'm at least being honest here...it was hot watching the two of you, obviously..." I said looking down at my own erection, though I had to almost chuckle as mom's eyes had hardly wavered from staring at my stiff-standing prick. So was my Aunt, but she was making no fuss about any of this, and had actually taken a seat next to mom on her lounge chair boldly looking at me, even going so far as to lick her lips. "Come on mom, what's the harm here? Obviously, you two were enjoying all this...just as much as I was enjoying watching the two of you. So don't try and tell me you're not excited, or aroused...even now. Wouldn't you enjoy seeing your own son beating his meat while the two of you pleasured one another? Doesn't the thought of me stroking this hard fucking cock of mine thrill you, excite you?" I pressed, purposely running my hand up and down my shaft while both my Aunt and mother continued to look on.
I was about as horny as I'd ever been. But playing this silly charade with them was too much fun. As easy as I believe it would have been to press the issue even further, I actually wanted to draw this out even more. Eventually reaching the point where it was mom begging for it...begging for me, which would make the surrender of her desires all the sweeter when they happened.
"But..." she drooled, not really going anywhere else with it. Her eyes still locked on my cock. I had squeezed it, knowing even without looking that a nice fat droplet of juice was even then beginning to string off the tip of my prick. Glancing down, I saw it lengthen, a clear little ribbon of pre-cum fuck juice even then starting to hang suspended from the tip of my hard, horny cock as she sat there mouth open taking it in. I glanced back towards her, the arm she'd been using to futilely cover herself with, was moving. Her fingers already scissoring one of her hard extended nipples, and I was sure she hadn't even realized it yet. My Aunt, pretty much put an end to whatever hesitation mom may have had. She simply crawled up further into the lounge chair, straddling mom.
"Here, move your leg over just a little. Yes...that's it!" My Aunt Susan said as she positioned herself directly over mom. As she did that, I took the opportunity to move over closer to the two of them, now standing beside the lounger they were sharing as my Aunt deftly positioned herself, one leg going over one of mom's and the other under, effectively scissoring one another in this fashion right there in the chair. Now pressed cunt to cunt...she began slowly gyrating herself against mom's widely displayed pussy. "There, that's better...don't you think?" Mom moaned, momentarily closing her eyes as she did, and then opening them to glance out towards me once again as I stood there actually slapping my prick, making it bounce up and down for her as she watched.
"That's so...so..."
"Dirty mom? Horny? Naughty hot? You like that? You like watching your son playing with his dick for you while Aunt Susan's busy fucking your cunt?"
"Oh my god! Yes! Yes!" She responded back, totally succumbing now to the pure lewdness of the moment. The sensations of my Aunt's soaking wet cunt now grinding against her own, the slippery sounds now being made and produced as I added my own accompaniment of slick sweet juice to those they were producing. It was a symphony of erotic music being made at its best.
"That's it Susan," I urged her. "Fuck mom's pussy baby. Clit to clit...rub it and smear it with your hot sticky pussy juice. Let me hear it...ah yeah, perfect. Perfect." I vocally applauded.
Mom was humping back...grinding against her sister now. Reaching up, she placed her hands over my Aunt's breasts, molding and squeezing them together.
"Slap one!" I called out, seeing my Aunt's face take on a curious look, though it was already screwed up in a grimace of pleasure even as she looked at me. Eyes slightly glazed. "Go on mom...slap it, slap her titty!" She did so. "Harder!" I called out again, seeing her slap my Aunt's breast once more, harder this time, and seeing the look in my Aunt's face as she winced with the pleasure/pain of it. But this time she added her own hot wanton desires to my own.
"Again...even harder, slap it Max, slap it. Slap my tits!"
Mom slapped one, and then the other, and then back again. All the while the two of them humping one another wildly now, grinding...pushing, the sounds of two very wet, very slippery cunts squishing against one another was simply too much for me to bear any longer. I stepped forward, still fisting my cock, now aiming it downwards between the two of them. I could see by the look in their eyes they were as close as I was. Not even bothering to announce it, simply aiming...feeling, and then watching as my prick suddenly erupted in a torrent of cream that began spurting copiously, drenching the junction of where their pussies so wonderfully sat pressed together.
"Oh fuck! Fuck!" Mom squealed, watching me shoot. My Aunt as well thrashing and groaning deeply, now entering the throes of her own orgasmic relief as my cock continued to squirt, pumping out what felt like a gallon of fuck-butter as I liberally began hosing the two of them, now milking the last of it over their respective tits.
Almost immediately I became weak in the knees, collapsing down into a nearby chair in order to collect myself, though still watching as the two of them slowly wound down as well. Streamers of my cream along with their own, running everywhere.
"I...I can't believe," mom gasped still fighting to catch her breath. "That...that we just did that."
"I know. Fun huh?" Susan quipped. "Especially when John started shooting all over us like that. Oh my god was that hot!"
"Yes it was," I punctuated, standing. "Now...relax, catch your breaths. I'll go grab you both a nice hot towel to clean up with, along with some drinks. How's a nice scotch sound?" I asked already turning...not bothering to wait for an answer. I was grinning from ear to ear. And this party was just getting started.
**
Minutes later I came strolling back outside again, carrying two hot towels for them to clean up with, along with a tray of drinks. I of course hadn't bothered getting dressed yet, and though my prick no longer stood at full mast, it had remained somewhat lengthened even flaccid. I could only imagine the image they saw as I crossed the deck towards them, handing out the towels, and then placing their drinks on a table next to them, my dick only inches away from mom's face as I did. Even as she hurriedly wiped herself off, I noticed her looking at me. And then did laugh openly as she placed the moist towel over her breasts, covering most of them, though struggling with likewise trying to conceal her bare pussy. There wasn't quite enough to do both.
"Now you're shy?" I chuckled, sitting down in my chair, sipping from my drink, already feeling a renewed hardness in my dick as it began to firm up again.
Mom finally looked away, grateful for her own drink, giving her something to concentrate on besides my shaft though she nearly drank all of it in one gulp. She was now shaking her head, looking at her sister. "I still can't believe we did that," she said shamefacedly, her cheeks already coloring again, though her eyes briefly wandered back to my groin as my prick once more began taking on a full stand.
"Ah to be young again," my Aunt quipped, likewise noticing, though she was pointedly referring to my dick. "Would you look at that Maxine? Just moments ago squirting all over the two of us, and there it is again, already looking like it could do it again." I smiled at that, winking at her.
"Oh no," mom tried desperately in trying to pretend she had her wits about her. "None of that should have happened to begin with. It's just not right. John's my son...and to see what he did...witness...us, doing what we did..."
"Having fun. Erotic, hot fun," I interjected. "Come on mother, admit it...you enjoyed it just as much as Susan and I did. Don't try denying it. And don't sit there and pretend you aren't thinking about it right now, seeing how hard I'm already getting again, just remembering how hot the two of you looked together. Something I have long fantasized about, seeing the two of you touching and playing with one another. And now I finally have, and have every intention of wanting to see you do again too!" I added to that.
It was obvious mom still couldn't believe any of this, even though in the beginning she had done so with the full knowledge that I'd be standing there watching her doing just that. It was almost comical knowing that, and seeing this effort on her part to use the excuse it was still wrong, even though she'd been willing to go along with it in the beginning. And of course my Aunt didn't dare say anything to the contrary, though her occasional looks my way questioned where I was no doubt attempting to go with all this.
"Ok, I admit it...it was hot. Exciting. But it still doesn't make it right John, regardless of that. It was a onetime thing...and that's that." She said with some finality.
"Speak for yourself Maxine," Susan said finishing her drink. "I for one, have every intention of sucking this boy's prick. I want to see what it feels and tastes like in my mouth. But...first I need to pee, and then I need another drink. And then after that...I'm going to suck that nice hard cock of his. So...you can either sit and watch, or do whatever, but you'll only have for as long to think about it as it will take me to do all that. So you'd best make up your mind." And with that, my Aunt stood, wonderfully naked...and walked back into the house. I merely smiled at mom as she sat there looking at me once again, no doubt contemplating the dilemma and challenge that had just been placed with her.
"So..." I said smiling.
"So..." she answered in response.
"You going to stay and watch Aunt Susan suck my cock?" Mom blushed at that, though I think some of it was her arousal too. She obviously still was, her nipples like my cock had begun to harden again.
"You're actually going to let her?" She asked, though her tone of voice immediately told me she wasn't asking it in hopes that I wouldn't...but that I was going to.
"Of course I am! What man in his right mind doesn't enjoy having his dick sucked?"
"Well your father for one," mom said not quite under her breath, though sheepishly laughing at herself shortly after that. "Though maybe...it's because I didn't do it very well or something. Maybe...maybe I should at least watch how Susan does it. Then maybe one day, when I meet a man..."
"Ah huh...whatever," I grinned. "Watch...or do...up to you."
"I...I just couldn't John. This was bad enough. But actually doing anything with you, or two you...it's just wrong, really wrong."
"Oh. But you and Susan is perfectly ok."
"That's different."
"Oh? And how's that? It's still considered incest if that's your reasoning, no difference."
"Well maybe it is...or isn't. Doesn't matter either way. It's a BIG difference to me. You are my son, a part of me...I see it slightly differently, right or wrong. So I just can't. I just can't."
"Suit yourself mom. But here comes your sister now. And right now, I really do want to have my cock sucked by someone who really wants too."
My Aunt had walked over now looking down at the two of us. "So...you staying for this or what?"
"She wants to watch...see how you do it," I joked. "Thinks maybe she'll learn a thing or two at the very least."
"Ah huh..." Susan giggled. "Hell John, she's the one who showed me how to do it."
I openly laughed once again. "Figured as much. But regardless, I'm really looking forward to this," I told my Aunt as she scooted up between my legs as I sat there on the chair. In seconds, she was licking and tonguing me, pleasuring the hard swollen head of my prick, and then sucked me deeply inside her mouth, pleasuring me even more as mom sat next to us looking on. I wasn't at all surprised of course as only a few minutes later, mom was openly masturbating herself looking on while her sister pleasured her nephews cock.
"What?" she asked me though I hadn't said anything. "I never said seeing you...looking at you didn't turn me on. I already admitted to that, I just can't...do what my sister's doing. That's all."
"Well in that case mom, enjoy yourself then. I know I certainly am. And to be even more honest about it, I quite like watching you sitting there touching yourself. So what's say we just relax and enjoy this. Though I will say this too mom. If you are in fact the one who actually taught your sister how to give a decent blowjob, then you truly must be one hell of a fine cock-sucker yourself. Dad was an idiot if he didn't like feeling this!"
Mom blushed profusely, but said nothing more. But the shyness had gone out of her fingers as she brazenly sat there twiddling her clit.
But I had to give my Aunt a great deal of credit too, she knew how to pleasure a man's cock. Even though I had climaxed a short time ago, it wasn't long until I felt the beginnings of yet again, another glorious orgasm. I began spewing into my Aunt's mouth as she sucked, swallowed, and sucked some more, finally sucking out what had to be the last remnants of my spunk. Only then holding the last portion of it, grinning at me obscenely, showing to both me along with my mother, the spermy-white toothpaste she was holding inside there.
"Hmm, nice," she said loud enough for everyone to hear, and then lowering her voice whispering. "Better than drinking it out of a glass," she winked.
Mom had watched rather enthusiastically the entire time of course, unabashedly playing with herself, and even timing her own orgasm to coincide with my own. This time, it was her turn to pee, so she excused herself, though not before putting on her entire bikini again, which effectively told my Aunt and I, that the party for today at least...was over.
"You're a naughty...naughty man, you know that?"
"Yeah, I know. And from now on Aunt Sue...I plan on being a whole lot naughtier too. Watching the two of you was amazing. But I have no intention of leaving it there either. Mom might be a bit shy and apprehensive at the moment, so here's what we're going to do."
My Aunt Susan sat listening to my ideas, shaking her head from time to time as though wondering just how the hell I was going to actually pull some of this off, without causing mom to go running into the night because of it.
"Don't worry. I know she's acting hesitant, and is...she's obviously struggling with the notion and idea, but given enough time, and suggestive arousal, she'll come around eventually. Just you wait and see."
"Maybe, maybe not John. I do know your mother fairly well you know. And though this obviously did arouse and excite her quite a bit, she can be pretty stubborn and set in her ways too, as you well know. So don't push things too far, or too hard. Or she really will shut down if she's too emotionally distraught with her conscience and emotions."
"Yeah, but I know her too Aunt Susan. And I think, she just needs a bit more coaxing and stimulation, and that she really will eventually come around. You say that what seems to get her really aroused is the silly things sometimes, half-way kinky things that get her juices flowing? Well...let's start with that then, see how things go from there. Now...why don't you go inside, check on mom, maybe talk to her some about what happened here. In the meantime, I'll run to the store, pick up a few things for a nice BBQ dinner tonight, along with a nice bottle of wine, and we'll see how the evening goes. How's that sound?"
Though my Aunt agreed with me to some extent, she really was worried that I might press the issue with mom a bit harder than what she could mentally and emotionally handle. But I had no intention of doing that either. Once again, when and if mom did come around to my way of thinking, the moment when she did...would be all the sweeter indeed.
**
The rest of the evening went pretty much as planned. We had a nice relaxing dinner together along with a nice bottle of wine to mellow everyone out some. And never once was anything brought up or discussed about the afternoon's events. Though Aunt Susan had promised me that she would find a way to get mom to somehow talk about it, or at least share her thoughts to her regarding it after they had retired to bed. I wasn't about to sit back and let my Aunt tell me however...I wanted to hear first hand for myself what was said, and from that...I felt I'd have a better idea of where to go next in this subtle seduction of my mother.
I soon after said goodnight, heading upstairs to my own room, made some noise about settling in for the night, then quietly crept back out into the hallway a short time after that. The two of them just then turning off the lights and preparing to head down the stairs to their room. I waited until they had done so...and once more, tip-toed quietly down their stairs, until I was again just outside the door of their bedroom.
"Well...it certainly was an interesting day today, wasn't it?"
"You can say that again!" Mom breathed emphasizing her earlier excitement. "I sure as hell never expected that! Knowing he was watching us was one thing, but then having him actually come walking out when he did, the way he did, certainly wasn't! I mean good god Susan! Did you see the size of that thing? How hard it was?"
My Aunt laughed.
"Yeah I know...of course you did. You were sucking it for Pete's sake!"
"Jealous? Just a little?" Susan asked.
"Hell yes. Of course I was! And doing it in front of me no less! Of course I was jealous...what mother wouldn't be? And especially as it was my very own sister who was sucking on it while I sat there watching her do it! Damn right I was!" And then mom paused, lowering her voice a little as though fearful I might actually be standing outside their door or something. "And how was it anyway? How'd...you know, how'd it taste?"
"Heavenly," Aunt Susan answered. "But seriously Maxine...if you really want to know, you should just go ahead and do it. You know damn good and well he'd let you. He loves you."
"Of course he loves me. I'm his mother. But mothers do NOT run around sucking their son's cocks!"
"Oh...but it's ok if an Aunt does?"
Mom was silent for a moment, and then burst out laughing. "Well in this case, yes. At least I got to see you doing it, even if I couldn't. That was fucking hot. But you never did answer my question. How did my son's cum taste anyway?"
"Tell you what," Susan spoke once more whispering as though she too was worried I might actually be listening in. If you want to find out what your son's cum tastes like...I think I know a way to do that, without his ever knowing that you did."
"And pray tell...just how would you go about doing that?" Mom asked...curiously.
"Well, I think I have an idea, and it's just naughty/kinky enough that I think even you would be willing to take it that far at least."
"Quit teasing me Susan! How?"
"How'd you like licking your son's cum out of my pussy!?"
There was a long...long pause. Even I was surprised by that one myself.
"Wow...really? You think you can get him to fuck you? And then...wow, and then squirt inside you? How the hell would you get to me then though Susan? I mean...I'd want it fresh, not like hours old you know...geesh! I know I have this kinky side to me and all, but even that's a bit too kinky for my taste!"



"Actually, I think it would be a lot easier than you think. What we'd do is this. You have your volunteer time at the clinic tomorrow yes?"
"Well no...day after tomorrow."
"No...tomorrow," Susan waited.
"Oh...tomorrow, yes. Tomorrow! What then?"
"Well...I'll make sure my phone is on, so you can actually listen in and hear everything too. That should certainly get your motor running. What we'll then do is this. I'll concoct some story about making some sort of promise to you or something, about actually letting him fuck me. Tell him that even though you were ok with me sucking him off, you draw the line at actually fucking him."
"I was actually considering doing just that!"
"Fat chance sweetie! The moment I can get that boys thick hard cock into this pussy...I'm taking it! Anyway...I'll make sure you know it, hear it the moment he cums in me. After he does, you suddenly come walking in unexpectedly. I'll make sure to race downstairs in order to get dressed, something along those lines. Then you come down stairs to change clothes yourself, and of course...that's where you'll find me. Laying on the bed with a pussy full of your son's hot creamy spunk. How's that sound? Then you can taste as much of it as you like, nice and fresh...not to mention, giving my pussy a nice tongue lashing in the meantime."
"Fuck Susan, I wish it was full of his cum right now I want to taste it so bad. Think it'll really work?"
"I know it will baby. I know it will. Now come here. Just talking about you licking me has me all fired up again. And I know damn good and well, by the way you're standing there with those nipples of yours sticking a mile out, that your even hornier than I am just thinking about it."
"Yeah...thinking about licking my son's cum out of my own sister's cunt. God...I'm so bad Susan, so very, very bad. I can't believe how the thought of that actually excites me so much!"
"Well you do know Max...I'm sure that your son would be more than happy to let you taste his cum straight from the source, anytime...anywhere. "
"Yes...I know. But just because I want to. And just because he'd even let me, doesn't mean that I can ever really entertain the thought of actually doing that. Licking my son's sperm out of your pussy is bad enough."
"Yes it is...isn't it?" Aunt Susan giggled. Followed shortly after that by the sound of the two of them pretending to be eating my cum out of both of their cunts.
I shot a nice wad against the door, figuring if they ever wondered what it was, or what had gotten spilled there, that in time...maybe they'd figure the rest of it out. For now, it was time for bed. I was already looking forward to tomorrow, fucking my Aunt, and then hopefully, maybe even secretly spying on mom while she actually did that.
I had a few plans of my own to make.
**
In the morning, mom made a big deal out of having to go into work, especially when it was supposed to be her day off and all that. Aunt Susan likewise made up some pretense of doing some much needed shopping, but I knew of course that they had also planned on meeting someplace and killing some time together before she came home again. I waited until they had both left before heading out on a little errand of my own. An old buddy of mine owned and operated one of those security/alarm types of businesses, which included home security, nanny-cameras and the like.
I knew he could fix me up. I mean after all, if the two of them could scheme behind my back, I had no qualms about doing a little scheming of my own behind theirs. In no time at all, I had several camera's installed throughout the house, a few well-placed microphones as well, software easily installed on my lap-top...and basically, all good to go by the time I heard Aunt Susan pulling up in the drive way.
I was already hard just thinking about fucking my Aunt. For starters.
**
Although I was curious as to how she was going to go about seducing me, I needn't have worried. Having already set up my own camera's throughout the house, along with some well-hidden microphones, I had positioned myself in the den, pretending to watch some TV when she came walking in. She'd already removed her clothing in the kitchen area, making the seduction obvious...and easy. All she had on was a very lacy white bra, garters and white stockings, which had the effect of framing her still dark, neatly trimmed bush. It was a very erotic sight.
"Goodness Aunt Sue. I thought you were out buying clothes...not selling them!" She laughed at that and then purposely turned, giving me an additional view of her bare ass, stockings coming up to mid-thigh as she turned.
"Wanted to get some new lingerie, been a while since I've gotten anything new for myself. Thought I'd model what I got and see what you thought," she told me turning back to face me once again, now cupping her bra-clad breasts. "Not sure about the bra though...too small?" She asked as her tit flesh threatened to spill out of the cups the way she was holding them.
"Just right," I offered. "Very sexy look. Though I have to ask...as sexy as you do look, who were you planning to seduce in that outfit anyway?"
The answer was obvious of course. "You!" She smiled seductively walking over towards me, climbing up into the chair I was sitting in, and effectively straddling me. I had purposely worn loose-fitting shorts, and within moments, my Aunt could certainly feel my hard cock pressing against her soft fur covered muff. "I figured since I already had it on...and with your mom out for a while, might be a good time to show you. One thing though..." she paused with a somewhat serious look on her face.
"Oh? And what's that?" I asked already rubbing my cock against her through the thin material of my shorts. Hands having already reached up to capture and caress her breasts through the thin lacy material of her bra. Her nipples hard, pressing against the sheer fabric.
"Although your mother eventually came to accept me giving you that blowjob yesterday, she asked me to refrain from taking things any further with you. I have to confess, I told her I would. But now...seeing you, and sitting here like this, I know I can't possibly keep that promise to her. But...I don't want her getting angry with me either. So I'm asking you...will you agree to keep this as our little secret if we do go a bit farther than we did yesterday?"
I was smiling inside. "Of course Aunt Susan! I wouldn't want to do anything to upset or hurt anyone...but admittedly, I've been hoping that at some point I'd get to fuck you...and suck that delicious looking pussy of yours."
She smiled at that, obviously loving the dirty talk which aroused her even more as I knew it would.
"I was hoping you'd say something like that," she told me, though she once again slipped off my lap. "Let me get my phone before we do anything," she informed me. "Just in case your mother calls. She mentioned that since this was her day off, she might not have to work as long as she normally does. She promised to call in the event she was getting off early so we could possibly meet someplace for lunch later." With that, Susan headed out of the room briefly, entering a moment or two later setting her phone down on the coffee table next to us. One glance told me it was on, though I pretended not to notice. Mom no doubt listening in on the other end, and very likely some where's close as well. Close enough to make an entrance shortly after I had shot a nice thick load deep inside my Aunt's cunt. I had no intention of hurrying the process though. Bound and determined to once again draw this out for as long as I dared to. Doing that would hopefully have mom climbing the walls as she listened to us, in anticipation of licking my cum out of her sister's pussy later.
I had likewise removed my shorts, now sitting there with a nice stiff erection waiting for her as she came walking back over towards me, though she again turned, bending over slightly, showing me her well-rounded ass from behind, her swollen puffy lips winking at me. "So...what do you think?" she asked coquettishly. "Sexy enough?"
"Sexy enough to fuck!" I said standing up, once again having no intention yet of giving her what she wanted either. I did place my prick within the furrow of her ass-cheeks and proceeded to pleasure myself, teasing her as I did. Hands once more coming around to cup her breasts, though not before undoing the clasp on her bra, causing it to fall down her arms as she shook herself out of it. I preferred free-swinging tits.
"You really are a breast man aren't you?" She moaned as I pulled on her hard fat nipples, stretching them.
"Card carrying," I responded back. "I do love yours...and mom's nice full breasts," I decided to say knowing full well that mom was close by listening to all of this. "They're both beautiful. And don't mind saying, I'd love to be kneeling between the two of you...playing with you both. But for now...I'm certainly content to be playing with these. I love the way they hang down and swing Aunt Sue...and can just imagine the way they'll be wildly flopping about once I've slid this hard fucking cock up inside that hot wet pussy of yours and start thrusting in and out of you. Too bad we don't have a mirror close by I could watch them from the side while doing that. Or better yet, recording it for prosperity," I joked.
"Perhaps we can find a mirror another time then. I'd enjoy seeing that myself," though I was thinking that eventually we'd be sitting down and actually watching this at some point as I continued to rub the head of my cock up and down the crack of my sexy Aunt's ass.
With my Aunt still leaning forward, balancing herself on the end of the couch, I decided to have a bit more fun with her before moving in for the kill. I knelt down on the floor behind her. "Spread your legs a bit more," I instructed. "Yes...that's it. Just like that."
"What are you going to do?" She asked looking back over her shoulder at me.
"What do you think? I'm going to eat this nasty looking pussy of yours for one thing, and then I'm going to stick my hard thick cock inside it afterwards," I added to that, speaking up just a little to ensure that good old mom could clearly hear what was being said.
"Oh yes...eat my hot, wet creamy pussy," Susan responded, likewise speaking louder than normally as well, which I inwardly chuckled at. The two of us vocalizing our lust for mom's benefit, though Susan of course had no clue I was onto their little scheme as we both did that.
In addition to running my tongue up into her wet juicy split, I surprised her by rimming that tight pink puckered ass of hers as well, spitting onto, and into it, where I soon added a fingertip..grazing and teasing that tight little opening. "Like that?" I asked. "Like me licking your asshole Aunt Susan? Like me to maybe stick my hard prick inside there and fuck you that way?" I was half tempted to do that, and dump my load inside there instead. Wondering if mom would still be up for tasting my cream that way. But Susan quickly headed me off of course, no doubt wondering the same thing.
"I would...but not today. I'd need a hell of a lot more lubrication before ever allowing you to fuck my ass John," she breathed hotly. "You're just too damn big and thick...but perhaps another time. Right now, I just want that gorgeous hard cock of yours pounding in and out of my pussy."
"I'll hold you to that," I told her, though I had now managed to ease one finger inside her cunt, another inside her ass, scissoring the two openings as I simultaneously sat there fingering her that way. "Ever been double-fucked?" I now asked.
"No...never," she groaned deeply, enjoying the sensation of my fingers smoothly and easily spearing her twin openings.
"Maybe...we should get mom a strap-on dildo or something. Then one of us could fuck your cunt, and the other one your ass...and visa versa. Bet you'd both enjoy doing that, don't you think?" I teased still working her openings with my fingers, though simultaneously flicking my tongue against her hard little clit, making her squirm and thrash against me even more than she had been doing.
"Oh fuck...she'd...she'd...your mother...would, she'd never...oh fuck that feels good!" Susan gasped as I surrounded her clit with my lips drawing it in, gently sucking and chewing on it.
"You never know, maybe someday she might," I teased further. "Maybe the thought of me fucking her ass and pussy, while you are too...might be something she's never experienced, and would like to try."
"Oh fuck...maybe, god John, I don't know. But what I do know...is I need that cock of yours inside me...NOW!" She cried out. I stood up, once more placing my shaft against her ass for a moment as though I still might ass-fuck her instead. But then I adjusted the angle, reached down, and placed the head of my cock within the slick-slippery folds of her mushy, dripping pussy.
"You want it Aunt Sue? You want my cock?"
"Yes! Yes! Oh god yes John! Give it to me!"
"Tell me where you want it," I demanded, still teasing her neither lips with the head of my dick.
"In my cunt!" She quickly responded back. "Stick that big hard dick inside my cunt!"
"And then what?"
"And then fuck me. Fuck me nice and hard...and fast."
"And where do you want me to shoot my cum Aunt Sue? Want me to pull out and squirt all over your back and ass? Or do you want me to finish off in your face...or..."
"No...in my cunt. I want to feel it squirting off inside me John. I want you to cum inside me. I want to feel your cock pulsating inside me, squirting...spurting...filling me up."
I shoved all the way in, hearing Aunt Susan gasp loudly, audibly as I hilted myself fully into her. "You mean like this Sue? You like the feel of my prick buried balls deep inside this hot nasty pussy of yours? You like the way it stretches this tight little cunt? Fills you up?"
"Oh my god yes John! Yes! Fuck me baby. Fuck your dirty Aunt's nasty pussy. Squirt that hot creamy sticky juice inside me baby...make me cum with you while you do!"
I began thrusting in and out of my Aunt's cunt like a runaway freight train. For several long moments, the only sound we were making was the slap of flesh against flesh, her well rounded ass acting like a buffer as I slammed into her there from behind. Her breasts as expected, gyrating wildly beneath her as I glanced over, looking on...enjoying the erotic spectacle taking place there in front of me.
"God I love the way your tits bounce!" I cried out hotly. "And I love the way your wet pussy feels too Sue, the way it slides around my prick, how hot and nasty wet you are. I am so looking forward to spurting off inside you baby. Filling you up with all my hot juicy semen!"
Most of the sounds my Aunt was now making were unintelligible. I could sense she was already hovering on the edge of orgasm, only seconds away now as I continued to thrust in and out of her. Finally she cried out as the dam burst. "Oh John! John! Give it to me...cum with me John! Cum with me!"
I grabbed my Aunt's ass cheeks firmly in hand, thrusting as deep into her as I could, holding still for a moment as the first delicious spurt of my semen leapt from the head of my cock, followed by another and another. "Feel that Sue? Feel my prick squirting inside you? Feel all that nasty spunk bathing the inside of your cunt?" I asked as I began moving in and out of her again, milking out what remained of my still ongoing climax.
"Oh yes John yes. I can baby. I can. I can feel you squirting your juice inside my pussy!"
Though I had of course been expecting it, I had gotten so involved in how good this really was feeling, and how sweet my Aunt's cunt felt wrapped around my dick, that it took a moment for me to realize that the sound of my mother's calling out, informing us she'd just walked in, nearly ruined everything. Even Susan seemed to have forgotten about that for a moment as well.
"You who...anybody home?" Mom called out having entered through the front door instead of the back door like she normally did.
"Oh my god! It's your mother!" Susan exclaimed worriedly. "Quick John...quick! You run upstairs to your room, I'll run downstairs and pretend I was just getting ready to take a shower. Now hurry, before she sees us!"
Playing along. I quickly gathered up my shorts and ran up the stairs as quietly as I could, easing my bedroom door closed. The best part was, I had my laptop on, with the security program running, so it was a simple process to simply sit down, bring up the camera I had in the kitchen area, and then look on...likewise listening as my Aunt Susan met mom in there.
"Well? Could you hear everything?" Susan asked her.
Even from this vantage point I could see that my mother's face was flushed as she barely nodded her head yes.
"So...it's, John's cum?" Mom asked barely able to speak, looking down at my Aunt's pussy as she spread her legs open briefly for a moment, one hand reaching down, and then coming back up with what was obviously a dollop of cream sitting on it.
"You mean this?" She asked holding her finger up in front of mom's face. "Go ahead sis...have a taste," she grinned at her mischievously. I was a little surprised when mom actually drew her sister's finger into her mouth, sucking it like a small tiny cock for a moment. "Come on sweetie. There's more. A LOT more!" She said cupping her mound, gingerly descending the stairs as mom followed her.
"So where's John?" Mom asked as she began following her down, out of sight of my camera now, though I could still hear the two of them through the hidden microphone.
"In his room, pretending to take a nap," Susan giggled. "Now come on...I have a very full pussy just waiting to be licked," she said, as I now heard the two of them giggle together. I switched views, now bringing up the hidden camera in their room, a ceiling shot from well above as the hidden camera I'd concealed in the light fixture seemed to have been the best overall placement, which it was proving out to be.
Mom all but tore her clothing off as Susan stood patiently waiting at the side of the bed. Now naked, mom crawled up into the bed, as Susan once again climbed in with her, only this time purposely straddling and sitting on her face. "This what you wanted?" She laughed as she slowly lowered herself down.
"Yes! Yes! Fuck yes!" Mom moaned, "Let me taste my baby!" She said finally as Susan effectively silenced her for a moment, her cum-filled cunt suddenly sealing itself over my mother's face. I sat...watching, not at all surprised when my cock once again began to harden. Leaning back slightly, Susan quickly found mom's widely spread pussy, slipping a finger inside, finger-fucking her while mom gorged herself on her sister's cunt. I only wish I had had a much better, closer look at what was happening there. But even at this angle, it was quite a sight as I began stroking my cock, wishing I was now filling mom's cunt with a nice thick load of cream.
"Eventually," I said to myself. "Baby steps," I grinned. And then took pleasure in watching my Aunt and mom spend the next half hour pleasuring one another until they had both had several very intense looking orgasms. I switched off the video recording. I was already looking forward to the day when I'd end up showing it to them. Hopefully by then, balls deep inside mom as we did.
**
I decided to come downstairs from my "nap" not bothering to put anything on. I was in the process of making a sandwich when I heard the sound of footsteps coming up the stairs. Turning, having just taken a bite, I was pleased to see it was mom as she entered the room.
"John! For gods sakes! Put something on...you're naked!" She exclaimed, though her tone of voice expressed surprise perhaps at seeing me standing there like that, there was also an element of pleasure in it too.



"Why? Not like you already haven't seen me naked. And I was hungry after my nap. Didn't expect you home so early today anyway," I shot back, reminding her that she had her own dirty little secrets that she was still trying to keep from me.
"Still..." she half whispered as she walked over pouring herself a cup of luke-warm coffee from the pot, taking a seat at the kitchen table, though her eyes were once more locked on a certain dangling appendage of mine. "What if someone were to suddenly drop by and see you like that?" She asked.
"Like who? Aunt Susan?" I laughed. "Where is she anyway?" I then asked.
"Taking a bit of a nap herself," mom responded. "She was very tired." I walked around behind mom, placing my fingers on the back of her neck, rubbing her shoulders.
"You look a bit exhausted yourself," I stated. "Bet you could use a nice relaxing back-rub," I suggested as I continued massaging her neck and shoulders.
"Oh that would feel good," mom freely admitted. "I really could use one of those," she added to that. "Been a while."
"How about I set up the table for you then?" I offered, seeing her brief hesitation. Years ago when I had toyed with the idea of attending massage school and doing that for a profession, we had set up the kitchen table with the extended leaf in it, so she could lay down on that. With a foam padded cushion, we'd managed to make it work as I practiced on mom, though back then she had always worn a two piece swimming suit. "Without the bikini this time," I added. "No need for that either, and besides...I can do a much better job giving you a massage without it."
"A massage..." mom said looking at me. "Just the massage right?"
"Right." I grinned. "Now...finish your coffee, I'll go up and get some clean sheets, the foam mat and baby oil. When you're ready after that, I'll give you a really nice relaxing massage."
Mom soon after headed downstairs to remove her clothing again as I headed upstairs to gather the things I needed, not to mention turning on my video program so I could record all of this. My mind already deviously coming up with an entirely new idea as I did that.
Things were about to get really interesting, and I wasn't about to let this golden opportunity pass by without taking advantage of it.
To be continued...
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While mom was getting undressed, I quickly gathered up the things I needed for her massage, plus one or two other items I needed that she would be totally unprepared for. But before I sprang that little idea on her, I needed to get her really good and worked up first. I soon had everything ready, including myself when I heard mom's footsteps coming back up the stairs. Though she had on her robe, I knew she was naked beneath it. I on the other hand was naked as I stood there waiting for her.
"John..." she said simply eying me, though I wasn't as yet erect. "You think that's wise?"
"More comfortable this way," I said lamely. "Keeps me from getting too hot while I work on you."
"Ah huh," she said climbing up onto our makeshift massage table, turning her back to me before slipping the robe off, and then laying face down on the table, eyes closed. I took a moment to admire my mother's form, in particular her still very firm ass as she patiently waited for me to begin. "If you're through gawking..." she finally said knowing full well that I had been, though I saw her eyes open into slits as I walked around standing in front of her. I began working on her shoulders, messaging down into the small of her back, my free-swinging prick only inches away from her face as I did that. Once or twice I glanced down as I worked her muscles, not at all surprised to see her eyes open looking at me.
"So far so good," I thought to myself as I continued, now running my hands along her sides, just grazing the flesh of her somewhat concealed breasts as she pressed herself into the table. I'd even managed to "accidentally" bump into her once or twice, letting my rapidly stiffening cock poke her in the shoulder, or rub alongside her breasts as I moved around the table, eventually massaging her legs where I lifted, and had her spread them just a little. She had to of known I could easily see the split of her pussy as I did that, especially as I eventually saw a bit of glistening dew forming there as I worked on her firm ass. I even allowed my fingers to just brush tantalizingly close to her pussy, hearing an involuntary moan as I did that, though she quickly followed that up with a precautionary warning as well.
"Easy John...you promised."
"I promised to make you feel good," I reminded her. "And that's exactly what I'm doing isn't it?" "Yes...but,"
"Shh," I silenced her. "Just relax, enjoy it," as I soon after instructed her to roll over onto her back as I proceeded to work on her shoulders again, though working my hands down her arms, and lightly running them over and about her breasts too. I was careful to massage her tits without actually making it feel like a sexual caress, though that would come soon enough. Already her nipples were hard and stiff, standing out thick and proud, obviously excited as I worked downwards from there to her tummy. Once again I just let my hands and fingers skiff over the delicate furrow of her mound, feeling her quiver as I quickly passed by. I stepped around her once more, working her upper thighs, fingers slowly inching upwards to her furrow as I managed to coax her into spreading her legs again without asking her to do so. She was obviously excited, even if she was pretending not to be. And as such, it was time to spring my big surprise on her.
I started to work on her arms again, one at a time, lowering them purposely off to the side of the table.
"Just let them dangle there for a moment," I said softly. Don't move for a second while I finish this." I had hidden a coil of soft rope that I'd created two slip knots with, now pulling that out from beneath the table where I had secretly tucked it away. I carefully placed both loops around her wrists simultaneously, and then pulled.
"Hey! What are you doing?" Mom suddenly asked a moment too late, realizing that her hands were now bound as I tied them off to the table legs beneath her. She at first thought I was just teasing with her, messing with her perhaps though I hurriedly ran around to the bottom of the table and produced two more. These of course which I now slipped over her feet, and then tying them off, thus having her completely captured and now spread-eagled there on the table. "John? John?" She asked struggling against her bonds, though she was firmly secure, unable to move in any direction. At last giving up her struggle, seeing the futility of doing so, she looked at me with a very surprised and confused expression on her face. "Just what the hell do you think you're doing?" She now asked looking somewhat stern at me as though that would deter me from what I was planning on doing.
"Like I said...making you feel good," I grinned at her.
"Like this?" She said once again trying to lift her arms, though showing me the futility of her ability to do so.
"Yeah, like this," I grinned at her again, this time running my hands purposely over her breasts, capturing her hard nipples between my fingers, scissoring them, pinching and pulling on them. And though she groaned as I did that, she quickly fought back, trying to re-gather her senses.
"John please...I'm your..."
"Mother. Yeah, I know. And a damn sexy one too. Now, now quit trying to fight this mom, I'm not about to let you get up until you've had a nice little orgasm or two."
"John!" She said struggling once again. "I can't...I just can't, you know I can't!"
"Yes you can, and besides mom...you don't really have a choice here now do you? So the sooner you just relax, enjoy it...and cum, the sooner I'll let you up and off the table here."
Though she was still struggling with it emotionally perhaps, she had quit struggling physically. Actually relaxing her body again. "I can't do this John...I'm...I'm too nervous," she stammered though the quiver in her tone in her voice told me just how aroused she was becoming. Though the real sign that she was had already betrayed her. I glanced down between her legs and saw a nice little river of creamy white sauce suddenly leaking from her depts.
"Hmm, what's this?" I said running the tip of my finger up mom's split, coating it with her essence, and then showing it to her as I brought it towards my lips, licking it off. "Looks to me like your body's enjoying it, even if you're not willing to admit it," I said running my finger up her precious slit once again, feeling her shiver. "That's it..." I coaxed, gently stroking her as she squirmed, this time doing so in obvious pleasure as opposed to fighting against the bonds still holding her. I indeed knew mom had a bit of a kinky side to her, almost an addiction according to my Aunt, so had figured that something like this might be just up her alley. And more importantly, just kinky and hot enough to get her to lose a few of her pointless inhibitions. "So...feels good doesn't it?" I said teasing her, now slipping a finger fully inside my mom's wet slippery cunt as I wormed it about inside her. "Come on mom...at least admit it. Admit you're enjoying this."
"Ok, ok...I am. There! Satisfied?" She cried out, squirming once again against her restraints, though feebly now as though trying to show me she was still fighting against this. Only that's when she also happened to glance up at the clock on the kitchen wall. "Oh God...Dorothy!" She suddenly exclaimed, this time truly trying to sit up, using every ounce of strength she had to no avail. "John...you have to release me! Dorothy will be here around two o'clock! She said she'd be dropping by with a copy of a new recipe I've been wanting to try!"
Dorothy was a neighbor friend of hers who came over from time to time. And by her reaction, I had no doubt she was telling me the truth here too. But I decided to use that to my advantage. "Well then...that doesn't leave us too much time now does it mother?" I grinned wickedly at her. She was looking at me in lustful frustration. On the one hand, I could see by the look in her eyes she had nearly succumbed to what I was doing, but now...with the certain knowledge her friend was due to drop by a short time from now had created a small change of plans.
"I can't...I can't...no way, I can't cum...knowing," she panted desperately.
"Hmm, well then...I guess since you can't at the moment, I'll just have to be satisfied with you making me cum then." Once more, the implication of what I'd just said caused her to quit struggling for a moment.
"What do you mean?"
"What do you think I mean? Just what I said...since you say you're too nervous and worried to cum right now, you'll have to make me cum then instead...before she gets here."
"John please...I can't, I'm your..."
"I know. We've already been here mom. No point in saying it all again. How about you just do it, and then I'll untie you and let you go before your friend gets here."
"What is it you want, and how can I?" She asked now staring at my rock hard cock again.
"How about licking and sucking it? That should be easy enough don't you think?"
"No John...no! I can't! I won't!"
We had reached a bit of an impasse here with mom no doubt hoping I'd give up and give in before her neighbor really did show up. It was time to raise the stakes just a little. But how? I glanced about, looking...trying to think, when I saw the perfect solution. I walked away for a moment, heading towards the kitchen counter where she kept a few handy utensils ready. Grabbing a wooden spoon, I walked back towards her. Mom looking at me.
"And just what the hell do you intend on doing with that?" She asked. I answered her by slipping the handle of the spoon inside her pussy. "My god John! What the fuck?" I walked over, grabbing another, walking back, and then inserting it beside the first one, so that now she was laying there on the table, bound to it, spread-eagled with two wooden spoons sticking out of her pussy.
"You ready to lick me now mom? Or should I add another?" I said picking another one up. "Can't even begin to imagine what Dorothy might think should she come over and find you here laying like this with a bunch of wooden spoons stuck in your cunt." And mom knew that she would too. Dorothy had dropped by before, left things for mom on the kitchen table if she had gone out for a while. She knew where the hidden key was to the back door. If mom didn't answer the door after Dorothy knocked, it would be only a matter of time before she'd go searching for the back door key and let herself in. I ran the smooth flat surface of the wooden spoon over her clit, and tapped it lightly against her before spinning it around again, now adding it to the other two. She now had three spoons sticking obscenely out of her pussy.
"Ok, ok...I give up, you win! Now hurry up, before she gets here!" Mom pleaded desperately. "Just take the fucking spoons out!"
"Not until you make me cum first," I told her as I walked over to the table, placing the head of my dick upon her lips, rubbing them back and forth with my prick for a moment. "Go ahead mom, kiss it....lick it, I know you really want to."
I watched as her tongue finally snaked out of her mouth, running around the head of my dick, flicking away at it. She was moaning softly as she did, obviously enjoying it, even though she had made every effort to deny that she wanted to. I reached down, capturing her very hard, very erect little clit between my fingers and began rolling it around as though it were in my mouth, feeling her moan around my cock as she sucked it in. As I jacked and masturbated her hard little clit, she in turn lovingly sucked, and continued to pleasure my cock as I fed it to her face. She was shuddering now, almost uncontrollably, murmuring her pleasure as I continued to flick her clit, rolling and rubbing it as she dutifully sucked my cock, enjoying it as she did. Even as she began to climax, three spoons still stuck inside her pussy, I felt my own release rapidly approaching, pulling out, seeing her reaching for it again with her lips, even as she climaxed.
"No!" She cried out, looking up at me.
"You want it then?"
"Oh yes John, yes! Please baby...give it to me."
"Where do you want it mom?"
"In my mouth, I want you to cum in my mouth! Please John...please. Hurry baby, hurry...she'll, she'll be here any time now!"
I felt her lips once more surrounding my cock, drawing on it, sucking it as my balls churned, as the first jettison of spunk ran up the length of my shaft. Within moments, I was pouring my seed into my own mother's hungrily sucking mouth as she greedily drank it down as fast as she could manage it. Even before I had completely finished draining myself down mom's throat, I caught a shadow of movement pass by the kitchen window. "Guess who's here?" I said stepping back, enjoying the look on mom's face, cum dribbles still escaping from the corners of her mouth.
"Oh fuck! Fuck! Untie me John, please! Untie me!"
There was a quick knock on the door, as I slowly released the restraints around her legs. "Faster John, faster!" Mom was asking, almost in a whisper as she looked towards the back door, seeing the shadow of her friend standing there just on the other side. I finished the restraints on her wrists, watching mom bolt off the table, one hand reaching between her legs for the three spoons, as she suddenly raced past me heading back down the stairs. I turned, grabbing the remnants of the makeshift massage table we'd made and moved into the living room, tossing everything onto the couch, and then slipping into my robe just as I heard the back door opening, Dorothy calling out as she entered.
"You who? Maxine?" I walked around the corner at that moment, surprising her, scaring her just a little as she jumped, not at all expecting me of course.
"Hi Dorothy," I said rounding the corner, "Sorry, but I wasn't expecting anyone," I said having purposely not tied the front of my robe closed. I had seen her initial look as she in turn had obviously seen me before I'd gathered my robe closed within my hand.
"Oh, I...uh, sorry...I wasn't," she stammered blushing profusely, before finding herself. "I was looking for your mother. She was expecting me."
"Oh...well, she should be upstairs any time now," I told her. "She's downstairs brushing her teeth at the moment."
"Brushing her teeth?"
"Yeah, just got a new toothpaste she wanted to try out, said it left her mouth feeling all tingly after using it."
"Yeah? What's it called?"
"Not sure...spurt, or splat...something along those lines anyway."
"How odd," Dorothy commented.
"Yeah, I'm sure it goes by another name, you'd have to ask her though," I said turning hearing mom's footsteps coming up the stairs once again. It was time to leave, though I was half tempted to stick around and listen in on that conversation. All I heard as I headed up the stairs to my room was mom when she replied to whatever Dorothy had asked.
"Oh yeah...that, the new toothpaste. Yeah, it does leave your mouth feeling all tingly..."
**
It was an hour later when mom came marching into my room, not even bothering to knock though I was half expecting that, and hadn't locked my door either. I was still naked in fact, laying on top of the bed, watching porn on the TV, and hence had another nice hard erection waiting for her when she came barging in. She looked, most certainly as I had anticipated she would, though immediately drawing her eyes away from my erection, first glancing at the TV, and then into my eyes as she spoke.
"I suppose you think that was really funny," she began.
"What? Tying you to the table? No...I was very serious about that," I answered.
"That's not what I was referring to, and you know it. And we'll talk about the other later...but you nearly got me into a lot of trouble with Dorothy over that toothpaste thing you pulled." She was trying to look serious, and then I laughed, causing her to do the same.
"So...what DID you tell her anyway? She seemed really interested in trying out the new toothpaste you got too," I said still laughing.
"I told her a friend of mine sent it to me from Canada, and that it wasn't available here in the States...I didn't know what else to tell her after all that. Still not sure she was buying it though."
"More than happy to put some in a cup for her, you can run it over to her later if you'd like."
Mom laughed. "That's horrible! You're horrible! And especially seducing your own mother like that!"
"But...you liked it though didn't you?" I said reaching down to wrap my fist around my hard cock again. "And you liked sucking this too didn't you?"
Mom licked her lips, finally nodding her head yes, acknowledging finally to herself and to me that she had in fact done so.
"Well, since we're finally admitting we BOTH enjoyed that, come here...I have some more toothpaste to give you."
To my surprise, mom actually came over, undoing the robe she had on, revealing her nakedness beneath it as she slipped onto the bed. "I can't believe we're actually doing this," she told me.
"Me neither," I said quietly to myself, and then slithered down between mom's legs, spreading them, where I finally placed my lips and tongue between and paid homage to the place I had once come from.
"Just one more thing," mom said as she placed her hands on my head, forcing me to lift my face upwards for a moment. "Bad enough all this...which I'm still trying to wrap my head around as it is...but you need to know John, as much as I'd like to...want to even, I can never, ever let you fuck me. Understood?"
"Whatever you say mom," I said and then dove back down between her legs again. "For the moment anyway..." I then said to myself.
Twenty minutes and two orgasms later, I was just coming up for air when I asked. "By the way, where the hell's Aunt Susan anyway?" I wondered.
Almost magically the door opened. "Right here," she announced walking in. "Your mother told me to give her thirty minutes alone with you at least before I came up stairs. Been standing outside for the last ten, just listening and getting myself off. But...since the question was raised, and though I'm a few minutes earlier than I promised, figured I might as well."
I laughed, scooting over in the bed, making room for Aunt Susan who quickly joined us.
"Now we can really have some naughty fun together," I grinned wickedly. The evening was early yet, and I knew without any doubt, before this night was over, I'd be fucking the two of them side by side.
**
Propping myself up with a pillow behind my head, I lay there on the bed looking down as my Aunt and mother took turns feeding my cock to one another, licking, nipping, and sucking on it.
"You know what I wish?" Susan questioned as she removed my dick from her mouth, now holding it as mom once more took her turn. The sensation of her tongue spearing my shaft, rapidly flicking the sensitive ridge just beneath the head.
"What?" I sighed contentedly.
"That we had a video camera, and were filming this. I'd love to see what this looks like later...the three of us like this," she responded as mom now took control of my cock, feeding it back to my Aunt.
"Actually..." I began. "We do...and I am." It was time to come clean, all the way around I thought.
"You are what?" Mom asked.
"Smile...you're on candid camera," I grinned at her.
"We are?" They both said almost in unison, now looking around the bedroom. "Where?"
"Not going to tell you where," I teased as Aunt Susan tightened her grip on my prick as though threatening to yank it off if I didn't tell them.
"Since when?"
"Since yesterday. Thought something like this might eventually happen. So I put a few hidden cameras in throughout the house. Figured that eventually, we'd all wind up together. And that when we did...it might be interesting to watch some of this later."
"You mean to tell me you've installed other cameras throughout the house?" Mom asked now sitting up. For a moment, I thought she was going to get angry with me for having done so. But then she turned around looking back at me with an interesting expression on her face. "So you're telling me...you've been secretly filming us, watching us since then? Does that mean...you saw me masturbating in the bathroom earlier?"



I didn't know if I had caught that. I'd have to check the video I'd captured later to find out, but now I was hoping I had. I nodded my head yes. "Naughty boy," she said instead, and slithered back down onto the bed again, taking my cock back from my Aunt, and nearly swallowing it whole for a moment before speaking again. "So when do we get to see what you've captured so far?" She asked. Obviously, the thought I had been secretly recording all this had struck one of mom's kinky quirks.
"Later...when we're resting up perhaps from what we're about to do," I informed them both, seeing my Aunt's rather excited expression as well now knowing I'd been doing this.
"So how many cameras have you placed around the house anyway?" Mom continued to question, the level of her arousal and excitement readily apparent. "In every room?"
"Not in every room no...just a few, but not going to tell you where they are either. From now on, you'll just have to realize I might be watching you both, recording whatever you're doing...and wherever you're doing it. For my viewing pleasure," I winked. "And yours too of course if you want to see what I have recorded at some point."
"Hmm, nasty," Mom said. "So I'll never really know then what you can see, or what you're watching then until you show me?"
"Show us!" Susan said jumping in. "But enough of that, we can go to the movies later," she added to that grinning from ear to ear. "Right now...I need this boy's cock inside my pussy!" Spinning around on the bed, getting on her hands and knees, she presented herself to me. "Come on baby...give me that nice hard cock of yours...time to fuck Aunt Susan!"
I could see the wistful expression on mom's face as Susan positioned herself. Obviously she had no qualms about fucking her nephews cock. And I was bound and determined to be fucking my mother too before the night was over. It was time to turn up the heat a little, working on her inhibitions again, slowly whittling them down until she finally gave in to those desires and urges she was fighting. "Come on mom, do the honors here then at least. Put my cock inside your sister's pussy for me."
I moved behind my Aunt, my stiff cock throbbing and protruding out what felt like a mile as I sat there patiently waiting for her to do that. Almost as though in a trance, she scooted around beside us, reaching down and placing her hand around my shaft, guiding it forward.
"Tease her with it for me," I asked. "Slide it up and down that wet slick split of hers before sticking it in," I instructed, which she began doing. Just hearing the slickness of her play as she began doing that, Aunt Susan's cunt leaking what felt and sounded like an entire bottle of baby oil had been poured into it, mom slapped, prodded, and poked my prick in and out as well as around the area of my Aunt's cunt until she couldn't take the teasing any more.
"Enough! Enough! Shove the damned thing in me Maxine!" She demanded of mom, which she then did. Even then, she continued to keep her hand wrapped around it for a moment, taking delight in keeping me from fully hilting my Aunt's cunt for a moment until I began thrusting forward, forcing her to take her hand away so that I could finally bury myself balls deep inside this tight sloppy-wet passage. "Oh god that feels so fucking good!" Susan cried out as I began to slide in and out of her in earnest now. The slap of flesh against flesh adding to the vulgar sounds her pussy was still making. "That's it baby...fuck me, fuck me, FUCK ME!"
"Play with her tits," I said looking down, watching them swing to and fro, something I loved seeing, but again wanting to further mom's participation and arousal while doing this. I was delighted when she did, reaching out to capture one of Susan's breasts in her hand, cupping and fondling it...pinching and yanking downwards on her nipple almost as though milking a cow.
"Oh fuck!" Susan mewed, delirious with pleasure now as the added sensation of pleasured/pain intensified the thrusting of my cock in and out of her pussy. I looked over, mom's hand down between her legs, frigging herself, looking on, watching my shaft easing in and out of her sister's pussy. I purposely slowed, taking it almost all the way out before shoving it slowly back in again, so she could see it...begin to envision what it might feel like perhaps.
"Mom, slide beneath her...lick her cunt while I'm fucking it," I said. I knew she'd get an even better look seeing me doing that, not to mention making her own cunt available for Susan to lick and tickle, thus escalating her horniness. Once again, without so much as saying a word, so lost in the decadence of all this perhaps, she hurriedly slid under her sister. Within moments I could feel and hear mom's mouth on us both as she tongued her clit, and at times lick-lapped my own dick as I continued the slow agonizing pistoning in and out of her sister's sweet snatch. As expected, without any direction, Susan leaned forward slightly, her own tongue coming out to lap away at mom's glistening sweet cunt. She moaned deeply, audibly the moment Susan began doing that, and as I purposely withdrew fully, feeding mom for the moment, letting her taste her sister's sweet essence that was now coating my shaft. "That's it mom...lick it, clean it off. Can you taste your sister's nasty juice coating my prick? Do you like that? Want some more?" I teased once again thrusting my prick deep inside my Aunt's cunt, hearing her gasp as I did that before repeating the process. Even Susan looked back over her shoulder towards me as I mouthed the words, "Don't let her cum." She winked at that, now realizing what I was attempting to do here.
"Oh Max! It feels so good! John's hard fucking prick pounding, and filling my pussy! Oh my god! I've never felt ANYTHING as good as this feels in my entire life!" She exclaimed. Once more turning to look in my direction as I smiled at her added commentary, which by the looks and feel of it was having an impact. "Squirt that nasty cock juice inside my cunt," she then added. "So that your mother...can lick it out of me and make me cum while doing that," she requested. Mom groaned deeply upon hearing that, as I began to slam in and out of my Aunt's cunt now, striving towards release. Her suggestion already escalating my own impending orgasm.
"Oh yeah...yeah! Here it comes mom! You ready for it? You ready to start licking your son's nasty naughty fuck juice from your sister's pussy?" I began to squirt, pumping out streamer after streamer of my white hot sticky semen into my Aunt's juicy-slick quim, mom already lapping away at her split as the overflow of cream began to pour out as I emptied my balls into her. Susan too was in the throes of climax, her cry of ecstasy suddenly filling the room as I slowed, though still thrusting, still fucking my Aunts now very sloppy, very messy passage. I finally pulled out, collapsing back, and enjoyed the view as a nice thick dollop of cream ran down my Aunt's lips to drip erotically, and obscenely into my mother's waiting mouth.
"Ok, time for a break," I suggested then...wanting to prolong my mother's arousal, denying it. "How about I fix us all a drink, and then we can pick things up from there," I added to that. I slipped out of bed, heading downstairs as the two of them headed off to the bathroom to freshen up a bit before joining me downstairs. I was pleased when they soon after emerged joining me in the family room still naked.
"So...you have cameras in here too?" Mom asked still looking around.
"Yup!" I grinned. "In here as well...so we can in fact continue to enjoy the show while in this room a bit later if you want to."
Once again the thought of secretly being recorded seemed to scratch that kinky itch of mom's as she sat down on the couch, sipping the drink I had fixed for her, all the while toying with one of her fat thick nipples. I decided to take a chance at that point...asking her. "So mom...what was it you were fantasizing about earlier while you were in the bathroom masturbating anyway?" I purposely reached down, now stroking my own cock, letting it harden again as I sipped my own drink. Watching her...watching it fatten and lengthen again. "Come on...tell us, what were you thinking about anyway?"
Mom actually blushed a little, but spoke. "Pretty much about what we just did," she confessed. "Only..."
"It was just the opposite," Susan mused. "You were thinking about John's cock inside you while I was the one licking you from below right?"
Mom nodded her head yes, blushing a bit more. "Yes, admittedly...I was."
"Well...you know what one of my fantasies is?" I tossed out. "Having one of you sitting on my face, the other on my cock...and then the two of you, fondling and sucking one another's tits while doing that." As hoped...Aunt Susan jumped on that one almost immediately.
"Oh I'd love to feel your tongue in my cunt right about now," she groaned. "Especially while playing with my sister's tits," she added to that hopefully. Mom was looking around the room again.
"You'd never show any of what you've recorded to anyone else right?" She questioned. "Never tell anyone about any of this right?" She asked now looking directly towards me.
"Just pretend we're in Vegas," I assured her. "Whatever happens here...stays here. Promise."
"I'll probably live to regret this," she suddenly exclaimed, tossing several couch pillows onto the floor. "Lay down John. You're about to fuck your mother."
**
The moment I'd been hoping for had finally arrived. Even Susan seemed slightly surprised, though in a way expecting this to eventually happen. Just not quite so soon perhaps. She sat on the couch, watching...allowing this moment to continue just between mom and I before eventually joining in. It was still erotic, glancing over at her, a smile on my face, mom standing above me now preparing to squat down over my stiff shaft. Aunt Susan now bending her knees, spreading herself obscenely as she began slow-petting her pussy...looking on, watching her sister about to impale her son's cock.
"Here it is mom...all nice and hard for you. See how it's throbbing? See how purple and swollen it is just thinking about sliding up inside that hot wet juicy cunt of yours?" She was staring at my prick like it was a dancing Cobra, her eyes taking on a faraway look, almost glazed over as she wet her lips, and then slowly began sinking down over me. The first touch of her sweet flesh as it began to kiss the tip of my cock was heavenly. And though she was very wet, it took a moment for her pussy to adjust, stretching itself to more fully accommodate me. I certainly knew I was on the higher end of the average scale in size, though the girth of my cock might have been a bit more than that. It took her well used pussy a moment more to finally relax enough so that she could actually fit it inside. Only then easing herself down and over me, slowly...inch by inch until with an audible gasp, she felt me fully impaled inside her tight hot snatch.
"Oh fuck John! John!" she cried out, gyrating slowly against me without moving up or down as yet. More like she was still trying to stretch herself out a bit more before actually fucking me.
"How's it feel mom?" I now asked, reaching up to capture each of her breasts in my hands, her thick fat, elongated nipples bigger and harder I think than I had ever seen them. I mashed her breasts together...forcing her nipples to kiss one another, rubbing them together like that as I pushed back into the plush carpeting beneath me, gaining an inch or two before shoving myself up inside her again, forcing the fuck. She ground back, and then lifted as I simultaneously retreated, holding only the tip of my prick inside her before she came crashing down on me. Me...thrusting up so that we met somewhere in the middle in a furious pummeling fuck that thrilled each of us simultaneously.
"Again!" She wailed. "Fuck me John! Fuck me! Fuck me hard! Oh my god! It's been, soooooo long!" She cried out over and over again.
Mom was now bouncing up and down so hard on my prick, I was half worried she'd break it off. But I was fascinated at the way her large breasts wildly bounced around now having let them go. Enjoying the gyrations of each, her head similarly bouncing about, eyes almost rolling back inside her head as she continued to spear herself on my cock. Next to us...Aunt Susan was going crazy as well. Actually slapping her pussy, spanking it. The sounds loud enough to be heard clearly and distinctly as she punished herself, calling out...joining us in her own way as she did that.
"Oh yeah honey! Fuck that prick! Fuck your boys prick baby, make it squirt in you! Make him cum in you! Fuck it baby...fuck it!"
"Yes John, yes," mom began, adding to her sisters decadent diatribe. "Fill your mommy's pussy with your nasty filthy spunk. Pour it into me baby...give mommy all your hot nasty cream!"
It was very erotic, in a very strange way...hearing her say that. I was after all a very mature man at my age, even though I was her son. And yet...hearing her referring to herself as "mommy" told me that she was allowing herself whatever taboo thoughts or pleasures she had harbored for however long...to finally be expressed, to come out and consume her.
"Yes mommy," I said simply, words I hadn't spoken in years. "Fuck your son's cock, make it cum...make it spurt it's nasty, naughty, filthy fuck juice inside your dirty nasty cunt!"
Her scream when it came, as she did...was far louder than even my Aunt Susan's had been. She went wild on me too, thrashing and humping me about as fiercely as anyone ever had. In addition to that however, her climax...when she erupted, was beyond words, beyond belief, taking her totally and completely by surprise as her cunt literally liquefied. I felt the surge, and then the sweetness of her own nectar suddenly drenching me. So much so that it actually sprayed around my cock, seeking a way out as the pressure built, as her liquid pleasure continued to expel itself, meeting my own voluminous eruption. Her cry of joy unintelligible as she held a single note that seemed to go on forever.
And then she collapsed.
**
It was a long time before any of us even moved. Somewhere along the way, and no doubt simultaneously with us, Aunt Susan and cum as well. Her legs still spread, lips puffy looking and swollen, fiery red from the hand-spanking she had given herself.
"Whew," she said...the first one to actually speak. "I do hope you got all that," she sighed contentedly.
"Count on it I assured her...assuring them both as mom only then lifted her head up slightly, looking at me before bending forward, kissing me hotly on the mouth.
"You may very well be my son. And I may have told myself that what just happened between us, would never have happened in a million years...actually did. But I'm damn glad it did John. And I will never again deny you either. That was simply...too fucking good!"
We all laughed at that, and then I reminded them both that we still had some unfinished business here yet. "Come sit on my face Aunt Susan," I told her. I still haven't satisfied that other fantasy of mine yet!"
Mom looked at me in surprise. Realizing I was still quite firm inside her still, even though we'd almost exhausted ourselves both only a short time ago.
"Trust me mom. As soon as you and Aunt Susan start playing tickle-titty with one another, I'll be nice and fucking hard again."
"I think...under the circumstances from here on out John, you should just call me Sue, or Susan if you prefer."
"Ok," I responded as she walked over in preparation of sitting on my face. "But there is something to be said in calling you Aunt Sue, or Aunt Susan, that has a really naughty feel to it whenever we're doing anything like this." She grinned at that.
"In that case, call me your Aunt Fucking Susan then," she laughed. "I kind of like the sound of that."
**
It was very late by the time we headed downstairs to their room. This time to sleep, the three of us in one bed, since mom's was a very large King-sized bed.
"By the way...new house rule," I said as we snuggled in together, me in the middle, each of them turned towards me...the feel of their soft plush breasts caressing.
"Oh? And what's that might I ask?" Mom questioned.
"From now on, after seven o'clock, there's a no clothing rule in effect around here."
"Oh there is, is there?" She giggled.
"Would that be seven AM, or PM?" Aunt Fucking Susan asked. I smiled, cupping a tit from each and fell wonderfully and deeply asleep.
To be...continued?
**
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I was currently in the process of a divorce. My job required that I travel a lot, and as such, I had come home quite unexpectedly from a trip out of town. Hoping to pleasantly surprise my wife, I was the one surprised as I walked in and found her in bed with another man. I had moved out shortly after that, and had most recently moved into the new Condominium I had found close to the office I worked in.
It was not a lavish place by any means, certainly affordable for me, especially under the circumstances. However, the grounds were nice, well-maintained, good security...and as I soon discovered, neighbors across the way that made my particular unit selection an added bonus.
At thirty-eight, I looked closer to thirty than to forty. I still had dark brown hair without a hint of grey in it yet, kept in reasonably good shape as I enjoyed running in the morning before heading off to work. I wasn't a workout nut by any means, but stayed healthy enough that I wasn't supporting any kind of a beer-gut either. Years ago, I had had my nose broken, which hadn't been set straight, so it was slightly off angle. Rather than making me look disfigured, or ugly, I'd been told it had instead given me a rather rugged looking appearance in a sexy way, so I'd never bothered with getting it fixed. But there was no real reason to worry about that either. After marrying my wife, all thoughts of other women (well except in the fantasy of my own mind perhaps) were out of the question, as I was...and had remained entirely faithful to her. Even now, we were still talking, but I was yet hesitant to forgive and forget. Sadly enough, this was the second time I had caught her in ten years, and it made me wonder if there had been other times, I wasn't aware of. Like they say, "Fool me once, shame on you. Fool me twice, shame on me." Not sure what they say about the third time, but I say it would be, Stupid fucking fool." And I wasn't about to let myself become that.
It was in fact my very first weekend in my new place when things got really interesting. Though it hadn't been my intention to do what I did, circumstances that seemed far beyond my control seemed to dictate what did happen, and why. For one...it had been well over three month's now since I'd had sex with my soon to be ex-wife. Therefore, I was already climbing the walls from that. Sure...simple masturbation seemed a temporary solution, but the emotional stress I had been through had all but killed any kind of libido I used to have, so even that method of gratification seemed like a distant memory. I may not have known it at the time, but I was primed for some excitement, in whatever form it might come to me.
It was late in the afternoon by the time I had finished unpacking what little I had brought with me, putting it away. Most of my new furniture hadn't arrived yet, and wouldn't until Monday or Tuesday, so except for my favorite chair, and 50" flat screen, I didn't have much. Even my bed was nothing more than a blow-up mattress I had purchased to get by on until the following month when finances might permit me that luxury. As it was hot, I decided to walk out onto my cozy little patio, sip on a Corona, and get a bit more familiar with my surroundings and perhaps even a few of my neighbors. Little did I know at the time.
My deck basically had two safety railings that ran around it, decorative, though without any real privacy thrown into their thought when building them perhaps. I did notice that many of the other tenants in this complex had either erected plastic, or even in some cases, wooden screens that gave their deck patios a great deal more privacy.
The neighbor across the way wasn't one of them. Thiers's was just like mine. Two railings, entirely open. Perhaps it was being on the third level, like I was...that the thought of needing additional privacy on their balcony porch didn't seem necessary. Though for the six other units all on this level, we all had a clear view of everyone else's business so it seemed, though there was only one other unit situated next to mine that was open as well. Perhaps they didn't see the need either, a young couple who I met a few days later, introducing themselves as David and Crystal. At the moment however, it was the young woman across the small court that separated our respective units that caught my eye...and me hers as it turned out. Though that too I wasn't to discover for a few days yet.
Like I said, there I was, sipping my beer, enjoying the view, when the view suddenly got a whole lot better. Across the way, movement caught my eye, and I was just in time to see a young dark-haired beauty wearing an emerald green bikini come strolling out. She set down what appeared to be a pitcher of iced-tea next to her on the table, and then spread out a big fluffy looking towel down on the lounge chair she soon climbed into. I looked away, pretending to be interested in something else, not wanting her to suddenly look up and over at me, and find me staring at her. I needn't have worried. By the time I looked back, she had rolled over in her chair, face down now, looking the other way.
I was free to look all I wanted to.
From the quick scrutiny of her I had taken in, she was built like a brick shit house, perfect in every way. Large, but not overly large breasts, long...well rounded legs and thighs, and a nice tight ass that I could now even more clearly see, especially when she nonchalantly reached down and behind herself, actually pulling the bottoms up even tighter into the crack of her ass. Obviously, her intention of tanning them more than they already were. She had a great ass, and I wasn't normally an ass man, more of a boob man, but I found myself thinking about nibbling on that sweet ass of hers as I sat there. And that's of course when I realized I was sporting an erection. Something I hadn't felt now in one hell of a long time.
I had just about collected my wits, and had even congratulated myself on getting rid of my erection without doing anything, when she suddenly reached around herself once again, this time undoing the clasp on her bikini top. I think I got about a two-second look at the side view of her breast as it seemed to appear before she settled back face down into the lounge chair once again. Next thing I know, my once flaccid cock is suddenly hard again. I reached over taking a sip of my beer, only to find I had already drained it, now chastising myself.
"Good hell, what's wrong with me?" I actually said aloud to myself. "A two second view of the side of a bare breast, and I'm horny?" It was time for another beer at the very least. I walked back inside my condo, took another Corona from the fridge, indulged myself with a lime, and walked back out to my balcony. This time acting like it was my first trip out there or something. I didn't even glance across the way at first, scanning the horizon like I was looking for the second coming of Christ, lifting my beer to sip from it, and only then spinning on the balls of my feet, completing the perfectly choreographed performance. As I pulled away from my beer, now looking across the way, I was greeted with an entirely new, totally unexpected little surprise. She had turned over in her chair, now face up...two perfectly formed, beautiful bare breasts sitting there for all the world to see.
Well...me anyway.
The fact that she now had sun-glasses on made me a little nervous. And though the way her head was positioned, laying fully and completely back, I had to wonder if she had any kind of an idea, or could see me standing there gawking at her. I again feigned indifference, looked away, once more scanning the courtyard up-down, side to side, and casually strolled back over towards my own chair. I sat down, likewise hidden behind the covering of my own dark sunglasses which I'd had the forethought to put on before I had come strolling back out again. And now...I really was hard. Sitting there looking without trying to appear that I was. Wondering if she knew I was looking, or simply trying to pretend she didn't know that I was. Either way, she didn't seem to mind, and I was content to look for a bit longer at least, until my beer ran out again anyway, before heading back inside, where this time I'd remain. Leaving her to her privacy in being able to sun-bathe without being peeped on.
I had to laugh. I guess it really was official now. My name was Tom Matthews. So I guess that after all these years, I had finally made it official. I really was a Peeping Tom.
As I promised myself, I finished my second beer and headed back inside, carefully, and even quietly closing the sliding glass doors behind me as I did. I figured with the way the sunlight was sitting, that the glare and reflection pretty much kept my movements now inside the house pretty well concealed. Thus...standing just inside and back a bit, I still had a fairly decent view of my very young, very sexy neighbor, without her being able to see me. And then to my surprise, her sliding glass door opened, and another woman appeared. This one obviously much older, more along my age perhaps, and without a doubt, by the similarities in hair color, shape etc...more than likely the young girl's mother. She too was wearing a swim-suit, a two piece, not exactly a bikini, white in color, with breasts that hinted at being even slightly larger than her daughters. I wondered for a moment if "mom" might chastise her daughter for displaying herself like that, but she seemed to be ok with it, pouring herself an ice-tea from the pitcher, sitting it down, and then spreading out her towel on the adjacent lounge chair. What she did then however, blew me away. She simply reached back around herself, undid the clasp on her swim-top, and removed it. Unlike her daughter however, she stood there for a moment, actually cupping, as though massaging her very exposed breasts before taking her seat, settling back, and only then reaching for her iced tea. Daughter now sat up, moving her chair back into a sitting position. Mom and daughter now sitting side-by-side, bare breasts and all.
I realized only then, I'd been standing there stroking my cock through my very tented khaki shorts. A very large, very dark wet spot protruding through when I looked down at myself.
I actually felt ashamed of myself, and now really did feel like some sort of a pervert...worse than a Peeping Tom. It was time to go to the store and do some much needed shopping. I figured if nothing else, that would get my mind off my two very interesting neighbors. I couldn't help wondering where the husband/father was.
Oh well.
**
I still had a few things on my "to do list", and sitting there looking at my next door neighbors wasn't on the list, even though I wish it had been. I had a few groceries I needed to get, a few other odds and ends to pick up, not to mention a load of laundry that needed doing. Luckily for me, those that didn't have washer and driers in their units, had access to a very nice laundry facility down in the court-yard area. Two hours later I was back, put everything away, took a quick glance outside, but my neighbors had since then disappeared. I was almost glad they were, or I'd have started in on the new pack of Corona's I'd picked up no doubt.
It was time to do the laundry.
Gathering up what I did have, I made my way down the elevator to the courtyard, and then across to the laundry and exercise room adjacent to that. It was early evening, and I felt that most likely no one would be hogging all the washers and driers, especially as no one appeared to be using any of the treadmills, or exercise machines in the room next to it either. I walked in, hearing one washer and dryer actually being used. But there were five more than weren't. I started loading my clothes into a washing machine and started to open the new box of detergent I'd just purchased when the sound of a woman's voice behind me startled me.
"You really should sort those into whites and darks...or colors at least. You could end up with pink tighty-whiteys if you don't."
I realized then I was holding onto a pair of my white jockey shorts, looking for inadvertent skid marks perhaps, which likewise startled and embarrassed me as I hurriedly threw them back into the stack I had, as though having already come to the same conclusion.
"Yeah, I guess I really should," I responded, only then turning to take in who my unexpected companion was, and realizing that she looked vaguely familiar. Suddenly I realized, it was the young woman from across the way. A bit more demurely dressed now of course, though she was wearing a fairly short pair of shorts, along with a tight-form fitting tank-top. The second set of black straps at least told me she was wearing a bra beneath the tank, though I swore I could see a tiny well-formed set of protrusions, even then pressing against the material of her top.
"You're the new guy that just moved in right? I saw you earlier today," she added.
"Earlier?" I asked wondering.
"Yeah...while I was out sunbathing, you came out and stood next to the railing there, sipping a beer. Thought that was you."
"Oh yeah...guess I was," I said somewhat sheepishly. She had to have known.
"Bet that Corona tasted a lot better than the iced-tea I was drinking," she continued to smile. "Wish I'd had one...maybe next time you'll invite me over...neighbor," she grinned almost a bit too wickedly.
I lied, making a mental note not to walk outside with any beers for a few days. "Yeah, when I can afford another six-pack next payday," I told her. She frowned at that, nodding her head.
"We figured you were either divorced, or going through one. Most everyone here is, all except for the couple living right next to you, and the couple below us. Everyone else is either single, about to be...or looking. Though there is the gay couple next to us that have probably lived here the longest, along with the lesbian couple below us on the left side. Mom's divorced now too, almost a year now, which is one of the reasons I've living with her now. Moral support for the most part, though I also am helping her out financially as my father's still being a bit of a prick about all this. I like it here though. Nice and quiet, everyone seems to mind their own business, and no one complains much about anything. Kind of nice being able to sit outside and suntan in the nude without having a bunch of horny old letches staring at you."
Was she pointedly referring to me? "Yeah, I ah...didn't mean to appear to be staring at you," I stammered somewhat apologetically, if that's what she'd meant by her comment. "Didn't even see you at first...wasn't looking," (I lied) "But then when I did see you, I decided it was best to go back inside so you wouldn't think that," (Which really wasn't a lie.) She grinned at that though.
"Oh, didn't mind you looking, whether you were...or weren't. That's not what I meant by that when I said what I said. Being nude, open about it being casual is cool. It's the guys who look at you behind closed curtains, stand there and jerk off, and then go in and call the superintendant or something to complain about the girl sitting there with her tits hanging out that bothers me. Which is the main reason we moved in here in the first place. Last place we were staying at really was full of perverts. Especially one really old fat guy. Can't tell you the number of times I came in to get my laundry, only to find out that half my panties were missing. Even found one pair of them a few days later, laying on top of one of the washing machines, all crusty with his dried up yucky cum. Pissed me off too. They were one of my favorite pairs, didn't even bother washing them...just tossed them away before someone else came in and got grossed out seeing them, or worse, turned around and used them again like he had."
I was surprised by this somewhat intimate, albeit candid conversation about cum-filled panties and the like, and about being "Peeped" on, which I had done...though she was simultaneously trying to tell me that it was ok if I had been. I wasn't exactly sure what to think. And especially when she continued.
"Didn't figure you for one of those types. And hope that you aren't. Mom and I do a lot of nude sunbathing whenever we get the chance too, which is usually only on the weekends anyway as we both work. Though I only work part time in the mornings at a local Starbucks. I take classes in the afternoon, though Fridays are basically my free-days. I neither work, or go to school. That's my catch up on studies or assignments and then usually in the afternoon, a quip nap while grabbing some sun outside if I can." I nodded my head at her, still a bit bewildered by this conversation. "By the way, didn't catch your name yet," she said extending her hand to me. "My names Rebbeca, though my friends all call me Rub."
"Rob?" I asked, not quite sure I had heard her correctly. She giggled upon hearing that.
"No, not Rob...Rub. Stands for Rebbeca, Ursla, Benson. My full name. But like I said, my friends just call me Rub, or Becca."
"Tom," I said now shaking her hand. "Peeping Tom," I thought, answering instead: "Tom Matthews," and my friends...well, just call me Tom," I said feeling silly though she smiled at that.
"Well Tom, you want some help sorting your clothes?" She asked actually reaching over to begin doing that, but I quickly stepped over blocking her from doing so before she could. "No...ah, that's ok...don't have all that much, and nothing really red in here either, so not too worried about ending up with any pink underwear as you say."
Once again she grinned, and then moved over to the washing machine next to mine where she began removing the wet laundry. I swear she purposely held up a few pairs of delicate looking underwear, expecting them before tossing them into an open dryer behind her.
I turned on the washer, just as she started up the dryer, and then turned preparing to leave, just as she did...once again saddling up beside me as we left, following the path that would lead to the split path we'd leave one another at, heading our separate ways.
"By the way...you know why my friend's nick-named me Rub?" She asked.
"I thought you told me," I said. "You're name?"
"Sort of...but not entirely," she snickered. "They call me that, because I enjoy rubbing one out. Especially if someone is watching me at the time."
She left me standing there at the split in the path, heading off towards her place, leaving me to stand there staring after her as she soon after disappeared.
"Did I just hear what I thought I heard?" I said asking myself. And then slowly, almost painfully walked back to my place. I had another hard on again, and this time, I was bound and determined to do something about it.
**
I had fixed myself a light simple dinner, and then walked outside onto my balcony to have a smoke. I didn't smoke very much. A pack could last me almost an entire week, but there was something about having a smoke after eating, that or with a glass of wine. Not beer...wine. That was one of my own personal quirks. I took a drag on my smoke, looked about, once more pretending not to, and then looked across the way. I could clearly see the screen of my neighbors TV, which was as big as my own. I could also see someone sitting on the couch watching it, though whether it was "Rub...Becca" or her mother, I didn't know. "Rub," I said silently to myself, shaking my head. Thoughts once more abundant when she suddenly stood. It was her. And then she walked out onto her balcony. She still had her black tank top on, but it was clearly evident she was no longer wearing her shorts. The white panties she had on instead, as brief as her bikini bottoms had been. Maybe it really was no big deal, I mean after all, what was the difference between panties or a pair of bikini bottoms? Didn't seem to bother her either way, as she walked outside, saw me and waved. I waved back, sipping on my glass of wine, glad I hadn't brought out a beer instead. She'd have picked up on that too no doubt. Wondered if she liked wine. Figured I'd eventually find out.



I continued to stand there looking across the way. It was getting darker now, the sun just getting ready to set. It was beautiful outside. A good excuse to remain where I was, waiting on the sunset, neighbor or no neighbor...half naked or not. I glanced about, and then back towards her, expecting another wave, or head nod of that idiotic acknowledgement of one another's presence as we shared the quiet peaceful evening together a short distance apart. And then my eyes seemed to focus on where her hand was. Mainly because it had disappeared. All I really could see was the fact that it had slipped down inside the front of the panties she was wearing. Not like I could really see anything, but it was the fact that I couldn't see it, which was telling the real story. And it was even dark enough, that I wasn't sure I could even see movement, if her hand was moving...was doing, what my mind was now telling me she was doing. Standing there looking at me, from across the way. I wondered briefly if I should look away, go back inside...but her words froze me in place, or rather froze my eyes in place anyway.
"They call me that, because I enjoy rubbing one out. Especially if someone is watching me at the time."
"Was she? Really?"
And then as though she'd been reading my mind, I saw her lift up the front of the black tank she had on. The bra she'd been wearing earlier...gone. Once more I was staring at those beautiful pert tits of hers, staring at her as she lifted them in each one of her hands, and then boldly going so far as to encircle her nipples with her finger-tips, teasing them for me. She lowered one hand again, keeping one on her breast as she played with it, the other slithering back down the front of her panties again, this time making it clearly obvious that she was indeed fingering herself. I could feel the hard stiff press of my cock against my khaki shorts again, not to mention the coolness of the surrounding steel bar of my railing as it pressed against my erection through my shorts.
She turned to the side, at first I couldn't quite figure out what she was doing, or why. And then I noticed that her hand was sticking out of the bottom of her panties, balled into a fist, with just her thumb sticking out. She pointed at it, and then at me.
I nodded my head, grinning like an idiot savant, still not knowing what the hell she meant or was doing while standing there like that. She looked around as though checking to see if anyone else was outside, or looking over at her...or us, which I then did too. No one was, though her call over to me brought my attention immediately back to her.
"Take it out," she called, having removed her hand...sort of, though it was still down the front of her panties. Her other hand still fondling her breast as she turned back around once again facing me.
"What?" I called back glancing around again, just in case the sound of my voice had been picked up by all the other Peeping Tom neighbors, and that it might have alerted them to the fact that my neighbor across the way, was indeed...rubbing one out while I watched her.
"Show me your dick!" She called out a bit louder this time, and once again I was checking for a sudden flurry of patio lights coming on. None did. I looked back at her, answering.
"Yeah...right," I laughed as though she was just fucking with me, not being serious. And then she pulled her panties down, stepping out of them simultaneously removing her top. She now stood there entirely naked. Even as dark as it was starting to get, I could see she had no hair, or very little even if she did between her legs, though the position of her hand helped to conceal that. But now I could see, and quite clearly, that she was indeed fingering her cunt.
"Please?" She called out once again, this time in a little girl voice, expectant of a girl begging something of her daddy. "I want to look at it when I cum," she called out once more, this time making me fear even more so that someone would take notice of this conversation, and worse...pick up on the words being spoken. I surprised myself...maybe even her a little. I undid my belt, unzipped my zipper, and felt my khakis drop down around my ankles. I wasn't wearing any underwear, everything I had was still down in the washer, which I'd forgotten to go down and throw in the dryer. But at the moment, that was the last thing on my mind. She turned to the side again, which was a definite signal, so I did, purposely moving my hand away, giving her the profile and silhouette I now knew she was hoping to see as the last bit of light slowly faded. Within moments, it was too fucking dark to see anything. Her or me. I heard what I thought was a soft audible moan, and then stood there watching her walk back into the house, still naked, where she stood in front of the light coming from the TV. She waved, blowing me a kiss. I waved back, dick sticking straight out in front of me, one hand stroking it. Additional movement...off to one side, her mom suddenly coming up to stand there beside her, looking over...daughter still standing, looking, turning. Talking to mom, waving again. They both did. I kicked off my shorts, turned...and walked back into my place.
I needed to go throw my clothes into the dryer. And then after that, I needed to take a cold shower. I found myself standing in the middle of my bedroom with a massive erection.
Fuck the shower.
**
When I woke up the following morning, I automatically took a quick peek through the window across the way on my way in to make coffee. As I did, I saw Becca's mother sitting outside on her balcony. She must have been waiting to try and catch a glimpse of me, as the moment I peered out, she waved. But it wasn't the friendly kind of wave either, it was the "come over here" kind that I was seeing. Curious, I walked out moving towards the railing. She called. "Thought you might like to know, we've got your laundry over here!"
"Fuck!" I thought to myself. I had gone to bed forgetting all about my wet laundry sitting in the washer. I'd been so consumed with jerking off, soon after falling asleep, that it had completely escaped me. "Thank you," I called over feeling stupid. "I'll come over and pick it up as soon as I've had a coffee," I informed Becca's mother.
"Don't bother with that," she called back. "Just put on a fresh pot. Meet you at the door," she basically insisted. I nodded my head and then went back inside. At the very least I needed to change out of the shorts I was wearing. I'd been living in the same pair of Khaki shorts now for the better part of three days. Bad enough I didn't have any clean underwear to put on, but I did have a clean pair of shorts and a reasonably decent shirt I could put on. That...and needing a quick shave. If I was about to meet my new neighbor on a more personal level, it was the least I could do. I had noticed as we'd been chatting across the way, that she'd been sitting there outside in her lounge chair again, wearing only what appeared to be some sort of light blue, lightweight cover up with either Japanese, or Chinese designs on it. I had noticed when she had first waved at me, that it had parted slightly, quickly revealing that she either wore very little, or absolutely nothing on beneath it. Remembering when I had seen her slightly larger breasts the day before, I had to again chase those thoughts away, or I'd end up greeting her with another hard-on again. Fifteen minutes later I had crossed the courtyard and made my way up to their unit. I rang the doorbell and heard footsteps. Moments later the door opened. Becca's mother hadn't changed clothes at all, even though she was expecting me. Even as she took my hand in greeting, her silk-like Kimono parted briefly, giving me a quick glimpse, confirming what I had suspected before. It was more than likely, all she had on.
"Hi, I'm Darlene," she said introducing herself, stepping back and then adding. "Come in, come in...already poured you a coffee, just not sure what you'd care to put in it," she stated. "Tom is it?"
"Yeah Tom. Thank you. Black," I said following her into the kitchen now. She handed me my coffee, poured another for herself, and then led me back outside to the balcony again.
"Yeah, Rub thought you might have forgotten your laundry, went back late last night and put it in the dryer for you. I picked it up a little while ago, got it all folded," she said smiling demurely.
"Ah...thank you," I said really feeling foolish now for having forgot it, finding it somewhat odd that Becca's mother also called her by her rather interesting nickname. "Yeah, not really used to doing a lot of things for myself, guess I'm sort of out of practice when it comes to things like that."
"No worries, no big deal, you didn't seem to have all that much," though she smiled at me again, even allowing her eyes to drop down, looking at my groin momentarily. "Mostly underwear and stuff, " she seemed to be teasing. She had reached over, setting her coffee down on the small table that separated the two of us. When she did, her flimsy robe parted, one of her very large breasts suddenly and fully revealed. Even then, she didn't appear to notice that it was now poking completely out as she settled back into her seat again. Though I had certainly looked, I now purposely looked away, sipping on my own coffee as a means of something to focus on besides her bare boob. When she spoke to me again however, once more drawing my attention to her, her boob remained where it was.
"Rub should be up anytime now," she mentioned. "She always sleeps in a bit longer on Sunday's, but figured you'd be the up and at em kind of a guy, so thought I'd catch you before you went wandering down to the laundry room and discovered, or perhaps thought that someone had run off with all your clothing."
I smiled at her, again thanking her, but the obvious was simply too obvious to properly ignore any longer. "Yeah, appreciate your doing that, but...I probably should tell you, one of your...ah, one of your breasts is kind of showing."
Though she looked down as though needing to confirm it was first, she didn't react in quite the way I might have expected upon seeing it. She did laugh, chuckling. "Yeah, guess it is isn't it?" She then said, and then reached up sliding her massive mammary back inside the opening of her Kimono. "Love this," she said fingering the material, but it does tend to do that from time to time, flimsy as it is. Hope that didn't offend you or anything, but as I'm sure you've already guessed by now...neither Rub or I are very modest around here. No one else seems to mind too much either, though we do tend to have a few other like-minded neighbors living around here, which I'm sure you'll probably discover." She reached for her coffee again, and again her breast fell nearly all the way out again. And though I didn't sit there and stare at it exactly, it was hard not glancing at it from time to time as we spoke. Figured it was a moot point with her anyway, especially when she stood to go and refill our cups, coming back. I then noticed the sash on her Kimono had become even looser. Most of both breasts now wobbling and bobbing about as she walked over, leaning over, and setting my refilled coffee back down. I got a pretty good look at both of them when she did that.
The worst part was, I could feel myself getting aroused again. After all, it had been so long since I'd even been with a woman, and now seeing two of them virtually naked in as many days...was having a profound effect on me. Once more she was the first to notice that both breasts were clearly showing now. Once again she laughed. "Like I said, love the gown, but it doesn't stay closed very well. Sorry..."
"Don't be," I responded back, noticing that she made no effort to tuck her boobs back in again however.
"Good," she smiled leaving things as they were. "Like I said, Rub and I aren't very modest, and truth be told, we're probably more than a little exhibitionistic at times. Which again I am sure, you've already discovered. I did try to warn her about doing what she did though, told her not to scare you, or end up chasing you away already. You seem to be, or hopefully will be a good neighbor. Last thing we want or need is some religious fanatic who could end up making things difficult for everyone else living here. But...you did seem to enjoy playing along just a little, so I guess there's really no need for any of us to be concerned about things like that now is there?" She asked sitting back in her chair again, though the movement had caused her gown to open entirely, revealing her twin peaks fully and completely. But it hadn't stopped there either. And though I couldn't exactly see...there was no hint of any panties further below, telling me in an instant, she was indeed entirely naked. The slight thickening and fattening of my cock I had felt earlier however, was hovering on the verge of being a full-blown erection. I had to shift, adjusting myself in my chair slightly in order to accommodate myself, and keep things from become even more uncomfortable.
"Yeah, I ah...guess I sort of did...didn't I?" Trying not to stare, but Darlene seemed to be enjoying the attention.
"A little too dark though," she frowned briefly. "Nice silhouette from what I could see over here, but not much more than that," she added now looking over towards me. The hint of what may have been a bit of a bulge earlier, far more than that now. Dropping my hands down into my lap in order to conceal it, seemed both ridicules, as well as unnecessary under the circumstances. If Darlene could sit there with her tits hanging out, I figured I could sit with a bit of a tent in my shorts and not make too much out of it.
"Ah thanks," I said again, not knowing what else I could say, feeling myself blush just a little though, on hearing her complimenting my rather stiff silhouette from the evening before. She was pointedly staring at my crotch now, but had taken things up a notch when she lifted her right hand, placing it on her left breast, brazenly fingering her nipple for a moment.
"Just something about watching another person, male or female...touching themselves wouldn't you agree? Something very erotic, very sensual about it. Especially if you're not sure they're watching...but then finding out that they are. Just gets to me. I think Rub and I both have the same kind of fetish. She did tell you about her nickname yes?" She asked, now purposely parting her legs as she sat there looking at me. And though she made no move to actually start touching herself, it was obvious she was inviting me to look. How could I not?
"Ah yes, she ah...told me why she goes by that, and not just because of her initials," I said fidgeting a bit more now, though I had a bit more now that needed fidgeting too.
"So it doesn't bother or offend you too terribly much to discover that several of your neighbors are a bit exhibionistic?" She pointed at the balcony adjacent to mine. "Like them," she grinned. "David and Crystal. Didn't take long for them to discover that either, and then when they did...didn't take much longer than that, for them to start participating themselves. They seem to like fucking with the lights on. I figure everyone on this side of the court is well aware of that by now. Not to mention they periodically come outside and just do it on the deck there. Rub and I have watched them several times, really put on a pretty good show too. And naturally, we sit back and put on a little show ourselves watching one another. Pretty hot all in all. But they're not the only ones. Steven over there on the other side, next to them. Single like you, not quite as well endowed as you seem to be, but he enjoys standing there on his side of the railing, jerking off while watching them, or us...whenever he happens to catch it, or is in town. Interesting to watch though...he really comes a lot, so much so...you can easily see it happening even from here. I think he's even managed to launch a few loads on Crystal a time or two. Didn't seem to mind his doing it either. If anything, I think she sort of gets off on it. Inevitably, those nights seem to go on the longest whenever Steven comes out to watch them, jerking himself off."
Now Darlene was petting herself, openly. She had a very small tuft of neatly trimmed hair on her mound, but not much else. Her neither lips bare, and from what I could see while sitting here, were already puffy and swollen looking. When she drew a finger deeper into her slit, and then removed it, licking it off...I felt my cock telling me that it was about as hard as it was ever going to get.
"Hmmm, yep...as expected, sitting here just thinking about how hot that is, has now gotten me all hot and wet. Though so's looking down at that bulge you've got sitting there, just wondering what it really does look like in the daylight." She looked up at me then, hopefully...expectantly. "Ever gotten yourself off, watching a woman masturbate?" She boldly asked.
In all the years I'd been married to my soon to be ex-wife, I had caught her actually masturbating I think twice. Both times I had stood there watching her, not letting on that I was. It had been damn fucking arousing, admittedly. I had even talked her into masturbating for me...once, she'd felt nervous and uncomfortable about doing it openly however...and had done so only for a very short period of time, eventually coaxing, more demanding that I come over and take care of her instead. Which of course I had gladly done...though disappointed even when I did that, that she hadn't completed doing what she had started for me. I'd even suggested doing the same thing for her myself, which again...she at first enjoyed watching, for a few moments. But neither one of us had ever taken it beyond that, and certainly never once to full climax.
I was even starting to relax a little, though still somewhat nervous as I was. Now thinking, and wondering about Becca, still not quite comfortable to use the same nick-name for her that even her mother seemed ok in using. I could just see her coming out onto the balcony and catch her mother and I, masturbating ourselves in front of one another. "No...close a few times maybe I guess, but no...never really have," I had answered honestly.
"You're kidding! Really?" She asked, and then actually spread her legs even further apart, openly finger-fucking herself now right there in front of me. "Then it's about time that you did, don't you think?" She smiled. "And besides," she snickered further. "I've been sitting out here most of the morning working myself up like this anyway, more or less hoping I'd get an opportunity to enjoy myself in front of you like this. Even as new of neighbors as we are. After sort of seeing your dick last night...well," she said eye-balling me once again, even nodding her head towards me, as though telling me to go ahead...do it, take it out.
"What about...Rub?" I asked, using the nickname, which for some odd reason, seemed more appropriate now under the circumstances.
"Like I said, sleeping in...though she should be up anytime now. I wouldn't worry yourself about her however, if anything...she'd be thrilled and delighted to come walking out here and see you stroking that obviously nice hard cock of yours for me...for us," she added to that. "And in case you're now wondering...no. We both draw the line at actual incest. Don't consider openly masturbating ourselves in front of one another as that. Or even in watching one another now when we do. No touching and all that. Just got to the point where it seemed rather silly. Too many times to count where we accidentally walked in on one another while we were. We both enjoy doing it, several times a day even, so eventually we just decided to be cool and open about it. Now we tend to do it more so with one another, as opposed to hidden away inside our bedrooms or bath. Still enjoy doing that too of course. But far more exciting when you have an audience, or are a member of an audience, especially on those nights when David and Crystal are in the mood to be putting on a show for everyone.



I had been sort of wondering about that. And now I knew.
"So..."
"So?"
"Yeah...so. You gonna take it out for me so I can actually see it in the daylight this time?"
Suddenly it sounded rather silly not to. Especially as horny as I now was. And especially as Darlene peeled off her coverlet entirely, now toying with those magnificent tits of hers for me, not to mention the way she so uninhibitedly went back to finger-fucking herself.
It was the least I could do.
**
I couldn't believe I was actually doing this. I had only formally met Darlene just a short time ago, and now...here we were, about to sit here and masturbate in front of one another. Or at least she was...and I was about to. I reached down, nervously unbuttoning, and then unzipping my shorts. I sat up just enough to allow them to slide down my legs, pooling around my ankles. Darlene laughed.
"What?"
"I win the bet!" She said laughing even more. I looked down at myself. Ok, I wasn't a monster by any means, but I had nothing to be ashamed of either.
"Bet?"
"Yeah, with as many pairs of skives as you had in the wash, I bet Rub that you probably didn't even have an extra pair to put on. I'm betting you don't...or didn't did you?" She asked, not really looking at my cock yet, though I had dropped my hands down in my lap, partially concealing it.
"Yeah, I'd say...you won the bet," I told her, grinning sheepishly now.
"Wait until she hears, or sees that," Darlene continued to chuckle, though simultaneously going back to softly stroking the furrow of her wet slick pussy again for me as I sat there watching her. "This time...she has to masturbate in the back seat of the cab next time we go into town together, and try and pretend that the cabby can't see what she's doing. Always fun doing that. Though last time admittedly, the cab driver nearly drove into the ass-end of someone because of it. Thank god we weren't going very fast."
"You two always playing sex-games like that?" I had to ask, the decadence of them doing that, suddenly arousing to me for some reason. Already I had a picture of that rolling around inside my head.
"Oh yeah, all the time. Keeps things exciting and interesting, especially with neither one of us in any sort of real relationship at the moment. Too complicated, too emotional, and not in a good way either. This keeps it fun and exciting for us, almost constantly. You should see us when we go grocery shopping together. The trick is, to walk out of the store, with something interesting shoved up our cunts. Don't get me wrong either, we don't shop-lift what we take. We always pay for what's up there. Used to confuse the clerks at the counter when we told them to make sure they charged us for a cucumber, or zucchini, and then never saw one in the carts. After a while...I think they eventually caught on to what we were meaning by that. Now they even ask us, "anything EXTRA today? Things like that."
I just shook my head. I could only imagine it, but imagining it was turning me on too. I was no longer inhibited, or feeling uncomfortable sitting here stroking my own dick in front of her. It felt...surprisingly natural. Certainly arousing, more so than just about anything, especially lately. Not to mention watching her, listening to the sounds she began making as she continued playing with herself, talking to me. Getting more and more vocal about it, and wickedly obscene as she did.
I was loving it.
"Hmm, been a while since I've gotten to see one this close while someone was jerking it off for me," she began. "Nice and hard too, no real curve to it...straight. I can see myself riding that thing. Always had trouble with the curvy ones...didn't quite fit right. But I bet that one does. After we've gotten to know one another a lot better, maybe we will," she said now adding two more fingers inside herself. Three fingers...easing them in and out, pummeling her cunt for me as I sat watching, listening...fisting my own prick unabashedly now.
"Fuck!" I moaned throatily.
"I hear that," she giggled hotly. "And I love hearing it too," she added. "By the look and sound of it, you've got quite a bit of that sweet sauce pouring out of that thing. How about coming over here and smearing some of it on my nipples for me?"
I stood up, walked over towards her where she sat, and then as I'd been asked to do, began rubbing the head of my very leaky dick back and forth between her tits, smearing her nipples with my pre-juice until they were wet, sticky and glistening.
"Don't look now," she suddenly told me, "but no real surprise either, we have company."
I did look however, turning my head just long enough to see that Steven had at some point walked out onto his balcony. He was naked, and even from here, it was easy enough to see he was fisting his erection while standing against the railing, looking over towards us. Although that might have been interesting another time to watch maybe, I was far more focused, and interested on what was happening here. Although it was also interesting in an entirely new way to me, to know that someone else was now watching me. Enough so, that the inevitable was only moments away. Maybe it was my "cum-face" that gave it away. Because I was really struggling now.
"Do it baby...do it, go ahead, spray that precious spunk all over these titties for me. Go right ahead honey...cream em, juice em...fuck em up really nice with all that white hot man sauce of yours!"
I kept jacking, and then grunted, feeling the first powerful ejaculate leap from my cock, in seconds I was spraying her tits down like a fire-hose. Darlene laughing, gasping...and then seconds later climaxing as well, loud enough that nearby dogs started barking.
"Oh fuck! Fuck! That's it...cover em baby, cover em...oh fuck!" She screamed, and continued to pummel away at her cunt until the damn burst.
Needless to say, I wasn't at all surprised when moments after that, Becca came walking out onto the balcony. She too was naked, and uncaring that she was, or that anyone else could most likely see her. I even turned my head, but by then...Steven had disappeared back inside his place. I wondered how long it might be, before he made an appearance again. Especially now that Becca had shown up.
"And I bet I lost the bet too didn't I?" She asked, smiling...looking down at my slightly spent cock, and then at the torrent of semen, which was covering her mother's breasts as Darlene sat, smearing and rubbing it into herself as though it were hand lotion.
"Damn," Becca said frowning, and then smiling. "I should have known you'd never wake me, had to have that one for yourself didn't you?"
Darlene looked at me, winked. "Oh, I'm sure given a few moments, especially with you sitting there with your legs spread, it won't take time here for Tom to repeat that performance. Will it Tom?"
Rub, was already working her clit. Biggest one I had ever seen before in fact. Jerking it, and jacking it like a miniature cock.
"No...can't say it will," I told them both.
"Cool!" Becca grinned.
"In the meantime, I'll pour us all a fresh coffee, might take a while, and besides, it's early yet. No sense rushing things, going to be a long fun day together, don't you think?" Darlene headed back inside to refill our coffees.
I took another chair across from Becca. "By the way, thanks for doing the rest of my laundry for me."
"You're welcome. But that was actually mom's idea in the first place. I think she knew it might take something like that to finally get you over here. And now that she has...said the spider to the fly."
To be continued...
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"Come on Tom. While mom's making a fresh pot of coffee, I'll take you on a quick tour of the house here," Rub said taking my hand. I followed, but didn't see the logic in her doing so. Our units were basically identical in design. Standard three bedroom, sitting dining room, full bath and half bath. And though they certainly had a lot more tastefully designed furniture than I did, I again didn't see the reason for her offer.
Until she led me into what was the master bedroom. Again, similar to my own. But the difference was, neither one of them was using it for that reason. Both Rub and Darlene were using the other, slightly smaller bedrooms for themselves.
"And this...is what we call, the 'fun-room'," she said leading me inside. Almost immediately, I could see why they would call it that. The first thing I noticed was another large 55-inch flat screen TV mounted on the far wall. A very large, very comfortable looking couch sat across from that. Below the TV, almost the entire wall was mirrored. Sitting on the couch, one could easily see themselves sitting there. Along the other wall was what appeared to be an entertainment center, though there were several drawers and cabinets that one could easily see were filled with several very interesting looking items. Vibrators galore for one thing, along with a pretty impressive collection of x-rated videos, and other kinds of toys, many of which I had no clue as to their purpose. Alongside the couch off to one side, I also saw what Rub described as a sex-swing, hanging and secured from the ceiling.
"Wow," I exclaimed taking it all in. "I can see why you would call it this. I take it...you do some additional entertaining in here then?" From the looks of it, I couldn't imagine that only the two of them ever used it.
"Yeah, every couple of months or so, mom hosts what is called a masturbation party. Several of the people who live here in this complex come to it, along with a few other friends we know and have known for years."
"Masturbation party?" I asked curiously.
"Yeah, and strictly that too. Nothing else. Early on, we decided to limit it to just that, figuring that would weed out anyone else who might think there'd be opportunity to get away with doing anything else. We figured they could always go home with others who might be interested if that was the case, but not here. Here...it's strictly about that. Mutual masturbation, solo...or just watching or being watched. Whatever floats your boat. But it's turned out to be a very erotic happening whenever we hold one of these parties. It might surprise you just how sensual and exciting something as simple as that can turn out to be."
Just from what I was seeing, and imagining now...I had no reason to doubt her claim.
"As a matter of fact, we're planning on having a party this weekend. I do hope you'll give some thought to coming over and attending."
I'd have to think about that, and told her so. "Perhaps after I hear a bit more about it," I explained. "Being new to all this and all," I said looking down at myself, standing there with nothing on except for the tee shirt I'd been wearing. Surprised that I could feel somewhat comfortable standing here like this after having just drenched her mother's tits with copious amounts of my cream only minutes ago. A woman I had in fact just formally met. Though having done that, I was also thinking that a masturbation party might be an interesting event to at least have a look at. After all, Rub had stated that some people actually attended who just preferred to watch everyone else while they stood jerking themselves off. I might not even do that much...but I could certainly watch.
We were still standing there in the fun room when Darlene came walking in, joining us.
"What do you think?" She asked.
"I like it. It's very...interesting," I said once again taking notice of the three of us in the mirrors there on the wall.
Now standing there, the three of us looking back at ourselves, Darlene continued. "Surprises you doesn't it?" She asked. "Amazing how erotic it really can be, to sit there and watch yourself in the mirror, almost like watching a movie of yourself in a way. One of the best icebreakers imaginable. Something about doing that, allows most people who come to my parties, to shed their inhibitions, if they even have any...almost immediately."
I could easily see why. I was starting to get stiff again standing there looking at the three of us. My rapidly hardening dick was giving myself away. And it of course didn't go unnoticed either.
"See Rub? Told you it probably wouldn't take very long," Darlene quipped. "So Tom, how'd you like to sit down on the couch here with us, and enjoy a mirror show?"
I found...I was all for it.
**
It was a perspective you just didn't get, unless you were actually watching a video of yourself. Sitting down on the couch, now sandwiched between my new neighbors, I took delight in the image there in front of me, as each of them reached over, placing their hands on my cock, and began fondling and playing with it as we all watched.
With nowhere else to put my own hands, they just naturally seemed to gravitate between the legs of the two women sitting on either side of me. Sitting there watching myself doing that in the mirror, added a very sensual dimension to all this as I did so. It was almost like there were two "me's" doing this, as I slipped a finger inside each woman. The subtle, somewhat similar differences of each adding to the eroticism, as I explored, played and toyed with their respective cunts. Simultaneously of course, the two of them, fondling and playing with me, touching places on my cock in so different a way, that it was escalating the intensity of pleasure unlike anything I had ever felt before.
Rubbing, fingering...I could feel the hardness of Darlene's clit, the succulent sucking of her slippery gash as I drove my finger in and out of her slowly, methodically...teasing and toying with her. Even as I did that, I simultaneously probed, teased and delighted myself...as well as the girls as Becca's, (Rub's) equally wet split, sloshed...sucked and squished against my thrusting finger. Her noticeably larger clitoris was interesting to touch, feel...and even clasp between my fingers, as I pulled on it gingerly at first. Jacking it like a miniature cock, though she had instructed me to do so for her.
"Ooh, I like that Tom," she purred contentedly. "Just like that baby, work it up and down...pull and pinch it for me just the way you're doing. Drives me nuts feeling that," she trembled, her body involuntarily shaking a little as I toyed with her hard stiff clitoris.
Darlene was enjoying herself too. Moaning and groaning pleasurably as I now added a second finger to her sloppy wet snatch. I was enjoying the sounds of their gushy slick quims, all the while watching ourselves in the mirror across from where we were sitting. The accompaniment of their respective, free-flowing juices, adding to the images we sat watching in one another. Even my own dick was once again leaking like a sieve here as the girls took turns squeezing it, coaxing more and more pre-cum fuck juice from the tip, which they then used to further stimulate and pleasure me with.
"Boy your dicks hard!" Rub quipped.
"Isn't it though?" Darlene added to that. "Almost like holding onto a miniature baseball bat here. I mean look Rub...look how hard and swollen his dick head has gotten here. All deep purple, throbbing, and juicing for us so lovely here!"
All this dirty sex-talk was having an additional effect on me. Along with the sounds, we were each making with our juice-fluids, and the vision of seeing it simultaneously through the mirror, soon had me hovering on the edge again, quite unexpectedly. As though sensing it, Darlene removed her hand from my prick, now taking it in her own, placing it on my shaft. Rub surprisingly did the same, seeing her mother doing so.
"Ok Tom...stroke it for us. Make yourself cum now. Make it squirt...pleasure yourself for us while we watch, and while you watch us doing the same for you."
Again...it was like a scene in a movie. My total and complete lack of inhibitions as I now sat excitedly stroking my own cock, in the manor that I had only up until now...felt comfortable enough doing in the privacy of my own bedroom. I now slapped, bent, and toyed with my own dick in the way that no one else had, or did...besides myself. Both mother and daughter took delight in seeing me doing so, likewise touching themselves in their own unique pleasurable preferred ways. Darlene, preferring now to palm, cup, and at times actually slap her juicy split. Rub...spreading herself even more obscenely there on the couch. One hand helping to spread herself further. The other...three fingers grasping and tugging...pulling on her massive clit as she teased and stroked it.
"Make it squirt baby!" Rub cried out, now pulling even harder on herself.
"Yes Tom, yes!" Darlene said joining in. "Yank that fucking cock of yours...make it spurt, let it juice baby. We want to see all that delicious cum-cream of yours pouring out of that lovely hard cock you're playing with!"
I couldn't have stopped the deluge of spunk that was about to explode from my dick if I'd tried. With a low deep-throated grunt of release, I felt the first massive surge suddenly erupt. Sitting there looking at myself in the mirror, something I had never done or actually seen before, I was actually fascinated at the sudden streamer of white cream that shot high up into the air. One right after the other. Long stringy ropes of semen that began to liberally spray almost everywhere. Much of it arching up and outwards towards the very mirror across from us. Again...it was eerily hot, seeing my own semen spurting out, leaping away, but then looking up, and seeing it actually coming towards me too.
"Oh fuck! Fuck!" I cried out jacking my prick almost violently now, though both Darlene as well as Rub seemed to be doing the same thing to themselves as their own orgasmic eruptions now joined my own. Even Darlene had a nice little ejaculate that made her appear as though she was peeing. Though she wasn't of course. I watched her own naughty spurts now joining my own, the laminated flooring in front of us, soon wet and glistening with puddles of our combined spunks littering the floor.
**
I took my laundry back home. To be honest, I could even remember the last time I'd had two very intense, very pleasurable orgasms like that in one morning before. Added to that, was the fact that nothing else had really happened either. Though there had been some obvious touching, I was more stunned, and yet again...aroused by the fact it had been as intensely pleasurable as it had been, and had been simple-pure masturbation. I knew then, if it could be like that, Darlene's parties were no doubt even more exciting and arousing. And something I was admittedly now...looking forward to.
Even as I began putting my clothes away, I began wondering what it might cost to mirror one wall of one of my totally unused, un-needed bedrooms. And then, "Why bother?" I thought. "I have hot, sexy neighbors who've already done that!" In addition, I knew immediately, I intended to exploit that whenever the opportunity was afforded to me.
**
As pleasant as the morning had been, I was NOT looking forward to the afternoon. I had purposely chosen this new place to live for several reasons. One of which, was that it was a lot closer to where I worked. But the other...was that it was as far away from my soon to be ex-wife as I could physically make it. The fact that Karen was going to have to drive well over an hour to drop off some paperwork that needed to be signed, was a nice little inconvenience for her, which gave me a small measure of pleasure. Having to actually see her though, didn't. She was due to arrive in about an hour from now, though I hoped her visit would be as short and brief as our marriage had been.
I spent what little time I had before Karen's arrival, straightening up a few things, arranging what furniture and possessions I did have so as not to put on the appearance that I was destitute, or insufficient at being able to take care of myself. Silly, I know...but I didn't want her gloating over the fact that this divorce was hurting me more than it would eventually be hurting her. She was, after all...the one who had eventually caused it. Even as I heard the doorbell, heading over to answer it, I glanced outside in passing. Sure enough, Rub was lying outside on her balcony, enjoying the sun, entirely nude. Even as I stepped towards the door, an idea was just then coming into my head.
"I could actually have some fun with this," I thought, answering the door. "Karen."
"Tom," Karen said looking at me, an almost sad expression on her face.
"Come in, you brought the papers with you yes?" She nodded her head, handing me a large manila envelope. "Can I get you something to drink while I quickly look through these?" I asked.
"Yes, that would be nice. Thank you."
Leading Karen into the house, she quite naturally gravitated over towards the open door leading out onto my balcony. It was after all quite spacious, and eye-catching. "Nice deck," she said not quite yet stepping out.
"Yes it is. Why don't you have a seat out there? I'll bring you a drink, and then I can sit down and read through this. The lights better outside anyway." I was grinning from ear to ear as I fixed Karen a stiff drink, I figured she would be needing it as I returned moments later.
"Nice view." She was looking across the way.
"Yes it is, isn't it?" I responded, not bothering to look up, or even over at where I knew Rub was laying, top-side up this time, which made things even more interesting as I took a seat, beginning to glance through all the legal-eez of the documents I was holding. Out of the corner of my eye, Karen sipped on her drink, winced...but said nothing about that.
"I take it you've already met your new neighbors she asked?" This time I did glance up, and over. Almost as though on cue, Rub smiled, and even waved at me. I waved back, and then went back to my reading.
"You might could say that... yes."
"Isn't she...a bit young?" Karen said with a sour taste in her tone of voice.
"Becca? No...not really," I said using that name. I figured even as much as I would have liked to, trying to explain her nickname would have only aggravated the situation further. Just saying that much produced the desired results anyway.
"I see...so you have met her."
"Yes, sweet girl," I added glancing up again, though Rub had resituated herself, now laying face down, her exquisite little ass so invitingly exposed.
I again watched out of the corner of my eye as Karen folded her arms beneath her breasts in the way she had always done, whenever she was annoyed with something. "She still looks awfully young," she said more to herself than to me even, though speaking up again adding..."And to be laying out side like that, in the middle of the day, when just about anyone could see her. Just isn't right. I bet her mother wouldn't approve. I know if I was her mother..."
Karen didn't finish though. As though again on cue, and much to my delight and surprise, Darlene came wandering out herself, as though this had been planned ahead of time. It couldn't have worked out any better. And though Darlene wasn't naked...I knew just in looking at her, she soon would be. She was wearing her light blue Kimono again, so it was only a matter of time now. "And that...is Darlene. She IS the mother," I said grinning and then purposely waved catching her attention, as Darlene smiled, waving back...and simply dropped the robe she had on, down onto her lounge chair. Now they were both naked.
"That's...that's disgusting!" Karen spat, refolding her arms beneath her breasts again as though in emphasis of that.
"Why? What's so disgusting about that?" I asked now looking over, admiring the two of them as Darlene settled back into her chair, sunglasses on. I couldn't help wondering if she was looking over here wondering about Karen. It was obvious that she and Rub were discussing something. I knew then, I'd have to fill them in later, and thank them for the timely show. It couldn't have worked out any better for me. "They're just sun-bathing!"
"But they're...they're mother and daughter! They're naked, and they're...anyone can look over and see them laying there like that!"
"Yeah? So? And what's it hurting if they are? You see anyone beside's yourself complaining?"
Good old Steven. When he strolled outside naked, I thought Karen was going to faint. I figured then it was about time to sign the papers, send Karen on her way, before Steven decided that our sunbathing neighbors were worth masturbating to.
I escorted Karen to the door, saw her out, and then turned heading back outside to the balcony. I was still grinning as I looked over and waved at Steven, even though I hadn't met him officially yet. He waved back however, pointing across the way at the neighbors. I nodded, and then grinned some more. Dropping my shorts down around my ankles. I stood as naked as he was, just as Karen entered the courtyard heading out towards the parking area. She glanced up towards my unit, as I hoped she might, and watched her actually stumble, nearly careening into the decorative pond as she ran her foot into the brick runners surrounding it. I pretended not to notice, not even looking at her as she made her escape. The only thing that could have made it any better, is if David and Crystal had been outside on their deck fucking. Though when Karen turned again just before disappearing around the side of the building, I saw her stumble again as she craned her neck looking up one last time.
I was still standing against the railing, and my cock, was nice and hard too.
**
I'd actually been half expecting it, so I wasn't at all surprised when my doorbell rang a hour later. Rub stood there with a basket of laundry.
"Hi, was just running down to do a last load, thought I'd stop by and see if you had any colors needing washing. No sense wasting a full load when I don't have one."
"A couple of shirts is all," I said inviting her in. "You don't really have to do this either. They can wait until I have another full load myself."
"Don't be silly, might as well save us both a little time and trouble. Speaking of which, that looked like trouble sitting outside on your balcony earlier," she asked without asking.
"In a way...but not for too much longer," I told Rub. "That's my soon to be ex-wife."
"Ah we thought so, didn't bet on it though. We were both right. Figured the way she was sitting all pissy-posed, she wasn't too keen on seeing your new neighbors out sun-bathing in the all together."
"Actually Rub, it couldn't have worked out any more perfectly, even with Steven suddenly walking outside when he did. Just seeing you and your mom was enough." That made her laugh.
"Well good, glad it helped some anyway. In the meantime, go grab your shirts. I have another reason for taking you back down to the laundry with me."
"Oh yeah? What's that?"
"I saw Jan and Stacy heading down there a few minutes ago. They're the lesbians I told you about that live below us. Always interesting being around those two. I think they're even more horny than I am half the time," she told me. "Figured you might as well meet them anyway, before the weekend preferably. They love coming to mom's nasty parties."
"They do?"
"Oh yeah...they do. Told me a long time ago, they get off on watching guys jacking off other guys as much as most guys enjoy watching two women together. Go figure. But like Jan once told me, just because they're lesbians, and prefer women, especially on a more intimate level, they still get off on watching a guy jacking himself off. Really turns them on seeing that. And turns me on watching the two of them going at it. If we're lucky, they just might be already involved by the time we get down there."



I was getting hard again just thinking about that. "Let me grab my shirts," I said, and then sprinted off back into the bedroom.
**
I followed Rub downstairs soon entering the laundry/service area. Jan and Stacy were standing in the far back, smiling upon seeing Rub, and then curiously looking towards me as I entered in behind her. I noticed almost immediately that the two girls were very similar in height and appearance as Rub quickly made introductions. Stacy had long red hair currently pulled back into a ponytail. She was wearing a white 'wife-beater' tee, and a very short pair of blue running shorts. She was small breasted, almost flat, but as tight as the tee was...her nipples still stood prominently poking against the material of her tee shirt. Jan had shorter hair, shoulder length, dishwater blonde in color. I also noticed beneath the sports bra she was wearing, that she had slightly larger breasts though very possibly flattened out some from the top she had on. But she too seemed to be sporting rather hard nipples as well, which hinted at some sort of activity that had been taking place just prior to our arrival.
"Jan? Stacy? This is Tom. He just moved into the third floor unit across from us," Rub said by way of introduction. They finally smiled again, even shaking hands with me as we stood there for a moment longer, though I felt a little awkward as it was again evident that we'd interrupted something. As though feeling their uncertainty, Rub continued. "No worries...he's cool," she stated. "He's even planning on coming to mom's party Saturday." Upon hearing that, the girls immediately seemed to relax, though still questioning.
"How cool?"
"Very. Mom and I have already played with him...a couple of times," she now told them both. They were now grinning.
It was at that moment that the washing machine they'd been standing next to appeared to be going into the spin cycle. "Stacy was just about to take Buck for a ride. He cool enough for that?" She asked.
"Oh yeah. Way cool. Go for it!" Rub told her.
"Buck?" I questioned, still eyeballing the girls, but trying not to be too obvious about it. Which Stacy quickly made impossible for me to do, as she suddenly removed the short pair of shorts she'd been wearing, and hopped up onto the washing machine. I was now staring at her bald hairless pussy.
"Yeah, we call it the Bucking Bronco," Stacy giggled further. "It's slightly off-balance. So when it goes into the spin cycle, it gives off a rather interesting ride if you know what I mean," she told us...positioning herself on the edge, going so far as to actually spread herself over one corner of the unit as it began picking up speed and beginning to bounce around some.
"There he goes!" Jan called out excitedly. "Ride him baby...ride him!"
Stacy was obviously...very obviously enjoying her ride on Buck. But even as she did, she once more addressed me as I stood there looking on, watching her masturbate herself basically while riding the edge of the washing machine.
"So Tom...you cum a lot when you squirt?" She asked, her face screwed up in pleasure even as she asked me the somewhat strange question. I took a second to glance over towards Rub, unsure if I should...or even would respond to that. But Rub answered for me.
"He sure as hell does. Should have seen mom's tits earlier," she smiled. "He really drenched them!" Rub then turned towards me. "Like I said Tom, just because their lesbo's...doesn't mean they don't enjoy seeing a man's dick squirting." Then Jan spoke.
"Yeah, enjoy seeing a man's prick doing that," she added. "Not into feeling his juice though, or even having it on me...or us," she added to that looking at her partner. "But we both enjoy watching a guy come. Something very fascinating about watching that. Especially watching two guys jacking one another off," she then said. "Ever done that Tom?" She wondered.
"Ah...no. I haven't. Not really my thing," I told her honestly.
"Bet you enjoy watching two girls together though don't you?" She now asked, Stacy still looking on, though her facial expression was taking on even more of a pleasured look as she sat there gyrating herself on the edge of the wildly bouncing washing machine.
I chuckled at that. She had me there. And images of the two of them, perhaps with Rub in fact, were now filling my head.
"We'll have to see if we can entice you and Steve to pull on one another's puds for us," Jan quipped. "He's straight as rain too...so far there's not really been any decent opportunity to convince him to do that for us. It would be interesting to see if we could get two straight guys to yank on one another's cocks at the party."
I shook my head in disbelief. Rub had been right, these two were just as crazy, if not more so...than she was. "I don't know, not sure that's something I'd be real comfortable with," I told all three of them.
"Ah come on Tom. If you do...then Stacy and I both will give you a nice slick, slippery hand-job. Wouldn't you get off on getting a hand-job from two lesbians?" The idea was tempting I'll admit. But even with that kind of an incentive, I just wasn't sure that was a line I was willing to cross. Though I was the first to admit, I'd crossed a lot of lines lately that I had never intended to.
"We'll see," I said simply, hoping to put an end to this line of discussion for now anyway.
"Fair enough," Stacy responded to that as the washer finally started to slow. She hopped down now, turning back towards her girlfriend. "Finish me off baby. I got close...but not close enough," she frowned.
Almost immediately Jan lifted up Stacy's tee, revealing her very small, yet enticing looking mounds, especially with her nipples sticking out a good inch or so, nice and thick too as Jan thumbed them both briefly for a moment. "Come on Rub...help me out here," she coaxed. "Play with her tits while I do her pussy."
Without any hesitation whatsoever, Rub immediately walked over, her hands quickly capturing Stacy's hard extended nipples as she began pulling on them. It was obvious this wasn't the first time, as Stacy immediately threw her head back in pleasure. Jan now reaching down between her friend's legs, immediately inserting a finger where she now proceeded to finger-fuck the girl right there in front of me. Admittedly, standing there watching this was getting me aroused. Awkwardly so. As exciting as it was, I actually considered turning and walking away, leaving the three of them to their fun.
"Making you horny?" Jan asked. "Seeing three girls fooling around together?" She pointedly looked down between my legs, smiling. "Go ahead...take it out, jack it off for us. I know you want to," she grinned even more broadly.
"Go ahead Tom," Rub agreed. "It would be fun watching you do that, while standing there watching us...wouldn't it girls?" She asked, receiving nods of the head as hands and fingers suddenly got even busier amongst all three of them. Stacy now reaching up to lift Rub's tee up and over her head, as Jan shimmied out of her sports bra and shorts. Within moments, all three girls stood there entirely naked in front of me. I glanced back towards the door...slightly concerned and worried.
"Don't be," Rub told me. "Just about everyone else in this place has their own washers and dryers. We're about the only ones ever come in here to use these. And even if anyone else did come in...I can almost guarantee you, they'd end up joining us anyway."
Feeling only slightly better upon hearing that, I still nervously unzipped the shorts I had on, now wishing I wasn't wearing briefs, as I had to fight with those for a moment. "Just drop em," Stacy urged. "I want to see how your ass looks anyway."
Throwing caution to the wind, I did exactly that, actually stepping out of my shorts and briefs, until I stood there next to them, cock stiff and straight as they looked on, waiting for me to start working it for them.
"Go on Tom. Play with it. Make it squirt for us," Jan teased, though adding. "Just make sure you aim it away from us when you finally do come!"
"Or...you can aim it on me," Rub giggled. "You know I like feeling your man sauce."
"Yep, definitely more straight than bi even," Stacy chuckled. "But she does have a nice slick pussy," and one hell of an amazing clit too!" She further grinned, now stroking Rub's clit as Jan continued fingering her.
I began stroking my cock, thoroughly enjoying the show, especially when Stacy began to climax. She left off fingering Rub's clit, suddenly grasping one of her large breasts, squeezing it almost cruelly as she came, screaming and crying out her pleasure at the top of her lungs. Rub was laughing, though wincing through it as Stacy continued to dig her fingers into the poor girls flesh.
"Sometimes you can hear her in the middle of the night whenever she comes like this," she laughed. "Never heard a woman come louder before."
I was suddenly worried again, that someone had heard, and might step in to the laundry room to investigate. Then suddenly she quit screaming, and finally let go of Rub's tit. "Sorry about that Rub...but you know me. I just have to have a tit in my hand, or mouth...whenever I come like that."
"Glad it was yours this time, and not mine," Jan stated. "They're still a bit sore and tender from last night!"
It was then that the washer had stopped entirely. "Ah...time to remove the clothes and put them into the dryer," Stacy said. "And then it'll be your turn!" She said kissing Jan fully, and quite passionately on the mouth. "In the meantime Rub...how about jacking off our new friend here while we watch?" She asked. The two girls hurriedly removing the clothes, before helping Rub to deposit her basket of clothing, along with my two shirts into "Buck" as they called the washer.
Having done that, Jan jumped up onto the washer, though it would be a while yet before Buck started doing its thing again. Stacy now standing in front of her however, helping to spread her legs quite a bit, and proceeded to insert two fingers inside her friend, teasing and pleasing her as Rub came over, now standing behind me. In seconds, I felt her hands reaching around, grabbing both my prick and balls from behind as she slowly started jacking me off again.
"Kind of like doing it this way," she told everyone. "Almost as though I'm the one who actually has a dick to play with." The other two laughed.
"Know what you mean Rub," they both said. "Which is one of the reasons we got that new strap-on we showed you last week. You know, the one we can fill up full of milk? And then pump out as though it's actually squirting? Kind of interesting doing that, so we sort of know what you mean," Jan finished, moaning by way of emphasis as Stacy began flicking the girls exposed clit with the tip of her finger.
"Yeah, and the nice thing is...don't mind it when she says's let me cum in your mouth either!" Jan said winking at me.
"Go ahead Rub. Work him for us. See if you can time it's squirting to when the washer goes into the spin cycle for Jan here."
She in fact pulled it off. Literally, and figuratively speaking. I saw and heard Jan climax, as I did...Rub quickly stepping back around in front of me, catching most of my thick hot streamers of cum on her tits as she finished milking me off against them. When it was all over, I hurriedly put on my briefs and shorts again, as the other girls dressed, though Rub continued to stand there topless, her cum-covered tits still glistening with my spunk.
"So...we'll see you two on Saturday for sure then huh?"
"Wouldn't miss it," the two said, saying good-bye, gathering up their laundry, soon after walking out. Rub and I followed, planning to return later to put the wash in the dryer. I wasn't at all surprised when I parted ways with Rub there on the sidewalk...still topless, still sporting the trails of semen I had left there as she went on upstairs to know doubt show her mother.
**
I had of course taken most of the following week off work to get better settled into my new place. I was delighted when the furniture company called me to tell me they'd be able to deliver my new bed and bedroom furniture earlier than expected. I had actually just finished making my new bed, likewise having taken most of my clothes out of the boxes they'd been in, and back into drawers again when the phone rang. I'd been so busy, so lost in thought, I didn't even bothering seeing who it was before answering. Once I had...I wish I had.
"Hello?"
"Tom...Karen. I'd really like to talk to you," she began.
"About what?"
"Us."
"What about us?"
"I don't want a divorce. And I think that it's not too late for us to repair our marriage...save it," she said sounding almost desperate. "Please Tom, please...can't we sit down and discuss this?"
"Listen Karen...you made your bed." I slid my hand along the clean fresh sheets on my bed, smoothing out a wrinkle. "And I just finished making mine. So now, I think it's time we both slept in them. Separately." I heard a small frustrated sigh on her end of the line.
"Please Tom; don't give up on us so easily. Isn't there something I can do? Something I can show you, prove to you that I'm serious here? That I would never, ever be tempted to cheat on you again? I know we can work something out, we have to. Just tell me...what do I need to do to prove it to you?"
I was about to tell her to go fuck herself. Then an idea came to mind. I honestly didn't think she'd even consider it after I told her. And that that...would be that, as they say.
"Anything huh?"
"Yes! Yes! Anything!" She said suddenly excited.
I was feeling pretty smug when I told her. Sure that she'd balk at the idea, finding it absurd, and allowing me the pleasure of having given her, her chance...and thus walking away. Cleanly.
"Ok. Here it is Karen. I've been invited to a party this Saturday. A sort of welcome to the neighborhood kind of party, except for the fact...it's also a masturbation party."
"A what?" She asked incredulously.
"You heard me. A masturbation party. You know, the kind where a group of men and women get together, watch one another, or play with one another. Something you and I rarely ever really did? That kind." There was a very long pause. I was expecting fireworks at the very least, or at least hearing her give up, and thus give in.
"Ok, if that's what it's going to take to prove to you that I'm serious. I'll be there. Where and what time?" She questioned me now.
And now I paused...wondering what I had just gotten myself into. For one, I certainly hadn't asked Darlene if she'd be ok with it, not figuring it would even go this far. I figured, I'd best ask her first before giving Karen any more information than I already had.
"Well, to be perfectly honest with you Karen, I didn't think you'd even accept. So let me clear it with Darlene first, she might not be too keen on the idea of me showing up, along with my soon to be ex-wife."
Karen didn't respond back to the last part, but what she did say was, "I told you...I'm serious Tom. And if going to this masturbation party as you call it, is your little test for me, then I'm going to pass it, and prove to you that I'm willing to do anything I have to, to save our marriage." There was another short pause as I stood mulling this over. "Is...she, Darlene? The woman I saw across the way with her daughter?" She now asked a bit timidly, slightly unsure of herself perhaps. Maybe she would back out after all.
"Yes, she is. So like I said, I need to speak to her about this first. And in the event she does say yes, then I mean it Karen. You can't show up, and throw a damper on the party. If you do, I'll personally escort you to the door myself, and then that will be that. Agreed?"
"Whatever you say darling..." she said in that almost sickly sweet sounding voice of hers. Something I once found sexy and alluring. I shuddered once again, wondering what I had gotten myself into as I soon after hung up the phone.
It was time to go talk to Darlene in person. I was half hoping she'd tell me no...no fucking way. Or something along those lines anyway.
**
I rang the bell. Moments later, she opened the door. This time she was wearing a bright red printed Kimono, and once again...by the looks of it, nothing on beneath.
"Well Tom, nice surprise. Come in, come in. Rub's at work if you're looking for her," she told me. "Back later on this afternoon."
"Actually Darlene...I'm here to see you," I said. She reached up, undoing her sash as her gown fell away, parting...revealing those nice big tits of hers. I stared at them, almost forgetting my reason for being there. "Listen. I may have said and done something stupid. So I wanted to come see you about it before I take this any further."
"Oh? You want to tell me before? Or after? Before...I might be mad at you. After...well, we can always kiss and make up, and do it again." I laughed at that, she had a way about her.
"Tempting. But I'd better tell you before," though I still wasn't sure what Darlene had actually meant by that either. And then I laid it out for her, telling her the entire conversation I had had with my wife, as well as another idea that was suddenly coming to mind as I did that. Seeing the expression on Darlene's face as she considered it, and then offered an idea or two of her own.
"You're a very wicked, naughty man, you know that?" She said reaching out, undoing the zipper on my pants. "Almost as bad as I am," she told me, pulling me along behind her towards the bedroom, leading me by the cock as she did. She looked over her shoulder at me, and then said. "I said...almost."
I called Karen an hour later, telling her that Darlene had approved her coming to the party with me, but likewise warning her, that it was after all...a party. A masturbation party. And as such, Darlene wouldn't put up with any rudeness on my wife's part, towards anyone. And that if she was, she'd be asked to leave.
"I promise Tom, I'll behave. But you have to realize, this will take a little getting used to for me. Masturbating in front of total strangers isn't something I have ever done before."
I almost said something. Almost. But I didn't. "Just remember Karen, this is your last chance. If there is any hope for us...any hope at all, a lot depends on what happens at the party. Do you agree then under those terms? If you fail the test this time...there's no going back, we're done. You understand?"
"Yes," she said. "So...what time, and more importantly, what do you think I should wear?"
I almost laughed at that. "Meet me here at eight. As far as what you should wear? Well, I daresay...people won't be wearing much of anything. I know I won't be. But Darlene did say that most of the women start off wearing some kind of sexy negligee's or things like that. I'm sure you'll be able to find something."
She was almost purring on her end of the line when we finally hung up.
And though I still felt like things would turn out for the best. I had to wonder once again, if I hadn't truly caught myself in some sort of a spider's web.
To be continued...
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I had gone over to the grocery store late in the afternoon the following day, returning with several bags of groceries that I was juggling on my way over towards the elevators.
"Here, let me help you with those." I heard a voice saying. I turned almost dropping one of the bags at the sound of the woman's voice.
"Thank you," I said as she just caught it, taking it from me.
"You're Tom right?" She asked. "I'm Crystal." I think I blushed while looking at her, the familiarity of what I knew, even though I had never met her readily apparent on my face. She actually laughed. "I see that you've already heard about me...about us, David and I."
"And obviously, you've already heard about me too," I responded back as we stepped into the elevator together heading up to the third floor walk-way, where we'd then part and head off to our semi-connected condos.
Crystal was tall, at least six feet, a good two inches taller than I was. Her hair was blonde, short..and spiked, which looked really good on her, not to mention long tapered legs and thighs that told me she could very easily work as a model. Medium sized breasts that weren't overly large, but certainly hinted at voluptuous fullness as she hugged one of the bags against herself. I turned walking over to my door entry as Crystal followed, leading her inside my place seconds later as I set the bags down on the counter, reaching for hers. "Can I offer you a drink?" I asked. "Orange juice? Beer? Water?" I realized then I should probably pick up a few bottles of wine too.
"A beer would be lovely, thank you." She said taking one of the stools I had at the counter as I opened the fridge, taking out two bottles of beer for us. She smiled sipping on her beer looking at me as she did. "So...what have you heard anyway?" She half teased. I was again blushing.
"Well, only that you and your husband don't seem to mind being seen making love out on your balcony, though admittedly, I haven't had the pleasure yet."
"Oh...I am sure you will," she laughed. "Though I can say I certainly have. Enjoyed watching you yesterday over at Darlene's. She's quite the woman isn't she?"
"You might could say that," I agreed feeling my cock throb just a bit moving closer to the counter so as to hide the fact I was becoming aroused. Wondering as I did however, where she'd been while I'd been doing that. I didn't remember seeing her.
I knew very little about this woman, or her husband beyond the widely known facts I had heard. And I didn't want to come off as being some sort of a pervert having just moved in here. I needn't have worried.
"I don't recall seeing you," I finally said.
"No...you wouldn't have. I was laying on the bed, masturbating at the time, watching you through a pair of high-powered binoculars. I like doing that, it's almost as though being there. Like I said, it was fun watching you cum all over those amazingly big breasts of hers. Kept me horny all day just thinking about it."
And here I'd been worried about being thought of as some kind of a pervert. I actually laughed upon hearing that though, suddenly feeling much at ease. "Yeah, pretty interesting, living here I think. Only been here a few days now, and I think I've already cum more times than I did in my entire marriage," surprised at myself for even saying that to this woman I had only just met.
"Yeah, David and I were lucky to stumble into this place, as I'm sure you'll soon discover. A majority of those that live here, have come to understand the carefree uninhibited life-style most of us enjoy having here. So you can understand the nervousness when one of the units goes up for sale. We all wonder if it will be bought by someone who will at least be tolerant of some of the things that go on around here, or preferably...someone that will eventually join our interesting little family as we call it. And don't get me wrong either. David and I are not swingers or anything like that. We keep the intimacy of sexual intercourse strictly between us, though as you've already heard...we do enjoy the exhibitionistic aspects of that as often as we can. Simply stated, we enjoy it when people watch us fuck!" She took another sip of her beer, as I did. My cock swelling a bit bigger now as I stood behind the counter looking at her. "But...as Darlene's probably already explained to you, especially about her amazing parties...we're not above fondling and playing with others, something that David and I also love doing, whenever we get the chance."
Crystal set her beer back down on the counter top, and then reached up, undoing the top button on her blouse, followed by another, which she began undoing rather slowly.
"Nice to...hear," I said sipping on my beer, watching...not at all sure where any of this was heading. Once again, a bit stunned and amazed by all this, having just met her and all that. Obviously living here was going to prove out to be a whole new experience for me.
"Yeah, Rub was telling us...that you're quite the squirter too!" She undid another button, her white blouse starting to part, revealing what appeared to be a very lacy white bra beneath. The cups barely covering what appeared to be very dark brown colored areolas that were peeking out as she finished undoing the last remaining buttons. I took another sip on my beer...finding it empty, setting the now empty bottle down on the counter top next to hers as she slithered out of her blouse, now reaching behind, undoing the clasp on her bra, letting it fall. I was now staring at her exposed breasts, perfect little well rounded twins, fairly large dark colored nipples that were hard and erect.
"How'd you like to show me by squirting all over these?" She asked, now cupping and pressing her twin globes together.
I was rock fucking hard. And then her phone rang. She reached into her pocket pulling her cell-phone out, looking at the I.D., smiling. "Sorry...David," she said answering before I could say anything. "Hi honey...no, I'm back. I'm over at Tom's. Had to help him cart up some groceries. He invited me in for a drink."
I half winced at that, wondering...actually picking up my empty beer bottle before realizing it was, setting it down again.
"Yeah, you should come over and meet him," she said speaking into the phone. "I'm trying to convince him to cum all over my tits."
I needed another beer.
**
I took out two more, and then three upon hearing a knock at the door. It was already time to make a beer run. "Come in!" I called out, as David entered spotting his wife as she sat there on my barstool with her tits hanging out.
"Hey babe!" He said greeting her, walking over, though frowning slightly looking at her, and then at me. I was again wondering. Though about the same height as I was, this guy was twice as big as I was too. He could have easily been a body builder by the looks of it, not the kind of guy you'd want to run into in a dark alley. Maybe it was his bald head that made him look even more intimidating as he then extended his hand in greeting. I took it, shaking it briefly, feeling the maw of his paw overwhelm my own with a very strong, very firm hand-shake.
"Beer?" I asked handing him one.
"No...thanks, I don't drink," he said grinning at me. I now stood holding two beers, and then for something to do...turned putting one back inside the fridge as he spoke again. "Thought you said he was about to cum on your tits," he said suddenly. I almost dropped the beer, just managing to place it back inside the carton before turning again.
"No...what I said was, I was trying to convince him into doing that. I guess these aren't working very well," she added to that as I again watched her cupping her own breasts, wiggling them enticingly.
"Didn't say it wasn't working," I responded. As intimidated by her husband as I'd been...my cock certainly wasn't, still pressing against the front of my jeans as I stood there, lifting the bottle to my lips, only to see I hadn't as yet screwed off the cap yet. Crystal giggled seeing that.
"Works better if you unscrew it first."
"Or screw it," David responded looking down at his wife's breasts. "And I especially love screwing these," he then added to that, as Crystal reached over undoing her husband's zipper. Her hand reaching in, seconds later withdrawing his steely looking cock. At least that wasn't a monster, though I was half expecting it. Even then, I would have been hard pressed to measure whose was bigger...his or mine.
"Come on Tom, what do you say? How about joining David here? My tits could use a really good creaming!"
David stood there jacking his cock, pointing it towards his wife's right breast. "Yeah, come on Tom...join me. That's why they have two of them you know, though from what I hear...you could easily cover both all by yourself!"
"Word spreads quickly around here doesn't it?" I asked, though I now set my bottle of beer down on the counter again, stepping around in front of it, unzipping as I did.
"Now that's what I was hoping to see," Crystal smiled. She swiveled around in her chair so that David and I could now stand on either side of her, each of us fisting our own pricks now, occasionally rubbing them against those stiff hard nipples of hers. "I am so looking forward to Saturday," she sighed pleasurably. "So good to hear you'll be coming too. And speaking of which..." she looked up hopefully and expectantly, just as David groaned, grunted...and then began launching several streamers of his own spunk all over her right breast.
"Ah fuck that felt good...and looks good too," he added admiring his handy-work. "Go ahead Tom, let's see if you are as good at squirting as they say you are."
It was the one thing I did seem to do better than he had. Even though his own discharge was impressive in its own right. Moments later, I had turned on the hose, dowsing not only her left breast liberally with my cum-cream, but her right one as well, which between the two of us, had all but disappeared under a copious covering of white sticky fluid that she now smeared happily and pleasurably with her hands, massaging it into both breasts.
"Now that's what I call...a good tit creaming!"
**
My two new friends left a short time later. Like Rub had so often done herself, Crystal gathering up her blouse and bra, carrying them back over to their place, her frothy, foam-like covered breasts still sparkling with the results of our combined milking. I stepped outside onto my balcony, my last beer in hand, looking across the way, but saw neither Darlene nor Rub sitting outside. I figured Rub was no doubt working again, and as I only then recalled...Darlene was probably out showing a home to someone as she worked as a realtor.
And then it dawned on me. I had remembered seeing a business card, brochure...or perhaps a pamphlet sitting on her dining room table. It was from the same company I had gone through when eventually finding this place. I wondered then, if she hadn't been involved in some sort of condo pre-screening or something. I'd have to ask her about that, out of curiosity if she indeed had. It would certainly go a long way in explaining a lot about the people who lived here.
As I stood there thinking about this, I caught movement out of the corner of my eye. Sure enough, Steven had come walking out onto his deck. And as I had now come to expect and no longer found surprise in, he was likewise naked again. I turned waving, nodding my head in greeting at him, and then called out. "Hey Steven, would you care for a beer?"
"I have my own," he called back to me. "Why don't you come over here, and you can have one of mine!"
It was a good thing he did. I was out of beer. But more importantly than that, now that I had finally met David and Crystal, it was time that I finally met Steven. To begin with, it had been one of Darlene's suggestions that I do, and soon. She told me to explain to him what my own situation was, since he'd been through a similar loss himself. Though unlike me, soon to be divorced, according to Darlene, Steven had lost his wife due to a long suffering illness. He hadn't remarried afterwards, unable to find anyone he was as compatible with, and who understood and accepted his own unique life-style. He and his wife had been members of a couple's only nudist club. After her death, he had returned only a couple of times...with women he had started seeing, but according to Darlene, they'd been too uncomfortable in adopting or accepting that particular life-style. At least here...in this place, he could be more like himself until someone finally did come along. And the added bonus being...he could basically jerk off openly as well, whenever he liked. Which he'd just begun doing as he waved me over, inviting me for a beer.
Like I said. It was time to formally meet Steven, but there were also other reasons for doing so. I needed to incorporate his help come Saturday. And according to both Darlene and Rub, Steven would be the man I could rely on to do so.
Since we were on the same top-floor level, I took the walkway that went around and behind David and Crystals place, soon arriving at the door to Steven's place. The door was open, though I still knocked before stepping inside.
"Out here..." he called to me. No surprise there.
I walked out, soon joining him on his balcony. He was of course still naked, sitting there with what looked to be a partial erection. He pointed at the freshly open beer sitting on the table, inviting me to sit down.
"Was wondering when we'd finally meet," he said offering his hand to me over the table, which I accepted and shook before taking up my fresh beer. "And by the way...nice dick you have there, fun watching you cum."
Like I said before. It was going to be interesting living here.
I spent a reasonably, enjoyable time just sitting there chatting with him, getting to know the man better, and eventually telling him a little bit about my own problem. He grinned at that, not at all surprised that Darlene recommended that I approach him regarding her idea, and now mine.
"Sounds interesting. Certainly will add an element of curious entertainment to Darlene's party if what you believe is true. But sure Tom...more than happy to help out in whatever way that I can," he said finally agreeing to what Darlene and I had come up with. This indeed was going to prove to be a very interesting test for my soon to be ex-wife, if she in fact decided to even go through with it. I was still wondering about that, since this would indeed be something that up until now, she'd never really been very comfortable with. Walking in to a party where everyone else would be openly enjoying themselves, and no doubt in some instances with one another...I couldn't imagine Karen actually being able to do that herself.
Time would tell, with the party only a few short days away now.
And once again, I had to congratulate myself too as I soon after stood, heading back to my own place. The entire time Steven and I had sat there talking to one another, he'd continued stroking and playing with his prick. And oddly enough, the fact that he did...hadn't bothered me even a little. I was obviously starting to get used to this place.
**
I had now met just about everyone that both Rub and Darlene had told me would be there at the party. Other than a couple of outsiders that they knew, and always invited...the only people I hadn't met yet was the other gay couple that Rub had briefly told me about.
Robert and Daniel. It was interesting, because Rub had told me they were totally exclusive and committed to one another. And though they enjoyed attending Darlene's parties on occasion, enjoyed watching...and being watched, they never touched or got involved with anyone else. And though both Jan and Stacy enjoyed seeing the two of them together, and as I also learned, had even had their own parties separate and apart from Darlene's where the four of them did that, the girls still viewed it a challenge to see if they could get two straight guys to do what their friends did. And though I was still more than a little unsure about that myself, I figured that with it being a masturbation party only, seeing the two of them fooling around with one another would be no big deal. Especially as it would also play into the little scheme that Darlene and I had cooked up. I was leaving that aspect of the plan up to her to approach them with however. So hopefully she had...or would, as I hadn't met the two of them yet, and more than likely wouldn't until the party. Apparently they both slept during the day, and worked some sort of nightshift as bar tenders. So seeing them out and about, was a bit of a rarity.
Wandering around the complex, I stopped by the pool, surprised to see no one in attendance, though it was after all a workweek. I imagined that it got used mostly on the weekends and could easily imagine Jan, Stacy...perhaps Rub AND Darlene sitting out by the pool. Not to mention Crystal perhaps as well. I took note of all the units, two of which were currently vacant, and had managed to put names to each one of them save for the one unit sitting on the end on the bottom floor. Oddly enough, all the windows, curtains and blinds were pulled tightly shut. I wondered if this wasn't more of a winter home, or something along those lines for someone, as it appeared no one was there. And the fact that no one else had mentioned anyone else living here, had basically confirmed that for me. I turned intending to head back up to my place when I spotted Rub pulling her car into the parking garage. I decided to wait, and then walk back with her.
"Hey!" She said smiling upon seeing me. She looked cute in her "Starbucks" outfit, though I couldn't help noticing she'd undone most of the buttons on her blouse as she strolled closer towards me.
"That look help sell coffee?" I asked.
She looked down at herself, and then back up at me again, smiling. Most of her bare breasts were visible, she hadn't worn a bra today, though I wondered if she ever really did. "Nah...I like to flash the truckers on my way home," she said with a straight face. She laughed again at the raise of my eyebrows. "I'm just fucking with ya," she winked, shoving me off to one side as we strolled along together. "I don't have AC in my car, gets damn fucking hot on the way home in the afternoon, so it's about the best way I have of cooling off." Even as she said that however, she was already untucking her shirt, preparing to take that off as we started up the sidewalk together.
We were just approaching that closed up unit when I asked. "Anyone live there?"
She didn't even need to look to know what I was talking about. "I was wondering when you might get around to asking me about that. Hadn't said anything before as I didn't want to freak you out before you had a chance to get settled in here."
"Freak out?" Now I was freaking out. A little anyway. "What do you mean? He some kind of a creep or weirdo or something?" Not that I was having second thoughts necessarily about having moved in here...but if he was some kind of a child molester, or sexual predator...I'd have cause for rethinking my stay here.
"A creep? No. Maybe a little weird yes. Hardly anyone ever sees him. Something about having to stay out of the light for one thing. So about the only time he ever does come out is late at night. Even when there's a full moon, it's too much light for him even then. Anyway...he's also kind of the unofficial handy-man around here."
"Oh? And just how does he manage that? Work at nights while everyone's asleep?" The thought of that sort of bothered me too. Rub laughed.
"No, that also part of the weird part. Apparently, he's filthy rich, or well off anyway. Though why he prefers living here is beyond me. But...if anyone has anything they need fixing or repairing, they call the mole. "



"The mole?"
"Well, that's what we all call him anyway. I'm not sure anyone even knows his real name. According to Steven, who's lived here longer than anyone else has, the Mole was here when he moved in. Anyway...he doesn't do any of the work himself, but he has lots and lots of connections. Calls them, arranges everything, and then they come out and take care of it."
"Convenient, but expensive I bet too," I thought.
"Actually, no. But that's kind of the best part. The mole pays half of whatever's needed or required, right out of his own pocket. You get a bill from the service that comes out, you drop in half the cash it cost to do the repair or remodeling through a slot in his door, and that's that. Saves everyone a bundle...for those who are willing to provide the mole with a small little return service."
"Such as?" I was now wondering.
"Best I show you as opposed to trying to explain it any further. Come on," she said redirecting me, taking my hand. Rather than leading me up the decorative walk to the more formally set front door, she lead me around the back, easily undoing the latch on his fence which had been built sealing off his patio area. I noticed as we walked in, there was no patio furniture in sight.
"He really is a hermit isn't he?"
"Yeah like I said, no one's ever really seen him. I think I actually saw him once, month's ago late at night. But never since then. There's only one part of him I actually have seen."
"One..." but I quickly closed my mouth. Just ahead, where the entrance to the sliding glass doors would have been, he'd had those removed. What I saw was a sturdy dark glass box, or what appeared to be a dark glass box. It was too dark for me to be able to see in however, even though I tried. In the front there was a slot where people deposited their payments. And then next to that, a small round opening, that appeared for the moment at least, to be closed. "I don't get it," I said wondering as Rub stepped up to the strange looking box, and pressed the buzzer.
"This should give us a few credits for the next time we need his services," she told me. I looked at her about to ask yet again another question, when I heard the panel there in front of us opening. I looked down, and then audibly gasped at what I saw next. It was the strangest, most amazing thing I had ever seen. And I certainly hadn't expected to see that. It had to be about the biggest cock in existence! It was like watching a snake as it seemed to run out through the hole in the door, as Rub's hands quickly reached down surrounding it.
"What the hell?" I openly asked. Maybe I'd been expecting an albino hand or something, but certainly not this. Something to do with the light and all. Though Rub quickly explained it had something to do with his eyes, not his skin. And that light literally blinded him...even the smallest amount of light hurt his eyes. She stood there however, working his cock back and forth, taking long, long...almost obscenely long strokes with her hands, running them up and down the length of the man's shaft, that again simply defied description, let alone measurement. And so we stood there talking with her rubbing the guys dick, up and down, up and down, as though it was the most normal thing in the world to be doing.
"Anyway...now you've met the Mole," she told me. "And like I said, need anything done, just drop a note in his inbox, telling him what you need done and when. He's always good about getting whatever service or repairman is needed in contact with you right away."
"I don't think I'll be getting any discounts for my repairs," I told her...somewhat appalled, and yet somewhat fascinated too.
"Hey, no worries. More than happy to do it for you," she told me. "Do it for Steven all the time!" She continued stroking the mammoth dick for several moments, finally speaking again. "Ah there...he's about to cum. I can always tell," she told me. "Mind grabbing one of those large black towels out of the basket over there? And then laying it down here along the ground here in front of me?" She asked.
I did so, still finding this whole thing almost too bizarre for words.
"He doesn't come nearly as much as you do, but pretty close. Especially if no one's been over for a few days. We all think, he never does it himself, and always relies on others to come here and do it for him. Some days, he's pretty copious when he comes, like you. Jan and Stacy even started marking the ground for distance. That's his best shot so far, over there." She pointed, I looked. Not even sure I had ever shot anything quite that far myself. I was more about volume, duration as opposed to distance.
"Impressive," I said, and then stepped back to the side again as Rub called out to me.
"Thar she blows!"
The Mole's prick lurched, and then began to launch several long ropes of semen into the air, one of which came close to the record setting mark that Rub had pointed out to me.
"Oh damn, close...but not close enough. I was really hoping to beat Jan's record. Perhaps another day," she said walking over to what I now realized was some sort of clean up station, where she used some sanitary soap on her hands, and then rinsing off, tossing the hand towel she'd used, along with the long cum-on one, into a different basket. I watched the long snake like dick slowly disappear back through the large open hole in the black box. "He'll take care of this later...after its dark," she informed me. And then with that, we were on our way again. "Like I said Tom, if you ever do need anything done...just let me know, I'll be glad to help you out."
"Thanks. I'll keep it in mind," I told her. However at the moment, I needed to get what I'd just seen and witnessed, out of my mind.
**
As strange as that had all been, it had gotten me a little horny. Though I'd like to think it was watching Rub's tits wobble and bobble about as we took the path leading towards her side of the complex.
"Hey, wanna come up for a beer-job?" She asked.
"I'm sorry...what?" Sure I hadn't heard her right. Maybe I was a bit more horny than I thought, hearing things.
"A beer and a blow-job together. Haven't you ever had one of those?"
I had to think back. "Maybe in college," I told her. "Though I think I was drinking a Margareta at the time...not a beer."
"That's not what I meant," she laughed, taking my hand in hers, now pulling me a long behind her a bit quicker. "Come on...I'll show you."
She was entirely naked by the time we got to the top floor, undressing hurriedly in the elevator on the way up. Tossing her clothes onto a nearby couch as we entered, she took a deep sigh of relief as the coolness of the air inside their house washed over her body, quickly stiffening her nipples, as I quite obviously noticed.
"Now that's what I needed," she said sounding relieved, and then headed into the kitchen, grabbing a cold bottle of beer from the fridge, walking outside with it. "Come on Tom...time for that beer-job I promised."
I peeled off my clothes before taking a seat in one of the lounge chairs. Since I was already at half-mast as it was, it didn't take long before I was sitting there with a full-blown erection, Rub's hands working their magic on my shaft as I leaned back, taking it all in. She reached over, taking a long pull on the beer bottle, grinned at me...winking, and then lowered her mouth over my cock. I think my ass came up off the chair a good five or six inches, but then slowly settled back down again as the heavenly mixture of ice-cold beer, and a warm sucking mouth turned my senses upside down. I looked up, saw Steven as he came out to stand on his balcony and waved. He waved back, nodding his head in approval. I wondered if he'd ever had the pleasure of a beer-job himself.
I then looked over at my nearest neighbors. And though I certainly couldn't see anyone, the bedroom curtains were open. I wondered, and then waved, thinking..."Just in case." And then Rub swallowed the beer she still held in her mouth, though a lot of it she had allowed to purposely spill, drenching my balls in the process, giving me another unexpected little thrill. She took another pull on the bottle, again winked and smiled at me.
This time...I was ready for her.
**
I think she finished about half the bottle before I felt the inevitable explosion when it came, though I had honestly tried warning her. But then I realized, she'd been expecting that. As I filled her mouth with my cum, she continued to suck, swish, and basically gargle my cock the whole time I was ejaculating. It was the most amazing blow-job, well...beer-job, I'd ever had. Crazy as she was, she then grinned at me, a combination of sudsy beer-foam, and cock cream suddenly pouring forth from her mouth, dribbling down onto her young breasts, splashing against them. It was wickedly delicious, and erotic as hell.
"So...what did you think? Like it?"
"Oh fuck Rub...you have NO idea! That was...simply amazing!"
"You're welcome," she grinned still drooling the interesting concoction onto her tits. "Have to try the margarita thing sometime...wonder how that would feel."
And now I was wondering that myself.
"I guess that's what they call, a party in the mouth kind of a drink huh?" I was about to say something, until she reached for the beer bottle again, this time sliding herself down over it as she straddled the table. "Ok Tom...now it's my turn," she said. "Time for your beer chaser." Gingerly, Rub waddled over to the vacant chair, laying back on it, and then propping herself up. I could hear the "glug-glug-glug" as her cunt took in half the beer, now sitting there with the neck of the bottle fully inside as she sat waiting for me. "Well? Get over here baby. Ever had a shot-gun? And even if you have, bet you've never done it this way."
She was certainly right about that. I stood up, took a moment to look back across the way again, just in time to see Steven tossing what looked like a nice one over the railing. I needed to remind myself to look up the next time I passed by below there...just in case. I knelt down in front of her, positioning myself.
"Ready baby?" She asked hotly. I nodded my head. "Just slam your face into my cunt Tom...I'll try not to drown you," she giggled. And then on the count of three...she removed the bottle, and I dove into her pussy. Literally.
**
We were sitting there actually drinking a beer, recovering, and talking, when we heard the door open. "Ah...mom's home," Rub remarked. Seconds later, Darlene came strolling outside onto the balcony, her blouse unbuttoned, open...tits showing. I could only sit there and shake my head.
"Must run in the family," I said looking up, smiling at Darlene as she smiled back starting to pick up Rub's beer and then thought better of it.
"Hot fucking day," she then added to that, slipping her blouse off entirely, spinning her skirt around so as to better unzip it before stepping out of that. She didn't have any panties on either. "Too hot for a beer," she said. "I'm thinking more along the lines of a margarita. Anyone interested in joining me?"
Rub and I burst out laughing at the exact same time.
"What? What's so funny? What did I say?" Darlene asked as she stood there looking down at us. I didn't have the heart to tell her.
But I was also thinking as she went back inside to begin doing just that. That this was one fly, that was suddenly excited to be stuck in this particular web.
To be continued...
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Friday. It had been a very busy week. I had finally gotten the last of my new furniture delivered. Liking the way my living room now looked, the soft leather couch, chairs...along with a deep mahogany coffee table and end tables. Something I had always wanted, but up until now, had never had. Karen had insisted on what I termed as scratchy floral printed couches and chairs after we had gotten married, and I had hated them. Now I had what I wanted as I stood there admiring my new digs. And even better, when Karen arrived tomorrow and saw my new set-up, it would be one more little reminder that I was now doing what I wanted...and not what she did.
I had even spoken with her on the phone again briefly. At first thinking she had perhaps changed her mind about doing this, hoping she had. But she had only called to say she had gone out and purchased something she would be wearing, and that she hoped I liked it. Admittedly, I was interested in seeing. Karen always had had a nice body, no complaints there. So even if this did turn out to be the last Harrah, I'd have something a bit more pleasant to remember her by.
I pulled into the parking garage having just gotten back from the store where I now carried a case of Corona's in each hand. I was quickly learning that a six pack or two didn't go as far now as they normally did. Not in this neighborhood anyway. I was pleasantly surprised when I spotted Rub walking towards me, having obviously just come from the laundry room. I remembered then that she didn't work, or go to school on Friday's, suddenly hoping for some entertainment, though it was perhaps a bit early for a beer-job.
"Hey Rub!" I called out holding up the two cases of beer in my hands. She laughed, approaching.
"You having your own party today?" She asked.
"Actually, they're for tomorrow night," I told her. I was surprised when she sort of frowned at that, and then must have realized something.
"Sorry, I guess we forgot to tell you. Mom has a two drink maximum rule at her party. She doesn't want anyone getting drunk, and spoiling anything for everyone else."
"Great," I said...though thinking I'd at least have plenty of beer on hand for the rest of the week.
"Oh, and I should also probably tell you, that today's refrain day too."
"Refrain day?"
"Yeah, everybody refrains from having an orgasm. That way, at the party...everyone's already pretty damn horny, so it sort of speeds things up a little without wasting a whole lot of unnecessary time."
I didn't bother telling her I'd already broken that rule earlier this morning.
"Somebody should probably put together a handbook. You know, something they could pass out and give to all the new people who move in here? Maybe even put a disclaimer in the back, something about the Mole in there as well so there wouldn't be a whole lot of unexpected surprises."
Rub laughed openly. "Yeah, maybe we should at that. I'll even mention it to mother," she continued giggling as we walked along. Reaching the center court she stopped though, looking at her watch.
"You want to come up for a beer later?" I asked, though I already knew there'd be nothing else I could expect, not until tomorrow night anyway.
"Can't. Promised mom I'd help her get the placed cleaned and ready for the party tomorrow night," she told me. "So have to take a rain check on that. She looked at her watch again."
"You meeting someone?" I asked curiously, realizing she must have been.
"Yeah. Stacy and Jan. Said they'd meet me here at ten, I was running a little late. Hope they didn't go without me."
It was ten after ten now. "Go?"
She grinned. "Yeah, they need to make a payment at Moles. Said I wanted to go with them and see if they were able to set a new record. Wanna come?"
"I don't know." I laughed. "Had a dream about that last night. Actually, it wasn't even a dream, more like a nightmare. I dreamt I was Indiana Jones, and that I had fallen into a pit full of cum-spitting cock-snakes." I shuddered as I stood there thinking about it. "I think it's still one of the strangest things I've ever seen."
Rub again laughed. "Oh come on, come with us," she urged. "Eventually you'll get used to it," she assured me. Though I highly doubted that.
Having nothing better to do as I'd pretty much gotten all settled in, I reluctantly agreed. "Let me run up and put the beer away," I informed her, just as the girls suddenly appeared heading in our direction. "I'll be right back, tell them to wait for me."
I had noticed that there had been a painting crew over at Jan and Stacy's place the past couple of days. They were obviously having some work done, and were now on their way over to the Moles to make payment, and go for a new record according to Rub. I hurried upstairs, dropping my beer off, and then rejoined the girls downstairs where they all stood waiting for me.
"Too bad we can't watch you squirt too," Jan told me as we walked down the path heading over to the Moles place. "Sometimes I hate refrain day, but admittedly...it does get me damn fucking horny just waiting for the party to arrive!" Obviously, the girls honored the tradition as well. Maybe there was something to it, as I promised myself I'd "refrain" from doing anything myself going forward. I had no idea how hard of a promise that was going to be to keep as I would soon find out.
We reached the back gate, letting ourselves in as Stacy walked over, opening the slot-drop, placing a small envelope inside, and then pressing the buzzer. As she did that, I stood there thinking to myself.
"I hate snakes." And even the term, "Toss me a rope!" Suddenly had a whole different meaning.
**
I stood there watching the hole in the dark black box suddenly open, even holding my breath as it did. Moments later, the Mole's mammoth meat met the waiting hands of Jan and Stacy as they caught it slithering out. It reminded me of one of those sausage makers seeing it coming out the way it did. And now I was worried I'd end up have an entirely different nightmare to look forward to.
With the girls standing on each side of it, both hands holding and now stroking the gigantic piece of sausage as I now saw it, there was still plenty of room for an extra pair of hands even then. As they stroked, caressed and teased the thing, it was almost as though they were coddling and toying with some sort of affectionate pet. And then I realized ironically enough...Mole would be about the only person living in this complex that would actually experience an orgasm today. Though I was again reminded of my own early morning adventure and almost felt guilty about it.
"Look at this fucker leak!" Jan suddenly announced running one hand up and down its entire length, almost as though she were massaging it. Admittedly fascinated, I stood there watching as a very large dollop of clear fluid drooled from the massive looking eye-slit in the monster's great head. Looking more like a gaping maw of a mouth than that. Rub walked over, now taking the almost too heavy head of the thing in her hands, cupping and holding it as the girls continued to caress and stroke the thing with theirs. It continued to spew a great deal of its liquid venom as I thought of it, Rub's hands now glistening with the pearly-like substance. A long streamer of it now just barely attached to its mouth, hanging down what looked like almost a foot, dangling and swinging back and forth slightly as the girls continued stroking and playing with it. Finally it detached and landed with a sizeable splat on the floor beneath them.
"Maybe you should get one of those black towels ready," Rub informed me. "I think it's going to be a big one too!" She added to that.
I did as she asked, laying out the long black towel, stepping back again and looking up, just as to my horror, I saw Rub insert her pinky-finger into the mouth opening of the beast. I almost lurched at her, half expecting to see her take her hand away, missing her finger.
"Jesus!" I said instead, weirdly aroused, appalled, disgusted, and yet curiously excited too, as she stood there finger-fucking the damn thing.
And worse...I now had a whole new image bouncing around inside my head. In two seconds time, I'd written an entire screen play, this time an X-rated version of the movie Dune...only with "Sand cocks" instead of worms. And knew then as Rub continued to stand there fucking the thing with her finger, that I could indeed expect and entirely new kind of nightmare to invade my dreams at some point.
"It's getting redder and redder," Stacy announced unnecessarily. And surprisingly, for as large and thick as it was, it was pretty much standing up all by itself too. The girls no longer having the need to really support it the way they had been. I even found myself trying to peer in through the impossible to see through dark glass, wondering what the Mole physically looked like on his side of that hole. I could almost imagine seeing him hanging onto some sort of pulley system, using that as a counter-balance for the massive amount of meat and weight sticking out through the opening on this side.
"I think he's gonna come soon!" Rub now added to that, finally removing her finger, which I was delighted to see was still attached. Though she now wrapped both hands around the head, jacking that as Stacy and Jan continued to use both pairs of their hands in a weird sort of relay as they stroked down, letting go, reaching up and then stroking down again in perfect coordination.
"Yep! I think so too!" Stacy giggled as a thick fat drop of a whiter substance suddenly boiled at the tip. "Any moment now!"
I stood back, well out of the way. The Mole's massive purple tipped head lifting all by its self suddenly, it's now gapping maw expanding even further, another second, even bigger bubble of white cream appearing, almost as though the beast was foaming at the mouth. And then it spit.
"FUCK!" I bellowed, watching it...as we all did. A massive stream of white cream suddenly skyrocketing into the air, well short of the mark...but impressive enough. The great beast seemed to teeter for a moment, once more lifting, holding as Jan and Stacy held onto it like aiming a fire hose.
"This time for sure!" One of them cried out, though I paid no attention to which one of them had said that. The second explosion only then erupting, another great rope of cum suddenly shooting out of the head of the Mole's dick. Almost as though it were in slow motion, we all watched. Watched it as it defied gravity, a thick coil of spunk that far surpassed anything I'd ever done myself before. It shot out up into the air, followed quickly by another, even before the second one had reached its zenith. And even I knew before it had landed, this would be a record setting toss and then some.
"We're gonna need two towels in the future!" Rub said in amazement. It didn't take a cum-expert to know that the Mole's dick had sent the second spurt of cum flying well over and beyond the end of the first towel, easily surpassing the best mark by a good foot or more. And though the third and forth shots had landed far shorter than that one...the volume of spunk that now dotted and splattered the dark towel was impressive. Almost...almost...as good as my own.
Like I said. It wasn't so much about distance for me, as it was the number of actual ejaculations and volume. My personal record, though I didn't divulge this to the girls at the time, was fourteen. The really sad part there was. I had no one that could authenticate that for me at the time when it had happened either.
What had been only moments ago a very hard, very stiff rod of fleshy-steel, suddenly drooped, falling, even slapping against the side of the glass box as neither girl had made any attempt to catch it. And then just like a snake again, retreating back into its hideaway, I watched the rapidly dwindling behemoth slide up the wall, and then disappear back into its hidey-hole once again.
Once more the girls stood washing and cleaning their hands. I joined them in doing so, even though I hadn't touched anything. "Well, I bet someone gets a freebee after that one!" Stacy exclaimed almost proudly.
"A freebee?" I asked.
"Yeah, it was three days after his last world record shot before anyone ever saw him stick his dick out again. I bet it's at least a week this time," she added to that. It almost made me wish I had things that needed doing.
As we turned to leave, heading back through the gate, Jan looked down, noticing what soon after everyone else did. "Damn Tom! Is that thing as hard and as big as I think it is?"
Ok, so maybe it wasn't nearly as big as the horse-cock we'd just left, but it was at the very least every bit as hard, if not harder than his had been. And worse, there was a sizeable wet spot covering the front of my beige jeans too. As weird, strange and halfway revolting as that had all been, it had been oddly arousing as well, more so because of the way all three girls stood there stroking and playing with it. No wonder the Mole came as hard as he had!" I thought considering it, feeling my cock throb in hopeful expectation. Though all thought of that happening evaporated a moment later.
"Damn, if it wasn't for refrain day, I'd be half tempted to take care of that for you, and forget all about the deal we made," Stacy stated. "So...like we said Tom, if you're interested in our doing something like that for you, then you know what we want you to do for us." I just smiled, saying nothing, and then followed behind the three girls, my hard dick pressed awkwardly and almost painfully against the front of my jeans as we did.
We soon after parted company with Jan and Stacy who went on their merry way. "Want to come up for a beer?" Rub asked. I looked at her and grinned broadly. "I said a beer. Not a beer-job," she smiled back. "Refrain day, remember?"
I was starting to hate the word, half tempted to go back to my place, stroke one off anyway...refrain day or no.
"Sure. Why not?" I said instead, and then followed that cute tight ass into the elevator, where I was again tempted to stick it between floors on purpose, and then stick it to her. Which is something I hadn't even done...yet.
**
As was becoming a habit living here, after grabbing us a couple of beers, we headed outside onto the balcony, sitting down and sipping on them. Across the way, I noticed that Steven too was outside, reading a book. But even more oddly, he was wearing what appeared to be a swimsuit, or brightly colored shorts of some kind. I think it was the first time I'd actually seen him with any clothes on, even though that's all he had on. Upon seeing us, he waved of course, and we waved back, before he settled back with his book once again.
I even commented on it to Rub. "Yeah he does that as sort of a reminder to keep his hands from doing what they always seem to be doing...stroking his cock. As you can see, even Steven takes refrain day seriously."
I really was starting to hate those two words. And worse, I had an entire afternoon and evening to get through yet, not to mention another full day until it was finally party time. Though then the image of Karen being there, and spoiling everything, even put a bit of a damper on that too.
"Hey, how'd you like to see a video of the last party we had here?" She suddenly asked. "At least that way, you'll have a pretty good idea of what to expect when you show up for this one."
"Why the hell not?" I thought. And even though it would no doubt go a long way to making me even hornier than I already was, I figured it would still give me an idea of what I could expect, not to mention seeing some of these folks in action, as well as a few others that I heard would also be coming, who I hadn't met yet. I followed Rub back inside as we headed back to the "fun-room," where she quickly inserted the DVD into the player, and then joined me there on the couch. The image I saw looking back at me in the mirror wasn't nearly as erotic as it had been the last time. But at least the TV showed images that were as it came on.
We were already about fifteen minutes into the already erotic DVD when Darlene's other guests arrived, people I hadn't as yet seen yet. "You're gonna love her," Rub told me, likewise fidgeting around on the couch now, hands down between her legs.
"No cheating," I warned. Daring her anyway.
"Oh I won't!" She said seriously. "Just my own way of making sure I don't. I sort of pin em there so that they CAN'T do anything, like reaching over and grabbing you!" She now added, which I of course, was now wishing she would do.
Rub quickly redirected my gaze back to the TV however as the dark-haired woman with the almost alabaster looking skin came sauntering into the room. And I thought Crystal was tall for a woman. This gal was a good two inches taller than she was! At the moment she was wearing some kind of a lightweight robe, but it was obvious by the length of her legs, which seemed to go on forever, that that was about all she had on too.
"Wait for it..." Rub said clamping down on her legs even harder than she had been. The gal was talking to a couple of the others, not yet undoing the robe, though her hands had already reached for the sash on it. Spotting Darlene, she strolled over towards her, only then starting to at last undo the sash. "Wait for it..." Rub said again, making me wonder what I was about to see. Already it was clearly evident that this gal was stacked, with no doubt bigger tits than anyone else there, save for Darlene's perhaps. But I'd seen big tits before too, and not just the big silicon enhanced ones either. I sat literally holding my breath in eager anticipation however, as she finally undid the robe, turning just slightly, removing it. From the side, I could indeed see that she in fact did have very large breasts, perhaps not even as large as Darlene's were however, so I again paused...wondering. And then she turned, coming once again face front into the camera.
"Well I'll be damned!"
"Told you!" Rub giggled excitedly. "Isn't that the most amazing thing you've ever seen?" After my experience with the Mole, I'd have been willing to bet against that. Now...I was beginning to wonder what could possibly top this.
"That can't be real," I said looking on, almost wishing I had a much closer look. Though I realized that tomorrow night at the party, I probably would have.
"No, it's real, trust me I know," Rub said continuing to giggle. I believed her of course, but I still wasn't sure I was believing my eyes. In all the things I had ever seen, and especially lately...I had never once heard of, or seen a woman who had three tits before! I was reminded yes, of the scene in the movie where this alien woman in a bar somewhere on Mars had three breasts, but even in the movie, they looked a bit too unreal to be believed. This gal...Jackie as Rub now told me, hers looked honestly as natural in appearance as they could possibly be. They didn't even sit fully up on her chest as one might expect with someone who'd had breast implants. These having a bit of a natural, gravitational droop to them for a woman who was obviously in her mid to late forties. And all three were proportionately sized and shaped, the middle breast a bit more tightly squished in from either side, though she actually reached down, lifting it so that it now rested a bit more comfortably on top of its two friends.
"Ha....ha...how?" I finally managed watching as she turned and then moved out of range of the camera as it panned on to someone else. "Wait...wait, go back!" I asked as Rub paused the DVD, reversing it just a bit until we were back at the moment she had turned facing the camera when I asked her to pause it again. I even got up off the couch for a closer look, though with a fifty-five inch TV sitting in front of me, there was really no need to. "You're sure they're real?" I asked, so wanting to touch them and find out for myself, though the image on screen, even said as much.



"Trust me, they really are. When mom first introduced her to me, I had a hard time believing it myself, so then she showed me, by letting me touch and play with them a bit until I was likewise satisfied that they really were. Apparently, it is a genetic, sort of...kind of, birth abnormality. I think I remember her saying that it was a good possibility, she was supposed to be a twin, though it never quite worked out that way. But aside from actually being born with three nipples, everything else about her was perfectly normal. Then later...as she began to grow, mature and develop, there was some thought to her undergoing an operation to have the middle breast removed. But by then, she had come to sort of like the unique abnormality about herself, and given the choice, decided against doing that. Needless to say, she didn't."
"God, she'd probably make a fortune as a porn-star!" I stated.
"Yeah, she even thought about doing that too," Rub told me. "And I think she even looked into it, but then for whatever reasons, eventually decided against doing that. Anyway, now she works with mom as a realtor, and does a pretty good job of it too. She's even got a little note in fancy script on the bottom of her business card. It reads: "Ever seen a legitimate three dollar bill? No? Well close on this property with me, and I'll show you something even better."
"You're kidding!" I laughed, now wishing she'd been the one I had closed on the deal with, though I would soon be seeing them anyway.
"Nope, seen it myself, and her too of course. Like I said, real as rain baby. Real as rain."
"I wonder how many deals she's closed, and then actually showed anyone what she meant by that," I wondered.
"Only the ones who actually asked, so I do know she's showed a few. But her real claim to fame is the fact that she's said she's the only woman she knows anyway, that can titty-fuck two guys at the same time! Maybe she'll let you do that to her at the party!"
Now I had a brand new image floating around inside my head, and one I was reasonably sure would chase away any nightmare thoughts I'd been worried about having. "Does that count as just masturbatory playing?" I wondered.
"Hell yes, same as toes do in that way. You should see mom give a guy a toe-job. She's about as nimble with her toes as anyone else is with their fingers. I've even seen her write her name with a pen, just using her toes."
The list kept right on growing. Along with my dick.
**
Now I really was looking forward to the party tomorrow night. But all the video did was get me hornier and hornier by the moment. It was interesting to see how everyone was so comfortable around one another, wondering if I would be...especially with Karen there. And then I realized, I'd have to be if I was honestly going to prove anything here. Last thing I wanted was for her to be right. But. The bottom line was, I was sitting here with the worst case of blue-balls I had ever had. Sure...I'd gone long periods of time without doing anything, let alone having an orgasm. But to purposely get aroused...over several hours time and then not do anything? It was almost cruel. "Ok, I think I've seen enough," I told Rub, preparing to sit up and leave rather than keeping Rub from doing the house cleaning she'd promised her mother she'd do. But then she caused me to sit tight again for a moment longer.
"Wait, one more person you need to see first," she told me. "This is Holly, she also works with mom."
I sat there with my eyes wide, and my mouth hanging open. Holly was the woman who I had closed with, a damn fine looking blonde with a nice tan, great looking tits (which I had gotten a bit of a hint looking at while we worked through this deal together). And now, here she was about to reveal herself in all her glory to me. I could hardly wait. "That's the gal that I worked with!" I told Rub.
"I know, she told us. Kind of gave mom and I a heads up about you before you ever moved in here. Told us she thought you'd probably fit in just fine, once you got better used to things. Obviously...she was right. But then again, she always was a good judge of character." I was admittedly anxious to see her naked.
"Anything special I should know about her too?" I had to ask. After everything I had seen so far, I wouldn't have been surprised by that if there was.
Rub just smiled, patting my leg almost too affectionately. "Oh yeah...of course there is. Just wait until you see! You know how mom's able to squirt a bit?"
"More than just a bit," I responded back, once again looking at the TV screen, though Holly still hadn't even undressed yet, though looking at her in the white lacy camisole and thong she had on, was sexy enough.
"Well wait until you see Holly squirt! I'm not kidding you Tom. If she were a man, she'd have easily beaten the Mole's mark today, several times!"
I really needed to jerk off.
**
I soon after left Rub to do her chores, heading back to my place where I quickly polished off two beers. Getting involved in a movie helped some, though by the end of it, I was again reliving the scenes I had seen today, one of which was the Mole unfortunately, though the other's were much more pleasant to dwell on. Stacy and Jan giving me a combined hand-job for one. Jackie's three titties, and the possibility of tit-fucking her alongside Steven quite possibly, or maybe even David, or some other guy that I hadn't been introduced to yet. I certainly imagined Darlene of course, and her nimble toes, which again was something I hadn't experienced for myself yet. But then there was Holly. We had hit it off very well, working together as she showed me around to various places, finally convincing me to end up here, which I now was of course. And damn thrilled that she had done so. Especially, as I now knew...I was only a few short hours away from actually getting to see her naked.
I had secretly enjoyed several private moments alone with myself, just thinking about that. And now...low and behold the one thing I never thought would ever happen, was a very real possibility.
But what I now needed most, was a very, very cold shower.
And it was going to be, a very, very long night.
"Fucking refrain day," I thought.
To be continued...
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Saturday. The BIG day had finally arrived. The sun well up when I woke, having slept in just a bit as I wandered into the kitchen and started the coffee. I returned out onto the deck, enjoying the feel of the early morning sunshine, looking about. Strangely, I saw no one, and heard nothing. I stood for a moment, the sound of the coffee maker bubbling away until it had finished. I walked back inside, poured myself a cup, and went back outside again. Still nothing. Still no one. It was almost as though everyone had turned into Vampires and were now afraid to step out into the sunlight. Even Steven hadn't come out yet, or if he had...I had missed him. But as rarely as it was that he went any place, other to sit out on his deck naked, reading a book...or openly jacking himself off. To not see him at least, was fairly strange. I finished my coffee, went back inside to pour another and returned.
It remained eerily calm, peacefully quiet. "Maybe they're all sleeping in, in order to rest up for the evening," I thought to myself. I'd give it another hour, and then wander over to Darlene and Rub's place. I had a few last minute questions and concerns regarding the party, and in particular my wife Karen's participation. Although I was excited and anxious about the evening, I was also nervous and apprehensive about it as well. Second guessing myself about having actually invited her to attend this thing. There was a lot that could happen either way. And the uncertainty of how she'd react to it once things began to heat up was of some major concern.
The fact I had somehow managed to actually "refrain" from doing anything was a bit of a surprise too. After watching the movie of the last party with Rub, I had found myself well aroused. Fragments of erotic dreams I had had for half the night, even now still replaying inside my head. At least there had been, no nightmares! I sat there sipping my second cup, a specific fragment of an encounter regarding Holly, my realtor, in particular. I had imagined making love to her here on the floor of my condo, though in the dream I hadn't moved in as yet. Though there had been no real hint of anything sexual or intimate between us when she actually had shown me the place. Sure...she had seemed friendly enough, and perhaps a bit flirtatious when we had walked through my condo the first time. But there had been nothing to indicate the obviously wild side of her character and nature, the likes of which I had eventually seen on the DVD. And now, I was really looking forward to that. To seeing her naked, amongst other things! Obviously, she knew I would also be there at the party tonight, though I again winced remembering I'd be initially showing up with Karen.
I glanced at my watch again, took one last look around, but as yet hadn't seen or heard anyone stirring anyplace within the complex. I decided to wander over and knock on Darlene's door, passing by Stacy and Jan's place, but there was no sound I could detect coming from there either as passed by. I stood ringing the buzzer on Darlene's door, though there was no answer. It was entirely possible that Rub was perhaps working today, which might explain her absence, and also possible that Darlene had gone out to do some last minute shopping or something. I returned home, once again sitting outside on my deck starting to wonder if I hadn't somehow become an episode of the Twilight Zone.
It was late in the afternoon when much to my relief I saw Steven come wandering outside onto his deck. He was again wearing a pair of either brightly colored briefs, or swim trunks perhaps. Just seeing him gave me assurance that I wasn't losing my mind, though the paranoia had seemed real enough at the time. I was still a little unsure of where he sat after our brief conversation, though he seemed interested enough in what I had shared with him, so it would be interesting to see how things went with that after Karen and I arrived this evening. Sure enough, Rub and Darlene arrived a while after that, their car pulling into the garage, the two of them carting several packages with them as they walked through the courtyard, even looking up at me...smiling and waving as they did. I felt pretty silly, but again relieved. I again glanced at my watch and saw that it was just two hours until the party. No sense going over there at this point. I am sure they had things that needed doing, and didn't need me showing up well ahead of time to keep them from doing that. I headed back inside, taking a long early shower.
Eight o'clock couldn't get here soon enough.
**
It was now five minutes past eight. I had told Karen to be at my place promptly at eight, and to not be late. Perhaps it was petty of me, but I was already nervous and irritated enough. Though I was sure we wouldn't miss much, and that Darlene would no doubt wait on our arriving before anything really did start, I decided to give Karen until eight fifteen to get there. After that, I was heading over with or without her. In a way, I was again hoping she had changed her mind after all and wouldn't even bother showing up.
It was eight fourteen when she rang my buzzer.
"Sorry I'm late," she apologized profusely. "The traffic was a lot worse getting here than I thought it would be, and I even left a half hour earlier just to make sure that I wouldn't be."
She did have a long drive, and rather than make an issue out of it, and start off the evening with her and me both being in a bad mood, I decided to let it go. The fact she was also standing there in a rain coat, also told me she'd been brave enough to make the trip over here dressed as she was.
"Would you like to see?" She asked, already reaching to undo the buttons on her coat as I gathered up four cans of beer. Two for her, and two for me.
"I'll see when we get over there," I told her trying to keep a light smile on my face, and then adding. "You're sure about doing this right?"
"If this is what it has to take," she said looking a little disappointed that I wasn't interested in seeing what she had on. I was, but not here. Not now. I didn't want to give her any advantages for one thing, so showing herself off to not only me, but everyone else at the same time, was important.
"Just remember," I said escorting her out the door. "This is your last shot."
We walked in silence over to Darlene's place, Karen in her rain coat, and me in my short terry cloth robe. Had anyone seen us who wasn't familiar with what was really going on, they'd have thought me for going for an evening swim perhaps. I'm not sure what they would have thought about Karen in her coat, though I am sure that would have raised a few questions perhaps, as warm as it was.
Although we could hear music and laughter as we reached the door, it certainly wasn't loud enough that it would have disturbed anyone else, though I smiled inwardly remembering that a vast majority of the people who even lived in the complex, would be here.
"Come in! Come in!" Darlene said answering the door. I smiled inwardly as she had greeted us wearing an emerald green very flimsy, not quite see-through evening gown. There was just enough hint of her full heavy breasts pressing against the material to be obvious enough without giving the whole show away. "You can hang up your coat here," she said turning towards Karen. "Most of the guys are still wearing their robes too," she then told me. "As soon as we've made a few informal introductions, we'll get things started." As Karen finally began to remove her coat, Darlene continued. "I should probably go over a few house rules for the two of you," she smiled, pausing. "Especially since your both new to this. One...first and foremost important rule. No means no. Period. It's everyone's obligation to tell someone when any advances or indications are made, that you don't wish to be touched by that person. Everyone here knows that, so there shouldn't be any problems. Secondly, it's a masturbation party only. Touching or being touched is all that's allowed. Anything else you need to make arrangements with those individuals for later, someplace else. But not here. Thirdly, you're not expected to have to do anything, or participate in any way if you choose not to. We have a few people who won't. They don't mind being observed, or observing themselves while everyone else indulges themselves, but they are pretty exclusive to just one another. One gentleman, Andrew...Jackie's husband is purely a voyeur and prefers watching while pleasuring himself. Jackie on the other hand, is pretty open to just about anything within the limitations as I've already addressed. So in a nutshell, that's pretty much it. Don't feel like you're obligated to do anything you're not comfortable doing," she finished eyeballing me first for reaction, and then Karen. "Any questions?" Neither Karen nor I had any, though I was actually surprised she had told her that, especially after our recent conversation, though I could also certainly understand the reasoning behind doing so. Anyone going against the rules would be immediately asked to leave. Maybe she was thinking Karen would actually do that. Karen finished removing her coat at that point, hanging it up. Frankly, I was honestly surprised.
Karen was wearing a thin black leather corset with zippers in strategic places. Her medium sized breasts were pushed to near overflowing. She wore black leather garters and sheer stockings, along with a black panty, that was also zippered. She actually looked hot, which again caused me to second guess myself at what I was actually doing here.
"Very nice," Darlene drawled, and then reached out, one finger lingering atop one of Karen's zippered breasts. "May I?" She asked.
"Maybe later," Karen responded, only now sounding a bit unsure of herself. "But I didn't say no either," she added trying to smile. Darlene nodded her head in understanding.
"Fair enough. Now...let's go in and meet everyone else."
The moment Rub spotted me, she came running up to give me a hug. I don't know what Karen's reaction was to that, as she stood off to one side and behind me. But I was delighted that Rub had done that. "So glad you came...or soon will," she giggled excitedly. She stepped back, only then introducing herself to Karen politely far less intimately so. I noticed as she did, she appeared to be wearing a bright red bikini, which at first surprised me she was even wearing that much. And then I looked closer. Her bikini was painted on! She was actually nude!
"Wow!" I exclaimed as my eyes continued to play tricks on me. The definitive lines of her breasts and nipples so expertly concealed, not to mention the bikini bottoms that she wasn't wearing. The camel-toe I was now looking at, not part of the stretched material of any garment, but her actual red-painted pussy lips themselves.
"Ah you like huh?" She said turning so that we could get the entire view of her, especially her tight little ass. "You could almost call them edible in a way. Totally water soluble, and edible to boot! I figure, if I have enough cum sprayed on me later, they're apt to put into polka dots!"
Karen's face and expression remained passive upon hearing that, which I had to assume she was fighting to control. There was obviously a bit of jealousy there as the young woman continued to stand there flirting with me a bit, until she dragged us both by the hand, further on into the room, eventually leading us down the hallway to where the fun room was. And where no doubt, everyone else was too.
Darlene quickly made introductions all the way around again after we entered. By the looks of it, both Stacy and Jan had followed suit with Rub's nonexistent attire, making me realize that the three of them had to have spent the better part of the late afternoon painting one another. All three girls wearing...or rather not wearing bikini's, though Jan's was a black and white stripped image, where Stacy's was a blue and white polka dot affair. Obviously she wouldn't need to worry about oddly shaped dots showing up on her painting later. Crystal was dressed far more conservatively that I would have thought. Much like Darlene, she was wearing a bright red floor-length gown, though sexy in appearance, hardly showed anything at all, even though it was fairly form fitting. David...like me, wore a simple black terry cloth robe. Steven on the other hand didn't surprise me at all. He was the only one there who at the moment was entirely naked. The only surprise, was that his cock was totally flaccid at the moment as it swung to and fro as he walked towards us. It appeared, he was already getting into his role as he approached Karen, once more introducing himself, though Darlene had essentially already done that.
"Nice to meet you," he said taking Karen's hand, shaking it. And I noticed as he did, her eyes were glued for a moment to his slightly bouncing prick as he stood there. Finally she lifted her eyes in greeting, smiling.
"And a...nice to see, err, rather meet you too," she told him.
Rub then directed us over towards one of two couches where two guys sat staying pretty much to themselves. Having never actually met them yet, I guessed them to be Rob and Daniel, which Rub quickly confirmed. To my immediate surprise, both very cordial and friendly, and had I not known ahead of time, I'd have never guessed at either one of them being gay. Aside from a few light touches here and there upon one another's person, there was no other obvious signs that either one of them actually was. They looked about as straight as any two men I had ever seen, there was absolutely nothing effeminate about either one of them. But there was yet another reason for this more personal introduction too. The one thing I had shared with Darlene ahead of time, and something I hoped she had spoken to these two about somewhere along the way. I was counting on their very open, uninhibited participation, even if it remained strictly between the two of them as I was told it most assuredly would be. They enjoyed watching, and being watched. But anything and everything they did, remained strictly between them, which in this case, was fine by me. But I did hope it would go a long way in accomplishing what I hoped that it would. If Karen had any inhibitions, and had brought them with her tonight, just seeing these two in action, I hoped...would go a long ways towards elevating that.
After we had been married for a while, we'd actually reached, or gotten to the point where we were sharing pillow-talk with one another. Sharing fantasies and desires with each other, though at the time, a vast majority of those were the kind I didn't feel we would ever act upon. In time, Karen eventually shared with me how much of a turn-on it was for her to see two guys together. And though the thought of that certainly wasn't my thing, I could from my side of it...basically understand. I enjoyed watching two women together, which again wasn't really her thing either. About as close as Karen had ever gotten to doing anything like that, was in touching another young woman's boobs...growing up. And even that hadn't been meant as anything sexual. They were just making simple comparisons of one another's when maturing.
We had even at times, watched a few x-rated movies together. Karen had consented to watching more than a few female/female/male threesomes with me, and I eventually in fairness to her, watched a few male/male/female threesomes with her. Though even those rarely, if ever portrayed any bi-sexuality amongst the men. About as close as those ever got, was when she'd sit there holding their two dicks together, jerking and sucking them off. Something that even I didn't find objectionable in the least. And especially as hot as those movies seemed to get Karen at the time.
Maybe they worked too good, considering. But if there was anything that would get Karen's motor eventually running, I know it would be watching the two of them. I again hoped they'd be more than willing to do that, rather than just sit there and watch everyone else as Darlene had told me they mostly did. Rub had also had a little chat with the girls, so I was likewise banking on the two of them to tease and prompt the two young men into fooling around more than usual too. An awful lot depended on just how hot and horny the evening actually went, and if Karen could herself tolerate it, or if she would run screaming into the night because of it. There was no real way of knowing which one she would.
Jackie and Andrew were there too of course, Jackie in fact already sitting in the swing, though she was well covered up at the time, which I was just a little thankful for at the moment anyway. Not having mentioned anything to Karen about the woman actually having three tits. Though that might have done it right then and there. I had no idea where Karen's kink-level comfort zone was. Though I too was still in the process of discovering where mine was at. Rub seemed to enjoy pushing that to new levels whenever she could as I was constantly discovering.
Looking around the room, I saw only one other guy that I hadn't seen or met before, though I later learned his name was Jim. As Darlene stood next to him, laughing and giggling a bit, her hand snaking inside the opening of the robe he was wearing to playfully fondle what I knew had to be his prick. When she took her hand away a few moments later, it was tenting the garment he had on considerably. More so than my own did. I knew then, he had to have a fairly big cock. Perhaps not Mole-sized, but certainly a large one. That might very possibly help somewhere down the road too as the night wore on. Darlene soon moved over, rejoining us as I gingerly sipped on my first beer, learning that Karen and I hadn't been the last ones to arrive yet.
"Holly's running just a bit late, though she should be here anytime now. As soon as she does get here, we'll start the party off with a simple little game to set the mood with. Nothing too elaborate, but it does seem to help get things going here," she told us. The one thing I was struggling with a bit here, was not wanting to "seem" as though Karen was my date for the evening, though thankfully Rub's greeting had gone a long way to showing otherwise. Still, forced to take a seat, with Karen now sitting next to me as we waited for the party to get started, made me more than just a little uncomfortable.
Finally, Darlene reentered the room, Holly beside her, our eyes meeting in immediate acknowledgement of one another. Holly wore a simple white, satiny-like camisole top with matching panties. It hugged her breasts wonderfully, her hard twin nipples poking and straining against the material as she stood there. She didn't even pay a moment's notice to Karen as Darlene spoke, her eyes and smile directed solely at me. "Ok everyone. Now that we're all here...let the games begin!"
** "Now, since there are three new people here tonight, I thought we'd start out with a simple little game, something we all used to play as kids growing up. Blind man's bluff!" She announced as she began handing out black scarves for everyone to place around their eyes as she and Rub went about tying them on each one of us securely, making sure we each couldn't see. Taking us by the hand, she then led each one of us into the middle of the room. In seconds I could feel and sense she and Rub as they quickly untied, or took off the robes the guys were all wearing.
"Alright girls. First it's your turn. One at a time here, you get to go down the line, you may touch and feel wherever you'd like as you move along from one guy to the next, except for Rob and Daniel who have expressly requested to be excluded from participating in this. Is there anyone else who also doesn't wish to participate at this time?" I half expected for Karen to raise an objection, surprised when she didn't. "Very good...one by one you can all circle about while the music's playing. When it stops playing, the girls will remain standing, and then it will be the boys turn to do the same thing to them."



I was actually quite looking forward to this! Curious to see if I could figure out who was who, though it was a pretty sure bet I'd know who Jackie was. Even then, I was curious to find out for myself if they actually were real.
As the music played, I felt and sensed the presence of one woman after another as they passed by. Equally blind, I felt their hands tentatively caressing, passing, sometimes fondling, sometimes just grazing various parts of my body. Not knowing who it was that was doing this. It was an interesting experience, and left me moments later, standing there with a very proud, firm erection. The only one I knew for sure, had been Rub, as she and Darlene both were the only two not actually blind-folded. Especially when she whispered quickly into my ear.
"You may not have the biggest dick here, but it's certainly the hardest!" She teased and then went on by.
Some touched it, some hadn't. And by the time all the women present who had gone by, I wondered then if Karen had, unable to guess, as I thought I might when the music finally stopped playing.
"Ok girls, now it's the boys turn!" Darlene announced as I stood waiting my turn to slowly walk the line of women standing there somewhere in front of me. Expecting it would be easy, more so for the guys perhaps, I soon discovered as I now stood, that more than one of the women had removed what little they had on, save for one or two of them. Karen included. Passing my fingers over her leather, and still zippered breasts told me that she hadn't been amongst the handful who had. No real surprise there either. I did take delight, and an extra lingered caress perhaps upon coming across Jackie. There was no mistaking who she was, and I was also pleasantly surprised when all three of her breasts felt as soft and pliant as any I had ever known. I was in hopeful expectation of actually tit-fucking her at some point during the evening, if she'd let me.
After the music stopped, Darlene and Rub now took everyone by the hand re-seating everyone before announcing we could take the blindfolds off. When we did, I was delightedly surprised to see they had purposely reshuffled everyone. Though Rob and Daniel had not participated physically, they had of course enjoyed watching everyone else play blind-man's bluff and had taken the opportunity to remove their clothing. Now ALL the men there were entirely naked. Darlene had purposely placed Karen on the couch sitting next to them with Steven sitting on the other side of her. I was now sandwiched between Holly on one side, and Rub on the other, though slightly disappointed to discover that Holly, along with Darlene and Karen were the only women still dressed. The rest of the women had also managed to remove their clothes, though Rub, Stacy and Jan had basically been that way anyway with the paint-job bikini's they'd been wearing.
"Ok everyone, feel free to mingle and move about as you wish," Darlene announced. "We're all here to relax, and have fun and get to know one another a lot better." Jan and Stacy immediately headed over towards the sex-swing, with Jan grabbing a particularly wicked looking vibrator out of the cabinet when she did. Crystal stood walking over to watch, though David remained sitting next to Jackie on one side, with Jim sitting on the other. I watched fascinated as both David and Jim began playing with her outside breasts, caressing and toying with those, as she then reached up and began toying with her own middle breast, though her free hand soon wandered over into Jim's lap. It didn't take her long to wake up the beast between his legs again as it continued to grow to rather epic proportions.
The party was starting to heat up.
I turned my attention back to Karen for a moment, curious as to how she was dealing with all this, though not at all surprised to see her actually chatting with Rob and Daniel, who continued to sit there slowly, almost teasingly fondling one another, as she divided her attention between them and Steven who was likewise sitting there fondling himself.
"That should keep her occupied for a while," I thought to myself. Andrew had wandered over to now watch the girls in the swing as had Rub, Jan now strapped in the contraption with Stacy working the wickedly humming vibrator in and out of the young girls cunt. Jan was already making quite a bit of pleasurable noise as she did.
That left Holly and I basically alone for a moment as we almost simultaneously turned towards one another. I was of course in hopeful expectation.
"I'm going to wander back to the kitchen for a glass of wine," she announced. "And just in case you're wondering...I like to warm up to things," she added to that. "I like to watch for a bit before getting involved, helps me get my motor running. So don't take things wrong here, because I have every intention of playing with that dick of yours later." She smiled, winked and then stood wandering out of the room, Darlene following. I had considered sort of tagging a long, but when Darlene made a point of joining her in conversation, I figured she had done so purposely, so decided against doing that and find another way of entertaining myself for a while.
I once again glanced over in Karen's direction, but she seemed perfectly content for the moment to continue watching Daniel and Rob, though occasionally looking over in Steven's direction too. I overheard him asking Karen if he could see her tits, since she hadn't as yet bothered undressing herself much. To my immediate surprise, she reluctantly agreed, and actually unzipped the cups of her leather top actually freeing them. Admittedly, it looked sexy as hell, and I was again second-guessing myself about all this, though not for long. It was then that Jackie approached with David in tow. I looked up starting to grin from ear to ear.
"I understand you're interested in titty-fucking," she basically asked. "And since I can obviously accommodate two of you...David would also like to join in if you don't mind having company."
Jackie then sat in a straight-backed chair, David and I standing off to either side of her. I watched for a moment as David quickly placed his hard, thick cock between the inviting cleavage of her right and middle breast, as I soon followed, doing the same between her left and middle breast. Jackie placed her hands on either side, squeezing all of them together, effectively creating a nice little titty-tunnel to slide our pricks between. Having already prepared herself just prior, Jackie had poured a fairly liberal amount of massage oil over her tits, so sliding through those twin valleys was not only easy, but quite pleasurable. It was interesting indeed to stand there sawing back and forth, feeling the exquisite sensation of actually titty-fucking her, while simultaneously watching David doing the same thing. And though there was still plenty of erotic action taking place over by the sex-swing, Rub and Andrew came wandering over to watch us. Andrew now uninhibitedly stroking himself as I'd been told he'd most likely be doing for most of the evening. He was definitely more of a voyeur as opposed to being anything else. Rub on the other hand was definitely more of a participant as she reached in, caressing and teasing Jackie's nipples playfully while we fucked her breasts. I noticed as she leaned forward however that a small little gold chain she was wearing around her neck started swinging back and forth slightly. Attached to it was a small little gold plate with some sort of an engraving on it. Rub saw me looking at it and smiled, standing up.
"Read," she said holding it up closer so that I could. In dainty script the engraving actually said, "cum-slut".
"Cute," I responded back though I knew I hadn't seen her wearing it before. Before I could say more however, she pointed over towards a small end table. There were two more of the tiny gold chains and gold engraved plates sitting there.
"Eventually, you might see some of the other women picking them up and wearing them for a while. I know mom will. Basically what it means is, anyone can come up, come on you, wherever and whenever they want...without having to ask first, just so long as you're wearing one of these," she explained letting it go as it once more fell comfortably between her red-painted breasts again. Though I noticed as she did, she was already starting to lose a bit of paint here and there as she began to perspire just a little. Or...when she indeed started to get dumped on, as I'm sure she soon would. Andrew was already looking at her like he might any time now himself. "You might wanna warn your girlfriend-wife," she teased, " about putting one of these on."
"I don't think either one of us has any reason to worry about her doing that," I laughed back still sliding my prick back and forth between Jackie's boobs as she held them in place. "I was lucky to do that maybe twice a year...if then while we were together."
"Maybe I should go hand her one, tell her to put it on without telling her what it means," she threatened. I considered it...briefly.
"No...best not, I'm pretty sure that would definitely put a damper on the evening if someone were to walk up suddenly and began spraying her down. I'm pretty sure she wouldn't take too kindly to that, especially not being asked first."
"Oh well, just a thought," she smiled, and then reached down taking both my prick and David's in her hand, now rubbing them both over and around Jackie's breasts.
"Oh fuck! I think I'm gonna cum already!" David announced, his face already beginning to screw up in pleasure.
"Do her then baby!" Jackie pointed. "She's the one wearing the sign, and I'm not ready to get all messed up yet."
Sure enough, David had barely had time enough to turn, facing Rub when he began to unleash a torrent of cum-cream against her top, streaking it even further than it was already. Upon seeing this perhaps, Andrew took a step closer himself, and began adding his own creamy discharge against her as well. In seconds, her red top was beginning to run down her chest, towards her belly and further, leaving long red runny-cum lines of spunk as they did.
"Guess it's time to wash this off and get officially naked," she giggled. First making an appearance over by the sex-swing where Crystal was now sitting in it, taking her turn. "Thought I'd show you what happens when they really get wet," she told the girls displaying her cum-soaked tits and belly. Jan's wasn't in much better shape though, though hers had smeared off mostly from having her tits sucked and played with while she'd been in the swing.
Not wanting to shoot my first load as soon as David and Andrew had, I excused myself, deciding to take a break for a moment and go in search of my open beer. Just then, Karen stood up and appeared to be heading my way. As she did, Steven shrugged his shoulders looking towards me behind her back as if to say, "Sorry...I tried."
"Looked to me like you were having fun," she said with a somewhat smirky smile on her face, though maybe I was just reading it that way. I chose not to answer her question, asking her one instead.
"How about you? Looked like you were enjoying Rob and Daniel's play, and Steven's too," I added, hoping she had.
"Well, I'll admit, it was interesting watching that. But I'm still a bit nervous about doing too much," she told me honestly, though it was nice seeing her tits hanging out of her leather corset. I was almost tempted to tweak one, and might have had Karen not looked like she was looking for someone. "You know where the restrooms are?"
"Down the hall and to your left," I told her. I watched her wander off, and then headed out to the kitchen in search of my beer. Since I had only two I could drink, I wasn't about to let either one of them go to waste. Entering the kitchen, I was delighted to find Holly and Darlene still in there, though Darlene was at last naked, sitting on the kitchen counter. She had a bit of a sheen on her face, appearing as though she'd just had her first orgasm of the night. I wish I had been there to see it. Holly was smiling, stepping away from whatever she'd been doing, passing by, though she gave my ass a quick pat as she did.
"Don't use it all up. Try and save some for me," she said and then headed back towards the fun room. Once more I wanted to follow her, but having the opportunity I now had to speak to Darlene alone, I wasn't about to pass that one up either. Besides...I had located my beer.
"I'm not sure things are working out very well," I began as Darlene sat wiping up her cunt, as well as the floor moments later. By the looks of it, she'd had a nice little squirt herself. "She doesn't seem like she's very excited, or having too much of a good time. I keep waiting for her to say or do something that might spoil the evening for everyone else."
"You keep worrying, you'll spoil the evening for yourself," she told me walking over to give my dick a bit of a fondle. "I think she's a bit like Holly. Needs time to work herself up to the point where she's comfortable letting her hair down. Give it time, we'll see. Did she enjoy watching the boys though?" She asked.
"Well it appeared she did yes, more so than Steven, that's for sure. Though he did somehow manage to convince her to show her tits to him."
"Well...there ya go! Like I said, give it time. She might just surprise you yet."
"That's what I'm sort of worried about. But it might turn out to be the kind of surprise I'm not looking for."
"Don't worry sweetie. There's always a plan B."
"Plan B? What's plan B?"
"Sorry, that's on a need to know basis. And right now, you don't need to know. But the one thing you do need, is a little action. So what's say we go back into the fun room and see how things are going shall we?" I followed, though rather led, as Darlene held tightly onto my cock as she pulled me behind her, joining the others moments later. Things were certainly starting to look up. Karen had returned now as well. And she was actually naked! "See? I told you," Darlene whispered to me. "The nights still young yet, and there's a lot more to come," she grinned letting me know what she actually meant by that. "Alright Crystal, I'm ready for a turn in the swing," she said as Crystal lay there trying to catch her breath. By the looks of it, she too had just had a nice little orgasm at Rub's hands. "Grab me the strap-on, would you dear?" She asked Rub. "The one that also vibrates?" To my surprise, even Karen walked over, intending to watch this, though several others had likewise now gathered around.
"She always squirts really good whenever she uses this," Rub told me handing her mother the toy as Darlene then looked at Stacy.
"Feeling like doing the honors?" She asked. Stacy grinned, nodded her head yes, and began putting on the rather obscene looking toy.
It was nice when Holly saddled up next to me looking on, though I was still anxious to have a good look at her. She was the only woman there who was still dressed. "So, you good for more than one pop a night?" She asked me point blank. I laughed.
"I certainly hope so, though it has been a pretty long time," I told her. Interestingly enough she glanced over at Karen, who was now at least focused on Darlene as Stacy began teasing her pussy with the now vibrating toy before actually putting it to her so to speak.
"I understand. Been there myself," she said confidentially by the tone of her voice. I noticed then however she was wearing one of the little gold chains with the medallion hanging from it, though it did appear to be on backwards. I was surprised to see her actually wearing it for one, but then mentioned that it was. "Oh that's right, you wouldn't know," she giggled.
"Know? Know what?"
"If anyone wears it like this, it means that we get to pick the men we'd like to have cum on us, she told me. Which is why I asked you a few moments ago if you were a one popper or not." Once again, another rule I wasn't aware of. Darlene seriously needed to think about putting together a handbook for new-cummers.
"So...you'd like me to..."
"Yeah, cum on me," she grinned. "Squirt all over my camisole. It's about time it came off don't you think?"
I forgot all about Darlene and the swing. I now had other urgent matters to attend to.
**
It was damn fucking hot, standing there in front of Holly as she sat on the couch jacking me off, though occasionally rubbing the head of my dick against her fleshy breasts, even if it was through the thin satiny material of her camisole. All around us we could hear the sounds of everyone else enjoying themselves, which merely heightened the eroticism that the two of us were sharing. I had taken a quick brief look, saw Karen still standing next to the swing where Darlene was, craning her neck our way for a look, though thankfully she made no motion to come over here. I was grateful for that.
"Darlene and Rub both told me, that you do tend to cum a lot. That true?"
"You're about to find out," I half grimaced, her strong yet delicate hand working its magic on me as she slow-stroked, and yet wonderfully teased the head with each upward stroke, causing my legs to shake. "God that feels good," I somehow managed.
"Yes, it does feel good," she literally purred, increasing the tempo just a little, and once again slapping my dick against her nipples a bit, before going back to her almost torturous, slow-stroking technique that had me shaking from head to toe at this point.
"Oh man," I moaned as the moment drew closer and closer. "And...where?" I asked barely able to even speak the words.
"Right here," she told me again, though I enjoyed hearing her say it. "All over my tits baby, soak em for me, get my top all nice and messy so I'll be forced into taking it off."
Holly didn't have to ask me twice. In moment's, I was doing that. Spraying the front of her expensive looking camisole with my cream. And I didn't just spray it either. Within moments, I had drenched it. I didn't exactly count either, though I wish I had. I'd have been willing to bet that I had just set a personal record for the number of hard-felt ejaculations that I sprayed on her. Needless to say, the camisole she had on, was nearly transparent by the time I was finished.
"Wow, you weren't kidding were you?" She laughed, her breasts now virtually stuck to the front of her garment. "I do hope you'll have a bit more left later on for me," she then added to that.
"I assure you, I will. Even if I don't cum again the rest of the night, I promise you...I will."
I helped her to remove her cum-soaked top, and then she reached down, sliding her matching panties down as well. Now she too was as naked as everyone else. And I stood feasting my eyes on her magnificent breasts, hard taut nipples, and beautifully bare pussy. I think I could have cum again in a second or two. But she stood up, heading down the hall towards the restroom. "Just remember, you promised!" She said with a laugh, and then disappeared.
I turned, still weak in the knees, though not at all pleased when I saw Karen suddenly making her way over towards me.
"Goodness, you never came like that with me!" She started. I almost said something I was thinking, but held my tongue. "Looks like you enjoyed yourself though," she said a bit more sweetly, catching me a little off guard by that. There was lust in her eyes. A look I hadn't seen from her in a very, very long time now. "You know if you want to, you can." She actually cupped her breasts, holding them together.
"Ah, maybe later," I said. "Definitely time for a break." And though I hated doing it so early, I soon headed into the kitchen to open my second beer.
**
When I walked into the kitchen, I found Crystal kneeling in front of Andrew and Jim. She was holding their rigidly hard cocks together, jerking them off as one, though I noticed she also appeared to be cheating a bit. And Jim really did have one hell of a large cock too, though I also noticed, where it was big, it wasn't nearly as hard as Andrew's was, or as mine had been. Obviously, he had a little bit of difficulty getting it that way, though Crystal didn't seem to mind it too much as she continued slapping the two pricks against one another, enjoying her own lusty playfulness. Neither one of the guys seemed to mind either however, and moaned pleasurably as she continued doing so, still licking the two of them simultaneously at times.



"Isn't that technically a no-no?" I asked as she allowed her tongue to dance across the two dick heads she knelt there holding together.
"Technically, maybe. But there are a few things that Darlene allows us to get away with, if you hadn't noticed. Technically, she was fucking in the swing there, but since it was with a vibrator, we don't really count that. Nor do we count a few teasing little things like this," she said again...showing me as she lapped away briefly at the two dicks she was holding. "Just as long as I'm not, you know...gobbling them down in front of everyone else, or making a real scene of it, then everyone tends to look the other way. Darlene's been known to do similar herself. Anyway, care to join us? I'd enjoy seeing what it's like to try doing this to three dicks at one time."
Though tempted, I was still spent, and it might be a while yet before I actually managed to get it up again.
"I'm just now recovering," I said grinning at her. "Maybe later."
"I'll be looking forward to that," she told me, and then went back to occasionally licking and working their cocks. It was interesting, and highly arousing, watching her do that. I leaned against the counter, sipping my beer when Jan came wandering into the kitchen.
"So where's Stacy?" I asked. It was rare that you ever saw one without the other. Jan laughed.
"Well at the moment, she's taking a turn in the swing, kind of interesting too," she added further. "Jackie's currently tit-fucking her with her middle breast. Hard to see much at the moment though, so many people gathered around, including your wife."
I was glad to hear that, though winced slightly at the "wife" part. At least Karen seemed that she was starting to take an interest in things, especially if it was two women involved. "She's not my wife anymore," I told Jan unnecessarily, though it was true, we weren't officially divorced yet. I was half tempted to go back into the fun room and see this for myself though, until Jan stopped me in my tracks.
"Well, I mainly came in here to find you," she now said. "Thought you might like to know since Darlene asked a few of us to more or less keep an eye on her. But I did see her sitting next to Steven on the couch just before the Jackie thing started. She had been watching Rob and Daniel again, only this time watching them as they got one another off. Seemed to enjoy seeing that, which is when Steven joined her. Then he of course sat jacking his prick off, while she sat watching him. I noticed as she did, that she finally actually slipped her hand down between her own legs, and appeared to be touching herself while watching him do that. Darlene said for us to tell you if we saw anything that indicated she was starting to loosen up. I thought that qualified."
"It does. Thank you!" I said leaning over and actually giving her a kiss on the cheek for leaving swing scene in order to come in here and tell me that.
"Watch it buster!" She joked. "Good thing Stacy wasn't in here and saw you trying to kiss me!"
"But I wasn't actually..." She laughed.
"I'm just messing with you silly. But you can kiss these if you want to!" She held up her cute pert tits for me to kiss, and I sure as hell wasn't about to pass that up. I kissed, and then licked each one just a little, fearing that perhaps I'd overextended the offer I'd been given. Starting to pull away, she then held my head against her breast, whispering as she did. "Go ahead, suck it for me...it's been a while since I've actually had a man do that to them." I drew her hard, taut nipple into my mouth, now sucking on it a bit more firmly, enjoying the softness of her breast as I likewise held it within my hands, then switching, drawing in her other nipple, sucking it. "You like doing that?" She asked.
"Hell yes," I managed to say preparing to switch tits again, though she finally put her hands on me, pushing me away just enough to let me know the titty-sucking, for the moment at least...was over.
"Food for thought," she said. "But you can have more of that, and even do the same to Stacy too, if you consider doing what we asked you to do, on top of the two of us jacking your dick off. So...think about it, something a little extra special that we're not willing to let any man do you know."
God she was a tease, and a damn fine one at that. I assured her I was still considering her offer, though in truth, I really hadn't thought about it much further up until now. "By the way, Darlene clued us in about Plan B, just in case Plan A doesn't work out," she said looking at me over her shoulder as she walked away.
"Plan B?" I stood asking myself as she disappeared down the hall. Obviously everyone except for me knew there was a Plan B. Which was starting to make me just a little nervous wondering what it was. With luck though, especially as Karen had seemed to let one more inhibition come down, that hopefully, we wouldn't have to implement Plan B. Whatever the fuck it was.
Hearing a very deep throated groan coming from Jim, I quickly turned my attention back to what Crystal was doing, just in time to see his prick begin to seep a lava-flow like torrent of cum. He didn't really spurt exactly, it mostly just oozed out of the head of his dick, but...what he lacked in forceful ejaculation, he more than made up for in volume of cream as it continued to pour out of the tip of his cock, eventually starting to actually splat on Darlene's kitchen floor.
"Just make sure you clean up the mess," Darlene spoke with a bit of amusement in her tone of voice as she suddenly came walking in. Though she immediately walked over taking a hold of Andrew's prick, jacking maybe once or twice, before he actually did shoot out a few well-placed spurts, mostly against Crystal's face, though she'd closed her eyes, laughing through it. "Serves you right Crystal," she admonished her friend. "You're penalty for too much licking." Darlene then looked towards me. "By the way Tom, I actually came in here to find you."
"Oh?"
"Yeah, it's Holly's turn in the swing next, and she was asking for you."
I sat my half-empty beer on the counter, and then made a bee-line down the hall back towards the fun room. I had no clue what she was expecting me to do, or wanted me to do. But if it had anything to do with Plan B, or C...or even D. I was all for it.
To be continued...
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By the time I got back into the fun room, Holly was already being strapped and secured into the swing. Rub, Stacy and Jan securing her in when I arrived. Just standing there looking on as they did that, and as she looked over towards me, smiling...was more than enough to harden my prick almost instantly. Holly hung there suspended, her hands, legs and feet bound and secured in the sex-swing, virtually unable to do anything but just sit there.
"Ok, Tom...now it's your turn!" Rub stood crooking her finger at me, telling me to step over to her. I noticed then there was another pair of wrist straps hanging from the ceiling. Curious, I still did as she asked. Jan and Stacy now taking the straps, securing my wrists within, and then hoisting them upwards until I was standing there, arms in the air, but surprisingly comfortable.
"Ok, so now what?" I asked though looking down at the delectable prize swinging provocatively so, there in front of me.
"Now we tease...or rather I do," Rub stated reaching down, taking my cock within her hand. Several had started to gather around to watch, including Karen who had positioned herself in such a way that she made it virtually impossible not to notice her. I could have cared less at this point. Too excited and aroused to be concerned with what she was thinking, though the expression on her face certainly didn't look angry or even jealous. There was again an almost lusty look to them which was something I quite simply wasn't familiar with in seeing.
Pulling me a bit closer towards Holly, Rub ran the head of my dick slowly, and quite teasingly up the very wet glistening grove of her bare split. I could see Holly's juices already starting to smear the head of my dick, pleasuring it even further, as Rub now tapped at Holly's hard exposed little clit. Hearing Holly moan as she did that, closing her eyes, gritting her teeth and struggling to some extent was erotic as hell as Rub continued the teasing torture of us both, simply using her hand.
Although my eyes were pretty much glued to what Rub was doing, enjoying the sight of Holly's gorgeous looking bare cunt, I quickly stole another look in Karen's direction, wondering once again how she was taking all this. Actually seeing her with her own hand down between her legs, the subtle movement which was undeniable, that she was in fact touching herself, surprised me. Though again, her even being here in the first place had surprised me. I was almost feeling guilty about it now, though that thought quickly evaporated hearing Holly's voice.
"Smack my clit with that hard fucking cock!" She demanded of Rub. "And you two...get over here and start playing with my tits!"
Though they had been standing close by the entire time, both Stacy and Jan had been as mesmerized as everyone else seemed to be, though hearing Holly's demand, they quickly found their senses. Each one now taking one of Holly's sweet tits in hand, they now added the additional pleasure of their doing that to her, toying and tugging on her nipples, pinching and pulling on them as Holly urgently demanded. Rub, slapping my prick against her pussy, the wetness of it now adding a more decadent, obscene sound that further intensified my own pleasurable ecstasy.
"Oh fuck that's good!" I wailed, closing my eyes briefly, knowing that Karen no doubt was looking towards me now, and truth of the matter was, I didn't really want to be looking into her face when I was feeling this.
"Rub it fast now damn you!" Holly called out. "Rub my clit Rub!" She chuckled at the words, though her face was flushed with the impending orgasm that was already starting to creep up on her. "That's it...hard, fast...faster! Faster! Make me cum Rub! Make me cum!"
All around us everyone seemed to be either touching themselves, or someone close by. Not one person wasn't now somehow as involved as we were. Even Crystal had walked up behind Jan on one side, now fingering her as she stood playing with one of Holly's breasts. Jackie doing the same to Stacy, David standing next to her, jacking himself off with one hand, though fondling Jackie's three tits as though playing the piano with the other. Darlene stood next to Jim, his large thick cock finally looking harder than I had seen it so far, stroking and fondling it, while Andrew looked on once more stroking his own, preferring to do so while watching us. Steven had saddled up next to Karen, who continued to even more openly toy with herself, though I now saw her looking down at Steven's dick periodically, almost willing her to finally reach over and grab it. Even Rob and Daniel stood there looking on, completing the circle that now completely and totally surrounded the two of us.
"Suck em! Suck em! Suck em hard!" Holly was begging, delirious with pleasure now as both Jan and Stacy latched onto one of her breasts, biting and nipping at it as Holly began to thrash almost violently in the swing.
"Cum baby! Cum!" Rub was urging, and whether she was speaking to Holly, me or us both, it made no difference, as I now too found myself teetering on the edge.
And then...she was coming.
That first juicy splurge was a sight to behold! I felt the warmth of it almost before I actually saw it. The pleasure of her liquid orgasm as it erupted. Rub holding my prick against her opening, still rubbing it furiously and directly against her clit. The sudden bath of Holly's juices as they began pouring out in rapid, pulsating spurts, each one of which seemed to drench Rub and I both as Rub cried out in ecstasy too, only then making me aware of the fact she'd been fingering herself almost the entire time. She joined us in our mutually combined bliss, even as Holly's continued deluge of female spunk continued to pour forth, raining down in a glorious cascade upon and against the two of us.
It was like watching dominos fall after that. In all the porn movies I had ever seen, I had never seen the almost simultaneous eruption of so many spurting cocks all at once, nor the orgasmic cries that most if not all of the women were simultaneously experiencing as well, if not otherwise engaged. In seconds, Jim and Andrew had turned on Darlene, her large breasts suddenly saturated with several thick copious loads of spunk. Even Rob and Daniel were at it again, coming together as Karen diverted her attention back to them, watching... her own hand and fingers wildly moving now against her sex as she strove towards her own orgasmic release. Steven had even reached up, cupping one of her breasts, fondling it still Jacking himself off as she turned towards him. In moment's he too was spurting all over her, yet another surprise as she stood there in climatic bliss, watching him do so, now climaxing herself as she shuddered, almost collapsing, reaching her hand out to his shoulder for support.
It was simply too much, even for me. With Holly's pussy still spritzing a bit of her own female nectar, and though Rub had in fact let go of my cock, no longer holding on or working it as she savored the last final moments of her own sweet cum, I felt the throb, the pulsating sign, another throb, and then the "no-hands" jettison of my spunk as I stood there watching the first several spurts suddenly leap from my cock. And Holly laughing excitedly, still quivering herself as she saw the streamers of my own cream raining down on her almost everywhere at once.
"That's it baby! That's it! Come for me...come on me baby! Give it to me...give it all to me!"
I gave her all that, and then some.
**
The party had been going on for well over two hours now. But after the last climatic thrill we'd all shared, everyone seemed to be in need of a little breather. I had gone back into the kitchen to retrieve the last of my beer, following Darlene and a few others. Karen had made an immediate bee-line towards the bathroom of course to clean up, unlike Darlene who stood leaning against the counter sipping on her drink, strings of cum still clinging to her, now running down over her breasts and onto her tummy.
She looked at me inquisitively. I motioned my head towards the hall. "Bathroom," I said making it obvious. She nodded hers in understanding, asking.
"You're Ex a one-time cum?" She asked pointedly.
It was a fair and concerning question. She always had been, at least with me anyway. Not that I hadn't tried. But for her, after her climax, which usually was a good one, she was pretty well done for, even though I could have easily with a short time out, gone again.
"I honestly don't know," I told her, again seeing her thoughtful look.
"She did seem to be enjoying herself that time though," she added. "And I noticed, she even let Steven have a feel of her tit there for a bit."
"Yeah, she did," I said hopefully. But though she'd allowed it, she hadn't really reciprocated in any way. Seeing her finally allow herself to have an orgasm amongst a group of people was almost more than I had actually expected to see. But it was far short of what I was hoping to have seen, if this was going to work. I was again having doubts about myself, about her...and more importantly about what I was actually doing here, though again as Holly walked into the kitchen joining us, I was happily reminded why.
"That was...really something!" I told her as she leaned into me, allowing one of her soft pliant breasts to snuggle into my side.
"So. You liked that huh?" She grinned, leaning in to give me a quick peck on the cheek. "Well just so you know, I enjoyed watching you too. And hand's free no less! Can only imagine what that would have been like had you actually been helping it to come out!"
"I don't think it could have been any more, or any more intense as it was," I assured her. "Just watching you, and feeling you...come like that, was amazing Holly!" She smiled at that.
"Well admittedly, as good as it was, you should see me when I really get worked up."
"You mean, even more than that?" I asked incredulously.
"Oh yeah. Tell him Darlene, what's the one thing that really gets me off and gets my juices going!"
I turned towards Darlene just as a dangle of cum dripped from the tip of her breast, falling to land on her toes. "That's easy, whenever she gets her pussy licked. If you think she came hard that time...you should see it whenever anyone does that to her!"
I knew then and there, if it was the last thing I ever did...I had to eat this woman's pussy!
"Now, I guess I really should go and clean up a little," she said excusing herself, sliding by. "But it also might be a good time to check in on...Karen," she said pausing. "And see how she's doing."
Crystal had emerged just at that very moment before I could really say anything else to Holly, especially as I was still trying to work up the nerve to tell her how badly I really did want to go down on her. The fact I was Jones'ing for another beer didn't help much either. Having finished my second one by now, I was thirsty as hell, and water just wasn't going to cut it. Since I'd brought four along, and since Karen really wasn't much of a beer drinker, I figured "what the hell?" who was going to know anyway? Really? There'd already been a small bending of the rules around here as it was, so I figured a minor third-beer infraction wasn't going to kick me out of this party. Crystal was already opening the fridge.
"Hey, would you mind grabbing me one of those Corona's?" I asked her, admiring the view as she leaned forward, bending over. The subtle sway of her bare breasts was enticing enough, the cold from the refrigerator no doubt causing her nipples to harden considerably more than they already were. But I was slowly discovering that I was starting to have a thing for nice firm asses too , as Crystal seemingly took her time getting my beer, and whatever else she was looking for. When she finally stood, all she had in her hand was a single bottle of my beer, holding it against her cheek as she turned towards me.
"Whew, definitely hot in here, especially after seeing that," she said grinning at me.
"You can say that again," I smiled back, feeling as I did the re-emergence of my own member awakening again. That memory of Holly in the swing would be forever engrained within my mind. But even Crystal now standing there as she rolled the top of the bottle back and forth over her breasts and nipples was contributing to my rapidly hardening erection.
"Only one problem with that though. I didn't get to cum," she pouted sexily. "And I really need a good fuck right now!"
I was SO tempted. She popped the cap on the bottle, starting to hand it to me.
"Wish I could help," I offered apologetically, starting to reach for the beer.
"I know, rules is rules," she grinned as we now stood each of us with hands on the bottle. "But...you could still help," she grinned even more broadly, and then began lowering the bottle we both still held until it was quite obvious what she wanted me to do with it.
"Yeah?" I questioned.
"Yeah," she moaned as she finally let go of it, hands coming up to rest on my shoulders as I slowly began to ease the neck of the ice-cold bottle into what I was fairly sure was a hot slick pussy. "Hmm," she purred. "That feels nice!"
We stood there together in the middle of the kitchen, me...slowly easing the bottle in and out of her cunt as she clung to me for support, leaning back just a bit, arms around my neck now, leaning back some as I gradually increased the tempo of the ice-cold beer slipping in and out of her sucking cunt.
At that moment Jackie came walking in, walking over immediately and stepping up behind Crystal, lending her support as she spoke. "Interesting way to open a bottle of beer," she laughed. "Do you have a cork-screw in there for wine bottles too?" She asked.
Crystal didn't bother responding of course, too focused on the sensation I was giving her, responding instead in other ways as she shuddered and shook uncontrollably. Jackie meanwhile now cupping and fondling Crystal's breasts, lending support as she did, Crystal's head comfortably resting against Jackie's middle boob.
"Oh fuck! Faster Tom! Faster!" Crystal wailed now, thrashing wildly, clinging so hard to my neck that she was nearly pulling me over to her. I could just see it, losing my balance, tumbling, falling into Jackie, and then the three of us crashing to the floor together. A broken beer bottle could prove disastrous! Somehow I managed to remain strong as her powerfully intense orgasm finally began to wane. It was interesting to note, as she calmed and finally had me remove the beer bottle from her pussy, that half, if not more of it was now gone. Her cunt foaming as though maddened, frothy beer now running down between her legs.
"Hmm, always wanted to try a cunt-beer-float," Jackie exclaimed, and then knelt down in front of the nearly exhausted Crystal, beginning to lap away at her, cleaning her up...amongst other things. I stood back, content to watch, as within moments Crystal was in the throes of yet another orgasm. After she came this time, she had to take a seat at the table, her legs no longer able to support her as Jackie stood, wiping the foam from around her mouth, and then burped. "Sorry," she blushed somewhat embarrassed. "Beer always does that to me, which is why I don't drink it very often. Though I have to say, drinking it that way was an interesting experience."
I glanced up just in time to see Karen turning, heading back down the hallway. How long she'd been standing there watching all this, I had no idea. But I was curious if she'd say anything to me regarding it, I had once...long ago, teased her flirtatiously in a similar way, though she'd never quite let me take it that far. It was one of those silly unplanned moments, but I had often wondered. Taking a swig from my nearly empty bottle of beer, I thought briefly about taking out the last one, deciding against it, draining what remained of the one that had been so recently inside Crystal's cunt. I swear I could taste her sweet honey still sticking to the neck of the bottle as I drank it. Another instant reminder that I wanted...no, needed, to eat Holly's cunt!
With another puddle on the kitchen floor that now needed cleaning up, I decided to return to the fun room myself and see what else was now taking place. But more importantly, try and get a feel of some sort as to how Karen was now dealing with all of this. Although aroused prior, even going so far as to actually get herself off, now that the edge was off...would she remain aroused, or would she be more than ready to call it a night?
**
I couldn't believe my own eyes. By the time I'd gotten back to the fun room, Darlene and Rub were helping Karen get into the swing. After strapping her legs and arms in, Darlene put on her vibrating strap-on, preparing to actually fuck her with it! The fact she was even allowing this in the first place was surprise enough, she'd never really shown any interest in other women, and though this was technically somewhat removed from that, especially with Steven and David now standing off to either side of her, I stood watching with renewed interest. Not to mention a very hard erection which Rub immediately came over to address.
"Surprised?" She half whispered leaning into me, her hand surrounding my cock as she proceeded to squeeze, half-way stroking it.
"Very, I certainly didn't think she'd ever submit herself to a turn in the swing. It'll be interesting to see how she responds, especially with David and Steven there," I grinned hopefully. I saw Karen look over towards us, smiled briefly, and then nodded her head at Darlene as she placed the tip of the not-yet vibrating penis at the opening of her cunt. Darlene began running up the fake prick through the wet slippery furrow of my ex-wife's split, teasing and tantalizing the hard little clitoris that Steven had now taken the liberty to reach down and more fully expose. Karen moaned, closing her eyes signaling as she did her acquiescence to David's hands now cupping and beginning to fondle her quivering breasts.
I suddenly felt a pair of hands caressing my ass cheeks, along with the simultaneous feel of soft fleshy breasts digging into my back. Holly's breath against my neck sent a flood of chills racing up and down my spine. "Mind if I borrow him for a few minutes?" Holly asked Rub, who grinned knowingly. "Unless you'd rather stay here and watch," she then stated turning towards me.
"I was wondering when you might come and grab him," Rub giggled glancing over her shoulder as Darlene began to slowly thrust the now vibrating prick in and out of Karen's cunt. "Especially with mom being occupied", she added, reluctantly releasing my cock. "I'll keep an eye on things, and come warn you if it appears the action here is coming to an end," she now whispered conspiratorially.
I raised my eyebrows questioningly, but Holly took my hand in hers, leading me off back out of the room and down the hallway again. Entering the main room where a few others were, relaxing, or gathering their strength again, simply talking or enjoying a drink together, Holly pulled me towards the balcony. I think it was the first time I had actually seen the curtains pulled closed in front of them. Seeing us, Jackie nodded, smiling and stepped over towards the curtains pulling them apart, sticking her head out briefly.
"It's all yours," she laughed wickedly. "I'll keep an eye out on this side."
Holly nodded. "And Rub's keeping an eye out on that side," she winked stepping through the closed curtains out onto the deck.
"What's going on?" I finally asked, curiously aroused and excited. Whatever it was, this seemed to be a major rule violation that was about to take place here.
"Believe it or not, Darlene doesn't know anything about this. But the rest of us came up with our own little rule, in addition to all of hers. Out here, on the deck, as long as it's safe enough, and she's currently occupied, we call this, "The consensual zone."



"Consensual Zone?"
"Yeah, everyone looks out for everyone else. But out here, as long as it's mutually consenting, we do a bit more than just touching one another if you know what I mean."
I did. And now I had visions of doing all kinds of things to Holly, though the one that immediately came to mind was the one I'd been dying to do all evening. The fact we were breaking one of Darlene's rules seemed to add an element of danger to it, not to mention actually being outside, though it was very dark at this point. The curtains drawn behind us, effectively shielding off any light coming from inside. I laughed at that however, as even then a vast majority of those who might be able to see us out here, were at the party. So the reality was, we were virtually alone and pretty much free to do as we pleased provided Darlene didn't make a sudden unannounced appearance.
"I've been dying to suck your cock," she told me, already starting to kneel down in front of me.
"And I'm dying to eat that pussy of yours too," I hotly admitted.
"Then we'll take turns," she giggled. "Back and forth for a bit, for as long as we can," she said slipping her silken mouth over the head of my blood engorged prick, sucking it. I held on to the railing for support, already feeling weak in the knees as she proceeded to thrill and delight the head of my cock in the most delightful of ways.
"Oh fuck...Holly, that's amazing babe! And please, don't take this wrong either, but you are one hell of a gorgeous cock-sucker!"
She laughed, her mouth still wrapped around my prick, tongue now flicking and dancing delightfully up and down the length of my shaft. So wonderful was it, I knew another few minutes of this lustful torture, and I'd be spilling my seed uncontrollably into her waiting mouth.
After another few precious moments, I knew I'd never survive Holly's onslaught of my prick, not to mention the fact that things could be winding up back in the fun room any moment now. And I was bound and determined to lick and taste this delicious looking pussy I'd been thinking about all evening long.
"Ok, ok...my turn!" I announced, forcing myself to step back, simultaneously forcing Holly to release me, though even then she followed, trying to draw me back with her mouth, nearly succeeding in the process. And nearly succeeding in draining my dick suddenly dry as well.
"If you insist," she laughed, standing, placing one leg on the end of the lounge chair her hand already down between her legs as she ran it daintily up her wet slick groove before holding it out towards me. "Want a taste?" She offered.
I sucked her finger into my mouth, savoring the moment, tasting the essence of her nectar before dropping down onto my own knees in front of her. Both hands now spreading her lips a part, her perfect tiny clitoris beckoning to me, it's glistening shiny little head clearly revealed, even in this subdued light. I tentatively ran my tongue out, caressing it, feeling her shudder expectantly as I did. Her hands now coming up to rest themselves on the top of my head as I encircled her sweet clit with my lips, gently sucking it.
"Oh fuck baby, that's nice! That's really, really good!" She sighed pleasurably, starting to grind her cunt wantonly against my face as I greedily devoured her. I was lost in the intoxication of her aromatic femininity, the lusty smell and taste of her as my tongue now speared her depths, fucking her, flicking away at her clit before capturing and sucking it again. More than anything, I wanted her to drown me in her orgasmic release. And finally told her so.
"Please Holly, please...come for me, spray all over me baby. I so want to feel you squirting all over my face!"
She laughed, shaking, her voice quivering as she answered. "O. K. But don't say I didn't warn you sweetie!" She groaned even more deeply as I returned to forcefully, yet gently sucking her stiff hard clit into my mouth. In seconds, I was enjoying my second shower of the day.
I had barely finished getting her off, standing up when the curtains suddenly parted behind me, a flood of light from the living room now illuminating the deck as Rub and Jackie pulled the curtains a bit more apart, leaving them that way.
"Here," she laughed holding out a slightly damp wash cloth. "I thought you might need this," she added as I took it from her. "Things are just now winding down in there, but thought it best I come out here to warn you, just in case mom decides she needs something to drink and passes by on her way into the kitchen. And we probably should appear as though we've all been out here having our own fun, just in case she does."
"Ah huh," Holly chuckled. "You're just looking for a good excuse to get off yourself."
"That too," Rub agreed leaning against the railing, spreading herself with her hands as she now directed me. "Come on Tom, time to put that stiff hard cock of yours to good use. Get over here and start rubbing MY clit with it, just in case mom does decide to come out here and see what's going on."
"Might as well help out then," Holly said stepping over to now stand beside me. "Might as well make this look like we've all been taking a turn here." Taking my prick in hand, she immediately began rubbing it up and down, back and forth against Rub's clit, spanking it at times with my dick, or just rubbing it furiously against her with it. Which is what she was doing, when both Karen and Darlene came walking out, though Jackie too followed, as had Steven and David. It seemed like the entire party had suddenly decided to wander outside for a bit of fresh air here.
"That looks like fun too," Darlene stated, obviously still aroused, though Karen looked a bit flustered, still very disheveled, which told me she too had obviously gotten off again. But even more importantly, she stood watching as Holly continued to rub my cock back and forth between Rub's legs, the look in her eyes one of lust and desire, even after having had an obvious orgasm, as opposed to one of agitation or even jealousy, that she'd been showing earlier.
To my surprise, Rub started to climax, calling out as she did, the sound of her bliss echoing down into the courtyard below us. I had almost lost it myself, Holly's hand suddenly slowing, just enough that it took the edge off, allowing me to recover briefly. Though even that was short-lived.
"Next?" She laughed, still holding my cock, though no longer stroking it.
"That would be...me," Darlene said now coming over to take Rub's place against the railing as once again, Holly began the masturbatory play of Darlene's pussy as she stood there. When Jackie and now Crystal, who had also wandered outside to see what was going on, likewise took up position against the railing on either side of us, a whole new orgy of sorts was suddenly taking place. "We need another...cock," Darlene exclaimed looking around. "Find someone for Karen," She directed Rub as Karen initially started to wave her off.
"No that's ok...I'm still,"
"Nonsense," Darlene told her, "I saw how wet your pussy got, and no doubt still is. Come here, there's plenty of room next to me," she said as Karen actually walked around, now sliding in and between Darlene and Crystal as Steven stepped over, now standing in front of Karen instead. Jim came out, led by Rub, leading him back over to position in front of Crystal though she had gone in search of someone for Karen. Steven, having switched things up just a bit, couldn't have been any more perfect. If Karen had been drooling over anyone's cock, aside from mine...it had been Steven's.
"So, what are we doing here?" Jim asked, though it quickly became obvious even to him. "Oh...I see," he nodded now stepping up, taking his own cock in hand and proceeded to stroke it against Crystal's waiting muff. She took over for him however, reaching down to grasp his prick, rubbing it against herself instead. Jackie was likewise doing the same with David's cock, and though I was more content with Holly continuing to rub me against Darlene, it was still a bit of a welcomed surprise when Karen actually reached down, taking Steven's cock in her hand, and now began rubbing his dick directly against herself.
"Maybe there wouldn't be a need for Plan B after all," I thought silently to myself. And then succumbed to the pleasure I'd been denying myself for far too long. Holly's expert hand continuing to milk me, splashing the torrent of semen from my balls, drenching Darlene's cunt thoroughly as she cried out deliriously with her almost simultaneous orgasm.
**
There was quite a bit of mutual cunt-drenching shortly after that. Each one of the girls getting themselves off, along with their partners. I'd never seen so many sperm-sprayed pussy's in my entire life before. Including Karen! I had watched her climax yet again, all the while frigging herself off with Steven's dick until he too had unleashed a fairly copious amount of cum-cream all over her cunt. One by one, everyone wandered back inside again after that, some to clean up, some off to grab something to drink.
"Can I get you something?" Holly asked.
"Yeah, I'd love another beer," I told her hopefully. The gentle touch of Darlene's hand on my arm telling me to stay put for a moment as everyone else quickly left. When it was just the two of us, I looked at her, expecting an update, or some sort of observation on Karen's behavior.
"You might wanna go in and wash up. I can still smell Holly's sweet cunt all over your face," she snickered. Trust me, I know," she winked, and then walked off leaving me to stand there all alone.
"Maybe she's not as naive as everyone thinks she is," I told myself. And then laughed, and headed off towards the bathroom to freshen up a bit.
**
Holly was waiting for me out in the hallway with my beer when I finally came out of the bathroom. "Come on, hurry...you've got to see this!" She said excitedly.
"What?"
"You'll never believe it," she said instead, chuckling to herself as I followed her down the hall, turning back into the fun room. It became readily apparent as to what she had meant by that, and though most were likewise similarly engaged themselves, it seemed that more eyes than not were now focused on what I was myself seeing. Karen was actually sitting on the couch between Rob and Daniel, but more importantly, she had each one of their cocks in her hand! David was standing behind the couch, his hands currently cupping and massaging her breasts while she played with the two pricks, that everyone seemed somewhat surprised to see her doing. Especially Stacy and Jan, who immediately came walking over to us only moments after we had entered the room.
"Can you believe that? Stacy asked. "Who'd have thought?" She actually giggled. "Jan and I have been trying to convince the two of them to lighten up a little, and then out of the blue, here she is, stroking the two of them off. Who'd have thought?" She said again.
"Yeah, who would have?" I said as well, just as surprised at what I was seeing, as was everyone else, though again most were sitting next to someone, pretty much doing the same thing themselves, everyone watching everyone else masturbating someone...or being masturbated. I was surprised when I felt a little throb of arousal. I was already going for new records here as it was. Stacy quickly returned to the couch however where Jan was waiting for her on one side, and Crystal on the other. In seconds the girls had hands and fingers in one another's laps, thoroughly, and openly enjoying themselves in front of everyone. Though everyone else was too.
"Come on, I saved us a place," Rub told Holly and I leading us over to the only remaining couch where we now sat, easily able to look across the way at where Karen, Rob and Daniel sat as she continued pumping their cocks simultaneously. David more than content to stand there playing with her tits, though Jackie had saddled up beside him again, and soon began stroking his cock while the two of them looked on. "Just so you know Tom, this is basically the way we usually end the evening, a group-grope if you will," she smiled taking my hand, placing it between her legs, just as Holly did. I now sat, fingering both girls, while they in turn reached over and began playing with me again. I wondered if I'd even have anything left for one last climax, but looking all around and about me, as decadent as this all was, it wasn't long before I knew with some assurance that I certainly would. Even if it wasn't much.
"Plan B," Rub leaned over whispering to me, though taking a chance, leaning over to quickly lick off my cock, as the girls had somehow managed to work up a nice fat dollop of pre-cum fuck juice, which suddenly bubbled at the tip. I looked up and over just as Rob's prick exploded and he began showering his semen all over himself as well as Karen's right breast as she sat there, giggling excitedly, still jacking it...along with Daniel's dick, which seconds later, likewise began erupting, now showering her left breast. Jackie still pumping David's prick, now worked off his final load of the night all over the back of her neck, though quite a bit of it shot out and over her shoulder where it dribbled down, soon after mingling with the rest of her cum-covered tits. Jackie was soon massaging and smearing the abundance of all that into Karen's tits as she sat back, thoroughly enjoying it, and obviously lost in it. Hands, already down between her legs again, unabashedly fingering herself.
"That? Was Plan B?" I asked.
"Well, sort of. Actually is was more like Plan C. Mom had a chat with the boys," Rub giggled. "And they agreed to go along with it, though how she convinced them into doing so, I'll never know. But obviously they did. They were the ones to actually invite her to come over, and sit down between the two of them. Which she obviously did."
"Obviously," I said still surprised at what I was seeing, though my mind was already starting to focus its attention on more important matters. Holly's cunt was already wonderfully, and deliciously liquefied, as was Rub's. The sound of their respective quims, all nice and squishy sounding was music to the ears as I finger-fucked the two of them, playing erotically in the depths of their creamy, slick nectar. Even if I didn't manage to cum again myself, this for me was the end to a perfect evening.
Especially now.
It was then that there was a surprised gasp, and a burst of laughter as well as applause off to one side.
"Well I'll be go to hell!" Stacy announced loudly enough for everyone to hear, as everyone in kind now found themselves looking over. Jim was laying on the floor, with Darlene squatting over him. Shame-faced she looked up, staring back at everyone.
"Ok, I know...I broke my own fucking rules. But I don't fucking care either! Right now, I need a hard stiff cock inside me, and this one just happens to fit the bill!"
"The cunt you mean, mother," Rub laughed appreciatively, and then we watched as Darlene fully impaled herself on the man's cock, and began fucking him wildly.
"Looks like we need to make a few changes to the anticipated hand-book," Rub snickered.
"Hand book? What hand book?" Holly asked.
"I'll tell you later," I said grinning from ear to ear.
"I'm counting on it," she smiled back, and then slid off the couch, kneeling on the floor in front of me, which is what Rub herself did. In moments, the two girls were openly licking and sucking me together, all pretense of following any so-called rules having gone right out the window the moment Darlene slid down the shaft of that enormously fat cock.
I was pretty much lost to the world after that for a time, and though I had certainly enjoyed several very intense orgasms through the course of the evening, I daresay, the one I actually had now, far surpassed any of those as Holly and Rub licked and sucked me off together. The eventual jettison of my spunk, though not as voluminous as it had been earlier, was still more than enough that the two women reveled in the somewhat diminished spray, sharing it with one another, cum-swapping as they kissed, and then gradually sitting up to sit beside me once more, kissing me as well. It was the most erotic experience of my entire life.
**
As the party finally started to wind down, as people dressed and began saying goodnight, I had seen Holly out a few moments ago, wishing I could leave with her, though knowing I still had some unfinished business that needed attending to.
"Good luck!" Stacy and Jan said on their way out the door, each giving me a kiss on the cheek before leaving. "And good luck with Plan D!" one of them quipped, though the two of them quickly ran off before I could say anything.
"What the fuck?" I silently asked myself, now more than ever determined to corner Darlene as soon as I possibly could to find out just what the hell I had missed, or what was actually going on here. Even when Steven passed by, saying good-night, shaking my hand, the only one who had left, still naked, which is no doubt the way he had shown up here.
"You're gonna owe me for this one," he said, smiling, shaking his head muttering to himself as he left. "Can't believe she talked me into doing this," he said. But again stepping out into the darkness before I could ask him what he'd meant by that.
Finally it was just me, Karen, Rub and Darlene as we stood at the door preparing to leave.
"Well dear, I do hope you had a good time tonight, in spite of everything else," Darlene said actually kissing Karen full on the mouth, which she reciprocated, in kissing her back, rather passionately in fact.
"See you tomorrow Tom?" Rub asked quite unnecessarily. "If you can even walk tomorrow," she then added to that with a mischievous look in her eyes. "Something tells me, you're going to be up all night," she whispered, to which I then whispered back.
"I wouldn't bet on it."
"Well I would," she said taking my hand, shaking it. Though what we'd just bet on, I had no idea. I was almost afraid to ask.
And then suddenly it was just Karen and I, as I walked with her out to the parking garage and towards her car. Uncharacteristically, even for her...she walked out the door naked, carrying her clothes. No doubt, she was hoping we'd head back to my place together instead. I saw the look of disappointment on her face as I steered her towards the parking garage.
We reached her car as I opened the door for her. Karen dropped the bundle of clothes she'd been carrying on the trunk, folding her arms beneath her breasts with that same pouty look on her face that I had seen so often before. She stood expectantly, waiting on me. I motioned towards the car, but she stood her ground.
"We'll talk about it tomorrow," I assured her, actually wanting the time to think.
"No. We won't. I'd like an answer now please. You at least owe me that much." She refolded her arms beneath her breasts, by way of emphasis to the first time. "So...did I pass your little test or not?"
I looked at her and then said. "No Karen. You didn't. You failed. And like I said..."
"What the hell do you mean I failed? Didn't I do everything you were hoping I'd do? For you?"
"Actually, no. If you remember, I said I'd give things another chance, IF you behaved yourself. IF you could prove to me that you'd never cheat on me again. Tonight, you showed me otherwise.
"What the hell are you talking about? I showed you what you wanted to see, see me participate, do what you were doing. What the fuck is the matter with you Tom? What was the difference between what I did, and what you were doing?"
"The difference was...I wasn't the one taking the exam."
"You set me up!"
"No...you set yourself up Karen. I warned you. I told you, and I think I was very clear on the way I said it. You wanted to come here tonight. You wanted the chance to prove to me you were serious and that I had nothing to worry about. I saw you Karen, I saw how you were...with other men, not me. You were never that way with me Karen, though only god knows why. But there it is. So no, like it or not, you eventually did show me that I could never believe you, or trust you again. So like I said Karen, we're done. And there's no going back."



I stood there watching her tail-lights disappear into the night. Along with the squeal of tires as she rounded the corner at the end of the street. Seconds after that I heard the sound of a police siren following. I turned to leave, seeing the bundle of clothing that had fallen off the end of her trunk. In all the drama, I only then realized she had gotten in behind the wheel, entirely naked. Her hopes of course in coming home with me and spending the night together.
She would no doubt be spending the night elsewhere. Just damn lucky, she hadn't been drinking on top of everything else.
I crossed the courtyard heading back to my place, getting off the elevator seconds later. I stopped in my tracks upon reaching for the door. It swung open. "Didn't I lock that when we left?" I asked myself. I opened the door, peering in. There was a white satin camisole and a matching pair of panties parked just inside the door. I could see a red light coming from the bedroom, soft music playing. "Keys", I grinned. Holly still had the spare set of keys she had told me about that she'd give to me but hadn't yet.
I smiled. Rub had been right. I had just lost the bet.
**
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Fate and Surprises – Chapter One
I've always found it interesting when life deals you a surprise, both good and bad, either one very often leaving you confused and more than just a little disoriented. Such was the case with me, when circumstances dictated a change in my own personal life that I never saw coming.
My name is Cynthia, Cynthia Green. My friends call me "Cyn" though everyone knows they're really calling me "Sin" as I always have had a bit of a naughty side to me. Don't get me wrong, I'm no slut. I didn't fuck every boy on the football or basket ball team. In fact, I didn't even have sex until I had graduated from high school two years ago. Sure, I'd petted, and done just about everything else short of having actual intercourse. And not that I didn't want to either, because I did. And it wasn't like I was saving it for marriage either. What I didn't want, was to become pregnant this early in life. And to be perfectly honest about it, I wasn't about to put my faith and trust in some boy that couldn't put a condom on, or wouldn't. Even if I was also on the pill. That's just the way it was with me. Accept a hand job, or even a blowjob if we'd been together for a while, and expect nothing else. The moment I felt pressured, it was over with.
But that's basically why everyone called me "Sin". Jerry my first real boyfriend, even though he wasn't the first one I ever slept with, was the one that tagged me with the nick-name that eventually stuck. He said it was just plain sinful to even look at me. Sure, I had (I think) nice looking breasts, not too large, or too small, perfect for my height and weight at five foot five and a hundred and twenty one pounds. Long dark brown, almost black hair well past my shoulders and a nice tight ass that I honestly felt was my best feature. And Not that I dressed provocatively on purpose, or wore things that were a bit too revealing either. Even though at times I certainly did. It was more my personality, my outlook on life, and the open-minded attitude I carried that caused Jerry to call me "Sinful," and eventually just "Sin." I was always, always curious...about everything, and usually wanted to try it...at least once.
But this really isn't where the story begins either. The story begins with me growing up next door to my childhood friend, Danny. Now Dan as he calls himself. I was an only child, just as he was. And our parents were the very best of friends. We had no idea how good of friends they really were until years later, as I'll soon here relate. But suffice it to say, Danny...I mean Dan and I were almost like brother and sister whenever we were around one another, which growing up...was a lot. And as such, maybe because of that childhood closeness, we never really ventured into the realm of pursuing anything more than that with one another. Well not really anyway. I mean we did explore those childhood curiosities yes. Played doctor in the closest, discovered what the real differences were between boys and girls. Kissed for the first time a member of the opposite sex. (Which I really enjoyed), and had someone I could confide in, share secrets with, and knew he would have my back. Just as I would always have his. Although we were damn good friends and companions, it was again...more like having a brother who was the exact same age as I was, without being twins. We had known one another for what seemed like forever, hardly ever apart. And then college came. Dan getting a scholarship to a college out of state, and me...getting a partial scholarship to one a bit closer to home, though I still ended up moving out and into the dorm.
Life moved on. And though we still kept in touch from time to time, the brother I had once known and had, was moving on in life, just as was I.
And then the shit hit the fan.
This was one of those bad surprises that rocks your world, turns it upside down and inside out, and rattles your head so much in the process that you can't think clearly. If you can even think at all. When I got the news, I was flabbergasted, disoriented, and simply torn apart. At the time, I didn't even think about the why of it...only the unfairness and shock that it had even happened. The only upside, if one can even call it that, was that Danny went through it with me.
Our parents had gone out to a party on New Year's Eve. Coming home, they were struck head on by another drunk driver. My father and Danny's mother had been sitting together in the front seat. They were both killed. My mother, and his father, had been in the back, and came away with nothing more than a few bruises and scrapes, but at least they'd both survived.
So now here we were, seeing one another for the first time in well over a year, attending a funeral that my mom, and his dad, had decided to combine together as a memorial to both as so many of their friends and family had known the two of them equally as well.
I cried for Danny. And Danny cried for me.
And again, life went on.
Danny went back to school out of state, but only so long as to finish the quarter, and then he was heading back to attend the same school I was, for several reasons. One, to help out his dad around the house, to shoulder some of the expenses as there'd only been just enough insurance to see to immediate expenses, though paying off the mortgage was one of those. Still, it meant Danny really did need to come back home to live again. Which I did as well. Mom needed me, as much as I needed her. So once again, we seemed to step back in time just a little. Me and mom living next door to Danny and his dad.
And neither one of us was surprised when a year later his dad proposed to my mom, and she accepted. It seemed like the most natural thing that could possibly occur, though that also meant, Danny and I were about to become real brother and sister, even if we'd only be step brother and sister to one another. But something I had always felt all these years anyway, just seemed to come together quite naturally, for all of us.
And then Danny and I got another unexpected surprise, and one that again shook our world to the very core.
It stood to reason that our parents decided to sell both homes, and move into a new one, even closer to the university that Danny and I would be attending, giving us another reason to live at home and again save money by being there. And though the wedding was still a couple of months away, my new Stepfather, Steven moved in with mom and of course, so had Danny. His room just down the hall from mine, though that still took some getting used to. By now, I had gotten used to running around half-naked most of the time without having to worry about running into anyone. Even if it was Danny. Let's face it, we hadn't seen one another naked since we were kids, and a lot of changes had taken place since then. I wasn't used to closing my bedroom door at night whenever I went to bed. With the master bedroom downstairs at the opposite end of the house, there was really no reason for me to do that, especially since it was just mom and I living there for a time. That first weekend after Danny and Steven moved in with us, brought about more than one slightly awkward moment. Sitting on the toilet peeing was the first one, as Danny came out of his room, heading towards the bathroom himself. I slept naked, and quite naturally just got up, and went into the bathroom to do that when he came out of his room. Needless to say, we were both a little embarrassed over that one, though we actually laughed it off a bit latter. But I immediately realized after that had happened, that I had a decision to make. I could either change my personal life-style and habits, or say fuck it and be myself.
I said: "Fuck it." And then laughed, remembering the look on Danny's face when he first saw me sitting there on the toilet, and me trying to be nonchalant about it. Though I was mostly amused by the look on his face as his eyes seemed glued to my very bare tits. I actually found it, quite flattering. And especially coming from Danny. I had never once ever seen him look at me that way. With lust in his eyes. And that made me look at Danny a bit differently myself. I'd always thought him to be cute, funny, that sort of thing. But standing there in nothing more than a pair of pajama bottoms at the age of 20, seemed silly-sexy in a very real cute sort of way. Not to mention he'd filled out, been working out, and now had muscles I never even knew existed on his six-foot, hundred and ninety pound frame that didn't contain an ounce of fat on it anywhere. Danny, my brother...well, my soon to be stepbrother, was a hunk!
And now, this is where my story really begins.
Hidden secrets – Chapter Two
After dad died, mom had pretty much left his private study the way it had been. I don't think she'd even gone back inside that room even once, since the last time she had. Though I hadn't either out of respect for her, and a sense of eeriness that came over me whenever I even got close to it. Mom had locked the door, and it had remained so ever since. Up until now anyway, when we no longer had a choice. It was time to pack things up in preparation of moving into a new home, so needless to say, that chore of going through dad's stuff, was left up to me. I was grateful to Danny when he offered to lend me a hand, going through everything, and either filing away what was important enough to keep, or boxing up what wasn't for future decision making as to what we'd eventually end up doing with it.
We'd already spent half the day going through his stuff when we came across a rather unexpected surprise. I had pulled out one of the drawers on his desk to empty it of the final bits of scattered debris, loose paperclips, post it notes, the odd change scattered here and there, and even a few odd looking nuts and bolts that were certainly out of place. When I did that, I discovered something that we might otherwise have missed. Or rather Danny did anyway, as I emptied the drawer into the waste can and was about to put it back into the old roll-up desk again when Danny drew my attention to it.
"Hey Sin...what's that?"
"What's what?"
"There's an envelope or something that's stuck to the bottom of the drawer there," he pointed. I held it up looking. It wasn't just stuck, it was very carefully taped and sealed to the bottom of the desk drawer.
"Must be something important for dad to have put it here," I guessed, though there was no outward indication of what it was. Just a plain brown manila envelope, though it was fairly thick as I began prying the tape off, peeling it away from the drawer, now curious as to what it might possibly contain. We'd already found most of the important legal documents weeks ago, which dad had kept in a fireproof safe. So whatever this was, was even more important than that perhaps, or at the very least, something he didn't want anyone else ever finding out about. Including me. I was actually excited as opposed to being apprehensive or nervous about it as I finally tore it away, and then fought with the clasp, eventually opening it. I reached inside, drawing out what appeared to be a rather large handful of photographs, most of which were actually old black and whites. And then my jaw dropped, as did Danny as we sat there looking down at the collection now spread out in front of us. It was his parents and mine. And they were all naked, in all of them. But more importantly, they were obviously having sex with one another.
"That's my father. With your..."
"Mother," I answered for him, each of us with eyes glued to the photo, not even comprehending that there was a plethora of others stacked just below that one that we hadn't really looked at yet.
The fact this particular photo, along with many others, was in black and white, told us these had been taken many years earlier, not to mention the fact that our parents likewise looked very young. Obviously, this had been going on for a very, very long time now. I was at first shocked and surprised of course, as was Dan. But as I sat there half mesmerized, glaring at the photo, I began to see something else in it as well. And that simple revelation surprised me even more.
The look on mom's face was pure bliss. Orgasmic, which told me as I looked at her, at Steven as he stood behind her, fucking her doggy-style, that she was in the very midst of an orgasm, which someone...either my dad, or Dan's mom had captured on camera.
I was certainly no prude. And I had certainly seen enough porn by now as well. And though this would certainly be considered pornographic in every sense of the word, to me...it was much more than that. It was almost artistic! Well very erotic anyway. More so than just being called porn. What I saw was sexy, beautiful, hot and erotic as hell. And I wasn't the only one who saw it that way either. Sure, at first, we were both shocked and surprised, but as we began to carefully, almost reverently look through the stack of photos one by one, we found ourselves savoring each and every one that we came across.
"Wow, look at this one!" Danny said holding it up in front of us at arm's length, which interestingly enough, made us both feel like we were there with them, looking on. Neither Danny nor I could tell if this was my father's cock, or his. But the photo clearly showed mom, and Jackie licking whose-ever cock it was, simultaneously, together...and quite obviously enjoying it too. I turned the picture over, looking at the back, as I suspected, these old black and whites were actually dated. Whoever had developed them, which raised an entirely different set of questions, which we'd probably never know the answer to, placed all this at nearly twenty years ago, which meant that Danny and I both were only two or three years old at the time.
"Jesus," he said again picking out another. "And this one's dated a couple of years after that one...so this really has been going on, for a very long time now!" As interesting as that little bit of knowledge was, I was still more enthralled with what I was looking at, and only now coming to realize the depths of what this all meant. I sat looking at what was obviously my mother's breasts, pressed up nipple to nipple with Jackie's tits. Two large, fairly thick cocks of similar proportions came into the photo at complimentary angles on either side. By the looks of it, and the evidence forever captured there, they had just finished dumping a mutually combined, impressive load of cum on both my mother's, and Danny's mother's tits. I felt the first signs of arousal suddenly dampening the area between my own legs, and wondered if looking at these was having the same effect on Danny. I glanced over and down, and saw the sign of a tell-tale bulge pressing against his almost too-tight shorts. Obviously, it was.
"Holy fuck!" I exclaimed upon seeing the next one. "Never in a million years," I said aloud, though Danny was himself speechless, his eyes bugging out, and his mouth actually open. Mom and Jackie were in a sexy looking "69" going down on one another. The next few were similar variations of that, only with dad now fucking Jackie from behind in one, and then in another, with mom alternately sucking on Steven's cock, and still licking Jackie's pussy. There were other, somewhat tamer, milder photos of the girls posing together, cupping one another's breasts smiling at the camera. Though there was one of the two of them, kneeling side-by-side, asses and cunts towards the camera, each of them looking back over their shoulders, winking.
"They...were really having fun weren't they?" I asked, not really asking a question, merely stating the obvious.
"No shit!" Danny laughed nervously, now starting to spread the photos out and around us in a bit of a semi-circle, grouping them more by date and age than anything else.
"No, I mean...looking at these Danny. You can see, they really were having fun together, you can see it in their eyes. They loved and really cared for one another. It wasn't just the sex, though the sex is obviously hot. Just look how totally free and uninhibited they are with one another. You can tell, there's no jealousy in any of these. No uncertainty in their expressions. All you can see is excitement and joy, and true unbridled bliss. That's what I'm talking about here Danny. This isn't just pornographic stuff we're looking at here. This is pure eroticism at its finest.
I watched as Danny rocked back on his heels, nearly falling over as he handed over a small stack of colored photos to me. "This one is dated a couple of months before the accident," he exclaimed. I noticed it was dated just before Halloween, and that there were even Halloween decorations in the background. But more importantly, we now saw that there were other people in the photos as well. It wasn't just the four of them having fun together any more. There had obviously been others too.
New unexpected desires – Chapter Three
We had looked at every single one of them, but I was far from finished. I began looking through them again, a bit more carefully this time even. I looked at others, compared, finally distinguishing who was who, simply by the appearance of their sex organs when faces weren't easily distinguishable. But I was again looking at expressions, the knowing, loving smiles on their faces, the joy in their eyes...the obvious excitement.
And it quite naturally made me excited too. By now I was a sopping wet mess down there.
"What are you doing?" Danny asked.
"What's it look like I'm doing?" I had popped open the top button on my shorts, slipping my hand down beneath the waistband of the panties I had on. "I'm horny. Tell me you're not!"
Danny stuttered, words failing him. "But...but,"
"But what?" I asked glancing over at him, where there had been a bulge earlier, it was even more pronounced, but more importantly, there was a sizeable wet spot now too. "Tell me you've never once fantasized about seeing me masturbate," I spoke boldly, guessing...but pretty confident I was correct in my assumptions.
"I didn't say, I mean...I never, what I mean is,"
"So have you? Or haven't you?" I asked quite obviously fingering myself now, though I now stood, actually tugging my shorts off down around my ankles, along with the white cotton panties I happened to be wearing. Once again, Danny was speechless, though his eyes were now glued to my puffy, swollen bare pussy lips, with my finger buried to the hilt inside myself as I stood there. "Well?"
He looked towards the unlocked door, nervously. I laughed.
"You're mom."
"Soon to be...OUR mom," I reminded him. "She hasn't been in here since," I said not needing to complete the sentence. "And she won't come running up here now either. So quit worrying. Now...answer my question. And don't try being shy about it, or lying to me either Danny. You know damn good and well, I could always tell when you were trying to lie to me or not tell me the whole truth."
"Well...sure, yeah, of course I did, not all the time damn it, I mean it's not like...Jesus Sin!" He said in exasperation, and then laughed, realizing what he'd just said and how ludicrous that sounded. I laughed with him, still looking at the photos, and then him again.



"Come on Danny. Let me see it. I know you want to. I know I certainly do. I'm horny, and I admit it. Now you do the same."
"Ok, I'm horny too. But I really don't think this is such a good idea Sin," he tried begging off.
"Oh? And why is that Danny? You trying to tell me that watching me get myself off for you, while letting me watch you get off, isn't a good idea?"
Obviously, he didn't have an answer for that. I gave him a little push, a little incentive. I reached up, and pulled the tee shirt I had on over my head, almost immediately reaching around to undo the clasp on my bra, freeing my breasts. He watched it fall, looked up, now feasting on my tits as I cupped them together, holding them for him. I then pointed at the photo on the floor just beneath the two of us. "Come on admit it, that's fucking nasty isn't it?"
He looked at the photo of my mother and his, tits mashed together, covered in cum-cream, tons of it, or so it seemed anyway.
"Tell me you wouldn't like to come over here and do that to my tits Danny. Tell me you haven't sat in your bedroom late at night and not imagined doing that to me...at least once."
He finally grinned, stood, and began removing his pants. "Maybe once, or twice," he smiled nervously. And then I saw that big beautiful cock of his.
No, it wasn't ginormous, or anything like that. It was plenty big enough to suit any woman's purpose however, but what it was...was damn fucking hard! I'd seen plenty of stiff dicks, even played with a few of course, but this thing was like a steel rod. I'd never seen anything like it.
"Jesus Danny, is that thing always that fucking hard?" I actually gasped looking at it. He blushed profusely, obviously not used to hearing a woman, especially me...talk like that.
"I don't know. I guess. But I am pretty horny!" He continued to grin, still staring at my tits, which of course made me smile as I openly stared at his dick.
"Play with it for me," I asked. "Do it the way you enjoy doing it when you're all alone. Act like I'm not even here," I added as I began fingering myself once again, spreading my pussy lips so he could see just how wet, and hard my little clit was.
"Kind of hard to pretend that," he commented, though it was nice to see his hand slowly working its way down the length of his shaft, teasingly, as opposed to just wanking away on it like I thought he might. "This is more like having a dream, only it's real," he moaned softly as his hand came up and over the tip of his prick, palming it briefly, even going so far as to bend it out and away from his stomach, letting it go. I watched as it snapped back, actually thumping against his chest as hard as it was. Like a coiled spring the way it snapped back, and even wobbled for a bit, throbbing.
"I take it...you like the way that feels when you do that," I assumed, now thumping my own cunt a bit, letting him see that it wasn't all about clit twirls and finger-fucking that turned me on too. His eyes opened even wider upon seeing that.
"Same as you...obviously," he groaned even deeper as his hand slid all the way down his shaft, holding his cock firmly, where he then released it, now cupping his hard tight balls, once more letting me see his prick as it throbbed, bounced, and then oozed what was obviously a nice fat droplet of lubrication. Without even thinking, I took two steps, reaching out, and lifted the dollop of clear liquid from the head of his cock, tasting it.
"Hmmm, nice," I purred reaching out to wrap my hand around his dick now, startling him for a moment, though he let go of himself, his own hands coming up to gently finger and caress my hard aching nipples.
"Is...is this, ok?" He asked somewhat worriedly, which made me laugh again at his unnecessary concern.
"Of course it is silly. After all, I am holding your cock aren't I?"
I stood there, reveling in his hardness, as Danny stood enthralled with caressing my tits, toying with them as though this was the first time he'd ever touched anyone. "I have to tell you Sin," he blushed again just saying my nick-name, which seemed to intensify what we were both standing here doing to one another. "I never, ever thought I'd see the day when I actually got to see you naked, let alone...be doing this with you."
"That makes two of us," I quivered, biting on my lower lip as his fingers just then sent a hard thrilling jolt through my entire being as he gently pulled, stretching my hard nipples out, holding them there for a moment. I knew my full breasts were heavy in his hands as he jiggled them erotically, just barely holding on to the tips of my nipples. "Oh fuck Danny, that feels good," I moaned once again, stepping even closer towards him so that I could rub the head of his hard stiff cock through the wet slippery folds of my sex, teasing myself.
"God that's nasty hot!" He moaned in kind, leaning his head, now capturing one of my nipples, sweetly sucking it.
"Yes it is," slapping his prick against my clit, pressing the massive head of it against myself, so wanting to stick it inside at this point, though knowing now was not the time or the place to be doing that, as much as I was tempted to. "Cum on me Danny," I begged him. "I want to see you squirt, see you cum, watch you spray my tits, just like the way my dad and yours did to our mothers!"
Maybe it was the thought of that, a reminder, as we both once again stared down at the erotically tiled floor there below us. Photos of our parents engaged in just about every sex-act and position imaginable, though it was again the one of mom and Jackie, pressing their cum-covered tits against one another that finally did it.
"Oh fuck! Sin! Sin!" He cried out, and then unleashed a torrent of cream that in moments completely saturated my breasts. I don't even remember doing anything to myself, and yet...my own delicious orgasm seemed to coincide with his as my body shook with one of the most intense, amazing orgasms I'd ever had.
One Step at a time – Chapter Four
Not too surprisingly, the same roll of tape that had once been used to secure the thick, fat manila envelope to the bottom of the drawer was still in the room. I'd been using it to tape shut a few other boxes of odds and ends with. Not knowing if mom was even aware of dad's hiding this here or not, I didn't want to risk taking any chances. I knew without any doubt, that dad's old roll-top desk top was coming with us anyway. He had given it to me, the one thing I had always said I wanted if he ever decided to get rid of it. So if nothing else, even if mom wasn't aware of where he'd hidden this cache of photos, they'd be safe enough right where they were. We hurriedly finished up for the day, and then left the room. Danny was again all shy and nervous once more however, perhaps feeling a bit guilty at this point, though no doubt confused about what any of this now meant, or what repercussions or changes it would bring about in our own relationship. I decided it would be prudent of me to ensure him that things had indeed changed between us...in a good way. Later on that evening. But right now, I had other pressing matters and concerns to attend to. One of which was having a fairly intimate conversation with mom, and try to not let on that I now knew what I did when we had it. I was curious to see what she had to say about a few things, and confirm what I was already beginning to think about.
"Meet me in your old bedroom at midnight," I told Danny giving him a kiss on the cheek, though I quickly added another to his lips, kissing him far more intimately before stepping away, leaving him.
It was an interesting situation for now. With Danny and Steven living with us, their home remained furnished, yet vacant. It was the ideal, and perfect place for the two of us to go, and have some time totally alone together. Sneaking out of the house later would prove easy enough to do without being heard. And then easier still, opening the door and simply going inside, since Danny still obviously had a key. He looked at me curiously, somewhat worried perhaps. I wasn't about to leave him that way either.
"Just make sure that things as hard then as it was a while ago. I'm not nearly finished with it yet," I told him. I left him with a big shit-eating grin on his face as I headed downstairs to mom's room where I hoped we could have a little chat.
**
I found her downstairs in her bedroom where she was refolding clothes, putting things away. Mom had emptied out half her dresser drawers, making room for some of Steven's things. "Mom? You busy?" I sprawled out on top of her bed, something I had done in the past whenever I had a question, and wanted some close, personal "mommy-time" as I called it back then. She smiled without even facing me. I think she enjoyed those moments just as much as I did. And the fact that it had been a while since we'd had one of these moments, simply added to that.
"Never so busy that we can't talk honey," she answered continuing to fold her delicates, a rather impressive collection of panties, garters, bras and the like, many of which I don't remember seeing before. They certainly weren't her normal, standard every day attire that I usually saw her wearing. "What's up? What's on your mind?" She now asked closing one drawer, opening another, though she quickly closed that, realizing perhaps that it held things that might not be appropriate, or perhaps, merely awkward in my seeing. The fact of the matter was, I already knew what that particular drawer held in the back. I'd secretly borrowed one or two of her sex-toys in the past, before I'd finally gone out and gotten my own little assortment of pleasure-pricks.
"I was wondering about something," I told her rolling over onto my back, propping my head up on a pillow, a sure sign and indication that I intended to be here for a while. Having closed the drawer, she pretended that it could wait, rather than continuing, and sat down on the edge of the bed facing me instead.
"Wondering what?"
"You once told me a while back that I could come to you with anything, no matter what it was, or how personal it was. Remember?"
Mom had always told me if I ever had questions about anything, especially with regards to sex, that I could indeed come to her with my questions, and that regardless of what it was, or what I wanted to know, she wouldn't be judgmental, or question me as to the why of it. A promise she had always held to every time I had come to her and actually done that. She merely nodded her head in agreement, waiting on me to continue. "Yes...I remember. Go ahead honey, what is it?"
"Obviously, I know that you and Steven are having sex. But I was wondering if it was as good with him, as it was with daddy."
I know my question surprised her, but she stoically faced it, keeping a straight-forward expression on her face. The same one she always managed to create whenever I caught her off guard like this, even remotely. Giving her credit, mom had tried very hard to be candidly open and honest with me growing up, even when some of my questions were a bit more intimate and mature, especially at my early age back then. I realized as she began to answer, she was trying to read between the lines however, even though I hadn't meant it to be taken that way.
"If you mean do I love Steven more than I loved your father? The answer is no. I will always love, and miss your father Cynthia," she told me. Always calling me by my formal name, mom had never accepted or gotten used to the idea of calling me by my nick-name the way everyone else did. I even wondered at times if she hadn't regretted naming me that, because of it. "Just as Steven will always love and remember Jackie. They'll never, ever be able to take one another's place. But yes...I do love Steven too. Differently perhaps, in a different way than I loved your father, if that's what you're asking."
"Well no. Not really. I already figured that much out mom," I told her. "I know you still love and miss daddy, same as I do. But I also know you love Steven too. I think I've always known that, as close as the four of you always were," I said not hinting at what I knew, but nevertheless seeing the slightly startled expression in her eyes for a brief moment upon hearing me say that. "So it wasn't any big surprise when Danny and I learned the two of you had decided to get married. And trust me mom, we're both very, very ok with that. I really was just curious...is the sex as good with Steven as it was with dad?"
Though puzzled at my curiosity perhaps, she openly answered me again. "Yes. It's good. At times better even. But then again, Steven and your father are different men. There are some things your dad did that is better than the way Steven does them, and by the same token, there are certain things Steven does, that is better than the way your father did it. Does that answer your question?" I know she was dying to ask me why, but unless I opened that particular door and allowed her to ask it, she never would. She certainly hadn't in the past, as part of our mutual trust and agreement. So she wouldn't ask me now either, unless I opened that particular subject up, so that she could.
"Pretty much," I answered, looking for, and then seeing her look of disappointment, which I was hoping for. "I guess I just wanted to confirm for myself how you felt, since I pretty much feel the same way myself about things. I do believe that it is possible to love more than one person at a time."
"We all do," mom interjected. "It's something everyone does. You can love people differently in many different ways. Sometimes more than others, and yet...sometimes the same, though even that can be different too, if...that even makes any sense to you."
"Oh yeah, it does," I told her. "I understand that perfectly. Again, I was just wanting to confirm something for myself, that it was possible...that I could eventually love Steven with the same kind of love I have for daddy...even though that too is a little different, you know?"
Mom smiled, nodding her head again. "Yes baby, I think I do know." More importantly, I think she was happy in hearing me say that, though the real reason behind my asking would remain something else entirely for a while. "Is there anything else?" She asked smirking.
It was part of the game, part of the ritual we had played for more times than I could even count. Had she not asked me that, I'd have been totally disappointed. In the past, we would sometimes...but not always, end our intimate little discussions this way. One would think my answer would be, "No...or not right now," something along those lines. But it never was. Again, it was part of the way we interacted together, our bonding. Sometimes I would ask her a question that was meant to totally shock or embarrass her before leaping out of the bed, running off. There were a few times however when the question was somewhat serious, delaying things just a bit as we then continued on for a time, still talking and chatting about whatever subject it was. Mom was steeling herself up for the "bomb" as she called it, wondering what I might drop on her. The smirky little smile she was trying to hold told me that much. So I dropped it on her. That was part of my plan too.
"Well there is one small little thing I was wondering about," I stated giving her my likewise patented serious expression. She had a hard time holding back the grin as she responded to that.
"Oh? And what might that be?"
"Is Steven's cock bigger than dads was?"
Even though she had tried to prepare herself, she still wasn't. The color suddenly filling her face as my words ripped right through whatever barrier she'd tried to put up to prevent me from getting to her. I wasn't worried about her getting mad at me for asking that. It was still part of what we'd always had, always shared together in the most intimate of mother/daughter ways. But it still took her by surprise.
"Cynthia... Ann... Green!" She exclaimed, which was her way of letting me know none to subtly, that I was actually pushing the limits here. Mom never ever used my formal, middle, and last name all in one sentence, unless I had.
"What?"
"You know damn well what!" She added looking even more flustered, though I was glad to see her smirk return as the shock of what I'd asked began to wear off. Perhaps she was thinking this is where I'd do my roll out of bed thing and scurry out of her bedroom. Except for the fact, I didn't. Still looking at her, actually waiting on an answer. "You are kidding right?" She now asked seeing that I wasn't going anywhere, though I hadn't said anything else either. She looked at me again, but I just kept looking back at her straight in the eyes, not smiling...giving her my "I'm still waiting look."
When she walked over to her bedroom door, closing it...I knew she was going to tell me. She came back and sat down at the foot of the bed, almost whispering as though dad himself might be eavesdropping in on us. "Maybe a little," she said just loud enough to hear, and then grinned, blushing at her own admission. "Now...is THAT all you wanted to ask me?"
It was time to take this into overtime here. "How much bigger? I mean, is Steven like average bigger, or monster-size bigger?"
"Sin...thia." Mom said dragging out the name as though putting her own emphasis on the fact I was being truly naughty here with her, though liking that I was on the one hand, and feigning shock at me for being so on the other. Being older now did have its advantages in some respects. There were times like this for instance, when we went a little beyond the typical mother/daughter relationship into being "girl-friends sharing secrets."
"He's just a little bigger, longer maybe...maybe an inch or so is all. But your dad was definitely thicker in that department too. They were both nice."
I'm not sure she caught the inadvertent slip there, though I certainly did. I am sure she'd meant it in the past tense meaning dad and all...but the reality was, she was sitting there thinking back...and thus had included Steven's cock in the past tense as well...remembering. I let that one go however.
And though she didn't do it very often, every once in a while, she'd turn the tables on me. This must have been one of those times, as she allowed herself to not only think the thoughts, but then express them, asking me. "So, what's the biggest one you've ever seen? And whose?" She carefully added as though making that an afterthought.
This couldn't have worked out any more perfectly if I'd have tried. I had managed to drive this in the direction I'd been meaning for it to go in the first place. Not too much, and not too fast. Baby steps here. But I'd accomplished what I'd set out to do in the first place.
"Oh, that's easy," I said looking at her seriously now with no hint of mischief here. "Danny's!" And with that, I rolled out of bed, and headed out of her bedroom while she sat there trying to comprehend what I'd just shared with her. I hadn't even answered the first part of her question. I figured that might indeed come up again later. Suffice it to say, for now at least...she had a hell of a lot more than just that to ponder.
Truth Serum – Chapter Five
Danny and I had both feigned being tired, and thus heading upstairs to bed a bit early. It wasn't quite eleven when we said our goodnights, leaving mom and Steven sitting alone together there in the family room. I made a real showing of going through my normal routine before heading into my bedroom, remembering to close my door, though this was itself still a bit new to me. The truth was, I was still standing outside in the hallway, creeping back quietly to the top of the stairs. I knew mom would wait until she was sure she wouldn't be overheard before saying anything. Sure enough, I could hear the two of them talking, though in hushed tones, just barely loud enough for me to even make out.



"She said that?" Steven was asking. "Really?"
"Yes, she did. Clear as day. She didn't give me the chance to ask her anything more about it though. That's all she said. That the biggest one she'd ever seen, was Danny's." I heard Steven laugh, chuckling, and then the sound of mom punching him in the shoulder.
"Ouch!"
"Oh right...like that hurt!" Mom scolded, though by her tone of voice, she too was again trying to hold in a chuckle of her own. "Seriously Steven, do you think they're...you know, doing it?"
"Wouldn't surprise me, as close as the two of them have always been, they are after all pretty much grown up, and free to chose and decide what's best for themselves in that department. But if you're really worried, or just curious about it...why don't you just come out and ask her?"
There was a long silent pause. Mom was no doubt thinking about it, though I wish I could have seen the expression on her face while she was. "Just like that. Ask her if she and Danny are doing the nasty."
"Well I wouldn't put it quite that way," Steven chuckled again. "But yeah. You told me that the two of you have had some fairly intimate discussions in the past, not to mention having this one...talking about my dick no less, so yeah...I think it wouldn't be any less inappropriate for you to ask her about her love-life. I mean...after all. That might be something we need to think about and take into consideration here before we do all this up formally don't you think?"
"Yeah, I guess you're right. Maybe I should. I'll see if I can't find a way, the right time...to bring it up sometime tomorrow."
It was all I needed to hear. Smiling, I retreated back to the safety of my bedroom in order to get ready. I had less than thirty minutes before Danny and I would be meeting up over at his place. And I also knew, I now needed to get a few answers from him myself. I had come to my own basic conclusions about a few things, but for any of this to ever work, or even have the least bit of chance to work between he and I...I had to know with certainty, where his head was at. It was time to administer my own brand of truth serum.
**
Danny was waiting for me at the back door when I arrived. And though the house was pitch black of course, there was at least a full moon out, so it gave us just enough light to see by as we ascended the dark stairs leading up to his old room. Once inside, we even opened the curtains so there would be even more light as I hurriedly shimmied out of the nightgown I had thrown on before coming here.
"Get naked," I told him, which he soon did, and as we then settled down on top of his bare mattress, facing one another, sitting Indian style. This time he didn't even flinch when I reached over taking his nearly hard dick in hand as I started to fondle it. It was steely-hard in seconds. He reached over, likewise touching my breasts again, which I allowed, as it not only felt nice, but would no doubt enhance his arousal level, which I was trying to quickly escalate here.
"Hmm, that feels...good!" He moaned pleasurably as I sat there gently running my thumb back and forth over the sensitive ridge of his cock head. What I was hoping for, soon ran slick between my fingers. "Oh god!" He moaned again, actually shivering.
"Ok Danny, here's how this works," I began, though he wasn't quite coherent enough to understand what I had meant by that yet. "You like how this feels yes?"
"Yes," he moaned pleasurably, simply enjoying it...though his fingers continued to dance wonderfully on my nipples as well, distracting me just a little.
"Very good. Now then...if you want to keep feeling this, and enjoying it, then you're going to answer my questions truthfully. That's why I'm using this truth serum here, your fuck juice...to make your cock feel as good as I'm making it, so that you will."
"Will what?" He now asked, obviously still confused, not yet understanding my purpose here.
"I want to know what you think about things, and I want you to tell me the truth Danny, no matter what. The moment I think you're lying to me, or not telling me the whole truth...then this stops. But as long as you answer my questions honestly, then I keep pleasing you...all the way," I added. "Understand?"
"No...not really, what questions?" I quit playing with his dick, and scooted back, forcing him to remove his hands from my breasts.
"I ask the questions. You answer. Not the other way around here, understood?"
"Ok, ok...whatever," he sighed anxiously. "What do you want to know?" I moved back to sit in front of him again, not at all surprised when he reached up, once more capturing my breasts, though my own hand immediately went back to what I'd been doing to him.
"Tell me what you thought when you first saw those photos of our parents fooling around together. Did that bother you that they were? Or did it arouse you when you realized they always had been doing that?"
I could tell he was actually thinking about it when he answered. "Well at first, it was more surprising than shocking really. I mean, no...I wasn't disgusted, or anything like that no. And sure...especially looking at them, seeing them...it was arousing yes. Why?"
"I ask the questions here remember?" I said letting go of his dick again.
"Oh come on Sin...be a sport. I answered your question, at least answer mine too. Only fair."
"We'll see," I responded back to that. "As long as we stay on subject here and don't head off in some other direction, maybe I will. Just be truthful with me...remember that."
"Ok. So...you gonna answer my why question?"
"In a minute...maybe. But first, tell me this, and then we'll see. When you first saw my mom naked, what did you think when you did? And again Danny...be honest with me about it."
Although he appeared to be thinking, the answer was already there. I could see it in his eyes, and I knew he was trying to find the right words to say, knowing that I would know if he were to lie to me. But he was known to hedge his bet a little, not telling the full truth in times past.
"Well, I thought she looked hot. Damn sexy in fact," he added hoping that was enough. But it wasn't.
"Those are just the surface words Danny. Not what I was looking for and you know it." I stopped thumbing his prick, leaning back and away from him, once more forcing him to relinquish my breasts. "Try again. Tell me what you were really thinking deep down inside when you looked at the photos, when you actually saw mom's cunt, when you saw how sweet her breasts looked, especially with your mother sucking on them, while your dad knelt behind...fucking her."
He swallowed, and then spoke nervously. "I was thinking...that I wish I was fucking her too," he finally admitted. I grinned, laughed.
"See? Now that wasn't so hard now was it?" He looked sheepishly at me, but then asked me what I thought when I saw them. "Same thing. Wondered what it would feel like to fuck your father."
"Seriously? You'd...you'd actually fuck dad if you had the chance?"
"Of course I would. Same as you'd enjoy fucking my mother if you could." It was obvious he was about to say something, but then closed his mouth. He knew I was right...he would if he could.
"Wouldn't happen anyway," he said moments later. "Just fantasy talk right?"
"Fantasy, until you make it reality," I told him more firmly stroking his cock now, wanting to intensify the pleasure as we continued to talk, pursuing this particular little taboo.
"Like that's ever going to happen," he groaned deeply.
"Who knows? There might be a way," I assured him having given this a great deal of thought, and now knowing how he truly felt, ready to put my plan into action. "We know that this has been going on for a good number of years, and that they all four had gotten really close because of it. More importantly, that aspect of them having lost half of that closeness together will be greatly missed. And while it is...even before they tie the proverbial knot. It's time to strike while the irons hot. But I'm not going to do that unless you're truly on board with this. With me. So again Danny...I'm asking you. If you could...if it truly was possible, would you fuck my mother if you had the opportunity to do so. And with everyone's complete and total agreement?"
He again thought while I continued stroking his prick, doing so purposely now so as to ensure a truthful response borne out of his own hot sexual desires as I brought him closer and closer towards orgasm.
"It'd have to be...mutually agreeable, amongst everyone. Maybe then," he left off.
"Then leave it up to me to work out the details Danny. But you need to know, once I put things into motion, there's no going back." He nodded his head uncertainly, but he was too fucking close now to argue with me either. "Good...now, how'd you like to cum in my mouth?"
Revelations – Chapter Six
I had purposely slept in, trying to make things easier for mom to have an excuse to come talk to me, in waking me. I knew that Steven had no doubt gone off to work already, as had Danny. So that left just mom and I alone in the house for a time until I headed off to my own part-time job later than afternoon. And though I had started closing my bedroom door, it had remained unlocked. So when the first wake-up tap came, I was feigning sleep as mom entered, calling out to me.
"Rise and shine sleepy-head, no time to dawdle...I need to get the laundry done."
I was naked as I slowly rolled out of bed into a sitting position, yawning and stretching, allowing mom to see me in all my glory. And not that I had any thoughts about anything like that, establishing a zone of comfort between us was paramount to having another very open and honest discussion with her. Being in such a vulnerable state, without pause, without inhibitions, would hopefully set the tone and the mood for what was coming. I yawned again, this time for real, likewise running my hand down between my legs as though without thinking. The move wasn't lost on mom either as she stood there, already grabbing my pillow, removing the pillowcase.
"Late night?" She asked curiously. She knew damn well I hadn't gone anywhere, but sleeping in this late wasn't normal for me, unless I'd been up later than usual.
"Sort of," I responded looking at the clock on my nightstand, hand still down between my legs, cupping my cunt, though I quickly stood. "Need to pee," I told her leaving the room, walking out into the hallway towards the bathroom. I could feel mom's eyes on me every step of the way, wondering if she'd approach me when I returned, or later. I'd given her enough openings, now it was up to her to see if she'd use any of them. By the time I had returned from the bathroom, mom had finished stripping the bed, which was again a bit unusual, as most of the time I did it myself. Plus, she was now sitting on it, waiting for me to return.
"Something on your mind?" I asked seeing that she was waiting for me to return.
"Just curious about something," she began hesitantly. "I know you didn't go out last night, though obviously you were still up late doing something. But it has more to do with something you sort of mentioned to me the last time we talked," she stated...fishing, but there it was. I decided to play with the hook for a bit, before biting, letting her think she was reeling me in. Hopefully that would get her to open up with me a bit as well, and peak her curiosity enough to give some thought to my eventual suggestion.
"Oh? And what was that?" Instead of dressing, or even making an attempt to, I sat down on the edge of the bed next to her, though sitting slightly at an angle so I could face her. I saw her eyes briefly look over my nude form, though she quickly averted her gaze as though trying to ignore the obvious as she looked up into my eyes instead.
"After what you said, I was wondering...how long have you and Danny been sleeping together?"
I wasn't about to tell her we hadn't actually had intercourse yet. I was in fact saving that little prize as further insurance for Danny. Already telling him last night after he damn near drowned me when he came in my mouth, that I also wanted to fuck him, in the worst way. But not until we had a nice long evening to ourselves, when we could truly enjoy doing that without having to rush through it. But even more importantly, only when we also had both my mother, and his father's blessing when we did. I know I was likewise hedging my bet a little by inferring that we already had. But there was still a chance they could actually ask us to cease fooling around with one another, which would then toss my entire plan right out the window.
"Not long, only a few weeks actually," I told her. But I have to say mom, I hope for your sake that Steven's as affectionate and attentive as Danny is. If he is...then no wonder you're always walking around with a smile on your face. Especially if Steven's cock is anything at all like Danny's is."
There...I had opened another door for her, wondering if she'd step through it or not. Her mouth partially open as though trying to find the words, struggling with asking them, or discussing something else instead. I was betting on the former.
"Well, like I told you. Steven IS a good lover yes, in different ways than your father," she again stressed as though the thought of that might bother, or upset me. "But one doesn't need a gigantic cock to satisfy a woman either. In fact, I prefer that a man doesn't, so long as he knows what to do with it."
"Oh I couldn't agree more mom!" I said excitedly as though reminiscing about it. "Even Danny's cock isn't as big as a couple of other's I've seen. But what it is...is nice and thick, and damn fucking hard!"
"Cynthia...Ann..."
I laughed, interrupting her before she could finish, finishing for her. "Green. I know. But you wanted to know didn't you? I mean really? Isn't that what these fun, naughty little chats are all about? Sharing confidences, even secrets at times? And I'll be honest with you about something else too mom, since we are hopefully being honest with one another here. Just talking about it, gets me all horny and aroused again. Which I'm getting now, imagining what Steven probably looks like, if he looks anything at all like Danny, and visa versa. You know? Haven't you been wondering about that too?"
I had painted her into a bit of a corner here. Mom was tongue-tied, trying to answer my question without making it sound like she'd actually been wondering what Danny's hard cock looked like. "Only when you mentioned it the first time," she settled on saying. She then straightened her posture some, trying to regain some control here, though I noticed her eyes wandered down, though I had purposely drawn them to where I was hoping she'd look, once again pretending to be off in thought for a moment, and totally unaware of what I was even doing to myself as one hand came up to capture and encircle one of my rock-hard extended nipples.
"Well I have to tell you mom, it really is amazing. Never seen one that can get that steely-hard before like Danny's can. And not like it's a monster dick either mom, but it truly is beautiful. And you know what else?" I asked only then pretending I was suddenly aware of what I'd been doing to myself as I once again dropped my hand.
"Wha...ah what?" Mom muttered her eyes still locked on my hard erect nipples for a moment before forcing herself to look up at me again. "What?" She said again. The color in her cheeks told me she was becoming as aroused by all this as I was. Plus...she was fidgeting a little too. It was time to strike while I had her off guard and vulnerable to the idea.
"He told me, while I was sucking his cock last night...that,"
"You were..."
"Yeah, sucking that hard stiff fucking cock, oh mom...I really do wish you could see it, it truly is amazing! Anyway...while I was sucking on it, licking it...he actually told me that he hoped that I would grow up to look just like you do now in a few years."
"He did not!"
"Oh yes he did."
"While you were sucking him, he said that."
"He did yes. Told me that he was really happy for his dad, as much as he missed his mom, that seeing you two together, happy as you both seem to be, was the best possible outcome to all of this, save for the four of you still just being friends together anyway. But that since he and I had gotten a bit more intimate, that it made him wonder about what I might eventually look like when I'm your age. Because again...he finds you incredibly sexy too. A real MILF so to speak."
"What's a MILF?" Mom asked wide-eyed, her cheeks even redder in appearance now, her chest actually heaving up and down just a bit.
I giggled as though speaking confidentially to her, even lowering my voice as I told her as though someone might actually over hear us. "It means...a mother I'd like to fuck!" I let that one sink in for a moment, this time my hand down between my legs as though it had again wandered off there all by itself without me realizing it.
"He does? I mean...it does?" She corrected quickly. "And...and he said that while,"
"I was sucking his prick. Yes. I like being able to do that, don't you? I remember you once telling me that being very candid and open with a person both mentally as well as physically can heighten and intensify the experience. Well that's one of the things I really love about Danny, and so love that you taught me to be like that with him in that way. Like this...it's fun being able to express those feelings and emotions without any repercussion or judgment, that you can be that honest and open with another person, truly does feel liberating. And more importantly, draws me closer to that person. Like it did with me and you," I told her. "I mean, look at me mom, I've been sitting here touching myself without even realizing it half the time, and I don't feel the least bit shy, or guilty or embarrassed about any of that. And I owe all that to you for raising me that way!"
"Yes, well...I've always believe that people should be able to discuss and talk about anything, especially family," she added to that trying to once again regain some composure here, though she immediately side-stepped back to the previous. "But I can't imagine why Danny would be wondering, or thinking about what I look like, I mean...after all Sin," she said blushing again. "I'm eventually going to be his stepmother!"
"Eventually, and soon yes. But it doesn't take away the thought or even the desire mom. I mean Danny's as curiously interested about you, as I am admittedly about Steven. Nothing wrong with wondering...or, if given the chance, actually seeing. I mean what's the harm in that really?"
She was again speechless, though her almost vacant eyes weren't looking at me, but at something inside her mind as she sat there. I set my own hook, and pulled on it just a little.
"I told him it had been a while since I'd actually seen you naked, trying to remember what you looked like as I described you to him, so he'd have something to imagine when he came."
"Oh my god! You didn't! I mean...he was, he was..."
"Thinking about you when I made him come? God I certainly hope so! I'd hate to think I went to all that effort for nothing when he blew that amazing load all over my face and tits. I swear mom...I've never seen anyone cum that much, or that hard...for that long before. I think telling him about you, describing you to him the way I did, really helped him to bust a terrific nut. And boy did he!"
Mom really was frazzled at this point, almost dazed, but there was no mistaking the look of arousal in her eyes upon hearing all this. "I...I just can't believe you did that, or that he did."



"Why not? Like I said, he thinks you're hot too mom, and I agree with him. And besides, admittedly, I was picturing in my mind what it might look like when Steven was fucking you, and how good you said that felt, and how good in bed you said he was. Only normal that one would wonder about that. So that's what I was thinking about when Danny was going down on me too!"
I almost let out a cry of victory when I saw mom's hand suddenly come up to rub herself between the legs, though she for sure had no idea she'd just actually done that. I couldn't help wondering just how damp and heated she now was. It was the ideal time to reel her in.
"Mom?" I asked sounding serious here as I drew her attention back to me, which was when she simultaneously realized what she'd been doing to herself, quickly, and embarrassedly removing her hand.
"Yes?" She said sounding almost breathless.
"I do have one tinny-weeny favor to ask."
"What?" She said totally off balance here. I grinned.
"Would you mind letting me see you naked? So I can actually tell him what you really do look like later on this evening, while I'm playing with that hard fucking cock of his? It would me a lot to me...to both of us, if you'd actually let me do that. And I promise I won't say anything to him that you actually let me look, I'll just tell him that I happened to walk in on you while you were getting ready to take a bath. But at least that way, I can actually tell him, and hopefully get him as excited as he was last night. It really would mean a lot to me...please?"
There was a long pause as she actually sat there struggling with it. And then suddenly she stood up, pointing towards the door.
"Ok, but close AND lock the door...I don't want anyone accidentally, or inadvertently walking in on us and thinking that anything else was going on here...ya know?"
I sprang up and off the bed as though I'd been shot out of a canon.
This was going ever better than I could have hoped for.
Mom's naughty side – Chapter Seven
"I can't believe you actually talked me into doing this," she said as she hurriedly removed her clothes. I had actually known her answer even before she had pointed towards the door. I had seen the look in her eyes. The same one I had seen so many times in the photos. The thing about mom, was that she was so much like me whether she'd freely admit it or not. Once she was truly aroused, she was willing to do just about anything, at least once. So maybe this was that once. And maybe she'd never do anything like it again after she'd had some time to think about it. But at the moment at least, her horny hormones were firing on all cylinders. Finally she stood naked before me, though even then she was wavering just a bit as though maybe this wasn't such a good idea after all. She was already having second thoughts, so I needed to act, and act quickly here. "Now what?"
"Well, for one... drop your hands so I can see your tits mom," I said grinning at her. "And don't be so damn nervous. It's just us girls here. No reason to be shy or inhibited. I'm just going to have a nice close look so I can describe you in exquisite detail for him while he's fucking me," I told her, wanting to implant the vision of that in her minds-eye, and get her special sauce juicing again. I heard a small involuntary moan upon saying that, though she finally did drop her hands away, revealing her large magnificent breasts. Sure, age had played a part in them hanging a lot heavier against her chest now, gravity helping out some. But regardless of that, mom really did have a great pair of boobs on her. Nice and full, heavy looking, and yet still firm enough to be erotically enticing. But I actually found myself jealous of her nipples, much larger than my own, darker in color even, with very thick extended nipples that were now hard, almost thimble-sized in comparison to my own. I patted the end of the bed next to me. "Here, sit down before you fall down," I laughed. Mom shook her head again as though she still couldn't believe she was doing this, but sat down. The moment she did, I leaned in closer to her.
"What are you doing?" She asked leaning back and away from me some.
"What do you think I'm doing? I'm looking...closely. Why? What'd you think I was going to do? Suck one?"
Mom laughed nervously, obviously embarrassed again. "I don't know...maybe."
I laughed at that. "Not that I wasn't considering it." I told her.
"Cynthia!" She giggled out loud, feigning shock at my statement. "I am still your mother you know!"
"Yeah, and even if you are, your damn hot and sexy looking mom. And though I haven't really done anything with another woman yet...I'd have to say, I'd almost wish you'd be my first, if that were ever to happen...as sexy and as hot as you honestly look."
That one caught her off guard. Again, I knew something about her that she certainly didn't know I knew. And that was obviously, that mom had certainly enjoyed the intimacy of another woman. The photos of her and Jackie together certainly proved that. I did thumb one of her hard extended nipples before she could react to that however.
"How sensitive are yours anyway?" I asked, as though curious, not actually trying to stimulate her in anyway, though I knew damn good and well that's exactly what I was doing to her. I then thumbed one of my own, toying with it as she watched me. "Mine are pretty sensitive, I think I could even have an orgasm just playing with them."
"I know what you mean, I can too," she told me. "Especially when they're both being sucked on."
It was kind of hard passing that one up. So I looked at her. "Do tell!" Now she really did blush. And though I honestly believe she had screwed up here, she tried dodging that bullet anyway as she pushed her breasts together.
"They're just big enough that your father used to push them together like this, and then suck on the nipples together simultaneously. Whenever he did that, I never failed to have an orgasm if he kept it up for very long."
I was sure that was the truth too. I am sure he had and did. But the way she had said it, and the look on her face when she first did, told me she was thinking about an entirely different way.
"Guess I'll never know. My boobs aren't quite big enough to do that," I said cupping my own again, trying to make my nipples touch, but they weren't quite making it. "Guess I'm just too damn little! Another reason that I wish my boobs were as nice as yours are, and hope one day that they will be."
"Oh baby...you have gorgeous breasts! And don't be in any hurry for them to sag like mine do. You've got too many years ahead of you yet before you need to start thinking about that. Once again I reached over and gently thumbed one of her nipples. This time she allowed it, briefly, before chuckling nervously and pulling away again. "OK, enough's, enough. I think you've seen me long enough to give Danny a general description here," she said standing.
"No, not yet!" I called out. "I need you to do just one more little thing for me first."
"Now what?"
"I need to see your clit, and see if it's bigger, or as little as mine is," I said actually spreading my legs, looking down at myself, and purposely unsheathing my tiny, yet hard little clitoris. I knew damn good and well where mom was looking, even hearing the sudden catch and intake of her breath. I looked up at her and said, "So...show me."
I was a little surprised when she just suddenly moved one foot over a bit, stepping...her hands coming down between her legs, fingers spreading herself. Sure enough, her likewise amazing clit popping out, again...twice the size at least of my own. Had she been standing any closer, I'd have been too fucking tempted to actually snake my tongue out and give it a lick. "Wow...it's beautiful!" I once more assured her, and then actually fell back onto the bed, looking at her, legs spread, finger-tip slowly encircling my own smaller, but very sensitive and very aroused clit. "That's hot!" I mewled pleasurably.
"Cynthia! What are you doing?"
"I'm masturbating. Looking at you mom. Sorry...but I can't help it. I need to cum now, enjoy this while I can. Please mom, please...touch yourself for me too. Let me see how you like to pleasure yourself. I promise...this stays strictly between us. No one will ever know. Just this once mom...I need to see you, watch you...see how you do it, while you watch me." I pinched my clit between two fingers, pulling on it, almost as though I were jacking it off. And then grinned silently to myself, as mom started doing the exact same thing to her very aroused...very swollen and very, very hard looking clit.
**
Mom wasn't exactly a squirter, more like a white-sauce dribbler. Same as me. But a lot more of it, at least this time anyway. Watching her cum, hearing her...seeing the expression on her face, you know...the "O" look that no one ever wants anyone else to see necessarily? That one? Well it was awesome! I don't think I'd ever seen anything more erotic in my entire life, especially as it was live, happening right there in front of me. And then the sauce...oh my god the sauce that suddenly began to spill from the recess of mom's pussy, the sounds it made as she continued to stand there frigging herself, before losing all strength in her legs, collapsing down on the bed next to me. I had come with her too. The moment I saw her, heard her...I exploded. My own orgasm washing over me with a vengeance, causing me to see stars as I swam through the universe of ecstasy.
We lay there side-by-side, actually holding hands now, trying to collect our respective breaths.
"I mean it Cynthia. No one, and I mean NO ONE ever hears about this! Promise me! I should have never let this happen in the first place!" She added to that, trying to sound angry, but failing miserably as her flushed, heated panting continued.
"Ok, I promise. I won't. But, you really should tell Steven about it."
"What? Are you nuts?"
"Seriously mom. You shouldn't start out keeping secrets from him, no way to start a marriage for one thing. But for another, I'm willing to bet he wouldn't have a problem with any of this, especially if you told him fairly soon. Explain everything."
"Everything?"
"Yeah, everything. I'm willing to bet he'll even get off on it, knowing that we did this. Provided you tell him about it now, and not wait...or worse, inadvertently let it slip that it happened so many years from now. That could pose a problem. But think about it mom. What's so bad about this anyway? Nothing really if you think about it. We just had a very special mother/daughter moment is all. Sure, we watched one another get off, what's the big deal in that? No harm, no foul. It was hot, naughty...and damn fun now wasn't it?"
At least she was smiling. "It was that," she said actually reaching down between her legs, still feeling the small river of her female cum juice as it continued to trickle down the inside of her thighs. "Good thing I didn't put clean sheets on the bed yet huh?" she giggled, though turning serious again as she rolled over looking at me directly. "But you really think I should tell Steven about this?"
"If it was me, I know I would mom. Like I said, I have a pretty good feeling about these things. And I am willing to bet, he will find it damn sexy and erotic, as long as you tell him about it now, and not wait too long in doing so."
"I'll think about it," she said finally rolling out of bed, but not before surprising me, as she gave my right breast a quick little kiss. "God you make me feel naughty," she said. "Who's kid are you anyway?" I laughed at that.
"I think we're a lot more alike that even you realize mother," I grinned once more reaching up to begin toying with my still aroused nipples again. "Now, unless you want to stick around and watch me get off again," I leered. She hesitated for a moment, as though she might, and then gathered up her clothes and the laundry she'd tossed off to one side.
"Don't tempt me," she said and then swiftly headed out of my bedroom.
Things indeed were going pretty much according to plan.
Temptations – Chapter Eight
It was too soon yet to know if mom had actually mentioned anything to Steven yet about what we'd done. But I figured she would eventually, if and when she finally decided. In the meantime, it was time to put another aspect of my dirty little plan into effect, especially as she was primed for it. I once again waited until I was sure that both Steven and Danny had left for the day, and then made my way down to the kitchen area. It was early yet, so I knew mom would no doubt be relaxing over an early morning coffee outside. Sure enough, I could see her through the kitchen window out on the patio, pouring myself a cup, and then casually strolling outside to join her. I actually startled her, and then saw why as she hurriedly adjusted herself. I pretended not to have noticed anything, keeping a straight face, and making no mention of what I was now suspicious of. But it was again the perfect opportunity to plant another suggestion, especially if she was indeed horny...which I was guessing having almost caught her, that she certainly was.
Although she was wearing a robe, I had noticed it parted as I stepped out of the sliding glass doors. The way she moved suddenly her hand quickly closing it, though she'd not had time to actually redo the sash on it, told me what I needed to know. She'd obviously been toying with herself. Perhaps not seriously, but enough that she was indeed obviously still aroused.
"Morning sweetie," she addressed me as I came over to join her, sitting my cup of coffee on the table separating us. There was a slight flush in her cheeks, not enough to give her away, but enough to know.
"Morning mom. Sleep well?"
"Very...thanks. And you?"
"Oh yeah, sweet dreams. Really sweet dreams," I winked. Her cheeks reddened even more, though she quickly tried to bring up another subject, rather than the obvious one.
"By the way. You and Danny will be on your own for dinner tonight. Steven has to work late, and I told him I'd meet him in town and at least have dinner with him. So I won't be home until around eight or so."
Hearing that gave me another idea. And I began to wonder if this might not be the best time to try and implement that, again part of my overall plan here. And though I wasn't sure if she'd actually go for it, there was no time like the present to bring it up either.
"Cool. Danny and I were planning on spending some time together this evening anyway, so that will certainly make things a lot easier for us," I hinted.
"Oh? Doing what?" Mom fished, obviously interested, even if she was pretending not to know what I was talking about.
"Let me put it this way. If you want to see it, now's the chance. I can assure you, he'd never know, and you'd finally be able to see what I've been talking about."
She was just horny enough she didn't even hesitate really, nor did she pretend she didn't know what I was suggesting either. "And how would you manage that?" She asked instead.
"You said you'd be home around eight right? Well I'll tell Danny that you told me you were meeting Steven for dinner...AND a movie tonight, so that you both won't be home until really late. Then...I'll make sure we're in my room fooling around. You'll come home early, and the story, if we even need it later, is that Steven told you over dinner that he had to go back to work, sorry about the movie part. So you come home early. And then you come up stairs to let me know you're actually home, except of course you see us together in bed. Chances are, Danny will never even know you saw us if we do this right."
"I don't know Cynthia," mom worriedly thought. Though I saw her hand once again disappear through the opening of her robe for a split second. Only long enough for her to realize what she'd nearly done, removing it even more quickly. "What if...what if we get caught?"
"We won't get caught. Trust me. And even if we do. Whose actually getting caught here? Me and Danny, that's who. And that's when we'd use the story, if we even need to. But I seriously doubt it. I'm sure I'll have Danny's full and undivided attention at the time, when you come home. I'll wait, and make sure he's totally occupied, when I see the house alarm being turned off. That's when you come up stairs to my bedroom. And since you're both supposedly away for the evening, I'll have left my bedroom door open."
"I don't know," she said again.
"Well, you think about it. You know where I'll be and what we'll be doing if you change your mind," I smiled at her, and then hurriedly finished my coffee. It was time to let her think about it on her own. Hopefully her current arousal, and the thought of actually getting a peek at Danny's hard stiff dick would win over. Only time would tell.
**
Danny was completely blown away when I told him about it. Not only was he finally going to fuck me, but my mother was going to be watching us while he did. Just the thought of that had him walking around early that evening with a hard on. So much so, I told him to go to his room and stay there until mom had finally left. And though we hadn't spoken any more about it, and I had no idea if she'd actually come upstairs to watch us after getting home or not, I was once again betting on it. And that the temptation to actually see his prick would be too much.
Years ago, dad had installed a very elaborate security system in the house. There was a small alert panel in all of the bedrooms. When the small little light on it burned red, you knew the house was secure, doors locked. When it switched from red to green, you knew the security system had been safely switched off, with a thirty second window in disarming it. After that, a silent alarm was sent, though each one of the bedroom panels would show a bright flashing light, along with a small beeping sound. Anyone could hit the panic alarm inside their bedroom, immediately locking all bedroom doors simultaneously in the event anyone had broken in. I was simply going to use it to determine the moment mom came in this evening so that Danny and I could and would be waiting for her, if indeed she decided to go along with my scheme.
We'd actually been fooling around for the better part of an hour when I told Danny it was time that we get "into" position. "I'll drive," I chuckled, letting him know that for this to work, he needed to be on the bottom, with me sitting on him, effectively blocking his view to the doorway. But that would also ensure that if mom did indeed sneak up stairs, she'd get a pretty good view of everything going on. More importantly, I'd have a good look at her as well as my dressing mirror was between the bed and my closet, giving me a perfect view of the open doorway behind me. If she did come, I'd easily be able to see her peeking in on us, and would secretly and silently alert Danny to that effect.
It was five minutes to eight when I saw the alarm panel lights turn green, letting us know she was home.
"Show time!" I told him, moving away from his cock where I'd been playfully fondling it, keeping it nice and hard, though I think it would have stayed that way regardless. Danny's arousal at even thinking mom might actually come upstairs to spy on us was enough to do that. "Now don't blow this," I quickly told him. "Don't go trying to take a peek at her yourself. If we can manage it, I'll tell you when it's safe to do so, and you can look then, but not until then. In the meantime, just enjoy what my pussy's going to be doing to your dick while mom watches it going in and out of me...ok?"
"Ok," he smiled, and then I climbed on top, placing the opening of my very wet pussy against the head of his cock for the very first time. I felt him enter, and then slid slowly and easily down the entire length of his shaft until it was buried deeply inside me.



"And how's that feel Danny boy?" I asked. He groaned, his dick throbbed wonderfully and deeply inside me. I didn't fuck him yet however, not knowing if he'd be able to control himself for as long as we needed him too. I had him hold perfectly still, using my inner muscles to clasp and clench his cock. Up until now, I'd never tried doing that on a real cock before. I'd certainly practiced the technique numerous times on cucumbers, zucchinis, and eventually my dildo's and vibrators until I had managed to do what I felt was a fairly good job of learning muscle control.
"Oh fuck!" He moaned out loud pleasurably, just sitting there inside me. "That's...that's amazing Sin!" He mewled once again, throbbing inside me again, which I could likewise easily feel. Five minutes had passed, and I was anxiously wondering if mom would indeed dare to come up the stairs, or if she had in fact chickened out, and gone down to her room. I needn't have worried. I saw the shadow in the hallway before I eventually saw her. I gave Danny our silent signal, winking at him, licking my lips. And then slowly began fucking him, lifting my ass almost all the way off his cock before just as slowly, sliding back down it again. With Danny's hands once more cupping my breasts, licking and sucking my nipples, he was perfectly content to amuse and enjoy himself until I decided it was safe enough for him to try and sneak a peek for himself. I kept one eye on the mirror, looking towards the door. Continued shadow movement just outside telling me that mom was hovering nearby, no doubt listening first before daring herself enough to actually peek in. Though even that had been made easy for her, with the door wide open.
Since she was obviously still listening, not yet brave enough to poke her head around the corner yet, I figured I might just as well give her something to listen to then while I waited. Hopefully, hearing that, she'd screw up enough courage to finally look. "Oh baby, oh Danny! I love the way you suck on my tits baby, the way you gently chew and pull on my nipples makes me so fucking hot. Can you feel my juice baby? Can you feel the way it's dripping, running out of my pussy, coating your cock?" Danny was looking at me, no doubt wondering if he was actually supposed to answer that, but I put a finger to my lips, telling him to be quiet. Now was not the time. Not yet anyway. The sound of his voice might be enough to actually frighten and unnerve her. "Oh baby, your cock is SO fucking hard inside me. I love the way it feels going in and out of my tight, hot pussy baby. That's it, fuck me baby, fuck me. Fuck my tight hot cunt!"
I saw mom actually poke her head around the corner, just for a split second, no doubt trying to get a fix on things, and just how safe it was for her to actually look better next time. Sitting on him the way I was, leaning forward, forcing Danny to lay completely back, I knew that there was no way he could see her, and she'd quickly realize that. But more importantly, I also knew at the angle we were in, she could easily see that rock hard cock of his sliding in and out of my pussy. Sure enough, this time when she looked, she remained there, looking on. The mirror in my room likewise at a slight angle, giving me a better picture of her than what the doorway did. Mom was wearing a short skirt, which I now watched as she hiked it up around her waist. Wearing thigh-high lace top stockings, she had on what appeared to be a tiny black thong in addition to that. Her hand already down beneath the miniscule waistband, fingers already pleasurably exploring herself as she stood there watching the two of us. But there was no way yet that Danny could chance or risk peeking at her. Mom needed to step a bit more forward into the door before I was even willing to risk that myself. I was still slow-fucking him, though methodically with nice long up and down motions that I knew was completely if not totally revealing his prick. I could almost see the image of it myself from where mom stood. Danny's large tight balls, his thick meaty shaft now smeared with our combined juices, which were adding a wicked sounding song of their own as the slick, slipperiness of those erotic sounds could be easily heard as we fucked. I reached back, purposely taking him out of my cunt, letting him run his hard stiff cock up against and almost between my ass cheeks. But I knew that mom was now getting a really good look at the length of his entire cock, including his nice thick bulbous looking cock-head. Sure enough, she took a small step in order to get a better look, though still safe enough to dart away back around the corner if she needed to. But I knew she was looking intently now. Her hand still furious between her legs as she stood there masturbating...watching us fuck.
Mom took another small step for an even closer look. It was now or never as I again gave him the sign, leaning slightly off to one side just enough, lifting my arm as I did for him to peek around and through. Glancing into the mirror, I was seeing what I knew he was. Mom standing there, skirt hiked up around her waist, hand down between her legs, fingers working, mouth open...eyes locked on his massive erection which I was still sliding up and down against even though it was no longer inside me. I leaned back, cutting off his vision for the moment. Another wicked idea suddenly coming to mind. I stared into the mirror until I was sure mom had caught my eyes looking at her. I smiled. She smiled back, albeit a bit nervously so. I slid my hand back, grasping Danny's cock.
"Want me to put it back inside my pussy baby? Want to feel my wet slippery cunt again?" I asked unnecessarily, the whole time making a waving motion towards mom. She got my meaning, but shook her head no.
"Oh yeah," Danny spoke, which at this point made more sense for him in doing. Stuff me back in there," he actually begged. "I want to fill your cunt with my prick Sin...and I want to cum inside you, fill you up until it flows back out of you again."
I looked in the mirror, frowning at her. Once again waving my hand at her furiously. "I bet you would like to cum now wouldn't you?" I teased. And you will baby, you will. But not inside me...on my ass. I want to feel your cum squirting all over my ass when you finally do cum. I waved again. Pleased when mom actually stepped much further into the room, making sure she came in quietly, straight up behind me, even slinking down a little. This was gutty, even for her.
"Ok, I'm going to put you inside me again," I informed him, though my hand was no where's near his dick. But I knew mom's was when I felt her suddenly guiding Danny's cock back into my sweet slit, even playing with it a bit before pressing it in. I mouthed the words silently, seeing Danny's eyes grow large as I did. "That's mom...not me." I thought he was going to bust a nut right then and there, and damn near did too!
"Oh FUCK!" He cried out involuntarily, though unfortunately, his unexpected outburst scared mom away. She cautiously retreated back towards the doorway, disappearing for a moment before looking again. But I was pleased to see that she had completely removed her skirt and thong when she next reappeared. One hand spreading her lips a part. The other working her clit much the same way I did, almost as though jacking it off as she stood there looking on. All this excitement and stimulation bringing me to the very edge as well. And I knew I was easily capable of cumming at the drop of a hat.
"You ready baby? You ready to squirt that nice hot load all over my nasty sweet ass?"
"Fuck yes please!" He cried out, already feeling his dick swell even bigger if that was possible. I lifted up, forcing his prick to un-cunt me, and then spun around on him so fast that he had no time to react. "Eat me...make me cum with you," I demanded, knowing that would keep him busy while I dared do this. I once again motioned towards mom. Seeing that Danny was now otherwise occupied, she actually came walking back in again, now kneeling on the floor at the end of the bed, only a foot or so away from Danny's hard stiff cock as I began licking and sucking it. I pointed it at her, grinning. She shook her head no. I licked it again, sucking it again, showing her the dribble of cum that suddenly oozed from the tip of his prick. He was only moments away now from spurting. I pointed it at her one more, winking. And then mouthed the words.
"Do it!"
To my delight. She did.
I don't think Danny ever knew she had actually licked it. Though that's all she did, quickly, and then backed off as I did. In moment's Danny's cock lurched and he began spewing all over the place, most of which ended up between my breasts, though I was likewise in the throes of an orgasm myself due to his talented tongue on my clit. But even better, so was mom. The look in her eyes so wild, so lustful and crazy, watching Danny's prick spunking my tits. She even reached out, smearing a bit of it over and around my breasts, licking off her fingers before crawling out backwards through the door again actually on her hands and knees.
It was nasty as fuck.
**
My turn – Chapter Nine
I was really starting to appreciate this alone time that mom and I had in the morning. It gave us a chance to chat, to recap events while they were still fresh, and certainly before she could start feeling even the least bit guilty about it. I knew for my part, I had to keep her from thinking like that, and thus keep it exciting, arousing even dangerous to some degree. I was beginning to understand my mother, better than she understood herself. We really, truly were far more alike than she obviously realized. But I knew without any doubt whatsoever, it was the "danger" part that she found truly exciting, stimulating, even if it scared her a little. That...was a crucial aspect of the whole thing.
I came downstairs early again, not even bothering to put much of anything on, just a simple pair of skimpy bikini panties as I strolled into the kitchen, pouring myself a cup of coffee. It was obvious she was waiting for me, sitting at the kitchen table. Though the look in her eyes told me, she was definitely struggling with what had happened.
"You know you really should come dressed," she told me looking up at me as I walked over, pulling a chair out at the table sitting down across from her. Boobs obviously on display though she again purposely averted her eyes.
"Why? Steven and Danny have left already...just us girls," I said smiling sipping my coffee. Wondering as I did, what she was planning on telling me, and hoping that I could quickly deflect whatever reservations she obviously had.
"We need to talk."
"Obviously, though you have to admit mom, it was pretty damn exciting wasn't it?" If I could get her to admit to that, I knew her resolve would weaken a little, and I could work with that.
"Exciting, yes. Admittedly, but I'm not sure it's such a good idea to be doing things like that, not safe...not right..."
"Oh? And what was wrong with what happened? Nothing really. I mean seriously mom. You got to see Danny's hard stiff cock right? And you got to see him fucking me with it. You have to admit it mom, it was hot seeing that wasn't it? And it was damn fucking hot knowing you were watching us. That was a major turn on. Just like the other day when we watched one another getting off."
Mom was flustered again, as I repainted the images for her. "Yes but..."
"But nothing," I stopped her. "Look...mom, let's face it. You and I are a lot alike. You know it, and I know it. So it's just a matter of admitting that to one another, and then moving forward from there. It was damn fucking exciting knowing you were there, especially with you playing with yourself, watching Danny's cock sliding in and out of me. And I could see by the look on your face, that you were honestly enjoying it. So what's wrong with that? It was nasty fun yes?"
"That's just it Sin," Mom said using my nick-name. "It was nasty. Nasty dirty, and I was enjoying it a little bit too much I think. You have no idea how tempting it was for me, to just wrap my lips around Danny's hard cock and suck it for him. I was so tempted to do that, but didn't dare."
"I wish you had of. And so does Danny for that matter," I said.
"Wha...what do you mean by that?"
"Oh don't worry. I didn't mean he knew anything about you actually being there last night. I mean when he's talked to me before, you know...even before you actually got there when I was licking and sucking his cock, teasing him. Asking him if he'd like seeing the two of us together doing that. He said that would be a real fantasy come true if something like that were to ever happen. That's all. But the point is, he'd have been in seventh heaven if he'd felt the two of us actually licking and sucking him together last night. Which is why I said, I wish you had." Mom relaxed, now understanding what I meant, though the truth of course was far beyond that. Danny had indeed popped another nut a bit later as I sucked his cock, actually talking about that, and then telling him just before he came, that mom had actually licked it herself. He'd been totally unaware of her involvement beyond just watching us until I informed him it had been her hand that had slipped his cock back up inside me, and that she had actually licked a droplet of his almost-cum, off the end of his dick. "I am curious about something else though," I asked.
"Oh? And what is that?"
"You mention anything to Steven about what we did?"
She actually chuckled, nodding her head. But I was pleased to see her actually relax to, readjusting herself in her seat. Her early morning robe parting just a bit, revealing the fact she was as usual, naked beneath it. "Yes."
"And?"
"It was like you said. He got off on knowing that. Figuratively, and literally speaking. He thought it was "damn fucking hot" in his words, that we could actually do that. He even asked me if we'd done anything else. But of course, I told him no...we hadn't, and that it was bad enough we'd even done that much. You are after all, my own flesh and blood. And I may be many things, but I'm not into incest, at least not like that," she back peddled.
"So just a little incest is ok then," I teased. She scowled at me, trying to look serious, and then laughed.
"You're such a shit."
"Maybe so. But then, I am your shit after all. And I like it that way. Now...what else did you two talk about anyway? Did you tell him anything about last night?"
This time mom's face turned beet red. "I did...I, I had told him what we'd talked about when we were...you know, watching one another. And then I'm suddenly telling him that you had actually invited me to come home and pretend to walk in on you. Needless to say, he got excited about that too. Told me not to leave out any details...to tell him everything."
I liked where this was going. "And? So did you? Tell him everything?"
"Yes, I did. I found that I agreed with you Cynthia. I don't want our marriage starting off with there being any secrets between us. So yes...I told him everything. Well...almost everything anyway. I didn't tell him about the licking part. I figured he didn't need to know about that necessarily, since it was only a quick simple lick."
"And so what did he have to say about that?" Mom shook her head, and sighed.
"He told me, I should have sucked it while I had the chance."
**
We must have talked for about an hour. Not just about sexual things either, but just about everything. It was nice being able to do that with her. Growing closer with her again, just like in the old days. But eventually, I slowly drew the discussion back around again. It was time to find out how open she was to a few things.
"So, mom...you got to see Danny. How about returning the favor for me?"
Her eyes opened wide. "What? Seriously? You want to see Steven's cock?"
"Of course I do. I am curious after all. And after all...fairs fair. You got to see Danny's up close and personal, now...I think you should return the favor, and let me see Steven's."
"Ha...how? How do you propose we go about doing that?"
"Easy. Same scenario. Same situation basically. Plan an evening, make sure he's really hot and bothered. Just make sure to leave your bedroom door open, so that I don't have to worry about trying to open it in order to peek in. That way, I can watch the two of you doing it, and enjoy myself pretty much the same way you did."
"You're really wicked you know that?"
"No worse than you are," I shot back. "You have to admit mom, it really is exciting and naughty doing this isn't it? Come on admit it. You like it as nasty and dirty as I do."
"Ok, I admit it. It still doesn't make it right though. We're treading on thin ice here. Things could get easily out of hand."
"But it's nasty isn't it? Nasty fun. Dirty nasty fun. Go on, say it."
"Yeah, it's dirty nasty. It's dirty nasty fun. There. I said it! Happy now?"
"Almost," I said reaching down, pulling off my panties, throwing them up onto the table, and then reaching over to the fruit bowl, grabbing a banana.
"And just what the hell do you think you're doing?"
"What's it look like I'm doing? I'm a nasty dirty girl, in a nasty, dirty mood. Who's about to get nasty and dirty in front of her mother again. That's what."
I eased the nice firm banana inside my pussy, and then sat there simply smiling and looking at mom while I banana-fucked myself, even though she couldn't actually see me doing that. She reached over, grabbing another, and then parted her robe.
"You really are a nasty dirty girl," she told me as she began fucking herself with her own banana.
"I know. And you're a really nasty, dirty mother. And I love it. Now...tell me when you think I can watch you and Steven fuck, and it better be soon too, or I'll ask him myself."
"You wouldn't!" She first said, and then looked at me again. "Ok, so maybe you would. But don't you dare. You leave that part up to me."
And with that, we sat back and watched one another get off on the banana's we were both using.
Coming out of her shell – Chapter Ten
We had chosen the following evening to do this as Danny was working a double shift and wouldn't be home until way late. It would give us the opportunity and time without having to worry about Danny finding out, as I wasn't quite ready yet to throw him into the mix just yet. I knew if I moved too fast, things could unravel quickly here, and I had already invested a lot of time and thinking into this as it was. The images of my parents, and Danny's forever engrained in my mind. Their looks of total and complete bliss, passion, and ecstasy something that I too wanted to capture. But it meant taking things slowly, one step at a time.
The one really amazing side effect from all of this, was the slow yet gradual transformation of my mother. Dad's death had been really hard on her. So much so, that for a long time I worried she'd never recover, never come out of the funk she had put herself in. But she had. Though much of that was again due to her relationship with Steven. Even then, even with his love and support, and the mutual bond they shared due to the tragedy, mom was never quite the same person I remembered her being. Now however, I saw that old familiar look in her eyes again. The smiles that far more frequently appeared. She was even starting to look younger again, taking better care of herself. I might never replace the friendship she had once had with Jackie, but I was at least filling a void in her life that she had so terribly missed. Even though I was her daughter, we had managed to establish a confidence with one another that even the two of us had never really had. We could talk and laugh like friends, share secret thoughts and dreams, and yes of course...speak of fantasies and desires with one another without fear, without guilt and without any remorse for having done so.



Just the thought of what we were planning to do, touched on that wild side of mom, scratched the itch that had been so long neglected. She was almost giddy with excitement, acting like a school-girl in many ways, silly at times...but oh so wonderfully as she did. She almost tired me out just watching her as she cleaned the house, though I helped. Why it was important to her that she do that was of no importance. What was important was, that it seemed to heighten her mood, her enthusiasm and anticipation for the evening ahead. Everything was prepared, candles made ready, strewn throughout her bedroom for her romantic seduction. Plans and ideas that she had shared with me, making things even easier for the two of us to enjoy later, without Steven even being aware. She was excited about it more than I had seen her be in quite some time. And again like I said, almost giddy as she flitted about.
"Slow down mother! You're wearing me out here!" I told her, laughing with her as she finished dusting the bedroom, and then placed brand new, crisp clean sheets on the bed. Satin sheets no less that just screamed the words "sex", bright red in color as mom and I together finished preparing her, or rather our lair for the evening.
"Sorry, I guess I'm just excited about tonight," she actually giggled. Been thinking about it all day, so much so...my pussy's been constantly dripping."
"Mother!" I laughed, using the same tone of voice with her that she so often had used with me when she called out my name in her formal usage of it.
"What?" She laughed back looking at me. "Like yours isn't?" She accused actually bold enough to glance down where my pussy was. Preferring to work comfortably, I had on a simple pair of bikini panties and a white, wife-beater tee that was molded over my bare breasts. Already my nipples were hard, pressing against the thin light-weight material, even more so as mom uninhibitedly teased with me. "Just remember, if we do this..."
"If?"
"When we do this...don't you dare speak or say anything. As much as I now know, Steven wouldn't mind obviously...I'd prefer it if he didn't actually know. Not yet anyway. I'm still struggling with this a bit myself, but not so much that the thought of doing this isn't arousing to me. It's so dirty and wrong, that I'm majorly turned on by it. I'm even thinking that I'm going to have to give myself some quick relief here soon just to take the edge off!"
"Mother!" I said again, only laughing and smiling this time, though walking over to her dresser drawer, reaching in, and pulling out one of her secreted away toys. "You mean like this one?" I asked holding it up, waggling it at her. A life-like looking penis that was also a vibrator.
"Now why doesn't it surprise me that you knew where those are," she asked. "I suppose that you've even gone so far as to borrow them from time to time?" She grinned wickedly.
"Until I got a selection of my own, yes," I grinned back. "Particularly this one. Once I had tried it, I knew I was going to have to get one just like it for myself. It's pretty damn close to Danny's cock isn't it?"
"Yes it is," mom agreed taking it from me, turning it on to check the battery power as it thrummed happily, even erotically in her hand. "And especially, now that I actually know that. It's made using it all the sweeter."
I left mom to enjoy herself at that point, though I'd actually have preferred to stay and watch her, but I had a few things to do myself in preparation for the evening ahead of us. And the story of course was that I too would be gone for a portion of the evening, leaving mom and Steven alone together, something which they hadn't had much time of late, being able to do. After enjoying a light, intimate dinner together, mom would spring her planned seduction on Steven. And then after that, I'd more or less join the two of them, without his ever knowing.
Admittedly, I was pretty damp between the legs myself as I went upstairs to get ready and make a showing of going out for the evening shortly after Steven got home.
With luck, and with a few ideas of my own that even mom wasn't aware of, the evening ahead held promise for furthering my own goals as far as this family went.
**
I had put on something that looked nice, but would be easy enough to get out of. Coming back down the stairs, expecting Steven to arrive home at any minute, I was thrilled to see mom wearing something not only elegant, but damn fucking sexy too. She wore a somewhat sheer, floor-length evening gown that accentuate the delights of her form beneath, without giving everything away. There was just a hint of her voluptuous breasts, a whispered glimpse of nipple here and there.
"Well? What do you think?" She asked spinning around so I could take in everything at once. Even her ass begged to be fucked as she turned on her heels for me, wearing a six inch pair of stiletto heels to complete the ensemble.
"What I think...is if I wasn't your daughter, I'd say to hell with Steven, and fuck you myself!" I boldly told her. "And in fact...daughter or no daughter, I'm tempted to do that right now!"
She blushed profusely. "And if I wasn't your mother...I'd let you too!" She responded back. Just then I heard Steven's car pulling up in the drive, so it was time to put on my act, leaving for the evening. But not before I threw out one more little comment at mom, leaving her with something to wonder, and think about.
"One day, I'd enjoy hearing about all the things that you and Jackie enjoyed doing together," and then turned at the sound of the door opening as Steven stepped in. I could only imagine the look on mom's face, though I quickly stepped forward on tippy-toe, giving Steven an affectionate kiss on the mouth. "Have fun," I told him, and then slipped outside before he could respond to that one either, closing the door behind me. I skipped all the way out to my car, wondering what mom's thoughts were...and Steven's when he saw mom standing there dressed as she was, no doubt with her mouth hanging open.
**
Figuring they would need at least an hour or so to enjoy their romantic little dinner before moving onto dessert, I drove over to the motel where Danny was working as the night manager. I felt slightly bad about his not being included in anything yet, beyond what he had been...and had already decided to give him a little treat by way of compensation for being left out. I had already called him, telling him I was coming over for a quick visit, before meeting a girlfriend later on for a bite to eat. He was obviously pleased to see me, especially dressed the way I was. Short dark blue, almost black pleated mini-skirt, tight form fitting velour pull-over sweater that was still nice and cool during the evening hours, and sans bra of course. Leaving my breasts free, hinting at their unencumbered access as I strolled into the lobby where Danny sat behind the counter reading. It was obviously a slow night, but then again, most week-nights were, save for the occasional couples that came in for a quickie. The motel was a bit out of the way, so it had a bit of a reputation for being the ideal place for people to go and spend a few illicit hours together in relative seclusion. It was a nice motel too, not one of those seedy, run down affairs, and reasonable in price, especially during the weekdays.
"Slow tonight?" I asked coming in, stepping around the counter without fear of anyone saying anything. I had been there before, though never to do what I planned on doing this night. It was a twenty-four unit motel, but Danny informed me they only had six rooms rented, three of which were "quick stays" as he put it, meaning that he doubted three of those couples would even spend the entire night.
"Yeah, and damn boring too...until now anyway," he smiled as I walked over, kissing him, slipping him a little tongue, and simultaneously reaching down to briefly caress his somewhat flaccid cock through his pants. I say somewhat flaccid, because I swear it started to get hard the moment he saw me as I came through the doors. "So, what do I owe the honors too?" He asked.
"Mom and dad are planning on doing the nasty tonight, so I'm giving them a little time in order to enjoy that without my being there," I informed him. "Though of course...just the thought of that has gotten me feeling nasty."
"Of course it has, what doesn't?" He quipped, though his hand had already reached out, clamping down on one of my breasts, fingering and fondling the stiff erect nipple through the thin soft material.
"Be nice, or I won't give you the blow-job I was planning on giving you before meeting Diane for dinner," I scolded.
"Blow-job? Here?"
"Unless you don't want me to, yes." I said already fumbling with the zipper on his jeans.
"Just don't get me fired," he replied as I finally freed his fully hard cock, stroking it, before dropping down on my knees in front of him as I began sucking his cock. I'd hardly even started when Danny tried warning me to stand up again. "Shit! There's a couple coming in!" He informed me, once more trying to back away so he could put his stiff dick back in his pants, a feat that would take some real doing at this point. But I of course had other ideas.
"No! Stay where you are!" I giggled wickedly, and then slid even further beneath the counter so he could stand there facing them as they stepped up to the counter, me still sucking and licking his cock as he saw to them.
"Sin!" He moaned, but it was already too late. The sound of the bell on the door as it opened, and then footsteps heading towards the service counter.
"Good evening!" He spoke trying to remain perfectly calm though I was sucking about as hard as I could on the end of his dick as he said that. "Are you...looking for a...room?" He asked in clipped breaths.
"Yes, we are," the man spoke. "Do you have something available, maybe with a king sized bed?"
I knew they had six rooms so furnished. Suites as they were called, though the only real difference in those from any of the others, was the actual bed, that and a small refrigerator that was stocked with miniature bottles of alcohol that you could purchase at an enormous price.
"Yes, we still have availability of one of our suites," he informed them, and then gave them the again marked up price of the room. Danny knew damn good and well what they were obviously here for to do, and thus knew if they really wanted the room to further their activities, they'd end up agreeing to it, which they did. It was about that point that I all but swallowed the length of his entire prick, which was no easy feat either, once more sucking it for all I was worth. I felt him grow weak in the knees, and knew he was even then on the verge of collapse, not to mention filling my mouth with his seed. It was too good of an opportunity to pass up. I was now bound and determined to make him cum before the couple could be given the keys to their room and walk away.
"And a...how will ah....will you...be paying for the room?" He asked the couple, sounding out of breath.
"Cash," came the response, which told me as well as Danny I'm sure, that this couple was no doubt here on some clandestine meeting with one another. Another reason I was suddenly not really worried any more. Having undone his belt as well by this time, it was an easy process to suddenly yank down on his jeans, which easily came away, falling half-way down his legs, along with his jockey shorts. I knew then I had him right where I wanted him. As he stood obviously making change, and having them fill out the necessary paperwork, I wormed my finger up inside his ass, though he tried almost desperately to keep me from doing so. All to no avail of course. I could almost see him sweating, and wondered how he must have looked to them as his balls almost immediately tightened, his dick throbbing fiercely inside my mouth. Poor Danny was going to explode any moment now, and I was bound and determined to see to it that he did. I drove my finger even deeper then, fucking his ass with it as I once more suctioned just the head of his cock, something I knew he enjoyed more than just about anything. The first hard-felt spurt came as no real surprise as the man spoke.
"We were sort of wondering, if you had room service?"
Danny had virtually filled my mouth, damn near drowning me with his copious discharge. I could almost see him gripping the counter as he responded back. "Ah...ah, sorry. No, ah...ahh...only, only on the...the weekends," he barely managed.
I allowed a bit of Danny's cream to spill out of the corner of my mouth, and then as an afterthought, reached down, pulling my sweater up and over my tits, exposing them. I then stood, a smile on my face, cum drool clinging to one side of my mouth. The surprise on everyone's faces, especially Danny's as I suddenly appeared out of nowhere, speaking.
"I guess that mostly depends on the kind of room-service you're looking for." I then licked my lips, smiling sweetly, and casually pulled my top back down over my breasts again. Although there was at first initial surprise and even shock on the young couple's faces, those quickly turned to knowing smiles.
"If you're offering," the woman spoke almost hopefully. The sudden tension immediately evaporating as everyone...including Danny, laughed. Though his was of course a very, very nervous laugh.
"Hired help?" The young man asked, grinning at me, his eyes only then looking up since I'd finally covered my breasts again.
"Nope. His sister," I responded to that. "Just came in to say hello," I stated, and then walked nonchalantly back around the counter and out the doors again. I figured I'd hear about it later. But it had been well worth it, just seeing the looks on everyone's faces when I had stood up.
I reached my car, glancing at my watch. Including the drive home, I'd be arriving just a little over an hour since I'd left. Horny as hell now, I sat, fingering myself all the way home. I was soon going to get to see Steven's nice hard cock. And even more importantly, I was going to see mother fucking it too!
Bound and gagged – Chapter Eleven
Though I was pretty sure they had certainly finished dinner, and had gone downstairs to their bedroom, I was quiet as a mouse coming in. As the alarm hadn't been set, I knew there wouldn't be any problems coming in, and having Steven seeing that. (Though at the time I had no idea he wouldn't be able to anyway). I stood at the top of the stairs listening for a moment, smiling when all I did hear was the sound of music playing, coming up from their bedroom, which told me two things. One...the music would definitely mask any sound I might make coming down the stairs. And two...whatever was going on at the moment, mom was making sure that Steven was obviously well occupied.
I silently crept down the stairs, reaching the landing and again stopping to listen. But all I again heard was the sound of music playing off in the distance. In addition, I noticed that the door to their bedroom was indeed open, soft light spilling out into the hall, but knowing as I approached, that I'd be able to easily see whatever was going on at the moment.
The reality was, it was mom's turn to surprise me.
I peeked around the edge of the door and damn near fell over. Mom was waiting for me, in a way, currently sucking and licking Steven's cock. Seeing movement, she looked up and away from his prick, holding a finger to her lips, telling me to be quiet, though simultaneously grinning from ear to ear. Steven was bound to the bed, spread-eagled. Mom had secured his wrists and feet with several soft scarves, along with covering his eyes. In addition to that, I noticed he also had a ball-gag stuffed in his mouth, unable to speak. But what truly drew my eyes, was the fact mom had put on some sort of cock-ring around his dick, as well as his balls. Danny obviously always seemed to have a steely-hard dick, but looking at Steven's as I stood there in the doorway, fully exposed now, he had nothing to be ashamed of. Not only that, but Steven's prick was almost purple in color, and I wondered briefly if it wasn't actually painful as hard as it was. Even when mom merely finger-tipped it, swiping some free-flowing juice off the head, Steven jumped, moaning softly around the ball-gag in his mouth, the effect of which produced even more juice as I stood there watching her teasing him that way. She waved me in, again holding a finger up to her lips, though mouthing the words, "get undressed!" I hurriedly stripped off my clothes, tossing them out in the hallway for later, so there'd be no misplaced, tell-tale evidence that I'd even been there. And then boldly walked into the room.
"Would you like to kiss my nipples with your cock?" Mom asked. "Make your dick throb twice for yes, and once for no," she told him. Obviously that was a no-brainer, though it was fun watching him work his prick-muscles, making his cock bounce twice rapidly. "Very well. Just make sure you kiss them nice for me, with plenty of cock spit," she urged squeezing Steven's shaft, which easily produced the liquid she was hoping to see. To my surprise, she beckoned to me, pointing at my breasts. I leaned forward, mom's hand wrapped around Steven's cock as she began rubbing the head of his dick directly against my nipple, smearing his lubrication over the very sensitive tip. Just that simple act sending a flood of my own desire coursing through my pussy. I could feel it pooling inside as mom switched tits, now rubbing Steven against my other nipple. "Good boy," she said giving his prick a quick appreciative lick. "And as a reward for that, now you can feel a bit of my juice on your dick-head as a further treat."
Mom was horny. That unbridled, decadent side of her had emerged in full force. She was enjoying this to the maximum. The danger of what we were doing, Steven totally unaware that his soon to be step-daughter was rubbing her tits against his cock, or rather that his soon to be wife...was rubbing her soon to be husbands prick against her daughter's breasts, was intensifying mom's arousal level. Unashamedly, she reached down between her legs, easily inserting two, and then three fingers inside herself, withdrawing them a moment later with what appeared to be an abundance of that creamy white froth I had now had the pleasure of seeing her produce. Still holding his cock, she now smeared it over his bulbous head, likewise skimming it down his shaft, playfully teasing him.
"You like that nasty sauce?" She asked again unnecessarily. "Throb for me, this time three times for yes." He quickly did that, almost causing me to laugh, just barely managing to contain myself. "Would you like to feel that again?" She asked. And once again his prick bounced erotically. Mom pointed at me however, eyebrows raised in question as she likewise looked directly at my pussy. I smiled, nodding my head, and then emulated her, slipping two fingers inside myself. And though the cum-poi I produced, and emerged with on my fingers, wasn't quite as creamy-like in substance as mom's had been, it was damn slick and slippery nevertheless. I looked at her, seeking approval and permission, but it was obvious she was fine with that, even letting go of Steven's cock so that I could in turn now fondle it, smearing my own sweet juice up and down his throbbing hard shaft.
"Now you need to taste it," she said. Reaching up to briefly remove the ball-gag from his mouth, though warning him when she did. "Remember the rules...no talking, or you sit here alone until I feel like you've been punished enough." Steven remained silent, breathing deeply in relief, grateful perhaps that the ball gag had been temporarily removed. She again reached down, coating her fingers, and then lifted them to his mouth, smearing her creamy essence against his lips before allowing him to then suck the remaining residue off her fingers. "More?" She asked stepping back, once again nodding towards me. Steven's prick bounced wildly in response. I grinned, repeating the actions, lifting my own cum-covered fingers up to his lips, letting him taste my own sweet girly juice, and then allowing him to likewise suck and lick it off. "Good boy. Did you like that?" Mom asked.



"Yes!" Steven groaned, quickly shutting up, realizing he had spoken however, to which mom immediately responded.
"Bad boy!" She charged. "You broke the rules! And for that, you're going to have to lay her all alone for a while and think about the consequences of having done that!" She again motioned to me, pointing towards the door. I quietly tip-toed out of the room as mom reinserted the ball gag into his mouth, turning up the music just a bit, and then following me out into the hallway, only then closing the door.
I giggled quietly, sharing a secret laugh with her as we hurriedly made our way down the hall and back up the stairs again into the sitting room.
**
"God mother, you're wicked! Really, really wicked you know that?" I finally burst out laughing, no fear of being overheard as she had likewise shut the upstairs door. With the music playing downstairs, and both doors closed, I knew that poor Steven was alone with his thoughts, though I was also quite sure that even that was stimulating to him, wondering what mom might now be up to.
"What can I say?" She asked uninhibitedly cupping her breast, toying with her nipple right there in front of me as we sat down on the couch together for a moment, giggling like school girls again. "It's been a very long time since I've felt like this...thanks to you," she told me. "It's...nice, feeling alive again," she then added a bit more somberly.
"Well I for one am glad to see it mother. You are acting more like your old self here, but I'm even more pleased that you're sharing this with me, allowing me to see this side of yourself, that so reminds me of me," I said leaning over to give her an affectionate kiss on the cheek, and then another on her mouth. Feeling my hard stiff nipples briefly graze her own as we did that.
"Fuck!" Mom groaned audibly. "I swear it Sin," she again said using my nickname, and even emphasizing the connotation and meaning of saying it that way. "It's moments like this that I really do wish you weren't my daughter, if you know what I mean."
"Well I for one, don't mind that you are mother," I replied reaching out to grasp her tender breast, kneading it softly, feeling the exquisite softness of her tit, the hard almost rubbery like nipple now captured between my fingers as I scissored it, teasing it. She allowed my ministrations a moment longer, and then forced my hand away, somewhat reluctantly.
"But I am," she simply said with a longing look in her eyes, "We've been naughty enough as it is, without making things even more complicated," she sighed resignedly. I was pleased to see her hand replace mine however, once again fondling and caressing her own breast, as I began doing the same to myself, watching her.
"So how long his punishment?" I asked. Mom looked at the clock on the wall.
"At least another ten minutes. Give him something to think about, wondering what I'm up to, what's going to happen next," she chuckled with a very evil laugh. "Trust me, he likes it when I torture him like this. You think his cock's all hard and purple now, wait until I've really driven him nuts, not to mention how much, and how hard he shoots when he cums after a marathon teasing like this."
"So I take it, you've done this before?"
"A few times yes," she freely admitted. "Not often...we like to keep this as one of those special times, though he has likewise done the same thing for me too. Jackie used to go..." Mom caught herself, the realization she'd just about spilled the beans about the four of them, though the words already too late to take back.
"Crazy?" I finished for her, letting her know I was perfectly ok with that. "And speaking of which, I still want to hear all the naughty juicy details about you two sometime too mother. What was it like licking another woman's cunt anyway? Do you enjoy doing that? Do you enjoy having another woman eating your pussy at the same time?"
Mom laughed, blushing just a bit, but the cat was now out of the proverbial bag here. "Yes...very much. We had grown very close with one another obviously over the course of the years. So in time, things just seemed to quite naturally happen. She was the first woman I had ever been with, ever done anything with, and from what I understand, though she'd had some limited experience, I had been her first real female lover as well."
"I bet daddy enjoyed watching you two," I spoke. "I know I sure as hell would have." Mom again blushed, but there was no sense trying to hide the obvious now.
"So...you're not shocked by any of that?" She asked.
"Shocked? Hell no mother! And not even surprised really. I keep telling you, we're a lot alike, and if I know me...then I have a pretty good idea of who you really are as well. So to think you could enjoy the pleasures of other people, though more specifically, Steven and Jackie, and that dad was obviously into that as well, doesn't bother me in the least mother. In fact, I envy you. I honestly do wish that I could enjoy that intimate closeness the way you did." I was hinting here, wondering perhaps if she'd catch my meaning, though content to merely plant the seeds and see if they took root more than anything else.
"Aren't we sort of doing that now in a way?" She answered back, giggling nervously however, and once more glancing at the clock. "I think...he's been punished long enough," she said standing. "Well sort of", she added to that. "Now it's time to really drive him nuts. Come on, follow me and do what I'm about to do for him. He really loves it whenever I do that."
"Do what?"
She just smiled, taking my hand in hers, leading me back towards the stairs again. "You'll see."
**
Walking back into the room, I was a little surprised to see that Steven's cock wasn't nearly as hard as it had been. Though still firm, it had drooped off to one side, now laying against his upper thigh, and not nearly as purple in color has it had been.
"Oh I see, you've obviously lost interest," mom stated upon seeing the same thing I was. "Too bad, I guess I'll just have to take care of things myself until you're in the mood once again," she told him. Pulling up one of the chairs they had in their room close to the end of the bed, mom motioned for me to do the same, now sitting beside her. She had simultaneously retrieved one of her many toys, that she had sitting close by, turning it on. "I guess you'll just have to lay there and listen to me getting myself off," she spoke. "Until you can show me your ready to fuck this slick wet pussy of mine."
Inserting the vibrator, one of my own personal favorites, inside herself, mom began working it in and out of her cunt. I could easily hear the sounds of her slickness as she did that, knowing full well that Steven was laying there hearing it too. And if it was making me horny all over again, not that I wasn't...it for damn sure affected Steven as well. In seconds, his prick began to rise to new heights, once more taking on that almost painful purple-swollen look to it as it rose to full staff. Mom however continued to stroke her cunt, fucking herself with the toy, purposely causing her juices to make the most obscene sounds I had ever heard as she played in her own sloppy juices. "Ah that's better," she said as Steven's cock once more began throbbing on its own, bouncing back and forth needfully, almost desperately. And then to my surprise, she removed it, handing it to me, slick with my mother's creamy juices. I didn't even hesitate. As wet as I likewise was...I slid it inside myself to the hilt.
"I'm not sure as hard as you need to be yet," she informed him, now fingering her clit, spreading her neither lips apart, her much larger clitoris glistening, poking it's pinky head out of her juicy wet folds as she strummed the surface of it with her finger-tip. "Perhaps a bit more juicy fucking is needed here yes?" Looking at me, she winked, nodding her head, her eyes once again filled with lust and desire, that same look I was becoming all too fond of and familiar with. I shoved the toy in my cunt in several quick rapid thrusts, the wetness of my cunt quickly being heard, the slick sounds of my juice now added and mingling with those of my mothers. The mere thought of that, escalating my own wanton needs and desires as I pummeled my pussy with the toy, seeing Steven's cock dancing wildly now of its own accord.
"That's my boy, mom said finally rising, once more raising a finger to her lips in silence. Now you can...fuck me."
I had removed the toy, turning it off, though quickly replacing it with my fingers, once more palming my cunt, rubbing my hard little clit in circular motions as I watched mom climb up onto the bed. Squatting over him, though facing towards me, I sat mesmerized, watching mom reaching down, wrapping her fist around Steven's cock, teasing herself, and him with it for a moment as she did that.
"You want some cunt?" She asked. "You want to fuck this nasty twat Steven? You ready to squirt that sticky, nasty cum-juice into my equally nasty pussy?" Poor Steven was groaning desperately around the ball gag now. Reaching back, mom removed it from his mouth, allowing him to breathe easily again. And likewise releasing him from his silent vows. "Ok, once you're inside me...feel free to speak," she said winking at me, and then in one swift sudden motion, impaled herself.
Steven's deep guttural groan filled the room. "OH FUCK!" he burst out, almost screaming as mom began humping him in a frenzy. I sat watching them fuck, watching his cock spearing her, listening to the sounds of their flesh as it came together, slapping. Mother's tits gyrating wildly above as she expertly ground against him, often changing the tempo, or even direction as she moved side-to-side, or back and forth as well as up and down. My mother was the perfect fuck, and it was indeed driving Steven crazy. My own clit hurt so bad, I wanted to tear it off when I came, and knew that I was in fact only seconds away now from actually doing so.
"Alright you mother-fucking prick!" She screamed out. "I'm going to cum now, and now you can as well," she informed him...her mingled cry of almost immediate ecstasy seizing her, the rapture in her face as she came, more intense than anything I had ever seen before. My climax erupting almost simultaneously, the smell of my lust readily apparent as I felt the fluids suddenly flow in abundance, my tingling clit sending a tidal wave of extraordinary bliss through every square inch of my being. Steven's orgasm, now joining mothers and my own...the three of us cumming together, the difficulty of forcing myself not to cry out in rapturous release, a torment that somehow added to the sweetness of my own pleasure.
Mom all but collapsed on his cock. A minute or two passing as they both fought to collect their breathes, then rising, hovering over him, holding her lips open once more with her hands. I saw the first dribbling emergence of Steven's hot white sticky spunk, combined with mom's no doubt, as it slowly oozed from her pussy. It dripped, and then all but poured, once more saturating and coating his cock. In seconds, it looked as though she had purposely covered it in whipping cream as it ran in thick gooey rivulets, soon bathing his balls. "What a mess," she now added breathlessly. "I guess I had best clean this up." She moved off the bed, preparing to do exactly that with her mouth. Almost desperate, I caught her attention, pointing at his dick, and then my mouth. Mom looked surprised, and then delighted, her lusty look returning almost as though she hadn't just finished climaxing as she nodded her head in acquiescence. We exchanged places, quietly, quickly. And I began cleaning off Steven's creamy tasting cock.
Good News – Chapter Twelve
We got word on Friday that Steven and Danny's house had been sold at a fairly substantial profit. In addition to that, the realtor that had sold their home, had informed mom and Steven, that she was just as confident in selling our place almost as quickly. Mom and Steven had already been out looking at new places for us to live, and had narrowed it down to three different places, one of which was ideal as it was a lot closer to the university that Danny and I would be attending together. The fact they had even invited us along to help make a decision on the best place to live was certainly nice and appreciated. But the reality of course was... both Danny and I would be moving out to find our own places to live eventually. Still, it was sweet of them both to have included us in that as we headed out early Saturday morning to have a look at all three.
They had obviously saved the best place for last. Hands down it was the best one of all three. Not only did it have a nice sized pool out back, but it also had an enclosed hot-tub with a surrounding gazebo. The bedroom I chose for myself was at least twice the size of the one I was living in now, and would easily accommodate my father's roll-top desk, allowing me to set up a nice cozy little study corner without encroaching on the rest of my bedrooms furnishings. Danny too had a bigger room than either one of his previously, and was situated at the opposite end of the hallway from mine. This time the two of us being downstairs, with our own patio access out into the backyard pool and hot-tub area. It was the ideal situation for everyone all the way around.
The only downside to any of this was, having to put my plans temporarily on hold for the moment as the flurry of activity, packing up, getting ready to move into the new place, took most of everyone's attention and time. In a strange way, I was actually glad for the change. Not that there were any ghosts of the past hanging around or anything, but it was a new beginning for us, and one that I was anxiously looking forward to, not to mention once again pursuing what I hoped would be an even better, more intimate situation for all of us. It was the roll top desk and the still hidden manila file folder with the pictures in it that once again opened the door to possibilities.
We had pretty much gotten all settled in by the end of the week, only a few odds and ends to be seen too, one of which was unpacking and rearranging my room just a bit. Mom had planned on helping me sort through things and getting situated before I had to head off to my own part-time job later that afternoon. I figured it was time to reveal the contents of the envelope, and let her be aware of them, though Danny and I had already discussed doing it this way, and not letting on that we'd already found them so many weeks ago now.
I had purposely saved organizing the desk for last, waiting for mom to come in and begin helping me, where together hopefully...we'd discover the photo's. I wasn't too terribly worried about her reactions at this point, regarding the physical contents anyway, we'd already shared and discussed the fact that she and dad had had intimate, close relations with Steven and Jackie over the course of the years. The only real concern I had, was whether or not it would cause mom grief...seeing them remembering them in a sad way, as opposed to the erotic, sensual images in the way that I saw them.
"Well, you've made pretty good progress," mom said coming into my room. "You sure you still need my help?"
I had purposely pulled the desk out away from the wall, only two possible options for it to actually work. "Well I certainly do with moving this around," I informed her. "Not quite sure where it will look and work the best though," I said standing back looking...trying to decide.
"I think over in the alcove, facing that way," mom suggested. "You'll be a lot closer to the window for one thing, so you can still look out while you're studying." I agreed with her of course, which I'd already decided on earlier. And earlier, in anticipation of having to push the large heavy oak desk into place, I'd already removed several of the drawers, making it somewhat lighter. It was then that I removed the last two drawers, including the one with the envelope securely taped beneath it. Pulling it out, I held it up as though to carry it and place it off to one side. Sure enough, mom saw the manila envelope hidden beneath it. "Wait...Cynthia, what's that? There's something stuck," she questioned walking over as I turned the drawer over, and quickly pulled off the envelope.
"How strange," I said, peeling off the tape, and then undoing the clasp...already reaching in as I think realization suddenly started to dawn on her. But it was already too late.
"Cyn..."
"Wow...mom!" I glanced up at her grinning. "Would you look at these!" I said excitedly. Before she could even respond, I had dumped out the entire contents onto my bed, already spreading out the provocative photos. "Ohh, this one's naughty hot!" I exclaimed, holding it up, looking at it. It was the one of Jackie and mom, cum-covered tits pressing up against one another. Resigned, mom came over sitting down on the edge of the bed next to me, glancing at it now as well.
"Well, I guess you pretty much knew anyway," she stated simply. "And here's the proof...obviously. Always wondered where your father had put these for safe-keeping. I guess now I know." She smiled though, now holding onto the photo, looking at it. "Yes...I guess it is, isn't it?" She chuckled only slightly embarrassed, remembering.
"Yeah, too bad the boys aren't home. I'd be willing to bet we could talk them into doing this for us!" I teased.
"Yeah right," she said now thumbing through some of the others. "That'll be the day."
"Oh, and this one...this one is DAMN sexy mother. I love this one! Look at you two, looking back over your shoulders winking at the camera."
"That's not all that's winking!" Mom laughed looking at the image, her pussy and Jackie's openly on display, their neither lips looking puffy and swollen, even in black and white. "God do I remember that night well!" She added to that. "That was the night...the first night, that she and I actually ate one another out."
"Ooh, do tell!" I said staring at the photo again, and then spotting the one showing them actually doing that. "Is this then?" I asked. Mom smiled, nodding her head. "Yes it was. Amazing what a little girl-girl action can do to a man. Both men..." she chuckled. Your father, and Steven too, came several times that night. Just about the time they thought they were done for, Jackie and I would do something to one another again, and low and behold...they'd both end up standing there with stiff hard cocks, almost as though they were teenagers again or something. I don't think I have had that many orgasms in one night...either before, or since then."
"Hey...let's do something," I exclaimed hopping off the bed, already pulling the tee shirt I had on up and over my head.
"Cynthia?!" Mom questioned dramatically, wondering what I was up to.
"Nothing major," I challenged. "But look how hot that is, how hot you two look. I want to see what you and I look like, posing the exact same way!"
Mom shook her head no.
"Ah come on mom...please? Lets' look, let's see what we look like together!" I was already crawling up onto the bed again, naked now, with my pussy facing towards her in all it's hot-naughty glory. "Please?" I pleaded once again, and then delighted when mom stood, and began unbuttoning the blouse she was wearing.
"I can't believe the wickedly naughty things you convince me into doing with you," she stated, as I giggled excitedly, once again jumping off the bed in order to fetch my digital camera. I can set it up right over here, it should be at just about the perfect height and distance as this one," I said one again examining the old photo, readjusting things just slightly, before jumping back up onto the bed again. I had the small little remote in my hand that would tell the camera when we were ready to take the picture as mom made one last effort in going against this. Or rather against anything else happening.



"Just this right?" She asked. Though I didn't exactly answer her.
"Hurry up mom...it's on a ten second delay," I explained as the little light began flashing, letting us know we had only moments before the camera went off. Mom hurriedly positioned herself, looking back over her shoulder when the camera flashed. "Stay where you are, let me look...see how close we are to this one." Even if it was close...I had no intention of letting her get away just yet. "Ok, you need to move your legs a little further apart in this one. I can't quite see your pussy as well as in the old photo," I explained.
"I'm not even sure you should be looking at my pussy like that," she teased back, not really meaning it. Already, I could see the "not mom look" coming into her eyes. It was just a matter of time now, when my really horny, nasty mom...would fully emerge here, if I was lucky enough.
The more photos we took, the more aroused she became. Even making a game out of it to some extent. Keeping it naughty yes, but yet innocent for the most part between us. Sure, there was a touch here and there as I moved her about, putting her into more and more lewdly positions. But never doing anything that would cause her to lift an eyebrow at me. Stealing a glimpse now and then however, I could see how wet and slippery she was starting to get. I even had her tell me about the photos we picked through, finding some to pose against, having her explain what was happening, or what did happen after the shot was taken. It was having the desired effect on her, as I slowly moved her towards the photos I hoped I could convince her to emulate. When I was sure she was about as aroused as I could make her, without having really done anything, I made the suggestion, trying to be innocent about it when I did.
"Hey...I have an idea, and I bet it will blow Steven away too!"
"What?" Mom asked guardedly, as though sensing I was indeed up to something.
"Let's do...this one!" I said holding the photo up that showed mom and Jackie, obviously engaged in a mutual sixty-nine."
"Oh yeah sure we will!" She tried laughing it off.
"Not for real, just for pretend. We can at least get into the positions, as though we were really doing it, just to see how it looks. And then if it looks close enough, you can tease Steven with it, and explain to him later, we actually weren't doing anything."
"Except for posing in photographs together," she reminded. "Which is bad enough."
"Yeah, but can't you imagine the look on his face if he things we did?" I pressed. "Come on mom, you love blowing his mind, teasing and exciting him, and I guaranfuckingtee it...this will do it too!"
"Oh it'll do that alright. But I'm sure it'll do a lot more than simply blow his mind...more like his balls," she laughed giddily.
"Well then?" I hoped, once more jumping onto the bed, asking. "So...do you want bottom? Or top?"
**
I know damn good and well she had to be thinking the same thing I was. To be positioned that close, that intimately over one another, even if we weren't doing anything sent a flood of shivers racing up and down my spine. Not only could I clearly, and easily see the wetness within her satiny folds, but the pungent, hot aroma of her sweet smelling cunt was intoxicating, just as I knew mine had to be. And though twice she tried to convince me to 'call it' as she stated, I kept looking at the photos we'd taken, comparing them, and telling her they just didn't look convincing enough yet.
"Sorry mom...but so far, we look like those lipstick lesbians with their tongues hanging out a mile away from one another's cunts. We need to get a little more up close and personal here."
"Just how much closer and personal do you intend on the two of us getting?" She asked.
"Let's put it this way...nose close. Close enough to stick my nose in it close. At least for one shot anyway, let's see if we can really make this one look real." The thing was, even as she reluctantly agreed to do it, I had every intention of making it real...if even only for a moment.
Turning the corner – Chapter Thirteen
I had set my camera to take a picture every three seconds until I told it to do otherwise.
"Come on mom, you can do it...can you feel my nose? (Click) The camera had begun taking photos, hearing the faint little click as it took the first one.
"Yes," she responded faintly. Her voice husky, sounding almost out of breath. I knew she could see how wet I was, same as her, as I lay there looking up at her pussy, that hard little clit-cock of hers only inches away from my tongue.
(Click)
"Let me feel your nose mom," I asked once again. "Let's try and get a really good one."
(Click)
I felt her nose suddenly snuggle against the opening of my cunt, smiling as I pressed my own further into her as well. And then licked her. Softly, just grazing her clit with the tip of my tongue.
(Click)
"Oh god...Sin, no!" Mom groaned. "We...we..."
(Click)
I ran my tongue through the wet slick folds of her slit, spearing her for a moment, tasting her sweetness as she once again groaned deeply. The press of her face even more so against my own. "Lick it," I thought. "Lick it mom...lick it."
(Click)
I drew her clit into my mouth, gently sucking it now, caressing it with the flat of my tongue, feeling her shudder, and then...the soft caress of her tongue on me.
(Click)
"Oh god! Yes! Yes!" I moaned into her pussy, once again flicking out my tongue, letting it dance playfully on the floor of her clit.
(Click)
She sucked my clit into her mouth, chewing it...rolling it between her lips, panting hotly as she did. I was doing the same to her, delirious with pleasure now. The two of us emulating one another, fingers added to the mix as well, as we began to explore, tease and please.
(Click)
(Click)
(Click)
(Click)
**
We lay there afterwards side-by-side, just holding and gently caressing one another, hands gently touching. "We shouldn't have done that Sin," mom finally began. I was about to reply to that, reassuring her when I did as she continued. "But what's done is done...I can't go back now," she added sliding a finger back inside the wet opening of my cunt, once more teasing and exploring me. I was surprised at that, yet elated. "And I can't marry Steven without his knowing about this, it wouldn't be fair to him. I have to tell him about this, what we did."
"I know, and you should. We should, together. But I'm willing to bet he won't be angry with you mom, I'm sure of it in fact. And I'm also willing to bet, as long as it's presented in a way that assures him that he's still part of the equation, that it won't be something he'll feel excluded from or not a part of. But that also depends, on how you feel about it too," I added.
She knew what I meant. "And what about Danny? How do we handle that? Obviously the two of you are involved now, how will he feel about his father being involved with us? All of us?"
"As long as it IS all of us...there won't be any problem. Like I told you before mother, Danny has confided in me when the two of us have been together, how hot he thinks you are. He just hasn't shown that around you, or expressed it out of respect for you both."
"I don't know Sin, maybe he's just saying that to please you, because it excites you to hear him say it. It might be only that. I am after all twice his age, and you are far younger and prettier than I am."
"Nonsense. You are just as pretty, if not more so. So don't put yourself down. You're a beautiful attractive woman, and I'm not just saying that because you're my mother. I'm attracted to you as a woman. But...back to Danny. I know Danny, I know he's been honest and candid with me. And I think I know a way that he can prove it to you. But you're once again going to have to trust me too. And as far as Steven goes, I think we can settle that little problem tonight. And I think we can do it in such a way, that it will even be at his suggestion that we do so...so he can see."
Mom laughed. "I have a feeling you've already thought this out ahead of time haven't you?" I smiled back at her, and then reached over, slipping my fingers inside her pussy as we lay there masturbating one another to another slow, yet very satisfying orgasm.
(Click)
Approval – Chapter Fourteen
I had indeed been thinking about it, wondering how I might eventually work things around to include Steven. What happened between mother and I, had merely escalated the need to. The opportunity to do so however likewise presented itself with plans already being made the day before. Steven was planning on doing a simple barbeque out on the new patio so that he could break in the brand new barbeque he'd just purchased. After which, we had all been planning to spend some time relaxing, soaking in the hot-tub together. As Danny unfortunately had to work late again at the motel, he wouldn't be available to join us, but I had other plans as far as he was concerned anyway. His turn would come tomorrow.
Mom was a bit nervous throughout dinner, but I had repeatedly assured her that everything would turn out just fine, and to try and relax...enjoy herself in the meantime. Since we were eating outdoors, and with the hot-tub next on the agenda, I had chosen to wear a skimpy white bikini that barely contained even my medium sized breasts. I figured by putting them on display, Steven would no doubt take whatever opportunities he could manage to look at my tits, though I had also convinced mom into doing the same. She too was wearing a rather revealing bikini, and looked damn good in it. However with her breasts much larger than my own, simply moving one way or the other threatened to spill hers out, which again kept Steven plenty busy as he ogled the two of us over dinner. The fact I had noticed a rather sizable bulge appearing at one point, told me that he was indeed becoming aroused by our appearance, and would no doubt be looking forward to our hot-tubbing together. But I had a nice surprise in store for him there as well, something that mom had already agreed to go along with since it was something they had actually discussed prior to now.
I helped Steven remove the cover from the top of the tub while mom headed back inside the house to grab us a few towels. We had just finished doing that when mom returned, naked, carrying the towels out to place them on the built in rack inside the gazebo. I gave a brief knowing smile as Steven turned watching her approach, already reaching behind to undo my own bikini top. It fell down my arms just as he turned back around facing me.
"I'll ah...grab another bottle of wine and some plastic wine glasses," he explained heading off back towards the house.
"Notice the bulge?"
"I did," grinning at mom as I then slipped off my bikini bottoms, slipping down into the tub. "So this is officially now, a 'no-clothes' hot-tub," I exclaimed as mom climbed in behind me, sitting in an opposite corner so that no matter where Steven sat, he'd be sandwiched between us. I had come out earlier stashing away the manila envelope behind the tub, now placing it and its contents on top of the bar that ran along one side of the tub. Inside, I had paper-clipped a few of the photos to one another, the one's we had taken, to several of the older black and whites.
"You're sure about this?" Mom asked still a bit nervously. "That this is the best way to spring it on him?"
"Relax mom, everything's going to be just fine," I responded nodding towards the back doors as Steven came strolling out, a bottle of wine in one hand, three wine glasses in the other. He had a large fluffy towel wrapped around his waist, but it did little if anything to disguise the fact he was sporting an erection.
I purposely sat up so as to greet him as he came over towards the bar, ensuring that my breasts were exposed well above the water.
"Mind giving me a hand here? I'm a bit indisposed," he said joked holding out the glasses towards me. Ignoring them, I reached out, pulling on his towel instead as it fell away. His hard stiff dick pointing in my direction as he stood there in surprise looking at me, and then at mother.
"That what you had in mind?" I teased, finally accepting the glasses from him putting those down on the bar-top.
"Not at the time, but I certainly do now!" He joked back, once more looking towards mom for any sign of disapproval here. Obviously there was none as she laughed, already pouring some wine into the glasses as Steven walked around, climbing the few short steps before settling down into the tub with us. Passing out the glasses, I soon raised mine.
"A toast!" I proclaimed. "To New Beginnings!"
"To New beginnings!" Both mom and Steven replied, and though our glasses certainly didn't clink, we touched them together anyway, sipping afterwards.
"What's this?" Steven asked, only then spotting the rather thick manila envelope sitting on the bar top, already reaching for it to see what was inside.
"Sin and I discovered these while we were finishing up with her bedroom today," mom spoke as the two of us slid over closer to him in order to see as he did. I had purposely placed the older, more explicit photos on top, with the one's we'd done, and which were paper clipped on the bottom. Steven's eyes bulged the moment he saw the first one, immediately looking up, his mouth open. "She's known now for a while," mom continued, "No surprise she figured it out." And then Steven spoke finding his voice.
"And...you're ok with this?" He asked once again staring at the photos, starting to thumb through them one by one...no doubt remembering.
"What do you think?" I asked reaching over beneath the water, my hand suddenly wrapping itself around his blood-engorged cock. "I think it's fucking hot as hell. Always figured the four of you were pretty close, even back then. And now I can see why," I grinned wickedly. Steven looked over towards mom, and then down through the water at my hand as I continued to playfully fondle him.
"We ah...thought we'd surprise you with something," mom said a bit sheepishly just as Steven discovered the first set of paper clipped photos, the one where mom and I were kneeling down looking back over our shoulders at the camera, winking...pussies winking as we did.
"Look familiar?" I asked. "I thought that was a really hot, sexy photo of mom and Jackie, so I told her I wanted to pose us in one just like it. I have to tell you Steven, she was very reluctant to do so, until I convinced her you'd enjoy seeing it...seeing us. I think, by the feel of this, that you do right? Unless of course I'm mistaken here."
"Ah no. I'm just pleasantly surprised is all. So...you knew?"
"Let's just say I suspected. But seeing these more or less confirmed all that," I continued to grin.
"And you're...you're ok with all this? Really?"
I continued to fondle his cock by way of an answer, "Oh hell yes...and so's mom," I said winking at her, seeing the look of relief on her face as she winked back at me.
"Holy fuck!" Steven exclaimed seconds later as he began to understand what we had done here, first seeing the black and white photos, and then the new, most recent ones of mom and I trying to copy them. He had just reached the one where mom and Jackie were in a nasty-looking "69" with one another, first staring at it, and then up at us as his fingers even then pulled away the paperclip holding the second photo in place, though there was a lot more than just one.
"Is this what I hope...what I think it is?" He corrected. I lifted both eyebrows at him, and then stayed his hand before he could actually look at the rest of them.
"Before you do look and see if we did or didn't, you need to answer one question for us first. Would it bother you if we did?"
He chuckled, looking back and forth between the two of us, placing mom's hand down around his dick along side of mine. "What do you think?" I let go of my other hand, allowing him to retrieve the first photo, whistling as he did. "Nice! Way fucking nice!" He groaned audibly. "So does this mean you two.."
"Oh yeah, for most of the afternoon," mom told him. "So, you interested in hearing about it, or would you prefer we discuss this at another time?"
"How about you tell me, while the two of you sit here stroking my dick. I think I'd enjoy hearing all the nasty juicy details while my two visions of loveliness here, play with my cock.
It was all the answer that either one of us needed.
**
"I don't suppose I get to see any of this first hand for myself?" He asked hopefully.
"Only if you agree that there might be times when we do, when you're not around," I challenged back. "You ok with that?" I asked. Steven nodded his head excitedly, looking like one of those wobble-dog dolls on the dash board of a car. I rose up out of the tub, sitting on the edge of it, legs spread, inviting he and mom both to have a nice good look at my pussy as I ran my fingers down through the slit, further opening and exposing myself. "Be gentle mother," I teased. "It's still a bit tender from the clit-sucking you gave it earlier today."
Steven moaned upon hearing that, as mom laughed. "No worse than mine is," she retorted to that. "Naughty girl."
"You're BOTH naughty girls! And I love it!" Steven quipped as mom leaned forward, once again running her tongue up through the folds of my already wet slit. As she did that, Steven slid in behind her, his hard stiff prick immediately finding a home as he speared mom's cunt, causing her to grunt pleasurably for a moment before continuing on with the delicious tonguing she was giving me. We continued on like this for a time, though I wanted to save, and savor my orgasm for later.
"Ok, my turn," I told everyone. "Ready to watch me eat out mom's pussy Steven?" I asked.
(Wobble-headed dog again)
"But..." he suddenly spat as mom and I hurriedly exchanged places.
"But what?" I asked looking back over my shoulder at him.
"I can't...you know, fuck you. Not yet anyway."
"Good, because I wasn't going to let you...yet...either," I told him. "Not until I've had a chance to have a chat with Danny first." Now it was Steven's turn to look relieved.
"Glad to hear you say that. The last thing I want, is to cause any friction between any of us, and I know how close the two of you have most recently become."
"You mean, fucking close?" I laughed.
"Yeah, fucking close," he laughed back just as mom did.
"No worries Steven. Mother and I have already discussed all that earlier today. Too bad he couldn't have been here with us tonight, it would have made things a whole lot easier for everyone. But...I have every intention of bringing Danny up to speed tomorrow."
"You ah...want me to be there when you do?"
"No actually. I don't. But I will need mother there. I think seeing her present as I explain certain things to him, will help him see that everything's still cool between all of us. And then after that, depending on how things go, maybe we'll do something similar to what we're doing now...with everyone present. How's that sound?"
"I'm already looking forward to it," Steven stated. "Now...let me see how you eat your mom's cunt, while I stand here and jerk off watching you."
"Just don't cum if you do," mom told him. "Or at least until the two of us are ready for it," she grinned in added response. The look on Steven's face was priceless.
Full circle – Chapter Fifteen
The fact that Steven had already scheduled a golf-game with his buddies early in the morning made things a lot easier for me. Mom and I had both gotten up early, already starting on our second cup of coffee, discussing the new plan, waiting on Danny as we did so. And though he slept in a little later on Sunday, it was very rare that he did so much past nine o'clock. It was a quarter to now.



Once again I had placed the brown manila envelope on the table, ensuring Danny would discover it when he came down for his morning coffee. It would again play another, yet different role in the scheme of things. The one really good thing was, this time mom wasn't nearly as anxious or nervous. If anything, she was already aroused, her rock hard nipples told me that much, the tight form-fitting sleepwear she had on not doing much to conceal the fact she was naked beneath it. Especially the way you could clearly see the entire outline of her breasts, not to mention those amazing nipples of hers.
For myself, I was again attired in my usual affair. Bikini panties, and another wife-beater tee shirt. In wearing that, as was usually the case, Danny wouldn't be thinking too much or aware of what was about to happen. Though simply wearing it, would have his undivided attention at the same time.
Sure enough, we heard movement downstairs a few minutes later. "He's up," I grinned. "Just remember, give us about thirty minutes before you come walking back in here. That should be time enough to have told him about all this," I said once more fidgeting with the envelope, though it was important for me to have those few precious moments to fill Danny in on the slight differences in the story. As much as I hated stretching the truth to the extent that I had, in the long run...it had worked out a lot better for everyone concerned. Danny might have indeed known about these before now, but it was important that he go along with the plan of just seeing them now for the very first time. Though also like me, and as I had already explained, he and I had both had our suspicions prior to all this anyway.
"Just remember what I told you. The best way to seduce and control Danny, is to surprise him. Once his dick's hard...he'll go along with just about anything. So be naughty mother, nice and nasty in fact once you come back and join us. Don't give him time to react to anything. Again...surprise is the key here."
"Nasty huh?"
"Yeah, very nasty."
"I can do that," she grinned, lifting up her garment above her tits, flashing her naked body at me, and then slowly strolling out of the room heading back up the stairs.
"You sure can," I thought to myself, marveling at the changes I had so recently seen in her.
I had no sooner heard the door to her bedroom closing upstairs, when I heard Danny's footsteps coming up the stairs towards me. I poured myself another coffee, and then poured Danny one, sitting it down alongside the manila envelope with all the new pictures now in it. "Show time!" I thought to myself, and then sat back in the chair just as Danny entered the room.
He of course smiled when he saw me. I'd sat toying with my nipples, making sure they were hard little pebbles pressing against my tight form fitting tee. His eyes locked onto them almost immediately, until he saw the envelope, which curiously enough, he recognized.
"Ok, there's a story here right?"
"Yes, sit down...enjoy your coffee while I bring you up to speed here," I informed him once again glancing at the clock. I figured we had about twenty minutes, knowing mom. She was never late, but she was always early.
Danny had just started to glance through the photos for about the third time when I stood up scooting my chair over next to his. Wearing his typical pajama bottoms in the morning, the thin material scarcely concealed his massively hard erection. "Holy fucking shit Sin!" He exclaimed for what had to have been about the umpteenth time here. "You and your mom!" He exclaimed again, his hand actually dropping down into his lap this time as he made some attempt at readjusting himself. "So it actually happened then? These aren't just the poses you said you started out doing with her, which then ended up for real right?"
"Right," I said again...also for the umpteenth time. "Like I told you Danny, mom's really come out of her shell, she's more like her old self, though you've actually never seen her quite the same way I remember seeing her. So when you do see her next, you'll notice a remarkable difference, trust me." I figured I'd let that one play out, especially as I heard mom's door open and close, though Danny was too engrossed in the photo of mom and I in a scissors lock, cunts pressed together, rubbing...fucking one another that way. There hadn't been a matching photo for that one, it was one we'd come up with ourselves, and I was already soaking wet just thinking about it as her footsteps came closer and closer to where we were sitting. She stood just outside the door, waiting for her "cue" now as we'd discussed. I stood up, swinging myself over onto his chair, into his lap. I was plenty wet enough, my hand seeking out, and immediately finding his hard shaft. Pulling my own panties off to one side, I coaxed his cock up inside my dripping wet cunt within moments.
"Horny are we?" He laughed, enjoying the unexpected, unanticipated surprise. But not about to look a gift-horse in the mouth either as I slid down over him. "What about your mother?" He asked now a bit worriedly. I was about to mention her myself, but he'd done so for me...triggering her cue.
"What about me?" She asked as she came strolling in. Leaning over to first kiss me on the cheek, and then Danny, with the two of us still hooked up there together in the chair. "How's it feel?" She asked.
"Nice and hard...and nice and big," I responded, once again moving up and down Danny's shaft while he sat there looking back and forth between the two of us.
"You little shit!" He exclaimed. "You planned all this didn't you?"
"We sure did," mom announced yanking up the tight fitting shift she had on over her head, now standing beside the two of us entirely naked. Almost immediately she offered Danny one of her breasts to suck on while I continued fucking him. "Now Danny boy...suck my titty."
**
As I'd expected, and hoped, Danny was a great deal like his father. Once he had gotten used to the idea that mom was not only cool with all this, but enjoying it...right there in front of him, he was of course hoping for more. A lot more, at least as far as watching the two of us went. And though he had enjoyed sucking on mom's tits, he'd made no effort to attempt to do anything more with her either. No surprise there. He was indeed, very much like his dad in that department too.
"So, you wanna see some nasty with mom huh baby?" Swearing as I did, that I could feel Danny's cock grow two inches longer inside me. I slid off that hard prick, pleased to see that mom's mouth was almost drooling when I did, looking down at his creamy-coated shaft. I patted the kitchen table. "Here mom, get up here and lay down." Danny sat back, unabashedly stroking his cock, watching as mom got on the table, situating herself, legs spread bent at the knee. "Enjoy," I winked at him, and then leaned forward, my tongue immediately spearing mom's cunt, easily finding and then lapping away at that amazing hard clit of hers. Danny walked over standing beside the two of us in order to watch. I swear he was drooling now too. One hand coming over to snag one of my free swinging tits, the other surprisingly, reaching out to now cup one of mom's. He was obviously enjoying this, having two different boob's to stand there and play with as I continued tickling mom's sweet pussy with my tongue. But mom wasn't about to pass up a golden opportunity either. Not with Danny's prick only inches away from her hand, which she now held, teasingly stroking it.
As aroused as he was, I didn't think Danny was going to last too much longer, especially with mom flipping her thumb back and forth over Danny's very sensitive slick dick-head. He was already shaking, trying to ward off the inevitable. "Wanna shoot all over mom's tits?" I asked looking up, but mom obviously had something else in mind here.
"No! Fill up Sin's pussy!" She suddenly exclaimed, "Fill her cunt for me!" She cried out, delirious with pleasure, letting go of Danny's cock as he hurriedly walked around behind me. In seconds, I felt that magnificent shaft of his once again invading my fuck-tunnel, the head of his prick kissing my cervix as it pressed home. Mom was squeezing and manipulating her own nipples now, stretching her twin points, pulling on them almost cruelly. "Suck it you naughty bitch!" Mom screamed. "Come on suck it! Hard! Pull on that little fucker! Make me come Sin! Make me come!"
I could already taste the first frothy wave of mom's sauce as she began to roll along with the first of many orgasmic waves, just as Danny's prick unleashed its own shower of hot nasty cream. He stilled himself for only a moment, his dick-head expanding, pulsating and throbbing. He cried out, shoved burying himself about as deeply into me as he'd ever been. The hard-felt spurts of his semen now bathing the walls of my womb, my own orgasmic ecstasy triggered by this though I managed to lap mom's clit through it. Her warm tasting sweet-cream now saturating my face as I devoured the nectar that almost continuously poured from her. Spent, we collapsed in a heap together, breaths still ragged, panting, trying to recover, though mom was quick, and the first to do so, once again instructing.
"Quick baby, quick. Get up here, trade places with me."
In a heartbeat we had done so, Danny once again taking a place beside us, this time pulling up a chair for a better, closer look. The look in his eyes transfixed as mom likewise pulled up a seat, making herself more comfortable, almost as though she was sitting down for dinner. Which in a way, she was. I could feel Danny's cum leaking out of my pussy, wishing I could see it, the visual in my mind just as decadent and obscene as it no doubt actually looked. Even then mom seemed to be in no hurry, taking the moment to further intensify the situation for everyone. That really dirty, nasty aspect of her nature now having consumed her as she placed her fingers on my lips, stretching them, pulling them outwards and apart.
"Hmm, look at this Danny. Look at all this nasty spunk of yours dripping out of my daughter's cunt. Look how messy she is, how deliciously messy. Need's a little cleaning up don't you think?" She ran the tip of one finger up the furrow of my sex, a gob of Danny's sperm now clinging to it as she twirled it like spaghetti on a spoon, only then feeding herself, sucking and licking it off. "Hmm, and tastes good too," she added. "Especially with a nice mixture of Cynthia sauce!" Mom now ran her tongue as she had with her finger, pulling back, allowing not only Danny, but me to see as well as a string of our combined spending seemed to cling to the tip of her tongue, swinging and hanging down for a moment before she slurped that up into her mouth as well.
"Fuck!" Danny groaned, his hand already down in his lap again, and though his prick had certainly softened somewhat, a bit floppy now as he coaxed it playfully into hardening again, it wouldn't take long.
Mom now eased a finger, and then two inside my slick cunt, the sounds of Danny's cum and my own mingling together as she finger-fucked me with it, using it to tease and pleasure me with all over again. Only then did she gather up my much smaller clit between her lips, gently chewing, sucking and licking it as she chased away the initial sensitivity, renewing the volcanic expectations of what I knew was going to be another mind-blowing eruption.
"Think you can come again for us Danny?" Mom asked, though I laughed, knowing he damn well would, and could. His prick already nice and hard again as he fisted himself, working it...jerking it, jacking himself off as the new lube began making the sweet nasty sounds once again for me.
Mom suddenly crawled up onto the table, positioning herself over me, where again I had the treat of looking up and into her hot swollen cunt. She was again licking at teasing my clit, though urging and coaxing Danny into joining us. "Put it here baby, right here. That's it," she moaned softly. I could feel Danny's prick as she began rubbing it up through the wet slick furrow of my quim, teasing and tickling my clit in between times, jacking Danny off as she did that. "Tell me when honey, tell me when," she moaned as well, my tongue once more flicking out, lapping away at her sex as she continued the torturous onslaught of my pussy.
"Now! Oh fuck, now!" Danny cried out suddenly, whatever willpower or control he might have possessed, evaporating away in a split second of overheated desire and need. And though I couldn't see it, I could imagine it, as well as feel it as mom's hand milked his second precious spray, pumping it against the folds of my cunt, saturating my already slimy, spunk covered lips. "Oh yeah! Yeah! Squirt baby! Squirt! That's it! That's it!" Mom giggled in surprise, especially as his second creaming of me was almost as copious as the first one had been.
Shy guys – Chapter Sixteen
Although things had gone a lot better than I had expected, it had also reached a bit of a stalemate. Over a week had passed since the intimate little threesome with mom and Danny on the kitchen table. So far, I had enjoyed another fun little threesome with mom and Steven out in the tub again, though surprisingly, Danny had declined joining us. He had stated that he had a final exam coming up and needed to study for it, so we had enjoyed ourselves without him. And then last night, though mom and I had mentioned it, Steven had likewise had to stay in town once again working late, so we had proceeded on with Danny, and again had another great time. But mom and I both were getting a sense that Danny AND Steven weren't as inclined to be with us both simultaneously. I had actually gone so far as to speak to Danny about it, as mom had done with Steven. Both of them stating that they didn't have any problems with what was going on so far, and actually getting aroused and excited hearing about the details later. But so far, that's where things sat, with little if any additional progress.
I had gotten off work arriving home a bit later than usual. Danny I knew would himself be at work, with Steven actually out of town for two days. I'd half expected mom to have gone to bed already, late as it was, though I'd been hoping to have a word with her about things after I did get home. Entering through the back door, I could hear what sounded like the TV on in the family den, so headed down the hallway towards that, and what I then saw as a flickering light coming from within the room. Sure enough, mom was still up watching TV, though what she was watching did catch me off guard just a little. In the past, I would have been truly stunned, and very surprised by it. Now, I was more amused and yet pleased, walking in and finding her sitting there on the couch, watching a sexy porno, masturbating.
The one thing that certainly had changed, was the uninhibited openness that currently taking place, except in the instance whenever Danny or Steven were around one another. It had almost become comical, the somewhat awkward ways the two of them went about avoiding one another in that regard. Other than that, like now...walking in on mom as she amused herself, was becoming almost common place. Even when I walked into the room she didn't stop what she was doing, still half-laying on the couch, naked...a small slim vibrator inside her ass, and another much thicker bigger one currently resting inside her pussy. The two of them gently humming away inside her as she lay there toying with her own breasts.
"Hi baby. How was work?"
I chuckled, grabbing the remote and muting the sound, though leaving the porn on, it did look rather interesting, a fairly large "group-sex" party by the looks of it. But it would be difficult enough trying to talk to her with so much moaning and groaning going on, not to mention all the "Oh yes fuck me's!" taking place as well.
"It was ok, boring as usual," I informed her, taking a place at the end of the couch, enjoying the view as I looked over at her, seeing the two toys still happily buzzing away inside her. I quickly unbuttoned my blouse, slipping that off and then my bra, stretching, and scratching the bra-itch I had caused from the wires inside my cups. "Got any other toys down here?" I asked, only then unzipping my skirt, tossing it off to one side, now sitting in nothing more than the almost non-existent thong I had on.
"Sorry no, wasn't exactly expecting company tonight, though I'm glad you've decided to join me. And no, you can't have this one," she said only then giving the one in her pussy a couple of quick deep thrusts. "I'm enjoying the two of them too much," she grinned wickedly. "Why don't you just go down to your room and get one of yours?"
"Perhaps in a minute I will," I leered at her suggestively, planning on surprising her later any way as I'd just recently picked up a brand new strap on dildo I was dying to try out on her, and her on me. "Wanted to ask you. Has Steven spoken with Danny about anything yet?"
Mom knew where I was going with this, shaking her head no, chuckling. "Not yet. Even asked him about it again this morning. Told me the 'opportunity' just hasn't really come up yet, though I suspect he's not exactly been looking for it either."
"Yeah, same thing with Danny too. I've decided that the two of them are never going to actually sit down and discuss any of this, preferring to just let things take whatever natural course they do the way I see it."
"That's what I'm thinking as well. They're too much alike for their own good the way I see it. You notice how neither one of them is willing to make that first step...with us?" She laughed again.
That was true. So far they'd done just about everything else with us, or to us. The only exception up until now, was actual intercourse. It was like they were waiting for one another's permission to actually do that, which both mom and I had already given them ourselves, and yet...so far things hadn't progressed quite that far.
"I think they're both shy about being around one another for one thing, and perhaps worried about one another fucking us, and the reaction they might have upon seeing that."
"Yeah, the old double-standards," mom laughed again, though simultaneously moaning as she shifted slightly, and surprised herself in the process as the vibrating toys seemed to have hit an unexpected happy spot. "I mean it's not like we were asking them to touch pee-pees together or anything," she quipped, causing me to burst out laughing.
"Not that I'd mind seeing that either. But yeah, you're right...that's certainly not going to happen, but getting fucked by them both in the same room isn't going to happen either if we don't figure out a way to get them to overcome this last hurdle they both seem to have."
"Well actually, I have been toying with an idea," mom grinned once again giving herself a couple of hard quick thrusts looking at me, or rather looking at my pussy as I had now turned facing her, one leg over the back of the couch, the other now resting over the top of one of hers. For the moment at least, my fingers were doing the dirty work as I slowly teased, circling my clit.
"Very funny," I shot back, but then asked her seriously. "So what do you have in mind anyway?"
"Actually I got a general idea while watching the movie," she told me. I looked back at the orgy now wildly taking place on screen. At least twenty people or so, some in multiple groups, others in simple pairs, but everyone watching or doing everyone else in the same room.
"What? You want to have an orgy and invite people?" I laughed, not quite expecting that, though doubting even that would get either one of them inside the same room together...though who knows, it might. Like I said before, once Danny's prick was hard, anything was possible. Well...almost anything anyway.



Mom laughed. "No, I don't think either one of them would be ready for something like that, though I'm not sure I would be either," she added. "I'm quite enjoying things the way they are, just amongst the four of us, though it is time to move it from the threesome thing we have been doing. No...it was something else I saw, that sort of gave me the idea, so let me run it past you, and see what you think."
She did. And as I sat there hearing her out (still watching her fuck herself too of course) I began to like her idea more and more, adding a few thoughts of my own until we'd eventually ironed out the specific details of how we might pull this off.
"Tomorrow night then?"
"Agreed!" I said already looking forward to it. Though at the moment, I was looking forward to something else too. "Be right back," I announced standing.
"Getting yourself a toy too?" Mom laughed, "A bit envious are we of mine?" She teased.
"Sort of. But...I have another little surprise in store for you," I assured her, and then headed down stairs to put on my great big little girls dick.
Blind man's bluff – Chapter Seventeen
We had finally agreed on the cover story we were planning on using. Mom and Steven were going out to dinner, which was true. But I had also told Danny they were then going out to see a movie together after that, which meant they wouldn't be home until really late. Mom had in turn told Steven that some friends of ours were dropping by later to pick us up, which would thus explain Danny's car in the driveway when they returned. Though the plan was basically pretty lame, it would hopefully serve its purpose. That...and depending a great deal on their respective cooperation, though hopefully the incentive we'd be offering would see to that. Zero hour was eight o'clock for me, and eight fifteen for mother.
Though Danny knew I was up to something, he didn't know exactly what. As the time drew near, I announced we were going to play a naughty little game I'd come up with, something I knew he'd appreciate. I explained, that I was going to blindfold him, and bind him outside in the backyard. He'd always been a big fan of doing it out of doors anyway, so I knew just that simple concept would appeal to him. "Here's the thing," I began. "Simple rules, you can't make any noise...nothing. The moment you do, you get a ten minute penalty. Which means you just simply have to sit there. Three penalties, and you give up your turn. Which then means it's my turn. The one who can last the longest without making any noise wins."
"And what do I win?" He asked smugly. I knew the carrot I was about to offer had to be worth it for him to play, and play seriously. "I have to do, whatever you want me to do...wherever you want me to do it. And same goes for me too."
The one thing Danny loved seeing, was all those people who either had public sex, or who flashed themselves at total strangers. He had once asked me if I'd be willing to do a "flash the pizza guy at the door," sort of thing for him, though at the time I told him I'd think about it. This however, completely opened up the door for him, so I knew he would go for it.
"Cool!" he grinned enthusiastically. "When do we begin?" It was five minutes to eight.
"Now!" I replied in kind, and immediately blindfolded him, as well as tying his wrists, though not yet securing them together. That wouldn't happen until I got him outside, and into the chair. I wasn't sure what kind of incentive mom would be using on Steven, but knowing her...I'm sure it would be as equally enticing.
Now sitting in his chair, being quiet as a mouse, blindfolded and now bound with his arms firmly secured behind him, I proceeded to tantalize and tease, though purposely holding back just a bit, keeping him entertained and focused on me. Right on time and schedule, mom came out of the house leading Steven by his bindings, he too blindfolded and all set to go. This next phase being the most critical as we could be so easily found out. Even I was now having to be as quiet as I could, while supposedly teasing Danny. Mom hurriedly secured Steven to his chair, and then we switched places. Me now teasing Steven's hard straining cock, and mom doing the same thing to Danny's. With a nod of the head towards one another, it was now time. As mom climbed up into Danny's lap, I did the same thing to Steven. And then with another nod of the head, the two of us simultaneously slid down over their straining cocks until they were both buried balls deep inside of us. We fucked them slowly, for a moment more, letting them savor the juiciness of our cunts, wondering as we did that, if they'd now be able to tell. I in fact think that Steven was becoming a bit suspicious, curious, so I again nodded at mom. It was now time for the big reveal. As one, we lifted their blindfolds from off their faces. There was of course an awkward moment of shock and surprise as reality as to what we'd done sank in. And then Steven laughed, almost relieved we had, as well as Danny who showed his own amusement at what we'd pulled on them commenting and saying: "You trixed us!" Using his best Sméagol imitation from Lord of the Rings, which was honestly pretty good.
"Yes, we did. I hope you're not too mad at us," mom said though she continued to slither up and down Danny's hard firm shaft, just as I was still doing to Steven.
"I guess we should have figured the two of you would find a way to get the two of us together, and past our own stupid shyness at being seen in front of one another," Steven admitted. Danny was now looking over at me as I rode up and down his father's cock, making sure he could see it in fact as it slid nicely up inside of me, and then back out again.
"Ok, I admit, that is pretty hot," he commented, and then once more turning back around towards mom. "But since the cat's out of the bag now, would you mind freeing my hands? I really would like to play with those nice fat tits of yours while you're fucking me."
Good old Danny. He really was a titty-man, though so was his father, as Steven too had already begun nuzzling my breasts, enjoying the feel of my nice slippery pussy as I gyrated and ground against him pleasurably as he continued doing that.
"Not until you've given me your cum first," mom informed him. "I'm not going anywhere, or doing anything else, until you do."
"Me either!" I agreed, and then added to that. "And afterwards, after the two of you do...you can watch mom and I lick it all out of one another."
Talk about (almost) premature ejaculations!
**
The chairs weren't the only props that mom and I had prepared well ahead of time. We had also filled up two king-sized air beds, laying them out, side by side along with plenty of thick comfy blankets and pillows. It was our hope that once we'd sprung our surprise on the boys, that we'd end up enjoying our own miniature orgy. And now, it looked like we were about to get our wish. Watching mom and I devour one another, licking out all that fresh hot cream the guys had deposited inside us, left them standing there watching with renewed arousal. It didn't take long for either one of them to be sporting wood once again. And it was actually quite erotic to see the two of them stroking themselves, occasionally stealing quick, cursory glances at one another as they did. The initial reluctance, embarrassment and awkwardness, now a thing of the past. Neither one of them had anything to be ashamed of as they secretly eye-balled one another. I was damn glad we hadn't actually brought out a measuring tape by the time the two of them were ready to go, as randy as they both were.
"Well? Anyone have any requests they'd like to do?" I asked. "Because now's your chance!" I giggled hopefully. I could see that the guys both did by the looks in their eyes as they glanced at one another and then at us. Though neither one of them appeared to want to be the first to say anything. Though they had obviously overcome their shyness in exposing themselves in front of one another, they were still reluctant to be the first to express their hidden desires.
"Oh for heaven's sakes!" Mom spoke out moments after that. "I sure as hell do! Danny? Get over here and lay down. Sin? You put some of that lubrication on Steven's cock for me...make sure you get it all nice and slick," she grinned looking back at him. "You baby, are going to fuck my ass while Danny's fucking my pussy. Get the picture?"
They both did, grinning like Cheshire cats as Danny came over and immediately positioned himself there on our massive outdoor play bed. With plenty of accessories at hand, I immediately applied a liberal amount of lubrication to Steven's hard dick, enjoying the effort in doing so, just as Steven was doing. When at last ready, as mom had already consumed Danny's prick inside herself, sitting on top of him, Steven walked over and then knelt down behind her as mom lifted up just a bit, pausing in her coupling in order to permit Steven's access into her tight little ass.
For myself, I was perfectly content to watch this for a moment. I had never had the pleasure of experiencing what was termed a "DP" myself, though in time, I had every intention of doing so. But for now at least, it was titillating to just stand there and watch, take in the mechanics of it all, and delight myself finger-wise as I stood there looking on. It took some doing, but eventually all three of them seemed to get into a workable rhythm. Having just climaxed a short time ago, neither one of the guys was in any real hurry to do so again, though mom was rapidly approaching oblivion herself. I swear her eyes looked crossed as she seemed to seize up for a moment, thrashing wildly, as her cry of release suddenly split the air, actually startling me for a moment.
"Go mom!" I exclaimed, laughing hysterically as the boys pummeled her from above and below in perfect coordinated rhythm now as she rode the crest of the orgasmic wave she was being carried away on.
"Oh fuck, enough! Enough!" Mom finally exclaimed, disengaging herself, rolling off and away from the two of them, still shaking uncontrollably, and for a moment even curling up into a bit of a fetal ball as the spasms of her orgasm gradually subsided.
The boys looked like puffer fish swelling their chests out (amongst other things) in pride as they lay there with their almost idiotic grins on their faces. "Next?" Steven actually asked looking at me.
I knew what I wanted. As much as I enjoyed having my pussy licked, Steven was damn good at it. If I were awarding points for technique and talent, I'd have to give him a perfect ten, with mom a close second. And though I had certainly enjoyed it when Danny had gone down on me, he still had a few minor things to learn, though I wasn't about to tell him that of course.
"Eat me Steven," I said taking my place down on the bed now. "My pussy and clit needs a good tongue-licking!" Steven was only too happy to oblige, quickly crawling up to position himself between my legs, Danny crawling over to begin paying homage to my breasts, which was perfectly fine with me. Where Steven was talented with pussy-eating, Danny was as equally talented with breast and nipple play, obviously his preferred forte, which was fine with me, especially under the circumstances. I quickly succumbed to the near-perfect pleasure as the two of them teased me unmercifully together.
Seeing this, it didn't take mom long to recover, or want back into the action herself. Seeing an opportunity to enjoy one of her own unique special talents, she rolled over behind Steven, coaxing him to crunch up just a bit, now kneeling rather than laying as he continued lapping away at my blood-engorged clit. In seconds, she was working her own form of magic on his cock with her mouth, causing Steven to groan pleasurably, and wonderfully into my cunt.
"Get over there at eat mom," I told Danny through gritted teeth. Liking the idea, and completing the daisy-chain of lust we'd now formed, he was soon laying between mom's outstretched legs, now licking her quim, as Steven continued licking mine, and as mom continued sucking him. I smiled secretly, hoping the camera we'd set up earlier was getting all this. It would be hot to watch at another date and time with everyone, and would no doubt be the foreplay to another nice mini-orgy marathon. But at the moment, this one was living up to its expectations as Steven sucked my clit firmly into his mouth, holding on...simultaneously sucking and caressing my clit-stem with his tongue. That did it. I reached down, my hands on his head now, all but burying his face inside me as I cried out in unbridled ecstasy.
**
Taking a bit of a breather, we now sat enjoying a glass of wine together. I could still feel a few spasmodic pussy throbs, reminding me how nice my orgasm had been, and no doubt would be again when we continued. But while taking our break here, as mom and I had also discussed, it was time to talk a bit, discuss where this was headed, if indeed it was...and get everything out in the open, once and for all.
"While we're all sitting here together like this, naked with nothing to hide," mom grinned pleasantly, "I thought it might also be a good time to discuss anyone's concerns or fears. Obviously, we've crossed a threshold here, and one that I doubt seriously will be easy to cross back over, if that is indeed what anyone's thinking," she asked looking around, though no one, especially me, had any desire to do so. "Good, glad I'm not the only one thinking that," she added. "So...that brings up the issue here then. Are there, and will there be any limits that anyone feels like we should impose, or abide by while we're all living under the same roof?" For a moment, everyone again looked at one another saying nothing, and then Steven finally spoke.
"Personally, for me at least...I think it would be virtually impossible to do that, now that we've done this. Obviously, we won't always be living together under the same roof. In time, Sin and Danny will obviously move out, and whether they remain together or not, is for the two of them to work through and decide. That's their own personal business," he concluded, though Danny and I both stood looking at one another in perfect agreement. "That being said, again...while we're all here, living together, I believe we should ALL feel free to indulge and enjoy ourselves whenever the mood or urge strikes us. Without guilt, fear, or repercussions from anyone else in having done so. If we can't agree to that, right here and now, then I think this needs to end here...and now. Does anyone else disagree with that?"
No one did, which was a pleasure to see, though Danny did raise a simple clarifying question. "So in other words, we can still enjoy one another singly without it always being a..."
"An orgy," I finished for him smiling. "Yes, I think so Danny. I think that's exactly what Steven was saying here. So for example, should you come walking past, or into my room and find Steven fucking the hell out of me at the time, there's to be no signs of jealousy or animosity towards anyone else in the house. Right Steven?"
"Right!" He concurred. "Sure, I think that from time to time we'll all obviously want to play like we're doing now. But I don't want to see this turn into a constant requirement, say...once a week perhaps?"
"Oh at the very least," mom chuckled. "Or as often as we're all in the mood for. But by the same token, I also feel, that NO ONE should ever feel obligated to participate if they're not in the mood either."
I laughed at that. "I don't know about anyone else, but I sure as hell know, where I to come home and find the three of you similarly engaged, mood or no mood...I'd sure as hell be in one shortly after that!"
That again raised a round of mutual laughter as we all agreed, though likewise agreeing that a one on one wasn't an invite, or an expectation for anyone to join in, without being asked to do so either. Which we all again, quickly agreed to.
Having thoroughly cleared the air of any misconceptions or thoughts, things quickly returned to where they had been, though we soon found ourselves enjoying a bit of one on one with one another, all the while looking on at everyone else and what they were doing while we did. Which proved out to be even more erotic on many levels than when the four of us were busy crawling all over one another in a heap.
Two hours later, I was finally fucked out, as was mom...though we'd both been pleasured and satisfied in more ways than either one of us could actually count.
"So Danny, you're really the only one that didn't actually come up with something specific they still wanted to do. Anything come to mind yet?" Mom asked him.
"Well there IS one thing," he grinned mischievously. I already had a pretty good idea of what that might be, which he confirmed moments later.
I had once walked into his room, looking for a particular pair of panties of mine that I knew damn good and well he had borrowed for other purposes than what they were designed for. He was in fact at that very moment, laying in bed, cock in hand, pleasuring himself with them. But as he did, and was...I also noticed he had spread out a few of the erotic photos we had so long ago now discovered together. One in particular, which he seemed to really get off on...while looking at.
"Grab the camera off the table over there," I said pointing...guessing, though he grinned broadly confirming my suspicions.
Mom looked at me curiously. "You and I are about to play titty-tag with one another, while the boys jerk off over the two of us," I stated. Both mom and Steven immediately realizing Danny's intent and desire.
"So, he really liked that one did he?" She laughed as Danny rejoined us, carrying the camera in one hand, and his massive hard cock in the other, already working it.
"More than once," I winked. "Which by now is probably close to being ruined, so I do hope you have other copies," I asked.
Steven smiled, nodding. "Oh yeah, several...and in fact, probably a few others you two haven't seen," he added to that, which amazingly, caused mom to blush just a little.
"I have a feeling we're all going to need to have another sit down at some point," I laughed back, curious as hell now.
"Couldn't agree more," mom concurred. "But we'll save all that for another time. Right now...you and I have some titty-touching to do."
We were soon doing that, rubbing our tits and nipples against one another's with the guys standing beside us, looking on...jacking themselves off while they did. It wasn't long before they were both spraying our breasts liberally with fresh loads of cream, saturating them to the point that we were soon making lotion out of all that spunk, and finished up by actually massaging it into one another long after they had both finished.
"That what you had in mind?" I asked Danny. "Get plenty of photos?"
"Oh yeah...lots!" He was grinning.
"Just make sure we get plenty of copies for everyone," I added. "Sometimes, I like to just sit back and selfishly enjoy myself too ya know," I winked.
Being plumb "fuckered out" as mom put it, we soon after crawled into the king sized beds out there beneath the stars, and fell soundlessly to sleep, curled up in one another's arms. Though my last thoughts before I did, was how happy I felt, how satisfied, and how hopeful I was that the days ahead would prove out to be even more than that.
Epilogue
I opened my eyes, smiling...stretching. The warmth of sunshine filtering through my window, caressing my exposed breasts as I absentmindedly reached up rubbing my nipples. It was a typical, beautiful Sunday morning, two weeks before the much anticipated wedding. Steven was no doubt off playing golf with his buddies, the smell of coffee already assailing my senses as I rolled out of bed and then padded down the hallway in bare-feet, and naked.



Things had indeed seemingly worked out. It had been a whirlwind of pleasure in so many ways since that first evening we had all spent together. Yes, there'd been others like it, but more times than not, we had simply enjoyed and amused ourselves whenever the opportunity arose, without any of the petty jealousy's and fears of doing that. I think neither Danny nor I knew where this would eventually take the two of us. Though we certainly loved one another, I don't think that either one of us was IN love with the other. We'd spent too much of our time together growing up, more like brother and sister, than even friends, let alone the deeper commitment to spend the rest of our lives with one another exclusively, if even then. But for now, we were both perfectly content...as was mom and Steven, even with the wedding only a short time away now.
I made my way upstairs entering the kitchen. Danny was currently perched on the counter top, mom standing there in front of him, she had her great big titties wrapped around his stiff cock, jerking him off with them.
"Morning!" I smiled happily, walking over towards the coffee maker.
"Morning honey, sleep well?" Mom asked not missing a beat as she continued to work Danny's cock with her breasts. Danny simply grinning in pleasure.
"Oh yes...very, thank you again," I stated. Mom had literally fucked me to sleep. The new vibrating strap-on I had purchased a while back was proving its weight in gold for the pleasure it had given us. I began pouring the coffee. "Fresh?" I asked.
"God I hope so," mom mused increasing the tempo of her breast-bating as she titty-fucked Danny's cock.
"Very funny," I retorted, now stepping over to watch, sipping on my coffee. "And no...in case you're wondering, I don't want any cream in my coffee," I told them both. "But I wouldn't mind lapping up a bit of cream off of those after he's finished."
"I was hoping you would," mom leered back at me, just as Danny's cock began spewing a rather thick copious load all over mom's tits. Still grinning, he jumped down off the counter, leaving mom to stand there with streamer's of his spunk already starting to run down onto her belly along with everywhere else.
"Where you off to in such a hurry?" I asked leaning forward in order to start licking her clean.
"I need to shower, and then meeting up with the guys remember? You promised to meet us at the food court at the Mall around noon, yes?"
"Yes," I recalled having promised him two days ago. I had ended up giving in to his demand that I keep my promise to him, even though we hadn't exactly finished playing the game of 'Blind-man's Bluff', but he felt I owed it to him for pulling the stunt on him that we had.
"What's up?" Mom asked as Danny hurriedly disappeared downstairs after that, and as I finished licking off a rather long trail of fresh cream that was even then just barely clinging to one of her nipples.
"I promised I'd meet Danny and two friends of his for lunch, though what they don't know yet is...I'll be masturbating right there in front of them while we're eating. The trick will be to see if I can get myself off, without either one of them figuring out that I am, though even if they do realize it, that'll be part of the fun too," I grinned finally capturing the last trail of semen that Danny had deposited on mom's tits.
"Hmm, now that sounds exciting!" Mom laughed, her eyes already taking on that particular 'look' that I was still having trouble getting used to. "I don't suppose they'd mind it too terribly much if I was to tag along?"
"Only if you don't wear any panties beneath the skirt you'll be wearing," I told her.
"Tell you what," she said motioning for me to jump up onto the counter where Danny had been sitting. "You know those bullet vibe's I have? The ones with the remote controls?"
I knew them well. And I already knew where she was headed with this too.
"We'll put them in when we go there. Except that you'll be in charge of my remote, and I'll be in charge of yours. How about we put on a side-wager on who makes who come first?"
"It's a bet," I said spreading my legs a bit as mom slid up a chair closer to the counter and began to wonderfully begin licking me. "You always did like a fresh hot muffin in the morning didn't you?" I teased, as mom was about to answer, placing my hand on the back of her head, forcing her face even closer against my cunt, effectively silencing her. "Don't bother answering mom. You always told me never to talk with your mouthful," I said and then closed my eyes and gave myself over to her hungrily searching mouth.
**
We were in the process of changing positions when she spoke. "Oh, before I forget, I meant to tell you, my sister's coming to stay with us next weekend, here for the wedding and all, to help out for a bit."
"Aunt Midge is coming to stay?" I asked excitedly. It had been a while since I had seen her last, the last time in fact just after the accident, and unfortunately, we hadn't spent as much time together as I would have liked. I had in fact missed her, though we still spoke on the phone as often as we could. Mom's identical twin sister, so alike her in appearance, and yet so different in personality, or so it seemed anyway. "I guess that means we're all going to have to be on our best behavior though doesn't it?"
"Not necessarily," she said looking down at me and winking, and then just as I had done, putting her hand on the back of my head, pressing me a bit more firmly against her sopping wet cunt. "Let's just say she and I had a nice long little chat the other night, about several things. One of which, is a bit of a naughty idea we both came up with. It'll be interesting to see if either Danny, or Steven is able to figure it out," she added slyly.
"Oh yeah?" I asked still licking away, surprised to some extent to be hearing this. "And does she know about..."
"Us?" Mom laughed. "Of course she does honey. I never could lie to her you know, and I wasn't about to try and start doing that now either. Let's just say, we're a lot more alike than even I realized. Oh...and she also wanted me to tell you, she's really looking forward to the girls night out we're going to have...without the boys. Just the three of us," she moaned as I slipped two fingers inside her cunt, and another in her ass.
"Sounds to me like we need to order another strap-on for the occasion."
"Already did so honey...already did."
I was really looking forward to the wedding.
-End-
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Becky – One
Carla had died in a sudden and tragic car accident. His wife of almost twenty some years, leaving William and his only daughter Becky to fend for themselves. A task that would prove even more daunting than either one of them could possibly imagine. William would be the first to admit, Carla had been domineering, especially when it came to her ideals and beliefs when raising a daughter. He had very little say in Becky's upbringing. Homeschooled, sheltered, and overprotected by a mother that felt she was doing the best thing for her daughter. Keeping her from being exposed to the wicked world that everyone was now living in. Years ago there had even been a brief discussion of sending Becky off to be raised in a girl's school, but that notion was soon discarded the moment Carla had read an article on how some young women, who were denied the friendship of boys in those places, ended up turning towards lesbianism. Another abomination of the sexes in her eyes, and one she wasn't about to risk her own daughter in becoming. From that time forward, Becky was raised, taught and guarded against the reality of life. And not too surprisingly, Becky resented it, hated her mother, and began to likewise dislike her father for never really supporting her, or making any real effort whatsoever when it came to taking her side on any given issue.
It was only two weeks until her eighteen birthday when her mother was killed. Sadly, Becky felt no remorse over her mother's death, nor had she been looking forward to turning eighteen either. Her mother had even had a hand in her life after that, though Becky would no longer be legally bound by her parent's wishes or desires. And had it not been for the sizeable trust that had been set up for her years ago, and now fattened considerably even more so now due to the insurance money she had likewise just inherited. She'd have left home, and gone out on her own. As it was, for her to claim any of it, beyond a small stipend of a monthly allowance, Becky was required to remain living in their home until she reached the age of twenty-one. The way Becky saw it, "|What was three more years of virtual imprisonment?" Though the upside to that was, with her mother gone, and no longer in fear of her mother's rules, or wrath, she figured she could now do pretty much whatever she pleased, and do whatever she felt like doing. The stupid, idiotic stipulations as written into the trust agreement that she had to live with, were things she felt she could work around, whether her father liked it or not. He hadn't been a harsh task-master with her anyway, not like her mother had been. Far from it. But she held, and had no respect for him either. As long as she didn't violate any of the conditions of the trust, she could put up with some of the silly, simple rules, and more importantly, avoid any confrontations with her father. Though growing up, the last thing her father ever wanted to be involved in, was some sort of emotional confrontation, he avoided things like that, like the plague, always finding an excuse, or a reason to be somewhere else when it happened.
Though Becky certainly wasn't homely, she wasn't exactly beautiful either. Had it been during the time of the Renaissance, she'd have been considered voluptuous. Sure, she could stand to lose a few pounds, who couldn't? She had large thighs, "big-boned" as was her family. She likewise had large breasts, larger than she would have preferred in fact, and planned on having a breast reduction one day when she could afford to do it, and when no one could tell her whether she could or she couldn't. Her eye-sight was poor, requiring the need for glasses, another future operation she also planned on having done when she was once again able to afford it and do so. She had worn absolutely no makeup whatsoever, and really had no idea how to apply it to make herself look at least a little better, and had finally given up trying. Content to work with the aspects of herself that she could, her light brown hair for one, which she cut short, as it was far easier to style and keep up with. Her clothing for another, which was basically the first thing she went out and did to change the person she had been, into the person she was trying to find. She knew her father wouldn't be happy with some of the things she had purchased, though even then she hadn't gone too far off the deep end, just enough to make it obvious she was doing what she now wanted to do for a change, whether her father liked it or not.
"It's a beginning," she said to herself as she stood looking at herself in the mirror. It was the first pair of bikini panties she'd ever owned as she admired herself, even if her ass was perhaps a bit larger than she would have preferred. She still thought she looked reasonably good in the much briefer undergarments she'd picked out for herself, along with the much lacier, dainty black bra, a color she'd never, ever been allowed to wear, let alone anything more than a full, wired, very uncomfortable, stiff-pointed bra, like her mother had constantly chosen for her, and required that she wear. She turned once again, looking at herself in the mirror. She was pleased with what she saw, though her waist was perhaps a bit thicker than she would have liked, or that her breasts again were too large for even for her own tastes. She liked the way she looked, even if the few boys she actually did know, wouldn't look at her, or see her in that way. But all that was about to change.
Becky might have been naive about a great many things. Especially when it came to boys. But...she wasn't stupid either. If anything, she had a better than average intelligence, and had been wise enough to learn what she could, when she could, especially with regards to sex. Though what she now had were more questions, than she had answers for. But part of her mission now, was to change all that. And the first thing on her list, was to once and for all...see a naked man, and find out what all the big fuss was about with regards to that.
**
Becky didn't own, nor had she ever learned how to drive a car. Another way her mother had ensured having some control over her while growing up. The one, tinny-weenie enjoyment in life for her when she had turned sixteen, her first ever date, though her mother had been reluctant even then to allow it. But only then with her father going along as chaperone. The three of them sharing the front seat of the car at the drive-in movie, a "G" rated movie no less, though it was far better than anything she'd been allowed to see up until now. Never any TV, of any kind...and movies that only her mother condoned and approved of, and even then...only once a week. And only if she had finished all her studies to her mother's approval. Which wasn't all that often. So going out to an actual drive-in movie, with a boy...even with her father present, was just about the best gift she had ever been given. To her surprise, her father had left them in order to use the restroom midway through the movie. And though he wasn't gone very long, she had secretly taken advantage of the opportunity she'd been given, surprising her one and only true friend, and childhood companion, who she'd invited along. She had suddenly and without rhyme nor reason, leaned over, kissing him. Her first ever stolen kiss as brief as it was. But she hadn't stopped there either, curious about herself, and about some of the feelings and changes she'd been going through, learning only enough through the borrowed, secreted away magazines she'd managed to smuggled into her bedroom, Becky had taken poor Bobby's hands, and had placed them on her sweater covered breasts. It was again the first time that anyone besides herself had ever touched them. Though at the time, she didn't know...it was also the first time that Bobby had ever touched a girl either. It wasn't much, especially as her father appeared a minute or two after that. But it had left her feeling light-headed and giddy. She had gone home after the movie with her father, and as she'd so recently begun doing, had fallen asleep with one of her pillows nestled between her legs, rocking against it, until the "tingly's" came as she called them. Falling asleep shortly after that.
And now, here she was, eighteen years old today. About to go out on her first ever date with a boy, and this time without a chaperone. And ironically enough...it was with Bobby again too. And this time, she hoped he'd do a lot more than simply put his hands on her breasts for less than a moment.
**
William stood in the window looking out with mixed emotions. Though pleased that his daughter was about to go out on her first ever real date, his fears for her safety, and more importantly, her virtue remained foremost on his mind. He'd allowed the date with Bobby, though only because he knew and was familiar with the boy, and his parents. And though he didn't have much say anymore as to which friends his daughter chose to see or go out with, the three major restrictions built into the trust fund, were designed to control her even then. Curfew at eleven, period. Unless she was being chaperoned by an approved adult, or by himself. Two, that Becky maintain at least a B+ grade level in her studies, including the college she would soon be enrolled in, another requirement. Though Becky had in fact never earned anything less than an A, even when she was being homeschooled until such time as she was required to attend high school, where she easily maintained her grades. The third one was the one that even William was uncomfortable with. Becky was to remain a virgin until she had reached the age of twenty-one. Her mother had even gone so far as to go with her during her physical examinations to ensure that she still was. The only exception to that particular rule being, if she was asked to be given away in marriage before that time, and only then with her parents full approval.
Becky never knew that this was one point her father had insisted upon, in the event that some boy did come along, and actually ask her to marry him before she had turned twenty-one. Carla hadn't liked the idea, but had given into it at William's insistence. One of the few things she had ever given into, that and the idea of his chaperoning her on her sixteenth birthday. That had been his idea, and insistence on as well. They had had quite a brew-ha-ha over it after that. But it had been worth it, seeing the look of joy and pleasure in his daughter's eyes that night. A look he hadn't seen very often. And though she never knew it had in fact been his idea to go with her, her mother had made it sound as though it had been her idea to begin with, and that her father had reluctantly gone along with the whole thing. William didn't mind so much, just the look on her face when she found out she'd actually be going out with a boy had been worth all the heart-ache and grief he had suffered for it afterwards.
But as far as her being a virgin, and remaining one...he could only hope that Becky would be intelligent enough to keep it that way, without his having to actually ensure that she was. The terms of the trust were unbreakable and binding. Basically she had three strikes, and she was out. Out of the money rather, which would then be given over to a charity that her mother had previously set up in the event that Becky ever did that. Even William couldn't do anything about that, he had foolishly signed off on the very same documents himself, under the penalty of losing his monthly, sexual privileges with his wife, such as they were at the time. He watched his still young, innocent naive daughter drive off with Bobby for the night out...until eleven anyway, hoping for the best as she did. He then turned, wandering back into his private study, opening the floor-safe he had hidden inside there so many years ago now. A safe that even Carla never knew existed. And from it, he withdrew one of many X-rated video's he had long ago stashed away. It had become for him, even while still married to Carla, his one and only real pleasure in life. And though even now, still feeling a bit guilty and ashamed, he inserted the disc into the player, locking the door behind him, and began removing his clothes.
**
"Turn here!" Becky suddenly shouted, scaring the hell out of Bobby when she did that. He hit the brakes a little too hard, tires squealing as he made the sudden unexpected turn.
"But this is the road up towards the lake. I thought you wanted to go into town and see a movie!" He questioned, now thoroughly confused. "And we'll never reach the lake, or get you back home in time if we go up there," he added to that, the car already slowing as though expecting to turn it around again any moment now.
"Fuck the movie!" Becky spat, enjoying the sound of the word, one she had only used in private, and never amongst company, especially a boy. Even Bobby was surprised at her uncharacteristic vulgarity. "And we're not going to the lake either," she informed him.
"Then where ARE we going?"
"We're going someplace secluded, where I can have a look at your cock!"
Once again Bobby hit the brakes, stopping in the middle of the roughly paved, two lane road. "What the hell's gotten into you?" He asked almost worriedly, looking at her, his hands tightly gripping the steering wheel. "Why are you acting like this?" He added.
"Because I'm eighteen, and I can," she responded back, now glaring at him. "Now, you interested in showing me your cock? Or not? If you're not, you can turn around right now and take me home again," she threatened.
Bobby sat for a moment longer, still unsure of what to do here, wondering briefly if Becky wasn't messing with him, teasing him for no good reason, realizing just as quickly she wasn't. "Well?"
He started moving forward again, inching forward. "There should be a place," he told her now looking through the windshield off to the right on her side. "There's an old dirt road, used to go up to some camp grounds before they closed them due to lack of funding a couple years ago. No one comes up here anymore, all the best spots are now up by the lake since they opened that up." Becky was looking too, spotting the almost hidden turnoff before he did.
"There!" She exclaimed pointing excitedly. Bobby easily made the turn, following what now became a somewhat rutted dirt-road, but passable as long as he drove slowly.
"Just ahead now," he remarked after driving further for another five minutes or so. Even then they almost missed it. Others had indeed been here, no doubt using it for the same purposes that it appeared they would be. What was once a locked gate and fence had been broken into and moved away. And though tall stalks of wild wheat grass obscured the entrance, the fact it was even standing gave them some assurance that no one else was here, or had even been here in quite some time. Surprisingly, there were still a number of picnic tables in reasonably good shape, the ground still barren in places as Bobby found a spot hidden behind and beneath a couple of tall trees, further obscuring them from the dirt road. It also had the additional advantage of placing them in position to get out in a hurry if they had to, as well as seeing any one else approaching them where they sat.
"Ok," Becky said, sitting back at an angle in her seat, resting her shoulder against the door, facing him. "Take it out...let me see it."
"Jesus Becky!" Bobby stammered nervously, sort of fumbling with his belt buckle and zipper, though in no real hurry to do so. "I'm not even...you know," he stammered again, looking at her almost pleadingly.
"Hard?" She actually chuckled, now smiling at him. "That's ok. In fact, I'd prefer that it wasn't. I've never even seen a guys prick before," enjoying the sound of that word too as she likewise used it for the very first time aloud. "I want to see one soft, and then see it grow, so hurry up...take it out before it actually does grow!" She all but demanded.
Having finally managed to get his jeans unbuttoned, and zipper down, Bobby hurriedly yanked both his jeans, along with his jockey shorts down below his knees. Becky sat staring at his obviously flaccid member, which showed absolutely no signs of growing at all. She had even raised her eyebrows upon seeing it.
"That's it?"
"What do you mean...that's it? Fuck!" He then added actually ready to reach down and pull his pants back up again. "See? That's why guys don't like exposing themselves until they're hard first," he grumbled. He was at best three inches in length, if that...and with the coolness of the night air, he was about to be even smaller than that here in a second or two.
"So make it hard then," she mused expectantly. "Play with it."
Bobby tried doing that, stretching and stroking his soft cock simultaneously, but his nervousness, and shyness of sitting there in front of her like this wasn't going very well. "It's not working...not happening," he said simply, looking at her apologetically. "I'm sorry...I guess I'm just too nervous, and besides, normally..." he left off saying, once again seemingly stumped for words here.
"Normally what?" Becky pressed.
"Normally, whenever I jack-off, I've got something to look at, or think about, I just can't do it like this."
Once again Becky smiled. "Would it help if I let you see my tits?"
Now Bobby smiled. "Well, it certainly won't hurt. But yeah, I think that could do it," he grinned again hopefully.
Becky had planned on doing that anyway, eventually. It was the whole reason she had worn her new black lacy bra, so she could show it off, and then her tits. Wearing a black lightweight pullover sweater with a matching black and white checkered skirt, she reached down, crossing her arms, grabbing the hem and in one fell swoop, pulled the sweater up and over her head, tossing it into the backseat when she did.
"That better?"
Bobby was staring, smiling. And though her tits were still covered up by the bra, there was just enough hint of flesh, and nipple peeking through the lacy pattern to send signals down to his still soft, floppy cock. It was the first good sign that things might indeed be going the other way since they'd first got here.
"Some," he ventured, toying with his cock again at least. "But things might go a lot faster, if you take off the bra." Becky reached around behind her back, undoing the clasp, though in no big hurry to remove it from her breasts either. Still keeping herself covered even as the straps fell away. After she had teased him a bit longer having done so, she finally took it off the rest of the way, likewise tossing it into the back seat along with her sweater.
"Wow!" Bobby exclaimed excitedly, now staring at her very large, somewhat heavy looking bare breasts. Truth be told, Becky had never much cared for the way her breasts looked. She'd managed to see a few women's, some in school during gym class, and some others in men's magazines, though they all seemed too picture perfect. Even then, she hadn't seen anyone that had nipples, or rather areolas as large as hers were. And it had embarrassed her when she'd first actually exposed them in front of the other girls. One or two, even nodding, or pointing her way, whispering. Her areola's were so large, they all but covered the entire front of her fat rounded breasts, not to mention the almost over-sized nipples she had, a good finger-width thick, protruding at least a quarter inch or more when un-aroused, and easily a half inch or more when they were. Becky hefted up her own breasts, cradling them within her arm, though tweaking one of her nipples with her finger tips, much to Bobby's enjoyment.



"So...you like my tits huh?" She asked, pleased now to see that Bobby's cock was indeed growing, and getting a bit bigger by the moment from what she could see. A fact that honestly took her by surprise too, as she'd been expecting it to simply get hard, though basically remain somewhat the same size in length that it had been, not fully understanding the mechanics of the male member at all. "I guess you do," she said softly, watching as it truly began to enlarge now. "Can I...can I, touch it?" She asked.
"As long as you'll let me touch you," Bobby countered, his eyes obviously fixated on Becky's breasts, though why he found them so alluring, considering the fact she personally didn't think her tits were pretty at all, escaped her. Not when so many other girls had either 'perky' or nicely sized/shaped breasts. Sporting what she knew was a triple D, breasts though full, hung heavy against her chest. Becky would have easily failed the pencil test, in fact...she could have failed a whole box of pencils had anyone attempted to do that.
"Ok," she found herself saying instead, too curious to try and reason out Bobby's logic, or worry about what he might be thinking. She knew what she was thinking, she wanted to hold a cock...Bobby's cock. She wanted to play with it, sense what it felt like when she touched him. Becky reached over, replacing Bobby's hand with her own, gently fondling it, familiarizing herself with his girth, his length, not to mention the unexpected pleasurable feel she got when doing so. Even her pussy seemed to get considerably moist, more so than usual as she continued fondling his cock. But that also might have had something to do with Bobby playing with her boobs too. Especially when he lightly pinched and pulled on her nipples.
Sure...she had touched herself plenty of times, she'd enjoyed the special little thrill that made her nipple's tingle...just not like this. Nor did Bobby's doing it the way he was, make her pussy seem suddenly more wet, more aroused...more tingly than when she did it. Always before, when she masturbated, though to be perfectly honest, she wasn't even sure she was doing that right, or if it could even be called that. She'd get that tingly, almost pleasurable sensation, and then slowly begin to grow numb, which is when she'd usually would stop. Her pussy was WAY tingly at the moment now, and she began to wonder...
"Bobby, I want you to do something else for me," she asked.
"What?" He asked not really paying attention to what she had to say, too engrossed in actually sitting there playing with a woman's boobs. He didn't want to tell her, but Becky's was the first he had actually been allowed to play with and caress as openly as he was. There had been Marjorie, that one time, at a party. But she had gotten drunk and passed out on the couch, falling over into his lap. When she did, her blouse had parted, revealing the fact she was braless, though she had very small tiny tits with very little need to even wear a bra. He hadn't purposely taken advantage of her either, his hand simply trapped when she toppled over onto him, her right breast literally filling his hand. He'd groped it, maybe twice, and then with help from another friend, reluctantly got her sitting upright again. But that was honestly, the closest he'd ever gotten...up until now.
"I want you...to touch my pussy."
"No shit? really?"
"Yeah, really." Before Bobby could think about it further, or perhaps even change his mind, Becky unzipped the skirt she was wearing, spinning it around, and then pulling it down and off. In moment's she had less on that Bobby did. Only her matching black bikini panties, which she then likewise began to remove.
"Oh god! Becky! Please, let me...ok?" Bobby pleaded, already reaching for them, as she lifted her ass off the car seat in order to help him in facilitating that feat. He had soon pulled them down her legs, and then off her ankles, though holding onto them like some sort of pirates treasure. After doing that, he just sat looking at her. Truth be told, it was his first pussy ever too, but what he didn't tell her, was unlike some he had seen in magazine's and video's, hers was the first cunt he had seen that was this hairy. She obviously didn't trim, let alone shave it in anyway. And for a moment, all he could see was this wild, unruly looking thatch of hair between her legs, roughly in the shape of a triangle.
"Well? Are you going to touch it? Or not?" She asked worriedly now, as the look on his face wasn't exactly what she'd expected to see.
"Ah yeah...just ah, spread your legs a bit more. Yes, that's it," he smiled as she did so, taking it even a bit further now, propping her right leg up onto the dash, and her left bent at the knee resting against the back of the bench seat they were sharing. "Oh yeah, now I can see it," he said without realizing what that might have sounded like, though Becky honestly didn't notice. She was far too aroused herself now, showing herself, displaying herself in this way, something she had never done before. In fact...she hadn't really looked closely at her own pussy. Never once had she looked at it in a mirror, or done anything else to get a good look at it beyond simply glancing down at it from above on occasion. Bobby ran the tip of his finger through her wet juicy folds. It felt good, and she liked it, still holding, and now stroking Bobby's hard stiff cock while he did that, adding extra pleasure to that which she was being given.
"Not too far in," she warned as Bobby tried pressing the issue. "I'm still a virgin, and have to stay that way for a while," she explained. "But I like what you're doing on the outside...yeah there, especially right there," she groaned audibly as Bobby's finger just then began twirling on, and about her hard little clitoris. As he did, she marveled at the sensations it brought, she had often enjoyed the feel of her pillow between her legs when she humped against it, rocking against it, but it was never like this! "Fuck! That's good! Keep doing that!" She moaned even louder this time, starting to feel things she had never, ever felt before. "Oh wow!" She exclaimed once again, that's...that's..."
Bobby's sudden outburst both surprised and denied her. What was just then beginning to take on a whole new feel to it, turned into an almost cataclysmic disruption as she looked down, feeling a sudden warmth covering her hand. Bobby's eyes were wide in alarm and embarrassment, his prick oozing what looked like to be a lava flow of some sort of white creamy substance. Becky immediately pulled her hand away, looking at it. "What the hell is this?" She asked honestly curious. "What just happened?"
"What do you mean, what just happened?" Bobby asked, almost immediately reaching into the glove compartment where he just happened to have a wad of napkins he'd recently shoved in there from his last trip to McDonalds. "You made me cum!" He said, still panting, though obviously overwhelmed and caught off guard by it so soon, and so quickly.
"What do you mean...come?" She asked, now feeling a bit self-conscious herself, closing her legs, and already starting to look for her panties, but then giving up, unable to find them.
"You know, cum? Climax? Orgasm? That kind of cum?"
She'd heard the term orgasm, or rather had read about it in one of the clinical books she had stolen from the library, that and another on masturbation. And though they had given her a general idea of things, they hadn't fully explained to her in such a way that she was able to put two and two together...not having actually experienced any of that.
"So that's sperm? She questioned, now curious about it, lifting up her fingers to first smell, and then taste it, much to Bobby's surprise.
"Holy shit!" He exclaimed seeing her do that. "I can't believe you just tasted my spunk!"
"Spunk?"
"Yeah, you know...Jizz, cream, cum...sperm," he added smiling. "Holy shit, what's it taste like anyway?"
"You mean to tell me, you've never tasted it?"
"FUCK NO!" He almost yelled as though that made perfect sense to her. "Guys don't do that...only girls do. Something about genetics lets them taste differently than guys do. So...what does it taste like anyway?"
"If you want to know, taste it yourself," she said holding out her fingers to him, though Bobby declined. "Suite yourself," she finished, licking off her finger, surprised to find that it tasted a bit salty, and sweet at the same time. It was an interesting sensation. "Take me home," she suddenly announced, though they still had well over an hour before her curfew. Bobby had already done himself up however, signaling to her that he was done anyway, leaving her somewhat confused and frustrated, and she sure as hell wasn't going to allow him to touch her, let alone look at her any more tonight anyway. Though perhaps there might be another time, when they could actually try this again.
Becky hurriedly dressed, having gathered up her clothing from the backseat, though still unable to locate her panties. Finally giving up even looking for them, she got back into the car, as Bobby started it up, and began making his way back down the dirt filled road towards the highway.
**
William was surprised to hear the sound of Bobby's car pulling up in front of the house. It wasn't even ten fifteen yet. Hurriedly, he made his way down the dark hallway from his bedroom where he'd been laying, pleasuring himself again. He'd been well on his way towards his second orgasm of the evening when he heard Bobby's car. Curious, he headed towards the darkened living room, peeking around and between the curtains just as Bobby walked around the car, opening the door so that Becky could step out. At least he was being a gentleman, though why they were home this early still concerned him. Perhaps Becky simply wasn't willing to take any chances, getting home well before curfew, or perhaps the movie wasn't simply worth watching any longer. William stood, watching the two of them head towards the door, and though he had purposely turned off the porch light, unbeknownst to his daughter as to why, there was still sufficient light to see the two of them from the lamp post across the street on the corner. Bobby was considerably taller, at least six feet, as Becky then reached up placing her arms around his neck, standing up on tippy-toe, kissing him! He figured that was to be expected, after all...but then suddenly, causing him to actually gasp out loud, glad he couldn't be overheard, he saw Bobby's hands reach down, cupping his daughter's ass, her skirt bunching up just enough as he did that.
Becky wasn't wearing any panties!
Bobby and Becky broke their kiss. She turned, inserting her key in the lock. William now racing down the hallway back towards his bedroom again, silently closing the door, though standing there listening.
He heard the door open, a soft "Goodnight" spoken, and then the door closing again. For several long moments, he heard nothing else, and then finally heard Becky moving softly, quietly down the opposite hallway towards the stairs, and then taking them up towards her bedroom. William waited a moment more before opening his door again, peering out, and then even more quietly, padding down the hall in his bare feet where he stood at the bottom of the stairs listening. He heard the faint shallow click of her door, telling him that Becky had just locked it, he nearly turned away, back around towards his room, when it dawned on him. She'd never been allowed, nor had she...ever locked it before.
To be continued...
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William stood at the bottom of the stairs in the dark. The only source of light, a thin sliver coming from the hallway above through the bottom of his daughter's bedroom door. He stood listening, hearing her moving about, no doubt preparing for bed. Seconds later the light beneath the door turned off. He had nearly turned heading back to his own room, but now stood, needing to allow his eyes to readjust to the near total darkness. It was then that he heard a whimpering sound, faint...just audible.
"She's crying," he thought, worried now, wondering what had happened. Obviously something must have, especially to have returned home so soon from her date, and on her birthday no less. He had tried hard to make this birthday special for her, though at a loss as to what to give her, he'd given her a card with two-hundred dollars tucked inside. She had thanked him politely, but hadn't even received so much as a hug or kiss for the effort. No real surprise. She might be his daughter, and he her father, but they were as estranged as any two people could possibly be. Their conversations, if they even had any, were short, clipped...one worded responses back from her, if even that. Most of the time he got a look or shake of the head, yes...no. That was about the full extent of their awkward relationship. Even though his heart reached out to her, he couldn't...or wouldn't. William knew if he even tried, he would simply push her away from him even further. It was best to let Becky find her own way, if she needed or wanted his help or advise, he was hopeful she would come to him. Though he doubted those thoughts the moment he'd had them. Once again, he heard what he thought was another whimper, finally able to see better, and quietly taking the stairs upwards towards her room. What he thought he was doing, or could do as he did, remained a mystery even to him. But he was concerned. He had hoped that her birthday would have been something special, something to remember, but not if it had gone wrong.
And yet. The image of her standing there at the doorstep, kissing Bobby, his hands reaching down to actually cup her ass, revealing the fact that for whatever reason, she wasn't wearing panties, eluded him. William reached her doorway, standing off to one side of it in the hall, once again listening, trying to control his breathing as though Becky might overhear it and wonder what the hell he was doing outside her door. He heard her again, but it didn't sound like crying after all, but something else. She moaned! "Was she...?" He wondered.
**
Becky was indeed frustrated. And her pillow just wasn't cutting it, not this time. Too wired to even try to sleep, she lay there recalling the moment's, the images as she played with Bobby's cock, and as he played with her tits and pussy. She had just started to feel something, something special...when he'd cum all over her hand, though that too had been interesting and totally expected. She actually chastised herself for knowing even less than she thought she did. Determined now more than ever to rectify that. Indeed, another session with Bobby, and soon...was in order. But for now, she needed something, she needed to feel that sensation again, reach it, discover what it meant, where it was going. She had felt robbed, denied, she had been on the verge of something, and now she was more determined than ever to find out what it was. Which is when a thought came to mind. Something she had only briefly entertained a while back now. Never repeating the attempt out of fear of discovery. But now with her mother no longer hovering over her all the time, it was as good as time as any to experiment with it once again. She rolled over in bed, turning on her bedside lamp.
**
William panicked, hearing the sound of his daughter's feet hitting the floor only moments after the light in her room came on. William knew he would never make it to the stairway without being seen, let alone being heard. And worse...he'd been foolish enough to do this without any clothes on! How could he possibly explain that to his daughter if she were to see him? She'd immediately think him a perv, some kind of sexual deviant, spying on his own daughter, though in every sense of the word, he had been. Just not how she'd no doubt think him to be doing. That had not been his intent, but try and explain that one!
He had but once choice, and even that was risky, dangerous, and could still end up in disaster if he was found out. But it was better than simply standing here in the nude doing nothing as he heard Becky's soft foot-falls heading towards the door. He raced through the open door of the bathroom just across the hall. With luck, Becky would be heading downstairs for something to drink. But the odds were, she was coming into the bathroom instead. It was just lucky for him, that Carla had long ago turned the extra bedroom adjacent to it, into a wardrobe and dressing room for herself. She had never much cared for the smaller bathroom within their own room, and had used this one as her own personal bathroom instead. And though Becky had been forced to share it with her mother, the dressing room had remained exclusively her mother's and off limits. As far as William knew, Becky had never once ventured inside it, after all there was no real reason too. Even now it was filled with Carla's clothing that William hadn't had the time, nor inclination to deal with yet. He had barely ducked inside that room when he heard the door to his daughter's room opening and then closing. Carla had even had him remove the adjacent door long ago. The outer door in the hall was always locked anyway, but it made it easier and more convenient for her to have it this way, as well as vented the bathroom itself so that it never steamed up very much as she sat at the vanity table applying her makeup. William stood behind the wall, his heart beating a hundred miles and hour. All Becky had to do was step into the dressing area where he stood, finding her own father standing there naked. There would be no plausible, reasonable explanation for it if she did.
**
Becky stepped into the bathroom turning on the light, closing and locking the door behind her. She leaned over turning on the water in the tub, feeling it as it ran until reaching just the right temperature. She then removed the robe she had hurriedly tossed on, hanging that on a hook behind the door, right next to her mothers, far more expensive terry cloth bathrobe. She smiled, thinking. "Well I guess you certainly won't have any use for that anymore now will you mother?" Her own blue robe was faded, thread-bare, and she determined to toss it out in the trash very first thing in the morning. She tested the temperature of the water again, "Just right," she mused. She had not stoppered the water, filling the bath, just waiting long enough for it to warm up the cold porcelain before stepping in, laying down. Her mother had had the bathroom remolded a few years back, the tub large enough to easily fit two, if not three people within. It even had a surrounding shelf, or sitting area that her mother would often use when shaving her legs. But the one nice feature, that she herself now wondered about, was the hand-held pulsating shower massage. She had once used it, though discovering quite by accident as she fiddled with it, the various force of the spray as she rinsed off her body. One of which felt oddly pleasurable as she held it between her legs, once again rinsing the soap off. It had felt good, better than good, and she'd have explored it further had her mother not suddenly come barging in on her. Even as she sat there, turning the dial once again, finding that same familiar pulsating spray she'd once discovered, she recalled that horrible moment.
"Just what the hell are you doing? You filthy, filthy girl!" Her mother had screamed at her. Carla had immediately taken the water massager out of her hand, going so far as to actually strike her with it, leaving a bruise on her shoulder for the effort. She had chased her dripping wet from the bathroom into her bedroom, where she continued to berate, chastise and scream at her for being a dirty, filthy whore-slut who she'd found masturbating, abusing herself.
Oh yes, Becky remembered the moment well, the image of that engrained in her memory forever as she smiled to herself, placing the shower massage between her legs, one hand already reaching up to begin teasing and rolling around one of her big, thick hard nipples. "Wish you could see me now mother," she thought. "You fucking bitch," she laughed outwardly, already beginning to enjoy the feel and sensation that she was bringing to herself. All worry, all fear of being caught, found out...a thing of the past as she gradually gave herself over to the delicious sensations that were beginning to occur.
**
William stood quietly in the dark on his side of the wall. Not even daring to venture a peek, listening to the sound of the water running, and then the squeak of flesh against porcelain as Becky moved about inside the tub. Even then he remained unmoving until he was sure and confident that she was indeed sitting down inside it. Situated as it was, he knew she would have her back towards him, safe enough for a quick glance, though why he even considered doing so was beyond reasoning. A curiosity perhaps that held no purpose, no justification for doing, though he was for the time being, still trapped. William took a step, barely inching his head around the door-frame peering in. He indeed found relief to see nothing more than the back of his daughter's head, and bare shoulders, though catching a reflection glancing over and up. He ducked back, fearful, his heart once again racing. He fought to control his breath, and then chanced another look, but this time his attention directed and focused towards the mirror in the room. It was angled perfectly. From where he stood, he could see down into the tub where Becky sat. She on the other hand, sitting as low as she was, unable to see or look into the mirror, though with no reason to do so anyway. The adjacent room where William stood, dark...vacant.
William knew then what she was doing. The pulsating shower massage pressed up against her pussy. His daughters legs comfortably spread in the over-sized tub, one actually propped up, resting on the small sitting shelf. One hand pulling on one of her very large thick nipples. William had never seen his daughter nude before, at least not since she was around ten or eleven, and only then quite by accident, as Carla had ensured that Becky never ran around the house without wearing appropriate attire, especially in front of her father. He had never really tried to picture what she looked like either, those thoughts simply not a part of his character. But now, here he stood, looking. The opportunity to do so too great to ignore. It was after all an innocent look wasn't it? Was he not initially just concerned for his daughter's welfare? Had circumstance not unfortunately placed him in this position, he wouldn't have found himself even being here. But now that he was...he couldn't help but look, wondering curiously as to what she was doing, until he at last realized it. He stood spying on his daughter. Watching her openly masturbate. And though he felt guilty and torn in doing so, he became oddly aroused as well. He had been well on the way to his second pleasurable orgasm of the night when Becky had unexpectedly come home, interrupting those pleasures, which had simply retreated briefly, now coming back, seizing his senses with a vengeance. He didn't even realize that he had his hand on his own dick at first, looking down, seeing how hard it had become as he stood there stroking it once more. Looking up again, seeing the pleasure in his daughter's face, eyes closed...mouth forming a small "O" as she moaned pleasurably, contentedly, moving the shower massage around now as though it were the caress of a lovers hand.
**
Becky couldn't believe how marvelous this was beginning to feel. Something so simple and yet so pleasurable as she lay there, completely and totally relaxed. That same thrill almost as when Bobby's hands and fingers had touched her, gently probing, caressing. She could almost imagine his doing that to her again, now. She was amazed at the way the water simultaneously pleasured her clit, and neither lips. Vibrating against them both, intensifying the sweet ecstasy that now coursed through her entire body. Well beyond anything she had ever felt or experienced before. There was a something there...just off in the distance now, building towards an inevitable crescendo...but what? She could have cared less, Becky had all the time in the world to enjoy this, whatever it was, whatever it was rapidly leading to, or becoming. In her mind, she was again stroking Bobby's hard cock, his fingers petting her pussy and tits, just as she was doing now. She even imagined the way his prick suddenly throbbed, the sensation of his "spunk" as he'd called it, suddenly spurting from the tip, oozing down over her working hand. The warmth of it, and then the sudden additional warmth of moisture between her own legs. Becky reached down, surprised to find herself doing so again, a silky, almost pearly-like slickness just inside the opening of her cunt, even with the water beating against it. She set the shower-massage aside for a moment. Becky slipped a finger, and then two, gingerly inside. She felt the additional lubrication as she extracted it, now sticky, slick between her fingers as she raised her hand, looking at it, and then smelling it. She next licked a portion of one, tasting her own secretions, enjoying the flavor, and then fully inserting both fingers into her mouth, sucking the rest of her creamy texture off. She probed for more, repeating the process all over again. And though she was enjoying it, discovering things about herself she was totally unaware of, that special tingling between her legs had started to diminish. Reapplying the shower massage against herself once more, it was only moments before those deliciously wicked sensations returned. And this time, they came rushing back at her with a vengeance!
**
All thoughts of what he himself was actually doing had long ago evaporated. There'd be time enough for recriminations and remorse later. At the moment however, his need and desire to experience this wave of ecstasy, superseded all rationale. Especially as he heard his daughter cry out suddenly, inexplicably, even going so far as to thrash about there in the tub. She was almost delirious with joy, even laughing out loud for a good long while afterwards. Her words shocking as he heard them coming from her very own mouth. "Oh fuck...fuck, fuck!" She laughed over and over again. "Holy fucking shit!"
William felt his balls tightening, the orgasmic surge of release already racing up the length of his shaft. He spun, his thoughts wild, crazy, as was his pleasure, reaching...finding one of his deceased wife's dresses still hanging there in the closet. He actually wrapped it around his shaft, and then stood there as he finished jacking himself off into the material until he'd milked out every last drop of his sperm into it that he could. For a fleeting moment, he thought of Monica Lewinsky, until the sound of his daughter turning off the water reached his ears. He again held still, almost holding his breath, not daring to venture his head around the corner again. He could hear her as she toweled herself off, still chuckling, and then moments later opening the door, stepping out into the hallway, turning off the light. He waited still, long after the sound of her bedroom door opening and closing again. Only then quietly stepping back into the room. He stepped, scaring himself for a moment, something soft beneath his feet as he peered down through the subdued light, created by the light still coming from beneath her door, until it too winked out. A blue bathrobe, discarded, though he gave it no further thought, stepping over it and into the hall. Quickly, yet quiet as a mouse, William made his way back down the hallway, reaching the stairs, and finally...safely, back into his own room once again.
**
Becky was just finishing up with her breakfast when her father came walking into the kitchen. He looked surprisingly haggard and tired this morning. Perhaps he'd had it a lot rougher than she realized or had cared about. She almost said "Good morning," and then took a last bite of her cereal instead, carrying her dishes to the sink in order to wash them.
"Don't bother in doing that," her dad said. "I'll wash yours up with mine after I'm finished."
"Whatever," she said simply leaving her dishes in the sink, surprised at her own tone of voice though she really had no reason to be upset with him. It's just the way things had been lately. Maybe he was trying..."but he could have been doing that before now," she then added to that. He sat down having poured a cup of coffee. "I'm off to school," she said unnecessarily, attempting some form of small talk, which is more than they'd been having of late. Even that much seemed to surprise her father as he looked at her.
"Well, ah...have a good day then," he tried smiling. Becky soon after left, the bus stop just down on the corner where she'd catch the bus to school. Thankfully, it was only two weeks before graduation, and then she wouldn't have to worry about even doing this anymore, though why she was still being required to attend seemed silly. She had more than enough credits to graduate, and with honors too. But there had been a warning handed out to all the seniors, along with their parents in the school, that any attendee not finishing out the last two weeks, would be marked down half a grade in all their last grade's reporting. Had it not been for that, Becky would have told everyone...including her father, to shove it. Unfortunately she couldn't do that as she could ill afford the drop in her grade point average over something as stupid as that. She was expecting a full scholarship to the local university, and didn't want anything she'd done to prevent herself from obtaining that.
It would be the most boring two weeks she'd ever spent there, with very little to do, other than a few idiotic assignments she would no doubt be given just to keep everyone busy and occupied. Nothing was actually going to count towards her final grade points. Other than the warning about not showing up for classes that is.
Although attending 1st period home room, which was only thirty minutes long, Becky was at least pleased that she didn't have to attend her 2nd period class at all if she didn't want to. Mr. Evans as he was called, had told his senior students they needn't bother attending class if they didn't want to, just so long as they remained on school grounds. With an entire period free to do what she wanted, Becky decided to head towards Bobby's locker and see if she could catch up with him before he headed off to his 2nd period class. She wanted to tease him just a little about the night before, but more importantly, let it be known she was interested in doing that again as soon as possible. She had just turned the corner heading down the hall towards Bobby's locker when Peter Jeppson stepped out in front of her, blocking her path.
"Hey gorgeous!" He said shocking her, "I was just wondering if you'd be interested in going out with me Friday night?"
Becky vaguely knew of him, she'd certainly seen Peter around, he was a star player on the basketball team, and very popular, especially with the girls, though he hadn't stayed with any one of them for very long. Content to enjoy playing the field. He was also the older brother of Bobby's best friend Larry, who was a year behind them both, still a junior. And already she was starting to become suspicious of his intent.



"Now why on earth would you want to go out with me?" She asked boldly. She knew after all, she wasn't in league with the girls Peter hung out with. He looked quickly around ensuring that he couldn't be overheard, leaning over to whisper into her ear.
"Because as I understand it, you've got a knockout pair of tits, real hubcaps," he snickered. "And I understand you love having them played with."
There was only one source that bit of knowledge could have come from, Bobby. He had obviously told Larry about last night, who in turn had blabbed everything to his older brother Peter. Furious now, she brushed past Peter without giving him an answer or responding in kind to him in anyway. The sound of her footsteps heavy against the tiles as she headed towards Bobby's locker, he just then arriving by it, looking up, seeing her and smiling. Though the smile on his face didn't remain very long.
"You fucking little bastard!" She screamed at him. "What? You didn't think it would get around, that I'd find out? Next time, choose better friends on who you wish to confide in you slimy little rat-bastard!"
Bobby was had and he knew it. Regardless of the conversation he'd have with his used to be best friend later, the damage was done. Somehow word had indeed gotten out, and worse...Becky already knew about it. She was so mad, she reached up, grabbing the front of her white blouse, pulling it apart, buttons flying off in every direction. She stood there before him in what was a very sheer light blue bra, her large nipples clearly evident beneath it. "Go on fucker, take a look at them, take a good long look, because it's the last time you're ever going to see them!" Becky spun on her heels heading back in the direction she'd come from. Already students were parting the hall, now standing off to either side, shocked, surprised expressions on their faces as she stormed past, a few snickers, though she ignored each and every one of them. Only Peter still standing in the middle of the hall ahead of her, having followed at a safe distance seemed brave enough to remain in her way. She neared him looking at him straight in the eye, and then stopped right in front of him, his eyes already looking down devouring her chest.
"Pick me up at eight," she told him, and then slipped by, leaving him to stand there surprised now himself, though turning almost as quickly. "Make that seven-thirty," she then said, turning once again, and headed straight out the double doors with her tits hanging out. "Fuck school," she told herself, and then headed home, uncaring if she walked the two miles looking the way she did. She almost laughed at the absurdity of the whole affair half-way home. "Well, if that's how everyone's going to see me, or think of me after this, then so be it. Why should I care? In a few weeks, it won't make any fucking difference anyway, it'll probably be the last time I ever see any of them."
Not too surprisingly, when she got home, her father's car was gone. He had obviously gone off to work, and wouldn't be home until well after five that evening. Still early in the day, Becky was actually proud of herself, as well as pleased that she now had the entire day to herself. She could do whatever the hell she wanted to, and fuck everybody else! And the first thing on her agenda, was to secretly get onto her father's computer. She'd already ascertained the password long ago. He'd been stupid enough to actually write it down so that he'd even remember it, on a post it note, no less, and then that taped to the side of the control tower. She figured, that he'd figured, no one would know what it meant, or that it was actually the password. She laughed upon reading it again, though she had it memorized anyway.
"Horn dog".
One of these days, she was going to have to look that up and see what it meant. But for now, she had some other important research she needed to do. Becky wanted to find out a lot more about orgasms, masturbation, and sperm. She had a full day ahead of her, with nothing better to do anyway, and full and complete unrestricted access to her father's computer. Out of curiosity, she accessed the recent links her father had gone to. And when she did, she found herself gasping, sitting back in her father's chair. There was a hell of a lot more going here than she would have ever imagined. She clicked on the last link her father had gone too, the link itself fairly explicit. "BBW's sucking cocks." She had no idea what that meant, but she was curious. She followed the link, and then to her surprise, an entire page opened up filled with dozens, if not hundreds of vulgar, obscene photos. Each one of which depicted heavier than usual, sometimes even obese looking women, sucking or fucking men's cocks. She again sat back in her father's chair, lazily thumbing through a few additional photos. It was an odd thing to have discovered, for one...her mother, "her deceased mother," rather..she mused, wasn't large or fat, or certainly obese. So why the hell would her father be looking at photographs like these in the first place? She closed that link, brought up another, pretty much more of the same stuff. She tried another, but this time opened up what she'd initially expected to find, normal, if not beautiful looking women with almost flawless bodies and tits. She continued checking others, each one more like the last. "So why did he suddenly start looking at these BBW sites?" She asked herself, there was nothing to suggest the sudden interest to her, or that he'd looked at any others before now. She still found it curious, though she quickly closed down the sites he'd obviously been looking at, and no doubt jerking off to.
Though that again raised another thought. "Dad jerks off?"
She now knew she had to be more aware of her surroundings, and his. Determined to find out a lot more about what was going on here. This was an entirely new side to her father that she never even knew existed, and though she wasn't exactly disturbed, or disgusted by it, it had put her father in a whole new light. And whether that was good or bad, remained to be seen.
But...Becky had her own research to do as she sat down and began browsing the internet. Her goal, especially now...was to ensure she didn't look or act as innocent as she actually was, come Friday. If anything, Peter was going to be treated to the best fucking hand-job, or perhaps even blowjob, that he'd ever had.
**
William had only been at work for a couple of hours when the call from the school reached him. He was surprised to hear that Becky had sluffed class. It was totally out of character for her to have done so, and it worried him. He stepped out of his office, informing his attractive looking secretary, or rather "administrative assistant" as they were being called these days, that an urgent matter had come up, and he needed to head home for an hour or so, promising to return in time for the meeting he'd scheduled later on in the day. Mellissa smiled at him, even showing off a bit of cleavage as she leaned over jotting down a note on her work pad. They hadn't exactly been flirting with one another, but ever since his wife had died, Mellissa seemed to have gotten a hell of a lot friendlier with him, not to mention wearing a few more provocative outfits than he remembered seeing. He drove home, though rather than pulling his car all the way up into the garage, he parked it in the driveway instead, not intending to be there very long, hoping to find simply that Becky had come home sick or something, though the thought of her doing that equally worried him. He hoped everything was ok with her. William walked in through the back door, which was unlocked, his first clue that she was indeed home. The second being her school bag sitting on the table. He headed for the stairs, crossing through the living room, and then stopped as the sound of a keyboard being used reached his ears. Becky was obviously in his study, using his computer, without his permission. The thought of that irrigating him just a little, but then another thought suddenly came to mind. Becky knew...his password!
William headed straight into his study without stopping, without thinking. He entered, and then froze in place. Becky was indeed using his computer, but from the little red light that was on, indicating that his web-camera was also in use, he stopped short, his mouth trying to form words, frozen. Though so was Becky's face as she looked up at her father standing there in the doorway. She was naked, sitting in his chair, openly masturbating, while looking at someone else, no doubt doing the very same thing, and they...looking at her. Looking at his daughter as she likewise sat, playing with herself.
"Alright Becky, I'd say you have some explaining to do!" He charged sounding angry, though he was far more surprised than anything. And though she too was initially surprised by his sudden appearance, she made no effort to hide herself from him, nor make up any excuses for what she'd just been doing either. She simply sat back in his chair, her large heavy breasts on display, a fact that was difficult not to notice or turn his eyes from.
Becky hit some key, killing the video camera, but then refreshing another screen as she did. She turned the monitor towards him, simply saying as she did.
"So do you daddy. So do you."
To be continued...
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Dumbfounded, William had turned without saying a further word, heading out of the house and back to his office. The entire way, all William could think about was walking in on his daughter, sitting there at his desk, naked...and by the looks of it, 'camming' with someone, though he had no idea who. But the image of his daughter's large breasts was forever burned into his mind as well. Far larger than Carla's had been, especially her dark full areolas that nearly covered the entire front portion of her tits. He hadn't seen much else, and was almost grateful for that, sitting as she had been. But what she'd been doing had been obvious, and it had taken him off guard, and by surprise.
Though so had her turning the tables on him as well. Spinning the monitor around, showing him what she'd found and discovered, the porn site's he'd gone too, looked at, and had jerked off to that very morning. How could he even begin to explain that to her? William knew that eventually he'd have to. Talk to her at least. There was so much going on that he obviously wasn't aware of, couldn't understand with regards to his daughter and this sudden change in her that was taking place. He had no idea how much, or how little, Carla had told her daughter about with regards to sex. Obviously she knew something, though he was pretty sure what little she did know about, she'd discovered on her own. Carla would have preferred keeping Becky in the dark as opposed to peaking her curiosity. Obviously, that was already happening. And it meant, that like it or not, William was eventually going to have to sit down and discuss it with her. But not until he was ready to no doubt answer a few questions she'd have for him too.
**
Though she'd never admit it, Becky was as embarrassed as her father had been upon walking in and seeing her sitting there like that. Her only defense, was turning the tables on him, confronting him with what she'd discovered. The look on his face saying it all. His mouth opening, though no words came out, the flush in his face as he turned and simply walked out of the house. She knew that eventually they would talk. When he had time to think, to reason...perhaps to make some attempt at justifying himself. It would be an awkward discussion for them both when it came, as it would come. But for now at least, she'd managed to defuse what would have previously turned into a huge blowup. Especially had it been her mother finding her sitting there like that. It was almost comical. She had learned a lot this morning about her father, as well as herself. Not only had she browsed several web-sites depicting all kinds of pornographic material, but she had also discovered another web-site where people met on-line, went off to private chat-rooms, and as she eventually discovered, would turn on their cameras, sitting there watching one another masturbate. She had found it...exciting, and even dangerous in a way. And totally anonymous, which she'd enjoyed. She had not shown her face, or given out her name or where she lived. It had been easy setting up a screen name to use as she finally logged on, almost immediately being hit upon, although using a name like "Big-Boobs" had invited it. Within moments, she was flooded with invitations from men (and even one woman) to turn her cam on...and allow them to see her, as she accepted their invitations to watch them. Once she had managed to figure it all out, she had sat back, watching three different men, all jerking themselves off for her, while she in turn played with her own pussy and tits, for them. It had indeed been exciting, especially watching all three men (and almost a fourth) actually squirt. She'd found it fascinating, exciting...the subtle differences of all three when they did. Not only the volume of their eruptions, but the different ways that all three seemed to squirt...to "cum" when they finally got off for her. Why it aroused her, fascinated her...even amused her, she didn't quite know. But it did. And now, more than ever, Becky was bound and determined to see more men doing that, which would no doubt begin with Peter on her upcoming date Friday night. She wondered briefly if her father might try and ground her, or something like that, once again amused as she reconsidered that possibility. He couldn't, not now anyway. It gave her a sense of power, knowing her father was pretty helpless when it came to any form of punishment or retribution now that she was of legal age. He might not like it, he might even try and make things difficult for her because of it. But the beauty of all that was, she could now make things difficult for him too, if he actually tried.
Still horny, even after the awkward situation just a short time ago, Becky returned to the web-site she'd been visiting, refreshed her screen name, and then typed: "Big Boobs is back...now, who'd like to play with me?"
**
Becky had watched another half-dozen men jerking themselves off, as well as a couple who she had thoroughly enjoyed watching. Finally achieving a small, but pleasurable orgasm herself, even though it wasn't nearly as mind-blowing as the one she had given herself with the pulsating shower-massage, Becky had still enjoyed it. She'd actually enjoyed watching the men's spurting cocks almost as much. Her fascination for having watched them simply increasing her desire to see it for real, her expectations now for Friday, and for her date with Peter, taking on even more importance for her. She remembered the conversations in chat, so many men repeating how they wished they could dump their loads, squirt their cocks all over her breasts. She was surprised and amazed at that, everyone of them with the exception of one who wanted to squirt in her face instead, had shared with her their fantasy to do so. She'd never thought of her tits as being pretty, or something for men to drool over and fantasize about. But now she'd have to rethink that, reconsider.
"Would Peter?" She asked herself. "Would he enjoy cumming all over my tits? Would he enjoy it if I were to titty-fuck him like so many men she had watched, who had wished that?" She remembered the feel of Bobby's slippery hot semen as it dribbled down over her hand. Admittedly, she now found the thought of that, feeling it...spurting against her breasts, exciting. She wondered what that would feel like, how it would look, her tits covered in cum, dripping and running down her chest and belly. The thought of that again arousing her as she finally turned off her father's computer, making her way back upstairs where she pleasured herself for the next solid hour, once again using the shower massage.
It was the second best orgasm she'd ever experienced.
**
William was glad that Mellissa was away from his desk when he returned, immediately going inside his office, closing the door. He stood in the window looking down at the city, though he wasn't looking at the people or cars down below. In his mind, he was staring at his daughter as she sat behind his desk, naked...playing with herself, her large breasts, those incredibly large dark areolas of hers with nipples fat and thick as she'd sat there pulling on one as he came in. So involved in his thoughts and the image, he hadn't heard the courtesy knock on his door.
"William? Everything all right?" He spun on his heels now facing Mellissa, and just managed to climb back into his chair, not daring to look, hoping that it wasn't too late already. Only then feeling and realizing the erection he now had. He could only hope she hadn't noticed.
"Yeah, yeah...ok," he said wearily. "Just my...daughter," he sighed shaking his head.
"Would you like to talk about it?" Mellissa asked, closing the door behind her, sitting down in one of the chairs in front of his desk without being invited to. William could feel the heat spread across his face again, no way in hell could he tell her what he saw of course.
"No it's ah, it's ok. Just not quite sure how to deal with it you know? Not used to being a parent I guess," he added sheepishly.
"I don't think anyone really is," she laughed trying to lighten the mood just a bit. "Sometime's raising a kid is about the hardest thing anyone could ever do, especially when you run up against a situation that you haven't had to deal with before."
"God, you can say that again!" William joined her laughing back, feeling a bit better, and then asking. "Listen, you've got daughter yourself don't you?"
Although he didn't know a lot about Mellissa, he did know she was divorced and had been for a couple of years now. She had a teenage daughter, though he wasn't sure of her age.
Mellissa again laughed, relaxing somewhat, seeing William finally relax. "More like a teenage vampire that I can't control if that's what you mean. Ever since her father and I divorced, she's made a game out of playing us off against the other. Is that...sort of what you're dealing with here? I mean I know your wife died, but is she using that against you in some way?"
"I don't know...maybe. It's just that, well...I went home and ah...well, I ahh...sheeze," he said feeling exasperated.
"Go on William, tell me. Don't be embarrassed, I want you to feel like you can tell me anything, share anything, especially if it might help. Raising a teenage girl isn't easy, especially for a man trying to raise one all by himself, so I'm sure there are even more problems associated with trying to do that." He sighed again, feeling exasperated.
"It's just that its sort of...embarrassing," he explained seeing a bemused smile suddenly cross Mellissa's lips.
"You're telling me you walked in on her? With another boy?" She asked.
"I walked in on her yes...but not with anyone," he stated, "she was ah...you know,"
"Masturbating!" Mellissa finished for him, now laughing openly. "Oh William!" She again chuckled, blushing a little herself now too. "I can only imagine how awkward that must have been," she again laughed trying not to, but relieving the sudden tension somewhat too, though William was thinking even then.
"You have no idea."
"So what happened?" She asked settling back in her chair even more. "I don't mind telling you, I have done something similar myself with my daughter. Maybe it's not as bad as you think it is," she tried calming him. "I mean after all William, we all do it."
Her comment caught him entirely off guard, though she then realized what she'd just confessed too, now blushing herself. "So tell me, what exactly happened?"
William was surprised at how easy it was talking to her after that. And though he'd left out a few small details for obvious reasons, it was primarily about the somewhat estranged relationship he had with Becky in the first place, and then on top of all that...walking in on her while she sat at his computer, obviously watching someone else doing the same thing, while she did. He had no idea of course that it had been more than one person she had watched, but even one had been unsettling enough. Mellissa listened intently, oft times trying to hide the smile on her face again as he struggled through it, but at the end, she was sympathetic with him, and offered a little advise.
"Like I said earlier William, we all do it. It's perfectly natural, and normal, especially for a young teenage woman, like your daughter, and mine. What I will say is this, she's old enough to make up her own mind about what she's curious about, and if browsing the internet and playing that way...safely, is what she's currently interested in doing, you might want to think about getting her, her own computer now. Especially since your wife no longer has any say in the matter. It might save you both from any future embarrassment."
She was right of course, and it sounded like a pretty good idea.
"And speaking of embarrassment," she added now blushing just a little again. He looked at her inquisitively. "You've got that meeting in just a little over an hour from now yes?"
"Yes, why?" He asked.
"Well," she blushed. "I don't know if you've got any spare clothes here you can change into. But I happened to notice, when I first came in...you ah...well let's just say, you had a spot there on the front of your slacks. And even if it dries out in time for the meeting, I'm not sure that the stain will have gone completely away." William looked down then, realizing she had noticed. And worse, just as she'd indicated, though the spot was indeed nearly dry now, it hadn't been when she'd first walked into his office. He was wearing beige slacks, and a very large, very noticeable wet spot had obviously greeted her the moment she had walked in on him. She again tried making light of it too. "We all get those too," she announced...even women. "And were it not for the fact that I'm wearing a dark skirt instead of slacks, chances are, I'd be in the same predicament you are. So now...do you have a change of clothing, or can I run out real quick and pick up something for you?"
Mellissa had left soon after that, with his credit card and size. It had been an interesting afternoon to say the least, and then just before leaving, she had mentioned to him about perhaps getting together after work one evening soon for a drink. And hopefully another chat where she could perhaps offer up some additional advise to any "girl-raising" questions he might have. He was already looking forward to that.
**
Luckily for her, and grateful for it, Becky's father had either made up some excuse about his work and having to come home later than usual for the next two days. And whether or not that was actually true really didn't matter. At least whatever confrontation or discussion they'd eventually have, was put off for the moment anyway. Her father had in fact come home fairly late twice now in a row, and she had once run into him when he had. He's simply told her good-night, heading off towards his bedroom, but the faint smell of alcohol on him told her that wherever he'd been, it hadn't been all about work. She had wondered about that, but then let it go. In a way, maybe her father was trying to find out who he really was too. The things she had found on his computer told her that much. As strict as her mother had been with her, hinted at the very real possibility, that her father hadn't exactly had it easy with her either. There was obviously a lot more to the man than even she realized or understood, and that perhaps in time...when he was ready, when they both were, they might actually be able to sit down and discuss it.
But that was for another place and time. At the moment, she was sitting patiently, anxiously...waiting for Peter to pick her up for their date.
**
She had no clue what he'd even planned, but the moment he took the turn off heading up towards the lake, she knew she didn't have to worry about even suggesting it. She thought briefly about mentioning the old picnic area, but Peter seemed to have another place already in mind. He turned just before reaching the place she knew about.
"Don't be nervous," he assured her. "I've been up here plenty of times. As long as you have a decent four-wheel drive, it's no big deal. But that's why we come up here, because very few others do, or even know about it." Sitting in his Jeep, Peter took what appeared to be nothing more than an old deer trail, which climbed quickly, and a little steep. But in no time at all, they had reached the top of the hill, and then Becky could see why he'd come up here. It was beautiful as they reached a fairly flat plateau overlooking the valley beyond with the lights from the small town they lived in shimmering below them. "You like?" He asked pulling the Jeep around, cutting off the headlights as they now sat staring out into the beyond.
"Very nice," Becky said jumping out of the Jeep. She was feeling wicked, wanting to make it obvious what she was there for as she walked around in front of the Jeep, turning only once she'd undone the blouse she had on, showing Peter her breasts, even though she still had her bra on. He climbed out himself, walking around facing her and then helping her to remove her blouse, clumsily helping her to remove her bra as well seconds later.
"Frankly, I'm surprised you agreed to even go out with me," he said openly fondling her breasts now, enjoying the feel of them as he lifted, hefting them in his hands, enjoying their weight as he literally juggled them a bit.
"Oh? And why's that?"
"Well after Bobby obviously blabbed things to my brother, and then to me...and god knows who else he told, I figured there was no way in hell you'd actually agree to go out with me. Especially since..."
"It was your hope all along, you'd get to see and play with my tits, and perhaps a bit more?" Becky finished for him.
"Yeah that," he grinned. "And maybe even..."
"A hand job? Or blow job?" She finished again. "I don't fuck. And won't. Not yet anyway, not that I don't eventually want to try that, because I do. But for now, let's just say it's not on the menu, ok?"
"No worries. I'm good with either one of those two," he grinned almost evilly. "But I do have to ask, how come the sudden change of mind, you know...about going out with me, knowing all this? I mean after the way you dumped Bobby and all."
She thought about that briefly, even then deciding that maybe she shouldn't have been as harsh with him as she had been, though on the other hand, she was here now which she wouldn't have been either if she hadn't done that.
"Let's just say, I have this sudden curiosity about things. In particular, about men's cocks. I'm no slut, so don't think that I am. I'm obviously still a virgin, and plan on remaining that way for a while. But I do have a sudden interest, and have most recently found it arousing and exciting in watching a guys cock spurt. Which is why we're obviously here now isn't it? You brought me up here in the hopes of not only getting to see my tits, which you're now fondling. But also maybe...being treated either to a hand job or blow job? Right?"
Peter leered at her. "Right!"
"Good, and just so you know, so we're both on the same page here then. I'm here to do just that, for no other reason that I want to see it, enjoy it. So unlike Bobby, feel free to tell whoever you trust, who might be interested in me doing the same for them." Peter looked at her for a moment like she was some kind of alien who'd just transported down from the planet Venus on a mission to steal men's sperm as a means of repopulating the planet.
"Seriously? You don't mind if I tell anyone else about this?"
"Seriously...no. I don't."
"Hell's bells! I can have half a dozen guys here in less than an hour if you're serious," he joked to some degree.
"Yeah? No shit. Really?"
"Yeah, really...if you're really serious," he asked.
"I am. Just one thing. Whoever you invite, tell them it's hand jobs only, nothing else. But tell them they can cum on my tits if they want to, either by me jerking them off, or while they do. But only there, and nothing else. Except for you," she added then. "I'll give you a blow job, but only if you promise to tell me before you cum, and then you can cum on me where ever you'd like. Just not in me. And I'll even lick you off after you do to. But the whole point is, I want to watch your dick squirt. Agreed?"
"No problem," he smiled back, already holding his phone. "And I really am serious, if you are. I can have a few guys here within the hour."
"Then do it!" She told him, already reaching for the buckle on his belt as she began undoing that, and then unzipping his jeans.
"I don't know if they'll actually believe me or not," he said leaning against the Jeep as Becky knelt below him, now sucking and licking his hard cock. "But I told them they had to be here within the hour, or forget it."
"Well, while we're waiting for them, you want to titty-fuck me for a bit? Or would you rather I continue blowing you?"



He laughed. "Can we do a bit of both?" He asked. "And...can I see you, naked? You know...everything?"
"Ok, sure. But just you. As soon as the other guys show up, I put my pants on again ok? I don't want anyone getting ideas. Like I said, they can see, play, and even cum on my tits if they want to...but nothing else."
"Cool," he grinned liking the sound of that as Becky hurriedly removed the rest of her clothing while Peter took a blanket out of the back seat, laying it down on the soft wild grass there in front of them. He then lay down, inviting her to lay down with him, now as naked as he as the two kissed for the first time, entwined, finger's playing, caressing.
"Ok, what would you like first?" She asked. "The blow job, or the titty fuck?"
"You in some sort of a hurry?" He quipped.
"In fact...I am. I really do want to see you squirt. Can you cum more than once?" He laughed.
"You really do have a cum fetish don't you?"
"If that's what you call it, I guess I do. I like seeing it, watching a guy squirt. I've noticed after watching several guys on line cum, how different they all are. Some squirt a lot, and far too! Others squirt a few times, and then dribble. And others still, just sort of ooze out, some a lot...some not so much. Why is that anyway?" Peter again chuckled, though also moaning as Becky lay beside him, now jacking his cock.
"I guess that all depends. I know for myself, if I haven't cum for a couple of days, I tend to shoot a lot, and yeah...far too. But if I already jacked off that morning, and then cum again later, not quite so much...though I still seem to shoot a few shots even then. Rarely does it just ooze out, unless I've been jacking off a lot."
She laughed. "Cool. So then. What can I expect tonight then? When was the last time you jacked yourself off?"
"Not for three days now," he said honestly.
"Oh goody. So that means...you should squirt pretty good for me then yes?"
"Count on it, yes," he laughed and then pleasurably sighed again as Becky leaned over, taking his cock deeply into her mouth.
**
William stood at the door, a bottle of wine in hand. He was nervous waiting on Mellissa to answer the door. The last time they had been together had gotten fairly heated. "Well, 'anything' was heated in comparison to the sex-life he once had with Carla, if you want to even call it that," he thought. But he had placed his hand on her breast for a short while, even if it was through her clothes. That simple thing, more exciting and erotic than what he'd experienced in more years than he could even remember. The door opened, Mellissa standing there in nothing more than a terry-cloth bathrobe.
"I'm sorry, am I early?" He asked quickly glancing at his watch, and then back up at her again. The robe dropped, revealing her nakedness.
"No, in fact...you're right on time!"
**
"Fuck! I'm almost there!" Peter announced. Removing his hard prick from her mouth, though she nearly didn't, Becky immediately crawled up and over him, sandwiching his cock between her huge breasts. She proceeded to jack him off, using her tits to do so with, his massive purple head appearing, and then disappearing briefly between the deep gulley of her tits. Becky continued to pump his prick up and down as he began panting excitedly. "Oh yeah, oh fuck! That's it! That's it!" He cried out. "I'm gonna...CUM!" He screamed out, his prick suddenly unleashing a torrent of cream. Becky sat back, her hand now wrapped around his thick cock, pumping it, squeezing it, watching as streamer after streamer of his white hot sticky goo seemed to explode from his prick-tip, bathing and saturating her breasts. She nearly came, just watching it, feeling it. The sensation of all that hot messy cream covering her breasts, beginning to run in small little rivers down her breasts already was erotic as all get out. She even scooped some of it up, licking it off her fingers before diving back down onto his cock again, sucking it...and drawing whatever remained from deep within his balls.
"That what you had in mind?" Peter asked a short time later, still lazily laying there together on the blanket, Becky idly playing with his cock, which had surprisingly started to firm up again. Just as the appearance of headlights crested the hill, letting them know they were about to have company.
"Yes, and then some," she laughed looking at the four-wheel drive truck that suddenly appeared having topped the hill, now heading directly towards them as Becky jumped back into her jeans again, though deciding to remain topless as she turned, standing allowing the headlights to reveal her in all her glory.
"You better let me talk to them first," Peter said already holding up his hands, walking towards the truck, though asking. "You want them one at a time? Or what?" She thought about it briefly, she had another thought in mind, but she'd save that for tomorrow.
"One at a time, for now," she remarked. "Perhaps tomorrow, we can take things a step further, at my place," she hinted as Peter's eyebrows rose in question to that, though his buddies had started piling out of the truck, three of them from what she could see. She grinned, she was about to see three more hard horny cocks squirting on her, and she was really, really looking forward to that.
To be continued...
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Peter stood talking to his friends for a moment, and then one of them, a tall lanky looking kid with blonde hair started walking towards her. She recognized him almost immediately. Brad Jensen. It was another one of the guys that Peter played with on the basket ball team, and in all likelihood, his best friend as he was the first to come walking over. He actually seemed nervous and hesitant at first, unsure of what was expected here as he approached.
"Hi, I'm Brad," he introduced himself.
"I know. Becky," she responded kneeling there in front of him looking up. "Go ahead, take it out," she said simply. Brad unzipped, though keeping his jeans on, fumbling for a moment as he fished around inside, finally withdrawing his somewhat hardened prick. And though it wasn't nearly fully erect yet, Becky could already see it would be rather long as it grew, yet slim in comparison to Peter's tool. Becky eyed it appreciatively as Brad stood there stroking it for a moment, coaxing it into even greater hardness.
"You have nice tits," he said out of the blue, looking down at her, his voice already sounding husky. Becky knew this wasn't going to take very long, as horny as the boys all were most likely, just thinking about the opportunity to have someone actually jerking their cocks off for them.
"Thanks," she said looking down at them, the traces of Peter's cream now dried and caked on her breasts, already looking forward to a new supply of fresh juice as Becky reached up, chasing away Brad's hand, replacing it with her own as she began slowly working his shaft up and down. "When was the last time you came?"
"Wha...oh, ah, yesterday," he stammered somewhat confused by the question, though thoroughly enjoying Becky's talented hand as she continued to manipulate his cock, periodically squeezing it, teasing the head as his lubrications oozed out, which she then used to further stimulate it with.
"Good, hopefully that means you'll have a lot of cum for me," she grinned wickedly, looking up at him as she knelt there jacking him off.
"Oh yeah, for sure," he smiled back. "Peter said we could come on your tits?"
"If you'd like that, yes, you can. Would you like me to titty-fuck you a bit just before you do?"
"Oh fuck yeah!" He responded back looking down at her large somewhat floppy looking breasts, though he found the idea appealing as Becky drew him further down to her level, where she now wrapped her tits firmly about his straining cock, cradling it as she held, pressing them together about his shaft, once again working it slowly up and down. She spit, adding a bit more lubrication as she continued.
"Just say when," she told him. "Because I actually want to watch it spurt," she said hotly. "I really want to see this nice hard cock of yours when it cums."
It wasn't long after that when he informed her he was ready. Becky sat back on her haunches, once more fisting him, her movements a bit more rapid now as she drove him towards release. He groaned, tensed up, and then called out to her. "Here it cums!" Sure enough, the first hot milky white spurt of his seed leapt from the tip of his cock, splashing copiously against her breast. Another one following quickly after that, and then another...and another, as Becky cried out in joyous glee, watching Brad's semen splatter against both of her tits until she was saturated almost completely. "Wow, that was...hot!" He exclaimed, still trying to catch his breath, now somewhat sheepishly standing, putting his prick away again.
"Yes it was," she responded back, looking down at herself, enjoying the feel of his hot sticky semen clinging to her. "Now...go back and send the next one over."
**
Mellissa led William into the kitchen area, not at all uncomfortable, or obviously inhibited about standing there naked in front of him as she handed him a cork screw so that he could open the bottle of wine. Mellissa reached up into her cabinet, withdrawing a couple of wine glasses as he did that. It gave him the opportunity to look at her as he began uncorking the bottle. Though her breasts weren't nearly as large as Becky's were, they were still bigger than Carla's had been. They had a nice tear-drop shape to them, with light pink nipples, a bit pointed at the end. He found himself drooling over the thought that he might indeed be sucking on each of them here very, very soon. Or so he hoped anyway. In addition, he took delight in her tight firm ass as she stretched up to retrieve the glasses. Turning back towards him now, placing the glasses on the counter so he could pour. There was a small, neatly trimmed, patch of fur just above her Mons, directing his eyes downwards to it as he poured the wine, once again almost licking his lips, imagining what she might taste like. It had been so long. One of the few things Carla actually enjoyed his doing to her...when he was lucky enough to actually do it. Though ironically enough, Carla had never once reciprocated. The last time he had actually gotten a blow job was from a girl that worked in a massage parlor when he was in the service, shortly before meeting, and eventually marrying his wife. He had actually forgotten what something like that felt like.
"Where's ah...Jessica?" He asked somewhat nervously.
"She's staying at her father's place this weekend. So we pretty much have the entire evening to ourselves," she winked. They clinked glasses, toasting to that. "Would you care for a snack?" Mellissa nodded towards several plates filled with small little hors'doeuvre's she had made, having obviously gone to a great deal of effort in creating them.
"I would yes, though perhaps later. Right now, the only thing I'd really care to snack on...is you."
**
Becky had been surprised to see Larry there. Peter's younger brother, and Bobby's best friend. No doubt, Bobby would himself hear about this, knowing that. Though Becky smiled at the ironic set of circumstances that had caused all this. Perhaps a bit more inexperienced himself, or highly worked up by the time it was his turn, he had climaxed far too soon, and almost immediately, within a minute or two after Becky had actually touched him. And though he so far had the smallest cock of any she'd seen and handled, he had spurted against her tits copiously, far more than Peter and Brad had done combined, so the early unexpected ejaculation had still been worth it regardless of that. Once more leaving her breasts cum-coated, and glistening in the early moon-light.
"Tell Bobby when you see him, that if he still wants to have his cock sucked, or jacked...he can call me. Provided he's willing to accept things the way they are," she added. "I'm enjoying this, and have no intention of stopping or going back now. So make sure you tell him that when you see him next, if he's even still interested."
Larry seemed shocked, somewhat surprised to hear her tell him that, but he nodded his head, and then walked back to rejoin his group of friends and brother. There was still one more to go, and she was already looking forward to that as she surprised herself, taking off the rest of her clothing until she was naked, laying down on the blanket that Peter had earlier spread out for her. She was laying there touching and pleasing herself when Mike Warder, a member of the football team, but good friends with the other guys came walking up. He already had his dick out, which was nice and hard, and by far, the biggest one she had seen yet.
"The guys wanted me to ask you, if you were up for seconds with any of them, if they wanted to go again."
"Sure, why not? And in fact, you can tell them they can come over now then if they're ready," she stated, having decided that it might be even more fun to see them all at once. "Unless you'd rather have your first turn alone like they did."
"Actually," he smiled. "Though this might sound weird to you, I have a girlfriend, so I wasn't going to let you touch me anyway. I was just gonna jack off over you, no worse than doing that while looking at a magazine, right?" He asked as though seeking some assurance it was really no worse than that, and thus not some kind of violation of commitment with his girlfriend or something. And though Becky could have cared less about that, she saw the need to reassure his conscience.
"Totally understand, and that's cool," she said smiling up at him as she lay there touching herself. "All I really want to do is see you squirt anyway," she said boldly. "And especially with you standing there like that, above me when you do. Should be interesting. And like I said, if the other guys want to come over and join you, then tell them to come on ahead, if they're ready."
Mike turned, waving at the other guys, calling out to them. "Hey dudes...she said she'd be cool with that, if you all want to come over, and just jack off over her," he chuckled. Becky glanced over, seeing them discussing it for a moment, and then as one...including Larry, they all came sauntering over to her once again.
**
Although still partially dressed, having only removed his shirt, Mellissa had drawn William down onto the couch with her. He was about as excited as he'd ever been, and because of it, Leery in going too fast, or getting too worked up too soon. The last thing he wanted to do was disappoint her, which he feared that he might. In all the years he'd been married to Carla, he'd never technically cheated on her. At least in his mind anyway. Out of pure, simple frustration, he had sought out the services of a prostitute, three times in all those years, though even then, he'd only allowed himself to be given a hand job, no oral sex, and certainly not intercourse, though he'd been actually afraid of doing that in the event he might bring home some disease. He knew Carla would have killed him had he done so. Literally.
They lay together kissing, his hands now freely wandering, caressing and touching her pliant breasts. Already his hard cock was straining against his slacks, no doubt creating and leaving another large wet spot. He actually laughed, remembering that, and then sharing that with her as she looked, confirming, and then laughing with him that he had indeed done so.
"William? There's something I need to tell you, something you need to know before we continue this any further," she said suddenly serious, forcing him to sit up next to her as she took his hands into hers.
"Yeah?" He asked inquisitively, though suddenly fearful at what she might have to say, which was confirmed for him moments later.
"You need to know that I have been seeing someone else, and that's not likely to change," she began. "But you needed to know that before we take this any further, in the event you're not ok with that. I don't want anyone getting hurt because of it."
Although her comments stunned him to some degree, he was at least grateful for her honesty. He hadn't considered the very real possibility that she would have been seeing, or dating someone else, though as pretty, and sexy as she was, that shouldn't have surprised him.
"Does he know about us?"
"She..." Mellissa responded back, blushing just a bit. "And yes, she does. But she wanted me to tell you about us, before you and I got involved with one another. And like I said, to let you know that regardless of what happens here with us, that we will indeed still continue to see each other, and be together from time to time. Is that something you think you can handle?" She asked still holding his hands in hers, though trembling just a bit.
That was certainly something he hadn't expected to hear, even though he was suspecting something when she initially began. But another woman? William wasn't sure how to deal with that truth be told, it wasn't something he'd ever been confronted with before, though he had certainly enjoyed watching two women together in some of the movies he had watched, and had of course had fantasies and the like, regarding threesomes like that. Though never in a million years ever expecting to experience something like that either. Nor was he now. The likelihood of the three of them ever getting together as far-fetched as any of that.
"Does that...shock you? Surprise you?" She worriedly asked.
"Well maybe just a little," he answered her, though smiling. "I would certainly never have suspected that, just between you and me." He paused, considering. "Anyone...I know? You know...just in case?"
Mellissa laughed at that. "Oh I'm sure you DO know her in fact. So yes, just in case. Though we would both ask that you keep this to yourself, as it could potentially cause a few problems in the long run. Agreed?"
"Agreed," he committed, though only somewhat relieved, but even more curious now that she had told him this. "So who?"
"Grace Woodruff."
The name sounded familiar to him though he couldn't quite place the face. "The name sounds familiar, though I'm not sure I can place who she is exactly."
"She's the P.E. teacher at the high school. Pretty much everyone knows she's a lesbian, though she keeps her private life to herself, which is why I needed to tell you this, and why we need to be discreet about it. Having any sordid details come out about the two of us, or anyone else for that matter, is the last thing we all need."
Now he remembered. He'd had a brief discussion with her about a year or so ago, with regards to Becky, the problem she was having with showering in front of the other girls, and the teasing they had given her at the time. She had attempted to have the same conversation with Carla at first, but had come away from that conversation with a bad taste in her mouth, especially as the teasing and torment continued, even though she'd tried stepping in on Becky's behalf. That had merely evoked the ire of William's deceased wife, though he hadn't known it at the time. Carla telling "Miss Woodruff" to keep her nose out of our business. She had called him at the office a few days later, asking if he could privately meet with her, which he'd then done, behind both his daughter's and wife's back.
"Listen, the only way I can get her out of having to shower with the other girls, is to get her switched to seventh period. That way, she doesn't have to shower here, she can go home to do that since schools over with for the day. But the only way I can make that happen, is if Becky's willing to drop her study class for this one. And then the other problem is this, seventh period is when I am actually with the JV, and Varsity cheerleaders. I have one or two other girls who mainly work for me in the office during that time. I would use Becky as one of them, so she wouldn't actually even have to participate in doing anything. But it would keep her out of trouble with the other girls, especially...the cheerleaders."
William clearly remembered having that conversation now with Grace. She was a very well built, very attractive looking black woman, with very deep bronze skin, dark piercing eyes, and a smile that seemed a mile wide when she did.
"I'm not sure what I could do or say to convince her of that," William told her.
"You leave that part up to me. What I need from you, is your written permission to do that. Something I couldn't obtain from your wife, who was dead-set against it. Fortunately, I don't need both parents permission. Just one. So if you're willing...I certainly am, and I can get her into that class, and away from the girls who seem to enjoy tormenting her. Becky never needs to know of this conversation. I'm pretty sure, I can convince her to make the change, for her own good and benefit. So...what do you say?
William had of course, given her his written permission. And much to his delight, he never heard another word, one way or the other, that Becky was having any other problems again with the other girls in school. Sure, he'd heard there'd been some teasing, and even a confrontation once between herself and one of the head cheerleaders, but Grace had immediately put a stop to that, threatening to bar the other girl from ever participating again. With the same threat being applied to all of them...they'd eventually left Becky alone.
"So...you and Grace huh?" He asked smiling now, trying to imagine it.
"Yeah, me and Grace. And don't go getting your hopes up either you nasty man. Grace is truly a lesbian, never been with a man, never will be either. And no...she's not into threesome's either. Tolerant enough of me, knowing that I'm not really a lesbian myself, nor necessarily bi either, just that she and I came together at a point in my life when I was feeling pretty low, and uncomfortable with myself. We got involved because of that, and...because my daughter Jessica, just happened to be one of the cheerleaders that was antagonizing your daughter. So...now you know everything. But now that you do, how do you feel about all that?"
William began removing the rest of his clothing. "Give me a minute, and I'll show you."
**
It was interesting, laying there beneath the stars, uninhibitedly and unabashedly, playing with herself while four men stood around her, looking down, watching her do that as they proceeded to jerk themselves off. Each one of them uniquely different in their own way, four hard cocks of differing size and proportion, the initial reluctance of doing this in front of one another, having melted away as the pure lustful horniness of getting their rocks off again, took over. Even the shyer Larry seemed to be enjoying himself as he stood there jacking his smaller cock, everyone of them picking out a place, and even going so far as to discuss it, as they announced their intentions, on where they planned on placing their next shots.
"Man, look at those tits of hers! Aren't they fucking amazing?" Mike asked. "I've never seen hubcaps on a woman quite like hers are before, have you guys?"
Initially, the term 'hub-caps' for her large dark areola's had bothered her when she'd heard it used before. Now however, she had found it actually stimulating, and suggestive. The mere fact that all four of them seemed to be fascinated with them, with her tits...made it all the more erotic, especially as they commented, looking down as she cupped her breasts together, jiggling them, and playing with them for them.
"Oh fuck, look at that would you?" Brad quipped, stepping up, obviously getting close. "I'm gonna drench this one!" He proclaimed, picking out Becky's left tit, now pointing his prick directly down at her, milking it fast and furiously, well on his way.
Mike stepped up on the other side, no doubt picking out his target as well, her right breast, though he knelt down beside her now, much closer...perhaps testing and tempting himself as he rubbed the spongy helmeted shaft in his hand against Becky's hard extended nipple, before his cock suddenly erupted.
"Oh man...look at that!" Someone said, groaning as Mike unleashed what looked like a gallon of cum all over her tit, some of which easily shot up and over her shoulder, hitting poor Larry in the leg.
"Oh fuck man, look where you're shooting that shit!" Everyone laughed, all except for Larry, though Becky was laughing too, and then felt sorry for him as he blushed both with fury and embarrassment.
"Come here honey," she cooed beckoning to him. "Bring that sweet dick of yours down here, so I can kiss it."
With a smug look on his face, Larry knelt down next to her, Mike now moving away to stand and watch. Even Peter was surprised as Becky all but swallowed Larry's prick, sucking it deeply into her mouth. She did so a number of times, and then removed it saying. "Go ahead Larry...cum in my mouth, I want to taste you," she said, and then sucked him deeply inside again. In moments, Larry was crying out like a Banshee as he came, filling Becky's mouth with torrents of his sweet hot sticky cum. As she did that, Peter walked around, standing between her legs, and simply sprayed her nearly from head to toe. Becky felt his spurts criss-crossing her entire body, some of which landed in her hair, alongside her face, some on her tummy and breasts, though he seemed to enjoy milking himself off mostly against her hair-covered pussy. Here, his semen stood out the most, obscene, even vulgar looking in appearance as it clung to, and matted her pussy-coarse hair. Becky reached down, feeling and finding his semen sitting there, and within seconds, used some of it to pleasure her own clit with. She had a nice, though quiet little orgasm as she did that, and as the guys now began to grow uncomfortable standing there with their dicks out in front of one another.



"Well fuck...that was cool, but we really need to get going now," Brad said, the one who had driven the rest of them up here.
"Yeah, we should be too," Peter agreed looking at his watch, turning to Becky. "You should probably get cleaned up and dressed, it's 10:15 now, he informed her. And though she stood, she didn't make any effort to dress, spreading out the blanket having folded it over on his seat, ensuring that nothing spilled or got on to his car seats as she climbed in...still naked.
"You're not serious," he wondered looking at her, though smiling somewhat. "What if someone sees you?" He asked.
"Fuck em!" Becky quipped, too tired, and yet too exhilarated to care. She'd take a nice long, hot shower when she got home. And she also knew, she'd give herself the really big orgasm she was desperately in need of now once she got there. "Just get me home," she responded, and then sat back in her seat, enjoying the feel of the cool night air as it both dried, and caressed her cum splattered body.
**
Peter had indeed dropped her off, not even bothering to get out of the Jeep when she did. He had said goodnight, and then pulled away from the curb as though worried someone might see him, and her. He had sped off in a hurry, into the night, not even bothering to turn on his headlights again until he had reached the corner.
"Fuck him!" She spat, walking up the drive to the back door, carrying her clothing, uncaring if anyone had seen, or was looking. "Let em look, let em wonder...let em want," she repeated to herself as she soon searched for her key, suddenly grateful that her father's car wasn't sitting there. She'd hate to have had to get dressed, and then laughed at that, imagining the expression on his face as she sauntered into the house, looking the way she was. By now, the deluge of cum she'd been splattered with had dried and caked over almost her entire body. A portion of her short hair was even matted with it, as she glanced at herself in the mirror after stepping inside the living room. The little bit of mascara and eye shadow she wore, now streaked, blackening her eyes some where the cum had run, taking it with it down her cheek was almost laughable. And then she did laugh, seeing herself, realizing that there was a very good possibility, she'd never see hide nor hair from any of those guys again.
"Well fuck them too!" She said answering herself, and then headed upstairs to take that nice long orgasmic shower she'd been so looking forward to.
To be continued...
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Becky woke rolling over in bed, looking at the clock on her nightstand. It read 8:22 on a Saturday morning. She lay there gathering herself, recalling. She'd heard her father come in somewhere after one in the morning. It was the first time she could ever recall his coming home that late when he obviously wasn't working. The fact that he had, pissed her off a little. The fact she was bound by an idiotic curfew, especially at her age, and about to graduate in less than a week now, seemed totally unfair. Starting off the day in a bad mood wasn't ideal, but she found the situation hypocritical and annoying. But admittedly she was curious too. Just where had her father been all evening long anyway? Becky headed off into the bathroom to pee, hearing her father bustling about downstairs, the smell of bacon in the air, but even more interesting, she could hear him whistling.
"What the fuck?" She asked herself, even more annoyed now than she had been. It was rare that he cooked breakfast any more, and rarer still to hear her father whistling. Whatever he'd done last night had put him in a good mood, and here she was, in a shitty one. Becky threw on what had once been her mother's robe wearing nothing else, and headed downstairs. Her father just then dishing up a plate of bacon and eggs for her, two slices of toast, dark...just the way she liked it. But it wasn't that so much that had again put her off guard as the large box sitting on one end of the table.
"What's this?" She asked taking a seat as her dad carried his own plate over sitting it down across from her.
"I got you your own computer," he said nonchalantly, making no mention of the reason why, though the reason why was obvious. "I thought it was about time you had one of your own, especially with starting school again in the fall." he reasoned. Becky was admittedly surprised, seeing that, along with what also appeared to be a webcam as an accessory. She almost smiled, wondering if he had done that on purpose, or if it had simply been a part of the package when he'd purchased it. "Was he in fact condoning what she'd been caught doing?" She again wondered.
"Ok, ah...thanks," she said still a bit confused at this unexpected generosity, though she just as quickly surmised this was perhaps his way of telling her to keep off his computer. It was obvious he wasn't about to explain, or justify what she'd obviously found, no more than he was going to ask her about what she'd been doing in the first place when he had walked in on her. "So I can set this up in my own room right?" William took a bite of food, simply nodding his head. "Ok if I call one of my friends to have them come over and help me set it all up later?"
"Sure, no problem," her father stated. "I'm going to be gone for most of the afternoon, and evening anyway, so that shouldn't really be a problem. Hope its ok," he added trying to smile politely at her as he did. Becky reached for the small box containing the web-cam itself, seemingly curious about it, but wanting to see her father's reaction upon doing so. She was curious if he'd even say anything about it one way or the other. He didn't though, continuing to eat as she sat back in her chair, pretending to read the back of the box, which is also when she happened to glance down at herself. The front of her robe had parted, revealing a significant amount of cleavage, all she had to do was lean forward just a bit more, and she knew her left breast would be all but exposed. It wasn't as though Becky had any thoughts about her father, because she didn't. The very thought of something like that almost turning her stomach, but she was getting a bit of a sadistic kick in wondering if he was in fact some sort of a deviant pervert. After what she had seen and discovered him looking at, and then finding her doing what she had been without saying anything to her about it, and now all this...she amused herself when considering his reaction to her. She leaned forward, replacing the small box back on the table, purposely fumbling with it, tipping it over as though it had accidentally fallen out of her grasp. Sure enough, she could feel the material of her robe part even further, and just for a moment, the coolness of the air in the room as it bathed her bare breast. Becky pretended not to notice it was actually hanging out for a moment. And then to her surprise, her father mentioned it.
"Becky, you might want to cover up there, your boob's hanging out."
Ok, THAT was a surprise, though she quickly readjusted herself, actually feigning embarrassment as she hurriedly tucked her tit back inside the robe, re-cinching it tightly. Her father now concentrating, and obviously looking at his plate full of food, rather than on her while she did that.
"So you'll be out for the day then?" She asked making small talk, a little unnerved now by all this. And even more curious by this sudden change of attitude and demeanor than she was used to seeing in him.
"Yeah, probably. Meeting a friend later at Chili's for dinner, then perhaps a movie after that, so I may be home a bit late again," he confessed without going into any more detail.
"Anyone I know?" She asked inquisitively.
"No, just someone I work with," he offered and nothing else, now standing clearing away his dishes taking them to the sink.
"Don't bother washing them," she said. "I'll do up yours along with mine," she offered trying to sound nice, though she was even more irritated now that she had been. Obviously her father was dating, seeing someone, and he wasn't about to tell her who either. And for whatever reason, the thought of that now pissed her off. "So I'm on my own for dinner then right?"
"Right," he agreed, turning, fishing out his wallet however as he did that, placing a pair of twenties on the table. "Since you're planning on having someone come over later to help you set up your new PC, thought maybe you'd enjoy ordering in this evening, since I'll be out anyway." He was again being uncharacteristically sweet to her, or so she imagined, though quickly pocketing the money he'd just given her, taking delight in her robe parting once again as she did that. She quickly glanced up, just in time to see her father avert his gaze. She had in fact caught him looking. "So maybe he is still a pervert after all," she mused to herself. "Enjoys looking at his daughters tits does he?" But then asking herself, "And who else's tits is he currently looking at these days too?" She was now bound and determined to find out. And she now had a pretty good idea of where and when she could do it too.
"Ok, well...I'm off. Have a few errands to run, and then like I said, I'll be out for the rest of the afternoon and evening most likely. So have fun getting set up," he told her, and then truly shocked her when he leaned over, kissing her forehead before turning and walking out.
"That son of a bitch is getting some!" She said aloud after he had gone. And now for sure, she wanted to know just who in the hell her father was fucking!
**
Becky sat on her bed picking up her cell phone, wondering if Bobby would even answer it when he saw who was actually calling. To her surprise, he picked up almost immediately, the tone of his voice both cautious and surprised.
"Becky?"
"Yeah, bet you're surprised to be hearing from me aren't you?"
"Well yeah, sort of," he hesitated, and then held his hand over the phone speaking to someone standing next to him, though she was unable to make out what was being said. "So...why are you calling me anyway?" He asked. "After what you said..."
"Because I reacted too quickly," she told him, obviously throwing him off guard. "And I've changed my mind, reconsidered a few things. But, not going to lie to you either," she added to that. "I've since learned a few things about myself, that I have no intention of changing either. For one...let me ask this, have you spoken to Larry at all yet?" She had to stifle a chuckle as she again heard Bobby trying to mute his phone, speaking to someone, which she now began to suspect WAS Larry.
"As a matter of fact, he just barely got here," Bobby lamely responded.
"Ah huh," she replied in kind. "So did he tell you anything about what happened last night?" She asked.
"He was just about to," Bobby lied once again.
"Well in that case, I'll let him fill you in on all the horny little details. And just so you know, whatever he tells you is true, it did happen. And if you don't believe him, you can ask me when you get here."
"And why would I be coming over?" He asked trying to sound a bit indignant.
"Because the two of you are going to help me set up my new computer, that's why. And I'll pay the two of you for doing that, with a nice messy blow-job, how's that sound?"
There was a momentary pause, once again almost making Becky laugh.
"What about your dad?"
"Don't worry about him, he won't be home until way late tonight. But that does bring up another favor I need to ask of you too."
"Oh? And what's that?"
"I'll tell you about that AFTER we've set up my computer, and AFTER I've given you both a blow-job. Now...when can you be here?"
"We're leaving now," Bobby answered. Becky clicked off, smiling, and then went in to take a quick shower and find something sexy and enticing to wear before they got there.
**
William was a little nervous at meeting both Mellissa and Grace at the park. Mellissa had called him earlier that morning to let him know how her conversation had gone with Grace, especially after filling her in with all the details. Which she stated Grace had asked her specifically about. After which, it had been at her suggestion that the three of them meet later, to iron out any questions anyone might have, getting everything out in the open as it where. He felt a little strange when agreeing to do that, especially as he had, had a brief conversation with the woman before, when dealing with Becky. This however, was on a whole different level from that.
William pulled into the park immediately spotting their cars parked side-by-side as he pulled in alongside them. Noticing when he did, they were already sitting at a nearby picnic table waiting on him as he got out and began walking towards them. To his surprise, Mellissa greeted him with a kiss, though he was fairly confident she would have given Grace a kiss as well had she likewise just gotten there. And no doubt, already had.
"Nice to see you again," Grace smiled, chuckling a bit, making him relax when she did even shaking his hand. "Though I daresay, we're here to be discussing something a bit more on the personal side of things aren't we?"
"Yeah, I guess so," William replied in kind.
"I told Mellissa after she called me to let me know how things went with the two of you last night, that it might be a good idea to get together like this, so that we could openly discuss any questions or concerns that anyone might have. For one, it's imperative that whatever takes place, remains just between the three of us, and no one else, for obvious reasons. Will you agree to do that?"
"No problem," William assured her. "I won't mention any of this to anyone."
"Good. And secondly, you're obviously aware that I'm a lesbian. I have no desire to do anything, or get involved with you myself. However..."
Even Mellissa seemed to raise her eyebrows in surprise when she heard that one. "However?"
"Yeah," Grace smiled, leaning over to kiss Mellissa on the cheek. "However...I also think it's important that we all understand one another in the intimate sense of the word, so that we have a greater appreciation for one another, and for what we're feeling. And the only way I can think of to do that, is to occasionally be together, on an intimate basis. So what I'm saying is this, from time to time, I think it will be appropriate, and reasonable to suggest that we all three be together when we're fooling around. Certainly not all the time mind you. But also, just so you know William, even when we are, I have no intention of being with you, or doing anything to you in any way. I will be interested yes in seeing how the two of you are together, and in joining you during certain moments, when the two of us pleasure Mellissa here together. As long as you're ok with that. I just think that will go a long way in eliminating any doubts, fears or concerns any of us might have with regards to one another. So...I guess my question to both of you is, can you live with that?"
Mellissa was indeed truly surprised by this, hearing it for the first time no doubt, though they both looked at one another, and then shook heads in agreement. William was surprised when he realized he was becoming aroused as they sat there and continued on with their intimate little chat.
**
Becky had purposely chosen to go without a bra, putting on a very tight, form-fitting tank top, which was also low cut. She hadn't put on any panties either, slipping into a pair of cut-off jeans, standing now looking at herself in the mirror. Her nipples seem to be standing out a mile long, which is exactly what she wanted them to be doing when the boys got there. The sound of the door-bell just then alerting her, that indeed they were. She gave each of her nipples another tweak just for good measure, and then went downstairs to open the door.
Both boys were looking a bit sheepish when she invited them in. "So, Larry fill you in?" She asked, knowing damn well that he had.
"Yeah. Still can't believe you actually did that!" Bobby replied trying to again sound hurt, put out and indignant. But Becky wasn't about to put up with that.
"Get over it," she scolded. "It happened, and I enjoyed it, so either deal with it, or don't. Your choice. But if you're going to stand there and pout all afternoon long because of it, then you can just turn around and go home. I'm sure Larry won't mind staying and helping me out with this, nor turn down another world-class blow job either, would you Larry?" Becky turned towards him, licking her lips, simultaneously reaching up to finger her hard extended nipples again right there in front of them both.
"I didn't say that!" Bobby suddenly exclaimed, back-peddling more than just a little, his eyeballs glued to her tits now as she continued to stand there fingering her nipples. "I'm just sorry I wasn't there," he said a bit more contritely, which actually amused Becky a great deal.
"That's what I thought," she grinned, and then had them quickly follow her back up the stairs to her bedroom.
They had her set up and working in no time at all, including her new web-cam, though she would try that a bit later, when she was all alone. "Hey, maybe you and I can cam together sometime," Bobby asked hopefully.
"Why? Especially when you can come over here and see it for real any time you like," Becky teased. Bobby looked at her.
"Really? Any time?"
"That's what I just said isn't it? Although...I guess when it's late at night, and we're both bored and horny, we can still do that too," she informed him.
"What about me?" Larry asked.
"Sure why not...might be fun having a late-night web-cam threesome. And speaking of which," she then grinned bringing up a particular web-site she had found. "Look at this!"
They spent the better part of an hour looking at photos and short video clips of various threesomes, most of which were two men and one woman together. Though Becky was saving the best for last, wanting to ensure both boys were worked up, and horny enough to go along with her brand new idea. At the end of the hour, she was pretty sure they were. Their conversation getting dirty, nasty, the boys openly joking around, talking about wishing they could do this or that. It was time.
"Check this out!" Becky grinned bringing up another video clip. "This one's my favorite," she told them. And then they all watched, as a "BBW" as she'd discovered, who looked a lot like she did, took on two guys, one slipping his cock up inside her pussy, while the other one slipped it to her in the ass. "Ever think about doing something like that?"
"Would you?" Bobby asked. "I thought you were still a virgin, and had to remain one," he asked incredulously, that she'd even be considering that.
"Yes, I still am. And will remain so for quite some time yet. However...being a cunt virgin, and an ass virgin are two different things. There's nothing written down anywhere that says I can't enjoy what it feels like to have a cock up inside my ass. So...any takers?"
Bobby and Larry stood looking at one another, smiling. "You want to?" Bobby asked.
"Hell yes!" Larry responded, as long as Becky's willing, I certainly am!"
"You sure?" Bobby asked again, though she responded by taking her top off, and then her cut off jeans.
The guys once again looking at one another with a bit of uncertainty until she returned to them flipping a coin up into the air. "Call it!"
"Heads!" Larry immediately responded as they all watched the coin hit the floor, rolling for a moment, before finally landing on its side. They all looked.
"Tails," Becky said. Smiling at Bobby. "Which means, tails, you get my ass first Bobby. And heads...well since I can't fuck you both, not yet anyway...I'll suck the other one off instead, how's that sound Larry? You can fuck my face, while Bobby here fucks my ass. And then after that, if you're both still up for it, we can wash up, and do it all over again."
The boys soon stripped, no longer nervous about seeing one another, too horny and excited to care at this point, realizing they were both about to fuck a girl in the ass for the first time in their lives. "Just make sure you use plenty of that baby oil on yourselves," she said pouring a liberal amount on Bobby's dick, and the applying some to herself as well. Stripping back the blankets on her bed, she climbed on, kneeling on all fours as it were, with her large heavy pendulous breasts hanging down. Both boys grinning as they stood there looking at her like that.
"Well come on Bobby, get up here and behind me, but be careful when you first put it in. Remember, I'm a virgin there too ya know!" She reminded him. "And then after he is Larry, you can get up here and feed me your cock while I'm fucking him," she sighed happily, excitedly, and yes...a bit anxiously too.
**
Becky was amazed. It wasn't as nearly as uncomfortable as she thought it would be, let alone being virtually painless. It perhaps helped that Bobby had a fairly slim cock, and that he didn't have one of those really large bulbous heads capping it either. Well lubricated, just as she was, she felt him press, cautioning him again to go slowly at first, which he did. And then the sudden 'give' she felt as the head of his penis suddenly popped through the tight puckered ring of her anus. And then just like that, he was in!
Within a few short moments as he slowly withdrew, and then pushed in again, she had gotten used to it. But not only that, she was immediately filled with surprise at just how good it actually felt too. She could feel her cunt actually being stimulated, even though he wasn't inside her there. And yet, her clit tingled with the erotic aspect of it perhaps, her pussy convulsing, almost wishing that it had a nice hard companion of its own. Bobby had soon established a nice, slow easy going rhythm as he worked his cock in and out of her tight ass, holding on to her cheeks, even slapping them when she called out for him to begin doing so.
"Alright...bring it here Larry," she moaned. "Put me on the spit!" They all laughed at that, though Larry was soon in a zone of his own as Becky began swallowing his cock. He was soon face-fucking her, Becky holding still, just letting Larry shove his cock in and out of her mouth, while Bobby was doing the same thing to her from behind, in her behind," she thought...giggling through it, though the sensation he was creating as he actually fucked her, made her think, wonder...and now wish that she wasn't having to save her pussy virginity. As good as this felt, she had a pretty good idea, that actually fucking, being fucked, would feel even better.



"So it's like...ok if I cum in you?" Bobby asked, his breathing raspy, husky now as he fought for control, slowly loosing it.
"Ah huh," Becky moaned, gurgling around Larry's cock. So much saliva had formed, that she was literally gargling his dick, though the erotic sounds it made as she did so, seemed to intensify and escalate everything else. And that included the sound of Bobby's prick, very slippery now as he pummeled her ass, flesh slapping against flesh as he rounded the corner, now heading for home.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck! OH FUCK!" Bobby cried out as he finally unleashed his sperm deep into Becky's bowels, just as Larry likewise, suddenly began spurting into her mouth. In moment's Becky was being filled at both ends, and loving every minute of it.
**
"Alright, you two go wash up, and use plenty of soap! And then I will. After that, we'll rest up a bit, watch some more video's if you like, and do it again when you're ready." She stood watching the two of them scurry off into the bathroom across the hall, then walked over, grinning to herself, checking out the webcam to see if it had indeed recorded everything. It had. She took a quick peek at the video she'd recorded, smiling as she watched the three of them together there on her bed. She closed the file, setting it up for a new one, and then accessed one of her now favorite sites again. This one depicting a woman in restraints, hanging from the ceiling, her mouth gagged, her tits bound and almost painful looking. Though now more than ever, she wanted to try that out too. From behind, the butch looking lesbian fucked the woman's ass, using a strap-on dildo.
"Oh yeah, for sure...I want to try that too," she told herself, already getting moist between the legs again, though she hadn't as yet had an orgasm, but soon would. And she already had a woman in mind too, though she had no idea yet how she might go about pulling it off. Perhaps in time, she'd figure out a way. In the meantime, for now however, she was more than content to see what Larry's cock would feel like, filling her up from behind. He might have been a bit smaller in length, but he was certainly thicker, with a much larger swollen cock head when he was hard. She'd almost had trouble sucking it, but had managed, even choking a little, nearly drowning with the amount of cum Larry had shot off in her mouth. She had loved it though. She had loved the dirty, nasty, decadence of it all, and was already looking forward to round two, when the boys came walking back into her bedroom again.
"Here, sit...enjoy this one," she said wondering what they'd think about the bondage video with the two lesbians she'd just brought up. She then wandered into the bathroom across the way to freshen up, give herself a nice quick little clitty-fiddle, and then hurry back in time to hopefully see the two of them sitting there with their dicks hard again.
She was disappointed either.
To be continued...
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"So, ah...when do you want to try and do this?" William asked, still surprised that things had headed off in this particular direction. Admittedly he wouldn't mind seeing Grace's body, though he was well aware that would be the extent of it.
"How about tonight after dinner?" Mellissa suggested. "Why don't you join us, and then we can leave from there?"
"Sounds good to me," Grace smiled. They had already discussed where they were planning on going, and since it was closer to where Grace lived than anywhere else, she invited them back to her place afterwards. They soon parted company after that, with Grace indicating she wanted to head home and straighten her place up a bit before they met for dinner. Mellissa and William had already made plans to do some sight-seeing together, and headed off to do that, though they were both grateful for the opportunity to further discuss things in even greater detail while they did that. William was still a little unsure of how something like this would work, or could work, though he found himself likewise excited and looking forward to it. Something that Mellissa, and mostly likely Grace had noticed as well.
Mellissa even teased him a bit. "I see you're not at all put off by the thought of the three of us," she chuckled. "Which I'm pleased to see. I honestly was a bit nervous about Grace's suggestion when she first mentioned it, not knowing how you'd respond to the idea. But it appears, you're responding just fine." She even caressed his crotch, finding his hard stiff member, squeezing it affectionately as they'd stood there in the open door of her car before driving off. William was to follow her back home where she'd drop off her car, and then they'd leave from there, meeting up later with Grace at the restaurant.
William had maintained his erection all the way back to Mellissa's place, thinking about the night ahead, excited as well as anxious for it. It would be the first time in his entire life that he'd ever been with two naked women at the same time, even if he'd never actually touch or do anything with one of them. But even this much, was far more than anything he ever dreamed he'd ever see or do. Being exceptionally horny now, he thought he'd have some fun, removing his cock, exposing it to the elements as he pulled up in front of Mellissa's house waiting for her as she got out of her car, heading over towards his. She climbed in, looked over and laughed.
"When you suggested we should go sight-seeing, you weren't kidding were you?"
**
Becky sat up wiping her mouth. She had just finished sucking both Larry and Bobby off together. She'd enjoyed the sensation of having both their cocks in her mouth at the same time. Pleased that they hadn't got all squeamish or weirded out when she did that. After only a few moments, they both seemed to get really into it anyway as she played with their dicks, one in each hand, very often placing them side-by-side in order to suck and lick them far more easily together like that. They had even cum at almost the exact same instant, one orgasm sparking the other. And though there hadn't been a whole lot of nasty juice for her this time, there had at least still been some, though it was now evident, both guys were totally done in for the day.
"Well, now you owe me a favor," she stated starting to dress, just as they were. "Since I kept my end of the bargain."
"Ok, what?" Bobby asked.
"I'm going to need you to take me someplace around six o'clock. My father's having dinner with someone, and I want to find out who she is."
"Your dad's seeing someone?" Bobby asked surprised to hear that.
"Apparently. But not just seeing someone either. I'm pretty sure he's fucking her too. So I want to find out who my possible future step-mother might be."
"It really that serious?" Larry asked.
"I don't know...but I intend to find out," Becky said looking sternly at him. "But for now, I need the two of you to leave, I have things I need to see to and do," she told them both, though turning back to face Bobby again. "Pick me up around six," she said. "Oh, and it might be a good idea if you bring that fancy camera of yours, you know...the one with the telephoto lens?"
That was Bobby's favorite hobby and pastime. Taking photos, being a member of the school paper as the high school photographer. He was good at it too, and was thinking about taking it up professionally after they graduated.
He grinned. "Maybe we'll get lucky enough to get something nasty," he chuckled.
"You never know," Becky agreed, and then saw them both to the door. The moment they left she ran back up to her room to check how the video files she's secretly recorded had turned out. They had turned out great, and she lay there in bed, touching herself, watching the three of them doing everything they had done together, finding it incredibly erotic, seeing herself as she was fucked in the ass for the very first time...twice. It was nice having something on record to remember this as she lay there and once again brought herself to a very, very intense orgasm.
**
Bobby picked her up at six sharp. It was only a ten minute drive to Chili's, from where she lived. She spotted her father's car parked in the lot almost immediately. "Park over there," she said pointing out a spot that was actually across the road from the restaurant parking lot. After Bobby had done that, she turned to him. "Now...I need you to go inside, see if you can find where they're sitting without being noticed. Think you can do that?"
"Yeah, shouldn't be too hard. I can pretend I'm looking for the restroom, should allow me enough time to have a quick look around, figure out where they're at. "
"Good, and while doing that, see if you can figure out who it is while you're at it, just in case you happen to know her."
"Will do," he said slipping out of the car, walking across the street, and soon after disappearing inside the restaurant. It was a good ten minutes before Bobby came walking outside again. He soon sprinted across the lot, across the street, jumping into the car.
"Well? Did you see them? Did they see you?" She asked anxiously.
"Yes...and no," he responded back smugly, obviously enjoying the fact he had knowledge which she didn't.
"Alright smart ass, tell me...who's my father with anyway? Do you know her?"
"One of em I do," he grinned mischievously.
"One of them? You mean there's two? Who?"
"Well one of them's a blonde, though I've never seen her before. But the other one..." he paused making Becky irritated with him as he drew out the suspense.
"Tell me you little fucker!" She spat. "Or I'll grab your dick and tear it off by the root here!" She threatened starting to actually reach for it.
Bobby's smug look immediately evaporated. "Ok, ok. The other one...is Miss Woodruff!"
"Grace?" Becky almost yelled. "He's having dinner with her two?" She openly asked, confused by that as she knew that her P.E. teacher was a lesbian for one thing, and why on earth her father would be having dinner with her and another woman, totally escaped her. There was really no reason for him to be doing so, unless they were talking about her for some reason, which now made her even more suspicious. She had liked Grace, one of the few teachers she had that she had liked, and had even grown to trust. She'd even been over to Grace's place a couple of times, helping out filing paperwork, or loading grades and assignments as a teacher's aide. She wasn't even aware that her father had ever met Grace before, let alone talked to her. And now...here he was having dinner with her, and some other blonde.
"So now what?" Bobby asked anxiously, seeing that Becky was irritated, worried that she might actually go in there and make a scene.
"We wait," she said simply.
"But they could be in there for over an hour!" Bobby complained. The last thing he wanted to do was waste an entire evening sitting out in the parking lot with Becky in the mood she was now in.
"We wait until they come out, and then we follow them," she told him in a no nonsense tone of voice, letting him know that he really didn't have any options here. "Be patient," she added to that. "Something tells me that camera of yours is going to come in real handy tonight!"
Although that did brighten his spirits a little, Bobby still wasn't too keen on sitting there for that long basically doing nothing. Several minutes passed as they sat there staring out across the road towards the restaurant. Bobby fidgeting in his seat, sighing heavily twice.
"Stop that!" Becky demanded. "If you're so fucking bored, why don't you just take your cock out and jack it off while we're waiting?"
"I would...but I'm not sure I could even get it up again after today," he grinned. Becky shook her head, reaching down, undoing her zipper, and then lifted her ass, shoving her jeans off as she did. "What are you doing?" He asked looking at her, surprised at her sudden bold move. And outside no less.
"Well if you can't get it up again, you can do me. That should keep you nice and occupied for a while shouldn't it?"
Becky sat back in her seat as indeed Bobby reached over and began playing with her pussy. If nothing else, it would help keep her mind occupied too. She was seething inside, curious as to who her father was seeing, and fucking...and even more curious as to why Grace was a part of that. More than any other single person, Grace was the one woman she had come to really care about. And had she had any latent fantasies or desires about being with another woman, Grace would have been the one woman, she'd have enjoyed experiencing that with. Now she was angry and confused, once again feeling betrayed, and more determined now than ever to find out just who the mystery blonde was too.
**
"Hey!" Bobby complained as he felt Becky's legs suddenly close all but trapping his hand between her legs.
"Shut up, they're coming out!" Becky stated, chasing his hand away, pulling her pants up, all the while looking, though she still hadn't been able to make out who the blonde was yet, though seeing Grace was obvious, along with her father. "Hand me your camera!" Bobby gave it over to her as she picked it up, adjusting the focus. Even this far away, once she looked through the camera, she might as well have been standing there next to them. "Holy fucking shit!" She exclaimed shortly after that.
"Who is it?"
Becky handed back the camera, her face red. "Remember that little shit who I had the run in with?" She asked. Everybody had heard about it. And had it not been for Grace coming in and breaking things up when she did, she was sure she'd have been expelled from school because of it.
"Yeah? What about her?"
"That's her mother," Becky stated. "That's who my dad's with."
"Yeah? No shit! Really?"
"Yes...really."
"So now what?"
"Start the car." Bobby did that. "OK, so now what."
"Drive."
"Drive where?"
"I'll tell you. I have a pretty good idea where they're going. And I want to get there and get set up before they do."
Becky had watched the three of them standing there together out in the parking lot. When Grace turned, pointing off in one direction, Becky knew. Grace lived just around the corner and down the street, no more than a mile away. Having been there before, she had a pretty good idea of the lay out, and even more importantly, knew exactly where to be once they got there. Now she could only hope that's indeed where they'd end up. But knowing how Grace lived, and how she liked to entertain, if there was any one place they would end up, things would at the very least start there. Bobby raced, following her directions, and then parked down an alley way where the garbage trucks normally ran. There was no fear of that happening tonight as they parked his car, and then let themselves in through the back service gate. Running across the backyard, they positioned themselves behind a hedge, and waited. Just beyond, only a few feet away stood the patio, a pair of sliding glass doors leading into the house. Only moments after that, they saw lights being turned on inside the house, and then sure enough, the room just beyond was suddenly lit as well. Both Bobby and Becky watched as Grace, her father...and the woman whose name she now remembered as "Mellissa," came walking into the room.
Becky and Bobby watched as Grace leaned over, kissing Mellissa fully and warmly on the mouth, and then her father did.
"Oh yeah...this is about to get very interesting," she quipped. "Bring your camera?"
Bobby held it up, and then zoomed in, quietly focusing as he began taking picture after picture.
**
William and Grace slowly began removing Mellissa's clothes, piece by piece, simultaneously sharing her, kissing every square inch of her body. They both took their time doing so, still standing together there in the middle of the room, now sucking her breasts, Grace on one, William on the other. Mellissa moaned quietly, her head tilted back, eyes closed, savoring the exquisite intimacy she was now sharing with the two of them.
"I want to watch him fucking you while you're eating me," Grace said, tossing several throw pillows down in the middle of the floor as she then began removing her own clothes. William doing the same until all three stood naked in front of one another. "Well I must say William, if I were interested in feeling what a man's cock felt like inside me, yours would be the one I'd be most tempted to try," she smiled. "Tempted, I said," she laughed, now placing herself down on the floor, legs spread, knees bent. "Come here lover...show your other lover how much you enjoy eating a woman's pussy. Especially THIS pussy!"
William had to admit, he was aroused beyond reason. Even knowing that he and Grace would have very little contact, if any. But she was still uninhibited around him even then, spreading herself, showing off her cunt, the delicate pink inner skin of her folds and lips as she skinned back her tiny clit, exposing it to them both, taunting Mellissa with it as she did so. "Come here baby, lick it. Taste me, see how fucking hot I am for you! Let William see and imagine that talented tongue of yours licking my cunt baby, wondering what it would feel like to have two tongues licking his dick!" She laughed again.
"You're a nasty little tease, you know that?" Mellissa chastised. "Keep it up, and I'll make you do it," she challenged, though getting down on all fours, presenting her sweet ass to William as he wandered over, now kneeling down behind her, rubbing the head of his prick up and down the wet slick furrow of her gash. Mellissa began licking Grace however, her tongue flicking out rapidly, tickling, teasing, and torturing Grace's pussy, just as William was doing to Mellissa's, not yet slipping inside her. He was enjoying this too much to rush things. After all...they had a full night ahead of them.
**
"Holy fucking shit! You are getting all this right?" Becky asked turning back towards Bobby for a moment, surprised to find he had actually taken his cock out, and had been stroking it occasionally in between taking pictures. "Here, let me do that. You keep taking the fucking pictures!" She exclaimed. The only thing she wished, was that they could likewise hear what was being said too, though at times managing to lip-read what was being said, enough that she and Bobby both were getting a pretty good picture of what was going on, in addition to the actual pictures he was taking. But it was also a bit of a relief to know if they couldn't hear the three of them inside, the odds were, they couldn't hear her or Bobby outside either.
The one thing that Becky was having the most trouble with however, was the way she felt emotionally at the moment. It was a mixed bag that was causing her to have what felt like a rollercoaster of emotional turmoil. On the one hand, what they were seeing, watching...was extremely erotic. It was hard not to be turned on by it, as was evidenced by Bobby's hard prick, nor the fact that Becky was in fact enjoying herself while stroking it, feeling how hard it was, and how slick it had also become. She could even feel her own cunt leaking profusely, and knew without any doubt, she was leaving a rather large wet spot in her crotch.
On the other hand...she was pissed. She felt once again betrayed, by everyone, though especially Grace and her father. Mellissa was simply a participant in the scheme of things, though she likewise held her responsible for the cruel teasing's she had endured at the hands of the woman's daughter.
But it was now indeed Grace who she looked at, and fumed over. The one person she had basically opened up to, and confided in. She had felt a closeness to her, in a non-sexual way. Sure...she wondered what it might be like, and not that they hadn't had somewhat intimate conversations, because they had. But it was mostly her, sharing with Grace how she felt, how stupid and ugly she thought she was, how ugly her breasts were, and how she hated the way they looked, once going so far as to pull the top she had on, up and over them, showing them to Grace. Though admittedly, Grace hadn't asked her to do that, or expected it when she did. She had calmly told Becky to cover herself, though telling her as she did, that regardless of what anyone else thought...she thought that Becky had beautiful breasts. That had meant a lot to her, even then. Grace had been the first ever person to tell her that they thought her boobs were actually pretty. For that reason alone, she again felt betrayed as Mellissa knelt there licking Grace's cunt, her pretty...almost perfect boobs hanging there, swinging erotically to and fro, Grace occasionally even reaching out to cup one, and toy with the woman's hard taut nipples. The very same nipples she had stood there and watched her own father sucking on!
"How many more pictures do you want?" Bobby asked breathlessly. He was so close to cumming now, that a few more hand strokes by Becky's hand, which felt like a vise about his cock, would have it doing just that, and soon too!
"Take a breather," she told him. "Wait until they move into some new position other than this one. I want to make sure I've got lots of really good stuff on them for what I have in mind," she confided.
"What are you going to do?" Bobby asked nervously, now not too excited to even be there and be doing this. Though Becky seemed to sense that, his fear now and reluctance at continuing on.
"I don't know yet. I'm still thinking about it. But I can assure you, it will be well worth all this when I do. Now...while we're waiting for them to do something else, how about fucking me in the ass again? I really think I'd enjoy your doing that, especially now. In a way...I've already been fucked in the ass watching this. So I might as well enjoy it too, don't you think?" Becky stood, removing ALL of her clothes, much to Bobby's surprise.
"Shit Becky! What if someone comes out and sees you? Catches us?"
She laughed. "So what if they do? You think they're going to make a big deal out of seeing me? Or you? After we've been sitting here watching the three of them? I don't think so." Once she was naked, she knelt down on all fours, even bold enough to now be poking her head around the side of the small hedge rather than over the top of it. Which also had the effect of giving her a much better view inside the room.
"Alright Bobby, stick your dick in there! Fuck my ass Bobby, stick it in and fuck my ass. But don't you dare fucking cum...until I say so!"
Bobby didn't dare do otherwise.
**
Grace cried out joyfully, surprised at the intensity of her climax. It had seized her almost unexpectedly, one of the best she had experienced in a very long time. She too was struggling, surprised to find herself this turned on, and mostly because she could hear William's cock slamming in and out of her lover's pussy. The wet, slick juicy sounds she was hearing, escalating and intensifying her own level of arousal. She even allowed herself the brief slip of thought as she came, wondering what it might feel like to have William's hard stiff cock inside her, while Mellissa simultaneously licked her clit.



They took a break, though William was in fact grateful for it, not wanting to cum yet, or too soon. He had nearly lost it twice now as it was, and though confident he could go again even if he did...he felt somehow in competition with Grace regarding his prowess.
"Ok baby...now I'd love to see you sucking his cock. Can you believe it? I can't believe I'm even saying that, but I do. But I also want to see how a man licks a woman's pussy too. You two ready to do that?" She asked hotly, as they finished the drinks she had brought in so they could refresh themselves. "Just let me go and get one of my toys first, so I can sit here and watch the two of you...and fuck myself."
Grace left for a moment in order to do that.
"You ok?" Mellissa asked. "Nothing too weird about all of this for you? I mean I know...it must feel strange to you in a way."
"Strange yes, but in a good way. It's actually pretty hot, having her here, wanting to actually watch us pleasuring one another. I'm actually getting off on it," he confessed. "But what's really strange, most of all...is just how much Grace seems to be getting off on watching the two of you."
"I know. And you know what else? I wouldn't be surprised...if eventually, you do end up fucking her!"
William laughed, shaking his head in disagreement, though he was in fact already thinking about doing just that.
**
Becky had cum. And anally no less. "Fuck, was that even possible?" She thought, though she had, hard enough that she'd actually forced poor Bobby out of her rectum. He'd ended up squirting all over her ass and back, though she'd enjoyed that. Enjoyed the feeling of his hot warm cum liberally spraying her as she came. Watching Grace as she did, seeing the look of pure pleasure in the woman's eyes. "Ok, I think we have enough. We can go now," she said as she began to slip back into her clothing. "How soon before you can get the pictures to me?"
"I'll load them onto a disk first thing in the morning," he assured her. "I can bring them over any time after that."
"Noon will be fine," she said taking one last look into the room as Grace returned carrying what appeared to be a rather life-like looking dildo. "Fucking cunt!" She spat, and then turned, Bobby following quickly behind her.
To be continued...
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Bobby had dropped off the CD he'd done up for her, along with two additional copies. She had chased him away however, though he'd been hoping for more. She wanted to be alone when she looked at the photos they'd taken, and map out her strategy as she did. Becky spent most of the night thinking about what she was going to do and say. It was complicated, but come morning, even as tired as she was, she was reasonably confident she could pull this off. Her revenge would indeed be sweet against everyone. Feeling even more betrayed now than ever, she wanted Grace, her father, and especially Mellissa to feel the humiliation that she had felt all these years, and especially lately. She had located Grace's phone number amongst her school things, waiting until a reasonable hour before calling her. She didn't want Grace to become suspicious for one thing, suddenly receiving a call from the daughter of the man who had been with her the evening before.
Becky waited until noon before dialing her number.
"Hello?"
"Miss Woodruff? Hi...this is Becky, I was wondering if I could come over later and discuss something with you."
Becky could tell by Grace's tone of voice that she was caught by surprise by the call, which she'd been expecting, although prepared for it.
"What is it you wish to discuss Becky?" Grace asked somewhat nervously.
"Well I know that you graduated from State University right? And since I'm planning on going back to school in the fall, that's one of the places I'm considering. So I was thinking that I could perhaps come over and talk to you about it, find out a bit more about the campus and curriculum, so I can make an informed decision about where I would like to go."
Almost immediately Grace's demeanor changed as she responded. "Yes of course! I'd be delighted to do that!" She said, the smile in her tone of voice clearly evident now. "I even think I've still got a few brochures laying about that we can look at together," she added. "How's one o'clock sound?"
"Sounds perfect. See you then," Becky finished hanging up. "Picture perfect," she laughed looking at the CD she had in her hand that she'd be taking over with her.
Her father as usual had gone out to golf with his buddies, so she didn't have to worry about dealing with him. And though he usually returned around one in the afternoon, she'd have already left by then, leaving a note for him on the table. With luck, and if this worked out the way she hoped that it would, she'd have plenty of time to enjoy herself, and what's more, she'd enjoy the unexpected aftermath of all this even more later on. She sat smugly on her bed, smiling to herself before heading off to take a shower and prepare herself for this. Including what she had decided to do prior to heading over there.
She sat down on the toilet and shaved her pussy.
**
Becky arrived promptly at one o'clock, Grace greeting her at the door and inviting her in. As she'd expected, Grace directed her to her work room where Becky had in fact spent most of her time whenever she'd been there before. It was where Grace's computer was. Becky had also purposely dressed a bit more casual than usual, interested in seeing what Grace's response might be to that, though it would certainly make things easier for her too, when the time came. Wearing a simple tee shirt, with no bra, though obvious, wasn't so totally outlandish that it would actually suggest anything. But the moment Grace had answered the door, her eyes had indeed been drawn to Becky's chest, especially the way her breasts seemed molded beneath it, along with the outline of her thick fat nipples. She had smiled at that, purposely brushing past Grace as she held open the door, ensuring that her chest had in fact caressed the woman's arm as she stepped into her home.
"I found those brochures," Grace said walking over to a nearby table, though Becky quickly headed her off.
"Cool, and I brought something I wanted to show you as well," she said holding up the CD. "You mind if I use your computer?" She asked. "There's some stuff on here I thought we could look at, and discuss together if you don't mind."
Becky had used Grace's computer before when she'd input some files for her in the past, so she was of course certainly familiar with it. Grace had even given her, her own log-on and screen name to use, though maintaining her own personal files separately.
"Ok if I use my own log-on?" She asked, to which Grace nodded yes, no doubt curious about the CD. Becky inserted the disc, and then began downloading the files. "Should only take a moment or two for this to load up," she smiled. "Here, why don't you sit so we can look at these when they finally come up," she stated, pulling over an extra chair, though continuing to stand next to Grace as she sat down in her own chair.
"What did you bring to show me?" Grace asked, once more feeling a little nervous and apprehensive, especially with Becky standing there next to her the way she was. Her breast actually pressing, and resting against her shoulder as Becky stood behind, leaning forward. "Is she actually trying to seduce me?" Grace wondered silently.
"You'll see," Becky smiled sweetly. "I'm really interested in this particular subject, so was hoping you'd be willing to give me some additional instruction in it." Once again that seemed to put Grace at ease as the file just then finished loading. A folder appeared on her desk top. "Click on that, and open it," she smiled again as Grace moved the mouse over to it, doing just that. The moment she did, a whole slew of photos suddenly appeared. Even then, it took her a moment to realize what they were as she suddenly looked up, her mouth open...staring at Becky.
"What the hell is this?" She asked indignantly.
"What do you think it is?" Becky responded in kind, purposely reaching over to maximize the first photo. "Something I thought you should see, so we can talk about it," she added as the first obscene image suddenly filled the entire screen. The first photo showing all three of them standing together naked, just before they got busy on the floor.
"Where did you get these? And who..."
"Never mind that," Becky said scrolling to the next one, which was obviously far more explicit. "You should probably take a look at the rest of these first, and then we'll have that little talk."
Grace sat in stunned silence, looking at the photos until she had scrolled through each and every last one of them. Each one seemingly more decadent than the one before, ending with the one of herself, laying there in the midst of an obvious orgasm.
"That one's my favorite," Becky announced looking at it, smiling wickedly. "Very hot."
"What do you want Becky?" Grace asked, an edge of anger coming forth in her tone of voice. "Do you want money? What? You know I can't..."
"No, I don't want money, I don't need your money," she said cutting the woman off. "What I want, is for that cunt's mother to quit dating my father," she began explaining. Grace knew she was referring to Jessica of course as she continued. "And you're going to help me do that, you're going to help me humiliate her, the way she humiliated me."
"I certainly will not!" Grace spat, almost standing, though Becky had been expecting that as well, placing her hand down on the woman's shoulder, pushing her down in her seat again. "Oh yes you will, because if you don't...I'll make sure every member of the school board has a copy of this CD downloaded on their computers in an instant. You see, you forget, I've copied your entire address file. So one simple touch of the key...will send this file to everyone in the school. So yes you will help me do that, or you'll suffer the consequences."
"But your own father's on there too! He'd be hurt as well by this!" She tried desperately saying.
"Do I look like I care?" Becky said staring back at her. "He's as much to blame for all this as you are. I mean look Grace, look at the three of you there together. Daddy's got his dick buried in the cunt of the woman who's busy eating yours. You think that doesn't humiliate me, seeing this?" Grace looked like she was on the verge of collapse.
"What is it you want me to do?" She asked resigned, defeated, which is exactly what Becky had been hoping for.
"Your part is actually easy, and might even be fun if you try and look at it that way," she began to explain. "It's not you that I'm actually after. I'm sorry to even have to be using you like this, but you have betrayed me in a way as well, so unfortunately, you've got no say in the matter but to do what I ask. If you do, then I'll make sure you get every copy I've made of this, and I'll give you the erase code key for the files that are now in your computer. Once you've done what I've asked, you'll be free and clear, and no one will ever know. Except for Jessica's mom of course. But I'll leave that between the two of you to resolve amongst yourselves. Won't make any difference to me what the two of you do after that, so long as she agrees to no longer see, or have anything to do with my father."
"Why didn't you just go directly to her?" Grace asked, almost wishing.
"Because it'll be far more fun this way, that's why. And besides, you can't get off entirely scot-free either you know. You need to suffer a little bit for your own involvement in this. Just consider yourself lucky, that when it's all over and done, all you'll have to deal with is Mellissa, and not the entire school board." Now Grace really was resigned, it was obvious that Becky had spent a great deal of time considering all this. And as much as she wasn't looking forward to what was coming, it was far better than losing her entire career over it either. She might have to eventually consider moving away, but at least she could do that, get a fresh start someplace else as long as she wasn't exposed here.
"What do you want me to do?"
Becky smiled, sitting back in her chair. "Like I said, you have the easy part really. In a few minutes here, you're going to call Mellissa and tell her to come over, that you have a nice surprise for her, something she'll enjoy. Once she gets here, you'll get her into bed, start fooling around, and that's when I come in. I'm the surprise. After all, she hasn't met me, has no idea who I am. You introduce me as one of your current lovers, or whatever story you'd care to make up, just as long as she buys it. Then the two of you together, will pleasure me. Obviously, I'll be recording all that as well, secretly. And then after we're done here today, I'll have the same little chat with her that I've had with you. Once I've gotten her assurance that she will never again have anything to do with my father, I'll send you the other CD's I have stashed away, along with the camera I've used for all this. You two can then do with it whatever you like after that. I'll no longer care. So...what do you say? You ready to call Mellissa and invite her over, or should I just, say...press this button?" Becky reached, as though she might, but Grace immediately stayed her hand, calling out.
"NO! Don't! OK! OK! Whatever you want! I'll call her!"
"Now?"
"Yes...now," Grace sat, almost crying as she did, her entire world seemingly collapsing around her.
"OK, get it together Grace," Becky admonished her. "We don't want or need you looking all puffy-eyed now do we? Oh yes, and one more thing. I'd damn well better enjoy myself, which means you damn well better do a pretty good job of getting me off here once Mellissa comes over. I don't want her suspecting anything until I've had a chance to sit down and talk to her, probably tomorrow. This will be after all, my first ever lesbian experience, and I'd kind of like it to be a good one. Understood?"
Grace nodded her head, totally resigned to all this, as much as she hated it.
"Then let me hear you say it."
"I understand."
Becky began removing her clothing.
"What are you doing? I haven't even called her yet!"
"I know, but we might as well get in the mood shouldn't we? First? Come on...I want to hear how you're looking forward to licking my pussy. Come on, say it. Let me hear you say it."
"I'm looking forward to licking your pussy."
Becky frowned, glaring at her. "You'd better do better than that, especially after Mellissa gets here. You're forgetting, I saw how you really are, last night. And you sure as hell didn't sound like this then." Becky didn't bother mentioning she hadn't actually been able to hear her, she figured she'd just let Grace wonder about that one. "So you'd better get with it, hell...like I said, you might actually end up enjoying this if you let yourself. But either way, I damn sure as hell better, or the deals off!"
Grace just looked at her, both furious and frightened, but she honestly saw no way out of this.
"So, you want to try it again?"
"I'm looking forward...to eating your...cunt!"
"That's better!" Becky laughed. "Now...get undressed, and then call Mellissa. After that, you can eat my cunt for a while, while we're waiting for her to get here."
**
Becky stood behind Grace listening to her as she talked to Mellissa on the phone, playing with her exposed breasts. As much as she hated it, fearful and afraid, she was even more mad at herself, her own body for responding to Becky's playful touch. Her nipples hard now, betraying her as Becky coaxed them into hard little points, teasing them, rolling them around between her fingers.
"She's on her way," Grace said hanging up, only then standing forcing Becky's hands away from her, if even only for a moment. It was a small fleeing victory. "Should be here in about twenty minutes."
"Good, plenty of time for you to lick my cunt for a bit," Becky said walking towards the bed. "Obviously you enjoy doing that. I watched you, remember? So I'd better enjoy what you do to me now too," she warned. "Or like I said, the deals off. I have every intention of enjoying this...enjoying the both of you, and watching you with her as well. So she'd better not suspect anything, get my drift?"
Though tight lipped, and fuming inside, Grace knew that Becky still had her over a barrel. "Yes. I get your drift," she replied less than enthusiastic, though crawling up into the bed as Becky lay back spreading her legs, inviting her to take a nice close look at her very recently shaved cunt.
"You like? I shaved it just for you...this morning," she told her.
In a very strange way, Grace actually felt sorry for Becky. She'd had enough contact and conversations with the young woman in the past, to know what she had gone through. The fact that she had indeed suffered horribly, not only at the hands of her own mother, and to some extent, her father made no excuse for all this of course. And that she even slightly understood her resentment towards Mellissa, because of Jessica, and what she had done to her. And the fact it was this very same woman who was now seeing, and dating her dad. "Dating hell...fucking him, and then what we did," she told herself remembering the night before, and the collection of damaging photos that were now hanging above her head as a form of blackmail. Grace was as upset with herself as she was with Becky, for allowing herself to get involved like this. But involved she now was, and with no other choice but to go along with Becky's carefully planned out scheme. She knew her relationship with Mellissa would now be over, once and for all. Like it or not. And even if she was lucky enough to get away without anyone else finding out about any of this, she also knew her time at the local high school had come to an end as well. She sure as hell wouldn't be returning there next year, like it or not.
"Regardless of what you think Becky, you are a beautiful, and yes sexy young woman. I know you don't think that, believe that, but you are." Grace was being honest with her here, perhaps hoping to change her mind about this before it was too late. "But...you are ugly on the inside, but only because you're making yourself so. There's really no good reason for you to be doing this. I already told you once before, you are pretty, as long as you believe that, believe in yourself. It really doesn't matter what others may think or believe, as long as you realize that."
For the briefest of moments, Becky almost felt guilty for doing this, but her anger and frustration quickly resurfaced. "Shut the fuck up," she said instead. "I'm not here for you to preach to me about how I feel or don't feel. I'm here to set the record straight, to teach a few people a lesson, and let them feel what I've had to feel and put up with. Now, unless you want to have your own life fucked up, you'll shut up and do what I told you to do."
Grace already felt like her own life WAS fucked up...now anyway. And then giving up any hope whatsoever of changing Becky's mind, she leaned forward and allowed the flat of her tongue to slowly slither up the very wet sloppy split of the young woman's cunt. If nothing else, maybe she could reach Becky that way. Maybe...she could actually pleasure her into changing her mind about this, before it really was too late.
**
Hearing the doorbell, Becky quickly stepped into the bathroom to wait as Grace went downstairs to answer the door. She stood listening, but couldn't quite hear what was being said, though she honestly didn't worry too much about Grace giving her up, not with the threat she still held over the woman's head. She certainly wouldn't be THAT stupid. Moments later she could hear the two of them coming back up, even laughing a little as they did, telling her that so far at least, Grace was doing exactly what she'd been told to do. She stepped back into the bathroom, listening as they came into the room.
"So what's going on?" Mellissa asked curiously.
"I told you, it's a surprise, a nice...but naughty, fun surprise."
"What? Is William here too? Is he hiding someplace?" Mellissa asked, looking about as though maybe in fact he was. Inside the bathroom, Becky cringed, hearing her father's name, though so too had Grace when Mellissa had mentioned him.
"No, he isn't," she quickly said. "Now, are you going to let me surprise you or not?"
"Ok, ok...what do you want me to do?"
"Take off your clothes, and then get into bed and put this on," she said handing Mellissa the blindfold Becky had brought along, and told her to use on her.
"You'll see soon enough," she assured her once again, as Becky stood listening to the sound of Mellissa removing her clothing, and then climbing on up...and into the bed.
"Ok, I'm ready. Surprise me." She stated. And then right on cue, Becky walked out of the bathroom now climbing up into the bed with the two of them, settling quickly and easily down between the woman's legs. She even chuckled, the obscene thought that she was actually about to lick the pussy of the woman who had so recently had her own father's dick inside it, was almost too vulgar for words. But it would make the eventual humiliation, once that was found out, all the sweeter when she did. Becky licked. Licking her first ever pussy, and surprisingly found it not at all repugnant, nor gross. She licked her again, hearing Mellissa sigh, though only for a moment as sudden realization dawned on her...Grace was sitting next to her on the bed! Someone else...was licking her pussy!
Mellissa reached up, tearing her blindfold off. "What the hell? Grace? Who is this?" She asked looking wild-eyed, though Grace quickly knelt down, kissing and re-assuring her.
"Remember that I had told you I had met someone that I might be interested in, after you informed me, or rather asked me how I might feel if you started seeing and dating William? Well this is her...this is...Amber," Grace said glancing over towards Becky, though this part they certainly hadn't discussed as yet. She was winging it here, flying by the seat of her pants, and hoping that Becky would go along with it, and that Mellissa might in fact, buy off on it. Mellissa seemed to mellow out some shortly after that, though still startled to find a completely strange woman down between her legs.



"You sure about this?" She asked reluctantly, not at all sure she was good with it either, but going along with it for the time being at least, especially as Amber continued licking her cunt, toying with her, without even responding to her yet, other than that.
"Yeah, as close as you and I still are...I sort of figured, that since I still planned on seeing you too, that I didn't want to hide my relationship with Amber, any more than I wanted to hide my relationship with you either. Anyway...Amber? Mellissa. Mellissa, Amber."
Becky rose from between Mellissa's legs, licking her lips, smiling suggestively. "Nice to meet...and eat you," she said.
"Ah, yeah...nice to ah..."
"You can eat me in a minute," Becky told her winking at her, interrupting. "But right now, I'd enjoy watching the two of you first. Here Grace, why don't you climb on board here with her in a sixty-nine, so I can watch the two of you together, as hot as it is and feels while you're eating me, I'd kind of enjoy getting myself off, watching the two of you going at one another." Becky quickly slipped out of the bed as Grace spun around, Mellissa still finding this a bit odd, but gradually getting into it. After all, if this was indeed the woman that Grace had mentioned to her, even as young looking as she obviously was, who was she to complain about it. After all, Grace had just as easily accepted William into their relationship, and out of courtesy and respect, Mellissa felt that she should then do the same.
While the two women were engaged with one another, Becky strolled over towards the dresser where she had placed her camera. A simple push of the button, and she began recording. She walked back having already figured out the best place to be, where she could easily be seen, along with the other two. "Ok, now my turn," she requested. "But what I'd really like to begin with, is for the two of you to suck on my breasts a little, I've never experienced the thrill of that, having two women sucking on them at once!"
As Grace and Mellissa moved into position, both of them soon after kneeling down, kissing...licking and playing with her tits, Becky moaned with surprised satisfaction at how good it felt, though looking up and over towards the camera, smiling. And then sticking her tongue out at it, satisfaction showing on her face, which she then added by way of punctuation, flipping the bird at it as well, mouthing the words..."Fuck you bitch!"
To be continued...
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William stood re-reading the note that Becky had left for him. "What the hell?" He thought, reaching for his cell phone, but then putting it down again. Though her message was cryptic, it had come with a warning. "Come to Grace's place, two o'clock. Come to the sliding glass doors around back. There's a surprise waiting for you, so don't call or you'll spoil it. Becky. P.S. Don't be early, and don't be late either." William looked at his watch again too. It was one fifteen. Since it was only a twenty minute drive over to Grace's place, he had a few minutes left before he had to leave. He thought about calling Mellissa, but then decided against that as well. Whatever was going on, he doubted Mellissa would know anything. She and Becky had never met. He had purposely kept her identity unknown to Becky for the time being. Though that would no doubt change soon enough if their relationship did indeed continue in the direction he was hoping it would. He recalled how Becky had worked closely with Grace in the past, and had actually began to trust the teacher, one of the few people she ever had. Most likely it had something to do with her going to school in the fall, so perhaps with Grace's help and direction, Becky had reached some sort of a decision regarding that. But why would that be such a surprise? William was half suspecting that Becky had already decided on a different University. But then again, maybe she had changed her mind. So maybe that was it.
Still...
**
"What have you got to drink?" Becky asked rolling out of bed where she'd just enjoyed a small, but satisfying orgasm at the hands of the two women. "You have any orange juice?"
"Yes, there's some in the fridge," Grace responded still looking a bit frazzled herself. She was emotionally torn which wasn't helping. Becky's threat held over her head, coercing her into doing all this was bad enough. But with Mellissa totally unaware of anything, she had quite naturally assumed this was something that Grace truly had wanted to enjoy and experience with her. Once she had relaxed and gotten into it, she had done her level best to pleasure and please Grace, and her new lover, in every way that she could. Grace rolled over onto her back, still trying to collect herself, still trying to catch her breath. Moments after Becky had left the room, Mellissa rolled over onto her side, facing Grace, the tip of one finger gently and lightly tracing a small circle around one of her still hard nipples.
"So tell me, how did you two meet anyway?"
**
As she had hoped, Becky spotted Mellissa's purse sitting on the kitchen table when she had entered. It took only a moment more to find what she was hoping to. Finding her cell phone, she smiled upon seeing Jessica's number at the top of her list. She quickly input a text, and then sent it. Turning off the woman's phone altogether. Even if Jessica didn't respond, it mattered not. If she showed up, it would be all the sweeter, but either way...Jessica would eventually learn everything she was meant to. She just would have preferred seeing the look on the bitches face in person when she did. She put Mellissa's phone back, walked over to the fridge and soon poured herself a glass of orange juice, she glanced at the kitchen clock on the wall, smiling. It was one fifteen. With luck, in about forty-five minutes she'd have her revenge on everyone, all at once. Becky strolled into the den, ensuring that the sliding glass doors weren't locked, and then sat down on the couch, spreading her legs, toying with herself. She was surprised how arousing she found all this, the excitement of what was to come. She could already imagine the shocked, stunned expressions on everyone's faces as the realization of what she had accomplished here and why, came to the surface. Oh sure, there'd no doubt be recriminations and consequences afterwards because of it, but she didn't really care. By then, the damage would have been done, and whatever her father could or even would do to her because of it, wouldn't mean diddly-squat. "And on top of all that, her father hadn't shown much of a spine in the past, so why would he bother having one now?" She mused excitedly. No...regardless of how angry and hurt he might be because of all this, he wouldn't react. At least not in such a way that he would actually do or say much of anything. "After all, what could he do really?" They all deserved what they were about to get, and she was really looking forward to that.
One again as she suspected, her absence caused both Grace and Mellissa to eventually come looking for her, finding her sitting there on the couch in the den, legs spread obscenely, grinning at the two of them as they walked into the room.
"I was wondering when you'd come looking for me," she smiled seductively. "I like this room, it's warm, sexy...and this couch is way comfortable. How about we pick up where we left off...here?" She said inviting them over. The time on the DVD player showed it was 1:30, just time enough to get everyone involved with one another again, hopefully so much involved that they wouldn't see or discover her father's appearance until the surprise was complete. And better still, if Jessica showed up as well. Even if she walked in on the after math, her mere presence would make the party complete. She could just imagine the look in her eyes when she walked in and saw everyone. She was suddenly very wet again just thinking about it. "I need a good fucking," she told Grace. "I don't suppose you've got a strap on handy do you?" She also suggested.
"As a matter of fact, I do. I'll go back and get it," Grace turned heading back up the stairs again.
"Grace?" Mellissa called out. "Why don't you also grab those furry handcuffs you've got too. You know how much I love being restrained when I'm being fucked like that," she laughed. Grace tossed her a concerned look.
"Yeah, grab those too!" Becky agreed, already laughing inside. "How perfect would that be? Her father walking in, seeing Mellissa restrained, with Becky fucking her while she was. It couldn't get any better. "But hurry back! I'm really horny now, just thinking about that."
**
William pulled into the drive right behind Mellissa's car. He was just getting out when he looked over and saw Jessica's VW Bug pulling in up front. He stepped out, waiting as she got out herself, looking at him inquisitively.
"What's going on? Why are you here?" She asked.
"Same as you I think. Come on, lets' head around towards the back. I'm assuming you were told to do the same thing as well yes?"
"Yes, as a matter of fact...I was," she said trailing behind him as they headed around the side yard through the gate, approaching the patio area. They walked up to the sliding glass doors together, looking in before opening the doors.
"What the hell?" William asked upon doing so, stepping in. "Someone want to tell me exactly what the hell IS going on here?" He asked.
"Yeah, I'd like to know that too," Jessica added following, glancing towards her mother. Grace and Mellissa stood, and though they had robes on, it was evident that's all they had on. Jessica had known about her mother and Grace for quite some time now, their relationship hadn't been any secret. There were in fact very few secrets between them, something Jessica had always appreciated. But why Becky's father was here too, so far remained unexplained.
"Where IS Becky anyway?" William asked taking a seat now as Grace had asked them both to do.
"We'll show you in a minute," she explained. "But before we do that, there's a few things you need to hear about first," she went on. "Starting with, why you're both no doubt here in the first place."
Things were already odd enough. He was just turning the corner onto Grace's street when he got the phone call from Mellissa, asking him if he could hurry on over. He told her he was in fact just then, turning into the drive.
"And I have a feeling, you got some sort of message from me too yes?" Mellissa asked turning towards her daughter, "telling you to be here as well?"
"Yeah, I got a text from you. Which I knew was strange in and of itself," she replied, explaining to William and Grace both. "Mom NEVER text's me. She hates doing that, and when I tried calling her back to ask her what the hell was going on, all I got was her voice mail. And then I knew something weird was taking place here. Pulling up and seeing William just arriving, more or less confirmed that. And then walking in here, seeing the two of you wearing nothing more than the robes you have on, well...what more can I say? Someone mind filling us in on the rest of everything?"
Mellissa handed William Becky's camera. "In a minute, you'll want to watch that," she informed him. But before you do that, Grace wants to tell you both exactly what was happening here...and why we're in the position that we are. I didn't know about all the details myself until a short time ago."
"I told her what I suspected was going on, and then told her about your daughter's attempt into blackmailing me, and very possibly you too," she told William. Becky had come downstairs for a drink, which is when I informed Mellissa as to what was really taking place, and why. We decided to do something about it before things got any worse, and now glad that we did. Though I'm not sure how you're going to want to handle all this after we show you what we did," Grace informed him. "What I do know is this William, we're going to have to do something now, while we still can, and before it's too late...for everyone, including Becky."
Grace went on to tell him the entire story, ending with him watching the short video that Becky had taken, ending with her sitting there in bed, flipping the bird and mouthing the words, "Fuck you bitch!" He now knew what that was all about too, and why Jessica was here, though he had already guessed this wasn't something Jessica really needed to see. She could pretty much guess at the rest of it.
"So what did you do to her anyway?" William asked curiously now.
"I'll show you," Grace stood. "But keep in mind, I think we're going to have to come up with something to teach her a lesson here. And more importantly, something that will force her to reveal the password she downloaded into my computer system before she can activate the command that will send out those files to all the board members at the high school, and your office very possibly," she added, though she was only guessing at that. Though William had to agree with her there, he couldn't afford to take the chance that she wasn't setting him up as well, not to mention Mellissa. "Ok, just try and not get too upset, or very possibly mad at us," Grace told him stepping towards the bookcase. "She didn't really give us too much of a choice." Grace actually blushed just a little looking somewhat sheepishly as she pulled out a book from the shelf. There was a small click, and then she pushed, the bookshelf suddenly swinging inwards, revealing that it was in a fact a small doorway into the room beyond. "Welcome to my parlor..."
"Said the spider to the fly," William finished for her, and then followed Grace and Mellissa into the room, Jessica coming in behind him. What he saw, truly blew him away, and for a moment, he could only stand there, his mouth agape, eyes wide. "Fucking A!" He exclaimed. "Becky?"
"At the moment, she can't hear or see you," Grace told everyone. "So we can stand here and talk, and decide what we're ALL going to do about this. And I mean ALL of us too," she added. This ends here today...and now, before anyone does anything else. We first have to agree on what we're going to do about this, and then do it. Agreed?"
William stood looking at his very naked daughter as she hung there. Suspended entirely off the floor, there was a length of rope securing her already handcuffed wrists. Her legs were likewise bound, with another length of rope securing them, pulling her up into a not quite vertical position. Becky had what appeared to be some kind of leather hood on over her head, and though her nose and mouth were all that could be seen, she had a ball-gag currently stuffed in her mouth.
"She's been fitted with ear plugs and the mask is also padded, so at the moment, she can't hear a thing," Grace explained. "And now is not the time to try and explain this room to you," she added, to either one of you," she included Jessica. "I will answer any of those questions later for you, but now is not the time. Suffice it to say, this little dungeon area of mine as I call it, came in more than a bit handy for this, once Mellissa and I figured out what she was really up to here. The question again remains...what are we going to do about it?"
William honestly didn't know. He was surprised at the level and depth that Becky could take something like this. He knew she had held resentment towards him, but to the obvious extent that she did, came as a total surprise. He wasn't even sure they could repair their relationship after this at all. Not after what she had done, or was about to do anyway. Grace and Mellissa were correct, Becky needed to be taught a lesson for trying to do this, regardless of the consequences. She needed to learn she couldn't get away with something like this in the first place. But more importantly, they really needed that password trigger code, no matter what it took in order for them to get it.
"I have no idea," he honestly told them both. "But I will tell you this, if anyone else does, I'll support it one hundred percent. We need to get that code, and we need to teach my daughter a lesson, even if she hates me the rest of my life for it. I feel sorry for her, and for what she feels she's gone through most of her life, but to take it out on everyone like this, there's no excuse for it. Her problems, anger...hate should have been directed solely towards me, not towards any of you. So let me be the one to deal with the consequences of that once we're done here."
"I'm glad to hear you say that," Grace told him. "Because I do have an idea, but it's one in which we're all going to have to agree to do together for one thing. ALL of us," she added turning towards Jessica, which might mean, doing certain things you might not have considered ever doing before. But there's a reason for doing that, and one that I think eventually...will get her to give up, and give in to us, as strange as what I'm about to tell you, may sound."
With Becky hanging there suspended, unable to see or hear a thing, they stood listening to Grace's idea and reasoning. And though William listened in disbelief at first, he began to come to grips and understanding with it as Grace began.
"I know this is apt to sound a bit twisted and sick at first, but having spent some time with Becky in the past, getting her to open up to me about certain, previously confidential things, I think that is part of what's behind all this. She doesn't hate you as much as she's been jealous of you William, and especially now. Since you've starting seeing someone again, like Mellissa here. And then her anger turned to vengeance upon learning who she was, the mother of the daughter with whom she'd once had a run in with at school."
"I told you that would come back to bite you one day," Mellissa added looking at her daughter. "Did you ever go back and try to apologize to her like I asked you?"
"I did mother. I really did. I felt bad because I'd been goaded into going along with the teasing that the other girls were putting her through. But when I approached her to tell her that, that's when she hit me, and all but knocked me out. When I finally regained my senses, others had jumped in, someone taking her off, so I didn't have a chance then to try and explain to her that I really was sorry for what had happened. And then I figured, I had actually gotten from her what I deserved for it. I figured if I left her alone, and didn't say or do anything else to her, the matter would be dropped, and that would be that. Obviously...it wasn't."
"Obviously. And now, here we all are, forced to deal with this," she said looking at William. "And I too am sorry William, especially if this ruins the relationship you and I were just starting to enjoy. But this is one time that I have to side with Grace on her idea. We can't have any of this ruining anyone else's lives or careers, regardless of what it takes in order to do that. So if Grace thinks this idea of hers will work, and for the reasons she's already told us it would, then I for one, am willing to do that. The question is, are you?" She asked as William thought about it, and finally shook his head.
"Yes. I am. So...what do we do next then?"
"The first thing we ALL do, is take our clothes off, and then after that, we..."
William was frankly surprised when Jessica agreed to do so, and for the reasons that Grace had outlines, as awkward as it was most likely going to be for everyone initially. And yet, she did it. Just as he did...soon to be standing there naked, with an erection, in front of his very own daughter. As bizarre as it had indeed sounded at first, Grace's thoughts weren't that far out or outlandish. Her reasoning, and beliefs behind that reasoning, were sound. If this was indeed the only way they could get through to her, and get her to listen to reasoning, and eventually...hopefully, give up the password to protect everyone's reputation and careers, then he would do whatever it took in order to do that. And do it, regardless of how embarrassed, or uncomfortable he felt.
"So first off, we get her mad, make her feel embarrassed and humiliated? Right?"
"Right. That will be a form of punishment to her, yes. But it will make her vulnerable as well, seeing that, getting angry, and most likely, not thinking very straight in the beginning because of it. But knowing what I now believe to be correct about a few other things, now that I have all the puzzle pieces, we also need to play against those other emotions of hers, get her to open up and confess to them. Once we've done that, once we've gotten her to surrender to them, then I believe, she'll give us the answers we need. So...one last time, everyone here agree to do this?"
They all did. And though it could turn sour and disastrous if it didn't work, there really wasn't any other alternative either. In moments, all four of them were naked, and in position. Jessica for the time being, hidden and waiting behind a small partition. Mellissa, now sitting in Williams lap, his hard stiff cock, which had taken a bit of doing to get there at first, now comfortably resting inside her as Grace walked over to the still hanging Becky, removing the hood along with the ear plugs she was wearing, though keeping the ball-gag in place.
William had been warned. Grace had already told him what to expect once the hood came off. When Becky's eyes adjusted, and she saw her own father sitting there in the room with her, fucking the very same woman who she had likewise come to hate and despise, her expression said it all. If looks could kill. Becky thrashed, even though it was useless for her to do so as Grace took a small riding crop and gave Becky's ass a quick switch with it.
"Enough!" Grace warned. "Now unless you want another one, even harder than that, you're going to calm down, listen to what I have to tell you, and watch. After all Becky, you're in no position to do anything other than that, now are you?" Stubborn as she was however, as Grace had likewise warned everyone she was apt to be, she trying cursing around the gag in her mouth, hanging there wild-eyed, face beet red, and once more thrashing about, for all the good it did her. But, just as she had been warned, Grace once again laid the crop across her back-side, this time noticeably firmer and harder, the sound of the whip striking flesh, reverberating easily within the small sound-proofed room.



Becky couldn't believe her own eyes. The fact that she'd allowed these two women to get the jump on her, and subdue her the way that they had, so unexpectedly, had been bad enough. But now, to be strung up and just hanging here, and then finding out the first thing she sees, is her own father, sitting there fucking the very woman she had hoped to destroy, was almost more than she could honestly handle. And it was a surprise, and further humiliation to her, to be hanging there naked in front of him, and he...looking at her as she was, all the while fucking...fucking this bitch, this cunt, this whore! And obviously, enjoying it! He would indeed pay for this, the first chance she got, some way, somehow...by any means. Though she was equally as determined, they all would. They would all pay for this. If they thought they could scare her, humiliate her into submission, they all had another think coming.
William wasn't sure this was such a good idea after all, seeing the crazed, hateful look in his daughter's eyes, though Grace stood off to one side, holding the switch, ready to use it again if necessary. So far, Becky hung, unmoving, simply staring...with that look. Looking towards Grace, she tried to smile, nodding, letting him know he was doing fine, and to keep going, though it was now time to turn it up a little. This is where Mellissa came in. William wasn't sure he could be as vocal as Grace had indicated they should be, giving himself away if he even tried at first. So that would be Mellissa's job when turning it up a notch.
"You see your father's nice hard cock going in and out of my pussy Becky? You hate that it is don't you? You hate that he's fucking me...and not you, don't you Becky?"
Although this is what Grace believed was one of the problems with her, William had had trouble believing she was right, though agreeing to go along. Hearing Mellissa saying this though still bothered him. He still didn't believe this was one of the reasons Becky had chosen to do this by way of getting back at everyone for her preconceived false notions. The problem was, as Mellissa spoke he could see by the look in Becky's eyes that Mellissa had indeed struck a nerve. Becky began straining against the bonds that held her once again, trying to speak, spittle and saliva spewing forth around the ball-gag in her desperation. But it was her eyes that told the truth. Once again, Grace laid the riding crop over and against Becky's bare ass cheeks. William knew she wasn't hitting Becky as hard as she could have, the sound of the crop hitting flesh still loud enough to startle his daughter back into submission however.
"The truth is, you don't want him fucking anybody except for you, don't you Becky?" Mellissa pressed, still slowly sliding up and down William's shaft, ensuring that Becky got a real good view of her father's cock, now coated with an abundance of Mellissa's creamy nectar. William could see his daughter's eyes were now focused on that, her glare not quite as harsh as it once had been. She was indeed looking, almost with longing now, frustration.
"You're mad at him, because you're still a virgin yourself, because you've been denied the right to choose for yourself the where and when of doing that, deciding that. I know Becky, I know...because I was once where you are in a way. Told I couldn't give myself to the person I loved. But I did so anyway, and I was shunned by my own family for doing it Becky. So you see? I do know what you're feeling, what you've been through in a way." Becky was now looking at Mellissa with a surprised expression on her face, not quite trusting her words yet, though wondering.
"You can chose Becky. Just ask your father. He'll tell you. Regardless of what the terms of your trust says, he'll keep your secret, he'll lie for you if he has to Becky, if that's what you want. If you want to be able to give your virginity to whoever you wish to, he'll support you in that. It's your right to do that Becky, no one else's," Grace told her, now gently caressing the young woman's ass, soothing the small red marks that now lay criss-crossing her tender flesh. There was a noticeable difference in Becky's demeanor, not so much they felt she would give them what they wanted yet, she could still be playing them as well. So it was right to be cautious here. But Grace moved forward now, reaching for and removing the ball gag from her mouth.
And as they'd expected, Becky wasn't quite ready to give up yet either. Still somewhat defiant as she hung there suspended, dangling, her large breasts pointed towards the floor, though even William noticed that her nipples had firmed up considerably. "Was she actually enjoying this?" He asked himself.
"Let...me...down," Becky spoke firmly, yet softly.
"Not...quite...yet," Grace replied in kind speaking just as softly, yet firmly too. "If you want down, and out of this, then you have to give us the password to those files," she stated. "And then we need to ensure that nothing was sent to anyone once you have. Do that, and then we'll let you out of this, and we can sit down and discuss all this afterwards."
Not too surprisingly, Becky refused. "No. I know what you'll do if I do that. You'll still punish me anyway, you'll torture me for what I've done. It's all I have to ensure that no one will do anything to me for any of this. Maybe I was wrong about some things, but I know I was right about a few others," she added now looking at Mellissa. "Like Jessica for one," she stated once again vehemently, becoming agitated all over again.
"No, you're wrong about that too," Mellissa told her, only then slipping off William's cock, actually standing, Becky's eyes once again drawn towards her father's slick, gooey phallus. "Yes...what Jessica did WAS wrong, and she freely admitted that to me Becky. She even tried to apologize to you for having done that, but you wouldn't listen to her, you wouldn't give her the chance. And you were angry with her because of something else too, weren't you Becky? Something you didn't share with anyone..."
"Except for me," Grace spoke one again walking around the other side, the two women now standing next to Becky, effectively shielding her eyes as Grace waved over to where Jessica had been hiding all this time. "I kept your secret," Grace continued. "Never said anything to anyone, told you that it was up to you to do that, to take the chance and let your own feelings be known. But you didn't did you? Instead, you chose to be angry at that too, angry at Jessica, angry at everyone including yourself. So instead of finding out what the truth was, or taking that chance, you chose to strike out instead."
"What truth?" Becky spat, still defiant, and starting to get angry again, though worried now that she would again feel the sting of Grace's crop. She didn't. Instead she felt something else, and then gasped, the hand that had gently touched and cradled one of her free swinging breasts, was neither Grace's or Mellissa's. Only then did Jessica step from around her mother, revealing herself to Becky now as well.
Becky was shocked seeing her, only then remembering the text message she had sent out actually inviting her to come, though this wasn't quite what she'd had in mind when she'd sent it. "What...what are you doing here?" She asked, though noting that Jessica was naked too, her eyes feasting on the young woman's body for the first time. Her private, secret thoughts suddenly betraying her as she looked briefly towards Grace.
"You sort of invited me, remember?" Jessica responded.
"I never told her a thing," Grace assured her. "She had her own thoughts, which she only recently told us about. But that holds true for everything we discussed," she added. "I never once broke my word to you, I never told anyone, anything. So whether you choose to believe that or not, is entirely up to you."
Jessica now stood, softly caressing and fondling Becky's breasts as she hung there beside her. "She's telling you the truth Becky. She never said anything to me, so I never knew. And I never got the chance to not only apologize to you for what happened, or ever get the chance to tell you how I felt about you either. So I guess, I'll just have to show you instead."
Grace walked over tripping a lever that slowly allowed Becky's feet to come back down to the floor again, allowing her to stand, though her legs remained bound, as well as her arms, still raised over her head. As she settled gently back to the floor again, Jessica stood in front of her, her hands cupping Becky's breasts as she began kissing them, gently caressing and sucking them. Becky again squirmed, but not in anger this time, but in pleasure. The surprise at hearing Jessica's own words, telling her that she actually had thoughts, and feelings towards her, came as a major, unexpected surprise. And even more so, when Jessica knelt, her hands still cupping and fondling her breasts, but her tongue now snaking out to tenderly explore the sensitive region within her exposed, wanting lips. Jessica continued teasing her in this way as Grace walked over, now standing next to Mellissa, the two of them watching, and now caressing one another as William simply sat looking on.
"Maybe this was working after all," he thought quietly, though he was still distrusting of his own daughter. She could still be trying to work them into freeing her, after what she had done so far.
"Are you ready to give us the code yet?" Mellissa asked.
"How do I know, you're not just trying to trick me?" She asked. "How do I know any of this is real, that you're just not saying and doing these things into tricking me into giving it to you?" She asked, softly moaning however as Jessica continued to pleasure her with her mouth and tongue.
"And how do we know you're not doing the same thing to us?" Mellissa questioned. "It seems we're at a stand off here, aren't we? So what's it going to take for us to reach a mutual decision here that we can all live with, and learn to start trusting one another again?"
Becky looked towards Grace. "There is one thing," she began. "You once confided in me, told me something that you said no one else knew, something that only I would, to which I also promised I would never tell anyone. And so far, I haven't. Do you remember what that was Grace?"
Grace nodded her head yes. "Go on," She said. "Tell them. Tell them what I once told you, if this is what it's going to take."
"You once told me, in confidence, that though you had always been a lesbian, and had never done anything with a man. That if the right circumstances, and the right man came along...you admittedly were curious about what it might feel like, to actually be with someone."
"I did yes...so what's your point?"
"Prove it to me. Show me, unless I'm mistaken here, though I don't think that I am. Not after what I've seen. I don't believe for a minute that the thought hadn't crossed your mind when you got involved with my father, even in the small way that you did. So tell me...tell everyone, am I wrong? Or did you not tell me the honest truth when you said that? Or are you going to stand there now, and tell me that my father wouldn't be that man that you might consider doing something like that with?"
Both William and Mellissa were surprised upon hearing this, turning and looking at one another.
"He is yes. And you're right in your assumption too. Which is the truth, and the reason why I suggested the three of us get together the way we did. I wanted to find out, see if he was...and eventually perhaps tell them that I did want to. So I guess now's as good a time as any, to prove that. But...if I do, do this...what are you willing to do for us, give to us, to prove that you're being honest with us now too?"
"You do this, and then I promise I'll do something for you. Something that will give you some assurance I'm speaking the truth here myself. And then after that...I'll give you the code."
Grace turned towards Mellissa. Her eyes asking before she did.
"Go ahead," Mellissa responded smiling at her friend. "Unless of course William isn't interested." They both turned towards him then, though he stood grinning, even blushing a little looking down at himself. His prick had wilted just a bit, but had suddenly lurched, throbbing in eager expectation.
"That answer your question?" Everyone laughed, including Becky, as well as Jessica, though Jessica once again began kissing and caressing Becky's breasts as everyone now looked on. Grace walking over, inviting William to sit down in the chair once again. He did so, as she turned around, facing everyone, and then slowly began to slither down his waiting tool, taking it easily inside her very wet, expectant opening.
Grace continued to slither up and down William's cock, fucking a man...and being fucked by a man for the very first time in her life. "And let's keep something straight between us William," Grace chuckled, "though in a way, I guess it already is. Even though your cocks inside my cunt, I'm still a lesbian. This is just about the pleasure, and satisfying a curiosity, this won't really change anything, you know?"
"Ah huh," Mellissa said laughing as well, bending over, kissing Grace full on the lips. "And just because I consider myself actually straight, doesn't mean I don't enjoy a good pussy licking from time to time either," she said kissing Grace again, and then winking at her. Grace winked back, smiling, though they all turned as one facing Becky again, who was now moaning and groaning uncontrollably, obviously close to orgasm herself now.
"Ok, stop! Stop!" She pleaded. "Please Jessica please! I want to cum, but not like this," she barely managed as Jessica reluctantly stood up, still licking her lips. "Thank you," she moaned, once more addressing Grace, Mellissa and her father. Though Grace was for the moment at least, perfectly content to continue riding William's cock, finding that she was quite enjoying it, and not about to stop either. "Ok, since you kept your end of the deal, now I will. But first, I'll give you some additional insurance in order to prove that. Anyone still have my camera?"
"It's still in the other room," William panted.
"I'll get it," Mellissa laughed, coming back a moment later, though it was evident by the look on Grace's face, she was getting closer and closer to orgasm, though so was poor William. "Maybe...we should wait for just a moment," she giggled again, though no one offered up any objections to that either.
"Cum inside me, it's ok. I want to experience that too!" Grace groaned deeply, hovering on the edge now, and then calling out. "Oh yes! Yes! YES!" She screamed, suddenly thrashing and convulsing as her climax seized her very core. William as well, unleashing a torrent of his own cream inside her, Grace's orgasmic spasms, the way her pussy now clenched, milking his shaft, had triggered it. They both cried out, coming together now, only slowly coming down from that minutes later. "Whew...well, that was certainly worth it!" Grace grinned, finally standing, holding her hand down between her legs, pulling it away moments later with what appeared to be a massive excess of their combined spending.
"Here's a towel," Mellissa again grinned, wiping herself up with one, as she had just managed a nice little fingering orgasm herself, watching the two of them. "Ok, now...where were we?" She asked. "Oh yeah...the camera."
"OK, part of your insurance, is in filming me now," Becky announced. "Something you can have, and keep just in case you think I'm not being honest with you here."
"Like what?" William finally asked, curious now as to what his daughter's intentions were.
"You're going to film me, losing my virginity. I'm going to give that up, right here and now, so that you'll have that to use against me, if you think I'll ever do anything to betray any of you ever again."
William looked in wide-eyed surprise and shock at his daughter. Not so much for what she was offering up here, but for the implications she'd made when suggesting it. "But...but, I...I can't Becky, you're my..."
"Not you daddy. Jessica. I want Jessica to be the one to take my cherry. But Grace WAS right about one thing. I was jealous of you in a way. Jealous because you actually did find someone to be able to express yourself with. You and I are a lot more alike than I think either one of us was willing to admit to. I wasn't the only one that mother repressed, I know that now. I know that you suffered all these years every bit as much as I did. The difference is, you went out and did something about it that meant something. What I did, was just the opposite. I went out to hurt you, and everyone else that I felt should continue to suffer the way I had been. So...having said that, that's why I want this. Why I want it now."
"Me? You want me?" Jessica stammered, surprised. "But...but how?"
Becky nodded her head over towards a large shelf that nearly filled one entire wall. There were all kinds of toys, vibrators and other interesting looking devices on it. "I'm willing to bet that Grace has a few strap on dildos over there somewhere, don't you Grace?"
Now it was Grace's turn to nod her head. "I do. If that's what you really want, but I also don't believe it's necessary for you to do this either," she added.
"Maybe not for you guys...but it is for me. You said earlier that it really should be my choice, the where and when...and who. Well, if that's' the case, and if you really meant that," she said looking at her father. "Then I've made that choice."
"Well in that case, I do believe I have something that will do the job, and not make it any more painful than necessary either. William? Why don't you go ahead and let her down now."
"No!" Becky said. "Not yet. You can untie my legs, so I can stand easier perhaps, and spread them. And even let me down enough so I can at least lean forward and bend over. I think I'd actually prefer that. But...I want my wrists still restrained, that's how I want my first time to be, if you don't really mind."
Although surprised to hear this, let alone be doing this, William did as his daughter had asked. Jessica helping to remove the leg bindings and restraints, and then Grace helping her to put on the strap on dildo, though they had together selected a fairly slim, though still somewhat long looking dildo to fit in it.
"I think you should start off with this one first, you know...to get you through the initial penetration anyway. After that, if you decide you're ok, and want something a little bigger, we can always switch it out."
"Gee...no wonder men don't stand much of a chance these days," William joked. "Next thing you know, we'll be entirely replaced by Swiss Army dildo's or something."
"Hey, that's not such a bad idea either!" Mellissa quipped. "There are times when I could really use one of those!"
"Hopefully, not so many times now," William stated, frowning just a bit, until Mellissa reached down, stroking his dick again. "Honey, as fun as some of these toys are, they're still not quite as good as the real thing. And especially THIS thing, so I don't think you have anything to worry about."
Jessica now wearing the strap on dildo stood waiting as Grace finished lubricating that up, and while Mellissa then did the same to Becky's pussy.
"One last time. You're sure about this? This is really what you want?"
"I'm sure. So now Jessica, do me a favor and fuck me. Fuck me nice and hard too...I deserve it."
"I'll indeed take your cherry, and enjoy doing it too," Jessica told her. "But I'm not just going to fuck you either Becky. I'm actually going to make love to you instead. So if you're ready for that, then let's do this."
"Oh yeah...I'm more than ready. I've been more than ready for this for a very, very long time. So like you said, let's do this, shall we?"



To be continued...
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Although her arms and wrists were still bound, Grace had given Becky just enough slack to lean forward comfortably, spreading her legs a bit further apart as she did. Jessica now fitted, stepped behind Becky, but continued to caress and tease her with fingers ensuring she was very ready, and very, very wet. Mellissa had taken an active role now as well, at Becky's request. Standing in front of the young woman, she reached out, enjoying the feel of Becky's large hanging pendulous breasts. Mellissa tweaked Becky's think fat nipples, pinching and rolling them between her fingers as Becky hissed hotly.
"Oh yes, yes...keep doing that," she begged. "That feels, so fucking good!"
William fidgeted in his chair, seeing and hearing this, still a bit uncomfortable watching his daughter as she was obviously being pleasured. Before this, he had managed to deal with all this as the only way of getting the needed information from her, her humiliation and punishment. But now that things seemed to be heading off in an entirely different direction, he was fighting against his own moral beliefs, trying not to become too aroused, or too personally involved in this, without much success. And though he didn't feel it necessary to actually record this with Becky's camera, she had insisted on it, and wouldn't allow things to continue until he did. And so he did. Sitting, watching, becoming aroused almost against his will, knowing that eventually, he would no doubt succumb to it.
Grace had walked over now standing beside Jessica, reaching down and initially holding on to a good portion of the still exposed dildo she was wearing. "I've had a bit of experience in doing this," she announced. "It's important Becky, that you let her know how you're doing. If you need her to stop for a moment, then say so. And then when you're ready, you tell us if you're ready for her to continue pushing in. When the time comes, when you know it's about to happen, the easiest way to get through it is to simply tell her to thrust the rest of the way into you, and to not hold back. It'll be entirely up to you when that happens, we're in no rush here, so neither should you be either. Ok, you ready Becky?"
"More than," she moaned pleasurably, glad to be momentarily distracted as Mellissa continued to tease her breasts and nipples, even stooping over some in order to suckle the two of them together, pressing Becky's large pliant breasts until her nipples became one as Mellissa drew them into her mouth. William's sudden groan alerted everyone that he too was beginning to find this erotic. And even Becky finally had to admit, having her father there, seeing and watching this, though he would remain for the most part merely an observer, was having, and leaving an element of decadence, and that sense of pure taboo to it, that for whatever reason, was heightening her arousal even more.
"Ok Jessica, go ahead and push inwards a little until Becky tells you to do otherwise, or hold still."
Even then, Grace kept her hand wrapped around the base of the fake prick, prepared to halt any further penetration into her at a moment's notice. Jessica slowly pressed, and for several long moments, Becky said nothing, merely panting, breathing hard and sensing the first ever real attempt at breaking through her hymen.
"Ok, stop...just for a minute," she managed, shaking just a bit, her legs quivering.
"Does it hurt?" Jessica asked worriedly. "You want me to pull out any?" Grace knew simply by holding on, that Becky hadn't in fact taken much of the toys length just yet, a couple of inches was perhaps all...no more than three, though another inch or so would certainly be pressing the issue.
"No...not really. Not too bad. I just want to catch my breath, feel this. I want to remember the moment," she panted again, gasping a little. "What this felt like, the moment before," she breathed once again. "Ok, keeping going, a little more," she winced slightly as Jessica did that, and as Grace finally had to let go now, the moment drawing near when it would be now or never, which would be entirely up to Becky to decide.
William sat stroking himself, still focusing on the view through the camera. He had given up all pretense of decorum at this point, though that too was laughable, doing what they already had just to reach this point. He found it interesting however, to only then come to realize the uninhibited openness, and acceptance that Mellissa obviously held, and had towards her own daughter. And though she too had no desire to become personally intimate with her, the mere fact she could be present with her, did show the mutual trust and respect they both had. Something he himself wished, that perhaps one day, he might have with Becky. Jessica was after all, old enough to choose for herself, just as Becky now was. And the silly-assed rules of the trust, no longer made sense, or held any power or importance to him, nor should it. After this was over, and things had again settled down for the better, William was bound and determined to see what he could do about changing all that. He knew that both he and Becky would be far better off for it, once it was.
"Ok, now...NOW!" Becky cried out straining against the restraints, Mellissa in fact standing now, holding Becky closer to her, pressing her almost affectionately against her own breasts as Becky turned her head back, looking...watching as she called out, resting her head there against Mellissa's equally soft breasts. Grace nodded at Jessica, and then Jessica shoved, hard this time, feeling a momentary block, almost backing off. Grace had been wise enough to be ready for that however, her hands just then coming down to grip both of Jessica's twin ass cheeks. When she felt Jessica start to let up at the sound of Becky's brief anguish, she pushed instead, forcing Jessica to continue on with the penetration. A loud gasp suddenly escaping Becky's mouth, her eyes popping open wide as she looked directly towards her father. She squealed in surprise, more so than pain, and then laughed.
"Oh my god! She's in me!"
Becky then asked for Jessica to hold still again just for a moment. Not because of any pain, that had been short and fleeting. All she felt now was fullness, a sense of completeness.
"Time for a little something extra," Grace winked, and then pressed a small little switch on the belt Jessica was wearing. Almost immediately, both she and Becky felt a slight, soft pleasuring little hum, the vibrations almost insignificant, more like a calming tickle.
"Hmm, that's nice," Jessica purred, her clit actually being stimulated even more than it had been while she'd been concentrating on actually taking Becky's virginity. Grace stood behind her, hugging the young woman against her own breasts, letting her feel the hard itty-bitty spear points digging into her own back. Simultaneously, Grace cupped Jessica's very small, petite, yet perky tits in her hand, caressing and rubbing them, enjoying the feel of her likewise tiny tipped nipples as they pressed softly within the palm of her hands.
"Ooh, turn it up some," Becky asked as Jessica slowly began moving in and out of her again, the minor discomfort she had at first felt, suddenly washed away in the slippery wetness of her arousal. The tickling touch of nerve endings never before reached, touched, caused her to feel almost light-headed. That, and the new addition now of this gentle vibrating sensation so very deep inside her. "Oh yeah, that's better...right there, leave it right there," she asked not wanting to overload her senses, which were already doing things to her she had never imagined before.
William couldn't just simply sit there any more. Propping the camera up on a nearby shelf, ensuring that everyone would still be in frame, he walked over to where Mellissa was. Seeing him coming, she grinned, reaching up to use the ropes still holding Becky in position, to further brace herself with. She too now leaning forward just a bit, as William slipped easily into her from behind. With her breasts so close and beckoning, Becky didn't even think twice about it, gathering one of Mellissa's nipples up with her lips, sucking it firmly as her father began slow-fucking Mellissa from behind.
Grace had again turned up the vibrating cock inside Becky's pussy another notch, not so much to again distract from the delicious sensations that Jessica was bringing to her with her own smooth, yet constant in and out motions, but enough to escalate and intensify what Becky now knew, would be her first ever vaginal orgasm. Whatever Jessica and the toy were doing to her inside, were things she had never felt or experienced before. She felt a spot, a place, that seemed to be expanding nerve-wise in every direction. She could almost imagine tentacles reaching out to every erogenous zone she possessed. Each one of them now being pleasured simultaneously as her body began to shake and convulse all on its own.
"Oh my god! Fuck me! Fuck me Jessica! Fuck me!" Becky screamed, once more craning her head, seeking out and searching for Mellissa's neglected breast, though Mellissa quite happily reached down, feeding it to her.
"That's it you nasty, naughty girl...suck my tit, that's it, suck it...suck it nice and hard!"
As for herself, Jessica simply couldn't hold out any longer. She had always had sensitive breasts as it was anyway, and had at times actually brought herself to orgasm merely by playing with them herself. Now with Grace doing that, adding in the very intense vibration that was now driving her clit crazy, and the sounds of Becky's sloppy wet cunt that she was in fact continuing to fuck, she was ready to turn inside out with orgasmic bliss.
"Do it honey...do it. Let it go!" Grace coaxed, able to tell that Jessica, was already too far gone at this point, though Becky too was in the midst of her own second, almost simultaneous orgasm.
To her surprise, along with everyone else's, Jessica cried out, lurched, shoving her fake prick about as deeply as she could into Becky's cunt, and screamed out at the top of her lungs. As she did, Grace looked down, hearing what sounded like someone was peeing. But she knew immediately, it wasn't that. Jessica's pussy was squirting like someone had turned on a garden hose. The splash of her liquid climax back washing against the pommel of the dildo still attached to her, causing a cascade of sweet girl juice to literally squirt off in varying directions. There was too much to hold back for one thing, and the force of it was likewise as incredible as the young girls overpowering orgasm itself. Even Becky felt it, still in the throes of her own orgasmic joy, looking back now, feeling Jessica's girl juice wetting the two of them profusely.
It caused her to launch into yet again, a third totally unexpected climatic release.
"Fuck! Fuck!" William spat, hearing, and now seeing this. A streamer of Jessica's girl cream now dripping down onto the floor, the poor girl literally collapsing over his daughter's back, who had likewise collapsed, held up only because of the ropes still holding her upraised arms behind her.
"Give it to me!" Mellissa laughed excitedly, hotly, suddenly pulling away, dropping down to her knees, William's cock now fully engulfed inside her mouth. But the surprises weren't over with yet. The intensity of what was happening, almost all at once, had likewise affected Grace. Upon hearing Williams warning cry, and then Mellissa suddenly dropping down there in front of him on her knees, she hurriedly ran over, dropping down herself right next to Mellissa.
"In for a penny," she said, as Mellissa laughed, removing Williams prick from her own mouth, literally feeding it to Grace. Grace tentatively licked it, and then sucked it inside her own mouth, looking up at William, the look of shock and surprise on his own face. She merely laughed, now stroking it, urging him on.
"Go ahead William, I'm sure they'll be enough for Mellissa and I to share together."
Taking the hint perhaps, Mellissa now joined her, the two of them actually placing their lips on either side of Williams shaft, almost as though they were attempting to kiss one another with his cock sandwiched between the two of them. Just seeing that, let alone feeling it, was too much. William allowed himself a deep guttural groan of perfect satisfaction, felt hit balls all but implode, and then felt the first searing release of his cream race up the length of his shaft. He stood, watching his thick sticky cum shoot out of the tip of his cock in long arching streamers that shot easily a few feet until Grace once again to his surprise, surrounded it with her mouth, drinking him in. He again stood there, watching her swallow, and then finally allowing Mellissa to remove it from her friend's mouth, managing to capture the last few final squirts for her self. Afterwards, the two of them actually kissing, tongues fencing, and mostly likely, swapping whatever remained of his cream between the two of them for several precious moments after that.
William stumbled back sitting back down in his chair. Grace and Mellissa helping one another up, laughing, still kissing, though they immediately began undoing the bindings that still held Becky in place. Seconds later, she stood free of her restraints, slightly flexing her wrists, rubbing them, and then likewise sat down on the floor, unable to stand any longer. Jessica did the same, sitting down next to her, and then surprised everyone when she leaned over, kissing Becky full on the lips. Becky returned the kiss as the two sat embracing one another for a very, very long time after that.
**
"As enjoyable as that all was, we still have a problem to settle here," Grace announced after eventually collecting herself. "And though I'm still a bit surprised you did that, I still need to ask you...what is the password to those files?"
Becky actually blushed. This time obviously shamefaced. "There isn't one, not that way anyway. The password is "Fuckyou," all one word," she reluctantly added, once again embarrassed at herself as well as the situation. But all that does is allow you to access the file itself, so you can open it, and delete it if you want to. I was bluffing when I said it would be sent out to anyone, I never actually intended to do that. I only wanted to scare you is all. I never really did intend on doing anything with it beyond that. I know you probably don't believe me, but its the truth."
Grace soon after led everyone out of her secret little room, back into the den and her computer. She hesitated before typing in the code.
"I'm telling the truth," Becky tried reassuring her. "Type in the code, it will allow you to open the files, and erase them. They won't be sent to anyone, anywhere. I promise."
Grace typed in the code. Sure enough, the file opened, the obscene, yet honestly erotic photos appeared. They all stood there looking at them as Grace once again started typing.
"What are you doing?" William asked, as the photos remained. Grace obviously not deleting them as everyone had expected.
"They're too fucking hot to delete," she said turning. "So what I did, was change the password," she grinned sheepishly. She did turn back to Becky however, once again a stern look on her face.
"But just because they are young lady...what you put us through...all of us, is still no excuse for any of this. I still think you've got some apologies to make, especially to your father, and Mellissa..."
"That may be so," William interrupted. "And I'm not excusing her actions either. But she deserves an apology from me as well. I should have done more than I did. Far more. I should have stood up for her from the very beginning, when I knew that what her mother was doing was wrong. But I let the fear of what she could do, to make my own life even more miserable than it already was, supersede that. And that's my fault and stupidity. Becky? I'm sorry. I truly am. I'm sorry I wasn't there for you when I should have been. Can you...will you...forgive me for that?"
"If you're willing to forgive me, then yes. Certainly. And I want to say something else to you too dad. I'm sorry that mom treated you the way she did. She was stupid the way I see it. And don't take this too wrong, coming from me. But anyone that has a cock as nice as yours is, deserves a hell of a lot better than she was willing to give you. So I hope...seriously, and honestly, that wherever this relationship heads now, between the three of you," she chuckled. "Will be everything the three of you ever hoped that it would be!"
"Ah, thank you..." William stammered, a bit surprised at his daughter's candid comments.
"You're welcome. And one more thing before we all start singing "Kum Ba Yah" or something. "I think it's cool that you're not all weirded out being naked in front of me, or that I'm not all that weirded out myself being naked in front of you either. I think it's sort of cool that we can be. Especially after what's happened. I just hope that this isn't one of those situations that we realize will never happen again. I'd like to think that we can at the very least, be a bit more free, open, and honest with one another in the future."
"So in other words, I shouldn't get too freaked out if I come home and accidentally run into you running around the house naked you mean?"
"Well, possibly that too yes. But more like...don't be too surprised if you come home and find out that maybe Jessica and I, or maybe even Bobby and I, happen to be that way either."
"So does that mean you'd like to see me, and maybe even be with me again too?" Jessica asked hopefully.
"Hell yes!" Becky quipped.
"And that maybe...you'd also be willing to introduce me to that friend of Bobby's? Larry?" She asked inquisitively.
"Holy shit...you mean to tell me, you've had your eye on Larry too?" Becky laughed.
"Hey. Just because I enjoy being with girls from time to time doesn't mean I don't still want to be with a man now and then either," she said somewhat defensively, and then blushed.
Becky reached over, hugging the young woman, drawing her to her until they actually stood there breasts mashing against one another, kissing. "Tell you what. I'm willing to bet that Bobby AND Larry would love to double date with the two of us one evening. And who knows...they might even enjoy watching the two of us together too. How's that sound?"
"Sounds like fun to me," Mellissa said jumping in. "And speaking of which, I still haven't cum yet," she said looking directly at William, and then at his somewhat flaccid looking cock.
"Allow me," Becky said surprising everyone. "It's the least I can do." She then took Mellissa's hand in hers and began leading her over to the couch.
"No wait...I have a better idea," Mellissa grinned, that is if it's ok with Grace?"
Grace looked at her with her own question in her eyes. "If what's ok?"
"The fact that I never knew about that secret little room of yours for one thing. And for another...how does that contraption of yours feel like anyway?" She giggled hopefully.
"How about we take you back inside, and show you?" Grace suggested, and then as one, they followed Grace back into her interesting little dungeon again.
William stood there in the doorway watching as Grace along with the other girls help, soon after hoisted Mellissa into the air, swinging and hanging much the same way Becky had been when all this first started. He was still in a bit of surprised shock at the way things had eventually, and surprisingly turned out. There was a long way to go yet as far as his relationship with Becky went, but he now felt at least...they would find it a lot easier to sit down and discuss with one another. Especially after seeing one another in such an intimate and vulnerable state. After this, the rest should be easy.



"Get over here limp dick," Grace chastised as Becky soon slipped into the strap-on, preparing to fuck Mellissa in much the same way she had been. "And unless your mother has any objections Jessica? How about you come over here and help me get this standing stiff and straight again?"
Jessica looked briefly towards her mother.
"Go ahead honey, at least once, consider it a special occasion, but don't go getting any ideas about this turning into a constant occurrence either. Or you either for that matter!" She added looking at William.
"Say's who?" William responded looking back, a rather large smile on his face. "I think it's safe to say, and just so you all know, Becky and I both, are going to start living our own lives for a change."
Mellissa smiled, nodding her head. "As you should baby, as you should."
-End-
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My wife Carol and I had been pondering for weeks where we were going to go on vacation this year. Normally a fun task to sit down and plan, but we had really grown bored with the a-typical sightseeing trips, and wanted to do something a bit more adventurous and fun. Although we really didn't consider ourselves swingers necessarily, we had partied, and gone to parties with friends that we had found enjoyable and fun. We'd even gone to a Nudist camp one year, which turned out far less than we'd hoped for. Although relaxing, sitting around in the nude all day, there was very little nightlife or excitement. We had also attended an annual gathering where a group of like-minded people met together, camped, and partied. Although a bit closer to what we'd been looking for, Carol hadn't been real thrilled with the almost primitive environment, sleeping in tents and doing our own cooking. By the end of the second day, she wasn't real thrilled with hooking up with anyone that like us, hadn't had a shower since we'd arrived there. As such, I had gotten on line and done some browsing on the Internet, looking for something a bit different and more along the lines of what we were actually hoping for. There were a few possibilities that seemed intriguing, and then one in particular really caught my eye.
"Hey Carol, come look at this. See what you think," I beckoned to her as she walked over to stand behind me looking over my shoulder.
With both of us in our early forty's, fairly well off from the decent paying jobs we both had, money wasn't really an issue for us when it came to planning a fun-filled vacation. And though the price listed was a bit steep, reading through the list of activities, entertainment and accommodations, I was growing more and more excited by the minute, as was evidenced by the massive hard on I was currently sporting as my wife pressed her bare breasts against my back while reading.
That part wasn't at all unnatural for us either, we were virtually nudists at home most of the time as it was. Doing so, seemed to not only enhance our very active sex-life, but it certainly made things easier for us whenever we got in the mood. Which was thankfully, often. It was also a subtle reminder for both of us to at least stay somewhat in shape, which we both did, working out at home. And though neither one of us sprouted muscles, let alone any kind of a real six-pack, being reasonably toned made us feel better about ourselves, especially if we ran around nude most of the time the way we did. And I'll be the first to admit, I was proud of the way my wife looked and carried herself. Although she was only five foot three, she had a magnificent pair of legs on her, along with a nice firm ass, and a great pair of tits. Although she had what she said were "only" B cups, I found them to be more than adequate, well rounded each one capped by a magnificent pair of dollar-sized light brown nipples. When aroused, her nipples were hard as pebbles and stood a good inch away from her breasts, ensuring that whatever top she had on, would highlight their incredible firmness much to my delight. But it wasn't even those attributes so much as her almost coal black shoulder length hair and light blue eyes to offset her alabaster complexion that so set her apart from most women.
As for myself, I was almost the exact opposite from that. Just under six feet, I had short blonde, almost white hair, a natural almost permanent tan due to my olive complexion, along with brown, almost golden colored eyes.
"I don't know Bryan," she said having read through the initial introduction. "I'll admit, it sounds interesting, but I think it's still out of our league. Are you prepared for a 'no-holds barred' weekend?" She asked. Admittedly, I wasn't sure myself. There were still a lot of unanswered questions we both had, but I did like the fact that once we expressed interest in spending the three-day weekend adventure at the resort hotel, we'd actually be contacted by a representative first. There was a pre-screening interview for one, a list of requirements we'd have to have available upon their arrival at our home. None of which presented any kind of a problem for us, and if anything...gave us some assurances as well.
We had to have recent health certificates going back no longer than three months. We had to agree to a full back ground investigation, and credit check, all of which we knew we'd pass with flying colors.
"Well, it wouldn't hurt to contact them have someone come out and interview us, and take it from there," I told her. "If either of us isn't comfortable after that, then we'll keep looking and find something else."
Carol at least agreed to do that, so I called and set up an appointment with someone to come out to our home and go over the more explicit details of what would be involved, according to the listing and short synopsis of events that had briefly been highlighted.
A very attractive looking woman in her mid-thirties came out to the house a few days later. It proved to be the most interesting interview we'd ever been through. Once we had given her the basic information that had been asked for, she again briefly described some of the activities and events that we could participate in at the resort, along with a very simple list of rules, that we'd have to agree to follow to the letter. Failure to do so would result in our being asked to leave, without any sort of refund. The fact that our three night, four day stay was pretty steep, ensured that we'd abide by those rules and requirements to be sure. But that also told us, most likely everyone else would too.
One of the more interesting rules was the fact that clothing was not allowed to be worn at the resort whatsoever. The only area where anything would be worn was in the main dining room, and then only the resort robes that we'd be given just for that. Beyond that, there wouldn't be any other part of the resort where clothing would or could be worn, except in checking in, and checking out. At least that made packing easy. No need for any major luggage. What I liked was that it was less than a two hour drive outside of San Diego, up in the foothills to a very exclusive, secluded area that had spectacular views. Every room was identical, and lavish in appearance, and the one simple rule there was, an open door was an invitation to anyone to come in who happened to be walking by. Outside of the room, anything and everything was fair game, even walking down the hallway. The biggest rule there was, and the only one that Carol had so far questioned, or had any concerns with, was that anyone...and everyone could freely touch you, or expect to be touched. Sexually speaking, touching was completely open, you just couldn't say no to that, not to anyone. You had the right to say "no thanks" to anyone suggesting oral sex, or intercourse...which we both appreciated. But if someone wanted to cop a feel while you walked down the hallway, or even stood in the elevator, they were free to do so, as were you.
"Any other questions so far?" Diane Jones asked as she completed the first of our pre-screening review. She had already warned us there would be one final hurdle to the interview we'd have to pass before she'd take back our application for consideration. Carol and I were both very curious as to what that might be. "Well, I am happy to tell the two of you that so far, I'm please with everything I've seen and that we've discussed here," she said smiling. "So now comes the hardest part for some people," she added to that, still smiling. "You now need to pass the inhibitions test."
"Inhibitions test?" We both questioned curiously.
"Yes, this actually will be the final determination as to whether I think the two of you are good candidates to come and stay with us. If you are reluctant to do any of the things I am about to ask you to do, chances are...you won't qualify. Now, just to be fair with you in this...asking you to do something, without question, doesn't necessarily mean it will even be something that will come up, or that you will do during your stay, but it might. Reluctance on your part to participate, even if it isn't something you might normally do, will have some bearing on you're being accepted. As I mentioned, you're only allowed one single "pass" on an invite, should you be given one, or invited into one of the recreation rooms, or party rooms at the resort. So if you harbor certain inhibitions about doing things while you're there, or participating in some way, chances are this resort simply isn't for you. So...if you're ready, shall we begin?"
Diane had informed us at the very beginning that in addition to being one of the resorts primary screeners, she was also a certified practicing Physician. So there would in fact be a physical examination, done while she was there. It would also be a very unusual one as well, as she'd initially explained it.
Carol and I had already agreed to that of course, and so began removing our clothing. In moments we both stood entirely naked in front of her.
"Ok, for starters Bryan, I need you to stroke your cock for me to ensure that you can indeed get a nice firm erection. So if you'd begin doing that," she asked as she then turned to my wife, though once again first checking the questionnaire we'd been asked to fill out ahead of time. I stood stroking my cock, which was thankfully hard as hell in no time. "It says here that you occasionally do squirt when you climax, yes?" She asked my wife as I was doing that. Carol confirmed that she very often did. "Good, what I need for you to do then, is to masturbate for me, I need to see if I can indeed confirm you can and do have an orgasm, so if you wouldn't mind doing so, please do. And feel free to use whatever toys, or means, or methods that you might prefer in bringing that about."
Although slightly embarrassed to actually sit down and simply start masturbating herself in front of a complete and total stranger, Carol knew as well as I did, that this was part of that inhibitions test she had just told us about. Already prepared for it, she sat...taking up one of her favorite toys, a glass dildo that actually had a name, called the "juicer" that rarely ever failed to cause my wife to have a nice little female squirt whenever she used it. In moments, she was sitting there, sliding the glass toy in and out of her very wet pussy while Diane looked on with obvious approval. As my wife did that, Diane again turned to me, fondling my cock briefly, though quite obviously inspecting it as she did.
"I'll need a sperm sample from you Bryan, and a urine...and blood sample from each of you before I leave tonight, and preferably a cum sample from Carol too after she orgasms," she told the two of us. Diane simply sat down then, watching the two of us as we sat there masturbating, occasionally taking notes as we did. "There's no time limit or restrictions here either," she added. "So take your time, enjoy yourself, part of my evaluation takes that into account too," she smiled.
"You mind if I ask you a question?" I just had to ask, curiously.
"Not at all, feel free," she responded.
"Doing these interviews, watching people...like us, sitting here masturbating ourselves in front of you, do you ever get aroused yourself while watching people do that?"
"Every time," she actually responded smiling. "I very often end up masturbating outside in my car after the interview is over in fact," she said candidly. "It just depends, but there's another little test here I'll be conducting in a moment anyway. Sometimes, because of that, I actually end up masturbating in front of the couple or allow them to play with me until I climax. But for now, just continue to do what the two of you are doing, and then we'll discuss the next phase of this after that."
Maybe it was the thought of seeing Diane playing with herself that heightened my wife's arousal and climax, but only moments after saying that, she came. And she had a nice little squirt too. Not as big as some I had seen, but not half bad when you're sitting there under the microscope either so to speak. Diane pulled one of her plastic containers from her bag, and captured a bit of my wife's slick climax, as a sample. She surprised me, even slipping her finger inside my wife's cunt, looking and checking her reaction when she did, and then licking and tasting her finger. She once again wrote down a few notes, turning back towards me. She pulled out another plastic container, holding it for me.
"Whenever you're ready. You can either fill it yourself, or I'd be more than happy to lend a hand," she said. For some reason, I personally felt that her simple suggestion, was again part of her test, so I decided to test her myself, in the event that it was.
"I think I'd prefer, and enjoy...having you do it."
The look on her face told me, that had indeed been the right answer. She smiled, wrapping her hand around my prick, and then stood there jacking me off into the cup she held over the tip of it, all the while checking Carol out as to her reaction. Carol of course, couldn't have responded any more perfectly herself.
"Oh that's really nasty babe!" She exclaimed. "I love watching another woman playing with that stiff hard cock of yours! I mean look at that fucker baby! Look how swollen and purple your head is, seeing her stroking it for you, the way your balls are bouncing...just so fucking hot!"
Carol was well on her way to a second orgasm, actually walking over to stand beside us, using that glass dildo on herself, legs spread, fondling her magnificent breasts. Not too surprisingly, Diane reached over, taking one in her hand, giving one of my wife's nipples a gentle flick with her fingers, and then holding one, tugging on it.
"Ok, now I'm horny!" Diane laughed. "But I really need to get a nice sample here," she said turning back towards me. "And we still need to finish the rest of this inhibitions part of the interview too," she added with a wink.
"I'm almost there," I assured her. "Maybe if Carol were to play with your tits for me, it would help expedite things just a bit."
Though we certainly hadn't discussed this part, having had no real idea of what would be required or expected of us when Diane had come over this evening, Carol of course had plenty of experience with other women before, something I enjoyed seeing her do, and something she very obviously enjoyed doing.
"Go ahead Carol, unzip me," Diane informed her as my wife quickly stood behind her, the glass dildo still captured deep between her legs as she reached up, bringing the zipper down on Diane's dress as she soon after helped pull it down. She now stood in a black lazy bra and matching pair of bikini panties with thigh high sheer stockings on, and nothing else.
"Oh fuck, she has nice tits!" Carol moaned, cupping one, and playing with it through the woman's bra. Just seeing her do that, nearly did it for me, though Diane's hand had simultaneously stopped stroking me for a moment as she succumbed briefly to the exquisite pleasure my wife's hands were bringing her. Carol quickly undid the clasp on Diane's bra, which now fell away. She was proportionate in size as my wife was, her tits a bit fuller perhaps, her nipples though large, a pale pink in color, twin little points that seemed to taper forward into small twin cones that looked extremely erotic. Carol must have thought so too, suddenly bending forward capturing one of them between her lips, sucking it.
"Oh fuck...that did it!" I cried out. Diane quickly aimed my dick downwards, placing the large plastic cup over the head as I began filling it.
"Very nice Bryan, very nice. That's it, give me a real good sampling here," she told me as she continued stroking my cock with one hand, holding the plastic cup with the other as I poured a considerable amount of semen into it for her. After I was finished, she hurriedly placed the lid over it, sealing it up, and then placing it back inside her bag along with Carol's much smaller sampling.
"Think you can pee for me now that you've come?" She asked us both. "I'd like to get that one out of the way here while we're at it. And just so you know, I need to be present while you do that as well," she advised, though I had sort of been expecting that. But I also had a pretty good idea, that this too was also part of Diane's little test, which she basically confirmed moments later. "Like I said, and not that you'll actually run into something like this during your stay, but you never know. And we do need to see your reaction in the event the situation does rise. Carol? Would you mind holding onto your husband's prick while he pees for me?"
"Not at all," Carol responded. "It won't be the first time."
I led them both back towards the bathroom, where Diane instructed me to first pee just a bit into the toilet first, and to then fill the cup afterwards. Carol stood holding my cock as I proceeded to urinate, a few quick seconds, pissing into the bowl, and then into the cup as Carol again held my cock while I quite easily filled it.
"Very good," Diane stated, capping that sample now as well. "Now you can finish peeing if you'd like."
Carol continued to hold my dick, pointing it towards the bowl as I finished draining what remained of my urine into it. Once I was done, Carol stood washing her hands at the sink as Diane took out another cup, readying that one for my wife.
"Ok, now it's your turn. Bryan? Would you mind holding this for your wife while she goes?" Admittedly, this would be a first for me, but I grinned like a silly fool, actually looking forward to this as Carol sat down on the toilet, spreading her legs for me as I heard her begin to tinkle for a moment. "Ok, that should be good enough, go ahead Bryan, hold the cup for your wife to pee in," she instructed, which I did...feeling my wife's warm piss soon filling the cup as I held it in my hand.
Once she had likewise placed the lid on my wife's sample, she then took some blood samples from us.
"Ok, that basically completes the physical examination of the interview, now for the last phase, which is almost as crucial as everything else has been all put together. For starters, if your selected to stay with us, you'll be amongst approximately a hundred other guests. As such, we do not condone, or tolerate discrimination in any way shape or form. There will be a wide variety of people in attendance of various races, age...beliefs as well as sexual orientation. Gays, Lesbians, of course most of which have likewise marked bi-sexual, or at the very least curious. So if you have any problems with any of that, I need to know it now."
We didn't. Carol and I had always been very open minded as it was, but we'd also never harbored any discriminatory judgments against anyone, and responded in kind.
"Very good," Diane said. "Especially as there is apt to be several surprises that may pop up during your stay with us. How you react to those is again part of the selection process. So, if you two are interested, I would like to experience you both before I leave and submit my findings, if you are interested."
We were again more than interested. It had been an interesting night so far, far different that we'd anticipated as it was. Diane smiled, beginning to remove her stockings, and then her matching lace panties. As she pulled them down, Carol and I both saw with disbelief, that Diane had a cock. And it was actually bigger than mine was!
We soon after retired into our bedroom, though I think Carol and I both were still in a bit of a state of shock. We'd had NO clue! There was nothing, I mean nothing that had hinted at Diane being anything other than a very attractive, very beautiful woman. And even has Carol sat down on the end of the bed as Diane moved to stand in front of her, I saw only two women there together, though Carol almost automatically leaned forward taking the woman's cock into her mouth. I was hard as a rock within moments, watching the two of them.



"I'd enjoy fucking you now," Diane said.
"And I'd enjoy being fucked by you," Carol replied, scooting up further into the bed as Diane followed. I stood off to one side, watching as Diane placed the tip of her blood engorged cock at her opening, and slowly began sliding it in. I had of course enjoyed other experiences, watching other men as they likewise fucked my wife. It had always been erotic for both of us, seeing things like that. But this was indeed, something entirely new for us. And though I hadn't as yet seen Carol fucked by another woman using a strap-on or anything, it was a bit like that, though Diane indeed had a real cock, and a rather large thick one at that, now that it was fully hard, and now thrusting in and out of my wife's hot wet pussy.
"All right Bryan, if you'd care to join us now," Diane asked turning towards me. "There's a tube of lubricant in my bag there. Use plenty on yourself, and then apply a little bit to me."
I certainly wasn't opposed to ass-fucking. Carol and I had engaged in that particular activity several times ourselves. And there had been one or two other women we had been with who I had also enjoyed what was termed a "DP" or double penetration with before too. But this would indeed be a first for me. And somehow I knew, this last little test would no doubt go a long way in Diane's determining if we'd be accepted to attend the resort or not.
I soon after grabbed the lube. And then moments after that, I was sliding up Diane's ass, kneeling behind her, as she in turn lay between my wife's legs. We were soon fucking in tandem, finding a nice easy rhythm with one another. Looking into the side mirror of our bedroom I did find it extremely erotic watching us. Carol reaching up to fondle and play with Diane's free-swinging breasts as she fucked her. Me behind, slamming in and out of Diane, the sound of flesh slapping against flesh, and the look on Carol's face, orgasmic ecstasy only moments away now.
"You gonna cum for me baby?" Diane asked. "You gonna let me feel all that hot nasty girl juice of yours spraying against me while I fill this delicious hot cunt of yours full of cream?"
"Oh yes...yes! Fuck yes!" Carol cried out, her orgasm already beginning as she said that.
"And how about you Bryan? You going to spurt inside my ass for me? Let me feel all that hot sticky jizzim flooding my bowels?"
I answered by simply doing just that. I grunted, once...twice, and then held still for just a moment, feeling the first precious spurts of my cock begin to unleash a torrent of cum into the woman's tight hot ass.
Carol was squirting. Like crazy. One of her best ever. Even with Diane's thick hard cock upside my wife's cunt, there was no way she could contain the volume of my wife's liquid pleasure as it fought its way out of her pussy. So much so, I could even hear it. The sound of Carol's deep-throated cry of release and pleasure adding an accompaniment of pure joy as Diane began adding her own sweet cream to the mix.
**
We stood at the doorway, Diane already having given us her assurance that we'd most likely be accepted, and to be prepared to plan on joining her at the resort the following weekend. It had indeed been an interesting and surprising evening. But as we stood there in the doorway, still naked, and uncaring if anyone saw us, watching Diane leave, we had no doubts as we waved good-bye to her, that we hadn't seen anything yet.
To be continued...
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Check in was at two o'clock. The resort was indeed rustic, situated in lush green foothills with breathtaking views. We were again given a handout of daily events and activities, dining hours and informed that there would be an initial welcoming party that evening at six. Interestingly, our thumb prints were then taken and would serve as the keys to our room, along with our authorized signature for room service if we desired that, or any other special needs or desires outside of the many already included in the price of our stay.
Even the two hour drive up to the resort had been interesting. Something about not taking any luggage to speak of. Aside from a small overnight bag filled mostly with toiletries, a few toys, and the one and only outfit allowed while there. On the second nights stay, there would be what was being called a "lingerie" ball. Carol had brought a sexy black outfit, with the only one rule being...everything had to be accessible. For myself, all I was required and allowed to wear was a black bow tie. So even that would no doubt prove to be interesting.
Driving up, just thinking about all the possibilities had the two of us extremely aroused and horny. We'd been fondling one another most of the way there, talking about the "what if's" and if we were indeed as open-minded, uninhibited as we believed ourselves to be. After that night with Diane, I believed we were, though there were still several boundaries neither one of us had crossed yet. So the question remained, would we? And after once again reviewing all the various activities that would be available to us, we likewise spoke of them at length, questioning one another, and just shortly before arriving, agreeing to simply plunge in, see how it went. It would either prove to be the most amazing experience of our life, or at the very least, show the two of us where our personal limitations really were.
After checking in, we were asked to immediately undress, leaving the clothes we had come in, in a large community locker room. We had approximately two hours to wander around and familiarize ourselves with the grounds, prior to attending what was no doubt an orientation, get to know everyone cock-tail hour, followed by dinner, and then free after that to attend any one of the various scheduled activities. Escorted up to our room by a very attractive looking couple, likewise naked, we stepped into the elevator. Almost immediately the slim blonde had reached over clasping my dick and began fondling it. It was obviously a taste of what could be expected and should be as she did that, though I was still a bit startled with the guy who was with her reached out and did the same briefly, as she then turned to Carol, running a finger gingerly up and through my wife's legs just as the elevator reached the third floor where our room was.
"Would either one of you care for a hand-job, blow-job, oral? Or anything else?" The couple asked. "And as you'll see on the in-room menu of available services and amenities, you can ask for anything like that anytime day or night. Someone will always be willing and available to come to your room. All you have to do is state your preferences, and what you'd like, and we'll see to it that your needs are met."
Admittedly, I was in a bit of a devilish mood here. The ride up leaving me very horny, not to mention finally being here, walking around with a nice hard firm erection in front of everyone, just as we'd seen ourselves as other couples wandered about going to and from the lobby area.
"You know...what I would like, is for the two of you to rub my cock against my wife's pussy until she cums, and until I squirt on the outside of it. I'd enjoy feeling and seeing that," I told the two of them, much to Carol's surprise and delight, though by the look on he face, she was all for it.
It was such a beautiful day, that we actually decided to step out onto the deck outside our room, though when we did, we quickly realized it was more than a deck or balcony really. It was more like a long walkway, connecting the entire floor. Passing by everyone else's rooms, again another reminder to us that an open door, either from the hallway, or walkway, was an open invitation. Stepping out, there was one other couple sitting outside in deck chairs a few rooms down, immediately taking interest, watching us as Carol walked over, now leaning against the railing, spreading herself. Her wantonness in doing so, so totally and completely uninhibited as she did, just like that in front of total and complete strangers in a sense, was thrilling to me. Sally, the slim sexy blonde immediately began working my cock as I stood there, though there wasn't a great deal of effort in getting me all nice and hard, I already was. Though Ted, the guy with her, was ensuring that Carol too was all nice and wet as he toyed with her hard firm clit momentarily, before the two of them then placed their hands around my hard stiff cock together, and began working it together up and down my wife's juicy split, just the way I'd asked them to do.
As we began doing that, I noticed the older looking couple down the way finally stand, and then nonchalantly began walking over towards us. Curious, I was wondering what they'd do, say...or want to do. Obviously, this would be the norm around here going forward, so it was something we'd best hurry up and get used to. And though they were obviously an older couple, they both looked very attractive for their age. Sally and Ted standing there with their hands around my prick, teasing my wife's slit with it, acknowledging the couple as they sauntered over, just standing there watching us before introducing themselves, asking.
"You two mind if we watch?" The man asked, already reaching down to begin fondling his own cock, that though flaccid at the moment, already showed signs that it wouldn't be for very long. "We're Steven and Marsha by the way," he added. "And this will be our second time coming here," he grinned charmingly. Marsha stood cupping one of her rather large, somewhat floppy looking breasts, though I found that quite alluring as she stood there doing that. She had amazing nipples, larger and fatter than any I had ever seen as she pulled and pinched on one of them twisting it as she looked on, running her tongue over her lips, keeping a firm eye on Ted and Sally's hands as they continued running my cock up and down my wife's spit, teasing her with it.
"That looks fucking hot, bet it feels hot too doesn't it?" Marsha asked, obviously well aroused. "I wouldn't mind having them do that for us as well," she added after they're finished here."
"More than happy too," Sally quickly agreed, though it was then that Carol once again surprised the hell out of me, with her comment.
"Or...we could!" She spoke hotly, obviously teetering on the edge already by the look on her face. I turned towards her, surprise at her suggestion clearly etched in my face, but smiling at her, nodding my head in agreement. Ted and Sally too, smiling, obviously well pleased, and no doubt already making notes that would no doubt be included in our overall "performance" review during our stay here.
Steven and Marsha continued to watch, playing with themselves, looking on as I rapidly reached the point of no return here.
"Does he cum a lot when he squirts?" Marsha asked curiously, the tone of her voice quivering with lust and desire as she almost cruelly now, pulled and again pinched on those thick fat nipples of hers, simultaneously sliding a very wet, slippery sounding finger in and out of her cunt as she asked that question.
"Usually, yes..." Carol moaned. "Especially when he's really horny, and hasn't cum for a while, like now," she groaned deeply again, which was more than enough for me as I felt my legs buckle at the knees, nodding my head which is more than I do beyond passing out from the sheer pleasurable release I now felt as Ted and Sally's hand really went to work on my cock, now milking out one enormous streamer after another as I began spurting copious jettison's of spunk against my wife's pussy.
"Oh yes! Yes! Look at that fucker spray!" Marsha cried out in delighted glee, Steven too chuckling with enjoyment at the sight of that. "Oh honey, I'm so looking forward to this now myself," she added to that as Sally finished milking out the last final drop from my prick, smearing it carefully, and teasingly against Carol's cum-drenched quim. She was an erotic sticky mess, looking obscene, delightfully so, as she reached down now, smearing all that white hot spunk of mine even further into, and against herself.
"Well, we'll leave the four of you to get better acquainted then, and see you for cocktails a bit later." Sally and Ted moved off, leaving the four of us to stand there alone now, as Marsha took up much the same position against the railing that Carol had, likewise spreading herself as Steven stepped up, standing between his wife's legs, Carol and I now standing on either side of him. She looked at me, wondering...waiting to see if I was still willing and curious enough to actually do this, but I found surprise in myself without any real hesitation, reaching down to now clasp the man's rock-hard cock, taking it in hand, just as Carol's hand now joined me, the two of us holding on to it, as we began rubbing, and running it up and down his wife's sweet juicy split.
It sure didn't take long for Carol and I to get Steven off, as worked up as he was. Within moments after actually doing this, we soon had his cock lurching, spurting and spraying his wife's cunt every bit as much as I had done to Carol's.
"Oh! Oh! That's fucking hot!" Marsha cried out enjoying a nice little orgasm as she did, feeling her husband's hot spunk spurting against her, looking down at it as he did, as Carol and I continued manipulating the man's cock together, rubbing...still milking it until we'd managed to again secure each and every last drop from it that we could. Now like Carol had been, she too was a sticky mess, but had one other request before parting here. "There's something else I'd enjoy doing...if you'd let me," she asked my wife.
"Name it," Carol grinned excitedly. Obviously not even knowing what it was yet, she was all for it.
"I'd like to grind this messy cum covered pussy of mine against yours for a moment, see how that feels," she asked. Just the thought of that was getting me all hard again as Carol stepped up between the woman's legs, lifting one, placing it on the railing for a better angle and fit as the two women now came together, cunt to cunt, kissing cunt...cum-covered slippery hot cunt, which then now gently ground, mashing and pushing against one another with.
"I love watching her do that," Steve commented, his dick too, surprisingly firming up again, though looking more than content to merely stand there and watch the two of them, just as I was.
"I'm beginning to like it myself," I agreed, now listening to the rather decadent, slick sounds we could so easily hear as the two woman stood there, humping one another so tenderly against the railing.
"I think I'm going to cum," Carol spoke. "I might even squirt a bit, that ok?" She asked.
"Oh my god! I hope you do! I would love to feel you do that," Marsha told her. "Only wish I knew how, and I would for you too!"
"Maybe another time, I can teach you. Most women can learn how with a little practice and patience, but in the meantime, you can at least feel me squirting against you while I do."
Carol did indeed squirt, just a little bit, but it was enough that Marsha once again climaxed feeling my wife doing that against her. We soon after parted ways, Steven and Marsha heading back the opposite way to their room, though we had actually agreed to perhaps hook up again a bit later. I hadn't really expected to become this familiar, or this friendly with anyone so soon, especially a much older couple. But it had been easy with both of them, far more than either one of us could have ever realized.
Carol and I strolled off along the walkway in the other direction, taking in the grounds from above, passing by other rooms as we went, each one with their sliding doors open...invitations, which so far, no one else seemed to be denying anyone. And the place was obviously filling up fast by the looks of it, with most of the other guests having also arrived. And though most, like us...were just settling in, it was interesting to pass by a couple of rooms where the occupants inside were already going at it in one way or another. To have that freedom and access to stop, look in, or even walk in if we wanted to, added yet again another interesting piece of erotic sensuality to all this. And we'd barely even gotten started here.
I think that when you factor in the added spice of exhibitionistic, or voyeuristic eroticism, that it simply intensifies, magnifies, everything else. At least for Carol and I, in certainly did. Wandering along, we had stopped to peer out over the balcony, stopping where another couple now stood looking below. Nodding heads cordially in greeting at one another, looking over. Below, there on the grass just below us, two couples had spread out a rather large blanket, and even now lay side by side, playing and fucking one another so openly as others milled about, some standing close-by watching for a moment before moving off. Others, openly masturbating or fondling themselves looking on, as was the other couple standing at the railing along side us.
"Hey, look at this!" Carol said as we slowly strolled by yet again another open doorway. Inside on the bed, a rather large, somewhat plumpish woman lay on the bed, sharing what was obviously a very large, wicked looking double-dildo with another woman. The two connected there in the middle of the bed together, four men, standing around the bed looking on, either jerking themselves off, or one another as they stood watching. "Come on, let's go in...I'd like to see this."
"Really?"
"Yes...really, and so would you by the looks of it," Carol said reaching down, leading me inside the room by my now very hard stiff cock.
"Maybe so," I grinned back, allowing her as we entered in, no one even really paying much attention to us as we came into the room, the girls obviously enjoying one another, along with the attention of the audience just standing there looking on.
It was a rather interesting display. The somewhat large plump looking middle-aged woman with large pendulous breasts, sharing the dildo with a much younger, very slim petite woman, with hardly any breasts at all, and again, all four men standing around, though one of them soon moved forward, stroking his cock, obviously preparing to unleash a torrent of semen anytime now.
"Where would you like it?" He asked.
"Anywhere but on the face," the older woman said. "I want to wear all this cum to the party, but...I don't want my face all sticky when I do either, so wherever else you'd like, though I'd especially like it mostly on my tits."
"I can do that," he leered, and then knelt next to her on the bed, aiming and pointing his cock squarely at her. Sure enough, he was soon tossing several ribbons of cream across both of her breasts, moving off and away as another guy soon came over, taking his place, and almost identically doing the same thing as well.
"You're welcome to do so too if you'd like," she said looking over towards me, though I had already decided to start saving it up again for later. It was still way too early for me to be moving quite this fast a pace, though I wasn't really too worried about it. I had a feeling, I'd be cumming more during this stay than I ever had in my entire life.
We soon after left, heading back towards our own room again to shower and freshen up before the formal cocktail hour, but not before watching the last two guys jerking one another off, likewise spraying a fairly liberal amount of their semen onto the woman's already cum-soaked tits. Obviously, she quite enjoyed that, and as we would learn much later, had a real fetish for having as many men as possible, saturate her boobs throughout the night whenever the opportunity presented itself.
It was indeed promising to be a very interesting weekend, and things weren't even really getting started yet.
**
By the time we got back to the room, there was a very elegant looking folder laying on the bed waiting for us. As it turned out, it was a brief itinerary of the evening ahead, along with seating assignments for lunch and dinner, that would change each and every meal, ensuring that we always sat with a new group of people each time. No surprise there, something we had pretty much already expected. There was also of course a list of recommended, suggested activities we could look into if we so wanted to. Some of which again, would be interesting to say the least, and far beyond anything that Carol and I had even considered doing so far. But then again, so far...we had accomplished that much all on our own.
We had showered, gotten cleaned up, and ready to head downstairs. It was still a bit strange, preparing to leave without wearing a single stitch of clothing, entering into the hallway, just as other couples began doing, everyone heading down the hall towards the elevators. It was an interesting mix from what we could see, some younger, some older, no one really perfect, nor had we expected, or even wanted that. It was far more interesting, exotic, and erotic to see the average everyday kind of person just openly expressing their sensuality in whatever way that might be. One woman in fact, leading two men who were collared, around their dicks, by a simple gold chain which she held in her hand as she lead them inside the elevator behind us. We stepped inside, the doors closing, and no sooner had they done so, I looked over just in time to see that same woman's hands reach around, cupping one of my wife's breasts, giving it a gentle, friendly little feel.
"Nice tits, hope you'll let me suck on them later," she told my wife.
"Feel free, any time," Carol responded pleasantly enough.
"Thank you, I will. And I wouldn't mind sampling your husband's cock either. We're planning on going to the black light party later, so that's where you'll find us if you're interested," she stated.
I remembered seeing something about that as one of the listed room activities. I wasn't sure I'd find that as interesting as a few others, though it was at least worth another look if nothing else. According to what I had read, the party/orgy room was in a total black light, people entering were then sprayed down with various wild psychedelic colors. A bit of a throwback perhaps to more interesting times. Though the thought of what something like that might actually look like, a group of people all painted and decorated up beneath black-lights, cavorting about, might indeed prove interesting as well as entertaining. It was at least something to think about...for later.
We soon entered the large formal dining room, a podium set up on the stage. It was nice to see Diane, along with several others sitting there, proudly displaying the fact that she...was indeed a true shemale, along with another just as equally attractive looking woman sitting next to her. So she obviously wasn't alone in this either. Quickly finding our assigned table, we were actually pleased to see that for this evening at least, Steven and Marsha would be sitting with us, so at least we had some small advantage having already met someone, though we quickly made introductions to the other two couples who had joined us. A waitress came by, took our drink orders and returned with them a short time later. We sat sipping our drinks, chatting with our new table guests, getting to know a little more about everyone when one of the gentlemen on stage stood up approaching the podium. And though currently flaccid at least, he had a very long cock that seemed to swing freely to and froe as he walked across the stage towards the podium. I had to laugh as Marsha openly gasped, gawking at him as he did.



"God I hope to see how that fucker looks all nice and hard later!" To which one or two others openly laughed as well in obvious agreement with that. Having heard the remark, "Dan" as he soon stood introducing himself, purposely pointed towards her, announcing as he did, that as soon as they'd finished up with the welcoming portion of the program, he'd see to it that Marsha was given the first chance to actually make it hard for the evening, joining us briefly at our table afterwards. She was very well pleased with that.
"Now then...welcome, everyone," Dan continued. "And we do so hope that each and everyone of you will enjoy your stay here with us this weekend. We know that for many of you, this will be your first time here with us, but hopefully...not your last. At least half of you here tonight are returns from previous weekends, so to you...welcome back, and we again hope you will obviously enjoy yourselves as much as you must have the last time, or you probably wouldn't even be here."
There was a loud smattering of applause after that, the excitement already starting to fill the air.
"Now, as some of you already know, and have experienced, it is tradition here for each and every table group to become a bit more personally intimate with one another by way of formal greetings and introductions. So for those of you who haven't been here before, it's really quite simple. If everyone would stand please, and then everyone in your group is now invited to give a friendly little shake of the cock, or a gentle cup or feel of any women present by way of truly getting to know one another."
As one, the entire room stood as each table began doing just that. And though Carol and I had basically already said "hello" in that way to Steven and Marsha, we did so again, along with the other two couples we had just met, Brian and Tracy, along with Debra and Robert. Younger couples, mid to late thirties perhaps, though Debra appeared to have been some sort of professional body-builder or something, based on the well honed muscles she had, which easily put me to shame. As we all took a brief moment to shake dick, or slip fingers inside the women briefly, Carol turned towards me speaking over her shoulder at me.
"Make sure you feel hers," she said speaking about Debra, winking at me when she did. Which I soon did, my eyebrows raising almost immediately upon doing so, realizing what Carol had obviously meant by that. Debra had the largest clit I had ever felt before, without even really seeing it. It had felt almost like a miniature hard cock as I had slid my finger up her very wet slick furrow, before sitting down next to her again at the table as we all now reseated ourselves.
"I hope you enjoy women who have rather large clits," she said candidly after sitting down again. "Because I sure enjoy having it played with," she told me, even going so far as to reach over, taking my hand, and now placing it down between her legs again, as Carol looked on, quite curiously in fact. And I of course couldn't help myself either, now openly toying with it a bit, though I just had to actually look at it too.
"Would you mind terribly if my wife and I had a better look at it?" I asked.
"Not at all," she smiled happily, scooting back her chair, turning it towards us, and then facing us, spreading her legs. Sure enough, her blood-engorged, elongated clit-cock, stood swollen, protruding a good two inches, if not more, roughly about the size of my thumb, even looking as though it had a males little cock helmet attached to it. I could already see myself sucking and licking it, along side my wife. And then decided right there on the spot, one way or the other before this weekend ended at least, we would be.
Carol soon after exchanged places with me, wanting a better and closer look at this woman's amazingly large clit, which she was only too happy to oblige in doing. Spreading her legs even more so than she had been, Carol sat across from her, reaching over, and began stroking it up and down, just as though it was a small cock, much to Debra's obvious delight. And as she continued doing that, sure enough, Dan soon came wandering over to join us, along with Diane, who I was again very much pleased to see. She might have indeed been a Shemale, but she was damn beautiful too, even if her cock was a bit larger than mine was. Marsha was of course in seventh-heaven as Dan presented her is still somewhat flaccid cock, which she immediately took inside her mouth, sucking it towards it's full potential, barely able to even contain it once she had.
"I don't suppose you'd mind fucking me just a bit with this too now would you?" She asked hopefully.
"I'd be delighted to," he told her. "Where ever, and however you'd like it."
"On the table!" Marsha expressed without any further hesitation, as Steven helped to quickly clear off a few items in the way in order to accomodate her request. Dan soon after eased that rather long, impressive looking cock of his up inside her as they began fucking one another right there on the table in front of everyone, though Carol and Debra seemed still pleased well enough, doing what they were doing together as Diane walked over, now standing next to me.
"Nice to see you here," she told me. "I really enjoyed meeting the two of you the last time," she added to that, her somewhat slim, tapered prick just then starting to harden a little. I surprised myself, reaching over, taking it within my hand, caressing it, feeling it stiffen even further.
"Same here," I responded back. "And I do so hope, we'll be able to enjoy a repeat of that a bit later."
"Indeed we will, if you like, and there's someone else I'd also like you to meet, another Shemale friend of mine who was sitting there next to me on stage earlier. That's Charlie, and I daresay, the four of us could have a very, very interesting time together if the two of you would enjoy that."
"I know I would!" Carol laughed, only then turning briefly to blow Diane a kiss, before suddenly slinking down to her knees there on the floor, suddenly taking Debra's clit deeply into her mouth, sucking it.
"Sorry...couldn't help myself," she grinned, and then slipped two fingers inside Debra as well, sucking her once more as we all stood there looking on, standing now, as Diane began fondling my cock, as I stood fondling hers.
And the party had hardly even begun...
To be continued...
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It was early yet. Carol and I decided to walk around for a bit checking things out before really committing ourselves to anything. It promised to be a long night, and we wanted to pace ourselves as opposed to wearing ourselves out, even as aroused as we both were.
"Where might you be later?" I asked Diane just before we left.
"Look for me at the Black Hole," she smiled. I laughed.
"Ok, and how will we find you in there?" Though we hadn't seen it yet, the talk was all about how wild and crazy that place was, everyone painted up in florescent paint beneath the black-light, hard to even distinguish anything except for that.
"No worries," she giggled hotly. "I'll write my name on my dick, you can look for me that way." Again I had to laugh.
"That could certainly prove interesting," I chuckled, though so did Carol as she leaned over kissing Diane good-bye for the time being.
"Looking forward to that," Carol added as we soon left heading out towards the pool area for a look around. Approaching the courtyard near the pool, we saw what appeared to be a long panel off to one side, and interestingly enough, six well placed spots appearing in it with a decorative sign overhead reading: "Glory Hole Corner". Sure enough, five of the six spots actually showed that men were standing behind each of them with their hard cocks sticking through. Carol and I stopped near by, watching, looking on for a moment as many people passed by. Most of which, men and women...walking over where they indeed copped a feel from each, some sucking, and even one or two women backing into a cock or two for a quick nasty fuck before heading off again.
"Interesting," I mused.
"Yes, isn't it?" Carol agreed. "You should go over and try it while there's an open spot. I wouldn't mind indulging myself either for a moment."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. Could be fun."
"Sure, why not?" I agreed, and then sauntered over, walking around back behind the panel where five other guys stood, each enjoying the obvious pleasure of anonymous groping, or oral from total and complete strangers. I stood, now likewise sticking my own hard cock through the opening, wondering if anyone 'besides' my wife, would find interest in it. Though I knew now given the opportunity here, Carol would indeed no doubt be amusing herself with the five other pricks that so decadently appeared there.
To my surprise, it wasn't long before I felt someone's mouth wrapping itself around my dick, and it didn't feel the same way Carol usually did it either, so I was pretty sure it was someone else besides her who was doing it. I enjoyed the all too brief, pleasurable sensation however, surprised that I did...as much as I did. It was uniquely different, having your cock played with, fondled and sucked, and unable to see who was doing it, only the intense sensation of feeling it as they did. I felt one or two others likewise give it a stroke or two, along with another minutes nice sucking before deciding to rejoin my wife on the other side and continue our exploration of this place. She was still mouthing a rather large thick black cock when I joined her on the other side.
"You've ah...got some cum clinging to one of your tits there," I pointed out to her. She looked down laughing at herself.
"Yeah, I shared one with another gal just before you came around," she informed me. "Shared a cum-swap with her."
"Nice, bet that was fun."
"It was. Enjoy yourself back there?" She asked.
"I did yes. And I bet you weren't one of them either where you?"
"Nope, I wasn't. More fun watching, knowing which cock was yours though as people came by to sample it. Enjoy the blowjob?" She asked.
"In fact I did. You saw who it was then yes?"
"I did. But I'm not telling. Was it good?"
"Very nice. Whoever was sucking my cock, sure as hell knew how to suck one, I will say that."
Carol laughed, winking at me. "No surprise there," she quipped, and then took my hand in hers leading me off back towards the pool area where we thought we'd at least look in and see if that was any interest for later. She wore her cum-drool splatter still clinging to her nipple like a badge of honor. Something so simple as that, looking obscenely decadent had indeed set the mood and the stage for the evening ahead.
**
We quickly made our way over to the pool area for a look-see. It was enormous! Beautifully back-lit, with a large water-bar out in the middle, several people either standing chest deep, or on water stools with sipping on drinks. All about, others either floated in specially designed float-chairs that looked next to impossible to tip over. But even more functionally perhaps, was how easy it appeared to sit in one, especially if one was in the mood for a bit of oral pleasuring while simply sitting there. More than one woman sat, floating about with either a man or woman between her legs, orally servicing her. One or two men were as well, which again to me looked quite exciting as well as relaxing in a way, and I made a mental note that we would indeed eventually try it out. Though for the moment at least, we decided to venture on, and now head over towards the "Black Hole" and find out what the mystery to this place was all about.
It was easy enough to find. Already a line of people stood waiting to get in as we joined them. The sound of wild music easily heard coming from inside. It didn't take long, and we were soon entering what appeared to be the entry painting chamber. All kinds of colorful paint-pots, spray cans and brushes stood available for everyone as they stood adorning themselves in whatever patterns or desires they liked. Carol had me just splatter her with a few different colors for the most part, though careful to stay away from her face and head, as most everyone else seemed to be doing as well.
"How about a Smurf cock?" She grinned, soon after adorning my cock in blue from balls to tip, along with several other wild vivid colors, lines and streaks everywhere else. We were soon ready, and then entered into another long dark hallway, the sounds ahead much more easily heard now, the lights beyond hinting at what we'd already come to expect. It was truly an amazing sight. The black lights themselves far different perhaps that what I was used to, or expecting. The room itself pitch black, even the furniture which we could barely even see was all black. Couches, chairs, some sort of twin bed platforms on a small stage, each one of which already had a myriad of people scrambling around on. And then next to it, a wide open area, many people dancing, or simply standing there touching one another. Though it was actually hard to make much of anyone's actual shapes out. It was all about the light, and the crazy designs everyone was wearing that stood out, quite the bizarre sight to see. Flickering psychedelic images, body parts, some wildly painted, others only hinting at an image here or there, actually looking in some ways as missing or unattached, almost floating nearby, looking a bit macabre then in some ways, yet eerily erotic.
Carol and I had already discussed this earlier, deciding that one we came in, we'd head out to the dance floor, start there, and then just let things naturally happen, in whatever manner that they took. We were here after all to experiment, have a good time, and really let our hair down so to speak. Not too surprisingly, it didn't take long as we stood there when someone came up from behind my wife, his or her hands reaching around to cup her paint splattered breasts, traces of the paint just barely showing through fingers as they clasped each, squeezing and cupping them. I then felt someone myself, suddenly reaching behind me, beneath my legs, slowly starting to stroke my cock. And then someone else, kneeling below me, though at first I hadn't even realized it, they wore little if any body paint at all, looking more like a disjointed shadow as my blue cock suddenly disappeared into someone's mouth.
By the time I looked up again, I saw that Carol was being carried off by two people towards one of the raise platform beds. She'd obviously be busy for a while, turning my attention back to the pleasure I was receiving as someone knelt before me, sucking my cock. It was then that I felt another presence however standing next to me, looking over, though only really seeing that it was a woman, one who wore very little body paint. Just white colored areolas with purple colored nipples, though the most startling contrast appeared to be the fact she had thoroughly soaked her pussy in bright pink paint, which stood out as though again disembodied, this cunt...seemingly hovering there in space as she stood openly displaying it for me. I reached down, enjoying the feel of her wet slippery grove as I began finger-fucking her, someone else now saddling up as well, leaning over to begin sucking on one of her breasts, which in a strange way sort of disappeared as they stood doing that. Once again, I was truly being treated to a magnificent blowjob, enhanced by all the provocative sounds being heard, taking place around me as people openly fucked, moaning and groaning away their pleasures in such a disjointed, bizarre sort of way.
"Enjoying yourself?" A familiar voice asked. I looked down, not at all surprise to discover this very rigid looking cock sticking out next to me, the name "Diane" clearly hand written in white paint along it's length. "See? I told you I'd be easy enough to find," she spoke, now reaching over to grab my Smurf cock, giving it a gentle feel as whoever had been sucking it previously, gently melted away back into the throng of the room beyond.
"Very much so," I told her. "As is my wife. She's somewhere over there, amidst all that," I directed, though again the platforms beyond seemed to be a sea of people and vivid colors, all climbing over and around everyone as they switched placed, sucked or fucked, or did whatever the hell they felt like doing to whoever while they were there.
"Yeah, I can imagine she might be there for a while. You should try that yourself, quite the experience really if you're open-minded enough," she added. I could certainly see why it would be, already wondering if I was...or could.
"We'll see," I said instead. Not quite ready to venture quite that far.
"Well, like I said earlier, if you're interested, I'd love it if you and your wife would care to join Charlie and I later back at our bungalow, say about an hour from now?" She asked. She quickly gave me directions on how and where to find it. I was actually looking forward to that, and told her that by hook or crook, we'd be there, and then stood watching as she moved off, quickly disappearing back into the crowd from which she came. It was time to go in search of my wife.
**
Though it took a few minutes, I eventually found her. To my surprise, she was currently engaged with the bright pink painted pussy I'd been fingering earlier, the two of them happily engaged there on the bed, going down on one another. I squeezed in between them and another couple, with a woman sitting on some guys cock, another near her as she sucked on what almost looked like a candy-cane cock, just managing to speak loud enough into my wife's ear so she could hear above the noise, letting her know I had run into Diane, and that we'd been invited over later.
"Sweet," she told me. "But since you're here...there's something I would love to see and do," she told me, rolling me over onto my back, and then directing our pink pussy friend to climb up and over me, hovering just above me briefly as Carol wrapped her hand around my blue cock colored Smurf, though it was already starting to lose some of its design and color from all the surrounding moisture perhaps as it slowly and gradually dissolved. Even then, it was still odd enough, seeing it as Carol introduced it into that bright pink pussy of our mutual friend, teasing her with it, before sliding it all the way up inside, where it completely disappeared, only the pink lips of the woman's cunt now showing, as though having swallowed it. It felt heavenly. And even more so when minutes later, the two of them then knelt side by side, sucking and licking me together until I came in a massive eruption of undeniable satisfied lust and desire, splurging the two of them in what I knew, had to have been a copious amount of nut-cream. Almost reluctantly, the two of us soon extricated ourselves, and wandered back outside, showering off first at the exit, once again clean and refreshed as we wandered over to another nearby bar for a drink and refreshment before heading over to where Diane's place was according to the directions she'd given me. And though I had certainly had a nice orgasm myself, as had my wife...two of them in fact while she'd been likewise engaged, we were already looking forward to the hopefully even longer evening ahead with Diane and her friend. There was just something about watching my wife with her, not to mention two gorgeous looking Shemales, that was already stiffening my cock as we sat there just thinking about it.
It didn't take long before we found ourselves standing there outside the door to Diane and Charlie's bungalow. Charlie answered the door. Her long blonde hair hanging down her neck over her shoulders, almost perfectly framing her medium sized breasts with pink tipped nipples so pale, they almost disappeared into the rest of her succulent looking titty flesh.
"Come in! Glad you decided to come by tonight," she announced stepping back. Carol entered, and I followed, taking in the decor as we did. Diane, sitting in what obviously was a sunken hot-tub, right there in the middle of their bedroom. A bit surprised, there was another guy with them who I hadn't seen before. Diane introduced him as Jack, one of the resort owners, but more behind the scenes rather than up in front with the rest of the staff.
"Hope you don't mind additional company," she questioned, though neither of us did actually. The only thing I was suddenly taking into account here, was the fact there was actually four cocks present, and only one pussy. Interesting odds, even if there were still three sets of breasts.
"Come in...join us," Charlie led, stepping back down inside the tub as Carol and I followed. There was plenty of room, as Jack now poured everyone a glass of wine, passing those around.
Admittedly, I was now growing curious as to how this could possibly all work out, if at all. And then Diane once again, surprised us. Though what she had said, still took a moment or two, to register. I'd been sitting there in the tub between Diane and my wife, Charlie sitting just across from me, with Jack sitting next to her. He'd been toying with her cock almost the entire time, she'd been playing with his as well, so they were both nice and hard, as was I...just watching them.
"By the way...you might be interested to know. Charlie's not exactly the same as me...I mean I am as they say, a Shemale yes, a chick with a dick, or a guy with tits, however you want to look at it. But Charlie here, she's something uniquely special. She has a pussy and a cock, she's what they call a true Hermaphrodite."
"I'm sorry. What?" I asked. I mean I had heard the term before yes, and had a vague awareness of what she had meant by that. But to be honest, I had never even seen one before, not even in a movie, book or magazine, strange as that may sound. So I had no real clue what was really meant by that.
"It's probably easier to explain if you just have a look for yourself," Charlie announced, suddenly standing up in the tub, and then walking over towards us. What I of course saw was her somewhat moderate to small sized, though very hard dick leading the way. It was certainly adequate enough to pretty much do anything one could do with a cock, even if it was barely five inches or so, but it wasn't that that caught me so much by surprise, as when she stood there in front of us, spreading her legs, literally lifting her cock off to one side and out of the way for a better view. Charlie indeed had a cunt too...complete with a cute little clitoris, she virtually had NO balls, which was likewise an interesting sight, just this hard stiff penis, that seemed to be coming out of the same area her pussy would be, her clit tucked just beneath where the ball sack would normally be. However, there was no denying the fact, she had swollen, hot looking cunt lips, and what was definitely, a woman's sheath sitting just below all that.
I had to ask. "So can you...?"
Charlie laughed, shaking her head yes. "I sure as hell can, and I can some both ways because of it too. So yes, in case you're wondering, I do squirt, from my prick, not as much as most men I know, but I do. But I also squirt through my pussy too, and in fact I do admit to having even more intense orgasms that way. Though the best ones, is when I'm being fucked, and or fucking someone else, or at the very least, someone sucking me off while I'm doing that."
I could only imagine. And then I was.
"So does that even out the odds for you a bit better?" Charlie actually asked, as though having read my mind earlier. Admittedly I felt myself blushing at that, but then answered her truthfully.
"Actually, I was thinking something else. Like Carol and I discussed earlier, we're here to explore our sexuality, sensuality...and though there may indeed be a 'few' things I haven't done or experienced as yet, part of simply being here, is about that. Discovery. And I dare say, now having met the two of you, there seems to be a great deal worth discovering here."
"And on that note," Diane stated stepping out of the tub, grabbing up a handful of big soft fluffy bath towels to dry off with, she turned to us. "What say we head into the bedroom in order to get more comfortable, and do just that?"
I looked over at the nice sized bed in this room.
"No, that's where Charlie and I sleep...not where we like to play. That's in an entirely different room, follow me."
We did that, soon standing in a room twice the size of this one, with what appeared to be, a double King-sized bed sitting there in the middle of the room. I'd never seen anything so big before in my entire life, it was even larger than the platform I had been on back at the Black Hole.
"Come here Brian," Charlie said beckoning to me. "Come fuck my cunt, find out for yourself, just how real it really is. And at the same time Carol, once he's indeed inside me, how about you climbing on board my prick, so the three of us can start off experiencing a nice time together?"
I was for damn sure looking forward to this, and soon knelt, the hard knob of my prick even then probing and teasing that hot wet opening of Charlie's cunt, the sight of her stiff hard dick sticking upwards just beyond that an amazing sight, especially as Carol quickly came over, sliding down over the top of that, allowing me to see the woman's prick now fully and completely disappearing inside my wife's cunt, as I now disappeared fully and completely into hers. There was no difference, definitely pussy, and a really nice tight and slippery one too!
Diane and Jack crawled up into the enormous sized bed next to us, Diane immediately leaning over to begin toying with, and sucking my wife's tits, while Jack leaned over, doing the same to Charlie. It was a fantastic sight, especially fucking her now, and watching her as I did, as she in turn thrust her cock inside my wife's cunt. Most amazing thing I had ever seen, and certainly unlike anything I ever thought I'd experience.
Eventually, Carol spun around as I knew she'd do, taking my cock out of Charlie, and placing it against her own prick, where she proceeded to suck the two of us together, simultaneously as she did. Something she loved doing, so I knew that eventually, she would be, just as she was doing now. And...in doing so, that of course afforded another change to take place, which Diane was just as quick to act upon. Now kneeling over my wife, Diane inserted her long, slim cock inside my wife's pussy as she began fucking her. And then Jack, not to be left out, somehow managed to saddle up behind Diane, his prick easily slipping up inside the woman's ass. It was again another interesting little daisy-chain we had going here, that was not only hot as hell to feel, but to hear and watch too. So many decadent, delicious dirty sounds streaming forth, that it was all I could do to keep myself from coming all too quickly here.



I lost track of the number of positions we tried, things we did, but each one seemed to stretch not only the imagination, but gradually whittled away at whatever hang ups or reservations I might have had. This was simply too intense, too erotic a moment and opportunity to ignore. Though the one that simply did it for me, in spades, was when Carol eased herself down over Charlie's cock again, this time taking it in her ass, and then Diane, slipping hers inside my wife's pussy, the two of them now giving Carol something she'd always wanted to enjoy and experience, though I also knew, doing it like this was well beyond even her own imaging's.
While the three of them fucked together, I knelt next to Diane, who so wonderfully sucked my cock, Jack feeding his to my wife, his stiff thick prick slipping in and out of my wife's face as she went crazy there beneath us. I'm not sure I had ever seen her this aroused before, but it was a real treat to see, the spittle drooling from her mouth, soaking the sheets on the bed as she sucked, slavered, and ensured that Jack was being given most likely the best blowjob of his entire life.
I was getting fucking close now though, and she knew it, backing off just a bit, turning towards Jack. "Come here baby, I need you. I need you both, come and give it to me...as Brian here's about to unleash his treat."
Jack scurried over, now kneeling next to me as Diane took each one of us in hand. Within moments, she was rubbing the head of our dicks against one another playfully, which admittedly felt damn fucking good.
"Oh my god! I need to watch this!" Carol cried out, sitting up some, though somehow still managing to fuck one cock, while still being fucked by another without missing a beat.
"Whenever you're ready," she told us. "I want to see you cum on one another, after which, I'll then finishing sucking and licking the two of you off."
"Like I said..." Carol stated again, "Because I'm gonna cum so fucking hard watching you do that!" She informed everyone.
I was again in brand new territory here, but it felt too good, and was too damn nasty to really think about yet. Feeling Diane's hand so playfully stroking and fondling my cock, all the while rubbing it back and forth, up and down, side to side against Jack's equally hard prick was an unusual, but almost earth shattering sensation. I couldn't have held out if I'd tried, and didn't. Simply unleashing moments later a torrent of spunk that flew from the tip of my prick in massive spurts that soon covered, creaming the head and shaft of Jack's cock, which only then did he in kind reciprocate, as he began doing the same thing to mine.
Sure enough, Carol cried out in orgasmic bliss, and as she did, her own liquid explosion, and this time a BIG one, suddenly finding it's way out and around Diane's cock, covering the woman's still thrusting prick with my wife's feminine joy-juice, as true to her word, Diane once again placed our two cocks together again, side-by-side, sucking them in, and now cleaning them off.
We more or less finished the night with Charlie dumping a rather nice load inside my wife's ass shortly after that, as had Diane in her pussy, and then the two of them, switching places, eating one another's cum out of my wife's opening as she had yet again another orgasm during that process. I was surprised to find myself getting hard again, watching this, though so was Jack as he and I looked over and down at the girls still going at it.
"I need to suck that," he told me.
"Yeah, me too," I said surprising myself. But then again the night had been full of surprises, and it still wasn't over with yet either.
To be continued...
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Even now, I'm not sure things would have happened the way they did had it not been for one simple act that seemed to intrigue me when it did. Perhaps it was also the fact that Charlie, for all intense and purposes, was both. Male and Female, in every sense of the word that made that final hurdle so much easier for me. Jumping into something that up until now, I had only thought about, considered, but never really saw myself as actually doing. Whatever hang ups, prejudices, or self doubts about my own masculinity, for whatever reason, seemed no longer important. Like Carol and I had long ago discussed, this weekend for us was about experimentation, self discovery, exploration. We had come here with an open-mind and attitude towards that. Maybe it would only be a one-time thing, whatever happened. But we'd already made that agreement to see, to do...and then take things one day at a time after that.
When Diane climbed between Charlie's legs, spreading them, and began sliding that long slim cock up and down her wet pink slit, as I said before, I was both excited and intrigued, watching as I crawled over next to the two of them. I gently wrapped my hand around Charlie's dick and began stroking it. And as I mentioned, though it wasn't a very big cock, it was damn fucking hard, swollen purple as the pre-cum oozed from her prick-tip, which I then smeared about the small little helmet of what she jokingly referred to as her "clit-cock". Doing this, still watching as Diane's Shemale prick continued to spear slowly in and out of that succulent cunt, hearing it...listening, seeing the almost frothy white juice Charlie was secreting as it clung to it was an erotic, amazing sight. Still holding onto her cock with one hand, I reached down with the other, quickly locating her female clit, just below the shaft I was holding onto. I pinched it gingerly between my fingers, pulling on it sweetly, rolling it, still stroking as Diane fucked. Up until now, both Carol and Jack content to sit by watching all this as well. Though within moments, my wife soon joined me, now easing down on the opposite side of where Charlie lay. Placing her hand on Charlie's prick, which we now shared, she simply looked at me, smiling...and then offered it towards me. Without thought, without any further hesitation on my part whatsoever, I let her feed it to me, drawing it fully and deeply inside my mouth, sucking it.
"Oh fuck! Oh my god that's so good! So fucking good!" Charlie cried out. "Holy fucking shit!" She exclaimed once again.
Carol and I now began sharing her cock together, kissing one another deeply, passionately, with Charlie's stiff hard prick sandwiched between us. Our lips meeting, wrapping themselves around her shaft as we traveled up and down along it's length, teasing her. I was so involved, so consumed by this, that initially, I didn't even feel or realize it when I now felt the additional sensation of someone now sucking on my cock. I briefly glanced down and over, realizing as I did, that it was now Jack who had positioned himself down between my legs, my prick fully engulfed inside his working mouth as he pleasured me deliriously. I simply gave myself over to the experience, in both what I was feeling, and doing. It was a unique situation perhaps, and one that I am still not sure I would have ever done or attempted, but given the circumstance, and the incredibly sensual, sexy people we were with, it felt perfectly natural, and beyond any previous erotic encounter or experience that either Carol or I both, had ever known.
**
When the time came, literally...I didn't even think about what was obviously about to happen. It had always been illogical to me, by my way of thinking anyway, that if Carol enjoyed sucking my cock, drinking my cum, why would I then have any sort of aversion to that myself? After all, it was me...it was my own essence, and why should I be squeamish about something like that, especially as she wasn't, nor more than I was for her licking her juice whenever she came like that. It was a short time after we had actually been together that I had filled her pussy full of cream, and then surprised her...quite delightedly I might add, having her then sit on my face, where I devoured her again, licking out all of my cream from her cunt. She had climaxed again, even more forcefully this time, informing me later, that that had been one of the most powerful, intense orgasms she had ever known. Just something about my doing that for her, seemed to enhance the experience for her, knowing that I had done so, without fear and without reservation. Like I said, that wasn't a problem for me, it would have been too illogical for me otherwise.
But here yes, this was a little different perhaps, no real idea of what to expect, though I was again not really thinking in those immediate terms at the moment. I was sharing a very intimate, erotic moment with my wife, the two of us still kissing, licking and simultaneously sucking Charlie's cock together, Jack likewise wonderfully sucking on mine. When Charlie suddenly cried out, her ecstasy and pleasure imminent, I was fully prepared for it.
The first spurt caught Carol and I both by surprise, watching the thin little streamer of white spunk suddenly shooting out the end of her dick. Carol quickly mouthed it, catching the second one, and then almost as quickly passing it back to me as I caught the third and forth very creamy shots in my own mouth. It wasn't so unlike my own either, a bit salty, and yet sweet in a way as I swallowed, now passing it back, though Carol's climax no longer as forceful perhaps, her cream just barely oozing out of her cock as Carol and I now danced around her cock-tip with our tongues, cleaning her up. It was here though however, that Diane now to joined us, likewise screaming out her own impending ecstasy, her somewhat longer slimmer prick now lurching, spurting, adding her own creamy sauce to the mix, which Carol and I again shared, taking it, rubbing her still spilling cock against Charlie's as we held the two of them together, licking and once again cleaning the two of them off.
My own orgasmic pleasure already well on the way, Charlie and Jack now slathering my cock together, the way we'd been doing, as I poured what felt like a gallon of cum down their two sucking mouths. It had indeed been one of the most intensely satisfying orgasms I had ever known.
**
It was well past three in the morning by the time we had stumbled back to our room. And though the sounds of the night had quieted down around us somewhat, you could still hear occasional laughter, the sounds of people still fucking, partying inside their rooms as we collapsed tiredly into our bed, and soon after fell asleep.
When I woke, the sun was obviously well up by now, though it wasn't quite nine o'clock yet. Carol and I had also had the foresight to have scheduled and ordered room-service for breakfast that morning, rather than trying to get up early and attend the buffet, though I wouldn't have been surprised to discover hardly anyone else there either. And though it had been a long, almost exhausting evening, I still found myself curiously refreshed, and magnificently horny, laying there once again with a stiff hard penis in hand, wondering if I should wake her, and do something about it when we both heard the knock on the door.
"Room service!" Someone had announced, though appearing to be a female voice by the sound of it.
I rolled out of bed, for a moment looking for something to wear, and then laughed at myself, reaching and opening the door, my hard stiff cock pointing directly out in front of me as I did. There was indeed a young petite woman standing there, with smallish, though very perky breasts, a small tuft of golden blonde hair just above her cunt lips, almost winking at me. A young man with her, holding onto another tray of pastries and coffee, which Carol had indeed ordered the day before. They both smiled, passing by me, entering the room and then heading straight out onto the deck, placing several plates of food down for us to enjoy at our leisure. By now, Carol sitting up in bed wiping the sleep from her eyes, and yet still looking sultry, if not just as horny as I was.
"Would you care for a morning blow-job with your coffee?" She asked.
And suddenly, that sounded like a sensational idea, which Carol quickly agreed to as well, as the two of us sat down, chairs facing out and away. Kimberly, the cute little brunet with the perky tits, placing a large comfy pillow down on the ground before me, now sucking my prick as I sat pouring Carol and I coffee. Pete, the younger man who'd come in with her, now doing the same thing in front of Carol, now licking and teasing her split, the two of us sitting side-by-side, table, coffee and croissants between us, and each one of us being licked and sucked all the while.
"God, does it get any better than this?" I asked, looking out at the glorious morning, the beautiful manicured grounds beyond, already people wandering about looking for new adventure no doubt.
"I don't know...kind of hard to beat last night, that's for damn sure!" Carol quipped, reaching out to place her hand on the back of Pete's head, pressing him a bit more firmly against herself as he drew my wife's clit between his lips, gently chewing and sucking it. "But this aint half bad either," she giggled hotly, enjoying it as she took a bite of her strawberry filled pastry, and then making an obscene display with it as she lapped at some of the whipped cream frosting letting it dangle on the tip of her tongue for me. "And it was fucking hot...doing that with you too," she added. "It was WAY fucking hot, and I am so hoping that we'll be able to do that with those guys again."
"Yeah, me too," I honestly admitted. And really hoped that we would.
"So, what's on the agenda this morning after all this?"
Carol looked at her watch. It was by now nearing ten o'clock. "Oh that's right! I almost forgot! I looked in the brochure we were given, and actually scheduled a cum-massage for this morning, it looked interesting."
"A cum massage? You're kidding!? What's that?"
"Oh she's gonna love that!" Kimberly quipped briefly removing my cock from her mouth. I try to schedule one of those myself every now and again when I can, it's really quite sensual and erotic, which I'm sure you'll find out. And damn hot to watch too, though you can certainly participate. Usually the more the merrier, and the better, which is why they usually set the table up out here, which I'm sure they will, just in case anyone else wants to drop by, which they usually do."
I gave half a notion to not coming, but then changed my mind, as good as Kimberly's mouth was, it was too much of a temptation to pass up.
"I'd like to cum on your tits," I informed her looking down as she now held my shaft between them, running it back and forth, over and around those sweet hard nipples of hers.
"I'd like that," she said.
"And I'd like to see it," Carol added to that, though she was already in the midst of having an orgasm as Pete continued sucking my wife's clit, now likewise finger-fucking her as she sat there looking on. I was soon pouring another delightful creamy load all over the young woman's breasts. Once they were indeed and completely saturated, I was again surprised as Pete now came over, standing in front of her, now licking them off until he had thoroughly cleaned them off.
"Is there anything else the two of us can do for you?" They asked.
"No, thank you. That was perfect, delightful breakfast, and nice way to start off the new day."
"Very well, enjoy your morning cum-massage then, they should be here soon and get things set up for you," she added, and then the two of them left.
We sat finishing our delicious breakfast when again another knock came on the door. Four men and two women entering the room, carrying what appeared to be a standard massage table, which they indeed set up out on the deck next to us, placing fresh crisp sheets upon it. The women were both Asian, very beautiful and attractive with their long dark hair, one with considerably large breasts for an Asian woman, and the other much more typically smaller, though I was taken in by the dark alluring coloring of their respective nipples and areolas. The smaller breasted woman's nipples quite thick and long surprisingly, and already firmly erect.
Carol was then invited to climb up onto the table where the two women then heated up some oil, pouring that onto her and began working it into her skin, one starting at her feet, the other her head, working towards one another. The four men, two on each side, now standing there stroking away at their hard stiff cocks as I sat looking on, enjoying this as they did that, finding myself suddenly getting hard again as well, though I wasn't sure how much I'd actually contribute to any of this when the time came. "But I'd certainly do what I could," I laughed to myself.
Obviously, these guys were hand-picked for their unique special abilities as Carol and I were about to find out, though not before being pleased to see Steven and Marsha emerge from their room only a short distance away, spotting us, and then curiously wandering over. Though it was indeed nice to see them again.
"Cool!" Marsha quipped, was wondering about getting one of these myself, now I can actually watch it before hand."
"Feel free to join in too," one of the women spoke. "That's in fact part of the experience as long as no one else minds."
"Don't mind at all," Carol moaned softly, just as the first one of the four men standing around her began to pump out what eventually took on epic proportions. I'd never seen so much cum pouring out all at once from any one single prick before, though this was soon added to rather quickly, as one man after the other suddenly began to erupt as well, my wife's body suddenly covered in thick streamers of white hot sticky spunk that almost entirely covered her from her chest down to her toes.
The two Asian women continued to go about their assigned tasks, massaging in all that hot sweet cream into my wife's body, though the four men soon after left. Marsha now jacking off her husband's cock, Steven taking delight in aiming it directly against my wife's juicy wide-open split as moment's later, he add his cream to the mix, dousing my wife's hard succulent clit, which one of the gals then began massaging more directly, working it specifically for her like that, driving Carol nuts as she did. Another couple passing by, stopping for a moment, looking on, and then likewise invited to join us if they cared to. Not too surprisingly he did, and though he didn't offer up much, no doubt as spent from the night, or mornings activity as I was, he still yet added a dollop or two of cream to each one of my wife's nipples before the couple once again moved on.
It was over all a much enjoyable experience to have seen and witnessed, especially when Carol eventually had one of her more liquid orgasms, liberally spraying her pussy juice all over the breasts of the larger breasted woman who at this point in time, was actually holding one of those magnificent beauties against my wife's cunt, actually masturbating her with it when she came.
"Whew, that was really, really nice! Thank you!" She exclaimed, and then was pampered again as the women washed and dried her off, a nice pink glow on her skin as she all but melted into full and complete relaxation afterwards. "Now I think I'm going to take a little nap," she informed me.
No surprise there. I would have too. But, I was now interested in seeing what else that this place had to offer, deciding to head on down to the pool for a refreshing dip before joining up with Carol later over lunch.
I was a bit surprised to find the pool area as busy as it was, though for the most part, most people there seemed to simply be relaxing and enjoying the morning sun. One or two couples sharing large float rafts together, though only one of those couples actually fucking as they did. Still it was fun to watch as I ordered up a Bloody Mary from the bar, and then sat back in one of the many available float chairs to enjoy it, again looking on as the couple fucked nearby. A young woman, simply passing by stopping briefly to fondle my cock for a bit, before moving on again, though I noticed she seemed to be purposely making the rounds, doing that to as many men, and even some women as she could before moving on again. It was just as interesting watching her doing that too as it was watching the couple next to me, though another man soon joined the two of them, and took turns with her partner fucking her back and forth. I was surprised after the mornings activities that I was becoming as aroused as I was, soon sitting there cock in one hand, drink in the other.
"Hi, good morning. Care if I join you?"
It took me a moment for me to realize who it was that was speaking to me, and then I did. It was Debra, the woman I had met at the table during the cocktail party, the one with the really big clit.
"Not at all, I'd enjoy the company," I announced quite happily, not at all embarrassed or shy about sitting there the way I was, cock in hand, all nice and hard as I held it, gently stroking it. Debra too, in her own float chair, though she nosed it around, now facing me, bringing it towards me, docking it with mine. Her feet soon after coming up in order to reposition themselves over the armrest of my chair, effectively making it easy for her to spread herself, her legs now spread widely once more. That clit of hers already poking out so invitingly as she reached down and began toying with it, almost as though she too had a cock, and could jerk it off much as I was doing.
With very little effort, we both scooted forward in our chairs just enough that I could actually reach down, taking my cock, and now rubbing it directly against that massive clit. We sat there, each one of us fondling ourselves, though rubbing ourselves back and forth against one another. Shortly, the three people who'd now been watching slipped off their mattress and came over. Asking if they could help out, which we delightfully agreed to. Debra enjoying a nice tit massage by the two men, while the woman now took over for me, taking my cock in hand, now rubbing it directly and with ease against Debra's clit as I in turn reached up, sucking and fondling this woman's tits.
"You mind terribly if I suck on that for a bit after he's cum on it?" The woman asked. "I've never seen a clit this big before, let alone sucked on one like this, and I'm dying to try it!"
"Be my guest!" Debra cried playfully, though we were both still enjoying the manipulation of my prick against her clit, though I was soon indeed spurting out a surprisingly large portion of spunk onto it, shortly after that. I soon moved away, though not too far so that I could watch, as the woman now bent over, standing there in the pool, drawing Debra's clit between her lips, my cum still clinging to it as she began lapping away at it with her tongue, causing Debra to bounce almost spasmodically there in the water. And then as she did that, reaching out, taking both men standing next to her in hand, placing each of their cocks inside her mouth, sucking the two of them together. She came, just as they did, the two of them shooting off almost simultaneously, Debra actually having difficulty taking them both, though somehow she did.
Thoroughly satisfied, if not once again exhausted, I decided to head back to our room, clean up, take a shower and soon after join my wife for lunch, already looking forward to even more afternoon adventures.
It didn't take long to discover that either. Much to my delightful surprise.
**
I stepped back into our room, expecting to find my wife asleep, still resting, but instead heard the sound of the shower running instead, deciding to join her as I entered the large bathroom area, that had a shower big enough to easily accommodate six comfortably. And that's when I noticed, she wasn't alone. There were two others with her inside there, both women, and since there was no need for any kind of enclosure the way the showers had been built, all three greeted me with smiles on their faces as I came in, though I hadn't seen either of the other women before, up until now anyway.



"Hi baby, this is Darcy and Jolene...our other neighbors next door to us. They're lesbians, so hope you don't mind if you don't really join us, though they said earlier if you came back early, you were certainly welcome to watch. I was more than happy to just do that anyway, too early yet after what I'd just been through to even consider getting it up again so early, though just the sight of my wife and these two sexy looking women already had my cock stirring at the thought.
Jolene dropped back down to her knees between my wife's legs, licking and sucking her cunt, Darcy now standing behind, fondling and cupping my wife's breasts while she did that. Carol was indeed in seventh-heaven, enjoying the attention of both women, who soon after switched places with her, Carol now doing to Darcy, what Jolene had been doing to her. I had always enjoyed watching Carol with another woman, and this was indeed such a treat, now nonchalantly sitting there on the bench seat across the way from the three of them, slowly stroking myself, without intention, merely enjoying the show as they continued.
With another bench seat across the way from the one I was sitting at, the three of them soon climbed out of the shower, still wet, moving over towards it. I wondered briefly as to what they were up to, though it mattered not as they soon slid into position, again...something else I so wonderfully enjoyed seeing, and which would no doubt leave me rock-hard, and seriously considering having another orgasm myself.
Darcy and my wife had slid easily into a 'scissors' position there on the bench, cunt to cunt, now grinding, humping against one another as Jolene eased herself down over my wife's face on the opposite end. Sitting there watching Carol's pink tongue as it slithered inside the woman's pussy, seeing her actually chewing on, and sucking in the woman's rather long delicate labia was hot as hell. That...and hearing once again the obvious flow of juices, which I knew damn well Carol was producing, as slick sounds became even more and more obvious. Darcy and Carol grinding against one another, clit to clit, cunt to cunt, my hand flying away, up and down my shaft like a jack-hammer now, every intention of working another one off, come hell or high water while seeing all this. I doubted I had ever come this many times, or in so short of a time in my entire life, but I was again constantly reminded of the new found sensuality I was discovering here.
And I was also in for another nice surprise as well. Darcy too, was quite the squirter as it turned out, even more so than I'd seen Carol manage to do in times past. Announcing it in fact, for everyone's benefit, though specifically mine perhaps, she cried out in anticipated glee a few moment's later, her words, decadent, dirty and hot, paving the way to orgasmic bliss, all the way around for everyone.
I had already seen four guys, and more...drop more cum on my wife than I had thought humanly possible to even witness. And now, here again...watching one woman, so thoroughly saturate and spray my wife from one single pussy was amazing. I began to wonder if what I was actually seeing was some sort of a trick, as just when I was sure she had to be nearing completion, there would come another, and yet again another of these long clear streamers of girl juice, pumping out, cascading down over my wife, along with Jolene as well. Darcy was literally and figuratively speaking, raining cum-juice down on top of the two of them.
"Hurry, come here, if you'd like to feel this," she said looking over towards me. "There's still a bit left if you'd like."
I wasn't about to pass that up, hurriedly standing walking over as she spun around on the bench, surprising me to some extent, actually taking my cock in her hand, holding against her cunt as she once again squirted one or two more, her juices bathing my prick, as she slicked it back and forth in her hand.
Carol sat up in order to watch, and then as Darcy finally finished coming herself, actually held it for her, feeding my prick to Carol, who now sucked it. Ok, so there wasn't much...I mean after all, but it felt fucking good nevertheless, Darcy holding my prick for my wife, Jolene still holding onto and fondling Carol's tits as she did that.
I was starting to wonder if we'd ever make it out of here to actually go to lunch. Though we soon said good-byes, finished my own shower, and then actually dawned ourselves in the soft terry-cloth robes we'd been provided, and proceeded downstairs to the restaurant.
We enjoyed a light simple lunch, once again met a new group of interesting people, and looked over the itinerary for the Lingerie Ball scheduled for that evening. It promised to be interesting, as I was sure it would be. More fucking than dancing actually perhaps by the looks of it, but that too was what this was really all about after all. A black, cock-tie affair for the men, and sexy lingerie for the women as we all came together out on the massive expanse of the dance-floor later.
I was also pleased to see both Diane and Charlie heading towards us after we had finished up with lunch.
"Make sure you save a dance or two for us later," they stated. And I had no intention of doing anything but that, already looking forward to it more than even I realized.
To be continued...



        Hotel Californication Ch. 05

        The ball is unlike anything they could have ever expected.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/hotel-californication-ch-05

Title: Hotel Californication Ch. 05

Author: Many Feathers

Category: Group Sex

Description: The ball is unlike anything they could have ever expected.

Tags: 

Series: Hotel Californication


Dinner was at seven, the "Lingerie Ball", at nine. I had just stepped out of the shower when Carol came into the bathroom to finish getting ready. She held what appeared to be some sort of personal invitation in her hand.
"What's that?"
She opened it reading. And then smiling. "It would seem we've been given a special invitation to dine tonight with Diane, Charlie, Jack...and someone named Charles Anderson the third."
I looked at her in disbelief. Not for being invited to sit with them at their table, but that I recognized the name. Truly, this couldn't be the same person I was thinking of. The Charles Anderson I knew and had read about, was a State Senator. I started toweling off, figuring we'd find out soon enough, though if it was him that was actually here, I was more than a bit surprised at his willingness to even be here. Though I also knew he wasn't currently married, so even if he was, there wasn't much that I figured anyone could try and use against him. As powerful a man as he was, I know I sure as hell wouldn't want to be the one to take him on.
"Hey, thought you were wearing that black outfit you showed me?" I asked as Carol began slipping into a rather nasty looking red camisole that hugged her tits quite nicely, especially the way her hard nipples were already pressing against the tight thin material as she pulled it down over her charms. All she put on besides that was a matching garter and shear stockings, no panties, officially meeting the only real criteria as being "accessible" during the ball.
"Changed my mind," she said simply, though I didn't mind at all seeing her dressed in red instead. I honestly liked this look better than I think I'd have liked her in the black negligee she'd brought along. It might not have been quite as revealing upstairs...but the way those tits of hers looked through the red tight top she had on, was even more sexy and alluring.
I put on my simple black tie, and we were all ready to go.
**
A few minutes later we had entered the Ball Room - Dining area and immediately spotted Diane and Charlie sitting up on stage at was obviously one of the head tables sharing a cocktail together. Neither Jack, nor "Charles" was present, but it was early yet. Like the girls, Carol and I had come early as well in order to sit and have a few cocktails before dinner actually got started. Seeing us the moment we came in, they immediately waved us over to join them. As they both stood in greeting, I couldn't help notice, and drool slightly over the way they both looked. Like Carol, Diane too looked hot as hell, her attire a bit unusual perhaps, wearing a black bow tie, much like mine, though she also had one what appeared to be a white satin bra, with nipple cut-outs, her gorgeous tits poking through, though that wasn't the only thing that was either. She wore bright red crotch less panties, and though her cock wasn't exactly hard, it was thickly firm, hanging down almost invitingly between her legs.
Charlie was dressed somewhat similarly, a red bow tie, though she wore no bra. Her tits were bound however, already looking a bit swollen, almost purple with some sort of red sash binding them together, which looked provocative as hell. Though much like Carol had worn, Charlie too wore white garters and stockings, her own smaller cock, was just barely concealed behind what appeared to be a matching white thong. We ordered drinks and then turned our attention back to the throng of people slowly moving in and finding their seats. As they did, I began to notice something, that up until now, hadn't really dawned on me, nor had I actually questioned it, especially when I looked over and saw that Darcy and Jolene had just come walking in. Both girls were completely naked, though all either had on, or was wearing was a white bow tie. As I began glancing about, I noticed that a great deal of men, and some few women wore black lingerie, or ties, a larger majority wearing red, both men and women, and then like with Darcy and Jolene only white, though those numbers seemed far fewer in appearance.
"Ok, obviously...I missed something," I commented looking over at the girls and my wife and then nodded back over to where Darcy and Jolene were sitting down as an obvious gay couple came over to join them, the guys likewise just wearing white bow ties and nothing else.
"You must have," Diane quipped, chuckling. "Frankly, I was surprised to see you wearing a black bow tie, and not a red one at this point."
I looked over at my wife. She just shook her head both smiling and frowning at me. "If you'd have read through everything, you'd have know what that means," she said shaking her head once again. "And actually I was sort of wondering the same thing myself, but decided it was up to you what color you personally chose to wear."
It didn't take being a rocket scientist to figure things out after that, though Diane quickly explained things to me anyway.
"It makes things a lot easier for everyone, especially during the actual ball," she began. "Obviously, those who are wearing only white, are letting you know they prefer 'intimate' sex as we call it, only with members of their same sex. And black of course, just the opposite. Strictly heterosexual as it were." She again purposely glanced towards the black tie I had on, frowning. "And red of course...means you're cool either way. But since you are wearing black tonight, does that mean...?"
Once again Carol laughed. "I did in fact buy you a red bow tie as well, it's back in the room if you'd like me to go and get it," she giggled. "Just wasn't sure if you'd be in the frame of mind to actually wear that particular color just yet."
I had also noticed, that most of the staff, like Diane and Charlie, seemed to be wearing all three colors, and though I wasn't sure of any real significance of that, knowing these two so well already, it seemed rather obvious even then.
"I think I'll stick with the black tie for now, no rules about crossing over any lines later now is there? Just because I start out wearing black?"
"No," Charlie chuckled as well. "In fact, you'd be surprised at the number of people wearing black now, who come back wearing only red the next time they come here to stay with us. I am sure that by the end of the evening, color, regardless...won't be much of an issue either way, as I'm sure you'll soon see. And like the rules state to begin with, once out on the floor, everyone is free to touch anyone, regardless of what color they have on. The only thing we honor, along with anyone else...is the intimate rule. No intercourse, or oral with anyone that you're simply not interested in being with according to the colors you're wearing. Everyone here respects and honors that. But again, regardless of anyone's sexual orientation, fondling, a bit of groping and caressing, that sort of thing is perfectly acceptable and clearly defined in the terms of the evening's event."
"And besides, once the 'ball' actually starts, and with everyone out there on the crowded dance floor, you'll find it's almost impossible not to run around bumping and groping everyone else out there anyway," Diane added to that.
"So black for now then," I said sitting back comfortably sipping on my cocktail, figuring that I wouldn't be at all surprised to see Jack wearing a red bow tie, though I was also now wondering. If Charles was "the" Charles, what color would he then have on?" I was indeed curious to find out.
**
As part of the evening's entertainment during the dinner hour, the resort had their own version of the "Blue Men Crew," as they were called. Four guys that I would later find out, painted in blue as opposed to wearing any sort of costumes, and each one purportedly with nothing less than at least a nine inch cock, which they ran around through the audience, performing with much to the delight of everyone, based on some of the special tricks they enjoyed performing with those enormous sized cocks of there. The groups leader in fact, actually sporting one that Diane claimed she had herself personally measured the last time they had come here and performed, tell us that his prick in fact measured fourteen inches! Though she candidly added to that, it didn't get any bigger than that either, nor really very hard, which I guess in a way was somewhat understandable. Having a prick that big, even somewhat flaccid, would take some real doing to get much blood flowing constantly into a monster like that. I had read somewhere where guys who were actually that big, seemed to experience that particular difficulty. So I for one, though certainly not below average in size, was perfectly happy with the equipment I'd been blessed with. Not to mention the fact that so far, Carol had never complained, nor had anyone else for that matter. If anything, stamina, and my ability to experience several orgasms during the course of an evening, actually put me a little above par as far as that went.
Still, I was already curious and looking forward to the evenings entertainment when the Blue Men Crew came out and began entertaining everyone later.
There was just time enough for another round of cocktails before dinner service was to begin, when once again Diane motioned, nodding at Charlie as the two of them stood, and then Carol and I did, joining them. Sure enough, Jack was walking towards us, wearing a red bow tie. And with him, was in fact the State Senator himself, Charles Anderson the third. And he was wearing of all things, a red and white striped bow tie, with a blue field and white stars. And I honestly wasn't really sure what the hell that that meant. But, he was naked...that much was clearly showing. Though I'd have also been hard pressed to actually find his dick.
**
Dinner as usual was excellent, as was the floor show as the Blue Guys with their big dicks ran around the audience thrilling and teasing everyone. They had ended their entertainment with what could only be described as the wildest drumming I had ever seen performed, especially considering the 'drum-sticks' they used when doing that.
But dinner had certainly been interesting in another way as well. Unlike the movies where you see scenes where this woman, or that one fumbles secretly with either the guy sitting next to her, or across from her, or visa...versa. This was pretty much expected to happen here. Between bites, sips of drinks, everyone seemed to be reaching out, enjoying themselves, as well as their dinner partners throughout the entire course of the meal.
I was sitting next to Charlie on one side, and Diane on the other. Jack sitting between my wife and Charles, which as it turned out, had some interesting moments as the evening wore on. Almost from the start when we'd begun eating our first course, Diane had reached over, her hand wrapping itself around my cock, though Charlie too had eventually done the same, the two of them now tag-teaming my prick as we sat eating and almost nonchalantly keeping an eye on all the other entertainment.
It was also just as obvious, especially by the hand-movements, and expression on the Senator's face, that he was enjoying the attention that Jack's hand was giving him, all the while occasionally fondling and playing with my wife's cunt. By the time dinner was finally over, I was about as aroused as I could possibly be, and now looking forward to what I knew may very well be the most interesting ball-room dance, if you even want to call it that, that I'd ever been too. Diane stood shortly after that, addressing everyone at the podium on stage, once again reiterating a few of the simple rules, does and don'ts. Initially, it was tradition that EVERYONE crowd around and into the small designated area that was set off to one side away from the seating area. Admittedly, I had to wonder how well over two hundred and fifty some odd people could even manage to fit into such a small confined space. But then again, that was the whole point in the first place. As everyone began moving over towards the open area, there was hardly anywhere anyone could go without bumping into someone, or touching someone in one way or another, and especially for the men. Most of which, like myself, were sporting good hard firm erections.
Though I had indeed started out with Carol standing close by my side, as more and more people came onto the floor joining us, it quickly became evident that we'd eventually get lost in the throng of people crowding in. Moments later the lights came down way low, and then a reddish hew began to bathe everyone standing there, at first difficult to see very well until the eyes adjusted to it. But shortly after that, this sensual red glow seemed to add to the overall erotic nature of the moment we were suddenly all experiencing at once together. Almost as one, as the music started, though no one of course was actually dancing, the entire mass of people seemed to suddenly start undulating together in a massive sea of exposed flesh and body parts. Hands, fingers along with everything else suddenly reaching out, touching, caressing. I felt a woman's hand once again surrounding my shaft, though interestingly enough, another woman who'd been standing directly in front of me, sort of leaned over. As she did, my strange partner took advantage of the opportunity to then begin rubbing my cock against this second woman's cunt, eventually slipping the head in, just barely, though continuing to hold onto it, teasing the woman. She in turn, now sucking another man's prick as he stood in front of her, though all around this scene, and several like it were likewise taking place.
I had no clue, nor idea where my wife had disappeared to herself. Likewise lost now amongst the writhing sea of people that cavorted decadently together their on the floor. It was an interesting sensation to say the least. Most remained nameless to me, total and complete strangers. A some few here or there I had seen, but not formally met, fewer still whose names I did know, or people I had recognized. Smiling just a bit as I caught sight of Marsha not too far away from where I was standing, one cock in her mouth, another in each one of her hands, someone kneeling between her legs licking her pussy, and yet another guy still obviously fucking her from behind. She was obviously enjoying and taking advantage of the dance.
And then, just like that, things suddenly switched around unexpectedly as the mass of naked people continued to cavort and move around. Looking down, I suddenly felt a mouth engulfing my prick, delighted to see a rather buxom older woman as she knelt before me, busying herself with my prick. Another guy, one whom I'd seen sitting with the two lesbians earlier at their table, wearing a white bow tie looking on.
"Too bad you're wearing black, and not red," he stated looking on. "I'd love to be helping her do that."
It was obviously time to lose the tie. I reached up, undoing it and allowed it to simply fall away from my neck. He smiled, and then joined the woman still kneeling between my legs as the two of them now proceeded to lick and suck me simultaneously together.
I didn't even realize it at first, though the music for the first song had indeed ended. And though a few people did clear the floor after that, heading back to their tables for additional refreshments perhaps, it was just barely enough to accommodate additional space. Much of which was now quickly utilized.
During this brief lull before the second song actually started, a very tall woman, well over six feet tall, with long dark hair, sporting once again massive, slightly droopy, yet well rounded breasts stood there looking on at the two people still happily engaged sucking my cock. She reached out, taking my hands in hers, placing them on her breasts.
"Pull on my nipples, pinch them...pinch them hard!" She demanded. I was only too happy to comply to her wishes. Her nipples too far larger than on most women I had seen, thick fat thimble-sized about as hard as they could possibly be as I yanked on them, twisting, doing as she'd asked. "Harder!" She demanded, reaching down as she openly stood there finger-fucking herself, enjoying the sensation as I pulled on her tits even more forcefully, enjoying the show below as my companions continued to pass my cock back and forth to one another. Eventually the guy standing, though the woman now taking both pricks in hand, placing them together as she began rubbing the tips together in a circular motion, occasionally placing them both in her mouth, sucking them that way.
"Oh fuck I love watching that," my tall companion stated hotly just as the second song started playing, making it hard to hear whatever else it was she had said, though she did cry out loud enough moment's after that, once again telling me, or rather demanding from me, what else she really wanted. "Now slap them! Slap my tits! Slap them hard, as hard as you possibly can!"
And though inflicting, let alone receiving any real pain wasn't my thing, it was obviously something that this woman truly enjoyed, for whatever reason. The mood, circumstance and certainly the delightful sensations I was currently experiencing melted away whatever reservations or inhibitions about doing this to her...or for her, no longer mattered. I did as she asked, slapping first one breast, and then the other with what I felt was a rather decent, forceful slap. She winced, smiling, feeling the sting perhaps.
"Again. Do it again. Faster this time, until I cum."
**
I was now on the verge of doing that myself. The sensation too great, too pleasurable to ignore any more. Whoever this older woman was, she was expertly unique in the art of cock-sucking, doing things to my prick, and even possibly to the guy now standing next to me, that neither one of us had experienced before.
"Ok, give me your cum," she told us both. "Both of you. I want to see these delicious hard cocks of yours squirting for me."
I was going crazy, weak in the knees, hovering on the edge already. Not really realizing that the tall woman still standing next to me, whose breasts I now clamped down hard on, was likewise in the throes of her own climatic release, perhaps because of that.
"Yes! Yes! Yes!" The gal below me was now screaming, feeling the lurch of my cock as it began to jettison a torrent of spunk, somehow opening my eyes, looking down as I did, simultaneously feeling, and seeing the other's guys prick similarly doing the same. Still holding us there together, sperming one another, only then drawing the two of us once more back inside her mouth, thoroughly, and completely erasing whatever nectar had remained.
**
Momentarily satiated, I let go of the tall woman's tits, though she again smiled, thanking me for such a mind-blowing orgasm. Likewise thanking the woman, and man who'd I just shared this experience with before parting from them, now headed off the floor and back towards our table, needing a drink. As I wandered back, I wondered briefly how everyone else was fairing, especially my wife, though I was fairly confident she was herself having a great time, doing god knew what and where at the moment. At the table, the only two people still there at the moment where Charlie and the Senator. She, currently laying on the table, with the Senator between her legs obviously fucking her, though it was also interesting to note, his hand was simultaneously working her cock up and down too. And though I had just had a very intense orgasm myself only moments ago, it was still interesting to sit down, looking on as the two of them continued.
Moments later a waitress came by taking my drink order, though I was perfectly content to merely sit there, recuperating all the while looking on. Like I said, I don't know what it was, or why it was...just Charlie being who she was perhaps, but watching her being fucked by the Senator, while he simultaneously stood there also wanking on her small, yet very stiff cock was horny as hell to see. And it wasn't long at all before I found myself actually stiffening again while watching this, though enjoying my drink as I did so.



I hadn't even heard or realized it when I next felt a familiar hand on my neck, looking up into the smiling face of Diane as she joined us.
"Having a good time?" She asked, grinning from ear to ear, though I noticed now that she was entirely naked. Whatever clothes, if you even want to call them that, having long ago disappeared. "Obviously, you must have been. I see that the ties gone," she quipped.
I smiled back at her, nodding my head yes. Glad that I too had discarded the tie now, though almost openly laughing, seeing that the Senator's tie was indeed undone as well, now draped almost idiotically around the man's neck in it's patriotic fervor. I wasn't given too long to dwell on that however as Diane moved closer towards the table, cock in hand as she began rubbing it against one of Charlie's breasts.
"I so love teasing her tits this way," she informed me.
"And I like watching you do that. In fact...if you'd like, I'd enjoy doing that for you," I offered, which Diane quickly smiled at in obvious acceptance. I walked over, now taking her prick in hand, and continued the joyful tease of Charlie's breasts, though Diane was just as quick to reach down, now taking my cock in hand as the two of us now stood, rubbing one another's pricks back and forth across the surface of Charlie's boobs.
"Oh yeah Brian! That's it! That's it! Make me cum all over her fucking tits!" Diane exclaimed minutes later as I continued jacking off her cock, periodically slapping her steely shaft against Charlie's hard little nipples, which she seemed by the look on her face to be totally enjoying. In seconds, Diane's prick began to lurch, streamer after streamer of hot sticky cum criss-crossing her friend's breasts as I continued to work it, milking out each and every last drop I could find. This moment being the catalyst for the Senator perhaps, as he suddenly withdrew from Charlie's pussy, now jack-hammering himself for a moment, though continuing to do the same to Charlie's cock with his other hand. I once again stood there watching the cum fly, Charles Anderson the third, now liberally spraying her cock, still stroking it, as she too joined him. Charlie's sweet little cock now adding a mixture of her own to the mix as she climaxed loudly and long there on the table.
**
As interesting as this had all been, and as wild and hot as it was with everything happening around me, I was still inclined to enjoy a bit more of the intimate, private intimacy we had all shared together the night before back in the girls bungalow, hoping and now wishing that we might end this night doing that once again before everyone had totally and completely exhausted themselves. Though I wasn't sure if anything like that was in the offing here, given the circumstance and formality of it all. To my pleasant surprise however, it was Charlie herself who soon after brought up the idea of doing just that.
"Ok, I think we've put in enough of an appearance here don't you Diane?" She asked. "The balls well under way now, and by the looks of it, doesn't need any more direction from any of us. What say we track down where Jack and Carol have gotten off to, and meet back at our place within the hour?"
I was all for that myself, though just as equally pleased to hear it when the Senator announced that he needed to leave a bit early himself with a full schedule still waiting for him in the morning. Though finding a few new things out about myself, I still had no desire to get more intimately acquainted with this man, it would be interesting enough seeing his photos in the newspapers after this as it was.
The three of us now soon after parting, back out into the sea of flesh beyond as we went in search of Jack and my wife. Though as it also turned out, Carol was at the moment enjoying herself with both Marsha and Steven again, and somewhat reluctant to part company with them, having as good a time as she was. Only when Diane, who had likewise stumbled upon us, simply invited the two of them to come back and join us as well. And though our somewhat intimate little group and grown by two more, I had found myself quite fond of this older couple, and actually quite looking forward to feeling what Marsha's slick sweet pussy felt like while no doubt fucking it later.
Jack too was rounded up, and so the seven of us made our way back to the girls place, just after midnight at this point, but I had no doubt whatsoever, that this evenings festivites were just getting started.
And...as I would soon find out, I hadn't even scratch the surface yet of what this new and interesting little group of friends was even capable of. It would prove to be the best night of my entire life, and for Carol too as it would later turn out.
To be continued...
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Hotel Californication - Chapter Six

We arrived back at Diane and Charlie's bungalow, the anticipation of what lay ahead already thick as a knife. The sexual tension, atmosphere, extremely apparent. Especially since anyone that had one...had an erection already. Pouring us a drink however, we took the time to recoup from our previous exertions at the party, simply relaxing for the moment, taking in the sight of this smaller, more intimate group of people we were now with. Carol and I both hoping, as well as feeling, that it wouldn't be the last time we'd experience something like this with these guys.

Not too surprisingly, it was Charlie in her typically bold, horny fashion that got things rolling again.

"I need two nice hard cocks," she began, and then having already chosen me as one of them, which I was quite looking forward to, selected Steven as the other. Not at all sure at first as to what she had in mind, we both however quickly placed ourselves in position, according to her specific instructions. Basically ass to ass, cocks nearly touching, it was quite the sight to see as Charlie unbelievingly so, as she somehow managed to squat down over the two of us. And though initially I didn't think it was going to work, as tight as she was at first, after only a few minor adjustments, Steven and I both found ourselves embedded deep inside Charlie's cunt, side by side. "Alright, now...Diane? Get that sweet ass of yours over here!"

It was indeed interesting to watch, as well as to feel as Diane came over, easily sliding down over Charlie's stiff cock as she smoothly slipped inside the woman's ass.

"All right. No one's tell'in but I am say'in...now I need to be sucking that cock!" Marsha called out already moving over towards Diane, though no one said a thing, half expecting that perhaps. Bending over she began mouthing Diane's prick, Charlie of course fucking Diane's ass, and then Steven and I embedded deeply inside Charlie's cunt. The only one really left out at this point was Jack. But the answer to that came to him almost immediately. Bent over as she was, Jack easily slid in and behind Martha. And that of course left the only other person yet to join in...my wife. Good old Carol, not to be left out, especially now, found her own place in the mix. Walking over, still half standing up, she slid in between and just over Martha, now presenting herself, spreading her pussy lips open, to which Diane, still fucking Charlie, smiled at in seeing. It was an easy task at this point for her to now begin licking and sucking my sweet wife's pussy.

And then all seven of us, were linked up together.

The fact that Charlie's cunt could actually fit the two of us inside was amazing enough. But feeling Steven's prick rubbing directly against my own as we fucked her was beyond description. I had no idea anything could feel as good as this did. And Charlie was juicing us both quite nicely at this point, though I am fairly damn confident, the two of us were certainly adding to all that. The slick, sloppy...even frothy sounds we were making just added a choir of decadent delight in accompaniment to all the additional moans and groans everyone else was making.

"Suck that bitch! That's it! Suck my fucking cock!" Diane screamed literally on the edge as she cried out her pleasure right into my wife's pussy. Laying as I was, still able to easily look up, I could see my wife's face screwed up in unbridled pleasure as well. She was humping Diane's face like there was no tomorrow. Jack...Jack-hammering, so to speak, his thrusts deep, hard and fast. The sound of flesh slapping flash as he skewered Marsha's pussy from behind was the added base to this symphony of sex we were all playing.

I held on, and held out for as long as I could. But again the sensations were way beyond any previous experience. I felt my prick balloon inside, felt my balls almost implode and cried out my imminent release. I began spurting inside her copiously, knowing as I did, I was not only coating her lovely cunt-cave, but Steven's prick as well. He too must have felt it, sensed it, for only seconds after I began ejaculating, he too began crying out wildly, and then added his own nasty sauce to ours.

It was like watching dominos fall after that. Charlie squirting both ways, which she said later was a very rare occurrence for her. And though she could indeed climax both vaginally, and through her prick as well, it usually never occurred almost at the exact same time. Diane of course must have felt Charlie's prick throbbing inside her ass, likewise triggering her climax, which Marsha was only two happy to receive. Carol too of course, liberally spraying all over Diane's face, as she again cried out in glee, slurping down my wife's wet sauce as rapidly as she could. And though Jack didn't finish off inside Marsha, he had stood, rapidly walking over towards Carol, who'd already indicated to him a few moment's ago that she wanted to drain his cock for him when the time came, which she was now happily doing. He fed her his prick as I lay there watching, my own orgasm still ebbing in sweet little throbs of pulsating after glow. I saw her mouth fill, closing about his organ, and then allowing the dribble of semen to come back out, dripping down to fall on her gorgeous breasts. In seconds, Marsha was then sitting up, sucking and licking that off.

And as odd as it all sounds, we'd barely been at it for even fifteen minutes yet. I could only begin to wonder what the rest of the evening was going to be like.

With our frenzied lust for the moment thoroughly satisfied, it was kind of nice to just sit back, relax, laugh and simply enjoy one another's company while we all slowly recovered. Being with this particular new group of friends was not only intimate and friendly, but both Carol and I were finding a whole lot out about ourselves that was eye-opening in more ways than one. For me personally, I was actually enjoying all the eye candy I was currently looking at. So diverse for one, that I found not only sensual and alluring, but far more erotic and exciting than what I had ever seen in a lot of men's magazines.

Even Carol didn't have the perfect body by any means. Though I personally found her breasts near perfect for my tastes, full and heavy against her chest, she'd always thought her nipples were proportionately two small for them, with much smaller areolas than she would have liked. And though we were both fairly well toned from working out, she also had a large appendectomy scar that she'd (up until now anyway) never been real comfortable displaying, and thus rarely if ever wore a two piece bikini that would show much of it. And then looking over at Marsha. An amazing woman in my book. Older yes, certainly, but with that air of experience about her, a no-nonsense attitude and outlook on life. Gravity eventually catching up to her of course, but it mattered not to her, nor to anyone else either, as it should. She had large droopy tits, "fun-bags" as she called them, with amazingly thick long nipples that she loved having them played with. Which Jack was currently doing at the moment, sitting next to her on the couch, casually enjoying a glass of wine, his hand at the moment gently rolling and teasing one of her tits as she just as casually sipped on her drink, and fondled his somewhat floppy prick though I noticed it was already starting to firm up. Just as mine was.

And what more can I say about Diane? She was to me a woman in every sense of the word. She truly was gorgeous, her tits near perfect, her face a sculptured beauty that truly showed off her femininity. Had it not been for her long slim cock currently dangling down between her legs, as reminded that first night we had met her, there was honestly no way that Carol or I would have known. She and Carol standing near the bar laughing and chatting, though Diane was gently and somewhat teasingly running her fingers down through my wife's still juicy split. Again, more of an affectionate intimate private tease of things yet to come as they stood there enjoying one another's company.

And then there was Charlie. A man AND woman in every sense of the word. Smaller breasted yes, but her tits were perky sweet, sexy...with elongated nipples that constantly spoke of her arousal. And though she indeed had a much smaller prick than anyone else, it was constantly hard and erect, or so it seemed anyway, as I rarely saw or found it otherwise. She was like a kid who'd just discovered this particular appendage and thus rarely if ever left it alone. I almost think she held it in her hand constantly, fondling it...just because she could, and because it was there. Uncaring what anyone might have thought had they been standing around or next to her. Even now as she sat across the way speaking with Marsha and Jack and previous happenings at the resort, she continued to fondle the head of her dick playfully, though I was pretty sure she was very much aroused simply watching Jack and Marsha as they continued fondling and toying with one another.

Steven had taken a seat on the couch next to me. He too looking on, smiling at his wife as she and Jack continued to play. His own hand gently fondling his prick, that again at the moment somewhat flaccid, immediately reminded me of what it had felt like, rubbing my against his all the while up inside that amazing elastic pussy of Charlie's. That had indeed been an interesting experience for me, and I felt my own cock throb excitedly in remembrance of that. And unlike my own, Steven's prick though not overly large by any means, did have what I gauged as one of the biggest dick-heads I'd ever seen. Where mine was far more tapered, which Carol said was just perfect for ass-fucking, Steven's was this large, fairly bulbous head, fat...large and round, that was interesting to watch anyone trying to suck on it. It seemed to take more effort just getting that mammoth prick tip inside the mouth than it did finally swallowing the length of it afterwards. Without even thinking about it really, I simply reached out and over, grasping his prick in hand, curious to feel it a bit in it's current somewhat flaccid state, but likewise wanting to experience it as it grew in my hand too.

Steven was only too happy to allow me to do that, sitting back, once more relaxing and joining in on conversation as I slow-stroked his prick up and down, enjoying the contact and sensation as my fingers and hand rolled up and over that massive head of his, before squeezing it just a bit, eliciting a nice dew-drop of precum before skinning back down his rapidly growing shaft.

Maybe it was just suddenly looking over and seeing what I was doing that garnered her immediate attention. But Charlie stood, now walking over, and then kneeling down on the floor there in front of where Steven was sitting.

"I love watching that," she said hotly. "Just something about two men comfortable enough to play with one another like that," she moaned softly, still fondling her own cock looking on. "And he really does have one hell of a big fucking prick-head doesn't he?" She commented, only then leaning forward a bit, her tongue snaking out to lick at it as I found myself feeding it to her.

"Come here Brian. Get down here and help me lick this bad-boy," Charlie told me, now trying to fit her mouth around that steely-hard looking head, which appeared seemingly impossible at the moment, though she soon succeeded in doing so. Her statement however quickly drawing everyone's attention towards us, especially my wife as she sauntered over, now standing near by with a big shit-eating grin on her face.
"Yeah baby, suck and lick it for me, I want to watch you doing that," Carol moaned softly.

Steven had stood, the two of us now kneeling there in front of him, each of us with a hand on his prick, my mouth slowly licking and teasing up and down one side of his now very hard cock, and Charlie doing the same to the other side. The two of us periodically kissing, or at least trying to, with his prick sandwiched between us. All around, the sound of murmuring pleasured approvals, the escalation of breath, sounds of others likewise touching again, stroking, playing as our intimate little group gathered around simply to watch.

I wasn't at all surprised when Diane decided to join us, or rather join me. Sitting down next to me there on the floor, she began stroking and playing with my prick as Charlie and I continued to lap, and lick...occasionally feeding one another Steven's prick as we alternately sucked on it. And I of course too...found it next to impossible to fully fit that massive dick head of his inside my own mouth, though just as she had done, eventually succeeding.

"Fuck that's hot baby!" Carol groaned loudly, though looking up and towards her now, I also had to believe that had something to do with the fact that Marsha was standing behind her, rubbing her massive tits against my wife's back, her hand somewhere down between her legs, obviously finger-fucking her.

Eventually Jack moved over to now stand in front of the three of us. Charlie taking his cock in hand, placing it tip to tip against Steven's, rolling and slapping the two heads together for a moment, and then once again somehow managing to fit, not all...but most of the two of them together in her own mouth. Once again, she offered the two pricks to me, which I tried in vain to emulate what she'd done, giving up...content then to simply lap and lick away at the two heads now together as she held them like that.

"Oh fuck...I'm gonna cum again!" Jack moaned, his pleasure quick and obvious. Charlie's hand now basically taking over, skimming his prick a bit more urgently now up and down, once more pressing it directly against and around Steven's cock though I continued to hold onto it myself, still occasionally leaning it to nip at it a bit, though more curious now to see Jack climax, which he was only moments away from doing. Though so was Steven as it would soon prove out.

Without further warning, Jack's seed suddenly skyrocketed from his prick-tip, the first heavy streamer of cum drenching the head of Steven's cock in a near-perfect saturation of copious fluid. And this, quickly followed by another, though almost simultaneously perhaps...is when that Steven too unleashed his own sticky mess. Like dueling swords now, Charlie and I holding on, fencing the two squirting cocks against one another, watching them both spray, spurt and continue to coat each others shafts was erotically decadent in a very unique, inexplicable way. My own balls now tight, seeking their own release, though Diane seemed intent on making that happen very soon, though it quickly became apparent, that Charlie wanted in on that action as well.

"Ok baby...now it's your turn," she told me, still licking her lips after having thoroughly cleaned off the two slick messy pricks she'd been working on. I now stood, as she and Diane both now knelt below me, feeling their twin tongues as they began working up and down the length of my own shaft.

This wasn't going to take very damn long, I was almost there already only moments after the two of them began, though Marsha now too, seemed intent on being a part of this, the three of them now kneeling there in front of me, though Diane and Charlie took immediate delight in feeding my prick to Marsha, slapping her face with it, taunting and teasing her, at times allowing Marsha to mouth it, before torturously taking it away again, causing me to feel as though riding a rollercoaster of ecstasy that rolled up and down, climax moving forward and then just as quickly slipping away again. All three of them driving me nuts.

"Squirt on my tits for me baby, go ahead cum on my tits." Marsha now held her two massive breasts closely together, her fat nipples now being treated to a back and forth rub of my cock as Diane and Charlie took immediate delight in doing that to her. I called out, crying out, fighting to keep my eyes open just so that I could watch, knowing full well as I began to climax, that this indeed would be a good one. And it was. Somewhat surprised at myself that I could so soon, all things considered, unleash yet again, another torrent of copious creamy semen which began splashing in criss-crossed layers of spunk back and forth between the giggling woman's breasts.

I collapsed back down on the couch, once again spent, content to melt into the seat for a moment, though it was again still interesting, looking on as almost immediately, Carol came over, as had Diane, the two women now licking and sucking off Marsha's breasts, cleaning off the rivers of jisim I had just finished depositing on them.

At this point, I honestly have to say that I didn't think it was even physically possible that I could cum again. But even if I didn't or couldn't, I knew damn well it would still be exciting and arousing for me to simply watch and enjoy everyone else during the course of the evening. Ironically too of course, it was again the 'men' who were for the moment at least, out of action, leaving it now up to the four women in amusing themselves.
**

I loved the fact that Carol enjoyed exploring and being with another woman, something I could watch her do almost every minute, every hour of the day. She was particularly fond of "pussy-kissing", or "cunt-humping" as she referred to it, soon after leading Marsha down onto the floor with her, the two of them soon sliding into her particularly favorite position, legs crossing over one another, now resting in a scissors fashion there on the floor, cunt to cunt. They slowly began working against one another in this way, with again Diane and Charlie joining them, though more to add to the stimulation as opposed to interfering. Diane simply fondling and now playing with my wife's breasts, while Charlie began doing the same to Marsha. Hands and fingers only occasionally caressing, reaching down to touch, to feel...observe, though it was Carol and Marsha who primarily just lay there teasing and pleasing one another with their respective cunts.

I wasn't at all surprised either when Carol eventually climaxed, squirting her own female juice copiously all over and against the two of them, though Diane had taken the opportunity to dive down, somehow managing to stick her own tongue and face in between the women's legs so that she could likewise savor and enjoy the essence of my wife's slick sweet cream as she lay there enjoying her own little feminine ejaculation.

"Alright Diane, this bitch needs to get fucked!" Charlie demanded. "Come give me that cock of yours," she added to that. "And you..." she smiled looking on towards Steven again. "Time for me to feel what it's like having you sucking on my cock!"

Likewise laying down on the floor, Charlie came over placing herself in a reverse cowgirl position over Diane's body. Diane now slipping herself up inside Charlie's tight little cum-box. Steven had by now moved over, kneeling between Diane's outstretched legs, easily able to devour Charlie's prick now as he began sucking and licking it for her, while Diane slowly began working herself in and out of her friend from below.

Though still far beyond leaping in and really doing anything yet, I was still in a horny mood and ready for further exploration and enjoyments. Seeing that Jack was surprisingly getting stiff again, it gave me an idea, which expressed was immediately accepted by my wife and Jack, not too surprisingly. I lay down on the floor, Carol straddling my face where I proceeded to do what I loved doing to her to begin with, licking and sucking her cunt. Her hard sweet clit so tasty as I lay there teasing it, Jack soon after joining us, slipping his now hard prick fully and deeply inside Carol's cunt. Laying there watching it just above me, even feeling his shaft at times as it burrowed inside her, licking them both, capturing it with my hands to briefly suck the tip before purposely cramming it once again back inside Carol's pussy was hot as all get out.



Marsha wasn't about to be left out now however. And even though I was still pretty damn flaccid, the feel of her mouth as she slurped me inside felt heavenly. Rolling my soft floppy cock around inside her mouth still had a nice tingly feeling and sensation to it. And Marsha didn't seem to mind at all that I was like that, taking it on as a bit of a challenge perhaps, though after only a short while of doing so, she began raising the dead, much to my own surprise.

When I was in fact all nice and hard again, Marsha quickly repositioned herself over my prick, easily sliding down, capturing it, now grinding herself against me. I continued to lap away at Carol's sweet split, still enjoying the sensation of seeing Jack's dick thrusting and now slamming in and out of her pussy while still sucking hotly away at her clit. Marsha's well lubricated quim, bathing my cock in her own sweet essence, and again the sounds of our other equally engaged friends still having their own good time next to us, just added and intensified that pleasure.

And though he didn't cum much, nor would I when I did either, I could hear, and then see the bit of dribbled spunk that he tossed inside Carol's pussy, her own frothy mixture, which was in a sense a never-ending reservoir for her, foamed, gushed, and liberally began to ooze out of her cunt, bringing his along with it. She cried out, my lips firmly wrapped about her clit, sucking and pulling on it as she came. I then felt the liquid bath above me, Marsha too now climaxing...a hot warmth, though perhaps not quite as liquefied as my wife's was, still equally thrilling to sense as the warmth of her own feminine orgasm began leaking down, and now bathing my balls. I felt my cock lurch, felt the pleasure, not at all sure just how much actual semen I was depositing inside her, but it still felt damn fucking good, never the less.

I knew now however, I was done for. And it was in fact getting late. Exhausted beyond my wildest dreams, though so was everyone else, we decided to call it a night, once more heading back to our own room, where we soon fell into deep blissful sleep.

It would indeed be difficult leaving this place so soon, though we had already agreed and spoken about returning here again soon, and as often as we could manage it. And as we also found out, quite unexpectedly, was the fact that Marsha and Steven only lived a short half hour away from where we did. And even went so far as to invite us to once again join them, along with two other couples who they were pretty much exclusive with, and though older like them, the thought of doing so intrigued Carol and I both as we quickly agreed to do that, and soon too.

But at least we still had the better part of another day before we had to check out. And though Diane and Charlie had told us they'd be pretty busy with specific guests and activities for the most part, they again assured us that if we didn't get together again while here, they would certainly see to it that they'd both come by at some point for another visit back at our place. Carol and I were already looking forward to that.
**

After breakfast, there were indeed a few morning activities we could either participate in, or observe. Most of which were simple, yet sounded interesting, whether we participated or not, though eventually I...along with Marsha who again happened to come by just as we had, convinced her into doing so. Several women in fact had signed up for this, so I knew for me at least, it would be damn interesting to watch, taking pleasure in the fact that Darcy too had signed up for this as well, one of the two lesbians that Carol had enjoyed cunt-humping with previously. I was actually surprised at the number of women who had, some twenty or so, with the whole object here in seeing, who could in fact squirt the furthest for one, and the most copiously for another. There was even money involved for the winners of this particular contest, along with a somewhat cheesy looking statue, that was obscene, yet would no doubt prove out to be quite a conversation piece to whoever was awarded it. A woman standing, legs spread, hands obviously fingering herself, and this streamer of female spunk arching up into the air and away from her. Oh yeah, I could just see this particular little award sitting out on our mantel piece at home.

Admittedly, it was interesting watching all these girls lining up, and then one by one, standing around and along what was a huge bright red-green and blue stripped bulls-eye target, proceeded to diddle, fiddle, finger-fuck or pussy slap themselves in whatever manner would eventually get them off. A fairly large crowd standing around behind, watching, some likewise engaged, fondling and playing with one another as they watched, not too surprisingly I suppose, though I remained far more interested in watching the girls compete down in the circular pit just below me. One by one, most of them came, a few obvious real contenders here, three women in particular, one of which I was sure was a shoe-in for the most copious amount of female cream, though she didn't squirt nearly as far as another woman had, actually managing to reach the center of the bulls eye in fact. And then it was my wife's turn, as I and several others, including Darcy who had participated, but fell well short of the mark, cheered her on.

"Good luck," I laughed, not expecting her to do all that well, especially since she had has so many orgasms as of late. But I'd seen her do it before, a few times anyway, where she had totally surprised me with the oft times unanticipated discharge that she could produce. I knew I had seen one, that could, and would easily reach the center mark, if she had something like that one in her again.

I guess all women certainly have their own ways, tricks and means of doing something like this, and Carol was no exception. She briefly at first just fingered herself, at times actually jacking off her clit like a tiny cock, pulling on it...stretching it, but then switching to what was a rather rapid series of hard pounding cunt-slaps, something that never failed to eventually get her off. I had in fact enjoyed a few nice hard cock-slaps myself, a bit of a tingling sting to the pleasure as Carol so often, and so lovingly jerked me off. But watching her as she masturbated for me as often as she did, had always been a true and real thrill for me. And now, watching her here, in front of all these people cheering her on, was even more exciting and I began wondering, if the excitement and pleasure she was receiving in that, might indeed cause her to have one of her more remarkable squirtings!

Her hand was indeed rapid fire now, the sounds of her actually pummeling herself, almost drawing the crowd down to a hushed whisper, the climatic moment intense, the hopeful anticipation that she might indeed have a chance here. And then suddenly, her loud, long scream, the look on her face telling me at once, the moment was indeed here. And then sure enough, almost in disbelief, this sudden fluid arch of her female nectar spurting out, not so much in volume as some others I had seen. But it was without any doubt, the longest one...easily reaching and surpassing the earlier mark left by another woman. The blue circle of the bulls eye suddenly darkening, as one of the judges quickly looked down to spot it. And though three additional contestants remained, all fell far short of doing anything as spectacular, thus giving my wife one of the two oddly sculptured awards.

I wondered then if it really would end up on our mantel piece.

It was then the guys turn, and though this one I certainly didn't enter, there were several men who did, each one putting on a pretty good show themselves, several hard cocks eventually spurting, shooting more for actual distance than anything, though one man was in fact awarded what was given out as the special "volcano" award. And though he certainly didn't shoot very damn far, if at all...his prick just kept oozing and oozing semen forever, until a rather large pool of it had actually accumulated there beneath him on the ground. Even that had been interesting to watch as we stood there doing so. But there were also indeed several guys who I thought tossed a fairly impressive load, flying several feet in fact, where it was even then hard for the judges to finally decide who the true winners had been, eventually reaching a tie, and awarding prizes to two men who had truly impressed the crowd with their long arching jettison's of spunk.

It had been an interesting way to end our time here as we shortly thereafter returned back to our room and prepared to check out.

We had briefly dropped by, saying good-bye to our new found friends, Steven and Marsha, promising to call them and get with them as early as the following week. They had already invited us to drop by for a small intimate party with the friends they had mentioned to us. And Carol and I were indeed looking forward to that.

We next went in search of Diane and Charlie again, not wishing to leave until we'd seen and said good-bye to the two of them, though pleased and delighted when we stayed a bit longer than we'd intended to, ending up with a bit of a good-bye romp, me fucking Charlie's ass, and Carol fucking Charlie, while Diane fucked my wife in the ass. It was a nice way to end things as we drove home, laughing and reminiscing about everything we had done. And we'd already booked our next stay there as well in a few months, looking forward to our return, and a whole new group of guests. Though Charlie had likewise teased us about the fact, that another woman who was just like her, would also be there, and that the things the two of them were able to do together, had to be seen to be believed.

I could only begin to imagine...

-End-
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My name is Darren. It had been a rather long winter, or at least it had certainly felt like it. Now late spring, I was jones-ing like most everyone else I knew, to get out in the nice warm sunshine and do something to shake off the winter cobwebs. It was the middle of the week. In addition, I knew exactly what I wanted to do, to spend a little alone time with Mother Nature and some much-needed solitude.
I live in an area where there are plenty of mountains close by. And where there are mountains, there are rivers and streams. And where there are rivers and streams, there are usually plenty of fish.
Better still, I knew of a great place. It wasn't that far away, easy to get to, and had always provided plenty of action with some nice-sized trout as a reward for my efforts. I had decided to go up during the week, figuring with any luck, I'd run into maybe one...or two other anglers while I was there. Thus leaving me with plenty of my own solitude to find a spot, sit down, and simply relax. Work had been hectic enough as of late, and I was looking forward to some much-needed down time to get away from it all. After a short scenic drive up the mountain, I pulled into the small parking lot, which was adjacent to a picnic area, and from which the trail led off making its way down towards the large stream where I planned to drop my line in.
To my surprise, and disappointment...there were well over half a dozen cars in the lot, along with three or four mountain bikes as well. I immediately realized I wasn't the only one who had a severe case of spring fever, and had decided to take advantage of it by coming up here. I could only hope that not all of them where here to fish. Though I took some comfort in the fact that, there was plenty of good holes to fish from, though I hadn't planned on having to hike a goodly way in order to do that either. Still, the excitement of tossing my line out here soon, chased away whatever initial frustration I might have felt as I parked the car, and hurriedly gathered up my fishing gear, heading down and towards the trail that ran parallel along side the stream.
As I headed down the trail, I spotted one guy who had picked out a spot on my right, thus deciding to head left and go upstream where I knew there were several great spots to choose from. I could only hope some of them hadn't been already taken, as I really didn't want to have to spend another half hour simply looking for one. To my delight, I looked ahead further up the trail, and where I could also get a pretty good look at the stream as well, and saw no other anglers currently fishing there. I smiled inwardly, maybe luck was with me after all, and that my coming up here today would prove to be worthwhile anyway.
I had no idea at the time.
As I said. I hadn't seen anyone else yet, and certainly no one was set up down along the streams bank, so I began to angle off, making my way towards a particular spot when the sounds of voices actually reached my ears.
"Shit!" I said silently to myself, and then began scouring the area looking for where ever the sounds were coming from. And it wasn't even ongoing conversation so much that I could hear, as it was some sort of strange sound, almost like an animal grunting at times that I could hear, though in between that I could also hear the occasional laugh too. "Strange," I now added to my initial thought, and began walking purposefully, yet quietly towards the place where I knew the sounds to be coming from.
I don't know what it was I was expecting to find when I got there, but it certainly wasn't what I first saw as I neared. Even then, I had to look twice just to make sure I was seeing what I was actually seeing when I did. Some guy's ass as he stood there with his back turned towards me. His pants were currently down around his ankles. And by the movement he was making, it was obvious to me that he was standing there jerking himself off. But why? I took a few more cautious, and now curious steps forwards. As I did, the reason, if you want to call it one, became clearly evident. Though even then I had trouble processing what it was I was now witnessing.
Just ahead was one of the few really good spots I enjoyed fishing. There were a few really nice boulders you could sit on for one, and for another, there was a small cleared out area where you could actually set up a nice chair, and even spread out a blanket if you were so inclined. It was now obvious someone else had been extremely so inclined, but certainly not for the same reasons I had come here for.
And even though I was now somewhat exposed at this point as I stood there, it was obvious that everyone else was too busy, or too involved to worry about anyone else coming up on them. Though I did notice that there appeared to be a fishing rod and tackle box sitting off to one side, and one guy who was obviously wearing a fishing vest, though very little else at this point, as he stood there bare-assed naked from the waist down. With a woman currently holding onto his rather large cock, though she likewise held onto another one as well, furiously jacking it off, I felt almost trapped as I stood there briefly watching all this.
If you think I'm going to say this gal was drop-dead gorgeous or something, you'd be disappointed because she wasn't. Though she certainly wasn't ugly either. I guessed her to be in her mid to late forties perhaps. She had maybe just shoulder length hair, dirty blonde in color. Pleasantly plump the polite term, though I'd never had a problem with so-called voluptuous, or curvy women. After all, my own wife was similarly built so as far as that went...I found that stimulating enough to continue to stand there for a moment until my brain had a chance to catch up with me here. A quick count of men who were either standing around watching, or currently engaged (including the first guy I had seen who was still standing there slow-stroking his own prick while looking on) was five, not including me now if I decided to stay and watch. Which I was already giving thought to now, as I looked further on up the hill. I had a couple of choices, none of which made me smile.
One...I could go back the way I came and try to find a spot down past the first guy I had seen fishing when I came in. The problem with that was, the better spots where actually all up this way. Two...I could simply head up the hill go around these guys, and then slowly find my way back down to the stream once I'd bypassed them. The problem with that one? I'd have to fight through the brush, which was fairly thick through here before being able to do that. And three? The simplest and easiest perhaps would be to simply continue on, though I'd have to walk right by where all the action was taking place. By this time, the gal had turned more of her attention back to the angler, whose "rod" as it were, was sticking well out in front of him now, all purple and angry looking. I was surprised that I could actually stand there and find this fascinating for a moment, which I was doing. Two other men where actually completely naked, and continued to stand there stroking themselves while looking on, totally oblivious to anything else, and certainly to any newcomers as I continued to stand there for a moment looking on. Suddenly, tail-shirt guy as I'd named him, sort of waddled over, his pants still down around his knees as he edged closer to the group. His intent obvious, though the gal who was still kneeling there on the blanket smiled up at him knowingly, and even reached out, now grabbing his cock as he drew close enough for her to do so. I stood there transfixed, unable to move one way or the other. I guess the best way to describe it is that phenomenon of standing there at a train-wreck. You really don't want to stand there and continue to look on, but you can't walk away from it either.
And then the laughter again. She began doing so, almost playfully, now urging Mr. Shirt tail to release his load on her, which he began doing almost immediately.
"Oh yeah baby...give it to me. Give me all that hot nasty cum!" She exclaimed as she continued to furiously work the man's prick, and as it discharged streamer after streamer of his fresh hot spunk all over her breasts.
I guess it was at that point that I realized I too had a hard-on, though unlike everyone else standing here, I wasn't currently playing with it, or having it played with. But it certainly throbbed enthusiastically inside my pants as I continued looking on.
I now watched as this gal milked out every last possible drop of this guys semen against her breast before wrapping her lips around it briefly, sucking it...smiling and looking up into his smiling face as he only then stepped back, simultaneously reaching down to gather up his pants again, putting them back on. I was almost grateful for that, though my attention once again drawn to my fellow angler as he stepped back into the semi-circle, furiously pumping his own prick now in what I knew to be the home-stretch of another impending orgasm here. As he did that, I caught the woman's eyes as she glanced over towards me, once again smiling, and swore I caught a little head movement as though being invited to step over closer. And I think I actually did take a step, though I immediately told myself it was because I was in need of reestablishing my balance more than anything else. Though shirttail guy had now tucked it in, once again completely dressed, he continued to stand there looking on, as was everyone else. Once again, the woman had turned towards the angler, this time cupping her fairly large breasts, holding them together now. She had large areola, (which I like, and which my lovely wife also has) with thick elongated nipples which she now pulled on as further enticement perhaps as Mr. Angler's knees seemed to buckle somewhat, and as he likewise simultaneously, stepped forward, leaning forward, now laying his meaty looking sausage in the cleft of her pressed together titties.
"Yeah baby, give it to me," she said once again. And I nearly obliged her myself, without even doing anything! "Oh fuck yes!" She literally screamed out in joy as the man's prick suddenly began to unleash a torrent of cum all over her magnificent breasts. He moved it back and forth across her like a fire-hose attempting to put out a fire, though if anything, he was creating one as she gathered up a quantity of his semen from off her breast, one hand going down between her legs now as she began using it obviously, to finger herself with. Only then did my fellow angler step away, though he made no movement to gather up his clothing or fishing gear, content to stand there looking on, still slow-stroking his recently spent member, though it had quickly gone flaccid moments afterwards.
Once again, the woman looked at me, still smiling, still fingering herself, as I felt myself take yet another step, now two. I guess the movement enough to finally alert the first guy to my presence as he only then turned to look at me, sheepishly smiling, blushing even, and then stepping back behind me as he actually began to make his way back up the trail towards the parking lot.
However. The immediate question was, "Now what?" Two more steps and I'd be standing in the same place the first guy had been standing in. A dozen steps after that, I'd find myself well around them and further on up the trail. I took two more steps; saw the look of approval and joy in her eyes as she watched me do so. I sat my own rod and reel along with my tackle box down onto the ground, not too far away from where the other guy was. It was here that one of the two naked guys who'd been standing back behind her actually stepped up. I watched curious, fascinated, as one of them actually placed his prick on her shoulder. Feeling it, she reached up without looking, one arm crossing over her breast briefly concealing it, as she now sandwiched the guys prick against her shoulder and as he began to thrust himself against her that way, grunting and moaning as he did so.
By now, the second totally naked guy had stepped around, perhaps to gain a better look, though it became obvious as he did, he was merely repositioning himself so that she could simultaneously reach over and began fondling his prick whilst her shoulder was being rub-fucked.
"So? Let me see it!" She said suddenly looking towards me, though she continued to hold one prick against her shoulder, while fondling and playing with the hard stiff prick of the other guy. Now it was my turn to feel somewhat sheepish and embarrassed, and for the first time really, wondering what the fuck I was really doing here. I looked up, caught the smile and expression on my fellow angler's face, his own cock surprisingly starting to get hard again. He nodded his head at me, grinning.
"Go for it," he said simply. "Trust me...you won't regret it, though you will if you decide to walk away."
One of the first men she'd been stroking when I'd first arrived there was standing back and off to one side, almost out of the picture now entirely. I noticed a bike helmet laying on the ground next to him, his spandex style shorts still sporting what proved to be a rather obvious tell-tale bulge as he stood there rubbing it through his pants. Seemingly content to do that as opposed to actually taking it out again and stroking it that way.
"To each his own," I thought, smiling inwardly and perhaps outwardly as well, as I felt my hands seemingly with a mind of their own now, pulling down on the zipper on my pants. Before I knew it, I was now standing there, my own pants now down around my ankles as I began to slowly tease and fist myself, still looking on. Hearing movement, I turned my head slightly looking back. I guess I shouldn't have been surprised. There was a much older looking gentleman, now standing where I had been initially, he too with a look of surprise on his face, tackle box in one hand, fishing pole in the other. I could only imagine what he was thinking now, just as I had been. However, the urgent, sudden raspy grunts we all began hearing alerted us to the fact that the guy who was still standing behind the kneeling woman was about to put on a display of his own. Sure enough, he tossed his head back, closing his eyes, and began grunting out his climax.
The first couple of spurts flew well past where the woman was kneeling. I along with everyone else seemed to follow the almost slow-motion jettison of spunk as it leapt from the man's prick. I even think I convinced myself that I could hear it actually splattering on the ground, the sound of leaves, or twigs perhaps suddenly being rained upon. He continued to thrust however, the remainder of his rapidly diminishing torrent, now flowing from his prick tip to dribble down off her shoulder, and onto the upper slope of her right breast. Perhaps it was in fact this orgasmic display, which triggered the next one of the guy who had likewise been standing there as she simultaneously knelt, stroking him. To my surprise however, he took cock in hand, now feeding it to her, which she took greedily. It was obvious to me, along with everyone else, that she was actually draining this guy's cock, her cheeks puffing outwards slightly as she sucked, swallowed, and sucked again.
Hearing movement, I again turned. The older guy had actually stepped forward a bit. I noticed upon turning, he had also set his gear down on the ground, and unlike me...he had taken his prick out, and was playing with it. To be perfectly honest, I was actually impressed, especially for an old guy. And though he probably wasn't quite as big as our fellow angler friend, he had a sizeable helmet on that shaft of his, which he stood palming and purposely teasing. And...he was actually grinning from ear to ear as he continued to walk forward, now standing next to me, looking over at my own prick, giving me a knowing nod, and then back towards the action there on the blanket, just as the blonde finally took her mouth away. Purposely, she grinned with a mouth still full of cum, allowing it to first drool, and then dribble out and around the corners of her mouth where it fell with a rather erotic display to splatter against her already soaked and cum-covered breasts.
"Nice tits lady!" The old guy said, not at all shy, still polishing his massive knob as he took another step forward, asking..."May I?"
"Be my guest," She smiled, even sitting up a little as he reached down clasping one of her large breasts in his hands, beginning to fondle it.
Admittedly, I was a bit surprised. Though unsure why I was...or should be. Her breast was clearly covered in a substantial amount of fresh semen. Yet he played with her tit in an exploratory way, even going so far as to smear the combined essence of several men's spendings into her breast, likewise coating, covering, and using it to tease her nipple with.
I hated to admit it...even to myself, but it was fucking hotter than hell seeing this old guy standing there doing that. Even the first angler friend seemed to want in on the action giving up whatever reservations he might have had, stepping over, his prick once again stiff and straight though I had seen it spurting out torrents of semen only a short time ago. He too began playing with, and caressing her other breast, as she now once again reached up, taking the older guys cock in hand, as well as our angler friend's prick. I was even more surprised, when she somehow managed to bring the two prick's forward, touching and now rubbing them head to head as her tongue simultaneously flicked out, now snake-like busily lapping away at the two of them.
Another groan briefly off to one side captured my attention. I was just in time to see the biker in the spandex shorts, having just pulled them down in time...now standing there humping the air, his prick releasing several strong streamers of spunk, all of which arched up into the air, soon after splattering on the ground a short distance away from me. Almost as quickly, he turned adjusting himself, and then leaned over; picking up what was obviously the bike he'd left before climbing onto it, and peddling back the way we had all come from initially. Though at this point, my attention was again drawn elsewhere, as the old man was suddenly huffing and puffing away like a freight train
"Oh yeah, make it cum baby!" He begged, still clenching her breast, almost painfully perhaps, though it seemed she didn't mind. If anything, the expression on her own face was one of extreme ecstasy. Releasing the other man's prick, she now turned her full attention onto the old guy. And even though he had only unzipped, she still managed to get both of her hands on the length of his shaft, now twisting, and working it in opposite directions, and yet still working it up and down, back and forth simultaneously. Like I said, the old guy wasn't shy, though neither was she by the looks of it. Working his cock the way she was, pointing it directly at herself, I was anticipating the inevitable explosion any second now. What surprised me, and startled me just a bit, was his uninhibited cry of release. Now admittedly, I am sure the rapidly flowing stream of water must have drowned out some of the noise, but not all of it. As I watched the first massive spurt of the old guy's cock erupt, he cried out in wild abandon as he did so.
"Oh yeah, fucking take it you beautiful fucking cunt! Take my fucking sperm in your beautiful fucking face!"
And boy did she. Laughing hysterically in fact, jacking and working him until every last remnant of the man's spunk had been milked from him. She in fact had lines of semen crossing her face, up and over, even into her hair, taking a moment with one hand to swipe away a bit of it that had perhaps actually gotten into one eye, though she continued to fondle the old guys prick, now thumbing and smearing the last vestiges of his spent fluid around the tiny eye-slit in his still rather impressive looking mush-room shaped head.



"Have to say...for an older guy, you sure as hell cum a lot," she announced happily, still sitting there with lines of sperm now beginning to flow like little rivers and streams of their own down the side of her face, and once again pooling in the valley of her somewhat flushed looking breasts.
The old guy stepped back, only then putting his now well-spent prick away again. "Well...it has been a month, so maybe that's why," he grinned wickedly at her. "Though it would be well worth the wait, to do this again sometime," he then added. She laughed at that.
"Am here about once a month, usually on Wednesday, just like today," she told him. "So feel free to drop by, would love seeing you again," she added. And with that, he walked back, picking up his fishing gear and began making his way further on up the trail. I swear I heard him whistling to himself as he did, along with a bit of a hitch in his step in addition to that.
By now, one of the other naked guys had dressed, though he seemed to be in no hurry to move off. The other, continuing to stand with a partial erection, though likewise in no particular rush to do anything either.
"Well, unless someone else shows up," she began saying, "that leaves just the two of you," she said grinning wickedly. Though my angler friend shook his head no.
"As much as I'd like to stay, and maybe actually get off again...I have to be going soon," he told her, almost apologetically. "But I wouldn't mind staying long enough to see you get off," he added addressing me.
I think I actually stammered a little, for the first time feeling a bit self-conscious, though thankfully my cock wasn't. It was still rock hard, and anxiously awaiting its turn.
"Bring it here honey," she said to me. Sounding a bit like my mom, which was strangely weird for a moment, until I did so, and until I felt the softness of her hand suddenly surrounding it as she looked up at me, smiling, and then kissing the tip of my prick. She stood up then, which again threw me off just a little. She turned slightly looking back.
"This is my husband," she announced. The last remaining 'naked' guy at least, now walking up behind her, nodding his head at me as he once again lifted his prick, spitting on it, and then moving up to stand behind her. I looked on curiously.
"This is the way I like to finish up our naughty day," she called it. "Getting fucked out in public, all the while sucking off another cock simultaneously." And then without another word, she leaned forward just enough, placing her hands on me for additional support, as she fully engulfed my cock into her mouth, just as her husband fully engulfed her pussy with his prick.
"Nice!" Our still remaining angler friend said looking on, still obviously in no hurry to leave, and still stroking what was rapidly looking like a harder and harder cock as he stood there watching the three of us.
It wasn't long after that, that she was in the throes of her own orgasmic release. The fairly loud sound of flesh slapping against flesh as she came. Her near ear-piercing scream of delight as she called out to me during the midst of it all.
"Cum on me you nasty fucker!" She cried out over and over again...or so it seemed, though her urging me to do just that, seemed to do the trick. Though I wasn't the only one. She was now literally bent over almost double, forced to relinquish my cock, as she shook in spasmodic ecstasy. I stood in front of her, my fist flying up and down my shaft, the eruption which soon followed, now sending streamers of cream to fall upon her back, arching towards her upturned ass no less, as her husband gradually slowed his own thrusting in and out of her. I saw our now mutual friend step over, a dribbled flow of semen still somehow produced, though he was merely content to milk out what he could onto her back, rubbing his prick back and forth against her for a moment, before stepping away, and finally walking over towards the pile of clothing he had left earlier.
"Thank you, that was really nice," she said beaming at me.
"So...you're really here once a month, mid week?" I asked tentatively, though to be completely honest, even then I wasn't sure I'd actually do something like this again. Though I had indeed found it certainly worth it, just like I'd been told I would.
"Same place, same exact time," she stated beginning to dress now. "For a few weeks anyway. Then we usually try and find another place...and start all over again. Something about the danger, and adventure perhaps. That...and seeing the reactions of men we've never met before when they stumble in on us like this."
"Like me, you mean," I said laughing along with her, blushing a bit perhaps.
"Yeah, we like seeing the reactions. Like that old guy that showed up, that was classic. Loved that. And hopefully, we made his day every bit as much as he made ours."
I had no reason to doubt that. And even found myself whistling a little tune as I eventually wandered up the trail to finally settle in for a little fishing.
**
"So, you catch anything?" My wife asked when I got home later on that afternoon. I held up a couple of nice sized fish that we could have for dinner.
"But that's not the best part of the whole day," I added. "Wait until I tell you what happened," I grinned wickedly. "I have a fishing tale to tell, that you're probably not even going to believe."
It was then that she looked down, saw my stiff hard cock sticking out through the opening of my fly. With one hand, she grabbed the stringer of fish tossing it into the sink. And with the other, she grabbed my prick, squeezing it as I followed behind her, heading towards the bedroom.
"This is one fishing story I'm actually looking forward to hearing," she giggled.
And I was looking forward to telling it.
-End-
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The way I see it, life has a way of setting you up. Even when you see it coming, and can't do a damn fucking thing about it. Looking back, I saw it coming then and didn't do a thing about it, though in hindsight, what could I have done? Some things are just simply out of our control.
At least that's what I told myself.
A little background then. My name is Jake. I'm thirty-four years of age, reasonably attractive looking, or so I'm told. Not quite six feet, with brown eyes, sort of blondish hair (though I think that's due to spending so much time sitting out on my back porch writing during the day). I'm not famous or anything, far from it. But the little bit of writing I do, along with some of the artwork I sell pays the bills. Enough so that three years ago I bought a nice little place on the beach. Secluded just enough to give me the privacy I wanted, especially when I'm writing. It's not a big place either, only three bedrooms, though one of which I had turned into my arts studio. The very first year I had moved in, I wasn't at all surprised when my older sister along with her husband (at the time) and the twins came for a weeks visit. Darla and Carla were just sixteen years old that first year, but it had been two years since I had seen them last. To say they had changed a lot during that time would be an understatement. The thing that I had always found interesting, though they were twins, you wouldn't know it to look at them. Sure, they had similarities, the typical 'family' aspects, many of which they got from my sister Jackie. But beyond that, they were about as different as night and day.
I poured myself a second cup of coffee and walked out onto the deck to watch the tide going out. I'd just gotten off the phone a short time ago with my sister. The twins were anxious and excited to be coming out to spend two weeks with me during spring break. And God help me...so was I.
Darla was the taller of the two by at least two inches standing about five foot eight. She had long dark shoulder length hair, brown eyes with a slender figure, though she certainly had full breasts, and what I like to think of having as a cute tight 'bubble-butt' that she too often enjoyed showing off, especially whenever she'd been around me.
Darla had one of those class A personalities. She was outgoing, friendly, certainly popular beyond measure, and according to my sister, she'd been Boy Crazy from a very early age. I remembered when they were little, how Darla always seemed to be the one that was stirring up mischief, and one way or the other, ensuring that her twin sister was somehow involved.
Carla was just the opposite in so many ways. Carla always had been the shy one, even around me. She seemed to have an almost permanent blush on her face, especially around boys, or whenever she was with her sister, who'd be going on about this or that, which would inevitably, for whatever reason, cause Carla some consternation about the way her sister was currently acting.
I'd always thought both girls attractive in their own way. Sure, Darla had more of the finer features of a true beauty, but she knew it too...and used that. Carla carried a bit more weight, and though some might think her a bit more plump than her sister, in my mind at least...it wasn't enough to make any big deal over. For one thing, Carla had slightly larger breasts, though of course even from an early age, she made a point to try and hide that particular aspect. Darla would wear fairly revealing bikinis, especially that first year they came here to visit. I never saw Carla wear anything other than a full piece suit, and even then, it was modestly fit to ensure that very little of her voluptuous looking cleavage was ever exposed.
Carla tended to wear her own 'dirty-blonde' hair fairly short, which I think didn't do her a whole lot of justice with her more rounded face. It was almost as though she made every attempt that she could to downplay her own beauty and attractiveness, especially whenever she was around her sister. It was almost ironic. I found my nieces shyness even more sexy and alluring than I did her sister's more obvious, flirtatious demeanor.
God... that had been a difficult week's visit for me the first time they had come out to stay. Like I said, Darla was just coming into her own back then, and I swear she was using me to test things out on, even with me being her Uncle. I'm just glad that Jackie was there to chaperone things, and reel Darla in from time to time, though she too found it very often funny that Darla had at times made me blush!
Somehow, we all made it through that first week, though I'll also be the one to openly admit it. I spent a lot of alone time in the bathroom during their stay.
The second visit was uniquely different. This time the girls came to spend part of their spring break with me, and for good reason. Jackie was unfortunately going through a very rough period with her husband at the time, which a short time later resulted in their eventual divorce. The girls...both girls, were a bit more subdued, though after a few days, Darla seemed to come out of her self imposed funk a bit more, and seemed more like her old former self. Especially during that last day and night of their stay, when "Uncle Jake" had to play the role of spoil-sport to some extent, calling out towards Darla to come back to the beach and put her bikini back on. The little shit had stood up out of the water just enough with nothing more than a smile on her face, forcing me to turn and head back into the house. Needless to say, I spent some time alone in the bathroom again.
I don't remember even seeing Carla wearing a swimsuit during that time. She seemed to spend most of her free time sitting in a lounge chair down near the beach reading books whenever her sister couldn't entice her, or virtually drag her into town to take in a movie or something.
And so here we were. Now nineteen, the twins would be arriving for their two-week stay tomorrow. My sister Jackie didn't have the luxury of a two week vacation because of her work. But she would be joining us during that final week. If I could somehow manage to survive by then. The fact that the girls were basically adults now, would make it considerably harder on me, trying to 'act the parent' around them. Jackie had already warned me over the phone that Darla spent a LOT of time out side sunbathing in the nude, and that I'd best be prepared for that. I frowned, realizing I'd probably be spending a lot more time inside and out during their stay than I would have preferred to. After all, I couldn't very well go out and demand that Darla cover herself up now any more could I? Though I also stood there realizing, I really didn't want to either.
A lot can happen in a year's time, and I don't think there's any better example of that, than the way the girls looked when they stepped off the plane. Darla was still Darla in many respects, though if anything she was even more of a true beauty now. To my surprise, she had cut her hair short, really short...what she soon after told me was her "Sassy" look. Once again an understatement. She had also died her hair, and though always dark, it was now jet-black, along with her eye and face make up. I didn't know much about the so-called "Gothic" look, but my sister had at least warned me ahead of time. As for Carla, well she had changed too. She wore her hair longer now, which seemed to suit and fit her better, though she'd left her own natural color in. And there was no mistaking it either...she had lost a little weight. Enough so to be immediately noticeable, especially through her face, which in my mind, made her look even more attractive and alluring, though that still shy smile of hers appeared as she leaned forward to give me a welcoming kiss. Another noticeable change I noticed as she did that. She was wearing a tee shirt that was a bit tighter fitting than I'd seen her in before. And...it was low cut just enough to actually show off a bit of cleavage, which if you knew Carla the way I knew Carla, wasn't usually in her nature to wear.
Darla had all but jumped up into my arms in greeting, kissing me fully on the lips, bags and baggage hitting the ground causing others who were standing around us to take notice. I could only imagine what they were thinking. Carla, once again blushing profusely, though once Darla had extricated her self off of me, coming over on her own accord to at least proffer me a bit of a more chaste kiss in greeting, though even then adding still yet a bit more color to her cheeks in doing so. However, this too was just one more subtle change in Carla that I had noticed. Never before now had she done that.
During the short drive back to the beach house, the girls filled me in on everything they'd been up to during the past year. Even Carla had joined in on the conversation this time, actually interrupting one of her sister's 'stories' in order to correct it. The fact that she had done so, and that Darla had smiled even as she did, said a lot. Things really had changed for these two, and all for the better hopefully, though I was quickly reminded in short order that Darla still maintained a bit of a devilish side to her.
"Uncle Jake?"
"Yes honey...what?" I asked looking over towards her. She had that 'tone' in her voice which for some damn reason always created this vision of her sitting there with this sexy-looking pout on her face, one finger pulling at her lip, eyes boring into you. It was a dangerous look. Even though I was the one creating it in my mind, I swore I'd actually seen her use it a time or two on me, which is probably where I got it from. Darla was sitting next to me in the passenger seat, with Carla sitting in the backseat looking out the window as we drove down the coastal highway.
"Are you gay?"
If I hadn't been so focused on my driving, I think I would have driven us off the road. Even then, I know I slowed, though it was Carla who had actually spoken from the backseat before I did.
"Jesus Darla!" Carla had a certain tone too. And she used it whenever she was truly disgusted, or upset with her sister.
Hearing Carla cuss surprised me almost as much as what Darla had just asked me, lengthening my pause before finally responding.
"No!" I exclaimed once again looking over towards her. "And why would you ask that anyway?" I ventured trying to sound not quite angry, but more manly for some reason.
"Cause we never hear about you having a girl friend, or that you've invited anyone to come stay, or live with you...that's why."
I'm not sure I'd call that a justifiable reason for her comment, but she had a point whether it was real or imagined.
"I've had girlfriends. Plenty of them. Just didn't seem to be dating any of them when you've came to visit before I guess. In fact, I was seeing a girl quite regularly up until a couple of weeks ago when she moved down to San Diego to pursue her modeling career."
"Uh huh," Darla said sounding unconvinced.
Once again I looked at her, glaring a little this time perhaps, though likewise taking a glance in the rear view mirror at Carla who caught my eyes. She actually smiled, rolling her eyes as though sharing this miniscule disgust with her sister at even thinking something like that. I think it was the most intimate moment the two of us had ever shared.
I was more relieved and grateful when five minutes later we'd arrived. I helped the girls carry their bags into the spare bedroom. As always, they'd be sharing a rather large king sized bed together, which neither one of them seemed to mind. They'd been sharing a room together for years now anyway, so it wasn't as though they weren't used to doing that. When Jackie arrived, I'd let her have my room, and would temporarily at least, take up residence on the couch. I really didn't mind that so much either. I think I had actually spend more time sleeping there, than I had in my own bed.
As expected, the girls hurriedly changed and immediately headed outside and then down to the beach to spend the better part of the afternoon sunbathing. Unexpected...was seeing Carla run by, following her sister. She was wearing a bikini.
**
I sat out on the deck pretending to read a book myself, one eye on the girls just a few short yards away, as they frolicked in the water together briefly before rushing back up to the beach where their beach towels were spread out waiting for them. Obviously, I had seen Darla in a bikini before, but I'm not sure that what she was currently wearing could even be technically called a bikini. And I wondered what my sister would think if she knew her daughter was even wearing this. Though I was just as quickly reminded of the fact, in agreement with it or not...Darla wasn't to be considered a child any more either. I heard myself sigh audibly upon realizing that. It was apt to be a long week.
And I know the little shit knew what she was doing as she bent over, spreading out her already spread out beach towel again. With her back turned towards me, I got a full view of those perfect twin ass cheeks of hers. And I mean ass cheeks too. There wasn't a bit of material in any way shape or form that was covering either one of them. Just this bright red strip of nothingness that seemed to disappear into her ass-crack briefly before making a reappearance at an equally thin line running around her waist. Once she had spread out her towel, she turned slightly, now looking over towards where I sat. There was no mistaking it in my mind at least...that little show of hers had definitely been for me. But the show wasn't over with either. I watched as her hands came up and behind herself, and before I knew it, her equally small top suddenly came away in her hands. She dropped it. Though I don't really remember seeing that. All I remember seeing for a brief moment was her full breasts, each one capped with delicious looking dark colored nipples. I looked away, not wanting to catch her look back towards me again, which I was sure she'd be doing. I gave it a count of three before looking back her way again. She was laying down now, face up towards the water. Her breasts fully revealed in all their glory. It was impossible NOT to be looking at them, which is also when I suddenly realized that Carla was sitting on her beach towel looking at me.
I felt like some kind of a pervert. I smiled, standing up and prepared to go back inside the house looking for some excuse to do so. Carla had in fact smiled back at me, but even at this distance, I saw that all too familiar blush spreading across her face. It was a look that almost said, "I know Uncle Jake...it's not your fault."
I walked through the sliding glass doors into the kitchen, looked down, and saw what looked like a tent pole sticking out of my own tight fitting shorts. There was no way in hell that Carla could have possibly missed that.
It was time for a long cold shower.
**
The sun would be setting shortly. I had burgers on the grill for dinner, and the girls had thrown together some potato salad to go along with. And though they were still wearing their bikinis, both Darla and Carla had put on some wraps as well. Bad enough I was still looking at an abundance of well-rounded cleavage from both girls, but at least I wouldn't be staring at Darla's bare cheeks. The thing was...I found myself stealing even more frequent glances in Carla's direction, and worse...caught myself playing stupid "look down the blouse games" when I should have known better.
Jackie had told me earlier than she'd been allowing the girls a glass or two of wine with dinner for quite some time now. Well aware of that, I had picked up several bottles of wine to have on hand during their stay here. I had opened one, and then moved over to where the girls sat at the outside picnic table as they sat mixing up the last few ingredients for the potato salad. I leaned over to pour, acting like their waiter as the girls held up their glasses for me to fill. First Darla's, and then Carla's. As I did that, I got perhaps the best unintended view (initially) of Carla's breasts. So full and inviting from my vantage point, with only the barest hint of what I could have sworn was a pinkish colored areola peeking up at me. I gained sanity long enough to realize I had nearly over-filled her glass.
"Ooops!" I grinned dumbly, trying to sound playful in the process, though I again think I caught Carla looking down at herself as I turned away. "Dumb fuck!" I said to myself, feeling really sheepish now and even more perverted. I could only hope that she didn't think I was actually trying to get a good look down her bikini top, even though that's exactly what I had been doing. I heard one of the patio chairs scooting across the deck. I looked up as I stood there flipping burgers in time to see Carla stand.
"I think I'll go in and change," she stated. "It's starting to get a little colder outside," she finished.
"Shit!" I said smiling, silently swearing at myself. Maybe she had noticed, or at least suspected what I'd been staring at. Darla on the other hand looked up at her sister as though she were crazy. Even with the sun setting soon, it was easily in the high eighty's outside. "Ok, burgers are about ready though," I said trying to sound normal, once again smiling at my niece, though now worried the smile on my face was causing me to look even more idiotic than I already felt. Carla merely nodded her head at me, heading into the house, though I caught an obvious blush in her cheeks as she did so.
Thank God nothing else happened that was awkward or uncomfortable the rest of the evening. We shared a nice dinner together, another glass of wine (or two) and actually had a few good laughs talking about previous visits. I actually breathed a sigh of relief when I turned into sleep that night.
Little did I know what was about to happen, or how thoroughly things were about to change because of it.
**
I only had one bathroom. Needless to say, it was on a first-come first served basis, though I had asked early on, that things be kept down to fifteen minutes in the morning, until everyone had had a chance to use it. I heard the shower come on, and had a pretty good idea that it was Darla who was in there. For as long as I'd known the girls, Darla had always been the first one up, and Carla had always been the one that you had to almost pull out of bed. The way my house sat, the bathroom was sandwiched between my bedroom and the one in which the girls were staying in. Further on down the hall you'd eventually run into the main sitting room, and the kitchen area just off of that. The master bedroom, which was now actually my studio, was on the other side, and had a nice private little porch, balcony where I very often sat and either painted, or spent some time writing.
As I began to pass by the girls bedroom door, I noticed two things. One, it was actually ajar a good inch or so. Darla must have failed to close it all the way when she got up to take her shower. Two...was the sound of a sob, or what certainly sounded like a sob at first, which basically stopped me in my tracks. "Is she crying? Why would Carla be crying?" I now asked myself. All sorts of horrible thoughts now racing through my head all at once. Maybe I had caused or done more damage than I'd realized. I couldn't bare the thought that my niece might be thinking the worst of me, regretting the fact that she was now forced to be here. Now I really felt like hell. And that was about to get worse. Far worse.
With the door open just a crack, I decided to confirm my worst suspicions. Perhaps later when we were alone, we could sit down and discuss this, patch things up...get things back to normal and where they belonged. I put my eye to the door, intending to do so only briefly, quickly. What I thought was the sound of my niece sobbing was entirely different, what I now heard, and saw seemed to have paralyzed me for a moment. Pure and utter disbelief as I tried to register everything all at once. Carla lay naked in the middle of the bed. Her head pressed well back against the pillow, one hand cupping one of her lovely breasts, fingers currently pinching and pulling on one of her thick fat nipples. The other? Obviously down between her legs as she furiously lay there finger-fucking herself, one leg bent at the knee, spread just wide enough that I could clearly see her bare pussy as she continued to assault herself. I have no idea how long I actually stood there. It couldn't have been long, but time seemed to have suddenly stopped for some reason. More importantly however...I hadn't heard the shower turn off, nor had I heard the bathroom door open when Darla suddenly stepped out.



"Uncle Jake?" Was all she asked, standing there just behind me, one towel wrapped around her head, the other around her body as she stood there clutching it to herself.
It really doesn't matter what I said, or even how I said it. I knew that my face was beet red. My hand had been caught in the proverbial cookie jar so to speak. I remember saying something, I think the word "Coffee" was amongst the words I used as I beat a hasty retreat towards the kitchen area. I remember hearing the bedroom door close with what sounded like a very purposeful sound behind it when it did.
I filled a carafe full of coffee and then took that with me into my studio. I closed the door, intending to spend the rest of the day in there if I had to. Perhaps even...the rest of the week.
An hour later I heard a soft knock on the door, followed by another. "Uncle Jake? We're going down to the beach. You want or need anything?" It was Darla of course. I'm not sure what I would have said or done had it been Carla standing on the other side.
"Ah...no. Thanks! I'm ah...going to be working in here for a while," I half stammered.
"Ok, have fun!" Darla called into me.
"What the hell did she mean by that?" I asked myself, paranoia coming through perhaps. Still...
I worked for an hour...doing absolutely nothing until I was sure at least that I'd given some measure of credibility to my being in here in the first place. Though I still didn't know what I'd think, or do...or say, once I came out and actually had to face the girls again. And then I wondered...."Maybe she didn't say...or even see anything? Was that even possible?" I mean after all, there was nothing to suggest anything, even when she'd stopped by earlier. Maybe I was imagining things. Maybe it was all in my head and that everything was just fine. Maybe.
I walked outside. Sure enough the girls were once again down on the beach taking in some sun. Darla was actually sitting up, and it was obvious, even though she had her back to me, that her top was off. I watched as she sat a bottle of lotion down next to her, and then turned, spreading the lotion within her hands as she did so. Only then as she did that, did I see Carla a bit more fully laying there next to her. She was topless as well as Darla suddenly began rubbing lotion into, and onto her sister's breasts.
"Holy fucking shit!" I exclaimed, and then realized I had spoken the words, not just thought them. Darla turned enough to glance up to where I was standing there on the deck. Carla too had turned, though her hands came up to protectively cover her own breasts, though she made no other movement, nor was there any sort of look of disgust on her face either as her eyes caught mine.
"You'd better get used to it Uncle Jake," Darla informed me. "And it's not like you haven't seen a girls boobs before," she added to that.
"Maybe so," I answered back, surprised I'd even found the voice to be able to do so. "But there's a difference between my own nieces boobs, and those of another woman's," I stated in defense of myself.
"Oh? Since when?"
Darla had asked the question, but it was the two of them as they both turned, and then stood facing me together that made me speechless. I might have expected that out of Darla. But certainly not Carla. And especially since...she wasn't even blushing!
I waved them both off with an "Ok, you two win," sort of a flapping hand thing, though my hand was probably as speechless as I was. I headed back inside, with no idea why, or what I was going to do, only that I needed to somehow rationalize all this. Maybe I really was being an old fuddy-duddy here. I mean after all, they were my nieces, and we were all adults here and all that. And just because they didn't have any hang ups about being half naked, why then should I? The answer to that unfortunately was the very obvious bulge in my pants again. And I figured this time...they had both seen it.
**
We spent another nice evening together over dinner. I'd even managed to convince myself that I had been over reacting to everything, and that I simply needed to lighten up some and quit worrying about it. I opened another bottle of wine, and decided that maybe we all just needed to relax and enjoy one another's company. A bit too much wine later I think...along with some laughter and maybe even a bit of flirtatiousness between the three of us, Darla once again seemed to steer the conversation into a dangerous area. Though I'd been having way too much fun tonight spending time with the girls, and not really thinking about it.
"So how many girlfriends have you had Uncle Jake?" She asked me. "Let me rephrase that," she added before I could respond. "How many women is it that you've actually slept with?"
I blame it on the wine. If I'd been a little more sober, I'd have thought about her question a bit more before responding back to her. As it was, I answered her honestly. And worse...actually asked her the very same question.
"Four. And how many have you slept with?" I asked sure that I was being more glib and 'with it', and showing just how cool old Uncle Jake really was...contrary to popular belief perhaps. I really wasn't prepared for her answer.
"Are you asking me about men, or women?"
"Jesus Darla!" Carla said again. But this time I really wasn't thinking about that. I was still trying to be cool Uncle Jake.
"One."
"Which one?" I actually asked, now actually curious.
"One of each," she grinned at me along with a wink, and then she licked her lips as well in addition to that.
Carla was just shaking her head in disbelief perhaps. Though I think for a moment there, I was too.
"You're putting me on," I said instead, figuring that she was. It wouldn't have been at all unlike her to try and shock, or even embarrass me. I could even buy that she'd been with a guy thing already, after all she was nineteen. But another girl? Though then again, she always had been the more adventurous one of the two.
"No, I'm not putting you on..." she said with this weird little look on her face as she said that, and yes damn it...her finger suddenly going up to her mouth pulling on the corner of it as she leaned forward just a bit, giving me an obvious look for a moment down the top of her bikini top. "But I..."
"Ok, I think we've had enough to drink for tonight," Carla stated interrupting her sister, just in time the way I saw it. Things were definitely starting to get a little uncomfortable here, or so it seemed anyway. "Come on...let's run down to the water and jump in. I think we could all use a wake up dip," she added. I had to agree with that, and slowly followed behind as the girls took off hand in hand towards the water, laughing and giggling all the way. Once again I silently chastised myself. Darla was just being her normal somewhat flirtatious little self. It really didn't mean anything. By the time I got down to the beach with my toes in the water, the girls were already in. I started to wade in, in order to join them.
"Uh uh!" Darla called out to me pointing towards the ground near my feet. I looked down. There were two bikini tops, and bottoms laying there in the sand. "It's a new moon," she then said pointing up at the sky. "You always have to skinny dip under a new moon, don't you know that?"
"I guess I do now," I said. And then perhaps against my better judgment, I stepped out of my own shorts and quickly waded into the water.
As cool as Uncle Jake was still trying to be, a short time later I made the girls get out of the water first, watching them gather up their discarded bikini's and begin the short walk back up to the house before getting out myself. I waited until I was sure they had actually gone inside, preferably into their room before entering myself as I had chosen not to put my own shorts back on again because of all the sand. The girls door was closed, though I could hear them giggling inside as I began to tiptoe by heading towards my own room, when the door suddenly opened.
"Nice ass Uncle Jake," I heard Darla say still giggling.
"Yes...it is." I then heard as well. And stood there for perhaps a heartbeat or two more before entering my room.
**
It was a long time that I lay there in bed trying to go to sleep. Images of my two naked nieces dancing inside my head...literally. Sure, it had been too dark to really see much of anything. Just an occasional glimpse here and there as the three of us frolicked there in the water, splashing one another, until the girls decided they were going to team up and try to dunk me. That's when I realized and remembered the sensation of skin on skin. Their skin, my skin...real soft, firm special skin, pressing against my back. I went under. Better to be safe than sorry. But now I lay here remembering that. Remembering how it had felt, and occasionally, how it had felt too. Both of them. My own nieces! I felt at once guilty and ashamed. And horny as hell. There was no way I was going to be able to go asleep until I did something about this raging hard on of mine sticking up between my legs.
I preferred to be able to clean things up rather quickly afterwards when I had finished masturbating. And unfortunately I hadn't made preparations ahead of time in the event. I decided that I'd get up...head into the bathroom as though I needed to pee. I'd quickly wash up...and then return to my room. But this would give me the time I needed to wring out a nice warm wet cloth to take back with me for afterwards. I slipped out of bed as quietly as I could, opened my door and stepped into the hallway, softly and quietly heading towards the bathroom. It was the sound of a giggle maybe? That I heard. Not from the girls room mind you...but from somewhere beyond. Most likely out on the deck. Even through the subdued light I could faintly see shadow. And as I moved closer to the sitting room, I could begin to hear things far more easily as well.
"Oh God yes. Do it honey...just like that. Yes, that's it...pinch my clitty baby...make me cum!"
Hearing the sound of Darla's voice, that was shocking enough. But then I realized....
"Oh yeah, right there...just like that," she moaned deeply. I took another step into the room, secure in the knowledge that I had both the cover of darkness, as well as the half drawn door curtain to hide me. I stepped closer taking position along one side of the door. Darla was laying in one of the lounge chairs, her hands cupping her breasts as she played with them. Carla had straddled her, and it was obvious what she was doing. Her fingers busy between her sister's legs as she sat there playing with her, fingering her. I was both shocked, surprised, and once again even more horny than I'd been only moments ago. Without even a second thought, I reached down, grasping my rock hard cock and began stroking it, looking on and listening as the girls continued with one another.
I had indeed arrived just in time to see Darla climax. She was thrusting herself upwards against her sister's hand, grinding and humping as Carla continued to finger her, now cupping one of her own magnificent breasts, tweaking her taut nipple as her sister came.
"Oh fuck! Fuck baby...fuck! Oh yeah, that's it...that's it....THAT'S IT!" She cried out. It didn't even dawn on me that had I still been in my own bedroom, I most likely would have still heard that. But at the moment...I wasn't thinking about that, and could have cared less anyway. My cock ached for some much needed relief, but I wasn't about to hurry things along too quickly either. The girls were changing places.
It wasn't long before the sounds of Carla's heavy, raspy breathing reached my ears. I had stood back behind the curtain a bit more until I was sure it was safe before daring to peek out towards them. It was funny, I heard Darla spit, then a second later heard Carla's deep soft moan.
"Guess I really didn't need that," she spoke softly. "You're fucking drenched!" She added a bit louder, making me wince as though someone else besides me might have overheard that...stupid as that was.
"I'm fucking horny is what I am," Carla said.
I nearly came right there and then. Carla said fuck?
"Tell me about it," Darla agreed, the sounds of her sister's VERY slick pussy easily heard at this point as she seemed to revel in it, teasing her sister, and if anything, working up a nice pussy-froth that was really starting to get to me. "Can you imagine what that fucker looks like hard?" She asked.
Were they talking about me? I actually quit jacking myself off so I could focus, and listen more closely to this.
"We've seen it hard, through his pants," Carla groaned once again, and actually giggled.
"Doesn't count," Darla quipped. "I do think we saw it half hard though, don't you? I think I even felt it for a second."
"Did not!"
"Did too!"
"Not!"
"Did!"
"Really?"
I was trying to think back to remember. Yes, I had certainly been aroused, more so after the girls decided to try and dunk me, which is when I felt it start to grow and decided that it was time for the game to end. I of course remember, "Carla's I think", breasts...pressed against my back briefly. And then...."Oh fuck. Maybe she did!"
I'd been sure it was an accident. One of those inadvertent, incidental contacts as we stood there in the water horsing around. I mean it was so quick, so brief...it couldn't have been on purpose now could it?
"So what did it feel like anyway?" Carla asked.
"Well it was pretty quick. I couldn't make it too obvious you know? But it was nice, nice and thick, even though he wasn't fully hard."
"Fuck I wish I'd been brave enough," Carla moaned once again. "I really would like to see a man's cock...a man's nice hard cock. For real," she added once again giggling. "And especially Uncle Jakes!"
I began furiously fisting myself again.
"Well, I guess we'll just have to see what we can do about that then shouldn't we?"
I'm pretty sure I sprayed all over the curtain. I remember thinking that I'd try and see how bad the damages were when the girls weren't around. I hurriedly made my way back to my room, a jumble of mixed emotions. I knew with a degree of certainty that I'd never be able to look at either one of my nieces in the same way again either. Especially Carla!
**
This time it was my turn to sleep in. And whether I did so consciously or not, it was the sound of a soft knock on my bedroom door that finally woke me.
"Uncle Jake? Time to get up sleepyhead, breakfast is ready!" Carla was saying.
Carla. My shy, quiet little niece. Ok, maybe not so much any more. Once again images of her filling my head. Naked images. "Ok, this wasn't good," I thought sitting up. "Be right there!" I called out instead. But that's when the door opened.
"Not necessary," both girls announced walking into my room, Carla carrying a tray of food, Darla with a full carafe of deliciously smelling coffee. But that's not all that was delicious either. Neither one of them had a stitch on!
"I ah...you ah..." They laughed.
"Yeah, we thought we'd get this, 'we're all naked thing,' out of the way," Carla pronounced. "It was starting to get a little old anyway," she added to that. I just sat there looking at her. Where the hell had Carla disappeared to?
"Obviously, a lot can happen in a years time," Carla continued. "And thanks to Darla for most of that...it's changed me," she grinned crawling up into bed to sit next to me. Carla held the tray as Darla peeled down the bed sheets, fully exposing the two of us now. Darla poured me a cup of coffee, and then crawled into bed next to me on the other side.
"Well? Aren't you hungry?" She asked.
I didn't know what I was. Confused yes. Hungry? No...unless it was hungry for something else.
Darla looked down lifting the tray a little.
"Is it?"
"I think it is. At least it's starting too."
"Let me see it."
Darla took the tray away. I didn't mind. I wasn't hungry anyway. What I was now, was hard.
"That what you expected?"
"Oh yeah, very much so," she giggled excitedly.
"Go ahead touch it. See what it feels like."
"Hey wait a minute I finally said. You guys are sitting here talking like I wasn't even here. Don't the two of you think I should have some say in the matter?" Carla reached down taking my hand and rested it upon her breast.
"Now may I?" She asked.
"Be my guest," I sighed happily just as Darla reached down taking my other hand.
I lay back with my head deep in the pillow. The girls now sitting up, toying with me, exploring me, and getting to know me a whole lot better. As far as I was concerned, we could spend the entire afternoon just doing that.
"Listen I have to ask...when you mentioned you'd been with one female...was that..."
"Carla? Technically? No."
"Technically?"
"Yeah I really don't count simple masturbation with someone as being with someone. Hell, if I did that, the numbers would go up on both sides of that coin!" Carla rolled her eyes.
"Ok, and you?" I had to ask, which I felt was only fair considering she was now sitting there with my hard cock in hand, happily stroking it up and down, taking turns with her sister.
"Just one woman," she grinned. "No guys...yet," she added to that, once again looking at me as she leaned over just enough to give the tip of my prick a little kiss.
"Really. You've both been with another woman?"
The girls looked at one another and laughed. "Yep, same woman, same time," they said in unison. "But we'll leave the rest of that for later," Darla finished. "Right now, I think Carla would like to see you cum. She's never seen a man's prick shoot before have you sweetie?" She asked.
"Nope! Not yet!" She stated anxiously, once again stroking my prick with a renewed interest and purpose. "How soon after you've cum does it get hard again?" She then asked.
"I don't know...I guess it just depends," I answered.
"Depends? Depends on what?" Darla now asked.
"Depends on what happens after that," I grinned wickedly. Now Darla added her hand to my cock as the two of them began stroking it in unison together.
"Uncle Jake?"
"You know...maybe we should sort of drop the Uncle part whenever we're together like this," I stated. I knew just in saying that, I was hoping we'd be doing this a bit more often now.
The girls thought about it, and then shook their heads no. "No, I like calling you Uncle Jake. Especially like this. It's a lot more nasty sounding," Carla teased.
"Yeah, naughty, dirty sounding Uncle Jake," Darla added to that. "Really makes my pussy throb."
"Well in that case...I'm you're Uncle," I told them both. "Now, you were going to ask me something, yes?"
"Oh yeah...I was. What I was going to ask you, is if you've ever eaten a woman's pussy before!"
"Of course he has silly!" Darla near shouted, though turning to me. "You have...haven't you?" She asked.
"Oh yeah, many times," I assured them both. Which if I started counting that would make my own personal numbers go up as well. But now was not the time or place.
"So...would you like me to do that for the two of you?" I asked excitedly.
"That depends," Carla quipped.
"Depends?"
"Yeah, that depends on how soon here you'll cum for us," she told me. She soon slithered down to lay next to me, Darla doing the same thing on the other side. The girls now taking turns, licking and sucking my cock, passing it back and forth to one another. I knew sure as hell it wouldn't take long, not at this rate. And I was already laying here imagining what the rest of the evening might be like, not to mention the last few days we'd have together before Jackie arrived.
"Shit, Jackie!" I said aloud. "Listen...girls," I struggled, trying not to enjoy myself for a moment, which was damn fucking hard. "About your mother."
"What about her?" Darla asked.



"Yeah...what about her?" Jackie asked as she stood there in the door way.
To be continued...
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"You...should be ashamed of yourself!" I heard my sister saying. Images of her suddenly producing a sword or something and running me through with it suddenly filling my head.
Horrified, all I could do for a moment was lay there looking up at her. How had I so stupidly allowed this to happen anyway? "Sis...look, I'm ah...you have to...ah..."
"Not you...them!" She said staring at the girls, forcing me to draw my attention back towards the two of them, noticing...and feeling only then that Darla had continued, and still was, licking my cock. It seemed so surreal, this couldn't be happening. And why weren't the girls scrambling for cover or something?
"Sorry mother," Carla finally managed, only then sitting up, though even as she did, her hand remained wrapped around my rock-hard cock, which still was...even with Jackie standing there staring at us in the doorway. I was more confused now than ever. All I could do was once again look at my sister with a pleading look on my face as though to say, "See? They're insane! Maybe we all are!"
"Yeah, sorry mom," Darla now added to that, likewise finally sitting up, though she two now placed her hand around my prick, the two girls still sitting there slowly stroking my cock together.
"I didn't think it would take the two of you this long..." Jackie smiled now looking towards me again.
Whatever words I might have spoken, whatever thoughts I thought I had...were nothing more than a jumbled mess now as reality and fantasy collided, with nothing making any sort of sense here one way or the other.
"Wha...what are you talking about here?" I finally managed. "What do you mean..."
"I figured they'd be well past this point by now. That was sort of the plan anyway. Which was supposed to make it a lot easier for me when I suddenly showed up...like now."
My sister was wearing a white button up blouse with a somewhat short black skirt. I had always considered her good-looking, a real mix of the twins in many ways. She certainly shared Darla's eyes, and Carla's smile, and though she did tint and dye her hair a dark auburn, she looked more like an older sister than mother to these two. In the span of less than a minute here, still laying here looking at her as she stood there in the doorway, I was already taken back many, many years ago to another time...another place.
"I think the four of us will need to sit down and have a little chat," she added, though she had already lifted one hand, undoing a couple of button's on her blouse, the other suddenly reaching down between her legs, lifting her skirt up just enough to allow herself access. "But at the moment...I think there is some unfinished business that needs seeing to first," she finished, now nodding her head at the girls, who seemed to suddenly explode into motion all at once, each of them once again slithering down my sides, their lips and tongues taking over again from what their hands had been doing.
Words failed me. "Talk indeed!" I said to myself. But the sight of Jackie as she stood there in the doorway, obviously cupping and fondling one of her breasts, her other hand busily working away, now openly finger-fucking herself as the twins greedily played tongue-tag on my dick, set everything else aside for the moment. I was too fucking far gone to care at this point. Especially seeing that all too familiar look upon my sister's face as she stood there hovering on the edge of orgasm. It was a look I hadn't seen in many...many years.
"Oh...wow!" Carla cried out in surprise and excited delight. "Look at that fucker shoot!" She exclaimed further.
Hell...even I was impressed. I am sure the intensity of my orgasmic display had been brought about by the pure, unadulterated decadence of having my two nieces licking and sucking me to a mind-blowing climax. But the trigger of that was without a doubt, the knowing look on my sister's face as she stood there, mouth forming into an oval shape, her eyes glossing over somewhat. The hand she'd been using to caress and fondle her tit with, now grabbing the doorframe as she used it for further support. Her fingers, though slowing from the almost too furious finger-fuck she'd been giving herself, were nonetheless purposeful in their intent. Only then did I finally hear that long drawn out "O" moan of hers as Jackie reached climatic release, thus triggering my own.
**
Shortly thereafter, I had suggested that the twins head down to the beach for a while thus giving their mother and me a chance to have a chat of our own first before including the two of them in it. I needed some answers from her first, before I asked any additional questions with regards to the girls. I hurriedly dressed, and then met Jackie outside on the deck where she'd already poured the two of us "stiff coffees" to sip on while we spoke.
"OK sis," I began, taking a seat across from her at the small patio table I had. "Just what the hell happened in there anyway?" I asked.
She laughed, tossing her head back, her eyes mischievous and playful. "Well let's see. I think the girls sucked you off while I stood there in the doorway masturbating while watching it."
"That's not what I meant," I said trying to sound stern, though my cock still throbbed, twitching a little beneath my shorts at the recalled image of exactly that. "I think we need to get a bit more serious here," I said sitting up a little straighter, leaning forward. "Come on Jackie. Seriously. What the hell just happened?"
**
I would guess like any siblings growing up together in a small house, and where their parents both worked and were gone a great deal of time, there would be the occasional accidents and incidents of walking in on one another. Jackie and I were no exception to that. I think early on we were naturally curious about one another, which in time led to other things. I can't even begin to count the number of times I think we both purposely walked in on one another while getting dressed, or when getting into and out of the bath. Obviously, it was always a sort of teasing thing back then. But as we got older, the spying on one another seemed to become more frequent, actually catching one another a few times actually masturbating. But even then, that was really no big deal. Typical growing up stuff that didn't seem to affect either one of us one way or the other. It wasn't until I was a year out of high school that an event occurred, that would significantly impact my life.
I had been seeing and dating a girl for quite some time now, long before graduation even. In time, we had gotten closer, and had even started messing around a little bit. Usually heavy petting in the back-seat of my car at a local parking spot that most kids used for just such an occasion. The thing was, for whatever reason, I was still a virgin. Not that I hadn't wished otherwise, it was just that for me at least...the right girl just hadn't come along yet. So it wasn't as though I was saving it for marriage or anything. I just felt that something that significant and important, shouldn't happen in the backseat of a car for one thing, and should only happen (at least the first time) with someone you were truly in love with. For me, Cheryl was that love. And would hopefully be my first. Like I said, we'd enjoyed some fairly heavy petting at this point, though admittedly, it pretty much consisted of me playing with her breasts, and eventually actually rubbing her pussy (through her panties mind you) along with a bit of some pretty fervent 'dry-humping' on the couch of her parents house. But not much beyond that. She hadn't even really made an attempt to touch me at this point, though the way I looked at it back then, it was simply a matter of time. Something we had seemed to be heading towards given the circumstances.
And then one night, I was sure things were going to happen. I was one hundred percent positive that Cheryl and I were finally going to go all the way. I'd have bet money on it in fact. Cheryl's parents had actually gone away for the weekend. She'd been hinting at something special happening that weekend, which didn't take a rocket scientist to figure out as to what she meant. Even when I arrived at her place, I had found a note on the door telling me simply to come in. Which I did. And there I found several rose petals leading from the doorway, up the stairs and undoubtedly towards her bedroom. Naturally, I followed. And even when I opened the door to her room, half hoping and expecting to find her as I'd imagined...and did, I was still nervous as hell. There she was, beautiful as all get out, naked as the day she was born, with everything on display...nothing hidden, just laying there in the middle of her bed.
"Go on, take off your clothes...come make love to me," she purred.
Ok that part was easy. And though I was excited and anxious as hell, I was still very, very nervous too. I mean after all, this was my first time...and a first time for a whole lot of things the way I saw it. I scrambled out of my clothes, raced towards the bed and jumped in. For the first time ever, Cheryl actually touched my cock. My still very flaccid, very nervous...let's face it here, very small cock.
I've always been what many women have termed a "grower." I initially start out pretty small, but as I become excited, and harder obviously, I tend to grow and stiffen significantly. Given the time.
One moment I am laying there in bed with this vision of loveliness, and all sorts of delightful thoughts racing around inside my head. And in the next, I am sitting there next to her as she at first giggled, and then began laughing hysterically. And then it just got worse and worse from there.
She actually sat up in bed, her hand still wrapped (and completely covering mind you) my entire cock. "What the hell is this?" She actually asked, now waggling it...which perhaps under other normal circumstances might have been fun and interesting in and of itself. But not when someone's obviously scrutinizing and judging ones manhood here. Which she was. "Jesus Jake! Even my little brother's bigger than this, and he's twelve years old!"
"Then maybe you should go fuck your brother," I told her jumping out of bed. And that as they say, was the end of that.
I had gone home, grateful that everyone was still out for the evening. My folks had gone to a drive in movie of all things, and Jackie who currently worked as a barmaid at a local pub nearby, would no doubt still be working. But even though she was due to get off soon, she usually went out with friends, or very often her boyfriend at the time, and would get home even later than mom and dad would. I went upstairs to my room, and literally fell apart.
I didn't hear my sister come home. The fact that I never cried about anything, spoke volumes. And even when Jackie came into my room, sitting down on the edge of my bed, I pretended being ill, and nothing more than that. I wasn't fooling anybody. And though it took a while, she was patient. Eventually I told her everything. Everything that had happened. And then she laughed. Not at me, but at the stupidity of my now ex-girlfriend.
"She has no idea what she'll be missing," Jackie stated. "Hell, I'll be honest with you Jake, even I've wondered what it would be like to play with that thing you've got between your legs. Trust me...I've seen it. And I've always marveled at how it can get so damn big from being so damn small. And you know what I mean by that too," she added.
Now here's the thing. Jackie was wearing one of those white pleasant blouses, which she wore to work in. Sitting on my bed there in the dark, she was back-lit from the light out in the hallway. Sitting as she was, I had a very clear outline of her tits. Jackie always had had near perfect tits too. I mean they weren't overly large, or small...but they were about as pert as a pair of boobs could be, and Jackie very often went without a bra whenever she worked, claiming that since she'd been doing so, she'd gotten a hell of a lot more tips because of it. And I could certainly see why.
But now, here she was, or rather here we were. Talking about my dick, and how she'd actually fantasized seeing it and playing with it even, and her there with her tits poking out, even if it was just a silhouette of them, soon had me actually starting to stiffen. The thing was, I was naked...even though I was under the sheet. Which was all I was under.
Aware of my own predicament, and laying there more than a bit uncomfortable because of it, I shifted. Or at least made some effort at doing so. But because of the placement of the sheet, and my sister's sitting there, it drew attention to my state. Especially when she shifted, as though realizing she'd somehow contributed to my discomfort, though she had placed her hand down in an effort to readjust her own self. Basically, she brought her hand down to rest right on top of my rapidly hardening prick. I half expected her to suddenly jump up off the bed, if nothing else. Or at the very least, swipe her hand away. But she didn't. What she did instead, was grip my prick through the sheet, lovingly if you will...holding it.
"Ja...Jackie," I sort of moaned, filled with bewilderment here.
"Shh," she said, her finger coming up to press against my lips. "Close your eyes," she added, which I did. I felt her pulling the sheet down, and knew damn well she could see me now, fully and completely. And once again her hand surrounded me, flesh on flesh now as she sat there exploring me with her hand as well as her eyes. I didn't dare speak. Too confused perhaps, as well as exited. So many past images, thoughts...secret and otherwise, all manifesting themselves in one glorious moment here. And then she stood up, heading towards the door. I was sure it was over with then, not at all surprised of course. Sanity returning, Jackie realizing, just as I was, what had been going on here. But no. I saw her blouse being lifted up and over her head as she reached the door, softly closing it, and then turning. The sound of her voice reaching out towards me. The sound of the zipper on her jeans coming undone. "Turn on your nightstand light," she asked, which I immediately did. And then glad that I did, as it came on, only to illuminate the fully nude body of my sweet, beautiful sister.
**
"You...set me up!" I told her, still wondering why.
"Yes...we did," she confirmed glancing towards the beach where the girls now lay on their towels, soaking up some sun, neither one of them with a stitch on.
"Would you care to tell me why?" I asked tearing my eyes away from the girls and back onto my sister, though that didn't help much either. She was sitting across from me wearing a bikini, but at least she was dressed.
"Look Jake. You can tell that the girls have changed right? I mean even Darla's changed to some degree, but look at Carla. You know how she was. Shy, reserved, introverted and totally unsure of herself." Sure, I had to admit that, she had changed, as had Darla and even Jackie for that matter, but what any of that had to do with me...with what had happened, still hadn't become clear as of yet. "I think a lot of that had to do with the way you treated them and looked out for them whenever they came to stay with you. They came to admire and appreciate everything you did for them while they were growing up, and especially during that nightmare I was going through there for a while."
"Just doing my Uncle thing," I responded back. "But that still doesn't explain any of this."
"Ok, let me see if I can clear that up for you a little then. You still remember that night right? And what happened, and why it happened?"
"Of course," I said actually blushing a little. Though it had been years now since either one of us had actually brought up the subject. "So?"
"Well, a couple of months ago, Carla and Darla got involved in a situation that could have torn this family apart emotionally. Thankfully, as different as they've always been in so many ways, they've still remained close too. Carla had actually started seeing a guy, and had gone out with him a few times. It looked as though she was actually starting to come out of her shell a little, and was even starting to take some of her sister's advice on make-up, clothes to wear etc. You know as well as I do, that she was never as popular as her sister had been when growing up. But now finally, she had a guy of her own, someone that was interested in her, someone she could get close to...perhaps even become intimate with. And then everything fell apart."
"What happened?"
"According to what the girls told me, one day this boy had come over, and at some point found himself alone with Darla while Carla was upstairs doing something. He made a pass at her. Not just a goofing around sort of thing, he actually asked her if she'd be interested in going out with him."
"Shit!" I said, imagining it. "Then what?"
"Well, Darla had the presence of mind to keep from bashing the dumb-fuck up the side of the head, and even intimated that it might indeed be a possibility. And then left it there...for the time being. After he had left, she quite naturally told Carla all about what had just happened, which of course basically devastated her. Though it made her angry too...maybe even for the first time in her life she was really angry, and wanted to do something about it. It took some doing on Darla's part to calm her down enough until she could convince her to go along with an idea that she had."
I shook my head knowing Darla. Once again looking down towards the beach as Carla now sat beside her sister rubbing suntan lotion onto her back. Getting a nice side-view of her fairly large breasts once again taking me back to that moment of Jackie sitting on my bed with hers so wonderfully detailed in the back-light as I saw them that night.
"And?"
Jackie laughed. "You know Darla. It didn't take her long to convince Carla to go along with a plan she had cooked up. And though given the fact that Carla was still pretty shy and reserved back then, for her to even remotely agree to go along with it, just proved how hurt and angry she really was." I nodded my head in agreement. I could just see that.
"Anyway..."
"Anyway, Darla actually approached the boy and asked him if he'd be interested in having a threesome with the two of them."
"Holy shit!" Though Jackie continued.
"Naturally, he was more than interested. I am sure this kid thought his wildest fantasies were about to come true. Anyway, they convinced him to come over late in the afternoon one Saturday. As angry as they both were, they still managed to fawn all over him together, really getting the pump primed as it were. Then they said he was to wait in the foyer until they called down to him to come up and join them once they were ready. But that he was also to do whatever they told him to do in the meantime, just to ensure that he really was ready for them by the time that they called. Needless to say, they told him to take all his clothes off, and stand there playing with himself, getting himself all nice and hard and horny for them. Which obviously he did."
"Obviously."
"What he didn't know at the time, was the fact the girls were broadcasting this to every friend they knew, and had told ahead of time about. How they managed it, I don't know, but they got him to actually bend over, and slap his own ass...as hard as he could as a way of proving just how horny, and how worthy he was to be with the two of them. On and on it went, for like ten, fifteen minutes until he started to become suspicious...finally. Only then did the girls come back down stairs, still dressed of course, and then revealing to him that all his friends had seen and heard what he'd been doing. And then of course, why they had done it to him, because of what he had done in the way he had treated Carla."



"Probably got what he deserved...but I am still at a loss as to why..."
"I'm still getting to that," Jackie told me. It was after that, that I found out what had happened. And even though Carla had gotten her revenge, she was still pretty torn up about the whole thing. Once again she seemed to become withdrawn, didn't want to go out or have anything to do with anyone for a time. Wouldn't even talk to me much, which was really strange since we'd always been able to sit and talk to one another. I figured then the only person that could truly help, would be her sister. So I asked Darla to do whatever it took to see if she could get her sister to confide in her, open up to her. Which she of course agreed to do. She was as worried about her as I was. A couple of weeks went by, and low and behold, Carla actually seemed to be coming around. Even more so than I had hoped. Whatever Darla had done, or said to her, seemed to be working. I was of course curious, and had asked. But then Darla said it was a "between" sisters thing, and that she had promised to keep things between the two of them. As much as I would have liked to know what she'd said, or done...the end result was well worth it. Things were back to normal again...better than normal in fact. There was obviously a lot more love and affection going on, even towards me. Little did I know until I had come home early myself one day, not feeling well. And then I found out why things had changed...for the better. Even though at first, like you...I was totally confused by it."
I had a pretty good idea where this was going. Pieces now suddenly falling into place, though where and why I came into all of this, especially after what had happened, still hadn't been revealed to me as yet.
"So you walked in on them I take it?" Once again glancing over towards the girls. Carla now laying down on her back as Darla sat up, rubbing suntan lotion onto her sister, specifically her breasts at the moment.
"I did. They didn't even know it at first for a moment or two. And I think I was too shocked at the time to do anything, one way or the other. I mean this was the last thing I expected to find the two of them doing. Locked in a '69' with one another there on the bed. I thought about leaving, walking out of the room, pretending I hadn't seen what I had on the one hand. On the other...I suddenly had other images, images of you and I Jake, and why you and I ended up doing what we did together. And then suddenly everything became crystal clear to me. Just about the time the girls looked up to see me standing there in their room. I know, and remember the looks on their faces at that moment, unsure of my reaction as to what was going on. I also knew, that the way I responded to this at that moment, would forever dictate the sort of trust, honesty and love for one another that we'd have going forward after this. I'm not saying that what I did was right...or wrong, only that it seemed the only option I really had at the time if the three of us were going to get through this together, and maintain the same openness and trust that we had always had and shared together. That's when I stepped the rest of the way into the room, closing the door, taking my clothes off when I did."
**
As much as I might have wanted to hear all the juicy details, I figured now was not the time. That really wasn't the point of all this anyway. As fascinating as all this was, it still hadn't explained what my part in all of this played.
And the fact that I now found myself sitting here with a raging hard-on didn't help much either. I really did feel like I'd been set up for some reason, and though maybe I should have been upset, even mad about it...I just couldn't be. I'd always been exceptionally close to my sister with good reason. And now my nieces, even before that intimate little episode earlier.
"How about I get us another stiff coffee," my sister asked, standing, looking down and spotting the obvious. There was no way she couldn't have either. My prick seemed to have a mind of its own this morning. She smiled at me too, and then winked, likewise sort of nodding her head at my crotch. "And keep it that way," she added. "I think that will go a long ways when trying to explain to you... the rest of the story."
I could just hear Paul Harvey saying that, leading into what I knew was going to be one hell of an interesting tale, though I also knew that never in a million years would he ever tell this particular story either.
I reached down into my shorts in some attempt to rearrange and adjust myself as things had rapidly become far more uncomfortable. I had just finished doing that when Jackie came walking back outside with two fresh cups of her 'special' coffee. But it wasn't the coffee I was looking at in her hands as she handed me one either. Now she too was naked. It had been years since I had last seen my sweet sister's nude form, and even I had to admit to myself that it was just as spectacular now as it was then. If not more so. As "nubile" as the twins were, each in their own unique little way, there's something to be said about the beauty of a mature woman. Even after giving birth to two girls, not to mention all the stress and strife out of life that my sister had gone through, she was still quite the looker. Yeah sure, she had a bit of a pooch and a few telltale stretch marks to go along with it, so what? And yeah, maybe her breasts would never again sit on her rib cage the way they once did way back when. But I found that little bit of tear-shaped droop to them damn enticing. And unlike the girls who were totally shaved, which was of the style and trend these days, which was ok with me...Jackie still maintained a small little strip of hair for some reason, as though perhaps a reminder that she was a mature woman, and not a young girl any more. I don't know, and at the moment didn't really care. I just accepted my coffee, and actually whistled at her.
"Damn sis...you really are good looking!" She actually blushed.
"Thank you," she smiled, looking far more relaxed now than I'd seen her look, even since her arrival here.
"And not that I mind seeing you naked again either, but to be perfectly honest, I'm still a little confused as to what's really going on here."
"I promise...I WILL fill you in the rest of the way so that hopefully all of this will make sense. But before I do that, you have to do me a favor first."
"Oh? And what's that?"
"Get naked."
I shook my head and laughed her off like she was joking, teasing with me the way she used to do. "Yeah...right."
"No, I mean it Jake. I need to see you naked before I continue. And you need to be naked so that I know you're as vulnerable as I am sitting here when I tell you everything else." I glanced over towards the girls again, but they were both lying on their tummies now, probably taking a little nap.
"Ok," I actually heard myself saying, though it wasn't like the girls hadn't seen me naked already, or that their mother had. But there was just something about sitting around like this trying to act normal and natural, that just didn't seem that way. In moments however, I was sitting down again, hard-on and all.
Jackie smiled. "That's better," though she also scooted her chair around so that she now sat a lot closer to me, and so that everything was now completely in view. We both had a pretty good view at one another in fact, and especially as Jackie purposely I felt, spread her legs just a little.
"So where were we..."
Jackie gave a small audible sigh, took another sip of her strengthened coffee for support perhaps, and then began. "We're at the part that I now tell you something you don't know, never did know. That night..." She paused again, taking another breath, though this time; I didn't interrupt her or say anything. What I found myself doing...was holding my breath.
**
"Jackie! What are you doing?" I'd asked. Bad enough she'd been holding and fondling my cock, and that I had fallen into the temptation of actually playing with her tits while she did that. But now she swung around, straddling me. I could feel my sister's pussy butted up against the root of my prick. And worse, felt her slickness as she lifted up briefly, not taking me in mind you, but allowing that super-sweet, super-tender, super-hot pussy of hers actually caress me.
"What do you think I'm doing?" She responded back. "Come on, admit it Jake, after all these years, you've thought about this moment, or something like this plenty of times haven't you?"
"Of course not!" I lied.
She called me on it. "Liar!" And then she raised up, and slid down again, her pussy lips just barely wrapping and then caressing the length of my cock as she slowly slid down. "Come on Jake, admit it. I will, if you will."
"You...you thought about..."
"Fucking you? YES!" She stated simply and easily. "Hundred's of times."
"Hundred's?"
"Ok, well maybe not hundred's...but dozen's of times yes. And I'm willing to bet that you have too, now admit it."
"OK, ok...I admit it."
"How many?"
"Hundred's." At least I was telling the truth.
And then I think before either one of us really knew it, I was actually inside her. She just sat on me looking down at herself, and then at me. I know that the expression on her face mirrored my own. A bit of awe and wonder. I mean after all, here I was, my cock totally and completely buried deep inside my own sister's pussy.
"Don't move!" She said.
I wasn't about to. I knew without any doubt, if she moved even a fraction of an inch, it was all over for me. And maybe...just maybe...she knew it too. So there we sat, for what seemed like an eternity before either one of us said or did anything.
"Touch my tits."
Crazy as it sounds, not that I didn't want to...trust me, I did. But I couldn't help wonder that if in doing that, I'd still lose it all too soon anyway. I had barely managed to regain control as it was. "I don't know..." I said instead.
"Do it. Touch my tits. I'm so fucking close now as it is."
"Really?"
"Yeah, really. Go on, play with them, touch them...help make me cum."
"Help make her cum?" I asked myself. "And what about me?"
I reached up, grabbing her boobs, not too firmly, but not too softly either. Reveling in their softness, their firmness, and the additional sensation of those amazingly hard nipples of hers as they dug into the palm of my hands. And as I did that, she rose up...and then down. Slowly, and then a little faster the next time, and the next. And then before I even knew it, we were thrashing and grinding against one another in what later seemed to me like warp speed.
The fact that we actually came together at the exact same moment seemed like one of those cosmic improbabilities. But somehow, we did. I remember her cry of delight mingling with my own. The stars in my head filling up a brand new Universe that was filled with sensations, the likes of which I had never known before...not ever. And Jackie was there with me, hand in hand...cock in cunt yes, as we slowly, gradually came down into what was the best fugue of dreamless sleep I had ever known.
**
In an instant of time, I had relived that entire moment again as she spoke. The sensations, feelings, even the smell of that night seemed to suddenly be there all over again. Maybe it was the close proximity as the two of us sat there. The fact that we were naked again in front of one another after such a long, long time. Jackie stood, pushing her chair away, and just like that, crawling into my lap again. Just like that night, her pussy only a hairs breath away, literally.
"Jackie?"
"What you never knew...and what I need to tell you now, is that night...I didn't just take you're virginity from you, but you likewise, took my virginity from me."
And then with that, I felt Jackie's pussy once again envelope me completely. I felt her heat, her moisture, her inner core surround, capture, control and so purely engulf me. I sat, looking up into her eyes.
"Don't move."
She laughed. "Really? You're that close? Already?"
"No...far from it. It's just been a while. And I want to remember now, just like I remember then," I told her.
We sat unmoving, and then slowly, gradually, moving against one another, the tempo and speed of our coupling gradually increasing. I don't even remember standing. I don't remember walking over, laying Jackie down on the table, though I did. All I remember after that was the stars again, the sound of her voice, her cry mingling with mine again as the two of us came, in unison...together.
Oh...and maybe the twins standing on either side of us. I do remember that.
**
The four of us were sitting down now late in the evening. We'd intentionally put off discussing anything, and everything until after we'd all had something to eat and a chance to relax, winding down after what felt like to me, to be the craziest day of my entire life.
I had poured everyone a glass of wine, and we now sat sipping it, first watching the sun going down, before opening up things for discussion. And as I'd also agreed to, all four of us were naked as well.
"So you're telling me you were a virgin that night as well? How is that even possible? I mean there was nothing...you know, to suggest that you were, or that I had...well, you know."
"Then let me clear things up for you," Jackie stated. "Technically, I was a virgin...at least in the biblical sense. I had never actually been with a man before, not intimately in that way. Yeah...I had lost my hymen long before then to a vibrator I found in one of mom's drawers. So that's why there wasn't any trace evidence of my not being one," she finished confessing. But in every other way, you were my first. And truth be told Jake? You were my best too."
It was an admission I'd never even remotely considered. I had thought that the experience as a whole, was due to my sister's previous experience, and that it had been she, guiding and directing me in my lack there of...that had made it the incredible experience that it was. Now, knowing this...it was even more so.
"Wow...I never knew."
"I know. And for good reason too Jake. Because I wanted to be with you every day after that again. I wanted to experience what we experienced again, because I never really did. Not with anyone else...not ever. I came close, very close...and because I did, or at least nearly did...I knew then that one day, eventually...I had to be with you again."
She had looked over at the girls when she said that. And then I knew what she'd meant by that. "You and the girls..." I trailed off, knowing.
"Yeah, the three of us. Ever since that day, and very often after that too. We're not ashamed of it, nor do we regret even a single solitary moment of it either, do we girls?" My sister asked turning to them. As though on cue, they both stood, walking over to stand next to her, simultaneously reaching out to cup one of their mother's breasts. It was erotic, confusing yes, but crazy sensual and erotic far beyond any of that. And then Jackie likewise reached up, cupping each one of their breasts as they stood and sat there together, looking towards me.
"So...where do we go from here?" I asked.
All three looked at one another smiling, and then Carla spoke even before her mother could.
"I was hoping you'd say that."
"Say what?"
"We'll discuss other things later," Jackie said standing up now. "But right now, I need to be with you again. And I need the girls to be with the two of us while we do that."
"Yeah, we want to see it from the beginning this time," Darla added. "And we want to try and cum along with you too...if we can."
Together we headed back into the house, into the bedroom where I knew we'd all be far more comfortable. And then, just like that first time, that first night so long ago, Jackie straddled me, and then slowly slipped me inside her. But unlike that night...the girls now took up positions on either side for a moment, situated close enough, and well enough that they continued to paw, and caress their mother's breasts, or leave lingering finger traces down and across my chest towards my groin. I reached out, enjoying the sensation of slipping a finger into each one of them, felt the excitement and flush as they joined in the dance, fucking my fingers as Jackie fucked my prick. The three of us in unison now...reaching, climbing...and eventually exploding together.
"Isn't that...amazing?" Jackie asked as she lay next to me, languidly toying with my well spent cock. I had lost track of the number of times she'd cum, and of those that the girls had, having had three major orgasms myself. And now, here they were, once more lapping away at one another, by the sounds of it, their climatic release only moments away now.
"Amazing isn't the word," I offered, not sure what word I would use to describe this. Breath-taking maybe, as I was still trying to catch mine. I had cum once inside Jackie of course, and then a short time later, cum again as the three of them somehow managed to take turns licking and sucking me until I had exploded in yet again another fountain of flying sperm that seemed to cover everyone and everywhere at once. And then later, slowly...without urgency, even need, not even realizing that I would...or could, as Jackie mouthed, and so beautifully brought each of the girls off with her mouth and tongue as they held onto one another, almost cumming by osmosis, or so it seemed. Sure enough, within mere moments after that, the twins brought one another off again. Their mewls of delight, so soft...so sweet, filling the room seemed to be the breath that blew the light out on the candle that night.
We all fell into a deep, peaceful sleep. I still had several questions on my mind. But I knew they would wait. I knew that there was yet still a lot that Jackie hadn't told me. But I had learned more than enough to try and digest for one day anyway. There was only one thing I was in no doubt of now, that my life had truly changed. Whether that was for the better, or the worse remained to be seen.
But for now, all that mattered was the softness and warmth of my sister and nieces, as they curled up next to me in the bed.
To be continued...



        I've Been Set Up Ch. 03

        Jake learns the true meaning of the work-week.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/ive-been-set-up-ch-03

Title: I've Been Set Up Ch. 03

Author: Many Feathers

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Jake learns the true meaning of the work-week.

Tags: drama

Series: I've Been Set Up


For a moment, I thought it dream. I began to wake, the feel of someone's mouth slowly and sweetly sucking my shaft, soft hands cupping and caressing my balls. My eyes popped open. Not too terribly surprised to find that it was my sister who was giving me this lovely wakeup call. And...we were alone.
"The girls?"
I guess the sound of the shower, heard through the wall, should have told me what I now knew.
"In the shower."
"Both of them?"
"Yeah, why not? Saves water, and always best to shower with a friend anyway," Jackie said smiling around my cock as she slowly gathered the length of it in, sensually licking it as she withdrew it. The image of the girls in the shower together causing my prick to throb hotly. "And besides...I needed to speak to you alone anyway," she added giving the tip of my prick a quick little suck before releasing it though her hand continued to slide downwards once more. It was hard trying to concentrate.
"Wha...ah, what did...ah you need...ah to speak to me....ohh, ah... about?" I moaned.
Jackie laughed, releasing my prick. It suddenly felt lonely. Very lonely.
"Hey!"
She laughed again, sitting up. "I needed your undivided attention. And now that I have it."
My prick throbbed all by itself.
"Don't worry. This shouldn't take too long. And then we'll see about taking care of this."
"We'll?"
She smiled, though the expression on her face grew somewhat serious. Not her Oh oh...I'm in trouble smile, or that something's wrong smile. So there was at least that.
"Ok, what's up?" I said giving in, now sitting up myself. Jackie stood offering me her hand as she pulled me out of bed.
"Come on. We'll grab a cup of coffee and then head outside. I'll tell you all about it then."
Although content to follow my sister's cute little ass outside, I had the distinct feeling that whatever she had to tell me, was far more important than I was allowing. I soon found out I was right.
**
Jackie waited until we'd both taken a sip of coffee. I sat mine down, waiting patiently. Jackie sat back in her chair. It was hard not staring at her bare breasts as she did that. But I fought the urge, my eyes remaining on hers as she finally spoke.
"Carla wants you to be the one."
" The one what?"
"She wants you...to be the one...to take her virginity."
Now I sat back. At a loss for words. I took a deep breath thinking about it. I was honored on the one hand that she wanted me to be the one to deflower her, but I was also slightly intimidated at the prospect as well. It wasn't like I was all that experienced at this. Not really counting my own sister, as in a way...that one didn't really count, "technically" anyway, I thought. I had never taken another woman's virginity before.
"I don't know Jackie. I've ah...well, I'm just not experienced in that particular area." She smiled, relieving a bit of the tension for me.
"Not to worry. Darla and I will be there to help both of you through it. She's already asked us if we would. We both agreed that we would certainly be there for her, as long as you agreed to it."
How could I not? "When?"
"Saturday. Saturday night."
That was only three days away. Though I guess it would give everyone ample time to prepare for it, and get used to the idea. Though when I said "everyone" I had a feeling I was talking about me, myself...and I. It sounded like this had all been well discussed and talked about amongst the three of them before I'd been approached. I nodded my head in agreement.
"Good!" Jackie said standing, once more holding out her hand towards me. "Now...let's go tell the girls!"
**
The shower was still going when we walked back into the house. Holding my sister's hand, we headed towards the bathroom to tell the girls we were on for Saturday.
One of the things I really loved about my place was the over-sized bathroom. It was really big. I guess the one drawback if you wanted to call it that, was the fact I didn't have a tub. Just the shower. But it was big. Really big. It even had a built in bench of sorts that you could sit down on to wash. Though as we opened the door stepping in, it was currently being used for something else. The shower doors were clear glass, so there was no distortion either. It became immediately evident what was going on, which once more caused my still hard cock to throb in anticipation. Jackie and I stood there for a moment, just taking it all in. There was no rush here, the girls would become aware of our presence momentarily anyway.
"Oh fuck that feels so...good!" Carla moaned audibly. At the moment, she was sitting on the bench, legs spread with her heels actually perched on the bench as well, so she was about as open, and as erotically displayed as possible. With enough room to lean back and balance herself, she sat, eyes closed with Darla currently kneeling there in front of her between her legs. Darla had one hand up simultaneously caressing her sister's breast, the other down between her own legs as she fingered herself, all the while lapping away at her sister's pussy. "That's it baby...right there. That's it...suck my clit!" She groaned deeply, though Jackie and I both saw her eyes open as she only then realized we had come into the room. She smiled through her ecstasy at us, motioning the two of us over. Doing so alerted Darla to our presence as well, and she stopped licking her sister's cunt long enough to acknowledge us, before returning to it.
Jackie slid the shower door open so we could actually step in. Like I said, there was plenty of room as we stood off to one side, now looking down, as Darla seemed to increase her efforts.
"So Uncle Jake. You going to do it? You going to take my cherry on Saturday?"
I nodded my head yes, though my prick was nodding it's head yes too. Jackie reached down, once more wrapping her hand around it as we stood there looking on.
Carla was grinning from ear to ear, though I half wondered if that was because I'd agreed to do this, or rather because Darla seemed to have her so close to the edge now as Carla's face began to screw up into what we all knew to be our "cum-face" as she began to climax.
Two seconds later, Carla basically exploded. Thrashing wildly now, humping her sister's face, it was a wonder she didn't slide off the bench as she came, though perhaps Darla's own face somehow keeping her penned there like that, kept it from happening.
"Ok. As soon as you've had a chance to recover here a little, we'll start preparations then," Jackie stated. I looked at my sister quizzically.
"Preparations?"
"Of course silly. I want to make sure she's totally and completely aware of everything that's going to happen to her before it does. So...first things first. Let's get ourselves showered and dried off here first, and then head into the bedroom." She turned towards Darla, giving her daughter a wink. "You didn't cum yet did you?"
"No fucking way!" Darla grinned. "I've been looking forward to this ever since we got here. And I wanted to make sure that I was damn good and horny when it happened!"
Once again I was slightly confused, though I had a pretty good indication of what we were talking about here.
"First lesson in preparation," Jackie told me. I want her up close and personal as it were, as you fuck Darla, so she can see everything as it happens. And though Darla might not be a virgin, it's been a very long time since she's actually had intercourse with anyone. So we're going to pretend like she is...for Carla's sake. Consider it a practice run," Jackie laughed.
"Just like mom used to say. If you're going to do anything right..."
"Then practice, practice...practice," Jackie and I said in unison.
**
Jackie had already decided that the best way to do this was for me to be the one lying down. Darla straddled me, though she was nowhere's near actually putting me inside her. Carla lay on the bed next to us, eyes glued to whatever was taking place, or about to, with Jackie sitting on the other side, basically directing the action.
"Don't worry. We'll make sure you're damn good and horny...nice and wet, long before we ever actually get to the fucking part," Jackie advised.
"You mean like me?" Darla quipped, hand reaching down, withdrawing what appeared to be a silvery string of girl-goo clinging to her fingers as she brought it up to her own mouth tasting it."
"Exactly like you," Jackie agreed trying to sound official here. "But it's also important to make sure Jake is too," she added. "The more slippery stuff being used here...the better."
It wasn't necessary to tell them how horny I was. Not only was my dick about as hard as I'd ever seen it, it was actually starting to turn purple to some extent. "Ok, give it a nice firm squeeze Darla. Let's see how much juice you can milk from it."
Darla reached over grabbing my prick, pulling up on it firmly. Sure enough, a nice thick droplet of precum oozed from the tip. Darla allowed it to trickle down the head of my cock briefly before snatching it up with her fingers, and then applying it to her already well-soaked pussy.
"Perfect," Jackie commented, nodding her head in approval. "Though lets not just assume that your sister's pussy will be as wet as yours is right now. After all, she will probably still be nervous and a little apprehensive. So we need to proceed as though she wouldn't be quite that ready yet."
Carla reached down, testing herself, grinning. "Oh I'm not so sure about that mother. I'm pretty fucking wet now!" She added, lifting her finger up for inspection, though it was Darla who immediately grabbed her hand, sucking down on her sister's finger.
"Yes, and tasty too!" She added.
"And speaking of which," Jackie said once more giving direction here. "Probably wouldn't hurt for Jake to do a little preliminary pussy licking here either."
"I couldn't agree more mother!" Darla stated, and then all but shot herself off my stomach, and down onto my face before I was even aware that she had. "Not smothering you am I?" She asked as she quickly settled in, already grinding her slick wet pussy against me, my nose all but fucking her as she slid herself around me for a moment.
"Not so fast!" Jackie cautioned, already coming over to place her hand beneath Darla's ass, forcing her to lift up a little. "Try and pretend, just for a moment that you are your sister. Imagine just for a moment that sure you're excited, but that you're a little afraid too...a little scared."
"Mother!" Carla said rolling her eyes. "Trust me, I may be a little nervous yes, but I'd have probably done what Darla just did. I do enjoy having my pussy eaten, as you well know."
I actually saw Jackie blush. "Yes well, maybe we can overlook that last part. But humor me here girls," she added. "Let's allow your Uncle a little practice himself here. After all, he hasn't had quite as much experience with the two of you yet, that I have."
"Something tells me there's a lot more stories and catching up to do," I asked excitedly.
"Maybe later," Jackie grinned. "But for now, how about you just concentrate on Darla's clit for a moment."
"Carla's clit," Darla corrected reaching down to spread her own pussy lips apart, her swollen nub of desire already glistening with her wetness as she ran the tip of her finger around it and then down through her equally slick folds.
"Whatever!" Carla spat. "I just want to see Uncle Jake lick it!" She breathed excitedly.
And so...I did.
**
This time even I didn't allow Darla to smash herself down fully against my face. I forced her to sit up a little at a perfect angle, and then softly flicked at her folds, occasionally finding her sweet little clit and licking it too. I varied the tempo, speed, as well as the pressure as I made love to her cunt until her mewls of excitement began to fill the air.
"Holy shit he's good!" Darla cried out at one point. "Almost as good as you are mother..."she quickly added.
"Ah huh..." I heard Jackie say, though I heard the smile in her tone of voice as she said it. "OK Carla, help me play with your sister's tits, just like we'll do to you when you're sitting up there," she stated.
I might not have been able to see exactly what was going on, but I still had a pretty good idea as my mind's eye painted a picture for me. The sounds of Jackie and Carla sucking on her sister's breasts brought on additional murmurs of pleasure and ecstasy, as she hovered there above me.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck! That's nice!" Darla exclaimed only now humping down against me in three quick successive movements as I only then latched onto her clit with my mouth, sucking it.
"Don't you dare cum!" Jackie warned her. "It's ok to get to the edge, but don't go over it," she said...though I had the distinct feeling she was talking specifically to Carla as she said that. "Actually being really close to an orgasm will make things go a whole lot easier for you when the time does come," she pointed out.
"Well I'm pretty fucking close now myself!" Darla quipped as I continued to lash out at her clit with my tongue, rapidly now, though periodically sucking and gently chewing on it as well. "Does that mean I can put it in now?" She asked rather enthusiastically.
"No...not quite yet!" Jackie admonished. "But you probably should move down now before you do explode the way you're going!" Reluctantly, I released her clit, feeling my niece shiver as she slid down off my face, somehow maintaining contact with me as she did. I could feel the wet slick trace of her pussy as she slid downwards across my chest and belly, even as she slid over the top of my rock-hard cock, likewise bathing it briefly in her essence as she slipped on by.
"Ooh...that was nasty looking!" Carla giggled. "Remind me to do that as well." She leaned over, now running her tongue along the girl-goo trail her sister had left, licking it up.
"What she said." I agreed, reveling in Carla's tongue as it seemed to create waves of goose bumps as she slithered down further, though Jackie barred the way of her licking my prick by having gathered it within her hand.
"We can play...play later," she admonished her daughter, and then both of them. "As a matter of fact, we can even tell Jake about our Feely-Friday, if you want to," she told them. "Later."
"Feely? Friday? What's that?"
"Like I said...later Jake. After the lesson's over. Now pay attention here. Look closely Carla," she instructed. Carla didn't need to be asked twice. Once again she had slithered up next to us on the bed, her eyes glued to where her sister's pussy hovered just inches above my cock. Jackie still actually holding my shaft, as though positioning it. "Alright Darla, even though we know you could gobble up your Uncle's cock here if you wanted to, let's pretend just for a moment, that you couldn't...ok?"
"Ok..." Darla moaned breathlessly, though the reason for that perhaps was the fact that Jackie was currently rubbing the head of my prick against her daughter's pussy, introducing it in a way, allowing the tip to kiss the folds of Darla's cunt, her sweet nectar already trying to cling to it as Jackie continued on, rubbing it back and forth, ensuring that Darla's clit was thoroughly introduced to it too.
"Like I said, if we can keep you close to the edge, it will help a lot when the moment comes," she stated still sliding my prick back and forth, a little faster now as she literally masturbated her daughter with it. I didn't have the nerve to tell her that if she kept this up for much longer, we'd be having to start all over again...as good as this felt.
"OK, I think Carla's ready!" Darla said breathlessly. "At least I know I fucking am!" She added to that.
"I agree," Carla quipped, the sounds of her own fingers busily working her pussy adding testimony to that. "Definitely time to see Uncle Jake's cock slide into my...I mean, into Darla's pussy," she groaned deeply.
"I still wish you wouldn't call me Uncle Jake," I attempted, and received a simultaneous response from all three girls as though they'd rehearsed it.
"But it sounds nastier when we say that," they all said together, laughing, though that was also when I felt Jackie's hand come away from my cock. And the moment she did so, I likewise felt Darla's pussy immediately engulf it.
"Ok, that's probably not quite how it will actually happen," Jackie stated, somewhat disappointed that Darla hadn't fully gone along with the script here.
"Oh I don't know," Darla replied. "Once she can feel it trying to go in, it might be best if she simply does what I did, and just force herself down onto it. Better to get whatever pain there might be over with in one fell swoop," she suggested.
"I think I'll decide what to do for myself," Carla announced easily. "When the time comes. I kind of like the idea of maybe taking it slowly, taking it in a little at a time for a moment or two as I get used to it."
"You never were one to just jump in the water," Darla laughed. "I always had to push you."
"Well you're not pushing me this time, will she mother?" She asked, as we all turned to face Jackie. Jackie however, was currently in the throes of an orgasm.
**
I should have realized that Jackie had been playing with herself almost the entire time. As exciting as this all was, which it was...none of us should have been surprised really that Jackie had plain and simply given herself over to it.
"Touch me Tuesday," Carla sighed watching her mother, still fingering herself, though Darla too was still slowly grinding herself away, up and down on my shaft.
"Excuse me? Touch me Tuesday?" What happened to Feely Friday? I wondered.
"We'll explain later," Carla grinned, her fingers busily working at her own pussy, though Jackie was by now softly coming down from her own orgasm.
"Sorry...I couldn't help it," she said blushingly. "I've been fucking horny all morning long. And before I even knew it...well, there it was."
"Me too!" Darla suddenly cried out with abandonment. No doubt seeing and watching her mother climax as she continued to slide up and down my shaft had brought hers along too. Even Carla suddenly seemed to screw up her face again as she reached up, almost cruelly grabbing her breast, and then pulling on her nipple stretching it as she came. Her cry of release now added to that of her sisters.
I didn't feel it was necessary to tell anyone that my prick was currently shooting ribbon after ribbon of sperm deep inside my nieces hot wet pussy. I don't think I could have, even if I'd wanted to.
**
"Great practice session!" Darla exclaimed as we all took a seat outside a while later after having caught our breaths.
"That would be an understatement," I said still actually a little aroused even now. It was hard not to be with three naked women sitting next to you. One of which I'd be deflowering on Saturday. "But...you need to explain to me, just what the hell is "Feely-Friday', and 'Touch me Tuesday' anyway?" I asked.
The twins giggled knowingly as Jackie laughed likewise nodding her head at them as though reluctant to share the secret with me.
"Ok, it's sort of a game we all play. Something that the twins actually came up with, but we've been doing it now for what girls? Almost a year now?"
I was damn curious to hear.
"About that yes," Carla agreed sharing a glance with her sister, though she reached over giving one of Darla's nipples a quick little pinch. "Feely Friday," she said. "Might as well start there," she said reaching again, though this time Darla blocked her sister's attempt.
"Behave yourself, or I'll come over there and smother you with my pussy," she warned.
"Promises...promises."
"Save it for later girls," Jackie scolded, though teasingly when she said it. "Ok, Jake, it's like this. We decided a while back to celebrate our new-found freedom and sexuality every single day. But we also wanted to do it in such a way that it would be unique to that day, and something we could look forward to. So...on Feely Friday, we all know that during that day, we can freely, and as often as we want, and where ever we want...to feel up one another. No matter what."



"Really..." I said drawing the word out.
"Yeah, really," the twins giggled in unison. "It's really a lot of fun and exciting Uncle Jake," Darla added. "Regardless of what you're doing, to have someone come up and simply grab you, or touch you, or caress you...is damn fucking erotic."
I was trying to envision it. In some ways, perhaps...maybe. "Touch me Tuesday?" I now asked.
"On Tuesdays, we set aside some time to sit around and simply watch one another as we play with ourselves, and one another. But nothing more. That's the rules. Touching only, watching one another, or touching one another. You'd be surprised at how erotic and exciting that can honestly be," Jackie explained.
Actually I could see that. Touch me Tuesday was a bit easier to comprehend that Feel me Friday.
"And the rest of the week? Can I assume you have things that you also do on the other days?"
"Well of course silly. And though we sort of missed Wicked Wednesday, which was yesterday, I think we were all a little wicked enough for it to count, don't you mom?" Carla questioned.
"Wicked Wednesday," I said shaking my head. I could only imagine the rest of the week. "OK...Thursday."
"Theatre Thursday," Darla chimed in. Which was almost self explanatory. "On Thursday we usually pick out a really naughty movie to watch together. Which reminds me. You have any dirty movies around here we can watch tonight?" She asked.
"Yeah...a few," I actually admitted, though I had them well tucked away at the moment. "Though if you don't like any of the one's I have, there is an adult store not too far away from here we can go to if you'd like."
"Awesome!" Carla giggled. "And it happens to be my pick tonight too!" She added. "So if I don't see anything I want to watch out of you're stash, maybe we can go and pick something else out for later."
"Great idea," Jackie actually agreed. "We're going to need to do a little shopping still too," she added. "Stuff we're going to need for Saturday."
"Ok, while we're on that particular day...just what is Saturday then anyway?"
"Saturday...is sensual Saturday," Darla began. "On Saturday, we all try and do something special for one another, something very personal or sensual for one another. Something to really make one another feel good."
"Which is also why, we sort of picked Saturday for Carla," Jackie informed me.
Under the circumstances, it made perfect sense.
"That still leaves Monday and Sunday," I stated. Though I think I was beginning to get the jist of this. "Let me guess. Sexy Sunday?"
"Close..." Darla laughed. "No...that's sadistic Sunday," she corrected.
It almost sounded blasphemous to me. And painful too. "Not sure I'd enjoy Sunday's myself," I told the three of them.
"Not what you think," Jackie grinned. "We really don't get too carried away. A little light or mild bondage maybe, clothespins perhaps....tied tits? Things like that." Ok, I could see the bound up tits on the one hand...as for clothes pins? Not so much. I'd have to tread lightly on Sunday's if I were to participate.
"Ok, so Monday. This one I've got...I think. Masturbation Monday. Correct?"
"Nope!" Darla squealed laughing hysterically, as was Carla, though Jackie fought back a snicker herself.
"No? What then?" I asked, unable to really come up with much of anything else at the moment.
"On Mondays, we try to have sex...intercourse, with someone at least."
"Yeah...you two!" Carla pouted. "I usually just watch."
"Ok, it doesn't really fit," I said trying to figure it out. How does that have anything to do with Monday anyway?"
And then once again in unison, they spoke. "Fuck Monday!"
I should have known.
**
We decided to take a scenic drive and then stop some place nice for lunch. Carla didn't find anything in my meager collection that she wanted to see, so I told them we'd stop by the adult store on our way back home and see if we could find anything. We spent a really nice pleasant day together, and much to my surprise, I don't think there was a single solitary sexual comment that was made, or even hinted at. Oddly enough, just being together seemed sensual, or sexual. Obviously we'd all grown considerably closer in such a short time, but I wasn't really willing to bet it was because of the intimacy we'd all shared together now either. It seemed to go deeper than that. There'd always been this unique special bond between my sister and I all these years, without the sex. But now for some reason, it seemed even stronger. As it did with the twins. In some ways, I envied my sister. If this is how it had been for her with the girls, I'd truly been missing out.
It was already dark by the time we pulled into the lot at the Adult store. And though I had been in here a couple of times, it had always been during the day, and it had always been fairly empty of customers whenever I'd done so. And though I wouldn't exactly say the place was incredibly busy, I was surprised to see nearly a dozen cars parked in the lot when we arrived.
"I'm not sure what to expect of the clientele," I warned. Doubting that we'd find anyone inside wearing a three-piece suit or anything. I was just hoping we wouldn't...or rather the girls wouldn't be accosted by some sick pervert or something while we were in there. I had every intention on keeping my eyes on the girls once inside. Though the moment we entered the store, they virtually made that impossible to do. As though on cue, Darla took off in one direction, and Carla in the other.
"Movies...and toys," Jackie laughed standing next to me. "And don't worry about them. They can both fend for themselves," she told me winking. "My ex-husband paid good money for those self defense classes," she grinned. "Trust me Jake, there isn't a man alive that could lay a finger on either one of those girls and not wind up with his own balls in his mouth."
I made a mental note to never piss either one of the girls off, and then followed Jackie deeper into the store. I followed her around as she browsed through a few magazines and videos, though as she's said earlier, it was Carla's turn to pick one out. Darla had found some skimpy, next to nothing outfit, and had disappeared into one of he dressing rooms to try it on, Carla quite naturally going with her of course. I could only imagine what the two of them might get involved with while doing that.
"Cool! Come on!" Jackie said pulling me over towards the back. "Been a long time since I've been in one of these...I wonder," she said more to herself as we stepped up to what appeared to be a long row of doors, a few of which had lights off and were open. I knew what they were, though I'd never been inside or felt the need to use one. Jackie however...well that was another thing. She peeked inside one of them, but then stepped right back out again before I could even follow her. "Nope...not this one," she told me, and then skipped one, which happened to "be occupied" anyway, and into another. Once again she looked inside briefly, and then a second later, I felt her hand pulling me in behind her.
"Jackie?" I asked.
"Give me some money," she demanded. I fished into my wallet, though she immediately spotted a five taking that. She then fed what was obviously a bill slot, and in seconds the room grew much darker as a pornographic movie came on.
"Geeze kiddo...we could be doing this at home," I announced.
"Shh," she said pointing. Though it took a moment for my eyes to adjust and figure out what she was looking at. "There's a hole in this one," she grinned wickedly pointing at the wall that separated our booth from the one next to it.
"Yeah? So?"
"You really don't know do you?"
"Know what?"
"Watch."
I watched as she knelt down briefly, peeking through the hole in the wall into the other room.
"Jackie!"
She stood up again with a smile on her face however. And this time she managed to slip a couple of fingers through, obviously wiggling them. Once again she grinned knowingly, removing her hand. Though as she did, something else came through instead.
"You've fucking got to be kidding me!" I exclaimed perhaps a bit too loudly. Getting a reproved look as she again hushed me.
"Relax, don't be such a spoil sport. No harm no foul here," she added to that. "Just a bit of naughty fun, that's all."
I stood there watching her as she began to fondle, and then more firmly stroke this rather large-sized cock that was sticking through the opening.
"You wouldn't happen to have any condoms on you...do you?" She asked.
I didn't. And even though I was pretty sure they were available somewhere inside the store, I wasn't about to leave to go and get one either.
"Oh well, guess he'll just have to be satisfied with a hand job then," she informed me...along with our neighbor whose dick she was still toying with. He didn't seem to mind though, if anything pressing himself against the hole on his side, so that nearly the entire length of his shaft now poked obscenely through on our side.
I was almost jealous. Not quite, but almost. Not only was this guys prick fairly long, but it had a head on it the size of a small mushroom. Jackie had a hell of a time even fisting it, though she seemed to take a bit of sadistic delight in jacking the guy off, somewhat roughly in fact. I could hear the 'suck-pop' sound of her hand as she stroked him. Gradually the sound becoming slicker, messier as she somehow managed to squeeze out quite a bit of the guys pre-cum fuck juice.
To my surprise, I found myself eerily, even weirdly turned on by this. Jackie, my own sister, busily jacking off a complete strangers cock. Just then we started to receive the warning light, a small red light that began to flash telling us that our time was about up, and that if we wanted to continue, we'd need to put some more money in. But by the sounds of the heavy breathing we could both now hear, now that the movie was no longer playing...that wouldn't be necessary.
"You gonna cum for me?" Jackie asked, increasing the tempo just a bit.
"Oh fuck...yes! Yes!" Came the reply from his side of the wall. And then seconds after that, we both stood there watching this monster cock spurting and spraying what looked like a gallon of cum.
"Day-amn" Jackie drawled, still aiming it, though only a long lingering sliver of semen clung to the tip now, stretching towards the floor. "That was one hell of a load there my friend," she laughed. "Hope you enjoyed it!"
We soon left the room, gathering up the girls who had just barely decided on which movie they wanted to get, though it had been Carla's night to choose.
"See anything else you like?" Jackie asked.
"Not here...not really," Carla stated. "Is there another place around here where you can get lingerie', stuff like that?" She asked.
"Yeah, there's a mall not too far away from where I live. Maybe we can go there tomorrow, have a look around," I offered. The girls giggled, looking at one another.
"And on Feely Friday too!" Darla said.
And then I wondered if that had been such a great idea after all. I didn't have time to consider it further however, paying for the purchase of a rather interesting adult movie that Carla had selected, all the while being given an appraising look by the guy at the register as he rang us up. Only then did I notice a tall, fairly good looking guy as he stood next to Jackie waiting to have his purchase rung up. He looked over at us then, smiling...and said simply. "Thank you."
**
Needless to say, the girls demanded that Jackie tell them the whole story, having obviously heard the guy say that to her just before we left. Which she did of course during the drive home. By the time we arrived, I was admittedly horny...and I doubted I was going to need to see a movie to get me in the mood either. I decided to go along with "Theatre Thursday" however, as it was tradition after all, and soon settled in on the couch, Jackie snuggled up all nice and naked next to me, the girls on the floor likewise naked as the movie started.
"Glory Hole." The title... as the film started. I should have known. Though admittedly, I settled in, in order to watch it. "Who knows, maybe it will be interesting after all," I thought.
And then Darla turned to look at me, grinning from ear to ear.
"What?"
"The closet in your study...it doesn't have a door knob in it does it? It's missing right?"
It was in fact. I hadn't gotten around to replacing it just yet. And then I realized.
She was still grinning, as was Carla, as was Jackie, as we all started to watch the movie.
"This is going to be fun she announced."
I was already looking forward to it.
To be continued...
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Feely Friday was a lot better than I imagined it would be. Though we spent the majority of it at the house, simply because the twins...and Jackie, who had warned me that nothing was out of bounds, regardless of wherever we were. If anything, it was a nice long precursor of foreplay to keep everyone excited and on edge for the following day. And though I was a little nervous about being the one to officially deflower my niece, I was also really looking forward to it.
Not surprisingly I had found the girls making breakfast without a stitch on. Reason being, it would make things a whole lot easier for everyone to cop and grab feels throughout the day with out any hindrances. Admittedly it was nice...and fun, simply reaching out to cup, caress, or briefly fondle anyone whenever they came close enough to do so. I had initially thought at first we'd all end up in a full blown orgy first chance we had. Far from it. As I quickly learned and soon after accepted, the whole idea of the day was meant to tease, and to maintain this heightened level of sexuality until much later on that evening. It worked. I think I walked around with an erection the majority of the day. Just about the time it seemed to begin to soften a little, someone would come by and pay my prick enough attention to get it all hard again.
Even watching the girls grab-assing and teasing one another was exciting. Even when the twins sat down to fold clothes fresh out of the dryer became erotic as Jackie stood behind the two of them, reaching down to cup and caress the girl's breasts until their respective nipples were standing out hard and proud.
Once again I was a little relieved we'd decided to stay home for the day. After everything I had seen and experienced so far, I just wasn't sure how far the girls would take things away from the house. It wasn't long before I got a subtle taste of that later on that afternoon. At the moment Jackie was kneeling in front of me as I sat on the couch, almost casually rubbing my hard stiff prick back and forth across her tits when we both heard a giggle of laughter, and then running footsteps from the girls as they headed towards the main entry room.
"Hurry Darla, he's not that far away!" I heard Carla exclaim enthusiastically. I looked at my sister with a questioning look, but she merely smiled and raised an eyebrow at me.
"Come on, lets go see what they're up to," Jackie said pulling me up off the couch, literally by my cock as she did. I really didn't have too much of a choice but to follow, but I was nervously curious as to what the girls were up to as well as their enthusiastic giggling continued.
We peered around the corner looking into the entry way. Darla stood in the screened doorway, though she had of course remained completely naked. Carla was busy peeking through the curtains out the window, and then moments later dashed over to join her sister as they now both stood in the doorway. It didn't take long before I realized what was happening here. Jackie and I had just enough of a vantage point to look out the door ourselves though at an angle and distance behind them. It was the mailman! The same guy that had been delivering mail to me now for quite some time. I almost panicked, half deciding to dash towards the door until I realized it was already way too late for that. Bad enough as it was, me showing up behind my nieces, just as naked as they were...would only have made it worse.
"Do you have some mail for us?" I heard one of the twins saying. There was a brief pause, and I could clearly see the surprised bewilderment in Charlie's face as I only then recalled it. Charlie had to be in his early to mid fifties, and I would have been willing to bet dollars to donuts that in all the years he'd been working as a mail carrier, he'd never once had anything like this happen to him. In a sense he was dumb-founded, as he fumbled briefly with some of the letters he was holding, trying to sort them out again before placing them in the outside mail box.
"Don't worry about doing that, you can give them to us," Carla now offered, opening the door wide enough that old Charlie now had a clear and unobstructed view of the girls. Even then he hesitated, obviously confused as to whether he should simply drop the mail in the box, or actually take an additional step and hand it to one of the girls. It was only then that I realized Jackie's hand was firmly wrapped around my cock, stroking it as we stood there off to one side, looking on and listening to all of this. To my surprise, Charlie took the step. Darla pushed the door open a little further.
"Would you...like to touch our boobies?" She asked.
Once again poor Charlie seemed to freeze in place, though he surprised me upon speaking. "Really? Touch your boobs? You'd let me?" I figured at this point Charlie was experiencing the best day of his entire career. And oddly enough, I was enjoying it myself. This naughty little escapade the girls had pulled was turning out to be weirdly erotic, especially with my own sister pressing her luscious breasts into my back, all the while slow-stroking my very slippery cock.
"Sure!" The girls said almost in unison, as Charlie took yet another step into the doorway, though first looking off to one side and then the other, no doubt ensuring that no one else passing by could possibly see what was taking place here. And they couldn't have either. One of the nice features of seclusion around here was that the walk leading up to the door was pretty much fenced off by shrubbery. Someone would have to be standing at the end of the walk specifically looking towards the door to actually see much of anything. Even from here, I could see Charlie's hand was shaking somewhat nervously as he reached out, and as the girls leaned out just a bit meeting him half way as he actually place one of his hands on each one of the girls boobs. The look on his face was priceless. Even as he stood there actually fondling the two of them, you could tell that he was still in utter disbelief that he was.
"Would you like to touch something else?" Darla asked boldly.
"Wha....wha...what else?" Charlie stammered.
"We'll let you touch our pussies....if..."
"If? If what?"
"If, you let us touch your cock," Carla ventured. Once again I could see the hesitation in Charlie's eyes. I'd have again bet the house he was on the verge of turning and running, until Carla actually reached down, spreading herself as she did, her fingers pulling her lips widely apart so that Charlie had no choice but to stare down at her as she did that. "Wouldn't you like to touch this?" She asked, slowly gliding a finger through her juicy slit before reaching up, sucking her finger off as she stood there.
I'd have lost another bet. To my surprise, Charlie reached down unzipping his pants. And though it took a moment longer, he finally managed to fumble out his prick. I had to give him credit. It might not have been a long one, a bit on the stubby side perhaps, but it was fairly thick, with a rather nice-sized mushroom like head to it. Darla squealed in delight, immediately reaching out for it, wrapping her hand around Charlie's prick, leaving just the thick, fat head of his penis revealed, which Carla quickly covered up by palming it. "Go ahead...finger our cunts," Carla suggested, which Charlie began doing just as the girls continued fondling and playing with Charlie's prick there in the doorway.
Jackie stood behind me, emulating the girls actions with her own hands, now reaching around, one hand cupping my tight drawn ball-sack, the other currently toying with a long thin streamer of pre-cum fuck juice that she was gingerly trying to stretch outwards away from my prick-head as though trying to see just how far she could get it to do so before it finally parted and fell. But as fascinating as that was...Charlie's sudden deep sounding groan alerted everyone to the fact he was on the verge of having an orgasm.
"That's it Darla!" Carla quipped. "I think you're about to make the mailman deliver!" In the next instant, he was. A thick copious amount of semen suddenly began to pour forth from the tip of the man's penis. He didn't exactly squirt as he came. It was more like a thick flow of hot molten lava as his sperm oozed from the head of his cock, forming a long stream of white sticky cum for a moment before parting to land with an audible "splat" on the cement walk just below. Darla milked another, and then yet another, though Carla soon took over for her, now gently squeezing that thick bulbous head of his ensuring that she had milked out every last drop. Only then did Charlie seem to sheepishly find himself again, tucking himself away, turning...but not before looking back and grinning at the girls with an obvious flush to his face. I saw him mouth the word, "Wow!" and then he was gone.
The girls soon after closed the door, stepping back inside. "Well...did you like that Uncle Jake?" The twins asked. Though it was obviously a rhetorical question as they glanced down and saw my prick about as hard and as swollen as it had ever been. And now I was thinking..."Fuck tonight!" At the moment, my own cock was in need of some much needed relief. But I just as quickly realized that wasn't about to happen as the girls raced off to grab the phone.
"Now what?" I asked to no one in particular. Though I could see by the expression in Jackie's face, she had a pretty good idea. It became clearly obvious what was up as the girls quickly placed a pizza order.
"Now it's mom's turn," the girls grinned turning back towards us. Jackie wasn't at all surprised. Obviously, she had done this before. "I love seeing the look on some young man's face whenever mom does the "Oops, I dropped my towel thing," Darla laughed. "She's gotten pretty good at it too," Carla added. "Almost down to a science."
I didn't really have any doubt. And actually found myself grinning with excitement as Carla shortly returned with a white bath towel, handing it to her mother. Looking around, the girls quickly figured out how to stage this so that the Pizza guy would have to come in for one thing. And then for another, strategically placing Jackie's purse so she'd have to walk over and retrieve it, at which point she would 'accidentally' lose her towel. It also would afford the three of us an even better vantage point where we could all stand in the adjacent room, and actually look into the rather large mirror I had hanging on the wall. Staging the area moments before the Pizza delivery guy arrived, we all had a pretty good idea of what we'd be able to see. And short of him walking in to the middle of the room, and then actually staring into the mirror himself, it was doubtful he'd even know we were there unless we made some stupid mistake.
Moment's later the doorbell rang. "Show time!" Jackie quipped as everyone took up positions. Sure enough, the bath towel didn't cover up much. Jackie's full breasts certainly peeked over the upper hem well enough to allow a tantalizing hint of titty flesh just inches away. Likewise, the bottom of the towel was barely enough to cover up her exposed quim as she stood there in the doorway, holding the towel up against herself, and apologetically telling the young man who stood there with wide, surprised eyes that she hadn't expected the delivery so soon. And that she had thought she'd have more time to finish her shower before his arrival. I almost laughed upon hearing him likewise apologizing to her, for being a bit too fast perhaps. Ushering him inside, which he hurriedly did so that Jackie could discreetly close the door behind him, she then crossed around in front of him, heading towards the coffee table where her purse sat waiting for her. She had no choice but to bend over in order to retrieve it, and of course as she did that, the so called held together towel came away in her hands. She fumbled with it briefly, as though making some attempt at maintaining the covering, but then laughed, giving up, and allowing it to fall completely away from her.
"I guess it's not the first time a handsome young man like you has seen a naked woman, and probably not the last either," she said boldly walking towards him in order to take the cost slip from his hand, which he had totally forgotten about.
"Well...never like this anyway," he stammered just a little, eyes firmly glued to Jackie's nude body, one hand still outstretched even though she had taken the charge slip away from him, the other still cradling the warm carrier containing our pizza. Only then did he seemingly realize that, finally dropping his hand, even turning his head slightly as Jackie now finished about in her purse seeking the exact change. Again, part of the ruse as she took her sweet time doing so, affording the young man more than enough time to overcome his shyness, once again looking at her directly.
"Damn! I thought I had cash. You do take credit cards yes?"
"Ah...yes!" He almost spat, his eyes only then snapping upwards again as Jackie turned, once more facing him.
"Good," she said smiling, pointing at the table, once more bending over to reach inside her purse. "You can put the pizza over there then," she added.
We all watched as Jackie once more took her time fumbling around inside her purse, the young man walking around and behind her towards the table where she'd indicated for him to set the pizza down. He took a good look at her as he did, and standing as we were, looking into the mirror, we got just as good a look at Jackie's pussy as he was when he passed by. He in fact almost missed sitting it down on the table correctly.
He had a device on his phone which allowed him to quickly run the charges as Jackie handed her card to him, watching as he completed the transaction, though his eyes made quick, hurried glances towards her even then.
"Oh damn!" She said again.
"I'm sorry...what?" The young man said looking somewhat confused.
"I forgot to add in your tip!" She exclaimed.
He grinned broadly, looking relieved that nothing else was wrong. "No worries. I think you've given me more than an adequate tip," he announced, perfectly content. But Jackie, true to form, wasn't having any of that.
"Nonsense," She exclaimed. "I was young once myself," She actually responded, cupping her breasts, lifting them up as though to somehow convey the fact she wasn't as young, or as attractive perhaps as she once used to be. Jackie could have won an Oscar for her role. "So I know how hard it is for a young man like you to try and make ends meet," she added, once again sounding apologetic, simultaneously fishing. "You're what...twenty? Twenty one?" She now asked.
He beamed proudly. "No mam...actually, I just turned nineteen last week."
"Mam?" She asked once again. This time sounding almost hurt...discouraged. "I guess I really am getting old when young, handsome, attractive men such as yourself see someone like me, nude and all...and still call them mam. I bet I don't even compare to the girls you've been with," she tossed.
"Ah no mam. I mean...yes mam. I mean, what I mean is," he attempted, sounding truly flustered now. "I didn't really mean anything by that," he spat, trying to collect his thoughts. "I've only really seen one other girl naked, and that was my older sister, so that really doesn't count anyways," he offered. "You're the first real woman I have seen" he now confessed, blushing profusely, his eyes once again wandering of their own accord as though he didn't have any control over them.
"So in a way...I really am your first?" Jackie asked, sounding both surprised as well as excited by the prospect. And I got the feeling that things were about to head in a whole new direction here from what I'd first thought, including the twins as they both giggled excitedly, almost knowingly, though I soon cautioned them to once again remain quiet before giving us all away.
"I'll bet you a weeks worth of room cleaning mom gets him to cum for her," Darla challenged.
"You're on!" Carla responded taking the bet. "He looks too nervous to let things go that far, no matter what mom does to try and entice him," she added to that. Once again I shushed the girls, admonishing them both to be quiet lest we be heard and discovered here. Though I wasn't about to take any more bets myself...either way.
"Yes..." He caught himself before saying mam, once again fumbling with an obvious response.
"Call me Jackie," Jackie replied. "And you are?"
"Ah, Robert," he answered. "Though most of my friends call me Bobby," he again blushed growing a little more accustomed at seeing a mature woman still standing there naked in front of him.
"So am I to be considered a friend then Bobby?" She asked, catching him off guard for a moment. "Or should I call you Robert?"
"Bobby!" He responded quickly. "Definitely Bobby!"
"Well then...Bobby," Jackie said backing slowly towards the couch, and then suddenly sitting down, though she had somehow managed to keep the balls of her feet planted on the couch cushions as she did, thus obscenely, and quite wickedly displaying herself. She had even reached down, taking her fingers, prying her labia apart so that Bobby had a pretty good, unobstructed view of her cunt. "Ever seen one up close and personal like this?" She teased.
"Not quite like that," he answered actually taking a step forward.
"So you have seen a woman's pussy before then yes?"
"Well...sort of. Actually a girls pussy, not like yours, and never quite like this," he offered taking another step closer to where she sat. The two of them clearly in view now as he did so. One look into the mirror, and the three of us would be had. Two more steps, and a look in our direction would do it as well. There didn't seem to be any real danger of that happening however. Bobby's eyes were firmly glued to Jackie's pussy at the moment.
"Have you touched anyone's pussy? Has anyone ever played with your cock?" Jackie continued to question. "Have you ever fucked another girl?" She asked obviously shocking him somewhat as he again fumbled with his answers.
"Sort of yes...and yes, again kinda," he stated. "But no...I've ah, never ah..."
"Fucked a woman?"
"Yeah that," he agreed.
"That what? Go ahead, say it. Let me hear you say the word fuck," Jackie pressed.
He hesitated, and then said it. "Fuck."
Jackie smiled. "Sounds nasty saying it doesn't it? I love saying it myself. Fuck!" She moaned softly, now running her fingers up and down her wet slit, showing him as she did how wet she truly was.
Bobby was merely nodding his head yes however, once more his eyes locked on to her fingers and what she was doing to herself.
"Do you like how my naughty, wet fucking pussy looks?" She asked.
"Mom's gonna win!" Darla whispered.
"Shh!" I again said looking over at her though she now stood behind her sister and was currently fondling her breasts. I couldn't help myself, reaching over, as I began fondling one of hers.
"Oh yeah...fuck yeah!" Bobby said finding voice, purposely using the word. which he had now quickly learned seemed to be a major trigger turn on for Jackie. Which it was.
Jackie continued to rub her pussy, purposely exposing her clit now, showing it to him, showing him just how glistening wet she was as she began to simultaneously finger herself. "Is this making you hard Bobby?" She now asked. "I bet you have a really nice hard cock," she hopefully suggested. "Is it? Nice and hard?" She asked, now staring at the most obvious bulge in his jeans.
"Oh yeah...way hard," he acknowledged, actually lowering his hand to caress is turgid member through the material.
"Then show me," Jackie half demanded. "Show me that hard, gorgeous, fucking cock of yours!"
At this point, he didn't have to be asked twice. He even undid his belt before unzipping his jeans. His hard swollen member pressing fully against his tighty-whitey's, which he quickly retrieved, pulling out his long, slim member, swollen purple with desire.



"Bring it here!" She demanded, which he did, as she firmly wrapped her hand around it, squeezing it, and in the process producing a nice thick dollop of lubrication which suddenly oozed from his prick tip.
"What's up with her and pre-cum anyway?" I asked, realizing I'd spoken a bit too loud perhaps, ducking out of the way, as had the girls, though they were snickering as silently as they could at my comment.
"What...what was that?" Bobby suddenly asked nervously. Alerting us all to the fact that he actually had heard me, though Jackie was quick to put a band-aid on that.
"Oh that...nothing to worry about," she grinned mischievously. "To be perfectly honest with you, I wasn't actually getting ready to take a shower when you arrived. I was actually watching some porn in my bedroom. Masturbating. I had put the TV on pause, but obviously, it's playing again," she suggested, though the hint was certainly directed towards the three of us. "So don't worry about anything you might be hearing," she added calming his fears. Which she did, and which virtually opened up the door for us to some extent, as long as we kept the sounds we were now making more along the erotic side.
"Now...where were we? Oh yes, I was jacking you off now wasn't I?"
Old Bobby was in seventh-heaven, as was I...as the twins now knelt down in front of me, taking turns lapping away, and sucking my cock as I stood there peeking out, getting the thrill of watching Jackie as she played with the young man's cock, even rubbing the head of it back and forth against her nipples again, something she damn well knew I enjoyed, and obviously enjoyed seeing.
"Fuck...ah...Jackie," Bobby moaned. "You're ah...you're ah...gonna make me cum soon if you keep doing that," he cautioned her.
"I am?" She asked, as though the thought of that surprised her. "You mean you're going to shoot lots and lots of cum for me? Is that what I'm about to make you do?"
"Oh fuck! Yes! Yes!" He urged, hoping for just that by the look on his face.
"Hand me the pizza box!"
His confused look obviously delaying the inevitable, though he quickly reached for it.
"Now open it!" Jackie demanded.
Even Carla and Darla quit licking me in order to stand up and watch this part.
Bobby opened the lid.
"Take out a slice," Jackie again instructed, still jacking his cock, a bit more forcefully now. As he did so, handing it to her, simultaneously tossing the box back down onto the table. Jackie held the pizza slice under the young man's cock. Words weren't necessary.
"Come on Bobby. Give me some extra cheese," she asked grinning lewdly at him. Seconds after that, he was pouring out quite a bit of his cum-cheese, though the first several spurts shot well out and over the cheese slice Jackie held. Hitting her breasts instead, though she didn't seem to mind that much at all. The balance however, which now dripped from his prick tip, Jackie managed to capture on the pointy edge of the pizza slice. Letting go of his prick only then, after he was well spent, she bit into the pizza slice, surprising everyone there perhaps, especially Bobby, whose eyes were about as big around as saucers. I'm sure mine were as well.
She stood up then, placing the half-eaten pizza slice down on the top of the pizza box, and leaned forward, whispering something to him. She stepped back and appeared to be waiting. He appeared to be in thought. And then grinned. Nodding his head, once more leaning forward whispering to her. Now it was Jackie's turn to smile, though she began to escort him back towards the door. Moment's later he'd departed as we all came back out into the room again.
"What was that last part all about?" I asked curiously.
"Don't worry. You'll see," Jackie smiled, but even the twins were overly curious as to what their mother was up to at this point.
"No fair!"
"Yeah, fill us in!" They both demanded.
"Might as well," Jackie agreed. "We've only got perhaps an hour to get ready as it is," she informed us all.
"Get ready for what?" I now asked.
"I asked him if there were any women there he worked with that might be interested in a nice...naughty surprise."
"You didn't!"
"Oh yes...I did. And in fact, there is! Bobby said there's a new girl there that's been there for a little over a week now. Said he's been talking to her. Said she's the one who's recently jacked him off behind the store a couple of times. And even better...that she's told him in previous conversations, that's she's bi."
"And?" I had to ask.
"And...he's going to send her over here with another pizza in about an hour here."
"And?" I asked once more incredulously.
"And...this time, it's your turn."
"No fucking way."
"Yes way," she told me.
"Listen...Jackie, as erotic and hot as this all was, no woman in her right mind is going to believe some guy dropping a towel in front of her when she comes in to deliver a pizza."
"Who said anything about you being the one to drop the towel? Same ploy...the only difference being is that you'll be sitting here on the couch, wearing a robe. I think we'll all know when the time comes for you to open the robe and let her see just what's hiding beneath there. After that, we'll just sort of play things by ear and see where it takes us."
"What makes you think that Bobby's even going to go through with this and convince her to come over anyway?" I asked.
"Because I told him about the twins. And told him that they'd meet him around back, and let him in that way. The three of them can have their own fun...while the three of us have ours."
I shook my head in disbelief, doubting that she'd actually pull this off. Yet again...
"Wanna bet on it?" She asked.
I walked over handing her, her discarded towel. "And where is it exactly that you want me?"
To be continued...
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I had gotten divorced several years ago, and since then had preferred remaining single living alone. Although I was in my early fifties, I was still in pretty good shape and had been told I had "bed-room" eyes, whatever that meant. I had certainly enjoyed the occasional fling here and there, but had shied away from anything long-term, which had severely limited my options. I was almost content to remain far more intimate with my own hand, until the perfect woman came along. And to top things off, she'd been living next door to me for several years now.
I had guessed Jocelyn (though she preferred being called Joy) to be in either her late thirties, or early forties, though I had of course never asked. They had lived there next to me for several years, Joy and her husband Dave, along with their two daughters Amy and Rebecca. Ironically, my ex-wife and Joy had become fairly good friends, though I hadn't much cared for Dave since the day I had first met him. He was an alcoholic for one thing, but he was also fairly abusive to his wife, and most likely the girls as well. I had felt bad for what I knew was going on, but there was little that we could do about it, except to be there for them in support. Or... if things got even more abusive than we suspected, to step in if necessary. Thankfully, that never happened. Ironically, other things did.
In time, I think I became better friends with Joy than my own wife was. After she had kicked Dave out of the house, I'd begun doing more and more to help out whenever I could. Something that Joy and the girls had very much appreciated. Like I said, we'd eventually gotten to the point where we could sit down and have a cup of coffee and discuss just about anything. I'd come to respect and appreciate Joy's honesty, and openness with me, which is maybe why things had become a bit strained between Cindy and me. I had a much better relationship with the next door neighbor than I had with my own wife. And oddly enough...there wasn't a damn thing going on between us, not even once hinted at.
And to be honest, maybe it was because of that, that I didn't see things coming, or what was happening in front of my own face. But Joy had. And eventually it reached the point where she felt it was necessary to open my eyes a little, as hard as that was for her to do. I had just finished mowing her lawn and had stepped over to accept a glass of fresh lemonade from her when she asked me to take a seat at her patio table. I could see by the look on her face that she was troubled, especially by the way she seemed to fidget around in her seat, even spinning her own glass of lemonade around in circles, trying to find the courage to say whatever she was going to say perhaps.
"What is it Joy? What's wrong?" I finally asked, forcing the issue. She took a sip of her drink, and then set it down, trying to steady herself.
"I've really struggled with this for a long time now," she began, looking even more nervous and confused.
"Go on," I said steeling myself, though again...some deep-down part of me already knew where this was headed.
"I didn't want to say anything to you, until I was sure. After everything you've done for us...the way you've been there for us, and the good friend you've become to me after Dave finally left. The last thing I ever wanted was to say or do anything to hurt you, or cause you pain. Until now."
Now it was my turn to sit back, and spin my glass in circles waiting for her to continue.
I can honestly say I really had few vices, save for one perhaps. I loved to golf on Sundays. I made a good living, enough so, that Cindy had whatever she wanted, whenever she wanted it. Maybe it was my way of trying to keep things even between us, since I felt that I did more than my fair-share, not only with work...but around the house too. So spending half the day golfing with my friends on Sunday's didn't seem like a whole lot to ask. And Joy of course knew all that.
"At first, I didn't really think too much of things..." she began again. "Sometimes I would see you leave in the morning to go golfing. And then not ten or fifteen minutes later I'd see Cindy leave. I figured back then, that maybe she had something going with a group of friends, though I found it a bit odd she never mentioned anything to me about that as close as the two of us supposedly were. The thing is, I began to take a closer notice of it. Always on Sunday, shortly after you left, she would. And then she'd return in a couple of hours, long before you did. I began to notice subtle things when she did. And I hate to say that because by now I was actually spying on her, that those subtle things included her obvious dishevelment whenever she came home. Like she'd been ridden hard, and put away wet...so to speak."
As hard as this was to hear, I sat quietly, patiently, taking a sip of my drink again as though some sort of signal for Joy to continue. Which she did.
"Even with my suspicions, I didn't want to say anything. Not unless I was one hundred percent sure. Even then, I hesitated Jack. We've become good friends, and I didn't want to lose that, or do anything that would jeopardize the friendship we did have. Until the day came that she didn't leave after you left. Instead...he did. As far as I was concerned, though maybe it shouldn't have been my concern, the moment I saw him sneak up into the house shortly after you'd left was the last straw for me. I knew then, I had to tell you at least this much, and then let you decide for yourself how you wanted to handle it. I just hope...this doesn't destroy our friendship," she smiled worriedly. I stood up, walked over...and kissed her on the forehead.
"Thank you," I said softly. And then turned and left for home. It was the hardest week of my entire life. Trying to pretend everything was normal. The following Sunday, I left to play golf as usual, though I'd already told my friends well ahead of time that I wouldn't be able to make it as I had business out of town. The only person I had told about what was going on was my best friend Roger, also a golf buddy, and someone that Cindy had never met. We hurriedly switched cars (and clubs) and then I parked a short distance away from the house...waiting. I figured if she left, I could easily follow her. Or...if he showed up at my place instead, then well...though I had all sorts of thoughts and scenarios racing around inside my head when she actually came out. So...I followed.
To make a long story short here, I basically caught her with her pants down so to speak. I followed her to a nearby hotel. Saw her get out of the car and walk up to a particular room where she was met and quickly ushered inside. A hundred bucks, and verification of my ID to the nervous looking desk clerk, finally convinced him to run me a key. After assuring him I wasn't there to cause any trouble...and wouldn't, I took my digital camera with me, put it on video and started recording. I stood listening outside the door for a moment until I was reasonably sure they were already at it. After all, time was precious here. Seconds later I was standing in the doorway recording everything I needed to confirm what I already knew. What I hadn't known until now, was the guy she was with...a married man himself, and someone she worked with, happened to be her lover. So in the long run...I knew this would really turn out well for me if I played my cards right.
On Monday, I filed for divorce, with very specific stipulations. Yeah, in a way I guess you could say it was blackmail. Unless Cindy walked...and I mean walked...I threatened to expose her affair and who she'd been having it with where she worked. Needless to say, they both caved in at that imploring me to not say anything to anyone...though I kept my little video as insurance against that until after the divorce was final.
Six month's passed, and I had quickly gotten over all this. Though I was a bit gun-shy about really getting serious with anyone again. The occasional overnighter with someone was fine with me, though there were aspects of that, which I did miss.
And then low and behold...the solution to all this, which had been living next door to me all this time, suddenly became readily apparent. Though even then, I hadn't been looking for it...or expecting it, when it happened. Neither of us had been.
Rebecca had moved out and gone onto college shortly before all this had happened. Now it was Amy's turn to do so within the next week or so. Both girls attending the same University, out of state...which would leave Joy home alone for the very first time really. It was something we talked about, though I had ensured her of course I would always be there for her, and that she could certainly call on me, even if it was just for a little company and someone to talk to. And at first, that was pretty much the way it remained for the next month or so, until circumstance, or fate perhaps stepped in.
I had kept up my weekly golf outing with the guys. Something I looked forward to, and which helped to keep me sane. As we'd discussed, my plans were to golf, come back in the afternoon, and then spread and pour some mulch I had gotten for Joy's back yard flower beds. We'd even planned a semi-cozy little barbeque dinner with one another for later on that evening. Something else I was again looking forward to. And then fate, for whatever reason seemed to step in and take over at that point.
I had actually waved good-bye to Joy as she stood outside watering her front garden when I left. A short time later I arrived at the course, only to discover that a tournament was going on. Stupid me. I had lost track of the dates, only then realizing I thought the tournament was to be held the following week. Getting back into my car, I headed home again, surprisingly not at all disappointed at the turn of events. If anything, I was looking forward to spending even more time visiting with my dear friend Joy. I even thought about surprising her perhaps. Getting her back gardens filled in and spread with mulch before she even knew I was there. I'd begun doing just that, when by chance I happened to look up and in to what I knew was her bedroom area. I had no intention of spying on her, or doing anything like that. Nor did I expect to see what I was seeing, when I did either.
I was dumb-founded to say the least. And a bit stupid too perhaps, but I was frozen with indecision just long enough to complicate the situation even more so. Joy was naked, laying in the middle of her bed, which faced towards me. On her back, her legs spread and bent at the knee, she was currently thrusting what appeared to be a rather large-sized vibrating dildo of some sort, in and out of her pussy. I must have caught her right at the perfect (or imperfect moment depending upon how you looked at it) moment...as she began to climax. As she did, she sort of sat up, the convulsions no doubt intense and pleasurable, which is the first look I saw on her face, followed almost instantaneously by the second one...which was pure unadulterated shock. About all I could do was turn and head sheepishly back towards my own place, leaving shovel, rake and mulch behind in my wake.
I sat at my kitchen table, the image of what I'd just seen and witnessed firmly etched inside my head. I was certainly at a loss for words, or action...in what I should say, or even could say...when the phone rang. Quite naturally I jumped. And a quick glance at the caller ID told me who was calling me too. I picked up, but before I could even say anything, I heard Joy's voice coming through on the other end.
"Jack? I think we need to talk. I'll pour a coffee for you. Please come back over as soon as you can...ok?" And with that, she hung up without waiting for a response. I sat there looking around the kitchen like I'd find some sort of answer waiting for me there, or at least something to bring over. I know...I know. I grabbed a partially opened bag of Oreo cookies, and took them with me as though needing something...anything. Joy met me at the back door. Thankfully she was dressed, well sort of anyway. She had a bathrobe on, but I wasn't about to entertain any thoughts about what she either did have, or didn't have on beneath it.
My first words as I stepped inside the door. "Joy, I'm so sorry...I hope..." but she waved me off with her hand, pushing a freshly poured cup of coffee towards me, and then actually laughing as she took the half open bag of cookies from me setting them down.
"There's nothing to be sorry for Jack. And you need to know that. Now...let me ask you something." I took a swallow, and not of coffee either, nodding my head towards her, prepared to answer anything at this point. "Tell me Jack...do you enjoy masturbating?"
You could have knocked me over with a feather. It was probably the last thing in the world I expected to hear coming out of her mouth. Though I found myself again nodding my head yes.
"So do I," she smiled somewhat demurely. "Let's face it Jack, and be honest with one another. After all, we always have been haven't we?" Again I nodded. "I know you weren't pulling a Peeping Tom on me. I know it was purely by accident that you saw what you did. But I'm also not going to sit here and tell you that I'm ashamed that I do, or anything like that. In fact Jack, I happen to masturbate a lot. So it's perhaps even more of a surprise that you haven't caught me until now. The number of times I've sat out back in one of the lounge chairs enjoying myself, well..."
Now I had another image which was permanently stored. I had seen her before of course, but I had never not once stood there and spied down on her, hoping to catch anything.
She had continued...but I'd had a momentary black out as my memory seemed to pause for a moment with that image of her laying on her back again.
"I mean look at us Jack. Look how long it's been for both of us. I know in the little bit we have discussed, that we're both pretty open-minded about things. So either one of us feeling guilty, or even embarrassed about this, doesn't make any sense." She was certainly right about that. We had had some pretty interesting conversations in the past, and I had gone home more than once needing a bit of relief afterwards. Apparently, so had she.
"And just who and what do you think I have very often fantasized about when I have anyway?" She asked. Though I think I was still trying to convince myself that it wasn't me she was talking about. Until she actually came right out and said it. "Would you like to take a guess as to who I was thinking about when I was climaxing a few moments ago?" She grinned somewhat wickedly.
"Me?" I asked stupidly.
And now she did laugh, though reaching for a cookie. She dipped it in her coffee, and then lifted it towards her mouth. Only the soft mushy edge disappeared as she removed it again. It was the most sensual thing I had ever seen her do. Aside from well, you know.
"It's almost funny in a way. Perhaps even poetic."
"Yeah? And how's that?"
She leaned forward, getting ready to dip her cookie again, though this time I noticed her robe had parted just a little. Not a lot mind you, not enough to be overly suggestive or anything, but enough to hint at the fact, Joy really did have a nice pair of breasts.
"What I was actually fantasizing about, when you saw me...was just that. Walking in and catching me, seeing me like that. Pretty wild huh?" She asked.
"So you weren't mad then?"
"Mad? Are you crazy? Didn't you hear what I just said? If anything I was a little shocked and surprised yes...I mean after all Jack, the very thing I happened to be thinking about, had just happened. Had you not turned and walked away when you did...you'd have seen me continue...certainly that. Which I was quite disappointed in when you actually left. And I knew then I had to call. That we had to fix this before it got all blown out proportion and ruined everything else that we have."
"I'm really glad you did," I said taking a cookie, dipping it. Though it mostly fell off and into my cup. It was a nice ice-breaker, especially for what came next.
"Yeah, me too. But I still have another question to ask Jack, and you still haven't really answered my previous question either."
I thought back...only then realizing. "Which one do you want me to answer first?" She again laughed, tossing her head back a little, causing her robe to open even more. I now had a pretty good side-view of her left breast, just short of the hidden nipple beneath the cloth.
"Do you enjoy masturbating Jack? And how often? And what do you like to think about when you do?" She asked.
"Well, for starters...that's three questions," I grinned back at her, though answering the first two. "Yes I do...and perhaps even more so these days," I think I actually blushed. "And maybe once a day, or every other day at least," I confessed. Though I temporarily held off on answering her third question. I wasn't sure she was ready to hear about how often I had in fact thought about her, even in the simplest of ways.
"Do you...sometimes, think about me?" She asked, and then I noticed her hands coming up, the sash on her robe undone. It fell apart, fully. Both breasts now totally and fully revealed to me. I sucked in my breath and slowly let it out, my eyes still feasting on her.
"Often," I said softly almost in a whisper. "I think about you very...often."
She stood up, though scooting her chair off to one side before sitting down again. Though her robe, if anything, remained fully open as she did. I could now see a small dark tuft of hair just above her mound as she sat down again, though this time spreading her legs. Almost obscenely as she did. I was mesmerized...hypnotized by it. By her.
"Will you watch me...Jack?" She asked, her fingers slowly sliding down between her legs. One hand now spreading her swollen, glistening lips apart. The other, teasingly, tenderly even, skimming the hard shiny surface of her tiny protruding clit. "Will you let me do what I was doing? Only just fantasizing and thinking about earlier? Only this time...for real?"
I took another deep cleansing breath again, realizing as I did that my prick was hard, swollen, and now straining uncomfortably against the press of my jeans. Perhaps my glance down briefly gave that away. Though I now heard Joy's intake of breath as I glanced back at her. One hand now pinching on a hard delicate nipple, tweaking it. The other, still thumbing, strumming that precious naughty nub between her lips.
"Are you hard Jack? Are you getting hard thinking about this? About watching me? I would love to see your cock Jack. You know I would. I always have I would love to watch you stroking it, while you're watching me. Would you like that Jack? Would you like to really jerk off, actually seeing me instead of just fantasizing about it?"
I had learned early on in our relationship that Joy was one that always spoke her mind when she felt like it. I had thought then that perhaps sometimes she had divulged, or shared too much. But then I realized, she wasn't that way with everybody. Usually only with me, though I had learned she did have one other girlfriend who she had very often confided in as well. So hearing her now, hearing her allowing herself this uninhibited, unbridled discussion of her feelings and desires, wasn't all that surprising. This was Joy...this was how she truly was. And frankly, I found it refreshing. In comparison, I'm not sure I even heard Cindy say fuck...except towards the end there. And then it didn't really have the same effect as I might have liked. Or maybe...it did.
In answer to her question, I stood up, unbuckling my jeans, and then kicking them off before sitting down again. And just as she'd done, scooting my own chair out and away from the table, now sitting across from her. My proud prick standing hard and full at attention.



"Oh fuck!" She moaned aloud. Which is the way I'd long hoped to actually hear that word used. It was like music to my ears. I watched as her fingers dove deep inside her pussy, as though imagining them to be my cock, sliding into her like that. "You have no idea how often I have wondered...hoped to see, and feel that Jack. You truly have a beautiful hard cock!"
That was a first. I'd never heard it called beautiful before. Though I do recall one other woman saying something about it being a "nice one" or something like that. But never beautiful. And not like it was out of the ordinary either. Nice enough length, girth...and certainly firmness. Though I think the fairly good-sized head seemed to be a playful toy with the women for some reason.
"And you have nice..." I stammered slightly perhaps, though I was looking everywhere at once. My mind trying to sort out which, what...I should compliment, or comment on first.
"Say it out loud Jack," she giggled. "Tell me what you like looking at. I want to hear it. Do you like my titties?" She now asked holding them.
"Yes," I responded.
"Then say it."
"I like your...tits!" I spat, enjoying the sound of the words, which for some reason, seemed to run an additional tremor of thrill and desire down the length of my shaft.
"What else?" She pressed, one hand going back to her pussy, drawing my eyes down along with it as she did that.
"I like your...pussy," I leered at her. Meaning it. Though I saw her pout. "What?"
"You pet a pussy. Which is ok if we're just starting out. Then you can call it a pussy all you want to if you wish. But once it's like this. Once it's all nice, hot...throbbing and wet. It's not a pussy any more Jack. It's a cunt. It's a hungry, naughty, dirty, nasty little cunt if you will. Just like your prick isn't a prick any more when it's all hard and naughty like that, like it is now. Now it's a cock, just like my cunt. So tell me Jack...what is it that you like again?"
"I like your fucking cunt!"
"That's better," she grinned, and then sat back, playing with her cunt and tits in ways I had never seen before.
**
I guess that's where it all started. The beginning of it. The beginning of this. But I don't want to get ahead of myself here. It's a long story, and I mean to tell it. Just how it happened, and why. Maybe then you'll understand everything. I know at first I didn't. But now I do. But that's when I think the real me came out. Just as it had for Joy.
**
In all the years I'd been married to Cindy, I had never seen her masturbate, not really. Sure, I had on some few rare occasions gotten her to touch herself for me while I watched, like for thirty seconds if that. And even then, it was going through the motions, not actually getting or feeling any pleasure from it. Did she ever masturbate? Probably, but it wasn't something she would share with me, or even discuss. Anytime I told her I had, just to see if it would arouse or interest her, she seemed to take offense by it instead. Almost as though by having done so, I had cheated her out of something. So sitting here across from Joy, watching her like I was now, was probably one of the most memorable days of my entire life. The fact that she could be so free in doing so. So vocal, so uninhibited, so lusty. It was a thrill beyond imagination. And all the while, sitting there not just stroking...but seriously playing with my own "cock" for her.
"Cum on me Jack," she had asked with a sultry tone of voice that I had never heard before. "I want you to spray all that sweet hot juice all over my cunt. I want to use it to get myself off with Jack, while you watch me. While you watch me teasing my own clit with your hot creamy spunk."
I stood up, like a Zombie, still fisting my prick, and stepped towards her, almost aiming it. Her face was flushed, her breath growing quicker now as she waited on me. Her fingers spreading her labia, exposing even more of those slick, pink inner depths. I'm not exactly a 'clit connoisseur' or anything. But I knew for sure that Joy's clit was a lot bigger than Cindy's had been, as well as any other women I had ever been with. It was fascinating to look at, seeing that tiny little shaft so hard and so swollen as she stretched her lips even more. Like a miniature little cock, I could see it throb as I closed the distance between us. My shaft now only a foot away as I stood there in front of her.
"Do it Jack. Cum for me. Squirt on me. Spray my cunt with your cream Jack. I need it now. I want it. I want to cum for you. NOW!"
And just like that, I was pumping out what felt like a gallon of cum, fascinated at my own copious discharge as streamer after streamer of hot flying spunk crossed the distance between us. In seconds, the entire opening of her luscious quim seemed to be drenched and covered with my white sticky spunk.
And then true to her word, she too was cumming. Watching her, literally looking into her open eyes as she came, as she came looking into mine, was the most erotic thing I had ever seen before in my entire life.
**
There was a brief moment of awkwardness. Not for her. For me. I was basically on uncharted waters here, and had no idea as to the protocol for something like this. But Joy seemed to be well ahead of me on that as well. She stood...holding out her hand to me, which I quickly accepted, pulling her up, drawing her into my arms were we kissed for the first time. It was long, passionate, and lusty. Already I could feel the quiver of renewed desire surging through me.
"Come on Jack. We need a shower...and a chat," she said simply. And then still holding onto my hand, led me up stairs towards her bedroom and bath.
**
If I'd been expecting more to happen as we showered, I couldn't have been more wrong. Yeah, we washed one another, head to toe. Which was intimate in it's own right. Once again something I had never really done with Cindy either. But even then as we washed one another, there was no real attempt at trying, or attempting to arouse one another as we did. I don't know why I sensed this, or seemed to know. Perhaps it was the way she began washing me that hinted it wasn't to be...not yet anyway. That and the fact Joy felt it was very important for us to have a nice long chat first...about "things" as she put it.
As I said. We'd already planned a nice little evening dinner together for later. Something we were both looking forward to. And perhaps more so now. But I also knew that Joy had something on her mind, questions and concerns perhaps, which I did as well. We'd obviously crossed a line here, and I think we were both wondering just how far we had stepped over it...and would we continue on from there?
After showering and dressing, I followed Joy outside to the coolness of her shaded patio where we again sat down with cold drinks this time. And though she was smiling, I couldn't help but feel there was a concern of sorts on her face as she looked at me, and then began speaking.
"That was nice. And that was really fun," she began. "But.."
Here it was. The 'but'. I'd been half expecting it.
"But what?" I quite naturally asked. Again she smiled, though continuing.
"The but is this Jack. You've now seen a particular side of me that you haven't seen before. And now that you have, you need to know...I'm not one to put that particular cat back into the sack so to speak. As you've already witnessed, when I'm aroused...when I'm horny...I like to express that. I'm vocal about it, because it further arouses me. I like to do things, see things, talk about things...openly. That's who I am, and who I've always been. And nothings going to change that. If we're going to continue on, and take this any further...then you need to be aware of that." Now I was smiling.
"I don't have any problems with that," I said honestly.
"I'm glad to hear you say that," she responded, "but there's more I need to say as well."
I settled back in my chair, letting her know she had my full and undivided attention here.
"We already have a great friendship Jack. Something I have come to appreciate and rely on. And I don't want anything to happen that would jeopardize that."
"Ah oh," I thought. "Here's the real but to all this!"
"So you need to know," she continued. "Our friendship comes first. Period. The sex, and I hope there will be lots and lots of that. Is just that. Something fun and special yes. But it's just sex Jack. I don't want, or need any long-term commitment because of it. I don't want you to feel like it will ever be anything more than that. I don't want...or expect you to stop seeing other women, and I certainly don't want any secrets, or obstacles to suddenly come between us. I couldn't live with that, or accept that. Like I said Jack, our friendship is far more important to me than anything else."
Admittedly I was a little relieved, though a little confused to. I knew that neither one of us was in a position, or wanting anything of a more permanent nature, especially this soon...for either of us. So hearing that was indeed a bit of relief. But I also knew, that I really had no desire to see or date anyone else either, though I didn't address that with her, content to simply sit and listen, and pretty much agree to everything she was telling me.
"I am who I am Jack. And though you've only seen a little bit of that side of me, I like to do naughty, nasty things Jack. I like to have fun. I want to feel sultry at times, nasty at others. I like to express myself, as you've seen. I don't like holding back, and I don't like it when someone else does either Jack. Can you understand what it is I'm telling you here? Is that something you can accept from me, out of me if we're to continue on with anything else?"
"I haven't heard anything that would cause me any problems," I assured her. "If anything, I would find that sort of openness refreshing."
"Be careful of what you ask for," she said slyly, grinning. "I've already gone far too long living a lie, and suffering because of it. Something I now refuse to do any longer. You need to expect the unexpected from me Jack. Just as I hope to see happen with you. I think we can have a wild, exciting time with one another Jack. And as long as neither one of us throws any jealous restraints or commitments on one another that would jeopardize or destroy our friendship, then I think you and I are going to get along just fine."
At the moment, I was one happy camper. And after everything she had said, I was just as pleased to find myself sitting there with one hell of an erection. And I thought it was a good time, and perhaps a good way to show her that I was just as open with this as she was. So I told her so. Told her I had a nice hard cock waiting for her if she wanted it.
"What I want at the moment, is for you to come over here, and then cum all over my face."
That was another first for me. And I happily accepted her invitation.
**
We had actually parted company shortly after that. Each of us with a "things to do list" that needed attending to before dinner. Joy had gone shopping for a list of things she needed, and I had some general household cleaning to do, which I'd been putting off. Now for some reason, I felt it was important to tidy things up just a bit. I couldn't imagine that whatever 'sex-capades' we became involved in would all be happening at her place.
I had just come back from picking up a few bottles of wine to go along with dinner, and the evening, when the phone rang. Once again it was no surprise as to who was calling me. I even found myself somewhat excited, and expectant as I answered.
"Just wanted to tell you. Don't dress for dinner. Literally," I heard her say with a laugh, and then hung up the phone before I could respond to that. I stood, peering out the kitchen window that offered me an angled view across the way into her yard. Seconds later I saw her emerge from the house, carrying out a tablecloth and some cutlery as she set the table. Nude. I wondered briefly if tying a bow tie to my erect prick would be over the top.
"Nah," I surmised. If anything...it would prove to her in a very subtle way that I was up for whatever fun and games she had in mind without really having to say much. After neatly tying my bow tie, I grabbed up a couple of bottles of wine, and then headed on over to her place. Right on time. She laughed openly upon seeing me, taking one of the bottles of wine from me, handing me a corkscrew as she did.
"Pour us a glass," she said, all the while looking at my decorated prick appreciatively. "We'll have a drink first before starting dinner. I've planned a seven course meal for the evening," she announced, much to my surprise. Obviously, it was going to be a long evening. Though I had no real idea at the time how long, or just how wonderful it would prove out to be. I got the first hint of what was to come when she came out with two very small dinner salads.
"A toast!" I offered holding up my glass. She picked hers up holding it towards mine. "To good times."
"To fun times."
"To naughty times."
"To dirty times."
"To nasty times."
"I'll drink to that," she said finally sipping her drink, and then casually walked over, kneeling down on the grass in front of me. She quickly undid the bowtie, tossing it off to one side, and then engulfed me with her mouth. The feel of the cool wine inside her mouth surprised me as she bathed me with it before finally swallowing. Though even then she continued, kneeling there in front of me sucking my prick until I finally had to warn her off. It had felt way too good. And way to early for me to spoil her dinner plans that early. We ate our salads smiling and grinning at one another. Engaging in small talk until it was time for the next course. Some sort of delicate soup, aromatic, and delicious smelling, though she told me. "It actually needs to cool considerably before we consume it," she informed me. "So in the meantime..." Joy sat, one leg spread obscenely over the arm of the chair. Her pussy, winking at me expectantly. "Lick me until I'm almost there," she added. "Then you'll know that the soup is ready."
And so it began. I had quickly caught on to the feast ahead of us, already looking forward to the final course, still a considerable amount of time away. I settled myself down comfortably in front of her. Taking my time, savoring the delicacy now spread in front of me. That amazing clit of hers already beckoning towards me as I tentatively flicked out my tongue, lapping it. She moaned. A good sign as I did so again. And again hearing her moan, and mewls of delight as I lapped away at her cunt like a cat drinking milk.
"Soups ready," she announced, forcing my head away. "And so am I," she winked as I stood up, retaking my seat. Already looking forward to the next course. And so it went. Each of us taking turns before each serving. So perfectly timed, and so perfectly erotic. Seeing her, feeling her as she gingerly lapped away at my prick. The feel of her mouth surrounding the head so delicately, yet so firmly...sucking it, pulling on it with her lips until I felt the undeniable desire of release warning me. It was as if she knew however, stopping just in time, and then taking her time as I calmed. Refilling our glasses, and then disappearing for a moment only to reemerge with the next course. And so...it was my turn again. And I found myself far more hungry for her cunt than I was for food. I brought her close, over and over again, just as she had done with me. The two of us on razors edge as we finally consumed the perfectly small portion of stuffed chicken she'd prepared earlier. "And now for dessert," she announced wickedly. Clearing away the last of whatever dishes remained before disappearing inside the house once again, emerging moment's later. She carried a small silver tray with a can of whipping cream on it. I watched fascinated, curious...and aroused as she deftly climbed onto the table, laying down, spreading herself, and almost simultaneously taking the can, spraying her cunt liberally with the sweet succulent cream. "Fuck me!" She announced. "Fuck me hard...fast...and mean," she stated seriously. It was the best desert I'd ever been served.
**
I had never fucked a pussy...or rather a cunt, that wet, that juicy before. It was almost comical at times, trying to keep it in as slick as she was. But that was half the fun of it...for both of us. Sliding in, sliding out, slipping in, slipping out. The sounds of her cream, my cream, the whipping cream all of it mingled together, merely adding to the pure decadent delight of our coupling, our fucking. Noisy as we were, I was only half worried of being overheard by anyone else. Though the placement of our properties almost perfect against that happening. A high wall separating her place from the neighbors place on that side. A good quarter acre of lawn between their place and hers beyond that. And then distance enough between my place, and the neighbors next to me, though at the moment, they were away on vacation anyway...leaving us with more than enough privacy to call out at the top of our lungs if we wanted to. And very nearly did.
Though I fucked her hard and fast, just as she wanted, there were times and moments that I slowed, savoring in that as well. She would turn, now bent over, pressed against the table. Her large magnificent breasts pressing against it. My hands cupping them from time to time in that way. My cock now slowly moving in and out from behind, sometimes thrusting, sometimes grinding...sometimes teasing as best I could as I skewered her like vegetables on the stick. I then sat her to fuck her. The table at perfect height. My cock buried deep inside her cunt. Her hands about my neck, my hands kneading the flesh of her breasts, tweaking and toying with the hardness of her nipples. I could almost swear she was fucking me with her clit as much as I was fucking her with my hard stiff cock. We locked eyes, never looking away. Lost in one another's souls as ecstasy, passion, and desire consumed us...overwhelmed us.
"I love the way you fuck me," she purred.
"I love the way you fuck," I answered back.
"I love the feel of your cock inside me," she moaned, thrusting herself down on me.
"I love the feel of your cunt around me," I said grinding, pressing, and then slamming into her forcefully.
"I love seeing your face when you cum."
"I love seeing yours," I agreed. "And I love hearing you when you do too," I added.
"Then hear me now Jack," she demanded. "Fuck me hard, mean and fast," she said once again. "Hear me...see me...cum for you!"
I pounded into her with every ounce of strength I had left. With every fiber of my being until I virtually felt her cunt liquefy in spasmodic release. Her cry of unbridled delight and ecstasy splitting the air. And this time I really did wonder if the neighbors had heard us, as my own cry of delight was now added to hers, my cock pulsating, releasing, and pouring a torrent of cum cream deep inside that wanton pussy of hers.
**
Just as I said, it was only the beginning. Things settled down into a sort of routine after that. But it wasn't the kind of routine that you grew bored with, or really accustomed to. Joy was usually full of all kinds of surprises. But aside from the wild adventurous sex we had and enjoyed, there was the other side as well. We lived our lives as friends and neighbors. We didn't spend every waking moment with one another, nor our free time as well either. We did things, went about doing things...without seeing one another, sometimes for days, but never beyond two or three if that. And then when we did, when we wanted...needed, we came together in uninhibited and delightful ways, the likes of which I had never experienced before.
I continued to golf every Sunday of course, and surprisingly kept my new and delightful sex-life to myself. The guys still teased, sometimes chided me and coaxed me into start dating again, to which I'd usually respond with a pump of my fist up and down. "Unlike two of you," I had challenged. "I don't have to pay any support money to this!" That usually ended any further discussions.



And Joy too had a life of her own outside of our friendship. And though we had long ago discussed, talked, and agreed to no commitments, to no attachments or claims on one another, I hadn't as yet seen her go out or date anyone else either. Though at times half expecting it as her way of reminding me of our agreement. Not exactly sure as to how I would handle that if she did, but firm and secure in the knowledge of the promise I had made to her, that I wouldn't treat her any differently, if and when that might happen. Or so I hoped at least. She was right about one thing. Our friendship was far more important to me than anything else. So I was bound by that, and would never, ever make any demands on her as far as her own personal life went. And though I had never seen her go out with any other men, or even discuss any other men with me, I was of course well aware of a very dear friend of hers, a woman I had once met some time ago. She was an older woman, though if you had to judge that by age, perhaps too harsh a description to make. As I was ten years Joy's senior, so was Helen in years to me. But I would freely admit, Helen...even with a mix of grey hair to brown was attractive in so many ways. I knew only that she was widowed, several years now in fact. Lived alone closer to town, but came to visit, or was visited by Joy at least once a week or so. I knew that their relationship had come about as Helen had been best friend's with Joy's mother, and had remained so, even after Joy's mom had eventually passed away due to illness.
A time or two, I'd been invited over to share a cup of coffee, and had joined in, and delighted at the easy going conversations, and way Helen carried herself. She seemed a lot younger that her years suggested. And I could see why Joy was so attached to her. Almost like a second mother perhaps, and thus I treated her so. Cautious and careful to never misstep, which I never did of course, always delighted to see and greet her whenever invited. Which became more and more frequent it seemed, almost to the point where I began to worry that I was now infringing on Joy's personal and private times with her dear friend.
Worried enough, I brought it up one morning when Joy had actually come over to my place where I was fixing breakfast for us. I knew that Helen was coming over for dinner later, to which I had been invited as well. So it seemed like a good time to bring the subject up with her, our agreement forever in my mind that we would always be up front and honest with one another, about everything.
"You know Joy..." I began, scooping out a helping of freshly scrambled eggs onto her plate. "Maybe you should just plan on having dinner with Helen alone tonight." Maybe that sounded wrong, or came out wrong. I don't know. But Joy pushed her plate off to one side alerting me that breakfast was now the furthest thing from her mind.
"And why would you say that?" She asked crossing her hands over the top of her breasts. "I thought you liked her!"
I was aghast. I had not meant to offend, or say anything that might hurt or confuse her like that. She had missed my intent entirely. "That's not at all what I meant when I said that," I told her worriedly, now sitting down. "What I meant was..."
"You don't find her attractive?" Now I really was confused. Nothing was making any sense here.
"Of course I do...she's very nice."
"Nice? You mean as in old lady nice? That kind of nice? Motherly nice?"
"Motherly?" I stammered, wondering where the hell this had all gone wrong in so brief a time here. "Joy..." I tried, trying to collect myself, trying to reel this conversation back in again and make sense of it, which I wasn't.
"Tell me Jack, who does she remind you of anyway?"
Once again Joy had turned me around in circles here...but, she was smiling too. Confusing and frustrating me even more by this weirdly strange conversation we were having.
"You?" I asked tentatively, only now realizing that she really did. Thinking back on the few times we had spent with one another, I could clearly and easily see it now. They did seem more like mother and daughter than most probably would. Though that still didn't explain any of this.
"Exactly. Me Jack. Though Helen was good friends with my own mother, she and I have always had a close personal relationship, even before...and since then. Maybe it was because we both saw so much of us in one another, that we became as close as we did. And still are. Just like you became, she was always there for me as well. Especially during the really hard times when I was married to Dave. She was someone I could talk to, confide in, share secrets with, and was never judged, nor did I judge because of it. We knew...we know everything about one another Jack. Which is one of the reasons I have wanted you to spend more time getting to know her as well as I do. It's important to me. So if you think I'm worried about you monopolizing any of our time together, you couldn't be any more wrong about that. I've wanted you to come to know her in the ways I do Jack. No secrets, no lies, no inhibitions...no judgments or demands on one another...remember?"
"Yeah, I remember," though I was still somewhat confused as to what all this meant.
"Even you just now admitted that she reminded you of me right? Maybe an older version of me...if you think about it?"
And I was. And then I looked at her again. She grinned. Nodding her head.
"She's just like me Jack, in so many, many ways. It's one of the reasons we've remained as close as we are throughout the years. We're just alike. We think the same way, we very often act the same way, and neither one of us is ashamed of that fact. I thought it was time that you realize what I mean by that Jack. Helen and I have discussed it. Like I said, it was even at her suggestion that we soon sit down and talk to you about it. Which ironically, we were actually planning on doing tonight. She of course knows all about you. There's nothing I don't share with her, or discuss with her. Though only her...are you ok with that?"
I was. And why wouldn't I be? If I had better, or even closer friends, I would have no doubt shared with them, what Joy had shared with Helen. But I didn't have that same trust level that she did. And I knew it. "I have no problem with that. And you know that." I offered, finally relaxing a little in my chair. "I know the two of you have always been close...really close, so it doesn't surprise me that you have someone to talk to about it, or confide in. If anything, I'm actually jealous. I wish I did."
"You do Jack. Helen can be that same friend for you...that she is to me."
I knew what she meant by that, and I appreciated that fact. But I didn't think that Helen and I could ever be as close as she and Joy were, and told her so.
"Which brings me back to the main point I was trying to make Jack," Joy sighed slightly. "You know that naughty, dirty, nasty...wild side of me that you enjoy seeing come out once in a while?"
"Yeah?"
"Well who do you think I owe that too?" She asked.
I blinked. "Helen?"
"Yeah...Helen. She's the one who taught me to be me. Just like she's her. Just like me...in every way you can even begin to imagine."
"Helen?" I again asked as though there was some other explanation to all this.
"Yes...Helen. And I...we...needed you to know that."
"You mean to say..."
"I mean to say...we're a lot alike Jack. The two of us like to have fun every once in a while. And we do. Not every time we're together mind you...but often yes. And you need to know that, especially now...so you can make up your own mind about things."
"What things?" I was almost afraid to ask. Could I accept this new information and readily digest it? Could I accept that on the one hand...Joy would be having this...this lesbian experience with her dear friend I guess you'd call it. And then on the other...having a relationship with me as well. To my own surprise, I found I had no problem with that. She had long well known and had an intimate relationship with Helen long before I had ever come into the picture.
"Knowing that we enjoy one another. And that we get just as nasty and dirty with one another as you and I do."
Maybe it wasn't exactly the best or proper time here, but I was becoming weirdly excited by the sudden turn of events. I could feel my cock rapidly hardening, though glad I was sitting down at the moment so she wouldn't see it. Already images of the two of them being nasty together...filling my mind.
"Once again Joy. And I'm being just as honest with you here as you've been with me. I have no problem, nor do I...nor will I ever make demands on your relationship with Helen," I assured her. "And I can absolutely tell you that it will make no difference in our friendship either. Like we've always said. That comes first...no matter what."
"So you wouldn't have any problem having a threesome with us from time to time then?"
Whatever words I might have spoken seemed to evaporate inside my mouth. I sat there speechless for a moment, trying to digest what she'd just told me.
"Anyway. Think about it. You're still invited for dinner. And I hope you'll come. Obviously there's still a lot to talk about. But Helen needs to be there as well. I am sure you'll have more than a few questions for her too. After that, you can decide for yourself what you are...or aren't comfortable with. And then we can take things from there...or not," she said suddenly rising from the table. "Oh...and one more thing. It might help if you keep that thing nice and hard and horny all day. So don't be doing anything with it. Might help you think better and more clearly later on. Like they say, sometimes two heads really are better than one."
And with that, Joy headed back to her place. Leaving me with a very confused, and surprised hard on. But I also knew it was going to be one hell of an interesting evening ahead.
**
I was actually more nervous now than the first time I had accidentally caught Joy masturbating, so long ago now...or so it seemed anyway. I kept glancing at the clock, waiting for the time to arrive before venturing over. I'd even changed clothes twice, trying to look something...though what, I didn't know. At least I wouldn't be naked going over there this time. Though I actually laughed at that. Was that even a distinct possibility in the near future? The phone rang. Naturally I jumped. It was still way too early yet.
"Nervous?" She asked. I could hear the smile in her tone of voice. Maybe she...they...had started drinking already. I knew I could certainly use one myself.
"Ya think?" I responded trying to sound glib...relaxed.
"We figured as much. Why don't you come over now, have a drink with us. Dinner will still be a while yet."
I told her to give me a minute as I still wasn't quite ready yet, but that I'd be right over.
"Ah huh..." she laughed and hung up. I checked myself out in the mirror again, debated about changing shirts again, and then gave up.
"Well. It's now or never," I told myself, and then picked up a bottle of wine. Changed my mind just as quickly, set it back down, and picked up the Scotch instead. And with that now cradled firmly in my arms, headed out back across the yard and towards whatever was there waiting for me.
**
Neither one of them looked at all nervous, that was for damn sure. And though by the looks of it they'd been sipping on a white wine, the bottle had just barely been opened, so it wasn't like they'd been steeling themselves up for this the way I'd been. If anything, they were as natural and normal together, even now...just as they'd always been whenever I'd been around the two of them.
"How do you like your Scotch?" Helen asked taking the bottle from me as Joy pointed towards a particular seat, strategically positioned perhaps as I would soon learn, between the two of them.
"Neat! Thank you," I said taking the seat given me as Joy then sat down opposite on my right, and Helen then handing me my Scotch, taking the soft couch on my left curling her feet comfortably beneath her when she did. A position I had seen her familiarly take often before.
"A little background first," Joy began. "Something we both think you should know about us." And though I was about to tell them that was totally unnecessary, Joy quickly cut me off with a wave of her hand. "Just sip your drink and relax Jack...while we talk for a moment, ok?"
"Ok," I smiled sheepishly. And then did just that, sipping my drink as Joy began.
"As you're well aware of by now...Helen and I are very close, and yes intimate friends. But it hasn't always been like that. In the beginning, like anyone we were good friends, and eventually best friends, even with the age difference," glancing at Helen. "No offense."
"None taken," Helen laughed, sipping on her own wine now, though holding it up first towards Joy as a signal to continue.
"And as best friends, I finally had someone to confide in, to talk to. I had long known that Dave was seeing and involved with other women. And that was something I had simply learned to accept and put up with. It wasn't until the real abuse started, that Helen finally convinced me that enough was enough. Which I will be forever grateful for."
"You're welcome," Helen said again lifting her glass. Which we all then did.
"And it was also because of Helen, that I thankfully found out who it was, that I was. And who helped me initially deal with all the stress and heartache I was at the time dealing with. If you can imagine this for a moment Jack, it had been years since I'd even had an orgasm. I honestly believe, I had forgotten how to even have one. If it hadn't been for the open and honest relationship that I had with Helen at the time, I'm not sure I ever would have had one again...and certainly not in the way it came about either."
"My turn!" Helen announced, drawing my attention over towards her. "I had asked her point blank if she ever masturbated to relieve some of that stress during her marriage at that time. She was just as honest and open with me, and admitted she'd tried on several occasions to do just that, but had fallen well short of ever achieving so simple a goal as a nice little orgasm. Which is when I offered, as a friend...to give her one."
"Which she did," Joy confirmed. And as she did, I seemed to notice, or thought I noticed that she had undone one of the buttons on her blouse, though maybe that was just my imagination. "At first I was nervous of course. No one except for Dave had touched me in years, and never another woman. I'd never even experimented with that much growing up even, though yes like perhaps everyone else, I had wondered about it. But I'd never acted on it. Now...here was my dearest, and bestest friend ever, offering...and wanting to pleasure me. How could I say no to that?"
"Indeed!" Helen again interjected, eyes back towards her now. And once again...did I? Nah...must be me. "Naturally she was a little shy and nervous at first. Understandably. Until I offered to masturbate myself in front of her as well. Showing her that I certainly wouldn't be ashamed or embarrassed by doing such, and hopefully then, neither would she."
"Which I wasn't," Joy spoke. And this time I confirmed, she had undone another button on her blouse. Already I could see a gentle swell of breast flesh hinting, peeking at the edge of her partially opened blouse.
"Was she even wearing a bra?" I asked myself.
"The thing was," Joy continued. "It wasn't just the fact she was so willing, so openly uninhibited to do that in front of me...and then to me, that taught me something about myself. It was the way she did it. And I don't mean the technique...which was good too," she added.
"Thank you again."
Another look in her direction, albeit briefly, confirmed the fact that Helen too, had now undone a second button on her blouse. Tempted to look further, I refrained however, now delighted to more or less play along and see how this went.
"You're welcome...again," Joy laughed. "But what really got to me, and I mean in the very best of ways, was the way that Helen so candidly, expressed her pleasure to me while I sat watching her. She talked to me Jack. She told me what she was feeling, how good it felt to be touching herself like that with her fingers. And then in specifics, what she was doing to herself exactly. And then what she'd eventually be doing to me. I tell you in all seriousness Jack, I'd never been so turned on before in my entire life. Hearing the words. Hearing Helen speaking to me that way was like making love to me not only physically, but mentally and spiritually as well. I knew right then and there I was never going back to the way I was...or had been. Though never with Dave. Not ever. He would never see, enjoy...or experience that side of me. Not ever in a million years. But with Helen. Wow, well now...that was a completely different story."
"You can say that again," Helen quipped. A third button undone now. And more than an ample hint of breast flesh peeking beneath the edge. Helen might have been in her early sixties perhaps, but I can assure you, her tits looked to be just as amazing as Joy's were, even if I hadn't really seen them yet. "Hearing Joy say fuck...and not out of anger was a real...pardon the pun...joy for me," she giggled. "Hearing her expressing to me what she enjoyed doing...feeling, or having done, was liberating for her, just as it had once been for me. And as I had hoped, it was so. All that hurt and pent up frustration seemed to evaporate right there in front of me whenever we came together. And especially after the abuse really began, I began to see a new found determination and courage in her that I had not seen before. Suffice it to say, it was shortly after that, that Joy filed charges against the creep and got rid of him."
"Yeah, we celebrated by going down on one another for the very first time that night," Joy offered. Her blouse completely undone now. Both breasts clearly revealed, nipples hard, taut, and wanting perhaps as she simultaneously reached up to roll and pinch on one of them.
"So you see Jack," Helen stepped in, once more drawing my attention back to her, which was momentarily difficult to do seeing Joy and all. But then...I realized that she too was doing the same thing. Helen had smaller, pinker nipples, though slightly larger breasts. And yeah, did they hang a bit heavier and lower on her chest than Joy's did...perhaps so. But damn if I didn't find that fucking erotic anyway. "Joy and I will always be good close friends. Nasty friends."
"Naughty friends," Joy interjected, hands now pushing her slacks down her legs, along with her bikini panties.
"Dirty friends," Helen added to that. Likewise now doing the same.
"Horny...lusty, wicked friends. Just like you can be, if you want to Jack," Joy coaxed.
"Entirely up to you Jack," Helen agreed, hands down between her legs now, as she sat up, spreading herself openly, obscenely...before standing up, crossing over to where she now sat down beside Joy, who was likewise playing with herself in much the same way. And then...playing with one another, hands in each other's laps...looking towards me.
"So...what's it going to be Jack?" Joy asked. "Friends with benefits? Or just friends?"
**
I answered that question by standing up, and then by pulling my pants down. I think my prick bounced out and away from my briefs as hard and as firm as it had ever been. Already a droplet of precum seemed to drool from the end of my prick tip.
"Oh heavens! Let's not waste that! Bring it to me!" Helen announced.
I actually had to waddle over...pants down around my ankles, shoes still on, though neither of them seemed to mind, and in fact, appeared to take more delight in the fact that I did. I soon found myself standing there in front of the two of them as they began licking, sucking, and teasing me with their tongues together. It was even better reaching down, fondling one of Helen's magnificent breasts in one hand, and Joy's in the other. They continued on for some time until the warning bells were going off in my head. As much stamina as I usually had, being tag-teamed like this was seriously drawing on my reserves.



"Does he talk?" Helen asked.
Joy laughed. "It took a while. But now he does, at least more so than he used to do," she told her friend.
"So what would you like to see or do now Jack?" Helen asked openly. And without a bit of hesitation, I told her exactly. Something I confess I had always desired and wanted to see.
"I want to see the two of you lick, and suck one another's cunts."
"Goodness. He even said the 'C' word!" Helen spoke in surprise. "Good for you dear, obviously, you've taught him well."
"Just as you taught me Helen," Joy laughed. "Now...get over here and starting licking my cunt before Jack loses a load here."
"Only if he loses it someplace on me," Helen announced excitedly. In seconds the two of them were busy lapping away at one another. Quite nosily I might add, which merely enhanced the entire scene. Hearing the two of them licking, slurping, squishing, moaning and groaning away, truly had me hovering on the edge there without doing anything. I didn't dare. One touch on my cock would have had me spurting cock-cream everywhere!
Somehow I managed to keep from coming, even as they did. So beautifully getting one another off while I watched. Listening as well to the delightful, decadent sounds they made. Thrilling, pleasing and pleasuring one another in ways I would never have imagined. And even afterwards as they rolled away from one another, their faces still glistening with the spending of their release, they asked.
"What's the one thing you would like the two of us to do for you Jack? " Helen asked me.
"Just the one?" I shot back, half joking...half serious. To which they both smiled looking at one another.
"See? Told you he'd be up for it," Joy stated, obviously confirming some prior conversation they must have had. "So what would you like anyway? " She asked again.
It was actually at the top of my 'dirty-nasty' things to do list. Though I'd never, ever imagined crossing that one off.
"I'm not even sure it's actually possible, or that it would work out the way I've imagined it in my mind."
Helen laughed. "Honey? If there's one thing I've learned, if you can imagine it...then you can find a way to do it. And the best part is...you get to tell us...specifically, in clear, precise words, just exactly what it is you want the two of us to do to you."
**
Yeah, maybe it was a little awkward at first getting into it. But once we were there...damn! It was even better than I had envisioned.
I lay there, with the girls sandwiching my cock between their respective cunts. It had taken some doing, along with a little trial and error, but eventually we had all figured it out. And true to form, just as Helen had said, "getting there had been half the fun." Ok...maybe not quite half. But even that had been exciting. As I lay back watching, feeling...the girls had locked legs over and around one another with me somewhere in between. I could feel the press of both cunts, so wet and slippery at this point as they ground against one another, and me! It was basically a combination of everything at once. Like two mouth's nibbling sucking and licking me. Or like the sweet sensual slickness of a woman's pussy slithering down the side of a man's prick, only in my case, both sides. And in a uniquely weird way perhaps, two cunts coming together, and sort of becoming one, fucking me. Me fucking them simultaneously, and the two of them likewise fucking one another.
I daresay that simultaneous orgasm is difficult enough. But I'd never heard of three people coming at the exact same time together, at least not in the way we did. And Helen was a squirter too. Another nice unexpected surprise, though I learned afterwards she didn't always do so. But it was nice seeing it, and feeling it (and later tasting it) when she did. I know for a fact it was entirely out of my control. I wouldn't have stopped myself even if I'd wanted to, which I didn't. The urge was too great, the pleasure too intense as I felt my cock throb, knowing full well that first jettison of spunk was only milliseconds away now as I began to cry out. And then, even as I did...much to my own delight and surprise, I simultaneously felt that liquid bath of Helen's own cunt cream surrounding, and spraying against me, as well as against Joy's split. Her cry, as loud and as long and as deep as my own, and as Helen's as the three of us hung on, holding on....humping, pumping, and thrashing about there on the floor together.
"Holy fuck!" We all also said at the exact same time, which had made the experience even funnier, and even better. It was a long while before any of us even wished to move.
"I guess dinners going to be a little late," I stated grinning happily.
"Hardly," Joy informed me. "You were the main course. Like I told you earlier...Helen and I wanted you over for dinner. I didn't say you were coming over for dinner. What I meant was...that you were dinner."
"Well in that case, Bon'Appetit!" I offered, my prick once more already beginning to thicken up again.
"Desert then!" Joy half shouted, already racing towards the kitchen area. "I'll grab the can of whipping cream and meet the two of you outside!"
And though my neighbors were back from vacation at this point, I could have cared less. If they didn't care to hear three people having a wonderfully nasty time together...that was their problem.
It certainly wasn't mine...not any more anyway. And never would be again.
-End-
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I had a long drive ahead of me next day where I would spend a day and a half in a very boring town where there was nothing to do. I'd been there on business before, and it wasn't one of my favorite places to have to go. But a job was a job. Even the hotel I had stayed in before (and would be again) didn't offer much by way of programming on the TV. Hell, they didn't even have cable. Needless to say, I had learned my lesson.
I decided to swing by a particular 'Adult Bookstore'. If nothing else, I could pick up a few dirty magazines, preferably a few that claimed to be based on 'true stories.' Even then I figured half the time they really weren't. But at least some of them seemed feasible and worthwhile reading. I really didn't go in for the T & A picture magazines, preferring to let my own vivid imagination produce images for me as I read along. Since it was in the middle of the day, and during the workweek no less, it certainly wasn't busy. So I wasn't surprised at all when I pulled into the lot and saw only a couple of cars sitting there, pulling in and parking next to a rather nice looking truck with one of those equally nice camper shells sitting on it. I walked into the store. Got a nod of the head from the guy behind the counter, and then sauntered towards the back where most of the books I was interested in were.
As expected, there was one guy browsing the really raunchy stuff. I half expected to find him with one hand in his pocket while thumbing through a few of the open "sample books" the store actually allowed you to look at. As I neared the far back of the store where the sex-digest type books were that I was more interested in, I was surprised to find an older couple standing there glancing through a few of them as well. It wasn't so much surprising that it was a man and a woman as much as it was that they were easily in their early sixties perhaps. The guy had a full head of white hair, well-aged admittedly as was his wife (as I assumed her to be). She was considerably shorter than he, around five foot three, four perhaps...and a little stocky. A real grandmotherly type, though she certainly didn't dress the part. But it was again a bit of surprise to find the two of them standing there looking at various books together. I didn't want to seem like I was intruding on them, but they were glancing at some of the books I was interested in too. I walked up, immediately catching the man's eye as I did. He merely smiled my way, nodded his head and continued browsing. I soon found myself doing the same, moment's later lost in my own search for something dirty to read the following evening.
It took a moment for me to realize that the gal had come over to stand on the other side of me, leaving me sandwiched now between the two of them.
"Oh that's a good one," she said actually speaking to me. "We've read that one. There's a great story, second or third one in, that someone wrote about," she again smiled.
I smiled back, said "thanks", and opened it. Luckily it was one of the few sample books you could look through. Again to my surprise, she stepped over, actually next to me, close enough that I swore I felt her as she did.
"Not that one...next page," she instructed. I turned the page looking, saw her finger come over and point out the title of the particular story she'd meant. "That's the one...very hot!" she laughed softly, and as she did, I noticed that she had a very friendly laugh that put me a lot more at ease for some reason. Thankfully it had, as her husband suddenly stepped closer to me from the other side. He was glancing over now too.
"Oh yeah...that one. Maggie is right, that one was hot. At least it certainly made her hot," he chuckled, stepping away again to replace the book he'd been glancing at, picking up another.
"Roger knows I love any stories having to do something with having sex outside. Just something about that really gets to me. I guess its the excitement and danger of maybe getting caught that turns me on so much."
I was surprised we were actually having this conversation, but admittedly this older couple had completely disarmed me. Their total uninhibited approach about discussing something they obviously liked and enjoyed, had caught me a little off guard yes. But I found it equally refreshing too.
"Can't say as I've ever really had the opportunity," I found myself confessing. Maggie as I now knew her name looked at me incredulously.
"You can't be serious!" She laughed. "Haven't you ever at least gone to a drive in movie with some young woman and fooled around a bit during the movie?"
Now I really did laugh. "I know you're not going to believe this, but I've never even been to a drive in movie. The last one I knew that still existed closed two years ago. So no...I never had the pleasure."
"No lovers lane?"
"Oh I'm sure there's one or two of those in existence, but I'm pretty sure they're for the more younger set. I think anyone seeing me there would find it odd."
Although I had only turned forty a few month's ago, and didn't even look that, I highly doubted that anyone else even close to my age went up to any of those places to "make out" as we used to call it.
"I suppose so," she laughed again, though finally turning her attention back to where her husband was, seeing that he'd obviously found and selected something.
"Ready Maggie?" He asked.
"Ready," she said joining him though once more turning towards me. "Hope you find something interesting to read," she winked...throwing me off a bit, though she again pointed at the book I'd placed back on the shelf. "Get that one for sure. You won't be disappointed." And with that she turned, heading towards the front right behind Roger. I stood for a moment staring at them, then returned to my search. A minute or so later however, I picked up the book they'd suggested to read, along with two other ones all based pretty much on the same subject. "Daring sexual adventures."
Moment's later I stood up front paying for my purchase, and then headed back outside towards my car. Imagine my surprise as I reach the driver's side door, looked over...and saw that it was Maggie sitting in the driver's seat of the truck I had parked next to. Roger was sitting in the passenger seat. I was again a little taken aback by all this, though it had perhaps only been five minutes or so since they'd left. Even so...the fact they were still sitting here said something.
I could see Roger lean forward in his seat looking around and past Maggie towards me. He was waving me over with his hand. As though we were in the midst of a drug deal or something, I glanced all around, threw my small sack into the front passenger seat, and then walked around the front of my car towards them. Curious as hell now. As I did that, Maggie rolled the window down. It was warm out, so they had the air conditioning on in their truck as they sat there with it still idling. I stood now by their door looking in, once again...curious.
"Yeah?" I asked.
"Would you be interested in seeing Maggie's tits?" Roger asked. I looked from him to her almost immediately. Already I could see that she had both hands on the hem of her blouse. The right word from me, and I knew damn well I'd be staring at them.
"Hell yes!" I responded. Which I quickly figured out was pretty much the answer they were hoping for. And just like that, Maggie lifted her blouse, along with her bra, and out fell two very (still shapely) looking breasts which had to be around a 38 or 40 DD by the looks of them. For an older gal, I was impressed. And though they certainly had a little sag to them, they looked a hell of a lot better than on some women I'd be seeing lately. Especially her nipples, which she now sat tweaking with her own fingers. Those things were huge! I'd never seen bigger, longer, or thicker nipples on a woman before (at least in real life anyway) and found myself almost hypnotized as I stood there staring at them, though I am also sure...that had something to do with the way she was playing with them herself. Roger interrupted my reverie however a second later as he reached over, cupping one of them in his hand, lifting...and then bouncing it just a little.
"Still pretty firm too!" He announced proudly, as Maggie smiled, even blushing a little at his remark, though her eyes remained glued to mine.
"Go ahead if you'd like, touch one," he said offering for her. Though I once more looked around wondering maybe if I was on 'Candid camera' or something. Just my luck.
"Go ahead," Maggie assured me, confirming the offer. I stepped closer to the door, suddenly reaching in, her breasts easily accessible, though I fondled with each one only briefly before removing my hand again. "Ah come on, you didn't even play with the nipples any!" She almost pouted. I reached in through the window again, once more looking around, ensuring all was clear, and then leaned forward even more for a better look...AND feel as I now introduced my other hand. Two hands now...two tits, nice tits...and especially nice nipples, which my fingers were now joyfully pulling on and pinching a little. "That's better! Much, much better!" Maggie moaned a bit as I glanced past her briefly back towards Roger where I once more found a bit of a surprise waiting for me. He was stroking his prick!
Now I really was at a loss for words, and started to step back. I had no idea where any of this was going, and though the two of them seemed nice enough, they were after all, complete and total strangers to me.
"Don't go away just yet," Maggie said pleadingly. "Wouldn't you enjoy seeing me suck on Roger's cock a little before doing that?" She questioned.
Maybe I had lived a really sheltered life here, perhaps more so than even I realized. But never not once had I seen anyone suck anyone's cock aside from the porn movies I'd watched. And let me tell you something. The opportunity to see it happening for real, wasn't something I was quite willing to walk away from. And oddly, especially for me to be thinking this, Roger had a rather impressive looking cock for a man his age. It was very swollen, and it was very, very hard. I stepped back closer to the door, once more stooping down just a bit so I could peer in through the window better.
"Lay your seat back," she told Roger...which he did. He had already pulled his pants and underwear down even more so that his prick stood totally free, along with a rather tight looking ball-sack. "Go around to the other side," she indicated towards me. "You'll be able to see better." And with that, she did the automatic window control rolling it up again. I walked around, just as Rogers window came down. At least now I had a clear view of the entire parking area, along with the building we'd just come from. Anyone looking out would only see me standing there appearing to be talking to whoever sat in the passenger seat. Especially as their truck had fairly dark tinted windows in it. Once more I looked inside, just in time to see Maggie swallow her husbands cock, deep-throating it entirely. Now don't get me wrong here, it wasn't like Roger had a monster cock or anything, but I'd even had a few women have a difficult time doing that to me, and I had already surmised that Roger and I were pretty close to the exact same size. And here was Maggie, her lips so far down his shaft that she was actually sucking at the base of his cock-stem where it met his balls.
"Impressive!" I actually stated, meaning it as Maggie finally came up for air.
"Thank you!" She giggled. "I do so love sucking a man's cock."
"I can see that," I concurred, feeling my own cock beginning to swell just a little not too surprisingly under the circumstances.
"Would you like me to suck on yours too?" She asked.
Ok...now we really were stepping into unchartered waters here. And I was starting to feel that perhaps now was the time to make a polite, but necessary retreat. Sitting here was a bit risky for one thing, but for another, I was once again faced with the fact that I really didn't know these people. Hell for all I knew, they could be senior serial killers who'd been doing this for years, and who obviously hadn't been caught yet. And had it not been for the fact that my prick was telling me that it wanted her too, I probably would have stepped away. As it was, I did nothing, said nothing...just continuing to stand there looking on as though paralyzed for some inexplicable reason.
"Wouldn't you like to play with my tits while I'm doing that?" Maggie now questioned. Which I think did it for me. I'd always been a breast man, all shapes...all sizes, mattered not. But Maggie had that additional little treat I hadn't actually enjoyed much of before. Those big, fat, thick nipples of hers. Although I asked.
"Where?" Once again looking around. I couldn't imagine exchanging places with Roger, anyone seeing us then really might find it odd. And the three of us just couldn't stand out here for ever either. Someone inside the store might eventually come out and see us, or at the very least, some one else would no doubt soon be pulling in.
"In back," Roger quickly answered, raising his seat as well as his pants, and Maggie too 'readjusted' herself, sitting back straight in her own seat again as he had. Roger quickly opened his door stepping past me, heading back towards the rear of the truck. In an instant, he had the back open, tailgate down, beckoning to me. "Hurry, get in!" He urged, which I quickly did. Seconds later I heard the front drivers door open and then close, and suddenly Maggie was climbing in behind me, followed by Roger who'd managed to put the tailgate up again, climbing in through the somewhat narrow opening of the window. Which surprised me a bit, showing me just how agile Roger still really was.
Obviously they'd designed this small back camper for just that. Sleeping while camping perhaps as I now found myself half laying, half kneeling on this make-shift bed. Certainly no room to stand up of course, but plenty enough to move around a bit, which Maggie began doing as she reached down and began removing my shoes and socks...followed by my pants and underwear. Roger just sat looking on, though he seemed to be quite aroused and excited by this as Maggie quickly located my hard throbbing member.
"Oh this is a beauty!" She sucked, drawing me in...popping me out, and then rapidly repeating the process. The sound of her lips doing that "slurp, suck, pop-it out sound", was damn fucking erotic! I wasn't at all surprised to look over and find that Roger had once more taken his own pants down again, and half sat, half knelt off to one side playing with himself all the while watching Maggie as she teased and pleased me with her mouth.
"Ready for this?" She asked.
I almost asked "ready for what?" when I felt her mouth engulf, and then swallow me fully. Like I'd seen her doing to Roger, I felt her lips actually nibbling at the base of my cock. Her tongue still wildly rolling around and about my shaft as she did that. It was literally mind-blowing, no pun intended.
"Amazing isn't she?" Roger asked unnecessarily, though at the moment, about all I could do was roll my eyes and nod my head. Whatever words I might have spoken seemed to have been swallowed in the deep unexpected breath I had taken, and now found I was still holding as I slowly let it out.
"Fucking A!" Was all I could managed, though that caused Maggie to giggle, enough so that she had to withdraw me in order to capture a bit of breath herself.
"Like I said," she winked, reaching down, taking one of my hands placing it on one of her magnificent breasts again. "I do so love sucking cock, almost as much as I like drinking cum," she now announced. And that, though I didn't tell her...would have been another first for me. I was too lost however in the sensation of her enormously wonderful nipple as my fingers toyed with it exploringly, as her tongue now began to do lap dances up and down my shaft, along with my balls. The sound of Roger's juicy slick sounding cock as he sat there jerking himself off, oddly intensified everything as she did that. "If you'd like to fuck me, you can. But not without a condom though. We do draw the line there, half to be careful in that sense, especially at our age."
I acknowledged that. Already wondering what a sixty some odd year old pussy would feel like, and feeling just decadent enough to want to find that out for myself. I don't know what I was expecting exactly, even with a condom on, but I couldn't have been more surprised or delighted when it happened.
After almost teasingly rolling down the condom over my prick herself, Maggie quickly discarded the rest of her clothing, which didn't amount to much more as she again had surprised me. She hadn't been wearing any panties. And I guess I was also half expecting to see this big hairy, sort of grayish haired bush too as she removed them. And though she certainly hadn't adopted the modern day style of shaving completely, her quim was neatly, shortly trimmed so that it actually looked manicured, or quaffed, failing for the right words to describe it. I wondered if she had a bi-weekly appointment to have that done along with her hair for as neat and tidy as it was. Once more a little refreshing after many of the women I'd been with.
"Just so you know, I can get rather loud," she told me.
"Yes she can!" Roger agreed. "But no one else is all that close to be able to hear us...I think," he added, though smiling at me. "So I'm sure we'll be just fine," he tried assuring. Though I wasn't so sure about that. I tended to be a bit nosey myself at the end there.
I didn't have time to think about it though as Maggie climbed aboard, preferring the "Lady on top" position, which worked for me. I rather liked being ridden myself, and here in the back of their truck, it seemed like the most ideal position anyway. Especially when Roger moved over close enough so that Maggie could begin sucking her husband's cock, all the while fucking me.
Like I said...I didn't know quite what to expect, even with a rubber on, and though she was as slick as all get out, her pussy was a lot tighter than I would have ever imagined. Either that, or she had the kind of muscle control born of years of experience that compensated for whatever. As it was, her cunt clenched around me so tightly, even throbbing a bit, I'd have bet she could milk the cum out of me without even moving.
"Nice tight fuck isn't she?" Roger asked again. Obviously he really got off on seeing this, though so did she. She slobbered some comment around his prick, though it was basically garbled, and Roger cautioned her, something about talking with her mouth-full, or some such like that. I didn't pay it no never-mind however, her pussy was strumming my shaft like a lead guitar player.
And those nipples and breasts! Oh fuck those nipples! Each of my hands kneading her flesh, oft times lifting her heavy hangers just as Roger had done, releasing, watching them bounce before capturing her nipples with my fingers, clasping...pinching and pulling on them She seemed to like that...a lot!
"Oh yeah...do that, harder this time. I love the way you fucking play with my nipples and tits!" she cried out loud enough that I really was becoming concerned someone might overhear us. And as she said that, she seemed to increase the tempo of our coupling as well, once more engulfing Roger's prick as he knelt there next to us, feeding it to her. I pulled on her nipples almost as hard as I could, stretching them out and away from her breasts, literally lifting them up as I did. Unbeknownst to me, that seemed to be the key, or the catalyst to triggering her orgasm. And mine. Even with the rubber on, I felt her pussy convulse, tighten, pulsate and convulse again. As she did, this warm wet liquid suddenly escaping her, bathing and surrounding my cock and balls, literally saturating the two of us. And...just as Roger had warned, having obviously removed her mouth from his cock, she was screaming out at the top of her lungs. It was the longest and loudest, "Oh fuck" sentence I had ever heard. And it was then that I realized, I was singing right along with her. My own climatic release a long drawn out cry of delight as I felt my prick shooting streamer after streamer of cream, even if all of it was captured inside the condom I wore. Though even then after she'd extricated herself from me, a good deal of my own cum-cream had somehow managed to coat both sides of my shaft.



Roger hadn't been far behind either one of us. I vaguely remember laying there, looking up as he seemed to hose down his wife's breasts with a torrent of cum-cream. Once again I was impressed as he lavished a rather copious amount of his fresh hot semen all over her gorgeous breasts.
"Well now...that was really something wasn't it?" Maggie stated almost matter of factly. Her face still flushed from what obviously had been a very intense, and very satisfying orgasm. Just as mine, and as I am sure Roger's had been.
"That would be...an understatement," I challenged, meaning it.
"See? Aren't you glad you stayed? Wasn't the thrill and excitement of having sex somewhat publicly, even like this...well worth it?"
Admittedly it had been. Though I was far from uncertain that I'd make any attempt too soon to entice anyone I was currently going out with to do something like this with. Still...food for thought.
"No if...ands...or buts!" I freely admitted. This had been an adventure I'd not soon forget.
**
We dressed somewhat hurriedly after that, in the event anyone had heard us, actually having to wait a moment or two longer when another customer just then pulled into the lot. As soon as he'd entered the store however, Roger opened the back, and the three of us piled out. I actually gave her a hug and a kiss, even shaking Roger's hand as we began to part company. I had no illusions to the fact that this had been a one-time thing. There'd been no hint at exchanging last names or numbers. Hell, they'd never even asked me for mine.
"Don't forget to read that story!" Maggie reminded once again as they soon after drove off. I did so as well, moments later, heading off in the opposite direction. I arrived home a short time later, and rather than waiting...far too curious now, opening the small digest I'd purchased, and began reading the story.
I could only smile, nodding and shaking my head. The characters in the story I'd just read too obvious, too all familiar. The situation likewise somewhat familiar, dangerous and exciting. The author's signature at the end of it reading only, "Anonymously Yours, R & M." Would there be perhaps another story soon written?
I had to wonder.
-End-
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Well over a year ago now, my parents decided to move into one of those assisted living places, or retirement homes if you will. I was a little surprised by that when they did, but after seeing the brochures and such where they'd be living, I could certainly understand why.
My folks had done very well for themselves. Dad had owned his own business (which I was now running) and had tucked away a nice tidy amount of money to retire on. And they were still pretty young too. Dad was only 61, and mom was 58 when they decided they'd had enough of urban living and had found a place that they could retire to and live the "easy life", as dad had put it.
Unfortunately, that meant moving to South Carolina, very close to Myrtle Beach, which was about a twelve-hour drive from where my wife and I still lived. But again, I could see why they wanted to move there. They would basically have their own little bungalow, which was more of a luxury kind of place rather than the typical condominium or apartment. They didn't have to worry about grounds keeping obviously, as that was all done and maintained by the retirement center. In addition, there was an adjacent golf course, which was something both mom and dad enjoyed doing. So I could easily envision the two of them golfing almost every day. Though there was also access to horseback riding, boating, as well as a number of events that were held there at the retirement center itself. They had gone there to take a look, and upon their return, had informed us that I'd be the new owner of the business going forward, and that as they say...is that.
My wife Cathy and I had gone there for a very short visit over a long weekend to help them get moved in. To be perfectly honest, after seeing the place, which I felt was more like a resort than a retirement center, I was a little jealous. Already my own mind made up to try and do things as well as dad had, and eventually retire (early) in a place much like this one.
We met a few other people while there, especially as they had an open banquet for everyone on the weekends. Mom and dad's neighbors, Jack and Shelly, were just about the same age as my parents were give or take a few years, and had obviously already hit it off as we shared dinner together. Jack was in tip-top shape, even better in some respects than I was, even though I ran every day. He had a full head of bright white hair, and a deep dark tan that didn't look like burnt toast for a change. Shelly was just as attractive looking, though she perhaps still died her hair blonde, though it certainly didn't look unnatural on her. Even more surprisingly, she'd been wearing a two piece swim suit when we first met them early that afternoon. It certainly wasn't a bikini or anything like that, but it was certainly cut low enough if front that I had to tear my eyes away from her obvious cleavage, something that wasn't lost on Cathy either as she even gave me a soft elbow in the ribs at one point. But we came away from dinner, and finally our visit feeling like mom and dad were certainly going to be more than happy living here. Once again...I felt a bit jealous, and even Cathy mentioned that she too wouldn't mind retiring in a place similar to this one when it was our turn to live the "easy life".
By now, it had been a year since we'd been there for any real visit, so leaving the business in capable hands, Cathy and I decided to take two weeks to go and visit mom and dad. Naturally, they were excited to see us, and certainly had plenty of room as they had a nicely furnished "guest room" just waiting for us. I was already looking forward to golfing myself, and Cathy was looking forward to doing some horseback riding, something she had always wanted to do.
The first indication we got that there were some rather strange and strict rules here, was when on the second night of our stay with them, mom and dad informed us that they had a previous commitment they had made, and couldn't get out of. Something about a special Anniversary celebration for another couple, which was a "by invite" only sort of an affair. We had noticed early on that there was an enormous looking clubhouse that was closed off, and well fenced down near the beach. Once again, it was for "members only", no guests allowed. And it was obviously, where this particular party would be held. Cathy and I didn't think much of it however, after all, the only people we knew besides mom and dad, were Jack and Shelly, and even then...only in passing really.
I had to laugh when mom told us "Not to wait up," for them, and then with a mischievous little wink, she and dad disappeared out the door together. I hadn't seen the two of them this loving or this intimate with one another in years. Whatever magic this resort held for them, it was certainly well worth whatever cost. Cathy and I had even noticed that they were both looking a lot better fit. Daily exercise for certain, along with the golfing and opportunity to swim every day, had gotten both of them in better shape and spirits by the look of things.
They'd been gone maybe about an hour, way early in the evening yet. Cathy and I casually lounging around out on their private little deck drinking frozen daiquiris.
"Dave? Did you see where mom put that photo album?" she asked me at one point.
She and mom had been looking through it earlier. Mom had been showing her a few pictures of when I had been a little boy, many of which Cathy had never seen before. She wanted to look through it again, though I had no real idea where mom had kept such things, especially as I hadn't really seen her put it away. All I had seen was her return to her bedroom, coming out moments later without it. So it had to be in there somewhere, though I was hesitant to go looking for it. I always had respected my parent's privacy, even growing up as a kid. Something I knew for sure they had both appreciated.
"It's in mom's room someplace," I responded. "But I don't feel really comfortable going in there and snooping around for it either!" I added to that.
"I'm not asking you to snoop, I'm just asking you to look for me. If you see it without snooping for it, I'd like to browse through it again."
I figured it wouldn't hurt to look. If I quickly spotted it, I saw no harm in retrieving it for her again. If I didn't...then she'd just have to wait until the following day when mom was home again. I poked my head into their bedroom intending to just have a quick look-see, figuring even then I probably wouldn't find it. As I scanned quickly about the room, the only place it obviously could, or would be, was on the upper shelf in their closet. Which at the moment happened to be standing open. Sure enough, there it was, sandwiched between a couple of others by the looks of it. Even then, I hesitated, not sure if I should still even go in there or not, when Cathy called out behind me.
"Do you see it?"
"Yeah, I see it," I answered back, only then deciding it was no big deal to walk in and retrieve it briefly so that Cathy could look through all the pictures again. After all, mom and dad would be gone all evening long, and I was fairly certain I'd have the book put back, and Cathy and I in bed sound asleep long before mom and dad ever came home. They'd already proven themselves to be quite the night owls, much to my surprise.
"Sweet!" Cathy responded no doubt waiting for me as I stepped further into the room heading towards the closet. I reached up, intending to lift the photo album sitting on top of that one in order to retrieve it, which I then attempted to do. But as I did, it seemed to catch or drag along the one just beneath it, which now fell off the closet shelf, down onto the floor. Several loose photos spilling out, which I thought immediately odd, as mom had always been quite particular about organizing her photo albums. As I reached down to collect them as well as the partially opened album, which was now laying face down, I froze! My eyes held there in disbelief! And it took several moments for me to even begin to comprehend what I was looking at. Most of them of course were of mom and dad, nude...along with several others, most of which I'd never seen before, though in a few as I continued to quickly thumb through them, showed photos of Jack and Shelly in them as well. Likewise, in the nude, and in many of them...showing the two of them obviously, and busily engaged in several sexual situations with mom and dad.
I think I actually sat down on the floor in a state of shock as I now began to flip through several more, starting at the front of the book. To my surprise, the album was completely filled, so there were literally hundreds of photos in addition to the dozen or so loose ones that had fallen out. Obviously, mom had run out of room, and hadn't gotten any more inserts yet.
Now in all honesty, it's probably important that I say something here. Although I was indeed shocked by what I'd discovered here...after all, it was mom and dad, it's not like this sort of thing would have freaked me...or Cathy out for other reasons. You see, Cathy and I (though we certainly didn't consider ourselves swingers by any means) had from time to time, "partied" with some mutual friends of ours. Not all the time mind you, just on occasion, and always with one or two other couples we knew, and never outside of that. Cathy and I saw it as a way to periodically spice up our own sex-life, and with those particular close friends, there was never a fear of jealousy, or any kinds of sexually transmitted diseases getting in the way. So like I said...it's not like seeing something like this was the thing that was shocking. It was seeing who it was.
I am sure that my continued absence, and silence, had eventually provoked Cathy's curiosity as moments later I heard her standing there in the doorway. "What are you looking at?" She asked.
"You're not going to believe it," I told her. Setting the book down, simultaneously handing her the dozen or so loose photos I had gathered up. She looked at me quizzically, though taking them, and then glancing down at the very first one I had purposely placed there for her to begin with. I figured it might be an easier way for her to realize and accept what I'd just discovered.
The first photo showed two women laying on a bed together (And if she took a moment to recognize it, she'd see that the bedcover in the photo was the exact same one on mom and dad's bed). The women's faces were mostly obscured however, primarily because they were clearly enjoying a mutual '69' together. It took me only a moment to realize which one was mom, and which one was Shelly though after looking even more carefully at it. Which is exactly what Cathy had done. I almost laughed as Cathy looked away at the photo, now looking down at me.
"Is this your...."
"Mother? Yes!" I nervously laughed shaking my head. "And obviously...the other woman is Shelly."
Cathy once again glanced at the photo, now recognizing her as well, though she quickly slipped the first photo to the back, now staring at the next one, which I had also just managed to purposely place.
"Yeah, and that one's of mom too...but I can assure you, that's not my father's cock she's sucking!"
That much was evident, in quick comparison now of some of the others. I'd never seen my father's prick hard before. Not exactly something you'd ever expect to see. But we sure as hell were now! And admittedly, it was rather impressive looking, even judging it against myself perhaps, let alone Jack's cock, which though thick, was considerably chubbier in size. There was one photo showing mom down on her knees, she'd managed to gobble up his entire prick, though again that was no real feat all things considered. But it was in seeing Shelly, likewise kneeling next to mom, doing the same thing to dad's cock, though not quite throating it entirely that gave interesting comparison.
"Jesus! I can't believe this!" Cathy finally quipped, now sitting down on the edge of the bed next to me, though I continued to sit on the floor with an entire album full of photos, most of which I hadn't even looked at yet. Finally she giggled, though continuing to thumb through the rest of the loose photos. Just like me, the initial shock of seeing my parents like this had sunk in. Now it was out of pure curiosity, and decadent interest perhaps that we both continued to look through the remainder of the photo album.
Chronologically, you could see that there had been several "parties" or "events" which mom and dad had participated in since their moving here. Interestingly enough, the first several photos only ever showed mom and dad together, though obviously participating with one another in front of several other couples. Gradually, more and more appeared, initially with just Jack and Shelly appearing, though in time...that too gave way to more and more couples, many of whom Cathy and I hadn't met yet. The last few pages of photos had proven to be the most decadent perhaps, even beyond much of what Cathy and I had experienced. In one...mom was laying on the floor, and by the looks of it, she already had a fair amount of cum-cream that had been shot over and upon her body. In particular, her breasts and pussy. Cathy and I counted at least six still stroking erections, that appeared to soon be adding to that. And who knows how many already had before then?
"Mom? A cum-dumpster? Who knew?" I asked myself, though by the look in her eyes, she certainly seemed to be enjoying it. Especially as she was simultaneously having her pussy licked by a woman, who again I hadn't recognized as seeing before. There were others as well of course. One of dad laying back getting his prick licked and sucked by two women, as Shelly sat on his face, mom kneeling off to one side, holding one of Shelly's breasts and smiling at the camera. By the looks of it, it had obviously been one hell of a party!
Though it was still way early yet, Cathy and I both seemed to get a sense of anxiousness at being caught like this. We quickly replaced the album back where I'd originally found it, took a quick look around (even straightening the bed cover before leaving) and then retreated back outside to the patio where Cathy fixed us both another stiff drink.
"So...did you ever suspect anything growing up?" She asked.
"Not ever," I responded easily. "Hell Cath...I never even caught them doing it, not even once, that's how careful they must have been back then. And I think I only stumbled in on mom once when she was changing, and even then I didn't really see anything, except for her wearing panties and bra, or something like that. So no. No way in hell would I ever have suspected anything like this!"
"You think they had any idea before moving down here?"
"I really doubt it. I just can't imagine that being the case. Afterwards maybe. But even then, they must have slowly, and carefully been introduced to it."
"Yeah, I think so. Even the first few photos seem to confirm that. The look on your mom and dads face seemed a little more cautious, even apprehensive perhaps, though they must have obviously been getting off doing that in front of other people, and visa-versa. But looking and comparing those to some of the others, you can definitely see a change taking place."
"You mean like mom getting her pussy licked by another woman for example?" I quipped, something of which I still hadn't gotten my head around yet. Even with some of the other photos we had looked at, I still couldn't imagine mom being that open-minded. Open-minded enough to get eaten, and then eating another woman's cunt. Though I sure enjoyed seeing it whenever Cathy did that.
Cathy laughed. "Yeah that. Hell, I know I like it, so why shouldn't your mother?"
"It's not that," I responded back. "It's that it's..."
"Mom," Cathy finished for me. To which I could only grin like an idiot, shaking my head at her.
"You know what's really bad?" Cathy now asked.
"No...what?"
"Seeing those? Has suddenly made me really horny!"
"Jesus Cathy!" I responded to that, as though her admission was too far off the decadent scale for me to admit to myself.
"Oh and you aren't?" She challenged seriously. "Not even a little?"
"Ok, maybe a little," I acknowledged, though not willing to admit that it was seeing my own mother and father doing stuff that had actually aroused me. Admitting to seeing some of the other people (even if they were engaged with my folks) was a little easier to accept in a way. "For an older woman, Shelly really does have a nice set of tits," I confessed. To which Cathy again snickered at.
"Good hell Dave, maybe you won't say it, but I sure as hell will, your mom has great looking tits, and if I wasn't married to you...I'd be tempted to want to suck and play with them myself! As sexy as Shelly is yes...I think you're mom's a hell of a lot sexier than she is! And so's your dad too if we're being honest about it!"
"Cathy!" I admonished her without saying anything more. Bad enough she was thinking it...as was I maybe. And worse...now knowing what they enjoyed doing, and worse still, having seen them doing it. I mean after all, this was my own parents!
Cathy wasn't about to let me dwell on the obvious however, having moments ago gone back inside to pour us a couple of fresh drinks. When she returned however, she was naked, standing there before me as she handed me my drink.
"Shit woman!" I stammered, though taking it from her. "What the hell are you doing anyway?" I asked now glancing about, worried if someone might easily see her standing out here on the deck like that, though obviously she didn't care at the moment if anyone did.
"Like I said Dave, I'm horny now. So you can either join me, or you can sit there and watch me play with myself. Either way, I'm getting myself off." True to her word, she soon slipped one of her hands down between her legs, leaning against the wooden railing.
Truth to be told...I was horny as well, even if I was having trouble admitting to the reason why. But now at least, seeing my gorgeous, hot...horny wife as she stood there against the railing gave me reason enough to admit to my own arousal as I stood up and quickly shed the rest of my clothing. Needless to say, my cock was about as hard and as firm as it had ever been.
"No way that got that hard so soon because of me," she teased. "You're thinking about fucking your naughty mommy aren't you?"
"Cathy!" I warned seriously. Seeing mom...and dad, was one thing. Thinking about anything else, was something else...entirely.
"I'm just teasing you," she half pouted, "I didn't mean it," she added, taking it back. "But I bet you wouldn't mind slipping this hard prick of yours," as she grabbed it. "Inside Shelly's pussy, now would you?"
At least that one I could admit to, which I did. And to which Cathy then lifted one leg, balancing herself on the railing, allowing me perfect height and access to her pussy, which I easily slipped into. "Imagine that I'm Shelly," she told me. "And then fuck me like I was her," she panted hotly.
So I did.
**
It was hot, fucking my wife out in the open like that, there on the deck with all the world to see if they wanted to. Though in hindsight, I was willing to bet that anyone who could have, was most likely otherwise engaged down at the private club. We could hear the faint sound of music from time to time coming from that direction, though it was a good distance away. And once or twice we even thought we'd heard the sound of laughter coming up from somewhere near the water, though nothing we could make out clearly enough to determine who it was coming from. Enough to guess at perhaps, and even now imagine at...especially after what we'd discovered. Even after I had spurted a fairly healthy load inside my wife's cunt...feeling her climax as well, we were soon at it again a short time later. Enjoying a nice long blow job as I stood there looking out and over the rail, and then craning my neck just a little, trying to imagine what was actually going on down there as my wife sucked me off. I swear, it was one of the best blowjobs Cathy had ever given me as aroused as she was. And then I reciprocated in kind a short time after that. Even as Cathy cried out into the night, I didn't get too worried by any of that, wondering if anyone else was doing the same thing. Admittedly, one person in particular.



**
Finally exhausted, Cathy and I had retired to bed, though I noticed as we did so, it was just after one in the morning. Falling asleep soon after, neither Cathy or I had any idea what time it was when mom and dad came home. As usual however, it was the smell of coffee fresh brewed that woke me. I rolled over glancing at the clock, it was just then around seven thirty.
"Mom's up," I said stretching, now sitting as Cathy rolled over onto her side, not quite ready to get up yet. "Pretty bad when mom and dad stay up later, and get up earlier than us!" I told my wife, giving her still bare, pretty ass a playful slap.
"Ouch!" She complained, even though I'd spanked that sweet ass of hers a lot harder than that on occasion.
"Yeah right," I said finally standing, now scratching, surprised to feel a morning woody just then making an appearance.
"You best do something about that before you go wandering off into the kitchen," Cathy teased, finally sitting up in bed now. It didn't help that her full perky breasts were clearly revealed as she sat there. Even her nipples were hard, though the cool early morning breeze coming through the window might have had something to do with that. Or not...
I slid into a pair of day shorts and headed into the kitchen area. As usual, mom was up reading the paper enjoying her first cup of coffee.
"Dad?"
"Where do you think?" She smiled. It was Sunday. And dad had a standing foursome with some friends he'd made. I poured myself a cup and sat down at the table. "Cathy up yet?" She asked.
"Just. Or getting anyway," I smiled.
Mom stood up. "Good, I need to ask her something," mom smiled at me again and then turned heading off towards our room before I could ask her what. I didn't think anything of it however and began perusing through the paper, only noticing when I had read most of it, along with finishing a second cup of coffee, that neither mom, or Cathy had come back yet. Curious, I stood and headed back towards the bedroom where I could hear mom and Cathy talking. I almost turned away, figuring they were having a "private" chat, which wouldn't have been the first time, until I heard what sounded like my mother whimpering. That did it for me. Though I still knocked lightly, hesitating before trying the door knob.
"You might as well come in," I heard mom say. "Guess you should be a part of this too."
I opened the door stepping in. Mom and Cathy sitting next to one another at the edge of the bed.
My wife looked at me and said simply. "She knows that we know." I almost played dumb, but seeing the look in my mother's face told me that there was no way to bluff anything out of this. Somehow she had found out, though for the life of me, I couldn't see how. I should have known better.
"How'd you find out?" I heard myself asking, not yet confirming the obvious.
"Because there was a photo laying on the floor of my closet," she said. "I saw it sitting there after your father left this morning. I knew then, you had stumbled across our album."
Go figure. And here I thought we had been so careful. There was no hiding it or denying it now however. I opened my mouth to say something...though what I had no idea when Cathy did.
"She thought it might be easier to ask me first," she began. "She was really worried about what we might be thinking of them." I again opened my mouth to speak, but Cathy quickly squelched that idea. "So I told her about us," Cathy finished actually smiling at me. "I figured since we knew...that they should."
"You mean, does dad...?"
"Not yet...but figured it might be easier coming from me when he gets home," Cathy stated. "No sense embarrassing your dad if he's uncomfortable with us knowing any of this, any more than he has too."
I nodded my head in agreement, once more looking towards mom. "You don't think I'm some kind of a whore or anything do you honey?" She asked worriedly.
"Of course not!" I exclaimed. "No more than Cathy is, or even me for that matter. It's not like you get paid money to go to those parties now do you?"
"Well no...but, you saw the pictures."
I certainly couldn't deny that, once more nodding my head. "Mom, listen. Think about it. Cathy told you about us too right?" Now it was mom's turn to nod. "Well? We're not exactly in a position to be casting judgment on you then are we? To be honest mom, we didn't see anything in those photos that we haven't participated in ourselves." Seeing the look on mom's face at that moment told me I'd just painted her a pretty vivid picture. She seemed to be looking far off for a moment, so I could only imagine.
"So you'd be ok if we..."
"Continued?" Cathy finished for her. "Of course we would mom!" She half laughed, pulling mom close to her for a welcoming, reassuring hug. "Obviously things have changed since the two of you moved here. And by the looks of it, for the better too. Dave and I can both see that you're both happier, even healthier, and doing better. So if having a little naughty decadent fun from time to time is causing that, we're certainly all for it? Aren't we honey?"
I think I was grinning like a Cheshire cat, but I wasn't about to explain why. Up until that very moment, I hadn't noticed that the robe Cathy had on had parted in front, so that now most of her left breast was exposed. It was in fact resting against mom's arm, though she either didn't seem to notice it, or care that it was.
"Yeah...of course," I finally managed. Feeling my prick starting to stiffen a little was a good indication it was time for me to make a departure here. The last thing I wanted to do was try and explain why it was...to either one of them. "Listen, I'll leave the two of you to finish talking about things in here. I'll go out and make a fresh pot of coffee," I offered.
"Good idea," Cathy told me. "You do that. And close the door behind you on your way out. We still have one or two things we probably need to discuss, so it could be a while," Cathy stated. And with that, I left the room, closing the door behind.
**
It was kind of a long, somewhat silent afternoon. Sure we chatted, like always, but there was a bit of nervousness in the air. Dad was due back any time now, and I think all three of us sat looking at the clock expectantly.
"Your sure about this?" I asked.
"Very sure. It might be easier if we do it my way," she said once again. Though I was surprised that mom had gone along with it, allowing Cathy to tell dad the whole story herself. Maybe it would be easier. Certainly for me anyway. Maybe afterwards it might be awkward for a while, but eventually...
Dad got home a short time later, though I had made myself scarce, long enough for Cathy to convince him to take her on a short boat ride. He was a little surprised to learn that it would just be the two of them going, but then figured that since I never had been all that comfortable in the water, it just wasn't my particular thing. And mom had begged out, stating that she'd stay home and keep company with me. So with that, the two of them set off to spend the rest of the late afternoon together. I could only sit and wonder what dad would be thinking about everything soon after that.
After they had gone, mom had me come and join her outside.
"So what else did you two have to talk about?" I asked. I figured that if it was none of my business, she'd tell me. She'd never been afraid of doing that before anyway.
"You really want to know?"
For a moment, I actually wondered. "Yes?"
"Obviously, Cathy and I had a pretty long, deep conversation."
"Deep? As in?"
"What we like doing. What you two enjoy doing...things like that. You know, somewhat naughty girl talk."
"Somewhat naughty?" I had to laugh. "Such as?" Though maybe I shouldn't have asked that question.
"Such as..." mom actually blushed. "Cathy asked me if I had really come to enjoy being with other women. So I told her...I do. I've come to enjoy it very much. And I think since you obviously saw most, if not all of our photos, you could pretty much guess that for yourself. Especially with Shelly. In fact, just so you know, she and I very often get together to have fun with one another even in the middle of the day. The only reason she hasn't been around lately of course, is because of your visit with us."
Now knowing what I knew, I responded in kind to her. "Well I hope you certainly won't deny yourself now just because we're here!" I stated. Mom smiled at that.
"No worries. I got plenty of her pussy last night!" Hearing mom talk like that was a little weird to me, but at the same time, somewhat refreshing too. "Oh I'm sorry, perhaps I shouldn't have said something like that, I didn't mean to embarrass you!"
Was I blushing? I didn't know, though I did feel like my face was a little hot perhaps. But in all my years...never not once had I ever heard my mother say "pussy", nor a couple of other words for that matter. And hearing her say it, the way she did...well, it was sort of just naughty nice, in a strange sort of way.
"It didn't," I told her. "And since we're being honest here mom, I'm actually glad you enjoy it, and that you and dad are having such a good, uninhibited life with one another. Just as Cathy and I are having. I enjoy seeing Cathy with another woman, just as much as I now believe dad enjoys seeing you."
"Does he ever!" Mom quipped, and for a moment I could have sworn she had dropped her hand down between her legs for a moment, though she must have caught herself, placing it soon on top of the table again. "Though admittedly, I enjoy doing it with Shelly perhaps more than anyone else."
"Yeah, Cathy's sort of that way with our friend Janice. Once the two of them get going at it, you almost have to dump water on the two of them to break the two of them up."
Mom really giggled at that, though I only then realized that maybe I was sharing a bit too much with her. This really was starting to get more than a little personal and intimate. Not to mention the fact, I was starting to get a little aroused once again myself just thinking about it.
"Yeah, she told me that," mom grinned. "So she knew where I was coming from. And don't think ill of me for saying this honey, but I'd be the first one to admit, I am sure watching her with Janice would be as exciting as seeing her with Shelly. And I'd be willing to bet even your dad would love seeing that!"
"Ok, now we were crossing one of those lines in the sand," I thought to myself, though the image mom had just painted wasn't necessarily one that I could disagree with. Only that it was mom who had said it. "I'm sure he would," I said instead, and then made some attempt at changing the subject, sort of. "How do you think he's going to take hearing about us knowing now?" I asked honestly curious.
"Well, at first I am sure he will be a little surprised."
"Oh? Just a little?"
"At first...perhaps," mom grinned, though I could sense there was a lot more going on here than she was letting on to.
"Ok, spill it," I told her, starting to worry just a little. Maybe she could sense that, or see it in my face.
"Oh don't get all rolled up in a ball," she told me. One of her favorite sayings. "I kind of told Cathy one way she would definitely catch him off guard, and ease him into hearing all this, would be perhaps to do so...well, topless."
"Topless? You mean with her boobs hanging out and all?"
"Well yes, isn't that generally what that means? I did say, that it was just a suggestion, though only if you were ok with it. But you and your dad are a lot a like. You've both always been fond of that particular area of a female's anatomy. So I was also pretty sure that if Cathy started to explain to him the whole story...while sitting there like that, he'd be more inclined to listen without getting all upset. Unless the idea of your father seeing your wife's boobs is a big no...no, or something. Though for the life of me, I couldn't imagine why you would. After all Dave, it's not like you haven't seen mine now, you know?"
She had me there. And she was right too. Cathy and I had never had a problem with nudity, not ever. And to be perfectly honest about it, now that the so called cat was actually out of the bag, I really didn't see a problem with it now either, and told her so.
"Oh...so you'd be ok if I were to sit here with my boobs hanging out in front of you huh?"
"It's your home mom," I reminded her. "If you and dad want to walk around naked in front of us? That's your business. "If you think that either Cathy or I would get all freaked out about it, you'd be wrong."
"We'll see," mom laughed, just then reaching up to remove the pullover top she was wearing. The fact she hadn't been wearing a bra, something that hadn't been missed by me either as she took it off. "For starters," she grinned. "As long as you're ok with it."
I was. But I wasn't sure what my prick was thinking at the moment. Having seen mom's tits in the pictures, hell...and a lot more than just that, still wasn't quite the same as actually seeing them for real. Though I did my damndest not to stare at them, trying to be as casual, and as normal as I possibly could. Though even that was becoming increasingly difficult.
I was almost relieved when we both heard the sound of Cathy and dad entering the house. I half expected for mom to put her shirt on again, though she didn't. Content to sit there with her boobs hanging out. Cathy was the first to appear, and then smiled upon seeing mom.
"Well now, that looks like a good idea," she stated, and immediately reached up and around herself, removing the already skimpy bikini top she had on. Dad emerged moments later, taking note of both girls now topless, though merely nodding his head, first at them, and then at me. He was obviously a bit nervous still, especially now that we all sat, confronting one another in a weird sort of way, though there was no doubt in my mind that two sets of bare breasts was easing the awkwardness a little.
"You know what I really should do?" Mom suggested, "Is to call and invite Jack and Shelly over for a drink."
"You sure about that?" Dad asked nervously. "You know how Shelly can get when she's had a few."
"That's what I'm counting on," she laughed, and then went inside to make that call. Dad and I looking at one another a bit sheepishly.
"Mellow out you two. Relax. No one said anything about swapping wives, or incest. "Just relax and realize that we're all open-minded adults here. That's all. No more...no less."
"Uh huh," I thought. I could just imagine what might happen after Jack and Shelly arrived.
**
Mom came out a minute or so later. She had a certain look on her face that I had seen before...playful. But under the circumstances, that told me something else was up.
"They'll be here in a couple of minutes," she said grinning, and then leaned over whispering something in my wife's ear.
"Ah oh..." dad said.
"What?" I responded, now worried. He just looked at me.
"I'm sure we're about to find out," he stated turning to look out over the railing down the beach to where Jack and Stacy's bungalow stood. Moments later, he nodded his head again turning back towards mom. "Like I said..." he left off. Now it was my turn to look, and saw what he had. Jack and Stacy were indeed headed our way. And neither one of them had a stitch on.
"I had no idea this was actually a nudist resort," I chuckled trying to sound normal when I did. Though I was surprisingly nervous and apprehensive for some strange reason, though Cathy and mom both seemed as relaxed as I'd ever seen them. So much so in fact, that Cathy now stood, slipping off her short, shorts, now standing bare ass naked as well.
"Like they say...when in Rome."
"We're not in Rome," I attempted to tell her just under my breath, though Cathy either ignored, or pretended not to hear me. I noticed that even dad seemed a little surprised by my wife's sudden boldness, though he had in fact already seen her topless a bit earlier. It was when mom went back inside to grab a pitcher of Margaritas she'd made up earlier that really set me back a bit. She too was now naked. Aside from the photos I had seen, and then her actually baring her breasts in front of me, I had never before in all my years actually seen my own mother naked. As much as I didn't want to admit it to myself...she looked damn fucking good!
"Ah...you're here!" She smiled already pouring drinks as Jack and Stacy climbed the short flight of stairs leading up from the beach to the deck. Introductions weren't really necessary of course. Mom merely acknowledging them to us unnecessarily. "Jack...Shelly," she grinned handing over their drinks. "Glad you could come."
"Hope we do," Shelly teased just under her breath.
"Ah oh," I thought. "Just what I was worried about."
Don't get me wrong here. It wasn't the thought of perhaps actually engaging in something with Jack and Shelly that bothered me. It was the idea or thought of doing so in front of my own parents, or visa-versa. I just wasn't at all sure how I would react, or deal with that. Though it appeared quite obvious to me, that neither Cathy or mom seemed to be having any difficulty with that. Perhaps only dad and I. But then again, maybe me even more so than him. A fact that was confirmed moments later.
"Seems I'm a bit overdressed," he laughed. Which we both were all things considered. With a shrug, dad simply slid off his shorts and underwear, removing the sports shirt he had on after that. That left me standing there with the only thing still on. My own shorts. I couldn't help but look of course. Though somewhat thankful and relieved that neither dad, nor Jack were sporting erections...at least for the moment anyway. And though I had seen dad's cock a time or two as he'd never been shy about walking into the bathroom to pee, rarely closing the door when he did (unless mom was around), so seeing him flaccid like he was, wasn't all that unnerving. The problem I was having...was the fact that I was indeed partially erect. All this bare female flesh was getting to me, whether I liked it or not. And whether mom just happened to be one of them. Like I said, mom was in pretty fine shape for her age, even more so than Shelly was at this point. And I had found Shelly attractive the first time we'd met.
"Don't tell me you're cock shy Dave," Cathy teased. "You've never been so before."
"I've never been naked in front of my folks before either," I shot back...revising my comment. "At lease not as an adult anyway."
"With an adult, mature penis you mean?" Cathy chuckled, just as both mom and Shelly did.
"Would it help if I helped you remove those?" Shelly offered.
I laughed at that, stepping back slightly. "About the only thing that might help with, is making me more aroused than I already am," I freely admitted. Though that was perhaps received as a direct challenge. As though they'd discussed it beforehand, both Shelly as well as my wife suddenly approached. And together, simultaneously pulled down on my shorts. In one fell swoop, both my shorts, as well as my briefs were suddenly yanked down around my ankles. And just as I feared, and now confirmed, my rapidly swelling member sprang up like a pogo stick, even bouncing for a moment with the sudden extraction of my clothing.
"Oh my!" Mom actually exclaimed, which didn't help much. But neither did it help when Shelly suddenly placed her hand firmly around my prick, actually fondling it right there in front of everyone.
In moments, I was even harder than I had been. "Anyone mind if I suck on this a little?" She asked...not to me, but glancing over towards my wife...and mother. It was like I didn't even have a say in the matter. And though my brain might have been thinking one thing, my cock was certainly thinking something else.



"I don't mind...if no one else does," Cathy stated, only then looking first towards mom, and then dad.
"Fine with me," dad said first. "I know I don't mind watching that, not at all." His comment surprising me. But then maybe, just maybe, dad and I were a lot alike in that department as well. I'd always considered myself to be a bit more of a voyeur as opposed to being an exhibitionist. It never failed to turn me on, watching or seeing someone else actively engaged, especially with my wife. He even walked over, sat down, picking up his drink as though settling in for the show.
"Mom?" I heard Cathy prod, once again surprising me in a sense, now turning to look directly towards her, locking eyes with her as I did.
"No, I ah..." she stammered briefly, perhaps even blushing a bit. "I think I'd actually enjoy seeing that as well."
Ok. A little weird or not. Just hearing my own mother say that she wouldn't mind seeing her son's cock getting sucked sort of sent shivers running through me. As well as a couple of throbs down my prick. Though Shelly's mouth soon encompassed it seconds later.
"Oh fuck!" I actually moaned, forgetting myself for a moment. Once again, I don't recall ever having dropped the "F" bomb in front of my parents before. And I can't honestly say I even realized that I had. Shelly's mouth and lips becoming a vacuum on my cock, which combined with the aspect of being outside (public sex) another small little fetish of mine perhaps, simply intensified the sensation. Along with actually being watched, even though my folks happened to be amongst those who were watching. I actually heard mom chuckle when I said that, though my eyes were currently closed, and I didn't dare open them.
"May I?" Cathy asked. And then I did.
I looked over to find Jack standing there looking on at his wife while she knelt there in front of me, slathering away on my prick. He was fisting his own now as well, which had grown substantially since I'd seen him last. He released his own hand smiling at my wife as she glanced over towards me briefly, as though asking for permission. I think my own smile back at her did that, as she now knelt in front of Jack, taking in his cock in much the same way that Shelly was still doing to me. Side by side now...the two of us standing there looking on, watching our respective pricks getting sucked.
"Babe?" I heard dad say, almost afraid to look. Though for me, it was like watching a train wreck. You just couldn't look away, even if you wanted to. Dad had stood up, and just like Jack and I, he was fully hard. Mom had walked over, now kneeling next to my wife as she continued sucking Jack's prick, and began working away on dad's. I couldn't help it. Seeing her do that, seeing dad's reaction, along with all the other erotic sounds being made, was escalating my own heightened arousal, like it or not. It was again a strange sensation for me to comprehend or deal with. Sort of like catching your parents doing it for the first time. You know that you don't really want to see them doing it, but at the same time, you can't help feeling a little excited, because they are. It was sort of like that. Except for the fact they were right there in front of me, (well next to me) as I was getting my own cock sucked off quite deliciously I might add.
"Maybe we should take this inside," dad spoke a moment or so later. "Not that I am worried about what anyone might think," he added. "But this particular little party is about the right size...for now," he grinned, and then followed mom back into the house, just as the rest of us did. Cathy stepped in, in front of me, looking back.
"You ok?" She asked, actually concerned.
"I'm not sure yet," I freely admitted to her. "Seeing mom and dad is one thing, I guess I'm ok with that. It is a little arousing seeing it," I told her. "Just not sure about...well, you know." Cathy winked.
"What if..." she questioned without stating the obvious. And I actually had to think about that for a minute. I guess technically, it wouldn't really be considered incest now would it? If she did? I wasn't exactly sure about that, but the dilemma over worrying about the technicalities was resolved for me minutes later.
By now, mom was pretty well worked up herself. Once again, a side of her I had not really seen before (not counting the photographs of course). By the time we had come back inside, Shelly had already pulled mom over to the couch, having her lay down on it as she settled in between mom's legs.
"Oh fuck, I love seeing this."
I looked at dad. Another surprising "F" bomb. But as he stood there looking on, all the while stroking his prick, I couldn't help myself, not even realizing it for a moment, that I was pretty much doing the same thing myself. Even Jack walked over, the three of us almost standing in a line now looking on. Somehow, Cathy slid in between Shelly's legs laying on her back sort of, as Shelly more or less sat on my wife's face. Cathy now eating her.
"That really is fucking hot isn't it?" Jack stated. To which I could only agree in abject silence, though still casually stroking my own hard throbbing cock looking on.
By this time, most... (Though not all perhaps) of my own inhibitions and concerns were evaporating with each passing minute. Seeing mom laying there with an expression of pure pleasure on her face, while Shelly continued to tease and pleasure her pussy, simultaneously reaching up to fondle and caress mom's magnificent breasts was honestly arousing. Added to that of course, seeing Shelly likewise grinding away on my wife's face. The actual sound of her wet cunt, and Cathy slurping away at it, sending me all to close to the edge already.
"Ok, my turn!" Cathy announced suddenly. Shelly standing as Cathy slid from beneath, mom starting to rise as well until Cathy shook her head "no", letting her know in an instant what her intent here was. I think...mom looked briefly in my direction. But if I had intent of saying, let alone doing anything, that decision or response was quickly taken from me. In a flash, Cathy had switched places with Shelly, now down on her knees as she began licking mom's cunt. And just as she had done to Shelly, Shelly now sliding beneath my wife so that she could lick my wife's pussy.
"You need to go fuck that," dad half spat, urging Jack on. "That is one wet looking pussy. So if you don't...I sure as hell will!"
Jack didn't need any further coaxing however, and was soon positioning himself on the floor between his wife's legs. In moments he had slipped inside, and began slow, steady fucking with her as this now very erotic train of people came together. It was only a moment or so when dad waddled over towards the head of the couch, taking up position on the end. Mom easily grasped his thick tool, and began licking and sucking it. Once again I found myself all alone, looking on...though enjoying what I was seeing like it or not.
"Get over here baby. I still have a free hand," Cathy grinned, going back to work on mom's cunt, though I managed to climb over the back side of the couch, sitting on it, now looking down with a direct view of everything as Cathy's hand indeed came up to surround, and now begin fondling me.
It wasn't long after that, when things started to happen. The intensity of the moment perhaps, or the spur of, if you want to call it that, became the catalyst for several sudden unexpected orgasms perhaps. With mom being the trigger for that as all things went. Whatever, and however Cathy was licking, and sucking on mom's clit, it soon took her over the edge. I heard mom cry out, literally lifting her ass off the couch as Cathy held on, momentarily releasing my prick in order to support mom's ass with her hands as Cathy steered her through her dramatic climax. Crying out as she did, even with her mouth still surrounding dad's cock, and then hearing dad's sudden deep throated grunt, his face bright red now. I knew then, by his expression and movement, he was currently pumping a load into mom's mouth. By now mom had finally forced Cathy away from her, too sensitive perhaps, though Cathy merely switched from mom now, to me. In an instant, she had my cock in her mouth, even as she likewise began to climax, still humping away on Shelly's face. I watched then as Jack suddenly pulled out of his wife, fisting his prick. Streamers of white hot semen suddenly exploding from his prick-tip to begin splashing and landing almost everywhere. Much of it on Shelly's tits, but several spurts actually finding a place along my wife's back. And though he had removed his prick, Jack had quickly replaced it with his fingers, almost digging inside his wife's cunt as though looking for something. Which in a way, I guess he was. Shelly's trigger! Whatever he did, or however he did it, the next thing I saw was this liquid gush of clear liquid, almost like water, suddenly spurting up and out of Shelly's pussy. To my amazement, she seemed to just hold it that way. This continued spray, this fountain of female nectar, which by now was literally saturating the floor in front of her. It slowed briefly, almost stopping, only to spurt again for a brief moment, one or two additional little parting shots as Shelly finally came down from her climax.
I only then realized, I too had somehow managed to fill my own wife's waiting mouth as she looked up towards me, licking her lips...faint traces of my spending still clinging to her lips.
"Fucking A!" I exclaimed, and then heard everyone laugh, a tension breaker perhaps, though it was well needed at the moment.
Gathering ourselves, though not our clothing, we all headed back outside once again for refreshments, as well as a chance to personally collect ourselves. Something I at least, really needed. I still wasn't sure what to make of all this. Or how I would necessarily feel about it later.
But I knew as I sat there sipping my drink as we all seemed to settle into a friendly, now comfortable dialogue with one another, even while still nude, that things would no doubt, never be the same again.
To be continued?
Author's note: I have decided to let you...the reader decide where this story goes next, if that. I will decide based on reader comments/remarks as to what you think. What should happen, or what shouldn't occur next in this story. So let me know, what do you think should or shouldn't happen. What would be ok or acceptable, and what wouldn't?
I'll wait to hear...
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Although I was still attending University, I remained living at home with my mother and younger sister. Stacy was attending the same school now as well, though a freshman, whereas I would be a Senior the following term. Some perhaps might think it odd that I had remained living at home as opposed to finding my own place. But I had done so with good reason. For starters, the University was less than a mile away from where we lived. Hence, I didn't need to drive there, very often walking, or occasionally riding a bike. Needless to say, Stacy did as well, much for the same reasons, though in her case, she hadn't been able to afford to buy a car just yet. Sure, she could have gotten a reasonably good car, like mine...but she was a bit more stubborn in her mind-set. She wanted new. Then again, that was Stacy. She had always been strong willed and once deciding on something it was rare that she ever changed her mind.
The other reason I remained living at home was to help out. Dad had passed away several years ago due to illness. Mom had had a rough go of it ever since, working hard herself, and very often traveling out of town for two or three days at a time. It was for that reason more than me saving money by living at home that I did so. I was in a sense you might say, the man of the house. As such, I took care of the yard and whatever household repairs might be needed. Stacy did her part as well, very often doing most of the laundry and cleaning, though helping out taking turns with dinner, most usually whenever mom was away. It was usually fast food or pizza night whenever it was Stacy's turn to do dinner. But that was fine too. Another rule was, if you cooked, the other one did the dishes.
Living at home had another advantage for me as well. I had literally over time, turned the basement into more of an apartment than a bedroom. I had a large bedroom that I had actually framed in myself, though it wasn't, as yet quite finished. I still had some dry walling to do, but until I could afford to finish it, partially completed would have to be good enough for now. I had finished an adjacent bathroom, and even a small sitting room (which used to be a makeshift game room of sorts) complete with a small refrigerator where I kept my own well-stocked supply of beverages and snacks. For the most part, I had complete and total privacy, save for the one room we all shared. Which of course was, the laundry room.
Stacy and mom had their rooms upstairs adjacent to one another, with a shared bathroom that could be entered from either room. As such, that became known as the "Girls" room only, and mine of course being downstairs. Which once again was fine with me. I didn't have to deal with a bunch of bras and panties hanging around as I occasionally saw whenever walking by with some reason to speak to either mom or my sister. Which thankfully wasn't very often.
Now don't get me wrong either. I truly did love my sister. However, it had been one of those "I'm gonna get you back," kind of relationships we'd had growing up together. I lost track of the number of times that mom and dad, had had to intervene before things truly got out of hand between us. And there was one another thing as well. Stacy's best friend Angela, sort of had a thing for me. Whenever Stacy had her friends over, and if Angela was there, she always found some reason to engage me in conversation, or attempt flirtation with me until Stacy could finally manage to drag her away. Not that I minded so much, Angela was cute, really cute. But I already had a somewhat steady girlfriend I'd been seeing, though as I had also learned, that was apt to be changing soon either way. Debra, my girlfriend had informed me of her intent to finish out her senior courses at an entirely different University, half way across the country. I knew that the likelihood of maintaining a long distance relationship wasn't good...but at the moment anyway, we were still having a good time with one another.
As I mentioned before. Stacy and I had one of those A-typical brother/sister relationships where we were always getting in one another's hair...usually on purpose. We'd often tried to embarrass one another whenever we could, though I daresay I was behind on points on that one. Stacy had actually once walked in on me (in the bathroom we no longer shared) as I'd stupidly forgotten to lock the door on mom's side. Unbeknownst to me, Stacy had gone into mom's room for one thing or another, and had then entered the bathroom without realizing I was in there. There I was, cock in hand, a pornographic magazine in the other when the door suddenly flew open. Rather than being shocked at seeing me, or me her for that matter, she actually just stood there in the doorway, even leaning against it.
"You gonna be at it much longer? I need to pee."
I used the book to partially cover myself with, though she'd already seen enough long before I had done that.
"Pee in the shower," I responded back glibly, hoping she'd just give up and go away. She actually looked over at the tub/shower as though considering it.
"No...I'll wait," she grinned back, continuing to stand there as though expecting me to continue jerking off with her watching.
"Then wait in your own room," I said somewhat sternly. Obviously, she had me at a disadvantage here, as I tried to reassert some measure of control.
"Why? Looked to me like you were almost there. Will it really take that long?"
"It will as long as you're standing there," I responded back now placing the magazine over my still hard prick, letting it form a make-shift tent of sorts, all the while taking my hands away. The one thing I had learned about Stacy long ago, the only way to win with her, or best her...was to wait her out. Seeing that I wasn't about to do anything but sit there with a porn magazine resting on my cock, she finally turned, pulling the door behind her, though speaking to me even as she did.
"Make sure you double flush," she half spat. "I don't want to see any of your cum curdles floating around in the toilet!"
Needless to say, she wouldn't have to worry about that. I soon after slipped back into my shorts and headed downstairs, passing her bedroom along the way. She was sitting on the edge of her bed waiting for me. And damn her...she was sitting there wearing only her panties when I did. She did have her arms crossing her bare breasts however, so it wasn't like I could really see anything. But...she was making a point when doing that. Once again, one of her sisterly little teases, though nothing ever had, or ever would come from that.
I guess I really should describe my own sister for you, so that you can understand why being around her was very often so tough. Sister or not, she truly was a knockout, and she knew it. I think her only real drawback was her height. She was truly short. But as such, in High School, it had worked to her advantage as a cheerleader. She was only five foot two or three, if that. Stacy had long blonde hair that fell well past her ass. And though she wasn't blue-eyed (more hazel) she still had striking eyes anyway. Proportionally well built, she didn't have what one might consider enormous boobs, though for her frame, they certainly looked like it. A tight little cheerleaders ass, shapely legs...and well, you get the picture. I think she had gone through more boyfriends than I could count on both hands ever since she'd been allowed to start dating in High School, which very often made me wonder..."when had sis lost her virginity anyway?"
Obviously by now I knew that she had, just not with whom, or when. I'd overheard more than one conversation she'd had with her friends. One other advantage I'd never told anyone about. The heating vent in my bedroom ceiling, had a direct link to the one in Stacy's room. If things were just right, and quiet enough...and if I was feeling in a bit of a pervert kind of spying mood, I could stand on a small stepstool and listen in on them.
I had tried not to do it too often. But whenever she had her friends over, especially Angela...I very often couldn't help myself. I might not be willing to admit it, having a girlfriend and all, but had it not been for that...I might have been tempted to actually try and date her. Though I also knew in doing so, I'd somehow, in some way, come to regret it.
Things really came to a head one day when mom was scheduled to be out of town over a long three-day weekend. Stacy had already been given permission to have her friends over for a so-called "pajama party", much to my chagrin. Not that I wouldn't mind seeing a bunch of hot-body girls running around in skimpy pajamas (if that), but I'd already been warned, told...to stay out of the way and not bug them. Once by Stacy, and twice by mom.
Having my own entrance, and exit into the downstairs area I now called "My apartment", I really had no reason to disturb, or bother them either. As such, I had made plans to spend the evening with Debra anyway, and thus not only stay out of the way, but likewise, stay away from any temptations either.
Debra lived about thirty minutes away, and I was half way there when the phone rang. I quickly pulled over in order to answer her call seeing by the ID who it was.
"Oh Steven! I'm so sorry baby, but they've called me into work to cover a shift tonight. One of the girls called in sick, and Stan can't find anyone else to replace her on such short notice. He's even offered to pay me double, if I'm willing to come in tonight."
I knew there was no point in trying to change her mind, or even in showing my obvious disappointment. Debra, like everyone else, had to scrape together whatever money she could to supplement the partial scholarship she was on. Double pay was just way too much money to turn down.
"I understand," I said trying to sound just that. "Maybe tomorrow?"
"Sorry honey...I work tomorrow too. Maybe sometime next week?" And with that, we said our good-byes as I turned the car around, heading for home.
Little did I know what awaited me when I did.
**
One more annoyance. There were two cars parked in the driveway, and another out front. Meaning that I had to park almost two houses away myself. I walked up the drive and then down the short flight of steps into my room entering through the old basement doorway, which only I now had a key to. Already I could hear the sound of music, and laughter coming from upstairs in the front-room kitchen area. It was going to be a long, long night ahead. I was already feeling a little pissy as it was with my own plans for the evening being cancelled and all. Giving thought perhaps to turning on my own music, just loud enough to be in competition with Stacy's until realizing that, that was apt to have the neighbor's calling to complain. Something that mom wouldn't have been too happy in hearing about...so I tossed that idea. The next one seemed more appealing however, especially as I said...I was feeling a bit put out, and needed something to compensate for it. I figured perhaps catching a glimpse of my sister's friends wearing "whatever" might save the evening for me after all.
Turning out all the lights downstairs, I stealthily made my way upstairs towards the kitchen area. Mom had taught Stacy and I both long ago, to turn out the lights in whatever room we'd been in, once leaving it. It had been a rule we'd simply adhered to ever since. And as such, I could see through the opening in the door leading up from downstairs into the kitchen area that the lights there were off. Though a faint light did show from beyond there. I knew then that the girls most likely where in the main living or family room, which was large enough to accommodate all of them, especially if they were indeed, "having a party". Once again, the sound of music, laughter and conversation told me that it was highly doubtful anyone would hear me entering in from the basement area. And I had one other advantage as well. There was a short hallway that led from the kitchen living room area, next to the stairs leading upstairs towards the bedroom areas. Long ago, this hall led to dad's private office, now moms. So no one except for her, had any reason whatsoever for being there. If I could make it into the hallway, behind the alcove and the stairs, I'd be home free basically. Once into mom's office, I could easily crack open the other door, which led into the front room area where Stacy and her friends were. With luck, no one would notice, and even if they did...I had a back way of escape...(hopefully) though the odds were with me, especially sitting there in the dark. Which I soon was.
I had a clear and totally unobstructed view into the room. Oh boy did I. Even better than I could have hoped for, or even imagined. As expected Stacy, along with her friends, (four of them) were dressed rather skimpily I might add. Only one of which was actually wearing pajama's though it was evident even then, that Amber wasn't wearing a bra, and that she had perhaps the largest set of tits amongst all the girls, with Angela a close second. Angela in fact wearing a somewhat sheer (more of a hint at what lay beneath) than actually seeing...but enough to certainly make things interesting kind of a nightgown on. Then there was my own sister of course, wearing what she usually did, nothing more than a pair of panties and one of my old "wife-beater" tee-shirts, though why she did...never ceased to amaze me for some odd reason.
I recognized one of the other girls, Barbra, though everyone called her "Babs" for some reason. She too was pretty, and tall...and she was also nearly flat chested. I think I actually had more "man-boob" than she had "women boob", though by the looks of things, she had really large nipples, which I could easily see pressed against the tight fitting tee shirt she was wearing. The last girl I had only seen and met once. And to be honest, I didn't really know what to think or make of her. Though obviously athletic, she was more of a plain-Jane. I might have called her attractive even, though she wore little or no makeup at all. She also wore her hair really, really short. Which hinted to me at least of something else. But...she was obviously friends with all the other girls either way, so I didn't really think too much more about it. As I recalled, though even then not too sure...I think Stacy had introduced her to me a while back as "Bobby."
The girls were just then forming a circle there on the floor. Off to one side there was a gallon bottle of tequila, a bowl filled with fresh limes cut in slices, along with a saltshaker and several shot glasses, one of which sat in front of each girl, and was currently filled.
"Ok, so what's this again we're doing?" Bab's asked my sister.
"We're playing a game called, naughty, nasty, naked," she giggled. I noticed then that Stacy had one of those big fuzzy, furry dice. The kind I used to see hanging from the mirrors in people's cars maybe. Though only one. Black with white spots on it. "Here's the rules," she stated. "Everyone has a number, and we all take turns rolling the dice. Whosever number comes up on the dice, then they have to first tell a naughty story. If their number comes up again, then they have to tell a really nasty story, or shared experience. The third time...they have to get naked!"
And though there was some nervous laughter initially, it seemed as though everyone was up for playing the game.
"Hey...what happen's if we roll a six?" Amber asked. Obviously there were only five of them.
Stacy held up her shot glass. "Roll a six, everyone takes a drink!"
"Well, this could get interesting in a hurry," I thought, repositioning myself slightly so as to settle in for a bit. This was apt to turn out even better than I'd thought.
Stacy rolled first. Sure enough, a six. Great way to start. Everyone taking a drink, passing the limes and salt in turn. I knew my own sister. If they kept this up all night, she'd be blotto in no time.
Amber rolled next, getting a two, which meant that Angela had to tell a naughty story or so it seemed.
"And it has to be a real one, a real story...not just something made up," Stacy admonished her. She sat thinking for a moment, until Amber prodded her along.
"Tell em about what you told me," she teased wickedly. Even from here I could see color come into Angela's cheeks. She even glanced over towards my sister.
"Spill it," Stacy challenged. "No way you're getting out of it now!" She demanded.
"Ok, ok." Angela began, still blushing, but willing to go along. "There's no use denying that I've sort of had the hot's for Steven."
"Oh really? What a surprise," my sister deadpanned. "Do tell."
"I'm trying to. Now shut up and let me tell it, unless of course you'd like to go first." To my surprise, that actually seemed to shut my sister up, though I was now more than just curious to hear what it was that she had to say.
"About a month ago I was helping Stacy with the laundry," she began. "Stacy had just taken one load up out of the drier to fold, and I was sorting through another one to put into the wash. I noticed as I was doing that, that Steven's underwear was in the pile I was sorting through too."
"Eeew!" Bobby said, though Angela continued, waving her off. "It's not what you're thinking...though close," she grinned mischievously. "Obviously your brother wears colored bikini briefs, not tighty-whities like most guys do. Anyway...I was in a bit of a horny mood as it was. Stacy had already told me she was going to show me her new vibrator after we finished up with the laundry."
"New vibrator?" I asked myself.
"I figured that Stacy would be busy for a bit, and wouldn't miss me for too long." Angela turned looking towards my sister, but by the look on my sister's face, she was anxious now more than ever to hear the rest of the story. "I knew Steven wasn't home, so I snuck into his room."
"You did?" I thought. "Why?"
"I quickly found his underwear drawer."
"Eeew!" Bobby said again, though everyone ignored her, waiting for Angela to continue.
"I found a pair of bright red ones," she giggled. "And then I took them...and shoved them up my cunt."
"Oh my god!" Almost every girl there stated, including Stacy, though she was also laughing hysterically at this point.
"And then I put them back, as neatly as I had found them."
I just sat there dumbfounded having just heard this. And ironically enough...it just so happened I was wearing the only pair of red briefs that I had. Sure...they'd been washed by now. But still.
"That really was naughty!" Stacy quipped. "Though I'm not at all surprised. I'm almost half tempted to tell Steven what you did!"
"You do...and I'll tell him one of your secrets!" Angela warned.
"Touché!" Stacy said nodding her head. "Ok, Bab's? Your turn to roll."
I sat listening intensively as the girls took turns telling their own amusing, naughty stories, along with several shots of tequila being consumed. When it finally came to be my sister's turn, I was all ears. Not too surprisingly, she told the story of how she'd walked in and caught me masturbating.
"Eeew!"
"So, did you actually see it?" Angela asked.
"Briefly, yes." Stacy giggled. "But then he tried to hide it behind the porn mag he'd been jerking off to. He even made a tent out of it," she went on to explain in detail. Even going so far as to tell the rest of the story how she'd been laying on her bed, actually playing with herself, intending to let me see her doing that as I passed by her room in the hallway. "But then I chickened out, and sat up instead," she laughed. "Can only imagine what he would have thought had he actually seen me doing that," she finished.
"Eeew," came the response.
"Listen, Bobby. If you're gonna keep doing that, we're gonna gag you and strip you."



"Promise?" She answered back to which everyone laughed. At least my own suspicions were confirmed now anyway. But I was also starting to get really horny. My cock long ago having gotten all nice and hard.
**
With each passing moment the stories got raunchier and dirtier, though I am sure it was with the help of all the tequila being consumed that they were. I wished now that I had thought ahead to grab my digital recorder, half tempted to go back for it, but not wishing to miss anything else, or worse, run the risk of getting caught. Both Bab's as well as Amber were naked now, having already reached their three turn limit. Stacy had no doubt "improvised the rules," saying that once you were naked...that after that, if your number came up...then that person had to have another drink. I could tell by the slur in her words she was close to reaching her limit as it was.
When "Bobby", had finally reached the get naked part for her, I was a little surprised at just how seductive she was when removing her clothes. And even after that, as she now sat naked more or less looking on, she seemed to constantly be touching herself in one way or the other. Though her breasts were small, they were by no means insignificant, and it was damn fucking hot, seeing her as she actually reached up to tweak her nipples from time to time. Not too surprisingly either, both her stories had included only women in them, though one I found especially hot when she spoke about fingering one of the nurses at the hospital when she'd been there to see her mother. It was an interesting story, and once again had me sitting there with a hot-throbbing cock.
I'll be the first one to admit. I was horny as hell at this point. I had long ago in fact taken my cock out, and had been teasingly playing with it. Especially now, with three of the girls naked. And hopefully...the rest of them soon would be. Oddly, I even found myself looking forward to seeing my sister naked. After all, I never really had yet...and she had seen me. So all was fair as far as I was concerned.
And then Stacy's number came up.
"And now...a NASTY story!" Someone said.
"Yeah, but it has to be a really nasty story," Bab's challenged. "And like you said, it has to be for real too!"
"You want nasty? I got nasty," Stacy said, continuing to slur her words a little. "I got off, watching mom get off once," she began.
"No way! Really?" Amber asked actually excited to be hearing this.
"Yeah...do tell!" Bobby said joining in for a change.
"How the hell did you do that?" Angela pressed.
"Shut up and I'll tell you," she giggled.
My hand flying up and down my cock at the moment. I was all ears.
"It was late, and I had to pee. So I got up out of bed and headed into the bathroom. Usually, I turn on the light, but since I was still half-asleep, I didn't want the bright light blinding me. Anyway, as I entered the room, I noticed that the door leading into mom's bedroom was open. I walked over to close it, not wanting to wake her, or have her laying there listening to me pee," Stacy looked over towards Bobby, but she didn't say anything.
If anything, she looked like she was ready to start masturbating herself any moment now. Her nipples were rock hard little points as she reached up and began caressing one. Can't say as I blamed her.
"I was just about to do that when I realized I could see fairly easily into the room. There just so happened to be a full moon that night, so I could clearly see mom laying there on the bed. And she sure as hell wasn't sleeping either! That's when I heard it, a faint buzzing sound, and then realized she was using a vibrator on herself. She was so into it, I could hear her moaning and groaning like crazy, totally oblivious to anything else. Well hell, I'm not ashamed to admit it, it was pretty fucking hot seeing her doing that, so I stood there, and began playing with myself too."
"Oh fuck!" Bobby actually exclaimed, and though she was sitting sideways to me, the motion of her hand, down between her legs gave hint at to what she was actually doing to herself.
"Eeew!" Bab's said looking her way, though saying it sarcastically as she then smiled at her, nodding her head at her in agreement. "At least she's brave enough to be doing what we're all thinking," she added to that with a nervous laugh, though unfortunately, no one else made any motion to do anything like that. Though there did appear to be a lot more fidgeting going on. No one said anything about what Bobby was obviously doing either, nor seemed to mind as Stacy continued.
"I figured that even if she looked, she wouldn't see me. The bathroom was totally dark, pitch black, so I stood there, fingering myself, watching mom get off, and boy...did she ever! And then I did!" Stacy confessed. "So...how's that for naughty?"
Bobby's moan seemed to add an exclamation point to that.
"I don't think she has to tell any more naughty stories," Amber laughed. "She just did a naughty instead!"
"Here, here!" Everyone agreed, and then lifted their shot glasses in toast, without even rolling the dice.
Unfortunately, it had reached the point, even with the game being as exciting as it had been, that all the girls were either growing too tired to continue, or too drunk either way. Stacy was definitely one of those in that category, though I was honestly disappointed that she wouldn't be one of those getting naked there in front of me either.
"Come on girls, lets take this upstairs and let the party-poopers get some sleep. The rest of us can do...other things."
That sounded like Angela, though I couldn't tell for sure. But I was again sure as hell disappointed. There was no way I dared sneak up the stairs to listen in, but then I remembered...I had my own private little secret waiting for me downstairs. All I had to do now was be patient, sit and wait until all the girls had gone up, and then sneak back into my own little retreat.
When I was sure everyone was gone, I quickly and quietly slipped back down the hallway, around the alcove, and then a step, or two maybe into the kitchen where I would be home free. I don't know what it was, but something caught my eye as I sort of froze mid-step, and then a voice as Angela stood just above me on the stairs.
"We forgot the..."
"Fucking tequila," I thought spotting the half empty gallon sitting on the floor where they'd left it.
The surprise in her eyes was an understatement, and for just half a second, I was sure she was going to call out, or worse...run upstairs to my sister.
"Please..." I said mouthing the words up to her. There was no point in saying anything else. Angela took a step and then another towards me. Soon standing beside me there in the hallway.
"You owe me then," she said, and actually reached down grabbing my crotch. I was still hard, and it was still very noticeable. She then walked over picking up the tequila turning to me, and as she did, lifting her almost see-through garment up and over her breasts. "Kiss them, each one," she said simply. I did so, kissing, half sucking maybe...but still kissing each nipple.
"That make us even?" I asked. She just laughed at that.
"Hardly," she said. "That's just for beginners!"
**
Several days passed. I was just starting to think I had gotten away with something when I discovered otherwise. I had come home after class. Angela was there waiting for my sister...and me. It wasn't all that unusual to find her waiting there either, even when mom was away. Very often before she had let herself in (knew where the back door key was hidden) and would make herself home until Stacy got home from attending her classes.
"Hi," I said tentatively having come upstairs from the basement intending on fixing something to eat. Angela sitting at the kitchen table, as though expecting me. Which I now knew, she had been.
"Time to pay up," she answered in response, telling me in a heartbeat that I hadn't gotten away with a damn thing.
"Listen...Angela, about the other night..."
"No Steven, I think you need to listen, unless of course you'd prefer it if I told Stacy about what I saw that night."
I knew Stacy would have my hide. And worse, if she told mom what I'd been doing, she'd have the rest of me.
"OK, fine. What's it going to cost me?" I asked.
"Nothing really bad...not really," Angela grinned wickedly. "At least not in that kind of a bad way, maybe in another bad...naughty, nasty way."
I almost said "naked", but then figured that would just further give proof to just how long I had been sitting there.
"Ok, so what do you want?"
"Why don't we...go back downstairs to your room," she suggested. And then without waiting for a response, brushed past me and headed on down the stairs. All I could do...was follow.
She was already sitting on the edge of my bed when I came in behind her. Though I stood there instead of coming the rest of the way in. She patted the bed, indicating where she wanted me. I was fucked. And I knew it.
"Hey? Am I really all that bad?" She asked.
"Well no. It's not that Angela. It's not that at all. It's just that...well you know, Debra and I."
"You mean the Debra that will be heading off to an entirely different school a month from now?" She asked. "That Debra?"
"Yeah, that one," I responded, though even I didn't see a whole lot of logic in that. In all seriousness, I didn't want to do anything that would cause friction between us in parting. After all, maybe things wouldn't work, I really had no delusions of that. But if it did come time for us to part, I'd rather we do so as friends.
She patted the bed a little more insistently this time. "Don't worry Steven, I would never make you do anything with...or to me, that you wouldn't want to do. That any better?"
It kind of was, but I was still confused to as to what she had on her mind then. "So what do you want?" I asked. To which she smiled that damn smile of hers again.
"Easy really. What I want you to do...is lay here on your bed, and jack off for me."
I looked at her incredulously. "You can't be serious."
"Oh but I am serious Steven. Ever since Stacy told me the story about walking in and catching you, I've masturbated while fantasizing and thinking about it. So I decided...why not have you do it for me?"
"That's it?" Nothing else? We're even then?"
"Well let's say....half even. But I won't ask for the other half until after Debra's gone and moved away, and I'll even make it easy on you then too. Deal?"
I thought about it. And then I thought about what Stacy might say or do...or mom.
"Ok, deal," I said actually starting to remove my clothing. "But no funny business either. And you can't be on the bed with me while I do this."
"Fair enough," Angela said. "But...no reason why I can't stand here naked playing with myself while watching you either, is there?"
"Fair enough," I responded back. Hell...I'd have jacked off for her with her fully clothed, but I wasn't about to tell her that.
Like I said. Had it been under any other circumstances, I might have suggested a few things myself. But I really didn't want there to be any complications. This...was perhaps complicated enough. I lay back however, watching her as she finished undressing. Now standing almost in the doorway, watching me as I began stroking myself. Now watching her. It was damn fucking hot.
I think her orgasm triggered mine. Seeing her as she stood there, fondling her sweet firm breasts, toying with her nipples with one hand, the other strumming her pussy like a violin. She began to shake, quiver, and then gutturally moan in ecstasy. As she did, I felt the first hard felt spurts of my prick as I began to ejaculate. Streamer after streamer of spunk skyrocketing from my prick tip to splash almost everywhere. I could have cared less. It was honestly exciting, watching her, with her watching me. And even after she had left. I lay there asking myself. "Why not fuck her?"
**
"So...did you get it?"
"In spades!" Stacy grinned holding up her digital camera. I'd not seen it resting on part of the unfinished wall near the laundry room. Stacy had managed to well conceal it, even if I'd suspected such a thing, which I hadn't. When I went out to mow the lawn, Stacy had snuck back downstairs, grabbed her camera, and now sat watching it all over again with Angela sitting by her side.
"Damn!"
"What?" Angela asked. "I think it turned out perfect. You can see everything!"
"Well, not everything. Maybe we should have had two camera's going. Then I could have watched and seen you too!"
Angela laughed. "You still can. Wanna?"
"Do I ever!" Stacy almost screamed already beginning to remove her clothing and then setting up the camera again.
And as I headed into the back yard to finish mowing there, I had no idea that Stacy and Angela stood there in the window looking down on me...fingering one another as they did.
**
Two days passed and nothing more had been said, or had happened. Once again I was thinking that perhaps life was getting back to (semi) normal again. Little did I know.
I had come home from class, entered in through my own private little entry, and found Stacy sitting in the middle of my bed. Now the thing was, we sort of had an unwritten agreement, and respect for one another's privacy. I didn't go into her room without being invited, and she wasn't...supposed...to go into mine.
"What the hell?" I said upon seeing her.
"Relax Steven, I know. And I'm sorry. Maybe I should have waited for you to come upstairs, but I couldn't. We need to talk."
"Ah oh," I said to myself. And then to her. "About...what?"
"I think you already know."
"Shit!" I said to myself once again. "Damn Angela, I knew I shouldn't have trusted her!"
"Hey come on, she's my best friend. You don't think she'd have told me? We don't keep secrets from one another Steven. You of all people, should know that."
I shook my head in agreement with her. I should have realized that, but now I was a little upset with Angela for other reasons.
"What else did she tell you?" I asked.
Stacy grinned. It was that patented, "I gotcha now," grin too.
I knew I hadn't gotten out of this yet. Like I said, I knew my sister, and I knew there was still hell to pay here. Especially when she was playing the roll of the Devil.
"All of it," she smiled looking at me, and then almost pouting.
"So what is it you want?"
"Same thing."
"What?"
"You heard me."
"You. My own sister, wants to watch her brother masturbate?"
"Yep!"
"Stacy, you can't be serious. Why?"
"Because Angela got to. And because, I've always wanted to as well, ever since that day."
"You mean...that day..."
"Yep, that one. The one I told the story about with you sitting there listening."
She had me there.
"And if I don't?"
"If you don't. I have a little girl-to-girl chat with Debra."
"You do know what they call that don't you?"
"Uh...blackmail?" She asked.
"Very funny. Seriously sis. You'd tell Debra about this?"
"Oh yeah, especially the jacking off while Angela watched part. You bet your ass I would. So...which is it Steven? A little show for me? Or a little story for her?"
"You're a real bitch you know that?"
"Ah...but I'm your real little sister bitch, and I know that you love me anyway."
"I'm not so sure about that at the moment," I told her half seriously. But the other side of serious, much to my moralistic train of thought was oddly aroused. The thought that my very own sister, actually did want to watch me jack off, was a bit of a turn on. And then as I sat there thinking about it, I decided. "What the hell? Let's see what I can get out of all this." "OK...but under one condition," I challenged.
"Oh? And what's that?"
"You have to do what Angela did when she watched me." I figured two things at this point, either she would. Or she wouldn't. And maybe that would let me off the hook. To my surprise, she shocked me once again as she laughed.
"No problem. I was planning on doing that anyway."
**
Angela had to admonish herself to remain quiet as she crunched down beside the wall in the laundry room. One camera well hidden, pointed towards the bed. The other, as they had now learned, pointed at the door where Stacy would be standing.
The other girls were gonna love this!
**
It really was the first time I had actually seen my sister naked. Sure, I'd caught glimpses here and there a time or two, most of which had been when we were way too young to even be thinking along those lines. And then later, when maybe we were, she was a lot more careful because of it. As had I been, save for the bathroom incident. Now, here she was, standing right there in front of me without a single thing on. I could only shake my head in wonder. She might have been a royal pain in the ass from time to time, actually...most of the time. But there was no denying the fact, she had one hell of a gorgeous body! She even reminded me of that story, the one with Lady Godiva riding the horse naked. That long blonde hair of hers, part of which was draped over one of her breasts, somehow making her...and it, look even more sensual and erotic.
"Nice big cock...big brother," she teased looking at me as I actually began stroking it. How could I not? Never in a million years could I have imagined this happening, nor ever seeing her naked like this, right here in front of me. But she was. I noticed she wasn't completely devoid of hair like many girls were these days. True, it was hardly anything at all even then, just this little pussy-stash if you want to call it that I guess. And almost hard to see too. Stacy was after all, a true blonde. But somehow, for some reason, it made the rest of her beautiful bare pussy all the more inviting and alluring to me.
I almost lost it however when she bent at the knee slightly, reaching down, spreading herself. I could see the much darker colored pink flesh winking at me as she did that. And even better, this little pearly nubbin of inflamed desire as she now ran the tip of one finger over it's moist little head.
"Oh fuck Stace..." I said, shortening her name, now calling her the more affectionate nick-name I had used to call her.
"I've missed that," She told me, still rubbing her clit, though likewise cupping and massaging one of her breasts as well, "Stevie..." she answered back, in a nick-name from her that I still wasn't too comfortable with. "Hey...if you can call me by my name, then I can call you by your name," she smiled. Another thing I had missed. A genuine smile from her had been a while too.
"Ok, but "I'd better not hear anyone else calling me Stevie," I told her.
"Too late," Angela thought to herself, wondering if and when the right time might come along when she would.
"Like what you see? I sure do."
"Oh yes. Fuck yes Stacy," I moaned openly, slow stroking my prick, feeling a nice fat bubble of clear liquid lubrication slide from the slit of my cock.
"Ohh...that's nice," she said actually taking a step, her hand, and finger pointing towards my cock. I almost wished it.
"Now Stace..." I said freezing her in place. "This is bad enough. Don't make it worse, or I'll stop," I warned her. Though had she continued, I'm not sure I would have been able to do that thinking back.
Thankfully, she did though. "Don't stop," she near pleaded, her fingers quite busy now between her legs. I could honestly hear the wet, slippery sounds she was making. The sucking sounds of her pussy as it wrapped itself around her fingers, as she stood there, pounding them now in and out of herself. "Please don't stop," she said again. "I want to watch you cum. Cum for me Steven. Cum for me. I want to see that gorgeous big fucking cock of yours spurting a gallon of cream for me."
"Oh fuck!" I called out. Hearing her say that, seeing her, hearing the sounds her fingers were making, the look in her eyes, that inward, soulful moment of intimacy, vulnerability when the spasmodic joy, release and rapture takes over.



"Yes! Yes!" She screamed, just as I did. Laying there watching geyser after geyser of white hot spunk leaping from my cock. And funny too. I could have sworn I'd heard a third "Yes" in there somewhere, though it certainly didn't sound like her. But then again...maybe not. I was still too far out of it to really care at the moment.
**
Stacy was running late so she had called ahead to let Angela know she would be. I knew because I'd been sitting there at the kitchen table talking to her when my sister called. She looked at me and smiled, and then stood up walking out of the room.
"Ah...private stuff," I mused.
Mom was home too. Obviously upstairs changing though I had just come in myself a few minutes ago, so she hadn't come down yet. Her laptop was still on the table, and it was open. I knew she had a lot of confidential files on there, and not that I didn't trust Angela...but she was after all, a snoop. I also saw she still had a memory stick attached, so I shut that down and removed it as well, placing it on top of mom's laptop. I had warned her about leaving it like that before, even when she didn't think anyone was around. It was too easy to lose all that information, which she had already done a while back. Thank god for backups.
Having done that, I headed back downstairs to my room to change. It was my turn to fix dinner tonight, though as tired as I was, sounded like another one of those Pizza nights again. Stacy wouldn't mind.
I heard Angela come back into the room just as I headed down towards mine, still talking on the phone to Stacy actually. Last thing I heard her say as I entered, "Oh yeah...I see it."
After I had changed, I came back upstairs again. Mom was relaxing, drink in hand. "So what's for dinner tonight?" She asked.
"Pizza?" I sort of offered. She laughed though.
"Pizza sounds fine. I'm tired tonight anyway, probably even turn in early. Oh, and by the way, your sister's home. Tell her she's not getting out of chores tonight just because we're having pizza. She needs to change the sheets on her bed at the very least."
Just then Stacy came bounding down the stairs. "There...you can tell her yourself," I suggested. But Stacy called out to us on her way out the front door.
"Don't hold dinner! I'm eating over at Angela's tonight. We have study work to do together!" And with that, she was gone.
I got on the phone to order Pizza. Mom now looking around like she was missing something.
"Damn girl, always borrowing my stuff," she stated. "Oh, never mind, there it is," she amended. I looked over, nodding at her as I finished ordering dinner.
Thirty minutes later the pizza arrived, and mom hadn't come back down the stairs yet. I went to the landing calling up to her, but there was no answer, so I climbed the stairs until reaching the bedroom hallway. Her bedroom door was shut. I walked over, knocking.
"Mom? Pizza's here!" I announced. It took a moment before she answered.
"I'll ah...be down in a few," she said. She had an odd tone of voice, figured maybe she was just tired, like she said.
"Ok, well...can always warm it up for you when you're ready too," I added.
"Yeah, thanks," she said. And all was silent again.
Oddly enough, she never did come out of her room, so I figured she had simply fallen asleep.
I was in the den watching TV when Stacy arrived home later on that evening. To my surprise, she had a kiss and a smile for me when she came in. "There's cold pizza if you want some," I told her.
"Nah thanks. I'm tired. Headed to bed. Long day tomorrow," she told me, and then headed upstairs. It wasn't long before I heard her suddenly racing downstairs again.
"Steven?" She asked worriedly.
"Yeah? What?"
"You didn't happen to take my memory stick for some reason did you?"
"No, why?" I followed Stacy into the kitchen however as she hadn't responded yet. She seemed to be looking for something.
"Lose something?" Now she looked panicked, still looking around.
"I called earlier. Told Angela I would leave a memory stick out for her on top of my laptop. She needed to download something for me," she said.
"Yeah, I vaguely remember her saying something about that," as I recalled.
"She told me she put it back, but I didn't see it when I went to check."
Just then I glanced down at the floor. There was a black memory stick that had obviously gotten knocked off the table somehow. I walked over picking it up.
"This it?"
"No, that's moms. Mine is silver," she explained. And then suddenly she looked up at me. "Oh my god!"
"What?"
"Was...was mom working on her laptop earlier?" She asked nervously.
"Matter of fact, she was. And matter of fact, come to think of it, mom thought that maybe you'd borrowed or taken something from her. Have anything to do with that?"
I thought for a moment that Stacy was going to sick up.
**
It was rare that mom ever called in sick. I couldn't even count the number of times on one hand that she had in the last two years.
"Hmm, maybe she was coming down with something last night," I mused. Maybe everybody was, the way that Stacy had looked shortly after that. Soon after heading upstairs to her room without a further word.
I had stopped by mom's room on the way to class, though I didn't dare knock, not hearing anything, and figuring she was still sleeping. So I left. Oddly enough, Stacy had left already as well. Usually she didn't leave until an hour after I had, having later classes. I figured simply she'd planned on some extra study time, with Angela no doubt. Off to an early start. And with that, I headed off to school.
Little did I know, it was going to turn out to be..."One of those days."
**
I got home later that afternoon, soon after heading upstairs to the kitchen to fix myself a late afternoon snack. There was a letter sitting on the table addressed to Stacy and I. It was in mom's hand, so I opened it. It read:
"Steven, I know you'll be home before your sister is. When she get's home, don't let her go anywhere. I need to talk to the two of you. So come upstairs to my room as soon as she gets here."
It was a very strange note to have gotten from my mother. And now it worried me. Was she indeed sick? Was there something she wasn't telling us? Some secret she'd been keeping from the two of us? I was almost beside myself when Stacy arrived home a short time later. She looked as bad as she had yesterday.
"Seen mom?"
"Funny you should ask," I said handing her the note. She read it, seemed to turn green as she looked at me. She swallowed.
"Oh fuck. Steven!"
"What?"
"I think mom saw the video."
"What video?"
And then she told me.
"Fuck Stacy! Fuck!" And then I was sick.
"So she's upstairs? Waiting?"
"Apparently...so. Thanks to you and your little friend there," I told her. "Good luck getting us out of this one," I added. "Don't be too damn surprised if mom kicks the two of us out after what she's seen and heard."
Together we slowly walked up the stairs heading to mom's room. I felt like a man on his way to the gallows. I knocked, heard nothing, and then knocked again. Finally.
"Come in," mom's voice. It didn't sound tired this time however. More like...resolved.
"Shit, we're really in for it," I told my sister, reaching for the doorknob as I did.
"I know. I'm so sorry Steven. I'm so...so, sorry."
The door opened. Mom sitting at the small little desk in her room. Her back currently towards us however. And worse...she'd just started up the video again. Unfortunately, Angela had done a really nice job of splicing the two videos in together. Actually...three. In moments, there was additional footage of Angela and Stacy on a bed together. Stacy's bed. And worse, the two of them talking about me, talking about threesomes, as they went down on one another, and then used toys on one another. One of which, just happened to be one of mom's toys as I later found out.
There I was, laying on the bed, cock in hand. Then a quick shot of Stacy, standing near the foot of my bed, naked...playing with herself, and then more footage of the two girls humping cunts. It was mind blowing, and might have even been arousing under different circumstances.
"So tell me. How long has this been going on anyway?" She asked, and then spoke again before either of us could. "NO! Don't tell me. I don't think I really want to know. It was eerie weird. The three of us there, no one talking, the video...on full screen playing. Seeing myself, seeing Stacy, the two of us climaxing together. I was mortified, and at a loss for words.
Mom finally turned around in her chair facing towards us. She still had her bathrobe on. That, and only that. It was open, and she was naked beneath it.
"Mom, I can explain," Stacy began. I don't even think she noticed that mom's robe was partially open, though I sure as hell did.
"No. Now it's my turn to talk," mom said effectively shutting her up. I knew, as Stacy now did. There was nothing either one of us could say to make this any better. "I've been sitting here all day, thinking about this. Watching this," she added to that. "You both know, that for years now, ever since your dad passed away, that I have never gone out, never dated, never done anything with anyone."
"I know mom...but."
"Shut up Steven. Like I said. Now it's my turn. Now the two of you are going to hear me out before I lose my nerve here."
I looked at Stacy, she looked at me. Mom continued.
"You know how hard it's been? For me? I'm not washed up here you know. I still have feelings, desires...wants...needs. I don't think I'm in bad shape for my age, giving birth to two kids, do you?" She opened her robe fully. Yeah, she had some tell-tale signs of ancient stretch-marks maybe. And maybe she even had a little pooch to her tummy, but it was hardly noticeable. What was noticeable, were mom's breasts. They had hardly any sag at all to them. They even looked to be as big as Stacy's were, and though maybe not quite as firm and full, they were every bit as much alluring and sensual. And to find myself standing there actually looking at them, had taken me by surprise. It had taken us both by surprise.
"No you're certainly not..."
"Shut up Steven," She said again. "Hear me out."
Once again I clamped up. But it was damn curious standing there, looking at mom with everything exposed the way she was.
"I can't blame you," she said. "I can't judge, or deny something I've been wanting to do and have been fantasizing about for years now. That's the reason I've never dated anyone, seen anyone. Everything I've thought about, especially masturbating, has either included one, or the both of you. I'm not ashamed to say it. And especially after seeing this, after watching it all day. So I finally came to a decision. Either you include me...or the two of you promise me to refrain from ever having sexual relations with one another ever again."
You could have knocked me over with a feather.
**
Once again I turned looking at my sister, who was likewise looking at me.
"Now...one more thing. I want the two of you to go downstairs and talk about this, now. I want you to make a decision, and then when you have, come up and tell me. Now go!"
I think Stacy and I both were still in a state of shock. We quickly headed downstairs, heading straight for the bar where I fixed the two of us a stiff drink.
"Can you believe what just happened?" Stacy asked incredulously, sitting down on the couch as I took the chair adjacent to her.
"No...not really. I mean, did you hear what she said?"
Obviously we had.
"Should we tell her? The truth?"
"I'm not sure she'd even believe it if we did. And not only that, even if she did...imagine how she'd feel now after what she told us."
"So now what?"
"I don't know. What do you think?"
"Would you want to?"
"Would you?"
"I asked you first," I said pulling the 'I asked you first card.' One of the rules she and I had lived by.
Stacy actually smiled. "I wouldn't mind really hooking up, if you didn't."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. And what about mom? How'd you feel about, well you know...fucking her?"
"Since we're discussing this, talking about it. I'll tell you this sis. I've thought about it, growing up sure. Especially after dad died. The old stepping in as the man of the house sort of thing. Never acted on it of course, but I have thought about it yes."
"So would you then? Be ok with that? Fucking mom, and me?"
"I think that's easier for me sis. I mean, think about it. It wasn't just me she was eluding too. It was both of us. Obviously after seeing the video of you and Angela going at it, she knows your not opposed to being with women. And when DID that start by the way?"
"Never mind that. I'll tell you later. Right now we need to come to a decision about this. About us, about mom."
"I already have," I told her. "I'm in. So as far as any of this goes...it's entirely up to you."
Stacy almost screamed in delight, actually jumping off of the floor into my arms. "I'm in too," she told me. "So now what?"
"Well, I think that's now up to mom. But we need to tell her about our decision."
"Tell her? Or show her?"
"Show her?"
"Yeah silly, what better way?" Stacy slid down out of my arms, and almost immediately began to get undressed. I laughed, and then followed suit. "Ah...you might want to get that thing a little harder than it is now," she said pointing at me. "Otherwise, mom might not believe you."
"Good point," I said reaching out, cupping my sister's breasts. "This'll only take a moment."
**
Together we walked hand in hand...or rather, hand on cock actually, upstairs to mom's room. We knocked, she invited us in...and so we went. She looked relieved, perhaps a little surprised as we entered.
"Wow! To be honest kids, I didn't think you two would actually want to include me."
"Don't be silly mother," Stacy said. "In fact, I have a few stories to tell you that might show and prove to you otherwise."
"Ah yeah, me too mom," I admitted. "Just one thing though...could you not call us kids?"
Mom laughed at that, heartily, which was good to hear.
"One more thing though," she indicated as she stood. And as she did, mom allowed the robe to fall away from her. "I don't care who you're seeing, dating...or fucking, and that includes Angela," she said looking directly at Stacy. "As well as Debra, or whoever else you're seeing. What we do...remains private between just the three of us, understood?"
"Not a problem for me," I answered turning towards my sister again.
"Nor me," Stacy responded back. "This is one secret I can guarantee I won't share with Angela."
"Well...at least for now," mom winked. "See how things go before we go off and include anyone else, agreed?"
"Agreed!" Stacy and I said together.
"So, now what?" I asked.
"That's easy," mom smiled pulling Stacy and I into her bed. "Come be naughty with your mother."
**
That first night together will forever remain as one of the most incredible experiences of my entire life. Maybe it was made even more so, because Stacy and I hadn't actually done anything aside from watching one another masturbate. A truth we never let on, or made any attempt to explain to mom. After all, what would be the point of it now? The idea, or assumption that we had been, had been enough to convince our mother to "come clean" as it were. To finally express the emotions, desires and feelings she had been harboring for years, and had never acted on allowed her to become something more. Something better. Mom's overall demeanor had changed, though so had mine as well as Stacy. Mom was far less stressed for one thing, far happier certainly. The mind games that Stacy and I had played with one another seemed stupid and pointless now too. The intimacy we had all shared now seemed to wash away the secret, unspoken of thoughts, actions and feelings we'd all struggled with over time. We thought the changes were subtle, maybe for us they had been. But others, like Angela saw the differences and had once even tried to coax out of Stacy what had happened. Only because she knew something had.
It had been several weeks now. Our life together settling into more of a normal routine. The initial excitement, wonder of doing things together we'd never dreamed of, not quite as overwhelming as they'd once been. It was a different kind of excitement now. Something that we still all looked forward to, and still took advantage of every chance that we could.
It was a typical Saturday morning. I'd gone for an early morning game of basketball with the guys, returning home well before noon. Funny...but it was a rare thing now that I came into the house through my own entry, usually coming in through the back door now instead. I could hear laughter coming from upstairs. Setting my gym bag down on the floor near the stairs, I took them two at a time, soon after headed down the hallway towards mom's room. Sure enough, just as I expected, mom and Stacy were curled up in bed together, laying side-by-side fingering one another playfully.
"About time, we were just about to start without you," mom said.
"Looks to me like, you did," I responded back, already feeling the swelling of my prick in arousal, standing there looking down at the two of them. I can't tell you the number of times I was perfectly content to either sit there on the bed, or in the chair, jacking myself off just watching the two of them together. And to be fair about it, there were also times when Stacy did so as well, or mom. It wasn't always all of us together. That's what made it so unique, so refreshing. There was never any jealousy, or feeling of being left out. No one did anything behind anyone else's back. You just enjoyed, whenever, and with whomever you wanted to, when the time was right.
Like it was now.
"Go shower!" Mom informed me, looking up with that wicked gleam in her eye. Stacy still making swirls with her finger over mom's enormous swollen clit. Something we had both learned and had come to be fascinated with. Just sucking it was like sucking on someone's pinky-finger. That' how bit it was. And then on top of that, finding out and discovering that mom was a "squirter" too.
"As much as I enjoy sucking your cock, I do prefer it when it's not all sweaty and stinky."
I laughed at that, shrugging out of my gym shorts and shirt, turning and then heading towards the now shared bathroom. After all, we'd now spent more time in mom's room than we did anywhere else. Having a King sized bed was ideal for sex-play anyway, and I had lost track of the number of times we'd fallen asleep together in it afterwards.
By the time I had finished with my shower and returned, mom and Stacy where in a side-by-side '69' with one another. As erotic as that looked, I might have been perfectly content to simply sit there and watch. But mom's words had stuck with me ever since she'd said them. Nobody, and I mean nobody, including Stacy, could suck cock the way that mom did.
"Ah...all clean and shiny I see," mom quipped finally forcing Stacy away from her. Once again, there was no jealousy in her having done that. The two of them no doubt, already at it for hours now before I came in. "Here, lay here," mom said patting the bed. I climbed up into it, excited as hell now for what was to come. As mom slithered down between my legs, and even before she began running that long delicate tongue of hers up and down my shaft, I motioned over towards my sister.
"Come here sis. Let me eat that sweet little pussy of yours while she's doing that."
You didn't have to ask her twice. In a twinkling of an eye, Stacy was straddling my head, her own glistening wet lips pressing against my face as my tongue danced on the surface of her clit, as mom's mouth and lips played my cock like a flute. It was once again another symphony of unbridled passion and lust that almost everyday, consumed us.



Mom had soon after brought me close to the edge. And though I would have been perfectly content, cuming in her mouth, especially as she loved doing that, I was in great need of feeling that silky sweet pussy surrounding me at the moment instead.
"Fuck me mother," I spoke. "I need to cum inside you this time."
She loved that when I did. Loved the feeling of it as I throbbed inside her, spraying my seed. Though so did Stacy. One of her favorite little quirks, going down on mom after I had done that, licking her out.
Mom slid up and over me, now resting against me, not quite yet slipping herself over and down my cock. She loved teasing me like that at first, just kissing my prick with her lips, mashing herself against it, slithering up and down, up and down. It was like to drive me crazy before she'd finally slide up at some point, and then down on me, driving me deeply inside when she did.
"Play with my tits honey." I didn't need to be asked twice either. I loved playing with mom's breasts. They were always so soft, and so pliant. It was such a delight in kneading them, squeezing them, and especially pulling on her nipples. She loved that, though I always saved the hard almost painful pull on them when she was in the midst of her orgasm. It always seemed to intensify it for her whenever we did that.
Stacy had moved over to sit beside the two of us looking on. Watching, she loved doing that, just as I did. Already anxious for the mixed nectar of our coupling which she would feast on shortly. Mom leaned forward, capturing one of Stacy's breasts as she held it, gently sucking on her pink hard little nipple. I likewise reached over, slipping one hand into my sister's cunt, feeling her heat, her moisture and depth, fingering that wet little quim of hers as mom slid slowly up and down my cock now, fucking me with a tenderness that never ceased to amaze me.
"Knock, knock. Anyone home?"
The sound of Angela's voice coming up from the living room below alerting us to the fact that she'd once again come in without ringing the bell, or knocking. Though in truth, that was our fault. We'd allowed that since the beginning.
"Either we need to change the locks on the doors, or we need to change the rules around here," mom snickered.
"Too late for that," I chuckled back, then adding. "Now what?"
I know I wasn't going to stop what I was doing, I was too fucking close. Though by the look on mom's face, neither was she.
"Can you...trust her?" Mom asked Stacy. Stacy grinned.
"Yes, I actually do trust her. But if necessary, I can ensure her silence as well."
"You mean...blackmail?"
"Yes, of course. What else would I mean?" We all laughed, though the sound of Angela now slowly climbing up the stairs could be heard.
"Should we stop?" I asked, hoping against it.
"No fucking way!" Mom announced, actually picking up the tempo a little. Stacy actually giggled upon seeing that.
"This should be good. I'm actually looking forward to seeing the expression on her face!" She added, and then called out. "Angela? We're up here...in mom's room!"
Your best friend coming over unexpectedly. Secretly harboring thoughts and desires herself. Walking in on someone's mother busily fucking her son with her daughter looking on while they did.
Priceless.
**
Although it was fun on occasion, including Angela in our playtime, and admittedly having finally fucked her myself, which I was actually glad I had done. I still preferred our moments with just the three of us, as I suspect, we all did.
I think the most amazing thing was constantly thinking about it, looking forward to it whenever we did. Don't get me wrong, we actually did settle into a normal (well semi-normal) life and routine. It wasn't like we were constantly fooling around, though at times it perhaps seemed like that. But we'd established a sort of silent signal with one another which made things easier on all of us. And...which I might add, probably did contribute to the fact we all seemed to be enjoying sex a lot more frequently now that any of us ever had. Nudity, was no longer a problem. And as we'd decided long ago, that would be the silent "OK" we'd give out, if any of us was interested, or in the mood. Simple stupid I called it. Quite naturally, I always seemed to be in "The mood" and as such ran around most of the time at home now, without anything on.
Sometimes mom did, sometimes Stacy did. And sometimes of course, we all did. But not always. And I again can't express enough that no one ever felt jealousy, or felt like they were being left out, or ignored. In other words, there were no closed doors. Walking in on mom and Stacy, or mom walking in on us...or whatever combination was never an obstacle. Sometimes you joined in, sometimes you just watched...and sometimes, though rarely, you didn't.
I had to laugh at Angela. Even though she'd now joined us on occasion, she had at last quit entering without knocking first and being invited. Though usually she called first before coming over. She had in fact called moments ago. She and Stacy agreeing to study hard that evening for final exams the following week. I'd been in the family room watching TV, naked of course...as I usually was, when mom got home from work. Seeing me, she set her purse down on the table, walking over.
Without any hesitation she asked me. "Would you like me to suck your cock before I start fixing dinner?" She asked. It was a rhetorical question. I was already half-hard anyway, just hoping for something like that.
"You don't even need to ask," I assured her unnecessarily. "Though just so you know, Angela is on her way over here to study with Stacy."
"I bet she'll be studying something else later on," mom quipped already unbuttoning her blouse so I could play with her tits while she blew me. She knew how much I loved that, though so did she. "But if she thinks she's going to jump in, she's going to have to wait to do that," she added. "If she wants to watch, that's one thing," she grinned. "But I've been looking forward to sucking the cum out of your prick all day!"
As Angela had called ahead, she basically already had permission to come in without knocking, though she did so anyway when she arrived. I called out to her from the room we were in, seeing her enter moment's later. I guess maybe it was still a bit of a surprise to her, seeing this. But she smiled, walking over, now looking down as mom continued slathering away on my cock, while I in turn continued fondling and caressing her bare breasts.
"Stacy in her room?"
"Obviously," I deadpanned. "Otherwise, she'd be here helping mom."
"Not this time!" Mom managed, just barely releasing my prick in order to speak. "This one's all mine!" I grinned, shrugging my shoulders.
"I wouldn't mind staying to watch, but I really need to talk to Stacy about something," she said somewhat excitedly. I pointed over my shoulders up towards the stairs. I couldn't speak at the moment anyway, already my toes were starting to curl, and mom had begun doing that vacuum thing she did with her lips, which would soon trigger my release.
I vaguely remember hearing Angela's footsteps as she raced up the stairs to my sister's room. My mind otherwise engaged however as the first wonderful spurt from my cock shot into my mother's hot sucking mouth. As always...it was glorious.
Mom had just finished putting her beautiful breasts away when we both heard the sound of the girls coming back down the stairs. Stacy coming into the room first, grinning from ear to ear, Angela standing just off to one side behind her.
"Go ahead Angela. Tell em what you told me!"
Mom and I were both curious at this point, seeing the girls excitement. "Yes Angela, tell us...what's the big news?"
And then she was grinning, and blushing all at once. "I fucked daddy last night!"
**
Similar to our circumstance, Angela lived alone with her father and had done so for many years now. Her mother, like dad had passed away, though she'd been killed in a tragic car accident. Ever since, they had lived alone together. And according to what we knew, her dad never got out much. Didn't really date much either. And unfortunately, as of late, had been spending more and more time at one of the local bars. He had come home, not quite inebriated, but not totally sober either. He had thought that Angela was either at her part time job, or over here...as she usually was. As such, he had gone into her room, not realizing she was home, and at the moment, busy in the kitchen. She'd gone up stairs to her room, only to catch him standing there with a pair of her cotton panties draped over his cock. He was jerking off in to them. Mortified upon seeing her when she entered, he dropped down onto the bed, sitting there crying, and then begging for her forgiveness. According to her story, she forgave him by taking her clothes off. They had spent the entire night together in rapturous embrace.
"So...now what?" She asked us. "I mean, who better to ask?" She said looking at the three of us. "I know daddy's still dealing with a little guilt over all this, though he's been fawning all over me with a special breakfast even. I'm just not sure what I should say to him after what happened."
"That's easy. First, would you like to do it again?" Mom asked, to which Angela nodded her head yes.
"Well in that case, tell him you want to."
"I did. He's just not too sure about it, worried about what anyone else might think should they find out about it. He's really feeling bad, and I'm not sure I can say anything to make him realize, I want to continue. Obviously, he doesn't know about this...about us. Which is now another concern of mine of course."
"Of course," mom nodded in agreement. "Perfectly understandable. Is he home now?"
"Yes. Told him I needed to study with Stacy tonight. And wouldn't be home until late. He almost looked relieved when I said that."
"Best that I go over and have a little chat with him myself then. He's apt to stew himself into crisis if I don't."
"Would you?" Angela asked looking much relieved. Though also curious as to what mom might tell him in order to convince him that things were still ok. As was I.
"Yeah, this might take a while, so don't hold dinner for me," mom smiled. "I really think it will be best if we come clean with everything."
"Everything?" Stacy questioned.
"Yeah, everything," mom responded back. "Now...run up stairs and get that memory stick."
There had been a lot more added to that since the original. Stacy headed off to retrieve it as I stood there (still naked) looking on. "You sure about this?"
"Don't worry. I'll play it by ear at first. Test the waters so to speak, and then let him know about a few things. After that, if I can see he's ok with things, I'll show him a bit of our videos, see how he responds to that."
"Maybe you shouldn't show him any of Angela and I, just in case," I suggested.
"I wasn't planning to. Not yet anyway. But it might not hurt to show him a few of her...with me. Again, after I'm pretty confident he's not going to freak out after I tell him about us at least."
"Good luck with that," I said cautiously, a little worried.
"Leave it to me," mom winked, and then headed upstairs to her room to change. She came down a short time later, a pair of fairly short, white shorts on, and a really tight tee, no bra. It was obvious she wasn't wearing one, especially the way her nipples stood there pressing against it.
"That'll work!" Stacy laughed, as did we all.
"Works for me!" I certainly noted as my cock had once again risen to full staff.
Mom grinned, gave my prick a firm little shake, and then sauntered out the door. Stacy and Angela already climbing out of their clothing.
"Might as well keep busy ourselves for a while," Stacy spoke. "No telling what's going to happen next after all this," she added.
And she was certainly right about that.
**
-The end-
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As exciting as the afternoon had been, and likewise a little confusing for me as I was still having trouble wrapping my mind around everything that had happened, I decided to lay down for a little nap. Not only would it give me a chance to recover and rest up, but it would also allow me the time I needed to consider everything that had happened.
Cathy knew me better than anyone else. Whenever I had a problem or concern to work through, I needed that alone time to consider all the options. Usually after that, I would then discuss them with her and get her take on things. I had always valued my wife's thoughts and opinions, and very often sided with her way of thinking when I'd sat down to discuss things with her.
I was torn. On the one hand, it had indeed been arousing to see mom and dad enjoying themselves, and more importantly even, seeing mom enjoy it when my own wife went down on her. That admittedly was hot! And yet, I felt a little guilty too. Was it normal for a guy to get off watching his own mother get off? Let alone his own father? I had...and because I had, I was having to work through all the reasons why. What were the consequences of that, if any? Would it change me? Would it change the way I thought of my parents? In some ways, it already had. But was that so bad? Did I see them as anything less than the people I still loved and cared for? No. But I still struggled with it anyway.
I must have eventually fallen asleep. Because it was the sound of mom's voice waking me a while later.
"Dave honey? You might want to think about getting up, taking a shower. We'll have some additional guests arriving before too long."
The sun hadn't quite set, but it would be doing so in less than an hour now. I knew that mom and dad had already made plans earlier to have a beach barbeque that evening, and that both Jack and Shelly had been expected then. I also learned that their kids had driven up, and would be joining us as well. Opening my eyes just in time to see mom leaving the room allowed me a brief respite to all my worried and nervous thinking. She was wearing her bikini again, so at least I wouldn't be faced with the dilemma of seeing her naked, and then getting an erection because of it.
I passed by the living room, sitting area on my way to the bath/shower room. Once again, glad to see that both dad and Jack were again dressed watching something on the TV. I caught a glimpse of mom and Cathy busy in the kitchen preparing some side dishes for the evening, and that Cathy too was wearing her bikini again as well. I showered and then slipped into a clean pair of swim trunks, along with a sleeveless tee shirt. I soon headed out to see what I could do to help as Jack and my father stood preparing the barbeque down on the beach. They had even set up one of those canopy pavilions with a long dinning table beneath. Admittedly, it looked warm and cozy as well as exotic with the ocean waves lapping at the beach just a short distance away.
I was in the process of lighting the charcoals along with several torches we'd stuck down into the sand around the pavilion we'd be eating in, when I heard Jack speak up.
"Ahh, the kids are here!" He said. I turned looking back up towards the house, mom, Shelly and my wife all carrying down various trays of food they'd prepared. And along with them a young man probably close to my age, and an older looking woman, somewhere in between Cathy and mom's age perhaps. The term "kids" didn't fit them either, as they approached.
As mom and Cathy placed the trays of food they'd brought down, Shelly made introductions. Obviously, she had already done so for my wife as Cathy continued spreading things out, Jack walking over to hug each of them separately, as Shelly spoke.
"Dave? This is our son Roger, and our daughter Christine." It was obvious that Jack and Shelly must have had Christine very early on...with Roger coming along several years later. There was an obvious difference in their ages. And I was surprised that it was just the two of them that had come along by themselves. Perhaps Roger wasn't attached to anyone yet, but I found myself asking, "What was Christine's story?"
Roger was wearing a pair of swim trunks similar to my own, though without a shirt on. By the tone of his body, he obviously worked out, and I found myself just a tiny bit jealous of the hint of a six-pack he carried, and which I did not. Though I certainly didn't have any kind of a gut by any means. Christine however was again the real mystery here as I saw her. Attractive yes, in a strange way. Very little makeup, shoulder length dishwater blonde hair that wasn't exactly styled, just hanging loose, but even more oddly. She wore what almost appeared to be one of those short bathrobes, which was currently tied tightly around her. She obviously had well defined legs beneath the somewhat short hem of that cotton robe, but it was difficult to tell much of anything else, save for the fact...like her mother, she had fairly large breasts as well. Though there was no other hint of them from where I stood.
With introductions made, we soon sat down to have a drink together as dad finished turning the meat and fish on the barbeque. There'd be strip steaks, salmon, and lemon chicken, along with several side dishes, so plenty to eat. And after everything that had happened earlier in the day, I was famished. Though as it later turned out, so was everyone else. I couldn't help wondering if they were all thinking the same thing I was, the frenzied activity we'd all engaged in earlier that had made us this way, with the exception of Roger and Christine of course.
With a great deal of really friendly chit-chat, along with several pitchers of Mai' Tai's, we were all feeling pretty good and relaxed as we sat back digesting the feast we'd just eaten.
After a short period of time, Christine suddenly stood, holding out her hand towards her brother. "Come on Rog...time for a swim," she announced. Roger stood as well, accepting her hand, and then walked so towards the beach, the rest of us looking on. I expected to see the two of them simply wade in. But then watched as Christine suddenly removed her robe, allowing it to fall. She'd been totally naked beneath it! As she did that, Roger too removed his trunks, stepping out of them and tossing them over on top of his sister's discarded robe before rejoining her at the ocean's edge, likewise, buck naked now. I looked over towards Cathy, but saw by the expression on her face, she was just as surprised as I was in seeing this.
"I guess now's as good a time as any to tell you about our kids," Shelly began.
##
It took a lot to actually surprise me. And that included finding out about mom and dad. Something I had come to accept knowing, and obviously seeing now. But hearing the specific details as Shelly spoke, indeed had taken both Cathy and I by surprise.
"Not very many know of course," she'd continued. "Where they live and work, everyone sees them simply as man and wife, even with Christine being several years older than he is. Something of which, many of their friends have simply come to accept without much problem. Obviously however, their actual relationship remains a secret."
"Unfortunate too," mom actually spoke jumping in. "You can tell how much they truly do care for one another," she'd added to that, receiving a lifted eyebrow from me in response to that from across the way. Mom smiled, but then averted her eyes, speaking more directly towards Cathy than to me. "The first time we met them when they came for a visit a few months back, and after Shelly had told Mack and I about their relationship, I told the two of them to simply be themselves while they were here. Which they did. It's so much nicer, and easier not having to pretend to be someone you're not, wouldn't you say?" She asked still smiling at my wife, and then looking over directly towards me.
"Oh, I couldn't agree more!" Cathy responded. "And after what happened earlier today, I think that certainly proves that out, don't you think so too honey?" She now asked looking in my direction as well.
I felt for a moment like everyone was looking in my direction. So I simply nodded my head yes in agreement without really saying anything.
"Well then good. And now that, that's out of the way, what say we go down for a bit of a skinny dip ourselves?" Shelly suggested, and with that, stood up and easily fell out of her bikini once again. Both mom and Cathy followed suit, with dad and Jack both walking towards the beach wearing their suits, though they soon pulled theirs down and off as well once near the water. And though there was a full moon, and well lit outside, it was still just dark enough to not completely and totally make out anything. With a shrug, I slipped my own trunks off too, and now joined seven other naked people splashing and playing around in the water.
Hearing, and now thinking about the fact that Roger and Christine actually lived together, and obviously had sex together was still a little weird for me to consider. But then again after everything that had happened so far, what wasn't a little weird now anyway? And what was one more thing to be added to that? Though I would soon learn the answer to that one shortly. After a short time, mom and Shelly had gone back up near the pavilion where they had placed a stack of rather large towels earlier. The two of them together now, spreading them out into a rather large area, big enough for all of us to lie down on when the time came. I turned back towards Cathy giving her an inquisitive, worried look, once more looking up towards the beach. I felt her hand suddenly find me beneath the water, partially hard...something of which I couldn't help. Not with all this naked female flesh surrounding me, even if one of them was my mom. Images of that popping into my head again now too as Cathy stroked me to an even greater firmness.
"What are you worried about?" She asked me. Likewise glancing up towards the beach now. Shelly and mom laying side by side, half sitting up looking towards the beach, though each one with their hands in the other's crotch.
"That!" I indicated, shaking my head, just as dad, Jack and everyone else decided to head out of the water as well, leaving Cathy and I to stand there.
"Well?" Cathy asked turning. "You coming, or are you just going to stand there?" she asked. I looked down at myself. I was about as hard as I had ever been.
"Like this?" I asked.
Cathy looked back up towards the blanket area. By now, everyone else was there except for the two of us. "I don't think that really matters any more...do you?" She asked, once more redirecting my attention towards them. Roger was standing in front of his mother, and she was busily sucking his cock! Christine had walked over to stand beside her father, the two of them looking on while Shelly did that, her hand now coming out to wrap itself around her father's prick as she toyed with it playfully looking on.
"Well, I'll be damned!" I said still looking on.
"Maybe," Cathy laughed. "And maybe I will be too, but I'm not going to just stand down here and miss all the fun!" She quipped, and then took off at a run, spitting up sand towards me as she did that. She was already down between my mother's legs by the time I got there, licking and eating her again. Seeing my wife's cute firm ass pointing upwards as she did that wasn't missed on me, or anyone else for that matter. And as dad had said earlier, he so spoke again.
"You'd better go and fuck that...or I will." I don't know if he was really being serious or not, but I moved over behind my wife before he could make the decision for me. In seconds, I'd thrown every inhibition I had to the wind, entering my wife's cunt from behind as she continued licking and sucking on mom's pussy.
"Come here Mack," I heard Christine calling out towards my dad. I looked over then, just in time to see her placing dad's prick against Jack's, now holding the two of them together, as she began mouthing, and licking the two of them simultaneously like that.
"Oh, that's hot!" Mom exclaimed wantonly. "I love doing that myself!"
For the briefest of seconds, I had this weird image of mom holding my cock against dads as she sucked and licked them together. Though only for a second as I quickly shook the thought out of my mind. "What the hell?" I asked myself, realizing as I did, that whatever moral judgments and inhibitions I still had were making all this very difficult for me, even now.
"How's this for an idea?" Cathy suddenly announced. She turned then, literally uncunting me when she did. A moment after that, I had my cock inside her mouth as she knelt now in front of me, tasting her own juices. Though that too, only for a second or so before she turned once more towards my mother. "Doris?" She said looking over, calling mom by name. "How'd you like to help me with this?" She asked, still holding, and now waggling my very erect stiff cock at her like a person holding a bone towards a puppy, preparing to throw it. I half expected Cathy to yell "fetch", though to be honest, I think I was still in a bit of a fugue in realizing what Cathy had just asked my mother.
I caught mom's eyes only for a moment. They almost looked pleading when I did, but whatever hesitation, or fears she might have had, were quickly overcome before even I could respond to what happened next. Suddenly I was looking down, my wife...and mother, each one with a hand on my prick, and each one with a tongue or pair of lips nibbling and sucking away at my almost painful erection.
"About fucking time!" I heard dad's voice saying from across the way. "She's been wanting to do that before I can even remember!"
I honestly do believe now there's a point when you do cross that line in the sand, and realize there is no going back. And when you do, you almost immediately make a decision to live with and accept that, or burden yourself with guilt and anxiety forever afterwards. For me, it was almost as though someone had thrown a switch inside my head. Looking down now as my own wife, fed my own mother my cock to suck on was one of the most erotic things I had ever seen. There was something not only very sensual and seductive when she did that, but in a very odd way perhaps, there was something nurturing, and comforting about it too. I moaned deeply, pleasurably, and without reservation as mom gathered my hard stiff cock about as deeply as she could, sucking...almost gagging on it before passing it back towards Cathy again.
"You know what I'd like to do?" Cathy now suggested, as mom and I both simply looked on. I knew right then and there, I was going to do whatever it was that Cathy came up with.
##
"Lay down, and close your eyes David!" Cathy said, using my more formal name. Something she never did unless she was really serious. I took that to mean, she was, and as I said before, I did what she asked without question. Lying back on the towel, the heat of the still warm sand coming up through the material as I laid back, eyes closed.
"No peeking," she once again warned, even placing one of her hands over my eyes as though trying to insure that I didn't. I heard no other voice though, save for movement, and that which was still taking place around me, though even that seemed to become more like background noise than anything else. I felt someone's hand on my cock again, a brief stroke or two, more or less. And then the exquisite wet softness of something else. Only when dad spoke did Cathy take her hand away. By then, it really didn't matter any more.
"She's been waiting to do that too!" He said.
I looked up. Mom sitting on my cock now. It was fully inside her, though neither one of us moved.
"Mom..."
"Shh, don't speak, don't say anything. Just let me sit here and feel this," she whispered. I looked over at my wife. Her smile, her eyes saying it all. She was enamored by this even more so than I, one hand still cupping and gently caressing one of mom's breast, though she soon let go, standing now, and circling us with one hand on her own breast, the other between her legs as she looked on.
"That is SO fucking beautiful!" She spoke softly, still circling, as mom only then rose, slightly, slowly...almost all the way, before lowering herself again, likewise just as slowly and softly. I could hear footsteps in the sand, and then in moments, almost everyone had gathered around to watch, a near perfect circle about us as Cathy joined it, now standing next to dad. I saw her hand reach out, grasping my father's hard stiff prick as he stood there looking down on us. For some reason I couldn't quite meet his eye, looking back at mom again, who was looking now. Looking at me, tears in her eyes that almost freaked me, had she not spoken when she did.
"Oh honey fuck me. Fuck your mother baby. Please baby please...fuck me, I've been wanting to do this for such a long...long time!"
I slid into her with every ounce of strength that I had, as she likewise came down on me simultaneously. The two of us meeting there together in a crescendo of unbridled lust and desire, culminating in a moment of time, of sweet pure ecstasy and passion. I could now hear the sounds of my mother's wet, wanton pussy. The liquid of her sex encompassing me with each furious stroke. The lather of our coupling becoming almost frothy with each lunge, with each plunge of my prick at she buried it deeply inside herself.
"Oh fuck!" Someone said, though whom I cared not. All about us now, the cries and sounds of others, likewise doing the same now. I managed to catch glimpses here and there, Roger behind his mother. Fucking her doggy, pounding into her almost as fast and as furious as we were. Christine on her back, her enormous tits gyrating wildly upon her chest. Her legs spread, bent forward almost touching her own head as Jack knelt there between her legs, holding onto them, pressing her back as he likewise drove into her, in and out...in and out. And somewhere in all that, the all too familiar sound of my wife's pleasure. I almost didn't want to look, and yet I did. Looking instead back towards mom. Surprised to find that she was looking. That look of joy, desire still etched deeply within her face as I finally did turn my head, now looking where she was. Though at a slight angle towards us, dad too was on his back. Cathy sitting astride him, facing towards mom and I. Dad's hands cupping my wife's breasts as she rode his cock, looking over, still watching us.
"Oh yeah, fuck me! Fuck me Mack! Fuck my hot horny cunt!" She screamed out.
Having heard that, for some reason, I rolled over, pulling mom with me, somehow staying inside her as I did. She was now on her back, and I slammed into her with everything I had, all the while looking up and over towards my own wife, still sliding up and down furiously upon my father's cock, as he in turn met her with each forceful stroke.
Oddly, even with everyone else around us, still going at it as well, it seemed my whole world, every bit of attention was now focused on mom, on my wife, and my father, as though no one else even existed.
"Oh that's it! That's it baby! I'm gonna cum honey. Make mommy cum baby. Make mommy cum!"
I felt as well as heard her when she did. Her pussy becoming a proverbial pool of hot sticky cum-cream. Made more so as I emptied my balls into her. Each delicious spurt of my semen, now filling her, spurting inside. Each maddening throb joining one of hers. Her cries of delight, now added to my own as we came together. All sound now, save for that of ourselves, somehow extinguished, no longer apart of these, even though an echo of my wife's intense orgasm somewhere off in the distance seemed to register somewhere in the recess of my mind.
I honestly think I blacked out.



##
When I opened my eyes, they were met by a gazillion stars up above. And though it was still relatively dark outside, I knew that sunrise was only a couple of hours away. It was also then that I realized, Cathy was snuggled up next to me, having covered the two of us at some point with several beach towels. The sand, no longer quite as warm as it had been. The sound of her gentle snoring telling me she was still sound asleep. I knew also without needing to look, that we were alone. How and when everyone else had departed, I knew not. Nor did it matter either. It was important, and it was necessary that it end like this. Cathy and I, together.
##
"Hey!" I woke with a start, the sun well up on the horizon. A cool morning breeze coming in with the sudden louder sound of the waves lapping at the beach below us. But that wasn't the only thing that was lapping. Cathy had my cock in hand, all nice and hard once more, lapping away at it playfully. "What are you doing?"
"What do you think I'm doing silly?" She responded back, now looking up at me. "Would you rather I stop?"
"Well...no. But...but, don't you think we should probably talk first?"
"About what?" She asked giving me another nice long lick before looking up again.
"You know what I mean," I said reluctantly sitting up, which did force Cathy to do the same thing more or less, though her hand remained firmly wrapped around my prick as she did that.
"Before you go off on a tangent, let me tell you a few things I know before you go all weirded out on me."
"I have NO intention of going all weirded out on you," I defended myself. "I just think we need to discuss things a little first, before...well before..."
"Before anything else happens with your mom and dad you mean?"
"Yeah, that."
"Like I said David," she said in her more serious tone of voice, "you need to hear a few things first."
"Such as?"
"I knew all about your mom's little secret desire," she said grinning at me, though continuing before I could interrupt her. "When your dad took me out on the boat so we could have our little chat together, he told me then, everything about the two of them...including your mom's hidden secret desires that she's had, but never acted on all these years. And though we didn't really discuss it much more than that, I knew then...after we got back, and after seeing the two of you, that one way or the other, I was going to figure out a way to make it happen. I wasn't sure how at first, but when I saw Shelly sucking her son's cock, I knew then it was going to happen last night."
"So you knew about Roger and Christine too?" I asked.
"No...that was a complete surprise to me as well," she snickered. "Just made things a little easier for me is all," she laughed openly now. "In many ways. For one thing, I knew your dad was jonesing to fuck me, and that wasn't going to happen unless you and your mother did something. I knew that going in, without even having to ask about it. I know your father just as well as you do David. He'd never have approached me, no matter what...unless things went in the direction that they did."
"So...you're ok with..."
"You and your mom having sex?" She asked pointedly.
"Well, yeah...that and,"
"Me and your daddy?" She said playfully, making it sound almost dirty the way she said it. Which to be honest, sounded wickedly hot.
"That too. So you really are ok with all this?" I asked looking back up towards the bungalow, though there was no movement outside yet.
"As long as you are," she said seriously once again. "Listen, David. The fact is, we know the truth of it all now. So we either deal with it in the same way we did last night, or...we can try and pretend it didn't happen, in which case, we should simply pack up and leave now. So I think, at this point...it's entirely up to you. So what is it that you want to do?"
"Well, the second thing I want to do, is get some coffee." Cathy looked at me quizzically, slightly confused perhaps. "But the first thing I want to do, is take up where you left off," I told her, gently taking her head in my hands as I lay back again.
"Good choice," she stated, and then leaned over taking me into her mouth once again.
##
A while later we walked hand in hand, still naked, back up to mom and dad's place. Mom met us out on the patio with two fresh hot cups of coffee. And though she was wearing a robe, it wasn't closed. As she moved, I caught glimpses of her mature breasts and body hidden beneath. To my surprise, especially after just having had a really nice morning orgasm, I felt my prick stirring again.
"Ah, where's dad?" I asked matter of factly. Mom sat down across from Cathy and I, pointing.
"Where he and Jack usually are this time of the morning. Either golfing, or fishing. Today's it's fishing," she sighed almost contentedly. "So, what are your plans for the day?" She asked, though continuing before either Cathy and I could respond. "Shelly and I have plans to go shopping later, and you're certainly welcome to come with us," she stated speaking directly to Cathy. However, I know that Roger and Christine don't have any set plans for the day, and thought it might be a good idea for the four of you to go out and do something fun together, sort of away from us old folks," mom tried joking.
"For one thing mother...you're not old. And you certainly don't act like your old either, which is fine with me." She smiled at that. "As for Roger and Christine, I don't know..." I left off saying.
"Might not be a bad idea to get to know them a little better at least," Cathy agreed. "Couldn't hurt, especially if we'll be spending a couple of more days together here visiting," she added. "Might not hurt to learn more about them."
"I guess that depends on what you want to learn," I joked back, though got a look of annoyance for my remark instead.
"Be nice. And besides, I saw the way you were looking at her tits," Cathy chided me.
"Yeah, me too!" Mom said joining in, though she just managed to part a robe a little so that her tits showed through a bit more when she said that. "You always were a bit of a breast man, I knew that soon after the day you were born the way you went after my titties!"
Cathy burst out laughing as mom openly displayed her breasts, even lifting them up for me as she did.
"Not quite as perky as they once were, that's for damn sure. But they still love being sucked on, I will say that."
"I think I need to take a shower before things get out of hand here," I said standing up, forgetting the fact I was still naked, and once more, sporting an erection again too.
"Speaking of needing a hand...or anything else. Do you?" Cathy asked suggestively.
"I think we'd both be more than happy to help, wouldn't we mom?"
Mom licked her lips. I shook my head and headed on inside the house before I took the two of them up on their offer.
After all. I wasn't superman.
##
I wasn't much of a sailor and had never cared, or felt safe out on the water. Especially in a small boat. Though the Yacht as they are called, was enormous. Obviously Jack and Shelly had a lot of money, especially having a "ship" like this one at their beck and call. With a simple phone call, they soon had enough hired hands, along with an "On standby" Captain who took us out to sea for a short little pleasure cruise. And Pleasure being the operative word for it. It wasn't long before the girls were laying out on deck bare assed naked. The hired crew went about their work as though none of us even existed, which meant they were being paid very well for minding their own business rather than staring or paying any attention to any of us, unless we wanted it.
Eventually I had joined Roger in sitting around buck-naked as well, enjoying the sunshine as well as the view. Yes admittedly, Christine had nice looking tits, but then so did my wife. And mother, as I thought about it. Oh hell, and so did Shelly for that matter. Hell, it was tit city and I was loving it.
At one point Christine wandered over to sit next to her brother. I had curiously asked Cathy shortly after we'd boarded, if she thought anything might happen while on our little jaunt, and if it did, what should we do?
"I guess that depends on what happens exactly," she told me. "Who says anything is even going to happen, or that it has too?" She asked me. "As far as I know, we're just out for a pleasurable little cruise, and nothing more than that."
I had my doubts. Especially when Christine wandered over, sitting down next to her brother, and almost nonchalantly reaching over to wrap her hand around his prick. She sat playfully stroking it, not really trying to get him off so much, as to just simply sit there and enjoy herself, as he was.
"I know you must be wondering, so go ahead and ask," she spoke to the two of us. "Why and how Roger and I ended up together the way that we are?"
I actually wasn't going to say anything, but Cathy did. "So, tell us. How did this all begin then anyway?"
"Well, it's a bit of a long story, but I'll see if I can tell it before Roger cums here." Roger laughed, sitting up a bit more in his seat, making himself comfortable.
"Don't worry about me. At this rate, it'll be a while. Which is fine with me. I love her hour long hand-jobs and blow-jobs." I just grinned. Cathy had once given me a three hour blow-job, but now was not the time or the place to tell that story.
"It actually started before Roger was even born," Christine began. "Around the time I was starting to hit puberty, I began having certain urges and desires. Something I fought with myself for years. It nearly drove me insane to be honestly truthful about it. I had always had thoughts and fantasies regarding my own parents, yes...both of them. But I had never acted on them, nor had I ever revealed my feelings towards them either. The last thing I wanted was to be ostracized because of the way I felt. As such, I wasn't very comfortable around people my own age, so I was never sexually active or even promiscuous. That aspect of my sexuality didn't come about until much, much later. And then when it did, it was almost by accident that the truth finally came out. At that time, I was just turned eighteen, still living at home, helping out and going to school. Which is when mom, at the ripe old age of thirty-seven, discovered she was pregnant again. Something they obviously hadn't expected, or planned on. Mom wasn't supposed to be able to get pregnant again, but here she was. And...it was very hard on her for most of her pregnancy, and towards the end of which, was very often confined to bed. During this time, dad was away a lot, his business just then really taking off, expanding. So he spent a lot of time away from us unfortunately. I had come home from school and found mom in a real funk. She was an emotional mess at that time, hormones going crazy most likely, but either way, she just needed some comfort and affection, and with dad away, she wasn't getting it. I walked in on her only to find her masturbating. To my surprise, she didn't even stop. She didn't even try to explain herself, or express any guilt in doing so right there in front of me. If anything, she was even more frustrated, explaining she'd been trying to have an orgasm for the past half hour, and was no closer to having one then, any more than she'd been in the beginning."
Cathy and I sat back, listening, though watching as Christine somehow amazingly continued to slow-stroke her brother's cock without missing a beat, still telling her story. When I felt Cathy's hand reach over and surround my own, I was all for it. I think Christine and Roger both smiled when she did that, though neither one said anything as she continued.
"Anyway, the short and long of it was, I had her lay back, relax, and told her I would do it for her. Which I did. It became almost a daily ritual for us. And it went a long way in helping mom emotionally, as well as for me. Though also in the beginning, usually after getting her off, I'd leave and head upstairs to my room where I'd then furiously finger myself off. I think mom was well aware of what I was doing after I had pleasured her, as one day I had...like always, excused myself to head upstairs. But this time, she stopped me. I remember her patting the bed as she scooted over, telling me to lie down next to her, which I did. I thought at first she just needed a bit of extra cuddling or something, until she actually reached down, and began unzipping the shorts I had on. I knew then what she was about to do, and obviously, I let her. It had been something I had been dreaming and thinking about for years. After that, things just seemed to escalate between us. Soon we were going down on one another on a daily basis, amongst other things. And maybe that would have been ok, if it hadn't have been for dad. I actually did feel a little guilty about what we were doing, and so did mom. And that's when she told me, she had already decided to tell him about us. Sure...I was scared to death, afraid of what he might do or say once he knew. But that's when mom confessed to me another little secret she'd been holding onto. As you're probably well aware by now, they're quite active, and quite open sexually. Always have been. She told me how very often their 'pillow-talk' could get pretty nasty, pretty kinky at times. A no-holds bared kind of thing that they had both agreed to early on. They could say anything, express anything without fear of repercussions in having done so. Mom had even broken the taboo barrier herself in the beginning, mentioning to dad how well I'd developed, and then confessing to him that even she'd been fantasizing about playing with my boobs and so on. And so it began. In time, they'd very often imagine me being with them, which mom said had led to some of the best sex they'd ever had together. Now mind you, dad had never once approached me about anything, or made any attempt to spy on peek on me. Not once. So knowing that he actually did have these thoughts about me, sent a torrent of these secret thrilling shivers up and down my spine. Like I said, I'd been harboring my own forbidden thoughts for years! So that's when mom came up with the plan that would change my life. Change all our lives, forever!"
I wasn't sure I was going to last much longer myself here. Story or no story. Even having to tell Cathy to slow things down a bit. It seemed like the more excited she became listening to Christine's tale, the faster her hand went up and down on me...which wasn't helping me out a whole hell of a lot. Roger on the other hand seemed to be pacing it just perfectly, though so was Christine by my measure.
"I love hearing this part," he briefly interrupted. "Never fails to arouse me." Which at the moment, was an understatement.
"What happened then?" Cathy asked, though thankfully she had slowed in stroking my cock.
"Dad was going to be home for an entire week. A rarity back then. Obviously, whenever he was home for any length of time, he and mom went at it almost night and day, or so it seemed anyway. So what she did, was come up with a plan that she felt would be the best way to inform him about what we'd been doing all along, and do so in such a way, that he'd be a bit more receptive to it, when hearing it. Or so we both hoped. She had made sure dad was damn good and horny, really getting into one of their taboo pillow-talk games. I stood out in the hallway, having cracked open the door, waiting for my cue. They were already at the point where mom was teasing him with images of me, demanding in a sense that he tell her what he wanted more than anything at that very moment.
"Come on Jack, tell me. Say it. Tell me how much you'd enjoy fucking our daughter!"
"I want to fuck our daughter!" He'd called out, though not nearly good enough according to mom.
"Louder!" She told him. "Say it louder, and this time say it like you mean it, like you want to have your prick inside your daughter's cunt, even more than you want it in mine!"
He nearly screamed it, even then trying to keep himself under control, but when I heard him say..."I want to fuck her more than anything!" Which was when she called out to me essentially, giving me my cue to come in. "Then do it Jack, do it. Fuck your daughter, she's here for you."
"Wow," I moaned, actually seeing all this in my head. Suddenly visions of some of my own secret fantasies surfacing, many of which I hadn't thought about for years coming to mind. And I almost lost it, because of it...actually having to stay my wife's hand for a moment.
"And?" Cathy pressed as excited now as I was.
"Needless to say, daddy was a little surprised to see me standing there at the side of the bed, willing...and naked. And a little nervous too of course. It would be after all, my very first time. Though mom and I didn't tell him that until it was all over with. He was gentle though, almost as though he knew that I was as we began doing it. Though I daresay it helped that mom was right there by my side, guiding me through it as dad finally penetrated me for the first time. After that, it was never a problem with the three of us, especially now that dad knew all about mom and I, which he'd gotten quite a kick out of upon hearing it. And don't get me wrong, it wasn't like it was always the three of us. Sometimes just dad and I, sometimes, just mom and I. And sometimes of course, just the two of them. But I also have to say, whenever it was the three of us, it seemed to be the best sex that any of us ever did have after that."
"And then I came along," Roger grinned. "And speaking of which..."
We all sat watching as Roger's prick suddenly gushed, sending several copious streamers of fluid into the air. I wasn't far behind myself after having seen that, especially as Christine sat licking her fingers off, and then swiping up the rest of his spilled seed prior to begin finger-fucking herself with it.
##
The Captain had turned the ship around heading back in. We'd had a nice little snack and refreshments, and then settled in to watch the sunset as we traveled back.
"So how did the thing with Roger come about?" Cathy asked curiously. I knew she was going to even before she did, though admittedly, I was curious about it myself.
Christine smiled knowingly. "Early on, we'd discussed it, and had already decided, that regardless of whether mom had a girl or a boy, that in time...he, or she, would need to be told about what the three of us were doing. None of us by then had any intention of stopping, though we also felt it was important to let he or she..."
"Meaning me," Roger said grinning.
"To make up their own mind about it," Christine finished. "Which is exactly what we did. When Roger was old enough, that's when we told him about the three of us, and how long it had been that this had been going on. We left it up to him to decide if he could at the very least, accept the three of us, regardless of whether he joined in or not. As it turned out..."
"And that as they say, is the rest of the story," Roger again interrupted, though adding. "I think the one big difference with Christine and I is this. As you probably noticed last night, we're pretty exclusive amongst ourselves. Sure, we know that mom and dad live more of a swingers life-style than we do. Which is fine with us. Especially with your mom and dad, who we've come to love and appreciate their friendship as well. But even then, Roger and I only have sex with one another, and with them. No one else. We don't mind looking, being watched, stuff like that. But we've never taken it beyond that so far, and don't really have any plans in doing so either."
Personally, I was good with that. Looking at Christine's boobs was nice enough as it was. Beyond that, things were getting a bit more complicated than I had ever imagined, so it was sort of nice knowing, that things weren't going to get much wilder than they already were.



"Well, looks like we're almost there. So I guess we really should be getting dressed," she stated standing. "Don't want to shock all the people on the docks now do we?" Cathy and I stood up as well, as Christine led the way passing by. I felt her hand briefly surrounding my cock before letting go. She looked back over her shoulder towards me laughing as she did that. "Never said anything about not touching once in a while," she winked. Just as Roger passed Cathy, likewise allowing his hand to run across the back of her ass.
I just shook my head. "Yeah, right," I said to myself more than anyone. And then headed down to the cabins to dress.
##
By the time we'd returned to mom and dad's place, I was more than happy to just crash for a bit. Glad to hear that we'd actually be spending a bit of a quite evening together, just the four of us.
As wild and as exciting as everything had been, I really did need a bit of a break from all that. A simple dinner with wine was perfect, along with a quiet evening out on the deck looking at the stars. Even when mom and Cathy came walking out naked, I didn't think too much about it. They stood by the railing, sipping their wine together, looking out over the ocean, watching the waves come in. Dad was in fact half asleep, sometimes his head nodding as he sat there in his chair. I couldn't see how he could do that, especially with two very attractive women standing there naked. I hoped I didn't get as tired at his age. Though admittedly, I was.
"We're going to walk down to the water. You're more than welcome to join us," mom said, though I waved the two of them away.
"Have fun," I told them, though not sure what I even meant by that when I said it, especially by the look on their faces.
"Maybe we will, " Cathy shot back, and then hand in hand, led mom off into the moonlight towards the water's edge.
I sat there watching for a bit. Saw them dive in and actually swim around for a while. I watched as they came out again too. And then watched as they stood there wiping one another down with towels. At this distance, with the moonlight and all, all I could really see was their silhouettes, but even that appeared quite provocative from my perspective. Even the subtle differences in their bodies seemed to be somehow magnified for some reason, enhanced somehow in the backlight as they stood there. And then I saw Cathy go down on her knees. Mom's hands coming up to rest on the top of my wife's head. Cathy was eating her out! I almost stood up, then heard dad speaking to me.
"Leave them alone for a bit," he chuckled. "You're not missing out on anything."
I sat back, in sudden agreement, as they after a time exchanged places. Mom now kneeling before Cathy, no doubt licking and sucking her clit. Soon after they walked back towards us, once again hand in hand together as they did. To my surprise, dad had somehow managed to strip off his shorts, now sitting there naked, stroking his enormous fat cock unabashedly.
"Enjoy the show?" Cathy asked, though mom answered.
"Sure looks as though your father did anyway," Mom said pointing at him, and then frowning at me however. I continued to sit there with my trunks still on.
"What? You need a better look than that to get you horny?" Cathy kidded, or attempted to anyway.
"No, it's not that," I answered. "I honestly WAS enjoying it...and didn't want to interrupt anything, especially if the two of you sort of wanted to continue..."
Mom and Cathy looked at one another appreciatively. "That's exactly what we had in mind," they both said almost in unison. "Only we thought...it might be a bit more comfortable, inside."
I ran off to pee, arriving back inside mom and dad's room just in time to see the two of them curled up together on the bed. Dad sitting on one side merely content to look on, though still stroking his now very hard cock. I quickly took up the other side of the bed, and was soon doing the same. Simply watching my wife and mother as they toyed with one another, teasing and pleasing one another with fingers, mouths, and every thing else, was a dream come true for me, in so many ways. I had always had this fascination with two women anyway, made even better with one of them being my own mother, and the other one my wife. It was for me, one of those very taboo luxuries, that I had only fantasized about in the privacy of my own mind...until now. But I have to tell you, it was when mom began "breast-bating" my wife's pussy, for lack of a better term than that, that I almost lost it. Seeing her holding her own tit in hand, and then rubbing it up and down, back and forth against Cathy's cunt nearly drove me insane with desire. Though I soon noted, it had the exact same effect on dad too.
"Fuck!" He stood suddenly shouting. And maybe he hadn't wanted to, or maybe he had...mattered not, he stood there spilling his spunk, shooting it across the way, much of which was now landing in strips across mom's back. "Sorry...couldn't help myself," he said almost sheepishly.
"No worries honey," mom said with a good humor. "I'm sure after you've had a chance to recuperate for a bit, you'll be more than up for it again," she teased emphasizing the word 'up' when she said that. "In the mean time, what would you like to see or do?" Mom asked.
I knew then just exactly what it was that I wanted.
"Would you mind wrapping those tits of yours around my cock?" I asked, to which Cathy burst out laughing. "What?"
"I wish I'd made the bet with your mother earlier. I told her, that was one of the things that turned you on the most, and that unfortunately, with my much smaller breasts, I couldn't really do a good job of it for you whenever we did it."
"That's not true!" I began, though Cathy shut me up.
"Yes it is, and you know it, and that's fine. Truth is, I'm actually looking forward to watching your mother titty-fuck you."
"As am I," dad said grinning from ear to ear. And maybe he still had a limp cock, but I had a pretty good idea, it wouldn't remain so for very long.
##
Mom sat on the edge of the bed as I walked up to stand in front of her. I felt goose-bumps running up and down my spine, realizing that within moments, I'd be feeling my mother's soft, pliant breasts wrapping themselves around my hard, swollen cock.
"Here, let's make that tit-tunnel nice and slippery!" Cathy suggested, grabbing a nearby bottle of baby oil. She held it over mom's breasts, along with my cock, and poured a generous helping of it over the two of us. "There, that should make it easier, and make it sound even nastier!" She beamed happily.
The feel of mom's tits as they surrounded my prick was even better than I imagined. So soft, warm and comforting as I stood there in front of her, sliding my cock up and then down between those twin mountains of tit-flesh. "Oh fuck that's good!" I moaned audibly.
"It is, isn't it?" Dad confirmed, now fondling his prick once again while watching this.
Cathy continued to stand there beside us, now leaning over behind mom, taking her breasts in hand, helping with the duty of keeping them together as I continued the slippery, pleasurable journey through that heavenly slick passage they'd formed. At one point, Cathy stepped around, now waiting for the upsurge of my prick, peeking through mom's twin mounds. When it did, she met it with her mouth briefly, giving the head a nice quick little suck or lick before it disappeared once more to travel back down through that hot wet titty-fuck tunnel again.
Already my knees were starting to buckle a little. Though I normally had pretty good control, this sensation was almost too exquisite for me to continue much longer without spilling my seed. "Fuck, I'm not sure I can last much longer!" I announced, hoping for a reprieve, and yet...dreading it. It just felt too fucking good.
"Then don't!" Mom said looking up into my eyes. "Don't hold back honey. Do it. Cum all over my tits for me," she urged seductively. "I want to see that hot warm cream covering mommy's titties, don't you?"
Before I could even answer her, I felt the first splurge of my spunk leap from the tip of my prick just as I began the downward stroke between mom's breasts. She smiled in delight, no doubt feeling it as I did, as my cock came upwards again, still spurting. This time as the head of my dick appeared at the small opening she'd created with her hands and tits, another rope of semen exploded. This one catching her chin and neck in the process.
"Thar...she blows!" Dad quipped looking on in a poor rendition of some sailor chasing whales. I paid no real attention to that, my eyes and mind still focused on the heavenly pleasure I was feeling. When I was spent, I have staggered back to the bed, sitting down on the edge next to mom. Both she and my wife now examining her cream-covered tits. Copious amounts of my semen splattered against them, small little rivers of cum drool now starting to run down between towards her naval.
"Oh, we can't waste that!" Cathy exclaimed, pushing mom down on the bed now, quickly maneuvering herself as she began to feast on mom's tits, devouring every trace of my spending with her tongue and lips. I don't think I'd ever seen mom's nipples quite so hard and stiff before. Twin little thimbles of pure pleasure as Cathy cleaned them off, once more pressing mom's breasts together, nipple to nipple now as she drew them both in, sucking, even chewing a little.
"Oh fuck, yes! Yes! Keep doing that Cathy! Keep doing that!" She cried out, and then looking over towards me almost simultaneously. "Down here," pointing at her pussy, her legs spreading now, indicating what she wanted between clipped moans and groans of sweet ecstasy.
If I'd thought mom's nipples were big at the moment, I was in for an even better surprise. Dropping to my knees, I placed my hands on her legs, spreading her even more obscenely than she already was. Her hard, gorgeous clit all but jumped out at me. Like a small tiny cock, it's head glistening with a pearly moisture, all shinny and glistening. The folds of her cunt, likewise covered in her own honey-dew. Like a man possessed, I ran the flat of my tongue up that heavenly furrow, savoring the sweet succulent essence of her nectar. When my tongue reached that hard little knob, I flicked it rapidly for a moment, and then drew it in, capturing it between my lips, sucking.
"Fucking hell!" Mom screamed, her ass literally coming up off the bed. I quickly slid my hands beneath, now capturing her ass, holding her there as I continued to pull on that hard little nubbin of sensitive flesh, gently chewing, sucking, or once again flicking at it furiously with my tongue. Cathy as well, continued the onslaught of mom's breasts, now holding each one of mom's nipples between her fingers, pulling on them, almost cruelly. "Yes, yes! Oh fuck yes Cathy! Twist those fuckers, twist them...pull on them for me!" Mom now screamed nearly at the top of her lungs.
I knew without any doubt, that had anyone been anywhere's near here, they'd have heard mom's cry of pleasure filling the air. So wanton, so consumed with her need and desire, she cared not that she might indeed be heard as she called out even louder now, over and over again.
"Suck it David! That's it, suck it! Suck my fucking clit, lick my fucking cunt. Make me cum baby. Please...please make me cum!"
By now dad had walked over, looking down, his prick hard and swollen once more as he stood there fisting it. The sounds of his slick prick now added to the symphony of erotic sounds being made, and no doubt heard as well. I don't think there's any other way to describe her climax. Mom simply exploded, inside and out. Thinking back on it later, I wondered if anyone had in fact been nearby, and upon hearing her blood-curdling scream, they'd have thought a murder was taking place. As it was however, her long shrill of joy finally peaked as she gradually came down, forcibly pushing me away now, as well as Cathy. She curled up into a ball, there on the bed, still shivering and convulsing in delight as the tremors gradually subsided.
"Wow," dad exclaimed. "That was a BIG one for her. Been a while since I've seen her have an orgasm like that. Good job you two!" He actually said, congratulating us.
My face was still covered in mom's juices, which Cathy now came over, actually beginning to lick, and kiss off my face. My prick, though recently spent, once more firm and erect. The thrill of giving mom such an enjoyable and intense orgasm, already arousing me far sooner than what one might have expected.
Cathy now collapsed down onto the bed as well, laying next to mom, though her hand had come down between her legs, fingers now probing, burying themselves deep inside her pussy, seeking some form of relief.
I smiled, and then said. "Somebody better fuck that, or I will."
##
Cathy crawled up further into the bed as dad slithered between my wife's legs. "Allow me!" Mom stated, likewise crawling up on the bed, now laying on one side, her hand reaching over, grabbing dad's cock. I stood off to one side, content...and excited to watch. Mom began by teasing Cathy's pussy with dad's prick. The head of his cock, slightly larger than my own, appearing almost like a small sized plum as she drew it back and forth for a moment, up and down Cathy's wet slick furrow.
"Oh that's nice, so very...very nice," Cathy purred. Mom continued, almost teasing and torturing dad as he twice made attempt to drive himself into her. But mom still holding his prick, guiding him away.
"Not yet Mack," she actually giggled. "This knife's not going to slice her just yet."
I had to laugh at that, a favorite song of theirs now coming to mind. One in which that dad hadn't missed the meaning of either. "And Mack has indeed got a knife babe...but not in such an obvious place!" I had no clue what he'd meant by that, but mom seemed to, once again laughing, but this time actually thrusting dad's cock into Cathy's pussy as though it were a knife.
"Oh my god!" She cried out as mom did that, and then as dad lunged forward, plowing into her even more deeply. We watched as he withdrew slowly, and then plunged into her forcefully, deeply once again. Once again causing my wife to cry out in pleasure, now reaching up, clasping and holding onto her own tits, in order to keep them from swaying too much as he did that.
Mom pulled me down onto the bed then beside her, half sitting up, her hand once more finding my prick as she teased the head with her finger tips, even pinching it until she'd produced a nice fat droplet of clear slick fluid. Only then did she spear it off the tip with her tongue, milking me with her hand again, seeking more.
Cathy was already close, and had been for quite some time now. Her excitement hovering on the edge almost from the beginning. So aroused had she been, that I knew it wouldn't take much more before her own pussy would explode in glorious delight.
Sure enough, seconds later she was doing just that. She too cried out, though perhaps not quite as loudly as mom had. Her ass coming up off the bed, meeting dad's now pistoning thrusts in and out of her cunt. She tossed her head side to side, her hair literally flailing, her hands now clenching the sheets, tits wobbling and smacking against themselves making erotic, nasty tit-slapping sounds as she climaxed.
"Nice one," mom mused shortly after, though dad was still thrusting, slowly now, almost gingerly, aware of her sensitivity as she slowly came down from the plateau of her pleasure.
"You're telling me!" Cathy blushed, her face still crimson from the intensity of her climax. "Ok Mack daddy," she teased only then extricating herself from him as she slid out from under. "So how can I make you feel the best?" She asked.
"That's easy," mom offered. "Mack daddy," she giggled, "Loves having his cock sucked off."
"Ditto that," I said joining in. To which mom now swung me on the bed, once more sitting on the edge, next to dad as the two of them knelt there before us. Cathy now slurping away on dad's prick, with mom doing similar things to mine. "Oh yeah, fuck yeah!" I exclaimed, looking over, watching my wife, and then mom as her mouth performed wonders on my cock.
To my surprise, it wasn't long before I was beginning to feel that all too familiar tingle deep down within my balls. Dad too had that same look on his face as well, and I knew my wife's talented tongue and lips were making short work of dad's cock too. I actually wondered who'd be cuming first, him or me.
"I have a naughty idea," Cathy suddenly announced, motioning for dad to stand which he did. "Now, turn this way," she indicated. "And you too honey," she said beckoning towards me. Mom caught on almost immediately, or so it seemed, though dad and I both appeared a little confused her by their intent. "Step closer silly, or we can't really do this too well."
We now stood, literally and figuratively speaking, cock to cock...tip to tip as Cathy and mom held them together like that. Each one kneeling on either side of us now. I felt, as well as watched, Cathy and now mom, simultaneously mouthing and licking our respective cocks together, Cathy on one side, mom the other. The two of them actually attempting to kiss perhaps, and even doing so, somehow engulfing the two of us together. It was an amazing sensation. Mom's mouth playing the cock-flute on one side, Cathy the other, as they moved in opposite directions, always meeting briefly in the middle to nibble, suck, lick and drive the two of us nearly insane.
"Fuck, I can't hold it!" Dad announced almost weakly, whatever endurance he'd had rapidly evaporating. Though upon hearing that, so had my own. As one, we both began to climax. I could almost feel his spurts, along with my own as they shot simultaneously against one another, though Cathy and mom were both quick to react. Sperm flying everywhere at this point, Cathy and mom doing their best to keep up, licking, sucking and capturing what they could as quick as they could, though each soon sat grinning with white cum-smeared smiles on their faces.
"Ok, that was a new one for the books," Cathy chuckled. "And one that I hope we'll soon do again!"
We soon retired back outside to the patio for refreshments and drinks. Enjoying the coolness of the still night air. Each of us still trying to collect ourselves after such a rapturous embrace. And then somewhere, off to the right, towards Jack and Shelly's place, we heard the unmistakable sound of someone's pleasure filling the night.
"Think they heard us?" Mom chuckled.
"Oh I'd say that's a fair bet," Dad laughed, adding to that. "Shelly always was one to be in competition with you, so I'm reasonably sure, that's her simply trying to out do you."
"Well, I can almost guarantee she couldn't do that, not the way David here eats pussy," she remarked, then turning towards my wife. "And how do you keep from screaming your lungs out whenever he does that to you anyway?" She asked.
"Well, sometimes we use a ball-gag, though mostly I have to use a pillow, especially where we live, the neighbors there too you know. Only our neighbors aren't nearly as fun and exciting as the one's you guys have."
We soon after wandered back inside to sleep. The night still once again as I crawled into bed beside my wife. Our coupling was slow, sweet, and I'm not even sure than we realized it as we fell to sleep together like that. Orgasms for either of us, not necessary. The pure pleasure of simply being joined far more than that as we drifted off into a deep comforting sleep.
##
I woke up to the aromatic smell of freshly brewed coffee. The sun already well up, and not too surprisingly, Cathy already up as well. I rolled out of bed, not even bothering to dress and made my way down the hall towards the bathroom, taking only a moment to peek my head for a look into the kitchen area. Mom standing, leaning against the counter, a cup of coffee in hand, another freshly poured one on the table. She too was naked.



"Make sure you wash your hands," she chided me unnecessarily, as I shook my head at her, and continued on. Minutes later I returned, clean hands and all. I'd likewise given myself a quick little wash all over as well. And though my penis was far from being hard, it seemed to sway to and fro quite nicely as I walked back into the room. A move that wasn't missed on mom either as she grinned over the edge of her coffee cup before taking a seat across from me.
"Where's Cath?" I asked looking out towards the deck, though neither she nor dad appeared to be outside either.
"They went out for a quick little sail," mom said. "Didn't figure you'd be too interested in going out with them," which I wasn't. Sailing, especially in small boats like the one mom and dad had, just wasn't my thing. But Cathy loved it, and so had no doubt gone along, especially with this being our last day here and all. I was already dreading, having to leave after everything that had happened. "And besides, we both thought it might be a good time to sit down with the two of you, albeit somewhat separately perhaps, and make sure that everyone's ok here."
"What's not to be ok?" I asked now sipping my own coffee, taking a moment of delight in ogling mom's tits, as they hovered there just over the edge of the table.
"Well truth be told honey. I think there was a hell of a lot for the two of you to absorb this weekend, and so suddenly too. Obviously, you saw a side of your dad and I that you weren't aware of before."
"Obviously," I actually leered at her, and not too surprisingly, feeling my prick stiffen with the thought of that.
"I'm trying to be serious here honey," she now said, sounding sincere, and genuinely concerned about it by her tone of voice.
"As am I mom..." I assured her, actually standing now, seeing her eyes suddenly lower for a moment as my rapidly hardening cock came into view. "Yeah, sure we've certainly learned a lot more about you two that we might otherwise have learned had it not been for the way things came about. But you've learned new things about us as well, so if anything...none of us have any more secrets to keep from one another anymore now do we?" I continued, now reaching her, pulling her up to stand there in front of me. And for the first time ever, I actually kissed my own mother in a way I had never done before. Pleased, when mere moments later, she kissed me back in the exact same way. As we did that, hands once more caressing and roaming over one another's bodies as we stood there in the kitchen fondling, still kissing and exploring one another.
"Do me a favor baby?" Mom asked almost tentatively, actually gasping for breath.
"Name it sweetie," I told her, likewise doing the same. My heart already beating rapidly with desire here. She smiled at the genuine inflection of love in my having said that however, and pulled me even closer to her, now whispering in my ear.
"Make love to me before you go. Don't just fuck me, but make love to me," she asked the look in her eyes uncertain, as though her words might cause me fear or indecision. I calmed those fears by reaching down, picking her up easily, and then carrying her off towards her bedroom.
##
We had just barely returned to the kitchen area when dad and Cathy came walking in. Mom's face was still flushed from her pleasures, though so I noticed was Cathy's as the girls stood there looking at one another, smiling, and then nodding their heads.
"I'm guessing you still have a cum-filled pussy," Cathy snickered.
"And I'm willing to bet, you do as well," mom challenged back.
"Well then, what's say you and I go clean up a bit then?" Cathy stated, already taking mom's hand in hers, leading her off towards the bathroom. And though I had indeed turned to watch them leave, Cathy already waggling her finger at me as they headed into the bathroom together. Dad and I both soon after hearing the gentle click of the bathroom door locking when they did.
"Ah... girl talk," dad stated walking over to pour himself a cup of coffee now that they'd returned.
"A bit more than that I think," chuckling more to myself than anything, holding out my cup for dad to refill after pouring his.
"Yes, but then girl talk after that," he added with a gentle wink and a smile. We walked outside together, sitting down on the deck to enjoy the last of the few minutes of our time here together before having to head back.
##
It was indeed a long drive back. But Cathy and I had a lot to talk about. Which we did. Already agreeing to come back for an even longer stay, as soon as it was remotely feasible for us to do so.
"I have a question for you," she asked, already an hour well into the drive back.
"Shoot!" I responded in kind.
"I was just thinking about something that Roger and Christine said," she began.
"Oh? And what's that?" Though I already had an idea what she was thinking about, as I'd pretty much been thinking the same thing myself.
"How would you feel if we just sort of...you know,"
"Keep it simple stupid?" I quipped. "Just between us?" I confirmed seeing the look in my wife's eyes that I had indeed hit on what she'd been thinking about as well.
"Well maybe not quite as strict as Roger and Christine keep things maybe, but how about just with mom and dad...Shelly and Jack maybe."
I laughed at that. "Yeah, I could be on board with that," I told her. "It would make things a whole lot easier all the way around I think. But I was also wondering about something else too."
"As in?"
"When the time comes...maybe when we're ready to have kids of our own. What then?"
"Yeah, I've been thinking about that too. We've already discussed how we feel about raising children, being up front and honest with them entirely, based on what we feel is proper and right for their ages as they develop. But I think, we should sort of do what Jack and Shelly said they did. Be honest with them when the time comes, but let them decide for themselves what's right or wrong for them, without pressure of any kind from us, either way. Girl or boy."
"Or both," I added. "Perhaps one of each."
"I'd like that," Cathy grinned.
"So when should we start?"
"I think we already did," she responded back. "I took myself off the pill just before we came here."
I looked ahead down the road, in more ways than one as we drove along. "Oh really?" I said once again chuckling. "That could be interesting," I added as an afterthought.
"No worries," she spoke up. "Your mom informed me, your dad had a vasectomy the week after they moved down there," she laughed. "You weren't seriously thinking that maybe..."
"Never even occurred to me," I told her, though I began pulling over finding a nice little spot off the side of the road.
"What are you doing?" She asked curiously as I turned off the engine, turning towards her, already unzipping my fly as I did. Seeing what I was doing as she now reached up and began to remove her blouse, she giggled excitedly. "Thinking about your daddy fucking me turned you on did it?" She asked.
"That...and a few other things," I informed her. "Which reminds me, just what did you and mom talk about and do together there in the bathroom anyway?"
"Get down here and eat me while I tell you," she stated.
And I did.
-The End-
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I'd been going to Susan for a couple of years, ever since my divorce. I had a standing appointment for every Saturday morning for some much needed stress relief. And before you go jumping to conclusions here, I went to her for nothing more than a nice relaxing massage. There was never, ever any hanky-panky so to speak. Not that I didn't get aroused on occasion. It was hard not to. Susan was well fit with a nice looking body, though I had never really seen it of course. Susan was in her late thirties to early forties, though I never asked, or ever would. Though even if she was a good ten years older than I was, she certainly didn't look it. Susan had incredible deep blue eyes with a thick mane of dark auburn hair that fell well past her shoulders. Though whenever she gave me a massage, she usually had it pinned up, so it was rare that I ever saw it down. She was tall too, easily close to six feet, a good inch or more taller than I was. Had she not chosen to become a masseuse, I am reasonably sure she'd have made it as a model. And though again I had never asked, it wouldn't have surprised me to learn that she had once done that anyway.
Over the course of two years, we had gotten fairly close, as friends. And though I never saw her outside of her studio, our conversations became more and more friendly, perhaps even intimate in a way without ever crossing that particular barrier. As I already mentioned, it was hard NOT becoming aroused around her at times, even though her massages were meant to be relaxing, stress relieving and not erotic. I couldn't help it anyway. And I am sure she noticed on more than one occasion. After all, a small towel covering my groin wasn't much of a barrier. And more than once when she lifted the towel waiting for me to roll over onto my back, I am sure she'd chanced a sneak peek here and there. Which again just added fuel to some of my still secret and private fantasies about her.
I honestly don't think that either one of us really realized the slow subtle changes that began to take place between us. And it's not like we really talked about them, or discussed them either. They just sort of seemed to happen along the way. Like the towel for example. I'd never really had a problem with nudity my entire life, so why I went with the flow of allowing her to place that small towel over my ass whenever I came for a massage, never really made much sense to me. Especially when she'd lift it and wait for me to roll over onto my back. Even not fully aroused, just doing that never failed to send shivers up and down my spine, wondering if she had looked, though I usually had my eyes closed for some reason as we did that. And then one day I climbed onto the table, naked as usual when she came in to the room. Immediately grabbing the towel and preparing to place it over my ass like she always did.
"Don't bother with that today," I announced, surprising myself. "It seems to be a little hotter than usual for some reason," I said by way of explanation, though after having said that, I almost immediately realized just how weak of an excuse that must have been. It was the exact same temperature as always. Though thankfully, Susan didn't pay much attention to it, or even comment as she dropped the towel down, picking up one of her oils instead. As she poured a small amount into the palm of her hands and began working it, she asked the usual.
"Any particular areas you want me to focus on?" She asked. A question she had asked me every time, but again...for some reason, my mind was focused elsewhere, no doubt because of the stupid white, little towel. I think I laughed, sort of. Not a big laugh, just a quiet little chuckle, but she heard it. "Wow, you seem to be in an interesting mood today," she actually laughed back, and actually smacked my ass cheek with the palm of her hand before moving up to begin work on my shoulders. "Naughty boy," she had finished, though nothing more was said, or even intimated, or suggested during the entire course of that day's massage. Even when I finally did roll over, thus fully exposing myself to her for the first time really, nothing was said, nothing was done, and nothing happened.
And to my own surprise. I didn't even get a hard on.
The following week started out in much the same way as always, with one minor exception. Susan usually wore a simple tee-shirt and shorts to work in. Something easy enough to allow her the freedom of movement she needed without constraints. Suffice it to say, Susan was rather well endowed. Not overly so, but enough so that there was more than one occasion when I'd actually felt one of her magnificent breasts pressing against me during our massage. Once more, never on purpose (as far as I knew) but enough so that I would lay there hoping for a repeat, though one usually never came. The difference today was, she was actually wearing more of a swimsuit top, though the same shorts, she usually wore. And though it was certainly far more revealing than any of her tee shirts that she wore, it wasn't too over the top there either. I'd seen bikini's that had a hell of a lot less material than her top did. It was just something about that extra hint of flesh that I hadn't seen before that seemed to do it for me for some reason.
"I think you were right last week David," she told me. "I think it was hotter in here than it's been before. I even checked the temperature as well, so maybe it's the added humidity we've been feeling as of late."
"Maybe so," I responded in kind. "We have been experiencing several thunderstorms lately, so you might be right." The fact I had actually been staring at her breasts didn't go unnoticed on her either. I had sat down on the table as I usually did, but when she turned to face me, I lay down on my back, instead of my stomach.
"You want me to start with the front first then today?" She asked quizzically, as I just then realized my error. Sheepishly I smiled at her, already rolling over. "Or are you just in a hurry to get off...the table," she'd added, though I swear there had been the briefest of pauses in her comment when she'd asked that. Was she indeed teasing with me? As I mentioned, we'd grown close, close enough over time that we could sort of flirt, and tease without getting too intimate, or too serious about it. So something like this comment wouldn't have been that out of line had it not been for the fact that as she reached up towards my shoulder blades, I felt both breasts briefly digging into my backside.
"No ah...hurry whatsoever," I responded back. "In fact, I do indeed have an area you can focus a little more on today," I informed her.
"Oh yeah? Where?" She asked enthusiastically. It was a rare thing for me to actually point out a particular area for her to concentrate on.
"Sort of in the small of my back," I indicated, actually reaching around to try and point it out to her. "Don't know what I did, or how...but it's been a little sore all week long."
I felt her hands immediately go to the area, and softly begin working on my flesh, looking for any abnormalities perhaps as she likewise added a little additional oil to my back. I felt a trickle of it actually slither down between my ass cheeks, causing me to squirm just a little involuntarily.
"Oops, sorry about that," she giggled in kind, as she went after it with her hands and fingers. She'd of course massaged my ass cheeks before, but I swear I felt her finger tips dive a little more deeply than normal down between my legs. I couldn't have sworn to it in court, as I may have very well imagined it as well, but for an instant, I thought I felt the tip of her fingers actually touch my balls as she searched out the errant extra oil she had poured on me.
And this time, when it came time for me to roll over, I had a hard on. Not just a bit more fullness from arousal, a real full-blown erection. I was hesitant to even turn over, but I knew by making a scene of it, that it would perhaps make it even more awkward than it already was. And so all I could think of to say as I turned, was..."Sorry," likewise grinning from ear to ear like an idiot, and no doubt blushing a little as I lay there. Susan couldn't help but see it of course. But the professional, which she was, she still managed to defuse the situation a little.
"No reason to apologize David. That's not the first erection I've seen when giving a massage, and I'm sure it won't be the last either."
The thought of that had actually never occurred to me, until now. Susan had appointments all week long, so I was sure she had indeed seen more than a cock or two fully erect. Hell the way she looked, and the way she gave a massage, I was surprised I didn't have one every time I came to her. Though that appeared to becoming more and more frequent for me lately. More than once, I had had to will away a hard on before turning over, though this time had been virtually impossible, though I hadn't really tried to do so either. And what did that mean? Did I subconsciously actually want her to see me like that?
"Close your eyes...relax." I tried my level best, but laying there with this thing sticking straight up in the air as she went to work on my calves wasn't easy. I didn't dare look of course, even when I was tempted to. Wondering if she periodically looked over at it as she worked.
"Sorry," I said again. "It's not going away." This time she did laugh, openly.
"Don't worry about it. Like I told you, not the first one I've seen while doing this," though she paused before actually adding. "But I will admit, it's the biggest, hardest one I think I've seen." Now my eyes did shoot open. What I had just heard her say went considerably beyond our usual joking and teasing. And...she was looking at it as she continued to work around my upper thigh now. "And don't laugh, but men aren't the only ones to get a little aroused either," she added to all this. "I've had more than one woman on my table who has gotten more than a little aroused as well."
"How could you know that?" I actually asked without really thinking about it.
"Well the most obvious of course," she said looking down at her own chest, though at the moment, her nipples remained well hidden beneath the material of her top. She almost looked disappointed upon finding that they hadn't made an appearance...yet. "But the other way," she actually smiled, "is even more telling. I have once customer that actually gets so wet, that I have to place a small towel beneath her ass because of it. We both know what's going on, we just don't talk about it. But I swear, somehow, someway, she usually has a mini-orgasm of sorts during the massage, though I never do anything to help that come about of course. She always wipes herself off afterwards, and then usually leaves me a little something extra after she leaves by way of a tip. So I usually know then that she's actually had one."
"Holy shit!" I actually exclaimed, envisioning that in my mind, which didn't help my own particular situation any, as I now looked down and saw a small droplet of pre-cum oozing from my prick-tip. I nearly went for it, though with her currently looking into my eyes, there's no way I could have safely done so without drawing further attention to it, so I just let it finally drool down the side of my cock, hoping she hadn't seen it.
"And a couple of guys have had orgasms too. But like I said, I didn't have a hand in either one of those, no pun intended. And both of them always had a towel on too, it wasn't until after I was cleaning up that I realized, and then saw...the towels had been cum-stained. So it happens. Perfectly natural she added to that as her hands seemed to glide up my thighs, just brushing past my balls, not quite touching them, but damn fucking close. She worked on my lower abdomen then, and then back down, changing sides as she worked my left upper thigh for a time, repeating the process. The problem was, I could not only see...but feel another little droplet of cum-drool seeping down the inside of my cock. And this time, though she said not a word about it, (though nor did I), I saw her hand sort of pass by, one finger seemingly gathering up that small bit of moisture as she passed, now adding it, and combining it to the rest of the body oil she was using.
"So, same time next week then yes?" She asked, again as she always did, and as was always unnecessary. Like clockwork, she knew I'd be there. I sat up on the edge of the massage table, but this time as I glanced towards her, I noticed that her nipples were straining hard and erect against the material of her top. And likewise, her eyes had followed my own as she looked down at herself. And thankfully, she giggled, though somewhat nervously. "Never said I don't get a little aroused as well," she informed me, once more looking down towards my crotch. "So it's not all that uncommon that I usually have to take care of things afterwards," she openly admitted to me. "Just as I'm sure you'll have to do."
This was indeed, the most intimate we'd ever really gotten with one another. Perhaps more than either one of us should have revealed, or even allowed. But after two years, we really were pretty comfortable with one another too.
"Yeah, I might not even make it to the car," I tried joking back with her. As she in turn joked back, or as I thought she did anyway.
"There is a bathroom right around the corner there," she reminded me. "I'd hate to see you in any pain on the way home."
"Maybe next time," I responded back, not sure what else to say as I turned to leave, once more taking a look at her before I left.
Her nipples were harder than ever.
**
I showed up again as always for my Saturday morning appointment. After undressing and laying down, face down on the table, I heard Susan's knock just before she entered. I looked up in greeting. She was again wearing her same familiar shorts, but this time the top she had on, really was a bit more revealing. I couldn't help wondering if it really was a bikini top, especially with a bit of a Hawaiian print, and a hell of a lot more cleavage than I'd ever seen.
"If this tops too revealing, just say so," she actually said. "My other one's dirty, and I didn't get a chance to wash it yet," she explained.
"No it's ah...perfect," I spoke, trying not to leer at her as I said that. Though I noticed even as I turned away, her nipples seemed to be poking against the material already. And already, as I lay there face down on the table, I could feel myself becoming aroused from the get-go. I knew then, I was going to be leaving my own little puddle of moisture on the fresh sheets long before I actually turned over.
"So...did you?" She asked as she began work on my lower back. And again, I swore I felt a slight touch of her breasts against me as she reached up towards my shoulders.
"Did I what?" I asked relishing the sensation, and not really focusing on what she'd just asked me.
"You know, take care of things before you got home. Or...did you wait?"
I realized then she was actually asking me if I masturbated. "I'll tell you, if you'll tell me," I challenged, not really thinking she'd take me up on that, which she did.
"Oh yeah, and pretty certain I was before you'd even reached your car," she giggled unashamedly. "Right here in fact," she added, and asked. "So? You?"
"Well, I didn't do it in the car no," I offered. "Though I did have to make a major adjustment before driving home. Though admittedly, I was tempted yes. But...I did wait until I got home yes, so...there you are."
"What did you think about?" She now asked as she continued to massage me, though I daresay, the way she was doing it now was far more sensual and erotic than the way she'd done it before.
I didn't know what was going on here, or what to really think about it either. But I was getting damn horny here, which would soon become quite obvious. "What do you think I thought about?" I responded back, which I soon discovered wasn't actually quite good enough.
"Specific's," she told me, adding..."and turn over."
I turned, looking up at her as I did so. The look in her eyes a bit different than I'd seen before. It was a look of pure lust and arousal the way I saw it. "Really? You want me to...."
"Yes really," she smiled back at me, and then reached around, unclasping her top. It fell away, though she caught it with her hands, still partially covering her breasts as that happened. I am sure my mouth was open. "But before you do that," she now added in a much more serious tone of voice. "I'm really pushing the envelope about what's allowed here," she stated. "So no touching, promise me. If I touch you, or allow you to touch me, and money's exchanged, this becomes something else entirely."
"I promise," I think I said, though even now I'm not really sure, because it was at that exact moment she lowered her hands, removing the rest of her top as she did so. And when two of the most gorgeous, breasts I'd ever seen before, came into view. As I mentioned, Susan had fairly large breasts. They had a wonderful, sort of a teardrop shape to them, with fairly large, tannish colored areolas, and noticeably hard, thick nipples protruding from each one. Needless to say, I spent the majority of my time on my back as opposed to on my stomach, with my eyes wide open the entire time. And more importantly, I unashamedly told her, in fairly explicit detail what I was thinking about as I jacked off only moments after arriving home. I knew with out any doubt that I'd be doing the same thing again shortly after arriving home, as I also hoped she'd be doing too. Already looking forward to next weeks appointment, especially the way things had been going of late.
Boy...was I in for a surprise.
**
Susan came into the room. Wearing what she had usually always worn way back in the beginning. A modest tee shirt, shorts, and obviously wearing an athletic bra this time so as to ensure nothing would pop out because of it. Even her demeanor seemed different...distant. Her massage once again back to specific, and professional, just as it had been that very first time. I knew then that something was wrong, different, as she reached for the small towel to place it over my groin as I made ready to turn over onto my back.
"What's wrong?" I asked instead, swinging my legs over the side of the table, sitting up. "Something's happened, so tell me. Did I do something wrong?" I asked worriedly.
"No. Not you. Me," she said simply lowering her eyes, refusing to look me in the face. "I allowed my emotions and desires to get the best of me," she stated. "And I shouldn't have...not with you anyway. Things got a little too carried away last week," she reminded me. I almost gave you your money back David. It's one thing to give someone a massage and accept money for it. It's another, to do what we nearly did last week, and take money for it."
"But we didn't do anything...not really," I attempted.
"It's the not really part that I'm talking about," she said actually sitting down in a nearby chair now. I was in the middle of having an orgasm when I looked over and saw the money you'd given me for the massage sitting on the counter when it hit me. And I felt like..."
"But you're not," I said interrupting her before she could say it.
"No...I'm not. But I felt like it," she added finally looking up into my eyes. "And I knew then, that things were only going to escalate from there if I didn't put a stop to it now. "I've already bent, perhaps even broken a few rules now as it is, and I didn't need to add this one to the list either."
Though curious as to what she had meant by that, I didn't press it. Now was not the time. But this situation between us was. "Susan, listen....you're not the only one involved here you know. I was enjoying it just as much, perhaps even more so. Hell, admittedly, I've been thinking about it all week long myself. But I hear what you're saying. And I understand. If you'd rather I not even come back, then just say so...and I'll go."



For the first time she looked at me with a worried look in her face. "That's not what I want either. What I want...is what we were doing. But I can't do that and remain a legitimate, professional, massage therapist now can I? Unless..."
"Unless what?"
"Unless you didn't pay me any more, anytime we do anything other than a straight, non-sexual massage. So, if you want or need a real massage, then you pay me, and that's what you get, with me dressed like this. Anything more...well, then that's separate and different. But no coin changes hands, agreed?"
"Agreed!" I told her, meaning it. At least she smiled at that.
"Ok then, so tell me. What kind of a massage would you like today?" She asked.
I lay back on the table, my cock slowly starting to inflate a little. "If you wouldn't mind, I have an area I'd really like for you to focus on," I told her.
"Oh? And where is that?" She asked as she reached down lifting her tee shirt up and over her head.
"I've got this really hard, stiff place I think I'd like for you to work on a little," I said grinning at her, a bit wickedly. Susan finished removing her athletic bra, her magnificent tits and nipples once more making an appearance. Though it didn't end there either.
"I can see that," she told me. "And I have just the massage to take care of that. A really special device I like to use for cases like this," she stated removing her shorts and panties at the same time. She now stood there before me entirely naked, just a small thin strip of dark hair above her otherwise bare mound.
"And that would be?" I asked questioningly as though clueless. Susan reached over grasping my cock. Almost immediately a droplet of lubrication appeared, which she quickly gathered up with her fingers. I now watched as she actually applied it to herself, standing there next to me, spreading her legs, and then her pussy with her fingers. She was already wet, so that dollop of lube she'd taken from me wouldn't have added all that much. So it wasn't that so much, as just the thought...and the action as she now climbed up onto the table with me.
"Ok, close your eyes, and try and relax. I'm gonna be a while," she smiled.
**
There was no fucking way I was going to keep my eyes closed. The moment I felt that soft silken cunt of hers ease down over my rigid cock, I was all eyes and all hands at once. Almost immediately, I reached up to grasp her twin peaks, capturing her nipples between my fingers, already hard as I gently pulled on them.
"Oh fuck harder, pull on them harder!" She told me, which I did, as she simultaneously slammed down, impaling herself even more deeply on my shaft. She would then grind against me for a moment, before slowly, teasingly pulling herself up, her hand on my chest, pinning me and ensuring that I remained where I was. "Don't fucking move!" She warned, fucking me as she wished, which I was only more than happy to accommodate. Once more she groaned, urging me to again pinch and roll her nipples between my fingers as she slammed down on me, a slow, teasing, almost mind-numbing process that she repeated over, and over again. When at last the tempo of our coupling intensified and remained steady, I knew then that we both were headed off into orgasmic land, which we coincidentally arrived at together. I felt Susan's pussy literally clench itself around my cock, as though milking it. Which she did. I felt the juice of my own climax leap from somewhere deep inside my balls, escaping in what felt like torrents of cream as my cock exploded in spasmodic throbs that didn't seem to want to decrease. And it was almost as though she could feel each and every one. Her pleasured groans of sweetness capturing each one, until finally we both lay in a tangled heap upon the massage table, drained and satiated beyond anything I had ever experienced before.
**
I had just finished getting dressed, smiling as I stuffed my money back into my pocket, though feeling a little weird even as I did that. Things obviously had forever changed, and what that meant, where it would now take us, remained to be seen. But there was still considerably more to this particular story, that I wasn't even aware of yet.
Unlike times past, Susan invited me to sit at her kitchen table, where we shared a cup of coffee together. Another sign of a changed intimacy between us, not counting the obvious.
"The one thing we do need to change," she began. Is your standard Saturday morning appointment. If you want to continue getting a real massage, then I'll keep that slot open for you. If not, I need to make it available to someone else."
"I'll keep it," I told her. "But what about..."
"For the other...just call me. I'll keep a special appointment schedule just for that," she winked and grinned at the same time. And though everything seemed to have been straightened out between us, there was something she'd mentioned earlier that I now felt I needed to ask her about.
"Susan? You mind if I ask you something? Something you sort of briefly mentioned earlier?"
She nodded her head as though she already knew what I was going to ask, which not too surprisingly, she did. "About what I said, bending a few rules, maybe even breaking some, is that it?" Now it was my turn to nod my head.
"What was it that you meant by that?" I found myself asking. I couldn't help but wonder if she hadn't actually crossed this particular line before. Not that I could blame her for that either. I am sure with the number of men she'd given massages too, there was bound to be some sort of intimate connection made with them too, same as she'd made with me.
"I have another customer, well actually, more like a friend now too," she began. "And sort of like this, what started out as a bi-monthly massage, turned into more of an intimate sort of thing."
"Like us?" I questioned.
"Well, yes and no. Sort of," she said, though I was confused by what she was trying to explain to me. Though she appeared somewhat confused by it as well. I decided to sit and wait patiently as she gathered her thoughts, and then once having done so, she took a deep breath looking across the table at me.
"It's sort of the same, but different," she began. And in my opinion, her opening gambit wasn't any clearer than the first time. "I have another really good friend, sort of like you..." I swallowed, already fearing what she was about to say. I wasn't the only guy she was meeting like this. "She's been coming to me for years too," she continued, with me only then realizing she'd spoken the word, 'she'.
"She?"
"Yeah, she!" Susan confirmed, now looking at me quizzically, until she realized what it was I must have been thinking, to which she again laughed. "No, I'm not currently fucking anyone else...unless you think that two women enjoying one another from time to time is considered fucking. In which case, then I guess we are. We do sort of grind against one another whenever we're together, and use various toys and such. So I guess you could call that fucking technically if you wanted to, but I'm not currently fucking any other men. So does that answer your question?"
"Well, it does, and it doesn't," I smiled back at her, using her same logic. "How about you explain it to me. Though would you mind if I loosened up my belt just a little while you do? My pants seem to be getting tighter again for some reason."
Susan stood up, walking over to the counter to grab the pot of coffee in order to freshen up our cups. When she turned around, she had already lifted the front of her tee shirt up and over her breasts, once more exposing them to me as she returned to the table.
"So do you want the long? Or the short version?" She asked.
I stood up, removing my pants and shorts all together, along with my shirt. My cock already standing straight and proud out in front of me as I looked down at it, drawing her eyes towards it as well.
"I think...the long, hard version," I told her. And then sat down again as she began telling me the story.
**
In a way, it was a little similar as to what had happened to us. Only the woman she was telling me about, Helen, had been a good dear friend of hers back in high school. They had almost by accident met one day while Susan had been shopping. They had gone to lunch after that, where they caught one another up on their lives, as well as their careers. It was here that Susan had told her about her being a massage therapist. To which Helen immediately asked her if she could set up an appointment with her for a massage. Which of course she had done. Now the one thing Susan knew about Helen, from way back when, even before most women were even coming out about being gay and lesbian, was the fact she was likewise interested in women. Oddly enough, she had in fact gotten married as she'd always wanted to have kids, and had done so. Her husband had been well aware of her natural desires, and had permitted her certain entertainments from time to time, without even wanting to be apart of them. Which worked out fine with her. And then her husband died due to an illness. One would have thought it would have been easier for her after that, but if anything, just the opposite was true. Until Susan, which didn't even happen until much, much later, Helen hadn't been involved with anyone. Man or woman.
Helen had gone to Susan for her massages over a significant period of time, until one day she simply announced she wouldn't be coming again. Susan had asked her why of course, to which she had openly and honestly responded, that she'd been constantly and continually fantasizing about being with her. And because of that, to continue to come to her, and lay there as Susan gave her a massage all the while thinking the things that she was, was something she felt she could no longer do, in all fairness to herself, and to Susan.
"So was this the woman you sort of told me about? The one who you knew was having the secret little orgasms?" I asked.
Susan nodded her head yes. "What happened next wasn't really something I had expected, or ever even intended to happen. To be honest David, I'd never even been with another woman before, not even during any experimental, or curiosity days back in school. I'm willing to bet I was about the only woman, who had never even kissed another woman, even back then when it came right down to it. So the fact I was pretty one side of the mind in thought about that, is perhaps what led me to being a bit more curious about it than I might otherwise have been. Knowing that Helen had desires for me, made me all the more curious about it, and about her. So we sat down and had a long deep chat about it. What came from that, was this. She has a life, a family which she loves, cares, and provides for. She's in an upper tier position where she works, that would not allow for a woman, especially in her position to have a relationship, especially an open relationship with another woman. She does better being a widow under the circumstances, right or wrong. But there it is. As such, she comes to me for her weekly release now. Her stress release if you will. And as such, no one thinks the wiser of it. And no, since I assume your already wondering and thinking about it, she doesn't pay me for it either. It's now nothing more than a friends thing. I do her a service as a friend, and from time to time, she helps me out as a friend as well. My business has grown because of her. Because of all the leads and introductions she's given me. Because of her, I now have the steady client list that I have, which pays well, and allows me to have a little more self time for myself because of it."
At least now I did understand, and though our situations were sort of similar in design, they were indeed different. Susan continued to see Helen and give her the relief that she needed, and it was nothing more than that. Though admittedly, she openly enjoyed their time together too.
"Mostly, it's all about getting her off. Pleasing her, or satisfying her needs. We don't always end up having sex together, that is in fact more of a rare occurrence than the norm, believe it or not. But we both sort of agreed to that over the course of time, ensuring when we did, that our relationship didn't turn into anything more than what it is now. Anyway, you need to be aware of that too, before you and I go any further with this either. And just so you know. I have every intention of telling Helen all about this the next time she comes in. I think that's only fair to her too, don't you?"
I had no problem with that, and told her so. Though I think I showed her that as well as I stood behind her, fucking her doggy-style with her bent over her kitchen table. "So...do...you...enjoy...eating...pussy?" I asked, plunging in and out of her with each word.
Susan laughed, groaned, laughed, and responded.
"You really are a naughty little boy aren't you?"
**
Three days later I had gone over to Susan's place in the evening, for one of our special appointments. She had met me at the door wearing nothing more than a robe. I had already told her that I was more than willing to give her a massage, if she was willing to walk me through it. To my delight, and hopefully hers...she was. I'd even brought along a pair of tight fitting shorts to wear, and a brand new clean tee shirt, though I wondered how long I'd be wearing either. She lay on the table as I began rubbing some oil into her. I felt like I was doing it more like at the beach than an actual massage, though she didn't seem to mind too much, obviously enjoying it as I amateurly worked away at her.
"So...how did things with Helen go?" I asked, which was something I'd been wondering about ever since we'd seen one another the last time. I knew Helen had come over for one of her massages since that time.
"Things went good," she teased, actually moaning a little, though I gave one of her cute little ass cheeks a not too friendly slap.
"You know what I mean," I said, now soothingly massaging the area I'd just spanked. "What did she say?"
"It wasn't so much as what she said, though we did indeed talk about it, so much as it seemed to make her hot. Needless to say, we had one of our more "rambunctious" sessions together."
"Do tell," I stated, feeling my prick stiffening even more. "In specific detail," I added.
"In that case, don't stop massaging me. The minute you stop, I stop," she warned. I took a moment to pour a liberal helping of oil all over her, and then began. As she did.
By the time Susan was nearing the end of her story, I was leaking like a sieve. I think if I'd even touched my cock, briefly...I'd have climaxed, just from listening to her story.
"...So now, she's laying there on the table, I've got my entire fist up inside her cunt, really pounding away at her. She's laying there twisting her nipples, and as I said, if you think my nipples are big, you should fucking see hers! Anyway, she's yanking and pulling on them like crazy, crying out in pleasure. I honestly believe it was one of the more intense orgasms she's ever had since we've been doing this. I mean I told her everything about us, everything we've done, everything we do...and it seemed to really set her off. Even more so when I told her that I had told you about how hot you got hearing about the two of us. That's when she hit it. That's when she really exploded. I think that really turned her on for some reason."
It had sure as hell turned me on. I was as fucking hard as a rock, which was obvious.
"I take it we're through with the massage?" She asked.
"Unless there's some more story to tell," I informed her, cock throbbing...dripping.
"I don't think you could last that long," she giggled. "And besides, I need this inside me now anyway."
It was a good thing I went down on her first. I wouldn't have lasted very long otherwise.
**
It was a week later when I'd actually gone over for one of my 'normal' regularly scheduled massages. Susan as usual, was likewise wearing one of her more normal outfits, though she had (for me) again bent the rules just a little, provided I didn't push things. She was at least wearing that more revealing swim-like top she'd worn for me back when all this began.
"So? How'd it go?" I asked again.
"Not sure I should tell you," Susan replied. "This is after all...a normal massage. Not one of my special ones. And it's not going to turn into one of my special one's either, which is what I'm afraid you'd want, if I do tell you what happened."
"Promise. I'll behave," I implored her.
"Yeah, right. That's what they all say," she responded in kind. "But...I will tell you, but only if you promise to keep your hands to yourself."
"Does this count?" I asked, latching onto my prick.
"David? I mean it. You get me any more horny than I am already, and you'll just have to leave and come back later tonight to hear the rest of it. And I'm not kidding either. So, which is it? Behave now and hear it? Or come back tonight and hear it while I'm fucking you."
"Decisions, decisions," I responded, though there was no way in hell I was going to wait until this evening to hear what happened. "Ok, ok. I give in. I'll be a good boy...for now."
"Well then," Susan began as she likewise began working on my back...professionally. "She thought, it might be kind of hot, if you were willing. And this is a BIG if David, IF you were willing to just come and watch. You wouldn't be allowed to speak, not to either one of us while anything was going on. And you certainly wouldn't be allowed to touch either one of us either," she added to that. But if you could do that, if you could agree to that, then Helen said she'd enjoy knowing, having you there watching us. It would in fact, actually turn her on that someone was. Especially with it being another man for some reason. So...could you do that? Could you agree to that?"
To be honest, I didn't know. "Did she say anything about me not being able to touch myself while watching the two of you? Because if she did, then no. I don't think I could. That would be a bit too much to ask. So, if she's not ok with my being able to do that at least, then no. As much as I wouldn't mind seeing that, I'd have to say no to it then. So tell her. You tell her what my conditions are then."
"I will," Susan said smiling, and then tossed me the small towel I usually used to wipe myself off with.
"Hey, we're not even half way through the massage!" I complained, glancing up at the clock. "You didn't even do my front yet!"
"If you want your front done. Then go in and take a shower. I'll be waiting for you in the bedroom. Oh, and one more thing, I'll only charge you half on the massage."
"Gee thanks," I grinned at her, throwing the towel in her direction, but she'd already closed the door.
**
I'd arrived precisely on time. Even taking some time off work in order to do this. Susan had let it be known when I was to arrive, not sooner, and certainly not later, or the whole thing was off. Helen had in fact agreed to my "self pleasuring" as she'd put it, without much argument, and then had in fact added another stipulation to all of this, which I had just now in fact, agreed to.
"She wants to watch you cum before either one of us do," Susan informed me. "She's totally fine with the rest of it, whatever you wish to do while enjoying yourself, as long as you don't interrupt us or speak to us for any reason. Not to mention any touching. But she also said, you were free to walk around and such for a better look, though only again, as long as you don't get in the way. And then like I said, when you are close, and ready to cum, you're to tell us, so that we know, and so that she can see it when you do. Don't ask me why, or the reasoning behind it, she just insisted that was they way it was to be if you wanted to actually see the two of us together."



Once again, I didn't really have too much of a problem with all this, though I also wasn't at all sure what to expect either.
Susan led me towards her studio. I knew that Helen was already inside waiting for us, though I had no idea as to what to expect beyond that. I knew there would be no introductions, and that initially, I was to simply take a seat and sit quietly as things got started. I'd more or less know when it was ok for me to do whatever I felt like doing to myself after that.
We entered the room, and I was indeed somewhat surprised. Helen was still fully dressed, resting comfortably in one of Susan's oversized chairs that she kept inside the room for her customers to rest and relax in, prior to, or even after their massage. I knew that Helen and Susan had gone to school together, so that they were approximately the same age or so. But to my surprise, and to be honest, Helen looked ten years older than Susan did, more her actual age perhaps. The years had obviously been hard on her, her job perhaps, trying to raise a family on her own, and so on. She wore her hair short, yet stylish, not quite butch so as to indicate any sort of sexual preferences. Just more along the lines of what a female executive might wear. Even with several streaks of gray, or silver appearing in it, which she'd made no obvious attempt at coloring. And though she did indeed wear makeup, it wasn't overbearing, far more subtle and subdued than anything. And even her attire, a well fit, yet business like suit seemed to complete the picture of a well dressed, well respected, very mature looking business woman. To see her like this, one would never have guessed at the seething, sensual, almost decadent woman that was hiding inside.
I took a seat. Not even acknowledging her presence, nor did she mine either. Only smiling as Susan approached her, the two of them kissing as friends, cheek to cheek. Once more, nothing there to suggest anything beyond friendship. This was certainly going to be interesting. Susan now stepped around behind Helen, helping her with her suit jacket, removing it, and then placing it upon a hanger, hanging it. She repeated the process with the woman's dress skirt as well, and then shoes, finally leaving her to stand there in nothing more than a non-sexual looking bra, and white cotton brief panties. Short of actually looking like, or appearing as 'granny panties' as they were called. Susan again unclasped the bra, Helen allowing it to fall down off her chest where Susan caught it. Only then reaching up to actually massage, and scratch at her own breasts, now free from their confinements. To my surprise, I actually felt my cock lurch just a little. Helen actually had fairly nice looking tits, though they admittedly sagged just a little. But truth was, I found that actually alluring than most perhaps. They sat heavy against her rib cage, even as she lifted them again, as though inspecting for any tell-tale marks left behind by her too tight-fitting bra.
Susan now had her sit, slowly and then gingerly removing her panties, along with the knee-high nylons she'd been wearing. I noticed she was in no hurry to do this, removing each one slowly, even deliberately as she did. And as she did, I saw too that Helen sat watching me, almost expressionless, which was a bit unnerving, even confusing. She was a hard woman to read. At last however, once she was entirely and completely naked, Susan once again stood, leading her over to the massage table as she climbed on top of it. Once she had done so, Susan now began removing her clothes, even taking a moment to nod in my direction. A signal I now knew, meaning I could remove my clothes as well, if I really wished to. I figured there probably wouldn't be another time I could do so, unless I did it now. Which I did, just as Susan herself finished undressing. She soon walked around to the opposite side of the table, which gave me a total and complete unobstructed view of everything. She poured some oil into her hands, and onto Helen's body, and then began what I knew to be one of Susan's very, very sensual massages.
"How's that feel?" Susan asked as her hands glided over the woman's somewhat flattened out, but still bulky breasts. They were slick, and slippery with oil by now, and I could easily hear it as Susan made it obvious in her manipulations. Something that Helen obviously enjoyed hearing.
"It feels nasty," Helen responded in kind. "I like the sound my tits make as you caress and play with them," she added to that. "It sounds like lots and lots of wet slippery pussies doesn't it?" She questioned.
"It sounds just like your pussy, and mine, when they're sliding against one another," Susan teased, now running her hand down between Helen's legs where she spent a moment or two, obviously finger-fucking her, once again making more sound as she did, making it obvious.
"Put another finger in me," Helen told her. "Finger-fuck me, stretch me," she moaned, and then added. "Does David's cock stretch your pussy?" She asked. "Do you like the way it feels going in?"
"Yes, yes it does, and yes...I do," Susan said actually looking over towards me as she said that. Though so was Helen.
"Is it hard?" She asked. "Let me see it." I spread my legs, removing my hand. I sat proud and firm. Though Helen didn't give indication either way whether she had liked that or not. "Another one. Put in your hand," she begged. "Fist me baby, fist me. Put your fucking fist up my fucking cunt!"
I could hear it as Susan did so. Helen obviously was a juicer. She didn't really need any help getting that way.
"Are you getting nice and wet thinking about David's cock? About fucking it?" She asked.
"Yes, very wet. I'm getting very, very wet thinking about it. Thinking about David's hard stiff cock!" Susan actually moaned. I noticed then that Helen had indeed dropped one of her hands, her fingers now worming their way inside Susan's pussy as she stood there.
"Tit fuck me now!" Helen demanded. "Bet he can't do that to you now can he?" She asked.
"No...he can't," Susan said almost apologetically, though without looking my way. Helen scooted herself towards the edge of the table now, her legs once again spread as she held them up like that herself. "Tit fuck me," she asked again, as Susan cupped one of her own breasts, placing it against Helen's wet juicy cunt. I watched as Susan rubbed it, pressed it, and then moved it up and down, almost furiously against the woman's cunt. She was delirious with pleasure. "Sit on my face! Sit on my face!" She now demanded with much urgency. And once again, Susan complied, waiting for Helen to move back up further onto the table as Susan scooted up herself, finally lowering her pussy over Helen's face, but not before placing what appeared to be a rather good-sized glass dildo in the woman's hand. I now watched as Helen slid the toy into herself, and began working it, all the while obviously, and with much relish, licking and sucking away at Susan's cunt.
Admittedly, I sat there stroking my cock. There was no need for additional lubricant for myself. I was making plenty of it, and even went so far as to stroke it in such a way that they both could hear me doing it. Maybe it would piss her off, make her mad, but I really didn't much care. Nothing had been said about me making any cock-noise, so I continued. To my surprise, it seemed to intensify Helen's pleasure however.
"Can you hear that?" Helen spoke, actually taking the time to turn her head off to one side to look at me. "I can hear his cock juice," Helen said again. "He's getting horny watching us, listening to us, isn't he?" She asked to no one in particular, though she now indicated that she wanted to do something else.
"Time to fuck you, and you fuck me," Helen announced. Obviously they had done this before, so it didn't take much by way of adjustments to get into the all to familiar position they enjoyed while doing this. I was a little surprised however that they could still manage it on the massage table. It was a lot sturdier than I thought. Now cunt to cunt, legs crossing over like scissors, they pressed themselves against one another, slipping and sliding together like that, humping one another. I stood up for the first time, once again not quite sure how this would be received, though I recalled Susan saying I could in fact walk around. So I did so, wanting a closer look, stepping towards the table, though not too close, not wanting to invade whatever invisible barrier existed.
"Oh, he likes that doesn't he? He likes seeing our hot, wet cunts pressing together doesn't he?" Helen continued. "He can hear them squishing against one another too. I can still hear his cock juice in fact, same as he can hear ours. I wonder...can he smell us as well. Can you smell our nasty, stinky sweet cunts rubbing together David?" She asked, though I had no intention of answering of course. To which she even seemed to smile as I made no effort in responding to that. Pleased by that perhaps. "How'd you like to cum, to squirt all over our cunts while we're fucking one another? I bet you'd like that wouldn't you?" She asked, actually looking at me as I stood there fisting my prick, jacking it now with wild abandon. "Tell him Susan, tell him. Tell him what you'd like to see him do," Helen almost pleaded.
"Squirt for us baby," she now asked, her eyes full of lust as she continued to grind and hump her own cunt against Helen's. "Shoot your hot, stinky, nasty, messy sperm all over our pussies baby. Cream them for us. Make a nice, huge mess of us," Susan asked me.
I was honestly surprised at the decadence of all this, the almost too vulgar looks on their faces, the sights and sounds of it all. I felt the first purge of white hot semen suddenly leap from the tip of my cock, and as though perfectly planned for and choreographed, I likewise watched it shoot across the short distance between where I stood. The first two streamers of spunk landing perfectly, the fur bulls-eye sitting there, now displayed with globs of cum, clinging to it. Something that seemed to spur Helen, and then Susan on even more than before. My final spending, falling far short now of course, mostly on the edge of the table, or even the floor. It mattered not. For at that moment, I now saw and witnessed something I had never seen before. And up until now, had only heard of. Helen's cunt seemed to liquefy. To my astonishment, I watched as several, almost clear liquid spurts of fluid shot from her cunt, literally drenching the two of them. Helen's climax was both loud and long, as well as wet. I couldn't believe the amount of fluid that could be shot from inside a woman's pussy. It was hot, wild and weird all at the same time. Helen had in fact collapsed, moving just enough that it became uncomfortable for Susan to continue to lay there as well. She moved off, now standing off to one side, her face still flushed with arousal and desire. I knew without even asking, she herself hadn't cum yet.
Helen seem to know it too as she finally sat up, once more moving back over towards the chair. Though she stood behind it, patting at it. "Come here Susan, sit down," her tone of voice more like an order as opposed to a suggestion. And that's when she looked at me. "Come here David. Come over here, kneel down and lick her pussy."
Susan looked at me. "You don't have to David. That wasn't part of this, it's not something that you have to do, especially since Helen..."
I didn't let her finish. I walked over instead, smiling up at Helen, and then kneeling. "I'm actually quite looking forward to this," and then I ran my tongue and lips up Susan's sweet tasting pussy, eventually capturing her precious clit between my lips until she was screaming out in pure, unadulterated pleasure.
**
Helen had left not too long after that, leaving Susan and I alone together, discussing everything that had just happened.
"Well, admittedly, that was wild. And a bit unexpected. It certainly wasn't like anything I was expecting either."
"So...you're ok with that? With what happened? What we did?"
"Of course I am. I didn't see anything that really freaked me out. Surprised me maybe, but nothing there that I haven't a hundred times fantasized about. Though the breast-fucking thing was a new one for me, something I hadn't really thought about before until now." Susan laughed at that.
"Hell David, it's pretty much all new to me. Like I told you earlier, this is a first for me in more ways than one. But as long as you're ok, that's what's the most important to me, after all, I'm not sure how long things will continue between Helen and I, but until it's just time for it to end, or when things fizzle out for whatever reason, you need to be aware that I still want to continue with it."
"And us too?" I asked.
"Us too," she smiled. "Now how about we go and take a shower, and then fuck like mad."
"Actually, I think we should fuck like mad, and then take a shower, and then fuck like mad again. How's that sound?"
"Even better," Susan grinned leading me down the hall towards the bedroom...by the cock I might add.
**
Once again several days later, I had come over to actually sit down for dinner with Susan. Things were taking a new and interesting turn between us, and I didn't mind it at all.
"See Helen recently?" I asked.
"No, not since the last," she answered. "Though we did speak on the phone yesterday," she said with a hint of mystery in her tone of voice.
"And?"
"Well, obviously we talked about stuff. You know. I think she also wanted to make sure that she and I were still ok, all of that. She did say that if things between you and I got serious, and if she needed to bow out of things, that she hoped we'd let her know."
Hearing that surprised me, though in a strange way, I was pleased to hear that.
"What else?" I knew even before asking that, there was more.
"She also asked me something. Asked me to ask you about it, see what you had to say about it."
"About it? I knew Susan was dragging this out for some reason, though I didn't know why yet.
"Well, she was wondering if...well, if...you'd be willing to let her, watch us."
"You're shitting me!" I exclaimed. "Really? She wants to watch us fuck?"
"Yeah, she does. Even I was surprised by that. But she also said, it was only fair, whatever rules you had for her, she'd abide to as well. She just asked that we'd think about it, and then let her know, either way."
"My rules right?"
"Our rules," Susan corrected.
"Yeah, I meant that. Our rules. I guess we'd need to decide what then huh?"
"Yeah I guess so."
"What if they were sort of, kind of different rules though. Would she agree to that?"
"I guess that depends. Where are you going with this anyway? What is it you have in mind exactly?"
Which is when I more or less laid it out for her. Though I agreed to more than one suggestion or change that she had in mind too.
**
"So, what did she say? Did she agree to it?" I asked Susan after she'd had a chance to meet with her. And meet with her, she did. They had spent almost an entire afternoon fucking one another silly in ways that even I couldn't quite comprehend. I guess you'd have to be there.
"She agreed. Totally and completely. No conditions. In fact, she's quite looking forward to it. As am I."
I smiled at that. This was apt to be fun. Even better than anything, that had happened so far by my way of thinking.
Once again, I arrived at Susan's home, and then invited upstairs to her massage studio. Helen was already there as had been prearranged so I had some expectations of what I would find upon entering the room. Susan had already done her part before I got there. Helen was naked, bound and sitting in a chair across the way. Her tits were bound as well, Susan had managed to wrap several coils of soft thin rope about her tits, which were now swollen almost purple. Each of her nipples likewise clamped in addition to that. Susan had also fixed some sort of brace between Helen's legs so she could not close them, for any reason. And then the best part as far as I was concerned, was the remote controlled vibrator that for the moment at least, was inserted but sitting quietly inside Helen's pussy.
Susan and I took our time undressing one another, not really paying any attention to Helen at all. I stood there in the middle of the room with a raging hard-on as Susan dropped to her knees there in front of me and began sucking it.
"Do you like watching Susan suck my cock?" I now asked actually looking at her. Seeing her squirm a little in obvious discomfort was interesting. Her breasts again so swollen they looked almost painful, though Susan had assured me she loved having them bound that way. Helen nodded her head yes. "No, say it. Don't just nod your head at me."
"Yes," she managed in an almost breathless tone of voice.
"Yes what?"
"Yes, I like watching Susan sucking your cock!"
"Would you like to suck my cock Helen?" Her eyes went wild, she shook her head no frantically for a moment, saying it as well.
"No, I wouldn't. Not that!"
"Then I guess you really don't want to see Susan sucking my prick then do you?"
"No...I do," she managed, squirming a bit more even.
"Maybe I should stop," I warned. Once again her eyes almost pleading as I said that.
"No, no...I don't want her to stop. I want to watch it. I do."
"Would you just lick the tip if I promised to let Susan continue sucking me?" I asked, "Or maybe I should put your blindfold on while she does it instead."
There was a black scarf tied around her neck for possible use later, and which I now threatened her with in using. The thing was, I had promised Susan that I would not force Helen into doing anything she wouldn't normally do, or want to do. But I had said nothing about suggesting it, or even hinting that I might. Once again Helens had a wild concerned look to them, though to my surprise, she nodded her head yes instead. I let her off the hook however, even catching a look from Susan when I did.
"Maybe later then. Right now, I think it's time for me to return the favor. Would you like to watch me licking her pussy?" This time Helen nodded again in obvious excitement. "Then say it Helen, say what you want to see the two of us doing...remember? Maybe we'll even turn the vibrator on for you for a bit, would you like that?"
"Oh yes, yes I would. And yes, I want to watch you eat Susan's pussy," she added, again squirming, almost as though she was trying to get some sort of stimulation out of the silent, unmoving vibrator currently buried deep in her pussy.
I had Susan lay down on the soft carpeted floor, right in front of where Helen was sitting. I knew she'd be able to see very clearly as I spread Susan's legs, crawling up between them. I even spread her pussy with my fingers, giving Helen a clear tantalizing view. Susan's moisture already glistening, her pink lips slick and wet with her own juices.
"Hmm, she's already nice and wet," I said unnecessarily as I ran the tip of my tongue up and then down that sweet furrowed groove. "You can turn it on for her," I told Susan, which she then did, though also on the lowest possible setting."
"Is that better?" Susan asked. "Can you feel it inside your pussy?"
"Yes," Helen acknowledged, though you could again tell by the way she squirmed that she really wanted more.
"Do you like watching David lick me? Eat me? Don't you wish you were doing this?" Susan moaned deeply, her own pleasures betraying her as she reached up to fondle one of her own breasts, likewise tweaking her nipple. "Bet you wish I was pulling on your nipples right about now, don't you?"
Helen had been nodding her head yes, and saying the word almost constantly. "Ask her if she'd like having her clit licked with the vibrator inside her," I asked.



"Would you Helen? Would you like having your clit sucked?"
"Oh yes, fuck yes!" She nearly screamed.
"Even if I was the one sucking it?" I now asked looking up from Susan's cunt, her juices clearly showing on my face. Once more Helen hesitated, looking at me, and then actually nodded her head yes.
"You're forgetting," I reminded.
"Yes, yes...even if you were the one sucking my clit, my cunt. Yes. I would like feeling that, especially now!" I grinned, and went back to licking Susan's sweet quim.
"You can turn it up a notch," I offered, still licking, as Susan did so. The impact of which was immediately heard as Helen groaned even more deeply, audibly letting us know she could feel the added pleasure.
Susan was in fact already hovering on the edge, but I didn't want to take her over it just yet. So I pulled back, bringing her up with me as I did.
"I think it's time to fuck her now don't you? While you suck on her tits a little," I then added, seeing the surprised expression on her face. Obviously she hadn't really expected that, contact...any contact at all. "Would you enjoy doing that? Sucking on her tits while I slid this nice hard cock of mine in and out of her soaking wet pussy?" I then whispered into Susan's ear as we made our way over closer to where Helen was sitting. "Let her get close, but don't allow her to actually capture one. Not until I say," I told her.
"You're really a very evil, naughty man. You know that?" She answered back as we now stood in front of Helen.
"Ok, lean forward a little," I told Susan, knowing she was still well out of reach yet. "I'll slide my cock into you first, and then we'll move a bit until Helen can suck on one of your tits."
Helen even tried leaning forward some, but she was too well bound to the chair to move much. Susan now bending forward, her magnificent breasts dangling there invitingly, swinging to and fro a bit as I slowly slid in and out of her.
"They're still out of reach!" Helen complained, still straining.
I moved the two of us another inch or so. "How about now?" I asked, as I picked up the tempo a little, Susan's breasts now gyrating a bit more wildly. Even if they had been in reach, it was making it virtually impossible for her to capture one.
"No, I can't...I can't," she moaned almost desperately.
"Hold one up for her," I told Susan. "But only to the point where she can just reach it with the tip of her tongue." Susan did that, as I slowed my strokes in and out of her, the sound of her liquid juices however becoming readily apparent even then. Susan held her own breast, inching forward, Helen in her chair, mouth open, and tongue waggling wildly waiting for the contact.
"She got it," Susan said at last, feeling the brief slight touch of Helen's tongue on the very edge of her hard extended nipple.
"Let her have more of it," I relented, as Susan leaned forward now so that Helen could indeed wrap her lips around Susan's thick nub. I slid into Susan forcefully, the sounds of our coupling becoming even more pronounced. "Can you hear that Helen?" I prompted. "Can you hear all that hot wet fuck juice as I slide my hard fat cock in and out of Susan's cunt?"
"Oh fuck! Yes! Yes! I can hear it!" Helen exclaimed. "I can hear Susan's cunt juice as you fuck her. I want to see it, see it please!" She now begged.
Susan and I turned to one side so that Helen could have an even better look, though that of course took Susan's tits away from her for the moment. She didn't seem to mind though, her eyes now transfixed on my cock, glistening with Susan's cream as I slowly pulled out, all the way, allowing Helen to see my hard swollen, likewise purplish head before shoving it once again deeply inside Susan's cunt. "Do you like that?" I now asked. "Do you like the way it looks, and sounds going into her?"
This time Helen didn't even hesitate. "Yes I do. I like seeing that, I like watching you fuck her. I love seeing her cum on your cock," she added hotly. Once more Susan turned up the control on Helen's toy. It was nearly at full speed now, and I could see even from where I stood, a great deal of moisture seeping from the woman's cunt, already beginning to soak the towel on the chair that Susan had placed there earlier.
"Would you like it if I were to fuck you?" I asked.
"David!" Susan cautioned, about the only time she had really done so. But I was keeping my promise, and would continue to do so.
"Don't worry Helen, I wouldn't do it, not unless you really wanted it, I was just asking. But you do enjoy watching it though yes?"
"Yes, I do enjoy watching," she breathed with some degree of difficulty. It was obvious that she was getting closer and closer to orgasm, ready or not. "I like seeing it and watching it...and I like seeing you cum," she freely admitted, though that notion was still yet odd to me. Why she would, and obviously did.
"How about if I was to squirt all over Susan's back then when it's time? Would you enjoy seeing that? Would you like cumming with us when I do?" I ventured. "I know how much you enjoy having your nipples twisted when you orgasm. Would you like to have Susan doing that to you when I start squirting?"
"Yes, yes. Fuck yes!" She thrashed against her restraints. "I want to see you cum all over Susan's ass!"
Even Susan was getting into it now, already close as well. I felt her reach down between her legs, and new damn well she was frigging her clit with her fingers, something that never failed to bring on her orgasm when I was doing her like this. Sure enough, I felt Susan convulse, and then felt her pussy contract, almost like a vise, squeezing my prick as I fucked her. She screamed, her cry of delight filling the air, almost triggering my own climatic bliss.
"Go ahead baby, grab her tits now," I cried out as well, my own orgasm only moments away now as I pulled out all the way, now fisting myself. Helen's eyes glued to my cock as I did so, Susan's fingers now pulling, twisting almost violently on Helen's hard thick nipples as she groaned. In seconds, I was spurting, one enormous ribbon of hot wet spunk leaping from my prick, lashing Susan's back like a whip as I placed several criss-crossing trails of semen upon her. Helen cried out now as well, her face almost as purple as her tits still were, a fountain of clear fluid suddenly escaping, forcing it's way out and around the still deeply embedded vibrator she had strapped into her.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" She cried out over and over again. As the three of us shortly thereafter collapsed.
**
Susan soon after freed Helen from all her restraints. I had gone for refreshments, returning moments later now wearing a robe, more for Helen's sake than anything else.
"So, we still ok?" Susan worriedly asked.
"Definitely," Helen assured us both. "That was actually more erotic for me than I realized it would be. Even with David's somewhat teasing threats."
"You do know I wouldn't have done anything," I once again reassured her. "But you obviously did seem to be enjoying the thought at least, that I might try and do something...or am I wrong?"
Helen walked over, suddenly dropping down to her knees there in front of me. In the blink of an eye, I felt my cock suddenly surrounded by her mouth as she gently sucked on it.
"Well I'll be damned," I said looking down, and then over towards Susan, she too with a bemused, surprised look in her face.
**
Due to my work schedule and a trip out of town for a few days, it was nearly two weeks before I'd gotten a chance to see Susan again. I had actually gone over for a real massage, badly in need of one.
"Heard anything from Helen?" I asked curiously. We really hadn't discussed much since that time, though I knew she and Susan had spent one evening together at least since I had left.
"Same ole, same ole," she grinned, though I could again tell there was more to all this than she was letting on at the moment.
"And?"
"And...she actually did enjoy herself, more so than she thought she would, which we of course talked about considerably."
"And?"
"And...she suggested, which I had already been thinking about, that now the two of you have had a turn at doing something a bit wild and kinky, and that maybe it was my turn perhaps."
"Oh really? So it would be Helen and I doing things for...or to you then? If I get your drift?"
"Sort of," Susan said. "I did tell her about a few things I would like. And she's seriously considering it."
"Like what?" I asked anxiously, now damn curious in fact.
"Sorry, she hasn't actually agreed to anything yet. She told me she needed to think about it. I'm in fact expecting to hear from her any time now."
As though planned, Susan's cell phone rang. She turned walking away to answer, speaking though I couldn't hear anything being said. Moments later she approached me, smiling.
"How's tomorrow night sound?"
It sounded...interesting.
-The End-
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*
We called her Mrs. Blake, or at least I did anyway. She was also known as the quiet lady, primarily because she was a bit of a recluse. I knew very little about her, and most of that coming from my parents when I had actually been required to apply for the privilege of mowing and trimming her yard. And don't laugh, every year she reviewed potential candidates for the spring-summer-fall long job of doing that. So it was, just because you mowed her yard one year, didn't mean you'd get to do so again the next year. I am sure that the fact she paid extremely well, well above the normal, is why my friends and I, amongst others, actually went through the yearly routine. Age didn't really matter, if you could do the job, and do it correctly according to her standards; she was willing to pay for it.
I knew only that her husband had been killed many years before. Though I never learned how that had come about. I also knew she didn't have any children, and after the death of her husband, never wanted any...and never remarried either. And I honestly found that sad as she was a very attractive woman, at the time...somewhere in her early to mid fifties back then. I remember she had just a touch of grey to her dark auburn hair and made no attempt to color it, content to let it turn naturally. She wore it in a small ponytail most of the time, and I rarely recall seeing her wear her hair in any other style. I also remember we were pretty close to the same height, and though I eventually grew another inch or so, at the time I'd guess she was about five foot seven or so. Mrs. Blake (though in time I would come to know her as Helen) was what I guess you would call a medium built woman. Far from slim, and equally far from being over weight, though an obvious telltale bit of extra in her frame, depending on whatever clothes she was wearing at the time. I'll save the description for the more intimate and personal stuff later.
This was actually my second year mowing and trimming for her, though there had been a year in between that, when someone else actually did it besides me. I often wondered if she did that on purpose to keep any one person from thinking they had the job locked up. Though I seriously believe, I did a better job of it than anyone else did. It even got to the point that I went out of my way (and time) to go the extra bit, which I now know, she appreciated very much.
It was well into the late spring, early summer when things took a really interesting turn, and in many ways, had a significant impact on my life.
I had as usual gone over early to begin mowing long before it would get very hot. Already the skies were promising a bit of rain, so I was likewise in hopes of getting the yard mowed before the expected downpour came. I had barely gotten finished with the mowing when the rain came. Promising Mrs. Blake to return later in the day to finish up with the trimming because of it. She told me not to bother until it was totally dry, even if that meant coming back the following day. I soon after headed home, which was about three or four blocks away by bike, and no more than a good ten or fifteen minute distance between us. Although the rain was already starting to let up some by the time I arrived home, it promised to be a daylong drizzle at the very least, accompanied by some fairly serious thunder and lightening. I had actually changed into dry clothes when it hit me. I had left out the trimmer in the rain, forgetting to put it away before I left. Something like that was apt to blackball me if I hadn't been already, from returning again the next year. Once more, I headed back to her place as fast as I could in the hopes that perhaps she wouldn't have noticed that yet. I could even safely park my bike on the side of the garage, and then enter in that way (as the door was always unlocked) and then grab the trimmer which I'd left leaning against the work shed, put it away inside, and hopefully leave without ever being found out.
Everything went according to plan until I walked around the backside of the garage and the attached work shed. I froze in place, disbelief of what I was currently looking at, turning me into stone. And there wasn't a damn thing I could do about it.
There was a small L-shaped porch that ran along the backside of the house. The awning was just enough to protect from most of the rain, which is why I guess I had made a major mistake in coming back when I did. Mrs. Blake was sitting in one of her lawn chairs watching the storm, in particular the sound of thunder and lightning (as she'd explain later to me) which was something she had always been fascinated with. The problem was...she was entirely naked, sitting there while doing so. And maybe that would have been bad enough, actually walking around the corner not expecting to find her sitting there like that, but it just so happened, that she had her legs propped up in the chair, spread pretty widely, and one hand busy between her legs, the other at the moment cupping one of her rather full pendulous looking breasts.
Like I said. Our eyes locked for a brief second as my mind tried to retake control over my body and signal me to flee. And I would have done so, had she not called out to me when she did.
"Jason? Come here," she said firmly, though I don't recall there being an edge of anger in her tone of voice. Surprise, maybe even a little embarrassment perhaps, but she certainly wasn't angry with me. To my own surprise, I cross the few steps, now entering the protection of the awning, though I still stood several feet away, unsure of what to do next, let alone expect. "Closer," I remember her saying, and then indicating for me to stand right in front of her chair. I did as she asked until I was actually standing there no more than a foot or so away from her, looking at her, unable not to, as the internal struggle of having to face her in the eye, was actually worse than keeping my eyes lowered, though I was looking at this totally nude woman while doing that. And it was at that very moment that I realized...she hadn't removed her hand from between her legs!
And as I realized that, I also realized, she was still finger-fucking herself, slowly perhaps, and maybe trying to be a bit imperceptible while doing so? But the reality was, she was doing that...still teasing herself as I only then looked up into her eyes again, now tilting the other way in my confusion as to knowing just exactly where in hell I should be looking at this point. Once again, our eyes locked, but this time I also saw her mouth move. I heard no words, for if she spoke any, they were far too quiet for me to have done so. But the shape of her words as she spoke them, were beyond question.
"Watch me."
The way I saw it, I didn't really have any other choice. Sure...I could have turned and ran, left anyway. But I also figured that I'd be fucked for the rest of the summer as far as the job went. And besides, it wasn't her fault that I had come back and found her masturbating in the privacy of her own backyard, that one was definitely on me. And the only thing she had said was that. Nothing else. Nothing about me doing anything, or doing anything to her. Just, "Watch me," so the way I saw it...I had nothing to lose, and everything in the world to gain.
And so I stood, watching her. Saying nothing, doing nothing. Just watching. And I was more turned on than I had ever been in my entire life. When Mrs. Blake realized I was actually going to stay, she smiled. It was one of the very rare times I had ever seen her do so. And then after that, she proceeded to pleasure herself quite openly, quite uninhibitedly sitting there right in front of me as I watched her. And though times perhaps have changed since then as styles and preferences seem to do, I recall that she didn't really have a thick hairy bush. In fact, what I recall and even now see just as clearly as then, was this very fine layer of pubic hair, that was actually more straight than curly perhaps. It was also a light brown, and looked almost as though it had been combed that way, both sides meeting towards the middle, where her finger lay. Still pressing against herself, occasionally dipping inside before reemerging again. I also remember the color of her inner lips, for they appeared almost red inside as opposed to the outer, more pinkish flesh of her labia. And though actually watching her finger-fucking herself was erotic enough, I was then (and have always been) a bonafide card-carrying breast man. All shapes, all sizes...mattered not. So here to I was being treated to another stimulating pleasure as well. With one hand still between her legs, the other she used to caress and tease her own breast and nipple with.
Mrs. Blake had what I can only say were fairly heavy looking, somewhat pendulous breasts. I mean they weren't exactly saggy or anything, just heavy and fell a bit more down her chest perhaps. I honestly thought they were beautiful, and provided me many evenings of pleasure after that just when thinking about them. But I digress here. I remember too that her nipples were fairly large, some call them "pancake" nipples for lack of a better description. They were a light tan, not quite pink, and colored enough to clearly define the area as they sat on the tip of her breasts. She had amazing nipples too as I remember. Fairly thick, and I actually remember comparing them in size to "Dots" though even bigger than that, and certainly longer too. Mrs. Blake could scissor her nipple between two fingers, and you'd still see a goodly portion of it poking up and through whenever she did that.
So, watching her doing both, playing with her breasts, caressing them, tugging and eventually pulling hard on her nipples...more so when she actually came, in conjunction with the sound of her fingers now sliding in and out of her very wet cunt, not to mention the vision of her while doing so, was almost more than I could emotionally stand. And stand I still did. Like a statue with hard-on.
When it was over, she asked me to sit at the patio table, which I did. She stood up, now slipping on a bathrobe, which she'd, had sitting nearby, and simply informed me she was going inside to get us something to drink while we talked.
She'd made it clear, and very obvious I wasn't going anywhere until we had. Though I also had no intention of going anywhere either, especially not after what had just happened. Maybe I was more curious now than anything else, (though I was still horny as hell too) but I remained sitting there until she came out again. She placed a poured Coke in front of me, as well as one for herself. And though I knew she smoked, I'd never seen her actually doing so. In addition to our drinks, she had also brought her smokes along with an ashtray outside. She lit one, drawing the smoke in, looking at me, and then blowing it out as she actually spoke.
"Obviously, it was NOT my intent for you to see me doing that. However, you did. And we will discuss that at greater length momentarily, but I want you to listen to what else I have to tell you before doing that." She drew in another lung full of smoke, and I took a large sip of my Coke, still waiting on her.
She confirmed then the story I'd already heard from my parents about the loss of her husband, and her reasoning for never getting married again. It was a time when some women, for whatever reason, just never did so if someone they truly loved, actually died. And according to what Mrs. Blake told me, that was the main reason, and also why she'd never had any children either. Since her husband's death, she had in fact not had sex, or rather intercourse, with any other man. She went on to explain to me, that it didn't make her some sort of a Spinster or anything even close to that. (I actually had to look that one up back then to see what she meant by that). But she went on to explain that almost the reverse was true. Maybe she wasn't physically having sexual relations with anyone, but it hadn't kept her from thinking about it, nor from masturbating, which she actually shared with me, she did very often. Needless to say, I had walked in on her while doing so. And the reason behind that had been, because thunder and lightning storms always aroused her, for some odd reason.
To this day...every time I hear the peel of thunder or see lightning, I think of her name.
And that was when she told me to call her Helen. Though she also told me a few other things as well. For one, she said that if I ever said anything to anyone about what I had seen her doing, then I would of course be out of a job for starters...permanently. And secondly, if I had any desire to see her do so again, then I'd also have to promise not to say anything to anyone about her doing that either. She also informed me, there would be no expectations about anything else. (Though as I would later learn, that was sort of open to interpretation as it turned out.) She soon after sent me home again to think about it, and return the following day with an answer as to what my decision was. Though not before putting the trimmer back in the work-shed again before I left. Which I did.
And of course, I already knew what my answer was going to be before I even arrived back home again. Anxious to return the following day, now more so, than ever.
**
I was a little surprised to find the trimmer leaning against the garage again, waiting for me. Along with a small note which she'd taped to the handle. Saying simply, "Come inside when you're done here."
At least trimming was the easier part, and it took me less than an hour to finish up. I put the trimmer back into the shed again, and then as she asked, stepped up to the back door porch way, knocking of course before letting myself in. Doing that wasn't new, pretty much standard routine whenever I'd been invited inside before, usually to get a drink or in using the restroom. And usually too, she met me coming just then into the kitchen area, but not today. I called out. "Mrs. Blake?" And then amended that, taking a chance, and then saying "Helen?" Instead. I'm pretty sure she heard me the first time, though only when I'd used the name Helen did I hear the sound of her voice calling me from somewhere ahead. Her home was just one level, though spacious enough, with at least two or more bedrooms down a rather long hallway leading off the main living room. I heard her voice calling out to me from there.
"Down the hall Jason, turn right at the end of the hallway." I passed by the bathroom I had actually been in before, so I was deeper now into her home than I had ever been before. And though I am sure the hallway wasn't nearly as long as I sort of see it and imagine it now, I know it felt like it. Though I am sure it was only seconds before actually reaching it, turning...and then once again stopping dead in my tracks when I did.
Her bedroom door was wide open. And the way her bed sat inside the room, she was facing me. Facing me while laying on it, once again fully naked. This time she didn't need to beckon me to come forward, I just sort of automatically did so, though stopping short just inside the door as I entered the room. She already had one hand working her pussy, and as she (I think) had guessed, the other already playing with and manipulating her tit.
"You can sit down this time, if you want to Jason," she indicated, now pointing towards one of two matching chairs she had in her bedroom. I took the closest one to me of course, though in truth, the other would have provided a better angle perhaps had I taken it instead.
"So, tell me Jason...truthfully. What did you do when you arrived home yesterday after leaving here?"
Was she actually asking me if I'd jerked off? Which of course I had done, though not until much later after everyone had gone to bed.
"Well, I first picked up and cleaned my room..." I began, receiving then a look from her upon saying that.
"You know what I mean Jason." And of course I did. "Did you...play with yourself?" She pressed, her fingers suddenly worming around a bit more than they had been, along with the fingers now pinching and pulling on one of those amazingly hard nipples of hers.
"Yes. Yes I did," I managed to confirm, swallowing a bit, and once more feeling the erection inside my pants growing again. There was no way from stopping it, but apparently, she hadn't meant for me to.
"And what did you think about while you were touching yourself?" She asked again, her tone of voice suddenly a bit softer, a bit husky perhaps as her level of arousal climbed.
"About you," I offered, though again receiving another 'look' from her. And as I did, seeing both of her hands stopping, moving away as she actually sat up.
"I figured that much," she said with totally different tone of voice. "Maybe I need to be a little clearer here," she told me. "If you want to see more of what you saw yesterday, then you need to be as candid with me vocally, as I'm being with you visually. So when I ask you what you were thinking about, I'm talking specifics here. I want you to tell me what you were imagining while you were jacking off. There...that a little clearer for you?"
I don't know if I merely nodded my head, or actually said yes, but she lay back in the bed once again, this time bending her legs at the knee, spreading herself even more obscenely than I'd seen the day before.
"I was thinking about your tits, and what I'd like to be doing to them," I began.
"Go on," she moaned. "Tell me more...specifically."
"How I wish I could suck them, and pull on them with my fingers the way you were doing."
"You mean like this?" She asked, now using both hands to pull on her nipples with simultaneously. "So you liked that huh? You like watching the way I play with my nipples then."
"Yes...yes I do," I confirmed, once again swallowing, feeling the almost painful press of my erection inside my pants.
"And what about my pussy? Did you think about that?"
I knew a one word answer wasn't what she was looking for. And I think I scored a few points with her when I answered.
"I thought about what it might feel like to put my own fingers there. What it might feel like, sensing your juices, hearing the sounds I would make as I fingered you."
"Just fingered? Or finger-fucked me?" She asked, her raspy tone of voice once more alerting me that she was really getting off on this.
Sure, I'd used the word Fuck around my friends a few times before, but never in front of an actual adult person. So saying it now, felt weirdly odd, yet exciting at the same time.
"Finger fucking you."
"My cunt?"
"Yes, your cunt." And to be honest here, that is a word I think I had thought, but had never actually said out loud before, until now anyway. And once again, it seemed wonderfully nasty and wicked...and dirty all at once. It was a delicious feeling.
"And what else would you like to do to my cunt?" She asked. "What else did you think about doing to it?"
"Licking it. That's what I thought about," I told her honestly. "Yesterday, watching you in the chair, I thought about...imagined actually dropping down onto my knees, and then licking you."
That one surprised her. I could see it by the look of her eyes. "So you didn't actually think about fucking me?"
"Last night? No. I didn't. I thought about sucking your tits, even rubbing the head of my cock against your nipples, but then after that...licking you."



"So did you cum?" Though she didn't wait for an answer, assuming that was redundant anyway. "And what then were you imaging when you finally did cum?" She finished, though her fingers were all but flying now in and out of her pussy as she asked me that. I could already hear the wet-slick sounds of her cunt as she brought herself closer and closer to orgasm. Once again, one hand back towards her breast, holding and squeezing it, not yet venturing towards the nipple. I knew she was saving that as the final trigger perhaps when she came.
"I was imaging your hand on my cock, jacking me off...making me cum," I told her, which is exactly what I had been thinking when I did.
I watched her hand move over, capturing her nipple, pulling on it hard.
Damn she was loud when she came. I guess she was more so because we were inside perhaps as opposed to the day before. But even then, it sort of startled me just the same.
But it was fun hearing it too.
"Next Saturday right?" She asked once again dressed, walking me to the door. "And be prepared to tell me about every time you actually jerked off, and what you thought about when you did," she instructed, and then adding. "If I like that, maybe there will be an additional little bonus for you," she actually winked at me.
Bonus hell. I didn't really need or want any more money. But I was already planning on jerking off almost every day anyway. After all, I had tons of material to fantasize about.
**
I finished up the mowing, and the trimming in short order, though ensuring I did just as good a job as I always had. And to my surprise, just as I finished putting everything away, walking over towards the patio area, she came walking out. She had drinks in hand for us, and she was naked while carrying them. I only then noticed, she had repositioned the chairs so that they faced one another. Once again, she lit up a smoke, though blowing it away from me as she exhaled. Once more looking at me. Only then did I see that she had placed this long white slim object on the table next to her, only then picking it up. It looked to me like something you would pack a toothbrush in or something, though obviously it wasn't. Especially when she turned it on, twisting the end cap. I could hear this soft little buzzing sound when she did that.
"You know what this is?" She asked. I had no idea, and told her so. She seemed to enjoy knowing that. "It's called a vibrator," she explained, and then actually offered it to me to hold for a moment. And though I was hesitant at first, I took it from her feeling the odd tingle of vibration in my hand.
"Interesting," I said still a little unsure of it's use here. She smiled at that.
"Oh it's more than just interesting," she told me. "Here, I'll show you what I like doing with it. It's part of your bonus," she stated.
Odd how just holding onto something, that eventually ended up inside her pussy could be enough to actually fantasize about later. But I did. And that wasn't even the very best part either.
I sat there watching her use the toy on herself, something a bit more like a prick than just her fingers perhaps. But it had one more additional benefit too. Occasionally she'd just leave it inside there, while she could, trying to hold it before it quite naturally slipped out. But when she did this, she used both hands on her tits again, really playing with them, that soon had me throbbing like crazy.
"And what do you think of my new toy?" She asked.
I told her I liked it, and that it looked "Nasty" as I recall. She seemed to like that response, and then asked me about my week. Once again, I knew exactly what she meant by that. And it would be safe to say that I had at least half a dozen jerk-off sessions to tell her about. And thus I began, one by one...telling her in about as explicit detail as possible as to what I had done, and what I was thinking about when I did, including one session in the shower where I let the water do all the work on me. She once again seemed surprised, but very pleased by that as I shared it with her.
And as I'd hoped, she was actually loud again when she came, even outside this time. And I also think she seemed to bounce around a bit more than I'd seen her do before, even shaking and shivering this time for quite a while afterwards. After she had finally calmed down and collected herself, she lit up another smoke, once more looking at me. I was expecting the usual, "See you next week," thing when she spoke.
"Would you like to know what the rest of your bonus might be?" She asked. Naturally I shook my head yes, not knowing what to expect as I did.
"I haven't been exactly fair now have I?" She began, though I sat tight, waiting to hear where the rest of this was going, so not really answering, which wasn't necessary anyway as she continued. "If you'd like...you can jerk off now while looking at me," she offered.
Ok, now I know this is going to sound crazy, but it's the God's honest truth. Its one thing to 'get to' actually sit (or stand) there watching someone masturbate, especially someone like Helen. But to do it in front of her, was something else altogether. And funny enough, even actually thinking about doing just that as part of fantasy, still wasn't the real thing, like this would be. I wasn't even sure I could do it. As much as I wanted to.
"Just remember one thing Jason. We can't touch one another. That would be taking things a bit too far I think. You watching me, and me watching you is one thing...but it will never be anything more than that. So, like I said...if you'd like to. If you want to...I'd really enjoy seeing that."
"You...you would?"
"Oh yes. Hell yes," she actually leered at me. "I have fantasies too Jason, one of which, is imagining what your cock looks like. So, how about you show me?"
And then suddenly, it sounded like the best fucking idea in the whole world.
**
I didn't dare get naked, though it was close enough. She even made me stand up when I dropped my pants, even before removing my underwear. My "boner" damn near slapping against my belly as I pulled my shorts away from it, likewise pushing them down to now join my jeans, which were currently around my ankles.
"Turn to the side," she told me. I knew she was now looking at me in profile. I heard her sigh without turning to look, a bit shy at the moment perhaps, knowing full well she was now staring openly at my hard cock, hoping she would like it.
"Nice prick Jason," she confirmed, giving me a little comforting relief. At least it wasn't disappointing to her, though I had no real idea whether it would or wouldn't either way. "You're really hard aren't you?" She asked.
"Oh yeah, very hard. But sometimes, I even get a bit harder than this," I shared with her. "When I'm that hard...it sort of gets a bit more purple in color," I explained.
"Then make it purple for me," she actually giggled. "Sit down Jason, and make it purple for me."
I sat down with my jeans and underwear still down around my ankles. But I could have cared less as to the way I looked. Helen too began touching her self for me again, though this time without the use of her vibrator, which I actually kind of preferred. It seemed a bit more intimate and personal this way. I loved watching her fingers going in and out, though she added another treat to all of this when she took them out in order to lick them off. "That help making you get purple-hard?" She asked.
"Oh yeah. Fuck yeah!" I answered back, seeing the joy in her eyes upon hearing that. I was stroking my cock for real now too. Not just playing with it, not really. Fisting it almost wildly, until she caught me off guard.
"Whoa there honey. Not so fast, this isn't a race here. I want to see you play with it yes, jack it, wank it...whatever you want to call it. And eventually I want to see you cum too...but let's enjoy this until then, so let's just slow down, watch one another, and enjoy ourselves, how's that sound?"
I did as she asked, and enjoyed it. For a far lot longer than I usually did I must confess. But it was again fun, nasty...and forcing myself to delay the inevitable was certainly worth the end result when it happened. For both of us as it turned out.
This time, she was in full control of herself though. I don't know how she managed it, or did it...but she somehow held off cumming again until I did.
"You're very, very hard. And very, very purple now," she told me, unnecessarily I might add. "Do you squirt a lot when you cum?" She now asked, sort of taking me off guard for a moment. "The reason I ask Jason, is because it's been a very long time since I've actually seen a man do that, and admittedly I miss seeing that," she confessed. "I am really looking forward to seeing you cum."
And that's...about the time I started to. Just hearing her say that. And though I know for a fact I was no-where's near as loud as she was when I came, it was loud enough...and she sort of enjoyed hearing that too as she joined me, urging me on.
"Oh yes, yes Jason, yes! Squirt baby, squirt! Milk it out for me honey. Milk it all out, keep jacking it until there isn't any more."
That goes without saying. Especially under the circumstances. But I also have to give her credit too. That was without a doubt one of the most intense orgasms I'd ever experienced, not to mention perhaps the messiest as well. Though she really seemed to like that. Even when I realized I had shot several ropes of semen which had splashed upon the cement patio, offering to go get something to clean it up with, she laughed.
"Leave it. I'll get it later. I want to be able to look at it and remember it for a while," she grinned.
I know that many will probably find this a bit weird or strange too perhaps. And maybe at first, even I did. But the thing was. She never did scrub those spots away. If anything, we even added to them. A lot.
And so it went, week after week...our private little "watch me" sessions as we did that, watching one another, never touching. And I won't deny the fact that I'd wanted to, perhaps even made an attempt or two at doing that, only once being allowed to even kiss her breast, and no where near close to her nipple either. And if I pressed, Helen was quick to back me away, the simple threat of "ending" our deal if I persisted, usually more than enough to keep me at bay.
And then...as things usually do. Our time together would soon be at an end. I hadn't told her, almost afraid to. But I think somehow she knew anyway, even before I did tell her. I'd enlisted in the Navy, and would soon be heading off to boot camp, and then to God knows where after that. And the timing couldn't have been any more perfect either as the season for mowing the lawn would soon be at an end too. I'd gone over, for basically my last lawn mowing...though that never happened. She met me, standing in the doorway of her front door as I came walking up. Something she had never done before. She opened her door, stepping out just a bit, and then looking quickly right, and then left. Turning back towards me, she opened the robe she was wearing, revealing herself. Completely nude, which as it had always been...was a nice delight. I stepped up to the door, and then in as she held it for me. Passing by, or beginning to anyway when she just as suddenly stepped into my arms. The feel of her breasts for the first time pressed against me. And then kissing. I don't even remember how that happened, only that suddenly we were. And then her taking me by the hand, leading me down the hall towards her bedroom. She undressed me, completely. Once again something she had never done before. And then she pressed me back into her bed. I'd never been on that before either. I can honestly recall I was a jumble of emotions at the time, I think we both were. Like I said, I think she already knew, just as I knew...this was apt to be the last time we'd ever be together.
When she actually slithered down the bed, I knew then we were going into uncharted waters here. And for the first time ever, feeling her hand as it wrapped itself around my cock was heavenly. And though I had a pretty good idea of what was about to happen next, I remember her looking up at me for just a second.
"We can't fuck. I'm sorry. But we can't." And then with that, my cock was suddenly inside her mouth.
For a woman that hadn't been with a man in years, she certainly knew how to suck a man's prick. And though I didn't exactly have a whole lot to compare that to at the time, I certainly did later. And I still feel, and think...it was amongst the best blow-jobs I'd ever been given. She didn't just suck it, bob her head up and down on it like I've seen done in a few movies, she made love to it. Tenderly at times, wickedly in others. But I know without any doubt whatsoever, she held me on the edge for so long that I didn't think it would ever be possible to come down from that. Even when I did. I think I even warned her half a dozen times that I was going to cum, when I finally did. That didn't seem to matter to her, as she kept sucking me until I was. Swallowing, draining me...in more ways than one. I know one thing for sure. I saw stars. A whole bunch of them, and I'm not kidding you either.
When she rolled over onto her back, I was half wondering if we were going to end this with me just watching her again. Not this time. "Come here Jason. Lick me. Like I said, you can't fuck me...but I'd love it if you'd lick me at least."
Boy howdy's. Did I do that. That had been for me as well, one of my long...ongoing fantasies about her. And maybe I wasn't an expert, (actually a novice if we're being honest here) but she seemed to love whatever I did, no matter what I did. And coaxing me when needed, what to do, and how to do it next. Lets just say, I learned a lot from her that I've put to good practice since then.
It did hurt just a little when she yanked on my hair as she came. But it was well worth it. And after we'd both had a chance to recover somewhat, we went at it again. This time mostly mutual masturbation, doing one another. But I loved fingering her pussy the way I'd seen her do. And I certainly loved the feel of her hand as she jacked me off. And maybe it wasn't a geyser of any sort when I came the second time, but it sure as hell felt damn fucking good.
I left soon after that without really saying anything. But like I said, I think she already knew. I didn't see her again for almost a year. Home on leave, and soon about to ship out to my new duty station, I wanted to at least drop by, see how she was doing. Maybe it was an odd day to pick...a Saturday. I came walking up the drive, heard more than saw the lawn mower out back. I walked around the side of the garage like I had done a hundred times before. I almost...(almost I said) wished she was naked as she'd been before sitting there, but more than pleased when she wasn't. Fully dressed, reading the paper keeping an eye on the kid currently mowing her lawn. She looked over the edge of the paper, smiling at me. Finally putting it down and then standing, coming over to embrace me, kissing me chastely on the cheek before offering a seat to me.
We spent the next little while catching up. Even long after the kid had put things away again, just as I'd done for so many years. There was no attempt, no hint of doing anything as we sat there. And even if I'd entertained the thought, or that she had...neither one of us was going to act on it. Our time together had long passed.
When it was time to go, I reluctantly stood, once more embracing her. "I would like to know one thing before I go if you wouldn't mind," I asked.
She had a curious look in her eyes at the question, but told me to go ahead and ask her anything. So I did.
"How come you told me I could never fuck you?" I asked. I saw a sadness in her eyes then as she momentarily turned away, and then looking me dead on in the face again.
"Because I promised Jim the day we got married, that I would never, ever...fuck another man again. And I never have. And it's the main reason I never really got involved with any other men either, because I knew that eventually in time, they would want to, and expect it. But I come from the belief that a promise is a promise. Right or wrong. So that's why being with you was so tender and so perfect, doing what we did. I guess technically, I got to bend the rules a little with you, all the while still keeping my word and my promise. So that's why Jason. That's why we never did, even though I wanted to," She paused then looking at me. "Do you hate me for that?" She asked, with genuine concern in her eyes.
"Of course not," I said. And though I didn't perhaps understand the reasoning behind all this, I respected her for it. And told her so. We hugged, and even kissed once more, and then I walked away...never to see her again. I heard only that eventually she had moved to help care for a very ill sister. And then after that, lost any sort of contact with regards to her. I often wondered if any of the others who'd come after me had enjoyed what we'd shared together.
And then I remembered that day.
"Promise me that you'll never tell anyone about any of this, and I promise you, that I won't do this with anyone else either."
I promised her I wouldn't.
And then I realized, she'd made a promise to me as well. In a strange way, I really hoped that was a promise she'd never kept. But I had a feeling knowing her, that she did.
In time, after so many years in passing. I eventually did hear that Helen had passed away a few years back. I honestly hope she is truly happier now, and that she's been joined again with the love of her life.
Though I will say, I'm not one to make promises myself any more. They're too damn hard to keep.
-End-
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Cindy sat inside her car, confused as well as torn emotionally. She sat there toying with one thought after another, dismissing most even before they took shape. Others, she allowed to play out for a moment or two before clearing her head and tossing them away as well.
The past had just showed up to taunt and haunt her a little. And though she felt angry, for reasons that really didn't matter any more, she felt confused...and curious about what she had just seen, what it meant, if anything. Once more thoughts entered her head, this time memories of a time several years ago now.
She'd been married then, going on nearly three years to a wonderful man, or so she'd thought anyway. Matthew, though she had always called him Mat, had been her Knight in shining armor. And though she hadn't been a virgin on their wedding night, she was certainly back then still quite naive, though more than willing to learn. She knew going in that Mat had quite a reputation as a "ladies man", he'd been known to date several girls at once all through high school, and then on through college. And as rumor had it, he was fucking everyone of them at the same time, and most...maybe even all of them knew that he was too. For whatever reason, that didn't seem to matter to them, or so she had heard anyway. But it had made her curious as to why, and an opportunity that soon came to her to find out the reasons behind it.
They had been introduced at a Frat party. And against her better judgment perhaps, they had ended up spending the night together. Six month's later, they were married. Against her parent's wishes, along with most of her closest friends. All of them warning her that it was a marriage destined for divorce. And perhaps in the back of her mind, she wondered about that too. The thing was, Mat was an incredible lover, attentive, as well as having the kind of stamina that most women would only dream of their lover having.
Early on, even with masturbation, Cindy had had difficulty climaxing. And then Mat came into the picture. It wasn't long after that, he had her turning inside and out, with more intensely satisfying orgasms than she'd ever thought possible. And it mattered not what he did to her, whether it was orally, or through intercourse, or simply pleasuring her with his fingers. Whatever he did, and however he did it, he never failed to get her off in ways that she had only once dreamed of. And better still, several times in one evening, long before he ever did.
It had indeed been the perfect life, the perfect marriage with the perfect man. And then in one eventful evening, everything had come crashing down around her feet. What made her the angriest about it was her total self-denial that anything was going on. However, there were subtle signs at first that something was. Most of which, she had ignored. Too afraid to confront them, choosing to ignore, or pretend that the truth of what was, really wasn't. Something she'd managed to convince herself of for several months until she was by chance confronted directly with it. And once she had been, she'd been forced to accept the truth, and painfully deal with it.
Had Mat not owned a flashy, rather expensive red sports car, she might not have even caught him (at least for a while yet) when she did. He'd phoned her earlier during the day, stating that he was showing a potential client one of the many properties they still owned together. And as such, he would be late getting home. Because of that, she had decided to drop in for a visit with her parents, which was a bit out of the way on her normal drive back home. She had just started out on her way over to her parents place when she spotted what she was sure was her husbands sports car just up ahead of her. At first she thought about calling him on her cell phone, letting him know she was just a short distance behind. But then she decided it might be even more fun to hurriedly catch up to him, and then surprise him with a friendly wave and a smile instead. And then moments later, she was the one being surprised instead.
She watched as Mat pulled his car into the parking garage of a rather expensive looking hotel. And as he did, she clearly saw another woman sitting next to him in the passenger's seat. A woman whom she recognized as one that worked with Mat in the office. At first, she again tried to reason out their being together as part of business perhaps. Something to do with this client that Mat had told her earlier he'd be meeting with. Against her better judgment, she pulled into the parking garage as well, just catching the taillights as they turned off as Mat pulled his car into an available spot. Cindy did the same, though a short distance away, and thankfully with her car being mostly shielded behind a large cement support beam. She sat watching, surprised when they didn't get out immediately. Minutes passing when they finally did, as Mat came around the car to open the door for her. Stacy, as she recalled the woman's name, slid out of her seat, and then into her husband's arms. The two of them standing there, now kissing one another passionately. But it even went beyond that, right there in front of her own eyes. Mat always had been one for doing things in public, or semi-public places where they could be seen. She'd even gone along with that a few times herself, finding it arousing and exciting yes, specifically because of the danger, though they'd never been caught at it. Cindy sat there in her car, looking over towards them, her view just clear enough to see the woman's hand unzipping his pants, fishing out his rock hard prick, and then lifting up the front of her own dress so that she could better accommodate him as he stood there fucking her, fucking this woman in front of his own wife!
**
It had been a long, drawn out messy divorce. But Cindy was pragmatic enough that she knew to destroy their business, or even allow Mat to buy her out, wouldn't have been in her best interests. As such, they had kept the partnership intact, though she had taken her father's advice, and allowed someone else to act in her stead whenever it was required so that she didn't have to spend any real time dealing with Mat one on one, unless it couldn't be helped. So far, she had managed. And as the years passed, she'd even gotten back onto a more cordial, though not quite friendly relationship again with her Ex.
Eventually Mat had gotten remarried, though not to the woman he'd been having the affair with. Someone she had never met, though in time she had spotted a picture of the two of them sitting on his desk during one of the rare encounters when she'd been forced to drop by and sign some necessary paperwork. Admittedly, she was pretty. Bright red hair, which she wore long and fell well beyond her shoulders. She reminded her in fact of a once well-known Movie Star, Maureen O'Hara, and wasn't at all surprised that Mat would marry someone like that. He always had had a thing for redheads, and had often tried to get Cindy to dye her own blonde hair red, just for that reason. Though she never had.
And now, here she sat, ninety-nine percent sure, that this very same woman, Mat's current wife, Renee' as vaguely recalled her name, was walking in to what every one knew to be as a lesbian bar.
**
After the divorce, Cindy had taken comfort in her friends, one of which had to this day remained one of her very best friends, and a lesbian. Though Cindy had of course wondered about such things, and been curious about it, especially in college, it was something she had of course never acted upon. Her relationship with Susan had remained just that, a friendly relationship, until one evening after a night out with the girls, when she had finally succumbed to the need to let her hair down once again. They had gone out together for an evening of drinking and partying, and then ended back at the hotel room that four of them would be sharing, knowing full-well that none of them would be in any sort of shape to be driving home. She and Susan had split one of the rooms together. A room with a single bed, albeit a very large one. Even knowing that her friend was gay, she never once considered that the two of them would ever end up doing anything. Until they were. That same night, it had come about almost naturally. Cindy hadn't been dating, hadn't been seeing anyone in fact. And she was still hurt and feeling lonely. Without the fear of another man hurting her, it seemed safer, and even natural to allow Susan to comfort her in ways that only another woman could.
They had spent the entire day in bed together the following day. And had met several times after that as well. And though Cindy had certainly enjoyed the experience, and now knew she wasn't opposed to even exploring such with another woman again sometime, she didn't consider herself a lesbian now either. She still had desires to be with men, and eventually had done so, actually evolving to the point where she could basically have a one night stand, no strings attached sex, and come away from it with a smile on her face as opposed to feeling guilty about it as she'd done in the beginning.
She was here now tonight, to meet up with Susan, spend the evening just sharing drinks, having a few laughs before going home again. Susan was in a committed relationship now, so it was back to just being friends again, which was perfectly fine with her. Cindy smiled inwardly, following a few footsteps behind as she entered the club behind Mat's new wife. Odds were of course, she was just there to enjoy the evening with friends too. Just because Mat's wife was entering a lesbian bar, didn't make her one, no more than it did her. But, she was curious, and inwardly wondered at what the night might reveal to her.
Cindy was also confident that should Mat's wife see her, she wouldn't recognize her, even from any photo's that Mat might still have lying about, if any. She had been a blonde back then, short hair, and even wore glasses. She had eventually allowed her own natural hair color to come back in, dying it as well of course, which was now a very dark brown, and well past her shoulders wearing it thick and full. In addition, she'd taken to wearing contacts, and had even gone so far as to changing her eye color in wearing them from hazel, to blue. Even Mat hadn't seen her since she'd dyed her hair a few month's back, so as far as he knew, she was still a blonde.
Cindy felt a little giddy, even wicked perhaps as she entered the bar, quickly spotting her friends. Though likewise taking note of where Renee' was now sitting, literally only two chairs distance from her at the adjoining table. At the first opportunity she had, she motioned for Susan to follow her into the bathroom, which she did.
Susan knew her dear friend all too well, and could see by the look in her eyes, and the expression on her face, that she had a story to tell.
"Did you catch that tall, good-looking redhead that came in and sat down close to me at the other table?" Cindy asked.
"How could I not?" Susan grinned, actually licking her lips. I might be in a committed relationship now, but it certainly doesn't stop me from looking. Why? You interested in maybe hitting on her or something?" Susan mused.
"Sort of, but not for the reasons you're thinking," Cindy chuckled. "I think that's Mat's wife Renee'!"
Susan turned looking as though she could see through the wall, turning back a moment later. "You sure? You really think that's his wife and not just someone that looks like her?"
"Pretty sure. I did see a photo of her on Mat's desk a while back, and I'm willing to bet that's her."
"Still doesn't mean that it is. And even if it is, she could be here with friends, just like you are. Doesn't mean she's a lesbian, or even bi-sexual for that matter. She could be here just wanting to have a good time with the girls, just like you."
"I already considered that. And that's probably the case too, even if it is really her. But it might be fun finding out, why she really is here, and more importantly, to discover if it really is her too."
"And then what?" Susan asked. "Towards what end if it is?"
"I don't know yet. I think I'll play that one by ear, first things first though. Let's see if we can find out for sure one way or the other."
Susan grinned. "Then ask her to dance."
"What?"
"Best way in the world to find out. Watch her for a bit, get a feel for her so to speak, and then when the time is right, go over there and ask her to dance. Even if it isn't her, no harm no foul right?"
"Right!" Cindy agreed, and then headed back out to her table.
**
Cindy sat sipping on her drink, keeping an eye on the woman she was pretty sure was Renee', finally hearing it confirmed when one of the other women she was sitting with called her that. Now she was one hundred percent sure this was indeed Mat's wife. "But why was she here?" Cindy mused silently to herself. "Like me? Just with friends?" But she was more than curious now too. When the time came for her to make a move, she took it. Two of the girls she'd been sitting with stood up to dance, leaving Renee' to be sitting alone. With Susan likewise looking for opportunity, she also stood, taking Joyce by hand leading her off to the dance floor as well. That now left Cindy sitting alone, only a few feet away from where Renee' was sitting, and quite naturally, the two of them sort of glanced in one another's direction for a moment. It was now or never.
"Would you like to dance?" Cindy asked. And to her surprise, Renee' nodded her head, standing.
Cindy surprised herself, reaching her hand out, as Renee' took it, now allowing herself to be led off to one side of the floor, purposely doing so as the lights were purposely a bit dimmer here. It wasn't uncommon to see a few intimate personal touches taking place over in this area as the women danced together. And though Cindy had no designs on actually doing anything either, the simple beat of the music, and the words being sung were suggestive enough to allow for it. In seconds, she and Renee' were sliding against one another, occasionally bumping, before pressing against one another again, in a rather suggestive sort of way. Obviously Renee' was really into it, and no novice about it either by the looks of things. Cindy was suddenly glad that she had chosen to wear a fairly low-cut blouse, showing just enough cleavage without it being too much. In addition, she had also worn a black lacy bra that would hint at even more flesh hidden beneath, along with a reasonably short skirt that showed off her still toned legs. Something she noticed Renee' looking at as they danced.
Even when the music stopped, and Cindy half expected Renee' to walk off the dance floor, back to her table, she didn't. Hesitating, perhaps expectantly, and then asking. "Another?"
Cindy nodded in agreement, even upon realizing that the next song was to be slow and sensual. Renee' noticing it too, though drawing Cindy towards her then without any hesitation. Cindy had full breasts, not overly large, especially for her five-five frame. But Renee' truly did have large breasts, and whether they were real or fake, Cindy would have been hard pressed to tell the difference as the two of them actually came together now, intimately close as Cindy encircled her arms about the woman's neck, and as she, encircled her arms about Cindy's waist, their respective breasts pressing firmly and snuggly against one another as they danced. To her surprise, Cindy felt a naughty little chill of lust and desire actually running up and down her spine, and wondered if Renee' might be experiencing something similar herself.
As they danced, they finally spoke. "I haven't seen you in here before," Renee' questioned. "Do you come here very often?"
"Not very often, no...once a month perhaps, you know...just to let my hair down a little." Renee' laughed at that, shaking her own red mane of hair back and forth just a little. She looked very seductive when doing that, and Cindy couldn't help wondering if she was trying to be just that...seductive.
"Maybe that's why I haven't seen you in here before either. I don't come here very often myself, you know...work and all."
"Ditto that," Cindy offered, once more feeling the purposeful press of the woman's breasts against hers, along with a touch of leg as she more or less slithered up and down against her for a moment.
"So...you here with anyone?" Renee' asked, though Cindy was pretty sure she'd already guessed the answer to that.
"Nope, and not committed to anyone else either," she offered, wondering if Renee' would in fact offer the same up to her, though she didn't. She simply smiled upon hearing that.
This time when the song ended, they walked back to their tables again, though still holding hands. And this time, after seating again, turning towards one another instead, continuing their conversation, as well as their light intimate touching. Cindy smiled inwardly at the slow soft caress of the woman's hand as it ran up from her knee, falling just short of the hem of her skirt where it stopped, gently caressing and squeezing that spot for a moment.
After ordering a fresh round of drinks, Cindy took that opportunity to move her chair more closely to the one Renee' was sitting in. And then Renee' likewise adjusting her own so that they had purposely turned themselves a bit further away from prying eyes. When Cindy felt the soft delicate trace of a finger along the side of her breast, she knew then that this was headed into some interesting territory, and found herself even more curious, and more determined now than ever to see where it might actually end up.
Maybe it was wrong. But Cindy couldn't help herself. This was after all Mats' wife, and she was curious to discover just how far this gorgeous young woman was willing to take things. Cindy knew she had a few years on her, though not many. But she also felt confident in the way she looked, especially as she had kept herself in shape and worked out regularly. She might have been in her early thirties, but Cindy knew she certainly didn't look like it.
"You know what I need...is a smoke," Renee' suggested. As it was a smoke-free bar, they would have to go outside, and well away from the building too.
"I don't smoke," Cindy told her, though she had stood. "But I will go out with you, it is getting pretty hot in here." Cindy wondered if Renee' would catch her meaning, not at all surprised when she did.
"Isn't it though?" Renee' purred sensually. "I'm actually quite damp myself...in several places," she smiled wantonly, purposefully.
"Ditto that," Cindy replied, accepting Renee's hand now as she led her outside towards the parking lot.
"Over here," Renee' told her. "I left my smokes in the car."
Cindy almost choked as she followed behind, arriving at a black BMW, very similar to one that she knew Mat preferred driving now. She wondered in fact if it actually was his car, or if he actually drove something different now, though she didn't ask it of course.
Renee' opened her door, and then leaned over reaching inside for her smokes no doubt, before turning around again, surprisingly still holding onto Cindy's hand. "This is awful I know, but I don't recall hearing your name!"
For a moment Cindy was flustered, and then through out the first name that came to her. "Samantha. Samantha Jones." The moment she'd said that, she regretted it. Especially when she saw the surprised look on Renee's face.
"Really? Just like the character in..."
"Sex in the city? Yes. I know. I got teased about that a lot there for a while. Thankfully, I don't really look like her at all."
"No...you don't," Renee' said actually running her tongue over her upper lip briefly. "You're much prettier, and sexier too," she added.
Cindy actually felt herself blushing upon hearing that, though mentally making a note to herself to draw Susan back into the bathroom again as soon as possible and inform her of the name she had chosen, stupid as it was. She didn't want there to be any slip ups now...especially if any of this was headed where she thought it was headed.



"As are you," Cindy now offered. "And I really enjoyed the way you felt pressing against me on the dance floor," she threw out.
"They're real you know," Renee' spoke without specifically stating what. And then as though to prove the point, she lifted Cindy's hand, which she'd still been holding, pressing it against herself. "Go ahead, feel and find out."
"I didn't doubt that they were," Cindy offered, though taking advantage of the invite to explore that confirmation for herself. She could feel Renee's nipple, already hardened beneath the soft silky-like bra she was wearing.
"Ooh, that's nice," she purred once again, actually tilting her head back just a bit, closing her eyes. "I love having my nipples played with."
Cindy took that as a suggestion to continue on, even more so. Which she did. Glancing only once back over her shoulder towards the side door of the club, though no one else was currently standing outside with them yet. For the moment at least, they were all alone. A simple tug pulled the shirttail out of the woman's skirt. Once Cindy had accomplished that, she reached up and behind, the clasp coming away in her hands a second later. All at once, her hands were filled with the fullness of Renee's soft full breasts as she pushed the cups up and away from them, likewise pushing up the front of her blouse along with so that she could actually see what she was playing with. Renee' was wild with desire as she'd done that. Suddenly drawing Cindy's head down in order to suckle one, simultaneously begging her to do something else as well.
"Finger me. Finger my cunt. I'm not wearing any panties," she exclaimed.
Cindy quickly confirmed that aspect as well. With one hand still cupping a breast, fingering the taut nipple she found there, and her mouth busily engaged on the other, she quickly wormed her free hand downwards, and then easily up the woman's now parted skirt. In moments, she had one finger, and then two, plowing in and out of the woman's wet juicy split.
"Oh yes, yes! Fuck me baby, fuck me! Finger my cunt baby! Finger me, make me cum!"
Cindy reveled in the moment, for several reasons. But truth was, she really was enjoying this too. It had in fact been a while since she'd actually played with another woman, let alone anyone else. And she found that she had missed doing so. She enjoyed the feel of power as well, the manipulation and direction of the woman's pleasure as she guided it first one way, and then the other. Only when Renee's voice threatened to alert anyone who might happen to be within hearing distance of them did she finally relent, now determined to get the woman off one way or the other. She pushed Renee' down into her car seat, sitting sideways, as she lifted one leg, anchoring it through the car window. With a wicked grin on her face, Cindy actually knelt down in front of her then, and just as quickly began to assault the woman's near hairless pussy with her lips and tongue. It was perhaps a good thing that Cindy hadn't been wearing a wig, or Renee' would have no doubt yanked it off her head. Even then, she pulled just enough for it to hurt a little, though Cindy weathered all that easily enough, more content to bring this woman a very intense and satisfying orgasm. It was her intent after all, to do so again.
"Fuck that was good!" Renee' finally managed, only then straightening herself up some. "Better than good in fact," she added, fishing out a mirror from her purse in order to give herself a once over before going in again. "And now...it's your turn," she offered turned to face Cindy.
And as much as she would have liked that, Cindy knew that she wanted to set the hook a bit more firmly in place. "I wish I had more time tonight, and I would," she explained. "But it's getting late, and I have a big day ahead of me tomorrow." She saw the look of true disappointment in the woman's eyes. "But I really would like to see you again, perhaps meet up some place, and soon too." Renee's look turned to one of pure relief upon hearing that, especially as Cindy wrote down her cell number, giving it to her. She had long ago programmed her phone for personal reasons so that her name would never appear, only the number. "And how about yours?" She hoped.
To her delight, Renee' gave it to her. So now at least, if she did call, Cindy would know which name to use when answering the phone whenever she did.
"I need to run in and say goodnight to my friends," Cindy explained. "And while I'm doing that, you should probably enjoy that smoke you never had."
Renee' laughed openly at that. "Yeah, I think I will. Especially now," she giggled even more, actually lighting one up, but not before sharing a brief farewell kiss with Cindy, before she headed back into the bar again.
Cindy looked back briefly before entering, saw Renee' wave at her, and waved back. And then headed quickly over to where Susan and her friends were. One look told Susan it was time to head to the bathroom again.
**
It was two days before Cindy received the phone call she'd been hoping for. It was Friday morning, and she nearly screwed things up when she answered the phone. She had always answered by saying, "Hi, this is Cindy," just catching herself, and saying simply, "hello" instead, recognizing the name and number upon answering.
"Samantha? Renee'. Listen, I was wondering if you might be free this evening," she said, hopefulness in her tone of voice. Cindy paused for a moment as though thinking.
"No, no real plans on this end Renee' what do you have in mind? The club?"
"No, I was thinking more along the lines of dinner together, and then maybe...well, I've sort of taken the liberty of booking a room, thinking that maybe we could have an after dinner drink together...or something."
"Or something sounds nice too," Cindy teased back. "Where? And when?"
She hung up the phone, shaking her head. Ironic as hell that it was at the same fucking hotel that she'd once caught Mat and his co-worker in. Maybe it was a sign. And if it was. She was good with that.
**
Cindy had chosen to wear one of her more provocative outfits, without going totally overboard again either. One of her favorite little black dresses, just elegant enough to be worn on any occasion, with thin spaghetti straps over her shoulders, just enough support to keep the front of her somewhat low-cut dress from revealing too much boob, especially as she'd be going braless this time, and a skirt just short enough to not reveal too much thigh either. Knee high nylons, no panties this time, with black pumps completed the look.
Renee' was already waiting for her outside when she arrived. She too was dressed sexily, without drawing too much attention to herself. She had worn a red pleated skirt, that hinted at a school-girl look without actually going there. She likewise wore a somewhat form fitting, lightweight cashmere sweater that really did accentuate the woman's full breasts. And even with a bra on, the tell-tale sign of twin hard little nipples pressing against the material was a dead give-away as to the woman's arousal. Once more they came together, though kissing chastely, as dear friends without making a scene should anyone be looking. Though Renee' did take that moment to whisper into Cindy's ear when she did.
"I've been thinking about you all day," she half moaned, half breathed. "And I'm so fucking wet, I'm apt to stick to my seat after sitting down."
"I take it you're not wearing any panties either then," Cindy offered, seeing a nice surprised, and now knowing look on the woman's face. Once more they walked hand in hand into the restaurant, and then stood waiting to be seated. Their host approached.
"Would you care for a table? Or a booth?" He asked.
"I think a booth," Renee' said answering for them both, though turning, and receiving a look of approval from Cindy as they followed him over to one side, well away from several other patrons. "Perfect," she said sliding in on one side, as Cindy slid in on the other, though the two of them now meeting somewhere in the middle of the semi-circular seat they had chosen. Beyond, a few tables, some seated, some not. Not particularly busy for a Friday, at this time of night. But it was early yet. The waiter had already come and taken both their drink and dinner order, having just returned with two glasses, and a carafe of wine.
"A toast, to what I hope will be a very enjoyable, and pleasurable evening...for both of us," Cindy added.
Renee' clinked glasses with her in agreement. "And let me assure you, it will be too, after all...I really do owe you one."
"Just one?" Cindy joked, to which Renee' of course boldly laughed.
"Let's just say, to many...many tonight. Starting with this one," she grinned wickedly. And as she said that, she felt Renee's hand worming itself down between her legs, as she easily spread them for her in order to accommodate her seeking fingers to her sex. "Oh my...you're already nice and wet," Renee' spoke almost a little too loudly.
"See? You're not the only one who's apt to be sticking to their seat before dinner's over. Which reminds me. We should probably ask the waiter for a couple of additional napkins too, just in case."
"Good idea," Renee' agreed, and then sipped on her wine looking out over some of the tables as her fingers slowly slid in and out of Cindy's hot, wet, cunt.
**
Cindy had one very nice little orgasm half way through her dinner. And then reciprocated, by giving Renee' one, while finishing desert. Soon after they headed upstairs to their room. Clothes came off in a hurry after that, without much fan-fair or preliminaries. Both women were in need, horny as hell, and wanting. Which is just where Cindy knew she needed Renee' to be. Hornier than she'd ever been, and begging for more even afterwards. It was imperative to her plan that they soon come together again.
But for now at least, setting all that aside. There was no reason why she couldn't thoroughly, and completely enjoy herself. And especially after discovering one more little secret that Renee' had shared with her. She liked it a bit rough.
They had stood there waiting for the elevator to come down and take them up to their room on the 16th floor of the hotel. "I'm so fucking horny, I could eat you all the way up, regardless of whoever's in there," Renee' teasingly suggested.
The elevator arrived, and two people got off as Renee' and Cindy stepped on. Unfortunately, one single guy jumped on behind them as well just as the doors began closing.
"Floor?" Renee' asked with just a little bit of a tone in her voice.
"Twelve please," he stated allowing Renee' to push the button's for him. Cindy had actually stepped back slightly behind Renee' in order to give the man plenty of rooms distance between them. With an evil smile on her face, she suddenly reached around, lifting Renee's skirt up just enough, to allow herself to run one of her fingers up and down her still slick furrow. The movement didn't go unnoticed either.
"Think you can cum before we get to our floor?" Cindy asked as her finger continued to strum the hard little nubin that she found there.
"Oh hell yes!" Renee' moaned. "Just keep doing that, keep rubbing my clit, just like that!" She groaned deeply. Cindy looked over at the stranger that had gotten on with them. She wasn't at all surprised to see him staring at the two of them, his mouth halfway hanging open, and oddly enough, one hand actually palming the front of his pants, no doubt in some fanciful expectation perhaps.
"Don't even think about taking it out," Cindy warned. "Or I'll bite the fucker off for you," she added, meaning it. "And not in a good way either."
The minute the doors opened on the twelfth floor, the stranger ran. Literally. Both Cindy and Renee' laughed at that, allowing the doors to once again close by themselves as Cindy continued fingering the woman's pussy.
"You'd better fucking hurry cunt, or I'll make you take off all your clothes and walk to the room naked if you don't make it. And no faking it either, you know I can tell," Cindy warned.
Renee' stood, holding onto the railing in the elevator as the doors opened, her knees weak, shaking as she climaxed, the growl in her voice accentuating the feel of her pleasure as she came. Which of course startled the somewhat young couple who'd entered, and then nearly got off again.
"You should try it," Cindy told the two of them. "It's really quite exhilarating!"
The young woman was blushing, the young man was smiling as the doors closed.
"Alright bitch, get your ass to the room. You need to eat my pussy!"
**
Cindy smiled inwardly watching as Renee' fumbled with the card-key for a moment, needing to slide it again before the door actually opened. She even stood back, holding the door as Cindy stepped by, taking a moment to reach out and almost painfully tweak on one of the woman's breasts.
"That's for screwing up on the door," she reiterated, and then walked over towards the enormous bed, standing in front of it. She slowly turned, seeing the look of pure lust and desire etched in the woman's face. "Now, hurry up and finish undressing me, and then yourself. I want you naked and between my legs in about a minute after that."
Cindy was fairly sure it had taken less than a minute before Renee' was in fact licking her clit. It had been a while for that too, and she was going to enjoy every fucking minute of it.
She allowed Renee' to bring her as close to the edge as she dared without going over. Then she would stop her, and tell her to stand up there on the bed, and play with herself as she watched until she was ready to go again. Renee' was more than willing to do that, and seemed to become more and more aroused the longer this particular game continued.
"Ok, get down here and fuck me with your tit!" Cindy demanded. At first Renee' looked bewildered as to what she meant. "Get on your fucking hands and knees, and fuck my cunt with your tit!" She said a bit more sternly, though spreading her own legs even more obscenely than they already were. Renee' now realizing what was intended and required, quickly taking up a position, balancing herself with one hand, the other clasping her own breast, now pressing it against the wet, juicy folds of Cindy's cunt. "Oh fuck, yeah...that's it baby, that's it. Titty-fuck my pussy baby, titty-fuck me!"
It was a thrill feeling Renee's soft, firm breast pressing fully against her own cunt. That, and the tease of a very hard, very erect nipple likewise dueling with her own hardened clit.
"Want me to titty-fuck you after this?" Cindy asked.
"Oh yes, hell yes!" Renee' half spat, a now wild look in her eyes as she continued rubbing her breast back and forth, up and down, and then side to side at Cindy's direction.
"Too bad, maybe later, or maybe even next time," she told the woman instead. "Right now, I want you cunt to cunt with me. So get your ass over, and up her, and settle in between my legs," she instructed.
Quick as a bunny, Renee' had done that, taking up a scissor-like position, their respective legs now over and under one another, bare pussy to almost bare pussy, pressing all slick and juicy against one another.
"That's it. Now hump me baby, grind away. Smear that sticky sweet cunt of yours against mine. Make my clitty cum, and don't you dare fucking cum until I do either, or I won't eat that pussy of yours later if you do."
Cindy knew it was near torture for her, trying not to cum herself, all the while doing her level best to ensure that Cindy did. And eventually she did too. Her orgasm intense, sweet, and electrifying, seeing the screwed up expression and struggle on Renee's face.
And then it was time for some tenderness. And she knew as she did that, that Renee' was now putty in her hands.
**
Cindy knew how much Renee' enjoyed having her nipples played with while she was being eaten. And as such, she gently pulled, twisted, or even tapped them, occasionally molding them with her hands as her lips teased, sucked, and her tongue flicked and licked in conjunction with that. Renee' was soon delirious with rapture and desire, begging for release.
Cindy let her come twice, and then forced her against her own will into a third, though she succumbed to that even more intensely than the previous two.
"Oh my god Samantha! You're going to be the death of me, and I'm not kidding either. Being with you, well...it's beyond anything I've ever known before."
"Man or woman?" Cindy tossed.
"Man or woman," Renee' acknowledged, finally collapsing fully onto the bed again, though Cindy had stood to dress.
"You really have to go so soon? We have the room all night you know."
"Sorry yes, I need to go," Cindy stated without further explanation. "But..."
"But?"
"I'd enjoy doing this again next week. Shall we say Friday again? Same place, same time?" Cindy saw the worried hesitation and knew there was some sort of conflict perhaps. "Unless you'd rather not," Cindy probed.
"Oh no, it's not that...it's just that,"
"Other plans? Someone else perhaps?" Cindy teased still slowly dressing, only then cupping her still bare breasts briefly before covering them up with her dress again.
"Friday. We'll meet again on Friday."
"Ok, but this time it's my turn to treat. I'll get the room and let you know which one to meet me in. No sense wasting time on dinner next time. I think there will be plenty enough to eat in the room, wouldn't you agree?"
"I couldn't agree more," Renee' quipped, rolling over onto her side, one hand actually down between her legs again. "I'm already looking forward to it."
"I can see that," Cindy smiled, looking down between the woman's legs. "I'll call you on Thursday then, and see you Friday, yes?"
"Yes!" Renee' moaned, her fingers already busy between her legs.
**
"You're sure you know what you're doing," Susan wondered.
"I'm sure," Cindy told her over the phone. "And besides, I really am having fun. She can lick pussy almost as good as you do," Cindy teased.
"Flattery will get you everywhere, but unfortunately, unless Joyce says it's ok...we'll have to wait on that for a bit."
"Yeah right," Cindy laughed. "Joyce would never let you eat my pussy, or let me eat yours again either. She'd be too afraid that the two of us would like it too much, and want to do it again."
"Well we would wouldn't we?" Susan continued teasing, though soon getting serious again. "Please babe...like I said, Just be careful about all this, it really could get ugly if you're not careful."
"Ugly is what I'm hoping for. Talk to you on Saturday, let you know how things went then."
**
Cindy was actually looking forward to seeing Mat on Monday. Normally she'd have sent over the attorney that handled things for her, and then signed off on the paperwork afterwards. But not this time. This had been one of the original property investments they'd initially gone in on together, while married. Completed now, after several years of reconstruction and improvements, they'd found a buyer who was more than willing to pay the asking price. Cindy felt this was actually worthwhile in meeting Mat there to finalize the deal.
It hadn't taken long, a quick walk through to go over any last minute problems or concerns, though there were none. Signed paperwork, with keys now in hand, the new owner went off to make preparations for moving himself in.
Cindy walked over to the bluff, a nice little spot that had a perfect unobstructed view of a magnificent meadow below. She and Mat had once made love here on this very spot. She wondered if he was remembering that as she heard his footfalls in the soft grass as he approached her.
"Finally did it didn't we?" He asked still approaching. And to her surprise as she turned, he held up a bottle of champagne, and two glasses. "Thought we could at least celebrate over a glass now that this one's done," he offered.



"At the very least over a glass of wine," Cindy said accepting hers. "Though once upon a time, we'd celebrate deals like this in other ways," she said leaving off the obvious, once more staring out over the trees towards the valley below, sipping her drink.
She felt Mat stepping up beside her, likewise looking out, sipping on his own drink. "Yeah, I remember, and to be honest Cindy. I'm sorry, I really am sorry that things turned out the way that they did. There's a lot of things I miss. Especially things like this, like today, and the way we used to celebrate a sale like this, and not just with champagne either."
"You remember the first time we came up here to look over the old place? And how we knew, even back then, that one day we'd be up here again, only selling it, not buying it this time?"
"I remember," Mat said softly. "It was right here in fact, wasn't it?"
"Yeah, there were a lot of firsts for us that day as I recall. It was the first time I'd ever sucked you off and let you cum in my mouth wasn't it?"
Mat laughed, remember. "Good god, you still remember that?"
"Well of course I do, I remember seeing the look in your eyes when you tried warning me off, and then realizing I had every intention of drinking down your cum when you came. As I recall, you said it was the best fucking blow-job of your entire life!"
"Still is...was," Mat amended, looking a bit sheepish.
"Oh come on now honey, don't tell me that, that new sweet sexy wife of yours doesn't enjoy sucking your cock."
"Well no, of course she does. It's just that, well...she doesn't like, well...you know,"
"Drinking your spunk you mean? Swallowing the semen? That what you mean?"
"Jesus Cindy, you know damn well that's exactly what I mean, but shit...I mean, hearing you..."
"Talking nasty you mean? Dirty? Filthy? I like doing that now Mat. A lot has changed in me since we were together, I've learned a lot, experienced a lot...done a lot. Hell, I've even learned to love eating pussy now. What do you think about that?"
"No shit. Really? You've, you've been with...women?"
"Oh hell yes, and I love it to. Especially love naughty little threesomes, another woman, or another man, either one. Damn fucking fun."
"Holy fucking shit Cindy, you really have changed haven't you?"
"Yeah, too bad you weren't around to see that, who knows, maybe things might have ended up different between us."
Cindy took a chance and glanced over, and then down. Sure enough, there was an obvious bulge pressing against Mat's pants. She had a hard time suppressing a smile as she looked away again. "Bet you have an erection don't you?" Cindy asked, once more looking over and down again, though Mat did too.
"How could I not?" He questioned almost a bit hopefully. "Like I said, best fucking blow-job I've ever had."
Cindy stood silent for a moment as though thinking. "What would you say if I were to say maybe I should do so again, for old times sake. Closing this particular deal the way we started it. What would you say to that?"
"I'd say that you're not really being serious, and just teasing me. Though I'd love it, if you really were serious about doing that."
Cindy then turned towards him, and began lowering the zipper on his pants. Undoing his belt, and then pulling down his pants and briefs, Mat stood there before her, his raging cock only inches away from her face, throbbing of it's own accord.
"I'd almost forgotten how big and hard you can get," Cindy told her Ex-husband, and then wrapped her lips around his prick, softly sucking, teasing, just as she'd done so many years ago now.
Cindy prided herself now on her ability to suck cock. She'd learned many valuable lessons, and knew even now as she sucked on Mat's prick once again, it would be even better than it had been back then. She teased, tickled, sucked and licked, bringing Mat so close to the edge before backing off again, that he was actually trembling.
"Oh fuck SIN!" He cried out, calling her by the pet name he used to use for her whenever they were fooling around together, especially when he was horny, like he was now. It had been a long time since she'd heard him call her that, and she realized she'd actually missed it.
"You like huh?" She asked, mouthing the words around his cock, still sucking. "Better than the last time even?" She asked again, still sucking.
"Oh fuck, way better," Mat trembled, shaking even more now, his knees actually starting to buckle a little. "Please Sin, please...let me cum now, I'm fucking dying to cum."
"Ok, but only if you watch me taking it. You would like that wouldn't you Mat? Seeing your hot sticky cum spurting into my mouth?" She was jacking him now, slowly, yet steadily. One hand cupping and gently squeezing his balls, something that never failed to bring about his orgasm.
Mat stood, looking down at her, eyes open, yet almost glassy. Hands on his own hips for support as he gazed down at her.
"Ready baby?" Cindy asked. "Ready to give me that first delicious spurt of yours?"
"Oh fuck baby, yes! Yes!" And then suddenly, he was indeed filling her mouth. Cindy took what she could, holding the rest of it inside her mouth, allowing him to see, just as she'd done before, and then swallowing...once more opening her mouth to show him that she had indeed taken it.
"How was that?"
"Incredible," he said honestly. "Fucking incredible!"
"Glad you liked. Now...now it's your turn to do me baby. Time for you to lick my pussy until I cum. And then afterwards, when you're nice and hard again...you can fuck me. I mean after all, we really should end this the same way we started it so long ago, wouldn't you agree?"
Mat was almost shell-shocked by his ex-wife's words and demeanor. This was so totally different from the way he once knew her to be. Admittedly, it was hot...sexy, and erotic. But a little unnerving as well. It was almost like he was with a stranger, a woman he didn't really know, especially with her new look, the dark hair, and blue eyes now. It really was like being with a completely different woman than the one he'd once known, and been married too.
Maybe he didn't eat pussy as well as his own wife did, but he could certainly still fuck well. Better than she'd had in a while too. And she even told him that. Not about the pussy licking, but certainly about the fucking. She'd cum twice while doing that, once doggy...one of her favorites, and specifically because he'd fucked her doggy here too after all. And then standing, much to his surprise as she placed one foot on his leg for support, and then cunted him, fucking him that way while standing until he eventually managed to get her off again, as well as his self.
"Well, I guess that completes our business then," Cindy said beginning to dress. It was in fact the last of the original properties they had gone in together. Everything else had been purchased and acquired separately.
"Yeah, I guess...no more celebrations huh?"
"I guess not. Though I have to admit Mat, it was really good. Almost too good now wasn't it?"
"Really good," he agreed. "So good, that to be honest, I'd like to do it again."
"So you'd be ok with the two of us sort of doing this in secret then? No one else knowing? Just us? I mean after all, should anyone find out, it could hurt the business, you know...reputation and all."
"Yeah, the business," Mat agreed. "Just our secret, no reason for anyone..." Mat emphasized, "to ever know or find out."
"Maybe," Cindy said as though mulling it over. "Tell you what. Let me think about it for a bit. And then when I decide, one way or the other, I'll call you. How's that sound?"
"Sounds good to me," Mat hoped. And then Cindy kissed her ex softly on the cheek before heading off towards her car.
Things were indeed working out perfectly.
**
It was Saturday, and Cindy knew that Susan would be jumping at the bit to hear what had happened. She even answered on the first ring, no doubt anticipating and expecting the call. She didn't even say hello.
"Spill it!" She'd said excitedly. "What happened?"
"Well, like I told you. I left an extra key card for Mat to pick up at the front desk. I'd first given him explicit instructions to follow, telling him he wasn't to show up before eight, and no later than eight ten. If he was late, he'd find the door latched, and I wouldn't even open it outside of the time I'd given him. I told him that I'd have a surprise waiting for him when he came into the room, if he showed up specifically when I told him to. As planned, I had met Renee' about seven and took her up to the room. I teased her for a bit, and then told her I wanted to blindfold her, and tie her to the bed so that I could tease the hell out of her. Naturally, she was all for it."
"Fuck! I would be too!" Susan laughed. "But go on, what happened next?"
"Well after she was blindfolded, and tied up to the bed, I then decided to tell her that my name really wasn't Samantha Jones. I then told her what my real name was, though even then...it didn't seem to dawn on her what I'd just told her. I think she was still pretty confused as to why I had lied to her about it in the first place, though I was laying there still tweaking her nipples with my fingers, and flicking her clit with my tongue. Not like I wasn't dividing her attention considerably, which was part of my plan."
Susan laughed. "I can only imagine what must have been going through her head at the time, that...and imagining how she must have looked laying there with you between her legs, waiting for Mat to arrive. What time was it then anyway?"
"About a quarter to. Still had plenty of time before Mat was expected, and I wanted her good and horny, and thoroughly confused, which she was. As I continued tonguing her clit, and licking her pussy, it finally did dawn on her who I really was, and then she did sort of freak out a little."
"No shit! And then what?"
"Well, you probably won't believe what happened next. I untied her."
"You did what? Why?"
"I decided that what had happened between Mat and I really wasn't her fault, and had nothing to do with her. So I untied her, told her to get dressed as I went on to explain what my original intentions had been. I also told her that Mat was due to arrive at any moment now, and though he wouldn't walk in and see the two of us doing anything as I had planned, it was enough to know maybe that we had been. I then told her everything that had happened. Of course, she was furious at first, not so much with me...but with Mat. And then I reminded her that she'd been doing the same thing with me behind Mat's back, and that maybe she needed to think about that a little before she went off on him after he got there."
"So what happened after he did arrive?"
"Well, as expected he came into the room about five after eight. The two of us were sitting on the bed at that point, both dressed of course. Naturally, he was quite surprised and bewildered. Actually, the look on his face was priceless. I am sure his initial thought was, "I'm fucked!" which might not have been such a bad thing all things considered. After all, he had NO clue that his wife and I had been fooling around at this point. Since he looked like he was about to faint, I then told him to sit down in the chair across from the two of us. Which is when I then told him that Renee' and I had been fooling around together, and that I had just a short time ago, told Renee' about the two of us. By the look in his eyes, I am sure he was as shocked, and afraid as any man can be, not knowing what to expect from his wife, nor how to react to the knowledge of what she and I had been doing."
Susan had been literally holding her breath. "Obviously there's more...so don't leave me hanging there Cindy, what the hell happened then?"
"At this point I knew the two of them were about to go off on one another after realization had settled in, and perhaps on me too. So I then said, 'OK listen you two, I'm only going to say this once. And you'd better think about what I'm telling you two, before you go off and say or do anything. For starters, I honestly have enjoyed being with Renee'. That wasn't an act, and I'd actually like to continue doing so. If she still wants to that is. And as far as Mat goes, well...the way I see it, bygones are bygones at this point. Everything that happened is a thing of the past, and should now be left there. However, I don't mind saying I enjoyed sucking his cock, and getting fucked by him again either. And thus, as long as he and Renee' were cool with that, I'd like that to continue to. I also said, that going forward, it was an all three thing, or nothing at all. I wasn't going to do anything to anyone without the other's being aware, or involved. That's when I said I was going down to the lobby bar for a drink, and give them some time to discuss all this, or decide what they wanted to do without my being there. Which I did. So I left, headed down to the bar, had a couple of drinks, and then returned to the room thirty minutes later."
"Where they still there?"
"In fact, they were. They were both sitting there on the bed waiting for me."
"So what did they decide to do?"
"Well, I think the fact that they were both naked when I came back into the room again said it all. Needless to say, the three of us had an amazing night together."
"Oh my! Do tell baby, do tell!"
Cindy laughed, and then began telling her in explicit detail just exactly what happened.
"Ever had a nice hard cock drilling your pussy, and another woman's mouth busily licking and sucking your clit at the same time?" There was a weak 'No', on the other end of the line as Cindy continued. "Me either, but let me tell you kiddo, that was fucking hot. And then I did the same to Renee' of course, licking her sweet cunt while Mat fucked her the same way. After that...well, we just flowed from one thing into another. Mat enjoyed getting a nice double-blowjob of course, with Renee' and I passing his prick back and forth like it was a baton in a race. Even when he came, we continued taking turns with it, gobbling up his spunk, and then kissing one another, passing his cream back and forth until the two of us had finally swallowed it all. After that, Mat sat back in a chair in order to recuperate while Renee' and I humped cunts for a bit. That seemed to do it for him, and he was soon hard again."
"Speaking of humping cunts, how'd you like to come over here and hump mine?" Susan asked. "You've made us so fucking horny, that we can't even see straight."
"Us?"
"Yeah, us. Oh, did I forget to mention that Joyce is here with me and that she's been listening to all this too? And the fact, she's got two fingers inside my cunt at this very moment. So yeah...I said us, how's that grab you?"
"Sounds like I need to be grabbed, by the two of you. Tell you what, I'll finish getting dressed and come right over. I'll tell you the rest of the story then."
"Don't bother getting dressed, you won't be for long anyway," Susan quipped.
"That actually sounds like naughty fun too. Tell you what, I'll just throw on my robe, and nothing else. Be there in ten."
"We'll be looking forward to that."
Minutes later, Cindy was out the door.
-End-
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Jack and Doris had recently moved into their new home. At thirty-three and thirty-one respectively, Jack was a typical up and coming executive. His recent promotion at the firm had nearly doubled his wages, but in addition to that, he and Doris had been put on an exclusive waiting list into a secure gated community where many others of his firm lived.
To their surprise, not long after his promotion, the offer for them to move had come through. Just being in such an exclusive and safe neighborhood might have been reason enough, but the house itself was twice the size of the one they'd been living in.
It was essentially a dream come true for the both of them, though it...like anything else, had come with a price along the way.
Early on Jack had been "informed" that there were certain aspects and requirements about the job that sometimes crossed the proverbial line. But that was business, and it wasn't something that everyone else wasn't doing either. When at last the specifics of what that actually meant finally came out, Jack was forced into a decision. He would either find himself on the fast track of promotion, or whither away on the vine of up and coming sales personnel that didn't have such qualms.
What made things slightly easier for him, was the fact that he and Doris had the kind of relationship that was always close, and always informative in their communications. He'd never once hidden anything from her, nor she him. No matter what. And as they both soon learned, this was one of those times. Even then, Jack was still nervous about discussing it with his wife on his arrival home. But discuss it they must. An answer and a decision needed to be made the following Monday morning.
One of the other things Jack most loved about his wife was her open-minded attitude about most anything. They could certainly talk about anything, and had. There were even a few things, a few parties they'd gone to, together that had turned out to be a lot more than what was initially expected. Even those, they'd taken the time to discuss a lone before doing anything. The results of which ended up being one hell of an erotic memory for the both of them.
The fact that Doris was damn fucking attractive didn't hurt either. He was almost more than half-sure it was his wife's beauty that had helped in making him one of the three finalists for the position of Direct Sale's Manager for the particular team he was on. The only person he'd be reporting to would be Bob Edwards. And Bob Edwards only reported to the CEO, Mike Donnelly.
Though Doris was thirty-one, she certainly didn't look like it. She looked far younger, more like twenty-four, perhaps twenty-five. And as Bob Edwards himself was married to a woman almost twenty years younger, it wasn't at all surprising that he had a thing for younger, more attractive looking women. Doris wore her dark brown hair reasonably long, down to her shoulders. Next to her eyes and lips, she liked the way it framed her near oval face, once more giving her that much younger sort of look. Though Jack was also sure, it didn't hurt that his wife also had a nice rack that she wasn't too shy about showing off on occasion. Her breasts might not have been gigantic, or even close to that, but they were certainly more than a handful, and he'd caught both Bob as well as Mike staring at them on more than one occasion.
"So, how'd it go? What did they say?" Doris asked when Jack had come home that evening, a week before accepting the offer.
Jack explained everything to her, short of the rather unsubtle innuendos that he'd also been given. One of the few, yet very important mandates that had been stressed, was that anything, short of something illegal, was expected. Whatever it took to land a potential client, especially when profits were in the millions, meant just that. Whatever it took to do it. Period. And then Bob had given him a primary example.
"Anyway, after he told me that, I knew right then and there we needed to discuss this tonight so that I could give them my decision come Monday morning. I didn't want you hearing it from anyone else for one thing, and I didn't want to try hiding anything from you either. Like I said, even Bob said those kinds of situations are rare, and not generally the rule of things. But they do happen, and that I...or rather we, needed to be prepared for that."
Doris sat back thinking about it. They had come so far, and so fast. She wasn't a prude by any means, and she certainly trusted her husband implicitly. In addition to that, she also wasn't naive enough to think that, this was indeed how BIG business, and how many corporations were run. It was all part of the game. If they turned the offer down, it wouldn't be long before Jack would be looking for another job somewhere else, and by then...chances were, the word would be out about him, about them. That neither one of them were team players. Even the competition seemed to share those facts about previous employees. If they were to have any chance of starting over again, they'd probably have to move out of state. And even then, the odds were they could end up right where they were now at some point.
"What do you think? You tell me honey. If it was required, and if it meant closing the deal so to speak, would you be willing to fuck, or even suck some client just to ensure that?"
"As long as you were ok with it, and knew about it, yes. That's the one thing we've always promised one another from the very beginning, that we'd never cheat on one another, or run around behind one another's backs. As long as we're both fully aware of any given situation, and in agreement with it, then yes...I could do that." Jack then paused looking at his wife. He knew there might indeed be situations involving her as well, and how would she then feel if that were to happen. "And what about you?"
"Same, same." Doris agreed. "As long as we both knew before hand the possibilities I think. I mean obviously, if you are trying to close a deal over dinner, and then it's suddenly suggested that you go up to a clients room for drinks afterwards, and that things are meant to go elsewhere from there. I wouldn't expect you to suddenly pick up the phone and call me, and ask if it's ok if you fuck someone. But I would expect you to tell me about it as soon as possible afterwards. Does that sound fair?"
"More than. And same for you too," Jack told his wife. Though hopefully there wouldn't be too many situations that would have Doris being faced with a situation like that without his being around.
"Oh, and one more thing," Doris told him. "I don't care if it's even a deal breaker. Unless she's got a certificate of health in her purse, you use a condom. No exceptions. And same thing here."
Jack laughed. "Guess I'd better stock up on supplies then hadn't I?"
"Does that mean you're going to accept the promotion?"
"I guess it does, yes."
"Well in that case, come over here and fuck me. At least you don't need a condom for that."
**
Jack was leader of the Orange team, essentially working on those projects that had anything to do with commercial buildings and properties. There was also a Blue team, made up much like his own team, who primarily dealt with vacation or resort properties. The Green team focused on environmental issues, that and securing future properties for possible development. Jack's boss, Bob...along with each one of the other team directors composed what was called the Red team. Though they only got together and became involved as a unit when the situation called for extraordinary measures. Any one of the teams could be called in for support in those instances, just depending upon the circumstances.
Such was a particular situation when Alan Gant, a high profile commercial business mogul, had entertained hiring the firm. There was only one other firm likewise involved in the various bids for a rather large shopping complex, and Bob had been called in to head up the Red team, along with Jack and his group because of it.
They had just come out of a very long, four-hour presentation with Alan and his people. For the most part, Jack felt confident they had a slight edge, but that of course wasn't quite good enough. Bob wanted this thing sewed up, and put to bed...soon.
Jack had walked out of the meeting room heading back to his office when Bob caught up with him.
"I hope you don't have any plans for this evening," he was informed, which luckily, he didn't.
"Why? What's up?" He'd asked.
"Alan's going to be staying here for one more night. He's currently booked in a suite at the Marriot, and is looking for some companionship during dinner tonight."
"Who all's going to be there?" Jack asked. Bob smiled. It was one of his patented almost devious looks that he gave anyone whenever he wanted or needed something done that was highly important. For the past thirty days, Jack hadn't found himself in one of those "whatever it takes" situations, until now.
"Just you and your wife," Bob stated, once more staring into his eyes with that "do you read what I'm saying?" expression on his face.
"Why me? And Doris?" He questioned carefully. Bob laughed.
"Because early on in the meeting he leaned over and asked me about you, asked if you were married...all that. It's well know he has a thing for threesomes, and upon learning that you were part of the commitment to this project, he asked me to set something up. So I suggest you call that sexy little wife of yours, and fill her in on the evening. It's time for you to get your feet wet." Bob finished.
Jack quickly headed back to his office, calling his wife. He wasn't sure how she was going to respond to any of this, but he'd best find out now one way or the other. Especially as that would leave her less than four hours to get ready and meet him at the Hotel restaurant later.
"So, he's into threesomes now is he?" Doris asked, with a bit of a curious lilt in her tone of voice. Jack hadn't really known what to expect when he'd told her, but he was slightly relieved when she didn't immediately balk at being a part of this. "Just tell me he's not fat and balding," she half laughed. "A threesome with someone like that would make it very difficult for me."
Jack actually laughed too. "No, he's not that. He's in fact reasonably attractive I guess, though that's coming from me. He seems to be in pretty good shape, and has a full head of almost bright white hair, though it doesn't make him look old by any means." Jack paused before continuing, thinking. "So...you're ok with this?" He asked. "I mean, like we discussed...if you're not ok with this, then it doesn't happen...regardless of the job."
"Don't be silly honey. It's an evening, that's all. It's not a long term commitment, or relationship with anyone. It's just a night. And who knows, it could actually be fun. It's not like we haven't played around before you know."
"I know...but this is a little different from even those times. Bob told me just before heading back into his office that Alan likes it both ways."
"Well, that's certainly going to make things a bit more interesting now isn't it?" Doris giggled. That had been one of his wife's long-held fantasies, seeing Jack fooling around with another man. Something he'd once told her he'd think about. After all, she'd certainly full filled one of his fantasies in seeing Doris with another woman.
"You might could say that," Jack responded a little nervously. Job or no job, he was about to cross into unchartered waters here most likely. "I'm sure we'll meet you in the bar then, about seven? Wear something provocative." Jack almost hoped that if she did, Alan would be focused more on his wife during the evening. But the fact that Alan had singled him out during the meeting, without even seeing his wife, told him otherwise.
**
Even Jack's eyes almost popped out of his head when his wife entered through the door into the bar. He was a little surprised that she'd gone with the look that she had, but it worked. Doris had obviously had to shake off the cobwebs from the elegant dress she had on. Which was almost too elegant for the evening. He'd only seen her wear it once in fact, and that was nearly two years ago. She looked just as spectacular in it then, as she did now. Bright red, with a very deep low cunt "V" in front, that even exposed her naval and highlighted the tiny diamond belly button piercing she wore. Her breasts, obviously braless, were barely concealed, let alone confined within the fabric of the material attempting to cover them. Jack smile inwardly, noticing as he turned that Alan's expression had mirrored his own.
Floor length, as she walked, one gorgeously toned and defined leg seemed to split the seam from floor to hip as she approached. And it was again evident as tight fitting has her dress was, that Doris didn't have any of those telltale panty lines showing either. Jack knew without any doubt, his wife didn't have a stitch on beneath the dress.
"Alan? I'd like to introduce you to my wife, Doris." Even as Jack went on with the introductions and such, Alan had reached out, taking one of her hands, leading her over to sit down at the bar.
"As much as I've been anxious to meet the two of you over dinner, I'm now even more excited to see how things might develop afterwards. He waited, seeking some sort of a response of course, getting one in the slight knowing smile that Doris gave him, swiveling about in her seat to now face him as he stood there almost in front of her. Sipping on the drink she had ordered. She carefully crossed her legs, giving him another brief tantalizing look at her fleshy thigh, but also aware as she did, and as she sat...that she was giving him more than an ample view of her breasts as well.
"Ever since Jack called me and told me about this, I've been looking forward to it," she smiled again leaning forward just a bit more. Jack was almost certain he'd caught one of his wife's hard taut nipples actually peek out and around the material of her dress. And if he had...
"Well then, how about a toast to a fun and delightful evening then?"
Though they had taken the time to not rush, and enjoy their dinner, they had all begged off on desert. That would no doubt be served upstairs. Getting onto the elevator, Alan produced a key, inserting it into one of the Suite floors, and then they headed up. Even before they'd arrived, he had stood there looking at the two of them, as though devouring them. Even his hand had dropped briefly down to the front of his slacks where he'd massaged the obvious bulge that had formed there. Upon seeing that, Doris took the opportunity to reach over, likewise caressing her husband's prick, somewhat surprised to find that he too was already starting to sport an erection. Just then, they arrived at their floor, and Alan led the way down another short corridor towards a set of extravagant looking double doors.
"Home sweet home," he announced, turning, already shedding his suit jacket, throwing it over one of the chairs. "Make yourselves comfortable, while I fix us something to drink."
Alan walked over behind the bar, loosening his tie as he stood there. He produced a single glass, and began pouring himself a shot of whisky. As he did, he smiled looking at them. "As in...undressing one another while I watch," he informed them both.
Jack began by stepping behind his wife, undoing the small upper clasp on her gown, and then slowly drawing the well-hidden zipper on her dress. As he did that, Doris looked over, noticing that Alan seemed to be fumbling with something, though the bar counter continued to conceal whatever it was he was doing. Now with her dress easy to climb out of, she began doing so as Jack helped, holding on to her, and then taking it from her as it came away.
"Very nice. Beautiful." Alan commented. It was evident, even behind the bar, what he was doing. The subtle movement of his hand obvious. "Ok Jack, now it's your turn."
It took a bit more effort to help Jack out of his clothing, but soon he too was as naked as his wife, standing there next to her. Alan had poured himself yet another drink, still behind the bar, watching, looking at the two of them.
"Stroke his cock," Alan instructed Doris. "And play with her tits while she does that," giving Jack something to do as well. It was obvious that this was the way he wanted things to be, and the two of them couldn't help wondering if they'd be performing for him like this all night.
He had taken his tie off earlier, and at some point had managed to drop his trousers and underwear, likewise slipping out of his loafer. Alan now came around the bar, prick in hand, as he continued playing with it. He wore only a light blue dress shirt, and a pair of dark socks. Doris might have found the image of what she was looking at almost funny, had it not been for the very sizable, and very noticeable knob on the man's prick. He wasn't overly large in length, no more so than her own husband was, but his cock-helmet reminded her a bit of a flowering mushroom as big and round as it was. He walked over, stepping closer and then standing in front of the two of them. Only then did he begin unbuttoning his shirt.
"Rub your husband's cock against my prick," he asked, his voice taking on a bit of an excited quiver to it as he spoke. Doris began doing just that, though taking a moment to look towards her husband, wondering of his thoughts at the moment. They had spoken of this, the possibilities, but neither one of them had been a hundred percent sure at the outcome. To her surprise, the expression on her husband's face seemed more of surprise at the interesting sensation perhaps. Especially as she continued to fondle her husband's penis, using it to caress, fondle, and play with Alan's stiff hard erection. She now felt one of Alan's hands gently squeezing her left breast as she continued. "Ok, now...take my prick, and rub it against your husbands."
Jack had certainly been in a room where he could see other men's cocks, while being sucked, fucking or merely fondled. However, he'd never actually touched another man's cock himself. And though technically Doris was doing all the direct touching, he did find it curiously interesting. It wasn't long however before Alan directed them both back towards the bedroom, though not crawling into it as they'd expected.
"Suck us, lick us with our pricks together," he again instructed. Now tip to tip, Doris knelt on the floor before the two men. Placing her hands on each, it was again evident that they were comparable in length, perhaps even in girth. The only real difference, and again a major one for her, was the fat bulbous head of Alan's cock, in comparison to the much slimmer, nicely shaped head of her husband's dick.
Doris found that she was actually enjoying herself, holding the two cocks in hand, still pressing, and at times rubbing them against one another, though she made much effort in actually trying to suck them simultaneously as well. A feat not too easily accomplished.
"Get on the bed," Alan suddenly announced, once more the excitement and tone of voice escalating, demanding. He directed Doris to lie on her back, legs spread and bent at the knee. He then told Jack to get up close to his wife's pussy, as though he was going to fuck her, but not to do so. After Jack had indeed so positioned himself, he waited as Alan finally crawled up onto the bed, now kneeling off to one side between them. It was then that he reached over, clasping Jack's cock in his hand, exploring it for a moment as he gave it several slow strokes, likewise palming and then thumbing the head. "Nice hard cock," he announced, once more sounding breathless, certainly aroused.



Again, Jack found the sensation of another man's hand on his prick weirdly stimulating, especially when he guided it forward, now using it to run over and around Doris's well-exposed pussy. He teased her clit with the tip of Jack's cock, even slapping it at times, and then once more dipping it inside, though not far enough to go much beyond the head.
"You like that? Like the way that feels?" Alan questioned. And Doris did. The wonderfully teasing sensation as Alan entertained himself, using her husbands prick to stimulate her with, was doing just that. That and the thought, the simple thought, that it was another man's hand on her husband's cock that was bringing her such pleasure. It intensified the sensations perhaps, though only skirting the edges of her personal little fantasies.
"Oh yes, yes. I like that. It feels good. So fucking good!"
After a few more minutes of this, it became evident that Alan was ready for more. "Ok Jack, you can fuck her now. But slowly. A nice in and out while I scoot over here to watch, and to lick some," he grinned.
He indeed positioned himself in such a way that he could easily do that. Now flicking his tongue out against Doris's swollen hard clit, occasionally sucking it in addition to that. All the while keeping his eyes open, focused on the slow in and out motions of Jack's prick as he fucked his wife. At one point Alan reached up, placing his hand around Jack's cock, drawing it upwards and away from his wife's pussy. He then watched as Alan's tongue ran around his cock-head lightly, lapping at it like an ice-cream cone.
"Sweet, very, very sweet. I love the way she tastes on you," he offered, and then allowed Jack to return once more to his fucking.
This too continued on for a while, the periodic moments where he would either simply play with Jack's cock, though still stimulating Doris's cunt with it, or spend moments licking and sucking it instead. And to Jack's surprise, he actually found himself very aroused, very stimulated by all this, and had begun to thoroughly enjoy it.
"Have you ever fucked her pretty ass?" Alan now asked, looking towards Jack for answer as opposed to Doris.
They had, on some few occasions, especially when the mood for the two of them called for it. He wondered now however at Alan's intent. He had no misgivings about the fact that Doris would balk at any attempt on Alan's part to do that, especially with that enormous bloated looking head on the end of his cock. As though reading their minds, sensing the hesitation, he continued.
"Not me, I know that's not very feasible with most women. But I do enjoy a nice hot DP every once in a while. Would you two be up for that?"
Doris was actually relieved to some extent. Glad that he wasn't suggesting that he actually fuck her ass himself, though she was already wondering if she'd still be able to easily accommodate the man's prick...such as it was.
"You can fuck me, but only with a condom," She announced. Jack waited, almost fearing Alan's response. Even the look in his eyes showed that her request had surprised him to some degree, though he smiled nodding his head.
"Wise woman," he grinned, though frowning almost immediately. "Except for the fact, that I don't have any."
"But I do," Doris responded, slipping out of bed briefly, heading back into the main room in order to access her small purse. She returned moments later, finding the two of them laying there on the bed, each one holding onto and gently stroking the cock of the other. "Wow...that looks hot," she exclaimed openly, continuing to stand there, almost content to merely watch as the two men continued. That however was not where Alan wanted to take things.
"Just keeping him nice and hard," Alan quipped. "And he me."
Doris fished out a condom, and then sat on the side of the bed, opening the package before rolling the thin sleeve over and then down his prick. Once again, no real easy task, though she finally managed it.
"Put one on him too," Alan suddenly suggested. Though whenever they had had anal sex previously, she had always ensured that she was perfectly clean and prepared for him. She felt pretty confident that she was now as well, but it was perhaps the thought that Jack would soon have his prick fucking her ass, and then handling it later, that had caused Alan to voice his concern. Jack likewise waited as Doris moved over towards her husband, likewise repeating the process, though having a much easier time of it when she did.
Alan rolled onto his back, scooting up further into the bed. "Probably the easiest way don't you think?"
"I don't know, I've...well we've...actually never done this before," Doris confessed, seeing a look of surprised joy in Alan's face.
"So this then will be...a first for you. And hopefully a nice one as well."
It took some doing, though she was certainly wet, and aroused enough. But eventually she had managed to accommodate Alan's cock into her pussy. She took several moments after that to further get used to it, sliding up and down, feeling the girth of him as he spread her slightly, the enormous head of his cock, actually pulling at her outer lips with each stroke. Once more, a new and interesting sensation.
"Ok honey. I think I'm ready for you."
Jack knelt behind his wife, somewhat hunching up on his legs for a better positioning, finding the tight puckered sweet spot of his wife's ass. Gingerly, tenderly...he pressed against her. Having already lubed up the two of them more than adequately. Not at all surprising, after a brief moment, he easily slid in. Now buried to the hilt deep in his wife's ass, and Alan no doubt, likewise embedded just as deeply into her cunt.
"How's that feel?" Alan questioned, his hands having already reached up to caress and fondle each one of her free-swinging breasts.
"I feel full," she laughed a little nervously. "Just go slow and easy for a bit until I can fully adjust to the two of you."
Gradually the tempo increased. And as such, Doris could feel one cock driving in, the other coming out simultaneously. The stimulation of which, was far more than she had expected, or anticipated. In a way, she could even sense the two of them rubbing their cocks together in passing, only the thinnest of membranes actually separating the two. And she was soon overwhelmed in the pleasure of it all, her orgasm so unexpected, especially in it's intensity as she came. Doris cried out, even laughing a little, almost deliriously, shaking her head to and fro as she climaxed. And as she did, she felt that all too familiar stutter-fuck pause as she called it. The moment when her husbands prick likewise reached its peak. He would always stop, albeit briefly, feeling that first glorious jettison of his spunk, before continuing to fuck her again, which he was doing now. And then she heard Alan's deep-throated grunt, and knew that he too was now joining them, especially as his hands almost painfully squeezed her breasts, though it was certainly tolerable, and again adding to her own continued pleasure.
At last, Jack pulled out of his wife, collapsing down beside her on the bed, already reaching for the well-filled condom.
"No! Save it!" Alan almost spat, shocking and surprising them both. Doris soon extricated herself from Alan's prick, his own pocket of semen causing the condom to droop almost precariously. "Pour them both over my cock, and then I want the two of you to simultaneously jack me off while using it."
It was indeed an odd request, but Doris soon found herself emptying the contents of both condoms, mingling the semen of each until Alan's prick was thoroughly coated with the wet, almost slimy mixture. Jack had never had any qualms about using his own semen to play with, and had quite often delighted in massaging it into his wife's breasts on occasion after having thoroughly dowsed them. But this too would be a first. He hesitated only briefly, as Doris finished applying the contents of both condoms to Alan's cock, now stroking it, and yet leaving room for her husband to saddle up next to her...joining.
Jack had quite often managed more than one climax an evening himself. Though not quite as quickly as Alan soon managed. His prick had softened only slightly after pulling out of Doris's pussy, once again fully hard, and fully erect. The bulbous head of the man's cock actually purple, and angry looking as he and his wife knelt there stroking it together, continuing to use the more than adequate supply of semen as lube, which had actually started to look as well as feel, more like hand lotion.
And though Alan indeed came again, it was more feeling than show. Finally satiated enough, that he suggested one final drink together before turning in for the night.
**
Bob walked into Jack's office the following morning. He was grinning from ear to ear as he placed a sealed envelope on Jack's desk. "Your bonus," he said simply, still smiling. "Alan dropped by this morning on his way to the airport, with the signed contracts. Well done Jack, and thank your pretty wife for me too." He then turned, heading back towards his own office.
Jack carefully opened the sealed envelope. His eyes widening as he did. Even one percent of twelve million dollars was a lot of money. Maybe this job wasn't going to be so bad after all.
**
For well over a month, not much had happened. Jack's team had been working on a few possibilities, but nothing much had looked all that promising. It made him nervous. It was the kind of business where one moment you looked like the bright and shining star. And the next...a falling one. Home life however had been great. Ever since that night with Alan, both Jack and Doris had noticed a bit of a lift in their own private sex-life. They very often discussed what had happened that night, relieving the experience, and more often than not, getting aroused again because of it. Twice already, Doris had met Jack at the door, though almost not even that...entirely naked, hot and horny. She had once come rushing out to him in the all-together right there in the driveway! He had literally scooped her up in his arms, carrying her hurriedly back inside the house again. They never even made it to the bedroom on that one.
Jack had just arrived at work, stopping at the front desk for messages when Mike Donnelly's administrative assistant happened to be walking by.
"Oh, Jack! I was just on my way over to your office."
"What's up Julie?" Julie was a very tall, very attractive looking brunette with enormous tits. He had wondered from the very beginning if Mike wasn't actually taping into that. Something most everyone wondered, but never asked of course. And Julie wasn't the dumb-blonde/brunette either. She was damn smart, and as rumor had it, destined to head up her own team one day. Jack hoped it just wouldn't be his.
"Mike's called a special Director's meeting for nine o'clock in the conference room."
Jack glanced at his watch, it was already eight-thirty now, barely enough time to sort through his emails and messages. He worried, wondering if he had missed some important communication. It was very unusual for Mike to call a spur of the moment Director's meeting.
"Thanks Julie," he acknowledged, receiving a more than friendly look from her in response. It was almost salacious. Even as he turned heading towards his office, he realized that Julie no doubt, was already privy to whatever was going on. And that made him nervous even more, especially after that look.
And things didn't get any better shortly after that. He, along with his own boss, and the other Directors had all made there way down to the conference room, only to find Julie standing outside the door, momentarily barring anyone from entering.
"Mike's still laying out things for you," she announced. "So if you'll simply wait here until I come out to bring you in," she finished simply...and then slipped through the door.
Even when Jack looked towards Bob, lifting an eyebrow as question, he received a simple shake of the head. Bob had no idea what was going on either. Obviously, whatever it was...was entirely Mike's show.
A good five minutes passed, and then the door began to open. When it did, Julie stepped out, inviting everyone inside. Her appearance however stopped everyone dead in their tracks. In the crook of her arm, she held several Hawaiian leis, which she immediately began putting on everyone.
The fact was however, Julie was standing there dressed in one of the skimpiest Hawaiian print bikini's he had ever seen. Her large breasts threatening to spill out of the almost too small top any moment now. And though her bikini bottoms were perhaps modest enough, not exactly a string bikini, Jack had never imagined him seeing quite so much of her delicious looking butt cheeks either.
The entire room had been decorated as though they were attending a Luau. Fresh fruit of nearly every kind, tropical beverages, along with several wall hangings depicting the typical, tropical scenery of the islands. Mike stood at the head of the large conference table wearing a floral print Hawaiian shirt and white slacks. Once again, not exactly typical of the CEO about to head up a meeting. Everyone took a seat, all anxious to hear what was up as Julie made her way up front to stand off to one side, and just behind her boss. It was hard focusing on him, and not on her, until he finally spoke.
"I am sure you're all curious about this," he actually grinned. "But I thought it was a great way to let you all know, we're sending a special team over to the Islands. And not just one Island either, all of them. We'll be spending a minimum of two weeks over there. Let me just say, that this could very well be one of the biggest projects and opportunities we've ever had to work on. We'll be spending the first week looking at potential development sites, and then putting together the visuals for client review. All that in the first week, so it will be a damn busy one. And that is why of course, I am bringing all of you along. That first week will be concept and design, location, etc. The rest of your respective teams will be brought in during the second week, which is when we'll get down to the real nitty-gritty. I will expect numbers by the end of that week. Real numbers, honest one's, that we can present to our client. We've got one shot at this people, so I expect the best out of each and every one of you."
Mike paused, taking a step back behind Julie as she came forward with an arm full of packets for itinerary...hotel and flight accommodations. She took her time going around the table, placing one in front of everyone there. Jack couldn't help noticing as Mike's eyes looked almost longingly at his assistant's sweet ass, though Jack also took the opportunity when it came, to stare down the front of her rather revealing top too.
"Inside those packets you will find airfare for two. So yes, you are bringing your wives, or lovers...whichever you prefer," he grinned trying to make a joke out of it, "along with you." Once again, he paused however. "But there is a reason for that as well. Your wives, or significant others, will have a role in this as well. Our clients shall we say, enjoys certain, interesting nighttime festivities. So not only is it important that we put together a working proposal, but that we also show them that we are a group of people that will be exciting to work with, especially if we're awarded the development contract. So go home, pack, tell your wives or lovers that we're all heading to the Islands day after tomorrow." He finished, and then invited everyone to partake of the refreshments browse through the binders, and ask questions if they had any. He sat down then, kitty corner to Julie at the end of the table, talking quietly, though Jack was fairly confident that Mike's hand was busily caressing one of Julie's legs as they sat there.
Doris was of course ecstatic when she heard the news. "Two weeks in Hawaii!" She exclaimed once again. "I need to shop!" She likewise added to that, though Jack reminded her that the women had actually been given a "suggested" list of things they'd be wearing. Most of which could actually be purchased over there. And funny enough, most of them being wraps, or bikini's according to the specifically laid out itineraries. "I'm getting a sense that some of those evenings, those parties, are apt to get a little crazy?" She questioned. Jack nodded his head in agreement.
"Mike did mention at the close of the meeting that everyone who was going needed to keep an open-mind, and come without any reservations, or inhibitions. If they couldn't then team leaders would need to leave them behind rather than jeopardize the final proposal."
It was the first time ever that Doris was able to pack everything of hers into one suitcase, though she was also taking, an empty, second one.
**
The very first night there, they were scheduled to attend a very private and intimate luau on a section of beach that was one of the prospective properties they were looking into. As Jack and everyone else had learned, their clients were mostly Japanese business investors. The three principles would of course be at the luau as well, but Doris found it odd to discover that their wives wouldn't be.
Everything was set up and waiting for them upon their arrival, including the Hawaiian dancers they'd been told about. What neither Jack nor Doris expected to find however, was just how traditional the entertainment was to be. Though the women wore grass skirts, the only other thing they had on was flowered lei's, which barely even concealed their breasts, if at all. Even the male fire dancers were skimpily clad, which promised even more amusement for the ladies.
The traditional roasted pig was excellent of course, along with so many other of the Islands traditional fish and delicacies. And then it was time for the dancers to perform. Even Doris had to admit it was erotic in a way, seeing them, the slow at times waving movements, and then other times, almost wildly gyrating in comparison. When the other women were suddenly invited to stand up and dance, there was a brief hesitation on their parts, including Doris's. It was perhaps with the consumption of several Mai'tai's, as well as a pressed look from Mike himself, that each one of the women present eventually stood. To Jack's surprise, Julie was the first to remove her bikini top, though he wouldn't have bet her doing so without Mike's intentions for that to happen in the first place. And then quite naturally, one by one, the rest of the women followed, including Doris.
The first couple of dances were interesting to say the least, and not entirely traditional. Though again, Jack as well as many of the others present had already surmised that. At first, the Hula dancers had stood behind the other women, though placing hands on their hips as though to guide them through the moves. As the tempo increased however, the gyrations of so many breasts swinging to and fro, seemed to be an expected, and thrilling demonstration for the Japanese men. A following dance, had the Hawaiian dancers producing coconuts, which they held in their hands, though each holding them against the breasts of the other women, as though they were wearing them. Of course, they removed, and replaced them as a further tease, eventually discarding them entirely, and then using their own hands to accomplish the same feat. In essence, each one of the women there were having their breasts more or less fondled, though by the expressions on their faces at this point, none of them seemed to mind. Even Doris was getting into this herself, the first one to actually step behind one of the Hawaiian dancers and perform the same routine. This brought about a great deal of applause from their Japanese, and Hawaiian hosts. Julie as well quickly catching on, and now joining Doris, as then did many if not all of the other women present.



Jack was certainly aroused by all this. And he knew that if he was, so would most likely be the rest of the men. He had even noticed that one of the servers, though not dancers, had knelt down beside one of them. She had poured him a drink, but then interestingly had remained there as though enjoying the show herself. It became all to evident however as her hand suddenly reached over, disappearing into the man's lap, that she was indeed doing something else.
The finale, which indeed it was, had the women all dawning real grass skirts, though it was also obvious at this point that there had been some indication, or perhaps suggestion that they remove their bikini bottoms before actually putting them on. This time, many of the fire dancers, all men, who'd performed earlier now took up position behind the women, just as the female dancers had done. They were more or less entirely naked however, only the briefest of some sort of leafed covering over their groin. Once more, the dance started out slow with more swaying than anything else, gradually escalating in tempo. As this occurred, Jack along with most everyone else caught glimpses, of what he knew to be very hard, very exposed erections. With the combined closeness of the two groups, it was evident, especially by the looks on the girls' faces, they could sense, if not directly feel those hard-pressed pricks parting the grass skirts they wore. And though there was of course no actual intercourse taking place, even in exaggerated simulation, it appeared as though several of them might be.
It had been an extremely arousing evening, and though the actual entertainment seemed to be coming to and end, Jack had no doubt in his mind, that this evening was far from being over with yet.
By now the girls had returned to their places, still topless, and still only wearing the short little grass skirts they'd put on. At this point, the servers, along with the entertainers began taking up positions behind each one of the quests. Jack found a very, very attractive Hawaiian girl standing right behind him, just as Doris found one of the men now standing behind her. It was interesting to note however, the man's prick was clearly sticking through his foliage, quite stiff and erect, without any expression of shyness or concern upon his face whatsoever. If anything, he appeared hopeful.
Jack couldn't help wonder what would happen next. Even Doris has the same curious expression that he did.
Doris leaned over, not quite whispering, having taken a good look around. "I think this parties far from over with yet. Every single one of these guys is sporting a hard on. Not to mention quite a few of the other guys either," she said nodding in both Mike and Bob's direction. Julie, perhaps being more obvious as to her intent as she suddenly leaned over, her head disappearing down into Mike's lap. Bob too seemed to be in pleasurable bliss, his wife Helen obviously stroking his cock, though she now looked up, reaching over and now placing her hand about the Hawaiian dancer's member that had been standing just slightly behind her. He took a single step closer in order to better accommodate her obvious desire, which is about all it had taken. One by one, things seemed to suddenly escalate quickly after that.
Don Peterson, the Director of the Blue team, who'd been sitting next to Doris, now swung around facing the female dancer behind him. Both Jack and Doris watched as she stepped forward, lifting her grass skirt, and in one fell swoop, placing it over Don's head. There was no doubt his head, was now between the woman's legs. Don's wife, had basically done the same, though it was her mouth suddenly enveloping the young man's cock that had been standing behind her. It was obvious, they'd both been involved in these kinds of parties before.
Far earlier while still in their room getting situated, Jack and Doris had once again discussed things prior to all this. They remained in accord, that as the night flowed, and as things progressed, if in fact they did, that they'd continue to go along. As both of them remained comfortable with it. So it was no real surprise, when Jack now took the hands of the young woman behind him, though brining her around, and then over to sit in his lap. She smiled as he did, having already freed his turgid member for it, as she sat down, claiming it inside her. Doris, not to be outdone, had stood, though she now indicated for her male partner to sit, whereupon she straddled him, taking his prick.
All about them, much the same was happening everywhere. Even most of the servers had now joined in, and as Jack looked about at what had become an orgy, he found even more surprising decadence taking place.
Jack was certainly enjoying the feel of the woman's cunt who was riding him, which was intensified with all the wildly erotic scenes taking place around him. He had again looked over towards the Japanese clients, seeing their Chief officer currently getting blown by two of the female servers. Each of which was taking turns, or simultaneously licking and sucking him together. To his right, and more to Jack's surprise, one of the male dancers was sitting in the man's lap. It was quite evident what was taking place there as one man fucked the other. But in addition to this, another one of the women had crouched down over the dancer lap, and was thus fucking him. So it created a rather interesting threesome busy as they were.
Even as Doris sat upon the prick she was riding, she managed to look over towards her husband, and then nodding back over to where Mike was.
"Check that out," she indicated. Jack did, following, and then staring in abject disbelief, though why he should have been surprised by what he now saw, shouldn't have done so. By now, Mike was fucking one of the other women doggy style, Bob...of all people, standing over the woman's back. Enough so, that it made it quite easy for Mike to simultaneously suck on his boss's cock, though Julie was currently making that easier, as she was holding it for him.
"Holy fucking shit!" Jack exclaimed, unable to contain his surprise by what he saw, though continuing to fuck and enjoy the woman's very wet pussy still sitting on him. She even came as she did, riding him through her orgasm before finally standing up again. It was then that he noticed both Mike and Bob waving him over towards them. Doris too had uncunted herself from her partner, leaving his now limp and spent prick to twitch against his chest. She stood, just as her husband had done, now seeing him as he began making his way over to the almost macabre little group of executives and their partners, now fully joined.
Bob grinned, almost devilishly as Jack approached, only then stepping away from his boss, as Mike reluctantly gave way of his prick.
"He's quite the mad cock-sucker," Bob laughed. "As you're about to find out."
There was no avoiding it either as Mike now turned, though still on his knees, facing his new director. "Get over here," he stated. "While Julie feeds me your cock!"
Obviously he must have enjoyed her doing that, as she likewise smiled expectantly, already wrapping her own hand around his member, and then pulling Jack forward with it towards Mike, as opposed to he moving towards them. And then she literally did, feeding it almost teasingly to him, and not all at once, as though toying with him as she did that.
Much to Jack's delight, he saw Doris now kneeling down behind Julie. Doris almost immediately reached up, one hand finding a breast as she cupped it, alerting Julie to the unexpected presence. With her other hand, Doris quickly found the opening of the woman's wet split, beginning to finger her as Julie groaned pleasurably. She continued to feed Jack's prick to Mike's mouth however, even as she began gently rocking back against Doris's fingers.
All about them, was an orgy of flesh, erotic sounds, moans and groans of every level and intensity. It had literally become a sea of writhing, wanton flesh. There were small groups, and large groups of people fucking, sucking, or simply touching one another simultaneously. Both Jack and Doris had lost all track of most everyone else, including their Japanese clients who seemed to be buried beneath a flesh wave of their own.
Jack was actually surprised. Having shut his eyes, he would have found it difficult to ascertain that it was actually Mike sucking his cock. It felt just as good, if not better than even the way Doris sucked him off. Once more there was movement, and this time it was Bob's wife who came over, now kneeling beside Mike. Bob too had moved, now coming over to kneel behind Doris, looking only briefly at her, seeking a reaction. Feeling the tip of his prick pressing against her perhaps, she looked over and behind her back, seeing who it was...and then nodding her head. Jack watched as his boss easily slid home, deep inside his wife's cunt.
"Care to share?" Doreen questioned as Mike smiled, only then removing his mouth from around Jack's prick.
"Have at it," he grinned wickedly at her, more or less sitting back in the sand in order to watch, though immediately grasping his own hard firm erection. "Just let me know when you're ready to blow it Jack," he now said looking at him, and likewise letting Doreen know that she wasn't to be greedy with it when the time came.
"Why don't you fuck me then until he's ready to do that," Doreen told him. Mike laughed, already moving over.
"You must have been reading my mind."
**
Jack wasn't too worried about the fact that his boss was about to pour a load of cream into his wife's pussy. In lieu of carrying condoms around with them, Doris has prepared for such a situation in the event the use of one wasn't possible. As it was now. As much as she wasn't real fond of them, she'd inserted a diaphragm just before leaving their hotel room.
Jack heard rather than saw Bob's sudden throaty grunt, alerting everyone there to the fact he was in the midst of an orgasm. But that seemingly triggered his own as well, as he only then spoke, alerting Doreen that her own sweet sucking mouth had accomplished it's task.
"Fuck! I'm gonna shoot!" He announced. Faster than he would have guessed, Mike actually uncunted himself, now coming up to kneel next to Doreen, the two of them now running their mouths and lips together, effectively sandwiching Jack's prick. In seconds, he was spurting wildly, copiously, and enjoying every fucking minute of it.
**
The following day, everyone was sent off to differing locations to work on their own specialties. Jack and his boss, Bob would be working closely together today as they scouted out two undeveloped areas, and one already developed area that still offered possibilities for improvement. One of the reasons Jack had been brought on board in the first place was his uncanny ability to visualize a concept, and then sketch it out while he stood there. Once he had a reference to work with, he could see in his minds eye a finished product, or how something might look. It was truly a gift, and something that had proven invaluable to many of his firm's achievements.
Both Doris, along with Doreen would be traveling with them of course. Not only was it about business, but it would also provide the opportunity for a sightseeing tour for the women too. Something they were both looking forward to. Bob had even mentioned there was one area, a fairly secluded one, where they would stop and have lunch, where it would have already been prepared and waiting for them. Jack laughed when Doris pulled him aside at one point shortly after he'd announced that.
"Make's you wonder what else he has planned for today doesn't it?"
"I guess we'll find out," Jack responded. The fact that Doreen had chosen to wear a thin, though colorful print dress didn't go unnoticed either. She had for a moment stood in the morning sun in such a way, that it had highlighted the silhouette of her body beneath. It was clearly evident that she was entirely naked beneath the dress. Even the accent of one of her nipples, was clearly shown and defined through the material as she stood there.
"I almost feel overdressed," Doris had whispered, likewise catching the brief look-see herself. "Maybe I should take off my bra at least," she quipped.
"That might at least keep Bob from looking over my shoulder all the time," Jack laughed back, then adding, "But I really don't think that's necessary either. As short as those shorts are you're wearing, I have a feeling that Bob will be staring at your ass all day anyway."
It was true, Doris had chosen to wear a very tight fitting pair of white shorts that hinted at a nice well-rounded portion of her ass cheeks. And though she wore a floral printed, red Hawaiian shirt, she had chosen to tie the tails of it into a neat little knot just beneath her breasts, thus creating a bit of a comfortable, sexy-looking halter-top.
"Maybe later, you can lose the bra," he said winking at her, already imagining what his wife's breasts might look like, not as confined as they were now.
They were to be Chauffeured in an open aired vehicle that allowed Bob and Jack to sit side-by-side, discussing business, while the girls sat behind them soaking in the scenery. It was a beautiful day, and short of the afternoon trade winds bringing in a little rain perhaps, no inclement weather was expected.
They had already visited two sites. Jack had drawn up some preliminary sketches for review later on that week as Bob walked about, likewise getting a feel for the construction concerns they might face. This was Bob's gift, and his level of expertise. He could almost calculate in his head the amount of manpower required, and the logistics of supporting any sort of construction.
Their Chauffer then drove them up to a pad where to their surprise, they found a helicopter waiting for them. Mike had spared no expense. It was his intention to ensure that everyone not only had a great time while they were here, but as he'd learned over the course of the years, such frills tended to make his executive staff far more productive because of it.
"Where the hell are we going?" Doris wondered, though not even Bob knew as they boarded the helicopter for what they'd been told would be a relatively short flight to their "lunch-stop" location. Minutes later, they were indeed setting down, having followed the topography of a deep ravine that initially even from the air, didn't seem to exist. In the next moment, they were setting down, a short distance away from a small, yet breathtakingly beautiful waterfall, and a luxurious looking beach that surrounded the small pond like area it fell into. Off to one side was a portable pavilion that had been set up, along with an exotic and traditional Hawaiian lunch, waiting and prepared for them. With the knowledge that the pilot was to return to them in two hours time, they stood there watching the helicopter lift off again, leaving just the four of them to stand there with bemused expressions on their faces.
"Swim first? Or eat?" Bob questioned, already shedding his clothes regardless of the answer. Doreen soon followed, giving confirmation to the fact that she wore absolutely nothing beneath her loose fitting dress as she pulled it up and over her head, setting it aside to wear later.
"When in Rome," Jack grinned smiling at his wife, as he now began doing the same, though Doris quickly followed suit.
"I guess its swim...and then?" She laughed, "first...and then we eat."
"I guess that all depends on what we'll be eating," Jack laughed again, taking his wife's hand in his as they followed Bob and Doreen down towards the water.
**
They all four swam for a bit in the cool, clear, refreshingly clean water. Eventually however, they began making their way back to the sheltered pavilion again where several neatly folded, large white fluffy towels sat waiting for them. In addition to the table that was spread out with all sorts of fruits as well as other delicacies, there were four comfortable looking, nicely padded lounge chairs. Offering them a chance to lay back and relax after a nice meal perhaps.
Doreen of course, had other ideas, which both Jack as well as Doris had already surmised. Taking Doris by the hand after helping to dry her off, Doreen soon led her over to one of the lounge chairs.
"I want to have a small bite to eat...of you," she almost purred, picking through a small plate of various fruits, which she then carried over to where Doris was now laying.
Both Jack as well as Bob stood, picking through various things to eat while watching, it was clearly evident what was soon going to occur here.
"She's been dying to do this all day," Bob announced knowingly. Jack noticed as his boss spoke, that he was already sporting an erection too. Obviously, he had been anticipating this upon their arrival.
It wasn't long before Doreen sat there, at first teasing Doris's nipples with small, sweet succulent pieces of fruit until she had both nipples standing hard. She then suckled, licked and partook of the tropical delicacy she'd created, as Doris lay back, eyes closed, obviously enjoying this. Eventually, Doreen began to explore the rest of Doris's nude form with a ripe strawberry, running it once again over and around her breasts, down towards her naval before finally placing it at the opening of her sex. Here too, Doreen, teased Jack's wife, sliding the luscious piece of fruit up and down between her lips before finally situating herself, leaning over, and then licking away all trace of the juice's path.
"Oh fuck!" Bob groaned softly, his hand already wrapped about his hard cock as he stood there slowly stroking it. "I love watching her eat pussy," he moaned again. "And I've really been looking forward to seeing her eat out your wife."
"Obviously," Jack snickered looking at the man, though he took quick noticed of himself as well. His own prick already beginning to lengthen as Doreen only then began licking up the remaining residue of the strawberries juices between his wife's pussy lips. She had even pressed it inside a bit, before digging it out again with her tongue. Now however, all fruit set aside, she began devouring Doris's cunt with abandon, re-situating herself between the woman's legs so she could simultaneously reach up and play with those extremely hard, extended nipples as she sucked her clit.
Bob walked over in order to stand closer, as well as see better, indicating that Jack should join him at his side in doing so. The minute he stepped up along side his boss, he felt Bob's hand immediately seeking him out, beginning to fondle and explore his prick. Jack knew what was expected of him, and without any further hesitation, reached out, likewise wrapping his own hand around his Bosses' stiff hard cock.
They stood there, slow stroking one another, all the while looking on as Doreen continued to lick and lap away at Doris's wide-open cunt. By now, Doreen had grabbed another piece of fruit, once more using it to tickle and caress Doris's hard little clit with.
"I think I'm in the mood for some strawberries and cream," she announced, looking up at her husband. "Bring him closer Jack," she grinned quite wickedly. "Make that hard fucking cock of his squirt all over your wife's pussy for me so I can lick it up."
Jack did as he'd been asked. Now jacking, and aiming Bob's thick massive prick towards his wife's cunt. It was interesting feeling the man's girth, a bit thicker than his own. Gradually increasing the tempo as Bob's hips began moving, as though actually fucking someone. He was getting close, and soon announced the fact.
"Almost there baby," he told his wife as only then did she rise up so that Jack could actually direct it even better. In seconds, he was pumping ribbon after ribbon of Bob's semen against his wife's cunt, drenching it. Once he had, only then stepping back though continuing to watch, Doreen went back to work, once more licking, sucking and cleaning up the white sticky mess that she found there. Not too surprisingly, Doris came in a rush, crying out her ecstasy, loud enough, that more than one tropical bird took flight.



"Ok, now it's my turn," Doreen announced, as the women quickly switched places. And as they did, Bob returned to fondling Jack's prick, the obvious intention of doing exactly what he had just done moments before. Jack found he was actually looking forward to this, seeing his own wife licking his cum from another woman's pussy. And the fact it was his own boss currently jacking off his cock at the moment, seemed to heighten it all when he finally did.
Jack of course felt, as well as watched as his cock virtually exploded. He showered Doreen's pussy with a copious amount of semen, as Bob stood there continuing to jack it, laughing hysterically. Like a firefighter directing a hose, he moved Jack's prick back and forth, continuing to milk it until each and every last drop had been squeezed out of his dick. Somewhere along the way, Doreen had climaxed, not even requiring Doris's lips upon her pussy, though she came sweetly again only minutes later when she finally did.
They had barely gotten dressed and cleaned up again when the sound of the helicopters return alerted them to the fact, it was time to get back to work again.
**
Although it had already been a long day, it was far from over with. According to the itinerary, Doris and Jack would be having an intimate, traditional dinner that evening with one of the Japanese principles and his wife. Mr. and Mrs. Hayate Isamu. As had been required of him, Jack had thoroughly familiarized himself with Mr. Isamu's dossier, learning as he did that the man spoke very little English himself, but that his wife, Aiko, was quite fluent in it, and would act as interpreter. He also knew, and had been made aware that certain customs and formalities were to be followed and observed, no matter what. And likewise made aware, that certain situations could in fact develop that might seem rather one sided when it came right down to things. Specifically in this situation, as Jack knew that under no circumstances was he to come in intimate contact with the man's wife. What that meant specifically as to anything else, remained somewhat confusing.
They had met at a rather private Japanese restaurant, and were soon ushered into their own private little dining area. A traditional server took their orders and then later delivered them on bent knee as the four of them sat on not at all comfortable mats around a very low sitting table. Conversation was awkward in the beginning, if not actually absent except for the few occasions that Mr. Isamu spoke, with Aiko translating for him. Each question asked had been brief and straight to the point. Jack and Doris both answering in kind, keeping things almost too polite and brief when they did.
Jack, as well as Doris had noted upon the couples arrival at the obvious difference in dress. Though Jack had indeed worn a sports coat, he'd not bothered with a tie. Something he now wondered at. Mr. Isamu was almost too formally dressed for a sit down dinner of this sort, though his wife, Aiko had worn a more modern, even Western styled, light summer dress. It reminded him a little of the same one that Doreen had worn, and likewise wondered if she too happened to be naked beneath it. A thought he quickly set aside.
They finished their dinner, and then sat back to enjoy and sip on a few glasses of hot Saki together. A drink that neither he nor his wife were very familiar with. And one that seemed to take some getting used to. The one benefit being, that Mr. Isamu's demeanor seemed to suddenly change as he for whatever reason became more animated, actually smiling at the two of them afterwards.
Their hostess had once more come and gone, leaving a second bottle of the potent drink with them as Aiko spoke to her, and then translated after she'd left.
"We will be left alone now without further interruption until we decide to leave."
Both Jack as well as Doris wasn't exactly sure what that might have meant, until Mr. Isamu still smiling, and then nodded his head towards his wife. She stood up the moment that he had, her dress suddenly lifted up and over her head until she stood there revealing herself, though it was again something that Jack and Doris both had already guessed.
"What now?" Jack made attempt at whispering to his wife, though she had no real clue here either. It surprised them when Aiko actually giggled, nodding towards her husband again, and then at the two of them.
"He has given his permission for the two of you to look at, and even touch me if you wish. And is now wondering if you would likewise care to make the same offer?"
Almost as Aiko had done, Doris now did as well. Receiving the same gentle nod of the head, as she then stood, likewise disrobing, though it took her a few moments longer to do so as she struggled out of her simple dress, along with her bra. She was about to remove her panties as well when once again a request through Aiko halted her.
"He asks if your wife would allow me to remove them for her," she spoke with both a twinkle in her eye and a smile in her face. Aiko, was obviously aroused, as well as expectant that something like this might happen. She was very petite, slim with short dark, almost coal black hair though it was styled in a more Western way. Though she had small breasts, her areola were fairly large, dark brown. Her nipples, even perhaps more pronounced, elongated as they currently were, stood firm and erect off her chest. Twin little points that looked rock hard. As Jack, even Doris might have expected, she did have a thick black patch of hair between her legs, though it too was neatly trimmed, and even cut short. A vast difference in comparison with his own wife's pussy.
"I'd like that," Doris answered, now smiling at Mr. Isamu, nodding her head. He of course nodded back, smiling...and then surprised everyone by suddenly standing, unzipping his trousers, allowing them to fall so that he could more easily fish his now rather turgid tool from within his underwear. He sat down again, but it was evident as to what he was doing now as Aiko walked over, kneeling now as though Geisha in a way, and slowly began peeling Doris's brief bikini panties down her legs. Once removed, Aiko lay on her back, looking up expectantly.
"I think she wants you to sit on her face," Jack stated the obvious.
"Yeah, I don't need an interpreter for that," Doris scolded back...slowly lowering herself onto the woman's face, though not before turning towards her husband briefly. "You might want to consider taking your cock out honey. Might be considered rude if you don't."
"Might be considered rude if I do," he answered back, though actually pointing at the bulge in his slacks while facing Mr. Isamu. To Jack's surprised, he smiled even broader now, shaking his head far more vigorously than he had done up until now. Jack nodded once, smiling back and began to unbuckle his slacks in order to remove them. "I think that means yes," he said to his wife, though it was Aiko who spoke first.
"Oh yes, my husband very much likes to see big white American cock. And may very well ask to have a very much closer look at it later."
Jack actually laughed. "That's fine Aiko, however...I'm not so sure you could say I have a big American cock. More like an average one." Now that he was standing close enough, Doris actually stood now allowing her to see it.
"Maybe average. But average bigger than smaller," she mused. Both Jack and Doris happy that Mr. Isamu had no idea what they were saying. It was at that moment he spoke however to his wife. She again translating. "He has asked, and offered, that we might exchange and fuck...watching," she actually blushed having expressed the vulgarity. Doris once more glad she had taken a moment earlier to re-insert another diaphragm, though it was evident Aiko had no such concerns. Jack did however, and then said as much, though telling her they had brought along several condoms, just in case. She smiled at that, and then politely asked if she could put it on. Even Mr. Isamu seemed to become intrigued with that, now indicating that he should have his prick covered as well. Doris happily agreed, taking a second one out of her purse as the two women now rolled the two rubbers over the heads of the two men's pricks.
The man had a short, stubby cock. But even Jack had to admit, it looked steely hard. Purple looking, with the tip shinny and glistening, Hayate Isamu was obviously anxious to soon have it buried inside Doris's cunt.
"He says he would also like to see your cock moving in and out of me, and so suggests that perhaps we fuck side-by-side in order to do so." And so it was that Jack was soon kneeling behind Aiko, and Hayate now kneeling behind Doris. Still grinning the two men began moving in and out at an equal pace, Mr. Isamu's eyes never leaving the prick to cunt connection Jack had made. For himself, Jack admittedly was enjoying it to. Looking over at his wife, watching her far larger breasts as they hung below her, swinging back and forth as the man's speed gradually increased.
"My tit's don't move much," Aiko actually complained, looking down at her self, and then back towards Doris again. "I quite like seeing your very big, very beautiful breasts moving like that."
"Thank you Aiko, however...I like your cute little tits too, even if they aren't moving. Your nipples are incredibly long, and I wish I was sucking on them," Doris told her. Hayate then asked what she'd said, as she translated back. He again smiled, nodding his head, speaking.
"He says, he is very much forward to looking at the two of you maybe sucking on my breasts soon after," she stated. "As am I," she then added to that.
They continued fucking side by side for quite some time, eventually however it became obvious that Mr. Isamu was getting far to close to continue like this. He suddenly pulled out, and obvious sign, ripping the condom off almost fiercely, and then waddling over towards his own wife. Not sure of what was going on, Jack likewise unsheathed himself from Aiko's pussy.
"Hurry, he wants you to take off the condom," Aiko explained. Jack too, tore the sheath off his own prick, though somewhat confused by this. Hayate was again smiling, now placing his own prick against Jack's, jerking himself off. He came quickly after doing that, covering Jack's prick in a copious display, rubbing his prick against that of Jack's until he was fully well spent. "Now if you would please, fuck me some more...without the condom."
It was evident that this too was something that Hayate had wanted to see, especially as he stood by, once again fisting his prick, which surprisingly hadn't diminished all that much in size.
"If you're going to do that, let her turn over onto her back so that I can suck on those amazing nipples of hers."
Jack took his wife's advice, though seizing on an idea. It took only a moment to clear off the few things remaining from the table, before placing Aiko onto it. Indeed, the height was perfect as he remained on his knees, scooting her forward just off the edge. He soon slid his hard prick deep inside her once more, again noticing the tightness of her slightly smaller pussy. Doris quickly joined, leaning over the woman now in order to suckle upon her breasts. Aiko moaned as she did, relishing in the sensation of it, that...and the slow, yet steady thrust of Jack's far larger, thicker prick as he fucked her.
Hayate found all this quite stimulating of course, and came over to sit next to Doris, his hands quickly finding her much larger American breasts. He played with them, exploring them as though he'd never touched anything quite so soft, and yet...quite so large before. He too was much like a kid in a candy store as he went back and forth, paying equal homage to each.
"Don't cum in me," Aiko warned moments later.
"Don't worry, I won't," Jack assured her.
"It's not really that," she said, once again, though she paused, the tone of her voice sounding unsure.
"Go ahead, what is it?" Jack asked.
She even lowered her head just a bit when asking. "He would like it, very much, if he were allowed to taste your seed."
"Really?" Jack questioned, actually looking towards the man, though he sat now with a stoic, almost hopeful look in his eyes. "Tell him...if he'd really like to suck my cock, to have at it."
Aiko giggled as quietly as possible. "I'll tell him, though not quite in those same words," she said trying not to giggle again, and then spoke to him hurriedly. He again smiled, bowed even, and then moved forward expectantly. "Whenever you're ready," She said.
In the meantime, Doris moved back over towards Aiko. "And while he's doing that, my turn to pleasure you," she stated. Once more Aiko lay back on the table, though her eyes were fixed on her husband as he presented himself, and then drew almost the entire length of Jack's cock into his mouth.
Although it felt a little odd, this man kneeling there before him, slowly drawing his prick into his mouth, back and forth, and then at times merely licking it up and down, it felt damn good. The sounds of Aiko's little cries of ecstasy added to that however as Jack's wife hungrily devoured the woman.
Aiko came hard, quickly and often. It was almost funny when she did, making a strange, almost quiet little "E" sound over and over, "eee...eee...eee," bouncing and thrashing about at the same time.
Hearing this, seeing this, Jack wondered if he should give warning to his pending release, thrusting now himself, face-fucking this man as his impending orgasm neared. If anything, Mr. Isamu coaxed him as well, one hand now grasping Jack's shaft, jacking it, his mouth suctioned over his sensitive head. With a cry of release, Jack's prick began to spurt, filling the man's mouth with what he knew was a torrent of cream.
Jack stumbled back, pulling away and sitting down on the small table near the women. Almost immediately, Mr. Isamu came over, placing his lips and mouth over his wife. It was soon obvious what the two of them were doing. Jack took a little delight in knowing that, surprised that he was in fact still aroused even though he'd just climaxed. Mr. Isamu too must have been, his cock only inches away, once more stiff and erect. Without thinking, Jack reached out, grasping the man's cock in his hand. Almost immediately Hayate Isamu looked at him with a somewhat surprised look in his eyes, though curious as well. Jack leaned over further now drawing the man's prick into his own mouth. He had barely even started sucking it when he felt the few small spurts of the man's semen. There wasn't much, but as he soon after pulled away, Doris was waiting for him. His lips met hers, and he too fed the little bit of what remained into his own wife's mouth.
**
It had been another long night, but Jack and Doris had another flight out to a new Island where they would again repeat the process of the previous day. They'd gone down to the hotel restaurant for a quick breakfast, and where sitting there when Jack looked up just in time to see his boss approaching them.
He had a big fucking smile on his face.
"I don't know what you did last night, but whatever it was, it must have been something. I spoke with Mr. Isamu this morning before they headed off to the airport. His wife told me, that regardless of any of the other bids that come in on these projects, that our firm will have his full support, and his vote...no matter what."
"Wow," Jack said sitting up even more in his chair. "That's interesting."
"No shit Jack," Bob said slapping Jack's shoulder. "What'd you do? Suck his cock?"
**
They were scheduled to rendezvous with Don and his wife Amber. He was the director of the Blue team. Normally, Jack wouldn't really be involved in the particular property they'd be looking and scouting out today, however because of Jack's conceptual talents, he'd been asked to put a few things together as far as a luxury resort would go. There wouldn't be any hotel or high-rises here however, strictly tropical, which was why Don was primary on this one.
Upon arriving, their luggage was ferried off to their new hotel. They however met Don and Amber on the helicopter pad where they were waiting for them.
"Ready to spend another day in paradise?" Don asked shaking Jack's hand as the two women briefly embraced one another. After the Luau, and everything that had happened there, there was little cause or reason to be shy around one another at this point, and so they weren't.
Both Doris as well as Amber were similarly attired, though it had been recommended that they dress this way in the first place. It would be a bit humid for one thing, but they'd also been made aware that they'd be able to spend some considerable time on the beach later that after noon. As such, they both wore bikini tops, and Hawaiian wraps, which could easily be removed from around their swimwear. Even the guys had worn swim trunks and casual shirts as well as they were again taken by helicopter into a hard to reach area of the Island landing down near the beach. And though they could have come in by boat, it would have taken far longer to have done so.
After setting down, they quickly disembarked, and discovered they'd be packing most of their own gear in by themselves.
"We're heading in about a mile or so up the trail here," Don informed everyone. "At the moment, it's the only real access to this place."
"Why so far away from the actual beach?" Doris questioned. though Jack had been thinking along the same lines. "Especially if they're thinking more along the lines of resort style bungalows, or something like that."
"Well for one thing, you'll see when we get there. For another, we'd only get at best, two or maybe three units in here comfortably. And though it might be nice for the seclusion and all, we'd be hard pressed for making any real money off them in the long run."
Gathering up what items they needed, the four soon began making their way up an only slightly steep trail. It was easy going enough, even with their somewhat bulky packs strapped to their backs.
"I'm assuming there would be some major improvements from the beach to where ever it is that we're going," Jack questioned as they continued walking along, very often pushing lush growth and foliage out of the way.
"I am sure at some point there would be. A paved path, mostly likely battery operated golf carts, something like that."
"Wish we had one of those now," Amber complained bringing up the rear.
"It's only a little further now," Don assured them checking out his GPS. "Just up ahead."
Their slow gradual incline began to level off. Ahead a small rise, and then as they reached it, everyone could see the potential for something special to eventually exist here. The place below them was thick with some of the tallest, thickest palm tree's Jack had ever seen. But it was their spacing that was interesting, almost by design, so symmetrical without really looking like it. It was as though the gods themselves had previously designed this place to look this way. Just off to one side, there was yet again another cascading waterfall. This one just slightly smaller than the one they'd seen yesterday, as was the pond it fell into. But the water here was incredibly clear, even more so...and the actual depth of the pool from this vantage point obvious. It was deeper than anything Jack had ever seen before. The water changing into even darker blue colors the deeper it went.
"Oh my, this place is amazing!" Doris spoke breath-taken. To which Jack agreed.
"So what's the idea here? The concept?" Jack asked. "What is it they're actually looking for?"
"We'll they're thinking about a dozen or so little bungalows in here, very exotic, all the amenities, along with a main cabin, or hunt down over there, well away from the pond and falls, but easy to get to."



Jack stood looking, trying to see it. "If they want it as nice as I think they do, I can only see maybe...four units in here, if that. No better than down by the beach."
"But what if they sort of stacked them. You know, suspended a few of them...staggered, up amongst the palm trees." It was obvious Don had already been given a suggestion of what their clients had been thinking here. It was now up to Jack to see if it was actually conceptual to accomplish all that.
He began to sketch, and before long, he'd managed to create a real fantasy of sorts, twelve units now, easily capable of being built, though it would indeed take a hell of a lot of work in order to accomplish all that. All four, stood looking at Jack's rough drawings. "Sort of like a, Swiss family Robinson sort of thing," he stated, though now, it was very easy to see how something like that could indeed exist here.
They spent an hour more wandering about, visualizing, and discussing the various shapes and sizes of the units. The potential for developing this place was amazing. But until the rest of their teams arrived to start putting numbers to ideas, they'd gone about as far with it as they could...for now.
"Well, now that the works done, I guess it's time for us to enjoy ourselves for a while," Don stated. And then with their help, they quickly set up a nice little picnic area next to the pond and prepared to do a little swimming before eating later.
Quite naturally, everyone stripped off their clothing and then waded on into the pool together. It had been rumored, and now confirmed, that some hot underground spring fed into this deep pool as well. It was comfortably warm, far more so than the waters Jack and Doris had swum in before.
It wasn't long before as a group, that they stood there treading water together, touching and feeling one another up as they did. With Don and Amber on either side of him, Jack felt their hands reaching beneath, fondling and awakening his rapidly hardening cock. They took turns in this way, each of them so fondled and aroused until they decided to move back up to their little picnic area, where they had laid out several large towels to lay down on later.
"Ever had two cocks inside your pussy before?" Amber questioned.
"I've had two cocks, one in my ass, and the other in my pussy, but no...never have tried fitting two in my cunt. Obviously, you have."
"Would you like to see me do it?" Amber teased hopefully, though by the expression on everyone else's faces, they were all for it.
Amber quickly positioned the boys where she wanted them so that their respective cocks were actually resting against one another. She then squatted over the two of them.
"Hold them together for me," Amber instructed Doris. "While I slide down over the two of them. Jack had already covered his prick with a condom as this was something they had discussed while floating around in the pond together. Something that was certainly understood. Doris did as requested however, enjoying the brief feel of the two men's pricks as she held them together like that, and then watched, likewise helping to guide as Amber's slick, swollen pussy slowly engulfed them.
"Wow, you look full!" Doris teased. "I'm not even sure I could manage that!"
She watched as Amber slowly and fully engulfed the two men, now impaled on two cocks as she slowly rose up once again.
"It does take a moment to get used to, but after that...holy shit!"
"I'll bet," Doris responded. "How's that feel honey? You like it?"
"Like a virgin cunt, only nice and wet," Jack groaned, enjoying the sensation, easily able to feel Don's prick pressing against his.
Amber's breasts were only a little smaller than her own, as well as slightly saggy, but she liked that. Enjoying the way they felt in her hands as she reached up to play with them both, as Amber continued to simultaneously fuck the two men. They were really soft, and pliable, and she enjoyed the sensation of that, lifting them, almost being able to twist them a bit, which she quickly found Amber enjoyed her doing.
"Oh fuck yes, that feels good honey...keep doing that to my tits, you can even slap them a little if you'd like, that feels good too."
Though her nipples were also small, they seemed very sensitive. Doris pinched, pulled as best as she could, as per Amber's direction. Once more lifting her breasts, even slapping them together as pliable as they were. It wasn't long while doing this, that Amber began to climax, loud and vocally, though only the birds in the trees were able to hear.
"Stay right where you are boys," Doris told them. "I want to try sucking your dicks together while they're still like that." She quickly ripped the condom off Jack's prick, and then grasped the two of them within her hands, keeping the two of them together like that as she bent over, now running her tongue over and around the tips of their respective cocks. It was also nice, that they were comparatively similar, both in size and shape, which made doing this for her, far easier than it had been when she'd done this before.
As she began, Amber moved over and around her. Doris felt the probing tickle of the woman's fingers seeking her cunt.
"Oh yes, I like that too," she said. "I really like having my pussy and tits toyed with while I'm sucking cock. Or in this case...cocks," she laughed.
Amber was indeed worming one, and then two fingers inside her pussy, ensuring that she teased as well as stimulated her clit as well. With her other hand, she enjoyed the feel of capturing one of Doris's hanging breasts, feeling the fullness of it, and the tautness of her hard extended nipple.
"Think I can make you both cum? At the same time?" Doris questioned, wondering if they did, if she could manage to take it all at once like that.
"Just keep sucking like that, and we'll soon find out," Jack posed. "I'm damn fucking close now, how about you Don?"
"Getting there," he responded. "I'll let you know when I'm closer."
Doris began paying a bit more attention to Don's prick in order to even things out a little, though she was also having trouble concentrating as Amber's fingers continued to work their finger-fucking magic deep inside her cunt.
"Fuck, you're gonna make me cum!" Doris mewled as Amber's fingers now specifically captured her clit, rubbing it furiously.
"Fuck...me too," Jack exclaimed, watching all this, as his wife's mouth came down again, capturing their pricks. Jack felt the first glorious spurt of his cock as he began to erupt, his deep-throated grunt doing it perhaps, as Don likewise released a cry of his own. He then knew, that both he as well as Don were simultaneously filling his wife's mouth full of spunk, and even heard her gag a bit, trying to handle it, before finally giving up. She allowed the massive amount of cum to spill from her mouth then, once more drenching them both as it fell much like the waterfall behind them, only this one creamer and thicker.
"Oh fuck that's hot!" Amber squealed in delight. "Now I want to do that!"
Jack laughed upon hearing that, his cock finally spent. "Well sweetie...if you do, it's going to be a while."
"I think we'll have plenty of time. How about we eat? And then maybe go for another swim later. See how we all feel after that?"
They had enjoyed their lunch and relaxed for a bit, until Doris actually stood up and made her way over to where Amber was laying on one of the large fluffy towels.
"Sorry, I can't help myself, I need to fuck you for a bit," she told her. Amber lowered her sunglasses, peaking over the rim, looking upwards.
"I was just thinking the same thing myself," she answered, looking over towards the men, though Jack, as well as Don had taken immediate interest upon hearing what Doris had said. Already Don was flipping his somewhat flaccid prick back and forth within his hands, as Jack now joined him, doing the same.
Doris slid beneath Amber, one leg over, and one leg under each of hers. In seconds, they were pussy to pussy, easily able to grind against, and hump one another, which they slowly began doing.
Once more, both Jack and Don were stiff again, coming to stand over on each side of the women looking down as they lay there, the squish of their soaked pussy's actually beginning to make noise as they humped, fucked one another in that way.
"I like watching two women trib one another too," Jack groaned, working his cock.
"What's that?" Don asked.
"That's when two women actually rub one another clit to clit, they call it tribbing."
"Interesting expression," moaned now as well, a long thin streamer of pre-cum fuck juice only then oozing out of the tip of his prick to hang there dangling for a moment, before finally separating from his prick tip to actually splash down on the junction of where the women's cunts met.
"Nice shot," Jack quipped having watched it, though so had the women.
"Speaking of which," Amber began breathlessly. "Might be nice to see the two of you jacking one another off trying to aim your cum on us while we're doing this."
Doris agreed, still grinding, and now pulling on her own breasts, teasing herself as she looked up, coaxing the men on.
Jack nodded in agreement, as did Don, and the two of them now reached over, grasping one another's pricks and began jacking them in this way, each one aiming the others downwards towards the two women.
"Let's see who does the best job of actually hitting the target," Don challenged.
"You're on," Jack responded in kind, as the two men continued yanking on one another, while the girls below, continued their own style of hump-fucking one another.
It took all of five or six minutes more before Don's warning came. "Oh yeah, almost there buddy. You're gonna make me cum!"
Don had briefly left off jerking Jack's prick, in order to enjoy his orgasm. Jack now aware, concentrating, even better directing the aim of Don's cock as the first white bubble of sperm appeared at the tip. Another bubble, and then the explosion as suddenly a long thick streamer of spunk suddenly leapt from the head of his dick, followed by another and another. Jack did his level best to ensure that most of it, if not all...hit the target. In seconds, there was a nice white sticky blanket of cum covering the women's respective cunts.
"You ready?" Don asked moments after that.
"More than," Jack moaned as Don's hand soon after took him over the edge as well.
Both men stood back, drained...satisfied, as the girls continued grinding their cunts together until their almost simultaneous orgasms came. Now using the additional lubrication of the men's spunk in doing so, they both began shaking, crying out, and even holding one another's hands as they did so.
Almost reluctantly they took another quick swim, and then began to gather up their things for the hike out.
"Hey, if you two aren't doing anything later on this evening, we met another nice couple at the hotel last night. We thought they were...interesting," Don stated looking at his wife who was giving him an almost secretive smile. "Anyway, we invited them up for drinks after dinner if you'd be interested in joining us."
Both Jack and Doris nodded their heads in agreement.
"Sounds like a plan," Jack acknowledged as they headed out, and already looking forward to it.
**
They arrived back at the hotel and found their bags still waiting for them in their room. They unpacked, showered, and then merely lounged around for a bit as there was still a couple of hours yet before they were to meet Don and Amber for dinner. They had a nice little balcony overlooking the sea as Jack stepped out onto it for a smoke, not even bothering to dress as they were still fairly secluded. Anyone else stepping out into their balcony might have seen him perhaps, but at the moment no one else had appeared.
Doris came out to join him having poured two glasses of wine, handing Jack one of them. She too had remained naked after their shower and now leaned against the railing, likewise looking out towards the sea. It was a calm day, barely a whitecap even showing as they stood there looking out.
"Sort of makes you wonder about this couple that will be joining us tonight don't you think?" Jack asked.
"How's that?"
"Well for one, that they didn't really tell us anything about them. They left things very vague on that issue. And secondly, the way Amber looked at Don when he mentioned it. Almost as if they knew something, and were holding it back on purpose."
"Yeah, I noticed that too, and it did make me wonder. But the way I see it, if they've decided to include this other couple in having dinner tonight, and then perhaps a drink or two up in their suite later, then they must be all right. I can't imagine those guys asking them up if there was anything really strange about them."
"Still, they were holding something back."
"Well, whatever it is, I guess we'll find out soon enough. In the meantime, I think I'm going to lay down for a bit and take a nap. I have a feeling it's going to be another long night."
Jack agreed with his wife and then followed her back into their bedroom. He had a feeling he was going to need that extra rest as well.
**
The night was still calm and beautiful when they met Don and Amber out at the bar for a pre-dinner drink.
"Are your friends still joining us?" Jack asked.
Once again Don and Amber glanced at each other, that same look being passed between them. "Yeah they'll be joining us for dinner shortly," Don offered still acting elusive. They were now shown to their table, opting for one outside furthest away from everyone else. And though the night was cool, the sound of waves crashing on the rocks somewhere below and off in the distance, it was still comfortable.
Now it was Doris's turn to question. "There's something you're not telling us," she said pointedly, trying to keep things light, though her tone of voice indicated she was bothered by all this secrecy.
"Yeah, there is. And I'm sorry for that," Amber explained. "Trust me, there's nothing to be concerned about. We just thought it would be more interesting for the two of you to meet them the way we did. I think you'll be in for a nice surprise when you do."
"Speaking of which, here they come now," Don said standing.
Jack and Doris turned in the direction Don had indicated, likewise standing as well. And he was right, and certainly not anything they'd been expecting that was for damn sure.
"Lesbians?" Jack whispered to his wife, though Doris had no time to respond as the two, quite naturally attractive women reached their table. And it wasn't that Jack really minded if in fact they were. He'd always enjoyed seeing his wife with other women, but their appearance had momentarily thrown them both off.
"Jack? Doris? This is the couple I was telling you about, Randy, and Candy."
Jack tried desperately not to laugh. Certainly these really weren't their real names, further mystifying the circumstances surrounding the two women. Maybe they were here together without their husband's knowledge, or perhaps they were actually famous in some way, and wanted to keep their true identities a secret. Like he'd already noticed as they'd approached, they were both damn fine looking women.
After introductions and handshakes all round, they again settled down at their table. Their waiter coming over to take another drink order, and then leaving them all some time to glance through the menu.
Randy, as she'd been introduced was a very tall woman, taller than both Amber, Doris, and Candy, her "partner", as Jack mused. She had long dark hair that fell well past her shoulders, an olive complexion to her skin tone that suggested some sort of Spanish, or perhaps Italian descent, though he'd not picked up on any accent when they were introduced. He had noticed too of course, that she seemed to have fairly large breasts, already wondering if they were even real as big and full as they were against her chest.
Candy on the other hand, reminded him of the young woman in the movie of the same name. She was blonde, and though certainly full-figured as well, she was considerably shorter than her partner. Likewise pale skinned, though she showed some attempt at tanning, it was obvious that she had to work at that in order to accomplish it without burning. Still, she was very attractive looking too with strikingly blue eyes to go along with her shoulder length hair.
There was a brief moment of awkward silence as they all sat sipping their drinks.
"I take it you didn't tell them very much about us," Randy noted, though she was actually smiling as she said that.
"Purposely," Amber winked. "Like with us, thought it would be more fun coming from you."
Both Jack and Doris were indeed perplexed, waiting to hear, whatever it was, that made these two women so unusual. And then it hit him, as Jack leaned over once more whispering into his wife's ear. "They're shemales!"
And though Jack hadn't spoken loud enough for anyone else to have heard, he figured it was the sudden look on his own wife's face as the prospect of that statement actually being true hit her. Both Randy as well as Candy laughed, seeing Doris's expression.
"That's exactly what Don and Amber thought when they met us," Randy began. But the truth of it is, we're actually... Hermaphrodite's!"
"Hermaphro... what?" Doris asked, actually not at all familiar with the term.
Now it was Candy's turn to respond. "It means, we have both men as well as women's plumbing so to speak," she giggled. "So we're not as you were probably thinking...shemales. We actually both have a dick and a pussy."
"How's that even possible?" Doris went on, to which both women once again laughed.
"It's a long story, which if you're really interested, we can share over dinner. And then later perhaps, if you're still interested, we'll even show you."
Jack was quite looking forward to that. Though he was well aware of the term, he too had actually never seen a true Hermaphrodite before. He'd seen a few "fake" ones as he believed them to be in magazines, but never, ever, before had he actually seen one up close and personal, as he was hoping to do now.
They soon after ordered dinner, and spent the next little while chatting and getting to know one another a bit better. Randy eventually began to share in greater detail as to what a true Hermaphrodite really was, and why. Her explanation certainly made sense, though it was obviously a really rare occurrence of this actually happening. Randy and Candy had in fact met through an online support group, and had been intimate partners ever since. And even more interesting, though Randy and Candy were indeed nicknames of a sort, Randy's real name was Randeen, and Candy's had been Candice.
"I'm sorry...but I have to ask, so your breasts are real then?"
"Jack!" Doris scolded, though both Randy and Candy were laughing at that.
"Don't worry honey, we get asked that a lot in fact. And yes, they really are. Though we know a few others in our group that have either had implants, or reductions. But to answer your question again, we are what we are." And with that, Randy actually reached up, pulling the front of her dress down. She was wearing a peasant blouse with a wide, somewhat low cut neck anyway. The fact she hadn't been wearing a bra made it much easier for her to do so. In seconds, she was sitting there with her tits clearly revealed, both breasts actually resting now on the table. Like the rest of her skin tone, her breasts were olive in complexion, her nipples a dark tan color that was just a little darker than the surrounding skin. They were also thick and fat as well, and appeared to be growing even stiffer right before their very eyes. "Go ahead, touch them if you'd like to."
Jack was tempted, as was Doris, but neither one of them made a move to do so, though Amber however, did.



"Well if neither one of you are, I sure as hell am," she giggled, and then took a moment to run her thumb back and forth over Randy's right nipple. Randy moaned delightedly.
"Candy can tell you. She and I both have very, very sensitive nipples. She's even been known to climax just by having hers sucked," she shared suddenly.
"Hell baby, I've been known to climax just having them looked at," she laughed, now reaching over to likewise fondle Randy's left nipple as Amber continued teasing and fondling the right one.
Even the approach of their waiter with the check didn't cause them to desist in their public frolicking, a look that didn't go ungratefully noticed by him either as he stood there, and as Don signed off on the bill for their room.
"Ah, ah thanks," he stated, only then tearing his eyes away as he reluctantly forced himself to do so.
"Maybe we should go up to the room now before we get any more curious onlookers," Candy suggested, to which everyone agreed.
The six of them soon headed up to Don and Amber's suite. Shortly after arriving, Don headed over to the well stocked bar, and prepared to make everyone a drink.
"Make yourselves at home," he stated, as Randy and Candy quickly took the couch. Everyone else finding single chairs to sit, forming a half circle about the two women in a way. Almost as quickly as they had sat down, they had stood again however.
"I know you're all dying to see," Candy spoke as she faced everyone. "So we might just as well show you now, and get all that out of the way."
No one was about to object to that either as the women began removing their clothing, minutes later standing there entirely naked before them. Randy's breasts, so unencumbered, where approximately the same size and shape as Doris's. And though Candy's were somewhat smaller, hers too were obviously quite natural, each capped with light pink nipples, having small areola, and small tiny little nipples though they were indeed stiff and hard as they stood off her breasts. But the real story of course, was both women had cocks, and though currently flaccid, these two looked every bit as natural and normal as any man's might have been. Randy's hung longer, again still flaccid, but not too far above average in size perhaps. At the moment at least, Candy's prick was actually quite small, and it was also noticeable that she wasn't circumcised, her foreskin currently covering the head of her prick entirely. It was then that they sat down on the couch again, actually spreading themselves and inviting a much closer look. As though hypnotically drawn, Jack actually slid off his chair onto the floor and found himself looking at them only a foot or so away.
"As you can see, in addition to having a cock, we also have cunts," Randy half purred, actually sounding as though she was becoming aroused by all this. She had simultaneously spread herself, revealing that she, as well as Candy, also had clits, and what appeared to be a quite normal looking pussy, with a prick (which was now growing to some extent) sitting just above all that. But it was also then that everyone realized, neither woman had any balls!"
"I know. To some, they find it a bit freaky or weird, especially not knowing or understanding the facts. But yes, both organs are fully functional, and we can both have a male climax, as well as a female one. So in a sense I guess, we enjoy the best of both worlds."
"No shit!" Jack exclaimed, actually becoming aroused himself now. Randy's prick now quite firm if not fully erect, and sitting a good seven inches at least as she sat there holding onto it with one hand, and the other still slowly toying with her mostly exposed clit.
"It does make masturbating twice as much fun," she giggled. "Amongst other things."
Don had passed everyone a drink, though not many were actually doing so, mesmerized, and still taking their respective turns, and time to have a closer look at the two women's sex organs.
"I think one of the more amazing things we can do, is that we can actually fuck one another simultaneously. It takes a little doing to manage it, but we can."
"Fucking A! What I wouldn't give to see that!" Don suddenly exclaimed, once more garnering a little laughter from the two women.
"We hear that one a lot too. But if you'd like, we'd be more than happy to show you how we actually do that."
Once again, no one said anything about them not doing it, though Candy did stipulate one condition prior to them doing so.
"Before we even attempt to do that, I think it's only fair that the four of you now get naked as well."
No one had to be asked twice.
**
With Candy and Randy both still the center of attention at the moment, everyone else merely stood around now looking on.
"Actually, the easiest way for us to accomplish this, is for Candy to be on her back, and if someone could put a pillow under her head, as well as her ass, we'll show you how we can do this."
As Candy positioned herself, she invited Doris to fondle her prick, to help make it harder before the attempt. Doris was only too happy to comply, scooting over to now kneel beside the woman, taking delight in working the woman's foreskin back, more fully revealing that slim, tapered cock-head. In moment's Candy was fully erect, and roughly the same length and size as Jack's dick, which he now stood uninhibitedly fondling all the while looking on. And though he couldn't explain it in any way shape or form, there was something wildly erotic about watching his wife, playing with this prick, though attached to what he could only see and accept as a very beautiful looking woman. It was an eerie thought in a way, but an extremely arousing one.
Randy had likewise invited Amber to prepare her, which she was now doing, though preferring to suck the woman's much lengthier prick into her mouth. In addition to that, she enjoyed the feel and sensation of actually worming two fingers inside the woman's cunt, thus fingering her in this way, still sucking, and enjoying the incredibly wild feeling of being able to accomplish all this so easily.
"Ok, I know I'm ready," Randy moaned, literally forcing Amber away from her.
"As am I," Candy quipped, adding that she'd already had two pussy climaxes with Doris likewise sucking her cock, and fingering her cunt as well.
"Lets show them how we fuck one another," Randy indicated, sliding into position above Candy, sliding down over the woman's cunt, though facing towards her feet as she did this. Once she was fully impaled, she then moved forward a bit, the angle just right with the pillow now under Candy's ass. With a slightly longer prick, and somehow still manageable in bending, she somehow accomplished it. With the flat of her hand, she pressed herself into Candy's wide open split, the head of Randy's prick suddenly dipping inside. She bent a little further, careful not to uncunt herself from Candy's cock, and slid a little deeper inside as well.
"Jesus H!" Don exclaimed, coming around to kneel by the two women, looking on, though Jack quickly joined him, the two girls already there in the first place. But all four now looking on with wild-eyed expressions on their faces. "They're actually doing it! Fucking each other! This is...unfucking believable!" He exclaimed once more, glancing back and forth, watching Candy's prick easing it and out of Randy's pussy, and then watch Randy's cock, as it continued working itself in and out of Candy's cunt.
The girls continued for a minute or two longer, but then Randy finally spoke, actually rolling off and away from her partner.
"As fun and as interesting as that is to do, and feel...it can also be a little taxing," she said somewhat breathlessly. "Which is why we don't do that very often. It's actually more fun, to simply take turns fucking one another, as well as playing. So...having said that, who'd like to fuck me first?" Once again Jack smiled, indicating that he would, though Don was more than happy to start off with Candy anyway.
Now it was Randy's turn to lay on her back, placing a pillow beneath her ass as she did. Jack quickly came up to kneel between her legs, placing and aiming his prick towards the woman's pussy. As he did that, he realized he hadn't put on a condom, looking over towards his wife. To his surprise, Doris nodded her head smiling at him. Without further thought, he slid inside her pussy, relishing in the all too familiar feel of a normal, wet, horny woman's cunt.
"See? No real difference is there?" She asked as Jack too a few moments to realize this. "And the really nice thing is, you also have something else you can hold onto and play with while you're busy fucking me."
Jack actually laughed, reaching over, clasping his hand around her hard stiff cock. "Yeah, it's sort of like sitting in a saddle, and being able to hold on to the saddle horn while you ride."
Now Randy had to laugh. "Ok, that's a new one. I've never quite thought of it like that before. But either way, it's one fucking fun sensation, getting your cunt fucked, and your cock jacked all at the same time." Randy soon looked over at Doris however. "Now, if you really want to make things interesting, come over here and sit on my face so I can lick you. And while I'm doing that, you can lean over and suck on me. Provided of course, Jack's willing to let you do that, though he can easily hold it for you."
Both Don and Amber had taken their cue from all of this as well, situating themselves with Candy in exactly the same way. Each group, now laying side-by-side, fucking, licking, sucking one another into oblivion.
It was indeed an amazing sensation, and a stimulating visualization to be fucking this woman's pussy, and still holding her dick, holding it for his wife to lick and suck on, all the while having her own pussy licked. But he knew too, that much more of this, he'd be shooting off soon. And not that he couldn't get it up again later, he was in no frame of mind to be getting off quite this soon yet.
"I need to fucking stop before I can't," he announced, finally pulling out, though Don laughingly had agreed with him.
"Was just about to say the same thing myself," he stated. "This has been too fucking hot, and still...unfucking believable!"
"Well. While you two are gathering your wits and stamina, there's a nice naughty little variation of this that is fun too. So...why don't we all switch places, and partners now. And we'll show you what we mean," Candy said taking charge. "I'm actually dying to fuck some nice sweet pussy myself," she added, reaching out towards Doris, and motioning for her to lay down where she'd been.
Doris was indeed more than ready, and extremely excited and aroused. She watched as Candy positioned herself between her legs.
"Almost makes me wish I had a cock!" She joked, not knowing that Jack for a moment had been thinking the exact same thing.
Amber too now lay on her back, as Randy likewise began to slip her hard cock into her. The four women now, lying together again side by side as the two beautiful Hermaphrodites began fucking them in unison.
Not too surprisingly, both Jack and Don were feeling a little left out.
"Get over here behind me," Randy spoke, and Jack behind Candy. You can finger us, and play with our clits while we're doing this. I think you'll find that damn fucking fun too, as do we."
It didn't take long however to figure out that a hell of a lot more could also be accomplished with a little creative imagination. Working out the logistics, Jack soon found a way to scoot comfortably beneath his wife to some extent, and in doing so, more easily positioning himself that he soon had his prick inside Candy's pussy, as she continued on fucking his wife.
And though Don hadn't quite accomplished the same feat with Randy and Amber, he had managed to work his way so that he was now licking Randy's cunt, sucking her clit, as she continued slow-fucking his wife.
This time Jack had no intention of staving off his climax. When it came this time, he'd enjoy it, fully and completely. He had little doubt that he'd easily be able to get it up again a bit later.
He pulled out a few seconds later, his orgasm well on the way. He saw as well as felt that first glorious spurt, so powerful and so hard, that it shot up and over Candy' back and head, falling somewhere no doubt onto his own wife, who confirmed that mere fact with a sudden, surprised little giggle.
"Hey, warn me on the next one!" She laughed jokingly.
"Too fucking late," Jack groaned, once again fisting his cock, watching the second, as well as the third jettison of spunk leaping high up into the air, though most of the rest of his spending managed to fall easily onto Candy's back as he only then rolled away.
"Come suck me, lick me...make me cum," Candy demanded, her fingers waving towards Jack, coaxing him back. He quickly joined his wife, the two of them now mouthing Candy's prick together, licking and sucking it, effectively sandwiching her cock between them. Jack reached up, taking delight in finding one of her very sensitive nipples, holding onto it and rolling it with his fingers. Doris, likewise using her fingers, but in a much different way now, sliding them up inside, feeling the inner reachings, and even very possibly, what actually felt like small little balls tucked up way inside the woman. She continued to finger, as well as lick, just as her husband was.
"Oh yeah, that's it...that's fucking it. Just like that, oh holy fucking shit...just like that, I'm gonna..." And then Candy, literally exploded without needing to even say the word.
Not only did she shoot sperm, just like any man's prick would, her pussy simultaneously released a wet sticky mixture of its own. Doris felt the woman's release as it poured out over her hand, likewise watching, looking as white frothy streamers of semen spurted out into the air, landing on the floor just beyond them. She continued to kneel there, shaking and trembling wildly until she gradually, and slowly came down from her orgasm.
So involved had they been, that they'd not even noticed the other three and so similarly finished as well. Randy's prick still dripping juice, as Don lay on the floor beneath her, his face covered in her spunk, which Amber was only now beginning to lick off.
**
They took a small break for some liquid refreshments, lounging about, recovering, though even the mere sight of looking at one another turned out to be stimulating. Randy's thin, long once again flaccid cock flipping back and forth slightly as she walked about the room, though she actually seemed to be enjoying that. Candy's had as well grown soft, looking to be no more than two or three inches now, nestled away, and tucked inside itself, just as Jack's did on a very cold day.
"I need to trib your wife here soon," Randy eventually announced, something else I really enjoy doing, is clitty-fucking another woman."
Jack grinned, his prick already throbbing a bit at the mere mention of that. "I'd enjoy seeing that," he told her.
"And I'd enjoy feeling it," Doris confirmed, already heading back towards the comfort of the bedroom, as the rest of them soon after followed.
Once more, Doris positioned herself on her back, legs spread, open and revealing. Randy climbed up onto her, but instead of slipping her prick inside her exposed pussy, she settled herself instead slightly upwards, so that her own clit, was indeed pressing against that of Doris's.
But even as Jack knelt there looking on, he saw immediate opportunity. And as long as he didn't get too much in the way, he knew he'd be easily able to accomplish what he planned to do. With her cock easily accessible, Jack took it within his hand, pressing and bending it slightly sideways. In doing this, he was easily able to suck it and lick it, while the girls continued slowly moving against one another, grinding their respective clits.
"Oh fuck, that's nice," Randy mewled appreciatively. "I wouldn't mind cumming like this," she announced after a bit, having twice now made Doris climax with her own clit-to-clit tickling.
Candy, Don and Amber had once again taken on a different way to please and pleasure one another. Candy at the moment sucking on Don's cock, as Amber lay between Candy's legs, sucking hers. They all switched back from time to time however, even switching positions, so that at one point Don was now sucking Candy's prick, as Amber sucked on his.
"Oh, come fuck me now Jack," Randy exclaimed. "Let me sit on you. And then honey, you come sit on me," she said looking towards Doris.
That particular little feat not going unnoticed by the other three either, as they soon began positioning to do exactly the same.
"Ok if I fill your pussy full of sweet cream?" Randy asked.
"Be my guest," Doris announced, already looking forward to it.
It was yet again another mind blowing round of some of the most intense and satisfying climaxes, they had ever had.
**
"Got everything packed? Jack asked.
"Yep, all set. Ready to go," Doris responded almost sadly.
They had all met briefly over breakfast, saying their goodbyes, exchanging numbers with the two women. And then much to their surprise, had been asked if they might be interested in meeting here again next year, and not necessarily on business this time. Jack and Doris had immediately jumped at the chance, agreeing to do so, and already planning for it even though they hadn't left yet.
And the rest of the news was good too, though the final numbers wouldn't be in for a few more days yet. According to Mike, who had passed the information onto Bob, and then from there to the rest of the teams, "The firm", at the very least, would be awarded two of the three projects, if not all three. Either way, it meant another nice bonus for Jack. Even bigger than the last one he'd gotten.
Even as they made there way home, relaxing in first class, and enjoying their flight, Jack had no reservations about anything he'd done, or anything that had happened. It was simply the way things worked, and well short of anything illegal, he knew damn well, he'd be more than willing to do it again. It was at that moment that a very good looking flight attendant leaned over, placing their drink orders on their trays. Jack took a moment to peer down the woman's blouse at her tits, enjoying the hint of flesh that he saw there. He even heard a slight chuckle come from his wife after she moved away.
"What?"
"You know what. I bet you were thinking about how much you'd have liked to see those big ole titties of hers."
"Yeah so? Like you wouldn't?" He challenged back.
"Oh, I would yes. But that wasn't exactly what I was thinking."
"Oh? And what were you thinking then anyway?"
"I was trying to imagine what she might look like with a cock."
And then Jack sat back in his seat, thinking the same damn thing.
-End-
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*****
I was nervous as a twitch when after a long flight, finally landing at Galileo Galilei International airport near Tuscany Italy, where Bella's family owned and operated one of the more exclusive Vineyards in the area. Needless to say, I was both anxious and excited to see her again after all this time. We had said very little after that initial contact, mainly because I had booked the first available flight. Therefore, I wasn't too surprised or disappointed upon arriving, that she wasn't there to personally greet me. She had managed to inform me just prior to my leaving that prior commitments necessitated her remaining at the vineyard, but that she would be sending one of her "Uncles", to the airport to pick me up.
Sure enough, as I entered the baggage claim area after clearing customs, I was greeted by an older, somewhat graying man sporting a rather large mustache. He simply stood there holding up a sign that said: "Welcome to my home David," Along with a smiley face that she had obviously drawn herself just beneath that. However, if you looked more closely at the smile on the face of the bright yellow circle she had also drawn and colored in, you saw that part of the smile was a silhouette of two lovers obviously engaged in a very lewd, wonderfully decadent act of "69" with one another. I wondered only briefly if this "Uncle" who she'd sent to pick me up was even aware of it as he stood there holding up the signage.
Her Uncle introduced himself to me as "Matteo", though it was obvious by his broken English he spoke very little. Barely enough to say hello, and convey to me that he had a car outside waiting to take me to the vineyard where Bella would be waiting. I wasn't even sure if he was a real Uncle, or one of the many honorific titles she had given to so many important men in her life as she'd once told me. I figured I'd find out soon enough as it was. My own Italian limited in the few phrases I had learned from her, and picked up during her stay with us. Angry with myself that I had never followed through with the Rosetta Stone program I had purposely bought shortly after her arrival back home so as to do that. With Bella's command of the English language however, I had put doing that on the back burner, and never picked it up again. Now I could kick myself. I was definitely a stranger in a strange land. And knowing Bella as well as I did, I had no doubt things would get even stranger still.
After a short, beautiful drive and as I'd already surmised, limited conversation with Uncle Matteo, we arrived at a beautifully bricked archway that was covered in vines, nearly concealing it. A large sign hung just above the archway however, written curiously enough in both English as well as Italian, "Tenuta, Bella Risso Vineyard".
Once through the entry, a long narrow road continued, the vineyard itself seemingly spread out for miles on either side, with no sign of the actual vineyard itself anywhere in sight.
"Good Lord!" I thought to myself. "She wasn't kidding when she said it could take nearly a full day to walk from one end of it to the other!" We soon rounded a corner in the road however, coming around one of the many rolling hills surrounding the property. Just ahead, on one hill sat what were obviously the wine cellars themselves, across a small valley, on a near identical hill, sat what appeared to be a spacious, very old... yet beautiful homestead, or more aptly put, a Villa, where I figured Bella would be waiting for me.
I was again semi disappointed when we pulled up, greeted by an older woman who appeared to be of some purpose and in charge by her demeanor as she spoke hurriedly in Italian instructing Matteo to take the one somewhat large bag I had brought with me on the flight over. I tried shrugging him off, saying I would do it, but he was having none of that, or rather "She" wasn't, though I hadn't caught her name just yet. After he quickly disappeared inside with my luggage, this rather full bosomed woman once again turned towards me, and in near perfect English, finally introduced herself.
"I am Greta," She said introducing herself. "I am in charge of the house staff," she added with a great deal of pride. "Mistress Bella is currently out on the Southern most acres of the property. I will have Matteo drive you out there once you have freshened up and settled in. Would you care for a glass of one of our wines perhaps? I have a nice Chianti opened and chilling for you," she added. "Mistress Bella thought you might enjoy that particular wine upon your arrival."
I thanked her, and then followed her into the enormous Villa that much like the archway we had driven under and through, made up the spaciously designed home that had more floors and balconies and open aired porches than I'd ever seen before. I followed her up a semi-circular stairway that ended up on what was obviously the third floor. She quickly pointed out to me that the family rooms were off to the left, and that guest quarters were down the hallway to the right. The way she stood there, almost as though guarding the left entry, was a subtle way of telling me, or so I thought anyway... that that particular area was off limits. As to whether Bella's own room existed in that particular direction, she didn't say. And I didn't ask. I figured I'd find out soon enough as it was. I then followed her down a short hallway, and then rounded a corner. Finding it both odd as well as charming to discover another short flight of stairs leading up. A single doorway stood in greeting as she opened it, and then stepped back... inviting me to continue on through it. Perhaps purposely so, as the sheer beauty and spaciousness of my room startled me for a moment. This room alone was bigger than any three put together where I lived. Off to one side, the bed... bigger than a King I imagined, obviously custom made with fine oaks that looked rough hewn, yet polished, glistening with a majestic air about them that seemed ancient, as though from another time and place. The bed was canopied as well, though the sheer coverings were currently drawn back along one side, showing off the perfectly well made bed. Across the way from that, what appeared to be a sunken tub, big enough to easily accommodate a half dozen people or so. Oddly, there was both a toilet and a bidet sitting next to it, both of them out in the open against the back wall. Though I guess if you were the only person staying here, it didn't really matter or require some secondary closed in area for privacy. But it was the balcony itself, and the porch across from the bed, and what was obviously a small, though well stocked bar and kitchenette area that truly took my breath away. Situated as it was, a completely open porch way, yet sheltered, allowed a vast look at the beauty and the magnificence of the grounds stretching out in almost every direction from here. I could only imagine the view at sunset as it faced to the West, already looking forward to that at some point. And then once again, a ladder that seemed to lead up through another hole in the ceiling, though I didn't as yet venture up towards it to take a look, only asking Greta its purpose instead.
"Where does that lead to?" I asked. She smiled, nodding her head appreciatively, and then answering.
"Bella calls it her dream chamber. She used to come here to hide when she was a young child and wanted to get away from everyone. And everyone always knew where she was of course, though they always pretended being unable to find her until she herself wanted to be found. She still comes up here from time to time," Greta answered, once more smiling as though harboring a secret thought. "Though it had been quite a while since she has, until her father took sick, and then suddenly passed away. After that... she would come up here for hours. We knew it was her way of dealing with things, so we left her alone up here whenever she did that."
Now I nodded my head in understanding, content to let Bella show me, if she even chose to do so.
"Well, guess I'll freshen up a bit, and then go out with Matteo to finally see Bella."
To my surprise, Gretta suddenly grabbed both sides of my head drawing me to her, kissing me fully on the mouth, and then on each cheek as she did. The fact that I could feel that enormous bosom of hers pressing against me didn't go without notice either. In fact, Gretta all but grinded those enormous tits of hers against me from side to side for a moment before finally stepping back, now grinning from ear to ear.
"That was from Bella," she now informed me, only blushing slightly. "She said that you'd enjoy that, having a thing for such big 'tette'," she grinned a bit wickedly. And it didn't take any Rosetta stone program to translate that one for me as I stood there grinning back at her, blushing far more profusely than she was.
"I'll be down as soon as I've had a chance to wash up and change clothes."
She again smiled, turned, pointed at the bottle of wine that was now opened and waiting for me as though a reminder. And with that, she finished her turn closing the door behind her on her way out.
It appeared, or at least seemed... that Bella had the same kind of magical influence on the people here, as she'd had when she'd come to stay the short time she had with us. I could only wonder, and imagine what that meant. She was already full of all kinds of surprises, and I hadn't even seen her yet.
I guess I should have been prepared for that. But as I'd come to learn, with Bella, you never were.
**
I had dressed into a pair of white shorts along with a loose fitting short-sleeved shirt and sandals. Matteo was already waiting for me out front, though this time we wouldn't be traveling by Jeep. I found it amusing to see him sitting in what was obviously a golf-style cart, along with what could only be described as a picnic basket strapped to the back of it. He again smiled and waved me over as I descended the short flight of steps down to the semi-circular drive where he was waiting.
"We go to Bella," he said simply. And with that, we were off. He drove like a maniac. Far worse than he'd driven in the Jeep from the airport. The road was narrow and seemed to switch back and forth, as well as up and down with the natural contours of the landscape. It was obvious that years of driving this particular route came naturally to him, almost automatic as he somehow managed to avoid certain dips or ruts in the road with ease. Never once did he seem to apply the brakes, or lift his foot from the gas peddle, and though I know we weren't going any faster that fifteen or twenty miles an hour, it seemed like seventy. After nearly fifteen minutes of this "Mr. Toads wild ride", we finally rounded the corner of a small hill. Just ahead, I saw a good dozen or so workers busily picking grapes off the vines, and placing them in large wicker baskets attacked to their hips. From there, they would carry them over to an even larger container, which was currently sitting on some sort of pallet, which would be picked up and moved later for processing. Matteo pulled up to a section of this particular area where a large group of people were working, mostly women. He got out and smiled, and then turned starting to walk back, leaving me to stand there beside the golf cart, bewildered as I too climbed out, now scouring the fields around me, looking for her.
It was then that I heard her all too familiar laugh, turning in the direction I had actually been looking only moments ago. Even then, it still took a fraction of a second for me to recognize her. She had been amongst the other workers, working along side them. One of those baskets likewise attached to her hip, and by its appearance, already near bursting with fresh picked grapes. But what had caught me by surprise, and confused me momentarily, was the fact she had cut her long beautiful hair. Suffice it to say, it was now short... almost shorter than my own, giving her a devilish sort of sassy look, like she needed it. Whether it was mussed up on purpose, or part of her styling, I had no clue, but she looked sexy as hell either way. In seconds she had sprung the few feet separating us and was suddenly in my arms again.
"Welcome to my home," he said purring in my ear, pressing those magnificent breasts of hers against me almost as purposefully as Greta had done.
"About that," I snickered. "Interesting sign. I couldn't help wondering if Matteo realized what the smile was doing."
"Oh I am sure he did," she laughed back, now stepping out of my arms though continuing to hold my hand as she pulled me towards that larger container where she quickly emptied out the contents of her basket into it. "He and Greta are constantly grab-assing one another," she chuckled again. "I love the fact that after so many years of marriage, they can still continue on as though they were a couple of horny teenagers."
"They're married?" I asked incredulously as we again turned as one heading back towards the golf cart. "Back at the Villa, she sort of barked at him in Italian, and I got the impression that not only was she definitely the one in charge, but that Matteo knew better than to question her orders."
"Oh believe me, she is... and he does. When it comes to who does what around here, everyone does their bit without question, including those two. But when circumstance suits purpose, there's no doubt who's in charge, and who wants what, and where he wants it in between then. And in fact... I encourage it amongst everyone who works here. In Spain, everyone takes a siesta. Here, everyone is not only encouraged, but almost required to take a sex break. You'd be surprised at the increased production we've seen around here in the past couple of years since daddy incorporated the whole idea. Everyone is much happier, and we've seen the results from implementing the idea."
"So... like father like daughter then," I grinned shaking my head. Though I caught a brief momentary look of both longing and loss in her face when I said that. "Sorry," I added.
"Don't be. I do miss him is all. And so, I am trying to pick up where he left off, ensuring that things continue just the way he would have wanted them to. And one of those being... is my being happy. And now that you're here. Now that you've come to see a part of my world. I am. I am very happy David. Now come, let me take you for a bit of a ride to see the rest of the vineyard. And then, we will stop and have a nice picnic lunch down by a beautiful and peaceful stream."
I was grinning from ear to ear when she said that.
"Oh and one more thing. One of my nieces will be meeting us there later to picnic with us," she added. "And no... she's not really my niece, but she might as well be. She's the daughter of one of my favor-named Uncles."
I was a little disappointed to learn we'd be having company later, but I had also learned from past experience never to question Bella's motives or intent. No doubt we would have our time together at some point. So, for the time being anyway, I was content to go along for the ride and simply suck everything in.
True to form, we hadn't gone very far when she suddenly pulled the peasant-like blouse she'd been wearing up and over her head. And much like Matteo, even with her arms up in the air briefly, well of the steering wheel, she never let up from the gas, as though she too had most, if not all of this winding dirt road memorized. But unlike with Matteo, I was no longer concerned with suddenly driving off the road and being killed. I had truly missed seeing those magnificent breasts of hers, which I was once again feasting on now, as she held them in her hands; hands still not taking the steering wheel for any length of time other than to quickly adjust our direction.
"Well? You just gonna sit and stare at them? Or are you going to come over here and kiss them? They've missed you!"
I figured even if we did drive off the road and crash the golf cart now, I wouldn't really care all that much. If dying and going to heaven with one of Bella's tits in my mouth was the price to pay for that... I was more than willing to pay it. In seconds, I was sucking on her right breast, and fondling, as well as kneading the other one. After a few lingering moments longer, I felt her finally slowing the cart, bringing it to a halt. All at once she had leapt out of the cart, shimmering out of the almost full skirt she'd been wearing as well to reveal the fact she was, and had been completely naked, though I had suspected as much all along. Grabbing the basket from off the back of the cart, she then turned and began walking up a short incline over the ridge of a grassy-green hill. I immediately started to follow of course, until she stopped me with a stern look and a wave of the hand.
"Sorry David. No clothes allowed up here. One of my rules," she informed me, and then stood waiting patiently as I quickly shrugged out of my clothing, though keeping my sandals on, which she had done as well, and then caught up to her... well almost anyway. Content to walk the few feet behind her that I did, watching that heart-shaped ass of hers as it lead me towards what I hoped to be paradise. I was so caught up in her beauty, and nakedness... that I had already forgotten all about the additional company she had mentioned earlier. That was until the two of us reached the peak of the small rolling hill, now looking down towards the small flowing stream she had told me about. Beside it, stretched out on a very large blanket, which had no doubt been prepared for our picnic, lay her niece. And of course, she too was naked... which only then did I realize would have been the case anyway, according to the "rules", but what I wasn't prepared for... or to be standing there witnessing, was the fact she was laying there, legs bent at the knee, spread, one hand between them obviously frigging herself. I thought about coughing or something, but it was Bella herself that suddenly announced our arrival.
"How many?" She asked having once more taken my hand, pulling me along as we made the short descent now down to the bank near the stream.
"Three," the young woman spoke, not even opening her eyes yet. "Four in a moment here," she added, her breath already short and clipped as she responded. Her fingers working furiously now between her legs, one hand cupping one of her young pert breasts, the fingers of that one tweaking a hardened nipple. And then she cried out, shaking almost uncontrollably as she did.



I stood there in astonished confusion. Though only for a moment as Bella finally pulled me down to the blanket setting aside the basket we'd brought along with us. When at last the young woman opened her eyes and looked over towards us, smiling, Bella made introductions, and to some extent... explanations as well.
"David? This is my niece, Arianna. She is to be wed to one of my favorite nephews less than a year from now yes?" She asked turning back towards Arianna, who only now had finally sat up, though I noticed even as she did, one hand still down between her legs, fingers still gently touching, coaxing the last moments of throbbing ecstasy perhaps even as she did that. "And no David... he's not actually my nephew either, though I certainly enjoy thinking of him in that way, and calling him that. I am sure you will meet Edwardo a bit later."
"Ok," I acknowledged, understanding the quirkiness of calling everyone aunt, or uncle... nieces or nephews, but not comprehending the rest of it just yet.
"She is in training for her wedding night," Bella continued on in explanation, perhaps only then seeing the confused expression still on my face. "And I am the one who is training her," she then added. "And as such... Arianna is required to have a minimum of five orgasms every day. I told her she was to have four of them while waiting for us, and the fifth one after we'd enjoyed having a picnic together," she grinned winking at me.
Whatever tricks she had up her sleeve, or whatever it was she had on her mind, I was again reminded, I was only along for the ride here. This was Bella's home now... Bella's rules. And I would have to learn how to play the game fast here, or I'd be left in the dust. Of that... I had absolutely no doubt in my mind. No doubt at all.
**
We enjoyed a wonderful picnic together, there on the side of a beautiful grassy knoll next to the stream. The sound of which was both soothing as well as sensual, though perhaps that was due to my two companions being naked. Arianna, though not at all really related, could have passed for such. She looked to me like Bella might have looked at her age, though Bella of course wasn't that much older than Arianna as it was. Arianna had just turned eighteen a few month's back, and though perhaps a bit young to be getting married in my estimation, according to Bella, it was more the norm around here than not.
In addition, Arianna had long flowing dark hair, well past her shoulders, and had Bella not cut her own hair, they'd have looked even more like sisters than they already did. Admittedly, her breasts were far smaller, pink tipped, perky and with a bit of a young woman's cone-shape to them, whereas Bella's of course hung heavy and full against her chest, just the way I liked them. Still, it was hard not being aroused around these two especially when Bella started talking about the girls lessons again.
"So, are you ready for some more training again Arianna?" Bella asked. The young woman nodding her head eagerly and without reservation, even with my being there. "Good, because now is the perfect time for us to escalate your training just a little, especially with my David being here." That one raised my eyebrows.
"Um, ah... "
"What? You wouldn't enjoy helping me to teach her some of the various arts of love?" Bella asked, honestly surprised that I would even hesitate at such an offer.
"Ah no... it's not that exactly," I responded, now seeing a bit of a worried look on the young girls face. Obviously, she was fearful... not at being asked or required to do something with me, but at the possibility, I wouldn't want to.
"To begin with, Arianna is still a virgin and has decided to remain that way until her wedding night. However... she is more than anxious to learn some of the other arts of love making to ensure that she will please her husband in such ways once they are married. So if you were worried about that... " Bella left off saying.
"No, I ah... wasn't worried about that Bella. I just didn't want her to think she had to, you know... with me," I offered making this up on the fly. Though it seemed to please them both that I had said as much, hence settling any worries either one of them might have had. Though I still sensed that Bella had been playing me just the same. Especially when she turned briefly back towards me winking.
"In that case, lay back and enjoy David. I am about to teach and show Arianna here the mysteries and secrets of the male penis. Or rather male cock. I really do prefer using that name for it, less clinical, and far more erotic sounding. Wouldn't you agree Arianna?"
"Oh yes, yes! I do like saying 'cazzo' or rather cock over penis," she corrected herself speaking English again. "It is far more... how you say, 'spinto os'e'"? She asked Bella questioning.
"To feel like a naughty girl," Bella giggled, now looking at me having translated. "Which I'm feeling a bit like myself," she laughed again, this time crawling over to give me another kiss on the lips, simultaneously pressing those breasts of hers against me in offering. An offering which I accepted of course, greedily groping her now, both hands on her breasts, molding and fondling them unabashedly.
"I too love the feel of her 'tette's'," Arianna half moaned, almost longingly. "I just wish mine were and big and as full as hers are."
"Nonsense," Bella scolded. "Your boobies are magnificent, just as they are. And as you have learned, so very... very sensitive. Even more so than my own!" Bella said having sat back up again, fingers now on each one of her own hard nipples actually pulling on them. "She has learned to have orgasms just by playing with them," Bella shared looking back towards me once more, and then smiling broadly. Pleased to see that my prick had indeed already found itself rising to the occasion. She then proceeded to thumb and toy with the young girls nipples, causing her to moan, her eyes closing almost automatically, head thrown back as within moments, she seemed to be teetering on the edge already.
"Not quite yet, 'spinto os'e'," Bella laughed. "First, I must show you how to give an 'un pompino'," she stated leaning over my cock. "That means blowjob," she said speaking to me.
"I figured as much," I answered back, already feeling Bella's hand clasping my cock as Arianna scooted over next to her, getting closer as well.
"And once I show her how to do this," Bella said leaning over even closer, giving the tip of my prick a nice long lingering lick, as Arianna looked on. "I will have you 'leccami la figa,'" she informed me, though I had no clue as to what she'd just told me of course. "No worries, I am sure you will figure out what that means soon enough," she added to that, and then engulfed the entire length of my hardened prick, nearly swallowing it entirely as Arianna's eyes grew wide in wonder.
I lay back, once more taking delight in the sensations of Bella's very talented tongue and lips. Occasionally she spoke, pointing out techniques and teasings to her student, as Arianna continued looking on, though she likewise continued caressing herself, periodically slipping a hand down between her legs, then bringing it back up, tips of fingers disappearing into her mouth as she sucked them off. "Alright, now you do to David's cock what I just did," she said scooting off to one side just a bit as Arianna more than happily moved in. Again, without hesitation on her part of any sort, she firmly grasped my prick, fondling and stroking it for a moment, getting acquainted with it first.
"'Fare una sega'," Arianna spoke with an obvious slur of passion in her tone of voice.
"I know, I enjoy doing that too," Bella agreed, now fingering herself as she sat there, again urging Arianna to continue.
"I really do wish I'd learned how to speak the language," I admonished myself aloud, causing both women to laugh.
"What she said was, was that she enjoys jacking you off. She likes the feel of your nice hard prick in her hand."
"I rather like the feel of my nice hard prick in her hand too," I agreed most delightedly. "But how do you say that I would enjoy fingering her a bit too?" I asked.
"'Fatti una pugnetta'," Bella informed me.
"In that case, I would like to fatti una pugnetta, you to," I said looking towards Arianna, though both women burst out in laughter.
"I guess it does sort of lose a little in the translation," Bella told me. "Essentially, the way you said it in your pronunciation and emphasis, you basically said you'd like to wank her prick."
"I did?" I said, laughing along with, though sure I had repeated the words precisely the way she'd spoken them to me.
"Never mind, we can teach you a little more Italian later. For now... let us concentrate on teaching her how to suck a man's cock properly."
I was certainly on board with that, enjoying it even more so as Bella came around to sit on the other side of me, which allowed me to now slip my own hand beneath her, finding that exquisitely wet split of hers, which I began playing with and fingering as the two girls now took turns licking and sucking me together. I was surprised just a little however when Arianna couldn't help but notice my wiggling digits. Almost immediately, she reached down, now taking my other hand, and placing it upon her own wet silky slit. Now I was fingering both women, and enjoying the feel of two pairs of lips and tongues rapidly driving me crazy.
It was indeed good to be with her again. And our first day together, had barely even gotten started.
**
With the two of them working on me the way they had been, and with it having been so long since I'd even been with Bella in the first place, I knew that I wasn't going to last all that long. Not at this pace anyway. She seemed to sense it as well, urging Arianna to continue on alone now.
"Yes my sweet, yes," she said softly stroking the woman's head and neck, urging her on. "Make him... make him 'sborra'," she stated so that Arianna understood what was to happen here. "I told her to make you cum," she then informed me, though again... I had managed to figure that one out too. And I was getting close. Very close. For a first timer, she was a natural, that... or it had indeed been too damn long. Way too long.
"How do I tell her she is doing very well at this?" I asked through clenched teeth, already straining... trying to delay.
"Tell her she's a very good 'pompinara'," she'll understand what you mean by that," Bella snickered. "And under the circumstances, I think she'll enjoy hearing you calling her that even more." And as though she hadn't heard all of this already, I went ahead and said it anyway.
"Arianna? You really are a wonderful pompinara. Now baby... make me... sborra," I grimaced pleasurably. And then did I!
I was surprised at the fact that she swallowed my semen the way that she did, especially with this being her first time and all, according to Bella as we discussed it much later. But Arianna had seemed eager to do so, wanting to learn the "mysteries", as it were, taking it like a duck takes to water.
"Now may I?" Arianna asked, still licking her lips, enjoying the moment.
"Yes, and I will give you the pleasures myself sweet one. Especially for being such a good student today," Bella indicated, having her now lay back so that she could slide up between the young woman's legs in preparation of licking her pussy for her. "Oh, and David? What I said earlier when I said I wanted you to leccami la figa me?" Looking up now at her pussy as she settled in over my face, the exact meaning of what that phrase meant was suddenly very clear to me. Needless to say, I dove into Bella's cunt the way I would have dove into a swimming pool.
After Arianna had had her fifth, and then even her sixth orgasm of the day, we soon dressed, and enjoyed the relaxed pleasured ride back to the Villa, though Bella continued to point various things out to me along the way. Including as we passed... what appeared to be a young man, and a much older woman, who was currently bent over the back tailgate of an old pickup truck. They were fucking wildly and like crazy as we passed. The two of them actually smiling and waving at us as we did. I could only shake my head in wonderment.
"More of that required sexing?" I asked.
Bella laughed. "In a way, I suppose you could call it that," she informed me. "But as you will eventually see, everyone here is most happy, and always... always in a good working mood," she added to that.
"I'm sure I will," I told her, looking back over my shoulder now, the young man still humping wildly away at the much older woman, whose large pendulous breasts were still gyrating just as wildly too and fro in nearly every direction it seemed as he fucked away. "Something that I know for a fact would never catch on in the states," I said chuckling. "Though that would give a whole new meaning to the term, happy hour," I quipped. A term that Bella was herself most familiar with as we'd spent several evenings' entertainments enjoying that sort of happy hour while staying with us.
"Yes, not quite the same," she agreed. "Much better here yes?" She then asked.
I looked back once again, though we had now traveled some distance from the truck at this point. But it was seeing Arianna, her blouse once again open, her cute perky breasts in hand as she sat teasing and twisting her hard little nipples. Already breathing in what I knew would be yet another orgasm for her.
"You could say that again," I finished turning back around, the Villa just up ahead now, and an entire evening ahead of us.
**
Bella led me upstairs to my room, and though tempted to ask her if her room was down the other hall, I said nothing. At this point it really wasn't important anyway, and if she wanted to tell me, I figured she would. I was curious however if she'd end up spending the night with me, or if she'd return to her own room afterwards. With Bella, you just never knew for sure, and you certainly didn't set any conditions with her wither. I'd learned my lesson there well enough.
"Do you like?" She'd asked stepping into the room, and almost immediately peeling out of her clothes again, letting them lay where they fell.
"What's not to like?" I agreed, though I was looking at her at the time, and she knew it. Her laugh giving away the real meaning. Almost immediately, she walked over to the bidet and sat down, peeing.
"Just like old times huh?" She asked.
"Sort of," I now laughed watching her. I had missed that uninhibited way about her, more than I realized. So much so, I stepped over towards her, suddenly sticking my hand down between her legs as she continued to pee. I felt the warmth of her liquid suddenly bathing my hand as I cupped it fully against her mound.
"Hmmm, I've missed that," She moaned, wrapping her arms about my neck as I knelt there in front of her. "I've missed how we can be so decadent and naughty with one another and with others as well," she added. "Like Arianna."
"Like Arianna," I smiled still cupping her mound, though the flow had all but stopped now.
"I haven't changed... much," she told me. For the first time a curious, slightly worried expression on her face.
"I wouldn't want you too," I said simply as she now began using the bidet, the spray of water now cleansing us both, though I removed my hands content, and preferring to actually watch this. "Though I have. For the better I think," quickly adding, seeing her expression change back to that knowing smile of hers again.
"It will be different though... for you," she told me standing up now, taking my hands cupping them to her breasts, still wet as they were. "New people, new faces, and there will be others," she finished. I knew what she meant by that, but I didn't care. There was something we had, that was just ours, and it mattered not who else we might fuck nor have sex with. I had learned from her, sex was sex; you could have sex and have fun without the emotional aspects to it. And yet, you could have intimate, more rewarding, almost personalized sex with one another that was, and did feel, completely different.
She knew by the look in my eyes that I was accepting of that, totally and completely. I didn't even need to confirm what she already knew. Stepping into me even closer now, we finally kissed, the way I had been missing in kissing her. A prelude to that specialness as we wandered over, still kissing, now groping hungrily, in need, towards the bed, Bella once more breathing hotly in my ear, whispering... 'Cazzo' me David, 'Cazzo' me!" I didn't need a language program to figure out that one either.
**
Bella crawled onto the bed, almost immediately taking up one of her favorite positions. She knelt there looking back over her shoulder towards me. In times past, we'd either started in this position, or finished this way. Very often times both. And though we had made love in nearly every position imaginable, this was... and always had been one of her favorites. "The best fit ever!" She had called it. I slapped her ass, not too hard, but hard enough to send a sound reverberating across the room, leaving a small red handprint on her left ass cheek. She grimaced, moaning pleasurably, now wiggling that near perfect shaped ass of hers. A signal that I was to likewise spank the other, which I did of course.
"Hurry David, Hurry! I need you inside me... now!"
In one fell swoop, I positioned the head of my prick, aiming perfectly, and drove into her with all my might, nearly collapsing the two of us into the bed when I did that. She had braced for it however, almost expectantly, now pushing back. The tempo of our first welcoming fuck, frenzied, frantic. It had indeed been too long. Her pussy, like silk... so perfectly formed and fitting around my cock as we fucked one another. It had always been that way with us. The union, our coupling... un-compared. And whether that was my own imagination or not, it didn't matter. The sensation of being so wonderfully contained inside that sweet wonderful pussy of hers was a reminder of what things could be, should be... and now would be, between us once again.
After a long time, we had moved from the bed, taking a bit of a breather, and in need of some freshening up. Now stepping into the enormous sunken tub, I was to find out that it likewise had a shower, though I hadn't realized, or noticed it until now. Overhead, in the ceiling, a gentle spray suddenly began to cascade down over the two of us from three separate portals over head, though these too could be adjusted using one, two, or all three. At the moment, we were using all three, which felt a little like standing beneath a gentle waterfall. And even though some of the spray fell outside the enclosure, with the natural heat and warmth of the tiled floor surrounding, it quickly dried and evaporated in place. We washed one another from head to toe, and then lingered again exploring one another until the heat of our passions and desires flared up again. Another nice perfectness about the two of us being our respective heights together. Entering Bella while standing up was easy to do and without complications or awkwardness in making the attempt. I was again within moments, sliding up and into that heavenly split of hers, feeling her once more clasping and surrounding me. We hardly even needed to move together in order to fuck, simply willing our respective sex organs to throb and tease one another in such a way. I bent over slightly, capturing one of Bella's hard extended nipples in my mouth, sucking it as she continued to caress and milk my prick just through the contractions of her delightful pussy. And as we stood there doing that, we both heard a quick knock on the door. I had barely released Bella's tit from my mouth looking over as the door opened, and as Gretta walked in. Seeing us, I half expected her to act embarrassed, or turn away, certainly perhaps back out through the door again. But she did none of that. Instead, she simply smiled already walking towards the bed where to my amusement, she began straightening the now ruffled sheets, not quite ignoring or not looking at us as we continued to stand there, coupled as such in front of her. It was evident, as Bella hadn't made a single move to un-cunt me, that I wasn't going anywhere anyway.



"Will you be joining us for supper downstairs this evening? Or would you like something served up here?" She now asked having finished remaking the bed, hands on hips expectantly, though that same friendly, almost flirty expression on her face as she stood there looking at us.
"We'll be down," Bella answered. "Tonight, I want David to meet everyone else he's not met yet, and introduce him to them," she grinned broadly, her pussy still actually contracting around me believe it or not, though I was half-relieved that it was well concealed at the moment as she did that. Bad enough that we were standing there together naked in front of her "hooked up" as it were. But once again, I was to discover Bella was in one of those famous moods of hers.
"Very well," Gretta finished, only then turning preparing to leave. "Supper will be in an hour then... if you're finished by that time," she added with a turn of the head back towards us again, along with a very mischievous and wicked looking smile on her face. It was then that Bella actually did step back, thus freeing my hard prick from her, which nearly sprang up, bouncing as it did so. To my surprise and astonishment, she actually reached down, grabbing it, and almost pointing it towards Gretta.
"I don't know, do you think I can satisfy this beautiful hard cock by then?" She questioned actually sounding concerned. Gretta stood there looking at my prick now as Bella held it, almost waving it at her. She seemed in thought, starting at it, and then nodded her head as though having come to some sort of a decision.
"Let's make it an hour and a half then, just to be on the safe side." Bella laughed, already dropping down to her knees, and though this time Gretta actually did go, softly closing the door behind her when she did, I was almost sorry to see her go. Admittedly, being watched by someone was another one of those naughty, thrilling little moments I hadn't known about myself, not until I'd met Bella anyway. And as she so expertly began sucking my cock the way she always had, I had the distinct impression this wouldn't be the last performance we'd no doubt be putting on for someone either. And I was actually looking forward to that.
**
Exactly an hour and a half later, Bella and I had arrived downstairs for dinner. She had already informed me that anyone who both lived and worked at the Villa was like family, and as such... usually enjoyed dinner together. Even Donata, an attractive looking woman in her mid to late thirties, who I was introduced to as the chief cook, and who had prepared the delicious looking meal we were about to partake of, would join us. She too had dark long hair, soft though chiseled features that gave her more of an alluring handsome look, as opposed to being beautiful. And as I also quickly noticed, a rather large rack that already showed a great deal of cleavage threatening to burst through the already straining buttons on her blouse. Arianna was there of course, along with Edwardo who I finally met. He obviously had a mixture of both Spanish and Italian ancestry by his features, along with a dark thick mustache, the same color as his hair. I was to learn that even for as young as he was, just twenty-one, that he had a great deal of responsibility at the vineyard, seeing to the proper stock and care of all the wine barrels and seeing to the wines fermenting process. Gretta and Matteo where there as well, along with another young woman, Leonara who as I came to know, was Arianna's older sister, and helped Gretta maintaining the household. She looked a lot like her younger sister, though she was considerably shy, rarely speaking at first, and blushing almost constantly as conversation periodically turned flirtatious, or teasing as we all sat enjoying dinner together. Needless to say, I was to some extent the main object of that teasing, especially when Gretta had announced she'd lost a bet with Donata about Bella and I being downstairs for dinner on time.
To say this meal was a feast would have been an understatement. I hadn't seen so much food being served at one time, or so many variations of similar dishes even being sampled. All of which I was passed with expectations of doing so. Bella sat on my left, with Donata sitting on my right. And with each dish passed along to me, she would point out with a great deal of pride what went into making it, and thus urging me to sample it, which I most often did. I noticed during one such pass of a particular pasta dish that one of those straining buttons on her blouse had finally succumbed to its straining torture. If I had thought Donata had been showing a fair amount of cleavage earlier, it was even more so now. I even thought about saying something, but as no one else seemed to care, or to notice really, I saw no point in possibly embarrassing her under the circumstances, especially as we had just met. Not to mention the fact, it would make it obvious in front of everyone there I had been looking at her breasts.
Along with the meal of course, was a nice selection of wines and in this too of course there was a great sampling. And though I could usually hold my own, I knew I would have to carefully monitor myself, already feeling the effects of just three glasses of wine as the food continued to flow, being near constantly passed around the table. Once more, another plate came my way, and as Donata held it for me to take a spoon full from, I noticed that yet again, a second button had now popped free on the blouse she was wearing. This time, I could see a significant portion of one of her breasts, the gentle curvature and slope of it from one side, the nipple itself barely concealed within the confines of the material. The fact she wasn't even wearing a bra now readily apparent. It was hard not to look, but I forced myself from doing so, though this time making some attempt at alerting Bella as to the situation in the event she might privately say something to her about it before disaster struck. Bella however seemed to be too busy in other matters and conversation, for me to actually gather her attention to me in order that I might do that. It was then that I heard Donata's voice talking to me, asking me pointedly about where I lived, and what I plans I might have for the future. Forced to turn towards her again in order to respond, my eyes immediately darted down for a brief moment, hoping that she had caught the fact her blouse was nearly full open and had fixed it herself. Such was not to be the case however, and if anything, her blouse ballooned out even more so now. Sitting slightly off to one side, though facing me I could see the rounded portion of both breasts now as they hugged one another, once again... both nipples on the verge of being exposed, with a partial darker coloration of one already peaking around the edge of the material almost winking at me. I realized then that Donata had in fact asked me a question, which I hadn't really heard. Thus asking me again, and making me realize as she did so, she had in fact caught me looking at what had now become almost too obvious to ignore.
"Bella said you were indeed a tit man, but I guess I still lose the bet," she announced, now making me aware of the fact she damn well knew where I'd been looking. But worse, so did everyone else, though there was a sudden burst of laughter that seemed to erupt almost simultaneously around the table. Donata sat back, though sitting straight as she did, and the last and final button came free all of its own accord, both breasts suddenly exposed in all their glory.
"Bet?" Was all I could say, feeling embarrassed and a little bewildered at what had just transpired here.
"Yeah, the bet was... that you never would say anything about her breasts showing, even if it went so far that one was to actually fall out and become fully exposed. It was my bet, you'd just sit there and look at it without ever saying anything, or bringing it to anyone's attention. Thus, Donata slowly managed to reveal herself a little at a time, expecting that you would finally say or do something about it before that actually happened. So like I said... I won the bet," Bella laughed, as did everyone else who obviously all seemed to be in on the prank as well, much to my surprise. Even Gretta found it amusing, though Matteo, and Edwardo, like me... seemed to be happily taking in the view. I know my face was blushing, I could feel it as I sat there and then caved in to the joke that had just been played on me, laughing along with at this point.
"Guess I should have known better, and expected something like this... especially from you," I quipped.
"Like I told you David, and as you've certainly seen for yourself around here. All of us, all that work here, and enjoy being here, are of an open mind, and a free spirit. We like to have fun, to flirt to tease, and to enjoy. And there's a lot of that constantly going on. So just be aware of it. Now then... having said that, is everyone ready for dessert?"
"I think I've already had my dessert," I announced, now looking even more directly and upon Donata's still exposed breasts. To my surprise, she actually did cover them up again; re-buttoning her blouse, save for the first button that she had undone in the beginning.
"Perhaps later I will dip them in cream for you," she teased, standing and preparing to clear away dishes so that dessert really could be served. I laughed at that, figuring she was indeed just kidding. Until Bella spoke up, adding to that.
"Only if you let me doing the dipping, and then the serving," she grinned with a wicked smile on her face.
I knew now without any doubt whatsoever, that my stay here was going to prove far more interesting than I could have ever expected.
**
I was really looking forward to spending the night with Bella. And though we'd fucked like animals only a few short hours ago, I was more than ready to go again. Needless to say, I was extremely surprised and majorly disappointed when we arrived at the top of the stairs, Bella suddenly stopping. It was obvious just by her action that she had every intention of heading off to her own bedroom, wherever that was.
"You're not coming with me to my room are you?"
"No, I'm not. Tomorrow IS a work day for me David, and I have a busy one planned. I know full-well that if I spent the night in your bed with you, neither one of us would get any sleep."
"What if I promised to be good?" I hoped.
"Wouldn't matter. I wouldn't be," she laughed. She leaned into me giving me a kiss. "I'll see you downstairs for breakfast in the morning... maybe," she added pausing. "Which is served at five a.m., just so you know. Oh... and one more thing."
"What?"
"Do you love me? Do you trust me?"
"You know I do, to both of those," I answered seeing a knowing look on her face as I said that. Which at this point, was nice to see.
"Good. Then you'll be a good boy and do what the note tells you to do."
"What note?"
"The one you'll find inside your room on the bed," she giggled, turning. And before I could say another word, or ask her anything more, she had turned and soon after disappeared down the hallway around the corner.
"Well, at least I know which wing her room is in," I thought to myself as I likewise turned; now heading towards my own room.
When I arrived, I was surprised to see what was obviously some sort of blindfold or mask hanging from the doorknob. Curious, I removed it, taking it inside my room. As I stepped through the door, I saw that sure enough, there was some sort of folded note or letter lying on my pillow. I walked over, unfolding it and began to read:
"I know you're wondering... why the blindfold? Well, here it is. At some point during the night, and you won't know when... someone will come by your door. If the blindfold isn't hanging on the doorknob, where you found it that will tell them that it's ok for them to come in. I know if I was there right now, you'd be asking... why the blindfold? Well silly, it's this simple. It ensures that you won't feel obligated, or even embarrassed or worse, guilty about having a little fun with whomever it is that may come through that door. That way, in the morning you will wake with a smile on your face, and the almost certain knowledge that someone who works here, perhaps someone you've already met, perhaps someone you haven't spent the night pleasuring you. And who knows? It might even be me. A few nights of that, and eventually you won't feel quite as nervous, or shy as you're obviously feeling now. It's a good way for you to settle in to how things are around here David. At least I hope you do anyway. And I also do hope... that no one will walk by and discover that the blindfold is hanging on your doorknob.
XOXO
Bella"
I sat on the edge of the bed thinking about it. As crazy as things had been when Bella had been staying with me, it looked as though it would be even more so here. Bella was indeed a free-spirit sexually. And if I thought that I could ever tame that, or lay claim to that as my own, I had another think coming. And Bella had a unique way of letting me know what, which she had now done with this letter, and the blindfold.
I made ready for bed, turned out the lights, and aside from the starlight coming in through the open porch veranda, settled into my bed, the blindfold now covering my eyes, and the little bit of light from the stars only moments ago, having been blanketed away.
I lay there half expectantly, wondering. But then eventually sleep took over, and I last drifted off.
It was the sensation of someone gently sucking my prick that awakened me, and told me that I was no longer alone. I moved, half tempted to remove the blindfold, struggling to sit up. "Who... " I began to ask. But a soft pair of fingers suddenly pressed themselves against my lips. The universal sign, telling me to be silent. I settled back into the bed, comfortably, and once more began to feel the delicate gentle urging of my cock as it began to harden thanks to the incredible manipulations of this strange woman's mouth.
**
Even with the blindfold, and the silence, I could tell a few things at the least, though there were, and had been a number of women I had seen throughout the day that could easily fit the mental description I was creating in my mind. Not the least of which was Donata. Whoever this was, they had breasts at least as large as hers had been. And though there was the possibility of this also being Bella, the way my prick was currently being sucked, didn't feel like her technique. Sure... Bella good have been smart enough to truly vary that in order to throw me off, but I doubted it. And then even more so when I felt the softness of this woman's hair briefly brush against my chest. Interestingly, she liked to nibble, almost nip the supersensitive ridge of my prick-head, which was driving me nuts. It wasn't painful, not in the least, but it did tingle more than usual, and sent several currents of throbbing excitement down my shaft and into my balls. Much more of this torture, and I'd be spurting ropes of semen into her sucking mouth. Sensing this perhaps, she removed her mouth from my prick, and then I felt the softness of one of her tits as she obviously fed it to me.
Whoever this was, she had incredibly thick rubbery nipples. And as I sucked, I again tried to picture Donata's breasts, realizing as I did that, there was NO way this could be her either. Donata's nipples, as alluring and sexy as they were, had been average at best, not even as large as Bella's were. So now I truly was confused, and yet thrilled that I really had NO idea as to the identity of this woman. Only that she had long hair, and larger than average nipples. I am sure a description, should I even bother to look, would cover at least a dozen or so women that I'd seen working out in the fields. Giving up my guessing game, I settled back, content now to simply enjoy this curious experience. Even more so, when a very, very wet slick pussy suddenly slid down over the hardness of my shaft.
I don't know what time it was when she finally left. Somewhere around two or three in the morning. All I really know is, suddenly the alarm I had brought with me was going off as I rolled over in bed in order to shut it off. It was 4:30 a.m. I would have just enough time to shower and shave, and make it downstairs for breakfast. Though for me, a simple cup of strong coffee would suffice. I was more curious to see what, if anything Bella said to me about last night. As strange as it had been, in a pleasurable way... I couldn't help wonder what would happen next, knowing Bella.
Everyone that had been at supper the previous evening was now here for breakfast, including one or two others I hadn't seen, and didn't recognize. Curiously enough, one woman could have easily fit the description I had pictured in my mind as she sat down to the table. The problem was, she was blonde, fair skinned, and spoke with a decidedly English accent. Bella introduced her to me as Julia, stating she was there to go over the shipping orders for several cases of wine, something she dropped in weekly to do. There was no mention of her being there last night, or arriving this morning, and so I didn't bring it up either. The other was a fairly large woman, pleasant enough and quite friendly. Almost as much as Greta had been when I'd first met her. I was fairly certain my mystery woman hadn't been her. I think I'd have felt the weight of this woman sitting on me, so she was also easily ruled out. Apparently she was part of the cleaning staff, and as I would learn later in seeing her work as she changed various sheets on the beds. Including my own.
"So... what's on the agenda for today?" I asked.
"For me... the usual," Bella commented. "Orders to go over and shipments to schedule with Julia. But before I do that, I like to go out and personally say good morning to everyone arriving in the fields to work. You can come with me if you'd like, usually takes about an hour to do that, and check on how things are going. After that, I'll be tied up until almost noon time with Julia. But... we can certainly meet up for lunch, if you'd like that," she smiled.
"Ok, we'll plan on that," I responded back. "But what should I do while you're with Julia?" I asked feeling a bit left out.
"Why don't you and Edwardo take a tour of the wine storage, he can let you have a tasting of some of the new wine's we're close to putting out. Just don't drink too much, or too many of them," she laughed. "The last thing I want is for you to pass out on me this evening," she added.
"Oh? And why's that?" I asked hopefully.
"Well, because we're planning a bit of a party in your honor this evening," she suddenly informed me. "And it wouldn't be right for the guest of honor to show up drunk to the party, that part should be after the party," she laughed again.
It was then that I knew, sometime during the day I was going to need a nap if I was going to survive another late night. And just to make sure, I figured I would leave the blindfold hanging on the doorknob when I went in to do that.
**
Once again, we boarded Bella's golf cart and headed out towards the fields so she could welcome everyone, and wish them a good morning. As we drove along the narrow dirt road in between the acres and acres of grape vines, she also informed me there was another weekly ceremony she was going to be performing too.
"Every week we award the worker who produced the most the past week, a little extra something in their paycheck," she informed me. I thought that was pretty cool that she would do that, but soon learned there was more. "I also like to give them something a little extra special," she winked.
"Oh? Like what?"
"You'll see," she grinned with that wicked, mischievous smile on her face. I could hardly wait, now curious as to what she intended on doing. We reached the area where the workers would be harvesting today, and I sat in the cart as Bella went out and then greeted everyone in the small group, which had formed, singling out an individual as she did. Obviously, she was making her announcement, letting the rest of the group know who had been given this weekly honor. After she had done that, Bella and another woman I hadn't seen before began making their way back to the golf cart. She was an older looking woman, somewhere in her early forties perhaps, not at all unattractive though she certainly carried a bit of extra weight. As the golf cart I was in had been modified, it had four seats, rather than a rack for golf clubs. Bella reached the cart sliding into the driver's seat, and the older woman climbed in behind her in one of the back seats.



"David? This is Gabriela; she's our recipient of this week's hardest working employee award. And as I told you, in addition to a little extra in her paycheck this month, I also like to do something a little extra special in addition to that." Without further explanation however, we were soon off again, though rounding a nearby corner around a small bend in the road hidden by the small hill off to the side of us, I saw what was obviously some sort of structure, like a small cabana, or cottage or some such. It seemed odd out here in the middle of nowhere, but as we soon headed up yet another narrow road, it was obvious that's where we were heading. In seconds, we had pulled up in front, Bella stepping out with Gabriela following. The older woman looked at Bella curiously however, speaking in Italian, though I didn't understand a single word that was spoken. Bella laughed, responding, and then turned back towards me. "She asked me if you were part of the bonus," she giggled. "I told her that would be entirely up to you once we got inside." And with that, and without another word of explanation, the two women quickly stepped inside the open-aired little cottage, with me hurriedly following.
It was an odd little building. Simply put, it was a bit like my own room, open aired, though there were large shutters that could be pulled down in inclement weather. Beyond that, it was nothing more than a large room with a single, though large... comfortable looking bed sitting in the middle of it. To one side, there appeared to be a combination bathroom, dressing area, though only a sheer pull curtain closed it off from the rest of the room. Oddly enough, there were two chairs sitting on either side of the bed, but beyond that, no other furniture of any kind.
"If you'd like to undress, I'll be waiting for you here," Bella had spoken in Italian, translating for me after the woman had nodded her head, slipping into the much smaller little room, pulling the curtain closed behind her as she did. Even then, I could still make out the silhouette of her body as she began to undress.
"So, everyone is treated to something special if they're the best worker for that week?" I asked curiously.
"They are, yes. Though it's not required that they do. It's only if they want to," she informed me. There's some we know don't want anything special, and we respect that. But... there are those who seem to like the extra little bonus, so I try to go out of my way to make this hours time something special for them."
"I don't doubt that," I chuckled. Though again asking. "And you told, ah... Gabrielle that I might be part of that reward?"
"Gabriella," Bella corrected. "And as I said, only if you want to, that's up to you... and to her. I know that she's married, and that intercourse is out of the question for her because of that. Her morals, not mine. But beyond that, I guess it's up to her as to what she would be willing to do, or want to. And also you of course... " she finished just as Gabriella stepped out from behind the drawn curtain. The moment she did so, I made up my mind, she was damn voluptuous, and by the look in her eyes, no innocent to the arts of pleasure either.
Bella had herself undressed during our chat, already crawling up into the bed just as Gabriella stepped out of the small dressing room.
"Even if you decide just to sit and watch, I am sure she'd at lease enjoy seeing you naked too, if nothing else." Bella stated. I knew by her tone of voice, it wasn't a suggestion. And to be honest, as I just then began slipping out of my own clothes, I'd already decided to become involved to whatever extent Gabriella wished me to.
Though she was indeed a bit of a plump, though I'd still call it more of a voluptuous, larger woman, she certainly wasn't fat by any means. Her breasts were indeed large, and for their size and weight perhaps, along with her age, tended to hang a bit heavier against her chest, though I actually found that alluring. In addition, she had enormous areolas, almost pancake size, covering the entire front area of her breast. Her nipples almost disappearing with the dark color surrounding them though as she turned, I could see twin little points already standing out fairly stiff and straight. She had a dark bush, once again something I wasn't used to seeing in this day and age, though it appeared well kept, and actually neatly trimmed, especially closer towards her vaginal opening. Once again Bella spoke to her in Italian, and then had her lay back in the bed. She slithered down between the woman's legs, spreading them, though they remained bent at the knee.
"Here, sit here David," Bella directed. "As I said, she can't have sex with another man, due to her own personal convictions, however... she did say, she wouldn't mind fondling your prick a bit while I'm eating her... if you'd be ok with that."
I answered that question by walking over, and sitting next to the two of them on the bed. Without another word, Bella went to work, beginning to tease the woman's pussy with her lips and tongue. As she did, Gabriella moaned contentedly, her hand suddenly seeking out my already turgid member, simply holding on to it at first like a handle. And then gradually, excitedly, finally stroking it.
I enjoyed the way her hand delicately seemed to fondle my prick, almost tentatively at first. This... in stark contrast to her response as to Bella's obvious tongue torture. One hand on my prick, almost lightly... feathery in a sense, fondling me, her other hand, pinching, twisting and pulling one of her own nipples, almost sadistically. Though I also knew what Bella's mouth and tongue was capable of doing too. In this case, driving the woman insane with pleasure.
"Tell her she doesn't need to be so gentle, it won't break." I heard Bella snicker, even as she continued to lap away at the woman's cunt, though she rose up just briefly, speaking to her, and no doubt translating what I'd just said. And then just as quickly, lapping away again, even more furious now, though the woman's hand, or rather her fingers, seemed to clamp down on the tip of my prick, pinching it. It actually felt good when she did that, twisting, and then pinching just the tip. Obviously, this was something she wanted to do in playing with me, and I was content to let her do so. Finally, she spoke again, lifting her head somewhat off the pillow, the tone of her voice almost pleading when she did. Once again, Bella stopped what she was doing, now resting on her elbows as she spoke to me.
"She wants you to fuck me," Bella said, "She wants to watch us fuck while she masturbates herself to orgasm. You game?"
"More than!" I responded hotly. My prick had had enough of her rough treatment anyway, though it had surprisingly felt good. It was ready for some nice slippery girl juice however, to smooth away the raw edges. "How does she want us to fuck?" I then asked, figuring whatever position she wanted us in while she played with herself was certainly her call.
Bella got on all fours, basically letting me know which position we were going to fuck in. At the same time however, she also told me that Gabriella wanted to be the one to put my cock inside her, so I waited patiently having moved around and behind Bella in preparation of that. Gabriella soon after grabbed my cock again, but it became obvious she wanted to play a bit before actually inserting it, which was fine with me. And by the moans that came from Bella shortly after that, it was just fine with her too.
"Oh fuck that's hot!" Bella moaned, Gabriella's hand busily working my prick up and down Bella's hot sweet slit, teasing her with it. I enjoyed the feel of her silky softness, her pussy so well lubricated that Gabriella was able to playfully make "slurpy-like" sounds as she thrummed my prick back and forth, up and down, faster and faster. "Shove it in! Please Gabby," she demanded, the first time I'd heard this shortened version of Gabriella's name. Now saying it in Italian perhaps, just as pleadingly. This time, she did. My prick suddenly shoved inside Bella's cunt, the tip of my prick slicing into that hot wet, sloppy chamber. And then "Gabby" releasing my prick. I drove in to her having felt that, hilting her deeply, hearing the deep-throated groan of her pleasure as I slammed into her in that way. Withdrawing, I slammed into her again, letting her feel the length of my shaft as it plummeted into her depths. "Yes! Yes David! Fuck me! Fuck me baby! Fuck me!"
Gabby now sat back, more than content to watch and play with herself, which was interesting for me, adding to my own pleasure. She maintained one hand on her breasts, though alternating between them from time to time, lifting those heavy monsters, massaging each one. She would then pay particular attention to her nipple, using her fingers to pull, and then twist it, much the same way she had done to my prick. With her free hand, she pummeled her own pussy, sometimes slapping it... hard, spanking it, and then slamming two, sometimes three fingers into herself, working her cunt furiously. When she actually spoke, it startled me just a little.
"Fuck... her... cunt. Fuck it!" She spoke, her words broken, yet distinctive. "Fottere suo rubinetto!" She cried out again, and I got the impression it was the exact same expression. I fucked her indeed, my prick now like a piston, slamming in and out of Bella's cunt, she in turn, jamming herself back against me, the slap of flesh actually reverberating inside the room.
"Make him momento, culminante," she cried out soon after, obviously on the verge of ecstasy herself.
"She wants to see it," Bella almost shouted seconds later, translating something else. "She wants to make your prick explode herself," Bella added to that. I pulled out, already so damn close, that if she didn't do it now, it would be too late. I needn't have worried about stating as such, Gabby already moving over, clasping my prick in hand again, working it, though rubbing it against Bella's soft firm ass as she did.
"Spruzzare! spruzzare!" Gabby pleaded, and once again not needing a dictionary to translate what she meant by that either. Seconds later, she was getting her wish. My cock erupting, spurt after delicious felt spurt leaping from the tip of my cock, so forcefully, that the first two jettisons of my spunk shot far over Bella's head, into the pillow. The rest, as Gabby continued pumping it out, now aiming it, all over and across Bella's back and ass. I was surprised at the quantity of my load, though the excitement and pleasure I had felt, had no doubt produced it.
"Fastoso!" Gabby called out excitedly.
"She said that was fantastic," Bella said. "As was her own orgasm. She came, as you came... as I did," Bella laughed. "Not too shabby for the three of us all coming at once now was it?"
I collapsed onto the bed, still somewhat out of breath, sperm still oozing from my prick-tip, though Gabby quickly swiped up the small cum-bubble with her finger, tasting it.
"Hmm," she smiled joyfully, and then ran her finger up and down her slit again, just briefly,
"Her small way of having a bit of you inside her," Bella informed me, now rolling out of bed and indicating that our time was indeed up. "Not too bad, almost an hour on the dot!"
We soon after dressed, and then drove Gabby back to the field where she'd be working today. A smile on her face, and a whole bunch of smiles from the workers who waved at us, and greeted her with a great deal of enthusiasm, and questions no doubt.
"Well, so much for the fun part of my day. Now its back to having to do some real serious work around here."
We drove back to the main Villa, and her office where she dropped me off. I wandered back upstairs to my room, intent on taking a shower, and then indeed a short nap. Especially if we were going to be celebrating tonight. I hung the blindfold on the door before closing it, just in case, though it was daytime. I wasn't sure if anyone would be so bold or not, but under the circumstances, I felt it best not to take any chances in wearing myself out before the evening actually began.
**
I woke. Bella sitting on me, naked. It was a little after six. "Time to wake up," she told me, her hand already wrapped around my still flaccid prick, waggling it back and forth like some sort of toy.
"You talking to me? Or my cock?" I asked, reaching up to surround her magnificent tits with my hands, nipples already rock hard and eager for them.
"Both!" She giggled excitedly. "But this for later," she said releasing my prick, and then breaking away so that my hands too were forced to relinquish her breasts.
"Then why tease me?" I asked staring at her beautiful form, sitting up in bed now, my erection still hardening.
"Not to tease, but to inform. It's a special party, so I thought I should come and warn you, tell you what to expect so you won't be too surprised."
Nothing about Bella could surprise me, or so I thought. I had learned long ago to expect the unexpected from her.
"Ok, ok... what do you want me to wear?" I asked. Now she grinned. And that spoke volumes.
"Not a thing," she said. "We are celebrating tonight in the nude! Everyone who wants to come, will be here. And those who would prefer not, I have already sent home. Many you will know, some you will not. But you also need to know about Niccolo," she added, only then a somewhat worried and concerned expression on her face.
"Who's Niccolo?" I asked, suddenly feeling a slight apprehension, though I had never heard the name before. But her expression told me I probably wouldn't like what I was about to hear.
"Papa said he is the man I am to marry," she stated. "It was his wish for us many years ago now. But I have waited," she added to that. "Anyway, he will be here too... he always comes to these."
"What a surprise," I said just under my breath. "And so? I take it you're still waiting?"
"Yes," she said, softer tones coming from her. "I am not yet ready to marry. With Papa's death, I want to ensure I know the business inside and out before I settle down and even think about doing something like that."
"I see." I said, not really seeing. Now really uncomfortable knowing that her "chosen" partner in life would be present, and this of all parties, a naked one to boot. Normally, I'd have found the idea interesting, and perhaps exciting. At the moment however, my now very flaccid cock said it for me.
"I'm not sure my participating, under the circumstances, will be such a good idea," I told her. Now her expression changed once again. This time firm, and resolved.
"You know me yes?"
"I thought I did," I thought. Answering instead, "Yes?" Though I left it as a question too.
"Then you know David," she said adding emphasis to my name in letting me know she was indeed being serious here. "I am who I am, I told you that in the beginning, and I have shown you that all along. I live how I live, and have tried to show you some of that both with you in the states, and here with me... in my home. These people don't just work for me, they are like friends and family. And I enjoy them, and you know what I mean by that. And I will continue to do so David. And if this causes you concern, animosity or jealousy of me, then I don't think you're being here is such a good thing after all. I would hate to see anything happen between, that would separate us ever again. But... I understand if you decide this just isn't for you. So... I will leave you to think on it. And I will understand if you choose not to come down and participate. But if you do, then I expect you to treat everyone as well as I treat them," she told me.
"Including Niccolo," I questioned, though again just under my breath, though Bella had heard the response.
"Especially him," she said giving me one last look before turning and walking out the door. Hearing it close left me feeling empty inside to some degree. This was a woman I cared about a lot, even loved. But could I accept her, except all this... as it was. Or would I have to face another reality, in that I couldn't, and would have to face living a life without her. I figured after this evening, I'd have my answer.
**
I could hear people arriving downstairs. The sounds of laughter, along with some toned-down music playing in the background. I waited another ten minutes, and then steeling myself, buck-naked, I opened my door and headed down the hallway. I was almost immediately greeted by the sight of Donata sitting on some man's cock, whom I didn't know. He was sitting on the stairs at the time as she rode him, effectively blocking my way. She saw me however, and smiled, speaking as she did.
"Slide over Raymond, we're blocking the way here." As they did that, "Raymond" as I now knew him to be, simply scooted off to one side, taking Donata with him as he did that, still obviously impaled on the man's prick. "Glad to see you decided to come down and join the party. Or... you can join the party we're having here," she added with a wink. "I have another opening that's available," she told me still smiling.
"Ah thanks... perhaps later," I said excusing myself, though I slid past the two of them, my eyes still focused on the man's prick as he continued to thrust himself in and out of the woman's pussy. From what I could see, he was thick AND long, her lips tightly wrapped around the man's member even as he withdrew partially from her. Finally looking away before I stumbled and fell down the rest of the stairs, I reached the landing and pushed my way past a small group of people, many of which I hadn't seen before, though one or two faces looked somewhat familiar. Workers in the field perhaps that I hadn't been introduced to formally. Three men stood side-by-side in a row, three women kneeling in front of each, currently sucking cock. "Damn, didn't take this party long to get started now did it?" I thought to myself.
"David!" I heard Bella's voice calling out to me, and then moments later actually stepping into my arms in greeting. "I was actually starting to wonder if you'd come down and join us or not." I was about to respond, but she had already taken my hand in hers, and was pulling me towards the back patio area. I had to admit, she looked damn good, and though I had seen her naked a million times, or so it seemed anyway... I couldn't get enough of looking at her. She seemed so natural this way, truly herself... and I was beginning to realize I really didn't want to tame that either.
"Where are we going?" I finally asked as she continued to pull me along, finally reaching the edge of the enormous pool, or rather pools, which sat out in the beautifully landscaped courtyard.
Suffice it to say, the back courtyard was unlike anything I had ever seen before. Terraced, it had three separate levels, a small pool on top, and from that a small though steep slide that came down the hill some forty feet or so to the next pool, slightly larger on the second plateau. From there, once again, another slide, this one dumping out into the main, much larger pool area where a great deal of people had already gathered taking turns sliding from one pool to the next. At the bottom, I saw what appeared to be a large box with an old fashioned padlock on it. At the moment, several men stood near the table it was sitting on, writing something down on small slips of paper before folding them, and then slipping them into a small slit inside the box.
"What's that all about?" I asked looking over towards the table, surprised to see one woman likewise writing something down and slipping her paper into the box too. I noticed Bella smile at that, almost wickedly.
"It's the yearly tradition," she informed me, though I still had no clue as to "what" sort of tradition she was talking about. Bella turned towards me, a somewhat serious expression on her face. "Remember what I said to you upstairs?" She asked. I nodded my head. "Well... this is more of that David. This particular tradition. Every year... any man who wishes to participate, or have a chance... writes is name down on a slip of paper, and drops it into the box. A few women do as well, as you saw... more so every year it seems," she added, a small smile once again etched in her face. "Anyway... a few moments from now, one of those names will be drawn. And whoever that person is... will be invited back to spend the entire night with me... at the small little cottage. It is another way of my saying thank you to those who come here and work for me."



I knew now what was about to happen. Once more reminded of Bella's character, personality... and indomitable spirit. The things about her I had come to love. But in doing so, in loving her the way that I knew I did... could I accept this going forward. Especially if one day she agreed to marry me. Could I accept the fact that nothing would change as far as any of this went? The bottom line was... could I live with that? Or live without Bella?
She stood looking at me, waiting for some sort of a response I am sure. I gave her one, and one that I don't think she was honestly expecting.
"Would it be alright if I were to write my name down as well?" I asked. I know she thought about it, even if it was only for a millisecond before answering. And I wasn't at all surprised by her answer either.
"As tempted as I am to let you do that, it wouldn't exactly be fair to everyone else now would it? If you won. This is after all, a tradition that has continued now for many years, and those who work for me, look forward to the chance of actually sleeping with me. And since you don't actually work here... should you win, everyone would think something was rigged, especially as most everyone knows we're romantically involved together."
I understood of course, but then another idea came to me almost immediately. "What if... since everyone DOES know we're romantically involved together, that we do this together then? How about, we let everyone know that they can write down their names to have sex with me as well. Think that would go over ok?"
Bella was grinning from ear to ear. "That's not a bad idea," she stated still grinning. "I know that many of the women here would enjoy doing that. Most of which have not entered their names, even for a chance to have sex with me. But with another strong handsome looking man, I think we'd have most... if not all the women working here, clamoring for a chance to do exactly that!" Now I was grinning.
"I guess we're gonna need another box then," I suggested.
"No worries. I think we can find something we can use until another one can be made. In the meantime, I'll quickly have the word spread that we're including you as a participant in the drawing now as well. I don't think it will be long before the women who work here will be standing in line, in order to write their names down."
Although I expected that a few women might actually come up and enter their names into the make-shift container that had been made, I was frankly surprised at the number of women who seemingly appeared from out of nowhere.
"Good heavens!" I exclaimed as they hurriedly gathered around, submitting their names into the box. What I didn't expect however, was that one or two men likewise entered their names as well. I looked at Bella curiously.
"I wouldn't worry... too much," she quipped. "And I think you could handle whatever comes up," she added with a dry expression on her face. "But to be honest... I know those two men pretty well, and it's my guess, that they see this as a second chance, another opportunity perhaps to still get involved with me in some way, as we'll obviously all be together there in the bungalow. Once a few more realize that, I'm willing to bet you'll see a few more men entering their names into your box as well."
"Maybe next year, we won't even need another box. Maybe we'll just pick out two names, and see what happens from there."
"A new tradition!" Bella laughed. "And one that I think will certainly prove interesting." She stopped then, considering as though a light bulb had suddenly gone off inside her head. "David?"
"Yeah?"
"Wouldn't that also mean that you're planning on staying here with me?" She asked. "Knowing what you know about me?" She added.
"It does. Yes. If you'll have me of course. Me... with all my quirks and faults as well. Including a few of my insecurities perhaps."
"I think we can work on those," she giggled. "After all, look how far you've come already Mr. Naughty, since we first met. I'm pretty sure you never expected to do, or experience some of the things we have now did you?"
"You've got that right," I agreed. "And because of that, I also realize that I can't go back, and NOT experience anything and everything that you can throw at me either. Let's just say, I can't imagine living, or loving my life without you."
"Why David. Is that some sort of a proposal?"
"Would you like it to be?"
"Maybe. But why don't we put that on the back burner for now. Let you come up with a much more romantic way to sweep me off my feet."
She might not have actually said the word. But I had the distinct impression she would certainly say yes. And I couldn't help imagining the look on Niccolo's face when he heard the news. It was then that I felt Bella's hand taking mine however, and leading me over towards the table where a rather large group of the winery's employee's stood waiting.
The moment they all saw the two of us approach, it grew seriously silent. So much so, you could have heard a pin drop. The tension so thick, you could have cut it with a knife. Though with so many serious looking faces, I began to wonder if there wouldn't actually be a riot because of this if a person's name wasn't called.
"Last call!" Bella announced, and then to my surprise, Arianna walked over, writing her name down, and slipped it inside the box. Even Bella was surprised when she did that, and then motioned her over.
"What happens if you're name is drawn?" Bella asked the young woman. "I thought you wanted to save your virginity for the wedding?"
"I do," she said blushing a little. "But I was thinking that maybe... if my name was drawn, I could still enjoy doing everything else, but that with David," she now answered looking towards me.
Bella nodded her head in understanding, though she spoke further. "There is still one small problem with that. Most everyone here knows you've made this commitment, this choice to save yourself for your soon to be husband. And many here might feel somehow cheated still. Do you see?" Bella asked.
"How about we do this?" I began to suggest. "In the event Arianna's name is drawn, let us then announce a special circumstance, and thus draw another name as well?"
Bella's eye burrowed into me as she considered my proposal, but not in a bad way. I could see the mischievous, dirty, naughty, thoughts already running around inside her head at the possibilities. And then she laughed. "We've now take the tradition from just someone spending a night with me, to now having what could almost be considered an all-out orgy." She laughed, "Which is certainly not a bad thing at all. And certainly as I said earlier... a new and interesting tradition going forward."
And then it was time to draw names. And I found myself, actually hoping that one of them would be Arianna's.
**
I am pretty confident that there was perhaps only one or two people that actually worked at the vineyard, that hadn't written down and submitted their names into one of the two boxes. One of which was Matteo, the older guy that had picked me up from the airport when I'd first arrived. As such, Bella had asked him to be the one to thoroughly mix up the names in both, and then likewise be the one to eventually draw the winner's names out. I was surprised at the obvious excited anticipation as the rather large group of people eventually fell silent. Matteo reached in the box drawing out a name for whoever was going to be paired up with me. He unfolded the half-slip of paper reading the name to himself first. And then a small smile actually came into his face as he looked up, finally calling out the name.
"Arianna!"
It was as though the gods themselves had decided that Arianna was indeed supposed to participate, one way or the other. She even cried out in excited shock and delight upon hearing her name, though Bella was quick to step forward, quieting the crowed that had thrown up a small cheer, along with a few disappointed grunts and groans as well.
"Most of you here know that Arianna has been saving herself for marriage. And as such, David and I discussed the unlikely possibility," she paused glancing directly at Arianna simultaneously shaking her head. "That should she actually win... under the circumstances, that there would be an additional drawing for someone else to also participate with David, along with Arianna."
It was here that a wild cheer arose, mostly females... once again excited that there was yet another chance for one of them to actually be with me. And thus once more, Matteo reached his hand inside the box, scrambling around for a bit before drawing out yet again another slip of paper. As he had done with Arianna's name, he did so here. Reading it, and likewise smiling before looking up and calling out another name.
"Donata!"
Indeed, fate... destiny, what have you... seemed to have a hand in much of this as she too squealed loudly, making her way through the once again disappointed crowd to where we were all standing. Disappointment soon gave way to cheers of congratulations however as she and Arianna now took up positions on either side of me. Even their looks towards one another spoke volumes... lots of smiles and wicked winks being passed back and forth between them.
And then it was time to draw yet another name, as to who would end up being Bella's companion for the evening. As much as I dreaded it to some extent, the way the gods had been doing things so far... I wouldn't have been surprised to hear Matteo calling out Niccolo's name when the time came. To my admitted delight, and relief however... he didn't. Calling out "Antonio," one of the delivery drivers names instead. A rather tall looking individual cried out at his own sudden good fortune, and began making his way to where the four of us stood standing. There were again a few groans and moans, but all given in a good natured sort of way. As the crowd began to disperse, and return to their own little intimate parties, Bella addressed the rest of us.
"In an hour, I'll have Matteo pick you up and bring you over to the cottage. That should give everyone a chance to freshen up a bit. David and I will be waiting for you there." She finished.
Matteo then drove Bella and I to the cottage where we would await the arrival of everyone else. At least that would give us a chance to talk a bit more, which I was curious to do after recent events.
"So... "
"So... " Bella mimicked waiting on me.
"So, what do you think of the new tradition?" I questioned figuring this might be the best way to redirect the conversation back to the one we'd had previously.
"I think it will certainly make things more interesting and exciting for everyone, provided you're still here next year, and not just doing this because you hate the thought of not being with me, and me being alone with someone else for an evening."
There was some truth to her words of course, but that was my problem, and one that I was already feeling more confident about with each passing moment. The mere thought of not spending the rest of my life with Bella was simply out of the question now.
"Oh, I'll still be here next year, and the year after that, and the years after that... if you'll have me," I told her.
"Years after that huh?"
I smiled, nodding my head. "For as long as you'll have me," I said again.
"I like the sound of that. Having you. Having you whenever I want, and wherever I want," she giggled hotly. "And having you with me, sharing all my wicked, naughty adventures... and traditions," she smiled broadly.
"Especially traditions," I agreed.
"Yes."
"Yes?"
"Yes. To that... and to the other."
"To the other?"
"Well, I was going to make you ask me a bit more romantically. But in a way, this is pretty romantic, just being here like this together."
We had already undressed, and now stood there in the nude awaiting the arrival of the other three we'd be spending the night with.
"So you're saying yes to marrying me?" I asked once again.
"Yes, but another tradition we will follow," she began. "One year's engagement first, giving us plenty of time to plan, and to get to know one another even better, even more intimately than we already do."
"Even more intimately?" I asked, not even thinking that was remotely possible with her.
"Intimacy involves many things David, not just sex. Though there will of course be plenty of that as well, and seeing how intimate you can be with someone we've selected for an evening here and there. That's important to me as well. I enjoy seeing you being intimate with someone else, it excites me, and I expect to see the same kind of devotion and understanding with me."
Admittedly, life with Bella was going to prove interesting, let alone exciting and perhaps even a bit unusual in a marital sense. But I was already looking forward to it. There wasn't time to pursue this much further at the moment however, the sound of Matteo pulling up outside with our three important guests.
"Follow my lead," she told me, taking my hand in hers as we walked towards the door in preparation for greeting them all, and bringing them inside. She had already told me that we would be the ones to slowly, and teasingly undress them. Bella would undress Antonio, and I would undress Donata. The two of us would then undress Arianna together, and then lead everyone towards the enormous bed that awaited us all. After that, as she would thus explain to everyone... our evening was meant to be one of pure unadulterated pleasure. And that meant being able to do anything with anyone, at any time during the evening. Those were basically the only rules. I had already prepared myself for any eventuality, and though I knew I would not actually be having intercourse with Arianna, I was looking forward to licking and sucking on that sweet young pussy of hers.
I noticed as Bella began slowly undressing Antonio, that he had a considerable amount of chest hair, in stark contrast to myself. I had very little body hair at all, and in fact... Bella had both insisted, and enjoyed shaving my pubic area as well, so I was virtually bald as a baby, save my rather thick head of hair.
As different in appearance as Antonio and I were, the girls too all had their subtle differences. Being a breast man as it were, I was also in seventh heaven, just looking at these three luscious women as Bella and I finally finished disrobing Arianna. Arianna's very young, perky... smallish sized breasts were just as alluring to me as Bella and Donata's much larger tits. Her nipples a light brown color, with areola's almost a bit puffy in appearance. Donata's the larger of the three, sporting enormous breasts that hung heavy against her chest. And here too, she had gigantic areolas, dark brown in color with those stiff hard, almost thimble-sized nipples. And though Bella's tits weren't nearly as large as Donata's, they were certainly full, and far more than a simple handful. Her nipples too, already rock-hard as she made the first contact, reaching out to gather one of Arianna's stiff little points in her hand, and of course one of Donata's. I watched as she stood there both pinching, and then rolling them between her fingers, taking a measure of delight in doing so. And that action, perhaps an invitation, as both Donata and Arianna then captured each one of Bella's stiff hard nipples and stood playing with them.
My prick had already risen quite nicely upon seeing this, though it had already begun doing so as I had undressed the two women. Glancing over, I saw that Antonio was rock hard as well, though he stood unabashedly slow-fisting himself as he looked on at the girls. Once again, admittedly, he had a rather impressive looking cock, a bit longer than my own by an inch or two, though not quite as thick around perhaps as my own prick was. I caught him looking over towards me, looking at him, and received a friendly nod of approval as he then glanced down at my now throbbing cock as it actually bobbed up and down once or twice as we stood there.
As the girls continued to play with one another's tits for a few more minutes, I took in the rest of their delicious, diversified bodies as well. Arianna's slim, almost too skinny form, though with skin that looked as smooth as a babies. She, like me... was completely shaved, though I would learn later, that was part of Bella's doing as well. She enjoyed teasing, almost torturing the poor girls pussy whenever she did that, which was at minimum, every other day. Donata had a dark, though not really thick bush, which was evident she still cropped and trimmed, though it was full and formed a complete "Pussy triangle" as I called them. Bella had only a small tuft of hair, though its purpose in even appearing there as little as there was, eluded me.
"Well, now that the three of us are all good and horny," Bella quipped looking back over her shoulder now to where Antonio and I stood standing. "Perhaps we should move all this to the bed!"
"Make that the five of us," I responded, answering for Antonio, as once again the proof of his own arousal was clearly evident.
We had quickly and briefly discussed the fact, as we'd stood there in the doorway in greeting, that initially... Bella would first fuck Antonio, and that I would of course first fuck Donata, and do whatever else came to mind with Arianna in the beginning. After all, that was the whole point and purpose of all this to begin with. After that, we would take things as they developed and evolved, though knowing Arianna, she was as keen and as anxious to play with Bella and Donata as I was.
There was plenty of room on the bed, without feeling the least bit crowded. The sexual energy in the air, adding to the erotic atmosphere that we were all experiencing now too.
I wrapped my hand around my cock, basically pointing it at Donata, asking. "How would you like it?"
She answered by taking up the doggy position there in front of me, slapping her ass firmly by way of invitation. I moved up in order to accommodate her request, though Arianna was quick to throw in her own request. Being the 'fifth' wheel in a way, and lucky to even be there perhaps, she quickly adapted to her honorary role.
"I want to lick you, while he's fucking you," she announced, and I'd also like to be the one to eventually put him inside you too!"
That sounded like a splendid idea, so I waited as Arianna quickly positioned herself on her back beneath Donata, though this also had the effect of conveniently making her pussy available to Donata, already reaching out towards it with her hands and fingers in order to begin strumming the young girl's hot horny clit.
Bella was currently on her back, legs spread and high in the air. At the moment, Antonio was just kneeling there between them, more or less teasing Bella's stiff little clit with his prick-tip. I had done that a time or two myself, and knew fairly well just how much Bella enjoyed feeling that. So I knew both by the look in her eyes, and the sounds she made, almost as though purring, that she was enjoying this wicked little tease of her pussy. It was then however, that I felt Arianna's hand guiding my own prick towards the juicy wet opening of Donata's cunt. She rubbed it there for a moment, circling, even slapping it against the opening of the woman's slit, causing her to cry out in rapturous bliss before shoving the tip inside, and then mashing her face into the woman's cunt, capturing her extended clit with her lips simultaneously. This time Donata let out a wild cry of delight, fucking back against me, ensuring that every inch of my prick had slid as deep inside of her as it could.
"Oh yes! Yes! Fuck my cunt!" She cried out, adding... "eat my fucking pussy!"
I know I was certainly doing that, and by the delicious sounds she was making, so was Arianna. I even felt the occasional lick of my prick stem as I drove in and out of Donata's wet split. Arianna too, enjoying a nice fingering initially, as Donata both pummeled and spanked the young woman's mound. Eventually however, she leaned forward even further, and I knew then, she too was licking her as she was being licked... and fucked.



"Oh yes! Hard! Deep!" Bella cried out. Once more looking over, even as I continued to thrust, Bella's legs thrown over Antonio's form, his thrusts hard... rhythmic as he continued to slide that monster tool of his in and out of my lover's hot quim. I was surprised that I felt no jealousy at this, finding only that in watching... it became even more erotic, more sensual to me... increasing my own pleasure as well. Bella and I locking eyes briefly, smiling with them, if one could indeed do such a thing, though Donata's pussy soon clamored for my attention again.
"Oh yes, I so want to cum like this!" She announced. "I want to cum on your cock David, and feel Arianna sucking on my clit as I do! I want you to squirt in me... I want to feel your hot nasty juice filling my pussy as I cum!"
I had never had a problem having more than one orgasm at a time, in fact having several during the course of an evening. Though having one almost on cue, was a bit trickier to pull off. Arianna helped with that however, doing the one thing I'd not expected, nor anticipated, as she reached up and around, sliding one of her pre-wet fingers into my ass as though she'd practiced doing this for years. The moment I felt her finger enter inside me, I felt the beginnings of my own orgasm suddenly begin to manifest itself, just as Donata began fucking back even more rapidly than she had been. I could only imagine poor Arianna hanging on for dear life as she did, somehow managing to cling to the woman's stiff hard clit with her lips, still sucking it.
"Oh yes... yes! Suck that fucker! Suck it! Make me cum! I'm gonna cum! Fill me David! Fill me! Squirt your juice inside my hot... wet... cunt!" She screamed in the obvious throes of ecstasy.
As close as I was, due to the sudden thrill of Arianna's finger in my ass, it wasn't even that which actually triggered my own climax. It was the sound of Bella hitting hers. Once more looking over, I watched as she captured each one of her nipples in her hands, pulling on them harshly, stretching and lifting them upwards almost cruelly, something she very often enjoyed doing to further enhance the thrill of her orgasm. That... and the wild-eyed look in her eyes and face, one of the few women I knew, that preferred to actually climax with her eyes open, taking in everything... sharing everything in that split second of vulnerability and emotion. Once again, something I loved and adored about her. So it was that, which soon had me spewing a massive load of juice inside Donata's pussy, to which Arianna, perhaps sensing it... even seeing it, as she licked even more furiously, driving Donata almost immediately into a second, and then third simultaneous orgasm.
Donata had finally collapsed (though it was to be a brief few moments) my now somewhat limp, slick cock slipping out of her pussy, still covered with our combined juices, to which Arianna now took upon herself to take care of.
"Hmm, let me clean you up," she announced rolling over towards me, effectively putting the two of us into a '69' position. And under the circumstances, since Arianna had not as yet climaxed herself, I thought it only right that she now do so as I began flicking away at her tender little clit with my tongue.
"Oh yes, let me help with that," I heard Bella saying, and then felt her presence as well as seeing her as she moved up towards the two of us. Almost immediately she began playing with Arianna's breasts, gently caressing and teasing them, kneading them in kind as I continued to lap away at her glistening pussy. Arianna's juices were free-flowing now too, and I sensed that she was so close to finally achieving her own orgasm.
Bella had always been vocal. And it had been because of that, that she had gotten me into the erotic joys of being at least somewhat vocal myself. But Bella truly enjoyed talking dirty, even more so than hearing it perhaps, which she immediately began doing as I continued the almost frenzied onslaught of Arianna's cunt. Even my own prick had once more lengthened, and though not entirely hard yet... it still felt wonderfully good as Arianna sucked, licked and coaxed it back towards its original firmness.
"That's it. Suck on that sweet little clit David. Pull on in with your lips, make it even hurt just a little. In fact... nibble it, chew it... and then suck it again, make her pussy want to explode all over your fucking face!"
God I loved hearing Bella get so nasty like that. I couldn't help it. Hearing the tone of her voice, the excitement, the arousal that she projected with her words, as well as her hot sultry breath as she spoke. I was amazed to find another climax, starting to build for myself, though my intent and focus remained entirely on getting Arianna off, as she hadn't as yet done so, where the rest of us had.
When Arianna finally climaxed, it was as though the wind had been taken entirely out of her. For a moment, she didn't even breath, sucking in the air instead, her face beet red, her body quivering and shaking almost spasmodically. And then this geyser, this little fountain, so unexpected, suddenly spurting up into my mouth, splashing against my face. I even sat back, astonished, transfixed, continuing to rub her little clit, though she soon, and quickly took over for me, actually slapping her pussy mound firmly, and furiously. In seconds, she hung there once more... again her breath sucked in before being let out in a wild cry of delight. The simultaneous appearance of yet another spray, this one even harder, more forceful almost as though urinating like a man perhaps, though it wasn't. It shot, it squirted, and then it seemed to just stay there for several long seconds afterwards. This gusher of clear liquid that entirely saturated the bed, along with both Bella and herself, as Bella had at some point leaned further in, in order to partake of this unexpected, and unanticipated little surprise.
Always prepared for any eventuality, Bella soon had the five of us stripping the bed. A rubberized mat had kept all the moisture from Arianna's orgasm from soaking completely through. We soon had fresh clean sheets on the bed once more, though we now took a little break for some wine and cheese that had been provided for us much earlier.
"I hope you have another set besides this one," I whispered into Bella's ear a moment or two later. She laughed at that, simply stating that even if Arianna managed to soak the bed again, a simple phone call from the cottage to Gretta would take care of that.
We sat relaxing, enjoying the wine and cheese as well as some freshly baked bread until the natural urges and desires once more began to manifest themselves. This time it was Donata that seemed to direct the course of the next erotic little game-play. Antonio had been standing close enough to where she was sitting as he placed his empty wine glass down on the counter. As he did that, Donata reached out, wrapping her hand around his someone flaccid prick, as she sat there now rubbing it back and forth across her breasts. We all sat, or stood watching this, admiring the naughty bit of play as his prick slowly grew into its full massive size again. Donata, now taking turns sucking it, and still rubbing it back and forth across her nipples.
"You know what I'd like?" She announced looking up at Antonio, and then over towards me. "Would for the two of you, to splash some nice hot semen all over these massive tits of mine. I would really enjoy seeing, and feeling that," she asked hopefully.
"Sounds like a wonderful idea!" Bella, and then Arianna spoke, almost at the exact same time. "And we'll help!" They both added, as Arianna quickly came around to stand behind Antonio, just as Bella did with me.
"Let us do all the jerky-work," Bella instructed giggling. "You just sit back and enjoy the feel of these two men's cocks against those nice big tits and nipples of yours."
Donata was grinning from ear to ear as well, though she immediately reached down between her legs, and began to finger herself as both Bella and Arianna now began using our mutually hard cocks, to further tease the woman's breasts and nipples with. I quite enjoyed the sensation myself, especially as Bella quite firmly slapped my prick against them on occasion, just as Arianna did with Antonio's massive cock. The fact that Donata was enjoying this every bit as much as the rest of us were... perhaps even more so, was declared by her eventual wish and desire for us to cum on her.
"Oh fuck! FUCK! Make them squirt on me!" She pleaded. "Please Bella, Arianna... work their pricks, make them squirt on my tits... I want to see them cover me, cover me in their hot nasty cum!"
And then there was that finger again. Only this time it was Bella's doing. Though I likewise imagined that pretty much the same thing was now happening to Antonio as well by the look on his face as Arianna continued pulling and working on his cock from in front, movement and motion behind giving credence to the rest of my suspicions.
"Almost!" I exclaimed, about all that I could say. My orgasm nearly upon me as Bella now switched to just working the head, something she knew I really enjoyed, and almost preferred at the moment of a hand-job orgasm. Not to mention the fact, this was something she had actually taught me more than I had learned to do, and seemed to delight in her own macabre little way, as she pinched and pulled on it too. Though continuing to rub the tip and crown forcefully with her fingers simultaneously.
Of course the finger currently massaging my prostate probably helped as well.
I grunted a nice deep, toss it, throw it out... shoot it all over kind of an orgasm. Watching now as Bella's hand continued to finger-tip my climax from the head of my cock. One massive, surprisingly squirt after another as she milked it, now directing, and aiming my continued spurts so as to equally cover each one of Donata's breasts. And then as though on cue, just as I finished, Antonio stepped forward, Arianna likewise directing his voluminous spray against her as well, until rivulets of cum had pooled, and begun running down between her breasts as well as along the sides having been thoroughly soaked by two pretty good-sized cum baths upon her.
"Hmm, I do so love that feeling. What a nice mess!" She added to that happily. Though suddenly pouting just a little. "Though I would really enjoy sharing a bit of this with the two of you, if you'd care to give me a couple of nice titty-hugs!"
The girls soon did just that, mashing themselves together, acting silly perhaps, though even this to me was extremely erotic as well as playful. As both Antonio and I sat back, refilling our wine glasses, watching, the girls proceeded to lick one another off, until all three had completely devoured whatever traces of semen had remained on any of them. I could only sit there shaking my head. The sun had set perhaps an hour or two ago at the most. Thus, it wasn't even close to midnight yet, with the entire night ahead of us. Only now did I even begin to ask myself if I had stamina enough for this. Bella alone was more than a match, and now with three women to please and tease, even with Antonio's help, though his prick at the moment, looked more wilted than mine was.
Bella looked over at the two of us, as though reading our minds, or at least mine anyway, and snickered.
"You two rest up and gather yourselves. We still have a long night ahead of us. In the meantime... " she left off saying, rolling out of bed, and wandering over to what I had initially thought was a small little clothes closet. She opened it, the cabinet doors revealing what appeared to be an array of adult toys, the likes of which I had never seen before. She reached in producing what appeared to be a very long, very thick double dildo. "Arianna? Would you mind helping us with this?" She asked, though by the look on Arianna's face at the prospect of doing so, she was all for it.
I sat back, somewhat relieved at the respite we'd been given, though already surprised at the curious stirring of my very flaccid cock as the girls lay down on the bed, cunts now facing one another as Arianna knelt between and began to slowly tease each of them with the twin-headed fake prick.
**
It was like watching a kid let free in a candy store. Arianna's enthusiasm, and excitement was infectious. She knelt there, using the double-headed dildo to tease Bella and Donata simultaneously. Eventually, she managed to insert a great deal of each end into each of the women. Once she had done that, Bella and Donata were able to work themselves back and forth, basically fucking one another as they lay there. Arianna added to their mutual pleasures by tickling, and rubbing each of their exposed clits. As was usually the case, Bella was already working her breasts, teasing her nipples as she did this. I loved it whenever she did that, something that never failed to arouse me. And even after two very intense and powerful orgasms, I was already beginning to feel a renewed awakening between my legs.
"God I can hardly wait until I can be fucked!" Arianna announced hotly. "I am soooo tempted!" She added to that.
"Tempted is fine sweetie, but I promised Edwardo that I would see to it that you kept your promise to him, no matter what happened with anyone else. Perhaps by this time next year, after you're married... and if things work out... you can enjoy having David slip that nice fat prick of his inside that honey pot of yours."
Just the thought of that eventuality, had my prick rising to the occasion, something that none of the girls missed either. Antonio too seemed interested once more, though neither one of us moved, waiting to see what it might be that the girls had in mind. I started to move towards Bella, but caught a quick look and shake of her head "no" though she spoke no words. I gathered from that as she redirected me back towards Donata with another look and glance as to what she wanted me to do. As such, I moved that way, and seeing me doing that, Antonio quite naturally moved towards Bella. Positioned as we all were, with Arianna still content to tease, manipulate, and service the women's cunts, Donata reached out, clasping my rapidly stiffening cock, and drew it into her mouth. Looking over, Bella was doing the same with Antonio of course though it was clearly evident that even with her talented mouth and technique, there was no way she could completely swallow that lengthy cock of his.
As good as it felt, I just didn't have another cum left in me just yet. Though I enjoyed her continued sucking up until the point where Arianna first managed to make her cum, using her fingers and the constant drilling of the dildo in and out of her pussy. I had hear Antonio cry out in bliss, though it wasn't quite as deep-throated a grunt and groan as I had heard before, so I wondered if he too was more or less tapped out for the moment.
We had taken another quick break for some refreshments, and personal needs, soon after returning to the cottage where I found Bella standing in the open doorway, the sheer curtains billowing around her as she stood there, looking much like a dream. In a way perhaps, this was. I walked up, slipping my arms around her, hugging her to me, nibbling on her neck, speaking as I did.
"I really want to be inside you!" I told her. She turned, forcing me to relinquish my grasp, though she smiled wantonly.
"I want that too. But this isn't about us right now. We're here to see to their pleasures. Perhaps later, when I feel like we've given, and done for them what's been promised. Perhaps then... you and I," she left off saying as the other three soon after rejoined us.
**
Because of Arianna's situation, I was somewhat limited in what I could... and couldn't do, though that was easily and soon decided for me anyway.
"Eat me David. Lick my pussy again, tickle my clit with that amazing tongue of yours!"
"It is isn't it?" Bella agreed, actually giving my prick a few nice gentle strokes, firming it up some. "And while you do that," she told me. "I think Donata can certainly enjoy riding this again."
Arianna was soon sitting on my face, and Donata had certainly climbed aboard, lowering her very slick pussy over my cock again. Near us, and close enough to play as well, Antonio too lay on his back, with Bella now riding him. In such close proximity to one another, the three girls were able to reach out, caressing, fondling and even kissing one another as Arianna rode my face, my tongue spearing into her slick folds, lips periodically capturing and sucking her clit, before flicking it wildly... just as she requested I do. Donata had driven me as deeply as was possible... content now not to fuck so much up and down, but to grind against me stimulating her clit, in this way, with the occasional in and out coupling that continued to tease and satisfy my cock. Bella in her usual way was bouncing up and down in wild abandon towards the end of her own climatic bliss, crying out... shaking, and laughing hysterically which she very often did after having a really nice, hard orgasm.
Just as she wanted, and just as I had actually hoped, Arianna soon after began filling my mouth, as well as bathing my face in her precious sweet nectar. Her orgasmic cry of delight, more like a trill as she came, shaking and shivering throughout, her pussy pulsating, continuing to jettison these fine little streamers of girl spunk either into my mouth, or across my face. I was once again drenched, though the damage to the sheets not nearly as bad as they'd been earlier. Having managed to take most of it perhaps, swallowing the majority of her liquid explosion.
I collapsed back into the bed, only vaguely aware of Donata eventually doing the same, riding out another orgasm, though I had again failed to do so myself. But at least I knew, that she and Arianna both had been satisfied.
I dozed for a bit, though we all did. Eventually coming around to notice that almost all of the candles we had lit earlier in the evening, had burned themselves out. Only a small handful remained, shedding just enough light to see by in a gentle, soft warm glow that left shadows dark and secret in most areas of the room. Antonio lay on his side facing away from me, gently snoring. Donata and Arianna actually curled up together, Donata spooning the young woman's form almost protectively. I glanced about, but Bella was nowhere to be found. I softly and quietly crawled out of bed, heading towards the open patio where I had seen her standing earlier. Sure enough, she was sitting outside basking in the moonlight, and unlike the rest of us... looking just as fresh and as vigorous when all this began.
"How long was I asleep?" I asked curiously. Bella laughed softly, replying.
"A little over two hours now I would guess." She looked past me back towards the cottage. "It seems that our special guests all finally wore themselves out." I laughed at that as well.
"It would seem that they have, yes."
"And you? Are you all tuckered out?" Bella asked softly, one hand already coming up to capture a breast as I stood there looking on.
"You know my weakness," I acknowledged.
"Oh? And what weakness is that?" She pressed, now reaching up with her other hand so that each one of her breasts was now cupped and being massaged.
"You know damn well what," I teased back quietly. My prick in fact moving all by itself, though it was far from being any where's near hard yet. I approached. "So... you think everyone's been satisfied enough so that I can fuck you myself now?"
"No. You can't fuck me," she said raising a hand, stopping me in my tracks for a moment, a bewildered expression on my face I am sure. "But you can come over here and make love to me," she added.
**
The next two weeks were hectic and busy with other preparations, though Bella and I now managed to spend a great deal of quality time together even so. In addition to that, Bella likewise continued on with Arianna's "training" as she called it, requiring and receiving from the young woman, the mandatory five orgasms per day.



A week after that, Bella and I flew back to the states so that we could inform my parents of our decision to get married. Something they were overjoyed to hear of course, though mom immediately got into a serious planning mode with Bella, that I was only too happy to let her do as excited as she was. And though the wedding was still a good six months away, we'd decided to do it a bit earlier than originally discussed in order that it not conflict, or overshadow the next traditional "Employee appreciation day."
Just a few weeks before the actual wedding took place, I was surprised when Niccolo approached me as I was inspecting some of the wine casks in the cellar storage. Though somewhat surprised to see him, though I had expected we'd eventually run into one another at some point, I steeled myself for whatever it was he had to say to me. He didn't look happy for one thing, and I knew that he had fully expected to be the one to actually marry Bella eventually.
I turned, half wondering if he wouldn't simply punch me or something. Even when he extended his hand in friendship, I was half cautious that he still would take a swing at me, catching me off guard.
"I just wanted to congratulate you," he began. "I guess the best man for her really did win," he finally said smiling, and now shaking my hand as I shook his.
"Thank you," I responded meaning it. "And I hope we can still be good friends as well as co-workers, even so."
"I will say this," as he turned and made ready to leave. "I still plan on submitting my name next Employee's day," he said grinning with a hopeful expression on his face.
I nodded towards him. "And I hope that you'll eventually win too!" I responded back actually meaning it.
*****
The end.



        